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The Book of Ruth 


1 And it came to pass in the days when the judges judged, that there was a famine in 
the land: and there went a certain man of Beth-lechem-judah to sojourn in the fields 


of Moab, he, and his wife, and his two sons. 2 And the name of the man was Elimelech, 
and the name of his wife Na'omi, and the name of his two sons Machlon and Kilyon, 


Ephrathites of Beth-lechem-judah. And they came into the fields of Moab, and remained 
there. Thereupon died Elimelech Na'omi's husband; and she was left, with her two sons. 
4 And they took themselves wives of the women of Moab; the name of one was 'Orpah, 
and the name of the other Ruth: and they dwelt there about ten years. > And then died 
also both of these, Machlon and Kilyon, and the woman was left [deprived] of her two 
children and her husband. © Then did she arise with her daughters-in-law, and returned 


homeward from the fields of Moab; for she had heard in the fields of Moab that the 
Lord had thought of his people in giving them bread. 7 Therefore she went forth out of 


the place where she had been, and her two daughters-in-law [were] with her; and they 
went on their way to return unto the land of Judah. ® Then said Na'omi unto her two 
daughters-in-law, Go, return each one to her mother's house: may the Lord deal kindly 
with you, as ye have dealt with the dead, and with me. 9 May the Lord grant unto you 
that ye may find rest, each one in the house of her husband. Then she kissed them, and 
they lifted up their voice, and wept. !° And they said unto her, [No,] for truly we will 
return with thee unto thy people. !! Then said Na'omi, Return back, my daughters; why 
will ye go with me? are there yet any more sons in my womb, that they may become 
your husbands? !? Return back, my daughters, go; for I am too old to become [the wife] 
of any man; yea, if I were even to think, I have hope; should I even obtain this night a 
husband, and should also bear sons: !3 Would ye wait in hopes for them till they were 
grown? would ye debar yourselves for them so as not to become the wives of any man? 
not so, my daughters; for I feel much more bitter pain than you; because the hand of the 
Lord is gone out against me. 14 And they lifted up their voice and wept a long time; and 
Orpah kissed her mother-in-law; but Ruth cleaved unto her. 15 And she said, Behold, thy 
sister-in-law is returned back unto her people, and unto her gods; return thou after thy 
sister-in-law. 1° But Ruth said, Urge me not to leave thee, to return from following thee; 
for whither thou goest, will I go; and where thou lodgest, will I lodge; thy people shall 
be my people, and thy God my God. 17 Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be 
buried; may the Lord do so to me, and may he so continue, if aught but death shall part 
me from thee. 18 When she thus saw that she was persisting to go with her, she left off 
speaking unto her. 19 So these two went until they came to Beth-lechem. And it came to 
pass, when they entered Beth-lechem, that all the city was in commotion about them, 
and people said, Is this Na'omi? 2° And she said unto them, Call me not Na'omi, call me 
Mara; for the Almighty hath dealt very bitterly with me. 211 went out full, but empty 
hath the Lord brought me home again; why then will ye call me Na'omi, seeing the Lord 
hath testified against me, and the Almighty hath sent me affliction? 22 So did Na'omi 
return, and Ruth the Moabitess, her daughter-in-law, with her, who had returned out of 
the fields of Moab; and they came to Beth-lechem at the beginning of the barley-harvest. 


1 And Na'omi had a kinsman of her husband's, a mighty, valiant man, of the family of 
Elimelech, whose name was Bo'az. 2 And Ruth the Moabitess said unto Na'omi, Let me 
go, I pray thee, into the field, and glean ears of corn after him in whose eyes I shall find 
grace. And she said unto her, Go, my daughter. 3 And she went, and came, and gleaned in 
the field after the reapers; and the accident happened to her, that it was a part of the field 
belonging unto Bo'az, who was of the family of Elimelech. 4 And, behold, Bo'az came from 
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Beth-lechem, and he said unto the reapers, The Lord be with you. And they said unto 
him, May the Lord bless thee. > Then said Bo'az unto his young man that was appointed 
over the reapers, Whose maiden is this? © And the young man that was appointed over 
the reapers answered and said, It is a Moabitish maiden that is returned with Na'omi 
out of the fields of Moab; 7 And she said, Let me glean, I pray you, and gather among the 
sheaves after the reapers: so she came, and hath remained ever from the morning even 


until now; it is but a little while that she hath sat down in the house. ® Then said Bo'az 
unto Ruth, Hearest thou not, my daughter? Go not to glean in another field, neither 


go away from this; but keep close company with my own maidens. ° Let thy eyes be 
on the field which they may reap, and go thou after them; behold, I have charged the 
young men that they shall not touch thee: and when thou art thirsty, go unto the vessels, 
and drink of that which the young men may draw. !°Thereupon she fell on her face, and 
bowed herself to the ground, and said unto him, Why have I found grace in thy eyes, that 
thou shouldst take cognizance of me, seeing I am but a stranger? 11 But Bo'az answered 
and said unto her, It hath fully been told me, all that thou hast done unto thy mother- 
in-law after the death of thy husband; and how thou hast forsaken thy father and thy 
mother, and the land of thy birth, and art come unto a people which thou knewest not 
yesterday or the day before. 12 May the Lord recompense thy work, and may thy reward 
be complete from the Lord the God of Israel, under whose wings thou art come to seek 
shelter. 13 Then said she, Let me find grace in thy eyes, my lord; for thou hast comforted 
me, and because thou hast spoken [kindly] unto the heart of thy handmaid, though I 
be not like one of thy handmaids. 14 And Bo'az said unto her, At mealtime come near 
hither, and eat of the bread, and dip thy morsel in the vinegar. And she seated herself 
beside the reapers: and he reached her parched corn, and she ate, and was satisfied, and 
had some left. 15 Then did she arise to glean: and Bo'az commanded his young men, 
saying, Even between the sheaves let her glean, and do not cause her to feel any shame; 
16 And ye shall also draw out some for her from the bundles on purpose, and leave it, 
that she may glean it, and ye shall not rebuke her. !” So she gleaned in the field until the 
evening; and when she beat out what she had gleaned, it was about an ephah of barley. 
18 And she took it up, and she went into the city; and her mother-in-law saw what she 
had gleaned; and she brought forth and gave to her what she had left over after she was 
satisfied. 19 And her mother-in-law said unto her, Where hast thou gleaned today? and 
where hast thou wrought? may he that took cognizance of thee be blessed. And she told 
her mother-in-law with whom she had wrought, and said, The name of the man with 
whom I wrought today is Bo'az. 2° Then said Na'omi unto her daughter-in-law, Blessed 
be he unto the Lord, who hath not withheld his kindness from the living and from the 
dead. And Na'omi said unto her, The man is nearly related unto us, he is one of our next 
kinsmen. 21 And Ruth the Moabitess said, He hath also said unto me, Thou shalt keep 
close company with my young men, until they have ended all my harvest. 22 Then said 
Na'omi unto Ruth her daughter-in-law, It is good, my daughter, that thou go out with his 
maidens, and that men may not meet with thee in any other field. 23 So she kept close 
company with the maidens of Bo'az in gleaning until the end of the barley-harvest and 
of the wheat-harvest; and she dwelt with her mother-in-law. 


3 


1 Then said Na'omi her mother-in-law unto her, My daughter, behold I will seek for 
thee a resting-place, where it may be well with thee. 2 And now, behold, Bo'az is our 
kinsman, he with whose maidens thou hast been. Lo, he is winnowing the barley to- 
night in the threshing-floor. 3 Therefore bathe, and anoint thyself, and put thy garments 
upon thee, and go down to the threshing-floor; [but] make thyself not known unto the 
man, until he shall have finished eating and drinking. 4 And it shall be, when he lieth 
down, that thou shalt note the place where he will lie, and thou shalt then go in, and 
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lift up the covering that is on his feet, and lay thyself down: and he will tell thee what 
thou shalt do. > And she said unto her, All that thou sayest unto me will I do. © And she 
went down unto the threshing-floor, and did in accordance with all that her mother-in- 
law had commanded her. 7 And Bo'az ate and drank, and his heart became merry; and 
he then went in to lie down at the end of the heap of corn: and she came in softly, and 
lifted up the covering that was on his feet, and laid herself down. 8 And it came to pass 
at midnight, that the man became terrified, and bent himself forward; and, behold, a 
woman was lying at his feet. 9 And he said, Who art thou? And she said, I am Ruth thy 
handmaid: spread therefore thy skirt over thy handmaid; for thou art a near kinsman. 
10 And he said, Blessed be thou unto the Lord, my daughter; for thou hast shown more 
kindness in the last instance than the first, by not going after the young men, whether 
they be poor or rich. 11 And now, my daughter, fear not: all that thou mayest say will 
I do for thee; for all [the men in] the gate of my people know that thou art a virtuous 
woman. !2 And now, it is indeed true that I am thy near kinsman; nevertheless, there is 
a kinsman nearer than I. !? Remain here this night, and it shall be in the morning, that if 
he will redeem thee, well, let him redeem; but if he be not willing to redeem thee, then 
will I redeem thee, as the Lord liveth: lie still until the morning. ™ And she lay at his 
feet until the morning; and she rose up before one could know another. And he said, It 
must not be known that this woman came into the threshing-floor. 1 Also he said, Bring 
hither the cloak that thou hast upon thee, and lay hold of it. And she laid hold of it, and 
he measured six [measures] of barley, and laid it on her, and went into the city. 1° And 
she came to her mother-in-law, and she said, How is it with thee, my daughter? And she 
told her all that the man had done to her. !” And she said, These six measures of barley 
gave he unto me; for he said to me, Thou shalt not come empty to thy mother-in-law. 
18 Then said she, Remain still, my daughter, until thou know how the matter will fall out; 
for the man will not rest, until he have finished the matter this day. 


4 


1 But Bo'az went up to the gate, and sat down there; and, behold, the kinsman of 
whom Bo'az had spoken came passing by; and he said unto him, Turn aside hither, sit 


down here, such a one. And he turned aside, and sat down. 2 And he took ten men of 
the elders of the city, and said, Sit ye down here. And they sat down. 3 And he said unto 


the kinsman, Na'omi, that is returned out of the field of Moab, hath to sell a parcel of 
land, which was our brother Elimelech's. 4 And I thought to inform thee of it, saying, 
Buy it before those sitting here, and before the elders of my people. If thou wilt redeem 
it, redeem it; but if thou wilt not redeem it, then tell me, that I may know; for there is 


none beside thee to redeem it, and I am after thee. And he said, I will redeem it. 5 Then 
said Bo'az, On the day that thou buyest the field out of the hand of Na'omi, thou buyest 


it also from Ruth the Moabitess, the wife of the dead, to raise up the name of the dead 
upon his inheritance. © And the kinsman said, I am not able to redeem it for myself, 
lest I injure my own inheritance: redeem thou what I should redeem for thyself; for I 
am not able to redeem it. 7 Now this was formerly the custom in Israel at a redeeming 
and at an exchanging, to confirm any thing, that a man pulled off his shoe, and gave 
it to the other; and this was the manner of testimony in Israel. ® Thereupon said the 
kinsman unto Bo'az, Buy it for thee. And he pulled off his shoe. ° And Bo'az said unto 
the elders, and unto all the people, Ye are witnesses this day, that I have bought all that 
belonged to Elimelech, and all that belonged to Kilyon and Machlon, out of the hand of 
Na'omi. !° And also Ruth the Moabitess, the wife of Machlon, have I obtained for myself 
as my wife, to raise up the name of the dead upon his inheritance, that the name of the 
dead may not be cut off from among his brethren, and from the gate of his place: ye 
are witnesses this day. 1! And all the people that were in the gate, and the elders, said, 
[We are] witnesses. The Lord grant that the woman that is coming into thy house be 
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like Rachel and like Leah, who did both build up the house of Israel: and acquire thou 
wealth in Ephrathah, and let thy name become famous in Beth-lechem; !2 And may thy 
house be like the house of Perez, whom Thamar bore unto Judah, through the seed which 
the Lord will give thee of this young woman. !° And Bo'az took Ruth, and she became 
his wife, and he went in unto her: and the Lord gave her conception, and she bore a 


son. 14 And the women said unto Na'omi, Blessed be the Lord, who hath not allowed to 
be wanting unto thee a kinsman this day: and may his name become famous in Israel. 


15 And may he be unto thee one who refresheth thy soul, and who nourisheth thy old 
age; for thy daughter-in-law, who loveth thee, hath born him, she who is better to thee 
than seven sons. 16 And Na'omi took the child, and laid it in her lap, and she became a 
nurse unto it. 1” And the neighboring women gave him a name, saying, There hath been 
a son born unto Na'omi: and they called his name 'Obed, who is the father of Jesse, the 
father of David. 18 And these are the generations of Perez: Perez begat Chezron; 19 And 
Chezron begat Ram; and Ram begat 'Amminadab; 2° And 'Amminadab begat Nachshon; 
and Nachshon begat Salmah; 2! And Salmon begat Bo'az; and Bo'az begat 'Obed; 2 And 
‘Obed begat Jesse, and Jesse begat David. 
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The First Book of Moses, called Genesis 


1 In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth. 2 And the earth was without 
form and void, and darkness was upon the face of the deep; and the spirit of God was 
waving over the face of the waters. 3 And God said, Let there be light; and there was 
light. 4 And God saw the light that it was good; and God divided between the light and 
the darkness. ° And God called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. And it 
was evening and it was morning, the first day. © And God said, Let there be an expansion 


in the midst of the waters, and let it divide between waters and waters. 7 And God made 
the expansion, and divided between the waters which were under the expansion and the 


waters which were above the expansion: and it was so. 8 And God called the expansion 
Heaven. And it was evening and it was morning, the second day. ? And God said, Let the 
waters under the heaven be gathered together unto one place, and let the dry land be 
visible: and it was so. 1° And God called the dry land Earth; and the gathering together 
of the waters he called Seas: and God saw that it was good. 11 And God said, Let the 
earth bring forth grass, herbs yielding seed, fruit-trees yielding fruit after their kind, in 
which its seed is upon the earth: and it was so. 12 And the earth brought forth grass, 
herbs yielding seed after their kind, and trees yielding fruit, in which its seed is after 
their kind: and God saw that it was good. 13 And it was evening and it was morning, the 
third day. 14 And God said, Let there be lights in the expansion of the heaven to divide 
between the day and the night; and let them be for signs, and for seasons, and for days, 
and years; 15 And let them be for lights in the expansion of the heaven, to give light 
upon the earth: and it was so. 16 And God made the two great lights; the greater light to 
rule the day, and the lesser light to rule the night; and the stars. 17 And God set them in 
the expansion of the heaven to give light upon the earth, 18 And to rule by day and by 
night, and to divide between the light and the darkness: and God saw that it was good. 
19 And it was evening and it was morning, the fourth day. 2° And God said, Let the waters 
bring forth abundantly moving creatures that have life, and fowl that may fly above the 
earth in the open expansion of the heaven. 2! And God created the great sea-monsters, 
and every living creature that moveth, which the waters brought forth abundantly after 
their kind, and every winged fowl after its kind: and God saw that it was good. 22 And 
God blessed them, saying, Be fruitful and multiply, and fill the waters in the seas, and 
let the fowl multiply on the earth. 23 And it was evening and it was morning, the fifth 
day. 24 And God said, Let the earth bring forth living creatures after their kind, cattle, 
and creeping things, and beasts of the earth after their kind: and it was so. 2° And God 
made the beasts of the earth after their kind, and the cattle after their kind, and every 
thing that creepeth upon the earth after its kind: and God saw that it was good. 26 And 
God said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness; and they shall have dominion 
over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the heaven, and over the cattle, and over 
all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth. 2” And God 
created man in his image, in the image of God created he him; male and female created 
he them. 28 And God blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful and multiply, and 


fill the earth, and subdue it; and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the 
fowl of the heaven, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth. 29 And God 


said, Behold I have given unto you every herb bearing seed, which is upon the face of all 
the earth, and every tree on which is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it shall be 
for food. 3° And to every beast of the earth, and to every fowl of the heaven, and to every 
thing that creepeth upon the earth, wherein there is life, [I have given] every green herb 
for food: and it was so. 31 And God saw every thing that he had made, and behold, it was 
very good. And it was evening and it was morning, the sixth day. 
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1 Thus were finished the heavens and the earth, and all their host. 2 And God had 
finished on the seventh day his work which he had made, and he rested on the seventh 


day from all his work which he had made. 3 And God blessed the seventh day, and 


sanctified it; because thereon he had rested from all his work which God had created 
in making it. 4 These are the generations of the heavens and of the earth when they 


were created, on the day that the Lord God made earth and heaven. ° And every plant 
of the field was not yet on the earth, and every herb of the field had not yet grown; for 
the Lord God had not caused it to rain upon the earth, and man was not yet there to till 
the ground. © But there went up a mist from the earth, and watered the whole face of 
the ground. 7 And the Lord God formed the man of dust from the ground, and breathed 
into his nostrils the breath of life; and the man became a living being. ® And the Lord 
God planted a garden in Eden to the eastward, and he put there the man whom he had 
formed. ? And the Lord God caused to grow out of the ground every tree that is pleasant 
to the sight and good for food; and the tree of life in the midst of the garden, and the tree 
of the knowledge of good and evil. 1° And a river went out of Eden to water the garden, 
and from there it was parted, and became four principal streams. 1! The name of the first 
is Pishon, the same which compasseth the whole land of Havilah, where there is gold. 
12 And the gold of that land is good; there is the bdellium and the onyx stone. 13 And 
the name of the second river is Gihon, the same which compasseth the whole land of 


Cush. 14 And the name of the third river is Hiddekel, the same which floweth towards 
the east of Assyria; and the fourth river is the Euphrates. 15 And the Lord God took the 


man, and put him into the garden of Eden, to till it, and to keep it. 1° And the Lord God 
commanded the man, saying, Of every tree of the garden thou mayest freely eat; 17 But 
of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it; for on the day that 
thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die. 18 And the Lord God said, It is not good that the 
man should be alone; I will make him a help suitable for him. 19 And the Lord God had 
formed out of the ground every beast of the field, and every fowl of the heaven, and he 
brought them unto the man to see what he would call them; and whatsoever the man 
would call every living creature, that should be its name. 2° And the man gave names 
to all cattle, and to the fowl of the heaven, and to every beast of the field; but for man 
there was not found a help suitable for him. 2! And the Lord God caused a deep sleep 
to fall upon the man, and he slept; and he took one of his ribs, and closed up the flesh 


instead thereof. 22 And the Lord God formed the rib which he had taken from the man 
into a woman, and brought her unto the man. 23 And the man said, This time it is bone 
of my bones, and flesh of my flesh; this shall be called Woman, [[Ishah,]] because out of 
Man [[Ishi]] was this one taken. 24 Therefore doth a man leave his father and his mother, 
and cleave unto his wife, and they become one flesh. 25 And they were both naked, the 
man and his wife, and were not ashamed. 


1 Now the serpent was more subtle than any beast of the field which the Lord God had 
made; and he said unto the woman, Hath God indeed said, Ye shall not eat of every tree 
of the garden? 2 And the woman said unto the serpent, We may eat of the fruit of the 
trees of the garden; 3 But of the fruit of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, God 
hath said, Ye shall not eat of it, neither shall ye touch it, lest ye die. 4 And the serpent 
said unto the woman, Ye will surely not die; 5 For God doth know, that, on the day ye eat 
thereof, your eyes will be opened, and ye will be as God, knowing good and evil. © And 
when the woman saw that the tree was good for food, and that it was pleasant to the 
eyes, and the tree was desirable to make one wise, she took of its fruit, and did eat, and 
gave also unto her husband with her, and he did eat. 7 And the eyes of both of them 
were opened, and they felt that they were naked; and they sewed fig-leaves together, 
and made themselves aprons. 8 And they heard the voice of the Lord God walking in 
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the garden in the cool of the day; and the man and his wife hid themselves from the 
presence of the Lord God amongst the trees of the garden. ° And the Lord God called 
unto the man, and said unto him, Where art thou? 1° And he said, Thy voice I heard in 
the garden; and I was afraid, because I am naked; and I hid myself. 11 And he said, Who 


told thee that thou art naked? Hast thou eaten of the tree, whereof I commanded thee 
that thou shouldest not eat? 12 And the man said, The woman whom thou gavest to be 


with me, she gave me of the tree, and I did eat. 13 And the Lord God said unto the woman, 
What is this that thou hast done? And the woman said, The serpent beguiled me, and 
I did eat. 14 And the Lord God said unto the serpent, Because thou hast done this, be 
thou cursed above all the cattle, and above every beast of the field; upon thy belly shalt 
thou go, and dust shalt thou eat all the days of thy life: 5 And I will put enmity between 
thee and the woman, and between thy seed and her seed; he shall bruise thy head, and 
thou shalt wound his heel. 16 Unto the woman he said, I will greatly multiply thy pain 
and [the suffering of] thy conception; in pain shalt thou bring forth children; and for 
thy husband shall be thy desire, but he shall rule over thee. 17 And unto Adam he said, 
Because thou hast hearkened unto the voice of thy wife, and hast eaten of the tree of 
which I commanded thee, saying, Thou shalt not eat of it; cursed be the ground for thy 
sake; in pain shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life. 18 And thorns and thistles shall it 
bring forth to thee; and thou shalt eat the herbs of the field. 19 In the sweat of thy face 
shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto the ground, for out of it wast thou taken; for 
dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return. 2° And the man called his wife's name 
Eve [[Chavvah]]; because she was the mother of all living [[Chay]]. 2! And the Lord God 


made unto Adam and to his wife coats of skins, and clothed them. 22 And the Lord God 
said, Behold, the man is become as one of us, to know good and evil; and now, lest he put 


forth his hand, and take also of the tree of life, and eat, and live for ever— 23 Therefore 
the Lord God sent him forth from the garden of Eden, to till the ground from which he 


was taken. 24 So he drove out the man; and he placed at the east of the garden of Eden 


the Cherubim, and the flaming sword which revolveth, to guard the way to the tree of 
life. 


4 


1 And the man knew Eve his wife: and she conceived, and bore Cain, and said, I have 
gotten a man from the Lord. 2 And she bore again, his brother, Abel; and Abel was a 


keeper of sheep, but Cain was a tiller of the ground. 3 And it came to pass in process 
of time, that Cain brought of the fruit of the ground and offering unto the Lord. 4 And 
Abel—he also brought of the firstlings of his flock, and of the fattest thereof; and the 
Lord had respect unto Abel and to his offering; 5 But unto Cain and to his offering he 
had no respect; and it was very displeasing to Cain, and his countenance fell. © And the 
Lord said unto Cain, Why art thou wroth? and why is thy countenance fallen? 7 If thou 
doest well, shalt thou not be accepted? and if thou doest not well, sin lieth at the door; 


and unto thee is its desire, but thou canst rule over it. 8 And Cain talked with Abel his 
brother: and it came to pass when they were in the field, that Cain rose up against Abel 


his brother, and slew him. 9 And the Lord said unto Cain, Where is Abel they brother? 
and he said, I know not; am I my brother's keeper? 1° And he said, What hast thou done? 
the voice of thy brother's blood crieth unto me from the ground. ! And now be thou 
cursed from the ground, which hath opened its mouth to receive thy brother's blood 
from thy hand: 12 When thou tillest the ground, it shall not henceforth yield its strength 
unto thee; fugitive and vagabond shalt thou be on the earth. 13 And Cain said unto the 
Lord, My punishment is greater than I can bear. !4 Behold, thou hast driven me out this 
day from the face of the ground; and from thy face shall I be hid; and ifI shall be a fugitive 
and a vagabond on the earth, it will come to pass, that every one that findeth me will 
slay me. }5 And the Lord said unto him, Therefore whosoever slayeth Cain, vengeance 
shall be taken on him seven-fold. And the Lord set a sign unto Cain, that any one finding 
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him should not kill him. 1° And Cain went out from the presence of the Lord, and dwelt 


in the land of Nod, on the east of Eden. 17 And Cain knew his wife, and she conceived, 
and bore Enoch; and he built a city, and called the name of the city after the name of his 


son Enoch. !8 And unto Enoch was born Irad; and Irad begat Mechujael: and Mechujael 
begat Methushael; and Methushael begat Lemech. 19 And Lemech took unto himself two 
wives, the name of one was Adah, and the name of the other Zillah. 2° And Adah bore 
Jabal; he was the father of such as dwell in tents, and have cattle. 21 And his brother's 
name was Jubal; he was the father of all such as play on the harp and guitar. 22 And Zillah, 
she also bore Tubal-cain, an artificer in every article of copper and iron; and the sister 
of Tubal-cain was Naamah. 23 And Lemech said unto his wives, Adah and Zillah, hear my 
voice; ye wives of Lemech, hearken unto my speech; for I have slain a man to my own 
wounding, and a young-man to my hurt. 24 If Cain shall be avenged seven-fold, truly 
Lemech seventy and seven-fold. 25 And Adam knew his wife again, and she bore a son, 
and called his name Sheth [[Seth]]; for God [said she] hath appointed me another seed 


instead of Abel, whom Cain slew. 26 And to Sheth, to him also there was born a son; and 
he called his name Enosh: then began men to call upon the name of the Lord. 


5 


1 This is the book of the generations of Adam. On the day that God created man, in 


the likeness of God made he him: 2 Male and female created he them; and blessed them, 
and called their name Adam, on the day when they were created. 3? And Adam lived a 


hundred and thirty years, and begat a son in his likeness, after his image; and called his 
name Sheth. 4 And the days of Adam after he had begotten Sheth were eight hundred 
years; and he begat sons and daughters. ° And all the days that Adam lived were nine 
hundred and thirty years; and he died. © And Sheth lived a hundred and five years, and 
begat Enosh. 7 And Sheth lived after he had begotten Enosh eight hundred and seven 
years; and he begat sons and daughters. ® And all the days of Sheth were nine hundred 
and twelve years; and he died. ? And Enosh lived ninety years, and begat Kenan. 1° And 
Enosh lived after he had begotten Kenan eight hundred and fifteen years; and he begat 
sons and daughters. !! And all the days of Enosh were nine hundred and five years; and 
he died. 12 And Kenan lived seventy years, and begat Mahalalel. 13 And Kenan lived 
after he had begotten Mahalalel eight hundred and forty years; and he begat sons and 
daughters 14 And all the days of Kenan were nine hundred and ten years; and he died. 
15 And Mahalalel lived sixty and five years, and begat Jared. !° And Mahalalel lived after 
he had begotten Jared eight hundred and thirty years; and he begat sons and daughters. 
17 And all the days of Mahalalel were eight hundred ninety and five years; and he died. 
18 And Jared lived a hundred sixty and two years, and begat Enoch. !9 And Jared lived after 
he had begotten Enoch eight hundred years; and he begat sons and daughters. 2° And all 
the days of Jared were nine hundred sixty and two years; and he died. 21 And Enoch lived 
sixty and five years, and begat Methushelah. 22 And Enoch walked with God after he had 
begotten Methushelah three hundred years; and begat sons and daughters. 23 And all the 
days of Enoch were three hundred sixty and five years. 24 And Enoch walked with God, 
and he was no more; for God had taken him. 2° And Methushelah lived a hundred eighty 
and seven years and begat Lemech. 2° And Methushelah lived after he had begotten 
Lemech seven hundred eighty and two years; and he begat sons and daughters. 2”? And 
all the days of Methushelah were nine hundred sixty and nine years; and he died. 28 And 
Lemech lived a hundred eighty and two years, and begat a son. 29 And he called his name 
Noach, [[Noah,]] saying, This one shall comfort us concerning our work and the toil of 
our hands, because of the ground which the Lord hath cursed. 3° And Lemech lived after 
he had begotten Noah five hundred ninety and five years; and begat sons and daughters. 
31 And all the days of Lemech were seven hundred seventy and seven years; and he died. 
32 And Noah was five hundred years old, and Noah begat Shem, Ham, and Japheth. 
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1 And it came to pass, when men began to multiply on the face of the earth, and 
daughters were born unto them, 2 That the sons of God saw the daughters of men, that 
they were fair; and they took themselves wives of all whom they chose. 3 And the Lord 
said, My Spirit shall not always strive for the sake of man, for that he is but flesh; yet 
his days [of grace] shall be a hundred and twenty years. 4 The giants were on the earth 
in those days; and also after that, when the sons of God came in unto the daughters of 
men, and they bore children to them; these became the mighty men, who were of old 
the men of renown. ° And God saw that the wickedness of man was great on the earth, 
and that every imagination of the thoughts of his heart was only evil continually. © And 
it repented the Lord that he had made man on the earth, and it grieved him at his heart. 
7 And the Lord said, I will destroy the man whom I have created from the face of the 
earth; both man and beast, and the creeping things and the fowls of the heaven; for it 
repenteth me that I have made them. 8 But Noah found grace in the eyes of the Lord. 
9 These are the generations of Noah: Noah was a just, perfect man in his generation; 
Noah walked with God. 1° And Noah begat three sons, Shem, Ham, and Japheth. 11 And 
the earth was corrupt before God; and the earth was filled with violence. 12 And God 
looked upon the earth, and behold, it was corrupt, for all flesh had corrupted his way 
upon the earth. 13 And God said unto Noah, The end of all flesh is come before me; for 
the earth is filled with violence through them, and I will destroy them with the earth. 
14 Make thee an ark of gopher-wood, rooms shalt thou make in the ark, and shalt pitch 
it within and without with pitch. 15 And this is the manner in which thou shalt make it: 
The length of the ark shall be three hundred cubits, the breadth of it fifty cubits, and the 
height of it thirty cubits. 1© A window shalt thou make to the ark, and thou shalt finish 


it above, to be one cubit broad, and the door of the ark shalt thou set in the side thereof: 
with lower, second, and third stories shalt thou make it. !” And as regards myself, behold, 


I will bring a flood of waters upon the earth, to destroy all flesh, wherein is the breath 
of life, from under the heavens; every thing that is on the earth shall perish. 18 But I will 
establish my covenant with thee; and thou shalt come into the ark, thou, and thy sons, 
and thy wife, and thy sons' wives with thee. 19 And of every living thing, of all flesh, 
two of every sort shalt thou bring into the ark, to keep them alive with thee: male and 
female shall they be. 2° Of the fowls after their kind, and of the cattle after their kind, of 
every creeping thing of the earth after its kind, two of every sort shall come unto thee, 
to keep them alive. 2! And thou, for thy part, take unto thee of all food that is eaten, and 
thou shalt gather it to thee; and it shall be unto thee, and unto them for food. 22 Thus 
did Noah; according to all that God had commanded him, so he did. 


7 

1 And the Lord said unto Noah, Come thou and all thy household into the ark; for thee 
have I seen righteous before me in this generation. 2 Of every clean beast thou shalt take 
to thee seven pairs of each, the male and his female; and of beasts that are not clean two, 
the male and his female. 3 Also of the fowls of the heaven, seven pairs of each, the male 
and the female; to keep seed alive upon the face of all the earth. 4 For after only seven 
days more, I will cause it to rain upon the earth forty days and forty nights: and I will 
blot out every living substance that I have made from off the face of the earth. 5 And 
Noah did all just as the Lord had commanded him. © And Noah was six hundred years 
old when the flood of waters was upon the earth. 7 And Noah went in, and his sons, and 


his wife, and his sons' wives with him, into the ark, because of the waters of the flood. 
8 Of the clean beasts, and of the beasts that are not clean, and of the fowls, and of every 


thing that creepeth upon the earth, ? One pair of each went in unto Noah into the ark, 
the male and the female, as God had commanded Noah. !° And it came to pass, after the 
seven days, that the waters of the flood were upon the earth. 1 In the six hundredth 
year of Noah's life, in the second month, on the seventeenth day of the month, on this 
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same day, were all the fountains of the great deep broken up, and the windows of heaven 
were opened, 12 And the rain fell upon the earth forty days and forty nights. 13 On that 
self-same day entered Noah, and Shem, and Ham, and Japheth, the sons of Noah, and 
Noah's wife, and the three wives of his sons with them, into the ark; 14 They, and every 
beast after his kind, and all the cattle after their kind, and every creeping thing that 
creepeth upon the earth after its kind, and every fowl after his kind, every bird, every 
thing that hath wings. 15 And they went in unto Noah into the ark, one pair of each, 
of all flesh, wherein is the breath of life. 1° And they that went in, went in male and 


female of all flesh, as God had commanded him: and then the Lord shut him in. 17 And 
the flood was forty days upon the earth; and the waters increased, and bore up the ark, 


and it was lifted up above the earth. 18 And the waters prevailed, and increased greatly 
upon the earth; and the ark floated along upon the face of the waters. 19 And the waters 
prevailed exceedingly upon the earth; and all the high mountains that are under the 
whole heavens were covered. 2° Fifteen cubits above them did the waters prevail; and 
the mountains were [thus] covered. 2! And all flesh perished that moved upon the earth, 
both of fowl, and of cattle, and of beast, and of every creeping thing that creepeth upon 
the earth, and every man. 2? All in whose nostrils was the breath of life, of all that were 
on the dry land, died. 23 And it swept off every living substance which was upon the face 
of the ground, both man, and cattle, and creeping things, and fowls of the heaven; and 
they were swept from the earth; and Noah only was left, together with those that were 
with him in the ark. 24 And the waters prevailed upon the earth one hundred and fifty 
days. 


1 And God remembered Noah, and every living thing, and all the cattle that were with 
him in the ark: and God caused a wind to pass over the earth, and the waters were 
assuaged; 2 The fountains also of the deep, and the windows of heaven were stopped; 


and the rain from heaven was restrained. 3 And the waters returned from off the earth, 
gradually returning; and the waters were abated after the end of the hundred and fifty 


days. 4 And the ark rested in the seventh month, on the seventeenth day of the month, 
upon the mountains of Ararat. > And the waters decreased continually until the tenth 
month; in the tenth month, on the first day of the month, were the tops of the mountains 
seen; © And it came to pass at the end of forty days, that Noah opened the window of the 


ark which he had made; 7 And he sent forth a raven which went forth to and fro, until 
the waters were dried up from off the earth. 8 He then sent forth a dove from him, to 


see if the waters were abated from off the face of the ground. ° But the dove found no 
resting-place for the sole of her foot, and she returned unto him unto the ark; for there 
was water on the face of the whole earth; then he put forth his hand, and took her, and 
brought her into the ark. 1° And he stayed yet another seven days, and again he sent 
forth the dove out of the ark. 1! And the dove came in to him at the time of the evening; 
and, lo, an olive-leaf plucked off was in her mouth; so Noah knew that the waters were 
abated from off the earth. 12 And he stayed yet other seven days, and sent forth the 
dove; but she returned not again unto him any more. !3 And it came to pass in the six 
hundredth and first year, in the first month, on the first day of the month, that the 
waters were dried up from off the earth; and Noah removed the covering of the ark, and 
looked, and, behold, the face of the ground was dry. 14 And in the second month, on 
the seven and twentieth day of the month, was the earth perfectly dried up. 1° And God 
spoke unto Noah, saying, !° Go forth from the ark, thou, and thy wife, and thy sons, and 
thy sons' wives with thee. !” Every living thing that is with thee, of all flesh, both of fowl, 
and of cattle, and of every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth, bring forth with 
thee; that they may breed abundantly on the earth, and be fruitful, and multiply upon 


the earth. 18 And Noah went forth, and his sons, and his wife, and his sons' wives with 
him. 19 Every beast, every creeping thing, and every fowl, whatsoever creepeth upon 
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the earth, after their families, went forth out of the ark. 29 And Noah built an altar unto 
the Lord, and he took of every clean cattle, and of every clean fowl, and offered burnt- 


offerings on the altar. 21 And the Lord smelled the sweet savour; and the Lord said in 
his heart, I will not again curse the ground any more for the sake of man; although the 
imagination of man's heart is evil from his youth: neither will I again smite any more 
every thing living, as I have done. 2? All the while the earth remaineth, seed-time and 
harvest, and cold and heat, and summer and winter, and day and night, shall not cease. 


1 And God blessed Noah and his sons, and said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply, 
and replenish the earth. 2 And the fear of you, and the dread of you, shall be upon every 
beast of the earth, and upon every fowl of the heaven; whatever is that moveth upon the 
earth, and all the fishes of the sea, are delivered into your hand. 3 Every moving thing 
that liveth shall be yours for food; even as the green herbs have I given you all things. 
4But flesh in which its life is, which is its blood, shall ye not eat. 5 Your blood, however, 
on which your lives depend, will I require: at the hand of every beast will I require it; 
and at the hand of man, at the hand of every man's brother will I require the life of 
man. © Whoso sheddeth man's blood, by man shall his blood be shed; for in the image 
of God made he man. ’ And you, be ye fruitful, and multiply; bring forth abundantly 
on the earth, and multiply thereon. 8 And God spoke unto Noah, and to his sons with 
him, saying, 9 And I, behold, I establish my covenant with you, and with your seed after 
you; 10 And with every living creature that is with you, of the fowl, of the cattle, and of 
every beast of the earth with you, from all those that go out of the ark, for every beast 
of the earth. ! And I will establish my covenant with you; and all flesh shall not be cut 
off any more by the waters of a flood; neither shall there be any more a flood to destroy 


the earth. 12 And God said, This is the token of the covenant which I make between me 
and you, and every living creature that is with you, for perpetual generations. 13 My 


bow I do set in the cloud, and it shall be for a token of the covenant between me and the 
earth. !4 And it shall come to pass, that, when I bring a cloud over the earth, and the bow 


shall be seen in the cloud, 151 will remember my covenant, which is between me and you 
and every living creature of all flesh; and the waters shall no more become a flood to 
destroy all flesh. 1° And the bow shall be in the cloud; and I will look upon it, that I may 
remember the everlasting covenant between God and every living creature, of all flesh, 
that is upon the earth. 1” And God said unto Noah, This is the token of the covenant 
which I have established between me and all flesh that is upon the earth. 18 And the 
sons of Noah that went forth from the ark, were Shem, Ham and Japheth; and Ham was 


the father of Canaan. 19 These three were the sons of Noah, and of them was the whole 
earth overspread. 2° And Noah, who was a husbandman, began his work, and he planted 


a vineyard. 2! And he drank of the wine, and became drunken; and he uncovered himself 


within his tent. 22 And Ham, the father of Canaan, saw the nakedness of his father, and 
told it his two brothers without. 23 And Shem and Japheth took a garment, and laid it 


upon the shoulders of both of them, and went backward, and covered the nakedness 
of their father; and their faces were turned backward, and they saw not their father's 
nakedness. 24 And Noah awoke from his wine, and discovered what his younger son had 


done unto him. 25 And he said, Cursed be Canaan; a servant of servants shall he be unto 
his brethren. 26 And he said, Blessed be the Lord, the God of Shem; and Canaan shall be 
a servant unto them. 2” May God enlarge the boundaries of Japheth, and may he dwell 


in the tents of Shem; and Canaan shall be a servant unto them. 28 And Noah lived after 
the flood three hundred and fifty years. 29 And all the days of Noah were nine hundred 


and fifty years; and he died. 


1 Now these are the generations of the sons of Noah: Shem, Ham, and Japheth; and 
unto them were sons born after the flood. 2 The sons of Japheth: Gomer, and Magog, 
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and Madai and Javan, and Tubal, and Meshech, and Tirass. 3 And the sons of Gomer: 
Ashkenaz, Riphath, and Togarmah. 4 And Javan's sons: Elishah, Tarshish, Kittim, and 
Dodanim. 5 From these were separated the isles of the nations in their lands, every 
one after his tongue: after their families, in their nations. © And the sons of Ham: 
Cush and Mizrayim, Put and Canaan. 7 And the sons of Cush: Seba and Havilah, Sabtah 
and Raamah, and Sabtecha; and the sons of Raamah: Sheba and Dedan. 8 And Cush 
begat Nimrod; he began to be a mighty man on the earth. ° He was a mighty hunter 
before the Lord: wherefore it is said, Even as Nimrod, a mighty hunter before the Lord. 
10 And the beginning of his kingdom was Babel, and Erech, and Accad, and Calneh, in 


the land of Shinar. 11 Out of that land went forth Asshur, and built Nineveh, and the 
city of Rechoboth, and Calach. 12 And Ressen between Nineveh and Calach: the same 


is the great city. 13 And Mizrayim begat the Ludim, and Anamim, and Lehabim, and 
Naphtuchim. 1 And the Pethrussim, and Casluchin, [out of whom came the Pelishtim,] 
and the Caphtorim. 15 And Canaan begat Sidon his first-born, and Heth, 1° And the 
Jebusite, and the Emorite, and the Girgashite, 1” And the Hivite, and the Arkite, and the 
Sinite, 18 And the Arvadite, and the Zemarite, and the Hamathite; and afterward were the 
families of the Canaanites spread abroad. 9 And the border of the Canaanites was from 
Sidon, as thou comest to Gerar, unto Gazzah; as thou goest unto Sodom and Gomorrah, 
and Admah, and Zeboyim, even unto Lesha. 2° These are the sons of Ham, after their 
families, after their tongues, in their countries, in their nations. 21 But unto Shem also, 
the father of all the children of Eber, the brother of Japheth the elder, were children 
born. 22 The sons of Shem: Elam, and Asshur, and Arpachshad, and Lud, and Aram. 
23 And the children of Aram: Uz, and Hul, and Gether, and Mash. 24 And Arpachshad 
begat Shelach; and Shelach begat Eber. 25 And unto Eber were born two sons; the name 
of one was Peleg, for in his days was the earth divided; and his brother's name was 
Joktan. 2° And Joktan begat Almodad, and Sheleph, and Hazarmaveth, and Jerach, 2” And 
Hadoram, and Uzal, and Diklah, 28 And Obal, and Abimael, and Sheba. 29 And Ophir, and 
Havilah, and Jobab; all these were the sons of Joktan. 3° And their dwelling was from 
Mesha, as thou goest unto Sephar, the mount of the east. 31 These are the sons of Shem, 
after their families, after their tongues, in their lands, after their nations. 32 These are 
the families of the sons of Noah, after their generations, in their nations; and from these 
were the nations separated on the earth after the flood. 


1 And the whole earth was of one language, and of one kind of words. 2 And it came 
to pass, as they journeyed toward the east, that they found a plain in the land of Shinar, 
and they dwelt there. 3 And they said to one another, Go to, let us make bricks, and burn 
them thoroughly. And thus the brick served them for stone, and slime served them for 
mortar. 4 And they said, Go to, let us build ourselves a city, and a tower, the top of which 
may reach unto heaven; and let us make ourselves a name, lest we be scattered abroad 
upon the face of the whole earth. > And the Lord came down to see the city and the tower, 
which the children of man were building. © And the Lord said, Behold, it is one people, 
and they have all one language, and this is the first thing they undertake to do; and now 
shall they not be restrained in all which they have imagined to do? 7Go to, let us go down, 
and confound there their language, that they may not understand one another's speech. 
8 So the Lord scattered them abroad from there over the face of all the earth; and they 
left off to build the city. 9 Therefore is the name of it called Babel, because the Lord did 
there confound the language of all the earth; and from there did the Lord scatter them 
abroad over the face of all the earth. 1° These are the generations of Shem: Shem, when 
a hundred years old, begat Arpachshad, two years after the flood. 11 And Shem lived 
after he had begotten Arpachshad five hundred years; and begat sons and daughters. 
12 And Arpachshad lived five and thirty years, and begat Shelach. 13 And Arpachshad 
lived after he had begotten Shelach four hundred and three years; and begat sons and 
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daughters. 14 And Shelach lived thirty years, and begat Eber. 15 And Shelach lived after he 
had begotten Eber four hundred and three years; and begat sons and daughters. 16 And 
Eber lived four and thirty years, and begat Peleg. 17 And Eber lived after he had begotten 
Peleg four hundred and thirty years; and begat sons and daughters. 18 And Peleg lived 
thirty years, and begat Reu. 19 And Peleg lived after he had begotten Reu two hundred 
and nine years; and begat sons and daughters. 2° And Reu lived two and thirty years, 
and begat Serug. 21 And Reu lived after he had begotten Serug two hundred and seven 
years; and begat sons and daughters. 22 And Serug lived thirty years, and begat Nachor. 
23 And Serug lived after he had begotten Nachor two hundred years; and begat sons 
and daughters. 24 And Nachor lived nine and twenty years, and begat Terach. 25 And 
Nachor lived after he had begotten Terach a hundred and nineteen years; and begat 
sons and daughters. 2° And Terach lived seventy years, and begat Abram, Nachor, and 
Haran. 27 Now these are the generations of Terach: Terach begat Abram, Nachor, and 
Haran; and Haran begat Lot. 28 And Haran died before his father Terach in the land of 
his nativity, in Ur of the Chaldees. 29 And Abram and Nachor took themselves wives; the 
name of Abram's wife was Sarai; and the name of Nachor's wife was Milcah, the daughter 
of Haran, the father of Milcah, and the father of Yiscah. 3° But Sarai was barren; she had 


no child. 31 And Terach took Abram his son, and Lot, the son of Haran, his son's son, 
and Sarai his daughter-in-law, the wife of his son Abram; and they went forth with them 


from Ur of the Chaldees, to go into the land of Canaan; and they came unto Charan, and 
dwelt there. 32 And the days of Terach were two hundred and five years; and Terach died 
in Charan. 
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1 Now the Lord had said unto Abram, Get thee out of thy country, and out of thy 
birthplace, and from thy father's house, unto the land that I will show thee. 2 And I will 
make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, and make thy name great; and thou 
shalt be a blessing: ? And I will bless those that bless thee, and him that curseth thee, 
will I curse; and in thee shall all families of the earth be blessed. 4 So Abram departed, 
as the Lord had spoken unto him, and Lot went with him; and Abram was seventy and 
five years old at his departure out of Charan. 5 And Abram took Sarai his wife, and Lot 
his brother's son, and all their substance that they had acquired, and the persons that 
they had obtained in Charan; and they went forth to go into the land of Canaan; and 
they came into the land of Canaan. © And Abram passed through the land unto the place 
of Shechem, unto the plain of Moreh; and the Canaanite was then in the land. 7 And 
the Lord appeared unto Abram, and said, Unto thy seed will I give this land. And he 
built there an altar unto the Lord, who had appeared unto him. ® And he removed from 
there unto the mountain on the east of Beth-el, and pitched his tent, having Beth-el 


on the west, and ‘Ai on the east; and he built there an altar unto the Lord, and called 
upon the name of the Lord. ? And Abram journeyed farther, still going on toward the 
south. 1° And there arose a famine in the land: and Abram went down into Egypt to 
sojourn there; for the famine was grievous in the land. !! And it came to pass, when he 
was come near to enter into Egypt, that he said unto Sarai his wife, Behold now, I know 
that thou art a woman of handsome appearance: !2 And it may come to pass, when the 
Egyptians shall see thee, that they will say, This is his wife; and they may kill me, but 
thee they will save alive. 13 Say then, I pray thee, thou art my sister, that it may go well 
with me for thy sake, and my soul live because of thee. !4 And it came to pass, when 
Abram was come into Egypt, that the Egyptians beheld the woman that she was very 
fair. 15 The princes also of Pharaoh saw her, and commended her to Pharaoh; and the 
woman was taken into Pharaoh's house. 1° And he did well to Abram for her sake; and 
he received sheep, and oxen, and he-asses, and men-servants, and maid-servants, and 
she-asses, and camels. 17 But the Lord plagued Pharaoh and his house with great plagues 
because of Sarai, Abram's wife. 18 And Pharaoh called Abram, and said, What is this thou 
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hast done unto me? Why didst thou not tell me that she is thy wife? 19 Why saidst thou, 
She is my sister? and so I took her to me for a wife; now, therefore, behold, here is thy 
wife, take her, and go thy way. 2° And Pharaoh commanded some men concerning him, 
who accompanied him and his wife, and all that he had. 


13 
1 And Abram went up out of Egypt, he, and his wife, and all that he had, and Lot with 
him, into the south. 2 And Abram was very rich in cattle, in silver, and in gold. 3 And 
he went on his journeys from the south even to Beth-el, unto the place where his tent 
had been at the beginning, between Beth-el and 'Ai; 4 Unto the place of the altar, which 


he had made there at the first; and Abram called there on the name of the Lord. 5 And 
Lot also, who went with Abram, had flocks, and herds, and tents. © And the land was not 
able to bear them, that they might dwell together; for their substance was great, so that 


they could not dwell together. 7 And there arose a strife between the herdmen of Abram's 


cattle, and the herdmen of Lot's cattle; and the Canaanite and the Perizzite dwelled then 
in the land. 8 And Abram said unto Lot, Let there be no strife, I pray thee, between me 
and thee and between my herdmen and thy herdmen; for we are near relatives. 9 Is not 
the whole land before thee? Separate thyself, I pray thee, from me: if thou wilt take 
the left hand, then I will go to the right; or if thou depart to the right, then I will go to 
the left. 1° And Lot lifted up his eyes, and beheld all the plain of Jordan, that it was well 
watered everywhere; before the Lord destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, [it was] like the 
garden of the Lord, like the land of Egypt, till thou comest unto Zoar. 1! Then Lot chose 
himself all the plain of Jordan; and Lot journeyed east; and they separated themselves 
the one from the other. 12 Abram dwelt in the land of Canaan; and Lot dwelt in the cities 
of the plain, and pitched his tents, till close to Sodom. 15 But the men of Sodom were 
wicked and sinners before the Lord exceedingly. 14 And the Lord said unto Abram, after 
Lot was separated from him, Lift up now thy eyes, and look from the place where thou 


art, northward, and southward, and eastward, and westward; 15 For all the land which 
thou seest, to thee will I give it, and to thy seed forever. !© And I will make thy seed as the 


dust of the earth; so that if a man can number the dust of the earth, then shall thy seed 
also be numbered. !” Arise, walk through the land in the length of it and in the breadth 
of it; for unto thee will I give it. 18 Then Abram pitched his tent, and came and dwelt in 
the grove of Mamre, which is in Hebron; and he built there an altar unto the Lord. 
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1 And it came to pass, in the day of Amraphel king of Shinar, Arioch king of Ellasar, 
Kedorlaomer king of Elam, and Tidal king of Goyim; ? That these made war with Bera 
king of Sodom, and with Birsha king of Gomorrah, Shinab king of Admah, and Shemeber 
king of Zeboyim, and the king of Bela, which is Zoar. 3 All these joined together in the 
vale of Siddim, which is now the salt sea. 4 Twelve years had they served Kedorlaomer, 
but in the thirteenth year they rebelled. 5 And in the fourteenth year came Kedorlaomer, 
and the kings that were with him, and they smote the Rephaim in Ashteroth-karnayim, 
and the Zuzim in Ham, and the Emim in Shaveh-kiriathayim, ° And the Horites in their 
mountain Seir, unto El-paran, which is by the wilderness. 7 And they returned and came 
to Enmishpat, which is Kadesh, and smote all the country of the Amalekites, and also 
the Emorites, that dwelt in Hazezon-tamar. ® And then went out the king of Sodom, and 
the king of Gomorrah, and the king of Admah, and the king of Zeboyim, and the king of 
Bela, [the same is Zoar;] and they joined battle with them in the vale of Siddim; 9 With 
Kedorlaomer king of Elam, and with Tidal king of Goyim, and Amraphel king of Shinar, 
and Arioch king of Ellasar; four kings with five. 1° And the vale of Siddim was full of slime- 
pits; and the kings of Sodom and Gomorrah fled, and fell therein; and they that remained 
fled to the mountain. ! And they took all the goods of Sodom and Gomorrah, and all their 
victuals, and went their way. 12 And they took Lot, Abram's brother's son, who dwelt in 
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Sodom, and his goods, and departed. 13 And there came one that had escaped, and told 
it to Abram the Hebrew; but he dwelt in the grove of Mamre the Emorite, brother of 


Eshcol, and brother of Aner, and these were confederates of Abram. 14 And when Abram 
heard that his brother was taken captive, he armed his trained servants; born in his 


own house, three hundred and eighteen, and pursued them into Dan. !5 And he divided 
himself against them, he and his servants, by night, and smote them, and pursued them 
unto Hobah, which is on the left hand of Damascus. !¢ And he brought back all the goods; 
and he also brought again his brother Lot, and his goods, and also the women, and the 
people. 17 And the king of Sodom went out to meet him [after his return from smiting 
Kedorlaomer, and the kings that were with him] at the valley of Shaveh, which is the 
kings' dale. 18 And Malkizidek king of Salem brought forth bread and wine; and he was 
a priest of the most high God. 19 And he blessed him, and said, Blessed be Abram of the 
most high God, the possessor of heaven and earth. 2° And blessed he the most high God, 
who hath delivered thy enemies into thy hand. And he gave him tithes of all. 21 And 
the king of Sodom said unto Abram, Give me the persons, and the goods take to thyself. 
22 And Abram said to the king of Sodom, I have lifted up my hand unto the Lord, the 
most high God, the possessor of heaven and earth, 23 That I will not take from a thread 
even to a shoe-latchet, and that I will not take any thing that is thine; lest thou shouldst 
say, I have made Abram rich: 24 Save only that which the young men have eaten, and the 


portion of the men who went with me, Aner, Eshcol, and Mamre — these may take their 
portion. 


15 


1 After these things the word of the Lord came unto Abram in a vision, saying, Fear not 
Abram; I am thy shield, thy reward shall be exceedingly great. 2 And Abram said, Lord 
God, what wilt thou give me, seeing I go childless, and the steward of my house is Eliezer 
of Damascus? 3 And Abram said, Behold to me thou hast given no seed; and lo, one born 
in my house will be my heir. 4 And behold, the word of the Lord came unto him, saying, 
This one shall not be thy heir; but he that shall come forth out of thy own bowels shall be 
thy heir. > And he brought him forth abroad, and said, Look now toward the heaven, and 
count the stars, if thou be able to count them; and he said unto him, So shall thy seed be. 
6 And he believed in the Lord; and he accounted it to him for righteousness. 7 And he said 
unto him, I am the Lord that brought thee out of Ur of the Chaldees, to give unto thee 
this land, to inherit it. 8 And he said, Lord God, whereby shall I know that I shall inherit 
it? ° And he said unto him, Take me a heifer of three years old, and a she-goat of three 
years old, and a ram of three years old, and a turtle-dove, and a young pigeon. !° And he 
took unto him all these, and divided them in the midst, and laid each piece one opposite 
the other; but the birds he did not divide. 11 And the birds of prey came down upon the 
carcasses; but Abram drove them away. !2 And when the sun was about going down, a 
deep sleep fell upon Abram; and lo, a horror, dark and great, fell upon him. 13 And he 
said unto Abram, Know of a surety that thy seed shall be a stranger in a land which is 
not theirs, and they will make them serve, and they will afflict them four hundred years. 
14 And also that nation whom they shall serve, will I judge; and afterward shall they go 
out with great substance. 15 But thou shalt come to thy fathers in peace; thou shalt be 
buried in a good old age. 1 Yet the fourth generation shall come hither again; for the 
iniquity of the Emorites will not be full until then. 1” And it came to pass, when the sun 
had gone down, and it was dark, that behold a smoking furnace, and a burning flame, 
which passed between those pieces. 18 On the same day the Lord made a covenant with 
Abram, saying, Unto thy seed have I given this land, from the river of Egypt unto the 
great river, the river Euphrates; !° The Kenites, and the Kenizzites, and the Kadmonites, 
20 And the Hittites, and the Perizzites, and the Rephaim, 2! And the Emorites, and the 
Canaanites, and the Girgashites, and the Jebusites. 
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1 Now Sarai, Abram's wife, bore him no children; and she had an Egyptian handmaid, 
whose name was Hagar. 2 And Sarai said unto Abram, Behold now, the Lord hath 
restrained me from bearing: go in, I pray thee, unto my maid; it may be that I may 
obtain children by her. And Abram hearkened to the voice of Sarai. 3 And Sarai, Abram's 
wife, took Hagar, the Egyptian, her maid, after Abram had dwelt ten years in the land of 
Canaan, and gave her to her husband Abram to be his wife. 4 And he went in unto Hagar, 


and she conceived; and when she saw that she had conceived, her mistress became of 
little esteem in her eyes. 5 And Sarai said unto Abram, I suffer wrong through thee; I have 


placed my maid into thy bosom; and when she saw that she had conceived, I became of 
little esteem in her eyes; may the Lord judge between me and thee. © But Abram said 
unto Sarai, Behold, thy maid is in thy hand; do to her as it pleaseth thee. And when 
Sarai dealt hardly with her, she fled from her face. 7 And an angel of the Lord found her 
by a fountain of water in the wilderness, by the fountain on the way to Shur. 8 And he 
said, Hagar, Sarai's maid, whence camest thou? and whither wilt thou go? And she said, 
From the face of my mistress Sarai I am fleeing. 9 And the angel of the Lord said unto 
her, Return to thy mistress, and submit thyself under her hands. 1° And the angel of the 
Lord said unto her, I will multiply thy seed exceedingly, that it shall not be numbered for 
multitude. 11 And the angel of the Lord said unto her, Behold, thou art with child, and 
wilt bear a son, and thou shalt call his name Ishmael; because the Lord hath heard thy 
affliction. 12 And he will be a wild man; his hand will be against every man, and every 
man's hand against him; and in the presence of all his brethren shall he dwell. 13 And 
she called the name of the Lord that spoke unto her, Thou art an all-seeing God; for she 
said, Have I not also seen here a vision after he appeared to me? 14 Wherefore the well 
was called Beerlachai-roi: behold, it is between Kadesh and Bared. 15 And Hagar bore 
Abram a son; and Abram called the name of his son, whom Hagar bore, Ishmael. 16 And 
Abram was eighty and six years old, when Hagar bore Ishmael to Abram. 


1 And when Abram was ninety and nine years old, the Lord appeared to Abram, and 
said unto him, I am the Almighty God: walk before me, and be thou perfect. 2 And I will 
make my covenant between me and thee, and I will multiply thee exceedingly. 3 And 
Abram fell on his face, and God spoke with him, saying, ¢ As for me, behold my covenant 


is with thee, and thou shalt become the father of a multitude of nations. 5 Neither shall 
thy name any more be called Abram, but thy name shall be Abraham; for the father of a 


multitude of nations have I made thee. © And I will make thee exceedingly fruitful, and I 
will cause thee to become nations; and kings shall come out of thee. 7 And 1 will establish 
my covenant between me and thee and between thy seed after thee in their generations 
for an everlasting covenant: to be a God unto thee, and to thy seed after thee. 8 And I 
will give unto thee, and to thy seed after thee, the land wherein thou sojournest, all the 
land of Canaan, for an everlasting possession; and I will be their God. 9 And God said unto 
Abraham, But thou, for thy part, shalt keep my covenant, thou and thy seed after thee, in 
their generations. 1° This is my covenant, which ye shall keep, between me and between 
you, and between thy seed after thee: Every man-child among you shall be circumcised. 
11 And ye shall circumcise the flesh of your foreskin; and this shall serve as the token 
of the covenant between me and you. 12 And at eight days old shall every man-child in 
your generations be circumcised among you, he that is born in the house, or bought with 
money of any stranger, who is not of thy seed. 13 He that is born in thy house, and he that 
is bought with thy money, must needs be circumcised; and my covenant shall be in your 
flesh for an everlasting covenant. 14 And any uncircumcised male, who circumciseth not 
the flesh of his foreskin, that soul shall be cut off from his people; he hath broken my 
covenant. 15 And God said unto Abraham, As for Sarai thy wife, thou shalt not call her 
name Sarai, but Sarah shall her name be. 1° And I will bless her, and give thee also a 
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son of her; yea I will bless her, and she shall become a mother of nations; kings of people 
shall spring from her. 17 Then Abraham fell upon his face, and laughed; and he said in his 
heart, Shall a child be born unto him that is a hundred years old? and shall Sarah, who is 
ninety years old, bear? 18 And Abraham said unto God, O that Ishmael might live before 
thee! 19 And God said, Truly, Sarah thy wife shall bear thee a son; and thou shalt call his 
name Isaac; and I will establish my covenant with him for an everlasting covenant, for 


his seed after him. 2° And as for Ishmael, I have heard thee: behold, I have blessed him, 
and will make him fruitful, and will multiply him exceedingly; twelve princes shall he 


beget, and I will make of him a great nation. 21 But my covenant will I establish with Isaac, 
whom Sarah shall bear unto thee at this set time in the next year. 22 And when he had left 
off talking with him, God went up from Abraham. 23 And Abraham now took Ishmael his 
son, and all that were born in his house, and all that were bought with his money, every 
male among the men of Abraham's house; and he circumcised the flesh of their foreskin 
on the selfsame day, as God had spoken unto him. 24 And Abraham was ninety and nine 
years old, when he was circumcised in the flesh of his foreskin. 2° And Ishmael his son, 
was thirteen years old, when he was circumcised in the flesh of his foreskin. 2° On the 
self-same day was Abraham circumcised, with Ishmael his son. 2” And all the men of his 
house, born in the house, and bought with money of the stranger, were circumcised with 
him. 


18 
1 And the Lord appeared unto him in the grove of Mamre; while he was sitting at the 
door of the tent in the heat of the day. 2 And he lifted up his eyes and looked, and lo, 


three men stood near him; and when he saw them, he ran to meet them from the door 
of the tent, and bowed himself to the ground; 3 And he said, My Lord, if now I have found 


favor in thy eyes, pass not away, I pray thee, from thy servant. 4 Let a little water, I pray 
you, be fetched, and wash your feet, and rest yourselves under the tree. > And I will fetch 
a morsel of bread, and comfort ye your heart, after that ye may pass on; since ye have 
once passed by your servant. And they said, So do, as thou hast spoken. 6 And Abraham 
hastened into the tent unto Sarah, and said, Make ready quickly three measures of fine 


meal, knead it, and make cakes. 7 And Abraham ran unto the herd, and fetched a calf 
tender and good, and gave it unto a young man, and he hastened to dress it. 8 And he 


took cream and milk, and the calf which he had dressed, and set it before them; and he 
stood by them under the tree, and they did eat. ° And they said unto him, Where is Sarah 


thy wife! And he said, Behold, in the tent. 1° And he said, I will certainly return unto thee 
at this time next year: and lo, Sarah thy wife shall have a son. And Sarah heard it at the 


door of the tent, which was behind him. 1! Now Abraham and Sarah were old and well 
stricken in years; it had ceased to be with Sarah after the manner of women. !? Therefore 


Sarah laughed within herself, saying, After I am waxed old shall I have pleasure, my lord 
also being old! !3 And the Lord said unto Abraham, Wherefore did Sarah laugh, saying, 
Shall I of a surety bear a child, since I am old? 1 Is anything too hard for the Lord? At 
the time appointed I will return unto thee, at this time next year, and Sarah shall have 
ason. !5 Then Sarah denied, saying, I laughed not; for she was afraid; but he said, Nay; 
indeed thou didst laugh. 1° And the men rose up from there and looked toward Sodom; 
and Abraham went with them to bring them on the way. !” And the Lord said, Shall I 
hide from Abraham what I am about doing? !8 Seeing that Abraham shall surely become 
a great and mighty nation, and all the nations of the earth shall be blessed in him? 1° For 
I know him, that he will command his children and his household after him, that they 
shall keep the way of the Lord, to do righteousness and justice; in order that the Lord 
may bring upon Abraham that which he hath spoken concerning him. 2° And the Lord 
said, Because the cry against Sodom and Gomorrah is great, and because their sin is very 
grievous: 2! will go down now, and see if they have done according to the cry against 
them, which is come unto me, destruction [shall come upon them]; and ifnot, I will know 
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it. 22 And the men turned their faces from there, and went toward Sodom; but Abraham 
stood yet before the Lord. 23 And Abraham drew near, and said, Wilt thou then destroy 


the righteous also with the wicked? 24 Peradventure there are fifty righteous within the 
city; wilt thou then also destroy and not spare the place for the sake of the fifty righteous 
that are therein? 25 Far be it from thee to do after this manner, to slay the righteous with 
the wicked, and that the righteous should be as the wicked; far be this from thee; shall 
the Judge of all the earth not exercise justice? 26 And the Lord said, If I find in Sodom fifty 
righteous within the city, then will I spare all of the place for their sake. 2”? And Abraham 
answered and said, Behold now, I have taken upon me to speak unto the Lord, although 
I am but dust and ashes: 28 Peradventure there will lack five of the fifty righteous; wilt 
thou then destroy all the city for the [lack of] these five? And he said, I will not destroy, 
if I find there forty and five. 2° And he spoke yet again unto him, and said, Peradventure 
there will be found there forty. And he said, I will not do it for the sake of the forty. 
30 And he said, Oh, let not the Lord be angry, and I will speak: Peradventure there will 
be found there thirty. And he said, I will not do it, if 1 find there thirty. 31 And he said, 
Behold now, I have taken upon me to speak unto the Lord: Peradventure there will be 
found there twenty. And he said, I will not destroy for the sake of the twenty. 32 And he 
said, Oh, let not the Lord be angry, and I will speak yet but this once: Peradventure there 
will be found there ten. And he said, I will not destroy, for the sake of the ten. 33 And the 
Lord went away, when he had finished speaking with Abraham; and Abraham returned 
unto his place. 


19 


1 And the two angels came to Sodom in the evening, and Lot was sitting in the gate 
of Sodom; and when Lot saw them he rose up to meet them, and he bowed himself with 
his face to the ground. ? And he said, Behold now, my lords, turn in, I pray you, into 
your servant's house, and tarry all night, and wash your feet, and ye can rise up early, 
and go on your way. And they said, Nay; but we will abide in the street all night. 3 And 
he pressed upon them greatly, and they turned in unto him, and entered into his house; 
and he made them a feast, and baked unleavened bread, and they did eat. 4 But before 
they had lain down, the men of the city, even the men of Sodom, compassed the house 
round, both old and young, all the people from every quarter: ° And they called unto 
Lot, and said unto him, Where are the men who came in to thee this night? bring them 
out unto us, that we may know them. © And Lot went out unto them, at the entrance 
[of the house], and shut the door after him. 7 And he said, I pray you, my brethren, do 
not act wickedly. § Behold now, I have two daughters who have not known man; let me, 
I pray you, bring them out unto you, and do ye to them as is good in your eyes, only 
unto these men do nothing, since they have once come under the shadow of my roof. 
9 And they said, Stand back. And they said, This one man came in to sojourn, and he will 
needs be a judge; now will we deal worse with thee than with them. And they pressed 
sorely upon the man Lot, and they came near to break the door. 1° But the men put forth 
their hand, and pulled Lot to them into the house, and the door they locked. 11 And the 
men that were at the entrance of the house they smote with blindness, both small and 
great, so that they wearied themselves to find the entrance. 12 And the men said unto 
Lot, Hast thou here any besides? a son-in-law, and thy sons, and thy daughters, and 
whatsoever thou hast in the city, bring out of this place. 13 For we will destroy this place, 
because the cry against them is waxed great before the face of the Lord; and the Lord 
hath sent us to destroy it. 14 And Lot went out and spoke unto his sons-in-law, who were 
to marry his daughters, and said, Arise, get yourselves out of this place, for the Lord will 
destroy this city; but he seemed as one that jesteth in the eyes of his sons-in-law. 15 And 
as the morning dawn arose, the angels urged Lot, saying, Arise, take thy wife, and thy 
two daughters that are here, lest thou be consumed for the iniquity of the city. 1° And 
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while he yet lingered, the men laid hold of his hand, and of the hand of his wife, and of 
the hand of his two daughters, because the Lord desired to spare him; and they brought 
him forth, and set him without the city. 17 And it came to pass, when they had brought 
them forth abroad, that he said, Escape for thy life, look not behind thee, neither stay 
thou in all the plain; escape to the mountain, lest thou be consumed. 18 And Lot said 
unto them, Oh, not so, my lord! 19 Behold now, thy servant hath found grace in thy eyes, 
and thou hast magnified thy kindness, which thou hast showed unto me in saving my 
life; and I cannot escape to the mountain, lest the evil overtake me, and I die. 2° Behold 
now, this city is near to flee thereunto, and it is little; oh, let me, I pray thee, escape 
thither, [as it is but little,] that my life may be saved. 2! And he said unto him, See, I have 
favored thee concerning this thing also, that I will not overthrow this city, of which thou 
hast spoken. 2? Haste thee, escape thither; for I cannot do any thing till thou hast come 
thither. Therefore was the name of the city called Zoar. 23 The sun rose over the earth, 
when Lot entered into Zoar. 24 And the Lord rained upon Sodom and upon Gomorrah 


brimstone and fire, from the Lord, out of heaven; 25 And he overthrew those cities, and 
all the plain, and all the inhabitants of the cities, and that which grew upon the ground. 


26 But his wife looked back from behind him, and she became a pillar of salt. 27 And 
Abraham got up early in the morning to the place where he had stood before the Lord: 
28 And he looked toward Sodom and Gomorrah, and toward all the land of the plain, and 
beheld, and lo, smoke went up from the earth as the smoke of a furnace. 29 And it came 
to pass, when God destroyed the cities of the plain, that God remembered Abraham, and 
sent Lot away out of the midst of the overthrow, when he overthrew the cities in which 
Lot had dwelt. 3° And Lot went up out of Zoar, and dwelt in the mountain, and his two 
daughters with him, for he feared to dwell in Zoar; and he dwelt in a cave, he, and his 
two daughters. 31 And the first-born said unto the younger, Our father is old, and there 
is not a man in the country to come in unto us after the manner of all the earth: 32Come, 
let us make our father drink wine, and we will lie with him, that we may preserve seed 
of our father. 33 And they made their father drink wine that night; and the first-born 
went in, and lay with her father, and he perceived not when she lay down, nor when she 
arose. 34 And it came to pass on the morrow, that the first-born said unto the younger, 
Behold, I lay yesternight with my father; let us make him drink wine this night also, and 
go thou in, and lie with him, that we may preserve seed of our father. 35 And they made 
their father drink wine that night also; and the younger arose, and lay with him, and 
he perceived not when she lay down, nor when she arose. 3° And both the daughters 
of Lot became with child by their father. 37 And the first-born bore a son, and called his 
name Moab; the same is the father of the Moabites unto this day. 38 And the younger, she 


also bore a son, and called his name Ben-ammi: the same is the father of the children of 
Ammon unto this day. 


1 And Abraham journeyed from there toward the south country, and dwelt between 
Kadesh and Shur and sojourned in Gerar. 2 And Abraham said of Sarah his wife, She 
is my sister; and Abimelech the king of Gerar sent and took Sarah. 3 But God came to 
Abimelech in a dream by night, and said to him, Behold, thou shalt die for the sake of 


the woman whom thou hast taken; for she is a man's wife. 4 But Abimelech had not 
come near to her; and he said, Lord, wilt thou then slay also a righteous nation? 5 Said 


he not unto me, She is my sister? and she, even she herself, said, He is my brother; in the 
integrity of my heart and the innocency of my hands have I done this. © And God said 
unto him in the dream, Yea, I also well know that thou hast done this in the integrity 
of thy heart; therefore did I also withhold thee from sinning against me; for this cause 
I suffered thee not to touch her. 7 And now restore the man's wife, for he is a prophet, 
and he will pray for thee, that thou mayest live; and if thou restore her not, know thou, 
that thou shalt surety die, thou and all that are thine. § And Abimelech rose early in the 
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morning, and called all his servants, and told all these things in their hearing; and the 
men were greatly afraid. 9 Then Abimelech called Abraham, and said unto him, What 
hast thou done unto us? and in what have I offended thee, that thou hast brought on me 
and on my kingdom a great sin? deeds that ought not to be done thou hast done unto 
me. 1° And Abimelech said unto Abraham, What sawest thou, that thou didst this thing? 
11 And Abraham said, Because I thought, Surely there is no fear of God in this place, and 
they will slay me for the sake of my wife. 12 And yet indeed she is my sister, the daughter 
of my father, but not the daughter of my mother; and she became my wife. 13 And it came 
to pass, when God caused me to wander from my father's house, that I said unto her, This 
is thy kindness which thou shalt show unto me; at every place whither we shall come, 
say of me, He is my brother. 14 And Abimelech took sheep, and oxen, and men-servants, 
and women-servants, and gave them unto Abraham, and restored to him Sarah his wife. 
15 And Abimelech said, Behold, my land is before thee: dwell where it is pleasing in thy 
eyes. 16 And unto Sarah he said, Behold, I have given thy brother a thousand pieces of 
silver: behold, this is to thee a covering of the eyes unto all that are with thee; and with 
all others thou canst thus justify thyself. 17 And Abraham prayed unto God; and God 
healed Abimelech, and his wife, and his maid-servants, so that they could bear children. 
18 For the Lord had fast closed up every womb of the house of Abimelech, because of 
Sarah, Abraham's wife. 


1 And the Lord visited Sarah as he had said, and the Lord did unto Sarah as he had 
spoken. 2 And Sarah conceived, and bore unto Abraham a son in his old age, at the 


appointed time of which God had spoken to him. 3 And Abraham called the name of his 


son that was born unto him, whom Sarah bore to him, Isaac. 4 And Abraham circumcised 
his son Isaac, at eight days old, as God had commanded him. 5 And Abraham was a 


hundred years old, when his son Isaac was born unto him. © And Sarah said, God hath 
made me joy, whoever heareth it will laugh concerning me. 7 And she said, Who would 
have said unto Abraham, that Sarai should have given children suck? yet I have born a 
son in his old age. 8 And the child grew, and was weaned; and Abraham made a great feast 
on the day that Isaac was weaned. ? And Sarah saw the son of Hagar the Egyptian, whom 
she had born unto Abraham, mocking. 1° Wherefore she said unto Abraham, Cast out 
this bond-woman and her son; for the son of this bond-woman shall not be heir with my 
son, with Isaac. 11 And the thing was very grievous in Abraham's eyes, because of his son. 
12 And God said unto Abraham, Let it not be grievous in thy eyes because of the lad, and 
because of thy bond-woman; in all that Sarah may say unto thee, hearken unto her voice; 
for in Isaac shall thy seed be called. 13 And also of the son of the bond-woman will I make 
a nation, because he is thy seed. 14 And Abraham rose up early in the morning, and took 
bread, and a bottle of water, and gave it unto Hagar, putting it onto her shoulder, and 
the child, and sent her away; and she departed, and wandered astray in the wilderness 
of Beer-sheba. 15 And the water was spent from the bottle, and she cast the child under 
one of the shrubs. 16 And she went, and seated herself down at some distance, a good 
way off, about a bow-shot; for she said, I cannot look on when the child dieth; so she sat 
at a distance, and lifted up her voice, and wept. 1” And God heard the voice of the lad; 
and an angel of God called to Hagar out of heaven, and said unto her, What aileth thee, 
Hagar? Fear not; for God hath heard the voice of the lad, there where he is. 18 Arise, 
lift up the lad, and lay hold on him with thy hand; for I will make of him a great nation. 
19 And God opened her eyes, and she saw a well of water: and she went, and filled the 
bottle with water, and gave the lad drink. 2° And God was with the lad; and he grew up, 


and dwelt in the wilderness, and became an archer. 21 And he dwelt in the wilderness 
of Paran; and his mother took him a wife out of the land of Egypt. 24 And it came to 


pass at that time, that Abimelech, and Phichol the chief captain of his host, spoke unto 
Abraham, saying, God is with thee in all that thou doest: 23 Now therefore swear unto me 
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here by God, that thou wilt not deal falsely with me, nor with my son, nor with my son's 
son; [but] according to the kindness that I have done unto thee, shalt thou do unto me, 
and to the land wherein thou hast sojourned. 24 And Abraham said, I will swear. 25 And 
Abraham reproved Abimelech because of a well of water, which Abimelech's servants 
had violently taken away. 26 And Abimelech said, I know not who hath done this thing: 
neither didst thou tell me; nor have I heard of it except this day. 27 And Abraham took 
sheep and oxen, and gave them unto Abimelech; and both of them made a covenant. 
28 And Abraham set seven ewe-lambs of the flock, by themselves. 2? And Abimelech said 
unto Abraham; What mean these seven ewe-lambs which thou hast set by themselves? 
30 And he said, For these seven ewe-lambs shalt thou take from my hand, that they may be 
a witness unto me that I have dug this well. 31 Wherefore he called that place Beer-sheba; 
because there they swore, both of them. 32 Thus they made a covenant at Beer-sheba; 
then Abimelech rose up, and Phichol the chief captain of his host, and they returned 
into the land of the Philistines. 33 And Abraham planted an orchard in Beer-sheba, and 
called there on the name of the Lord, the God of everlasting. 34 And Abraham sojourned 
in the land of the Philistines many days. 


Zz 

1 And it came to pass after these things, that God did tempt Abraham, and he said unto 
him, Abraham, and he said, Behold, here am I. 2 And he said: Take now thy son, thy only 
one, whom thou lovest, even Isaac, and get thee into the land of Moriah; and offer him 
there for a burnt-offering upon one of the mountains which I tell thee of. 3 And Abraham 
rose up early in the morning, and saddled his ass, and took two of his young men with 
him, and Isaac his son; and he clave the wood for the burnt-offering, and arose, and went 
unto the place of which God had told him. 4 On the third day Abraham lifted up his eyes, 
and saw the place afar off. 5 And Abraham said unto his young men, abide ye here with 
the ass, and 1 and the lad will go yonder, and we will worship, and then come again to you. 
6 And Abraham took the wood for the burnt-offering, and laid it upon Isaac his son; and 
he took in his hand the fire and the knife; and they went both of them together. 7 And 
Isaac spoke unto Abraham his father, and said, My father; and he said, Here am I, my son. 


And he said, Behold, here is the fire and the wood; but where is the lamb for a burnt- 
offering? 8 And Abraham said, God will provide himself the lamb for a burnt-offering, 
my son; so they went both of them together. ° And they came to the place which God 
had told him of; and Abraham built there an altar, and laid the wood in order, and bound 
Isaac his son, and laid him on the altar above the wood. 1° And Abraham stretched forth 
his hand, and took the knife to slay his son. '! But the angel of the Lord called unto 


him out of heaven, and said, Abraham, Abraham; and he said, Here am I. !2 And he said, 
Lay not thy hand upon the lad, neither do thou the least unto him; for now I know that 


thou fearest God, seeing that thou hast not withheld thy son, thy only one, from me. 
13 And Abraham lifted up his eyes, and looked, and behold, there was a ram that was 
afterward caught in a thicket by his horns; and Abraham went and took the ram, and 
offered him up for a burnt-offering in the stead of his son. 14 And Abraham called the 
name of that place, Adonai-yireh: as it is said to this day, On the mount of the Lord it shall 
be seen. 15 And the angel of the Lord called unto Abraham the second time out of heaven, 
16 And said, By myself have I sworn, saith the Lord, since, because thou hast done this 
thing, and hast not withheld thy son, thy only one: !7 That I will greatly bless thee, and 
I will exceedingly multiply thy seed as the stars of the heaven, and as the sand which is 
upon the seashore; and thy seed shall possess the gate of his enemies; 18 And in thy seed 
shall all the nations of the earth be blessed; because that thou hast obeyed my voice. 
19 And Abraham returned unto his young men; and they rose up, and went together to 
Beer-sheba; and Abraham dwelt in Beer-sheba. 2° And it came to pass after these things, 
that it was told to Abraham, saying, Behold, Milcah, she also, hath born children unto 
Nachor thy brother; 21'Uz his first born, and Buz his brother, and Kemuel the father of 
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Aram, 22 And Kesed, and Chazo, and Pildash, and Yidlaph, and Bethuel. 23 And Bethuel 
begat Rebekah; these eight did Milcah bear to Nachor, Abraham's brother. 24 And his 


concubine, whose name was Reumah, she also bore Tebach, and Gacham, and Thachash, 
and Maachah. 


23 

1 And the lifetime of Sarah was a hundred and twenty-seven years; [these] were the 
years of the life of Sarah. 2 And Sarah died in Kiryath-arba, the same in Hebron in the land 
of Canaan: and Abraham came to mourn for Sarah, and to weep for her. 3 And Abraham 
stood up from before his dead, and spoke unto the sons of Heth, saying, 4 A stranger and 
a sojourner I am with you; give me a possession for a burying-place with you, that I may 
bury my dead out of my sight. > And the children of Heth answered Abraham, saying 
unto him: © Hear us, my lord; a prince of God thou art among us; in the choice of our 
sepulchres bury thy dead; none of us shall withhold from thee his sepulchre, so that 
thou mayest bury thy dead. 7 And Abraham stood up and bowed himself to the people 
of the land, to the children of Heth. 8 And he spoke with them, saying, If it be your mind 
that I should bury my dead out of my sight, hear me, and intercede for me with Ephron 
the son of Zochar, ? That he may give me the cave of Machpelah, which is his, which is at 
the end of his field; for as much money as it is worth he shall give it me, for a possession 
as a burying-place amongst you. 1° And Ephron dwelt among the children of Heth; and 
Ephron the Hittite answered Abraham in the hearing of the children of Heth, and of all 
those that went in at the gate of his city, saying, 11 Nay, my lord, hear me: the field I give 
to thee, and the cave that is therein, I give it to thee; in the presence of the sons of my 
people do I give it to thee; bury thy dead. 12 And Abraham bowed himself down before 
the people of the land. 13 And he spoke to Ephron in the hearing of the people of the 
land, saying, But if thou wouldst only hear me; I will give the money for the field, take 
it off me, and I will bury my dead there. 14 And Ephron answered Abraham, saying unto 
him, 15 My lord, hearken unto me: a piece of land worth four hundred shekels of silver, 
what is that between me and thee? only bury thy dead. 1° And Abraham understood 
the meaning of Ephron; and Abraham weighed out to Ephron the silver which he had 
named in the hearing of the sons of Heth, four hundred shekels of silver, current with 
the merchant. 17 And the field of Ephron, which was in Machpelah, which was before 


Mamre, the field, and the cave which was therein, and all the trees that were in the field, 
that were in all its borders round about, were made sure 18 Unto Abraham for a bought 


possession in the presence of the children of Heth, before all that went in at the gate 
of his city. 19 And after this, Abraham buried Sarah his wife in the cave of the field of 
Machpelah, before Mamre, which is Hebron, in the land of Canaan. 2° And the field, with 
the cave that is therein, was made sure unto Abraham for a possession as a burying-place 
by the sons of Heth. 


1 And Abraham was old, well stricken in years; and the Lord had blessed Abraham 
in all things. 2? And Abraham said unto his servant, the eldest of his house, who ruled 
over all that he had, Put, I pray thee, thy hand under my thigh: 3 And I will make thee 
swear by the Lord, the God of heaven, and the God of the earth, that thou shalt not take 
a wife unto my son from the daughters of the Canaanites, among whom I dwell. 4 But 
unto my country, and to my birthplace shalt thou go, and take a wife unto my son, unto 
Isaac. 5 And the servant said unto him, Peradventure the woman will not be willing to 
follow me unto this land: must I then bring thy son again unto the land from which thou 
camest? © And Abraham said unto him, Beware thou, that thou bring not my son thither 
again. 7 The Lord, the God of heaven, who took me from my father's house, and from the 
land of my birth, and who spoke unto me, and who swore unto me, saying, Unto thy seed 
will I give this land: he will send his angel before thee, and thou shalt take a wife unto my 
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son from there. 8 But if the woman should not be willing to follow thee, then shalt, thou 
be clear from this my oath: only my son thou shalt not bring thither again. 9 And the 
put his hand under the thigh of Abraham his master, and swore to him concerning this 
matter. 1° And the servant took ten camels of the camels of his master, and departed, 
with all kinds of precious things of his master in his hand; and he arose, and went to 
Mesopotamia, unto the city of Nachor. !! And he made the camels to kneel down without 
the city by a well of water at the time of the evening, at the time that the women go out 
to draw water. !2 And he said, O Lord, the God of my master Abraham, I pray thee, send 
me good speed this day, and deal kindly with my master Abraham. !° Behold, I stand 
by the well of water: and the daughters of the men of the city come out to draw water. 
14 And let it come to pass that the maiden to whom! shall say, Let down thy pitcher, I pray 
thee, that I may drink; and she shall say, Drink, and to thy camels also will I give drink, 
be the one thou hast appointed for thy servant Isaac; and thereby shall I know that thou 
hast shown kindness unto my master. 15 And it came to pass, before he had yet finished 
speaking, that, behold, Rebekah came out, who was born to Bethuel, the son of Milcah, 
the wife of Nachor, Abraham's brother, with her pitcher upon her shoulder. 16 And the 
maiden was of a very handsome appearance, a virgin, neither had any man known her; 
and she went down to the well, and filled her pitcher, and came up. 17 And the servant ran 
to meet her, and said, Let me, I pray thee, drink a little water out of thy pitcher. 18 And 
she said, Drink, my lord; and she hastened, and let down her pitcher upon her hand, 
and gave him to drink. 19 And when she had finished giving him drink, she said, Also 
for thy camels will I draw water, until they have finished drinking. 2° And she hastened, 
and emptied her pitcher into the trough, and ran again unto the well to draw water, 
and drew for all his camels. 21 And the man was wondering at her; remaining silent, 
to discover whether the Lord had made his journey prosperous or not. 22 And it came 
to pass, as the camels had finished drinking, that the man took a golden earring, half a 
shekel in weight, and two bracelets for her hands, ten gold shekels in weight; 23 And he 
said, Whose daughter art thou? tell me, I pray thee; is there room in thy father's house 
for us to stay this night in? 24 And she said unto him, I am the daughter of Bethuel the 


son of Milcah, whom she bore unto Nachor. 25 She said moreover unto him, We have both 
straw and provender in plenty, as also room to lodge in. 26 And the man bowed down his 


head, and prostrated himself before the Lord. 27 And he said, Blessed be the Lord, the 
God of my master Abraham, who hath not withdrawn his mercy and his truth from my 
master; I being on the way, which the Lord hath led me, to the house of the brethren of 
my master. 28 And the maiden ran, and told at her mother's house these things. 2? And 


Rebekah had a brother, and his name was Laban; and Laban ran out unto the man, unto 
the well. 3° And this came to pass, when he saw the earring and the bracelets upon his 


sister's hands, and when he heard the words of Rebekah his sister, saying, Thus spoke 
the man unto me; and he came unto the man; and, behold, he was standing by the camels 


at the well. 3! And he said, Come in, thou blessed of the Lord; wherefore standest thou 
without? while I have prepared the house and room for the camels. 32 And the man came 


into the house, and he ungirded the camels; and he gave straw and provender for the 


camels, and water to wash his feet, and the feet of the men that were with him. 33 And 
there was set food before him to eat; but he said, I will not eat, until I have spoken my 


words. And he said, Speak on. 34 And he said, 1 am Abraham's servant. 35 And the Lord 
hath blessed my master greatly; and he is become great: and he hath given him flocks, 
and herds, and silver, and gold, and men-servants, and maid-servants, and camels, and 
asses. 36 And Sarah my master's wife bore a son to my master after she was become old: 
and he hath given unto him all that he hath. 37 And my master made me swear, saying, 
Thou shalt not take a wife for my son from the daughters of the Canaanites, in whose 
land I dwell: 38 But thou shalt go unto my father's house, and to my kindred, and take a 
wife unto my son. 39 And I said unto my master, Peradventure the woman will not follow 
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me. 4° And he said unto me, The Lord, before whom I have walked will send his angel with 
thee, and prosper thy way; that thou mayest take a wife for my son from my kindred, and 
from my father's house. 41 Then shalt thou be clear from my oath, when thou comest to 
my kindred; and if they do not give thee one, [then] shalt thou be clear from my oath. 
42 And I came this day unto the well, and said, O Lord, the God of my master Abraham, 
if thou wouldst but prosper my way on which I am going. 43 Behold, I stand by the well 
of water; and it shall be the young woman who cometh forth to draw water, and I say 
to her, Give me, I pray thee, a little water out of thy pitcher to drink; 44 And she say to 
me, Both drink thou, and also for thy camels will I draw: this shall be the wife whom 
the Lord hath destined for my master's son. 4° And before I had yet finished speaking to 
my own heart, behold, Rebekah came forth with her pitcher on her shoulder; and she 
went down unto the well, and drew water; and I said unto her, Let me drink, I pray thee. 
46 And she made haste, and let down her pitcher from her shoulder, and said, Drink, and 
also to thy camels I will give drink; and I drank, and she made the camels drink also. 
47 And | asked her, and said, Whose daughter art thou? And she said, The daughter of 
Bethuel, Nachor's son, whom Milcah bore unto him: and I put the earring upon her face, 
and the bracelets upon her hands. 48 And I bowed down my head, and prostrated myself 
before the Lord; and I blessed the Lord, the God of my master Abraham, who had led me 
in the right way to take the daughter of my master's brother for his son. 49 And now if 
ye will deal kindly and truly with my master, tell me: and if not, tell me, that I may turn 
to the right, or to the left. 5° Then Laban and Bethuel answered and said, The thing hath 
proceeded from the Lord; we cannot speak unto thee bad or good. 51 Behold, Rebekah 
is before thee, take her, and go, and let her be the wife of thy master's son, as the Lord 
hath spoken. 52 And it came to pass, when Abraham's servant heard their words, that he 
prostrated himself to the earth unto the Lord. °3 And the servant brought forth vessels 
of silver, and vessels of gold, and garments, and gave them to Rebekah; and precious 
things he gave to her brother and to her mother. *4 And they did eat and drink, he and 
the men that were with him, and tarried the night; and they rose up in the morning, 
and he said, Send me away unto my master. 5° And her brother and her mother said, Let 
the maiden abide with us, a year or ten months; after that she shall go. 5° And he said 
unto them, Hinder me not, seeing the Lord hath prospered my way; send me away that 
I may go to my master. 5” And they said, We will call the maiden, and inquire her own 
decision. 58 And they called Rebekah, and said unto her, Wilt thou go with this man? 
And she said, I will go. 59 And thereupon they sent away Rebekah their sister, and her 
nurse, and Abraham's servant, and his men. © And they blessed Rebekah, and said unto 
her, Our sister, be thou the mother of thousands of myriads, and let thy seed possess 
the gate of those who hate them. ®! And Rebekah arose with her maidens, and they rode 
upon the camels, and followed the man; and the servant took Rebekah, and went his way. 
62 And Isaac came from a walk to the well Lachai-roi; for he dwelt in the south country; 
63 And Isaac was gone out to meditate in the field toward evening; and he lifted up his 
eyes, and saw, and, behold, camels were coming. °4 And Rebekah lifted up her eyes, and 
she saw Isaac; and she alighted off the camel. ® And she said unto the servant, Who is 
yonder man that walketh in the field toward us? And the servant said, This is my master; 
therefore she took a vail, and covered herself. ®° And the servant told Isaac all the things 
that he had done. ®7 And Isaac brought her into the tent of Sarah his mother, and took 


Rebekah, and she became his wife, and he loved her; and Isaac was comforted after his 
mother's death. 


25 
1 Then Abraham took again a wife, and her name was Keturah. 2 And she bore him 


Zimran, and Yokshan, and Medan, and Midian, and Yishbak, and Shuach. 3 And Yokshan 
begat Sheba, and Dedan. And the sons of Dedan were Asshurim, and Letushim, and 


Leummim. 4 And the sons of Midian: Ephah, and Epher, and Chanoch, and Abida', and 
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Eldaah. All these were the children of Keturah. > And Abraham gave all that he had unto 
Isaac. © But unto the sons of the concubines that Abraham had, Abraham gave gifts; and 
he sent them away from Isaac his son, while he was yet living, eastward, unto the east 
country. 7 And these are the days of the years of Abraham's life which he lived, one 
hundred seventy and five years. Then Abraham departed this life, and died in a good 
old age, an old man, and full of years, and was gathered to his people. ? And his sons 
Isaac and Ishmael buried him in the cave of Machpelah, in the field of Ephron the son 
of Zochar the Hittite, which is before Mamre; !° The field which Abraham purchased 


of the sons of Heth: there was Abraham buried, with Sarah his wife. 11 And it came to 
pass after the death of Abraham, that God blessed Isaac his son; and Isaac dwelt by the 


well Lachai-roi. 12 Now theses are the generations of Ishmael, Abraham's son, whom 
Hagar the Egyptian, Sarah's handmaid, bore unto Abraham. 13 And these are the names 
of the sons of Ishmael, by their names, according to their generations: the first-born 
of Ishmael, Nebayoth; and Kedar, and Adbeel, and Mibsam, !4 And Mishma, and Dumah, 
and Massa, !5 Chadad, and Tema, Yetur, Naphish, and Kedemah. !° These are the sons of 
Ishmael, and these are their names, by their towns, and by their castles; twelve princes 
according to their nations. 17 And these are the years of the life of Ishmael, one hundred 
and thirty and seven years: and he departed this life and died; and was gathered unto 
his people. 18 And they dwelt from Chavilah unto Shur, that is before Egypt, as thou 
goest toward Assyria: he dwelt in the presence of all his brethren. 19 And these are the 
generations of Isaac, the son of Abraham: Abraham begat Isaac. 2° And Isaac was forty 
years old when he took Rebekah, the daughter of Bethuel the Syrian, of Padan-aram, the 
sister to Laban the Syrian, to himself as wife. 21 And Isaac entreated the Lord in behalf 


of his wife, because she was barren: and the Lord was entreated of him, and Rebekah his 
wife conceived. 22 And the children struggled together within her; and she said, If it be 


so, why did I desire this? And she went to inquire of the Lord. 23 And the Lord said unto 
her, Two nations are in thy womb, and two manner of people shall be separated from 
thy bowels; and one people shall be stronger than the other people; and the elder shall 
serve the younger. 24 And when her days to be delivered were fulfilled, behold, there 
were twins in her womb. 2° And the first came out red, all over like a hairy garment; and 
they called his name Esau. 26 And after that came his brother out, his hand holding on to 
Esau's heel; and his name was called Jacob: and Isaac was sixty years old when she bore 
them. 27 And the boys grew up: and Esau was an expert hunter, a man of the field; and 
Jacob was a plain man, dwelling in tents. 28 And Isaac loved Esau, because he did eat of 
his venison; but Rebekah loved Jacob. 29 And Jacob at one time boiled pottage, and Esau 
came from the field, and he was faint. 3° And Esau said to Jacob, Let me swallow down, I 
pray thee, some of that yonder red pottage, for I am faint; therefore was his name called 
Edom. 3! And Jacob said, Sell me this day thy right of first-born. 32 And Esau said, Behold, 
Iam going to die; and what profit then can the right of first-born be to me? 33 And Jacob 
said, Swear to me this day; and he swore unto him, and he sold his right of first-born 
unto Jacob. 34 Then Jacob gave Esau bread and pottage of lentiles, and he did eat and 
drink, and he rose up, and went his way; thus Esau despised the birthright. 


26 


1 And there was a famine in the land, beside the first famine that was in the days of 
Abraham; and Isaac went unto Abimelech, the king of the Philistines, unto Gerar. 2 And 
the Lord appeared unto him, and said, Go not down into Egypt; dwell in the land which 
I shall tell thee of. 3 Sojourn in this land, and I will be with thee, and will bless thee; for 
unto thee, and unto thy seed, will I give all these countries, and I will perform the oath 
which I swore unto Abraham thy father; 4 And I will cause thy seed to multiply as the 
stars of heaven, and I will give unto thy seed all these countries; and in thy seed shall 
all the nations of the earth bless themselves. > Because that Abraham obeyed my voice, 
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and kept my charge, my commandments, my statutes, and my laws. © And Isaac dwelt 
in Gerar. 7 And the men of the place asked [him] concerning his wife; and he said, She 
is my sister; for he feared to say, She is my wife; lest, [said he,] the men of the place 
should kill me for Rebekah, because she is of a handsome appearance. ® And it came to 
pass, when he had been there a long time, that Abimelech, the king of the Philistines, 
looked out at a window, and saw, and behold, Isaac was sporting with Rebekah his wife. 
9 And Abimelech called Isaac, and said, Behold, of a surety she is thy wife: and how saidst 
thou, She is my sister? And Isaac said unto him, Because I thought, Perhaps I may die 
for her. 1° And Abimelech said, What is this thou hast done unto us? How easily might 
one of the people have lain with thy wife, and thou wouldst have brought guiltiness 
upon us. 11 And Abimelech charged all his people, saying, He that toucheth this man or 
his wife shall surely be put to death. 12 Then Isaac sowed in that land, and received in 
the same year a hundred-fold: so the Lord blessed him. !3 And the man became great, 
and went forward and grew, until he became very great; 14 And he had possession of 
flocks, and possession of herds, and great store of servants; and the Philistines envied 
him. 15 And all the wells which his father's servants had dug in the days of Abraham his 
father, these the Philistines stopped, and filled them with earth. 16 And Abimelech said 
unto Isaac, Go away from us; for thou hast become much mightier than we. !” And Isaac 
departed thence, and pitched his tent in the valley of Gerar, and dwelt there. !8 And Isaac 
dug again the wells of water, which they had dug in the days of Abraham his father, and 
which the Philistines had stopped after the death of Abraham; and he called their names 
after the names by which his father had called them. 19 And the servants of Isaac dug in 
the valley, and found there a well of springing water. 2° And the herdmen of Gerar did 
strive with Isaac's herdmen, saying, The water is ours: and he called the name of the 
well Essek; because they strove with him. 21 And they dug another well, and they strove 


for that also: and he called the name of it Sitnah. 22 And he removed from there, and 
dug another well; and for that they strove not: and he called the name of it Rechoboth, 


and he said, For now the Lord hath made room for us, and we shall increase in the land. 
23 And he went up from there to Beer-sheba. “4 And the Lord appeared unto him the 


same night, and said, I am the God of Abraham thy father; fear not, for I am with thee, 
and I will bless thee, and multiply thy seed for the sake of Abraham my servant. 25 And 
he built there an altar, and called upon the name of the Lord, and pitched there his tent: 
and the servants of Isaac dug there a well. 2° Then Abimelech went to him from Gerar, 
and Achuzzath his friend, and Phichol the chief captain of his army. 27 And Isaac said 
unto them, Wherefore come ye to me, seeing that ye do hate me, and have sent me away 
from you? 28 And they said, We saw clearly that the Lord was with thee; and we said, 


Let there be now an oath between us and thee; and we will make a covenant with thee; 
29 That thou shalt do us no hurt, as we have not touched thee, and as we have done unto 
thee nothing but good, and have sent thee away in peace: thou art now one blessed of 


the Lord. 3° And he made them a feast, and they ate and drank. 31 And they rose up 
betimes in the morning, and they swore one to the other; and Isaac sent them away, 
and they departed from him in peace. 32 And it came to pass the same day, that Isaac's 
servants came, and told him concerning the well which they had dug, and they said unto 
him, We have found water. 33 And he called it Shibah: therefore is the name of the city 
Beer-sheba unto this day. 34 And when Esau was forty years old he took to wife Judith the 
daughter of Beeri, the Hittite, and Bahsemath the daughter of Elon the Hittite. 35 And 
they were a grief of mind unto Isaac and to Rebekah. 


Zi 
1 And it came to pass, when Isaac was old, and his eyes were too dim to see, that he 
called Esau his eldest son, and said unto him, My son: and he said unto him, Behold, here 
am I. 2 And he said, Behold now, I am grown old, I know not the day of my death: 3 Now 
therefore take, I pray thee, thy weapons, thy quiver and thy bow, and go out to the field, 
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and hunt for me some venison; 4 And make me savory food, such as I love, and bring it 
to me, that I may eat; that my soul may bless thee before I die. 5 And Rebekah heard as 
Isaac was speaking to Esau his son. And Esau went to the field to hunt for venison, and 
to bring it. © And Rebekah spoke unto Jacob her son, saying, Behold, I heard thy father 
speak unto Esau thy brother, saying, 7 Bring me venison, and make me savory food, that 
I may eat and bless thee before the Lord before my death. 8 And now, my son, obey my 
voice in that which I command thee. ° Go, I pray thee, to the flock, and fetch me from 
there two good kids; and I will make them savory food for thy father, such as he loveth: 
10 And thou shalt bring it to thy father, that he may eat; for the sake that he may bless 
thee before his death. ! And Jacob said to Rebekah his mother, Behold, Esau my brother 
is a hairy man, andl ama smooth man: 12Peradventure my father will feel me, and I shall 
then seem to him as a deceiver; and I would bring upon me a curse, and not a blessing. 
13 And his mother said unto him, Upon me be thy curse, my son; only obey my voice, 
and go fetch them to me. 14 And he went, and fetched, and brought them to his mother: 
and his mother made savory food, such as his father loved. 15 And Rebekah took the 
goodly garments of her eldest son Esau, which were with her in the house, and clothed 
therewith Jacob her younger son; 1° And the skins of the kids she put upon his hands, 
and upon the smooth part of his neck; 17 And she gave the savory food and bread, which 
she had prepared, into the hand of Jacob her son. 18 And he came unto his father, and 
said, My father: and he said, Here am I; who art thou my son? 19 And Jacob said unto his 
father, I am Esau thy first-born; I have done as thou didst speak to me: arise I pray thee, 
sit here and eat of my venison, that thy soul may bless me. 2° And Isaac said unto his 
son, How is it that thou hast found it so quickly, my son? And he said, Because the Lord 
thy God brought it before me. 2! And Isaac said unto Jacob, Come near, I pray thee, that I 
may feel thee, my son, whether thou be truly my son Esau or not. 22 And Jacob went near 
unto Isaac his father, and he felt him; and he said, The voice is the voice of Jacob, but 
the hands are the hands of Esau. 23 And he recognized him not, because his hands were 
hairy, as his brother Esau's hands: so he blessed him. 24 And he said, Art thou indeed my 
son Esau? and he said I am. 25 And he said, Bring it near to me, and I will eat of my son's 
venison, that my soul may bless thee. And he brought it near to him, and he did eat, and 
he brought him wine, and he drank. 2° And Isaac his father said unto him, Come near, I 
pray thee, and kiss me, my son. 27 And he came near, and kissed him: and he smelled the 
smell of his garments and blessed him, and said, See, the smell of my son is the smell of 
the field which the Lord hath blessed. 28 And may God give thee of the dew of heaven, 
and the fatness of the earth, and plenty of corn and wine; 29 Nations shall serve thee, 
and people bow down to thee; be lord over thy brethren, and thy mother's sons shall 
bow down to thee; cursed be they that curse thee, and blessed be they that bless thee. 
30 And it came to pass, as soon as Isaac had made an end of blessing Jacob, and Jacob was 
yet scarcely gone out from the presence of his father, that Esau his brother came in from 
his hunting. 31 And he also made savory food, and brought it unto his father, and said 
unto his father, Let my father arise, and eat of his son's venison, in order that thy soul 
may bless me. 32 And Isaac his father said unto him, Who art thou? And he said, I am 
thy son, thy first-born, Esau. 33 And Isaac trembled greatly, exceedingly, and said, Who 
was it? where is he that had hunted venison, and brought it me, and I ate of all before 
thou camest, and blessed him? yea, he shall also remain blessed. 34 When Esau heard the 
words of his father, he uttered a great and exceedingly bitter cry, and said unto his father, 
Bless me, also me, my father. 35 And he said, Thy brother came with subtilty, and took 
away thy blessing. 3° And he said, Hath he been therefore named Jacob, because he hath 
supplanted me these two times? my right of first-born he took away; and, behold, now 
he hath taken away my blessing: and he said, Hast thou not reserved a blessing for me. 
37 And Isaac answered and said unto Esau, Behold, I have made him thy lord, and all his 
brethren have I given to him for servants; and with corn and wine have I endowed him: 
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and what can I do now for thee, my son. 38 And Esau said unto his father, Hast thou then 
but one blessing, my father? bless me, also me, my father. And Esau lifted up his voice, 
and wept. 39 And Isaac his father answered and said unto him, Behold, thy dwelling shall 
be the fatness of the earth, and [blessed] by the dew of heaven from above; 4° And by 
thy sword shalt thou live, and thy brother shalt thou serve; and it shall come to pass, 
that when thou shalt have the dominion, thou canst break his yoke from off thy neck. 
41 And Esau hated Jacob because of the blessing wherewith his father had blessed him; 
and Esau said in his heart, The days of mourning for my father will be at hand; then will I 
slay my brother Jacob. 42 And Rebekah was informed of the words of Esau her elder son: 
and she sent and called Jacob her younger son, and said unto him, Behold, thy brother 
Esau doth comfort himself, with regard to thee, purposing to kill thee. 43 Now therefore, 
my son, obey my voice; and arise, flee thou to Laban my brother, to Charan; “4 And tarry 
with him a short time, until thy brother's fury turn away; 4° Until thy brother's anger 
turn away from thee, and he forget that which thou hast done to him: then will I send, 
and fetch thee from there; why should I be deprived of both of you at once in one day? 
46 And Rebekah said to Isaac, I am weary of my life because of the daughters of Heth; if 
Jacob take a wife from the daughters of Heth, such as these, from the daughters of the 
land, what good will life do me? 


28 

1 And Isaac called Jacob, and blessed him, and charged him, and said unto him, Thou 
shalt not take a wife from the daughters of Canaan. ? Arise, go to Padan-aram, to the 
house of Bethuel thy mother's father; and take thyself from there a wife of the daughters 
of Laban thy mother's brother. 3 And God, the Almighty, bless thee, and make thee 
fruitful, and multiply thee, that thou mayest become a multitude of people; 4 And may 
he give thee the blessing of Abraham, to thee, and to thy seed with thee; that thou 
mayest inherit the land of thy sojourn, which God gave unto Abraham. ° And Isaac 
sent away Jacob, and he went to Padan-aram, unto Laban, the son of Bethuel the Syrian, 
the brother of Rebekah, the mother of Jacob and Esau. © And when Esau saw that Isaac 
had blessed Jacob, and sent him away to Padan-aram, to take himself from there a wife; 
and in blessing him had given him a charge, saying, Thou shalt not take a wife of the 
daughters of Canaan; 7 And that Jacob had obeyed his father and his mother, and was 
gone to Padan-aram: 8 Then saw Esau that the daughters of Canaan were evil in the 
eyes of Isaac his father; ? And Esau went unto Ishmael, and took Machalath the daughter 
of Ishmael, Abraham's son, the sister of Nebayoth in addition to his wives, to himself as 
wife. 1° And Jacob went out from Beer-sheba, and went toward Charan. ! And he lighted 
upon a certain place, and tarried there all night, because the sun was set; and he took 
one of the stones of the place, and put it for his pillow, and laid himself down in that 
place. 12 And he dreamed, and behold a ladder was set up on the earth, and the top of 
it reached to heaven; and behold, angels of God were ascending and descending on it. 
13 And, behold, the Lord stood above it, and said, I am the Lord, the God of Abraham thy 
father, and the God of Isaac: the land whereon thou liest, to thee will I give it, and to thy 
seed; !4 And thy seed shall be as the dust of the earth, and thou shalt spread abroad to the 
west, and to the east, and to the north and to the south; and in thee and thy seed shall 
all the families of the earth be blessed. 15 And, behold, I am with thee, and will keep thee 
whithersoever thou goest, and will bring thee again into this land; for I will not leave 
thee, until I have done what I have spoken to thee of. 16 And Jacob awakened out of his 
sleep, and he said, Surely the Lord is present in this place; and I knew it not. 17 And he 
was afraid, and said, How fearful is this place! this is none other but the house of God, 
and this is the gate of heaven. !8 And Jacob rose up early in the morning, and took the 
stone that he had put for his pillow, and set it up for a pillar, and poured oil upon the 
top of it. 19 And he called the name of that place Beth-el; but Luz was the name of that 
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city in former times. 2° And Jacob made a vow, saying, If God will be with me, and will 
keep me on this way which I am going, and will give me bread to eat, and raiment to put 
on, 21 And I come again in peace to my father's house: then shall the Lord be my God; 
22 And this stone, which I have set for a pillar, shall be God's house; and of all that thou 
wilt give me I will surely give the tenth unto thee. 


1 Then Jacob lifted up his feet and went unto the land of the children of the east. 
2 And he looked, and behold there was a well in the field, and, lo, there were three flocks 
of sheep lying by it; for out of that well they watered the flocks: and the stone upon the 
mouth of the well was great. 3 And there all the flocks were wont to assemble; and they 
rolled then the stone from the mouth of the well, and watered the sheep; and they put 
the stone again upon the mouth of the well in its place. 4 And Jacob said unto them, My 
brethren, whence are ye? And they said, Of Charan are we. 5 And he said unto them, 
Know ye Laban the son of Nachor? And they said, We know him. © And he said unto 
them, Is he well? And they said, He is well; and, behold, Rachel his daughter cometh 
with the sheep. 7 And he said, Lo, the day is yet long, it is not time that the cattle should 
be driven home; water ye the sheep, and go and feed them. ® And they said, We cannot, 
until all the flocks be gathered together, then do they roll the stone from the mouth of 
the well; and we water the sheep. ? And while he was yet speaking with them, Rachel 
came with her father's sheep; for she was a shepherdess. 1° And it came to pass when 
Jacob saw Rachel the daughter of Laban his mother's brother, and the sheep of Laban his 
mother's brother, that Jacob went near, and rolled the stone from the mouth of the well, 
and watered the flock of Laban his mother's brother. 1! And Jacob kissed Rachel, and 
lifted up his voice, and wept. 12 And Jacob told Rachel that he was her father's brother, 
and that he was Rebekah's son: and she ran and told her father. 13 And it came to pass, 
when Laban heard the tidings of Jacob his sister's son, that he ran to meet him, and 
embraced him, and kissed him, and brought him to his house. And he told Laban all 
these things. 14 And Laban said to him, Surely thou art my bone and my flesh. And he 
abode with him the space of a month. !5 And Laban then said unto Jacob, Because thou 
art my brother, shouldst thou therefore serve me for naught? tell me, what shall thy 
wages be? 16 And Laban had two daughters; the name of the elder was Leah, and the 
name of the younger was Rachel. 1’ And the eyes of Leah were tender; but Rachel was 
of handsome form and handsome appearance. 18 And Jacob loved Rachel; and he said, 
I will serve thee seven years for Rachel thy younger daughter. 19 And Laban said, It is 
better that I give her to thee, than that I should give her to another man; abide with 
me. 2° And Jacob served for Rachel seven years; and they seemed unto him but a few 
days, through the love he had to her. 2! And Jacob said unto Laban, Give me my wife, 
for my days are fulfilled, that I may go in unto her. 2 And Laban gathered together all 
the men of the place, and made a feast. 23 And it came to pass in the evening, that he 
took Leah his daughter, and brought her to him; and he went in unto her, 24 And Laban 
gave unto his daughter Leah, Zilpah his maid for a handmaid. 2° And it came to pass 
that in the morning, behold, it was Leah: and he said to Laban, What is this thou hast 


done unto me? did I not serve with thee for Rachel? wherefore then hast thou deceived 
me? 26 And Laban said, It is not done so in our place, to give in marriage the younger 


before the first-born. 27 Fulfill the week of this, and we will give thee this one also, for 
the service which thou shalt serve with me yet seven other years. 28 And Jacob did so, 
and fulfilled the week of the first; and he gave him Rachel his daughter for a wife. 2? And 
Laban gave to Rachel his daughter Bilhah his hand-maid to be her maid. 3° And he went 
in also unto Rachel, and he loved also Rachel more than Leah; and he served with him yet 
seven other years. 3! And when the Lord saw that Leah was hated, he opened her womb; 


but Rachel was barren. 32 And Leah conceived, and bore a son, and she called his name 
Reuben; for she said, Surely, the Lord hath looked upon my affliction, because now my 
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husband will love me. 33 And she conceived again and bore a son; and she said, Because 
the Lord heard that I was hated, he hath given me this one also; and she called his name 
Simeon. 34 And she conceived again, and bore a son; and she said, Now this time will my 
husband be joined unto me, because I have born him three sons; therefore was his name 
called Levi. 35 And she conceived again, and bore a son; and she said, This time will I 
praise the Lord; therefore she called his name Judah: and she left off bearing. 


1 And when Rachel saw that she bore Jacob no children, Rachel envied her sister; and 
she said unto Jacob, Give me children, and if not, I die. 2 And Jacob's anger was kindled 
against Rachel: and he said, Am I in God's stead, who hath withheld from thee the fruit 
of the womb? 3 And she said, Behold, [here is] my maid Bilhah, go in unto her; and she 
shall bear upon my knees, that I may also have children by her. 4 And she gave him 
Bilhah her handmaid for wife, and Jacob went in unto her. 5 And Bilhah conceived, and 
bore Jacob a son. © And Rachel said, God hath judged me, and hath also heard my voice, 
and hath given me a son: therefore called she his name Dan. 7 And Bilhah, Rachel's 
maid, conceived again, and bore Jacob a second son. ® And Rachel said, Contests of God 
have I contended with my sister, I have also prevailed: and she called his name Naphtali. 
9 When Leah now saw that she had left off bearing, she took Zilpah her maid, and gave 
her to Jacob for wife. 1° And Zilpah Leah's maid bore Jacob a son. !! And Leah said, Good 
luck hath come: and she called his name Gad. 12 And Zilpah Leah's maid bore a second 
son unto Jacob. !3 And Leah said, To my happiness; for the daughters will call me blessed: 
and she called his name Asher. 14 And Reuben went in the days of the wheat harvest, and 
found mandrakes in the field, and he brought them unto Leah his mother; then Rachel 
said to Leah, Give me, I pray thee, [some] of thy son's mandrakes. 15 And she said unto 
her, Is it not enough that thou hast taken my husband? and wouldst thou also take away 
my son's mandrakes? And Rachel said, Therefore shall he be with thee to-night for thy 
son's mandrakes. 16 And Jacob came out of the field in the evening, and Leah went out 
to meet him, and said, Unto me thou must come in; for surely I have obtained thee as a 
reward with my son's mandrakes. And he lay with her that night. 1” And God hearkened 
unto Leah, and she conceived and bore Jacob a fifth son. 18 And Leah said, God hath 
given me my reward, because I have given my maid to my husband: and she called his 
name Issachar. 19 And Leah conceived again, and bore a sixth son unto Jacob. 2° And 
Leah said, God hath endued me with a good dowry; now will my husband dwell with me, 


because I have borne him six sons; and she called his name Zebulun. 2! And afterward 
she bore a daughter, and she called her name Dinah. 22 And God remembered Rachel, 


and God hearkened to her, and opened her womb. 23 And she conceived, and bore a 
son; and she said, God hath taken away my reproach. 24 And she called his name Joseph, 
saying, The Lord shall add to me another son. 25 And it came to pass, when Rachel had 
borne Joseph, that Jacob said unto Laban, Send me away, that I may go unto my own 
place, and to my country. 2° Give me my wives and my children, for whom I have served 
thee, and let me go; for thou knowest my service with which I have served thee. 2”? And 
Laban said unto him, If I could but find favor in thy eyes; I have learned by experience 
that the Lord hath blessed me for thy sake: 28 And he said, Appoint me thy wages, and 
I will give them. 29 And he said unto him, Thou knowest how I have served thee, and 
what thy cattle hath become with me. °° For it was a little which thou hadst before I 


came, and it is now increased into a multitude; and the Lord hath blessed thee since 
my coming; and now when shall I provide also for my own house? 3! And he said, What 


shall I give thee? And Jacob said, Thou shalt not give me the least; if thou wilt do this 
thing for me, I will again feed and keep thy flock: 321 will pass through all thy flock today, 
removing from there every speckled and spotted lamb, and every brown lamb among the 
sheep, and whatever is spotted and speckled among the goats; and such shall be after this 
my reward. 33 And my righteousness shall testify for me in time to come, when it shall 
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come with my reward before thy face: every one that is not speckled and spotted among 
the goats, and brown among the sheep, that shall be counted stolen with me. 34 And 
Laban said, Well, let it be according to thy word. 35 And he removed on that day the 
he-goats that were ring-streaked and spotted, and all the she-goats that were speckled 
and spotted, every one that had some white on it, and all the brown among the sheep, 
and gave them into the hand of his sons. 3° And he put a space of three days' journey 
between himself and Jacob; and Jacob fed the flocks of Laban that were left. 37 And Jacob 
took himself rods of green poplar, and of the hazel and chestnut tree; and peeled thereon 
white streaks, laying bare the white which was on the rods. 38 And he set the rods which 
he had peeled in the gutters in the watering troughs, where the flocks came to drink, 
just before the flocks, and where they conceived, when they came to drink. 39 And the 
flocks conceived before the rods, and brought forth ring-streaked, speckled, and spotted. 
40 And these lambs did Jacob separate, and set the faces of the flocks toward the ring- 
streaked, and whatever was brown in the flock of Laban; and he put his own flocks by 
themselves, and put them not with Laban's cattle. 41 And it came to pass, whensoever 
the stronger cattle did conceive, that Jacob laid the rods before the eyes of the cattle 
in the gutters, that they might conceive among the rods. 42 But when the cattle were 
feeble, he put them not in; so the feebler belonged to Laban, and the stronger to Jacob. 
43 And the man increased exceedingly, and he had many flocks, and maid-servants, and 
men-servants, and camels, and asses. 


1 And he heard the words of Laban's sons, saying, Jacob hath taken away all that was 
our father's, and of that which was our father's hath he gotten all this wealth. 2 AndJacob 
beheld the countenance of Laban, and, behold, it was not toward him as before. 3 And the 
Lord said unto Jacob, Return unto the land of thy fathers, and to thy birthplace; and I will 
be with thee. 4 And Jacob sent and called Rachel and Leah to the field unto his flock. 5 And 
he said unto them, I see your father's countenance, that it is not toward me as before; 
but the God of my father hath been with me. © And ye know well that with all my power I 
have served your father. 7 And your father hath deceived me, and changed my wages ten 
times: but God suffered him not to do me evil. If he said thus, The speckled shall be thy 
wages: then bore all the flocks speckled: and if he said thus, The ring-streaked shall be 
thy reward; then bore all the flocks ring-streaked. ?Thus God took away the cattle of your 
father, and gave them to me. 1° And it came to pass at the time that the flocks conceived, 
that I lifted up my eyes, and saw in a dream, and, behold, the rams which leaped upon 
the flocks were ring-streaked, speckled, and grizzled. 11 And an angel of God spoke unto 
me in the dream, Jacob: and I said, Here am I. 12 And he said, Lift up now thy eyes and 
see, all the rams which leap upon the flocks are ring-streaked, speckled, and grizzled; 
for I have seen all that Laban doth unto thee. 131 am the God of Beth-el, where thou 
anointedst a pillar, where thou madest unto me a vow: now arise, get thee out from this 
land, and return unto the land of thy birth. 14 And Rachel and Leah answered and said 
unto him, Is there yet any portion or inheritance for us in our father's house? 15 Were 
we not counted of him as strangers? for he hath sold us; and he hath quite consumed 
also our money. 1° For all the riches which God hath taken from our father, that is ours, 
and our children's; now then, whatsoever God hath said unto thee, do. 17 Then Jacob 
rose up, and set his sons and his wives upon camels; 18 And he led away all his cattle, 
and all his goods which he had gotten, the cattle of his acquiring, which he had gotten 
in Padan-aram, to go to Isaac his father into the land of Canaan. !° And Laban was gone 
to shear his sheep; and Rachel stole the images that were her father's. 2° And Jacob stole 
away unawares to Laban the Syrian, by not letting him know that he was going to flee. 
21 And he fled with all that he had; and he rose up, and passed over the river, and set his 
face toward the mount Gilead. 22 And it was told to Laban on the third day that Jacob was 
fled. 23 And he took his brethren with him, and pursued after him a seven days' journey; 
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and he overtook him at the mount of Gilead. 24 And God came to Laban, the Syrian, in 
a dream of the night, and said unto him, Take thou heed that thou speak not to Jacob 
either good or bad. 25 Then Laban overtook Jacob; now Jacob had pitched his tent on the 
mount, and Laban with his brethren pitched on the mount of Gilead. 2° And Laban said to 
Jacob, What hast thou done, that thou hast stolen away unawares to me, and led away my 
daughters, as captives taken with the sword. 2” Wherefore didst thou flee away secretly, 
and steal away from me; and why didst thou not tell me, that I might have sent thee 
away with mirth, and with songs, with tabret, and with harp? 28 And [why] hast thou 
not suffered me to kiss my sons and my daughters? now thou hast acted foolishly in so 
doing. 29 It is in the power of my hand to do you hurt; but the God of your father spoke 
unto me yesternight, saying, Take thou heed that thou speak not to Jacob either good or 
bad. 3° And now, thou wouldst needs be gone, because thou greatly longedst after thy 
father's house; [yet] wherefore hast thou stolen my gods. 31 And Jacob answered and said 
to Laban, Because I was afraid, for I said, Peradventure thou wouldst take by force thy 
daughters from me. 32 With whomsoever thou findest thy gods, let him not live; before 
our brethren seek out thou what is thine with me, and take it to thee; but Jacob knew 
not that Rachel had stolen them. 33 And Laban went into the tent of Jacob, and into the 
tent of Leah, and into the tent of the two maid-servants; but he found nothing; he then 
went out of the tent of Leah, and entered into Rachel's tent. 34 Now Rachel had taken 
the images, and put them in the saddle-cushion of the camel, and sat upon them; and 
Laban searched all the tent, and found nothing. 35 And she said to her father, Let it not 
displease my lord that I cannot rise up before thee; for the custom of women is upon 
me; and thus he searched, but found not the images. 3° Now Jacob became wroth, and 
quarrelled with Laban; and Jacob answered and said to Laban, What is my trespass? what 
is my sin, that thou hast so hotly pursued after me? 37 Although thou hast searched all 
my goods, what hast thou found of all the articles of thy household? set it here before 
my brethren and thy brethren, that they may judge between us both. 38 These twenty 
years have I been with thee: thy ewes and thy she-goats have not cast their young; and 
the rams of thy flock have I not eaten. 39 That which was torn of beasts I brought not 
unto thee; I had to bear the loss of it, of my hand didst thou require it, whatever was 
stolen by day, or stolen by night. 4° [Where] I was in the day the heat consumed me, 
and the frost by night; and my sleep departed from my eyes. 41 These twenty years have 
I been in thy house; I have served thee fourteen years for thy two daughters, and six 
years for thy flocks: and thou hast changed my wages ten times. 42 Except the God of my 
father, the God of Abraham, and the Fear of Isaac, had been with me, surely thou hadst 
now sent me away empty; my affliction and the labor of my hands God hath seen, and 
decided yesternight. 43 And Laban answered and said unto Jacob, The daughters are my 
daughters, and the children are my children, and the flocks are my flocks, and all that 
thou seest is mine; but as to my daughters, what can I do unto them this day, or unto 
their children whom they have born? 44 And now, come thou, let us make a covenant, I 
and thou; and let it be for a witness between me and thee. 45 And Jacob took a stone, and 
set it up for a pillar. 4° And Jacob said unto his brethren, Gather stones; and they took 
stones, and made a heap; and they ate there upon the heap. 4” And Laban called it Yegar- 
sahadutha; but Jacob called it Galed. 48 And Laban said, This heap is a witness between 
me and thee this day; therefore called he its name Galed; 4° And Mitzpah; for he said, The 
Lord shall watch between me and thee, when we are absent one from the other; °° If thou 
shouldst afflict my daughters, or if thou shouldst take other wives besides my daughters, 
when there is no man with us: see, God is witness between me and thee. 5! And Laban 
said to Jacob, Behold this heap, and behold this pillar, which I have cast up between me 


and thee; 52 Witness be this heap and witness be this pillar, that I will not pass by this 
heap, and that thou shalt not pass unto me by this heap and this pillar, for evil. °3 The 
God of Abraham and the God of Nachor shall judge between us, the God of their father; 
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but Jacob swore by the Fear of his father Isaac. 54 Then Jacob slew some cattle upon the 
mount, and called his brethren to eat bread; and they did eat bread, and tarried all night 
on the mount. 55 And early in the morning Laban rose up, and kissed his sons and his 
daughters and blessed them; and Laban departed, and returned unto his own place. 


1 And Jacob went on his way, and there met him angels of God. 2 And when Jacob saw 
them, he said, This is a host of God; and he called the name of that place Machanayim. 
3 And Jacob sent messengers before him to Esau his brother unto the land of Seir, the 
country of Edom. 4 And he commanded them, saying, Thus shall ye speak unto my 
lord, to Esau, Thus hath said thy servant Jacob, With Laban have I sojourned, and stayed 
until now. > And I have acquired oxen, and asses, flocks, and men-servants, and women- 
servants; and I send now to tell my lord, to find grace in thy eyes. © And the messengers 
returned to Jacob, saying, We came to thy brother, to Esau, and also he cometh to meet 
thee, and four hundred men with him. 7 Then Jacob was greatly afraid, and he felt 
distressed; and he divided the people that were with him, and the flocks, and the herds, 


and the camels, into two bands. 8 And he said, If Esau should come to the one band and 
smite it, then the other band which is left may escape. ° And Jacob said, O God of my 


father Abraham, and God of my father Isaac, the Lord who saidst unto me, Return unto 
thy country, and to thy birthplace, and I will deal well with thee: !°I am not worthy 
of all the kindness, and of all the truth, which thou hast shown unto thy servant; for 
with my staff I passed over this Jordan; and now I am become two bands. ! Deliver me, 
I pray thee, from the hand of my brother, from the hand of Esau; for I fear him, lest he 
will come and smite me, the mother with the children. 12 And thou saidst, I will surely 
do thee good, and make thy seed as the sand of the sea, which cannot be numbered for 
multitude. 13 And he lodged there that same night; and he took of that which he carried 
with him a present for Esau his brother: !4Two hundred she-goats, and twenty he-goats, 
two hundred ewes, and twenty rams. !5 Thirty milch camels with their colts, forty cows, 
and ten bulls, twenty she-asses, and ten foals. !° And he delivered them into the hand of 
his servants, every drove by itself; and he said unto his servants, Pass on before me, and 
put a space between drove and drove. 17 And he commanded the foremost, saying, When 
Esau my brother should meet thee, and ask thee, saying, Whose art thou? and whither 
art thou going? and for whom are these before thee? 18 Then shalt thou say, They belong 
to thy servant, to Jacob; it is a present sent unto my lord, to Esau; and, behold, also, he 


is himself behind us. 19 And so he commanded also the second, also the third, as also 
all that followed the droves, saying, After this manner shall ye speak unto Esau, when 


ye find him. 2° And say ye moreover, Behold, also thy servant Jacob is behind us. For 
he said, I will appease him with the present that goeth before me, and afterward I will 
see his face; peradventure he will receive me kindly. 21 The present went thus on before 
him; and he lodged himself that night in the camp. 2? And he rose up that night, and he 
took his two wives, and his two women-servants, and his eleven sons, and passed over 
the ford of the Yabbok. 23 And he took them, and sent them over the stream and sent 
over what he had. 24 And Jacob was left alone; and there wrestled a man with him until 
the breaking of the day. 25 And when he saw that he could net prevail against him, he 
struck against the hollow of his thigh; and the hollow of Jacob's thigh was put out of 
joint, as he was wrestling with him. 2° And he said, Let me go, for the day hath dawned. 
And he said, I will not let thee go until thou hast blessed me. 2” And he said unto him, 
What is thy name? and he said, Jacob. 28 And he said, Not Jacob shall any more be called 
thy name, but Israel; for as a prince hast thou power with God and with men, and hast 
prevailed. 29 And Jacob asked him, and said, tell me, I pray thee, thy name. And he said, 
Wherefore is it that thou dost ask after my name? And he blessed him there. 3° And 
Jacob called the name of the place Peniel: for I have seen an angel of God face to face, 
and my life hath been preserved. 3! And the sun rose unto him as he passed by Penuel, 
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and he halted upon his thigh. 32 Therefore do the children of Israel not eat the sinew 
which shrank, which is upon the hollow of the thigh, unto this day; because he struck 
against the hollow of Jacob's thigh on the sinew that shrank. 


1 And Jacob lifted up his eyes, and looked, and behold, Esau came, and with him four 


hundred men. And he divided the children unto Leah, and unto Rachel, and unto the 
two handmaids. 2 And he put the handmaids and their children foremost, and Leah and 


her children after, and Rachel and Joseph hindermost. 3 And he himself passed on before 
them, and bowed himself to the ground seven times, until he came near to his brother. 


4 And Esau ran to meet him, and embraced him, and fell on his neck, and kissed him; and 
they wept. 5 And he lifted up his eyes, and saw the women and the children; and said, 


Who are these with thee? And he said, The children whom God hath graciously given 
thy servant. © Then came the handmaids near, they and their children, and they bowed 
themselves. 7 And Leah also with her children came near, and they bowed themselves; 
and after that came Joseph near and Rachel, and they bowed themselves. 8 And he said, 
What meanest thou by all this drove which I have met? And he said, To find grace in the 
eyes of my lord. 9 And Esau said, I have enough, my brother, keep unto thyself what thou 
hast. 1° And Jacob said, This must not be, I pray thee; if I have but found grace in thy eyes, 
then do thou receive my present at my hand; since I have seen thy face, it is as though I 
had seen the face of an angel, and because thou hast received me kindly. 1! Take, I pray 
thee, my present that is brought to thee; because God hath dealt graciously with me, 
and because I have a plenty of all. And he urged him, and he took it. 12 And he said, Let 
us depart, and move farther, and I will travel near thee. 13 And he said unto him, My lord 
knoweth that the children are tender, and the flocks and herds with young are a charge 
on me: and if they should overdrive them one day, all the flock would die. 14 Let my lord, 
I pray thee, pass on before his servant: and I will lead on slowly, according to the cattle 
that goeth before me and the children may be able to travel, until I come unto my lord 
unto Seir. 15 And Esau said, Let me, I pray thee, leave with thee some of the people that 
are with me. And he said, What needeth it? let me only final grace in the eyes of my lord. 
16 So Esau returned that day on his way unto Seir. 17 And Jacob journeyed to Succoth and 


built himself a house, and for his cattle he made booths; therefore he called the name of 
the place Succoth. 18 And Jacob came in good health to the city of Shechem, which is in 


the land of Canaan, when he came from Padan-aram; and he encamped before the city. 
19 And he bought the parcel of the field, where he had spread his tent, at the hand of the 


children of Chamor, the father of Shechem, for a hundred kessitah. 2° And he erected 
there an altar, and called it, El-Elohe-Yisrael. 


1 And Dinah the daughter of Leah, whom she had born unto Jacob, went out to look 
about among the daughters of the land. 2 And Shechem the son of Chamor the Hivite, the 
prince of the country, saw her; and he took her, and lay with her, and did her violence. 
3 And his soul clave unto Dinah the daughter of Jacob, and he loved the maiden, and 
spoke kindly unto the maiden. 4 And Shechem spoke unto Chamor his father, saying, 
Get me this girl for wife. ° And Jacob heard that he had defiled Dinah his daughter; but 
his sons were with his cattle in the field: and Jacob held his peace until they were come. 
6 And Chamor the father of Shechem went out unto to Jacob to speak with him. 7 And 
the sons of Jacob came from the field when they heard it, and the men were grieved, 
and it excited their anger greatly; because he had wrought a disgraceful thing in Israel 
to lie with the daughter of Jacob, and this ought not to be done. 8 And Chamor spoke 
with them, saying, The soul of Shechem my son longeth for your daughter; give her, I 
pray you, unto him for wife. 9 And intermarry with us; your daughters ye shall give unto 
us, and our daughters ye may take unto yourselves. 1° And with us shall ye dwell; and 
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the land shall be open before you; dwell and trade ye therein, and acquire possessions 
therein. 11 And Shechem said unto her father and unto her brother, Let me but find grace 
in your eyes, and whatever ye may say unto me, I will give. 12 Ask of me ever so much 
dowry and gift, and I will give, just as ye may say unto me; but give me the maiden for 
wife. 13 And the sons of Jacob answered Shechem and Chamor his father with cunning, 
and spoke; because he had defiled Dinah their sister. 14 And they said unto them, We 
cannot do this thing, to give our sister to one that is uncircumcised; for that would be a 
reproach unto us. } But on this condition will we consent unto you; if ye will become as 
we are, that every male of you be circumcised: 1° Then will we give our daughters unto 
you, and we will take your daughters unto us; and we will dwell with you, and we will 
become one people. 17 But if ye will not hearken unto us, to be circumcised, then will 
we take our daughter, and go our way. 18 And their words were pleasing in the eyes of 
Chamor, and in the eyes of Shechem, the son of Chamor. 19 And the young man deferred 
not to do the thing, because he had delight in Jacob's daughter; and he was the most 
honored of all the house of his father. 2° And Chamor and Shechem his son came unto 
the gate of their city, and spoke with the men of their city, saying, 2! These men are 
peaceably inclined with us; therefore let them dwell in the land, and trade therein; and 
the land, behold, it is large enough on all sides before them; their daughters we will take 
unto us for wives, and our daughters we will give unto them. 22 Only with this condition 
will the men consent unto us to dwell with us, to become one people, if every male 
among us be circumcised, as they are circumcised. 73 Their cattle and their substance 
and every beast of theirs will they not be ours? only let us consent unto them, that they 
may dwell with us. 24 And unto Chamor and unto Shechem his son hearkened all that 
went out of the gate of his city; and all the males were circumcised, all that went out of 
the gate of his city. 2° And it came to pass on the third day, when they were sore, that two 
of the sons of Jacob, Simeon and Levi, Dinah's brothers, took each his sword, and came 
upon the city unresisted and slew all the males. 2° And they slew Chamor and Shechem 
his son with the edge of the sword; and they took Dinah out of Shechem's house, and 
went out. 2” The sons of Jacob came upon the slain, and spoiled the city, because they 
had defiled their sister. 28 They took their sheep and their oxen, and their asses, and 
that which was in the city, and that which was in the field. 29 And all their wealth, and 
all their little ones, and their wives they took captive, and spoiled; and all that was in the 
house. 3° And Jacob said unto Simeon and Levi, Ye have troubled me, to cause me to be 
hated among the inhabitants of the land, among the Canaanites and the Perizzites: and 
as I am but few in number, they may gather themselves together against me, and slay 
me; and I would be destroyed, I and my house. 3! And they said, Should he deal with our 
sister as with a harlot? 


35 

1 And God said unto Jacob, Arise, go up to Beth-el, and dwell there; and make there an 
altar unto the God that appeared unto thee when thou fleddest from the face of Esau thy 
brother. 2 Then said Jacob unto his household, and to all that were with him, Put away 
the strange gods that are among you, and cleanse yourselves, and change your garments. 
3 And let us arise, and go up to Beth-el: and I will make there an altar unto the God who 
answered me on the day of my distress, and was with me on the way which I went. 4 And 
they gave unto Jacob all the strange gods which were in their hand, and the earrings 
which were in their ears; and Jacob hid them under the oak which was near Shechem. 
5 And they journeyed; and the terror of God was upon the cities that were round about 
them, and they did not pursue after the sons of Jacob. © So Jacob came to Luz, which is 
in the land of Canaan, that is, Beth-el, he and all the people that were with him. 7 And 
he built there an altar, and called the place El-beth-el: because there God appeared unto 


him, when he fled from the face of his brother. 8 And Deborah Rebekah's nurse died, and 
she was buried beneath Beth-el under an oak: and he called its named Allon-bachuth. 
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9 And God appeared unto Jacob again, when he came from Padan-aram, and blessed him. 
10 And God said unto him, Thy name is Jacob; thy name shall not be called any more Jacob, 
but Israel shall be thy name: and he called his name Israel. 11 And God said unto him, 
Iam God the Almighty; be fruitful and multiply; a nation and an assemblage of nations 
shall spring from thee, and kings shall come out of thy loins. 12 And the land which I gave 
to Abraham and to Isaac, to thee will I give it; and to thy seed after thee will I give the 
land. 3 And God went up from him on the place where he had spoken with him. 14 And 
Jacob set up a pillar at the place where he had spoken with him, a pillar of stone; and 
he poured a drink offering thereon, and he poured oil thereon. 15 And Jacob called the 
name of the place where God had spoken with him, Beth-el. 1° And they journeyed from 
Beth-el: and there was yet some distance to come to Ephrath, when Rachel travailed, and 
she had hard labor. 17 And it came to pass, when she was in hard labor, that the midwife 
said unto her, Fear not; for this child also is a son for thee. !8 And it came to pass, as her 
soul was departing, [for she died] that she called his name Ben-oni; but his father called 
him Benjamin. 19 And so Rachel died, and was buried on the way to Ephrath, which 
is Beth-lechem. 2° And Jacob set a pillar upon her grave: this is the pillar of Rachel's 
grave unto this day. 2! And Israel journeyed, and spread his tent beyond the tower of 
flocks [Eder]. 22 And it came to pass, when Israel dwelt in that land, that Reuben went 
and lay with Bilhah his father's concubine; and Israel heard it. Now the sons of Jacob 
were twelve. 23 The sons of Leah, Jacob's first-born, Reuben, and Simeon, and Levi, and 
Judah, and Issachar, and Zebulun. #4 The sons of Rachel, Joseph, and Benjamin. 2° And 
the sons of Bilhah, Rachel's handmaid, Dan, and Naphtali. 2° And the sons of Zilpah, 
Leah's handmaid, Gad, and Asher: these are the sons of Jacob, that were born to him 
in Padan-aram. 27 And Jacob came unto Isaac his father unto Mamre, the city of Arba', 
which is Hebron, where Abraham and Isaac had sojourned. 28 And the days of Isaac were 
one hundred and eighty years. 29 And Isaac departed this life, and died, and was gathered 
unto his people, old and full of days; and Esau and Jacob his sons buried him. 


36 
1 Now these are the generations of Esau, who is Edom. 2 Esau took his wives of 
the daughters of Canaan; Adah the daughter of Elon the Hittite, and Aholibamah 
the daughter of Anah the daughter of Zibeon the Hivite; > And Bahsemath Ishmael's 
daughter, the sister of Nebayoth. 4 And Adah bore to Esau Eliphaz; and Bahsemath bore 


Reuel; 5 And Aholibamah bore Yeush, and Ya'lam, and Korach: these are the sons of Esau, 
that were born unto him in the land Canaan. © And Esau took his wives, and his sons, and 
his daughters, and all the persons of his house, and his cattle, and all his beasts, and all 


his substance, which he had gotten in the land of Canaan; and went into another country 
from the face of his brother Jacob. 7 For their riches were more than that they might 
dwell together; and the land of their sojourning could not bear them, because of their 
cattle. 8 Thus dwelt Esau in mount Seir: Esau is Edom. ? And these are the generations 
of Esau the father of the Edom in mount Seir. 1° These are the names of Esau's sons: 
Eliphaz the son of Adah the wife of Esau, Reuel the son of Bahsemath the wife of Esau. 
11 And the sons of Eliphaz were Teman, Omar, Zepho, and Ga'tam, and Kenaz. 12 And 
Timna was concubine to Eliphaz Esau's son: and she bore to Eliphaz Amalek; these were 
the sons of Adah, Esau's wife. 13 And these are the sons of Reuel: Nachath, and Zerach, 
Shammah, and Mizzah; these were the sons of Bahsemath, Esau's wife. 14 And these were 
the sons of Aholibamah, the daughter of Anah the daughter of Zibeon, Esau's wife: and 
she bore to Esau Yeush, and Ya'lam, and Korach. 15 These are the dukes of the sons of 
Esau; the sons of Eliphaz the first-born of Esau: duke Teman, duke Omar, duke Zepho, 
duke Kenaz, 1° Duke Korach, duke Ga'tam, duke Amalek; these are the dukes of Eliphaz 
in the land of Edom; these are the sons of Adah. 17 And these are the sons of Reuel Esau's 
son: duke Nachath, duke Zerach, duke Shammah, duke Mizzah; these are the dukes of 
Reuel in the land of Edom; these are the sons of Bahsemath, Esau's wife. 18 And these are 
the sons of Aholibamah, Esau's wife: duke Yeush, duke Ya'lam, duke Korach; these are 
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the dukes of Aholibamah the daughter of Anah, Esau's wife. 19 These are the sons of Esau, 
and these are their dukes; this is Edom. 2° These are the sons of Seir the Chorite, who 
inhabited the land: Lotan, and Shobal, and Zibeon, and Anah, 2! And Dishon, and Etzer, 
and Dishan; these are the dukes of the Chorites, the children of Seir in the land of Edom. 
22 And the children of Lotan were Chori and Heman; and Lotan's sister was Timna. 23 And 
these were the children of Shobal: Alvan, and Manachath, and Ebal, Shepho, and Onam. 
24 And these are the children of Zibeon: both Ajah, and Anah; this was that Anah that 


found the mules in the wilderness, as he fed the asses of Zibeon his father. 25 And these 
are the children of Anah: Dishon, and Aholibamah the daughter of Anah. 2° And these 
are the children of Dishan: Chemdan, and Eshban, and Yithran, and Cheran. 27 These are 
the children of Etzer: Bilhan, Zaavan, and Akan. 28 These are the children of Dishan: Uz, 
and Aran. 29 These are the dukes of the Chorites: duke Lotan, duke Shobal, duke Zibeon, 
duke Anah; 3° Duke Dishon, duke Etzer, duke Dishan; these are the dukes of the Chorites, 
after their dukes in the land of Seir. 3! And these are the kings that reigned in the land 


of Edom, before there reigned any king over the children of Israel. 32 And there reigned 
in Edom Bela the son of Beor: and the name of his city was Dinhabah. 33 And Bela died, 
and there reigned in his stead Yobab the son of Zerach of Bozrah. 34 And Yobab died, 
and there reigned in his stead Chusham of the land of Teman. 35 And Chusham died, 
and there reigned in his stead Hadad the son of Bedad, who smote Midian in the field of 
Moab; and the name of his city was Avith. 36 And Hadad died, and there reigned in his 
stead Samlah of Masrekah. 37 And Samlah died, and there reigned in his stead Shaul of 
Rechoboth by the river. 38 And Shaul died, and there reigned in his stead Baal-chanan 
the son of Achbor. 39 And Baal-chanan the son of Achbor died, and there reigned in his 
stead Hadar, and the name of his city was Pau; and his wife's name was Mehetabel, the 
daughter of Matred, the daughter of Me-zahab. 4° And these are the names of the dukes 
of Esau, according to their families, after their places, by their names: duke Timna, duke 


Alvah, duke Yetheth, 41 Duke Aholibamah, duke Elah, duke Pinon. 42 Duke Kenaz, duke 
Teman, duke Mibzar, 43 Duke Magdiel, duke Iram; these are the dukes of Edom, according 


to their habitations in the land of their possession: this is Esau the father of the Edom. 


a7. 


1 And Jacob dwelt in the land of his father's sojourning, in the land of Canaan. 2 These 
are the generations of Jacob. Joseph, being seventeen years old, was feeding the flock 
with his brothers; and he was as a lad with the sons of Bilhah, and with the sons of Zilpah, 
his father's wives; and Joseph brought evil reports of them unto his father. 3 Now Israel 
loved Joseph more than all his children, because he was the son of his old age; and he 
made him a coat of many colors. 4 And when his brothers saw that their father loved him 
more than all his brothers, they hated him, and could not speak peaceably unto him. 
5 And Joseph dreamed a dream, and he told it to his brothers: and they hated him yet 
the more. © And he said unto them, Hear, I pray you, this dream which I have dreamed. 
7 And, behold, we were binding sheaves in the field, and, lo, my sheaf arose, and also 
remained standing upright; and, behold, your sheaves placed themselves round about, 
and made obeisance to my sheaf. ® And his brothers said to him, Shalt thou indeed reign 
over us? or shalt thou indeed have dominion over us? And they hated him yet the more 
for his dreams, and for his words. ° And he dreamed yet another dream, and told it to 
his brothers; and he said, Behold, I have dreamed a dream more; and, behold, the sun 
and the moon and eleven stars made obeisance to me. !° And he told it to his father, 
and to his brothers; and his father rebuked him, and said unto him, What is this dream 
that thou hast dreamed? Shall we indeed come, I and thy mother, and thy brothers, 
to bow down ourselves to thee to the earth. 11 And his brothers envied him; but his 
father noted the matter [in his mind]. 12 And his brothers went to feed their father's 
flocks in Shechem. !° And Israel said unto Joseph, Do not thy brothers feed [the flocks] 
in Shechem? come, and I will send thee unto them. And he said to him, Here am I. 
14 And he said to him, Go, I pray thee, see whether it be well with thy brothers, and well 
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with the flocks; and bring me word again. So he sent him from the vale of Hebron, and 
he came to Shechem. 15 And a certain man found him, and, behold, he was wandering 
astray in the field; and the man asked him, saying, What seekest thou? 16 And he said, 
I seek my brothers; tell me, I pray thee, where they are feeding their flocks? 17 And the 
man said, They are departed hence; for I heard them say, Let us go to Dothan. And Joseph 
went after his brothers, and found them in Dothan. 18 And when they saw him afar off, 
even before he came near unto them, they conspired against him to slay him. 19 And 
they said one to another, Behold, here comes this man of dreams. 2° And now, come and 
let us slay him, and cast him into one of the pits, and we will say, Some evil beast hath 


devoured him: and we shall see what will become of his dreams. 2! And when Reuben 
heard it, he delivered him out of their hand; and he said, Let us not put him to death. 


22 And Reuben said unto them, Do not shed blood; but cast him into this pit that is in 
the wilderness, but do not lay hand upon him;—in order that he might deliver him out 
of their hand, to bring him back again to his father. 23 And it came to pass, when Joseph 
was come unto his brothers, that they stript Joseph of his coat, the coat of many colors 
that was on him; 24 And they took him, and cast him into the pit; and the pit was empty; 
there was no water in it. 2° And they sat down to eat bread: and they lifted up their eyes 
and looked, and, behold, a company of Ishmaelites was coming from Gilead; and their 
camels were bearing spicery, and balm, and lotus, going to carry it down to Egypt. 2° And 
Judah said unto his brothers, What profit will it be if we slay our brother, and conceal 
his blood? 2” Come, and let us sell him to the Ishmaelites, but let our hand not be upon 
him; for he is our brother, our flesh. And his brothers hearkened to him. 28 And when 
the Midianitish men, merchants, passed by, they drew and lifted up Joseph out of the pit, 
and sold Joseph to the Ishmaelites for twenty pieces of silver: and they brought Joseph 
into Egypt. 29 And when Reuben returned unto the pit, and, behold, Joseph was not in the 
pit, he rent his clothes. 3° And he returned unto his brothers, and said, The child is not 
there; and I, whither shall I go? 31 And they took Joseph's coat, and killed a he-goat, and 
dipped the coat in the blood; 32 And they sent the coat of many colors, and they brought 
it to their father, and said, This have we found: acknowledge, we pray thee, whether it 
be thy son's coat or not. 33 And he recognized it, and said, it is my son's coat; an evil 
beast hath devoured him; Joseph is surely torn in pieces. 34 And Jacob rent his clothes, 
and put sackcloth upon his loins, and mourned for his son many days. 35 And all his sons 
and all his daughters rose up to comfort him; but he refused to be comforted; and he 
said, For I must go down unto my son, mourning, into the grave; thus his father wept for 
him. 3¢ And the Midianites sold him into Egypt unto Potiphar, an officer of Pharaoh's, 
the captain of the guards. 


1 And it came to pass at that time, that Judah went down from his brothers, and he 
pitched his tent with a certain Adullamite whose name was Chirah. 2 And Judah saw 
there a daughter of a certain Canaanite, whose name was Shua; and he took her, and 


went in unto her. 3 And she conceived, and bore a son; and he called his name 'Er. 4 And 
she conceived again, and bore a son; and she called his name Onan. 5 And she again 


bore another son; and she called his name Shelah: and he was at Chezib, when she bore 
him. © And Judah took a wife for 'Er his first-born, whose name was Tamar. 7 And 'Er, 
Judah's first-born, was displeasing in the eyes of the Lord; and the Lord slew him. 8 And 
Judah said unto Onan, Go in unto thy brother's wife, and take her, as her brother-in- 
law, and raise up seed to thy brother. ? Onan thus knew that the seed should not be 
his, and it came to pass, when he went in unto his brother's wife, that he spilled it on 
the ground, so as not to give seed unto his brother. 1° And the thing which he did was 
displeasing in the eyes of the Lord: wherefore he slew him also. 1! Then said Judah to 
Tamar his daughter-in-law, Remain a widow at thy father's house, till Shelah my son be 
grown; for he thought, Lest peradventure he die also, as his brothers have done. And 
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Tamar went and dwelt in her father's house. 12 And many days had elapsed when the 
daughter of Shua, Judah's wife, died; and after Judah was comforted, he went up unto his 
sheep-shearers, he and his friend Chirah the Adullamite, to Timnah. 13 And it was told 
unto Tamar, saying, Behold, thy father-in-law goeth up to Timnah to shear his sheep. 
14 And she put her widow's garments off from her, and covered herself with a vail, and 
concealed her face, and seated herself at the cross-road, which is by the way to Timnah; 
for she saw that Shelah was grown, and she was not given unto him for wife. 15 And 
Judah saw her and thought her to be a harlot; because she had covered her face. 16 And 
he turned unto her by the way, and said, Go to, I pray thee, let me come in unto thee; 
[for he knew not that she was his daughter-in-law.] And she said, What wilt thou give 
me, that thou mayest come in unto me? 17 And he said, I will send thee a kid from the 
flock. And she said, If thou wilt give me a pledge, till thou send it. 18 And he said, What is 
the pledge which I shall give thee? And she said, Thy signet, and thy scarf, and thy staff 
that is in thy hand. And he gave them unto her, and came in unto her, and she conceived 
by him. 19 And she arose, and went away, and laid by her vail from her, and put on the 
garments of her widowhood. 2° And Judah sent the kid by the hand of his friend the 
Adullamite, to take the pledge out of the woman's hand; but he found her not. 21 Then 
he asked the men of her place, saying, Where is the harlot, that was at the cross-road 
on the highway? And they said, There hath been no harlot in this neighborhood. 22 And 
he returned to Judah, and said, I cannot find her; and also the men of the place have 
said, There hath been no harlot in this place. 23 And Judah said, Let her keep it, lest we 
be put to shame; behold, I sent this kid, and thou hast not found her. 24 And it came to 
pass about three months after, that it was told to Judah, saying, Tamar thy daughter- 
in-law hath played the harlot; and also, behold, she is with child by prostitution. And 
Judah said, Lead her forth, and let her be burnt. 25 When she was led forth, she sent to 
her father-in-law, saying, By the man, whose these are, am I with child: and she said, 
Acknowledge, I pray thee, to whom belong these, the signet, the scarf, and staff. 26 And 
Judah acknowledged them, and said, She hath been more righteous than I; because that 
I gave her not to Shelah my son. And he knew her not again any more. 27 And it came 
to pass at the time of her travail, that, behold, twins were in her womb. 28 And it came 
to pass, when she travailed, that the one put out his hand: and the midwife took and 
bound upon his hand a scarlet thread, saying, This came out first. 29 And it came to pass, 


as he drew back his hand, that, behold his brother came out; and she said, How hast 
thou broken forth! this breach is upon thee: therefore his name was called Perez. 3° And 


afterward came out his brother, that had the scarlet thread upon his hand: and his name 
was called Zerach. 


39 

1 And Joseph was brought down to Egypt; and Potiphar, an officer of Pharaoh, the 
captain of the guards, an Egyptian, bought him of the hands of the Ishmaelites, who had 
brought him down thither. 2 And the Lord was with Joseph, and he was a prosperous 
man; and he was thus in the house of his master the Egyptian. > And when his master 
saw that the Lord was with him, and that the Lord caused all that he did to prosper in his 
hand: 4Joseph found grace in his eyes, and he served him; and he made him overseer over 
his house, and all that he had he put into his hand. > And it came to pass from the time 
he had made him overseer in his house, and over all that he had, that the Lord blessed 
the Egyptian's house for the sake of Joseph; and the blessing of the Lord was upon all 
that he had, in the house and in the field. © And he left all that he had in Joseph's hand; 
and he troubled himself not about aught he had, save the bread which he did eat. And 
Joseph was handsome in form and handsome in appearance. ” And it came to pass after 
these things, that his master's wife cast her eyes upon Joseph; and she said, Lie with me. 
8 But he refused, and said unto his master's wife, Behold, Thy master troubleth himself 
not about what is with me in the house, and he hath committed all that he hath into my 
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hand; ? There is none greater in this house than I; neither hath he kept back any thing 
from me but thee, because thou art his wife: how then can I do this great evil, and sin 
against God? 10 And it came to pass, as she spoke to Joseph day by day, and he hearkened 
not unto her, to lie by her, or to be with her; 11 That it came to pass one particular day, 


that he went into the house to do his business; and there was none of the men of the 
house there within. !2 And she caught him by his garment, saying, Lie with me; and he 


left his garment in her hand, and fled, and ran out into the street. 13 And it came to pass, 
when she saw that he had left his garment in her hand, and was fled forth, 14 That she 
called unto the men of her house, and spoke unto them, saying, See, he hath brought in 
unto us a Hebrew man to have his sport with us; he came in unto me to lie with me, and 
I cried with a loud voice: 45 And it came to pass, when he heard that I lifted up my voice 
and cried, that he left his garment with me, and fled, and ran out into the street. 16 And 
she laid up his garment by her until his lord came home. 17 And she spoke unto him 
according to these words, saying, The Hebrew servant whom thou hast brought unto 
us, came in unto me to have his sport with me. 18 And it came to pass, as I lifted up my 
voice and cried, that he left his garment with me, and fled forth. 19 And it came to pass, 
when his master heard the words of his wife, which she spoke unto him, saying, After 
this manner hath thy servant done to me; that his wrath was kindled. 2° And Joseph's 
master took him, and put him into the prison, the place where the king's prisoners were 
imprisoned: and he was there in the prison. 21 But the Lord was with Joseph, and caused 
him to find kindness, and gave him favor in the eyes of the superintendent of the prison. 
22 And the superintendent of the prison committed into Joseph's hand all the prisoners 
that were in the prison; and whatsoever they did there, was done through him. 23 The 
superintendent of the prison looked not after the least that was under his hand, because 
the Lord was with him; and that which he did, the Lord made to prosper. 


40 

1 And it came to pass after these things, that the butler of the king of Egypt and the 
baker committed an offense, against their lord the king of Egypt. ? And Pharaoh was 
wroth against his two officers, against the chief of the butlers, and against the chief of 
the bakers. 3 And he put them in ward in the house of the captain of the guards, into the 
prison, the place where Joseph was confined. 4 And the captain of the guards charged 
Joseph with them, and he served them; and they continued a season in ward. 5 And they 
dreamed a dream, both of them, each his dream in one night, each in accordance with 
the interpretation of his dream, the butler and the baker of the king of Egypt, who were 
confined in the prison. © And Joseph came in unto them in the morning, and looked 
at them, and, behold, they were sad. 7 And he asked the officers of Pharaoh that were 
with him in ward in his lord's house, saying, Wherefore look ye so sadly today? ® And 
they said unto him, We have dreamed a dream, and there is none to interpret it. And 
Joseph said unto them, Do not interpretations belong to God? tell it to me, I pray you. 
° The chief of the butlers then told his dream to Joseph, and said to him, In my dream, 


behold, a vine was before me; 1° And on the vine were three branches; and it was as 
though it budded, shot forth its blossoms, and on its clusters the grapes became ripe: 


11 And Pharaoh's cup was in my hand; and I took the grapes, and pressed them out into 
Pharaoh's cup, and I placed the cup into Pharaoh's hand. 12 And Joseph said unto him, 
This is its interpretation: The three branches are three days; !3 Within yet three days will 
Pharaoh lift up thy head, and restore thee unto thy office; and thou shalt place Pharaoh's 
cup into his hand, after the former manner when thou wast his butler. 14 Therefore if 
thou thinkest on me when it shall be well with thee, then show kindness, I pray thee, 
unto me, and make mention of me unto Pharaoh, and bring me out of this house; 15 For 
indeed I was stolen away out of the land of the Hebrews; and here also have I not done the 
least that they should put me into the dungeon. 1¢ And when the chief of the bakers saw 
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that he had well interpreted, he said unto Joseph, I also [saw] in my dream, and, behold, 
I had three baskets with fine bread on my head: 17 And in the uppermost basket there 


was of all manner of bakemeats, used as food for Pharaoh; and the birds did eat them out 
of the basket from my head. 18 And Joseph answered and said, This is the interpretation: 


The three baskets are three days; 19 Within yet three days will Pharaoh lift up thy head 
from off thee, and will hang thee ona tree; and the birds shall eat thy flesh from off thee. 
20 And it came to pass on the third day, which was Pharaoh's birthday, that he made a 
feast unto all his servants: and he lifted up the head of the chief of the butlers and the 
head of the chief of the bakers among his servants. 21 And he restored the chief of the 
butlers unto his butlership; and he placed the cup in Pharaoh's hand; 22 But the chief of 
the bakers he hanged, as Joseph had interpreted to them. 2° Yet the chief of the butlers 
did not remember Joseph, and forgot him. 


4 

1 And it came to pass at the end of two full years, that Pharaoh dreamed: and, behold, 
he stood by the river. 2 And, behold, there came up out of the river seven cows, of good 
appearance and fat in flesh; and they fed in the meadow. 3 And, behold, seven other 
cows came up after them out of the river, ill-favored and lean in flesh; and they stood 
by the other cows upon the brink of the river. 4 And the ill-favored and lean-fleshed 
cows did eat up the seven well-favored and fat cows. And Pharaoh awoke. 5 And he 
slept and dreamed a second time: and, behold, seven ears of corn came up on one stalk, 
rank and good. ° And, behold, seven thin ears and blasted with the east wind sprung up 
after them. 7 And the seven thin ears swallowed up the seven rank and full ears. And 
Pharaoh awoke, and, behold, it was a dream. 8 And it came to pass in the morning that 
his spirit was troubled; and he sent and called for all the magicians of Egypt, and all 
the wise men thereof: and Pharaoh told them his dream; but there was none that could 
interpret the same unto Pharaoh. ° Then spoke the chief of the butlers unto Pharaoh, 
saying, My faults I must call to remembrance this day: 1° Pharaoh was wroth with his 
servants, and put me in ward in the house of the captain of the guards, me and the chief 
of the bakers; 11 And we dreamed a dream in one night, I and he; we dreamed each in 
accordance with the interpretation of his dream. 12 And there was with us a Hebrew 
lad, a servant to the captain of the guards; and we told him, and he interpreted to us 
our dreams; to each according to his dream did he interpret. 13 And it came to pass, 
just as he had interpreted to us, so it was; me he restored unto my office, and him he 
hanged. !4 Then Pharaoh sent and had Joseph called, and they brought him hastily out 
of the dungeon: and he shaved himself, and changed his garments, and came in unto 
Pharaoh. }5 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, I have dreamed a dream, and there is none 
that can interpret it: and I have heard say of thee, that thou canst understand a dream 
to interpret it. © And Joseph answered Pharaoh, saying, It is not in me; God will give an 
answer for the peace of Pharaoh. 17 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, In my dream, behold, 
I stood upon the brink of the river; 18 And, behold, there came up out of the river seven 
cows, fat in flesh and good in shape; and they fed in the meadow; !9 And, behold, seven 
other cows came up after them, poor and very ill-shaped and lean in flesh; I never saw 
any like these in all the land of Egypt for ugliness; 2° And the lean and the ill-favored 
cows did eat up the first seven fat cows; 2! And when they had eaten them up, it could 
not be known that they had eaten them; but their appearance was still as bad as at the 
beginning. And I awoke. 22 And I saw in my dream, and, behold, seven ears came up on 
one stalk, full and good; 23 And, behold, seven ears, withered, thin, blasted with the east 
wind, sprung up after them; #4 And the thin ears devoured the seven good ears: and I 
told this unto the magicians; but there was none that could tell it to me. 25 And Joseph 


said unto Pharaoh, the dream of Pharaoh is one, that which God is about to do, he hath 
told to Pharaoh. 2° The seven good cows are seven years; and the seven good ears are 


seven years; the dream is one. 2” And the seven thin and ill-favored cows that came up 
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after them are seven years; and the seven empty ears, blasted with the east wind, shall 
be seven years of famine. 28 This is the thing which I have spoken unto Pharaoh: What 
God is about to do he hath shown unto Pharaoh. 29 Behold, there are coming seven years 
of great plenty throughout all the land of Egypt: 3° And there shall arise seven years 
of famine after them, when all the plenty shall be forgotten in the land of Egypt; and 
the famine shall consume the land; 31 And the plenty shall not be known in the land by 
reason of that famine following it; for it shall be very grievous. 32 And as it respecteth 
that the dream was doubled unto Pharaoh twice, it is because the thing is firmly resolved 
on by God, and God hasteneth to bring it to pass. 33 Now therefore let Pharaoh look out 
a man discreet and wise, and set him over the land of Egypt. 34 Let Pharaoh do this, and 
let him appoint officers over the land, and take up the fifth part [of the produce] of the 
land of Egypt in the seven years of plenty. 35 And let them gather up all the food of those 
good years that are coming, and lay up corn under the hand of Pharaoh, as food in the 
cities, and keep the same. 3¢ And that food shall be for a store to the land against the 
seven years of famine, which shall be in the land of Egypt; that the land be not cut off 
through the famine. 37 And the thing was good in the eyes of Pharaoh, and in the eyes 


of all his servants. 38 And Pharaoh said unto his servants, Can we find sucha one as this, 
a man in whom the spirit of God is? 39 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, Inasmuch as God 


hath caused thee to know all this, there is none so discreet and wise as thou: 4° Thou 
shalt be over my house, and according to thy word shall all my people be ruled, only 


in regard to the throne will I be greater than thou. 4! And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, 
See, I have set thee over all the land of Egypt. 42 And Pharaoh took off his ring from his 
hand, and put it upon Joseph's hand, and arrayed him in vestures of fine linen, and put 
a golden chain about his neck; 43 And he caused him to ride in the second chariot which 
he had; and they cried before him, Bend the knee: and he placed him [thus] over all the 
land of Egypt. 44 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, I am Pharaoh; but without thee shall no 
man lift up his hand or his foot in all the land of Egypt. 45 And Pharaoh called Joseph's 
name Zaphenath-pa'neach; and he gave him Assenath the daughter of Poti-phera', the 
priest of On, for wife. And Joseph went out over all the land of Egypt. 4° And Joseph 
was thirty years old when he stood before Pharaoh the king of Egypt; and Joseph went 
out from the presence of Pharaoh, and went throughout all the land of Egypt. 47 And 
the earth brought forth in the seven years of plenty by handfuls. 48 And he gathered up 
all the food of the seven years, which were in the land of Egypt, and laid up the food in 
the cities: the food of the field of the city, which was round about it, laid he up in the 
same. 49 And Joseph heaped up corn as the sand of the sea, very much; until he left off 
numbering, for it was without number. 5° And unto Joseph were born two sons before 
the years of famine came, whom Assenath the daughter of Poti-phera' the priest of On, 
bore unto him. 5! And Joseph called the name of the first-born Menasseh: For God [said 
he] hath made me forget all my toil, and all my father's house. 52 And the name of the 
second he called Ephraim; For God [said he] hath caused me to be fruitful in the land of 
my affliction. 53 And the seven years of plenty, that was in the land of Egypt, were ended. 
54 And the seven years of famine began to come, just as Joseph had said; and there was 
famine in all the countries, but in all the land of Egypt there was bread. 55 And when all 
the land of Egypt also felt hunger, the people cried to Pharaoh for bread: and Pharaoh 
said unto all the Egyptians, Go unto Joseph; what he saith to you, do. 5¢ And the famine 
was over all the face of the earth: and Joseph opened all the store-houses, wherein corn 
was, and sold unto the Egyptians; for the famine grew strong in the land of Egypt. °” And 
all the countries came into Egypt to buy corn of Joseph; because the famine was sore in 
all the countries. 


42 
1 And when Jacob saw that there was corn in Egypt, Jacob said unto his sons, Why do 


ye look at one another? 2 And he said, Behold, I have heard that there is corn in Egypt; 
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get you down thither, and buy for us provision from there, that we may live, and not die. 
3 And ten brothers of Joseph went down to buy corn in Egypt, 4 But Benjamin, Joseph's 
brother, Jacob sent not with his brothers; for he said, Lest mischief befall him. 5 And the 
sons of Israel came to buy corn among those that came; for the famine was in the land 
of Canaan. © And Joseph—he was the governor over the land, it was he that sold corn 
to all the people of the land; and Joseph's brothers came, and bowed themselves down 
before him with the face to the earth. 7 And Joseph saw his brothers, and he recognized 
them; but made himself strange unto them and spoke roughly unto them; and he said 
unto them, Whence come ye? And they said, From the land of Canaan to buy food. § And 
Joseph recognized his brothers, but they recognized not him. ? And Joseph remembered 
the dreams which he had dreamed concerning them, and he said unto them, Ye are spies; 
to see the nakedness of the land are ye come. 1° And they said unto him, No, my lord, thy 
servants are only come to buy food. 1! We are all sons of one man; we are true men; thy 
servants have never been spies. 12 And he said unto them, No! but to see the nakedness 
of the land are ye come. ! And they said, We, thy servants, are twelve brothers, sons of 
one man in the land of Canaan; and, behold, the youngest is this day with our father, and 
one is no more. ! And Joseph said unto them, It is as I have spoken unto you, saying, 
Ye are spies; !5 Hereby shall ye be proved: By the life of Pharaoh, ye shall not go forth 
hence, except your youngest brother come hither. 1° Send one of you, and let him fetch 
your brother, and ye shall be kept in prison, that your words may be proved, whether 
the truth be with you; and if not, by the life of Pharaoh, ye are surely spies. !” And he put 
them together into ward three days. 18 And Joseph said unto them on the third day, This 
do, and live; I fear God. !° If ye be true men, let one of your brothers remain imprisoned 
in the house of your confinement; but ye, go, carry home what you have bought for 
the want of your household. 2° But your youngest brother bring unto me; so shall your 
words be verified, and ye shall not die. And they did so. 2! And they said to one another, 
Truly we are guilty concerning our brother, in that we saw the anguish of his soul, when 
he besought us, and we would not hear; therefore is this distress come upon us. 22 And 
Reuben answered them, saying, Did I not say unto you, thus, Do not sin against the child; 
and ye would not hear? and behold, his blood also is now required. 23 And they knew 
not that Joseph understood them; for he spoke unto them by an interpreter. 24 And 
he turned himself away from them, and wept; and returned to them again, and spoke 
with them, and took from them Simeon, and bound him before their eyes. 25 And Joseph 
commanded to fill their sacks with corn, and to restore every man's money into his sack, 
and to give them provision for the way; and he did unto them thus. 2° And they loaded 
their asses with their corn, and departed thence. 2” And one of them opened his sack to 
give his ass provender in the inn: when he espied his money, for, behold, it was in the 
mouth of his sack. 28 And he said unto his brothers, My money hath been restored; and, 
lo, it is even in my sack: and their heart failed them, and they were afraid, saying one 
to another, What is this that God hath done unto us? 29 And they came unto Jacob their 
father unto the land of Canaan, and they told him all that had befallen them; saying, 
30 The man, the lord of the land, spoke roughly to us, and took us as though we were 
espying the country. 31 And we said unto him, We are true men; we have never been 
spies: 32 We are twelve brothers, sons of our father; the one is no more, and the youngest 
is this day with our father in the land of Canaan. 33 And the man, the lord of the country, 
said unto us, Hereby shall I know that ye are true men: leave one of your brothers here 
with me, and [the food for] the want of your households take ye and be gone; 34 And 
bring your youngest brother unto me; then shall I know that ye are no spies, but that 
ye are true men; your brother I will give up to you, and in the land ye shall be allowed 
to traffic. °5 And it came to pass as they were emptying their sacks, that, behold, every 
man's bundle of money was in his sack: and when they saw the bundles of their money, 
they and their father, they were afraid. 3° And Jacob their father said unto them, Me ye 
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have bereaved of my children: Joseph is gone, and Simeon is gone, and Benjamin ye will 
take away; all these things are against me. 37 And Reuben said unto his father, thus, Two 
of my sons shalt thou slay, if I bring him not to thee; deliver him into my hand, and I 
will bring him back to thee. 38 And he said, My son shall not go down with you; for his 
brother is dead, and he alone is left: and if mischief befall him by the way in which ye 
go, then will ye bring down my gray hairs with sorrow to the grave. 


43 


1 And the famine was sore in the land. 2 And it came to pass, when they had completely 
eaten up the provisions which they had brought out of Egypt, that their father said 
unto them, Go again, buy us a little food. 3 And Judah said unto him, thus, The man 
did solemnly protest unto us, saying, Ye shall not see my face, except your brother be 
with you. 4 If thou wilt send our brother with us, we will go down and buy thee food; 
5 But if thou sendest him not, we will not go down; for the man said unto us, Ye shall 
not see my face, except your brother be with you. © And Israel said, Wherefore have ye 
dealt so ill with me, as to tell the man that ye have yet another brother? 7 And they said, 
The man inquired particularly concerning us, and our kindred, saying, Is your father yet 
alive? have ye another brother? and we told him according to the tenor of these words: 
could we possibly know that he would say, Bring down your brother? 8 And Judah said 
unto Israel his father, Send the lad with me, and we will arise and go; that we may live, 
and not die, both we, and thou, as also our little ones. °1I will be surety for him; from 
my hand shalt thou require him: if 1 bring him not unto thee, and set him before thee, 
then shall I have sinned against thee all the days. 1° For, if we had not lingered, surely 


we had now returned the second time. 1! And their father Israel said unto them, If it 
must be so now, do this: take of the best products of the land in your vessels, and carry 


down to the man a present, a little balm, and a little honey, spices and lotus, pistachio- 
nuts and almonds; !2 And twofold money take in your hand; and the money that was 
put back in the mouth of your sacks, you must carry back in your hand; peradventure 
it was an oversight; }° Also your brother take along, and arise, go again unto the man. 
14 And may God the Almighty give you mercy before the man, that he may send away to 
you your other brother, and Benjamin. And I, if 1 am to be bereaved, let me be bereaved. 
15 And the men took that present; and twofold money they took in their hand, as also 
Benjamin; and they rose up, and went down to Egypt, and stood before Joseph. 1° And 
when Joseph saw Benjamin with them, he said to the superintendent of his house, Bring 
these men into the house, and slay, and make ready; for with me shall these men dine 
at noon. !” And the man did as Joseph had said; and the man brought the men into 
Joseph's house. 18 And the men were afraid, because they were brought into Joseph's 
house: and they said, Because of the money that came back in our sacks at the first time 
are we brought in; that he may seek occasion against us, and fall upon us, and take us for 
bondmen, together with our asses. !9 And they came near to the man who was appointed 
over Joseph's house, and they spoke with him at the door of the house. 2° And they said, 
Pardon, my lord, we came down at the first time to buy food: 21 And it came to pass, 
when we came to the inn, that we opened our sacks, and, behold, every man's money 
was in the mouth of his sack, our money in its full weight; and we have brought it back in 
our hand. 22 And other money have we brought down in our hand to buy food; we know 
not who hath put our money in our sacks. 23 And he said, Peace be to you, fear not; your 
God, and the God of your father, hath given you a treasure in your sacks; your money 
hath come to me. And he brought Simeon out unto them. 24 And the man brought the 
men into Joseph's house; and he gave them water, and they washed their feet, and he 
gave provender to their asses. 25 And they made ready the present before Joseph came 
home at noon; for they had heard that they should eat bread there. 2° And when Joseph 
came home, they brought him the present which was in their hand into the house, and 
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bowed themselves to him to the earth. 27 And he asked them after their welfare, and said, 
Is your old father well, of whom ye spoke? is he yet alive? 28 And they answered, Thy 


servant, our father, is in good health, he is yet alive. And they bowed down their heads, 
and prostrated themselves. 29 And he lifted up his eyes, and saw his brother Benjamin, 
his mother's son, and said, Is this your youngest brother, of whom ye spoke unto me? 
And he said, God be gracious unto thee, my son. 3° And Joseph hastened away, for his 
affection toward his brother became enkindled, and he sought to weep; and he entered 
into his chamber and wept there. 31 And he washed his face, and came out, and refrained 
himself, and said, Set on the bread. 32 And they set on for him by himself, and for them 
by themselves; and for the Egyptians, who did eat with him, by themselves; because 
the Egyptians may not eat bread with the Hebrews; for that is an abomination unto the 
Egyptians. 33 And they sat before him, the first-born according to his prior birth, and the 
youngest according to his youth; and the men marveled one at the other. 34 And he sent 
portions unto them from before him; but Benjamin's portion exceeded the portions of 
all of them fivefold. And they drank, and were merry with him. 


44 


1 And he commanded the superintendent of his house, saying, Fill the sacks of these 
men with food, as much as they can carry, and put every man's money in the mouth 
of his sack. 2 And my cup, the silver cup, thou shalt put in the mouth of the sack of the 
youngest, and the money for his corn. And he did according to the word of Joseph which 
he had spoken. ? As soon as the morning was light, the men were sent away, they and 
their asses. 4 They were gone out of the city, not yet far off, when Joseph said unto the 
superintendent of his house, Up, follow after the men; and when thou hast overtaken 
them, say unto them, Wherefore have ye returned evil for good? 5Is not this out of which 
my lord drinketh, and whereby indeed he divineth? ye have done evil in so doing. © And 
he overtook them, and he spoke unto them these same words. 7 And they said unto him, 
Wherefore will my lord speak such words as these? God forbid that thy servants should 
do any thing like this. 8’ Behold the money, which we found in the mouth of our sacks, 
we brought back unto thee out of the land of Canaan: how then should we steal out 
of thy lord's house silver or gold? 9 With whomsoever of thy servants it be found, let 
him die; and we also will be bondmen unto thy lord. 1° And he said, Now also let it be 
according to your words: he with whom it is found shall be my servant; but ye shall be 
blameless. 11 And they made haste, and every one of them took down his sack to the 
ground, and every one opened his sack. 12 And he searched, at the eldest he began, and 
at the youngest he left off; and the cup was found in Benjamin's sack. 13 Then they rent 
their clothes, and every one loaded his ass, and they returned to the city. 14 And Judah 
and his brothers came into Joseph's house, and he was yet there; and they fell down 
before him on the ground. 45 And Joseph said unto them, What deed is this that ye have 
done? knew ye not that such a man as I can certainly divine? 16 And Judah said, What 
shall we say unto my lord? what shall we speak? or how shall we justify ourselves? God 
hath found out the iniquity of thy servants: behold we are servants unto my lord, both 
we, as also he in whose hand the cup was found. 17 And he said, God forbid that I should 
do this: the man in whose hand the cup was found, he shall be my servant; and as for 
you, go you up in peace unto your father. 18 Then Judah came near unto him, and said, 
Pardon, my lord, let thy servant, I pray thee, speak a word in my lord's ears, and let not 
thy anger burn against thy servant; for thou art even as Pharaoh. 19 My lord asked his 
servants, saying, Have ye a father, or a brother. 2° And we said unto my lord, We have an 
old father, and a little child born in his old age; and his brother is dead, and he alone is 
left of his mother, and his father loveth him. 21 And thou saidst unto thy servants, Bring 
him down unto me, that I may set my eye upon him. 22 And we said unto my lord, The 
lad cannot leave his father; for if he should leave his father, he would die. 23 And thou 
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saidst unto thy servants, Except your youngest brother come down with you, ye shall 
not see my face any more. ”4 And it came to pass, when we came up unto thy servant my 
father, that we told him the words of my lord. 25 And our father said, Go back and buy 
us a little food. 26 And we said, We cannot go down: if our youngest brother be with us, 
then will we go down; for we cannot see the man's face, except our youngest brother be 
with us. 27 And thy servant my father said unto us, Ye know that my wife bore me two 
sons; 28 And the one went out from me, and I said, Surely he hath been torn to pieces; 
and I have not seen him up to this time. 29 And if ye take this one also from me, and 
mischief befall him, ye will bring down my gray hairs with sorrow to the grave. 3° And 
now, when I come to thy servant my father, and the lad be not with us; seeing that his 
life is bound up in the lad's life; 31 It will come to pass, that when he seeth that the lad 
is not with us, he will die: and thy servants would thus bring down the gray hairs of thy 
servant our father with sorrow to the grave. 32 For thy servant became surety for the lad 
unto my father, saying, If I bring him not unto thee, then shall I have sinned against my 
father all the days. °3 Now therefore, I pray thee, let thy servant abide instead of the lad 
as bond-man to my lord; and let the lad go up with his brothers. 34 For how shall I go up 
to my father, and the lad be not with me? I should perhaps be compelled to witness the 
evil which would come on my father. 
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1 Then could Joseph not refrain himself before all those that stood by him; and he 
cried, Cause every man to go out from me. And there remained no man with him, while 
Joseph made himself known unto his brothers. 2 And he raised his voice in weeping; and 
the Egyptians heard it, and the house of Pharaoh heard it. 3 And Joseph said unto his 
brothers, I am Joseph; doth my father yet live? And his brothers could not answer him; 
for they were terrified at his presence. 4 And Joseph said unto his brothers, Come near 
to me, I pray you; and they came near; and he said, I am Joseph your brother, whom ye 
sold into Egypt. 5 But now be not grieved, nor be angry with yourselves, that ye sold me 
hither; for in order to preserve life did God send me before you. ®For these two years hath 
the famine been already in the land; and there are yet five years, in which there will be 
neither ploughing nor harvesting. 7 And God hath thus sent me before you to prepare for 
you a permanence on the earth, and to save your lives by a great deliverance. ® So now it 
was not you that sent me hither, but God; and he hath made me a father to Pharaoh, and 
a lord for all his house, and a ruler throughout all the land of Egypt. 9 Haste ye, and go up 
to my father, and say unto him, Thus hath said thy son Joseph, God hath made me lord of 
all Egypt; come down unto me, tarry not. 1° And thou shalt dwell in the land of Goshen, 
and thou shalt be near unto me, thou, and thy children, and thy children's children, and 
thy flocks, and thy herds, and all that is thine. 1! And I will maintain thee there; for there 
are yet five years of famine; lest thou, and thy household, and all that thou hast, come 
to poverty. 12 And, behold, your own eyes see, and the eyes of my brother Benjamin, that 
it is my mouth that speaketh unto you. 1} And ye shall tell my father of all my honor 
in Egypt, and of all that ye have seen; and ye shall hasten and bring down my father 
hither. 14 And he fell upon his brother Benjamin's neck, and wept; and Benjamin wept 
upon his neck. 15 And he kissed all his brothers, and wept upon them; and after that his 
brothers spoke with him. !¢And the report thereof was heard in Pharaoh's house, saying, 
Joseph's brothers are come; and it was pleasing in the eyes of Pharaoh, and in the eyes 
of his servants. 17 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, Say unto thy brothers, This do ye; load 
your beasts, and go, get you unto the land of Canaan; 18 And take your father and your 
households, and come unto me; and I will give you the best of the land of Egypt, and ye 
shall eat the fat of the land. 19 And thou art commanded, This do ye, take unto yourselves 
out of the land of Egypt wagons for your little ones, and for your wives, and take up your 
father, and come. 2° And do ye feel no concern on account of your household goods; for 
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the best of all the land of Egypt is yours. 21 And the children of Israel did so; and Joseph 
gave them wagons, according to the command of Pharaoh; and he gave them provision 
for the way. 22 To all of them he gave to each changes of raiment; but to Benjamin he 
gave three hundred pieces of silver, and five changes of raiment. 23 And to his father 
he sent after this manner: ten asses laden with the best things of Egypt, and ten she- 
asses laden with corn and bread and other food for his father, for the journey. 24 And 
he accompanied his brothers on the way, and they departed: and he said unto them, Do 
not fall out by the way. 25 And they went out of Egypt, and came into the land of Canaan, 
unto Jacob their father. 2° And they told him, saying, Joseph is yet alive; and that he is 
governor over all the land of Egypt. But his heart remained cold, for he believed them 
not. 27 But when they told him all the words of Joseph, which he had said unto them; and 
when he saw the wagons which Joseph had sent to carry him: the spirit of Jacob their 
father revived. 28 And Israel said, Enough; Joseph my son is yet alive: I will go and see 
him before I die. 


1 And Israel commenced his journey with all that he had, and came to Beer-sheba, 
and offered sacrifices unto the God of his father Isaac. ? And God spoke unto Israel in the 
visions of the night, and said, Jacob, Jacob. And he said, Here am I. 3 And he said, I am 
God, the God of thy father; fear not to go down into Egypt; for a great nation will I make 
of thee there: 41 will go down with thee into Egypt; and I will also surely bring thee up 
again; and Joseph shall put his hand upon thy eyes. > And Jacob rose up from Beer-sheba: 
and the sons of Israel carried Jacob their father, and their little ones, and their wives, in 
the wagons which Pharaoh had sent to carry him. © And they took their cattle and their 
goods, which they had gotten in the land of Canaan, and came into Egypt; Jacob, and all 
his seed with him: 7 His sons, and his son's sons with him, his daughters, and his sons' 
daughters, and all his seed he brought with him into Egypt. 8 And these are the names of 
the children of Israel, that came into Egypt, Jacob and his sons: the first-born of Jacob, 
Reuben. ? And the sons of Reuben: Chanoch, and Pallu, and Chezron, and Carmi. 1° And 
the sons of Simeon: Yemuel, and Yamin, and Ohad, and Yachin, and Zochar, and Shaul 
the son of the Canaanitish woman. !! And the sons of Levi: Gershon, Kehath, and Merari. 
12 And the sons of Judah: 'Er, and Onan, and Shelah, and Perez, and Zerach; but 'Er and 
Onan died in the land of Canaan, and the sons of Perez were Chezron and Chamul. 13 And 
the sons of Issachar: Tola, and Puvah, and Yob, and Shimron. 14 And the sons of Zebulun: 
Sered, and Elon, and Yachleel. 15 These are the sons of Leah, whom she bore unto Jacob 
in Padan-aram, with Dinah his daughter: all the souls of his sons and his daughters were 
thirty and three. 1° And the sons of Gad: Ziphyon, and Chaggi, Shuni, and Ezbon, 'Eri, and 
Arodi, and Areli. 17 And the sons of Asher: Yimnah, and Yishvah, and Yishvi, and Beriah, 
and Serach their sister; and the sons of Beriah: Cheber, and Malkiel. 18 These are the sons 
of Zilpah, whom Laban gave to Leah his daughter, and she bore these unto Jacob, sixteen 


souls. 19 The sons of Rachel, Jacob's wife: Joseph and Benjamin. 2° And there were born 
unto Joseph in the land of Egypt Menasseh and Ephraim, whom Assenath the daughter 
of Poti-phera', the priest of On, bore unto him. 2! And the sons of Benjamin: Bela', and 
Becher, and Ashbel, Gera, and Naaman, Echi, and Rosh, Muppim and Chuppim, and Ard. 
22 These are the sons of Rachel, that were born to Jacob: in all fourteen souls. 23 And the 
son of Dan: Chushim. 24 And the sons of Naphtali: Yachzeel, and Guni, and Yezer, and 
Shillem. 25 These are the sons of Bilhah, whom Laban gave unto Rachel his daughter, 
and she bore these unto Jacob, in all seven souls. 2° All the souls that came with Jacob 
into Egypt, that came out of his loins, besides the wives of Jacob's sons, were in all sixty 
and six souls. 27 And the sons of Joseph, who were born him in Egypt, were two souls; 
all the souls of the house of Jacob, that came into Egypt, were seventy. 28 And Judah he 
sent before him unto Joseph, to direct him beforehand unto Goshen; and they came into 
the land of Goshen. 29 And Joseph made ready his chariot, and went up to meet Israel 
his father, to Goshen; and when he obtained sight of him, he fell on his neck, and wept 
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on his neck a good while. 3° And Israel said unto Joseph, Let me die now, since I have 
seen thy face, that thou art yet alive. 31 And Joseph said unto his brothers, and unto his 
father's house, I will go up, and tell Pharaoh, and say unto him, My brothers and my 


father's house, who were in the land of Canaan, are come unto me; 32 And the men are 
shepherds, for they have been owners of cattle; and their flocks, and their herds, and all 


that they have, they have brought along. 3° And it shall come to pass, if Pharaoh should 
have you called, and say, What is your occupation? °4 That ye shall say, Owners of cattle 
have thy servants been from our youth even until now, both we, as also our fathers; in 
order that ye may dwell in the land of Goshen; for every shepherd is an abomination 
unto the Egyptians. 


47 


1 Then came Joseph and told Pharaoh, and said, My father and my brothers, and their 
flocks, and their herds, and all that they have, are come out of the land of Canaan; and, 
behold, they are in the land of Goshen. 2 And he took some of his brothers, five men, 
and presented them before Pharaoh. 3 And Pharaoh said unto his brothers, What is your 
occupation? And they said unto Pharaoh, Thy servants are shepherds, both we, as also 
our fathers. 4 They said moreover unto Pharaoh, To sojourn in the land are we come; 
because there is no pasture for the flocks of thy servants, for the famine is sore in the 
land of Canaan; and now let thy servants dwell, we pray thee, in the land of Goshen. 
5 And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, thus, Thy father and thy brothers are come unto thee: 
6 The land of Egypt is before thee; in the best of the land let thy father and brothers 
dwell; let them dwell in the land of Goshen; and if thou knowest that there are among 
them men of activity, then appoint them rulers over my cattle. 7 And Joseph brought 
in Jacob his father, and placed him before Pharaoh; and Jacob blessed Pharaoh. ® And 
Pharaoh said unto Jacob, How old art thou? 9 And Jacob said unto Pharaoh, The days of 
the years of my pilgrimage are one hundred and thirty years: few and evil have been the 
days of the years of my life, and have not attained unto the days of the years of the life of 
my fathers in the days of their pilgrimage. 1° And Jacob blessed Pharaoh, and went out 
from before Pharaoh. 1 And Joseph assigned places of residence for his father and his 
brothers, and gave them a possession in the land of Egypt, in the best of the land, in the 
land of Ra'meses, as Pharaoh had commanded. 12 And Joseph supplied his father, and 
his brothers, and all his father's household, with bread, in proportion to their families. 
13 And there was no bread in all the land: for the famine was very sore; and the land of 
Egypt and the land of Canaan fainted by reason of the famine. 14 And Joseph gathered 
up all the money that was found in the land of Egypt, and in the land of Canaan, for the 
corn which they bought; and Joseph brought the money into Pharaoh's house. !5 And 
when the money failed in the land of Egypt, and in the land of Canaan, all the Egyptians 
came unto Joseph, and said, Give us bread, for why should we die in thy presence, since 
the money is all gone? 1° And Joseph said, Give up your cattle; and I will give you for 
your cattle, if the money be all gone. 17 And they brought their cattle unto Joseph; and 
Joseph gave them bread in exchange for horses, and for the flocks of sheep, and for the 
herds of cattle, and for the asses; and he supplied them with bread for all their cattle for 
that year. 18 And when that year was ended, they came unto him in the second year, and 
said unto him, We will not hide it from my lord, how that our money with our herds of 
cattle hath entirely passed into the possession of my lord; there is naught left in sight 
of my lord, but our bodies, and our land. 19 Wherefore shall we die before thy eyes, both 
we and our land? buy us and our land for bread; and we and our land will be servants 
unto Pharaoh; and give us seed, that we may live, and not die, and that the land be 
not rendered desolate. 2° And Joseph bought all the land of Egypt for Pharaoh; for the 
Egyptians sold every man his field, because the famine prevailed over them: so the land 
became Pharaoh's. 21 And as for the people, he removed them to the cities, from one end 
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of the borders of Egypt to the other end thereof. 22 Only the land of the priests bought he 
not; for the priests had a portion assigned them by Pharaoh, and they ate their portion 
which Pharaoh gave them: therefore they did not sell their land. 23 Then said Joseph 
unto the people, Behold, I have bought you this day and your land for Pharaoh: lo, here 
is seed for you, and sow ye the land. 24 And it shall come to pass in the harvest times, 
that ye shall give the fifth part unto Pharaoh; and four parts shall be your own, for the 
seed of the field, and for your food, and for those belonging to your households, and 
for food for your little ones. 25 And they said, Thou hast saved our lives: let us but find 
grace in the eyes of my lord, and we will be Pharaoh's servants. 26 And Joseph made it 
a statute unto this day over the land of Egypt, that Pharaoh should have the fifth part; 
except the land of the priests alone became not Pharaoh's. 27 And Israel dwelt in the land 
of Egypt, in the country of Goshen; and they had possessions therein, and were fruitful, 
and multiplied exceedingly. 28 And Jacob lived in the land of Egypt seventeen years: and 
the days of Jacob, the years of his life, were one hundred forty and seven years. 2? And 
when the time of Israel drew near that he was to die, he sent to call his son Joseph, and 
said unto him, if now I have found grace in thy eyes, put, I pray thee, thy hand under my 
thigh; and deal with me in kindness and truth; bury me not, I pray thee, in Egypt. 3° But 
when I shall lie with my fathers, thou shalt carry me out of Egypt, and bury me in their 
burying-place. And he said, I will do as thou hast said. 3! And he said, Swear unto me; 
and he swore unto him; and Israel bowed himself upon the head of the bed. 
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1 And it came to pass after these things, that some one said to Joseph, Behold, thy 
father is sick; and he took his two sons with him, Menasseh and Ephraim. 2? And some one 
told Jacob, and said, Behold, thy son Joseph is coming unto thee; and Israel strengthened 
himself, and sat upon the bed. 3 And Jacob said unto Joseph, God, the Almighty, appeared 


unto me at Luz in the land of Canaan, and blessed me, 4 And he said unto me, Behold, I 
will make thee fruitful, and multiply thee, and I will make of thee a multitude of people; 


and I will give this land to thy seed after thee for an everlasting possession. > And now 
thy two sons, who were born unto thee in the land of Egypt, before I came unto thee into 
Egypt, shall be mine; Ephraim and Menasseh shall be unto me as Reuben and Simeon. 
6 And thy issue, which thou begettest after them, shall be thine, after the name of their 
brothers shall they be called in their inheritance. 7 And as for me, when I came from 
Padan, Rachel died by me in the land of Canaan on the way, when yet there was some 
distance to come unto Ephrath: and I buried her there on the way of Ephrath, the same 
is Beth-lechem. 8 And Israel perceived the sons of Joseph, and said, Who are these? ? And 
Joseph said unto his father, They are my sons, whom God hath given me in this place. 
And he said, Bring them, I pray thee, unto me, and I will bless them. !° Now the eyes of 
Israel were dim through age, he could not see; and he brought them near unto him, and 
he kissed them, and embraced them. !! And Israel said unto Joseph, To see thy face I had 
not hoped; and lo, God hath shown me also thy seed. 12 And Joseph brought them out 
from between his knees, and he bowed himself with his face to the earth. 13 And Joseph 
took them both, Ephraim in his right hand toward Israel's left, and Menasseh in his left 
hand toward Israel's right, and brought them near unto him. 14 And Israel stretched out 
his right hand, and laid it upon Ephraim's head, who was the younger, and his left hand 
upon Menasseh's head; he laid his hands wittingly; although Menasseh was the first- 
born. 15 And he blessed Joseph, and said, The God, before whom my fathers Abraham 
and Isaac did walk, the God who fed me from my first being unto this day, 1° The angel 
who redeemed me from all evil, bless the lads; and let my name be called on them, and 
the name of my fathers Abraham and Isaac; and let them grow into a multitude in the 
midst of the earth. 17 And when Joseph saw that his father would lay his right hand 
upon the head of Ephraim, it displeased him: and he took hold of his father's hand, to 
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remove it from the head of Ephraim unto the head of Menasseh. 18 And Joseph said unto 
his father, Not so, my father; for this is the first-born, put thy right hand upon his head. 
19 And his father refused, and said, I know, my son, I know, he also shall become a people, 
and he also shall be great; but truly his younger brother shall be greater than he, and 
his seed shall become a multitude of nations. 2° And he blessed them that day, saying, 
With thee shall Israel bless, saying, God make thee as Ephraim and Menasseh: and so he 
set Ephraim before Menasseh. 2! And Israel said unto Joseph, Behold, I die; but God will 
be with you, and bring you again unto the land of your fathers 22 Moreover I have given 
unto thee one portion above thy brothers, which I took out of the hand of the Emorite 
with my sword and with my bow. 


49 


1 And Jacob called unto his sons, and said, Gather yourselves together, that I may tell 
you that which shall befall you in the last days. ? Gather yourselves together, and hear, ye 
sons of Jacob; and hearken unto Israel your father. 3 Reuben, thou art my first-born, my 
might, and the beginning of my strength; the excellency of dignity, and the excellency of 
power [should be thine]. 4 Unstable as water, thou shalt not have the excellence; because 
thou wentest up to thy father's bed; then defiledst thou the one who ascended my couch. 
5 Simeon and Levi are brethren; weapons of violence are their swords. Into their secret 
shall my soul not come; unto their assembly my spirit shall not be united; for in their 
anger they slew the man, and in their self-will they lamed the ox. 7 Cursed be their anger, 
for it is fierce; and their wrath, for it is cruel: I will divide them in Jacob, and scatter 
them in Israel. 8 Judah, thou art the one thy brothers shall praise, thy hand shall be on 
the neck of thy enemies; thy father's children shall bow down unto thee. ? Like a lion's 
whelp, O Judah, from the prey, my son, thou risest: he stoopeth down, he croucheth as 
a lion, and as a lioness, who shall rouse him up? !° The sceptre shall not depart from 
Judah, nor a lawgiver from between his feet; until Shiloh come, and unto him shall the 
gathering of the people be. !! He bindeth unto the vine his foal, and to the vine-branch 
his ass's colt; he washeth his garments in wine, and in the blood of grapes his clothes; 
12 His eyes shall be red from wine, and his teeth white from milk. 13 Zebulun shall dwell 
at the margin of the seas; and he shall be at the haven of ships; and his border shall be 
near to Zidon. ' Issachar is a strong-boned ass, couching down between the stables. 
15 And when he saw the resting-place that it was good, and the land that it was pleasant, 
he bent his shoulder to bear, and became a servant unto tribute. 1° Dan shall judge his 
people, as one of the tribes of Israel. !” Dan shall be a serpent by the way, an adder on 
the path, that biteth the horse in the heels, so that his rider falleth backward. 18 For thy 
salvation, I hope, O Lord. !9 Gad, troops will band against him; but he shall wound their 
heel. 2° Out of Asher cometh fat bread, and he shall yield royal dainties. 2! Naphtali is 
[like] a fleet hind; he bringeth pleasant words. 2? Joseph is a fruitful bough, a fruitful 
bough by a spring; the branches of which run over the wall. 23 And they embittered 
his life, and they shot at him, and they hated him, the men of the arrows. 24 But his 
bow abode in strength, and his arm and his hands remained firm; from the hands of 
the mighty God of Jacob, from there thou becamest the shepherd, the stone of Israel. 
25 From the God of thy father, who will help thee; and from the Almighty, who will bless 
thee, with blessings of heaven above, with blessings of the deep that coucheth beneath, 
with blessings of the breasts, and of the womb; 2¢ With the blessings of thy father that 
have excelled the blessings of my progenitors unto the utmost bound of the everlasting 
hills: these shall be on the head of Joseph, and on the crown of the head of him that 
was separated from his brothers. 2” Benjamin shall be as a wolf that rendeth: in the 
morning he shall devour the prey, and at evening he shall divide the spoil. 28 All these 
are the tribes of Israel, twelve in number; and this is what their father spoke unto them, 
and wherewith he blessed them; every one according to his proper blessing blessed he 
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them. 29 And he charged them and said unto them, I am to be gathered unto my people; 
bury me near my fathers in the cave that is in the field of Ephron the Hittite, 3° In the 
cave that is in the field of Machpelah, which is before Mamre, in the land of Canaan, 
which field Abraham bought of Ephron the Hittite, for a possession as a burying-place, 
31 (There they buried Abraham and Sarah his wife; there they buried Isaac and Rebekah 
his wife; and there I buried Leah,) 32 Purchasing the field and the cave that is therein 
from the children of Heth. 33 And when Jacob had made an end of commanding his sons, 
he gathered up his feet into the bed; and he departed this life, and was gathered unto 
his people. 
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1 And Joseph fell upon his father's face, and wept upon him, and kissed him. 2 And 
Joseph commanded his servants the physicians to embalm his father: and the physicians 
embalmed Israel. 3 And they fulfilled for him forty days: for so they fulfill the days of 
those that are embalmed; and the Egyptians wept for him seventy days. 4 And when the 
days of his mourning were past, Joseph spoke unto the house of Pharaoh, saying, If now 
I have found grace in your eyes, speak, I pray you, in the ears of Pharaoh, saying, 5° My 
father made me swear, saying, Lo, I die; in my grave, which I have dug for me in the land 
of Canaan, there shalt thou bury me: now therefore let me go up, I pray thee, and I will 
bury my father, and return again. © And Pharaoh said, Go up, and bury thy father, as he 
hath made thee swear. 7 And Joseph went up to bury his father, and there went up with 
him all the servants of Pharaoh, the elders of his house, and all the elders of the land 
of Egypt, ® And all the house of Joseph, and his brothers, and his father's house; only 
their little ones, and their flocks, and their herds, they left behind in the land of Goshen. 
9 And there went up with him both chariots and horsemen; and the encampment was 
very great. 10 And they came to the thrashing-floor of Atad, which is beyond Jordan, 
and they held there a great and very sore lamentation; and he made for his father a 
mourning of seven days. 11 And when the inhabitants of the land, the Canaanites, saw 
the mourning at the thrashing-floor of Atad, they said, This is a grievous mourning to 
the Egyptians; wherefore the name of it was called Abel-mizrayim, which is beyond the 
Jordan. 12 And his sons did unto him according as he had commanded them; 13 And 


his sons carried him into the land of Canaan, and buried him in the cave of the field of 
Machpelah, which field Abraham bought for a possession, as a burying-place, of Ephron 


the Hittite, before Mamre. 14 And Joseph returned unto Egypt, he, and his brothers, and 
all that were gone up with him to bury his father, after he had buried his father. 15 And 
when Joseph's brothers saw that their father was dead, they said, Peradventure Joseph 
may now hate us: and then he would certainly requite us all the evil which we have done 
unto him. 1¢ And they sent word unto Joseph, saying, Thy father did command before 
his death, saying, 17 So shall ye say unto Joseph, O forgive, I pray thee, the trespass of 
thy brothers, and their sin; for evil have they done unto thee: and now, we pray thee, 
forgive the trespass of the servants of the God of thy father; and Joseph wept when they 
spoke unto him. 18 And his brothers also went and fell down before him; and they said, 
Behold, we will be thy servants. 19 And Joseph said unto them, Fear not; for am I in the 
place of God? 2° But as for you, though ye thought evil against me, God meant it unto 
good; in order to bring to pass, as it is this day, to save alive a numerous people. 21 Now 
therefore fear ye not, I will support you, and your little ones; and he comforted them, 
and spoke kindly unto them. 22 And Joseph dwelt in Egypt, he, and his father's house; 
and Joseph lived one hundred and ten years. 2° And Joseph saw of Ephraim children 
of the third generation; the children also of Machir the son of Menasseh were brought 
up upon Joseph's knees. 24 And Joseph said unto his brothers, I shall die; but God will 
surely visit you, and bring you up out of this land unto the land which he hath sworn 
to Abraham, to Isaac, and to Jacob. 25 And Joseph caused the children of Israel to swear, 
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saying, God will surely visit you, and then shall ye carry up my bones from here. 26 So 


Joseph died, being one hundred and ten years old; and they embalmed him, and he was 
put in a coffin in Egypt. 
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The Second Book of Moses, called Exodus 


1 Now these are the names of the children of Israel, that came into Egypt with Jacob, 
every man and his household they came. ? Reuben, Simeon, Levi, and Judah, 3 Issachar, 
Zebulun, and Benjamin, 4 Dan, and Naphtali, Gad, and Asher. 5 And all the souls that 
came out of the loins of Jacob were seventy souls; together with Joseph who was already 
in Egypt. © And Joseph died, and all his brothers, and all that generation. 7 And the 
children of Israel were fruitful, and increased abundantly, and multiplied, and waxed 
exceedingly mighty; and the land was filled with them. 8 Now there rose up a new king 
over Egypt, who knew not Joseph. 9 And he said unto his people: Behold, the people 
of the children of Israel are more numerous and mightier than we. 1° Come, let us deal 
wisely with them lest they multiply, and it come to pass, that, when there happen to 
be a war, they join also unto our enemies, and fight against us, and depart out of the 
land. And they set over taskmasters, to afflict them with their burdensome labors; and 
they built treasure cities, for Pharaoh, Pithom and Raamses. 12 But in the measure that 
they afflicted them, so they multiplied and so they spread out; and they felt abhorrence 
because of the children of Israel. 13 And the Egyptians made the children of Israel to labor 
with rigor: 14 And they made their lives bitter with hard labor, in mortar, and in bricks, 
and in all manner of labor in the field; in all their service, wherein they made them labor 
with rigor. 5 And the king of Egypt said to the Hebrew midwives, of whom the name of 
the one was Shiphrah, and the name of the other Puah; 1° And he said: When ye do the 
office of a midwife to the Hebrew women, ye shall look upon the birth; if it be a son, then 
shall ye kill him; but if it be a daughter, then may she live. 1” But the midwives feared God, 
and they did not as the king of Egypt had commanded them, but saved the men-children 
alive. 18 And the king of Egypt called for the midwives, and he said unto them, Why have 
ye done this thing, and have saved the men-children alive? 19 And the midwives said 
unto Pharaoh, Because the Hebrew women are not as the Egyptian women; for they are 
lively; ere the midwife cometh in unto them they are delivered. 2° And God dealt well 
with the midwives; and the people multiplied, and waxed very mighty. 21 And it came 
to pass, because the midwives feared God, that he made them houses. 22 And Pharaoh 
charged all his people, saying, Every son that is born ye shall cast into the river, and 
every daughter ye shall save alive. 


1 And there went a man of the house of Levi, and took a daughter of Levi. ? And the 
woman conceived, and bore a son; and when she saw him that he was a goodly child, she 
hid him three months. 3 And when she could no longer hide him, she took for him a box 
of bulrushes, and daubed it with slime and with pitch; and she put the child therein, and 
laid it amidst the flags by the brink of the river. 4 And his sister placed herself afar off, to 
ascertain what would be done to him. > And the daughter of Pharaoh came down to wash 
herself at the river; and her maidens walked along by the side of the river; and when she 
saw the box among the flags, she sent her maid and fetched it. © And she opened it, and 
saw the child, and, behold, it was a weeping boy; and she had compassion on him, and 
said, This is one of the Hebrews' children. 7 Then said his sister to Pharaoh's daughter, 
Shall I go and call thee a nurse of the Hebrew women, that she may nurse for thee the 
child? 8 And Pharaoh's daughter said to her, Go; and the maiden went and called the 
mother of the child. 9 And Pharaoh's daughter said unto her, Take away this child, and 
nurse him for me, and I will give thee thy wages; and the woman took the child, and 
nursed him. 1° And the child grew up, and she brought him unto Pharaoh's daughter, 
and he became to her as a son; and she called his name Moses; and she said, Because 


XRN 


54 


Exodus 2:11 50 Exodus 3:13 


out of the water have I drawn him. 1 And it came to pass in those days, when Moses 
was grown up, that he went out unto his brethren, and looked on their burdensome 
labors; and he saw an Egyptian man smiting a Hebrew man, one of his brethren. 12 And 
he looked this way and that way, and when he saw that there was no one by, he smote 
the Egyptian, and hid him in the sand. 13 And when he went out the second day, behold, 
two Hebrew men were striving together; and he said unto him that was in the wrong, 
Wherefore smitest thou thy fellow? 14 And he said, Who made thee a chief and a judge 
over us? intendest thou to kill me, as thou hast killed the Egyptian! And Moses feared, 
and said, Surely the thing is become known. 4 And Pharaoh heard this thing, and he 
sought to slay Moses; but Moses fled from the face of Pharaoh, and tarried in the land of 
Midian, and he sat down by a well. 1° Now the priest of Midian had seven daughters; and 
they came and drew water, and filled the troughs to water their father's flock. 17 And the 
shepherds came and drove them away; but Moses arose and helped them, and watered 
their flock. 18 And when they came to Reuel their father, he said, Wherefore are ye come 
home so soon today? 19 And they said, An Egyptian man delivered us out of the hand of 
the shepherds; and he also drew water for us, and watered the flock. 2° And he said unto 
his daughters, And where is he? wherefore have ye left the man? call him, that he may 
eat bread. 21 And Moses was content to dwell with the man; and he gave Zipporah his 
daughter to Moses. 22 And she bore a son, and he called his name Gershom; for he said, 
I have been a stranger in a foreign land. 23 And it came to pass in this long time, that 
the king of Egypt died; and the children of Israel sighed by reason of the bondage, and 
they cried; and their complaint came up unto God by reason of the bondage. 24 And God 
heard their groaning, and God remembered his covenant with Abraham, with Isaac, and 
with Jacob. 25 And God looked upon the children of Israel, and God took cognizance of 
them. 


3 


1 And Moses was keeping the flock of Jithro his father-in-law, the priest of Midian; and 
he led the flock far away into the desert, and came to the mountain of God, to Choreb. 
2 And an angel of the Lord appeared unto him in a flame of fire out of the midst of a 
thorn-bush; and he looked, and, behold, the thorn-bush was burning with fire, but the 
thorn-bush was not consumed. 3 And Moses said, I must turn aside, and see this great 
sight, why the thorn-bush is not burnt. 4 And when the Lord saw that he turned aside to 


see God called unto him out of the midst of the thorn-bush, and said, Moses, Moses; and 
he said, Here amI.° And he said, Draw not nigh hither; put off thy shoes from off thy feet; 


for the place whereon thou standest is holy ground. © And he said, I am the God of thy 
father, the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob; and Moses hid his face; 
for he was afraid to look up to God. 7 And the Lord said, I have truly seen the affliction 
of my people that is in Egypt, and have heard its cry by reason of its taskmasters; yea, I 
know its sorrows; 8 And I am come down to deliver it out of the hand of the Egyptians, 
and to bring it up out of that land unto a land, good and large, unto a land flowing with 
milk and honey; unto the place of the Canaanites, and the Hittites, and the Emorites, 
and the Perizzites, and the Hivites, and the Jebusites. 9 Now therefore, behold, the cry of 
the children of Israel is come unto me: and I have also seen the oppression wherewith 
the Egyptians oppress them. 1° And now then go, and I will send thee unto Pharaoh, 
and thou shalt bring forth my people the children of Israel out of Egypt. 11 And Moses 
said unto God, Who am I, that I should go unto Pharaoh, and that I should bring forth 
the children of Israel out of Egypt? 12 And he said, Because I will be with thee; and this 
shall be unto thee the token, that I have sent thee: when thou hast brought forth the 
people out of Egypt, ye shall serve God upon this mountain. 13 And Moses said unto God, 
Behold, if I come unto the children of Israel, and say unto them, The God of your fathers 
hath sent me unto you; and they then say to me, What is his name? what shall I say unto 
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them? 14 And God said unto Moses, I will be that I will be: and he said, Thus shalt thou 
say unto the children of Israel, I will be hath sent me unto you. 45 And God said moreover 


unto Moses, Thus shalt thou say unto the children of Israel, The Everlasting One, the God 
of your fathers, the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob, hath sent 
me unto you: this is my name for ever, and this is my memorial unto all generations. 
16 Go, and assemble the elders of Israel, and say unto them, The Everlasting One, the 
God of your fathers, the God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob, hath appeared unto me, 
saying, I have surely taken cognizance of you and of that which is done to you in Egypt: 
17 And I have said, I will bring you up out of the affliction of Egypt, unto the land of the 
Canaanites, and the Hittites, and the Emorites, and the Perizzites, and the Hivites, and 
the Jebusites, unto a land flowing with milk and honey. !8 And they will hearken to thy 
voice: and thou shalt come, thou and the elders of Israel, unto the king of Egypt, and ye 
shall say unto him, The Everlasting One, the God of the Hebrews hath met with us; and 
now let us go, we beseech thee, a three days' journey into the wilderness, that we may 
sacrifice to the Lord our God. 19 But I am sure that the king of Egypt will not let you go, 
unless it happen through a mighty hand. 2° And I will stretch out my hand, and smite 
Egypt with all my wonders which I will do in the midst thereof; and after that he will let 
you go. #1 And I will give this people favor in the eyes of the Egyptians; and it shall come 
to pass, that, when ye go, ye shall not go empty: 22 But every woman shall ask of her 
neighbor, and of her that sojourneth in her house, vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, 
and garments; and ye shall put them upon your sons, and upon your daughters; and ye 
shall empty out Egypt. 


4 


1 And Moses answered and said, But, behold, they will not believe me, nor hearken 
unto my voice; for they will say, The Lord hath not appeared unto thee. 2 And the Lord 
said unto him, What is that in thy hand? and he said, A staff. 3 And he said, Cast it on 
the ground; and he cast it on the ground, and it became a serpent; and Moses fled from 
before it. 4 And the Lord said unto Moses, Put forth thy hand, and grasp it by the tail; 
and he put forth his hand, and laid hold of it, and it became a staff in his hand. 5 In order 
that they may believe that there hath appeared unto thee the Everlasting One, the God of 
their fathers, the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob. © And the Lord 
said farthermore unto him, Do put thy hand into thy bosom: and he put his hand into his 
bosom; and when he took it out, behold, his hand was leprous, white as snow. 7? And he 
said, Put thy hand again into thy bosom: and he put his hand again into his bosom; and 
when he pulled it out of his bosom, behold, it was turned again as his other flesh. 8 And it 
shall come to pass, if they will not believe thee, neither hearken to the voice of the first 
sign, that they will believe the voice of the latter sign. 9 And it shall come to pass, if they 
will not believe also these two signs, and will not hearken unto thy voice, that thou shalt 
take of the water of the river, and pour it upon the dry land: and the water which thou 
shalt take out of the river shall become blood upon the dry land. 1° And Moses said unto 
the Lord, Pardon, O Lord, I am not a man of words, neither yesterday, nor the day before, 
nor since thou hast spoken unto thy servant; for I am heavy of speech, and heavy of 
tongue. 11 And the Lord said unto him, Who hath given a mouth to man? or who maketh 
him dumb, or deaf, or seeing, or blind? is it not I the Lord? 12 Now therefore go, and I will 
be with thy mouth, and I will teach thee what thou shalt speak. 13 And he said, Pardon, 
O Lord, send, I pray thee, by the hand of him whom thou wouldst send. !4 And the anger 
of the Lord was kindled against Moses, and he said, Is there not Aaron, thy brother, the 
Levite? I know that he can speak well; and also, behold, he cometh forth to meet thee; 
and when he seeth thee, he will be glad in his heart. 15 And thou shalt speak unto him, 
and put the words in his mouth: and I will be with thy mouth, and with his mouth, and 
I will teach you what ye shall do. 1° And he shall speak for thee unto the people; and he 
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shall be, yea he shall be to thee as a mouth, and thou shalt be to him as a God. 1” And this 
staff shalt thou take in thy hand, wherewith thou shalt do the signs. 18 And Moses went 
and returned to Jether his father-in-law, and said unto him, Let me go, I pray thee, and 
return unto my brethren that are in Egypt, and see whether they be yet alive; and Jithro 
said to Moses, Go in peace. 19 And the Lord said unto Moses in Midian, Go, return into 
Egypt; for all the men are dead who sought thy life. 2° And Moses took his wife and his 
sons, and set them upon an ass, and he returned to the land of Egypt; and Moses took 
the staff of God in his hand. 21 And the Lord said unto Moses, When thou goest to return 
into Egypt, regard well all the wonders which I have put in thy hand, and do them before 
Pharaoh; but I will harden his heart, and he will not let the people go. 22 And thou shalt 
say unto Pharaoh, Thus hath said the Lord, My son, my first-born, is Israel. 23 And I said 
unto thee, Let my son go, that he may serve me; and thou refusest to let him go; so, 
behold, I will slay thy son, thy first-born. 24 And as he was on the journey in the inn, the 
Lord met him, and sought to kill him. 25 Then took Zipporah a sharp instrument, and 
cut off the foreskin of her son, and cast it at his feet, and said, Surely a bloody relative 
art thou to me. 26 And then he withdrew from him; when she said, A bloody relative, but 
only in respect of the circumcision. 2” And the Lord said to Aaron, Go to meet Moses, into 
the wilderness; and he went and met him by the mount of God, and kissed him. 28 And 
Moses told Aaron all the words of the Lord wherewith he had sent him, and all the signs 


which he had commanded him. 29 And Moses and Aaron went and assembled all the 
elders of the children of Israel: 3° And Aaron spoke all the words which the Lord had 


spoken unto Moses; and he did the signs before the eyes of the people. 2! And the people 
believed: and when they heard that the Lord had visited the children of Israel, and that 
he had looked upon their affliction, then they bowed their heads and worshipped. 


°) 
1 And after that Moses and Aaron went in, and said unto Pharaoh, Thus hath said the 
Everlasting One, the God of Israel, Let my people go, that they may hold a feast unto me 


in the wilderness. 2 And Pharaoh said, Who is the Everlasting, whose voice I am to obey, 
to let Israel go? I know not the Everlasting, nor will I let Israel go. 3 And they said, The 
God of the Hebrews hath met with us: let us go, we pray thee, a three days' journey into 
the desert, and sacrifice unto the Lord our God; lest he fall upon us with the pestilence, 
or with the sword. 4 And the king of Egypt said unto them, Wherefore do ye, Moses 
and Aaron, hinder the people from their works? get you unto your own affairs. 5 And 
Pharaoh said, Behold, the people of the land now are many, and ye disturb them in the 
pursuit of their labors. © And Pharaoh commanded on the same day the taskmasters of 
the people, and its officers, saying, 7 Ye shall no more give the people straw to make the 
bricks, as yesterday and the day before; they themselves shall go and gather themselves 
straw. § And the number of the bricks, which they did make heretofore, ye shall impose 
upon them, ye shall not diminish aught thereof; for they are idle: therefore they cry, 
saying, Let us go and sacrifice to our God. ? Let the work be made to lie heavily upon 
the men, that they may have enough to do therein; and that they may not pay attention 
to false words. !° And the taskmasters of the people and its officers went out, and they 
said to the people, saying, Thus saith Pharaoh, I will not give you any straw. !! Go ye, 
get yourselves straw from wherever ye can find it; yet not the least shall be taken off 
from your work. !2 And the people scattered themselves abroad throughout all the land 
of Egypt to gather stubble instead of straw. 13 And the taskmasters were urgent, saying, 
Fulfill your works, every day its due portion, just as when there was straw. 4 And the 


officers of the children of Israel, whom the taskmasters of Pharaoh had set over them, 
were beaten, as these said, Wherefore have ye not fulfilled your task in making brick 


as heretofore, both yesterday and today? 15 And the officers of the children of Israel 
came and cried unto Pharaoh, saying, Wherefore dealest thou thus with thy servants? 
16 Straw is not given unto thy servants, and, Make bricks, say they to us: and, behold, 
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thy servants are beaten, and thy people are treated as sinners. 17 But he said, Idle are 
ye, idle; therefore say ye, Let us go and sacrifice to the Lord. 18 And now go, work, and 
straw shall not be given you; yet the required number of bricks shall ye deliver. 19 And 
the officers of the children of Israel saw themselves in the evil necessity to say, Ye shall 
not diminish aught from your bricks, every day of its task. 2° And they met Moses and 
Aaron, standing in their way, as they came forth from Pharaoh. 2! And they said unto 
them, May the Lord look upon you, and judge; because ye have made our savor to be 
abhorred in the eyes of Pharaoh, and the eyes of his servants, to put a sword in their 
hand to slay us. 22 And Moses returned unto the Lord, and said, Lord, wherefore hast 
thou let so much evil come upon this people? why is it that thou hast sent me? 2 For, 
since I came unto Pharaoh to speak in thy name, he hath done more evil to this people; 
but thou hast in nowise delivered thy people. 


6 


1 Then said the Lord unto Moses, Now shalt thou see what I will do to Pharaoh; for with 
a strong hand shall he send them away, and with a strong hand shall he drive them out of 


his land. 2 And God spoke unto Moses, and said unto him, I am the Lord: 3 And I appeared 
unto Abraham, unto Isaac, and unto Jacob, by the name of God, the Almighty, but by 
my name The Eternal was I not made known to them. 4 And as I did also establish my 
covenant with them, to give unto them the land of Canaan, the land of their pilgrimage, 
wherein they sojourned: 5 So have I also heard the groaning of the children of Israel, 
whom the Egyptians compel to labor; and I have remembered my covenant. © Therefore 
say unto the children of Israel, I am the Eternal, and I will bring you out from under the 
burdens of the Egyptians, and I will release you from their bondage, and I will redeem 
you with an outstretched arm, and with great judgments: 7 And I will take you to me for 
a people, and I will be to you for a God; and ye shall know that I am the Lord your God, 
who bringeth you out from under the burdens of the Egyptians. 8 And I will bring you in 
unto the land, concerning which I did lift up my hand to give it to Abraham, to Isaac, and 
to Jacob; and I will give it you for a heritage: I am the Lord. ? And Moses spoke thus unto 
the children of Israel; but they hearkened not unto Moses for anguish of spirit, and for 
cruel bondage. 1° And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, !! Go in, speak unto Pharaoh 
the king of Egypt, that he shall let the children of Israel go out of his land. 12 And Moses 
spoke before the Lord, saying, Behold, the children of Israel have not hearkened unto 
me: how then shall Pharaoh hear me, whereas I am of uncircumcised lips? 13 And the 
Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, and gave them a charge unto the children of 
Israel, and unto Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, to bring forth the children of Israel out of 
the land of Egypt. 14 These are the heads of their family divisions: The sons of Reuben 


the first-born of Israel: Chanoch, and Pallu, Chezron, and Carmi; these are the families 
of Reuben. 5 And the sons of Simeon: Yemuel, and Yamin, and Ohad, and Yachin, and 
Zochar, and Shaul the son of the Canaanitish woman; these are the families of Simeon. 
16 And these are the names of the sons of Levi according to their generations: Gershon, 


and Kehath, and Merari; and the years of the life of Levi were one hundred and thirty 
and seven years. 17 The sons of Gershon: Libni, and Shimi, according to their families. 
18 And the sons of Kehath: Amram, and Yizhar, and Chebron, and 'Uzziel; and the years 
of the life of Kehath were one hundred and thirty and three years. 19 And the sons of 
Merari: Machli and Mushi; these are the families of Levi according to their generations. 


20 And Amram took himself Yochebed his aunt for wife; and she bore unto him Aaron 
and Moses; and the years of the life of Amram were one hundred and thirty and seven 
years. 2! And the sons of Yizhar: Korach, and Nepheg, and Zichri. 22 And the sons of 
'Uzziah Mishael, and Elzaphan, and Sithri, 23 And Aaron took himself Elisheba, daughter 
of Amminadab, sister of Nachshon, for wife; and she bore unto him Nadab, and Abihu, 
Elazar, and Ithamar. 24 And the sons of Korach: Assir, and Elkanah, and Abiassaph; these 
are the families of the Korchites. 25 And Elazar the son of Aaron took himself one of the 
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daughters of Putiel for wife; and she bore unto him Phinehas: these are the heads of 
the divisions of the Levites according to their families. 2° These are Aaron and Moses, to 
whom the Lord said, Bring forth the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt according 
to their armies. 2” These are they that spoke to Pharaoh the king of Egypt, to bring forth 
the children of Israel out of Egypt: these are Moses and Aaron. 28 And it came to pass on 
the day when the Lord spoke unto Moses in the land of Egypt. 2? Then spoke the Lord 
unto Moses, saying, I am the Lord; speak thou unto Pharaoh the king of Egypt all that I 
speak unto thee. 3° And Moses said before the Lord, Behold, I am of uncircumcised lips, 
and how shall Pharaoh hearken unto me? 


7 

1 And the Lord said unto Moses, See, I have made thee a god to Pharaoh; and Aaron 
thy brother shall be thy prophet. ? Thou shalt speak all that I shall command thee; and 
Aaron thy brother shall speak unto Pharaoh, that he send away the children of Israel 
out of his land. 3 And I will harden the heart of Pharaoh, and I will multiply my signs 
and my wonders in the land of Egypt. 4 And Pharaoh will not hearken unto you, and 
I will lay my hand upon Egypt, and bring forth my armies, my people, the children of 
Israel, out of the land of Egypt by means of great judgments. 5 And the Egyptians shall 
know that I am the Lord, when I stretch forth my hand over Egypt, and bring out the 


children of Israel from the midst of them. © And Moses and Aaron did so; as the Lord 
commanded them, so did they. 7 And Moses was eighty years old, and Aaron eighty and 


three years old, when they spoke unto Pharaoh. ® And the Lord said unto Moses and unto 
Aaron, saying, ° If Pharaoh shall speak unto you, saying, Show a miracle for yourselves: 
then shalt thou say unto Aaron, Take thy staff and cast it down before Pharaoh; it shall 
become a serpent. !° And Moses and Aaron went in unto Pharaoh, and they did so, as 


the Lord had commanded; and Aaron cast down his staff before Pharaoh, and before 
his servants, and it became a serpent. ‘4 Then Pharaoh also called for the wise men 


and the sorcerers; and they also, the magicians of Egypt, did with their secret arts in 
like manner. !2 And they cast down every man his staff, and they became serpents; but 
Aaron's staff swallowed up their staves. 13 But the heart of Pharaoh was hard, and he 
hearkened not unto them; as the Lord had spoken. 14 And the Lord said unto Moses, The 
heart of Pharaoh is obdurate, he refuseth to let the people go. 15 Get thee unto Pharaoh 
in the morning; lo, he goeth out unto the water; and thou shalt place thyself opposite to 
him by the brink of the river; and the staff which was turned to a serpent shalt thou take 
in thy hand. !¢ And thou shalt say unto him, The Eternal, the God of the Hebrews, hath 
sent me unto thee, saying, Let my people go, that they may serve me in the wilderness: 
and, behold, thou wouldst not hear, up to this time. !” Thus hath said the Lord, By this 
thou shalt know that I am the Lord: behold, I will smite with the staff that is in my hand 
upon the waters which are in the river, and they shall be turned to blood. 18 And the fish 
that is in the river shall die, and the river shall stink; and the Egyptians shall loath to 
drink water from the river. 19 And the Lord said unto Moses, Say unto Aaron, Take thy 
staff, and stretch out thy hand over the waters of Egypt, over their streams, over their 
rivers, and over their ponds, and over all their pools of water, that they become blood; 
and there shall be blood throughout all the land of Egypt, also in vessels of wood, and 
in vessels of stone. 2° And Moses and Aaron did so, as the Lord had commanded; and he 
lifted up [his hand] with the staff, and smote the waters that were in the river, before the 
eyes of Pharaoh, and before the eyes of his servants; and all the waters that were in the 


river were turned to blood. 21 And the fish that was in the river died; and the river stank, 
and the Egyptians could not drink water from the river; and the blood was throughout 


all the land of Egypt. 22 And the magicians of Egypt did so with their secret arts: and the 


heart of Pharaoh remained hardened, and he did not hearken unto them; as the Lord 
had spoken. 23 And Pharaoh turned away and went into his house, and he did not set his 


heart to this thing also. 24 And all the Egyptians dug in the neighborhood of the river for 
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water to drink; for they could not drink of the water of the river. 25 And full seven days 
elapsed, after that the Lord had smitten the river. 


8 

1 (7:26) And the Lord said unto Moses, Go in unto Pharaoh, and say unto him, Thus 
hath said the Lord, Let my people go, that they may serve me. 2 (7:27) And if thou refuse 
to let them go, behold, I will smite all thy borders with frogs: 3 (7:28) And the river shall 
bring forth frogs abundantly, and they shall go up and come into thy house, and into thy 
sleeping-chamber, and upon thy bed, and into the house of thy servants, and among thy 
people, and into thy ovens, and into thy kneading-troughs; 4 (7:29) And upon thee, and 
upon thy people, and upon all thy servants, shall the frogs come up. 5 (8:1) And the Lord 
said unto Moses, Say unto Aaron, Stretch forth thy hand with thy staff over the streams, 
over the rivers, and over the ponds, and cause the frogs to come up over the land of 
Egypt. ©(8:2) And Aaron stretched out his hand over the waters of Egypt; and the frogs 
came up, and covered the land of Egypt. 7 (8:3) And the magicians did so with their secret 
arts, and brought up the frogs over the land of Egypt. 8 (8:4) Then did Pharaoh call for 
Moses and Aaron, and said, Entreat the Lord, that he may take away the frogs from me, 
and from my people; and I will let the people go, that they may sacrifice unto the Lord. 
9(8:5) And Moses said unto Pharaoh, Arrogate thyself glory over me: for what time shall 
I entreat for thee, and for thy servants, and for thy people, to destroy the frogs from 
thee and from thy houses, that they may remain in the river only? 1°(8:6) And he said, 
For tomorrow; and he said, Be it according to thy word; in order that thou mayest know 
that there is none like unto the Lord our God. ! (8:7) And the frogs shall depart from 
thee, and from thy houses, and from thy servants, and from thy people; only in the river 
shall they remain. 12(8:8) And Moses and Aaron went out from Pharaoh; and Moses cried 
unto the Lord on account of the frogs which he had inflicted on Pharaoh. 13 (8:9) And 
the Lord did according to the word of Moses; and the frogs died out of the houses, out 
of the courts, and out of the fields. 14 (8:10) And they gathered them together in many 
heaps; and the land stank. 15 (8:11) But when Pharaoh saw that there was a respite, he 
hardened his heart, and hearkened not unto them; as the Lord had spoken. 16 (8:12) And 
the Lord said unto Moses, Say unto Aaron, Stretch out thy staff, and smite the dust of the 
earth, and it shall become lice throughout all the land of Egypt. 17 (8:13) And they did so; 


and Aaron stretched out his hand with his staff, and smote the dust of the earth, and the 
lice were thus on man, and on beast; all the dust of the land became lice throughout all 


the land of Egypt. 18 (8:14) And the magicians did so with their secret arts to bring forth 
the lice, but they could not; so were the lice upon man and upon beast. 19 (8:15) Then 
said the magicians unto Pharaoh, This is a finger of God; but Pharaoh's heart remained 
hardened, and he hearkened not unto them; as the Lord had spoken. 2° (8:16) And the 
Lord said unto Moses, Rise up early in the morning, and place thyself before Pharaoh; lo, 
he goeth forth to the water; and say unto him, Thus hath said the Lord, Let my people 
go, that they may serve me. 2! (8:17) For if thou wilt not let my people go, behold, I will 
send against thee, and against thy servants, and against thy people, and into thy houses 
various wild beasts: and the houses of the Egyptians shall be full of the wild beasts, and 
also the ground whereon they dwell. 22 (8:18) And I will distinguish on that day the land 
of Goshen, in which my people abideth, so that no wild beasts shall be there; to the end 
thou mayest know that I am the Lord in the midst of the earth. 23 (8:19) And I will put a 
distinction between my people and thy people; tomorrow shall this sign be. 24 (8:20) And 
the Lord did so; and there came a grievous multitude of beasts into the house of Pharaoh, 
and into the house of his servants; and in all the land of Egypt, the land was laid waste 
by reason of the wild beasts. 25 (8:21) And Pharaoh called for Moses and for Aaron, and 
said, Go ye, sacrifice to your God in the land. 26 (8:22) And Moses said, It is not proper 
to do so; for the abomination of the Egyptians must we sacrifice to the Eternal our God: 
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lo, if we should sacrifice the abomination of the Egyptians before their eyes, would they 
not stone us? 27 (8:23) A three days' journey will we go into the wilderness, and sacrifice 
to the Lord our God, just as he may say unto us. 28 (8:24) And Pharaoh said, I will surely 
let you go, that ye may sacrifice to the Eternal your God in the wilderness; only do not 
go very far away: entreat for me. 29 (8:25) And Moses said, Behold, I am going out from 
thee, and I will entreat the Lord, and the wild beasts shall depart from Pharaoh, from 
his servants, and from his people, tomorrow; only let not Pharaoh deal deceitfully any 
more, so as not to let the people go to sacrifice to the Lord. 3° (8:26) And Moses went out 
from Pharaoh, and entreated the Lord. 31 (8:27) And the Lord did according to the word 
of Moses; and he removed the wild beasts from Pharaoh, from his servants, and from his 
people; there remained not one. 22 (8:28) But Pharaoh hardened his heart at this time 
also, and he did not let the people go. 


9 

1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Go in unto Pharaoh, and speak to him, Thus hath said 
the Eternal, the God of the Hebrews, Let my people go, that they may serve me. 2 For if 
thou refusest to let them go, and still holdest on to them, 3 Behold, the hand of the Lord 
will be sent against thy cattle which is in the field, against the horses, against the asses, 
against the camels, against the oxen, and against the sheep;—a very grievous pestilence. 
4 And the Lord will distinguish between the cattle of Israel and the cattle of Egypt; and 
not one head shall die of all that belongeth to the children of Israel. 5 And the Lord 
appointed a set time, saying, Tomorrow will the Lord do this thing in the land. © And the 
Lord did this thing on the morrow, and all the cattle of Egypt died; but of the cattle of the 


children of Israel there died not one. 7 And Pharaoh sent, and, behold, there had not died 
of the cattle of the Israelites even one; but the heart of Pharaoh remained hardened, and 
he did not let the people go. 8 And the Lord said unto Moses and unto Aaron, Take unto 


yourselves your hands full of soot of the furnace, and let Moses throw it heavenward 
before the eyes of Pharaoh. ° And it shall become small dust over all the land of Egypt, 
and shall become upon man and beast an inflammation, producing boils, throughout all 
the land of Egypt. !° And they took the soot of the furnace, and stood before Pharaoh; 
and Moses threw it up heavenward; and it became an inflammation, producing boils, 
upon man, and upon beast. 11 And the magicians could not stand before Moses because 
of the inflammation; for the inflammation was upon the magicians, and upon all the 
Egyptians. 12 And the Lord hardened the heart of Pharaoh, and he hearkened not unto 
them; as the Lord had spoken unto Moses. !° And the Lord said unto Moses, Rise up early 
in the morning, and place thyself before Pharaoh, and say unto him, Thus hath said the 
Eternal, the God of the Hebrews, Let my people go, that they may serve me. !4For at this 
time I send all my plagues against thy heart, and against thy servants, and against thy 
people; in order that thou mayest know that there is none like me on all the earth. 45 For 
even now I might have stretched out my hand, and I might have smitten thee and thy 
people with the pestilence; and thou wouldst have been cut off from the earth; 1¢ But for 
this cause have I allowed thee to remain, in order to show thee my power; and in order 
that they may proclaim my name throughout all the earth. !7 If thou dost yet wantonly 
oppress my people, so as not to let them go: !8 Behold, then will I let rain, about this time 
tomorrow, a very grievous hail, the like of which hath not been in Egypt since the day of 
its foundation even until now. 19 And now send, and bring under shelter thy cattle, and 
all that thou hast in the field; [for] every man and beast that shall be found in the field, 
and shall not be brought into the house, upon them shall the hail come down, and they 
shall die. 2° He that feared the word of the Lord among the servants of Pharaoh made 
his servants and his cattle flee into the houses; 21 And he that regarded not the word of 


the Lord left his servants and his cattle in the field. 22 And the Lord said unto Moses, 
Stretch forth thy hand toward heaven, and there shall be hail in all the land of Egypt, 


upon man, and upon beast, and upon every herb of the field, in the land of Egypt. 23 And 
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Moses stretched forth his staff toward heaven; and the Lord sent thunder and hail, and 
the fire ran down to the ground; and the Lord rained hail upon the land of Egypt. 24 And 
there was hail, and fire was flaming up amidst the hail, very grievous, the like of which 
had not been in all the land of Egypt, since it had become a nation. 25 And the hail smote 
throughout all the land of Egypt all that was in the field, both man and beast; and every 
herb of the field did the hail smite, and every tree of the field did it break. 26 Only in 
the land of Goshen, where the children of Israel were, there was no hail. 27 And Pharaoh 


sent, and called for Moses and Aaron, and he said unto them, I have sinned this time; 
the Eternal is the righteous, and I and my people are the wicked. 28 Entreat the Lord 


that there may be no more of the thunders of God, and hail; and I will let you go, and 
ye shall no longer stay here. 2° And Moses said unto him, As soon as I am gone out of 
the city, I will spread out my hands unto the Lord: the thunders shall cease, and the hail 
shall not be any more; in order that thou mayest know how that to the Lord belongeth 
the earth. 3° But as for thee and thy servants, I know that ye are not yet afraid before 
the Lord God. 3! And the flax and the barley were smitten; for the barley was in the ear, 
and the flax was bolled. 32 But the wheat and the millet were not smitten; for they are 
late-ripening. 33 And Moses went away from Pharaoh out of the city, and spread out his 
hands unto the Lord: and the thunders and hail ceased, and the rain was not poured out 
upon the earth. 34 And when Pharaoh saw that the rain, and the hail, and the thunders 
had ceased, he sinned yet farther, and hardened his heart, he and his servants. 35 And 
the heart of Pharaoh remained hardened, and he did not let the children of Israel go; as 
the Lord had spoken by the hand of Moses. 


10 

1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Go in unto Pharaoh; for I have hardened his heart, 
and the heart of his servants, in order that I might display these my signs in the midst 
of them: 2 And in order that thou mayest tell in the ears of thy son, and of thy son's son, 
the wonders which I have wrought in Egypt, and my signs which I have shown among 
them; and ye shall know now that I am the Lord. 3 And Moses and Aaron came in unto 
Pharaoh, and said unto him, Thus saith the Eternal, the God of the Hebrews, How long 
yet wilt thou refuse to humble thyself before me? let my people go, that they may serve 
me. ‘For, if thou refusest to let my people go, behold, I will bring tomorrow locusts into 
thy boundary. ° And they shall cover the face of the earth, so that one shall not be able 
to see the earth: and they shall eat the residue of that which escaped, which hath been 
left unto you from the hail, and they shall eat off every tree which groweth for you out 
of the field: © And thy houses, and the houses of all thy servants, and the houses of all the 
Egyptians shall be full of them; such as neither thy fathers, nor thy fathers! fathers have 
seen, since the day of their being upon the earth, until this day; and he turned himself, 
and went out from Pharaoh. 7 And the servants of Pharaoh said unto him, How long shall 
this man be unto us for a snare? let the men go, that they may serve the Lord their God: 
knowest thou not yet that Egypt is destroyed? 8 And Moses was brought back with Aaron 
unto Pharaoh; and he said unto them, Go ye, serve the Lord your God; who all are they 
that shall go? ° And Moses said, With our young and with our old will we go; with our 
sons and with our daughters, with our flocks and with our herds will we go; for we are 
to hold a feast unto the Lord. !° And he said unto them, So be the Lord with you, as I will 
let you go, together with your little ones: look, surely your intentions are evil. 1! Not so; 
go now ye men, and serve the Lord, for this you desire: and they were driven out from 
Pharaoh's presence. !2 And the Lord said unto Moses, Stretch out thy hand over the land 
of Egypt for the locusts, and they shall come up over the land of Egypt, and eat every 


herb of the earth, all that the hail hath left. 13 And Moses stretched forth his staff over 
the land of Egypt, and the Lord urged an east wind over the land all that day, and all 


the night; when it was morning, the east wind bore along the locusts. !4 And the locusts 
went up over all the land of Egypt, and rested in all the boundaries of Egypt; in very 
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large masses; before them there were no such locusts as they, and after them there will 
not be any such. 15 And they covered the face of the whole earth, so that the earth was 
darkened; and they ate every herb of the land, and all the fruit of the trees which the 
hail had left: and there was not left any green thing on the trees, or on the herbs of the 
field, throughout all the land of Egypt. 1© Then made Pharaoh haste to call for Moses and 
Aaron; and he said, I have sinned against the Lord your God, and against you. 17 And now 
forgive, I pray thee, my sin only this once, and entreat the Lord your God, that he may 
take away from me only this death. 18 And he went out from Pharaoh, and entreated the 
Lord. 19 And the Lord turned a very strong west wind, which bore away the locusts, and 
cast them into the Red Sea; there was not left one locust in all the boundary of Egypt. 
20 But the Lord hardened Pharaoh's heart, so that he did not let the children of Israel go. 
21 And the Lord said unto Moses, Stretch out thy hand toward heaven, and there shall 
be darkness over the land of Egypt, and it shall be a darkness of the night. 22 And Moses 
stretched forth his hand toward heaven; and there was a thick darkness in all the land 
of Egypt three days: 23 They saw not one another, neither did they rise, any one from his 
place, for three days; but for all the children of Israel there was light in their dwellings. 
24 And Pharaoh called for Moses, and said, Go ye, serve the Lord; only your flocks and 
your herds shall remain behind: also your little ones may go with you. 25 And Moses 
said, Even thou also must give into our hand sacrifices and burnt-offerings, that we may 
sacrifice [them] unto the Eternal, our God. 26 And also our cattle must go with us, there 
shall not be left behind a single hoof, for thereof must we take to serve the Lord our God; 


and we cannot know with what we must serve the Lord, until we come thither. 27 But 
the Lord hardened Pharaoh's heart, and he would not let them go. 28 And Pharaoh said 


unto him, Get thee away from me; take heed to thyself, see my face no more; for on the 
day thou seest my face thou shalt die. 2? And Moses said, Thou hast spoken well, I will 
not see thy face again any more. 


11 

1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Yet one plague more will I bring upon Pharaoh, and 
upon Egypt; after that he will let you go hence: when he doth let you go, he shall surely 
thrust you out altogether from here. 2 Speak now in the ears of the people, and let them 
ask every man of his neighbor, and every woman of her neighbor, vessels of silver, and 
vessels of gold. 3 And the Lord gave the people favor in the eyes of the Egyptians; also the 
man Moses was very great in the land of Egypt, in the eyes of Pharaoh's servants, and in 
the eyes of the people. 4 And Moses said, Thus hath said the Lord, About midnight will I 
go out in the midst of Egypt: 5 And there shall die every first-born in the land of Egypt, 
from the first-born of Pharaoh that is to sit upon his throne, even unto the first-born of 
the maid-servant that is behind the mill; and every first-born of cattle. © And there shall 
be a great cry throughout all the land of Egypt, the like of which hath never been, and 
the like of which will not be any more. 7 But against any of the children of Israel not a 
dog shall move his tongue, neither against man nor beast; in order that ye may know 
how that the Lord doth distinguish between the Egyptians and Israel. 8 And all these 
thy servants shall come down unto me, and bow themselves down unto me, saying, Get 
thee out, and all the people that followeth thee; and after that I will go out: and he went 
out from Pharaoh in a burning anger. 9 And the Lord said unto Moses, Pharaoh will not 
hearken unto you; in order that my wonders may be multiplied in the land of Egypt. 


10 And Moses and Aaron did all these wonders before Pharaoh; and the Lord hardened 
Pharaoh's heart, and he did not let the children of Israel go out of his land. 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and Aaron in the land of Egypt, saying, 2 This month 
shall be unto you the chief of months: the first shall it be unto you of the months of the 
year. 3 Speak ye unto all the congregation of Israel, saying, On the tenth day of this month 
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they shall take to themselves every man a lamb for every family, a lamb for every house: 
4 And if the household be too small for a lamb, then shall he take it with his neighbor 
who is next unto his house, according to the number of the souls; every man according 
to what he eateth shall ye make a count for the lamb. > A lamb without blemish, a male 
of the first year shall ye have; from the sheep, or from the goats may ye take it. And ye 
shall have it in keeping until the fourteenth day of the same month; and then the whole 
assembly of the congregation of Israel shall kill it toward evening. 7 And they shall take 
of the blood, and put it on the two side-posts and on the upper door-post, in the houses, 
wherein they shall eat it. 8 And they shall eat the flesh in that night, roasted by the fire, 
with unleavened bread; together with bitter herbs shall they eat it. 9 You shall not eat of 
it raw, nor in any wise sodden with water; but roasted by the fire; its head with its legs, 
and with its entrails. 1° And ye shall not let any thing of it remain until morning; and 
that which remaineth of it until morning ye shall burn with fire. 11 And thus shall ye eat 
it, With your loins girded, your shoes on your feet, and your staff in your hand; and ye 
shall eat it in haste, it is passover unto the Lord. !2 And I will pass through the land of 
Egypt in this night, and I will smite every first-born in the land of Egypt, both man and 
beast; and against all the gods of Egypt will I execute judgments: I am the Lord. 13 And 
the blood shall be to you for a token upon the houses where ye are; and when I see the 
blood, I will pass over you; and there shall be no plague against you to destroy, when 
I smite [others] in the land of Egypt. 14 And this day shall be unto you for a memorial; 
and ye shall celebrate it as a feast unto the Lord; throughout your generations, as an 
ordinance for ever shall ye celebrate it. 15 Seven days shall ye eat unleavened bread; but 
on the first day ye shall have put away leaven out of your houses; for whosoever eateth 
leavened bread, that soul shall be cut off from Israel, from the first day until the seventh 
day. 1° And on the first day there shall be a holy convocation, and on the seventh day 
there shall be a holy convocation to you; no manner of work shall be done on them, 
save what is eaten by every man, that only may be prepared by you. 17 And ye shall 
observe the unleavened bread; for on this selfsame day have I brought forth your armies 
out of the land of Egypt; therefore shall ye observe this day in your generations as an 
ordinance for ever. 18 In the first month, on the fourteenth day of the month, at evening, 
shall ye eat unleavened bread, until the one and twentieth day of the month at evening. 
19 Seven days no leaven shall be found in your houses; for whosoever eateth that which 
is leavened, even that soul shall be cut off from the congregation of Israel, whether he 
be a stranger, or one born in the land. 2° Nothing that is leavened shall ye eat; in all your 
habitations shall ye eat unleavened bread. 21 And Moses called for the elders of Israel, 
and said unto them, Draw out and take for yourselves lambs according to your families, 
and kill the passover sacrifice. 22 And ye shall take a bunch of hyssop, and dip in the 
blood that is in the basin, and strike the lintel and the two side-posts with the blood 
that is in the basin; and none of you shall go out frown the door of his house until the 
morning. 23 And the Lord will pass through to smite the Egyptians; and when he seeth 
the blood upon the lintel, and on the two side-posts, the Lord will pass over the door, 
and will not suffer the destroyer to come in unto your houses to smite. 24 And ye shall 
observe this thing, as an ordinance for thee and for thy sons for ever. 25 And it shall 
come to pass, when ye be come into the land which the Lord will give you, according as 
he hath promised, that ye shall keep this service. 26 And it shall come to pass, when your 
children shall say unto you, What mean ye by this service? 27 That ye shall say, It is the 
sacrifice of the passover unto the Lord, who passed over the houses of the children of 
Israel in Egypt, when he smote the Egyptians, and our houses he spared; and the people 
bent the head and bowed themselves. 28 And the children of Israel went away, and did 
as the Lord had commanded Moses and Aaron, so did they. 29 And it came to pass at 
midnight, that the Lord smote every first-born in the land of Egypt, from the first-born 
of Pharaoh that was to sit on his throne unto the first-born of the captive that was in 
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the dungeon; and all the first-born of cattle. 3° And Pharaoh rose up in the night, he, 
and all his servants, and all the Egyptians; and there was a great cry in Egypt; for there 


was not a house where there was not some one dead. 3! And he called for Moses and 
Aaron by night, and said, Rise up, get you forth from among my people, both ye and the 


children of Israel; and go, serve the Eternal, as ye have spoken. 32 Also your flocks and 
your herds take, as ye have spoken, and be gone; and bless me also. 33 And the Egyptians 
were urgent upon the people, to make haste to send them away out of the land; for they 
said, We are all dying. 34 And the people took up their dough before it was yet leavened, 
their kneading-troughs being bound up in their clothes upon their shoulders. 35 And 
the children of Israel had done according to the word of Moses; and they had asked 
of the Egyptians vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, and garments. 3° And the Lord 
had given the people favor in the eyes of the Egyptians, so that they gave unto them 
what they required; and they emptied out Egypt. 37 And the children of Israel journeyed 
from Ra'meses to Succoth, about six hundred thousand men on foot, beside children. 
38 And a mixed multitude also went up with them; and flocks, and herds, a very large 
amount of cattle. 39 And they baked of the dough, which they had brought forth out of 
Egypt, unleavened cakes, for it was not leavened; because they were thrust out of Egypt, 
and could not tarry, neither had they prepared any provisions for themselves. 4° Now 
the time of the residence of the children of Israel, which they dwelt in Egypt, was four 
hundred and thirty years. 41 And it came to pass at the end of the four hundred and 
thirty years, and it happened even on the selfsame day, that all the armies of the Lord 
went out from the land of Egypt. 42 A night to be observed was this unto the Lord to 
bring them out from the land of Egypt: this is that night holy to the Lord, to be observed 
by all the children of Israel in their generations. 43 And the Lord said unto Moses and 
Aaron, This is the ordinance of the passover: No stranger shall eat thereof. 44 But every 
man's servant that is bought for money, when thou hast circumcised him, then shall he 
eat thereof. 4° A resident foreigner and a hired servant shall not eat thereof. 4° In one 
house shall it be eaten; thou shalt not carry forth aught of the flesh abroad out of the 
house; and no bone shall ye break in it. 4” All the congregation of Israel shall prepare it. 
48 And when a stranger sojourneth with thee, and will prepare the passover to the Lord, 
let his males be circumcised, and then let him come near and prepare it, and he shall be 
as one that is born in the land; but no uncircumcised person shall eat thereof. 49 One law 
shall be to him that is home-born, and unto the stranger that sojourneth among you. 


50 And all the children of Israel did so; as the Lord had commanded Moses and Aaron, so 
did they. 51 And it came to pass on the selfsame day, that the Lord did bring forth the 


children of Israel out of the land of Egypt by their armies. 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Sanctify unto me all the first-born, 
whatsoever openeth the womb among the children of Israel, both of man and of beast: 
it is mine. 3? And Moses said unto the people, Remember this day, on which ye came out 
from Egypt, out of the house of slavery; for by strength of hand the Lord brought you 
out from here: and no leavened bread shall be eaten. 4 This day go ye out, in the month 
of Abib. ° And it shall be, when the Lord doth bring thee into the land of the Canaanites, 
and the Hittites, and the Emorites, and the Hivites, and the Jebusites, which he hath 
sworn unto thy fathers to give unto thee, a land flowing with milk and honey, that thou 
shalt perform this service in this month. © Seven days shalt thou eat unleavened bread, 
and on the seventh day shall be a feast to the Lord. 7 Unleavened bread shall be eaten 
these seven days; and there shall not be seen with thee any leavened bread, neither shall 
there be seen with thee any leaven in all thy boundaries. 8 And thou shalt tell thy son 
on that day, saying, This is done for the sake of that which the Lord did unto me when 
I came forth out of Egypt. ° And it shall be unto thee for a sign upon thy hand, and for 
a memorial between thy eyes, in order that the law of the Lord may be in thy mouth; 
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for with a strong hand hath the Lord brought thee forth out of Egypt. 1° And thou shalt 
keep this ordinance in its season, from year to year. 11 And it shall be, when the Lord 
doth bring thee into the land of the Canaanites, as he hath sworn unto thee and to thy 
fathers, and giveth it to thee, 12 That thou shalt set apart all that openeth the womb unto 
the Lord; and every firstling that cometh of a beast which thou shalt have, the males, 
shall belong to the Lord. 13 And every firstling of an ass shalt thou redeem with a lamb; 


and if thou wilt not redeem it, then shalt thou break its neck: and all the first-born of 
man among thy children shalt thou redeem. 1 And it shall be, when thy son asketh 


thee in time to come, saying, What is this? that thou shalt say unto him, By strength 
of hand the Lord brought us forth out of Egypt, out of the house of slavery; 15 And it 
came to pass, when Pharaoh obstinately refused to let us go, that the Lord slew all the 
first-born in the land of Egypt, both the first-born of man, and the first-born of beast; 
therefore do I sacrifice to the Lord all that openeth the womb, being males; but all the 
first-born of my children must I redeem. !¢ And it shall be for a sign upon thy hand, and 
for frontlets between thy eyes; that by strength of hand the Lord brought us forth out 
of Egypt. !” And it came to pass, when Pharaoh let the people go, that God did not lead 
them the way through the land of the Philistines, because it was near; for God said, Lest 
peradventure the people repent when they see war, and return to Egypt. !8 But God led 
the people about, by the way of the wilderness to the Red Sea: and the children of Israel 
went up armed out of the land of Egypt. 19 And Moses took the bones of Joseph with him; 
for he had caused the children of Israel to swear, saying, God will surely visit you, and ye 
shall then carry up my bones away hence with you. 2° And they took their journey from 
Succoth, and encamped in Etham, at the edge of the wilderness. 2! And the Lord went 
before them by day in a pillar of cloud, to lead them the way; and by night in a pillar of 
fire, to give light to them; that they might go by day and by night: 22 He took not away 
the pillar of cloud by day, nor the pillar of fire by night, from before the people. 


14 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, that 
they turn back and encamp before Pi-hachiroth, between Migdol and the sea; in front 
of Baal-zephon; opposite to this shall ye encamp by the sea. 3? And Pharaoh will say of 
the children of Israel, They are entangled in the land, the wilderness hath shut them in. 
4 And I will harden the heart of Pharaoh, that he shall follow after them; and I will get 
myself honor on Pharaoh, and on all his host; and the Egyptians shall know that I am 
the Lord; and they did so. 5 And it was told to the king of Egypt that the people had fled; 
and the heart of Pharaoh and of his servants was changed with respect to the people, 
and they said, What is this which we have done, that we have let Israel go from serving 
us? © And he made ready his chariot, and took his people with him. 7 And he took six 
hundred chosen chariots, and all the chariots of Egypt, and captains over every one of 
them. 8 And the Lord hardened the heart of Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, and he pursued 
after the children of Israel; and the children of Israel went out with a high hand. ° And 
the Egyptians pursued after them, and they overtook them encamping by the sea, all the 
horses and chariots of Pharaoh, and his horsemen, and his army, beside Pi-hachiroth, 
before Baal-zephon. 1° And when Pharaoh drew nigh, the children of Israel lifted up 
their eyes, and, behold, the Egyptians were marching after them, and they were greatly 
afraid; and the children of Israel cried out unto the Lord. 11 And they said unto Moses, 
Is it because there were no graves in Egypt, that thou hast taken us away to die in the 
wilderness? what is this which thou hast done to us, to bring us forth out of Egypt? 12 Is 
not this the word that we spoke unto thee in Egypt, saying, Let us alone, that we may 
serve the Egyptians? for it is better for us to serve the Egyptians than that we should die 
in the wilderness. 13 And Moses said unto the people, Fear ye not, stand still and see the 
salvation of the Lord, which he will do for you today; for as ye have seen the Egyptians 
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today, ye shall not see them again any more for ever. 14 The Lord will fight for you, and 
ye shall hold your peace. 15 And the Lord said unto Moses, Wherefore criest thou unto 
me? speak unto the children of Israel, that they go forward; 1° But do thou lift up thy 
staff, and stretch out thy hand over the sea, and divide it; and the children of Israel shall 
go through the midst of the sea on dry ground. 1” And I, behold, I will harden the heart of 
the Egyptians, and they shall follow them: and I will get myself honor on Pharaoh, and 
on all his host, on his chariots, and on his horsemen. 18 And the Egyptians shall know 
that I am the Lord, when I have got myself honor on Pharaoh, on his chariots, and on his 
horsemen. 19 And the angel of God, that went before the camp of Israel, removed and 
went behind them; and the pillar of cloud removed from before them, and stood behind 
them; 2° And it came between the camp of the Egyptians and the camp of Israel; and it 
was a cloud and darkness [to the first], but it gave light by night [to these]: and the one 
came not near unto the other all the night. 21 And Moses stretched out his hand over 
the sea; and the Lord drove back the sea with a strong east wind all that night, and made 
the sea dry land, and the waters were divided. 2? And the children of Israel went into the 
midst of the sea upon the dry ground: and the waters were a wall unto them, on their 
right hand, and on their left. 23 And the Egyptians pursued, and went in after them, all 


Pharaoh's horses, his chariots, and his horsemen, to the midst of the sea. 24 And it came 
to pass in the morning watch, that the Lord looked unto the camp of the Egyptians with 


the pillar of fire and of the cloud, and brought into confusion the camp of the Egyptians; 


25 And he took off the wheels of their chariots, and caused them to move onward with 
difficulty; and the Egyptians said, Let us flee from the face of Israel; for the Lord fighteth 


for them against the Egyptians. 2° And the Lord said unto Moses, Stretch out thy hand 
over the sea, and the waters shall return over the Egyptians, over their chariots, and 


over their horsemen. 27 And Moses stretched forth his hand over the sea, and the sea 
returned, when the morning appeared, to its strength; while the Egyptians were fleeing 


against it; andthe Lord overthrew the Egyptians in the midst of the sea. 28 And the waters 


returned, and covered the chariots, and the horsemen with all the host of Pharaoh that 
came after them into the sea: there remained of them not even one. 2? But the children 
of Israel walked upon dry ground in the midst of the sea; and the waters were unto them 


a wall on their right hand, and on their left. 3° Thus the Lord saved Israel on that day 
out of the land of the Egyptians; and Israel saw the Egyptians dead upon the shore of the 
sea. 3! And Israel saw that great power which the Lord had shown on the Egyptians: and 
the people feared the Lord, and then believed in the Lord, and in Moses his servant. 


15 
1 Then sang Moses and the children of Israel this song unto the Lord, and thus did they 
say, I will sing unto the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously: the horse and his rider 
hath he thrown into the sea. 2 My strength and song is the Lord, and he is become my 
salvation: he is my God, and I will declare his praise, the God of my father, and I will exalt 


him. 3 The Eternal is the Lord of war; the Eternal is his name. 4 The chariots of Pharaoh 
and his host hath he hurled into the sea; and the chosen of his captains are sunk in the 


Red Sea. > The depths have covered them; they went down to the bottom as astone. © Thy 
right hand, O Lord, is become glorious in power; thy right hand, O Lord, hath dashed in 
pieces the enemy. 7 And in the greatness of thy excellency hast thou overthrown those 
that rose up against thee; thou didst send forth thy wrath, it consumed them as stubble. 
8 And with the breath of thy nostrils the waters were heaped up together, the floods 
stood upright as a wall; congealed were the depths in the heart of the sea. ? The enemy 
said, I will pursue, I will overtake, I will divide the spoil; my desire shall be satisfied upon 
them; I will draw my sword, my hand shall destroy them. 1° Thou didst blow with thy 
wind, the sea covered them: they sunk as lead in mighty waters. 1! Who is like unto 
thee, O Lord, among the mighty? who is like unto thee, glorious in holiness, fearful in 
praises, doing wonders? 12 Thou didst stretch out thy right hand, the earth swallowed 
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them. 13 Thou leadest forth in thy kindness the people thou hast redeemed; thou guidest 
it in thy strength unto the habitation of thy holiness. 14 Nations hear it and tremble: 


sorrow seizeth the inhabitants of Palestine. 15 Then were troubled the dukes of Edom; the 
mighty men of Moab, trembling seizeth them; faint-hearted become all the inhabitants 


of Canaan. | 1° Fear and dread shall fall upon them; by the greatness of thy arm they 
shall be still as a stone: till thy people pass over, O Lord, till this people pass over, which 
thou hast purchased. 17 Thou wilt bring them, and plant them on the mountain of thy 
inheritance, the place, O Lord, which thou hast wrought for thy residence, the sanctuary, 
O Lord, which thy hands have established. 18 The Lord will reign for ever and ever. 19 For 


the horse of Pharaoh went in with his chariots and with his horsemen into the sea, and 
the Lord brought again upon them the waters of the sea; but the children of Israel went 


on dry ground through the midst of the sea. 2° Then took Miriam the prophetess, the 


sister of Aaron, a timbrel in her hand; and all the women went out after her with timbrels 
and with dances. 2! And Miriam began her song to them, Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath 


triumphed gloriously: the horse and his rider hath he thrown into the sea. 22 And Moses 
caused Israel to depart from the Red Sea, and they went out into the wilderness of Shur; 
and they went three days in the wilderness, and found no water. 23 And they came to 
Marah; but they could not drink the waters of Marah, for they were bitter; therefore they 
called its name Marah. 24 And the people murmured against Moses, saying, What shall 


we drink? 25 And he cried unto the Lord; and the Lord showed him a tree, which he cast 
into the waters, and the waters were made sweet: there he made for them a statute and 
an ordinance, and there he proved them. 2° And he said, If thou wilt diligently hearken 


to the voice of the Lord thy God, and wilt do that which is right in his eyes, and wilt give 
ear to his commandments, and wilt keep all his statutes: I will put none of those diseases 
upon thee, which I have brought upon the Egyptians; for I the Lord am thy physician. 
27 And they came to Elim, and there were twelve wells of water, and seventy palm-trees: 
and they encamped there by the water. 


16 


1 And they took their journey from Elim, and all the congregation of the children 


of Israel came unto the wilderness of Sin, which is between Elim and Sinai, on the 
fifteenth day of the second month after their departing out of the land of Egypt. 2 And 


the whole congregation of the children of Israel murmured against Moses and Aaron in 


the wilderness: 3 And the children of Israel said unto them, Would to God that we had 
died by the hand of the Lord in the land of Egypt, when we sat by the flesh-pot, when 


we ate bread to the full; for ye have brought us forth into this wilderness, to kill this 
whole assembly with hunger. 4 Then said the Lord unto Moses, Behold, I will let rain 
for you bread from heaven; and the people shall go out and gather a certain portion 
every day, in order that I may prove it, whether it will walk in my law, or not. 5 And it 
shall come to pass, on the sixth day, when they prepare what they shall have brought 
in, that it shall be twice as much as they shall gather daily. © And Moses and Aaron said 
unto all the children of Israel, At evening, then shall ye know that it is the Lord who 
hath brought you out from the land of Egypt: 7 And in the morning, then shall ye see 
the glory of the Lord; since he heareth your murmurings against the Lord; and what are 
we, that ye should murmur against us? 8 And Moses said, When the Lord giveth you in 
the evening flesh to eat, and bread in the morning to the full; since the Lord heareth 
your murmurings which ye murmur against him:—what are we then? not against us are 
your murmurings, but against the Lord. 9 And Moses said unto Aaron, Say unto all the 
congregation of the children of Israel, Come near before the Lord; for he hath heard your 
murmurings. 1° And it came to pass, as Aaron was speaking unto the whole congregation 
of the children of Israel, that they turned round toward the wilderness, and, behold, the 
glory of the Lord appeared in the cloud. 11 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 121 
have heard the murmurings of the children of Israel: speak unto them, saying, Toward 
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evening ye shall eat flesh, and in the morning ye shall be filled with bread; and ye shall 
know that I am the Eternal your God. 13 And it came to pass, that at evening the quails 
came up, and covered the camp; and in the morning there was a layer of dew round 
about the camp. 4 And when the layer of dew was gone up, behold, there was upon the 
face of the wilderness something fine in grains, small as the hoar-frost, on the ground. 
15 And when the children of Israel saw it, they said one to another, It is manna, for they 


knew not what it was; and Moses said unto them, This is the bread which the Lord hath 
given you to eat. 1° This is the thing which the Lord hath commanded, Gather of it every 


man according to his eating: an omer for every head, according to the number of your 
persons that every man hath in his tent, shall ye take. 17 And the children of Israel did 
so; and they gathered, some much, some little. 18 And when they measured it with an 
omer, he that had gathered much had nothing over, and he that had gathered little had 
no lack: every man according to his eating, had they gathered. 19 And Moses said, Let no 
man leave of it till the morning. 2° But they hearkened not unto Moses; but some men 
left of it until morning, and it bred worms, and stank; and Moses was wroth with them. 
21 And so they gathered it every morning, every man according to his eating; and when 
the sun waxed hot, it melted. 22 And it came to pass on the sixth day, that they gathered 
twofold bread, two omers for every one; all the rulers of the congregation came and told 
it to Moses. 23 And he said unto them. This is what the Lord hath spoken, A rest, a holy 
rest is unto the Lord tomorrow: that which ye will bake bake today, and what ye will 
seethe seethe today; and all the remaining lay up for you to be kept until the morning. 
24 And they laid it up till the morning, as Moses had bidden; and it did not stink, nor 
was there any worm therein. 2° And Moses said, Eat it today; for a sabbath is this day 
unto the Lord: today ye will not find it in the field. 2° Six days shall ye gather it; but on 
the seventh day, the sabbath, on it there shall be none. 2” And it came to pass on the 
seventh day, that there went out some of the people to gather; but they found nothing. 
28 And the Lord said unto Moses, How long refuse ye to keep my commandments and 
my laws? 29 See, that the Lord hath given you the sabbath, therefore he giveth you on 
the sixth day bread for two days; remain ye, every man in his place, let no man go out 
of his place on the seventh day. 3° So the people rested on the seventh day. 3! And the 
house of Israel called the name thereof Manna, [[Man]]; and it was like coriander-seed, 
white, and its taste was like wafers made with honey. ?2 And Moses said, This is the thing 
which the Lord hath commanded, One omer-full of it is to be kept for your generations; 
in order that they may see the bread which I gave you to eat in the wilderness, when I 
brought you forth out of the land of Egypt. 33 And Moses said unto Aaron, Take a flask, 
and put therein an omer-full of manna, and lay it up before the Lord, to be kept for your 
generations. 34 As the Lord had commanded Moses, so did Aaron lay it up before the 
Testimony, to be kept. 35 And the children of Israel ate the manna forty years, until they 
came to an inhabited land; the manna they did eat, until they came unto the borders of 
the land of Canaan. °¢ But the omer is a tenth part of an ephah. 


17 


1 And all the congregation of the children of Israel journeyed from the wilderness of 
Sin, after their journeyings, by the order of the Lord; and they encamped in Rephidim, 
and there was no water for the people to drink. 2 And the people quarrelled with Moses, 
and said, Give us water that we may drink; and Moses said unto them, Why will ye quarrel 
with me? why will ye tempt the Lord? 3 And the people thirsted there for water; and the 
people murmured against Moses, and said, For what purpose is it that thou hast brought 
us up out of Egypt, to kill me and my children and my cattle with thirst? 4 And Moses 
cried unto the Lord, saying, What shall I do unto this people? but little is wanting and 
they will stone me. 5 And the Lord said unto Moses, Pass on before the people, and take 
with thee some of the elders of Israel; and thy staff, wherewith thou smotest the river, 
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take in thy hand, and go. © Behold, I will be standing before thee there upon the rock at 


Horeb; and thou shalt smite the rock, and there shall come out from it water, and the 
people shall drink; and Moses did so before the eyes of the elders of Israel. 7 And he called 


the name of the place Massah and Meribah; because of the quarrelling of the children 
of Israel, and because they tempted the Lord, saying, Is then the Lord among us, or not? 
8 Then came Amalek, and fought with Israel in Rephidim. 9 And Moses said unto Joshua, 
Choose for us men, and go out, fight with Amalek; tomorrow I will stand on the top of 
the hill with the staff of God in my hand. 1° And Joshua did as Moses had said to him, to 
fight with Amalek; and Moses, Aaron, and Chur went up to the top of the hill. 11 And it 
came to pass, when Moses held up his hand, that Israel prevailed: and when he let down 
his hand, that Amalek prevailed. 12 But when the hands of Moses became heavy, they 
took a stone, and put it under him, and he sat thereon; and Aaron and Chur supported 
his hands, one on one side, and the other on the other side; and his hands were steady 
until the going down of the sun. 13 And Joshua discomfited Amalek and his people with 
the edge of the sword. ! And the Lord said unto Moses, Write this for a memorial in the 
book, and rehearse it in the ears of Joshua; for I will utterly blot out the remembrance of 
Amalek from under the heavens. }5 And Moses built an altar, and called its name Adonay 
Nissy [[The Lord is my Banner]]. 1° And he said, Because the Lord hath sworn on his 
throne, that the Lord will have war with Amalek from generation to generation. 


18 
1 And Jithro, the priest of Midian, Moses' father-in-law, heard all that God had done 
for Moses, and for Israel his people, that the Lord had brought forth Israel out of Egypt. 
2 Then took Jithro, the father-in-law of Moses, Zipporah, the wife of Moses, after he had 


sent her back, 3 And her two sons; of whom the name of the one was Gershom; for he 
said, I have been a stranger in a foreign land: 4 And the name of the other was Eliezer; 


for the God of my father was my help, and delivered me from the sword of Pharaoh. 
5 And Jithro, the father-in-law of Moses, came with his sons and his wife unto Moses, 
unto the wilderness, where he was encamped at the mount of God. © And he sent word 
unto Moses, I thy father-in-law Jithro am coming unto thee, with thy wife, and her two 


sons with her. 7 And Moses went out to meet his father-in-law, and bowed himself, and 
kissed him; and they asked each other after their welfare; and they went into the tent. 


8 And Moses told his father-in-law all which the Lord had done unto Pharaoh and to the 
Egyptians on account of Israel, all the hardship which had come upon them by the way, 


and how the Lord had delivered them. ? And Jithro rejoiced over all the goodness which 
the Lord had done to Israel, that he had delivered it out of the hand of the Egyptians. 
10 And Jithro said, Blessed be the Lord, who hath delivered you out of the hand of the 
Egyptians, and out of the hand of Pharaoh, who hath delivered the people from under 
the hand of the Egyptians. 11 Now I know that the Eternal is great above all gods; for 
by the very thing wherein they sinned presumptuously was punishment brought upon 
them. 12 And Jithro, the father-in-law of Moses, offered a burnt-offering and sacrifices 


unto God; and Aaron came, with all the elders of Israel, to eat bread with the father-in- 
law of Moses, before God. 13 And it came to pass on the morrow, that Moses sat to judge 


the people; and the people stood around Moses from the morning unto the evening. 
14 And the father-in-law of Moses saw all that he did to the people; and he said, What 
is this thing that thou doest to the people? why sittest thou thyself alone, and all the 
people standeth around thee from morning until evening? !5 And Moses said unto his 
father-in-law, Because the people cometh unto me to inquire of God. !© When they have 
a matter of dispute, they come unto me; and I judge between one and the other, and I 


make them know the statutes of God, and his laws. 1? And the father-in-law of Moses 
said unto him, The thing that thou doest is not good. 18 Thou wilt surely wear away, 


both thou, and this people that is with thee; for the thing is too heavy for thee; thou wilt 
not be able to perform it by thyself alone. 19 Now hearken unto my voice, I will give thee 
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counsel, and may God be with thee, Be thou for the people a mediator with God, that thou 
mayest bring the causes unto God. 2° And thou shalt explain to them the statutes and the 
laws; and thou shalt make them know the way wherein they must walk, and the work 
that they must do. 21 Moreover, thou shalt select out of all the people able men, such as 
fear God, men of truth, hating [their own] gain; and place these over them, as rulers of 
thousands, rulers of hundreds, rulers of fifties, and rulers of tens. 22 And let them judge 
the people at all times; and it shall be, that every great matter they shall bring unto thee, 
but every small matter they shall judge themselves: so shall it be easier for thee, when 
they shall bear with thee. 23 If thou wilt do this thing, and God commandeth it thee, 
then wilt thou be able to endure; and also the whole of this people will come to its place 
in peace. 24 And Moses hearkened to the voice of his father-in-law, and did all that he 
had said. 25 And Moses chose able men out of all Israel, and placed them as heads over 
the people, rulers of thousands, rulers of hundreds, rulers of fifties, and rulers of tens. 
26 And they judged the people at all times; any difficult cause they brought unto Moses, 
but every small cause they judged themselves. 2”? And Moses dismissed his father-in-law; 
and he went his way unto his own land. 


19 

1 Tn the third month, after the children of Israel were gone forth out of the land of 
Egypt, the same day they came into the wilderness of Sinai. 2 For they had departed 
from Rephidim, and they came to the desert of Sinai, and encamped in the wilderness; 
and Israel encamped there opposite the mount. 3 And Moses went up unto God, and 
the Lord called unto him from the mount, saying, Thus shalt thou say to the house of 
Jacob, and tell the children of Israel. 4 Ye have yourselves seen what I have done unto 
the Egyptians, and how I bore you on eagles' wings, and brought you unto myself. 5 Now 
therefore, if you will truly obey my voice, and keep my covenant, then shall ye be unto 
me a peculiar treasure above all nations; for all the earth is mine: © And ye shall be unto 
me a kingdom of priests, and a holy nation; these are the words which thou shalt speak 
unto the children of Israel. 7 And Moses came and called for the elders of the people, 


and laid before them all these words which the Lord had commanded him. ® And all the 
people answered unanimously, and said, all that the Lord hath spoken will we do; and 


Moses returned the words of the people unto the Lord. ° And the Lord said unto Moses, 
Behold, I will come unto thee in a thick cloud, for the sake that the people may hear 
when I speak with thee, and that also in thee they shall believe for ever; and Moses told 
the words of the people unto the Lord. 1° And the Lord said unto Moses, Go unto the 
people, and sanctify them today and tomorrow, and let them wash their clothes. 1! And 
they shall be ready against the third day; for on the third day will the Lord come down, 
before the eyes of all the people, upon mount Sinai. !2 And thou shalt set bounds unto 
the people, round about, saying, Take heed to yourselves, that ye go not up into the 
mount, nor touch the border of it; whosoever toucheth the mount shall surely be put to 
death. !° Yet not a hand shall touch him, but he shall surely be stoned, or shot through; 
whether it be beast or man, it shall not live; when the trumpet soundeth long, they may 
come up to the mount. !4 And Moses went down from the mount unto the people, and 
sanctified the people: and they washed their clothes. 15 And he said unto the people, Be 
ready against the third day; approach not unto a woman. !¢ And it came to pass on the 
third day when it was morning, that there were thunders and lightnings, and a heavy 
cloud was upon the mount, and the voice of the cornet was exceedingly loud; so that all 
the people that were in the camp trembled. !” And Moses brought forth the people out of 
the camp to meet with God; and they placed themselves at the foot of the mount. !8 And 
mount Sinai smoked in every part, because the Lord had descended upon it in fire; and 
the smoke thereof ascended as the smoke of a furnace, and the whole mount quaked 
greatly. 19 And the voice of the cornet went on, and waxed louder and louder; Moses 
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spoke, and God answered him with a loud voice. 2° And the Lord came down upon mount 
Sinai, on the top of the mount; and the Lord called Moses up to the top of the mount, 
and Moses went up. 21 And the Lord said unto Moses, Go down, charge the people, lest 
they break through unto the Lord to gaze, and many of them might perish. 22 And the 
priests also, who come near to the Lord, shall sanctify themselves; lest the Lord break 
forth among them. 23 And Moses said unto the Lord, The people cannot come up to 
mount Sinai; for thou hast charged us, saying, Set bounds about the mount and sanctify 
it. 24 And the Lord said unto him, Go, get thee down, and then shalt thou come up, thou, 
and Aaron with thee; but the priests and the people shall not break through to come up 
unto the Lord, lest he break forth among them. 25 So Moses went down unto the people, 
and spoke unto them. 


20 

1 And God spoke all these words, saying, 2I am the Lord thy God, who have brought 
thee out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of slavery. 3 Thou shalt have no other gods 
before me. 4 Thou shalt not make unto thyself any graven image, or any likeness of any 
thing that is in heaven above, or that is on the earth beneath, or that is in the water under 
the earth. 5 Thou shalt not bow thyself down to them, nor serve them; for I the Lord 
thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children, unto 
the third and fourth generation of them that hate me; © And showing mercy unto the 
thousandth generation of them that love me, and keep my commandments. 7 Thou shalt 
not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless 
that taketh his name in vain. 8 Remember the sabbath day to keep it holy. 9 Six days 
shalt thou labor, and do all thy work. 1° But the seventh day is the sabbath in honor of 
the Lord thy God; on it thou shalt not do any work, neither thou, nor thy son, nor thy 
daughter, thy man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that 
is within thy gates; 11 For in six days the Lord made the heavens and the earth, the sea, 
and all that is in them, and rested on the seventh day; therefore the Lord blessed the 
sabbath day, and hallowed it. 12 Honor thy father and thy mother; in order that thy days 
may be prolonged upon the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee. 13 Thou shalt not 
kill. 14 Thou shalt not commit adultery. 5 Thou shalt not steal. 1° Thou shalt not bear 
false witness against thy neighbor. 17 Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house. Thou 
shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, nor his man-servant, nor his maid-servant, nor his 
ox, nor his ass, nor any thing that is thy neighbor's. !8 And all the people perceived the 
thunders, and the lightnings, and the sound of the cornet, and the mountain smoking; 
and when the people saw it, they removed trembling, and stood afar off. 19 And they 
said unto Moses, Speak thou with us, and we will hear; but let not God speak with us, 
lest we die. 20 And Moses said unto the people, Fear not; for in order to prove you, did 
God come, and in order that his fear may be before your faces, that ye sin not. 21 And 
the people stood afar off, and Moses drew near unto the thick darkness where God was. 
22 And the Lord said unto Moses, Thus shalt thou say unto the children of Israel, Ye have 
seen that from heaven I have spoken with you. 23 Ye shall not make any thing with me; 
gods of silver, and gods of gold ye shall not make unto yourselves. 24 An altar of earth 
shalt thou make unto me, and shalt sacrifice thereon thy burnt-offerings, and thy peace- 
offerings, thy sheep, and thy oxen; in every place where I shall permit my name to be 


mentioned, I will come unto thee, and I will bless thee. 25 And if thou wilt make me an 
altar of stone, thou shalt not build it of hewn stone; for if thou lift up thy tool upon 


it, thou hast polluted it. 2° Neither shalt thou go up by steps upon my altar, that thy 
nakedness be not laid open thereon. 


1 And these are the laws of justice which thou shalt set before them. 2 If thou buy 
a Hebrew servant, six years shall he serve; and in the seventh he shall go out free for 
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nothing. 3If he came in by himself, he shall go out by himself; if he was the husband of 
a woman, then shall his wife go out with him. 4If his master should give him a wife, and 
she bear him sons or daughters: the wife and her children shall belong to her master, 
and he shall go out by himself. 5 And if the servant should plainly say, I love my master, 
my wife, and my children; I will not go out free: © Then shall his master bring him unto 
the judges, and he shall bring him to the door, or unto the door-post; and his master 
shall bore his ear through with an awl; and he shall serve him till the jubilee. 7 And if 
a man sell his daughter for a maid-servant, she shall not go out as the men-servants go 
out. 8If she please not her master, to whom he hath assigned her, then shall he aid her 
to be redeemed: unto a strange nation he shall have no power to sell her, seeing he hath 
dealt faithlessly with her. 9 And if he should assign her unto his son, then shall he do 
unto her after the right of the daughters. 1° If he take himself another wife, her food, 
her raiment, and her duty of marriage, shall he not diminish. 1 And if he do not these 
three things unto her, then shall she go out free, without money. 12 He that smiteth a 
man, so that he die, shall surely be put to death. 13 And if he did not lie in wait, but God 
let it come into his hand, then will I appoint thee a place whither he shall flee. 14 But if 
a man come presumptuously upon his neighbor, to slay him with guile, from my altar 
shalt thou take him, that he may die. 15 And he that smiteth his father, or his mother, 
shall surely be put to death. 16 And he that stealeth a man, and selleth him, and he be 
found in his hand, shall surely be put to death. 17 And he that curseth his father, or his 
mother, shall surely be put to death. 18 And if men strive together, and one smite the 
other with a stone, or with the fist, and he die not, but keepeth his bed: 19 If he rise 
again, and walk abroad upon his crutch, then shall he that smote him be quit; only he 
shall pay for the loss of his time, and shall cause him to be thoroughly healed. 2° And if 


aman smite his servant or his maid, with a rod, and he die under his hand, it shall be 
surely avenged. 21 Nevertheless, if he continue alive a day or two, it shall not be avenged; 


for he is his money. 22 If men strive, and hurt a woman with child, so that her children 
depart from her, and yet no farther mischief follow: he shall be surely punished, [with 
a fine,] according as the husband of the woman will lay upon him; and he shall pay this 
by the decision of the judges. 23 And if any mischief follow, then shalt thou give life for 
life. 24 Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot, 2° Burning for burning, 
wound for wound, bruise for bruise. 26 And if a man smite the eye of his servant, or the 
eye of his maid, that it perish, he shall let him go free for the sake of his eye. 27 And if he 
strike out his man-servant's tooth, or his maid-servant's tooth, he shall let him go free 
for the sake of his tooth. 28 If an ox gore a man or a woman, that he die: then shall the 
ox be surely stoned, and his flesh shall not be eaten; but the owner of the ox shall be 
quit. 29 But if the ox were wont to gore in time past, and warning have been given to his 
owner, and he hath not kept him in, and he killeth a man or a woman: the ox shall be 
stoned, and his owner also should of right be put to death; 3° But there shall be laid on 
him a sum of money in atonement, and he shall give the ransom of his life whatsoever 
may be laid upon him. 3! If he gore a son, or gore a daughter, according to this judgment 
shall be done unto him. 32 If the ox gore a man-servant or a maid-servant, thirty shekels 
of silver shall he give to his master, and the ox shall be stoned. 33 And if a man open 
a pit, or if a man dig a pit, and do not cover it, and an ox or an ass fall therein: 34 The 
owner of the pit shall make it good, he shall make restitution in money unto the owner 


thereof; and the dead beast shall be his. 35 And if one man's ox hurt the ox of another, 
that he die: then shall they sell the live ox, and divide his money; and the dead ox also 


they shall divide. 3° But if it be known that the ox was wont to gore in time past, and his 
owner hath not kept him in: he shall surely pay ox for ox; and the dead shall belong to 
him. 


1 (21:37) If a man steal an ox or a sheep, and kill it, or sell it: five oxen shall he restore 
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for one ox, and four sheep for one sheep. 2 (22:1) If a thief be found while breaking in, and 
be smitten so that he die, there shall no blood be shed for him. 3 (22:2) If the sun be risen 
upon him, there shall be blood shed for him; he shall make full restitution; if he have 
nothing, then shall he be sold for his theft. 4 (22:3) If the thing stolen be actually found 
in his hand alive, whether it be ox, or ass, or sheep, he shall restore double. ° (22:4) If a 
man cause a field or vineyard to be eaten off, and he let his beasts enter, and they feed 
in another man's field; with the best of his own field, and with best of his own vineyard, 
shall he make restitution. © (22:5) If a fire break out, and meet with thorns, so that stacks 
of corn, or the standing corn, or the field, be consumed thereby, he that kindled the 
fire shall surely make restitution. 7 (22:6) If a man do deliver unto his neighbor money 
or vessels to keep, and it be stolen out of the man's house: if the thief be found, he 
shall pay double. 8 (22:7) If the thief be not found, then shall the master of the house be 
brought unto the judges, [to swear] that he have not stretched out his hand against his 
neighbor's goods. 9 (22:8) For all manner of trespass, for ox, for ass, for lamb, for raiment, 
or for any manner of lost thing, of which he can say, This is it, before the judges shall 
come the cause of both parties, and he, whom the judges may condemn, shall pay double 
unto his neighbor. 1° (22:9) If a man deliver unto his neighbor an ass, or an ox, or alamb, 
or any beast, to keep; and it die, or be hurt, or driven away, no man seeing it: 11 (22:10) 


Then shall an oath of the Lord be between them both, that he have not stretched out 
his hand against his neighbor's goods; and the owner of it shall accept this, and he shall 


not make it good. 12 (22:11) But if it be stolen from him, he shall make restitution unto 
the owner thereof. 13 (22:12) If it be torn in pieces, then let him bring it as evidence; 
that which was torn he shall not make good. 14 (22:13) And if a man borrow aught of his 
neighbor, and it be hurt, or die, the owner thereof not being with it, he shall surely make 
it good. 15 (22:14) But if the owner thereof be with it, he shall not make it good; if it be 
a hired thing, the loss is included in its hire. 1¢ (22:15) And if a man seduce a virgin that 
is not betrothed, and lie with her, he shall surely endow her to be his wife. 17 (22:16) If 
her father refuse to give her unto him, he shall pay money according to the dowry of 
virgins. 18 (22:17) Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live. 19 (22:18) Whosoever lieth with a 
beast shall surely be put to death. 2° (22:19) He that sacrificeth unto any god, save unto 
the Lord only, shall be utterly destroyed. 21 (22:20) And a stranger thou shalt not vex, 
and shalt not oppress him; for strangers ye were in the land of Egypt. 22 (22:21) Ye shall 
not afflict any widow, or fatherless child. 23 (22:22) If thou afflict him in any wise; [for 
if he cry at all unto me, I will surely hear his cry:] 24 (22:23) My wrath shall wax hot, 
and I will slay you with the sword; and your wives shall be widows, and your children 
fatherless. 25 (22:24) If thou lend money to my people, to the poor by thee, thou shalt 
not be to him as a lender of money; thou shalt not lay upon him usury. 26 (22:25) If thou 
take at all thy neighbor's raiment in pledge, thou shalt restore it unto him by the time 
the sun goeth down; 27 (22:26) For it is his only covering, it is his raiment for his skin; 
wherein shall he sleep? and it shall come to pass, when he crieth unto me, that I will 
hear; for I am gracious. 28 (22:27) The judges thou shalt not revile; and a ruler among 
thy people thou shalt not curse. 29 (22:28) The first of thy ripe fruits, and of thy liquors, 
shalt thou not delay to offer; the first-born of thy sons shalt thou give unto me. 3° (22:29) 
In like manner shalt thou do with thy ox, with thy sheep; seven days it shall be with its 
dam; on the eighth day thou shalt give it me. 31 (22:30) And holy men shall ye be unto 


me: and flesh that is torn of beasts in the field, shall ye not eat; to the dogs shall ye cast 
it. 


23 


1 Thou shalt not receive a false report: put not thy hand with the wicked to be 
an unrighteous witness. 2 Thou shalt not follow a multitude to do evil; neither shalt 
thou speak in a cause, to incline after many, to wrest judgment. 3 Neither shalt thou 
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countenance a poor man in his cause. 4 If thou meet thy enemy's ox or his ass going 
astray, thou shalt surely bring it back to him again. 5 If thou see the ass of him that 
hateth thee lying under his burden, and wouldest forbear to unload him, [thou must not 
do so, but] thou shalt surely unload with him. Thou shalt not wrest the judgment of thy 
poor in his cause. ’ Keep thyself far from a false speech; and him who hath been declared 
innocent and righteous thou shalt not slay; for I will not justify the wicked. ® And thou 
shalt take no bribe; for the bribe blindeth the clear-sighted, and perverteth the words of 
the righteous. ? And a stranger shalt thou not oppress; for ye know well the spirit of the 
stranger, seeing ye yourselves were strangers in the land of Egypt. !° And six years shalt 
thou sow thy land, and shalt gather in the fruits thereof; 1! But the seventh year shalt 
thou let it rest and lie still; that the needy of thy people may eat [of it]; and what they 
leave the beasts of the field shall eat: in like manner shalt thou deal with thy vineyard, 
and with thy olive tree. 12 Six days shalt thou do thy work, and on the seventh day shalt 
thou rest; that thy ox and thy ass may repose, and the son of thy hand-maid, and the 
stranger, may be refreshed. 13 And in all things that I have said unto you be on your 
guard; and of the name of other gods ye shall make no mention, it shall not be heard out 
of thy mouth. 14 Three times shalt thou keep a feast unto me in the year. 15 The feast 
of unleavened bread shalt thou keep; seven days shalt thou eat unleavened bread, as I 
commanded thee, in the time appointed of the month of Abib; for in it thou camest out 
from Egypt: and none shall appear before me empty. 1° And the feast of harvest, of the 
first-fruits of thy labors, which thou hast sown in thy field: and the feast of ingathering, 
at the conclusion of the year, when thou gatherest in thy labors out of the field. 1” Three 
times in the year shall all thy males appear before the Lord, the Eternal. 18 Thou shalt not 
offer the blood of my sacrifice with leavened bread; neither shall the fat of my festive 
sacrifice remain until morning. 19 The first of the first-fruits of thy land shalt thou bring 
unto the house of the Lord thy God. Thou shalt not seethe a kid in its mother's milk. 
20 Behold, I send an angel before thee, to keep thee on the way, and to bring thee unto 
the place which I have prepared. 21 Beware of him, and obey his voice, disobey him not; 
for he will not pardon your transgression, because my name is in him. 2? But if thou wilt 
carefully hearken to his voice, and do all that I shall speak: then will I be an enemy unto 
thy enemies, and afflict those that afflict thee. 23 For my angel shall go before thee, and 
bring thee in unto the Emorites, and the Hittites, and the Perizzites, and the Canaanites, 
the Hivites, and the Jebusites; and I will cut them off. 24 Thou shalt not bow down to 
their gods, nor serve them, nor do after their deeds; but thou shalt utterly overthrow 
them, and completely break down their statuary images. 25 And ye shall serve the Lord 
your God, and he will bless thy bread, and thy water; and I will remove sickness from the 
midst of thee. 26 There shall be no one casting her children, nor a barren woman, in thy 
land; the number of thy days I will make full. 2” My terror will I send before thee, and 
will bring in confusion all the people to which thou shalt come; and I will make all thy 
enemies turn their back unto thee. 28 And I will send hornets before thee, and they shall 


drive out the Hivite, the Canaanite, and the Hittite, from before thee. 291 will not drive 
them out from before thee in one year; lest the land become desolate, and the beast of 


the field multiply against thee. 3° Little by little will I drive them out from before thee, 
until thou be increased and canst possess the land. 31 And I will set thy bounds from 


the Red Sea unto the sea of the Philistines, and from the desert unto the river; for I will 
deliver into your hand the inhabitants of the land, and thou shalt drive them out before 


thee. 32 Thou shalt not make a covenant with them, nor with their gods. 33 They shall 
not dwell in thy land, lest they cause thee to sin against me; for thou mightest [be led 
to] serve their gods, and this would surely be a snare unto thee. 


24 
1 And unto Moses he said, Come up unto the Lord, thou, and Aaron, Nadab, and Abihu, 
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and seventy of the elders of Israel; and ye shall bow yourselves down afar off. 2 And Moses 
alone shall come near unto the Lord, but they shall not come nigh; and the people shall 
not go up with him. 3 And Moses came and told the people all the words of the Lord, 
and all the laws of justice; and all the people answered with one voice, and said, all the 
words which the Lord hath spoken will we do. 4 And Moses wrote down all the words 
of the Lord, and he rose up early in the morning, and built an altar at the foot of the 
mount, and twelve pillars, according to the twelve tribes of Israel. > And he then sent 
the young men of the children of Israel, and they offered burnt-offerings, and sacrificed 
peace-offerings unto the Lord, of oxen. © And Moses took the half of the blood, and put 
it in basins; and the [other] half of the blood he sprinkled on the altar. 7 And he took 
the book of the covenant, and read in the hearing of the people; and they said, all that 
the Lord hath spoken will we do and obey. ® And Moses took the blood and sprinkled it 
on the people, and said, Behold the blood of the covenant, which the Lord hath made 
with you concerning all these words. 9 Then went up Moses, with Aaron, Nadab, and 
Abihu, and seventy of the elders of Israel. 1° And they saw the God of Israel; and the 
place under his feet was like a paved work of brilliant sapphire, and like the color of 
heaven in clearness. 1! And against the nobles of the children of Israel he stretched not 
forth his hand; and they saw [the glory of] God, and did eat and drink. 12 And the Lord 
said unto Moses, come up to me to the mount, and remain there: and I will give thee 


the tables of stone, with the law, and the commandment which I have written, to teach 
them. 13 And Moses rose up, and his servant Joshua; and Moses went up to the mount of 


God. 14 And unto the elders he said, Tarry ye for us here, until the time we come again 
unto you; and, behold, Aaron and Chur are with you, whoever may have any cause to be 
decided, let him come unto them. 15 And Moses went up to the mount, and the cloud 
covered the mount. 16 And the glory of the Lord abode upon mount Sinai, and the cloud 
covered it six days; and he called unto Moses on the seventh day out of the midst of the 
cloud. 17 And the appearance of the glory of the Lord was like a devouring fire on the top 
of the mount, before the eyes of the children of Israel. 18 And Moses went into the midst 
of the cloud, and ascended the mount; and Moses was on the mount forty days and forty 
nights. 


Zo 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, that they 
may bring me an offering; from every man whose heart prompteth him thereto shall 
ye take my offering. 3 And this is the offering which ye shall take from them: gold, and 
silver, and copper, 4 And blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and linen thread, and goats' 
hair, 5 And rams' skins died red, and badgers' skins, and shittim wood, ° Oil for lighting, 
spices for the anointing oil, and for the incense of spices, 7 Onyx stones, and stones for 
setting, for the ephod, and for the breastplate. ® And they shall make mea sanctuary; and 
I will dwell in the midst of them. ? In accordance with all that I show thee, the pattern of 
the tabernacle, and the pattern of all the instruments thereof, even so shall ye make it. 
10 And they shall make an ark of shittim wood: two cubits and a half shall be its length, 
and a cubit and a half its breadth, and a cubit and a half its height. 11 And thou shalt 
overlay it with pure gold, within and without shalt thou overlay it; and thou shalt make 
upon it a crown of gold round about. 12 And thou shalt cast for it four rings of gold, and 
put them on the four corners thereof; namely, two rings shall be on the one side of it, 
and two rings on the other side of it. 13 And thou shalt make staves of shittim wood, 
and overlay them with gold. 14 And thou shalt place the staves into the rings, upon the 
sides of the ark, that the ark may be borne with them. 15 In the rings of the ark shall the 
staves remain: they shall not be removed therefrom. 1° And thou shalt put into the ark 
the testimony which I will give unto thee. 17 And thou shalt make a cover of pure gold; 
two cubits and a half shall be its length, and a cubit and a half its breadth. 18 And thou 
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shalt make two cherubim of gold, of beaten work shalt thou make them, on the two ends 


of the cover. 19 And make one cherub on the one end, and the other cherub on the other 
end; from the cover itself shall ye make the cherubim on the two ends thereof. 2° And the 


cherubim shall be spreading forth their wings on high, overshadowing the cover with 
their wings, with their faces turned one to the other; toward the cover shall the faces 
of the cherubim be directed. 21 And thou shalt put the cover above upon the ark; and 
in the ark shalt thou put the testimony which I will give unto thee. 2? And I will meet 
with thee there, and I will speak with thee from above the cover, from between the two 
cherubim which are upon the ark of the testimony, all that which I will command thee 


unto the children of Israel. 23 Thou shalt also make a table of shittim wood; two cubits 
shall be its length, and a cubit its breadth, and a cubit and a half its height. 24 And thou 


shalt overlay it with pure gold, and make thereto a crown of gold round about. 25 And 


thou shalt make unto it a rim of a hand's breadth round about; and thou shalt make a 
golden crown on its rim round about. 26 And thou shalt make for it four rings of gold, 


and thou shalt put the rings on the four corners that are on its four feet. 2” Close under 
the rim shall the rings be; as receptacles for the staves, to bear the table. 28 And thou 
shalt make the staves of shittim wood, and overlay them with gold; and the table shall be 
borne with them. 2° And thou shalt make its dishes, and its spoons, and its supporters, 
and its purifying tubes, wherewith [the bread] is to be covered: of pure gold shalt thou 
make them. °° And thou shalt set upon the table show-bread before me always. 3! And 
thou shalt make a candlestick of pure gold: of beaten work shall the candlestick be made; 
its shaft, and its branches, its bowls, its knobs, and its flowers, shall be out of one piece 
with it. 32 And six branches shall come out of its sides; three branches of the candlestick 


out of the one side, and three branches of the candlestick out of the other side. 33 Three 
bowls, almond-shaped, shall be on one branch, witha knob and a flower; and three bowls, 


almond-shaped, on the other branch, with a knob and a flower: so on the six branches 
that come out of the candlestick. 34 And on the candlestick itself shall be four bowls, 
almond-shaped, [with] its knobs and its flowers. 35 And there shall be a knob under the 


two branches that come out of the same, and a knob under the two branches that come 
out of the same, and a knob under the two branches that come out of the same; for the 
six branches that proceed out of the candlestick. 3° Their knobs and their branches shall 


be out of one piece with it; all of it shall be one piece of beaten work of pure gold. 37 And 
thou shalt make its seven lamps; and when they light its lamps, it shall give light toward 
the body of it. 38 And its tongs, and its snuff-dishes shall be of pure gold. 3° Out of a 
talent of pure gold shall he make it, with all these vessels. 4° And look that thou make 
them after their pattern, which thou wast shown on the mount. 


26 


1 The tabernacle also shalt thou make of ten curtains, of twisted linen thread, and 
blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, with cherubim, of weaver's work shalt thou make 


them. 2 The length of each curtain shall be eight and twenty cubits, and the breadth of 


each curtain four cubits: there shall be one measure for all the curtains. 3 Five of the 
curtains shall be coupled together, one to another; and the other five curtains shall be 


coupled, one to another. 4 And thou shalt make loops of blue on the edge of the one 
curtain which is on the outside in the [one] coupling; and the like shalt thou make on 
the edge of the curtain which is the outmost in the second coupling. 5 Fifty loops shalt 
thou make on the one curtain, and fifty loops shalt thou make on the edge of the curtain 
that is in the second coupling; the loops shall be fixed opposite each other. © And thou 
shalt make fifty hooks of gold; and thou shalt couple the curtains together one unto 
the other with the hooks, and the tabernacle shall thus be one piece. 7 And thou shalt 
make curtains of goats' hair for a tent over the tabernacle; eleven curtains shalt thou 
make the same. ® The length of each curtain shall be thirty cubits, and the breadth of 


each curtain four cubits: there shall be one measure for the eleven curtains. 9 And thou 
shalt couple five of the curtains by themselves, and six of the curtains by themselves; 


XRN 


77 


Exodus 26:10 73 Exodus 27:5 


and thou shalt double the sixth curtain toward the front side of the tabernacle. 1° And 
thou shalt make fifty loops on the edge of the one curtain that is the outmost in the 
[one] coupling, and fifty loops on the edge of the curtain of the second coupling. 1! And 
thou shalt make fifty hooks of copper; and thou shalt put the hooks into the loops, and 
couple the tent together, that it may be one piece. !2 And the part hanging over in the 
excess of the curtains of the tent, the half curtain which is over, shall hang down over 
the back part of the tabernacle. 13 And the cubit on the one side, and the cubit on the 
other side in the excess in the length of the curtains of the tent, shall be hanging down 


over the sides of the tabernacle on this side and on that side, to cover it. 14 And thou 
shalt make a cover for the tent of rams' skins dyed red, and a cover of badgers' skins 


above. 15 And thou shalt make the boards for the tabernacle of shittim wood, standing 
up. 1¢ Ten cubits shall be the length of each board, and a cubit and a half shall be the 
breadth of each one board. 1” There shall be two tenons for every board, fitted in, one 
against the other: the like shalt thou make for all the boards of the tabernacle. 18 And 
thou shalt make the boards for the tabernacle: twenty boards for the south side, on the 
right. 19 And forty sockets of silver shalt thou make under the twenty boards; two sockets 


under the one board for its two tenons, and two sockets under the other board for its 
two tenons. 2° And for the other side of the tabernacle, for the north side, there shall be 
twenty boards; 2! And their forty sockets of silver; two sockets under the one board, and 


two sockets under the other board. 22 And for the back wall of the tabernacle, westward, 
thou shalt make six boards. 23 And two boards shalt thou make for the corners of the 
tabernacle in the back wall. 24 And they shall be closely fitting together beneath, and 


they shall be closely joined together on the top by means of one ring: thus shall it be for 
both of them; for the two corners shall they be. 25 And so they shall be eight boards, and 


their sockets of silver, sixteen sockets: two sockets under the one board, and two sockets 
under the other board. 26 And thou shalt make bars of shittim wood: five for the boards 
of the one side of the tabernacle; 2” And five bars for the boards of the other side of the 
tabernacle, and five bars for the boards of the side of the tabernacle, for the back wall, 
westward; 28 And the middle bar in the midst of the boards, passing from the one end 


to the other end. 29 And the boards thou shalt overlay with gold, and their rings thou 
shalt make of gold, as receptacles for the bars; and thou shalt overlay the bars with gold. 
30 And thou shalt rear up the tabernacle, according to the fashion thereof, which thou 
hast been shown on the mount. 31 And thou shalt make a vail of blue, and purple, and 
scarlet yarn, and twisted linen, of weavers' work shall it be made, with cherubim. 32 And 
thou shalt hang it upon four pillars of shittim wood overlaid with gold: their hooks also 
shall be of gold; upon four sockets of silver. 33 And thou shalt hang up the vail under 
the hooks; and thou shalt bring in thither within the vail the ark of the testimony; and 
the vail shall divide unto you between the holy place and the holy of holies. 34 And thou 
shalt put the cover upon the ark of the testimony in the holy of holies. 35 And thou shalt 
set the table without the vail, and the candlestick over against the table on the side of 
the tabernacle, toward the south; and the table thou shalt put on the north side. 3° And 
thou shalt make a hanging for the door of the tent, of blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, 
and twisted linen; the work of the embroiderer. 3” And thou shalt make for the hanging 
five pillars of shittim wood, and overlay them with gold, their hooks also shall be of gold; 
and thou shalt cast for them five sockets of copper. 


1 And thou shalt make the altar of shittim wood: five cubits long, and five cubits broad, 
a foursquare shall the altar be, and three cubits shall be its height. 2 And thou shalt make 
its horns on its four corners, from itself shall its horns be; and thou shalt overlay it with 
copper. 3 And thou shalt make its pots to receive its ashes, and its shovels, and its basins, 
and its forks, and its fire-pans; all its vessels thou shalt make of copper. 4 And thou shalt 
make for it a grating, of a network of copper; and thou shalt make upon the net four 
rings of copper, on its four corners. ° And thou shalt put it under the compass of the 
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altar beneath, and the net shall reach even to the half of the altar. © And thou shalt make 
staves for the altar, staves of shittim wood, and overlay them with copper. 7 And the 


staves shall be put into the rings, and the staves shall be upon the two sides of the altar, 
when they bear it. ® Hollow, of boards, shalt thou make it; as it was shown to thee on 
the mount, so shall they make it. 9 And thou shalt make the court of the tabernacle: 
for the south side, on the right, the hangings for the court, of twisted linen, shall be a 
hundred cubits in length, for the one side. 1° And its pillars shall be twenty, with their 
twenty sockets of copper; the hooks of the pillars and their fillets shall be of silver. 11 And 
likewise for the north side in the length there shall be hangings one hundred cubits in 
length, and its pillars twenty with their twenty sockets of copper; the hooks of the pillars 
and their fillets shall be of silver. 12 And [for] the breadth of the court on the west side 
shall be fifty cubits of hangings; their pillars shall be ten, and their sockets ten. 13 And 
the breadth of the court on the front side, eastward, shall be fifty cubits. 14 And fifteen 
cubits of hangings shall be on the one wing; their pillars shall be three and their sockets 
three. 5 And on the other wing shall be fifteen cubits of hangings; their pillars shall 
be three, and their sockets three. 1° And for the gate of the court shall be a hanging 
of twenty cubits, of blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen, the work of 
the embroiderer; with four pillars for the same, and their four sockets. 17 All the pillars 


round about the court shall be filleted with silver; their hooks shall be of silver and their 
sockets of copper. 18 The length of the court shall be one hundred cubits, and the breadth 


fifty by fifty, and the height five cubits, of twisted linen, and the sockets for the same of 
copper. 19 All the vessels of the tabernacle in all the service thereof, and all its pins, and 
all the pins of the court, shall be of copper. 2° And thou shalt command the children of 
Israel, that they bring thee pure olive oil, beaten out, for the lighting, to cause a light to 
burn always. #1 In the tabernacle of the congregation, without the vail, which is before 
the testimony, shall Aaron with his sons arrange it [for] from the evening to the morning, 
before the Lord; as a statute for ever unto their generations, on behalf of the children of 
Israel. 


1 And thou shalt let come near unto thee Aaron thy brother, and his sons with him, 
from among the children of Israel, that he may be a priest unto me; Aaron, Nadab and 
Abihu, Elazar and Ithamar, the sons of Aaron. 2 And thou shalt make holy garments for 
Aaron thy brother, for glory and for ornament. 3 And thou shalt speak unto all that are 
wisehearted, whom I have filled with the spirit of wisdom, that they may make garments 
for Aaron, to sanctify him, that he may be a priest unto me. 4 And these are the garments 
which they shall make: a breastplate, and an ephod, and a robe, and a checkered coat, 
a mitre, and a girdle; and they shall make holy garments for Aaron thy brother, and for 
his sons, to be a priest unto me. > And they shall take the gold, and the blue, and purple, 
and scarlet yarn, and the linen. ® And they shall make the ephod, of gold, of blue, and of 
purple, of scarlet yarn, and twisted linen, of weaver's work. 7 Two shoulder-pieces shall 
it have joined at the two edges thereof; by which it shall be joined together. ® And the 
belt for girding, which is upon it, shall be of the same make, out of the same piece with 
itself; of gold, of blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen. 9? And thou shalt 
take two onyx stones, and engrave on them the names of the children of Israel: 1° Six of 
their names on the one stone, and the names of the remaining six on the other stone, 
according to the order of their birth. 11 With the work of an engraver in stone, like the 
engraving of a signet, shalt thou engrave the two stones with the names of the children 
of Israel; fitted in settings of gold shalt thou make them. 12 And thou shalt put the two 
stones upon the shoulder-pieces of the ephod as stones of memorial unto the children 
of Israel; and Aaron shall bear their names before the Lord upon his two shoulders for a 
memorial. 13 And thou shalt make casings of gold; 14 And two chains of pure gold, with 
knots at the ends, of wreathed work shalt thou make them, and thou shalt fasten the 


XRN 


79 


Exodus 28:15 75 Exodus 28:43 


wreathed chains to the casings. 15 And thou shalt make the breastplate of judgment, 
of weaver's work; after the work of the ephod thou shalt make it; of gold, of blue, and 
purple, and scarlet yarn, and of twisted linen, shalt thou make it. 1° Four-square shall it 
be, double; a span in length, and a span in breadth. 1” And thou shalt set in it settings of 
stones, even four rows of stones: the first row, a sardius, a topaz, and an emerald; this 
shall be the first row. !8 And the second row, a carbuncle, a sapphire, and a diamond. 
19 And the third row, an opal, a turquoise, and an amethyst. 2° And the fourth row, a 
chrysolite, and an onyx, and a jasper: they shall be fitted in golden casings when they 
are set in. 21 And the stones shall be according to the names of the children of Israel, 
twelve, according to their names; [engraved] with the engraving of a signet, every one 
according to his name, shall they be for the twelve tribes. 22 And thou shalt make on the 
breastplate chains with knots at the ends, of wreathed work, of pure gold. 23 And thou 
shalt make on the breastplate two rings of gold, and shalt put the two rings on the two 
ends of the breastplate. 24 And thou shalt put the two wreathed chains of gold in the two 
rings, on the ends of the breastplate. 2° And the [other] two ends of the two wreathed 
chains thou shalt fasten on the two casings, and put them on the shoulder-pieces of 
the ephod on the outside thereof. 2° And thou shalt make two rings of gold, and thou 
shalt put them on the two ends of the breastplate on its border, which is on the opposite 
side of the ephod, inward. 27 And thou shalt make two more rings of gold, and shalt put 
them on the two shoulder-pieces of the ephod underneath, toward its front part, close 
by its seam, above the girdle of the ephod. 28 And they shall fasten the breastplate by its 
rings unto the rings of the ephod with a lace of blue, that it may remain on the girdle 
of the ephod, and that the breastplate be not loosed from the ephod. 2? And Aaron shall 
bear the names of the children of Israel in the breastplate of judgment upon his heart, 
when he goeth in unto the holy place, for a memorial before the Lord continually. 3° And 
thou shalt put into the breastplate of judgment the Urim and the Thummim, and they 
shall be upon Aaron's heart, when he goeth in before the Lord; and Aaron shall bear the 
judgment of the children of Israel upon his heart before the Lord continually. 31 And thou 
shalt make the robe of the ephod altogether of blue woolen yarn. 3? And there shall be an 
opening in the top of it, in the midst thereof; it shall have a binding of woven work, round 
about its opening, as it is on the opening of a habergeon, so shall it be thereon, that it be 
not rent. 23 And thou shalt make on its lower hem pomegranates of blue, and purple, and 
scarlet yarn, round about its lower hem; and bells of gold between them round about: 
34 A golden bell and a pomegranate, a golden bell and a pomegranate, on the lower hem 
of the robe round about. 35 And it shall be upon Aaron when he ministereth; and his 
sound shall be heard when he goeth in into the holy place before the Lord, and when he 
cometh out, that he die not. 3¢ And thou shalt make a plate of pure gold, and grave upon 
it, like the engraving of a signet, Holy unto the Lord. 37 And thou shalt fasten it on a lace 
of blue, and it shall be upon the mitre; upon the front of the mitre shall it be. 38 And it 
shall be upon Aaron's forehead; and Aaron shall atone for the iniquity of the holy things, 
which the children of Israel shall hallow in all their holy gifts; and it shall be upon his 
forehead always, that they may be received in favor before the Lord. 3? And thou shalt 
make the coat of linen checkered, and thou shalt make a mitre of linen, and a girdle shalt 


thou make of embroiderer's work. 4° And for Aaron's sons shalt thou make coats, and 
thou shalt make for them girdles; and bonnets thou shalt make for them, for glory and 


for ornament. 4! And thou shalt clothe therewith Aaron thy brother, and his sons with 
him; and thou shalt anoint them, and consecrate them, and sanctify them, that they may 
be priests unto me. 42 And thou shalt make them linen breeches to cover their nakedness; 
from the loins even unto the thighs shall they reach. #3 And they shall be upon Aaron, 
and upon his sons, when they come in unto the tabernacle of the congregation, or when 
they come near unto the altar to minister in the holy place; that they bear not iniquity, 
and die; a statute for ever shall it be for him and for his seed after him. 
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1 And this is the thing that thou shalt do unto them to hallow them, to become priests 
unto me: Take one young bullock, and two rams without blemish, ? And unleavened 
bread, and unleavened cakes, mingled with oil, and unleavened wafers, anointed with 
oil; of fine wheaten flour shalt thou make them. 3 And thou shalt put them into 
one basket, and bring them near in the basket, with the bullock and the two rams. 
4 And Aaron and his sons shalt thou bring near unto the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation, and shalt wash them with water. 5 And thou shalt take the garments, 
and clothe Aaron with the coat, and the robe of the ephod, and the ephod, and the 
breastplate, and gird him with the girdle of the ephod: © And thou shalt put the mitre 
upon his head, and thou shalt fasten the holy crown upon the mitre. 7 Then shalt thou 
take the anointing oil, and pour it upon his head, and anoint him. ® And his sons shalt 
thou bring near, and clothe them with coats. ? And thou shalt gird them with the girdles, 
Aaron and his sons, and bind the bonnets on them; and the priest's office shall be theirs 
for a perpetual statute: and thus shalt thou consecrate Aaron and his sons. 1° And thou 
shalt cause the bullock to be brought before the tabernacle of the congregation: and 
Aaron and his sons shall lay their hands upon the head of the bullock. !! And thou shalt 
kill the bullock before the Lord, by the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. !2 And 
thou shalt take of the blood of the bullock, and put it upon the horns of the altar with 
thy finger, and all the remaining blood shalt thou pour out beside the bottom of the 


altar. 13 And thou shalt take all the fat that covereth the inwards, and the midriff above 
the liver, and the two kidneys, and the fat that is upon them, and burn them upon the 


altar. 14 But the flesh of the bullock, and his skin, and his dung, shalt thou burn with fire, 
without the camp: it is a sin-offering. 15 And the one ram shalt thou take; and Aaron and 
his sons shall lay their hands upon the head of the ram. !° And thou shalt slay the ram, 
and thou shalt take his blood, and sprinkle it upon the altar round about. !’ And the 
ram shalt thou cut in pieces, and wash his inwards, and his legs, and put them with his 
pieces, and with his head. 18 And thou shalt burn the whole ram upon the altar, it is 
a burnt-offering unto the Lord; it is a sweet savor, an offering made by fire unto the 
Lord. !° And thou shalt take the other ram; and Aaron and his sons shall lay their hands 
upon the head of the ram. 2° Then shalt thou kill the ram, and take of his blood, and 
put it upon the tip of Aaron's right ear, and upon the tip of the right ear of his sons, 
and upon the thumb of their right hand, and upon the great toe of their right foot, and 
sprinkle the blood upon the altar round about. 2! And thou shalt take of the blood that 
is upon the altar, and of the anointing oil, and sprinkle them upon Aaron, and upon his 
garments, and upon his sons, and upon the garments of his sons with him: and he shall 
be hallowed, together with his garments, and his sons, and the garments of his sons with 
him. 22 And thou shalt take from the ram the fat and the rump, and the fat that covereth 
the inwards, and the midriff above the liver, and the two kidneys, and the fat that is upon 
them, and the right shoulder; for it is a ram of consecration; 23 And one loaf of bread, 


and one cake of the oiled bread, and one wafer, out of the basket of the unleavened bread 
that is before the Lord. 24 And thou shalt put all this upon the hands of Aaron, and upon 


the hands of his sons; and thou shalt make with them a waving before the Lord. 25 And 
thou shalt then take them from their hands, and burn them upon the altar upon the 
burnt-offering; for a sweet savor before the Lord, it is an offering made by fire unto the 
Lord. 26 And thou shalt take the breast of the ram of the consecration that belongeth to 
Aaron, and make therewith a waving before the Lord; and it shall belong to thee as thy 
portion. 27 And thou shalt sanctify the breast which hath been waved, and the shoulder 
which hath been lifted up, which was waved, and which was heaved up, of the ram of the 
consecration, of that which belongeth to Aaron, and of that which belongeth to his sons: 
28 That they shall belong to Aaron and to his sons, as a statute forever, from the children 
of Israel; for it is a heave-offering; and a heave-offering it shall remain from the children 
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of Israel, from the sacrifices of their peace-offerings, as their heave-offering unto the 
Lord. 29 And the holy garments belonging to Aaron shall be for his sons after him, to 
anoint them therein, and to consecrate them therein. 3° Seven days shall that one of 
his sons put them on who is to be priest in his place, who is to go into the tabernacle of 
the congregation to minister in the sanctuary. 31 And the ram of the consecration shalt 
thou take, and seethe his flesh in a holy place. 32 And Aaron with his sons shall eat the 
flesh of the ram, and the bread that is in the basket, by the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation. 33 And they shall eat those things wherewith the atonement was made, 
to consecrate them and to sanctify them; but a stranger shall not eat thereof, because 
they are holy. 34 And if aught of the flesh of the consecration sacrifice, or of the bread, 
remain unto the morning, then shalt thou burn the remainder with fire; it shall not be 
eaten, because it is holy. 35 And thou shalt do unto Aaron, and to his sons thus, all as 
I have commanded thee; seven days shalt thou consecrate them. 3¢ And a bullock shalt 
thou offer every day for a sin-offering as an atonement: and thou shalt cleanse the altar, 
in as much as thou makest an atonement upon it; and thou shalt anoint it, to sanctify it. 
37 Seven days shalt thou make an atonement upon the altar and sanctify it; and the altar 
shall be most holy; whatsoever toucheth the altar shall be holy. 38 And this is what thou 
shalt offer upon the altar: Two sheep of the first year for every day, continually. 39 The 
one sheep shalt thou offer in the morning; and the other sheep shalt thou offer toward 
evening. 4° Anda tenth part of fine flour mingled with the fourth part of a hin of beaten 
oil, and the fourth part of a hin of wine for a drink-offering, shall be for the one sheep. 
41 And the other sheep shalt thou offer toward evening; according to the meat-offering 
of the morning, and according to its drink-offering shalt thou do unto it, for a sweet 
savor, an offering made by fire unto the Lord. 4? A continual burnt-offering throughout 
your generations [shall this be] at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation before 
the Lord; where I will meet with you, to speak unto thee there. 43 And I will meet there 
with the children of Israel, and it shall be sanctified by my glory. 44 And I will sanctify 
the tabernacle of the congregation, and the altar: and both Aaron and his sons will I 
sanctify, that they may he priests unto me. 4° And I will dwell among the children of 
Israel, and I will be to them for a God. 4° And they shall know that I am the Eternal, their 
God, who brought them forth out of the land of Egypt, that I might dwell among them: 
I am the Lord their God. 


30 

1 And thou shalt make an altar to burn incense upon, of shittim wood shalt thou make 
it. 2 A cubit shall be its length, and a cubit its breadth, foursquare shall it be; and two 
cubits shall be its height; from itself shall its horns be. 3 And thou shalt overlay it with 
pure gold, its top, and its sides round about, and its horns; and thou shalt make unto 
it a crown of gold round about. 4 And two rings of gold shalt thou make for it beneath 
its crown, on its two corners shalt thou make them, upon both its sides; and they shall 
be as receptacles for the staves to bear it by means of them. > And thou shalt make the 
staves of shittim wood, and overlay them with gold. © And thou shalt put it before the vail 
that is before the ark of the testimony, before the mercy-seat that is over the testimony, 
where I will meet with thee. 7 And Aaron shall burn thereon incense of spices; every 
morning when he dresseth the lamps, shall he burn it. 8 And when Aaron lighteth the 
lamps toward evening, shall he burn it; a perpetual incense before the Lord, throughout 
your generations. ? Ye shall not offer thereon any strange incense, or burnt-sacrifice, or 
meat-offering; and a drink-offering shall ye not pour thereon. 1° And Aaron shall make 
an atonement upon its horns once in a year; with the blood of the sin-offering of the 
day of atonement, once in the year, shall he make atonement upon it, throughout your 
generations; it is most holy unto the Lord. 1! And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 
12 When thou takest the sum of the children of Israel of those who are to be numbered 
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of them, then shall they give every man a ransom for his soul unto the Lord, when they 
number them; that there be no plague among them, when they number them. }° This 
shall they give, every one that passeth among those that are numbered, Half a shekel 
after the shekel of the sanctuary; twenty gerahs to the shekel; the half of the shekel shall 
be the tribute to the Lord. 14 Every one that passeth among those that are numbered, 
from twenty years old and above, shall give the tribute unto the Lord. 15 The rich shall 
not give more, and the poor shall not give less than the half of a shekel, as a tribute 
unto the Lord, to make an atonement for your souls. 1° And thou shalt take the money 
of the atonement from the children of Israel, and shalt employ it for the service of the 
tabernacle of the congregation; and it shall be unto the children of Israel as a memorial 
before the Lord, to make an atonement for your souls. 17 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, 
saying, 18 Thou shalt also make a laver of copper, with its foot of copper, to wash withal: 
and thou shalt set it between the tabernacle of the congregation and the altar, and thou 
shalt put therein water. 19 And Aaron and his sons shall wash out of it their hands and 
their feet. 2° When they go into the tabernacle of the congregation, shall they wash 
themselves with water, that they die not; or when they come near to the altar to minister, 
to burn an offering made by fire unto the Lord. 2! And they shall wash their hands and 
their feet, that they die not; and it shall be to them a statute for ever, even to him and to 
his seed throughout their generations. 22 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 23 And 
thou, take unto thyself principal spices: of pure myrrh five hundred shekels, and of sweet 
cinnamon, its half shall be two hundred and fifty shekels, and of sweet calamus two 
hundred and fifty shekels, 24 And of cassia five hundred shekels, after the shekel of the 
sanctuary, and of olive-oil one hin. 25 And thou shalt make of it an oil of holy anointing, 
a mixture, compounded after the art of the apothecary: an oil of holy anointing shall it 
be. 26 And thou shalt anoint therewith the tabernacle of the congregation, and the ark of 
the testimony, 27 And the table and all its vessels, and the candlestick and its vessels, and 
the altar of incense, 28 And the altar of burnt-offering with all its vessels, and the laver 
and its foot. 29 And thou shalt sanctify them, and they shall be most holy; whatsoever 
toucheth them shall be holy. 3° And Aaron and his sons shalt thou anoint, and consecrate 
them to be priests unto me. 3! And unto the children of Israel shalt thou speak, saying, 
An oil of holy anointing shall this be unto me throughout your generations. 32 Upon the 
flesh of man shall it not be poured, and after its proportion shall ye not make any thing 
like it; it is holy, and holy shall it be unto you. 33 Whosoever compoundeth the like of it, or 
whosoever putteth any of it upon a stranger, shall be cut off from his people. 34 And the 
Lord said unto Moses, Take unto thee spices, balm, and onycha, and galbanum, spices, 
with pure frankincense: of each shall there be an equal weight. 35 And thou shalt make 
it an incense, a mixture after the art of the apothecary, well mingled together, pure and 
holy. 3¢ And thou shalt pour some of it fine, and offer of it before the testimony in the 
tabernacle of the congregation, where I will meet with thee; most holy shall it be unto 
you. 37 And as for the incense which thou shalt make, according to its proportion, shall 
ye not make any unto yourselves: holy shall it be unto thee for the Lord. 38 Whosoever 
shall make the like of it, to smell thereon, shall be cut off from his people. 


31 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 See, I have called by name Bezalel the son 
of Uri, the son of Chur, of the tribe of Judah: 3 And I have filled him with the spirit of God, 
in wisdom, and in understanding, and in knowledge, and in all manner of workmanship, 
4To devise works of art, to work in gold, and in silver, and in copper, > And in the cutting 
of stones, to set them, and in the carving of wood, to work in all manner of workmanship. 
6 And behold, I have also given with him Aholiab, the son of Achissamach, of the tribe 
of Dan, and in the heart of all that are wise-hearted have | put wisdom; and they shall 
make all that I have commanded thee; 7 The tabernacle of the congregation, and the ark 
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of the testimony, and the cover that is thereupon, and all the vessels of the tabernacle; 
8 And the table and its vessels, and the pure candlestick with all its vessels, and the altar 
of incense; ° And the altar of burnt-offering with all its vessels, and the laver and its 
foot; 1° And the cloths of service, and the holy garments for Aaron the priest, and the 
garments of his sons, to minister therein; 1! And the anointing oil, and the incense of 
spices for the holy place: all as I have commanded thee shall they do. 12 And the Lord 
said unto Moses as followeth, !3 And thou shalt speak unto the children of Israel, saying, 
Above all, my sabbaths shall ye keep; for a sign it is between me and you throughout your 
generations; that ye may know that I am the Lord who doth sanctify you. 14 And ye shall 
keep the sabbath, for it is holy unto you; every one that defileth it shall surely be put to 
death; for whosoever doeth any work thereon, that soul shall be cut off from among his 
people. !5 Six days may work be done; but on the seventh is the sabbath of rest, holy to 
the Lord: whosoever doeth any work on the sabbath-day, shall surely be put to death. 
16 And the children of Israel shall keep the sabbath, to observe the sabbath throughout 
their generations, for a perpetual covenant. !7 Between me and the children of Israel it 
shall be a sign for ever; for in six days the Lord made the heavens and the earth, and on 
the seventh day he rested, and was refreshed: 18 And he gave unto Moses, when he had 
finished speaking with him upon mount Sinai, the two tables of the testimony, tables of 
stone, inscribed with the finger of God. 


32 


1 And when the people saw that Moses delayed to come down from the mount, the 
people assembled themselves together around Aaron, and they said unto him, Up, make 
us gods, that shall go before us; for of this man Moses, who hath brought us up out of 
the land of Egypt, we know not what is become of him. 2 And Aaron said unto them, 
Take out the golden earrings, which are in the ears of your wives, of your sons, and 
of your daughters, and bring them unto me. 3 And all the people took out the golden 
earrings, which were in their ears, and brought them unto Aaron. 4 And he took them 
from their hand, and fashioned it in a mould, and he made of it a molten calf; and they 
said, These are thy gods, O Israel, that have brought thee up out of the land of Egypt. 


5 And when Aaron saw this, he built an altar before it; and Aaron called out, and said, A 
feast unto the Lord is tomorrow. © And they rose up early on the morrow, and offered 


burnt-offerings, and brought near peace-offerings; and the people sat down to eat and 
to drink, and rose up to play. 7 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, Go, get thee down; for 
thy people, which thou hast brought up out of the land of Egypt, hath become corrupt: 
8 They have turned aside quickly from the way which I have commanded them; they 
have made themselves a molten calf: and they have bowed themselves to it, and have 
sacrificed unto it, and have said, These are thy gods, O Israel, that have brought thee up 
out of the land of Egypt. ° And the Lord said unto Moses, I have seen this people, and, 
behold, it is a stiffnecked people. 1° And now let me alone, and my wrath shall wax hot 
against them, and I will make an end of them; and I will make of thee a great nation. 
11 Thereupon Moses besought the Lord his God, and said, Why, O Lord, shall thy wrath 
wax hot against thy people, that thou hast brought forth out of the land of Egypt, with 
great power and with a mighty hand? 12 Wherefore should the Egyptians say thus, For 
mischief did he bring them out, to slay them in the mountains, and to destroy them from 
the face of the earth? Turn from thy fierce wrath, and repent thee of the evil decreed 
against thy people. > Remember Abraham, Isaac, and Israel, thy servants, to whom thou 
didst swear by thy own self, and speak unto them, I will multiply your seed as the stars 
of heaven; and all this land that I have spoken of will I give unto your seed, and they shall 
inherit it for ever. 4 And the Lord bethought himself of the evil which he had spoken to 
do unto his people. !5 And Moses turned about, and went down from the mount with the 
two tables of the testimony in his hand: tables inscribed on both their sides; on the one 
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side and on the other were they inscribed. 1° And the tables were the work of God, and 
the writing was the writing of God, engraved upon the tables. 17 And Joshua heard the 
noise of the people in its shouting, and he said unto Moses, There is a noise of war in the 
camp. 18 And he said, It is not the voice of a shout for mastery, neither is it the voice of a 
cry for defeat; the noise of singing do I hear. 19 And it came to pass, when he came nigh 
unto the camp, and he saw the calf, and the dancing: that the anger of Moses waxed hot, 


and he cast from his hands the tables, and broke them at the foot of the mount. 2° And 
he took the calf which they had made, and burnt it in fire, and ground it to a powder, and 


he strewed it upon the water, and made the children of Israel drink of it. 21 And Moses 
said unto Aaron, What hath this people done unto thee, that thou hast brought upon it 
so great a sin? 22 And Aaron said, Let not the anger of my Lord wax hot: thou knowest 
the people, that it is bent on mischief. 23 And they said unto me, Make us gods that shall 
go before us; for of this man Moses, who brought us up out of the land of Egypt, we know 
not what hath become of him. 24 And I said unto them, Who hath any gold? They took it 
off themselves and gave it to me, and I cast it into the fire, and there came out this calf. 
25 And Moses saw the people that it had become unruly; for Aaron had made it unruly for 
a disgrace among their opponents. 2 Moses then placed himself in the gate of the camp, 


and said, Whoever is on the Lord's side, let him come unto me! and there assembled 
themselves unto him all the sons of Levi. 27 And he said unto them, Thus hath said the 
Eternal, the God of Israel, Put ye every man his sword by his side, and go ye hither and 


thither, from gate to gate in the camp, and slay ye every man his brother, and every man 
his companion, and every man his relative. 28 And the children of Levi did according to 
the word of Moses: and there fell of the people on that day about three thousand men. 
29 And Moses said, Consecrate yourselves today to the Lord, yea even every man on his 
son, and on his brother; and to bestow upon you this day a blessing. 3° And it came to 
pass on the morrow, that Moses said unto the people, Ye have sinned a great sin: and 
now I will go up unto the Lord; peradventure I may obtain an atonement for your sin. 
31 And Moses returned unto the Lord, and said, Oh, this people hath sinned a great sin, 
and they have made themselves gods of gold. 32 Yet now, if thou wilt forgive their sin 
—; but if not, blot me out, I pray thee, from thy book which thou hast written. 33 And 
the Lord said unto Moses, Whosoever hath sinned against me, him will I blot out from 
my book. 34 And now go, lead the people unto the place of which I have spoken unto 
thee; behold, my angel shall go before thee; but on the day when I visit I will visit their 
sin upon them. *5 And the Lord sent a plague among the people, because that they had 
made the calf which Aaron made. 


33 

1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Depart, go up from here, thou and the people that thou 
hast brought up out of the land of Egypt, unto the land which I swore unto Abraham, to 
Isaac, and to Jacob, saying, Unto thy seed will I give it;— 2 And I will send before thee an 
angel; and I will drive out the Canaanite, the Emorite, and the Hittite, and the Perizzite, 
the Hivite, and the Jebusite;— 3 Unto a land flowing with milk and honey; for I will not go 
up in the midst of thee, because thou art a stiffnecked people; lest I consume thee on the 
way. 4 And when the people heard these evil tidings, they mourned; and no man did put 
his ornaments on him. ° For the Lord had said unto Moses, Say unto the children of Israel, 
Ye are a stiffnecked people; should I go up one moment in the midst of thee, I would 
consume thee; now therefore put off thy ornaments from thee, and I shall know what I 
will do unto thee. © The children of Israel then stripped themselves of their ornaments 
[they wore] from [the time they were at] mount Horeb. 7 And Moses took the tent, and 
pitched it without the camp, afar off from the camp, and called it, Tabernacle of the 
congregation; and it came to pass, that every one who sought [instruction of] the Lord 
went out unto the tabernacle of the congregation, which was without the camp. 8 And 
it came to pass, that when Moses went out unto the tent, all the people would rise up, 
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and stand every man at the door of his tent, and look after Moses, until he was gone into 
the tent. ° And it came to pass, that as Moses entered into the tent, the pillar of cloud 
descended, and stood at the door of the tent, and spoke with Moses. !° And when all 
the people saw the pillar of cloud stand at the door of the tent: then all the people rose 
up and prostrated themselves, every man at the door of his tent. !! And the Lord spoke 
unto Moses face to face, as a man speaketh unto his friend; and then he returned into 
the camp; but his servant, Joshua the son of Nun, a young man, departed not out of the 
tent. 12 And Moses said unto the Lord, See, thou sayest unto me, Bring up this people; but 
thou hast not let me know whom thou wilt send with me: and yet thou hast said, I have 
chosen thee by name, and thou hast also found grace in my eyes. 13 Now, therefore, I pray 
thee, if I have found grace in thy eyes, do make me know thy way, that I may know thee, 
in order that I may find grace in thy eyes; and consider that this nation is thy people. 
14 And he said, My presence shall go in advance, and I will give thee rest. 15 And he said 
unto him, If thy presence go not [with us,] carry us not up from here. 1° For wherein 
shall it be known in any wise that I have found grace in thy eyes, I with thy people? is it 
not in that thou goest with us? so shall we be distinguished, I and thy people, from all 
the people that are upon the face of the earth. 1” And the Lord said unto Moses, Also this 
thing that thou hast spoken will I do; for thou hast found grace in my eyes, and I have 
chosen thee by name. 18 And he said, Let me see, I beseech thee, thy glory. 19 And he 
said, I will cause all my goodness to pass before thy face, and I will proclaim, by name, 
the Lord before thee; and I will be gracious to whom I will be gracious, and I will show 
mercy to whom I will show mercy. 2° And he said, Thou canst not see my face; for no 
man can see me, and live. 21 And the Lord said, Behold, there is a place by me, and thou 
shalt stand upon the rock: 22 And it shall come to pass, while my glory passeth by, that 
I will put thee in the cleft of the rock, and I will cover thee with my hand, until I have 
passed by. 23 And then I will take away my hand, and thou shalt see my back parts; but 
my face shall not be seen. 


1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Hew thyself two tables of stone like unto the first; 
and I will write upon these tables the words which were on the first tables, which thou 
didst break. 2 And be ready by the morning, and come up in the morning unto mount 
Sinai, and present thyself there to me on the top of the mount. 3 And no man shall 
come up with thee, neither let any man be seen throughout all the mount; neither let 


the flocks or herds feed near this mount. 4 And he hewed two tables of stone like unto 
the first, and Moses rose up early in the morning, and went up unto mount Sinai, as 


the Lord had commanded him; and he took in his hand the two tables of stone. 5 And 
the Lord descended in a cloud, and stood with him there, and proclaimed, by name, the 
Lord. © And the Lord passed by before him, and proclaimed, The Lord is the immutable, 
eternal Being, the omnipotent God, merciful and gracious, long-suffering and abundant 
in beneficence and truth; ”7 Keeping mercy unto the thousandth [generation], forgiving 
iniquity and transgression and sin, but who will by no means clear the guilty; visiting 
the iniquity of the fathers upon the children, and upon the children's children, unto the 
third and to the fourth generation. ® And Moses made haste, and bowed his head toward 
the earth, and prostrated himself. ° And he said, If now I have found grace in thy eyes, 
O Lord, let the Lord, I pray thee, go among us; even because it is a stiffnecked people; 
and pardon thou our iniquity and our sin, and take us for thy heritage. 1° And he said, 
Behold, I make a covenant: before all thy people will I perform wonders, such as have 
not been done on all the earth, nor in any nation; and all the people amongst whom 
thou art shall see the work of the Lord; for it is a terrible thing that I will do with thee. 
11 Observe thou that which I command thee this day; behold, I will drive out before thee 


the Emorite, and the Canaanite, and the Hittite, and the Perizzite, and the Hivite, and 
the Jebusite. 12 Take heed to thyself, lest thou make a covenant with the inhabitants of 


XRN 


86 


Exodus 34:13 82 Exodus 35:8 


the land against which thou goest up, lest it be for a snare in the midst of thee; 13 But 
their altars shall ye destroy, and their statues shall ye break, and their groves shall ye cut 
down. 14 For thou shalt worship no other God; for the Lord whose name is Watchful, is a 


watchful God. !5 Make thou then no covenant with the inhabitants of the land; lest that, 
if they go astray after their gods, and sacrifice unto their gods, any one call thee, and 


thou eat of his sacrifice; 16 And lest thou take of his daughters unto thy sons; and when 
his daughters go astray after their gods, they make thy sons also go astray after their 
gods. !7 Thou shalt not make unto thyself any molten gods. 18 The feast of unleavened 
bread shalt thou keep; seven days shalt thou eat unleavened bread, as I have commanded 


thee, in the time of the month of Abib; for in the month of Abib thou wentest forth out 
of Egypt. 19 All that openeth the womb is mine; and every firstling that is a male among 


thy cattle, whether ox or lamb. 2° But the firstling of an ass shalt thou redeem with a 


lamb: and if thou redeem him not, then shalt thou break his neck; all the first-born of 
thy sons shalt thou redeem; and none shall appear before me empty. 21 Six days thou 


mayest work, but on the seventh day shalt thou rest: even in ploughing time and in 


harvest shalt thou rest. 22 And the feast of weeks shalt thou observe, with the firstfruits 
of the wheat harvest; and the feast of ingathering at the closing of the year. 23 Thrice in 


the year shall all thy males appear before the Lord, the Eternal, the God of Israel. 24 For 
I will cast out nations before thee, and enlarge thy borders; yet shall no man desire thy 
land, when thou goest up to appear in the presence of the Lord thy God thrice in the year. 
25 Thou shalt not offer the blood of my sacrifice with leaven; neither shall be left unto 
the morning the sacrifice of the feast of the passover. 2°The first of the first-fruits of thy 
land shalt thou bring unto the house of the Lord thy God: thou shalt not seethe a kid in 


his mother's milk. 27 And the Lord said unto Moses, Write thee down these words; for 
after the tenor of these words have I made with thee a covenant and with Israel. 28 And 
he remained there with the Lord forty days and forty nights; bread he did not eat, and 


water he did not drink; and he wrote upon the tables the words of the covenant, the ten 
commandments. 2? And it came to pass, when Moses came down from mount Sinai, with 
the two tables of the testimony in Moses' hand, when be came down from the mount, 
that Moses knew not that the skin of his face shone, because he had spoken with him. 


30 And Aaron and all the children of Israel saw Moses, and, behold, the skin of his face 
shone: and they were afraid to come nigh unto him. 3! But Moses called unto them, and 


then returned unto him Aaron and all the princes of the congregation: and Moses spoke 
to them. 3? And afterward all the children of Israel came nigh: and he commanded them 
all that which the Lord had spoken with him on mount Sinai. 33 And when Moses had 
done speaking with them, he put a vail over his face. 34 But when Moses went in before 
the Lord to speak with him, he took the vail off, until he came out; and then he came out, 
and spoke unto the children of Israel that which he had been commanded. 35 And the 


children of Israel saw the face of Moses, that the skin of Moses' face shone: and Moses 
put the vail again over his face, until he went in to speak with him. 


35 

1 And Moses gathered together all the congregation of the children of Israel, and 
said unto them, These are the things which the Lord hath commanded, that ye should 
do them. 2 Six days shall work be done, but on the seventh day there shall be to you 
a holy day, a sabbath of rest to the Lord: whosoever doth work thereon shall be put 
to death. 3 Ye shall not kindle any fire throughout your habitations upon the sabbath 
day. 4 And Moses said unto all the congregation of the children of Israel, as followeth, 
This is the thing which the Lord hath commanded, saying, 5 Take ye from among you 
an offering unto the Lord; whosoever is of a willing heart, let him bring it, an offering 
of the Lord: Gold, and silver, and copper, © And blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and 
linen thread, and goats' hair, 7 And rams' skills dyed red, and badgers' skins, and shittim 
wood, ® And oil for the lighting, and spices, for the anointing oil, and for the incense of 
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spices, 9 And onyx stones, and stones for setting, for the ephod, and for the breastplate. 
10 And all the wise-hearted among you shall come, and make all that which the Lord hath 
commanded: 1 The tabernacle, its tent, and its covering, its hooks, and its boards, its 
bars, its pillars, and its sockets; 12 The ark, and its staves, [with] the mercy-seat, and the 
vail of the separation; 13 The table, and its staves, and all its vessels, and the showbread; 
14 And the candlestick for the lighting, and its vessel, and its lamps, with the oil for the 
lighting; 15 And the altar of incense, and its staves, and the anointing oil, and the incense 
of spices, and the hanging for the door at the entrance of the tabernacle; 1° The altar of 
burnt-offering, with its grating of copper, its staves, and all its vessels, the laver and 
its foot; 17 The hangings of the court, its pillars, and its sockets, and the hanging for the 
door of the court; 18 The pins of the tabernacle, and the pins of the court, and their cords; 
19 The cloths of service, to do service therewith in the holy place, the holy garments 
for Aaron the priest, and the garments of his sons, to minister in as priests. 2° And all 
the congregation of the children of Israel departed from the presence of Moses. 21 And 
they came, every man whose heart stirred him up; and every one whom his spirit made 
willing, brought the Lord's offering for the work of the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and for all its service, and for the holy garments. 22 And they came, the men with the 
women; whoever was willing-hearted, brought bracelets, and earrings, and finger-rings, 
and tablets, all kinds of ornaments of gold, and every man that offered an offering of gold 
unto the Lord. 23 And every man, with whom was found blue, and purple, and scarlet 
yarn, and linen thread, and goats' hair, and rams' skins dyed red, and badgers' skins, 
brought them. 24 Every one that did offer an offering of silver and copper brought it as 
the Lord's offering; and every one with whom was found shittim wood for any work of 
the service, brought it. 25 And all the women that were wise-hearted spun with their 
hands, and they brought that which they had spun, of the blue, and of the purple, and of 
the scarlet yarn, and of the linen thread. 2¢ And all the women whose heart stirred them 
up in wisdom spun the goats' hair. 2” And the princes brought the onyx stones, and the 
stones for setting, for the ephod, and for the breastplate; 28 And the spice and the oil, 
for lighting, and for the anointing oil, and for the incense of spices. 2? Every man and 
woman, whose heart made them willing to bring for all manner of work, which the Lord 
had commanded to be made, by the hand of Moses, even that brought the children of 
Israel as a free-will offering unto the Lord. 3° And Moses said unto the children of Israel, 
See, the Lord hath called by name Bezalel the son of Uri, the son of Chur, of the tribe of 
Judah; 3! And he hath filled him with the spirit of God, in wisdom, in understanding, and 
in knowledge, and in all manner of workmanship; 3? And to devise works of art, to work 
in gold, and in silver, and in copper, 33 And in the cutting of stones, to set them, and in 
the carving of wood, to make any manner of work of art. 34 And to teach hath he put in 


his heart, both to him, and to Aholiab, the son of Achissamach, of the tribe of Dan. 35 He 
hath filled them with wisdom of heart, to execute all manner of work, of the engraver, 


and of the designing weaver, and of the embroiderer, in blue, and in purple, in scarlet 
yarn, and in linen thread, and of the weaver, of those that do every species of work, and 
of those that devise works of art. 


36 


1 And Bezalel and Aholiab, and every wise-hearted man, in whom the Lord hath put 
wisdom and understanding to know how to do every manner of work for the service 
of the sanctuary, shall make all, just as the Lord hath commanded. 2 And Moses called 
for Bezalel and Aholiab, and every wise-hearted man in whose heart the Lord had put 
wisdom, every one whose heart stirred him up to come near unto the work to do it: 
3 And they received from Moses the whole of the offering, which the children of Israel 
had brought for the work of the service of the sanctuary, to make it; and these brought 
unto him yet more free-will offerings morning after morning. 4 And then came all 


XRN 


88 


Exodus 36:5 84 Exodus 36:38 


the wise men, that wrought all the work of the sanctuary, every man from his own 
work which they were doing. ° And they said unto Moses, thus, The people bring 
more than is required for the service of the work, which the Lord hath commanded to 
make. © And Moses gave the command, and they caused it to be proclaimed throughout 
the camp, saying, Let neither man nor woman do any more work for the offering of 
the sanctuary: so the people were restrained from bringing [more]. 7 And the stuff 
prepared was sufficient for all the work to make it, and there was some over. ® And 
all the wise-hearted men, among those who wrought the work, made the tabernacle 
of ten curtains; of twisted linen thread, and blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn; with 
cherubim, of weaver's work, made he them. ? The length of each curtain was twenty- 
eight cubits, and the breadth of each curtain four cubits: there was one measure for 
all the curtains. 1° And he coupled together five of the curtains one to another: and 
the other five curtains he coupled one to another. 1! And he made loops of blue on the 
edge of the one curtain, which was the outside in the coupling: the like he made on 
the border of the curtain, which was the outmost on the second coupling. 12 Fifty loops 
made he on the one curtain, and fifty loops made he on the edge of the curtain which 
was in the second coupling: the loops were fixed opposite to each other. 13 And he made 
fifty hooks of gold; and he coupled the curtains together one unto the other with the 
hooks, and the tabernacle became thus one piece. !4 And he made curtains of goats' hair 
for a tent over the tabernacle; eleven curtains made he the same. 5 The length of each 
curtain was thirty cubits, and four cubits was the breadth of each curtain: there was one 
measure for the eleven curtains. 16 And he coupled five of the curtains by themselves, 
and six of the curtains by themselves. 17 And he made fifty loops on the edge of the 
curtain that was the outmost in the coupling, and fifty loops made he on the edge of 
the curtain of the second coupling. 18 And he made fifty hooks of copper, to couple the 
tent together that it might be one piece. 19 And he made a covering for the tent of rams' 
skins dyed red, and a covering of badgers' skins above. 2° And he made the boards for 
the tabernacle, of shittim wood, standing up. 21 Ten cubits was the length of each board, 


and one cubit anda half was the breadth of each one board. 22 There were two tenons for 
every board, fitted in, one against the other: the like made he for all the boards of the 


tabernacle. 23 And he made the boards for the tabernacle: twenty boards for the south 
side, on the right. 24 And forty sockets of silver made he under the twenty boards; two 


sockets under the one board for its two tenons, and two sockets under the other board 
for its two tenons. 25 And for the other side of the tabernacle, for the north side, he made 
twenty boards: 2° And their forty sockets of silver; two sockets under the one board, and 


two sockets under the other board. 27 And for the back wall of the tabernacle, westward, 
he made six boards. 28 And two boards made he for the corners of the tabernacle in 
the back wall. 29 And they were closely fitting beneath, and they were closely joined 


together on the top, by means of one ring; thus he did to both of them, for both the 
corners. 3° And so there were eight boards, and their sockets of silver, sixteen sockets, 
two sockets under every board. 31 And he made bars of shittim wood; five, for the boards 


of the one side of the tabernacle; 32 And five bars for the boards of the other side of the 
tabernacle, and five bars for the boards of the tabernacle for the back wall, westward. 
33 And he made the middle bar to pass through the midst of the boards from the one end 


to the other end. 34 And the boards he overlaid with gold, and their rings he made of 
gold, as receptacles for the bars, and he overlaid the bars with gold. 35 And he made the 
vail of blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen; of weaver's work made he 
it, with cherubim. 3° And he made thereunto four pillars of shittim wood, and overlaid 
them with gold, their hooks also were of gold; and he cast for them four sockets of silver. 
37 And he made a hanging for the door of the tabernacle, of blue, and purple, and scarlet 
yarn, and twisted linen; the work of the embroiderer; 38 And its five pillars with their 
hooks: and he overlaid their tops and made their fillets with gold; and their five sockets 
were of copper. 
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1 And Bezalel made the ark of shittim wood: two cubits and a half was its length, and 
a cubit and a half its breadth, and a cubit and a half its height. 2 And he overlaid it with 
pure gold within and without, and made for it a crown of gold round about. 3 And he cast 
for it four rings of gold, for the four corners thereof; even two rings on the one side of it, 
and two rings on the other side of it. 4 And he made staves of shittim wood, and overlaid 
them with gold. > And he put the staves into the rings upon the sides of the ark, to bear 
the ark. © And he made a cover of pure gold: two cubits and a half was its length, and one 
cubit and a half its breadth. 7 And he made two cherubim of gold, of beaten work made 


he them, on the two ends of the cover; ® One cherub was on the one end, and the other 
cherub on the other end; out of the cover itself made he the cherubim on the two ends 
thereof. ° And the cherubim were spreading forth their wings on high, overshadowing 
with their wings the cover, with their faces one to the other; toward the cover were the 
faces of the cherubim directed. 1° And he made the table of shittim wood: two cubits was 
its length, and a cubit its breadth, and a cubit and a half its height; 1! And he overlaid it 
with pure gold, and made thereto a crown of gold round about. 12 And he made unto it a 
rim of a hand's breadth round about, and made a golden crown on its rim round about. 
13 And he cast for it four rings of gold, and he put the rings on the four corners, that 
were on the four feet thereof. !4 Close under the rim were the rings, as receptacles for 


the staves to bear the table. 5 And he made the staves of shittim wood, and overlaid them 
with gold, to bear the table. !© And he made the vessels which were upon the table, its 


dishes, and its spoons, and its purifying tubes, and the supporters wherewith [the bread] 
was covered, of pure gold. 17 And he made the candlestick of pure gold: of beaten work 


made he the candlestick, its shaft, and its branches, its bowls, its knobs, and its flowers, 
were out of one piece with it. 18 And six branches were coming out of its sides; three 


branches of the candlestick out of its one side, and three branches of the candlestick out 
of the other side thereof. 19 Three bowls, almond-shaped, were on one branch, with a 


knob and a flower; and three bowls, almond-shaped, were on the other branch, with a 
knob and a flower; so on the six branches that were coming out of the candlestick. 2° And 
on the candlestick itself were four bowls, almond-shaped, with its knobs, and its flowers: 


21 And a knob was under two branches that came out of the same, and a knob under two 
branches that came out of the same, anda knob under two branches that came out of the 
same, for the six branches that proceeded out of it. 22 Their knobs and their branches 


were out of one piece with it; all of it was one piece of beaten work, of pure gold. 23 And 
he made its seven lamps, and its snuffers, and its snuff-dishes, of pure gold. 24 Of a talent 
of pure gold made he it, and all its vessels. 2° And he made the altar of incense of shittim 
wood: its length was a cubit, and its breadth a cubit; it was foursquare, and two cubits 
was its height; from itself were its horns. 26 And he overlaid it with pure gold, its top, and 
its sides round about, and its horns: and he made unto it a crown of gold round about. 
27 And two rings of gold he made for it beneath its crown, on its two corners, upon both 
its sides, as receptacles for the staves to bear it by means of them. 28 And he made the 
staves of shittim wood, and overlaid them with gold. 2? And he made the holy anointing 
oil, and the pure incense of spices, according to the work of the apothecary. 


1 And he made the altar of burnt-offering of shittim wood: five cubits was its length, 
and five cubits its breadth; it was foursquare, and three cubits was its height. 2 And he 


made its horns on its four corners, from itself were its horns; and he overlaid it with 
copper. 3 And he made all the vessels of the altar, the pots, and the shovels, and the 


basins, and the forks, and the fire-pans: all its vessels made he of copper. 4 And he 
made for the altar a grating, a network of copper, under its compass beneath, even unto 
the half of it. 5 And he cast four rings on the four corners of the grating of copper, as 
receptacles for the staves. © And he made the staves of shittim wood, and overlaid them 
with copper. 7 And he put the staves into the rings on the sides of the altar, to bear it by 
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means of them; hollow, of boards, made he it. § And he made the laver of copper, and its 
foot of copper, of the mirrors of the assembled women who had assembled in troops at 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 9 And he made the court: on the south 
side, on the right, the hangings of the court were of twisted linen, of one hundred cubits; 
10 Their pillars were twenty, with their twenty sockets of copper; the hooks of the pillars 
and their fillets were of silver. 11 And for the north side one hundred cubits; their pillars 
were twenty, with their twenty sockets of copper; the hooks of the pillars and their fillets 
were of silver. 12 And for the west side were hangings of fifty cubits; their pillars were 
ten, and their sockets ten; the hooks of the pillars and their fillets were of silver. 13 And 
for the front side, eastward, fifty cubits. 14 Hangings of fifteen cubits, were on the one 
wing: their pillars were three, and their sockets three. 5 And for the other wing, on both 
sides of the gate of the court, were hangings of fifteen cubits; their pillars were three, 
and their sockets three. 1¢ all the hangings of the court round about were of twisted 
linen. 17 And the sockets for the pillars were of copper; the hooks of the pillars and their 
fillets, of silver; and the overlaying of their tops was of silver; and all the pillars of the 
court were filleted with silver. 18 And the hanging for the gate of the court was the work 
of the embroiderer, of blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen; and twenty 
cubits was the length, and the height, in the breadth, was five cubits, answering to the 
hangings of the court. 19 And the pillars for the same were four, with their four sockets 
of copper; their hooks were of silver, and the overlaying of their tops and their fillets, 
of silver. 2° And all the pins of the tabernacle, and of the court round about were of 
copper. 2! These are the accounts [of the articles furnished] for the tabernacle, even of 
the tabernacle of the testimony, which were counted, according to the order of Moses, 
the service of the Levites, by the hand of Ithamar, the son of Aaron, the priest. 22 And 
Bezalel the son of Uri, the son of Chur, of the tribe of Judah, made all that the Lord had 
commanded Moses. 23 And with him was Aholiab the son of Achissamach, of the tribe of 
Dan, an engraver, and a skilful weaver, and an embroiderer in blue, and in purple, and 
in scarlet yarn, and in linen thread. 24 All the gold that was applied to the work in all the 
work of the sanctuary, to wit, the gold of the offering, was twenty and nine talents, and 
seven hundred and thirty shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary. 2° And the silver of 
those that were numbered of the congregation was one hundred talents, and a thousand 
seven hundred and seventy and five shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary: 2° A bekah 
for every head, that is, half a shekel, after the shekel of the sanctuary, for every one that 
went to be numbered, from twenty years old and upward, for six hundred thousand 
and three thousand and five hundred and fifty. 27 And the hundred talents of silver 
served to cast the sockets of the sanctuary, and the sockets of the vail: one hundred 
sockets to the hundred talents, a talent for every socket. 28 And of the thousand seven 
hundred and seventy and five shekels he made hooks for the pillars, and overlaid their 
tops and filleted them. 29 And the copper of the offering was seventy talents, and two 


thousand and four hundred shekels. 3° And he made therewith the sockets of the door 
of the tabernacle of the congregation, and the altar of copper, and the grating of copper 


for it, and all the vessels of the altar; 31 And the sockets of the court round about, and the 
socket of the court gate, and all the pins of the tabernacle, and all the pins of the court 


round about. 


39 

1 And of the blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, they made the cloths of service, to do 
the service in the holy place; and they made the holy garments which were for Aaron, 
as the Lord had commanded Moses. 2 And he made the ephod, of gold, blue, and purple, 
and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen; 3 And they did heat the gold into thin plates, and 
cut it into wires, to work it in the blue, and in the purple, and in the scarlet yarn, and in 
the linen, with weaver's work. 4 They made shoulder-pieces for it, joined on; on both its 
edges was it thus joined together. > And the belt for girding it on, that was upon it, was of 
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the same piece with itself, of the same make: of gold, blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, 
and twisted linen; as the Lord had commanded Moses. © And they wrought the onyx 
stones enclosed in casings of gold, engraved with the engraving of a signet, after the 
names of the children of Israel. 7 And he put them on the shoulder-pieces of the ephod, 


as stones of memorial to the children of Israel; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 8 And 
he made the breastplate with weaver's work, like the work of the ephod: of gold, blue, 


and purple, and scarlet yarn, and twisted linen. ° It was foursquare, double did they 
make the breastplate: it was a span in length, and a span in breadth, double. !° And they 
set in it four rows of stones: the first row, a sardius, a topaz, and an emerald; this was 
the first row. 11 And the second row, a carbuncle, a sapphire, and a diamond. 12 And the 
third row, an opal, a turquoise, and an amethyst. 13 And the fourth row, a chrysolite, an 
onyx, and a jasper: they were fitted in golden casings when they were set in. 14 And the 
stones were according to the names of the children of Israel, twelve, according to their 
names, [engraved] with the engraving of a signet, every one according to his name, for 
the twelve tribes. 15 And they made upon the breastplate chains with knots at the ends, of 
wreathed work, of pure gold. 16 And they made two casings of gold, and two golden rings; 
and they put the two rings on the two ends of the breastplate. 1” And they put the two 
wreathed chains of gold in the two rings on the ends of the breastplate. 18 And the two 
ends of the two wreathed chains they fastened on the two casings, and they put them on 
the shoulder-pieces of the ephod, on the outside thereof. 19 And they made two golden 
rings, and put them on the two ends of the breastplate, on its border, which was on the 
opposite side of the ephod, inward. 2° And they made two more golden rings, and put 
them on the two shoulder-pieces of the ephod underneath, toward its front part, close 
by its seam, above the girdle of the ephod. 2! And they fastened the breastplate by its 
rings unto the rings of the ephod with a lace of blue, that it might remain on the girdle of 
the ephod, and that the breastplate might not be loosed from the ephod; as the Lord had 
commanded Moses. 22 And he made the robe of the ephod of woven work, altogether of 
blue woolen yarn. 23 And there was an opening in the midst of the robe, as the opening 
of a habergeon, with a binding round about the opening, that it should not be rent. 
24 And they made upon the lower hem of the robe pomegranates of blue, and purple, 
and scarlet yarn, twisted. 25 And they made bells of pure gold; and they put the bells 
between the pomegranates upon the lower hem of the robe, round about, between the 
pomegranates; 2° A bell and a pomegranate, a bell and a pomegranate, round about the 


lower hem of the robe, to minister therein; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 27 And 
they made the coats of linen, of woven work, for Aaron and for his sons, 28 And the mitre 


of linen, and the goodly bonnets of linen, and linen breeches of twisted linen thread. 
29 And the girdle of twisted linen, and blue, and purple, and scarlet yarn, the work of the 
embroiderer; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 32° And they made the plate of the holy 
crown of pure gold, and wrote upon it a writing, like the engrafting of a signet, Holy to 
the Lord. 31 And they put on it a lace of blue, to place it upon the mitre above; as the Lord 


had commanded Moses. 32 Thus was finished all the work of the tabernacle of the tent of 
the congregation; and the children of Israel had made it in accordance with all that the 


Lord had commanded Moses, so had they made it. 33 And they brought the tabernacle 
unto Moses, the tent, and all its vessels, its hooks, its boards, its bars, and its pillars, 
and its sockets, 34 And the covering of rams' skins dyed red, and the covering of badgers' 
skins, and the vail of the separation: 35 The ark of the testimony, and its staves, and the 
mercy-seat; 3° The table, and all its vessels, and the showbread; 37 The pure candlestick, 
with its lamps, the lamps to be set in order thereupon, and all its vessels, and the oil 
for the lighting, 38 And the golden altar, and the anointing oil, and the incense of spices, 
and the hanging for the door of the tabernacle; 3° The copper altar, and the grating of 
copper which belonged to it, its staves, and all its vessels, the laver and its foot; 4° The 
hangings of the court, its pillars and its sockets, and the hanging for the court-gate, its 
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cords, and its pins, and all the vessels of the service of the tabernacle, for the tent of the 
congregation; 4! The cloths of service to do the service in the holy place, and the holy 
garments for Aaron the priest, and the garments of his sons, to minister therein. 42 All, 
just as the Lord had commanded Moses, so had the children of Israel done all the work. 
43 And Moses did look over all the work, and, behold, they had done it as the Lord had 
commanded, even so had they done it: and Moses blessed them. 


40 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 On the first day of the first month shalt 
thou set up the tabernacle of the tent of the congregation. 3 And thou shalt put therein 
the ark of the testimony, and separate the ark with the vail. 4 And thou shalt bring in 
the table, and arrange the order of the showbread upon it; and thou shalt bring in the 
candlestick, and light the lamps thereof. 5 And thou shalt set the altar of gold for the 
incense before the ark of the testimony; and thou shalt put up the hanging at the door 
to the tabernacle. © And thou shalt set the altar of burnt-offering before the door of the 
tabernacle of the tent of the congregation. 7 And thou shalt set the laver between the 
tabernacle of the congregation and the altar, and thou shalt put water therein. § And 
thou shalt set up the court round about, and put up the hanging at the gate of the court. 
9 And thou shalt take the anointing oil, and anoint the tabernacle, and all that is therein; 
and thou shalt hallow it, with all its vessels, and it shall be holy. 1° And thou shalt anoint 
the altar of burnt-offering, and all its vessels; and thou shalt sanctify the altar, and the 
altar shall be most holy. !! And thou shalt anoint the laver with its foot, and sanctify 
it. 12 And thou shalt bring near Aaron and his sons unto the door of the tabernacle of 
the congregation, and wash them with water. !° And thou shalt clothe Aaron with the 
holy garments; and thou shalt anoint him, and sanctify him, that he may be a priest 
unto me. 14 And his sons shalt thou bring near, and clothe them with coats: 15 And 
thou shalt anoint them, as thou hast anointed their father, that they may be priests 
unto me; and this shall be, that their anointing shall be unto them for an everlasting 
priesthood throughout their generations. 16 And Moses did so; all, just as the Lord had 
commanded him, so did he. 17 And it came to pass in the first month in the second year, 
on the first of the month, that the tabernacle was reared up. 18 And Moses reared up the 
tabernacle, and placed its sockets, and set up its boards, and put in its bars, and reared 
up its pillars. 19 And he spread the tent over the tabernacle, and put the covering of 
the tent over it above; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 2° And he took and put the 
testimony into the ark, and placed the staves on the ark; and he put the mercy-seat upon 
the ark above. 21 And he brought the ark into the tabernacle, and set up the vail of the 
separation, and made therewith a separation for the ark of the testimony; as the Lord 
had commanded Moses. 22 And he put the table in the tabernacle of the congregation, 
upon the side of the tabernacle, northward, without the vail. 23 And he arranged upon 


it the order of bread before the Lord; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 24 And he 
placed the candlestick in the tabernacle of the congregation, opposite the table, on the 


side of the tabernacle, southward. 2° And he lighted the lamps before the Lord; as the 
Lord had commanded Moses. ”¢ And he placed the golden altar in the tabernacle of the 
congregation before the vail. 27 And he burnt thereon the incense of spices; as the Lord 
had commanded Moses. 28 And he put up the hanging at the door to the tabernacle. 
29 And the altar of burnt-offering he placed by the door of the tabernacle of the tent of 
the congregation; and he offered upon it the burnt-offering and the meat-offering; as 


the Lord had commanded Moses. 2° And he set the laver between the tabernacle of the 
congregation and the altar, and put water there, for washing. 3! And Moses and Aaron 


and his sons washed therefrom their hands and their feet. 32 When they went in unto the 
tabernacle of the congregation, and when they came near unto the altar, they washed 
themselves; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 33 And he reared up the court round 
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about the tabernacle and the altar, and put up the hanging of the gate of the court; and 
so did Moses finish the work. 34 And the cloud covered the tent of the congregation, and 
the glory of the Lord filled the tabernacle. 35 And Moses was not able to enter into the 
tent of the congregation; because the cloud abode thereon, and the glory of the Lord 
filled the tabernacle. 36 And when the cloud was taken up from over the tabernacle, the 
children of Israel were wont to go onward in all their journeyings. 3” But if the cloud was 
not taken up, then they journeyed not till the day that is was taken up. 38 For the cloud 
of the Lord was upon the tabernacle by day, and a fire was by night on it, before the eyes 
of all the house of Israel, throughout all their journeyings. 
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The Third Book of Moses, called Leviticus 


1 And the Lord called unto Moses, and spoke unto him out of the tabernacle of the 
congregation, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, and say unto them, If any one 
of you wish to bring an offering unto the Lord: of the cattle, either of the herds, or 
of the flocks, shall ye bring your offering. 3 If his offering be a burnt-sacrifice of the 


herds, then shall he offer a male without blemish: unto the door of the tabernacle of 
the congregation shall he bring it, that it may be favorably received for him before the 


Lord. 4 And he shall lay his hand upon the head of the burnt-offering; and it shall be 
accepted for him to make atonement for him. ° And he shall kill the young steer before 
the Lord: and the sons of Aaron the priests shall bring near the blood, and they shall 
sprinkle the blood round about upon the altar that is by the door of the tabernacle of 
the congregation. © And he shall flay the burnt-offering, and cut it into its pieces. 7 And 
the sons of Aaron the priest shall put fire upon the altar, and lay the wood in order upon 
the fire; 8 And the sons of Aaron the priests shall lay in order the parts, the head, and the 
fat, upon the wood that is on the fire which is upon the altar; ? But its inwards and its 
legs shall he wash in water; and the priest shall burn the whole on the altar, as a burnt- 
sacrifice, an offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord. 1° And ifhis offering be 
of the flocks, of the sheep, or of the goats, for a burnt-sacrifice: then shall he offer a male 


without blemish as the same. 1! And he shall kill it on the side of the altar, northward, 
before the Lord; and the sons of Aaron the priests shall sprinkle its blood upon the altar 


round about. !2 And he shall cut it into its pieces, with its head and its fat; and the priest 
shall lay them in order on the wood that is on the fire which is upon the altar; 13 But 
the inwards and the legs shall he wash with water; and the priest shall bring near the 
whole, and burn it upon the altar; it is a burnt-sacrifice, an offering made by fire, of a 
sweet savor unto the Lord. 14 And if of fowls be the burnt-sacrifice for his offering to the 
Lord: then shall he bring his offering of turtle-doves, or of young pigeons. 1 And the 
priest shall bring it near unto the altar, and pinch off its head, and burn it on the altar; 
and the blood thereof shall be wrung out on the wall of the altar. 1 And he shall remove 
its crop with its feathers, and cast it beside the altar on the east part, at the place of the 
ashes. 17 And he shall cleave it by its wings, but shall not divide it asunder; and the priest 
shall burn it upon the altar, upon the wood that is on the fire: it is a burnt-sacrifice, an 
offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord. 


1 And when any person wish to offer a meat-offering unto the Lord: then shall his 
offering be of fine flour; and he shall pour upon it oil, and put thereon frankincense; 
2 And he shall bring it to one of the sons of Aaron the priest; and he shall take therefrom 
his handful of its flour, and of its oil, with all its frankincense; and the priest shall burn 
the memorial of it upon the altar, as an offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the 
Lord. 3 And what is left of the meat-offering shall belong to Aaron and to his sons: it is 
a most holy thing, from the fire-offerings of the Lord. 4 And if thou bring an oblation 
of a meat-offering baked in the oven, it shall be of fine flour, unleavened cakes mingled 
with oil, or unleavened wafers anointed with oil. 5 And if thy oblation be a meat-offering 
baked in a pan, it shall be made of fine flour mingled with oil, unleavened. © Thou shalt 
break it in pieces, and pour thereon oil: it is a meat-offering. 7 And if thy oblation be a 
meat-offering baked in the deep pan, it shall be made of fine flour with oil. 8 And thou 
shalt bring the meat-offering, which shall be made of these things, unto the Lord; and 
the offerer shall present it unto the priest, who shall bring it near unto the altar. 9 And 
the priest shall take up from the meat-offering its memorial, and shall burn it upon the 
altar: it is an offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord. 1° And that which 
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is left of the meat-offering shall belong to Aaron and his sons: it is a most holy thing, 
from the fire-offerings of the Lord. 11 No meat-offering, which ye shall bring unto the 
Lord, shall be prepared leavened; for of whatever is leaven, or of any honey, ye shall 
not sacrifice an offering made by fire unto the Lord. 12 As an oblation of the first-fruits 
shall ye offer them unto the Lord: but on the altar shall they not come for a sweet savor. 
13 And every oblation of thy meat-offering shalt thou season with salt; and thou shalt not 
suffer the salt of the covenant of thy God to be lacking from thy meat-offering: with all 
thy offerings shalt thou offer salt. 14 And if thou offer a meat-offering of the first-fruits 
unto the Lord: of ripe ears of corn dried by the fire, of pounded corn out of full ears, shalt 
thou offer the meat-offering of thy first-fruits. 15 And thou shalt put upon it oil, and lay 
thereon frankincense: it is a meat-offering. 16 And the priest shall burn its memorial, 
from its pounded corn, and from its oil, with all its frankincense; it is an offering made 
by fire unto the Lord. 


1 And if his oblation be a sacrifice of peace-offering, if he offer it of the herds, whether 


it be a male or female, he shall offer it without blemish before the Lord. 2 And he shall 
lay his hand upon the head of his offering, and kill it at the door of the tabernacle of the 


congregation: and the sons of Aaron the priests shall sprinkle the blood upon the altar 
round about. 3 And he shall offer the sacrifice of the peace-offering, as a fire-offering 
unto the Lord, the fat that covereth the inwards, and all the fat that is upon the inwards, 
4 And the two kidneys, and the fat that is on them, which is on the flanks, and the midriff 
above the liver, with the kidneys, shall he remove it. 5 And Aaron's sons shall burn it on 
the altar, upon the burnt-offering, which is upon the wood that is on the fire: it is an 
offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord. ° And if of the flocks be his offering 
for a sacrifice of peace-offering unto the Lord, male or female, without blemish, shall he 
offer it. 7 If he offer a sheep for his offering, then shall he bring it near before the Lord. 
8 And he shall lay his hand upon the head of his offering, and kill it before the tabernacle 
of the congregation: and the sons of Aaron shall sprinkle its blood upon the altar round 
about. ° And he shall offer the sacrifice of the peace-offering, as a fire-offering unto the 
Lord, the best part thereof, the whole rump, hard by the backbone shall he take it off; 
and the fat that covereth the inwards, and all the fat that is upon the inwards; !° And 
the two kidneys, and the fat that is upon them, which is on the flanks, and the midriff 
above the liver, with the kidneys, shall he remove it. 11 And the priest shall burn it upon 
the altar: it is the food of the offering made by fire unto the Lord. 12 And if a goat be his 
offering, then shall he bring it near before the Lord. 13 And he shall lay his hand upon its 
head, and kill it before the tabernacle of the congregation: and the sons of Aaron shall 
sprinkle its blood upon the altar round about. 14 And he shall offer thereof his offering, 
as a fire-offering unto the Lord, the fat that covereth the inwards, and all the fat that is 
upon the inwards. 15 And the two kidneys, and the fat that is upon them, which is on the 
flanks, and the midriff above the liver, with the kidneys shall he remove it. 16 And the 
priest shall burn them upon the altar; as the food of the offering made by fire for a sweet 
savor, is all the fat unto the Lord. 17 A perpetual statute shall it be for your generations 
throughout all your dwellings: no fat nor blood shall ye eat. 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, 
If any person do sin through ignorance against any of the prohibitions of the Lord 
which ought not to be done, and do any of them; 3 If the anointed priest do sin to bring 
guiltiness on the people: then shall he bring near for his sin, which he hath committed, 
a young bullock without blemish, unto the Lord, for a sin-offering. 4 And he shall bring 
the bullock unto the door of the tabernacle of the congregation before the Lord; and 
he shall lay his hand upon the head of the bullock, and kill the bullock before the Lord. 
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5 And the anointed priest shall take some of the bullock's blood, and bring it into the 
tabernacle of the congregation: © And the priest shall dip his finger in the blood; and he 
shall sprinkle of the blood seven times before the Lord, before the vail of the sanctuary. 
7 And the priest shall put some of the blood upon the horns of the altar of the incense 
of spices before the Lord, which is in the tabernacle of the congregation; and all the 
[remaining] blood of the bullock shall he pour out at the bottom of the altar of burnt- 
offering, which is at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 8 And all the fat of 
the bullock of the sin-offering shall he take off from the same: the fat that covereth the 
inwards, and all the fat that is upon the inwards, ? And the two kidneys, and the fat that 
is upon them, which is on the flanks, and the midriff above the liver, with the kidneys, 
shall he remove it; ° As it is taken off from the bullock of the sacrifice of peace-offering; 
and the priest shall burn the same upon the altar of burnt-offering. 11 And the skin of 
the bullock, and all his flesh, with his head, and with his legs, and his inwards, and his 
dung, 12 Even the whole bullock, shall he carry forth without the camp, unto a clean 
place, to where the ashes are poured out, and burn him on the wood with fire; upon 
where the ashes are poured out shall he be burnt. !° And if the whole congregation of 
Israel sin through ignorance, and a thing be hidden from the eyes of the assembly, and 
they do any one of all the prohibitions of the Lord which ought not to be done, and they 
become guilty; 14 When now the sin becometh known, through which they have sinned: 
then shall the congregation offer a young bullock for a sin-offering, and shall bring him 
before the tabernacle of the congregation. 15 And the elders of the congregation shall 
lay their hands upon the head of the bullock before the Lord; and they shall kill the 
bullock before the Lord. 16 And the anointed priest shall bring some of the bullock's 
blood into the tabernacle of the congregation: 1” And the priest shall dip his finger in 
some of the blood, and sprinkle it seven times before the Lord, before the vail. 18 And 
some of the blood shall be put upon the horns of the altar which is before the Lord, that 
is in the tabernacle of the congregation; and all the [remaining] blood shall he pour out 
at the bottom of the altar of burnt-offering, which is at the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation. 19 And all his fat shall he take from him, and burn it upon the altar. 2° And 
he shall do with the bullock as he did with the bullock of the sin-offering; so shall he 
do with this: and the priest shall make an atonement for them, and it shall be forgiven 
unto them. 2! And he shall carry forth the bullock to without the camp, and burn him 
as he burnt the first bullock; it is a sin-offering of the congregation. 22 If a ruler should 
sin, and do any one of the prohibitions of the Lord his God which ought not to be done, 
through ignorance, and become guilty; 23 If now his sin, wherein he hath sinned, come to 
his knowledge: he shall bring as his offering, a goat, a male, without blemish; 24 And he 
shall lay his hand upon the head of the goat, and kill it on the place where they kill the 
burnt-offering before the Lord; it is a sin-offering. 25 And the priest shall take some of the 
blood of the sin-offering with his finger, and put it upon the horns of the altar of burnt- 
offering; and [the remainder of] its blood shall he pour out at the bottom of the altar of 
burnt-offering. 26 And all its fat shall he burn upon the altar, as the fat of the sacrifice 
of peace-offering; and the priest shall make an atonement for him concerning his sin, 
and it shall be forgiven unto him. 27 And if any person of the common people should sin 
through ignorance, by his doing any one of the prohibitions of the Lord, which ought 
not to be done, and become guilty; 28 If now his sin, which he hath committed, come to 
his knowledge: then shall he bring as his offering, a goat, a female, without blemish, for 
his sin which he hath committed; 2? And he shall lay his hand upon the head of the sin- 
offering, and slay the sin-offering on the place of the burnt-offering. 3° And the priest 
shall take some of the blood thereof with his finger, and put it upon the horns of the altar 
of burnt-offering; and all the [remaining] blood thereof shall he pour out at the bottom 


of the altar. 3! And all the fat thereof shall he remove, as the fat is removed from off the 
sacrifice of peace-offering; and the priest shall burn it upon the altar for a sweet savor 
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unto the Lord: and the priest shall make an atonement for him, and it shall be forgiven 
unto him. 32 And if he bring a sheep for a sin-offering, a female without blemish shall 
he bring it. 33 And he shall lay his hand upon the head of the sin-offering, and slay it 
for a sin-offering on the place where they kill the burnt-offering. 34 And the priest shall 
take some of the blood of the sin-offering with his finger, and put it upon the horns of 
the altar of burnt-offering; and all the [remaining] blood thereof shall he pour out at 
the bottom of the altar: 35 And all the fat thereof shall he remove, as the fat of the sheep 
is removed from the sacrifice of the peace-offering; and the priest shall burn the same 
upon the altar, upon the offerings made by fire unto the Lord; and the priest shall make 
an atonement for him for his sin that he hath committed, and it shall be forgiven unto 
him. 


5 


1 And if any person sin, because he heareth the voice of adjuration, and he is a witness, 
since he hath either seen or knoweth something; if he do not tell it, and thus bear 
his iniquity; 2 Or if there be a person who toucheth any unclean thing, whether it be 
the carcass of an unclean beast, or the carcass of unclean cattle, or the carcass of an 
unclean creeping thing, and it escape his recollection; but [he becometh aware that] 
he is unclean, and hath [thus] incurred guilt; 3 Or if he touch the uncleanness of man, 
whatsoever uncleanness of the kind it be by which he can be defiled, and it escape his 
recollection; but he becometh aware of it, and [that] he hath [thus] incurred guilt; 4 Or 
if any person swear, by pronouncing with his lips to do evil, or to do good [to himself], 
in whatsoever it be that a man pronounceth with an oath, and it escape his recollection; 
but he becometh aware of it that he hath incurred guilt by any one of these: 5 And it 
shall be, if he have incurred guilt by any one of these [things,] that he shall confess 
that concerning which he hath sinned; © And he shall bring his trespass-offering unto 
the Lord for his sin which he hath committed, a female from the flocks, a sheep or a 
goat, for a sin-offering; and the priest shall make an atonement for him concerning his 
sin. 7 And if his means be not sufficient for a sheep, then shall he bring as his offering 
[for the trespass] which he hath committed, two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, 
unto the Lord; one for a sin-offering, and the other for a burnt-offering. § And he shall 
bring them unto the priest, and he shall offer that which is for the sin-offering first, and 
pinch off its head by the back of its neck, but shall not divide it asunder: ? And he shall 
sprinkle some of the blood of the sin-offering upon the wall of the altar: and the rest 
of the blood shall be wrung out at the bottom of the altar; it is a sin-offering. 1° And 
the second shall he prepare as a burnt-offering, according to the prescribed order; and 
the priest shall make an atonement for him for his sin which he hath committed, and it 
shall be forgiven unto him. !! But if his means be not sufficient for two turtle-doves, or 
two young pigeons, then shall he bring as his offering for that which he hath sinned, the 
tenth part of an ephah of fine flour for a sin-offering; he shall not put upon it any oil, 
nor shall he put thereupon any frankincense; for it is a sin-offering. 12 And he shall bring 
it to the priest; and the priest shall take from it his handful, as its memorial, and burn 
it on the altar, upon the fire-offerings of the Lord: it is a sin-offering. 13 And the priest 
shall make an atonement for him concerning his sin that he hath committed in one of 
these, and it shall be forgiven unto him; and it shall belong to the priest, as the meat- 
offering. 14 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 5 If any person commit a trespass, 
and sin through ignorance, against the holy things of the Lord: then shall he bring as his 
trespass-offering unto the Lord a ram without blemish out of the flocks, in value of two 
shekels of silver, after the shekel of the sanctuary, for a trespass-offering. 1° And that, 
in which he hath sinned against the holy thing, shall he pay, and shall add its fifth part 
thereto, and give it unto the priest; and the priest shall make an atonement for him with 
the ram of the trespass-offering, and it shall be forgiven unto him. !7 And if any person 
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sin, and commit any one of the prohibitions of the Lord which ought not to be done; and 
he know not whether he have incurred guilt, and so bear his iniquity: 18 Then shall he 
bring a ram without blemish out of the flocks, of the usual value, for a trespass-offering, 
unto the priest: and the priest shall make an atonement for him concerning his sin of 
ignorance, wherein he hath erred and knoweth it not, and it shall be forgiven unto him. 
19 It is a trespass-offering: he hath in trespassing trespassed against the Lord. 


1 (5:20) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 (5:21) If any person sin, and commit a 
trespass against the Lord; if he, namely, lie unto his neighbor in that which was delivered 
to him to keep, or in a loan, or in a thing taken away by violence, or if he have withheld 
the wages of his neighbor; 3 (5:22) Or if he have found something which was lost, and 
lie concerning it, and swear falsely; in any one of all these which a man can do, to sin 
thereby: 4 (5:23) Then shall it be, when he hath sinned and is conscious of his guilt, 
that he shall restore what be hath taken violently away, or the wages which he hath 
withheld, or that which was delivered to him to keep, or the lost thing which he hath 
found, > (5:24) Or any one thing about which he may have sworn falsely; and he shall 
restore it in its principal, and the fifth part thereof shall he add thereto; unto him to 
whom it appertaineth shall he give it, on the day when he confesseth his trespass. (5:25) 
And his trespass-offering shall he bring unto the Lord, a ram without blemish out of the 
flocks, of the usual value, for a trespass-offering, unto the priest: 7 (5:26) And the priest 
shall make an atonement for him before the Lord, and it shall be forgiven unto him, for 
any one thing of all that he may have done to trespass thereby. 8 (6:1) And the Lord spoke 
unto Moses, saying, ? (6:2) Command Aaron and his sons, saying, This is the law of the 
burnt-offering: It is the burnt-offering, which shall be burning upon the altar all night 
unto the morning, and the fire of the altar shall be burning on it. 1° (6:3) And the priest 
shall put on his linen garment, and linen breeches shall he put upon his flesh, and he 
shall lift up the ashes which the fire hath made by consuming the burnt-offering on the 
altar, and he shall place them beside the altar. 11 (6:4) And he shall take off his garments, 
and put on other garments, and carry forth the ashes to without the camp, unto a clean 
place. 12 (6:5) And the fire upon the altar shall be burning on it, it shall not be put out, 
and the priest shall burn wood on it every morning: and he shall lay in order upon it 
the burnt-offering, and he shall burn thereon the fat of the peace-offerings. 13 (6:6) A 
perpetual fire shall be burning upon the altar; it shall not go out. 14 (6:7) And this is the 
law of the meat-offering: [one of] the sons of Aaron shall bring it near before the Lord, in 
front of the altar. 15 (6:8) And he shall lift up from it his handful, of the flour of the meat- 
offering, and of its oil, and all the frankincense which is upon the meat-offering, and 
he shall burn it upon the altar, for a sweet savor, as its memorial, unto the Lord. 1° (6:9) 


And what is left thereof shall Aaron and his sons eat: unleavened shall it be eaten in a 
holy place; in the court of the tabernacle of the congregation shall they eat it. 17 (6:10) 


It shall not be baked leaven; as their portion have I given it from my offerings made by 
fire; it is most holy, as is the sin-offering, and as is the trespass-offering. 18 (6:11) all 
the males among the children of Aaron shall eat of it, as a fixed portion for ever in your 
generations from the fire-offerings of the Lord: every one that toucheth the same shall 
be holy. 19 (6:12) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2° (6:13) This is the offering 
of Aaron and of his sons, which they shall offer unto the Lord on the day when he is 
anointed: the tenth part of an ephah of fine flour for a meat-offering perpetually; half 
of it in the morning, and the other half of it in the evening. 21 (6:14) In a pan, with oil, 
shall it be made, well sodden shalt thou bring it; twice baked, a meat-offering of broken 
pieces, shalt thou offer it for a sweet savor unto the Lord. 22 (6:15) And the priest that 
shall be anointed in his stead among his sons shall offer it: it is a statute for ever, unto 
the Lord; it shall be wholly burnt. 23 (6:16) And every meat-offering of a priest shall be 
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wholly burnt, it shall not be eaten. 24 (6:17) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 
25 (6:18) Speak unto Aaron and to his sons, saying, This is the law of the sin-offering: On 
the place where the burnt-offering is killed shall the sin-offering be killed before the 
Lord; it is most holy. 2° (6:19) The priest who maketh atonement with its blood shall eat 
it: in a holy place shall it be eaten, in the court of the tabernacle of the congregation. 
27 (6:20) Whatsoever may touch the flesh thereof shall be holy: and if there should be 
sprinkled any of its blood upon a garment, whatever it hath been sprinkled on shalt 
thou wash out in a holy place. 28 (6:21) And any earthen vessel wherein it may have 
been boiled shall be broken: and if it have been boiled in a copper vessel, it shall be both 
scoured and rinsed with water. 29 (6:22) Every male among the priests may eat thereof: 
it is most holy. 3° (6:23) And every sin-offering whereof any of the blood is brought into 
the tabernacle of the congregation to make atonement therewith in the holy place, shall 
not be eaten; it shall be burnt in fire. 


7 

1 And this is the law of the trespass-offering: It is most holy. 2 On the place where 
they kill the burnt-offering shall they kill the trespass-offering; and the blood thereof 
shall be sprinkled upon the altar round about. 3 And all its fat shall be offered up from 
it; the rump, and the fat that covereth the inwards, 4 And the two kidneys, and the fat 
that is on them, which is on the flanks, and the midriff above the liver, with the kidneys 
shall he remove the same: 5 And the priest shall burn them upon the altar for an offering 
made by fire unto the Lord; it is a trespass-offering. Every male among the priests may 
eat thereof; in a holy place shall it be eaten: it is most holy. 7 As the sin-offering is, so 
is the trespass-offering; there is one law for them: the priest that maketh atonement 
therewith, his shalt it be. § And the priest that offereth any man's burnt-offering,—the 
skin of the burnt-offering which he hath offered shall belong to this priest alone. 9 And 
every meat-offering that is baked in the oven, and all that is dressed in the deep pan, 
and in the flat pan, shall belong to the priest that offereth it alone. 1° And every meat- 
offering which is mingled with oil, or dry, shall belong to all the sons of Aaron, to one 
as much as the other. 1! And this is the law of the sacrifice of peace-offering, which one 
may happen to offer unto the Lord. 12 If he offer it for a thanksgiving, then shall he offer 
with the sacrifice of thanksgiving unleavened cakes mingled with oil, and unleavened 
wafers anointed with oil, and fine flour, well sodden, made into cakes mingled with oil. 
13 Together with cakes of leavened bread shall he bring his offering, with the sacrifice of 
his thanksgiving peace-offering. 14 And he shall offer thereof one out of every oblation 
for a heave-offering unto the Lord; to the priest that sprinkleth the blood of the peace- 
offering—to him shall it belong. 15 And the flesh of the sacrifice of his thanksgiving- 
peace-offering shall be eaten the same day that it is offered; he shall not leave any of it 
until the morning. 1° But if the sacrifice of his offering be a vow, or a voluntary offering, 
it shall be eaten the same day that he offereth his sacrifice: and on the morrow also 


shall what is left thereof be eaten. 17 But what is left of the flesh of the sacrifice, on the 
third day shall it be burnt with fire. 18 And if the intention was to eat of the flesh of the 


sacrifice of his peace-offering on the third day, it shall not be favorably received; to him 
who offereth it shall it not be accounted; it shall be an abomination, and the person that 
eateth of it shall bear his iniquity. 19 And the flesh, that toucheth any unclean thing, 
shall not be eaten, with fire shall it be burnt: and as for the flesh, every one that is 
clean may eat thereof. 2° But the person that eateth the flesh of the sacrifice of peace- 
offering, that pertaineth unto the Lord, having his uncleanness upon him, even that 
person shall be cut off from his people. 21 And any person that toucheth any unclean 
thing, as the uncleanness of man, or any unclean beast, or any abominable unclean thing, 
and eateth of the flesh of the sacrifice of peace-offering, which pertaineth unto the Lord, 
even that person shall be cut off from his people. 22 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, 
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saying, 23 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, Every manner of fat, of ox, or of sheep, 
or of goat shall ye not eat. 24 And the fat of a beast that dieth of itself, and the fat of that 
which is torn by beasts, may be used for any manner of work, but ye shall in no wise eat of 
it. 25 For whosoever eateth the fat of the cattle, of which one can offer an offering made 
by fire unto the Lord, even the person that eateth it shall be cut off from his people. 
26 Moreover ye shall eat no manner of blood, in any of your dwellings, whether it be 
of fowl or of cattle. 2”? Whatsoever person it be that eateth any manner of blood, even 
that person shall be cut off from his people. 28 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 
29 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, He that offereth the sacrifice of his peace- 
offering unto the Lord shall bring his oblation unto the Lord from the sacrifice of his 
peace-offering. 3° His own hands shall bring it, as the fire-offerings of the Lord: the 
fat with the breast shall he bring, the breast that it may be waved for a wave-offering 
before the Lord. 31 And the priest shall burn the fat upon the altar; but the breast shall 
belong to Aaron and to his sons. 32 And the right shoulder shall ye give unto the priest 
for a heave-offering, of the sacrifices of your peace-offerings. 33> The one that offereth 
the blood of the peace-offerings and the fat, among the sons of Aaron, shall have the 
right shoulder for his part. 34 For the breast which hath been waved and the shoulder 
which hath been lifted up have I taken from the children of Israel from the sacrifices of 
their peace-offerings; and I have given them unto Aaron the priest and unto his sons as a 
fixed portion for ever from the children of Israel. 35 This is the portion of the anointing 
of Aaron, and of the anointing of his sons, from the fire-offerings of the Lord, on the 
day when he brought them near to become priests unto the Lord; 3° Which the Lord 
commanded to give unto them, on the day that he anointed them, from the children 
of Israel, as a fixed portion for ever throughout their generations. 3” This is the law of 
the burnt-offering, of the meat-offering, and of the sin-offering, and of the trespass- 
offering, and of the consecration-offering, and of the sacrifice of the peace-offering; 
38 Which the Lord commanded Moses on mount Sinai, on the day that be commanded 
the children of Israel to offer their oblations unto the Lord, in the wilderness of Sinai. 


8 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2? Take Aaron and his sons with him, and 
the garments, and the anointing oil, and the bullock for the sin-offering, and the two 
rams, and the basket of unleavened bread; ? And all the congregation shalt thou assemble 
together unto the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 4 And Moses did as the Lord 
had commanded him; and the assembly came together unto the door of the tabernacle 
of the congregation. ° And Moses said unto the congregation, This is the thing which 
the Lord hath commanded to do. © And Moses brought near Aaron and his sons, and 
washed them with water. 7 And he put upon him the coat, and girded him with the 
girdle, and clothed him with the robe, and put upon him the ephod, and he girded him 
with the belt of the ephod, and bound it unto him therewith. ® And he put on him the 
breastplate; and he put in the breastplate the Urim and the Thummim. ° And he put 
the mitre upon his head; and he placed upon the mitre, toward the front thereof, the 
golden plate, the holy crown; as the Lord had commanded Moses. !° And Moses took the 
anointing oil, and anointed the tabernacle and all that was therein, and sanctified them. 
11 And he sprinkled thereof upon the altar seven times; and he anointed the altar and all 
its vessels, also the laver and its foot, to sanctify them. 12 And he poured of the anointing 
oil upon Aaron's head, and he anointed him, to sanctify him. 1° And Moses brought near 
the sons of Aaron, and clothed them with coats, and girded them with girdles, and bound 
the bonnets on them; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 1 And he brought near the 
bullock of the sin-offering: and Aaron and his sons laid their hands upon the head of the 
bullock of the sin-offering. 5 And some one slew him; and Moses took the blood, and 
put it upon the horns of the altar round about with his finger, and purified the altar, and 
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the [remaining] blood he poured out at the bottom of the altar, and sanctified it, to make 
henceforth atonement upon it. 1° And he took all the fat that was upon the inwards, and 
the midriff of the liver, and the two kidneys, and their fat, and Moses burnt them upon 
the altar. !” But the bullock, and his hide, and his flesh, and his dung, he burnt with fire 
without the camp; as the Lord had commanded Moses. !8 And he brought near the ram 
of the burnt-offering; and Aaron and his sons laid their hands upon the head of the ram. 
19 And some one killed him; and Moses sprinkled the blood upon the altar round about. 
20 And the ram he cut into the proper pieces; and Moses burnt the head, and the pieces, 
and the fat. 2! And he washed the inwards and the legs in water; and Moses burnt the 
whole ram upon the altar: it was a burnt-sacrifice for a sweet savor, an offering made by 
fire unto the Lord; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 2? And he brought near the other 
ram, the ram of consecration; and Aaron and his sons laid their hands upon the head of 
the ram. 23 And some one slew him; and Moses took some of his blood, and put it upon 
the tip of Aaron's right ear, and upon the thumb of his right hand, and upon the great toe 
of his right foot. 24 And he brought near Aaron's sons, and Moses put some of the blood 
upon the tip of their right ear, and upon the thumb of their right hand, and upon the 
great toe of their right foot; and Moses sprinkled the blood upon the altar round about. 
25 And he took the fat, and the rump, and all the fat that was upon the inwards, and the 
midriff of the liver, and the two kidneys, and their fat, and the right shoulder; 26 And 
out of the basket of unleavened bread, that was before the Lord, he took one unleavened 
cake, and one cake of oiled bread, and one wafer, and he put them on the fat, and upon 
the right shoulder; 27 And he placed the whole upon the hands of Aaron, and upon the 
hands of his sons, and made with them a waving before the Lord. 28 And Moses then 
took these things from off their hands, and burnt them on the altar upon the burnt- 
offering: they were a consecration-offering for a sweet savor, a fire-offering were they 
unto the Lord. 29 And Moses took the breast, and made therewith a waving before the 
Lord; from the ram of consecration was it given to Moses as his portion; as the Lord had 
commanded Moses. 3° And Moses took some of the anointing oil, and of the blood which 
was upon the altar, and sprinkled the same upon Aaron, and upon his garments, and 
upon his sons, and his sons with sanctified upon the garments of him; and he Aaron, his 
garments, and his sons, and the garments of his sons with him. 31 And Moses said unto 
Aaron and to his sons, Boil ye the flesh at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation; 
and there shall ye eat it with the bread that is in the basket of the consecration; as I have 
commanded, saying, Aaron and his sons shall eat it. 32 And that which is left of the flesh 
and of the bread shall ye burn with fire. 33 And from the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation shall ye not go forth seven days, until the days of your consecration be at 
an end; for seven days shall your consecration last. 34 As they have done this day, so hath 
the Lord commanded to do farther, to make an atonement for you. 35 And at the door 
of the tabernacle of the congregation shall ye abide day and night seven days, and keep 
the charge of the Lord, that ye die not; for so have I been commanded. 36 And Aaron and 
his sons did all the things which the Lord had commanded by the hand of Moses. 


9 


1 And it came to pass on the eighth day that Moses called Aaron and his sons, and 
the elders of Israel; 2 And he said unto Aaron, Take unto thyself a young calf for a sin- 
offering, and a ram for a burnt-offering, without blemish, and bring them near before 
the Lord. 3 And unto the children of Israel shalt thou speak, saying, Take ye a he-goat for 
a sin-offering; and a calf and a sheep, both of the first year, without blemish, for a burnt- 
offering; 4 Also a bullock and a ram for peace-offerings, to sacrifice before the Lord, and 
a meat-offering mingled with oil; for this day the Lord will appear unto you. > And they 
brought that which Moses had commanded before the tabernacle of the congregation: 
and all the congregation drew near and stood before the Lord. © And Moses said, This 


XRN 


102 


Leviticus 9:7 98 Leviticus 10:10 


thing which the Lord hath commanded shall ye do: and then will the glory of the Lord 
appear unto you. 7 And Moses said unto Aaron, Draw near unto the altar, and prepare 
thy sin-offering, and thy burnt-offering, and make an atonement for thyself, and for the 
people; and prepare the offering of the people, and make an atonement for them; as the 


Lord hath commanded. 8 And Aaron drew near unto the altar; and he slew the calf of 
the sin-offering, which was for himself. 9 And the sons of Aaron brought the blood unto 


him; and he dipped his finger in the blood, and put it upon the horns of the altar; and 
the [remaining] blood he poured out at the bottom of the altar. 1° And the fat, and the 
kidneys, and the midriff from the liver of the sin-offering, he burnt upon the altar; as the 


Lord had commanded Moses. ! And the flesh and the hide he burnt with fire without the 
camp. !2 And he slew the burnt-offering; and the sons of Aaron presented unto him the 


blood, and he sprinkled it upon the altar round about. !3 And the burnt-offering they 
presented unto him, in its proper pieces, together with the head: and he burnt them 
upon the altar. 4 And he washed the inwards and the legs; and he burnt them upon the 
burnt-offering on the altar. 5 And he brought near the people's offering; and he took the 
goat of the sin-offering which belonged to the people, and slew it, and made atonement 
with its blood, as the first. 1© And he brought near the burnt-offering, and offered it 
according to the prescribed manner. !” And he brought near the meat-offering, and he 
filled his hand thereof, and burnt it upon the altar, beside the burnt-sacrifice of the 
morning. !8 He slew also the bullock and the ram, the sacrifice of peace-offering which 
belonged to the people: and the sons of Aaron presented unto him the blood, and he 
sprinkled it upon the altar round about, 19 Also the fat of the bullock, and of the ram, the 
rump, and that which covereth the inwards, and the kidneys, and the midriff of the liver; 
20 And they put these pieces of fat upon the breasts, and he burnt the fat upon the altar; 
21 And with the breasts and the right shoulder Aaron made a waving before the Lord; as 
Moses had commanded. 22 And Aaron lifted up his hands toward the people, and blessed 
them; and came down after he had offered the sin-offering, and the burnt-offering, and 
peace-offerings. 23 And Moses and Aaron went into the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and came then out, and blessed the people: and the glory of the Lord appeared unto all 
the people. 24 And there came forth a fire from before the Lord, and consumed upon the 
altar the burnt-offering and the fat; and when all the people saw this, they shouted, and 
fell on their faces. 


10 
1 And Nadab and Abihu, the sons of Aaron, took each his censer, and they put therein 
fire, and put thereon incense: and they brought near before the Lord a strange fire, 


which he had not commanded them. 2 And there went out a fire from before the Lord, 
and consumed them, and they died before the Lord. 3 Then said Moses unto Aaron, This 


is what the Lord hath spoken, saying, On those who are near unto me will I be sanctified, 
and before all the people will I be glorified: and Aaron held his peace. 4 And Moses 
called unto Mishael and Elzaphan, the sons of 'Uzziel, the uncle of Aaron, and said unto 
them, Come near, carry your brethren from before the sanctuary to without the camp. 
5 And they came near, and carried them in their coats to without the camp; as Moses had 
spoken. © And Moses said unto Aaron, and unto Elazar and unto Ithamar, his sons, The 
hair of your head you shall not let grow long, and your garments you shall not rend, that 
ye die not, and that he be not wroth upon the whole congregation; but your brethren, 
the whole house of Israel, may bewail the burning which the Lord hath kindled. 7 And 
from the door of the tabernacle of the congregation shall ye not go out, lest ye die; for the 
anointing oil of the Lord is upon you; and they did according to the word of Moses. 8 And 
the Lord spoke unto Aaron, saying, ? Wine or strong drink shalt thou not drink, neither 
thou, nor thy sons with thee, when ye go in unto the tabernacle of the congregation, lest 
ye die: it shall be a statute for ever throughout your generations. 1° So that ye may be 
able to distinguish between the holy and the unholy, and between the unclean and the 
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clean; !! And that ye may be able to teach the children of Israel all the statutes which the 
Lord hath spoken unto them by the hand of Moses. 12 And Moses spoke unto Aaron, and 
unto Elazar and unto Ithamar his sons, that were left, Take ye the meat-offering that is 
left of the fire-offerings of the Lord, and eat it unleavened beside the altar; for it is most 
holy. 13 And ye shall eat it in a holy place, because it is thy fixed portion, and the fixed 
portion of thy sons, from the fire-offerings of the Lord; for so have I been commanded. 
14 And the breast which hath been waved and the shoulder which hath been lifted up, 
shall ye eat in a clean place, thou, and thy sons, and thy daughters with thee; for as thy 
fixed portion, and the fixed portion of thy sons, have they been given from the sacrifices 
of peace-offerings of the children of Israel. The shoulder which is waved and the breast 
which is lifted up, shall they bring with the fat of the fire-offering, to make therewith 
a waving before the Lord: and then shall it be thine, and thy sons with thee, as a fixed 
portion for ever; as the Lord hath commanded. !¢ And the goat of the sin-offering Moses 
sought diligently, and behold, it was burnt: and he was angry with Elazar and Ithamar, 
the sons of Aaron who had been left, and said, 17 Wherefore have ye not eaten the sin- 
offering in the holy place, seeing that it is most holy, and that he hath given it to you 
to bear the iniquity of the congregation, to make atonement for them before the Lord? 
18 Behold, its blood was not brought within the holy place: ye should then have eaten 
it in the holy place, as I commanded. 19 And Aaron spoke unto Moses, Behold, this day 
have they offered their sin-offering, and their burnt-offering before the Lord; and things 
as these have befallen me: and if I had eaten the sin-offering today, would it have been 


pleasing in the eyes of the Lord? 2° And when Moses heard this, it was pleasing in his 
eyes. 


dd 
1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and to Aaron, saying unto them, 2 Speak unto the 
children of Israel, saying, These are the beasts which ye may eat among all the beasts that 


are on the earth. 3 Whatsoever divideth the hoof, and is cloven-footed, and cheweth 
the cud, among the beasts, that may ye eat. 4 But these shall ye not eat, of those that 


chew the cud, or of those that divide the hoof: the camel; because he cheweth the cud, 
but divideth not the hoof; he is unclean unto you. ° And the cony; because he cheweth 


the cud, but divideth not the hoof; he is unclean unto you. © And the hare; because he 
cheweth the cud, but divideth not the hoof; he is unclean unto you. 7 And the swine; 


because he divideth the hoof, and is cloven-footed, but he cheweth not the cud; he is 
unclean unto you. 8 Of their flesh shall ye not eat, and their carcass shall ye not touch; 


they are unclean unto you. ? These may ye eat, of all that are in the waters: all that have 
fins and scales in the waters, in the seas, and in the rivers, them may ye eat. !° But all 


that have not fins and scales in the seas, and in the rivers, of whatever moveth in the 
waters, and of any living thing which is in the waters, shall be an abomination unto you: 


11 And an abomination shall they remain unto you; of their flesh shall ye not eat, and 
their carcasses ye shall have in abomination. 12 Whatsoever hath not fins and scales in 
the waters, shall be an abomination unto you. !° And these shall ye have in abomination 
among the fowls; they shall not be eaten, they are an abomination: The eagle, and the 
ossifrage, and the osprey, 14 And the vulture, and the kite after his kind; 5 Every raven 
after his kind: 1° And the ostrich, and the night-hawk, and the cuckoo, and the hawk 
after his kind; 17 And the little owl, and the cormorant, and the great owl, 18 And the 
swan, and the pelican, and the gier-eagle, 19 And the stork, the heron after his kind, 
and the lapwing, and the bat. 2° All flying insects that walk upon four feet, shall be an 
abomination unto you. 21 Yet these may ye eat, among all the flying insects that walk 
on four feet, which have spring-legs above their feet, to leap therewith upon the earth. 
22 These of them may ye eat: The locust after its kind, and the sol'am after its kind, 
and the chargol after its kind, and the chagab after its kind. 23 But all flying insects, 
which have four feet, shall be an abomination unto you; 24 And through these shall ye be 
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rendered unclean: whosoever toucheth the carcass of them shall be unclean until the 
evening; 25 And whosoever beareth aught of their carcass shall wash his clothes, and be 


unclean until the evening. 2° Every species of beast, which divideth the hoof and is not 
cloven-footed nor cheweth the cud, is unclean unto you: every one that toucheth the 
same shall be unclean. 27 And all that walk upon their paws, among all manner of beasts 
that walk on four feet, are unclean unto you; whosoever toucheth their carcass shall be 
unclean until the evening. 28 And he that beareth their carcass shall wash his clothes, 
and be unclean until the evening: unclean shall they be unto you. 29 And these shall 
be unclean unto you among the creeping things that creep upon the earth: The weasel, 
and the mouse, and the tortoise after its kind, 3° And the hedgehog, and the chameleon, 
and the lizard, and the snail, and the mole. 31 These shall be unclean to you among all 
that creep: whosoever doth touch them, when they are dead, shall be unclean until the 
evening. 32 And every thing upon which any part of them, when they are dead, doth fall, 
shall be unclean; whether it be any vessel of wood, or raiment, or skin, or sack, every 
vessel wherewith any work can be done, must be put into water, and it shall be unclean 
until the evening, when it shall be clean. 3° And every earthen vessel whereinto any part 
of them falleth, whatsoever is in it shall be unclean; and itself shall ye break. 34 All kinds 
of food which may be eaten, on which water cometh, shall be unclean: and all drink that 
may be drunk, shall be rendered unclean in every vessel. 35 And every thing whereupon 
any part of their carcass falleth, shall be unclean; an oven, or ranges for pots, shall be 
broken down, they are unclean; and unclean shall they be unto you. 3° Nevertheless, a 
fountain, or pit, receptacles for water, shall be clean; but he that toucheth their carcass 
shall be unclean. 37 And if any part of their carcass fall upon any sowing-seed which 
hath been sown, it shall be clean. 38 But if any water be put upon the seed, and any 
part of their carcass fall thereon, it shall be unclean unto you. 39 And if any cattle die, 
which is allowed to you as food: he that toucheth its carcass shall be unclean until the 
evening. 4° And he that eateth of its carcass shall wash his clothes, and be unclean until 
the evening; he also that beareth its carcass shall wash his clothes, and be unclean until 
the evening. 41 And every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth is an abomination, 
it shall not be eaten. 42 Whatsoever goeth upon the belly, and whatsoever goeth upon 
four feet, down to whatsoever hath many feet among all creeping things that creep upon 
the earth, shall ye not eat; for they are an abomination. 43 Ye shall not make yourselves 
abominable with any creeping thing that creepeth; and ye shall not make yourselves 
unclean with them, that ye should be defiled thereby. 44 For I am the Lord your God; 
ye shall therefore sanctify yourselves, and ye shall be holy; for I am holy: neither shall 
ye make yourselves unclean with any manner of creeping thing that creepeth upon the 
earth. 45 For I am the Lord that have brought you up out of the land of Egypt, to be your 
God; ye shall therefore be holy, for I am holy. 4° This is the law of the beasts, and of 
the fowl, and of every living creature that moveth in the waters, and of every creature 
that creepeth upon the earth: 47 To distinguish between the unclean and the clean, and 
between the beast that may be eaten and the beast that may not be eaten. 


12 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, 


Ifa woman have conceived seed, and born a male child: then shall she be unclean seven 
ays, even as in the days of the separation for her infirmity shall she be unclean. 3 And on 


the eighth day shall the flesh of his foreskin be circumcised. 4 And thirty and three days 
shall she then continue in the blood of her purification; any thing hallowed shall she 
not touch, and into the sanctuary shall she not come, until the days of her purification 


be at an end. 5 But if she bear a female child, then shall she be unclean two weeks as in 
her separation; and sixty and six days shall she continue in the blood of the purification. 


6 And at the completion of the days of her purification, for a son, or for a daughter, she 
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shall bring a sheep of the first year for a burnt-offering, and a young pigeon, or a turtle- 
dove, for a sin-offering, unto the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, unto the 
priest. 7 And he shall bring it near before the Lord, and make an atonement for her, and 
she shall be cleansed from the issue of her blood: this is the law for her that hath given 


birth to a male or to a female. 8 And if her means will not suffice for a lamb, then shall 
she take two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, the one for a burnt-offering, and the 


other for a sin-offering; and the priest shall make an atonement for her, and she shall be 
clean. 


13 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, 2 If a man shall have in the 
skin of his flesh a swelling, a rising, or a bright spot, and it might become in the skin of his 
flesh the plague of leprosy: then shall he be brought unto Aaron the priest, or unto one 
of his sons the priests. 3 And if the priest shall see the plague in the skin of the flesh, and 
the hair in the plague be turned white, and the appearance of the plague be deeper than 
the skin of his flesh: it is a plague of leprosy; and [so soon as] the priest shall see him, he 
shall pronounce him unclean. ‘But if it be a white bright spot in the skin of his flesh, and 
its appearance be not deeper than the skin, and the hair be not turned white: then shall 
the priest shut up the plague seven days. > And the priest shall see him on the seventh 
day; and, behold, if the plague have remained unchanged in its appearance, the plague 
have not spread in the skin: then shall the priest shut him up seven days more. © And the 
priest shall see him again on the seventh day; and, behold, if the plague be somewhat 
pale, and the plague have not spread in the skin: then shall the priest pronounce him 
clean; it is a rising, and he shall wash his clothes, and be clean. 7 But if the rising should 
spread abroad in the skin, after he hath been seen by the priest for his cleansing, he 
shall be seen again by the priest. 8 And if the priest see that, behold, the rising have 
spread abroad in the skin, then shall the priest pronounce him unclean: it is leprosy. 9 If 
the plague of leprosy happen to be on a man, then shall he be brought unto the priest; 
10 And the priest shall see, and, behold, if there be a white swelling in the skin, and the 
hair in it have turned white, or there be a trace of healthy flesh in the swelling: 11 Itis an 
inveterate leprosy in the skin of his flesh, and the priest shall pronounce him unclean; 
he shall not shut him up, for he is unclean. 12 And if the leprosy break out abroad in the 
skin, and the leprosy cover all the skin of [him that hath] the plague from his head even 
to the feet, so far as the eyes of the priest can see: 13 If now the priest should see, that, 
behold, the leprosy have covered all his flesh, he shall pronounce the plague clean; it 
is all turned white, he is clean. !4 But on the day that healthy flesh appeareth therein, 
he shall be unclean. 1° And the priest shall see the healthy flesh, and pronounce him to 
be unclean; the healthy flesh is unclean, it is the leprosy. 1° Or if the healthy flesh turn 
again, and be changed unto white, he shall come unto the priest; !” And if the priest 
see him, and, behold, the plague be turned into white: then shall the priest pronounce 
the plague clean, he is clean. 18 And if there be a person who hath had in his skin an 
inflammation, and hath been healed, 19 And if there be on the place of the inflammation 
a white swelling, or a white and dark red bright spot, he shall be shown to the priest; 
20 And if the priest see, and, behold, its appearance be lower than the skin, and the hair 
thereof have been turned white: then shall the priest pronounce him unclean, it is the 
plague of leprosy broken out in the inflammation. 2! But if the priest see it, and, behold, 
there be no white hair therein, and if it be not lower than the skin, and it be pale: then 
shall the priest shut him up seven days. 2? And if it now spread abroad in the skin, then 
shall the priest pronounce him unclean: it is the plague [of leprosy]. 23 But if the bright 
spot remain in its place, and spread not, it is a scar of the inflammation; and the priest 
shall pronounce him clean. 24 Or if there be a person in whose skin there is a place burnt 
by fire, and the mark of the burning become a bright spot, white and dark red, or white; 
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25 And if the priest see it, and, behold, the hair in the bright spot have been turned white, 
and its appearance be deeper than the skin: it is leprosy, broken out in the fire-wound; 
and the priest shall pronounce him unclean, it is the plague of leprosy. 2° But if the priest 
see it, and, behold, there be in the bright spot no white hair, and it be not lower than the 
skin, and it be pale: then shall the priest shut him up seven days. 27 And the priest shall 
see him on the seventh day: if now it have spread abroad in the skin, then shall the priest 
pronounce him unclean: it is the plague of leprosy. 28 And if the bright spot remain in 
its place, [and] it have not spread abroad in the skin, and it be pale: it is a swelling of the 
fire-wound; and the priest shall pronounce him clean; for it is a scar of the fire-wound. 
29 And if there be a man or woman on whom there arise a plague, on the head or on the 
beard; 3° Then shall the priest see the plague; and, behold, if its appearance be deeper 
than the skin, and there be in it a yellow thin hair: then shall the priest pronounce him 
unclean, it is a dry scall, it is the leprosy of the head or of the beard. 31 And if the priest 
see the plague of the scall, and, behold, its appearance be not deeper than the skin, and 
there be no black hair in it: then shall the priest shut up the plague of the scall seven 
days. 32 And the priest shall see the plague on the seventh day; and, behold, if the scall 
have not spread, and there be in it no yellow hair, and the appearance of the scall be not 
deeper than the skin: 33 Then shall he be shaved, but the scall he shall not shave; and the 
priest shall shut up the scall seven days more. *4 And the priest shall see the scall on the 
seventh day; and, behold, if the scall have not spread in the skin, and its appearance be 
not deeper than the skin: then shall the priest pronounce him clean, and he shall wash 
his clothes, and be clean. 35 But if the scall should spread abroad in the skin after his 
being pronounced clean: °¢ Then shall the priest see him; and, behold, if the scall have 
spread in the skin, the priest shall not seek for the yellow hair; he is unclean. 3” But if 
the scall have remained stationary in its color, and black hair have grown up therein: the 
scall is then healed, he is clean; and the priest shall pronounce him clean. 38 And if there 
be a man or a woman having in the skin of their flesh bright spots, white bright spots; 
39 And if the priest do see, and, behold, there are in the skin of their flesh bright spots, 
pale and white: it is a freckly eruption grown in the skin; he is clean. 4° And if there be a 
man whose hair of the head fall off, he is a bald head; he is clean. 41 And if from the side 


of his face his hair fall off, he is forehead-bald; he is clean. 42 But if there be on the bald 
head, or the bald forehead, an eruption, white and dark red: it is the leprosy sprung up 


on his bald head, or his bald forehead. 43 And the priest shall see him; and, behold, if the 
swelling of the eruption be white and dark red on his bald head, or on his bald forehead, 
like the appearance of the leprosy on the [other parts of the] skin of the flesh: 44 He is 
a leprous man, he is unclean; the priest shall pronounce him unclean; his plague is on 
his head. 45 And the leper on whom the plague is, his clothes shall be rent, and his head 
shall be bare, and he shall cover himself up to his upper lip, and, Unclean, unclean, shall 
he call out. 4° All the days whereon the plague which rendereth unclean is on him, he 
shall be unclean; alone shall he dwell; without the camp shall his habitation be. 47 And if 
there be a garment on which there arise a plague of leprosy, whether it be on a woollen 
garment, or on a linen garment; 48 Whether it be on the warp, or on the woof; of linen, 
or of woollen; whether on a skin, or on any thing made of skin; 4? And the plague be dark 
green or dark red, on the garment, or on the skin, or on the warp, or on the woof, or on 
any article made of skin: it is the plague of leprosy; and it shall be shown unto the priest. 
50 And the priest shall see the plague, and shut up the plague seven days. 5! And if he 
see the plague on the seventh day, that the plague have spread in the garment, either in 
the warp, or in the woof, or in the skin, or in any article that is made of skin: the plague 
is a corroding leprosy; it is unclean. 52 And he shall then burn that garment, whether 
warp or woof, in woollen or in linen, or any article of skin, whereon the plague is; for it 
is a corroding leprosy, in fire shall it be burnt. 53 And if the priest shall see, and, behold, 
the plague have not spread on the garment, either on the warp, or on the woof, or on 
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any article of skin: 54Then shall the priest command that they wash the thing whereon 
the plague is, and he shall shut it up seven days more. * And if the priest see, after the 
plague hath been washed, and, behold, the plague have not changed its color, and the 
plague have not spread: it is unclean, in fire shalt thou burn it; it is a decay on its inside 
or on its outside. 5° And if the priest see, and, behold, the plague have become pale after 
its having been washed: then shall he tear it out from the garment, or from the skin, or 
from the warp, or from the woof. 5” And if it appear again on the garment, either on the 
warp, or on the woof, or on any instrument of skin: it is a growing plague; with fire shalt 
thou burn that whereon the plague is. 58 And the garment, either the warp or the woof, 
or every instrument of skin, which thou shalt wash, and the plague depart therefrom, 
shall be washed the second time, when it shall be clean. 59 This is the law of the plague of 
leprosy on a garment of woollen or linen, either in the warp, or the woof, or any article 
of skin, to pronounce it clean, or unclean. 


14 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 This shall be the law of the leper on the day 
of his being cleansed: He shall be brought unto the priest. 3 And the priest shall go forth 
to without the camp; and if the priest see, and, behold, the plague of leprosy be healed 
on the leper: 4 Then shall the priest command to take for him that is to be cleansed two 
healthy, clean birds, and cedar wood, and a string of scarlet yarn, and hyssop. 5 And the 
priest shall command that one of the birds be killed in an earthen vessel over running 
water. © As for the living bird, he shall take it, and the cedar wood, and the string of 
scarlet yarn, and the hyssop, and he shall dip these and the living bird into the blood 
of the bird that was killed over the running water: 7 And he shall sprinkle upon him 
that is to be cleansed from the leprosy seven times; and when he hath cleansed him, he 
shall let the living bird fly forth into the open field. ® And he that is to be cleansed shall 


wash his clothes, and shave off all his hair, and wash himself in water, and he shall be 
clean, and after that he may come into the camp; but he shall tarry outside of his tent 


seven days. ? And it shall be on the seventh day, that he shall shave off all his hair, his 
head, and his beard, and his eyebrows, even all his hair shall he shave off: and he shall 


wash his clothes, he shall also wash his flesh in water, when he shall be clean. 1° And on 
the eighth day he shall take two sheep without blemish, and one ewe of the first year 


without blemish, and three-tenth parts of fine flour for a meat-offering, mingled with 
oil, and one log of oil. 1! And the priest who cleanseth shall cause the man that is to be 
made clean, and these things, to stand before the Lord, at the door of the tabernacle of 
the congregation: 12 And the priest shall take the one sheep, and offer the same for a 
trespass-offering, with the log of oil; and he shall make with them a waving before the 
Lord. 13 And he shall slay the sheep on the place where the sin-offering and the burnt- 
offering are killed, in the holy place; for as the sin-offering so doth the trespass-offering 
belong to the priest: it is most holy. 14 And the priest shall take some of the blood of the 
trespass-offering; and the priest shall put it upon the tip of the right ear of him that is to 
be cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand, and upon the great toe of his right 
foot. 15 And the priest shall take some of the log of oil, and pour it into the palm of his 
own left hand. 16 And the priest shall dip his finger of the right hand in the oil that is 
in his left hand, and he shall sprinkle of the oil with his finger seven times before the 
Lord. 17 And of the rest of the oil that is in his hand shall the priest put upon the tip of 
the right ear of him that is to be cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand, and 
upon the great toe of his right foot, upon the blood of the trespass-offering. 18 And what 
is left of the oil that is in the priest's hand, he shall put upon the head of him that is 
to be cleansed: and the priest shall [thus] make an atonement for him before the Lord. 
19 And the priest shall prepare the sin-offering, and make an atonement for him that is to 
be cleansed from his uncleanness; and afterward shall he kill the burnt-offering: 2° And 
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the priest shall offer the burnt-offering and the meat-offering upon the altar; and the 
priest shall [thus] make an atonement for him, and he shall be clean. 21 But if he be poor, 
and his means do not suffice, then shall he take one sheep for a trespass-offering to be 
waved, to make an atonement for him; and one-tenth part of fine flour mingled with oil 
for a meat-offering, and a log of oil; 22 And two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, for 
which his means suffice; and one shall be a sin-offering, and the other a burnt-offering. 
23 And he shall bring them on the eighth day of his being cleansed unto the priest, unto 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, before the Lord. 24 And the priest shall 
take the sheep of the trespass-offering, and the log of oil; and the priest shall make with 
them a waving before the Lord. 25 And he shall kill the sheep of the trespass-offering; 
and the priest shall take some of the blood of the trespass-offering, and put it upon the 
tip of the right ear of him that is to be cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand, 
and upon the great toe of his right foot. 2 And some of the oil shall the priest pour into 
the palm of his own left hand: 2” And the priest shall sprinkle with his finger of the right 
hand some of the oil that is in his left hand, seven times before the Lord; 28 And the priest 
shall put of the oil that is in his hand upon the tip of the right ear of him that is to be 
cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand, and upon the great toe of his right foot; 
upon the place of the blood of the trespass-offering; 2° And what is left of the oil that 
is in the priest's hand he shall put upon the head of him that is to be cleansed, to make 
an atonement for him before the Lord. 3° And he shall offer the one of the turtle-doves, 
or of the young pigeons, from what his means enable him [to bring]; 3! Even what his 
means enable him, the one for a sin-offering, and the other for a burnt-offering, with 
the meat-offering: and the priest shall [thus] make an atonement for him that is to be 
cleansed, before the Lord. 32 This is the law of him on whom is the plague of leprosy, 
whose means are not sufficient when he is cleansed. 33 And the Lord spoke unto Moses 
and unto Aaron, saying, 34 When ye come into the land of Canaan, which I give to you for 
a possession, and I put the plague of leprosy on a house of the land of your possession: 
35 Then shall he that owneth the house come and tell the priest, saying, Something like 
a leprosy hath shown itself to me in the house. 3° And the priest shall command that 
they clear out the house, before the priest go into it to see the plague, that all be not 
made unclean that is in the house: and after this shall the priest go in to see the house. 
37 And he shall view the plague, and, behold, if the plague be in the walls of the house, 
in depressions, dark green or dark red, and their appearance be deeper than the wall: 
38 Then shall the priest go out of the house to the door of the house, and lock up the 
house seven days. 3? And the priest shall come again on the seventh day; and if he see, 
that, behold, the plague have spread in the walls of the house: 4° Then shall the priest 
command that they break out the stones on which the plague is; and they shall cast 
them forth without the city on an unclean place. 4! And the house he shall cause to be 
scraped within round about; and they shall pour out the rubbish that they have scraped 
off without the city on an unclean place. 42 And they shall take other stones, and put 
them into the place of these stones; and other mortar shall he take, and shall plaster the 
house. “3 And if the plague come again, and break out in the house, after he hath taken 
away the stones, and after the house hath been scraped, and after it hath been plastered: 
44 Then shall the priest come; and if he see that, behold, the plague have spread in the 
house, it is a corrosive leprosy in the house; it is unclean. 4° And he shall break down the 


house, its stones, and the timbers thereof, and all the mortar of the house; and he shall 
carry them forth to without the city, unto an unclean place. 4° And he that goeth into 


the house, all the days that it is locked up, shall be unclean until the evening. 47 And he 
that lieth in the house shall wash his clothes; and he that eateth in the house shall wash 
his clothes. 48 But if the priest should come in, and see, and, behold, the plague have not 
spread in the house, after the house was plastered: then shall the priest pronounce the 
house clean, because the plague is healed. 4? And he shall take, to atone for the house, 
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two birds, and cedar wood, and a string of scarlet yarn, and hyssop; 5° And he shall kill 
the one bird in an earthen vessel over running water; 5! And he shall take the cedar wood, 
and the hyssop, and the scarlet yarn, and the living bird, and dip them in the blood of 
the slain bird, and in the running water, and sprinkle on the house seven times: 52 And 
he shall atone for the house with the blood of the bird, and with the running water, and 
with the living bird, and with the cedar wood, and with the hyssop, and with the string 
of scarlet yarn; °° But he shall let fly forth the living bird out of the city into the open 
field, and make [thus] an atonement for the house, and it shall be clean. 54 This is the 
law for all manner of plague of leprosy, and scall, °> And for the leprosy of a garment and 
of a house, °° And for a swelling, and for a rising, and for a bright spot; °” To teach on the 
day when something is unclean, and on the day when it is clean: this is the law of the 
leprosy. 


15 
1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and to Aaron, saying, * Speak unto the children of 
Israel, and say unto them, When any man have a running issue out of his flesh: because 


of his issue is he unclean. 3 And this shall be his uncleanness in his issue: whether his 
flesh run with his issue, or his flesh be stopped from his issue, it is his uncleanness. 


4 Every bed, whereon he may lie that hath the issue, shall be unclean: and every vessel, 
whereon he may sit, shall be unclean. ° And any man that toucheth his bed shall wash 
his clothes, and bathe himself in water, and be unclean until the evening. ® And he that 
sitteth on any vessel whereon he that hath the issue may sit, shall wash his clothes, and 
bathe himself in water, and be unclean until the evening. 7 And he that toucheth the 


flesh of him that hath the issue shall wash his clothes, and bathe himself in water, and 
be unclean until the evening. ® And if he that hath the issue spit upon him that is clean: 


then shall this one wash his clothes, and bathe himself in water, and be unclean until the 
evening. 9 And what saddle soever he that hath the issue may ride upon shall be unclean. 


10 And whatsoever toucheth any thing, that may be under him, shall be unclean until 
the evening: and he that beareth any of these things shall wash his clothes, and bathe 
himself in water, and be unclean until the evening. 11 And whomsoever he that hath 
the issue may touch, and he have not rinsed his hands in water, shall wash his clothes, 
and bathe himself in water, and be unclean until the evening. 12 And an earthen vessel 
that he who hath the issue may touch, shall be broken; and every vessel of wood shall be 


rinsed in water. 13 And when he that hath an issue becometh clean of his issue: then shall 
he number to himself seven days for his cleansing, and wash his clothes, and bathe his 


flesh in running water, and then shall he be clean. 14 And on the eighth day shall he take 
unto himself two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, and come before the Lord, unto 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, and give them unto the priest: 5 And 
the priest shall offer them, the one for a sin-offering, and the other for a burnt-offering; 
and the priest shall make an atonement for him before the Lord for his issue. 1° And if 
any man's seed of copulation go out from him, then shall he bathe all his flesh in water, 
and be unclean until the evening. !7 And any garment, and any skin, whereon the seed 
of copulation may be, shall be washed with water, and be unclean until the evening. 
18 And if a man should lie with a woman with seed of copulation, then shall they bathe 
themselves in water, and be unclean until the evening. !° And if a woman have an issue, 
so that blood flow from her flesh: then shall she be in her state of separation seven days; 
and whosoever toucheth her shall be unclean until the evening. 2° And every thing that 
she may lie upon in her separation shall be unclean: and whatever she may sit upon shall 


be unclean. 21 And whosoever toucheth her bed shall wash his clothes, and bathe himself 
in water, and be unclean until the evening. 22 And whosoever toucheth any vessel, that 


she may sit upon, shall wash his clothes, and bathe himself in water, and be unclean until 
the evening. 23 And if something be on the bed, or on any thing whereon she may sit, 
when he toucheth it, he shall be unclean until the evening. 24 And if any man should 
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lie with her, and the uncleanness of her separation come upon him, he shall be unclean 
seven days; and every bed whereon he may lie shall be unclean. 25 And if a woman have 
an issue of her blood many days out of the time of her separation, or if it run beyond the 
time of her separation: all the days of the issue of her uncleanness shall she be as in the 
days of her separation; she shall be unclean. 2° Every bed whereon she may lie all the 
days of her issue shall be unto her as the bed of her separation; and whatever vessel she 
may sit upon shall be unclean, as the uncleanness of her separation. 2”? And whosoever 
toucheth these things shall be unclean; and he shall wash his clothes, and bathe himself 
in water, and be unclean until the evening. 28 And when she becometh clean of her issue, 
then shall she number to herself seven days, and after that shall she be clean. 2? And on 
the eighth day shall she take unto herself two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, and 
bring them unto the priest, to the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 3° And the 
priest shall offer the one for a sin-offering, and the other for a burnt-offering; and the 
priest shall make an atonement for her before the Lord for the issue of her uncleanness. 
31 And ye shall separate the children of Israel from their uncleanness; that they may not 
die in their uncleanness, when they defile my tabernacle that is in their midst. 32 This is 
the law of him that hath an issue, and of him whose seed goeth from him, and is defiled 
therewith; 33 And of her that is suffering in her separation, and of him that hath an issue, 
of the man, and of the woman, and of him that lieth with her that is unclean. 


16 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses after the death of the two sons of Aaron, when they 
had come near before the Lord, and died: 2 And the Lord said unto Moses, Speak unto 
Aaron thy brother, that he come not at all times into the holy place within the vail, before 
the mercy-seat, which is upon the ark, that he die not; for in the cloud will I appear upon 
the mercy-seat. 3 With this shall Aaron come into the holy place: with a young bullock 
for a sin-offering, and a ram for a burnt-offering. 4A holy linen coat shall be put on, 
and linen breeches shall he have upon his flesh, and with a linen girdle shall he gird 
himself, and a linen mitre shall he bind on his head; these are holy garments; therefore 
shall he wash his flesh in water, and then put them on. 5 And from the congregation 
of the children of Israel shall he take two goats for a sin-offering, and one ram for 
a burnt-offering. © And Aaron shall bring near the bullock of the sin-offering, which 


is for himself, and make an atonement for himself, and for his house. 7 And he shall 
take the two goats, and place them before the Lord at the door of the tabernacle of the 


congregation. 8 And Aaron shall put lots upon the two goats; one lot “for the Lord,” 
and the other lot “for 'Azazel.” 9° And Aaron shall bring near the goat upon which fell 
the lot “for the Lord,” and offer him for a sin-offering. 1° But the goat on which fell 
the lot “for 'Azazel,” shall be placed alive before the Lord, to make an atonement with 
him, by sending him away to 'Azazel into the wilderness. 1! And Aaron shall bring near 
the bullock of the sin-offering, which is for himself, and he shall make an atonement 
for himself, and for his house; and he shall kill the bullock of the sin-offering which 
is for himself. 12 And he shall take a censer full of burning coals of fire from off the 
altar before the Lord, and both his hands full of incense of spices, pounded fine, and 
bring it within the vail; 13 And he shall put the incense upon the fire, before the Lord; 
that the cloud of the incense may envelop the mercy-seat that is upon the testimony, 
that he die not. 14 And he shall take of the blood of the bullock, and sprinkle it with 
his finger above toward the mercy-seat, eastward; and before the mercy-seat shall he 
sprinkle seven times of the blood with his finger. 15 And he shall kill the goat of the sin- 
offering, that is for the people, and bring his blood to within the vail, and do with that 
blood as he did with the blood of the bullock, and sprinkle it above the mercy-seat, and 
before the mercy-seat. 1° And he shall make an atonement for the holy place, because of 
the uncleanness of the children of Israel, and because of their transgressions in all their 
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sins: and so shall he do for the tabernacle of the congregation, that abideth among them 
in the midst of their uncleanness. 17 And there shall not be any man in the tabernacle 
of the congregation when he goeth in to make an atonement in the holy place, until he 


come out: and so shall he make an atonement for himself, and for his household, and for 
the whole congregation of Israel. 18 And he shall then go out unto the altar that is before 


the Lord, and make an atonement upon it; and he shall take of the blood of the bullock, 
and of the blood of the goat, and put it upon the horns of the altar round about. 19 And he 
shall sprinkle upon it of the blood with his finger seven times; and he shall cleanse it, and 


hallow it from the uncleanness of the children of Israel. 2° And when he hath made an 
end of atoning for the holy place, and the tabernacle of the congregation, and the altar: 


then shall he bring near the live goat. 2! And Aaron shall lay both his hands upon the 
head of the live goat, and confess over him all the iniquities of the children of Israel, and 
all their transgressions in all their sins, putting them upon the head of the goat, and he 
shall send him away by the hand of a man appointed thereto into the wilderness: 22 And 
the goat shall bear upon him all their iniquities unto a land not inhabited; and so shall he 
send away the goat into the wilderness. 23 And Aaron shall then go into the tabernacle 
of the congregation, and he shall take off the linen garments, which he had put on when 
he went into the holy place, and he shall leave them there: 24 And he shall bathe his 
flesh with water in a holy place, and put on his garments; and come then forth, and 
offer his burnt-offering, and the burnt-offering of the people, and make an atonement 
for himself, and for the people. 25 And the fat of the sin-offering shall he burn upon 
the altar. 26 And he that carrieth the goat to 'Azazel shall wash his clothes, and bathe 
his flesh in water, and afterward he may come into the camp. 27 And the bullock for 
the sin-offering, and the goat for the sin-offering, the blood of which was brought in to 
make atonement in the holy place, shall one carry forth without the camp; and they shall 
burn in fire their skins, and their flesh, and their dung. 28 And he that burneth them shall 
wash his clothes, and bathe his flesh in water, and afterward he may come into the camp. 
29 And it shall be unto you a statute for ever: in the seventh month, on the tenth of the 
month, ye shall afflict yourselves [by fasting], and no work shall ye do, whether it be one 
of your own country, or the stranger that sojourneth among you; 2° For on that day shall 
[the high-priest] make an atonement for you, to cleanse you; from all your sins before 
the Lord shall ye be clean. 3! It shall be a sabbath of rest unto you, and ye shall afflict 
yourselves [by fasting], as a statute for ever. 32 And the priest, who shall be anointed, 
and who shall be consecrated to minister as priest in his father's stead, shall make the 
atonement; and he shall put on the linen clothes, the holy garments. 33 And he shall 
make an atonement for the holy of holies; and for the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and for the altar shall he make an atonement; and also for the priests, and for all the 
people of the congregation shall he make an atonement. 34 And this shall be unto you 
as a statute for everlasting, to make an atonement for the children of Israel for all their 
sins once a year: and he did as the Lord had commanded Moses. 


AF 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto Aaron, and unto his sons, and 
unto all the children of Israel, and say unto them, This is the thing which the Lord hath 
commanded, saying, 3 Any man whatsoever of the house of Israel, that killeth an ox, or 
a sheep, or a goat, in the camp, or that killeth it out of the camp, 4 And bringeth it not 
to the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, to offer it as an offering unto the Lord 
before the tabernacle of the Lord: as blood-guiltiness shall it be imputed unto that man, 
blood hath he shed; and that man shall be cut off from among his people. 5 In order 
that the children of Israel may bring their sacrifices, which they slay in the open field, 
and bring them unto the Lord, to the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, unto 
the priest, and slay them as sacrifices of peace-offerings unto the Lord. © And the priest 
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shall sprinkle the blood upon the altar of the Lord at the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation; and he shall burn the fat for a sweet savor unto the Lord. 7 So that they 
shall offer no more their sacrifices unto evil spirits, after which they have gone astray: a 
statute for ever shall this be unto them throughout their generations. ® And unto them 
shalt thou say, Whatsoever man there be of the house of Israel, or of the strangers who 
may sojourn among them, that offereth a burnt-offering or a sacrifice, ° And bringeth it 
not unto the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, to offer it unto the Lord: even 
that man shall be cut off from among his people. !° And if there be any man of the house 
of Israel, or of the strangers that sojourn among them, that eateth any manner of blood: 
I will set my face against the person that eateth the blood, and I will cut him off from 
among his people. ! For the life of the flesh is in the blood; and I have appointed it for 
you upon the altar to make an atonement for your souls; for the blood it is that maketh 


an atonement for the soul. !2 Therefore have I said unto the children of Israel, No one 
of you shall eat blood, and the stranger that sojourneth among you shall not eat blood. 


13 And if there be any man whatsoever of the children of Israel, or of the strangers that 
sojourn among them, who catcheth by hunting any beast or fowl that may be eaten: then 
shall he pour out the blood thereof, and cover it up with dust. 14 For the life of all flesh 
is its blood, on which its life dependeth; therefore have I said unto the children of Israel, 
The blood of every manner of flesh shall ye not eat; for the life of all flesh is its blood, 
every one who eateth it shall be cut off. 15 And every person that eateth that which hath 
died of itself, or that which was torn by beasts, be this one born in your own country, or 
a stranger, shall both wash his clothes, and bathe himself in water, and be unclean until 
the evening, when he shall be clean. 1° But if he wash [them] not, nor bathe his flesh, 
then shall he bear his iniquity. 


18 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, * Speak unto the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, I am the Lord your God. 3 After the doings of the Land of Egypt, wherein 
ye have dwelt, shall ye not do; and after the doings of the land of Canaan whither I am 
bringing you, shall ye not do; and in their customs shall ye not walk. 4 My ordinances 
shall ye do, and my statutes shall ye keep, to walk therein: I am the Lord your God. 
5 And ye shall keep my statutes, and my ordinances, which if a man do, he shall live 
in them: I am the Lord. © None of you shall approach to any that are near of kin to 
him, to uncover their nakedness: I am the Lord. ? The nakedness of thy father, or the 
nakedness of thy mother, shalt thou not uncover: she is thy mother, thou shalt not 
uncover her nakedness. ® The nakedness of thy father's wife shalt thou not uncover: 
it is thy father's nakedness. ? The nakedness of thy sister, the daughter of thy father, 
or the daughter of thy mother, whether she be born at home, or born abroad,—even 
the nakedness of any of these shalt thou not uncover. !° The nakedness of thy son's 
daughter, or of thy daughter's daughter,—even the nakedness of any of these, shalt 
thou not uncover; for theirs is thy own nakedness. 1 The nakedness of thy father's 
wife's daughter, begotten of thy father, she is thy sister,—thou shalt not uncover her 
nakedness. 12 The nakedness of thy father's sister shalt thou not uncover: she is thy 
father's near kinswoman. 13 The nakedness of thy mother's sister shalt thou not uncover; 
for she is thy mother's near kinswoman. 14 The nakedness of thy father's brother shalt 
thou not uncover: his wife shalt thou not approach, she is thy aunt. 15 The nakedness of 
thy daughter-in-law shalt thou not uncover: she is thy son's wife, thou shalt not uncover 
her nakedness. 16 The nakedness of thy brother's wife shalt thou not uncover: it is thy 
brother's nakedness. 17 The nakedness of a woman and her daughter shalt thou not 
uncover: her son's daughter, or her daughter's daughter shalt thou not take, to uncover 
her nakedness; for they are near kinswomen; it is incest. 18 And a woman together with 
her sister shalt thou not take, to vex her, to uncover her nakedness, beside the other, 
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in her lifetime. 19 And a woman in the separation of her uncleanness shalt thou not 
approach, to uncover her nakedness. 2° And with thy neighbor's wife shalt thou not lie 
carnally, to defile thyself with her. 2! And any of thy seed shalt thou not let pass through 
[the fire] to Molech, and thou shalt not profane the name of thy God: I am the Lord. 


22 And with a man shalt thou not lie, as with a woman: it is an abomination. 23 And with 
any beast shalt thou not lie to defile thyself therewith; neither shall any woman stand 


before a beast to lie down thereto: it is confusion. 24 Do not defile yourselves through any 
of these things.; for through all these have become defiled the nations which I cast out 
before you: 25 And the land became defiled; wherefore I have visited its iniquity upon it, 
and the land itself vomited out its inhabitants. 2° Ye shall therefore keep my statutes and 
my ordinances, and ye shall not commit any of these abominations; neither any of your 
own nation, nor the stranger that sojourneth among you; 2’ (For all these abominations 
have the men of the land done, who were before you, and the land hath become defiled;) 
28 That the land may not vomit you out also, when ye defile it, as it hath vomited out the 
nations that were before you. 2? For whosoever shall commit any of these abominations, 
— even the souls that commit them shall be cut off from among their people. 3° Therefore 
shall ye keep my charge, so that ye commit not any one of these abominable customs, 
which were committed before you, and that ye do not defile yourselves therewith: I am 
the Lord your God. 


19 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto all the congregation of the 
children of Israel, and say unto them, Ye shall be holy; for I the Eternal your God am holy. 
3 Ye shall fear, every man, his mother and his father, and my sabbaths shall ye keep: I am 
the Lord your God. 4 Ye shall not turn unto the idols, and molten gods shall ye not make 
to yourselves: I am the Lord your God. ° And if ye offer a sacrifice of peace-offering unto 
the Lord, ye shall offer it so that it may be favorably received from you. °On the same day 
ye offer it shall it be eaten, and on the morrow: and whatever is left until the third day, 


shall be burnt with fire. 7 And if the intention was that it should be eaten on the third 
day, it is an abomination, it shall not be favorably received. § And whoever eateth it shall 


bear his iniquity; because he hath profaned the hallowed thing of the Lord: and that soul 
shall be cut off from among his people. ° And when ye reap the harvest of your land, thou 
shalt not wholly reap the corners of thy field, neither shalt thou gather up the gleanings 
of thy harvest. 1° And thou shalt not glean thy vineyard, and the single grapes that drop 
in thy vineyard shalt thou not gather up; for the poor and the stranger shalt thou leave 
them: I am the Lord your God. " Ye shall not steal; neither shall ye deny [another's 
property in your hands], nor lie one to another. 12 And ye shall not swear by my name 
falsely, and thou shalt not thus profane the name of thy God: I am the Lord. 13 Thou shalt 
not withhold any thing from thy neighbor, nor rob him: there shall not abide with thee 
the wages of him that is hired, through the night until morning. !4 Thou shalt not curse 
the deaf, nor put a stumbling-block before the blind; but thou shalt be afraid of thy God: 
I am the Lord. !° Ye shall do no unrighteousness in judgment; thou shalt not respect 
the person of the poor, nor honor the person of the great; in righteousness shalt thou 
judge thy neighbor. !¢Thou shalt not go up and down as a talebearer among thy people; 
thou shalt not stand [idly] by the blood of thy neighbor: I am the Lord. 17 Thou shalt not 
hate thy brother in thy heart: thou shalt indeed rebuke thy neighbor, and not bear sin 
on account of him. 18 Thou shalt not avenge, nor bear any grudge against the children 
of thy people; but thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself: I am the Lord. 19 My statutes 
shall ye keep; thy cattle shalt thou not let gender with a diverse kind; thy field shalt thou 
not sow with mingled seeds; and a garment of mingled kinds, of linen and woollen, shall 
not come upon thee. 2° And if a man lie carnally with a woman, that is a bond-maid, 
betrothed to a man, but who hath neither been redeemed, nor hath her freedom been 


XRN 


114 


Leviticus 19:21 110 Leviticus 20:14 


given her: there shall a scourging be decreed; they shall not be put to death, because 
she was not free. 21 And he shall bring his trespass-offering unto the Lord, unto the 
door of the tabernacle of the congregation: a ram for a trespass-offering. 22 And the 
priest shall make an atonement for him with the ram of the trespass-offering before the 
Lord for his sin which he hath done; and he shall be forgiven for his sin which he hath 
committed. 23 And when ye come into the land, and plant any kind of tree bearing edible 
fruit, then shall ye count the fruit thereof as uncircumcised: three years shall it be as 
uncircumcised unto you, it shall not be eaten. 24 But in the fourth year shall all its fruit 
be holy for praise-giving unto the Lord. 25 And in the fifth year shall ye eat of its fruit, in 
order that it may increase unto you its productiveness: I am the Lord your God. 2¢ Ye shall 
not eat upon the blood; nor shall ye use enchantment, nor observe times. 27 Ye shall not 
cut round the corners [of the hair] of your head, neither shalt thou destroy the corners 
of thy beard. 28 And for the dead shall ye not make any incision in your flesh; and any 
etched-in writing shall you not fix on yourselves: I am the Lord. 2? Do not profane thy 
daughter, to cause her to be a prostitute; lest the land fall to prostitution, and the land 
become full of incest. 3° My sabbaths shall ye keep, and my sanctuary shall ye reverence: 
Iam the Lord. 3! Turn not unto them that have familiar spirits, and unto wizards; seek 
[them] not, to be defiled by them: I am the Lord your God. 32 Before the hoary head shalt 
thou rise up, and honor the face of the old man; and thou shalt be afraid of thy God: I 
am the Lord. 33 And if a stranger sojourn with thee, in your land, ye shall not vex him. 
34 As one born in the land among you, shall be unto you the stranger that sojourneth 
with you, and thou shalt love him as thyself; for ye were strangers in the land of Egypt: 
I am the Lord your God. 35 Ye shall do no unrighteousness in judgment, in meteyard, in 
weight, or in measure. 3° Just balances, just weights, a just ephah, and a just hin, shall 
ye have: I am the Lord your God, who have brought you forth out of the land of Egypt. 
37 Ye shall therefore observe all my statutes, and all my ordinances, and do them: I am 
the Lord. 


20 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 And to the children of Israel shalt thou say, 
Whatsoever man of the children of Israel, or of the strangers that sojourn in Israel, that 
giveth any of his seed unto Molech, shall surely be put to death; the people of the land 
shall stone him with stones. 3 And I will set my face against that man, and I will cut him 
off from among his people; because of his seed hath he given unto Molech, in order to 
defile my sanctuary, and to profane my holy name. 4 And if the people of the land should 
in any way hide their eyes from that man, when he giveth of his seed unto Molech, so 
as not to kill him: 5 Then will I set my face against that man, and against his family, 
and I will cut him off, and all that go astray after him, to go astray after Molech, from 
among their people. © And the person that turneth unto such as have familiar spirits, 
and unto wizards, to go astray after them,—then will I set my face against that person, 
and will cut him off from among his people. 7 Sanctify yourselves therefore, and be ye 
holy; for Iam the Lord your God. 8 And ye shall keep my statutes, and do them: I am the 
Lord who sanctify you. ? For every one whatever that curseth his father or his mother 
shall be put to death: his father or his mother hath he cursed, his blood shall be upon 
him. 1° And if there be a man that committeth adultery with a man's wife, [whoever it 
be] that committeth adultery with his neighbor's wife: then shall the adulterer be put 
to death, together with the adulteress. !! And a man that lieth with his father's wife, 
hath uncovered his father's nakedness: both of them shall be put to death; their blood 
shall be upon them. 12 And if a man lie with his daughter-in-law, both of them shall be 
put to death: they have committed an unnatural deed; their blood shall be upon them. 
13 And if a man lie with a male, as they lie with a woman, both of them have committed 
an abomination: they shall be put to death; their blood shall be upon them. 14 And if a 
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man take a woman and her mother, it is incest: in fire shall they burn him and them; 
that there be no incest among you. 15 And a man that lieth with a beast shall be put to 
death: and the beast also shall ye slay. 16 And if a woman approach unto any beast to lie 
down thereto, then shalt thou kill the woman, and the beast; they shall be put to death; 
their blood shall be upon them. 1” And if a man take his sister, the daughter of his father, 
or the daughter of his mother, and he see her nakedness, and she see his nakedness: 
it is a disgraceful deed; and they shall be cut off before the eyes of their people: the 
nakedness of his sister hath he uncovered; his iniquity shall he bear. 18 And if a man 
lie with a woman suffering of her separation, and uncover her nakedness, and he lay 
open her fountain, and she uncover the fountain of her blood: then shall both of them 
be cut off from the midst of their people. 19 And the nakedness of thy mother's sister, 
or of thy father's sister shalt thou not uncover; for his near of kin he uncovereth: their 
iniquity shall they bear. 2° And the man that lieth with his uncle's wife, hath uncovered 
his uncle's nakedness: their sin shall they bear; childless shall they die. 21 And if a man 


do take his brother's wife, it is an abominable act: the nakedness of his brother hath 
he uncovered; childless shall they remain. 22 And keep ye all my statutes, and all my 


ordinances, and do them; that the land, whither I bring you to dwell therein, may not 
vomit you forth. 23 And ye shall not walk in the customs of the nation which I cast out 
before you; for all these things they committed, and therefore I felt loathing for them. 
24 And I said unto you, Ye shall possess their land, and I will give it unto you to possess it, 
a land flowing with milk and honey: I am the Eternal your God, who have separated you 


from the nations. 25 Ye shall therefore make a difference between the clean beast and 
the unclean, and between the unclean fowl and the clean; and ye shall not make your 


souls abominable by the beast, or by the fowl, or by any manner of thing that creepeth 
on the ground, which I have separated from you as unclean. 2° And ye shall be holy unto 
me, for I the Lord am holy; and I have separated you from the nations, that ye should be 
mine. 27 And if there be among men or women one that hath a familiar spirit, or that is 
a wizard, they shall be put to death; with stones shall they stone them; their blood shall 
be upon them. 


Zh 


1 And the Lord said unto Moses, Speak unto the priests the sons of Aaron, and say unto 
them, None [of them] shall defile himself on the dead, among his people; ? But on his kin, 
that is near unto him, [that is,] on his mother, and on his father, and on his son, and on 
his daughter, and on his brother, 3 And on his sister that is a virgin, that is nigh unto 
him, who hath had no husband: on her may he defile himself. 4 The chief man among 
his people shall not defile himself, to be profaned thereby. 5 They shall not make any 
baldness upon their head, and the corner of their beard shall they not shave off, and 
in their flesh shall they not make any incision. ® Holy shall they be unto their God, and 
they shall not profane the name of their God; for the fire-offerings of the Lord, the bread 
of their God, do they offer, they shall therefore be holy. 7 A woman that is a harlot, or 
one profaned, shall they not take; and a woman put away from her husband shall they 
not take; for holy is he unto his God. ® And thou shalt sanctify him; for the bread of 
thy God doth he offer: holy shall he be unto thee; for I the Lord, who sanctify you, am 
holy. 9 And if the daughter of any priest profane herself by committing incest, her father 
doth she profane: with fire shall she be burnt. 1° And the priest that is highest among 
his brethren, upon whose head the anointing oil hath been poured, and who hath been 
consecrated to put on the garments, shall not let the hair of his head grow long, and 
his garments shall he not rend; 1 Neither shall he go in to any dead body; even on his 
father, and on his mother shall he not defile himself. 12 And out of the sanctuary shall he 
not go, that he may not profane the sanctuary of his God; for the crown of the anointing 
oil of his God is upon him: I am the Lord. 1° And he shall take a wife in her virgin state. 
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14 A widow, and a divorced woman, and one profaned, [and] a harlot, these shall he not 
take; but a virgin of his own people shall he take for wife; 15 So that he may not profane 
his seed among his people; for I, the Lord, do sanctify him. 1° And the Lord spoke unto 
Moses, saying, !7 Speak unto Aaron, saying, Whosoever of thy seed in their generations 
it be on whom there is any blemish, shall not approach to offer the bread of his God. 
18 For whatsoever man it be on whom there is a blemish, shall not approach: a blind, or 
a lame man, or one that hath a flattened nose, or a man one of whose limbs is too long, 


19 Or a man who hath a broken foot, or a broken hand, 2° Or a crookbacked, or a dwarf, 
or one that hath a blemish in his eye, or the itch, or the scurvy, or the testicles broken. 


21 Every man on whom there is a blemish, of the seed of Aaron the priest, shall not come 
nigh to offer the fire-offerings of the Lord: there is a blemish on him; he shall not come 
nigh to offer the bread of his God. 22 The brewed of his God, both of the most holy, and 
of the holy things he may eat. 23 Only unto the vail, and unto the altar shall he not come 
nigh, because there is a blemish on him; that he profane not my holy things; for I the 
Lord do sanctify them. 24 And Moses spoke thus unto Aaron, and to his sons, and unto 
all the children of Israel. 


22 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto Aaron and to his sons, that 
they keep themselves away from the holy things of the children of Israel, [so that they 
profane not my holy name] which they hallow unto me: I am the Lord. 3 Say unto them, 
In your generations, if there be any man of all your seed, that approacheth unto the holy 
things, which the children of Israel hallow unto the Lord, having his uncleanness upon 
him, that soul shall be cut off from my presence: I am the Lord. 4 Any man whatsoever 
of the seed of Aaron, that is a leper, or hath a running issue, shall not eat of the holy 
things, until he be clean; and whoso toucheth any thing that is unclean by the dead, or a 
man whose seed goeth from him; * Or a man who toucheth any creeping thing, whereby 
he may be made unclean, or a man through whom he can be rendered unclean, through 
any kind of uncleanness which he hath: © The person that toucheth any such shall be 
unclean until the evening, and he shall not eat of the holy things, unless he have bathed 
his flesh in water. 7 And when the sun hath set, he shall be clean; and afterward he may 
eat of the holy things; because it is his food. § That which dieth of itself, or is torn by 
beasts, shall he not eat, to defile himself therewith: I am the Lord. ? And they shall keep 
my charge, that they may not bear sin through it, and die therefore, if they profane it: I 
am the Lord who sanctify them. !° And no stranger shall eat of a holy thing: a sojourner 
of a priest, or a hired servant, shall not eat of a holy thing. 1! But if a priest buy a person 
with his money, then may he eat of it; and those that are born in his house, may eat of 
his bread. 12 And if the daughter of a priest be married unto a stranger, she may not eat 
of the offered part of holy things. 15 But the daughter of a priest, if she be a widow, or 
divorced, and have no child, and is returned unto her father's house, as in her youth, 
may eat of her father's bread; but no stranger shall eat thereof. 14 And if a man eat a 
holy thing unwittingly, then shall he add the fifth part thereof unto it, and he shall make 
good unto the priest the holy thing. 15 And they shall not profane the holy things of the 
children of Israel, which they offer unto the Lord; 1¢ And load on themselves the iniquity 
of trespass, when they eat their holy things; for I am the Lord who sanctify them. 17 And 
the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 18 Speak unto Aaron, and unto his sons, and unto all 
the children of Israel, and say unto them, If there be any man of the house of Israel, or of 
the strangers in Israel, that offereth his oblation, be it for any manner of vows, or for any 
manner of freewill-offerings, which they may offer unto the Lord for a burnt-offering: 
19 Then shall it be, that it may be favorably received for you, a male without blemish, of 
the oxen, of the sheep, or of the goats. 20 Whatsoever on which there is a blemish shall 
ye not offer; for it will not be favorably received for you. 21 And when a man offereth 
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a sacrifice of peace-offering unto the Lord as a vow, or a freewill-offering of the herds 
or of the flocks: it shall be without blemish to be favorably received; no kind of bodily 
defect shall be thereon. 2? A blind, or broken-limbed, or maimed animal, or one having 
a wen, or itch, or scurvy,—ye shall not offer these unto the Lord, and a fire-offering shall 
ye not make of them upon the altar unto the Lord. 23 And an ox or a lamb that hath a 
limb too long or too short, that mayest thou offer for a freewill-offering; but for a vow it 
shall not be favorably received. 24 And one that is bruised, or crushed, or broken, or cut 
in the testicles, shall ye not offer unto the Lord; and in your land shall ye not make the 
like. 25 And from a stranger's hand shall ye not offer the bread of your God from any of 
these; because their corruption is on them, a bodily defect is on them: they shall not be 
favorably received for you. 26 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2” When a bullock, 
or a sheep, or a goat, is brought forth, then shall it remain seven days by its mother; 
and from the eighth day and thenceforth shall it be favorably received for an offering 
made by fire unto the Lord. 28 And whether it be ox or sheep, ye shall not kill it and its 
young both in one day. 2? And when ye offer a sacrifice of thanksgiving unto the Lord, 
offer it so that it may be favorably received of you. 3° On the same day shall it be eaten 
up; ye shall leave none of it until the morning: I am the Lord. 3! And ye shall keep my 
commandments and do them: I am the Lord. 32 And ye shall not profane my holy name; 
so that I may be sanctified among the children of Israel; I am the Lord who sanctify you, 
33 That brought you out of the land of Egypt, to be unto you a God: I am the Lord. 


235 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, The feasts of the Lord, which ye shall proclaim to be holy convocations,— 
these are my feasts: 3 Six days may work be done; but on the seventh day is the sabbath of 
rest, a holy convocation; no kind of work shall ye do thereon; it is the sabbath [holy] unto 
the Lord in all your dwellings. 4 These are the feasts of the Lord, the holy convocations, 
which ye shall proclaim in their seasons: ° On the fourteenth day of the first month, 
toward evening, is the passover-lamb to be offered unto the Lord. © And on the fifteenth 
day of the same month is the feast of unleavened bread unto the Lord: seven days must 
ye eat unleavened bread. 7 On the first day there shall be a holy convocation unto you; 
no servile work shall ye do thereon. ® And ye shall offer an offering made by fire unto 
the Lord seven days: on the seventh day is a holy convocation; no servile work shall ye 
do. ° And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, !° Speak unto the children of Israel, and 
say unto them, When ye shall have come into the land which I give unto you, and reap 
the harvest thereof: then shall ye bring an omer full of the first of your harvest unto the 
priest; 1! And he shall wave the omer before the Lord, that it may be favorably received 
for you; on the morrow after the holy day shall the priest wave it. !2 And ye shall offer 
on the day when ye wave the omer, a male sheep without blemish of the first year for a 
burnt-offering unto the Lord. 13 And the meat-offering thereof shall be two tenth parts 
of fine flour mingled with oil, as an offering made by fire unto the Lord, for a sweet 
savor; with its drink-offering of wine, the fourth part of a hin. 14 And neither bread, nor 
parched corn, nor green ears, shall ye eat, until the self-same day, until ye have brought 
the offering of your God: it shall be a statute forever throughout your generations in 
all your dwellings. 15 And ye shall count unto you from the morrow after the holy day, 
from the day that ye bring the omer of the wave-offering, [that] it be seven complete 
weeks: 16 Even unto the morrow after the seventh week shall ye number fifty days; and 
ye shall then offer a new meat-offering unto the Lord. 17 Out of your own habitations 
shall ye bring two wave-loaves of two tenth parts; of fine flour shall they be; leavened 
shall they be baked; they are the first-fruits unto the Lord. 18 And ye shall offer with 
the bread seven sheep without blemish of the first year, and one young bullock, and two 
rams: they shall be for a burnt-offering unto the Lord, with their meat-offering, with 
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their drink-offerings, an offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord. 19 And 
ye shall sacrifice one he-goat for a sin-offering, and two sheep of the first year for a 
sacrifice of peace-offering. 2° And the priest shall make with them together with the 
bread of the first-fruits a waving before the Lord, together with the two sheep; holy 
shall they be to the Lord for the priest. 21 And ye shall proclaim on the self-same day, 
that it may be a holy convocation unto you; no servile work shall ye do; it shall be a 
statute for ever in all your dwellings throughout your generations. 22 And when ye reap 
the harvest of your land, thou shalt not cut away altogether the corners of thy field when 
thou reapest, and the gleaning of thy harvest shalt thou not gather up; unto the poor, 
and to the stranger shalt thou leave them: I am the Lord your God. 23 And the Lord spoke 
unto Moses, saying, 24 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, In the seventh month, 
on the first day of the month, shall ye have a rest, a [day of] memorial of sounding the 
cornet, a holy convocation. 25 No servile work shall ye do: and ye shall offer an offering 
made by fire unto the Lord. 2° And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2” But on the 
tenth day of this seventh month is the day of atonement, a holy convocation shall it be 
unto you, and ye shall fast; and ye shall offer an offering made by fire unto the Lord. 
28 And no manner of work shall ye do on this same day; for it is a day of atonement, to 
make an atonement for you before the Lord your God. 29 For whatsoever person it be 
that fasteth not on this same day, shall be cut off from among his people. °° And if there 
be any person that doth any work on this same day, then will I destroy the same person 
from among his people. 3! No manner of work shall ye do: it shall he a statute for ever 
throughout your generations, in all your dwellings. 32 A sabbath of rest it shall be unto 
you, and ye shall fast: on the ninth day of the month at evening [shall ye begin], from 
evening unto evening shall ye celebrate your sabbath. *° And the Lord spoke unto Moses, 
saying, 34 Speak unto the children of Israel, saying, On the fifteenth day of this seventh 
month, shall be the feast of tabernacles for seven days unto the Lord. 35 On the first day 
shall be a holy convocation; no servile work shall ye do. 3° Seven days shall ye offer an 
offering made by fire unto the Lord: on the eighth day shall be a holy convocation unto 
you; and ye shall offer an offering made by fire unto the Lord, it is a solemn assembly; 
no servile work shall ye do. 37 These are the feasts of the Lord, which ye shall proclaim 
to be holy convocations, to offer an offering made by fire unto the Lord, burnt-offering, 
and meat-offering, sacrifice, and drink-offerings, every thing upon its day: 38 Beside the 
sabbaths of the Lord, and beside your gifts, and beside all your vows, and beside all your 
freewill-offerings, which ye may give unto the Lord. 39 But on the fifteenth day of the 
seventh month, when ye have gathered in the fruit of the land, shall ye keep the feast of 
the Lord seven days: on the first day shall be a rest, and on the eighth day shall be a rest. 
40 And ye shall take unto yourselves on the first day the fruit of the tree hadar, branches 
of palm-trees, and the boughs of the myrtle-tree, and willows of the brook: and ye shall 
rejoice before the Lord your God seven days. 4! And ye shall keep it as a feast unto the 
Lord seven days in the year: it shall be a statute for ever throughout your generations; 
in the seventh month shall ye celebrate it. 42 In booths shall ye dwell seven days; all that 
are Israelites born shall dwell in booths. 43 In order that your generations may know, 
that I caused the children of Israel to dwell in booths, when I brought them forth out of 
the land of Egypt: Iam the Lord your God. 44 And Moses declared the feasts of the Lord 
unto the children of Israel. 


24 
1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, * Command the children of Israel, that 
they bring unto thee pure beaten olive-oil, for the lighting, to cause the lamp to burn 
continually. ? Without the vail of the testimony, in the tabernacle of the congregation, 
shall Aaron put it in order [for] from evening unto morning before the Lord continually; 
as a statute for ever in your generations. 4 Upon the pure candlestick shall be put in 
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order the lamps, before the Lord, continually. 5 And thou shalt take fine flour, and bake 
thereof twelve cakes: of two tenth parts shall each one cake be. © And thou shalt place 
them in two rows, six in a row, upon the pure table before the Lord. 7 And thou shalt put 
upon each row pure frankincense, that it may be unto the bread for a memorial, as a fire- 
offering unto the Lord. 8 On every and each sabbath day shall he place it in order before 
the Lord continually, [obtained] from the children of Israel as an everlasting covenant. 
9 And it shall belong to Aaron and to his sons; and they shall eat it in a holy place; for it 
is most holy unto him, from the fire-offerings of the Lord, as a perpetual fixed portion. 
10 And there went fortha son of an Israelitish woman, but who was the son of an Egyptian 
man, among the children of Israel; and there quarrelled together in the camp this son 


of the Israelitish woman and an Israelitish man. ! And the son of the Israelitish woman 
pronounced the [holy] Name, and blasphemed; and they brought him unto Moses: [and 


his mother's name was Shelomith, the daughter of Dibri, of the tribe of Dan;] 12 And they 
placed him in ward, until the decision of the Lord could be explained to them. 3 And 
the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, !4 Lead forth the blasphemer to without the camp; 
and all that have heard him shall lay their hands upon his head; and all the congregation 
shall stone him. 15 And unto the children of Israel shalt thou speak, saying, Whatsoever 
man that blasphemeth his God shall bear his sin. !° But he that pronounced the name 
of the Lord [with blasphemy] shall be put to death, all the congregation shall stone him; 
be he a stranger, or be he one that is born in the land, when he pronounceth the [holy] 
Name [with blasphemy,] he shall be put to death. 17 And he that taketh the life of any 
man shall surely be put to death. 18 And he that taketh the life of a beast shall make it 
good: beast for beast. 19 And if a man cause a bodily defect in his neighbor, as he hath 
done, so shall be done to him; 2° Breach for breach, eye for eye, tooth for tooth: in the 
manner as he hath caused a bodily defect in a man, so shall it be done to him. 21 And he 
that killeth a beast, shall make restitution for it; and he that killeth a man, shall be put 
to death. 22 One manner of judicial law shall ye have, the stranger shall be equal with 
one of your own country; for I am the Lord your God. 23 And Moses spoke to the children 
of Israel; and they led forth the blasphemer to without the camp, and they stoned him 
with stones; and the children of Israel did as the Lord had commanded Moses. 


ZS 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses on mount Sinai, saying, ? Speak unto the children 
of Israel, and say unto them, When ye come into the land which I give unto you; then 
shall the land keep a sabbath unto the Lord. 3 Six years shalt thou sow thy field, and six 
years shalt thou prune thy vineyard, and gather in the fruit thereof; 4 But in the seventh 
year there shall be a sabbath of rest unto the land, a sabbath [in honor] of the Lord: thy 
field shalt thou not sow, and thy vineyard shalt thou not prune. > That which groweth of 
its own accord of thy harvest shalt thou not reap, and the grapes of thy undressed vine 
shalt thou not gather: a year of rest shall it be unto the land. ¢ And [the product of] the 
sabbath of the land shall be unto you for food, for thee, and for thy man-servant, and 
for thy maid-servant, and for thy hired laborer, and for thy stranger, that sojourn with 
thee; ” And for thy cattle, and for the beasts that are in thy land, shall all its products 
be [left] for food. § And thou shalt number unto thee seven sabbaths of years, seven 
years seven times; and the space of the seven sabbaths of years shall be unto thee forty 
and nine years. 9 And then shalt thou cause the sound of the cornet to be heard, in the 
seventh month, on the tenth day of the month: on the day of atonement shall ye sound 
the cornet throughout all your land. 1° And ye shall hallow the fiftieth year, and proclaim 
freedom throughout the land unto all the inhabitants thereof; it shall be a jubilee unto 
you; and ye shall return, every man, unto his possession, and ye shall return, every man, 
unto his family. 11 A jubilee shall this, the fiftieth year, be unto you: ye shall not sow, nor 
reap that which groweth of itself in it, nor gather in it the fruit of the undressed vines. 
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12 For it is the jubilee; holy shall it be unto you: from the field shall ye eat the products 
thereof. 1° In this year of the jubilee shall ye return, every man, unto his possession. 
14 And if thou sell aught unto thy neighbor, or buy aught of thy neighbor's hand, ye shall 
not overreach one the other; !5 According to the number of years after the jubilee shalt 
thou buy of thy neighbor, according unto the number of harvest-years shall he sell unto 
thee; 1¢ According to the multitude of years shalt thou increase the price thereof, and 
according to the fewness of years shalt thou diminish the price thereof; for a number of 
harvests doth he sell unto thee. 17 And ye shall not overreach one the other; but thou 
shalt be afraid of thy God; for I am the Lord your God. 18 And ye shall do my statutes, 
and my ordinances shall ye keep and do them; and then shall ye dwell in the land in 
safety. 19 And the land shall yield its fruit, and ye shall eat your fill, and dwell in safety 
therein. 2° And if ye should say, What shall we eat in the seventh year? behold, we are 
not permitted to sow, and we cannot gather in our harvest: 21 Then will I command my 
blessing unto you in the sixth year, and it shall bring forth a harvest for three years. 
22 And when ye sow in the eighth year, then shall ye eat yet of the old harvest; until 
the ninth year, until its harvest come in, shall ye eat of the old store. 23 And the land 
shall not be sold for a permanence [to the purchaser]; for the land is mine; for strangers 
and sojourners are ye with me. 74 And in all the land of your possession ye shall grant 
a redemption for the land. 25 If thy brother become poor, and sell away some of his 
possession: then may his nearest of kin come and redeem what his brother hath sold. 
26 And if the man have none to redeem it, and he acquire the means, sufficient to be able 
to redeem it himself: 27 Then let him reckon the years since his sale, and restore the 
overplus unto the man to whom he sold it; and so shall he return unto his possession. 


28 But if his means do not suffice to enable him to restore it to him: then shall that which 
he hath sold remain in the hand of him that hath bought it until the year of the jubilee; 


and it shall be freed in the jubilee, and he shall return unto his possession. 29 And if a 
man sell a dwelling-house in a walled city: then shall the time of redemption last till the 
end of the year of his sale; a full year shall his time of redemption last. 3° And if it be 
not redeemed within the expiration of a full year: then shall the house which is in the 
walled city remain as a permanence to him that bought it throughout his generations; 
it shall not become freed in the jubilee. 31 But the houses of the villages which have 
no wall round about them shall be counted as the fields of the country: they shall have 
the right of redemption, and they shall become freed in the jubilee. 32 And [respecting] 
the cities of the Levites, the houses of the cities of their possession, a perpetual right of 
redemption shall belong to the Levites. 33 And if a man of the Levites redeem something: 
then shall the house that was sold, and the city of his possession, become freed in the 
jubilee; for the houses of the cities of the Levites are their possession among the children 
of Israel. 34 And a field of the suburbs of their cities shall not be sold; for a perpetual 
possession is it unto them. * And if thy brother become poor, and fall in decay with 
thee: then shalt thou assist him, [yea] a stranger, or a sojourner, that he may live with 
thee. 3¢ Thou shalt not take of him any usury or increase; but thou shalt be afraid of 
thy God: that thy brother may live with thee. 37 Thy money shalt thou not give him 
upon usury, nor lend him thy victuals for increase. 331 am the Lord your God, who have 
brought you forth out of the land of Egypt, to give unto you the land of Canaan, to be 
unto you a God. 39 And if thy brother become poor near thee, and be sold unto thee: thou 
shalt not compel him to work as a bond-servant. 4° But as a hired laborer, as a sojourner, 
shall he be with thee; until the year of the jubilee shall he serve with thee: 41 And then 
shall he depart from thee, he and his children with him; and he shall return unto his 
own family, and unto the possession of his fathers shall he return. 42 For my servants 
are they, whom I brought forth out of the land of Egypt: they shall not be sold as bond- 
men are sold. 43 Thou shalt not rule over him with rigor; but thou shalt have fear of 
thy God. 44 But thy bond-man, and thy bond-woman that shall remain thine, shall be of 
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the nations that are round about you; of them may ye buy bond-man and bond-woman. 
45 And also of the children of the strangers that sojourn with you, of them may ye buy, 
and of their families that are with you, which they have begotten in your land; and they 
shall remain to you as a possession. 46 And ye may transfer them as an inheritance for 
your children after you, to inherit them for a possession; you may hold them to service 
for ever; but over your brethren the children of Israel, one over the other, ye shall not 
rule with rigor. 47 And if a stranger or sojourner wax rich near thee, and thy brother 
become poor near him, and he sell himself unto the sojourning stranger near thee, or to 
a descendant of a stranger's family: 48 After he hath sold himself shall he have the right 
of redemption; one of his brethren may redeem him. 49 Either his uncle, or his uncle's 
son, may redeem him, or any that is near of kin unto him of his family may redeem him; 
or if he obtain the means, he may redeem himself. 5° And he shall reckon with him that 
bought him from the year that he sold himself to him unto the year of the jubilee: and the 
price of his sale shall be according to the number of years, as the time of a hired laborer 
shall he have been with him. 51 If there be yet many years, according to them shall he 
return the price of his redemption out of his purchase-money. 5? And if there remain but 
few years unto the year of the jubilee: then shall he reckon with him; according to his 
years shall he return the price of his redemption. °3 As a laborer hired from year to year 
shall he be with him; he shall not rule over him with rigor before thy eyes. 54 And if he 
be not redeemed by [one of] these means: then shall he go out in the year of the jubilee, 
both he, and his children with him. °° For unto me are the children of Israel servants, my 
servants are they, whom I have brought forth out of the land of Egypt: I am the Eternal 
your God. 


26 

1 Ye shall not make yourselves any idols, and a graven image, or a standing image 
shall ye not rear up unto you, and any carved stone shall you not place in your land, 
to bow down upon it; for I am the Eternal your God. ? My sabbaths shall ye keep, and 
my sanctuary shall ye reverence: I am the Lord. 3 If in my statutes ye walk, and if my 
commandments ye keep, and do them: 4 Then will I give you rains in their due season, 
and the earth shall yield her products, and the tree of the field shall yield its fruit. > And 
the threshing shall reach with you unto the vintage, and the vintage shall reach unto 
sowing-time; and ye shall eat your bread to the full, and ye shall dwell in safety in your 
land. © And I will give peace in the land, and ye shall lie down, with none to make you 
afraid; and I will remove evil beasts out of the land, and the sword shall not pass through 
your land. 7 And ye shall chase your enemies, and they shall fall before you by the sword. 
8 And five of you shall chase a hundred, and a hundred of you shall chase ten thousand; 
and your enemies shall fall before you by the sword. ? And I will turn myself unto you, 
and make you fruitful, and multiply you; and I will establish my covenant with you. 
10 And ye shall eat very old store, and the old shall ye remove away because of the new. 
11 And I will set my dwelling among you; and my soul shall not loath you. 12 And I will 
walk among you, and I will be to you a God, and ye shall be to me a people. 131 am the 
Eternal your God, who have brought you forth out of the land of Egypt, that ye should 
not be their bond-men; and I have broken the bands of your yoke, and caused you to walk 
upright. 4 But if ye will not hearken unto me, and will not do all these commandments; 
15 And if my statutes ye despise, and if my ordinances your soul loath, so as not to do all 
my commandments, in that ye break my covenant: !¢Then will I also do this unto you, 
and I will inflict on you terror, consumption, and the burning ague, that consume the 
eyes, and cause sorrow of heart; and ye shall sow in vain your seed, for your enemies 
shall eat it. 17 And I will set my face against you, and ye shall be struck down before your 
enemies: and they that hate you shall bear rule over you; and ye shall flee while there is 
no one pursuing you. 18 And if with these things even ye will not yet hearken unto me: 
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then will I chastise you yet more, sevenfold for your sins. !9 And I will break the pride of 
your power; and I will make your heaven as iron, and your earth as copper: 2° And in vain 
shall your strength be spent; for your land shall not yield her products, and the tree of 
the land shall not yield its fruit. 21 And if ye walk yet contrary unto me, and if you refuse 
to hearken unto me: then will I bring more plagues upon you, sevenfold according to 
your sins. 22 And I will send out against you the beasts of the field, which shall rob you 
of your children, and destroy your cattle, and diminish yourselves; so that your roads 
shall be desolate. 23 And if notwithstanding these things ye will not be reformed by me, 
and walk contrary unto me: 24 Then will I also walk contrary unto you, and J also will 
punish you, sevenfold for your sins. 25 And I will bring over you the sword, avenging 
the quarrel of my covenant, so that ye shall be gathered together within your cities; and 
then will I send the pestilence among you, that ye shall deliver yourselves into the hand 
of the enemy; 2 When I break unto you the staff of bread; and ten women shall bake 
your bread in one oven, and they shall deliver your bread again by weight; and ye shall 
eat, and not be satisfied. 27 And if notwithstanding this ye will not hearken unto me, but 
walk contrary unto me: 28 Then will I also walk contrary unto you in fury; and I, even I, 
will chastise you, sevenfold for your sins. 29 And ye shall eat the flesh of your sons, and 
the flesh of your daughters shall ye eat. 3° And I will destroy your high-places, and cut 
down your sun-images, and cast your carcasses upon the carcasses of your idols; and my 
soul shall loath you. 31 And I will render your cities a waste, and I will make desolate your 
sanctuaries, and I will not smell the savor of your sweet odors. 32 And I will surely make 
desolate the land: and your enemies who dwell therein shall be astonished at it. 33 And 
you will I scatter among the nations, and I will draw out after you the sword; and your 
land shall be a desolate wild, and your cities shall be a waste. 34Then shall the land satisfy 
its sabbaths, all the days of its desolation, when ye are in the land of your enemies: then 
shall the land rest, and satisfy its sabbaths. 35 All the days of its desolation shall it rest, 
the time which it did not rest in your sabbaths, when ye dwelt upon it. 3° And regarding 
those that are left of you, I will send a faintness into their hearts in the lands of their 
enemies; and the sound of a leaf shaken shall chase them; and they shall flee, as fleeing 
from the sword; and they shall fall with none pursuing. 37 And they shall stumble one 
over the other, as before the sword, without one pursuing: and ye shall have no power 
to stand up before your enemies. 38 And ye shall be lost among the nations, and the 
land of your enemies shall consume you. 39 And they that are left of you shall pine away 
in their iniquity in the land of your enemies; and also through the iniquities of their 
fathers shall they pine away with them. 4° And they shall then confess their iniquity, 
and the iniquity of their fathers, [that] through their trespass which they trespassed 
against me, and also that [because] they had walked contrary unto me: 411 also had to 
walk contrary unto them, and to bring them into the land of their enemies; and then 
shall their uncircumcised heart be humbled, and then shall they satisfy their iniquity. 
42 And I will then remember my covenant with Jacob, and also my covenant with Isaac, 
and also my covenant with Abraham will I remember; and the land will I remember. 
43 For the land shall be forsaken by them, and shall satisfy its sabbaths, while it lieth 
desolate without them, and they shall satisfy their iniquity; because, even because my 
ordinances they despised, and my statutes their soul loathed. 44 And yet for all that, 
though they be in the land of their enemies, will I not cast them away, neither will I 
loath them, to destroy them utterly, to break my covenant with them; for I am the Lord 


their God. 45 But I will remember for their sakes the covenant of their ancestors, whom I 
brought forth out of the land of Egypt before the eyes of the nations, that I might be unto 


them a God: Iam the Lord. 46 These are the statutes and ordinances and laws, which the 
Lord made between him and the children of Israel on mount Sinai, by the hand of Moses. 
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1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, If a man make a particular vow, [to give] the estimated value of persons in 
honor of the Lord: 3 If the estimated value concern a male from twenty years old, and 
unto sixty years old, then shall the estimation be fifty shekels of silver, after the shekel 
of the sanctuary. 4 And if it be a female, then shall the estimation be thirty shekels. 
5 And if [the person be] from five years old and unto twenty years old, then shall the 
estimation of the male be twenty shekels, and for the female ten shekels. © And if [the 
person be] from a month old and unto five years old, then shall the estimation of the 
male be five shekels of silver, and for the female the estimation [shall be] three shekels 
of silver. 7 And if [the person be] from sixty years old and upward, if it be a male, then 


shall the estimation be fifteen shekels, and for the female ten shekels. ® But if he be 
too poor for this estimation, then shall he present himself before the priest, and the 


priest shall value him; according to the ability to pay of him that hath vowed shall the 
priest value him. ? And if it he a beast, whereof men can bring an offering unto the Lord, 
all that a man giveth of such unto the Lord shall be holy. 1° He shall not alter it, nor 
change it, a good for a bad one, or a bad for a good one; and if he should change beast 
for beast, then shall it together with its exchange be holy. 11 And if it be any unclean 
beast, of which they cannot offer a sacrifice unto the Lord, then shall he present the 
beast before the priest: 12 And the priest shall value it, whether it be good or bad; as the 
priest valueth it, so shall it be. 13 And if he will redeem it, then shall he add a fifth part 
thereof unto the estimated value. !4 And if a man sanctify his house as holy unto the 
Lord, then shall the priest value it, whether it be good or bad; as the priest may value 


it, so shall it stand. 15 And if he that sanctified it will redeem his house, then shall he 
add the fifth part of the money of the estimated value unto it, and it shall remain his. 


16 And if a man sanctify some part of a field of his possession unto the Lord, then shall 
the estimation be in proportion to its required seed: the seed of a chomer of barley at 
fifty shekels of silver. 1” If immediately after the year of the jubilee he sanctify his field, 
according to this estimation shall it stand. 18 But if after the jubilee he sanctify his field, 
then shall the priest reckon unto him the money in proportion to the years that remain, 
until the year of the jubilee, and it shall be deducted from the estimation. 19 And if he 
that sanctified the field will redeem it, then shall he add the fifth part of the money of 


the estimated value unto it, and it shall be assured to him. 2° But if he will not redeem 
the field, or if he have sold the field to another man, it shall not be redeemed any more. 


21 But the field, when it is freed in the jubilee, shall be holy unto the Lord, as a devoted 
field: to the priest shall it belong as his possession. 22 And if a man sanctify a field which 
he hath bought, which is not of the fields of his possession, unto the Lord: 23 Then shall 
the priest reckon unto him the amount of the estimated value to the year of the jubilee; 
and he shall give this estimation on that day, as a holy thing unto the Lord. 24In the year 
of the jubilee the field shall return unto him of whom he bought it, to the one to whom 
belongeth the possession of the land. 25 And all estimations of value shall be according 
to the shekel of the sanctuary; twenty gerahs shall be the shekel. 2° Only the first-born 
which shall, by being first born, be sacred unto the Lord among cattle, no man shall 
sanctify; whether it be ox, or lamb, it is the Lord's. 27 And if it be an unclean animal, 
then shall he redeem it according to the estimated value, and he shall add its fifth part 
thereto; and if it be not redeemed, then shall it be sold according to the estimated value. 
28 But any devoted thing, which a man may devote unto the Lord of all that he hath, 
both of man and beast, and of the field of his possession, shall not be sold nor redeemed: 
every devoted thing is most holy unto the Lord. 29 Any one condemned, who shall be 
condemned to death among men, shall not be redeemed: he shall be put to death. 3° And 
every tithe of the land, of the seed of the land, or of the fruit of the tree, belongeth to 
the Lord; it is holy unto the Lord. 31 And if a man will redeem any part of his tithe, its 
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fifth part shall he add thereto. 32 And concerning the tithe of the herds, or of the flocks, 
whatsoever passeth under the rod, the tenth shall be holy unto the Lord. 33 He shall not 
search whether it be good or bad, neither shall he change it: and if he should change it, 
then both it and the exchange thereof shall be holy; it shall not be redeemed. 34 These 


are the commandments, which the Lord commanded Moses for the children on mount 
Sinai. 
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The Fourth Book of Moses, called Numbers 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses in the wilderness of Sinai, in the tabernacle of the 
congregation, on the first day of the second month, in the second year after their going 
out of the land of Egypt, saying, * Take ye the sum of all the congregation of the children 
of Israel, after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, 
every male according to their polls; 3 From twenty years old and upward, all that are able 
to go forth to war in Israel: these shall ye number according to their armies, thou and 
Aaron. 4 And with you there shall be one man each of every tribe; a man who is the head 
of his family division. > And these are the names of the men that shall stand with you; of 
Reuben: Elizur the son of Shedeur. © Of Simeon: Shelumiel the son of Zurishaddai. 7 Of 
Judah: Nachshon the son of 'Amminadab. 8 Of Issachar: Nethanel the son of Zuar. ° Of 
Zebulun: Eliab the son of Chelon. 1° Of the children of Joseph, of Ephraim: Elishama the 
son of 'Ammihud; of Menasseh: Gamliel the son of Pedahzur. !! Of Benjamin: Abidan the 
son of Gidoni. 12 Of Dan: Achiezer the son of 'Ammishaddai. 13 Of Asher: Pagiel the son 
of 'Ochran. ' Of Gad: Elyassaph the son of Deuel. !5 Of Naphtali: Achira the son of 'Enan. 
16 These were the selected of the congregation, the princes of the tribes of their fathers; 
the heads of the thousands of Israel were they. !” And Moses and Aaron took these men 
who are expressed by name: !8 And all the congregation they assembled together on the 
first day of the second month, and they were enrolled in the lists of their pedigrees after 
their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty 
years old and upward, according to their polls. 19 As the Lord had commanded Moses, 


so did he number them in the wilderness of Sinai. 2° And there were of the children of 
Reuben the first-born of Israel, by their generations, after their families, by the descent 


from their fathers, by numbering the names according to their polls, every male from 
twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war; #1 Those that were 
numbered of the tribe of Reuben, were forty and six thousand and five hundred. 22 Of 
the children of Simeon, by their generations, after their families, by the descent from 
their fathers, those that were numbered of them, by numbering the names according to 
their polls, every male from twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth 
to war; 23 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Simeon, were fifty and nine thousand 
and three hundred. 24 Of the children of Gad, by their generations, after their families, 
by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty years old and 
upward, all that were able to go forth to war; 25 Those that were numbered of the tribe 
of Gad, were forty and five thousand six hundred and fifty. 26 Of the children of Judah, by 
their generations, after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering 
the names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war; 
27 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Judah, were seventy and four thousand and 
six hundred. 28 Of the children of Issachar, by their generations, after their families, 
by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty years old and 
upward, all that were able to go forth to war; 2? Those that were numbered of the tribe of 
Issachar, were fifty and four thousand and four hundred. 2° Of the children of Zebulun, by 
their generations, after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering 
the names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war; 
31 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Zebulun, were fifty and seven thousand and 
four hundred. 32 Of the children of Joseph, namely, of the children of Ephraim, by their 
generations, after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the 
names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war. 33 Those 
that were numbered of the tribe of Ephraim, were forty thousand and five hundred. 34 Of 
the children of Menasseh, by their generations, after their families, by the descent from 
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their fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were 
able to go forth to war; 35 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Menasseh, were thirty 
and two thousand and two hundred. 3° Of the children of Benjamin, by their generations, 
after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, from 
twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war; °7 Those that were 
numbered of the tribe of Benjamin, were thirty and five thousand and four hundred. 
38 Of the children of Dan, by their generations, after their families, by the descent from 
their fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were 
able to go forth to war; 39 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Dan, were sixty 
and two thousand and seven hundred. 4° Of the children of Asher, by their generations, 
after their families, by the descent from their fathers, by numbering the names, from 
twenty years old and upward, all that were able to go forth to war; 4! Those that were 
numbered of the tribe of Asher, were forty and one thousand and five hundred. 42 Of the 
children of Naphtali, by their generations, after their families, by the descent from their 
fathers, by numbering the names, from twenty years old and upward, all that were able 
to go forth to war; 43 Those that were numbered of the tribe of Naphtali, were fifty and 
three thousand and four hundred. 44 These are those that were numbered, whom Moses 
numbered with Aaron, and the princes of Israel, being twelve men; one man each for his 
family division were they. 45 Thus were all those that were numbered of the children of 
Israel, by the descent from their fathers, from twenty years old and upward, all that were 
able to go forth to war in Israel,— 4° Even all they that were numbered, were six hundred 
thousand and three thousand and five hundred and fifty. 4” But the Levites, after the 
tribe of their fathers, were not numbered among them. 48 For the Lord had spoken unto 
Moses, saying, 49 Only the tribe of Levi shalt thou not number, and their sum shalt thou 
not take, among the children of Israel; 5° But thou shalt appoint the Levites over the 
tabernacle of the testimony, and over all its vessels, and over all things that belong to 
it: they shall carry the tabernacle, and all its vessels; and they shall minister unto it; 
and round about the tabernacle shall they encamp. °! And when the tabernacle is to be 
carried forward, the Levites shall take it down; and when the tabernacle is to be pitched, 
the Levites shall set it up: and the stranger that cometh nigh shall be put to death. 52 And 
the children of Israel shall pitch their tents, every man by his own camp, and every man 
by his own standard, according to their armies. 53 But the Levites shall encamp round 
shout the tabernacle of the testimony, that there be no wrath upon the congregation 
of the children of Israel: and the Levites shall keep the charge of the tabernacle of the 
testimony. 54 And the children of Israel did so: all, just as the Lord had commanded 
Moses, so did they. 


2 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, 2 Every man by his own 
standard, by the ensign of their family division, shall the children of Israel pitch their 
tent; at some distance round about the tabernacle of the congregation shall they 
encamp. 3 And they, who encamp on the east, toward the rising of the sun, shall be 
[those who belong to] the standard of the camp of Judah according to their armies: and 
the prince of the children of Judah shall be Nachshon the son of 'Amminadab. 4 And 
his host, and those that were numbered of them, were seventy and four thousand and 
six hundred. 5 And those that encamp next unto him shall be the tribe of Issachar: and 
the prince of the children of Issachar shall be Nethanel the son of Zuar. © And his host, 
and those that were numbered thereof, were fifty and four thousand and four hundred. 
7 [Then] the tribe of Zebulun: and the prince of the children of Zebulun shall be Eliab 
the son of Chelon. 8 And his host, and those that were numbered thereof, were fifty 
and seven thousand and four hundred. ° All that were numbered of the camp of Judah 
were one hundred thousand and eighty thousand and six thousand and four hundred, 
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according to their armies: they shall first set forward. 1° The standard of the camp of 
Reuben shall be on the south side, according to their armies: and the prince of the 


children of Reuben shall be Elizur the son of Shedeur. 1! And his host, and those that 
were numbered thereof, were forty and six thousand and five hundred. 12 And those 


that encamp by him shall be the tribe of Simeon: and the prince of the children of 


Simeon shall be Shelumiel the son of 'Zurishaddai. 13 And his host, and those that were 
numbered of them, were fifty and nine thousand and three hundred. !4Then the tribe of 


Gad: and the prince of the sons of Gad shall be Elyassaph the son of Reuel. 1° And his host, 
and those who were numbered of them, were forty and five thousand and six hundred 
and fifty. 1° All that were numbered of the camp of Reuben were one hundred thousand 
and fifty and one thousand and four hundred and fifty, according to their armies; and as 
the second shall they set forward. 1” Then shall the tabernacle of the congregation, the 
camp of the Levites, set forward in the midst of the camps: as they encamp, so shall they 
set forward, every man in his place after their standards. 18 The standard of the camp of 
Ephraim shall be on the west side, according to their armies: and the prince of the sons 
of Ephraim shall be Elishama the son of 'Ammihud. !° And his host, and those that were 
numbered of them, were forty thousand and five hundred. 2° And by him shall be the 
tribe of Menasseh; and the prince of the children of Menasseh shall be Gamliel the son 
of Pedahzur. 2! And his host, and those that were numbered of them, were thirty and 
two thousand and two hundred. 24 Then the tribe of Benjamin: and the prince of the 
sons of Benjamin shall be Abidan the son of Gidoni. 23 And his host, and those that were 
numbered of them, were thirty and five thousand and four hundred. 24 All that were 
numbered of the camp of Ephraim were one hundred thousand and eight thousand and 
one hundred, according to their armies; and as the third shall they set forward. 25 The 
standard of the camp of Dan shall be on the north side, according to their armies: and 
the prince of the children of Dan shall be Achiezer the son of 'Ammishaddai. 2° And his 
host, and those that were numbered of them, were sixty and two thousand and seven 
hundred. 27 And those that encamp by him shall be the tribe of Asher: and the prince 
of the children of Asher shall be Pagiel the son of 'Ochran. 28 And his host, and those 
that were numbered of them, were forty and one thousand and five hundred. 2? Then 
the tribe of Naphtali: and the prince of the children of Naphtali shall be Achira the son 
of 'Enan. 2° And his host, and those that were numbered of them, were fifty and three 
thousand and four hundred. + All those that were numbered of the camp of Dan were 
one hundred thousand and fifty and seven thousand and six hundred; the hindmost shall 
they set forward according to their standards. 32 These are those that were numbered 
of the children of Israel according to their family divisions: and all those that were 
numbered of the camps, according to their armies, were six hundred thousand and three 
thousand and five hundred and fifty. 23 But the Levites were not numbered among the 


children of Israel; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 34 And the children of Israel did 
all just as the Lord had commanded Moses, so did they encamp by their standards, and 


so did they set forward every one after his family, by his division. 


3 

1 And these are the generations of Aaron and Moses, on the day that the Lord spoke 
with Moses on mount Sinai. 2 And these are the names of the sons of Aaron: the firstborn 
Nadab, and Abihu, Elazar, and Ithamar. 3 These are the names of the sons of Aaron, the 
priests that were anointed, who were consecrated to minister as priests. 4“ And Nadab 
and Abihu died before the Lord, when they offered a strange fire before the Lord, in 
the wilderness of Sinai, and they had no children: and Elazar and Ithamar ministered as 
priests in the life-time of Aaron their father. > And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 
6 Bring the tribe of Levi near, and present the same before Aaron the priest, that they may 
serve him. 7 And they shall keep his charge, and the charge of the whole congregation 
before the tent of the congregation, to do the service of the tabernacle. 8 And they shall 
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keep all the vessels of the tent of the congregation, and the charge of the children of 
Israel, to do the service of the tabernacle. 9 And thou shalt give the Levites unto Aaron 
and to his sons: as associates are they given unto him out of the children of Israel. 1° And 
Aaron and his sons shalt thou instruct, that they shall guard well their priest's office; 
and the stranger that cometh nigh shall be put to death. 1! And the Lord spoke unto 
Moses, saying, 12 And I, behold, I have taken the Levites from the midst of the children of 
Israel instead of every first-born that openeth the womb among the children of Israel; 
and the Levites shall be mine. 13 Because mine is every first-born; on the day when 
I smote every first-born in the land of Egypt I hallowed unto me every first-born in 
Israel, both man and beast: mine shall they be; I am the Lord. 14 And the Lord spoke 
unto Moses in the wilderness of Sinai, saying, 15 Number the children of Levi after their 
divisions, by their families; every male of them from a month old and upward shalt thou 
number. 16 And Moses numbered them according to the order of the Lord, as he had been 
commanded. 17 And these were the sons of Levi by their names: Gershon, and Kehath, 


and Merari. 18 And these are the names of the sons of Gershon after their families: 
Libni, and Shimi. 19 And the sons of Kehath after their families: 'Amram, and Yizhar, 
Chebron, and 'Uzziel. 2° And the sons of Merari after their families: Machli, and Mushi; 
these are the families of the Levites according to their family divisions. 21 Of Gershon: 


the family of the Libnites, and the family of the Shimites; these are the families of the 
Gershunites. 2 Those that were numbered of them, by the numbering of all the males 
from a month old and upward, even those that were numbered of them, were seven 
thousand and five hundred. 23 The families of the Gershunites used to encamp behind 
the tabernacle, westward. 24 And the prince of the family division of the Gershunites 
was Elyassaph the son of Lael. 2° And the charge of the sons of Gershon in the tabernacle 
of the congregation was the tabernacle and the tent, its covering, and the hanging for 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, 26 And the hangings of the court, and the 
curtain for the door of the court, which is by the tabernacle and by the altar, round 
about, and its cords for all the service thereof. 2” And of Kehath: the family of the 
'Amramites, and the family of the Yizharites, and the family of the Chebronites, and the 
family of the 'Uzzielites; these are the families of the Kehathites. 28 By the numbering of 
all the males, from a month old and upward, they were eight thousand and six hundred, 
keeping the charge of the sanctuary. 2? The families of the sons of Kehath used to encamp 
on the side of the tabernacle, southward. 3° And the prince of the division of the families 
of the Kehathites was Elizaphan the son of 'Uzziel. 31 And their charge was the ark, and 
the table, and the candlestick, and the altars, and the vessels of the sanctuary which are 
used for the service, and the vail, and all belonging thereto. 32 And the chief over the 
princes of the Levites was Elazar the son of Aaron the priest, having the oversight of 
those that kept the charge of the sanctuary. 33 Of Merari: the family of the Machlites, 
and the family of the Mushites; these are the families of Merari. 34 And those that were 
numbered of them, by the numbering of all the males, from a month old and upward, 


were six thousand and two hundred. 25 And the chief of the division of the families of 
Merari was Zuriel the son of Abichayil: they used to encamp on the side of the tabernacle, 


northward. 36 And under the custody and charge of the sons of Merari were the boards of 
the tabernacle, and its bars, and its pillars, and its sockets, and all its vessels, and all that 
belongeth thereto, 37 And the pillars of the court round about, and their sockets, and 
their pins, and their cords. 38 But those that encamped before the tabernacle toward 
the east, even before the tabernacle of the congregation toward the rising of the sun, 
were Moses, and Aaron, and his sons, keeping the charge of the sanctuary for the charge 
of the children of Israel; and the stranger that came nigh was to be put to death. 29 All 


that were numbered of the Levites, whom Moses numbered with Aaron, at the order of 
the Lord, according to their families, all the males from a month old and upward, were 


twenty and two thousand. 4° And the Lord said unto Moses, Number all the first-born 
males of the children of Israel from a month old and upward, and take the number of 
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their names. 41 And thou shalt take the Levites for me, I am the Lord, instead of all the 
first-born among the children of Israel; and the cattle of the Levites instead of all the 


first-born among the cattle of the children of Israel. 42 And Moses numbered, as the 
Lord had commanded him, all the first-born among the children of Israel. 43 And all the 
first-born males, by the numbering of the names, from a month old and upward, of those 
that were numbered of them, were twenty and two thousand two hundred and seventy 
and three. 44 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 4° Take the Levites instead of all 
the first-born among the children of Israel, and the cattle of the Levites instead of their 
cattle; and the Levites shall be mine: I am the Lord. 4° And [for] those that are to be 
redeemed, the two hundred and seventy and three of the first-born of the children of 
Israel, who are more than the Levites, 4” Thou shalt take five shekels apiece for the poll; 
after the shekel of the sanctuary shalt thou take, twenty gerahs to the shekel; 48 And thou 
shalt give unto Aaron and to his sons the money, [for] those who are to be redeemed of 
those that are over the number of them. 49 And Moses took the redemption-money of 
those that were over in number above those who were redeemed by the Levites: 5° Of the 
first-born of the children of Israel did he take the money; a thousand three hundred and 
sixty and five shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary. 51 And Moses gave the money 
of those who were redeemed unto Aaron and unto his sons, by the order of the Lord; as 
the Lord had commanded Moses. 


4 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, 2 Take the sum of the sons 
of Kehath from among the sons of Levi, after their families, by their divisions, 3 From 
thirty years old and upward even until fifty years old, all that are fitted for the service, 
to do work at the tabernacle of the congregation. 4 This shall be the service of the sons 
of Kehath at the tabernacle of the congregation: The most holy things. > And Aaron shall 
come with his sons, when the camp setteth forward, and they shall take down the vail 
of the separation, and cover therewith the ark of the testimony; © And they shall put 
over it a covering of badgers' skins, and they shall spread over all a cloth wholly of blue 
[woollen yarn], and they shall put in its staves. 7 And over the table of the showbread 
shall they spread a cloth of blue, and put thereon the dishes, and the spoons, and the 
tubes, and the staves of the covering; and the continual bread shall be thereon: 8 And 
they shall spread over them a cloth of scarlet, and cover the same with a covering of 
badgers' skins; and they shall put in its staves. 9 And they shall take a cloth of blue, 
and cover the candlestick of the lighting, and its lamps, and its tongs, and its snuff- 
dishes, and all the oil-vessels thereof, wherewith they minister by it: !° And they shall 
put it and all its vessels within a covering of badgers' skins, and they shall put it upon a 
barrow. 1 And over the golden altar shall they spread a cloth of blue, and cover it with 
a covering of badgers' skins; and they shall put in its staves. 12 And they shall take all 
the vessels of the service, wherewith they minister in the sanctuary, and put them in a 
cloth of blue, and cover them with a covering of badgers' skins; and they shall put them 
on a barrow. 1° And they shall take away the ashes from the altar, and spread over it 
a cloth of purple; 14 And they shall put upon it all its vessels, wherewith they minister 
upon it, the fire-pans, the forks, and the shovels, and the basins, all the vessels of the 
altar; and they shall spread over it a covering of badgers' skins, and put in its staves. 
15 And when Aaron and his sons have thus made an end of covering the sanctuary, and 
all the vessels of the sanctuary, when the camp is to set forward: then shall, after that, 
the sons of Kehath come to carry it; but they shall not touch any holy thing, lest they 
die; these are the things which the sons of Kehath are to carry at the tabernacle of the 
congregation. 16 And under the supervision of Elazar the son of Aaron the priest shall 
be the oil for the lighting, and the incense of spices, and the daily meat-offering, and 
the anointing-oil; the supervision of all the tabernacle, and of all that is therein, over 
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the sanctuary, and over its vessels. 17 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, 
saying, 18 Do ye not cause the tribe of the families of the Kehathites to be cut off from 
among the Levites; 19 But thus do unto them, that they may live, and not die, when they 
approach unto the most holy things: Aaron and his sons shall go in, and appoint them, 
every one, to his service and to his burden; 2° That they may not go in to see when the 
holy things are covered, and die. 21 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 22 Take also 
the sum of the sons of Gershon, by their divisions, after their families; 23 From thirty 
years old and upward until fifty years old shalt thou number them; all that are fitted for 
the service, to do work in the tabernacle of the congregation. 24 This shall be the service 
of the families of the Gershunites, to serve, and to carry: 25 They shall carry the curtains 
of the tabernacle, and of the tent of the congregation, its covering, and the covering of 
the badgers' skins that is over it above, and the hanging for the door of the tabernacle 
of the congregation, 2° And the hangings of the court, and the hanging for the door of 
the gate of the court, which is by the tabernacle and by the altar round about, and their 
cords, and all the vessels of their service; and all that is delivered to them shall they 
perform. 2’ By the order of Aaron and his sons shall be all the service of the sons of the 
Gershunites, in all their carrying, and in all their service: and ye shall designate unto 
them in charge all which they have to carry. 28 This is the service of the families of the 
sons of the Gershunites at the tabernacle of the congregation; their charge shall be under 
the supervision of Ithamar the son of Aaron the priest. 29 The sons of Merari, shalt thou 
number after their families, by their divisions; 3° From thirty years old and upward, even 
until fifty years old, shalt thou number them, every one that is fitted for the service, to 
do the work of the tabernacle of the congregation. 31 And this is what is confided to 
them to carry, regarding all their service at the tabernacle of the congregation: The 
boards of the tabernacle, and its bars, and its pillars, and its sockets, 32 And the pillars of 
the court round about, and their sockets, and their pins, and their cords, with all their 
instruments, and all which belongeth thereto; and by name shall ye designate [to them] 
the vessels which are confided to them to carry. 3° This is the service of the families 
of the sons of Merari, regarding all their service, at the tabernacle of the congregation, 
under the supervision of Ithamar the son of Aaron, the priest. 34 And Moses with Aaron 
and the princes of the congregation numbered the sons of the Kehathites after their 
families, and after their divisions, 25 From thirty years old and upward, even until fifty 
years old, every one that was fitted for the service, for the work at the tabernacle of 
the congregation. °° And those that were numbered of them after their families were 
two thousand seven hundred and fifty. 37 These were they that were numbered of the 
families of the Kehathites, all that could do service at the tabernacle of the congregation, 
whom Moses with Aaron numbered by the order of the Lord through the hand of Moses. 


38 And those that were numbered of the sons of Gershon, after their families, and after 
their divisions, 39 From thirty years old and upward, even until fifty years old, every 


one that was fitted for the service, for the work at the tabernacle of the congregation, 


40 Even those that were numbered of them, after their families, after their divisions, 
were two thousand and six hundred and thirty. 4! These are they that were numbered 


of the families of the sons of Gershon, all that could do service at the tabernacle of the 
congregation, whom Moses with Aaron numbered by the order of the Lord. 42 And those 
that were numbered of the families of the sons of Merari, after their families, after their 
divisions, 43 From thirty years old and upward, even until fifty years old, every one that 
was fitted for the service, for the work at the tabernacle of the congregation. 44 Even 


those that were numbered of them after their families, were three thousand and two 
undred. 45 These are those that were numbered of the families of the sons of Merari, 
whom Moses with Aaron numbered by the order of the Lord through the hand of Moses. 


46 All those that were numbered of the Levites, whom Moses with Aaron and the chiefs 
of Israel numbered, after their families, and after their divisions, 47 From thirty years 


old and upward, even until fifty years old, every one that came to do the service of the 
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ministry, and the service of the carrying at the tabernacle of the congregation, 48 Even 
those that were numbered of them, were eight thousand and five hundred and eighty. 
49 By the order of the Lord through the hand of Moses, did he appoint them, every one 
to his proper service, and to his proper carrying: and they were numbered, as the Lord 
had commanded Moses. 


5 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Command the children of Israel, that they 
send out of the camp every leper, and every one that hath an issue, and whosoever is 
defiled by the dead: 3 Both male and female shall ye send out, to without the camp shall 
ye send them; that they defile not their camps, in the midst whereof I dwell. 4 And 
the children of Israel did so, and they sent them out to without the camp: as the Lord 
had spoken unto Moses, so did the children of Israel. 5 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, 
saying, © Speak unto the children of Israel, If any man or woman commit any sin against 
a fellow-man, thereby doing a trespass against the Lord, and this person thus become 
guilty: 7 Then shall they confess their sin which they have committed; and he shall make 
restitution for his trespass with the principal thereof, and its fifth part shall he add 
thereto, and give it unto him against whom he hath trespassed. ® But if the man have 
no kinsman to whom restitution could be made for the trespass, then shall the trespass 
which is restored unto the Lord, belong to the priest; besides the ram of the atonement, 
whereby an atonement shall be made for him. ° And every offering of all the holy things 
of the children of Israel, which they bring unto the priest, shall be his. 1° And every man's 
hallowed things shall be his: whatsoever any man giveth to the priest, shall belong to 
him. 11 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, !2 Speak unto the children of Israel, and 
say unto them, If the wife of any man go aside, and commit a trespass against him, 13 And 
a man lie with her carnally, and it be hidden from the eyes of her husband, because she 
hath been secretly defiled; and there be no witness against her, and she have not been 
detected and in the fact; 14 And the spirit of jealousy come over him, and he be jealous 
of his wife, and she have been defiled; or the spirit of jealousy come over him, and he 
be jealous of his wife, and she have not been defiled: 15 Then shall the man bring his 
wife unto the priest, and he shall bring her offering for her, the tenth part of an ephah 
of barley-meal; he shall not pour any oil upon it, nor put any frankincense thereupon; 
for it is a meat-offering of jealousy, a meat-offering of memorial, bringing iniquity to 
remembrance. 1¢ And the priest shall bring her near, and place her before the Lord; 
17 And the priest shall take holy water in an earthen vessel; and of the dust that is on 
the floor of the tabernacle the priest shall take, and put it into the water; 18 And the 
priest shall place the woman before the Lord, and uncover the woman's head, and put 
upon her hands the meat-offering of memorial, it is the meat-offering of jealousy; and 
in the hand of the priest shall be the bitter waters that bring the curse. 19 And the priest 
shall charge her by an oath, and he shall say unto the woman, If no man have lain with 
thee, and if thou hast not gone aside to uncleanness behind thy husband: then be thou 
free from these bitter waters that bring the curse. 2° But if thou hast gone aside behind 
thy husband, and if thou hast been defiled, and some man have lain with thee besides 
thy husband:— 21 And the priest shall charge the woman with an oath of imprecation, 
and the priest shall say unto the woman, The Lord then make thee a curse and an oath 
among thy people, when the Lord doth cause thy thigh to fall away, and thy belly to 
swell; 22 And these waters that bring the curse shall go into thy bowels, to cause the 
belly to swell, and the thigh to fall away; and the woman shall say, Amen, amen. 23 And 
the priest shall write these curses on a roll, and he shall blot them out with the bitter 
waters. 24 And he shall cause the woman to drink the bitter waters that bring the curse: 
and the waters that bring the curse shall enter into her for bitterness. 25 And the priest 
shall take out of the woman's hand the meat-offering of jealousy, and he shall wave the 
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meat-offering before the Lord, and bring it near to the altar: 2° And the priest shall take 
a handful from the meat-offering, as its memorial, and burn it upon the altar, and after 


that shall he cause the woman to drink the water. 27 And when he hath made her drink 
the water, then shall it come to pass, if she have been defiled, and have committed a 


trespass against her husband, that the waters that bring the curse shall enter into her, 
for bitterness, and her belly shall swell, and her thigh shall fall away; and the woman 
shall become a curse among her people. 28 And if the woman have not been defiled, but 


be clean: then shall she remain unharmed, and she shall conceive seed. 2? This is the law 
of jealousies, when a woman goeth aside behind her husband, and hath been defiled; 


30 Or when the spirit of jealousy cometh over him, and he be jealous of his wife; and 
he shall place the woman before the Lord, and the priest shall do unto her altogether 
according to this law. 3! And the man shall be guiltless from iniquity; but this woman 
shall bear her iniquity. 


6 
1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel, and 
say unto them, When either man or woman pronounce an especial vow, the vow of a 
yy p p 


Nazarite, to be abstinent in honor of the Lord: 3 Then shall he abstain from wine and 
strong drink, vinegar of wine, or vinegar of strong drink shall he not drink, and any 


infusion of grapes shall he not drink, and grapes, fresh or dried, shall he not eat. 4 All 
the days of his abstinence shall he eat nothing that is made of the grape-vine, from 
the kernels even to the husk. 5 All the days of the vow of his abstinence no razor shall 
pass over his head: until the days be completed, in which he abstaineth in honor of the 
Lord, shall he be holy, letting grow untouched the hair of his head. © All the days of his 
abstinence in honor of the Lord shall he not come near any dead body. 7 On his father, 


or on his mother, on his brother, or on his sister, shall he not make himself unclean, 
when they die; because the consecration of his God is upon his head. ° All the days of 


his abstinence is he holy unto the Lord. ? And if some one die very suddenly by him, and 
he thus defile his consecrated head: then shall he shave his head on the day of his being 
cleansed, on the seventh day shall he shave it. © And on the eighth day shall he bring 
two turtle-doves, or two young pigeons, to the priest, to the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation: 1! And the priest shall prepare the one for a sin-offering, and the other 
for a burnt-offering, and make an atonement for him, because he hath sinned through 
the dead; and he shall hallow his head on that same day. 2 And he shall consecrate unto 
the Lord [again] the days of his abstinence, and he shall bring a sheep of the first year 
for a trespass-offering; but the prior days shall not be counted, because his consecration 
hath been defiled. 13 And this is the law of the Nazarite: On the day when the days of his 
abstinence are completed, shall he present himself at the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation; !4 And he shall bring his offering unto the Lord, one male sheep of the first 
year without blemish for a burnt-offering, and one ewe of the first year without blemish 
for a sin-offering, and one ram without blemish for a peace-offering, 5 And a basket of 
unleavened bread, cakes of fine flour mingled with oil, and unleavened wafers anointed 
with oil; and their meat-offering, and their drink-offerings. 1° And the priest shall bring 
them near before the Lord, and he shall prepare his sin-offering, and his burnt-offering: 
17 And the ram shall he prepare for a sacrifice of peace-offering unto the Lord, with the 
basket of unleavened bread; and the priest shall prepare his meat-offering and his drink- 
offering. 18 And the Nazarite shall shave at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation 
his consecrated head; and he shall take the hair of his consecrated head, and put it on 
the fire which is under the sacrifice of the peace-offering. 19 And the priest shall take 


the shoulder of the ram when it is cooked, and one unleavened cake out of the basket, 
and one unleavened wafer, and he shall put them upon the hands of the Nazarite, after 


he hath shaved his consecrated [head]. 2° And the priest shall make with them a waving 
before the Lord; it is a holy gift for the priest, together with the breast that was waved 
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and the shoulder that was lifted up: and after that may the Nazarite drink wine. 2! This 
is the law of the Nazarite who hath vowed; his offering unto the Lord for his abstinence, 
besides that which he may be able to give: according to his vow which he may vow, so 
must he do in addition to what is required by the law of his abstinence. 22 And the Lord 
spoke unto Moses, saying, 23 Speak unto Aaron and unto his sons, saying, Thus shall ye 
bless the children of Israel, saying unto them, 24 The Lord bless thee, and preserve thee; 
25 The Lord make his face shine unto thee, and be gracious to thee; 26 The Lord lift up his 
countenance unto thee, and give thee peace. 27 And they shall put my name upon the 
children of Israel: and I will bless them. 


7 


1 And it came to pass on the day that Moses had finally set up the tabernacle, and had 


anointed, and sanctified it, and all its vessels, as also the altar and all its vessels, and 
had anointed them, and sanctified them: 2 That the princes of Israel, the heads of their 


family divisions, who were the princes of the tribes, the same who had superintended 
the numbering, offered. 3 And they brought their offering before the Lord, six covered 
wagons, and twelve oxen; a wagon for two princes, and an ox for each one: and they 
presented them before the tabernacle. 4 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, > Take it 
from them, that they may be used to do the service of the tabernacle of the congregation; 
and thou shalt give them unto the Levites, to every man according to his service. © And 
Moses took the wagons and the oxen, and gave them unto the Levites. 7 Two of the 
wagons and four of the oxen he gave unto the sons of Gershon, according to their service: 
8 And four of the wagons and eight of the oxen he gave unto the sons of Merari, according 
to their service, under the supervision of Ithamar, the son of Aaron the priest. ? But 
unto the sons of Kehath he gave none; because the service of the sanctuary belonged 
unto them, they were to bear upon their shoulders. 1° The princes also offered for the 
dedicating of the altar on the day that it was anointed; and the princes presented their 
offering before the altar. 11 And the Lord said unto Moses, One prince each on a given 
day, shall they offer their offering, for the dedication of the altar. 12 And he that offered 
his offering on the first day was Nachshon the son of 'Amminadab, of the tribe of Judah: 
13 And his offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty 
shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of 
them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 14 One spoon of ten shekels 
of gold, full of incense; 15 One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a 
burnt-offering; 1° One he-goat for a sin-offering; 17 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, 
two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of 
Nachshon the son of 'Amminadab. 18 On the second day Nethanel the son of Zuar, the 
prince of Issachar, did offer: 19 He offered for his offering one silver charger, the weight 
whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the 
shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat- 
offering; 2° One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 2! One young bullock, one 
ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 22 One he-goat for a sin-offering; 
23 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep 
of the first year; this was the offering of Nethanel the son of Zuar. 24 On the third day 
Eliab the son of Chelon, the prince of the children of Zebulun, [did offer]: 25 His offering 
was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver 
bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour 
mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 2° One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 
27 One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 28 One 
he-goat for a sin-offering; 2° And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, 
five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of Eliab the son of Chelon. 
30 On the fourth day Elizur the son of Shedeur, the prince of the children of Reuben, [did 
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offer]: 31 His offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and 
thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both 
of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 32 One spoon of ten shekels 
of gold, full of incense; 33 One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a 
burnt-offering; 34 One he-goat for a sin-offering; 35 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, 
two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of 
Elizur the son of Shedeur. 3¢On the fifth day Shelumiel the son of Zurishaddai, the prince 
of the children of Simeon, [did offer]: 37 His offering was one silver charger, the weight 
whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the 
shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat- 
offering; 38 One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 39 One young bullock, one 
ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 4° One he-goat for a sin-offering; 
41 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep 
of the first year; this was the offering of Shelumiel the son of Zurishaddai. 44 On the 
sixth day Elyassaph the son of Deuel, the prince of the children of Gad, [did offer]: 43 His 
offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, 
one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of 
fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 44 One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of 
incense; 45 One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 
46 One he-goat for a sin-offering: 47 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five 
rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of Elyassaph the son 
of Deuel. 48 On the seventh day Elishama the son of 'Ammihud, the prince of the children 
of Ephraim, [did offer]: 49 His offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was 
a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the 
sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 5° One 
spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 51 One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of 
the first year, for a burnt-offering; 52 One he-goat for a sin-offering; 53 And for a sacrifice 
of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this was 
the offering of Elishama the son of 'Ammihud. * On the eighth day Gamliel the son of 
Pedahzur, the prince of the children of Menasseh, [did offer]: 55 His offering was one 
silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of 
seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled 
with oil for a meat-offering; 5° One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 5” One 
young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 58 One he-goat 
for a sin-offering; °° And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he- 
goats, five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of Gamliel the son of Pedahzur. 
60 On the ninth day Abidan the son of Gidoni, the prince of the children of Benjamin, 
[did offer]: °! His offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred 
and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; 
both of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering. ©? One spoon of 
ten shekels of gold, full of incense; © One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the 
first year, for a burnt-offering; ** One he-goat for a sin-offering; > And for a sacrifice 
of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this 
was the offering of Abidan the son of Gidoni. © On the tenth day Achiezer the son of 
'Ammishaddai, the prince of the children of Dan, [did offer]: 6” His offering was one silver 
charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy 
shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled with 
oil for a meat-offering; 8 One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense: °° One young 
bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; 7° One he-goat for a 
sin-offering; 71 And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, 
five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of Achiezer the son of 'Ammishaddai. 
72 On the eleventh day Pagiel the son of 'Ochran, the prince of the children of Asher, 
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[did offer]: 73 His offering was one silver charger, the weight whereof was a hundred 
and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; 
both of them full of fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering; 74 One spoon of 
ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 7° One young bullock, one ram, one sheep of the 
first year, for a burnt-offering; 7° One he-goat for a sin-offering; 77 And for a sacrifice 
of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, five sheep of the first year; this 
was the offering of Pagiel the son of 'Ochran. 78 On the twelfth day Achira the son of 
'Enan, the prince of the children of Naphtali, [did offer]: 79 His offering was one silver 
charger, the weight whereof was a hundred and thirty shekels, one silver bowl of seventy 
shekels, after the shekel of the sanctuary; both of them full of fine flour mingled with 
oil for a meat-offering; ®° One spoon of ten shekels of gold, full of incense; 8! One young 
bullock, one ram, one sheep of the first year, for a burnt-offering; ®* One he-goat for a 
sin-offering; 8° And for a sacrifice of peace-offering, two oxen, five rams, five he-goats, 
five sheep of the first year; this was the offering of Achira the son of 'Enan. 84 This was 
the dedication-offering of the altar, on the day when it was anointed, from the princes 
of Israel: Twelve silver chargers, twelve silver bowls, twelve golden spoons; §5 A hundred 
and thirty shekels was the weight of each silver charger, and seventy of each bowl; the 


silver of all the vessels was two thousand and four hundred shekels, after the shekel of 
the sanctuary; 8° Twelve golden spoons, full of incense; ten shekels was the weight of 


each spoon, after the shekel of the sanctuary; all the gold of the spoons was a hundred 
and twenty shekels. 8 all the oxen for the burnt-offering were twelve bullocks, the rams 
were twelve, the sheep of the first year twelve, with their meat-offering; and the he- 
goats for sin-offering were twelve. ®8 And all the oxen for the sacrifice of the peace- 
offerings were twenty and four bullocks, the rams were sixty, the he-goats sixty, the 
sheep of the first year sixty: this was the dedication offering of the altar, after it had 
been anointed. 8° And when Moses went into the tabernacle of the congregation to speak 
with Him, then heard he the voice speaking unto him from off the mercy-seat that was 
upon the ark of testimony, from between the two cherubim: and thus he spoke unto 
him. 


8 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, ? Speak unto Aaron, and say unto him, When 
thou lightest the lamps, then shall the seven lamps give light toward the body of the 
candlestick. 3 And Aaron did so; toward the body of the candlestick did he light its lamps; 
as the Lord had commanded Moses. 4 And this was the workmanship of the candlestick: 
It was of beaten gold, from the shaft thereof, unto the flowers thereof, it was beaten 
work; according unto the pattern which the Lord had shown Moses, so made he the 
candlestick. 5 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, © Take the Levites from the midst 


of the children of Israel, and cleanse them. 7 And thus shalt thou do unto them, to cleanse 
them: Sprinkle upon them water of purification, after they have let the razor pass over 


all their flesh, and then let them wash their clothes, and so shall they be clean. ® And 
they shall take a young bullock with his meat-offering, fine flour mingled with oil; and 
another young bullock shalt thou take for a sin-offering. 9 And thou shalt bring near the 
Levites before the tabernacle of the congregation: and thou shalt assemble together the 
whole congregation of the children of Israel. 1° And when thou hast brought near the 
Levites before the Lord, then shall the children of Israel lay their hands upon the Levites: 
11 And Aaron shall make with the Levites a waving before the Lord from the children of 
Israel, that they may be ready to execute the service of the Lord. !2 And the Levites 
shall lay their hands upon the heads of the bullocks: and thou shalt prepare the one as 
a sin-offering, and the other as a burnt-offering, unto the Lord, to make an atonement 
for the Levites. 13 And thou shalt place the Levites before Aaron and before his sons, 
and make with them a waving before the Lord. 14 Thus shalt thou separate the Levites 
from the midst of the children of Israel: and the Levites shall be mine. 4 And after that 
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shall the Levites go in to do the service of the tabernacle of the congregation: after thou 
shalt have cleansed them, and made with them a waving. 1 For they are wholly given 
unto me from the midst of the children of Israel: instead of every one that openeth the 
womb, of every first-born of the children of Israel, have I taken them unto me. 1” For 
mine are all the first-born of the children of Israel, both of man and beast: on the day 
that I smote every first-born in the land of Egypt did I sanctify them unto myself. 18 And 
I have taken the Levites, instead of all the first-born among the children of Israel. 19 And 
I have given the Levites as a gift to Aaron and to his sons from the midst of the children 
of Israel, to do the service of the children of Israel in the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and to make an atonement for the children of Israel; that there be no plague among the 
children of Israel, when the children of Israel come nigh unto the sanctuary. 2° And so 
did Moses, and Aaron, and all the congregation of the children of Israel, to the Levites: 
according unto all that the Lord had commanded Moses concerning the Levites, so did 
the children of Israel unto them. 21 And the Levites purified themselves, and they washed 
their clothes; and Aaron made with them a waving before the Lord: and Aaron made an 


atonement for them to cleanse them. 22 And after that went the Levites in to do their 
service in the tabernacle of the congregation before Aaron, and before his sons: as the 


Lord had commanded Moses concerning the Levites, so did they unto them. 23 And the 
Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 24 This shall be the rule for the Levites: From twenty and 
five years old and upward shall he go into the ranks to do the service of the tabernacle 
of the congregation; 25 And from the age of fifty years shall he go out of the ranks of the 


service, and he shall serve no more; 2° But he shall wait on his brethren in the tabernacle 
of the congregation, to keep the charge, but the service shall he not perform; thus shalt 


thou do unto the Levites in the discharge of their office. 


9 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses in the wilderness of Sinai, in the second year after 
their coming out of the land of Egypt, in the first month, saying, 2 That the children of 
Israel shall prepare the passover-lamb at its appointed season. 3 On the fourteenth day 
of this month, toward evening, shall ye prepare it at its appointed season: according 
to all its ordinances, and according to all its prescribed rules, shall ye prepare it. 4 And 
Moses spoke unto the children of Israel, that they should prepare the passover-lamb. 
5 And they prepared the passover-lamb on the fourteenth day of the first month toward 
evening in the wilderness of Sinai: according to all that the Lord had commanded Moses, 
so did the children of Israel. © But there were certain men, who had been defiled by the 
dead body of aman, and they could not prepare the passover-lamb on that day: and they 
came before Moses and before Aaron on that day. 7 And these men said unto him, We are 
defiled by the dead body of a man: wherefore shall we be kept back, so as not to offer 
the sacrifice of the Lord at its appointed season in the midst of the [other] children of 
Israel? 8 And Moses said unto them, Wait ye, and I will hear what the Lord will command 
concerning you. ? And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 1° Speak unto the children of 
Israel, saying, If any man whatever should be unclean by reason of a dead body, or be on 
a distant journey, among you or your posterity: yet shall he prepare the passover-lamb 
unto the Lord; 11 In the second month on the fourteenth day toward evening shall they 
prepare it, with unleavened bread and bitter herbs shall they eat it. 12 They shall leave 
none of it until morning, and no bone shall they break on it: according to the whole 
ordinance of the passover-lamb shall they prepare it. 13 But the man that is clean, and 
is not on a journey, and forbeareth to prepare the passover-lamb, even that same soul 
shall be cut off from his people; because the offering of the Lord hath he not brought at 
its appointed season, his sin shall that man bear. 14 And if a stranger sojourn among you, 
and will prepare the passover-lamb unto the Lord: according to the ordinance of the 
passover-lamb, and according to its prescribed rule, so shall he prepare it; one statute 
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shall be for you, both for the stranger, and for the native born in the land. 15 And on the 
day that the tabernacle was reared up the cloud covered the tabernacle of the tent of the 
testimony: and in the evening there was upon the tabernacle as it were the appearance 
of fire, until morning. 16 So it used to be always: the cloud covered it [by day], and 
the appearance of fire by night. 17 And as the cloud was taken up from the tabernacle, 
then after that did the children of Israel journey forward: and in the place where the 
cloud halted, there did the children of Israel encamp. 18 At the order of the Lord did 
the children of Israel journey forward, and at the order of the Lord they encamped: all 
the days that the cloud abode upon the tabernacle did they remain in camp. 19 And 
when the cloud tarried upon the tabernacle many days, then did the children of Israel 
keep the charge of the Lord, and journeyed not forward. 2° And at times it was, that the 
cloud remained but a few days upon the tabernacle; at the order of the Lord they abode 
in camp, and at the order of the Lord they journeyed forward. 21 And at times it was, 
that the cloud remained from evening until morning; and when the cloud was taken 
up in the morning, they journeyed forward; or a day and a night, and when the cloud 
was taken up, they journeyed forward; 22 Or two days, or a month, or a year; so long 
as the cloud tarried upon the tabernacle, to remain thereon, did the children of Israel 
remain encamped, and journeyed not forward; but when it was taken up, they journeyed 
forward. 23 At the order of the Lord they remained in camp, and at the order of the Lord 
they journeyed forward: the charge of the Lord they kept, at the order of the Lord by 
the hand of Moses. 


10 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Make unto thyself two trumpets of silver, 
beaten out of one piece shalt thou make them; and they shall serve thee for the calling 
of the congregation, and for the setting forward of the camps. 3 And when they shall 
blow with both, all the congregation shall assemble themselves unto thee at the door 
of the tabernacle of the congregation. 4 And if they blow with but one, then shall 
assemble themselves unto thee the princes, the heads of the thousands of Israel. 5 And 
when ye blow an alarm, then shall set forward the camps that encamp on the east side. 
6 And when ye blow an alarm the second time, then shall set forward the camps that 
encamp on the south side: an alarm shall they blow for their setting forward. 7 But at 
the assembling of the assembly, ye shall blow, but ye shall not sound an alarm. ® And 
the sons of Aaron, the priests, shall blow with the trumpets; and they shall be to you 
for an ordinance for ever throughout your generations. 9 And if ye go to war in your 
land against the oppressor that oppresseth you, then shall ye blow an alarm with the 
trumpets; and ye shall be remembered before the Lord your God, and ye shall be saved 
from your enemies. 1° And on the day of your gladness, and on your appointed festivals, 
and on the beginnings of your months, shall ye blow with the trumpets over your burnt- 
offerings, and over the sacrifices of your peace-offerings; and they shall be to you for a 
memorial before your God: I am the Lord your God. 1 And it came to pass in the second 
year, in the second month, on the twentieth day of the month, that the cloud was taken 
up from off the tabernacle of the testimony. 12 And the children of Israel set forward on 
their journeys from the wilderness of Sinai, and the cloud halted in the wilderness of 
Paran. 13 And they set forward for the first time at the order of the Lord by the hand of 
Moses. 14 And the standard of the camp of the children of Judah set forward at the first, 
according to their armies: and over their host was Nachshon the son of 'Amminadab. 
15 And over the host of the tribe of the children of Issachar was Nethanel the son of Zuar. 
16 And over the host of the tribe of the children of Zebulun was Eliab the son of Chelon. 
17 And [in the mean time] the tabernacle was taken down; and then set forward the sons 
of Gershon and the sons of Merari, the bearers of the tabernacle. 18 Then set forward 
the standard of the camp of Reuben, according to their armies: and over their host was 
Elizur the son of Shedeur. 19 And over the host of the tribe of the children of Simeon 
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was Shelumiel the son of Zurishaddai. 2° And over the host of the tribe of the children of 
Gad was Elyassaph the son of Deuel. 21 And then set forward the Kehathites, the bearers 


of the sanctuary: and the others set up the tabernacle against they came. 22 Then set 
forward the standard of the camp of the children of Ephraim according to their armies; 


and over their host was Elishama the son of 'Ammihud. 23 And over the host of the tribe 
of the children of Menasseh was Gamliel the son of Pedahzur. 24 And over the host of the 
tribe of the children of Benjamin was Abidan the son of Gidoni. 2° Then set forward the 


standard of the camp of the children of Dan, the rereward of all the camps, according to 


their hosts: and over their host was Achiezer the son of 'Ammishaddai. 26 And over the 
host of the tribe of the children of Asher was Pagiel the son of 'Ochran. 2” And over the 


host of the tribe of the children of Naphtali was Achira the son of 'Enan. 28 In this order 
were the journeyings of the children of Israel according to their armies, when they set 
forward. 29 And Moses said unto Chobab, the son of Reuel the Midianite, the father-in- 
law of Moses, We are journeying unto the place of which the Lord hath said, This will I 
give unto you: come thou with us, and we will do thee good; for the Lord hath spoken 
[to bring] good upon Israel. 3° And he said unto him, I will not go; but to my own land, 
and to my birthplace will I go. 3! And he said, Do not, I pray thee, leave us; since thou 
didst find out the places where we were to encamp in the wilderness, and thou hast 
been to us instead of eyes. 32 And it shall be, if thou go with us, yea, it shall be, that the 
same goodness which the Lord may do unto us, will we do unto thee. 33 And they set 
forward from the mount of the Lord a three days' journey; and the ark of the covenant 
of the Lord went before them in the three days' journey, to search out for them a resting- 
place. 34 And the cloud of the Lord was over them by day, when they set forward from 
the camp. 35 And it came to pass, when the ark set forward, that Moses said, Rise up, 
Lord, and let thy enemies be scattered; and let those that hate thee flee before thy face. 
36 And when it rested, he said, Return, O Lord, among thy myriads of the thousands of 
Israel. 


11 

1 And it came to pass that as the people complained in a manner displeasing in the 
ears of the Lord, the Lord heard it, and his anger was kindled, and the fire of the Lord 
burnt among them, and consumed at the uttermost part of the camp. 2 And the people 
then cried unto Moses; and Moses prayed unto the Lord, and the fire disappeared. 3 And 
he called the name of the place Tab'erah; because the fire of the Lord had burnt among 
them. 4 And the mixed multitude that was among them felt a lustful longing: and the 
children of Israel also wept again, and said, Who will give us flesh to eat? 5 We remember 
the fish, which we could eat in Egypt for naught; the cucumbers, and the melons, and 
the leeks, and the onions, and the garlic; © But now our soul is faint: there is nothing at 
all, only to the manna are our eyes [directed]. 7 But the manna was like coriander-seed, 
and its color as the color of the bdellium. The people went about and gathered it, and 
ground it in a mill, or pounded it in a mortar, and boiled it in a pot, or made cakes of it: 
and its taste was as the taste of cakes mixed with oil. 9? And when the dew fell upon the 
camp in the night, the manna fell upon it. 1° And Moses heard the people weep according 
to their families, every man at the door of his tent: and the anger of the Lord was kindled 
greatly; and in the eyes of Moses also was it displeasing. 1 And Moses said unto the Lord, 
Wherefore hast thou done evil to thy servant? and wherefore have I not found favor in 
thy eyes, that thou layest the burden of all this people upon me? 12 Was it I who have 
conceived all this people? or was it I who have begotten them? that thou shouldst say 
unto me, Carry them in thy bosom, as a nursing father beareth the sucking child, unto 
the land which thou hast sworn unto their fathers? 13 Whence shall I obtain flesh to give 
unto all this people? for they weep around me, saying, Give us flesh, that we may eat. 
14] am not able by myself alone to bear all this people, because it is too heavy for me. 
15 And if thou wilt thus deal with me, then slay me, I pray thee, at once, if I have found 
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favor in thy eyes: that I may not see my wretchedness. 16 And the Lord said unto Moses, 
Gather unto me seventy men of the elders of Israel, whom thou knowest to be the elders 
of the people, and its officers; and take them unto the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and they shall stand there with thee. !7 And! will come down and speak with thee there: 
and I will take some of the spirit which is upon thee, and I will put it upon them; and 
they shall bear with thee the burden of the people, and thou shalt not bear it by thyself 
alone. 18 And unto the people shalt thou say, Hold yourselves ready against tomorrow, 
that ye may eat flesh; for ye have wept in the ears of the Lord, saying, Who shall give 
us flesh to eat? for it was better with us in Egypt: thus will the Lord give you flesh, and 
ye shall eat. 19 Not one day shall ye eat, nor two days, nor five days, nor ten days, nor 
twenty days; 2° But up to a full month, until it come out at your nostrils, and it become 
loathsome unto you; because that ye have despised the Lord who is in the midst of you, 
and ye have wept before him, saying, Why did we come forth out of Egypt? 2 And Moses 
said, Six hundred thousand men on foot is the people, in the midst of whom I am; and 
yet thou hast said, Flesh will I give them, that they may eat a whole month. 22 Shall 
flocks and herds be slain for them, that they may suffice for them? or shall all the fish 
of the sea be gathered together for them, that they may suffice for them? 23 And the 


Lord said unto Moses, Should the Lord's hand be too short? now shalt thou see whether 
my word shall come to pass unto thee or not. 24 And Moses went out, and spoke to the 


people the words of the Lord; and he assembled seventy men from the elders of the 
people, and placed them round about the tabernacle. 25 And the Lord came down in a 
cloud and spoke unto him; and he took some of the spirit that was upon him, and put 
it upon the seventy men, the elders: and it came to pass, that, when the spirit rested 
upon them, they prophesied, but they did not so any more. 2° And there remained two 
men in the camp, the name of the one was Eldad, and the name of the other Medad; and 
the spirit rested upon them; and they were of those that were written down, but they 
had not gone out unto the tabernacle: and they prophesied in the camp. 27 And there 
ran a young man, and told to Moses, and said, Eldad and Medad are prophesying in the 
camp. 28 And Joshua the son of Nun, the servant of Moses from his youth, answered and 
said, My Lord Moses, forbid them. 29 And Moses said unto him, Art thou zealous for my 
sake? And oh that one might render all the people of the Lord prophets, that the Lord 
would put his spirit upon them! 3° And Moses retired back into thy camp, he with the 
elders of Israel. 3! And a wind went forth from the Lord, and drove up quails from the 
sea, and scattered them over the camp, about a day's journey on this side, and about a 
day's journey on the other side, round about the camp, and about two cubits high over 
the face of the earth. 32 And the people arose all that day, and all that night, and all the 
following day, and they gathered the quails; he that had taken the least, had gathered 
ten chomers: and they spread them out for themselves round about the camp. 33 The 
flesh was yet between their teeth, it was not yet chewed: when the wrath of the Lord was 
kindled against the people, and the Lord smote among the people a very great plague. 
34 And he called the name of that place Kibroth-hattaavah; because there they buried 
the people that had lustfully craved. 35 From Kibroth-hattaavah the people journeyed 
unto Chazeroth; and they remained at Chazeroth. 


12 


1 And Miriam and Aaron spoke against Moses, on account of the Ethiopian woman 
whom he had married; for an Ethiopian woman had he married. 2 And they said, Hath 
then only with Moses the Lord spoken? hath he not also spoken with us? And the Lord 
heard it. 3 (But the man Moses was very meek, more so than any man who was upon 
the face of the earth.) 4 And the Lord said suddenly unto Moses, and unto Aaron, and 
unto Miriam, Go out ye three unto the tabernacle of the congregation; and these three 
went out. 5 And the Lord came down in a pillar of cloud, and stood at the door of the 
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tabernacle; and he called Aaron and Miriam, and both of them went out. © And he said, 
Hear now my words: Ifthere bea prophet of your kind, I, the Lord, do make myself known 


unto him in a vision, in a dream do I speak with him. 7 Not so is my servant Moses, in 
all my house is he faithful. § Mouth to mouth do I speak with him, even evidently, and 
not in dark speeches; and the similitude of the Lord doth he behold: wherefore then 
were ye not afraid to speak against my servant, against Moses? 9 And the anger of the 
Lord was kindled against them, and he went away. !° And the cloud departed from off 
the tabernacle; and, behold, Miriam became leprous, [white] as snow; and Aaron turned 
toward Miriam, and, behold, she was leprous. !! Then said Aaron unto Moses, Alas, my 
Lord, do not, I beseech thee, account to us as sin that wherein we have done foolishly, 


and wherein we have sinned. !2 Let her not be as a dead-born child, of which half the 
esh is consumed, when it cometh out of its mother's womb. 13 And Moses cried unto 
the Lord, saying, O God! do thou heal her, I beseech thee. ' And the Lord said unto 


Moses, If her father had spit in her face, would she not be ashamed seven days? let her 
be shut up seven days outside of the camp, and after that let her be brought in again. 
15 And Miriam was shut up outside of the camp seven days; and the people did not set 
forward till Miriam was brought in again. 1° And afterward the people removed from 
Chazeroth, and encamped in the wilderness of Paran. 


13 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Send thou out some men that they may spy 
out the land of Canaan, which I give unto the children of Israel: one man each of every 
tribe of their fathers shall ye send, every one who is a prince among them. 3 And Moses 
sent them out from the wilderness of Paran by the order of the Lord: they all were men, 
[who] were heads of the children of Israel. 4 And these are their names: Of the tribe 
of Reuben, Shammua the son of Zaccur. ° Of the tribe of Simeon, Shaphat the son of 
Chori. © Of the tribe of Judah, Caleb the son of Yephunneh. 7 Of the tribe of Issachar, 
Yigal the son of Joseph. 8 Of the tribe of Ephraim, Hoshea, the son of Nun. 9 Of the tribe 
of Benjamin, Palti the son of Raphu. !° Of the tribe of Zebulun, Gaddiel the son of Sodi. 
11 Of the tribe of Joseph, of the tribe of Menasseh, Gaddi the son of Sussi. 12 Of the tribe 


of Dan, 'Ammiel the son of Gemalli. 13 Of the tribe of Asher, Sethur the son of Michael. 
14 Of the tribe of Naphtali, Nachbi the son of Vophsi. 15 Of the tribe of Gad, Geuel the 


son of Machi. 16 These are the names of the men whom Moses sent to spy out the land; 
and Moses called Hoshea the son of Nun, Joshua [[Yehoshua']]. 17 And Moses sent them 
to spy out the land of Canaan, and he said unto them, Go you up this way at the south 
side, and go up into the mountain; 18 And see the land, what it is; and the people that 
dwell therein, whether they be strong or weak, whether they be few or many; !9 And 
what the land is on which they dwell, whether it be good or bad; and what the cities are 
in which they dwell, whether in open places, or in strongholds; 2° And what the land is, 
whether it be fat or lean, whether there be trees therein, or not; and take ye courage, 
and take away some of the fruit of the land. Now the time was the season of the first 
ripening of grapes. 2! And they went up, and spied out the land from the wilderness of 
Zin unto Rechob, on the road to Chamath. 22 And they ascended on the south side, and 
came unto Hebron; and there were Achiman, Sheshai, and Talmai, the children of 'Anak; 
[now Hebron had been built seven years before Zoan in Egypt.] 23 And they came unto 
the valley of Eshcol, and they cut down from there a branch with one cluster of grapes, 
and they bore it upon a barrow between two; and [they took some] of the pomegranates 
and of the figs. 24 That place was called the valley of Eshcol, on account of the cluster 
which the children of Israel cut down from there. 25 And they returned from spying out 
the land at the end of forty days. 2 And they went and came to Moses, and to Aaron, 
and to all the congregation of the children of Israel, unto the wilderness of Paran, to 
Kadesh; and they brought back word unto them, and unto all the congregation, and 
showed them the fruit of the land. 27 And they told him, and said, We came unto the 
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land whither thou didst send us, and truly doth it flow with milk and honey; and this 
is its fruit. 28 Nevertheless the people are strong that dwell in the land, and the cities 
are very strongly walled, and great; and the children of 'Anak also have we seen there. 
29 The Amalekites dwell in the southern country; and the Hittites, and the Jebusites, and 
the Emorites, dwell in the mountains; and the Canaanites dwell by the sea, and by the 
margin of the Jordan. 3° And Caleb stilled the people toward Moses, and he said, We can 
easily go up, and take possession of it; for we are well able to overcome it. 31 But the men 
who had gone up with him said, We are not able to go up against the people; for they are 
stronger than we. 22 And they brought up an evil report of the land which they had spied 
out unto the children of Israel, saying, The land through which we have passed to spy 
it out, is a land that consumeth its inhabitants; and all the people that we saw in it are 
men of a great stature. 33 And there we saw the giants, the sons of 'Anak, of the giants' 
[family]: and we were in our own eyes as grasshoppers, and so were we in their eyes. 


14 

1 And all the congregation lifted up their voice, and cried aloud; and the people wept 
that night. 2 And all the people murmured against Moses and against Aaron; and the 
whole congregation said unto them, Oh who would grant that we had died in the land of 
Egypt! or that we might but die in this wilderness! 3 And wherefore doth the Lord bring 
us unto yonder land, to fall by the sword? that our wives and our children may become 
a prey? is it not better for us to return to Egypt? 4 And they said one to another, Let us 
appoint a chief, and let us return to Egypt. > Then fell Moses and Aaron on their faces 
before all the assembly of the congregation of the children of Israel. © And Joshua, the 
son of Nun, and Caleb the son of Yephunneh, of those that had spied out the land, rent 
their garments. 7 And they said unto all the congregation of the children of Israel, as 
followeth, The land, through which we have passed to spy it out, this land is exceedingly 
good. 8 If the Lord have delight in us, then will he bring us into this land, and give it 
to us: a land which is flowing with milk and honey. ? Only against the Lord do ye not 
rebel; and then ye need not fear the people of the land; for they are our bread: their 
shadow is departed from them, while the Lord is with us; fear them not. !° But all the 
congregation said to stone them with stones: when the glory of the Lord appeared in 
the tabernacle of the congregation unto all the children of Israel. 1 And the Lord said 
unto Moses, How long yet shall this people provoke me? and how long yet will they 
not believe in me, with all the signs which I have shown in the midst of them? 121 will 
smite them with the pestilence, and root them out, and I will make of thee a nation 
greater and mightier than they. 13 And Moses said unto the Lord, But when the Egyptian 
hear, from the midst of whom thou hast brought up in thy might this people;— 14 And 
when they tell to the inhabitants of this land, who have heard that thou, Lord, art in the 
midst of this people, that face to face thou, Lord, art seen, and that thy cloud standeth 
over them, and that in a pillar of cloud thou goest before them by day, and in a pillar 
of fire by night;— 15 That thou hast killed this people as one man: then will the nations 
that have heard thy fame, say in this manner, !© That because the Lord was not able to 
bring this people into the land which he had sworn unto them, hath he slain them in the 
wilderness. 17 And now, I beseech thee, let the greatness of the power of the Lord be made 
manifest, as thou hast spoken, saying, 18 The Eternal is long-suffering, and abundant in 
beneficence, forgiving iniquity and transgression; but who will by no means clear the 
guilty, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children, upon the third and upon 
the fourth generation. 19 Pardon, I beseech thee, the iniquity of this people, according 
to the greatness of thy beneficence, and as thou hast been indulgent to this people, from 
Egypt even until hitherto. 2° And the Lord said, I have pardoned according to thy word. 
21 But as truly as I live, and as all the earth is filled with the glory of the Lord:— 22 That 
all the men who have seen my glory, and my signs, which I have displayed in Egypt and 
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in the wilderness, and have tempted me these ten times, and have not hearkened to 
my voice, 23 Shall surely not see the land which I have sworn unto their fathers, yea all 
those that have provoked me shall not see it. 24 But my servant Caleb, as a reward that 
he had another spirit with him, and followed me fully,—therefore will I bring him into 
the land whereinto he went; and his seed shall possess it. 2° And the Amalekites and the 
Canaanites dwell in the valley: tomorrow turn you, and set forward into the wilderness 
by the way to the Red Sea. 26 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, 
27 How long [shall indulgence be given] to this evil congregation, that murmur against 
me? the murmurings of the children of Israel, which they murmur against me, have I 
heard. 28 Say unto them, As truly as I live, saith the Lord, as ye have spoken in my ears, so 
will I do to you: 29 In this wilderness shall your carcasses fall, and all that were numbered 
of you, according to your whole number, from twenty years old and upward; ye who have 
murmured against me; 3°Truly ye shall not come into the land, concerning which I have 
lifted up my hand to let you dwell therein; save Caleb the son of Yephunneh, and Joshua 
the son of Nun. 2! But your little ones of which ye said, They would become a prey, them 
will I bring in, and they shall know the land which ye have despised. 32 But as for you, 
your carcasses shall fall in this wilderness. 33 And your children shall wander about in 
the wilderness forty years, and bear your backslidings, until your carcasses be spent in 
the wilderness. 34 After the number of the days in which ye spied out the land, forty days, 
yea, each one day for a year, shall ye bear for your iniquities, forty years; and ye shall 
experience my withdrawal [of protection]. 351 the Lord have spoken it, surely, this will 
I do unto all this evil congregation that have assembled against me: in this wilderness 
shall they be spent, and therein shall they die. 3° And the men whom Moses had sent to 
spy out the land, and who returned, and caused all the congregation to murmur against 
him, by bringing up an evil report against the land, 37 Even these men, that had brought 
up the evil report of the land, died by the plague before the Lord. 38 But Joshua the son 
of Nun, and Caleb the son of Yephunneh, remained alive of those men, who had gone 
to spy out the land. 39 And Moses spoke these words unto all the children of Israel; and 
the people mourned greatly. 4° And they rose up early in the morning, and went up to 
the top of the mountain, saying, Lo, here we are, and we will go up unto the place of 
which the Lord hath spoken; for we have sinned. 41 And Moses said, Wherefore now 
do ye transgress the order of the Lord? and it will not prosper. 42 Do not go up, for 
the Lord is not among you; that ye may not be smitten before your enemies. 4° For the 
Amalekites and the Canaanites are there before you, and ye will fall by the sword; since, 
because ye are turned away from the Lord, the Lord also will not be with you. 44 Yet they 
persisted to go up unto the top of the mountain; but the ark of the covenant of the Lord, 
and Moses, did not move out of the camp. 4° Then came down the Amalekites, and the 


Canaanites that dwelt on that mountain, and smote them, and discomfited them, even 
unto Chormah. 


15 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Speak unto the children of Israel and say 
unto them, When ye shall have come into the land of your habitations, which I give unto 
you, 3 And ye will prepare a fire-offering unto the Lord, a burnt-offering, or a sacrifice, 
in performing a pronounced vow, or as a freewill-offering, or on your solemn feasts, 
to prepare a sweet savor unto the Lord, of the herds of the flocks: 4 Then shall he that 
bringeth his offering unto the Lord, bring as a meat-offering a tenth part of fine flour 
mingled with the fourth of a hin of oil. 5 And wine for a drink-offering, the fourth of a 
hin, shalt thou prepare with the burnt-offering or sacrifice, for each one sheep. © But 
for a ram, shalt thou prepare as a meat-offering two tenth parts of fine flour mingled 
with the third of a hin of oil. 7 And wine for the drink-offering, the third of a hin, shalt 
thou bring, for a sweet savor unto the Lord. 8 And when thou preparest a bullock for a 
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burnt-offering, or for a sacrifice, in performing a pronounced vow, or a peace-offering 
unto the Lord: 9 Then shall he bring with the bullock as a meat-offering, three tenth 
parts of fine flour mingled with half a hin of oil. 1° And wine shalt thou bring for a 
drink-offering, half a hin, as a fire-offering of a sweet savor unto the Lord. !! Thus shall 
it be done for each one bullock, or for each one ram, or for a lamb, be it of the sheep or 
of the goats. 12 According to the number that ye may prepare, so shall ye do to every 
one according to their number. 13 All that are born in the country shall do these things 
after this manner, in offering a fire-offering of a sweet savor unto the Lord. 4 And if a 
stranger sojourn with you, or whosoever may be among you in your generations, and 
will make an offering made by fire, of a sweet savor unto the Lord: as ye do, so shall he 
do. 5 Congregation! one statute shall be for you, and for the stranger that sojourneth: 
a statute for ever in your generations; as ye are, so shall the stranger be before the Lord. 
16 One law and one code shall be for you, and for the stranger that sojourneth with you. 
17 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 18 Speak unto the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, When ye come into the land whither I bring you: 19 Then shall it be, that, 
when ye eat of the bread of the land, ye shall set aside a heave-offering unto the Lord. 
20 As the first of your doughs shall ye set aside a cake for a heave-offering; like the heave- 
offering of the threshing-floor, so shall ye set this aside. #1 Of the first of your doughs 
shall ye give unto the Lord a heave-offering, in your generations. 22 And if ye err, and 
do not observe all these commandments, which the Lord hath spoken unto Moses, ”3 All 
that the Lord hath commanded you by the hand of Moses, from the day that the Lord 
commanded [the same] and thenceforward, among your generations: 24 Then shall it 
be, if, through inadvertence of the congregation, it was committed by ignorance, that 
all the congregation shall prepare one young bullock for a burnt-offering, for a sweet 
savor unto the Lord, with his meat-offering, and his drink-offering, according to the 
prescribed manner, and one he-goat for a sin-offering. 25 And the priest shall make an 
atonement for all the congregation of the children of Israel, and it shall be forgiven unto 
them; for it is [a sin of] ignorance; and they have brought their offering, a sacrifice made 
by fire unto the Lord, and their sin-offering before the Lord, for their [sin of] ignorance: 
26 And it shall be forgiven unto all the congregation of the children of Israel, and unto the 
stranger that sojourneth among them; for by all the people [was it done] in ignorance. 
27 And if any person sin through ignorance, then shall he bring a she-goat of the first year 
for a sin-offering. 28 And the priest shall make an atonement for the person that hath 
erred, in his sinning through ignorance before the Lord; to make an atonement for him, 
that it may be forgiven unto him. 29 For the native born among the children of Israel, 
and for the stranger that sojourneth among them:—one law shall be for you, for him that 
acteth through ignorance. 2° But the person that doth aught with a high hand, be he one 
born in the land, or a stranger, the same dishonoreth the Lord; and that person shall be 
cut off from among his people. 3! Because the word of the Lord hath he despised, and 
his commandment hath he broken; that person shall be cut off, his iniquity is upon him. 
32 And while the children of Israel were in the wilderness, they found a man gathering 
sticks upon the sabbath-day. °3 And they that found him gathering sticks brought him 
for judgment unto Moses and Aaron, and unto all the congregation. 34 And they put him 


in ward; because it had not been declared what should be done to him. 35 And the Lord 
said unto Moses, The man shall be put to death: all the congregation shall stone him with 


stones without the camp. 3° And all the congregation brought him forth to without the 
camp, and they stoned him with stones, and he died; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 
37 And the Lord said unto Moses, as followeth, 38 Speak unto the children of Israel, and 
say to them, that they shall make themselves fringes on the corners of their garments 
throughout their generations, and that they shall put upon the fringe of the corner a 
thread of blue: 39 And it shall be unto you for a fringe, that ye may look upon it, and 
remember all the commandments of the Lord, and do them; and that ye seek not after 
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[the inclination of] your own heart and [the delight of] your eyes, in pursuit of which ye 
have been led astray. 4° In order that ye may remember, and do all my commandments, 
and be holy unto your God. 411 am the Lord your God, who brought you out of the land 
of Egypt, to be your God: I am the Lord your God. 


16 

1 Now Korach, the son of Yizhar, the son of Kehath, the son of Levi, was presumptuous, 
together with Dathan and Abiram, the sons of Eliab, and On, the son of Peleth, sons of 
Reuben: 2 So that they rose up before Moses, with certain men of the children of Israel, 
in number two hundred and fifty; [who were] princes of the congregation, called to the 
assembly, men of renown. 3 And they assembled themselves against Moses, and against 
Aaron, and said unto them, Ye assume too much; for the whole of the congregation are 
all of them holy, and the Lord is among them; wherefore then will you lift yourselves up 
above the congregation of the Lord? 4 And when Moses heard it, he fell upon his face: 
5 And he spoke unto Korach and unto all his company, saying, Tomorrow,—then will the 
Lord make known who is his, and who is holy, that he may cause them to come near 


unto him; and him whom he shall choose will he cause to come near unto him. © This 
do ye: Take yourselves censers, Korach and all his company; 7 And put therein fire, and 


put upon them incense before the Lord, tomorrow; and it shall be that the man whom 
the Lord will choose, he shall be the holy one; you assume too much, ye sons of Levi. 
8 And Moses said unto Korach, Hear, I pray you, ye sons of Levi: ° It is too little for you, 
that the God of Israel hath separated you from the congregation of Israel, to bring you 


near unto himself, to do the service of the tabernacle of the Lord, and to stand before 
the congregation to minister for them? 1° And he hath brought thee near, and all thy 


brethren the sons of Levi with thee: and now will ye seek the priesthood also? 11 For 
which cause [beware], thou and all thy company that are gathered together against the 
Lord; for Aaron, what is he, that ye should murmur against him: 12 And Moses sent to 
call Dathan and Abiram, the sons of Eliab; but they said, We will not come up: 1° Is it too 
little that thou hast brought us up out of a land flowing with milk and honey, to kill us in 
the wilderness, that thou wilt assume to make thyself also a prince over us? 14 Moreover 
thou hast not brought us into a land flowing with milk and honey, and thou hast not 
given us inheritance of fields and vineyards: wilt thou bore out the eyes of these men? 
we will not come up. 1 And this displeased Moses greatly, and he said unto the Lord, 
Have no respect unto their offering: I have not taken away an ass of any one of them, 
nor have I done wrong to any one of them. 1° And Moses said unto Korach, Thou and 
all thy company, be ye before the Lord, thou, and they, and Aaron, tomorrow: 17 And 
take ye every man his censer, and put incense upon them, and bring ye near before the 
Lord every man his censer, two hundred and fifty censers; thou also, and Aaron, each 
his censer. 18 And they took every man his censer, and put fire on them, and laid incense 
thereupon; and they stood at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation with Moses 
and Aaron.— 19 And Korach assembled against them all the congregation unto the door 
of the tabernacle of the congregation; and the glory of the Lord then appeared unto all 
the congregation. 2° And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, 21 Separate 
yourselves from the midst of this congregation, and I will make an end of them in a 
moment. 22 And they fell upon their faces, and said, O God, the God of the spirits of all 
flesh, this one man doth sin, and with all the congregation wouldst thou be wroth! 23 And 
the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 24 Speak unto the congregation, saying, Get you away 
from about the dwelling of Korach, Dathan, and Abiram. 25 And Moses rose up and went 
unto Dathan and Abiram; and there went after him the elders of Israel. 26 And he spoke 
unto the congregation, saying, Depart, I pray you, from the tents of these wicked men, 
and touch nothing which belongeth to them, lest ye be destroyed through all their sins. 
27 So they got away from the dwelling of Korach, Dathan, and Abiram, on every side: 
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and Dathan and Abiram came out, standing [boldly] at the door of their tents, with their 
wives, and their sons, and their little ones. 28 And Moses said, Through this shall ye 
know that the Lord hath sent me to do all these deeds; that [I have] not done them out 
of my own heart. 29 If these men die as all men die, and if the visitation of all men be 
visited on them: then hath the Lord not sent me. 3° But if the Lord do create a new 
thing, and the earth open her mouth, and swallow them up, with all that appertaineth 
unto them, and they go down alive into the pit: then shall ye understand that these men 
have provoked the Lord. 3! And it came to pass, when he had made an end of speaking 
all these words, that the ground that was under them was cloven asunder: 32 And the 
earth opened her mouth, and swallowed them up, and their houses, and all the men that 
appertained unto Korach, and all their goods. 33 And they went down, they, and all they 
that appertained to them, alive into the pit; and the earth closed over them, and they 
disappeared from the midst of the congregation. 34 And all Israel that were round about 
them fled at their cry; for they said, Perhaps the earth may swallow us up [also]. 35 And 
there came out a fire from the Lord, and consumed the two hundred and fifty men that 
had offered the incense. °¢ (17:1) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 37 (17:2) Speak 
unto Elazar the son of Aaron the priest, that he lift up the censers out of the burning, 
and throw out the fire far away; for they have been hallowed: 38 (17:3) The censers of 
these sinners against their own lives; and they shall make of them broad plates for a 
covering for the altar; for they brought them near before the Lord, and they have thus 
become hallowed; and they shall serve for a sign unto the children of Israel. 39 (17:4) And 
Elazar the priest took the copper censers, which they that were burnt had brought near; 
and they beat them out for a covering unto the altar: 4° (17:5) As a memorial unto the 
children of Israel, in order that no stranger, who is not of the seed of Aaron, should come 
near to burn incense before the Lord; that he become not as Korach, and as his company; 
as the Lord had spoken to him by the hand of Moses. #1 (17:6) And all the congregation 
of the children of Israel murmured against Moses and Aaron, on the morrow, saying, 
It is you who have caused the people of the Lord to die. 42 (17:7) And it came to pass, 
when the congregation assembled against Moses and against Aaron, that they looked 
toward the tabernacle of the congregation, and, behold, the cloud covered it; and the 
glory of the Lord appeared. 43 (17:8) And Moses came with Aaron before the tabernacle 
of the congregation. 44 (17:9) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 45 (17:10) Remove 
yourselves from the midst of this congregation, that I may consume them in a moment. 
And they fell upon their faces. 4° (17:11) And Moses said unto Aaron, Take the censer, 
and put therein fire from off the altar, and put on incense, and carry [it] quickly unto 
the congregation, and make an atonement for them; for the wrath is gone forth from 
the Lord; the plague hath begun. 47 (17:12) And Aaron took as Moses had commanded, 
and he ran into the midst of the assembly; and, behold, the plague had begun among 
the people: and he put on the incense, and made an atonement for the people. 48 (17:13) 
And he stood between the dead and the living; and the plague was stayed. 49 (17:14) And 
those who died in the plague were fourteen thousand and seven hundred, besides those 
that had died about the matter of Korach. 59 (17:15) And Aaron returned unto Moses, to 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, after the plague had been stayed. 


7 

1 (17:16) And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 (17:17) Speak unto the children 
of Israel, and take from them one staff each for a family division, from all their princes, 
according to their family divisions, twelve staves: the name of each man shalt thou write 
upon his staff. 3 (17:18) And the name of Aaron shalt thou write upon the staff of Levi; 
for there shall be but one staff for the head of their family division. 4 (17:19) And thou 
shalt lay them down in the tabernacle of the congregation before the testimony, where 
I usually meet with you. 5 (17:20) And it shall come to pass, that the staff of the man 
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whom I shall choose, shall blossom: and I will allay from around me the murmurings of 
the children of Israel, which they murmur against you. © (17:21) And Moses spoke unto 
the children of Israel, and all their princes gave him each a staff, one for every prince, 
according to their family divisions, twelve staves: and the staff of Aaron was among their 
staves. 7 (17:22) And Moses laid down the staves before the Lord in the tabernacle of the 
testimony. 8 (17:23) And it came to pass on the morrow, that as Moses went into the 
tabernacle of the testimony, behold, the staff of Aaron for the house of Levi had budded; 
and it brought forth buds, and produced blossoms, and yielded ripe almonds. 9 (17:24) 
And Moses brought out all the staves from before the Lord unto all the children of Israel; 
and they looked [at them], and took away every one his staff. 1°(17:25) And the Lord said 
unto Moses, Carry back the staff of Aaron before the testimony, to be kept as a token 
against the children of rebellion, that there may be an end of their murmurings from 
around me, and they die not. ! (17:26) And Moses did so; as the Lord had commanded 
him, so did he. 12 (17:27) And the children of Israel said unto Moses, thus, Behold, we 
perish, we are lost, we are all lost. 13 (17:28) Every one that cometh near at all unto the 
tabernacle of the Lord must die: shall we totally perish? 


18 

1 And the Lord said unto Aaron, Thou and thy sons and thy father's house with thee 
shall bear the iniquity of the sanctuary; and thou and thy sons with thee shall bear the 
iniquity of your priesthood. 2 And also thy brethren, the tribe of Levi, the tribe of thy 
father, bring thou near with thee, that they may be joined with thee, and minister unto 
thee; while thou and thy sons with thee shall be before the tabernacle of the testimony. 
3 And they shall keep thy charge, and the charge of all the tabernacle: only unto the 
vessels of the sanctuary and unto the altar shall they not come near, that they may not 
die, either they or you. 4 And they shall be joined unto thee, and keep the charge of 
the tabernacle of the congregation, respecting all the service of the tabernacle: and a 
stranger shall not come nigh unto you. ° And ye shall keep the charge of the sanctuary, 
and the charge of the altar; that there be not any more wrath upon the children of 
Israel. © And I, behold, I have taken your brethren the Levites from the midst of the 
children of Israel; unto you are they given as a gift for the Lord, to perform the service 
of the tabernacle of the congregation. 7 And thou and thy sons with thee shall keep your 
priesthood concerning every matter of the altar, and for that within the vail, where 
ye shall serve: as a service of gift do I give you your priesthood; and the stranger that 
cometh nigh shall be put to death. ® And the Lord spoke unto Aaron, And I, behold, I 
give thee the charge of my heave-offerings; of all the hallowed things of the children of 
Israel, unto thee have I given them as an official portion, and to thy sons, as a fixed right 
for ever. ? This shall belong to thee of the most holy things, from the fire-[offerings]: 
every oblation of theirs, namely, every meat-offering of theirs, and every sin-offering 
of theirs, and every, trespass-offering of theirs, which they shall render unto me, shall, 
as most holy things, belong to thee and to thy sons. !°In a most holy place shalt thou 
eat it: every male shall eat it; holy shall it be unto thee. 11 And this shall be thine, as the 
heave-offering of their gift, of all the wave-offerings of the children of Israel; unto thee 
have I given them, and to thy sons and to thy daughters with thee, as a fixed portion 
for ever: every one that is clean in thy house may eat thereof. 1? All the best of oil, and 
all the best of wine, and of corn, the first-fruits thereof which they shall offer unto the 
Lord, to thee have I given them. 13 The first ripe fruit of whatsoever is in their land, 
which they may bring unto the Lord, shall be thine: every one that is clean in thy house 
may eat thereof. 14 Every thing devoted in Israel shall be thine. 5 Whatever openeth 
the womb of all flesh, which they bring unto the Lord, be it of men or of cattle, shall 
be thine: nevertheless thou shalt redeem the first-born of man, and the firstling of the 
unclean cattle shalt thou redeem. 16 And those that are to be redeemed from a month 
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old shalt thou redeem, according to the usual estimation of five shekels of silver, after 
the shekel of the sanctuary, which is twenty gerahs. 1’ But the firstling of an ox, or the 
firstling of a sheep, or the firstling of a goat, thou shalt not redeem; they are holy: their 
blood shalt thou sprinkle upon the altar, and their fat shalt thou burn as a fire-offering, 


for a sweet savor unto the Lord. 18 And their flesh shall be thine: as the breast that is 
waved and as the right shoulder shall it be thine. 19 All the heave-offerings of the holy 


things, which the children of Israel set apart unto the Lord, I have given to thee, and 
to thy sons and to thy daughters with thee, as a fixed portion for ever: it is a covenant 
of salt for ever before the Lord for thee and for thy seed with thee. 2° And the Lord 
said unto Aaron, In their land shalt thou have no inheritance, and any portion shalt 
thou not have among them: I am thy portion and thy inheritance among the children 
of Israel. 21 And to the children of Levi, behold, I have given every tithe in Israel, for 
an inheritance, in lieu of their service which they render, the service of the tabernacle 
of the congregation. 22 And the children of Israel shall not henceforth come nigh unto 
the tabernacle of the congregation, to bear sin, to die thereby. 23 But they of the tribe 
of Levi themselves shall perform the service of the tabernacle of the congregation, and 
they shall bear their iniquity: a statute for ever shall it be throughout your generations; 
and among the children of Israel shall they not possess any inheritance. 24 But the tithes 
of the children of Israel, which they offer as a heave-offering unto the Lord, have I given 
to the Levites for an inheritance: therefore have I said unto them, Among the children of 
Israel shall they obtain no inheritance. 25 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 And 
unto the Levites shalt thou speak, and say unto them, When ye take from the children 
of Israel the tithes which I have given you from them for your inheritance: then shall ye 
separate therefrom a heave-offering of the Lord, the tenth part of the tithe. 2” And your 
heave-offering shall be reckoned unto you, like the corn of the threshing-floor, and as 
the fulness of the wine-press. 28 Thus shall ye also offer a heave-offering unto the Lord 
from all your tithes, which ye may receive from the children of Israel; and ye shall give 
thereof the heave-offering of the Lord to Aaron the priest. 29 From all your gifts shall 
ye set apart every heave-offering of the Lord, from every best part thereof, its hallowed 
portion therefrom. 2° And thou shalt say unto them, When ye have separated the best 
thereof from it: then shall [the remainder] be counted unto the Levites as the produce 
of the threshing-floor, and as the produce of the wine-press. 3! And ye may eat it in 
every place, ye and your households; for it is your reward in lieu of your service at the 
tabernacle of the congregation. 3? And ye shall not bear any sin by reason of it, when ye 
have separated its best part from it: and the holy things of the children of Israel shall ye 
not profane, lest ye die. 


19 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto Aaron, saying, ? This is the statute of the 
law which the Lord hath commanded, saying, Speak unto the children of Israel, that they 
bring unto thee a completely red cow, on which there is no blemish, upon which no yoke 
hath ever come. 3 And ye shall give her unto Elazar the priest, and he shall lead her forth 
to without the camp, and some one shall slay her before his face: 4 And Elazar the priest 
shall take some of her blood with his finger; and he shall sprinkle in the direction of 
the front of the tabernacle of the congregation of her blood seven times. 5 And some 
one shall burn the cow before his eyes; her skin, and her flesh, and her blood, with her 
dung, shall he burn. © And the priest shall take cedar-wood, and hyssop, and a scarlet 
string, and cast it into the midst of the burning of the cow. 7 And the priest shall wash his 
clothes, and he shall bathe his flesh in water, and afterward may he come into the camp; 
and the priest shall be unclean until the evening. 8 And he that burneth her shall wash his 
clothes in water, and bathe his flesh in water; and he shall be unclean until the evening. 
9 And a man that is clean shall gather up the ashes of the cow, and lay them up without 
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the camp in a clean place; and it shall be kept for the congregation of the children of 
Israel for a water of sprinkling: it is a purification-offering. 1° And he that gathereth 
up the ashes of the cow shall wash his clothes, and be unclean until the evening: and it 
shall be unto the children of Israel, and unto the stranger that sojourneth among them, 
for a statute for ever. 11 He that toucheth the dead body of any human person shall be 
unclean seven days. 12 Such a one shall purify himself with it on the third day and on 
the seventh day, when he shall be clean; but if he purify himself not on the third day 
and on the seventh day, he shall not be clean. 13 Whosoever toucheth the dead body, the 
person of any man that is dead, and purifieth himself not, hath defiled the tabernacle of 
the Lord; and that soul shall be cut off from Israel; because the water of sprinkling was 
not sprinkled upon him, he shall be unclean; his uncleanness is yet upon him. 14 This is 
the law, when a man dieth in a tent: Every one that cometh into the tent, and all that 
is in the tent, shall be unclean seven days. 15 And every open vessel, on which there is 
not a closely fitting cover, is unclean. 1° And whosoever toucheth in the open field one 
that hath been slain with a sword, or a dead body, or a bone of a man, or a grave, shall be 
unclean seven days. 17 And they shall take for the unclean person some of the ashes of 
the burnt purification-offering, and they shall put thereupon running water in a vessel. 
18 And a clean person shall take hyssop, and dip it in the water, and sprinkle it upon the 
tent, and upon all the vessels, and upon the persons that have been there, and upon him 
that hath touched the bone, or the one slain, or the dead, or the grave: 19 And the clean 
person shall sprinkle upon the unclean on the third day and on the seventh day; and 
when he hath purified him on the seventh day, then shall he wash his clothes, and bathe 
himself in water, and shall be clean at evening. 2° But a man that is unclean, and doth 
not purify himself, that soul shall be cut off from among the congregation; because the 
sanctuary of the Lord hath he defiled; the water of sprinkling hath not been sprinkled 
upon him; he is unclean. 21 And it shall be unto them for a perpetual statute; and he that 
sprinkleth the water of sprinkling shall wash his clothes; and he that toucheth the water 
of sprinkling shall be unclean until the evening. 22 And whatsoever the unclean person 


may touch shall be unclean; and the person that toucheth him shall be unclean until the 
evening. 


20 


1 And the children of Israel, the whole congregation, came into the desert of Zin in 
the first month, and the people abode in Kadesh; and Miriam died there, and was buried 
there. 2 And there was no water for the congregation; and they assembled themselves 
together against Moses and against Aaron. 3 And the people quarreled with Moses, and 
said thus, Oh that we had but perished when our brethren perished before the Lord! 
4 And why have ye brought the congregation of the Lord into this wilderness, to die 
there, we and our cattle! > And wherefore have ye caused us to come up out of Egypt, 
to bring us in unto this evil place? it is no place for sowing, or of figs, or of vines, or of 
pomegranates; and water even there is none to drink. © And Moses and Aaron went from 
the presence of the assembly unto the door of the tabernacle of the congregation, and 
they fell upon their faces: and the glory of the Lord appeared unto them. 7 And the Lord 
spoke unto Moses, saying, § Take the staff, and gather the assembly together, thou, with 
Aaron thy brother, and ye shall speak unto the rock before their eyes, that it shall give 
forth its water; and thou shalt bring forth for them water out of the rock, and give drink 
to the congregation and their cattle. 9 And Moses took the staff from before the Lord, as 
he had commanded him. 1° And Moses and Aaron assembled the congregation together 
before the rock, and he said unto them, Hear now, ye rebels! shall we out of this rock 
bring forth water for you? 11 And Moses lifted up his hand, and he smote the rock with his 
staff twice: and there came out much water, and the congregation drank, together with 
their cattle. 12 And the Lord said unto Moses and Aaron, Because ye have not confided in 
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me, to sanctify me before the eyes of the children of Israel: therefore shall ye not bring 
this congregation into the land which I have given to them. 13 These are the waters of 
Meribah; where the children of Israel quarreled with the Lord, and through which he 
was sanctified. 14 And Moses sent messengers from Kadesh unto the king of Edom, Thus 
hath said thy brother Israel, Thou knowest all the hardship that hath befallen us. 5 How 
our fathers went down into Egypt, and we dwelt in Egypt many days; and the Egyptians 


did evil to us, and to our fathers: 1° And we cried unto the Lord, and he heard our voice, 
and he sent a messenger, and caused us to go forth out of Egypt; and, behold, we are in 


Kadesh, a city at the outmost end of thy border. 17 Let us pass, we pray thee, through thy 
country; we will not pass through field, or through vineyard, and we will not drink the 
water of the wells: by the king's highway will we go, we will not turn to the right hand 
nor to the left, until we have passed thy border. 18 And Edom said unto him, Thou shalt 
not pass through my land, lest I come against thee with the sword. 19 And the children 
of Israel said unto him, We will go by the highway: and if we drink of thy water, I and my 
cattle, then will I pay its value; I will do thee no injury, only on foot will I pass through. 
20 And he said, Thou shalt not pass through; and Edom came out against him with much 
people, and with a strong hand. 2! And as Edom thus refused to permit Israel to pass 
through his border, Israel turned away from him. 22 And they set forward from Kadesh; 
and the children of Israel, the whole congregation, came unto mount Hor. 2° And the 
Lord said unto Moses and Aaron at mount Hor, by the boundary of the land of Edom, as 
followeth, 24 Aaron shall be gathered unto his people; for he shall not enter into the land 
which I have given unto the children of Israel, because ye rebelled against my order at 
the waters of Meribah. 25 Take Aaron and Elazar, his son, and cause them to go up unto 
mount Hor: 26 And cause Aaron to take off his garments, and clothe therewith Elazar his 
son; and Aaron shall be gathered in, and he shall die there. 2” And Moses did as the Lord 
had commanded; and they went up to mount Hor before the eyes of all the congregation. 
28 And Moses caused Aaron to take off his garments, and he clothed therewith Elazar his 
son; and Aaron died there on the top of the mount; and Moses and Elazar then came 
down from the mount. 2? And when all the congregation saw that Aaron was departed, 
they wept for Aaron thirty days, even all the house of Israel. 


21 

1 And when the Canaanite, the king of 'Arad, who dwelt in the south, heard that Israel 
was coming by the way of the spies: he made an attack on Israel, and took from them 
some prisoners. ? And Israel made a vow unto the Lord, and said, If thou wilt but deliver 
this people into my hand, then will I devote their cities. 3 And the Lord hearkened to 
the voice of Israel, and he delivered up the Canaanites; and they devoted them and their 
cities: and they called the name of the place Chormah. 4 And they set forward from 
mount Hor by the way to the Red Sea, to go round the land of Edom: and the spirit of the 
people became impatient because of the way. ° And the people spoke against God, and 
against Moses, Wherefore have ye brought us up out of Egypt to die in the wilderness? 


for there is no bread, and there is no water; and our soul loatheth this miserable bread. 
6 And the Lord let loose against the people poisonous serpents, and they bit the people; 


and there died much people of Israel. 7 And the people then came to Moses, and they said, 
We have sinned, for we have spoken against the Lord, and against thee; pray unto the 
Lord, that he take away from us the serpents. And Moses prayed for the people. § And 
the Lord said unto Moses, Make thyself a serpent, and set it upon a pole: and it shall 
come to pass, that whoever is bitten shall look at it, and he shall live. ? And Moses made 
a serpent of copper, and put it upon a pole; and it came to pass, that, when a serpent had 
bitten any man, and he looked up to the serpent of copper, he remained alive. 1° And 
the children of Israel set forward, and encamped in Oboth. 1 And they journeyed from 
Oboth, and encamped at 'Iye-ha'abarim, in the wilderness, which is before Moab, toward 
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the rising of the sun. 12From there they set forward and encamped in the valley of Zered. 
13 From there they set forward, and encamped on the other side of Arnon, which is in 
the wilderness, and which cometh out of the boundary of the Emorites; for Arnon is the 


border of Moab, between Moab and between the Emorites. 14 Therefore mention is made 
in the book of the wars of the Lord, of Vaheb in Supha, and of the brooks of Arnon, 5 And 
the descent of the brooks, that turneth toward Shebeth-'Ar, and leaneth upon the border 
of Moab; !6 And from there to the well; this is the well where the Lord said unto Moses, 
Assemble the people and I will give them water. 1” Then did Israel sing this song, Come 
up, O well; sing ye unto it: 18 Well, which the princes have dug, which the nobles of the 
people have hollowed out with the sceptre, with their staves;— and from the wilderness 


to Mattanah; 19 And from Mattanah to Nachaliel; and from Nachaliel to Bamoth; 2° And 
from Bamoth to the valley, which is in the fields of Moab, to the top of Pisgah, which 


looketh toward the desert. 21 And Israel sent messengers unto Sichon the king of the 
Emorites, saying, 22 Let me pass through thy land; we will not turn aside into field, or 
into vineyard; we will not drink the water of a well: by the king's highway will we go 
along, until we have passed thy border. 23 But Sichon would not suffer Israel to pass 
through his border; and Sichon assembled all his people together; and went out against 
Israel into the wilderness; and he came to Yahaz, and fought against Israel. 24 And Israel 
smote him with the edge of the sword, and took possession of his land from Arnon unto 
Yabbok, even unto the children of 'Ammon; for the border of the children of 'Ammon 
was strong. 25 And Israel took all these cities; and Israel dwelt in all the cities of the 
Emorites, in Cheshbon, and in all the villages thereof. 2° For Cheshbon was the city of 
Sichon the king of the Emorites; and he had fought against the former king of Moab, 
and taken all his land out of his hand, up to the Arnon. 27 Therefore said the poets, Come 
into Cheshbon, let the city of Sichon be built and established. 28 For a fire is gone out of 
Cheshbon, a flame from the city of Sichon: it hath consumed 'Ar-Moab, the men of the 
high places of the Arnon. 29 Woe to thee, Moab! thou art lost, O people of Kemosh: he 
hath suffered his sons to become fugitives, and his daughters to go into captivity, unto 
the king of the Emorites, Sichon. 3° We have thrown them down; lost is Cheshbon even 
unto Dibon, and we have laid waste [all] up to Nophach, which reacheth unto Medeba. 
31 Thus Israel dwelt in the land of the Emorites. 2 And Moses sent to spy out Ya'zer, and 
they captured the villages thereof, and drove out the Emorites that were there. 23 And 
they turned and went up by the way to Bashan; and 'Og, the king of Bashan, went out 
against them, he, and all his people, to the battle at Edrei. 34 And the Lord said unto 
Moses, Fear him not; for into thy hand have I delivered him, and all his people, and his 
land; and thou shalt do unto him as thou hast done unto Sichon, the king of the Emorites, 
who dwelt at Cheshbon. 35 And they smote him and his sons, and all his people, until 
there was none left unto him that escaped; and they took possession of his land. 


ZZ 
1 And the children of Israel set forward, and encamped in the plains of Moab, on this 
side of the Jordan, opposite Jericho. 2 And Balak the son of Zippor saw all that Israel 
had done to the Emorites. >? And Moab was greatly afraid of the people, because it was 


numerous; and Moab was horrified because of the children of Israel. 4 And Moab said 
unto the elders of Midian, Now will this assemblage devour all that is round about us, 


as the ox devoureth the grass of the field; and Balak the son of Zippor was king of Moab 
at that time. 5 And he sent messengers unto Bil'am the son of Beor to Pethor, which is 
by the river, in the land of the children of his people, to have him called; saying, Behold, 
there is a people come out from Egypt; behold, it covereth the surface of the earth, and 
it is abiding opposite to me: © And now do but come, curse me this people; for it is too 
mighty for me; peradventure I may be able to smite it, that I may drive it out of the 


land; for I know that he whom thou blessest is blessed, and he whom thou cursest is 
cursed. 7 And the elders of Moab and the elders of Midian departed with the rewards of 
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divination in their hand; and they came unto Bil'am, and spoke unto him the words of 
Balak. 8 And he said unto them, Remain you here this night, and I will bring you word 
again, as the Lord may speak unto me; and the princes of Moab abode with Bil'am. 9 And 
God came unto Bil'am, and said, Who are these men with thee? 1° And Bil'am said unto 
God, Balak the son of Zippor, the king of Moab, hath sent unto me, [saying,] !! Behold, 
there is the people that is come out of Egypt, and covereth the face of the earth: now 
come, denounce it for me; peradventure I shall be able to fight against it, and drive it 
away. !2 And God said unto Bil'am, Thou shalt not go with them: thou shalt not curse 
the people; for it is blessed. !° And Bil'am rose up in the morning, and said unto the 
princes of Balak, Go back to your land; for the Lord refuseth to give me leave to go with 
you. !4 And the princes of Moab rose up, and they went unto Balak, and said, Bil'am 
refuseth to come with us. 15 And Balak sent yet again princes, more in number, and 
more honorable than those. !¢ And they came to Bil'am, and said to him, Thus hath said 
Balak the son of Zippor, Do not suffer thyself, I pray thee, to be prevented from coming 
unto me; !” For I will honor thee greatly, and whatsoever thou mayest say unto me will 
I do: and only come, I pray thee, denounce me this people. 18 And Bil'am answered and 
said unto the servants of Balak, If Balak would give me his house full of silver and gold, I 
could not transgress the order of the Lord my God, to do a small or a great thing. 19 And 
now, I pray you, tarry ye also here this night, that I may know what the Lord will farther 
speak with me. 2° And God came unto Bil'am at night, and said unto him, If to call thee 
the men have come, rise up, go with them; but only the word which I shall speak unto 
thee, that shalt thou do. 21 And Bil'am rose up in the morning, and saddled his ass, and 
went with the princes of Moab. 2? And the anger of God was kindled, because he went; 
and an angel of the Lord placed himself in the way to be a hindrance to him; and he was 
riding upon his ass, and his two servants were with him. 23 And the ass saw the angel of 
the Lord standing in the way, with his sword drawn in his hand; and the ass turned aside 
out of the way, and went into the field: and Bil'am smote the ass, to make her turn into 
the way. 24 But the angel of the Lord stepped into a path between the vineyards, [with] a 
wall on this side, and a wall on that side. 25 And when the ass saw the angel of the Lord, 
she forced herself against the wall, and pressed Bil'am's foot against the wall: and he 
smote her again. 2° And the angel of the Lord went yet farther, and stood in a narrow 
place, where there was no way to turn either to the right or to the left. 2” And when the 
ass saw the angel of the Lord, she lay down under Bil'am: whereupon Bil'am's anger was 
kindled, and he smote the ass with a stick. 28 And the Lord opened the mouth of the ass, 


and she said unto Bil'am, What have I done unto thee, that thou hast smitten me these 
three times? 29 And Bil'am said unto the ass, Because thou hast mocked me: had I but 
a sword in my hand, I would assuredly have now killed thee. 3° And the ass said unto 


Bil'am, Am not I thy ass, upon which thou hast ridden from thy commencement unto 
this day? was I ever wont to do so unto thee? and he said, No. 3! Then the Lord opened 
the eyes of Bil'am, and he saw the angel of the Lord standing in the way, with his sword 
drawn in his hand: and he bowed down his head and prostrated himself on his face. 
32 And the angel of the Lord said unto him, Wherefore hast thou smitten thy ass these 
three times? behold, I went out to be a hindrance; because the journey which is odious 
to me was too quickly begun. 3 And the ass saw me, and turned aside before me these 
three times; if she had not turned aside from me, I would surely now not only have slain 
thee, but saved her alive. °4 And Bil'am said unto the angel of the Lord, I have sinned; 
for I knew not that thou wast standing against me in the way; but now, if it be evil in thy 
eyes, I will return home again. 35 And the angel of the Lord said unto Bil'am, Go with the 
men; however, only the word which I will speak unto thee, that shalt thou speak: and 
Bil'am went with the princes of Balak. 3° And when Balak heard that Bil'am was come, 


he went out to meet him unto 'Ir-Moab, which is on the border of Arnon, which is at 
the outmost end of the boundary. 37 And Balak said unto Bil'am, Did I not earnestly send 
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unto thee to have thee called? wherefore camest thou not unto me? in truth, am I not 
able to honor thee? 38 And Bil'am said unto Balak, Lo, 1am come unto thee; have I now 
any power whatever to speak the least? the word that God may put in my mouth, that 
alone must I speak. 39 And Bil'am went with Balak, and they came unto Kiryath-chuzoth. 
40 And Balak slew oxen and sheep, and sent to Bil'am and to the princes that were with 
him. 41 And it came to pass in the morning, that Balak took Bil'am, and brought him up 
into the high places of Baal, and he saw thence a portion of the people. 


29 


1 And Bil'am said unto Balak, Build me here seven altars, and prepare me here seven 
bullocks and seven rams. ? And Balak did as Bil'am had spoken; and Balak and Bil'am 
offered a bullock and a ram on every altar. 3 And Bil'am said unto Balak, Place thyself 
by thy burnt-offering; and I will go, peradventure the Lord will come to meet me, and 
whatsoever he may show me I will tell thee: and he went thoughtfully alone. 4 And God 
met Bil'am: and he said unto him, The seven altars have I made ready, and I have offered 
a bullock and a ram upon every altar. ° And the Lord put a word in Bil'am's mouth, and 
said, Return unto Balak, and thus shalt thou speak. © And he returned unto him, and, 
lo, he was standing by his burnt-offering, he, and all the princes of Moab. 7 And he took 
up his parable, and said, From Aram did Balak send for me, the king of Moab, out of 
the mountains of the east, Come, curse me Jacob, and come, defy Israel. 8 How shall I 
denounce, whom God hath not denounced? and how shall I defy, whom the Lord hath 
not defied? 9 For from the top of rocks I see him, and from hills I behold him: lo, it is a 
people that shall dwell alone, and among the nations it shall not be reckoned. !°Who can 
count the dust of Jacob, and number the fourth part of Israel? May my soul die the death 
of the righteous, and may my last end be like his! !! And Balak said unto Bil'am, What 
hast thou done unto me? to denounce my enemies did I take thee, and, behold, thou hast 
even blessed them. !? And he answered and said, Must I not take heed to speak that only 
which the Lord may put in my mouth? 13 And Balak said unto him, Come, I pray thee, 
with me unto another place, from where thou canst see them; nevertheless a portion of 
them only wilt thou see, but the whole of them thou wilt not see: and denounce them 
for me from there. 14 And he brought him to the field of the watchmen, on the top of 
Pisgah, and he built seven altars, and offered a bullock and a ram on every altar. 1° And 
he said unto Balak, Place thyself here by thy burnt-offering, while I will repair to yonder 
place. 16 And the Lord met Bil'am, and put a word in his mouth, and said, Return unto 
Balak, and thus shalt thou speak. 17 And he came to him, and, behold, he was standing 
by his burnt-offering, and the princes of Moab with him; and Balak said unto him: What 
hath the Lord spoken? 18 And he took up his parable, and said, Rise up, Balak, and hear; 
bend hither thy ear unto me, son of Zippor! 19 God is not a man, that he should lie; nor 
a son of man, that he should repent: hath he said, and shall he not do it? and hath he 
spoken, and shall he not fulfill it? 2° Behold, to bless I have received [the word]; and he 
hath blessed, and I cannot reverse it. 21 He hath not beheld any wrong in Jacob, nor hath 
he seen perverseness in Israel: the Lord his God is with him, and the glory of the king 
dwelleth among him. 22 God, who brought them out of Egypt, is to them like the heights 
of the reem. 3 For there is no enchantment in Jacob, nor is there any divination in Israel: 
at the proper time shall it be said to Jacob and to Israel, what God doth work. 24 Behold, 
it is a people, that shall rise up as a lioness, and as a lion shall it raise itself: it will not 
lie down until it have eaten the prey, and have drunk the blood of the slain. 25 And Balak 
said unto Bil'am, Neither shalt thou denounce them, nor shalt thou any wise bless them. 
26 But Bil'am answered and said unto Balak, Have I not spoken unto thee, saying, all that 
the Lord will speak, that must I do. 2” And Balak said unto Bil'am, Come, I pray thee, I 
will take thee unto another place, peradventure it may be pleasing in the eyes of God 
that thou mayest denounce them for me from there. 28 And Balak took Bil'am unto the 
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top of Peor, that looketh toward the desert. 29 And Bil'am said unto Balak, Build me here 
seven altars, and prepare me here seven bullocks and seven rams. 2° And Balak did as 
Bil'am had said, and he offered a bullock and a ram on every altar. 


1 And when Bil'am saw that it was pleasing in the eyes of the Lord to bless Israel, he 


went not, as at other times, to seek for enchantments, but he set his face toward the 
wilderness. 2 And Bil'am lifted up his eyes, and when he saw Israel encamped according 


to their tribes, there came upon him the spirit of God. 3 And he took up his parable, and 
said, Thus saith Bil'am the son of Beor, and thus saith the man whose eyes are open; 
4Thus saith he who heareth the sayings of God, who seeth the vision of the Almighty, 
falling down, with unvailed eyes: 5 How beautiful are thy tents, O Jacob, thy dwelling, 0 
Israel! © As streams are they spread forth, as gardens by the river's side, as aloe-trees, 
which the Lord hath planted, as cedar-trees beside the waters. 7 Water runneth out of 
His buckets, that his seed may be moistened by abundance of water; and exalted above 
Agag shall be his king, and raised on high shall be his kingdom. * God, who brought him 
forth out of Egypt, is to him like the heights of the reem; he will devour nations, his 
oppressors, and their bones will he break, and pierce [them] through with his arrows. 
°He coucheth, he lieth down as a lion, and as a lioness: who shall make him rise up? They 
that bless thee be blessed, and they that curse thee be cursed. 1° And the anger of Balak 
was kindled against Bil'am, and he struck his hands together: and Balak said unto Bil'am, 
To denounce my enemies did I call thee, and, behold, thou hast even blessed them these 
three times. 1! And now flee thou to thy place: I thought to honor thee greatly; but, lo, 
the Lord hath kept thee back from honor. !? And Bil'am said unto Balak, Did I not already 
speak to thy messengers, whom thou sentest unto me, saying, !° If Balak would give me 
his house full of silver and gold, I could not transgress the order of the Lord, to do good 
or evil out of my own heart: what the Lord will speak, that must I speak? 14 And now, 
behold, Iam going unto my people: come, I will advise thee against what this people will 
do to thy people in the end of days. 15 And he took up his parable and said, Thus saith 
Bil'am the son of Beor, and thus saith the man whose eyes are open; !© Thus saith he who 
heareth the sayings of God, and knoweth the knowledge of the Most High, who seeth 
the vision of the Almighty, falling down, with unvailed eyes: 171 see him, but not now; 
I behold him, but not nigh; there steppeth forth a star out of Jacob, and there ariseth a 
sceptre out of Israel, and he pierceth the chiefs of Moab, and destroyeth all the children 
of Sheth. 18 And Edom shall be a conquest, and Seir shall be a conquest for his enemies; 
and Israel shall do valiantly. 19 And there shall rule the one from Jacob, and he shall 
destroy whatever escapeth out of the city. 2° And he looked on Amalek, and he took up 
his parable, and said, The first of nations is Amalek; but his latter end shall be destruction 
for ever. 21 And he looked on the Kenites, and took up his parable, and said, Strong is thy 
dwelling-place, and placed on the rock is thy nest. 22 Nevertheless the Kenite shall be 
wasted: whither will Asshur carry thee away captive? 23 And he took up his parable, and 
said, Alas, who shall live when God doth appoint this one? 24 But ships will come from 
the coast of Kittim, and will afflict Asshur, and will afflict 'Eber; and he also will be given 
to destruction for ever. 25 And Bil'am rose up, and went and returned to his place; and 
Balak also went his way. 


1 And Israel abode in Shittim, and the people began to commit incest with the 
daughters of Moab. 2 And they called the people unto the sacrifices of their gods: and the 
people did eat, and bowed themselves down to their gods. 3 And Israel joined themselves 
unto Baal-peor; and the anger of the Lord was kindled against Israel. 4 And the Lord 
said unto Moses, Take all the heads of the people, and [cause them to] hang the [guilty] 
up before the Lord, in the face of the sun, that the fierce anger of the Lord may be 
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turned away from Israel. > And Moses said unto the judges of Israel, Slay ye every one 
his men that have been joined unto Baal-peor. © And, behold, one of the children of 
Israel came, and brought unto his brethren a Midianitish woman, before the eyes of 
Moses, and before the eyes of all the congregation of the children of Israel, and these 
were weeping by the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 7 And when Phinehas, 
the son of Elazar, the son of Aaron the priest, saw it, he rose up from the midst of the 
congregation, and took a javelin in his hand; ® And he went after the man of Israel into 
the tent, and thrust both of them through, the man of Israel, and the woman through 
her body: and the plague was stayed from the children of Israel. 9 And those that died in 
the plague were twenty and four thousand. !° And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 
11 Phinehas, the son of Elazar, the son of Aaron the priest, hath turned away my wrath 
from the children of Israel, while he was zealous in my stead in the midst of them, that 
I consumed not the children of Israel in my indignation. !2 Therefore say, Behold, I give 
unto him my covenant of peace; !° And it shall be unto him and unto his seed after him 
a covenant of an everlasting priesthood; because he was zealous for his God, and made 


an atonement for the children of Israel. 14 Now the name of the man of Israel that was 
slain, who was slain with the Midianitish woman, was Zimri, the son of Sahlu, a prince 


of a family division among the Simeonites. !5 And the name of the Midianitish woman 
that was slain was Cozbi, the daughter of Zur; he was head of tribes, of a family division 
in Midian. 16 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 1” Attack the Midianites and smite 
them; 18 For they are enemies unto you with their wiles, wherewith they have beguiled 
you in the matter of Peor, and in the matter of Cozbi, the daughter of a prince of Midian, 
their sister, who was slain on the day of the plague for the sake of Peor. 


26 


1 And it came to pass after the plague, That the Lord spoke unto Moses and unto 
Elazar the son of Aaron the priest, saying, 2 Take ye the sum of all the congregation 
of the children of Israel, from twenty years old and upward, by the descent from their 
fathers, all that are able to go forth to war in Israel. 3 And Moses with El'azar the priest 
spoke with them in the plains of Moab by the Jordan opposite Jericho, saying, 4 [Take 
the sum of the people,] from twenty years old and upward; as the Lord commanded 
Moses and the children of Israel, who went forth out of the land of Egypt. ° Reuben, the 
eldest son of Israel: the children of Reuben, of Chanoch, the family of the Chanochites; 
of Pallu, the family of the Palluites; © Of Chezron, the family of the Chezronites; of 
Carmi, the family of the Carmites. ” These are the families of the Reubenites; and those 
that were numbered of them were forty and three thousand and seven hundred and 
thirty. § And the sons of Pallu: Eliab. 9 And the sons of Eliab: Nemuel, and Dathan, 
and Abiram. These are Dathan and Abiram, men called to the assembly, who quarreled 
against Moses and against Aaron in the company of Korach, at the time they quarreled 
against the Lord; !° When the earth opened her mouth, and swallowed them up together 
with Korach, while that company died, when the fire devoured the two hundred and 
fifty men; and they became a sign. ' But the sons of Korach did not die. 12 The sons 
of Simeon after their families: of Nemuel, the family of the Nemuelites; of Yamin, the 
family of the Yaminites; of Yachin, the family of the Yachinites; 13 Of Zerach, the family 
of the Zarchites; of Shaul, the family of the Shaulites. 14 These are the families of the 
Simeonites, twenty and two thousand and two hundred. 15 The children of Gad after 
their families: of Zephon, the family of the Zephonites; of Chaggi, the family of the 
Chaggites; of Shuni, the family of the Shunites; 1° Of Ozni, the family of the Oznites; 
of 'Eri, the family of the 'Erites; 17 Of Arod, the family of the Arodites; of Areli, the family 
of the Arelites; 18 These are the families of the children of Gad according to those that 
were numbered of them, forty thousand and five hundred. 19 The sons of Judah were 
'Er and Onan; and 'Er with Onan died in the land of Canaan. 2° And the sons of Judah 


XRN 


155 


Numbers 26:21 151 Numbers 26:56 


after their families were: of Shelah, the family of the Shelanites; of Perez, the family 
of the Parzites; of Zerach, the family of the Zarchites. 21 And the sons of Perez were: of 
Chezron, the family of the Chezronites; of Chamul, the family of the Chamulites. 22 These 
are the families of Judah, according to those that were numbered of them, seventy and 


six thousand and five hundred. 23 The sons of Issachar after their families: of Tola', the 
family of the Tola'ites; of Puva, the family of the Punites; 24 Of Yashub, the family of 


the Yashubites; of Shimron, the family of the Shimronites. 25 These are the families of 
Issachar according to those that were numbered of them, sixty and four thousand and 
three hundred. 2° The sons of Zebulun after their families: of Sered, the family of the 
Sardites; of Elon, the family of the Elonites; of Yachleel, the family of the Yachleelites. 
27 These are the families of the Zebulonites according to those that were numbered of 
them, sixty thousand and five hundred. 28 The sons of Joseph after their families are 
Menasseh and Ephraim. 29 The sons of Menasseh: of Machir, the family of the Machirites; 
and Machir begat Gil'ad; of Gil'ad, the family of the Gil'adites. 3° These are the sons of 
Gil'ad: of I'ezer, the family of the I'ezerites; of Chelek, the family of the Chelkites; 3! And 
of Assriel, the family of the Assrielites; and of Shechem, the family of the Shichmites; 
32 And of Shemida', the family of the Shemida'ites; and of Chepher, the family of the 
Chephrites. 23 And Zelophehad the son of Chepher had no sons, but only daughters; and 
the names of the daughters of Zelophehad were Machlah, and No'ah, Choglah, Milcah, 


and Tirzah. 34 These are the families of Menasseh; and those that were numbered of 
them were fifty and two thousand and seven hundred. 35 These are the sons of Ephraim 


after their families: of Shuthelach, the family of the Shuthalchites; of Becher, the family 
of the Bachrites; of Tachan, the family of the Tachanites. 3° And these are the sons of 
Shuthelach: of 'Eran, the family of the Eranites. 3” These are the families of the sons of 
Ephraim according to those that were numbered of them, thirty and two thousand and 
five hundred: these are the sons of Joseph after their families. 2° The sons of Benjamin 
after their families: of Bela', the family of the Bal'ites; of Ashbel, the family of the 
Ashbelites; of Achiram, the family of the Achiramites; 39 Of Shephupham, the family of 
the Shuphamites; of Chupham, the family of the Chuphamites. 4° And the sons of Bela' 
were Ard and Na'aman: of Ard, the family of the Ardites; and of Na'aman, the family 
of the Na'amites. 4! These are the sons of Benjamin after their families; and those that 
were numbered of them were forty and five thousand and six hundred. 42 These are the 
sons of Dan after their families: of Shucham, the family of the Shuchamites; these are 
the families of Dan after their families. 43 All the families of the Shuchamites, according 
to those that were numbered of them, were sixty and four thousand and four hundred. 
44 The children of Asher after their families: of Yimnah, the family of the Yimnites; of 
Yishvi, the family of the Yishvites; of Beri'ah, the family of the Beri'ites. 45 Of the sons of 
Beri'ah: of Cheber, the family of the Chebrites; of Malkiel, the family of the Makielites. 
46 And the name of the daughter of Asher was Serach. 47 These are the families of the 
sons of Asher according to those that were numbered of them, fifty and three thousand 
and four hundred. 48 The sons of Naphtali after their families: of Yachzeel, the family of 
the Yachzeelites; of Guni, the family of the Gunites; 49 Of Yezer, the family of the Yizrites; 
of Shillem, the family of the Shillemites. 5° These are the families of Naphtali according 
to their families; and those that were numbered of them were forty and five thousand 


and four hundred. 5! These were the numbered of the children of Israel, six hundred 
thousand, and one thousand, seven hundred and thirty. 52 And the Lord spoke unto 


Moses, saying, 53 Unto these shall the land be divided for an inheritance according to 
the number of the names. * To the large tribe shalt thou give the more inheritance, 
and to the small shalt thou give the less inheritance: to each according to those that 
were numbered thereof shall its inheritance be given. 5° Nevertheless, through the lot 
shall the land be divided: according to the names of the tribes of their fathers shall they 
obtain their inheritance. 5° By the decision of the lot shall the inheritance of each be 
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divided, according as they are many or few. 5” And these are those that were numbered 
of the Levites after their families: of Gershon, the family of the Gershunites: of Kehath, 
the family of the Kehathites; of Merari, the family of the Merarites. 58 These are the 
families of Levi: the family of the Libnites, the family of the Chebronites, the family 
of the Machlites, the family of the Mushites, the family of the Korchites; and Kehath 
begat 'Amran. 5? And the name of 'Amram's wife was Yochebed, the daughter of Levi, 
whom [her mother] bore to Levi in Egypt; and she bore unto Amram, Aaron and Moses, 


and Miriam their sister. ©° And there were born unto Aaron, Nadab, and Abihu, Elazar, 
and Ithamar. ®! And Nadab and Abihu died, when they offered a strange fire before the 


Lord. ©? And those that were numbered of them were twenty and three thousand, all the 
males from a month old and upward; for they were not numbered among the children 
of Israel, because there was not given unto them any inheritance among the children 
of Israel. ©? These are those that were numbered by Moses and Elazar the priest, who 
numbered the children of Israel in the plains of Moab by the Jordan, opposite Jericho. 
64 And among these there was not one man of those whom Moses and Aaron the priest 


had numbered, who numbered the children of Israel in the wilderness of Sinai. © For 
the Lord had said of them, They shall surely die in the wilderness: and there was not left 


of them one man, save Caleb the son of Yephunneh, and Joshua the son of Nun. 


Ld 
1 And there came nigh the daughters of Zelophehad, the son of Chepher, the son of 


Gil'ad, the son of Machir, the son of Manasseh, of the families of Menasseh the son 
of Joseph: and these are the names of his daughters, Machlah, No'ah, and Choglah, 


and Milcah, and Tirzah. 2 And they stood before Moses, and before Elazar the priest, 
and before the princes, and all the congregation, by the door of the tabernacle of the 
congregation, saying, 3 Our father died in the wilderness; but he was not among the 
company of those that gathered themselves together against the Lord in the company 
of Korach; but in his own sin he died, and sons he had not. 4 Why should the name of 
our father be done away from the midst of his family, because he hath no son? Give 
unto us a possession among the brothers of our father. > And Moses brought their cause 
before the Lord. © And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, ’ The daughters of Zelophehad 
speak rightly: thou shalt indeed give them a possession as an inheritance among the 
brothers of their father; and thou shalt cause the inheritance of their father to pass unto 
them. ® And unto the children of Israel shalt thou speak, saying, If a man die, and have 
no son, then shall ye cause his inheritance to pass unto his daughter. ? And if he have 
no daughter, then shall ye give his inheritance unto his brothers. !° And if he have no 
brothers, then shall ye give his inheritance unto his father's brothers. 1! And if his father 
have no brothers, then shall ye give his inheritance unto his kinsman that is next to him 
of his family, and he shall inherit it; and it shall be unto the children of Israel a statute 
of justice, as the Lord hath commanded Moses. !? And the Lord said unto Moses, Go thou 
up unto this mount of 'Abarim, and see the land which I have given unto the children of 
Israel. 13 And when thou hast seen it, then shalt thou also be gathered unto thy people, 
as Aaron thy brother hath been gathered. 14 Because ye rebelled against my order in the 
desert of Zin, at the quarreling of the congregation, to sanctify me through the waters 
before their eyes: these are the waters of Meribah in Kadesh, in the wilderness of Zin. 
15 And Moses spoke unto the Lord, saying, 1° Let the Lord, the God of the spirits of all 
flesh, appoint a man over the congregation, 17 Who may go out before them, and who 
may come in before them, and who may lead them out, and who may bring them in; 
that the congregation of the Lord be not as a flock which have no shepherd. 18 And the 
Lord said unto Moses, Take to thyself Joshua the son of Nun, a man in whom there is a 
spirit, and thou shalt lay thy hand upon him; 19 And thou shalt cause him to stand before 
Elazar the priest, and before all the congregation; and thou shalt give him a charge before 
their eyes. 2° And thou shalt put some of thy greatness upon him; in order that all the 
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congregation of the children of Israel may be obedient. 2! And before Elazar the priest 
shall he stand, and he shall ask of him after the judgment of the Urim before the Lord: 
at his direction shall they go out, and at his direction shall they come in, he, and all 
the children of Israel with him, and all the congregation. 22 And Moses did, as the Lord 
had commanded him; and he took Joshua, and caused him to stand before Elazar the 
priest, and before all the congregation; 23 And he laid his hands upon him, and gave him 
a charge: as the Lord had commanded by the hand of Moses. 


28 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Command the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, My offering, my bread for my sacrifices consumed by fire, for a sweet savor 
unto me, shall ye observe to offer unto me in its due season. 3 And thou shalt say unto 
them, This is the offering made by fire which ye shall bring unto the Lord: Sheep of the 
first year without blemish, two on every day, as a continual burnt-offering. 4 The one 
sheep shalt thou prepare in the morning, and the other sheep shalt thou prepare toward 
evening; 5 And a tenth part of an ephah of fine flour for a meat-offering, mingled with 
the fourth part of a hin of beaten oil. © It is a continual burnt-offering, as it was prepared 
at mount Sinai, for a sweet savor, a sacrifice made by fire unto the Lord. 7 And the drink- 
offering thereof shall be the fourth part of a hin for the one sheep: in the holy place shalt 
thou cause the strong wine to be poured out as a drink-offering unto the Lord. ® And the 
other sheep shalt thou prepare toward evening: as the meat-offering of the morning, 
and as the drink-offering thereof, shalt thou prepare it; an offering made by fire, for a 
sweet savor unto the Lord. ° And on the sabbath-day two sheep of the first year without 
blemish, and two tenth parts of fine flour for a meat-offering, mingled with oil, and the 
drink-offering thereof. 1° This is the burnt-offering of the sabbath on every sabbath, 
besides the continual burnt-offering, and its drink-offering. 11 And on the beginnings of 
your months shall ye bring as a burnt-offering unto the Lord, two young bullocks, and 
one ram, seven sheep of the first year without blemish. 2 And three tenth parts of fine 
flour for a meat-offering, mingled with oil, for each one bullock; and two tenth parts of 
fine flour for a meat-offering, mingled with oil, for the one ram; !° And a tenth part of 
fine flour mingled with oil for a meat-offering for every sheep: as a burnt-offering for a 
sweet savor, a sacrifice made by fire unto the Lord. !4 And their drink-offerings shall be 
half of a hin of wine for each bullock, and the third part of a hin for the ram, anda fourth 
part of a hin for every sheep: this is the burnt-offering of the new moon for every month 
throughout the months of the year. 15 And one he-goat for a sin-offering unto the Lord; 
beside the continual burnt-offering shall it be prepared with its drink-offering. 1° And 
in the first month, on the fourteenth day of the month, the passover-lamb [must be 
offered] unto the Lord. !7 And on the fifteenth day of this month is the feast; seven days 
shall unleavened bread be eaten. !8 On the first day is a holy convocation; no manner 
of servile work shall ye do; !9 And ye shall bring as a sacrifice made by fire for a burnt- 
offering unto the Lord, two young bullocks, and one ram, and seven sheep of the first 
year; without blemish shall they be unto you; 2° And their meat-offering shall be of fine 
flour mingled with oil; three tenth parts for each bullock, and two tenth parts for the 
ram shall ye offer; 21 A tenth part each shalt thou offer for every sheep, of the seven 
sheep; 22 And one goat for a sin-offering, to make an atonement for you. 23 Besides the 
burnt-offering of the morning, which is for a continual burnt-offering, shall ye prepare 
these. 24 After this manner shall ye prepare daily, throughout the seven days, the food of 
the sacrifice made by fire, for a sweet savor unto the Lord: besides the continual burnt- 
offering shall it be prepared with its drink-offering. 25 And on the seventh day shall ye 
have a holy convocation; no servile work shall ye do. 2° And on the day of the first-fruits, 
when ye bring a new meat-offering unto the Lord, after your weeks are out, shall ye have 
a holy convocation; no servile work shall ye do. 27 And ye shall bring as a burnt-offering 


XRN 


158 


Numbers 28:28 154 Numbers 29:29 


for a sweet savor unto the Lord, two young bullocks, one ram, seven sheep of the first 
year; 28 And their meat-offering of fine flour mingled with oil, three tenth parts for each 
one bullock, two tenth parts for the one ram, 2? A tenth part each for every sheep, of 
the seven sheep; 3° One he-goat to make an atonement for you: 31 Besides the continual 
burnt-offering and its meat-offering shall ye prepare them; without blemish shall they 
be unto you together with their drink-offerings. 


29 

1 And in the seventh month, on the first day of the month, shall ye have a holy 
convocation; no servile work shall ye do: a day of blowing the cornet shall it be unto 
you. 2 And ye shall prepare as a burnt-offering for a sweet savor unto the Lord, one 
young bullock, one ram, seven sheep of the first year without blemish; 3 And their meat- 
offering of fine flour mingled with oil, three tenth parts for the bullock, and two tenth 
parts for the ram. 4 And one tenth part for every sheep, of the seven sheep; > And one he- 
goat for a sin-offering, to make an atonement for you: © Besides the burnt-offering of the 
new moon, and its meat-offering, and the daily burnt-offering, and its meat-offering, 
and their drink-offerings, according unto their prescribed manner; for a sweet savor, 
a sacrifice made by fire unto the Lord. 7 And on the tenth day of this seventh month 
shall ye have a holy convocation; and ye shall afflict your persons; no manner of work 
shall ye do. 8 And ye shall bring as a burnt-offering unto the Lord for a sweet savor, 
one young bullock, one ram, seven sheep of the first year; without blemish shall they be 
unto you. ? And their meat-offering shall be of fine flour mingled with oil, three tenth 
parts for the bullock, two tenth parts for the one ram, 1° A tenth part each for every 
sheep, of the seven sheep; !! One he-goat for a sin-offering: besides the sin-offering of 
the atonement, and the continual burnt-offering, and the meat-offering thereof, and 
their drink-offerings. }2 And on the fifteenth day of the seventh month shall ye have a 
holy convocation; no servile work shall ye do; and ye shall keep a feast unto the Lord 
seven days. 13 And ye shall bring as a burnt-offering, a sacrifice made by fire, for a sweet 
savor unto the Lord, thirteen young bullocks, two rams, and fourteen sheep of the first 
year; without blemish shall they be. 14 And their meat-offering shall be of fine flour 
mingled with oil, three tenth parts for every bullock of the thirteen bullocks, two tenth 
parts for each one ram of the two rams, !° And a tenth part each for every sheep of 
the fourteen sheep. !° And one he-goat for a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt- 
offering, its meat-offering, and its drink-offering. 1” And on the second day, twelve 
young bullocks, two rams, fourteen sheep of the first year without blemish; !8 And their 
meat-offering and their drink-offerings for the bullocks, for the rams, and for the sheep, 
shall be according to their number, after the prescribed manner; !° And one he-goat for 
a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt-offering, and the meat-offering thereof, and 
their drink-offerings. 2° And on the third day eleven bullocks, two rams, fourteen sheep 
of the first year without blemish; 2! And their meat-offering and their drink-offerings 
for the bullocks, for the rams, and for the sheep, shall be according to their number, 
after the prescribed manner; 22 And one goat for a sin-offering: besides the continual 
burnt-offering, and its meat-offering, and its drink-offering. 23 And on the fourth day 
ten bullocks, two rams, fourteen sheep of the first year without blemish; 24 Their meat- 
offering and their drink-offerings for the bullocks, for the rams, and for the sheep, 
shall be according to their number, after the prescribed manner; 25 And one he-goat 
for a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt-offering, its meat-offering, and its drink- 
offering. 26 And on the fifth day nine bullocks, two rams, fourteen sheep of the first year 
without blemish; 27 And their meat-offering and their drink-offerings for the bullocks, 
for the rams, and for the sheep, shall be according to their number, after the prescribed 
manner; 28 And one goat for a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt-offering, and its 
meat-offering, and its drink-offering. 29 And on the sixth day eight bullocks, two rams, 
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fourteen sheep of the first year without blemish; 2° And their meat-offering and their 
drink-offerings for the bullocks, for the rams, and for the sheep, shall be according to 
their number, after the prescribed manner; 31 And one goat for a sin-offering: besides 
the continual burnt-offering, its meat-offering, and its drink-offerings. 32 And on the 
seventh day seven bullocks, two rams, fourteen sheep of the first year without blemish; 
33 And their meat-offering and their drink-offerings for the bullocks, for the rams, and 
for the sheep, shall be according to their number, after their prescribed manner; 34 And 
one goat for a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt-offering, its meat-offering, and 
its drink-offering. 35 On the eighth day shall ye have a solemn assembly; no servile work 
shall ye do. 36 And ye shall bring as a burnt-offering, a sacrifice made by fire, for a sweet 
savor unto the Lord, one bullock, one ram, seven sheep of the first year without blemish. 
37 Their meat-offering and their drink-offerings for the bullock, for the ram, and for 
the sheep, shall be according to their number, after the prescribed manner; 38 And one 
goat for a sin-offering: besides the continual burnt-offering, and its meat-offering, and 
its drink-offering. 39 These shall ye prepare unto the Lord on your appointed festivals; 
besides your vows, and your freewill-offerings, consisting of your burnt-offerings, and 
of your meat-offerings, and of your drink-offerings, and of your peace-offerings. 4° (30:1) 


And Moses said to the children of Israel according to all that the Lord had commanded 
Moses. 


30 
1 (30:2) And Moses spoke unto the heads of the tribes of the children of Israel, saving, 
This is the thing which the Lord hath commanded, 2 (30:3) If a man make a vow unto 
the Lord, or he swear an oath to bind his soul with an obligation: he shall not profane 
his word; according to all that proceedeth out of his mouth shall he do. 3 (30:4) And 
if a woman make a vow unto the Lord, and bind herself by an obligation, being in her 
father's house in her youth; 4 (30:5) And her father hear her vow, and her obligation 


wherewith she hath bound her soul, and her father be silent to her: then shall all 
her vows stand, and every obligation wherewith she hath bound her soul shall stand. 


5 (30:6) But if her father disallow her on the day that he heareth it: all her vows or 
her obligations, wherewith she hath bound her soul, shall not stand; and the Lord will 
forgive her, because her father hath disallowed her. © (30:7) And if she be given to a 
man, and have vows upon her, or what she may have uttered with her lips, wherewith 
she hath bound her soul; 7 (30:8) And her husband hear it, and be silent to her on the 
day that he heareth it: then shall her vows stand, and her obligations wherewith she 
hath bound her soul, shall stand. 8 (30:9) But if on the day of her husband's hearing it, 
he disallow her: then doth he annul her vow which is upon her, and that which she hath 
uttered with her lips, wherewith she hath bound her soul; and the Lord will forgive her. 
9 (30:10) But regarding the vow of a widow, or of her that is divorced, all, wherewith she 
hath bound her soul, shall stand for her. 1° (30:11) And if she had vowed in her husband's 
house, or had bound her soul by an obligation with an oath; 1! (30:12) And her husband 
heard it, and was silent to her, and disallowed her not: then all her vows shall stand, 
and every obligation, wherewith she hath bound her soul, shall stand. 12 (30:13) But if 
her husband hath annulled them on the day he heard them: then whatsoever proceeded 
out of her lips, concerning her vows, or concerning the obligation of her soul, shall not 
stand; her husband hath annulled them; and the Lord will forgive her. 13 (30:14) Every 
vow, and every binding oath to afflict the person, her husband may confirm it, or her 
husband may annul it. 14 (30:15) But if her husband should be silent to her from day to 
day: then hath he confirmed all her vows, or all her obligations, which are upon her; 
he hath confirmed them, because he was silent to her on the day that he heard them. 
15 (30:16) But if he should annul them after [the day] that he hath heard them: then 
shall he bear her iniquity. 1° (30:17) These are the statutes, which the Lord commanded 
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Moses, between a man and his wife, between the father and his daughter, being yet in 
her youth, in her father's house. 


eal 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, ? Execute the vengeance of the children 
of Israel on the Midianites, after which thou shalt be gathered unto thy people. 3 And 
Moses spoke unto the people, saying, Arm from yourselves some men for the army, and 
let them go against the Midianites, to execute the vengeance of the Lord on Midian. 
4 A thousand each for every tribe, of all the tribes of Israel, shall ye send to the army. 
5 And there were levied out of the thousands of Israel, a thousand of every tribe, twelve 
thousand armed for the army. © And Moses sent them, a thousand of every tribe, to the 
army; them and Phinehas the son of Elazar the priest, to the army, with the holy vessels, 
and the trumpets for blowing the alarm in his hand. 7 And they marched out against 
the Midianites, as the Lord had commanded Moses; and they slew every male. ® And 
the kings of Midian they slew, besides the rest of their men that were slain; namely, 
Evi and Rekem, and Zur, and Chur, and Reba, the five kings of Midian; and Bil'am the 
son of Beor they slew with the sword. ° And the children of Israel took captives the 


women of Midian, and their little ones; and all their cattle, and all their flocks, and all 
their goods, they took as spoil. 1° And all their cities wherein they dwelt, and all their 


castles they burnt with fire. 1! And they took all the spoil, and all the booty, both of 
men and of cattle. 12 And they brought unto Moses, and to Elazar the priest, and unto 
the congregation of the children of Israel, the captives, and the booty, and the spoil, 
unto the camp, to the plains of Moab, which are by the Jordan opposite Jericho. 13 And 
Moses, and Elazar the priest, and all the princes of the congregation, went forth to meet 
them, to without the camp. !4 And Moses was wroth with the officers of the host, the 
captains over the thousands, and the captains over the hundreds, who had come from 
the war-campaign. !5 And Moses said unto them, Have ye allowed all the females to live? 
16 Behold, these chiefly were the cause unto the children of Israel, through the counsel 
of Bil'am, to commit the gross trespass against the Lord in the matter of Peor; through 
which there was the plague among the congregation of the Lord. 1” And nowkill ye every 
male among the little ones, and every woman that hath known man by lying with him 
shall ye kill. 18 But all among the women-children, that have not known a man by lying 
with him, keep alive for yourselves. 19 But ye,—you must abide without the camp seven 
days: all ye who have killed any person, and all who have touched any one slain, shall 
purify yourselves on the third day, and on the seventh day; both you and your captives. 
20 And every garment, and whatever is made of skins, and every work of goats' hair, and 
every vessel made of wood, shall ye purify unto yourselves. 2! And Elazar the priest said 
unto the men of the army who had gone to the battle, This is the ordinance of the law 
which the Lord hath commanded Moses: 22 Nevertheless the gold, and the silver, the 
copper, the iron, the tin, and the lead, 23 Every thing that cometh into the fire shall ye 
make go through the fire, and it shall be clean; only it shall be purified with the waters 
of sprinkling: and whatsoever doth not come into the fire shall ye cause to go through 
the water. 24 And ye shall wash your clothes on the seventh day, and ye shall be clean, 
and after that may ye come into the camp. 25 And the Lord said unto Moses, as followeth, 
26 Take the sum of the booty of the captives, both of man and of cattle, thou, with Elazar 
the priest, and the chiefs of the families of the congregation: 2” And thou shalt divide the 
booty, between those that carried on the war, who went out to the army, and between 
all the congregation. 28 And thou shalt levy a tribute unto the Lord from the men of war 
who went out to the army, one individual from every five hundred, of the persons, and 
of the beef-cattle, and of the asses, and of the sheep; 29 From their half shall ye take it; 
and thou shalt give it unto Elazar the priest, for a heave-offering of the Lord. 3° And from 
the half of the children of Israel, shalt thou take one individual, as it may come, from any 
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fifty, of the persons, of beef-cattle, of the asses, and of the flocks, of all manner of cattle; 
and thou shalt give the same unto the Levites, who keep the charge of the tabernacle of 
the Lord. 31 And Moses with Elazar the priest did, as the Lord had commanded Moses. 
32 And the booty, being the rest of the spoil which the men of the army had taken, was of 
sheep and goats, six hundred thousand and seventy thousand and five thousand, °3 And 
of beef-cattle, seventy and two thousand, *4 And of asses, sixty and one thousand, °° And 
of human persons, of women that had not known men by lying with him, in all thirty and 
two thousand. °¢ And the half, the portion of those who had gone out in the army, was, in 
the number of sheep and goats, three hundred thousand and seven and thirty thousand 


and five hundred. 37 And the tribute unto the Lord of the flocks was six hundred and 
seventy and five. 38 And the beef-cattle were thirty and six thousand; and the tribute 


thereof unto the Lord was seventy and two. 39 And the asses were thirty thousand and 
five hundred; and the tribute thereof unto the Lord was sixty and one. 4° And the human 
persons were sixteen thousand; and the tribute thereof unto the Lord was thirty and two 
persons. 4! And Moses gave the tribute, the Lord's heave-offering, unto Elazar the priest, 
as the Lord had commanded Moses. 42 And from the half of the children of Israel, which 
Moses divided off from the men that had gone forth in the army,— * (Now the half of 
the congregation was, of sheep and goats three hundred thousand and thirty thousand, 
seven thousand and five hundred. 44 And beef-cattle, thirty and six thousand, 45 And 
asses thirty thousand five hundred, 4° And human persons sixteen thousand;) 47 And 
Moses took from this half of the children of Israel, as it came, one from every fifty, of man 
and of cattle, and gave the same unto the Levites, who kept the charge of the tabernacle 


of the Lord; as the Lord had commanded Moses. 48 And there came near unto Moses the 
officers who had been over the thousands of the army, the captains of the thousands, 


and the captains of the hundreds. 49 And they said unto Moses, Thy servants have taken 


the sum of the men of war who have been under our command, and there lacketh not 
one man of us. 5° We have therefore brought an oblation unto the Lord, each what he 


hath gotten of vessels of gold, chains, and bracelets, finger-rings, earrings, and tablets, 
to make an atonement for our souls before the Lord. 5! And Moses with Elazar the priest 
took the gold from them, all kinds of wrought articles. 52 And all the gold of the offering 
that they offered up to the Lord, was sixteen thousand seven hundred and fifty shekels, 
from the captains of the thousands, and from the captains of the hundreds. 5? The men 
of the army had taken spoil, every man for himself. 54 And Moses and Elazar the priest 
took the gold from the captains of the thousands and of the hundreds, and they brought 
it into the tabernacle of the congregation, as a memorial for the children of Israel before 
the Lord. 


52 
1 Now the children of Reuben and the children of Gad had a very great multitude of 
cattle; and they saw the land of Ya'zer, and the land of Gil'ad, that, behold, the place 
was a place for cattle. 2 And the children of Gad and the children of Reuben came, and 
said unto Moses, and unto Elazar the priest, and unto the princes of the congregation, 


as followeth, 3 'Ataroth, and Dibon, and Ya'zer, and Nimrah, and Cheshbon, and El'aleh, 
and Sebam, and Nebo, and Be'on, 4 The country which the Lord hath smitten before 


the congregation of Israel, is a land for cattle; and thy servants have cattle. 5 And they 
said, If we have found grace in thy eyes, let this land be given unto thy servants for a 
possession: do not compel us to go over the Jordan. © And Moses said unto the children 
of Gad, and unto the children of Reuben, Shall your brethren go to the war, and will ye 
sit here? 7 And wherefore will you turn aside the heart of the children of Israel from 
going over into the land which the Lord hath given them? ® Thus did your fathers, when 
I sent them from Kadesh-barnea' to see the land. 9 For they went up as far as the valley 
of Eshcol, and they saw the land, and then they turned aside the heart of the children 
of Israel, so that they would not go into the land which the Lord had given them. 1° And 
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the anger of the Lord was kindled on that day, and he swore, saying, 11 Surely none of 
the men that came up out of Egypt, from twenty years old and upward, shall see the land 
which I swore unto Abraham, unto Isaac, and unto Jacob; because they have not wholly 
followed me: 12 Save Caleb the son of Yephunneh the Kenizzite, and Joshua the son of 
Nun; for they have wholly followed the Lord. 13 And the anger of the Lord was thus 
kindled against Israel, and he made them wander about in the wilderness forty years, 
until all the generation was spent, that had done the evil in the eyes of the Lord. 14 And 
now, behold, ye are risen up in your father's stead, a new race of sinful men, to augment 
yet more the fierce anger of the Lord toward Israel. 1 For if ye turn away from after him, 
he will yet longer leave them in the wilderness; and ye will thus be destruction to all this 
people. 16 And they came near unto him, and said, Sheepfolds will we build for our cattle 
here, and cities for our little ones; !” But we ourselves will go ready armed before the 
children of Israel, until that we have brought them unto their place; and our little ones 


shall dwell in the fortified cities, because of the inhabitants of the land. 18 We will not 
return unto our houses, until the children of Israel have acquired for themselves every 


man his inheritance. 19 For we will not take possession with them on the other side of the 
Jordan, and farther on: when our inheritance hath come to us on this side of the Jordan 
eastward. 2° And Moses said unto them, If ye will do this thing, if ye will arm yourselves 
before the Lord for the war; 2! And every armed man of you will go over the Jordan 


before the Lord, until he have driven out his enemies from before him; 22 And when, 
only after the land hath been subdued before the Lord, ye will return, and ye be thus 


guiltless before the Lord, and before Israel: then shall this land be yours for a possession 
before the Lord. 23 But if ye will not do so, behold, ye have sinned against the Lord; 
and ye shall experience the punishment of your sin which will overtake you. 24 Build 
yourselves cities for your little ones, and folds for your flocks; and that which hath 
proceeded out of your mouth shall ye do. 25 And the children of Gad and the children 
of Reuben said unto Moses, as followeth, Thy servants will do as my Lord commandeth. 


26 Our little ones, our wives, our flocks, and all our cattle, shall remain there in the cities 
of Gil'ad; 27 But thy servants will pass over, every one that is armed for the army, before 


the Lord, to the war, as my Lord speaketh. 28 And Moses commanded concerning them 
Elazar the priest, and Joshua the son of Nun, and the chiefs of the families of the tribes 


of the children of Israel; 2? And Moses said unto them, If the children of Gad and the 
children of Reuben do pass with you over the Jordan, every one that is armed for the 


war, before the Lord, and the land shall be subdued before you: then shall ye give to 
them the land of Gil'ad for a possession; 3° But if they should not pass over armed with 
you, they shall take possessions among you in the land of Canaan. 3! And the children 
of Gad and the children of Reuben answered, saying, That which the Lord hath spoken 
concerning thy servants, even so will we do. 3? We will indeed pass over armed before the 
Lord into the land of Canaan, while ours remaineth the possession of our inheritance on 
this side of the Jordan. 33 And Moses gave unto them, to the children of Gad, and to the 
children of Reuben, and to half the tribe of Menasseh the son of Joseph, the kingdom 
of Sichon, the king of the Emorites, and the kingdom of 'Og, the king of Bashan, the 
land, with its cities within the boundaries, the cities of the country round about. 34 And 
the children of Gad built Dibon, and 'Ataroth, and 'Aro'er, 35 And 'Atroth-shophan, and 
Ya'zer, and Yogbehah. 3° And Beth-nimrah, and Beth-haran, fortified cities, and folds 
for flocks, 37 And the children of Reuben built Cheshbon, and El'aleh, and Kiryathayim, 
38 And Nebo, and Ba'al-me'on [their names being changed], and Shibmah; and they gave 
the former names unto the cities which they built. 3? And the children of Machir the son 
of Menasseh went to Gil'ad, and conquered it, and dispossessed the Emorites who were 
in it. 4° And Moses gave Gil'ad unto Machir the son of Menasseh; and he dwelt therein. 
41 And Yair the son of Menasseh went and conquered the small towns thereof, and called 
them Chavoth-yair. 42 And Nobach went and conquered Kenath, and the villages thereof, 
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and called it Nobach, after his own name. 


33 


1 These are the journeys of the children of Israel, who went forth out of the land of 
Egypt according to their armies, under the guidance of Moses and Aaron. 2 And Moses 
wrote their departures according to their journeys by the order of the Lord; and these 
are their journeys according to their departures. 3 And they set forward from Ra'meses 
in the first month; on the fifteenth day of the first month, on the morrow after the 
passover-sacrifice the children of Israel went out with a high hand before the eyes of 
all the Egyptians. 4 And the Egyptians were burying all the first-born, whom the Lord 
had smitten among them; and upon their gods also did the Lord execute judgments. 
5 And the children of Israel removed from Ra'meses, and encamped in Succoth. © And 
they removed from Succoth, and encamped in Etham, which is on the edge of the 
wilderness: 7 And they removed from Etham, and returned unto Pi-hachiroth, which 
is before Ba'al-zephon; and they encamped before Migdol. ® And they removed from 
before Pi-hachiroth, and passed through the midst of the sea into the wilderness; and 
they went three days' journey in the wilderness of Etham, and encamped in Marah. ° And 
they removed from Marah, and came unto Elim; and in Elim there were twelve springs 
of water, and seventy palm-trees; and they encamped there. 1° And they removed 
from Elim, and encamped by the Red Sea. " And they removed from the Red Sea, and 
encamped in the wilderness of Sin. 12 And they removed from the wilderness of Sin, and 
encamped in Dophkah. !3 And they removed from Dophkah, and encamped in Alush. 
14 And they removed from Alush, and encamped at Rephidim, and there was no water 
for the people to drink. 15 And they removed from Rephidim, and encamped in the 
wilderness of Sinai. 1° And they removed from the wilderness of Sinai, and encamped 
in Kibroth-hattaavah. !” And they removed from Kibroth-hattaavah, and encamped in 
Chazeroth. 18 And they removed from Chazeroth, and encamped in Rithmah. 19 And 
they removed from Rithmah, and encamped in Rimmon-perez. 2° And they removed 
from Rimmon-perez, and encamped in Libnah. 2! And they removed from Libnah, and 
encamped in Rissah. 24 And they removed from Rissah, and encamped in Kehelathah. 
23 And they removed from Kehelathah, and encamped in mount Shapher. 24 And they 
removed from mount Shapher, and encamped in Charadah. 25 And they removed from 
Charadah, and encamped in Makheloth. 2° And they removed from Makheloth, and 
encamped in Tachath. 27 And they removed from Tachath, and encamped in Tarach. 
28 And they removed from Tarach, and encamped in Mithkah. 2? And they removed 
from Mithkah, and encamped in Chashmonah. °° And they removed from Chashmonah, 
and encamped in Mosseroth. 3! And they removed from Mosseroth, and encamped 
in Bene-ya'akan. 32 And they removed from Bene-ya'akan, and encamped in Chor- 
hagidgad. 3° And they removed from Chor-hagidgad, and encamped in Yotbathah. 34 And 
they removed from Yotbathah, and encamped in 'Abronah. 3° And they removed from 
'‘Abronah, and encamped at 'Ezyon-geber. 3¢ And they removed from 'Ezyon-geber, and 
encamped in the wilderness of Zin, which is Kadesh. 37 And they removed from Kadesh, 
and encamped at mount Hor, in the edge of the land of Edom. 38 And Aaron the priest 
went up on mount Hor by the order of the Lord, and died there, in the fortieth year after 
the going out of the children of Israel from the land of Egypt, in the fifth month, on the 
first of the month. 39 And Aaron was a hundred and twenty and three years old when he 
died on mount Hor. 4° And the Canaanite the king of ‘Arad, who dwelt on the south side 
in the land of Canaan, heard of the coming of the children of Israel. 41 And they removed 
from mount Hor, and encamped in Zalmonah. 4? And they removed from Zalmonah, and 
encamped in Punon. “ And they removed from Punon, and encamped in Oboth. 44 And 
they removed from Oboth, and encamped in 'Iye-ha'abarim, on the border of Moab. 
45 And they removed from Iyim, and encamped in Dibon-gad. 46 And they removed from 
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Dibon-gad, and encamped in 'Almon-diblathaymah. 47 And they removed from 'Almon- 
diblathaymah, and encamped on the mountains of 'Abarim, before Nebo. 48 And they 
removed from the mountains of 'Abarim, and encamped in the plains of Moab by the 
Jordan opposite Jericho. 49 And they encamped by the Jordan, from Beth-hayeshimoth 
even unto Abel-hashittim in the plains of Moab. 5° And the Lord spoke unto Moses in 
the plains of Moab by the Jordan opposite Jericho, saying, °! Speak unto the children of 
Israel, and say unto them, When ye pass over the Jordan into the land of Canaan: 5? Then 
shall ye drive out all the inhabitants of the land from before you, and ye shall destroy 
all their statues, and all their molten images shall ye destroy, and devastate all their 
high places. 53 And ye shall drive out [the inhabitants of] the land, and ye shall dwell 
therein; for unto you have I given the land to possess it. 54 And ye shall divide the land 
by lot for an inheritance among your families; to the numerous shall ye give the more 
inheritance, and to the small in number shall ye give the less inheritance: there, where 
the lot designateth it for him, shall every one's possessions be; according to the tribes 
of your fathers shall ye divide it among yourselves. 5 But if ye will not drive out the 
inhabitants of the land from before you: then shall it come to pass, that those whom ye 
will let remain of them shall be as thorns in your eyes, and as stings in your sides, and 
they shall trouble you in the land wherein ye dwell. 5° And it shall come to pass, that as 
I purposed to do unto them, will I do unto you. 


34 

1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 2 Command the children of Israel, and say 
unto them, when ye come into the land of Canaan, shall this be the land that shall fall 
unto you for an inheritance: The land of Canaan according to its boundaries. 3 And 
the southern side shall be unto you from the wilderness of Zin along by the boundary 
of Edom, and your southern border shall commence at the outmost edge of the Salt 
Sea on its east side. 4 And the border shall turn for you from the south of the ascent of 
'‘Akrabbim, and pass on to Zin; and its terminating points shall be to the south of Kadesh- 
barnea', and shall go on to Chazar-addar, and pass on to Azmon; > And the border shall 
turn from 'Azmon unto the river of Egypt, and its terminating points shall be at the sea. 
6 And as the western border, shall ye have the Great Sea for a border: this shall be your 
western border. 7 And this shall be unto you the northern border: from the Great Sea 
shall ye mark out for you [the boundary to] mount Hor; § From mount Hor shall ye mark 
out [the boundary] unto the entrance of Chamath; and the terminations of the border 
shall be toward Zedad; ° And the border shall go on to Ziphron, and its terminating points 
shall be at Chazar'-enan: this shall be unto you the northern border. 1° And ye shall turn 
yourselves to the eastern border, from Chazar-'enan to Shepham; ! And the boundary 
shall go down from Shepham to Riblah, to the eastward of 'Ayin; and the boundary shall 
descend, and shall touch upon the coast of the sea of Kinnereth, eastward; !2 And the 
border shall go down to the Jordan, and its terminating points shall be at the Salt Sea: 
this shall be your land after its boundaries round about. 13 And Moses commanded the 
children of Israel, saying, This is the land which ye shall divide among yourselves by 
lot, which the Lord hath commanded to give unto the nine tribes, and to the half tribe. 
14 For the tribe of the children of Reuben according to their family divisions, and the 
tribe of the children of Gad according to their family divisions, have received,—and the 


half of the tribe of Menasseh have received their inheritance; 15 The two tribes and the 
half tribe have received their inheritance on this side of the Jordan opposite Jericho 


eastward, toward the rising of the sun. !©And the Lord spoke unto Moses, saying, 17 These 
are the names of the men who shall parcel out unto you the land: Elazar the priest, and 
Joshua the son of Nun. !8 And one prince each from every tribe shall ye take to parcel 
out the land. 19 And these are the names of the men: Of the tribe of Judah, Caleb the 
son of Yephunneh: 2° And of the tribe of the children of Simeon, Shemuel the son of 
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'‘Ammihud; 21 Of the tribe of Benjamin, Elidad the son of Kisslon; 22 And of the tribe of 
the children of Dan the prince, Bukki the son of Yogli; 23 Of the children of Joseph, for the 
tribe of the children of Menasseh the prince, Channiel the son of Ephod; 24 And of the 
tribe of the children of Ephraim the prince, Kemuel the son of Shiphtan; 25 And of the 
tribe of the children of Zebulun the prince, Elizaphan the son of Parnach; 2° And of the 
tribe of the children of Issachar the prince, Paltiel the son of 'Azzan; 2” And of the tribe 
of the children of Asher the prince, Achihud the son of Shelomi; 28 And of the tribe of the 
children of Naphtali the prince, Pedahel the son of 'Ammihud. 29 These are they whom 


the Lord hath commanded to divide out the inheritance unto the children of Israel in 
the land of Canaan. 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Moses in the plains of Moab by the Jordan opposite Jericho, 
saying, 2 Command the children of Israel, that they give unto the Levites from the 
inheritance of their possession cities to dwell in; and an open space for the cities round 
about them shall ye give [also] unto the Levites. 3 And the cities shall serve them to dwell 
in; and their open spaces shall be for their cattle, and for their goods, and for all their 
requirements. 4 And the open spaces of the cities, which ye shall give unto the Levites, 
shall reach from the wall of the city and outward a thousand cubits round about. > And 
ye shall measure from without the city on the east side two thousand cubits, and on 


the south side two thousand cubits, and on the west side two thousand cubits, and on 
the north side two thousand cubits, with the city in the midst: this shall be to them the 


open spaces of the cities. © And the cities which ye shall give unto the Levites shall be 
the six cities of refuge, which ye shall appoint that the manslayer may flee thither; and 
in addition to them shall ye give forty and two cities. 7 All the cities which ye shall [thus] 
give to the Levites shall be forty and eight cities, they with their open spaces. ® And the 
cities which ye shall give of the possession of the children of Israel, from the tribe that 
hath many shall ye give many; but from the one that hath few shall ye give few: every 
one according to its inheritance which it may inherit shall give of its cities unto the 
Levites. ° And the Lord spoke unto Moses. saying, !° Speak unto the children of Israel, 
and say unto them, When ye have passed over the Jordan into the land of Canaan: !! Then 
ye shall appoint unto yourselves proper cities, that they be cities of refuge for you; and 
thither shall flee the manslayer who killeth any person at unawares. !? And these cities 
shall be unto you for a refuge from the avenger; that the manslayer die not, until he have 
stood before the congregation for trial. 13 And the cities which ye shall give, shall be six 
cities of refuge unto you; !4 Three of these cities shall ye give on this side of the Jordan, 
and the three other cities shall ye give in the land of Canaan: cities of refuge shall they 
be. 15 For the children of Israel, and for the stranger, and for the sojourner among them, 
shall these six cities be for a refuge: that every one may flee thither that killeth any 
person at unawares. 1¢ And if he have smitten him with an instrument of iron, so that 
he die, he is a murderer: the murderer shall surely be put to death. !” And if he have 
smitten him with a stone which one can take in the hand, wherewith he may die, and he 
die, he is a murderer: the murderer shall surely be put to death. !8 Or if he have smitten 
him with an article of wood, which one can take in the hand, wherewith he may die, and 
he die, he is a murderer: the murderer shall surely be put to death. !9 The avenger of the 
blood himself shall slay the murderer; when he meeteth him, shall he slay him. 2° And if 
he push against him out of hatred, or he have hurled at him [any thing] by lying in wait, 
that he die; 2! Or if in enmity he have smitten him with his hand, that he died, he that 
smote him shall surely be put to death; [for] he is a murderer: the avenger of the blood 
shall slay the murderer, when he meeteth with him. 22 But if he have pushed against 
him accidentally without enmity, or have cast upon him any thing without lying in wait, 
23 Or with any stone wherewith a man may die, without seeing him, and he have let it 
fall upon him that he died; whereas he was not his enemy, and did not seek his harm: 
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24 Then shall the congregation judge between the slayer and the avenger of the blood 
according to these institutions; 2° And the congregation shall deliver the manslayer out 
of the hand of the avenger of the blood, and the congregation shall restore him to the 
city of his refuge, whither he had fled; and he shall abide in it until the death of the 
high-priest, who hath been anointed with the holy oil. 2° But if the manslayer should at 
any time pass the boundary of the city of his refuge, whither he may have fled; 27 And 
the avenger of the blood should find him beyond the boundary of the city of his refuge, 
and the avenger of the blood should kill the manslayer: he shall not be guilty of blood; 
28 Because in the city of his refuge shall be remain until the death of the high-priest; 
but after the death of the high-priest the manslayer may return unto the land of his 
possession. 29 And these things shall be unto you for a statute of justice throughout your 
generations, in all your dwellings. 3° Whoever it be that killeth a person, according to 
the testimony of witnesses shall the murderer be put to death; but one witness shall not 
testify against any person to cause him to die. 31 Moreover ye shall take no redemption 
money for the person of a murderer, who is guilty of death; but he shall surely be put 
to death. 32 And ye shall take no redemption money for him that hath fled to the city of 
his refuge, that he should come again to dwell in the land, until the death of the priest. 
33 And ye shall not defile the land wherein ye are; for the blood it is which defileth the 
land: and no atonement can be made unto the land for the blood which hath been shed 
therein, except through the blood of him that hath shed it. 34 And ye shall not render 


unclean the land which ye inhabit, in the midst of which I dwell; for I the Lord dwell in 
the midst of the children of Israel. 


36 


1 And there came near the chiefs of the divisions of the family of the children of Gil'ad, 
the son of Machir, the son of Menasseh, of the families of the sons of Joseph; and they 
spoke before Moses, and before the princes, the chiefs of the divisions of the children 
of Israel; 2 And they said, the Lord hath commanded my Lord to give the land for an 
inheritance by lot to the children of Israel; and my Lord hath been commanded by the 
Lord to give the inheritance of Zelophehad our brother unto his daughters. 3 And if 
they become the wives of any of the sons of the [other] tribes of the children of Israel: 


then will their inheritance be taken from the inheritance of our fathers, and be added 
to the inheritance of the tribe whereamong they may be married; and from the lot 


of our inheritance will it be taken away. 4 And whenever the jubilee shall be to the 


children of Israel: then will their inheritance be added unto the inheritance of the tribe 
whereamong they may be married; and from the inheritance of the tribe of our fathers 


will their inheritance be taken away. ° And Moses commanded the children of Israel by 
the order of the Lord, saying, the tribe of the sons of Joseph have spoken well. © This 
is the thing which the Lord hath commanded concerning the daughters of Zelophehad, 
saying, To those who are pleasing in their eyes may they become wives; however only 
to the family of the tribe of their father shall they become wives. 7 And the inheritance 
of the children of Israel shall not pass from tribe to tribe; but the children of Israel shall 
adhere every one to the inheritance of the tribe of his fathers. 8 And every daughter that 
inheriteth any possession out of any tribe of the children of Israel, shall become the wife 
unto one of the family of the tribe of her father; in order that the children of Israel may 
inherit every one the inheritance of his fathers. ? And no inheritance shall pass from one 
tribe to another tribe; but the tribes of the children of Israel shall adhere, every one, to 
his own inheritance. 1° Even as the Lord had commanded Moses, so did the daughters of 
Zelophehad; 11 And Machlah, Tirzah, and Choglah, and Milcah, and No'ah, the daughters 
of Zelophehad became the wives of the sons of their uncles. !2[To persons] of the families 
of the sons of Menasseh the son of Joseph did they become wives, and their inheritance 
remained in the tribe of the family of their father. 13 These are the commandments and 
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the ordinances, which the Lord commanded by the hand of Moses unto the children of 
Israel, in the plain of Moab by the Jordan opposite Jericho. 
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The Fifth Book of Moses, called Deuteronomy 


1 These are the words which Moses spoke unto all Israel on this side of the Jordan, 
in the wilderness, in the plain opposite Suph, between Paran, and Tophel, and Laban, 
and Chazeroth, and Di-zahab. 2 It is a journey of eleven days from Horeb by the way 
of mount Seir unto Kadesh-barnea'. 3 And it came to pass in the fortieth year, in the 
eleventh month, on the first day of the month, that Moses spoke unto the children of 
Israel, according to all that the Lord had commanded him concerning them; 4 After he 
had smitten Sichon the king of the Emorites, who dwelt in Cheshbon, and 'Og the king 
of Bashan, who dwelt at 'Ashtaroth in Edre'i. 5 On this side of the Jordan, in the land of 
Moab, began Moses to explain this law, saying, °The Lord our God spoke unto us in Horeb, 
saying, Ye have tarried long enough at this mount; 7 Turn you, and take your journey, 
and go to the mountain of the Emorites, and unto all its neighboring places, in the plain, 
in the mountain, and in the lowlands, and in the southern country, and by the coast of 
the sea, to the land of the Canaanites, and unto the Lebanon, up to the great river, the 
river Euphrates. ® Behold, I have given up the land before you: go in and take possession 
of the land which the Lord hath sworn unto your fathers, to Abraham, to Isaac, and to 
Jacob, to give it unto them and to their seed after them. 9 And I said unto you at that 
time, as followeth, I am not able alone to bear you: 1° The Lord your God hath multiplied 
you, and, behold, ye are this day as the stars of heaven for multitude. 11 May the Lord the 
God of your fathers make you a thousand times as many more as ye are; and bless you, 
as he hath spoken unto you. 12 How can I by myself alone bear your cumbrance, and 
your burden, and your strife! 13 Furnish for yourselves wise and understanding men, 
and those known among your tribes, and I will place them as chiefs over you. 14 And ye 
answered me, and said, The thing which thou hast spoken is good to do. 15 AndI took the 
chiefs of your tribes, wise and known men, and I set them as heads over you, captains 
over thousands, and captains over hundreds, and captains over fifties, and captains over 
tens, and as officers for your tribes. 1©AndI commanded your judges at that time, saying, 
Hear the causes between your brethren, and judge righteously, between a man and his 
brother, and between his stranger. 17 Ye shall not respect persons in judgment; the small 
as well as the great shall ye hear; ye shall not be afraid of any man; for the judgment 
belongeth to God: and the cause that is too hard for you shall ye bring unto me, and I will 
hear it. 18 And I commanded you at that time all the things which ye should do. 19 And 
we departed from Horeb, and we went through all that great and terrible wilderness, 
which ye have seen, by the way of the mountain of the Emorites, as the Lord our God 
had commanded us; and we came as far as Kadesh-barnea'. 2° And I said unto you, Ye 
are come unto the mountain of the Emorites, which the Lord our God doth give unto us. 
21 Behold, the Lord thy God hath given up the land before thee: go up and take possession 
of it, as the Lord the God of thy fathers hath spoken unto thee; do not fear, and be not 
discouraged. 22 And ye all came near unto me and said, Let us send out men before us, 
that they may search out for us the land, and bring us word again concerning the way 
by which we must go up, and the cities to which we shall come. 23 And the thing was 
pleasing in my eyes; and I took of you twelve men, one man for every tribe: 24 And they 
turned and went up into the mountain, and came unto the valley of Eshcol, and spied it 
out. 25 And they took in their hand some of the fruit of the land, and brought it down 
unto us; and they brought us word again, and said, The land which the Lord our God doth 
give us is good. 26 But you would not go up, and ye rebelled against the order of the Lord 
your God; 27 And ye murmured in your tents, and said, On account of the hatred of the 
Lord toward us, hath he brought us forth out of the land of Egypt, to deliver us into the 
hand of the Emorites, to destroy us. 28 Whither shall we go up? our brethren have made 
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faint our heart, saying, The people is greater and taller than we; the cities are great and 
fortified up to heaven; and moreover the sons of the 'Anakim have we seen there. 29 And 
I said unto you, Have no dread, nor be ye afraid of them. 3° The Lord your God who goeth 
before you, he it is who will fight for you; all just as he did for you in Egypt before your 
eyes; 3! And in the wilderness which thou hast seen, where the Lord thy God bore thee, 
as a man doth bear his son, on all the way that ye have gone, until ye came unto this 
place. 32 Yet in this thing do ye not believe in the Lord your God, 33 Who goeth before 
you on the way to seek out for you a place for your encamping, in fire by night, to cause 
you to see on the way in which ye are to go, and ina cloud by day. 34 And the Lord heard 
the voice of your words; and he was wroth, and swore, saying, 3° Surely there shall not 
one of these men of this evil generation see that good land, which I have sworn to give 
unto your fathers; 3° Save Caleb the son of Yephunneh, he shall see it, and to him will I 
give the land upon which he hath trodden, and to his children; because he hath wholly 
followed the Lord. 3” also with me was the Lord angry for your sakes, saying, also thou 
shalt not go in thither. °8 Joshua the son of Nun, who standeth before thee, he shall go 
in thither: him encourage; for he shall cause Israel to inherit it. 3? And your little ones, 
of whom ye said, They will become a prey, and your children who know not this day 
either good or evil, these shall go in thither; and unto them will I give it, and they shall 
possess it. 4° But as for you, turn you, and take your journey into the wilderness by the 
way of the Red Sea. 41 And ye answered and said unto me, We have sinned against the 
Lord; we indeed will go up and we will fight, according to all that the Lord our God hath 
commanded us; and ye girded on every man his weapons of war, and ye insisted to go 
up into the mountain. 42 And the Lord said unto me, Say unto them, Go not up, and do 
not fight; for 1am not among you; lest ye be smitten before your enemies. #3 And I spoke 
unto you; but ye would not hear; and ye rebelled against the order of the Lord, and you 
were presumptuous, and went up into the mountain. 44 And the Emorites, who dwelt in 
that mountain: came out against you, and they pursued you, as the bees do, and they 
overthrew you in Seir, as far as Chormah. 45 And ye returned and wept before the Lord; 
but the Lord hearkened not to your voice, nor gave ear unto you. 4° And ye tarried in 
Kadesh many days, according unto the days that ye tarried there. 


2 


1 Then we turned, and took our journey into the wilderness by the way of the Red 
Sea, as the Lord had spoken unto me: and we traveled around mount Seir many days. 
2 And the Lord said unto me, as followeth, 3 Ye have traveled long enough around this 
mountain; turn yourselves northward. 4 And the people command thou, saying, Ye are 
passing by the border of your brethren the children of Esau, who dwell in Seir; and they 
will be afraid of you; therefore take ye good heed unto yourselves; ° Do not contend with 
them; for I will not give unto you of their land, even so muchas a foot's breadth; because 
unto Esau have I given mount Seir for an inheritance. © Food shall ye buy of them for 
money, that ye may eat; and water also shall ye buy of them for money, that ye may drink. 
7 For the Lord thy God hath blessed thee in all the works of thy hand; he hath provided 
for thy wandering through this great wilderness: these forty years the Lord thy God 
hath been with thee; thou hast lacked nothing. ® And we passed away from our brethren 
the children of Esau, who dwell in Seir, from the way through the plain, from Elath, and 
from 'Ezyon-gaber. And we turned and passed the way of the wilderness of Moab. ? And 


the Lord said unto me, Do not attack the Moabites, nor contend with them in battle; for 
I will not give thee from their land any inheritance, because unto the children of Lot 


have I given 'Ar for an inheritance. 1° The Emim in times past dwelt therein, a people 
great, and numerous, and tall as the 'Anakim; !! As Rephaim were also they accounted, 
equally with the 'Anakim; and the Moabites called the[[m]] Emim. 12 And in Seir dwelt 
the Chorim in times past; but the children of Esau drove them out, and they destroyed 
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them from before them, and dwelt in their stead; as Israel hath done unto the land of 
his inheritance, which the Lord hath given unto them. 13 Now rise up, and get you over 


the brook Zered; and we passed over the brook Zered. 14 And the time which we came 
from Kadesh-barnea', until we had passed over the brook Zered, was thirty and eight 
years; until all the generation of the men of war were spent from out the midst of the 
camp, as the Lord had sworn unto them. 1 And also the hand of the Lord was against 
them, to destroy them from the midst of the camp; until they were spent. !°So it came to 
pass, when all the men of war were spent by, dying from the midst of the people, !” That 
the Lord spoke unto me, saying, 18 Thou art passing this day by the border of Moab, by 
‘Ar, 19 And thou comest nigh opposite the children of 'Ammon: do not attack them, nor 
contend with them; for I will not give unto thee of the land of the children of 'Ammon 
any inheritance; because unto the children of Lot have I given it for an inheritance. 2° As 
the land of Rephaim was it also accounted: Rephaim dwelt therein in times past; and the 
‘Ammonites called them Zamzummim; 2! A people great, and numerous, and tall, as the 
'‘Anakim; but the Lord destroyed them before them; and they drove them out, and dwelt 


in their stead: 22 As he hath done to the children of Esau, who dwell in Seir, from before 
whom he destroyed the Chorim; and they drove them out and dwelt in their stead, even 


unto this day. 23 And the 'Avvim, who dwelt in open towns, as far as unto Gazzah,—the 
Caphtorim, who came forth out of Caphtor, destroyed them, and dwelt in their stead. 
24 Rise ye up, set forward, and pass over the brook Arnon; behold I have given into thy 
hand Sichon the king of Cheshbon, the Emorite, and his land: begin to drive him out, and 
contend with him in battle. 25 This day will I begin to put the dread of thee and the fear 
of thee upon the nations that are under the whole heaven; whoever will hear the report 
of thee, shall tremble, and shall quake because of thee. 2° And I sent messengers out of 
the wilderness of Kedemoth unto Sichon, the king of Cheshbon, with words of peace, 
saying, 27 Let me pass through thy land: always by the highway will I go along; I will not 
turn unto the right hand or unto the left. 28 Food shalt thou sell me for money, that I may 
eat; and water for money shalt thou give me, that I may drink: only let me pass through 
on foot; 2? (As the children of Esau who dwell in Seir, and the Moabites who dwell in 'Ar, 
have done unto me:) until that I shall pass over the Jordan into the land which the Lord 
our God giveth us. 3° But Sichon, the king of Cheshbon, would not suffer our passing by 
him; for the Lord thy God had hardened his spirit, and had made obstinate his heart, 
that he might deliver him into thy hand, as [hath happened] this day. 3! And the Lord 
said unto me, Behold, I have begun to give up Sichon and his land before thee: begin to 
drive him out, that thou mayest inherit his land. 32 And Sichon came out against us, he 
and all his people, to the battle at Yahaz. 33 And the Lord our God gave him up before us; 
and we smote him, and his sons, and all his people. 34 And we conquered all his cities at 
that time, and devoted every inhabited city, and the women, and the little ones; we left 
none that escaped. 35 Only the cattle we took as booty unto ourselves, and the spoil of 
the cities which we had captured. 3° From 'Aro'er, which is by the bank of the brook of 
Arnon, and the city that is in the brook, even unto Gil'ad, there was not one city which 
was too strong for us; the whole did the Lord our God give up before us. 3” Only unto the 
land of the children of 'Ammon didst thou not come nigh, unto the whole margin of the 
brook Yabbok, and the cities in the mountain, and unto whatsoever the Lord our God 


had forbidden us. 


1 And we turned, and went up the way to Bashan; and 'Og the king of Bashan came out 
against us, he and all his people, to the battle at Edre'i. 2 And the Lord said unto me, Fear 
him not; for into thy hand have I given him, and all his people, and his land; and thou 
shalt do unto him as thou hast done unto Sichon, the king of the Emorites, who dwelt 
at Cheshbon. 3 And the Lord our God gave into our hands also 'Og the king of Bashan, 
and all his people; and we smote him until none was left to him who escaped. 4 And 
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we conquered all his cities at that time, there was not a city which we took not from 
them, sixty cities, all the region of Argob, the kingdom of 'Og in Bashan. °all these were 
fortified cities, with high walls, gates, and bars; besides the unwalled towns, which were 
a great many. © And we devoted them, as we had done unto Sichon the king of Cheshbon, 
devoting every inhabited city, the women, and the little ones. 7 But all the cattle, and 
the spoil of the cities, we took as booty to ourselves. 8 And we took at that time out of 
the hand of the two kings of the Emorites the land which is on this side of the Jordan, 
from the river of Arnon unto mount Chermon; ° (The Sidonians call Chermon Siryon; 
and the Emorites call it Senir;) 1° All the cities of the plain, and all Gil'ad, and all Bashan, 
unto Salchah and Edrei, the cities of the kingdom of 'Og in Bashan. 1! For only 'Og the 
king of Bashan had been left of the remnant of the Rephaim; behold, his bedstead was a 
bedstead of iron; lo! it is in Rabbah of the children of 'Ammon: nine cubits is its length, 


and four cubits its breadth, after the arm of a man. !2 And of this land, of which we took 
possession at that time, from 'Aro'er, which is by the river Arnon, and half mount Gil'ad, 


and the cities thereof, I gave unto the Reubenites and to the Gadites. 13 And the rest of 
Gil'ad, and all Bashan, the kingdom of 'Og, I gave unto the half tribe of Menasseh: all the 
region of Argob, with all Bashan, this is called the land of Rephaim. !4 Yair the son of 
Menasseh took all the region of Argob up to the border of the Geshurites and the Ma- 
'achathites; and he called them the [land of] Bashan, after his own name, the villages of 
Yair, unto this day. 5 And unto Machir I gave Gil'ad. 1° And unto the Reubenites and unto 
the Gadites I gave from Gil'ad even unto the brook Arnon, the land within the river and 
that adjoining, even unto the brook Yabbok, the border of the children of 'Ammon; !” The 
plain also, and the Jordan, and the adjoining land, from Kinnereth even unto the sea of 
the plain, the Salt Sea, under the declivities of Pisgah, eastward. 18 And I commanded 
you at that time, saying, The Lord your God hath given you this land to possess it: armed 
shall ye pass over before your brethren the children of Israel, all that are fit to bear arms. 
19 But your wives, and your little ones, and your cattle, (I know that ye have much cattle,) 
shall abide in your cities which I have given you; 2° Until that the Lord have given rest 
unto your brethren, as well as unto you, and they also have taken possession of the land 
which the Lord your God giveth them beyond the Jordan: then shall ye return every 
man unto his possession which I have given you. 2! And Joshua also I commanded at 
that time, saying, Thy own eyes have seen all that the Lord your God hath done unto 
these two kings: thus will the Lord do unto all the kingdoms whither thou passest. 22 Ye 
shall not fear them; for the Lord your God it is who fighteth for you. 23 And I besought 
the Lord at that time, saying, 24O Lord Eternal, thou hast begun to show thy servant thy 
greatness, and thy mighty hand; for what God is there in heaven or on earth, that can 
do aught like thy works, and like thy mighty deeds? 25 Let me go over, I pray thee, that 
I may see the good land which is on the other side of the Jordan, this goodly mountain, 
and the Lebanon. 2° But the Lord was wroth with me for your sakes, and he would not 
hear me: and the Lord said unto me, Let it suffice thee; do not continue to speak unto 
me any more of this matter. 2” Get thee up unto the top of Pisgah, and lift up thy eyes, 
westward, and northward, and southward, and eastward, and behold it with thy eyes; 
for thou shalt not pass over this Jordan. 28 And do thou charge Joshua, and strengthen 
him, and encourage him; for he shall go over before this people, and he shall divide out 
to them the land which thou shalt see. 29 And we abode in the valley opposite Beth-peor. 


4 
1 And now, O Israel, hearken unto the statutes and unto the ordinances which I teach 
you to do; in order that ye may live, and go in and take possession of the land which the 
Lord, the God of your fathers, giveth unto you. 2 Ye shall not add unto the word which I 
command you, nor shall ye diminish aught from it; that ye may keep the commandments 
of the Lord your God which I command you. 3 Your own eyes have seen that which the 
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Lord hath done because of Baal-peor; for every man that followed Baal-peor, him the 
Lord thy God hath destroyed from the midst of thee. 4 But ye that did cleave unto the 
Lord your God, are alive, every one of you, this day. 5 See, I have taught you statutes and 
ordinances, just as the Lord my God commanded me; that ye may do so in the midst of 
the land whither ye go to take possession of it. © Keep therefore and do them; for this 
is your wisdom and your understanding before the eyes of the nations, that shall hear 
all these statutes, and they will say, Nothing but a wise and understanding people is this 
great nation. 7 For what great nation is there that hath gods so nigh unto it, as is the 
Lord our God at all times that we call upon him. 8 And what great nation is there that 
hath statutes and ordinances so righteous as is all this law, which I lay before you this 
day? ° Only take heed to thyself, and guard thy soul diligently, that thou do not forget 
the things which thy eyes have seen, and that they depart not from thy heart all the 
days of thy life; but thou shalt make them known unto thy sons, and unto thy sons' sons; 
10 The day that thou stoodest before the Lord thy God at Horeb, when the Lord said unto 
me, Assemble for me the people, and I will cause them to hear my words, which they 
shall learn, to fear me all the days that they shall live upon the earth, and which they 
shall teach their children. 11 And ye came near and stood at the foot of the mount; and 
the mount was burning with fire unto the midst of the heaven, [from amidst] darkness, 
clouds, and thick darkness. !2 And the Lord spoke unto you out of the midst of the fire; 
the sound of words ye heard, but any similitude ye saw not: there was nothing but a 
sound, 13 And he told unto you his covenant, which he commanded you to perform, 
the ten commandments; and he wrote them upon two tables of stone. !4 And me the 
Lord commanded at that time to teach you statutes and ordinances, that ye might do 
them in the land whither ye go over to possess it. 15 Take ye therefore good heed of your 
souls; for ye saw no manner of similitude on the day that the Lord spoke unto you at 
Horeb out of the midst of the fire: 1° That ye become not corrupt, and make yourselves 
a graven image, the similitude of any idol-figure, the likeness of a male or of a female, 
17 The likeness of any beast that is on the earth, the likeness of any winged fowl that 
flieth in the air of heaven, 18 The likeness of any thing that creepeth on the ground, the 
likeness of any fish that is in the waters beneath the earth; 19 And that thou lift not up 
thy eyes unto the heavens, and thou see the sun, and the moon, and the stars, all the 


host of heaven, and be misled to bow down to them, and to serve them, those which the 
Lord thy God hath assigned unto all nations under the whole heaven. 2° But you did the 


Lord take, and he brought you forth out of the iron furnace, out of Egypt, to be unto you 
a people of inheritance, as ye are this day. 2! Farthermore the Lord was angry with me 
for your sakes, and he swore that I should not go over the Jordan, and that I should not 
go in unto that good land, which the Lord thy God giveth unto thee for an inheritance; 
22 For I must die in this land; I shall not go over the Jordan; but ye will go over and take 
possession of this good land. 23 Take heed unto yourselves, that ye do not forget the 
covenant of the Lord your God, which he hath made with you, and make yourselves a 
graven image, the likeness of any thing, which the Lord thy God hath forbidden thee. 
24 For the Lord thy God is a consuming fire; yea, a watchful God. 25 When thou begettest 
children, and children's children, and ye shall have remained long in the land, and ye 
become corrupt, and make a graven image, the likeness of any thing, and do the evil in 
the eyes of the Lord thy God, to provoke him to anger: 2°I call this day the heavens and 
the earth to witness against you, that ye shall soon perish from off the land whereunto 
ye go over the Jordan to possess it; ye shall not remain many days upon it, but ye shall 
surely be destroyed. 2” And the Lord will scatter you among the nations, and ye will be 
left few in number among the nations, whither the Lord will lead you. 28 And ye will 
serve there gods, the work of man's hands, wood and stone, which neither can see, nor 
hear, nor eat, nor smell. 2° But thou wilt seek from there the Lord thy God, and wilt find 
him, if thou apply to him with all thy heart and with all thy soul. 3° When thou art in 
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tribulation, and all these things have overtaken thee, in the latter end of days: then wilt 
thou return to the Lord thy God, and be obedient unto his voice. 31 For a merciful God 
is the Lord thy God; he will not forsake thee, nor destroy thee; and he will not forget 
the covenant of thy fathers which he hath sworn unto them. 22 For do but ask of former 
days, which were before thee, since the day that God created man upon the earth, and 


from the one end of the heavens unto the other end of the heavens, whether there hath 
been the like of this great thing, or whether the like of it hath been heard. 33 Hath ever 


a people heard the voice of a god, speaking out of the midst of the fire, as thou hast 
heard, and remained alive? 34 Or hath a god essayed to go to take himself a nation from 
the midst of a nation, by proofs, by signs, and by wonders, and by war, and by a mighty 
hand, and by an outstretched arm, and by great terrors, like all that which the Lord your 
God hath done for you in Egypt before thy eyes. 35 Unto thee it was shown, that thou 
mightest know, that the Eternal is the God: there is none else besides him. 3° Out of the 
heavens he caused thee to hear his voice, to correct thee: and upon the earth he caused 
thee to see his great fire; and his words didst thou hear out of the midst of the fire. 37 And 
therefore, because he loved thy fathers, he chose their seed after them, and brought thee 
out in his presence with his mighty power out of Egypt; 38 To drive out nations greater 
and mightier than thou art, from before thee, to bring thee in, to give unto thee their 
land for an inheritance, as it is this day. 39 Know therefore this day, and reflect in thy 
heart, that the Eternal is the God in the heavens above, and upon the earth beneath: 
there is none else. 4° And thou shalt keep his statutes, and his commandments, which I 
command thee this day, that it may go well with thee, and with thy children after thee; 
and that thou mayest live many days upon the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, 
for all times. 41 Then Moses set aside three cities on this side of the Jordan, toward the 
rising of the sun; 42 That thither might flee the manslayer, who should kill his neighbor 
unawares, when he had not been an enemy to him in times past; and that he should 
flee unto one of these cities and live. 43 Bezer in the wilderness, in the plain country, 
for the Reubenites; and Ramoth in Gil'ad for the Gadites; and Golan in Bashan for the 
Menassites. 44 And this is the law which Moses set before the children of Israel: 45 These 
are the testimonies, and the statutes, and the ordinances, which Moses spoke unto the 
children of Israel, when they came forth out of Egypt, 4¢ On this side of the Jordan, in the 
valley opposite to Beth-peor, in the land of Sichon the king of the Emorites, who dwelt 
at Cheshbon, whom Moses and the children of Israel smote, after they were come forth 
out of Egypt; 47 And they took possession of his land, and of the land of 'Og the king of 
Bashan, the two kings of the Emorites, who were on this side of the Jordan toward the 
rising of the sun; 48 From '‘Aro'er, which is on the bank of the river Arnon, even unto 
mount Sion, which is Chermon, 4? And all the plain on this side of the Jordan eastward, 
even unto the sea of the plain, under the declivities of Pisgah. 


5 


1 And Moses called all Israel, and said unto them, Hear, O Israel, the statutes and the 
ordinances which I speak in your ears this day, that ye may learn them, and that ye may 


observe to do them. 2 The Lord our God made a covenant with us in Horeb. 3 Not with 
our fathers did the Lord make this covenant, but with us, we who are here all of us alive 
this day. 4 Face to face did the Lord speak with you on the mount, out of the midst of 


the fire, 5 (I was standing between the Lord and between you at that time, to announce 
to you the word of the Lord; for ye were afraid by reason of the fire, and ye went not up 
into the mount;) saying, °I am the Lord thy God, who have brought thee out of the land 
of Egypt, from the house of slavery. 7 Thou shalt have no other gods before me. ® Thou 
shalt not make unto thyself any graven image, any likeness of any thing that is in the 


heavens above, or that is on the earth beneath, or that is in the water under the earth: 
9 Thou shalt not bow thyself down unto them, nor serve them; for I the Lord thy God am 


a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children, and upon the third 
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and upon the fourth generation of them that hate me, 1° And showing kindness unto the 
thousandth generation of them that love me, and keep my commandments. Thou shalt 
not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless that 
taketh his name in vain. 12 Keep the sabbath-day to sanctify it, as the Lord thy God hath 
commanded thee. 13 Six days shalt thou labor, and do all thy work; 14 But the seventh 
day is the sabbath in honor of the Lord thy God; on it thou shalt not do any work, neither 
thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, nor thy man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy 
ox, nor thy ass, nor any of thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates: in order 
that thy man-servant and thy maid-servant may rest as well as thou. 15 And thou shalt 
remember that thou hast been a servant in the land of Egypt, and that the Lord thy God 
brought thee out from there by a mighty hand and by an outstretched arm; therefore 
hath the Lord thy God commanded thee to observe the sabbath-day. 1° Honor thy father 
and thy mother, as the Lord thy God hath commanded thee: in order that thy days may 
be prolonged, and in order that it may go well with thee, in the land which the Lord thy 
God giveth thee. 17 Thou shalt not kill. 18 (5:17A) Neither shalt thou commit adultery. 
19 (5:17B) Neither shalt thou steal. 2° (5:17C) Neither shalt thou bear false witness against 
thy neighbor. 2! (5:18) Neither shalt thou covet thy neighbor's wife. Neither shalt thou 
desire thy neighbor's house, nor his field, nor his man-servant, nor his maid-servant, 
nor his ox, nor his ass, nor anything that is thy neighbor's. 22 (5:19) These words did the 
Lord speak unto all your assembly on the mount out of the midst of the fire, of the cloud, 
and of the thick darkness, with a great voice, but he did so no more; and he wrote them 
on two tables of stone, and he gave them unto me. 23 (5:20) And it came to pass, when ye 
heard the voice out of the midst of the darkness, while the mount was burning with fire, 
that ye came near unto me, even all the heads of your tribes, and your elders; 24 (5:21) 
And ye said, Behold, the Lord our God hath caused us to see his glory and his greatness, 
and his voice have we heard out of the midst of the fire: this day have we seen that God 
can speak with man, who nevertheless may live. 25 (5:22) But now why should we die? 
for this great fire may consume us; if we continue to hear the voice of the Lord our God 
any more, then shall we die. 2° (5:23) For where is there any flesh, that hath heard the 
voice of the living God speaking out of the midst of the fire, like us, and hath remained 
alive? 27 (5:24) Do thou approach, and hear all that the Lord our God may say; and thou 
shalt speak unto us all that the Lord our God may speak unto thee; and we will hear and 
do it. 28 (5:25) And the Lord heard the voice of your words, while ye were speaking unto 
me; and the Lord said unto me, I have heard the voice of the words of this people, which 
they have spoken unto thee: they have done well in all that they have spoken. 29 (5:26) 
Who would grant that this their heart might remain in them, to fear me, and to keep all 
my commandments at all times; in order that it might be well with them, and with their 
children for ever! 3° (5:27) Go, say to them, Return you unto your tents. 3! (5:28) But as 
for thee, remain thou here by me, and I will speak unto thee all the commandments, and 
the statutes, and the ordinances, which thou shalt teach them, that they may do them in 
the land which I give them to possess it. 32 (5:29) Observe ye then to do as the Lord your 
God hath commanded you: ye shall not turn aside to the right or to the left. 33 (5:30) 
altogether in the way, which the Lord your God hath commanded you, shall ye walk; in 
order that ye may live, and that it may be well with you, and that ye may remain many 
days in the land which ye will possess. 


6 


1 And this is the commandment, with the statutes, and the ordinances, which the 
Lord your God hath commanded to teach you, to do them in the land whither ye are 


passing over to possess it: 2 In order that you mayest fear the Lord thy God, to keep all 
his statutes and his commandments, which I command thee, thou and thy son, and thy 
son's son, all the days of thy life; and in order that thy days may be prolonged. 3 Hear, 
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therefore, O Israel, and observe to do them; that it may be well with thee, and that ye 
may increase greatly, as the Lord the God of thy fathers hath spoken to thee, [in] the 
land flowing with milk and honey. 4 Hear, O Israel! The Lord, our God, is the One Eternal 
Being. 5 And thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, 
and with all thy might. © And these words which I command thee this day, shall be in thy 
heart: 7 And thou shalt teach them diligently unto thy children, and thou shalt speak 
of them when thou sittest in thy house, and when thou walkest by the way, and when 
thou liest down, and when thou risest up. ® And thou shalt bind them for a sign upon thy 
hand, and they shall be as frontlets between thy eyes. ° And thou shalt write them upon 
the door-posts of thy house, and upon thy gates. !° And it shall be, when the Lord thy 
God shall bring thee into the land which he hath sworn unto thy fathers, to Abraham, 
to Isaac, and to Jacob, to give unto thee, great and goodly cities, which thou didst not 
build, 1! And houses full of all good things, which thou didst not fill, and wells hewed out 
which thou didst not hew, vineyards and olive-trees, which thou didst not plant; and 
thou hast eaten and art satisfied: 12 Then beware that thou do not forget the Lord, who 
hath brought thee forth out of the land of Egypt, from the house of slavery. !? The Lord 
thy God shalt thou fear, and him shalt thou serve, and by his name shalt thou swear. 
14 Ye shall not go after other gods, of the gods of the nations which are round about 
you; 5 For the Lord thy God is a watchful God among you: so that the anger of the Lord 
thy God may not be kindled against thee, and he destroy thee from off the face of the 
earth. !¢ Ye shall not tempt the Lord your God, as ye tempted him in Massah. !” Ye shall 
diligently keep the commandments of the Lord your God, and his testimonies, and his 
statutes, which he hath commanded thee. 18 And thou shalt do that which is right and 
good in the eyes of the Lord; in order that it may be well with thee, and that thou mayest 
go in and take possession of the good land which the Lord hath sworn unto thy fathers, 
19 To cast out all thy enemies from before thee; as the Lord hath spoken. 2° When thy son 
should ask thee in time to come, saying, What mean the testimonies, and the statutes, 
and the ordinances, which the Lord our God hath commanded you? 2! Then shalt thou 
say unto thy son, We were bondmen unto Pharaoh in Egypt; and the Lord brought us out 
of Egypt with a mighty hand; 2? And the Lord let come signs and wonders, great and sore, 
on Egypt, on Pharaoh, and on all his household, before our eyes; 23 And us he brought 
out from there; in order to bring us in, to give us the land which he had sworn unto our 


fathers. 24 And the Lord commanded us to do all these statutes, to fear the Lord our God; 
that it might be well with us at all times, and that he might preserve us alive, as it is at 


this day. 25 And it shall be accounted righteousness unto us, if we observe to do all this 
commandment before the Lord our God, as he hath commanded us. 


7 

1 When the Lord thy God shall bring thee into the land whither thou goest to possess 
it, and cast out many nations before thee, the Hittites, and the Girgashites, and the 
Emorites, and the Canaanites, and the Perizzites, and the Hivites, and the Jebusites, 
seven nations, greater in number and mightier than thou; 2 And when the Lord thy 
God shall give them up before thee, and thou dost smite them: thou shalt utterly 
destroy them; thou shalt not make any covenant with them, nor show mercy unto them. 
3 Neither shalt thou make marriages with them; thy daughters shalt thou not give unto 
his son, and his daughter shalt thou not take unto thy son. 4 For he would turn away 
thy son from following me, so that they might serve other gods; and the anger of the 
Lord would be kindled against you, and he would destroy thee speedily. 5 But thus shall 
ye do unto them: their altars shall ye pull down, and their statues shall ye break, and 
their groves shall ye cut down, and their graven images shall ye burn with fire. © For 
thou art a holy people unto the Lord thy God; of thee the Lord thy God hath made choice 
to be unto himself a special people, above all the nations that are upon the face of the 
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earth. 7 Not because ye are more in number than all the nations, did the Lord desire you 
and make choice of you; for ye are the fewest of all the nations; § But on account of the 
love of the Lord for you, and because he keepeth the oath which he hath sworn unto your 
fathers, hath the Lord brought you out with a mighty hand, and redeemed you out of the 
house of bond-men, out of the hand of Pharaoh the king of Egypt. 9 Know then that the 
Eternal thy God, is the God, the faithful God, who keepeth the covenant and the mercy 
with those that love him and with those that keep his commandments to the thousandth 
generation; !° And repayeth those that hate him to their face, to destroy them; he will 
not delay to him that hateth him, he will repay him to his face. 1! Therefore shalt thou 
keep the commandment, and the statutes, and the ordinances, which I command thee 
this day, to do them. ! And it shall come to pass in reward for that ye will hearken to 
these ordinances, and keep, and do them, that the Lord thy God will keep unto thee the 
covenant and the kindness which he hath sworn unto thy fathers: 13 And he will love 
thee, and bless thee, and multiply thee; and he will bless the fruit of thy womb, and 
the fruit of thy land, thy corn, and thy wine, and thy oil, the increase of thy cattle, and 
the young of thy flocks, in the land which he hath sworn unto thy fathers to give unto 
thee. 14Blessed shalt thou be above all the nations; there shall not be a barren male or 
female among thee, nor among thy cattle. 5 And the Lord will take away from thee all 


sickness; and all the evil diseases of Egypt, which thou knowest, will he not put upon 
thee; but he will lay them upon all those that hate thee. 1° And thou shalt consume all 
the nations which the Lord thy God giveth unto thee; thy eye shall not look with pity 
upon them: and thou shalt not serve their gods; for that would be a snare unto thee. 
17 If thou shouldst say in thy heart, These nations are more numerous than I: how shall 
I be able to dispossess them? 18 Thou shalt not be afraid of them; [but] thou shalt well 
remember what the Lord thy God did unto Pharaoh, and unto all Egypt; 19 The great 
proofs which thy eyes have seen, and the signs, and the wonders, and the mighty hand, 
and the outstretched arm, whereby the Lord thy God brought thee out: in this wise will 
the Lord thy God do unto all the people of whom thou art afraid. 2° Moreover the hornet 
will the Lord thy God send out against them, until they that are left, and hide themselves 
from thee, be destroyed. 21 Thou shalt not be affrighted at them; for the Lord thy God is 
in the midst of thee, a mighty and terrible God. 22 And the Lord thy God will chase out 
these nations before thee, little by little: thou shalt not be able to make an end of them 
speedily, lest the beasts of the field increase upon thee. 23 And the Lord thy God will 
give them up before thee, and he will bring among them a mighty confusion, until they 
be destroyed. 24 And he will give their kings into thy hand, and thou shalt destroy their 
name from under the heavens: no man shall be able to stand up before thee, until thou 
have destroyed them. 25 The graven images of their gods shall ye burn with fire: thou 
shalt not covet the silver or gold that is on them, so that thou wouldst take it unto thyself, 
lest thou be ensnared thereby; for it is an abomination to the Lord thy God. 26 And thou 
shalt not bring an abomination into thy house, lest thou become accursed like it: thou 
shalt utterly detest it, and thou shalt utterly abhor it; for it is accursed. 


8 


1 All the commandment which I command thee this day shall ye observe to do; in order 
that ye may live, and multiply, and go in and take possession of the land which the Lord 
hath sworn unto your fathers. 2 And thou shalt remember all the way which the Lord thy 
God hath led thee these forty years in the wilderness, in order to afflict thee, to prove 
thee, to know what is in thy heart, whether thou wouldst keep his commandments, or 
not. 3 And he afflicted thee, and suffered thee to hunger, and he gave thee manna to 
eat, which thou knewest not, and which thy fathers had not known; in order that he 
might make thee know that not by bread alone man doth live, but by every thing that 
proceedeth out of the mouth of the Lord doth man live. 4Thy garment did not fall worn 
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out from thee, and thy foot did not swell, these forty years. 5 And thou shalt consider 
in thy heart, that, as a man chasteneth his son, so doth the Lord thy God chasten thee. 
6 And thou shalt keep the commandments of the Lord thy God, to walk in his ways, and to 
fear him. 7 For the Lord thy God bringeth thee into a good land, a land of brooks of water, 
of fountains and depths that spring out of valleys and mountains; § A land of wheat, and 
barley, and of the vine, and the fig-tree, and the pomegranate; a land of the oil-olive, and 
of honey; ? A land wherein thou shalt eat bread without scarceness, wherein thou shalt 
not lack anything; a land the stones whereof are iron, and out of the mountains of which 
thou canst hew copper. 1° And when thou hast eaten and art satisfied, then shalt thou 
bless the Lord thy God for the good land which he hath given thee. !! Take heed unto 
thyself that thou forget not the Lord thy God, so as not to keep his commandments, and 
his ordinances, and his statutes, which I command thee this day; !2 That when thou hast 
eaten and art satisfied, and hast built goodly houses, and dwelt therein; !3 And when thy 
herds and thy flocks multiply, and thy silver and thy gold are multiplied, and all that thou 
hast is multiplied: 14 Thy heart be then not lifted up, and thou forget the Lord thy God, 
who hath brought thee forth out of the land of Egypt, from the house of slavery; 5 Who 
hath led thee through the great and terrible wilderness, wherein are snakes, poisonous 
serpents, and scorpions, and drought, where there is no water; who hath brought forth 
for thee water out of the flinty rock; 16 Who hath fed thee in the wilderness with manna, 
which thy fathers knew not; in order to afflict thee, and in order to prove thee, to do thee 
good at thy latter end; 17 And thou say in thy heart, My power and the strength of my 
hand have gotten me this wealth. 18 But thou shalt remember the Lord thy God; for it is 
he that giveth thee power to get wealth; in order that he might fulfill his covenant which 
he hath sworn unto thy fathers, as it is this day. 19 And it shall come to pass, that, if thou 
shouldst forget the Lord thy God, and walk after other gods, and serve them, and bow 
thyself down to them, I testify against you this day that ye shall surely perish; 2° Like the 
nations which the Lord destroyeth from before you, so shall ye perish; in recompense of 
that ye would not hearken unto the voice of the Lord your God. 


9 


1 Hear, O Israel: Thou art to pass this day over the Jordan, to go in to drive out nations 
greater and mightier than thou, [to conquer] cities great and fortified up to heaven, 
2 A people great and tall, the children of the 'Anakim, whom thou knowest, and of whom 
thou hast heard say, Who can stand before the children of 'Anak! 3 Understand therefore 
this day, that the Lord thy God it is who goeth over before thee, he is a consuming fire; 
he will destroy them, and he will subdue them before thy face; and thou wilt drive them 
out, and destroy them quickly, as the Lord hath spoken unto thee. Thou must not say 
in thy heart, when the Lord thy God doth cast them out from before thee, as followeth, 
For my righteousness hath the Lord brought me in to possess this land; and that for the 
wickedness of these nations the Lord doth drive them out from before thee. > Not for 
thy righteousness, nor for the uprightness of thy heart, dost thou go in to possess their 
land; but for the wickedness of these nations doth the Lord thy God drive them out from 
before thee, and in order that he may fulfill the word which the Lord hath sworn unto 
thy fathers, to Abraham, to Isaac, and to Jacob. © And thou shalt know, that not for thy 
righteousness doth the Lord thy God give unto thee this good land to possess it; for thou 
art a stiff-necked people. 7 Remember, do not forget, how thou didst provoke the Lord 
thy God to wrath in the wilderness: from the day that thou wentest out of the land of 
Egypt, until ye came unto this place, have ye been rebellious against the Lord. 8 Also at 
Horeb ye provoked the Lord to wrath, so that the Lord was angry with you to destroy 
you. ? When I was gone up into the mount to receive the tables of stone, the tables of 
the covenant which the Lord had made with you, and I abode on the mount forty days 
and forty nights, bread did I not eat, and water did I not drink. 1° And the Lord gave unto 
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me the two tables of stone inscribed by the finger of God; and on them [was written] 
according to all the words, which the Lord had spoken with you on the mount out of the 
midst of the fire on the day of the assembly. 11 And it came to pass at the end of forty days 
and forty nights, that the Lord gave unto me the two tables of stone, the tables of the 
covenant. !2 And the Lord said unto me, Arise, get thee down quickly from here; for thy 
people which thou hast brought forth out of Egypt have become corrupted; they have 
quickly turned aside out of the way which I have commanded them; they have made 
themselves a molten image. 13 And the Lord said unto me, thus, I have seen this people, 
and, behold, it is a stiff-necked people: 14 Let me alone, and I will destroy them, and 
blot out their name from under the heavens; and I will make of thee a nation mightier 
and more numerous than they. 1 And I turned and came down from the mount, and 
the mount was burning with fire; and the two tables of the covenant were upon my 
two hands. 16 And I looked, and, behold, ye had sinned against the Lord your God, ye had 
made yourselves a molten calf; ye had turned aside quickly out of the way which the Lord 
had commanded you. 17 And I took hold of the two tables, and cast them out of my two 
hands, and I broke them before your eyes. 18 And I threw myself down before the Lord, 
as at the first, forty days and forty nights; bread did I not eat, and water did I not drink; 
on account of all your sins which ye had committed, in doing what is evil in the eyes of 
the Lord, to provoke him to anger. 19 For I was afraid of the anger and the indignation, 
wherewith the Lord was wroth against you to destroy you; but the Lord hearkened unto 
me also at that time. 2° And with Aaron was the Lord very angry to destroy him; and I 
prayed also for Aaron at the same time. 2! And your work of sin, which ye had made, 
the calf, I took and burnt it in fire, and stamped it, grinding it very small, until it was as 


fine as dust: and I cast the dust thereof into the brook that descendeth from the mount. 
22 And at Taberah, and at Massah and at Kibroth-hattaavah, have ye been provoking the 


Lord to wrath. 23 And when the Lord sent you from Kadesh-barnea', saying, Go up and 
take possession of the land which I have given you: then rebelled ye against the order 
of the Lord your God, and ye believed not in him, and ye hearkened not to his voice. 
24 Rebellious have ye been against the Lord, from the day that I have known you. 2° And 
I threw myself down before the Lord those forty days and forty nights, which I threw 
myself down; because the Lord had said that he would destroy you. 26 And I prayed unto 
the Lord, and said, O Lord Eternal, destroy not thy people and thy heritage, which thou 
hast redeemed through thy greatness, which thou hast brought forth out of Egypt with 
a mighty hand. 27 Think of thy servants, of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob; turn not 
unto the stubbornness of this people, nor to its wickedness, nor to its sin: 28 Lest [the 
inhabitants of] the land whence thou hast brought us out say, Out of want of ability in 
the Lord to bring them into the land which he had promised them, and out of his hatred 
to them, hath he brought them out to slay them in the wilderness. 2? Whereas they are 
thy people and thy heritage, whom thou hast brought out by thy mighty power and by 
thy outstretched arm. 


10 

1 At that time the Lord said unto me, Hew for thyself two tables of stone like unto the 
first, and come up unto me into the mount; and make thyself an ark of wood. 2 And I 
will write on the tables the words that were on the first tables which thou hast broken; 
and thou shalt put them in the ark. 3 AndI made an ark of shittim-wood, and hewed two 
tables of stone like unto the first; and I went up into the mount, with the two tables in my 
hand. 4 And he wrote on the tables, like the first writing, the ten commandments, which 
the Lord had spoken unto you on the mount out of the midst of the fire on the day of the 
assembly; and the Lord gave them unto me. > And I turned myself and came down from 
the mount, and I put the tables in the ark which I had made; and they have remained 
there, as the Lord hath commanded me. © And the children of Israel took their journey 
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from the wells of the children of Ya'akan to Mosserah: there Aaron died, and he was 
buried there; and Elazar his son became priest in his stead. 7 From there they journeyed 


unto Gudgodah; and from Gudgodah to Yotbatha, a land of brooks of waters. 8 At that 
time did the Lord separate the tribe of Levi, to bear the ark of the covenant of the Lord, 
to stand before the Lord to minister unto him, and to bless in his name, unto this day. 
° Therefore was not assigned unto Levi any portion or inheritance with his brethren: the 
Lord is his inheritance, as the Lord thy God hath spoken to him. !° And I stayed on the 
mount, like the first days, forty days and forty nights; and the Lord hearkened unto me 
also at that time, the Lord would not destroy thee. 1! And the Lord said unto me, Arise, 
go on the journey before the people, that they may go in and take possession of the land, 
which I have sworn unto their fathers to give unto them. 12 And now, Israel, what doth 
the Lord thy God require of thee, but to fear the Lord thy God, to walk in all his ways, and 
to love him, and to serve the Lord thy God with all thy heart and with all thy soul, 13 To 
keep the commandments of the Lord, and his statutes, which I command thee this day, 
for thy own good? ! Behold, to the Lord thy God belong the heavens and the heavens 
of heavens, and the earth with all that is thereon; 15 Yet only in thy fathers had the Lord 
delight, to love them; he chose, therefore, their seed after them, namely you, from all 
the nations, as it is this day. © Remove therefore the obduracy of your heart, and be no 
more stiff-necked. 17 For the Lord your God is the God of gods, and the Lord of lords, the 
great, the mighty, and the terrible God, who hath no regard to persons, and taketh no 
bribe; 18 Who executeth justice for the fatherless and the widow, and loveth the stranger, 
to give him food and raiment. 19 Love ye then the stranger; for you have been strangers 
in the land of Egypt. 2° The Lord thy God shalt thou fear: him shalt thou serve, and to 
him shalt thou cleave, and by his name shalt thou swear. 21 He is thy praise, and he is thy 
God, who hath done for thee these great and fearful things, which thy own eyes have 
seen. 22 With seventy persons did thy fathers go down into Egypt; and now the Lord thy 
God hath made thee like the stars of heaven in multitude. 


1 Thou shalt therefore love the Lord thy God, and keep his charge, and his statutes, 
and his ordinances, and his commandments, all the days. 2 And ye shall know this day, 
that [I speak] not with your children who have not known, and who have not seen the 
chastisement of the Lord your God, his greatness, his strong hand, and his outstretched 
arm; 3 And his signs, and his acts, which he displayed in the midst of Egypt, unto Pharaoh 
the king of Egypt, and unto all his land; 4 And what he did unto the army of Egypt, unto 


its horses, and to its chariots; over whom he caused the water of the Red Sea to flow, 
as they pursued after you, and whom the Lord destroyed unto this day; 5 And what he 


did unto you in the wilderness, until ye came unto this place; © And what he did unto 
Dathan and Abiram, the sons of Eliab, the son of Reuben; how the earth opened her 
mouth, and swallowed them up, and their households, and their tents, and all the living 
substance that followed them, in the midst of all Israel; 7 But it is your own eyes which 
have seen all the great acts of the Lord which he hath done. 8 Ye shall therefore keep all 
the commandment which I command you this day, that ye may be strong, and go in and 
take possession of the land, whither ye go over to possess it; 9 And in order that ye may 
live many days in the land, which the Lord hath sworn unto your fathers to give unto 
them and to their seed, a land flowing with milk and honey. 1° For the land, whither 
thou goest in to possess it, is not like the land of Egypt, from where ye came out, where 
thou sowest thy seed, and waterest it with thy foot, as a garden of herbs; 11 But the land, 
whither ye go over to possess it, is a land of mountains and valleys, from the rain of 
heaven doth it drink water. 12 A land which the Lord thy God careth for; always are the 
eyes of the Lord thy God upon it, from the beginning of the year even unto the end of the 
year. 13 And it shall come to pass, if ye will hearken diligently unto my commandments 
which I command you this day, to love the Lord your God, and to serve him with all your 
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heart and with all your soul, 14 That I will send rain for your land in its due season, the 
first rain and the latter rain, that thou mayest gather in thy corn, and thy wine, and thy 
oil. 15 And I will give grass in thy field for thy cattle; and thou shalt eat and be satisfied, 
16 Take heed to yourselves, that your heart be not deceived, and ye turn aside, and serve 
other gods, and worship them; 7 [For] then the Lord's wrath will be kindled against you, 
and he will shut up the heavens that there be no rain, and the land will not yield her 
products; and ye shall perish quickly from off the good land which the Lord giveth unto 
you. !8 Therefore shall ye lay up these my words in your heart and in your soul; and ye 
shall bind them for a sign upon your hand, and they shall be as frontlets between your 
eyes. 19 And ye shall teach them to your children, to speak of them when thou sittest 
in thy house, and when thou walkest by the way, and when thou liest down, and when 
thou risest up. 2° And thou shalt write them upon the door-posts of thy house, and upon 
thy gates. 21 In order that your days may be multiplied, and the days of your children, 
in the land which the Lord swore unto your fathers to give unto them, as the days of the 
heavens over the earth. 2? For if ye will diligently keep all this commandment which I 
command you, in order to do it, to love the Lord your God, to walk in all his ways, and to 
cleave unto him: 23 Then will the Lord drive out all these nations from before you, and 
ye shall supplant nations greater and mightier than yourselves. 24 Every place whereon 
the sole of your foot may tread shall be yours: from the wilderness and the Lebanon, 
from the river, the river Euphrates, even unto the Western Sea shall be your boundary. 
25 There shall no man be able to stand up before you; the dread of you and the fear of you 
will the Lord your God lay upon all the land which ye may tread upon, as he hath spoken 
unto you. 2° Behold, I lay before you this day a blessing and a curse: 2” The blessing, if 
ye will hearken unto the commandments of the Lord your God, which I command you 
this day; 28 And the curse, if ye will not hearken unto the commandments of the Lord 
your God, and ye turn aside out of the way which I command you this day, to go after 
other gods, which ye know not. 29 And it shall come to pass, when the Lord thy God shall 
have brought thee in unto the land whither thou goest to possess it, that thou shalt put 
the blessing upon mount Gerizzim, and the curse upon mount 'Ebal. 3° Behold, they are 
on the other side of the Jordan, far away in the direction of the going down of the sun, 
in the land of the Canaanites, who dwell in the plain, opposite Gilgal, near the grove of 
Moreh. 3! For ye are about to pass over the Jordan to go in to take possession of the land 
which the Lord your God giveth you; and ye will possess it, and dwell therein. °2 And ye 
shall then observe to do all the statutes and ordinances which I set before you this day. 


2 

1 These are the statutes and ordinances, which ye shall observe to do, in the land 
which the Lord, the God of thy fathers, giveth unto thee to possess it, and all the days 
that ye live upon the earth. 2 Ye shall utterly destroy all the places whereon the nations 
which ye are about to drive out served their gods, upon the high mountains, and upon 
the hills, and under every green tree; 3 And ye shall overthrow their altars, and break 
their statues, and their groves shall ye burn with fire; and the graven images of their 
gods shall ye hew down; and ye shall destroy their name out of the same place. 4 Ye 
shall not do so unto the Lord your God; > But unto the place which the Lord your God 
may choose out of all your tribes to put his name there, even unto his habitation shall 
ye repair, and thither shalt thou come; ¢ And ye shall bring thither your burnt-offerings, 
and your sacrifices, and your tithes, and the heave-offering of your hand, and your vows, 
and your freewill-offerings, and the first-born of your herds and of your flocks; 7 And ye 
shall eat there before the Lord your God, and ye shall rejoice with all the acquisition of 
your hand, ye and your households, wherewith the Lord thy God may have blessed thee. 
8 Ye shall not do after all the manner that we do here this day, every one whatsoever is 
right in his own eyes. 9 For ye are not as yet come to the rest and to the inheritance, 


XRN 


181 


Deuteronomy 12:10 77 Deuteronomy 12:32 


which the Lord thy God giveth thee. !° But ye will go over the Jordan, and dwell in the 
land which the Lord your God causeth you to inherit, and he will give you rest from all 
your enemies round about, so that ye may dwell in safety. 11 And then shall it be, that 
the place which the Lord your God will choose to cause his name to dwell there,—[even] 
thither shall ye bring all that I command you: your burnt-offerings, and your sacrifices, 
your tithes, and the heave-offering of your hand, and all your choice vows which ye may 
vow unto the Lord; !2 And ye shall rejoice before the Lord your God, ye, and your sons, 
and your daughters, and your men-servants, and your maid-servants, and the Levite 
who is within your gates; because he hath not any portion nor inheritance with you. 
13 Take heed to thyself that thou offer not thy burnt-offerings in every place which thou 
mayest see; 4 But in the place which the Lord will choose in one of thy tribes, there 
shalt thou offer thy burnt-offerings, and there shalt thou do all that I command thee. 
15 Notwithstanding, according to all the longing of thy soul, mayest thou kill and eat 
flesh, according to the blessing of the Lord thy God which he hath given thee, in all thy 
gates: the unclean and the clean may eat thereof, as of the roebuck, and as of the hart. 
16 Only the blood shall ye not eat: upon the earth shall ye pour it out as water. !” Thou 
mayest not eat within thy gates the tithe of thy corn, or of thy wine, or of thy oil, nor the 
first-born of thy herds or of thy flocks, nor any of thy vows which thou mayest vow, nor 
thy freewill-offerings, and the heave-offering of thy hand; 18 But before the Lord thy God 
must thou eat them in the place which the Lord thy God may choose, thou, and thy son, 
and thy daughter, and thy man-servant, and thy maid-servant, and the Levite who is 
within thy gates; and thou shalt rejoice before the Lord thy God with all the acquisition 
of thy hand. !° Take heed to thyself that thou forsake not the Levite as long as thou livest 
upon thy land. 2° When the Lord thy God will enlarge thy border, as he hath spoken unto 
thee, and thou dost say, I wish to eat flesh, because thy soul longeth to eat flesh: then 
mayest thou, according to all the longing of thy soul, eat flesh. 2! If the place which the 
Lord thy God may choose to put his name there be too far for thee: then mayest thou 
kill of thy herds and of thy flocks, which the Lord hath given thee, as I have commanded 
thee; and thou shalt eat in thy gates according to all the longing of thy soul. 22 But as 


the roebuck and the hart are eaten, so shalt thou eat the same: the unclean and the 
clean may eat thereof together. 23 Only be firm so as not to eat the blood; for the blood 


is the life; and thou shalt not eat the life with the flesh. 24 Thou shalt not eat it: upon 
the earth shalt thou pour it out like water. 25 Thou shalt not eat it; in order that it may 
go well with thee, and with thy children after thee, when thou wilt do what is right in 
the eyes of the Lord. 26 Nevertheless thy holy things which thou mayest have, and thy 
vows, shalt thou take, and go unto the place which the Lord may choose: 2? And thou 
shalt offer thy burnt-offerings, the flesh and the blood, upon the altar of the Lord thy 
God; and the blood of thy sacrifices shall be poured out upon the altar of the Lord thy 


God, and the flesh shalt thou eat. 28 Observe and hear all these words which I command 
thee; in order that it may go well with thee, and with thy children after thee for ever, 


when thou wilt do what is good and right in the eyes of the Lord thy God. 29 When the 
Lord thy God will cut off the nations, whither thou goest to drive them out from before 
thee, and thou succeedest them, and dwellest in their land: 3° Then take heed to thyself 
that thou be not snared by following them, after they have been destroyed from before 
thee; and that thou inquire not after their gods, saying, How did these nations serve 
their gods? even so will I do likewise. 3! Thou shalt not do so unto the Lord thy God; 
for every abomination to the Lord, which he hateth, have they done unto their gods; for 
even their sons and their daughters have they burnt in the fire to their gods. 32 (13:1) 
What thing soever I command you, even that shall ye observe to do: thou shalt not add 
thereto, and thou shalt not diminish therefrom. 
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1 (13:2) If there arise in the midst of thee a prophet, or a dreamer of dreams, and he 
giveth thee a sign or a token, 2 (13:3) And the sign or the token come to pass, whereof he 
spoke unto thee, saying, Let us go after other gods, which thou dost not know, and let 
us serve them: 3 (13:4) Then shalt thou not hearken unto the words of that prophet, or 
unto that dreamer of dreams; for the Lord your God proveth you, to know whether ye 
indeed love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul. 4 (13:5) After 
the Lord your God shall ye walk, and him shall ye fear, and his commandments shall ye 
keep, and his voice shall ye obey, and him shall ye serve, and unto him shall ye cleave. 
5 (13:6) And that prophet, or that dreamer of dreams, shall be put to death; because he 
hath spoken revolt against the Lord your God, who hath brought you out of the land of 
Egypt, and who hath redeemed you out of the house of bond-men, to mislead thee front 
the way which the Lord thy God commanded thee to walk therein; and thou shalt put 
the evil away from the midst of thee. © (13:7) If thy brother, the son of thy mother, or 
thy son, or thy daughter, or the wife of thy bosom, or thy friend, who is [dear to thee] 
as thy own soul, should entice thee, in secret, saying, Let us go and serve other gods, 
which thou dost not know, either thou, or thy fathers; 7 (13:8) Some of the gods of the 
nations which are round about you, that are nigh unto thee, or that are far off from thee, 
from one end of the earth even unto the other end of the earth: ® (13:9) Then shalt thou 
not consent unto him, nor shalt thou hearken unto him; nor shall thy eye look with pity 
on him, nor shalt thou spare, nor shalt thou conceal it for him; 9 (13:10) But thou shalt 
surely kill him; thy hand shall be the first upon him to put him to death, and the hand 
of all the people afterward. 1° (13:11) And thou shalt stone him with stones, that he die; 
because he sought to mislead thee from the Lord thy God, who hath brought thee out 
of the land of Egypt, from the house of bond-men. 11 (13:12) And all Israel shall hear it, 
and they shall be afraid, and they shall not do any more such a wicked deed as this is 
in the midst of thee. 12 (13:13) If thou shouldst hear concerning one of thy cities, which 
the Lord thy God hath given thee to dwell there, saying, !3 (13:14) There have gone forth 
men, children of worthlessness, from the midst of thee, and have misled the inhabitants 
of their city, saying, Let us go and serve other gods, which ye have not known: 14 (13:15) 
Then shalt thou inquire, and make search, and ask diligently; and, behold, if it be true, 
the thing is certain, such abomination hath been wrought in the midst of thee: 15 (13:16) 
Then shalt thou smite the inhabitants of that city with the edge of the sword, devoting it 
utterly, and all that is therein, and the cattle thereof, to the edge of the sword. 16 (13:17) 
And all its spoil shalt thou gather into the midst of the market-place thereof, and thou 
shalt burn with fire the city, and all its spoil entirely, unto the Lord thy God; and it shall 
be a ruinous heap for ever: it shall not be built again. 17 (13:18) And there shall not 
cleave to thy hand aught of the devoted things; in order that the Lord may turn from the 
fierceness of his anger, and grant thee mercy, and have mercy upon thee, and multiply 
thee, as he hath sworn unto thy fathers; 18 (13:19) When thou wilt hearken to the voice 
of the Lord thy God, to keep all his commandments which I command thee this day, to 
do what is right in the eyes of the Lord thy God. 


14 

1 Ye are the children of the Lord your God: ye shall not cut yourselves, nor make any 
baldness between your eyes for the dead. 2 For a holy people art thou unto the Lord thy 
God, and the Lord hath made choice of thee to be unto himself a peculiar nation above 
all the nations that are upon the face of the earth. 3 Thou shalt not eat any abominable 
thing. 4 These are the beasts which ye may eat: The ox, the sheep, and the goat, > The 
hart, and the roebuck, and the fallow-deer, and the chamois, and the gazelle, and the 
wild ox, and the antelope. © And every beast that hath parted hoofs, and whose feet 
are cleft into two claws, and cheweth the cud among the beasts—that alone may ye eat. 
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7 Nevertheless these shall ye not eat of those that chew the cud, and of those that possess 
the divided cloven hoof: The camel, and the hare, and the coney: for they chew the cud, 
but divide not the hoof; unclean are they unto you; § And the swine, because it divideth 
the hoof, yet cheweth not the cud, it is unclean unto you; of their flesh shall ye not eat, 
and their dead carcass shall ye not touch. 9 This may ye eat of all that is in the waters: 
all that hath fins and scales may ye eat; 1° And whatsoever hath not fins and scales shall 
ye not eat; it is unclean unto you. ! Every clean bird may ye eat. 12 But these are they 
which ye shall not eat of them: The eagle, and the ossifrage, and the osprey, 13 And the 
glede, and the kite, and the vulture after his kind, 4 And every raven after his kind, 
15 And the ostrich, and the night-hawk, and the cuckoo, and the hawk after his kind, 
16 The little owl, and the great owl and the swan, 1” And the pelican, and the gier-eagle, 
and the cormorant, 18 And the stork, and the heron after his kind, and the lapwing, and 
the bat. 19 And every winged insect is unclean unto you: it shall not be eaten. 2° All clean 
fowls may ye eat. 21 Ye shall not eat any thing that dieth of itself: unto the stranger 
that is in thy gates canst thou give it, that he may eat it; or thou mayest sell it unto an 
alien; for thou art a holy people unto the Lord thy God; thou shalt not seethe a kid in 
its mother's milk. 22 Thou shalt truly tithe all the produce of thy seed, which the field 
bringeth forth year by year. 23 And thou shalt eat before the Lord thy God, in the place 
which he will choose to cause his name to dwell there, the tithe of thy corn, of thy wine, 
and of thy oil, and the first-born of thy herds and of thy flocks; in order that thou may 
learn to fear the Lord thy God all the days. 24 And if the way be too long for thee, so that 
thou art not able to carry it; because the place is too far from thee, which the Lord thy 
God will choose to set his name there, because the Lord thy God will bless thee: 25 Then 
shalt thou turn it into money, and bind up the money in thy hand, and thou shalt go 
unto the place which the Lord thy God will choose; 2 And thou shalt lay out that money 
for whatsoever thy soul longeth after, for oxen, or for sheep, or for wine, or for strong 
drink, or for whatsoever thy soul asketh of thee; and thou shalt eat it there before the 
Lord thy God, and thou shalt rejoice, thou, and thy household. 27 And the Levite, who 
is within thy gates, him shalt thou not forsake; for he hath no portion nor inheritance 
with thee. 28 At the end of three years shalt thou bring forth all the tithe of thy produce 
in the same year, and thou shalt lay it down within thy gates: 29 And then shall come the 
Levite, because he hath no portion nor inheritance with thee, with the stranger, and the 
fatherless, and the widow, that are within thy gates, and they shall eat and be satisfied; 
in order that the Lord thy God may bless thee in all the work of thy hand which thou 
doest. 


15 

1 At the end of [every] seven years shalt thou make a release. 2 And this is the manner 
of the release: Every creditor shall release the loan which he hath lent to his neighbor; 
he shall not exact it of his neighbor, or of his brother; because the release year in honor 
of the Lord hath been proclaimed. 3 Of a foreigner thou mayest exact [payment]; but that 
which is thine with thy brother shall thy hand release. 4 Although indeed there should 
be no needy man among thee; for the Lord will greatly bless thee in the land which the 
Lord thy God giveth thee for an inheritance to possess it: 5 Yet only if thou wilt carefully 
hearken unto the voice of the Lord thy God, to observe to do all this commandment 
which I command thee this day. ° For the Lord thy God blesseth thee, as he hath spoken 
unto thee; and thou shalt lend unto many nations, but thou shalt not borrow; and thou 
shalt rule over many nations, but over thee shall they not rule. 7 If there be among thee 
a needy man, any one of thy brethren within any of thy gates in thy land which the Lord 
thy God giveth thee: thou shalt not harden thy heart, nor shut thy hand from thy needy 
brother. 8 But thou shalt open wide thy hand unto him, and thou shalt surely lend him 
sufficient for his need, which his want requireth. 9 Beware that there be not a wicked 
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thought in thy heart, saying, The seventh year, the year of release, is at hand; and thy 
eye be thus evil against thy needy brother, so that thou wouldst give him nought; and if 
he cry concerning thee unto the Lord, it will be sin in thee: 1°Thou shalt surely give him, 
and thy heart shall not be grieved when thou givest unto him; for because of this thing 
the Lord thy God will bless thee in all thy work, and in all the acquisition of thy hand. 
11 For the needy will not cease out of the land; therefore do I command thee, saying, 
Thou shalt open wide thy hand unto thy brother, to thy poor, and to thy needy, in thy 
land. 12 If thy brother, the Hebrew, or a Hebrew woman, be sold unto thee, he shall serve 
thee six years; and in the seventh year shalt thou let him go free from thee. 13 And when 
thou lettest him go out free from thee, thou shalt not let him go away empty: 14 Thou 
shalt furnish him liberally out of thy flocks, and out of thy threshing-floor, and out of 
thy wine-press; wherewith the Lord thy God hath blessed thee, that shalt thou give unto 
him. 15 And thou shalt remember that thou hast been a bond-man in the land of Egypt, 
and that the Lord thy God hath redeemed thee; therefore do I command thee this thing 
today. 1¢ And it shall be, if he say unto thee, I will not go away from thee; because he 
loveth thee and thy house, because he is well with thee: 17 Then shalt thou take an awl, 
and thrust it through his ear unto the door, and he shall be unto thee a servant for ever; 
and also unto thy maid-servant shalt thou do likewise. 18 It shall not seem hard unto 
thee, when thou sendest him away free from thee, that for double the wages of a hired 
laborer hath he served thee six years; and the Lord thy God will bless thee in all that 
thou doest. 19 All the first-born males that come of thy herds and of thy flocks shalt 
thou sanctify unto the Lord thy God: thou shalt do no work with the first-born of thy 
bullock, and not shear the first-born of thy sheep. 2° Before the Lord thy God shalt thou 
eat it year by year, in the place which the Lord will choose, thou with thy household. 
21 And if there be any blemish thereon, if it be lame, or blind, or have any [other] ill 
blemish, thou shalt not sacrifice it unto the Lord thy God. 22 Within thy gates shalt thou 
eat it, the unclean and the clean together, as the roebuck, and as the hart. 2° Only the 
blood thereof shalt thou not eat: upon the ground shalt thou pour it out as water. 


16 

1 Observe the month of Abib, and prepare the passover-sacrifice unto the Lord thy 
God; for in the month of Abib did the Lord thy God bring thee forth out of Egypt by 
night. 2 And thou shalt sacrifice the passover-offering unto the Lord thy God of sheep 
and oxen, in the place which the Lord will choose to let his name dwell there. Thou shalt 
not eat therewith any leavened bread: seven days shalt thou eat therewith unleavened 
bread, the bread of affliction; for in haste didst thou go forth out of the land of Egypt; 
in order that thou mayest remember the day of thy going forth out of the land of Egypt 
all the days of thy life. 4 And there shall not be seen with thee any leaven in all thy 
borders seven days: neither shall there any of the flesh, which thou sacrificedst in the 
evening, on the first day, remain all night until the morning. > Thou mayest not slay the 
passover within any of thy gates, which the Lord thy God giveth thee; © But at the place 
which the Lord thy God will choose to let his name dwell in, there shalt thou slay the 
passover at evening, at the going down of the sun, at the season that thou camest forth 
out of Egypt. 7 And thou shalt roast and eat it in the place which the Lord thy God will 
choose; and thou shalt turn in the morning, and go unto thy tents. 8 Six days shalt thou 
eat unleavened bread; and on the seventh day shall be a solemn assembly to the Lord 
thy God: thou shalt do no work. 9 Seven weeks shalt thou number unto thyself: from 
the time thou beginnest to put the sickle to the corn, shalt thou begin to number seven 
weeks, 1° And thou shalt keep the feast of weeks unto the Lord thy God with a tribute 
of a freewill-offering of thy hand, which thou shalt give: according as the Lord thy God 
shall have blessed thee. “ And thou shalt rejoice before the Lord thy God, thou, and 
thy son, and thy daughter, and thy man-servant, and thy maid-servant, and the Levite 
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that is within thy gates, and the stranger, and the fatherless, and the widow, that are in 
the midst of thee, in the place which the Lord thy God will choose to let his name dwell 
there. 12 And thou shalt remember that thou hast been a bond-man in Egypt; and thou 
shalt observe and do these statutes. 13 The feast of tabernacles shalt thou hold for thyself 
seven days, when thou hast gathered in the produce of thy threshing-floor and of thy 
wine-press: 14 And thou shalt rejoice on thy feast, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, 
and thy man-servant, and thy maid-servant, and the Levite, and the stranger, and the 
fatherless, and the widow, that are within thy gates. 15 Seven days shalt thou keep a 
solemn feast unto the Lord thy God in the place which the Lord will choose; because the 
Lord thy God will bless thee in all thy product, and in all the work of thy hands, and thou 
shalt only rejoice. 1° Three times in the year shall every one of thy males appear before 
the Lord thy God in the place which he will choose: on the feast of unleavened bread, and 
on the feast of weeks, and on the feast of tabernacles; and no one shall appear before the 
Lord empty; !” Every man according to what his hand can give, according to the blessing 
of the Lord thy God which he hath given thee. !8 Judges and officers shalt thou appoint 
unto thyself in all thy gates, which the Lord thy God giveth thee, throughout thy tribes: 
and they shall judge the people with a just judgment. !9 Thou shalt not wrest judgment; 
thou shalt not respect persons, and thou shalt not take a bribe; for the bribe blindeth the 
eyes of the wise, and perverteth the words of the righteous. 2° Justice, only justice shalt 
thou pursue; in order that thou mayest live, and retain possession of the land which the 
Lord thy God giveth thee. 21 Thou shalt not plant unto thyself a grove, any tree, near the 
altar of the Lord thy God, which thou shalt make unto thyself. 22 Neither shalt thou set 
thee up any statue, which the Lord thy God hateth. 


17 

1 Thou shalt not sacrifice unto the Lord thy God any bullock, or lamb, whereon there 
is a blemish, any thing evil; for it is an abomination unto the Lord thy God. 2 If there be 
found in the midst of thee, within any one of thy gates, which the Lord thy God giveth 
thee. a man or a woman, that doth the wickedness in the eyes of the Lord thy God, 
to transgress his covenant, ? And he hath gone and served other gods, and worshipped 
them, either the sun, or the moon, or any of the host of heaven, which I have prohibited; 
4 And it be told thee, and thou hearest of it: then shalt thou inquire diligently; and, 
behold, if it be true, the thing is certain, such abomination hath been wrought in Israel: 
5 Then shalt thou bring forth that man or that woman, who have committed this wicked 
thing, unto thy gates, the man or the woman, and thou shalt stone them with stones till 
they die. © Upon the evidence of two witnesses, or of three witnesses, shall he that is 
worthy of death be put to death; he shall not be put to death upon the evidence of one 
witness. 7 The hand of the witnesses shall be first upon him to put him to death, and 
the hand of all the people at the last; and thou shalt put the evil away from the midst of 
thee. 8 If a matter be unknown to thee for decision, between blood and blood, between 
plea and plea, and between bodily injury and injury, [or] matters of controversy within 
thy gates: then shalt thou arise, and get thee up unto the place which the Lord thy God 
will choose; 9 And thou shalt come unto the priests, the Levites, and unto the judge that 
may be in those days, and thou shalt inquire, and they shall inform thee of the sentence 
of the case; 1° And thou shalt do according to the sentence, which they may tell thee 
from that place which the Lord will choose, and thou shalt observe to do according to 
all that they may instruct thee; 11 In accordance with the instruction which they may 
instruct thee, and according to the decision which they may say unto thee, shalt thou 
do: thou shalt not depart from the sentence which they may tell thee, to the right, or 
to the left. 12 And the man that will act presumptuously, so as not to hearken unto the 
priest that standeth to minister there before the Lord thy God, or unto the judge, even 
that man shall die; and thou shalt put away the evil from Israel. 13 And all the people 
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shall hear, and be afraid, and not act presumptuously any more. !4 When thou art come 
unto the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, and thou hast taken possession of it, 
and dwellest therein, and thou sayest, I wish to set a king over me, like all the nations 
that are round about me: 15 Then mayest thou indeed set a king over thee, the one whom 
the Lord thy God will choose; [but] from the midst of thy brethren shalt thou set a king 
over thee; thou mayest not set over thee a stranger, who is not thy brother. 1° Only he 
shall not acquire for himself many horses; so that he may not cause the people to return 
to Egypt, in order to acquire many horses; whereas the Lord hath said unto you, Ye shall 
henceforth not return on that way any more. !7 Neither shall he take to himself many 
wives, that his heart may not turn away; nor shall he acquire for himself too much silver 
and gold. !8 And it shall be, when he sitteth upon the throne of his kingdom, that he shall 
write for himself a copy of this law in a book out of [that which is] before the priests, the 
Levites; !9 And it shall be with him, and he shall read therein all the days of his life: in 
order that he may learn to fear the Lord his God, to keep all the words of this law and 
these statutes, to do them. 2° So that his heart be not lifted up above his brethren, and 
so that he turn not aside from the commandment, to the right, or to the left: in order 
that he may live many days in his kingdom, he, and his children, in the midst of Israel. 


1 The priests, the Levites, and all the tribe of Levi, shall have no portion nor 
inheritance with Israel: the fire-offerings of the Lord, and his inheritance shall they 
consume. 2 But any inheritance shall he not have among his brethren: the Lord is his 
inheritance, as he hath spoken unto him. 3 And this shall be the priests' due from the 
people, from them that slay an animal, whether it be ox or lamb: then shall each one 
give unto the priest the shoulder, and the two cheeks, and the maw. ‘The first-fruit of 
thy corn, of thy wine, and of thy oil, and the first shearing of thy sheep, shalt thou give 
him. 5 For him the Lord thy God hath chosen out of all thy tribes, to stand to minister 
in the name of the Lord, he and his sons all the days. © And if the Levite come from any 
one of thy gates out of all Israel, where he sojourneth, and come with all the longing 
of his soul unto the place which the Lord will choose: 7 Then can he minister in the 


name of the Lord his God, like all his brethren the Levites, who stand there before the 
Lord. 8 They shall have like portions to eat, besides that which cometh of the sale of 


his patrimony. 9 When thou comest into the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, 


thou shalt not learn to do after the abominations of those nations. !° There shall not 
be found among thee any one who causeth his son or his daughter to pass through the 


fire, one who useth divination, one who is an observer of times, or an enchanter, or 
a conjurer. 1 Or a charmer, or a consulter with familiar spirits, or a wizard, or who 


inquireth of the dead. 12 For an abomination unto the Lord are all that do these things; 
and on account of these abominations the Lord thy God doth drive them out from before 
thee. 13 Perfect shalt thou be with the Lord thy God. 14 For these nations, which thou art 
about to dispossess, hearken unto observers of times, and unto diviners; but as for thee, 
the Lord thy God hath not assigned the like unto thee. 15 A prophet from the midst of 
thee, of thy brethren, like unto me, will the Lord thy God raise up unto thee; unto him 
shall ye hearken: 16 According to all that thou didst desire of the Lord thy God at Horeb 
on the day of the assembly, saying, I wish no more to hear the voice of the Lord my God, 
and this great fire I wish not to see again, that I die not. 17 And the Lord said unto me, 
They have done well in what they have spoken. 18 A prophet will I raise up unto them 
from among their brethren, like unto thee; and I will put my words in his mouth; and he 
shall speak unto them all that I may command him. 19 And it shall come to pass, that if 
there be a man who will not hearken unto my words which he shall speak in my name, 
I myself will require it of him. 2° But the prophet, who may presume to speak a word in 
my name, which I have not commanded him to speak, or who may speak in the name 
of other Gods even that prophet shall die. 21 And if thou shouldst say in thy heart, How 
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shall we know the word which the Lord hath not spoken? 22 That which the prophet 
speaketh in the name of the Lord, and the thing do not happen and come not to pass 
— this is the word which the Lord hath not spoken; in presumption hath the prophet 
spoken it; thou shalt not be afraid of him. 


19 

1 When the Lord thy God shall have cut off the nations, whose land the Lord thy God 
giveth thee, and thou hast driven them out, and dwellest in their cities, and in their 
houses: 2Then shalt thou set apart three cities for thyself, in the midst of thy land, which 
the Lord thy God giveth thee to possess it. 3 Thou shalt put in order for thyself the [way 
to them], and divide into three parts the territory of thy land, which the Lord thy God 
will give thee to inherit, and it shall serve, that every man-slayer may flee thither. 4 And 
this is the case of the man-slayer, who shall flee thither, that he may live: Whoso smiteth 
his neighbor without knowledge, when he hath not been an enemy to him in time past; 
5 And he that goeth into the forest with his neighbor to hew wood, and his hand fetcheth 
a stroke with the axe to cut down the tree, and the iron slippeth from the helve, and 
striketh his neighbor, that he die: this one shall flee unto one of these cities, and live; 
6 That the avenger of the blood pursue not the manslayer, while his heart is hot, and 
overtake him, because the way is long, and smite him dead; whereas he deserveth not a 
judgment of death, inasmuch as he was not an enemy to him in time past. 7 Therefore 
do I command thee, saying, Three cities shalt thou set apart for thyself. 8 And if the Lord 
thy God enlarge thy boundary, as he hath sworn unto thy fathers, and give thee all the 
land which he hath spoken to give unto thy fathers; ° Because thou dost keep all this 
commandment to do it, which I command thee this day, to love the Lord thy God, and to 
walk in his ways all the days: then shalt thou add for thyself three cities more, unto these 
three; 1° That innocent blood be not shed in the midst of thy land, which the Lord thy 
God giveth thee for an inheritance, and blood-guiltiness be brought upon thee. 11 But 
if any man be an enemy to his neighbor, and he lie in wait for him, and rise up against 
him, and smite him mortally so that he die, and he flee unto one of these cities: 12 Then 
shall the elders of his city send and fetch him thence, and they shall deliver him into the 
hand of the avenger of the blood, that he may die. 13 Thy eye shall not look with pity on 
him; but thou shalt put away the [shedding of] innocent blood from Israel, that it may 
go well with thee. 14Thou shalt not remove the landmark of thy neighbor, which they of 
old time have set, in thy inheritance which thou shalt inherit, in the land that the Lord 
thy God giveth thee to possess it. 15 There shall not rise up one single witness against 
aman for any iniquity, or for any sin, in any sin that he sinneth: upon the evidence of 
two witnesses, or upon the evidence of three witnesses, must a case be established. 1¢Ifa 
witness of violence rise up against any man to testify against him for any wrong: !”7 Then 
shall both the men, who have the controversy, stand before the Lord, before the priests 
and the judges, who shall be in those days; !8 And the judges shall inquire diligently; 
and, behold, if the witness be a false witness, he hath testified a falsehood against his 
brother: !9 Then shall ye do unto him, as he had purposed to do unto his brother; and 
thou shalt put away the evil from the midst of thee. 2° And those who remain shall hear, 
and be afraid, and shall henceforth commit no more any such evil thing in the midst of 
thee. 21 And thy eye shall have no pity; but life [shall go] for life, eye for eye, tooth for 
tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot. 


20 
1 When thou goest out to battle against thy enemies, and thou seest horse, and chariot, 
people more in number than thou: be not afraid of them; for the Lord thy God is with 
thee, who brought thee up out of the land of Egypt. 2 And it shall be, when ye come nigh 
unto the battle, that the priest shall approach and speak unto the people; 3 And he shall 
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say unto them, Hear, O Israel, ye come nigh this day unto the battle against your enemies: 
let not your hearts faint, fear not, and be not downcast, and do not tremble because of 
them: 4 For the Lord your God it is who goeth with you, to fight for you against your 
enemies, to help you. > And the officers shall speak unto the people, saying, What man 
is there who hath built a new house, and hath not dedicated it? let him go and return 


unto his house, lest he die in the battle, and another man dedicate it. © And what man 
is there who hath planted a vineyard, and hath not redeemed it? let him go and return 


unto his house, lest he die in the battle, and another man redeem it. 7 And what man is 
there that hath betrothed a wife, and hath not taken her? let him go and return unto 


his house, lest he die in the battle, and another man take her. ® And the officers shall 
speak yet farther unto the people, and they shall say, What man is there that is fearful 


and faint-hearted? let him go and return unto his house, that the heart of his brethren 


become not as faint as his heart. ? And it shall be, when the officers have made an end of 
speaking unto the people, that they shall appoint captains of the armies at the head of 


the people. 1° When thou comest nigh unto a city to make war against it, then summon 
it with words of peace. !! And it shall be, if it make thee an answer of peace, and open 
[its gates] unto thee: then shall it be, that all the people that are found therein shall 
be tributaries unto thee, and they shall serve thee. 12 But if it will not make peace with 
thee, and wageth war against thee; then shalt thou besiege it; !3 And when the Lord thy 
God hath delivered it into thy hands, thou shalt smite every male thereof with the edge 
of the sword; !4 But the women, and the little ones, and the cattle, and all that may be 
in the city, all the spoil thereof, shalt thou take as booty unto thyself; and thou shalt 
enjoy the spoil of thy enemies, which the Lord thy God hath given thee. !5 Thus shalt 
thou do unto all the cities which are very far off from thee, which are not of the cities of 
these nations. !° But of the cities of these people, which the Lord thy God doth give thee 
for an inheritance, shalt thou not let live a single soul. 1” But thou shalt utterly devote 
them; namely, the Hittites, and the Emorites, the Canaanites, and the Perizzites, and the 
Hivites, and the Jebusites; as the Lord thy God hath commanded thee; !8 In order that 
they may not teach you to do in accordance with all their abominations, which they have 
done unto their gods; and ye would thus sin against the Lord your God. 19 When thou 
besiegest a city a long time, to make war against it to capture it, thou shalt not destroy 
the trees thereof by forcing an axe against them; for of them thou mayest eat, and thou 
shalt not cut them down, [for man liveth of the trees of the field,] to employ them in 
thy siege; 2° Only those trees of which thou knowest that they are not fruit-trees, thou 
mayest destroy and cut down; and [thus] thou canst build bulwarks against the city that 
wageth war with thee, until it be subdued. 


1 Tf there be found a slain person in the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee to 
possess it, lying in the field, [and] it be not known who hath slain him: 2 Then shall thy 
elders and thy judges go forth, and they shall measure unto the cities which are round 
about the one that is slain. 3 And it shall be, that the city which is the nearest unto the 
slain person, even the elders of that city shall take a heifer, which hath not been wrought 
with, which hath not drawn in a yoke; 4 And the elders of that city shall bring down the 
heifer unto a rough valley, which is neither tilled nor sown, and they shall break there 
the neck of the heifer in the valley; > And the priests the sons of Levi shall come near; for 
them the Lord thy God hath chosen to minister unto him, and to bless in the name of the 
Lord; and after their decision shall be done [at] every controversy and every injury; And 
all the elders of that city who are nearest unto the slain person shall wash their hands 
over the heifer, the neck of which is broken in the valley. 7 And they shall commence and 
say, Our hands have not shed this blood, and our eyes have not seen it. § Grant pardon 
unto thy people Israel, whom thou hast redeemed, O Lord, and lay not innocent blood 
in the midst of thy people Israel: and the blood shall be forgiven unto them. ? And thou 
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shalt put away the [guilt of] the innocent blood from the midst of thee, when thou wilt 
do what is right in the eyes of the Lord. 1° When thou goest forth to war against thy 
enemies, and the Lord thy God delivereth them into thy hands, and thou takest captives 
of them; 11 And thou seest among the captives a woman of handsome form, and hast a 
desire unto her, that thou wouldst take her to thee for wife: 12 Then shalt thou bring 
her home to thy house; and she shall shave her head, and let grow her nails; 13 And she 
shall put off the raiment of her captivity from her, and she shall remain in thy house, 
and weep for her father and her mother a full month; and after that thou mayest go in 
unto her, and be her husband, that she may become thy wife. 14 And it shall be, if thou 
have no delight in her, then shalt thou let her go whither she will; but thou shalt nowise 
sell her for money; thou shalt not make a servant of her, because thou hast humbled her. 
15 Tf a man have two wives, one beloved, and the other hated, and they bear him children, 


both the beloved and the hated; so that the first-born son be hers that is hated: 1© Then 
shall it be, when he divideth as inheritance among his sons what he hath, that he shall 


not institute the son of the beloved as the first-born before the son of the hated, the 
firstborn; 1’ But the first-born, the son of the hated woman, shall he acknowledge, to 


give him a double portion of all that is found in his possession; for he is the beginning of 
his strength; to him belongeth the right of the first birth. !8If aman have a stubborn and 


rebellious son, who hearkeneth not to the voice of his father, or the voice of his mother, 
and they chastise him, and he will not hearken unto them: !9 Then shall his father and 


his mother lay hold on him, and bring him out unto the elders of his city, and unto the 
gate of his place; 2° And they shall say unto the elders of his city, This our son is stubborn 
and rebellious, he will not hearken to our voice; he is a glutton, and a drunkard. 2! And 
all the men of his city shall stone him with stones, that he die; and thou shalt put away 


the evil from the midst of thee; and all Israel shall hear, and be afraid. 22 And if a man 
have committed a sin for which there is a punishment of death, and he be to be put to 


death, and thou hang him on a tree: 23 Then shall his body not remain all night on the 
tree, but thou shalt surely bury him on that day; [for he that is hanged is a dishonor 
of God;] and thou shalt not defile thy land, which the Lord thy God giveth thee for an 
inheritance. 


22 
1 Thou shalt not see thy brother's ox or his lamb go astray, and withdraw thyself from 
them: thou shalt surely bring them back again unto thy brother. 2 But if thy brother 
be not nigh unto thee, or thou know him not: then shalt thou take it unto thy own 
house, and it shall remain with thee until thy brother inquire after it, and then shalt 


thou restore it to him. 3 In like manner shalt thou do with his ass; and in like manner 
shalt thou do with his raiment; and in like manner shalt thou do with every lost thing 


of thy brother's, which may have been lost to him, and which thou hast found; thou art 
not at liberty to withdraw thyself. 4Thou shalt not see thy brother's ass or his ox fallen 
down by the way, and withdraw thyself from them: thou shalt surely help him to lift 
them up again. > A woman shall not have upon her the apparel of a man, and a man 
shall not put on a woman's garment; for an abomination unto the Lord thy God are all 
who do this. °If a bird's nest chance to be before thee in the way, on any tree, or on the 
ground, with young ones, or with eggs, and the mother be sitting upon the young, or 
upon the eggs: thou shalt not take the mother with the young; 7 But thou shalt surely 
let the mother go, and the young thou mayest take to thyself; in order that it may be 
well with thee, and that thou mayest live many days. 8 When thou buildest a new house, 
thou shalt make a battlement for thy roof; that thou bring not blood upon thy house, 
if any one were to fall from there. 9 Thou shalt not sow thy vineyard with divers seeds; 
that the ripe fruit of thy seed which thou hast sown, and the fruit of the vineyard, be 
not defiled. 1° Thou shalt not plough with an ox and an ass together. 11 Thou shalt not 
wear a garment of divers sorts, of woolen and linen together. 12 Thou shalt make thyself 
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fringes upon the four corners of thy vesture, wherewith thou coverest thyself. 13 If any 
man take a wife, and go in unto her, and hate her, ‘4 And he lay an accusation against 
her, and spread abroad an evil name upon her, and say, This woman I took [for wife], and 
when I came near to her, I found no tokens of virginity in her: 15 Then shall the father 
of the damsel, and her mother, take and bring forth the tokens of the damsel's virginity 
unto the elders of the city, to the gate. 1° And the father of the damsel shall say unto the 
elders, My daughter I gave unto this man for wife; but he hath conceived hatred toward 
her; 17 And, lo, he hath laid an accusation [against her], saying, I have found no tokens 
of virginity in thy daughter; and yet these are the tokens of my daughter's virginity; 
and they shall spread the cloth before the elders of the city. 18 And the elders of that 
city shall take that man and chastise him; !9 And they shall amerce him in a hundred 
shekels of silver, and give them unto the father of the damsel; because he hath spread 
abroad an evil name upon a virgin of Israel; and she shall remain his wife; he shall not 
be at liberty to put her away all his days. 2° But if this thing was true, there have not 
been found tokens of virginity in the damsel: 2! Then shall they lead out the damsel to 
the door of her father's house, and the men of her city shall stone her with stones that 
she die; because she hath wrought a disgraceful deed in Israel, to commit incest in her 
father's house; and thou shalt put away the evil from the midst of thee. 22 If a man be 
found lying with a woman married to a husband: then shall both of them die, the man 
that lieth with the woman, and the woman; and thou shalt put away the evil from Israel. 
23 If a damsel that is a virgin be betrothed unto a man, and a man find her in the city, and 
lie with her: 24 Then shall ye lead them both out unto the gate of that city, and ye shall 
stone them with stones that they die; the damsel, because she cried not [for aid] in the 
city; and the man, because he hath done violence to his neighbor's wife; and thou shalt 
put away the evil from the midst of thee. 25 But if in the field the man should find the 
betrothed damsel, and the man take hold of her by force, and lie with her: then shall the 
man that lay with her die alone; 2 But unto the damsel shalt thou not do any thing; there 
is in the damsel no sin worthy of death; for as when a man riseth against his neighbor, 
and striketh him dead. even so is this matter; 27 For in the field did he find her; had the 
betrothed damsel even cried, there would have been none to aid her. 28 If a man find 
a damsel that is a virgin, who is not betrothed, and lay fast hold on her, and lie with 
her, and they be found: 2? Then shall the man who lieth with her give unto the father of 
the damsel fifty shekels of silver; and she shall become his wife, because he hath done 
violence to her, he shall not be at liberty to put her away all his days. 3° (23:1) A man 
shall not take his lather's wife, and he shall not uncover his father's skirt. 


23 


1 (23:2) He that is wounded in the testicles, or hath his privy member cut, shall not 
enter into the congregation of the Lord. 2 (23:3) One born from prohibited connections 
shall not enter into the congregation of the Lord; even the tenth generation of him shall 
not enter into the congregation of the Lord. 3 (23:4) An 'Ammonite and a Moabite shall 
not enter into the congregation of the Lord; even the tenth generation of him shall not 
enter into the congregation of the Lord, for ever; 4 (23:5) For the reason, that they met 
you not with bread and with water on the way, when ye came forth out of Egypt; and 
because he hired against thee Bil'am the son of Beor of Pethor in Mesopotamia, to curse 
thee; 5 (23:6) But the Lord thy God would not hearken unto Bil'am; and the Lord thy God 
changed unto thee the curse into a blessing, because the Lord thy God loved thee. § (23:7) 
Thou shalt not seek their peace and their welfare all thy days, for ever. 7 (23:8) Thou shalt 
not abhor an Edomite; for he is thy brother; thou shalt not abhor an Egyptian; because 
thou wast a stranger in his land. 8 (23:9) The children that are born unto them in the 
third generation, may enter of them into the congregation of the Lord. 9 (23:10) When 
thou goest forth into camp against thy enemies, then keep thyself from every evil thing. 


XRN 


191 


Deuteronomy 23:10 187 Deuteronomy 24:11 


10 (23:11) If there be among thee any man, that is not clean by reason of an occurrence by 
night; then shall he go abroad to without the camp, he shall not come within the camp; 
11 (23:12) But it shall be, that toward evening he shall bathe himself in water; and when 
the sun goeth down, he may come into the midst of the camp. 12 (23:13) Anda place shalt 
thou have without the camp, whither thou shalt go forth abroad: 13 (23:14) And a spade 
shalt thou have with thy weapons: and it shall be, when thou sittest abroad, that thou 
shalt dig therewith, and shalt afterward cover that which cometh from thee; 14 (23:15) 
For the Lord thy God walketh in the midst of thy camp, to deliver thee and to give up thy 
enemies before thee; therefore shall thy camp be holy; that he see no unseemly thing 
in thee, and turn away from thee. 15 (23:16) Thou shalt not deliver unto his master the 
servant who may escape unto thee from his master; 1 (23:17) With thee shall he dwell, 
in the midst of thee, in the place which he may choose in any one of thy gates, where it 
seemeth best to him: thou shalt not oppress him. 17 (23:18) There shall not bea prostitute 
of the daughters of Israel, and there shall not be a sodomite of the sons of Israel. 18 (23:19) 
Thou shalt not bring the hire of a harlot, or the price of a dog, into the house of the Lord 
thy God for any vow; for both of these are equally an abomination unto the Lord thy 
God. 19 (23:20) Thou shalt not take interest from thy brother, interest of money, interest 
of victuals, interest of any thing that is lent upon interest: 2° (23:21) From an alien thou 
mayest take interest; but from thy brother thou shalt not take interest; in order that the 
Lord thy God may bless thee in all the acquisition of thy hand, in the land whither thou 
goest to possess it. 21 (23:22) When thou makest a vow unto the Lord thy God, thou shalt 
not delay to pay it; for the Lord thy God will surely require it of thee; and it would be sin 
in thee. 22 (23:23) But if thou forbear to vow, it shall be no sin in thee. 23 (23:24) What 
is gone out of thy lips shalt thou keep and perform, as thou hast vowed unto the Lord 
thy God voluntarily, as thou hast spoken with thy mouth. 24 (23:25) When thou comest 
into thy neighbor's vineyard, thou mayest eat grapes at thy own pleasure, till thou have 
enough; but into thy vessel shalt thou not put any. 25 (23:26) When thou comest into the 
standing corn of thy neighbor, thou mayest pluck ears with thy hand; but a sickle shall 
thou not move over thy neighbor's standing corn. 


1 When a man hath taken a wife, and married her, and it come to pass, that if she find 
no favor in his eyes, because he hath found some scandalous thing in her, he may write 
her a bill of divorcement, and give it in her hand, and send her away out of his house; 
2 And she shall depart out of his house; and if she go and become another man's wife; 
3 And the latter husband hate her, and write her a bill of divorcement, and give it in 
her hand, and send her away out of his house; or if the latter husband, who took her as 
his wife, should die: 4 Then shall her former husband, who had sent her away, not be at 
liberty to take her again to be his wife, after she hath been defiled; for it is abomination 
before the Lord; and thou shalt not bring sin upon the land, which the Lord thy God 
giveth thee for an inheritance. 5 When a man hath taken a new wife, he shall not go 
out to war, neither shall he be charged with any public business: he shall be free for his 
house one year, and shall cheer up his wife whom he hath taken. © No man shall take 
to pledge the nether or the upper millstone; for he taketh a man's life to pledge. 7 If a 
man be found stealing any one of his brethren of the children of Israel, and he treateth 
him as a slave, and selleth him: then shall that thief die; and thou shalt put the evil away 
from the midst of thee. 8 Take heed of the plague of leprosy, to observe diligently, and to 
do according to all that the priests, the Levites, may instruct you; as I have commanded 
them, so shall ye observe to do. ? Remember what the Lord thy God did unto Miriam on 
the journey, at your coming forth out of Egypt. 1° When thou dost lend thy brother any 
thing as a loan, thou shalt not go into his house to take his pledge. 11 In the street shalt 
thou stand, and the man to whom thou dost lend shall bring out unto thee the pledge 
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into the street. 12 And if he be a poor man, thou shalt not lie down with his pledge: 
13 Thou shalt punctually deliver him the pledge again when the sun goeth down, that he 
may lie under his own cover, and bless thee; and unto thee shall it be as righteousness 
before the Lord thy God. Thou shalt not withhold the wages of a hired man, of the 
poor and needy, [whether he be] of thy brethren, or of the strangers that are in thy land 
within thy gates. 15 On the same day shalt thou give him his wages, that the sun may 
not go down upon it; for he is poor, and his soul longeth for it; so that he may not cry 
against thee unto the Lord, and it be sin in thee. 1° Fathers shall not be put to death for 
the children, neither shall children be put to death for the fathers: for his own sin shall 
every man be put to death. 1” Thou shalt not pervert the cause of the stranger, or of the 
fatherless; and thou shalt not take in pledge the raiment of a widow; 18 But thou shalt 
remember that thou waste a bond-man in Egypt, and that the Lord thy God redeemed 
thee thence; therefore do I command thee to do this thing. 19 When thou cuttest down 
thy harvest in thy field, and forgettest a sheaf in the field, thou shalt not go back to 
fetch it; for the stranger, for the fatherless, and for the widow shall it be; in order that 
the Lord thy God may bless thee in all the work of thy hands. 2° When thou beatest thy 
olive-tree, thou shalt not go over the boughs again; for the stranger, for the fatherless, 
and for the widow shall it be. 21 When thou gatherest the grapes of thy vineyard, thou 
shalt not glean the small fruit afterward; for the stranger, for the fatherless, and for the 


widow shall it be. 22 And thou shalt remember that thou wast a bond-man in the land of 
Egypt; therefore do I command thee to do this thing: 


1 If there be a controversy between men, and they come nigh unto a court of justice, 
and they judge them; and they justify the righteous, and condemn the wicked: 2 Then 
shall it be, if the guilty man deserve to be beaten, that the judge shall cause him to lie 
down, and to be beaten before his face, according to the degree of his fault, by a [certain] 
number. 3 Forty stripes may he give him, not more; so that he shall not exceed to have 
him beaten above these with too many stripes, and thy brother be thus rendered vile 
before thy eyes. 4Thou shalt not muzzle the ox when he thresheth out the corn. 5 If 
brothers dwell together, and one of them die, and have no child: then shall the wife of 
the dead not be married abroad, unto a stranger; her husband's brother shall go in unto 
her, and take her to himself for wife, and perform the duty of a husband's brother unto 
her. © And it shall be, that the first-born whom she may bear shall succeed in the name 


of his brother who is dead; so that his name be not blotted out of Israel. 7 And if the man 
have no desire to take his sister-in-law: then shall his sister-in-law go up to the gate unto 


the elders, and say, My husband's brother refuseth to raise up unto his brother a name in 
Israel, he will not perform on me the duty of a husband's brother. ® Then shall the elders 
of his city call him, and speak unto him; and if he persist, and say, I have no desire to 
take her: 9Then shall his sister-in-law come nigh unto him in the presence of the elders, 
and pull his shoe from off his foot, and spit out before him, and shall commence and say, 
Thus shall be done unto that man that will not build up his brother's house. 1° And his 
name shall be called in Israel, The house of the barefooted. !1 When men strive together 


one with the other, and the wife of the one draweth near to deliver her husband out of 
the hand of him that smiteth him, and putteth forth her hand, and taketh him by the 


secrets: 12 Then shalt thou cut off her hand, thy eye shall not have pity. 13 Thou shalt 
not have in thy bag divers weights, a great and a small. 14 Thou shalt not have in thy 
house divers measures, a great and a small. 15 A perfect and just weight shalt thou have, 
a perfect and just measure shalt thou have; in order that thy days may be prolonged in 
the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee; 1° For an abomination of the Lord thy God 
is every one that doth such things, every one that acteth unrighteously. 17 Remember 
what 'Amalek did unto thee, by the way, at your coming forth out of Egypt; 18 How he 
met thee by the way, and smote the hindmost of thee, all that were feeble behind thee, 
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when thou was faint and weary; and he feared not God. 19 And it shall come to pass, 
when the Lord thy God giveth thee rest from all thy enemies round about, in the land 
which the Lord thy God giveth thee for an inheritance to possess it, that thou shalt blot 
out the remembrance of 'Amalek from under the heavens: thou shalt not forget. 


26 
1 And it shall come to pass, when thou art come in unto the land which the Lord thy 
God giveth thee for an inheritance, and thou hast taken possession of it, and dwellest 


therein: 2 That thou shalt take of the first of all the fruit of the soil, which thou shalt 
bring in from thy land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, and shalt put it in a basket; 


and thou shalt go unto the place which the Lord thy God will choose to let his name 
dwell there. 3 And thou shalt come unto the priest that may be in those days, and thou 
shalt say unto him, I give thanks this day unto the Lord thy God, that Iam come into the 
land which the Lord swore unto our fathers to give to us. 4 And the priest shall take the 
basket out of thy hand, and set it down before the altar of the Lord thy God. ° And thou 
shalt commence and say before the Lord thy God, A Syrian, wandering about, was my 
father, and he went down into Egypt, and sojourned there with a family few in number, 
and he became there a nation, great, mighty, and numerous. © And the Egyptians treated 
us ill, and afflicted us, and laid upon us hard labor; 7 And then we cried unto the Eternal, 


the God of our fathers; and the Lord heard our voice, and looked on our affliction, and 
our trouble, and our oppression; § And the Lord brought us forth out of Egypt with a 


mighty hand, and with an outstretched arm, and with great terror, and with signs, and 
with wonders; ? And he brought us unto this place, and gave unto us this land, a land 
flowing with milk and honey. 1° And now, behold, I have brought the first of the fruits 
of the soil, which thou hast given me, O Lord; and thou shalt set it down before the Lord 
thy God, and prostrate thyself before the Lord thy God; !! And thou shalt rejoice with 
every good thing which the Lord thy God hath given unto thee, and unto thy house, 
thou, with the Levite, and the stranger that is in the midst of thee. }2 When thou hast 
made an end of giving away all the tithe of thy produce in the third year, the year of 
the tithing, and hast given it unto the Levite, to the stranger, to the fatherless, and to 
the widow, and they have eaten it within thy gates, and are satisfied: !3 Then shalt thou 
say before the Lord thy God, I have removed away the hallowed things out of the house, 
and I have also given them unto the Levite, and unto the stranger, to the fatherless, 
and to the widow, according to all thy commandment which thou hast commanded me; 
I have not deviated from thy commandments, and I have not forgotten; !41 have not 
eaten thereof in my mourning, neither have I removed away aught thereof in an unclean 
state, nor have I given aught thereof for the dead: I have hearkened to the voice of the 
Lord my God, I have done all, just as thou hast commanded me. !5 Look down from the 
habitation of thy holiness, from the heavens, and bless thy people Israel, and the soil 
which thou hast given unto us, as thou hast sworn unto our fathers, a land flowing with 
milk and honey. 16 This day the Lord thy God commandeth thee to do these statutes 
and ordinances; and thou shalt keep and do them with all thy heart, and with all thy 
soul. 1” Thou hast this day acknowledged the Lord, that he is thy God, and that thou wilt 
walk in his ways, and keep his statutes, and his commandments, and his ordinances, and 
hearken unto his voice; 18 And the Lord hath acknowledged thee this day, that thou art 
unto him a peculiar people, as he hath spoken unto thee, and that thou shouldst keep 
all his commandments; 19 So that he may set thee highest above all nations that he hath 
made, in praise, and in name, and in honor; and that thou mayest be a holy people unto 
the Lord thy God, as he hath spoken. 


1 And Moses with the elders of Israel commanded the people, saying, Keep the whole 
commandment which I command you this day. ? And it shall be on the day when ye pass 
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over the Jordan unto the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, that thou shalt set 
up for thyself great stones, and cover them with plaster; 3 And thou shalt write upon 
them all the words of this law, so soon as thou art passed over; in order that thou mayest 
go in unto the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee, a land flowing with milk and 
honey; as the Lord, the God of thy fathers, hath spoken unto thee. 4 And it shall be so 
soon as ye are gone over the Jordan, that ye shall set up these stones, which I command 
you this day, on mount 'Ebal; and thou shalt cover them with plaster. 5 And thou shalt 
build there an altar unto the Lord thy God, an altar of stones: thou shalt not lift up any 
iron tool upon them. © Of whole stones shalt thou build the altar of the Lord thy God; and 
thou shalt offer thereupon burnt-offerings unto the Lord thy God; 7 And thou shalt slay 
peace-offerings, and eat [them] there; and thou shalt rejoice before the Lord thy God. 
8 And thou shalt write upon the statues all the words of this law, very plainly. 9 And Moses 
with the priests, the Levites, spoke unto all Israel, saying, Be attentive, and hearken, O 
Israel! this day art thou become a people unto the Lord thy God. !°Thou shalt therefore 
hearken to the voice of the Lord thy God, and do his commandments and his statutes, 
which I command thee this day. 1! And Moses commanded the people on the same day, 
saying, 12 These shall stand upon mount Gerizzim to bless the people, when ye are come 
over the Jordan: Simeon, and Levi, and Judah, and Issachar, and Joseph, and Benjamin. 
13 And these shall stand for the sake of the curse upon mount 'Ebal: Reuben, Gad, and 
Asher, and Zebulun, Dan, and Naphtali. 14 And the Levites shall commence, and say unto 
all the men of Israel with a loud voice, 15 Cursed be the man who maketh a graven or 
molten image, the abomination of the Lord, the work of the hands of the craftsman, and 
putteth it in a secret place; and all the people shall answer, and say, Amen. 1 Cursed 
be he that holdeth in light esteem his father or his mother; and all the people shall say, 
Amen. !7 Cursed be he that removeth the landmark of his neighbor; and all the people 
shall say, Amen. 18 Cursed be he that causeth the blind to wander out of the way; and all 
the people shall say, Amen. 19 Cursed be he that perverteth the cause of the stranger, of 
the fatherless, and of the widow; and all the people shall say, Amen. 2° Cursed be he that 
lieth with his father's wife; because he uncovereth his father's skirt; and all the people 
shall say, Amen. 2! Cursed be he that lieth with any manner of beast; and all the people 
shall say, Amen. 22 Cursed be he that lieth with his sister, the daughter of his father, or 
the daughter of his mother; and all the people shall say, Amen. 23 Cursed be he that lieth 
with his mother-in-law; and all the people shall say, Amen. 24 Cursed be he that smiteth 
his neighbor secretly; and all the people shall say, Amen. 2° Cursed be he that taketh a 
bribe to slay a person, an innocent blood; and all the people shall say, Amen. 26 Cursed 


be he that executeth not the words of this law to do them; and all the people shall say, 
Amen. 


28 


1 And it shall come to pass, if thou wilt hearken diligently unto the voice of the Lord 
thy God, to observe to do all his commandments which I command thee this day, that the 
Lord thy God will set thee highest above all nations of the earth. 2 And all these blessings 
shall come upon thee, and overtake thee; because thou wilt hearken unto the voice of 
the Lord thy God. 3 Blessed shalt thou be in the city, and blessed shalt thou be in the 
field. 4Blessed shall be the fruit of thy body, and the fruit of thy ground, and the fruit of 
thy cattle, the increase of thy cattle, and the young of thy flocks. > Blessed shall be thy 
basket and thy kneading-through. © Blessed shalt thou be at thy coming in, and blessed 
shalt thou be at thy going out. 7 The Lord will cause thy enemies that rise up against thee 
to be smitten before thy face: on one way shall they come out against thee, and on seven 
ways shall they flee before thee. ® The Lord will command upon thee the blessing in thy 
storehouse, and in all the acquisitions of thy hand; and he trill bless thee in the land 
which the Lord thy God giveth thee. 9 The Lord will raise thee up unto himself as a holy 
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people, as he hath sworn unto thee; if thou wilt keep the commandments of the Lord thy 
God, and walk in his ways. 1° And all the nations of the earth shall see, that thou art called 
by the name of the Lord; and they shall be afraid of thee. 11 And the Lord will make thee 
pre-eminent for good, in the fruit of thy body, and in the fruit of thy cattle, and in the 
fruit of thy ground, in the land which the Lord swore unto thy fathers to give unto thee. 
12 The Lord will open unto thee his good treasure, the heaven, to give the rain of thy 
land in its season, and to bless all the work of thy hand; and thou shalt lend unto many 


nations, but thou shalt not borrow. 13 And the Lord will constitute thee the head, and not 
the tail; and thou shalt only be uppermost, and thou shalt not be beneath; if thou wilt 


hearken unto the commandments of the Lord thy God, which I command thee this day 
to observe and to do; 4 And thou wilt not go aside from all the words which I command 
thee this day, to the right, or to the left, to go after strange gods, to serve them. 15 But it 
shall come to pass, if thou wilt not hearken unto the voice of the Lord thy God, to observe 
to do all his commandments and his statutes which I command thee this day: that all 
these curses shall come upon thee, and overtake thee. !©Cursed shalt thou be in the city, 
and cursed shalt thou be in the field. 1” Cursed shall be thy basket and thy kneading- 
trough. !8 Cursed shall be the fruit of thy body, and the fruit of thy land, the increase 
of thy cattle, and the young of the flocks. 19 Cursed shalt thou be at thy coming in, and 
cursed shalt thou be at thy going out. 2° The Lord will send out against thee misfortune, 
confusion, and failure, in all the occupation of thy hand which thou mayest engage in; 
until thou be destroyed, and until thou perish quickly; because of the wickedness of thy 
doings, that thou hast forsaken me. #1 The Lord will cause the pestilence to cleave unto 
thee, until it have consumed thee from off the land, whither thou goest to possess it. 
22 The Lord will smite thee with consumption, and with fever, and with inflammation, 
and with extreme burning, and with drought, and with blasting, and with mildew; and 
they shall pursue thee until thou be lost. 23 And thy heavens that are over thy head shall 
be copper, and the earth that is under thee shall be iron. 24The Lord will give as the rain 
of thy land powder and dust: from heaven shall it come down upon thee, until thou be 
destroyed. 25 The Lord will cause thee to be smitten before thy enemies: on one way shalt 
thou go out against them, and on seven ways shalt thou flee before them; and thou shalt 
become a horror unto all the kingdoms of the earth. 2° And thy carcass shall become 


food unto all the fowls of the heavens, and unto the beasts of the earth, but with no one 
to scare them away. 27 The Lord will smite thee with the inflammatory disease of Egypt, 
and with the hemorrhoids, and with the scab, and with the itch, whereof thou shalt not 
be able to be healed. 28 The Lord will sinite thee with madness, and with blindness, and 
with confusion of heart; 2° And thou shalt grope about at noonday, as the blind gropeth 


about in the darkness, and thou shalt not prosper in thy ways; and thou shalt be only 
oppressed and robbed all the days, but with no one to help. 2° A wife wilt thou betroth, 


and another man shall lie with her; a house wilt thou build, and thou shalt not dwell 
therein; a vineyard wilt thou plant, and thou shalt not redeem it. 3! Thy ox shall be slain 


before thy eyes, and thou shalt not eat thereof; thy ass shall be violently taken away 
from before thy face, and shall not be brought back to thee; thy sheep shall be given 
unto thy enemies, without any one to help thee. 3 Thy sons and thy daughters shall be 
given unto another people, and thy eyes shall look on, and fail with longing for them 
all the day long; but without any power in thy hand. °° The fruit of thy soil, and all thy 
exertion, shall a nation which thou knowest not eat up; and thou shalt only be oppressed 
and crushed all the days. 34 And thou shalt become mad from the sight of thy eyes which 
thou wilt see. 35 The Lord will smite thee with a sore inflammation upon the knees, and 
upon the legs, of which thou shalt not be able to be healed, from the sole of thy foot unto 
the top of thy head. °° The Lord will drive thee, and thy king whom thou wilt set over 
thee, unto a nation which neither thou nor thy fathers have known; and thou wilt serve 
there strange gods, of wood and stone. 37 And thou shalt become an astonishment, a 
proverb, and a by-word, among all the nations whither the Lord will lead thee. 38 Much 
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seed wilt thou carry out into the field, yet but little shalt thou gather in; for the locust 
shall consume it. 39 Vineyards wilt thou plant and dress; but wine shalt thou not drink 
nor lay up; for the worms shall eat them. 4° Olive-trees wilt thou have throughout all thy 
borders; but with the oil shalt thou not anoint thyself; for thy olive shall cast the fruit. 
41 Sons and daughters wilt thou beget; but they shall not remain thine: for they shall go 
into captivity. 42 All thy trees and the fruit of thy land shall the cricket strip bare. 43 The 
stranger that is in the midst of thee shall get up above thee higher and higher; but thou 


shalt come down lower and lower; 44 He shall lend to thee, and thou shalt not lend to 
him; he shall become the head, and thou shalt become the tail. 45 And there shall come 
upon thee all these curses, and they shall pursue thee, and overtake thee, till thou be 


destroyed; because thou didst not hearken unto the voice of the Lord thy God, to keep 
his commandments and his statutes which he hath commanded thee; 4° And they shall 
remain on thee for a sign and for a token, and on thy seed, for ever. 4” For the reason 
that thou didst not serve the Lord thy God with joyfulness, and with gladness of heart, 
while there was an abundance of all things; 48 Therefore shalt thou serve thy enemies 
whom the Lord will send out against thee, in hunger, and in thirst, and in nakedness, and 
in want of every thing; and they will put a yoke of iron upon thy neck, until they have 
destroyed thee. 4? The Lord will bring up against thee a nation from afar, from the end of 
the earth, as the eagle rusheth down; a nation whose tongue thou wilt not understand; 
50 A nation of a fierce countenance, that will not have respect for the old, nor show favor 
to the young; >! And it will eat the fruit of thy cattle, and the fruit of thy soil, until thou be 
destroyed; so that it will not leave unto thee corn, wine, or oil, the increase of thy cattle, 
or the young of thy flocks, until it have ruined thee. 5? And it will besiege thee in all thy 
gates, until thy high and strong walls come down, wherein thou trustest, throughout 
all thy land; and it will besiege thee in all thy gates throughout all thy land, which the 
Lord thy God hath given thee. °3 And thou shalt eat the fruit of thy own body, the flesh 
of thy sons and of thy daughters, whom the Lord thy God hath given thee, in the siege, 
and in the straitness, wherewith thy enemy will distress thee. 54 The man that is the 
most tender among thee, and who is very delicate,—his eye shall look enviously toward 


his brother, and toward the wife of his bosom, and toward the remnant of his children 
whom he may spare; *° So as not to give to any of them of the flesh of his children which 


he may eat; because there is nothing left unto him, in the siege, and in the straitness, 
wherewith thy enemy will distress thee in all thy gates. °° The woman, the most tender 
among thee, and the most delicate, who hath never adventured to set the sole of her foot 
upon the ground for delicateness and tenderness,—her eye shall look enviously toward 
the husband of her bosom, and toward her son, and toward her daughter, °” And toward 
her young one that is come from between her feet, and toward her children which she 
hath born; for she shall eat them for want of every thing secretly, in the siege and in 
the straitness, wherewith thy enemy will distress thee in thy gates. 8 If thou wilt not 
observe to do all the words of this law which are written in this book; to fear this glorious 
and fearful name, the Lord thy God: 5° Then will the Lord render peculiar thy plagues, 
and the plagues of thy seed, plagues great, and of long continuance, and sicknesses sore, 
and of long continuance. © And he will bring back upon thee all the diseases of Egypt, 
of which thou wast afraid; and they shall cleave unto thee. °! Also every sickness, and 
every plague which is not written in the book of this law, will the Lord bring upon thee, 
until thou be destroyed. © And ye shall be left but few in number, instead of that ye 


once were as the stars of heaven for multitude; because thou didst not hearken unto the 
voice of the Lord thy God. © And it shall come to pass, that, as the Lord rejoiced over 


you to do you good, and to multiply you, so will the Lord rejoice over you to bring you to 
nought, and to destroy you; and ye shall be plucked from off the land whither thou goest 
to possess it. © And the Lord will scatter thee among all the nations, from one end of 
the earth even unto the other end of the earth; and there wilt thou serve strange gods, 
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which neither thou nor thy fathers have known, even wood and stone. °° And among 
these nations shalt thou find no ease, and there shall not be any rest for the sole of thy 
foot: and the Lord will give thee there a trembling heart, and a failing of eyes, and a 
faintness of soul. 6 And thy life shall hang in doubt before thee; and thou shalt be in 
dread day and night, and thou shalt have no confidence of thy life; ©” In the morning 
thou wilt say, Who would but grant that it were only evening! and at evening thou wilt 
say, Who would but grant that it were only morning! from the dread of thy heart which 
thou wilt experience, and from the sight of thy eyes which thou wilt see. 68 And the Lord 
will bring thee back to Egypt in ships, by the way whereof I have spoken unto thee, Thou 
shalt no more see it again: and there will ye offer yourselves for sale unto your enemies 
for bond-men and bond-women, without any one to buy you. 


1 (28:69) These are the words of the covenant, which the Lord commanded Moses to 
make with the children of Israel in the land of Moab, besides the covenant which he 
had made with them in Horeb. 2 (29:1) And Moses called unto all Israel, and said unto 
them, Ye yourselves have seen all that the Lord hath done before your eyes in the land 
of Egypt unto Pharaoh, and unto all his servants, and unto all his land; 3 (29:2) The great 
proofs which thy eyes have seen, those great signs, and miracles: 4 (29:3) Yet the Lord 
gave you not a heart to perceive, and eyes to see, and ears to hear, until this day. 5 (29:4) 
And I have led you forty years in the wilderness; your clothes did not fall worn out from 
off you, and thy shoe did not fall worn out from off thy foot. ¢ (29:5) Bread have ye not 
eaten, and wine or strong drink have ye not drunk; in order that ye might understand 
that I am the Lord your God. 7 (29:6) And when ye came unto this place, Sichon the king 
of Cheshbon, and 'Og the king of Bashan went out against us unto battle, and we smote 
them: 8 (29:7) And we took their land, and gave it for an inheritance unto the Reubenites, 
and to the Gadites, and to the half tribe of the Menassites. ° (29:8) Keep ye therefore the 
words of this covenant, and do them, that ye may prosper in all that ye do. 1° (29:9) 
Ye are standing this day, all of you, before the Lord your God; your heads of your tribes, 
your elders, and your officers, all the men of Israel, 11 (29:10) Your little ones, your wives, 
and thy stranger that is in the midst of thy camp, from the hewer of thy wood unto the 
drawer of thy water: 12 (29:11) That thou shouldst enter into the covenant of the Lord 
thy God, and into his oath of denunciation, which the Lord thy God maketh with thee 
this day. 13 (29:12) In order to raise thee up today unto himself for a people, and that he 
may be unto thee a God, as he hath spoken unto thee, and as he hath sworn unto thy 
fathers, to Abraham, to Isaac, and to Jacob. 14 (29:13) And not with you alone do I make 
this covenant and this oath; 15 (29:14) But with him that is standing here with us this 
day before the Lord our God, and with him that is not here with us this day. 16 (29:15) 
(For ye know how we dwelt in the land of Egypt; and how we passed through the nations 
through which ye have passed; 17 (29:16) And ye saw their abominations, and their idols, 
of wood and stone, silver and gold, which they had with them:) 18 (29:17) So that there 
may not be among you a man, or a woman, or a family, or a tribe, whose heart turneth 
away this day from the Lord our God, to go to serve the gods of these nations; that there 
may not be among you a root that beareth abundantly poison and wormwood. !9 (29:18) 
And it might come to pass, when he heareth the words of this denunciation, that he 
would bless himself in his heart, saying, There will be peace unto me, though I walk in 
the stubbornness of my heart; in order that the indulgence of the passions may appease 
the thirst [for them]: 2° (29:19) The Lord will not pardon him; but then the anger of the 
Lord and his jealousy will smoke against that man, and there shall rest upon him all 
the curse that is written in this book; and the Lord will blot out his name from under 
the heavens. 21! (29:20) And the Lord will single him out unto evil out of all the tribes of 
Israel, according to all the denunciations of the covenant which is written in this book 
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of the law. 22 (29:21) And the latest generation, your children that will rise up after you, 
and the stranger that will come from a far land, will say, when they see the plagues of 
that land, and its sufferings with which the Lord hath smitten it; 23 (29:22) [That] the 
whole soil thereof is brimstone, and salt, and a burning waste, which is not sown, and 
beareth not, and in which no kind of grass springeth up, like the overthrow of Sodom, 
and Gomorrah, Admah, and Zeboyim, which the Lord overthrew in his anger, and in his 
wrath:— 24 (29:23) Even all the nations will say, Wherefore hath the Lord done thus unto 
this land? whence the heat of this great anger? 25 (29:24) Then shall men say, Because 
they had forsaken the covenant of the Lord, the God of their fathers, which he made with 
them when he brought them forth out of the land of Egypt; 2¢ (29:25) And they went and 
served other gods, and bowed down to them, gods which they knew not, and which he 
had not assigned unto them; 27 (29:26) And the anger of the Lord was kindled against 
this land, to bring upon it the entire curse that is written in this book; 28 (29:27) And the 
Lord plucked them out of their land in anger, and in wrath, and in great indignation, and 
he cast them into another land, as it is this day. 29 (29:28) The secret things belong unto 
the Lord our God; but those things which are publicly known belong unto us and to our 
children for ever, to do all the words of this law. 


30 


1 And it shall come to pass, when all these things are come upon thee, the blessing and 
the curse, which I have set before thee, and thou reflectest on them in thy heart among 
all the nations, whither the Lord thy God hath driven thee, 2 So that thou returnest unto 
the Lord thy God, and hearkenest unto his voice according to all that I command this 
day, thou and thy children, with all thy heart, and with all thy soul: 3 That then the Lord 
thy God will restore thy captivity, and have mercy upon thee; and he will again gather 
thee from all the nations, whither the Lord thy God hath scattered thee. 4If thy outcasts 
be at the outmost parts of heaven, from there will the Lord thy God gather thee, and 
from there will he fetch thee: > And the Lord thy God will bring thee into the land which 
thy fathers possessed, and thou shalt possess it; and he will do thee good, and multiply 
thee above thy fathers. © And the Lord thy God will circumcise thy heart, and the heart 
of thy seed, to love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, in order 
that thou mayest live. 7 And the Lord thy God will put all these denunciations upon 
thy enemies, and on those that hate thee, who have persecuted thee. § And thou wilt 


return and hearken unto the voice of the Lord, and thou wilt do all his commandments 
which I command thee this day. 9 And the Lord thy God will make thee pre-eminent in 


every work of thy hand, in the fruit of thy body, and in the fruit of thy cattle, and in 
the fruit of thy land, for good; for the Lord will again rejoice over thee for good, as he 
rejoiced over thy fathers; 1° If thou wilt hearken unto the voice of the Lord thy God, to 
keep his commandments and his statutes which are written in this book of the law; if 
thou wilt return unto the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul. 1! For 
this commandment which I command thee this day, is not hidden from thee, nor is it 
far off. 12 It is not in heaven; that thou shouldst say, Who will go up for us to heaven, 
and fetch it down unto us, and cause us to hear it, that we may do it? 13 Neither is it 
beyond the sea; that thou shouldst say, Who will go over the sea for us, and fetch it unto 
us, and cause us to hear it, that we may do it! 14 But the word is very nigh unto thee, in 
thy mouth, and in thy heart, that thou mayest do it. 15 See, I have set before thee this 
day life and the good, death and the evil; 1° In that I command thee this day to love the 
Lord thy God, to walk in his ways, and to keep his commandments and his statutes and 
his ordinances; that thou mayest live and multiply; and that the Lord thy God may bless 
thee in the land whither thou goest to possess it. 1” But if thy heart turn away, so that 
thou wilt not hearken, and thou sufferest thyself to be drawn away, and thou bowest 
down to other gods, and servest them: 181 announce unto you this day, that ye shall 
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surely perish; ye shall not remain many days upon the land, whither thou passest over 
the Jordan to go thither to possess it. 19I call heaven and earth as witnesses against you 
this day, that I have set before you life and death, the blessing and the curse; therefore 
choose thou life, in order that thou mayest live, both thou and thy seed; 2° To love the 
Lord thy God, to hearken to his voice, and to cleave unto him; for he is thy life, and the 
length of thy days; that thou mayest dwell in the land which the Lord swore unto thy 
fathers, to Abraham, to Isaac, and to Jacob, to give unto them. 


31 

1 And Moses went and spoke these words unto all Israel. 2 And he said unto them, I 
am a hundred and twenty years old this day; 1 am not able any more to go out and come 
in; for the Lord hath said unto me, Thou shalt not go over this Jordan. 3? The Lord thy 
God it is who goeth over before thee; he will destroy these nations from before thee, 
and thou shalt dispossess them: Joshua it is who goeth over before thee, as the Lord 
hath spoken. 4 And the Lord will do unto them as he hath done to Sichon and to 'Og, 
the kings of the Emorites, and unto their land, whom he hath destroyed. 5 And the Lord 
will give them up before you; and ye shall do unto them according unto the whole of the 
commandment which I have commanded you. © Be strong and of a good courage, be not 
afraid and be not dismayed on account of them; for the Lord thy God it is that goeth with 
thee; he will not let thee fail, nor forsake thee. 7 And Moses called unto Joshua, and said 
unto him before the eyes of all Israel, Be strong and of a good courage; for thou must 
go with this people unto the land which the Lord hath sworn unto their fathers to give 
unto them; and thou shalt divide it for them as a possession. 8 And the Lord it is that 
goeth before thee; he will be with thee, he will not let thee fail, nor will he forsake thee: 
fear not, nor be thou discouraged. ? And Moses wrote down this law, and delivered it 
unto the priests the sons of Levi, who bore the ark of the covenant of the Lord, and unto 
all the elders of Israel. 1° And Moses commanded them, saying, At the end of [every] 
seven years, at the fixed time of the year of release, on the feast of tabernacles, 11 When 
all Israel come to appear before the Lord thy God in the place which he will choose, 
shalt thou read this law in the presence of all Israel in their hearing. 12 Assemble the 
people together, the men, and the women, and the children, and thy stranger that is 
within thy gates; in order that they may hear, and in order that they may learn how 
they are to fear the Lord your God, and observe to do all the words of this law; 13 And 
that their children, who have not yet any knowledge, may hear, and learn to fear the 
Lord your God, all the days which ye live in the land whither ye go over the Jordan to 
possess it. 14 And the Lord said unto Moses, Behold, thy days approach that thou must 
die; call Joshua, and place yourselves in the tabernacle of the congregation, that I may 
give him a charge: and Moses and Joshua went, and placed themselves in the tabernacle 
of the congregation. 15 And the Lord appeared in the tabernacle in a pillar of cloud; and 
the pillar of cloud stood at the door of the tabernacle. 1° And the Lord said unto Moses, 
Behold, thou shalt sleep with thy fathers: and then will this people rise up, and go astray 
after the gods of the strangers of the land, whither they go to be in the midst of them, 
and they will forsake me, and break my covenant which I have made with them. 17 And 
my anger shall be kindled against them on that day, and I will forsake them, and I will 
hide my face from them, and they shall be given to be devoured, and many evils and 
troubles shall overtake them; and they will say on that day, Is it not, because my God is 
not in the midst of me, that these evils have overtaken me? 18 But I will assuredly hide 
my face on that day on account of all the evils which they have wrought, because they 
have turned unto other gods. 19 Now therefore write ye for yourselves this song, and 
teach it the children of Israel, put it in their mouth; in order that this song may become 
for me a witness against the children of Israel. 2° For when I shall have brought them 
into the land which I have sworn unto their fathers, that floweth with milk and honey; 
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and they shall have eaten and filled themselves, and grown fat: then will they turn unto 
other gods, and serve them, and provoke me, and break my covenant. 21 And it shall 
come to pass, when many evils and troubles have befallen them, that this song shall 
testify against them as a witness; for it shall not be forgotten out of the mouth of their 
seed; for I know their inclination which they have shown, even this day, before I have 
brought them into the land which I have sworn. 22 And Moses wrote down this song on 
the same day, and taught it the children of Israel. 23 And he gave a charge unto Joshua the 
son of Nun, and said, Be strong and of a good courage; for thou shalt bring the children 
of Israel into the land which I have sworn unto them; and I will be with thee. 24 And it 
came to pass, when Moses had made an end of writing the words of this law in a book, 


until they were finished, 25 That Moses commanded the Levites, the bearers of the ark 
of the covenant of the Lord, saying, 2° Take this book of the law, and put it at the side 
of the ark of the covenant of the Lord your God, that it may remain there against thee 
for a witness. 27 For I know thy rebellion, and thy stiff neck: behold, while I am yet alive 
with you this day, have ye been rebellious against the Lord, and how much more after 
my death? 28 Assemble unto me all the elders of your tribes, and your officers; and I will 
speak in their ears these words, and I will call as witnesses against them the heavens and 
the earth. 29 For I know that after my death ye will to a surety become corrupt, and turn 
aside from the way which I have commanded you; and that the evil will befall you in the 
latter days, when ye do the evil in the eyes of the Lord, to incense him through the work 
of your hands. 3° And Moses spoke in the ears of all the congregation of Israel the words 
of this song, until they were ended. 


32 


1 Give ear, O ye heavens, and I will speak; and let the earth hear the words of my 
mouth. 2 My doctrine shall drop as the rain, my speech shall distil as the dew, as heavy 
rains upon the grass, and as showers upon herbs. 3 When I call on the name of the Lord, 
ascribe ye greatness unto our God. 4 He is the Rock, his work is perfect; for all his ways 
are just: the God of truth and without iniquity, just and upright is he. 5 The corruption 
is not his, it is the defect of his children, of the perverse and crooked generation. © Will 
ye thus requite the Lord, O people, worthless and unwise? is he not thy father who hath 
bought thee? is it not he who hath made thee, and established thee? 7 Remember the 
days of old, consider the years of former generations; ask thy father, and he will tell thee; 
thy elders, and they will say it unto thee: § When the Most High divided to the nations 
their inheritance, when he separated the sons of man: he set the bounds of the tribes 
according to the number of the sons of Israel. ° For the portion of the Lord is his people; 
Jacob is the lot of his inheritance. 1° He found him in a desert land, and in the waste of 
the howling of the wilderness; he encircled him, he watched him, he guarded him as the 
apple of his eye. 1! As an eagle stirreth up his nest, fluttereth over his young, spreadeth 
abroad his wings, seizeth them, beareth them aloft on his pinions: 12 So did the Lord 
alone lead him, and there was not with him a stranger god. !3 He caused him to stride on 
the high places of the earth, and he ate the products of the fields; and he made him to 
suck honey out of the rock, and oil out of the flinty stone; !4 Cream of cows, and milk of 
sheep, with fat of lambs, and rams of the breed of Bashan, and goats, with the fat of the 
kidneys of wheat; and of the blood of the grape thou drunkest unmixed wine. 15 Thus 
did Yeshurun grow fat, and he kicked; [thou art grown fat, thick, fleshy;] and then he 
forsook the God who made him, and lightly esteemed the Rock of his salvation. 1° They 
incensed him with strange gods, with abominations they provoked him to anger. 17 They 
sacrificed unto evil spirits, things that are not god, gods that they know not, new ones 
lately come up, which your fathers dreaded not. 18 Of the Rock that begat thee thou 
wast unmindful, and forgottest the God that had brought thee forth. 19 And the Lord 
saw this, and he was angry; because of the provoking of his sons and of his daughters. 
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20 And he said, I will hide my face from them, I will see what their end will be; for a 
perverse generation are they, children in whom there is no faith. 2! They have moved 
me to wrath with things that are not god; they have provoked me to anger with their 
vanities; and I too will move them to jealousy with those which are not a people; I will 
provoke them to anger with a worthless nation. 2? For a fire is kindled in my anger, and 
it burneth unto the lowest deep; and it consumeth the earth with her products, and it 
setteth on fire the foundations of the mountains. 231 will heap upon them miseries; all 
my arrows will I spend upon them. #4 They shall be wasted with hunger, and devoured 
with burning heat, and with bitter deadly disease; also the tooth of beasts will I let loose 
against them, with the poison of serpents that crawl in the dust. 25 Without shall the 
sword destroy, and terror within the chambers, both the young man and the virgin, the 
suckling with the man of gray hairs. 2°1 said, I would drive them into one corner, I 
would cause their remembrance to cease from among men: 27 Were it not that I feared 
the wrath of the enemy, lest their oppressors should mistake the truth, lest they should 
say, Our hand is high, and the Lord hath not wrought all this. 28 For a nation void of 
counsel are they, and there is no understanding in them. 29 If they were but wise, they 
would understand this, they would consider their latter end! 3° How should one chase 
a thousand, and two put ten thousand to flight, unless their Rock had sold them, and 
the Lord had delivered them up? 2! For not as our Rock is their rock, even our enemies 
themselves being judges. 32 For from the vine of Sodom is their vine, and from the fields 
of Gomorrah; their grapes are grapes of gall, they bear bitter clusters. 33 The poison of 
serpents is their wine, and the deadly venom of asps. 34 Behold! this is laid up in store 
with me, it is sealed up among my treasures! 35 Mine are vengeance and recompense, 
at the time that their foot shall slip; for nigh draweth the day of their calamity, and the 
future speedeth along for them. 3¢ For the Lord will espouse the cause of his people, and 
bethink himself concerning his servants: when he seeth that their power is gone, and 
the guarded and fortified axe no more. 37 Then will he say, Where are their gods, the rock 
in whom they trusted, 38 They that ate the fat of their sacrifices, and drank the wine of 
their drink-offerings? let them arise and help you, let them be a protection over you. 
39 See now that I, even I, am he, ard there is no god with me: I alone kill, and I make alive; 
I wound, and I heal; and no one can deliver out of my hand. 4° For I lift up my hand to 
heaven, and say, I live for ever. 41 When I whet my glittering sword, and my hand taketh 
hold on judgment: I will render vengeance unto my enemies, and those that hate me will 
I requite. 421 will make my arrows drunken with blood, and my sword shall devour flesh; 
from the blood of the slain and of the captives, from the crushed head of the enemy. 
43 Speak aloud, O ye nations, the praises of his people; for he will avenge the blood of 
his servants, and vengeance will he render to his adversaries, and forgive his land, and 
people. 44 And Moses came and spoke all the words of this song in the ears of the people, 
he, and Hoshea the son of Nun. 45 And when Moses had made an end of speaking all 
these words to all Israel: 46 He said unto them, Set your hearts unto all the words which 
I testify against you this day, so that ye may command them your children, to observe 
to do all the words of this law. 47 For it is not a vain word for you; on the contrary, it is 
your life; and through this word shall ye live many days in the land, whither ye go over 
the Jordan to possess it. 48 And the Lord spoke unto Moses on that self-same day, saying, 
49 Get thee up into this mountain of 'Abarim, unto mount Nebo, which is in the land of 
Moab, that is in front of Jericho; and behold the land of Canaan, which I give unto the 
children of Israel for a possession; 5° And die on the mount whither thou goest up, and 
be gathered unto thy people; as Aaron thy brother died on mount Hor, and was gathered 
unto his people; >! Because ye trespassed against me in the midst of the children of Israel 
at the waters of contention at Kadesh, in the wilderness of Zin; because ye sanctified me 


not in the midst of the children of Israel. 52 For from afar shalt thou see the land; but 
thither shalt thou not go unto the land which I give the children of Israel. 
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1 And this is the blessing, wherewith Moses, the man of God, blessed the children of 
Israel before his death. 2 And he said, The Lord came from Sinai, and rose up from Seir 
unto them: he shone forth from mount Paran, and he came from among myriads of 
saints; from his right hand he gave a fiery law unto them. 3 Yea, thou also lovedst the 
tribes; all their saints were in thy hand; and they, prostrate before thy feet, received thy 
words. 4 “The law which Moses commanded us, is the inheritance of the congregation 
of Jacob.” 5 Thus became he king in Yeshurun, when the heads of the people were 
assembled, as one the tribes of Israel. © May Reuben live, and not die; and may not his 
men be few. 7 And this is [the blessing] of Judah, and he said, Hear, Lord, the voice of 
Judah, and bring him unto his people: let the power of his hands contend for him; and 
be thou a help to him from his adversaries. § And of Levi he said, Thy Thummim and 
thy Urim are with thy holy man, whom thou didst prove at Massah, and with whom 


thou didst strive at the waters of Meribah; ? Who said of his father and of his mother, 
I have not seen him; and who did not acknowledge his brothers, nor regarded his own 


children; for they observe thy word, and thy covenant they keep. !° They shall teach 
thy ordinances unto Jacob, and thy law unto Israel: they shall put incense before thee, 
and whole burnt-sacrifice upon thy altar. 1! Bless, O Lord, his substance, and receive 
favorably the work of his hands: crush the loins of those that rise up against him, and 
those that hate him, that they cannot rise again. !2 And of Benjamin he said, The beloved 
of the Lord [is he], he shall dwell in safety by him: he will shield him all the day long, 
and between his shoulders will he dwell. 13 And of Joseph he said, Blessed of the Lord be 
his land, through the precious gift of heaven, through the dew, and through the deep 
that coucheth beneath, ' And through the precious fruits brought forth by the sun, and 
through the precious things put forth by the moon, !5 And through the best things of 
the ancient mountains, and through the precious things of the everlasting hills, 1© And 
through the precious things of the earth and its fulness, and through the goodwill of him 
that dwelt in the thorn-bush: may this blessing come upon the head of Joseph, and upon 
the crown of the head of him that was separated from his brothers. ! His first-born steer 
is adorned with glory, and his horns are like the horns of reem; with them shall he push 
nations together to the ends of the earth: and they are the myriads of Ephraim, and they 
are the thousands of Menasseh. 18 And of Zebulun he said, Rejoice, Zebulun, in thy going 
out; and, Issachar, in thy tents. 19 They will call the tribes unto the mountain; there will 
they offer sacrifices of righteousness; for they will suck the abundance of the seas, and 
the treasures hid in the sand. 2° And of Gad he said, Blessed be he that enlargeth Gad: 


like a lioness lieth he down, and teareth off the arm with the crown of the head. 21 And 
he provided the first part for himself, because there is the field of the law-giver, of the 


hidden; and he went forth at the head of the people: he executed the justice of the Lord, 
and his judgments with Israel. 22 And of Dan he said, Dan is a lion's whelp, that leapeth 
forth from Bashan. 23 And of Naphtali he said, O Naphtali, satisfied with favor, and full of 
the blessing of the Lord, take thou possession of the west and the south. 24 And of Asher 
he said, More than [all] the children be Asher blessed: he shall be the most favored of 
his brethren, and bathe his foot in oil. 25 Iron and copper shall be thy bolts; and as thy 
[younger] days so shall thy old age be. 2 There is none like unto the God of Yeshurun, 
who rideth to help thee upon the heavens, and in his excellency upon the skies. 2”? Thy 
refuge is the eternal God, and here beneath, the everlasting arms; and he thrust out the 
enemy from before thee; and he said, Destroy. 28 And then dwelt Israel in safety, alone, 
the fountain of Jacob; in a land of corn and wine; also its heavens shall drop down dew. 
29 Happy art thou, O Israel! who is like unto thee, O people, saved by the Lord, the Shield 
of thy help, and who is the Sword of thy excellency! and thy enemies shall fawn upon 
thee; and thou shalt tread upon their high-places. 
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1 And Moses went up from the plains of Moab unto the mount of Nebo, to the top of 
Pisgah, that is before Jericho; and the Lord showed him all the land [from] Gil'ad unto 
Dan, 2 And all Naphtali, and the land of Ephraim, and Menasseh, and all the land of Judah, 
unto the western sea. 3 And the south, and the plain, the valley of Jericho, the city of 
palm-trees, unto Zoar. 4 And the Lord said unto him, This is the land which I swore unto 
Abraham, unto Isaac, and unto Jacob, saying, Unto thy seed will I give it: I have let thee 
see it with thy eyes, but thither shalt thou not go over. 5 And Moses the servant of the 
Lord died there in the land of Moab, according to the order of the Lord. © And he buried 
him in the valley in the land of Moab, opposite Beth-peor; but no man knoweth of his 
sepulchre unto this day. 7 And Moses was a hundred and twenty years old when he died; 
his eye was not dimmed, and his natural force had not abated. 8 And the children of 
Israel wept for Moses in the plains of Moab thirty days; and then were ended the days 
of weeping and mourning for Moses. 9 And Joshua the son of Nun was full of the spirit 
of wisdom; for Moses had laid his hands upon him; and the children of Israel hearkened 
unto him, and did, as the Lord had commanded Moses. !° And there arose not a prophet 
since then in Israel like unto Moses, whom the Lord knew face to face, 11 In respect to 
all the signs and the wonders, which the Lord had sent him to do in the land of Egypt to 
Pharaoh, and to all his servants, and to all his land, !2 And in respect to all that mighty 
hand, and in all the great terrific deeds which Moses displayed before the eyes of all 
Israel. 
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PROLOGUE 


‘O’er those unborn, whose ruin the light will grieve 
wing’d harbingers sit to receive 
and set such servants the world to cleave.’ 


— Fliessbach, Tales Untold 


The Republic of Remas — Tilea 
The Lands of the South 
The Year of Light and Law (IC 1586) 


“You shall know me by my works,’ the prognosticator howled. 

They knew him by his pain. The agonies erupting from his ruined face. The 
gasps of relief and hope — both sweet and dangerous — that escaped his broken 
body in between tortures. They called it the Cracker. An ugly name for an ugly 
contraption. With the victim’s head braced between the unforgiving metal of a 
chin bar and a closing crown-cap, the two were drawn together by the slow turn 
of a handle screw. It had earned such a name for both its effectiveness in 
producing confessions and the splinter of skulls that echoed through the republic 
dungeons. 

‘Battista Gaspar Necrodomo,’ a priestly witchfinder read from a blood- 
spattered scroll, ‘his holy vengefulness, Solkan — God of Light and Law — has 
judged you witchfilth and false prophet, denying the poor and ignorant of this 
republic the comforts of his guidance.’ 
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“You will know me by my works,’ Necrodomo spat. His words escaped the 
clenched mantrap of his own jaw in a hissing rasp. Bloody lip-spittle sprayed the 
interrogator sitting opposite. One of the priests milling in the dungeon-darkness 
beyond tore a strip from his ragged grey robes. 

‘Grand inquisitori,’ he mumbled, kissing the rag and handing it to his spiritual 
superior. The interrogator dabbed his speckled cheeks and the whiteness of his 
beard. 

‘Again,’ the grand inquisitori said. 

‘No,’ Necrodomo groaned, his pleadings pathetic and palsied. A priestly 
servant of Solkan turned the screw and fresh agonies filled the dungeon 
chamber. Necrodomo’s screams were muffled shrieks of gargling desperation. 
As the turns of the screw abated, the freshly blinded seer sobbed and moaned. 

“You are a charlatan,’ the grand inquisitori said slowly, his voice threaded with 
the certainty of his age and station. He was the Avenger’s high hand in these low 
dealings of the world. ‘You are the herald of lies. You are an artist of nothings. 
You read the eye, the lip, the face and write false prophecy on the stars. You tell 
gullible widows what they want to hear, no? A sayer of soothings. Saw you this 
coming, prognosticator?’ 

‘No...’ Necrodomo managed through his shattered jaw. 

‘Tf you had stuck to prattlemongering,’ the venerable inquisitori told him, ‘you 
just might have escaped the attentions of the brotherhood. Though Avenger 
knows, your professed haruspexery would have been known to him — he who 
sees all and judges all. Your time would have come, Necrodomo. Necrodomo 
the foreteller. Necrodomo the skygazer. Necrodomo the reader of futures dark. 
Now to be known — if known at all — as Necrodomo the Insane. By my order.’ 

‘No...’ Necrodomo whimpered. ‘Know...’ 

‘This, however,’ the grand inquisitori continued, picking up a bony fistful of 
pamphlets that littered the table, ‘this goes beyond the pilfering of credulous 
coin. The Celestine Prophecies. Signs and Wonders. Transcendentia. The Days 
of Doom to Come. The End Times. This is heresy in our midst. This is 
demagoguery, spreading fear through the people. It is a challenge to the 
Republic. It is a corruption advertised and an invitation of vengeance. It is what 
brought us to you, Necrodomo. It is what brought you to this.’ 

The grand inquisitori gestured at the quill and pots of ink on the table and the 
thick, unmarked tome that sat before the groaning Necrodomo, its pages clean 
and waiting for his confession. ‘Help me by helping yourself, Necrodomo. 
Confess your crimes to the brotherhood. Allow Solkan into your heart and I 
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here in the meaningless filth of lies and conspiracy? Why suffer here as well as 
before the Lord of Light and Law? Commit your contrition to these pages and let 
me grant you the relief of death.’ 

‘Forgive...’ Necrodomo begged through shattered teeth. 

‘It is not for me to do so. Only the Avenger can grant you that. All I can grant 
you is an unburdened conscience and free passage. Your crimes are grievous. 
These bold pronouncements of coming apocalypse, printed and passed between 
the people. We are the light in the ignorance you sought to spread with your 
writings of the trembling world and the End Times you profess are to come. The 
world already trembles, Necrodomo. It trembles with the vengeance of Solkan 
the Mighty. It trembles with his judgement on the unnatural and the wicked. This 
is the greatest of your sins, false prophet. Fear is not your weapon to wield. It is 
ours. Armageddon is not yours to portend. The world is the Avenger’s to destroy 
at a time of his choosing. If his servants fail, if the land can bear no more evil 
and the filth of corruption floods the—’ 

The oratory was shattered by a single clap. Followed by another. And another. 
Like the grand inquisitori, the witchfinders and priestly torturers of the chamber 
turned to the entrance. Stepping down from the rusted ladder that led from the 
trapdoor in the dungeon’s ceiling, a lone priest in the hooded, ragged robes of 
the Avenger stood in slow applause. Sallow clouds of brimstone drifted down 
from the chamber above and descended about the interloper. 

‘How dare you interrupt the holy work of-’ a priest began. 

‘Enough,’ the interloper said, the word drenched in the sickly, mellifluous 
urgency of an infernal order. The final clap was louder and more insistent than 
the caustic applause that had preceded it. With the sound echoing about the 
dungeon like a thunderclap, the priests and servants of Solkan proceeded to untie 
the ropes about their waists and disrobe. 

“What do you think you are doing?’ the grand inquisitori barked at them. As 
he stared about in righteous incredulity, the witchfinders and interrogators 
crafted swift nooses from their belts. The grand inquisitori was out of his seat, 
his beard shaking and his eyes screwed up with rage. ‘Stop this madness at once. 
The Avenger compels you.’ He turned back to the priest standing at the ladder. 
Within the darkness of the interloper’s hood, the inquisitori could make out the 
pin-prick glow of eyes ancient and burning like the embers of eternity. The priest 
hadn’t realised that he had soiled himself. A pool of urine was gathering on the 
filthy dungeon floor about him. ‘Guards! Guards!’ he roared. Above he could 
hear the clink of the plate, helms and halberds of the Reman Republican Guard. 
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The interloper looked up through the open trapdoor entrance. Something like a 
momentary storm passed through the chamber above, the influence of the sudden 
tempest felt on Necrodomo’s apocalyptic pamphlets, which were blown from the 
table. The screams were brief. With the interloper still staring through the 
dungeon opening, it began to rain blood. The Republican Guard gaolers were 
now nothing but a cruel drizzle drifting, dripping and dribbling from the 
trapdoor entrance. The interloper allowed the downpour to blotch his robes to a 
gory crimson. As his ghastly gaze returned to the grand inquisitori, the trapdoor 
slammed shut and thundered with heavy chains securing the dungeon entrance. 

The robed thing moved across the chamber with the dread purpose of 
something unreal. As it passed them the servants of Solkan dropped from stools 
and improvised furniture to dance a spasmodic jig from their belt-nooses and the 
rings set in the dungeon ceiling. The interloper drifted through the forest of 
hanging priests. 

‘Sit,’ it commanded. 

The grand inquisitori wailed as his knees gave way, causing him to fall back 
into his interrogator’s throne. 

The interloper moved towards the throne like an ancient evil. It pulled back its 
hood, revealing the full, unspeakable horror of its daemonic visage to the 
chamber. The robes fell like a fearful whisper from its barbed unflesh. It grew 
with each flagstone-pulverising step of its taloned feet, twisted bones blooming 
with muscle that ruptured into existence about them, lending the beast a glorious 
brawn and sinew. It dragged a serpentine tail, shot through with spikes, behind 
its infernal form, while both the daemon-crown of horns warping their way out 
of its head and the thumb-claws erupting from the dreadful magnificence of its 
wings, scraped the dungeon ceiling. 

Like a nightmare, it lowered its sight-curdling skull and moved up behind the 
interrogator’s throne. Necrodomo, still clamped between the bar and crown-cap 
of the torture device, had no eyes with which to behold the beast. The grand 
inquisitori found, with his heart in the grasp of terror, cold, dark and despair, that 
he could not move. As the daemon brought its unseen face forward, both the 
venerable priest and the prognosticator found their cheeks bathed in the radiance 
of infernal royalty. A princely power of hellish birthright; a creature of 
unimaginable darkness; horror incarnate. 

The grand inquisitori felt the thing touch him. At once all that had remained 
pure and noble in the man shrivelled within his soul. Darkness blossomed within 
the priest. Every ill-deed committed in the service of selfish weakness and 
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twilight as his face became a cadaverous mask of ghoulish anticipation. The 
daemon clasped the grand inquisitori’s head in its claws. 

“You search for darkness in wretched madmen,’ the daemon prince whispered 
to the venerable priest — every word falling on the afflicted ancient with the force 
of a furnace, ‘when you should have been searching for it within your own 
ranks. No matter... You are mine now and have no need for this vessel of flesh. 
Before I take your soul, there is something you should know, priest. A gift for 
the journey you are about to take.’ The daemon leant in closer. “Your. God. Is. 
A. Lie.’ With that, the daemon prince crushed the grand inquisitori’s skull 
between its claws with effortless ease. 

Slashing both the headless body and the back of the throne from the seat with 
a swoosh of its serpent tail, the daemon prince took a seat before Necrodomo. 
Necrodomo the foreteller. Necrodomo the reader of futures dark. Necrodomo the 
Insane. The thing drummed its talons across the desk, prompting the torturous 
contraption known as the Cracker to rust to disintegration about the blind 
prisoner’s head. Necrodomo pulled away immediately. The prognosticator was 
out of his mind with pain, but something spiritual and instinctive told him that he 
was in the presence of a dangerous evil. He felt fear without sight. Dread without 
sanity. Being contorted within the vice for so long, Necrodomo found that his 
legs no longer supported him. Crashing to the filthy floor he scrabbled away 
from the daemon prince like an animal until he felt his back against the cold 
stone of the dungeon wall. 

‘Do not fear me,’ the beast told him. ‘I am your saviour — as you are mine. My 
name, for all it matters to you madman, is Be’lakor.’ The monster allowed the ‘r’ 
of its name to hang like a forlorn echo. ‘I am known by many titles: the 
Harbinger, the Herald and the Bearer. To the northmen, I am the Shadowlord. In 
the Empire and the civilised lands of the south, I am the Dark Master. To you, 
mortal, I am simply Master.’ 

Necrodomo curled up in agony. He was rocking, shaking and whimpering. 

“You are Necrodomo. Though your heretic name shall be whispered in the 
shadows, your work shall echo through eternity.’ 

Be’ lakor looked down on the pamphlets decorating the desk. ‘I am an 
appreciator of your work — charlatan or not. Now I wish to become facilitator. 
Your masterpiece is yet to be written.’ 

The beast laid its claw on the empty tome intended for the prognosticator’s 
confession. Under the touch of its talons, the leather of the cover moaned and 
warped to a gruesome ghastliness. Its spine became as barbed bone and the 
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bronze lock-clasps holding its pages closed melted into sets of jaws that snapped 
open. The cover smoked as hellfire scorched fresh lettering into the leather. As 
the tome writhed to stillness and Be’lakor removed his talon, the words LIBER 
CAELESTIOR afflicted the cover in the dark tongue of his Ruinous masters, 
accompanied by the nnne BATTISTA GASPAR NECRODOMO. 

‘We shall wield your prophecies like a weapon,’ the Dark Master told him. 
“We shall make history together, you and I. We shall unite the gods and harness 
war, famine and plague in honour of a champion of ultimate darkness. We shall 
craft through destiny, a warrior worthy of the challenges to come. Worthy to 
bear the blessing of each of my Ruinous masters in equal measure and be called 
Everchosen of Chaos. He will be the key, as I am the keeper of the coming 
apocalypse. Between us, we shall herald the coming of the End Times — the 
doom you spoke of, my friend. Rejoice soothsayer. They are coming. When we 
do... when I have no more need of your words or his deeds, I shall assume the 
Everchosen’s flesh in true coronation. The flesh your prophecies shall exalt to 
the status of legend — and I shall take my rightful place as Lord of the End 
Times. Once more the world will be mine to plunge into darkness and ruin.’ 

Necrodomo groaned and shrieked. If the pain of torture hadn’t driven him into 
the embrace of insanity, then the daemon prince’s words had. He was gone —a 
willing host to oblivion that, like a leech, sapped him of the last of his mental 
strength. The prognosticator moaned insensibilities. He laughed at his agonies 
and shrieked at nothing. Necrodomo let go and Be’ lakor let him. 

‘No matter,’ the daemon prince said to the madman. He opened the tome to its 
first blank page and selecting a quill, dipped it into the ink on the table. ‘I will 
assist you. I will transcribe. I have a name already. The name I shall bequeath 
my champion. The name I shall eventually take, with the body of the Everchosen 
I shall possess and assume. A name of your southern tongue, prognosticator, 
honouring both the ancient I have been and the eternity I have yet to become. 
We shall be known as... Archaon.’ 


‘There comes to the Emperor’s shores 
one night, driven before a storm, 

a gift in the guise of a child 
unknowing, unknown and unsought. 
‘From womb to sea he is returned, 

a victim of the churning surf — 

to be saved by a fisherman 

who sees the gift and not the curse. 
‘The error of the innocent — 

a commoner baseborn and bred, 

will never cost the land so dear 

or put its people to the test. 

‘If murder comes more easily — 

or rude compassion shows its heel, 
then worlds old and new will be saved 
from the coming catastrophe. 

‘For despite early clemency, 

and the God-King’s watchful gaze 
The child finds its path to darkness 
and returns not man but plague.’ 


— Necrodomo the Insane, The Liber Caelestior 
(The Celestine Book of Divination) 
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Aenarion 


The world had been torn asunder. Across the isle of Ulthuan the elves 
quailed in their towers as the skies burned with purple and blue fire and the 
fields and mountains heaved. Nightmare voices howled and bellowed while 
leering faces tortured the dark clouds that swirled around the mountain 
peaks and snarled in the waves of the Inner Sea. 


The daemons came in their thousands—a horde of baying, shrieking 
slaughter. Against such ferocity and spite the elves had no defence. They 
fell to infernal blade and savage claw: elder and babe, lords and ladies, 
dragged screaming to their deaths by the minions of the Chaos Gods. 


The world seemed fated to an eternity of torment. 


Out of the madness arose Aenarion. He would not see his people destroyed 
and so called upon the gods to deliver the elves from destruction; but the 
gods were silent. Aenarion could see nothing but doom for the world and so 
he offered himself to Asuryan, lord of the gods. He strode into the Eternal 
Flame with oaths of sacrifice upon his lips. The flames burned bright and 
Aenarion was consumed. Yet the elven lord was spared the wrath of 
Asuryan and received the blessing of the gods. He emerged from the fire 
filled with a fey light and took up spear and bow to fight the daemons. 


The elves proclaimed Aenarion the Defender, the blessed Phoenix King of 
Asuryan, and where he led others followed; where he fought, the daemons 
were thrown back. Great were his victories and many are the tales told 
elsewhere of the Phoenix King’s battles. Mighty heroes rallied to 
Aenarion’s banner; elves such as Caledor the Dragontamer, greatest of the 
elven mages, and Eoloran Anar who first raised the Phoenix King’s 
standard; names forever entwined with the legend of the first Phoenix King. 


After much war, peace settled upon Ulthuan again. Aenarion came to the 
court of the Everqueen, Astarielle, ruler of the elves from the time before 
Chaos. The two were wed and lived in happiness, bringing into the world 
their son Morelion and their daughter Yvraine. 


Yet legends are not born in times of prosperity and contentment, but are 
created in ages of woe and strife. The peace for which Aenarion had fought 
so hard did not last forever, and so it was that the daemons returned to 
ravage the land. This time there was no surcease from the bloodshed. For a 
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hundred years the daemons assailed the isle of the elves. Aenarion and his 
armies were ever hard-pressed, fighting many battles across Ulthuan. It was 
at Caethrin Gorge that the future of the elves would be changed forever. 


Laughter cackled on the unnatural wind that swept down between the slopes 
of Tir Alinith and Anul Caethrin. The sky was heavy with clouds of purple 
and green, blazes of black and red flashing across the Chaotic storm. The 
stench of sulphur and decay carried along the gorge, heralding the daemonic 
host boiling up from the plains towards the mountains in the south of 
Ulthuan. 


On the dark volcanic slopes stood Aenarion. Gold shone from his armour, 
his tapered shield and the tip of his long spear. Around him were arranged 
the lords of elves, swathed in scales of silver, adorned with sapphire and 
emerald. No less shimmering were the scales of the dragons that circled 
overhead, watching for the approaching Chaotic horde; red and blue, bronze 
and ebon. 


Aenarion gazed down the long valley, lifting a long-fingered hand to shield 
his dark eyes against the magical glare above. Black hair trailed from 
beneath the Phoenix King’s gilded helm and whipped across his scarlet 
cloak. Behind him stood Eoloran, a golden stave in hand from which flew 
the banner of Aenarion; the white of death embroidered with a phoenix 
rising from multi-coloured flames. The lord of the Anars watched in silence 
as Aenarion turned to his left, where stood Caledor the Dragontamer, mage- 
lord of Ulthuan. It was by Caledor’s hand that the Phoenix King’s armour 
and weapons had been forged, in the temple of the Smith-God Vaul, hidden 
amongst the fires of the volcanoes behind the elven army. 


The Phoenix King spoke calmly, showing no sign of apprehension. 


“The time has come for you to unleash such enchantments as you possess, 
Caledor.’ 


The Dragontamer turned his gaze upon his king, eyes alight with mystical 
energy. 


“Tis a dangerous path to tread; to turn the powers of the foe upon them. 
That power that keeps your speartip keen and your armour sure is the same 
that brings forth these abominations. I fear that the more we delve into that 
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well, the greater the horrors we bring forth. This is not the gentle magic that 
our ancestors learned, but a dangerous sorcery that it would be wise to 
diminish.’ 

The Phoenix King replied quickly. 


‘Tt is not the time to speak again of this plan of yours. Battle is at hand and I 
would no more ask you to keep your incantations unsaid than I would lay 
down my spear. All that matters this day is that we are victorious. Should 
we fail, the Anvil of Vaul would fall to our foes. How then will your mages 
and priests arm us for this war?’ 


Caledor shook his head and took a deep breath. His blue robes fluttered in 
the wind as he stretched wide his arms. At the foot of the valley the 
daemons could be seen; a mass of riotous colour in many sizes and forms. 


Creatures with blood-red skin advanced bearing swords of gleaming 
bronze, their commanders riding upon the back of brazen-horned beasts 
with bodies of metal and crimson flesh. Hounds the size of horses, with 
hides of red scales, bounded to the fore, baying and howling from mouths 
filled with fangs of iron. Loathsome slugs with frond-ringed faces slithered 
and lurched across the ground, leaving buming trails of acidic slime. 
Cyclopean daemons brandishing rusted blades advanced in long columns, 
leaking fluids from suppurating spores, innards bulging from rents in their 
bloated stomachs, the air seething thick with black flies. In contrast to the 
mournful carnival of decay, lithe daemonettes with lobster-claw hands and 
bird-like feet sprang sprightly across the rocks. Others of their kind rode 
upon sinuous bipedal mounts with long flicking tongues while six-limbed 
beasts raced alongside, sharp claws clattering and clicking. Buzzing with 
magical power, smaller creatures cavorted and cartwheeled, pink bodies 
constantly writhing and changing, sparks of energy flying from splayed 
fingers. Above them swooped and swerved menacing shapes with barbed 
lashes for tails, flat bodies edged with teeth and hooks, cutting the thick air 
with piercing screams. 


Against the Chaotic mass, the elves seemed pitifully few; a knot of a few 
hundred warriors whose gleaming weapons were as a candle in an etemal 
night, pinpricks of light across the black slope. The light grew in strength, 
swimming around the warriors, forming in tendrils of energy that streamed 
from Caledor’s outstretched fingertips. The light turned to a white flame 
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that formed a flickering ring around the elven host, the fires reaching higher 
and higher into a column that pierced the dark clouds above. 


Where the light struck, the storm clouds spun, whirling faster and faster, 
mixing with the swirling light to form a vortex of energy. Battle raged 
within the whirlwind, white clashed with colour, light with darkness, sparks 
and forks of power coruscating across the surface as the maelstrom drew 
tighter and tighter, speeding until it was a blaze of power. 


With a thunderous detonation, the vortex collapsed, earthing itself through 
the body of Caledor. The mage trembled, light shining through skin, 
burning from wide eyes, coils of shimmering magic steaming through 
gritted teeth, his mane of white hair wild in the aetheric gale. All became 
still for a moment and the mage’s trembling ceased, the air pregnant with 
expectation. 


With a piercing cry, Caledor thrust forward his hands, the magic blazing 
from his palms. Spears of white fire screamed down the valley, turning and 
twisting about each other, spreading out into a sheet of blazing flame. 


The spell struck the foremost daemons like a hurricane, hurling them 
through the air, their bodies disintegrating into shards of crystal and 
streamers of multicoloured particles. Plaintive wails were torn from 
vanishing throats and then silence fell. 


For a moment the daemons halted. Aenarion and his followers glowered 
down at them, fists tight around their weapons, eyes narrowed. 


With a howl the horde surge on again. 


“To me, princes of Ulthuan!’ cried Aenarion, spear aloft piercing the fume- 
filled air. 


In silvered line, the elven lords stood resolute against the encroaching 
darkness of the daemon host. Smoke and mist was set awhirl by the 
thunderous flap of wings as the dragons descended from the thermals 
above. The largest, of silver and blue hide, landed in front of the Phoenix 
King, black claws sending splinters of rock cascading down the 
mountainside. The monstrous creature’s long neck bent around and its azure 
eyes fell upon Aenarion. Indraugnir was his name, older even than the 
elves, the greatest creature to have ever flown the skies of Ulthuan. Its voice 
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came as a rumble that stirred the hearts of the elves even as it shook the 
ground. 


‘As we have fought to protect your lands, now we fight to protect mine. 
Take up your spear, king of the elves, and test its sharpness against my 
claws and fangs. We shall see who claims the greater tally.’ 


Aenarion laughed and he raced forward to pull himself up to the throne- 
saddle upon the dragon’s back. 


‘Never could I best your ferocity, Indraugnir. If I could wield a dozen spears 
I would not match your might!’ 


The two circled into the heavy skies to join other princes of the mountains 
riding upon the backs of dragons that dwelt in the caves beneath the 
volcanoes. Beneath them spread the daemonic army, stretching along the 
Caethrin Gorge as far as the plains, thousands-strong and advancing swiftly. 
Behind, the fumaroles and craters of the mountains steamed; the lands of 
Caledor, named after the Dragontamer who ruled here. Far below, the mage 
unleashed another spell, bolts of blue lightning springing from his staff, 
crackling through the ranks of the enemy. 


Many princes brought forth bows forged beneath the mountains, and set 
upon their strings shafts that glittered with mystical light. They loosed their 
arrows upon the daemons, the missiles arcing far into the valley to descend 
as thunderbolts that struck down a handful of daemons with every shot. 


On came the daemons still, filling the air with lewd threats and snarls of 
hatred. 


Indaugnir circled slowly, wing dipped as he took the Phoenix King down 
towards the gorge. The daemons were no more than fifty paces from the 
thin line of elves. At the heart of the nobles of Ulthuan, Eoloran Anar 
stepped up, the banner of Aenarion held in both hands. With a shout of 
Asuryan’s consecration that was lost on the wind, he planted the standard at 
his feet, the rock cracking under the golden haft. A dome of white light 
sprang forth from the flagbearer, enclosing the elven line. Where it touched 
the daemons, they were hurled back, their unholy flesh set afire by its 
touch. Like rabid animals, the creatures of the Chaos Gods launched 
themselves at the barrier, driving themselves and each other into the wall of 
magic, crumbling to ashes and dust as they did so. 


Aenarion raised his spear to attract the attention of the other dragon-riders. 
He plunged its point towards the rear of the daemon army. The others 
waved lance and sword and spear in acknowledgement. 


‘Dive, my friend!’ cried the Phoenix King. ‘Into their heart like a dagger!’ 


Indraugnir gave a bellow and folded his wings tight, swooping down 
towards the rocks. Around the pair the princes of Caledor and their reptilian 
mounts descended with fierce battlecries and fearsome growls. The crest of 
Aenarion’s helm whistled in the wind, his hair and cloak streaming behind 
him. The Phoenix King gritted his teeth and gripped his spear tight as he 
felt the reverberations of Indraugnir’s massive heart thumping in the 
dragon’s chest. 


Down and down they dived, wind screaming, the ground racing towards 
them. From out of the mass the Phoenix King now spied individuals, many 
with faces upturned, glaring and snarling at their fast-approaching foe. 


Just as it seemed that monster and rider might be dashed against the black 
mountainside, Indraugnir opened his wings. The two of them shot across 
the daemon army, Indraugnir’s claws raking huge welts through their 
numbers, leaving dismembered and beheaded remains in his wake. 


Flipping a wing, the dragon turned sharply as Aenarion dipped his 
spearhead towards the daemons. Trailing a blaze of white, the weapon 
carved a furrow across the chests of a dozen foes, slicing them in twain. 
Dark red fire erupted from Indraugnir’s mouth, engulfing the daemons in 
their hundreds. Aenarion thrust and slashed without respite, every blow of 
his spear cutting down many foes. 


Indraugnir landed, crushing more daemons beneath his bulk. Aenarion leapt 
from his saddle-throne, pinning another daemon beneath his speartip as he 
landed on the floor of the rocky valley. Dragon and king fought side-by- 
side; Aenarion’s spear a white blur of destruction, Indraugnir’s fangs and 
claws rending and tearing all that came within reach, tail snapping and 
cracking behind. 


Around and about them the dragon princes struck, every pass heralded by a 
rush of wind from beneath a dragon’s wings and completed with a clutch of 
bodies cast into the air. Higher up the slope, Caledor and Eoloran led the 
elven lords down into the melee, swords and spears flickering. As a fire 


burns across a piece of parchment, the line of elves surely advanced, 
leaving naught but the ruin of the daemons behind. 


From noon ’til the sun was low in the skies the slaughter went on; slaughter, 
for it could not be truly called battle. Outnumbered by hundreds of foes, the 
elves were relentless and unstoppable, not a single one amongst their 
number fell to their enemies. As their numbers lessened, the daemons’ 
power waned and the Chaotic storm above abated, the clouds driven away 
even as the army was driven back. As the final rays of dusk cut across the 
dark mountains, the last of the daemons crumbled and perished, their spirits 
banished back to the immaterial realm from which they had sprung. 


At the centre of the gorge, surrounded by piles of daemonic corpses that 
bubbled and hissed and dissipated into fog, Aenarion stood proud. Eoloran 
came up to him bearing the white banner. He handed the standard to his 
lord, who waved it high overhead to signal the victory. Songs of celebration 
rang down the valley, the clear voices of the elves giving word to the joy 
and relief in their hearts. 


That night, Aenarion made his camp upon the mountainside, not far from 
the winding pathway that led up to the ruddily-lit cave that housed the 
Anvil of Vaul. The happiness of victory had passed and the camp was quiet 
as the elves remembered that many had been the triumphs over the 
daemons, and yet still the foe was not vanquished. In the still night, the ring 
of hammers and the chime of metal sounded as the priests of the Smith-God 
continued their labours; a timely reminder to all that the war was not over. 


Eoloran and Caledor attended to their Phoenix King in his white pavilion. 
Still clad in his golden armour, Aenarion sat upon a simple throne of dark 
wood, his cloak tossed thoughtlessly across its back. The favoured lord of 
Asuryan smiled as they entered, but the Dragontamer did not share 
Aenarion’s pleasure. 


‘None fell today, and for that I am grateful,’ said Caledor. ‘Yet it has not 
always been the case. The power of Asuryan’s blessing protects you, 
Aenarion, but it does not make our people invulnerable. Our foe is without 
number, and they are truly eternal. I have looked upon this devastated world 
and see that Ulthuan is not just an isle upon the sea, but an island of light in 
darkness. Our foes cannot be defeated by sword or spear.’ 
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Aenarion gave a weary sigh. 


“You would speak again of your plan to rid the world of magic,’ said the 
Phoenix King. ‘How many times must I tell you that it is folly to do away 
with that power which gives us the most strength to fight?’ 


‘While the gales of magic that sweep our realm may be harnessed to our 
benefit, without them the daemons could not exist. You saw today what my 
vortex could do if writ on a larger scale. Without the sustaining properties 
of this magical wind, the daemons would no longer be able to venture here 
in numbers. It would take only a little preparation, a number of lodestones 
carefully arranged around the isle, to ready Ulthuan for the enchantment.’ 


The Phoenix King said nothing, for the two of them had spent many years 
arguing the case for Caledor’s plan. It was Eoloran that broke the silence. 


“The risks are too great, Caledor. Should you be wrong, your plan would 
leave us defenceless. It is only by the touch of magic that these apparitions 
can be destroyed. Without the magic our swords would be useless, our 
Spears and arrows no more weapons than the branches of a tree.’ 


‘We cannot prevail,’ argued the Dragontamer. ‘For a hundred turns of the 
world we have fought, and we are no step closer to victory now than on that 
first day. For every daemon we destroy, another springs up in its place. You 
stand in the flooding pool bailing as quickly as you can, while you should 
dam the spring that feeds it.’ 


Aenarion said nothing but his look was troubled, brow creased in thought. 
Eoloran addressed his king, breaking Aenarion from his contemplation. 


“What concerns sit so heavily upon your shoulders, my lord?’ 


‘I am troubled by the ease of our victory this day. Our enemies are not only 
great in number, there are those daemons amongst the host that can match 
the best of us by themselves. Yet where were these greater daemons today? 
Only chaff and fodder were sent against us. I have an ill feeling about this.’ 


Caledor pondered this for a moment, stroking his bottom lip with a slender 
finger. 


“You think that perhaps the greatest daemon warriors are elsewhere?’ 


‘Perhaps,’ replied the Phoenix King. 
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Eoloran glanced between his two companions with an expression of worry. 


‘If this attack was a diversion, we have fallen for the ploy,’ said the lord of 
the Anars. ‘If the Anvil of Vaul was not the object of our foes’ desire, then 
where would the real blow land?’ 


Aenarion growled and clasped his hands tightly in his lap. 


‘I do not know what our enemies seek to achieve; it is that which vexes 
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me. 


The night was bitterly chill. Frost crusted the black rocks of the 
mountainside, a glittering reflection of the stars in the clear skies above. 
Upon the slopes dragons basked in the pale moonlight, wings outstretched, 
bodies steaming in the cold air. The wind sighed over the stones, broken by 
the rasping exhalations of the beasts. 


Indraugnir lifted his silver-scaled head, nostrils flaring. The other dragons 
responded to the movement, rising from their slumber with a scrape of 
claws and explosive breaths misting the air. All tumed their eyes 
northwards, where a dark shape flitted across the starry sky. It sped closer, 
resolving into the silhouette of a large eagle, a young elf clasping tightly to 
its back. The eagle circled once, followed by the predatory stares of the 
dragons, and descended in a flapping of wings. The rider’s black hair tossed 
behind him like a veil, his narrow face pinched, eyes tight against the cold 


‘I must speak with the Phoenix King!’ declared the new arrival as he leapt 
from the back of the enormous bird. 


Brought forth by the call, other elves came out of their tents, weary from 
the day’s fighting. The stranger was garbed in smooth black leathers, his 
shoulders and back hidden beneath a long cloak of black feathers. All 
recognised him as a raven herald, one of the order of scouts that followed 
the movements of the daemons across Ulthuan. 


The herald was directed to the Phoenix King’s pavilion without delay, and a 
crowd of elves followed him into the marquee to hear what news he 
brought. Eoloran and Caledor were first amongst them. The Phoenix King 
sat brooding upon his throne and looked up at the disturbance. 
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‘What news brings Telrianir so far south on such a bitter night?’ asked 
Aenarion. 


“Tis a bitter night indeed, my king, and not for the weather alone,’ replied 
the raven herald. His gaze was fixed upon the Phoenix King; his lip 
trembled as he spoke and a tear formed in his eye. ‘The daemons have 
fallen upon Avelorn, my king, in a great army beyond counting.’ 


A disquieted whispering spread through the elves. Aenarion’s fingers 
tightened upon the arms of his chair at the mention of the Everqueen’s 
realm. He leaned forwards, piercing Telrianir with his stare. The raven 
herald continued hesitantly, his voice breaking with grief. 


“The sacred groves have been despoiled and many were slain.’ 


The whispering became cries of dismay. Aenarion rose to his feet, fear 
flashing across his face. 


“What of the Everqueen?’ he snarled. ‘What of my children?’ 
At this, Telrianir fell to his knees, a sob wrenched from his lips. 
‘Slain, my king.’ 


The silence was a deep as the ocean’s depths, swallowing all sound so that 
it was not broken by the slightest clink of armour nor scuff of foot. Not 
even a sigh broke the stillness. 


Aenarion slumped back into his throne, head bowed. The wood of the seat 
splintered between his fingers and the light of Asuryan that forever glowed 
faintly through his skin grew in brightness. The elves were forced to look 
away, such was the glare from their king. Then, like a lantern snuffed out, 
the light disappeared. 


Blinking, the elves looked at Aenarion. He straightened and all save 
Caledor flinched from the king’s gaze. A fire burned in his eyes, each a red 
ember fringed with darkness, drawing gasps from many that saw it. 


‘Slain?’ 
Aenarion’s voice was hollow as it filled the pavilion. The elven princes, 
whose lives had been filled with battle and terror, clasped each other in their 


fright; that one word echoed with grief and rage through the core of their 
spirits. None dared speak. 
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Aenarion rose up to his full height, seeming taller than ever before. His 
fingers curled into fists at his side as he turned his gaze upwards, not seeing 
the roof of the tent but staring into the heavens beyond. When he spoke 
next, the Phoenix King’s tone was calm in manner, but carried with it a 
sharp edge of anger. 


“What a cruel fate it is that Morai-heg has spun for me. When our people 
were beset, I called upon the gods to harken to our cries of woe, but they 
did not listen. I called upon Asuryan, lord of the lords, greatest of the 
divine, and I offered myself to him for his aid. He laid his blessing upon 
me, and with his light I have battled the darkness that would engulf our 
world.’ 


Aenarion’s eyes fell upon the elves and they cowered further, retreating 
across the rugs strewn over the floor of the pavilion. 


‘I did as I was bid. I took up my spear and my shield, and I stood against 
the daemons. For a hundred years we have shed our blood in defence of our 
homes, suffered torture of the spirit and bleak nightmares so that we might 
one day look upon the summer skies again. Many have been taken from us, 
the innocent beside the warrior, the babe beside the mother. Each was a 
sacrifice harder to bear than my own pain within the flames, but I bore each 
and every without complaint. If the gods demand that some must pay for 
the lives of others, it was a price we had to pay.’ 


Aenarion snatched up his throne and heaved it over his head. With a 
wordless shout, he dashed it to the ground, smashing it into pieces. 


‘No more!’ he roared. ‘This is a price too heavy for me to pay!’ 


Aenarion’s gaze next fell upon his banner, hanging limply in its stand 
beside him. He snapped the pole across his armoured knee and tore the 
cloth from the gilded wood. Opening the flag, he looked at the emblazoned 
phoenix for a long time, limbs trembling, lips twisted in a sneer. 


The ripping of the cloth made every elf shudder, as if each had been torn 
apart by their king’s hands. Aenarion let the two ragged pieces of cloth 
flutter to the ground. He fell to his knees and tore the pieces into ribbons, 
casting them about himself like streamers. Tears of yellow flame rolled 
down his cheeks. 
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‘Asuryan has no love for me,’ he sobbed. ‘He does not care for us. He 
cannot protect us from the evil that will swallow us whole if we do not 
fight. I cannot be the Defender, there is nothing left for me to defend. We 
are lost, destroyed.’ 


All of a sudden, Aenarion stopped. His eyes narrowed and he tilted his head 
to one side as if listening to a distant voice. His voice became a feral growl. 


“There is only one course left to me that can ease this pain. I will destroy 
every creature of Chaos. I will annihilate every daemon, slay every mortal 
thing that crawls and slithers under the gaze of the Chaos Gods. I will 
become Death; I will become the Destroyer. The gods have denied us 
peace, and so I will give them a war that will end all wars or see the world 
itself annihilated.’ 


Caledor stepped out of the cowering crowd, one hand held out in 
appeasement. 


‘Be careful, my lord, my friend. Harsh oaths are not soon forgotten.’ 


Aenarion rounded on the mage and seized him by the shoulders, staring 
deep into Caledor’s eyes with orbs of fire. 


‘Tell me, friend, what is it that you see?’ 


Caledor could not break from Aenarion’s fierce grip, and could not turn 
aside his gaze from that unnatural stare. The mage-lord took a shuddering, 
involuntary breath and his eyes turned to gold, reflecting the flames of his 
king’s stare. The two were locked together; the king dark and dangerous 
with his smouldering eyes and black hair; Caledor like the light of the 
moon, hair white and skin pale. The Dragontamer’s voice came as a distant 
whisper, lips barely moving as he spoke. 


‘The Elven-king wrapped hard in woes, 
A gifted curse to break his grief, 

To slay unnumbered his wicked foes, 

A brightening flame that burns too brief. 


To Gods he turned and to Gods he fell, 
Save One alone of dark divine, 


In blackest heart rings murderous knell, 
In deepest shadow where no light shines. 


His slaying shall be as the flood, 
Lets loose the Godslayer’s ire, 
Drowns the world in seas of blood, 
Burns it all with waves of fire. 


In the North this Doom awaits, 
Luring like flame to moth, 
Promising life of endless hate, 
Bloodshed eternal, uncaring wrath. 


And kindled in the fire of rage 

Born from blood of anger’s womb, 
Child of slaughter cursed for an age, 
Bearer of the elf-king’s doom.’ 


Caledor gave a rattling hiss and fell from Aenarion’s grip. He crumpled like 
an empty robe, lifelessly sprawled across the floor. Elf lords rushed forward 
to attend to the fallen mage, but the Phoenix King did not spare his friend a 
glance. A fey expression crossed his face even as they pronounced Caledor 
still living. Aenarion stormed towards the pavilion door, scattering those 
elves before him. He stood outside on the frost-gripped stone and pointed to 
the stars of the North. 


“Yonder lies the Blighted Isle, where sits the dark altar of bloody Khaine! 
There I shall find his gift wrapped in that black shrine; Godslayer, 
Widowmaker, Doom of Worlds. No weapon forged by mortal hands, not by 
the greatest priests of Vaul if they laboured for a thousand years, can bring 
my revenge. So I will take up that blade made by Vaul Himself for the 
Bloody-Handed One and with it I shall destroy the daemons.’ 


All were too horror-struck to speak out against Aenarion, save for Eoloran 
Anar,he who had once born the standard now lying in tatters dared to lay a 
hand upon the Phoenix King’s arm. 


‘Did you not hear the words of Caledor? No mortal may wield the Sword of 
Khaine. It is no gift, but a curse, sent to tempt us to the path of hate and 
war. No peace can come of such a thing. You doom not only yourself, but 
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all future generations. Do nothing rash, my king, I plead of you! Temper 
your anger with the wise judgement you have shown before. Do not throw 
away our future in a moment of rage!’ 


Aenarion would not listen and threw off Eoloran’s hold, casting his friend 
to the hard ground. 


‘And you do not listen to my words! There can be no future whilst daemons 
roam free. Yours is counsel of surrender. Peace must be won through war, 
and if peace be won, that war must be fought by those that wish to fight it. I 
am your king, not a tyrant, and I release you all from such oaths as you 
have sworn to me. When I return I shall still be your king, and whether you 
wish to follow me or your own path I leave to your conscience.’ 


At this speech, the dragons had gathered, looming over the heads of the 
elves. Aenarion now turned to Indraugnir. 


‘I ask that you bear me North; to the Blighted Isle, that I might take up the 
Sword of Khaine and forever free both my people and yours from the threat 
of the daemon. Feel no injunction that you must carry me, for if you do not 
wish to do so, I shall walk.’ 


Indraugnir wasted no time in replying. 


‘So you seek a fang to match my own, my friend? The Blighted Isle is a 
long enough journey for one with wings; I would not wish such a lonely 
trek upon a friend. The Dark Gods that now covet our world are not blind 
and I fear there will be those that will seek to bar your journey. When I 
resolved to be your ally, I swore to fight alongside you for good or ill, and 
my desire has not changed.’ 


All watched aghast as Aenarion drew himself into the throne-saddle of 
Indraugnir. Some cried out in fear, believing Aenarion would not return 
from his dire quest. They wept as Indraugnir soared into the sky with three 
mighty beats of his wings. Dragon and king circled once about the camp 
and then turned northwards and disappeared into the night. 


For a night and a day and a night they flew, under star and sun, through 
clear and cloud. The mountains and volcanoes passed behind and the clear 
plains and fields of western Ulthuan spread beneath them. To the West 
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glittered the ocean; to the East sparkled the Inner Seas, and between rose 
the ring of mountains that gird the central lands of the isle. Snow covered 
their summits and through the mists that blanketed the peaks they flew. 
Aenarion felt no chill, though ice crackled upon his amour. His fury 
warmed him from within, cold sorrow turned to ashes by the fire of his 
vengeful desires. 


Across the mountains they soared for day after day, until to the East the 
clouds broke and Aenarion looked down upon the ruins of Avelorn. The 
foothills of the mountains were still swathed with forest, but the trees were 
sickly, leaves fallen to the ground in rotted heaps, their branches and trunks 
twisted and contorted by the passage of the daemons. The stench of death 
hung about that lifeless realm, and all seemed lost. Yet there remained the 
heart of the wildwoods, the Gaen Vale surrounded by the Inner Sea save for 
a sliver of land that joined it to the rest of Ulthuan. Here there still grew the 
lush woods, green canopy stretching from shore to shore. 


The sight of life in the dead did not stir Aenarion’s heart to anything save to 
punish those that had wrought such destruction. Astarielle, his wife, the life 
of the Avelorn forest, was dead; so too was Yvraine, their daughter, the 
future Everqueen. So had ended the long line of the elves’ rulers from the 
birth of their kind. In peace and harmony had the strength of the Everqueen 
been found and that strength had faltered. Aenarion knew that where peace 
failed war would prevail. Sickened by what he saw, he bid Indraugnir to 
turn westwards and put the mountains between them, turning his back on 
the dismal sight of Avelorn desecrated. 


Weary with grief, Aenarion flew on. That night a strange flame burned in 
the air, of green and purple and pink and silver. Birds with wings of fire 
circled about the Phoenix King, their voices a chorus of screeches and 
mournful cawing. The flock of firebirds surrounded Indraugnir, their harsh 
cries surrounding the Phoenix King, deafening and incessant. 


‘Begone!’ he shouted. 


Amongst the cacophony Aenarion discerned a voice, wrought from a 
thousand avian throats. The words were carried on the wind itself, swirling 
around him as the flock swooped and soared. 


“Turn back!’ the firebirds cried. ‘We are All-seeing and you fly to your 
doom.’ 


‘Begone!’ Aenarion called again. ‘I know you for what you are. Daemons 
given the form of birds, sent to dissuade me from my quest.’ 


“You guess right, but judge us wrong,’ the bird chorus replied. ‘Not elf nor 
daemon nor god wishes you to draw that which you seek. No mortal hand 
can wield this weapon, for it was made for Khaine’s grip and Khaine alone 
controls it. No bloodshed can satiate its hunger; no war can quench its 
thirst. When every daemon is destroyed, and even the gods themselves have 
fallen to your rage, what then for you? You shall be kinslayer, the doom of 
your own people; for in them you will see weakness and cowardice and you 
will strike them down without thought.’ 


‘Never!’ said Aenarion. ‘My bloodlust is for daemon and Chaos God alone, 
and no force in this world or the heavens would raise my hand against 
another elf. Begone with your lies.’ 


‘Heed our warming, turn back!’ the flock called, but Aenarion urged 
Indraugnir on and the two burst into the starry sky while the firebirds fell to 
smoke behind them. 


Dawn broke in full glory, the sun banishing winter chill, casting golden rays 
upon the land of the elves. Aenarion looked to the east and for a moment 
his heart was stirred by the beauty of the sunrise. But gladness could take 
no hold, for he knew that such sights would be forever banished if the 
daemons were spared. As the sun’s light reflected from his armour, 
Aenarion could see lithe figures dancing in the glare. Insubstantial, like 
distant reflections, they leapt and twirled about the king and his dragon, 
shimmering with the dawn haze. 


‘Begone!’ he shouted. 


His command was greeted by lilting laughter that poured into his mind like 
a gentle waterfall. 


‘So harsh, so stern!’ the daemonlights giggled. ‘Why so grim, King of the 
Elves? For one who seeks to end all wars, your mood is sour. Exalt your 


26 XRN 


noble quest and rejoice in the pleasure that will come from destroying your 
foes.’ 


‘Save your guile for one that is not deaf and blind to your charms,’ replied 
Aenarion. ‘Your kind will fall with the others.’ 


‘And even as you strike us down and relish your victories, you will become 
forever ours,’ sang the sun-voices. ‘The joy of slaying is still joy, and in that 
you will be trapped, your life no more than one moment of rapturous 
slaughter after the other.’ 


‘Never!’ cried Aenarion. “There is no joy left in me; not in head nor heart 
nor any other part. I shall with a frown upon my brow take no pleasure from 
it, as the beekeeper drives wasps from the hives or the tree-herd disposes of 
the mites in his charges’ bark. Your slaying is an unwanted evil that I bear, 
and I will do it without happiness.’ 


‘Heed our warning, turn back!’ the sun-daemons called, but Aenarion urged 
Indraugnir on and the two banked into the shadows of the mountains to 
leave behind the light of the sun. 


At dusk a soupy smog smothered the Phoenix King, its tendrils slipping 
across Indraugnir’s scales, pawing at Aenarion’s face with wet, slimy 
fingers. A stench of eternal decay, of charnel morass and rotting swamp, 
burned Aenarion’s throat and eyes. Through stinging tears with cracked 
voice, he cried out. 


‘Begone!’ he shouted. 


Lugubrious voices swallowed him up, words sliding into his ears like moist 
mud, seeping and slipping through his mind in most disgusting fashion. 


“When all is dead, who shall you slay?’ they asked. “When the corpses are 
as mountain ranges and foetid blood fills oceans, what then? Think you to 
destroy Death itself? Think that you are eternal, never to be touched by the 
flies and the worms? Fodder you are, flesh and bones and blood and skin, 
and nothing more. When the daemons are gone, would you raise this 
weapon against disease, and strike down old age, and slice through hunger? 
Nothing is forever, save us, for in all life there is death.’ 


‘All things follow their natural course, and I would no more fight nature 
than try to cut apart the sky,’ snarled Aenarion. ‘But your kind wantonly 
spread plague and famine in most unnatural cause, and you too shall feel 
the pain of destruction. You are not Death, nor its servants; merely vassal 
messengers of putridity and decomposition. Death comes to all mortals, and 
with the Godslayer in my hand it will come to the immortal also.’ 


‘Heed our warning, turn back!’ burbled the noxious fog, but Aenarion urged 
Indraugnir higher and higher, until they breached the rank cloud and flew 
on through the starlit sky. 


The following dawn the crimson sky was filled with rain, so that it seemed 
as the air itself cried blood. Each drop falling upon dragon scale and link of 
armour rang as if blade against blade. Every sliding droplet screeched like 
metal torn or throat slit. As the shower became a downpour, Aenarion and 
Indraugnir were surrounded by the din of battle, the arrhythmic clashing 
and wailing overlapping to form words bellowed so fiercely that Aenarion 
feared for his hearing. 


‘Begone!’ he shouted. 


‘Foolish mortal!’ the voice roared in return. ‘Think you to tum war against 
its makers? We will feed upon every blow you land, every drop of blood 
shed, every bone broken and every skull severed. In battle we were born 
and for battle we exist. The ringing of your sword shall be a clarion to us, 
and in hosts uncountable we will fight you. For each of us you fell, another 
shall be born, into war unending, battle without cease to the end of the 
world and the universe beyond.’ 


‘The dead do not feed,’ laughed Aenarion. ‘When you are slain you shall 
feast no more upon violence and rage. Cold shall be your deaths, for I will 
be heartless and pitiless, though my rage shall outmatch yours.’ 


‘The beasts of war cannot be vanquished! Great may be your fury, yet the 
harder you fight, the stronger we shall become. There is not a blade forged 
by man or god that does not belong to us. Every life you take shall be a life 
dedicated to us and your victories will be as hollow as your defiance.’ 


‘Why would you discourage me from such?’ asked Aenarion. ‘It is fear, I 
contend! No might of mortal or immortal can stand against Vaul’s darkest 


creation. No stronghold in the world or in the realms beyond can hold 
against its power. Bring on your unending war and I will end it. I shall 
throw down your brazen gates and topple your iron towers.’ 


‘Heed our warning, turn back!’ the voices growled, but the rainfall grew 
lighter as Indraugnir flew on, ’til the Phoenix King flew in clear skies again. 


On and on, northwards flew Indraugnir, the Phoenix King silent and 
resolute upon the dragon’s back. They glided over barren lands, bounded to 
the East by sheer-sided peaks, bordered to the West by crashing sea. 
Withered heaths and wide marshes broke the rocky landscape, the foothills 
covered with desolate moorlands, the rivers cold and rimmed with ice. 


Neither rider nor mount had known rest for many days, but Indraugnir flew 
on with steady beats of his wings. Aenarion dared not close his eyes lest 
some new obstacle assail him. The cold air became harsher still, 
Indraugnir’s great breaths each a billowing cloud that swirled in the wake of 
his wings. Aenarion’s bones ached and his eyes were rimed with frost, but 
he kept his grip firm on the saddle even as he shook icicles from his long 
hair. 


The Phoenix King heard whispers. Faint and distant, and thought himself in 
a waking dream. Male and female, high and low, the voices urged him to 
turn back, seeking to turn him from his quest. With each new entreaty or 
threat his resolve hardened further, until his heart was as an icy stone. 
Coldness without and coldness within, the Phoenix King fixed his eyes 
upon the north and urged Indraugnir to stay strong. 


As they neared the northern coast of Ulthuan, all ahead of them was 
swathed with dark rumbling clouds. From East to West the storm obscured 
all. Beneath the crashes and flashes the seas were stirred to tremendous 
violence, smashing and flailing against the rocky shore. The clouds towered 
upwards to the edge of the sky, and there was no path except through them. 
Lightning crackled, dancing brilliantly across the high waves. The air 
reverberated with thunder, shaking Aenarion in his armour. The wind 
became a fierce gale that whipped the breath from the Phoenix King’s lips. 


Aenarion leaned low and slapped an encouraging hand to Indraugnir’s thick 
neck. He raised his voice above the howl of the wind. 


‘The elements themselves would see us fail, my friend. This is the last, I am 
sure of it. I have no doubts for your courage and tenacity, but have you the 
strength for this final obstacle?’ 


Indraugnir snorted with offence and backed up his wings so that the two 
stayed in place, barely buffeted by the strength of the wind. The dragon 
twisted his neck to look upon Aenarion, eyes slitted against the gale. 


“You know better than to ask such questions, old ally. I would bear you to 
the moon and back if you wished it. It is a great storm, I grant you, but I 
have flown these skies for an age. Upon the fires of volcanoes I have 
soared, and into the icy vastness of the North I ventured when I was young. 
I have crossed mountains and oceans and deserts, and you ask if I have the 
strength to contest with a simple storm?’ 


‘Well said, my friend, and proudly put!’ replied the Phoenix King. ‘I doubt 
not that we could fly round the world and back again if needed. Storm or no 
storm, the Blighted Isle is near at hand, somewhere beneath that scowling 
sky. When we have dared its wrath and found our prize, we shall be 
afforded our much-earned rest.’ 


‘Say not!’ said Indraugnir. ‘If we succeed, there shall be no rest nor respite. 
I know of this thing that you seek. It is a shard of death, a splinter of the 
freezing void between stars, fang from the world serpent. You ask if I have 
the strength to bear you to its resting place, but I must ask if you have the 
strength to bear what you will find there. I heard the words of Caledor. This 
wicked thing you seek was not meant for the mortal realm. Its touch is a 
curse, to its victims and its wielder. Its taint shall be in you forever, even 
past death. Is this truly what you seek?’ 


Aenarion did not reply for some time. He felt the thudding of his heart and 
the race of blood through his veins. All the whispering had gone save for 
one sharp voice; a quiet siren song that called to him through the tumult of 
the storm. He thought of what he had to leave behind and saw that there 
was nothing. His land, his people, all would suffer for eternity if he did not 
do this thing. 


‘My heart is hardened to it and my mind set upon this course. If this 
weapon is to be the doom all claim, it shall be my doom alone, for my wife 
and children are dead and with my passing its curse will carry on no more. 
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Let us doubt each other no more. Whatever fate awaits me, it cannot be 
delayed.’ 


So Indraugnir stiffened his wings, set his long neck and dived down 
towards the boiling storm. 


Wind howled, lightning flared, thunder growled. All was enveloping 
darkness split by blinding brightness as Indraugnir and Aenarion plunged 
through the tempest. Despite the dragon’s straining pinions they were tossed 
about like a leaf on a breeze. Aenarion leaned forwards and clasped his 
hands around Indraugnir’s neck, laying his cheek against his scaly hide as 
the wind threatened to tear the Phoenix King from his perch. A swell of air 
or rasp of lightning would set the pair to tumbling, until Indraugnir righted 
himself with stentorian growls, his heart pounding so hard it shuddered 
through Aenarion’s body. 


As one they dived down, a silver and gold streak in the blackness. The sea 
beneath foamed wildly and Indraugnir’s wingtips skimmed the waves as he 
pulled out of the stoop, battered left and right by the swirling hurricane. 
Fiercer and fiercer grew the storm as they flew on, ’til Aenarion’s limbs 
shivered with the effort of his clinging. A mountainous wave surged out of 
the gloom, forcing Indraugnir to climb swiftly. 


Lightning cracked, striking Aenarion. For a moment his whole body 
contorted. His fingers lost their grip and he fell, tumbling from Indraugnir’s 
back towards the stormy seas below. With a cry of dismay, Indraugnir 
folded a wing and turned sharply. He plummeted after the falling Phoenix 
King, fighting against the torrent of the storm that threatened to sweep both 
away. 


Aenarion plunged into the steep waves, what little breath he had exploding 
from his body. Surf crashed over him and his armour pulled him down. 
With a final effort, he splashed to the surface once more, filling his lungs 
with freezing air before sinking again, dragged down by the current. 


Indraugnir hit the water like a meteor, wings furled, raising a great eruption 
of water. Eyes wide in the bubbling depths, he spied the glint of gold and 
turned and lunged awkwardly, a clawed foot closing around Aenarion’s 
spinning body. Legs pumping, churning a froth behind him, the dragon 


burst clear of the sea’s clawing grip, wings snapping out to carry them back 
into the clouds. 


Tumed around and about, the dragon knew not whether he flew north or 
south or east or west, but carried on as swiftly as he could, Aenarion’s limp 
form hanging in his grasp. Feeling no movement from his friend, he cast his 
gaze about, looking for some rock or promontory where he could set down 
for a moment. 


He spied an outcrop of black rock and turned towards it, skimming above 
the waves, every muscle and sinew in his enormous body a knot of agony. 
His breath coming in gasps, Indraugnir crashed against the hard shore, 
shielding Aenarion with his body, the sharp rocks shedding scales, tearing 
through the skin of his wings. Bloodied and limping, Indraugnir righted 
himself and gently set Aenarion down on a water dappled rock shelf. 


Bending his head low, the dragon let out a breath across the elven king. 
Stirred by the heat, Aenarion heaved water from his lungs, body 
shuddering. Bleeding from dozens of wounds, Indraugnir lay down beside 
the motionless elf and draped a wing across him, shielding the Phoenix 
King against the surf that sprayed from the wild sea. 


So it was that Aenarion and Indraugnir came to the Blighted Isle. 


When Aenarion awoke he was sore in limb and numb in mind. Crawling 
from beneath the protective canopy of Indraugnir’s wing, he looked up to 
see a dark sky. The storm had abated and the clouds gone, but not a single 
star could be seen. The cold waters lapped against the rock beside him; in 
the other direction he could see nothing but blackness. He looked to 
Indraugnir but the dragon did not stir. His body heaved and fell with 
massive breaths and his eyes were closed. The Phoenix King saw gouges in 
the flesh of the beast, and noted the tattered edges of Indraugnir’s wings. He 
patted his companion gently upon the shoulder and sat down with his back 
to the dragon’s foreleg. 


Here he sat, alert for any danger, and kept watch. 


As the first fingers of dawn touched upon the sea to the east, Indraugnir 
stirred. Blinking his eyes, the dragon yawned wide, puffs of smoke drifting 
from his open maw. Indraugnir turned towards Aenarion and saw that the 
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king was awake. Aenarion stood as the dragon shifted his bulk and 
tentatively flexed a wing. Indraugnir’s thick lips rippled with pain, exposing 
sword-long teeth. 


‘I fear my boast has come back to haunt me,’ the dragon said gently. ‘I am 
undone by the storm and can carry you no further.’ 


‘No other could have seen me through the tempest, there is no shame in 
such a feat. We are here upon the Blighted Isle and I can find my way alone 
here. Rest up, for it will not be long ere we must go south again, and even I 
cannot walk on water.’ 


Indraugnir laughed with a deep rumble. 


‘With the Sword of Khaine in hand, perhaps you could carve apart the seas 
and cross the dry wound to Ulthuan.’ 


‘I would rather be carried by a friend,’ replied the Phoenix King. ‘Fare well, 
and I shall return soon with my prize.’ 


The Blighted Isle was lifeless, a barren rock broken by stone spires; home 
to no plant nor animal nor bird nor the smallest insect. Aenarion set off 
away from the dawn, picking his way through the scattered rocks. Soon he 
spied higher ground to the west and set off with purpose. Pulling himself up 
a steep ridge, the king saw that the morning had all but passed and the sun 
was not far from noon. Yet the circle of light hung in a dark sky, its light 
weak, a pale disc that seemed more like the moon. 


Crossing the ridge, Aenarion felt a pull to the south, and the sharp, luring 
whisper returned to his ear. Yet even as he tured in its direction, a mist rose 
from the naked rock, surrounding him until the sunlight was no more than a 
faint sheen in the air. Shadows stirred in the fog and Aenarion thought that 
the daemons had returned. He circled slowly on his heel as the shapes 
resolved into vague silhouettes, tall and slim, robed with cloud like gowns. 
They crowded closer, just out of reach, grey figures that stretched towards 
him with pleading hands, their insubstantial bodies evaporating and 
reforming. 


Dark mouths opened and the fog swirled with hoarse whispers. ‘He walks 
among us.’ 


‘The Doom of the Elves hath come’ 
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“Spare us!’ 
‘Mercy!’ 

‘Not the blade!’ 
‘Free us!’ 

‘Give us peace!’ 
‘Justice!’ 

‘Show us pity!’ 


Aenarion swiped at the apparitions with his hand and stumbled back from 
their advance, only to find more behind him. There were thousands, a great 
mass of wraiths that grew in number with every passing heartbeat. 


‘Leave me be, foul spirits!’ he snarled. “The dead have no business with the 
living. Torment your slayers, not I!’ 


A quiet female voice beside Aenarion quelled all the others. 
“They are the spirits of the Dead Yet To Be, Aenarion.’ 

The Phoenix King spun around, recognising the voice. 
‘Astarielle?’ he cried. 


It was she; a shimmering ghost of white and palest green among the 
melancholy grey. The Phoenix King looked upon her beauty again and 
wept. He stepped forwards to embrace her slender body, but his arms 
passed through air without substance, leaving only a cold sensation that 
prickled his skin. As the spirit of Astarielle reformed, he saw now that there 
were rents upon her flesh and silver blood spilled from a wound in her 
breast. Aenarion gave a wordless moan and fell to one knee. 


‘My beautiful wife! What horrors have been inflicted upon you? Is there to 
be no peace for your spirit?’ 


‘In peace I lived, but in violence I died. To peace I will return, but not 
before I have spoken. Give up this quest for vengeance, Aenarion. Shun the 
lure of war and find it in your heart to treasure the memory of my life, not 
the haunting of my death.’ 
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‘Look what they have done to you, my beautiful wife. Look at the 
destruction they have wrought upon your realm.’ 


‘All things die and then grow again. Even Averlorn has its seasons, though 
they last longer than the lifetimes of elves. What seems permanent now is 
but fleeting in the eyes of the world. The future cannot be born out of grief 
and anger, but is created anew with hope and love.’ ‘My love died with you, 
Astarielle,’ said Aenarion, regaining his feet. “This is your shade, fleetingly 
here, but soon it will be gone. Only in death will we join each other again, 
but I cannot needlessly throw aside my life and abandon our people. When 
the daemons are destroyed and Ulthuan is safe, I will return the 
Widowmaker to its black altar and let loose my grip on the world. Then we 
shall be united.’ 


“There are things that you are not to know, but you must believe that all is 
not as bleak as it seems. You sought sacrifice to end the woes of the elves, 
but there is greater sacrifice to come. Though in times to come we shall 
spread our gaze across the world and rule the seas, it will be but a brief 
respite in the dwindling of our people. You now must make that choice. 
Look to your heart! We must forego that power that makes us strong, that 
the daemons might be caged again within their terrible prison, and with 
their passing so too will our glory fade.’ 


‘Never!’ snarled Aenarion. ‘We will rise anew from this war, greater than 
ever. Though your entreaty would break the heart of an ice fiend, my mind 
is set.’ 


Silver tears rolled down Astarielle’s cheeks as Aenarion turned from her. 
The Phoenix King stalked away with a whisper. 


“We will be together again, my love, but not yet. There is something yet that 
I must do.’ 


It was not long before Aenarion came to a wide expanse near the centre of 
the Blighted Isle. Here, jagged black rocks marked with lines of red thrust 
up into the ruddy skies like a circle of columns. The ground within was as 
flat as glass and black as midnight. At the centre there stood a block of red- 
veined rock and something only partly visible shimmered above it. 
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Even as his thoughts touched upon the Godslayer, there came to Aenarion’s 
ears a distant noise; a faint screaming. The ring of metal on metal, of 
fighting, echoed around the shrine. Aenarion heard a thunderous heart 
beating, and thought he saw knives carving wounds upon flesh, and limbs 
torn from bodies on the edge of his vision. The red veins of the altar were 
not rock at all, but pulsed like arteries, blood flowing from the stone in 
spurting rivers of gore. He realised that the beating heart was his own, and 
it hammered in his chest like a swordsmith working at an anvil. 


Aenarion stood transfixed before that bloody shrine. The thing embedded in 
the rock danced and wavered before the Phoenix King’s eyes, a blur of axe 
and sword and spear and bow and knife and strange weapons not known to 
the elves. Finally a single image emerged, of a long-bladed sword, cross- 
guard curled into the rune of Khaine, its black blade etched with red 
symbols of death and blood. 


Aenarion reached out... and stopped, his fingers a hair’s-breadth from the 
hilt of the sword. All became silent; not a movement stirred the air as the 
world and the gods held their breath. 


Aenarion knew this would be his doom. All of the warnings came back to 
him, the words of Caledor merged with dire predictions of the daemons and 
the pleading of his dead wife. It all mattered nothing to him, for his sprit 
was empty and only the Sword of Khaine could fill the void within him. 


The ground shook and rock crumbled as Aenarion’s fist closed upon the 
hilt. He pulled the sword free from its stone prison and held it aloft. Blood 
seeped from the runes etched into the blade and poured in thick rivulets 
across his hand and down his arm, trailing crimson across his armour. 


Godslayer, Widowmaker, Doom of Worlds, Spear of Vengeance, 
Deathshard, Icefang and Heavenblight. By many names it was called, by 
mortal and daemons and gods. But one name alone it truly held: Sword of 
Khaine, the Lord of Murder. 


Now it was the Sword of Aenarion. 


The doom of the elves was sealed. 


One 
Broken Legacy 


None knew at the time that the greatest saviour of the elves would also be 
their doom. Yet there was one who foresaw the darkness and death to come: 
Caledor Dragontamer. When Aenarion the Defender, bulwark against the 
daemons and first of the Phoenix Kings, drew the Sword of Khaine from its 
black altar, Caledor, greatest mage of Ulthuan, was gifted with a dark 
prophecy. 


Caledor saw that in taking the dire blade forged for the God of Murder, 
Aenarion awakened the bloodthirsty spirit that had been buried deep within 
the elves. In Aenarion’s line more than any other, the call for war and the 
thrill of battle was stirred, and across the isle of Ulthuan love of 
bloodletting was kindled and the innocence of the Everqueen’s rule passed 
forever. 


That Aenarion drew the sword at all was born out of grief and anger, and its 
call haunted him until the day he drove it back into the fell altar of Khaine 
just before he died. It was that same anguish and loss that drove him to 
marry the seeress Morathi, whom the Phoenix King had rescued from the 
grip of Chaos. 


Morathi wielded the power of magic without reserve, eager to harness the 
great energies unleashed upon the world by the coming of Chaos. There 
were those who saw such practices as obscene and dangerous, and there 
were whispers that Morathi had bewitched Aenarion. That she craved 
power was plain for many to see, yet Aenarion was oblivious to their 
protests and banished them from his presence. 


At Anlec, Aenarion and Morathi held court, and in that bleak time their 
palace was a fortress of war and sorcery. The deadliest warriors came and 
learnt at Aenarion’s hand, while the most gifted spellweavers were taught 
the deepest secrets known to Morathi. With spell and spear, the warriors of 
Anlec carved the kingdom of Nagarythe from the grip of the daemons, 
wielding grave weapons forged in the furnaces of Vaul the Smith God by 
the servants of Caledor. 


It was into the midst of destruction and vengeance that Malekith was born, 
son of Aenarion and Morathi. As was the tradition of those times, a blade 
was forged for him at the hour of his birth, and he was taught to wield it as 
soon as his limbs were strong enough to hold it aloft. 


From his father, he learnt the skills of rulership and warcraft, and from his 
mother, Malekith was gifted the power to bind the tempests of magic to his 
will. 


Into Malekith, the Phoenix King poured all of his wisdom and knowledge, 
but also his thirst for revenge upon the daemons that had taken his first wife 
and the children borne by her. Into Malekith, Morathi invested her will to 
achieve anything no matter the cost, and the hunger for glory and greatness. 


‘Remember that you are the son of Aenarion,’ she told Malekith when he 
was but a child. ‘Remember that you are the son of Morathi. In your blood 
flows the greatest strength of this isle.’ 


‘You are a warrior born,’ Aenarion said. ‘You shall be fell with blade and 
bow, and you shall wield armies as lesser elves wield their swords.’ 


Day after day they told their son this, from before he was old enough to 
understand their words, to the day Aenarion died. 


It was to the lament of Aenarion that the tide of daemons did not cease, and 
his constant battles were thus ever in vain. Caledor it was that created the 
great vortex, which to this day siphons away the power of Chaos and drains 
it from the world. With the magical energy needed to sustain their material 
forms now much diminished, the daemons perished, though Caledor and his 
mages were trapped in stasis within the vortex, cursed to fight against the 
encroachment of Chaos for eternity. Aenarion gave his life defending 
Caledor and his mages, and with his last strength returned to the Blighted 
Isle and restored the Godslayer to the black altar of Khaine. 


In the time after the daemons had passed, the great princes of the elves— 
those warriors and mages who had fought alongside Caledor and Aenarion 
—came together to decide the path of the future rule of Ulthuan. In the 
forests of Avelorn, from where the slain Everqueen had ruled, they held the 
First Council a year after Aenarion’s departure. 


The princes met in the Glade of Eternity, a great amphitheatre of trees at the 
centre of which stood a shrine to Isha, the Goddess of Nature, matron of the 
Everqueen. Grown of twining silver roots and branches, with emerald-green 
leaves festooned with blooms in every season, the Aein Yshain glowed with 
mystical power. By the light of the moons and the stars, the First Council 
convened, bathed in the twilight of the open skies and the aura of the 
blessed tree. 


Morathi and Malekith were there. Dark-haired and coldly beautiful, the 
seeress wore a dress of black cloth so fine that it appeared as a diaphanous 
cloud that barely concealed her alabaster skin. Her raven hair was swept 
back by bands of finely woven silver threads hung with rubies, and her lips 
were painted to match the glittering gems. Slender and noble of bearing she 
stood, and bore a staff of black iron in her hands. 


Malekith was no less imposing. As tall as his father and of similarly dark 
eyes, he wore a suit of golden mail, and a breastplate upon which was 
embossed the coiling form of a dragon. A long sword hung in a gold- 
threaded scabbard at his waist, its pommel wrought from the same precious 
metal: a dragon’s claw grasping a sapphire the size of a fist. 


With them came other princes of Nagarythe who had survived the fighting 
on the Isle of the Dead. They were dressed in their fine armour, and wore 
dark cloaks that hung to their ankles, and proudly bore the scars and 
trophies of their wars with the daemons. 


The sinister princes of the north were arrayed with knives, spears, swords, 
bows, shields and armour wrought with the runes of Vaul, testaments to the 
power of Nagarythe and Anlec. Banner bearers with black and silver 
standards stood in attendance, and heralds sounded the trumpets and pipes 
at their arrival. A cabal of sorcerers accompanied the Naggarothi 
contingent, clad in robes of black and purple, their faces tattooed and 
scarred with ritual sigils, their heads shaved. 


Another group there was, of princes from the lands founded by Caledor in 
the south, and from the new realms to the east—Cothique, Eataine, Yvresse 
and others. At the fore stood the young mage Thyriol, and golden-haired 
Menieth, son of Caledor Dragontamer. 


In contrast to the Naggarothi these elves of the south and east were as day is 
to night. Though all had played their part in the war against the daemons, 
these princes had cast off their wargear and instead carried staves and 
sceptres, and in the place of war helms they wore golden crowns as symbols 
of their power. They were clad predominantly in white, the colour of 
mourning, in remembrance of the losses their people had suffered; the 
Naggarothi eschewed such affectation even though they had lost more than 
most. 


‘Aenarion has passed on,’ Morathi declared to the council. “The Godslayer, 
the Widowmaker, he returned to the altar of Khaine so that we can be free 
of war. In peace, my son wishes to rule, and in peace we would explore this 
new world that surrounds us. Yet, I fear peace now is a thing of memory, 
and perhaps one day to be nothing more than myth. Do not think that the 
Great Powers that now gaze upon our world with hungry, immortal eyes can 
be so easily defeated. Though the daemons are banished from our lands, the 
power of Chaos is not wholly exiled from the world. I have gazed far and 
wide this past year, and I have seen what changes the fall of the gods has 
wrought upon us.’ 


‘In war, I would follow no other king,’ said Menieth, striding to the centre 
of the circle formed by the princes. ‘In Nagarythe is found the greatest 
strength of arms upon this isle. The war is over, though, and I am not sure 
that the strength of Nagarythe lies in tranquillity. There are other realms 
now, and cities where there were castles. Civilisation has triumphed over 
Chaos on Ulthuan, and we shall take that civilisation across the seas and the 
elves shall reign where the gods have fallen.’ 


‘And such arrogance and blindness shall see us humbled,’ said Morathi. 
‘Far to the north, the lands are blasted wastelands, where creatures 
corrupted by dark magic crawl and flit. Ignorant savages build altars of 
skulls in praise of the new gods, and spill the blood of their kin in worship. 
Monstrous things melded of flesh and magic prowl the darkness beyond our 
shores. If we are to bring our light to these benighted lands, it shall be upon 
the glittering tip of spear and arrow.’ 


‘Hardship and bloodshed are the price we pay for our survival,’ argued 
Menieth. ‘Nagarythe shall march at the forefront of our hosts and with the 
valour of the Naggarothi we shall pierce that darkness. However, we cannot 
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be ruled by war as we were when Aenarion strode amongst us. We must 
reclaim our spirits from the love of bloodshed that consumed us, and seek a 
more enlightened path towards building a new world. We must allow the 
boughs of love and friendship to flourish from the roots of hatred and 
violence sown by the coming of Aenarion. We shall never forget his legacy, 
but our hearts cannot be ruled by his anger.’ 


‘My son is the heir of Aenarion,’ Morathi said quietly, menace in her soft 
voice. ‘That we stand here at all is the prize wrested from defeat by my late 
husband.’ 


‘But won no less by my father’s sacrifice,’ Menieth countered. ‘For a year 
we have pondered what course of action to take, since the deaths of 
Aenarion and Caledor. Nagarythe shall take its place amongst the other 
realms; great in its glory, yet not greater than any other kingdom.’ 


‘Greatness is earned by deeds, not bestowed by others,’ said Morathi, 
striding forwards to stand in front of Menieth. She planted her staff in the 
ground between them and glared at the prince, her grip tight upon the metal 
rod. 


‘It is not to fall upon each other that we fought against the daemons and 
sacrificed so much,’ said Thyriol hurriedly. Clad in robes of white and 
yellow that glimmered with golden thread, the mage laid a hand upon the 
shoulder of Morathi and upon the arm of Menieth. ‘In us has been 
awakened a new spirit, and we must temper our haste with cool judgement, 
just as a newly forged blade must be quenched in the calming waters.’ 


“Who here feels worthy enough to take up the crown of the Phoenix King?’ 
Morathi asked, glaring at the princes with scorn. ‘Who here save my son is 
worthy of being Aenarion’s successor?’ 


There was silence for a while, and none of the dissenters could meet 
Morathi’s gaze, save for Menieth, who returned her cold stare without 
flinching. Then a voice rang out across the glade from the shadows of the 
trees encircling the council. 


‘I have been chosen!’ the voice called. 


From the trees walked Bel Shanaar, ruling prince of the plains of Tiranoc. 
Behind him strode a gigantic figure, in shape as of a tree given the power to 
walk. Oakheart was his name; one of the treemen of Avelorn who had acted 
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as guard to the Everqueen and tended the sacred shrines of the elves’ 
homeland. 


‘Chosen by whom?’ asked Morathi contemptuously. 


‘By the princes and the Everqueen,’ Bel Shanaar replied, standing to one 
side of the holy tree of Isha. 


‘Astarielle was slain,’ Morathi said. ‘The reign of the Everqueen is no 
more.’ 


‘She lives on,’ said a ghostly, feminine voice that drifted around the glade. 


‘Astarielle was slain by the daemons,’ Morathi insisted, casting her gaze 
about to spy whence the voice had come, her eyes narrowed with suspicion. 


The leaves on all of the trees began to quiver, filling the glade with a gentle 
susurrus as if a wind whispered through the treetops, though the air was 
still. The long grass of the glade began to sway in the same invisible breeze, 
bending towards the Aein Yshain at the clearing’s centre. The glow of the 
sacred tree grew stronger, bathing the council in a golden light dappled with 
sky blues and verdant greens. 


In the shimmering brightness, a silhouette of greater light appeared upon 
the knotted trunk, resolving itself into the form of a young elf maiden. 
Morathi gasped, for at first it seemed as if Astarielle indeed still lived. 


The maiden’s golden hair hung to her waist in long plaited tresses woven 
with flowers of every colour, and she wore the green robes of the 
Everqueen. Her face was delicate, even by elven standards, and her eyes the 
startling blue of the clearest summer skies. As the light dimmed, the elf’s 
features became clearer and Morathi saw that this newcomer was not 
Astarielle. There was a likeness, of that Morathi was aware, but she relaxed 
as she scrutinised the girl. 


“You are not Astarielle,’ Morathi declared confidently. ‘You are an 
impostor!’ 


‘Not Astarielle, you are right,’ replied the maiden, her voice soft yet 
carrying easily to the furthest reaches of the glade. ‘I am not an impostor, 
either. I am Yvraine, daughter of Aenarion and Astarielle.’ 
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‘More trickery!’ shrieked Morathi, rounding on the princes with such an 
expression of anger that many flinched from her ire. ‘Yvraine is also dead! 
You conspire to keep my son from his rightful inheritance.’ 


‘She is Yvraine,’ said Oakheart, his voice a melodic noise like the sighing 
of a light wind through branches. “Though Astarielle remained to protect 
Avelorn against the daemons, she bid us to take her children to safety. To 
the Gaen Vale I carried them, where no other elf has trod. There my kin and 
I fought the daemons and kept Yvraine and Morelion safe those many 
years.’ 


At this there were gasps from the Naggarothi, none louder than the 
exclamation of Malekith. 


“Then my half-brother also still lives?’ the prince demanded. ‘Aenarion’s 
first son is alive?’ 


‘Calm yourself, Malekith,’ said Thyriol. ‘Morelion has taken ship and 
sailed from Ulthuan. He is a child of Avelorn, as is Yvraine, and he seeks no 
claim to the rule of Nagarythe. He is blessed of Isha, not a scion of Khaine, 
and seeks neither dominion nor fealty.’ 


“You kept this from Aenarion?’ Morathi’s tone was full of incredulity. ‘You 
allowed him to believe his children were dead, and raised them separated 
from their father? You have hidden them from—’ 


‘I am the beloved of Isha,’ said Yvraine, her voice stern, silencing Morathi. 
‘In me is reborn the spirit of the Everqueen. Anlec is a place of blood and 
rage. It could not be my home, I could not live amongst the taint of Khaine, 
and so Oakheart and his kind raised me in the manner and place fitting for 
my station.’ 


‘I see now your conspiracy,’ said Morathi, stalking across the glade to 
confront the princes. ‘In secrecy you have muttered and whispered, and 
kept the Naggarothi from your counsels. You seek to supplant the line of 
Aenarion with one of your own, and wrest the power of Ulthuan from 
Nagarythe.’ 


“There is no power to wrest, no line to break,’ replied Thyriol. ‘Only in pain 
and death does Nagarythe prevail. We sent messengers to Anlec and you 
turned them away. We sought to include you in our deliberations, but you 
would send no embassy. We gave you every right and opportunity to make 
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the claim for your son and you chose to tread your own path. There is no 
conspiracy.’ 


‘I am the widow of Aenarion, the queen of Ulthuan,’ Morathi snarled. 
“When the daemons preyed upon your people, did Aenarion and his 
lieutenants stand by and discuss matters in council? When Caledor began 
his spell, did he debate its merits with the peons? To rule is to wield the 
right to decide for all.’ 


“You are queen no longer, Morathi,’ said Yvraine, ghosting softly across the 
glade, her steps as light as settling snowflakes. “The Everqueen has returned 
and I shall rule with Bel Shanaar, just as Aenarion reigned with my mother.’ 


“You will wed Bel Shanaar?’ asked Morathi, turning on Yvraine. 


‘As Aenarion wed my mother, so the Everqueen will marry the Phoenix 
King, and ever shall it be down all of the ages,’ Yvraine declared. ‘I cannot 
marry Malekith, my half-brother, no matter what his entitlement or qualities 
to succeed his father.’ 


‘Usurpers!’ shrieked Morathi, raising up her staff. Malekith leapt forwards 
and snatched the rod from her grip. 


‘No more!’ the prince of Nagarythe cried out. ‘I would not have the realm 
forged by my father torn asunder by this dispute.’ 


Malekith laid a comforting hand upon the cheek of his mother, and when 
she was calmed he returned her staff to her. With a last venomous glare at 
Yvraine and Bel Shanaar, the seeress turned her back upon them and 
returned to the Naggarothi contingent to glower and sneer. 


‘I do not seek the throne of Ulthuan to become a tyrant,’ said Malekith. ‘It 
is to honour my father and see his legacy fulfilled that I would become 
Phoenix King. I do not claim this as a right of birth, but surrender myself to 
the judgement of those here. If it is the decision of this council that Bel 
Shanaar should wed my half-sister and become king, I will not oppose it. I 
ask only that you consider my petition this one last time, for it is plain that 
we have allowed division and misconception to cloud our minds.’ 


The princes nodded in agreement at these well-spoken words, and gathered 
together under the eaves of the Avelorn trees. They talked for a long time, 
until dawn touched her red fingers upon the treetops and the morning mists 
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drifted up from the fertile earth. Back and forth swayed the debate, for some 
were heartened by Malekith’s gentle entreaty and believed that though he 
was his father’s son, he had not wielded the Godslayer and so was not 
touched by its darkness. Others reminded the council of Caledor’s prophecy 
that Aenarion’s line was touched by Khaine, and argued that a child of 
Anlec could never be freed from its curse. 


“We have made our decision,’ Thyriol informed the Naggarothi. ‘While 
Malekith is a fine prince, he is yet young and has much to learn about the 
world, as do we all. Now is a time for wisdom and guidance, not iron rule, 
and for these reasons we remain committed to the investiture of Bel 
Shanaar.’ 


Morathi gave a scream of derision, but Malekith held up a hand to silence 
her. 


‘The fate of Ulthuan is not for a single elf to decide, and I accede to the 
wisdom of this council,’ Malekith declared. He crossed the glade and, to the 
amazement of all, bent to one knee before Bel Shanaar. ‘Bel Shanaar shall 
succeed my father, though he cannot replace him, and with his wisdom we 
shall herald a new age for our people. May the gods grant our new king the 
strength to prosper and rule justly, and know that should ever his will falter 
or his resolve waver, Nagarythe stands ready.’ 


Though Malekith bore himself with dignity and respect, he was sorely 
disappointed by the council’s decision. He returned to Nagarythe with his 
mother, and did not attend the ritual wedding of Bel Shanaar and Yvraine. 
However, he did travel to the Isle of Flame to bear witness to Bel Shanaar’s 
passing through the sacred flames of Asuryan, though the sight stirred 
within him a kernel of jealousy that he could not wholly quench. 


The shrine itself was a high pyramid in form, built above the burning flame 
of the king of the gods. The flame danced and flickered at the heart of the 
temple, thrice the height of an elf, burning without noise or heat. Runes of 
gold were inlaid into the marble tiles of the floor around the central fire, and 
these blazed with a light that was not wholly reflected from the flame. Upon 
the white walls were hung braziers wrought in the shape of phoenixes with 
their wings furled, and more magical fire burned within them, filling the 
temple with a golden glow. 
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All the princes of Ulthuan were there, resplendent in their cloaks and 
gowns, with high helms and tall crowns of silver and gold studded with 
gemstones from every colour of the rainbow. Only the Naggarothi stood out 
amongst this feast of colour, taciturn and sombre in their black and purple 
robes. Morathi stood with Malekith and his followers, the seeress eyeing the 
proceedings with suspicion. 


Astromancers were present too, seven of them, who had determined that 
this day was the most auspicious to crown the new Phoenix King. They 
wore robes of deep blues patterned with glistening diamonds in the 
constellations of the stars, linked by the finest lines of silver and platinum. 


The astrologers stood next to the chanting priests of Asuryan, who weaved 
their prayers around Bel Shanaar so that he might pass through the flames 
unscathed. Behind the priests sat the oracles of Asuryan; three elven 
maidens of pale skin and blonde hair, garbed in raiment of silver that 
shimmered in the dazzling light. 


Yvraine and her maiden guard had journeyed from Avelorn to join the 
ascension of her ceremonial husband. These warrior-women wore skirts of 
silvered scale edged with green cloth, and carried garlands of flowers in 
place of their spears and bows, for no weapon was allowed to pass the 
threshold of Asuryan’s temple. 


Bel Shanaar stood with the high priest before the flame, and about his 
shoulders was hung a cloak of white and black feathers, a newly woven 
symbol of his power and authority. 


‘As did Aenarion the Defender, so too shall I submit myself to the 
judgement of the greatest power,’ Bel Shanaar solemnly intoned. ‘My 
purity proven by this ordeal, I shall ascend to the throne of the Phoenix 
King, to rule wisely and justly in the name of the king of gods.’ 


“Your father needed no spells of protection,’ muttered Morathi. ‘This is a 
fraud, of no more legitimacy than the sham wedding to Yvraine.’ 


Malekith did not hear her words, for his attention and thoughts were bent 
entirely upon the unfolding ceremony. 


As the priests burned incense and made offerings to Asuryan, the oracles 
began to sing quietly, their verses almost identical but for a few words here 
and there, which rose into a joyful harmony as Bel Shanaar was ushered 
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towards the flame of Asuryan. The Phoenix King-to-be turned and looked 
back towards the princes, with no sign of trepidation or exultation. 


With a respectful nod Bel Shanaar faced towards the centre of the shrine 
and walked forwards, slowly ascending the shallow steps that led up to the 
dais over which the god’s cleansing fires gleamed. All present then fell 
hushed in anticipation as Bel Shanaar stepped within the flame, which 
turned to a glaring white and forced the onlookers to cast their gazes away 
lest they be blinded by its intensity. 


As their eyes grew accustomed to the bright burning of the flame, they 
could see the vague shape of Bel Shanaar within, arms upraised as he 
offered fealty to Asuryan. Then the Phoenix King turned slowly and 
stepped back out of the flames unharmed. There was a sighing of exhalation 
as the princes expressed their relief that all went well. The Naggarothi 
remained silent. 


The entourage left, laughing and chattering, save for Malekith, who stayed 
for a long while gazing at the flame and pondering his fate. The sacred fire 
had returned to its shifting colours, now seeming dim after its dazzling 
eruption. To Malekith it seemed as if they had been diminished, tainted by 
the presence of Bel Shanaar. 


Unaware of anything but that burning shrine, Malekith walked slowly 
forwards, his mind a swirl of conflicting emotions. If he but dared the flame 
and survived, without the spells of the priests to protect him, then surely it 
was the will of Asuryan that he succeed his father. Yet what if he was not 
strong enough? Would the burning of the flames devour him? What then 
would be left of his hopes and dreams for Nagarythe? 


Without realisation Malekith stood directly before the fires, mesmerised by 
their shifting patterns. The urge to reach out gripped him and he was about 
to place his hand into the flame when he heard the footsteps of the priests 
re-entering the temple. Snatching his hand away, Malekith turned from the 
sacred fire and strode quickly from the shrine, ignoring the priests’ 
inquiring glances. 


There were to be many days of feasting and celebration, but Malekith left as 
soon as the ceremony was complete, his duty having been fulfilled. He felt 
no urge to linger here, where his father had first thrown himself upon the 


247 XRN 


mercy of the greatest god and been reborn as the saviour of his people. If 
Bel Shanaar wished to be Phoenix King, then Malekith was satisfied to 
acquiesce. There were more than enough challenges ahead for him to 
overcome, Malekith knew, without inciting rivalry and discord. Content for 
the moment, he journeyed back to Anlec to take up his rule. 
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Two 
Voyage to Elthin Arvan 


With determination and resourcefulness, Malekith bent his mind to the 
rebuilding of Nagarythe, as the other princes looked to their realms. In this 
time, Ulthuan raised itself from the ashes of war, and the cities grew and 
prospered. Farmlands pushed back the wilderness of Ulthuan as the elves 
shaped their isle to their liking. 


In the mountains, hunters found strange beasts twisted by dark magic: 
many-headed hydras, bizarre chimerae, screeching griffons and other 
creatures of Chaos. Many of these they slew, others they captured and broke 
to their will to use as mounts. Here also change had been wrought upon the 
birds, and the elves became friends with the great eagles who soared upon 
the mountain thermals and were gifted with the power of speech. 


Ships were built and fleets despatched to explore the lands beyond the seas, 
and the power of the elves grew. Tiranoc, the kingdom of Bel Shanaar, 
profited greatly from this expansion of the elven realms, as did other 
kingdoms whose people took ship to found new colonies on distant shores. 


Seeing that the future of his lands lay not just upon Ulthuan but across the 
globe, Malekith decided to lead the Naggarothi forth on an expedition of 
conquest and exploration. Though he had laboured long in the 
reconstruction of Nagarythe, ever he had chafed at domesticity and would 
seek the adventure of the mountain hunts or train with the legions of Anlec. 


Not for him the life of security and comfort enjoyed by the princes of 
Ulthuan, for his spirit burned brighter than theirs, and ever the words of his 
mother and father sprang to mind. He felt destined for greater things than 
the building of walls and the collection of taxes, and he appointed many 
chancellors and treasurers to oversee these duties for him. 


In the two hundred and fifty-fifth year of Bel Shanaar’s reign, Malekith quit 
Nagarythe as part of a mighty fleet bound for the east, to the unconquered 
wilderness of Elthin Arvan. To Morathi he gave the stewardship of 
Nagarythe. Though the relationship between mother and son had been 
strained at times, for Morathi could not accept her son’s fate as placidly as 
did he, the two remained close. 
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Beneath a spring sky the two parted on the wharfs of Galthyr, Morathi 
wrapped against the chill with a shawl of black bear fur, Malekith in his 
golden armour. Behind the prince his flagship rose and fell at anchor, her 
white sails cracking in the breeze, the high tiers of her gilded hull shining in 
the morning sun. Further out to sea waited a dozen warships of Nagarythe, 
their black and gold hulls rising and falling upon the white surf, five 
hundred warriors and knights aboard each vessel; a bodyguard befitting the 
son of Aenarion. 


“You will earn glory on your travels,’ Morathi said with genuine affection. 
‘I have seen it in my dreams, and I know it in my heart. You will be a hero 
and a conqueror, and you will return to Ulthuan to be showered with 
praise.’ 


‘I have nothing to prove,’ Malekith answered. 


“You do not,’ Morathi agreed. ‘Not to yourself, nor I, not to your loyal 
subjects. You will make a fine Phoenix King when you return and the other 
princes see your true worth.’ 


‘Even if they do not, Bel Shanaar is not immortal,’ Malekith said. ‘T shall 
outlive him, and there will come a time when the princes must again choose 
a successor. Then the crown of Ulthuan will return to its rightful line and I 
shall do honour to the memory of my father.’ 


‘It is good that you leave, for I could not bear to see you wither away in our 
halls like a rose hidden from the sun,’ Morathi said. ‘One day your name 
will be upon the lips of every elf, and you will usher in a new age for our 
people. This is written in the stars and thus in your destiny. Morai-heg has 
granted me the wisdom to see it thus, and so shall it be.’ 


The seeress looked away for a moment, her gaze turning towards the north. 
Malekith opened his mouth to speak but Morathi raised a finger to silence 
him. When she looked at her son, he felt her gaze fall upon him like a lamb 
stood before a lion, such was the intensity of her stare. 


‘Great deeds await you, my son, and renown equal to that of your father,’ 
Morathi said, quietly at first, her voice rising in volume as she spoke. ‘Let 
Bel Shanaar sit upon his throne and grow rich and spoilt upon the labours of 
his people! As you say, his time will pass and his line will be found weak. 


Care not for the judgement of others, but go forth and do as you see fit, as 
prince of Nagarythe and leader of the greatest people in the world!’ 


They embraced for a long while, sharing in silence what could not be said. 
There were no tears shed at this parting, for the elves of Nagarythe were 
ever hardened to adversity and loss. For both, this was simply a new chapter 
in the story of Nagarythe, to be boldly written upon the pages of history 
with feats of valour and tales of conquest. 


Swift and sure are the ships of the elves, and the fleet of Malekith sailed 
north and east for forty days, crossing the Great Ocean without trouble. The 
elves were masters of the seas, the inheritors of the civilisation of the Old 
Ones that had now fallen, and the world was theirs to claim. Anticipation 
and excitement filled the sailors and warriors of Nagarythe as they gazed to 
the east and wondered what spectacles awaited them. 


Malekith was filled with energy, and would pace upon the deck of his ship 
constantly, when not cloistered in his cabin poring over the charts and maps 
sent back by elven shipmasters who had begun to explore the wide seas and 
foreign coasts. 


He travelled also from ship to ship when he could, to spend time with the 
other princes and knights who accompanied his expedition. They feasted on 
fish caught from the seas, and drank toasts to their prince from caskets of 
wine brought out of Ulthuan. The mood was of a great celebration, as if 
setting out was in itself a victory. Malekith could not fault them for their 
optimism, for as they woke each day heading towards the dawn he felt the 
lure of adventure too. Other ships they saw passing westwards, laden with 
timber and ores from the new lands. Ever they exchanged news with the 
captains of these vessels, and each meeting brought fresh excitement at the 
wealth and opportunities to be had. 


The lands of the east were untamed wilderness for the most part. Savage 
creatures were there, amidst the majestic mountains and dark forests, but 
also vast untapped resources that could be taken for those with the wit and 
daring to do so. 


Malekith vowed to his followers that they would build a new realm here, 
and carve for themselves an empire that would dwarf Ulthuan in size and 
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majesty, worthy of the memory of Aenarion. This cheered them even more, 
for each prince could see himself as a king, and each knight could picture 
life as a prince. Under Malekith’s reign, it seemed as if anything would be 
possible, and each would have a castle filled with delights set in 
breathtaking glades and valleys. 


Malekith allowed them to forge their fantasies, for who was he to quell their 
dreams? He had spoken in truth and looked to the wilds of Elthin Arvan as 
a new beginning; a place where the ghost of his father would not haunt him 
and the expectations of his mother would not choke him. 


As dawn broke on the forty-first day, a commotion ran through Malekith’s 
fleet. Land had been sighted: jutting headlands of white and dark mud flats 
that stretched for miles. It was not for this that there was much agitation, for 
the masters of the ships had known they would make landfall that day, but 
for a great pall of smoke that hung over the northern horizon. A large fire or 
fires burned somewhere, and Malekith was filled with foreboding. He 
ordered his captains to turn northwards at once, and up the coast sped the 
fleet with all sail set, dancing effortlessly across the waves. 


Not long after noon they came upon the port of Athel Toralien, one of the 
first colonies to be founded in these new lands. Her white towers rose up 
majestically from the sea of trees that grew right up to the coastline, and a 
great harbour wall curved out into the ocean, surf crashing upon it. As 
Malekith feared, the city was alight with many fires, and her walls were 
blackened with soot. 


As the Naggarothi fleet tacked into the bay upon which Athel Toralien 
stood, they found the quays empty of ships. Malekith guessed that their 
captains had fled whatever disaster had befallen the city, and that Athel 
Toralien now lay deserted. He was to be proven wrong in part though, for as 
the ships approached the harbour, a loud cry went up from the lookouts. 
There was fighting upon the walls of the city! 


As the ship of Malekith came alongside a slender pier, he leapt over the side 
onto the whitewashed planks. In his wake came his soldiers, jumping from 
the ship in their haste, not waiting for the boarding bridges to be lowered. 
Calling his warriors to arms, Malekith raced down the pier towards the high 
warehouses around the edge of the harbour. As he neared the buildings, 
clusters of elves came out and hurried towards the Naggarothi. Most were 


women, unkempt and afraid. With them they brought clusters of children 
with eyes wide in fear, who hung upon their mother’s dresses as if they 
were gripping upon life itself. 


‘Bless Asuryan!’ the womenfolk cried, and hugged Malekith and his 
watriors with tears streaming down their cheeks. 


‘Be quiet!’ snapped Malekith to quell their effusive thanks and sobbing. 
“What evil passes here?’ 


‘Orcs!’ they shrieked in reply. ‘The city is besieged!’ 
“Who commands the city?’ he demanded. 


‘No one, my lord,’ he was told. ‘Prince Aneron left eight days ago, with the 
fleet and many of the soldiers. There was not enough room aboard the ships 
for all to flee. Captain Lorhir defends the walls as best he can, but the orcs 
have war engines that hurl flaming rocks, and have pounded the city for 
many days.’ 


The army was assembling on the dockside, and Malekith ordered that the 
horses be brought from the ships. As the knights readied themselves, he 
ordered two companies of spears and his best archers to follow him to the 
walls. As they marched through the city they saw that the destruction was 
not as widespread as they first thought. The war machines of the orcs were 
wildly inaccurate and the damaged buildings were scattered across the city. 
Even as Malekith reached a stairway leading up to the rampart, a ball of 
flaming rock and tar flew overhead and crashed into a tower, showering 
dribbles of flame and debris into the street below. 


Leaping up the stone steps three at a time, Malekith swiftly reached the top 
of the wall, which rose some thirty feet above the ground. The curtain wall 
of Athel Toralien curved around in a semi-circle for more than a mile, 
enclosing the city against the bay that lay to the south. Beyond lay an 
immense forest that stretched as far as the eye could see, cut by the straight 
lines of roads radiating out from the city’s three gates. 


There were piles of bodies everywhere; of slain elves, and gruesome green- 
skinned creatures with fanged mouths and slab-like muscles, clad in crude 
armour. The current attack appeared to be at a gate tower some two hundred 
yards further along the wall. A motley assortment of elves, some wearing 
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armour, others in robes, beat back with spears and knives against a swarm 
of the wildly shouting orcs. 


More orcs were pouring up from four ramshackle ladders leaning against 
the wall. 


‘Form up for advance!’ bellowed Malekith, unsheathing his sword, Avanuir. 


The spear companies fell into disciplined ranks six abreast, their shields 
overlapping, a wall of iron points jutting forwards. Malekith waved them to 
advance and they set off at a steady pace, their booted feet tramping in 
unison upon the hard stone. 


‘Clear those ladders,’ the prince told his archers before running to the front 
of the advancing column. 


The archers moved to the wall’s edge, some standing upon the battlements, 
and loosed their bows at the savages climbing up the ladders. Their aim was 
deadly accurate and dozens of the greenskins tumbled to the ground below, 
black-fletched arrows piercing eyes, necks and chests. 


The orcs had gained a foothold upon the wall and more of their number 
clambered over the rampart, howling and waving brutal cleavers and axes. 
The Naggarothi advanced relentlessly, as groups of orcs broke from the 
main body and ran towards them. 


When the first orc reached the black-armoured company Malekith 
despatched it with a simple overhead cut that left its body cleft from 
shoulder to groin. The next he slew with a straight thrust through the chest, 
and another with a backhanded flourish that spilled its entrails onto the 
stones of the wall. 


Malekith continued marching forwards, hewing down an orc with every 
step, his spearmen tight behind him slaying any orc that evaded the prince’s 
deadly attentions. The Naggarothi stepped over the bodies of the fallen 
Savages as they advanced, never once wavering or changing direction as 
they headed for the knot of greenskins crowding about the ladders. The 
elves of Athel Toralien took heart with the arrival of their saviours and 
fought with greater vigour, stopping the orcs from gaining further ground as 
the Naggarothi closed in. 
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Wielded by Malekith, Avanuir sheared through shield, armour, flesh and 
bone with every strike of the prince, and a line of orc bodies trailed him 
along the wall until he reached the ladders. No clumsy blow from his foes 
found its mark as he feinted and swayed through the melee. 


Signalling his spears to deal with the other ladders, Malekith leapt up to the 
battlement by the closest, kicking an orc face as it appeared over the wall. 
The orc reeled from the blow but did not fall. Avanuir swept down and 
lopped the orc’s head from its body, the lifeless corpse tumbling down the 
ladder, dislodging more orcs so that they fell flailing to the ground. 


As he hewed through another attacker, Malekith held up his left hand and a 
nimbus of power coalesced around his closed fist. With a snarled word of 
power, Malekith thrust his hand towards the orcs and unleashed his spell. 
Forks of blue and purple lightning leapt from his outstretched fingertips, 
earthing through the skulls of the orcs, causing flesh to catch fire and 
armour to melt. Down the ladder writhed the bolt, jumping from orc to orc, 
hurling each to the ground trailing smoke. With a thunderous blast, the 
ladder itself exploded into a hail of splinters that scythed into the orcs 
waiting at the foot of the wall, cutting them down by the score. 


The spearmen had toppled two more ladders, and as Malekith turned from 
the wall, the fourth and final ladder collapsed, sending the orcs upon it 
plunging to a bone-cracking death on the hard earth below. The archers 
turned their shots now onto the orcs who had gathered around the fallen 
ladders, shooting any that tried to raise up the siege ladders, until the orcs 
lost heart and began to retreat. 


An elf in bloodstained mail emerged from the knot of weary defenders, his 
helm scored with many blows, and walked slowly towards the Naggarothi 
company. He pulled off his tall helmet with a grimace, to reveal blood- 
matted blond hair, and dropped the helm wearily to the stones. 


As he approached, Malekith stooped and tore a rag from one of the orcish 
dead to clean the gore from the blade of Avanuir. The prince raised an 
inquiring eye to the approaching elf. 


‘Captain Lorhir?’ asked Malekith, sheathing his blade. 


The other nodded and extended a hand in greeting. Malekith ignored the 
gesture and the elf withdrew his hand. Uncertainty played across Lorhir’s 
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face for a moment before he recovered his composure. 


‘Thank you, highness,’ Lorhir panted. ‘Praise to Asuryan for guiding you to 
our walls this day, for I feared this moming we had seen our last sunrise.’ 


“You may have yet,’ replied Malekith. ‘I have space upon my ships only for 
my own troops; there is no room for evacuation. I do not think there is 
escape by land.’ 


Malekith pointed out over the wall, to where a sea of orcs seethed along the 
road and beneath the boughs of the trees. Half a dozen huge catapults stood 
in clearings slashed raggedly from the forest, mighty pyres burning next to 
them. Scores of trees swayed and crashed down in every direction as the 
orcs cut timber to build new ladders and more war engines. 


“With your aid we can hold the city until the prince returns,’ said Lorhir. 


‘I do not think the prince will be returning soon,’ Malekith said. As he 
spoke, others of the Toralien defenders gathered about to hear his words. 
‘Why should I and my soldiers shed our blood for this city?’ 


‘With all the favour of the gods, we few could not hold against this horde 
for another day,’ Lorhir said. ‘You must protect us!’ 


‘Must?’ said Malekith, his voice an angry hiss. ‘In Nagarythe, a captain 
does not tell a prince what he must do.’ 


‘Forgive me, highness,’ pleaded Lorhir. ‘We are desperate, and there is no 
one else. We sent messengers to Tor Alessi and Athel Maraya and other 
cities, but they have not returned. They have been waylaid, or else our calls 
for aid have fallen upon uncaring ears. I cannot hold the city alone!’ 


‘I cannot throw away the lives of my warriors defending the lands of a 
prince who would not defend them himself,’ Malekith said sharply. 


‘Are we not all elves here?’ asked one of the other citizens, an ageing elf 
who held a sword with an edge chipped and dinted by much use and little 
care. ‘You would leave us to the tortures and brutalities of these orcs?’ 


‘If this city were mine, I would defend it to my last breath,’ Malekith said, 
appearing to relent. Then his face hardened. ‘But Athel Toralien is not my 
city. We came to the new world to build a new kingdom, not to spill our 
blood to protect one of a prince who flees for safety at the first hint of 
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menace. Swear loyalty to me, place yourself under the protection of 
Nagarythe, and I will defend this city.’ 


‘What of our oaths to Prince Aneron?’ replied Lorhir. ‘I would not be 
known as a traitor.’ 


‘It is Aneron of Eataine who has broken his word,’ Malekith told them. 
“Yes, I know him. He stands upon the labours of his father and abandons his 
people. He is worthy of no oath of fealty. Stand by me, join the Naggarothi, 
and I will save your city and from here we will conquer this wild and 
plentiful land.’ 


The elves huddled together in forlorn conference, occasionally looking out 
over the walls at the green-skinned army beyond, and at Malekith’s stern 
demeanour. 


“Take us with you on your ships, and we will swear our loyalty to Anlec,’ 
Lorhir said finally. “What can we few hundred do against that tide of hated 
beasts?’ 


“Your eyes must be weary,’ said Malekith, waving a hand towards the 
docks. ‘Look again.’ 


The elves gaped in awe as they watched the Naggarothi host disembarking 
from the warships. In long columns of black and silver they snaked down 
the piers, banners fluttering above them. At their head came the knights, 
already mounted upon their black-flanked destriers. Rank upon rank of 
spears formed up on the dockyard, moving with poise and precision born of 
a lifetime of training and fighting. 


‘A thousand knights, four thousand spears and a thousand bows stand at my 
command,’ Malekith declared. 


“The enemy is too great for us to hold the city, even with such numbers,’ 
argued Lorhir. ‘Prince Aneron had ten thousand spears and he could not 
hold the walls.’ 


‘His warriors are not Naggarothi,’ Malekith said. ‘Each soldier in my host 
is worth five of Eataine. They are led by me. I am the son of Aenarion, and 
where my blade falls, death follows. Simply swear oaths of fealty to me and 
I will save your city. I am the prince of Nagarythe, and where I march, the 
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undying will of my kingdom follows. If I so command it, this city will not 
fall!’ 


Such was the bearing and greatness of Malekith at that moment that Lorhir 
and the others fell to their knees, uttering words of loyalty and dedication. 


‘So be it,’ said Malekith. ‘The orcs will be dead by nightfall.’ 


XRN 


Three 
Slaughter at Athel Toralien 


It was not long before companies of archers lined the outer wall, and after a 
few shambolic attacks the orcs soon learned that to approach within a 
hundred paces was to face certain death. The greenskins tried as best they 
could to redirect the fall of their catapult shots, but scored only one lucky 
hit against the rampart while the rest of their fire landed well short or flew 
over the city into the harbour beyond. 


Malekith arrayed his spearmen by companies, near the westernmost of the 
three gates, and commanded his captains to drive forwards into the enemy. 
With a fanfare of clarions, the gates were opened and the host of Nagarythe 
marched forth. At the orders of their commanders, the Naggarothi stepped 
out in unison, filing through the gate five abreast, their spear tips shining in 
the light of the orcs’ fires. A wall of black shields went before them, and 
against this barrier the wild arrow shots of the orcs never found a mark. 


The vanguard halted some fifty paces from the gateway as the orcs began to 
gather into rude mobs, clamouring about their haggard standards, the largest 
of their kind bullying, bellowing and punching their underlings into a rough 
semblance of order. The main part of the elven column parted to the left and 
right, and took up positions in sloping echelon beside the vanguard, to form 
an unbroken wall of spear points that ran from the north-east to the south- 
west, one flank guarded by the wall, the other by the sea. 


Behind them, half of the archers ran swiftly down from the walls and took 
up positions from which they could shoot over the heads of their kinsmen. 
Malekith watched this from the gatehouse, Lorhir and a few other worthy 
citizens of the prince’s new realm beside him. 


‘We still have a company or more of warriors, and we would not have it 
said that we did not fight for the future of our city,’ said Lorhir. 


‘I do not doubt your gallantry,’ said Malekith. ‘But watch, and you will see 
why no elf may stand in the line of Nagarythe without first passing a 
hundred years training upon the fields of Anlec.’ 


The prince signalled to a hornblower stood with the group, and the herald 
raised his instrument and played out three rising notes. Almost instantly, the 
battleline of the elves shifted position. 
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With seamless precision, the companies on the right, nearest the wall, 
turned and marched northwards, each angled to protect the flank of the 
company in front. Through the gap thus created came the archers, who 
spread out into a long line three deep. The shouted commands of their 
captains still ringing from the wall, the archers let loose a single storm of 
arrows that sailed high into the air as a dark cloud. The shots fell steeply 
into the gathering orcs, slaying and wounding hundreds in a single 
devastating volley. 


No sooner had the first salvo hit its mark than another was in the air, and 
eight more times this was repeated, an unending stream of arrowheads that 
pierced armour and green flesh and left piles of orcish dead littering the 
forest and road. 


Many of the orcs fled from this ceaseless death, but the largest and fiercest 
were goaded into action and ran towards the elven line, chanting and 
screaming. As they approached, their charge gathered more momentum and 
those orcs that were fleeing turned back and rejoined the attack, bolstered 
by the headlong assault of their betters. When the green horde was no more 
than a hundred paces from the elves, the archers let loose a flurry of shots 
into their ranks, but the onslaught did not cease or even pause. 


Malekith gave another signal to his musician and the hornblower let out a 
long, pealing blast that dipped in pitch. The orcs were no more than fifty 
paces away, but the lightly armed archers seemed unperturbed. They split 
their line, every second archer stepping to his right. Through these 
channels, the spearmen swiftly advanced and then reformed, scant moments 
before the orcish attack hit. 


With a crash that could be heard upon the walls, the orcs hurled themselves 
at the Naggarothi. Spear pierced green hide and heavy blade cut through 
shaft and shield as the orcs tried to batter their way through the line with 
brute strength and impetus. Here and there, elves fell to the sheer ferocity of 
the assault, but other elves quickly stepped forwards and closed these gaps, 
leaving no path through the shield barrier. All along the line, spears were 
drawn back and thrust forwards in a rhythmic pulse, undulating from south 
to north in a wave that left hundreds of orcish dead. 


Against the weight of the orcs’ numbers, the elves slowly began to give 
ground, steadily and calmly taking steps backwards towards the wall as the 


fighting slowed and then renewed. It was then that Lorhir realised what was 
happening. 


“You are drawing them closer to the walls,’ he said in amazement. 


‘Now see the true strength of the Naggarothi host,’ Malekith told his 
companions. 


Two short horn blasts followed by a long piercing note then rang out and 
the archers still upon the walls moved to the battlements. From here they 
could fire directly into the orc mass, their shots passing no more than a 
hand’s breadth from their comrades, yet loosed with such accuracy that the 
Naggarothi were never in danger of hitting their own warriors. 


Between the spearpoints and arrows of the Nagarythe host, the orcs’ 
enthusiasm for fighting began to waver. Their leaders bellowed and beat 
those that turned away from the melee, and took up great swords and axes 
and hewed at the elves as a treecutter might hack at a log. Encouraged by 
the spirit of the orcish chieftains, the green horde kept fighting. 


The crews of the catapults now tried to direct their fire upon the spearmen, 
and scored a few hits that opened up holes in the elvish line. However, the 
archers poured arrows into these breaches to hold back the orcs, while the 
spearmen reformed again and again to keep the companies steady. Boulders 
and flaming balls of tar-covered wood fell more upon the orcs than the 
elves, to the perverse delight of the war engines’ crews. It seemed that they 
cared not who died beneath the crushing shots of their engines. 


Now the greater part of the besieging army had been drawn forwards onto 
the spears of the elves, and Malekith enacted the final part of his strategy. 


Another signal from the horn, and the northern gate opened allowing the 
knights of Nagarythe to ride forth. Pennants streamed from their lance tips, 
and silver and black gonfalons fluttered from a dozen standard poles as the 
thousand knights charged the greenskins. With the war cries of Nagarythe 
upon their lips and the horn blasts of their musicians ringing around them, 
the knights of Anlec carved a swathe into the flank of the army pressed up 
against the elven line. 


The orcs were defenceless against this manoeuvre, unable to turn to face 
this new threat without exposing themselves to the spears of the infantry. 
Spitted upon lances and trampled beneath the hooves of the knights’ steeds, 


61 XRN 


hundreds of orcs died in the first impact of the charge. The momentum of 
the knights carried them forwards into the midst of the orcish host, and the 
infantry pressed forwards again to ensure that the noble cavalry were not 
surrounded. 


Lorhir gave a cry of dismay and pointed eastwards. Not all of the orcs had 
yet joined the fray and a group of several hundred now marched swiftly 
from the far end of the wall. They sprinted eagerly towards the battle and 
would come up behind the knights, or could otherwise turn through the 
open gate of the city. 


“We must intercept them!’ said Lorhir, turning to run towards the steps, but 
Malekith grabbed him by the arm and halted him. 


‘I said that you are not yet part of the Naggarothi army,’ the prince said 
sternly. 


‘But you have no other reserve!’ cried Lorhir. ‘Archers alone will not deter 
them, who else will hold them back?’ 


‘T will,’ said Malekith. ‘If each of my warriors is worth five of yours, then I 
am worth at least one hundred!’ 


With that, Malekith turned and sprinted eastwards along the wall. As he ran, 
he began to chant quickly under his breath, drawing the winds of magic 
towards himself. He could feel them churning in the air around him, 
heaving through the stone beneath his booted feet. Though not as dense as 
the magic condensed by the vortex in Ulthuan, the strands of mystical 
energy that swirled across the whole world blew strongly here, in the 
northern parts. Malekith was filled with exhilaration as his sorcery grew in 
power, suffusing his body with its boundless energy. 


With a shout, Malekith drew his sword and bounded up to the rampart 
before leaping from the wall. Silver wings of magic sprang shimmering 
from his shoulders and carried the prince aloft. 


As he sped swiftly towards the orc reinforcements, Malekith’s sword 
glowed with magical power, a piercing blue light burning from its blade. 
The light spread until it enveloped the whole of the prince so that he 
became a gleaming thunderbolt of energy. 


The orcs stumbled and gazed upwards in amazement and awe as Malekith 
sped down towards them, one fist held in front of him, his sword swept 
back ready to strike. 


Like a meteor, the prince of Nagarythe crashed into the orcs in an explosion 
of blue flame that sent burning greenskins and steaming earth flying for 
many yards in every direction. Dozens more were hurled from their feet as 
magical flames licked at their flesh. Smoke drifted up from the crater, 
revealing the prince crouched on one knee. With another shout he sprang 
forwards, sword in front of him like a lance point, and the blade slid 
through the chest of the nearest greenskin. 


More out of instinct and natural savagery than bravery, the closest orcs 
charged towards the prince, their weapons upraised, guttural shouts tearing 
the air. The prince moved in a blur of speed and motion, slicing and 
thrusting with his gleaming blade, felling an orc with every heartbeat. 
Within a few moments, all but one of the orcs were running from the wrath 
of Malekith. 


The creature that remained was a gigantic beast, almost twice as tall as the 
elven prince. It was clad from head to toe in thick plates of armour painted 
with dried blood. It regarded Malekith with small, brutish red eyes and 
flexed its clawed fingers on the haft of the great double-headed axe it 
carried. 


With a grunt it hefted the axe above its head and swung down the blade 
with terrifying force. Malekith stepped nimbly aside at the last moment, and 
the axe bit deep into the ground where a moment before the prince had been 
stood. His sword held idly by his side, Malekith took a few steps to his right 
as the orc warlord ripped its axe free from the earth in a shower of bloody 
clods. 


With a bellow of anger, the orc swung its axe two-handed, but Malekith 
easily ducked the wild blow and cut his sword across the shoulder of the 
warlord, sending shards of armour spinning away. As the orc recovered its 
balance, the lord of Nagarythe spun around behind it and slashed at its legs, 
drawing his blade across both thighs, hamstringing the monstrous 
greenskin. 


Falling to its knees, it gave a roar of rage and lunged wildly towards the 
prince, who stepped backwards as the orc fell flat upon its face. With a deft 
thrust, Malekith sheared his blade through the exposed shoulder of the orc, 
and then brought the edge of the blade down upon the wrist of the other 
arm. The orc howled as its axe fell to the ground, one fist still gripped 
around its rough wooden haft. 


Malekith paced back and forth, eyeing the orc with a contemptuous smile. 
Helpless now, the orc could do nothing but shout and froth at the mouth. 
With a flourish, Malekith whipped his sword around for a final time and the 
orc’s head spun into the air with a fountain of blood. It fell to the hard earth 
at Malekith’s feet in a spatter of gore. The prince dug the point of his 
gleaming blade into the still-helmeted skull and lifted it from the ground for 
all to see. 


The remnants of the orcs were fleeing through the woods, abandoning their 
war machines, and a great roar of triumph rose up from the ranks of the 
Naggarothi. Thrice they shouted the name of their prince, each time lifting 
up their spears and bows and lances in salute. As the knights made sport of 
chasing the fleeing greenskins through the forest, Malekith returned to his 
city. 


When news reached Ulthuan of Malekith’s actions, there was much debate 
and confusion. Prince Aneron travelled to Tor Anroc with many allies and 
demanded audience with the Phoenix King. The benches around the throne 
chamber were thronged with nobles and courtiers, and the air throbbed with 
heated discussion. 


A respectful hush fell upon the entry of the Phoenix King, who paced from 
the great double doors, his long cloak of feathers sweeping across the 
marble floor. As soon as Bel Shanaar was seated upon his throne Aneron 
stepped forwards and gave a perfunctory bow. 


‘Malekith must be punished!’ Aneron rasped. 
‘Punished for what crime?’ Bel Shanaar asked calmly. 


‘He has seized my lands, sovereign territory of Eataine,’ Aneron said. “The 
city of Athel Toralien was founded by my father and passed to me. This 
Naggarothi villain has no rightful claim.’ 
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‘If you allow Malekith to keep his stolen prize, you set a terrifying 
precedent,’ added Galdhiran, one of the lesser Eataine princes. ‘If we can 
seize each other’s lands and claim right of conquest, then what is to prevent 
us all from doing as we please? Only Nagarythe and Caledor, with their 
large armies, are served in this manner. You must end this before it begins!’ 


There were boos and scoffing cries from some amongst the court, and cries 
of encouragement from others. The tumult continued for some time until 
Bel Shanaar raised his hand and silence once again descended. 


‘Are there any that speak on behalf of Malekith?’ asked the Phoenix King. 


There was a gentle cough, and all eyes turned to the uppermost tier of 
benches to the Phoenix King’s left. Morathi sat amidst a small entourage of 
grim Naggarothi. She stood languidly and paced slowly down the steps to 
the floor of the audience hall, her gown billowing behind her like golden 
dawn clouds. 


‘I speak not for Malekith, nor Nagarythe,’ the seeress said, her voice gentle 
yet strong. ‘I speak for the people of Athel Toralien, left to die in their 
homes at the hands of the savage orcs by Prince Aneron.’ 


“There was not room—’ began Aneron. 


‘Be silent,’ snarled Morathi, and the Eataine prince stuttered into 
acquiescence. ‘It is not your place to interrupt your betters when they are 
speaking. Prince Aneron, and the realm of Eataine, forfeited all right to 
Athel Toralien when they abandoned their duties to protect their citizens.’ 


Morathi had been speaking to Bel Shanaar but now turned to address the 
chamber as a whole. 


‘Prince Malekith usurped no throne,’ she declared. ‘No blade was lifted 
against the warriors of Eataine, no blood of fellow elf spilt. The lord of 
Nagarythe conquered an abandoned city in the grip of the orcs. He saved 
hundreds of elven lives by his action. That those lands had once belonged to 
Prince Aneron is of no bearing. If we are to argue ownership in that manner, 
then perhaps we should ask a representative of the orcs to attend, for they 
lived there long before we arrived!’ 


Laughter rippled around the hall at Morathi’s suggestion, for Ulthuan had 
been awash for years with tales of the orcs’ brutality and stupidity. The 


former queen of Ulthuan turned her attention back to the Phoenix King. 


‘No wrong has been done here,’ she said. ‘Malekith asks not for reward nor 
praise, but the simple right to keep what he has fought to claim. Would you 
deny him that right?’ 


A greater part of the assembled nobles applauded Morathi’s argument. Bel 
Shanaar considered his position. A large number of Ulthuan’s citizenry 
even now lauded the prince and his heroic defence of the colony city. Prince 
Aneron had never enjoyed much popularity, even amongst the elves of 
Eataine, and many enjoyed the snub implicit in Malekith’s annexation. The 
Phoenix King had heard jeers from a large crowd of elves outside the palace 
during the arrival of Aneron in Tor Anroc. 


‘I have here one other piece of evidence,’ Morathi added. 


She gestured to her retainers and one strode down from the benches and 
passed her a rolled-up parchment. Morathi handed this to Bel Shanaar, who 
did not open it but merely looked inquiringly at the Naggarothi seeress. 


“This is a letter from the people of Athel Toralien,’ she said. ‘It is signed by 
all four hundred and seventy-six survivors of the orc attack. They swear 
loyalty unconditionally to Prince Malekith. Further, they invite their kith 
and kin to join them in the new lands and are confident that under 
Naggarothi protection the city will prosper greatly. So, do not simply listen 
to my opinion, but hearken to the views of the city’s people.’ 


At this there were some cheers from the watching courtiers and princes. 
Aneron scowled as even some of his fellow Eataine joined in the mockery. 


‘It appears that a precedent is indeed set,’ said Bel Shanaar when the 
clamour had quietened. ‘A prince who quits his property and leaves it 
unprotected abandons all rights to ownership. We were raised to our station 
for protecting Ulthuan alongside Aenarion, and we must maintain our rule 
as guardians of her people. Thus, I make this proclamation. Prince Aneron 
deserted his lands and his subjects. As Phoenix King, I consider Athel 
Toralien to have been an abandoned land, and thus suitable for reconquest 
by any prince. Prince Malekith has established his rightful claim and that 
shall be recognised by this court. Let this be a warning to all who seek the 
riches and power available for those in the new world. Go forth in the name 
of Ulthuan, but never forget your duties.’ 
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Thus was Prince Aneron shamed. With little support for his position, the 
Eataine prince sheepishly quit the shores of Ulthuan and sailed west to the 
jungle-crowded coasts of Lustria. Malekith was invested as ruler of Athel 
Toralien and his conquest of the colonies began in earnest. 
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Four 
Unheralded Allies 


Athel Toralien was but the first in a long line of great victories for Malekith 
and the Naggarothi. They subdued the greenskins of the forests around the 
city and forged eastwards across the new continent. After almost half a 
century, Athel Toralien having grown into a teeming port along with other 
settlements such as Tor Alessi and Tor Kathyr, Malekith looked to found 
another city further to the east. 


Over the years more Naggarothi had made the journey to the colonies, and 
Malekith’s host now numbered over twenty thousand warriors. With this 
army, he marched along the great river Anurein, which flowed all the way 
from the mountains to the sea for hundreds of leagues. He put goblin camps 
to the torch and forced back the beastmen and other vile creatures of the 
deepest woods. 


In the wake of his advance, the Naggarothi cleared the forests and built 
fortified farms. To the south, other cities were also prospering greatly, and 
their rulers were eager to seek alliance with the prince of Nagarythe. The 
forces of other elven lords joined the move eastwards. There were others, 
too, who were soon to learn about this brilliant general and charismatic 
leader: the dwarfs. 


It was in the third year of Malekith’s great eastward push that he first came 
across the folk of the mountains. 


The forests of Elthin Arvan began to thin as the foothills of the mountains 
rose up amongst their boughs, and scouts from the Naggarothi host returned 
to Malekith to report that they had found something unusual in the woods. 
Large areas of trees had been cut down, not by the crude hacking of 
beastmen or orcs, but smoothly sawn and felled. They noted that the tracks 
of booted feet were plentiful, and evidence of large, well-built campfires 
had been found in the clearings. 


Malekith assembled a company of his finest warriors and for several days 
they marched further eastwards, following the trail as it led towards the 
mountains. 
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The elves found the remains of encampments and marvelled at the precision 
with which tents had been aligned, fire pits dug and the trees hewn to form 
clearings of almost uniform squares. The ground was trampled by many 
feet, and there was also evidence that temporary palisades and ditches had 
also been dug and then removed or filled in. That the strangers were 
organised was in no doubt, and Malekith ordered his scouts to remain 
vigilant, day and night. 


It was another three days before the elves came upon a path, or rather a 
road. It began at the largest campsite that they had encountered, and from 
the tracks that led to the north, west and south, this had been used as some 
sort of staging area for forays in all directions. The earth was not merely 
trodden down, but deliberately packed and seeded with stones to make the 
footing more secure. The road itself was of similar build, stretching away to 
the south-east, cutting through trees and hills without deviation for as far as 
the eye could see. 


Malekith ordered his warriors to stay off the road, but they followed its 
course from a little way into the forest, their stealthy advance concealed by 
the trees. As night fell, the elves saw the glow of bonfires in the distance, 
several miles away, and plumes of smoke rising across the stars. 


Malekith was torn as to what course of action to take. If these unknown 
woodcutters were hostile, then it would be far better to surround their camp 
at night. On the other hand, coming upon the strangers in the hours of 
darkness could possibly lead to surprise and cause the force they were 
trailing to respond with justified hostility. 


In the end, Malekith decided to compromise. He left a few of his swiftest 
runners near to the road, and ordered them to return with all speed to warn 
the colonies if he did not return or otherwise send word by daybreak. His 
most cunning archers Malekith despatched to circumnavigate the camp and 
wait in ambush should their unknown quarry attempt to fight. They climbed 
into the branches of the trees and moved above ground from bough to 
bough, so silent and unnoticed that not even the birds were disturbed at 
their passing. The others he brought alongside the road and told them to 
wait a short distance from the camp, ready to provide reinforcements if 
things went ill. 


With two of his lieutenants, Yeasir and Alandrian, Malekith approached 
along the road, weapons sheathed, their cloaks thrown back across their 
shoulders so that they concealed nothing that might cause suspicion. As 
they neared the camp, the elves saw two large braziers burning on either 
side of the road, casting a wide illumination. 


In the light stood a handful of diminutive beings, the head of the tallest no 
higher than an elf’s chest; in build they were stocky, their shoulders and 
chests broad with muscle, their guts solid and of considerable girth. They 
were extremely hairy; each sported a beard that reached his waist, and two 
of them had facial hair hanging almost to the tips of their weighty boots. 


Each of them wore a heavy coat of chainmail tied with a thick leather belt 
with a broad iron buckle. Their arms were bare but for golden torques 
twisted into intriguing designs, and the noseguards of their helms covered 
much of their wide faces. 


Atop the helms were small crests of leaping boars, or stylised dragons, and 
three had horns protruding. It was only after careful consideration that 
Malekith assured himself that these horns were indeed attached to the 
strangers’ headgear and not sprouting from their skulls and passing through 
holes in their helms. Each held a single-bladed axe, of design unlike 
anything Malekith had seen before. They each also had a large round shield, 
rimmed with riveted iron and emblazoned with extraordinary designs of 
coiling wyrms, anvils and winged hammers. 


They were gathered in a group about one of the braziers, talking amongst 
themselves. The prince’s keen hearing caught snatches of a guttural tongue, 
much like gravel rolling down a slope or the crunch of shingle underfoot. It 
grated on Malekith’s nerves and he just managed to stop his hand straying 
to the hilt of his sword. 


The sentries saw the three elves approaching and turned as one to stare at 
them. Malekith and his two companions stopped where they were, just 
inside the circle of firelight, some fifty or sixty paces from the guards. The 
strange warriors exchanged hurried glances, and then nods from four of 
them sent the fifth running back into the camp, moving surprisingly swiftly 
on his short legs. 
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The two bands stood and simply eyed each other. They remained in this 
stalemate for some considerable time. 


Eventually a party of the dwarfs came marching up the road from the camp, 
over a dozen of them. One was obviously their leader, his beard braided into 
four long plaits bound with many golden clasps. Underneath this expanse of 
bristle Malekith could see a blue jerkin embroidered with gold thread in 
angular knotwork designs. The others walked deferentially a few paces 
behind him, their eyes wary, their grips tight on axes and hammers. 


Malekith held his hands far out to his sides, to show no hostile intent, 
though he knew full well that he would still be capable of drawing his blade 
in the blink of an eye. Yeasir and Alandrian did likewise. A surreptitious 
glance to the left and right revealed several of the elven scouts hidden 
amongst the leaves, arrows bent to bows trained on the camp leader as he 
stomped forwards. 


He stopped between the braziers and gestured for the three elves to 
approach, and then stood with his arms folded solidly across his chest as 
they walked slowly up the road. Malekith waved his lieutenants to stop 
about ten paces short of the dwarfs, and took a few more steps. The leader 
looked at the prince with a frown, though Malekith could not tell if this was 
an expression of displeasure or the dwarf’s natural demeanour—all of them 
appeared to be scowling. 


This close, Malekith could smell the dwarfs as well as see them. He quelled 
a sneer as an offensive mixture of cave dirt and sweat assaulted his nostrils. 
The dwarf leader continued to look Malekith up and down, and then turned 
his head and barked something to his underlings. They relaxed slightly, 
lowering their weapons a fraction. 


The leader proffered a grimy hand and spat something like ‘Kurgrik’. 
Malekith looked down at the grubby paw extended towards him and fought 
to keep the disdain from his expression. 


‘Malekith,’ the prince said, giving the dirty hand a quick shake before 
swiftly withdrawing his grip. 


‘Malkit?’ the dwarf said, finally breaking into a thin smile. 


‘Close enough,’ Malekith replied, fixing his face with a pleasant smile 
learned from many years spent hiding his frustration in the courts of 
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Ulthuan. 


‘Elf,’ Kurgrik said, pointing at Malekith, and the prince could not keep the 
surprise from his face. The dwarf broke into a wide grin and let out a gruff 
laugh and then nodded. ‘Elf,’ he said again. 


With a wave, the dwarf leader invited the three into his camp, and as 
Malekith stepped forwards, the Naggarothi prince gave the most 
imperceptible nod to the warriors in the trees. Without disturbing a single 
leaf, they withdrew from sight. 


The layout of the camp was as Malekith had surmised from the evidence 
they had found in the forest. Five rows each of five tents were spread out 
across a square glade cut into the woods on one side of the road. At the end 
of each row burned a small and neat fire in deep pits lined with stones. 


The dwarfs had all gathered to look at the newcomers, and shamelessly 
gaped at the tall, slender elves as they walked into the camp, keeping their 
pace steady so as not to move quicker than their hosts. Dark, inquisitive 
eyes glared at them from every angle, but Malekith could feel that the looks 
were of curiosity, not enmity. 


For their part, the elves regarded the dwarfs with neutral expressions, 
nodding politely as they caught the eye of one camp member or another. 


The dwarfs led them to the far side of the camp where a large fire was 
burning, surrounded by low wooden benches. Here the elders sat 
themselves down, flanking their leader, who gesticulated for Malekith and 
his comrades to do likewise. Malekith tried to sit down with as much 
dignity as possible, but on the low dwarfen seat his knees were well above 
his waist and so he reclined to one side to assume a more comfortable 
position. For some reason this raised a chortle amongst some of the dwarfs, 
but it seemed good-natured enough. 


Tin tankards were thrust into the elves’ hands, and three dwarfs came 
forwards, two of them carrying a large barrel between them. The third 
directed them to place it carefully in front of the dwarf leader, and then with 
great ceremony drove a tap into the keg with a wooden hammer. He poured 
a small amount of the frothing contents into his hand, sniffed it and then 
dipped his tongue into the liquid. He thrust a hand towards Malekith with 
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his thumb pointed up and smiled. Malekith smiled in return, but felt it best 
not to return the gesture lest it was some sign of disrespect. 


The chief dwarf than stood up and strutted over to the barrel and filled his 
golden tankard with the brew. Hesitantly, Yeasir followed suit, sniffing 
cautiously at his mug’s contents. Malekith looked enquiringly at his 
lieutenant, who replied with a bemused shrug. The other two elves then 
filled up their tankards and returned to their seats. 


Raising his tankard in a way that even the elves recognised as a toast, the 
dwarf brought his cup up to his lips and downed the contents with three 
gargantuan gulps. With a satisfied smacking of his lips, he slammed the 
tankard down onto the bench beside him. Bubbles of foam were stuck upon 
his beard, and he wiped them away with the back of his hand and winked at 
Malekith. 


Hesitantly, Malekith allowed a dribble of the liquid to pass his lips. It was 
quite thick, and almost stung his tongue with its bitterness. He could not 
suppress a quick, choking cough, which elicited more gentle laughter from 
the dwarfs. 


His pride wounded by their good-natured yet mocking humour, Malekith 
snarled and took a more serious draught of the potion. He fought against the 
urge to retch as he swallowed, and then gulped down more and more. He 
felt his eyes watering at its acrid taste, which was as different from the 
delicate wines of Ulthuan as winter is from summer. 


Gulping down the last mouthful, Malekith fought back the bile rising in his 
throat and playfully tossed the tankard over his shoulder and raised an 
inquisitive eyebrow. At this the dwarfs erupted into more laughter, but this 
time it was clearly directed at their leader, who gave a snort, and then a nod 
of appreciation. 


Malekith glanced across to Yeasir and Alandrian, who appeared to be both 
finishing their drinks. However, out of the corner of his eye, Malekith spied 
patches of dampness upon the earth close to his companions and suspected 
that they had used the distraction offered by his performance to pour away 
most of their drink. 


They spent the rest of the night communicating in crude fashion, naming 
objects in each of their tongues and suchlike. Malekith despatched Yeasir to 
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take word to the others that all was well, keeping Alandrian close by. His 
lieutenant displayed an unseen gift for language and had already picked up 
a smattering of dwarfish. 


Over the next four days, Malekith and Alandrian spent much time with the 
dwarfs, and invited Kurgrik to the Naggarothi camp. Through Alandrian, it 
transpired that Kurgrik was a thane, one of the nobles of a mighty city in the 
mountains called Karaz-a-Karak. As alien as the elves had been in the 
dwarf encampment, so too were the dwarfs in the elves’. 


As host, Malekith offered the dwarfs golden goblets of the finest Cothique 
wine he had, which the dwarfs quaffed with enthusiasm as the elves 
sampled their cups with more refinement. The dwarfs were inquisitive, but 
not offensively so, always polite to inquire, through Alandrian, whether 
they could inspect the elves’ tents, weapons, water casks and all other 
manner of items. They ran their rough hands over elegantly etched armour 
with surprising delicacy, and gave approving grunts when they looked at the 
keen spearheads and arrows of the elves. 


As night fell on the fourth day, Alandrian returned from the dwarf camp as 
Malekith sat in his tent, watching one of his many servants polish his 
armour. Alandrian brought Yeasir with him and the two lieutenants bowed 
as they entered the pavilion. Catching the look in their eyes Malekith 
dismissed the retainer and waved a hand for them to sit upon the plush rugs 
that served as a floor. 


“You have news?’ Malekith said, idly swirling wine around a silver goblet. 


‘Indeed, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘Kurgrik intends to leave on the 
morrow.’ 


Malekith digested this without comment and Alandrian continued. 


‘Kurgrik has extended to you an invitation to accompany him back to the 
dwarf realms.’ 


‘Has he?’ said Malekith. ‘How interesting. What do you make of his 
motives?’ 


‘I am no expert, highness, but he seems sincere enough to me,’ said 
Alandrian. ‘He says that you may take an escort of fifty warriors.’ 
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‘Careful, highness,’ said Yeasir. ‘Though fifty Naggarothi would be guard 
enough against Kurgrik’s small force, only the gods know what lies ahead. 
Even if we take the dwarfs at their word, which I don’t, you would be 
relying upon them to provide you with adequate protection against any 
number of unknown perils. There are orcs and beasts aplenty still, I would 
say. If they should attack, who is to say that the dwarfs will stand their 
ground and not abandon you?’ 


‘I do not think that the dwarfs would have ventured this far from their 
mountain homes if they were cowardly,’ said Alandrian. ‘There was no fear 
in them that I could see when they came to our camp, though they were at 
our mercy.’ 


‘Bravery and duty are not the same thing,’ said Yeasir, standing up and 
starting to pace. ‘It is one thing for them to fight for themselves, but would 
they do so for our prince?’ 


He strode to the tent door and threw open the flap. 


‘Every elf of Nagarythe out there would lay down his life for our lord,’ 
Yeasir said. ‘Yet not one of them would risk his blood for Kurgrik unless 
the prince commanded it. I would expect no more from the dwarfs, and 
quite a lot less if I am to be honest. What if Kurgrik falls? Would his 
warriors fight on for Malekith?’ 


“We can demand oaths that they will,’ answered Alandrian. “They value 
honour highly and I would say that their word is almost as good as any elf’s 
promise.’ 


‘No matter!’ snapped Malekith. ‘If I am to go, I shall look to myself as ever 
and not rely upon the dwarfs for my safety. A more fundamental question is 
whether it is worth my time to go at all?’ 


‘It would be most informative, I am sure, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘We 
can learn much not only of the dwarfs but of the world further to the east.’ 


“We can judge the size of their armies and the quality of their fighters,’ 
added Yeasir. ‘It would be best that we know our foes.’ 


‘If foes they are,’ said Alandrian. ‘As a gesture of faith and friendship, such 
embassy could bring us valuable allies.’ 
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‘Allies?’ said Malekith. ‘Nagarythe prospers upon her own strength and 
needs not the charity of others.’ 


‘I have not made my point clearly, your highness,’ said Alandrian with an 
apologetic bow. ‘Ever will the other princes of Ulthuan be jealous of our 
power, and in Elthin Arvan there is none that can equal the power of Prince 
Malekith. Though all are of one heart and spirit for the moment, the 
loyalties of the other realms may well change. Bel Shanaar cares not for the 
colonies at the present, for they are distant from Tor Anroc. Yet, should his 
gaze turn upon these shores, how many of your fellow princes would stand 
by your side if the Phoenix Throne desired control over these lands?’ 


‘And how would the dwarfs guard against that?’ said Malekith, setting 
down his goblet and turning an intent stare upon his captain. 


‘They are entirely free of influence from Ulthuan,’ Alandrian explained. 
‘With the dwarfs as your friends, you will be the powerbroker in Elthin 
Arvan and it is Bel Shanaar who will have to tread carefully in his dealings 
with you.’ 


‘My mind is not made for politics,’ said Yeasir, striding back from the door 
to stand before his master. ‘I leave that to you. However, what I have seen 
of the dwarfs’ wargear, it is durable and well made. At the moment we still 
rely much upon imports from Nagarythe to keep your warriors armed and 
armoured. If you could secure a more local source for such things, it 
improves our security.’ 


‘Ever the practical one, Yeasir,’ said Alandrian. ‘Prince, envisage a treaty 
between Ulthuan and the dwarfs, for the betterment of both. Who is more 
fitting to herald such an age than Malekith of Nagarythe?’ 


“Your flattery is crude and obvious, Alandrian, but Yeasir’s practicalities 
convince me,’ announced Malekith, standing up. ‘Alandrian, you shall 
convey my wishes to the dwarf thane that I shall accompany him back to 
his lands. Press upon him the honour he is being granted and extract 
whatever assurances your worries require and prudence expects.’ 


‘Of course, highness,’ replied Alandrian with a bow. 
“Yeasir, I have another task for you,’ said Malekith. 


‘I am ready to serve, highness,’ said Yeasir. 


‘I shall write two letters this night, and entrust them to you before I depart,’ 
said the prince. ‘One is destined for Tor Anroc and the hand of Bel Shanaar. 
I would not have the Phoenix King accuse me of keeping this news from 
him.’ 

‘And the other, highness?’ said Yeasir. 


“The other shall be for my mother,’ said Malekith with a wry smile. ‘Make 
sure that you deliver it first. If Morathi were to learn second-hand of what 
happens here, none of our lives would be worth living.’ 


The following day, Malekith, Alandrian and fifty Naggarothi warriors 
accompanied Kurgrik as the dwarf thane headed back to the mountains. For 
the most part, the elves marched in silence alongside their new-found allies, 
who were equally taciturn. Malekith strolled alongside Kurgrik with 
Alandrian to translate, and though ever he appeared at ease the prince’s eyes 
and ears were always alert. 


Though the dwarfs had been confident enough in their camp, as they set out 
eastwards, their party became more wary. There were roughly two hundred 
dwarfs in the group, along with many wagons pulled by sturdy ponies, 
laden with felled trees. A vanguard of some fifty dwarfs preceded the march 
half a mile ahead of the main group, who walked slowly but surely 
alongside the wagons. 


All of the dwarfs were armed and their hands were never far from the hafts 
of their axes and swords as they marched along the road. Ever the dwarfs 
were watchful, sending out scouts into the woods to warn of ambush. 


The pace was not quick; Malekith and the other elves could have moved far 
more swiftly had they chosen to do so. However, the dwarfs marched 
relentlessly, and such was the efficiency with which they set and broke 
camp that they covered many miles each day, never wavering or tiring. 


At night, the dwarfs would quickly dig defensive ditches lined with 
sharpened logs from the carts, and watchful guards patrolled ceaselessly. 
Kurgrik continued to entertain his guest with beer and such stories as 
Alandrian could translate. 


277 XRN 


Four days into the trek, the forests finally relinquished their weakening grip 
on the lands and were replaced by rising meadows and windswept hills. The 
mountains towered ahead, their snowy peaks lost amongst permanent 
clouds. Even the highest peaks of the Annulii on Ulthuan were diminutive 
by the standards of these ancient mounts, which stretched across the 
horizon north and south, seemingly going on forever. 


The hills were covered with long grass and bracken, and littered with 
tumbled boulders swept down from the mountains in ages past. Paths and 
animal trails led off from the road, but it continued straight on through briar 
and across moor heading eastwards. As the group came nearer to the 
mountains, the first of several dwarf-built keeps came into sight. 


It was a low, broad structure, only two storeys high, utterly unlike the 
majestic towers and spires of Ulthuan and quite ugly to Malekith’s eye. The 
fort was crowned with battlements and protected by square towers at each 
corner. It stood on a hill overlooking the road, with large catapults and bolt- 
hurling engines upon its walls. 


Dwarfs armed with axes and hammers marched out to meet Kurgrik and his 
curious guests, and as a storm swept down from the mountains, lashing the 
hills with driving rains and wind, the travellers were quickly ushered inside 
by the fort’s commander. 


Within the thick walls, the keep was sparsely furnished, and Malekith found 
the bare stone depressing. He wondered why the dwarfs did not hide the 
grey rock with tapestries and paintings. His mood was somewhat mollified 
as they were brought into a long low hall with a roaring fire pit at the 
centre. No matter how dreary the dwarfs’ aesthetic crudeness, it was 
preferable to the tempest that was now raging outside. 


Kurgrik introduced their host as Grobrimdor, a venerable dwarf of more 
than four hundred winters whose white beard was half as long again as he 
was tall. He wore his thick mail coat at all times, and an axe was hung at his 
belt even as he introduced the more prominent members of the garrison. It 
was Clear to Malekith that despite the storm the dwarfs were still wary of 
attack. 


Grobrimdor and Kurgrik furnished the elves with rough blankets and bowls 
of thick soup, and then asked politely if Malekith would talk more with 


them concerning the elves and Ulthuan. With Alandrian to roughly 
translate, Malekith seated himself upon a low stool by the fire. 


‘Far to the west, beyond the vast forests, lies the Great Ocean,’ the prince 
began. “Travel across the high waves for many days and one comes upon 
the shores of Ulthuan. Our isle is fertile and green, an emerald set upon a 
sea of sapphire. White towers rise above the tall trees and verdant pastures, 
against the backdrop of the glittering peaks of the Annulii Mountains.’ 


‘And you live in these mountains, yes?’ said Kurgrik. 


‘Only to hunt,’ replied Malekith. ‘Except in Chrace and Caledor, where all 
is mountains and hills and there are no meadows or grass-filled plains on 
which to live.’ 


Kurgrik took this answer with a disappointed grunt, but then his eyes lit up 
with a new vigour. 


“These mountains contain gems and gold?’ asked the thane. 
‘Gold and silver, diamonds and crystals of all kinds,’ said Malekith. 


‘And perhaps your king would trade these with our people?’ said Kurgrik, 
getting quite animated. 


‘Tt is not for the Phoenix King alone to decide such matters,’ Malekith said. 
“We have many princes, and each of the realms of Ulthuan is ruled over by 
such an elf. It is for each to decide the fate and future of his lands and 
people. I rule Nagarythe, greatest of the kingdoms of Ulthuan, and reign 
over the colonies to the west of here.’ 


“That is good,’ said Grobrimdor, gesturing for his retainers to bring mugs of 
ale. ‘It is so with us. Our kings rule our cities, and the High King 
commands from Karaz-a-Karak. Your king must be a great leader to rule 
Over SO many princes.’ 


Malekith stifled his reply before it was spoken and suppressed the urge to 
glance towards Alandrian. Instead he took a sip of ale, buying time to 
compose his response. 


‘Bel Shanaar, the Phoenix King, is a clever statesman and diplomatic with 
his words,’ said Malekith. ‘My father, the first Phoenix King, was a great 
leader. He was our greatest warrior and our salvation from darkness.’ 


‘If your father was king, then why does his son not succeed him?’ asked 
Kurgrik, his knotty brows furrowed with suspicion. 


Malekith was again forced to think his response through carefully, lest he 
betray some weakness or flaw that would offend the dwarfs. 


‘T will rule Ulthuan when she is ready for me,’ said the prince. ‘She needed 
time to heal from a great war fought against the daemons of the north, and 
so the princes chose not to follow the line of my father but to elevate one of 
their own to the Phoenix Throne. In the interests of harmony and peace, I 
do not challenge their decision.’ 


Both Grobrimdor and Kurgrik nodded and grunted approvingly, and 
Malekith relaxed a little. His thoughts were still turbulent though. The 
dwarfs’ questions stirred old ambitions, feelings that Malekith had travelled 
to Elthin Arvan to leave behind. Alandrian, sensing his prince’s unease, 
filled the silence. 


“You spoke of trade,’ said the captain. ‘Our cities grow ever more swiftly 
with each year. What can your people offer us in exchange for our riches?’ 


The conversation turned once again to a subject dear to the dwarfs’ hearts, 
and all talk of rulership and succession was forgotten. Malekith spoke little 
for the rest of the evening and allowed his mind to drift, knowing that 
Alandrian could later convey any news of import. 


Long before midnight the dwarfs showed the elves to their rough quarters. 
Malekith slept in a large dormitory with his warriors, all of them upon the 
floor for the dwarfs’ cots were far too short for the tall elves. 


Having slept poorly, Malekith woke early in the morming. Many of the 
dwarfs were already up and about, or had perhaps passed the night without 
sleeping. The prince swiftly donned a simple robe and cloak and left the 
dormitory. The dwarfs said gruff welcomes as he passed into the main hall, 
but did not attempt to stop him. Guided only by whim, Malekith climbed a 
short staircase and exited out of a squat tower onto the battlements. 


The sun was but a dull glow behind the mountains, which reared up into the 
dark blue skies in an unending line of jagged peaks. A thick mist coiled 
about the keep, and the breath of the dwarf sentries formed clouds in the air. 


Droplets of water shone on their beards and iron armour. All was peaceful 
save for the sound of metallic boots on stone and the jingle of the dwarfs’ 
mail armour. 


Malekith stood looking east towards the mountains for some time, until 
elven voices from below warned him that his companions were stirring. He 
was about to descend back to the hall when Alandrian hurried from the 
tower. The lieutenant visibly relaxed upon seeing his prince and his 
expression turned to sheepish guilt when Malekith raised an inquiring brow. 


‘I awoke to find you missing,’ said Alandrian, striding quickly along the 
stone wall. ‘I thought that perhaps some ill had befallen you.’ 


“You thought that perhaps I had been taken hostage?’ said Malekith. ‘That 
through some sorcery they had spirited me away without a fight?’ 


‘I don’t know what I thought, really, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘I was 
suddenly fearful and reminded of Yeasir’s warnings.’ 


Malekith turned back to the majestic view. The fog had all but gone and the 
mountains were revealed in all of their majesty. The prince took a deep 
breath and then let it out with feeling. 


‘I would not swap such sights for the quiet pedantry of the Phoenix 
Throne,’ he declared. ‘Who needs to be Phoenix King when glory and 
conquest await? Let Bel Shanaar wither away in courts and audiences, 
while the wider world awaits me.’ 


Alandrian looked unconvinced. 
‘What is it?’ said Malekith. 


‘It is Bel Shanaar who chooses to stay in Ulthuan and turn his reign into one 
of domesticity and politics,’ said Alandrian, turning his gaze towards the 
mountains. ‘Were you to be Phoenix King, I have no doubt that you would 
do so at the head of our armies, not from the comfort of Anlec. In time, the 
princes will see that their king leads from behind them, not from the front. 
Then they will see the true worth of Nagarythe, and her prince.’ 


‘Perhaps,’ said Malekith. ‘Perhaps one day they will.’ 


The two stood in silence for a short while, gazing at the mountains, each 
content in his own thoughts concerning what they and their dwarfen rulers 
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might herald for the Naggarothi. The sun now rose above the lowest peaks 
and golden light spilled down upon the hills. 


A gruff cough attracted Malekith’s attention and he turned to see a dwarf 
standing in the tower doorway. 


“We should rejoin our hosts, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘Kurgrik will wish 
to leave soon.’ 


‘Go ahead and prepare for our departure,’ said Malekith, looking back at 
the mountains but his thoughts far to the west upon Ulthuan. ‘T’ll be with 
you shortly.’ 


Over the following days, the dwarfs and elves stopped at several more of 
the way-forts. Each was as drab as the first and Malekith’s expectations of 
the dwarfs’ cities sank with every new sighting of the small, functional 
buildings. 


The dwarfs took the time to spend a night in each of these way-fortresses, to 
gather news from the garrisons and show off their intriguing guests. The 
beer they had been presented with at the first meeting was much in 
evidence, and out of courtesy Malekith deigned to sample the different 
brews offered to him by each of the keep commanders. Though far from 
enamoured of the vulgar ale, Malekith soon learned the art of swallowing 
his allotted draught swiftly, so as to leave as little taste as possible in his 
mouth. He thought that perhaps this was why the dwarfs also drank so 
quickly; that they did not really like the taste of their own brews. However, 
the regularity with which the dwarfs retummed to their barrels in an evening 
suggested otherwise. 


When they came into the mountains proper, the dwarfs warned the elves to 
remain on their guard. Though the forests were the realm of Chaotic 
denizens and bloodthirsty beasts, the mountains were also home to many 
orcs and goblins, and other creatures such as trolls, giants and monstrous 
birds that frequently came south in search of food. 


‘Many daemons and monsters once besieged our holds,’ said Kurgrik, via 
Alandrian’s improving skills as a translator. The foothills were now rising 
steeply towards the mountains. The column was winding its way along a 
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rough track, Kurgrik riding on his wagon, Malekith and Alandrian walking 
beside it. 


“The sun hid and endless night darkened the mountains,’ the thane 
continued. ‘The valleys echoed to the howls and roars of the creatures of 
the north. They beat upon our gates and hurled themselves at our walls. 
Many dwarfs died defending their homes against the horrors.’ 


‘We too suffered under the assault of Chaos,’ Malekith said. “Then 
Aenarion, my father, led the war against the daemons and brought us 
through the dark times.’ 


‘Grimnir was the greatest of our warriors,’ said Kurgrik with a wistful 
smile. ‘“Grungni, master of the runes and wise beyond mortals, forged two 
great axes for Grimnir. With these he slaughtered an army of the beasts. 
Valaya wove a cloak for her kin, and with her protective gift Grimnir fought 
against the largest and most deadly foes. Yet for all his fierce skill, Grimnir 
could not defeat every daemon, for they came forth in an unending tide.’ 


‘As it was on Ulthuan,’ said Malekith. ‘Without end came the legions of 
Chaos. We fought without hope until Aenarion made the final sacrifice. He 
spilt his blood upon the altar of Khaine in return for victory.’ 


‘Grimnir travelled far into the north with one of his axes and fought to the 
great gate of the Chaos gods,’ Kurgrik said, frowning slightly at the prince’s 
interruption. ‘He was never seen again and his axe was lost. He battled into 
the gates themselves and even now wages war upon the daemons in their 
own realm, holding back their unending companies.’ 


‘Caledor’s vortex closed the gates,’ said Malekith. ‘It was the magic of the 
elves that stemmed the daemonic tide.’ 


Alandrian looked hesitant and did not translate his master’s words. 
“Why the silence?’ demanded Malekith. 


‘Perhaps it is better that the dwarfs do not know that we trapped their 
greatest hero within the Realm of Chaos,’ Alandrian said with a warning 
look. ‘They may not take kindly to such knowledge.’ 


‘We cannot let them peddle this fallacy,’ Malekith insisted. ‘It is the 
strength of the elves, not the dwarfs, that holds back the forces of the Dark 
Gods.’ 
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‘Who is to say that the dwarfen ancestors did not unwittingly aid Caledor’s 
conjuration?’ said Alandrian. ‘That they suffered under the darkness of 
Chaos surely gives us more in common with them. Allow them to celebrate 
their own victories, for they do not tarnish your father’s.’ 


Malekith considered this, not entirely convinced that he could allow the 
dwarfs to undermine the achievements of Aenarion. A glance at Kurgrik 
showed the dwarf watching the elves’ exchange with friendly bemusement. 
The prince relented upon seeing the dwarf’s ugly, honest face. 


‘Say that both elves and dwarfs have earned their right to live free upon this 
world,’ said Malekith. ‘Tell him that it is my hope that we no longer fight 
alone, but as allies.’ 


Alandrian’s expression was one of shock. 
“What?’ demanded Malekith. ‘What’s wrong with that?’ 


‘Nothing, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘Quite the opposite, in fact. That is the 
most diplomatic thing I have heard pass from your lips in a hundred years!’ 


The glint of laughter in Alandrian’s eyes quelled the angry retort welling up 
in Malekith’s throat, and the prince merely coughed as if clearing his throat. 


‘Just keep the dwarf happy,’ he finally managed to say, suppressing a smug 
smile. 


Their journey took them on for thirteen days before they reached the dwarf 
city, or hold as it was known to the dwarfs. Karak Kadrin they named it, 
one of the most northern cities in the mountains. 


The location of the city was unmistakable, and as different from the road 
stations as could be imagined. High ramparts and towers dotted the sides of 
the pass, overlooking the approaches with sentries and war engines. 
Immense faces shaped into stylised likenesses of dwarfs were carved into 
the mountainsides—the Ancestor Gods, the elves were told. 


From dark rock were the gatehouses carved, seen for the first time as the 
road turned to the north edge of the pass and began to wind back and forth 
up the hillside. They were as two mighty keeps, their foundations made 
from the mountain itself, thousands of heavy stones painstakingly cut and 
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fitted to form fortifications that rivalled the great sea gates of Lothern. 
Golden standards glittered in the mountain sun, and banners stitched with 
angular runes and more of the curious dwarf designs hung from the 
ramparts. 


Between the two immense flanking towers, the gates were closed. Almost 
as high as the gatehouse, arching far above the pass below, the gate was 
covered with plates of gold embossed with ancestor faces and symbols of 
smithying such as anvils, hammers and forges. Warriors clad in chainmail 
and heavy plates of armour guarded the portal, their expressions hidden 
behind full-faced helms wrought in the likenesses of fierce dwarf visages. 


As the party came within sight of the gate towers, horns began to sound out, 
filling the valley with long, sonorous peals that rose and fell in harmony 
with the rebounding echoes. At this signal a much smaller door in the gate 
opened, though still thrice the height of an elf and broad enough for them to 
enter ten abreast. 


Malekith had been impressed by the outer workings of the hold, but when 
he passed through the gate he stopped dead in his tracks and looked around 
in awe. The entrance hall was dug from the bare rock of the mountain, and 
far from the dreary stone of the way-keeps, it had been fashioned and 
polished so that it glittered in the light of hundreds of lanterns, every fault 
and strata a glorious decoration in its own right. 


Long and no wider than the main gate, the hallway delved into the 
mountain, its high ceiling held by great arches carved from the living rock 
and sheathed in silver. The columns along the walls were cut in the same 
stylised fashion as the bastions upon the mountainsides; pillars of angular 
dwarf faces rising into the vaults above. 


The lanterns that illuminated this impressive scene hung from thick chains 
suspended from the high vaults, each lamp larger than a dwarf and glowing 
with magical light. In the glow of these, the carvings between the arches 
could clearly be seen, depicting dwarf warriors at war, workers labouring in 
mines, smiths pounding at the forges and other vignettes of dwarfish 
endeavour. The floor was covered with regular flags, but each had been 
painstakingly etched with runes and lines of knotted patterns, the carved 
channels filled with coloured glass so that the ground was a riot of blues, 
reds and greens. 


More dwarf guards lined the walls, arrayed in a line down each side, garbed 
in armour chased with gold, their double-headed axes inlaid with precious 
gems. Messengers had been sent ahead, and the party was greeted with 
much ceremony. 


As they passed through the gigantic gateway the first pair of guards raised 
their weapons in salute, and so on down the line as the procession made its 
way along the long hallway. At the far end stood a delegation of dwarfs in 
brightly patterned jerkins, wearing elaborate helms adorned with horns or 
wings of gold, and each wore many rings and bracers, necklaces and 
brooches, so that they sparkled in the lantern light as they moved. 


Behind each stood a banner bearer carrying a standard displaying the arms 
of the dwarf lords, bedecked with golden and silver badges and woven from 
fine metallic threads of every conceivable hue and shine. As with the other 
decorations, these were of axes and hammers, anvils and lightning bolts, 
displayed with such glimmering perfection that Malekith could imagine the 
royal standard of Nagarythe created in such a way. 


Behind the welcoming party stood a door almost as large as the one by 
which the elves had entered. Cut from a solid piece of wood from some 
gigantic mountain oak, it was studded with bronze bolts, the head of each 
identically crafted as a pair of crossed hammers. 


The dignitaries bowed low, sweeping their beards to one side with an arm 
so that they did not brush upon the ground. Malekith nodded his head in 
return, and the other elves also bowed in welcome. One of the nobles bore a 
large ornamental mace, and he turned and struck the door three mighty 
blows, the booms resounding around the hall. A slot opened in the door at 
about the height of a dwarf’s face, and words were exchanged. There 
seemed to be some kind of argument, but Malekith suspected that this was 
some form of purposeful exchange whose significance eluded him. 


Then the door opened, swinging effortlessly on hinges buried deep within 
the walls, to reveal the chambers beyond. 


The hold was a veritable maze of corridors, halls and galleries, and though 
he tried to keep track of his path, Malekith soon found he was lost amongst 
the unending passages and stairwells. They seemed to be progressing up 
into the mountain, although by a circuitous route that rose and dipped. 
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The interior of the hold was not quite so grand as the entrance chamber, but 
still well built and decorated with gems and precious metals. Here and there 
the route took them past glowing foundries where the heat of furnaces 
blasted from open archways and the ringing of hammers echoed all around 
the visitors. There seemed to be little relent from the labour, though 
occasionally an artisan or forge worker would look up from his endeavours. 
The impression Malekith was left with was one of constant industry, as 
dwarfs wearing dirtied smocks and leather aprons busied themselves about 
the tunnels and rooms. 


Eventually they were brought into the audience chamber of King Gazarund. 
It was a wide, low hall, with shields and banners hung upon the walls. Two 
long fire pits blazed to each side, the smoke from which disappeared up a 
cunning series of chimneys and channels to the mountainside far above. A 
walkway raised slightly above the rest of the chamber ran from the doorway 
to the throne dais, ascending up nearly twenty feet in a series of stepped 
rises. Bathed in the flickering red flames, the gold-inlaid tiles of the floor 
glimmered with ruddy light. 


Kurgrik motioned for the elves to halt, and with the other thanes and 
notable members of the king’s council made his way forwards. 


King Gazarund sat upon a throne of black granite decorated with more gold 
tracery. His expression was austere rather than welcoming, and in the 
firelight his dark eyes shone from under beetling brows. He was bare- 
armed, save for two intricately wound torques upon each bicep, and he was 
robed in a simple tabard of blue and white. His beard was thick and black, 
straggled with stray wisps of grey, and was so long that despite being coiled 
through loops upon his belt and woven into winding plaits, it still hung 
almost to the ground. His face was craggy and creased, his skin pocked with 
the scars of years. 


Most distinctively, he wore a golden patch over his right eye, and to 
Malekith’s inner horror it appeared that this covering was riveted into the 
king’s flesh. 


The king’s crown was set on a table beside the throne, so large and baroque 
that even this sturdy dwarf would not have been able to bear its weight 
upon his head. Wings as large as an eagle’s splayed from the war-helm, and 
its cheek guards were studded with dozens of diamonds. In its place, the 
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king wore a simple steel cap, banded with brazen knotwork, a few wisps of 
unkempt hair escaping from under its fur-lined brim. 


The dwarf nobles made petition to the king, or so it seemed to Malekith 
from his experience of similar ceremonies at the court of Bel Shanaar. The 
king nodded once and the elves were waved forwards. 


With great deliberation, the true ritual of welcoming began, carried out with 
solemn decorum by the king of Karak Kadrin and his thanes. Malekith and 
the king exchanged gifts; for the prince a dwarf-wrought brooch of gold, for 
the king a fine elven bracelet made of silver and decorated with sapphires. 


Malekith was presented to the nobles of the hold via a list of unintelligible 
names that he soon forgot, and then was ushered into the chambers that had 
been set aside for them to stay. 


The bedrooms were accommodating, but far from plush. The furniture was 
for dwarfs, and so the chairs and beds were distressingly low. Malekith 
found it easier to kneel before the clay basin upon the wall to wash his face, 
rather than clean himself at a constant stoop. 


There was no fire in the room, but a steady breeze of warm air came from a 
grated vent upon the wall; Malekith surmised this was somehow redirected 
from the forges below by some ingenious means. The fabrics upon the bed 
and chairs were stiff and unyielding, as was the padding in the mattress. 
Though Malekith would have preferred something a little more kind to lie 
upon, it was by no means a necessity for him having spent many of his long 
years on campaign in the wilderness. 


After resting for a short while, Malekith then made it known to the dwarf 
who stood guard outside his door that he was ready to eat, by the simple 
expedient of miming food to his mouth and rubbing his stomach. The dwarf 
nodded in understanding and garbled something in return, and then stood 
back in his place. 


Having called for Alandrian, Malekith again asked for something to eat, 
only to be told that there was a banquet to be held in their honour that night. 


It was a fulsome affair, with much quaffing of ale and long speeches that 
Malekith did not understand. The feasting hall was bedecked with more 


388 XRN 


banners, and great brass seals displaying the emblems of the various clans 
and guilds of the hold. 


Three tables were arranged down its length, each seating a hundred feasters, 
and Malekith and his company sat at another table that ran across the head 
of the hall, along with the king and his most trusted companions. 


The food was for the most part palatable, consisting mostly of roast meats 
and boiled vegetables. Thick gravy and heavy dumplings were also served 
in abundance, along with pitchers of ale of all varieties and strengths. 
Malekith had become accustomed to delicately flavoured and fragranced 
meals, using such herbs and spices as grew on Ulthuan and in the islands on 
the other side of the world. The menu sat heavily on the prince’s stomach, 
and he could see how the dwarfs were so sturdy of build and wide of girth. 


Still, the cooking was done with competence if not finesse, though Malekith 
despaired of his hosts’ table manners at times. Each course was served upon 
gigantic platters, and once the king had helped himself to whatever he 
desired, it seemed to become a free-for-all where everybody else was 
concerned. Ales were slopped over the bare wooden boards of the tables, 
and Malekith kept a suspicious eye on a puddle of gravy that spread 
dangerously close to him as the evening progressed. 


Kurgrik, sitting on Malekith’s left, had taken it upon himself to assist the 
prince with his dining; assuring himself that his guest was plentifully fed by 
heaping ladle upon ladle of stew into his bowl, and small mountains of 
potatoes, roast ducks, barley cakes and other simple fare upon his plate. 


Something else that took Malekith aback occurred shortly after the fourth 
course. There was a pause while the tables were cleared of plates and 
debris, and all of the dwarfs produced small pouches filled with dried 
ground leaves. The contents of these small bags they stuffed into pipes of 
all shapes and sizes, which they then lit and puffed on contentedly for quite 
some time. 


The haze of pipe smoke quickly filled the hall and hung in a thick fug above 
the table, causing many of the elves to cough violently, including Malekith. 
Misreading their discomfort as subtle prompts, Kurgrik proffered his 
tobacco to Malekith. The elven prince declined with a smile and a firm 
shake of the head, and Kurgrik shrugged and placed his leaf pouch back 


389 XRN 


into the recesses of his robe whence it had come, seeming not to take any 
offence. 


Several more platters of steamed potatoes, venison steaks and immense 
Sausages went by, and then a hush descended upon the hall. There followed 
several more speeches, which Alandrian attempted to translate as best he 
could. Most of them spoke about family honour, great tragedies and valour 
in battle, and after a while Malekith stopped listening to his lieutenant and 
allowed his mind to drift. 


It was then he felt a sharp dig in his ribs and looked around to see Alandrian 
looking at him pointedly. Casting his gaze around the smoky hall, the prince 
saw that all eyes were turned upon him. 


‘It is your turn to make a toast, I believe,’ whispered Alandrian with a 
mischievous smile. ‘Shall I translate?’ 


‘I would think it better not to,’ said Malekith. ‘I know that you have learnt 
well their strange tongue, but I would not have you accidentally call the 
king a bloated warthog on my behalf. I shall sound so suitably imperious 
and charismatic, the exact meaning of my words will not be necessary to 
convey their spirit.’ 


The prince of Nagarythe stood up, while Kurgrik leaned over and refilled 
his tankard with a beer that was so thick and black it could have been 
mistaken for pitch. 


“Your good health!’ said Malekith, raising the cup to the hall. The dwarfs 
sat in respectful expectation, hands hovering close to their tankards. They 
had no idea what the prince had just said. 


‘What is the matter with them?’ Malekith hissed out of the side of his 
mouth whilst trying to maintain a genteel smile. 


‘I think they want something a little, well, longer,’ said Alandrian. ‘You will 
have to go on a bit, I believe, to make them think they have been given a 
proper oratory.’ 


‘Very well,’ said Malekith, turning his attention towards the king of the 
hold. ‘Your halls here are mighty, and full of great wonders. I have 
marvelled at the skills of your people, and I know in my heart that an 
alliance with you shall bring much benefit to my people.’ 
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A glance towards Alandrian received an encouraging nod, and Malekith 
continued. Seeing the polite but clueless expressions on the sea of faces 
before him, the prince decided to indulge himself a little. 


“You are very fine people, if a little unwashed and short.’ 


The elves laughed quietly at this, and taking their cue the dwarfs joined in, 
chortling uncertainly. 


‘It has been mostly my pleasure to meet you all, though I have not a clue 
what your names are, and all of you look pretty much the same to me.’ 


Another sideways glance at Alandrian was received with a pout of 
disapproval, but Malekith ignored his aide and carried on with his joke. 


“That your mouths produce as much smoke as your chimneys is surprising, 
and if I do not choke to death before the evening is out, I shall thank the 
gods for protecting me. I understand that we have only just met, but I hope 
that in time you will understand the great privilege I have granted you all by 
allowing you into my presence. There are people of my own homeland who 
have never been granted an audience with me, and yet here I am, sinking 
cupfuls of your foul broth and treating you like equals. I am assured that 
you are an honourable people, and you best well be.’ 


At this point Malekith stood up and raised his foot upon the table to lean 
forwards, a feat not difficult for the slender elf, for the table barely came 
above his knees. 


‘Know this!’ the prince proclaimed, his voice ringing clearly across the hall, 
focussing the attention of even the most drunkard audience member. ‘It will 
go well for you that we should become friends. The Naggarothi do not treat 
idly with others, even elves of other realms. Should you wrong us, our 
vengeance will be sure, swift and deadly. We will burn these halls and we 
will pile your corpses upon pyres so high that they will rival these 
mountains. We shall be content to let you dwell in these rocky peaks, and 
we shall take the lowlands and the forests. Should you oppose us, we will 
have no option but to drive you before us, as we have the orcs and the 
beasts and the goblins. I look forward to meeting your High King, for he 
shall hopefully be of an almost equal standing to myself, and of intelligence 
enough to treat with me. But I warn you, if I am not impressed with him, I 
may decide simply to slay all of you. In fact, the next one of you that 


mispronounces my name might just get my blade through his gizzard. 
While we may deign to learn your crude language, please do not mangle the 
heritage of my forefathers and the legacy to my descendants with your ugly 
lips and thick tongues.’ 


Raising his goblet once again, Malekith grinned broadly. 
‘Long may Nagarythe prevail over you all!’ he declared. 


Before the prince could say any more, Alandrian shot to his feet and gave a 
shout of celebration, his mug upraised. The other elves, some of them 
clearly shocked, the rest wearing looks of approval, did likewise; the dwarfs 
then slowly followed their lead until there was a great rousing cheer that 
filled the hall with a cacophony of shouting and the slamming of cups upon 
tables. 


“Thank you,’ said Malekith, holding up a hand for silence. The dwarfs 
appeared not to understand the gesture for they continued their banging and 


clapping. 
With Alandrian’s hand on his arm pulling him down before he could speak 
further, Malekith sat, a contented smile upon his face. 


This seemed to conclude the round of speeches, and servants came forth 
bearing great bowls of steaming pudding made from boiled grain and 
honey, with chunks of stodgy cake to dip into the sweet broth. This was 
followed by platters of hard cheeses that smelt of diseased goats, as far as 
Malekith could tell, which were served with small biscuits with the texture 
and taste of thin slices of dried wood. 


Under the stone roof of the hall, Malekith lost all sense of passing time and 
knew not whether it was midnight or if dawn was fast approaching when 
the elves were finally allowed to retire to their dormitories. Many of the 
dwarfs still caroused, though a significant proportion of their number had 
simply slipped into inebriated stupors at the tables. 


For the highest-ranking attendees, the servants brought small pillows, which 
were carefully placed under the snoring faces of the inebriated lords. The 
lesser peons were allowed to doze away, their faces in spillages and crumbs. 


All Malekith knew was that the banquet had been more tiring than the 
march, but he went to bed invigorated nonetheless for his overly full 
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stomach, both appalled and yet mesmerised by the strange culture of these 
people. 


On the one hand they were loud, careless and ignorant of any form of 
etiquette, yet he had seen much evidence that they were also studious, 
observant, dedicated and loyal. Their attention to detail in matters of 
craftsmanship equalled that of the elves, and in weapon-making and the 
construction of mechanical devices their knowledge outstripped that of 
Ulthuan. That they knew of magic was clear from many of the things 
Malekith had seen in the hold, yet he had not seen any dwarf openly 
wielding sorcery, and when Alandrian had enquired on the prince’s behalf, 
he had been met with polite but stern denials that the dwarfs had wizards of 
any kind. 
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Five 
The High King 


Malekith was eager to continue their journey to the hold of the High King, 
and was grateful that Kurgrik apparently had a schedule of his own to keep. 
The thane’s shipment of wood was sorely needed for the mines beneath 
Karaz-a-Karak, and the party, dwarfs and elves, left the city of Karak 
Kadrin early the next day. 


The king came to wave them off, and seemed much more approachable and 
friendly away from the formality of his court. He shook the hands of each 
of the elves in turn, and patted Malekith fondly on the arm. He said 
something in dwarfish, and Malekith smiled and nodded, not bothering to 
listen to Alandrian’s translation. 


Malekith and the party did not travel back to the main gates, but were taken 
by an underground route to another entrance. Though slightly less grand, 
this portal was no less impressive to the prince, for it led not to the surface 
but to a vast passageway dug through the bedrock of the mountain. Due 
south it struck, paved with flags and large enough for many carts and 
dwarfs to pass each other by with ease. 


Lanterns lit the underground highway, and the walls were hewn so smoothly 
that no shadow darkened them. Great pillars of wood and metal shored up 
the roof, which was easily four or five times the height of an elf. 


For this stage of the journey, they travelled upon the backs of rocking carts. 
It was not entirely unpleasant, though the lack of night and day began to 
wear upon Malekith’s nerves. After three days, he wondered just how far 
this tunnel was. After six, he was longing for a sight of sun or stars, or even 
a storm-filled sky. 


Periodically they came across guard stations, not unlike underground 
versions of the way-forts they had stayed in on the surface. Warriors with 
strange-looking, mechanical bows patrolled outwards from _ these 
subterranean castles. 


Branchways and side tunnels broke off from the main road in clustered 
junctions, and there was always a steady traffic of dwarfs on wagons and on 
foot. They carried all manner of goods with them: metal ingots, sacks of 
coal, bushels of crops, mining tools and all manner of other wares. 
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By the eighth day, Malekith’s interest had been restored, for he was now 
fully realising the extent of the dwarfen realm. They had covered no less 
than fifteen leagues each day, and so had travelled three hundred and sixty 
miles or more. The highway went pretty much straight and so he guessed 
that they were still heading south. If the side passages and other exits each 
led to other holds and settlements, then the mountains were swarming with 
dwarfs. 


Some of the prince’s earlier arrogance dissipated as he pondered the huge 
implication of an alliance with these people. If the Naggarothi could forge 
this friendship with speed, then his people would increase the power they 
already held in the colonies. 


Knowing this, he now paid more attention to the dealings the dwarfs had 
with each other, and tried harder to get a rough grasp of their language from 
Alandrian. He endeavoured to learn the names of his dwarfish companions: 
outlandish monikers such as Gundgrin, Borodin, Hagrun and Barrnok. He 
learned the words for sword, and axe, and that this highway was called the 
Ungdrin Ankor. 


He learned their word for gold, and another, and another, until he was 
thoroughly confused. During a break, Malekith steered Alandrian into a 
quiet alcove and confronted his lieutenant on the matter. 


‘Azgal, churk, bryn, galaz, gnolgen, gorl, konk, thig, ril, skrottiz...’ 
Malekith complained. ‘All of these hideous words, and I cannot work out 
which one means gold! How am I supposed to learn this stupid language?’ 


“They all mean gold, highness,’ Alandrian said patiently. 
‘Gold’s gold!’ said Malekith. ‘Why do they need so many damned words 
for it?’ 


‘Gold is, indeed, gold, highness,’ said Alandrian, pulling a neck chain from 
under his robe, upon which hung a small dwarfish amulet he had been 
gifted by Kurgrik. “To a dwarf, however, there are lots of types of gold. The 
gold on the outer edge, with the reddish tinge, is konk. The inner design is 
made from a slightly softer metal that they call gorl.’ 


‘I understand,’ said Malekith, not understanding at all. Alandrian read the 
doubt on the prince’s face. 
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“We see one metal, which we call gold,’ the captain explained slowly, 
placing the amulet back under his robe. ‘The dwarfs see all sorts of different 
metals and they have a name for each one.’ 


‘So, each word means a different type of gold?’ Malekith said. ‘Soft gold, 
hard gold, shinier gold, that sort of thing?’ 


“That sort of thing, yes, highness,’ said Alandrian with a reassuring nod. 
‘But there can’t be that many types of gold, surely?’ said Malekith. 


‘Not physically, no,’ Alandrian said. His face screwed up in consternation 
as he worked out how to explain further. “To the dwarfs, gold has other 
qualities, not just physical ones.’ 


‘Such as?’ Malekith said. 

“Well, there is lucky gold, for a start,’ said Alandrian. 

‘Lucky gold?’ Malekith’s brows arrowed into a frown. 

‘Gold that was found by accident, for example,’ replied Alandrian. 
‘Seems strange, but then they are a strange folk,’ said Malekith. 


‘The type of gold also changes depending on where it came from, where it 
currently is and its own history,’ Alandrian continued under the prince’s 
demanding stare. “There’s a word for gold that is an ingot and hasn’t yet 
been made into something. There’s a different word for gold that was once 
made into something else but has been melted down to make something 
new. There’s gold that is for spending, what they call impatient, and gold 
that is for keeping. That’s almost the same word as they use for waiting or 
patience. Then there’s gold that you don’t own yet, such as ore or a loan. Of 
course, that also means there are words for gold that you would like to own, 
or once owned—’ 


‘Enough!’ snapped Malekith. ‘So, they have lots of words for gold. I cannot 
be expected to learn them all.’ 


‘Oh no, highness,’ said Alandrian. ‘Not even the dwarfs know all the names 
for gold, apparently. They can make up any name for gold they like and 
another dwarf will probably understand what they mean.’ 
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Alandrian cast a look over his shoulder at the dwarfs climbing back on the 
wagons, making ready to leave. 


‘It’s probably best not to mention gold too much, in any case,’ Alandrian 
said. ‘Whenever I mention it, they get a queer look in their eyes. Some of 
them get quite excited. I once mentioned the golden gates of Lothern and 
Kurgrik almost fainted!’ 


‘So, it is best not to tell them that we have huge treasuries in Athel 
Toralien?’ said Malekith. ‘Just in case they come over funny and decide to 
try to take it?’ 


“Yes, highness, something like that,’ said Alandrian. 


Malekith nodded knowingly and glanced over his companion’s shoulder to 
see Kurgrik scowling ever so slightly in the prince’s direction. Malekith 
smiled cheerily and waved, trying to ignore the picture he had of the thane 
frothing at the mouth and pawing at a coin. 


On the tenth day they turned from the main road, heading west as far as 
Malekith could judge. Here the traffic increased considerably and Malekith 
surmised that the capital was not far away. Kurgrik was more animated, and 
from the comparatively few words that the prince had learned and through 
the translation of Alandrian, it seemed that they would be at their 
destination the next day. 


Malekith became agitated the closer they came to their destination, and 
constantly harangued Alandrian to find out more about the dwarfs, and in 
particular, their High King. On this, Kurgrik proved strangely reticent, 
saying only that his name was Snorri Whitebeard, and that he was the first 
to rule over all the holds. The following day, Malekith was to meet this 
dignitary. 


As the caravan readied for the march, Malekith took out his finest cloak 
from his stores; purple embroidered with golden thread in a design of two 
dragons coiling about each other. The prince scented his hair with perfumes 
from his pack, and swept it back over his shoulders with a silver band 
embellished with five rubies and three diamonds, each cut and polished into 
an oval as large as a fingertip. Feeling suitably regal, he sat on the wagon at 
the front of the column alongside Kurgrik. His pride was somewhat 
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punctured by the fact that he had to almost tuck his knees under his chin to 
fit on the seat. 


The gateway from the Ungdrin Ankor to the capital of the dwarf realm was 
a wide set of golden doors mounted upon a series of gears and cogs that 
allowed them to be opened effortlessly with a single push despite their 
immense weight. They were inscribed with many vertical lines of runes, 
each separated by a sparkling diamond. 


The gates were flanked by two pillars of black marble, intricately carved 
with ancestor faces that glowered at all who approached. The tiles of the 
floor had an endless array of designs upon them. Kurgrik said something to 
Alandrian. 


‘Every clan symbol of the hold is carved into these stones,’ Alandrian 
explained. 


Malekith accepted this without word and turned his warrior eye to the 
gates’ defences. Side chambers with stout iron doors looked out upon the 
corridor, with shuttered windows and murder holes so that defenders could 
pour arrows into any attacker from almost complete safety. A glance up 
revealed other openings through which oil could be poured. 


Malekith noted all this and, combining it with what he had seen of the great 
gate of Karak Kadrin, decided that the holds were all but impregnable. With 
the Ungdrin Ankor to link the cities underground, even protracted siege was 
impossible, for unless one could control the subterranean highway, there 
was no way to cut off supplies. Despite these formidable defences, Malekith 
knew that no stronghold was ever totally secure, but such would be the cost 
of taking such a city, it was far better to broker a friendship with these 
people than to anger them. 


Dismounting from their carts, Kurgrik and his companions were met with 
slaps on the back and hearty greetings from their fellow dwarfs as the party 
passed into the hold. There were curious looks from these dwarfs at the 
elves, but nothing like the amazement and interest they had raised in Karak 
Kadrin. 


As they progressed into Karaz-a-Karak, the feeling grew more pronounced; 
these dwarfs already seemed familiar with elf-kind. Recalling Kurgrik’s 


first reaction to Malekith, it seemed that in retrospect the thane had not been 
surprised to see the elves in and of themselves, but rather to find them in 
that place. 


Malekith’s fears were confirmed when they were conveyed by an escort of 
heavily armed warriors to the throne room of the High King. The chamber 
was even larger and more opulent than that of Karak Kadrin, and was hung 
with so many shields, banners and gold emblems that barely a patch of rock 
could be seen between them. The entire floor was tiled with gold and inset 
with rubies, and the ceiling was awash with lanterns. More than a hundred 
steps led up to the dais upon which a large throne was set, similarly 
bedecked with gold and jewels. Dozens of dwarfs of noble dress and 
bearing were gathered about the hall. 


Most notable of all, and to which Malekith’s eyes were immediately drawn, 
were the two elves stood beside the throne in deep conversation with the 
king. 


One, the prince recognised immediately. He was Prince Aernuis of Eataine, 
a renowned admiral who had led some of the first ships across the ocean. 
Nothing had been heard from him for over forty years and it had been 
widely thought that his expedition had been lost. The reason for his long 
absence suddenly became clearer to Malekith, and he felt his anger rising at 
the secretive nature of the prince’s dealings with the dwarfs. 


The other elf was unknown to the ruler of Nagarythe, but by his bearing 
Malekith assumed him to be one of Aernuis’s councillors. Detecting a 
change in the atmosphere of the chamber, the elves looked up and saw 
Malekith striding into the throne room. Though it was hard to tell in the 
fierce light, it seemed to the prince that their pale faces blanched just a little 
more. 


Kurgrik hurried ahead of Malekith to present the prince to the High King, 
who was sat on his throne with an elbow upon his knee, his chin rested on 
his clenched fist. He sat up attentively as Kurgrik approached, and listened 
intently as the thane spoke for a long while. With a nod, the king directed 
his stern gaze towards Malekith. 


‘Happy welcome you are to Karaz-a-Karak,’ said Snorri Whitebeard, and 
Malekith flinched at the mangling of his native tongue, even as he was 


surprised by the High King’s use of it. 


‘Hello, king,’ Malekith replied in his finest Dwarfish, regaining his 
composure as quickly as he was able. He ignored the smirks upon the faces 
of Aernuis and his retainer, and saw neither amusement nor anger in the 
expression of Snorri. ‘I Malekith.’ 


At this the king gave a satisfied nod, and gestured for Malekith to approach 
up the long stair. Malekith glanced over his shoulder towards Alandrian, 
and gestured for the lieutenant to follow him. His cloak billowing behind 
him, the prince of Nagarythe strode up the steps two at a time. 


‘Malekith?’ said the elf whose name the prince did not know. ‘You are the 
last person we expected to see here.’ 


‘So it would seem,’ replied Malekith. ‘You know me, yet I do not know 
who you are. Please inform my companion, Alandrian, so that I might know 
the name of the impudent elf I shall soon slay for not using my full title.’ 


‘Sutherai,’ the elf stammered quickly, casting a fearful glance at his prince. 
Malekith raised an eyebrow in displeasure. 


“Your highness,’ Sutherai added with a visible shudder. 


The High King watched this exchange with what appeared to be an 
expression of interest, having obviously noted the tone in Malekith’s voice 
and that of Sutherai, if not perhaps understanding fully what had passed 
between them. Snorri then looked intently at Aernuis, who put on his most 
obsequious smile and said something in Dwarfish. 


‘Outrageous!’ spat Alandrian from behind Malekith, and the prince turned 
on his lieutenant with an inquisitive glare. There was also a look of shock 
upon the face of Sutherai, and one of sudden contrition upon Aernuis. 


“The prince just described you to the king as a minor noble, as far as I am 
able to understand,’ Alandrian explained quietly, before quickly adding, 
‘But do not react too harshly before the High King, I feel that Aernuis has 
closeted himself closely in his court.’ 


Malekith absorbed these words and fought back his anger. 


‘Please announce to the High King my full title, rank and line, so that he 
might better understand with whom he is meeting,’ Malekith said evenly, 


his eyes piercing holes into Aernuis. 


Alandrian spoke at some length, and Malekith realised that his companion 
was indeed relating every title and rank that Malekith held. The king did not 
seem overly impressed, but cast a sideways glance at Aernuis, before 
replying to Alandrian. 


‘King Snorri asks why it is that elves feel the need to have so many titles,’ 
Alandrian said. ‘He is known simply as the High King.’ 


‘Because we value prestige and rank more than you cave-dwelling savages,’ 
was Malekith’s mental retort, but he curbed his tongue and paused before 
replying. 

‘Tell him that such titles are used only rarely,’ Malekith said after a 
moment’s thought, ‘such as when lesser nobles forget their place and 
display a lack of respect.’ 


This Alandrian truly translated as best he could, and the king looked at 
Aernuis with a deeper frown, his jaw churning as he considered the events 
unfolding about him. After a pregnant pause that lasted quite some time, 
Snorri met Malekith’s gaze and there was a peculiar twinkle in his eye. The 
king then broke into a grin, before laughing out loud. Malekith found 
himself smiling also, for the High King’s amusement was genuine, and 
there was no hint of mockery in his expression. 


Snorri pushed himself from his throne and strode up to Malekith, before 
grasping his hand and vigorously shaking it and slapping him on the arm. 
As Snorri returned to his chair of office, Malekith could not stop himself 
directing a sly smile towards Aernuis while the High King’s back was 
turned, which infuriated the rival prince even further. 


The king then muttered something in Dwarfish and ushered them all away 
with a shooing gesture. Malekith paused to bow before he turned, thinking 
it prudent to cement this small victory while he could. Aemuis walked 
beside him as they made their way down the steps. 


“Three years I have been here,’ Aernuis declared. ‘In that time I have 
worked long and hard to build up the High King’s trust for me. You cannot 
simply stroll into Karaz-a-Karak and expect to be given equal rights as me.’ 
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‘Remember whom you are addressing, Aernuis,’ replied Malekith. ‘I know 
that these folk despise kinslaying even more than our own people, but if I 
do not get satisfactory answers from you, I will have your throat slit.’ 


‘In these halls, your threats are idle,’ said Aernuis with a snort. ‘I have the 
protection of King Snorri; if you try to cause me harm, it would be like an 
assault upon the High King himself.’ 


‘We shall see how long that favour lasts,’ said Malekith. ‘You cannot hide 
beneath his beard forever, prince. You have wronged me here, and that I 
will not easily forget, nor soon forgive.’ 


They had reached the bottom of the steps and parted slightly. Malekith 
turned and laid a hand upon Aernuis’s shoulder, seemingly in friendship 
from where the High King was sat. In reality, the Eataine prince squirmed 
under Malekith’s iron grip as the Naggarothi lord’s fingers dug through his 
robes, deep into the flesh. 


‘I look forward to feeding your carcass to the crows,’ Malekith said 
pleasantly. ‘The only way you will regain my favour is to make yourself 
utterly indispensable to my cause. Tell me everything you know about these 
folk, and how you came to be here, and I may reconsider killing you.’ 


Aernuis looked into Malekith’s eyes, hoping to see some hint of mocking or 
weakness, but there was none; the Naggarothi’s eyes were as hard as flint 
and as utterly devoid of emotion as a shark’s hungry gaze. Looking away, 
Aermuis freed himself from Malekith’s painful grip and straightened the 
creases in his robe. With a disconcerted look, he turned on his heel and 
skulked away, enduring the sneers of the Naggarothi still stood at the 
entrance. 


Later that night, Malekith supposed, though he could not tell for sure, 
Aernuis came to the prince’s chambers. Aernuis’s manner was one of 
conciliation and he gave a formal bow as he entered, though its impact was 
somewhat lessened by the fact that the tall elf had already been forced to 
stoop by passing through the low doorway. 


Malekith sat along the length of his short cot with his back against the wall. 
He was dressed in a flowing purple robe, his armour piled carefully upon 
the floor, for there was no stand tall enough to hold it. Other items such as 


his sword and helm were placed neatly on the low shelves of the small 
room. In his hands he held the dwarf-made brooch gifted to him in Karak 
Kadrin, and after glancing up at his visitor he returned his gaze to wonder at 
its workmanship. 


‘I fear there has been some misunderstanding between us,’ Aernuis said. ‘I 
am more than willing to share the spoils that founding a solid relationship 
with the dwarfs will bring. I am almost alone here, and life amongst these 
folk has led me into bad habits. I would be honoured to serve in whatever 
capacity I can, for the benefit of Ulthuan.’ 


‘Go on,’ Malekith said without looking up. 


‘It has taken me many years to build what I have with the dwarfs,’ 
explained Aernuis. ‘Only these last three years have I spent with the High 
King. Before that, I dwelt within Karak Izril, a city as far south again as you 
have travelled from Karak Kadrin. When we sailed across the ocean, we 
looked to find passage eastwards, but storms blew us onto the coast south- 
west of where we now are. Though most of my crew survived the wreck, 
the ship could not be saved and we were cast upon this strange shore with 
little in the way of supplies, and with no knowledge of where we had 
landed.’ 


‘Sounds dreadful,’ muttered Malekith, still entranced by his brooch. 


‘It was,’ said Aernuis, ignoring the prince’s irony. ‘The lands between the 
sea and the mountains are infested with orcs, vicious green-skinned beasts 
intent on slaughter and destruction.’ 


“Yes, I know them,’ said Malekith, still feigning disinterest. ‘My sword has 
met more than a few.’ 


‘Goblins riding upon wolves assailed us, and we were driven ever 
eastwards, into the heart of the desolate wilderness that lies south of here,’ 
Aernuis continued. ‘We fought as best we could, but their attacks were 
constant and gradually our numbers dwindled. For several months we 
wandered, ever trying to head towards the mountains, but often finding our 
route cut off by orc camps or marauding warbands. There was little to hunt, 
and hunger and thirst stalked us as much as the goblins. When but a handful 
of my ship’s company were left, the others decided to head back towards 
the coast in the hope that some other ship may have followed our course. I 
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knew this to be folly, for we had been driven here only by chance, but they 
would not be dissuaded from their course of action, so I let them go. Only 
loyal Sutherai stayed with me.’ 


‘How heart-warming, I’m sure,’ said Malekith, tossing the brooch onto a 
table beside the bed and swinging his feet to the floor so that he faced the 
Eataine prince. ‘So tell me, good admiral, what have you been doing for the 
last forty years?’ 


‘Sutherai and I made it to the foothills, travelling at night, hiding in stream 
beds and marshes to avoid detection during the day,’ said Aermuis, and his 
haunted expression as he recalled those times was a testament to the fear 
that he had felt. ‘We came upon a strange building, and thinking it 
abandoned, we took shelter. The orcs did not approach it, and so we made 
camp there for some time. It was, of course, a dwarf fort, and six days after 
we came there, the dwarfs returned. At first they were going to slay us out 
of hand, but I expect that so bedraggled and pitiful we looked, they stayed 
their axes. Curiosity saved us, and they took us back to Karak Izril, where 
we lived for many years.’ 


Aernuis looked at Malekith’s unconvinced expression and sighed. 


‘I do not expect you to understand our plight,’ Aernuis said. ‘We were two 
strangers very far from our own lands. We did not know if there were other 
elves within a thousand miles, and even if there were, there was no way that 
we could contact them. Even when we had learned a little of the dwarfen 
tongue, and they came to trust us more, we could not leave. Where would 
we go? Out into the wilderness, boldly striking out for friends that in all 
likelihood did not exist? I felt as if I had stumbled upon all the riches of the 
world, but had nobody with whom to share them, nothing on which to 
spend them.’ 


‘Riches?’ asked Malekith, dropping his pretence of indifference. 


“You have seen how they decorate their halls, the gold and silver they wear, 
the artisanship of their weapons,’ said Aernuis. ‘It is but a fraction of the 
wealth of these mountains. Every hold has vast vaults filled with gems and 
precious metals, I have seen them. They covet gold like no other thing, and 
hoard it as a squirrel keeps nuts for the winter. Seeing you, I realised that 
much has changed since I left Ulthuan, and I think that now we must hold 
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all the varied riches of the wide world in our hands. If we can but broker 
trade with the dwarfs, you and I will become pre-eminent amongst all of the 
princes.’ 


‘I am already pre-eminent,’ said Malekith. 
“Your soldiers are perhaps not so sure,’ said Aernuis. 
‘What do you mean?’ demanded Malekith, angrily rising to his feet. 


‘Sutherai has spoken with many of them, and learned that Bel Shanaar has 
grown rich and powerful on the proceeds of his empire,’ Aernuis said. 
“Though your claims here grow by the year, who can say how the fortunes 
of Nagarythe fare back on Ulthuan? Yet if you can reach agreement with the 
dwarfs, and act as arbiter between their kings and the Phoenix Throne, it is 
you who shall hold Bel Shanaar’s fate.’ 


‘Alandrian should learn to control his tongue,’ Malekith muttered. 


“With me by your side, you have a partner ready and willing to speak to 
King Snorri on your behalf,’ Aernius continued. ‘Without me, it will take 
you twenty years or more to earn his trust, and in that time many things can 
happen. It was by chance that we both met with these folk, but as our cities 
grow and more of our people cross the seas, how long before others 
encounter them also? If you fear me as a rival, you must fear time more, for 
we have an opportunity here to create something that will seal our places in 
history, but it will not last forever.’ 


‘Perhaps I misjudged you,’ said Malekith, and hope filled Aernuis’s face, 
but it quickly dissipated when he saw the Naggarothi’s cruel expression. ‘I 
thought you a coward, but instead you are merely a merchant. I am the 
prince of Nagarythe, a warrior and general, not a trader to barter deals and 
haggle with lesser entities.’ 


‘And how glorious might be the armies of Nagarythe with the wealth of the 
mountains in your coffers?’ said Aernuis with a smile. ‘Dwarf-forged 
spears in their hands, and dwarf-made arrows in their quivers? You have 
seen their buildings, sturdy and strong. Crude in look, but we can learn their 
techniques and turn them to our advantage, to create beautiful palaces in 
which to pass away our long days, and soaring castles that will defend our 
realm for eternity. Much of what they make is rough and functional, but if 
guided by an elven hand, think what their mastery of stone and metal and 
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wood would bring to our people. It is not just trade that this relationship 
will herald, but a new era of elven dominion.’ 


‘I do not think that they will give up their secrets lightly,’ said Malekith. 


‘They will not,’ replied Aernuis. ‘But if they will give them up at all, they 
will give them up to us!’ 


Malekith sat down again, deep in thought. He imagined the legions of 
Nagarythe marching upon roads that cut through hills and over bridges that 
spanned wide rivers and mountain passes. He had seen the odd mechanical 
bows that many of the dwarfs carried, and wondered what his finest 
marksmen could do with such weapons. 


Only after a while did he remember that Aernuis was still in the room. He 
looked up at the prince, who was wracked between expectation and dread as 
he looked at Malekith pondering the future. 


“Very well,’ Malekith declared. ‘You have proved yourself useful to me, 
and I shall not slay you yet. You may leave me now.’ 


Aemuis bowed again with as much dignity as he could muster, and then 
departed. Malekith picked up the brooch from the table and looked at it 
again, tracing a finger over its entwined patterns. With a smile, he attached 
it to his robe and stood, calling for Alandrian. 
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Six 
Beasts in the Mountains 


What Aernuis had said proved to be true; the dwarfs were reluctant to treat 
with any outsiders. However, the Eataine prince’s long standing in Karak 
Izril and his exemplary behaviour in the capital had garnered him a measure 
of respect, and by association this passed also to Malekith. 


The Naggarothi ruler despatched some of his company to return to Athel 
Toralien, so that proper scribes and diplomats could come to Karaz-a- 
Karak. The dwarfs laboured likewise, assembling embassies from the many 
holds across the mountains, for these debates concerned not just Karaz-a- 
Karak but all of the dwarf empire. 


It took the whole of the summer for the preparations to be made, and 
Malekith was always careful to send regular missives back to Ulthuan so 
that no suspicion was aroused, whilst conveying as little information as 
possible so that he would personally remain pivotal to the discussions. This 
position of influence was helped considerably by the fact that the three 
elves in the world that had some true understanding of dwarfish were allies 
of Malekith—Aernuis, Alandrian and Sutherai. 


In that time, Malekith also went to great lengths to befriend King Snorri, at 
first seeking political power but later out of an unexpected but growing 
affection for the High King. As Malekith’s grasp of the dwarfs’ language 
improved, he spent more time with Snorri. 


“What is best about Nagarythe?’ the High King asked one day. 


The two were alone in a reception room of the king’s chambers. Malekith 
Sat upon a chair the king had personally commissioned for his tall 
companion, while the king slouched in a deep armchair upholstered in thick 
elk hide. The servants had left a keg of ale and a large plate of pies on the 
low table that lay between them. 


“The blue skies,’ Malekith answered without hesitation. ‘The air is cold and 
crisp and the north wind stirs the senses. Sometimes she sighs through the 
pine forests, other times she howls over the mountain peaks.’ 


‘And what do you think of my mountains?’ said Snorri. ‘Do they compare 
to your homeland?’ 
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‘They are mighty,’ laughed Malekith. ‘Taller than the peaks of Nagarythe 
and greater of girth. But I travelled beneath them for the most part and have 
not yet walked upon them.’ 


‘That will not do!’ declared Snorri, jumping to his feet. ‘What host am I to 
show you my rooms and keep from you the beauty of my lands? Do you 
enjoy hunting?’ 


“Very much,’ said Malekith. ‘I have tracked and slain many a monstrous 
beast in the Annulii.’ 


‘Have you ever killed a troll?’ asked Snorri enthusiastically. ‘A cragwyrm, 
or a daggerfang?’ 


Malekith shook his head. Such beasts were unknown to Ulthuan, at least by 
the names used by Snorri. 


“Then we shall have a troll hunt!’ declared Snorri with a wide grin splitting 
his beard. 


Two days later Malekith found himself stood upon a windswept shoulder of 
rock looking over a deep mountain valley. He was several miles to the north 
of Karaz-a-Karak, accompanied by Alandrian, the High King and several 
dozen dwarf escorts. Though the year was well into spring, the mountain air 
was still chill and the hunting party were swathed in capes and furs. Only a 
few clouds scudded across the skies, and when the sun broke free the prince 
could feel his skin prickling with warmth. 


Snorri pointed across the valley to a thick forest. The trees were immense in 
girth, though not tall, not unlike the dwarfs. Square clearings had been 
chopped into the edges of the woods by dwarfen woodcutters. 


‘Wutruth,’ said the king. ‘The strongest trees of the mountains. This forest 
is older than Karaz-a-Karak, and we cut only five trees every year so that its 
descendants have time to grow. It is also a haunt of strange and dangerous 
beasts.’ 


“That is why we are here,’ said Malekith with a smile. 


‘It is indeed,’ said Snorri. 


The High King was full of energy as he led the party down a winding track 
that meandered between rocky crags towards the valley floor. He bounded 
from stone to stone with an agility surprising for his stature, though 
Malekith had no difficulty keeping pace with his long, graceful strides. As 
they walked, Snorri gave a running commentary of everything in sight. 


“The peak to the west, with the purple cliffs facing us, is Karag Kazor,’ the 
king said. ‘It was upon the fires of her belly that Grungni forged the first of 
Grimnir’s axes.’ 


A huge flock of dark-feathered birds with bright red beaks swooped 
overhead and disappeared up the valley. 


‘Bloodcrows!’ exclaimed Snorri. “That is a good omen! They are 
scavengers. To see them in such numbers means that there is plenty to eat. 
Something close by has been killing!’ 


And so it went on, with Snorri expounding on every type of rock and plant, 
bird and beast that they encountered. As the sun reached her zenith, bathing 
the valley in warmth, they reached the well-tended treeline. The forest was 
dark and clear of undergrowth, the wutruth seeming to claw nourishment 
from the bare rock. 


‘If you would like to take a small repast, I’ll be back shortly,’ said Snorri. 


With a handful of dwarf warriors, the High King headed into the woods and 
was quickly lost in the shadows. The dwarfs that remained sat down on 
rocks and stumps, and brought forth hard bread and pungent cheeses from 
their carry-sacks. 


Malekith was not hungry and instead watched the dwarfs carefully. They 
seemed at ease, but every now and then they would glance at their charges. 
Though the prince considered that they might simply be mindful of their 
protective duties, he decided that they were present more to protect the 
High King from any perfidy by the elves. 


Snorri returned shortly, a satisfied smile written upon his craggy features. 


‘Clawed tracks, big ones!’ said the High King. ‘Not too old either, by my 
reckoning.’ 


The king gave the order for the party to get ready to move, which was 
greeted with quiet, good-natured grumbling. Most dwarfs preferred to stay 
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underground whenever possible, and Snorri’s companions were no 
different. However, they were now used to their High King’s strange 
appetites for sky and fresh air, and indulged him with good humour. 


They came across the trail a few hundred paces from the edge of the woods. 
Malekith bent to one knee to examine them. They were indistinct, the soil 
here being very thin, but the prince could make out a large footprint as long 
as his arm and exceptionally broad. It was not unlike orc or goblin tracks, 
though considerably bigger; four-toed with the marks of ragged claws. 


‘Troll,’ said Snorri with smug confidence. ‘You are fortunate. Most trolls 
will have moved further north by this time of year. This one is either 
exceptionally stupid or brighter than your average troll.’ 


‘How so?’ asked Malekith. 


‘It could be too stupid to realise it will get too hot for it in the summer,’ 
explained the king. ‘Or it could be clever enough to realise that the other 
trolls have left and there will be plenty for it to eat without competition.’ 


‘Does it make any difference?’ said Alandrian. 


“Yes and no,’ said Snorri with a shrug. ‘A stupid troll will be easier to catch, 
but more likely to attack when caught. A smarter troll might realise it is in 
danger and try to run away.’ 


They followed the trail north and eastwards, deeper into the woods. Here 
and there they found the gnawed remains of an animal carcass or a pile of 
the foulest-smelling dung Malekith had ever encountered. By this spoor 
Snorri judged that the troll was close at hand, within a few miles. 


‘It is afternoon now, so it is likely hiding somewhere in a shady spot out of 
the sun’s gaze,’ said the High King. ‘There are some caves not far from 
here that we should explore. It would be good to catch it before nightfall, 
otherwise it might move away and we’|I never find it.’ 


They continued to follow the tracks, which led towards the caves as Snorri 
had hoped. Quite some time had passed and the sun was now beginning to 
Slide down behind the peaks to the west. Where Malekith spied the sky 
through a break in the canopy he saw that clouds were gathering again and 
the light was fading fast. 


The short mountain day was nearing its end when Snorri brought them out 
of the trees onto a high bluff. A white cliff face opposite was dotted with 
dark caves, and the High King pointed towards numerous troll tracks on the 
ground. 


‘He’s here all right,’ growled the High King. 


Snorri gestured to one of his retainers, who brought forth the king’s 
crossbow. It was a remarkable piece of dwarfish craft, inlaid with gems and 
silver, its crosspiece and firing lever gilded. As the king loaded his weapon 
with measured precision, Malekith brought forth his bow from the quiver 
on his back and quickly strung it. He nocked a black-fletched arrow, casting 
his gaze towards the caverns only a few hundred paces distant. 


‘How does one hunt troll?’ he asked. 


‘Some of my lads will go in and flush it out,’ said Snorri. ‘Or it’ll chase 
them out... One way or another, best to lure it into the open first.’ 


‘And where does one aim for the killing shot?’ said the prince. 
Snorri laughed. 


‘This is no bear or stag that can be brought down with a single shaft,’ the 
dwarf said. ‘Their brains are exceptionally small, and I’ve seen a troll carry 
on fighting with three bolts through its thick head. Their heart is in the chest 
behind strong bone. Fire is a good bet, for burnt flesh does not regrow.’ 


In illustration, the king handed one of his bolts to Malekith and pointed to 
the tip. A small rune was inscribed into the sharpened iron, flickering with a 
distant flame. 


‘It might take some bladework to finish it off,’ the king added, taking back 
the bolt. 


Malekith pondered this as more than a dozen dwarfs headed across the open 
ground, flaming brands in their rough fists. He felt no fear, for there was no 
creature in the world that he could not best. His heart did beat a little faster 
in anticipation, and the prince could see that Snorri was equally eager to get 
a sight of their prey. 


The High King felt Malekith’s gaze and turned to wink at the elf. 


‘Good fun, eh?’ Snorri chuckled. 
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The torch-bearing dwarfs had now entered the caves and the light from their 
brands disappeared. Soon enough there came the echo of shouts and three 
dwarfs came running from a cave entrance to Malekith’s left. They glanced 
over their shoulders, not in panic but to ensure their quarry was following. 


A dozen paces behind them emerged the troll. 


It was tall and gangling, easily twice Malekith’s height, with wiry, muscled 
limbs and a bulbous stomach. Its head was large and ungainly, with a 
flattened nose and small, unintelligent eyes. Its hide was like a thick grey 
scale, hairless save for clumps upon its head and shoulders. Large and 
frayed pointed ears framed its hideous face, and its mouth was wide and 
filled with cracked teeth. Its long arms ended in club-like hands, its bony 
fingers tipped with broken, filthy claws. 


The troll gave a keening howl as it lolloped after the dwarfs, stooping to 
knuckle forwards every few paces, sniffing the air. 


Snorri took the first shot, at a distance of some three hundred paces. His 
crossbow twanged loudly and as the bolt flew forwards its tip erupted with 
flame. The shot took the troll in the left shoulder and elicited a pained 
grunt. 


The dwarfs scattered further as the troll broke into a run down the gentle 
slope towards Malekith and the High King. Calming himself, Malekith took 
aim, his breathing shallow, his senses tuned to the swirl of the wind. He 
muttered a simple incantation and his arrowhead flickered with blue flame. 
With a sigh, Malekith released the bowstring and the arrow sped across the 
open ground and struck the troll directly in the left eye. 


The troll fell to the ground with flailing limbs, screeching and gurgling. The 
prince turned to Snorri, who was still winding back the string on his 
crossbow. 


‘No killing shot?’ said Malekith with a smile. 


‘Don’t count your gold until the ore’s been smelted,’ grunted Snorri, not 
looking up from his task. 


Malekith turned back to the troll and stared open-mouthed as it pushed 
itself back to its feet. The prince’s shaft was intact, piercing the eye socket, 
its flaming tip protruding from the top of the troll’s head. It turned its good 
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eye on the hunters and gave an angry roar before breaking into a bounding 
run that covered the ground with surprising speed. 


‘Oh...’ said Malekith. 


Regaining his composure, Malekith loosed three more shots at the fast- 
approaching monster, each arrow bursting into blue fire as it slammed into 
the creature’s chest. Now even more angry, the troll lowered its head into a 
reckless charge, its clawed feet churning clods of thin earth from the 
ground. 


Snorri fired another bolt, which punched into the creature’s right leg, just 
above the knee. It stumbled and fell. It stayed on all fours for a moment, 
shaking its head groggily, before rising once more and resuming its attack. 


The other dwarfs began to shout to each other and a flurry of bolts 
converged on the troll, some missing, others biting into flesh but with little 
effect. The troll turned on the closest of its attackers, a dwarf by the name 
of Godri who was one of the king’s closest companions. Claws raked across 
the thane’s armour, sending iron rings scattering across the floor with 
droplets of blood, the dwarf hurled onto his back. 


The troll then veered back towards Malekith and Snorri, crimson splashed 
across its face and arms. 


Snorri was still winding back the string of his crossbow and the troll was 
only a score of paces away. Malekith drew Avanuir and leapt to the attack, 
the shining blue blade carving a furrow in the creature’s ribs as the elven 
prince darted past. The troll ignored him and bore down on Snorri. 


The High King threw his unloaded crossbow into the creature’s face and 
Swept out a hand axe from his belt. His first chopping blow lodged into the 
creature’s gut and the troll’s momentum barrelled them both over. The two 
rolled down the slope, the troll biting and slashing, Snorri hacking with his 
axe. 


Malekith dashed after the High King even as the other dwarfs closed in with 
axes ready. The troll was now on top of Snorri and reared its head back, 
jaws open wide to bite off the face of the High King. 


Seizing his opportunity, Malekith threw Avanuir, guiding the blade with the 
power of magic. Spinning horizontally, the magical sword scythed through 
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the air. It struck the troll at the base of its skull and sheared off the top of its 
head, leaving nothing but neck and lower jaw. Avanuir continued swirling 
past, over Snorri, before looping back again and lancing into the troll’s 
chest. 


With a shudder, the troll pitched forwards, pinning Snorri beneath its 
lifeless bulk. 


Malekith was at the High King’s side in a moment, and was relieved to see 
Snorri was still breathing. The dwarf’s eyes flickered open, and between the 
two of them they hauled the troll to one side, allowing the High King to 
regain his feet. 


Foul blood and mucus had spilled onto the dwarf king, matting his beard 
and staining his mail armour. Drips of gore hung from the brow of his helm, 
seeping into his braided hair. Snorri used a gauntleted hand to distastefully 
scrape what he could from his person, and then turned to Malekith and 
adopted a regal pose, shoulders set, chin held high. 


‘Congratulations,’ said the High King. ‘You’ve killed your first troll!’ 


The growing friendship between prince and High King was cemented 
during the latter part of the summer, some twenty days before the 
negotiations were due to begin in earnest. Word had come to the capital that 
an army of beastmen was gathering south of the massive mountain lake 
known as Black Water, and was of such a size that the kings of Karak Varn 
and Zhufbar feared an attack against one hold or the other. 


Upon hearing this news, and having spent much of the season idle in the 
halls of Karaz-a-Karak, Malekith’s spirit was roused. Learning that King 
Snorri planned an expedition against these Chaos creatures, Malekith went 
before the High King in his throne room and offered to lead his company 
alongside the dwarfs. Snorri looked doubtful at first. 


‘The throng of Karaz-a-Karak stands ready at my command,’ said Snorri. 
“What need do I have for fifty more warriors?’ 


‘In prosperity allies may learn much about each other, but in hardship they 
learn what is most important,’ said Malekith. 
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‘This is true,’ Snorri said with a nod. ‘However, we stand upon the brink of 
important times, and I would not have my descendants remember me as the 
dwarf who risked the lives of his new-found friends.’ 


‘Do not fear for our safety, for we are each warrior-born, none more so than 
I,’ replied Malekith. “The army of Nagarythe is the most splendid in all of 
Ulthuan and, saving perhaps the throng of your hold, the most powerful 
force in the world. Though I have but a relative handful of my warriors 
present, I would like to demonstrate this to you. We may well become 
partners in trade, but in these dangerous times it is as important that we 
become comrades upon the battlefield.’ 


“There is much truth in what you say,’ said Snorri with a smile. ‘Let it not 
be said that I was unwilling to show the elves the true worth of a dwarf with 
an axe! In battle we see the proper qualities of courage and discipline, and 
perhaps it is time that we had this measure of the elves.’ 


‘And we of the dwarfs,’ countered Malekith with a smile. 


“Yes, that too,’ said Snorri with a meaningful look. Both understood that to 
see the other in battle would give each a better appraisal of their prospective 
allies, their strengths and, if things went ill, their weaknesses. 


So it was that two days after the audience, the Naggarothi readied 
themselves for battle once more and marched out with the army of Karaz-a- 
Karak. Snorri led the dwarfs, and an impressive host it was. Positioned at a 
rampart just above the gate, the elven prince had a magnificent view of the 
wide road leading down the mountainside, and the rank after rank of 
wairiors issuing forth. 


Every warrior was different, for each provided his own wargear. Some 
carried axes, others hammers, while many carried bows or the mechanical 
crossbows that the dwarfs now favoured. Upon their shields were a wild 
variety of blazons and runes, though common themes of the different clans 
became evident as Malekith stood at the gate of the hold and watched the 
throng pass out. 


Malekith stood with Aernuis, watching the host as it marched forth. The 
rival prince and his companion would not be accompanying the army; 
Malekith considered it better that the military spectacle and prowess of his 
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Naggarothi not be undermined by the presence of the two Eataine-born 
elves. Though Malekith had been careful never to claim that all elves were 
as brave and strong as the folk of Nagarythe, it was his intent that King 
Snorri be left with the impression that this was the case. 


The dwarfs were gathered into regiments of warriors from the same clan, 
and marched forth beneath the banners of their families and ancestors. 
Drummers boomed out martial beats and hornblowers sounded low, 
mournful dirges. Some carried newly forged weapons, others wielded 
heirlooms passed down from their forefathers, whose names and histories 
were as renowned as those that had once wielded them. 


Snorri was the most striking individual in the army. He marched at its head 
flanked on each side by standard bearers, carrying banners woven from 
metallic threads and icons inscribed with magical runes. 


“The one that goes before him bears the icon of the High King,’ explained 
Aernuis. ‘The dwarf to his right holds the clan standard of Snorri. On his 
left is carried the banner of the hold, and the fourth belongs to Snorri 
himself.’ 


The king was protected by an all-encompassing suit of armour, under which 
could be seen a layer of heavy mail. Magical sigils were carved into the 
polished iron, and these glimmered with energy. His axe was no less 
spectacular, for three runes of angular design were cut into its blade to bring 
death to the High King’s foes. The two-bladed axe glowed with mystical 
power and the king held it above his head as if it were no more than a 
feather, and with it waved the throng forwards on the march. Snorri’s war 
helm was also golden and likewise inscribed with magical symbols 
bestowing courage and kingship. 


‘The king’s helm was made by Valaya, or so the dwarfs believe,’ said 
Aernuis. ‘The runes upon it cast a spell so that any who look upon the High 
King are inspired and awed; to enemies, the High King appears as a 
terrifying nightmare that fills their hearts with dread.’ 


‘I feel nothing, nor do I see any nightmarish vision,’ said Malekith. 
“Then perhaps you are neither friend nor foe,’ said Aernuis. 


The prince of Nagarythe looked sternly at Aernuis but could see no hint of 
mockery or insult. 
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‘Perhaps I am simply too far away,’ said Malekith. 


About Snorri and his standards were gathered many of the hold’s thanes, 
and with them the bodyguard of the king made up of the finest warriors the 
clans contained. They were armed with great axes and hammers burning 
with fell runes, and wore mail and plates thick enough to ward away all but 
the most telling of blows. 


These venerable dwarfs had long beards that reached to their ankles; to 
protect this precious hair they wore segmented armour tied to the braids of 
their beards so that no enemy cut would deprive them of their fine facial 
hair. Malekith had learnt much about dwarfs and their beards in his time at 
Karaz-a-Karak and it was something of remark, indeed suspicion, that the 
elves grew no facial hair at all. ‘Beardling’ was a phrase oft-used to 
describe young dwarfs, and ‘beardless’ was tantamount to dishonourable, a 
grave insult amongst dwarfkind. 


“They are somewhat of a rabble,’ remarked Malekith, watching the dwarfs 
walk out without particular time or rhythm, each sauntering along at his 
own rate. They ambled out smoking pipes, eating, chatting and behaving in 
other un-warlike fashions that gave Malekith the impression that while 
visually impressive, the dwarfen host lacked the gravitas of his own legions. 
There was little of the precision and finesse he associated with the steady 
ranks of his spear companies. 


It also told him a good deal about the dwarf attitude to war, for they 
appeared to be no more concerned that they were marching to battle than if 
they were out for a pleasant afternoon stroll. Having seen the savage 
beastmen and wild orcs, Malekith suspected that the dwarfs had faced little 
opposition to their might, and safe in their holds had not truly been tested in 
the many years since they first wrested control of the mountains. 


It was while considering this that another thought occurred to Malekith. The 
lack of concern showed by the dwarfs might betray an underlying motive 
for this expedition. If the confidence of the dwarfs were due to some prior 
knowledge concerning the nature of their foe, then might not it be the case 
that all of this display was for the benefit of the elves? 


“What have you heard concerning this horde of beasts?’ Malekith asked. 


‘Only that it is sizeable,’ replied Aernuis. 
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‘It is awfully convenient that the High King feels it necessary to march out 
at this time,’ said Malekith. ‘Perhaps they hope to intimidate me with this 
display of strength?’ 


“That could be,’ said Aernuis, though there was doubt in his voice. 


Malekith laughed inwardly at the thought that the dwarfs believed they 
could overawe him with such manoeuvres. He had to admire their spirit 
though, and regretted not having seen the opportunity himself. Perhaps if he 
had allowed a few dwarfs to travel west with his messengers, to return with 
tales of how quickly the elven realm was expanding and the size of her 
armies, then some of the dwarfen truculence might have been dislodged. 


“When they see the Naggarothi in battle, they will understand that such tacit 
threats are fruitless,’ said Malekith. 


‘I am sure that they will, Malekith,’ said Aernuis, his tone and expression 
betraying nothing of his own opinion on the matter. 


Perhaps the most intriguing aspect of all the army, and the one that caused 
Malekith the greatest pause for thought, was its engines of war. While the 
elves had machines that could hurl spear-sized bolts from the decks of their 
ships or the walls of a castle, the dwarfs had all manner of ingenious 
contraptions for the field of battle. Some were small and carried upon the 
backs of the dwarfs themselves: spring-weighted slings that hurled pots of 
fire and windlass-loaded bows that fired half a dozen darts with a single 
shot. Others were grander and were pulled along by teams of ponies upon 
specially built wagons with broad wheels and sprung-loaded axles. 


“These machines, what is their purpose?’ asked the prince of Nagarythe. 


‘Each is built individually by the carpenters and smiths of the hold,’ said 
Aernuis. ‘They view the craft of engineering with the same passion as we 
would a jewelsmith or poet. Each pours his own labour and inspiration into 
his construction.’ 


‘So each engine is unique?’ said Malekith, watching the long line of 
wagons and limbers winding their way out of the huge gate. 


“Yes,’ Aernuis replied. ‘Like everything else the dwarfs design or make, 
each engine is named and recorded 


in their histories, its exploits as vaunted as those of a 
flesh-and-blood hero.’ 


“That seems indulgent,’ said Malekith. ‘I would say the dwarfs dwell too 
much on the past and do not look to the future keenly enough. That will be 
their loss, for forward-thinking elves such as I will be able to seize better 
the opportunities that lie ahead.’ 


“They plan meticulously, if not with vision,’ said Aernuis. “Though perhaps 
they lack your flair, they see their rise in strength as inevitable.’ 


“What is that?’ Malekith said, choosing to ignore Aernuis’s warning. He 
pointed at a gigantic bolt thrower that fired projectiles so long that three 
dwarfs were required to load it. 


‘Wolfspear,’ answered Aernuis after a moment’s thought. ‘If I recall 
correctly, Wolfspear was the first machine to guard the gates at Karaz-a- 
Karak. The legend has it that it slew four giants when first the hordes of 
Chaos poured south to besiege the hold.’ 


‘And what about that catapult thing?’ said Malekith, indicating an 
enormous trebuchet followed by a wagon loaded with cunningly carved 
rocks as large as horses. 


‘Ah, that is Gatebreaker,’ said Aernuis. ‘A mysterious engine. I once heard 
an engineer say that it had smashed the dark citadel of Thagg-a-Durz. When 
I inquired as to who else but the dwarfs had the means to create such castles 
that required attack, the dwarfs fell silent. Their surly expressions 
discouraged me from any further inquiry.’ 


‘So, there are enemies of the dwarfs that we do not yet know about?’ 


‘I have heard no other mention of such a race or nation in my time with the 
dwarfs,’ said Aernuis. ‘But even when appearing open, there is much that 
they do not say to us.’ 


‘Well, we shall soon see the mettle of our potential allies,’ said Malekith. 
Without further acknowledgement of the Eataine prince, he turned away 
and swept down the steps from the rampart, his cloak swirling behind him. 
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The dwarfish and elven host marched north along a winding road of brick, 
which soared over wide valleys on extraordinary bridges that arced over the 
gorges in breathtaking spans hundreds of feet above the jagged rocks and 
swirling rivers below. In places, the road seemed to barely cling to the steep 
sides of the mountain peaks, supported on piles and columns dozens of feet 
high driven into the mountainside with immense bolts and supported by 
silver-plated scaffolding. 


The air was crisp and sharp, even with the full heat of the sun upon their 
faces, but the dwarfs walked on relentlessly, seeming never to tire nor 
complain. They ate on the march, which Malekith thought efficient but 
uncouth, and as he had seen before, when they made camp every dwarf 
knew his role and duties and carried out his tasks with little supervision or 
communication from his leaders. 


It was this quiet independence that gave the dwarfs their real strength, 
Malekith admitted to himself as he watched them break camp the following 
moming. Each could rely utterly upon his fellows, and the sense of 
community and brotherhood bound the dwarfs together as a kindred. 


The people of Nagarythe he praised for their discipline, their attention to 
duty and their unending dedication, but he knew his folk would never be 
lauded for their friendship and hospitality, or for a love of others. 


Onwards and northwards marched the army, crossing vale and peak with 
monotonous but speedy advance for two more days. Scouts were 
despatched by the king to locate the bestial foe, and they returned shortly 
before nightfall to report that they had seen fires some miles to the north- 
east. 


The king was content to allow the army to rest for the night, though he took 
pains to point out to Malekith that this was not because the dwarfs could not 
march straight to battle, but was rather so that he could spend the darkest 
hours in deliberation with his lieutenants, so that all might know the plan of 
battle for the coming day. 


Before dawn the scouts were again sent out to locate the foe, and they 
returned just as the army was ready to march, the breakfast fires having 
been extinguished and the wagons packed with their gear. The beastmen, a 


savage horde numbering several thousand creatures of greater or lesser size, 
had spent the night carousing and celebrating, for it seemed that they had 
recently overrun an isolated brewery further north. 


News of this attack was greeted by many curses and much wagging of 
beards by the dwarfs, who until then had seemed more like the head of a 
family dealing with an unruly cousin than an army marching to death and 
bloodshed. Now in the belief that these creatures had attacked their lands, 
the dwarfs became very serious and Malekith found the change not only 
swift but extraordinary. The thought that beastmen had assailed their realm 
filled the dwarfs with a simmering anger. 


In a few moments the beastmen had been transformed from potential 
annoyance to hated enemy, and the dwarf throng made their remaining 
preparations in what seemed to be considerable haste, eager to attack lest 
their enemies somehow elude them. Speculation about the attack spread 
through the army, and as the dwarfs marched out there was a grim mood 
utterly unlike the atmosphere that had pervaded the host when it had left 
Karaz-a-Karak. 


There was little conversation and a solid purpose had now taken hold. 
Instead of pipe-smoking the dwarfs ran whetstones over their axe blades 
and tested the strings on their crossbows. Gear was checked and re-checked, 
and the thanes moved about the throng issuing gruff commands and 
reminding the warriors of their oaths. 


Steadily the host strode northwards, following the lead of the scouts. Their 
route took them into a deep valley, with thick stands of pines to either side 
amongst the rocky outcrops. For several miles the gorge cut through the 
mountains, its walls becoming ever more heavily wooded. 


The column was called to battle order as it neared its quarry, the king and 
his veterans taking their position in the middle of the host while crossbow- 
armed dwarfs and more lightly armoured troops made their way forwards. 
The fire-throwers were sent out to guard the flanks, while the engineers 
began preparing their machines to be unlimbered. 


Before midday the gorge opened up into a vast craggy bowl circled by 
rocks and tall firs. Here the beastmen remained, lazing amongst the 


371 XRN 


smoking remnants of their fires, the smashed and clawed ruins of their 
spoils littering the ground. Broken barrels and splintered staves lay all about 
the rocky ground, and upon the pyres could be seen the charring corpses of 
dwarfs, their flesh ripped and hacked from the bodies. 


At the sight of this a deep growling emanated from the throng, and there 
was much cursing. 


A few of the more conscious beastmen saw the army issuing from the gorge 
and ran about the debris-strewn camp howling and shouting. One picked up 
a horn from the ground and brought it to up its lips. 


Before a note could be sounded, the horned thing collapsed to the ground 
with a black-shafted arrow in its neck. The dwarfs turned in amazement to 
see Malekith plucking another arrow from his quiver. 


Though the hornblower had been silenced, the beastmen were quickly 
rousing and rising to their feet, snatching up crude clubs, jagged blades and 
roughly hewn wooden shields. Their appearance and variety defied 
description, for each was subtly different from the next. 


Many had goat-like heads and legs, with long spiralling horns of an 
antelope, or curling tusks jutting from their mouths. Others were 
reminiscent of rams, or scorpions, or serpents. Shapeless things with many 
limbs and eyes lumbered towards the dwarfs, their mewling cries and 
senseless roars echoing around the rocky basin. 


As the alarm was taken up there came a great cacophony of grunts and 
shrieks, baying and barking. As well as this clamour, the wind also brought 
the stench of the camp to Malekith. He almost retched as his senses were 
overwhelmed with the stink of carrion, rotted blood and dung. His fellow 
elves coughed and spluttered, and even the dwarfs wrinkled their noses and 
covered their faces with gauntleted hands. 


In size as well as in shape, no two beastmen were alike, for some were in 
height like the dwarfs, though less broad, with thin, twisted faces and 
stubby horns. Most seemed of a similar size to the elves, though wider of 
shoulder and larger of limb. Several were much taller, perhaps twice 
Malekith’s height, with bull heads, bloodstained fangs and huge chests thick 
with muscle. 


322 XRN 


Some were almost hairless, others albino or with brightly patterned skins; 
more still were covered in patches of thick fur of reds, browns and black, or 
were striped like tigers or spotted as leopards. Long beards trailed from 
bulging chins, and eyes of black, red and green regarded the approaching 
dwarfs with a mixture of hatred and fear. 


Hooting and wailing drowned out the tramp of dwarfish iron-shod boots as 
the beastmen gathered into groups about their leaders and came forwards to 
meet the assault. 


As they marched on, the dwarf column spread into a line as space 
permitted, the missile regiments to the flanks, the more solid clansdwarfs 
holding the centre. The war machines were dismounted from their carts 
upon hillocks and rises so that they could oversee the whole battlefield, and 
as Malekith suspected would happen, all of this was done with few shouted 
commands, only the occasional beating of a drum or short horn blast. Now 
that battle was almost upon them, the dwarfs were much more cohesive in 
their movements, though they still lacked the precise drill and organisation 
of the Naggarothi. 


Malekith positioned himself and his warriors close to the High King’s 
bodyguard, in the hope that Snorri would have a full view of their 
excellence in battle even once the fighting had commenced. Lacking the 
numbers for a properly organised line, Malekith arranged his warriors in a 
single block of bows and spears, the better-armoured warriors to the fore, 
the archers ready to fire past them at approaching enemies. He stood at the 
centre of the front rank, Alandrian beside him. 


‘I see little challenge here,’ said the prince. ‘A disorderly mob against so 
many engines and bows will perish without a fight.’ 


‘A shame indeed, highness,’ said Alandrian. Like the rest of the company, 
the captain bore a spear and tall shield. His helm covered most of his face, 
so that only his mouth was visible and Malekith could not see his 
lieutenant’s expression. Alandrian’s tone had been less than enthusiastic. 


‘I think perhaps you have spent too much time talking and not enough with 
a blade in your hand,’ the prince said sharply. 


Alandrian turned, his mouth pursed with anger. 
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‘I am Naggarothi, highness,’ the captain declared. ‘Warrior-born and 
fearless. Do not mistake my desire for peace for cowardice.’ 


Malekith smiled to himself at the venom in Alandrian’s retort and was 
content that his captain would be as fierce a fighter as he had been in the 
many long years of their acquaintance. 


There was still some considerable distance between the beasts and the 
dwarfs when the first of the war machines loosed its deadly load. A cluster 
of rocks each as large as a dwarf’s head sailed through the air, and then fell 
amongst the mustering beastmen, crushing skulls and snapping bones. 


A great jeer rose up from the dwarfs at the striking of this first blow, which 
was to be followed by many more as boulders and bolts began to rain down 
upon the filthy encampment. 


Spurred into decisive action, the Chaotic horde ran forwards, the fastest 
outpacing the slowest so that there was no line or formation but simply 
separate groups hurtling towards the dwarfs. Malekith sighed, knowing that 
even against the dwarfs such a lack of tactics would see the beastmen slain 
or hurled back before a sword was swung or spear was thrust. 


As rocks and bolts continued to take their toll, joined now by crossbow 
quarrels, and arrows from the elves, Malekith saw that his prediction would 
be correct. In face of such devastating volleys the beastmen could not 
maintain any momentum and their charge petered out as they turned away, 
and in small groups fled from the death unleashed upon them. 


A few of the least intelligent creatures continued their attack and the dwarfs 
concentrated their missiles upon them. Shambling, slithering monstrosities 
impervious to fear or pain lumbered forwards driven by the instinct to slay, 
but were eventually cut down as dozens of rocks and arrows pounded and 
pierced their scaled and leathery bodies. 


Malekith returned his bow to its quiver with another sigh and glanced over 
at Snorri, wondering if the king would sally forth to hunt down the 
survivors of the barrage. Malekith was sorely tempted to lead his warriors 
on into the enemy to display their brilliance at arms, but sudden concern 
stayed his command. 
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The High King’s attention was focused upon the unfolding scene ahead, but 
now and then he glanced to his left or right, and at one point turned fully 
around to stare back towards the valley walls behind the host. Some of the 
other dwarfs were doing likewise, and Malekith felt a tingle of 
apprehension. 


In the Annulii Mountains of his homeland, the prince knew every sound and 
scent, but here his senses were unaccustomed to the particular hissing of the 
wind in the trees, the rattle of rocks and the smell of the air. For the dwarfs, 
though, this was their home and Malekith knew that their instincts here 
would be as keen as his were in Nagarythe. Their sudden interest in the 
surroundings gave Malekith a sensation he had not felt since the daemons 
had been defeated: worry. 


It came to him all at once just how little he knew about this place, and how 
ignorant he was of its dangers and denizens. He was just mastering his 
concern when there came a sound that turned his worry to an emotion he 
had not felt in over three hundred years: apprehension. 


It was a horn blast, flat and short. It was not the sound itself that caused 
Malekith such anxiety, but the direction from which it came. It resonated 
down the valley, but the prince’s sharp hearing told him that it had 
originated in the trees that covered the eastern wall of the valley, behind the 
host. 


A moment later it sounded again and this time there were answers; other 
atonal blasts and harsh cries were carried on the wind. Hearing this, the 
beastmen in the rocky hollow slowed in their flight, then turned and started 
to come back towards the dwarfs. 


Now Malekith saw fully the discipline and cohesiveness of the dwarf army. 
Snorri barked out orders and received acknowledging shouts from his 
thanes. The engines and crossbow regiments began to pour their shot into 
the beastmen again, while the king’s bodyguard and nearly two-thirds of the 
throng turned about and began to array themselves for battle at the valley 
mouth. 


Uncertain what plan was being enacted, Malekith split his company, 
sending the archers forwards to support the attack against the encampment 
and turning his spears to face this new threat. 


Malekith’s mind was racing. How was it that they had become so easily 
trapped? Had the dwarf scouts not wit or skill enough to detect the 
ambushers? 


Then a darker thought entered the prince’s mind; perhaps some greater 
intelligence, some malign intellect, guided their foes. 


There was little time to ponder such questions, for amongst the shouts and 
the thunder of war machines, there came a new sound. Malekith felt it 
through the soles of his boots before he could hear it. A trembling of the 
ground, like the distant rumbling of a waterfall. 


He could see nothing amongst the closely growing pines, but the growing 
thunder in the ground intensified and with a rising sense of unease Malekith 
realised that it was the pounding of thousands of feet. 


A blur of darkness in the air caught his attention and he looked up to see a 
boulder hurtling through the skies towards the dwarfen line. Armour 
screeched and bones snapped beneath its weight as the stone crashed into 
the dwarfs, bouncing and rolling through their ranks. 


At first Malekith thought that some strange dwarf machine or other had 
malfunctioned, or that the beastmen had mastered the use of catapults as he 
had seen orcs employ such crude engines. More movement drew Malekith’s 
eye up the valley’s eastern side and he spied a large figure. It was easily ten 
times the height of an elf. It was naked but for misshapen rags of tattered 
hide and bloody sheepskins. 


As Malekith watched, the giant stooped and picked up another rock, then 
hurled the projectile far out over the trees into the army beneath. 


From the western woods poured the beastmen, hundreds of them swarming 
and shouting as they burst from the trees hurling stones and other 
improvised missiles. They erupted from the cover of the forest close to 
where a battery of engines had been positioned, and the crews abandoned 
their machines and formed up to defend themselves. Against such numbers 
their resistance was brief, and Malekith watched as the bestial horde 
continued down the hillside towards the dwarf line. 


The dwarfs moved to counter this attack, the clan warriors locking their 
shields together as they advanced to meet the threat. As the distance was 
closed, the dwarfs hurled throwing axes into their enemies, and in return 
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unwieldy javelins were launched into their armoured ranks. Beastmen fell 
by the score during this exchange, but only here and there did the sturdy 
armour of the dwarfs fail. 


On and on came the tide of twisted evil, a seemingly unending stream of 
bloated, frothing beasts and animalistic, howling warriors. 


With a shattering clash the charging beastmen met the defiant dwarf line 
and vicious fighting broke out across the breadth of the army. Though the 
dwarfs held firm and hacked down their foes with relentless ferocity, still 
more came, savage and shrieking with the joy of slaying. The beastmen 
spread out as more and more clambered over the dead to reach the dwarfs, 
and Snorri sent forwards more of his followers to extend the flanks of his 
force lest the bestial deluge of vileness surround his army. 


While his attention was drawn to the ongoing battle to his left, Malekith 
recalled that the first horn had sounded from the east, to his right. 


He looked over towards Snorri and saw that the High King was deep in 
consultation with his thanes. Seeing that all the efforts of the dwarfs were 
directed to the west, Malekith decided the best way to draw attention to the 
danger from the east was through action. 


‘Naggarothi, with me!’ he shouted, drawing his sword. As one the 
spearmen raised their shields with an affirmative shout. ‘Advance!’ 


Malekith led his soldiers forwards, towards the spine of the mountainside 
where the valley met the deep crater of the basin. At another command, 
they broke into a trot, jogging along swiftly to swing wide of the dwarfs’ 
flank. Dwarfish shouts of anger followed them, but Malekith ignored the 
noise, judging rightly that the dwarfs mistakenly thought the elves were 
fleeing. 


Snarling and howls now sounded from the woods, and Malekith called his 
troops to a halt, remembering Aernuis’s first encounter with goblins. 


Sure enough, dozens of wolves sped from the treeline, carrying goblins 
upon their backs. The wolves were larger than any normal beast, with 
foaming maws, dark fur and red eyes. The goblins carried spears and small 
round shields. From under fur-trimmed helmets, their pinched green faces 
were split by vicious snarls and hungry leers. Many carried short bows and 
they loosed off erratic shots as they closed in. 
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The Naggarothi raised their shields to head height as one, and the small 
arrows Clattered harmlessly aside, lacking the punch of a true elven bow. 
Still, the goblins made up for in numbers what they lacked in quality and 
more arrows rained down in wavering and corkscrewing fashion, many 
falling short. Even as their comrades closed, the goblins paid no heed to the 
risk of hitting their own kind and continued to shower the elves to little 
effect. 


‘Spears to guard!’ shouted Malekith. 


The Naggarothi lowered their shields just as the first of the wolves raced 
forwards and leapt to the attack, to be skewered on a spear point, its 
diminutive rider shrieking as it leapt clear. Another elf thrust forwards his 
spear, lancing its tip through the goblin’s throat. With a twist, the warrior 
pulled his weapon free and returned to the guard position. 


More of the wolves tried a direct attack, seeking to jump amongst the elves 
to wreak havoc, yet the wall of spears held firm and they and their riders 
suffered the same fate as the first. 


A second wave attacked more cautiously, turning at the last moment to ride 
in front of the regiment hacking at spear tips, but the Naggarothi pressed 
forwards a few paces and caught them unexpectedly, slaying many on the 
points of their spears. 


The wolf riders ran back and forth, darting in to attack when they thought 
the elves’ guard was down, but not a single greenskin nor their lupine 
mounts landed a wound upon the Naggarothi. For all that their attack did no 
direct harm, Malekith could see more goblins leaving the woods on foot, 
and saw that his small company would quickly become encircled. 


With a snarl, he reached out to the winds of magic and drew power into 
himself. He felt it writhing within him, crawling under his skin, pouring 
through his veins. With a chant to focus the unwieldy energies, the prince 
moulded the coiling magic with his mind. 


A golden spear dripping with sparks formed in his left hand, and with a 
curse upon his lips Malekith hurled the spell at the wolves. The magical 
spear tore straight through three of the creatures and exploded with a 
shower of yellow flame. Panicked, the wolves yapped and yelped and 
turned heel, urged to flee even faster by their cowardly riders. 
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None too soon, Malekith reorganised his troops to face the goblins now 
marching out of the woods. The greenskins attempted to circle around the 
elves, jabbing their weapons towards them and screaming jibes and curses 
in their foul tongue. 


The Naggarothi turned and expanded their formation with ease, spreading 
out into a semi-circle that presented no flank to the enemy, their backs 
secured by the outcrop of rock at the valley’s entrance. Hissing and spitting, 
the goblins did not attack at once, and they eyed their slaughtered kin and 
the dead wolves, the corpses of which lay in heaps about the elven 
regiment. 


‘I think they have reconsidered their position,’ laughed Alandrian from 
beside Malekith. 


The prince’s eyes did not leave the goblins, as more of their number flowed 
from the woods. Soon there were several hundred of the spiteful little 
creatures, shouting and taunting, but approaching no closer than a stone’s 
throw. 


Something immense crashed through the trees behind the goblins, smashing 
through branches and splintering trunks. 


With a bellow the giant strode out into the valley, having evidently grown 
bored of hurling rocks from above. In its right hand it held a tree limb 
studded with shards of broken armour, blades of axes and swords, and bent 
pieces of shield. Buoyed by their gigantic companion, the goblins began to 
run further forwards, beating their weapons upon their wooden shields and 
shouting in their shrill voices. 


Above the cries and the clamour of battle, Malekith heard a sudden 
whistling of air. Turning, he saw a great metal shaft arcing over the dwarfen 
army, from the direction of Wolfspear. The engine’s crews had turned the 
gigantic bolt thrower about upon its hillock in the midst of the dwarf army, 
much to Malekith’s relief. 


He followed the trajectory of the massive bolt until it struck the giant full in 
the chest, smashing through its monstrous breastbone, heart and spine. With 
an astonished gurgle, the giant lurched forwards two steps and then crashed 
to the ground, flattening a dozen goblins beneath its bulk. Wails of dismay 
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flooded up from the horrified greenskins, who looked at each other in their 
panic. 


‘Kill them,’ snarled Malekith, breaking into a run. 


Needing no further encouragement, the Naggarothi surged forwards, 
running hard and fast towards the foe. 


Like some small animal frozen with terror as the hawk swoops down, the 
goblins remained unmoving for several heartbeats. With pitiful shrieks they 
turned to run as the elves came within a few dozen strides, heading for the 
safety of the woods. 


For all their fright-driven speed, the goblins’ small legs carried them across 
the ground much more slowly than the loping run of the elves, and Malekith 
overtook the slowest of the greenskins with ease. Striking out to right and 
left, his sword cleaved through heads and spines. Then the Naggarothi 
caught up with the bulk of the fleeing rabble, and the butchery began. 


Malekith felt the Khaine-fever taking over as he slashed and cut, caring not 
for the acrid blood that spattered on his lips nor the gore splashed across his 
golden armour. 


His warriors were likewise filled with battle-lust, having spent many long 
days in the hold of the dwarfs without vent for their energy. Heads and 
limbs were scattered in the orgy of death, and with rage fuelling their steps 
the elves chased down the goblins and killed every last one of them. 


Only when nothing but entrails and bloodied remains were left did they 
stop, panting hard not from exhaustion but excitement. 


Finally tasting the bitter filth upon his face, Malekith wiped the blood clear 
of his mouth and looked around. The dwarfs were still fighting hard with 
the beastmen, and were falling back towards the valley basin, drawing them 
further from the elves. 


Malekith did not know if there were more goblins in the woods, or any 
other loathsome creature for that matter, and turned the company around to 
head back to the main battle. From this direction they would drive into the 
rear of the bestial horde. 


Malekith could see the four standards of Snorri Whitebeard above the 
melee, and chose a line of attack that would see the elves cut through the 


Chaotic filth to meet up with the High King in the melee. 


Now calmed by the bloodletting of the goblins, the Naggarothi advanced 
steadily, cutting down the beastmen in their path. The largest of the beasts 
were now fighting hard at the front, leaving the smallest and most cowardly 
to face the attack of the elves. Most ran before they could be hewed down, 
though some did not see their peril until it was too late. Their lives ended 
spitted upon spear shaft or cleaved in twain by Avanuir. 


As he cut his way through the beastmen, something disturbed Malekith’s 
concentration. There was shifting in the magic around him. It was dark and 
heavy and hugged the ground, but something was causing it to sluggishly 
Swirl into the air. 


Stopping for a moment and waving his warriors to advance further, the 
prince focussed his attention on the mystical energy. It was definitely being 
drawn somewhere else. Following its flow, he looked out over the 
sprawling battle. Like an eagle seeking its prey, Malekith allowed the magic 
to guide his eyes, until his gaze alighted upon a peculiar beastman. 


Its skin was a pale green, blotched with strange moss-like growths amongst 
mangy patches of fur, and it wore a tattered cloak of what looked like skin. 
It was hunched over and a grasping hand protruded from its back. Its 
horned head was covered with a thick hood of rough, mucus-encrusted 
cloth. In its gnarled, clawed grip the thing held a long piece of wood to 
which were bound shards of evilly glowing stone. They scorched into 
Malekith’s magical sense, burning with dark magic. 


The shaman lifted its staff and pointed the end towards the elves. Too late, 
Malekith realised what was happening. 


Exerting his will, Malekith tried to seize back the magical power being 
leeched by the shaman, but he could not stop the vile spell. A thick black 
cloud of flies erupted from that staff, its buzzing deafening, blotting out all 
other sound. The swarm lifted above the beastmen and flew straight for the 
Naggarothi, but it was not the sight of the droning cloud that so disturbed 
Malekith. He could sense the dark energies writhing within the living fog; 
like the stench of rot or soured milk the magic flooded Malekith’s unearthly 
senses. 


The fly cloud descended on the elves with an ear-splitting hum. Where each 
fly landed, it brought decay. Armour began to spot with rust, and wooden 
spear shafts grew weak with mildew. Malekith saw an elf flailing at the 
swarm with his shield, but within moments it had split and disintegrated 
into orange dust. Plates of armour cracked, leather split and frayed, and 
scale links turned to a rusted mass. 


Suddenly, like a great inhalation, the magic disappeared. Like a cleansing 
wind blowing through thick smoke, something new disturbed the mystical 
flow of energy, dissipating it. The swarm dissolved in the air, leaving the 
Naggarothi swinging rusted gauntlets and broken spear staves into thin air. 
The breeze became stronger and then grew into a consuming immaterial 
whirlwind, like a great gulf that had opened up under the sea to swallow all 
the waters. 


A blazing light caught the attention of the prince, and over the bobbing 
heads of the embattled beastmen he could just about see a dwarf wielding a 
metallic globe, stood beside the king. White light poured from runes 
engraved into the strange sphere, and it was to this that the magical winds 
were being drawn. 


A counter-current formed in the ethereal energy of the magical winds as the 
shaman tried to fight the power of the dwarfen globe. Something went 
wrong, though. Malekith could feel the magic becoming barbed and 
dangerous, like a mellow beast suddenly enraged and revealed to have 
razor-sharp fangs. 


For a moment, Malekith fancied that he saw something on the edge of his 
vision, a shadow of a shadow not unlike some great daemon in form. It 
appeared above the shaman and seemed to reach into the beastman with an 
indistinct hand. Then it was gone, and Malekith fancied that perhaps he had 
simply imagined it. 


With a detonation of magical energy that shredded beastmen and dwarfs for 
many yards in every direction, the shaman exploded. The ground cracked 
beneath its falling corpse and the air churned with invisible force. Malekith 
felt the expanding magical field buffet him as surely as any storm or wave, 
but the prince gritted his teeth and allowed its gnawing energies to pass him 
by. 


Though Malekith’s magical blade and Vaul-forged armour were untouched 
by the horrifying spell, his warriors were now in poor shape. Some were 
stuck in their rust-seized armour and rolled upon the ground trying to free 
themselves; many were pocked with boils and lesions left by the horrific 
biting of the daemon-flies. Most were now weaponless, amongst them 
Alandrian, and Malekith could see no option but to order a retreat, much as 
it bit deeply at his pride to do so. Before he had a chance to issue the 
command, a new horror emerged for them to face. 


There was a rumbling of thunder overhead and storm clouds gathered with 
unnatural speed above the valley. Lightning crackled across the dark canopy 
and shot to the earth in blinding bolts. A wind from nowhere began to howl 
down the gorge, bending the trees and whipping grit and droplets of blood 
into the air. 


Pines were sent hurtling in every direction as a terrifying monster erupted 
from the woods to the east. In form it was not unlike a dragon, though 
perhaps a little lesser in size, with the scaled legs, body and tail of such a 
creature. Its hide was a deep crimson, but its talons were of a black as dark 
as coal. The gigantic centaur-like monster had a red-skinned torso and a 
pair of arms where the dragon’s neck and head would have been. Its head 
sat upon broad shoulders that were encased in plates of studded armour. 
Two serrated horns coiled out of its skull and its mouth was little more than 
a fang-filled slit. 


It wielded a pair of identical swords, larger than anything Malekith had ever 
seen, but true-forged blades rather than the improvised weapons of the 
beastmen. Energy flickered and crawled upon those cruel swords, whose 
hilts and crossguards were fashioned from fused spines and whose pommels 
were made from real skulls. The gigantic beast’s eyes were wide and filled 
with the energy of the storm. 


‘Shaggoth!’ cried one of Malekith’s soldiers, and the prince knew it to be 
true. 


The oldest legends of the dragons spoke of such creatures, but Malekith had 
considered them to be myths from before the rise of the elves; before even 
the coming of the Old Ones and the banishment of the elven gods. Cousins 
to the dragons who had ruled the world before the coming of the gods, the 
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shaggoths had bartered their souls to Chaos long before the Dark Gods had 
arisen to claim this world. If the dragons were to be believed, they had 
waired with the shaggoths for an etemity until finally the dragons had 
triumphed and driven their foes into hiding. 


With the coming of Chaos, Malekith guessed, the shaggoths had been 
roused from their lairs, and now one of the titanic creatures stared down at 
Malekith with death-filled eyes. Lightning arced down from the storm 
clouds above, striking the shaggoth full on the chest. The creature was 
invigorated rather than harmed, as coruscating energy rippled across its 
gnarled skin. 


‘Our allies watch!’ cried Malekith to his elves as those that could move 
backed away in terror from the apparition. ‘Do not shame yourselves! Show 
no fear! Strike without hesitation! Slay in the name of Nagarythe!’ 


With lightning still flickering across its flesh, the shaggoth lunged forwards 
and snatched up one of the Naggarothi in a foreclaw, splintering rusted 
armour and crushing bones and organs. A sweep of a sword carved through 
three more warriors, sending their remains spinning through the air. With 
Malekith’s command still ringing in their ears, the Naggarothi closed ranks 
and attacked, but even those whose weapons had not been undone by the 
shaman’s curse could find no weakness in the scales and hide of the beast. 


With a deafening roar, the shaggoth cast the remains of the unfortunate 
Naggarothi in its claws, so that he smashed back into the company, toppling 
several more elves. Its swords blazing with energy, the prehistoric monster 
hacked and chopped with savage glee, slicing great bloody wounds into the 
regiment. 


Summoning what little magical power remained after the dwarfs’ 
counterspell, Malekith charged in to the attack, Avanuir trailing blue flames 
as he swept the magical sword towards the beast’s underbelly. 


The creature reared with an angry bellow and Malekith was forced to leap 
backwards to avoid a raking claw aimed for his throat. Ducking beneath the 
swipe of a monstrous sword, Malekith took hold of Avanuir in both hands 
and hacked at the beast’s legs, though even the enchanted blade of 
Nagarythe bit only lightly into the armoured skin of the terror. 
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Alerted by his preternatural senses, Malekith tried to dodge another 
swinging blade, but was caught on the shoulder by the shaggoth’s fist and 
sent wheeling through the air. Landing heavily, the wind knocked from him, 
Malekith struggled to regain his feet. Pouncing with unlikely speed, the 
shaggoth grasped Malekith in one of its foreclaws and wrenched the prince 
aloft. Its right arm swung back ready for the death blow, energy arcing from 
the blade it held. 


With a wordless shout, Malekith drove Avanuir deep into the flesh of the 
creature’s foreleg, causing it to spasm and drop him to the ground. Crawling 
forwards, Malekith ducked beneath the creature’s bulky body and then 
stood, raking the tip of Avanuir along the softer skin of its underside. Thick, 
dark blood dripped from the wound and the shaggoth tried to back away so 
that Malekith would not be hidden by its own body. The prince rolled 
between its thrashing legs, avoiding an immense sword that dug a great 
trench in the earth where he had been stood, and drove Avanuir into the 
base of the shaggoth’s tail. 


Such wounds would have been grievous against any other foe, but the 
shaggoth was not even slowed by them. Malekith rolled beneath another 
attack and barely brought up Avanuir in time to deflect another blow, 
though the parry sent the magical sword spinning from Malekith’s fingers. 


Unarmed, Malekith stood up to face the beast, staring defiantly into its 
black eyes. Intelligence flickered in those inky depths, a recognition of what 
Malekith was. Other Naggarothi jabbed and hacked at the shaggoth with 
swords and knives, trying to draw its attention away from their prince. It 
turned quickly and swept them away with a swing of its tail, hurling them 
from their feet. Malekith remained where he was stood, hands balled into 
fists that glowed with magical flame. 


The shaggoth loomed over the lord of Nagarythe, its twin swords held high 
above its head. More lightning arced down from the storm clouds it had 
summoned, earthing into the tips of those primordial blades. It crossed its 
blades in front of it in a mocking salute, its mouth twisted with an evil 
smile. 


The first strike caught Malekith full in the chest, lifting him from his feet 
with an explosion of electricity. Sparks of energy flew from the prince’s 
magical armour as he sailed a dozen feet into the air and then crashed down 
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onto the rocky ground. Pain lanced along his spine and his ribs felt 
shattered, but Malekith’s pride would not let him die on his back. 


With a grunt, he pushed himself to his feet, his injuries sending spasms of 
agony through his body. The prince turned to face the shaggoth once more. 


‘I am Aenarion’s son.’ Malekith spat blood onto the ground at the 
shaggoth’s feet. ‘My father slew the four greatest daemons that the Dark 
Gods could send. Armies were laid low by his blade. The world trembled at 
his tread. All will remember me as they remember him.’ 


The shaggoth brought down its leftmost blade and Malekith raised his arm 
to protect himself, the ensorcelled gold of his armour screeching and 
blazing with light at the impact. The shaggoth’s smile died, and its brow 
furrowed in frustration and anger. Another blow that would have felled 
trees and shattered stone sent Malekith skidding backwards, his arm broken, 
a slash across his face. 


Spitting more blood, Malekith stood again. 


“Your time is long past,’ Malekith taunted the beast. ‘Our time is now. Go 
back to your dark hole and pray to your filthy gods that we do not hunt you 
down.’ 


With a roar of anger, the shaggoth lashed out wildly, allowing Malekith to 
easily avoid the blow. Malekith ducked beneath the sword, and then leapt 
high, fuelled by anger and magic, his blazing fists smashing the shaggoth 
across the face. Reeling from the blow, the shaggoth took several steps 
back, shaking its head. 


Landing lightly, Malekith readied himself to strike again when the shaggoth 
let out a great howl of pain. It whipped around, and the prince saw that its 
tail had been half-severed. There was a flash of light from some source 
obscured by its gigantic body, and a clawed foreleg whirled into the air in a 
fountain of thick gore. 


Ducking so that he could see beneath the creature’s heaving gut, Malekith 
saw the dwarf High King, blazing rune axe in hand. Each blow cut through 
flesh and bone without pause, sending the shaggoth staggering from side to 
side. 


Determined that he would not be upstaged by Snorri, Malekith leapt to 
where Avanuir had fallen and snatched up his blade. Though his left arm 
was shattered and his insides burned from injuries that could not be seen, 
Malekith sprinted forwards and leapt upon the shaggoth’s back. As it 
bucked and turned, Malekith ran up the bony crests along its spine. Spitting 
through gritted teeth from the pain, the prince grabbed one of the shaggoth’s 
curling horns with his crippled left hand and planted a foot upon its 
shoulder. 


With a triumphant cry, he brought down Avanuir across its neck, chopping 
deep into the thickly muscled flesh. Thrice more Avanuir bit, until the beast 
shuddered and spasmed and then collapsed to the ground. With a final 
effort, Malekith sawed the head free and tossed it to the ground beside 
Snorri, who was awash head to foot with the entrails and sinews of the 
monster. The beast’s remains toppled to the ground, tossing Malekith 
unceremoniously into the blood-slicked mud next to Snorri. 


The High King looked down at Malekith, his eyes glittering behind the 
visor of his helm. He then gave the curious thumb-up signal the prince had 
seen the dwarfs use as a sign of approval. 


“We’ll share this one, I think,’ Malekith said magnanimously. 


Only then, with his point proven, did Malekith allow himself to pass out. 
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Seven 
An Alliance Forged 


With the shaggoth slain and their goblin allies routed or slaughtered, the 
beastmen had little stomach for the continuing battle and quickly slunk back 
into the woods. Neither elf nor dwarf was prepared to venture after them, 
the dwarfs knowing they would never catch their swifter foes, the elves 
utterly undone by the shaman’s spell and the shaggoth’s attack. 


It was a much slower and wearier march back to Karaz-a-Karak for 
Malekith. His whole body ached and his back and arm flared with pain 
every time he took a step. The dwarfs offered to carry him upon one of the 
war machine limbers, but Malekith refused such indignity. Agonising 
though it was, he walked alongside the dwarfs, hiding his pain as best he 
could. 


It was a source of pride that those of his warriors still capable of standing 
did likewise, though seven of them were so badly wounded that he allowed 
them to be carried on the wagons. The bodies of nineteen others were 
carried with dignity amongst the dwarfen dead. 


The dwarfs were similarly determined to prove their resilience, though a 
good many had suffered broken bones and deep cuts. Bandaged and 
hobbling, they marched back to the capital with their heads held high, as 
high as any dwarf’s head could ever reach. 


Malekith spent most of those following days with the High King, and was 
pleased that the heroic display of his warriors and himself had earned much 
respect in Snorri’s eyes. Snorri was much more talkative, and seemed eager 
that the coming negotiations went well. 


To cheers and great clamour, the throng returned to Karaz-a-Karak and 
strode through the gates. The dwarfs chanted Snorri’s name and came 
forwards to congratulate their returning warriors. The elves were greeted 
with similar enthusiasm and were presented with all manner of small gifts 
and tokens of the dwarfs’ appreciation by wide-eyed beardlings and smiling 
dwarf maidens. 
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That same night, the High King hosted a banquet for the victorious army, 
and lavished his warriors and the elves with food and beer. He bid Malekith 
the honour of sitting at his right-hand side, and gave the prince his own 
royal drinking tankard. There were many toasts raised, and more speeches, 
though on this occasion Malekith was far more complimentary to his hosts 
than he had been in Karak Kadrin. He thanked the dwarfs for their 
hospitality and spoke of their courage and honour. He pledged his lifelong 
friendship to their people, and swore an oath of brotherhood with the High 
King. 


This last was a great occasion and marked the dwarfs’ absolute acceptance 
of the elves as their comrades and friends. Whatever the negotiations and 
trade talks would bring, Malekith now knew that he would forever be an 
ally of Snorri, and found himself glad that this was so, not only for the 
power and prestige this would surely bring, but also because Malekith 
genuinely liked and admired the dwarfs’ ruler. 


The day after the celebratory feast, Alandrian was summoned to Malekith’s 
chamber. The prince gave him a very personal mission. The lieutenant 
accepted his orders without question and sought out Aernuis. He found the 
Eataine prince in one of the upper galleries. 


“There is something important we must discuss,’ Alandrian said with a 
conspiratorial tone. ‘Come with me.’ 


Aernuis followed without question as the Naggarothi captain led him out of 
the hold via one of the many secondary gates, and they walked out onto a 
windy rampart high up the mountainside. 


“Where are we going?’ asked Aernuis finally, as Alandrian took them up a 
winding stair that led up to a cliff face. 


“We cannot risk being overheard or seen,’ Alandrian confided. 


Saying no more, Aernuis ascended the steps and they stood side-by-side 
upon a wide ledge. Beneath them a swift river had cut a deep ravine, and 
gushed over a steep fall into a pool surrounded by jagged rocks some two 
hundred feet below. Spray filled the air and the roar of the water masked all 
other sound. 


“What is it that you have to say?’ asked Aemuis. 
‘I have a message from Prince Malekith,’ said Alandrian. 
“What is it?’ replied Aernuis. 


Swifter than a striking snake, Alandrian stepped behind Aernuis and pulled 
a curved blade from his belt. Grabbing the prince by the chin, he drove the 
point of his blade into Aernuis’s back, cutting through his spine. Aernuis 
struggled as he collapsed to his knees, his cries muffled by Alandrian’s 
hand. 


“You are no longer useful to him,’ Alandrian hissed in his victim’s ear. 
‘Malekith has the ear of the High King now, and he remembers the slights 
against him. He is not known for his forgiving nature.’ 


Aernuis writhed and wept, but Alandrian’s grip was as tight as a vice. 


‘My prince cannot allow you to live,’ the Naggarothi explained. ‘He would 
willingly let his light shine upon your life, but he cannot share power with 
you. You are beneath him, and your petty ambition would undermine all 
that he hopes to build.’ 


The Eataine prince flailed at his assassin but Alandrian easily batted away 
his grasping fingers. Without any hint of pleasure or regret, the Naggarothi 
drew his knife across Aernuis’s throat and pushed him from the ledge. He 
stepped forwards to watch the body tumble into the spume. The trail of 
arterial blood spewing from the wound was soon swallowed up by the fury 
of the waterfall. Tossing the blade casually after the Eataine prince’s corpse, 
Alandrian turned back towards the stair. He wondered where he might find 
Sutherai. 


Fifteen days later, the audience chamber of Snorri was filled with a crowd 
of dwarfs and elves. Though ostensibly mingling and getting to know each 
other, the two peoples were keeping to their own and only a few brave souls 
of either race ventured over to talk to the opposite delegation. The High 
King sat upon his throne and watched all of this with amusement, Malekith 
stood upon his right. 


‘It is a shame that your two companions are not here to witness the 
culmination of their efforts,’ Snorri remarked. 
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‘A shame indeed,’ Malekith replied without pause. ‘I cannot comprehend 
what possessed them to venture from the city without an escort.’ 


‘Nor I,’ said Snorri. 


Malekith detected no hint of accusation in the High King’s voice, though 
perhaps the prince’s ignorance of the dwarfish language masked some 
implication in the words. 


‘I am glad that their disappearance has not caused problems for the 
negotiations,’ Malekith said smoothly. ‘It is good that their sudden 
departure has not formed unfounded suspicions between us. Such an 
occurrence could have unravelled many months of careful planning.’ 


‘Do you think there is cause for suspicion?’ said Snorri, turning a 
questioning eye upon the prince. 


‘IT think not, but I can see how one might view such matters with suspicion. 
I do not think that there is any conspiracy at work. Prince Aernuis has long 
been in self-exile and perhaps the impending talks got the better of his 
nerve.’ 


“Whatever his reasons, he is probably troll-fodder by now,’ said Snorri, 
returning his attention to the throng below. ‘Or worse.’ 


‘A regrettable end for a prince of Ulthuan,’ said Malekith. 


They both allowed the hubbub of the hall to wash over them for a while 
until Malekith felt the need to break the silence. 


‘Shall we join our parties and bring them together?’ the prince said. 


“Yes, let’s get this pony moving,’ said Snorri, stepping from his throne. 


For more than a year the talks between the elves and dwarfs progressed, and 
there were many treaties signed and oaths sworn on both sides. While the 
rulers and diplomats haggled, the common people of both races got on with 
the business of the actual trade, reaching local agreements and personal 
bargains with their opposites. 


Malekith recovered from his wounds in time to see the negotiations 
concluded. Once fit again, he divided his time between Athel Toralien and 
Karaz-a-Karak, and led the elves to numerous celebrated victories over the 


341 XRN 


creatures of darkness. Bel Shanaar sent the prince a mighty gift in 
recognition of his achievements: a white dragon from the mountains of 
Caledor. As his father had done in the time of the daemons, Malekith led 
the armies of the elves from atop this mighty beast and his foes fell before 
him. Many times more over the following centuries did the prince of 
Nagarythe march forth beside the High King, and their friendship was a 
symbol of the unity between the races of elf and dwarf. 


The alliance with the dwarfs heralded the golden age of the elves; their 
colonies spread across the globe and the wealth of distant lands flowed into 
their coffers. Their fleets travelled wherever the elves’ desires took them, 
and cities of gleaming marble and alabaster rose up in the wildernesses of 
the world. 


From Ulthuan the elves spread to every corner of the world, settling in the 
steaming jungles of Lustria, the savage forests across the great ocean, and 
upon volcanic isles in the east. The cities of Ulthuan grew with the empire, 
so that even the meekest of their kind lived in grand mansions amidst great 
luxury. Everything from the sea to the mountains became the domain of the 
elves, and in the peaks the dwarfs reigned supreme, their own empire 
growing vast upon the spoils of the alliance. 


Only one land remained free of elvish influence. Eastwards, beyond the 
mountains of the dwarfs, lay the blasted wastes of the Dark Lands. No elf 
wished to venture further east, for there was plenty enough for both peoples 
to enjoy and the dwarfs warned that there was nothing but death and misery 
in the barren desert. 


Thus the elves named the high peaks Saraeluii: the Mountains at the Edge 
of the World. Truly they were masters of all that they surveyed. Their 
armies marched at will under the command of the princes, and the evil orc 
and goblin tribes, vile beastmen warbands and unnameable Chaos creatures 
were driven into the far north. 


Only here, at the very roof of the world, would the elves not venture. It was 
here that the Realm of Chaos touched upon the world, disgorging its tide of 
magical energy, warping and corrupting the lands. Having suffered greatly 
at the hands of daemons before, the elves had no desire to war against the 
Dark Powers upon the doorstep of their otherworldly realm, and were 
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content to corral the nightmare mutants and monsters upon the bleak ice 
and keep them from the cities in the south. 


Malekith found that his spirit was not quelled by these battles, for his foes 
were now of little threat, scattered remnants of the huge tribes and armies 
that had once made the woods their homes. His dragon was slain by a 
monstrous giant whilst the Naggarothi fought against the last great horde of 
orcs to beset the elves’ lands, and with reluctance the prince realised an age 
had ended. Elthin Arvan had been tamed, and with that his chance for 
greater renown would ebb away. So it was that Malekith finally turned his 
attention to the north, and first went into the cold lands of the Chaos 
Wastes. 
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Eight 
The Passing of an Age 


Hoping to regain some of his former passion, Malekith renewed his 
friendship with the dwarfs of Karak Kadrin, and alongside them took the 
fight to the monsters and mutants that came south from the Realm of Chaos. 
On occasion the High King would join Malekith in these conquests, and 
together they forged along the mountains and across the tundra to bring 
civilisation to the icy wilderness. 


For a while Malekith was content, his turmoil soothed by the comfort of 
battle and his isolation from the politics of the elven princes. With sword in 
hand he became master of his own fate once more, and the legends of his 
exploits grew in proportion so that again his name was spoken of in awe by 
the high and the mighty of the colonies and Ulthuan. 


It was here in the bitter cold of the northlands that Malekith first 
encountered the tribes of men. Some were savage in the extreme, and either 
took flight at first sign of the elven and dwarfen host, or sallied forth from 
their caves and crude huts to wage pointless battle against their far superior 
foes. At first Malekith took them to be nothing more than another barbarian 
people, no different or better than the orcs or beastmen. 


However, as Snorri and Malekith led an army of dwarfs and elves into the 
very north of the Saraeluii, a group of humans came forth timidly from their 
rough dwellings to greet them. The humans brought with them gifts of 
simple bread and roasted meat. Though they had little more than stone 
weapons and heavy sticks, they confronted Malekith and Snorri without 
fear, grunting in their basic language. 


The High King took the proffered food and in return gave the human 
chieftain a golden band from his wrist. The man took it and held it up, 
admiring the gleam of the metal, and a smile cracked his grimy, bearded 
face. With a shuffling gait, the tribal leader beckoned for the two to follow 
him back to their caves. 


Malekith at first ignored the man, but Snorri was as inquisitive as ever and 
followed the elder. Relenting, Malekith walked after them, gesturing for his 
wairiors to stand ready should anything untoward occur. Barriers of crudely 
split wood and curtains of woven grasses and raw animal hides barred the 
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entrance to the largest of the caves, and smoke billowed out of the entrance 
from the cooking fires within. Ducking through the skins, Malekith found 
himself in a high, deep cavern. 


Half a dozen human females were clustered within, suckling their young. 
Older women tended a fire over which roasted half the carcass of an 
enormous deer. The humans looked at their visitors with curious, intelligent 
eyes, and immediately Malekith recognised that these creatures were not 
like the orcs or the beastmen. There was something in their gaze that spoke 
of wisdom and emotion, utterly unlike the unthinking enmity of an orc’s 
stare. 


Snorri tugged at Malekith’s arm and pointed excitedly to the cave walls. 
They were painted with many different scenes, interspersed with abstract 
symbols and crude pictograms. In particular the High King drew the 
prince’s attention to a painting of a small figure, rotund in form and 
wielding what looked to be an axe. He had a shock of red hair and a long 
red beard, and fought against a band of daemon-like stick figures with horns 
and long claws. 


‘Grimnir,’ Snorri said with a grin, and Malekith nodded. 


The daubings did look somewhat like the Ancestor God of the dwarfs, who 
had dyed his hair a fiery orange and wielded a rune axe as he had ventured 
into the Realm of Chaos to fight the daemons. That had been more than a 
thousand years ago, but the cave paintings seemed no more than a few years 
old. Had these humans passed down what they had seen all those centuries 
ago, Malekith wondered, leaving paintings and tales for the next 
generation? If it was true, it spoke loudly about their character and 
intelligence, and Malekith was quietly impressed. 


The pair spent a mostly wordless afternoon with the humans, sharing their 
food and showing them various trinkets and weapons that they carried. The 
humans were awkward and filthy, but Malekith could see in them a certain 
nobility of spirit. After they left the camp, promising through signs and 
gestures that they would return, Snorri and Malekith fell into a long debate 
concerning what to do with these people. 


“They are children of the Old Ones, just as we are,’ the High King said. 
“They are not creatures of Chaos or darkness, though they are simple and 
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have little civilisation yet.’ 
“Yet?’ said Malekith. 


‘For sure,’ said Snorri. ‘Without guidance or protection, they have survived 
the fall of the Old Ones and the coming of the Dark Gods. With but a small 
amount of education from us, they will no doubt become useful. They are 
quick to learn, I reckon, and will be attentive to our lessons.’ 


‘And to what purpose would you educate them?’ laughed Malekith. ‘Would 
you have them as clever labourers, or is there a greater intent to your 
proposal?’ 


‘I would teach them language and writing,’ Snorri replied earmestly. ‘Not 
the language of the dwarfs perhaps, but a tongue that we can all understand. 
They are here for a reason; I can feel it in my bones. It is our duty to shield 
them from the worst perils of the world and ensure that they prosper.’ 


“Who are we to judge what should and should not happen?’ countered 
Malekith. ‘They have survived thus far by their own wit and strength, and 
perhaps it is right that we leave them to find their own path. We cannot 
know the will of the gods and the Old Ones, and I agree that they have a 
purpose here, but we cannot guess at what it might be. Is it our place to 
interfere, or to let things take their course?’ 


‘Hmm, there is much in what you say,’ said Snorri. ‘However, whatever 
their destiny, I cannot see that it was to be consumed by hideous creatures 
nor swallowed up by the dark legions of Chaos. Does it not strike you as 
odd that they thrive here, under the very shadow of the Chaos Wastes? I 
know from kin who have travelled further north that there are many of these 
tribes, in the mountains and upon the icy plains. Is it not preferable that we 
guard against their corruption, so that perhaps they might become a bulwark 
against the armies of the Chaos Gods?’ 


‘I would sooner see them as backward friends than clever enemies,’ said 
Malekith. ‘What if they take what we can teach them and turn our own 
knowledge against us? With stone axes and flint-tipped spears, they are no 
threat to us, but who can say what would happen if they learned the means 
to work metals, to grow into a nation that might one day look upon our 
domains with envy?’ 
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“There is much we do not know,’ agreed Snorri. “This is no matter to be 
decided in the course of a single day.’ 


So the two were in accord, and decided that their peoples would wait and 
watch. There was much promise in the race of men, but also much that 
could be perverted and turned to darkness. The elves and the dwarfs would 
treat their barbaric neighbours with a light touch, allowing them the shelter 
of their two empires but otherwise only guiding and shaping their future 
with their presence alone. 


For an age the world turned and Malekith was content. War and adventure 
were plentiful and he returned only seldom to Athel Toralien, preferring the 
wild lands to the increasingly managed and austere realms of his colony. 
The Naggarothi prince was lauded across all of the colonies, and here he 
was king in all but name, for even the other princes admired what he had 
achieved. 


Let Bel Shanaar rule over dull Ulthuan, Malekith would tell himself. Let the 
Phoenix King fill his days settling the arguments of spoilt princes. Glory 
and renown forever beckoned to the prince of Nagarythe and he grasped his 
opportunities with both hands. 


All was to change. 


For more than twelve hundred years the colonies grew and endured, and in 
that time Malekith’s power abroad knew no rival, except perhaps in Karaz- 
a-Karak. Then came word that Bel Shanaar, now rich beyond measure upon 
his trade and taxes, planned to travel to the dwarfen capital to meet his peer, 
the High King. For most in the cities of the forests this was heralded as an 
event worthy of much celebration. However, Malekith was not pleased. 


‘What is his purpose in coming?’ Malekith demanded of Alandrian. He had 
just received a letter from Morathi warning of Bel Shanaar’s intent. 


The two of them sat in a wide chamber at the heart of the prince’s winter 
palace, Malekith’s retreat during the season of ice when his armies could no 
longer march. A fire burned in the dwarf-built grate, and the two elves 
reclined upon long couches, wrapped in warm woollen robes. 
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‘I cannot know his intent, highness,’ replied Alandrian. 


‘Do not be coy with me,’ snapped Malekith. ‘What do you think he is up 
to? My mother claims his rule is weakening on Ulthuan and he seeks to 
bolster his popularity.’ 


“Your mother is better placed than I to judge events on Ulthuan, highness,’ 
said Alandrian, and then quickly continued after receiving a cold stare from 
his master. ‘What she says confirms my own belief. Though Tiranoc grows 
rich, there are some princes who feel that Bel Shanaar does not lead his 
people. The true glory of our people is in the colonies. On Ulthuan, life has 
become so luxurious that none need fight nor labour. Fields are not tilled, 
no game is hunted. All she now desires is sent from the cities across the 
world: sacks of grain, spiced meats, cut gems and dwarfen trinkets. Ulthuan 
grows indolent and her people lose themselves in poetry and song, wine and 
debauchery.’ 


Malekith frowned and stroked his chin. 


‘I cannot refuse him directly,’ the prince said. ‘The other cities are keen for 
his patronage still.’ 


‘Many are jealous of you, beneath their smiles and plaudits,’ said 
Alandrian. ‘They seek strength from the Phoenix Throne so that they might 
become more independent of Athel Toralien.’ 


“They simply swap one master for another,’ snarled Malekith. ‘I helped 
build them. I keep their lands safe. How do they repay my dedication? They 
cry to Bel Shanaar and hope that he will shield them from the cruel reality 
of the world.’ 


‘Perhaps there is opportunity here,’ said Alandrian. ‘If the dwarfs see Bel 
Shanaar as weak compared to your greatness, your position grows stronger.’ 


‘No, that will not do,’ said Malekith. ‘King Snorri believes our people to be 
united, as are his. If Bel Shanaar is seen as weak the High King will see all 
elves as weak, including me. He believes that all of Ulthuan and her princes 
are as strong as Nagarythe and me. We cannot undermine that useful 
illusion by showing him otherwise.’ 


‘I cannot see how we can turn this to your advantage, highness,’ admitted 
Alandrian. 
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‘Why now?’ Malekith mused to himself. ‘Why, after one thousand two 
hundred years does Bel Shanaar visit us now?’ 


It was a question that was to vex Malekith over the long winter months as 
he brooded in Athel Toralien. The prince was painfully aware that all the 
talk in the colonies was of the Phoenix King’s visit, his own exploits and 
glory now forgotten by the fickle, gossiping elves of the other cities. 


The prince was further insulted by the news that Bel Shanaar planned to 
visit the city of Tor Alessi first. Taken at face value, this was reasonable, for 
the city had been founded by princes from Tiranoc, the Phoenix King’s own 
realm. Yet Malekith knew that this was in fact a subtle slight, for Athel 
Toralien was paramount in size and power in Elthin Arvan. Athel Toralien 
was a capital in all but name, more than equal in power to Tor Anroc. Bel 
Shanaar’s intent was to show that despite this, there were lands still beyond 
Malekith’s control. 


It was mid-summer when the Phoenix King and his entourage arrived at the 
Naggarothi city. Malekith ensured that his welcome of the Phoenix King 
left Bel Shanaar in no doubt as to where the rule of Elthin Arvan truly lay. 
He recalled the greater part of his army, some two hundred thousand 
Naggarothi, and lined the road to the city with regiments of black-clad 
archers, magnificently armoured knights and grim-faced spearmen. 


Such military spectacle had never before been seen, on Ulthuan or 
anywhere else. The Naggarothi host dwarfed the guard of the Phoenix King, 
even bolstered as the Tiranoc force was by troops from Tor Alessi. Malekith 
hoped the comparison between the two armies was not lost on the other 
princes. 


Not to be outdone by the Phoenix King’s wealth, Malekith lavished his 
guests with the finest gifts and hosted banquets in their honour for thirty 
days. Herein was another subtle snipe, for Malekith dedicated each night of 
festivities to a different guest: one for the Phoenix King and one each for 
the twenty-nine princes who accompanied him. Malekith’s message was 
clear: Bel Shanaar was the first amongst equals, no greater than any other. 


The day before Bel Shanaar was due to leave, Malekith invited the Phoenix 
King to inspect the warriors of Athel Toralien. They drilled before the city 
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walls, where Malekith stood with his rival upon the massive northern gate 
tower with his rival. A dozen other princes watched with them, forcing 
Malekith to choose his words carefully. 


‘I see that you are impressed, majesty,’ said Malekith. 


‘Against what threat do you maintain such a force?’ asked Bel Shanaar, 
turning his gaze from the marching columns of spearmen filing past far 
below the gatehouse. 


‘The lands of Elthin Arvan are still home to beasts and orcs,’ Malekith said. 
‘I maintain garrisons in dozens of citadels between the ocean and the realm 
of the dwarfs. There is also the ever-present threat from the north.’ 


‘Bands of marauders, scattered tribes of thuggish humans?’ Bel Shanaar 
laughed. 


“The Dark Gods and their daemonic legions,’ said Malekith, and was 
pleased to see the princes momentarily fearful. 


‘Caledor’s vortex remains strong,’ Bel Shanaar said dismissively. ‘Such 
caution is unnecessary.’ 


‘I inherited a duty from my father,’ Malekith said, his voice pitched so that 
it easily carried to the gathered nobles. ‘I shall protect my people against 
any threat, and stand ready to do the same for Ulthuan.’ 


Bel Shanaar cast a sideways glance at the princes and said nothing. The 
Naggarothi continued their manoeuvres until the sun was setting over the 
ocean. 


‘Well, that was enlightening,’ said Bel Shanaar with a clap of his hands. He 
turned towards one of the gate towers and then spun back on Malekith. ‘I 
regret that I must depart so soon, but there are others who have begged me 
to attend their cities and palaces. The Naggarothi cannot have me all to 
themselves, you know.’ 


Before Malekith could retort, the Phoenix King had moved away and was 
surrounded by a gaggle of princes. The Naggarothi prince stormed off in the 
opposite direction. He felt the need to vent his frustration and wondered 
where Alandrian would be hiding. 


The culmination of this tour was the Phoenix King’s arrival at Karaz-a- 
Karak. Wishing to display his splendour and power, Bel Shanaar arrived 
with an entourage of three thousand elves, and a bodyguard of ten times 
that number. The most high-ranking were housed by the dwarfs, and the 
others lived in a huge camp that spread for miles along the road that led to 
the hold. 


The greeting ceremony was like nothing either dwarf or elf had ever seen 
before, as both sides attempted to outdo each other in grandiosity and 
spectacle. The High King summoned all the kings of the holds to gather to 
greet Bel Shanaar; hundreds of lesser princes and nobles and every ruling 
prince of Ulthuan attended the Phoenix King—including Malekith. It was 
Snorri’s wish that Malekith introduce him to the Phoenix King, and out of 
friendship Malekith therefore attended the reception of the Phoenix King, 
backed by five thousand of his Naggarothi knights. 


The procession was almost a mile long, and more than a hundred banners 
fluttered above the column as it made its way up the road to Karaz-a-Karak 
on the appointed day. The dwarfs lined the highway cheering and clapping, 
and many had been drinking for days on end beforehand to get in the right 
spirit. Five hundred kings and thanes stood as guard for the High King, each 
accompanied by his banner and shield bearers, while great runelords and 
master engineers stood proudly with their guild standards, surrounded by 
the clan elders of every hold. 


As was to be expected there was a huge feast and many speeches, so that 
the whole thing took more than eight days to complete, for every king and 
thane had to meet and be formally introduced though many had fought and 
even lived beside each other for hundreds of years. 


Throughout the celebrations Malekith was on hand to offer whatever advice 
and information the Phoenix King required; he deigned to act as translator 
for Bel Shanaar. The climax of all this activity came on the eighth night, as 
the High King and Phoenix King finally stood together upon the throne dais 
of Snorri’s audience hall. Bel Shanaar spoke at length upon the benefits of 
the alliance and the splendid welcome of the dwarfs. He praised the princes 
for the creation of this corner of the vast empire, and concluded with an 
announcement that tested Malekith’s tolerance to the limit. 


‘Elf and dwarf shall be bound forever in immortal friendship,’ Bel Shanaar 
declared. ‘As long as our empires endure, may we know peace between us. 
As a sign of our dedication to this common cause, we shall appoint an 
ambassador to this court, one of our greatest sons. He is the architect of my 
empire and the forger of this alliance, and his authority in these lands shall 
be as mine. His words will be my commands. His will shall be my wish. I 
name Prince Malekith as embassy to Karaz-a-Karak, and bestow the 
blessings of all the gods upon his endeavours.’ 


Malekith fumed inside at these words, and had to fight to keep his 
expression one of gratitude. ‘My empire,’ Bel Shanaar had said. ‘His will 
shall be my wish,’ a voice raged inside Malekith’s head. All that he had 
laboured and fought to create these many centuries, Bel Shanaar had taken 
from him with those few words. What right did the Phoenix King have to 
claim anything that Malekith had made possible? 


Ambassador? Malekith already had absolute authority over these lands; he 
needed no permission from Bel Shanaar. The colonies had been his, wrested 
from the wilderness and the hordes of darkness by his own hands. Blood he 
had spilt and agonies he had known in the birth of this great empire, while 
Bel Shanaar had sat upon his throne in Tor Anroc and gorged himself upon 
the spoils of Naggarothi endeavour. Holding his ire in check, the prince 
turned and bowed stiffly to the Phoenix King, avoiding Snorri’s gaze lest he 
recognise some hint of the anger that burned within. 


For the remainder of the visit, Malekith excused himself from Bel Shanaar’s 
company, claiming that he was needed back in Athel Toralien. In reality, he 
sought the sanctuary of the forests, for such was Malekith’s anger he could 
not look upon the face of another elf for several months. 


Eventually the prince calmed and tried as best he could to return to a 
normal life. In the five decades that followed Bel Shaanar’s visit Malekith 
sent messages to Morathi frequently, and she replied with equal regularity. 
Always she was keen to praise her son for his achievements, but there was 
also gentle admonishment that he ignored his father’s legacy on Ulthuan. 
Ever she had insisted that he return to the isle to take up his birthright, and 
her writing became even more strident following Bel Shanaar’s visit to 
Karaz-a-Karak. She too had felt the slight caused by the Phoenix King’s 


words and deeds, and Morathi had ranted at length in her next letter, 
decrying the hypocrisy of Bel Shanaar, who spoke out against supposed 
decadence in Nagarythe. 


In this last matter, Malekith’s intuition was roused and he secretively took 
more interest in affairs back on Ulthuan. He subtly inquired over the 
coming years as to the nature of life in Nagarythe, both through his 
missives to Morathi and from loyal Naggarothi who still sailed between the 
isle of the elves and the colonies. 


The news from the merchants worried him on occasion, for there was talk 
of cabalistic cults dedicated to the more sinister elven gods, and of pleasure 
sects that lost themselves in luxury and excess. Malekith’s suspicions were 
tempered by the letters of Morathi. 


‘Jealous of Nagarythe’s prominence despite the Phoenix King’s court being 
in Tor Anroc,’ she explained in one of her letters, ‘many of the ruling 
princes are waging a subtle and insidious campaign against me and my 
council. They will not accuse me outright of any misdeed, but through 
innuendo and rumour imply that we are in league with some unknown dark 
power.’ 


Malekith could imagine how the envy of the princes would lead them to 
such actions, and believed his mother when she assured him that the so- 
called pleasure cults and dark sects were nothing more than ancient rituals 
the Naggarothi had always undertaken for the appeasement of the less 
fondly regarded elven gods. 


“The Phoenix King has even hinted that he looks unkindly on the 
Naggarothi’s connections to Khaine,’ she continued. ‘Our oldest gods he 
would see forgotten, while he decorates his halls with gold brought to his 
coffers by the spears of our warriors.’ 


In his reply Malekith told his mother to do nothing to antagonise the princes 
or move openly against the Phoenix King, and she promised him it was so, 
though her tone was ever defiant to their authority. 


Something of what Malekith had heard began to seep into life in the 
colonies. Always the elves had enjoyed wine and song, and the reading of 
poetry both beautiful and satirical. However, Malekith stayed for months, 


sometimes years at a time away from the cities, and so the slow but subtle 
changes wrought upon them seemed more stark to him upon his returns. 


A softness of spirit and a laxity that Malekith had detested in Ulthuan began 
to creep into the culture of Athel Toralien. Many of his subjects were now 
second- and even third-generation colonists, who had not had to raise a 
sword in anger to defend their lands, and Malekith feared that the very 
stability he had fought to bring to this realm was undermining the heart of 
his people. Not wishing to appear tyrannical, Malekith did not openly 
oppose the many wine houses and pleasure dens that now seemed to be 
found in every other building of the city. 


Instead, he commanded his council to institute a formal practice of 
inducting Naggarothi who came of age into the ranks of his army. What 
once had been tradition Malekith now enforced with law, in the hope that 
discipline and military life would breed into a new generation the will and 
power of the elves who had first followed him here. 


Malekith’s growing contact with mankind awoke his inquisitive spirit, and 
he was filled with a passion to deepen his knowledge of this race, and also 
of the shadowy powers that held sway over the Chaos Wastes. Deeper and 
deeper into the north he ventured, sometimes alone, other times with a host 
of his warriors. Though the wild forests had all but been tamed by the elves, 
Malekith drove his armies northwards possessed by a bloodthirsty spirit that 
worried those who knew the prince well. 


It was upon returning from one such campaign that the prince visited his 
dwarfen allies in Karak Kadrin. The mood in the hold was sombre as 
Malekith entered the throne room of King Brundin, who had inherited the 
hold’s rule from his father a few years previously. The king was surrounded 
by solemn-faced nobles, amongst them the venerable Kurgrik whose 
fortunes had risen considerably since his days of humble logging. 


Malekith’s oldest dwarf companion turned and hurried down the steps 
towards the prince, stroking his exceptionally long beard in an agitated 
fashion. 


‘What is amiss?’ asked Malekith. 


“The High King lies upon his deathbed,’ said Kurgrik, wringing his fingers 
through his beard. ‘Messengers scour the northlands searching for you. He 
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asks for you, elven prince. You must go to Karaz-a-Karak!’ 


Malekith glanced up at the throne dais and saw the crowd of earnest, grief- 
stricken faces, and knew that this was no exaggeration. 


‘Convey my regrets to King Brundin, but I leave now,’ said Malekith. 


The prince turned on his heel and ran from the hall. He dashed through the 
doors, ignoring the shouted concerns and questions of his companions. 
Down tunnel and across gallery sped Malekith, until he came upon the great 
gate. Outside, the elves’ steeds were corralled on the hillside. Malekith 
leapt the fence and headed straight for the tallest of the horses, his own 
mount. He did not wait for saddle or bridle and instead leapt onto the 
steed’s bare back. Malekith turned southwards and the horse broke into a 
thundering gallop at a whispered word from her rider. Vaulting the corral, 
the pair sped down into Peak Pass. 


Though Malekith journeyed swiftly south, fear that he might arrive too late 
gnawed at him. When his steed was all but dead from exhaustion, he turned 
westwards until he came upon one of the elven towers that guarded the 
borders of the great forest of Elthin Arvan. Here he commandeered a new 
mount and continued southwards. Driven by worry, Malekith did not eat or 
Sleep, and rode by the light of the moon as much as the sun. After three 
days he neared the hold of Zhufbar. Dwarfs laboured digging a fresh 
mineshaft not far from the road, and the prince wheeled his steed towards 
them. The dwarfs looked up in astonishment, unexpectedly confronted by 
the ambassador of the elves. 


‘What news from Karaz-a-Karak?’ Malekith demanded. 


‘No news,’ replied their gangmaster, a rugged, tanned dwarf with a greying 
golden beard and a hook for a left hand. 


“The High King still lives?’ said Malekith. 
‘The last we heard, he does,’ said the dwarf. 


Without further word Malekith heeled his mount into a fresh gallop and 
sped towards Black Water, where so many years before he had fought 
alongside the High King. His mind was devoid of fond memories, so 
possessed was Malekith to see his ally before he passed away. Along the 
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shore he raced, his horse throwing up a wave of spray in its wake as the 
prince urged his mount on at dangerous speed. 


The following day Malekith took the southern road from Karak Varn direct 
to Karaz-a-Karak. Wide enough for many carts, the road was built of brick 
and stone, and his passage was swift. He weaved amongst the dwarfen carts 
until he spied an elven caravan. Bringing his tired steed to a halt before the 
lead caravan, Malekith dismounted and signalled for the driver to stop. 


‘Prince Malekith?’ said the driver. ‘What brings you here?’ 


‘I need one of your horses,’ said Malekith, already untying the traces on the 
foremost of the three beasts drawing the wagon. 


“You can ride with me, highness,’ offered the driver, but the prince paid him 
no heed and away he galloped without explanation or payment. 


Two more days Malekith rode hard until finally he came before the great 
gates of Karaz-a-Karak. For the first time he did not marvel at their golden 
majesty, nor regard with awe the huge towers and buttresses that flanked the 
huge doors. His steed sweating hard, he galloped up the road. The guards at 
the gate made to step forwards to bar his route but he did not slow. 
Recognising the prince and seeing his intent, the guards hurled themselves 
out of his path, pushing away other dwarfs to clear a passage. 


Through the gate raced the prince, the clatter of his horse’s hooves on the 
tiles echoing from the high vaults. Dwarfs were sent ducking into doorways 
and scurrying in every direction as he pounded through the winding tunnels 
towards the king’s chambers. Only when he saw a crowd of the king’s 
advisors pressed around the door to one of the king’s rooms did he slow 
down. Leaping from the back of the horse, he ran forwards and grabbed the 
closest of the nobles, a loremaster called Damrak Goldenfist. 


‘Am I too late?’ he demanded. 


The stunned dwarf said nothing for a moment and then shook his head. 
Malekith let go of Damrak and slumped against the wall. 


“You misunderstand me, ambassador,’ said Damrak, laying a gnarled hand 
on Malekith’s arm. ‘The king still awaits you.’ 
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The solemn beating of drums could be heard echoing along the halls and 
corridors of Karaz-a-Karak. The small chamber was empty save for two 
figures. His face as pale as his beard, King Snorri lay on the low, wide bed, 
his eyes closed. Kneeling next to the bed, a hand on the dwarf’s chest, was 
Malekith. He had stood vigil with the ancient dwarf for three days since 
arriving, barely sleeping or eating in that time. 


The room was hung with heavy tapestries depicting the battles the two had 
fought together, suitably aggrandising Snorri’s role. Malekith did not 
begrudge the king his glories, for was not his own name sung loudly in 
Ulthuan while the name of Snorri Whitebeard was barely a whisper? Each 
people to their own kind, the elf prince thought. 


Snorri’s eyelids fluttered open to reveal cloudy, pale blue eyes. His lips 
twisted into a smile and a fumbling hand found Malekith’s arm. 


‘Would that dwarf lives were measured as those of the elves,’ said Snorri. 
“Then my reign would last another thousand years.’ 


‘But even so, we still die,’ said Malekith. ‘Our measure is made by what we 
do when we live and the legacy that we leave to our kin, as any other. A 
lifetime of millennia is worthless if its works come to naught after it has 
ended.’ 


“True, true,’ said Snorri with a nod, his smile fading. ‘What we have built is 
worthy of legend, isn’t it? Our two great realms have driven back the beasts 
and the daemons, and the lands are safe for our people. Trade has never 
been better, and the holds grow with every year.’ 


“Your reign has indeed been glorious, Snorri,’ said Malekith. ‘Your line is 
strong; your son will uphold the great things that you have done.’ 


‘And perhaps even build on them,’ said Snorri. 
‘Perhaps, if the gods will it,’ said Malekith. 


‘And why should they not?’ asked Snorri. He coughed as he pushed himself 
to a sitting position, his shoulders sinking into thick, gold-embroidered 
white pillows. “Though my breath comes short and my body is infirm, my 
will is as hard as the stone that these walls are carved from. I am a dwarf, 
and like all my people, I have within me the strength of the mountains. 


Though this body is now weak, my spirit shall go to the Halls of the 
Ancestors.’ 


‘It will be welcomed there, by Grungni and Valaya,’ said Malekith. ‘You 
shall take your place with pride.’ 


‘I’m not done,’ said Snorri with a frown. His expression grim, the king 
continued. ‘Hear this oath, Malekith of the elves, comrade on the 
battlefield, friend at the hearth. I, Snorri Whitebeard, High King of the 
dwarfs, bequeath my title and rights to my eldest son. Though I pass 
through the gateway to the Halls of the Ancestors, my eyes shall remain 
upon my empire. Let it be known to our allies and our enemies that death is 
not the end of my guardianship.’ 


The dwarf broke into a wracking cough, blood flecking his lips. His lined 
faced was stern as he looked at Malekith. The elf steadily returned his gaze. 


“Vengeance shall be mine,’ swore Snorri. ‘When our foes are great, I shall 
return to my people. When the foul creatures of this world bay at the doors 
to Karaz-a-Karak, I shall take up my axe once more and my ire shall rock 
the mountains. Heed my words, Malekith of Ulthuan, and heed them well. 
Great have been our deeds, and great is the legacy that I leave to you, my 
closest confidant, my finest comrade-in-arms. Swear to me now, as my 
dying breaths fill my lungs, that my oath has been heard. Swear to it on my 
Own grave, on my spirit, that you shall remain true to the ideals we have 
both striven for these many years. And know this, that there is nothing so 
foul in the world as an oath-breaker..’ 


Malekith took the king’s hand from his arm and squeezed it tight. ‘I swear 
it,’ the elf prince said. ‘Upon the grave of High King Snorri Whitebeard, 
leader of the dwarfs and friend of the elves, I give my oath.’ 


Snorri’s eyes were glazed and his chest no longer rose and fell. Malekith’s 
keen hearing could detect no sign of life, and he did not know whether his 
words had been heard. Releasing Snorri’s hand, he folded the king’s arms 
across his chest, and with a delicate touch from his long fingers, Malekith 
closed Snorri’s eyes. 


Standing, Malekith spared one last glance at the dead king and then walked 
from the chamber. Outside, Snorri’s son Throndik stood along with several 
dozen other dwarfs. 


“The High King has passed on,’ Malekith said, his gaze passing over the 
heads of the assembled dwarfs and across to the throne room. He looked 
down at Throndik. ‘You are now High King.’ 


Without further word, the elf prince picked his way gracefully through the 
crowd and out across the nearly empty throne chamber. He stopped halfway 
towards the throne and gazed up at the high dais. He remembered perfectly 
the first time he had been here. At the time Malekith’s attention had been 
focused on Aernuis; the High King had barely registered in his thoughts. 
Now all he could think about was the dwarf now lying still in that small 
bedchamber. 


The throne was empty. Everything was empty. The wars against the orcs 
and the beasts had been won. The forests had been tamed by the elves and 
the mountains conquered by the dwarfs. Bel Shanaar had robbed him of 
rulership of the colonies. It was as if Snorri had unknowingly taken the last 
days of glory to his grave. His friend was dead and there was nothing else 
to fight for. 


Nothing except the Phoenix Throne. 


Over the following decade, Malekith became ever more distant from his 
court in Athel Toralien. As he had done so in Nagarythe, he appointed a 
wise and well-regarded council of fellow princes and other dignitaries to 
rule in his stead, and passed on the mantle of ambassador to Carnellios, a 
prince of Cothique who had been part of the original talks and whom the 
dwarfs had come to trust. Once content that all was in order, the prince 
declared that he would go into the north again, for many years, perhaps 
never to return, and he asked for volunteers to accompany him. 


After issuing his proclamation, Malekith set out on a tour of the castles and 
citadels that protected the lands of Athel Toralien, to extend his offer to all 
of their garrisons. He picked the finest captains, knights and archers from 
amongst their number and returned to the city with seventy warriors. 


Riding upon the west—east road to Athel Toralien, the prince and his 
company came upon a great encampment outside the city’s walls, stretching 
for almost half a mile. Great marquees and pavilions housed rich nobles, 
while more moderate tents were numbered in the many hundreds. 


Yeasir was at the east gate to greet his master. 


“Thank the gods you have returned,’ said the captain, grabbing the bridle of 
Malekith’s steed to allow the prince to dismount. 


‘Some emergency?’ said Malekith, handing the reins to one of his 
companions. ‘An orcish horde perhaps? Beasts from the north?’ 


‘No, no,’ said Yeasir. “There is no threat.’ 


‘Then why do I have an army of vagabonds and princes at my gate?’ 
demanded Malekith, turning to stare at the tent-city stretching along the 
road. 


“They all wish to accompany you on your voyage,’ Yeasir said breathlessly. 
‘All of them?’ said Malekith, eyebrows raised. 


‘Six thousand seven hundred and twenty-eight,’ said Yeasir. ‘Well, 
according to the roll of volunteers that Alandrian was forced to begin. They 
filled the city at first and there was no room in the docks or markets. We 
had to send them outside, and provided many with shelters.’ 


‘I cannot take more than five hundred,’ said Malekith. ‘Send away any that 
have wives or children, and any that have never drawn blood in battle. That 
should thin out the numbers a little.’ 


“Yes, highness,’ said Yeasir. ‘Many are not Naggarothi, do you wish them to 
accompany you?’ 


‘Only if they swear loyalty to Nagarythe,’ said the prince with a frown. 
‘And I don’t want anyone under three hundred years old. I need experience; 
seasoned veterans.’ 


“There are eighteen princes of various realms,’ Yeasir said. ‘What shall I do 
with them?’ 


‘They seek to glorify themselves in the glow of my deeds,’ snapped 
Malekith. ‘Any that are not of Nagarythe, and I mean Nagarythe, not this 
city, send them home. I will talk to any you feel are worthy of my 
attention.’ 


‘As you wish, highness,’ said Yeasir, bowing as he left. 
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Malekith stared out along the road as news of his return began to spread 
through the camp. Horns sounded, and more and more elves came out of 
their tents and began to converge on the city. Hundreds of them soon 
packed the road, crying out to the prince for his attention. Malekith turned 
his back on them and walked into the city. He turned his head to one of the 
guards. 


‘Shut the gate until they go away,’ the prince snapped. 


Five hundred elves Malekith chose to be his companions; enough to man a 
ship and fight, but few enough to feed and supply out in the wilds. Almost 
half were nearly as old as Malekith and some had journeyed with him from 
Ulthuan. All were without family, for Malekith knew that he ventured into 
the truly unknown, and whatever perils lay ahead he was determined that 
his wanderlust would not leave a legacy of widows and orphans. 


Alandrian organised the provisioning of the expedition and the repatriation 
of those who had been turned away. Amongst his many duties he managed 
to catch up with Malekith one evening. 


‘Is all ready?’ asked the prince, sitting on a low chair upon the balcony of 
his city house. He gestured for Alandrian to help himself to the contents of 
a crystal decanter perched on a small table. Alandrian poured himself a 
goblet of golden wine and sat down. 


‘If I could make a suggestion, your highness,’ Alandrian said delicately. 
‘Perhaps five hundred and one companions would be better for you.’ 


‘Five hundred and one?’ said Malekith, and then he gave a laugh and a nod 
of understanding. ‘You wish to offer your service?’ 


‘I do, highness,’ said the lieutenant. ‘Yeasir accompanies you, and so would 
Ie 


‘It cannot be done,’ said Malekith. ‘Yeasir has no family. You have a 
beautiful wife who has borne you two equally beautiful daughters. I could 
no more rob them of their father than I could cut off a limb.’ 


“You are destined for great glory,’ said Alandrian. ‘I have served well and 
attended my duties with vigour and loyalty. I ask only that I be allowed to 
continue my service.’ 
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“Your time of service is no more,’ said Malekith. He held up a hand to stop 
Alandrian’s protest. ‘I have had papers drawn up, declaring you a prince of 
Nagarythe and the ruler of Athel Toralien.’ 


‘A prince?’ stammered Alandrian. 


‘That is right,’ said Malekith, laughing at his friend’s stunned expression. ‘I 
was going to wait a while before making an announcement but you have 
forced my hand. You will be my regent in Elthin Arvan. Yeasir is a soldier 
first and last, and I will name him commander of Nagarythe, the title I once 
held when my father was alive. You are a leader, with a patience to match 
your wisdom and your gift with words. You can best serve me not with 
spear point but with quill point. Rule Athel Toralien in the finest traditions 
of Nagarythe. Be ever ready to come to the aid of your homeland. Most of 
all you must enjoy yourself and take what reward you can from the life the 
gods have given you!’ 


Malekith raised his goblet in toast to his companion, who half-heartedly 
lifted his own, still shocked by the prince’s declaration. 
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Nine 
A Delayed Departure 


In the months of preparation before his departure, Malekith received an 
unexpected visitor. He was sitting in the uppermost chamber of his tower 
overlooking the harbour of Athel Toralien, reviewing an agreement on the 
succession of power to his followers. Though he had a palatial mansion, 
several in fact, within the city and out in the forest, he chose to conduct his 
business here, in a tower built over the part of the old wall where he had 
first defended the city against the orcs. 


Malekith was just re-reading a particularly complex passage for the third 
time when he was disturbed from his study by noise from the street far 
below the open window. There was also much commotion from within the 
tower, as doors slammed and he heard a great many feet pounding upon the 
stairs. He tried to ignore the excited shouts and concentrate on the legalistic 
wording of the document he held, but the ruckus persisted and in frustration 
he threw the parchment onto his desk and stood up. At that moment there 
was a hurried knocking at the door. 


‘What?’ he demanded. 


The door was flung open by Yeasir, who stepped into the room with a hasty 
bow. 


‘I am trying to concentrate,’ the prince growled. 


‘Forgive the disturbance, your highness,’ said Yeasir breathlessly, bowing 
again with more decorum. ‘Please look out of your window.’ 


‘My window?’ said Malekith. 


The prince turned and strode to the open casement and stepped out onto the 
small balcony beyond. He stared down at the street below and saw crowds 
of elves hastening through the streets towards the docks, some of them 
running in their excitement. Raising his head, Malekith looked out over the 
roofs of the warehouses to the harbour beyond. 


It was a sunny spring day and the calm waters of the bay glittered in the 
afternoon light. Dozens of ships bobbed at anchor in the middle of the port, 
but all seemed calm and Malekith could see nothing amiss. Then he turned 
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his gaze further to the south and saw a line of black sails approaching past 
the harbour wall. 


Shielding his eyes against the glare, Malekith looked at the approaching 
ships. There were ten of them, nine unremarkable but for the fact that they 
flew silver and black pennants of Nagarythe at their mastheads. The tenth 
was what caught Malekith’s attention, and the cause of so much interest 
from the city folk below. 


It glided across the waves without effort, four huge lateen sails filled with 
the breeze, surf crashing around the gold-plated ram at its prow. It was 
larger than any ship Malekith had ever before seen, in size as large as a 
castle keep, spread over three hulls—one central structure flanked by two 
outrigger hulls that were each the size of a warship. Upon its deck stood 
high towers of dark-stained wood banded and trimmed with shining gold. It 
was the finest vessel ever to have crossed the seas, and Malekith was 
dumbstruck by its majesty and elegant lines. 


Like a lion amongst scavenging dogs, the ship surged through the surf at the 
heart of its fleet, before trimly tacking across the wind and gracefully 
gliding towards the longest pier. The sound of clarions rang out from across 
the waves from the other nine ships, heralding the arrival of their leader. 


Malekith fought the urge to leap straight from the balcony and run to the 
docks, and instead turned and instructed Yeasir to fetch his cloak and 
sword. He stood there tapping his fingers impatiently on the curved parapet 
of the balcony, watching as the immense ship slid closer and closer. He 
could now see the crew upon the deck, dressed in smart smocks of red and 
white, straining at stays to keep the sails full. At some unheard command, 
they jumped into action to furl the mainsail, slowing the ship’s passage as it 
neared the wharf. 


Yeasir entered again and fixed Malekith’s scabbard to his belt and hung his 
purple cloak from his shoulders. Perhaps more hurriedly than he realised, 
Malekith strode from the room and descended the long winding stair at the 
centre of the tower. Guards at the doors flung them open at his approach, 
and Malekith swept past them without a glance, intent on the street outside. 


It was thronged with people, and though many parted as they saw him 
approach, some were so intent upon reaching the docks that they did not 
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note his appearance. Yeasir trotted ahead of his lord to clear them out of the 
way, and as they realised their error they fell to their knees in apology, and 
begged Malekith’s forgiveness as he strode past. In this way, Yeasir swiftly 
cleared a path to the docks, but upon arriving at the wharfs found the route 
utterly blocked by the press of elves who had gathered here from all over 
the surrounding buildings. 


A few realised the unmannerly obstruction they were causing, but could 
only shrug and bow in apology, as they attempted to get out of the way but 
could not due to the crowds behind them. Such was the hubbub that 
Yeasir’s shouted commands were barely heard, and in the end Malekith 
resorted to drastic measures. 


Drawing Avanuir from its sheath, he held the fabled sword aloft, its tip 
pointed towards the cloudless sky. With a word, the prince sent a pulse of 
magic along the blade. The sorcery erupted into a bolt of flame that shot 
high up into the air with a piercing screech, attracting the attention of all. 


Thus warned of their ruler’s approach, the elves began to make way as best 
they could for the prince, some of them awkwardly leaping onto boats that 
stood at the water’s edge, others pushing into buildings or climbing onto 
awnings and balconies. As the waves parted before the prow of the 
approaching ship, so the elves parted in the path of their prince. With a 
satisfied nod, Malekith sheathed his sword and strode forwards along the 
widening line between him and the docking vessel. 


Malekith walked to the end of the curving pier of white planks and stood 
with his hands on hips as the immense ship slowly slid around and came 
alongside. Elves with thick hawsers in hand leapt lithely over the side to the 
quay to secure the vessel. Amidships, a length of the gunwale soundlessly 
swung upwards and a wide set of steps slid out of the gap to touch down 
upon the pier. Malekith walked along the quay to stand at the foot of the 
docking stairs. 


Looking up onto the ship, the sun was behind the vessel, throwing the sails 
and rigging into stark silhouette. A figure appeared at the top of the ramp, 
tall and elegant, draped with silky ribbons that danced in the sea breeze. As 
she strolled cat-like down the ramp, Malekith could see his visitor more 
clearly, as young and beautiful as he had ever remembered her: Morathi. 
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The widow of Aenarion walked languidly down from the ship and stopped 
before Malekith, holding out a hand for him to help her down the last step. 
He kissed the back of her hand and led her onto the quay, sweeping his 
cloak out of the way as he did so. Morathi turned her face towards him as 
they walked along the pier back to the dockside, and she smiled. 


‘My wonderful son,’ she purred. 
‘Precious mother,’ replied Malekith with a formal nod of the head. 


As the crowd upon the harbour side could see more clearly, there was 
shocked whispering, which spread from the end of the pier and out through 
the assembled elves. A respectful silence then descended and the only 
sound that could be heard was the cry of gulls in the air and the lapping of 
the waves against the piles of the quays. Now the elves surreptitiously 
crowded forwards again, those further back leaning forwards and straining 
to get a look at the queen-regent of Nagarythe. Many had been born in 
Athel Toralien and had never seen the seeress. 


Mother and son walked serenely towards the tower where the prince had 
been working, Morathi’s hand upon Malekith’s. Neither looked at the other, 
but both gazed out to the crowd with beatific smiles. Malekith’s expression 
was a mask hiding his true feelings, for inside he was in turmoil but he 
could not show weakness. 


Morathi’s arrival was most unexpected, and he feared what news she 
brought. He could think of no reason that was pleasant why she would have 
abandoned the comforts of Anlec for the colonies. Had she finally driven 
Bel Shanaar too far and been forced into exile with her son? Was Nagarythe 
threatened? The ship too was an enigma. It was clearly of Naggarothi 
design, but no shipyard outside of Lothern was capable of building such a 
behemoth. How had she come by such a prize, and what was her intent? 


Craving the answers to these questions, Malekith forced himself to pace 
slowly through the streets, accepting the bows and waves of the adoring 
crowds that were even now still growing in number. 


The prince detected a certain smugness in his mother’s manner: a pride that 
he felt was not wholly down to a mother meeting her son. Certainly she had 
caused quite a stir with her arrival, and Malekith suspected that this was in 
great part the source of her pleasure. Ever since Malekith had been old 


enough to notice his mother, he had seen how attention focused upon her, 
and how only Aenarion’s light had shone brighter than hers. As a rock 
absorbs the heat of a summer midday sun, so Morathi bathed in the quiet 
adulation of the elven masses of Athel Toralien. 


It was some time before they reached the tower overlooking the bay. 
Glancing over his shoulder as they passed though the doors, Malekith saw 
that Alandrian had joined Yeasir. He waved Morathi to proceed him up the 
stairs and turned to his lieutenants. 


‘Leave us for the moment,’ Malekith instructed them. ‘Do not go too far, I 
will be calling for you shortly. Yeasir, please send someone to the docks to 
ensure that my mother’s luggage and servants are taken to the Palace of 
Stars. We will join her entourage there this evening.’ 


As the pair bowed and turned to leave, Malekith thought of something else. 


‘Best send word to my servants at the palace too, and the farmers,’ Malekith 
said, drawing confused looks from Alandrian and Yeasir. ‘My mother will 
have brought many hangers-on, advisors and other menials. There will be a 
lot of mouths to feed.’ 


Nodding in realisation, the pair left Malekith, who closed the doors to the 
tower behind them, shutting out the gaping crowds. 


Turning, he leapt up the stairs three at a time, chasing after his mother. 
Despite his haste, Morathi was already standing beside the balcony window 
by the time Malekith reached the top of the tower. She turned and smiled as 
he strode into the room, and held out an arm for him to hold. Sighing, the 
prince allowed his mother to lay her hand upon his, and led her out onto the 
balcony. This time, the seeress-queen and prince of Nagarythe were greeted 
with rapturous cheers and applause. The streets were packed with elves in 
every direction, and windows and balconies were full as the people of Athel 
Toralien sought the best vantage point to see their mysterious, glamorous 
visitor. 


“What are you doing here?’ Malekith whispered as he waved to the adoring 
crowds. 


‘I have come to visit you, my wonderful son,’ replied Morathi, not turning 
her smile from the masses below. ‘A mother worries, you know that. Word 
came to me that you were heading off into the wilds for some ridiculous 


adventures, so I thought it best that I finally visit your new home before you 
left.’ 


“You will not dissuade me,’ Malekith warned her. ‘I am ready to leave 
within days.’ 


‘Dissuade you?’ said Morathi with a faint laugh. ‘Why would I not want 
you to go? Was it not me that stood upon the quayside when you left 
Nagarythe, and told you to earn glory and renown for yourself and your 
people? Have you not done so, and have I not looked upon all that you have 
achieved with great love and pride?’ 


‘Forgive my misunderstanding,’ said Malekith. ‘If you are here to lend your 
support, then I am very grateful.’ 


Morathi did not reply straightaway, but instead indicated discreetly that they 
should retire inside. With a final wave and a grin, Malekith stepped off the 
balcony and his mother followed. Closing the window, Malekith rounded 
on his mother. 


‘So why is it that you are here?’ he asked, not with accusation but with 
genuine curiosity. 


‘It is not my support that you need, at least not in any physical way,’ 
Morathi replied. 


Seeing his mother wave a hand towards the bottle upon the desk, Malekith 
took a clean glass from one of the many cabinets in the room and poured 
wine for Morathi. She took it with a nod, had a sip and then continued. 


“You have been away from Ulthuan for too long. I was of a mind to 
persuade you to return rather than gallivanting across the wastes, but then I 
realised that such a course of action would be a fool’s errand and only earn 
me your enmity, perhaps even your disdain.’ 


“You are right, I will not return to Ulthuan,’ said Malekith. “Why do you 
think it is so important that I do so now?’ 


‘Not now, but soon,’ Morathi said. ‘I sense that Bel Shanaar’s rule is fading. 
His usurpation of your relationship with the dwarfs was an attempt to 
bolster his flagging fortunes. Now that the colonies are well established, all 
of the kingdoms enjoy the comfort and wealth that the realms overseas 
bring to us, Tiranoc no less so, nor more so than any others. Nagarythe’s 
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most adventurous spirits have departed the shores of the isle, for new 
generations look to the likes of you to emulate, not to the staid, overly 
sincere Bel Shanaar. In comfort there is frailty, for a sword must be forged 
in the burning fires before it can rest in its scabbard. There is no more fire 
in Ulthuan. Even as her empire continues to grow, Ulthuan herself is 
diminishing.’ 

‘If Ulthuan has become lessened, then it is the fault of the princes who rule 
there,’ said Malekith, pouring himself some wine. 


‘That is my point,’ snapped Morathi. ‘There is none capable of succeeding 
Bel Shanaar; his court is as weak as he is. Your achievements here have 
been rightly lauded, but your success has been copied and appropriated and 
demeaned by others. If only you had returned to us before Bel Shanaar 
accorded himself and his rule with the dwarfs and stole your victory. It is 
time to create a new legend for yourself, and return in triumph to reclaim 
what is rightfully yours.’ 


‘What would you say if I told you that I wish never to return to Ulthuan?’ 
said Malekith. ‘What if I have decided that my life is out here, away from 
the coddling embrace of Ulthuan?’ 


‘Then I would curse you for a fool and cast you out of my life,’ said 
Morathi. ‘But that is not really how you think. You do not like Ulthuan, and 
I cannot blame you. She is like a maiden that you love, gripped tightly 
within the arms of a less-deserving amour. But, just as you turn away from 
that sight, within your heart still lingers that love for the maiden, no matter 
what she does.’ 


“You are right, of course,’ admitted Malekith. ‘She is like to me as a lover 
who has spurned my attentions many times, and yet her gaze lingers upon 
me always, tempting me with the notion that one day she will accept my 
advances. However, if what you say is true, then perhaps it is too late for 
me; the beauty of youth has faded and Ulthuan perhaps is on the decline 
into infirmity and then a swift passing away. Perhaps it is better this way, 
that we break our ties to that small isle, and reach out to the wider world.’ 


Morathi strode across the room, her face a mask of fury, and slapped 
Malekith across the cheek. In instinct he raised his hand to reply in kind, 
but Morathi was as quick as a serpent and snatched his wrist in her fingers, 


her long and sharpened nails digging so deep into the flesh that blood 
trickled across her hand. 


‘How dare you!’ the seeress hissed. ‘Your father gave his life for Ulthuan, 
and it took his death to save her! I thought I had raised you better than this. 
I thought that you had not become one of those prancing, preening fools 
that pass as princes in Bel Shanaar’s court. How dare you condemn Ulthuan 
to death by indifference! Your father laid down his life to protect our isle, 
who are you to do different?’ 


Malekith snatched away his wrist with a snarl and made to tum, but 
Morathi was relentless and grabbed his arm and spun him around to face 
her. 


“You dare to turn your back on me, just as you turn your back on your 
homeland!’ she snarled. ‘Perhaps the First Council was right not to choose 
you; not because of a darkness upon you, but because you are weak and 
undeserving.’ 


“What more could I do?’ demanded Malekith. ‘I have conquered new lands 
in the name of Nagarythe, and brokered the greatest alliance our people will 
ever see. What more can I give to Ulthuan?’ 


“Yourself,” said Morathi. ‘When Aenarion died, he left Ulthuan a legacy, 
and you are part of it. To rule is also to serve, Aenarion understood that. He 
served Khaine, for there was no other master worthy of his fealty. You must 
be prepared to serve a high purpose, a great power.’ 


Morathi paused and took a deep breath, calming herself. When she 
continued her voice was low but insistent. 


‘Serve Ulthuan and you will be Phoenix King. Protect her from enemies 
outside and within and she will embrace you in return. Go into the north 
and learn of the race of men. Head into the chilling wastes and confront the 
Dark Gods that hunger over our world. Then return to Ulthuan and take up 
your place as ruler, to shield us against their unnatural thirst. I fear that only 
you can protect us against the dangers I have foreseen. I see fire and 
bloodshed sweeping Ulthuan again. The colonies will burn and all that we 
hold dear will be cast upon the rocks and be for naught.’ 


“What have you seen, when will this happen?’ asked Malekith. 


“You know that there is no future that is certain,’ replied Morathi. ‘I have 
simply cast my gaze ahead along the path of my life, and I see death. War 
will come again and the Naggarothi will be called upon as they were by 
your father. I warned the First Council that it would be so, but they did not 
listen. You must learn what you can of Chaos, and of humans, for our future 
is entwined with both. When you are master of your fate, then return to us 
and take what has been kept from you for so long. Let Anlec be a beacon of 
hope again.’ 


Malekith saw desire and fear in equal measure in the face of his mother, and 
his love for her stirred him. He laid an arm about her shoulders and pulled 
her close to him. She quivered, though whether from anxiety or excitement 
he could not tell. 


‘It shall be as you say,’ said Malekith. ‘I shall go into the north and seek 
whatever destiny awaits me there. I will return to Ulthuan, and I will guard 
her against whatever comes to pass.’ 


‘And I have a steed worthy of such a journey,’ said Morathi, pulling away 
from her son and leading him by the hand back to the window. She pointed 
out towards the bay, to the huge ship that now lay in a berth along the 
quayside. 


‘She is Indraugnir, named after the dragon whom your father befriended 
and from whose back he fought against the daemons. The two of them died 
together upon the Blighted Isle, after Aenarion returned the Godslayer to its 
black altar. It is not yet time for you to ride upon the dragon, but this 
dragonship shall suffice in the meantime. That fabled name will not go 
unnoticed by the folk of Ulthuan.’ 


‘She is a magnificent vessel,’ said Malekith. ‘Yet for all of her glory, she is 
beyond the means of the Naggarothi to build. I do not understand how she 
came to be made.’ 


‘We spoke of Ulthuan as a coquettish maiden, and she is,’ said Morathi. 
“There are many princes who admire her, and who are willing to aid her 
when she asks in return for the promise of favour. Prince Aeltherin of 
Lothern is one such admirer, and it is he who built the first of the 
dragonships and gifted her to you. Others will be built in the shipyards of 
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Lothern over the coming years, but Indraugnir is the first and ever will be 
the greatest in the eyes and dreams of our people.’ 


‘So, you have allies outside of Nagarythe,’ said Malekith. 


‘Many,’ replied Morathi. ‘Some of the princes of the First Council are dead, 
by war or age, and their sons now wonder whether their fathers chose 
rightly. Not all were happy at the time, and a thousand years is a long while 
to be reigned over by a lesser ruler than Aenarion. There is support for us in 
every kingdom and across the colonies. The frustration of the common folk 
builds, for while they live in comfort, their inner spirits are unsatisfied. I do 
what I can to lift them, to provide their lives with purpose and meaning, but 
they now live in a world far removed from the times of hunger, fear and 
deprivation that we knew many centuries ago. They live in idyllic palaces 
surrounded by a garden paradise, yet many see it for the gilded cage that 
Ulthuan has become. We pray to the gods for direction, and they answer me 
through their visions and dreams.’ 


‘I hear much that concerns the gods and your prayers,’ said Malekith. ‘You 
tempt fate by courting the twilight pantheon. The likes of Morai-heg and 
Nethu are not to be toyed with. My father paid a heavy price for the favours 
of Khaine; do not underestimate the forces you play with.’ 


“There is no need to be afraid,’ said Morathi. ‘Only true priests and 
priestesses perform the actual dark rituals. For the most part these 
ceremonies are little more than gatherings for feasting and gossiping. Only 
Bel Shanaar and his deceptively pious coterie feign outrage at some of the 
rituals, but they know as well as you and I do that Atharti, Hekarti and 
others cannot be ignored. It is only because we still value the old traditions 
and the ancient customs in Nagarythe that we are able to perform these 
rituals at all. Someone must be guardian of the forgotten paths, and if that 
means that the other kingdoms must turn to us on occasion, then that is all 
the better.’ 


‘If you move against Bel Shanaar, it will be treason,’ said Malekith. ‘I know 
that you seek to undermine his power and influence. Be careful that you do 
not destroy Nagarythe in the process. No prince of Ulthuan will betray the 
Phoenix King, and if you move too fast, you will leave Nagarythe friendless 
and weak.’ 
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‘I will make no moves at all,’ said Morathi, sitting down in the chair behind 
Malekith’s desk. She swept her long black hair over her shoulder and 
looked at her son. ‘The position of Phoenix King should always command 
great respect and authority. I would not erode the power of the Phoenix 
King and leave you a tarnished crown worth less than a copper cap. It is Bel 
Shanaar that will be found weak, not his rank, and in time the princes will 
entreat us to help them. Upon the wave of their desire and need will you be 
swept to the Phoenix Throne and the power of Anlec rightfully restored. I 
am merely the means for you to achieve this. I cannot become Phoenix 
King. Only you, the son of Aenarion, can claim what is yours; it cannot 
now be given, it must be taken.’ 


Malekith pondered these words in silence, refilling his glass. He walked to 
the window and gazed at Indraugnir. It was well named, for just as the 
dragon of his father was a foundation of the stories told about him, so too 
would this ship become a pillar upon which to build the story of Malekith. 
His mother was deft at manipulating popular opinion, and recapturing the 
imagination of Ulthuan with this new ship, stirring up the oldest tales of 
courage and heroism from the time of the first Phoenix King, would set the 
stage for whatever adventures next befell Malekith. 


Yet there are only so many times and so often one can return to the well 
before it eventually runs dry, and Malekith knew that Morathi’s sway over 
the other princes waned the more she used it. If Bel Shanaar was replaced 
by another elected Phoenix King, not of Aenarion’s line, the precedent set 
by Bel Shanaar would be sealed in tradition; it would end all hope for 
Malekith to see Anlec as capital once more. 


‘And what of the Everqueen?’ asked Malekith after much thought. ‘Should 
I succeed Bel Shanaar, I cannot marry my half-sister.’ 


‘It is of no consequence,’ said Morathi. ‘I have persuaded many of your 
fellow princes that Bel Shanaar’s marriage to Yvraine is merely a 
technicality required because the Phoenix King must be of the line of 
Aenarion. You are his son and have no need to marry into the bloodline. If 
we oppose it, there will be little support for such a sham marriage to be 
repeated. Though there was once a dream that we might return to the peace 
of the Everqueen’s reign shortly after the war with the daemons, there are 
few of us surviving now that can even remember the time before Aenarion. 
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The Everqueen is a figurehead and nothing more, the real political power of 
Ulthuan lies not in Avelorn but in Tor Anroc. She is irrelevant, a priestess 
raised above her station.’ 


‘What of Morelion?’ said Malekith. 


‘Aenarion’s first son lives in solitude in the islands to the east,’ Morathi 
said. ‘He has no will to succeed Aenarion, and even if he did he has not the 
resource nor influence to make a serious bid for the Phoenix Throne. Trust 
me, and trust in Nagarythe. When you wish to resume your father’s duties, 
there will be those of us ready to raise you up to where you belong.’ 


‘Then I shall await the will of the gods,’ said Malekith. ‘When the sign 
comes, I will know it. I shall bring Ulthuan back to greatness and the 
memory of my reign will echo down through the centuries as loudly as my 
father’s.’ 


‘Good,’ said Morathi with an amused smile. ‘Now, which of your palaces 
do you recommend to your weary mother?’ 


As Malekith had expected, Morathi was accompanied by a great many 
retainers: guards, cooks, entertainers, gardeners, food tasters, painters, 
poets, chroniclers, actors, costumiers, handmaidens, dressmakers, acolytes, 
soothsayers, priests and priestesses. There were nearly seven hundred in all. 
All came directly from Nagarythe, and were unlike anything the colonists 
of Athel Toralien had seen before. 


For several decades there had been fewer and fewer émigrés from Ulthuan, 
and so the most recent styles and fashions remained unseen. Morathi 
deplored the sheep-like mentality of those elves that followed court styles 
so slavishly, but was never one to miss an opportunity and so she exploited 
the somewhat fickle nature of elven taste whenever it suited her. 


The seer-queen had carefully cultivated a reputation as a trend-setter and 
paragon of exquisite aesthetic. She was always at the forefront when it 
came to patronising an up-and-coming singer or poet, or endorsing some 
risqué but popular movement. In this way, Morathi managed to appear to 
move with the times, while Bel Shanaar and his supporters seemed outdated 
and staid. It helped that through her sorcery, Morathi never appeared to age 
a single day, even less so than any long-lived elf, while almost 
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imperceptibly the years crept up on the Phoenix King. To young and old 
alike, Morathi was ever the perfect blend: a guardian of tradition whilst also 
being a forward-thinking visionary. 


Her huge entourage reflected the wide variety of concerns and movements 
with which Morathi involved herself. From satirical poets who moped about 
the wine houses hidden behind white veils, to outlandishly tattooed jugglers 
and fire-eaters who entertained in the plazas, the hundreds of Morathi’s 
followers made their presence felt all across Athel Toralien. Most 
prominently it was the arrival of the priests and priestesses that changed the 
city. 


Malekith had resisted such developments in Athel Toralien, having been 
raised by his father to be distrustful of the priesthoods who had denied 
Aenarion the guidance he had sought. Although Malekith never openly 
opposed any temple or shrine, he ensured that a priest establishing any such 
building within the boundaries of his lands soon fell out of favour. 
Followers were hard to come by under such circumstances and most priests 
left within a season of their arrival. With the coming of Morathi’s entourage 
it was as if a flood gate had been opened as priests and priestesses of all 
descriptions began plying their trade in the city. 


In the earliest days of the Everqueen, the elves had worshipped and placated 
their gods at certain places on Ulthuan sacred to each of them. Elves would 
travel to these holy grottos, auspicious streams and sinister caves and peaks 
to entreat with the gods or to offer their praise. 


With the elves now spread across the world, Morathi had slowly 
revolutionised the role of the priesthood. Once they had tended to the 
shrines that had grown over the sacred sites down through the years. 
Through Morathi’s manipulation, now they were vessels of the gods’ 
power. All were ordained in the time-honoured fashions of the past, but 
now rather than elves making pilgrimages to the holy places, the priests 
took the blessings of their gods out across the globe, so that all might still 
worship Asuryan and Kumous, Isha and Lileath. Priests could now find 
spots sacred to their gods in the wider world, and even in the cities of 
Ulthuan shrines and temples were founded. 


Long denied a spiritual release, the citizens of Athel Toralien embraced 
these newcomers and flooded to their rituals. When the prince complained 
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to Morathi one morning, she laughed away his concerns. 


“Your distaste for religion is quite unnatural, Malekith,’ the seeress-queen 
said. The pair walked upon the outermost wall of the city, gazing out across 
the wind-tossed ocean. ‘If you are to rid yourself of your loathing, you will 
have to overcome your unspoken fears.’ 


‘I am not afraid of priests,’ Malekith snorted. 


“Yet you never enter a shrine, nor give a moment’s praise to the gods,’ said 
Morathi, stopping and leaning her back against the parapet so that the low 
sun blazed down onto her fair skin. ‘Perhaps it is the gods that scare you?’ 


“The gods have never favoured Nagarythe, I see no reason to debase myself 
in their name,’ the prince countered. 


“Yet the gods have their part to play in your life,’ Morathi warned. ‘It was 
Asuryan’s blessing that made your father the Phoenix King. It was the blade 
of Khaine that he wielded to free our isle. His first wife was the chosen of 
Isha. Your blood calls to the gods, and in turn they call to your blood.’ 


“There are other, stranger and stronger gods now,’ said Malekith, his gaze 
unconsciously straying to the north, to the unseen Realm of Chaos. ‘I fear 
that even Asuryan is now humbled.’ 


“Then if not for your spirit, embrace the gods for your power,’ Morathi said. 
‘By participating and sponsoring religion, as I have done, you will come to 
control that from which you are currently distanced. It matters not whether 
you believe the gods are listening. The important point to remember is that 
your people do. If they believe you have the favour of the gods, their 
dedication and loyalty is that much stronger.’ 


‘T will not rule with falsehood,’ Malekith said. ‘One day we will be free of 
the gods and the better for it.’ 


Morathi said nothing in reply, but her face expressed her doubt without 
words. 


As the time to leave Athel Toralien approached ever closer, Malekith fretted 
more and more, wishing to be gone. Morathi’s arrival had disrupted all 
routine and semblance of order in the city, as Malekith knew it had been 
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intended to. Knowing how fickle elves could be at times, Morathi had 
ensured that the spectacle of her arrival, her gift of Indraugnir and 
Malekith’s departure would all blend together into a story that would stick 
in the memory and be debated in the city for many years to come. 


Of her vast entourage, only a few handmaidens and gifted seers were 
returning to Ulthuan with the queen. The rest were, as she put it, her gift to 
Athel Toralien and the other cities of the east. She had ensured that though 
Malekith was leaving the colonies that he had almost single-handedly 
created, his name would live on there in his absence. 


When it came to the time for the expedition of Malekith to leave, the 
Naggarothi prince stood upon the deck of Indraugnir as she swayed at 
anchor in the harbour of Athel Toralien. Alandrian stood with him, as did 
Yeasir. Morathi was in one of the spacious cabins preparing for the voyage. 
The three of them looked out over the city, which was more than ten times 
the size it had been when they had first sailed into the anchorage more than 
thirteen hundred years before. All knew how much things had changed in 
that time, and they shared the memory of it without having to say a word. 


“Where will you go?’ asked Alandrian. 


‘Out to the snow and the ice,’ Malekith said, pointing to the north and west. 
‘I go to meet my fate, whether glorious or ignoble.’ 


‘Tt will be glorious, of that I am sure,’ said Alandrian with good humour. 
“You have been marked by the gods for great things, my prince. It is in your 
blood to bestride history like a colossus while we mere mortals must labour 
in your immense shadow!’ 


“Well, my shadow and I will be moving along shortly,’ said Malekith with a 
smile. ‘Feel free to enjoy what warmth and light you can in my absence. If 
what you say is true, then when I will return I shall eclipse the sun and the 
moons from several miles away!’ 


The tide was fair and the prince bid Alandrian farewell. The two parted 
with Alandrian promising he would keep the city safe, and renewing his 
loyalty to Nagarythe. Morathi came up on deck just as they were about to 
depart, to wave to the adulalatory crowds who again lined the dockside to 
see her. With the wind filling her sails, Indraugnir got under way, and by 
noon the city was out of sight below the horizon. 


Ten 
The Call of Khaine 


West they sailed, as Malekith had said they would. Across the Great Ocean 
Indraugnir carried them, towards an uncharted world. Yet for all their grand 
destiny, there was a more mundane duty to perform first. Morathi was 
returning to Nagarythe, and would need to be taken to Galthyr before 
Malekith’s host could continue westwards. Thirty days after setting out 
from Athel Toralien, aided by a strong wind and Indraugnir’s swift lines, 
they sighted the northern isles of Ulthuan. 


Standing out from the tossing sea as pinnacles of rock, the northern isles 
protected the coast of Nagarythe and Chrace from the heavy swells and 
high waves that were stirred up by the north wind. In their midst rose one 
island larger by far than all the others, and most westerly of the archipelago: 
the Blighted Isle. It was here that the Shrine of Khaine was located, a black 
table of rock from which protruded the Widowmaker, the weapon of 
Khaine. Morathi knew it well, and she stood at the port rail looking south as 
the Blighted Isle came into view through the fog and crashing surf. 
Malekith joined her. 


“You think of my father,’ said the prince. 


‘I do,’ replied Morathi. ‘It was more than a thousand years ago that he flew 
here upon the real Indraugnir and breathed his last. He is but a memory 
now, a myth to be told to children who will gasp in awe at his feats, yet not 
wholly believe them. Even I only truly knew the legendary Phoenix King, 
for we did not meet until after he had drawn the sword. Even I knew of him 
only by reputation before that, and of the time before his blessing by 
Asuryan there is nothing left but mystery. He is gone from us now, he who 
was the greatest. There is nothing left of him but you.’ 


Malekith stood there a while, the spray from the sea wetting his face as he 
looked at the bleak, dark rocks. 


“There is something else that remains,’ he said finally. 
“What is that?’ asked his mother. ‘Something that remains of what?’ 


‘Of my father,’ said Malekith. ‘No one has been to the Blighted Isle since 
Aenarion returned the sword. He and Indraugnir lie there to this day. We 
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should return their bodies to Anlec where they can lie in state, and all the 
princes from all over the world will come to pay their respects to the first of 
the Phoenix Kings. Even Bel Shanaar will have to kneel before his remains 
and pay homage. All the princes will see that, and when my father is 
interred in a mausoleum that will rival the pyramid of Asuryan, with the 
bones of the largest dragon of Caledor standing guard at its entrance, I shall 
take his armour. The princes will remember Bel Shanaar bowing before that 
armour and the people will see anew that I am Aenarion’s son; Aenarion 
reborn.’ 


‘Is this the sign for which you have been waiting?’ said Morathi. ‘Will you 
now return with me to Nagarythe?’ 


‘Not without my father!’ said Malekith. 


Calling for a boat and crew to be made ready, the prince then ordered the 
ship’s master to bring Indraugnir to a stop. Malekith then changed out of 
his fine robes and garbed himself in his golden armour, ready to be taken 
over to the Blighted Isle. Morathi stood at the ship’s side as the boat was 
lowered into the water. She smiled at her son as he leapt up to the rail and 
seized hold of a rope. With a boyish grin of excitement that Morathi had not 
seen for hundreds of years, the prince of Nagarythe slid down the rope into 
the waiting boat. 


The boat pushed away and was instantly carried from the ship’s side by the 
surging waves. The fifteen elves of the boat crew erected the mast quickly 
and turned the boat south, heading towards the south-east end of the isle, 
the part most sheltered from the prevailing wind and waves. Finding a small 
inlet, they made the boat secure but only Malekith leapt ashore while the 
crew tried their best not to touch the cursed rock. 


The Blighted Isle was devoid of all life; a bleak upthrust of crags that was 
home to neither plant nor animal. No grasses clung to life in crevasses. No 
beetles scuttled in the shade beneath toppled boulders. No crabs dwelt in the 
dark pools of water by the sea’s edge. The wind seemed to quieten as 
Malekith walked inland, picking his way through scattered rocks and 
stones. 


Having no particular course or goal, Malekith wandered for a long while, 
absently making for what he deemed to be higher ground towards the west 
of the island, so that he might spy the location of his father’s remains. 
Pulling himself up a rocky ridge, the prince looked to the west and saw that 
the afternoon had all but passed and the sun was not far from the horizon. 
Though dismissive of the superstitions of the sailors, Malekith had no 
desire to be out on the Blighted Isle in the dark, and resolved to find his 
father’s remains and return to the boat before nightfall. 


With more purpose, Malekith continued his search, his eyes scanning the 
valleys and hollows for a glimmer of metal or glint of bone. He found 
nothing, and was despairing of success as the long twilight shadows 
surrounded him. He was just beginning to think about returning to the boat 
and resuming his search the next day when he suddenly paused, caught by a 
strange instinct. 


Though he heard no voice, nor saw no sign, Malekith felt a pull to the 
south, as if he were being called. The lure was strong, like a singing in his 
blood. With a last glance towards the setting sun, Malekith followed the 
strange sensation and turned south, bounding over the rocks at speed. 


It was not long before Malekith came to a wide, flat expanse near to the 
centre of the Blighted Isle. Here jagged black rocks veined with lines of red 
thrust up into the ruddy skies like a circle of columns. The ground within 
was as flat as glass and black as midnight. At the centre there stood a block 
of red-veined rock and something only partly visible shimmered above it. 
This was clearly the Shrine of Khaine, but as Malekith looked around he 
could see no sign of his father’s resting place nor any remains of Indraugnir. 
They must have come here, for Aenarion had returned the Sword of Khaine 
to the very altar close to which Malekith now stood. 


Even as his thoughts touched upon the Godslayer, there came to Malekith’s 
ears a distant noise: a faint screaming. Now that it had attracted his 
attention, the prince looked at the altar of Khaine more closely. As he did 
so, the sounds around him intensified. The screams of agony were joined by 
howls of horror. The ring of metal on metal, of fighting, echoed around the 
shrine. Malekith heard a thunderous heart beating, and thought he saw 
knives carving wounds upon flesh and limbs torn from bodies on the edge 
of his vision. 


The red veins of the altar were not rock at all, but pulsed like arteries, blood 
flowing from the altar stone in spurting rivers of gore. He realised that the 
beating heart was his own, and it hammered in his chest like a swordsmith 
working at an anvil. 


A keening sound, like a note sung by a sword’s edge as it cuts the air, rang 
in Malekith’s ears. It was not unpleasant, and he listened to it for a while, 
drawn by its siren call to take step after step closer to the altar. Finally, the 
prince of Nagarythe stood transfixed before that bloody shrine just as his 
father Aenarion had been. 


The thing embedded in the rock shimmered before Malekith’s eyes, a blur 
of axe and sword and spear. Finally a single image emerged, of a bulbous 
mace studded with gems. Malekith was confused, for this was no weapon, 
but rather reminded him of the ornamental sceptres often carried by other 
princes. It seemed very similar to the one borne by Bel Shanaar when he 
had visited the colonies. 


It was then that the meaning came to Malekith. All of Ulthuan would be his 
weapon. Unlike his father, he needed neither sword nor spear to destroy his 
foes. He would have the armies of an entire nation in his grasp, and would 
wield them however he pleased. If he but took up Khaine’s sceptre, there 
would be none that could oppose him. Like a vision, the future unfolded 
before Malekith. 


He would return to Ulthuan and go to Tor Anroc, and there cast down the 
gates of the Phoenix King. He would offer up the body of Bel Shanaar to 
Khaine and become undisputed ruler of the elves. He would reign for 
eternity as the bloody right hand of the God of Murder. Death would stalk 
in his shadow as he brought ruination to the empire of the dwarfs, for such 
was the power of the elves that they need not share the world with any other 
creature. Beastmen were put to the sword by their thousands, and the 
carcasses of orcs and goblins spitted upon poles lined the roads of his 
empire for hundreds of miles. 


Malekith laughed as he saw the rude villages of humans being put to the 
torch, their menfolk tossed onto pyres, their women with their hearts ripped 
out, while babies had their heads dashed in upon the bloodied rocks. Like 
an unstoppable tide, the elves would conquer all that lay before them, until 
Malekith presided over an empire that covered the entire globe and the 


fumes of the sacrificial fires blotted out the sun. Malekith was carried 
forwards on a giant palanquin made from the bones of his vanquished 
enemies, a river of blood pouring out before him. 


‘No!’ cried Malekith, breaking his gaze from the sceptre and hurling 
himself face first to the rocky ground. 


He lay there for a long while, eyes screwed shut, his heart pounding, his 
breathing ragged and heavy. Slowly he calmed himself, and opened an eye. 
There seemed to be nothing amiss. There was no blood or fire. There was 
nothing but silent rock and the hiss of the wind. 


The last rays of the day bathed the shrine in orange, and Malekith pushed 
himself to his feet and staggered from the circle, not daring to look back at 
the altar. Knowing that his father would not be found, Malekith gathered his 
senses as best he could and made for the boat, never once looking back. 


Even when he was back aboard Indraugnir he ordered the captain to sail 
north with all speed until the Blighted Isle could no longer be seen. None 
questioned this command, although Morathi regarded her son with renewed 
curiosity as he strode to his cabin with unseemly haste. 


Sailing further, they came upon the trade lanes of Ulthuan’s western ports. 
Having found none of his father’s remains, Malekith refused to return to 
Ulthuan and instead transferred his mother to one of the many merchant 
ships returning to Ulthuan from the east. Despite her protestations, Morathi 
was seen off Indraugnir with very little ceremony, and the shocked master 
of the eastern trader found himself gifted with a small fortune of gold and 
gems in return for taking the seeress-queen to Galthyr. 


By the time they had completed the short journey, during which Morathi 
had complained constantly and her sorcerers had terrified more than a few 
of the crew, the ship’s captain wished he had asked for more. 


Eleven 
The Finding of the Circlet 


For Malekith, his new freedom was as intoxicating as wine. He tumed 
Indraugnir north and headed for the lands of ice that girded the Realm of 
Chaos. For several years Malekith and his crew explored the coastline of 
the frozen northlands, foraying eastwards and westwards in attempts to 
make charts for future visitors. It proved impossible, as the proximity of the 
Chaos Wastes and the ever-shifting nature of the ice itself changed the 
landscape with the passing of every season. 


Likewise, any attempt to map the scattered human settlements proved 
fruitless, for they were nomadic and followed the erratic migrations of elk 
and other animals. Unlike the men who lived just north of the colonies, 
these humans were both fierce and terrified. Their weapons and armour 
were more advanced, forged of bronze, yet there was something about the 
elves that filled them with horror and they would flee whenever Malekith 
landed with a shore party. 


There was good hunting on the outermost edges of the snowy plains: deer, 
bears and birds aplenty. The elves fished also, but were forced to head south 
in the coldest parts of the year, where they traded with other ships for grain 
and wine. Though some of his followers grumbled about the conditions, 
most were content, as was Malekith. For many this was the opportunity for 
them to wrest control from the elements, to forge something entirely new 
out of the unforgiving wilderness, just as they had done in the forests east of 
Athel Toralien. 


For all the enthusiasm of the Naggarothi, these lands were harsh and 
resources were scarce. These were not the bountiful forests of the east, but a 
bleak expanse of unrelenting snow and rock. That the crude humans could 
survive here was testament that there was some worth in these lands, but 
Malekith knew that there would be no glittering cities of marble and 
alabaster. However, he was determined that the north would yield to his 
will. 


Many years after setting out from Athel Toralien, Malekith landed upon an 
icy coast with the greater part of his followers. They carried their food and 
tents upon sleds pulled by teams of sturdy horses and were wrapped in coats 
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of fur, and wore thick gloves and boots to protect them from the freezing 
wind. A few souls were left aboard Indraugnir and told to return to this 
place every fifty days to watch for the expedition’s return. With that, 
Malekith and his warriors forged inland to see what secrets the northern 
blizzards concealed. 


In the Chaos Wastes, the Naggarothi found foes more fell than any they had 
met before. The lands teemed with monstrous creatures warped by the 
power of Chaos, and every time that the elves made camp the sentries 
would be tested by some terrifying winged beast or mindless, shambling 
thing. 


The men of this realm were also far in advance of their cousins further 
south. Whether from unknown allies or gifted dark knowledge by the Chaos 
Gods, these humans had thick armour of leather and bronze, and hardened 
weapons. They wielded swords and axes with surprising skill, and some had 
shamanic powers and assailed the Naggarothi with spells drawn from the 
dark magic that swirled in great strength throughout the north. 


Many of the humans showed signs of Chaos corruption, and had bloated 
muscles or bestial faces. No few carried ensorcelled weapons gifted to them 
by the Chaos gods. Malekith slew a chieftain with bat-like wings and scales 
instead of skin, who wielded a jagged sword that constantly screamed in 
some arcane and dreadful language. Avanuir also took the life of a tribal 
champion who had a snake’s body and was clad in armour made of iron- 
hard bone. 


Though Malekith never ventured into the Realm of Chaos itself, often his 
expedition came close to its uncertain borders. The air shimmered with 
magical aurorae and crackled with mystical energy. Vast and insane 
landscapes hovered upon the edge of vision: nightmarish forests of flesh, 
mountains of bones, rivers of blood and burning skies all lurked beyond the 
invisible boundary. Even in the Chaos Wastes, the blasted shadowlands 
surrounding the Realm of Chaos, the daemonic and the unnatural held sway. 
For the first time in over a thousand years, Malekith pitted his sword 
against the blades of the daemonic legions of Chaos. 


Malekith took ever greater risks, searching for some doom or myth that 
never materialised. The prince drove his army further and further westwards 
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and northwards, seeking some sign that only he would recognise. 


In truth, Malekith was growing ever more despondent. Nearly fifteen years 
had passed since he had left Athel Toralien and it seemed to the prince that 
he was no closer to achieving the great glory he desired. There was no army 
to overthrow, just scattered warbands of humans and transient daemonic 
apparitions to banish. There were not boundless riches to send back to 
Ulthuan, just the unending bleakness of snow, rock and ice: an eternal 
grinding battle of attrition. 


With his company much reduced by hardship and fighting, Malekith felt his 
search growing ever more in vain. Northwards they pressed once more, 
unto the very edge of the Realm of Chaos. Though he shared his despair 
with no one else, the Naggarothi could sense Malekith’s growing frustration 
and worried what desperate act he might be considering. 


For days they were engulfed by a mighty tempest of wind and snow, and 
though the Naggarothi struggled onwards eventually Malekith called them 
to a halt to wait out the unnaturally savage storm. 


During the night, the tents of the Naggarothi camp buffeted by blizzard, 
Yeasir confronted his lord. The two were alone in Malekith’s pavilion, 
wrapped in their heavy furs as they sat upon the cold ground around a 
burning magical stone; the only fire that could be lit. Canvas cracked and 
slapped around them, and the wind howled all about. 


‘If you but let us know what it is you wish, then we would help you,’ said 
the Naggarothi captain. 


“What if I was to tell you that I would dare the Gate of Chaos itself?’ said 
Malekith. ‘Would you still follow me?’ 


Yeasir did not answer immediately but his look of horror was all the reply 
Malekith needed. 


‘So there is a boundary across which the Naggarothi dare not cross?’ said 
the prince. 


‘I would counsel against it, your highness,’ said Yeasir, picking his words 
carefully. ‘Yet, if after my protestations were heard you were still intent 
upon such a course, I would follow you as would the others.’ 
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‘And what arguments would you make to dissuade me?’ asked Malekith. 


‘That no living soul has ever entered the Realm of Chaos and returned,’ 
replied Yeasir. 


‘Is that not the point of such an endeavour?’ said Malekith. ‘Were we to 
venture into the heart of Chaos itself and return, would that not be a legend 
worth telling for a thousand years?’ 


‘If we return,’ cautioned Yeasir. 


‘I did not know that the cold had cut so deeply into your veins, Yeasir,’ said 
Malekith with scom. 


‘It is not fear that holds me back,’ said Yeasir sharply. ‘I would gladly 
march against any foe, mortal or daemonic, but there is no valour in 
matching a hundred spears against the might of the Dark Gods! If we were 
to dare such a thing, we would be remembered as fools led by stupidity and 
vanity, not glory. Worse still, we would not be remembered at all, for if we 
should cross over to the worlds beyond and not return, then our tale will end 
with nothing. “They were lost in the snows of the north,” the chronicles 
would read, and our names would go unremembered.’ 


Malekith scowled, not out of anger but frustration. He knew that Yeasir’s 
points were valid, but in his heart he yearned for something more. The 
longer he remained in the north, the more chance that Bel Shanaar would be 
succeeded by another prince before Malekith’s return. The prince of 
Nagarythe could not bear the thought of slinking back to Ulthuan after all 
this time, to spend his days living out the fading glories of an age past. 


‘I will make no decision now,’ Malekith declared. ‘The morning sun may 
bring fresh counsel.’ 


And it did. 


Before dawn, the storm abated and a calm settled upon the tundra. Yeasir 
came to Malekith’s tent as the sun was breaking, much excited. Following 
his captain, Malekith emerged from his pavilion to see what had stirred the 
camp. 
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To the north, in the growing light of the day, could be seen distant 
structures. Upon a snow-swept hill, outlandish buildings rose up from the 
ice, carpeted with white but unmistakable nonetheless. Their exact shape 
could not be discerned from this distance, but grey and black rock hewn by 
hand rather than nature jutted at strange angles from drifts and hills of 
snow. The early morning sunlight sparkled from icicles hanging from 
strange balconies and glinted from odd-shaped domes. Malekith gave the 
order for the company to break camp and make ready to march with all 
speed. 


What Malekith had taken to be a few miles turned out to be several leagues, 
the distance deceptive in the otherwise featureless snow plain. It took hours 
of marching before the Naggarothi came upon the outskirts of the strange 
buildings. No outer wall guarded their border and they seemed deserted. In 
design they were unlike anything the elves had seen before; not of elven, 
dwarfish or human hand. 


The buildings were made of solid stone, but appeared not have been carved 
from the naked rock but fused seamlessly from some other stone. The walls 
met at strange angles, and the empty doorways and windows formed odd 
shapes of darkness, with no corner square. There were no curves either, no 
rounded arches or elegantly pointed arcs. Some buildings were low, so that 
their roofs were no higher than Malekith’s head, while others had several 
storeys, each of which was a dozen feet high or more. 


To begin, the Naggarothi wandered the wide, uneven streets, up sweeping 
terraces and lines of stairs that changed in height at every step. The roads 
joined at irregular intervals, and met in uneven, star-shaped plazas. Other 
than the cold stone there was nothing else, no wood nor metal, and Malekith 
judged the settlement to be ancient indeed. After an hour’s searching it was 
clear that the city was vast, larger than anything Malekith had ever 
encountered. 


Here on the edge of the Realm of Chaos, distances could be perversely 
extended or contracted, and so it was within the city. Short pathways 
seemed to widen as the elves approached, streets appeared to take longer to 
walk along than the buildings around them would imply, while eerie 
avenues that seemed to stretch for miles could be walked along in a matter 
of moments. 
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Eventually Malekith and the others ventured inside one of the buildings. It 
was a grand structure of five storeys, which widened unnaturally as it 
soared towards the grey skies, its flat walls pricked with hundreds of tiny, 
dark windows. The lower floor was open, with no internal walls, and the 
only feature was a wide stairwell that led downwards; there appeared to be 
no means to reach the upper levels. 


Bringing out dwarf-made lanterns that glittered with silver fire, the elves 
descended the steps. These brought them into a contorted network of 
passages and rooms, and very quickly Malekith feared they would get lost. 
He ordered a warrior to stand at each junction with a lamp held aloft, so that 
no elf was ever out of sight from the route back. In this way, they slowly 
explored the windowless catacomb. They found no sign of the city’s 
builders, just blank stone devoid of carvings or colour. 


After an hour of searching—far longer than Malekith would have suspected 
by the size of the building above—they came upon another stair. It rose 
steeply upwards and double-backed and criss-crossed itself in a disturbing 
way. That it reached far higher than the ceiling was indisputable, though its 
position, as far as Malekith could tell, put it in the centre of the storey above 
where no stair had been seen. 


Their breath carving clouds upon the cold air, Malekith and his warriors 
mounted the steps, continuing to leave sentries at each twisted landing so 
that no elf was out of sight of another. The elves scaled the stairway in a 
surprisingly short time, and it opened out onto another empty floor, with 
wide windows through which they could only see the cloudy skies. 


Walking to the nearest window, Malekith looked out and then stepped back 
with a gasp. The stairwell had brought them up to a floor above where they 
had entered the building, for down below he could see a few of his warriors 
standing guard at the doorway where they had come in. The city stretched 
out in every direction as far as he could see, going on and on until it was 
lost in a grey haze. 


Disorientated, Malekith closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Having 
recovered himself a little, he leaned out of the glassless window, avoiding 
looking towards the horizon, and hailed the Naggarothi some sixty feet 
below. They looked up with startled shouts, and their voices came back 
impossibly distant. 


Disturbed, Malekith ordered the Naggarothi to leave, though it took another 
hour for them to climb down the winding stairway and trace their way back 
out of the labyrinthine catacomb. There was much distressed murmuring by 
the Naggarothi, and Malekith’s usual confidence had been eroded by the 
unnatural surroundings. Looking up into the sky, he could see no sign of the 
sun and so only his internal awareness gave him any sense of the passage of 
time. 


He reckoned it to be mid-afternoon, and knew that in these northern climes 
the sun would set early at this time of the year, barely passing above the 
horizon for a few hours. Malekith declared that they would leave the city 
before night fell and seek out its secrets with renewed vigour the following 
day. 


However, with no sun to guide them, none of the Naggarothi knew from 
which direction they had entered the city. They retraced their steps as best 
they could from the footprints in the snow, but these soon petered out and 
could be found no more, though no snow had fallen since their arrival as far 
as they were aware. Now even more unnerved, Malekith called for the 
company to gather, and found that five of their number were missing. None 
could recall where they had last been seen, and the prince feared that they 
were lost in the city somewhere, perhaps forever. 


Sensing the unease in his warriors becoming panic, Malekith bid them to 
stay where they were, somewhere amidst the criss-crossing arteries of the 
city’s maze-like roads. Clearly the proximity of the Realm of Chaos was 
addling their senses, and Malekith could not trust his own eyes. Instead he 
turned to a deeper sense, of the magic that flowed across the world from the 
Gate of Chaos. 


Closing his eyes and blanking out all other sensation, the prince entered a 
meditative trance he had learnt from Morathi in his youth. Normally he 
needed no such concentration to harness the winds of magic, but now he 
desired finesse and focus and so looked to the lessons of his childhood to 
give him a centre upon which to concentrate. 


Imagining himself as a small speck, a grain of dust upon the ground, 
Malekith allowed his othersense to reach outwards just a small distance. 
Magic swirled in all directions, without form or rhythm. Edging out his 
sphere of awareness, he allowed his mind’s eye to encompass a greater part 
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of the city. Here he could detect a more regular stream of power; an 
underlying flow that poured from one direction. Fixing that point in his 
mind, Malekith opened his eyes. 


Composed once more, Malekith could feel the gentle but persistent surge of 
Chaos unconsciously, and knew in which direction north now lay. Turning 
to the south, he ordered the Naggarothi to follow him. 


They had walked for perhaps an hour when Malekith felt a different current 
in the flow of magic. Something close at hand was causing an eddy to form, 
much like the dispelling stone of the dwarfs. More confident that he could 
lead his warriors from the city if necessary, Malekith decided to make a 
detour and investigate this phenomenon. Now that he was aligned with the 
winds of magic again, Malekith marched unerringly between the grotesque 
buildings, guiding the company directly to the source of the anomaly. 


There was something about the building that disturbed Malekith even more 
than the others. It was not as tall as some, but was very broad and rose up 
like a five-levelled ziggurat, though each successive step was slightly 
misaligned in comparison to the one beneath, so that the whole structure 
seemed to have been twisted by a god’s hand in some prehistoric time. 
There were archways all around its bottom floor, though nothing could be 
seen of the upper floors. Though he could not reason exactly why, the 
building brought Malekith to mind of a temple; to what deity or power, he 
could not fathom. 


Malekith commanded half of his warriors to form a perimeter around the 
building, which stood alone just off-centre in a huge irregular eight-sided 
plaza. The other half of the company, Malekith led through one of the 
slanted archways. They followed the corridors, stairs and tunnels within for 
some time, but ever their path led them outwards so that they stood in 
rooms and galleries on the outer edge of each level. Malekith felt magic 
bubbling around him, and could sense a ward upon the inner walls keeping 
the magic at bay from somewhere within. 


Eventually he found a spot where the magic churned violently, though 
looking about Malekith could see no physical source for such a disturbance. 
Holding up a hand to command his warriors to wait, he walked to the point 
where several streams of energy collided with each other. He stood on that 
exact spot, nauseated by the clashing magical waves. 
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Looking around he could see a triangular door that could be seen from 
nowhere else. He pointed and told Yeasir to follow his directions. Confused 
but obedient, the captain stalked across the floor of the room, following 
Malekith’s gestures. To Yeasir it seemed as if Malekith guided him towards 
a solid wall and he hesitated, just a pace from the stone, before the prince’s 
snarling voice bid him to walk forwards once more. With a grimace, his 
eyes half-closed in expectation of thudding into the wall, Yeasir took a step; 
he nearly fell over as he found himself atop a strange angular stair, much 
like the one they had found in the first building. 


Through cunning artifice and magic, the stair was impossible to see, as if 
the door to it stood slightly apart from the world. Once Yeasir had stepped 
through, he had disappeared from sight, but he returned in moments and 
waved for the others to follow him. 


The stairs led down for a comparatively short stretch, though such concepts 
as time and distance were becoming increasingly irrelevant in this 
impossible city. They led into a chamber, utterly black but for the glimmer 
of the elves’ lanterns. The air seemed to suck all the light into itself, and 
even with the radiance from the lamps Malekith could see barely ten paces 
ahead. 


Stepping cautiously forwards, he found himself treading upon a tiled floor, 
arranged in a seemingly haphazard mess of geometry yet every tile still 
fitting perfectly in the insane mosaic. The tiles were as grey as the stone of 
the rest of the city, but were slightly soft to tread upon, like a thin carpet. 
Casting the light of his lantern to the right and the left, Malekith could make 
out dim shapes rising in the gloom: figures stood upon pedestals lining a 
wide concourse that led away from the door. Malekith raised a hand to halt 
those following behind, and turned left to inspect the statues more closely. 


By the silvery light of the lamp, they looked to be made out of some dull 
alloy, but as he came within a few paces Malekith could see more clearly 
that they were skeletons of greying bone. They were not unlike the bones of 
an elf, or for that matter a man, or dwarf; in proportion they were short of 
torso and long of limb like an elf, but had the thicker bones of a man, and 
were of a height little more than a dwarf. Their faces were slender, with a 
mouth, two eyes and two nostrils that were so disturbingly familiar yet not 


quite like any skull he had seen, causing Malekith to pause a moment 
before continuing his inspection. 


They were clad in black shrouds that were wrapped about the bodies and 
shoulders in identical fashion, with hoods raised up on their skulls. Every 
cadaver wore chains of dark beads, perhaps black pearls, which hung limply 
from bony wrists and about throatless necks. Each held a serrated, angular 
sword in its right hand and a triangular shield upon its left arm, both free of 
any design that Malekith could discern. 


The tiles stopped at the line of plinths, and beyond them the floor seemed to 
be made of the same stone as the rest of the building. Malekith could see 
nothing in the darkness, the lantern light reflected off no edge or surface, 
and he had no idea whether there were any other features or if the rest of the 
chamber was utterly empty. 


Walking along the line of inanimate sentries, Malekith could not guess at 
how far the two lines stretched, but sensed that their course narrowed 
almost imperceptibly, bringing them together at some distant point as yet 
out of sight. 


Glancing back towards the others, Malekith had another surprise. Though 
he was sure that he had walked no more than fifty paces, in as straight a line 
as made no difference, the glimmer of his companions’ lanterns was like 
distant starlight in the gloom, and quite some way off to his left and higher 
up than his current position. 


The prince called out for them to send a party to join him, and his voice 
echoed off distant walls, bouncing and resounding within a space he judged 
to be much vaster than the building in which it was supposedly enclosed. 
With a shiver, Malekith waited for the others to reach him, the light from 
their lanterns swiftly growing brighter with every heartbeat as if they 
covered a dozen paces with every stride. 


Yeasir was with them and he gazed wide-eyed at the skeletal parade. He 
said nothing, but his look of concern was not lost on Malekith. With a 
reassuring nod, the prince turned along the line once more and followed the 
skeleton-flanked concourse. The pathway did indeed narrow gradually, and 
led the Naggarothi to a great stepped plinth the summit of which lay in the 
gloom beyond their lights. Ascending the first few steps and walking 
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around them, Malekith saw that five other lines of skeletons joined the 
central feature at irregular angles. He rejoined his comrades and ordered a 
handful of them to stand guard at the bottom of the steps, while the others 
followed him up the steep dais. 


It led onto a plateau, which was impossibly, maddeningly as wide as the 
base of the steps below. Seven figures sat upon low square stools, more 
opulent versions of the skeletons below with more dark pearls and brooches 
of the same black material. Six sat facing outwards, each one facing one of 
the lines upon the ground below as far as Malekith could tell. They had no 
hoods but instead wore simple crowns consisting of a narrow band about 
the skull with a black gem that reflected no light upon their foreheads. 


The seventh figure sat facing Malekith, though the prince suspected that he 
would have faced the intruders regardless of which direction they had 
approached from. His crown was much larger, of a silver-grey metal, with 
curling, horn-like protrusions; the only organic shape they had seen since 
entering the city. 


‘Highness!’ snapped Yeasir, and Malekith turned, his hand on his sword 
hilt. It was only then that he realised that his other hand had been reaching 
out towards the skeletal king, to pluck the crown from his skull. Malekith 
had no recollection of having crossed the dais, and shook his head as if 
dazed by a blow. 


“We should touch nothing,’ said Yeasir. ‘This place is cursed, by the gods, 
or worse.’ 


Malekith laughed and the noise seemed stifled and flat, with none of the 
ringing echoes of his earlier shout. 


‘I think this great king rules here no more,’ said Malekith. ‘This is my sign, 
Yeasir. What greater statement about my destiny could I make? Imagine 
returning to Ulthuan with such a crown upon my head, an artefact of the 
time before.’ 


‘Before what?’ asked Yeasir. 


‘Before everything!’ said Malekith. ‘Before Chaos, before the Everqueen, 
before even the gods themselves. Can you not feel it, the great antiquity that 
fills this place?’ 


‘I feel it,’ growled Yeasir. “There is ancient malice here, can you not sense 
it? I say again, there is a curse upon this place.’ 


“You were willing to follow me to the Gate of Chaos,’ Malekith reminded 
his captain. ‘Would you rather we left this treasure here and continued 
north?’ 


Yeasir’s muttered reply was inaudible, but Malekith took it to be his 
captain’s acquiescence. Not that the prince needed the permission of anyone 
to take whatever he wanted, from wherever he wanted. Magic had guided 
him to this place and Malekith knew that there was purpose behind it. 
Whether it was the gods or some other will that had led him here, it was to 
stand before this prehistoric king and take his crown. 


With a smile, Malekith lifted the circlet from the dead king’s skull; it was as 
light as air and came away with no difficulty. 


“You have it, now let us leave,’ said Yeasir, fear making his voice shrill. 
‘Calm yourself,’ said Malekith. ‘Does it not make me kingly?’ 


With that, the prince of Nagarythe placed the circlet upon his head and the 
world vanished. 


Golden light blazed throughout the immense hall. It did not appear to have 
a single source, but simply radiated out from all of the walls. Yeasir blinked 
in the sudden brightness, trying to clear spots from his eyes. As his vision 
returned, he saw more clearly where they were. 


The chamber was vast, larger than any hall he had ever seen on Ulthuan or 
in the realm of the dwarfs. The walls were impossibly distant, and as Yeasir 
turned about to look around, he swore that their number increased and 
reduced, so that at one moment he was standing in a great irregular octagon, 
at others a triangular chamber. 


Disorientated, he looked up and saw a vast ceiling stretching out to the 
horizon, so immense that he could not see where it met the walls. Huge 
angular stalactites jagged downwards at strange slants. The ceiling itself 
was made up of immense plates and surfaces that formed bizarre vertices, 
and perspective seemed to bend and contract depending on where he 
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looked. Tearing away his gaze from the maddening vista, Yeasir turned his 
attention to his lord. 


To Yeasir, it seemed as if Malekith had been frozen. He stood next to the 
regal skeleton at the centre of the dais locked in his pose, the crown upon 
his head, his fingers still touching the strange iron-like headgear. Yeasir 
leapt forwards with a shout, fearing some bewitchment had befallen his 
master. Another cry from one of the warriors distracted him and he turned 
his head to see several of the Naggarothi pointing out across the hall. 


Following their fingers, Yeasir saw what he had feared ever since they had 
entered the ancient hall: the skeletal figures stepping down from their 
plinths and turning towards the central dais. They also glowed with light, 
and stalked purposefully forwards, their shields and weapons held ready. 
Yeasir cast a quick glance at the figures seated around them and was 
relieved to see that not one of them stirred. Ignoring his transfixed prince, 
Yeasir dashed to the opposite side of the platform and saw that skeletal 
walriors were advancing from every direction. 


‘Form up for defence!’ Yeasir commanded, and the Naggarothi came 
together in a ring of spears and shields that encircled the top of the high 
podium. 


‘Prince!’ the captain cried out, crossing the dais and laying a hand on his 
shoulder as if to wake him. 


As soon as he touched Malekith, sparks of energy exploded across Yeasir’s 
body and he was flung backwards across the dais, clattering and rolling 
across the hard stone. His body was numb and his muscles jerked and 
Spasmed as magical energy coursed through him. Gritting his teeth, he 
fought to control his juddering limbs but felt drained of all strength. He lay 
there groaning, his arms and legs as heavy as lead, his ears ringing, his 
vision hazy. 


There were more alarmed shouts but Yeasir could not discern the words. In 
momentary flashes of clarity he could see the Naggarothi archers raising 
arrows to their bowstrings and loosing them out from the edge of the dais, 
but he could not see if their shots had any effect. Moaning, he managed to 
roll to his stomach, and the numbness began to dissipate, replaced instead 
by gnawing pain in every joint and bone. 


He tried to speak, but all he could do was clench his teeth and hiss, as pain 
shot along the captain’s spine and exploded inside his brain. Amongst the 
buzzing and squealing that filled his hearing, Yeasir caught snatches of 
shouts and the dreadful clatter of thousands of bony feet marching upon the 
stone. A panicked thought shot through his pain-clouded mind: we are 
doomed. 
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Twelve 
Primordial Foes 


A kaleidoscope of clashing colours swarmed around Malekith. He was 
filled with the peculiar sensation of rising high up into the air whilst at the 
Same time plummeting down towards some bottomless depth. His head 
swam and his skin tingled with power. He was lost in sensation, his whole 
being pulsing and vibrating with unknown energy. 


In time—moments or an eternity, Malekith could not tell—the swirling 
colours began to coalesce around him. They formed into a nightmarish 
landscape above the centre of which floated the elf prince. The skies boiled 
with fire and black clouds, and beneath him stretched an arcane plateau that 
stretched on for infinity: the Realm of Chaos. 


In one direction Malekith spied an unending garden, forlorn and decaying, 
filled with drooping willows and sallow grasses. A miasma of fog and flies 
drifted up from the overgrown copses of bent and withered trees, and rivers 
of oozing pus gurgled between fronds of clinging fungi and piles of rotted 
corpses. Marshes bubbled and boiled and pits of tar gurgled, spewing 
gaseous vapours into the thick air. 


At the centre of the unkempt morass rose up a mansion of titanic 
proportions: a grandiose but tottering edifice of crumbling stone and worm- 
eaten wood. Peeling paint and flaking brick stood upon cracked stone and 
bowed beams, crawling with sickly yellow ivy and immense black roses. 
Fumes belched from a hundred chimneys and gargoyle-headed pipes spat 
and drooled gobbets of ichor across cracked tiles and mouldering thatch. 


In the smog and gloom shambled daemons of death and plague; immensely 
bloated creatures with pustulant flesh and pox-marked skin, and slobbering 
beasts with slug-like bodies and fronds of tentacles dribbling noxious 
emissions. Swarms of boil-like mites scrabbled over the sagging walls and 
roofs of the manse, while a legion of cyclopean daemons, each with a single 
cracked horn, meandered about the wild gardens chanting sonorously. 


Turning his gaze from the filth and squalor, Malekith then looked upon a 
mighty citadel made up of glimmering mirrors and crystal. Its surface 
shimmered with a rainbow of colours, translucent yet transparent, shifting 
with eddies and swirls of magic. Doors yawned like devouring mouths and 
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windows stared back at the prince like lidless eyes. Fires of all colours 
billowed from the spires of thin towers, sending fountains of sparks trailing 
down to the ground below. 


All about the bizarre palace was an immense maze, of shifting walls of 
crystal. The twisting, contorted pathways overlapped above and below, and 
passed across each other through unseen dimensions. Arcing gateways of 
flame linked parts of the immense labyrinth together, flickering from blue 
to green to purple and to colours not meant to be seen by mortals. 


The skies about the horrifying tower were filled with shoals of creatures 
that climbed and swooped upon the magical thermals, shark-like and 
fearsome. Formless, cackling things cavorted and whirled about the maze, 
flashing with magical power. Daemons with arms that dripped with fire 
bounded manically along the winding crystal passages, leaping and 
bouncing with insane abandon. Malekith felt his eyes drawn back to the 
impossible fortress and saw that a great gallery had opened up. 


Here stalked arcane things with multi-coloured wings and bird-like faces, 
with contorting staves in their hands and robes of glistening pink and blue. 
One of the creatures paused and looked up at him. Its eyes were like pits of 
never-ending madness, deep oceans of swirling power that threatened to 
draw him into their depths for eternity. 


Breaking that transfixing stare, Malekith then looked upon a blasted 
wasteland, surrounded by a great chain of volcanoes that spewed rivers of 
lava down their black sides and choked the air with their foul soot. 
Immense ramparts were carved from the mountainsides, huge bastions of 
dread hung with skulls and from whose jagged battlements fluttered a 
thousand times a thousand banners of red. 


Within the encircling peaks the land was rent by great tears and chasms that 
welled up with blood like wounds, as if it had been constantly rent by the 
blows of some godly blade. The skeletons of unimaginable creatures were 
piled high amongst lakes of burning crimson, and all about were dunes 
made of the dust of countless bones. Hounds the size of horses with red- 
scaled flesh and enormous fangs prowled amongst the ruination, their howls 
tearing the air above the snap and crack of bone and gristle. 
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At the heart of this desolation grew a tower of unimaginable proportion, so 
vast that it seemed to fill Malekith’s vision. Of black stone and brass was it 
made, tower upon tower, wall upon wall, a castle so great that it would hold 
back the armies of the whole universe. Gargoyles spouted boiling blood 
down its brazen fortifications, and red-skinned warriors with wiry frames 
and bulbous, horned heads patrolled its ramparts. Upon its highest parapet 
there stood a thing of pure fury; rage given bestial, winged form. It beat its 
broad chest and roared into the dark skies. 


Shuddering, Malekith turned fully about and stood bewitched by a 
panorama of entrancing beauty. Enchanting glades of gently swaying 
emerald-leafed trees bordered golden beaches upon which crashed white- 
foamed waves, while glittering lakes of tranquil water beckoned to him. 
Majestic mountains soared above all, their flanks clad in the whitest snow, 
glistening in the unseen sun. 


Lithe creatures clad in the guise of half-maidens cavorted through the 
paradise, laughing and chattering, caressing each other with shimmering 
claws. Across emerald meadows roamed herds of sinuous beasts whose 
bodies shimmered and changed colour, their iridescent patterns hypnotising 
to the elf prince. Malekith felt himself drawn onwards, ensnared by their 
beauty. 


Suddenly realising his peril, Malekith tore his gaze away from the 
mesmerising vision. He became distinctly aware that he was being watched 
and could feel the attention of otherworldly beings being turned in his 
direction. Feeling as if his soul were about to be laid bare and flayed before 
the gaze of the Chaos Gods, Malekith felt terror gripping him. He sought 
somewhere to flee, but in every direction spread the domains of the Dark 
Gods. With a last dread-driven effort, he wished himself away and was 
surrounded again by the twirling energies of magic. 


When his vision had cleared again, Malekith found himself hovering far 
above the world, as if stood upon the edge of creation itself and looking 
down upon the realms of men and elves and dwarfs and every other creature 
under the sun. He could see the jungle-swathed forests of Lustria where 
lizardmen scuttled through the ruins of the Old Ones’ cities. He saw orc 
tribes massing in the blighted wilderness, carpeting the ground in tides of 
green. 


Over everything drifted the winds of magic, now more clear to him than 
they had ever been. The prince saw them streaming from the shattered Gate 
of Chaos in the north and spreading out across the northlands. He saw the 
vortex of Ulthuan as a great swirl of power, drawing the energy out of the 
world. He saw sinkholes of darkness and blazing mountains of light. 


In that instant it all became clear to Malekith. The whole world was laid out 
before him, and he saw as perhaps only his mother had before seen. There 
were torrents of power that swept across the lands untapped by mortal kind. 
The very breath of the gods sighed over oceans and plains, down valleys 
and across forests. From Chaos came all magic, whether good or ill. It was 
stunning in its beauty, just as a storm-tossed sea can enthral those not 
caught in its deadly grip. 


Malekith lingered awhile, now aware of the crown burning upon his head. It 
acted as some kind of key, some artefact created by the races that had come 
before the rise of elves, before even the coming of the Old Ones. It would 
be easy for him to stay here forever, marvelling at the rich, random 
choreography of the dancing winds of magic. He could spend an eternity 
studying their heights and depths with the circlet and still not unlock all of 
their secrets. 


Something nagged at his mind however, a sensation deep within his soul 
that threatened to break his reverie. 


Yeasir struggled to his knees, still weak from the magical blast that had cast 
him down. The alarmed shouts of his comrades grew more urgent as the 
skeletons began to advance up the steps towards the Naggarothi. Crawling 
to the edge of the uppermost level, he looked down to see the unliving 
legion marching implacably onwards, each stepping in synchronicity with 
all the others, guided by common purpose or will. The arrows of the elves 
had little effect, most bouncing harmless from the glowing bones of their 
enemies, others simply passing through them as if they were nothing more 
than ghosts. 


As the first line of skeletons reached the uppermost step, the Naggarothi 
struck out with their spears, driving silvered points into skulls and ribcages. 
This had more effect than the arrows and no few skeletons crumbled into 
bones, their golden light ebbing and then disappearing. Their advance was 
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as inevitable as the coming of the tide though, and even as the first rank fell 
the second stepped forwards, and the third, and the fourth. 


The skeletons’ blades were as keen as the day that they had been forged, 
despite the passage of ages, and they bit into shield and flesh as the 
skeletons attacked back. Cries of pain and fear began to reverberate around 
Yeasir as he struggled to pull free his own sword, but the scabbard was 
pinned beneath him and he had not the strength to lift himself from it. 


The elf to Yeasir’s left gave a cry and toppled down the steps as an 
unearthly blade slashed through his throat. The skeleton took another pace 
forwards into the space the elf had occupied and turned its grinning face 
towards Yeasir. It raised its arm above its head, the wicked black blade in its 
hand sparkling with golden light. Yeasir gave a cry and tried to push 
himself away, but the skeleton stepped forwards again, ready to strike. The 
captain pulled his shield in front of him just as the sword swung down, and 
the undead thing’s blade rang against it with a dull crash. 


Again and again the sword smashed upon the shield, with relentless, 
metronomic ferocity. After the tenth blow, all the strength was gone from 
Yeasir’s arms and the eleventh strike smashed the top of the shield into his 
face, stunning him. Dazed, he could do nothing as the skeleton’s sword arm 
rose high again. He stared into the guardian’s eyes, seeing nothing but pits 
of darkness. 


The golden light that filled the room flared into white intensity, blinding 
Yeasir. He shrieked and knotted his eyes shut, expecting to feel the bite of 
the unnatural blade any moment. No blow came and Yeasir opened a single 
eye, fearful of what he might see. The skeleton still loomed above him, arm 
upraised, but its aura had dimmed to a faint glow and it stood utterly 
motionless. 


Yeasir opened his other eye and dared to let out his breath. The captain then 
heard harsh laughter from behind him and turned his head slowly, 
wondering what other fearful apparition awaited him. 


Malekith stood in the centre of the dais, the circlet upon his head blazing 
with power. His face was drawn but he was filled with a glow of energy. 
His expression was one of disdain, divine yet strangely cruel. His gaze was 
distant. The prince looked at Yeasir for a long while but did not appear to 
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actually see him. The prince flung out an arm and with the gesture the 
skeletons came to life once more, turning upon their heels and marching 
back down the steps. Panting with relief, Yeasir watched as they returned to 
their plinths and once again took up their immobile vigil. 


With the power of the crown, Malekith could see the magical forces binding 
the skeletons together and the ancient commands that blazed within their 
empty skulls. It was simplicity itself to order them to stop, and then with 
another thought the prince bid them to return to their eternal slumber. All 
about him the hall was filled with great golden arches and glittering pillars, 
unseen to all except him. 


Given extraordinary awareness by the circlet he could look upon the magic 
of the ancient architects of the city, the curving galleries and arching 
balconies constructed from mystical forces that even he had been unaware 
of. This was why the chamber was devoid of other magic, for it contained 
its own power, far stronger than that of the fitful winds of magic. Just as air 
cannot pass into a solid object, so too the winds of magic found no room to 
creep into the enchantment-filled chamber. 


Now gifted the insights granted by the crown, there was no telling how 
acutely the Naggarothi prince might master the power of Chaos. With the 
circlet to act as his key, Malekith could work such spells as would make the 
witchery of Saphery seem insignificant. Had he not looked upon the realm 
of the Chaos Gods itself? Did he not now know their lands, and had he not 
dared them and survived? 


Elation filled Malekith, more majestic than any triumph he ever felt before. 
His mother had warned that Chaos was the greater enemy; the perils of orcs 
and the armies of the beastmen paled into insignificance against those 
legions of daemons that Malekith had seen. The Chaos Gods plotted and 
waited, for they had an eternity to ponder their plans and to make their 
schemes. The elves could not shelter behind the power of the vortex 
forever, Malekith realised, for he had felt the slowly growing power of the 
Chaos Gods even as he had stood in their midst. 


It all came together in the prince’s mind. The men of the north were vassals 
of the Dark Gods, and as they prospered and multiplied, so too would the 
influence of their ineffable masters. There might come a day when the 
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bulwark of the vortex would fail, and again the hordes of Chaos would be 
unleashed upon the world. Ulthuan was utterly unprepared for such an 
eventuality. Bel Shanaar could not hope to meet such a threat. It was an 
apparent truth to Malekith that he alone, with the power of the circlet, now 
bore the means by which the elves might be protected from this greater 
doom. 


Slowly, with much effort, Malekith took the crown from his head. The great 
magical architecture faded from his vision and he found himself back in the 
strangely angled hall beneath the prehistoric city. His Naggarothi 
surrounded him, staring at their lord with eyes full of wonder and fear. 


Malekith smiled. He now knew what he must do. 
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Part Two 


The Cults of the Cytharai; the Return of the Prince; 
Anlec Restored; the Will of Asuryan 
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Thirteen 
The Malaise of Luxury 


Even as Malekith embraced the destiny revealed to him by the Circlet of 
Iron, far to the south on Ulthuan another elf started upon a path that would 
see him brought into the fates of the most powerful princes of the isle. An 
unassuming captain of the Lothern Guard, Carathril led a handful of his 
company along the harbour road. His mission was secret, known only to a 
few amongst the court of Eataine, but its import was beyond reckoning. 
That night would set in motion a series of events that heralded the end of 
the elves’ golden age. 


White light blazed across the night sky, shining from the thousand windows 
that pierced the walls of the Glittering Tower. Surf sparkled as it crashed 
against the rocks upon which the lighthouse was built. By the light of the 
Glittering Tower ships moved to and fro across the bay, passing into and out 
of the great portal of the Emerald Gate, beyond which lay the still waters of 
the Straits of Lothern. Their white sails cast a ghostly shimmer over the 
calm waters, bathing the sea with radiance. 


Past rearing cliffs lined with towers and walls, where the spear tips of 
sentries could be seen moving endlessly on their patrols, rose up the bulk of 
the Sapphire Gate, its wrought silver dazzling under the magical light of the 
giant gems set upon it. In the starlight beyond the Sapphire Gate, a lagoon 
opened out, tranquil in its stillness, where white beaches climbed out of the 
quiet waters. 


Piers and wharfs crowded with ships of all sizes curved elegantly across the 
waters. Small jolly boats and pleasure craft hung with golden lanterns 
drifted along the shore, the laughter and conversation of their revelling 
passengers echoing across the softly lapping waves. Amidst the forest of 
tall masts and slender spars of white-decked merchantmen and sleek-sided 
yachts, the mass of warships loomed large. Immense dragonships rode 
confidently at anchor, their golden rams and silver-chased bolt throwers 
shining reminders of their bloody purpose. Darting hawkships tacked back 
and forth through the sea traffic, their Sea Guard crews ever alert to any 
danger. 
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Around the lagoon, the city of Lothern stretched up into the hills. Verdant 
terraces, abundant vineyards and low-built villas dotted the hillsides, linked 
together by winding paths of silvery grey that meandered from the shoreline 
up to the great mansions and slim towers built upon the peaks of Lothern’s 
twenty hills. Quiet reigned over the city; not the peace of contentment but a 
hush of apprehension. 


A languid malaise blighted Lothern, just as it gripped all of the island of the 
elves. Many elf-folk of Ulthuan had lost themselves in debauchery and 
excess. What had begun as aesthetic gatherings, readings of darkly poetic 
works and ceremonies of mutual solace, had become something far more 
sinister. With blood sacrifices and twisted rituals of debasement, the cultists 
now pleaded with forbidden powers for release from their woes. 


The pleasure cults had drawn in others by offering the simple thrill of 
experience, for the elves had always been a people who felt sensation and 
emotion strongly. Let loose from the civilities of polite decorum, some 
elves had lost themselves in the raw hedonism enjoyed by the cults of 
excess, indulging every perverse whim and partaking of any forbidden 
deed. 


Few suspected the true extent of the cults’ inveiglement into their society, 
nor the secret machinations that fuelled the midnight conferences of their 
shadowy leaders. Even fewer knew the true extent of their network, for in 
outlook each appeared individual and disparate, unique emerging counter- 
cultures within each realm and city with no connection to the travails of the 
other kingdoms. So it was that Bel Shanaar and his princes sought to quell 
the rising power of the cults through political and spiritual means, hoping to 
forestall the recruitment of new followers and rebalance the distressed 
psyche of the elven people. 


Carathril was intent upon the destruction of a cult recently uncovered in 
Lothern, and to this purpose he led his warriors along the winding streets of 
the city. 


In the manse of Prince Aeltherin on the outskirts of the city of Lothern, 
hidden amongst carefully tended orchards and perfectly appointed gardens, 
a vile ceremony was reaching its climax. 
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The air in the marble hall of the elven lord swirled with purple and blue 
vapours, which billowed from braziers wrought from the twisted bones of 
animals. Intoxicated by the narcotic fumes, a sea of elves writhed upon the 
red-carpeted floor. Fishermen and nobles, servants and lawmakers lay 
together, rendered equally low in their depravity. Some wept at nightmares 
only they could see, others laughed hysterically, while a few simply moaned 
in ecstatic pleasure. 


Around and about the seething mass stood a dozen priestesses, stripped to 
their waists, their exposed bodies daubed with symbols drawn in the blood 
of a fox, their long hair teased into dramatic spines with the fat of the same 
animal. 


The high priestess, Damolien, whispered a low chant, her voice all but lost 
in the cacophony of joy and misery that filled the high hall. She wore the 
skin of the slain fox about her shoulders, and on occasion, she would pause 
and stroke her hands through its fur. Her keen senses further heightened by 
the narcotic fog, Damolien quivered at the feel of the hairs on her palms and 
fingers. 


A quiet descended as the attendees one-by-one lapsed into a stupor, some 
still sobbing quietly, others sighing with satisfaction. With a nod, Damolien 
sent one of her priestesses to fetch Prince Aeltherin, the master of the 
house, so that he could partake of the ceremony’s final stage. Just as the 
priestess turned towards the double doors that led from the hall, there was a 
tumult outside. Raised voices and a shriek caused the priestesses to turn as 
one towards the doorway. Damolien slipped the serrated sacrificial dagger 
from her waistband a moment before the doors crashed open. 


Prince Aeltherin careened into the room, lurching over the somnolent 
bodies of his guests. Blood spilled from a cut across his chest and crimson 
droplets flew from his fingertips onto Damolien’s face as the prince tripped 
over a supine figure and sprawled to the ground. Warriors in silver scale 
armour and wearing white sashes burst through the doorway, their bared 
swords in hand. Their captain, his tall helm decorated with threads of gold 
in the likeness of leaping lions, held a sword dripping with blood. He pulled 
a sliver of parchment from his belt and allowed it to fall open to show the 
seal of Phoenix King Bel Shanaar. 
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‘Prince Aeltherin of Lothern!’ the captain called out. ‘I am Carathril, 
captain of the Lothern Guard, and I have a decree for your arrest. Surrender 
to the judgement of the Phoenix King!’ 


Like a fish flopping upon a riverbank, Aeltherin dragged himself across the 
now-comatose elves littering the floor. His eyes looked pleadingly towards 
Damolien. 


‘Protect me,’ Aeltherin hissed. 


‘Lay down your weapons and surrender in peace,’ said Carathril, his voice 
calm. ‘Give yourselves over to the Phoenix King’s mercy.’ 


Damolien smiled. Her tongue flicked out like a serpent’s as she licked the 
blood of Aeltherin from her lips. 


‘Mercy is for the weak,’ she purred, and leapt lithely across the room. 


Shrieking like harridans, the other priestesses followed their mistress, their 
hands flexed like talons, their fingernails sharpened to long points. Carathril 
leapt back from the assault, the point of Damolien’s dagger narrowly 
avoiding his eye. One of his soldiers leapt forwards, sword arm straight, and 
lanced his blade into the high priestess. She fell without a sound as her 
disciples hurled themselves at the guards. 


The priestesses were vicious and two of Carathril’s elves had fallen to their 
raking claws, their throats opened up, before the killers were despatched by 
the swords of their fellows. As Carathril stepped distastefully between the 
unconscious pleasure-seekers, he sheathed his sword and reached a hand 
out towards Prince Aeltherin. 


‘Prince, you are wounded,’ Carathril said gently. ‘Come with us and we will 
see that your injuries are tended to properly. Bel Shanaar wishes you no ill, 
only to help you.’ 


‘Bel Shanaar?’ snarled the prince. ‘An upstart! Usurper! His judgement is 
that of the crows feasting on a rotted carcass. I curse him! May Nethu take 
him and cast him to the blackest chasm!’ 


With a final effort, Aeltherin, hero of Mardal Vale and protector of 
Linthuin, pulled himself to his feet. With a contemptuous sneer upon his 
lips, the prince snatched up one of the bone braziers, spilling its fuming 
coals onto his robes. The diaphanous cloth ignited like tinder, quickly 
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engulfing the prince in blue flames. The flames caught on the carpet as 
Aeltherin fell and soon the fire had leapt to the tapestries hanging upon the 
white walls. 


Running nimbly amidst the billowing smoke and deadly flames, Carathril 
and his company dragged to safety as many of the insensible cultists as they 
could, but the flames grew too intense and still a dozen elves lay helpless 
amidst the inferno. As one of his soldiers sought to go back into the hall, 
Carathril grabbed him by the arm. 


‘It is too late, Aerenis,’ Carathril said. ‘The fires will claim them. Perhaps 
they will now know the peace they were seeking.’ 
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Fourteen 
The Phoenix King’s Court 


Majestic eagles circled overhead, their vast shadows flickering across the 
rough stone of the mountain pass. These were no ordinary birds of prey; 
they were great eagles, capable of seizing a mountain lion to devour, each 
wing twice an elf’s height in breadth. Carathril reined his steed to a halt and 
sat there for a moment, gazing up into the blue skies, watching the birds 
swoop and climb around the snowy peaks of the Annulii. The jingle of 
harnesses broke his reverie as his accompanying bodyguard, Aerenis, 
brought his mount to a stop beside him. 


The two elves were clad in blue woollen cloaks to guard against the cold of 
the high mountains, Carathril’s edged with golden thread as a symbol of his 
rank as captain. Each wore a skirt of light scale mail, split at the waist and 
hemmed with bleached leather, and wide belts decorated with gems and 
silver. Long white shields hung on their saddlebags, Carathril’s painted with 
the face of a roaring lion, Aerenis’s decorated with a single golden rune— 
sarathai, the symbol of defiance and unyielding defence. Both of the riders 
wore the tall helms favoured by elven warriors across all of the kingdoms, 
Carathril’s decorated with the lion crest of his family, Aerenis’s plain but 
for the azure plume of a single feather. 


They carried leaf-bladed spears and long recurved bows in their saddle 
packs, and each carried a quiver of white-fletched arrows. Fortunately, they 
had not had reason to wield such wargear, for their passage had been 
uneventful. 


Despite the seeming tranquillity of the pass neither elf was relaxed. They 
were crossing through the highest range of the Annulii, where the magical 
vortex of Ulthuan drew a ring of mystical energy through the mountains. 
Here magic infused the air and ground; it pulsed and ebbed around the two 
elves with a barely felt quiver of power. Carathril and Aerenis, attuned to 
the mystical breezes and flows of the world, unconsciously sensed its 
presence and strength. 


Other creatures were drawn here also, grown large on the unnatural energy 
like the eagles, but of an entirely less friendly nature. Griffons, with the 
bodies of massive lions and the heads and wings of giant birds, made their 
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lairs in the mountaintops, while gigantic serpents and bizarre cockatrices 
lurked in the caves and gulleys swept by the magical winds. 


The lieutenant’s eyes glimmered from the darkness of his visor as he looked 
at Carathril. 


‘Captain?’ Aerenis spoke quietly, shielding his eyes against the sun as he 
followed his captain’s gaze. ‘What troubles you?’ 


‘It is nothing,’ Carathril assured his second-in-command. ‘Just a passing 
fancy, a whim.’ 


‘How so?’ asked Aerenis. 


‘Nothing disturbs them, the great eagles, that is,’ Carathril said quietly. 
“They eat, and they breed, and they raise their chicks, far removed from our 
woes. Such freedom, to soar and to hunt, unfettered by anguish or strife. 
You know, they say that the mages in Saphery can transform themselves 
into doves or hawks.’ 


“You would glide upon the breeze as a bird?’ Aerenis sounded dubious. 
Carathril was not known for poetic flights of fantasy. ‘“They” say a lot of 
things about those Sapherians, and they are a strange folk that is for sure. 
But I doubt that they could transform themselves into a bird. Magic does 
not work so simply, or so I believe. Anyway, why would you want to be a 
bird? You are not carefree and capricious. What of your duty to Lothern, 
and your pledge to the Phoenix King? Do these things not give you solace 
in these dark times?’ 


‘They do, for sure,’ said Carathril, turning to Aerenis with a grim smile. 
‘And with that in mind, we should be on our way to bear tidings to King 
Bel Shanaar.’ 


Carathril and Aerenis rode down the winding path of the pass, their horses 
delicately picking their way along a narrow path of grey cobbles as the 
valley narrowed into a defile no more than a stone’s throw wide. The light 
of the morning sun had not yet breached the canyon tops, and they plunged 
into cool shadow. 


Above them, the air danced and shimmered and a faint magical aurora 
played about the barely visible mountain peaks. Occasionally the distant 
silhouette of an eagle would pass overhead. The rock here was pale and 
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broken, and tumbles of scree and pebbles littered the crevasse floor, so that 
the two elves were forced to ride slowly, their steeds picking their way 
carefully between the patches of debris. Scattered whitethistle bushes clung 
to life under rocky overhangs, the last few brilliant blooms still opening 
their petals, the first deep red berries bursting into colour on slender, 
thorned stems. Here and there thin trickles of meltwater from the higher 
slopes meandered across the path. 


Silence descended, broken only by the occasional sighing of the wind 
across the rocks. They rode on without word for some time, each elf alone 
with his thoughts. To Carathril’s familiar eye, Aerenis seemed distant, 
perturbed. He rode with a tenseness the guard captain had not seen before. 


‘Dark thoughts?’ Carathril asked, reining his steed across the path to ride 
alongside his lieutenant. ‘The events at the prince’s manse disturb you.’ 


“They do,’ admitted Aerenis. 


‘I am sorry we could not save them all,’ Carathril said, guessing his 
companion’s guilt. 


‘It is more than that,’ Aerenis replied. ‘Before you pulled me back, I 
recognised a face I knew. A friend of my sister, Glarionelle, she was there.’ 


‘The flames were too strong; you could not have rescued her.’ Carathril 
said, leaning across to place a comforting hand on his friend’s shoulder. 


‘That I know,’ Aerenis said with a nod. He turned his face skywards and 
spoke as if to himself. ‘Though it grieves me it is not the cause of my pain. 
Why was she there at all? She always seemed so full of life when I saw her. 
Her laughter came fast and lasted long. What drove her to seek the solace of 
the forbidden gods?’ 


Aerenis closed his eyes for a moment and then turned his gaze on Carathril, 
his dark blue eyes moist with tears. 


‘How could someone so fair have fallen to such depths?’ 


Carathril did not reply immediately, but thought for a moment, choosing his 
words. There was little comfort he could offer Aerenis, for he could not 
begin to understand his suffering. Carathril was the last of his family, his 
forefathers had died fighting the daemons and he was without wife or heir. 
Since the fall of Aenarion only duty and discipline had filled his heart. 
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‘I do not know,’ he said, removing his hand and brushing a lock of silver 
hair from his face. ‘Perhaps it was curiosity that lured her, and then passion 
that kept her snared. I have heard tales, no more than rumours, that not all 
go to such gatherings willingly. Some are fooled by the coven leaders, 
others forcibly taken from their homes, drugged and abducted. Those who 
might have the answers you seek are now dead, for good or ill. Find solace 
in the fact that we saved some, even if we could not save them all.’ 


“You are a strong leader and a wise counsellor,’ said Aerenis with a rueful 
smile, meeting Carathril’s gaze. A sombre expression replaced the smile 
and Aerenis glanced away. ‘Perhaps it should have been you and not 
Aeltherin who was prince.’ 


Carathril laughed with genuine amusement and Aerenis shot him a shocked 
glance. 


‘What do you find so amusing?’ demanded Aerenis with a frown. 


‘The blood of princes does not run in my veins,’ Carathril explained. ‘My 
father and grandfather did not draw weapons alongside Aenarion, they were 
not watrior-princes fit to rule these lands. For all my station, for all my 
swordcraft and authority, I am content to be a servant, for I am the son of 
farmers, not fighters. While Aenarion and the princes fought, my family 
sheltered behind their blades, thankful for the protection of their betters. 
They were slain in fields of corn, not upon fields of blood. I do not feel 
ashamed, for no matter how mighty a prince becomes, he still needs water 
to drink and bread to eat. I believe that life and destiny finds a place for us 
all, and that is a comfort to me.’ 


“Well, let us hope life has beds for us in Tor Anroc this night!’ joked 
Aerenis, eager to lighten the mood. 


Carathril gave his lieutenant a playful shove. 


‘And one of those golden-haired Tiranoc maidens to warm it for you, no 
doubt!’ 


Their laughter echoed along the defile, sending a flock of birds darting into 
the darkening skies. 
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The autumnal sun was low on the horizon as Carathril and Aerenis rode 
through the long grass of Tiranoc. Their descent from Eagle Pass had been 
swift and they had made good time over the last two days. Once out of the 
mountains they had allowed their horses full rein and galloped swiftly over 
the many miles, glad to be lost in a blur of meadows and woodlands. 


In Tiranoc, as in all of the Outer Kingdoms, the weather was colder than 
that of the inner realms, being more exposed to the sea winds than those 
lands within the circle of the Annulii. Still, the sun had been warm enough 
to make the ride pleasant for Aerenis and Carathril, and in each other’s 
company they had passed many miles in constant yet trivial conversation. 


Ahead, no more than two leagues distant, the city of Tor Anroc rose from 
upon a white-stoned hill, bathed in the setting sun. About the foothills of the 
mount clustered white buildings roofed with red tiles, nestled amongst 
freshly tilled fields, and thin smoke drifted from the farm chimneys. Orange 
and pink in the dusk light, the foundations of Tor Anroc towered above the 
plain, and two great roads curved away to the left and right, spiralling 
around the hilltop to the summit. 


From high walls, the blue and yellow flags of Tiranoc hung limply on their 
banner poles, barely stirred by the still evening air. Towers and citadels 
carved from the white rock broke above the curving crenellations of the 
curtain wall, but these in turn were dwarfed by a central spire that pierced 
the twilight like a shining needle. 


Heartened by the closeness of their destination, Carathril and Aerenis 
guided their steeds into a gentle trot and forged through the wild meadows; 
before long they came upon a roadway, flagged with hexagonal red tiles, 
which cut straight as an arrow towards the city. 


Ahead lay walled orchards, where rows of apple and cherry trees clung 
stubbornly to their golden and red leaves. The harvest had passed and the 
fields were quiet, peacefully descending into their winter sleep behind 
hedges of callow flower and kingwood. They had left behind the livestock 
pastures in the foothills, where shepherds and goatherds had been moving 
their flocks down from the higher slopes. Soon the droving would begin and 
the herds would be brought to the markets of the towns surrounding Tor 
Anroc, and eventually to the capital itself. 
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The proximity of the city changed the landscape, just as a great tree might 
dominate a patch of woods or an island break the flow of a river. Here the 
farms were protected by high walls of white stone, and stood along the road 
behind gates of silver and gold. 


Further back, away from the turnpike and reached only by meandering trails 
across the fields, stood tall mansions with many-roofed halls and slender 
towers. Here the nobles of Tiranoc lived in the summer, away from the city. 
Now only a handful trailed grey smoke from their chimneys; most of 
Tiranoc’s princes had retired back to their city homes to the warmth of open 
fires, the excitement of winter balls and the intrigue of court life in Tor 
Anroc. Their horses’ hooves clattering on the road, the riders made good 
speed and the sun was still loitering in the western sky as they rode into the 
shadow of the high rock of the city. 


A great gatehouse barred the road, a bastion upon a wall twice the height of 
an elf that arched backwards into the mount itself, all carved from the naked 
rock. Two pale towers flanked the roadway, devoid of openings except for 
high arrow slits that looked upon every approach. On each of the flat tower 
tops stood a bolt thrower, mounted upon an assembly of bars and thin ropes 
so that that they could be swung with ease in any direction. 


The golden gate of Tor Anroc lay open, but passage was barred by two 
chariots, stood side-by-side. Their fronts were carved in the likenesses of 
eagles and golden wings swept back to form their sides. Two pale grey 
horses stood motionless in front of each, bound by black leather harnesses; 
upon the back of each chariot stood two stern warriors, one with a long 
silvered spear, the other with bow bent and arrow nocked. The sentries 
watched cautiously as Carathril and Aerenis slowed their mounts to a walk 
and approached, hands held out from their sides. 


‘Who approaches Tor Anroc, city of Tiranoc, seat of the Phoenix King?’ the 
spearman on the left called out. 


‘Captain Carathril of Lothern, bearing missives for his majesty Bel 
Shanaar,’ Aerenis replied as the two halted a dozen paces from the gateway. 
‘And I, his aide, Aerenis, lieutenant of Lothern.’ 


‘Come, Firuthal, why such caution?’ Carathril called out as he dismounted. 
The spearman stepped down from the back of his chariot and approached; 
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his face was grim. 


‘It is not for me to say, friend,’ Firuthal said, extending a hand in greeting, 
which Carathril gripped firmly. ‘The guard is doubled on the orders of Bel 
Shanaar. We are told to patrol the roads and borders, to keep watch for 
strangers. It is not my place to question our commands.’ 


‘But I am no stranger,’ Carathril said, turning and waving Aerenis to join 
him. ‘I bring important news for the Phoenix King, and then perhaps when 
your watch is complete we can share a jug of wine and speak more freely.’ 


Firuthal nodded but still did not smile. 


‘Perhaps,’ the charioteer said. ‘My watch finishes at midnight; I shall come 
to find you at the palace.’ 


‘Be sure that you do,’ Carathril said, pulling himself back into his saddle 
with a jingle of harness. 


Firuthal quickly trotted back to his chariot and nimbly leapt aboard. With a 
word, he urged the horses forwards and guided them past Carathril and 
Aerenis. 


‘Go quickly, I will send word to the Phoenix King that you are here,’ 
Firuthal told them as he passed, with a glance over his shoulder towards the 
rising pinnacle of the palace tower. ‘He will be eager to hear your 
messages.’ 


With a wave, Carathril rode on under the gateway, Aerenis following 
closely. Beyond, the road split into two and they took the left fork, climbing 
the hill along its southern slope. The screech of a bird attracted their 
attention and they looked up to see a hawk racing towards the tower of Tor 
Anroc: Firuthal’s message. As they rode higher, the plains and meadows 
were laid out around them, stretching from mountain to coast and ruddy in 
the swiftly falling twilight. Soon low buildings enclosed the road and they 
were swallowed up by the outskirts of Tor Anroc. 


The clatter of pots and the scent of cooking reminded Carathril that it had 
been some hours since they had eaten, and he hoped that he could swiftly 
conclude his business with Bel Shanaar and seek a hostelry. 


He noted immediately the quiet and calm of Tiranoc. As they passed under 
a second gateway, through the curtain wall and into the city proper, he noted 
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the lack of people on the streets. Within the city, the road continued its same 
swirling ascent, curling tighter and tighter about the hilltop, the buildings 
growing taller with each loop until they passed over the road itself and the 
pair found themselves riding through a long, lantern-lit tunnel. For a short 
while, they rode in twinkling lamplight, the jangling of the horses’ 
harnesses and the clipping of their hooves echoing from walls occasionally 
pierced with high, thin windows and narrow doors. 


Frescoes broke the monotony of the white walls, painted in vivid colours, 
showing harvest scenes and chariot races, deer hunts and marketplaces. 
Alleys and side streets broke the all-enclosing shaft, but these too offered 
no view of the sky. The city was now carved out of the stone of the mount, 
every room, window and door fashioned by masons from the heartrock of 
the hill. Having been raised in the open avenues of Lothern, Carathril felt a 
little unnerved and he only realised how uncomfortable he had started to 
feel when they finally exited the tunnelway out onto a broad plaza 
surrounding the palace. 


Tiled with the same red stone as the road, the courtyard stretched for three 
hundred paces and it was filled with market stalls and crowds. The cries of 
stall keepers hawking their wares mixed with the hubbub of bargaining and 
general conversation. Dressed in flowing robes of white and wrapped with 
cowls, scarves and cloaks dyed in the same vibrant hues as the tunnel 
paintings, the folk of Tor Anroc weaved between the stalls at leisure, 
crossing each other’s paths in a slow, complex dance of commerce. In the 
centre, the tower of the Phoenix King’s palace soared into the darkening 
skies, golden light glimmering from its narrow windows. 


‘This way,’ Carathril said, pointing to the left. A road was kept clear to the 
doors of the tower, and here a company of charioteers stood guard, fifty of 
them arrayed in two lines that flanked the approach to the palace. 


None attempted to bar their arrival, and a retainer came forwards to take the 
reins of their horses as they dismounted outside the palace gate. The high 
wooden doors opened before them, showing a vaulted entrance hall lit by 
gold lanterns. At the far end, a marble stairway spiralled out of sight. A 
deep red carpet stretched along the hallway and up the stair, and Carathril 
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self-consciously lifted up the hem of his cloak, covered as it was with the 
grime of many days’ travel. 


An elf swathed in a flowing robe of blue embroidered in gold with flowing 
birds came into view, walking swiftly down the stairs. 


‘Captain Carathril, I am Palthrain, chamberlain to his majesty,’ the elf 
introduced himself with a deferential nod as they met at the bottom of the 
stairs. His cheeks were sharply angled and his wide eyes dark under a shock 
of black hair. His movements were measured and precise as he gestured for 
them to accompany him. 


He spoke as he led them swiftly up the steps, his eyes fixed on Carathril’s 
as he did so. 


‘His majesty is most keen to hear of events in Lothern,’ said Palthrain. ‘It 
has been many weeks since we have heard word from Prince Aeltherin, or 
any of his court, for that matter.’ 


Carathril hesitated a moment, casting a glance at Aerenis. 


‘Rest assured, captain, that whatever you tell the Phoenix King I shall know 
immediately,’ said Palthrain. 


‘Our news will not bring any joy, I am afraid,’ said the captain. 


Palthrain took this with no more reaction than an understanding nod, though 
his eyes never left Carathril’s. 


They passed several landings during their ascent: wide archways leading 
from the stairs to the hallways and galleries that made up the greater part of 
the palace. On the fourth level, Palthrain turned them aside and ushered 
them through the arch into a wide indoor amphitheatre. Wooden benches, 
empty for the moment, surrounded a central circular floor. At the far end of 
the hall, in the gap made by the horseshoe of seats, the Phoenix King sat 
upon a high-backed golden throne; about him stood several other elves of 
regal disposition. 


As they approached, they saw that Bel Shanaar was deep in conversation, 
his gaze not once straying to the new arrivals. He was dressed in his formal 
robes of office: layers of white and gold, delicately embroidered with silver 
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swirls and runes. From his shoulders hung a long cloak of white feathers, 
which draped over the arms of his throne, hemmed with a band of golden 
thread and sapphires. His face was faintly lined, the only sign of old age 
any elf endured, and a golden band studded with a single emerald swept 
back his pale blond hair, showing a forehead creased with a frown. His eyes 
were bright blue, and he pursed thin lips as he listened intently to the words 
of his counsellors. 


‘His majesty, Bel Shanaar, Phoenix King of Ulthuan,’ Palthrain whispered 
reverentially as they crossed the lacquered wooden floor. 


He waved his hand gently towards a short, young elf to the Phoenix King’s 
left, who stood with his arms crossed, his expression one of displeasure. 


‘Elodhir, son of the Phoenix King, heir to the throne of Tiranoc,’ said the 
chamberlain. The family resemblance was clear. 


On the other side stood a tall, broad elf dressed in a long sweep of gilded 
scale armour, bound with a thick black belt, a sword hanging from his hip. 


‘Imrik of Caledor, son of Menieth,’ Palthrain said. ‘He is the grandson of 
that great mage, Caledor Dragontamer.’ 


‘All know of Imrik,’ said Carathril, thrilled to see such a legendary warrior 
in the flesh. 


‘The third and last of the Phoenix King’s advisors is Thyriol,’ said 
Palthrain. ‘He is one of the most powerful mage-princes, ruler of Saphery.’ 


Thyriol’s silver hair hung to his waist in three long tresses bound with strips 
of black leather. He wore multi-layered robes of white and yellows, which 
constantly shimmered as he fidgeted from foot to foot. 


“Thyriol who presided over the First Council?’ asked Aerenis, awe in his 
voice. 


‘The same,’ said Palthrain. His voice rose in volume. ‘Captain Carathril of 
Lothern, your majesty.’ 


“Thank you, Palthrain,’ Bel Shanaar said, still not looking at them. 


The chamberlain bowed and left without further word. Carathril and 
Aerenis were left standing on their own, listening to the discussion. 
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“We cannot show mercy,’ said Imrik with a shake of his head. ‘The people 
need our strength.’ 


‘But many of them are victims as much as they are perpetrators,’ cautioned 
Bel Shanaar. ‘They are brought low by their own terrors, and the priests and 
priestesses play on their fears and manipulate their woes. I have spoken 
with some who claim that they did not realise how debased they had 
become. There is dark magic in this, some more evil purpose that we have 
not yet seen.’ 


“Then we must find their ringleaders and question them,’ suggested Elodhir. 
The prince took a pace towards his father. ‘We cannot simply allow the 
cults to spread unchecked. If we should allow that to happen, our armies 
will be eaten away by this menace, our people consumed by their own 
desires. No! Though it is perhaps a harsh judgement on some, we must 
prosecute your rule with firm determination and relentless purpose.’ 


‘That is all well and good, Elodhir, but against whom must we prosecute 
it?’ asked Thyriol. As always, Thyriol’s words were quiet and meaningful. 


As he carefully considered his next words, the elf lord ran thin fingers 
through his silver hair. His deep green eyes fixed on each of his fellows in 
turn. ‘We all know its root, yet there is not one of us speaks its name. 
Nagarythe. There, I have said it and yet the world still turns.’ 


“Tales and rumour are no basis for policy,’ replied Bel Shanaar. ‘Perhaps 
our guests bring tidings that will aid our discussions.’ 


Carathril stood dumbly for a moment, taken aback by his sudden inclusion 
in the conversation. The Phoenix King and three princes looked at him with 
inquiring eyes, and the guard captain cleared his throat and gathered his 
thoughts. 


‘I bear ill tidings, your majesty,’ Carathril said quietly. ‘I and my 
companion have ridden hither with all haste to bring you the news that 
Prince Aeltherin of Lothern is dead.’ 


A scowl crossed the face of Imrik, while the others present bowed their 
heads for a moment. 


‘It is our misfortune that the great prince fell from grace, your majesty,’ 
continued Carathril. ‘I know not how, but Prince Aeltherin became a 
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member of the pleasure cults. For how long, we do not know. It appears that 
for some time the prince was in league with the dark priestesses of Atharti, 
and from his position misdirected our efforts to uncover the plots of the 
cult. Only a chance happening, a name whispered by a prisoner in her sleep, 
Started us on a sinister path that led to the doors of the prince’s manse 
itself.’ 


‘And how is it that Prince Aeltherin does not stand here to defend himself 
against these accusations?’ asked Elodhir. ‘Why is he not in your custody?’ 


‘He took his own life, highness,’ explained Carathril. ‘I endeavoured to 
reason with him, implored the prince to put his case before this court, but he 
was gripped with a madness and would not consent. I know not what 
caused him to act in this way, and I would not dare to speculate.’ 


‘A ruling prince party to these covens of evil?’ muttered Thyriol, turning to 
the Phoenix King. ‘Matters are even graver than we would have dared 
admit. When news of Aeltherin’s fall spreads, fear and suspicion will 
follow.’ 


‘As is the intent of the architects of this darkness, I have no doubt,’ said 
Bel-Shanaar. ‘With the rulers of the realms no longer to be trusted, to whom 
will our citizens turn? When they cannot trust those with authority, the 
greater the dread upon the minds of our people, and the more they will flock 
to the cults.’ 


‘And who shall we trust, if not our own?’ asked Imrik, his demeanour dark. 


“The defection of Prince Aeltherin casts a cloud over every prince,’ said Bel 
Shanaar with a sorrowful shake of his head. ‘If we are to lead the people 
from the temptations of the cults, we must be united. Yet how can we act 
together when the doubt remains that those in whom we confide may well 
be working against our interests?’ 


“To allow ourselves to be divided would bring about a terrible age of 
anarchy,’ warned Thyriol, who had begun to pace back and forth beside the 
king’s throne. ‘The rule of the realms is fragile, and the greatest of our 
leaders are beyond these shores in the colonies across the ocean.’ 


‘The greatest of our leaders sits upon this throne,’ said Elodhir, his eyes 
narrowing. 
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‘I spoke not of one individual,’ said Thyriol, raising a placating hand. ‘Yet I 
would wish it that Prince Malekith were here, if only to settle the matter of 
his people in Nagarythe. In his absence we are reluctant to prosecute 
investigations within his realm.’ 


“Well, Malekith is not here, while we are,’ said Bel Shanaar sharply. He 
paused for a moment, passing a hand across his forehead. ‘It matters not. 
Thyriol, what is the counsel of the mages of Saphery?’ 


The mage-prince ceased his pacing and turned on his heel to face the 
Phoenix King. He folded his arms, which disappeared within the sleeves of 
his voluminous robe, and pursed his lips as if in thought. 


“You were correct to speak of dark magic, your majesty,’ Thyriol said. ‘Our 
divinations sense a growing weight of evil energy gathering in the vortex. It 
pools within the Annulii Mountains, drawn here by the practices of the 
cults. Sacrifice of an unnatural kind is feeding the ill winds. Whether it is 
the purpose of the cults or simply an unintended result of their ceremonies, 
we cannot say. This magic is powerful but dangerous, and no mage will 
wield it.’ 


“There is no means by which this dark magic can be spent safely?’ asked 
Imrik. 


‘The vortex dissipates some of its power, and would cleanse the winds in 
due course were the dark magic not fuelled further,’ explained Thyriol. 
‘Unfortunately, there is nothing we can do to hasten this, other than to stop 
the cults practising their sorcery.’ 


‘And so we retum again to our main question,’ sighed Bel Shanaar. ‘How 
might we rid ourselves of these cults?’ 


‘Firm action,’ growled Imrik. ‘Muster the princes; send out the call to arms. 
Sweep away this infestation with blade and bow.’ 


“What you suggest threatens civil war,’ Thyriol cautioned. 
“To stand idle threatens equal destruction,’ said Elodhir. 


‘And would you lead this army, Imrik?’ Bel Shanaar asked, turning in his 
throne to stare intently at the Caledorian prince. 
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‘I would not,’ Imrik replied sharply. ‘Caledor yet remains free of this taint, 
and I seek to maintain the peace that we have.’ 


‘Saphery has no generals of renown,’ said Thyriol with a shrug. ‘I think that 
you will find the other realms reluctant to risk open war.’ 


“Then who shall lead the hunt?’ pleaded Elodhir, his exasperation clear in 
his voice. 


‘Captain Carathril,’ said Bel Shanaar. Carathril started, surprised that his 
presence was still remembered. He had assumed the princes had heard all 
that they needed, and had been waiting for leave to be excused. 


‘How might I be of service, your majesty?’ Carathril asked. 


‘I dispense with your duties to the Guard of Lothern,’ said Bel Shanaar, 
standing up. ‘You are loyal and trustworthy, devoted to our people and the 
continuance of peace and just rule. From this moment, I appoint you as my 
herald, the mouth of the Phoenix King. You will take word to the princes of 
the realms. I will ask if there is one amongst them who is willing to 
prosecute the destruction of these intolerable cults. This peril that besets us 
is no less than the division of our people and the destruction of our 
civilisation. We must stand strong, and proud, and drive out these faithless 
practitioners of deceit. The gratitude of our lands and this office will be 
heaped upon the prince that delivers us from this darkness.’ 
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Fifteen 
A Bold Oath 


Carathril felt wearier than he had ever felt before in his long years. For 
eighty days since becoming the herald of the Phoenix King, he had ridden 
across the length and breadth of Ulthuan. He had crossed back and forth 
over the Annulii Mountains; south to the mountains and hills of Caledor 
where the Dragonriders lived in tall castles amidst the mountain peaks; 
north to Chrace, where the warriors wore the pelts of fierce white lions 
hunted by their own hands. 


Carathril had crossed the Sea of Dusk and the Sea of Dreams to Saphery, 
where mages ruled and the fields were tilled by enchanted ploughs and 
lanterns of ghostfire glittered in the towns. He had taken ship to Avelom, 
the beautiful forests of the Everqueen, though he had not met the 
ceremonial wife of the Phoenix King on his visits, only her stern guard of 
handmaidens and the priestesses of Isha. In Yvresse, he had sailed amongst 
the eastern islands and camped under the wooded boughs of the Athel 
Yvrain. He had become accustomed to the long rides and nights spent under 
the stars or in strange beds, driven on by his duty to the Phoenix King. 


He had borne the tidings of Bel Shanaar to the princes, and as winter closed 
her chill grip upon the Outer Kingdoms, Carathril had reluctantly returned 
with their replies: none was willing to lead the soldiery of Ulthuan against 
the pleasure cults. 


Now he rested, as he had done for the past seven days, sitting upon one of 
the benches in the audience chamber of the palace, lulled half-asleep by the 
droning of the princes’ voices below. For weeks they had arrived and left, 
seeking counsel from Bel Shanaar and each other, bringing tidings, mostly 
grim, of events across the realms of Ulthuan. 


As far as Carathril could tell, the conflict with the cults of pleasure and 
excess was growing in intensity. From his own experience in Lothern he 
knew that it seemed that another sect would emerge even aS one was 
destroyed. It was becoming evident that for some time now, many years 
likely, the cults had been prospering outside of the cities and large towns. 
Distant farms and isolated hunting lodges had become meeting places for 
those drawn to the forbidden rituals of these cults, and here thriving 
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communities had established themselves. Cult members had spread far and 
wide, and there was no telling how many figures of authority, how many 
nobles and commanders were now in their grip. Carathril had wanted to 
believe that the insurgence of dark practices and loathsome ceremonies had 
been halted, but each revelation dashed his hopes a little further. 


The fundamental problem was that each kingdom was confident in its own 
abilities to combat the emerging fanaticism of the cults, but was suspicious 
of its neighbours. Even though united under the rule of the Phoenix King, 
each realm was a sovereign territory of its princes, ruled over in the 
Phoenix King’s name. 


The princes had a great amount for which to be worried, and each had a 
vested interest in protecting the fortunes of his kingdom, for all the ruling 
families were powerful, militarily, politically and economically. They were 
descended from the bravest and strongest of Aenarion’s captains, who had 
wielded the magical weapons of Caledor Dragontamer against the daemon 
hosts. They had a bloodright to rule their lands, and each jealously guarded 
his domains with the ferocity of a she-lion protecting her young. 


No prince could agree to allow another to control the armies of their house, 
nor could they comfortably consent to having the troops of another realm 
stationed in their lands. To Carathril’s simple mind it seemed as if they ever 
postured and manoeuvred for aid whilst never offering their own. Once 
enamoured of these lofty rulers, Carathril was quickly tiring of their 
political ways. In short, Carathril realised, the majority of the princes—both 
those that ruled over a realm and those that served them—considered the 
wider purging of the cults to be somebody else’s problem. 


It seemed as if a few of the princes felt the same as the herald. Of all the 
princes, Carathril considered Imrik to be closest to the herald in outlook and 
opinion. He was plain-speaking, thought of as gruff, even rude, by some of 
his peers, and feared inaction more than anything. 


As the grandson of the great Caledor Dragontamer, he was considered the 
noblest of all the princes, and this stirred jealousy in the hearts of others. 
They all feared the power of the kingdom of Caledor, for it was from here 
the dragon knights hailed, a force greater than any mustered by other 
realms. As was the way of powerful individuals, many of the princes were 
loath to surrender control of their forces to another, and for his part Imrik 
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was unwilling to shoulder the responsibilities he thought were being shirked 
by the other princes. 


Carathril missed Lothern dearly. He had passed through his home city some 
fifty days earlier to bear news to Prince Haradrin, now ruler of the realm of 
Eataine. What he had seen, the suspicion and fear in the eyes of his people, 
made Carathril long to be dispensed from the Phoenix King’s service so that 
he might return and aid his folk. Yet it was not to be, for Bel Shanaar ever 
sought more diplomacy with the princes, and Carathril was required to be 
on hand at short notice. 


Carathril felt alone amongst these high-ranking personages, for Aerenis had 
left for Lothern only a few days after they had first arrived. Those few elves 
that Carathril knew in Tor Anroc were cordial enough, but it quickly 
became evident that his position as herald not only denied him much time 
for personal matters and socialising, but also made those around him wary 
of speaking their mind. They persistently enquired of delicate matters from 
Carathril, seeking confirmation of rumours and nuggets of information from 
the Phoenix King’s court, and Carathril was reluctant to confide what little 
he really knew for fear of being seen as a gossip, unworthy of the trust 
bestowed upon him. 


The more Carathril learned of the secretive nature of the cults—of how 
many of the members led plain and normal lives on the surface but 
performed hedonistic and despicable acts in private—the more he became 
distrustful. Eventually, he had decided to forego his rare excursions to the 
rest of the city and now stayed solely within the confines of the palace 
when he was in Tor Anroc. 


A stir amongst the court roused Carathril as two more joined their number. 
He recognised them immediately as Prince Finudel, ruler of Ellyrion and 
his sister, Princess Athielle. They had arrived only two days ago and caused 
much commotion with promises of cavalry and spearmen for the cause. 
Carathril leaned forwards, his chin cupped in his hand, and listened to what 
was being said. 


‘It matters not if the horsemasters of Ellyrion stand ready to ride forth,’ 
Prince Bathinair of Yvresse was saying. ‘Who are they to ride forth against, 
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my dear Finudel? You can hardly lead a cavalry charge through every 
village and town in Ulthuan.’ 


‘Perhaps you seek to upset the harmony between the realms for your own 
ends,’ added Caladryan, another of Yvresse’s nobility. ‘It is no secret that of 
late the fortunes of Ellyrion have waned. War suits those with little to lose, 
and it costs those who have the means. Our endeavours across the oceans 
bring us wealth and goods from the colonies; perhaps Ellyrion is jealous of 
that.’ 


Finudel opened his mouth to speak, his anger etched in creases across his 
brow, but Athielle quickly laid a hand on her brother’s arm to still him. 


‘It is true that we have perhaps not prospered as much as some,’ the 
Ellyrian princess said quietly. ‘In part that is because we of the Inner 
Kingdoms must pay the taxes of Lothern to pass our fleets into the Great 
Ocean. If not for those taxes, I suspect that the Outer Kingdoms would 
perhaps have less of a monopoly of trade.’ 


“We cannot be held to account for the quirks of geography,’ sneered Prince 
Langarel, one of Haradrin’s kin from Lothern. ‘The sea gates must be 
maintained, and our war fleet stands ever ready for the benefit of all. It is 
fitting, then, that all should contribute to the cost of maintaining these 
defences.’ 


‘And against whom do you defend us?’ growled Finudel. ‘Men? Hut- 
dwelling savages who can barely cross a river, and an ocean divides us from 
them. The dwarfs? They are content to dig in the mountains and sit in their 
caves. The slaves of the Old Ones? Their cities lie in ruins, their civilisation 
swallowed by the hot jungles. Your fleet is not required, a token of the 
hubris of Lothern kept gilded by the labours of the other realms.’ 


‘Must every old slight and rankle be dredged up before me every day?’ 
demanded Bel Shanaar, his voice cutting sharply through the raised voices 
of the princes. “There is nothing to be gained from this bickering, and 
everything to be lost. While we argue over the spoils of our growing 
colonies, our cities here at hand are being devoured by decadence and 
forbidden pursuits. Would you have us abandon our roots and settle in the 
newly grown branches of our realm? The world has riches enough for us 
all, if we could set aside these incessant arguments.’ 
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“The power of the cults grows, that much is clear,’ said Thyriol, from where 
he sat upon one of the ring of innermost benches surrounding the hall. All 
turned to the mage in expectation. 


‘The vortex holds the winds of magic in check for the moment, but dark 
magic is gathering in the mountains. Strange creatures have been seen in the 
highest peaks, unnatural things spawned from the power of Chaos. Not all 
things of darkness were purged by the blade of Aenarion and the vortex of 
Caledor. Hybrid monsters of flesh, mutant and depraved, dwell still in the 
wilderness. The dark magic feeds them, emboldens them, makes them 
stronger and cannier. Even now, the passes become ever more dangerous to 
travel. In the winter when the hunters and soldiers cannot keep these 
growing numbers of beasts at bay, what then? Will we have manticores and 
hydras descend into the lowlands to attack farms and destroy villages? If we 
allow the cults to grow unchecked, perhaps even the vortex itself will fail 
and once more plunge the world into an age of darkness and daemons. Is 
there one here with the will to prevent that?’ 


The assembled princes stood in silence, eyeing each other, avoiding the 
gaze of the Phoenix King. 


“There is one perhaps that has the will,’ a voice called out, echoing along 
the audience chamber from the doorway. Its timbre was firm and deep, 
filled with authority. 


A ripple of gasps and whispers spread through the court as the newcomer 
strode purposefully across the lacquered floor, the fall of his riding boots 
sounding like the thunder of war drums. He was dressed in a long skirt of 
golden mail and his chest was covered with a gold breastplate etched with 
the design of a dragon, coiled and ready to attack. He wore a cloak of 
shadow-black across his shoulders, held with a clasp adorned with a black 
gem set into a golden rose. Under one arm he carried a tall war helm, fixed 
with a strange circlet of dark grey metal that had jutting, thorn-like spines. 
A complex headband of golden threads swept back raven hair that fell about 
his shoulders in twisted plaits tied with rings of rune-etched bone. His eyes 
were piercing, dark, as he stared at the nervous princes and courtiers. He 
radiated power, his energy and vigour surrounding him as surely as light 
glows from a lantern. 


428 XRN 


The princes parted before the newcomer like waves before a ship’s prow, 
treading and stumbling upon robes and cloaks in their eagerness to back 
away. A few bowed stiffly or nodded heads in unthinking deference as he 
Swept past to stand in front of the Phoenix King, his left hand, gloved in 
supple black leather, resting on the golden pommel of a sword hanging in 
an ebon scabbard at his waist. 


‘Prince Malekith,’ said Bel Shanaar evenly, stroking his bottom lip with a 
slender finger. ‘Had I known of your coming I would have arranged suitable 
welcome.’ 


‘Such ceremony is unnecessary, your majesty,’ replied Malekith, his tone of 
voice warm, his manner as smooth as velvet. ‘I thought it prudent to arrive 
unannounced, lest our enemies be warned of my return.’ 


‘Our enemies?’ said Bel Shanaar, turning a hawkish look upon the prince. 


‘Even across the oceans, as I fought against vile beasts and brutal orcs, I 
heard of the woes that beset our home,’ Malekith explained. He paused and 
turned to face the princes and their counsellors. ‘Alongside the dwarfs, 
beside their kings, I and my companions fought to keep our new lands safe. 
Friends I had that gave their lives protecting the colonies, and I would not 
have their deaths be in vain, that our cities and our island here would fall to 
ruin even as we raise sparkling towers and mighty fortresses across the 
length and breadth of the world.’ 


‘And so you have retumed to us in our hour of need, Malekith?’ said Imrik 
haughtily, stepping in front of Malekith with his arms crossed defensively. 


“You must also have heard that which vexes us most,’ said Thyriol softly, 
standing up and pacing towards the prince of Nagarythe, stepping between 
Malekith and Imrik. ‘We would wish to prosecute our war against these 
insidious evils across all of Ulthuan. All of Ulthuan.’ 


“That is why I have returned,’ replied Malekith, meeting the mage’s keen 
gaze with his own piercing stare. ‘Nagarythe is gripped by this torment no 
less than other lands; more I have heard on occasion. We are one island, one 
realm under the rule of the Phoenix King, and Nagarythe will not be party 
to insurrection, nor shall we tolerate black magics and forbidden rituals.’ 


“You are our greatest general, our most sound strategist, Prince Malekith,’ 
said Finudel, his voice hesitant with hope. ‘If it pleases all present, would 
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you take up the banner of the Phoenix King and lead the fight against these 
miserable wretches?’ 


‘In you runs the noblest blood of all princes,’ gushed Bathinair, one of the 
Yvressian princes present. ‘As you fought the darkness alongside your 
father, you could again bring the light back to Ulthuan!’ 


‘Eataine would stand by you,’ promised Haradrin with a clenched fist held 
to his chest. 


A chorus of pleading and thanks bubbled up from the assembled nobles, but 
fell silent the moment Malekith raised a hand to still them. The Naggarothi 
prince turned his head and looked at Bel Shanaar, saying nothing. The 
Phoenix King sat in thought, his lips pursed, steepling his slender fingers 
beneath his chin. Bel Shanaar then looked at Imrik’s stern expression, an 
eyebrow raised in question upon the Phoenix King’s face. 


‘If it is the will of the Phoenix King and this court, then Caledor will not 
oppose Malekith,’ Imrik said slowly, before turning away and stalking from 
the room. 


An almost imperceptible expression of relief softened the furrows in Bel 
Shanaar’s frown, and he sat back and gave a perfunctory nod towards the 
prince of Nagarythe. 


‘As it pleases this court, so shall I act,’ declared Malekith. ‘A company of 
my finest warriors, fighters hardened by war across the seas one-and-all, 
rides even now to Anlec to announce my return. The army of Nagarythe 
shall be roused, and no hall nor cave nor cellar shall avoid our gaze. The 
raven heralds shall ride forth again, and all rumour shall come to our ears so 
that our foe might not hide. With mercy we shall temper our vengeance, for 
it is not our desire to slay needlessly those who are simply misguided. By 
trunk and root we shall tear free this tree of rotten fruit that feeds upon our 
fair nation, and we shall set free those trapped beneath its dark bower. No 
matter how high that tree reaches, no matter how powerful or prominent its 
leaders are, they shall not escape justice.’ 
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Sixteen 
A Journey to Darkness 


Northwards marched the caravan of Malekith. At their head, the prince led 
the column from atop an immense black steed bridled with silver and black 
leather. Behind him rode six hundred knights of Nagarythe, their silver and 
black pennants snapping in the chill autumn air. With them, they had 
brought news that already many cultists had surrendered to Malekith’s 
soldiers, throwing themselves upon the mercy of the prince. The people of 
Nagarythe, long cowed by the cultists who had held sway in Malekith’s 
absence, had come forth from their homes in celebration. Many of 
Nagarythe’s citizens had been forced into serving the cults against their 
will, enslaved with threats of sacrifice and violence. As if unshackled from 
a great yoke, they had thrown off the tyranny of the dark priests and 
priestesses and taken to the streets to proclaim the victorious return of their 
rightful ruler. 


Not only fair wishes from Bel Shanaar accompanied Malekith on his march 
north; three hundred chariots of Tiranoc went with him as a symbol of the 
Phoenix King’s support. More horsemen had recently arrived from Ellyrion, 
despatched on the orders of Finudel. Seven hundred reaver knights had 
crossed the Annulii Mountains along the Unicorn Pass, the Eyin Uirithas, 
and met the caravan some one hundred leagues from Anlec. In their wake 
came ten thousand spearmen, assembled from across Eataine and Yvresse; 
even now they crossed the Inner Sea to join the host that marched against 
the dark cultists. 


With them came a long baggage train, as any army on the march needed an 
unending tide of supplies to keep it on the move. The wagons of Tor Anroc 
were as larger versions of their sleek chariots, each pulled by four high- 
stepping steeds, the backs of the wains covered with gaily covered awnings 
and hung with pennants and flags of the kingdom. A hundred in all 
followed in the army’s wake, filled with cooks and fletchers, smiths and 
ostlers, bakers and armourers and all the gear of their trades. Priests and 
priestesses came also, of Asuryan and Isha, and astromancers of Lileath, 
diviners of Kourdanrin and other such soothsayers, chroniclers and clerics 
as Bel Shanaar had seen fit to grant the expedition. 
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Though the elves of Tiranoc and Ellyrion were glad of such mystical 
companions, the Naggarothi, and in particular Malekith, paid them little 
heed and avoided their gatherings. 


Amongst the host rode Carathril, still under oath as Bel Shanaar’s herald, to 
act for the Phoenix King in this endeavour. He felt as much relief and 
anticipation as the princes, and riding alongside the prince of Nagarythe 
filled him with a confidence he had never before felt. 


One bright morning they came upon a stone bridge that soared elegantly 
across a frothing river. This was the Naganath, which spilled straight from 
the mountains and across to the sea in a sweeping torrent. Beyond its 
foaming waters lay Nagarythe. 


Malekith’s gaze was distant, directed even further north, towards Anlec. His 
face betrayed no emotion, yet inside his thoughts were mixed. For almost 
his entire life he had sworn never to set foot here again until he was ready 
to take his rightful place. Excitement bubbled up inside him at the prospect 
of the events he saw unfolding in his head. Yet they were tinged with 
sadness, and not a little regret. Just before they crossed the bridge, Malekith 
signalled the column to halt and swung down from his saddle. Sensing 
Carathril’s gaze upon him, Malekith tumed to the herald and smiled. 


‘It has been more than thirteen hundred years since I last trod upon those 
lands,’ Malekith said, his voice quiet. ‘It has been more than one-and-a-half 
thousand since I took up the crown of Nagarythe, under the shadow of my 
father’s sacrifice. Of that time, I have spent more of my life upon foreign 
soil than I have my homeland.’ 


‘Tt must feel good to return,’ said Carathril. 


“Yes, it does feel good,’ said Malekith with a nod. He nodded even more 
firmly and then grinned. Then he broke into a laugh and his eyes glittered. 
“Very good!’ 


Carathril laughed with him, realising how much of an understatement he 
had uttered. Malekith’s mood swiftly turned sombre though, and once again 
he cast his gaze northwards. 
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‘I have been remiss in my duties as ruler,’ Malekith said. ‘It is in my 
absence that these depraved and reckless cults have flourished. From my 
lands, from the realm forged from the blood of my father, has grown a dark 
canker that poisons the heart of Ulthuan. That is a shame I cannot bear, and 
I will expunge it.’ 


“You cannot be blamed for the weaknesses and corruptions of others,’ 
Carathril said with a shake of his head. ‘The guilt for this malaise is not 
yours.’ 


‘Not mine alone, I accept that,’ replied Malekith. “Yet we all bear some 
responsibility for this degeneration of authority and tradition, and I bear 
more than most.’ 


The prince swung himself back upon his steed and turned to face the halted 
column. His voice rang loud and crisp in the morning air. 


‘Remember that these are the sovereign lands of Nagarythe,’ he cried. ‘It is 
here that Aenarion the Defender built Anlec, and from here that he rode 
forth to battle the daemons. I do not return to lead an invasion. We do not 
come here as conquerors. We are liberators. We are here to free this realm 
from the dark and terrible grip of its depression and immorality. We are here 
to bring light where darkness has settled. None shall be slain who offers 
repentance for his misdeeds. None shall be punished who turns from his 
wayward path to rejoin the side of the righteous. Fight first with your hearts 
before your swords. Pity those that stand against us, but do not fear them, 
and do not hate them. It is fear and hatred that has laid them so low, so we 
shall bring them hope and we shall bring them salvation.’ 


Malekith drew his sword and held it aloft; its rune-etched blade glimmered 
with blue fire. His voice rose to a triumphant shout. 


‘The blood of our forefathers stains this earth! This is Nagarythe and she 
bows to no darkness! I am prince here, these are my lands! I am Malekith!’ 


A great roar erupted from the assembled army, from the throats of both 
Naggarothi and elves of other realms. Malekith sheathed his sword and 
snatched the standard from the hand of his aide. Wheeling his steed with a 
flourish, Malekith urged on his mount and galloped across the bridge, the 
silver and black banner of Nagarythe fluttering above him. Still chanting, 
the column surged after him. 
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As the company made their way through Nagarythe, the truth of the 
situation became ever clearer. In the first village they entered, cheering 
crowds cast petals and blossoms, and a choir of children sang praises to the 
soldiers accompanied by flutes and harps. The village elder, a venerable elf 
with silver hair whose tresses reached her waist, presented Malekith with a 
garland of mountain laurel, and showered thanks upon Carathril and the 
others as they passed. 


Dark-haired maidens presented the marching warriors with bundles of 
flowers, and a few leapt upon the chariots to hug and kiss the crews. Not 
even on the carnival days of Isha had Carathril known such celebration, and 
his heart soared to see the joy in the eyes of the villagers. 


As they reached the central square, the mood changed. Here the white- 
washed buildings were stained with soot, their doors and windows charred. 
In the centre of the plaza huddled a group of some thirty elves, surrounded 
by villagers with knives and spears at the ready. 


The black dresses and robes of the captives were tattered and bloody, and 
many bore grazes and bruises. A few bore more severe injuries, cradling 
broken arms and bandaged cuts. Some had crudely shaven heads, while 
others had runes of Asuryan daubed with white dye on their exposed flesh. 


A handful of cultists regarded the soldiers with defiant and sullen eyes, their 
faces twisted with sneers; most had vacant gazes of shock, and a few looked 
down in shame and buried the heads in their hands, weeping. Pity, Malekith 
had said, and it was pity that filled the prince as he looked upon these poor 
wretches. Malekith signalled for Carathril to stop, and waved on the rest of 
the troop. The ruler of these desperate people sat upon his majestic steed 
and looked down at the prisoners, his face unmoving. 


‘Traitor!’ shouted one of the cultists, a young elf clad only in a loincloth, 
his bare flesh cut with dozens of small incisions; self-made rather than 
inflicted by his captors. ‘Khaine shall not forgive such treachery!’ 


Malekith did not react but simply continued to stare at the cultists, though 
from the corner of his eye he saw Carathril flinch at the mention of the Lord 
of Murder. 
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‘Ereth Khial will devour you, son of Aenarion!’ spat another degenerate, an 
old man whose black and dark blue robes were torn to shreds. 


‘Silence!’ said Carathril, drawing his sword and urging his steed forwards. 
The cultists shrank back, cowed by his anger. ‘We do not openly speak 
these names for a reason. That you consort with such gods is proof of your 
guilt. Save your hexes and curses!’ 


A lissom elf, her hair waxed into long spines and dyed orange, stood and 
bared herself to the company with a lewd smile. Scenes of licentious acts 
were painted in blue dye across her breasts, stomach and thighs. 


‘Perhaps Atharti’s blessings would please you more, my lord,’ she said, 
running a hand over her pale skin. “There are those here who can attend to 
your pleasure, whatever your desires may be.’ 


Malekith waved Carathril back and dismounted. He stood in front of the 
consort of Atharti. Though she was attractive, it was disgust rather than 
ardour that Malekith felt. Dark magic polluted her comely body. Hiding his 
feelings, the prince calmly took off his cloak and wrapped it around her, 
covering her naked form. 


“There is no pleasure in the degradation of others,’ Malekith said, stroking 
the girl’s hair. ‘It is love not lust that we bring with us. I see fear in your 
eyes, and that I understand. It is the retribution of mortals not gods that fills 
you with dread. And I say to this, do not be afraid. We are not here as 
executioners. We have not come to seek vengeance in blood. Whatever your 
crimes, you shall be treated fairly and with dignity. We do not judge you for 
your doubts and your desperation. Your weakness is regrettable but no 
cause for punishment. Some, I have no doubt, have trodden upon this path 
willingly and with malice, and in time justice will find them. But even for 
them, there is mercy and forgiveness. Healers shall attend to your ills, both 
physical and spiritual. We shall bring forth the darkness that lingers within 
you, and free you from its grip. In time, you will know peace and harmony 
once more.’ 


Malekith ordered that the villagers bring fresh clothes for the captives, and 
food and water. While the prince marshalled this activity himself, he sent 
the greater part of the column onwards towards Anlec. Once fed and 
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clothed, the cultists were taken under escort and Malekith resumed the 
march. 


From the village, the road turned north-east, towards the mountains, and 
rose steadily for several miles before cutting into thick woodland. Tall pines 
formed a wall on either side of the column, and as the day wore on the 
caravan was swathed with long shadows. No sound could be heard; an eerie 
quiet stilled all noise from bird and mammal. 


‘This is a queer land,’ Carathril remarked to himself. One of the knights of 
Anlec heard him and heeled his horse over beside the herald. 


‘This is Athel Sarui,’ the knight told him. ‘Forest of Silence’ the name 
meant, but Carathril had not heard of this place before. 


‘I see why it is so named,’ said Carathril. ‘Are you from this land?’ 


‘No,’ the knight replied quickly, taken aback by Carathril’s question. ‘No 
living souls save for the trees live here. It is said that beyond the forest, at 
the feet of the mountains, there is a great cave. It is one of the Adir Cynath, 
a gate to Mirai, the underworld. To wander close to the mountains is to risk 
the gaze of Ereth Khial, and to be taken into her darkness by the rephallim.’ 


Carathril shuddered at the mention of these forbidding names, of the dark 
goddess of the dead and her bodiless servants. To hear them spoken openly 
was unheard of in Lothern, for the cytharai, as the deeper gods were known, 
were not openly worshipped by right-thinking folk. The cults had embraced 
the dark promises of these thirsting entities, and by that act even now 
plunged Ulthuan into turmoil. The knight recognised Carathril’s expression 
of concern. 


‘Fear not, captain,’ he said calmly, and produced a silver amulet from 
beneath his mail shirt. It was shaped in the symbol of yenlui, the rune of 
balance, and studded with three shining diamonds. ‘This was a gift from a 
friend in Saphery, it will protect us. Those of us who dwell in the north 
must oft speak these distasteful names, for many of the darkest shrines to 
the dwellers beneath lie in our lands.’ 


‘And how is it that the heartland of Aenarion allows such practices?’ asked 
Carathril. 
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‘The cytharai must be appeased, from time to time,’ said the knight. ‘One 
does not ignore the gods without peril, especially those of vile and short 
temper. And does not that blackest of places, the shrine to the God of 
Murder, lie beyond our northern coast? Once it was that a single priest or 
priestess would tend the shrines of the nightly lords and ladies. He or she 
would entreat them to still their vengeance, and placate them with 
sacrifices.’ 


The knight cast his gaze downwards. 


‘On occasion, in desperate times, one must visit these dire abodes, for there 
are some things beyond even the knowledge of Asuryan and Isha. Even 
Aenarion sought their wisdom, and that is not to be undertaken lightly. 
Many are the wards and blessings the priests can bestow upon those who 
would supplicate themselves before the cytharai.’ 


“Yet how did worship of gods so abhorrent spread so widely?’ said 
Carathril. 


‘In indolence or sorrow, more of our people turned to the cytharai to ease 
their minds, to seek answers to questions perhaps best not asked,’ the knight 
told him. ‘Of loved ones long dead; of secrets lost in time; of joys forgotten 
with the coming of Chaos. Fortified and gratified by their indulgences, 
these misguided souls opened up the dark mysteries and learned their ways. 
They perverted the rituals of appeasement and turned them into ceremonies 
of praise. These dark acts they took with them, ever in secret, and founded 
new shrines in other lands. In the shadows, beyond the sight of right- 
minded folk, they practised their evils, perfecting them, luring others into 
their depravity. For more than five hundred years they have spread across 
Ulthuan, insinuating themselves into homes and hostels, from the lowliest 
to the highest. Be aware, the task we now undertake will be neither swift 
nor easy.’ 


‘And you, how did you not become ensnared or enslaved by these 
pernicious shrine-folk?’ asked Carathril. 


The knight tucked his talisman back beneath his shirt and then pulled back 
his long black hair from the nape of his neck. A scar was there, etched into 
his skin, in the shape of a curved dagger. 
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‘Who said that I did not?’ the knight said. ‘For many years I laboured with 
the blades of Khaine, a holy executioner in Anlec. My father had raised me 
within the cult, and I knew no different. It was only when he asked me to 
cut out the heart of my sister that I slew him and fled with her. We travelled 
across the sea to escape those that hunted us, and in time I met with the 
prince and told him of the travails of our people. I am Maranith, captain of 
Nagarythe under oath to Malekith, and it was I he sent to rouse this army 
ready for his return. I cannot hope to expunge the stain upon my spirit, but 
if my labours free others from its trap, I shall die content.’ 


‘And I am proud to labour beside you,’ said Carathril, extending a hand. 
The knight gripped it firmly in his own gauntleted fist and shook it firmly. 


‘What we have started here will change Ulthuan forever, Carathril,’ 
Maranith said. ‘Fight with the prince, and history will remember you for 
eternity.’ 


Carathril gave a nod and rode away. Filled with curiosity, he dropped down 
the column and pulled his horse to a walk beside the prisoners, observing 
them. The girl who had so brazenly offered herself to him now seemed 
demure, wrapped in white linen, her blonde hair washed and plaited, her 
skin cleansed of its obscene marks. She cast coy glances occasionally at 
Carathril, the wildness that had filled her eyes before now utterly gone. 
Carathril smiled at her and waved for her to approach. He dismounted and 
led his horse as she stepped up beside him. 


“Tell me your name,’ said Carathril. 
‘I am Drutheira,’ she replied hesitantly. 


‘I am Carathril, from Lothern,’ the herald told her. ‘It is uncommon for the 
maidens of Nagarythe to have straw hair such as yours.’ 


‘I am not from Nagarythe, my lord,’ Drutheira said. 


‘There is no need to call me lord; I am no prince, merely a captain of the 
guard. You may call me Carathril, or captain, as you please. How come you 
to be here, then?’ 


‘I am from Ellyrion, captain,’ she told him. ‘A while ago, twenty years or 
more, my brother and I were running the herd in the foothills of the 
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mountains. Riders came, clad in black cloaks, and we thought that they had 
come for the horses. Galdarin, my brother, tried to fight them, but he was 
slain. They left the horses, but took me. They bore me here, where they had 
built a temple to Atharti.’ 


“Twenty years?’ gasped Carathril. ‘It must have been hideous, enslaved to 
such diabolic rites.’ 


‘At first I was terrified,’ admitted Drutheira. ‘They beat me and whipped 
me, until I could no longer feel pain, I no longer cried. I cared not what 
happened to me. Then they brought me calmleaf and black lotus, and we 
feasted and dined in honour of Atharti. I learned the skills of the consort, 
and daily gave myself to the pleasures of Atharti. When Helreon died, I 
succeeded her as priestess and learned the inner mysteries of our goddess.’ 


Her voice had become strident and defiant, but suddenly she paused. 
Without warning, she began to sob. 


‘Oh, captain, today is the first day in twenty years I have seen clearly what I 
have become,’ she moaned. ‘Other girls I ordered brought to the shrine, and 
enslaved them as I was enslaved. What terrible things I have seen; have 
witnessed with joy in my heart. I was lost in the bliss of Atharti, never 
looking upon those vile acts in the way I see them now. What have I done?’ 


Carathril hushed her and laid a comforting hand upon her shoulder. She did 
not look up at him, but instead hung her head and continued to cry. He 
searched for the words to ease her, but could find none. He was not gifted 
with a lyric nature, and part of him still reviled what she had become. To 
give herself, body and spirit, so wholly to the forbidden gods was an idea he 
found utterly abhorrent. Unable to marry the loathing he felt with the pitiful 
sight of her so distraught, he chose to remain silent. 


They walked thus for some time, until her crying ceased. He turned to see 
her gazing at him, her face streaked with tears, her eyes shot with red. 


‘What is to become of me?’ she asked. 


‘As Prince Malekith promised, you will not be harmed,’ Carathril assured 
her. ‘In all likelihood, when you are fully cured of this affliction you can 
return to Ellyrion. I am sure your family think you dead, and would be 
overjoyed to find you alive and well.’ 
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She said nothing but simply nodded. 


‘Tell me of Ellyrion,’ Carathril said, uneasy with the prospect of more 
silence between them. He has visited many realms as herald, but wished to 
hear how Drutheira remembered her land of birth. 


‘It is fairest in the evening, as the sun sinks upon the mountains and bathes 
the meadows in gold,’ Drutheira told him. ‘Pastures of grass as high as your 
waist, aS green as emeralds, stretch out as far as one can see. White horses 
run wild through the foothills, calling to our herds and leading them astray. 
We listen to their voices on the breeze; hear them taunting their cousins 
who are caught beneath bridle and saddle.’ 


‘Does that not make you sad?’ asked Carathril. ‘Would you not have all 
horses run free like their wild cousins?’ 


She laughed, a startlingly beautiful sound to Carathril’s ears. 


“You are silly, captain,’ Drutheira said. ‘The steeds of Ellyrion are proud of 
our friendship, and call their wild cousins stupid and backwards. They love 
the jangle of harness and the glitter of silver tack. You should see them 
prance and hear them laugh when they ride forth. They have lush grass to 
eat and warm stables at night, and call upon their cousins to join them when 
the winter rains come.’ 


Carathril was about to say more when he heard his name called from ahead. 


‘Forgive me, it appears that I am needed,’ he said with a rueful smile. ‘I 
would like to talk to you again soon.’ 


‘And I, you,’ Drutheira replied. ‘Perhaps you could tell me of Lothern.’ 


‘I shall,’ he promised, and swung himself upon his horse. He was about to 
flick the reins and ride ahead when a thought struck him. ‘Tell me, 
Drutheira of Ellyrion, what does my horse think of me?’ 


She frowned slightly and then smiled. Laying a hand upon the horse’s 
cheek, she leaned close and whispered into his ear. She giggled as the horse 
neighed and whinnied. 


‘What?’ said Carathril petulantly. “What did he say?’ 


‘He is very happy to bear you,’ Drutheira informed him. ‘You have ridden 
far together, and you look after him well.’ 
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“What is so funny?’ 


‘He said that for all the riding you have done, you have grown to be a 
heavier not lighter burden to bear with each trip. He thinks you have 
become a little plump on grain.’ 


Carathril gave an indignant snort, before laughing himself. 


‘The palaces of princes would never live to see a herald of the Phoenix 
King go hungry,’ he said. ‘Perhaps I need to learn how to say no.’ 


With a word, he encouraged his steed forwards, breaking into a swift trot. 
Behind him, Drutheira’s smile went unseen; it was a sly expression, filled 
with a cunning amusement. She returned to the other prisoners and they 
began to whisper amongst themselves. 


As Carathril neared the head of the column, Prince Malekith was deep in 
conversation with one of the raven heralds. The newcomer was mounted 
upon a jet-black steed and upon his shoulders he wore a long cloak made of 
dark feathers. He was hooded, revealing only glimpses of his pale, drawn 
face. The rider held a long-hafted spear, and he had a compact bow tied 
amongst his saddlebags next to a quiver of black-fletched arrows. The 
prince of Nagarythe turned to Carathril. 


‘May I present Captain Carathril of Lothern, herald of Bel Shanaar,’ said 
Malekith. ‘This is Elthyrior, one of the raven heralds of Nagarythe.’ 


‘I am honoured,’ said Carathril, receiving a silent nod from Elthyrior as his 
only reply. 


“Very well,’ said the prince to the raven herald. ‘Call your brethren to Anir 
Atruth, and watch for spies and agents of the cults. We shall meet you there 
in three days, and then march upon Ealith.’ 


Malekith commanded his horse into a trot and Carathril did likewise. 


“You have never met one of Elthyrior’s order before?’ asked the prince. 
‘Not on all your long travels?’ 


‘I know little of the heralds of the northlands,’ said Carathril. ‘I cannot say 
what is fact and what is myth, but all I hear is sinister.’ 


Malekith laughed. 
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‘There is something of a darkness about them, I would agree,’ said 
Malekith. ‘Few elves ever meet one of their kind: ever solitary figures only 
seen on lonely moors and wild mountain passes, and the stories of such 
encounters are whispered around campfires, and in hushed tones in the wine 
halls.’ 


“Where do they come from?’ asked Carathril. 


‘From Nagarythe,’ said the prince. ‘While we laud the exploits of the 
greatest heroes of the past, the raven heralds are content to be forgotten. It 
was my father who founded their company, when the lands were beset by 
hosts of daemons. Formed of pure magic, the daemons of Chaos could 
arrive and attack at will, and it was the raven heralds who watched for their 
appearance and took swift word to the army of Aenarion.’ 


‘And they are loyal to you?’ said Carathril. 


“They are loyal to Nagarythe,’ said Malekith. ‘For the moment I am content 
that their cause and ours are the same. Elthyrior brings grave news from 
ahead. It seems that we have sparked our foes into action. Upon word of our 
crossing into Nagarythe, a great many cultists quit Anlec and have marched 
south. They have made their lair in Ealith, south of Anlec. It is an old 
fortress, one of the ancient gatekeeps built by my father to protect the road 
we now travel. We cannot reach Anlec without confronting them.’ 


‘There will be a battle?’ said Carathril. 


‘The raven heralds will act as our outriders, and warn of any ambush 
ahead,’ Malekith said, ignoring the obvious question. ‘There are none with 
eyes as keen as the northern riders, and our enemies will not mark their 
passing. Our foe will not surrender Ealith meekly back to my rule. Send 
word to the other captains to gather at my tent tonight, for we must make 
plans for battle.’ 


Malekith noticed Carathril frown. 


‘It is right that we be troubled,’ the prince said. ‘We should not seek this 
confrontation gladly, but we must prosecute our cause willingly.’ 


‘I am willing,’ Carathril assured him. ‘I would cast out this blackness with 
my own life, were that possible.’ 
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‘Be not too hasty to surrender life,’ Malekith warned. ‘It is not through 
death but through life that we prevail. I have defended this isle for more 
than a thousand years, and I have seen many of my comrades sell their lives 
for no gain while those that survive go on to victory and prosperity. I was 
raised in Anlec, even as daemons slaughtered and corrupted all about me. 
My first memories are of spear, sword and shield. My first words were war 
and death. I was anointed with bloodshed and grew up beneath the Sword 
of Khaine, and I have no doubt that its shadow lies upon me still. Perhaps it 
is true that my father’s line is cursed, and that war will haunt us for 
eternity.’ 


‘I cannot imagine what it was like to live in those times,’ said Carathril. 
“The fear, the sacrifice, the pain of so many lost. I must admit, I offer thanks 
to the gods that it has been so, and ask that I must never endure what you 
and others endured.’ 


‘You are wise to do so,’ said Malekith. ‘One does not seek war for its own 
end, for it leaves nothing but ashes and graves. However, always remember 
that though civilisation is built upon foundations of peace, it is only 
protected through the efforts of war. There are forces and creatures that 
would see us crushed, driven from the face of the world and dragged into an 
eternity of darkness. These forces cannot be reasoned with, they cannot 
conceive of liberty, they exist only to dominate and destroy.’ 


‘But the foes we face are not daemons, they are our own people,’ said 
Carathril. “They breathe, and laugh, and cry as we do.’ 


‘And that is why we shall show them mercy where possible,’ Malekith 
assured him. ‘I have faced grave enemies for my entire life. These last years 
I have wandered far and wide and seen many amazing and terrifying things. 
In the forests of Elthin Arvan, our companies fought goblin-fiends that rode 
upon gigantic spiders and I have battled with stinking trolls that can heal the 
most grievous wounds. Monstrous winged creatures tossed soldiers aside 
like dolls in the cold wastes of the north, and savage men caked in the blood 
of their fellows hurled themselves upon our spear tips. We wept at some of 
the horrors that confronted us, and I have seen seasoned warriors flee in 
abject terror from foes not of flesh and blood. But I have also seen such 
heroism that the greatest of sagas cannot do them justice. I have seen a 
bowman leap upon the back of a bull-headed beast and strike out its eyes 
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with an arrow in his hand. I have seen a mother gut a dozen orcs with a 
knife to protect her children. I have seen spearmen hold a narrow pass for 
twenty days against an endless horde of misshapen nightmares. War is 
bloody and foul, yet it is also full of courage and sacrifice.’ 


‘I hope that I have such bravery,’ said Carathril. ‘I do not know if I would 
have the strength to master my fear in the face of such sights.’ 


‘I have no doubt that you do,’ Malekith said. ‘I see the fire that burns within 
your heart, the dedication to your duty, and I would have no hesitation in 
having you fight by my side, Carathril of Lothern.’ 


As they rode, the path veered westwards and brought them from the forest, 
and by mid-afternoon the head of the column travelled along a high ridge 
overlooking the northern domains of Nagarythe. Beneath them was spread 
Urithelth Orir, the great wilderness of Nagarythe. 


For sixty leagues westwards and twenty leagues to the north stretched a 
desolate moorland, broken by stands of withered trees and majestic 
outcroppings of black rock. Patches of hardy grasses dotted the dark, thin 
soil, and banks of reeds found purchase along thin rivulets that cut through 
the hard earth. 


To the east the mountains of the Annulii rose abruptly from the bleak 
flatness, towering in steep cliffs above the lowlands and rising ever higher 
and higher to the north, the most distant peaks tipped with a permanent 
white cap. Clouds were gathered about the mountain peaks, but above 
Urithelth Orir the skies were blue and clear, and the air bit with autumn 
chill. 


The road broke northwards again, as straight as any arrow across the plains, 
rising and falling gently, crossing the many streams by wide bridges. As 
sunfall approached, the column halted and made camp. The light of dozens 
of campfires soon blazed as night swiftly approached, and streamers of 
smoke obscured the starry skies. Malekith’s pavilion was erected at the 
centre of the camp, within a ring of tents housing his knights. Silver 
lanterns were brought out and hung on poles, throwing pools of deep yellow 
upon the bleak ground. 
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Here and there, the sound of a lute or harp broke the gloom, but their sound 
was mournful not cheering. Low voices sang old laments, bringing to mind 
the woes of the past, preparing the warriors for the sorrows that lay ahead. 
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Seventeen 
The March to Ealith 


As dusk settled, Carathril wandered the camp, seeking out the imprisoned 
cultists, wishing to speak again to Drutheira. Yet he could not find them and 
all of his inquiries were met with ignorance. The elves of Ellyrion and 
Tiranoc assumed they were in the camp of Nagarythe, while the Naggarothi 
curtly denied any knowledge of their whereabouts. Reluctantly, Carathril 
returned to his tent, alone and disheartened. 


His camp was not far from the central circle. As he ate a supper that was of 
basic fare brought from Tor Anroc, for there was no hunting to be had in 
these parts, he heard sounds of laughter and celebration from the 
Naggarothi encampment. He heard old battle hymns written during the 
times of the daemon war, lauding the greatness of Nagarythe and its 
princes. As he washed down a meal of crisp bread and soft cheese with 
water from his canteen, a messenger arrived from Malekith to take him to 
the prince’s war council. 


As the guards waved him inside, he ducked beneath the canopy of the 
pavilion and found himself standing upon thick red carpets laid upon the 
bare earth. The tent was high and golden lanterns hung from chains around 
the cloth ceiling, bathing all in a yellow glow. Warmth filled the pavilion 
from a dozen glowing braziers that gave off no smoke, and the air was filled 
with excited chatter. 


Retainers clad in simple blue coats passed through the assembled captains 
with ewers of wine. Carathril waved aside a proffered goblet and searched 
the crowd for a familiar face. There were at least a dozen elves, some 
dressed in the finery of the Anlec knights; a couple from Tiranoc wore blue 
and white sashes across their armour, as did Carathril; a trio of elves on the 
far side of the pavilion wore cloaks of deep red and Carathril recognised 
them as the leaders of the Ellyrian reavers. 


He spied Malekith’s second-in-command, Yeasir, talking to the Ellyrians, 
and Carathril cut his way towards them through the scattered clusters of 
elven warriors, repeatedly turning down more offers of wine. 


‘Friend Carathril!’ Yeasir called out as he approached. He waved a hand at 
each of the Ellyrians in turn, as he continued. ‘Do you know Gariedyn, 
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Aneltain and Bellaenoth?’ 
‘Not by name,’ said Carathril with a nod of greeting. 


‘I have hoped to speak with you, herald,’ said the elf identified as Aneltain. 
‘But you spend so much time closeted with Prince Malekith, I have not had 
the opportunity. It must be good to have the ear of a prince.’ 


‘I would not say that I have the prince’s ear,’ replied Carathril, somewhat 
taken aback. ‘Though I do enjoy Prince Malekith’s company.’ 


‘And he yours, I would say,’ said Yeasir. ‘I have barely exchanged five 
words with him this past week.’ 


‘It was not my intent to monopolise the prince...’ began Carathril, but 
Gariedyn waved away his protestations. 


‘Do not apologise,’ said the Ellyrian captain. ‘We are just jealous, that is all. 
I am sure that if any of us had been chosen as Bel Shanaar’s herald we 
would enjoy similar attention.’ 


‘So, what does the prince have in mind, then?’ asked Bellaenoth. ‘Who will 
he choose to lead the attack on Ealith?’ 


‘The knights of Anlec will have that honour, I am sure,’ said Yeasir. He 
thrust his empty goblet towards one of the waiting servants and had it 
quickly refilled. Swallowing a mouthful, he continued. ‘Ealith belongs to 
Nagarythe, after all, and it would not do for us to be seen skulking at the 
back like some timid Yvressians.’ 


‘For my part, I would gladly give you the honour,’ said Bellaenoth with a 
sorrowful shake of the head. ‘By all accounts, it is a fearsome stronghold. I 
would not like to be first in line when we come up against its high walls.’ 


“That is because you do not know Malekith,’ Yeasir assured them. ‘He is as 
brave as a Chracian lion, and as strong as a Caledorian dragon. But, most 
importantly, he is also as cunning as a Sapherian fox. He would not throw 
us against such daunting fortifications with no plan. No, I am sure that our 
noble prince has a scheme for rooting out these troublesome cultists without 
us having to dash ourselves needlessly against the walls of Ealith.’ 


‘Perhaps the good herald has some insight into this clever ploy?’ suggested 
Gariedyn, and all eyes turned to Carathril. 
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‘Me?’ he stammered. ‘I am not privy to the counsels of Prince Malekith, 
much as you may seem to think otherwise.’ 


Their expressions remained unconvinced. 


‘Besides,’ Carathril added, ‘it would not be my place to announce such 
matters when the prince has chosen not to do so. As a herald, my discretion 
is paramount.’ 


‘So, you do know something,’ said Bellaenoth. Something caught his gaze 
past Carathril’s shoulder and Bellaenoth nodded towards the pavilion’s 
entrance. ‘Well, we may find out soon enough anyway.’ 


Malekith strode into the pavilion, swept up a goblet from the tray of a 
nearby attendant and downed its contents in a long draught. As he placed 
the goblet back upon the golden tray, his eyes swept the room, lingering on 
no one person for any length of time. 


‘My noble captains,’ he said, glad that he had their attention immediately. 
‘My trusted companions. I must beg your forgiveness for an unavoidable 
act of perfidy. In these troubled times it is hard to judge who one can trust, 
and so I judge to trust no one. At least, I must say, I did not trust anyone 
until now. I could not be sure that the spies of our enemies were not within 
my camp, and so I have been forced to mislead you all.’ 


A startled murmur crept around the room, and then died away as the prince 
continued. 


‘I have known since I left Tor Anroc that Ealith was held by our foes,’ 
Malekith revealed, pacing further into the pavilion. ‘I did not want our 
enemies to be aware of this knowledge, and so I have kept secret counsel 
with only the raven heralds, whom I would trust with not only my life, but 
my realm. As I had hoped, it appears that our foes are confident in their 
position, knowing that we have not marched forth prepared for siege. To 
their minds, we must labour to make towers and rams to attack their 
fortress, and await reinforcements and bolt throwers in order to assault their 
walls. They believe that they have time aplenty to shore up their defences, 
and for more of their numbers to gather. Secret covens lurk within the 
forests and hills around Ealith, ready to sally forth to attack our siege 
works, ambush our supplies and harass our forces. They are wrong.’ 
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The whispering recommenced, this time excited and intrigued. Two 
servants brought forth a chair of deep red wood, its high back carved with 
the likeness of a mighty dragon encircling a slender tower, the throne’s arms 
and legs fashioned as the be-scaled and clawed limbs of the drake. Malekith 
unclasped his black cloak and cast it upon the throne, but did not sit. He 
turned to face the assembled captains, his eyes narrowed. 


‘Knowing the deceit upon which our enemies thrive, I have spread false 
rumour through their minions,’ the prince told them. “Two of our prisoners 
have escaped upon stolen horses, bearing news to Ealith overheard from the 
incautious lips of our warriors. News that we march to Enith Atruth, two 
days to the west, and another two days’ ride from Ealith. The citadel itself 
lies no more than a day’s ride to the north, and our escaped captives will 
have reached its walls before midday tomorrow. Confident that we tarry in 
our attack, they will not be ready for our strike. By dusk, Ealith will be 
ours.’ 


‘Excuse me, highness, but an army does not move as swiftly as a solitary 
rider,’ said one of the Ellyrians. ‘Even if we could reach Ealith within the 
day, it would be impossible to conceal our approach.’ 


‘That is true, Arthenreir,’ replied the prince, enjoying his theatrical 
performance. ‘It matters not whether we come to Ealith in a day or a 
hundred days, we have not the strength of arms to force victory through 
open battle. And it would not be desirable even if it were so, for I wish 
there to be as little bloodshed as possible on both sides. Guile shall see our 
fortunes ripen where might alone proves fruitless.’ 


‘I told you,’ whispered Yeasir with a smile. Carathril ignored him and 
listened intently as Malekith continued. 


‘Our enemies think Ealith secure against attack, but they are wrong. For 
many centuries the citadel has been abandoned, and its secrets have been 
forgotten by most. Not by me, nor the raven heralds. Ealith sits upon a spur 
of rock, reached only by a single causeway that is overlooked by towers and 
walls. Or so it would seem to our foes.’ 


Malekith now dropped his voice to a whisper, and met the gazes of those 
elves closest at hand, as if confiding in each of them alone. 
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‘In fact, there is another entrance to Ealith,’ said the prince. ‘There is a 
passage, carved from the rock itself, which leads from the citadel to the 
outside. It was built as a means for defenders to sally forth to attack a 
besieging army from the rear, and leads to a hidden cave more than half a 
mile from the walls. We shall ride before daybreak, a company of no more 
than a hundred, and under cover of darkness enter this ancient passageway. 
It will take us into the heart of the enemy, where we will strike with 
absolute surprise. The army will march in our wake and there will be no 
escape. We shall slay or capture their leaders and force the rest to surrender. 
Without the puppeteers to pull their strings, our enemies are cowardly, 
decadent hedonists with no stomach for battle.’ 


‘Who is to ride, highness?’ asked Yeasir. 


“The company shall be split thus: forty of Nagarythe, thirty of Ellyrion, and 
thirty of Tiranoc’s finest riders. No more can we guarantee to approach 
Ealith unseen, and our strength lies in speed and stealth, not numbers.’ 


Malekith noticed disappointment well up on the face of Carathril. The 
Lothern captain was an average rider at best, trained to fight with spear and 
sword, not with lance and horse. However, he was the herald of the Phoenix 
King and potentially a useful ally. Malekith raised a hand to attract 
Carathril’s attention and smiled. 


‘My noble comrade Carathril, you will ride with us, as an honorary knight 
of Nagarythe. I would not have such a fine heart and sure arm left behind 
on this adventure!’ 


“You have my eternal gratitude, highness,’ said Carathril with a deep bow. 
‘It will be my honour to ride amongst such noble companions.’ 


Once the assembled warriors had departed, Malekith sat on his throne. A 
few moments later, Yeasir led in a small group of elves covered with dark 
robes. As they pulled back their hoods, Malekith saw that they were the 
cultists who had surrendered to him. 


The prince of Nagarythe smiled. He had more work for them to do. 


Darkness still swathed the camp as Malekith set forth with his riders; the 
sun was hidden behind the mountains and would be for some time to come. 
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Before they had left, the company had assembled on the outskirts of the 
encampment and three shadow-swathed raven heralds had passed along 
their line, blackening harnesses and securing loose tack so that no glint or 
jingle would give them away. They had handed out long, black cloaks for 
the riders to wear over their armour, and thus concealed, Malekith’s 
expedition had departed in silence and secrecy. 


Now the hundred horsemen followed one of the raven heralds along a 
winding path northwards, heading down the ridge upon which the army had 
spent the night. They rode swiftly but not recklessly, and Malekith was glad 
of the sure-footedness of his mount. Late stars glimmered overhead in the 
pre-dusk grey, visible now that they had left behind the smoke of the camp. 
The thudding of hooves in the dirt was the only sound to break the still, and 
Malekith began to relax, calmed by the steady drumming. 


As dawn slowly broke above the mountains, Malekith found that they were 
riding along an overgrown herder’s trail through an expanse of low hills 
that rose up under the long shadow of the mountains. Their path was criss- 
crossed with rivulets and streams and the soil was more fertile, giving rise 
to stands of low bushes and thick clumps of sturdy grasses. 


They slowed to negotiate this trickier ground, and at points rode in single 
file to follow in the tracks of the raven herald who led the way. The second 
rode sentry at the rear, and of the third there was no sign: he had departed in 
darkness to scout the way ahead. 


They halted briefly mid-morning to ease tired limbs and make a hasty 
breakfast of bread and cold meats, before riding on. By this time, they had 
cleared the foothills once more and had made good progress across the 
rocky moors. Between the heat of the sun high in a clear sky, the thin yet 
warm cloak wrapped tightly about him and the effort of riding, Malekith did 
not feel the chill touch of autumn, though the breath of the riders and their 
steeds steamed in the air. 


They saw not a soul as they rode, although here and there they passed 
tumbled-down remains of ancient cottages and towers, scattered across the 
landscape as if discarded by the hand of some god. There was no road to 
follow, not the slightest track nor path, and it was clear that these lands had 
long ago been abandoned. They paused once again in the middle of the 
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afternoon, allowing their mounts to water from a swift-moving brook. A 
few scattered stones marked the remains of an ancient mill beside the 
waterway; of its wheel and gears, nothing remained. 


Carathril’s gaze was drawn to a lone hill, not far from the stream, which 
rose steeply from the yellowing grass: a mound of bare, blackened rock. At 
its summit, Carathril could just about see a tumbled monolith, its white 
stone stark against the darkness of the hillock. 


‘Elthuir Tarai,’ whispered a deep voice, causing him to start. One of the 
raven heralds stood directly behind him. His black horse stood close by, 
neither grazing nor resting, but alert and ready. The rider’s face was all but 
hidden in the shadow of his deep hood, but Carathril could see a pair of 
emerald green eyes. It was Elthyrior. 


‘What did you say?’ said Carathril. 


“Yonder hill,’ said the raven herald, pointing towards the barren knoll. ‘It is 
the Elthuir Tarai, where Aenarion first wielded the Godslayer in battle. A 
thousand years ago, there was a town here, called Tir Anfirec, and all the 
lands about were farms and meadows. The daemons came and unleashed 
foul sorcery upon the ground, and their curse lingers here still. Upon that 
mount, Aenarion first drew the Sword of Khaine in anger, and struck down 
a host of the daemons. I am grandson to Menrethor, who fought here beside 
the king.’ 


“Then you are a prince?’ said Carathril. 


‘In name only,’ said Elthyrior, looking away. “These were once the lands of 
my family, now they belong to nobody.’ 


“What happened to the town?’ asked Carathril. 


‘It is said that the unnatural blood of the daemons seeped into the earth and 
poisoned it. The filth of their existence stained the fields and rivers, and Tir 
Anfirec withered and died like a plant without water. Dark magic saturated 
every granule, root and leaf, so that cattle died of fever, babes were stillborn 
and no living thing could flourish. Caledor came to this place and erected a 
lodestone, even as he planned his creation of the vortex. The waystone, like 
all the others, siphoned away the dark energy of the daemons, and over the 
centuries life slowly returned. Not enough for people to return, but 
sufficient for a few blades of grass and the odd insect nest. Then, perhaps 
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fifty years ago, worshippers of the darkness came here and toppled the 
stone and undid its enchantments. Now the dark magic is returning, 
gathering again.’ 


“Why not raise up the stone again?’ said Carathril. 


‘None in Nagarythe have the knowledge or means,’ said Elthyrior. ‘At least, 
none with the will or desire to do so. Perhaps there are loremasters in 
Saphery that have understanding of such things, and when peace prevails 
once more, they can restore the waystone. I fear that no living thing shall 
ever grow again upon Elthuir Tarai, for it was upon that slope that Aenarion 
sealed his pact with Khaine, and the God of Blood will share it with no 
other.’ 


Malekith was calling for the riders to mount up once more. With no further 
word, Elthyrior leapt into his saddle and his horse quickly wheeled away, 
leaving Carathril alone with his thoughts. He looked again upon that 
desolate hill and shuddered, pushing from his mind the frightening images 
the raven herald’s tale had conjured. 


As they went further north, the lands became more welcoming, now 
covered here and there with high yellow grass that reached to the riders’ 
knees as they rode. In the full light of day, this dreary heath was more 
cheering than the dark wilds they had passed through, and the mood of the 
company lightened considerably. There were scattered conversations along 
the column, and here and there the riders even joked and laughed, as if to 
ward away the apprehension that had grown. 


Carathril found himself riding alongside the squadron of Ellyrian reaver 
knights, beside Aneltain who had been chosen by Malekith to lead them. 
They were more lightly armoured than the knights of Anlec, wearing only 
breastplates and shoulder guards and trusting in their speed and agility to 
avoid the foe. Their high helms were crested with long feathers taken from 
the tails of colourful birds. The Ellyrion steeds were uniformly white, not as 
broad nor tall as the Naggarothi mounts, and were harnessed with blue- 
lacquered tack. Each reaver knight carried a short thrusting spear with a 
broad, leaf-shaped head, and a small but powerful bow, with arrows 
fletched with blue feathers. 
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Of all the assembled elves, they were the most garrulous, and chatted freely 
amongst themselves as they rode. Aneltain was no different and quickly 
struck up conversation with Carathril. 


They talked at first about their homelands, as warriors from different realms 
naturally do: compared the beauty of their women, the quality of wine and 
the relative merits of their people. Soon their talk moved on to their current 
surrounds, as both were strangers in these lands, and then onto the 
Naggarothi themselves. 


‘They are taciturn, that is for certain,’ said Aneltain. ‘Of course, by Ellyrian 
measure, all other elves are tight-lipped, but these Naggarothi will utter 
only a single word when ten would be natural, and nothing when one would 
suffice.’ 


‘Prince Malekith seems eloquent enough,’ countered Carathril. 


“The prince? Sure, he can weave a speech with the best of them,’ admitted 
the Ellyrian. ‘But then, he has been Bel Shanaar’s ambassador to the High 
King of the dwarfs, and from what I hear they are a race not known for their 
wagging tongues. I suspect he’s spent the last two hundred years having to 
talk just to fill their silence. No, there’s something different about these 
Naggarothi, some shadow upon their spirit that makes me feel uneasy.’ 


“You distrust them?’ said Carathril, his voice dropping to a whisper as he 
glanced at the knights of Anlec only a short distance ahead. 


‘That is too strong a word for it,’ replied Aneltain. ‘I would gladly fight 
beside them, and I would trust them to watch my back. No, they just make 
me feel uneasy. There is a grimness about their mood that disturbs me. They 
don’t laugh enough for my liking, and when they do it is with dark humour.’ 


‘It is impossible to understand them, I admit,’ said Carathril. “We cannot 
hope to think what drives such folk. They are people of Aenarion. Many of 
them, like the prince, fought at his side. Even those too young to have been 
raised in those benighted times were raised by parents that were. Perhaps 
they are right not to laugh, for they have much still to grieve for. They 
suffered more than most, and their scars run deep.’ 


‘Laughter cures all ills,’ said Aneltain. ‘It lifts the spirits and banishes 
dread.’ 
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‘I fear there are some ills too heavy to be lifted,’ said Carathril. ‘I for one 
am glad that I ride beside them and not against them. A great many of them 
quit these shores for the new colonies, driven by the need for battle, keen to 
escape the peace. I cannot understand the mind of one who seeks such peril, 
but it is the way of the Naggarothi to hail the warrior above other callings. I 
have no doubt that each one of those riders ahead has drawn more blood 
across the seas than either of us will do in our lifetimes.’ 


“That is for sure, and it makes them no less disconcerting,’ said Aneltain. ‘I 
have heard that in Anlec they still practise the rites set down by Aenarion: 
that a spear and sword are forged upon the birth of every child and they are 
presented to them upon their twentieth year. They learn the names of their 
weapons before those of their parents, and for their first years sleep upon 
the inside of a shield as a crib. But, as you say, it is better that we ride to 
battle with them than against them.’ 


Having come to this agreement, they then descended into a debate 
concerning the unique customs of their own homes, and the afternoon 
passed swiftly. 


The leagues swept past as they rode ever northwards, and the sun was fast 
dipping towards the west when Malekith called them to halt once more. The 
company gathered in a circle about their leader. None of the raven heralds 
were to be seen. 


‘Night comes quickly, and we must be ready,’ the prince announced. ‘We 
are yet out of sight of Ealith, and the raven heralds clear a path through the 
pickets of the foe so that we might pass. Once they return and bring word 
that all is well, we ride with all speed. Sariour rises above the mountains 
before midnight and we must be within the passageway before she spills her 
celestial light upon us. We cannot know what awaits us inside, and once we 
move on, I cannot give you clearer orders, for we must move as silently as 
ghosts.’ 


Malekith turned about on the spot, meeting the gazes of his company with a 
fierce stare. 


‘I have but these words for you,’ he said. ‘Spare those that surrender, spare 
not those that resist. I cannot say what horrors we might face, what 
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depravities these cultists have already performed within the walls of their 
fortress. Let nothing distract you. Guard your fellows and they will guard 
you. Look to your swords for guidance, for though we are merciful I would 
have none of us fall this night. Pray to Asuryan, offer thanks to Isha, but 
remember to save a word for Khaine, for it is into his crimson realm that we 
must ride tonight!’ 


With these grim words still ringing in their ears, the company waited in 
silence, as the sun dropped beyond the sea and plunged them into starlight. 
A wind grew steadily, blowing chill from the north, and Malekith hugged 
his cloak tighter about himself. The riders checked each other’s gear, to 
ensure no metal would catch the light and no rogue piece of harness would 
make noise at an untimely moment. 


Malekith dismounted and stretched his legs, pacing to and fro as he waited 
for the order to move on. He did not linger long, for soon one of the raven 
heralds returned, almost invisible in the darkness. The prince mounted 
again, his legs sore from many days spent riding, and soon they were off at 
a trot on the last stage of their journey. 
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Eighteen 
A Foe Revealed 


The riders of Malekith skirted eastwards before heading south, having 
circled around Ealith to come at the fortress from the north. Through the 
gloom, the prince could see the castle in the distance, lit by fires from 
within so that the walls seemed to glow yellow and red. The keep was upon 
a great spur of rock that jutted several hundred feet from the surrounding 
grasslands. Laughter and shrill cries could be heard in the distance and 
strange shadows danced about the towers. 


Upon its highest pinnacle a slender tower reached into the stars, and a 
strange green light emanated from its narrow windows. Malekith flinched 
as that light flickered for a moment, filled with the unshakeable belief that 
he had somehow been seen. Such a thing was impossible though, for the 
company were as shadows, swathed as they were by the dark cloaks of the 
raven heralds. 


A stand of trees obscured Ealith from view, and Malekith was forced to 
duck as they rode beneath the boughs into the heart of the copse. Here was 
almost utter blackness, save for a few glimmers of starlight that broke 
through the almost solid canopy of leaves. The company dismounted, 
following the lead of their prince, and walked their steeds further into the 
trees. 


At their centre there rose a great oak, as mighty as a guard tower, and 
Malekith led his horse between two massive roots and to the others he 
seemed to disappear. In fact where they thought there was earth and tree 
was a large opening, as wide and as high as a city gate, the roots of the 
ancient oak forming a twisting archway. Beyond lay the passageway, walled 
with grey stone, high enough to mount once more and for three riders to 
move abreast. At their head, Malekith drew his sword and its blue flame 
glimmered in the darkness like a beacon. Lanterns were passed down the 
line and one rider in ten set a glimmering light upon his saddlebags so that 
those behind could follow. As will o’ wisps the company wound along the 
corridor, plunging deeper and deeper beneath the earth. 


Soon the cut stone of the entrance gave way to bare rock, carefully but 
plainly carved by unknown hands. Malekith felt the corridor rising again 
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and it began to turn to the right in a tightening spiral, and narrowed to the 
point that they had to ride single file for a short while. As the passage 
levelled out, at the same height as Ealith’s inner walls, it widened again so 
that five horses could walk side-by-side. Malekith raised a hand to halt the 
column. 


Ahead was a wall of bare rock, with no sign of door or gate. Malekith sat 
upon his horse in front of the wall and began to chant softly; ancient spell- 
words whose meanings were lost on the others. As the prince spoke, he 
traced lines through the air with the tip of his gleaming sword and where it 
passed a flickering trail of blue fire lingered, sparkling in the darkness. A 
rune of fire hung in the air, growing in intensity. With a final word, 
Malekith slashed through the sigil with his blade and a blinding flash filled 
the corridor. A wide archway now stood where the wall had been, and 
beyond lay the courtyard of Ealith. 


‘Ride forth!’ shouted Malekith, heeling his mount into a gallop and leaping 
through the archway. 


The company broke into a charge, lowering spears and lances as they 
thundered from the secret passageway into the castle. Malekith held his 
blade at the ready, unconsciously ducking slightly as he passed through the 
portal though it was easily high enough for a rider to pass. 


The courtyard was thrown into pandemonium. A dozen fires burned in 
bronze braziers, giving off an acrid smoke. Vile runes had been daubed in 
blood upon the white walls, and clusters of wailing prisoners were chained 
to each other in small groups. The cultists were taken completely unawares; 
some had been tending the braziers, others tormenting their captives. 


Everywhere cultists leapt up with cries of alarm and shouts of terror as the 
knights crashed across the pale flagstones with a wall of lances and spear 
tips, striking down all within reach. Malekith bellowed wordlessly as he cut 
left and right, despatching a cultist with each blow. The ringing of steel 
echoed from the high walls, mixed with war cries and the screams of the 
wounded. Malekith singled out a fresh target: an elf with a pair of serrated 
daggers in his hands, naked but for a brightly patterned cloak and kilt, 
standing menacingly over a cowering elf maiden. The cultist turned his 
head as Malekith charged, his face a mask of dread. The prince did not 
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hesitate, and as he raced past, he slashed downwards with his blade, 
catching the cultist a deadly cut across the neck. 


Panting with excitement, Malekith slowed his steed and cast about for 
another foe. Dozens of bodies littered the ground, pools of blood spreading 
across the white paving. Everywhere enemies were flinging down their 
blades and hurling themselves to their knees with shouts of surrender. A 
few tried to resist further and were swiftly and mercilessly overwhelmed by 
the knights. Malekith jumped from his saddle and dashed towards the doors 
of the central citadel, which towered two hundred feet above the courtyard. 


‘Ellyrians, stand guard!’ the prince shouted. ‘All else, follow me!’ 


The gate had been barred from the inside, but this proved little barrier to the 
prince of Nagarythe. His sword blazed with magical energy as he raised it 
high. He brought the enchanted blade down and struck a mighty blow 
against the door in an explosion of blue fire that shattered the keep gate into 
charred planks. Without hesitation, Malekith leapt into the hallway beyond. 


Though mere moments had passed since the attack had begun, the cultists 
were recovering quickly. Inside the citadel was a great staircase that 
spiralled to the upper levels of the tower. Archways led from the entrance 
hall to chambers all around, and scores of cultists poured from these rooms 
in a shrieking wave that engulfed Malekith and his company. 


Screeching like a wild cat, a female cultist with red body paint and a shaven 
head hurled herself at Malekith, spitting and biting. He smashed the back of 
his hand across her face and sent her hurtling to the ground, where she lay 
unmoving. He barely parried a dagger aimed for his throat, and cut down 
the ranting zealot who wielded it. All around the elves of Malekith fought 
back to back, as more of their companions tried to press through the 
splintered doors to aid them. 


As the prince swept out with Avanuir there was another detonation of 
magical fire, and a dozen cultists were launched high through the air, 
trailing smoke and burnt flesh, to crash against the walls. Malekith raised 
up his left hand and blue flame danced from his fingertips. With howls of 
pain and fear the cultists hurled themselves away, some prostrating 
themselves and gibbering abjectly, others running back through the 
doorways to escape the wrath of the prince. 
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‘Upwards!’ cried Malekith, pointing towards the stairway. 


Carathril joined the prince as he leapt up the steps three at a time, followed 
by a handful of knights. Others led pursuits into the chambers below. The 
next level of the citadel was devoid of life and they continued upwards until 
they reached a wide chamber at the top of the tower. The stairs led them 
into the middle of a circular room that filled the space of the tower. Here 
lanterns blazed with the green radiance Malekith had seen from outside, and 
the eerie light showed scores of elves in horrifying acts of torture and 
debauchery; a plateau of vileness that would be forever etched into 
Malekith’s memory. All that he heard and all that he had yet seen was not 
enough to prepare him for the horrors he witnessed in his own lands. 


A high priestess, lithe and athletic, presided over the despicable ceremony 
from a dais littered with corpses and blood. Her white robes were spattered 
with gore, and a daemonic bronze mask covered her face. Her eyes glowed 
with a pale yellow light from within, and her pupils were tiny points of 
blackness in pools of luminescence. 


In one hand, she held a crooked staff, wrought from bones and iron, and 
tipped with a horned skull with three eye sockets. In the other, she wielded 
a curved dagger still slick with the blood of many sacrifices. 


Malekith charged across the chamber, cutting down any cultist who barred 
his path. He was but a few steps from the dais when the priestess thrust 
forwards the tip of her staff, and a bolt of pure blackness leapt out and 
struck the prince full in the chest. The prince’s heart felt like it would 
explode. With a cry of pain torn from his lips, Malekith faltered and fell to 
his knees. He was as much shocked as hurt, for he knew of no wizard who 
could best the sorcerous abilities granted him by the Circlet of Iron. 


He gazed in amazement at the priestess. She stepped down from the dais 
with languid strides and walked slowly towards the injured prince, the tip of 
her staff fixed upon him. 


‘My foolish child,’ she sneered. 


The priestess let the sacrificial dagger slip from her fingers to clatter in a 
shower of crimson droplets upon the floor. With her hand thus freed, she 
pulled off her mask and tossed it aside. Carathril gave a yelp of 
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astonishment. Though caked with blood, the priestess’s lustrous black hair 
spilled across her bare shoulders. Her face was pristine, the very image of 
beauty. In her were aristocratic bearing and divine magnificence combined. 


Carathril felt himself spellbound. Around him, the other knights gazed 
dumbly at this apparition of perfection, similarly ensorcelled. 


‘Mother?’ whispered Malekith, his sword slipping from his numb fingers. 


‘My son,’ she replied with a wicked smile that sent a shiver down 
Carathril’s spine; of lust and fear in equal measure. ‘It is very rude of you to 
butcher my servants so callously. Your time amongst the barbarians has 
robbed you of all manners.’ 


Malekith said nothing but simply stared up at Morathi, wife of Aenarion, 
his mother. 


“You have been weak, Malekith, and I have been forced to rule in your 
stead,’ she said. “You trot across the world at the bidding of Bel Shanaar, 
ever eager to risk your life for him, while your lands fall into ruin. You 
grovel on bended knee to ask this upstart Phoenix King to rule your own 
realm. You are a cur, happy to eat the scraps from the tables of Tiranoc, 
Yvresse and Eataine while your people starve. You build cities across the 
ocean, and navigate the wide world, while your home festers in filth and 
decay. You are not fit to be a prince, much less a king! Truly your father’s 
blood does not run in your veins, for no true son of Anlec would allow 
himself to be so cowed.’ 


Malekith looked up at his mother, his face twisted with pain. 
‘Kill her,’ he managed to spit through gritted teeth. 


As if those words had broken a spell, Carathril found himself able to move 
again. Sheathing his sword, he snatched his bow from the quiver across his 
back and set an arrow to the string. As he pulled back his arm, Morathi 
swung her staff towards him and he leapt aside just as a dark bolt cracked 
the stone of the floor where he had been standing a heartbeat earlier. As if 
also broken from trances, the cultists lounging around the room leapt to 
their feet with snarls and shouts. Malekith pushed himself to his feet, but 
another blast of Morathi’s sorcery hurled him across the floor with a clatter 
of armour. 
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This inner coven fought with a feral tenacity, deranged from narcotic 
vapours and their dedication to Morathi. Carathril tossed aside his bow and 
drew his sword again as an elf with gem-headed pins piercing her lips and 
cheeks ran at him with a flaming brand in her hands. Shouts and shrieked 
curses filled the room and pungent smoke billowed as braziers were 
knocked over in the struggle. Carathril felt the heat of the brand in the 
cultist’s hands wash over him as he ducked a sweeping attack. 


He struck out at the elf’s naked legs and cut her down at the knee, sending 
her toppling to the floor. Even lying upon her back, Carathril looming over 
her, she hurled abuse and thrust the brand at him. He pushed the tip of his 
blade into her chest and she slumped to the marble flagstones. 


“There will be no welcome for you in Anlec,’ Morathi snarled above the 
din, having retreated to the dais. ‘Go back to that usurper and do not return.’ 


Malekith gave a roar that nearly deafened Carathril and hacked with wild 
abandon at the cultists who had surrounded him, dismembering and 
decapitating with wide, sweeping blows. A gap opened up in the melee 
between the prince and his mother and he stalked towards her, his sword 
shining with magical energy. A look of panic swept the sorceress’s face and 
she began to back away. Even as Malekith’s front foot fell upon the dais, 
Morathi raised her staff above her head in both hands and a shadow 
enveloped her, spreading like diaphanous wings to either side. Her body 
melted and dissipated as those spectral wings beat thrice and swept 
upwards, and then she was gone. 


More knights of Anlec raced up from the stairwell and soon the remaining 
cultists were slain or pacified. Carathril looked at Malekith, where he still 
stood upon the dais. Where he had expected to see the prince still in shock 
or perhaps wrought with grief, instead Malekith was a picture of cold fury. 
The flame of his blade burned white-hot as he gripped it in both hands 
before him, and his eyes glittered with barely controlled magic. 


The prince’s stare moved across the room until it fell upon Carathril, who 
flinched at Malekith’s fell gaze. Carathril was locked in that stare, fixed by 
two raging orbs of hate, and for a long heartbeat the captain thought that the 
prince would attack him. The moment passed and Malekith slumped, his 
sword falling from his fingertips to ring upon the stone floor. 
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‘Nagarythe has fallen into darkness,’ he whispered, and now his eyes were 
filled with tears. 


At dawn, Malekith stood upon the rampart of Ealith and watched the sun 
rising over the Annulii. In the light of day, the events of the past night 
seemed dim, distorted. He could barely bring himself to believe that 
Morathi had been the architect behind the rise of the cults. Now that he 
considered it, he realised he should not have been at all surprised. It was 
just like his mother: a network of spies and agents across all of Ulthuan, 
power over the weak princes and their armies. He cursed himself for 
allowing Morathi to spread her dark touch into Athel Toralien and feared 
what he had left behind in Elthin Arvan. 


Yet there was logic to her plan that Malekith could not dispel. Had he not 
already started to use the cultists to his own end? The army of Nagarythe 
was but one weapon, an unsubtle one at that; the cults of luxury were a far 
more insidious force and all the more dangerous for it. Morathi had told 
him as much on her visit to the colonies. Religion and belief could be 
exploited for power, he had but to steel himself against his distaste to wield 
them. 


A shadow moved up the road towards the citadel and Malekith saw that it 
was a Swift-moving rider: one of the raven heralds. He watched as the dark 
figure raced up the causeway and through the gates. It was not long before 
Elthyrior strode up the steps to the wall and gave the prince a nod of 
acknowledgement. 


‘Grave news, Malekith,’ said the raven herald. ‘Ealith is ours, but 
Nagarythe rises up in support of Morathi.’ 


‘How so?’ demanded the prince. 


‘Some of my company have been corrupted by your mother,’ Elthyrior 
admitted. ‘It was they who brought us here, to lure you into the clutches of 
Morathi. We cannot know her intent, but I believe she sought to turn you to 
her cause.’ 


‘In that she has failed,’ said the prince. ‘I have escaped her trap.’ 
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‘Not yet,’ warned Elthyrior. ‘The cults are strong and much of the army is 
loyal to your mother. Even now they march on Ealith, seeking to surround 
you and destroy you. There is no sanctuary here.’ 


“Thank you, Elthyrior,’ said Malekith. ‘If I could ask but another favour of 
you. Ride forth with those you know to be loyal to me. Gather what 
watriors and princes you can and send them south to Tiranoc.’ 


‘And you?’ asked Elthyrior. 


Malekith did not reply for a moment, for what he was about to say pained 
him more than any physical wound. 


‘I must retreat,’ he said after a long while. ‘I am not yet ready to challenge 
Morathi and we cannot be caught here.’ 


As Malekith ordered, so it was. The army marched westwards with all 
speed, ever aware that ahead and behind the worshippers of the forbidden 
gods were gathering in greater numbers. At Thirech Malekith faced a 
motley army of several thousand, but the cultists were poorly led and easily 
shattered by the charges of Malekith’s knights, quickly fleeing into the 
fields and forests around the town. 


For four days and five nights Malekith’s host marched onwards without 
relent, seeking the harbour at Galthyr. 


Just after dawn on the fifth day after the battle at Ealith, the army rode into 
sight of Galthyr. Malekith ordered the army to wait out of bowshot from the 
walls. On the prince’s orders, Yeasir rode slowly towards the gate, shielding 
his eyes against the glare of the morning sun reflected from the white walls. 
Figures moved upon the parapet, with bows drawn. Yeasir reined his horse 
to a halt less than a stone’s throw from the gate tower. 


‘Tam Yeasir, captain of Malekith!’ he called out. ‘Stand ready to receive the 
prince of Nagarythe!’ 


There was no reply for quite some time, until several new figures appeared 
upon the gatehouse battlement and stared down at the newcomer. There was 
a brief consultation between the group, and then one raised a curled golden 
horn to his lips and let free a clear, resounding note. At the same time, a 
pennant broke free and fluttered from the flagpole, silver and black. 
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“The clarion of Anlec!’ laughed Malekith. ‘And the banner of my house!’ 


A great cheer welled up from the army as Malekith waved them forwards 
and the gates opened before them. At a gallop they raced along the road, 
passing swiftly into the town beyond, the rest of the amy marching with 
haste behind them. No sooner had the last of them passed than the gates 
swung closed again with a mighty crash. 


Galthyr was half-ruined, with many buildings burnt or collapsed. Wounded 
soldiers were gathered in the city’s squares, tended to by healers of Isha. 
Malekith spied Prince Durinne walking amongst the casualties and hailed 
Galthyr’s commander as he dismounted. 


‘I see that we have not been fighting alone,’ said Malekith. 


‘Indeed not,’ said Durinne, shaking Malekith’s hand. ‘Your fleet is safe in 
the harbour, though only by the valiant efforts of my warriors.’ 


‘Morathi’s cultists?’ asked Malekith. 


‘Some amongst the city’s populace were her creatures and we drove them 
out,’ explained Durinne. ‘They returned two days ago with the armies of 
Prince Kheranion and Turael Lirain. The prince demanded that I open the 
gates and surrender Galthyr to his authority. He did not take kindly to 
having arrows shot at him...’ 


“You have my thanks,’ said Malekith. ‘It seems that the list of my allies 
grows shorter each day. I have not room on my ships for many more, but 
you are welcome to leave with me.’ 


‘Galthyr can stand for a while yet,’ said Durinne. ‘When you have left there 
is little of value here for Morathi to covet. There are other ports already 
under her sway.’ 


“Yet she might wish to see you destroyed out of spite for resisting her,’ said 
Malekith. ‘Come with me.’ 


‘T will not abandon my city or my people!’ Durinne said. ‘When the time 
comes to leave, I have the means to make it happen. Do not spare any more 
thought on my wellbeing, Malekith.’ 


Malekith laid a hand on Durinne’s shoulder, the gesture expressing the 
gratitude he felt better than any words he could say. 
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Malekith was in no mood to tarry in Galthyr, for he was sure that even now 
other ships would be making their way down the coast to blockade the port. 
Only a few hundred townsfolk remained, but Malekith trusted them not and 
would not allow them to evacuate upon the ships. The tide and wind were 
fair, so that no sooner had the host arrived at Galthyr than they left upon 
Indraugnir and another two great dragonships, and seven hawkships. Three 
more hawkships Malekith sent north, to forestall any pursuing fleet. 


Heading south for several days, Malekith’s weary force was met by ships 
from the Tiranoc fleet and escorted to the port of Athel Reinin. Here 
Malekith left the greater part of his knights, and sent the Ellyrians back to 
their homeland, warning them not to attack Nagarythe on their own, but to 
protect the passes across the mountains. Carathril and the charioteers of 
Tiranoc, who had been forced to burn their chariots at Galthyr, formed a 
guard for the prince and they rode with all haste. Messages were sent ahead 
by hawks from the watch towers of Athel Reinin, carrying brief word of 
what had happened and counselling Bel Shanaar to send troops to his 
northern border. 


Eleven days after fighting for his life in Ealith, Malekith found himself back 
once again in the council chamber of the Phoenix King. He was still 
shocked at all that had happened; it hardly seemed possible that his world 
could have changed so much in so little time. He felt sick at the thought of 
the treachery of Morathi. The prince had requested private audience with 
the Phoenix King, and had asked Carathril to accompany him in his role as 
herald to Bel Shanaar, to provide unbiased account. The king was sat upon 
his throne, dejected and weary, while the prince and Carathril sat upon 
chairs in front of him. 


“You understand that while Morathi holds power, you will never regain 
Nagarythe?’ Bel Shanaar said upon the conclusion of Malekith’s tale. ‘And 
to end her grip, she must be imprisoned or slain.’ 


Malekith did not answer immediately but stood up and paced away from the 
throne. He despised Bel Shanaar, and despised himself more for needing his 
help. Whatever his feelings for the Phoenix King, it was clear to Malekith 
that he would never take his rightful place unless he reigned over Nagarythe 
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once more. He could not fight Morathi alone, and so he was forced to 
humble himself before this usurper who now sat before him. The simple 
truth was that Malekith needed Bel Shanaar and would have to put aside his 
own ambitions for a time. Morathi had abandoned her son and he no longer 
owed her any loyalty. 


‘I disown her!’ Malekith declared, spinning on his heel. ‘Ever she has 
clawed for power, and whispered in my ear that it is I who should wear that 
cloak and crown. From the moment of Aenarion’s death, she has ceaselessly 
pushed me to rule this isle. You remember how she screamed and railed 
when I was the first to bend my knee to you, and ever since she has sought 
to control me, to force me to power so that she might be queen again. I 
know not why my father wed her, for she is conniving and vain, and for all 
my life I remember nothing but her sharp tongue and unbridled ambition. 
She has cast me aside, and even now, I suspect, she raises up some other 
puppet in my place. She will not relent until she holds sway over all of 
Ulthuan, and that is something that I shall not abide.’ 


‘And yet, she is for all that, still your mother,’ said Bel Shanaar with 
concern upon his face. ‘If it comes to such, would you be able to drive your 
blade through her heart? Would your sword arm remain strong as you struck 
off her head?’ 


‘It must be done, and I would have no other do it,’ replied Malekith. “There 
is a wicked irony that I should send from this world she who brought me 
into it. Such considerations are yet far from our immediate concern, for 
Nagarythe must be reclaimed first. 1 do not know what hold she has over 
the other princes and nobles of Nagarythe. I hope that some still resist her, 
but they will be scattered and few. She will twist and distort my actions to 
those who waver, so that it appears that it is I who is the aggressor. Our folk 
are loyal but they are not imaginative. We are raised to obey orders, not to 
ask questions, yet there are many still who would raise their banners beside 
their true prince. I shall march to Anlec and overthrow the witch-queen!’ 
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Nineteen 
Malekith’s War 


It was too late in the year for Malekith to mount another expedition into his 
homeland, and so he spent the winter gathering what troops he could from 
the other princes, while all the while the raven heralds slipped across the 
border to bring news of what passed in the north. Such reports were 
disquieting, for it seemed that now she had revealed herself as the witch- 
sorceress she had long been, Morathi had thrown aside all regard for 
pretences and now wholly embraced her dark nature. 


Nagarythe seethed with activity and to Malekith’s further dismay, when 
spring finally came, unsettling word arrived from the colonies that the same 
racial ennui that had so beset Ulthuan was now taking hold in the cities to 
the east. In response to Malekith’s requests for troops, Alandrian could only 
send a fraction of the Naggarothi army from Athel Toralien; the rest he 
needed to guard against growing numbers of orcs moving into Elthin Arvan 
from the south. 


Other fighters joined the prince’s army from Nagarythe; individually and by 
company they had cautiously made their way south into Tiranoc, risking not 
only the wrath of Morathi but also the ire of the Tiranoc army guarding the 
border against any who crossed. Malekith had hoped for many more, but it 
seemed as if a good many of his former captains and lieutenants were 
content to serve his mother, either in loyalty or out of fear, while a cadre of 
princes still faithful to Malekith were isolated in the mountains of 
Nagarythe, gathered under the banner of the lords of House Anar. 


Malekith had learned well the lesson of Ealith. He knew that the army 
under his command could not march directly from Tiranoc to Anlec, for the 
host of Nagarythe would be prepared for such an attack. Yet Malekith did 
not let despair grip his counsel, and as he sought for support from the other 
princes, he paid especial attention to befriend Haradrin of Eataine, who had 
at his command the greatest fleet of the elves and the staunch Lothern Sea 
Guard. Malekith still had Indraugnir under his charge, and with several 
more dragonships from Lothern he was sure that he would be able to 
overpower the Nagarythe fleet. Malekith brooded a long while on what few 
advantages he had, and by the time spring began to thaw the snow in the 
mountains he had envisioned a bold plan of action. 
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It began with the army of Tiranoc forming into hosts not far from the 
Naganath. Knowing well that Morathi’s spies and magic would discern such 
movement, Malekith hoped to lure the Naggarothi into believing that an 
attack was imminent, and thus draw their forces southwards. 


In the last days of winter, Malekith rode alone into the Annulii east of Tor 
Anroc. He took with him the Circlet of Iron, and headed into the high 
peaks. He found himself a sheltered spot and sat upon the ground out of the 
biting wind. Placing the circlet upon his head, Malekith closed his eyes and 
allowed the ancient artefact to direct his mind. 


Malekith’s view raced over the plains of Tiranoc, where frost still clung to 
the grass. To the Naganath his mind’s eye flew, over the icy waters into 
Nagarythe. He saw the armies of Morathi assembling in the Biannan Moor, 
and pickets stationed along the length of the river to watch the movements 
of the Tiranoc hosts. Westwards he spied an army encamped about the walls 
of Galthyr, though the besiegers seemed content merely to contain Durinne 
and his army. Further northwards towns and villages were ransacked for 
supplies and the cultists presided over bloody ceremonies in praise of the 
cytharai. 


Then to Anlec came the prince’s vision. In cages of iron throughout the city 
great beasts from the mountains prowled and roared: savage manticores and 
screeching griffons, many-headed hydras and hissing chimerae. Around the 
cages clustered beastmasters with vicious goads and barbed whips, 
tormenting their captives and feeding them on raw elf flesh. Smiths 
laboured at magically white-hot fires upon armour plates for the gigantic 
war beasts, and forged spiked collars with heavy chains. Leatherworkers 
fashioned sturdy saddles and harnesses studded with rivets and adorned 
with bones. 


Around and about the city were grisly altars to the likes of Ereth Khial, 
Meneloth, Nethu and other grim deities. Bloodstained chalices stood upon 
tables draped with cloths of skin, and braziers sputtered with bloodied 
hearts and charring bones. Wretched and crying, lines of elves in chains and 
tattered rags were dragged before those savage sacrificial shrines to be cast 
upon blazing pyres or shredded with wicked daggers in praise of hungry 
gods. 
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All was watched over by the cruel nobility of Nagarythe. Princes in dark 
robes sat upon black destriers draped with silver caparisons, while masked 
priests with daubed runes upon their naked skin chanted supplications and 
pleas. The stones of the pavements were stained red, and piles of bones 
gathered rotting in the gutters to be gnawed upon by impish familiars and 
scrawny hounds. 


As he turned his gaze upon the central tower, the palace of Aenarion, 
Malekith found his view obscured by a great shadow. He heard a 
whispering voice: his mother’s. He strained to hear what she was saying, 
but could discern nothing but a murmur. The power of the circlet granted 
Malekith unprecedented power, and he shuddered to think what 
unspeakable pacts his mother had made for her own sorcery to blind him. 


The prince sent word to Bel Shanaar that the Phoenix King should move a 
greater part of his army to the border. Over the following days Malekith 
spied upon the movements of the Naggarothi with the circlet. Once he was 
sure that the legions of Nagarythe marched for the border to protect against 
attack, Malekith returned to Tor Anroc. He sent swift-flying message hawks 
to Lothern, ordering Indraugnir and a sizeable fleet to set sail and head 
northwards around the western coast of Ulthuan. Their course was set for 
Galthyr. Once more using the crown from the north, Malekith saw the 
Naggarothi fleet gathering about the port, expecting an attack from the sea. 
More warriors were drawn to the siege, to contest any landing that might be 
made. 


Guided by secret commands from Malekith the raven heralds sowed fear 
and confusion in the midst of the enemy. They attacked supplies and 
waylaid companies marching to join the scattered armies. They burned 
freshly growing crops in the fields and intercepted messengers riding 
between the Naggarothi commanders and Anlec. Their attacks were 
concentrated to the west and south, to further the illusion being spun by 
Malekith’s manoeuvres. 


Malekith’s true attack came not from the west or the south, but from the 
east. In small companies, under cover of darkness over the course of many 
nights, the prince moved the greater part of his host into the mountains of 
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Ellyrion. They hid in farms and villages close to the mountains, supported 
by food stockpiled by Prince Finudel. 


When the first moon of the new spring rose, Malekith rode to Dragon Pass, 
the Caladh Enru, two hundred miles south of Anlec. There he unfurled the 
banner of Anlec and rallied his army for the attack. 


Many thousands strong numbered the host, and amongst them rode princes 
of Nagarythe and Tiranoc, Ellyrion and Eataine. Sapherian wizards had 
joined the venture, Thyriol amongst them. As Malekith had foreseen, the 
possibility of him creating an alliance with Ellyrion had not been envisaged 
by Morathi and the attack came as a total surprise. In a single day, the 
garrison of Arir Tonraeir at the western end of Dragon Pass was overrun, 
and the army of Malekith marched for Anlec. 


The army tumed northwards, past the twin peaks of Anul Nagrain and 
across the river Haruth into the plains of Khiraval. Here there had once 
been farms and pastures for the herds of Nagarythe, but now all had fallen 
into ruin under the rule of Morathi and the cults. The tumbled remains of 
abandoned farmsteads jutted from the overgrown fields like broken teeth, 
and packs of ferocious wolves and monstrous bears had come down out of 
the mountains to claim Khiraval as their own. The army marched along a 
highway broken by weeds and marred by cracks and holes. It took them 
through deserted villages, the empty doors and windows gaping at them like 
accusing black eyes. The more he saw of what had befallen his proud 
kingdom, the greater was Malekith’s ire. 


The Naggarothi commanders in the south were now caught in a horrifying 
situation. If they were to move north to counter Malekith’s attack, they 
would turn their backs on the Tiranoc hosts at the border. In the end they 
opted to keep their positions, trusting to the army and defences of Anlec to 
fend off Malekith’s force. 


With news coming from the raven heralds that the way ahead to Anlec was 
clear, Malekith and his army pressed on. Across Khiraval and then north- 
east towards Anlec through the muddy fens of Menruir they marched. 
Within fifteen days of crossing into Nagarythe, Malekith’s host reached 
mighty Anlec, the immense capital. 
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Malekith trusted to the valour of his followers and the poor training of the 
defenders, who for the most part he reckoned to be wild cultists and not the 
professional warriors he had artfully drawn far to the south. There was no 
time to waste, for it would not be long before companies were brought back 
from Galthyr, and the captains in the south realised that Bel Shanaar had no 
desire for a costly assault across the Naganath. There was no time for siege 
to be set, nor any reason to expend energy on pointless parley. 


As he had so often done before, Malekith struck hard and fast in his attempt 
to secure victory. 


As the army of Malekith arranged itself for the attack, a clear spring sky 
bathed the black marble buildings of Anlec, glimmering on a coat of late 
frost. Silver and black banners snapped in the cold wind from atop the 
many towers around the high walls, while sentries patrolled back and forth 
clad in blackened scale and golden helms. The fortress-city reverberated to 
the tramp of booted feet and the scrape of metal as regiments practised 
drills in the open squares. The cries of their lieutenants echoed from the 
stone walls and mingled with the crackle of sacrificial pyres and screams of 
howling prisoners. 


Fearsome was the citadel, for it had been built by Aenarion with the aid of 
Caledor Dragontamer and was so wrought that no approach was left 
undefended. Eighty high towers and many miles of thick walls surrounded 
the city, yet only three gates controlled access in and out, each surrounded 
by bastions filled with war machines and troops. 


The approach to each gate was fraught with peril, for walls extended 
outwards from the curtain of Anlec and provided points from which the 
defenders could shoot upon the road for half a mile. Isolated towers, each 
surrounded by stake-filled ditches, were built in a ring of outer defences, 
each positioned so that its war engines could cover the next. 


Within the circle of towers there was dug a great moat, fifty paces wide. No 
mere water filled this obstacle, but magical green flames that hissed and 
crackled fiercely. Only one drawbridge crossed the fire ditch on each road, 
and this was protected by a keep every bit as fearsome as the gatehouses of 
the city. 
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For all the forbidding defences of Anlec, Malekith showed no fear. He sat 
astride his steed at the front of his army, clad in his golden armour, the 
circlet of sorcery upon his head, Avanuir blazing in his hand. Behind him 
were two thousand of his knights, veterans all, hardened in the colonies to 
the east and led by captains who had fought with Malekith in the chill 
northlands. They were garbed in golden scale armour and cloaked with 
purple and black. Their lances glowed with enchantments and runes of 
protection burned upon their shields. Grim-faced, they eyed the dark citadel 
of Anlec without dread. 


To the north and south of the knights were Malekith’s companies of spears, 
seven thousand in all. Led by Yeasir, they formed up into ranks ten deep, 
pennants fluttering above them, the sounds of silver horns ringing out the 
orders. Yeasir strode back and forth along the line, reminding them that they 
fought for the true ruler of Anlec, exhorting them to show no mercy and to 
stay firm in the face of their despicable foes. Behind the spears were the 
lines of archers, three thousand of them, their black bows strung, their 
quivers heavy with arrows. 


Further to the north rode the reaver knights of Ellyrion. Prince Finudel and 
Princess Athielle had eagerly offered to join Malekith’s host, and they 
trotted forwards at the head of two thousand of their followers. In his hand 
Finudel held Cadrathi, the starblade lance his father had wielded in battle 
alongside Aenarion. Athielle waved forwards her troop with the shining 
white blade Amreir, the winterblade that her mother had used to slay the 
daemon prince Akturon. White and blue banners flew above the cavalry, 
emblazoned with images of golden horses. The Ellyrians’ steeds were 
eager, stamping and neighing, and the reaver knights chatted amiably 
amongst themselves, showing no sign of concern at the imposing fortress 
confronting them. 


The southern wing of Malekith’s army was led by Bathinair, prince of 
Yvresse. He sat astride a monstrous griffon, taken from the mountains of the 
Annulii as a hatchling and raised to be his war mount in Tor Yvresse. 


Redclaw was its name and it was a majestic beast. Its body was that of an 
immense hunting cat, thrice the size of a horse, patterned with black and 
white stripes. Its head was that of an eagle, with a high crest of red and blue 
feathers, and its forelegs were as the talons of some mighty bird of prey, 
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with crimson claws like curved swords. Two wide wings of grey and black 
feathers swept out from its broad shoulders, between which Bathinair sat 
mounted upon a throne of white wood, the banners of Yvresse and his house 
fluttering from its back. He held the spear of ice, Nagrain, its silvered shaft 
gleaming in the morning light, its tip a blazing crystal stronger than any 
metal. Redclaw threw back its head and gave a deafening screech, and 
clawed at the earth in anticipation of the hunt. 


Bathinair had not come alone from Yvresse and with him stood another two 
thousand warriors armed with long spears and carrying blue shields, clad in 
white robes of mourning. 


Charill, one of the princes of Chrace, had come also. He stood upon the 
back of a chariot pulled by four majestic lions from the mountains of his 
lands. Each was the size of a horse, and as white as snow. They roared and 
snarled, pacing eagerly in their harnesses. He wielded the fabled axe 
Achillar, whose double-headed blade crackled with lightning in his hands. 
Beside him stood his son, Lorichar, bearing the banner of Tor Achare: the 
head of a lion in silver thread upon a scarlet background. Both wore long 
cloaks of lion fur, edged with black leather and hung with many jewelled 
pendants. Other nobles upon lion chariots flanked the prince, each dour 
watrior armed with axe and spear and clad in golden mail. 


With them came huntsmen from the mountains: blue-eyed warriors with 
long locks of golden hair bound into plaits, with lion pelts upon their 
shoulders. They wore silvered breastplates with lion designs, and short kilts 
threaded with gold. The lion warriors carried heavy axes of differing 
designs, etched with runes and hung with braided tassels. Their demeanour 
was as fierce as their namesakes, and they gripped their weapons with eager 
determination. 


Lastly came the princes of Saphery: Merneir and Eltreneth, led by Thyriol. 
They were mounted upon pegasi: winged horses taken from the highest 
peaks of the Annulii. Glittering capes of many colours streamed from their 
shoulders and each bore sword and staff that gleamed with magical power. 
They circled above the host of Malekith, the sun gleaming from the golden 
harnesses of their flying steeds. 


Malekith saw that all were arrayed ready for battle, and his heart soared at 
the sight. Not for centuries had he commanded such a host, and the call of 
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his blood sang within his veins. For good or ill, the fortunes of the day 
would resound down through history, and his name would be recounted for 
generations to come. The prince was not content merely with posterity, 
though, and was determined to win victory. He ordered the army to a halt 
just outside of bowshot from the closest towers and wheeled his steed to 
face the army. Raising Avanuir above his head, Malekith called out to his 
army, his voice ringing clearly the length and breadth of the host. 


‘Look upon this citadel of dread!’ he cried, pointing to Anlec with his 
magical blade, sapphire fire licking along its length. ‘Here once hope 
sprang for our people, and here now glowers our doom! In these halls the 
ghosts of our fathers reside, and how they must howl at the sight of seeing 
what was once so great now brought so low! Here was lit the bright beacon 
of war by Aenarion, now a blackened flame of malice and domination! We 
are here to extinguish that baleful flare and restore anew the light of the 
phoenix! You may look and see the unending walls and the cruel towers, 
but I do not. The might of Anlec is not in her stones and mortar, but in the 
blood of her defenders and the courage of their hearts. No such strength 
remains in this benighted city, for all vigour and honour has been crushed 
from her by the choking chains of misery and slavery.’ 


The prince then turned his sword upon his army and its point swept along 
the long rows of warriors. 


‘Here I see the true spirit of our people!’ Malekith declared. ‘None come 
here by bond or bribe, but have marched forth for great and noble cause. We 
would not see such dark cities across our realms, and all here know in their 
spirit that today we shall halt the spread of the malignant shadow. Fell 
Charill! Noble Finudel! Majestic Thyriol! Know these names, and be proud 
to fight beside them, as I am. In time all here shall be remembered and their 
names shall be lauded. Unending shall be the appreciation of our people, 
and cherished shall be the memories of those that fight here this day! Look 
to your left and look to your right, and fix in your mind the face of your 
brothers-in-battle. You shall see no weakness there, only determination and 
bravery. Each here today claims his right to be a prince, for reward comes to 
those willing to risk all, and never have such dignified companions been 
assembled since the time of my father. Heroes one-and-all, you are, and as 
heroes shall the gods heap their praises upon you.’ 
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Malekith then raised his sword in front of his face in salute. 


‘And forget not that it is I, Prince Malekith, who leads you!’ he shouted. ‘I 
am the true lord of Anlec! Scion of Nagarythe! Son of Aenarion! I know 
not despair, nor fear, nor defeat! With this blade I carved a new kingdom to 
the east. By my hand our people made grand alliance with the dwarfs. 
These eyes have looked upon the Dark Gods and did not flinch. Monsters 
and horrors I have faced and bested, and today will be no different. We shall 
win, because where I lead, victory follows. We shall win, because it is my 
destiny to triumph. We shall win, because I will it!’ 


Malekith then stood in his stirrups and raised Avanuir high above his head. 
A great cry erupted from the throats of his warriors, shaking the ground. 
Malekith waved the army forwards. 


‘Glory awaits!’ he cried. 
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Twenty 
The Battle of Anlec 


At Malekith’s signal, the army advanced in line, heading towards the bridge 
across the river of fire. Arrows arced from the roofs of the outlying towers, 
and the battle began. 


With a wild screech, Redclaw beat his wings and bore Bathinair high into 
the air. The Yvressian prince soared higher and higher, climbing far above 
the range of the enemies’ bows. Likewise did the Sapherian mages circle 
upwards into the cloudless sky. Behind their shields, the spearmen marched 
forwards, not once breaking their stride even as more and more arrows 
rained down upon them. 


With a fearsome shriek, Redclaw dived down from the heavens towards the 
closest of the towers. The archers atop its summit turned their bows towards 
the descending beast, but their arrows caused no lasting wound upon the 
griffon’s thick hide. Bathinair’s lance flashed with power as its point drove 
through the chests of the defenders, even as Redclaw’s talons and beak 
savaged others upon the tower, rending and tearing. 


Another tower suffered at the wrath of Thyriol, who streaked down from 
above, the tip of his staff blazing with green fire. As his pegasus swooped 
low over the tower, the mage unleashed his spell, the flames roaring from 
his staff in the shape of a hawk diving for the kill, exploding amongst the 
archers and tossing their bodies over the parapet. 


More elves rushed up to the tower roof from within, only in time to be 
blasted by a bolt of red lightning from the staff of Merneir, which shattered 
the granite bricks of the tower and sent burning bodies and cracked stones 
tumbling to the charred earth. The army of Malekith surged through the gap 
between the two towers, while Bathinair and the mages wheeled above their 
heads, the cheers of the army ringing out to greet them. 


The fortified bridge seemed altogether a more daunting obstacle. It 
consisted of four immense towers, with a drawbridge between each pair, so 
that the fiery moat could only be crossed by the bridges on each side both 
being lowered. Atop each tower was a powerful engine, which hurled 
immense bolts far out across the barren plain. Before his army came within 
range of these fearsome machines, Malekith signalled for his host to halt. 
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He rode forwards alone a short way, as if daring the defenders of the towers 
to direct their machines against him. It was a strange scene; the solitary 
prince upon his steed staring at the grim castlebridge like a golden lion 
standing its ground before a gigantic black bear. 


Calmly, Malekith raised an open hand into the air. He felt the swirl of magic 
coursing around him and fixed his eyes upon the moat of flames. Upon his 
head throbbed the circlet, and the prince could sense the bubbling mystical 
energies within the flame-filled ditch across his path. He had been master of 
Anlec and knew the commanding words of the flames, but he could feel 
other enchantments had been bound into the moat; his mother had known 
he would try to use the spell words to break this defence. She had not 
reckoned with the power of the circlet, though, with which Malekith’s 
power was increased five-fold. 


In him built energies that would have torn asunder a lesser mage, and as the 
tide of magic grew, he began to quiver from the surging excitement that 
filled him. Speaking the command spell, he opened the dam of his mind and 
unleashed a tide of magic that flowed out of him and into the fire moat. The 
flames turned black and rose higher as the Naggarothi prince poured all of 
his will and determination into them, until they climbed a hundred feet into 
the air. 


Now sweating with the effort, Malekith raised up his other hand, his limbs 
shaking with strain. The magic of the fires wriggled and writhed, trying to 
escape the grasp of his spell. With gritted teeth, Malekith began to bring his 
hands closer together and in response the flames of the trench began to coil 
into tall waves, one on each side of the bridge house. 


Malekith brought his hands together with a thunderous clap and the two 
tides of flame rushed towards each other, utterly engulfing the castle across 
the entrenchment. Black fire scorched through arrow slits and poured over 
the roofs of the towers. Ebon flames incinerated elf and machine in an 
instant, reducing them to clouds of ash that billowed up into the air above 
the bridge. Even as the ancient planks of the drawbridge began to smoulder, 
Malekith pulled apart his hands and let loose his grip on the enchantment, 
the fires washing away and returning to their normal colour. 


With a shout of relief and joy, Malekith turned to his army and waved them 
forwards, his face split by a wide grin. As the spearmen of Nagarythe 
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reached him, he reined in his horse beside Yeasir. The captain looked up at 
him with suspicious eyes. 


‘Did you know that was going to work?’ Yeasir asked. 


‘Well,’ said Malekith with a smile. ‘It’s a long walk back to Ellyrion. I 
would not have wanted to have come all this way for nothing.’ 


Yeasir’s laughter rang in the prince’s ears as he wheeled his steed away, 
riding south to consult with Charill and his Chracian hunters. While 
Malekith outlined the next stage of his plan to his fellow prince, the 
Sapherian wizards alighted upon the smoking towers of the bridge and set 
free the bindings upon the huge drawbridges. They crashed down over the 
moat of fire, and the path to Anlec was open. Malekith was the first to ride 
across, his horse cantering forwards with jaunty high steps as the prince 
made a confident show for his followers. 


In truth, the next phase of the attack was the most worrisome for the prince. 
It was five hundred paces to the closest outcrop of the walls and a further 
hundred paces through a corridor of arrows and bolts to reach the gate 
towers. Bathinair and the mages would do what they could to occupy the 
defenders upon the ramparts, but Malekith knew that speed was their 
greatest ally here, and even if they moved swiftly, casualties would be high. 


As Yeasir led the advance towards the eastern gate, spear-sized bolts from 
engines upon the walls shrieked into his spearmen, slaying half a dozen 
warriors with each shot, their fury so powerful that no shield or armour was 
defence against them. Yeasir shouted himself hoarse urging on his followers 
in the face of clouds of black arrows, knowing that although there was no 
true weakness in Anlec’s defences, the war machines could not target foes 
within a short distance of the walls. If the army could reach the safety of the 
wall’s shadow the greatest danger would be passed. 


A thousand elves fell as they raced across the bloody field on foot, the 
knights held in reserve to attack once the gate had been breached. Yeasir 
was still unclear as to how this was to be accomplished, but after the feat 
with the fire moat, Yeasir was willing to trust that his lord had an equally 
accomplished ploy. In fact, Yeasir realised, he was about to wager his life 
on it. 
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Some respite was earned for the spearmen by the warriors from the 
colonies, who moved forwards behind thick wooden pavises. They were 
armed with new weapons—repeating crossbows made by the dwarfs, which 
could fire a hail of short bolts in a short space of time. From behind their 
movable palisades, they unleashed volley after volley of darts at the walls, 
pinning down the bolt thrower crews and forcing the defending Naggarothi 
archers to seek cover. The shots did not go wholly unanswered though, as 
heavy bolts split the timbers of their wheeled shields and punched through 
to maim and slay those sheltering behind. 


Those enemy warriors out of the crossbows’ range were beset by the spells 
of Thyriol, Merneir and Eltreneth. Storms of purple and blue lightning tore 
along the battlements, leaping from one warrior to the next. Fire spells in 
the shape of hawks, dragons and phoenixes left a charred ruin of the 
defenders in their wake. Bolt throwers shattered into splinters under their 
enchantments and armour glowed with fiery heat, scorching those within. 
Daggers of white magic sliced through flesh while swords conjured from 
nothing hacked and slashed at the cultists upon the wall. 


Bathinair played his part too. He and Redclaw left a swathe of dismembered 
and headless bodies along a stretch of the wall north of the gate, until the 
weight of bow fire from the defenders against him grew so much that he 
was forced to soar away, both he and his mount bleeding from many 
wounds. Crimson dripped from the griffon’s beak and claws, falling onto 
Yeasir and his spearmen as the winged beast glided overhead. 


The captain had no time to marvel at such spectacles. A third of his warriors 
lay dead or wounded upon the killing ground, and they were only halfway 
to their target. Close enough, it appeared, for the defenders to worry that 
they might yet reach the wall, for the massive gate yawned open in front of 
them. 


From under its great arch there spilled a tide of wild depravity that Yeasir 
recognised all too well. Nearly naked but for loincloths and gauzy rags, 
their long hair spiked with gore, cultists of Khaine screamed and shrieked 
as they charged forwards. A mix of male and female worshippers, their skin 
daubed with blood, wearing grotesque jewellery made from sinew and 
innards, the cultists wielded long, serrated daggers and wicked-looking 
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swords. They poured forth from the open gate in a stream of flesh and 
blood, hundreds of fanatical blood-worshippers. 


Yeasir remembered well the feral snarls and wide eyes of the Murder God’s 
chosen disciples, and knew that they were oblivious to everything but the 
spilling of blood, their battle-frenzy fuelled by the vapours from narcotic 
incense and potions brewed by the priestesses who ruled their cult. 


The Commander of Nagarythe called for the spearmen to slow and rank up, 
ready to receive the Khainites’ charge. In such formation they were more 
vulnerable to the arrows stinging down from the walls above, and Yeasir 
had no doubt that the defenders would not hesitate to fire into the 
forthcoming melee, heedless of the risk to their own comrades; such was 
the point of unleashing the cultists. With a crash, the gates closed once 
more. 


A thundering of hooves attracted Yeasir’s attention, and he turned to see the 
reaver knights of Ellyrion galloping forwards. They swept around the 
spearmen, ducking and swaying in their saddles to avoid the arrows raining 
down from the ramparts. Expertly loosing their bows as they dashed in, the 
reavers began to pour arrows into the cultists. In-and-out, left-and-right they 
galloped, sometimes turning nearly all the way around to fire backwards as 
they raced past their foes. Some turned their weapons upon the walls, their 
aim impeccable even at speed, their shots picking out any head or limb that 
could be seen. 


The riders formed two circles running counter to each other around the 
Spearmen, and under the cover of their bows Yeasir ordered the advance to 
begin again, the circles moving forwards to keep position with the 
Spearmen. 


When only a few dozen Khainites remained, the Ellyrians broke off their 
shooting and stored their bows, taking up their spears instead. With Finudel 
and Athielle at their head, their famous weapons in hand, the Ellyrians 
charged in. The Khainites would not break before their attack: so 
intoxicated with blood-frenzy had they become that they fought until the 
last of them lay dead upon a heap of bodies, his dying breath a curse upon 
his enemies. 


481 XRN 


The path was open to the gates and the Ellyrians directed their steeds away, 
leaving passage for Yeasir and his warriors to enter between the high walls 
that led to the immense portal. Behind them came Charill and his hunters of 
Chrace, and behind them the spearmen of Yvresse stood ready to push 
forwards through any breach. 


As the shadows of the walls loomed above them, the spearmen began to 
glance upwards at their forbidding heights, expecting death to be unleashed 
upon them at any moment. Yeasir risked a glance backwards, seeking some 
sign of Malekith’s intent. The prince was sat upon his horse a little way 
back, arms casually folded across his chest. Malekith somehow felt the eyes 
of his lieutenant upon him and gave a playful wave, before pointing towards 
the gatehouse. 


Yeasir looked up at the menacing towers and saw black-hooded figures 
appearing at the battlements. They carried bows in their hands and looked 
down upon the spearmen with arrows nocked. 


‘Stand ready!’ Yeasir shouted, hefting up his shield. 


At that moment, the black banner that flew above the gatehouse fluttered 
and then fell, as if its pole had been cut. In its place there was raised a new 
standard: white threaded with silver, with a blazon of a clawed griffon’s 
wing upon it. Yeasir stumbled, almost losing his footing in disbelief, for he 
recognised it as the banner of House Anar. 


The warriors of the Anars tossed bloodied corpses over the battlements, and 
Yeasir saw it was the bodies of cultists and warriors loyal to Morathi, their 
throats and bellies slit open. The gate ground open again before Yeasir, and 
he let out a great roar of triumph. 


Fearing that the way in might close any moment, he broke into a run, his 
spearmen close behind. With the lion warriors of Chrace and the spearmen 
of Yvresse close on his heels, Yeasir was the first to cross the threshold into 
Anlec. He shouted again as he passed under the shadow of the gate of his 
home city, exalted at his return. 


Inside, the city was utterly unlike the home Yeasir had left behind many 
centuries earlier. The great square beyond the gate had once been 
dominated by a large statue of Aenarion seated upon a rearing Indraugnir; 
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now instead it was lined with statues of the cytharai. Atharti cavorted naked 
atop a marble stone, snakes twining themselves about her limbs. Anath 
Raema, the huntress, held her bow in one hand and the severed head of an 
elf in the other, her waist girded by a belt of severed hands and heads. The 
god Khirkith was depicted crouched upon a pile of bones, a jewelled 
necklace in his hands as he admired his looted treasure. 


There were many others, of gods of destruction and death, and goddesses of 
strife and pain. A brazier burned before each, sputtering with dire contents, 
the bloodstains upon the statues’ plinths testament to the foul practices of 
the cultists. 


When Yeasir had left Anlec, the buildings around the square had been busy 
trading forums, bustling with wares from all across the globe. Now the 
open-fronted facades had been turned into animal pens, with bars across 
their high arches, and all manner of unnatural beasts in the darkness 
beyond. 


Mutated bears growled and gnawed at their cages, while two-headed 
orthruses howled and a stinking fume drifted into the square from the pens 
of half-bull bonnakons. Gaseous clouds issued forth from the cages of wild 
chimerae and hideously large serpents spat venom through the bars. Other 
things wailed, cavorted and roared menacingly from the shadowy confines 
of their prisons. 


From one cage there billowed a great cloud of smoke, and licking tongues 
of flame could be seen lighting the smog. A gate was thrown open and there 
came a great screeching, as of many creatures shrieking in concert. From 
out of the gloom there emerged a titanic beast, a seven-headed hydra with 
flames flickering from its nostrils. Its scales were of deep blue, and many 
welts and scars upon its flesh told of its ill treatment by its keepers. Its 
heads were protected by plates of golden armour, as was its spined back and 
muscled flanks. 


Behind the hydra came a pair of handlers wielding vicious goads and whips, 
with which they urged the monster forwards, shouting and hurling abuse. 
Enraged, the hydra stalked forwards, its claws gouging rents in the stone 
flags of the plaza, its heads swaying and writhing like a nest of serpents. 
From the cage came another of the huge beasts, of red flesh and silver 
armour, with blades and barbs hammered into its scales, and spiked collars 
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about its five necks. Its tail was likewise armoured and beweaponed, and 
thrashed left and right as its handlers scourged its sides with the tines of 
their long spears and the cruel thorns of their lashes. 


Not since the shaggoth had Yeasir known such dread as he looked at the 
two behemoths crashing across the square towards his spearmen. Mastering 
his fear, he called out for his warriors to form a shield wall, though he 
doubted such a manoeuvre would be any defence against the monstrous 
creatures bearing down upon the Naggarothi. 


Growls and roars sounded to the right and the lion chariots of Charill raced 
forwards, the prince at their front. The handlers of the foremost hydra 
turned their beast towards the Chracians and with another lash from their 
whips sent it charging forwards. 


Seven blasts of yellow fire gouted from the creature’s throats, directed 
towards Charill’s chariot. A shimmering blue aura leapt up around the 
Chracian prince and his lions, a jewelled amulet hanging upon his bared 
chest glowing bright with power, and the flames lapped around the prince’s 
magical ward without harm. 


The lions leapt to the attack, biting and clawing at the hydra’s scaled flesh. 
The hydra’s heads snapped forwards, their dagger-like fangs tearing chunks 
of bloody ruin out of the lions, whose yelps of pain resounded around the 
square. The hydra reared up with two lions clamped in its fearsome jaws, 
wrenching them into the air amidst the tangle of their frayed traces, 
overturning the chariot. Charill and Lorichar leapt free from the splintering 
wood and twisted metal, and regained their feet as the other chariots 
attacked. 


The Chracians raced past the monster, axes and lion’s fangs scoring wounds 
upon the creature’s hide before they swerved away from its whipping tail 
and snapping heads. In their wake came the hunters, swinging their axes in 
wide arcs, lodging their blades deep into the creature’s tough hide. Though 
blood streamed from dozens of wounds, the hydra was relentless, powerful 
jaws and savage claws wreaking red furrows through the Chracians. 


Charill bellowed his war cry and joined the attack, Achillar burning with 
white light in his hands. With the fabled axe he smote a great blow upon 
one of the creature’s necks, severing it utterly, so that neck and head fell to 
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the floor and continued to writhe for a while like a snake. Blood spumed 
briefly from the injury, but to the Chracian’s horror, the great wound swiftly 
closed over. Flesh bubbled, veins and arteries, muscle and sinew knitted and 
grew afresh, so that within moments a new head had grown in the place of 
the old. 


Several dozen hunters and the shattered remains of three chariots now 
surrounded the beast as the Chracians were hurled back by its savagery. 
With a wordless shout, Lorichar ran forwards, the speared tip of the 
household banner aimed towards the monster’s chest. Lorichar drove the 
point of the standard deep between the creature’s scales, all of his weight 
behind the blow. His thick muscles straining, his face a mask of effort, 
Lorichar drove the banner point deeper and deeper. 


Yeasir had not the time to see what happened next, for the second hydra was 
almost upon the Naggarothi. 


“Where’s Prince Malekith?’ Fenrein asked from beside the captain. 


Yeasir did not answer, although the thought had also occurred to him. He 
had not seen the prince since they had entered the city, and the Naggarothi 
captain dearly wished his lord was beside him; sorcery and Avanuir would 
make short work of the horrendous creature that now loomed above the 
Naggarothi. 


Unearthly chattering and screeches briefly distracted the lieutenant as he 
Saw more cultists unbarring the other cells. All manner of beasts and 
monsters ran forth, howling and yammering. Scaled and feathered, majestic 
and misshapen, the captured denizens of the Annulii poured forth from their 
dens like a nightmare made real. The Yvressians moved forwards, spears at 
the ready to meet the bizarre horde. 


Yeasir could spare them no more thought as he turned his attention back to 
the hydra now just two dozen paces away. 


He saw it drawing its heads back, and yelled a waming to his warriors. As 
one they dropped to a single knee and raised up their shields just as the 
hydra’s fire roared out. Yeasir felt his shield heating in his hands, burning at 
his fingers as the flames engulfed the spearmen. There were cries of pain 
and the smell of charred flesh filled the captain’s nostrils. Surrounded by a 
pall of smoke, the Naggaroth captain looked up and saw that a great swathe 
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of his company now lay burning upon the ground; many thankfully dead, 
others screaming and sobbing as they clutched scorched limbs or rolled 
about on the stone, their hair and clothes alight. 


Black-fletched arrows whickered overhead as the archers of House Anar 
shot from the gatehouse. Their aim was not for the monstrous hydra, but for 
the cultists cowering behind its bulk. Several arrows unerringly found their 
marks and the two handlers dropped, bodies and necks pierced and bloody. 


Suddenly free of the goading whips and spears of its handlers, the hydra 
slowed. Three of its heads bent back to examine their unmoving corpses, 
the other four rose into the air, nostrils flaring as they caught the scent of 
basilisks and khaltaurs. Fiery venom dripping from its maws, the hydra 
heaved around its bulk and spied its enemies from the mountains. With 
deafening hisses issuing from its many throats, the hydra lumbered into a 
run, heading for the other monsters. 


Its closest prey was a gigantic wolf with glowing eyes and iron fangs, 
which turned at the hydra’s approach and leapt at one of its throats. No 
longer under any control, the hydra tore apart the wolf-thing and barrelled 
forwards, tail and claws smashing and crushing the lesser creatures before 
it. All control disappeared as the beasts of the mountains fell upon each 
other; blasts of fire and lightning danced amongst the mutated creatures and 
blood of all colours stained the square as the ferocity of the monsters was 
unleashed. The Yvressians retreated with shrieks of alarm as the ragged 
corpse of a basilisk was hurled into the ranks, its poisonous blood burning 
their skin. 


Yeasir could not help but laugh, out of relief more than humour. A glance 
told him that the Chracians had finished off their monstrous foe, though 
they stood about its body chopping and hacking with their blades to ensure 
that it regenerated no further. 


Malekith’s whereabouts still a mystery, Yeasir turned and looked for the 
prince. He spied him then upon the wall, talking with Eoloran, the prince of 
House Anar. Telling his spearmen to stand guard for fresh attack, Yeasir left 
the company and headed towards the steps. 
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Malekith saw Yeasir striding up the stairway to the gate wall, and waved 
him forwards. With the prince stood Eoloran, his son Eothlir and his 
grandson Alith. All were dressed in silver armour and black cloaks, and 
carried bows etched with magical sigils. The three were grim-faced, but 
Malekith was in good humour as he looked at the bloody savagery being 
unleashed in the plaza below. He introduced Yeasir to his companions, 
clapping a hand to his second-in-command’s shoulder in an encouraging 
fashion. 


“Well done!’ the prince exclaimed. ‘I knew you would not let me down.’ 
‘Highness?’ said Yeasir. 


‘The city, you fool,’ laughed Malekith. ‘Now that we are in, it is only a 
matter of time. I have you to thank for that.’ 


“Thank you, highness, but I think you deserve more credit than I,’ said 
Yeasir. He looked at the Anars. ‘And without these noble warriors, I would 
still be stood outside, or perhaps lying outside with an arrow in my belly.’ 


“Yes, well, I have thanked them enough already,’ said Malekith. ‘It would 
be best not to give them too much credit, otherwise who knows what ideas 
they might get.’ 


‘How did they come to be here?’ asked Yeasir. 


‘Malekith sent word to us many days ago,’ said Eoloran. He was an ageing 
elf, of hawkish features and a deep voice. ‘When he told us of his intent to 
attack Anlec, at first we thought him mad. By secret means, he outlined his 
plans for the attack, and it became clear that this was to be no idle gesture. 
We were only too happy to play our part in ridding Nagarythe of this 
wretched regime of darkness. Ten days ago we came into the city, dressed 
in the manner of Salthites and Khainites, and all manner of other vile 
worshippers of the cytharai. We met in secret and gathered together to await 
Malekith’s attack. We could not open the gates sooner for the square below 
was filled with Khainites... Well you know that, since you faced them. 
Once the square was undefended, we struck as swiftly as we could to take 
the gate.’ 


“Well, you have my gratitude, prince,’ said Yeasir with a deep bow. He 
turned to Malekith with a frown. ‘I must admit to being somewhat hurt that 
you did not feel that you could trust me with this counsel, highness.’ 
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“Would that I could have,’ said Malekith airily. ‘I trust you more than I trust 
my own sword arm, Yeasir. I could not divulge my plan to you lest it affect 
your actions in battle. I wanted the defenders to know nothing was amiss 
until the gates were opened, and foreknowledge of the Anars’ presence may 
well have meant that you held back until the gates were already flung wide. 
We needed to keep the pressure on so that all eyes were turned outwards 
rather than inwards.’ 


Malekith then turned to Eoloran. 


‘If you would excuse me, I believe my mother is waiting for me,’ the 
Naggarothi prince said, now empty of all humour. 


There was still fierce fighting in the plaza, and the knights of Anlec arrived 
to take their share of the glory, driving hard into cultists and beasts with 
their lances. Designed as a fortress, Anlec was laid out in a fashion so that 
there was no direct route to the central palace. Along twisting streets, 
harassed by archers from roofs and windows, the army of Malekith 
advanced cautiously, aware that by alley and underground passage there 
were many ways by which a foe could come at them from every direction 
and then melt away into the city. 


Fortunately for Malekith, the defenders had committed a greater part of 
their strength to the defence of the walls, confident that no enemy had ever 
passed into the city by force of arms. This left the remaining defenders 
scattered, and as most were simple cultists they attacked in haphazard, 
uncoordinated fashion and were easily dealt with. 


At one stage the advance was halted, as a fearsome figure atop a manticore 
descended on the column from the skies. Malekith recognised him as Prince 
Kheranion, and knew him of old. 


He wore armour of ithilmar inscribed with protective runes and bound with 
enchantments of warding, forged in the Shrine of Vaul, against which it was 
said no mortal weapon would draw blood. The beast upon which the prince 
rode had the body of a gigantic lion, with bat-like wings that swathed the 
street in shadow as the traitor plunged down from the air, his mount roaring 
ferociously. 
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The knights at the head of the advance were taken by surprise as the prince 
dropped from above, their armour gouged by his monster’s teeth, their 
horses cast down upon the cobbles. 


In his hand the prince wielded the fell lance Arhaluin, the shadowdeath that 
Caledor had forged for Aenarion before he had wielded the Sword of 
Khaine. Seeing the weapon in the hands of his foe sent Malekith into a rage. 
He raced forwards, his steed’s hooves striking sparks from the pavement as 
the prince gathered magical power for a sorcerous blast. 


Before Malekith could confront Kheranion, Morathi’s captain steered his 
mount into the air once more and swooped over the rooftops. Moments later 
he dived into the attack once more, crashing into the Yvressian spearmen 
further down the road. 


For several minutes the prince hit-and-ran in this fashion, halting the 
advance and allowing other defenders to gather in numbers around the 
column. Doorways and windows spat arrows into the attackers. Red-robed 
cultists leapt from hidden trapdoors to snatch warriors and drag them from 
sight before their comrades could react. Chilling screams began to echo 
through the streets, unnerving the attackers further. 


Beset from above and below, Malekith shouted in frustration and urged the 
army to move onwards. 


The Naggarothi prince knew that ahead lay a wide killing ground, where his 
army would be vulnerable to attack, but there was no option but to press on 
towards the palace. Soon the winding streets led them to a rectangular space 
lined on all sides by high walls punctured with murder holes. As arrows 
rained down from these narrow slits, Malekith summoned the energy for a 
spell. 


Here, in the heart of Anlec, there was much dark magic, drawn here by the 
murder and suffering of the cultists’ victims. Aided by the circlet, Malekith 
was able to tap into this flowing energy and harness it. He tried to form a 
magical shield around his troops, but the dark magic contorted and thrashed 
in his mental grasp, refusing his will. 


With a snarl, Malekith allowed his frustration full vent and let loose a 
stream of magic as a cloud of black darts that exploded outwards, each 
small missile twisting and turning to seek out an embrasure or opening. 
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Screams and shouts resounded from the corridors within the walls around 
the cloister as the darts found their targets, and blood from the slain 
dribbled from windows and under door. 


Kheranion attacked again, plunging downwards with lance ready. Malekith 
hurled a bolt of lightning at the stooping monster, but Kheranion raised his 
silvered shield and the spell earthed itself harmlessly within the enchanted 
guard. 


Kheranion was not without some sorcery himself and a dark nimbus 
surrounded him before erupting into a flock of evil crows that descended 
upon Malekith’s army, pecking at eyes and exposed skin, causing disarray 
and panic. With a contemptuous sweep of his arm, Malekith dispelled the 
curse and the crows evaporated into burning feathers. 


So intent was Kheranion on his magical duel with Malekith that he did not 
spy a shape coming upon him from the clouds. It appeared first as a speck, 
but rapidly grew larger until the shape of Bathinair’s griffon could be seen. 
Hearing its screech, Kheranion turned, but too late. In Bathinair’s hand, 
Nagrain trailed icy shards and its crystalline point bit deep into the muscle 
and bone where the manticore’s right wing met its body. With a strange 
yelp, the manticore twisted and raked its claws across the chest of Redclaw, 
and the two snarled and snapped at each other as they dug in their long 
claws. 


Bathinair avoided a thrust from Kheranion as the two monsters locked 
together and spiralled towards the ground. Nagrain leapt again but 
Kheranion deflected the attack with his shield, his own magical lance 
piercing the throat of Redclaw. In its death throes, the griffon clamped its 
beak about the left foreleg of the manticore and both beasts and riders 
crashed into a tiled roof before spinning onto the cobbles of the open 
ground. 


The manticore lashed its tail sting forwards, catching Bathinair a raking 
blow across the chest and sending him flying from the throne upon which 
he had been seated. Discarding Arhaluin, Kheranion drew a sword whose 
blade was made wholly of flame. The prince advanced purposefully 
towards the stricken Bathinair. The manticore righted itself and lunged 
forwards lopsidedly, its wounded wing trailing uselessly behind it. 
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Malekith drew Avanuir and urged his horse forwards, eyes intent on 
Kheranion. 


Another shadow eclipsed Malekith for a moment as Merneir swept across 
the square atop his pegasus, his staff blazing with golden light. With a 
shout, the mage unleashed a ball of blue fire that hurtled across the open 
space and detonated with a flash beside Kheranion. The prince was hurled 
into the air and the manticore flung sideways by the blast. The gold-shod 
hooves of his steed flailing, the mage descended upon the manticore with 
his sword, hacking away at its venom-tipped tail while Kheranion shook his 
head and groggily stood. 


Behind the renegade prince, Bathinair rose to his feet also, Nagrain grasped 
in both hands. His face was a mask of anger as blood trickled across the left 
side of his face from a cut on his forehead. He swept the point of the spear 
towards Kheranion and a hail of icy shards erupted from the weapon’s tip, 
slamming into the prince’s armour and smashing him from his feet once 
more. The firesword spun from his grip. 


Out of desperation, Kheranion flung forwards an outstretched hand and a 
blast of power caught Bathinair full in the chest, sending him crashing into 
the wall a dozen paces distant. The prince collapsed to one knee, panting 
hard, while Kheranion scrabbled on all fours to reclaim his blade. 


Just as Kheranion’s fingers curled around the hilt of the accursed sword, 
Malekith arrived. He leaned low in the saddle and Avanuir carved a furrow 
into the renegade’s armour and bit into his spine. Malekith leapt from the 
back of his horse as it galloped on and landed cat-like next to the stricken 
prince. Kheranion stared into Malekith’s eyes and saw the prince of 
Nagarythe’s murderous gaze. 


‘Spare me!’ begged Kheranion, falling to his back and tossing away his 
magical sword. ‘I am crippled and no more a threat!’ 


Malekith saw that this was true, for the prince’s legs hung limply from his 
body as he dragged himself away across the cobbles. 


‘Perhaps you would have me end your suffering?’ said Malekith, taking a 
step forwards, the point of Avanuir aimed towards his foe’s throat. 


‘No!’ cried Kheranion. ‘Though I am undone, perhaps my wound is not 
beyond that of the finest healers.’ 


491 XRN 


“Why would I allow you to live, so that like a pet serpent you could rise up 
and bite me again?’ 


Kheranion sobbed with pain and fear, and held up an arm as if to ward away 
the killing blow. 


‘I denounce Morathi!’ Kheranion shouted, his voice reverberating around 
the courtyard. ‘I will swear anew my oaths to Malekith!’ 


“You are a traitor, and yet have not the conviction to stand by your 
treacherous path,’ snarled Malekith. ‘Betrayal can be forgiven, cowardice 
cannot.’ 


With that, Malekith drove the point of Avanuir downwards and Kheranion 
shrieked, but the tip of the sword stopped a fraction from the fallen prince’s 
throat. 


“Yet I also swore to be merciful,’ said Malekith, lifting away his blade. 
“Though you have done many wrongs against me, I must stand by that oath 
and offer clemency to those who repent of their misdeeds. Perhaps I will 
find a way even for a creature as craven as you to make amends.’ 


With an agonised grunt, Kheranion threw himself forwards and grasped 
Malekith around the leg and whimpered meaningless gratitudes. Malekith 
kicked him away with a sneer. 


‘Pathetic,’ the prince rasped, turning away. 


492 XRN 


Twenty-One 
A Destiny Manifested 


The closer Malekith and his host drew to the central palace, the more 
disturbing Anlec became. Many of the buildings here had been turned into 
immense charnel temples, their steps stained dark with blood, the entrails 
and bones of the cultists’ victims hung upon their walls as decoration. 
Hundreds of braziers burned fitfully, spewing noxious, acrid fumes through 
the streets. The air itself clung with the stench of death and all was silent 
save for the crackling of flames and the tread of the warriors on the 
bloodstained tiles of the streets. They came at last upon the palace of 
Aenarion, a large building that doubled as the central citadel of Anlec. It 
appeared deserted, and the broad doors were opened wide. Dismembered 
skeletons, rotting organs and other detritus littered the steps leading up to 
the entrance. 


Malekith stopped at the foot of the steps and looked up into the beckoning 
door, seeking an ambush. Lanterns glowed with ruddy light from within, 
but there was no sign of any other living thing. 


Slowly, Malekith ascended the steps, Avanuir in hand. His knights 
dismounted and followed a short way behind, similarly ready for attack. 
Malekith paused before he stepped across the threshold and checked one 
more time for hidden attackers. Satisfied that there was no immediate 
threat, he strode through the doors into the chamber beyond. 


It was as he remembered from a millennium ago. A long colonnaded hall 
led away from the doors, much like a larger version of the entrance of 
Ealith’s keep. There was no evidence of the murder and slaughter of the rest 
of the city here. The floor was a vast mosaic of a golden blade upon a 
storm-filled sky, and Malekith remembered it from when he was a child. 


He had crawled upon this floor and happily stroked the golden tiles even as 
his father had told him of its story, for it was a depiction of a dream, the 
vision that had beset Malekith’s father and spurred him to take up the war 
against the daemons. Though his father had not known it at the time, it had 
been the Sword of Khaine calling to him, from hundreds of leagues distant, 
suddenly awoken from its eons-long slumber by the anger of Aenarion. 
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The slamming of the doors behind him shattered Malekith’s thoughts and he 
spun around, expecting attack. He heard thuds and thumps as his followers 
outside attempted to open them, but Malekith knew it would be fruitless; 
the tinge of ancient magic hung about the portal, spells laid upon it in the 
time of Caledor. 


‘Come to me,’ a voice echoed along the empty halls, and Malekith 
recognised his mother’s tone. 


Still wary of attack, Malekith stalked along the hallway, all childhood 
thoughts forgotten. His eyes roved across the archways and high galleries, 
seeking any sign of a hidden assassin, but there was none. Passing through 
the great doorway at the end of the entrance hall, Malekith came to an 
antechamber from which two sets of stairs spiralled upwards to the left and 
right. 


The one on the left led to the bedchambers, guardhouses and other domestic 
rooms on the first floor, while the stair to the right wound higher to the 
throne room of Aenarion. Without hesitation, Malekith turned to his right 
and slowly ascended the marble stair, a carpet of deep blue running down 
its centre. His footfalls made no sound as he walked, and in the silence 
there came a noise on the very edge of his hearing. 


It was weeping, a constant low sob. Stopping, Malekith listened more 
intently but the noise could be heard no more. Walking again, Malekith 
heard a distant, dim shriek and a yammering for mercy. Halting once more 
to listen, the sound faded away again, leaving only silence. 


‘Spare us!’ said a voice behind Malekith, and he spun, sword in hand, but 
there was nothing there. 


‘Mercy!’ pleaded a whisper in Malekith’s right ear, but turning his head he 
saw only empty air. 


‘Not the blade!’ 
‘Free us!’ 
‘Give us peace!’ 
‘Justice!’ 


‘Show us pity!’ 
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Malekith twisted left and right, seeking the source of the voices, but he was 
alone on the stairway. 


‘Begone,’ the prince growled, holding up Avanuir. 


In the flickering glow of the blade, Malekith finally saw movement: ghostly 
figures dimly reflecting the blue glare of Avanuir’s fire. He could see the 
spirits only in glimpses, and saw flashes of headless bodies, children with 
their hearts ripped out, mutilated women and victims of all kinds of vile 
torture. They reached out with broken hands, skin hanging in flaps from 
mutilated arms. Some were eyeless, others had their mouths stitched shut or 
their cheeks pierced with spikes. 


‘Get away from me!’ snarled Malekith, turning and leaping up the stairs, 
casting glances over his shoulder as he hurried upwards. The swirling 
ghosts chased the prince up the steps and he slashed at them with Avanuir, 
parting their insubstantial forms with its glowing blade. 


Panting, he reached the upper landing and stood before the high double 
doors that led to the throne room. Soundlessly, they opened inwards, 
bathing Malekith in the golden light from many lanterns within. 


At the far end of the hall sat Morathi, clad in a draping wind of golden cloth 
that obscured very little of her nakedness. She held her staff of bone and 
iron across her lap, her fingers toying with the skull at its tip. Morathi sat in 
a simple wooden chair next to the mighty throne of Aenarion; which was 
cut from a single piece of black granite, its back shaped like a rearing 
dragon, of which Bel Shanaar’s throne was but a pale imitation. Magical 
flame licked from the dragon’s fanged maw and glowed in its eyes. 


Malekith’s eyes were drawn to the throne above all other things, ignoring 
even his mother, for this was the strongest memory he had of this place; of 
his father girded for war sat upon that immense chair, in counsel with his 
famed generals. 


The memory was so vivid that Malekith could hear his father’s soft yet 
strong voice echoing around the throne room. The prince was but a child, 
sat in the lap of his mother beside the Phoenix King, and Aenarion would 
occasionally pause in his conversation and look down upon his son. Always 
stern was that look; not unkind, yet not compassionate either, but full of 
pride. For years Malekith had gazed back at those strong, dark eyes and 
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seen the fires that raged behind their quiet dignity. Malekith imagined that 
he alone knew the sinister spirit that hid within, clothed in the body of a 
noble monarch, masked against the eyes of the world lest it be recognised 
for what it truly was. 


The soul of a destroyer, the wielder of the Godslayer. 


And the sword! There across the Phoenix King’s lap lay Widowmaker, 
Soulbiter, the Sword of Khaine. Even at a young age, Malekith had noticed 
that only he and his father ever looked upon its blood-red blade, for all 
other elves averted their gaze and would look anywhere else but directly at 
it. It was like a secret shared between them. 


“Yet you did not pick up the Blade of Murder when it was offered to you,’ 
said Morathi, dispelling the illusion that had so gripped her son. 


Malekith shook his head, confused by the enchantment cunningly wrought 
upon him by his mother. Truly they were real memories she had stirred, but 
her spell had made them as tangible as life, if only for a moment. 


‘I did not,’ replied Malekith, slowly, realising that Morathi had seen into his 
thoughts and learned of his episode on the Blighted Isle, of which he had 
spoken to nobody. 


‘That is good,’ said Morathi. She was sat in stately pose, despite her near- 
nudity, and exuded regal poise. Not here the barbarous priestess who tore 
living hearts from the breasts of her victims; not the seductive, wily seeress 
who wove lies with every word and manipulated all around her into a 
tapestry to her liking. Here she was as queen of Nagarythe, full of quiet 
majesty and grandeur. 


‘The sword controlled your father,’ the queen said, her tone hushed, 
reassuring. ‘Since his death, it has yearned for you to seek it out. I was 
worried that you would be ensnared by its power as well, but I am proud 
that you resisted its bloodthirsty call. None can truly be its master, and if 
you are to rule, then you must be master of everything.’ 


‘I would rather the world was devoured by daemons than unleash that fell 
creation upon it again,’ Malekith said, sheathing Avanuir. ‘As you say, once 
drawn it will consume its wielder until nothing but blood remains. No 
person can become a king with its power, only a slave.’ 
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‘Sit down,’ Morathi said, waving a hand of invitation towards the grand 
throne. 


‘It is not yet my place to sit there,’ replied Malekith. 
‘Oh?’ said Morathi, surprised. ‘And why is that?’ 


‘If I am to rule Nagarythe, I shall rule it alone,’ said Malekith. ‘Without 
you. When you are slain, the army of Nagarythe will be mine again. I shall 
hold power over the pleasure cults and with them secure the Phoenix 
Throne.’ 


Morathi remained silent for a moment, looking at her son with ancient eyes, 
gauging his mood and motive. A sly smile then twisted her lips. 


“You mean to slay me?’ she whispered, feigning shock. 


“While you live, always will your ambition be a shadow upon mine,’ said 
Malekith, angry at his mother’s charade. “You cannot help but be my rival, 
for it is not in your nature to serve any but yourself. I cannot share Ulthuan 
with you, for you could never truly share it with me. Even my father was 
not your master. I would exile you, but you would rise up again in some 
forgotten corner, a contender for everything that I aspire to.’ 


‘Cannot share power,’ Morathi said, ‘or will not?’ 
Malekith pondered for a moment, examining his feelings. 
‘Will not,’ he replied, his eyes full of intent. 


‘And to what is it that you aspire, my son?’ Morathi said, leaning forwards 
eagerly. 


“To inherit my father’s legacy and rule as Phoenix King,’ Malekith replied, 
knowing the truth of the words even as he spoke them. Never before had he 
so openly admitted his desire, not even to himself. Glory, honour, renown; 
all but stepping stones towards his ascension to the Phoenix Throne. The 
circlet had revealed to him the true nature of the forces that now ruled the 
world, and he would not stand by while Ulthuan slowly succumbed to them. 


“Yes, Chaos is strong,’ Morathi told him. 


‘Stay out of my thoughts,’ Malekith snarled, taking an angry step forwards, 
his hand straying to the hilt of Avanuir. 
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‘I need no magic to know your mind, Malekith,’ said Morathi, still gazing 
fixedly at her son. ‘There is a bond between mother and son that does not 
need sorcery.’ 


‘Do you submit yourself to your fate?’ Malekith said, ignoring her obvious 
reminder of their relationship; an attempt to stay his hand. 


“You should know better than ask such a pointless question,’ Morathi 
replied, and now her voice was stern, harsh even. ‘Have I not always told 
you that you were destined to be king? You cannot be king unless you are 
prince of your own realm, and I will not surrender it willingly. Prove to me 
that you are worthy of ruling Nagarythe. Prove to the other princes that the 
strength within you is greater than any other.’ 


At some silent command, four figures emerged from the shadows, two to 
Malekith’s left and two to his right. They were sorcerers by their garb, two 
male and two female, swathed in black robes, tattooed with dark sigils. 


Malekith struck out with a blast of magic, materialising as a thunderbolt 
from his fingertips. Instantly Morathi was surrounded by a shadowy sphere 
of energy, which pulsed as the bolt struck it. Her adepts unleashed spells of 
their own, fiery blasts that rushed in upon Malekith in the guise of howling 
wolf heads, and the prince cast his own shield of darkness to ward them 
away. 


The sorcerers and sorceresses closed in, hurling fireballs and flares of dark 
power. Malekith protected himself, drawing in more and more magic from 
the energy seething around the throne room as the spells cascaded towards 
him. 


Morathi sat contentedly upon her chair while her followers unleashed their 
hexes and curses, watching with interest as Malekith countered each. 
Churning and bubbling, magic flowed around the hall, growing in intensity 
as both Malekith and his foes reached their minds out further and further, 
drawing energy from the city outside. 


‘Enough,’ barked Malekith, letting free the energy that he had pulled into 
himself, releasing a blast of raw magic not shaped by any spell. 


The power blazed, surrounding each of the dark wizards, filling them with 
mystical energy; more than they could control. The first, a red-haired witch, 
began to quiver, and then spasmed so hard that Malekith heard her spine 


498 XRN 


snapping as she flopped to the ground. The other sorceress screeched in 
agony as her blood turned to fire and exploded out of her veins, engulfing 
her in a tempest of lightning and flames. The third of them flew into the air 
as if struck, his nose, eyes and ears streaming with blood, his ragged body 
smashing against the distant wall. The last was consumed by the ravening 
magic and collapsed in upon himself, crumpled like a ball of paper until he 
disintegrated into a pile of dust. 


“Your followers are weak,’ said Malekith, rounding on Morathi. 
The seeress remained unconcerned. 


‘There are always more minions,’ she said with a dismissive wave of a 
beringed hand. ‘That trinket upon your head gives you impressive power, 
but you lack subtlety and control.’ 


Quicker than Malekith’s eye could follow, Morathi’s hand snapped out, her 
staff pointed at his chest. He fell to one knee as his heart began to thunder 
inside his ribs, drowning him with pain. Through the haze of agony, 
Malekith could feel the slender tendrils of magic that extended from 
Morathi’s staff, almost imperceptible in their delicacy. 


Whispering a counterspell, Malekith chopped his hand through the 
intangible strands and forced himself back to his feet. 


“You never taught me that,’ said Malekith with mock admonition. ‘How 
unmotherly to keep such secrets from your son.’ 


‘You have not been here to learn from me,’ Morathi said with a sad shake of 
her head. ‘I have learned much these past thousand years. If you put aside 
this foolish jealousy that consumes you, then perhaps I can tutor you again.’ 


In reply, Malekith gathered up the coiling magic and hurled it at the queen, 
the spell materialising as a monstrous serpent. Morathi’s staff intercepted it, 
a shimmering blade springing from its haft to slice the head from the 
immaterial snake. 


‘Crude,’ she said with a wag of her finger. ‘Perhaps you impressed the 
savages of Elthin Arvan and the wizardless dwarfs with these antics, but I 
am not so easily awed.’ 


Standing, the seeress-queen held her staff in both hands above her head and 
began to chant quickly. Blades crystallised out of the air around her, 
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orbiting her body in ever-increasing numbers until she was all but obscured 
from view by a whirlwind of icy razors. With a contemptuous laugh, 
Malekith extended his will, looking to knock them aside. 


His dispel met with failure, however, as Morathi’s magic swayed and 
changed shape, slipping through the insubstantial grasp of his counterspell. 
A moment later and the shardstorm tore through the air towards him, 
forcing the prince to leap aside lest they rip the flesh from his bones. 


‘Slow and predictable, my child,’ Morathi said, stepping forwards. 


Malekith said nothing, but lashed out with his sorcery, a whip of fire 
appearing in his hands. Its twin tips flew across the room and coiled about 
Morathi’s staff. With a flick of his wrist, Malekith wrested the rod from his 
mother, sending it skittering across the tiled floor. With another short hand 
motion Malekith dashed the staff against the wall, shattering it into pieces. 


‘I think you are too old for such toys,’ said Malekith, drawing Avanuir. 
‘IT am,’ snarled Morathi, her face contorting with genuine anger. 


Something invisible scythed through the air and connected with Malekith’s 
legs. He felt his shins crack and his knees shatter and a howl of pain was 
wrenched from his lips as he crashed to the floor. Letting Avanuir fall from 
his grasp, he clutched at his broken legs, writhing and screaming. 


‘Stop making such a noise,’ said Morathi irritably. 


Making a fist, she wove a spell that clenched Malekith’s throat in its grip, 
choking him. The pain befuddled his mind, and as he flailed and gasped he 
could not muster the concentration to counter the spell. 


‘Focus, boy, focus,’ spat Morathi as she stalked forwards, her fist held out 
in front of her, twisting it left and right as Malekith squirmed in her 
mystical grasp. “You think you are fit to rule without me? I expect such 
ingratitude from the likes of Bel Shanaar, but not from my own kin.’ 


The mention of the Phoenix King’s name acted as a lightning rod for 
Malekith’s pain and anger, and he lashed out, a sheet of flame erupting from 
him to engulf the queen. She was unharmed, but had released her spell to 
protect herself. Malekith rolled to his side, coughing and spluttering. 


The prince was then flipped to his back and he felt a great weight upon his 
chest. Numbness enveloped him as the weight pressed down harder and 
harder, and Malekith fought against losing consciousness. As black spots 
and bright lights flickered in his vision, he thought he glimpsed a shadowy, 
insubstantial creature crouched upon his chest: a slavering horned daemon 
with a wide, fang-filled maw and three eyes. Pushing aside the aching of his 
body, he tried to focus his mind, but his body would not move. 


Morathi stood beside her son, looking down dispassionately. She reached 
down and grasped Malekith’s helm in one hand and pulled it from his head. 
The queen regarded it closely for a moment, her eyes analysing every 
scratch and dint in its grey surface, her fingers lingering close to the circlet 
but never touching it. Gently, she crouched beside Malekith and placed the 
helm behind her, out of reach. Malekith fought back a surge of panic. He 
felt strangely naked and powerless without the circlet. 


‘If you do not know how to use it properly, you should not have it,’ she said 
gently. She laid a hand upon his cheek, caressing him, and then placed her 
fingers upon his forehead as a mother soothing the brow of a fevered child. 
‘If you had but asked me, I would have helped you unlock its real power. 
Without it, your magic is weak and unrefined. You should have paid more 
attention to what your mother taught you.’ 


‘Perhaps,’ Malekith said. With a shout of pain, he swung his gauntleted fist 
at Morathi, punching her clean in her face and sending her slamming to her 
back. ‘T learned that from my father!’ 


Stunned, Morathi lost her concentration and her spell evaporated. Malekith 
felt the invisible weight lifting from his body. With an effort, he drew magic 
down into his ruined legs, fusing bone back into place, knotting muscle and 
sinew together. 


Whole again, the prince stood, looming over Morathi. With a flick of his 
hand, Avanuir jumped from the floor and landed in his grasp, its point a 
finger’s breadth from Morathi’s face, unwavering. 


His face grimly set, he swung Avanuir over his left shoulder and brought it 
down in a backhand sweep towards Morathi’s neck. 


‘Wait!’ she shouted and Malekith’s arm froze, the blade no more than a 
hand’s span from the killing blow. 


It was no spell that had stayed his hand, but the tone in her voice. It was not 
desperation or fear, but anger and frustration, as she had used so many times 
before when he was a child about to do something wrong. 


‘What?’ he asked, confused by his own reaction. 


‘Use your mind, think about what is for the best,’ said Morathi slowly. 
‘How will this truly aid you?’ 


“What do you mean?’ Malekith said with narrowed eyes full of suspicion. 
He lowered Avanuir but kept the blade ready to strike the moment he 
detected the merest hint of a conjuration. 


‘Do you think that killing me will give you the throne of Nagarythe?’ 
Morathi said, lying as still as a statue, her gaze never moving from her son’s 
eyes. ‘Do you think that my death will usher you to the rule of Ulthuan?’ 


‘It cannot harm my cause,’ Malekith said with a shrug. 


‘But it will not help it,” Morathi said. ‘Slay me here, unseen by any other, 
and the truth of your victory will never really be known. “Malekith slew his 
mother,” the chronicles will say, and then the deed will be forgotten, hidden 
away like a shameful secret.’ 


‘And if I let you live?’ Malekith asked warily. 


‘I will turn the cults to your bidding,’ said Morathi. ‘You cannot hope to 
control them, and without me they will splinter and either turn against you 
or simply vanish altogether.’ 


‘Tf I let you live, you will use the cults of luxury against me,’ said Malekith. 
“You will undermine my power even as it grows until I am forced to treat 
with you. Do not think I will be so easily fooled. Better that you die here 
even if it means I must start afresh.’ 


“There is another way, Malekith,’ Morathi told him. ‘For the cults, you can 
imprison me as hostage against their loyalty. What better symbol of your 
new power than to see the sorceress-queen of Nagarythe bound in chains? 
Better yet, present me as your captive to Bel Shanaar. Your mercy will earn 
you great credit in the court of the Phoenix King and amongst the other 
realms. Would you be known to them as a merciless killer, or as a 
magnanimous victor? Which do you think they would choose as Bel 
Shanaar’s successor? They have scorned your inheritance once already, 
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naming you as a bloody slayer unfit to rule. Will the blood of your mother 
change their minds?’ 


‘I care not concerning the opinions of lesser princes,’ said Malekith, raising 
Avanuir again to strike. 


‘Then you are a fool!’ spat Morathi. ‘If you would wrest the crown of 
Ulthuan by force, then go now to the Blighted Isle and take up the sword 
your father wielded, for you will need it. If you would perhaps take up your 
rightful inheritance and reign in glory, then you must make the other princes 
your followers. Already they look up to you; many would have you replace 
Bel Shanaar right at this moment. Woo them! Show them your kingly 
virtues, and the blood of Aenarion will prove its worth.’ 


For a second time, Malekith lowered his blade. He looked deep into his 
mother’s eyes, seeking some deceit or falsehood, but saw only sincerity. 


‘You would be humbled before all of Ulthuan,’ Malekith said. ‘Your station, 
your rank would be worthless.’ 


‘I care as little about such matters as you,’ Morathi said. ‘I am confident in 
you, and have much patience. When you become Phoenix King, I will be 
rightfully restored to my proper position. I have humbled myself before 
priests and gods to gain what I have. It is no hardship to masquerade for a 
while as prisoner to Bel Shanaar.’ 


Malekith sheathed Avanuir and lifted his mother to her feet. He laid a hand 
upon her shoulder and pulled her close. 


‘I will spare you,’ he whispered to her. ‘But if you wrong me, or play me 
false, I shall kill you without a second thought.’ 


Morathi clasped her son in a tight embrace, a hand on the back of his head, 
her lips close to his ear. 


“You have proven that to me,’ she sighed. ‘That is why I am so proud of 
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you. 


Twenty-Two 
The Wheels of Power Turn 


As Morathi had predicted, there was much rejoicing when news of 
Malekith’s victory spread across Ulthuan. Once Anlec was firmly under his 
control the prince rode to Galthyr to lift the siege there. The Naggarothi 
commanders threw themselves on Malekith’s mercy and swore new oaths 
of loyalty to the prince. By secret command from Morathi, many of the 
cultists vanished into the wilds and their leaders hid themselves amongst the 
folk of Nagarythe. Prince Malekith sent word to the other rulers of Ulthuan 
that some measure of order had been restored, and feasts of celebration 
were held across the isle. 


Malekith escorted Morathi south to Tor Anroc, accompanied by the three 
Sapherian mages Thyriol, Merneir and Eltreneth to guard against any 
sorcery from the seeress. With great show of humility, Malekith went 
incognito through the towns and villages, sparing his mother the spite of the 
elves she had all but enslaved. 


Many days after leaving Anlec they came to the citadel of the Phoenix 
King, now an immense palace with a hundred halls and fifty spiralling 
towers. Swathed in black cloaks, they rode through the gate and were met 
by Palthrain. No words were said for all had been pre-arranged. The 
chamberlain ushered the small group through the long corridors and vaulted 
galleries to the heart of the palace, to the throne room of Bel Shanaar. 


The floor was paved with white gold and the walls hung with six hundred 
tapestries picturing landscapes from the wide realm of the elves. Magical 
dwarf-forged lanterns bathed all in a pearlescent glow as Malekith pulled 
back his hood. The prince and his companions strode along the hall to stand 
before Bel Shanaar, who was sat upon his throne deep in thought. Imrik was 
there, as were Bathinair, Elodhir, Finudel and Charill. 


‘My king and princes,’ said Malekith. “Today is a portentous occasion, for 
as I vowed, I bring before you the witch-queen of Nagarythe, my mother, 
Morathi.’ 


Morathi cast off her cloak and stood before her judges. She was dressed in a 
flowing blue gown, her hair bound up with shining sapphires, her eyelids 
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painted with azure powder. She appeared every inch the defeated queen, 
dejected but unrepentant. 


“You stand before us accused of raising war against the office of the 
Phoenix King and the realms of the princes of Ulthuan,’ Bel Shanaar said. 


‘Tt was not I that launched attacks against the border of Nagarythe,’ Morathi 
replied calmly. Her gaze met the eyes of the princes in turn. ‘It was not the 
Naggarothi who sought battle with the other kingdoms.’ 


“You would portray yourself as the victim?’ laughed Finudel. ‘To us?’ 
‘No ruler of Nagarythe is a victim,’ replied Morathi. 


‘Do you deny that the cults of excess and luxury that blight our realm owe 
their loyalty to you?’ said Bel Shanaar. 


“They owe their loyalty to the cytharai,’ said Morathi. “You can no more 
prosecute me for the existence of the cults than you can impeach yourself 
for assuming the mantle of Asuryan’s chosen.’ 


‘Will you at least admit to thoughts of treason?’ said Elodhir. ‘Did you not 
plot against my father and seek to undermine him?’ 


‘I hold no position in higher regard than that of the Phoenix King,’ Morathi 
said, her eyes fixed upon Bel Shanaar. ‘I spoke my mind at the First 
Council and others chose to ignore my wisdom. My loyalty is to Ulthuan 
and the prosperity and strength of her people. I do not change my opinions 
at a whim and my reservations have not been allayed.’ 


‘She is a viper,’ snarled Imrik. ‘She cannot be allowed to live.’ 


Morathi laughed, a scornful sound that reverberated menacingly around the 
hall. 


‘Who wishes to be known as the elf who slew Aenarion’s queen?’ the 
seeress said. ‘Which of the mighty princes gathered here would claim that 
accolade?’ 


‘IT will,’ said Imrik, his hand straying to the silver hilt of the sword at his 
waist. 


‘I cannot condone this,’ said Malekith, stepping protectively in front of his 
mother. 
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“You swore to me in this very chamber that you would be ready for such an 
end,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘Do you now renege on your oath?’ 


‘No more than I renege on the oath that I would show mercy to all those 
who asked for it,’ said Malekith. ‘My mother need not die. Her blood would 
serve no purpose but to sate the Caledorian’s vengeful thirst.’ 


‘It is justice, not revenge,’ said Imrik. ‘Blood for blood.’ 
‘If she lives, she is a threat,’ said Finudel. ‘She cannot be trusted.’ 


‘I cannot decide this,’ said Malekith, addressing the princes. He then turned 
his eyes upon the Phoenix King. ‘I will not decide this. Let Bel Shanaar 
decide. The will of the Phoenix King is stronger than the oath of a prince. Is 
the word of the son of Aenarion to be as nothing, or is there yet nobility 
enough in the princes of Ulthuan to show compassion and forgiveness?’ 


Bel Shanaar gave Malekith a sour look, knowing that all that had passed 
here would be reported by means both open and secret to the people of 
Ulthuan. Malekith tested his judgement, and there was no course of action 
that would not damage his reputation with those who wanted to see 
weakness. 


‘Morathi cannot go unpunished for her crimes,’ Bel Shanaar said slowly. 
‘There is no place to which I can exile her, for she would return more bitter 
and ambitious than before. As she enslaved others, so shall she forfeit her 
freedom. She shall stay in rooms within this palace, under guard night and 
day. None shall see her save with my permission.’ 


The Phoenix King stood and glared at the sorceress. 


‘Know this, Morathi,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘The sentence of death is not 
wholly commuted. You live by my will. If ever you cross me or seek to 
harm my rule, you will be slain, without trial or representation. Your word 
is of no value and so I hold your life hostage to your good behaviour. 
Accept these terms or accept your death.’ 


Morathi looked at the gathered princes and saw nothing but hatred in their 
faces, save for Malekith’s which was expressionless. They were like wolves 
that had cornered a wounded lion; knowing that they should slay their prey 
while they could, yet still fearful that there was fight left yet in their enemy. 
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‘Your demands are not unreasonable, Bel Shanaar of Tiranoc,’ she said 
eventually. ‘I consent to be your prisoner.’ 


With Morathi in custody, Malekith returned to Anlec, to secure his lands 
against the cultists that still held sway over some parts of the kingdom. On 
the surface, a measure of order was restored, though in truth the agents of 
Anlec were now spread wider and further than ever before. Over the 
passing years a sense of security grew on Ulthuan once again; but it was a 
false sense, fostered by the machinations of Malekith. 


In ones and twos the cultists began to gather again, now more careful than 
ever. Their leaders sent messages to each other by their secret ways, and the 
heads of the dark priesthoods emerged in new guises in Anlec. As 
councillors and advisors, Malekith masked these magisters within his court, 
holding over them the threat of exposure to ensure their loyalty to him. 


For two decades relative peace prevailed. Often Malekith travelled to Tor 
Anroc to consult with Bel Shanaar, and ever the prince of Nagarythe would 
decry his own failure to capture all of those who had been henchmen to his 
mother. He offered what help he could to the other kingdoms, and spent as 
much time in the palaces of his fellow princes as he did in Anlec, fostering 
harmony and friendship. 


On these travels he would also visit his mother, supposedly to check on her 
wellbeing and to accept a repentance that was never offered. On the 
twentieth anniversary of his mother’s imprisonment, Malekith rode alone to 
Tor Anroc and was granted a private meeting with his mother by the 
Phoenix King. They were brought together in the majestic gardens at the 
centre of the palace of Tor Anroc. High hedges hid them from view as they 
walked across the plush green lawns, their soft words masked by the 
splashing of fifty fountains. 


‘How is the hospitality of Bel Shanaar?’ asked Malekith as the pair walked 
arm-in-arm down an avenue of cherry trees laden with blossom. 


‘I endure what I must,’ replied Morathi. 


She led Malekith to a bench of ornately carved pale wood and they sat 
beside each other; the mother’s hand on the son’s knee, the son’s hand on 
the mother’s shoulder. They sat in silence for a while, both with their faces 


turned to the bright sky, the sun bathing their skin with her warmth. It was 
Malekith who first broke the peace. 


‘All is well in Anlec also,’ he said. ‘My mercy is now legendary. The 
cytharai worshippers captured by the princes demand that they receive the 
Same opportunity for repentance as you were granted. They come to Anlec 
and I hear their confessions and apologies.’ 


‘How many hide beneath your shadow?’ asked Morathi. 
‘Many thousands, all utterly loyal to me,’ said the prince with a smile. 
‘So you stand ready to move soon?’ asked the seeress. 


‘Not yet,’ said Malekith, his smile fading. ‘Imrik yet resists me in the court 
of the Phoenix King.’ 


‘Imrik will never be won over,’ said Morathi. ‘Not only is he jealous, he is 
shrewd. He guesses our intent, but cannot prove any wrongdoing.’ 


‘Nagarythe also is not yet united,’ said Malekith with a solemn shake of his 
head. 


‘How so?’ asked Morathi. 


“There are some princes and nobles who are still fearful of my power,’ said 
Malekith. ‘Eoloran of the Anars is chief amongst them. They wish to 
impose self-rule upon their lands in the mountains.’ 


“Then Eoloran must be killed,’ said Morathi briskly. 


‘I cannot,’ said Malekith. ‘Since your fall, his influence has grown 
considerably. Not only do some Naggarothi nobles hold him in high esteem, 
some commanders of my armies are under his sway. His lands overseas are 
highly profitable. Before I can eliminate him, I need him to fall from grace.’ 


Morathi said nothing for a moment, her eyes narrowed in thought. 
‘Leave that to me,’ she said. ‘Word will come to you when you can act.’ 


‘I will not ask what it is that you plan,’ said Malekith. ‘Yet, I do not 
understand how it is that you can do anything from here, right under the 
eyes and ears of Bel Shanaar.’ 


“Trust your mother,’ said Morathi. ‘I have my ways.’ 
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The skies were greying and a cloud obscured the sun. Now in shade, the 
pair stood and walked back to the palace, each lost in thought. 


As Morathi had predicted, Imrik of Caledor remained steadfastly suspicious 
of Malekith’s motives, and shunned the prince’s overtures of alliance and 
comradeship. It mattered not though, for through subtle rumour and devious 
innuendo, Malekith spread the idea that Imrik was jealous of Malekith’s 
popularity. The prince of Nagarythe never spoke out openly against his 
opponent, and was always ready to praise Imrik’s deeds and the calibre of 
his lineage. He even went so far as to say that, but for the grace of fate, 
Imrik’s father would have been Phoenix King instead of Bel Shanaar. While 
appearing to be a great compliment, this had the desired effect on the other 
princes, who had always harboured envy of Caledor’s status. Such 
comments flamed the embers of rumour that Imrik felt wronged that his 
father had not been chosen by the First Council. 


One thousand, six hundred and sixty-eight years after first bowing his knee 
to Bel Shanaar, Malekith stood ready to make his claim to be Phoenix King. 
He needed a catalyst that would act as a spur to action on the princes. With 
a carefully orchestrated series of events, Malekith planned to plunge 
Ulthuan into brief turmoil once more, so that he could arise from the flames 
of conflict and claim his birthright. 


It began innocently enough, with news that Malekith’s warriors had arrested 
Eoloran Anar, when evidence had come to light that the lord of House Anar 
had been corrupted by worshippers of Atharti. Cultists rose up out of hiding 
all across Nagarythe and elsewhere in Ulthuan, supposedly in response to 
the persecution of a prominent leader. Those who disbelieved the charge 
against Eoloran were incensed and they too spoke out against Malekith. 


Confusion reigned in Nagarythe, as claim and counter-claim spread from 
town to town, and violence soon followed. None could say for sure who 
started the killings, but soon there was bitter fighting between those loyal to 
the Anars and the cultists. The other princes looked on in disbelief as 
Nagarythe quickly descended into anarchy, where loyalties were so 
fractured that families were divided and brother fought against brother. 
Amidst the chaos, Malekith appeared to be doing what he could to restore 
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order, but even his armies seemed fractured by the factions now contending 
for power. 


The battles that had begun in Nagarythe rapidly spread to other parts of 
Ulthuan as the cults came out of the shadows and struck at the princes. 
Palaces burned and citizens were killed on the streets as Ulthuan erupted 
into bloody infighting. Malekith fought hard to restore his rule in his own 
kingdom, but the populace had turned against him, for one reason or 
another. He was forced to quit Anlec with a few thousand loyal troops, and 
he called upon Bel Shanaar to give him sanctuary. 


So it came to pass that in the autumn of that year, Malekith dwelt in Tor 
Anroc, and came before Bel Shanaar with a plea. The two were alone in the 
Phoenix King’s throne room, for the princes of the court had returned to 
their realms to restore what order they could. 


‘I would make right my mistake,’ said Malekith, standing before the 
Phoenix King, head bowed. 


“What mistake have you made?’ asked Bel Shanaar. 


‘In my desire to seek accord with the worshippers of the forbidden gods, I 
have allowed them to spread unseen and unchecked,’ Malekith replied. ‘I 
have allowed myself to be lured into a web of deceit, and was fooled into 
believing that House Anar were my enemies. Nagarythe now burns with 
hatred, and I am cast out.’ 


“What would you have me do?’ said the Phoenix King. ‘I cannot command 
your subjects for you.’ 


‘I would have peace restored, so that bitter enmities might be settled and 
wrongs put to right,’ said Malekith, raising his gaze to meet the inquiring 
stare of Bel Shanaar. 


“We all wish that, I am sure,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘However, I cannot grant it 
by simply wishing it so. I ask again, what would you have me do?’ 


‘We must be united in this,’ said Malekith earnestly. ‘The cults flourished 
before because we each acted alone. All of the princes must speak with one 
voice. All of the kingdoms must come together to defeat this dark menace.’ 
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‘How so?’ said Bel Shanaar with a frown. 


“The oaths sworn here many years ago to stand against the cults still hold 
true,’ said Malekith. ‘The princes of Ulthuan are still of one purpose on this 
matter.’ 


‘I do not yet see what you ask of me,’ said the Phoenix King. 


‘As one army we must fight, under one general,’ said Malekith. He strode 
forwards and grasped Bel Shanaar’s hand in both of his, falling to one knee. 
‘As did my father, the army of Ulthuan must be wielded as a single weapon. 
Each realm in turn shall be cleansed, and no traitor will go unpunished this 
time.’ 


‘The armies of Ulthuan are not mine alone to command,’ Bel Shanaar said 
slowly. ‘I have already pledged the support of Tiranoc, and that has not 
changed.’ 


‘All have pledged support and even now muster their forces for their own 
wars,’ Malekith said. “Though perhaps our need has grown greater, more 
princes than not swore in this chamber to lend their aid.’ 


“Yet, it is the very magnitude of the situation that will force them to have 
second thoughts,’ Bel Shanaar said. ‘It is one thing to ask them to send a 
few thousand troops to quell cultists and malcontents. To mobilise the 
militia, to gather their full armies now, on the cusp of winter, is a much 
greater undertaking. What they have promised and what you now ask is not 
the same thing.’ 


“We do not have time to stand idle,’ Malekith growled. ‘Within a season, 
civil war could engulf this island. I cannot go to each of the princes in turn 
and ask for their renewed pledges. You must call the rulers of the kingdoms 
to a council, so that the matter can be settled.’ 


‘That is within my power, for sure,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘For some, the 
journey to Tor Anroc will take some time, though.’ 


“Then call them to the Shrine of Asuryan upon the Isle of Flame,’ suggested 
Malekith, standing. “Thirty days hence, all princes will be able to attend, in 
the place where you were accepted by the king of gods to succeed my 
father. We shall consult the oracles there, and with their guidance choose 
the best course of action for all.’ 
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Bel Shanaar considered this in silence, stroking his chin, as he was wont to 
do when deep in thought. 


‘So shall it be,’ the Phoenix King said with a solemn nod. ‘In thirty days we 
shall convene the council of princes in the Shrine of Asuryan to determine 
the destiny of our people.’ 


512 XRN 


Twenty-Three 
A Council Convened 


Carathril stayed in Tor Anroc for several more days after Bel Shanaar’s 
proclamation, while heralds were despatched to the princes of Ulthuan. In 
that time he spoke to Palthrain the chamberlain and others, gauging the 
mood of the folk of Tiranoc. They were resolute but afraid, was his 
conclusion. Beyond the Naganath now stood a terrible foe, who could 
sweep down over Tiranoc at any time. Acting on Malekith’s advice, Bel 
Shanaar despatched an army of twenty thousand elves to the north, to patrol 
the border and guard the bridges across the Naganath. If the prince of 
Nagarythe was correct, the cults would not make their next move until 
spring, for only the desperate or the foolish started a campaign in winter. 
This was the hope of Bel Shanaar and his council: that the princes would 
agree to Malekith’s mobilisation and send their forces to the west. 


Just before Carathril was due to leave for Lothern to take word to Prince 
Haradrin, he was called to the audience chamber by Bel Shanaar. When he 
entered, he found himself alone with the Phoenix King, and the doors were 
closed behind him. 


‘Come here, Carathril,’ the Phoenix King said, waving the captain 
forwards. ‘You ride today for Eataine, yes?’ 


‘This morning, your majesty,’ said Carathril, stopping just before Bel 
Shanaar’s throne. ‘A ship awaits me at Atreal Anor once I have crossed the 
mountains, and it is less than a day by sail from Lothern to the Isle of 
Flame. I felt it better to ensure the other heralds were well prepared before 
leaving.’ 


“Yes, you have performed your duties with great dedication and precision, 
Carathril,’ said Bel Shanaar. He opened his mouth to continue but then 
stopped. With a finger, he beckoned for Carathril to come closer, and when 
the Phoenix King spoke, his voice was but a whisper. ‘I have one other duty 
for you to perform. We must gather our forces as Prince Malekith has said, 
but I am not convinced that it is he that should lead them. Though he seems 
determined enough to prosecute this war, it is by no means certain that he is 
entirely free from the influence of Morathi.’ 


‘He resisted well enough at Ealith, I saw it with my own eyes,’ said 
Carathril. ‘Also, do we not cast away our greatest weapon if Malekith does 
not lead the army? If not under the command of the rightful prince of 
Nagarythe, do our forces not appear to be invaders rather than liberators?’ 


‘I fear that is a poison already spread far by Morathi,’ replied Bel Shanaar. 
‘The Naggarothi have been set against the other realms long before this 
day; ever have they been independent of thought and deed. Many in 
Nagarythe, not least Morathi, believe Malekith to be the true successor to 
Aenarion, and see me as usurper. By giving over command of our armies to 
the prince, it may be taken as a sign of weakness on my part. I will be seen 
as ineffective, unable to lead my own subjects. Another must command the 
army of Ulthuan, in my name alone. I will force Malekith to agree to this 
condition before I leave for the Isle of Flame.’ 


‘I understand, your majesty,’ said Carathril. “Yet, I still do not know what 
duty it is that you ask of me.’ 


The Phoenix King pulled forth a parchment scroll from the folds of his 
robes and handed it to Carathril. 


“Keep this safe, on your person at all times,’ the Phoenix King said. 
“What is it?’ asked Carathril. 


‘It is better that you do not know,’ said Bel Shanaar. “You must pass it to 
Prince Imrik at the council.’ 


“That is all, your majesty?’ said Carathril, wondering what message could 
deserve such secrecy. 


‘Let no other see it!’ insisted Bel Shanaar, leaning forwards and grasping 
Carathril by the wrist. ‘Let no other know that you bear it!’ 


Bel Shanaar sat back with a sigh, and then smiled. 


‘I trust you, Carathril,’ he said. 


Before noon, Carathril had set out, the missive of the Phoenix King hidden 
in a leather canister under his robes, next to his heart. With him rode Prince 
Elodhir and a contingent of Tiranoc knights, to ensure the council was 
ready for the arrival of the Phoenix King. For Carathril, the journey was 
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unremarkable; he had ridden back and forth across Eagle Pass dozens of 
times since becoming herald for Bel Shanaar. For six days they rode 
eastwards, crossing the mountains without incident, and met with Prince 
Finudel on the eastward side of the pass, just south of his capital at Tor Elyr. 
The two companies joined for the two days of journeying to Atreal Anor, 
where they took separate ships. Carathril was bound for Lothern to meet 
with Prince Haradrin, while Finudel and Elodhir were to set course straight 
for the Isle of Flame, to prepare the Shrine of Asuryan for the council. 


Both ships travelled south and east across the Sea of Dusk, westernmost of 
the two bodies of water that made up the Inner Sea, skirting the coast of 
Caledor. Their southerly route took them away from the Isle of the Dead at 
the centre of the Inner Sea, where the mage Caledor Dragontamer and his 
followers still stood, locked in eternal stasis within the centre of Ulthuan’s 
magical vortex. Rather than pass by the ill-fated isle, the ships navigated the 
Strait of Cal Edras, between Anel Edras and Anel Khabyr, which formed 
the outermost pair of islands of a long archipelago that curved out from 
Caledor towards the Isle of the Dead. Once through the Cal Edras, the ships 
parted company. 


There were many ships in the Bay of Whispers, plying trade between the 
coastal villages of Caledor and Saphery, passing in and out of the Straits of 
Lothern. Carathril spoke to a few of the other crews, and found them to be 
mostly unaware of the true extent of the tragedy that had happened in the 
north. 


Word had spread of Malekith’s expulsion and despite this setback many 
seemed confident of the prince’s ability to reclaim Nagarythe. Carathril 
chose not to disavow the sailors of their current optimism, knowing that it 
would be upon ships that news of any disaster would spread fastest, setting 
panic like a fire in the heart of Ulthuan. 


As they sailed onwards towards Lothern, Carathril wondered if his view of 
life had once been as blinkered as that of his fellow elves. They seemed to 
be preoccupied with their own dreams and ambitions, and did not give 
much thought to other forces outside of their immediate lives. He concluded 
that he had been the same; believing that the cults had been a problem but 
never once considering the extent to which they had infected the society of 
Ulthuan, never seeing the threat they truly posed. 
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The docks at Lothern were as busy as ever, packed with merchantmen 
returning from the burgeoning colonies or readying to depart with cargoes 
of goods from the realms of Ulthuan. In a way, it heartened Carathril to see 
the life of his home city bustling and progressing as if nothing had 
happened; yet deep inside he knew that this was all soon to change and that 
his people were utterly unprepared. 


For over a thousand years since Bel Shanaar’s election as Phoenix King, 
relative peace had reigned over Ulthuan. War and bloodshed was something 
brought back in stories from across the seas, and the elves had become 
complacent, perhaps even indulgent. Now Carathril could see that it was 
that very security and comfort, the social ennui of an entire people, which 
had allowed the pleasure cults to flourish so well. 


There was no guard to greet Carathril at the Prince’s Quay, for his arrival 
was to be kept secret lest cultists in Lothern learned of what Malekith and 
Bel Shanaar planned. He rode quickly through the city, allowing the chatter 
and crowds to flow around him unnoticed. So disturbed had Carathril 
become, so anxious of what the future held, that there was no joy in his 
homecoming. His thoughts were dark as he rode up the winding streets to 
the hilltops where the manses and palaces of the nobility were built. 


The palace of Prince Haradrin was not a fortress like Tor Anroc or Anlec, 
but rather a wide spread of houses and villas set out in ornate gardens upon 
the mount of Annui Lotheil, which overlooked all of the city and the straits. 


Carathril made directly for the Winter Palace, where he knew Prince 
Haradrin would be staying. The sentries at the gate recognised him as he 
approached and stepped aside without word to let him pass. 


Prince Haradrin granted him audience immediately, in a great domed hall, 
its ceiling cunningly painted so that as light from the windows struck it at 
different times of the day it pictured the movement of the sun in a summer 
sky and then descended into a glowing twilight. 


Before the assembled court Carathril relayed the recent news as concisely 
as he could, and the princes listened intently and without interruption. 


‘Bel Shanaar calls upon the princes of Eataine to remember their oaths to 
the Phoenix Throne,’ the herald concluded. 


‘And what does Bel Shanaar expect from Eataine?’ asked Prince Haradrin. 


“The Sea Guard and Lothern Guard must stand ready to fight, highness,’ 
said Carathril. ‘He calls for Prince Haradrin to attend a council upon the 
Isle of Flame.’ 


‘Who else shall be at this council?’ asked Haradrin. 


‘All of the princes of Ulthuan are expected to attend, to pledge their support 
to the Phoenix King’s cause,’ said Carathril with a small bow of deference. 


“Though now herald to Bel Shanaar, you were born of Lothern, Carathril,’ 
Haradrin said, standing up from his throne and walking closer. ‘Tell me 
truthfully, what is Bel Shanaar’s intent?’ 


Carathril felt the letter to Imrik against his skin but kept his gaze steadily 
upon the prince. 


‘He would rid our people of the curse of the cults,’ Carathril said evenly. 
“War is coming, highness.’ 


Haradrin nodded without comment before turning to his courtiers gathered 
about the throne. 


‘Eataine will stand beside Tiranoc,’ he declared. ‘Send word to the Sea 
Guard that they should return to Lothern. They shall patrol the Bay of 
Whispers and bring word to me of all that passes on the ships of the Inner 
Sea. We shall not yet raise the call to arms, but upon my return be ready to 
do so. If war is to be our fate, Eataine shall not flinch from her duty.’ 


Carathril was content to spend the following days wandering the city, safe 
in the knowledge that his part in these matters had been played. He would 
accompany Haradrin to the Isle of Flame, deliver the Phoenix King’s letter 
to Imrik and then await the arrival of Malekith and Bel Shanaar. Carathril 
had resolved that he would ask the Phoenix King to absolve him of his duty 
as herald so that he could return to his rightful station as a captain of 
Lothern. While he had been content to march alongside Malekith on his 
expedition, if full-scale war was to come, Carathril wanted to fight with his 
own folk, in the army of Eataine. 


As he walked the city, Carathril inquired after Aerenis, but of his friend he 
heard nothing. Wherever he asked, Carathril heard conflicting tales of his 
lieutenant’s whereabouts. Shared acquaintances told Carathril that his friend 


had been seen little since returning from Tor Anroc those many years ago. 
Many thought he was on constant duty at the palace, attending the prince, 
others thought he had been despatched to one of the outlying towns to train 
young spearmen. Some claimed that he had resigned his commission and 
sailed over the sea to a new life. 


Though disturbed by the lack of information concerning his friend, there 
was little Carathril could do further, for he was due to sail with Prince 
Haradrin to the Isle of Flame. The time came when the royal entourage was 
ready to depart, three days before the deadline set by Bel Shanaar. Carathril 
was given a berth upon Haradrin’s elegant eagleship, although by rights he 
was not yet part of Lothern’s guard again. 


As the ship set sail and moved away from the wharf, Carathril looked back 
at Lothern, seeing it as if for the first time. He looked at the great statues of 
the gods surrounding the bay: Kurnous the Hunter, Isha the Mother, Vaul 
the Smith and Asuryan the Allfather. He had barely noticed them before, 
having grown up with them in sight. Now he looked again at their stern 
faces and wondered what part they would play in coming events. He also 
wondered if there were, out in the city somewhere, hidden cellars with 
images of the darker gods: shrines to the like of Nethu, Anath Raema, 
Khirkith, Elinill and the other cytharai. 


The immense gold and ruby gate to the Inner Sea was open, and hawkships 
darted ahead of the prince’s vessel to clear a path between the crowd of 
fishing boats, pleasure barges and cargo ships. Once out of the Straits of 
Lothern, the ship’s captain set full sail and the eagleship danced across the 
waves, gliding across the water at full speed. The sun shone overhead and 
the blue waters glittered, and for a while at least Carathril was content to 
stand at the rail and marvel at the beauty of Ulthuan; happy to forget his 
woes as he lost himself in the sparkle of water and the blue sky. 


They sailed overnight with reduced sail, and it was mid-moming when they 
came into view of the Isle of Flame. Though Carathril had passed it many 
times before on his way to Saphery, Cothique and Yvresse, the Shrine of 
Asuryan still amazed him. The white pyramid rose up from a marbled 
courtyard set within an open meadow. The walls of the shrine blazed with 
reflected sunlight, bathing the grass and surrounding water with its majesty. 
The isle itself was surrounded by gently shoaling white beaches and long 


piers stretched out into the water. There were four vessels already moored 
as they hove into the dock: the ships of other princes already arrived on the 
isle. 


519 XRN 


Twenty-Four 
An Act of Infamy 


It was the day before Bel Shanaar and Malekith were due to leave Tor 
Anroc for the council upon the Isle of Flame when the Phoenix King 
commanded the prince of Nagarythe to attend him in his throne room. 
Malekith walked quickly to the audience chamber, his instinct for intrigue 
curious as to what the Phoenix King had to say. 


‘I have been thinking deep upon your words,’ Bel Shanaar proclaimed. 


‘I am pleased to hear that,’ said Malekith. ‘May I ask what the nature of 
your thoughts has been?’ 


‘I will put your idea to the princes,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘A single army drawn 
from all kingdoms will prosecute this war against the vile cults.’ 


‘I am glad that you agree with my reasoning,’ said Malekith, wondering 
why Bel Shanaar had brought him here to tell him what he already knew. 


‘I have also been giving much thought to who is best qualified to lead this 
army,’ said Bel Shanaar, and Malekith’s heart skipped a beat in anticipation. 


‘I would be honoured,’ said the prince of Malekith. 


Bel Shanaar opened his mouth to say something but then closed it again, a 
confused frown upon his brow. 


“You misunderstand me,’ the Phoenix King then said. ‘I will nominate 
Imrik to be my chosen general.’ 


Malekith stood in stunned silence, left speechless by the Phoenix King’s 
announcement. 


‘Imrik?’ he said eventually. 


‘Why not?’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘He is a fine general, and Caledor is the most 
stable of all the realms at the current time. He is well respected amongst the 
other princes. Yes, he will make a good choice.’ 


‘And why do you tell me this?’ snapped Malekith. ‘Perhaps you seek to 
mock me!’ 


‘Mock you?’ said Bel Shanaar, taken aback. ‘I am telling you this so that 
you will speak in favour of my decision. I know that you have much 
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influence and your word will lend great weight to Imrik’s authority.’ 


“You would raise up the grandson of Caledor over the son of Aenarion?’ 
said Malekith. ‘Have I not forged new kingdoms across the world at the 
head of armies? If not my bloodline, than my achievements must qualify me 
above all others.’ 


‘I am sorry that you feel this way, Malekith,’ said Bel Shanaar, unabashed. 
‘The council will endorse my choice, you would do well to align yourself 
with me.’ 


At this, Malekith’s frayed temper snapped utterly. 


‘Align myself to you?’ he snarled. “The hunter does not align himself to his 
hound! The master does not align himself to his servant!’ 


‘Choose your next words carefully, Malekith!’ warned the Phoenix King. 
‘Remember who it is that you address!’ 


The Naggarothi prince mastered his anger, biting back further retorts. 


‘I trust that my protest has been recognised,’ he said with effort. ‘I urge you 
to reconsider your decision.’ 


“You are free to speak your mind at the council,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘It is 
your right to argue against Imrik, and to put forward yourself as candidate. 
We shall let the princes decide.’ 


Malekith said nothing more, but bowed stiffly and left, silently seething. He 
did not return to his chambers, but instead made for the wing of the palace 
where his mother was kept in captivity. Ignoring the guards at the door to 
her chambers, he knocked and then let himself in. 


The chambers were well furnished, with exquisitely crafted furniture and 
splendid tapestries upon the walls. Though a prisoner, his mother had lost 
none of her aesthetic, and over the years had built up quite a collection of 
art and other omaments. All of the finery however was somewhat 
overshadowed by the silvered runes carved upon the walls: mystical wards 
that kept the winds of magic at bay and thus denied Morathi her sorcerous 
power. They were a precaution Bel Shanaar had insisted upon. 


There was no sign of her in the reception room, and Malekith strode 
through to the dining chamber beyond. There Morathi sat at a small table, a 
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plate of fruit before her. She plucked a grape from the platter and looked up 
at him as he stormed in. She said nothing but simply raised an eyebrow 
inquisitively. 


‘Bel Shanaar will name Imrik as the general of the army,’ growled 
Malekith. 


Morathi dropped the grape back onto the plate and stood up. 
“You think he will win the vote?’ she asked. 


‘Of course he will,’ snapped the prince. ‘He is the Phoenix King, after all, 
and Imrik would be the best choice after me. If Imrik is made commander 
of the army, then Bel Shanaar has as good as named his successor. My 
chance will have passed and Ulthuan will be doomed to a slow dwindling 
under ever-lesser kings. My father’s legacy will be cast upon the ashes of 
our history and his line will dwindle and die. I cannot allow that to happen.’ 


“Then Bel Shanaar must not be allowed to put forward his arguments,’ said 
Morathi quietly. “The time for plotting and patience has come to an end. It 
is time to act, and swiftly.’ 


“What do you mean?’ asked Malekith. ‘How will I prevent Bel Shanaar 
making his declaration?’ 


‘You must kill him,’ she said. 


Malekith paused, surprised at himself for not immediately dismissing the 
idea. In fact, the thought appealed to him. He had waited sixteen centuries 
to become Phoenix King, a long time even for an elf. Why settle for 
becoming general of Ulthuan and waiting the gods only knew how long for 
Bel Shanaar to die of natural causes? Better to take the initiative and see the 
gambit out for good or ill. 


‘What must I do?’ Malekith asked without hesitation. 


‘Palthrain is one of my creatures,’ Morathi said. ‘Long has he been my spy 
in Tor Anroc. He will hide certain objects in Bel Shanaar’s chambers, as 
evidence of the Phoenix King’s worship of Ereth Khial. These will be 
discovered by you, and you will go to Bel Shanaar’s rooms to confront him 
with this proof. When you arrive, he will be dead, having poisoned himself 
rather than face the truth.’ 
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‘He leaves on the morrow for the Isle of Flame,’ Malekith snarled in 
frustration. ‘There is no time to fabricate such a plot!’ 


‘Fabricate?’ laughed Morathi. “You are so short-sighted sometimes, my dear 
son. The evidence is already in place, and has been for years. Long have I 
mulled over how to rid us of this wretched swine, and now the time has 
come. See Palthrain and get the poison from him. Find some pretence to 
visit the usurper and give him the poisoned wine. Everything else will 
already be taken care of.’ 


Malekith paused, considering the implications of what he was about to do. 


‘If what you say is true, how is it that you have not acted before?’ said 
Malekith. ‘Why have you suffered embarrassment and captivity when you 
could have struck down he who vexes us both?’ 


Morathi stood and embraced her son. 


‘Because I am a loving mother,’ she said quietly. Standing back, she 
smoothed the creases in her dress. ‘If Bel Shanaar had been slain, Imrik 
would have stood ready to take his place, as he does now. There would be 
war between Nagarythe and Caledor. I could not hand you such a poisoned 
chalice. Now you are stronger and your claim will be agreed by the princes. 
Imrik’s lone voice will not be an obstacle.’ 


‘Surely Palthrain is more trusted than I am,’ said Malekith, sitting down on 
an elegantly carved chair. ‘It will be easier for him to administer the 
poison.’ 


Morathi shook her head in disappointment and crossed her arms. 


‘Palthrain will not become Phoenix King with this act,’ she said sternly. 
‘Show me that you have the will to succeed your father. More than that, 
prove it to yourself. The throne is there for the taking. Only by your own 
hand can you take it and deserve to sit upon it. Bel Shanaar was given his 
rule by others. True kings seize it for themselves.’ 


Malekith nodded wordlessly, struck by the truth of his mother’s words. If he 
could do this one simple thing there was nothing that would stand between 
him and his dream of ruling Ulthuan. 


‘Come on!’ said Morathi, clapping her hands as if to chivvy along a 
wayward child. ‘You will have plenty of time to practise your speech to the 
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princes on the voyage to the Isle of Flame.’ 
‘I will be Phoenix King,’ murmured Malekith, savouring the thought. 


Upon leaving his mother, the prince sought out the chamberlain. He took 
Palthrain to the gardens where they could speak in privacy, and informed 
him of his desire to enact his mother’s plan for assassinating Bel Shanaar. 
Palthrain took this news without comment, merely telling Malekith that Bel 
Shanaar was wont to take his evening repast at sunset. He agreed to meet 
the prince by the Phoenix King’s rooms just before then, and would provide 
him with the deadly wine. 


For the remainder of the day, Malekith fretted in his chambers, pacing back 
and forth. Though he did not doubt that what he was doing would 
ultimately be for the benefit of all, he worried that the plan would somehow 
be forestalled. He wanted to speak to his mother again, but knew that to 
visit her so soon after their last meeting might arouse suspicion. 


As the day wore on, doubts clawed at Malekith’s nerves. Could Palthrain be 
trusted? Even now, was the chamberlain fulfilling his true loyalty and 
reporting the plot to the Phoenix King? Every footstep in the corridor 
beyond the door to his chambers set Malekith on edge, as he suspected the 
approach of Bel Shanaar’s guards. 


Pacing like a trapped animal, barely ready to believe that success was so 
close, Malekith prowled and brooded in his rooms, unable to settle. He 
constantly strode to the window to check the progress of the day, as if by 
his will alone he could bring the sunset more quickly. 


After an eternity, the sun was finally upon the horizon and Malekith set out 
from his rooms to meet Palthrain. He kept his expression genial as he 
passed servants and guards in the corridors. He then realised that he was not 
normally so cordial and set his face in a determined frown instead; an 
expression with which all in Tor Anroc were now very familiar. 


In the corridor around the corner from Bel Shaanar’s main chambers 
Palthrain stood with a tray upon which stood a silver ewer and goblet, and a 
plate of cured meats and bread. Palthrain passed him the tray but Malekith’s 
hands were shaking and the chamberlain quickly retrieved it. 


Malekith took deep breaths, trying to calm himself as if summoning the 
power for a difficult spell. Ignoring the purposefully blank expression of 
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Palthrain, the prince took the tray once more, now in control of his body. 
‘Are you sure this will work?’ demanded Malekith. ‘It must be final!’ 


‘It is used in certain practices of the Khainites, to numb the senses,’ 
Palthrain replied. ‘In small doses it will render its victim incapable for 
several hours. With the amount I have put in the wine, it will be fatal. At 
first he will be paralysed. Then his breathing will become difficult as his 
lungs freeze, and then he will fall pass away.’ 


‘No pain?’ said Malekith. 
‘Not that I am aware of, highness,’ said Palthrain. 
“What a pity,’ said Malekith. 


The Naggarothi prince walked down the passageway to Bel Shanaar’s 
chambers, forcing himself to stride slowly so as not to gamer attention. He 
knocked at the door and waited for Bel Shanaar’s call for him to enter. 


The Phoenix King was sat at a writing desk, no doubt penning corrections 
to his speech for the council. 


‘Malekith?’ he said, startled. 


‘Forgive the intrusion, your majesty,’ said Malekith with a low bow. He 
stepped across the room and placed the tray on the desk. 


“Why are you here?’ asked Bel Shanaar. ‘Where’s Palthrain?’ 


‘I apologise for waylaying him, majesty,’ said Malekith. ‘I wished to bring 
you your wine as a peace offering.’ 


‘Peace offering?’ 


‘I wholeheartedly wish to offer my apologies,’ replied Malekith, pouring 
the poisoned wine into the goblet. ‘I spoke out of misplaced anger earlier, 
and I caused great offence. My anger is not with you, though it might have 
seemed that way. I have endeavoured to earn your trust and to be a loyal 
subject, and it is my failings not yours that have led you to choose Imrik. I 
will be happy to support your choice.’ 


The prince passed the cup to Bel Shanaar, his face a mask of politeness. The 
Phoenix King frowned and for a moment Malekith feared that he suspected 
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something. The Phoenix King took the goblet however, and placed it on the 
desk. 


“Your apology is accepted,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘I do trust you, my friend, but 
you have personal concerns that far outweigh any duty to me. I choose 
Imrik not just on ability, but on the fact that I would have you address the 
problems of your kingdom without distraction. I would have you direct 
your energies solely to restoring your rule, not pandering to the whims of 
other kingdoms.’ 


The goblet remained on the desk. 


“Your consideration heartens me greatly,’ said Malekith, keeping his eyes 
fixed firmly upon the Phoenix King lest he dart a betraying glance towards 
the wine. 


“You will offer your support in the council?’ Bel Shanaar asked, finally 
lifting the cup to his lips and taking a mouthful of the wine. 


It was not enough for the poison to work and the prince silently willed Bel 
Shanaar to drink more. 


“When the debate rages, none will argue harder than I,’ said Malekith with a 
smile. 


Bel Shanaar nodded and took another sip of wine. 


‘Tf that is all, then I wish you a fair evening and look forward to sailing with 
you in the morning,’ said Bel Shanaar with a polite nod. 


Malekith stood there watching for some sign of the poison’s effect. 
“What are you staring at?’ asked the Phoenix King. 

‘Is the wine not to your satisfaction?’ said the prince, taking a step closer. 
‘I am not thirsty,’ said Bel Shanaar, placing the goblet back on the desk. 
Malekith twisted and picked up the goblet and sniffed it. 

‘It is very fine wine, majesty,’ he said. 


‘I am sure it is, Malekith,’ said Bel Shanaar, pursing his lips. His voice 
became more insistent. ‘However, I feel a little sleepy all of a sudden. I 
shall retire for the night and see you in the morning.’ 
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Stifling a frustrated shout, Malekith lunged forwards and seized Bel 
Shanaar by the throat. The Phoenix King’s eyes widened with terror as 
Malekith forced open Bel Shanaar’s mouth and emptied in the contents of 
the goblet. The goblet tumbled from the prince’s fingertips and spilt a 
cascade of red droplets over the white boards of the floor. 


Clamping one hand over the Phoenix King’s nose and mouth and dragging 
his head back by his hair, Malekith choked the king until he swallowed the 
deadly draught. He then released his grip and stepped back to watch his 
future unfold. 


“What have you-’ panted Bel Shanaar, clawing at his throat and chest. 


Malekith lifted the parchment from the desk. As he had suspected, it was a 
draft of the Phoenix King’s speech for the council. Thinking it better that no 
evidence of Bel Shanaar’s support for Imrik was found, he crossed the room 
and tossed it into the fire burning in the grate. Turning, he saw that there 
was still life in Bel Shanaar’s bulging eyes. 


Malekith padded forwards until he was very close, and bent towards the 
dying elf’s ear. 


“You brought this upon yourself,’ the prince hissed. 


With a last gurgle, Bel Shanaar died, his face purple, his tongue lolling from 
his mouth. Malekith stood for a moment, absent-mindedly looking at the 
contorted face, not quite believing that it was almost over. 


‘Well, I have to leave you now,’ he said at last, affectionately patting the 
Phoenix King’s head. ‘I have a throne to claim.’ 
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Twenty-Five 
The Wrath of Asuryan 


Parties from Yvresse, Cothique, Saphery and Ellyrion camped upon the 
meadows surrounding the shrine, in a pavilion town of bright reds, blues 
and whites. The banners of the princes flew from standard poles above the 
tents, and mailed sentries stood guard on the perimeter. A place had been 
set aside already for the prince of Eataine and his contingent, and while 
Haradrin’s servants laboured at the dock to unload the wares and stores of 
the camp, Carathril went to the shrine itself. 


The outer parts of the temple were open rows of columns decorated in relief 
with images of Asuryan in many guises: as a loving father, a swooping 
eagle, a rising phoenix and others. Between the colonnade and the shrine 
proper stood the Phoenix Guard, the sacred warriors of Asuryan, with 
glittering halberds and high-crested helms. Their white cloaks were 
embroidered with patterns of red and blue flames leaping up from their 
hems, and their scale armour shone with gilding. 


All were silent, for they were avowed to never speak; each had passed into 
the Chamber of Days, where the history of Aenarion was recorded, and so 
too all the histories of the Phoenix Kings yet to come. Past, present and 
future were laid bare within that secret hall, and the Phoenix Guard were 
forbidden to speak of the knowledge they now guarded. 


Two of the Phoenix Guards stepped forwards and lowered their halberds to 
stop Carathril as he walked under an arched entrance into the shrine. 
Carathril presented the seal of the Phoenix King and they let him pass. 
Inside, Carathril found himself in an antechamber, a small room unadorned 
but for a carving of a great phoenix over the closed door opposite. Stoops of 
clear water flanked the doorway, and Carathril paused to wash his hands 
and face. 


He opened the door and moved further in, to find himself in a wide gallery 
that ran around the outside of the central chamber. Phoenix Guards barred 
any route to the left or right and Carathril walked ahead, passing through 
another archway into the holiest of shrines on Ulthuan. 


His gaze was immediately drawn to the sacred flame. From nothing it 
sprang, hovering without fuel over the middle of the chamber, burning blue 


then green then red then golden, shifting colour every few moments. It gave 
off no heat that Carathril could feel, but he felt a wave of calmness wash 
over him as he approached. There was not a crackle or hiss of burning; the 
flames were as silent as their guardians. 


‘Do not approach too closely,’ warned a voice beside Carathril, and he 
turned to see an ageing elf wrapped in a blue and yellow robe, leaning upon 
a Staff tipped with a golden likeness of a phoenix. Carathril recognised him 
immediately as Mianderin, the high priest of the shrine, who had presided 
here for as long as Carathril could remember. His attention thus drawn from 
the flame, Carathril noticed that there was much activity in the central 
chamber, as priests and acolytes brought forth tables and chairs and 
arranged flame-patterned rugs upon the floor in readiness for the council. 


‘All will be ready for tomorrow,’ said Mianderin. ‘Is there something with 
which I might help you?’ 


‘No,’ said Carathril, shaking his head. ‘No, there is nothing... except, 
perhaps, you might furnish me with some information.’ 


“What is it that you wish to know?’ the high priest asked. 
‘Has there been any word from Prince Imrik?’ said Carathril. 


‘A messenger arrived yesterday,’ said Mianderin. ‘Both he and Prince 
Koradrel are hunting in the mountains and could not be located. By choice, 
I would presume.’ 


Carathril’s heart sank; how was he to present Bel Shanaar’s message to 
Imrik now? He hoped that whatever the missive contained, it was not 
important to the business of the council. 


“Thank you for your help,’ he said distractedly. 


‘Peace be upon your life,’ the old priest said as Carathril turned away. The 
captain paused and looked back. 


‘I most fervently hope so,’ said Carathril before heading out of the shrine. 


It was gone noon on the day appointed for the council to begin, and still 
there had been no sign of Bel Shanaar, nor Malekith, Imrik or Koradrel. In 
all there were nearly two dozen princes gathered, some leaders of realms, 


others powerful nobles in their own right, as holders of land or commanders 
of troops. As Carathril had seen before, they conspired and bickered in an 
almost casual fashion, directing vague slights against one another whilst 
making promises of cooperation and partnership. Though they had been 
sent word of the unfortunate events of Nagarythe, none knew fully why 
they had been asked to come, and as the day wore on without sign of the 
Phoenix King, tempers began to fray and arguments broke out. 


Some of the princes, Bathinair chief amongst them, complained bitterly of 
the disrespect done to them by Bel Shanaar’s tardiness. There were 
whispered threats of returning back to their lands, but they were persuaded 
to stay by courteous argument from the likes of Thyriol and Finudel. The 
presence of Elodhir did much to calm the situation, who spent every 
moment apologising for his father’s delay and assuring that it would be 
worth the princes’ while to remain and hear what he had to say. 


It was late afternoon, and the autumn sky was just beginning to darken 
when the huge ship Indraugnir glided effortlessly to the quay, the flag of 
Nagarythe flying from her masthead. There were claps and cheers, some of 
them ironic, as Malekith strode down the ramp onto the wharf, followed by 
several dozen of his armoured knights. 


Retainers of the prince swarmed over the gunwales, quickly unloading 
sacks and chests onto the pier. Malekith waved for the princes to predede 
him inside and they did so, leaving Carathril, the Phoenix Guards and a few 
other retainers outside with the knights of Anlec. 


‘Prince, what of the Phoenix King?’ said Carathril, falling into step beside 
the swiftly striding Malekith. The prince did not reply but simply shooed 
Carathril away with a fluttered hand. Slighted, Carathril gave a snort and 
stormed away towards the quay. 


Inside the shrine, the princes and their aides had seated themselves around a 
horseshoe of tables that had been set up before the sacred flames, and in a 
chair directly in front of the flames sat Mianderin, his staff of office held 
across his lap. Other priests moved around the tables filling goblets with 
wine or water, and offering fruits and confectionaries. 


The table nearest the entrance was empty, reserved for Bel Shanaar. 
Malekith stood behind it, earning himself frowns from Mianderin and a few 
of the princes. He was flanked by two knights who carried wrapped bundles 
in their hands. The prince of Nagarythe stood there, leaning onto the table 
with gauntleted fists, and stared balefully at the assembled council. 


“Weakness prevails,’ spat Malekith. ‘Weakness grips this island like a child 
squeezing the juices from an over-ripened fruit. Selfishness has driven us to 
inaction, and now the time to act may have passed. Complacency rules 
where princes should lead. You have allowed the cults of depravity to 
flourish, and done nothing. You have looked to foreign shores and counted 
your gold, and allowed thieves to sneak into your towns and cities to steal 
away your children. And you have been content to allow a traitor to wear 
the Phoenix Crown!’ 


With this last declaration there were gasps and shouts of horror from the 
princes. Malekith’s knights opened their bundles and tossed the contents 
upon the table: the crown and feathered cloak of Bel Shanaar. 


Elodhir leapt to his feet, fist raised. 

“Where is my father?’ he demanded. 

“What has happened to the Phoenix King?’ cried Finudel. 

‘He is dead!’ snarled Malekith. ‘Killed by his weakness of spirit.’ 


“That cannot be so!’ exclaimed Elodhir, his voice strangled and fraught with 
anger. 


‘Tt is,’ said Malekith with a sigh, his demeanour suddenly one of sorrow. ‘I 
promised to root out this vileness, and was shocked to find that my mother 
was one of its chief architects. From that moment on, I decided none would 
be above suspicion. If Nagarythe had become so polluted, so too perhaps 
had Tiranoc. My arrival here was delayed by investigations, when it was 
brought to my attention that those close to the Phoenix King might be under 
the sway of the hedonists. My inquiries were circumspect but thorough, and 
imagine my disappointment, nay disbelief, when I uncovered evidence that 
implicated the Phoenix King himself.’ 


‘What evidence?’ demanded Elodhir. 


‘Certain talismans and fetishes found in the Phoenix King’s chambers,’ said 
Malekith calmly. ‘Believe me when I say that I felt as you did. I could not 
bring myself to think that Bel Shanaar, our wisest prince chosen to rule by 
members of this council, would be brought so low. Not one to act rashly, I 
decided to confront Bel Shanaar with this evidence, in the hope that there 
was some misunderstanding or trickery involved.’ 


‘And he denied it of course?’ asked Bathinair. 


‘He admitted guilt by his deeds,’ explained Malekith. ‘It seems that a few of 
my company were tainted by this affliction and in league with the usurpers 
of Nagarythe. Even as I confided in them, they warned Bel Shanaar of my 
discoveries. That night, no more than seven nights ago, I went to his 
chambers to make my accusations face-to-face. I found him dead, his lips 
stained with poison. He had taken the coward’s way and ended his own life 
rather than suffer the shame of inquiry. By his own hand he denied us 
insight into the plans of the cults. Fearing that he would not keep their 
secrets to himself, he took them to his grave.’ 


‘My father would do no such thing, he is loyal to Ulthuan and its people!’ 
shouted Elodhir. 


‘I confess to having deep sympathy with you, Elodhir,’ Malekith replied. 
‘Have I not been deceived by my own mother? Do I not feel the same 
betrayal and heartache that now wrenches at your spirit?’ 


‘I must admit I also find this somewhat perturbing,’ said Thyriol. ‘It 
seems... convenient.’ 


‘And so, in death, Bel Shanaar continues to divide us, as was his intent,’ 
countered Malekith. ‘Discord and anarchy will reign as we argue back and 
forth the rights and wrongs of what has occurred. While we debate 
endlessly, the cults will grow in power and seize your lands from under 
your noses, and we will have lost everything. They are united, while we are 
divided. There is no time for contemplation, or reflection, there is only time 
for action.’ 


‘What would you have us do?’ asked Chyllion, one of the princes of 
Cothique. 


“We must choose a new Phoenix King!’ declared Bathinair before Malekith 
could answer. 


As he approached the quay, Carathril watched the Naggarothi labouring on 
Malekith’s ship. Amongst the throng, he spied a familiar face: Drutheira. 
Her hair was bleached white with a few blackened locks, but still the herald 
recognised her. Carathril pushed his way through the servants to where she 
stood on the dock, picking up a bale of cloth. She saw him approach and 
smiled. 


‘Carathril!’ she gasped, grabbing his hand in both of hers. ‘I thought 
perhaps never to see you again! Oh, this is joyous indeed!’ 


‘Perhaps you can tell me what has happened to the Phoenix King?’ said 
Carathril, and her smile faded. 


“Why would you care about him?’ she asked. ‘Are you not happy to see 
me?’ 


‘Of course,’ said Carathril, uncertain. Seeing Drutheira had suddenly 
muddled his thoughts. Her eyes were glistening like mountain pools. 
Carathril struggled to concentrate. 


‘How is it that you come to be here?’ he stammered. ‘Why are you in the 
employ of Malekith?’ 


‘He is a most noble prince,’ she said, laying her hands upon Carathril’s 
shoulders. A shiver of energy ran through him, setting his nerves alight at 
her touch. ‘Glorious and magnanimous! When he is Phoenix King we shall 
all be well rewarded. You too, Carathril. He thinks very highly of you.’ 


“Malekith, the Phoenix King?’ stammered Carathril. Something was wrong 
but he could think of nothing but Drutheira’s pale flesh and the fragrance of 
her hair. ‘Bel Shanaar is Phoenix—’ 


‘Hush now,’ said Drutheira, her voice a sighing breath. She stood on tiptoe 
so that her face was in front of his, her breath a breeze upon his cheek. ‘Do 
not trouble yourself with the affairs of princes. Is it not marvellous that we 
can be together?’ 


“Together? What?’ said Carathril, stepping away from her. 


This attraction was not natural. Something thrashed inside Carathril’s head, 
screaming for freedom. As soon as he broke her touch on him, his mind 
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began to clear. 


“You shall be his captain and herald, and I one of his handmaidens,’ 
Drutheira said patiently, as if explaining herself to a child. ‘We can live 
together in Anlec.’ 


‘I am not going to Anlec,’ said Carathril. Whatever Athartist enchantment 
she had woven was beginning to fade. Carathril’s thoughts raced to catch up 
with what she had said. “What has happened to the Phoenix King?’ 


She laughed, a sinister sound, and the gleam in her eye stirred fear in 
Carathril’s heart. 


‘That fool Bel Shanaar is dead,’ she said. ‘Malekith will be Phoenix King, 
and he will reward well those that support him.’ 


Carathril stumbled back a few more paces, his mind reeling. In his 
confusion, he tripped over a coil of rope and sprawled to his back. Drutheira 
was over him in a moment, crouching close, her hand cupped to his face. 


‘Poor Carathril,’ she purred. “You cannot stop destiny, you must embrace 
it.’ 

Once again her touch dazzled Carathril before a moment of clarity engulfed 
him, as if a distant voice spoke to him: Bel Shanaar was dead and Malekith 
sought to become Phoenix King in his place. ‘This cannot be allowed,’ the 
voice said, ‘Malekith is not fit to rule.’ With a snarl, Carathril pushed 


Drutheira backwards and regained his feet. He stumbled into a run, heading 
back down the pier. 


“Treachery!” he called. ‘Beware!’ 


A few of Malekith’s retainers tried to grab him, but he barged them aside 
and slapped away their grasping hands as he sprinted down onto the dock. 


“To arms!’ he shouted. ‘Infamy is afoot!’ 


The Anlec knights drew their swords. Some turned towards Carathril, the 
rest advanced upon the shrine. Ahead of them the Phoenix Guards brought 
their halberds up to the ready. 


‘Is that your intent?’ asked Thyriol with a glance at the other princes. 
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‘If the council wishes it,’ Malekith said with a shrug. 


“We cannot choose a new Phoenix King now,’ said Elodhir. ‘Such a matter 
cannot be resolved quickly, and even if such a thing were possible, we are 
not our full number.’ 


‘Nagarythe will not wait,’ said Malekith, slamming his fist onto the table. 
‘The cults are too strong and come spring they will control the army of 
Anlec. My lands will be lost and they will march upon yours!’ 


“You would have us choose you to lead us?’ said Thyriol quietly. 


“Yes,’ Malekith replied without hesitation or embarrassment. “There are 
none here who were willing to act until my return. I am the son of 
Aenarion, his chosen heir, and if the revelation of Bel Shanaar’s treachery is 
not enough to convince you of the foolishness of choosing from another 
line, then look to my other achievements. Bel Shanaar chose me to act as 
his ambassador to the dwarfs for I was a close friend with their High King. 
Our future lies not solely upon these shores, but in the wider world. I have 
been to the colonies across the oceans, and fought to build and protect them. 
Though they come from the bloodstock of Lothern or Tor Elyr or Tor 
Anroc, they are a new people, and it is to me they first look now, not to you. 
None here are as experienced in war as am I. Bel Shanaar was a ruler 
steeped in wisdom and peace, for all that he has failed us at the last, but 
peace and wisdom will not prevail against darkness and zealotry.’ 


‘What of Imrik?’ suggested Finudel. ‘He is every bit the general and fought 
out in the new world also.’ 


‘Imrik?’ said Malekith, his voice dripping with scorn. ‘Where is Imrik now, 
in this time of our greatest need? He skulks in Chrace with his cousin, 
hunting monsters! Would you have Ulthuan ruled by an elf who hides in the 
mountains like a petulant, spoilt child? When Imrik called for an army to be 
gathered against Nagarythe, did you pay him heed? No! Only when I raised 
the banner did you fall over each other in your enthusiasm.’ 


‘Be careful of what you say, your arrogance does you a disservice,’ warned 
Haradrin. 


‘I say these things not as barbs to your pride,’ explained Malekith, 
unclenching his fists and sitting down. ‘I say them to show you what you 
already know; in your hearts you would gratefully follow where I lead.’ 
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‘I still say that this council cannot make such an important decision on a 
whim,’ said Elodhir. ‘My father lies dead, in circumstances yet to be fully 
explained, and you would have us hand over the Phoenix Crown to you?’ 


‘He has a point, Malekith,’ said Haradrin. 


‘A point?’ screamed Malekith as he surged to his feet, knocking over the 
table and sending the cloak and crown upon it flying through the air. ‘A 
point? Your dithering will see you all cast out, your families enslaved and 
your people burning upon ten thousand pyres! It has been more than a 
thousand years since I bent my knee to this council’s first, wayward 
decision and saw Bel Shanaar take what Aenarion had promised to me. For 
a thousand years, I have been content to watch your families grow and 
prosper, and squabble amongst yourselves like children, while I and my kin 
bled on battlefields on the other side of the world. I trusted you all to 
remember the legacy of my father, and ignored the cries of anguish that 
rang in my blood; for it was in the interest of all that we were united. Now 
it is time to unite behind me! I do not lie to you, I shall be a harsh ruler at 
times, but I will reward those who serve me well, and when peace reigns 
again we shall all enjoy the spoils of our battles. Who here has more right to 
the throne than I do? Who here—’ 


‘Malekith!’ barked Mianderin, pointing towards the prince’s waist. In his 
tirade, Malekith’s waving arms had thrown his cloak back over his shoulder. 
‘Why do you wear your sword in this holy place? It is forbidden in the most 
ancient laws of this temple. Remove it at once.’ 


Malekith stood frozen in place, almost comic with his arms outstretched. He 
looked down at his belt and the sheathed sword that hung there. He gripped 
Avanuir’s hilt in one hand and pulled it free, then looked up at the princes, 
his eyes narrowed, his face illuminated by magical blue fire. 


‘Enough words!’ he spat. 


Carathril ducked beneath the sword of a Naggarothi knight and then rolled 
forwards, back onto his feet, before leaping aside to dodge another blade 
swung at his chest. He had no weapon of his own; why would he have come 
armed to such a council? It was a decision he was swiftly regretting. 
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Another knight thrust his sword at Carathril’s throat and the captain swayed 
aside just in time and grabbed the knight’s arm. With a twist, he broke the 
Naggarothi’s elbow, the sword cascading from his enemy’s grip to embed 
itself point first in the marble tiles of the shrine’s surrounds. 


He swung the knight around into the path of another blade, which lanced 
between his captive’s shoulders and jutted from his chest just a hand’s span 
from Carathril’s face. Hurling the dead knight backwards, Carathril 
snatched up the fallen sword and parried another blow. Risking a look over 
his shoulder, Carathril saw that he was still more than a hundred paces from 
the shrine, and everywhere the Phoenix Guards fought against the knights. 
The only noise they made was the clash of their halberds upon sword and 
armour. With a grunt, Carathril shouldered aside another foe and made a 
break for the entrance. 


‘It is my right to be Phoenix King,’ growled Malekith. ‘It is not yours to 
give, so I will gladly take it.’ 


‘Traitor!’ screamed Elodhir, leaping across the table in front of him, 
scattering goblets and plates. There was uproar as princes and priests 
shouted and shrieked. 


Elodhir dashed across the shrine, and was halfway upon Malekith when 
Bathinair intercepted him, sending both of them tumbling down in a welter 
of robes and rugs. Elodhir punched the Yvressian prince, who reeled back. 
With a snarl, Bathinair reached into his robes and pulled out a curved blade, 
no longer than a finger, and slashed at Elodhir. Its blade caught the prince’s 
throat and his lifeblood fountained across the exposed flagstones. 


As Bathinair crouched panting over the body of Elodhir, figures appeared at 
the archway behind Malekith: black-armoured knights of Anlec. The priests 
and princes who had been running for the arch slipped and collided with 
each other in their haste to stop their flight. The knights had blood-slicked 
blades in the hands and advanced with sinister purpose. 


Malekith was serene; all trace of his earlier anger had disappeared. He 
walked slowly forwards as his knights cut and hacked at the princes around 
him, his eyes never leaving the sacred flame in the centre of the chamber. 
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Screams and howls echoed from the walls but the prince was oblivious to 
all but the fire. 


Out of the melee, Haradrin ran towards Malekith, a captured sword raised 
above his head. With a contemptuous sneer, the prince of Nagarythe 
stepped aside from Haradrin’s wild swing and thrust his own sword into 
Haradrin’s gut. He stood there a moment, the princes staring deep into each 
other’s eyes, until a trickle of blood spilled from Haradrin’s lips and he 
collapsed to the floor. 


Malekith let the sword fall from his fingers with the body rather than 
wrench it free, and continued his pacing towards the sacred fire. 


‘Asuryan will not accept you!’ cried Mianderin, falling to his knees in front 
of Malekith, his hands clasped in pleading. ‘You have spilt blood in his 
sacred temple! We have not cast the proper enchantments to protect you 
from the flames. You cannot do this!’ 


‘So?’ spat the prince. ‘I am Aenarion’s heir. I do not need your witchery to 
protect me.’ 


Mianderin snatched at Malekith’s hand but the prince tore his fingers from 
the haruspex’s grasp. 


‘I no longer listen to the protestations of priests,’ said Malekith and kicked 
Mianderin aside. 


His hands held out, palms upwards in supplication, Malekith walked 
forwards and stepped into the flames. 


Carathril leaned against a column, catching his breath. He had seen several 
knights enter the shrine, but the fighting outside was almost done. White- 
robed corpses littered the plaza alongside black-armoured bodies. Pushing 
himself upright, his heart hammering, Carathril took a step towards the 
shrine. 


At that moment the ground lurched and flung Carathril from his feet. 


The earth beneath him shook violently and columns toppled around him as 
the Isle of Flame was gripped by an earthquake. The isle heaved violently, 
tossing Carathril to the left and right before sending him hurtling into a 
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falling pillar. He narrowly rolled aside as more masonry showered down 
from the cloister, crashing upon the cracking marble tiles. 


Overhead dark clouds instantly gathered, swathing the island in gloom; 
lightning flickered upon their surface and a chill descended. Thunderous 
growling shook the earth underfoot as the herald forced himself back to his 
feet. Amongst the roaring and crashing, Carathril heard a terrifying shriek: a 
drawn-out wail of utter pain that pierced his soul. 


Within the shrine, prince, priest and knight alike were tossed around by the 
great heaving. Chairs were flung across the floor and tables toppled. Plaster 
cracked upon the walls and fell in large slabs from the ceiling. Wide cracks 
tore through the tiles underfoot and a rift three paces wide opened up along 
the eastern wall, sending up a choking spume of dust and rock. 


The flame of Asuryan burned paler and paler, moving from a deep blue to a 
brilliant white. At its heart could be seen the silhouette of Malekith, his 
arms still outstretched. 


With a thunderous clap, the holy flame blazed, filling the room with white 
light. Within, Malekith collapsed to his knees and grabbed at his face. 


He was burning. 


He flung back his head and screamed as the flames consumed him; his howl 
of anguish reverberated around the shrine, echoing and growing in volume 
with every passing moment. The withering figure silhouetted within the 
flames pushed himself slowly to his feet and hurled himself from their 
depths. 


Malekith’s smoking and charred body crashed to the ground, igniting a rug 
and sending ashen dust billowing. Blackened flesh fell away in lumps 
amidst cooling droplets of molten armour. He reached outwards with a 
hand, and then collapsed. His clothes had been burned away and his flesh 
eaten down to the bone in places. His face was a mask of black and red, his 
dark eyes lidless and staring. Steam rose from burst veins as the prince of 
Nagarythe shuddered and then fell still, laid to ruin by the judgement of 
Asuryan. 


Soon, all of Ulthuan would burn. 
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Glossary 


Aeltherin—Prince of Eataine who oversaw the construction of the first 
dragonships. 


Aenarion—The first Phoenix King, saviour of the elves. 
Aerenis—Lieutenant to Carathril of Lothern. 

Aernuis—Prince of Eataine, one of the first to sail across the Great Ocean. 
Alandrian—Lieutenant of Malekith. 

Alith—Grandson of Eoloran of House Anar. 

Anlec—Principal city of Nagarythe and location of Aenarion’s palace. 


Annulii Mountains—Chain of mountains separating the Inner and Outer 
Kingdoms of Ulthuan. Laced with magic, it is the home to many monstrous 
beasts. 


Astarielle—Everqueen and first wife of Aenarion. 
Asuryan—The Allfather, greatest of the elven gods. 
Athel Toralien—Colony in Elthin Arvan. 
Athielle—Princess of Ellyrion. 

Avanuir—Magical sword carried by Malekith. 


Avelorn—Oldest of the kingdoms of Ulthuan, ruled by the Everqueen. Its 
forests are home to many fey creatures. 


Bathinair—Prince of Yvresse. 
Bel Shanaar—The second Phoenix King, and ruler of Tiranoc. 


Blighted Isle—Lifeless island to the north of Ulthuan, site of the Shrine of 
Khaine and resting place of the Widowmaker. 


Caledor—Mountainous kingdom of Ulthuan, home to the dragons. 


Caledor Dragontamer—Mighty mage, founder of the kingdom of Caledor 
and creator of the great vortex. 


Carathril—Captain of the Lothern Guard. 


Charill—Prince of Chrace. 
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Chrace—Wild kingdom in the north of Ulthuan, famed for its white lions. 


Circlet of Iron—Ancient artefact of immense power, discovered by 
Malekith in the frozen northlands. 


Cothique—Kingdom in the north of Ulthuan. 


Cytharai—The twilight pantheon, gods embodying the darker aspects of the 
elven psyche. 


Drutheira—Priestess of Atharti. 
Durinne—Prince of Galthyr. 
Ealith—Fortress in Nagarythe, south of Anlec. 


Eataine—Kingdom of Ulthuan. Its riches come from the great city-port of 
Lothern. 


Ellyrion—Kingdom of Ulthuan, famed for its horses. 
Elodhir—Prince of Tiranoc and son to Bel Shanaar. 
Elthin Arvan—Landmass across the Great Ocean, home to the dwarfs. 


Elthuir Tarai—Site of the battle where Aenarion first wielded the 
Widowmaker in battle. 


Elthyrior—One of the raven heralds of Nagarythe, agent of Malekith. 
Eoloran—Prince of House Anar, a powerful faction in Nagarythe. 


Everqueen—Title held by the chief priestess of Isha. Before Aenarion the 
Everqueen ruled all of Ulthuan. 


Finudel—Ruler of Ellyrion, brother of Athielle. 
Galthyr—Chief port of Nagarythe. 


Great vortex, the—Magical siphon located on the Isle of the Dead at the 
centre of the Inner Sea, where the winds of magic drain from the world. 


Grimnir—Dwarf Ancestor God who travelled north to close the gate of 
Chaos. 


Grungni—Dwarf Ancestor God, who taught his people mining and 
smithing. 
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Haradrin—Prince of Eataine. 


Imrik—Prince of Caledor and grandson of Caledor Dragontamer. A famed 
warrior, noted for his lack of diplomacy. 


Indraugnir—Greatest of the race of dragons, and mount of Aenarion. 
Indraugnir — First of the dragonships, a gift from Aeltherin. 

Isha—Elven goddess of fertility. 

Isle of Flame—Located in the Sea of Dreams, site of the Shrine of Asuryan. 


Isle of the Dead—Located at the centre of the Inner Sea, the epicentre for 
the great vortex that drains magic from the world. 


Ithilmar—Extremely rare metal found in the mountains of Caledor. It is 
used to make resilient yet light armour. 


Karak Kadrin—Dwarf hold located at the head of Peak Pass in the north of 
the dwarf lands. 


Karaz-a-Karak—Greatest city of the dwarfs and home to the High King. 
Khaine—Elven god of murder, whose shrine lies on the Blighted Isle. 
Kurgrik—Dwarf thane of Karaz-a-Karak. 

Kurmous—Elven god of the hunt. 

Lorhir—Captain of the city guard of Athel Toralien. 

Lothern—City of Eataine, Ulthuan’s greatest port. 

Malekith—Prince of Nagarythe, son of Aenarion and Morathi. 


Menieth—Prince of Caledor, son of Caledor Dragontamer and father of 
Imrik. 


Mianderin—High priest of the Shrine of Asuryan. 


Morathi—The seeress-queen of Nagarythe, Mother of Malekith and widow 
of Aenarion. 


Morelion—Son of Aenarion and Astarielle, half-brother to Malekith. 


Naganath—Border river in the south of Nagarythe. 


542 XRN 


Nagarythe—Kingdom of Ulthuan, founded by Aenarion and ruled by 
Malekith. 


Oakheart—Treeman who rescued Morelion and Yvraine when Avelorn was 
invaded by daemons. 


Palthrain—Chamberlain to Bel Shanaar. 


Phoenix Guard—Guardians of the Shrine of Asuryan, who hold a vow of 
silence. 


Phoenix King—Title held by the ruler of Ulthuan. Aenarion was the first 
Phoenix King. 


Redclaw—Griffon ridden by Bathinair, prince of Yvresse. 
Saphery—Kingdom of Ulthuan, famed for its mages. 
Snorri Whitebeard—First High King of the dwarfs. 
Sutherai—Lieutenant of Aemuis. 


Sword of Khaine—The Widowmaker, the deadliest weapon of all time and 
said to bring ruin upon any who wield it. 


Throndik—Son of Snorri Whitebeard. 

Thyriol—Prince of Saphery and a mighty mage. 

Tiranoc—Kingdom of Ulthuan, homeland of Bel Shanaar. 

Tor Anroc—Principal city of Tiranoc, and home to Bel Shanaar. 

Ungdrin Ankor—Extensive tunnel network connecting the dwarf empire. 
Valaya—Dwarf Ancestor God, protector of the holds. 

Vaul—Elven smith-god. 

Yeasir—Lieutenant of Malekith. 


Yvraine—Everqueen of Ulthuan, Daughter of Aenarion and Astarielle, and 
half-sister of Malekith. 


Yvresse—Kingdom of Ulthuan. 
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One 
The Young Hunter 


In the days of the first Phoenix King, Aenarion the Defender founded the 
realm of Nagarythe in the harsh north of Ulthuan. Under his reign the 
Naggarothi—as Aenarion’s people were called—studied long the arts of 
war and forged a formidable army to defeat the daemons of Chaos. 


At Anlec, greatest fortress of the elves, Aenarion held court with his queen, 
Morathi, and they brought into the world their son, Malekith. Aenarion fell 
at the very moment of his victory and the rule of Nagarythe passed to his 
son. Prince Malekith formalised the promises of his father and secured the 
lands and wealth of the many princes who had fought by Aenarion’s side. 
Yet, ever a warrior and a wanderer, Malekith departed for new wars in the 
colonies. 


Second only to the great Caledor Dragontamer in Aenarion’s esteem was 
Eoloran Anar, the Phoenix King’s standard bearer. To his stewardship 
Malekith gave the lands of eastern Nagarythe in the hills and mountains of 
the Annulii. In Aenarion and Malekith’s name Eoloran would rule, and 
there was peace and prosperity for an age. 


Eoloran was a wise prince and was content to raise the power and privilege 
of House Anar without conflict, though he sent his son Eothlir to fight in 
the colonies for a time so that he might know something of war. His wife 
having died in the war with the daemons, Eoloran became reclusive, though 
always ready to answer the calls of the lesser nobles of Nagarythe. Other, 
more ambitious princes grew in renown and the deeds of Eoloran faded 
from memory except within the halls of Elanardris. 


With Malekith gone from Nagarythe to conquer new realms for the elves, 
the seed was sown for division. Jealous of the power granted to Eoloran, 
though he did not wield it often, Morathi wove tangled politics to isolate the 
Anars from the rest of Ulthuan while all the while strengthening her grip 
upon Anlec and Nagarythe. It was not a topic Eoloran wished to discuss 
with his family, who were left to wonder what the ancient elf planned to 
revive his family’s fortunes, or if he had any plan at all. He forbade any of 
the Anars from visiting Anlec and instead was content to petition his fellow 
lords with letters reminding them of their support from the Anars in 
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centuries past and their ancient vows to one another. Eoloran’s son, Eothlir, 
tried as best he could to maintain the status of House Anar, but he knew that 
there was a change coming. He could not define what it was that alarmed 
him; it was a flicker in the corner of the eye, a sound on the edge of hearing, 
a distant scent on the wind that cautioned him. 


It was the Season of Frost, in the one thousand and forty-second year of the 
reign of Phoenix King Bel Shanaar. At the home of the Anars, the wind had 
turned north and brought with it the chill of winter down from the 
mountains. Snow flurries drifted from the highest peaks in long, fluttering 
streamers of white. The furthest reaches of the pine forests were dusted with 
snow as the bitter weather crept down the mountainsides day by day. 
Maieth was wrapped in a long shawl of dark blue wool as she stood in the 
gardens of the Anars’ manse. Eothlir, her husband, placed an arm around 
her and smiled. 


‘There is a warm fire within, why do you stand outside in the cold?’ he 
asked. 


‘Listen,’ she said. They both stood in silence, and the only sound to be 
heard was the sighing of the wind. Then, faintly, there was a call, the croak 
of a crow. 


‘A single crow in winter,’ said Eothlir. ‘A bad omen, do you think?’ 


“Yes,’ she replied. “Though no more an omen than a houseful of sudden 
guests come here from Anlec seeking sanctuary.’ 


‘It is but a temporary arrangement,’ said Eothlir. ‘One day Prince Malekith 
will return. He will rein in Morathi’s excesses. We must be patient.’ 


‘Excesses?’ laughed Maieth, with bitterness not humour. ‘Butchery and 
perversion are not “excesses”!’ 


“There are those who protect her, you know that,’ said Eothlir. ‘But there 
are as many who see her rule as tyranny and resist her.’ 


‘When?’ demanded Maieth, pulling herself free from her husband’s arms to 
stare at him. ‘For many years they have done nothing; we have done 
nothing.’ 


‘She is the mother of the Prince of Nagarythe, the bride of Aenarion; it 
would be treason to move against her directly,’ said Eothlir. ‘For the 
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moment it is sufficient that we rule our lands and keep them free of her 
taint. If she tries to take our power overtly, she will find greater resistance 
than she expects.’ 


‘And what of Tharion, Faerghil, Lohsteth and the others who now sleep in 
our beds, afraid of returning to Anlec?’ asked Maieth. ‘Are they not also 
princes of Nagarythe? Do you realise that they once thought that Morathi 
would never be so bold as to go against them directly?’ 


“Would you have me a traitor and usurper?’ snapped Eothlir. ‘Or worse, 
would you be a widow, and your son fatherless? In Anlec, Morathi holds 
sway, but here in the mountains her reach is short. She may try to pick us 
off one-by-one, but as long as we are united, she cannot move against us. 
Fully a third of Nagarythe’s armies are abroad with Malekith. Another third 
owe allegiance to my father and his allies. Morathi cannot conjure soldiers 
from thin air, no matter her powers of seeing and scrying.’ 


“Your father holds half of the warriors in Nagarythe, and yet what does he 
do?’ said Maieth with scorn. ‘He hides here and writes letters. Are we not 
all sons and daughters of Nagarythe? Our armies should be camped outside 
the gates of Anlec, demanding restitution from Morathi for the wrongs she 
has done our people.’ 


‘And what of Malekith, Aenarion’s heir, our rightful ruler?’ said Eothlir, 
grabbing his wife by the shoulders. ‘Do you think he will look kindly upon 
those that raise arms against Anlec without his consent? Would he welcome 
those that threaten his mother? I tell you now, my father would die of shame 
to be thought of as a traitor, and so he rallies support in the only way he 


5] 


can. 
“Hush now,’ said Maieth quickly, embracing her husband. 


Tuming, Eothlir saw a young elf, no more than thirty summers old, walking 
down the wide steps from the mansion. He was dressed in hunting leathers 
edged with dappled fur and bound with leather thongs, and in his hands he 
held a slender black bow and a quiver of arrows. 


‘More practice, Alith?’ called Eothlir, disentangling from his wife’s arms. 
“You already know that there is not a lord in the mountains that can match 
your eye and hand.’ 
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‘I know nothing of the sort, Father,’ said the boy sombrely. ‘Khurion says 
that his cousin from Chrace, Menhion, can strike a pinefowl in flight at a 
hundred paces.’ 


‘Khurion says many things, my son,’ said Maieth. ‘If we believe all that he 
claims, then his cousins, all four of them, would be the match for any army 
in the world.’ 


‘I know that he exaggerates,’ said Alith. ‘However, I have made a wager 
with him, to call his bluff. In the spring I will contest with Menhion, and I 
shall uphold the honour of House Anar. Until then, I must practise further 
while the snows still hold back.’ 


“Very well, but be back before dusk,’ said Eothlir. 


Alith nodded and walked away, slinging the quiver over his shoulder. He 
knew that his parents thought him distant, morose even. They whispered 
and fell silent when he was around, but he was observant and keen-eared 
and knew that all was not well in Nagarythe. The manse was full of refugee 
princes who had chosen not to support Morathi and her hideous cults. 


He also knew, perhaps even where his father and grandfather did not, that 
this matter would be settled not with diplomacy but with force. He thought 
much of his family for avoiding direct confrontation with the rulers of 
Nagarythe, but he knew that one day he would lead House Anar and he was 
determined that the manner of the world in which he ruled would be better 
than that of today. Others would follow him not out of fear, but out of 
respect; it was never too early to earn respect, though often too late. 


Leaving the formal gardens through a silver gate in the high hedge, Alith 
strode up into the hills that heaped up higher and higher upon the shoulder 
of Suril Anaris, the Mountain of the Moon. The whole mountain and its 
surrounds were the lands of the Anar, granted to Alith’s grandfather by 
Aenarion himself. Though inhospitable in winter, they were abundant with 
game and fowl, and the lower meadows still made good pasturing for goats 
and sheep. These would be his lands one day, and so he walked them as 
often as possible, getting to know them as he knew the house where he had 
been born. 
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Today he went north and east, along the Inna Varith. The cold river flowed 
down from caves hidden upon the slope of Suril Anaris and fed the lands of 
Elanardris with fresh water until it disappeared back underground at the 
Haimeth Falls many miles to the south. 


Picking his way along the winding bank, Alith watched the silver darting of 
fish in the clear waters, leaping and swimming through the rocky rapids. 
Needing to get to the northern side of the river the young elf leapt nimbly 
from rock to rock, heedless of the torrent sweeping past his feet, unmindful 
of the slicked stones upon which he stepped. 


From here he found an old track that led further up into the hills, twisting 
around dark boulders and leafless bushes. It was some time before he came 
under the eaves of the pine forest, and set foot upon a frosted carpet of 
needles. Alith’s light tread left barely a mark in the crisp mulch as he broke 
into a jog, speeding swiftly under the overlapping branches of the trees. 


Alith was guided by an inner sense, attuned to the distant warmth of the sun 
behind the clouds, the wind upon his face and the subtle slope of the ground 
beneath him. As clearly as if he had a map, he cut eastwards through the 
woods, along the flank of the mountainside. In the branches above birds 
swooped to and fro while four-legged, whiskered hunters snuffled through 
the patchy undergrowth, unaware of his passing. His route brought him to 
an outcropping of rock that pushed several hundred feet up through the 
trees, and at its foot there was a low cave. Cloud had flowed down the 
mountainside and swathed the clearing with a fine greyness that dulled 
colours and muted sound. 


Ducking inside the gap in the rock, Alith came to a wider cavern, dark but 
for the trickle of sunlight through the entrance. He reached out to his right 
and his hand came upon a torch of bound branches held within a sconce on 
the cave wall. He spoke a word; a spark lit within the torch’s head and 
swiftly took flame. With this light, he walked further into the cavern. 


The cave opened into a wide natural nave, shaped over thousands of years. 
Stalagmites and stalactites had met in ages past, forming glittering pillars 
much like the columns of a grand cathedral. It was not just a temple in 
appearance, for Alith had come to one of the shrines of Kurnous, the Hunter 
God. The glow of the flickering brand danced across dozens of skulls 
placed in niches around the cave wall: of wolves and foxes; bears and deer; 
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hawk and rabbit. Some were gilded, others inscribed with delicate runes of 
prayer and thanks. 


All were gifts to Kurnous. 


Though worshipped much more in Chrace, whose hunters were renowned 
throughout Ulthuan, Kurnous was still acknowledged elsewhere in those 
communities that had not moved to the ever-growing cities. In Elanardris 
the Hunter God was held in high esteem, the ways of the wilds not yet 
Swept away with the formality of Asuryan or the other gods. 


It was a feral shrine, with a dirt floor scattered with dead leaves. The walls 
were painted with hunting scenes, of predator chasing prey. Some were 
ancient and faded; others were brighter and more recent. Alith knew that 
others came here, though he had never encountered another hunter visiting 
the shrine. 


Alith had no such grand offering this day, though in the past he had 
fashioned such sacrifices for the Wolf of the Heavens. He knelt before the 
altar—a rocky plinth strewn with twigs, ash and detritus. There was a hole 
bored into the rock where he set the torch, and then he gathered up a mound 
of broken sticks and dried leaves. Snapping a single brand from the torch, 
he lit the small fire and breathed it into greater life. He spoke a few words 
of thanks and dropped the burning stem onto the miniature pyre. 


Alith then pulled something from a pouch at his belt: a thin sliver of 
venison from the last deer he had slain, a dozen days ago. He skewered the 
meat on a forked piece of branch and set it atop the fire where it hissed and 
spat. 


Alith then sat cross-legged before the altar and took his bow across his 
knees. With his hands upon it, he whispered a few words to Kurnous, 
thanking him for the kill he had offered and asking for grace in his hunts to 
come. 


Head bowed, Alith sat for a while longer in silent contemplation. He tried to 
put aside his worries and focus on the hunt to come. He pictured himself 
stood atop the peak of Suril Anaris, the sun bright upon his face, the 
wilderness laid out before him. He pictured the trails the animals followed; 
the pools where they drank; the runs where they hunted. From within, the 
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landscape of Suril Anaris opened up before him. There were still many dark 
patches: places where Alith had not yet travelled. 


After paying due homage, Alith stood and left the cave, the venison still 
burning behind him. With another word of power he quenched the torch and 
placed it back in its holder ready for the next visitor; him or another, it did 
not matter. Stooping low, Alith ducked out of the cave—and then stood 
frozen. 


Just ahead of Alith, in the thickening mist, stood a stag. It was a 
monumental creature: its shoulder higher than Alith was tall, with a spread 
of antlers wider than the young prince’s outstretched arms. Its coat was 
white, save for a flash of black down its chest. The stag watched Alith with 
deep brown eyes, neither aggressive nor alarmed. 


The young elf straightened slowly and stared back. The stag bent its head 
and shook its antlers, scratching at the ground with a hoof. Alith was 
convinced this was some sign sent by Kurnous, but could not fathom its 
meaning. The stag was becoming more agitated, and arched back its head 
and let loose a long bark. Alith took a step forwards, his hand outstretched 
in a placating gesture, but the stag suddenly looked to the west and then 
bounded away into the forest. 


Alith turned his gaze to where the stag had looked and saw a figure beneath 
the eaves of the trees. He was mounted upon a black horse and swathed in a 
cloak of dark feathers. The rider’s head was cowled and nothing could be 
seen of his face. 


Unconsciously, Alith reached for his bow, and turned his head to grasp it 
from the quiver. As soon as he looked back, the rider was gone. Alith strung 
an arrow and dashed across the open ground to the edge of the trees where 
the rider’s horse had been. There was no mark upon the ground, the frosted 
pine needles undisturbed by foot or hoof. 


Two bizarre events so close together left Alith feeling unnerved, and he 
glanced around the rest of the clearing but could see nothing. Taking the 
arrow from his bow, he broke into a run and headed straight back towards 
the manse, all thoughts of hunting forgotten. 
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The heir of House Anar chose not to share his two strange encounters with 
his family, who had enough to contemplate without the fanciful tales of 
their son. The experience faded in his memory over the winter and spring 
until even he was not sure whether it had truly happened or been some kind 
of waking dream. Thoughts of strange omens and mysterious riders were 
replaced in the young elf’s mind with more pressing concerns: love. 


The day before midsummer, Alith savoured the warmth of the sun upon his 
skin. He wore a short sleeveless gown of white silk, his face, arms and legs 
exposed to the pleasant heat as he lay on his back staring up into a cloudless 
sky. 


‘That is not something I see too often,’ said Maieth, sat on the grassy hill 
next to her son. Behind them the large manse of House Anar, capital of 
Elanardris, rose up from the slope of the mountain, its white walls bright in 
the sunshine. Elves were gathered in groups around the gardens, talking and 
drinking, taking sweetmeats and delicacies off trays from servants liveried 
in silvery grey. 


“What is that?’ asked Alith, turning to his side and resting on one elbow. 
‘A smile,’ his mother replied with one of her own. 


‘I cannot be sad on a glorious day such as this,’ declared Alith. ‘Blue skies, 
the glow of summer; these things cannot be touched by darkness.’ 


‘And?’ said Maieth with an intent look at her son. ‘There have been many 
such days this year, and yet I have not seen you this happy since you loosed 
your first arrow.’ 


‘Is it not enough that I am content?’ said Alith. ‘Why should I not be 
happy?’ 
‘Do not be so coy, my reticent child,’ Maieth continued playfully. ‘Is there 


not some other reason for this unbounded joy? Something to do with the 
midsummer banquet tomorrow?’ 


Alith’s eyes narrowed and he sat up. 
“What have you heard?’ he asked, returning Maieth’s gaze. 


‘This and that,’ his mother said with a dismissive wave of her hand. ‘I met 
with Caenthras just before I came up here. You must know him; he is the 
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father of Ashniel.’ 


At the mention of the elf maiden’s name, Alith looked away. Maieth 
laughed at his sudden discomfort. 


‘So it is true!’ she said with a triumphant grin. ‘I take it from your carefree 
happiness today, and the smitten expression you’ve worn whenever Ashniel 
has been around, that she has agreed to attend the dance with you?’ 


Alith’s face was one of consternation as he replied. 


‘She has,’ he said. ‘Dependent on her father’s permission, of course. What 
did he say to you, exactly?’ 


‘Only that you run around in the woods like a hare, and dress like a 
goatherd more than a prince,’ said Maieth. 


Alith was crestfallen, and moved to stand. Maieth leant over and stayed him 
with a hand on his arm. 


‘And that he would be delighted for his daughter to court the son of the 
Anars,’ she added quickly. 


Alith stopped and paused before breaking into a wide grin. 
‘He said yes?’ said Alith. 


‘He said yes,’ Maieth replied. ‘I hope you have been practising your 
dancing, and not spending all of your time with that bow.’ 


‘Calabreth has been teaching me,’ Alith assured his mother. 


‘Come,’ she said, standing up and reaching down a hand to Alith. “You 
should greet Caenthras and thank him.’ 


She pulled her son up by the hand. Alith stood hesitantly, eyeing the 
gathered elves as if they were a circling pack of ice wolves. 


‘He has already said yes,’ Maieth reminded him. ‘Just remember to be 
polite.’ 


Two 
Darkness from Anlec 


For the elves, who each live for an age of the world, time passes quickly. A 
year to them is as a day to men, and so their schemes and relationships 
develop slowly. Alith Anar, young and impatient, wooed Ashniel for two 
years, from midsummer to midsummer, through letters and courtship, 
dances and hunts. Entranced by the cool beauty of the Naggarothi maiden, 
the young Anar prince put aside his greater concerns and for a while was 
happy, or at least relished the promise of future happiness. So it came about 
that he listened little to the whispered worries of his parents and spent less 
time in the wilds, instead closeting himself in the study and library of 
Elanardris learning poetry to impress his amour or listened to tales from his 
mother, ancient legends of those two divine lovers, Lileath and Kurnous. 


To pledge his love for Ashniel, Anar commissioned the finest craftsmen to 
weave for her a cloak of midnight-blue, studded with diamonds like stars, 
the constellations drawn in fine traceries of silver thread. Having read into 
the astronomical texts of the family, Alith had devised the design himself, 
representing the skies above Ulthuan on the day of Ashniel’s birth. This 
labour he did in secret, even from his family, for he wanted to present 
Ashniel with this gift on the coming midsummer’s night and would risk no 
warning of it reaching the ears of his loved one. 


As evening fell on the night of the festival, servants came out with magical 
lanterns to hang upon the boughs of the trees in the gardens. The golden 
dusk was augmented by the yellow glow of the lanterns, which turned to 
pools of silver as the sun disappeared and the stars scattered across the 
skies. Chatter filled the air as dozens of elves walked the patios and paths of 
Elanardris’s exquisitely designed surrounds, accompanied by the clinking of 
crystal goblets and the patter of fountains. 


Alith flitted through the scattered crowds of guests like a shadow, his eyes 
seeking Ashniel. The cloak nestled under Alith’s arm, wrapped in silken 
paper brought from the colonies to the west. The package was as light as a 
feather, but felt like a leaden weight. Excitement and fear vied inside Alith 
as he skirted around a plush lawn and headed back towards the paved area 
where food was being served. 


As two guests parted for a moment, Alith spied Ashniel’s pale face. Bathed 
in the lamplight she was beautiful, her expression one of poise and dignity, 
her grey eyes glittering. Weaving through the milling elves, Alith made 
straight for Ashniel and was but a few steps from her when a tall figure 
came up in front of him, forcing Alith to stop sharply. Glancing up as he 
was about to step around the obstacle, Alith saw the face of Caenthras, one 
eyebrow raised in suspicion. 


‘Alith,’ said Prince Caenthras. ‘I have been looking for you.’ 


“You have?’ replied Alith, taken aback and suddenly worried. ‘Whatever 
for? I mean, how can I be of service?’ 


Caenthras smiled and laid a hand on Alith’s shoulder. 


‘Do not look so petrified, Alith,’ said the lordly elf. ‘I do not bear ill news, 
merely an invitation.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Alith, brightening up. ‘A hunt perhaps?’ 

Caenthras sighed and shook his head. 

‘Not all of our lives revolve around the wilds, Alith. No, I have visitors 
from Anlec at my house who I wish you to meet: priestesses who will 


divine the future for yourself and Ashniel. I thought that if the augurs go 
well, we might discuss the details of the union of our two houses.’ 


Alith opened his mouth to reply but then realised he did not know what to 
say. He clenched his jaw to stop himself saying something stupid and 
simply nodded, trying to appear sagely. Caenthras frowned a little. 


‘I thought you would be pleased.’ 


‘IT am!’ said Alith, panicking. ‘Very pleased! That sounds wonderful. 
Although... What if the priestesses say something bad?’ 


‘Do not worry, Alith. I am positive that the omens will be good.’ 


Caenthras glanced over his shoulder towards Ashniel and then at the 
package under Alith’s arm. He nodded and pulled Alith closer, hugging him 
to his chest as he steered the youth through the crowd of elves surrounding 
Ashniel. 
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‘My daughter, light of the winter skies,’ said Caenthras. ‘Look what I have 
found lurking nearby like a mouse in its hole! I believe it has something to 
Say to you.’ 


Caenthras shoved Alith forwards and he stumbled a few paces and stopped 
in front of Ashniel. He looked up into those grey eyes and melted, the poem 
he had rehearsed again and again in the library slipping from his memory. 
Alith gulped, trying to recover his wits. 


‘Hello, my love,’ said Ashniel, leaning forwards and kissing Alith on the 
forehead. ‘I’ve been waiting for you all evening.’ 


Her perfumed scent, distilled from autumn wildflowers, filled Alith’s 
nostrils and he was dizzy with the smell for a moment. 


‘I have this for you,’ he blurted, stepping back and thrusting out the 
package. 


Ashniel took the gift, ran her hand over the soft paper and gave an admiring 
look at the intricately knotted ribbon that bound it. With Alith’s aid, she 
slipped the ribbon free and let the silk paper flutter to the floor. Alith took 
the neck of the cloak and flung it open, revealing its shining glory. There 
were appreciative gasps from the other elves and a pleased smile played 
upon Ashniel’s lips. 


Alith glanced around and saw that many more elves had gathered upon the 
patio and several dozen were watching the unfolding spectacle, his mother, 
father and grandfather amongst them. It occurred to him that perhaps he had 
not been so devious in his secrecy as he had thought. 


‘Here, let me,’ said Caenthras, stepping forwards and taking the cloak from 
Alith. He swung the cape around Ashniel’s neck and deftly fixed the 
crescent moon-shaped clasp upon her right shoulder. Seeing the gift upon 
Ashniel, the words sprang back to Alith unbidden. 


‘As the stars light the night, so you shine upon my life,’ he said, clasping 
his hands in front of him, his eyes rising to the heavens. ‘As the world turns 
under their gaze, my life unfolds under yours. Where bright Lileath gazes 
down upon us with her beauty, her radiance is as nothing compared to the 
light that shines from you.’ 


555 XRN 


There were more gasps from a few of the assembled elves and whispered 
comments, complaining that Alith should not compare the beauty of a 
mortal to that of the Moon Goddess. Alith ignored them, knowing that they 
were simply being prudish. 


‘My heart burns as the sun and I would have your soul reflect its light,’ 
concluded Alith. 


Ashniel’s expression was one of refined amusement as she looked at the 
other maidens in the crowd, pleased with their jealousy. She cupped Alith’s 
cheeks in her hands and smiled. 


‘Though Lileath spurned Kurnous, I shall not follow suit,’ she said. ‘The 
hunter has caught his prey with this most dazzling of traps and I cannot 
escape.’ 


There was a cheer, soon joined by more, and Alith and Ashniel found 
themselves at the centre of a jostling mass of elves eager to congratulate 
them and examine the fine cloak. Alith let it all wash over him, feeling a 
calm descend that he had not felt anywhere else except on the mountain 
tops with an arrow notched upon his bow. Contented, he took a glass of 
wine from a servant and raised it in toast to Caenthras, who nodded 
appreciatively and then disappeared into the gathered elves. 


The moons were barely above the mountains when Gerithon, the chancellor 
of the Anars, hurried from the house to speak with Eoloran and Eothlir. 
Alith excused himself from Ashniel and joined his father and grandfather. 


‘He insists that he speak with you,’ Gerithon was saying. 
“Then bring him through,’ said Eoloran. ‘Let us hear what he has to say.’ 
“Yes, let him speak his mind in front of us all,’ said Eothlir. 


With a resigned sigh, Gerithon walked back into the manse. For a moment 
Alith wondered if this visitor was perhaps the dark rider he had first seen in 
the forest several years earlier. Ever since that encounter Alith had spied the 
elf—or what he supposed to be an elf though he could not know for sure— 
several times more, watching the young prince from a mountain ridge or 
beneath the boughs of a wooded copse. Always the rider had disappeared 
before Alith could approach, and left no tracks for him to follow. 


Alith had spoken of this strange watcher to nobody, fearing that it would 
cause alarm without bringing answers. But the elf Gerithon escorted from 
the manse was not the rider, or if he was then he wore a different guise, for 
he was dressed in the manner of one of the pleasure cultists. 


The stranger was clad in swirling layers of purple robes, each diaphanous, 
but overlaid upon his body in such a way that where they overlapped they 
concealed his nudity and preserved a little dignity. His right brow was 
pierced with a silver ring from which hung an oval ruby, and a similar jewel 
hung from the left side of his nose. The hair that hung to his shoulder was 
dark but bleached white towards the tips, braided with beads of blue and red 
glass. Alith noticed that for all his decadent appearance, the newcomer wore 
a sheathed sword at his belt—a long, thin weapon with a crossguard 
fashioned into the likeness of two hands cupping the blade. 


‘My princes,’ the stranger said with a low bow. ‘Allow me to introduce 
myself. I am Heliocoran Haeithar. I have ridden from Anlec to speak with 


’ 


you. 
“There is no message from Anlec that we wish to hear,’ said Eoloran. 


Most of the party attendees and a few servants were gathering around the 
stranger and hostility filled the air. Heliocoran seemed oblivious to the 
situation and continued regardless. 


‘Her majesty, Queen Morathi, wishes to invite the house of Anar to an 
audience,’ said Heliocoran. He looked around at the guests. ‘And I extend 
that invitation to any prince present here, upon my own authority.’ 


‘Queen Morathi?’ spat Eothlir. “When last I heard, Nagarythe was ruled by 
Prince Malekith. We have no queen.’ 


‘It is unfortunate that the whispers of Bel Shanaar have been allowed to 
settle here and take root,’ said Heliocoran smoothly. Upon close inspection, 
Alith saw that the envoy’s eyes were odd, his pupils disturbingly small, 
while the green of his irises almost completely obscured the white. This was 
accentuated by a thin trace of kohl that brought the messenger’s eyes into 
stark contrast in an unsettling fashion. 


“We shall determine for ourselves what is truth and what are lies,’ said 
Eoloran. ‘Say your part and then leave.’ 


“As you wish,’ said the herald with another exaggerated bow. ‘The realms 
of the other princes are in concert against Nagarythe, and wish to make 
Malekith their puppet. He fears to return to Ulthuan under the present 
conditions. Dear comrades of our prince are held hostage against his 
loyalty. That is the truth of it. The Naggarothi have been betrayed by Bel 
Shanaar, he who usurped the Phoenix Throne from the heir of Aenarion. 
For these past many years Bel Shanaar has grown more and more vocal in 
his opposition to our traditions and customs, and Queen Morathi wearies of 
his hypocrisy. She calls out to all princes, captains and lieutenants still loyal 
to the true rule of Nagarythe, and bids them to travel to Anlec so that she 
might hold counsel with the greatest of these lands.’ 


His voice had become strident, but again dropped to a soft hush, and his 
manner became one of pleading confidant rather than bombastic herald. 


‘Innocent elves have been slain and imprisoned by the minions of Bel 
Shanaar, the Usurper Phoenix; persecuted for pursuing their leisures and 
beliefs, hounded for following the ancient rites of our people. If you allow 
this conspiracy to proceed unchallenged, Nagarythe shall fall and her power 
squabbled over by weaker bloodlines than stand here. If you would see your 
lands taken and your children chained and your servants and labourers 
whipped into misery, then stay here, stand idle and do nothing. If you would 
see Morathi preserve the inheritance of Malekith so that he might reclaim 
his rightful position as heir to Aenarion and ruler of Ulthuan, then return 
with me to Anlec.’ 


‘Though I have no love for Morathi, I have none either for Bel Shanaar,’ 
said Caenthras, stepping to the front of the ring of elves surrounding 
Heliocoran. ‘If the warriors of the Phoenix King come to my lands, will 
Anlec send help?’ 


‘That is for us to discuss in the council,’ replied the messenger. 


“What assurances do we have that this is not some trick?’ asked Quelor, one 
of the princes allied to the Anars. ‘Who says that bare cells and iron chains 
do not await us in Anlec?’ 


‘Such division gives sport to the agents of our enemies,’ said Heliocoran. 
“To set Naggarothi against Naggarothi, that is the aim of our adversaries. 
Queen Morathi can give no assurances that the doubts sown by the spies of 
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our foes cannot undermine. Instead, she appeals to your sense of duty and to 
the strength that flows within your veins. All here are true sons and 
daughters of Nagarythe, and each knows it is their right and their 
responsibility to uphold the honour of this realm. Lest you wish to be 
ensorcelled by the cowardly wizards of Saphery and see our dominions 
overseas taken by the merchants of Lothern and Cothique, heed Queen 
Morathi’s warnings.’ 


“You do your position justice,’ said Eoloran. ‘Never have I heard such bile 
cloaked with such sweetness. You have said your piece, and now be gone 
from my lands.’ 


“You cannot stand aside in this battle, Eoloran,’ said the messenger, and his 
tone was frank. ‘For years now the house of Anar has refused to choose 
where its loyalties lie, and has gathered its friends close to protect it against 
the harms of this conflict. Now it is time to make your position plainly 
known. You may choose the correct path, and defend your lands against 
invaders from the other kingdoms, and your reward shall be in the 
sustaining of your line and the strengthening of your position. Yet you must 
stand against the misguided will and might of Bel Shanaar and his 
sycophants. 


‘If you choose to side with the usurpers, then you may well endure for a 
time, but dire shall be Queen Morathi’s wrath on those who betray 
Nagarythe. You will be cast from power, scored by those who once 
respected you and you shall spend the rest of your days as landless 
wanderers.’ 


‘And so the threat is made,’ said Eothlir. ‘You would have it that we stand 
between a cliff and the ocean, and must dash ourselves against the rocks or 
else drown.’ 


“Then tell me, Eothlir, what does your heart say?’ said Heliocoran. ‘What 
have I said that you know to be untrue? Do you trust Bel Shanaar so much 
that you would throw in your lot with him?’ 


Gerithon hurried from the manse once more, looking agitated. 


“There are armed soldiers outside, my prince,’ he said. ‘Three dozen, at 
least, that I could see. Their leader is arguing at the gate.’ 
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“Why would a herald come armed for fighting?’ said Eothlir, pointing to the 
sword at Heliocoran’s waist. ‘What is the meaning of these warriors before 
our doors?’ 


‘These are not safe times,’ said the herald. ‘The agents of Bel Shanaar 
prowl the wilds like packs of feral hounds. You of all should know that we 
must protect ourselves. It would be most unfortunate if some foe were to 
waylay your family.’ 


‘Get out!’ roared Eoloran. ‘Take your bribes and your threats and be away!’ 


Heliocoran flinched from the outburst as if menaced by a blade, and shrank 
back towards the house. With a snarl he turned and ran, pushing his way 
through the elves and hurling aside a serving maid who fell amid the 
splintered smash of crystal platters. No sooner had he disappeared into the 
manse than Eothlir was storming after him. 


“With me!’ he cried. ‘He will open the doors and let in his soldiers!’ 


Alith did not chase directly into the house with the others, but instead ran 
for the east wing to his chambers. The high window was open and he leapt 
inside and flung open the chest at the foot of his bed where his bow and 
arrows were kept. With a straining gasp he swiftly strung his bow, and 
snatched up his quiver. 


Wrenching open the door, Alith raced into the corridor and then along the 
wood-panelled passageway to the dining hall at the front of the manse. 
Shouts and the sounds of fighting echoed around the mansion. Striding to 
the windows, Alith saw that a group of black-armoured warriors had forced 
their way through the gate of the outer wall and were gathered about the 
colonnaded portico and were fighting to get inside, pushing at their 
companions to get through the door. 


Opening the wide double doors that led to the entrance hall, Alith was 
confronted by the sight of his father and grandfather fighting back-to-back, 
wielding swords wrested from their foes. Meanthir and Lestraen lay 
bleeding upon the floor, possibly dead, and three of the envoy’s warriors 
were also slain. 


Taking up his bow, Alith shot one of the attackers in the thigh, saving his 
grandfather from a cut aimed towards his shoulder. In the space this created, 
Eoloran leapt forwards and thrust his blade past the guard of another 
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warrior, cutting him across the arm. Other elves loyal to the Anars came 
rushing in from the opposite wing of the house, carrying swords and 
daggers taken from the walls of the great hall. Caenthras arrived, wielding a 
long spear, and drove its point into the back of one of the elves fighting 
Eothlir. 


There came a deafening crash of glass from the eating hall and Alith turned 
to see dark-garbed soldiers breaking through the high windows, blades in 
hand. He shot the first to climb through, but two more jumped in swiftly 
behind the slain elf. Alith loosed another arrow but with a dull ring it 
merely caught a glancing blow on the golden helm of his target. Even as 
Alith whipped another arrow from the quiver across his back, the warrior 
turned and rushed towards him. 


Jumping aside from the outthrust sword of his foe, Alith strung the arrow 
and loosed it in one fluid motion, the arrowhead punching through the elf’s 
breastplate. Wounded, but not killed, the warrior gave a hoarse shout and 
swung his sword at Alith’s neck. Alith swayed backwards but the point of 
the blade slashed across his tunic and a line of blood welled up from his 
wounded chest. Biting back a cry of pain, Alith whipped the tip of his bow 
into the face of his opponent, who fell back with a hand to his eye. 


Tharion appeared at the doorway with a two-handed sword and chopped the 
elf’s legs from beneath him, before giving a cry of alarm. Turning, Alith 
saw three more warriors advancing towards him, while a fourth made for 
the fire blazing in the great hearth. He saw the warrior snatch up a branch 
from the fireplace and take a step towards the tapestries hanging on the wall 
opposite the windows. 


Without a thought, Alith nocked an arrow and took aim between the 
advancing elves. Breathing out slowly he loosed the arrow, which buried 
itself in the neck of the elf with the brand. The flaming branch fell from his 
dead grasp and thudded harmlessly on the stone floor. 


The heir of Anar had barely time to loose another shot, which pierced the 
shoulder of his target, before Caenthras and Tharion were leaping forwards 
with their weapons, roaring ancient battle cries. Alith was struck by the 
ferocity of the two ageing princes; veterans of Aenarion’s army and skilled 
warriors both. 
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Caenthras’s spear took one of the dark-clad elves in the throat, who jerked 
like a puppet without strings before collapsing in a heap. Tharion parried a 
blow aimed towards his legs and spun his wrists to bring his heavy blade 
down across his foe’s sword arm, severing it at the elbow. A backhanded 
strike hurled the elf back with his breastplate rent open, his lifeblood 
gushing over his black robes. 


The clatter of hooves on cobbles attracted Alith’s attention and he dashed to 
the windows. He saw Heliocoran wrestling with a tawny steed, trying to 
swing himself up into the saddle. As Alith climbed through the window, 
careful to avoid the slivers of shattered glass still protruding from the frame, 
Heliocoran mastered his mount. With much whipping of the reins, he turned 
his horse across the courtyard towards the main gates. 


As the herald raced away, Alith’s aim was obscured by the line of fir trees 
on either side of the roadway leading from the gate, and he leapt for the 
porch. Gripping the scrolled top of a column with one hand, he swung 
himself up onto the portico. From here, he could see the length of the 
courtyard to the gateway. 


A soldier in the colours of House Anar stumbled from the gatehouse ahead 
of the messenger, blood dripping from a wounded leg. Heliocoran stooped 
low in the saddle and swept his sword across the warrior’s chest as he sped 
past, felling him with a single blow. 


Alith knelt on the roof of the portico and took aim. The clashing of swords 
and cries of battle below him drifted out of his thoughts as he focussed his 
mind and body on the dwindling figure of Heliocoran. 


He imagined himself in the woods, stalking a boar or deer. He adjusted his 
line of shot for the wind sighing against the left side of his face, and raised 
his bow a touch so that his shot would not fall short of his rapidly fleeing 


prey. 
Lit only by flickering lanterns, the herald was all but swathed in darkness 
and he was a moment from escape, but Alith could see his position clearly 
in his mind’s eye. 

With a whispered prayer to Kurnous, Alith loosed the arrow. The black- 


fletched missile streaked into the darkness, its point glimmering with 
firelight from the torches upon the walls of the courtyard. He heard a cry as 
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it struck home. Heliocoran slumped upon his steed but did not fall, and then 
passed out of sight through the gatehouse. 


Three of the fleeing messenger’s warriors staggered out from the entrance 
hall onto the roadway beneath Alith, and he loosed three arrows in quick 
succession, taking them down with a single shot each. Eoloran, Eothlir, 
Caenthras and others ran out, stopping when they saw there were no more 
foes. Eoloran looked over his shoulder at his grandson. 


‘Did any of them escape?’ Eoloran demanded. 


‘I hit Heliocoran, but I do not know if the wound is mortal,’ Alith 
confessed. 


Eoloran cursed, and signalled for Alith to climb down from his vantage 
point. 


‘That is the last of them,’ said Eothlir. ‘More will come. How soon, we 
cannot know. It seems that House Anar has chosen a side.’ 


Though his father’s face was grim, this pronouncement brought pride to 
Alith’s heart. Since he had been born, House Anar had been content to play 
no greater part in the affairs of Nagarythe. All of that had changed. Morathi 
had as much as declared war on House Anar, and Alith was pleased that his 
idleness would soon come to an end. He was Naggarothi, after all, and 
battle was in his heart and glory called in his blood. 


Now was the chance for him to prove his worth and earn the renown that 
surrounded his family; a renown he had felt had not yet been his to 
rightfully share. 


He hid a smile as he lowered himself down to the tiled ground below. 
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Three 
The Prince Returns 


Nearly a year had passed since the attack on the manse; many days filled 
with frenetic activity and tension. Eoloran and Eothlir were afraid that the 
warriors of Anlec would come upon them at any time, falling upon 
Elanardris before its defences were made ready. Riders made haste to all 
corners of the Anars’ realm, to lesser princes and commanders, to muster 
their soldiers at the ancestral home and ready for battle. Other princes, from 
House Atriath and House Ceneborn, both long allies of the Anars, chose 
Elanardris to make clear their defiance of Anlec. 


For all the fears of House Anar, the threats of Heliocoran did not materialise 
into action. All of the summer, autumn and spring, troops loyal to Eoloran 
came and camped upon the hills that surrounded the mansion, nearly ten 
thousand in all. The standard of House Anar fluttered atop the manse, white 
with a golden griffon’s wing upon it, and from the banners of the regiments 
assembling at the call of their lord. 


Yet Alith was disappointed. Fully half of their troops had not responded to 
the call to arms. Many had turned back the messengers and bid them return 
to Eoloran to convey their refusal to act against Anlec. This grieved Eothlir 
too, for Alith could see the strain written upon the face of his father when 
these messages were passed on. 


Alith guessed, as did Eothlir and others, that these dissenters had 
succumbed to the bribes and threats of Morathi. None could say if their part 
was simply to step aside from their duties, or if there was some darker plot 
to be uncovered. Would Eoloran’s own turn against him? Would they raise 
arms against their former master? It was this uncertainty that taxed the 
counsels of the Anars as they made ready. From where was the greatest 
threat—the legions of Anlec or traitors close at hand? 


The great hall of Elanardris was full of elven princes and lords, all trying to 
speak at once. Alith sat in the corner close to the empty fire grate and let the 
babbling pass him by. He heard his grandfather’s voice raised, calling for 
quiet. 
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‘I did not ask you all to come here for us to fight with one another,’ Eoloran 
declared. He was sat at a table set across the hall, flanked by Eothlir and 
Caenthras, a few of the other Naggarothi princes stood behind him. 
‘Already there is enough division in Nagarythe, we need not add to it.’ 


‘We demand that action is taken,’ called out one elf, a lesser noble of 
southern Nagarythe called Yrtrian. ‘Morathi has taken our lands and forced 
us from our homes.’ 


‘And who is this “we” that can make such demands?’ Caenthras answered 
sternly. “Those who did not resist the cults that grew up under their noses? 
Those who stood idly by while Morathi’s agents eroded their claim to 
lordship? Where were these calls for justice a year ago when Morathi 
declared the Anars traitors to Anlec?’ 


‘We have not the means to defend ourselves,’ said Khalion, whose domain 
bordered Elanardris to the west. ‘We place our trust in the greater houses, 
which we have supported with taxes and warriors for many centuries. Now 
has come the time for that support to be returned.’ 


“Warriors and armies?’ laughed Eoloran, silencing all. “You would have me 
march to Anlec and throw down the rule of Morathi?’ 


There were a few calls for just such a thing to happen and Eoloran held up 
his hand to quieten them. 


“There is no means by which our armies can match those of Anlec,’ said the 
lord of House Anar. ‘Not against a land filled with hostile cultists and those 
enthralled to Morathi’s power. I have offered sanctuary to you all, and that 
offer comes with no price. Yet it also comes with no guarantees. For a year 
Morathi has been content to stay her hand, burdening our greater houses 
with the turmoil of lesser families, knowing that as she grows stronger, our 
ability to act grows weaker.’ 


Eothlir stood and scowled at the assembled nobles. 


‘If Morathi moves more directly against us, we will fight,’ he announced. 
‘Despite that, we cannot, we will not, start a war with Anlec. The lands in 
the mountains are still safe haven for any that would escape the tyrannies of 
Morathi, and here we shall stand resolute. It is not for the Anars to cast 
away the hopes of the future through rash action. We have faith in Malekith 


and await his return. Under his rule, your titles and rights will be restored 
and you will be glad of the protection you received.’ 


‘And when will that be?’ demanded Yrtrian. ‘Has any here heard word of 
Prince Malekith these past years? He cares not for our woes, if he even 
knows of them.’ 


This started a fresh round of shouting and recrimination, and Alith stood up 
with a sigh and eased his way out of the hall. Such had been the bickering 
for four seasons, since the confrontation with Heliocoran. The Anars had 
waited for the first blow to land, but it had not come. For a year they had 
patrolled their borders and taken in those fleeing the plight that had 
engulfed the rest of Nagarythe, and it seemed that the self-appointed Queen 
of Anlec was content to allow her enemies to hide in the mountains. Alith 
chafed at the inactivity but could see that there was little the Anars could do 
to mount an offensive against Morathi’s stranglehold on power. 


As he had often done during such bickering conclaves, Alith left the nobles 
to their arguments and went to his chambers to take up his bow and arrows. 
Seeking solitude, he quit the manse and headed up into the mountains. Alith 
did not know for what he searched, and trod the old game trails guided by 
whim, heading ever eastwards, deeper into the mountains. 


His greatest lament was that he had seen little of Ashniel in the past year. 
Caenthras had been wary of allowing her to leave the confines of his 
mansion and Alith had been spared little opportunity to visit her as he 
played his part as heir of the Anars. In his bedchambers he had a chest filled 
with letters she had sent, but their polite affection gave him little comfort. 


Conflicted between depression and anger, Alith sat himself down upon a 
rock close to a babbling stream and dropped his bow upon the ground. He 
looked up into the summer sky, where white clouds scudded across the sun. 
In just one year everything had changed, and yet nothing had, and he could 
see no way by which the current stalemate would be broken—not in any 
way that would be good for the Anars. 


A flicker of white caught his eye and Alith snatched up his bow and stood. 
Amidst the tumbled rocks and bushes a little further down the brook he 
spied an antlered head dipping to the waters. It was the white stag he had 
seen outside the shrine of Kurnous. 
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Padding softly along the bank of the brook, Alith sneaked from boulder to 
bush to boulder, closing in on the magnificent beast. It stood at the water’s 
edge, head held high. It looked towards him and Alith shrank back into the 
shadow of an overhanging outcrop. The stag seemed unperturbed and lazily 
walked down the mountain back towards the forest. 


Alith followed at a distance, careful not to approach too closely lest he 
startle the beast, but always keeping it in view. Their path took them under 
the eaves of the pine trees, ever eastwards into lands that Alith had not yet 
explored. As he stalked the stag Alith realised there were few landmarks to 
guide his passage and feared for a moment that he would get lost in the 
endless trees. The fear soon disappeared when he came upon a clearing, not 
large but big enough for the sun to break through overhead. Whatever 
happened, Alith would be able to make his way westwards towards 
Elanardris. 


The stag stood in the sunlight, basking in its warmth. The elf moved closer 
and saw that the black mark upon the beast’s chest was no random pattern 
but a crude representation of Kurnous’s rune. Clearly the stag was some 
omen or guide sent by the god of hunters. 


As before, the white stag suddenly started and bounded away northwards. 
Alith rose up and gave chase but was barely into the clearing before the 
deer disappeared from view amongst the lengthening evening shadows. 


Stopping, Alith glanced around the clearing and his eye settled upon a 
shadow just under the eaves to the west. Without thought Alith fitted an 
arrow to his bow and loosed the shaft at the apparition. The shadow swayed 
for a moment, seeping into the darkness, and the arrow sped into the woods 
beyond. The shadow reappeared, more clearly a figure. In a heartbeat Alith 
nocked and loosed another arrow, but with similar failure to hit his mark. 
The silhouette had simply merged with its surrounds as the missile had 
passed. 


‘Wait!’ the figure called out in elvish, its voice deep, tinged with the accent 
of northern Nagarythe. ‘I would not have you waste more of your fine 
shafts.’ 


Alith bent another arrow to his bow nonetheless and watched warily as the 
tenebrous apparition emerged into the sunlight. He was dressed all in black 
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with a cloak and hood of feathers concealing his body and face. The 
stranger showed his open palms and then reached up to pull back his hood. 


The elf had skin as white as snow and emerald eyes that shone in the sun, 
his face framed by long black hair free of any tie or circlet. His expression 
was solemn as he glided slowly forwards, his hands held up in a sign of 
peace. Alith’s quick eyes noted the empty scabbard at the elf’s belt but he 
did not relax the tension on his bowstring. 


‘Alith, son of Eothlir, heir of the Anars,’ the stranger said, his voice low and 
quiet. ‘My name is Elthyrior and I bear important tidings.’ 


‘And why would I listen to an elf that skulks in the shadows and stalks me 
as if I were his prey?’ demanded Alith. 


‘I can only offer my apologies and hope for your forgiveness,’ said 
Elthyrior, lowering his arms to his sides. ‘I have not spied upon you out of 
spite, but only to observe and keep you safe.’ 


“Keep me safe from what? Who are you?’ 


‘I have told you, I am Elthyrior. I am one of the raven heralds, and I was 
guided to watch you by my mistress.’ 


‘Mistress? If you are an assassin of Morathi, strike now and let us settle 
this.’ 


‘It is Morai-heg that claims my loyalty, not the Witch Queen who sits upon 
an usurped throne in Anlec,’ said Elthyrior. “The crow goddess came to me 
in a dream one night many years ago, before you were even born. In the 
mountains she sent me to find you, the child of the moon and the wolf, the 
heir of Kurnous. The one that would be king in the shadows and hold the 
future of Nagarythe in balance.’ 


Alith pondered these words, but they meant little to him. In myth, there was 
no child of the moon and the wolf, for Lileath and Kurnous had parted 
without son or daughter. He knew of no other king than Bel Shanaar. 


‘I do not understand why you think I am the one you seek. What message 
does the crone goddess have for me? What fate has she seen for my line?’ 


Elthyrior did not speak for a moment and ghosted softly towards Alith until 
he was stood but two paces from the tip of the youth’s arrow. 
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‘My message comes not from the Queen of Ravens, but from Prince 
Malekith.’ 


Clouds had gathered at the peak of the mountain, obscuring the sun and 
chilling the wind. Alith fixed his eyes upon Elthyrior to discern any malign 
intent. The raven herald returned his stare without hostility, awaiting Alith’s 
response. The two stood as such for some time, Alith warily eyeing 
Elthyrior. 


“You have spoken with Prince Malekith?’ 


‘Last night, on the northern border of Tiranoc at the Naganath River,’ said 
Elthyrior. 


‘Surely we would have heard ere now that the prince had returned,’ said 
Alith with a frown. 


‘In secrecy has he come back, or so he thinks,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Even now he 
marches north to reclaim Anlec.’ 


‘Then the Anars and their allies will march with him!’ 


‘No,’ said Elthyrior with a sorrowful shake of the head. ‘Morai-heg has 
shown me something of what will come to pass. Malekith will not reach 
Anlec. He is not yet ready to reclaim his lands from the rule of his mother.’ 


‘Perhaps, with our help...’ started Alith. 


‘No. The time is not yet right. All of those in Nagarythe that would see 
Malekith restored to the throne rest at Elanardris, but the hope that they 
hold will be dashed if they march now.’ 


‘I cannot make this decision, why come to me?’ 


Elthyrior looked to leave but then stopped and turned back to Alith, his 
Stare intent. 


‘I go where I am bid, though I know not all of the reasons,’ the raven herald 
said softly. “You have a part to play in these events, but what they are I 
cannot say. Perhaps fate itself does not yet know your role, or it will be for 
you to decide. I cannot ask you to simply trust me, for you do not know me 
at all. All I can give is the warning I bring: do not march with Malekith. But 
you cannot say these words came from me.’ 
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“You give me this knowledge and then expect me to keep it hidden? My 
father and grandfather, they should hear this.’ 


“Your grandfather has little love for my kind, and none for me,’ said 
Elthyrior. ‘Words from my lips would be as poison to his ears, for he still 
blames me for the death of your grandmother.’ 


‘My grandmother?’ 


‘It is not important,’ insisted Elthyrior. ‘Know only that I am not welcome 
at Elanardris, and nor will be my words. The Anars must not march yet. 
Your time will come.’ 


Elthyrior saw the conflict in Alith and leant forwards with earnest intent. 


‘Can you swear that all who live under the banner of the Anars can be 
trusted?’ asked the raven herald. 


Alith thought about this, and though it pained him to realise, he could not in 
all honesty say that there were no agents of Anlec at Elanardris. There were 
simply too many elven nobles—and their households—for him to be sure of 
anything. Elthyrior recognised the consternation in Alith’s face. 


‘If not for the reasons I have given, than for the secrecy desired by Malekith 
I ask you not to speak. This news will come to your family soon enough, 
but let it be from the lips of others. If the prince desires to come unheralded, 
it is for us to acquiesce to that wish. Every warning that our foes have may 
turn things against us. I tell you this only so that you might guide your 
family to the correct decision.’ 


Alith shook his head, casting his gaze to his feet for a moment while he 
collected his thoughts. 


“When will...’ he began, but when he looked up, Elthyrior had gone. There 
was no sign of the raven herald, only the shadows beneath the trees and a 
single crow swooping over the tips of the pines. 
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Four 
Herald of Khaine 


Once again Alith found himself returning to Elanardris with a secret to 
keep, one which bummed at him more than ever. Elthyrior’s revelation that 
Malekith had returned had stoked the fires in Alith’s heart and he longed to 
announce to his family that the war for Nagarythe had begun. Yet for all his 
desire, Alith was haunted by the sincerity in Elthyrior’s face and tone. It 
was as a messenger bringing grave news rather than cause for celebration 
that Alith remembered the raven herald and so he kept his silence. 


It was not long before Alith was relieved to hear a messenger from the 
lands westwards had come to Elanardris bearing the tidings of the prince’s 
return. The manse was abuzz with activity as word spread to Caenthras and 
the other allied princes at the home of the Anars. 


Three days after Alith’s meeting with Elthyrior, Eoloran called the princes 
and nobles into the great hall to discuss their plan of action. This time Alith 
sat at the high table with his father and grandfather, though he was 
uncertain what he would say. Elthyrior’s warnings to stay in Elanardris 
were at the front of his mind, but he sensed that the others were keen to 
march forth and meet with the returning prince. 


“This is joyous news indeed,’ exclaimed Caenthras. ‘The day long hoped 
for has arrived and the cruel shackles of Morathi’s reign can be cast aside. 
Though we have chafed at those bonds placed upon us by concern for the 
safety of our kin, now we can let loose our spirits and fight.’ 


There was much approval to this from the gathered elves, not least from 
Eothlir. Alith’s father stood up and cast his gaze over the hall. 


‘For too long we have suffered, afraid of Morathi and her cults,’ he 
declared. ‘We have been slaves to that fear, but no longer! Word comes to 
us that Malekith marches for the fortress at Ealith, and from there he will 
retake Anlec. It is not only our duty but our privilege to aid him in this 
endeavour. This is a battle to reclaim not only our own lands, but all of 
Nagarythe.’ 


Again there was assent from the others and Alith struggled to remain silent. 
The mood in the hall was martial, the assembled Naggarothi given a vent 
for years of frustration. Alith could not think of the words that could turn 
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such a rising tide of anger, not least in part because he felt it himself. He 
was torn between his own desires and the warning of Elthyrior. 


Alith suddenly became aware that all eyes had turned to him and realised 
that he had stood up. He glanced at his grandfather and looked out at the 
hall filled with expectant faces. If he were to speak against his father, he 
would invite scorn, perhaps pity. They would not listen and would think 
him a coward. He was heir to House Anar and all expectation was that he 
would raise his own voice in defiance of Anlec. 


He stood in silence a moment longer, tortured. There was a whisper of 
disquiet and frowns appeared on the faces in front of Alith. He swallowed 
hard, his heart beating fast. 


‘I too feel the desire for retribution,’ Alith announced. There were nods of 
approval from the crowd and Alith held up a hand to forestall any 
optimism. ‘This is a grave time, and calls for measured heads not fiery 
hearts. I have learnt much wisdom from my grandfather, not least the virtue 
of patience.’ 


There were a few heckling complaints but Alith continued. 


‘If Prince Malekith himself had called for our aid, I would proudly ride out 
on this campaign. Yet, he has not. It is presumptive of us to raise our blades 
against our fellow Naggarothi without invite from our true lord. If we take 
it upon ourselves to exact vengeance for the wrongs done against us, what 
difference would there be between those of us who hold true to the ideal of 
freedom and those who would enforce their tyranny with warriors?’ 


The grumbled complaints turned into derisive shouts. Alith dared not look 
at his father and instead focussed on one of the elves at the front of the 
crowd. 


‘Khalion,’ said Alith, reaching out a hand. ‘What has changed between 
yesterday and today? Do you not trust in our prince to restore your lands 
and bring back the rule of law we desire? Why would we be so ready to 
unleash the cloud of war now, when under the sun of yesterday we strove 
for peace? Our grief consumes us, eats at our spirits, but we must not feed it 
with the blood of our fellow elves. Only by leave of the prince did we claim 
our lands and we owe it to him to respect that authority. Draw blood and we 
may yet start the war we have so long wished to avoid. We must temper our 
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feelings with caution, lest our actions have consequences beyond what we 


’ 


see. 


There was disgust clearly written on the faces of the elves and many waved 
dismissive hands and sneered at Alith. 


‘Care not for their scorn, Alith,’ declared Caenthras, striding to stand beside 
him. The venerable lord glared at the other elves, cowing their disrespect. ‘I 
value your reasoning and admire your courage and honesty. I do not agree 
with your arguments, but I think no less of you for voicing them.’ 


Alith let out his breath in a long sigh and sat down, closing his eyes. He felt 
a hand on his shoulder and looked up to see his father. 


‘The youngest of us might yet speak with the greatest wisdom,’ said Eothlir. 
‘I know that none here will march forth unless it is beside the banner of the 
Anars, and so we face a tough decision. Long we have pondered what might 
become of us in these dark times. For my part, I would have us go forth to 
whatever destiny awaits, rather than hide here while it sneaks upon us. I am 
not the lord of the Anars, though.’ 


All attention turned to Eoloran, who was sat with one elbow on the table, 
his chin cupped in his hand. His eyes swept the room, spending more time 
upon Alith than any other. Straightening, he cleared his throat and laid his 
hands palm downwards on the table. 


‘My instinct has ever been to avoid conflict, that much you all know of me,’ 
said the head of House Anar. ‘Long we have endured turmoil and darkness, 
and it seems that stability and light can return to our lives. Though I hear 
your words, Alith, I am left with a singular fear. Malekith makes his bid 
now, and I cannot have it be said that the Anars stood by and watched it 
fail. It is beholden upon us to ensure the prince’s success, for the peace and 
prosperity of all our people in the times to come. Long we have watched 
and waited, biding our time for the prince’s return. That time has come. 
Unless you have some greater argument to make, I have reached my 
decision.’ 


Alith opened his mouth to speak but realised he had nothing else to say, no 
further argument he could put forwards to keep the Anars safe in Elanardris. 
He shook his head and sat back. Eoloran nodded and looked at his son and 
grandson. 
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‘The Anars march at dawn!’ 


It was with a sense of foreboding that Alith marched with the other warriors 
of the Anars. From across the hills and mountains the army had gathered, 
responding to swift-riding messengers despatched by Eoloran to muster just 
south of Elanardris. The host marched west, numbering some twenty 
thousand warriors, heading for the ancient citadel of Ealith. 


The Anars went forth on foot, the rough terrain of their lands not suited to 
cavalry; since the time of Aenarion they had fought with bow and spear 
rather than horse and lance. The elves moved swiftly nonetheless, and 
would reach Ealith in four days. 


Alith strode alongside his father at the head of a company of bowmen, the 
honoured guard of House Anar. For the most part they walked in silence, 
Eothlir’s mood grim as was the atmosphere of the whole endeavour. Never 
before had the elves marched to war against other elves. 


As twilight was spreading its shadow across the hills, Alith spied a crow 
flying overhead, towards the west. He followed its path and saw, just for a 
moment, a black-swathed rider silhouetted atop a ridge. The rider vanished 
into shadow in a moment, but Alith was left in no doubt that it was 
Elthyrior. 


When the army stopped to make camp, Alith excused himself from his 
father, promising to bring back some game for their supper. Bow in hand, 
Alith picked his way quickly through the growing lines of tents and headed 
westwards. 


Leaving behind the fires of the camp, Alith found his way lit by starlight 
alone. After some time, he reached the ridge upon which he had spied the 
dark rider and nimbly climbed its steep slope, jumping from boulder to 
boulder until he reached the summit. The white moon, Sariour, was rising 
and by her light Alith looked all about, seeking some sign of the raven 
herald. Some distance away on the far side of the ridge he caught sight of a 
black steed, standing docilely in a hollow. He took a step towards it but then 
stopped as he heard the sound of a whetstone on metal. 


Tuming around, Alith saw Elthyrior sitting on a rock just behind him, 
sharpening a serrated dagger. As before the herald was swathed in his cloak 
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of raven feathers, his face all but hidden. Moonlight shone from his bright 
eyes, which followed Alith closely as he walked over and sat beside 
Elthyrior. 


‘I am sorry,’ said Alith. 


‘Perhaps some things cannot be changed,’ replied the raven herald. ‘Morai- 
heg weaves across the skein of our lives and we must do the best we can 
with the threads she leaves us. None will hold you to account for the 
decisions of others.’ 


‘I tried,’ sighed Alith. 


‘It is of no matter,’ replied Elthyrior. “The path is taken; we cannot turn 
back, though your army must do so.’ 


‘It is too late, my grandfather is resolute on marching to Ealith,’ said Alith. 


‘He will not reach the citadel,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Malekith will take Ealith but 
it is a trap set by Morathi. Even now, tens of thousands of warriors and 
cultists close in on him. If you march to his rescue, you will also be caught. 
I wamed that it was not yet time and nevertheless the Anars have stirred 
Morathi’s wrath.’ 


Alith was incoherent for a moment, trying to comprehend what Elthyrior 
had said. 


‘Malekith trapped?’ he finally managed to say. 


‘Not yet, and the prince is canny enough to avoid the snare,’ said Elthyrior 
with a slight smile. ‘I ride now to warn him of the danger. By dusk 
tomorrow, others will come from Ealith, sent by the prince. Be sure that 
your grandfather listens to what they have to say. Add your voice to theirs if 
need be. The Anars must turn back now or you will not see Elanardris 
again.’ 


Alith bowed his head and clasped his hands to his cheeks as he tried to 
think. When he sat up he expected Elthyrior to have gone, but the raven 
herald had not moved. 


‘Still here?’ asked the young Anar. 
Elthyrior gave a shrug. 


‘My steed is swift and I have time enough to enjoy the night air for a 
while.’ 


Alith took this without comment and stood up. He started down the slope 
and turned at a call from Elthyrior. 


‘lll save you some time,’ said the raven herald and tossed something 
towards Alith. He caught it out of instinct and found it to be a bundle 
wrapped in several broad leaves bound with strands of grass. Looking back 
to the ridge, he saw that Elthyrior had disappeared this time. 


As he picked his way down the slope, Alith opened the parcel: two snow 
hares trussed together by their hind legs. 


As Alith made his way back down the ridge, something to the north caught 
his eye. Looking closely, he saw the telltale flickers of many fires on the 
horizon. Not knowing the portent of this discovery, he hastened back to the 
camp, running directly to his father’s tent. 


Eothlir was deep in conversation with Caenthras, Eoloran, Tharion and 
Faerghil. They looked up angrily as Alith breathlessly burst through the 
door flap. 


‘The enemy are close,’ blurted Alith, discarding the brace of hares upon the 
ground. “There are campfires to the north.’ 


“Why have our pickets not seen them?’ demanded Eoloran, glaring at his 
son. 


“They lie beyond a ridge to the west,’ Alith intervened to save his father’s 
shame. ‘It is only by chance that I saw them.’ 


‘How many fires?’ asked Caenthras. 
‘I cannot say for sure,’ said Alith. ‘Dozens.’ 


Eoloran nodded and gestured to Tharion to hand him a hide tube. He pulled 
a broad parchment from within and laid the chart out upon the table. 


‘Roughly where did you see this encampment?’ Eoloran asked, beckoning 
Alith closer. 
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Alith looked at the map and found where he was currently stood. He traced 
his path westwards to his clandestine meeting with Elthyrior and located the 
area of the ridge he had been on. His finger then followed a line roughly 
northwards while he recalled the scene to his mind. The trail stopped upon a 
line of hills that stretched from north-east to south-west. 


“They made camp somewhere at the base of these hills,’ he said. ‘I do not 
think they will have seen our fires unless they are looking for them.’ 


‘Then we still have the element of surprise,’ growled Eothlir. ‘We should 
make ready to strike as soon as dawn rises.’ 


“What if they are a foe we cannot face?’ asked Alith, recalling Elthyrior’s 
dire warning. 


‘We must ascertain their strength first,’ said Eoloran with a nod, more 
cautious than his son. He looked at Tharion and Eothlir. ‘Assemble a small 
group of scouts and spy upon our foes so that we might know their strength 
and disposition.’ 


‘Alith, you will guide us to where you saw these fires,’ said Eothlir and 
Alith nodded, glad to have been included in his father’s thoughts. “Tharion, 
pick out the keenest-eyed warriors in your company and send them to me. 
Then ensure that all will be made ready to march come the rise of the sun.’ 


Tharion nodded and picked up his tall helm from a side table. He grinned 
briefly and then left. 


‘Beware of sentries,’ said Eoloran. ‘If the enemy are unaware of us, it 
should remain so. Count their numbers and observe them, but do nothing 
else without my command.’ 


He stared intently at Eothlir to ensure his point was understood, and Alith’s 
father nodded in agreement. 


‘Do not worry, lord,’ said Eothlir. ‘I’ll not scare them away and deprive you 
of the chance to lead the Anars in battle again.’ 


Eothlir assembled a handful of elves at the edge of the Anar encampment. 
Swathed with dark cloaks, they set out before midnight, following Alith’s 
lead. He took the small group westwards up the ridge, heading slightly 
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north of where he had met Elthyrior. Though he doubted that the raven 
herald had remained close by—or that he would be seen against his wishes 
—Alith thought it best not to risk any discovery. 


From the top of the ridge the campfires could clearly be seen. Alith took the 
time to count them. There were more than thirty fires, two of them 
exceptionally large. The undulating nature of the foothills meant that the 
enemy camp would be out of sight until the party was almost on top of it, 
and so Eothlir marked the direction by the stars in the clear sky and headed 
north-east. 


After a short time the second moon ascended in the west, a sliver of bright 
green that spilled its sickly light over the Annulii foothills. The elves 
travelled swiftly over the rugged hillsides, no more distinct than the 
shadows of the rocks and trees around them. Sariour had set and the 
shadows had deepened by the time the sounds of the enemy camp came to 
them on the wind. 


The enemy made no pretence of secrecy; piercing shrieks sounded 
occasionally, accompanied by roars of approval. Harsh laughter drifted 
towards the scouts and Alith cast an anxious glance towards his father, 
worried by what they would find. Crouching low, the group crested a low 
hill and saw the Naggarothi camp laid out before them. 


A mass of black conical tents encircled an immense pyre, in the light of 
which Alith saw cavorting figures, their shadows flickering upon earth slick 
with blood. Figures flailed and cried out in agony upon the flames. Alith 
saw a huddled mass of elves bound with spiked chains, kicked and 
tormented by their captors. 


As he watched, one of the prisoners was taken from the group and dragged 
crying towards the pyre. There she was tossed to the ground at the feet of a 
male elf stripped but for a daemonic metal mask and ragged loincloth made 
of skin. Alith recognised him immediately for what he was—a high priest 
of Khaine, the Lord of Murder. He held a long blade in his hand, shockingly 
similar to the one Elthyrior had been sharpening, and for a moment Alith 
feared that the raven herald had led him astray. However, the elf in the mask 
was taller than Elthyrior, his hair dyed white and beaded with raw bone. 


Alith watched reluctantly as the priest’s victim was dragged to her feet. The 
Khainite slashed her across the arms and chest and cultists hurried forwards 
with bowls made from skulls to fill with the blood that spilt from the 
wounds. They clawed and bit at each other as they tried to catch as much as 
possible, before raising the obscene cups to their lips and taking deep 
draughts. 


Weak, the captive fell to her knees. The priest grabbed a handful of her hair 
and cut the skin from her scalp, tossing the bloody trophy onto a pile behind 
him. Screaming in pain, the maiden was again hauled to her feet, her feeble 
struggle no match for her captors as she was spitted upon a spear and driven 
into the fire. Another great cheer rose up from the camp, chilling in its 
adoration of the slaughter. 


“We cannot see them all from here,’ said Anadriel, an elf-maiden who Alith 
had known for as long as he could remember. For years she had helped 
those who had displeased Morathi escape the clutches of the cults and 
brought them to Elanardris. Her sharp features were set impassively, and 
Alith could only guess how many times before she had witnessed the 
horrors unfolding below. ‘We need to move closer.’ 


Eothlir nodded, signalling for Anadriel to lead the way. They followed a 
snaking trail down the hillside, plunging into a grove of trees. Anadriel led 
them surely between the thin trunks, heading for the light of the fires. 


All of a sudden she stopped, her bow in hand and an arrow ready. Alith 
glanced ahead and saw two figures silhouetted against the firelight. He 
slowly bent an arrow to his bow and joined Anadriel, glancing to the left 
and right to see if there were any others close at hand. 


“You take the one on the left,’ she said, her eyes fixed on the staggering 
cultists, a male and a female. It was clear what the couple intended, and 
disgust welled up inside Alith as he watched the pair trot hand in hand into 
the woods, their bodies smeared with blood. 


‘Now,’ sighed Anadriel and Alith let go the bowstring. The arrow sped 
surely between the tree trunks and took the male elf in the throat. Anadriel’s 
shaft hit the eye of his companion. Both fell without a sound. Undiscovered, 
the party moved forwards again until they were hidden in the shadows of 
the tents. 


Alith turned at the sound of metal scraping and a brief, wet noise. His father 
had a cultist’s body cradled in one arm, his knife bloody in the other hand. 


‘Swiftly, the distraction of the ceremony will not last forever,’ said Eothlir, 
lowering the corpse to the ground and dragging it further into the darkness. 


They made their way stealthily through the tents until the words of the high 
priest could be clearly heard. Eothlir despatched Anadriel and Lotherin to 
the left and right to count the enemy’s number. 


Alith felt a hand on his arm and realised that he had made to stand, his bow 
in hand. Eothlir gave him a shake of the head. 


“Tomorrow,” he whispered. “Tomorrow we make them pay.’ 


‘What of those yet to be sacrificed?’ demanded Alith. He felt an almost 
physical pain at the thought of what was about to happen. Eothlir simply 
shook his head again, eyes averted. 


Alith forced himself to listen to the tirade of hatred spilling from the high 
priest. 


‘Hearken to me, the Herald of Khaine. As the libations of the King of Blood 
pour over us, let us remember that which Khaine calls upon us to do. Cast 
out the impure and make testament to their weakness with the offerings of 
their flesh. Raise your voices in praise of their deaths, and take strength 
from the Lord of Murder so that you might strike down those who would 
scorn our bloody master!’ 


A vicious baying and howling welled up from the assembled elves. The 
high priest raised his left hand above his head and in the grip of his fist a 
gory heart dripped blood down his arm. 


‘Mighty Khaine, look upon these offerings and be placated. Grant us your 
power so that we can slay the traitor who has disowned you, and slaughter 
his misguided followers upon the pyres of your glory.’ 


More screeching accompanied this proclamation as the cultists worked 
themselves into a shrieking horde. 


‘Let he who has turned his back upon you be cut down and his organs 
thrown upon the fires in repentance for his misdeeds. Let the ill-begotten 
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heir of your chosen son perish in the ashes of vengeance. Let crimson 
retribution spill from his corpse to wash away the perfidies of his deeds.’ 


The priest tossed the heart into the crowds, who fought over their prize like 
a pack of wild dogs. The Herald of Khaine’s voice was calmer though it still 
carried easily across his followers. 


“We are many, they are few,’ he told the Khainites. ‘Even now the hated foe 
thinks he is on the brink of victory. Little does he suspect the agony that 
awaits. His is a false victory, devoid of Khaine’s blessings. Even as he 
rejoices in his empty triumph, he crows at the heart of a trap. None shall 
leave Ealith alive. Death to Malekith!’ 


‘Death to Malekith!’ chorused the crowd, at the crescendo of their frenzy, 
slashing at their chests and arms with daggers, matting their hair with their 
own gore. The mob descended upon the remaining captives. Alith turned 
away, filled with a mixture of loathing and dread. The blood-curdling cries 
of the Khainites reverberated around the camp, thousands of voices raised 
in bloodthirsty praise that made Alith’s skin crawl. The wind gusted 
towards him and the stench of charring flesh wafted between the tents, 
causing him to gag. 


There was a flutter of shadows to the left and Lotherin returned, his face 
grim. Alith noticed a cut upon his cheek and blood upon his hands. 


“Ten thousand Khainites, perhaps many more,’ Lotherin told Eothlir. “There 
is a further camp to the west, where there are trained warriors of Anlec: 
perhaps another five thousand spears and bows.’ 


Eothlir nodded at this news, his expression distant. Anadriel rejoined them 
shortly after and confirmed Lotherin’s estimate. There were several 
thousand cultists attending the rituals and many thousands more scattered 
across the camp in narcotic stupors. 


‘I have seen enough,’ said Eothlir, signalling for them to move back out of 
the camp. ‘Tomorrow we must be ready for battle.’ 


Alith prowled his grandfather’s tent like a trapped wolf, pacing back and 
forth as he listened to the army commanders making their plans. The words 
of Elthyrior gnawed at him, their sinister warning vague but nagging. As 
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Eoloran outlined the disposition of the Anars’ companies, Alith’s 
exasperation took hold. 


‘Wait!’ he barked, and suddenly felt the stares of the others fall upon him. 
He calmed himself before continuing, looking directly at his father. ‘You 
heard the words of the Herald of Khaine. Malekith is trapped at Ealith and 
we cannot hope to reach him. What purpose do we serve by throwing 
ourselves into the grip of our foes?’ 


“What other course would you suggest?’ asked Caenthras, his voice cold 
with scorn. “To slink back to the mountains to await Morathi’s ire? We must 
push forwards and link up with Prince Malekith, unite our strength.’ 


‘And if that strength is spent in this one fruitless endeavour?’ countered 
Alith, trying to present himself as reasoned rather than fearful though the 
elven lord’s anger had shaken him. ‘On a hunt, one might get a single shot 
to fell the prey. The hunter learns when to shoot and when to wait. If we 
loose our shaft too soon, our target knows us and can react.’ 


‘And if one dithers, the opportunity for the killing strike may be missed,’ 
growled Caenthras. He took a breath and cast his gaze at Eoloran, who was 
scowling at the noble’s outburst, before returning his stare to Alith. ‘Forgive 
my anger, Alith. For long years we have waited, seeking the moment when 
we can attack. To hesitate invites disaster. I would not be content to sit in 
my hall and see that moment pass by, nagged by doubts that we stood idle 
when we should have acted. And on what would we base our strategy? The 
boastful rhetoric of an intoxicated priest? We cannot be sure that Malekith’s 
position is as forlorn as the Herald of Khaine would have his followers 
believe.’ 


Alith smarted at the intimation in Caenthras’s words but held his retort, 
knowing that Elthyrior had presaged the Herald of Khaine’s words but 
unable to reveal this knowledge. Caenthras turned his attention back to 
Eoloran and rested his fists upon the table on which the map charts were 
spread. 


“Though perhaps we cannot aid Malekith directly, we can still help. An 
attack now will distract the foe, drawing the eyes of some away from the 
prince. If we do nothing, the thousands that camp north of us will march on 
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Malekith’s position, closing the trap. Should we not intervene? Should we 
not do what we can to weaken that trap?’ 


“Your strategy has merit,’ said Eoloran. “The fewer forces Malekith must 
face, the better his chances for escape.’ 


‘I have another fear,’ added Alith. ‘Who guards Elanardris while we fight 
here? Who is to say that Morathi’s next blow will not fall upon our homes 
rather than us? What victory is there to win tomorrow only to return to our 
lands to find them in the clutches of our enemies?’ 


This argument bit home and a look of anguish passed across Eoloran’s face. 
His gaze flickered between Alith and Caenthras, and then rested upon 
Eothlir. 


‘My son, this is not my decision alone,’ Eoloran said heavily. “Though I am 
lord of the Anars, I am steward for their future under your rule. You have 
been silent. I would hear what you have to say.’ 


‘Give me a moment to think,’ said Eothlir. 


He walked slowly from the pavilion and left the others in silence. Caenthras 
pored over the charts on the table, avoiding the gazes of others, while Alith 
took up a stool and sat to one side. The quiet was heavy with anxiety and 
Alith longed to leave, having said his piece. He forced himself to remain, 
though he could sense the resentment of some of the elves present, not least 
Caenthras. Fearful of alienating the father of the one he loved, part of Alith 
hoped that Eothlir judged in Caenthras’s favour and would allow Alith to 
make amends. Though Caenthras had seemed supportive before, Alith did 
not know how the proud elf would take the decision going against him. 


The tent flap opened with a snap and all looked up. There was purpose 
written on Eothlir’s face. 


“We fight,’ he declared. ‘We cannot stand by while atrocity is committed, 
though only fate knows at what price. The crimes of the cultists cannot go 
unpunished. For good or ill, there is a time when we must look to others and 
a time when we must look to our own. Prince Malekith must be restored to 
the throne for the future of Nagarythe and we must play whatever part we 
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Can. 
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‘I concur,’ said Eoloran. ‘Tomorrow we slay the Khainites and then we 
shall look again at what course of action we must take. Are we agreed?’ 


Caenthras nodded his assent immediately. Alith stood slowly and looked at 
his father and grandfather. 


‘None will fight harder than I,’ he declared. ‘We will avenge.’ 


With the dawn sun glinting on speartips and armour, the army of the Anars 
broke camp and marched north. It was Eoloran’s strategy to come upon the 
cultists as swiftly as possible, before they moved further west towards 
Malekith at Ealith. 


The Khainites would be ill-disciplined and eager to attack, so the lord of the 
Anars split his host into three parts. At the fore he sent swift-moving scouts 
who would circle to the flanks of the enemy and remain out of sight until 
the battle began. Alith was tasked with leading the right wing of this attack 
while Anadriel commanded the left. Eoloran was very specific that these 
flanking forces would target the disciplined Anlec warriors and draw them 
out of the camp. It was imperative that they were pulled away from the 
main fighting line but were not allowed to engage the scouts directly. Alith 
was to withdraw as soon as the enemy came close, dragging their foes away 
from the Khainites. 


Meanwhile, Eothlir and the spear companies would form the main advance 
to take up a defensive position on the hills overlooking the enemy camp. 
The remaining archers, under Eoloran, would rain down their arrows upon 
the cultists and goad them into an unfavourable attack up the slopes. 


Alith was tense with anxiety and excitement as he marched northwards at 
the head of five hundred elves. The rugged terrain and dawn twilight 
concealed the force and soon they moved out of sight of the main part of the 
Anar host. Alith realised that this was real and not some story; that he was 
in charge of a company of elves marching into battle. Unlike his 
grandfather and father he had never commanded other elves, and the 
experience was very different to the lone hunts he enjoyed so much. For the 
first time he truly felt as a lord of the Anars, gripped equally by the glory 
and the heavy responsibility. 
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His thoughts turned to Elanardris and his mother, knowing that she would 
be at the manse wondering what became of her family. He was determined 
to return with pride. His mind swiftly moved to Ashniel. Would she be 
impressed? Alith was convinced that she would be. She adored her warrior- 
father, and Alith’s experience in battle would surely increase his standing in 
her eyes. 


As the sun rose and the scouts moved swiftly north, Alith allowed himself 
to daydream a little, picturing the scene of his triumphant return. Ashniel 
would be stood on the steps of the porch at the manse, a flowing dress 
tugged by the breeze, her hair streaming. Alith would run up the long path 
and they would embrace, her tears of joy wet on his cheeks. So gripping 
was the fantasy that Alith stubbed his toe on a rock, bringing him back to 
the present in a flash of pain. Chiding himself for his immaturity, Alith 
checked on his warriors and saw that none had seen his stumble, or were 
polite enough to feign disinterest. Realising that soon he would need all of 
his focus and skill, Alith gritted his teeth, gripped his bow tighter and strode 
onwards. 


The thoughts of Alith’s father were very different. He was no stranger to 
battle, having spent several hundred years in the colonies before returning 
to Elanardris to start a family. This time was different. His army did not 
face savage orcs and goblins or bestial creatures from the dark forests of 
Elthin Arvan; his foe this day was one he had never thought he would face. 
Even in the dark times that had shrouded the latter years of Morathi’s rule, 
Eothlir had never envisaged fighting against his own people. The fight at 
the manse had been instinctual, reacting to attack. Now he found himself 
leading several thousand of his subjects to purposefully slay other elves. 


The thought was disquieting, not least because Eothlir felt no inevitability 
about the battle ahead. He could have convinced his father to return to 
Elanardris with their weapons still sheathed, but he had chosen not to. As 
the tramp of booted feet sounded around him, Eothlir was perturbed by the 
notion that he wanted this conflict. He worried that the same desire for 
bloodshed that drove the Khainites to their depraved acts nestled 
somewhere in the dark recesses of his spirit. 
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His concerns brought to mind a tale his father had once told him. Eoloran 
had only spoken of the event once and refused to be drawn on it again. The 
event Eoloran had related had taken place shortly after the Phoenix King 
had drawn the Widowmaker from the altar of Khaine, the infamous weapon 
that was said to hold the power to slay gods and destroy armies. Eoloran 
always refused to speak of the Sword of Khaine by name, often calling it 
simply the Doom or ‘that infernal blade’. There would be a haunted look in 
his eye as he spoke of the Widowmaker, a distant memory of sights that 
Eothlir would never see, even in nightmare. 


The particular story recalled by Eothlir concerned fighting at Ealith, the 
same fortress that Malekith currently held. A great army of daemons had 
appeared in the mountains and swept down across the hills, over the lands 
that would one day be ruled by the Anars. The raven heralds, Aenarion’s 
swift-moving eyes and ears, had brought word to the Phoenix King at Anlec 
and he had set forth with his host to confront the legion of Chaos. 


At Ealith Aenarion made his stand and during an endless night of fighting 
through which the skies shimmered with ghostly lights and the ground itself 
burned underfoot, the daemons hurled themselves at the citadel’s walls. 
Though the greater part of the Chaotic host was destroyed, Aenarion was 
intent on their utter annihilation. Atop his great dragon Indraugnir, the 
Phoenix King led his army from the fortress, Caledor the Mage at his side, 
Eoloran and a hundred other great princes behind him. Eoloran had 
described the battle-fever that had gripped him, the jubilant singing of 
Khaine that rang in his ears from ‘that infernal blade’. He remembered 
nothing else but the constant slash of sword and thrust of spear, and a 
joyous love of death in his heart. 


Eoloran had spoken of that time with shame, though the cause in which he 
had slain with such happiness and abandon had been the most righteous: the 
survival of the elves. Eothlir could never truly understand what the war 
against the daemons had meant for an entire generation, but if the self- 
loathing he felt was but a tenth of their woe he could imagine the horrors 
that disturbed their dreams. 


Another memory came to mind, much more recent: the recollection of the 
Herald of Khaine’s vile sermon and the sacrifices heaped upon the pyre. 
Unless Eothlir would see such slaughter across all of Ulthuan, this blight 
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had to be stopped. It had consumed Nagarythe and it was clear to Eothlir 
that such barbarity would spread if left unchecked. The thought fortified his 
resolve and so he pushed aside his worries until a time when he could allow 
himself the luxury of doubt and compassion. He realised he must fight 
without joy or anger, for such temptations could awaken the ancient call of 
Khaine that still rang down through the centuries from the time of 
Aenarion. 


Today he would slay his fellow elves; tomorrow he would mourn them. 


Alith and his small company crept through the hills surrounding the 
Khainite camp, wary of sentries. Their caution proved unnecessary, for not 
a single figure was standing watch and as Alith came to the brow of a hill 
he could see that the encampment was quiet, the depraved cultists within 
sated by the debauchery of the previous night. 


There was more activity further north and west, amongst the pavilions of 
the Anlec warriors. Their captains strode between the tents, bellowing 
orders to assemble their archers and spear companies. At first Alith thought 
that perhaps they had detected Anadriel’s scouts and were responding. After 
short observation, his fears calmed as the soldiers of Anlec formed up in 
disciplined ranks in the wide spaces at the centre of their camp, parading 
and drilling for their officers. Their activity was nothing more than the 
regular movement of troops in camp. 


Circling eastwards, Alith allowed the Khainite camp to disappear from 
sight, though the smoke from its fires ensured that the archers knew where 
it was at all times. The sun broke strongly over the mountains to the east, 
casting its dawn glow across the hillsides. Despite the sunlight, the air was 
still chill and the breath of the archers misted in the air. 


Judging that he had come north of the Khainites, Alith headed directly 
westwards, towards the Anlec camp. His caution returned as they neared. In 
scattered groups the Anars’ warriors flitted from bush to rock to tree, 
remaining out of sight. It was not long before they were crouched just 
beneath the summit of a steep hill, ready to move forwards and overlook the 
Anlec tents. 
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Signalling to a couple of his warriors—Anraneir and Khillrallion—Alith 
sneaked to the brow of the hill and looked out over the formations of the 
Anlec army. They were still practising their spear and bow drills, moving 
with precision and speed in a well-rehearsed choreography of simulated 
battle. 


Alith waited nervously for a while, not knowing whether Anadriel was yet 
in position. He watched the skies as much as the enemy and was relieved 
when he saw the flitting shape of a hawk dashing from the west, climbing 
and swooping over the foe’s camp. The hawk circled for a while and then 
flew low, its wingtips brushing the grass of the hillside. With a cry, it settled 
upon the leafless branch of a bush not far from Alith’s right hand. He held 
up his arm and the hawk swept forwards to land on his wrist, its talons 
gripping his flesh firmly but not piercing the skin. 


“We will attack now,’ Alith whispered to the bird, which bobbed its head in 
acknowledgement before beating its wings and launching into the air once 
more. Alith watched it skirt around the Anlec encampment and then 
disappear into a small copse of short firs on the westward side of the camp. 


Alith nodded to Anraneir and Khillrallion. They turned and slithered down 
the hill to pass the word to the other archers. Soon the company of elves 
were all hidden in the long grass at the hilltop, readied arrows at their 
bowstrings. Raising himself up to a half-crouch, Alith took a final look at 
his target. 


The outskirts of the camp were no more than a hundred paces away, where 
several sentries stood with spear and bow, their eyes gazing across the 
hillsides. 


‘Now!’ barked Alith, loosing his shaft at the closest sentry. The arrow took 
Alith’s victim low in the chest, punching through the silvered breastplate he 
wore. He collapsed with a shout as more arrows whistled through the air, 
cutting down the other guards. 


The warriors of Anlec were professional fighters and responded quickly. 
They formed into marching columns, archers to the front, and split into 
companies. A vanguard of roughly a thousand warriors advanced at a quick 
march, cutting through the lines of tents along wide paths left for just such a 
reason. As they did so, Alith and his warriors shot their arrows high into the 
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air, allowing them to fall at a steep angle amongst the ranks of the warriors. 
Though dozens fell to the deadly shafts, the column continued its 
implacable advance. 


Behind the vanguard, more companies were surging out of the camp 
towards Alith. Bass horns sounded from the Naggarothi warriors, sending a 
chill across Alith’s skin. Those same notes had once signalled the attack of 
daemons, calling the loyal followers of Aenarion to war. It seemed perverse 
to Alith that he and his warriors were now deemed the aggressors, fighting 
against the armies of Anlec. The tramping of boots sounded heavily in the 
morming quiet, accompanied by the jingling of mail and the scrape of metal. 


There were other pained shouts from the far side of the camp and Alith 
glanced across the expanse to see the arrows of Anadriel’s company filling 
the air to the west. The Anlec vanguard continued on its course while the 
companies behind hesitated at a shout from their commander, unsure 
whether he was responding to a feint or a real attack. 


‘Keep shooting!’ ordered Alith, standing fully to loose a stream of arrows 
into the Anlec warriors. 


The vanguard had reached the edge of the camp and the archers split from 
the spears. Soon, black-shafted arrows were singing their way through the 
air back towards the Anar scouts. Alith heard shouts of pain and looked to 
his left to see several elves lying in the thick grass, arrows protruding from 
their bodies. Two were not moving, two more quickly pulled free the shafts 
and bound their wounds. 


The spearmen were no more than seventy paces away and the storm of 
arrows from the camp’s defenders became relentless. A dozen more were 
wounded as the cloud of shafts fell amongst the Anar scouts. 


‘Carry the dead, help the wounded!’ yelled Alith, letting loose a final shot 
at the advancing spearmen. ‘Head north-east, draw them from the Khainite 
Camp.’ 


Under the barrage of arrows, the scouts slinked back down the hillside and 
cut to their right. At a run, they broke from their cover and followed Alith 
down the dell and up the mound on the opposite side. Here Alith called for 
them to halt, once more out of sight of the archers in the camp, and they 
turned their bows upon the spearmen as they crested the hill in front. 
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The spearmen fell back from the hilltop, and reappeared shortly after, 
flanked by their supporting archers. As he called for his scouts to retreat 
once more, Alith wondered how Anadriel was faring and if the Khainites 
had yet responded. Focussed on the enemy ahead of him, he realised that it 
was going to be a long morning. 


The hawk circling high above signalled to Eothlir that Alith and Anadriel 
were about to start their attacks. All was ready above the Khainite 
encampment as well. He was stood beside Eoloran looking down on the 
Khainites. In his left hand Eothlir carried the furled banner of House Anar, 
in his right he held the golden blade Cyarith, the Sword of Dawn’s 
Vengeance. The weapon felt warm to his touch, feeding upon the rays of the 
morning sun that broke over the mountains, its keen edge glittering with 
magical energy. 


Behind Eoloran stood Caenthras, a curling ram’s horn decorated with bands 
of silver in his hand. At a nod from the lord of the Anars, Caenthras raised 
the instrument to his lips and let forth a long pealing note, high in pitch. 
Three times more he sounded the blast, the notes echoing from the hillsides 
and reverberating across the camp below. 


Eothlir waited a few moments while the stupefied elves roused themselves 
at the sound of the horn. He saw the Herald of Khaine striding from a 
pavilion with bloodstained walls, his burnished mask gleaming. The priest 
was gesticulating wildly, summoning his followers from their slumber. 
When a good number had gathered around their leader, Eothlir let slip the 
knot upon the standard and the great flag unfurled. He lifted it high so that 
the symbol could clearly be seen. 


Planting the banner into the soft turf of the hilltop, Eothlir took a step 
forwards. Caenthras blew another long, high note to ensure that all eyes 
were upon the hillside. 


‘Behold the mighty Eoloran Anar, lord of these lands,’ shouted Eothlir. 
“You are trespassers in this realm. Lord Anar demands that this ragged mob 
departs immediately and slinks back to the dark holes that spawned it. He 
renounces the accusations of cowards who would slaughter those that 
cannot protect themselves, and dares his unworthy foes to match their 
blades against true warriors. He is not without mercy and will hear the pleas 
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of all who beg forgiveness for the crimes they have committed. All who 
recant their false faith will be granted the peace of Isha.’ 


Eothlir took a step back as Caenthras sounded the horn once more to signal 
the declaration was complete. 


“That should get their attention,’ said Eoloran with a grim smile. ‘I think the 
“peace of Isha” part in particular will get them going.’ 


Eothlir could not help but smile himself, knowing that the taunts would 
have precisely the effect he had intended. He glanced over his shoulder and 
saw the thousands of the Anars’ warriors standing ready out of sight. 
Archers were lined up just below the crests of the surrounding hills, the 
Spear companies arranged behind. Banners slapped in the morning air and 
the sun shone from the keen edges of speartips and the points of arrows. 
Dressed in dark blue, the host looked like a deep lake glittering in the 
sunlight. 


‘Here they come,’ muttered Caenthras. 


Eothlir turned his attention back to the camp to see several hundred 
Khainites racing from the tents towards the Anars. He shook his head 
slightly, almost embarrassed by the ease with which the ploy was working. 
Truly their foes had given up any right to be considered sane and civilised 
folk. 


Eoloran turned and marched down the hill, signalling for the archers to 
move forwards. He crossed to join the right wing of the army as the first of 
the Khainites reached the foot of the slope in front. 


These were the worst fanatics, utterly heedless of their own lives as they 
charged forwards, knives and swords in their hands, their skin patterned 
with bloody handprints, their hair slicked into gory spines. Their headlong 
rush did not falter as the thousands of archers appeared at the summit of the 
hill. 


Eothlir heard his father give the command and watched without emotion as 
a black cloud of shafts filled the air. The arrow storm dropped down the 
hillside, falling upon the cultists in a dark mass. Not a single charging 
Khainite survived that first volley. 
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The Herald of Khaine was mustering a more coherent force. His hoarse 
screams could be heard on the wind as the high priest and his underlings 
moved along the unsteady line of Khainites, sprinkling them with blood 
from the sacrifices, exhorting them to slay the offenders of the Lord of 
Murder. As during the ceremony of the night before, the cultists were 
baying and howling and screaming, offering praises to Khaine or simply 
giving wordless voice to their seething rages. 


Drums joined the cacophony of bellows and shrieks, pounding out a rapid 
beat that thundered from the hillsides. Just hearing their martial rhythm 
caused Eothlir’s heart to thump faster, his pulse singing in his ears. That 
there was some magic woven into the incessant drumbeats was inescapable 
as he felt his anger rising and had to fight the urge to charge forwards. A 
glance showed that Caenthras and the others were suffering similar 
temptation. 


‘Hold fast!’ Eothlir called out. ‘Await my command!’ 


He raised his right arm outwards and held out Cyarith at shoulder level, as 
if it were a barrier to the thousands of spearmen waiting behind him. His 
hand trembled for a moment, the grip of the ancient sword growing ever 
hotter in his palm as his excitement fuelled its magic further. Eothlir could 
feel the sword drawing in energy from the air around him, and he licked his 
dry lips. 


The Herald of Khaine strode forwards at the head of thousands of his 
followers. The drumbeats continued and were joined by the pattering of 
bare feet on hard soil. The cultists’ screeching had become a singular chant 
—‘Khaine! Khaine! Khaine!’—which caused Eothlir’s skin to crawl as dark 
energies churned in the skies above. Though the air was clear, the redness 
of the dawn light deepened, turning to a crimson shroud above and around 
the elves. Eothlir’s magical senses thrummed to an invisible pulsating, in 
tune with the rapid beating of his heart. 


Advancing faster than his warriors, the Herald of Khaine stopped a dozen 
paces in front of them. He theatrically drew two knives from his belt and 
Eothlir almost flinched at the sight of the sacrificial daggers. Though 
impossible for even an elf to see at that distance, Eothlir could feel the 
runes of Khaine etched into the blades, a burning mark in his mind. 
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Crossing his arms so that he held out each blade to the opposite shoulder, in 
one fluid motion the Herald of Khaine drew their edges across his chest. 
Blood welled up from the wounds as he flung his arms out to the sides. 
Droplets of crimson fluid flew from the tips of the blades and hung in the 
air. 


A sickness gripped Eothlir as he watched the droplets dissipate into a 
growing red mist, a cloud of blood that increased in depth until the Herald 
was obscured from view. The cloud continued to expand, rolling up the 
hillside towards Eothlir and cascading down the slope to envelop the 
Khainites. 


‘Shoot!’ Eothlir called out to his father, realising that soon the enemy would 
all be hidden. 


Eoloran did not question the command of his son and signalled for his 
archers. In long lines they loosed their missiles upon the chanting mob 
below. Many Khainites fell to the volley, pierced by the Anars’ arrows, but 
soon the survivors were swathed in the red mist. The archers continued to 
shoot into the roiling mass as it boiled towards them, though with little hope 
of finding their marks. 


Eothlir realised that soon the whole hill would be engulfed by the 
enchantment and the archers rendered useless. Without waiting for any 
order from his father, he turned to the spearmen upon the slopes behind. 


‘Advance to your positions, quickly!’ he bellowed, raising his sword above 
his head and swinging it forwards as if he could drag the spear companies 
into position. Horn blasts signalled the advance and soon the steady march 
of thousands of booted feet sounded on the hillside. 


The crimson fog was at the summit of the hill and within moments Eothlir 
could taste blood upon his tongue as the unnatural cloud swallowed him 
into its ruddy depths. Trickles of blood ran down his face and stained his 
silver mail, gathering in pools between the fine links. His grip upon Cyarith 
became slick and, looking down at his hand, Eothlir realised that so tight 
was his fist, his nails had drawn blood from his palm, his own blood mixing 
with the roiling cloud around him. 


Dark figures appeared in the fog around him, ruddy shapes silhouetted by 
the rising sun behind them. With a sigh of relief, Eothlir saw familiar faces 
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—Thorinan, Casadir, Lirunein and others loyal to the Anars. Elegant white 
shields to the front, black-hafted spears levelled forwards, the warriors of 
House Anar gathered around their commanders. 


Hundreds of archers lined the hilltops surrounding the Anlec camp, more 
than a match for the bows under Alith’s command. The scouts were 
dispersed along a ridgeline looking west towards the Anlec warriors, taking 
what cover they could amongst the scattered bushes and high grass. 


A tap on the shoulder drew Alith’s attention to Anraneir, who pointed to the 
south. Alith could see a strange hue in the distance, a red miasma that 
swathed the hills surrounding the Khainite encampment. He did not 
understand what he saw, but knew it did not bode well. 


At that moment, Alith heard the tramping of boots resounding from beyond 
the hillside opposite. Though the source of the noise was hidden from view, 
after a while it was clear that the sound was moving southwards. With his 
apprehension rising, Alith realised that the Anlec spearmen were heading 
out of the camp towards the main Anar army, content that the archers 
protected them. 


‘It seems our prey does not wish to bite on the bait any more,’ said 
Anraneir. 


Alith nodded, his brow knotted in thought. The plan had been to draw away 
the Anlec warriors, but it had failed. There was little that a few hundred 
bows could do against such a host if the enemy considered them no threat. 


“We have to get their attention,’ said Alith, backing down the slope of the 
hill and gesturing for Anraneir to follow him. ‘When the prey eludes the 
hunter, the hunter turns to Kurnous.’ 


Anraneir looked on in puzzlement as Alith drew an arrow from the quiver at 
his back. The young noble rang a finger thoughtfully along the shaft from 
feather to tip, his finger lingering on the sharp arrowhead. 


Alith then spoke the word of fire used in the shrines of Kumous and the 
arrow’s head sprang into flame, burning bright yellow. Angling his bow 
high into the air, Alith fired the flaming arrow in the direction of the camp. 
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The flickering of the fire sailed high into the air and then disappeared out of 
sight. 


‘Spread the word to the others,’ said Alith. “Target the camp with fire.’ 


Anraneir smiled appreciatively before hurrying along the line of scouts to 
pass on Alith’s orders. Alith took out another arrow and repeated the 
process of lighting its head, before shooting again. Soon flares of light 
arced out from along the hillside, descending into the camp beyond the 
enemy archers. Alith could not tell how many shafts found a mark, but after 
several volleys, thicker, blacker smoke rose into the air. 


‘It’s working,’ Anraneir laughed, returning to Alith’s side. 


Crawling forwards to the brow of the hill, Alith saw that the Anlec archers 
were advancing, arrows nocked to their bows. If the scouts simply retreated 
directly away from their advancing foes, they would soon be out of range of 
the camp. 


‘Circle to the north, keep out of sight,’ commanded Alith, stowing his bow 
and crawling back to Anraneir. ‘Though I have danced very little, I know 
enough that one should take the lead.’ 


‘And what a merry dance it shall be,’ said Anraneir. 


The red mist obscured all sight beyond twenty paces, and Eothlir was tense 
as he peered into the shifting depths, seeking some sign of the enemy. Their 
howling and shouting was getting closer, but the sound was muffled by the 
unnatural fog. 


‘Silence!’ Eothlir bellowed and within moments the lines of spearmen had 
fallen still, so that not a clink of armour or whispered word broke the quiet. 


Eothlir listened carefully to the approaching noise of the Khainites. It 
seemed loudest to his left. 


‘Look to the west!’ he warned. 


No sooner had the words left his lips than a dark mass appeared in the 
gloom, quickly resolving into running figures. Thousands of Khainites 
poured up the slope, yelling and panting, wielding wicked daggers and 
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swords with serrated blades. Their faces were twisted into leers of hatred 
and masks of total fury as they charged. 


The cultists hurled themselves at the Anar spearmen, leaping from their feet 
a few paces distant and descending with flashing blades. Shields were 
raised to ward off the blows and the clash of metal echoed dully through the 
mist. Anar battle cries and praises to Khaine filled the air along with the 
chime of blades meeting. 


Eothlir could not see clearly what was happening, but soon his concern was 
drawn directly ahead as more Khainites came rushing up the slope. 


“Take prisoners if you can,’ growled Eothlir. ‘My father would question 
those who plot with Morathi. Take the Herald of Khaine alive, if possible.’ 


The cultists were barely a dozen paces away and sprinting towards the 
Anars. Eothlir raised Cyarith in one hand and slipped a dagger from his belt 
with the other. When the cultists were no more than six paces away, the 
Anar prince leapt to the attack, Cyarith cutting the head from one Khainite 
while his knife slashed across the bare chest of another. 


Dodging a blade aimed for his face, Eothlir parried another attack and drove 
the point of his sword into the throat of a third cultist. A moment later, the 
spearline crashed into the Khainites all around him, unleashing the chaos of 
battle. 


The wall of speartips scythed down the foremost cultists and the Anars 
pressed on, stabbing with their spears and smashing aside their wounded 
foes with their shields. The controlled ferocity of the phalanx was more 
than a match for the raw aggression of the Khainites, who were thrust back 
by the counter-attack. 


‘Keep to the high ground!’ bellowed Eothlir, worried that the momentum of 
the spearmen would carry them too far down the slope. 


Keeping their line, Eothlir’s company backed off to the crest of the hill. The 
Khainites renewed their assault, ducking beneath the spears to hack at the 
legs of their enemy. Eothlir parried, chopped and slashed with Cyarith, 
cutting down any cultist that approached. The wounded of both sides were 
quickly mounting, as injured elves fell into the grass crying out in pain. The 
Khainites were unheeding of their losses and pushed on, driven by their 
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bloodthirst. The spearmen were resolute in the face of the deranged 
murderers, stepping forwards to fill the holes in the line left by the fallen. 


Caught in the maelstrom of blades and screams, Eothlir could do nothing 
but fight for his life. He chopped the arm from a raging cultist and drove his 
dagger into the groin of another. Blades shrieked from his armour as he 
punched a Khainite in the face, his gauntlet breaking bone. A wide swing 
with Cyarith severed the leg of yet another foe, who tumbled down the 
slope still screaming obscenities. 


Eothlir felt a wave of dismay, almost like a chill breeze upon his flesh. It 
came from the right, accompanied by shrill cries of pain and lamenting 
wails. Cutting through more cultists, Eothlir pushed his way towards the 
disturbance. As he shouldered aside one of his own warriors, the melee 
opened up and Eothlir saw the Herald of Khaine. 


The blood-drenched high priest was surrounded by a pile of several corpses, 
his long daggers held out to each side. Scarred runes upon his flesh burned 
with dark flame and his daemon mask writhed and snarled with magic. 
Leaving ghost-like red shadows in his wake, the priest leapt forwards and 
slashed with his right-hand blade, the dagger slicing clean through a shield 
and sending the arm holding it flying through the air. No blade or armour 
could hold against those Khaine-cursed daggers, and more elves fell to their 
wicked attentions in moments. 


A spearman dragged himself to his feet behind the Herald of Khaine, 
leaning heavily on his weapon. With visible effort, the warrior thrust his 
spear into the priest’s back until the point lanced from his stomach. 


The Herald of Khaine fell to his knees, but only for a moment. Surging 
upright, he turned, ripping the spear from the elf’s grasp. A hand flicked out 
and a dagger appeared in the spearman’s face, sending him screaming to the 
floor. Snapping the shaft transfixing him, the Herald of Khaine ripped free 
the spear and cast the two parts upon the ground. Blood gushed from the 
wound and spilled onto the ground at the priest’s feet. 


‘Accept this offering, my most beloved of lords!’ the Herald cried out, 
lifting his bloodied hands into the air. 


Black flame enveloped the Herald of Khaine’s fingertips, spread down his 
arms and then coruscated across the priest’s wounded body. His flesh 
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cracked and burned, but as the flakes fell away they revealed untarnished 
skin, and the grievous wound was no more. 


As the magical fire flickered and faltered, the Herald stepped forwards and 
stooped to pull his knife from the dead spearman. In moments the Herald 
was attacking again, cleaving a bloody path through the Anars’ warriors. 


Eothlir slashed his way through the throng of cultists surging forwards in 
the gory wake of their leader. He cut at arms and legs, plunged Cyarith 
through breastbones and hewed through necks in a constant whirl of blades. 


‘Face a true son of Nagarythe!’ roared the Anar prince as he burst from 
amongst the falling bodies of his foes. 


The Herald of Khaine whirled to face Eothlir, white flame burning in the 
eyeholes of his mask. The glare of that unnatural gaze froze Eothlir with 
terror for it seemed as if he looked into the eyes of the Bloody-Handed God 
himself. 


“Your agony will be most pleasing to my lord,’ crowed the Herald, his voice 
harsh, edged with the ring of metal. ‘None triumph in battle without his 
blessing, and your fate is sealed.’ 


The Herald of Khaine dashed forwards, breaking the link between his eyes 
and Eothlir’s. Out of instinct, the prince ducked and threw himself to the 
right, narrowly avoiding the priest’s daggers, which screamed as they cut 
the air. 


Rolling to his feet, Eothlir knocked aside the next blow with the blade of 
Cyarith and lunged forwards with his knife. The Herald swayed away from 
the jab and backed off, stepping quickly on the balls of his feet. He wove 
his knives in a complex pattern, their fluid movement mesmerising. Eothlir 
kept his eyes fixed upon his opponent’s mask, ignoring the horror that 
crawled up his spine from the entwining sigil drawn in the air by the knife 
blades. 


Eothlir dropped his left shoulder and then spun to the right, Cyarith flicking 
out to catch the wrist of the Herald. The priest’s hand spun through the air 
still clutching its baleful dagger. Eothlir jumped back as the Herald struck 
back as quick as a serpent, the tip of his knife flashing less than a finger’s 
width from Eothlir’s throat. Edging sideways, Eothlir looked for an opening 


to attack the Herald’s good arm, hoping to disarm him of the weapons that 
gave him so much power. 


Just as he saw his opportunity, Caenthras dashed past, roaring with anger. 
He held his spear two-handed—Khiratoth, the Ruinclaw—and drove its 
point clean through the Herald’s chest. Blue fire erupted from Khiratoth, 
tearing the Herald of Khaine apart, the priest’s body exploding into a pall of 
smoke-wreathed destruction. Without a backwards glance, Caenthras 
charged through the dissipating remains of the priest and into the cultists, 
who had momentarily stopped their attack, dismayed at their leader’s 
demise. 


Caught unawares by Caenthras’s sudden attack, Eothlir hesitated a moment, 
trying to clear his head. Though some cultists broke and ran from 
Caenthras, many crowded forwards, growling and snarling, hungry for 
vengeance. Eothlir gathered his nerve as the spearmen around him closed 
ranks and prepared to face a fresh assault. 


Despite Alith’s best efforts, the Anlec host had pushed his scouts out of 
bowshot from the camp. The enemy stood just out of range, serried ranks of 
spearmen glowering from the opposite hilltop. The sun was nearing midday 
as the two forces faced off against each other, their commanders waiting to 
see what happened next. 


‘So, we have their attention, what do we do now?’ asked Anraneir. 


‘Something is troubling me,’ replied Alith, giving voice to a doubt that had 
been slowly growing within. ‘I see bows and I see spears, but I see no 
horses. The armies of Anlec are based upon archers, spearmen and knights.’ 


‘So, where are the knights?’ asked Anraneir, looking over his shoulder as if 
to see enemy cavalry approaching at that moment. 


‘Perhaps the Khainites ate their steeds,’ laughed Khillrallion. 


‘I would guess that they have moved ahead towards Ealith, to threaten 
Malekith,’ said Alith. 


‘What if they return?’ Khillrallion said with a grimace. ‘We cannot outrun 
knights.’ 
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“We must remain here so that the Khainites receive no reinforcement,’ said 
Alith. ‘For better or worse, there is little we can do about the situation. If 
we withdraw, the warriors will simply move south and attack my 
grandfather’s army.’ 


‘It would be wise to have a plan for what happens if their cavalry show up,’ 
said Anraneir. 


Alith looked around, seeing only the scattered bushes and trees of the 
Annulii foothills. Though these were his family’s lands, he did not know 
them with the intimacy of the mountains. He might well have been in 
Saphery or Chrace for the little local knowledge he had. 


‘This might help,’ said Anraneir, proffering a rolled-up parchment. Alith 
took it and let it fall open, revealing one of Eoloran’s maps. 


“Where are we now?’ aSked Alith, wishing that he had paid more attention 
at the war council. 


With a sigh, Anraneir pointed to the north-west and then to the map. 


‘Ealith lies that way, we’re on the edges of the foothills, here,’ the scout 
explained. ‘If we need to hide from cavalry, I suggest the Athrian Vale, 
north and east of here. If enemy cavalry approach, we can be under the 
eaves before they’re upon us.’ 


‘Provided that we get enough warning,’ added Khillrallion. 


‘Good point,’ said Alith. He nodded at Anraneir, handing back the map. 
“Take five scouts and head north to keep watch for unpleasant arrivals.’ 


Anraneir placed the map back in his pack and set off at a trot, calling out 
names. Alith tapped his fingers on the broad silver buckle of his belt, 
seemingly deep in thought. The spearmen opposite had remained in place 
and gave no sign that they intended to attack. 


Alith turned suddenly towards Khillrallion. 
‘Any suggestions for what to do now?’ asked Alith. 
Khillrallion thought for a moment, a smile creeping across his lips. 


‘I know some good songs...’ 


Whoever commanded the Anlec force, Alith admired his patience, if not his 
loyalties. Noon came and went and the black-armoured warriors stood 
guard against an attack from the scouts, standing in silent ranks while the 
air grew hotter and hotter. It would have been foolish to chase the lightly- 
armoured elves, for there was no hope of catching them. Instead, the Anlec 
officer was content to wait. The enemy’s contentment unnerved Alith. He 
fretted that he was missing some kind of trick, and worried that his 
opponent knew something Alith did not—such as when the cavalry would 
be returning. 


Every now and then, Alith led his scouts forwards a little way, shot some 
arrows at the Anlec ranks and then withdrew to a new position. He did this 
mainly out of boredom, though he justified it to himself with the notion that 
such harassment would be sapping the morale of his foes. The truth was 
that his scouts were left with perhaps half a dozen arrows each, and if the 
enemy decided to come after them there was little they could do except run. 


As midday passed into mid-afternoon, Alith looked constantly to the south 
for some sign of his father and grandfather; he gazed to the north for 
warning of approaching cavalry. He was confident that the main force 
would be victorious over the Khainites, but as time passed he longed to see 
the banners of the Anars appearing over the hills. 


‘Look,’ said Khillrallion, nodding to the south. 


‘Finally,’ Alith sighed as he saw the telltale silvery shimmer of armoured 
walriors crossing a distant hilltop. 


The enemy commander had also noted this development. Ignoring the 
scouts, his companies turned quickly southwards and deployed to meet this 
new enemy. Alith was about to give the order to close in behind the Anlec 
columns when a shout drew his attention to the north. 


‘Riders!’ yelled Anraneir, running along a ridgeline to the north. ‘Hundreds 
of them!’ 


‘North-east!’ bellowed Alith, rising to his feet. ‘Run!’ 


The scouts sprinted down the slope, leaping nimbly over bushes and rocks. 
Keeping a swift but steady pace they headed towards the woods of Athrian 


Vale, casting glances to the north. Alith spied a cloud of dust on the 
horizon, growing nearer with some speed, though the riders themselves 
were yet hidden from view. 


‘Faster!’ he urged his warriors, picking up speed. 


The trees of Athrian Vale came into view as Alith reached the crest of a tall 
hill. In the vale below, a stream meandered down from the distant 
mountains. Slender pines crowded to the river’s banks and spread out across 
the deep valley where the waterway widened, an expanse of trees large 
enough to conceal the fleeing elves. 


Alith could feel the ground trembling from thousands of hoofbeats, a 
rumbling that grew louder and louder as he sprinted towards the first few 
trees scattered around the border of the woods. The jingle of harnesses was 
audible too, as were shouts. Ducking beneath the branches of a tree, Alith 
risked a glance to his left and saw long lines of riders cresting a hill barely 
two hundred paces away. 


Swathed in the dust thrown up by their galloping mounts, the riders 
appeared through the murk. These were not the sinister black-armoured 
knights of Anlec. They were dressed in bright blue and white, with armour 
of silvery mail. Their banners bore blazons of white horses and horses’ 
heads and their helms were decorated with gaily-coloured feathers. 


‘Ellyrians!’ laughed Alith, sliding to a stop on the fine carpet of needles 
beneath the gloom of the trees. He knew not how they came to be here so 
far from home, but grinned widely at the sight. He turned and jogged back 
to the edge of the wood to watch the reaver knights of Ellyrion sweep down 
the hillside. Other scouts stood close at hand looking at the same spectacle. 


The riders carried leaf-bladed spears in their hands and the bright tack of 
their steeds glinted in the sun. As they came closer, Alith could see their 
faces, and the sight sent a shiver running through his body. They were grim 
of expression as they lowered their spears for a charge. Others had bows in 
their hands and loosed arrows at the fall gallop, the shafts falling towards 
Alith and his scouts. 


‘Into the trees!’ he yelled, bounding towards the nearest trunk and leaping 
up into the branches with the surefootedness of a cat. Climbing higher 
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through the pricking needles, he ran to the end of one branch and crouched 
there. 


‘Friends!’ he shouted out, cupping his hands to his mouth to be heard over 
the panting of steeds and the thunder of hooves. ‘Stay your weapons!’ 


Dozens of reavers converged upon the tree, bowstrings bent and arrows 
nocked. A knot of knights came forwards beneath a long pennant displaying 
a silver horse on a circle of blue, the banner decorated with a white mane. 


‘House Anar!’ shouted Alith though he did not know whether the name 
would be of any import to the Ellyrians. 


A rider with a golden helm topped with a horsehair crest rode from the 
circling elves, his spear couched beneath one arm, a gold shield embossed 
with a rearing stallion on the other. 


‘I am Prince Aneltain of Ellyrion,’ the elf called out, shielding his eyes 
against the sun to peer at Alith. 


‘Alith Anar,’ replied Alith, standing up warily. ‘Announce your allegiance 
and explain your presence in our lands.’ 


‘I have sworn loyalty to the Phoenix King and have just this past night 
ridden to war alongside Prince Malekith, rightful ruler of Nagarythe. I head 
for the Pass of the Unicorn to take word back to Prince Finudel, my liege.’ 


Alith leapt nimbly from the branch and landed in the long grass not far from 
Aneltain. He raised a hand in welcome as the mounted elves closed in 
around him, circling menacingly. 


‘Tam son of Eothlir, grandson of Eoloran Anar,’ Alith announced. ‘We fight 
the same foe as you.’ 


Alith turned and pointed to the south. 


‘Even now, the warriors of House Anar fight the traitors of Anlec. Your 
presence would be most welcomed by my grandfather. Later you can tell us 
how Prince Malekith fares at Ealith.’ 


Aneltain leaned over and said something to one of his knights, who brought 
out a curling horn of gold and sounded a series of notes. At the ringing 
command, the Ellyrians broke away from the trees and formed into long 
columns once more, leaving Aneltain alone with Alith. The Ellyrian prince 
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nudged his horse closer to Alith and bent down in the saddle to speak to 
him. Closer, Alith could see a fresh cut upon the prince’s cheek and the dirt 
of hard travelling on his cloak. 


‘Ealith was a trap,’ Aneltain said with a woeful shake of the head. 
‘Malekith retreats westwards to take ship at Galthyr. You would do well to 
return to your homes. We will speak more of this once the enemy at hand 
are destroyed.’ 


Before Alith could utter any answer Aneltain had wheeled his horse away 
and broken into a gallop, heading for the front of his army. Another clarion 
burst set the knights moving forwards, cantering away to the south, heading 
for the army of the Anars. 


Laughter filled Eoloran’s pavilion, a sound that Alith had not heard for 
some time. Aneltain and his Ellyrian captains toasted the victory with silver 
cups of wine. Eothlir was smiling also, though Eoloran’s expression was 
pensive. 


“You have the thanks of House Anar,’ said Eoloran, raising his own goblet 
towards Aneltain. 


‘As you have already told us a dozen times, Eoloran!’ replied the Ellyrian 
prince. ‘You owe us no gratitude, for without your host we would have 
faced the Khainites alone. It was by fortune, or perhaps the weavings of 
Morai-heg, that Prince Malekith asked me to lead some of my number 
directly south. Had he not done so, the knights we destroyed not far from 
Ealith would no doubt have been a match for your army.’ 


Alith wondered at these words, having already heard from Aneltain that 
Malekith had sought the Ellyrian out after the battle for Ealith and directed 
him to ride back to Ellyrion along the Unicom Pass. It seemed more than 
coincidence that Elthyrior had promised Alith others would come to 
confirm his warning that Malekith was trapped. He had no doubt that the 
rightful ruler of Nagarythe was aware of what the Anars were doing and 
had sent aid in their direction. As before, Alith chafed at having to withhold 
this information, knowing that to announce what he knew would betray the 
pact he had made with Elthyrior. 
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‘Do you think Malekith will reach Galthyr?’ asked Caenthras, looking up 
from the map table where he had been staring at the charts since Alith had 
arrived. ‘By what route will he march to the port? In whose hands will he 
find it?’ 


Aneltain shrugged. 


‘I cannot answer those questions, any more than you can,’ said the prince. ‘I 
entered Nagarythe for the first time only days ago. These are not my lands; 
I know nothing of their people. I will say that if any of us can escape the 
clutches of the cultists, it is Malekith. His army is strong and the march not 
overly long. The prince himself is the greatest warrior and most skilful 
commander I have ever seen. His personal fleet waits at Galthyr and I hope 
that the city’s rulers remain opposed to Morathi.’ 


“That is a rare hope in these times,’ said Eothlir, becoming serious. ‘Yet it is 
heartening to think that it is not the Anars alone that would resist the power 
of Anlec.’ 


“Will Malekith return?’ asked Caenthras, staring intently at the Ellyrians. 


‘Not before spring, I would say,’ said Eoloran. ‘Though he has not suffered 
true defeat as yet, this attack seems to have been... hasty, I would say. One 
does not merely walk up to Anlec and knock on the gates to be allowed 
entry.’ 


“We must do what we can to pave the way for that glorious return,’ said 
Eothlir. ‘Morathi knows Malekith’s intent now, and all surprise is lost. We 
have raised our weapons against Anlec as well, and we do not know when 
the return blow will come.’ 


“We should harass a few more of Morathi’s armies, keep her busy while 
Malekith regroups,’ said Caenthras. ‘When Malekith returns, he should not 
face a united, well-composed foe.’ 


Alith was worried by these words and the look of consideration on 
Eoloran’s face. The Anars had suffered little in the battle that day; 
Elthyrior’s warning had to relate to matters not yet known to Alith. 


‘That would be unwise,’ said Eothlir, much to Alith’s relief. ‘Now that we 
have truly stirred up the wasps’ nest, we should seek sanctuary in 
Elanardris.’ 
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‘From what little I heard from the raven heralds, that would seem the best 
course of action,’ said Aneltain. 


The mention of the raven heralds drew Alith’s attention immediately, and 
also that of his grandfather. 


‘Raven heralds?’ said Eoloran, his eyes narrowed with suspicion. ‘What 
dealings have you had with those dark riders?’ 


Aneltain was taken aback and gave a defensive shrug. 


“They act as Malekith’s scouts and brought us to Ealith by secret ways,’ 
replied the Ellyrian. ‘Word came to us at the citadel that armies from the 
north and west and south were converging at Ealith to trap the prince and 
destroy his army. I fear that House Anar will fare no better if you remain 
out in the open.’ 


“Already we have helped Malekith,’ Alith said, directing his words towards 
his father and grandfather. ‘The army we have crushed today will not 
threaten Malekith, and we have bought him time to make his retreat, as was 
Caenthras’s suggestion. Our losses are comparatively few as yet, but if we 
remain here that might not hold true for long. And who can say what forces 
will march on our homes once Malekith has slipped away?’ 


Eoloran sat down behind the map table and rubbed the side of his nose, as 
he was wont to do when deep in thought. He closed his eyes, seeming to 
block out the rest of the world as he contemplated his decision. 


“We return to Elanardris,’ he said, eyes still closed. 


Alith stopped himself from crying out with relief. The anxious energy that 
had filled him since his meeting with Elthyrior drained away and he 
suddenly felt very tired. He excused himself from the continuing 
discussions and made his way to his tent, exhausted but happy. Elanardris 
would remain safe and soon he would see Ashniel again. 


Five 
Clothed in Darkness 


It seemed to Alith that the winter wind was more bitter than any that had 
come before. It brought swirls of snow down from the mountains, but it was 
not just the cold that clawed at Alith, it was the feeling of being trapped. 


From the high mountain path, the young Anar looked south and west across 
Elanardris. He could see the manse, the gardens swathed in snow. Smoke 
drifted from the house’s three chimneys, billowing southwards on the stern 
breeze. Beyond the manse, the meadows and hills were laid out in a pattern 
of dark walls and hedges cutting through the white blanket. The white- 
walled farmhouses and guard towers could barely be seen, located only 
through their brightly tiled roofs and the telltale wisps of smoke. 


Beyond that, almost at the horizon, the hills of Elanardris gave way to the 
undulating plains of central Nagarythe. Here the cloud-swathed sky was 
shrouded by a darker smog, the fires of a huge encampment. The army of 
Anlec squatted like a brooding black beast on the borders of the Anars’ 
realm, waiting for the snows to cease. At this distance, and through the 
snow flurries brought down from the north, even the keen eyes of Alith 
could make out little detail. The enemy camp spread like a stain over the 
white hills, lines of black shapes that stretched from north to south. 


The druchii, his grandfather had called them: dark elves. They had turned 
from the light of Aenarion and the lord of gods, Asuryan. Eoloran no longer 
regarded them as Naggarothi. They were traitors to the Phoenix Throne and 
betrayers of Malekith, their rightful prince. 


Their foes thought the same of the Anars. They considered Eoloran’s 
refusal to acknowledge the authority of Anlec as a slight against Aenarion’s 
memory. Alith knew this from the interrogations of prisoners taken after the 
last battle, when the druchii had attempted to force their way up into the 
hills. It had been a foolish, desperate assault before Enagruir tightened her 
wintry grip on Nagarythe. The druchii had been stopped by Eoloran and 
Eothlir—again, for there had been three such attacks since Malekith had 
returned—and the dark elves were content to wait for conditions to improve 
and their numbers to swell further. 
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Alith’s loneliness had been increased by the lack of contact with Ashniel. 
Far from giving him the triumphant homecoming Alith had imagined, 
Ashniel had been moved by her father to one of the lord’s castles higher in 
the mountains, far from the enemy. Occasionally Alith would receive a 
short letter from her, in which she professed her regret at their parting and 
her wish that they would see each other again soon. Alith had little enough 
time to reply to these letters, for he spent most days up in the mountains 
keeping watch on the druchii host. Try as he might, he had little leisure to 
spend composing poetry and declarations of love and knew that such 
missives as he managed to send were brusque and clumsy. 


As these morose thoughts occupied Alith, a lionhawk, her plumage white to 
camouflage her against the snows, swept down with a shriek from the 
mountain clouds. She circled around Alith and the group of scouts around 
him, and then settled on his wrist. Alith listened to her chirping and cawing 
for a moment, nodding in understanding as the bird relayed the message 
from Anadriel. 


He stroked the lionhawk’s head in thanks before raising his arm and 
allowing her to fly back to her nest. She would come again when called. 


‘A rider, on the Ejithrin Ridge,’ Alith announced to the twenty elves 
accompanying him. They were all dressed in robes of white trimmed with 
dark bear fur, enchanted with the greatest blessings of stealth and secrecy 
known to the dedicants of Kurnous. Even this close, it was hard for Alith to 
see where elf stopped and snow began. ‘Anadriel is moving in from the 
south-west; we shall intercept this spy from the north-east. Quickly now, we 
don’t want Anadriel to steal our glory!’ 


Many times the scouts had intercepted druchii warriors attempting to spy 
upon the Anars’ army and defences. As far as Alith knew, not a single one 
had escaped to take news back to the druchii commanders. This one was 
different. It was obvious that nobody would be able to cross the Eithrin 
Ridge unobserved, especially on horseback, and so the druchii had 
concentrated their forces to the west and north. Alith’s instinct told him that 
this uninvited visitor was not a spy, and wondered if Elthyrior had finally 
been caught out. 


However, there was no solid reason to suspect that this stranger was the 
raven herald. Alith had heard nothing from Elthyrior since their parting 


before the battle with the Khainites, and guessed only that he had reached 
Ealith safely and persuaded Malekith to send Aneltain south. Elthyrior 
could be dead, a captive of Morathi, or hidden in whatever lairs the raven 
heralds used to avoid the attention of their enemies. 


As wintry spirits, the scouts made their way across the snow-covered rock, 
heading towards Eithrin Ridge. They flitted through the sparse trees, deftly 
running across the snow, moving sure-footedly over patches of sun- 
glittering ice. As they made their way down the mountainside, the shadow 
of Anil Narthain fell upon them and the air grew colder. Alith blew on his 
fingers as he jogged, keeping them warm so that he would not fumble with 
his bow if the stranger proved to be a threat. The snow crunching underfoot, 
Alith and the other archers ghosted southwards, eyes fixed ahead for any 
sight of the interloper. 


It was mid-morning before Alith crested a rise, coming out into the winter 
sun, and saw the intruder. It was not Elthyrior. Although the elf was some 
distance away, Alith could see that he was shorter than the raven herald, and 
he was dressed in a grey cloak beneath which could be seen flashes of 
golden scale and white robes. The intruder was leading his horse, striding 
across a long snowdrift that had built up on the flanks of the Eithrin Ridge. 
Alith signalled wordlessly to the others to spread out and circle to the east 
to come at the stranger from several directions. 


For a short while Alith lost sight of his quarry as the rocky slope dipped 
sharply and then rose up again. Pulling himself up the steep wall of the 
snow-filled crag, Alith caught sight of the stranger again, standing some 
three hundred paces away. He had stopped and was looking around quickly, 
and for a moment Alith wondered if the intruder had spied one of the 
scouts. 


A keening cry overhead announced the presence of Anadriel’s lionhawk, 
and only moments later six figures that before had been invisible stood up. 
Standing in a semi-circle some hundred paces from the stranger, they were 
dressed in the same style of clothes as Alith’s warriors and had arrows bent 
to their bows. Alith rose to his feet and dashed across the snow, fitting an 
arrow to his bowstring. 


The stranger had raised his arms and thrown back his cloak, revealing no 
scabbard at his waist, only the long knife that any traveller in the wilds 
would be sensible to carry. He was exchanging words with Anadriel and 
Alith caught the end of a reply. 


‘,..need to speak to Eoloran and Eothlir,’ the stranger called out. 


Anadriel saw Alith and his scouts approaching from the opposite direction 
and lifted a hand in brief greeting. The stranger turned slowly to look at 
Alith. His expression was calm, confident even. He pulled back his hood 
with deliberate slowness, revealing reddish-yellow hair tied with golden 
thread. He was certainly not from Nagarythe. 


‘Name yourself,’ Alith called out, stopping some fifty paces from the elf, 
his arrow aimed at the stranger’s chest. 


‘I am Calabrian of Tor Andris,’ the elf replied. ‘I bear messages for the lord 
of the Anars.’ 


“We know the manner of messages that Morathi would send,’ said Alith. He 
lifted up his bow and arrow. ‘You know the manner of our replies.’ 


‘I come not from Anlec, but Tor Anroc,’ Calabrian said patiently. ‘I carry 
missives from Prince Malekith.’ 


‘And what proof do you offer?’ demanded Alith. 
‘If you would allow me to approach, I will show you.’ 


Alith relaxed his arm and brought down his bow. Letting go of the arrow, he 
waved for Calabrian to come closer. The messenger lowered his arms and 
stepped up to his horse. He drew something from his saddlebags and held it 
up. It was a scroll case. Calabrian walked purposefully, glancing at the other 
scouts, the case still held clearly in view. Alith signalled for him to stop a 
few paces away and stepped up to him with an outstretched hand. Calabrian 
placed the casing in Alith’s grip and took a few paces further back, his eyes 
unwavering from Alith’s face. 


The seal on the case was certainly that of Prince Malekith, and was 
unbroken. It was light, and so Alith doubted it contained a concealed 
weapon. Just to be sure, he tucked the case into his belt rather than return it. 
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‘That message is for Eoloran Anar alone,’ said Calabrian, stepping 
forwards. In an instant, Alith was ready, bowstring taut, the arrow pointed 
towards Calabrian’s heart. The messenger stopped. ‘I have other assurances, 
but only Eoloran will understand them.’ 


‘Tam Alith Anar, grandson of the lord you seek,’ Alith assured the other elf. 
‘I will take you to the manse and there you will meet Eoloran Anar. Be 
warned, though, that if your claim proves to be false, you will not be treated 
well. If you wish, we will take you to the border of Elanardris directly and 
you can return to your master unharmed.’ 


‘My mission is vital, the prince made that very clear to me,’ said Calabrian. 
‘I offer myself to your judgement and mercy.’ 


Alith regarded Calabrian for a long time, seeking some hint of deception. 
There was none that he could see. A glance over the messenger’s shoulder 
showed that Anadriel was inspecting Calabrian’s horse and saddlebags. 


‘She will find nothing out of the ordinary,’ said Calabrian, without looking 
around. ‘A few personal items and those things needed when travelling in 
the grip of winter; that is all.’ 


Alith did not reply but simply waited for Anadriel to complete her search. 
‘All is well,’ she called out eventually. ‘No weapons of any kind.’ 


“These are dangerous times to be travelling unarmed in Nagarythe,’ said 
Alith, his suspicion returning. ‘How is it that you could pass without fear 
through the Anlec host that sits upon our doorstep?’ 


‘I came not directly from the south, but crossed the mountains from 
Ellyrion,’ explained Calabrian. 


‘A dangerous crossing,’ said Alith, unconvinced. 


“Yet it is one that I had to make,’ said Calabrian. “Though I do not know the 
detail of Prince Malekith’s message, he left me in no doubt as to its 
importance and urgency. When I have Prince Eoloran’s reply, I must return 
by the same route.’ 


There was earnestness in Calabrian’s expression that convinced Alith. 


“Very well,’ said Alith, lowering his bow and returning the arrow to its 
quiver. ‘Welcome to Elanardris, Calabrian of Tor Andris.’ 


Alith was not surprised when Calabrian had insisted that only Eoloran, 
Eothlir and Alith were allowed to be present when Prince Malekith’s 
message was opened. The messenger had requested that he be brought to 
the manse in secret, and made it plain that he only trusted the Anars and 
feared that agents of Morathi were present in Elanardris. Alith left him with 
Anadriel on the slopes north of the manse while he consulted his father and 
grandfather. 


So it was that in the darkness of the cloud-swathed night, Alith led 
Calabrian to the summer house that stood in the eastern stretch of the 
garden. A single lamp bummed within as Alith entered and gestured for 
Calabrian to follow. A ewer of spiced tea sat steaming on the low table in 
the middle of the single-roomed building, fluted cups arranged around it. 
The smell was sharp and Alith crossed quickly and poured himself a hot 
drink, warming his hands on the delicate cup. 


Eoloran was stood at the window, gazing to the south, swathed in a fur- 
lined robe of deep blue, calfskin gloves upon his hands and his breath 
misting in the cold. Eothlir was sat on one of the benches that lined the 
white walls of the summer house, the scroll case in his hands. 


“You said that you would offer further assurances as to the veracity of your 
claims,’ said Eoloran, still looking out into the darkness. ‘Make them 
known to me.’ 


Calabrian cast an appealing glance towards Alith, who poured a drink for 
the messenger. Sipping gently, Calabrian turned to Eoloran. 


‘Malekith instructed me to say “The light of the flame burns brightest at 
night”,’ said Calabrian, intoning the words with deep solemnity. 


Eoloran spun around and glared inquisitively at Calabrian. 


“What does it mean?’ asked Eothlir, taken aback by his father’s reaction. 
When Eoloran replied, his voice was quiet, distant. 


“Those words were first spoken by Aenarion. It was before Anlec was built, 
just after the daemons had ravaged Avelorn and slain the Everqueen. I 
remember it well. He had vowed vengeance for the death of his wife and 
the slaying of his children, and in grief had decided to draw that accursed 


blade. I argued against him. I warned Aenarion that... that weapon was not 
for mortals to wield. I could see that his rage would consume him, and said 
as much. Those words were his reply. He left atop Indraugnir that night and 
flew to the Blighted Isle. When he returned, the Aenarion I had known was 
no more and a life of bloodshed followed. How do you know this phrase?’ 


“You will have to ask Prince Malekith,’ said Calabrian, setting his empty 
cup on the table. ‘He bade me to learn the words but offered no explanation. 
I trust that you believe my story?’ 


Eoloran nodded and gestured for Eothlir to pass the scroll case. 


‘Only Aenarion and I were present when those words were spoken, but it 
seems reasonable that Aenarion might use them again in the presence of his 
son,’ Eoloran said. 


Taking the case, Eoloran examined the seal and, satisfied that it remained 
intact, broke the circlet of black wax with his thumb. He pulled open the 
end of the tube and slid out a single piece of parchment. Placing the case 
carefully on the table, he opened the scroll. 


‘Tt is a letter,’ said Eoloran. He scanned the elegant script for a moment and 
then began to read aloud, his voice breaking with emotion. 


For the eyes of Eoloran Anar, beloved of Aenarion, true protector of 
Nagarythe. First I must thank you, though words cannot do justice to the 
debt I owe you for your support. I have heard that you marched to my aid at 
Ealith, and though that endeavour was ultimately to fail, I escaped and that 
is due in no small part to the presence of your army. I understand the great 
risk that you took in showing such support and assure you that you will be 
honoured and repaid when I reclaim the rule of Nagarythe. Truly you were 
a friend to my father and, I hope, an ally to me. 


Eoloran paused, clearing his throat, a tear forming in his eye. He swallowed 
hard, brushing away the memories with a wipe of his hand across his brow. 
He continued in a clearer voice, his calm demeanour returned. 


Alas that I must entreat further aid from you at this time. What I ask is 
dangerous in the extreme and I will not hold it against you should you feel 
unfit to comply. Please respond through my messenger, Calabrian, who can 
be trusted with the deepest of secrets. However, I must ask that you tell no 
more of your people than necessary of what I now request, lest word of it 
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reach the ears of Morathi, by conventional means or via other, more 
deceitful paths. I march upon Anlec with the first thawing of the spring. 
Even now, my army assembles in Ellyrion, far from the prying eyes of my 
mother and her spies, while other forces loyal to the Phoenix King draw 
their gaze southwards. I am confident that I will reach Anlec, but the 
defences of the city are little short of impenetrable. 


I ask that you take such warriors as you deem utterly trustworthy and 
infiltrate Anlec, there to stand ready for my attack. I cannot say at what 
time the stroke shall fall, so you must set out for the city come the first sun 
of the spring. No army can breach the gates of Anlec, but should they be 
opened before me I stand ready with a host of warriors the likes of which 
have not been seen upon Ulthuan’s shores for an age. I wait with 
anticipation for your speedy reply and wish you the blessings of all the 
gods. 


I remain your loyal ally and grateful prince. 
‘Then there is the rune of Malekith and his seal,’ Eoloran finished. 


‘That is a considerable request,’ said Eothlir as Eoloran passed the 
parchment to him. 


“We are going to help, aren’t we?’ said Alith. 


“Yes we are,’ replied Eoloran, surprising Alith with the speed of his answer. 
It was unlike Eoloran to take such a decision with so little consideration. 
‘Had the prince commanded us to hurl ourselves at the walls of Anlec, I 
would comply. For the sake of Nagarythe, and all of Ulthuan, Morathi 
cannot be allowed to continue as ruler. The prince must be restored if we 
are ever to know peace again.’ 


Eoloran stood in thought for a moment, rubbing at his chin. He looked at 
Calabrian, who had stood meekly listening to the contents of the letter he 
had carried on such a dangerous journey. 


‘How much of Malekith’s intent do you know?’ asked Eoloran. 


‘No more than you,’ the messenger replied. ‘I left Malekith in Tor Anroc 
and knew nothing of his plan to move his army to Ellyrion. Nor of his intent 
to assault Anlec.’ 
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“Then I shall write a reply to your master, and you will be taken across the 
mountains to Ellyrion,’ said Eoloran. ‘With Anar guides to lead you, I am 
sure that your return journey shall be less fraught than the one that brought 
you here.’ 


“Who shall we send with him?’ asked Eothlir. ‘Perhaps more importantly, 
who shall we take with us to Anlec? And by what means will we get there 
unheralded?’ 


‘Anadriel and the other scouts who met Calabrian already know of his 
presence here,’ said Alith. “They are all trustworthy, kin to the Anars each 
of them. Anadriel knows the mountains as well as I, perhaps even better. I 
can think of no better guide, nor a more skilful warrior.’ 


‘I would have you take Calabrian, Alith, and then return to the manse to 
keep our lands safe for our return,’ said Eothlir. ‘To risk every lord of the 
Anars on this one quest seems careless, and to abandon Elanardris would be 
perverse.’ 


‘No,’ said Eoloran, cutting across Alith’s protest. ‘Alith has proven himself 
in battle, and a finer eye cannot be found in Elanardris. If he is to have a 
future as a lord of the Anars, he fights with us. There are many who can see 
to the defence of Elanardris in our absence, and if Malekith marches on 
Anlec I would say that our foes’ priorities will quickly change!’ 


Alith was profoundly grateful for his grandfather’s opinion, but remained 
quiet lest an outburst change Eoloran’s mind. 


‘For the moment,’ said Eoloran with a look at Alith, ‘he can run down to 
the house and bring me back parchment, ink and a quill.’ 


‘Of course,’ said Alith, bowing his head in thanks. As he left the summer 
house, he heard his father’s voice quiet but angry, but his words were lost as 
Alith headed down the path towards the manse. 


The winter days dragged on as heavy cloud sat upon the mountains, the 
snow sometimes coming in blizzards and at other times in more gentle 
flurries. Anadriel took Calabrian across the mountains to where the borders 
of Nagarythe, Chrace and Ellyrion met, and sent him south to Malekith. 
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By secret paths and unknown vantage points, the scouts of the Anars spied 
upon the enemy camps, noting their numbers and positions. All of this was 
passed to Eoloran to chart the disposition of his foes. With Alith and 
Anadriel, the lord of the Anars plotted the route by which a small group of 
warriors could evade the enemy and leave Elanardris unseen. Twice more 
Calabrian dared the dangerous route across the mountains to confer with the 
Anars, bringing assurances from Malekith that his attack was ready and 
returning with the renewed promises of Eoloran. Then the winter’s grip 
tightened, blizzards ruled the peaks and there came no further word from 
the prince. 


Thirty warriors were chosen by Eothlir, as those most trusted and most 
capable. All had served the Anars for centuries, several of them distant 
cousins to Alith. Amongst them were Anadriel, Anraneir, Casadir and 
Khillrallion. Eothlir began to refer to these warriors as the Shadows, as it 
would be in secrecy rather than strength that they would succeed. 


The Shadows met each other every few days, to discuss the route from 
Elanardris to Anlec. Khillrallion tested the pathways out of Elanadris and 
returned several days later to confirm that he had not seen another elf in all 
of that time. While these practical steps were taken, Eoloran turned his hand 
to a different form of subterfuge: promulgating a falsehood to his allies that 
would explain his coming absence. 


Through Caenthras, the ruler of the Anars spread the word that he had been 
in contact with Prince Durinne of Galthyr, a port in the west of Nagarythe. 
Eoloran let it be known that the two were arranging to meet, and would 
confirm their alliance and mutual support in the spring. Caenthras took this 
news with enthusiasm, and would often speak of how he wished for 
Malekith’s return. Eoloran kept his silence on this matter, uncertain of 
Caenthras’s reaction should he know the truth. The old warrior had been 
invigorated by the fighting against the Khainites and was clearly chafing at 
the imprisonment imposed by the besieging army. It was Eoloran’s fear that 
Caenthras would march out to join Malekith if he knew the truth, leaving 
Elanardris unprotected, though it pained him to lie to his friend. 


Each day Alith would awaken and look to the skies, hoping to see the first 
sun of spring. In Nagarythe, the winters were deep and harsh, but once the 
north wind turned to the west and the clouds broke, spring and then summer 


would come quickly. The sign that Malekith was ready to attack grew closer 
with every morning. 


Alith was curled up on a bed of leaves at the back of a cave, at one of the 
watch positions overlooking the druchii army. A slight noise caused him to 
wake instantly, reaching instinctively for the naked sword that lay beside 
him. Someone was silhouetted against the slightly paler circle of the cavern 
entrance. A smokeless lamp glowed into life to reveal the face of Anraneir. 
He was smiling broadly. 


‘Come, sleepy one, and look at this,’ he said, stepping aside. 


Alith sprang up and strode to the opening, guessing Anraneir’s cause for 
happiness. There was an almost imperceptible warmth on the breeze, which 
came from the west. Looking to the east he saw the first red rays of the sun 
cresting over Anulir Erain, the White Mother who was the tallest of the 
mountains south of the manse. 


‘The first spring sun!’ laughed Alith. Anraneir hugged Alith in his joy, and 
the young Anar shared his enthusiasm. The sun signalled a very perilous 
time for them both, but the prospect of action after such a bleak winter was 
exciting. 


“We should head back to the manse today,’ said Anraneir. ‘Your grandfather 
will no doubt wish to leave tonight,’ 


‘Best wait for Mithastir to replace me here,’ said Alith. ‘Someone still 
needs to keep an eye on the enemy. You should go now, since it would raise 
questions why you are here and not at your post.’ 


‘Of course,’ said Anraneir, deflated by Alith’s practicality. With a waved 
hand and a whispered word he dimmed his lantern and disappeared into the 
gloom. 


Alith sat cross-legged on the ledge outside the cave, gazing down at the 
pinpricks of campfires far below. He whispered a chant in praise of 
Kurnous as he waited for Mithastir to arrive, thanking the Lord of the Hunt 
for bringing the early spring. Alith took it as a good sign from his patron. 
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Singly and in pairs, the Shadows gathered in a small copse of trees known 
as the Athelin Emain close to the southern border of Elanardris. Alith was 
one of the first, and waited in the darkness for the others to arrive. As the 
moons glowed from behind thin clouds, Eoloran and Eothlir finally made 
their appearance, clad in dark cloaks like the rest. It was the first time Alith 
had seen his father and grandfather dressed in this fashion, entirely unlike 
the statesmanlike robes or shining armour he was accustomed to seeing. 
The ruler of the Anars gathered his warriors beneath the boughs of a great 
tree, the dim moonlight streaming through the naked branches to cast 
dappled shadows on the ground. 


“We must pass the druchii line before sunrise,’ said Eoloran, looking at the 
thirty Shadows. ‘We all know the path which we take, and the danger 
should we be discovered. I offer you one last chance to return to your 
homes. As soon as we set foot beyond these trees we are committed to this 
journey, all the way to Anlec and whatever fate Morai-heg has reserved for 
us. Some of us, perhaps all of us, may not return from this fight, and it may 
be a fool’s errand that we run.’ 


There was silence from the others. Alith was eager for them to start out, to 
put an end to the waiting and planning. 


‘Good,’ said Eoloran with a grim smile. ‘We are as one mind. Lauded shall 
be those that march with me today, and great shall be the gratitude of the 
Anars and Prince Malekith.’ 


With that, Eoloran turned south and the Shadows began their perilous quest. 


It was not long before the Shadows encountered their first difficulty. 
Casadir had moved ahead of the main group as lead scout and returned just 
as Eoloran and the others were leaving the cover of Athelin Emain. They 
had planned to head directly westwards before turning north, but Casadir 
brought alarming news. 


‘The druchii have shifted the southern boundaries of their camp,’ he 
reported as the others gathered at his surprise return. ‘Cultists have moved 
south of the road.’ 


‘Can we go around them?’ asked Anadriel. 
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‘Certainly,’ replied Casadir. “Though if we wish to remain out of sight we 
would have to travel through the fens of the Enniun Moreir. Who can say 
how many days that would add to our journey?’ 


‘Arrive at Anlec too late or risk discovery, that is no small choice,’ said 
Eothlir. He looked at his father. ‘I would put my vote on speed and 
directness. The risk of being seen is one that we can control, while the 
delays are beyond our measure to manage.’ 


‘I concur,’ said Eoloran. ‘It would be of little use to arrive too late and be 
trapped outside the walls with Malekith.’ 


‘Perhaps there is even an opportunity here,’ suggested Alith. He turned to 
Casadir. ‘How large would you say is the cultist camp? How close are they 
to the others?’ 


“Two hundred cultists, maybe less,’ said Casadir. “They are camped on the 
lee side of the hills, on the banks of the Erandath, some distance from the 
bridge at Anul Tiran.’ 


“What are you thinking?’ asked Eothlir as Alith stayed silent for a moment. 


“We can address two problems with one solution,’ said Alith. ‘I say we kill 
the cultists in their camp, and take on their guise. Clothed as cultists we can 
move freely along the roads rather than avoid them, speeding our journey 
by many days.’ 

‘What if the alarm is raised?’ asked Eoloran. ‘What you suggest risks a 
battle that we cannot win and an end to our journey before it has begun.’ 


‘The cultists will be unprepared and we will use stealth as our weapon,’ 
replied Alith, nodding as a plan resolved in his mind. ‘From what we saw of 
the Khainites, they have no military discipline. They expect no attack, and 
more than likely will be lying in their tents stupefied and unaware.’ 


‘I saw very little movement,’ added Casadir. ‘It would be very simple to 
come upon them unseen, if we choose confrontation.’ 


‘Kill them in their sleep?’ said Eothlir. ‘What you suggest fills me with a 
deep distaste. We are not assassins, we are walriors.’ 


‘And what of those that have fallen beneath their blades already, and those 
that would be sacrificed in the years to come should Malekith fail?’ 


growled Alith. “Too long has justice been absent from Nagarythe. It is all 
well and good to march out gloriously with banners flapping and clarions 
blaring, but in this war there are battles to be fought unseen by others. Are 
we not the Shadows for a reason?’ 


Eothlir’s expression showed his uneasiness, but he turned to his father 
rather than reply. Eoloran shook his head slowly, unhappy with the decision 
he faced. 


“You did not see what we saw in the Khainite camp,’ Alith said. “Though 
you may think it cold-blooded murder that I propose, we at least will have 
the dignity to give our victims a clean and painless death. They will not be 
tossed screaming onto fires nor have their living bodies desecrated by 
abuse! Does the hunter regret every life he takes, or does he know that it is 
the way of the world that some die so that others may live? He cannot pity 
the stag or the bear, no more than we can pity those that have chosen to prey 
upon their own kind.’ 


“You make a powerful argument, Alith,’ replied Eoloran. “To move cloaked 
in the guise of the enemy would be a great advantage, especially when we 
come to Anlec. Though we have pondered long on our journey to the city, 
this gives us a means by which we might enter unknown. We must accept 
that there is darkness in all shadows, and take strength from the promise 
that such deeds as we are about to commit are so that others may not know 
such sacrifice.’ 


With attack decided, the Shadows broke into groups of three and set out, 
circling around the cultist encampment. It was past midnight when they had 
come to their positions, and all about the camp was quiet. The orgy of 
celebration Alith had seen with the Khainites was absent, but clouds of 
narcotic vapours drifted from bone-wrought braziers. That the cultists were 
in a drugged stupor seemed likely. 


Coming to the closest tent, a high pavilion of purple cloth, Alith moved to 
the front at a crouch, dagger in hand. There was no movement from within 
and only the sound of slow breathing. With a glance around to ensure he 
was unobserved, Alith opened the flap and slipped inside. 


There were seven elves within, all entwined in nakedness upon a huge 
carpet made of several furred skins sewn together. A lamp with red glass 
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glowed in one comer, bathing everything in vermillion. Two of the elves 
were male, the others female, the bare flesh of all marked with runes drawn 
in blue dye. Amongst the swirls and shapes, Alith recognised the rune of 
Atharti, a goddess of pleasure. 


They were utterly still as Alith crouched above the closest. He could smell 
the fragrance of black lotus, a powerful narcotic that gave vivid dreams 
when smoke from its buming petals was inhaled. Drawing up his scarf 
across his mouth and face, Alith leaned forwards and brought his blade up 
to the sleeping maiden’s neck. The dagger shone in the ruddy light and 
Alith paused. 


To kill in the heat of battle was one thing, but to purposefully slay a 
defenceless victim was unlike anything Alith had ever done. His hand 
began to tremble at the thought and a sudden fear gripped him. Then the 
memories of the Khainite ceremony resurfaced in his mind and his hatred 
for what he had witnessed quelled all revolt. 


With a smooth, almost gentle motion, Alith drew the knife across the side 
of the elf maiden’s neck, slicing the artery. Blood spurted from the wound, a 
crimson shower that soaked the fur underfoot and pooled on Alith’s black 
boots. Fighting down his disgust, Alith moved to the next, and the next, and 
the next. 


It was soon over and without another glance at those he had slain, Alith left 
the tent and moved on, blood dripping from his dagger. 


‘By whose leave do you travel on the road?’ demanded the Anlec captain, 
his sword half-drawn from its sheath. Behind him stood several dozen 
warriors armed with barbed spears and covered from neck to knee in long 
coats of blackened mail, their faces hidden behind heavy aventails that 
covered their noses and mouths. 


It was not the first patrol the Shadows had encountered on the road to 
Anlec, and each meeting had been a fraught experience for Alith and the 
others. Dressed in the garb of Athartists and Khainites and other cultists, the 
Anars had hidden their weapons in swathed bundles upon their packs and 
had no means to defend themselves if their enemies attacked. 
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The whole journey had been nerve-wracking, the masquerade a thin defence 
against inquiry. The group of elves had travelled along the main road to the 
capital for seven days, avoiding other parties where possible. Though they 
looked the part of cultists, they knew nothing of the rituals and workings of 
the cults and were forced to avoid others on the road. This had led to 
several instances of the Shadows being forced into the wilds at night so that 
they were not asked to share camps. 


The number of soldiers on the road had been a problem as well. It was clear 
that Malekith’s plan to draw attention to the south was working and the 
Shadows had passed by thousands of warriors marching towards the border 
with Tiranoc. For the most part these companies had been too preoccupied 
with their own fates to notice a small group of cultists, but there had been 
several times, such as this, when bored officers had decided to investigate. 


‘I did not know that the roads were barred to those who travelled to pay 
homage to Queen Morathi,’ said Eoloran, bowing apologetically. Alith 
could imagine the self-loathing his grandfather felt at having to utter such 
words, but pride was the least casualty of their subterfuge. 


“There’s war afoot, you should know that,’ snarled the captain. ‘The roads 
must be clear for the queen’s armies.’ 


“We would offer no obstruction, my noble friend,’ said Eoloran, keeping his 
gaze downcast. ‘In fact, we travel to the temples of Anlec so that we might 
entreat the gods to bless the endeavours of Morathi’s favoured warriors. We 
are not fighters, and we owe everything to the great soldiers of Nagarythe 
who would protect us against the persecution of Bel Shanaar.’ 


It was a well-rehearsed turn of phrase, which Eoloran had devised after 
much thought, and it seemed to be working on the captain. 


‘There is little room in the city for vagabonds and wanderers,’ he said. ‘I 
warn you that there is a levy upon the people of Anlec to provide more 
warriors for the army. I see nothing of value in this motley band, but it is 
the queen’s decree that all stand ready in defence of our realm.’ 


“You are right, we know little of war and battle,’ said Eoloran. ‘Yet, should 
our enemies threaten, none will fight harder than I in the defence of 
Nagarythe and her great traditions.’ 


Alith was forced to turn away and cough to conceal a short laugh at his 
grandfather’s wordplay. Certainly the Anars would fight hardest to restore 
Malekith to the throne. 


The captain mulled over this answer for a time. Having wearied of the lack 
of sport provided by Eoloran, he waved the Shadows aside, forcing them 
onto the muddied grass bank that lined the road. With glowers at the group 
as they passed, the soldiers formed up and marched on, leaving the 
Shadows in peace. 


Eoloran urged them onwards, keen to put distance between the Shadows 
and the soldiers, and only after some time did he speak more freely again. 


‘I judge that we are no more than a day from Anlec, and we must be on our 
wits,’ he warned. ‘So far it seems that Malekith’s ploy is working, for if the 
druchii suspected any attack on Anlec, all roads would be closed. We must 
enter the city before the threat is known, lest the gates be barred against all 
entry prior to our arrival. I feel that events will quickly come upon us. We 
must put haste before caution. We must reach Anlec before nightfall 
tomorrow.’ 


Anlec was more of a fortress than a city, though massive in size and home 
to tens of thousands of elves. It was the greatest citadel in the world, built 
by Aenarion and Caledor Dragontamer to hold against the tide of daemons 
that had assailed Ulthuan. Immense walls encircled the city, bolstered along 
its circumference by twenty towers, each a small castle in its own right. 
Black and silver banners flapped in the spring wind from a hundred poles 
and the glint of weapons could be seen as hundreds of guards made their 
patrols along the battlements. 


There were three gatehouses, each grander than the manse of Elanardris and 
protected by war machines and dozens of soldiers. The gates themselves 
were immense portals wrought from blackened iron and enchanted with the 
most powerful spells of Caledor. Walls extended like buttresses from beside 
the gates, creating a killing field into which bolts and arrows and spells 
could be cast upon any attacker. A ring of outer towers, each garrisoned by 
a hundred warriors, protected the approaches. Perhaps most daunting was 
the great moat of fire that encircled the entire city, which burnt with a 


magical green flame and could only be crossed at three mighty 
drawbridges. 


It was across one of these bridges that the Shadows walked, the heat and 
crackling of the flames to either side. The sun was setting behind Anlec; the 
city rose out of the gloom like a black monster, spires and towers its horns 
and claws. 


Once this place had been the beacon in the darkness, the fortress of 
Aenarion the Defender. Now the sight of its black granite buildings sent a 
shudder of fear through Alith and he cast a glance at Eothlir and Eoloran. 
Not for many centuries had they come to the city, ever since Morathi had 
usurped rule from the chancellors and councils left by Malekith. The stories 
of the dark rites and bloody rituals were enough to make the skin crawl, and 
the sight of the city left Alith’s father and grandfather with pale, pinched 
faces. 


They crossed the killing ground swiftly. Alith glanced up at the high walls 
to either side and lamented silently, fearful for any warrior doomed to 
assault Anlec. No doubt many thousands of loyal elves would lose their 
lives when Malekith attacked. Pushing these sombre thoughts from his 
mind, Alith heartened himself with the knowledge that the Shadows had 
arrived. It would be their purpose to ensure the gate opened to save those 
warriors from such a bloody fate. Seeing Anlec firsthand strengthened 
Alith’s resolve and he took no small measure of pride in the idea that the 
Anars would play such a pivotal role in the war for Nagarythe. 


Fires could be seen through the yawning maw of the open gate, flickering 
from the dark stone of the flanking towers and the huge arch of the portal. 
A chill swamped Alith as the Shadows passed into the gatehouse, as if all 
light had been extinguished. He suppressed the urge to glance backwards as 
the city swallowed them. 
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Six 
Anlec Restored 


The night was torn by the screams of sacrificial victims and the screeching 
entreaties of wild cultists. Alith stood at the window of the abandoned 
garrison tower and looked over Anlec. Fires of different colours broke the 
darkness, while bloodthirsty mobs ran amok in the streets below, fighting 
each other and dragging off the unwary to be sacrificed to the dark gods of 
the cytharai. 


The Shadows had made their lair in a deserted building not far from the 
northern arc of the city wall. Once it had been home to hundreds of soldiers, 
but they had been moved south to confront the threat from Tiranoc. Like 
many parts of Anlec, the area was eerily quiet, the cultists preferring to 
keep to the centre of the city where the great temples were found. There 
was strength in numbers as the cults vied with each other for dominance. 


There were chambers below the tower that the Anars had not ventured into 
since their first exploration, appalled by bloodstained floors and barbed 
manacles, broken blades and wicked brands. Shuddering at the thought of 
the torments that had been visited upon fellow elves, they had closed the 
doors and kept to the upper storeys. 


‘I had no idea that we could fall so low,’ said Eoloran, appearing at Alith’s 
shoulder. ‘In this place of all, where once there was such dignity and 
honour, it pains me to look upon what we have become.’ 


“We are not all the same,’ said Alith. ‘Morathi has spread weakness and 
corruption, but Malekith will bring strength and resolve. There is still a 
future worth fighting for.’ 


Eoloran did not reply and Alith turned to look at his grandfather, to find that 
he was gazing at Alith with a smile. 


“You make me proud to be an Anar,’ said Eoloran, touching Alith’s 
shoulder. ‘Your father will be a great lord of the house, and you will be a 
fine prince of Nagarythe. When I see you, memories of the ancient past 
disappear and pain goes away. It is for the likes of you that we fought and 
bled, not these wretches that cavort through Aenarion’s city.’ 
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Eoloran’s words warmed Alith’s heart and he grasped his grandfather’s 
hand. 


‘If I am so, it is because I have your example to follow,’ said Alith. ‘It is the 
fine legacy that you will leave us that stirs me, and I call myself Anar with 
such pride that I cannot put it into words. Where others faltered and fell into 
the darkness, you have stood unflinching, a shaft of light for all to follow.’ 


Eoloran’s eyes glistened with tears and the two embraced, drawing comfort 
upon each other’s love and putting aside the horrors that lay outside. 


Breaking away after some time, Eoloran turned his eyes back to the window 
and his expression hardened. 


“Those that have perpetrated these atrocities must be punished, Alith,’ he 
said quietly. ‘But do not confuse punishment with revenge. It is fear and 
anger, jealousy and hatred that feed these cults, stirring those darkest 
emotions that lie within us all. If we stay true to our ideals, the victory will 
be ours.’ 


For nine days the Shadows concealed themselves within the heart of the 
enemy. For the most part they stayed out of sight, but singly and in pairs 
they dared the city on occasion, to gather information and food. The 
daytime was less perilous than the night, for the orgies and sacrifices of the 
night before left the cultists sated for a while and the streets were quieter. 


While the cultists ruled the night, the garrison of Anlec held sway in the 
daylight, patrolling the streets vigorously to ensure that total anarchy did 
not consume the city. It became clear that Morathi held the various forces in 
balance, indulging the cults to retain their support, yet reining back their 
excesses enough to ensure that some semblance of order was maintained. 


It was late afternoon on the ninth day when Alith and Casadir took their 
turn to go out into the city and find out what news they could. Garbed in 
their elegant robes, swords concealed beneath the folds of cloth, the pair 
headed for the main plaza outside the palace. There was a guard of soldiers 
upon the steps that led up to the huge doors of the citadel, and a throng of 
elves was massing in the square. 


There was a hum of conversation, an edge of fear to the atmosphere that 
drew Alith’s attention. 


‘Let us split up and see what we can hear,’ he said to Casadir. ‘I will meet 
you back here in a short while.’ 


Casadir nodded and headed off to the right, passing in front of the steps. 
Alith turned left, towards the market stalls that had been set up on the edge 
of the square. He moved along the stalls, seemingly browsing the sellers’ 
wares yet he was alert to the hubbub around him. Amongst the usual fare of 
a market there were more sinister goods on sale. Ritual daggers inscribed 
with evil runes, talismans of the cytharai and parchments filled with 
incantations to the underworld gods. As he eyed a silver amulet forged in 
the shape of Ereth Khial’s sigil, Alith heard a passer-by mention the name 
of Malekith. Turning, he followed the group of elves across the square. 
Amongst the languid strolls of the other elves, these five moved with 
purpose towards the street of temples that lay to the west. 


‘Riders came in early this morning,’ one was saying. Though the air had not 
yet thrown off the full chill of winter, she was dressed in a diaphanous veil 
that was wound loosely about her body, her pale flesh exposed for all to see. 
Upon her back were scars in the shapes of runes, and her flesh was pierced 
with rings of gold. ‘My brother was at the south gate and overheard what 
was said to the guards. The riders told the garrison that Prince Malekith 
advances on Anlec with an army.’ 


This was greeted with twitters of fear from the other elves. 
‘Surely he won’t attack the city?’ said one. 

‘Are we Safe here?’ asked another. 

‘Perhaps we should flee,’ suggested another. 


‘There is no time!’ said the first, her voice shrill. ‘The riders say that the 
prince is but a day’s march away. His wrath will fall upon us ere sundown 
tomorrow!’ 


A thrill of excitement pulsed through Alith on hearing these words. He 
longed to follow the group further but they had turned up the steps that led 
to the shrine of Atharti and he had no desire to enter that damned place. 


Cutting down a side street, Alith circled quickly back towards the square 
and there he found Casadir waiting for him. 


‘Malekith is close,’ Casadir whispered as Alith came up to him. ‘I heard a 
captain of the guards sending his company to the walls to make ready the 
defence of the city.’ 


‘He is but a day away,’ said Alith as the two of them walked together back 
towards the abandoned barracks. ‘Or so some believe.’ 


‘Morathi is keeping this news secret for the moment,’ said Casadir. ‘She 
fears that there will be panic if the people find out that the prince is about to 
besiege Anlec. Perhaps we should spread the word, and hope that we can 
cause fear and confusion and hinder her plans.’ 


“That might be a good idea, but I would speak with my father first,’ said 
Alith. 


‘I will linger a while longer and see what else I can learn,’ said Casadir. ‘I 
will return to the tower before dusk.’ 


‘Be careful,’ said Alith. ‘As this news spreads, I fear hysteria will grip 
many of the cultists. The sacrificial fires will burn high this night.’ 


Casadir nodded reassuringly and disappeared into the gathering crowds. 
Alith headed for the Shadows’ lair at a brisk pace, keen to move quickly but 
fearful of attracting attention. If Malekith was indeed but a day away, his 
approach having been kept secret by Morathi’s warriors, the Anars had little 
time to prepare their plan of action. Though the prospect filled Alith with 
excitement, he felt an underlying dread that the Shadows would fail and the 
prince would be destroyed upon the city’s walls. 


As Alith had predicted, the night was punctuated by much rowdy 
behaviour, the beating of drums and the blare of horns as word spread of 
Malekith’s approach. Amongst the mayhem of the cultists’ tribulations and 
celebrations, the tramp of marching feet reverberated around the city as the 
garrison turned out and such forces as were near at hand were brought back 
to Anlec. The Shadows kept to their dark tower whilst this hysteria gripped 
the druchii, fearful of being set upon in the streets. 


Alith spent a sleepless night with the others, alternating between keeping 
watch for intruders and discussing the coming events with his father and 
grandfather. When the rosy haze of dawn crept across the horizon, barely 
glimmering over the stone wall of the city, Alith was in the highest chamber 
of the tower with Eothlir and Eoloran. In the light of the dawn and by the 
fires of torches along the ramparts, they could see a great many warriors 
standing ready to receive an assault. 


A singular question had vexed Eoloran since their arrival at Anlec and he 
gave voice to it again as the sun crept onto the sill of the window. 


‘From which direction will Malekith attack?’ he asked, though posing the 
question to nobody in particular. ‘We must know which gate needs to be 
opened.’ 


‘I have heard conflicting reports,’ said Eothlir. ‘Some believe he marches 
direct from Tiranoc and comes from the south, while others have said that 
he comes from Ellyrion in the east.’ 


‘From his messages, we know the prince intended to muster his army in 
Ellyrion,’ said Alith. “The east seems the most probable direction.’ 


“That does seem likely, but such is the confusion that I have even heard tell 
that he comes from the west, having landed at Galthyr. While I suspect that 
you are right, Alith, it is not beyond the bounds of reason to wonder if his 
plans have changed, either through his own decision or forced by the 
actions of the druchii. A wrong assumption would not only cost us our lives 
but could damn Nagarythe to this torment for many more years to come.’ 


‘Then we must see for ourselves what is the truth,’ said Alith. 


‘And from where would you look?’ said Eothlir. ‘The walls are full of 
watrriors and no tower save for the citadel is high enough to see any 
distance.’ 


“When faced with only one path, no matter how dangerous, that is the route 
we must take,’ said Alith. ‘I will scale the citadel for a vantage point that 
will give us sufficient warning of Malekith’s approach. We need time to 
order ourselves and reach whichever gatehouse he assaults, and for that we 
need to know his intent as soon as possible.’ 


‘If only there were some way we could send or receive word from the 
prince,’ said Eoloran. ‘A bird, perhaps?’ 


‘I fear that Morathi’s eye will be alert to such things, and we risk revealing 
ourselves for only an uncertain gain,’ said Eothlir. He paced to the window 
and back, obviously distressed. ‘It seems unwise to send out a solitary spy, 
Alith.’ 


‘Better that only one is caught than all, and I would not ask any other to risk 
themselves,’ said Alith. ‘Do not be too disheartened. Anarchy still holds 
sway over much of the city, though I am sure before long Morathi will instil 
a greater fear in her followers than Malekith. The shadows are still deep at 
this early hour and a lone figure moves unseen where many would attract 
attention.’ 


‘T am still not certain,’ said Eoloran. 


“Then you’d best bind me and leave me here, for I intend to go!’ snapped 
Alith, who then fell silent, taken aback by his own determination. He 
continued in a more measured tone. ‘I promise I will not take any 
unnecessary risks, and if I hear word that confirms Malekith’s plan I shall 
return immediately and dare nothing. All eyes are outwards at this moment, 
none will see a solitary shadow.’ 


Eoloran said nothing and turned away, giving his assent yet not able to say 
as much. Eothlir stepped in front of Alith and placed a hand upon the back 
of his son’s head. He pulled him closer and kissed his son upon the brow. 


‘May all the gods of light watch over you,’ said Eothlir, stepping back. ‘You 
must be quick, but in your haste do nothing rash.’ 


‘Believe me, I would like nothing more than to return whole and 
unharmed!’ said Alith with a nervous laugh. He waved away his father’s 
concerns and headed for the door. 


Alith stripped off the cumbersome Salthite robes he had been wearing and 
adored himself with a simple loincloth and red cloak, such as might be 
worn by a Khainite. He wrapped a ragged sash around his waist in which he 
placed a serrated knife. Thus disguised, Alith slipped from the tower 
without a word to his fellow Shadows. 
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The street directly outside was empty and the tower itself concealed the 
view from the walls. Hugging close to the side of the street, where tall- 
roofed buildings had once housed thousands of warriors, Alith headed for 
the centre of the city. 


Feeling that he would arouse less attention on the main roads than if he 
were seen skulking through alleys and side streets, Alith took the most 
direct route to the central plaza, coming at the palace of Aenarion from 
north-west. Here were many of the homes of Anlec’s rulers, most empty 
while their noble owners commanded troops on the wall or were with their 
soldiers far to the south. Leaping over garden walls and flitting past 
bubbling fountains, Alith looked for a means by which he could gain entry 
to the citadel. 


Where once the spire of Anlec had stood alone in the centre of the city, the 
passing centuries had brought more buildings, each getting closer and closer 
to the palace. Though the square south of the citadel was open, generations 
ago the houses of the nobles had joined to the northern wall of the palace 
and it was here that Alith headed. 


As easily as he had once jumped from rock to rock on the mountainsides of 
his home, Alith leapt into the bare branches of a tree close to the porch of 
one of the manses. From here he jumped onto the roof. Sliding past an open 
dormer window, Alith stooped low to avoid being seen and ran along the 
angled tiles at the ridge of the steep roof. There was some distance between 
the manse’s gable and the wall of the citadel and Alith took the leap at a 
run, hurling himself over the drop. His fingers found a hold on the age-worn 
stones of the wall and, after a moment of scrabbling, his naked toes also 
found purchase. Spider-like, Alith shimmied to the top of the wall. After 
peering over to ensure he was unobserved, he slipped through the tall 
crenellations onto the rampart beyond. 


His vantage point was no better than that elsewhere and he could see no 
further than the curtain wall of Anlec. He needed to climb higher if he was 
to get a good view of the surrounding plains and witness the arrival of 
Malekith. 


Keeping to the western side of the citadel, still shrouded from the rising 
sun, Alith climbed up turrets and minarets, sidled along ledges and clawed 
his way up steepling roofs until he was far above the city. Pausing beneath 


the sill of an arched window, Alith glanced down and saw figures on the 
streets below, made incredibly small by distance. There was a great throng 
in the central plaza and the street of temples was full of people. Elsewhere 
there were very few elves. Alith could see over the walls, but only to the 
dark west, the direction least likely to reveal Malekith. He needed to look 
east, to confirm that Malekith’s army indeed approached from that 
direction. 


Crawling along a narrow gutter, Alith came to the edge of a roof 
overlooking the top of an open turret below. Three warriors stood guard at 
the door beneath him, but their eyes were looking outwards, seeking the 
same thing he was. Ignoring the soldiers, Alith pulled himself across the 
gap above their heads and silently climbed higher. 


The sun bathed Alith with its warmth as he rounded the golden pinnacle of 
a minaret. The sensation gave him a sudden flash of memory. He 
remembered lying on the lawn of the manse with his mother, talking about 
Ashniel. It was with guilt that Alith realised he had not thought of Ashniel 
since leaving Elanardris, so possessed had he been of the coming mission. 
The memory heartened him, for if they succeeded today, Malekith would 
regain his throne and Ashniel would no longer be bound to her safe retreat 
in the mountains. 


Spurred on by his desire, Alith looked around for surer footing and saw a 
balcony not far above him. With a spring, he grabbed hold of the curving 
stone supports beneath the balcony and pulled himself up to an elegant 
balustrade. A huge windowed door stood open, leading into a darkened 
chamber. 


Alith heard voices and froze. 


After a moment, he relaxed as the voices receded into echoes. Standing to 
one side of the door so that he could not be seen from within, Alith had the 
chance to look out properly. Everything to the south and east was laid out 
before him. The roads running from the gates travelled directly away from 
the city as far as the horizon, broken only at the raised bridges across the 
fire moat. 


For some time Alith stayed there, seeking some clue that would confirm 
Malekith’s approach. As time dragged on, doubt gnawed at Alith’s resolve, 
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his expectation slowly leeched from him as the sun rose higher and higher. 
On occasion there would be the sound of footfalls within the citadel and 
Alith held his dagger ready in case someone came upon him. 


Even as the last of Alith’s hope was waning, he spied a flashing to the 
south-east. Shading his eyes, he looked more carefully. It was the 
unmistakeable glint of sunlight on metal. Dust rose on the horizon and Alith 
watched in awe as the host of Malekith marched towards the city. 


Alith had never seen so many warriors. Thousands upon thousands of 
knights, spearmen and archers advanced, spreading far to either side of the 
southern road. As the army came nearer and nearer, Alith saw white 
chariots pulled by fierce lions, and the banners of other realms flapping 
above the endless ranks of warriors: Ellyrion, Yvresse, Tiranoc and Chrace. 
Front and centre were the silver and black standards of Nagarythe, the 
warriors of Prince Malekith. At this distance, Alith could see nothing of the 
prince, though his black-armoured knights were visible. Winged creatures 
circled in the clouds above the army: three pegasi and a mighty griffon with 
riders on their backs. 


It was clear that Malekith marched for the southern gate, his army forming 
up towards the drawbridge in that direction. Relieved, Alith was about to 
start his long climb down when raised voices from within the citadel 
attracted his attention. He risked a glance into the chamber and found it was 
empty. However, through an archway at the far side of the room he could 
see an inner hall and his heart skipped a beat when a tall figure crossed into 
view. 


She was tall, majestic, her black hair spilling down her back in languid 
curls. She wore a purple gown of gossamer cloth, which wreathed about her 
white skin like smoke. There was a strange shadow about her, a barely 
visible miasma of darkness that seemed to teem with a life of its own. Alith 
fancied he saw tiny glaring eyes and fangs appearing in that shadowy mist. 
In her hand the matriarch held an iron staff topped with a strange horned 
skull and her hair was bound by a golden tiara set with diamonds and 
emeralds. 


Morathi! 
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Alith was spellbound by her beauty, though he knew in his heart that she 
was utterly wicked. Her back was to him but the curve of her shoulders and 
hips stirred a passion inside Alith that he had not known he possessed. He 
longed to lose himself in that lustrous hair and feel the touch of that smooth 
skin beneath his fingers. 


The sound of voices broke the enchantment and Alith realised the sorceress- 
queen was not alone. Black-robed figures passed back and forth across the 
archway, their heads shaved bald and tattooed with strange designs. He 
could not hear the words being said and against the promise he had made 
his father, Alith slipped into the chamber to come closer to the hated Witch 
Queen. 


From this new position Alith could see more clearly into the central hall. He 
recoiled from what he saw. Beyond Morathi burned a multi-coloured flame, 
which recalled to Alith the tales of the Flame of Asuryan that had blessed 
Aenarion at the dawn of time. Yet there was nothing holy about these fires, 
their licking tongues strangely jagged and angular. A half-formed shape 
dwelt in the middle of the twisting flames. Though indistinct, made up from 
but also not part of the flames, it looked like the face of a bird, perhaps an 
eagle or a vulture, shifting between two different appearances. Its eyes 
glittered with power and to Alith the flames looked like a pair of immense 
wings furled around some otherworldly creature. 


“Their time will come,’ intoned a solemn, deep voice that resounded around 
the hall. The words came from the flames, but did not seem to be elvish, 
though Alith understood them easily. It was if the words came from a 
language that bound all other languages together, utterly recognisable and 
yet totally different. 


“The winding road forks many times,’ warned another, with a cackle. 
‘And we see where all paths lead,’ said the first voice. 
‘But not when,’ responded the second. 


Alith was confused, for both voices seemed to come from the flaming 
apparition, yet they had about them the tone of an argument. 


‘And in return for this undertaking, I shall expect to be rewarded.’ Morathi 
cut across the bickering, her voice as luxuriant as her body. ‘When I call, I 
will be answered.’ 
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‘It makes demands,’ said the screeching voice. 
‘Demands,’ echoed the deeper voice with a guffawing laugh. 


‘I do not fear you,’ said Morathi. ‘It is you that came to me. If you wish to 
return to your infernal place with no bargain made, I shall not stop you. If 
you wish to return with what you came for, then you will treat me as an 
equal.’ 


‘Equal?’ the creature’s shrill voice bit like splinters inside Alith’s ears and 
he winced at the sound. 


‘Equal in all things, we are,’ said the deep voice, reassuring and gentle. ‘As 
partners we make this trade.’ 


‘Remember always that there are things a mortal can do, places a mortal 
can go, that are beyond your reach, daemon,’ said Morathi. A trickle of 
dread ran down Alith’s spine at the mention of daemons and he was gripped 
by the urge to flee. Shaking, he mastered his fear and forced himself to 
listen on. ‘It was our kind that bound you to the prison that holds you. 
Should you wish to reach beyond that prison, it is with mortal hands that 
you must work.’ 


‘Always so arrogant,’ mocked the sharp voice. ‘Mortals imprisoned us? 
You would do well to know that no prison can keep us for all time, and no 
barrier holds us wholly back. There will come a reckoning with mortals, oh 
yes. A reckoning.’ 


‘Shut up, you stupid old crow,’ said the other voice. ‘Do not listen to his 
idle chatter, queen of the elves. Our deal is set, our pact is made. Your 
followers shall go into the north and teach the humans of the sorcerous 
ways and in exchange the power of the Everchanging Veil shall be yours.’ 


‘I mark this pact with blood,’ said Morathi. Her staff tip lashed out towards 
one of the sorcerers and he was suddenly swathed with blood from 
hundreds of small cuts, his screams echoing around the hall. With a 
contemptuous sweep of her staff, Morathi hurled the still-shrieking acolyte 
into the fires. The flames burnt brightly for a moment, almost blinding, 
while harsh laughter resounded from the walls. 


‘Your fate is woven,’ said the daemon. With another flash the flames 
disappeared, leaving the hall in darkness. 


Alith blinked to clear the spots from his vision. It was a moment before he 
realised Morathi had turned and was heading towards the archway. In a 
panic, Alith sprinted back out onto the balcony and threw himself over its 
rail, grasping hold of the supports as he dropped. He clung there, grimacing, 
as he heard the tap of narrow-heeled boots clicking on the stone above. 
When Morathi spoke next, her voice was almost on top of Alith and his skin 
crawled at being so close to the sorceress-queen. 


‘How remarkable,’ Morathi said. ‘I thought the fires beyond him. It seems 
as if my son has grown up finally.’ 


‘Do you not feel its presence, majesty?’ hissed one of the sorceresses. “The 
circlet upon his helm, it burns with the ancient powers.’ 


“Yes,’ said Morathi with a sigh. ‘Has he the will to wield that power 
though? We shall soon see. It is an artefact from before Ulthuan was raised 
from the seas. Be wary, my darlings, or we shall all suffer the 
consequences.’ 


‘Prince Malekith has crossed the fires, your majesty,’ said another acolyte. 
“What if he takes the city?’ 


‘Send your familiars out to spread the word to the others, our agents in the 
mountains and the cities,’ purred the queen. ‘A single battle does not win a 
war. Should he enter Anlec, he will come to me.’ 


Footsteps receded into the citadel and Alith let out his breath in an 
explosive gasp, almost losing his hold on the pitted stonework. There was 
too much to think about and not enough time to consider everything. Alith 
focussed on what was important: the Shadows had to open the southern 
gate, and quickly. 


There were few elves on the streets of Anlec, and those that were spared no 
second glance to thirty Naggarothi garbed in short mail coats and cloaks of 
black who marched along the road with bows in hand and grim looks on 
their faces. Shouts and cries echoed down from the walls, but from within 
the city it was impossible to know how the battle progressed. Now and then 
Alith saw one or other of the pegasus-riding mages sweep down to the 
ramparts unleashing magical fire or forks of lightning. The screams of the 
dying grew in number as an elven prince atop the back of a majestic griffon 
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crashed into the soldiers upon the walls. His icy lance and the claws of the 
monster gouged great wounds in the druchii regiments. All else save for the 
clouds of arrows that passed back and forth was hidden from view. 


‘Wait!’ hissed Eoloran as the Shadows came into sight of the wide plaza 
behind the south gate. The open square was filled with elves howling and 
screaming: Khainites. Their priests and priestesses moved amongst the 
shrieking mob, sprinkling them with handfuls of blessed blood, exhorting 
them to slay the city’s attackers for the glory of Khaine. Hateful oaths to 
slay Malekith echoed from the gate and surrounding buildings. Some of the 
Khainites fell to their knees, wailing and snarling, dousing themselves with 
blood from silver chalices, slicking their hair and painting runes upon the 
flesh with the blood of their companions. Bodies littered the flagstones 
where the most frenzied worshippers had fallen upon their fellows with 
knives and bare hands. The skin and flesh had been torn from them, their 
organs plucked free and devoured by the demented cultists. 


Looking up towards the high towers of the gatehouse, Alith could see a 
great deal of activity. Archers were gathering from the surrounding walls, 
pouring their arrows into some foe close at hand. 


“We must take the gatehouse!’ hissed Alith, taking a step. 


‘We will be butchered,’ replied Eothlir, grabbing Alith by the arm and 
dragging him back as the other warriors took shelter in the shadow of the 
wall. 


‘Malekith’s soldiers will all be killed,’ said Alith, snatching his arm from 
his father’s grasp. 


‘And so will we,’ snarled Eoloran. A bell rang out three times from the 
direction of the citadel. A moment later a loud grinding echoed across the 
courtyard. Eoloran pointed towards the gate towers. ‘Look!’ 


The huge gates of Anlec swung open with a rattle of heavy chains. On the 
gate towers, naked slaves were bent to two great wheels as their druchii 
masters lashed their backs with barbed scourges. Like a dam being opened, 
the Khainites flooded out of the city, whooping and screaming with 
murderous delight. 


The gates closed with a shuddering thud as the last of the Khainites passed 
through. The courtyard was empty and silent, save for the distant battle 


cries and clash of war from beyond the walls. 
“Now is our chance!’ said Eoloran, waving Alith and the others forwards. 


Bows and arrows readied, the Shadows ran swiftly across the gate square. 
As had been discussed before setting out from their hiding place, Alith and 
Eothlir led half of the Shadows towards the eastern tower while Eoloran 
took the rest towards the western tower. Eoloran’s group disappeared 
through the doorway whilst Alith was still a dozen paces from the other 
tower. 


A figure clad in chainmail appeared at the doorway right in front of Alith. 
The druchii’s eyes widened with shock a moment before an arrow from 
Anadriel took him in the cheek, hurling him against the stone of the tower. 
Alith leapt past and was engulfed by the torchlit gloom. 


The stair spiralled to the right and Alith dashed up the steps in bounding 
leaps, the other Shadows closely on his heels. No other druchii came down 
and as Alith burst from the door at the top he found himself looking out 
across the plains of Anlec and the army of Malekith. 


He had only time to register rank upon rank of spears and knights and 
archers before movement to his left caught Alith’s eye. There were dozens 
of warriors on the wall next to the tower and the closest were turning 
towards him. 


Without thought, Alith aimed and loosed his first arrow, which punched 
through the gilded breastplate of the closest warrior. As he nocked and shot 
his next, Eothlir and the other Shadows fanned out around him to add their 
own missiles to the volley. Within moments, two dozen druchii lay dead 
and wounded upon the stones. 


‘The gate wheel,’ said Eothlir, pointing up to the next level of the tower 
above the parapet. 


‘Five with me, the rest hold the door,’ ordered Alith, running to a flight of 
steps atop the gatehouse wall. He rammed his bow into its quiver and drew 
his sword as he bounded up the final few steps to the roof of the tower. 


The slavemasters were ready and a cracking whip lashed out to greet Alith 
as he ran onto the open space. Pain bit through his left arm and he glanced 
down to see the sleeve of his shirt in tatters, a bloody wound on his forearm. 
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Snarling, he ducked beneath the flailing barbs that snaked out towards him 
and launched at the whip’s wielder. The druchii drew a knife with his free 
hand but Alith was too quick, driving the point of his sword into the 
slavemaster’s bare chest. 


More burning pain screamed across Alith’s back as another wicked blow 
tore at his cloak and flesh, ripping through to the muscle. He stumbled but 
Casadir was there, dashing past to cut the whipmaster’s arm at the elbow. A 
reverse slash took the elf’s head clean off. 


The emaciated slaves at the wheel threw themselves at their tormentors, 
battering and swinging with the chains of their manacles. As Anadriel 
helped him to his feet, Alith spared a glance across to the other tower and 
below. He could see black-armoured bodies tossed over the parapet by the 
Shadows. Much further down, in the killing ground between the outcrops of 
the walls, a phalanx of spearmen pressed towards the gate, their shields 
raised against the arrows falling upon them. 


“The gate!’ shouted Alith, grabbing the nearest slave and pushing him back 
towards the capstan. ‘Open the gate for your freedom!’ 


Alith lunged onto the nearest bar of the wheel and heaved, the weeping 
slaves taking their places around him. Fire burned along Alith’s spine and 
he bit back a scream of pain as he bent all of his strength to the task. With a 
clank-clank-clank the chains tightened and gears turned. 


‘Keep going!’ yelled Casadir from just behind Alith. “The gate’s opening!’ 


The wheel gathered momentum and within moments ran freely as the gate 
beneath swung open on its own weight. Alith flopped to the ground with a 
curse. Casadir dragged him sideways from under the feet of the following 
slaves as the wheel continued to spin. 


With a thunderous crash, the gates slammed against the walls. 


Shouts of joy and laughter echoed up from the spearmen below and Alith 
pulled himself up with Casadir’s help and staggered to the parapet. 
Thousands of warriors streamed into the city. On the wall, Eothlir stood 
upon the battlement, the unfurled banner of the Anars held high in his hand. 


As Casadir bound Alith’s wounds with the remains of his cloak, a cry of 
dismay came from the other Shadows atop the tower. Looking down into 
the square inside the gate, Alith saw that the druchii beastmasters had 
unleashed their monstrous creatures upon the army of Malekith. Two 
enormous hydras advanced on the spearmen, smoke and fire billowing from 
their jaws. 


As the first of the monsters closed on them, the spearmen formed a shield 
wall, their weapons jutting like silver spines. With a clatter of wheels on 
stone, the chariots of Chrace charged through the gate and swung around 
the spearmen. Drawn by white lions, the chariots headed straight for one of 
the hydras; their prince, a tall elf wielding a gleaming double-headed axe, 
led the charge. 


To the right, more cages were opened and a stream of unnatural beasts 
loped, skittered and slithered across the stones. Taken from the Anullii and 
the wastes across the sea north of Ulthuan, the Chaotic monsters lurched 
forwards, driven by the goads and whips of the beastmasters. More 
spearmen moved up beside the Naggarothi, their blue banners marked with 
the symbols of Yvresse. 


Alith turned his attention back to the Naggarothi warriors as the flicker of 
flames and the roars of the lions echoed across the courtyard. The other 
hydra was almost upon the spearmen. The creature drew back its heads and 
a shouted command cut across the cacophony filling the square. As one, the 
spearmen dropped down, raising their shields above their heads. Fire 
spewed from the hydra’s heads, lapping against the shields of the warriors. 
Some fell, wreathed with smoke and fire, their cries shrill. As the flames 
dispersed a bank of charnel smoke drifted away from the scorched warriors. 


‘Kill the handlers!’ gasped Alith, drawing his bow. 


A shower of arrows fell upon the beastmasters behind the hydra and each 
fell, pierced by several shafts. As the Shadows turned their missiles upon 
the other druchii emerging from the cages, Alith watched the hydra. 


Suddenly free of the goading whips and spears of its handlers, the hydra 
slowed. Three of its heads bent back to examine their unmoving corpses, 
the other four rose into the air, nostrils flaring as they caught the scent of 
basilisks and khaltaurs. Fiery venom dripping from its maws, the hydra 
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heaved around its bulk and spied its enemies from the mountains. With 
hisses issuing from its many throats, the hydra lumbered into a run, heading 
for the other monsters. 


‘Alith!’ Eoloran called up from below. ‘Come down here.’ 


Casadir tightened the knot on the makeshift bandages around Alith’s torso 
and then took off his own cloak and fixed it around Alith’s shoulders. With 
a nod of thanks, Alith trotted down the stairs. The pain had subsided but his 
back was numb, and twice he almost stumbled as he hurried down the steps. 


Coming out onto the rampart, Alith found his father and grandfather in 
conversation with a majestic elf lord clad in golden armour. He was dark of 
hair and eye, taller and broader than both Eoloran and Eothlir. He turned as 
Alith walked out of the tower, a smile on his lips. 


‘Alith, I would like you to meet a very special person,’ said Eothlir, laying 
an arm across his son’s shoulders and pulling him forwards. ‘This is Prince 
Malekith.’ 


Alith bowed out of instinct, his eyes not leaving the prince’s face. Malekith 
leaned forwards and took Alith by the arm, pulling him upright. 


‘It is not you that should bow, it is I,’ said Malekith, and then he did so, 
sweeping aside his cloak and lowering himself to one knee for a heartbeat 
before standing again. ‘I owe you a debt that will not easily be repaid.’ 


‘Free Nagarythe and I will consider us even,’ said Alith. 


‘Alith!’ snapped Eoloran, but Malekith waved away his rebuke with a 
laugh. 


‘He is of the Anars, that is for sure,’ said the prince. He turned his gaze 
back to Alith and his expression was earmest. ‘I agree to my part of the 
bargain. The tyranny of Morathi will end today.’ 


The prince’s attention was drawn to a captain of the spearmen who was 
striding up the steps to the wall. Malekith waved him forward. 


‘This is the noble Yeasir, commander of Nagarythe and my most trusted 
lieutenant,’ said Malekith. Yeasir nodded his head in greeting, somewhat 
uncertainly. Malekith clapped a hand to the shoulder of his 
second-in-command. 
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“Well done!’ the prince exclaimed. ‘I knew you would not let me down.’ 
‘Highness?’ said Yeasir. 


‘The city, you fool,’ laughed Malekith. ‘Now that we are in, it is only a 
matter of time. I have you to thank for that.’ 


“Thank you, highness, but I think you deserve more credit than I,’ said 
Yeasir. He looked at the Anars. ‘And without these noble warriors, I would 
still be stood outside, or perhaps lying outside with an arrow in my belly.’ 


“Yes, well I have thanked them enough already,’ said Malekith. ‘It would be 
best not to give them too much credit, otherwise who knows what ideas 
they might get.’ 


‘How did they come to be here?’ asked Yeasir. 


‘Malekith sent word to us many days ago,’ said Eoloran. He went on to 
explain the plan devised with Malekith and how the Anars had infiltrated 
the city. 


“Well, you have my gratitude, prince,’ said Yeasir with a deep bow. He 
turned to Malekith with a frown. ‘I must admit to being somewhat hurt that 
you did not feel that you could trust me with this counsel, highness.’ 


“Would that I could have,’ said Malekith airily. ‘I trust you more than I trust 
my own sword arm, Yeasir. I could not divulge my plan to you lest it affect 
your actions in battle. I wanted the defenders to know nothing was amiss 
until the gates were opened, and foreknowledge of the Anars’ presence may 
well have meant that you held back until the gates were already flung wide. 
We needed to keep the pressure on so that all eyes were turned outwards 
rather than inwards.’ 


Malekith then turned to Eoloran. 


‘If you would excuse me, I believe my mother is waiting for me,’ the 
Naggarothi prince said, now empty of all humour. 
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Seven 
A Bitter Parting 


Conversation and laughter spilled across the lawns of the Anars’ manse in 
harmony with the pattering of fountains, against a low backdrop of flutes 
and harps. Three pavilions of red and white, hung with golden chains 
studded with precious gems, dominated the gardens. Within and without 
these huge tents, the guests of the Anars strolled and talked, enjoying the 
midsummer sun. 


Nearly twenty years of relative peace had seen the fortunes of the Anars 
wax again and many of the wealthiest and most powerful nobles of 
Nagarythe attended Alith’s ascension gala. It was his coming-of-age, an 
occasion of great celebration for the family and their allies. Even Prince 
Malekith had sent his warmest regards, though his business in the court of 
Anlec had prevented him from attending, a distraction he professed to 
regret deeply. 


Eoloran had not been surprised by the prince’s absence, and Alith also knew 
well that while Malekith had restored his rule, the problems of the 
Naggarothi were not yet wholly behind them. Many of the cultists’ leaders 
had escaped capture and hidden, in Nagarythe and other realms of Ulthuan. 
There was an occasional murmur of uprising, though such demonstrations 
as happened were local and easily curbed by Malekith’s warriors. 


The threat of Morathi had receded but not disappeared. Malekith had 
promised mercy for his mother and the former queen was a prisoner of the 
Phoenix King in Tiranoc. Though Bel Shanaar forbade her visitors save for 
her son, and she was kept guarded in chambers lined with magical wards, 
there were some that believed Morathi still orchestrated the actions of the 
cults from afar. 


Such worries and suspicions were far from Alith’s mind on this momentous 
day. Not only was he a true lord of Elanardris and a prince of Nagarythe, he 
was also about to make a declaration that he had longed to make for many 
years. 


As the afternoon sun sank towards the horizon, the attendants of the manse 
marshalled the guests into the main marquee. Censers puffed wisps of 
fragrant smoke into the air, filling the space with the fresh perfume of 
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mountain flowers. Bunches of white-petalled hill roses and ruby-bloomed 
caelentha decorated the poles that held up the high roof. Servants swayed 
effortlessly through the throng with platters of silver, laden with the most 
exquisite delicacies of Ulthuan and her distant colonies. 


A stage of white wood had been erected at one end, gilded with the 
griffon’s wing crest of the Anars. Upon a high-backed chair, Eoloran looked 
out upon the sea of guests that filled the tent and spilled out onto the grass 
beyond. His visitors were dressed in their finest clothes, with feathery hats 
and glittering crowns, bejewelled armlets and necklaces, gowns 
embroidered with silver thread and hemmed with gilded stars. 


Eothlir stood to his father’s right hand and Alith to the left. Caenthras stood 
beside Eothlir while Alith was flanked by Ashniel. She looked resplendent 
in a gown of soft yellow, which was gathered up in silken billowing clouds 
about her arms. Golden chains bound her hair in a complex of braids and a 
single oval diamond hung on a golden necklace around her alabaster neck. 
She exuded serenity amongst the hubbub of the elves, maintaining an air of 
cool and noble poise. Alith continually glanced sideways at his love, feeling 
her beauty lap upon him like the gently cooling waves of a lake’s shore. 


When all the guests were assembled, Eoloran stood and raised his hands in 
greeting. 


‘My most noble friends, welcome to Elanardris,’ he declared with a smile. 
‘It is my honour to have such fine company to witness the ascension of my 
grandson to adulthood. Many times he has proven his worth, and it is right 
that we now give praise to his achievements.’ 


There was a whisper of assent and a forest of hands rose in the air holding 
crystal goblets and golden cups filled with dark wine. Eoloran took a 
chalice from a low table set before his throne and raised it in both hands 
above his head. 


‘I am Prince Eoloran Anar, lord of Elanardris,’ he intoned, his voice quiet 
and assured. ‘My blood hath passed into my son Eothlir, and from he into 
his son, Alith. My grandson hath come of age this day and upon him now 
fall the duties of a lord and prince of Ulthuan.’ 


He took a sip of the wine and lowered the chalice. 
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‘As we gave blood to defend our people alongside great Aenarion, now we 
take of this wine in remembrance of the sacrifice he made,’ Eoloran said 
solemnly. He drank once more. ‘Blood we have shed again to restore peace 
to these lands, and Alith gave of himself in that conflict. Though we all 
wish it that such brave deeds are never needed again, my grandson has 
shown he has the mettle and the spirit to prevail against the darkness that 
would threaten our homes and our society.’ 


The mood in the marquee had become sombre as the crowd of elves nodded 
sincerely, while a few wept silently at the memory of what had befallen 
Nagarythe. Eoloran allowed his audience to hold their thoughts and 
memories for a while, his head bowed in meditation as he also 
contemplated the dark acts he had committed in his life. Straightening, he 
smiled again. 


“Yet it is not for the past that we mark this day, but for the future. Alith is, 
as are all our children, our legacy to each other and the world. As I pass 
over this chalice, so I pass my hopes and dreams to the generations to come, 
and wish them the peace and happiness we have also enjoyed. Into their 
stewardship we place our great civilisation, from Elanardris to Anlec, 
Tiranoc to Yvresse, Ulthuan to the far colonies. Into their guardianship we 
entrust the prosperity of our people, from farmer to prince, servant to king.’ 


Eoloran turned and proffered the chalice to Alith, who took the goblet with 
slow ceremony. 


‘Upon this day of my passing from childhood to adulthood, I accept the 
duties that fall to me,’ Alith said. ‘As I have enjoyed the privilege and 
harmony to learn and grow beneath the boughs of my father and 
grandfather, I now extend the protection and wisdom of my position to 
those that will come after.’ 


Alith then lifted the cup to his lips and took a mouthful of wine. He 
savoured the deep, rich taste before swallowing, taking in the import of the 
ceremony just as he imbibed the liquid. No more a child, he was a true lord 
of House Anar. Pride filled him. Pride that he was Anar, and pride that 
already he had shown himself worthy of the title of prince. 


Alith realised he had closed his eyes. Opening them, he saw expectation in 
the faces before him: his father and grandfather, Caenthras and Ashniel, and 
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the dozens of elves who had come from across Nagarythe to witness this. 
Lowering the goblet, Alith smiled and applause filled the tent, with no few 
shouts of happiness and encouragement. 


Caenthras stepped up, hands raised for silence. As quiet descended 
eventually, the elven lord looked at Alith, his expression thoughtful. 


‘Let me congratulate Alith on his ascension,’ said Caenthras, crossing the 
stage to embrace the newest prince of the Anars. ‘And also let me invite 
him to say to you all that which we have spoken about between ourselves 
for many years.’ 


Suddenly self-conscious, Alith stepped away from Caenthras and turned to 
Ashniel. He took her left hand in his, still holding the wine in his other. 


‘On this day of my ascension, it is now time for me to declare to the world 
that which has been plain for all to see,’ said Alith. He looked out towards 
the audience, joy washing away his nervousness. ‘A year hence from this 
day, House Anar and House Moranin will be joined not just by alliance and 
friendship, but also by marriage. It is my intent to marry Ashniel and she 
will become a princess of the Anars as I become a prince of the Moranins. 
A more profound love I cannot imagine, nor a more fitting dedication to the 
future than to pave the way for the new heir of the Anars and many more 
generations to follow.’ 


‘I bless this union between our houses,’ said Eoloran. 
‘I am proud to call Alith a future son,’ added Caenthras. 


Alith took another sip of wine and held the goblet to Ashniel’s pale lips. 
Her eyes glittered as she looked at him. Her fingers curled around his hand, 
cool to the touch, and tipped the cup so that the wine wetted her lips and no 
more. Lifting the chalice away, Ashniel kissed Alith on the forehead, 
leaving the lightest smudge of red on his brow. She turned with delicate 
precision, kissed her father upon the cheek and then addressed the crowd. 


“There are not the words yet created to express my feelings at this moment, 
though poets have bent their skills to such labour for a lifetime to fashion 
them,’ she said. ‘In the Anars there is great strength, and in my house also. 
The blood of princes runs deep in Nagarythe, in our bodies and in the land. 
The generations to come from this lineage will be fair and noble, brave and 
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strong, compassionate and wise. All that is great in the Naggarothi will be 
made greater yet.’ 


Alith hooked Ashniel’s arm under his and they walked down the short steps 
from the stage, to be surrounded by the surging elves, who pushed forwards 
to congratulate the couple and shower them with embraces and kisses. The 
sides of the marquee were thrown back and the gentle summer breeze 
stirred the perfumed mists and cast the petals of the flowers into the air 
above them. 


Alith was awake immediately. He did not know what had woken him, but a 
moment’s listening brought sounds of a commotion from the main part of 
the manse. Evening sun streamed through the unshuttered window; a last 
defiance against the swiftly approaching Season of Frost. Alith did not 
remember falling asleep, though upon the table beside his bed lay half-open 
a lengthy tome by Analdiris of Saphery, analysing the warrior-poetry of 
Elynuris the Accepter. 


Pushing aside the grogginess from his unplanned nap, Alith pulled himself 
from the bed and straightened his clothes. He heard his father call his name. 
As he opened the door, Alith found two servants bustling down the corridor, 
lanterns in their hands. 


‘What is it?’ demanded Alith, grabbing the arm of Cirothir as he jogged 
past. 


“Warriors are marching along the road, prince,’ said the servant. ‘Your 
father awaits you at the front of the manse.’ 


Alith hesitated, deciding whether to fetch his bow. He decided against it, 
twenty years of peace having eased the paranoia that had once gripped the 
Anar household. In all likelihood, the soldiers were merely a guard of 
honour for an important guest. Grabbing a cloak from the chest at the foot 
of his bed, Alith hurried to the foyer and out onto the courtyard. 


Eothlir was there with several other retainers. Eoloran was currently away 
from the manse, signing a treaty with one of the other noble houses, while 
Maieth was with Ashniel at the manse of the Moranins making 
arrangements for the wedding. Father glanced at son with raised eyebrows. 
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‘IT have had no word of any important visitor,’ said Eothlir. Alith noted that 
his father had a short sword strapped to his belt. It seemed Eothlir was less 
willing to forget the troubles of the past. 


The clatter of hooves echoed into the courtyard and riders came to a stop 
just beyond the gateway. Alith could see a column of a few dozen knights, 
with black pennants on their silver lances. Their leader swung down to the 
road and crossed quickly to the side of the gate, where Gerithon was 
standing. There was a short exchange between the two and Gerithon bowed 
and turned towards the manse with an outstretched arm. 


The figure strode purposefully along the pavement, his black-enamelled 
armour glistening like oil, his dark cloak swirling in his wake. Alith relaxed 
as the figure came nearer and removed his helm: it was Yeasir, Malekith’s 
captain and commander of Nagarythe. Eothlir seemed set at ease as well, 
and stepped forwards to meet the Anlec officer. 


“You should have sent word, we would have arranged a more suitable 
welcome,’ said Eothlir with a smile, extending his hand. Yeasir’s face 
showed no joy at the encounter and he shook Eothlir’s hand only briefly. 


‘I am sorry,’ the lieutenant said, his eyes alternating between Eothlir and 
Alith. ‘I do not bear good news.’ 


‘Come inside and we will hear you,’ said Eothlir. “Your soldiers are 
welcome to make their camp in our grounds.’ 


‘I fear you will not be so hospitable when you hear what I have to say,’ said 
Yeasir, clearly uneasy. ‘I am here to place you under house parole, on the 
order of Prince Malekith, ruler of Nagarythe.’ 


‘What?’ snarled Alith, stepping forwards, stopped only by the outstretched 
arm of his father. 


‘Explain yourself,’ demanded Eothlir, forcing Alith back. ‘Malekith counts 
House Anar amongst his allies, even his friends. For what reason does he 
command this arrest?’ 


Yeasir’s expression was pained, and he sent a longing glance back towards 
his knights. 


‘I assure you that Malekith has no ill intent towards House Anar,’ said the 
captain. ‘If your offer still stands, I would gratefully accept the welcome of 
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your manse.’ 


Alith was about to tell Yeasir that he had already overstayed such welcome 
as he deserved, but Eothlir caught his eye and shook his head. 


‘Of course,’ said Eothlir with a nod. ‘Your knights may stable their horses 
and take rooms in the servants’ wing. Gerithon!’ 


The steward came trotting down the path, casting worried looks over his 
shoulder at the fearsome riders outside the gate. 


‘Our visitors are to be extended every hospitality as guests,’ said Eothlir. 
‘Please inform the kitchens and make ready such spare bedding as we have 
available. Commander Yeasir will be accommodated in the main house.’ 


‘Of course, my lord,’ said Gerithon, bowing. He hesitated before 
continuing. ‘And how long might your guests be staying?’ 


Eothlir looked at Yeasir, who sighed. 
‘Probably for the winter, I’m afraid,’ he said, avoiding Eothlir’s stare. 


‘Is it me, or has the weather turned chill quickly this year?’ said Alith, 
wrapping his cloak tight around his body. ‘Or perhaps it is something else 
in the air that makes me shiver.’ 


Alith stalked back towards the house but a shout from his father caused him 
to stop and turn. 


‘Wait for us in my chambers,’ Eothlir called out. ‘Once everything has been 
attended to, we will join you there.’ 


Alith gave no nod or word of assent and merely strode away, his mind full 
of turbulent thoughts. 


While Alith was seething with anger, Eothlir was the picture of patience and 
understanding. The pair were on the balcony outside Eothlir’s chambers 
with Yeasir, looking at the mountains rising up wild and sharp beyond the 
ordered nature of the garden. Eothlir and Yeasir were sat on divans, a low 
table laden with decanter and goblets between them, though nobody had 
taken a drink. Alith stood staring at the Annulii, his hands fiercely gripping 
the balcony rail. 
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‘I understand that this must come as something of a shock,’ Yeasir was 
saying. “No doubt it is some ploy to embarrass or discredit House Anar, and 
we will be able to put the matter aside in a short time.’ 


‘Who would accuse the Anars of being cultists?’ said Eothlir. ‘What 
evidence did they present?’ 


‘I cannot say, for I do not know,’ replied Yeasir. ‘Prince Malekith vowed 
before the Phoenix King himself to hunt down the cults, and even his own 
mother languishes in imprisonment because of that oath. Accusations have 
been made against the Anars and he is bound by his honour to treat them as 
equal with any other. You understand that to display any favour or prejudice 
in this matter would undermine the prince’s rule?’ 


Eothlir acceded grudgingly to this logic with a shallow nod of the head. 


‘This is a deliberate attack on the Anars,’ growled Alith, gazing out towards 
the mountains. He turned and directed his glare towards Yeasir. ‘It is plain 
that this is some move by the cults to avert the prince’s gaze away from 
them. They seek to divide those that would see them destroyed. Whoever 
made these accusations is a traitor, performing the deeds of a master other 
than Malekith.’ 


“Though I have no name to give you, Prince Malekith assured me that his 
source is being investigated no less than your family,’ said Yeasir. 


“What can we do to make this pass away swiftly?’ asked Eothlir as Alith 
turned away again. 


‘I must conduct a thorough search of the manse and grounds,’ said Yeasir. 
‘As we all know, there is nothing of an incriminating nature to be found, but 
that must be proved to the prince and his court. Without further evidence, 
this baseless allegation can be disregarded just as many others have been 
since the cults scattered on Malekith’s return. Many have used such false 
accusations to settle old scores.’ 


‘I cannot give permission for this,’ said Eothlir, and raised a hand to quell 
Yeasir’s argument. ‘My father is still lord of the Anars and you must await 
his return before any search is made.’ 


‘I understand,’ said Yeasir. ‘Thank you for seeing the difficult position in 
which I find myself.’ 


‘Gerithon will convey you to your quarters shortly and you are welcome to 
join us for dinner,’ said Eothlir, standing up. 


‘I think I will go hunting,’ muttered Alith, pushing past Yeasir and storming 
out of his father’s chambers. 


Eoloran was most unhappy by the turn of events he encountered when he 
returned to Elanardris, though he realised he had no option but to acquiesce 
to Yeasir’s search. The knights were exceptionally thorough, examining 
every room and corridor and alcove in the manse, searching for amulets and 
idols that would betray the Anars as worshippers of the cytharai. They 
scoured the wine cellar and the library, and pulled up the carpets from the 
halls to seek hidden trapdoors. 


Yeasir busied himself with measuring the dimensions of the manse and its 
rooms, to locate any dead spaces or voids that might conceal a shrine to the 
lower gods. Despite his personal dislike for events, Alith was impressed and 
intrigued by Yeasir’s diligence. Several days after the search had begun, as 
he was setting out through the gardens to go hunting, Alith saw the captain 
on the southern lawn, pacing up and down the rose beds that bordered it. He 
held parchment in one hand on which he scribbled measurements with a 
piece of charcoal. 


“What do you expect to find out here?’ said Alith, crossing over the grass. 
Yeasir stopped suddenly, surprised. 


‘I, well, I am looking for concealed entrances,’ he said. 


“You think we have some grotto beneath the garden, festooned with the 
bones and entrails of our victims?’ 


Yeasir shrugged. 


‘If I cannot conclusively say that you do not, the doubt remains. I am 
convinced of the innocence of your family, but Malekith needs proof not 
assurances. The Anars are not the only noble family to have come under 
suspicion, and some of the things we have found I would spare you 
description. Complacency now, when so much has been achieved, would 
only strengthen those that would undermine the true authorities of Ulthuan.’ 


‘The prince has placed a great deal of trust in you,’ said Alith, sitting cross- 
legged on the grass. 


‘A trust that has been earned over hundreds of years,’ said Yeasir, rolling up 
the parchment. ‘He named me commander of Nagarythe in return for the 
loyalty I have shown him. I was with the prince when he saved Athel 
Toralien from the orcs. I marched with him across Elthin Arvan and have 
commanded armies in his name, both in the colonies and here in 
Nagarythe.’ 


‘I hear that you went with Malekith into the north, as well,’ said Alith 
lightly. Yeasir frowned and looked away. 


‘That is true, but none of us that came back speak of what happened there,’ 
said the captain. He looked northwards and closed his eyes for a moment. 
When he opened them, Alith saw fear unlike any he had witnessed before in 
a Naggarothi. “There are things on the edge of the Realm of Chaos best left 
forgotten there.’ 


Alith considered this with pursed lips. 


‘I have heard it said that the northlands changed Malekith,’ he said after a 
while. ‘He is more serious now, less inclined for adventure and battle.’ 


‘Some adventures and some battles make us realise what it is we want from 
life,’ said Yeasir, fiddling with the charcoal, staining his fingertips. ‘Prince 
Malekith came to the conclusion that his place was here, on Ulthuan, as 
ruler of Nagarythe. It seems he was right to return when he did.’ 


‘If only he had returned to us sooner,’ Alith said with a sigh. ‘Perhaps we 
might have avoided much bloodshed and anguish.’ 


“The prince was not ready to return earlier, and would not have been able to 
do what he needed to do,’ said Yeasir. ‘I am thankful that I was not in 
Nagarythe to suffer under the rule of Morathi, but that darkness has passed.’ 


‘Has it? What of the cult leaders that escaped justice? What of those 
depraved worshippers who fled Anlec and Nagarythe?’ 


“They will be hunted down and brought before Malekith. It is his decree, 
and I have never seen him fail in something he has set his mind to, even 
when others thought it impossible.’ 
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Yeasir was about to say something else but stopped. 
“What is it?’ 


‘Thank you for talking with me, Alith,’ said the captain. ‘I know the 
business that brings me here is unpleasant, but I would have you bear me no 
ill will for following the orders of our prince.’ 


Alith considered this for a moment and saw the earnest expression of 
Yeasir. He remembered the commander’s profuse gratitude on the walls of 
Anlec and realised that Yeasir believed he owed his life to the Anars. He 
was an elf of much honour, Alith decided, and if he trusted the judgement 
of Malekith then he would have to trust Yeasir as well. 


Alith stood and extended a hand to the captain, who took it gratefully. 


“We are both Naggarothi, and we are not enemies,’ said Alith. He glanced 
towards the clouds gathering overhead. ‘I must go hunting before the 
weather turns against me. When you are done with our gardens, I will take 
you up to our hunting lodges so that you might see that we have nothing to 
hide there either.’ 


‘And perhaps catch myself one of the famed Elanardris deer?’ 


‘Perhaps, if your eye is as good for shooting as it is for prying!’ laughed 
Alith. 


The last days of the short autumn were drawing to a close, and dark clouds 
settled around the peaks of the Anullii, pregnant with snow. Yeasir had 
concluded his exhaustive searches and had not found any evidence of cult 
activity by the family or their followers. The commander sent word to 
Anlec along with a complete list of his findings, or lack of them. As Yeasir 
apologetically explained to his hosts, until he received fresh orders from 
Malekith he was still bound by the command to keep the Anars under 
watch. Alith had become almost unaware of the silent knights stationed 
around the manse and grounds, and they interfered little in his daily life. 


The wind was veering to the north with each day, and soon the snow would 
come again. In the mid-morning just a few days before winter’s arrival, 
Alith was in the side room of his chambers reading Thalduir of Saphery’s 
account of birds in the Saraeluii, the huge mountain realm of the dwarfs that 
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marked the eastern bounds of the colonies in Elthin Arvan. He studied the 
intricate watercolour paintings, marvelling at the diversity of birds of prey. 
He hoped that one day he would travel to Elthin Arvan and hunt beneath the 
wide woods and across the towering mountains of the colonies. 


The rattle of carriage wheels in the courtyard broke his thoughts and he 
placed the delicate silk-bound book upon the table beside him. He stood and 
went to the high window that overlooked the front gardens of the manse. 
Several carriages marked with the crest of House Moranin had drawn 
through the gateway. Excited that Ashniel might be among the passengers, 
Alith quickly changed from his hunting leathers, which he dressed in when 
at leisure to do so, and threw on a more formal robe of soft black wool and 
a wide belt of whitened leather. He tied back his long hair with a thong of 
woven silver thread and headed downstairs. 


On coming out of the main foyer, Alith saw Ashniel gazing from the 
window of one of the coaches, and he waved. She saw him but her look was 
blank and a grave doubt began to fill Alith’s heart. She drew the curtain 
closed. 


Alith made to walk over to her, but Caenthras stepped down from the lead 
coach and intercepted him. 


‘Go fetch your father,’ the elven lord said gruffly. ‘Bring him here.’ 


‘A lord of House Anar receives guests in the proper manner, he does not 
hold his councils on the porch,’ Alith replied. ‘If you would wait a moment, 
I will have a servant inform my father of your arrival.’ 


“Your petulance is unbecoming,’ said Caenthras. “Take me to your father.’ 


Alith still fumed inside at Ashniel’s indifference, but acquiesced to 
Caenthras’s demand and led the prince into the house. He knew his father 
was in the library. 


Caenthras followed Alith in silence as they mounted the winding stairs that 
led up to the second storey of the manse. Alith seethed, wanting to demand 
what was happening, but he held his tongue, fearing to anger Caenthras 
even further. Perhaps, a small part of him said, he had misread the situation. 
His head knew this to be foolish, that something grim was afoot, but Alith 
said nothing. 
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Eothlir was sat at a broad desk of white-stained wood, which was littered 
with maps held down with goblets, plates and other assorted items. The 
library was not large, barely a dozen paces across, but every wall was lined 
floor to ceiling with shelves holding scrolls and bound tomes of varying age 
and subject. 


Alith had spent little time here as a youth, no more than required by his 
tutors, for his passion lay under the open skies and not with written lore. He 
had preferred his lessons to be practical not theoretical, and had constantly 
taxed the patience of his teachers with his disdain for poetry, politics and 
geography. These days he found a little more comfort indoors and the 
library had a great many maps and diaries from travellers to the colonies. 
He fondly imagined that at some time he would go to those strange lands 
with Ashniel by his side. 


Eothlir’s expression was welcoming as he looked up at the disturbance, but 
this changed to one of concern when he saw the stern look of Caenthras. 


‘I fear I am not going to like what you are about to tell me,’ said Eothlir, 
picking up a ewer of water and proffering it towards the lord of the Moranin 
family. Caenthras declined the drink with a shake of his hand. 


“You are not,’ Caenthras said. “You know that I hold no house in higher 
regard than yours, save for that of Prince Malekith.’ 


‘That is nice to hear, but I think that you are about to demonstrate 
otherwise,’ said Eothlir. 


‘I am,’ said Caenthras. ‘My loyalty lies with Nagarythe and my family 
above all others, and so when I am faced with a decision it is that loyalty 
which steers my thoughts.’ 


‘Enough, my friend,’ said Eothlir. ‘Say what it is you have to say.’ 


Caenthras still hesitated, his eyes fixed on Eothlir, giving not even the 
slightest glance to Alith who was stood beside his father. 


‘Ashniel has been invited to attend at the court of Anlec, and I have 
accepted on her behalf,’ said Caenthras. 


‘What?’ snapped Alith. Eothlir did not reply, but shook his head in 
confusion. 


“There have been many wounds between Anlec and the east of Nagarythe, 
and this is a great opportunity to heal those injuries,’ continued Caenthras. 
‘Think of what good can come to the eastern princes with our voice heard 
in Malekith’s court.’ 


‘And what of the wedding?’ said Alith. 
Only now did Caenthras look at Alith. His expression was stern. 


‘Ashniel travels to Anlec before the winter comes,’ said the elven lord. 
“You are free to join her there in the spring if you wish. Not before then, for 
she has many duties that need attending to upon her arrival, and I fear she 
has much to learn about court life in the capital. She does not need the 
distraction of your presence for the moment.’ 


“That is unacceptable!’ snapped Alith. ‘She is to be my wife and yet you 
have made this decision without consultation with me.’ 


‘She is my daughter,’ replied Caenthras, his voice quiet and dangerous. 
‘Even when you are wed she is my responsibility. I would not have Ashniel 
waste her life in the woods and mountains when she could achieve so much 
more in Anlec.’ 


‘One day I will be lord of those woods and mountains,’ said Eothlir. ‘So 
will my son. Have you such disdain for us that you prefer the company of 
the fashionable elite of Anlec? Those who not twenty years ago were all too 
ready to bend their knee to Morathi and her cults?’ 


“Times have changed, Eothlir,’ said Caenthras, calming his voice. ‘Malekith 
is the new power in Nagarythe, and perhaps one day across Ulthuan.’ 


“You would see him made Phoenix King also?’ asked Eothlir. 


‘It is the only natural conclusion to events that I can see,’ continued 
Caenthras. ‘If you back his claim as heir of Aenarion, then you must feel, as 
do others, that it is his right not to rule just Nagarythe, but all of Ulthuan.’ 


‘I feel your logic is flawed, Caenthras,’ said Eothlir. ‘I have no concern who 
wears the Phoenix Crown and the feather cloak. It is stability and prosperity 
in Nagarythe that I fought for, not some wider goal.’ 


“Then it is you who has been deluded,’ said Caenthras. ‘Or perhaps your 
father, from whom you have taken all your misguided counsel. Maybe there 
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is more to the accusations of treachery than I first gave credit. What loyal 
son of Nagarythe would not see Malekith crowned as Phoenix King? Would 
the Anars see themselves as successors, perhaps?’ 


‘Be careful what you next say,’ said Eothlir, standing. ‘It seems House Anar 
has few enough friends at the moment, but House Moranin would do well 
not to be added to the list of our enemies.’ 


‘And so the ploys of Morathi come full circle, and innuendo and threats 
have become your weapons, is that right?’ spat Caenthras. 


‘Morathi was correct in one thing,’ said Eothlir with a sneer. ‘The time to 
fight was upon us, and those battles have not yet all been fought. There can 
be no bystanders. I tell you that House Anar has nothing to do with the cults 
and if you turn from us, you only fan the fires of falsehood that have 
smouldered in Nagarythe since Malekith’s return.’ 


‘I have come out of courtesy for your family, and for you, whom I once 
named friend,’ said Caenthras, controlling his anger with considerable 
effort. ‘I thought you would offer me the same respect. I will not speak 
against you, Eothlir, but I cannot aid you. I hope that one day, in not too 
many years, we can meet again and put this behind us and be companions 
once more. I wish you no ill, Eothlir, but I cannot countenance moving 
against the will of Anlec.’ 


With no further word, Caenthras spun on his heel and stalked from the 
room. Eothlir’s face was a mask of anguish, torn between ire and woe. Alith 
stared out of the doorway at Caenthras’s retreating back, his teeth grinding. 


‘See that they leave without incident,’ Eothlir said, before waving Alith 
away and sitting down to bury his head in his hands. 


Alith hurried after Caenthras, who returned to his caravan and gave the 
signal for them to depart. The young Anar watched the coach of Ashniel, 
hoping to see her draw back the curtain and give him some indication of her 
feelings, but it was not to be. The coach rattled from the courtyard without 
the slightest glimpse of her. 


Alith silently cursed House Moranin, and he cursed the cowardly Caenthras 
even more. With a snarl he strode towards the house, the servants and 
soldiers in the courtyard fleeing before his foul mood like sheep from a 
stalking wolf. 
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As when he was a child, Alith sought sanctuary in the wilds of Elanardris, 
despite the misgivings of his father and the bitter weather. He would walk 
out into the cold peaks sometimes to hunt, on other occasions simply to be 
away from any other soul. 


On this day he was sat on a rock at the bank of a thin stream, skinning and 
cleaning a mountain hare he had shot. As he stooped forwards to clean his 
blade in the almost-frozen water, he caught the reflection of a black shape 
in the sky: a crow. 


‘It has been a long while,’ said Alith, straightening. 


“Yes it has,’ replied Elthyrior, sitting down beside Alith. As before, the 
raven herald was draped in his cloak of shadowy feathers, his face hidden in 
the depths of his hood. Only his green eyes showed. ‘And you know that 
my appearance is not a glad tiding.’ 


Alith sighed and finished cleaning his knife, slipping it into his belt as he 
turned towards Elthyrior. 


‘And what new threat arises?’ he said. ‘Perhaps the dwarfs have built a fleet 
of ships made from rock and cross the ocean to sack Ulthuan? Or maybe the 
Sapherian mages have turned themselves all into rampaging goats?’ 


“Your attitude is unbecoming for a prince of Ulthuan,’ snapped Elthyrior. 
‘Allow the grace of your bloodline to show through.’ 


Alith sighed again. 


‘IT am sorry, but I have much in my mind of late. I suppose you warn me not 
to go to Anlec?’ 


Elthyrior sat back in surprise. 
‘How could you know this?’ 


‘Nothing else has changed recently that would warrant your return after 
twenty years,’ explained Alith. ‘Always you come when there is a decision 
to be made, to warn against one course of action or the other. It is the way 
of Morai-heg to lay these dilemmas before us and laugh as we try to 
navigate our way through the tangled web she has woven.’ 


‘Do you know why you cannot go to Anlec?’ 
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‘Bad things will happen, though of an enigmatic nature I am sure.’ 
Alith stood and looked down at Elthyrior. 


“What can I say to you? I cannot promise that I will not go to Anlec. 
Ashniel is there now, and if you tell me it is unsafe for me there, I cannot 
believe that it is safe for my betrothed. Your words make me more inclined 
to go to her, not less.’ 


‘Ashniel is lost to you, Alith,’ Elthyrior said sorrowfully, standing and 
placing a hand on Alith’s shoulder. ‘Anlec is not the place you think it is.’ 


Alith laughed and cast aside Elthyrior’s gesture of sympathy. 


“You expect me to believe you? You think a few rumours would break the 
bond that lies between us?’ 


‘Soon there will be more than rumours,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Since Malekith’s 
return I and others of my order who are loyal to Nagarythe have followed 
the spoor of those cultists that escaped. They have not been idle, in 
Nagarythe and elsewhere. Though they are more hidden than ever before, 
there are ways to find them and learn their secrets. The accusation of the 
Anars is part of a grander scheme, though what its aim is remains unknown 
to me. Though word has not yet reached Elanardris, there have been attacks 
and uprisings in several parts of Nagarythe. The cultists have returned, but 
this time they declare not for Morathi but for Eoloran of House Anar!’ 


“That cannot be! You know that we are free of any taint.’ 


‘And yet they protest at the arrest of your family, and so give truth to the 
lie. Anlec is not safe for the Anars, and I fear that Elanardris will be a haven 
for little longer.’ 


“Yeasir...’ 


‘Perhaps,’ said Elthyrior. ‘He should be watched closely. I do not think he 
knows truly his part in this, he is but a piece on a game board for a more 
powerful player.’ 


“Who is this player? Morathi?’ Alith waved away his own concern. ‘She is 
held captive in Tor Anroc, I cannot believe that she still wields the power 
over the cults that she once had.’ 


“You know of the saying, “As the parent, so too the child’’?’ 
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“You cannot surely suspect Malekith of being the architect of this 
deception?’ 


‘I cannot surely know anything,’ laughed Elthyrior, a bitter sound. ‘This is a 
game played with deceit and misdirection. It is played in shadows and with 
the minds of elves. Yet, I am not a player, I can only follow the moves as 
they are made and report them to others.’ 


‘So do you know who any of the players are?’ 


‘Morathi, for certain, though at a distance,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Malekith 
certainly moves some pieces, though for his own ends or those of some 
other cause I cannot say. Others in his court are also tied to the strings of 
their puppets, though it is hard to follow the threads back to the hand that 
controls them. As I have warned before, you cannot afford to trust anyone 
save yourself.’ 


‘So what am I to do? It seems as though there is little we can do to defend 
ourselves against accusation if the cults treat us as their own. It seems we 
are pieces being played, and have no control over the game or its rules.’ 


“Then you must find a player on your behalf, and change the board in your 
favour.’ 


Alith turned away and gazed at his rippling reflection in the icy water. 
“The Phoenix King,’ he said. ‘There is no greater player in Ulthuan.’ 


Elthyrior gave no reply and when Alith turned he saw that the raven herald 
had, as usual, disappeared without warning. A long caw echoed from the 
mountainsides and then Alith was left alone with the wind and the babbling 
of the stream. 


Alith brooded on Elthyrior’s words for several days, weighing up the 
courses of action he could take. Each day brought the risk that news would 
come of the cults’ uprisings in defence of the Anars, and Alith feared that 
such tidings would stir Yeasir to firmer security. As midwinter approached, 
he also knew that travel from the mountains would be all but impossible 
and, stirred by this vague deadline, called his family together to discuss 
with them his thoughts. 
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Unobserved by Yeasir, his soldiers or any of the servants, Alith gathered his 
family in the chambers of his grandfather. Eoloran was sat beside the 
crackling fire, while Eothlir and Maieth stood hand-in-hand gazing out of 
the ice-freckled window. 


‘I am leaving Elanardris,’ Alith announced as he closed the white-panelled 
door to the chamber. 


‘For where?’ asked Maieth, crossing the room to stand in front of her son. 
‘Surely you do not think to travel to Anlec in such harsh weather.’ 


‘It is not for Anlec that I am bound,’ Alith told them. “The Anars are being 
used, and we do not have the means to reveal this deception. I will go to Bel 
Shanaar and ask for his intervention.’ 


‘That would not be wise,’ said Eoloran. ‘It is not the business of the 
Phoenix King to involve himself in matters internal to Nagarythe. Other 
princes and nobles will not take kindly to interference from Tor Anroc. He 
knows little of what happens here, and is an uncertain ally.’ 


‘An uncertain ally is better than no ally at all,’ said Eothlir. ‘House Moranin 
has all but deserted us, no doubt for the benefit of Caenthras’s reputation. 
Our friends have been few for many years. I think Alith is right that we 
need to seek strength as times turn against us.’ 


‘Some will say such a move is in defiance of Malekith’s rule,’ said Eoloran. 
‘Should we not have the confidence of our prince, then we have nothing.’ 


“We do not know the counsels Malekith receives,’ said Alith, moving to sit 
in the chair opposite his grandfather. He leant forwards earnestly. “While we 
can keep our faith with Malekith, are you so sure that what he is told is the 
truth? Do not his own oaths of honour make him susceptible to lies told by 
others? If Bel Shanaar is an uncertain ally, Malekith has not yet proven 
himself a certain master.’ 


‘What of Ashniel and the wedding?’ said Maieth. ‘Caenthras has not ruled 
out the union between the houses. If he were so turned against us, he would 
not allow Ashniel to be married. There is hope there, Alith. It is my fear 
that you would risk that alliance by involving the Phoenix King. Caenthras 
is a strong advocate of Nagarythe’s independence from the Phoenix 
Throne.’ 
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Alith shook his head sadly, and gave voice to a conclusion that had troubled 
him since Ashniel’s departure. 


“There will be no wedding,’ said Alith. “Though he says one thing to us, I 
believe that he has turned Ashniel against me. He treads upon the line 
between friend and foe, not wishing to associate openly with the Anars but 
willing to keep alive what connection he has should he find the need for us 
again. In Anlec, I would be the fly trapped in the web. I cannot go there, 
and in refusing I snub House Moranin and give Caenthras greater excuse to 
be displeased with us. I wonder how long it is that his goals and ours have 
been at odds, and it seems that he has positioned himself to benefit 
whatever the outcome.’ 


‘I am so sorry, Alith,’ said Maieth. She crouched beside her son with a tear 
on her cheek, and stroked his hair. Alith leaned forwards and kissed her on 
the head and pulled her up. 


‘I feel as though I had been blinded but now I see the light,’ he said. 
‘Though I loved Ashniel, I realise that my feelings were never returned. 
This was ever a match of politics, made by Caenthras and dutifully carried 
out by Ashniel. I saw her when she left and there was not a sign that she 
was Sad at our parting. What I saw as calm nobility was no more than cool 
aloofness.’ 


Alith found his embarrassment rising and became angry, standing up and 
balling his fists. 


‘How much she must have thought herself clever, seeing the ignorant Anar 
come at her slightest call, like the hawk to its master,’ he snarled. ‘She has 
played me for a fool, and I filled my part all too well for her. I have read 
again those letters that she sent me, and think on the conversations we have 
had, and ever the affection was from me to her, while her own love was but 
an imagining I had conjured for myself! I am sure she amuses her maids in 
Anlec with tales of her tame prince, telling them how I will come running to 
her in the spring with the gentlest flick of my reins!’ 


Maieth embraced Alith, running her hand down his back. He allowed 
himself to enjoy the comfort of her love for a while and then gently pushed 
her away. 
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“Though I have been wronged, it is not out of spite that I turn to the Phoenix 
King,’ said Alith. ‘I believe that there is genuine danger for the Anars, and 
it will come soon.’ 


“What sort of danger?’ asked Eothlir. ‘How do you know this?’ 


‘First I must tell you that I cannot say from where I gained this 
information,’ said Alith. He held up his hand when Eothlir opened his 
mouth to object. ‘I have given my word, but if you trust me then have faith 
that what I am to tell you is true.’ 


‘Always we will believe you, Alith,’ said Eoloran with a concerned look. 
“Tell us what it is that you know.’ 


‘There have been demonstrations against Malekith’s house arrest of the 
Anars,’ said Alith. 


‘So there are those who we can count upon as allies,’ said Eothlir. ‘I do not 
see—’ 


‘By cult leaders,’ Alith interrupted sharply. ‘The cultists make a pretence 
that we are of their ilk, and thus we will be condemned alongside them. For 
whatever reasons further their cause, the cults speak openly in praise of the 
Anars and there is no defence we can make that will stop the accusations 
that will surely follow.’ 


‘I do not see how Bel Shanaar can help us,’ said Maieth. ‘Why will he not 
believe our enemies as well?’ 


“There is no guarantee that he will not,’ said Alith. “That is why it is I that 
must go to him. Better that we put some case before the Phoenix Throne 
than no case at all.’ 


Alith waved for his mother to be seated and when she had done so, he stood 
behind her, his hands on her shoulders. 


‘I have given this my deepest consideration,’ he told his family. ‘It is not 
wise that all three lords of the Anars, present and future, are trapped in 
Elanardris. One of us must leave here so that whatever happens, the cause 
of the family can be championed beyond these walls. We cannot send a 
servant to do this, no matter how trusted, for whoever entreats the Phoenix 
King to help must carry the full authority of the house. I am the most free to 
leave without question, for Yeasir and his guards are content to allow me to 
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go hunting without escort. They will not expect a swift return and so I can 
gain a day, perhaps two, ahead of any pursuit that might be sent after me. 
No one else enjoys that freedom from scrutiny. When my absence is noted, 
it can be said that I have perhaps fled for Anlec, unwilling to wait until the 
spring to see Ashniel.’ 


Alith paused and gave a meaningful look to his father and grandfather. ‘I 
am also the most expendable, should things go ill in one way or another.’ 


“You are not expendable to me!’ said Maieth. ‘You are my son and I would 
see you Safe before all other considerations.’ 


‘None of us are safe, Mother,’ replied Alith sternly. ‘It is not in me to hide 
here and await the inevitable. The last time we were pressed by the power 
of Anlec, it was only through the strength of our alliances that we were able 
to resist our foes. This time the Anars will be forced to stand alone unless 
we can find help from another source.’ 


Eoloran and Eothlir exchanged a long look with each other, reading each 
other’s thoughts from their expressions. It was Eoloran who spoke first, 
standing and gripping Alith’s arm. 


‘It is pointless to express regret on things that we cannot change, and I 
cannot fault your reasoning. I will write letters of introduction to produce 
for Bel Shanaar. We know each other of old though many hundreds of years 
have passed since we last spoke. I believe that the Phoenix King will give 
you fair hearing, though I cannot guess his response.’ 


‘Do not go openly,’ warned Eothlir. ‘Morathi dwells in Tor Anroc and 
though imprisoned I am sure she has her spies at hand. If the Phoenix King 
is to aid us, then it must be kept secret as long as possible. I understand why 
Malekith returned to us without announcement, as the element of surprise is 
one of the greatest weapons we can yet rely upon.’ 


“When do you plan to leave?’ asked Maieth. “Tell me you will not be going 
immediately.’ 


‘A day or two at the most,’ said Alith. ‘Though Yeasir has not yet heard of 
the cultists’ support for us, he will soon and then we cannot say how he will 
react.’ 
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“Yeasir and his few dozen knights are little threat to us,’ said Eothlir. 
‘Should we need to be rid of his scrutiny it is easily accomplished.’ 


‘No!’ said Eoloran. ‘We must be beyond reproach, even when no one will 
believe us. Yeasir is here under lawful authority and we have accepted as 
such. We must do nothing that adds further fuel to the fires of suspicion.’ 


‘How will we hear from you, or contact you?’ asked Maieth. ‘Is there a 
messenger we can trust?’ 


“There is one who I may be able to use, but I cannot name him now,’ said 
Alith. He directed his gaze to Eoloran. ‘If he does come, you will know him 
and you must trust him, as I do. I cannot say any more.’ 


Maieth threw her arms around Alith once more, stifling a sob. 


‘I will write that letter,’ said Eoloran, bowing before leaving the room. 
Eothlir laid his arms about the shoulders of his wife and son, and the three 
of them stood sharing the silence for a while longer. 


It was three days before Alith was ready to set off for Tor Anroc. His 
hunting trips roused no suspicion in the warriors from Anlec, and under the 
cover of these excursions Alith was able to stockpile a small amount of 
food and clothes in one of the watch-caves in the mountains. On the seventh 
morning after meeting Elthyrior he was set to go. 


He said no goodbyes to his family as they had already said their farewells 
several times. Alith was eager to leave now that his mind was set—for 
practical reason of the deteriorating weather and also driven by the urge to 
act against the forces aligning in opposition to House Anar. He did not 
depart early, keeping to his usual routine of heading into the mountains 
mid-morning. Grey clouds swathed the sky though the snow had lightened 
in the past few days. As he left the manse, Alith saw Yeasir with his knights 
drawn up for inspection in the courtyard. Alith waved cheerfully and cut 
eastwards through the gardens, leaving by the gate in the high hedge that 
bordered the lawn. 


Free from the eyes of Yeasir and his warriors, Alith turned south-east and 
made directly for the cave where he had stashed his provisions. It was past 


665 XRN 


midday by the time he had climbed up to the empty watch post and the 
snow was falling heavily. The air was filled with flurries of white and Alith 
was unable to see more than a dozen paces ahead. The wind tugged at his 
grey hood and cloak and swept his long hair across his face as snowflakes 
settled on his fur-lined hunting coat. His boots were crusted with ice as he 
strode purposefully across the snow drifts towards the south. Glancing 
back, Alith saw the falling snow obscuring the faint footprints his light 
tread had left. Smiling at being free once more, Alith hiked his pack higher 
onto his shoulders and pressed on. 


The snow continued relentlessly for the whole day and into the night. Alith 
spared himself only short breaks from his walking, taking shelter beneath 
overhangs and in craggy defiles to drink spice-seasoned water from his 
flask and eat a little of the carefully wrapped rabbit and bird meat he had 
cooked over the previous days. As twilight fought through the thick clouds 
he looked for somewhere to stay for the night. 


After much searching, Alith located a small knot of trees further down the 
mountainside. He climbed into one of the larger pines and quickly wove a 
rudimentary roof from the branches above. With the worst of the snow kept 
away, he sat with his back to the trunk, his legs along the branch, and fell 
into a light sleep. 


Alith woke before dawn and was suddenly aware that he was being 
watched. Opening his eyes just a fraction, he saw a large crow perched on 
the end of the branch. With a wry smile, he opened his eyes fully and 
looked around for Elthyrior. 


The raven herald was squatting in the snow a little way off, rousing a small 
fire into life. A thin wisp of smoke drifted up through the branches. 
Elthyrior looked up as Alith stood. 


‘I am happy to see that my warnings do not fall upon deaf ears,’ he said. 


‘I am sorry if I was harsh when we last met,’ said Alith, dropping down 
from the tree. ‘Often one knows that something is amiss but refuses to look 
upon the truth. I knew that all was not well with Ashniel, but would not 
believe myself. One should not shoot the messenger if the tidings are bad.’ 


Elthyrior waved Alith closer. 
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‘I wish that I could bring better news on occasion, but it is not the task of 
the raven heralds to be bearers of happiness,’ he said. ‘In war and hardship 
our order was founded, and so our eyes and ears are ready for that which 
brings misery not joy.’ 


‘Tt must be lonely,’ said Alith, crouching beside the fire. A thought occurred 
to him. ‘Is it safe to have a flame? The smoke might be seen.’ 


“There is nobody to see it, not here,’ said Elthyrior. “You chose your path 
well, keeping high up the mountains. Where do you intend to go from 
here?’ 


‘I thought to head south for another two days until I come to the Naganath. 
Then follow the river west before turning south towards Tor Anroc.’ 


‘I would counsel against that,’ said Elthyrior, shaking his head. ‘Bel 
Shanaar has his army stationed on the Naganath, watching the border. There 
is little chance your journey to Tor Anroc will be unobserved. Should you 
be found crossing from Nagarythe you will be taken into custody and 
brought before Bel Shanaar in full view.’ 


Alith swore gently. 


‘I do not know Tiranoc,’ he said. ‘Now that we speak of it, it seems foolish 
that I could reach the Phoenix King without suspicion. Even if I make it to 
the city, how do I contact Bel Shanaar?’ 


‘I have no answers for your second question, but for the first I would say to 
keep on the southern path until you come to the Pass of the Eagle. Turn 
westwards and head to Tor Anroc from there. Only a few days to the south 
the weather is more welcoming and some travellers still pass between 
Ellyrion and Tiranoc at this time of the year. I am not saying you will go 
without being noticed, but coming from the east will attract less attention 
than the north.’ 


“Thank you,’ said Alith. ‘I do not know how I would ever survive without 
you to guide me.’ 


‘Then you must learn, for I cannot be relied upon,’ Elthyrior replied. His 
voice was quiet but stern. “You are not my only concern, and you are an 
adult. I am your ally but I cannot be your guardian and guide forever. You 
know the right paths to take, but you argue with yourself constantly. Trust 
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your instincts, Alith. Morai-heg speaks to all of us in our dreams and 
feelings. If you do not trust her, and many are wise not to, then find another 
in whose light you are happy to follow.’ 


Alith considered this for a moment, warming his hands at the fire. 
“You did not answer my first point,’ said Alith. ‘Are you lonely?’ 


As if in reply, the crow cawed and flapped down to land upon Elthyrior’s 
shoulder, nestling into the raven feathers that made up his cloak. 


‘Loneliness is an indulgence for those with the time to spare for it,’ said 
Elthyrior. ‘Some fill the emptiness with the meaningless chatter of those 
around them. Some of us fill it with a greater purpose, more comforting 
than any mortal company.’ 


‘Then tell me one other thing,’ said Alith, seizing the moment of 
companionship he felt with the raven herald. ‘Have you ever loved?’ 


Elthyrior’s face was a mask as he replied. 


‘Love was taken from my family in the time of Aenarion. Perhaps it may 
return before I die, but I think it unlikely. There will be little love for any of 
us in the years ahead.’ 


“Why? What have you seen?’ 


‘I dream of black flames,’ said Elthyrior, gazing deep into the fire. When he 
turned his attention to Alith, the Anar prince flinched from the icy stare of 
those emerald eyes. ‘It is not a good omen.’ 


Elthyrior travelled south with Alith for the best part of the next day, leaving 
him just before dusk. 


‘I cannot be found within the borders of Tiranoc,’ the raven herald told 
Alith. “They will think me a cultist, and my pledge is to the protection of 
Nagarythe and it is here that my powers are strongest. From here you can 
easily find your way to Eagle Pass.’ 


The snow stopped at about the same time and Alith pressed southwards into 
the night while the going was fair. His path took him across several streams 
and a broad river—the headwaters of the Naganath that marked the border 
between Tiranoc and Nagarythe. Crossing the water, he moved from the 


realm of Prince Malekith into the kingdom of Bel Shanaar. He truly was on 
foreign soil. 


Looking westwards the sky was clearing and out on the plains many miles 
away he saw the dim flickers of camp fires. There the armies of the Phoenix 
King watched their neighbour. It seemed that Bel Shanaar was not yet 
convinced by the twenty years of peace that had followed Malekith’s return. 
Alith was beginning to share his doubts. 


Eight 
A Dark Plan Revealed 


Tiranoc was certainly warmer than Elanardris. The wind kept steady from 
the west, bringing air from the hot climes of Lustria across the seas and 
holding the wintry chill at bay. The sky was overcast though and the square 
that adjoined the great palace of the Phoenix King was all but empty. A few 
elves hurried from one place or another, eager to spend little time out of the 
warmth of the city’s thousands of fireplaces. 


Alith sat on a marble bench close to the wall surrounding the plaza, looking 
at the ceremonial gateway that led into the palace. Two white, circular 
towers soared above, each with a pointed gilded roof and capped with 
braziers that burnt with magical blue fire—a sign that the Phoenix King was 
in residence. 


The city was utterly different to Anlec. Tor Anroc had been built and rebuilt 
in times of peace, of winding roads and open spaces, while the Naggarothi 
capital clung to its warlike past with its forbidding walls and garrison 
houses. Built around and into a solitary mountain that speared up from the 
plain of Tiranoc, Tor Anroc was partly opened to the sky and partly a maze 
of winding tunnels lit with silver lanterns. There was colour and light 
everywhere Alith looked, utterly unlike the grim greys and black of Anlec’s 
naked stone. 


He didn’t like it at all. The city was for show and little else, like the 
enormous gatehouse to the palace. The city was dominated by the manses 
of princes and other nobles and vast embassies containing lords and ladies 
from the other kingdoms of Ulthuan. Most of the folk of Tiranoc dwelt in 
towns that surrounded the capital, riding in by wain and horse each day and 
returning home at nightfall. Only those close to the Phoenix King could 
afford to stay in the city. 


Alith had been in Tor Anroc for three days. He had followed Elthyrior’s 
instructions and travelled along the roads from Eagle Pass. He had been 
relieved if not also a little disturbed that his entrance into the city amongst a 
group of merchants went unremarked. It was fortunate for his personal 
circumstance, but it was clear that after so many travails across the isle the 
vigilance against the cults and their agents was weak, even here where the 
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ruler of the elves lived. There were guards at the gates and on the walls, but 
they watched the masses passing with only vague interest. 


For three days Alith had come to the plaza and thought on how he might 
enter the palace and contact the Phoenix King in secret. He had listened to 
the market stall traders gossiping and the exchange of rumours between the 
visiting nobles picking at the merchants’ wares. Fashions in clothing and 
literature, talk of the colonies and the romances of the princes and 
princesses of Ulthuan dominated, and there was little spoken about 
Nagarythe, or Prince Malekith. It occurred to Alith that the Naggarothi were 
treated like distant cousins, occasionally wayward and attracting attention 
but otherwise left to their own means. If one did not pry too hard, one 
would not see things that might be unpleasant. 


The hosts of Tiranoc camped close to the banks of the Naganath told Alith a 
different story, and he was astounded that having such a garrison in place 
caused so little remark amongst the Tiranocii. Even Morathi’s imprisonment 
was old news and Alith had not heard her name spoken once in the time he 
had been in the city. 


Alith admitted that he was at a loss concerning what to do next. His 
paranoia was such that he was loath to announce himself to any but Bel 
Shanaar, though as a prince of Nagarythe he could have simply walked up 
to the gates and demanded an audience with the Phoenix King. He had 
caught word that Bel Shanaar regularly held open sessions during which 
any elf could petition him, but also had detected an undercurrent that such 
audiences were not truly open and all petitioners were questioned and 
vetted prior to being allowed to come before the Phoenix Throne. A public 
audience would do Alith little good even if he could gain entry—the hall 
would surely be full of others to see Bel Shanaar and he would have no 
privacy to express his concerns to the Phoenix King. 


As midday came, the market began to fill with elves as they made their way 
in from the towns and farms around the city. Alith wandered amongst the 
growing crowds, his grey and brown wilderness clothes at odds with the 
Swirling robes and gaily coloured dresses of the urbane elite of Tiranoc. 
Fortunately most took him for a servant of some kind and paid him no 
attention as individuals in power often do when close to those of lesser 
station. 
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It was this invisibility that gave Alith an idea. 


That night he stayed in the city, though the boarding house cost him a good 
proportion of the silver coins his father had furnished him with. After dark, 
when the gates were closed, the city took on a different life. Lanterns of red 
and blue sprang into life and those more modest elves who still lived in Tor 
Anroc finished their labours and came out. The wine houses threw open 
their doors and cellars and the merchants packed up their stalls to patronise 
these establishments. 


Alith entered one of these drinking halls close to the palace and was pleased 
to see a variety of customers in the livery of the Phoenix King. Some were 
ageing retainers, most were young pages, maids, ostlers, cleaners, cooks 
and other mundane chore-workers looking for a way to establish themselves 
in court life. Alith picked a likely group—three male elves and four female 
—and bought a generous pitcher of hot spiced wine. This cost most of his 
remaining money and he hoped the expense was not in vain. He filled a tray 
with eight red-enamelled clay goblets, and the jug, and sat down with the 
palace servants. 


‘Hello,’ he said, handing out the cups. ‘I’m Atenithor. I’m new to the city 
and I’m wondering if you could help.’ 


‘Is that an Ellyrian accent?’ asked one of the maidens as Alith began to 
pour the wine. She was petite, for an elf, and her smile was warm and 
genuine. Alith took her to be a little younger than him, but only by a decade 
Or SO. 


‘Chracian,’ he said, feeling that if someone knew the difference they would 
already have known he was Naggarothi. He guessed that few folk of 
Nagarythe would be found in the city. 


‘I’m Milandith,’ said the girl, extending a hand. Alith shook it and there 
were peals of laughter from those around the table. 


‘One kisses the hand in greeting,’ said one of the male youths. He took 
Alith’s hand and quickly pursed his lips to the middle knuckle. ‘Like so. I 
am Liaserin. Pleased to make your acquaintance, Atenithor.’ 


Alith returned the gesture, trying not to look self-conscious. In Naggaroth, a 
simple handshake was considered sufficient greeting, and perhaps an 
embrace for those who were family or well-regarded. 
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‘It seems I have already displayed my ignorance.’ Alith laughed off his 
embarrassment. ‘It is a good job that I have some friends to steer me 
straight. I was a hunter, you see, and one does not get much time to learn 
the niceties of city life on a mountainside.’ 


He then went around the table kissing the hands of the others, nodding his 
head in deference as they told him their names. 


‘What brings a hunter to Tor Anroc?’ asked Lamendas, a female elf that 
Alith judged to be a little older than the others, perhaps in her eightieth or 
ninetieth year. 


‘Ambition!’ Alith declared with a grin and raised eyebrows. ‘My father is a 
famous hunter in the south of Chrace, but it seems that the princes don’t 
value his work as much as when he was young. I realised that if I am to 
make a name for myself it was either Tor Anroc or the colonies, and I’ve 
never been one for ships!’ 


There was more laughter, friendlier. Alith could feel his new companions 
warming to his presence and continued. 


‘Naturally, I am looking for a position at the palace. Might I enquire how 
one goes about securing such employment?’ 


“Well, that depends on what you can do,’ said Lamendas. ‘Not much need 
for a hunter in a palace.’ 


‘Butchery,’ Alith replied quickly. ‘A hunter learns to use a knife as well as a 
bow, and so I thought perhaps I might make myself useful in the kitchens.’ 


“You might be in luck,’ said Achitherir, a boy of perhaps no more than 
thirty years. ‘The cooks are always looking for more help. Every banquet 
the Phoenix King holds is attended to by more guests than the last. You 
should speak to Malithrandin, the Steward of the Fires.’ 


‘Malithrandin?’ 


Milandith, who was sat on Alith’s right, leaned close to him and pointed 
towards a table close to the fireplace. There were six elves of more senior 
years arguing intently over a piece of paper. Her other hand brushed Alith’s 
thigh gently but deliberately as she sat back. 


‘My father, he sits with the other stewards,’ she said, placing a hand on 
Alith’s knee beneath the table. ‘I could introduce you if you like.’ 


‘That would be most helpful,’ said Alith, making to stand. Milandith’s grip 
on his knee tightened and forced him to stay seated. 


‘Not now, the stewards would be most perturbed to have their leisure 
interrupted by us,’ she said. ‘I will take you to him in the morning.’ 


“Where might I find you in the morning?’ 


‘Well, if you pour me another glass of wine,’ Milandith purred, ‘you’ll find 
me lying next to you...’ 


Magical light flickered from the lantern in the corner of Milandith’s small 
room, dappling everything in a muted yellow and green. Alith lay staring at 
the ceiling, feeling the warmth from Milandith beside him. He wondered if 
he had made a terrible mistake. It would have been unforgivable for him to 
sleep with Ashniel before they were wed and Caenthras would have been 
right to demand serious reparations for such an act, not to mention the 
dishonour Alith would have brought to the Anar name. Perhaps things were 
different for the lower orders? There had certainly been no hint of reproach 
or suspicion from the other servants when Milandith had brought him back 
to her quarters in one of the palace’s long wings. 


A thought occurred to Alith that brought a smile to his face. What would be 
Milandith’s reaction if she learnt that she had bedded a prince of Ulthuan, 
heir to one of the most powerful families in Nagarythe, no less? As he dwelt 
on this, his mood darkened again. The encounter, passionate and honest, 
had been nothing like his dealings with Ashniel. There had been none of the 
coquettish flirtation and implied physicality, simply the mutual desire of 
two people. Maybe Ashniel had deliberately held back her attentions, to 
lead him on and tease rather than fulfil? 


He felt Milandith stir next to him and looked to his left, letting his gaze 
linger on the smooth curve of her naked back and her thick curls of brown 
hair spilling onto the golden pillow. She rolled towards Alith, eyes half- 
opened. 
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‘I would have thought your exertions would have left you ready for sleep,’ 
she murmured, stroking a hand across his bare chest. 


Alith leant across and kissed her on the cheek. 


‘I have a lot to think about,’ he said. ‘The city seems to offer many charms 
that a simple hunter is not used to.’ 


Milandith smiled and stretched, allowing herself to fall onto him, her head 
on his chest. She curled her fingers into his hair. 


‘The city has many delights to be enjoyed, but I would have thought that 
this one was not new to you,’ she said sleepily. 


Alith did not reply and she looked up at his face. Her eyes widened in shock 
and she covered her mouth, suppressing a light laugh. 


‘I did not know Chracian hunters were so chaste!’ she giggled. ‘Had I 
known, I would have been more... gentle.’ 


Alith laughed with her, feeling no embarrassment at his inexperience. 


‘If you could not tell that this was my first time, then I must have some 
natural talent!’ 


Milandith kissed him on the lips, cupping his face in her hands. 


‘Beginner’s luck, perhaps?’ she said. ‘Of course, there is a simple way to 
find out.’ 


Any other thoughts fled Alith’s mind as he held Milandith close; Nagarythe, 
Caenthras, Ashniel, the cults, all banished in a moment of peace and 
contentment. 


Alith worked hard in the kitchens and, when time allowed, learnt as much 
as he could about the Phoenix King’s palace. When not preparing boar or 
venison or rabbit or wildfowl for the cooks, his attention was divided 
between exploring the layout of the palace and socialising with the other 
staff, particularly Milandith. In this last case, Alith learnt a great deal of 
gossip over goblets of wine and in whispered, dreamy conversations lying 
in bed late at night. Milandith was naturally inquisitive and outgoing, and 
seemed to know much about the routines and rituals of palace life, as well 
as a good number of the hundreds of servants and guards that populated the 


675 XRN 


citadel. Alith felt a little guilt about exploiting their relationship in such an 
underhand way, but Milandith seemed always ready to teach her new lover 
about Tor Anroc and its ways, and was honest about her own desire for 
companionship and intimacy without deep commitments required from 
either of them. 


What Alith had learnt did not fill him with confidence. Bel Shanaar was 
only rarely alone, his days filled with audiences and meetings with persons 
of importance. His family—his son Elodhir principal amongst them—were 
also a constant presence during less formal occasions. When matters of 
state or family did not require his attention, the Phoenix King was 
shadowed by his chamberlain, Palthrain. Much as Gerithon managed many 
of the affairs of Elanardris for Eoloran, Palthrain was Bel Shanaar’s chief 
advisor and agent. He oversaw the running of the palace, and every member 
of the staff from the maids to the captains of the guard ultimately owed 
responsibility to him. His dealings were not confined purely to the 
domestic, and he was pivotal in many negotiations between Tiranoc and the 
other kingdoms. 


One other figure attracted Alith’s attention, mentioned in passing by 
Milandith one evening. His name was Carathril, a slightly melancholy elf 
who served as the Phoenix King’s chief herald. He was from Lothern and as 
Alith inquired more he learnt that Carathril had once been a captain in the 
Lothern Guard and had acted as Bel Shanaar’s emissary when Malekith had 
first tried to retake Anlec and been thwarted at Ealith. That Carathril knew a 
little about Nagarythe and the prince intrigued Alith and he decided that he 
would attempt to make the acquaintance of the herald at the earliest 
opportunity. 


Alith had been in the palace for nearly twenty days before such a 
circumstance arrived. Most of his labours in the kitchen, which he found 
surprisingly pleasant to perform for they were not taxing and gave him time 
to cogitate on other matters, were usually finished by mid-afternoon. This 
gave him until the evening to conduct his shadowy investigations before the 
expectations of social interaction required him to spend time with his fellow 
servants after dark. On this particular day, Alith was presented with the 
chance to enter the Phoenix King’s great hall. 
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It was an open audience, as Alith had heard about, and such members of 
society as were able to beg, bribe or sneak their way into the hall were 
allowed to observe the proceedings. Dressed in his nondescript white robes, 
Alith was easily able to join a group of elves as they made their way into 
the central chamber, and then split from them to take a seat on the benches 
at the top of the tiers of seats surrounding the auditorium. 


As he made his way up the steps, Alith spied a lonely-looking figure sat 
somewhat apart from the others, far from the crowds who jostled for places 
on the lowest benches nearest Bel Shanaar. From his appearance, livery and 
disposition Alith guessed this to be Carathril, and he walked around the top 
tier of the seats and sat down beside the elf. 


‘Are you Carathril?’ he asked, deciding it was better to speak plainly than 
try to elicit what he needed by subterfuge. 


The elf turned in surprise, and then nodded. 
‘I am the Phoenix King’s herald,’ he said, extending his hand towards Alith. 


“You can call me Atenithor,’ said Alith, kissing Carathril’s hand. The herald 
took it away a little too quickly and Alith judged that he was as 
uncomfortable with this Tiranoc convention as Alith. ‘I find it strange also.’ 


‘What’s that?’ said Carathril, who had turned his attention back to the 
procession of elves making their way through the open doors. 


“The hand-kissing,’ said Alith. ‘I’m not from Tiranoc either, and I find it 
most peculiar.’ 


Carathril did not reply and instead raised a finger to his lips for quiet and 
nodded towards the doorway. Alith looked down and saw Palthrain enter, 
dressed in a coat of deep purple with a wide blue belt studded with 
sapphires. He stood to one side and bowed. 


Alith laid eyes upon Bel Shanaar for the first time. The Phoenix King was 
stood erect and proud, dressed in a flowing robe of white decorated with 
golden thread in the design of phoenixes rising from flames. Upon his 
shoulders he wore a cloak made of white and black feathers that trailed 
behind him. His austere face looked straight ahead, and atop his head he 
wore a magnificent crown of gold that sparkled in the sunlight that came 
from the windows surrounding the dome of the hall. Bel Shanaar paced 
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evenly along the chamber and came to his throne. Pulling his lustrous cloak 
to one side, he sat down and gazed around. Even from this distance Alith 
could see the Phoenix King’s sharp eyes passing over those in the hall, 
missing nothing. He resisted the urge to flinch when that steely stare fell 
upon him. 


‘Bring forth the first of the petitioners,’ Bel Shanaar declared, his voice 
deep and carrying easily to every part of the hall. 


‘It’s really not that exciting after twenty years,’ Carathril said quietly. ‘It’s 
not as if anyone asks anything of import at these events. Usually the 
petitions are nothing more than an excuse to highlight some new trade 
Opportunity, or announce a marriage or death. It’s just for show, all of the 
real business happens when the doors are closed.’ 


‘I would dearly like to see that some time,’ said Alith, also keeping his 
voice low. The benches around them were not quite full but there were 
plenty of other elves close at hand who would have little difficulty hearing 
the conversation. ‘I hear that you have been to Nagarythe.’ 


‘I once had the honour of marching with Prince Malekith, it is true,’ said 
Carathril. ‘That is also old news, though once my exploits were remarked 
upon by the greatest of princes.’ 


‘I too have fought with Malekith,’ said Alith, his voice the barest whisper. 
Carathril directed a sharp look at Alith and leaned closer. 


“You come clothed as a servant, yet you claim to have fought with the 
prince of Nagarythe,’ said the herald. ‘One or the other, or perhaps both, are 
a deceit.’ 


‘Both are true,’ Alith replied. ‘I serve in the palace kitchens, and I have met 
Prince Malekith. I would like to speak to you, but this is not the place.’ 


Carathril darted a suspicious glance at Alith but then nodded. 


“There is more to you than a simple kitchen serf,’ Carathril said quietly, his 
eyes fixed upon Alith. “You are clearly not exactly what you say you are, 
even if what you have told me already is true. I do not know what your 
interest is in me, but you should know that I am but a messenger, I bear no 
power in the palace.’ 
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‘It is simply your attention that I desire,’ said Alith. He sat back and 
breathed a sigh. ‘I know that you have no reason to trust me, and I can 
make no argument here that would convince you. If you would agree to 
meet me soon, name the place and time of your choosing and take whatever 
precautions you see fit—though we must be able to speak alone.’ 


‘IT do not like intrigue,’ said Carathril. ‘It is one of the things that mark me 
out from everyone else in the palace. I will speak with you, but if I do not 
like what I hear I will call for guards and you will be turned over to 
Palthrain. My agreement to see you is no promise.’ 


‘And I ask for none,’ said Alith. ‘When and where shall we meet?’ 


“There will be an interval soon enough, you can come with me to my 
chamber,’ Carathril said. ‘I see no point in waiting any longer than that.’ 


Alith smiled in thanks and turned his attention back to the proceedings 
below. Carathril had been right, it was a dull affair as petitioner after 
petitioner came to give praise to the Phoenix King and ask for his blessing 
for some venture or other. Others came to complain about the taxes levied 
by Lothern for passing the Sea Gate, while one thought it most important 
that Bel Shanaar knew of his intention to sail to Lustria to secure timber for 
his village in Yvresse. 


After the tenth such meeting, Palthrain announced that this session was 
ended. Servants came into the hall bearing platters of sliced meats and trays 
laden with small cups and decanters of fragranced waters and the juices of 
exotic fruits. These were then passed into the audience so that they might 
refresh themselves. 


“Time to go,’ said Carathril, standing. 


Alith followed the herald down the steps onto the main floor, where 
Carathril turned and bowed to Bel Shanaar. The Phoenix King nodded in 
greeting and darted an inquisitive look at his herald’s companion. Alith 
bowed also, avoiding Bel Shanaar’s gaze lest he react in some way that 
aroused suspicion. When Alith straightened he saw that the Phoenix King 
had turned his attention to his son. 
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Carathril led Alith towards the northern towers of the palace and up several 
winding flights of stairs. This area had been out of bounds for Alith, for 
only those servants that possessed the seal of the Phoenix King could enter, 
something far above a lowly kitchen worker. Carathril passed between the 
guards at the doorway of the fourth storey without incident, Alith following 
meekly behind. A few steps along the corridor, Carathril shot a warning 
glance at Alith: a reminder that the Phoenix King’s soldiers were close at 
hand should Carathril need them. 


They walked down a long carpeted corridor—the passageways of the 
servants’ quarters were bare stone—and Carathril turned to the right into 
another passage. He opened a broad door on the left of the corridor and 
waved Alith inside. 


The herald’s quarters consisted of two rooms. The first was a square 
reception area with low couches and tables and a small fireplace. Through 
an open archway beyond, Alith saw the bedchamber, which was sparsely 
furnished. 


‘I spend very little time here,’ Carathril explained, noticing the direction of 
Alith’s gaze. ‘I have found it best not to make my chambers here too home- 
like, otherwise I would be doubly homesick.’ 


‘Doubly?’ 


‘I already miss Lothern greatly, though my service to the Phoenix King is 
an honour and a duty I would not relinquish on a whim,’ said Carathril, 
closing the door and motioning for Alith to sit himself down. ‘I return there 
often enough to remind me of what I love about the city, but not frequently 
enough to satisfy my desire to be there.’ 


“Yes, it is a hard thing to leave behind our homes,’ Alith said with true 
sympathy. He had been away from Elanardris for only a short time but had 
frequently found himself wishing to return swiftly. Leaving aside the 
painful memories of Ashniel, he still found he loved the mountains as much 
as anything else in the world. 


“Yes, and there is a curious thing,’ said Carathril, sitting down opposite 
Alith. ‘I have travelled across all of Ulthuan, and I have learnt many things 
that other, less cosmopolitan observers might miss. You call yourself 
Atenithor, which I believe is Chracian in origin, yet your voice betrays that 
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you are not from there. If I am not mistaken I would say you were Ellyrion, 
perhaps.’ 


Alith smiled and shook his head. 


‘Close, but not correct,’ he said, leaning against the back of the couch with 
one arm. ‘I am Naggarothi. You would not recognise my accent as such 
though, as I come from the east, close to the mountains.’ 


‘I have never been there,’ said Carathril. 


“That is a shame, for not only have you missed the breathtaking beauty of 
Elanardris, but also the counsel and friendship of House Anar,’ said Alith. 


‘I am bid to go where the Phoenix King pleases, not to choose my 
destinations,’ replied Carathril with a sigh. ‘If my duties have not taken me 
there, it is because Bel Shanaar has no cause for me to visit.’ 


“That may well change,’ said Alith. ‘I think that the Phoenix King’s interest 
in Nagarythe is going to increase greatly in the near future.’ 


‘How so?’ asked Carathril, frowning as he leaned forwards. 


‘I shall speak the open truth now, for I trust you, though I do not know why, 
and I wish you to trust me,’ said Alith. 


‘Bel Shanaar says that I have an honest face,’ Carathril said, and a smile 
played on his lips, the first sign of humour Alith had seen from the herald. 
‘I am his most trusted subject after his family and chamberlain. Anything 
you tell me will be taken in full confidence provided that it does not 
threaten the Phoenix King. My position here is entirely founded on my 
reputation for absolute discretion.’ 


“Yes, I have heard the same from others,’ said Alith. He stood up to address 
Carathril. ‘I am Alith, son of Eothlir, grandson of Eoloran Anar. I am a 
prince of Nagarythe, come to Tor Anroc in secret to seek the aid of the 
Phoenix King.’ 


Carathril said nothing. He sat and looked at Alith for a long while, the smile 
gone from his face. Then it returned, broader than before. 


“You have a tendency for the dramatic, Alith,’ he said. ‘You have my 
attention.’ 
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Alith crossed the room and sat beside Carathril. 


‘I must speak with the Phoenix King in private,’ said Alith. ‘Can you help 
me?’ 


Carathril leaned away from Alith’s earnest plea and again sat in silence for 
some time, scrutinising his guest. Eventually he stood and moved to a 
cabinet against the wall. From this he drew out two crystal goblets and a 
bottle of silvery wine. He poured two measures, precise in his actions, and 
placed the bottle back in the cabinet. He offered one of the glasses to Alith 
as he sat down again. Alith took the drink but did not sample it. Instead he 
studied Carathril’s face for some sign of his intent. 


“You put me in a very difficult position,’ said the herald. ‘I cannot take your 
claims at face value, not yet. However, if what you say is true and your 
coming here is a secret, then I am severely limited in what inquiries I can 
make without revealing your presence.’ 


‘I have a letter of assurance from my grandfather, in my room,’ offered 
Alith, but Carathril waved away the suggestion. 


‘I am in no position to judge the veracity of such a document,’ he said. 


Again the herald pondered his decision, staring at Alith with the tenacity 
and vigilance of a hawk trying to guess the next movement of its prey. Alith 
remained silent, knowing that there was nothing he could say that would 
sway Carathril’s choice. 


Eventually Carathril nodded to himself, having reached a decision. 


‘Bring me this letter and I will deliver it—unopened!—to Bel Shanaar,’ he 
said. ‘If the Phoenix King assents to see you, then I have performed my 
duty. If not, then I fear that things may go ill for you. Though from outside 
you might think that we are complacent of the cults and other wrongdoers, 
in truth our watch has not faltered nor have our suspicions waned.’ 


Alith put down his goblet on the floor and grasped Carathril’s hand. 


‘I cannot thank you enough for this kindness,’ said Alith. ‘I will bring you 
the letter at once, and hope that the Phoenix King judges it to be true.’ 


‘I will wait for you outside the south-east dining hall,’ Carathril said, 
standing up. He opened the door to indicate the conversation had ended. 
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Alith strode to the door, eager. Remembering his manners he stopped before 
leaving and turned to bow to Carathril. The herald returned the bow with a 
nod and waved Alith away. 


Nearly a whole day of fretting followed Alith’s encounter with Carathril. 
The heir of the Anars was distracted during his evening revelry with 
Milandith and the other servants that formed the clique of the kitchens, and 
he decided to retire early—and alone—to his room. The next morning he 
set to his work in the kitchens, glad of the distraction yet unable to clear his 
thoughts of his concerns. Had he been right in trusting Carathril? Would 
Eoloran’s letter convince the Phoenix King? Even if Bel Shanaar consented 
to a meeting, how could it be arranged without being observed? 


Every time the kitchen doors opened, Alith looked up sharply, not sure 
whether to expect a messenger or soldiers. His diverted state drew scowls 
from the chief cook, a domineering elf called Iathdir who ran the kitchen as 
a captain of the guard commands his company. 


At mid-afternoon word came down that Bel Shanaar had requested a light 
meal in his chambers. Much to the concern of Malithrandin, no kitchen 
servants were free as all were in attendance for a feast being held by 
Princess Lirian, Eothlir’s wife. Malithrandin commanded Alith to carry the 
tray of herb-crusted meats and spiced bread the Phoenix King had 
requested, and led the way towards the heights of the palace where the royal 
quarters were found. 


Here the corridors were wide and stately, lined with mosaics of cut gems 
and sculptures both classical and modern. Alith had no time to admire the 
art, not that he had much inclination to do so, as Malithrandin strode 
purposefully along the passageway casting impatient glances over his 
shoulder. They also passed guards dressed in light mail and breastplates of 
gold, with pairs of swords—one short, the other long—hanging at their 
hips. They ignored Malithrandin but gave Alith disdainful glares as he 
hurried past. At the end of the long corridor was an unassuming door of 
white-stained wood. Malithrandin knocked lightly and then opened it, 
waving in Alith. 


The rooms within surprised Alith. Beyond the unadorned door lay the 
opposite of the flamboyant decoration and dress of court. Here was the 


simple beauty of the dove compared to the strutting grandeur of a peacock. 


The Phoenix King’s personal chambers were minimally but exquisitely 
furnished, and even Alith’s awkward eye could recognise the elegance of 
design and craftsmanship in the fluted legs of the high tables, the delicate 
juxtaposition of geometry and natural shapes in the carvings around the 
fireplace. All was white, including the carpeted floor. The only colour was 
the Phoenix King himself, who sat close to the fire in a robe of shimmering 
scarlet, a weighty book open on his lap. Out of his robes of office and 
crown, he had a more approachable air, and reminded Alith of his 
grandfather, though Eoloran’s expression was usually more severe. 


‘Put it down there,’ Bel Shanaar said, pointing to a low table to one side of 
the Phoenix King. 


Alith did so, with a bow. Bel Shanaar leaned forwards, examining the 
contents of the platter. He carefully picked up a slice of cooked meat 
between thumb and finger and as he straightened the Phoenix King glanced 
at Alith, unobserved by Malithrandin who was still stood by the door. 


‘Is this Yvressian loin?’ asked Bel Shanaar, waving the sliced meat in front 
of Alith. 


“That is Sapherian loin, your majesty,’ replied Alith. 
‘Really?’ exclaimed the Phoenix King. ‘And what is the difference?’ 
Alith hesitated and glanced towards Malithrandin. 


‘Oh, you might as well leave us, steward,’ said Bel Shanaar with a 
dismissive wave of the meat cut. ‘My guards can escort your companion 
back to the kitchens when I’m done.’ 


“Yes, your majesty,’ Malithrandin said stiffly, bowing as he left, though Bel 
Shanaar had already returned his attention to Alith. 


‘Well?’ said the Phoenix King. ‘What is so special about Sapherian loin?’ 


‘It is smoked for three years, your majesty, over chips of mage-oak and 
whitegrass,’ replied Alith, who was glad that Iathdir had taken it upon 
himself not only to improve Alith’s butchery skills but also his general 
knowledge of meat preparation. ‘After that, it is soaked in—’ 
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“You can dispense with the pretence, Alith,’ said Bel Shanaar. He delicately 
folded the thin meat into a small packet and popped it into his mouth. Alith 
waited patiently while the Phoenix King chewed deliberately. Swallowing, 
the Phoenix King smiled. ‘Your acting is as good as your carving. Tell me, 
why should I not call my guards and have you arrested as an assassin?’ 


Alith opened his mouth and then shut it, taken aback by the accusation. He 
quickly rallied his thoughts. 


‘Have you not read the letter from my grandfather?’ 


‘I am addressed as “your majesty”,’ Bel Shanaar said calmly. ‘Even if you 
are a prince, I am still your king.’ 


‘Of course, your majesty, my profound apologies,’ Alith replied hastily. 


‘This letter indeed comes from Eoloran Anar, of that I am certain,’ said the 
Phoenix King, pulling out the parchment from inside his robe. ‘It makes 
assurances of the bearer and requests that I offer you every assistance that I 
am able. Other than that, it tells me nothing. It tells me not of your intent, 
nor of the loyalties of your grandfather. I know Eoloran Anar of old, and 
respect him very much, but it appears he does not extend me the same 
courtesy. It has been more than seven hundred years since I have seen 
Eoloran in my court. How do you explain this?’ 


Again Alith was unsure what to say. 


‘I cannot speak for my grandfather, your majesty, or his actions, or lack of 
them, your majesty,’ he replied. ‘I know only that he has also shunned the 
court at Anlec and has withdrawn from a public life to enjoy introspection 
and the comforts of Elanardris.’ 


“Yes, that sounds like the Eoloran I fought with at Briechan Tor,’ said the 
Phoenix King. He thrust the letter back into his robe and waved Alith to sit 
down on the chair opposite. ‘Nagarythe is an enigma to me, Alith, and I 
cannot say that I wholly trust you. You come in secret to my palace and 
masquerade as a servant. You waylay my chief herald and arrange a 
meeting in which only you and I should be present. My only comfort is that 
enchantments are woven about this chamber and any blade that passes the 
door would be revealed to me. So, I feel safe enough, I suppose. What is it 
that you want me to do?’ 
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‘I am not sure,’ confessed Alith. ‘All I know is that the Anars, a loyal 
family of Nagarythe and Ulthuan, are victims of some political game or 
vendetta, and we cannot withstand this on our own.’ 


‘Tell me more,’ said Bel Shanaar. 


Alith then related the recent history of the Anars, from before the return of 
Malekith and the travails with Morathi, to their recent indictment and arrest 
as suspected cultists. Alith was not much of a storyteller and frequently he 
related events in the wrong order, forcing the Phoenix King to ask questions 
or press Alith to highlight some pertinent point that he had skipped earlier. 
Throughout, though, Alith kept secret the existence of Elthyrior and was 
vague when Bel Shanaar quizzed him on how he had come by a certain 
piece of information or other. 


“You know that there is little I can do to act directly in the lands outside 
Tiranoc,’ Bel Shanaar said when Alith was finished. “The people of the 
kingdoms answer to their princes and the princes answer to me. Perhaps if it 
were some other realm than Nagarythe I might be able to intervene, but 
there has never been anything less than cool relations between the Phoenix 
Throne and Anlec.’ 


The Phoenix King stood and paced to the high, narrow window, the 
afternoon sun bathing his face. He did not turn around as he spoke, perhaps 
unwilling to look at Alith as he delivered his decision. 


‘I cannot act unless your grandfather petitions me directly,’ he said. ‘Or 
perhaps your prince, Malekith, though that would seem unlikely. Your 
opponents have woven their tapestry of lies with considerable skill it would 
seem, and nothing has occurred that would threaten the authority of my 
position.’ 


Bel Shanaar turned and there was sympathy written across his face. 


‘All I can offer you at the moment is the sanctuary of Tor Anroc and my 
palace,’ he said. ‘I will keep safe your secret, and in fact I will do what I 
can to make your life here as pleasant as possible without revealing who 
you are or drawing attention to your presence. You are, of course, free to 
return to Nagarythe whenever you wish, and I will provide papers and 
escort to the border to ensure your safety if you do so. I will also make 
discreet inquiries with Malekith as to his current plans and thoughts, though 
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I will leave out any direct mention of the Anars. If you wish, I can arrange 
for a message to be delivered to your grandfather, and perhaps he will come 
to Tiranoc and speak openly of these problems with me. Whatever pressures 
I can bring to bear on the matter will be brought, but I can offer no 
promises.’ 


The winter passed slowly for Alith, though it was not without event. Bel 
Shanaar was careful not to reveal Alith’s true identity, but by subtle means 
was able to extend his patronage to the young prince. It was made known 
that the Phoenix King deemed his new servant too old and too sophisticated 
to work as a kitchen boy, and so Alith was, through the stewards, elevated 
to a member of the court staff, attending to the ruler of Tiranoc and his 
family. In particular, Alith’s duties were directed towards the comfort of 
Yrianath, Bel Shanaar’s eldest nephew. This new position required that 
Alith had the seal of the Phoenix King and he found his freedom to explore 
the palace greatly increased. 


Alith’s ascent was something remarked upon by the other servants for a 
short while, but it was not the first time Bel Shanaar had shown favouritism 
to a particular elf in the household and most of the staff speculated that 
Alith’s star would soon wane. Though graceful and diligent, he was 
considered somewhat uncouth for a future career at court, and those jealous 
of his sudden rise in esteem put down Alith’s promotion to an eccentric 
fondness of the Phoenix King for the rural, oafish mannerisms Alith 
occasionally exhibited. 


With his rise in position Alith felt a change in his relationship with 
Milandith. A bearer of Bel Shanaar’s seal, Alith was privy to parts of the 
palace his lover was not, and so frequently she interrogated him on the 
latest gossip from the royal family. Alith became acutely aware that the 
passion that had brought them together was diminishing, and where once 
Milandith had viewed him as a source of pleasure she now regarded him as 
a bottomless well of information. The irony that their expectations of the 
relationship had been exchanged was not lost on Alith. Milandith’s constant 
delving disturbed him, through a combination of his natural reticence and 
discretion, and growing feelings that any gossip might be a disloyalty to the 
family of Bel Shanaar. 


Alith was keen not to draw attention to himself nor make an enemy of 
Milandith and her friends, so over the course of the winter Alith saw less 
and less of her and began to feign disinterest in her advances. Sure enough, 
as midwinter passed, he heard rumour that Milandith had abandoned her 
pursuit of Alith and turned her amorous attentions upon one of the guards. 
Over a pitcher of Yvressian wine, Alith and Milandith agreed that what they 
had enjoyed had now passed and they were to go their separate ways with 
no ill-feeling. 


Though his secret was now safer, Alith’s loneliness increased. He felt 
trapped in the palace and missed his home. The mountains of Tiranoc were 
several days away, and even though the winter was far less harsh here than 
in Nagarythe, he could not spare the time to go hunting there. 


His isolation was not helped by the absence of any news from the north. Bel 
Shanaar assured Alith that he had despatched a messenger to Elanardris, but 
Alith feared that the herald had been waylaid, or that his family found it 
impossible to reply. Information from Nagarythe was sparse, and during the 
winter months the icy waters of the Naganath seemed to separate the 
kingdom from Tiranoc as much as any ocean. 


So it was a frustrated, lonely Alith who wandered the corridors of the royal 
palace, or could be found upon the walls of Tor Anroc at dawn, gazing to 
the north. A few of his new friends expressed concern for this behaviour but 
Alith was quick to assure them that he was simply feeling a little weary and 
homesick and promised that he would be more entertaining when spring 
returned. 


Yet when spring came, there was no surcease to Alith’s worries. Merchants 
who had tried entering Nagarythe had been turned away at the border 
without explanation. What little news that came south was startling. There 
was fighting between the army of Anlec and pleasure cultists, and even in 
Anlec it seemed as if Prince Malekith struggled to maintain his rule. Some 
of his princes had turned against him and supported the cults, while others 
remained neutral, waiting to see where this latest power struggle would 
leave Nagarythe. Alith became quite agitated and enquired as to the names 
of those families involved, but not once were the Anars mentioned, for 
good or ill. 
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As these disturbing tidings found their way to the capital, Alith resolved to 
head back to Elanardris. By means of Carathril, he sent word to Bel Shanaar 
of his intent and in reply was brought again to the Phoenix King’s 
chambers. 


Bel Shanaar’s expression was drawn as he stood beside the high arched 
window that looked out over the south of Tor Anroc. He turned as Alith 
closed the door. 


‘I cannot allow you to leave Tor Anroc,’ said the Phoenix King. 


‘What?’ snapped Alith, forgetting his manners entirely. ‘What do you 
mean?’ 


‘I mean that it would be unwise of me to allow you to leave my protection 
at this time,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘And I do not think it would be to your 
benefit either.’ 


‘But my family will need m—’ 


‘Will they?’ said Bel Shanaar, his expression stern. ‘Are you so great a 
warrior that if they are involved in the fighting you will swing the tide in 
their favour?’ 


“That is not what I meant, your majesty,’ said Alith, regaining some of his 
composure. 


‘Then perhaps they think you are unsafe here, away from this violent 
dispute, and would be better protected in Nagarythe?’ 


Alith shook his head, confused. He knew he should return to Elanardris to 
help, but Bel Shanaar was distracting his thoughts with these questions. 


‘IT am sure they think me safe, your majesty,’ said Alith. ‘It is my duty to aid 
my house if they are in peril.’ 


‘Is it not also your duty to keep alive the future of that house?’ said Bel 
Shanaar, his expression as unrelenting as his words. ‘Though it pains me to 
say this, you may already be the last of the Anars. Would you see that name 
die to satiate curiosity? Would you risk every future generation of the Anars 
because you are afraid of your uncertainty?’ 


Alith did not answer but his expression made it plain that he would indeed 
do such things. Bel Shanaar frowned deeply. 


‘Let me make myself as clear as a mountain lake, Alith,’ said the Phoenix 
King. ‘I am not allowing you to leave these palaces until there is more 
clarity in this matter. I have given you the benefit of my patronage but these 
new developments in Nagarythe are disturbing—open fighting between 
Malekith’s soldiers and the sects—and I wish to know where you are at all 
times.’ 


Alith guessed the intent behind the words. 
“You are keeping me hostage, in case the Anars are traitors.’ 
Bel Shanaar shrugged. 


‘I must consider all eventualities, Alith,’ he said. ‘While at this time I 
believe that you and your family are loyal, that loyalty is to Anlec and 
Nagarythe. Where the loyalty of the kingdom resides is as yet uncertain. It 
would be foolish of me to allow a potential spy, one who knows much about 
Tor Anroc, to return to Nagarythe. It would be foolhardy not to keep what 
means I have for negotiation with your house. Your house decided to bring 
me in as a player of this game and so my fate is woven into yours. I will use 
all of the pieces at my disposal.’ 


Alith stared dumbfounded at this statement, quite unable to believe what he 
was hearing. 


‘I demand your word of parole that you will not attempt to leave my palace. 
If you refuse, I shall have you imprisoned,’ said Bel Shanaar. His 
expression softened as he crossed the room to stand in front of Alith. ‘I bear 
you no ill-will, Alith, and I give my prayers to the gods that your family is 
safe and that Nagarythe swiftly overcomes this current turmoil.’ 


It was plain to Alith that he had little choice in the matter. If he refused to 
give his oath, he would be thrown into the cells beneath the palace. Not 
only would he lose his freedom, even amongst such momentous times this 
scandal would not go unseen and questions would be raised over his 
identity. That risked his life and his family’s fortunes. He took a deep 
breath, collecting his thoughts. 


‘By such gods as might bear witness, I swear as a prince of Nagarythe and 
Ulthuan to remain under the protection of Bel Shanaar, and to make no 
attempt to leave Tor Anroc until such time as he gives me leave or 
circumstances change.’ 
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Bel Shanaar nodded. 


‘I wish it were otherwise, and when you become lord of the Anars you will 
understand that with power come hard decisions. If I learn of anything, I 
will pass this on to you, and you must promise to do the same for me.’ 


‘I will, your majesty,’ said Alith with a formal bow. ‘Is there anything else 
that I might attend to whilst I am here?’ 


Bel Shanaar shook his head. 
‘No, that is all.’ 


The last fingers of summer were struggling to keep their grip on Tor Anroc 
when Alith began to overhear reports from Bel Shanaar’s commanders at 
the northern border, telling of how the skies above Nagarythe were filled 
with smoke. They sent scouts over the river and found villages in ruins, 
burnt to their foundations, corpses littering their streets. Seers proclaimed a 
great darkness was sweeping down from the north, and these rumours soon 
rooted themselves in the populace of the city. 


Word came via the heralds of other princes that the cults were on the rise 
once more. For twenty years they had stayed hidden, plotting and growing. 
At some unheard command they attacked the soldiers of Ulthuan’s rulers, 
desecrated shrines and temples to other gods, and kidnapped the unwary. 


Even in Tor Anroc there were small sects found practising rites to Atharti 
and Ereth Khial, and their members fought to the death rather than be taken 
prisoner. Paranoia gripped the palace at the resurgence of the cults, and 
hundreds of soldiers were brought back from the border to police the citadel 
and the surrounding city. 


Fifteen days after the violence began, Alith received a message telling him 
that his presence was required by the Phoenix King. Alith hurried to the 
south hall as he had been instructed, and entered to find a great many of the 
princes of Tiranoc and their households gathered there, along with a small 
army of attendants and councillors. Alith could not see what was happening 
and surreptitiously made his way to the front of the crowd. 


Bel Shanaar and his son Elodhir were stood beside the throne at the end of 
the hall, and Alith could see that Carathril was also in attendance. But it 
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was the figure standing with them that drew Alith’s eye. He wore a suit of 
golden armour, decorated with the design of a coiling dragon, and a long 
purple cloak that hung to the floor. The warrior wore a long sword at his 
waist—unusual in that most elves were not allowed to bear arms in the 
presence of Bel Shanaar—and under one arm he held an ornate warhelm 
decorated with a silvery-grey crown. His features were severe, his hair 
black and his eyes glittered with a dark light. 


It was Prince Malekith. 


‘I have three thousand soldiers and knights that need billets,’ the prince was 
saying. ‘Once again I find myself putting practicality before pride, and must 
ask for sanctuary and the hospitality of Tor Anroc.’ 


Bel Shanaar regarded Malekith calmly, no hint of his thoughts betrayed. 


‘This is a grave situation indeed, Malekith,’ said the Phoenix King. 
‘Doubtless the woes of Tiranoc are not of the magnitude of Nagarythe, but 
here also the cultists seek to usurp just rule. I am afraid that such aid as I 
may have been able to provide in times past is now impossible.’ 


‘I need nothing from the Phoenix King, save his patience and 
understanding,’ said Malekith with a slight dip of the head. “Those that seek 
to oust me from power have revealed their hand, and this time when I strike 
back my blow will find every mark. There are many in Nagarythe that fight 
to protect my rule. Anlec is currently denied me by these wretches. I need a 
place to rally those forces loyal to me. Soon enough I will commence a new 
campaign to free Nagarythe of this vileness, for good this time.’ 


Malekith’s expression was severe, his manner exuding anger, a deep rage 
that set his jaw twitching, his eyes fierce. Alith had seen that expression 
once before, when Malekith had spoken of seeing his mother after taking 
the gate of Anlec. 


“Though surprise has garnered some victories for my enemies, they haven’t 
the means or the courage for a true war,’ the prince continued. ‘I offered 
clemency before. Now I offer only swift retribution.’ 


‘Tt is in the interest of all of Ulthuan that Nagarythe returns to stability as 
soon as possible,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘I cannot deny you the right to shelter, 
but I must warn you that no other Naggarothi may cross the border without 
invitation. Is that understood?’ 
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‘I agree,’ said Malekith. ‘At a time when it is difficult to know friend from 
foe, I commend your caution. Now, with your pardon, I must see my 
mother.’ 


At this Bel Shanaar paused. Alith knew that Malekith had visited Morathi 
on several occasions since her incarceration two decades earlier, and it 
seemed an expected request considering Nagarythe was in such disarray. 
Even so, the mere mention of the former sorceress-queen sent a shiver of 
fear through Alith, mixed with a deep-rooted hate. The hall was silent as the 
elves waited in expectation of the Phoenix King’s reply. 


‘Of course,’ Bel Shanaar said eventually. ‘Though I have no love for 
Morathi, I would not deny you.’ 


Malekith again bowed in thanks and, accompanied by Elodhir, strode from 
the hall. Bel Shanaar and Carathril left by another archway, and as soon as 
the Phoenix King had gone chattering broke out amongst the crowd. 


“What has happened?’ Alith demanded, grabbing the arm of the nearest elf. 
The page looked at him with astonishment. 


‘Cultists have retaken Anlec and Prince Malekith has been deposed,’ said 
the elf, with a haughtiness held by those who consider themselves important 
for having heard news moments before any other. ‘It seems those 
Naggarothi fiends are fighting amongst themselves again.’ 


Alith stayed his tongue at this remark and instead walked quickly from the 
hall. He made his way back to his room in the servants’ quarters and there 
sat on his bed, staring at the stone floor. He could make no sense of it. How 
could the cults have gathered such power unseen? How had they survived 
Malekith’s diligent purging? Unable to comprehend what had occurred, 
Alith’s mind was blank, numbed by the dire news. 


For three days the palace was chaotic. Rumours and claims spread through 
the residents and servants alike. Lodgings were found for the small army 
Malekith had brought south with him, and Alith was busy attending to the 
errands of his masters and mistresses. Yrianath was preoccupied with 
matters pertaining to Tiranoc’s trade and how it might be affected by the 
situation in Nagarythe, which held considerable power in the Elthin Arvan 
colonies. Distracted, Yrianath often overlooked Alith’s presence, allowing 


the heir of the Anars to overhear things that in normal times would have 
remained secret. 


Malekith called upon the Phoenix King to assemble the princes of Ulthuan 
in council. They were to meet at the Shrine of Asuryan upon the Isle of 
Flame: the most sacrosanct of places where Aenarion and Bel Shanaar had 
been elevated to Phoenix King. Alith watched Carathril leave along with 
many other messengers, the chief herald’s expression grim and distant. 


Alith had his own distractions. His ignorance of how affairs in Nagarythe 
were unfolding was driving him to the point of madness and he spent each 
night unsleeping, toying with the idea of breaking his oath to the Phoenix 
King and fleeing Tor Anroc. Yet each morning he realised that the means by 
which his house might be saved lay here at the capital, not in the north, and 
so he remained. 


Preparations were made for the Phoenix King’s expedition to depart for the 
Isle of Flame. Elodhir had already departed and when Bel Shanaar left, 
control of the palace would fall to Yrianath, as the next prince of mature 
age. This made for much work for Yrianath’s councillors and servants, who 
were kept busy at all hours to apprise themselves of every development. 
Despite his exhaustion, Alith still found no solace in sleep and became so 
irritable that others avoided him when they had the chance. 


Frustration almost spilled into violence when Alith overheard a group of 
nobles speaking foully of the Naggarothi, blaming them for every ill that 
had befallen Ulthuan in recent centuries. It was only the accidental 
intervention of one of the stewards, calling upon Alith to attend to Yrianath, 
which prevented the young Anar from striking the nobles. 


All of this frenetic activity reached a calm equilibrium the day before the 
Phoenix King was due to leave. In a rare moment of peace, Alith was in the 
gardens, staring wistfully at a marble sculpture of a waterfall. It was refined 
and finely detailed, but lacked all of the majesty of the real thing. Rivers 
cascaded down the mountains of Elanardris with thunderous power, sending 
spray and fog across the surrounding slopes. The gentle tinkling of this 
fountain seemed ludicrous and trite in comparison. 


“There you are.’ 
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Alith turned and found Milandith sitting beside him on the white bench. She 
wore a green silken dress, her braids woven into showers of hair that spilled 
across her shoulders. In the autumn sun she was as pretty as Alith had ever 
seen her and for a moment he was lost in admiring her beauty. 


“Why such worries?’ asked Milandith, running a hand across Alith’s brow 
as if to smooth away the creases of his frown. 


‘Do you not think these are dark times?’ 


“They are,’ she said, grasping Alith’s right hand in both of hers. ‘Yet what is 
there that we can do? The princes will meet to decide, and we will be ready 
to help them.’ 


She laughed, a peculiar sound to Alith’s ear given the grimness of his mood. 


‘I would not like to have such responsibility,’ she said. ‘Can you imagine? 
Trying to decide what to do about all of this? Raising armies and waging 
wars are not in my nature.’ 


But they are in mine, Alith thought. He was a son of House Anar and if 
battle was to be waged, he would be there to wage it. He looked at 
Milandith, soaking in her innocence and beauty. How simple it would be, he 
thought, to make the masquerade real. He could live in peace as Atenithor 
of Chrace, a servant to Prince Yrianath and nothing more. He could renew 
his relationship with Milandith, and perhaps they would wed and have 
children. Bloodshed and murder, darkness and despair would be the realm 
of princes and he would live out his life as a simple soul. 


But that could not be. Not only did guilt gnaw at his heart, duty ingrained in 
him since he had been born stiffened his resolve. He could no more hide 
from this than a rabbit could hide from one of his arrows. He was Alith 
Anar, heir to a princedom of Nagarythe, and he could not pretend otherwise. 


“You are distracted,’ said Milandith, unhappy. ‘Perhaps I am boring you?’ 


‘I am sorry,’ said Alith, forcing a smile. He ran his fingers lightly over 
Milandith’s hair and cheek, his fingertips coming to rest on her chin. ‘I am 
distracted, but not by the sort of distraction I would like.’ 


Milandith returned his smile and stood, pulling him up by the hand. 


‘I think I can find just the sort of distraction you need,’ she said. 
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Alith dozed, feeling the heat from Milandith beside him. In his half-asleep 
state he could hear doors banging elsewhere in the servants’ quarters and 
feet running outside but he chose to ignore them. The moment had passed 
though, and the real world was beginning to intrude again upon the blissful 
ignorance brought about by Milandith’s attentions. Hoping to set aside his 
pain for a while longer, Alith leaned across the bed and nestled his face in 
her unkempt hair, kissing her lightly on the neck. She murmured wordlessly 
and, eyes still closed, laid a hand upon his back, gently stroking his skin, 
tracing the whip-scar with a finger. 


Suddenly there was a furious knocking at the door. A moment later it 
crashed open. Both of them shot upright as Hithrin, Steward of Halls, burst 
into the room. There was a wild look in the elf’s eyes, bordering on terrified 
hysteria. His wide gaze settled on Alith. 


“There you are!’ he cried, running across the room and grabbing Alith by 
the arm. ‘Your master calls for all his servants to attend!’ 


Alith snatched his arm away and shoved Hithrin backwards, though the 
steward was supposedly his superior. 


‘What?’ snapped Alith. ‘Can I not have a moment’s peace? What could be 
so urgent?’ 


Hithrin stared dumbly at Alith for a moment, his mouth opening and closing 
without sound. He swallowed hard and then blurted out his news. 


“The Phoenix King is dead!’ 


Nine 
Darkness Descends 


The great hall was in pandemonium. Elves of all ages and stations had 
come from across the palace to hear what had happened. Yrianath stood 
beside the Phoenix Throne, Palthrain and many other nobles and councillors 
with him. As Alith pushed his way through the throng, there was an air of 
panic and desperation. Some elves were shouting, others weeping, many 
stood in shocked silence, waiting to hear the words of Yrianath. 


‘Be calm,’ he cried out, raising his hands, but the cacophony continued until 
Yrianath raised his voice to a roar. ‘Silence!’ 


In the stillness that followed only the rustle of robes and quiet sobbing 
could be heard. 


“The Phoenix King is dead,’ Yrianath said solemnly. ‘Prince Malekith 
found him in his chambers early this morning. It would seem that the 
Phoenix King took his own life.’ 


At this there was another outburst of anger and woe, until Yrianath 
signalled again for the elves’ attention. 


“Why would Bel Shanaar do such a thing?’ demanded one of the nobles. It 
was Palthrain who stepped forwards to answer the question. 


‘We cannot know for sure,’ said the chamberlain. ‘Accusations had come to 
Prince Malekith that the Phoenix King was embroiled with the cults of 
pleasure. Though Malekith disbelieved such claims, he has sworn in this 
very hall to prosecute all members of the cults, regardless of station. His 
own mother is still imprisoned in this palace. When the prince went to Bel 
Shanaar’s chambers to confront him with the evidence, he found the 
Phoenix King’s body, with the marks of black lotus on his lips. It seems that 
the charges were true and Bel Shanaar took his own life rather than face the 
shame of discovery.’ 


The hall shook with a rising clamour as the elves surged forwards, making 
demands of Palthrain and Yrianath. 


“What charges?’ 


“What evidence was presented?’ 
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‘How can this have happened?’ 
‘Are the traitors still here?’ 
‘Where is Malekith?’ 


This last question was asked several times, and the call grew louder and 
louder. 


“The prince of Nagarythe has departed for the Isle of Flame,’ said Yrianath 
when some measure of order had been restored. ‘He seeks to inform Elodhir 
of his father’s demise, and to take guidance from the council of princes. 
Until Elodhir returns from the council, we must remain calm. The full facts 
of what has occurred here will be brought to light, rest assured.’ 


Though still much distressed, the elves were somewhat quietened by this 
statement and instead of angry shouts, a conspiratorial murmuring filled the 
hall. Alith ignored the buzz of gossip and the tearful lamentations and 
turned to Milandith. Her cheeks were wet with tears and he clasped an arm 
around her and pulled her close. 


‘Do not be afraid,’ he said, though he knew his words to be a lie. 


A strange atmosphere enveloped the palace over the following days. There 
was little activity and Alith could sense that his fellow elves were each 
trying to come to terms with what had transpired. Few were willing to talk 
about their shock and grief, which was unusual in itself, and fewer still 
would mention the circumstances surrounding Bel Shanaar’s death. There 
was an undercurrent of suspicion, formless and unspoken but palpable. 


Alith’s first thought was to leave the city, now that he was no longer bound 
by his oath to Bel Shanaar, but he decided against this course of action. 
Though events could threaten to expose him, he heard no hint or rumour 
concerning his arrival not long before Bel Shanaar’s demise. To leave 
hastily would perhaps invite more attention than staying. 


Instead, Alith stayed close to Yrianath, as required by his position and as 
his curiosity desired. The prince was as shocked as any by the tragic turn of 
events and seemed content to await Elodhir’s return rather than take any 
lead himself. 
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Bel Shanaar’s body was made ready for interment in the great mausoleum 
of his family in the depths of the mount beneath Tor Anroc. The funeral 
proceedings could not start without Elodhir, and so the elves found 
themselves in a spiritual limbo, unable to publicly express their grief. For 
once, Alith missed the idle chatter that used to distract him so much. In the 
echoing quiet of the palace his dark thoughts resounded all the more. 


Sixteen days had passed when new arrivals caused a great stir in the palace. 
Alith had been attending to Yrianath, who was in discussions with Palthrain 
concerning the funeral arrangements of Bel Shanaar. A herald entered 
hastily, announcing that he had come from the Isle of Flame. 


“What news of Elodhir?’ asked Yrianath. ‘When can we expect his return?’ 
At this, the herald began to weep. 
‘Elodhir is dead, among many other princes of Ulthuan,’ he wailed. 


‘Speak now, tell us what has happened!’ demanded Palthrain, grabbing the 
messenger by the arms. 


‘It is a disaster! We do not know what happened. A mighty earthquake 
shook the Shrine of Asuryan, and there were signs of violence. When we 
entered, only a few princes had survived.’ 


‘Who?’ insisted Palthrain. ‘Who survived?’ 


‘A handful only came out of the temple,’ said the herald, almost buckling at 
the knees. ‘So many nobles dead...’ 


The herald swallowed hard and straightened, wiping a hand across his eyes. 
‘Come,’ he said, turning towards the door. 


Alith followed a little way behind Palthrain and Yrianath, and they seemed 
content to allow him, if they even noticed his presence. The herald took the 
group across the courtyard and out of the great gate of the palace where a 
large crowd had gathered. There were many carriages, each draped in white 
awnings. Tiranoc soldiers held back the throng, casting their own shocked 
glances back towards the coaches. Palthrain forced his way through the 
crowd and Alith followed in his wake. 
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The chamberlain pulled back one of the white curtains and Alith caught a 
sight of Elodhir, lying upon a bier inside the carriage. His face was as white 
as snow and he was laid upon his back, arms folded across his chest. 
Yrianath gasped and looked away. Just before Palthrain allowed the curtain 
drop back, Alith thought he saw the red mark of a wound across the dead 
prince’s throat, but so brief was the glimpse that he could not be sure. 


Another elf came striding through the carriages. She was clad in silver 
armour and a black cloak. Alith immediately recognised her as Naggarothi 
and shrank back towards the other elves, though he did not know her. She 
spoke briefly to Palthrain and pointed at one of the other carriages. An 
expression of dread passed over Palthrain’s face before he composed 
himself. Without a word, he turned and hurried back into the palace. 


Yrianath sent the captains of the guard to bring more soldiers from the city. 
With a stone-faced expression the prince gave instructions for the staff of 
the palace to begin moving the dead Tiranocii nobles inside. Alith was 
pleased not to be counted amongst the number tasked with this unpleasant 
chore, and stayed out of sight as best he could. 


The grisly labour was interrupted by shouts of dismay from the crowd 
around the gates. Alith turned to see Palthrain ordering elves out of his path. 
He was followed by a contingent of the Naggarothi warriors who had come 
with Malekith. They created a line through the thronging elves and behind 
them strode another. 


She was tall and stunningly beautiful. Her long black hair fell in lustrous 
curls about her shoulders and back, and her alabaster skin was as white as 
the stone of the gate towers. Her dark eyes were fierce and Alith flinched 
from their gaze as the elf stared scornfully at the assembled watchers. Alith 
knew her immediately and felt fear grip his heart. 


Morathi. 


The crowd fell back in fear as she swept through the gate, the train of her 
purple dress streaming behind her, boots ringing on the flags of the road. 
Her full lips were twisted in a sneer as she surveyed the frightened mass. As 
soon as she came within sight of the carriages, her entire attention was fixed 
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upon them and so swift was her stride that Palthrain had to run to keep 
pace. 


He led her to one of the coaches and Morathi threw back the coverings with 
a beringed hand. She fell to her knees and uttered a shriek, an awful wail 
that pierced Alith’s mind and echoed from the walls of the palace. Looking 
beyond Morathi, Alith saw what lay upon the board of the wagon. 


It was a blackened mess and at first Alith did not recognise what it was. As 
he forced himself to look closer, Alith saw streaks of gold that had melted 
into rivulets and then solidified, and links of chainmail burned into charred 
flesh. It was the figure of an elf, obscene in its desecration. Two unblinking, 
unmoving eyes stared out and half of the elf’s body was seared down 
through flesh and muscle, revealing burned bone. Dark flakes fluttered from 
the corpse, drifting on the wind. Alith stepped a little closer and could make 
out something of the design on the figure’s breastplate, though it was much 
disfigured. It was the remnants of a coiling dragon. 


At that moment Morathi rose to her feet and wheeled towards the watching 
elves. Her eyes were orbs of blue fire and her hair danced wildly in an 
unseen gale while sparks erupted from her fingertips. With cries of fear, the 
crowd turned and ran from the sorceress. 


‘Cowards!’ she shrieked. ‘Look at this ruin! Face what your meddling has 
brought about. This is my son, your rightful king. Look upon this and 
remember it for the rest of your wretched lives!’ 


Elves were shouting and screaming as the stampede continued, pushing and 
pulling at each other as they tried to press back through the gatehouse. Alith 
ignored them, transfixed by the apparition of Malekith’s corpse. He felt 
sick, not just from the sight, but also from a foreboding that welled up in his 
stomach and froze his spine. 


The tramp of many booted feet echoed around the plaza, joined by the 
clattering of hooves. Such elves as remained scattered ahead of a column of 
black-clad spearmen and knights: the rest of Malekith’s warriors. Like a 
black snake they advanced from around the palace and for a moment Alith 
feared that they would attack. They did not. 


Instead they formed a guard of honour three thousand strong around the 
carriage as Morathi climbed aboard. Alith looked to the Tiranocii warriors 
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to intervene, but those that had remained were afraid to confront the grim- 
faced soldiers in front of them. He did not blame them, and was rooted to 
the spot by the stern lines of spears and the immobile knights. Morathi 
signalled to the driver and the carriage moved away with a rattle of wheels 
and the crunch of the marching Naggarothi. 


One of the captains of the Tiranoc guard stepped forwards, somewhat 
cautiously, hand on sword hilt at his waist. Palthrain intercepted the warrior 
and put a hand to his chest. 


‘Let them go, Tiranoc is well rid of them,’ said the chamberlain. Without 
incident the Naggarothi left the plaza down the tunnel-road to the east, and 
then were out of sight. 


With that, Prince Malekith passed out of Tor Anroc for the final time. 


There was a deathly hush in the grand hall and an air of reverence 
surrounded the two bodies laid in state upon marble slabs either side of the 
Phoenix Throne. Though Bel Shanaar’s death remained contentious, he had 
ruled over Ulthuan for one thousand, six hundred and sixty-eight years and 
was accorded due respect from all present. Thousands of elves had filed 
past the Phoenix King’s remains, preserved by the attentions of priests 
dedicated to Ereth Khial, the blemishes of his poisoning removed by 
priestesses of Isha. Alith noted that Elodhir’s body wore a collared robe that 
concealed his neck and so was unable to confirm the wound he had thought 
he had seen in the carriage. 


The doors had been closed after five days and only the household of the 
princes remained. Alith was in attendance to Yrianath, as were other 
servants to their masters and mistresses. The hall was almost empty, for 
many nobles from Tiranoc had travelled with the Phoenix King to the 
council of princes and not returned alive. The bodies of some had been 
brought back from the Isle of Flame and were with their families in the 
manses around the huge palace. Some had not returned at all and their fate 
remained unknown. 


‘A grievous wound has been done to Tiranoc,’ declared Yrianath. He 
seemed just as stunned as when he had first looked upon Elodhir’s corpse. 
Beside him were Lirian, Elodhir’s widow, and the dead prince’s son, 


Anataris. She was draped head-to-foot in white robes of mourning, her face 
concealed behind a long veil, the babe in her arms swathed in white cloth. 
Of her expression, Alith could see nothing. 


“Tiranoc will not stand idle in these times,’ Yrianath continued. Though his 
words were meant to be defiant and stirring, his voice was hollow. ‘We 
shall prosecute by whatever means those who have heaped this hurt upon 
us, and taken from Ulthuan its rightful ruler.’ 


There was a discontented rustle of voices and Yrianath frowned. He cast his 
weary eyes over the nobles. 


‘Now is not the time for whispers and secrets,’ the prince said, gaining 
some vigour. ‘If there are any present who wish to speak their mind, they 
are free to do so.’ 


Timandir stepped forwards with glances to the rest of the court. He was the 
eldest member of the court after Palthrain, born just twenty years after Bel 
Shanaar’s ascension to the throne and respected as one of the Phoenix 
King’s wisest advisors. 


“With what authority do you make such promises?’ the noble asked. 
‘As a prince of Tiranoc,’ replied Yrianath. 


“Then you claim succession to the rule of Tiranoc?’ asked Tirnandir. ‘By 
tradition, the line does not pass to you.’ 


Yrianath looked confused for a moment and then tumed his eyes upon 
Lirian and Anataris. 


‘Bel Shanaar’s heir was Elodhir, and Elodhir’s heir is no more than three 
years old,’ said Yrianath. ‘Who else would you propose?’ 


‘A regent, to claim rule until Anataris comes of age,’ said Tirnandir. It was 
clear from the nods of other council members that this had already been 
discussed in private. 


Yrianath shrugged. 


‘Then as regent I will make these promises,’ he said, uncomprehending of 
any cause for objection. 


‘If a regent is to be appointed, then he or she need not be of the descent of 
Bel Shanaar,’ said Illiethrin, the wife of Tirnandir. ‘You are no more than 
six hundred years old, there are many in this hall better suited to the role of 
regent.’ 


Palthrain intervened before Yrianath could reply. 


“These are uncertain times, and our people will look to us for leadership,’ 
said the chamberlain. ‘It is not proper that the stewardship of Tiranoc passes 
far from the royal line. Other realms are facing the same woes as we, and 
surely our enemies will exploit any dispute to their own purposes. Yrianath 
has a claim by blood that is strong, and with such advisors as are gathered 
here, his policies can yet be wise. To do otherwise invites claim and 
counter-claim by those who seek to undermine the true rule of Ulthuan.’ 


‘And where is that true rule to be found?’ snapped Tirnandir. ‘There is no 
Phoenix King, and we have had no word from the council of princes 
regarding a successor. Morathi has been let free once more, and her 
ambition will not have been dimmed by twenty years of imprisonment. No 
doubt she will put forth some claimant of her own. Does the elf we choose 
here also take on the Phoenix Crown and cloak of feathers?’ 


‘I do not seek the Phoenix Throne,’ Yrianath said hastily, holding up his 
hands as if to ward away the suggestion. ‘It is for Tiranoc that I will act. 
Other kingdoms shall surely look to themselves at this time.’ 


There was angry muttering and Palthrain raised his hand for silence. 


‘Such a matter cannot be decided in a moment,’ he said. ‘All concerns can 
be raised and deliberations made in due course. It is unseemly to squabble 
in this fashion, here beside the body of our Phoenix King. No, this will not 
do at all.’ 


“We will talk on this matter again when respect has been paid to the 
deceased and the memory of our lord properly regarded,’ said Tirnandir 
with an apologetic bow. ‘It is not division we seek, but unity. Ten days 
hence we will convene again and make such petitions as are required.’ 


The nobles bowed to the bodies of the dead, and a few nodded their heads 
to Yrianath as they left, but several darted suspicious glances at the prince. 
Alith believed Yrianath beyond reproach, for he had been in the prince’s 
entourage for several seasons and seen or heard nothing to raise his 
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suspicions. However, the sudden removal of both Bel Shanaar and Elodhir 
had left the subject of succession wide open for debate, as Alith suspected 
those who had perpetrated the deaths had intended. 


Though these lofty concerns occupied a little of Alith’s thoughts while the 
final arrangements were made for the twin funerals, he was mostly 
concerned for events in Nagarythe. He decided that as soon as the ceremony 
was concluded, he would head north and rejoin his family. Who could say 
what chaos reigned with Prince Malekith dead? 


The burial rites of the Phoenix King and his son would be long, even by 
elven standards, and were due to last ten days. On the first day, Alith joined 
a long line of mourners who passed by the dead to celebrate the lives of 
those who passed. Poetry was recited praising the achievements of Bel 
Shanaar as both a fighter in the time of Aenarion and a king in times of 
peace. Under his auspices, the elven realm had grown every year, so that the 
colonies of Ulthuan stretched across the world to the east and west. The 
alliance with the dwarfs in Elthin Arvan was lauded by a choir of three 
hundred singers, and this irritated Alith more than he had thought it would. 
In those conversations he had shared with Yeasir at Elanardris, the 
commander had made it clear that it was Prince Malekith who had forged 
the friendship with the dwarfs and Alith was inclined to agree. 


The second day was spent in silence, the whole of Tor Anroc eerily quiet as 
the populace meditated upon the memories of Bel Shanaar and Elodhir. 
Some would write down their thoughts in verse, others kept their 
recollections to themselves. This period of solitude gave Alith time to sit in 
his room and think deeply on what had happened. His thoughts were never 
focussed on one thing, and he reached no conclusion as to what had passed 
or what he needed to do next. He longed more than ever to return to the 
mountains and the support of his family. 


Thinking of Elanardris took Alith onto a dark path, and he horrified himself 
with all kinds of fearful imaginings of what might await his return. He had 
received no word from family or friend for almost a year and he did not 
know whether any were still alive. The frustration he had felt over that 
period welled up inside him in one wave and he vented his anger and fear 
with violence, smashing lamps, tearing at the sheets on his bed and driving 
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his fists into the walls until his knuckles were bleeding heavily. Panting, he 
collapsed onto the floor, weeping uncontrollably. He tried without success 
to fight back the images of torment that assailed him, until long after 
midnight he fell into an exhausted sleep. 


When he awoke, Alith found himself refreshed, though no more optimistic 
than he had been the night before. Though shared by no other, his personal 
outpouring had cleared his mind and he knew what he needed to do. His 
decision to remain at Tiranoc for the ceremony of burial was simply an 
excuse to delay his inevitable return. While ignorance tortured Alith for the 
most part, it also gave him hope, a hope that might be crushed as soon as he 
returned north. He realised he was being immature, seeking reasons to keep 
himself in this vacillating state, and set about packing up such possessions 
as he would need on the journey. 


There was a knock on the door and Alith pushed the half-filled pack 
beneath his bed before opening it. It was Hithrin, who glanced at the 
destruction Alith had wrought the night before but made no comment. 


“We are to attend our master, Alith,’ said the steward, not unkindly. ‘He is 
to receive an important guest at midday. Tidy yourself up and come to his 
chambers as soon as you Can.’ 


Hithrin gave Alith a look of sympathy and then walked away. The look was 
like a barb to Alith’s pride and he busied himself clearing up the ruin he had 
made of the room and dressed himself carefully. This menial activity 
allowed him to gather his thoughts after the interruption and he weighed up 
whether to attend to Yrianath or depart straightaway. Alith decided to 
remain a little while longer, intrigued to find out what manner of guest 
would call upon Yrianath at this time of mourning. 


The reception for Yrianath’s visitor was a sombre, stately affair. Alith, 
amongst the other servants, had prepared a simple cold luncheon in the 
lower east chamber, a small hall overlooked by two galleries. Just before 
the prince’s guest was due to arrive, the servants were asked to leave and 
Alith filed out with the rest of them. 


He was perturbed by this secrecy and slipped away from the other staff as 
they made their way back to the servants’ quarters, doubling back to the 
hall. Using the serving stairs normally employed to bring trays of food and 
drink to parties gathered on the galleries, Alith slipped unseen into the main 
chamber. High windows lined the south and north walls of the hall, but shed 
little light on the galleries, which were usually lit by lanterns when in use. 
From the hazy gloom, Alith peered down into the hall. 


Yrianath was sat at one end of the long table, the platters of food arrayed 
before him. He picked nervously at their contents until there was a 
resounding knock at the door. 


‘Enter!’ Yrianath called out, standing. 


The door opened and a functionary bowed low before ushering in the 
prince’s visitor. 


Alith suppressed a gasp and shrank back towards the wall as Caenthras 
strode into the chamber, resplendent in armour and cloak. Yrianath hurried 
forwards and greeted the Naggarothi prince at the near end of the table. 


Alith began to panic. Why was Caenthras here? Did he know of Alith’s 
presence, and if so what was his purpose in coming to Tor Anroc? The urge 
to flee before discovery gripped Alith and it took all of his nerve to remain 
where he was. He told himself that he was over-reacting, and that if he were 
to remain a while longer he would soon have the answers to these 
questions. He slipped forwards to the balustrade and nervously looked 
down on the elves below. 


‘Prince Caenthras, it is a pleasure to welcome you,’ said Yrianath. ‘Long 
have we yearned for news from beyond the Naganath. Please, sit down and 
enjoy what hospitality one can in these dark times.’ 


Caenthras returned the bow and placed his helm upon the table. He 
followed Yrianath to the food and sat down at Yrianath’s right as the prince 
seated himself. 


“These are indeed dark and dangerous times,’ said Caenthras. ‘Uncertainty 
holds sway over Ulthuan and it is imperative that authority and order are 
restored.’ 
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‘I could not agree more, and may I offer my condolences to all in 
Nagarythe, who have also suffered the loss of a great leader,’ said Yrianath, 
pouring wine for himself and his guest. 


‘I am here as official embassy for Nagarythe,’ said Caenthras, picking up 
the goblet and swirling its contents. ‘In order that any turmoil is dealt with, 
it is vital that the rulers of Ulthuan work together. It is a woe to us, then, 
that so many realms are as yet without leaders, and we know not with 
whom to discuss these matters. I hear that Tiranoc is embroiled in such a 
debate at the moment.’ 


‘I think embroiled is perhaps too strong a word...’ 


‘Is it not true then that there is disagreement over who will succeed as 
ruling prince?’ 


Yrianath hesitated and sipped his wine as a distraction. Caenthras’s forceful 
stare did not waver and Yrianath put down his glass with a sigh. 


‘Issues have been raised over the succession,’ he said. ‘As the oldest blood 
descendant I have offered to act as regent for the time being, but there is 
opposition from some of the other court members.’ 


“Then I should tell you that Nagarythe supports your claim to Tiranoc,’ said 
Caenthras with a broad smile. ‘We are strong believers in tradition, and it is 
fitting that the relatives of Bel Shanaar succeed him.’ 


‘If you could but convince my peers of my case, then the matter would be 
settled,’ said Yrianath, leaning towards Caenthras with earmest intent. ‘I do 
not seek division, and a swift end to this matter is the best outcome for all 
concerned, so that we might turn our attention to graver issues.’ 


‘Most certainly,’ said Caenthras, patting Yrianath’s hand. ‘Stability is the 
key.’ 


Caenthras helped himself to a little food, arranging it carefully on his plate. 
When done, he cocked his head to one side and directed a thoughtful gaze 
at Yrianath. 


‘I would say that the word of one prince, an outsider at that, would do little 
to sway the opinion of the Tor Anroc nobles,’ said the Naggarothi. ‘As a 
sign of support I am willing to petition certain other princes and officers of 
Nagarythe to travel to Tor Anroc and speak on your behalf. I am sure that 


having such allies will increase your standing and strengthen your claim 
beyond reproach. It is, after all, unity that we seek at this time.’ 


Yrianath considered this for a moment, but Alith could already see the trap 
being laid. If Yrianath wanted to be leader of Tiranoc he needed to do so 
from his own strength. Had not the Anars suffered greatly of late for relying 
too much on the support of others? Alith wanted to warn the prince not to 
agree, to tell him that it was a false bargain, but he dared not reveal his 
presence to Caenthras. Instead, he remained mute and watched the terrible 
plot unfold. 


“Yes, that would seem a good course of action,’ said Yrianath. ‘I see no 
problem with that.’ 


“Then might I impose a certain request upon you?’ said Caenthras. 


Here it comes, thought Alith as he watched Yrianath drawn towards the lure 
like a fish. 


“Your northern border is closed to the Naggarothi,’ continued Caenthras 
with a disarming shrug. ‘It is only by chance that I met one of your officers 
who would vouch for me, and thus allowed me to pass into Tiranoc. I fear 
such embassies as would come south on your behalf will not be so 
fortunate. I wonder if perhaps you could write me several letters of passage, 
which I might send to my fellow princes to act as permission to cross the 
Naganath with their bodyguards?’ 


“Well, yes, of course,’ said Yrianath. ‘I will give you the seal of my 
princedom as a guarantee of safe passage. How many would you need?’ 


‘Let us say a dozen,’ said Caenthras, smiling. ‘You have many allies in the 
north.’ 


‘A dozen?’ replied Yrianath, flattered. ‘Yes, I see no reason why that cannot 
be arranged.’ 


The prince’s expression of happiness then faded and his shoulders slumped. 


‘What is the matter?’ asked Caenthras, the picture of concern. ‘Is there 
some problem?’ 


‘Time,’ muttered Yrianath. ‘Deliberations are due to recommence at the 
ending of the funerals, only seven days hence. I fear my supporters will not 


arrive in time to swing the debate, and my rivals already arrange their 
arguments against me.’ 


‘I have riders ready to go north at once,’ said Caenthras. ‘I cannot guarantee 
that our friends will be able to reach Tor Anroc in seven days, but perhaps 
you could delay proceedings in some fashion.’ 


Yrianath brightened at this suggestion. 


“Well, the discourse of court never runs swiftly,’ he said, as much to himself 
as his companion. He gave Caenthras a determined look. ‘It can be done. I 
shall provide you with my seal before night comes. I am sure that a final 
decision can be averted until I can make my strongest case.’ 


Caenthras stood and Yrianath rose with him. The Naggarothi extended a 
hand, which the prince shook enthusiastically. 


‘Thank you for your understanding,’ said Caenthras. ‘A new alliance 
between Nagarythe and Tiranoc will no doubt set our people on the path to 
greatness again.’ 


“Yes, it is time that history took its place behind us and we looked to the 
future once more.’ 


‘A most progressive and commendable attitude,’ said Caenthras. He turned 
for the door but then looked back at Yrianath after a few paces. ‘Of course, 
we will keep this arrangement between us for the moment, yes? It would be 
counter-productive if your opponents were to hear of what has passed 
between us.’ 


‘Oh, that is for sure,’ said Yrianath. “You can rely on my secrecy, as I can 
on yours.’ 


Caenthras gave another nod and a smile and then left. Yrianath stood for a 
moment tapping his fingers upon the tabletop, obviously happy. With a self- 
assured stride, he walked out of the room, leaving Alith alone in the silence. 


As he had listened to the exchange between the princes, Alith’s fear had 
disappeared, to be replaced by anger. It was clear that Caenthras had long 
been manipulating events in Nagarythe to increase his own standing, and 
had worked against the Anars even as he had pretended to be an ally. Alith 
did not know how long this treacherous, selfish goal had driven Caenthras, 
but he looked on everything the prince had done with suspicion. Caenthras 


had once been a true friend of the Anars, of that there was no doubt, but 
somewhere, at some time, he had chosen to take a different path. The 
betrayal burned inside Alith, igniting the jealousy, fear and frustration that 
had been swirling inside him since Ashniel had been taken away. Now that 
Caenthras’s plots were involving the rule of Tiranoc, there was a clear 
danger to all of Ulthuan. 


Caenthras had to pay for his duplicitous crimes. 


The rites of passing for Bel Shanaar and Elodhir continued for the next 
seven days. There were ceremonies of mourning led by the greatest poets of 
Tiranoc, who recited anguished requiems to the Phoenix King accompanied 
by dirgeful wailings and choruses of weeping maidens. Alith found these 
recitations utterly lacking in originality or special significance, bland 
oratories of loss and woe that spoke nothing of those who had died. In 
Nagarythe, such verses would be filled with true lamentation for those who 
had been taken away, composed by the families who had lost a loved one. 
In all, Alith found these professional mourners to be overblown and 
impersonal. 


The next day heralded the first of several rituals of sanctity during which 
the rightful priests and priestesses of Ereth Khial prepared the bodies and 
spirits of the deceased for the afterlife. These spiritualists were unlike the 
cults of the dead that had risen in Nagarythe. They sought not to converse 
with the supreme goddess of the underworld, but to protect the souls of the 
departed from the attentions of the ghost-like rephallim that served the 
Queen of the Cytharai. As with the mourners, Alith was left a little 
confused. In Elanardris it was well understood that the spirits of the dead 
would go through the gate to Mirai, there to dwell forever under the 
watchful eye of Ereth Khial. There was no fear, only acceptance that death 
is the natural conclusion to life. 


Unlike the wild chanting and sacrifices Alith had witnessed in Anlec, these 
true priests bathed the bodies in blessed water and used silver ink to paint 
runes of warding on the dead flesh. He watched from the back of the 
attending crowds as they made whispered intonations to placate the 
rephallim, and wove chains of beaded gold around the limbs of the departed 
so that they would be too heavy for the vengeful ghosts to carry away. 


During the funeral, Caenthras was housed as a guest of Yrianath and Alith 
had to move warily, to avoid discovery by the Naggarothi prince. He spied 
on the pair whenever the opportunity presented itself, which was rare, but 
was nearly always clever enough to pass on some duty that required his 
presence to another of Yrianath’s household. On occasion Alith was forced 
to take extreme measures to avoid being seen by Caenthras, ducking into 
doorways or running down halls on hearing his approaching voice. At one 
time he even resorted to hiding behind a curtain, something Alith had 
thought only occurred in children’s tales. 


Simply killing Caenthras would not be as easy as Alith had first thought. 
Certainly slaying him without being caught was quickly looking 
impossible, as the prince never seemed to be out of company, either of 
Yrianath, Palthrain or some functionary of the palace. 


While the keen edge of his hatred for Caenthras remained undiminished, as 
Alith observed the prince from afar, his vow to slay him was mollified by a 
desire to visit upon him the same ruin as he had perpetrated against the 
Anars. A simple knife in the back in the darkness would only cause more 
suspicion and grief, while an open challenge would reveal his presence and 
raise all number of unpleasant questions regarding his presence in the 
palace at the death of Bel Shanaar. On top of that, Alith was pretty certain 
that in a straight fight with Caenthras, the veteran of the wars against the 
daemons would surely win. 


If Alith could understand more the nature of Caenthras’s scheming he 
would be able to bring about a more just downfall than simple death. Alith 
wanted Caenthras exposed and shamed before his life was ended. To do that 
he needed to know everything about Caenthras’s plans, his allies and his 
minions. That would mean awaiting the arrival of the other nobles who 
would vouch for Yrianath’s accession. For the time being, Alith was patient 
enough to stay his hand and see what was unveiled. 


The day came for the final interment of the dead rulers of Tiranoc, and tens 
of thousands of elves travelled to the capital to pay their respects and 
witness this last journey. There were, some commented, few princes and 
nobles from other realms. Speculation was rife on why this might be so. 
The more pragmatic observers simply mentioned the travails that had beset 
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Ulthuan’s rulers of late and suggested that most would be busy keeping 
order in their own lands. The more conspiracy-minded locals believed that 
there was a deliberate snub implicit in the absence of so many worthwhile 
citizens of Ulthuan. A few elves, after encouragement from friends who 
should probably have known better, even went as far as to say that the 
Phoenix King’s death was held in such suspicion by the other kingdoms that 
they feared to come to Tiranoc. 


Alith’s own conclusion was that those princes who had survived the tragedy 
at the Shrine of Asuryan, of which there were very few by many accounts, 
had far more important things to do than doff their crowns to a dead body. 
Though some in Tor Anroc had forgotten, the uprising from the cults that 
had preceded the council of princes was still ongoing. It was the nature of 
folk to concentrate on their own perils and woes, and none in Tiranoc could 
consider the grief of other people to be anything like as great as theirs. For 
the sake of peace, Alith kept these opinions to himself when asked to 
venture his thoughts on such matters. 


The bodies of Elodhir and Bel Shanaar were set in state upon the backs of 
two gilded chariots, each pulled by four white steeds. Three hundred more 
chariots rode in escort with the departed, followed by five hundred 
spearmen and five hundred knights of Tiranoc. Yrianath, Lirian, Palthrain 
and the other court members were also driven in chariots, decorated with 
chains of silver and flying the pennants of their houses, following behind 
the body of the Phoenix King. 


Alith and the other servants were gathered in the plaza outside the 
gatehouse, which had been cleared of all other elves, so that they might 
witness the passing away of their former lords. Alith watched the 
thousands-strong cortege wind its way out of the palace grounds and take 
up station in the square. The golden chariots then emerged and all present 
gave up a great shout, declaring their farewells to the fallen king and prince. 
Sonorous pipes sounded from the towers of the palace to war the city 
below, and the blue flames of the gatehouse flickered and died. 


Alith had not known Bel Shanaar well, and had cause to resent some of his 
actions. Yet he could not stop tears forming in his eyes as he watched the 
procession clatter out of the plaza. Thus had passed the first Phoenix King 


since Aenarion, and the world ahead lay uncertain. No matter what came 
next, Alith knew that an age had ended and felt in his core that his 
generation would not know peace. Blood had been shed, the kingdoms of 
Ulthuan were divided and there were those who seemed determined to drag 
the elves down into darkness. 


With the Phoenix King and his son interred within the sepulchres at the 
heart of the mountain, the business of the palace was soon abuzz with the 
succession. The servants were full of opinion as to who would be the more 
suitable prince to rule. However, all of their heightened speculation was to 
be for nothing. Yrianath claimed a sickness had befallen him, brought about 
by the grief of the funerals, and would not be able to participate in any 
debate whilst he was under the influence of this affliction. 


‘It must be a tremendous burden,’ said Sinathlor, guard captain of the 
towers where Yrianath’s chambers were located. He and several others of 
the prince’s household were in the common room of their quarters, drinking 
autumn honeywine. Alith sat a little way apart, attentive to the discussion 
but far enough away that he need not participate directly. 


‘I am not surprised that he has been set low by this malady, not surprised at 
all,” added Elendarin, Stewardess of the Halls. She swept back her white 
hair and gazed at her companions. ‘He has always been of a delicately 
sensitive disposition, ever since he was a child. His empathy for the 
people’s grief is a tribute.’ 


Alith suppressed a disparaging remark at this saccharine observation, but 
Londaris, Steward of Tables, was not so polite. 


‘Ha! I have never seen anything so obviously false in my life,’ he declared. 
‘This very morning, I found the prince on his balcony taking in the dawn 
sun and he seemed as fit as a hunter’s hound.’ 


‘Why feign such weakness?’ argued Sinathlor. ‘Surely that gives argument 
to Tirnandir and his cronies?’ 


Alith was fascinated by the professional loyalty of the household of each 
noble, who would argue the cause of their master and mistress in the 
fiercest of debates, yet as soon as their role and duties changed would 
switch their defences to their new lord or lady. It was not so with Gerithon, 
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whose family had served the Anars since Eoloran had founded Elanardris, 
or the other subjects of the house who owed their loyalty alone to their 
prince and their kingdom. 


“Yes, it does,’ Londaris was saying. “That is why I think it a risky move. I 
am sure the prince knows best, but I cannot see at the moment what 
advantage he gains.’ 


Another thing that occurred to Alith during the debate was that all of the 
elves present had a personal stake in the unfolding events. If Yrianath’s bid 
succeeded, they would be members of the ruling household of Tiranoc, with 
all of the privilege that entailed. It was in their own interests to see the 
court’s decision favour their master. 


‘He gains time,’ said Alith, sensing an opportunity. ‘Have you not noticed 
that of all the visitors who have requested to see him, only the Naggarothi, 
Caenthras, has been admitted? Not even Lirian, who is the ward of our lord 
since the death of her husband, can see Prince Yrianath. I fear that this 
illness may not be the fault of the prince at all, but some ploy by the 
Naggarothi envoy.’ 


There were frowns from some of the elves, but nods from others. 
“What have you heard?’ demanded the Fire Master, Gilthorian. 
Alith held up his hands as if in surrender. 


‘I know nothing more than I am saying, I assure you,’ he replied. ‘Perhaps 
it is simply idle speculation on my part, for I am still a novice in the ways 
of politics. Yet it occurs to me that this envoy has Yrianath’s ear by some 
means, and their meetings are always held in secret. Not even Palthrain 
attends them, and he supports Yrianath’s claim. I do not know what this 
means, but it makes me wary.’ 


The others attempted to question Alith further and then took up his line of 
reasoning when he declined. It was, they agreed, somewhat suspicious for a 
Naggarothi prince to arrive in Tor Anroc during the funeral, and Caenthras 
certainly had unprecedented access to Yrianath. Though no conclusions 
were drawn, Alith went to his bed that night content that he had stirred up 
an unwitting force of spies on his behalf. He hoped the rumour would 
spread to other households and perhaps the nobles themselves, so that they 
might pay closer attention to Caenthras’s activities. 
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On the seventh night after the conclusion of the burial ceremonies, at a time 
when the demands for Yrianath to come to the court were becoming louder 
and louder, Alith was woken by the thud of booted feet in the corridors 
above his room. 


He dressed quickly and slipped quietly out of his chamber. The palace was 
in a new tumult and Alith followed the other servants as they made their 
way towards the main halls. He froze when they came out into the 
courtyard at the centre of the palace grounds, for stood there were rank 
upon rank of spearmen and bowmen, several thousand of them. They were 
not dressed in the white and blue of Tiranoc, but in the black and purple of 
Nagarythe. Alith immediately ducked back inside, his heart beating. 


The Naggarothi princes had arrived, and they had not come alone. 


Ten 
A Loyal Traitor 


Alith arrived in the corridors outside Yrianath’s chambers just in time to see 
Caenthras and an escort of Naggarothi entering the prince’s rooms. Alith 
ducked down a servants’ stairwell as the group emerged, Yrianath in the 
midst of the imposing warriors, looking much distressed. There was nothing 
Alith could do, even if he had been armed. He slipped away down the stairs 
to the floor below, where Lirian lived. 


As he emerged from the stairway, a group of Naggarothi, four of them, 
rounded the corner. Alith turned to run but the closest leapt forwards and 
grabbed his arm, hauling him back into the passageway. 


‘Please,’ Alith begged, falling to his knees. ‘I’m just a poor servant!’ 
The warrior sneered as he hauled Alith to his feet. 
“Then you can serve us, wretch,’ he snarled. 


Alith smashed the heel of his hand into the soldier’s chin and as the warrior 
fell, snatched free the sword at his waist. The blade cut the throat of the 
next before the Naggarothi could react. The remaining pair split, coming at 
Alith from both sides. 


Alith parried the first blow and leapt backwards as the point of a sword 
stabbed towards his chest. His return attack crashed against the shield of the 
warrior to his left and his arm jarred from the impact. Alith’s heart was in 
his throat as he dived beneath another swinging blade, rolling on his 
shoulder to come up to a guard position a moment before the other warrior 
launched a furious assault. Blow after blow rang from Alith’s sword as he 
backed down the corridor, heading towards Lirian’s chambers. 


In a momentary respite from his assailant, Alith used his free hand to tear 
down a tapestry upon the wall, hurling it at the warrior. He followed up 
with a jumping kick, the ball of his foot smashing into the swathed figure, 
sending him toppling to the carpeted floor. 


The other leapt over his fallen comrade, but Alith had expected this and 
lunged, chopping at his foe’s leg. Blade bit into armour and rings of mail 
scattered across the corridor in a spurt of blood. The Naggarothi fell to the 


ground, a cry of pain torn from his lips. Alith drove the point of his sword 
into the warrior’s exposed neck. 


The remaining soldier disentangled himself from the tapestry but lost his 
sword and shield in the process. As he bent to retrieve his weapon, Alith 
brought his blade down hard on the back of his head, splitting the warrior’s 
helm and biting into his skull. 


Panting, Alith straightened and assured himself that his foes were dead. He 
leant the sword against the wall and hurriedly unfastened the belt of one of 
the soldiers, wrapping it around his own waist. Sheathing his stolen blade, 
he ran down the passageway to the royal chambers. 


The twin doors were open and there was no sign of anyone within. Alith 
stepped cautiously inside, ears alert for any sound, but there was none. A 
quick glance through the doors and archways leading from the antechamber 
confirmed that the Naggarothi had already taken Lirian and her son. 


Alith could spare no further thought for the missing heir to the Tiranoc 
throne. The Naggarothi would be searching the whole palace and sooner or 
later he would run across opposition he could not avoid or overcome. It was 
inevitable that he would be recognised by someone. He needed to get out of 
Tor Anroc. 


Alith assumed that the Naggarothi had entered by the main gateway, and so 
headed through the palace towards the north towers, hopefully ahead of any 
search parties. He kept to the side corridors and hidden stairwells used by 
the servants to move about the palace unseen by their masters. As he came 
closer to the servants’ quarters he could hear yells and cries from ahead. 


He changed route, cutting eastwards across the lawn of a night garden, 
skimming from column to column, through moonlight and shadow, along 
the edge of the cloister. Beyond were the outer parts of the eastern wing, 
and from there he would be able to reach the formal gardens at the back of 
the palaces. 


Several of the ground-floor windows were unshuttered and open, and Alith 
jumped through the closest. He heard tramping feet echoing from bare stone 
to his right and so turned left at a run. His headlong sprint brought him out 
into one of the smaller gateyards that led out of the palace into the grounds. 


He was about to haul open one of the solid wooden gates when he heard 
footsteps behind him. 


Turning, Alith saw more than a dozen spearmen entering the paved square. 
He saw a flash of white amongst them: Lirian carrying Anataris. The 
nearest warriors levelled their weapons and advanced slowly. Alith drew his 
sword and put his back to the closed gate. 


‘Wait!’ the officer at the back of the group called out. Alith recognised the 
voice. 


The small troop parted and the captain strode forwards. Though much of his 
face was concealed by his helmet, Alith could see that it was Yeasir. 


The commander of Nagarythe stopped suddenly on seeing Alith. For his 
part, Alith was unsure what to do. If he turned his back to open the gate 
they would be upon him, and if he tried to fight, he would have no chance 
of victory. 


‘Put down your weapon, Alith,’ Yeasir ordered. 


Alith hesitated, flexing his fingers on the grip of his sword. He glanced at 
Lirian, who seemed oddly calm. She nodded reassuringly. Alith reluctantly 
let go of the sword, the clatter of its fall like a mournful knell as it echoed 
around the gateyard. Alith slumped back against the gate, raising his hands 
in a gesture of surrender. 


Yeasir handed his spear to one of his soldiers and approached, his 
gauntleted hands held up in front of him, palms upwards. 


‘Do not be afraid, Alith,’ said the captain. ‘I do not know how you come to 
be here, but I am not your enemy. I mean you no harm.’ 


Yeasir’s words did not relax Alith in the slightest and the young Anar’s eyes 
darted around the yard seeking some other avenue of escape. There was 
none. He was trapped. 


‘Come, quickly,’ said Yeasir, waving a hand over his shoulder. 


Lirian, her baby in her arms, trotted forwards. As she did so, Yeasir 
gestured to one of his warriors. 


“You, give me your bow and arrows,’ snapped the commander. The soldier 
complied, slinging his quiver from his shoulder and passing it to Yeasir. To 
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Alith’s surprise, the Naggarothi captain handed them on to him and then 
stooped to pick up the discarded sword. 


“There is little time to explain,’ said Yeasir as he slipped the weapon into 
the sheath at Alith’s waist. ‘This is a most fortunate encounter for both of 
us. Now you can take the heir of Tiranoc to safety.’ 


A handful of the soldiers stepped forwards and opened the gate, letting in 
the moonlight from the gardens beyond. Lirian hurried through. 


Alith could say nothing and stood shaking his head. 


‘Morathi has returned to Anlec and not all are pleased,’ Yeasir said 
hurriedly. ‘She wishes to punish Tiranoc for what happened to Malekith—it 
is not safe to be here. There is a haven to the east; I have told Princess 
Lirian its location. I will do whatever I can to delay pursuit, and will join 
you there in a few days’ time. My wife and daughter are hidden there also, 
and together we will head east to sanctuary in Ellyrion.’ 


‘What?’ was all that Alith could muster. 


‘Just go,’ snarled Yeasir. ‘I must report the escape of the princess to the 
others and a search will soon follow. I will come to you and explain all.’ 


With that Yeasir shoved Alith unceremoniously through the gate, which 
closed soundlessly behind him. Lirian was already hurrying along a paved 
path ahead and Alith ran to catch up. Sounds of fighting echoed from the 
towers of the palace as the three of them headed into the night. 


Yeasir led his troops into the great hall, where other parties of Naggarothi 
had brought the various members of the court, as directed by Palthrain. The 
chamberlain stood beside the Phoenix Throne with Prince Yrianath and 
Caenthras. The last of these frowned when he saw Yeasir. 


“You are unaccompanied,’ said the Naggarothi prince. 


‘It seems our prey has eluded us for the moment,’ replied Yeasir lightly. 
‘She will not get far, not with a child to care for.’ 


‘That is unfortunate,’ growled Caenthras. 


“You believe she is still in the palace?’ asked Palthrain. 
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‘Tt is unlikely that she will quit Tor Anroc,’ said Yeasir. ‘Where else would 
she go? We are upon the brink of winter and the princess is no expert of the 
wilds. Tomorrow we will begin a search of the city.’ 


‘I expected more of you,’ Caenthras hissed quietly as Yeasir took his place 
beside the others. 


“Though I may not be a prince, I am still Commander of Nagarythe,’ Yeasir 
replied, keeping his tone level. ‘Do not forget that.’ 


Caenthras remained sullenly silent as Palthrain called for the attention of 
the fearful Tiranocii nobles. 


“There is no cause to be afraid!’ the chamberlain announced. ‘These 
walriors are present at the request of Prince Yrianath. In these uncertain 
times, it is important that we all remain vigilant for the corrupt amongst us, 
and our Naggarothi allies are here to help.’ 


“You invited them here?’ said Timandir, his voice dripping with scorn. 
“Well, I...’ began Yrianath, but Palthrain cut across him. 


‘It is imperative that we choose a new prince to succeed Bel Shanaar, who 
might treat with our allies with authority,’ said the chamberlain. ‘Prince 
Yrianath has declared himself fit to be regent. Are there any present that 
oppose his claim?’ 


Tirandir opened his mouth and then shut it again. Like all the other 
assembled courtiers, his eyes strayed to the Naggarothi warriors lining the 
hall, their swords bared and spears in hand. Palthrain waited for a moment 
and then nodded. 


‘As there is no objection raised, I declare that Prince Yrianath shall be our 
new regent, until such time as Prince Anataris comes of age to assume his 
rightful position. Hail Yrianath!’ 


The Naggarothi shout was far louder than that of the Tiranocii, who 
mumbled their praise and exchanged fearful looks. 


“These are unprecedented times,’ continued Palthrain. ‘When faced with 
usurpers and traitors, we must act swiftly to ensure the safety of all loyal 
elves and prosecute those that would undermine the true rulers of Ulthuan. 
To that end, Prince Yrianath will enact the following laws.’ 
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Palthrain then produced a rolled-up parchment from the sleeve of his robe 
and handed it to Yrianath. The prince took the scroll uncertainly and, 
prompted by a stare from Palthrain, unrolled it. His eyes scanned the runes 
upon it, widening with shock. A fierce glance from Caenthras quelled any 
protest and Yrianath began to read aloud, his voice wavering and quiet. 


‘As ruling prince of Tiranoc I decree that all soldiers, citizens and other 
subjects give their utmost cooperation to our Naggarothi allies. They are to 
be extended every courtesy and freedom whilst they aid in the protection of 
our realm. You are to obey the commands of such officers and princes of 
the Naggarothi as if they were mine. Failure to comply will be considered 
an act against my power and punished by death.’ 


Yrianath’s voice broke at this point and he swayed as if about to faint. Eyes 
closed, he steadied himself and then continued reading. 


‘Due to the uncertain loyalties exhibited by some within the army of 
Tiranoc, I also decree that every soldier, captain or commander is to 
surrender his weapons to our Naggarothi allies. Those who secure our faith 
will be allowed to return to their positions as soon as practical. Failure to 
comply will be considered an act against my power and punished by death.’ 


A profound silence had fallen upon the hall as Yrianath’s words settled in 
the minds of the Tiranocii. The prince’s eyes glimmered wet as he 
continued, casting plaintive glances at those he had unwittingly betrayed. 


‘My last decree of this accession is to temporarily disband the court of 
Tiranoc until such investigations surrounding the demise of Bel Shanaar 
clear those present of involvement in this unspeakably vile act. I hereby 
take all authority to rule as regent and my word is law. Such commands as 
issued by former members of the court have no validity and should be 
disregarded until confirmed by myself or our Naggarothi allies. Failure to 
comply will be considered an act against my power and punished by 
death...’ 


There was open discontent, a ripple of whispers, short-lived as Caenthras 
stepped forwards and took the scroll from Yrianath. The Naggarothi’s 
expression was stern. 


‘In order to comply with the wishes of your new prince, you will all be 
escorted back to your homes and placed under house arrest. You will be 


called for in the following days to account for your actions.’ 


With a gesture from Yeasir, the Naggarothi soldiers ushered the assembled 
nobles towards the open doors. When the Tiranocii had been escorted out, 
Palthrain turned to Caenthras. 


“That went better than I expected,’ said the chamberlain. ‘Now our work 
can begin.’ 


Dawn had yet to creep above the mountains when Lirian led Alith to a 
stretch of wooded hills north and east of Tor Anroc. The pair had spoken 
little on the journey, much to Alith’s relief. He had no words of comfort and 
though he had known about the conspiracy between Caenthras and 
Yrianath, he had suspected nothing of what was to unfold from that 
partnership. As they silently followed road and path, and finally cut across 
the meadows of outlying farms, Alith had tried to make sense of what had 
happened. 


They walked steadily uphill through the darkness of the trees, Lirian 
clutching Anataris to her chest. Alith studied the princess out of the corner 
of his eye, seeing strain on her face. She was dressed in a light robe, utterly 
unsuitable to cross-country travel and very much stained and ragged. Her 
usually perfectly arranged hair fell in blonde disarray and her eyes were red 
from suppressed tears. There was bleakness about her expression that 
echoed the emptiness in his heart. 


Alith tried to think of words of comfort that he might say but he could find 
none. Every turn of phrase seemed trite or nonsensical. He could offer no 
reassurance for he felt none himself. Everything had fallen apart, and as far 
as Alith could work out, it all pointed back towards Nagarythe. He found 
that he had far more questions than answers and wished that he had been 
able to find out more from Yeasir. 


Lirian stopped and wordlessly pointed to the left. In the gloom Alith could 
just about make out the darker shape of a cave opening. Drawing his sword, 
he signalled for the princess to hide behind a tree. Stalking ahead, Alith 
heard whispered voices. Both were female. 


Coming to the cave he found a small group huddled around a shuttered 
lantern, the dim light barely reaching the cave walls. There were three 
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elves, two female and a child wrapped in a bundle of blue cloth. Both of the 
adults were clad in heavy robes of deep blue and embroidered shawls of the 
same colour. The older of the two, perhaps seven or eight hundred years of 
age, jumped to her feet, a dagger in her hand. She stepped protectively in 
front of her younger companion and the baby. 


‘Friend,’ said Alith, swinging his sword to one side. The terrified elves 
remained unconvinced and he tossed the blade out of the cave. ‘I am here to 
help, Yeasir sent me.’ 


His protestation was met with fearful looks and Alith returned outside, 
calling for Lirian. The princess walked warily through the trees and would 
not enter the cave until Alith stepped inside. The two groups of elves 
looked suspiciously at each other for a moment. 


“Who are you?’ asked the younger elf. ‘What do you want?’ 


‘I am Alith Anar, friend of Yeasir,’ Alith replied. ‘I am escorting Princess 
Lirian and her son.’ 


“What is happening, where is my husband?’ demanded the elder of the pair. 
“Where is Yeasir?’ 


‘He is in Tor Anroc, misdirecting the pursuit,’ replied Alith. ‘What is your 
name?’ 


‘Saphistia,’ she told him, placing the knife back in her belt. ‘This is my 
sister, Heileth, and my son, Durinithill. When will Yeasir come?’ 


‘I do not know,’ said Alith, leading Lirian by the arm. He gestured for her 
to sit beside Heileth. ‘He instructed me to wait here but promised he will 
join us soon. Have you any food or drink?’ 


‘Of course,’ said Heileth. 


She stood and carefully handed the child to his mother and then turned to a 
row of packs laid against the rock wall. She brought out a waterskin and 
several small cups and passed them to Alith. Wrapped packets of cured 
meats followed. 


‘Anar is not a trusted name in Nagarythe these days,’ said Saphistia as Alith 
poured water for each of them. 
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‘Lies,’ snarled Alith. ‘We have been victims of a campaign to discredit our 
house. Yeasir trusts me, and so should you.’ 


Alith did not wait for any further comment and left the cave to retrieve his 
sword from the fallen leaves outside. He stayed there a while, scanning the 
woods for any sign of pursuit. There was none. Ducking back inside, he 
grabbed a cup and some food. 


‘T’ll keep watch,’ he told the others before swiftly retreating again. 


He had no desire for company and sat with his back against a tree. He 
barely tasted the spiced meat, his thoughts far away in Nagarythe. When 
Yeasir returned Alith would leave and go north. Yeasir could run to Ellyrion 
if he wished—he had his family with him. Alith would return to Elanardris 
to discover what had befallen his kin. 


Dawn brought no sign of any other elf, friend or foe. Alith looked into the 
cave and found all within were asleep. Taking his bow in hand, he set off to 
find some fresh food. 


‘So it seems that your assumptions were wrong,’ said Palthrain. ‘The 
princess has escaped the city.’ 


Yeasir did not reply, but simply hung his head, feigning shame. He was 
alone in the great hall with the chamberlain and he longed to strangle the 
traitorous noble, but knew that he needed to keep his own loyalties 
concealed if he was to rejoin his family. 


“Two days have been wasted,’ continued Palthrain. ‘Two days ahead of 
your forces.’ 


‘I believe they are on foot. Our riders will swiftly catch them,’ said Yeasir. 
‘They?’ 


“Yes, it is also my belief that the princess has help,’ Yeasir said quickly, 
keeping his expression bland whilst inwardly he cursed his slip of the 
tongue. ‘A soldier perhaps, or a servant. I cannot imagine that Lirian has the 
wit to contrive such an escape on her own. She is a spoilt Tiranocii bitch.’ 


‘And when were you going to appraise me and Caenthras of this 
conclusion?’ 
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Now Yeasir allowed his anger to show. 


“While you may take some credit in creating this situation, remember that I 
am commander here! You are not even Naggarothi, so be mindful of your 
accusations. Morathi might be mildly distressed should anything happen to 
you, but we are a long way from Anlec. Bad things, unseen events, happen 
in war. If you were a Naggarothi, you would know that.’ 


Palthrain seemed unconcerned by Yeasir’s threats. 
‘So what is your plan to continue the search?’ asked the chamberlain. 
‘She will not go north, that takes her closer to the Naganath,’ said Yeasir. 


‘But much of Tiranoc’s army is camped in that direction. The princess 
might seek sanctuary with them.’ 


‘Possible but unlikely,’ said Yeasir. ‘I very much doubt that she trusts 
anybody in Tiranoc at the moment. I think she will go west, heading for the 
coast. There she will be able to take ship to any other realm in Ulthuan.’ 


“Why would she trust other kingdoms when she does not trust her own?’ 


‘She might not, but the sea is the greatest obstacle to recapturing her. If she 
has headed south or east, we will be able to catch her before she reaches 
Caledor or Ellyrion. If Lirian reaches a ship, we have no means of pursuing 
her.’ 


‘I can see there is reason in your argument,’ Palthrain said, leaning upon the 
arm of the Phoenix Throne. 


‘I was not asking your permission,’ said Yeasir. 


‘Of course not,’ Palthrain replied smoothly. ‘Still, it might be better that you 
inform Caenthras of your plan so that you can... coordinate your forces.’ 


‘What of Yrianath?’ said Yeasir, keen to steer the topic of conversation 
away from the question of who had authority amongst the occupying 
soldiers. Morathi had charged the commander to lead the warriors, but 
many of those troops were direct subjects of Caenthras and owed their 
loyalty to the prince. ‘He is little use as a regent until we have the heir in 
our possession.’ 
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“Yrianath gives us a veil of legitimacy for the time being,’ said Palthrain. 
‘He understands his position very well, as do the other members of the 
court. Once we have Lirian and her brat, Yrianath will be able to conduct 
affairs with the other kingdoms as we desire.’ 


Yeasir nodded and turned towards the door. Palthrain’s words reached him 
at the end of the hall. 


‘That is, of course, assuming you actually find Lirian.’ 
Yeasir stopped but did not turn. 


“When this is done, there will be a reckoning,’ he whispered to himself 
before striding away. 


Four days had passed since the flight from Tor Anroc and there had been no 
sign of Yeasir. Saphistia was becoming distraught and repeatedly urged 
Alith to head back to the city to find out any news concerning her husband. 
Alith flatly refused to do so, saying that he would not leave the group 
unprotected. 


‘How long must we stay here?’ asked Lirian as the fourth day turned to the 
fourth night. The princess had regained little life, and spent most of her time 
listlessly wandering around the cave, whispering to her son. 


“We wait until Yeasir arrives,’ replied Saphistia. 


“What if he doesn’t come?’ the princess said with a long sigh. ‘He could be 
dead already.’ 


‘Don’t say such a thing!’ snapped Heileth. 


Saphistia merely directed a venomous gaze at Lirian and retired to the back 
of the cave where the two children were laid upon beds Alith had made 
from leaves and a cloak. There was another opening beyond, which led into 
a network of water-carved tunnels that ran through the hills. This was to be 
their escape route if they were discovered, and Alith had spent some time 
exploring them at night while Heileth had kept watch. If the worst occurred, 
there was a small tunnel they could use to head north, and Alith had 
assembled a small trap made of branches and rocks that could be used to 
block the route to delay any pursuit. 


‘It was a grand procession,’ Lirian said idly. ‘All of those banners and 
chariots.’ 


“What was grand?’ asked Heileth. 


‘Elodhir’s funeral,’ the princess replied, her voice distant, her gaze directed 
at nothing in particular. 


‘Stop talking about funerals,’ hissed Saphistia. ‘Yeasir is alive. I would feel 
it if he were dead.’ 


‘Elodhir died so very far away,’ said Lirian. She turned her empty eyes to 
Saphistia. ‘I didn’t feel a thing.’ 


Alith quit the cave with a shake of his head. He offered praise to any gods 
listening, asking if they would deliver Yeasir soon so that he could leave the 
bickering group behind. Even as he formed these thoughts, a movement 
amongst the trees caught his attention. In a moment Alith had his bow in 
hand and an arrow to the string. 


Listening, Alith could hear the muffled hoof-beats of several steeds and 
soon he saw a figure leading half a dozen horses across the leaf mould. 
Alith slipped behind a nearby tree, arrow aimed at the new arrival. A few 
heartbeats later and Yeasir came into view. Alith stepped out and lowered 
his bow. 


“You do not know how pleased I am to see you,’ Alith called as he walked 
down the hill. 


“Your celebration may be short-lived,’ replied the commander. ‘I cannot 
stay long.’ 


‘How so?’ Alith asked as Yeasir joined him. The pair walked towards the 
cave, the horses trailing obediently after them. 


‘Caenthras’s forces are close by,’ said Yeasir. ‘It is not yet safe to leave and 
I must return before my absence is noted.’ 


When they came to the cave, Saphistia ran to the cavern entrance and 
embraced her husband tightly. 


“Thank the gods that you are safe,’ she gasped. ‘I feared the worst with 
every passing moment.’ 
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Yeasir calmed his wife, kissing her on the cheeks, before turning his 
attention to his son. He picked up the babe from where he lay swaddled in a 
blue blanket, and held him close to his chest, his eyes lingering lovingly on 
Durinithill’s small face. 


‘He has been so brave,’ said Saphistia, clasping her arm around Yeasir’s. 
‘Not a whimper or a tear the whole time.’ 


As if emerging from a sleep, Yeasir then straightened and handed the child 
to Heileth. 


‘I have brought steeds and more supplies,’ he said. ‘I must divert the pursuit 
further south today, and tonight I will return. Then we can leave before the 
search begins afresh in the morning.’ 


Lirian stirred at the back of the cave. 
“What of Yrianath?’ she asked. ‘Perhaps you could rescue him also?’ 
Yeasir shook his head sadly. 


“Yrianath is caught in his own folly,’ said the commander. ‘Palthrain and 
Caenthras watch him every moment. It is you and your son that must be 
kept safe. Without the true heir their claim to any legitimate rule is weak.’ 


Yeasir then shared another long embrace with his wife, and as they parted 
his face betrayed his pain. For a brief moment, Alith thought that Yeasir 
would not go, and he wondered what it was like to share such love. 


His expression full of stern resignation, Yeasir tore his eyes away from his 
loved ones and left the cave. Alith followed him out. 


“There is something I wish to speak to you about,’ said Alith. 
‘Be quick,’ said Yeasir. 


‘I am returning to Nagarythe,’ Alith told him. ‘I cannot go with you to 
Ellyrion. I must go to my family.’ 


‘Of course,’ said Yeasir, his eyes straying for a heartbeat towards the cave. 
‘Keep them safe until tonight, and then you may follow whichever path you 
need.’ 


Alith nodded. He watched Yeasir head off through the woods, heading to 
the west, until the commander had disappeared from sight. He sat down on 
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a rock and began his melancholy watch. 


Not far from the cave a figure swathed in magical shadow watched Yeasir 
leaving. He swung into the saddle of his black horse, his raven-feathered 
cloak swirling behind him. Silently, he steered his steed south, riding 
swiftly. 


A sense of foreboding filled Yeasir as he crossed the plaza towards the 
palace. As he came to the gatehouse, he saw Palthrain standing with a small 
company of warriors. Yeasir’s heart began to pound. Something was wrong. 


‘How fares the search?’ the chamberlain asked, his manner off-hand. 
“No success today,’ said Yeasir as he stepped past. 


‘Perhaps you would have more luck if you did not waste your time visiting 
secret caves,’ said Palthrain. 


Yeasir whirled around to confront the chamberlain. A sly smile crossed 
Palthrain’s lips. 


‘Did you think you could betray us?’ he said. 


Yeasir ripped his sword free and lunged before the guards could react. The 
blade punched through Palthrain’s robes, sliding effortlessly into his gut. 


‘T’ll see you in Mirai,’ hissed Yeasir, dragging his sword from the blood- 
bubbling wound. 


He cut the arm from the first warrior that approached and drove its point 
through the throat of the second. Yeasir dodged aside from the spear of a 
third and broke into a run, sprinting through the gateway. 


Running to the corral that had been made where the market had once stood, 
Yeasir jumped onto the back of a horse and urged it into a gallop. Three 
Naggarothi attempted to bar his path but he rode straight through them, 
snatching the spear from the grasp of one of them as he passed. With the 
echo of thundering hooves resounding from the walls, he passed into the 
tunnel-street that wound down through the mount of Tor Anroc. 


There were shouts of alarm from behind Yeasir but he paid them no heed, 
growling at his mount to run as fast as possible. Elves threw themselves 
from his path as he raced through the city. His heart was pounding with the 
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hooves of his steed and he was gripped by a breathless panic. Everything in 
the world seemed to disappear around him. All that existed was the thought 
of his wife and son. 


Dusk was settling on the fields of Tiranoc as Yeasir’s headlong rush across 
the countryside continued. He spared no thought for his steed falling foul, 
his every intent upon the wooded hills ahead. In the ruddy light Yeasir 
could see armed figures marching into the woodland. 


Steering left, he sought to overtake the warriors. He ducked as he came to 
the edge of the trees, branches whipping at his face and shoulders. A glance 
to his right confirmed that several hundred Naggarothi were converging on 
the cave. 


His horse stumbled on a root and Yeasir almost fell. With a ragged gasp, he 
righted himself and urged the horse onwards. The glint of armour and 
weapons could be seen in the gloom ahead. 


With a last effort, Yeasir forced his mount up the hillside that led to the 
cave, cries from the warriors around him sounding through the trees. 


“Alith!’ he shouted as the cave came into view. The young Anar leapt up 
from where he was sat, his bow suddenly in hand. 


Yeasir reined his mount to a skidding stop, sending a cloud of leaves 
swirling in the air. He swung himself down to the ground and ran for the 
cave. 


‘We are undone!’ said the commander. 


Saphistia and Heileth dashed from the cave. Yeasir waved away the 
attentions of his wife. 


“Take the children and flee!’ he rasped. ‘The enemy are at hand.’ 


Even as he spoke these words, the first of the Naggarothi could be seen 
advancing through the woods. They pointed up the hill towards the cave 
and hastened their attack. 


‘Flee!’ cried Yeasir, grabbing Saphistia and shoving her towards the cave. 
She fought back, slapping away his arm. 


“You are coming with us!’ she said, tears streaming down her face. 
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Yeasir relented for a moment, pulling her close, his arms tight around her. 
He caught the scent of her hair and felt the warmth of her against his cheek. 
Then hollowness gripped him, welling up from the pit of his stomach, and 
he pushed Saphistia away. 


“Take Durinithill and go,’ he said hoarsely. ‘Protect our son, and tell him 
that his father loved him more than anything else in the world.’ 


Saphistia looked as if she would stay, but Heileth grabbed her arm and 
dragged her towards the cave. With a wordless cry, Yeasir bounded after 
them and threw his arms around Saphistia for a last time. 


‘I love you,’ he whispered and then pulled away. 


Yeasir looked at the Naggarothi stalking through the woods and his sorrow 
was burned away by a bright anger. His body was aflame with rage, his 
hands trembling with the emotion. He had known little peace in his long 
life. He thought he had found it, but there were those who would rob him 
even of this small contentment. 


‘T will fight beside you,’ said Alith. 
‘No!’ Yeasir told him. ‘You must keep them safe.’ 


The Naggarothi were barely a hundred paces away. Yeasir could hear the 
echoes of his wife and companions’ shrill voices from the cave. 


‘Get them away from here,’ he hissed. ‘There is a darkness claiming 
Ulthuan. You must fight it.’ 


Alith hesitated, his eyes flicking between the cave and the closing 
Naggarothi. With a resigned sigh, he nodded. 


‘It has been my honour,’ said Alith, grasping Yeasir’s shoulder. ‘I have met 
no truer son of Nagarythe and I swear that if need be I will give my life to 
protect your family.’ 


Alith was not sure if his words had been heard, for all of Yeasir’s focus was 
on the approaching warriors. Alith ran to the cave mouth and turned back. 
The black-clad Naggarothi were advancing more cautiously, in a line a 
dozen wide, shields raised and spears lowered. 
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Yeasir faced the dark mass coming through the trees; sword in his right 
hand, spear in his left. He appeared relaxed, already accepting of his fate. 
One might have thought the commander was simply taking in the fresh 
evening air. Yeasir spared not one glance back, his stare fixed upon those 
that would slay or enslave his family. Alith had never seen such courage, 
and though he knew what he must do, he felt a great shame that he was 
being forced to run. 


Yeasir raised the spear defiantly above his head and his voice rang out, the 
cry of a commander who had bellowed orders over the din of a hundred 
battles. 


‘Know who you face, cowards!’ he shouted. ‘I am Yeasir, son of 
Lanadriath. I am Commander of Nagarythe. I fought at Athel Toralien and 
the Battle of Silvermere. I marched with Prince Malekith into the north and 
faced the creatures and daemons of the dark gods. I was the first into Anlec 
when Morathi was overthrown. Ten times ten thousand foes have felt my 
wrath! Come and taste the vengeance of my spear and the ire of my sword. 
Come to me, brave soldiers, and face a true warrior!’ 


Yeasir lifted up his sword also and his next cry caused the advancing 
soldiers to halt, sharing fearful glances with each other. 


‘T am Naggarothi!’ 


Yeasir broke into a run, heading down the slope at full speed. As he came to 
the line of shields, he leapt into the air, his spear flashing downwards. With 
a crash of metal, he plunged into the soldiers. Screams of pain and dread 
resounded over the hillside as a swathe of warriors fell before the 
commander’s assault. In moments a dozen bodies littered the ground and 
the dead leaves were spattered with blood. Yeasir’s sword and spear tip 
were a silvered whirlwind, cutting down everything within reach. 


Then Yeasir was lost from view as the soldiers swarmed forwards and 
surrounded him. 


Alith was choked with despair but his heart burned with pride as he turned 
into the cave. He followed the others and plunged into the darkness. 
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Eleven 
A Beacon of Hope 


Once more Alith found himself in the mountains, though this time he was 
not alone. The group had ridden north from the caves and then turned 
eastwards. Alith’s craft had allowed them to avoid their pursuers in the 
foothills before turning north again. It was the morning of the sixth day of 
their flight when Lirian reined her horse in beside Alith’s. 


“Why are we heading north?’ she asked. ‘The Pass of the Eagle is south. 
There is no way north to Ellyrion.’ 


“We are not going to Ellyrion,’ Alith told her. “We head for Nagarythe.’ 


‘Nagarythe?’ Lirian gasped. She tugged her horse to a stop and Alith 
paused beside her. ‘Nagarythe is the last place we need to go. It is the 
Naggarothi who want to take my son!’ 


Heileth came alongside. 
“What is the delay?’ she said. 


‘He is taking us to Nagarythe,’ Lirian said shrilly, as if accusing Alith of 
wanting to kill them all in their sleep. 


‘Not all of Nagarythe is ruled by Morathi,’ Alith said. ‘We will be safe in 
the lands of my family. Safer than anywhere else. The cults are everywhere, 
even in Ellyrion. Do you trust me?’ 


‘No,’ said Lirian. 
‘How can we be sure you will not abandon us?’ said Heileth. 


‘I gave my vow to Yeasir to protect you,’ replied Alith. ‘It is my duty to see 
you all safe.’ 


‘And what is the word of a Naggarothi worth these days?’ said Lirian. 
‘Perhaps we should return to Tor Anroc and ask them?’ 


‘Not all Naggarothi are the same,’ Alith replied hotly. ‘Some of us still 
value honour and freedom. We are the true Naggarothi. We have a name for 
those who have occupied Tor Anroc—druchii.’ 


Lirian was still uncertain, though Heileth looked more convinced. She was 
also Naggarothi and understood better the divisions that had grown there. 
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She turned to Lirian and spoke softly. 


“What Alith says is true,’ she said. ‘Not all Naggarothi pray to dark gods 
nor seek to enslave others. If you do not trust Alith, do you trust me?’ 


Lirian did not reply. She urged her horse away and turned back down the 
trail they had been following. Alith leaned forwards and grabbed the reins 
to stop her. 


“We are going to Nagarythe,’ he said quietly. 


Lirian looked into his eyes and saw no compromise there. She lowered her 
head and turned back to the north. 


Alith had never loved Elanardris so much as he did the moment they crested 
the ridge at Cail Anris. He stopped his horse and looked at the hills and 
mountains. He had wondered at times whether he would see such a sight 
again. For a moment he was lost in the beauty of the white slopes and the 
wind-swept grass. The autumn clouds were low, but here and there the sun 
broke through to dazzle from the peaks. The air was crisp and cool, and 
Alith took a deep breath. 


The others had stopped with him, gazing in wonder, both at their surrounds 
and the change in Alith. 


‘Is this your home?’ asked Saphistia. 
Alith pointed north and west. 


“The manse of the Anars lies over those slopes,’ he said. ‘Past those woods 
upon the shoulders of Anul Hithrun and two more days of riding.’ 


A movement in the skies caught Alith’s eye and he was not surprised to see 
a crow dipping down over the hillside. It landed on the branch of a short 
bush not far away and cawed once before setting off again, heading south. 


‘I shall fetch us some fresh food,’ said Alith. ‘Go on ahead. I’ll not be far 
away nor gone long. It is safe here.’ 


He turned his horse after the crow and set off at a gentle trot, his eyes keen 
for any sign of Elthyrior. 


Coming around a pile of moss-covered boulders, Alith saw the raven herald 
sat on a rock, his horse nearby nibbling at the grass. The crow was perched 
on Elthyrior’s shoulder and gave Alith a beady look as he dismounted and 
walked his horse closer. 


‘I should have expected your welcome,’ said Alith. He let the horse walk 
free and sat down beside Elthyrior. 


‘I would have said it was coincidence, but I know the ways of Morai-heg 
better than that,’ replied the raven herald. ‘I was heading north when I 
happened to see you. What news from Tiranoc? I have heard little, but that 
has been enough to worry me.’ 


‘Caenthras and others have usurped power in Tor Anroc,’ Alith told him. ‘I 
am escorting the true heir of Bel Shanaar to keep him out of Morathi’s 
clutches. I have had no word from Nagarythe for almost a year. What 
manner of welcome can I expect in Elanardris?’ 


‘A good one,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Morathi has other concerns than the Anars at 
the moment. Her army is split between those who were loyal to Malekith 
and those who have sworn fealty to her. She thinks the Anars are a trouble 
of the past, no threat to her.’ 


Alith took this without comment and Elthyrior continued. 


‘All of Ulthuan is in upheaval,’ he said. ‘Only a handful of princes survived 
the massacre at the Shrine of Asuryan.’ 


‘Massacre?’ 


‘Surely. Though it is hard to piece together what occurred, some treachery 
unfolded there. The cults have been patient, growing their strength, and 
now they strike. Attacks and murders plague the other kingdoms, turning 
their eyes inwards whilst Morathi readies for war.’ 


‘War?’ said Alith. ‘With whom? It is one thing to occupy leaderless 
Tiranoc, it is another to march to battle against the other princes.’ 


‘And yet that is her intent, I fear,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Once she has full control 
of the army again she will set Nagarythe against all of Ulthuan.’ 


“Then perhaps we should allow her to indulge this folly,’ said Alith. 


‘Folly?’ Elthyrior laughed bitterly. ‘No, it is not folly, though there are 
risks. Ulthuan is an isle divided. No single realm can stand against 
Nagarythe. Their armies are small and untested, and no doubt there are 
traitors loyal to the cults in their ranks. Of all the kingdoms, only Caledor 
perhaps has strength to hold if the others do not unite.’ 


‘And surely they will unite when they see the threat,’ said Alith. 


“There is nobody to unite them, no banner that they can come together 
beneath. The Phoenix King is dead. Who else would the princes follow? 
Whether it was some part of a grander scheme or simple opportunism, the 
death of Bel Shanaar and so many princes has left Ulthuan vulnerable. If 
Morathi can strike quickly enough, in the spring I would say, then nobody is 
ready to hold against her.’ 


As he absorbed this, Alith absent-mindedly plucked a long stem of grass 
and began to tie it into intricate knots. Occupying his hands allowed his 
thoughts to clarify. 


‘It occurs to me that the longer Nagarythe is unstable, the more time the 
others have to recover from this disaster.’ 


‘I would agree,’ said Elthyrior. “What do you have in mind?’ 


‘A banner, you said,’ replied Alith. ‘There must be a rallying call to all of 
those Naggarothi who would see the druchii menace opposed. The Anars 
can issue such a call.’ 


‘The Anars did not fare so well last time they attempted to defy the will of 
Anlec,’ said Elthyrior. 


‘Last time we had a traitor in our midst—Caenthras,’ snarled Alith. ‘We 
were unprepared for the foe we faced, isolated and outnumbered. This time 
there can be no doubting our cause. There can be no divided loyalty, and 
those families that perhaps once feared Morathi’s anger and did nothing will 
know that they cannot simply stay silent any longer.’ 


Elthyrior directed a doubtful look towards Alith. 
‘How I wish that were true,’ said the raven herald. 


He started walking towards his horse when Alith called out. 
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“We are likely to need your eyes and ears in the days to come. Is there any 
way that I can contact you?’ 


Elthyrior mounted his steed, pulling his cloak over its flanks. 


‘No,’ he said. ‘I come and go at the whim of Morai-heg. If the All-seeing 
One thinks that you need me, I shall be close at hand. You know how to 
find me.’ 


The crow leapt from his shoulder and beat its wings thrice before soaring 
past Alith at head height. It gave a loud screech and climbed into the air. 
Alith watched it circle higher and higher until it was just a speck. 


‘¢ 


I...” he began, turning to where Elthyrior had been. The raven herald was 
gone, without the slightest beat of hoof or jangle of tack. Alith shook his 
head in disbelief. ‘Just for once, I wish you’d say goodbye properly.’ 


Alith had quite an entourage by the time he was on the road to the manse. 
Loyal subjects of the family came out of their houses and stores to rejoice at 
his homecoming. Their cheers and smiles were just a little too desperate 
though, and the strain of the split within Nagarythe showed on their faces. 
Alith did his best to remain confident, playing the part of the lord of the 
Anars, but in his heart he knew that their woes were far from over. 


The commotion brought a small crowd from the manse. Soldiers and 
servants came out of the gates and gazed in astonishment at the return of 
their master. Alith spied Gerithon amongst them, who sent several of his 
staff running back to the house. When Alith had reached the gate, his father 
and mother were striding across the courtyard, trying to hurry yet remain 
dignified at the same time. 


Alith had no such pretension. He jumped from his horse and pushed his 
way through the knot of elves, receiving claps on the back and heartfelt 
welcomes. He broke into a run and met his mother halfway to the manse. 


The two of them shared a deep embrace, Maieth’s tears wetting Alith’s 
cloak as she buried her face in his chest. Eothlir joined them, wrapping his 
arms around both of them. His expression was austere but there was a 
gleam in his eye that betrayed his joy at seeing his son alive. Alith was 
grinning widely. Then he remembered his charges. 
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Tuming to the gate, Alith saw Lirian, Saphistia and Heileth sitting on their 
horses and gazing around in shock. Servants helped them down, taking the 
children for a moment before returning them. Alith performed the 
introductions quickly, mentioning only the names of his companions. 
Though he knew they were safe here, he did not want idle chatter to spread 
concerning Lirian and her son. 


‘We need to talk,’ he said to Eothlir and his father nodded, waving them 
towards the house. 


‘Gerithon will ensure our guests are looked after,’ he said. 
“Where is Eoloran?’ Alith asked as they walked along the paving. 
‘He’ ll be waiting inside,’ said Maieth. 


Indeed he was. Alith’s grandfather was in the main hall, sat at the end of the 
table with his fingers steepled to his chin. He looked up as Alith entered, his 
face a blank mask. Alith felt a sudden nervousness at Eoloran’s behaviour, 
and feared that he had done something wrong by returning. Or perhaps he 
should have returned earlier? 


“You have been away a long while, Alith,’ Eoloran said solemnly. His 
facade broke as a smile crept into the corner of his lips. ‘I hope you have 
been busy with important matters to neglect your family for so long.’ 


‘More than I can ever tell you,’ laughed Alith, striding to his grandfather 
and embracing him. ‘Yet, I will try to.’ 


Gerithon appeared at the doorway. 
“Your guests will be quartered in the east wing, lord,’ he said. 


“Thank you, Gerithon,’ Eoloran replied. ‘And please ensure that we are not 
disturbed.’ 


‘Of course,’ Gerithon intoned with a shallow bow. He backed out of the hall 
and closed the doors soundlessly. 


Alith gave as brief a summary as he could concerning the events in Tor 
Anroc and the circumstances of his departure. The others listened intently 
without interruption, but as soon as he was finished they had a barrage of 
questions. 


‘Do you think the Tiranocii will resist?’ asked Eoloran. 


“They will try, and they will fail,’ said Alith. “The court is held hostage and 
the army has no direction. If Morathi were to cross the Naganath, I doubt 
there is much that Tiranoc can do to stop her.’ 


“Tell me more of Caenthras,’ demanded Eothlir. ‘What was his part in all of 
this? Is he knowingly complicit?’ 


‘It was Caenthras who entrapped Prince Yrianath, Father,’ Alith replied. 
“Though I doubt he is the sole architect of this usurpation he is certainly one 
of its chief agents. I saw banners of his house amongst the warriors that 
arrived.’ 


“You are sure that Yeasir fell?’ Alith’s father continued. ‘Perhaps his troops 
will not be so happy to fight under Caenthras.’ 


‘Some were loyal to Yeasir, but I do not know how many,’ said Alith. “And 
amongst those there were none that he trusted with the location of his wife 
and child. I do not think the druchii will turn on each other, if that is your 
hope. And Yeasir definitely fell. No warrior save perhaps Aenarion himself 
or Prince Malekith could have fought such numbers alone and survived. His 
family is now my responsibility.’ 


‘And we will help you bear that,’ said Maieth. ‘Now, tell me more about 
Milandith...’ 


“There will be time enough later to hear about Alith’s romances,’ Eothlir 
said. ‘First we must decide what we will do next.’ 


Alith nodded, knowing that it would be well into the night before such a 
decision was reached. Maieth fluttered a hand at her male relatives and 
stood up. She stood behind Alith and laid her hands on his shoulders. 


“You can’t hide from me forever,’ she said, kissing him on the top of the 
head. She walked away and then looked back as she opened the door. ‘I’ Il 
find out what you’ve been up to!’ 


‘Give me Morathi’s torturers before an inquisitive mother,’ said Eothlir 
when Maieth had left the room. 


Alith nodded in fervent agreement. 
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Twelve 
Dark Fen 


As Elthyrior had predicted, the druchii were intent on subjugating all of 
Ulthuan. Over the course of the following winter Anlec strengthened its 
grip on Nagarythe, pushing back those factions opposed to Morathi’s return. 
Elanardris again became a safe haven for these dissidents, including princes 
and captains. Thousands of Naggarothi warriors made camp in the foothills 
of the mountains. Durinne, lord of the port of Galthyr, resisted for the whole 
of the winter, but fresh forces besieged the city when the snows began to 
thaw and the druchii were victorious. They took many ships that had sought 
winter harbour, and with this fleet nowhere on Ulthuan was beyond their 
reach. 


By mid-spring, the armies of the druchii marched. With Tiranoc divided, 
they were able to control the passes eastwards and advanced into Ellyrion. 
Their navy prowled the coast to the north and west, only kept from the 
shores of Caledor and Eataine by their fear of the powerful fleet at Lothern. 
All the while, the Anars expected the fury of the druchii to fall upon 
Elanardris, yet the blow never came. Morathi, perhaps out of arrogance, 
saw no threat from the mountains and was determined to subjugate the 
other kingdoms as swiftly as possible. The questioning of commanders 
captured by Anar raids confirmed as much: when Ulthuan was under 
Morathi’s control, she would have time enough to deal with the Anars. 


The Anars led sorties into the rest of Nagarythe, but were unable to mount 
any kind of meaningful offensive. Wary of being surrounded or leaving 
Elanardris unguarded, Eoloran and Eothlir could not bring their full strength 
against the druchii. Thousands of refugees had fled into the mountains 
around the Anars’ lands. Food and other resources were scarce, and so the 
Anars fought a guerrilla war, hitting the druchii columns as they marched to 
Tiranoc, then withdrawing before their foes gathered their strength. 


In this time, the Shadows were reformed, with Alith as their leader. Their 
numbers swelled to several hundred of the most deadly warriors in 
Elanardris, and Eoloran tasked them with disrupting the druchii as much as 
possible. 
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Under Alith’s leadership, the Shadows terrorised their foes. Driven on by 
his memories of the Khainite camp and the occupation of Tor Anroc, Alith 
was merciless. The Shadows did not fight battles. Instead, they crept into 
camps and killed warriors in their sleep. They raided villages supplying the 
druchii armies and destroyed food stores and burnt down the homes of 
those that supported Morathi. Nobles loyal to Anlec soon began to fear for 
their lives as Alith and his Shadows hunted them down, slaying them upon 
the dark roads or breaking into their castles to kill them and slaughter their 
families. 


It was while returning from an attack on Galthyr, during which the Shadows 
burnt half a dozen ships in the harbour with their crews still aboard, that 
Alith next met Elthyrior. A year had passed since the massacre at the shrine, 
and for all the psychological damage the Anars had inflicted, Alith knew 
that they had achieved little real gain. Yet what Elthyrior told him gave him 
some hope. 


“There is a new Phoenix King,’ said the raven herald. 


The pair had met in a copse of trees not far from the Shadows’ camp on the 
northern edge of Elanardris. It was night-time and neither moon had yet 
risen. In the darkness the raven herald was invisible, a disembodied voice 
amongst the trees. 


‘Prince Imrik has been chosen by the other princes and, thank the gods, he 
has accepted the Phoenix Throne,’ Elthyrior continued. 


‘Imrik is a good choice,’ said Alith. ‘He is a warrior, and the realm of 
Caledor is second only to Nagarythe in strength. The dragon princes will be 
a firmer test for Morathi’s warriors.’ 


‘He has taken the name of King Caledor, in memory of his grandfather,’ 
Elthyrior added. 


“That is curious,’ replied Alith. ‘It is not without merit. It is well that the 
other princes are reminded that the blood of the Dragontamer runs in the 
king’s veins. Do you know anything of his intent?’ 


‘He intends to fight, but more than that I cannot say,’ said Elthyrior. 
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‘Perhaps there is some means by which we can send a message to Caledor,’ 
said Alith. ‘If we could join forces in some way...’ 


It was with this thought that Alith returned to the manse to consult with his 
father and grandfather. Several messengers were sent south, but the 
Naganath was well patrolled. The bodies of three heralds were found upon 
stakes on the road to Elanardris, dismembered and flayed. 


The winter passed without reply, and the fate of the last messenger 
remained unknown. What little news that reached the Anars was not 
encouraging. Despite King Caledor’s appointment, the other realms still 
appeared much divided, especially those to the east that had yet to suffer the 
full wrath of the druchii. Far from joining forces behind Caledor, the 
princes were more concerned with protecting their own lands, so that 
Tiranoc, Ellyrion, Chrace and Eataine suffered greatly at the hands of the 
advancing armies. 


It was late spring when a bloodied herald rode up to the manse and 
demanded an audience with Eoloran. The lord of the Anars summoned 
Eothlir and Alith to the great hall. 


‘I am Ilriadan, and I bear tidings from the Phoenix King,’ said the 
messenger. He had been given fresh clothes and a wound on his arm had 
been bandaged. He sat at the long table with the others, food and fortified 
wine laid before him. 


“Tell us what you know,’ said Eothlir. ‘What news of the war?’ 
Ilriadan drank a little wine before answering. 


‘There is little to comfort those who resist Morathi’s expansion,’ he said. 
‘King Caledor does what he can to stem the attacks but the druchii, as you 
call them, have gathered their strength and no force the Phoenix King can 
yet muster matches them. He is forced to retreat from their advance, 
slowing it for a time and little more.’ 


Eoloran was disconcerted at these tidings. He sighed and bowed his head. 


“There is no hope that the Phoenix King can mount an offensive?’ he asked 
quietly. 
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‘None at all,’ said Ilriadan. ‘His princes do what they can to rouse the 
dragons of Caledor to fight with them, but few of them remain willing to 
aid the elves. Without the dragon princes, the army of Anlec is too strong.’ 


‘Is there any effort that we might make that will aid the Phoenix King in his 
cause?’ asked Eothlir. 


Ilriadan shook his head. 


“The druchii hold several castles and towns in Ellyrion and Tiranoc,’ said 
the messenger. ‘The Phoenix King thought to raze the lands ahead of their 
advance, but the other princes have refused, and say that they will not starve 
their own people. Morathi consolidates her hold on what she has already 
gained and we fear a fresh offensive next year.’ 


‘I cannot believe that in all of Ulthuan there is not the force that can match 
our foes,’ snapped Alith. ‘Nagarythe is strong, but surely the other 
kingdoms can muster an army to match!’ 


“You are Naggarothi, you do not understand,’ said Ilriadan. ‘You are raised 
as warriors. We of the other kingdoms are not. Our armies are small 
compared to the legions of Nagarythe. What warriors we did have, most left 
our shores to forge the colonies, and those that remain have never seen 
battle before. The druchii have beasts from the mountains that they unleash 
upon us, and deranged cultists that lust for blood and do not fear death! 
Many Naggarothi have returned from Elthin Arvan to swell the numbers of 
Anlec’s host. Each of them is a veteran of war and a match for every five of 
ours! How can we fight against such an army, a monster driven on by a hate 
of its foes and a terrible fear of its commanders?’ 


The Anars all remained silent, absorbing the realisation that there would be 
no help from outside Nagarythe. 


“We train such soldiers as we can, but King Caledor cannot throw his 
untried forces into reckless battle against such a superior foe,’ said Ilriadan. 


‘How long before your army can fight?’ said Eoloran. 


“Two years, at least,’ came the reply, and this was answered by a chorus of 
sighs. 


‘Not all is despair,’ Ilriadan added quickly. ‘The druchii do not have the 
ships to breach the Lothern gate and so cannot dare to cross the Inner Sea. 
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Caledor to the south still holds strong, and the enemy face fierce opposition 
to fight their way through Chrace. The Phoenix King’s cousin rules there 
and was not at the shrine, so Chrace is united under his rule. The mountains 
will not be as forgiving as the plains of Tiranoc. Should they pass Chrace, 
the druchii face Avelorn. Isha will not suffer such dark creatures in her 
forests and the spirits of the woods will fight beside the warriors of the 
Everqueen. Not all of those whose lands the druchii have occupied have 
capitulated, and maintaining their grip will sap their strength. In speed and 
surprise they have gained the advantage, but time is a weapon on our side. 
The victories of this past year will not be so easy to achieve in the next, and 
in the year after... Well, let us not get ahead of ourselves.’ 


The Anars were forced to conclude that they could do no more than they 
were already. They fortified the hills of Elanardris as best they could, 
expecting attack at any time. From this haven, the Shadows sallied forth on 
their raids and the warriors of Eoloran menaced troops moving along the 
eastern roads. 


The situation in the mountains worsened as those fleeing Chrace crossed 
from the east, daring the treacherous peaks to get away from the druchii 
scourge. There had been little enough food to begin with and thousands 
more mouths needed feeding. Alith was forced to redirect the attentions of 
his Shadows. They ambushed the druchii caravans to steal supplies and 
raided grain houses. They attacked isolated patrols and stole their baggage 
—tents, clothes and weapons that the Anars needed. Alith feared that the 
Shadows had been turned from feared warriors into quartermasters, but 
Eoloran was adamant that the refugees needed to be provided for. 


Another bleak year passed, and another. Chrace was almost overrun. 
Groups of hunters held out in their mountain lodges, but the roads to 
Avelorn were open to the druchii. In this way, Ellyrion was surrounded, 
though Prince Finudel still held his capital at Tor Elyr. 


Scattered word came from further east. In the lands of Saphery, some of the 
mage-princes of that realm had been lured to Morathi’s cause by the 
promise of sorcerous power. Though outnumbered by the loyal mages, 
these sorcerers waged war with their kin. The meadows were blasted by 
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magical fire, the skies rained down comets and the air itself seethed with 
mystical energy. 


The druchii had dared an attack on Lothern, seeking to gain control of the 
formidable sea gate. The assault had been repulsed with heavy losses on 
both sides, the loyalists only claiming victory after King Caledor arrived 
with the army of his kingdom. That realm remained secure against the 
druchii advance and, like Elanardris, became a sanctuary for those from 
Ellyrion and Tiranoc pushed out by the warriors of Anlec. 


Still the Anars waited for the time to strike. 


It was not until the fourth year of the war that the druchii advance stalled. 
Hawks carrying messages from the Phoenix King arrived at the manse with 
the coming of the spring. Eoloran read these with some satisfaction. 


‘The dragon princes have ridden forth at last,’ he told Alith and Eoloran. 
‘King Caledor has used the Eataine fleet to gather together his new army on 
the border of Ellyrion and is advancing north.’ 


‘That is good news indeed,’ said Alith. ‘When he reaches Tiranoc, we 
should strike out to join him.’ 


‘I fear that we may extend ourselves too soon,’ replied Eoloran. ‘We must 
judge the right time to strike for the greatest effect.’ 


“We cannot afford to be too cautious,’ argued Eothlir. “Though our army is 
not so large as Caledor’s, it is in the right place to threaten the druchii. We 
cannot hold much longer, and certainly not another winter. Would you wait 
until Caledor is upon the borders of Elanardris before acting?’ 


“You go too far!’ snapped Eoloran. ‘I am still lord of this house!’ 


“Then act as a lord!’ replied Eothlir. ‘Lead out the army now! This is our 
best chance for victory. As we helped Malekith at Ealith, we can do the 
same for the Phoenix King. Bite into the heart of our foes and force them to 
bring back warriors from Ellyrion and Tiranoc. Our raids accomplish little, 
they have become nothing more than an annoyance to Morathi. Let us 
gather what warriors we can and act boldly.’ 
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‘It is folly,’ said Eoloran with a wave of his hand. ‘Who will protect 
Elanardris?’ 


“The Chracians and Tiranocii have enough warriors to hold the hills until 
our return.’ 


‘Leave my lands in the hands of outsiders?’ Eoloran laughed scornfully. 
“What manner of prince would I be?’ 


‘One who can swallow his pride to do the right thing,’ said Eothlir. 


Alith watched the argument with horror. His father and grandfather had 
quarrelled on occasion before, but he had never seen them both as angry. 
Always they had debated on principles but now they attacked each other. 


“You think it is pride that steers me?’ Eoloran roared. “You think those 
helpless thousands camped in the mountains are of no concern?’ 


“They have no future unless we act,’ Eothlir replied, chillingly calm in the 
face of his father’s ire. ‘They will starve or freeze to death by the end of the 
year, for we cannot continue to feed and clothe them. The only way to end 
their suffering is to end the war. Now!’ 


Eoloran strode towards the door and snarled over his shoulder. 
‘Tt will be your lands that you are throwing away, not mine!’ 


As the hall reverberated from the slamming door, Eothlir sat down and 
stared out of the high windows. 


“What should we do?’ asked Alith. 
Eothlir looked up at his son, his eyes bleak. 


‘IT will fight, no matter what the wishes of your grandfather,’ he said. ‘You 
are not a child, what you do is your decision.’ 


‘I will fight as well,’ said Alith, needing no time to think it over. ‘I would 
rather try for victory and fail than suffer this wasting death that grips us. We 
can only get weaker the longer we wait.’ 


Eothlir nodded and reached up a hand to pat Alith on the arm. 
‘Then we will fight together,’ he said. 
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Eothlir mustered some fourteen thousand warriors in all. Each was 
Nagarythe-born and knew that he fought not only for his life but for the 
lives of future generations. This force marched westwards, to the edge of 
the foothills of Elanardris. To the east the rear of the host was protected by 
the mountains, while to the west and south stretched the marshes of Enniun 
Moreir—Dark Fen. To the north lay the broken ground of Urithelth Orir. 


One thousand cavalry were sent north, all the riders that Eothlir could 
gather. Their target was the druchii camp at Tor Miransiath. With them had 
ridden a herald, Liasdir, who bore the banner of the Anars. He would 
announce that Elanardris was defiant of Anlec and would never bow down 
before the Witch Queen. They were the bait for the trap, for such an affront 
to Morathi would never be tolerated by the druchii commanders. 


The remaining thirteen thousand soldiers, of whom more than half were 
archers, took up a horseshoe-like position at the crests of the hills, the open 
segment facing westwards. Each warrior had brought as many shafts as 
could be found in Elanardris and was ready to unleash a storm upon the 
enemy. The spearmen arrayed themselves into phalanxes in front of the 
bowmen, their shields overlapping to form a wall against the missiles of the 
enemy. The army was not hidden, for this was designed to be a gesture of 
defiance to goad the druchii into a hasty attack. 


The cavalry would lure the druchii into the treacherous marshland, where 
Alith and his Shadows had spent two days, marking out the surest routes for 
the riders to follow. The riders would remove these markers as they 
retreated, leaving their pursuers mired and easy targets for the archers. 
Eothlir was determined that he would draw the ire of Anlec; if the Anars 
could inflict a sufficient defeat upon their foes, Morathi would have no 
choice but to bring troops back from Ellyrion, easing the pressure upon 
King Caledor. 


Eothlir sent out the riders just before midday. Timing was everything. As 
the skies darkened the journey across the marsh would get ever more 
dangerous and the druchii casualties would be all the greater for it. 


Alith stood beside his father, sword in hand. His Shadows were hidden 
amongst the mounds and reeds of Enniun Moreir to snipe the enemy as best 
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they could, but Eothlir had insisted his son stayed close to him during the 
battle. 


The enemy arrived at about the time Eothlir had hoped. Shrill whistles from 
the Shadows announced the coming of the cavalry and it was not long 
before Alith could see the riders picking their way along the trails, the last 
in each column tossing aside the rods the Shadows had used as markers. 
Upon reaching the hills, the knights cut to the north, ready to counter-attack 
against any foes that attempted to flank on the right. Liasdir split from the 
other riders and dismounted next to Eothlir, driving the banner pole into the 
turf of the hillside. Drawing his sword, he looked at his lords. 


‘There are quite a lot of them,’ he said with an uncertain smile. ‘I hope we 
are doing the right thing.’ 


Eothlir did not reply, his gaze was fixed on a dark mass moving through the 
marshlands. Like a spreading blot, the druchii army advanced slowly. It was 
as if a black mist followed them, and Alith could sense sorcery in the air. 
His skin crawled at the touch of the dark magic and could feel it seeping 
down from the mountains behind him, drawn by the enchantments of the 
druchii. 


Larger shapes could be seen amongst the lines of infantry. Hydras splashed 
through the marsh, their bellows and roars sounding out like a challenge. 


‘Musicians!’ called Eothlir. 


Trumpeters raised their instruments to their lips and let out a long blast that 
echoed across the hills. The note filled Alith with pride, a pealing signal of 
refusal. Somewhere behind Alith voices rose in song and Eothlir turned in 
surprise. From one company to another the sound spread, the battle anthem 
of the Anars ringing from fourteen thousand throats. The rousing song rose 
in pitch and volume, sweeping away the noises of the druchii beasts. 


Alith’s heart thundered along to the rhythm as the verses recounted the feats 
of Eoloran during the time of Aenarion and recalled the battles to claim 
Elanardris from the daemons. When the tenth and final verse was finished, 
a deafening shout engulfed the hills. 


‘Anar! Anar! Anar!’ 
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Alith joined in and saw also that his father cried out the family name, his 
sword held aloft. 


‘Anar! Anar! Anar!’ 


The druchii were close enough to judge their numbers. Alith guessed there 
to be at least thirty thousand foes. He was thankful that there were no 
knights, but less pleased that the army presented a wall of silver and black. 
All were Naggarothi soldiers, not a single cultist amongst them. They were 
battle-hardened and disciplined and would be deadly enemies. 


The first arrows from the Shadows began to find their mark when the 
druchii were no closer than five hundred paces to the Anar line. The 
casualties inflicted were few, but the effect was considerable. Already hard- 
pressed to find a footing in the marsh, the druchii tumbled into the mud 
when their comrades’ corpses tripped them. Standard bearers fell and the 
banners dragged up from the fen sagged wetly against their poles. Captains 
looked around fearfully as the Shadows picked their targets with deadly 
accuracy. 


Alith knew from the battle at Anlec that the greatest weakness of the hydras 
was the handlers that goaded them. Unfortunately, it seemed that the druchii 
had also learnt that lesson, and the whip-armed elves tried as best they 
could to keep the bulk of their beasts between them and the Anar scouts. As 
they advanced, they steered their monsters between the regiments of 
spearmen, so that the Shadows could not draw aim upon them. 


Here and there the druchii returned the shots of the Shadows. Archers tried 
to find their mark, but the scouts were well hidden. Companies carrying 
mechanical bows that fired several shots in quick succession poured bolts at 
their elusive enemies and the Shadows fell back, flitting from cover to 
cover. 


Pace-by-pace the druchii continued their advance, harried by the Shadows 
and slowed by the sucking mud of Dark Fen. All the while the sun lowered 
towards the west and gloom descended. 


Anar archers started their volleys as soon as the druchii were within range, 
the elevation of the hills allowing them to loose their arrows farther than 
their foes. Each company let free with a cloud of arrows in turn. The rate 
was not remarkable, but it was sustained. Storm after storm of black- 
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feathered shafts fell into the druchii and they died in their hundreds. The 
dead sank into the mire and piled up on the firm ground; the warriors 
following behind were forced to shove aside these grisly mounds to keep to 
the meandering paths. 


As more and more of the Anlec warriors fell, Alith felt the first glimmer of 
hope. Though he had readily agreed to his father’s decision to sally forth 
from Elanardris, he had doubted whether it would achieve anything—little 
more than a diversion to provide small relief for Caledor’s army to the 
south. Watching the druchii suffer in their thousands gave him a grim 
satisfaction. 


Eventually the druchii archers and crossbowmen came within two hundred 
paces and began to loose their missiles against the Anars. The spearmen 
raised their shields while the archers above knelt behind them and 
continued to shoot, though with less venom than before. 


When the druchii were almost at the edge of the marsh, the final part of 
Eothlir’s plan was put into action. As well as marking out trails, the 
Shadows had laid a slick of oil on the water of the fens. At Alith’s signal, 
the Shadows sent flaming arrows into the mire. The flames caught quickly, 
dancing across the marsh to engulf the leading ranks of the druchii spear 
companies. Burning warriors flailed at the fire and dashed to and fro in 
panic, spreading it further. 


Alith began to laugh at the predicament of his enemies, but stopped himself 
when he caught a stern look from his father. 


“You should not take joy in death,’ said Eothlir. ‘To revel in destruction is to 
desire it, and it is on that path that these unfortunate souls have trodden.’ 


“You are right, Father,’ Alith said, bowing his head in apology. ‘It is my 
happiness at success that gives me good humour, but I should not forget the 
price being paid for our victory.’ 


Victory certainly seemed likely. The first of the druchii that had survived 
the torrent of arrows and the conflagration were struggling from the marsh 
and pushing up the rise towards the Anar army. Spearmen came first, 
raising their shields above their heads to protect them from the archers. 
They remained resolute in the face of the volleys, forming their ranks again, 
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allowing their numbers to grow rather than advance piecemeal towards the 
waiting phalanxes. 


When several hundred warriors had assembled on the slope, two hydras 
flanking them, the druchii continued their advance. A drum boomed out the 
marching beat and the spearmen lowered their weapons to the attack and 
strode forwards. The hydras hissed and screeched, flames licking from their 
many mouths, a pall of smoke surrounding their scaled bodies. 


“We must deal with those monsters swiftly,’ said Eothlir. He tumed to 
Nithimnis, one of his captains. ‘Go to the companies of Alethriel, Finannith 
and Helirian and tell them to engage the hydra on our right. Signal for the 
cavalry to attack on the flank.’ 


The captain nodded and dashed off, heading for the warriors on the right 
flank. Eothlir moved his attention to Alith. ‘Send word to your Shadows to 
lure away the hydra on the left.’ 


Alith gave a low, keening whistle and moments later a hawk skimmed 
across the hillside, bobbing over the heads of the archers and spearmen. 
Alith extended his arm and the bird landed on his wrist. He bent close and 
whispered in the language of the hawks, relaying Eothlir’s message. The 
hawk twisted its head left and right and then leapt into the air with beating 
wings. It swooped down towards the fen, disappearing amongst the tangle 
of rushes and bushes. 


It was not long before arrows with flaming heads began converging on the 
hydra. Though each did little damage, the weight of fire was enough to 
scorch its flesh, while some arrows found their mark in its eyes, mouths and 
softer underbelly. Its hide was slicked in places with oil from the marsh and 
the flames took hold, setting alight its flank and back. Enraged, it swung 
towards the source of its irritation, fire roaring from its mouths. Turning 
aside from the spearmen the hydra stomped down into the fens, sinking to 
its shoulders in the thick mud, more flames streaming from its screeching 
maws. 


At fifty paces, the advancing druchii broke into a charge. This was not the 
wild attack of cultists, but a determined and cohesive thrust towards the 
Anar spearmen. The two walls of warriors met with a resounding crash and 
the true battle began. 
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Though they had suffered heavy casualties, the druchii numbers were still 
their greatest advantage. More and more of them emerged from the fen, to 
widen the line of attack or lend their presence to the companies already 
engaged. Archers and crossbowmen began to shoot into the troops stationed 
at the crest of the hill and a vicious exchange of missiles raged above 
Alith’s head. 


Alith watched the fighting with a careful eye. The Anar line was holding 
strong, the advantage of higher ground allowing them to plunge their spears 
over the shields of their foes whilst their attackers tried to gain some 
momentum as they pushed uphill. Faced with several hundred spearmen, 
the hydra on the right was causing a good deal of carnage, tossing aside 
warriors with its jaws and smashing more to the ground with its immense 
claws. The elves were not wholly outmatched. Thick blood streamed from 
dozens of wounds in the hydra’s scaled skin and three of its seven heads 
swung limply against its chest. 


The ground began to shudder under Alith’s feet and he looked past the 
hydra to see the riders of Elanardris charge. Spears lowered, they crashed 
into the hydra, running down its handlers and driving their weapons into the 
creature’s flesh. Horses whinnied and riders cried out as the monster’s tail 
lashed viciously through their ranks, crushing elves and breaking the legs of 
their steeds. The spearmen redoubled their efforts and Alith watched as two 
of the hydra’s legs gave way, its tendons severed by spearpoint and sword. 
The infantry clambered over its body, jabbing and stabbing relentlessly 
while the cavalry swept on, galloping into the flank of the druchii 
regiments. 


The attack sent the druchii scattering down the hillside, some of them 
tripping over hummocks and dips or the bodies of the fallen. The knights 
did not push too far and at a signal from their captain wheeled their mounts 
around and retired back to the north to ready for another charge. 


Again and again the druchii surged up the hill, only to be met by a wall of 
spears. Their commanders tried to turn the left flank of the Anars, furthest 
from the cavalry. Eothlir despatched his thousand-strong reserve to counter 
the threat, forcing the druchii regiments back towards the centre. 


Alith could not count how many were dead and wounded. Certainly the 
druchii were at less than half the strength they had brought to the battle. His 
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own side’s casualties were far less, though there were gaps appearing in the 
line where the druchii had met some success. He was confident nonetheless, 
of both his father’s ability and the resolution of the warriors. He had not yet 
needed to draw his sword and the battle was being won. 


Shouts of alarm drew Alith’s attention and he turned to see many of the 
archers looking skywards and pointing to the north-east—back towards 
Elanardris. Alith saw immediately their cause for concern: an immense 
black shape moving swiftly through the clouds. 


‘Dragon!’ bellowed Alith, ripping free his sword. 


The drake plunged down towards the rear of the army, an oily cloud trailing 
from its mouth. It was the largest beast Alith had ever seen, at least as long 
as a ship from smoking snout to barbed tip of tail. Its serpentine body was 
as straight as an arrow, huge wings held stiff as it glided soundlessly 
downwards, four legs ending in massively clawed feet extended towards the 
ground. Upon its back rode a figure clad in shining silver armour. He was 
sat upon a throne-like chair, twin pennants trailing from its back. On his left 
arm he carried a shield taller than an elf etched with a rune of death. In the 
right hand he wielded a lance longer than two horses, its tip a dark crystal 
that streamed black flames. 


Arrows rose up from the archers, but they might just as well have been 
throwing sticks at a city wall for the injury they caused. With a gargantuan 
beat of its wings, the dragon stopped in the air above the archers, the buffet 
of wind hurling dozens of elves from their feet. A huge cloud of thick 
vapour issued from its mouth, engulfing hundreds. Alith watched as skin 
flaked and flesh melted in the noxious mist. Choked screams sounded 
across the hill as the archers fell to the ground, grabbing madly at their 
faces, screaming in terrifying agony. 


The dragon climbed upwards again, and Alith was filled with the urge to 
run. Its yellow eyes seemed to look directly at him. Its teeth were like long 
swords and its red claws glistened like fresh blood. The dragon’s black 
scales glimmered in the setting sun, so that it seemed to be made of glowing 
embers. 


754 XRN 


Dozens of dreadful thoughts clamoured for Alith’s attention, but one was 
louder than all of the rest: how had the druchii come by such a creature? 
The dragons of Ulthuan dwelt beneath the mountains of Caledor. Not since 
the time of Caledor Dragontamer had all but the youngest been coaxed from 
their centuries-long slumber. Yet the truth was right before him, in all of its 
horrific glory. 


The monster was circling higher, getting ready to swoop again. It let forth a 
piercing shriek that set Alith’s ears ringing. So dire was that noise that 
hundreds of warriors broke into flight, dropping their spears, shields and 
bows so that they might run all the faster. Alith had never witnessed such 
panic before. 


‘Alith!’ he heard his father shouting and realised Eothlir had been calling 
his name since the dragon had first appeared. Looking over his shoulder, 
Alith saw that the druchii were surging up the hill towards them. All along 
the line the spearmen were being pushed backwards. 


Alith turned his full attention on these attackers, bringing up his sword. The 
druchii came at a gentle run, still shoulder-to-shoulder. With a shout, Alith 
plunged forwards moments before the two lines of warriors met. 


His first blow chopped the head from a jabbing spear, while he rammed his 
shoulder into the warrior’s shield. Snatching a dagger from his belt, Alith 
plunged the blade back-handed into the druchii soldier’s neck. His next 
sword thrust took another druchii in the chest. Something caught his 
shoulder and he felt a stab of pain. Twisting, he smashed the back of his fist 
into the jaw of a third warrior before bringing his sword down across the 
druchii’s face. 


Everything devolved into a chaotic melee: Alith, Eothlir and the others 
shouting and fighting, the druchii snarling and stabbing. 


‘Hold the line!’ bellowed Eothlir. ‘Push them back into the fens!’ 


Hundreds of spearmen gathered around their commander, with bitter war 
cries on their lips and blood upon their armour. Alith heard a gasp of pain 
and glanced to his right. Liasdir fell to the ground, blood gushing from a 
wound in his back. He grabbed hold of the banner to pull himself to his feet 
but another druchii spearman lunged, thrusting his weapon through 
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Liasdir’s chest. Falling, Liasdir dragged the banner down into the bloody 
grass. 


Eothlir batted away a spear and stooped to pick up the fallen standard. 
Cutting the arm from yet another attacker, he raised the flag above his head. 


‘Fight on, Anars, fight on!’ he cried. 


A shadow swamped Alith, blotting out the twilight. A rushing of air filled 
his ears and he looked up a moment before the dragon landed, crushing 
dozens of druchii and Anars alike beneath its bulk. Eothlir swung towards 
the monster, sword raised. His eyes widened in rage as he recognised the 
rider. 


‘Kheranion!’ he spat. Alith knew the name only from rumour, and that told 
of how the renegade prince had been spared at Anlec by Malekith. He had 
been a scourge of those Naggarothi opposed to Morathi’s rule, one of the 
most brutal slaughterers in Nagarythe. It was claimed that his back had been 
broken by Prince Malekith but he had been healed by dark sorcery, kept 
alive by potions made from the blood of his victims. 


The prince’s face was twisted into a cruel sneer framed by white and silver 
hair. He said nothing as he thrust his flaming lance. Alith gave a hoarse 
shout as the black-flamed iron burst through Eothlir’s body, sending boiling 
blood steaming into the air. As quick as he had struck, Kheranion wrenched 
the lance free. 


Eothlir staggered backwards a step and righted himself. He turned slowly 
towards Alith and then fell to his knees, his sword falling out of view into 
the trampled grass, the standard of the Anars fluttering from his grasp. 
Blood bubbled up from Eothlir’s throat, foaming from his mouth. Alith’s 
greatest horror came not from this, but from the look in his father’s eyes. 
They were wide and wild, filled with utter terror. 


‘Flee!’ Eothlir croaked before pitching into the mud. 


Kheranion’s mocking laughter drifted to Alith’s ears. Alith gave a wordless 
scream of despair and rage, and hurled himself towards Kheranion and his 
monstrous steed. He had taken barely two steps when someone grabbed his 


arm and yanked him aside. Stumbling, Alith tried to wrest his arm free, but 
found himself grabbed roughly by many hands and bodily lifted away. 


‘Let me go!’ screamed Alith, struggling as best he could as more spearmen 
surged forwards to put themselves between the dragon and their lord. ‘Let 
me go!’ 


The army was broken by the death of their commander. Thousands of 
Alith’s followers turned and ran, while a brave few hundred formed up to 
sell their lives dearly and stall the pursuit. Alith felt himself dragged up the 
hill. Desolation swept through him and he went limp, tears coursing down 
his face. 


Sobbing, he let his warriors carry him to safety. 


Thirteen 
The Fall of House Anar 


Under the cover of night, the remnants of the Anar army retreated eastwards 
towards the mountains only to find that more druchii barred their way. 
Forced to turn southwards, Alith stumbled numbly alongside his warriors, 
too scared to think of what had happened and too tired to wonder what 
might yet come to pass. It was if he sleepwalked, placing one foot in front 
of the other out of habit. 


With the druchii close on their heels, Alith’s lieutenants turned the army 
westwards again, seeking sanctuary in the marshes of Dark Fen. For 
twenty-three days they hid amongst the waterways, scattering for cover as 
the beat of dragon wings sounded overhead, travelling by night alone. The 
army splintered as companies and individuals sought to avoid the pursuit, 
each going their own way. Some were lost in the marshes, some made it far 
south only to be picked up by druchii patrols along the Naganath. 


Those that stayed with Alith survived, though not through any action or 
decision of the prince. He was happy to follow instructions from the likes of 
Khillrallion and Tharion. The warriors began to whisper that Alith’s mind 
had been broken, and they were not far from the truth. Alith was possessed 
by a waking nightmare, unable to rid himself of the vision of his father’s 
death. Over and over he saw Eothlir fall beneath the lance of Kheranion, 
smelt the noxious stench of the dragon’s breath in the air and heard his 
father’s last, desperate command. 


Eventually the druchii relented in their hunt and the survivors drifted 
eastwards again, heading for Elanardris. For two more days they trudged 
through the mists of the fen, exhausted, hungry and dispirited. That night 
they made camp just south of where they had fought the army of Anlec, 
though no warrior dared investigate the battlefield, fearful of what they 
might find there. 


At dawn, smoke could be seen to the east, rising from the mountains. These 
were not wisps of campfires: towering columns of thick black smoke hung 
over the foothills like a shroud. Filled with foreboding, Alith and the army 
hurried towards the rising sun. 
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They came to the first burnt-out village just before midday. The white walls 
of the buildings were stained with soot and contorted, charred corpses could 
be seen within. They had been shut inside when the buildings had been set 
on fire. Along the road they found more bodies, mutilated in all manner of 
hideous ways. Scraps of flayed skin were hung upon the walls that bounded 
the fields, and garlands of bones and flesh were strung from the bare 
branches of trees. 


More horrors followed as Alith hurried on. Naked bodies were nailed upon 
the blackened stones of towers and barns. The heads of children had been 
woven into the thorny stems of rose bushes like obscene replacements for 
their missing blooms. Symbols of the cytharai were daubed in blood 
everywhere Alith looked. 


The survivors of the battle wept, some throwing down their weapons to 
cradle the remains of loved ones discovered, others breaking from the army 
to go to their homes. Alith’s warriors deserted in their hundreds and he let 
them go. He could no more insist that they stay than he could stop them 
breathing. 


By mid-afternoon, Alith had no more revulsion left. If he had been numb 
before, now he was utterly empty, devoid of any thought or emotion. The 
slaughter was simply too vast to comprehend, the atrocities too outlandish 
to remember. The refugee camps had been attacked and the dead were 
scattered about the fields in huge piles of cadavers. Some had died swiftly, 
cut down where they had been caught, but many showed signs of barbaric 
abuse, having perished of raw agony from the wounds inflicted upon them. 
Carrion-eating birds had come down from the mountains in great flocks and 
they lurched away heavily as the elves approached, gorged on the macabre 
banquet laid out for them. 


Alith felt nothing as he saw the clouds of smoke billowing from within the 
walls of the manse. From his first sight of the smoke at dawn the previous 
day he had expected to see this and had already experienced such cold 
dread that he no longer registered the fact that the nightmare was real. 


Coming through the gates, Alith thought at first that the walls of the manse 
had been changed into something else, or that the lengthening evening 
shadows were deceiving him. As he stumbled closer he saw that the ruined 
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house was festooned with the bodies of elves, pinioned to the walls with 
metal spikes. All but a few hung limply, but a handful stirred at his 
approach. 


He recognised the bloody remains of Gerithon nailed to the door and 
dashed to him. Spikes pierced his elbows and knees, driven into the hard 
wood of the door, and his blood dripped into a ruddy pool at his feet. The 
Anars’ retainer raised his head a little and opened one bloodshot eye; the 
other was closed shut with a clot of blood dripping from a gash across his 
forehead. 


‘Alith?’ he croaked. 


‘Yes,’ Alith replied, taking a canteen of water from his pack. He tried to 
give some to Gerithon but the other elf turned his head away. 


“Water will not save me,’ he whispered. His eye wandered for a moment 
and then settled again on Alith. ‘They took Lord Eoloran alive...’ 


This news was like a bolt of lightning. For a moment Alith felt elation that 
one of his family had survived. The next moment came the crushing 
realisation that his grandfather would suffer a far worse fate than death. 
With thoughts of family Alith raised Gerithon’s head with a hand under his 
chin. 


“What of my mother?’ he demanded. 
Gerithon closed his eye slowly in reply. 
‘Do not let me die in torment,’ the chamberlain whispered. 


Alith stepped away for a moment, unsure what to do. Others had come into 
the grounds of the manse and were wandering around, gazing with horror at 
the despicable cruelty on display. 


‘Bring them down!’ snarled Alith, filled with a sudden energy. He pulled 
his knife from his belt and drew it quickly across Gerithon’s throat. Blood 
trickled over his fingers and Alith flicked it away. ‘Give peace to those that 
have not yet succumbed, and bring all of the bodies to the manse.’ 


Under Alith’s instructions, the elves gathered the remains of those loyal to 
the Anars and arranged them inside the house. There were also druchii 
bodies amongst the dead, for the Chracians and Tiranocii had been true to 


their oaths and had fought to defend Elanardris. These Alith ordered to be 
left for the crows and vultures. 


Undertaking this sombre task, Alith was blind to those whose bodies he 
carried. In his eye they were just a blur, not the faces of friends, servants 
and loved ones. He may have carried Maieth’s body, he did not know. That 
she was amongst the dead was certain, he did not need to know by what 
manner she had been slain. 


As dusk shrouded all in darkness once more, Alith and his followers 
brought wood and oil from their stores and with this turned the manse into a 
great pyre. Alith set a torch to the fuel and then turned away. He did not 
look back as the flames grew quickly, pushing back the night with their 
glow. His ears were deaf to the roaring and crackling, and his nose caught 
no stench of flesh and smoke. 


All that he had was gone, and all that was left was a shadow, and as a 
shadow he walked towards the mountains. 


Alith barely registered the others around him as he made his way up the 
slope. He was aware of nothing; not the grass beneath his feet, not the cold 
air nor the stars glittering above. Soon he passed along the secret trails into 
the forest and was alone. He carried on a little further, each step harder than 
the last, until finally he fell to his knees with an anguished cry torn from his 
lips. He raised his head and howled like a wolf, giving vent to the rage and 
despair that was all he had left. Long and piercing was that cry and it 
echoed from the trees and slopes, mocking him. 


When he could screech no more, he tore at the grass, ripping out great clods 
of earth and tossing them in all directions. He pulled free his sword and 
swung at the naked branches, hacking and slashing without thought. His 
stumbling assault brought him to a winding beck and he tripped, splashing 
into the freezing water. Even the shock of the icy brook did not shake the 
madness that gripped him. He pulled himself to his feet and waded 
upstream, cutting the water with his blade and hurling insults at the sky. 


He came upon a still pool, shining in the white moon. Casting his sword 
aside, he threw himself down onto the rocks, his head in his hands. The 
coldness seeping up from the water filled him, but it was as nothing to the 
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bitter chill in his heart. An icy void was all that remained, and its touch 
numbed every part of his body. 


For a moment or an age he sat there, staring at his reflection. He did not 
recognise the elf trapped in the still water. There were scratches on a face 
marked by streaks of soot and filth cut through by the traces of tears. The 
eyes that stared back at him were dark and wild. This creature was not the 
son of the Anars, it was some dishevelled, abandoned thing swathed in pity 
and disgust. 


Gripped by another fit of self-hatred, Alith took out a knife and hacked at 
his hair, and for a moment the blade hovered close to his throat. The 
temptation struck him to pull the dagger across, to end his misery as he had 
ended the misery of all those the druchii had tortured. 


Yet for all his grief, he hesitated. It would be weakness to avoid his 
punishment. Hubris had destroyed his family—they had dared to believe 
themselves strong enough to resist Anlec—and they now lived on only in 
memory. When he died, the Anars would be no more, and that was a shame 
he couldn’t bring upon them. 


Alith let the knife fall from his fingers into the pool. 


As he sat gazing into the water, Alith began to feel and hear and smell 
again: the tinkling of the stream, the resin of the pine trees. His keen ears 
could hear burrowing creatures rummaging amongst the fallen needles and 
the flutter of bats’ wings. Owls screeched and hooted, fish splashed, 
branches creaked. 


And then there came the cawing of a crow. 


A shadow appeared beside Alith. He looked up into the face of Elthyrior. 
The raven herald’s expression was as unmoving as a mask, showing neither 
sympathy nor scorn. His eyes were unblinking, staring at Alith. 


‘Begone,’ said Alith, his voice a harsh and broken growl. 
Elthyrior did not move, nor did his gaze. 


The urge to strike the raven herald swelled within Alith. Unreasoning 
loathing filled him, and in his mind Alith blamed every ill that had beset 
him on Elthyrior. That calm gaze taunted him. 
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A snapping twig broke through Alith’s thoughts and he stood, casting a 
glance over his shoulder. In the dim moonlight that penetrated the trees, he 
Saw a Small group of figures: three maidens and two children. 


Alith walked towards them unsteadily, blinking. As he came closer he saw 
that this was no illusion. Before him stood the refugees he had brought out 
of Tiranoc. 


‘I took them from Elanardris before the druchii came,’ Elthyrior said, 
answering Alith’s unasked question. ‘We must take them to safety in 
Ellyrion, as you should have done before.’ 


The words seeped slowly into Alith’s mind, to be joined by the memory of 
the oath he had sworn to Yeasir. Alith looked at each of them in turn, 
feeling nothing. What did he owe to the shade of a dead commander? He 
turned his bleak look upon Elthyrior. 


“You would be wise to leave,’ said Alith. ‘Without me. There is a cloud 
upon my life and you would do well not to stand beneath it.’ 


‘No,’ Elthyrior replied. “There is nothing to keep you here, no reason to 
stay. This is not your destiny.’ 


Alith laughed bitterly. 
‘And what new tortures does Morai-heg have planned for me?’ 
Elthyrior shrugged. 


‘I cannot say, but it is not your place to dwindle into nothing here,’ he said. 
‘It is not in you to let those who killed your family go unpunished, for all 
that you blame yourself and me. You deny it, but there will come a 
reckoning, and you will be the instrument of that vengeance. Remember 
your oath to slay Caenthras?’ 


The mention of the elven lord’s name sparked in Alith’s heart and for a 
moment he felt something. The smallest ember of a fire began to burn 
inside him. 


‘And what of the other druchii?’ Elthyrior continued. ‘Do they lay waste to 
Elanardris without retort? If you will not avenge them, then take up that 
knife and drive it into your chest, for though you still breathe, you are all 
but dead. I cannot offer you comfort, nor sympathy. I am also the last of my 
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line, and perhaps you will be the last of yours. My deeds are the last 
testament to the memory of a father murdered and a mother killed and a 
sister taken by the daemons. Would you have the last act of the Anars be 
remembered shamefully, of their lands razed and their people slaughtered?’ 


‘No,’ snapped Alith, his vigour strengthening. 
“Would you have the druchii claim to have wiped out the Anars?’ 
‘No,’ Alith replied, clenching his fists. 


‘Would you forgive those that have brought this doom upon you? Would 
you forget their misdeeds and seek sanctuary in your self-pity?’ 


‘No!’ Alith snarled. ‘I will not!’ 


Alith plunged into the pool and retrieved his dagger and sword. Splashing 
onto the bank, he saw Heileth, Lirian and the others shrink back from him, 
their eyes fearful. Far from being ashamed of their reaction, Alith drew 
strength from their dread. As if in response to his mood the moon hid 
behind a cloud and the small clearing plunged into darkness. In that 
darkness Alith felt himself growing. The twilight poured into him, the 
shadows claiming him for their own. 


There was fear in the darkness and he would become that fear. The druchii 
murderers would scream their guilt from bloodied lips and beg for a 
forgiveness that did not exist. They had claimed the darkness for 
themselves, but it was not theirs alone to rule. The night might belong to 
them, but the shadows would belong to Alith. 


‘Let’s go,’ he whispered. 
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Fourteen 
Pursued by Darkness 


They made camp just before dawn, in the lee of an overhang upon the 
western slope of Anul Arillin. Elthyrior warned them that it was unwise to 
move by day and then slipped away, back along the path they had followed. 


The group shared a silent, cold breakfast. Alith sat apart, chewing a chunk 
of cured meat, staring at the peaks ahead as the first rays of sun broke over 
them. The sight that had once filled him with such joy did not move him in 
the slightest. 


‘Get some sleep,’ he told the others, before climbing up the overhang to 
keep watch. Glancing down, he saw them gather together under their 
blankets, like birds seeking each other’s warmth in a nest. He longed for the 
sight to stir something in him: a memory of his mother, the hint of the 
passion he had felt with Milandith. Instead, his thoughts turned to Caenthras 
and the other druchii. Only then did he feel anything, a deep anger that 
heated him far more than the rising sun. 


Elthyrior returned not long after the sun had fully cleared the peaks. He 
arrived hurriedly, panting, and Alith saw that there was a slight cut upon his 
brow. 


“We are being followed!’ he said breathless, stooping to stir the sleeping 
elves. 


‘Who?’ said Alith as he jumped down from the overhang. 


“Renegades of my brethren,’ snarled Elthyrior. “Though perhaps it is I who 
has been named the renegade. They have thrown in their lot with Morathi, 
and I suspect they did some time ago. They tried to trap me but I escaped. 
We must hurry though, for they will not be far behind!’ 


The party readied themselves as swiftly as possible and followed Elthyrior 
east and south, climbing up the shoulder of Anul Arillin. Alith and Elthyrior 
carried the babes so that Lirian, Heileth and Saphistia could better keep 
pace. They followed no track, and instead hiked across bare stone and along 
the rocky banks of streams, so that they left little trail. 
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‘Tt will not delay them for long,’ Elthyrior told Alith as they helped the 
maidens scramble over a tumble of boulders damming a narrow stream. 
‘The raven heralds have means other than eyes and ears to follow their 
quarry.’ 


Onwards and upwards they marched, breaking only occasionally for rest 
and drink. Part of Alith hoped the raven heralds would catch them, longing 
to exact the first retribution against the druchii. For all his desire for a 
confrontation, he put aside his own wants, knowing that it would be a 
greater blow against the druchii cause to keep alive the sons of Yeasir and 
Elodhir. 


By mid-afternoon they had crested a ridge on the southern side of the 
mountain. Alith turned to look down the slope, Elthyrior stepping back to 
stand beside him. Far below, faint black shapes could be seen moving 
amongst the rocks: the raven heralds. 


Alith watched for a moment, and saw that there were five of them, perhaps 
more. Each led a horse as black as his raven-feathered cloak. 


‘Their steeds will be more of a hindrance than help in the mountains,’ said 
Elthyrior. ‘We should make as much gain as possible before we reach the 
plains of Ellyrion and their mounts become an advantage.’ 


“Then let us continue,’ said Alith, turning his back on the pursuers. 


Alith had never spent a night so high up in the Annulii. The magical vortex 
created by Caledor Dragontamer swept through the mountains, drawn by 
the waystones erected across Ulthuan. Magic flittered on the edge of 
visibility and a deeper sense inside Alith could feel its strength. Mystical 
winds vied with each other, twining and splitting, eddying and gusting 
across the slopes. Each successive draught brought a strange sensation, of 
lingering hope, or deepening despair, warmth or chill, wisdom or rashness. 
Though he had lived close to the mountains for all of his life, this was the 
first time he had truly felt their presence. 


Not only the magical winds disturbed the travellers’ rest. Howls and roars 
echoed from the peaks as warped animals defended their territories. Here in 
the wilderness, wyverns and manticores, hydras and basilisks prowled the 
darkness. The same creatures the druchii had enslaved for their armies 
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wandered the peaks, enormous predators that were more than a match for 
Elthyrior and Alith’s blades. 


Though Alith was no stranger to mountaincraft, in these unfamiliar 
surrounds he was as dependent on Elthyrior’s guidance as the rest of the 
group. The raven herald had a sense for the terrain and its inhabitants that 
went beyond familiarity and experience. He had taken them on circuitous 
tours to avoid the nests of monsters, and sometimes they had doubled back 
on a whispered warning from Elthyrior. As the others slept, Alith 
questioned Elthyrior on this. 


‘I have told you before that I follow a different path, one laid down by 
Morai-heg,’ explained the raven herald. “That path leads neither to good nor 
ill, save that I do not believe my mistress wishes me to end my existence in 
the gullet of some Annulii beast.’ 


“But how can you tell where to find this path?’ 


‘One cannot think about it,’ said Elthyrior. ‘It is an instinct, a knowing 
within that guides me. It is something that cannot be seen or heard or smelt, 
only felt in your heart. Morai-heg tugs us this way and that as she is wont, 
and most pull back against her thread, refusing to accept her wisdom. I 
accept the fate she has woven for me and allow her hand to turn me left or 
right, to stop me or urge me on as she sees fit.’ 


Alith shook his head at this, uncomprehending. 


‘But if Morai-heg has chosen our fate already, then what of the decisions 
we make?’ he asked. ‘Surely we are more than puppets for the gods?’ 


‘Are we?’ said Elthyrior. ‘Aenarion, for certain, dared the gods’ wrath to 
save his people, yet did not Khaine claim him as his own? Did not Bel 
Shanaar offer himself to the mercy of Asuryan before he became Phoenix 
King? Even Morathi wields her power only from the pacts she has made 
with the darker gods.’ 


‘And why should I care for such gods when they clearly do not care for 
me?’ 


“You should not,’ said Elthyrior, eliciting a frown of confusion from Alith. 
The raven herald stoked their small fire as he continued. ‘The gods are what 
they are, old and young, lower and higher. Only a fool attracts their 


767 XRN 


attention or makes demands of them. The druchii do not realise this, 
thinking they are free to exhort the cytharai without consequence as long as 
the sacrifices are fresh. But what happens if they are victorious? What if all 
elves become druchii and Morathi reigns in terror across the world? There 
can be no peace, no harmony, no balance in such a civilisation. Such dark 
gods thrive on strife and discord, so there can be no pleasing them.’ 


Elthyrior turned his earnest eyes upon Alith, fierce in their intensity. 


“That is why we cannot allow the druchii to win,’ he whispered savagely. 
‘They are the doom of our people, and their victory will condemn us to a 
bloody death at our own hands. A people cannot live in anger and hate for 
all time.’ 


‘Is it not too late?’ said Alith. ‘The druchii have already divided our people 
and brought war, and only more bloodshed and war can follow.’ 


‘Only if one lives without hope,’ replied the raven herald. ‘We can fight to 
achieve peace, knowing that no peace is preserved without further war. 
Once we lived in utter bliss, but that can never be regained. All we can hope 
for is balance, in ourselves and in our people.’ 


Alith pondered this for a while and Elthyrior left him to his thoughts. Talk 
of harmony and balance meant nothing to Alith except to reassure him that 
only the death of the last druchii would bring peace: to his people and to 
him. 


For eleven more days they stumbled and clawed their way across the 
mountains, buffeted and chilled by the winds. Elthyrior and Alith pressed 
the others to keep moving, though Heileth, Saphistia and Lirian were soon 
wearied by the labour. At times it was if they walked without thought, 
following the lead of their escorts in silence. Though Elthyrior would 
occasionally relent and call for the group to stop, Alith spared only the 
slightest thought for his companions. He regarded their presence as a 
necessary annoyance, a duty to be fulfilled that kept him from pursuing his 
true goal. By sunlight and starlight he led them on until they could walk no 
further and only then would he allow them to sleep. 


In all this time they saw nothing of their pursuers. Elthyrior would 
sometimes remain behind to keep watch, but whenever he reappeared he 


768 XRN 


reported that they were alone. The news brought little cheer to Alith, for as 
Elthyrior warned the raven heralds would soon close the gap upon them 
once they were out of the mountains. 


Having crossed the back of the peaks, the going became easier as the 
steepest peaks quickly gave way to the shallower mounts of Ellyrion. 
Within the encircling wall of the Annulii, the weather was warmer and the 
winds gentler, and they made swift progress. For three more days they 
descended, leaving behind the barren peaks, finding themselves once again 
amongst sparse forest and grassy valleys. 


It was with a mixture of relief and trepidation that the party made camp ina 
dell nestled at the foot of the mountains. Alith stood atop a steep hill nearby 
and looked across Ellyrion. Dawn was rising and in the growing light he 
could see the grasslands of the Ellyrians stretching out to the south and east. 
As the sun rose it bathed the grass in its ruddy light, creating a glowing sea 
that undulated in the wind. Perhaps once Alith may have marvelled at the 
natural beauty of the plains, but his only thought was that there would be 
nowhere to hide in such open country. 


“We should head south and find a river to follow,’ said Elthyrior, striding up 
the slope. 


Alith replied with a quizzical look. 


‘I do not know these lands, and neither do you,’ Elthyrior explained. ‘But 
the herds of the Ellyrians need water as much as elves, so a river will give 
us the greatest chance of reaching a settlement.’ 


Alith shook his head. 


“We cannot be sure of the loyalties of any Ellyrians we meet,’ he said. ‘I 
have heard only that Prince Finudel has sworn to aid King Caledor. We 
need to make for Tor Elyr as directly as possible.’ 


‘And you know the way to Finudel’s city?’ Elthyrior replied with a doubtful 
look. 


“While you learnt to speak with crows and listen to Morai-heg, I was shut 
up in a study with my tutors who thrust maps of Ulthuan beneath my nose,’ 
said Alith. ‘Tor Elyr lies south of here, just east of the Eagle Pass from 
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Tiranoc. It is situated on an inlet of the Inner Sea where the rivers Elyranath 
and Irlana meet the waves.’ 


Elthyrior nodded, impressed. Then a new doubt crossed his face. 


‘Eagle Pass is at least eight days’ march to the south,’ he said. ‘And that is 
if we suffer no delay from our frail companions. The dark riders will surely 
catch us before then.’ 


‘Not only that, but the druchii hold the pass,’ Alith said with a grim smile. 
‘I would be surprised if we could reach Tor Elyr unhindered, but it is there 
we must deliver our charges. There is a forest between the Elyranath and 
the Annulii, Athelian Toryr, which should provide us with some cover.’ 


Alith pointed south to illustrate his point. In the dawn gloom a darker 
shadow could be seen on the eastern flanks on the mountains, starting just 
at the horizon. 


“We can reach Athelian Toryr within two days,’ he added. 
Elthyrior thought about this for a moment, lips pursed. 


“There is an alternative,’ said the raven herald. “The Ellyrian herds wander 
the meadows; we could find one and secure ourselves some steeds.’ 


‘Steal horses?’ Alith replied with disgust, though his disregard for the idea 
quickly passed as he considered the thought. He nodded appreciatively. ‘If 
we see such a herd before we reach the forest, then perhaps you are right. 
For the moment, we head south, following the hills.’ 


Elthyrior signalled his assent and the pair returned to the camp. 


They set off as the sun climbed higher in the sky, trusting to swiftness rather 
than darkness for safety, following the hills to the south-west at the feet of 
the Annulii. Now that he had a plan, Alith’s mood lifted slightly at the 
thought that soon he would be free of this burden, free to pursue his own 
war against the druchii. 


He gave that matter some thought as they walked, daydreaming of the 
punishments he would exact upon Caenthras and the others once he had the 
opportunity. Gone was the shattered emptiness that had consumed him after 
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the fall of Elanardris. He imagined returning to Nagarythe with more 
warriors, to challenge those who ruled from Anlec. 


With these darkly entertaining thoughts, the time passed quickly, and soon it 
was midday. They came across a stream running swiftly down from the 
mountains and stopped a while to drink, fill their canteens and catch fresh 
fish to eat. Alith felt none of the pleasure of this simple activity, his mind 
fixed solely on thoughts of the future. He was only aware of the delay, 
which nagged silently at him as he stooped into the waters to snatch up fish 
with his bare hands while Elthyrior kept watch to the north. 


Having refreshed themselves and eaten, the group moved on, following the 
path of the stream. It meandered to the south and Alith hoped that this 
would lead them to the Elyranath. Ahead the slopes of the mountains 
darkened with trees, still more than a day’s travel away. Alith pushed them 
on, seeking the sanctuary of the woods. 


The next day brought fresh hope, for the stream they followed came to a 
greater river, which Alith was convinced was the Elyranath. It swept 
powerfully from the north, heading almost directly south. 


‘If only there were boats,’ said Saphistia. ‘We could rest and travel swiftly 
at the same time.’ 


With this in mind, they searched the banks of the river but could find no 
sign of such craft. It seemed the Ellyrians preferred their steeds to water. 
The search was not entirely in vain, for just upriver the waters widened and 
slowed at a ford. Elthyrior and Alith both spied fresh hoofmarks on the 
banks to either side, many horses having stopped to drink before moving off 
to the east. 


‘I see no print of boots,’ remarked Elthyrior. ‘I would say the horses are not 
tended.’ 


‘Or perhaps the riders simply did not dismount,’ countered Alith. ‘Either 
way, neither of us can say how far the herd has travelled since crossing. It 
could be many hours away by now.’ 


“There is a means by which we might find out,’ said Elthyrior, turning 
away. 
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Alith and the others watched as the raven herald strode away from the river, 
up a small rise to the west. Here he sat upon its crest, almost hidden in the 
long grass, with his legs crossed and his arms held out to either side of him. 
He remained unmoving for some time and Alith chafed at staying in one 
place for so long. Continually his gaze strayed to the north, his eyes 
searching the hills for any sign of the dark riders. 


Just as Alith was about to interrupt, irritated at this unnecessary delay, 
Elthyrior lifted his head back and let out a long whistling sound, which 
deepened into a low cawing. The noise swirled around Alith. The cry rose 
and fell in volume and pitch, creating harmonious echoes within itself, as if 
it came from many throats. Alith could feel the magic bound within the call 
lifting up, spreading higher and higher, and he turned his gaze to the clear 
Skies. 


He saw nothing at first. After a moment a black speck appeared to the 
north. Another came from the south, swiftly followed by several more. 
Other dark dots converged from every direction, revealing themselves as 
crows as they neared. Alith guessed there to be several dozen as they 
flocked together high above the hill, wheeling and swooping, the 
cacophony drowning out Elthyrior’s ululation. 


An eerie silence then followed. One-by-one the crows dipped to the hillside, 
settling in the grass on and beside the raven herald until he was obscured by 
a shuffling, ruffling crowd of feathers and beaks. The crows hopped and 
fluttered around Elthyrior, each cawing out in turn, as if in council. Alith 
watched with amazement as Elthyrior stood, the flock leaping into the air, 
circling around him. 


With a sweep of his hand, Elthyrior bid the birds to leave and in a great 
mass they climbed into the air, shrieking their farewells. As suddenly as 
they had arrived they were gone, each flying back the way it had come. 


The raven herald walked down the hillside, his expression grim. 


‘I have news, both good and ill,’ he said. “The herd that crossed the river 
has no guardians, and is but a short walk to the east, beyond that next line 
of hills.’ 


“That is the good news?’ asked Heileth. 


‘It is,’ replied Elthyrior. He turned to the north and pointed towards a 
towering white cliff they had passed early that morning. ‘The dark riders 
are close on our heels, passing that bluff. If we cannot take steeds they shall 
be on us before nightfall.’ 


‘Perhaps we can find a more defensible position further into the hills,’ 
suggested Alith. 


‘Tt will be to no avail,’ said Elthyrior, shaking his head. “They will come at 
us in the darkness, clothed in shadow. I do not know if they mean to kill us 
or capture us, but we cannot fight them. There are eight of them, and we 
have no bows with which we might even the odds.’ 


“We must get horses!’ said Lirian, clasping her son protectively to her chest 
as if the riders were bearing down on them at that moment. ‘We can’t allow 
them to catch us. Think what terrible things they will do to us!’ 


Elthyrior looked to Alith, seemingly happy to abide by his judgement. Alith 
considered his options and liked none of them, but for all that he wracked 
his mind he could not conceive of any better plan. 


“We’ll make for the herd,’ he announced. ‘If we cannot fight, then the 
swiftest flight is our best option.’ 


Though he sounded confident, Alith had no hope that they would outrun 
their pursuers. Perhaps for a day or two they would stay ahead, but it was 
still a long way to Tor Elyr and the dark riders would be relentless. If they 
came across a place that they could defend with any surety, he resolved they 
would stop and fight rather than be caught unawares. 


As they headed east, Elthyrior walked beside Alith. 
“There is something else that you should know,’ he said quietly. 
“What is it?’ 


‘I did not want to alarm the others, but my summoning of the crows will 
have been felt by my former brethren. Just as they can spy for me, the 
crows will spy for them. Such birds have little loyalty. The dark riders will 
soon know that we are mounted and will ride all the harder to catch us.’ 
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Nightfall found the group riding into the eaves of Athelian Toryr. As Alith 
had feared, though their stolen mounts proved faster than travelling on foot, 
their progress had not been as swift as it could have been. He did not have 
much horse riding experience, having had little opportunity to learn in his 
youth, while all except Elthyrior were unused to riding without saddle and 
harness. The Ellyrian steeds had been docile enough, and ran like the wind 
when urged, but Saphistia and Lirian, carrying their sons, had been afraid to 
give their steeds their full run. At times they had been forced to slow to a 
walk as the path wound round loops in the river or crossed other streams, 
and Alith knew such things would not delay the dark riders. 


Picking their way slowly under the tree canopy, the fugitives continued 
south by the dim starlight that broke through the leaves. Alith constantly 
looked over his shoulder, expecting to see shadowy riders closing on them 
at any moment. Elthyrior seemed content, his gaze fixed ahead, or perhaps 
he simply accepted that there would be no warning of attack. 


As the pale light of Sariour breached the roof of leaves, they came across a 
clearing, the stumps of felled trees stretching for several hundred paces. The 
smell of sawdust hung in the air. 


“These have been freshly hewn,’ said Elthyrior. 


“There may be a lodge close at hand,’ said Alith. ‘Spread out and seek a 
path.’ 


The group did as he asked while Alith halted and turned back the way they 
came, keeping watch for pursuit. It was not long before he heard Heileth 
calling from the north-west. Alith guided his horse into a trot with a word, 
crossing the clearing swiftly. He found Heileth at the edge of the open area, 
Lirian and Elthyrior already with her. A wide trail in the fallen leaves and 
undergrowth struck out to the north, into the hills. 


Saphistia soon joined them and, dismounting, they followed the path 
speedily, Alith at the fore, Elthyrior guarding the rear. Ahead something 
white shimmered in the moonlight. As he came through the trees Alith saw 
that it was a lodge, built of narrow planks, painted white. It had a steep tiled 
roof and a stone chimney, though the narrow, arched windows were dark 
and no smoke could be seen. 
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Elthyrior appeared and signalled for the group to halt before vanishing to 
the left. Alith drew his sword and turned about, seeking any sign of danger. 
A few roosting birds flapped from tree to tree and nocturnal hunters 
rummaged amongst the undergrowth. An owl called in the distance, but all 
else was still, even the wind. The starlight came fitfully through the 
branches, dappling the pathway and the clearing beyond. 


Elthyrior emerged from the right, having circled the lodge. 


‘It is empty,’ he told them. ‘Whoever felled the trees has moved further 
south today.’ 


‘Should we stay, or move on?’ asked Lirian. ‘Anataris is so tired, as am I. 
Can we not rest here for a while? Perhaps the riders will pass us by.’ 


‘And then be between us and Tor Elyr,’ said Elthyrior. ‘No, we should not 
stop.’ 


Alith was about to agree when Elthyrior sharply raised his hand, warning 
for silence. The raven herald slowly drew his sword and waved Lirian 
towards the lodge. 


‘Get inside,’ he whispered, his eyes fixed upon something out in the woods. 


Alith followed his gaze, but could see nothing. He took Heileth by the arm 
and led her to the door, Lirian and Saphistia following close behind. When 
they were inside, Alith brought the horses around the back of the lodge, 
where a small stable was built against the back wall. Having hidden the 
mounts, he returned to the front of the building, where Elthyrior was 
crouched beside a tree close to the path. 


Keeping low, Alith joined the raven herald. Peering around the tree trunk, 
he allowed his eyes to lose focus, looking for movement rather than detail. 
Things scratched in the dirt and shuffled in the leaves but he saw nothing 
else. 


Then, no more than two hundred paces away, he spied a shadow. It moved 
slowly, seeming to seep from one tree to the next, momentarily blotting out 
the patches of starlight. Once he was aware of it, Alith watched more 
closely, following its course as it approached from the north, skirting 
around the edge of the clearing. 


“There are three more to the south,’ said Elthyrior, his voice nothing more 
than the barest sigh. 


The raven herald tapped Alith on the arm and motioned slowly towards the 
lodge. Rising, the pair stepped backwards, inching away from the path. 
There was another hoot of an owl and Alith realised the call came from no 
bird. The shadow ahead stopped for a moment and then changed direction, 
heading directly across the clearing towards them. 


Elthyrior sprang up, dragging Alith by the arm. The two bolted for the 
lodge, swerving left and right. An arrow whistled past, catching Alith’s 
cloak before thudding into the wooden frame of the door. Another hit the 
door itself as Elthyrior wrenched it open. 


‘Get away from the windows!’ the raven herald snarled. At his instruction 
Saphistia, Lirian and Heileth cowered behind the stone hearth, the two 
children huddled tight amongst them. 


The inside of the lodge was a single open room, with windows to the north, 
south and east, the fireplace to the west. A long table with two benches 
dominated the centre of the lodge. Sheathing his blade, Alith crossed to the 
other side and looked out. 


There was another shadow, a few dozen paces away, watching. 


‘Help me,’ said Elthyrior, motioning towards the table. Between them, they 
managed to tilt it upon its side and scraped it across the leaf-patterned tiles 
to block the doorway. 


Glass shattered as an arrow sped into the room, glancing off the mantel of 
the fireplace. Several more followed, snicking from the hearth. Alith 
crouched beneath the southern window and glanced out. He saw the 
flickering of a flame and then a flash of orange as a fire-tipped arrow sped 
towards the window, landing just short, smoke spiralling up from the sill. 


“They’ll burn us out!’ hissed Alith as more flame-arrows came through the 
windows, thudding into the benches and skittering from the floor. 


Heileth darted forwards, tamping down the burning arrows with her cloak, 
her demeanour calm. Another missile sped inwards and caught her in the 
leg just below the knee and she fell backwards with a suppressed squeal of 


pain. Alith grabbed her under the arms and hauled her to the others. A quick 
glance showed that the wound was not deep. 


‘Bind it,’ he said, looking at Saphistia. He heard the sound of tearing cloth 
as he turned back to the windows. 


The fire-arrows had not done much damage to the seasoned wood of the 
lodge, but smoked fitfully where they had hit. Alith glanced towards the 
back of the lodge and saw a raven-cloaked figure moving closer to the 
stable. 


Alith leapt through the broken window with a crash, snatching his sword 
free. The raven herald straightened in surprise as Alith dashed across the 
ground between them. The druchii tossed aside a bow and a gloved hand 
pulled free a slender blade as Alith reached his foe. 


Alith swung back-handed towards the raven herald’s head. His enemy 
ducked and Alith almost lost his footing, stepping to his right to regain 
balance. The herald lunged, raven-feather hood falling back, revealing a 
cruelly beautiful face. Alith was almost caught by the thrust, momentarily 
stunned by the maiden’s appearance. 


He raised his sword to parry another blow, stepping backwards again until 
he sensed the stable wall at his back. Dodging to the left, he avoided the 
next attack, the herald’s sword carving a furrow in the white planks. 


Alith spun away from the next thrust, bringing his sword swinging up. The 
blade cut into his foe’s arm, under the shoulder, and blood sprayed in the 
starlight. The raven herald gasped, lurching away, and Alith swiftly 
followed, driving the point of his sword into her back. She twisted as she 
fell, blood dribbling from her lips and running down her pale chin. Her eyes 
were filled with hate. 


A shout from Elthyrior brought Alith back to the window to see flames 
flickering along the eastern wall, lapping at the window. The fire was taking 
hold and smoke was quickly filling the chamber despite the broken 
windows. Lirian was sobbing in the nook beside the fire, bent protectively 
over her son. 


A flash of panic crossed Elthyrior’s face as he realised the peril of their 
situation. If they stayed inside the smoke would choke them, if they left 
they would be easy prey for the raven heralds’ bows. 
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‘Out the back,’ snapped Alith, gesturing to Saphistia. He took Durinithill as 
she clambered through the window and then handed back Yeasir’s son, 
gesturing for Lirian to follow. 


‘Wait!’ said Elthyrior. He pointed towards the southern windows. ‘Listen!’ 


Alith froze, his breathing still. He could hear nothing for a moment, but 
then his keen ears detected something at odds with the sounds of the forest. 
It was a tremor, distant but powerful. Dashing to the side of the lodge he 
saw white shapes moving quickly through the woods. 


Riders! 


From the south and east the Ellyrian reavers came, upon pearl-white steeds, 
dashing amongst the trees with reckless speed. There were dozens of them, 
galloping between the boles, bows in hand. The raven heralds turned in 
shock as the Ellyrians thundered across the clearing and streamed up either 
side of the path. One of the heralds loosed arrows as they approached, 
felling three knights before the shafts of the other Ellyrians found him, 
hurling him into the bushes with four arrows in his chest. The surviving 
raven heralds fled, disappearing into the shadows between the shafts of 
starlight, skimming from trunk to trunk before vanishing completely. 


The riders of Ellyrion quickly encircled the lodge and Alith was struck by 
the memory of his first encounter with these headstrong folk, so many years 
ago. He searched their stern faces but recognised none. Climbing back into 
the lodge, Alith helped Elthyrior pull the table from the door and the two of 
them stepped out, dropping their swords to the ground. 


‘Once again it seems I owe my life to the proud knights of Ellyrion,’ said 
Alith, forcing a smile. 


The knights’ captain, his silver breastplate chased with sapphires in the 
form of a rearing horse, urged his steed forwards. He stowed his bow and 
brought forth a long spear whose tip flickered with magical energy. 


‘Do not be so glad to see me,’ he said fiercely. ‘In Ellyrion, spies and horse 
thieves are punished with death.’ 


Fifteen 
The Clarion Sounds 


Though their hands were not bound, Alith was in no doubt that he and the 
others were prisoners of the Ellyrians. They had ridden south with an escort 
of a hundred knights, who constantly darted suspicious glances at the 
Naggarothi. Anataris and Durinithill had been taken away, despite the 
wailed protestations of their mothers. Though it was a callous act, Alith 
knew he would have done the same. 


Five days after their capture, the Ellyrians brought them to Tor Elyr. To the 
east the Inner Sea sparkled in the afternoon sun, waves crashing upon a 
steep pebble shore. Two glittering rivers wound towards the coast from the 
north and west, converging on the capital of Ellyrion. 


The city was unlike anything Alith had ever seen. Built upon the confluence 
of the rivers and the sea, Tor Elyr was a series of immense islands. These 
isles were linked by bridges, graceful arches covered with turf so that it 
seemed as if the meadows rose up of their own accord and spanned the 
water. 


The towers of the Ellyrians were like ivory stalagmites, open at the base, 
soaring high upon circles of carved columns above spiralling stairs. Not a 
paved path or road could be seen, all was grassland, even under the 
platforms of the towers. 


White horses roamed freely within and without, gathering in herds to crop 
the lush grass, trotting over the bridges alongside their elven companions. 
White ships with figureheads of horses with golden harnesses bobbed on 
the water, their huge triangular sails reflecting the sun. It was as different 
from bleak Nagarythe as the summer is from winter. All was warmth and 
openness, even the skies were cloudless, their deep blue mirrored in the 
waters of the Inner Sea. 


There were many looks at the group as their captors led them through the 
wide, winding avenues of Tor Elyr, crossing from island to island. There 
was a babble of talk as they passed and the Ellyrians were not restrained in 
voicing their disapproval as insults and curses followed Alith. 


They came to the great palace, alone upon an isle at the mouth of the rivers, 
larger than the manse of Elanardris, though not nearly so grand as the 


citadel of Tor Anroc. The palace was shaped as an amphitheatre, a huge 
enclosed field surrounded by an arch-broken wall and six towers built upon 
hundreds of slender pillars. At the centre of the arena rose a stepped hill, 
runes of white carved into the turf, a circular stage of dark wood and silver 
at its summit. 


About this circle stood tall banner poles, each hanging a standard from one 
of the great houses of Ellyrian. Blue and white and gold fluttered in the 
gentle breeze, topped with streaming tails of horsehair. At their centre were 
two thrones, their backs carved in the likeness of rearing horses that 
appeared to be dancing with each other. Ellyrian nobles were gathered upon 
the stage and hillside, some on foot, some upon the backs of haughtily 
stepping steeds. All turned to look at the new arrivals, their expressions 
unwelcoming. 


The rightmost throne was empty save for a silver crown upon its seat. On 
the other sat Princess Athielle, and the sight of her stirred within Alith 
feelings he had thought gone forever. Her hair reached to her waist, spilling 
across her shoulders and chest in lustrous golden curls, braided in places 
with ruby-studded bands. She wore an elegant sleeveless gown of light 
blue, garlanded with dark red roses and embroidered with golden thread and 
more red gems. There was also a golden hue upon her skin, glowing in the 
sunlight. 


The princess’s eyes were a Startlingly deep green flecked with brown, 
beneath a brow furrowed with anger. Lips pursed, Athielle regarded Alith 
and the others with a smouldering ire that did nothing to abolish Alith’s 
admiration; if anything her intemperate expression only served to display a 
fiery disposition that attracted him more. 


‘Dismount,’ commanded Anathirir, the captain who had taken them 
prisoner. 


Alith duly slipped from the back of his horse and immediately stepped 
towards the thrones. Knights closed in swiftly, placing themselves between 
Alith and their co-ruler, their speartips directed towards him. There could be 
no danger, for Alith and Elthyrior had no weapons. 


‘Bring them,’ said Athielle. ‘Let me see them.’ 
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The knights parted and, urged on by the presence of the riders, the group 
walked towards the princess. She stood as they stopped a few paces short, 
and strode from her throne. Taller than Alith, arms folded across her chest, 
Athielle walked back and forth in front of them, her eyes taking in every 
detail. 


Alith bowed briefly and opened his mouth to speak but Athielle recognised 
his intent. 


‘Say nothing!’ she snapped, a finger raised to silence him. ‘You will speak 
only to answer my questions.’ 


Alith nodded in assent. 
“Who here is your leader?’ 


The captives exchanged glances, and the eyes of the others eventually fell 
upon Alith. 


‘I speak for all of us, Lady Athielle,’ he said. ‘My name is—’ 


‘Have I asked your name?’ Athielle interrupted. ‘Is it true that you took 
from our herds by the ford of Thiria Elor?’ 


Alith darted a glance at the others before answering. 

‘We took horses, it is true,’ he said. ‘We were—’ 

‘Did you have permission to take these horses?’ Athielle continued. 
‘Well, no, we needed—’ 

‘So you admit to being horse thieves?’ 

Alith stuttered for a moment, frustrated by the princess’s interrogation. 


‘T’ll take your silence as agreement,’ said Athielle. ‘In these times, save for 
the slaying of another elf there is no greater crime in Ellyrion. Even now 
my brother fights to free our lands from the Naggarothi menace, and we 
find you in our borders. You came across the mountains to spy for Morathi, 
did you not?’ 


‘No!’ said Heileth. ‘We were fleeing Nagarythe.’ 


‘But you are Naggarothi?’ Athielle turned her full intent upon Heileth, who 
shrank back from her wrath. 
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‘I am not,’ said Lirian. She cast a plaintive glance back towards the knights. 
‘Please, princess, they have taken my son.’ 


‘And how many sons and daughters of Ellyrion have been taken by this 
Naggarothi war?’ Athielle retorted. ‘What is one child amongst so much 
destruction?’ 


‘He is the heir of Bel Shanaar,’ said Alith, drawing gasps from the Ellyrian 
nobles. Athielle turned her glare back upon him, her expression doubtful. 
Then she laughed, without humour. 


‘The heir of Tiranoc? Out of the wilderness with a ragged party of 
Naggarothi? You expect me to believe that?’ 


‘Highness, look at me,’ said Lirian, her voice growing in insistence. ‘I am 
Lirian, widow of Elodhir. We have met before, at Bel Shanaar’s court, when 
Malekith first returned. I was not so unkempt then as I am now, and my hair 
was almost as long as yours.’ 


Athielle cocked her head to one side as she studied the Tiranocii princess. 
Her eyes widened with recognition. 


‘Lirian?’ she whispered, covering her mouth in horror. Athielle skipped 
forwards and threw her arms around Lirian, almost crushing her with the 
intensity of her embrace. ‘Oh, my poor child, I am so sorry! What has 
become of you?’ 


The princess of Ellyrion stepped back. 


‘Bring the children here,’ she snapped, her sudden anger focussed upon 
Anathirir. Shame-faced, the captain hurriedly gestured to his knights and 
within moments two rode forwards and handed the babes back to their 
mothers. 


‘And who are you to have delivered this gift to us?’ Athielle said, looking at 
Alith. 


‘I am Alith,’ he said solemnly. ‘Last lord of House Anar.’ 
‘Alith Anar? Son of Eothlir?’ 


Alith merely nodded. To his surprise, Athielle then hugged him tight as 
well, squeezing the breath from his body. 
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“You fought beside Aneltain,’ Athielle whispered. ‘I have so longed to meet 
a lord of the Anars to thank them for their aid.’ 


Alith’s hands hovered close to Athielle’s back, unsure whether he should 
return the embrace. Before he had decided, she broke away, a tear in her 
eye. 


‘I am so sorry,’ she said, addressing all of them. ‘Such wickedness as 
Morathi has unleashed has spawned a darkness in all of us! Please forgive 
my suspicions.’ 


Alith almost laughed at the transformation in the princess. Faced with such 
earnest contrition, there was little else he could do. 


The hostility with which the group had been greeted was matched by the 
Ellyrians’ hospitality once Athielle had given her blessing. Spacious 
chambers were given over to them in the palace, and Alith found himself 
attended by several servants. He found their constant presence a distraction 
and despatched them on pointless errands so that he could be by himself. 
His quest for solitude was waylaid by an invitation from the princess to 
attend a feast that night. 


Alith was conflicted as his servants led him out into the great arena. Deep 
within, he longed to leave Tor Elyr having discharged his duty to Lirian and 
the others. The memories of razed Elanardris haunted his thoughts and he 
nurtured this bleak remembrance, drawing resolution from his bitterness. 
Yet the thought of spending more time with Athielle, of forgetting the woes 
that had burdened him, teased him. This desire made him feel weak and 
selfish, so it was in a sour mood that he stalked from the palace to join his 
hosts. 


The meadow-hall had been filled with long tables and hundreds of lanterns 
glowed with a rainbow of colours, dappling the ground with green and 
yellow and blue. Ellyrian knights and nobles strolled along the tables, 
sampling the many drinks and delicacies on offer. Their chatter was light 
and drifted out into the evening sky, and there was much laughter. Alith cast 
his gaze across the crowd, seeking a familiar face, but saw nothing of 
Elthyrior, Saphistia or the others. Athielle had not yet arrived. 
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A few of the Ellyrians tried to engage him in conversation, wandering over 
in small groups to meet their strange guest. His civil yet curt replies soon 
rebuffed their attempts at friendship, and the sympathetic looks of the 
departing nobles did nothing to ease the residual anger he felt. To Alith, it 
seemed impossible that such a banquet could be held while elves fought and 
died not so very far away, the future of Ulthuan hanging in the balance. It 
was such a far cry from what he had left in Nagarythe that he was taken by 
the urge to leave immediately. He wanted no part of this false display of 
gaiety and wellbeing. 


As he resolved to depart, Athielle made her entrance. Flanked by a 
bodyguard of knights, she rode into the arena upon a high-stepping white 
stallion, her long tresses flowing behind her like a cloak. Diamonds 
glittered in the harness of her steed and flashed like stars from the threads 
of her blue gown. 


The crowd parted before the princess and she rode quickly up to her throne 
while her knights wheeled away, picking their way easily through the 
mingling elves. Athielle dismounted with a flourish and sent her horse 
running with a whispered word. Servants were on hand with platters of food 
and goblets of wine, but she ignored them, casting her gaze across her 
assembled subjects. Her eyes stopped when they fell upon Alith, who was 
stood away to her left, far from the rest of the elves. 


Athielle beckoned him to approach. Taking a deep breath, Alith strode up 
the throne hill, ignoring the looks directed at him from the other Ellyrians. 
His eyes were fixed upon Athielle, as hers were upon him. The princess 
smiled as Alith reached the stage and extended a hand in greeting. Alith 
took her hand in his, bowed and kissed her slender fingers. 


‘It is my pleasure to see you again, princess,’ said Alith. To his surprise he 
realised that he meant these words, all his misgivings having been dispelled 
by her warm smile. 


‘And it is an honour for me, prince,’ Athielle replied. She turned and 
whispered something to one of her retainers who slipped away. 


‘I hope that you are finding your stay in Tor Elyr more comfortable than 
your journey here,’ she said, gracefully withdrawing her hand before sitting 
upon her throne. 
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Alith hesitated before replying, not wishing to be dishonest but cautious not 
to voice his misgivings. 


‘The hospitality of your city and people are a great credit to Ellyrion,’ he 
said. 


Servants returned carrying high-backed chairs, which they arranged around 
the throne. As Athielle waved for Alith to be seated, she looked away with 
a broad smile. 


“You need not suffer my company alone, Alith,’ she said. 


Before Alith could dispute that such an encounter was anything but 
pleasant, Athielle pointed past him. Alith turned to see Lirian, Heileth and 
Saphistia walking up the hill, clad in flamboyant dresses of silk and jewels. 
There was no sign of the children, or Elthyrior. Alith’s companions seated 
themselves around him, looking comfortable in their finery, pleased with 
the attention being heaped upon them. 


‘Our vagabond maidens have been restored to their glory,’ said Athielle. 
‘Like fine steeds that need to be well-groomed after a long ride through 
briar and wood.’ 


Alith murmured his agreement, for his companions looked every part the 
nobles that they truly were. Still, there was something stiff about the beauty 
of Lirian, like a finely rendered statue, which reminded Alith too much of 
Ashniel. Heileth and Saphistia were more familiar, being Naggarothi, but 
even they had taken on an otherworldly air with the pampering of their 
attendants. Alith returned his gaze to Athielle, admiring all the more her 
natural beauty. Though her appearance was as meticulously designed and 
styled as the others, Alith saw a light within her, a glow of life that couldn’t 
be swathed by all the gems and cloth in Ulthuan. 


Alith tried to dismiss these thoughts but Athielle leaned forwards towards 
him, her scent enveloping him. It was the perfume of Ellyrion itself: of 
fresh sea air and grass, of open skies and rolling meadows. 


“You seem uncomfortable, Alith,’ said the princess. ‘You are not at ease.’ 


‘I am perplexed,’ said Alith. ‘If you will pardon the question, I must ask 
how it is possible that so many Ellyrians can be brought here, while the 
Naggarothi wage war upon all of Ulthuan?’ 


A scowl marred Athielle’s perfect features and Alith felt a stab of regret at 
his words. 


“You come to us in a brief moment of respite. Even now my brother fights 
in the north, defending these lands.’ Her tone and expression relented as she 
continued. ‘Is it wrong to enjoy these fleeting moments of peace? If we do 
not treasure our lives as they can be without war, what is it that we fight 
for? Perhaps it is a failing of the Naggarothi that they could find no 
contentment within themselves, that only in action and not quiet do they 
measure the success of their lives.’ 


Athielle’s words stung Alith and he looked down, shamed. He had no right 
to bring his own darkness here, to taint the light of the festivities of others, 
but for all his misgivings, a part of his soul protested against acquiescence. 
This was an illusion, a fake revelry that tried to defy the blights of Ulthuan, 
hollow and meaningless. 


Alith curbed his tongue, wishing to cause no further offence. Athielle was 
speaking to the others, but her questions and their replies were faint in 
Alith’s ears. Only after some time did he look up, stirred by movement. 
Lirian, Saphistia and Heileth were leaving the throne-stage. Alith stood and 
mumbled a few parting words, and then he was alone with Athielle and her 
court. 


‘I see that my attempts to lighten your mood have been for naught,’ said 
Athielle. ‘Please, sit, and we will talk of matters that are perhaps of more 
concern to you.’ 


‘Forgive my mood, princess, I am not ungrateful for your kindness,’ Alith 
said, taking his seat again. ‘I have suffered more than any from this war and 
it is not in me to put aside my woe. I would have it that every day could be 
spent as this one, but wishing it will not make it so.’ 


‘I will not deceive you, Alith,’ said the Ellyrian ruler, her mood serious. 
‘The war has not gone well of late. King Caledor’s gains of the summer 
have been reversed and we expect the Naggarothi to march again for Tor 
Elyr before the end of the season. I do not know if we can hold them this 
time, for they seem reckless in their hatred and determination to crush all 
opposition.’ 
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‘There is no alternative but to fight,’ Alith replied. ‘I have seen the horror 
of Morathi’s rule, the wickedness of her followers. It is better to fight and 
die than submit to such barbarous slavery.’ 


‘And how will you continue to fight, Alith?’ asked Athielle. ‘You are a 
prince without a realm, a leader without an army.’ 


Alith said nothing, for he had no answer to the question. He knew not how 
he would fight, only that he must. He refused to entertain the hopelessness 
that churned within him; refused to consider any thought of surrender. The 
blood in his veins burned, his heart set to racing at the merest contemplation 
of the druchii and the wrongs they had heaped upon him. 


He looked up at Athielle and she shrank back from his piercing stare. 


‘I do not know how I will fight,’ Alith said. ‘I do not know if any will fight 
with me. While I still draw breath, I will not suffer a single druchii to live. 
This is all that is left of me.’ 


The seasons passed differently in Ellyrion, the weather far milder than in 
Nagarythe, and Alith became unsure how long he had spent in Tor Elyr. The 
passing days melded into an interminable limbo, and Alith felt the same 
frustrations that had beset him in Tor Anroc. He had no plan, no course of 
action to follow, only the burning desire to do something. 


He spent little time with the others he had arrived with; Elthyrior had 
disappeared soon after their coming, and the rest were quickly adjusting to 
court life in their new home. Alith found the Ellyrians intolerable company, 
even more garrulous and overly friendly than the serving folk of Tor Anroc. 
The wide meadows surrounding the city had none of the bleak charm of 
Elanardris, the sun-drenched fields only serving to throw his own cold 
feelings into stark contrast. The Inner Sea held no appeal for Alith either, 
nothing more than a means to travel further east, away from Nagarythe. 


So it was that he spent much of his time alone, brooding on his fate. The 
Ellyrians soon came to shun his company, and he encouraged this. He even 
turned down requests from Athielle to join her, driven by a self-torturous 
need to deny himself any form of pleasure. Alith came to hate and love his 
own suffering, taking comfort from his bitter thoughts, confirming his own 
dark suspicions about his fellow elves. 
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When even the clement weather within the Annulii began to grow colder, 
Prince Finudel returned from his campaign. Alith joined the Ellyrian court 
to welcome the prince, and was introduced by Athielle that evening. The 
three of them met alone in the prince’s chambers, high within one of the 
palace’s towers. Alith again related the circumstances surrounding his exile 
from Nagarythe. 


‘All that I desire is to strike back at those who have destroyed my family 
and my lands,’ Alith concluded. 


“You wish to fight?’ said Finudel. The likeness between him and his older 
sister was remarkable, though Finudel was even more animated and prone 
to changes of mood. The prince paced to and fro across the circular room, 
his hands in constant motion, seeking activity. 


‘IT do,’ said Alith. 


“Then you will soon have the opportunity,’ replied Finudel. “You were not 
the only Naggarothi to have crossed the mountains. They joined with us as 
we pursued an army of cultists. Many spoke highly of you, Alith, and they 
will be heartened to hear that you are alive.’ 


‘IT am glad that others have evaded the clutches of Kheranion and his army,’ 
said Alith. ‘How many have made the crossing?’ 


‘A few thousand in all,’ said Finudel. ‘They are camped to the west with 
my army. It would do me a great service if you would lead them into battle 
beside me.’ 


‘Nothing would give me more satisfaction,’ said Alith. ‘Against whom are 
we to fight?’ 


“The druchii have retaken the Pass of the Eagle, its eastern reaches no more 
than three days from here,’ Finudel said. ‘I ride out again tomorrow.’ 


‘And I ride out as well,’ said Athielle. ‘We cannot allow our foes to 
approach Tor Elyr. As you see, our city has no walls to defend, no keeps to 
hold the druchii at bay. We must meet them in open battle, and must do so 
with all of our strength.’ 
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“We must deal with this threat,’ added Finudel. ‘In the north, there are still 
those who were once our subjects who have been swayed by Morathi. They 
are a blight within Ellyrion but they cannot be swept away whilst the threat 
from the west remains.’ 


‘T will fight for Ellyrion as if they were my own lands,’ said Alith. ‘The 
druchii will pay a bloody price for their treachery.’ 
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Sixteen 
Blood on the Plains 


Cheers greeted Alith’s arrival at the Naggarothi camp, but the enthusiasm of 
his followers was soon quelled by his dour expression. Amongst those that 
thronged towards him from the tents, Alith recognised many faces. The 
former Shadows Anraneir and Khillrallion were there, with Tharion, 
Anadriel and several others who had fought at Dark Fen. All seemed 
pleased to see him, but there was a drawn, haunted look about their faces. 


‘We feared for you, lord, when you disappeared from Elanardris,’ said 
Anraneir. ‘We thought you dead, or worse.’ 


“You were not wrong,’ replied Alith. ‘Though I am not dead in body, I 
suffer all the more for it.’ 


Some of the captains exchanged worried glances at this, but remained 
silent. 


“What are your orders, prince?’ asked Tharion. 


It struck Alith as strange that one of his father’s closest friends, who had 
fought beside Eothlir in the colonies, would look to him for leadership. 
Alith considered the question for some time. 


‘Fight until your last breath, and with that last breath spit out your hatred of 
the druchii.’ 


The army moved westwards towards the Pass of the Eagle, a force of 
several hundred knights riding ahead of the host to spy the position of the 
enemy. The Naggarothi marched alongside the Ellyrian spearmen and 
archers, and Alith walked with them, choosing to accompany his warriors 
on foot rather than ride with Finudel and Athielle. 


Two days from the pass, scouts returned with word of the druchii army. 
Messengers asked Alith to attend the Ellyrian prince and princess so that 
they might devise a strategy. They met just after midday, as the army took a 
break from its march along the southern bank of the Irlana River. Beneath a 
pavilion roof of blue and gold, the commanders sought the counsel of each 
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other whilst they refreshed themselves with water from the river and fruits 
brought from orchards further south. 


“We are outnumbered, that is for certain,’ they were told by Prince Aneltain, 
who had met Alith whilst returning from the ill-fated expedition to Ealith 
more than twenty-five years earlier. It was Aneltain’s warriors that formed 
the vanguard and the prince had troubling news. ‘Forty thousand infantry at 
least, and some ten thousand knights. Few are cultists, most are soldiers 
trained in Anlec.’ 


“That is nearly ten thousand more warriors than we have mustered,’ said 
Athielle. She paused to take a bite from a red apple, her expression pensive. 


‘Tt is, but we have the greater number of cavalry,’ said Finudel. ‘We have 
twice as many riders.’ 


‘These are knights of Anlec, not reavers,’ said Alith. ‘You cannot count 
their strength by numbers alone.’ 


‘And the reavers of Ellyrion carry bows,’ countered Finudel. ‘And ride 
swifter steeds. The druchii knights can chase us for a year and a day and 
they will never catch us.’ 


‘They do not need to chase us, brother,’ said Athielle, finishing the apple, 
tossing the core towards her horse, Silvermane. ‘The enemy know that we 
must stand at some time, to protect Tor Elyr.’ 


‘Why?’ asked Alith. The other elves directed surprised looks towards him. 
“Why do you need to protect Tor Elyr?’ 


‘Fifty thousand of our subjects live in the city,’ said Finudel, a touch of 
anger in his voice. ‘We could not abandon them to the cruel intent of the 
druchii.’ 


‘Evacuate them,’ said Alith. “By land and ship, have your people leave the 
city. It is only stone and wood, after all. Why hang such a weight about 
your necks when you have such a swift army?’ 


‘It matters not,’ said Athielle. ‘Though many of us can ride away from the 
druchii, even in Ellyrion there are not enough horses for every elf. Half our 
force is on foot.’ 
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‘Have them hide in Athelian Toryr, where the enemy will not happily 
follow.’ 


‘Hide?’ spat Finudel. ‘You would have us allow the druchii to ravage our 
lands at will, leaving us destitute and homeless.’ 


‘Better that than make food for the crows,’ Alith replied. ‘While you live 
you can fight.’ 


“We will not run like cowards,’ said Athielle. ‘Too many have done so and 
paid the price later. The Naggarothi only grow stronger the longer we delay 
confrontation.’ 


Alith shrugged. 


‘Then we will fight them,’ he said. ‘It would be wise to attack while they 
are still in the pass, where their numbers will count against them. Ambush 
them from the slopes, lure them onto your blades and surround them.’ 


‘A rock-strewn valley is no place for cavalry,’ said Aneltain. “We would 
surrender the advantages that we possess.’ 


‘We will meet them upon the open field, and fight as Ellyrians,’ said 
Finudel. 


‘It is clear you have already set your minds on one course,’ growled Alith. 
‘No argument I can make will convince you of the error of your actions. If 
you do not wish to hear my counsel, why did you ask me here?’ 


‘And who are you to tell us better?’ said Finudel. ‘A dispossessed prince; a 
wanderer with nothing but hate.’ 


‘If you would suffer the same fate as I, then do as you say,’ snarled Alith. 
‘Ride out in glory, with your banners streaming and your horns ringing. You 
think that because you have defeated the druchii before that you will have 
victory today? They do not fight on your terms, and they will win. Unless 
you crush them, kill every one of them, they will not relent. Morathi drives 
them on, and their commanders fear her far more than they fear your 
knights and spears. Have you mages to match their sorcery? If you win and 
they flee, have it in you to chase them down, slay them as they run? Is it in 
your noble hearts to butcher and kill, so that they will not return?’ 
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‘Darkness cannot be defeated by further darkness,’ said Athielle. ‘Did you 
not hear what I told you in Tor Elyr? It is because the druchii despise peace, 
loathe life, that they must be defeated. If we become the same, we have lost 
that which we fight for.’ 


‘Fools!’ said Alith. ‘I will have no part of this folly. The true Naggarothi 
have already paid the price for thinking that they can stand face-to-face 
against the might of Anlec. The corpses of my mother and father are 
testament to that course of action.’ 


Alith stormed from the pavilion, scattering the Ellyrians in his path. He 
strode through the camp, heedless of the shouts that followed him. Despair 
vied with rage inside him: despair that the Ellyrians would die; rage that the 
druchii would gain an important victory. 


His captains met Alith as he entered the Naggarothi camp. They 
immediately sensed his foul mood and followed in silence as he cut 
between the assembled regiments towards his tent. A glare from Alith 
halted them at the door as he ducked inside. 


Alith sat listening to the musicians of the Ellyrians calling them to the 
march. The ground trembled beneath the tread of horses and elves as 
Finudel and Athielle mustered their army. Let them march to their pointless 
deaths, he told himself. 


It was Khillrallion who dared his foul temper, standing calmly upon the 
threshold of the pavilion, hands behind his back. 


“The Ellyrians have broken camp, prince,’ he said quietly. 
Alith did not reply. 

‘Should we make ready to march as well?’ 

Alith looked up at Khillrallion. 


“We will follow behind,’ he said. ‘If they call for our aid, I will not deny 
them.’ 


Khillrallion nodded and withdrew, leaving Alith with his tumultuous 
thoughts. 
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Finudel and Athielle chose to make their stand upon the meadows of 
Nairain Elyr, less than a day’s march from the mouth of Eagle Pass, where 
the Irlana flows from the mountains and loops widely to the north before 
continuing east towards the Inner Sea. The Ellyrians put their infantry upon 
the right, with their flank protected by the river, while their cavalry they 
kept to the left, giving them the freedom of the wide fields to the south. 
Alith encamped his small army, four thousand in all, even further to the 
south. Here he stayed within his tent, and dismissed all visits from his 
lieutenants. 


The following dawn Alith was roused from his sleep by Tharion. 
‘One of the Ellyrians wishes to see you,’ said the captain. 


Alith nodded and signalled for the messenger to be brought to the pavilion. 
A few moments later Tharion entered with Aneltain in tow. Alith nodded in 
greeting but did not rise from his cot. 


“The druchii have been spied by our scouts,’ said the Ellyrian. ‘They will be 
upon us before noon.’ 


‘And you still intend to meet them in open battle?’ asked Alith. 
“There is no other choice,’ replied Aneltain. 


‘Send your infantry across the river, and take your riders to the east,’ said 
Alith, his tone off-hand. ‘That is one alternative to throwing your lives 
away in this pointless gesture.’ 


“You know that we will not retreat,’ said Aneltain. He took a step forwards, 
his expression imploring. ‘Fight with us and we can win.’ 


‘Four thousand spears and bows will not win this battle,’ said Alith. ‘Even 
Naggarothi spears and bows.’ 


“Then at least promise that you will hold this position,’ said Aneltain. ‘At 
least give Finudel and Athielle your assurance that you will defend the 
southern flank.’ 


Alith looked at Aneltain with a frown, sensing the accusation implicit in the 
request. 


‘I swore to defend Ellyrion as if these were my own lands,’ Alith said 
sharply. ‘I do not make such oaths lightly. Though I do not agree on this 
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course of action, I will not abandon my allies.’ 
Aneltain’s relief was palpable as he bowed in thanks. 


‘I remember a time when it was I that came to the aid of the Anars,’ he said. 
‘I am glad that I was not wrong to do so.’ 


Alith pushed himself from his bed and strode up to Aneltain, staring him in 
the eye. 


‘Perhaps you think that I owe you this favour?’ snarled Alith. ‘You think 
that I feel some debt?’ 


Aneltain stepped back, aghast at Alith’s aggression. His expression of 
gratitude became one of anger. 


‘If you do not feel the debt, then I will not claim it,’ Aneltain said fiercely. 
‘If it does not matter to you that brave Ellyrians died restoring Malekith to 
his throne, and Chracians and Yvressians as well, then perhaps you should 
consider who it is that you wish to fight for.’ 


‘I do not fight for anyone!’ roared Alith, forcing Aneltain to retreat quickly 
to the tent’s opening. ‘I fight against the druchii!’ 


With a venomous glare, Aneltain left, shouting for his horse to be brought 
to him. Tharion directed a sharp glance at his prince. 


“Would you have us left with no allies?’ said the veteran captain. 


‘No allies would be better than poor allies,’ Alith replied, slumping back 
onto his bed. “They talk of honour and glory, as if that counted for anything. 
They do not understand the manner of foe they fight, even though they have 
looked it in the face a dozen times. Fear is all the druchii understand, and 
fear is a power we can wield as well if we choose. Morathi and her 
commanders do not fear the cavalry charge or the volley of arrows. No, it is 
the darkness they have unleashed, it causes them to pause for thought, 
wakes them in the cold hours before dawn. They look over their own 
shoulders, dreading to see who wields the knife for them. Fear binds them 
more than loyalty, and with fear we will break them apart.’ 


Tharion considered this for a moment, doubts scribed upon his brow. 


“What is it that you fear, Alith?’ 


‘Nothing,’ he said. ‘There is no pain that can be visited upon me that I have 
not already felt. There is no torment I can suffer that my memories do not 
inflict upon me every day. I have nothing left to be taken away, save this 
existence that hurts me with every breath. I do not seek death, but I have no 
fear of being sent to Mirai. There I will find my family again, and take 
vengeance upon those that killed them. Beyond even death my hatred will 
continue.’ 


Tharion shuddered and turned away, terrified by the look in Alith’s eye. 


Alith stood at the edge of the Naggarothi camp, looking out over the two 
armies as the druchii advanced. In long lines of silver, white and blue, the 
Ellyrians stood their ground against the encroaching black host. White 
steeds stamped and whinnied, sharing the excitement of their riders. A 
hundred banners streamed from silver poles, and golden horns were lifted to 
lips to let forth peals of defiance. 


The reaver knights were split into two forces, one led by Finudel, the other 
by Athielle. The princess sat upon Silvermane at the head of the closest 
division, her long hair flying free in the wind, her slender form encased in 
silver armour studded with sapphires. In her hand she held aloft a white 
sword, the winterblade Amreir, and upon her left arm hung a shield in the 
shape of a horse’s head, its mane a flowing mass of golden thread. 


Finudel was no less impressive. He carried Cadrathi, the starblade lance 
forged by Caledor Dragontamer, whose head burned with a golden flame. In 
gold panoply sat the prince, a cloak of deep red flapping from his shoulders. 
His steed Snowhoof, sister to Athielle’s mount, was enveloped by a long 
caparison of gilded ithilmar, every scale of armour inscribed with a rune of 
protection. 


Studying the druchii, Alith saw that their standards also bore runes, of 
bloodthirsty gods and wicked goddesses. Many had painted or embossed 
symbols of cults upon their shields, twisted script that seethed with dark 
magic. In columns the Naggarothi advanced, black and silver snakes whose 
coming was heralded by the tramping of thousands of boots. 


The knights of Anlec turned to the south, to face the reavers. Harsh battle 
cries and shrill horns announced their challenge to Finudel and Athielle 
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while black and purple pennants snapped upon golden lances. Their steeds 
were black, with chamfrons of silvered armour decked with blades, flanks 
covered with shining links of mail. 


Sorcerers and sorceresses there were too, prowling amongst the regiments, 
their magic coiling and weaving around them. Dark clouds swathed the sky 
at their commands, flickering with lightning, thunder matching the crash of 
the army’s advance. The shadow of the storm swept over the plains, 
shrouding both armies in gloom. 


Glancing at the heavy skies, Alith saw a dark shape, enormous and winged. 
Despite his earlier words, for a moment he was gripped with fear as the 
dragon circled menacingly. His father’s bloodied face flashed in front of 
Alith, and his muscles twitched with the memory of the terror that had filled 
him. 


‘Kheranion,’ Alith snarled, allowing his anger to flood away all dread. 


Turning on his heel, Alith shouted for his captains. They came running from 
across the camp and waited breathlessly for their commander’s decree. 


“We attack,’ said Alith. ‘Sound the muster, gather your regiments. Today we 
will slay these druchii dogs and send a message back to Anlec. Bring me 
the head of Kheranion.’ 


There was no argument from the lieutenants, who hurried back to their 
companies, calling for musicians and banner bearers to signal the attack. 
Alith returned to his tent and took up bow and arrows, given to him by 
Khillrallion. 


‘Shadows, to me!’ he called upon returning outside. Soon he stood at the 
centre of a circle of black-swathed archers, bitter survivors of Dark Fen. 
“Today I lead the Shadows again. The enemy bring their own darkness, and 
that suits us well. Show no mercy. Every arrow brings death. Every sword 
thrust is vengeance. Every drop of blood is owed to us. We will be the 
nightmares once more, and the druchii will remember well why they fear 
the Shadows.’ 


In all, more than two hundred of the Shadows had survived the disaster at 
Dark Fen, and clad in their black cloaks they followed Alith westwards, 
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circling around the right flank of the druchii host. The rest of Alith’s army 
stood ready at the camp, with orders to engage the enemy if they came too 
close. Not until Alith returned from his foray were they to move forwards. 


It was the druchii that started the battle. They had brought with them 
repeater bolt throwers: war engines that hurled half-a-dozen spear-sized 
shafts with each salvo. The opening volley from ten of these machines 
screamed into the air above the advancing druchii and plunged down into 
the Ellyrian infantry. To Alith it was clear that Kheranion thought the reaver 
knights unable to match his columns and sought to destroy the spearmen 
and archers first and then drive away the cavalry with weight of numbers. 


Alith found it curious that the druchii prince remained in the skies, 
observing the unfolding battle from the back of his black dragon. At Dark 
Fen he had only become involved when it was obvious that the Naggarothi 
were losing. Perhaps he was a coward? Or perhaps there was some other 
reason Kheranion feared to commit to the fighting. 


As he pondered this, Alith signalled for the Shadows to halt. The long grass 
of Ellyrion reached above waist height and provided ample concealment for 
the scouts. The storm overhead continued to growl and rumble, growing in 
intensity, shrouding the meadows with a yellowing gloom close to twilight. 
In the darkness, the Shadows readied their bows and waited for Alith’s next 
command. 


As he looked at the druchii army, Alith was surprised to see that they had 
brought no hydras with them. He had no idea why they had left their 
monstrous war-beasts behind, but was pleased that such was the case, 
though it was small comfort when he remembered the dragon climbing and 
swooping through the storm clouds. 


The druchii halted their advance just out of the range of the Ellyrian bows 
as the repeater bolt throwers continued to unleash their deadly volleys. The 
closest of the war machines was about four hundred paces from the 
Shadows, its crew working quickly to replace an empty magazine. 


‘Split into fives, target the bolt throwers,’ Alith told the others. ‘I want the 
crews dead.’ 


In small groups, the Shadows broke away, flitting through the long grass 
towards their targets. Alith and his four companions headed directly for the 
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closest while the other Shadows fanned out around the rest of the battery. 
Companies of spearmen stood close to the war machines, guarding against 
any attempt by the Ellyrians to circumvent the main line, but their attention 
was focussed to the east not the south and the Shadows approached unseen. 


Alith stooped in a crouch about seventy paces from the repeater bolt 
thrower. He fitted an arrow to his bowstring, rising just enough to see his 
target. The bolt thrower was crewed by two druchii, protected by 
breastplates and helms but no heavier armour. Having removed the empty 
shaft box from the top of their engine, they were carrying a new magazine 
of bolts back to the war machine. 


‘Now,’ Alith said calmly, sighting upon the leftmost of the two druchii. 


With a gentle exhalation, Alith loosed his string and the black-fletched 
arrow whistled just above the tips of the grass, taking his target in the right 
shoulder. Another shaft hit him in the thigh, punching deep through the 
flesh and out the other side. The druchii dropped his burden, spinning to the 
ground while three arrows found their mark on his companion, one of them 
hitting him through the eyehole of his helmet’s mask. 


The only sound was the clatter of the magazine tumbling from their dead 
grip, easily lost in the wind. Alith dropped down and made his way to the 
war engine as quickly as possible, exchanging his bow for a long hunting 
knife. With occasional glances to check that he was unobserved, he reached 
the bolt thrower. 


Alith sawed at the rope coils that provided the tension for the war engine’s 
mechanism. His sharp blade quickly parted the cords twisted around one 
launching arm and the rope fell slack. It would take hours to restring the 
machine, but for good measure Alith used the tip of his knife to pry out the 
trigger mechanism from the main body of the machine. He levered out 
several springs from the delicate workings and tossed them into the grass. 


Satisfied with his work, Alith began to head back southwards, keeping a 
close eye on the nearby druchii regiments. 


As the other Shadows unleashed their attacks and more war machines were 
dismantled, the captains of the spear companies realised something was 
amiss. The rate of fire had fallen dramatically and officers turned back 
towards the bolt throwers to find out why. There were shouts of alarm as 


black shadows flitted between the engines. The captains’ commands ringing 
in their ears, the druchii warriors brought up their weapons, their eyes 
searching the grass for the mysterious archers. 


Alith made a long screech of a hawk, the signal for the Shadows to 
withdraw and rejoin him. He kept his eye on the closest regiment of druchii, 
who had begun to wheel in his direction, though they were several hundred 
paces away. Alith could not believe that the Shadows had been seen, but 
then amongst the front rank of armoured warriors he spied a slender, semi- 
naked figure. 


It was a sorceress, her long white hair flickering like the lightning in the 
clouds above, her pale flesh painted with runes of mystical power. She 
lifted a slender arm and pointed in Alith’s direction, turning to the captain 
marching beside her. 


Even as Alith saw motes of magic dancing from the sorceress’s fingertips 
he felt a strange pressure, a build-up of dark magic in the air around him. A 
moment later a crackling bolt of energy leapt from the druchii’s hand, 
exploding just to Alith’s left, hurling him sideways with the force of its 
detonation. 


Picking himself up, Alith saw a charred circle of grass, at its centre the 
distorted, broken body of Nermyrrin, her skin blackened, her eyes nothing 
more than dark holes from which two wisps of vapour coiled. More magical 
blasts leapt across the meadow as the sorceress advanced with her 
bodyguard, setting the grass alight and hurling smoking bodies into the air. 


‘Fall back!’ Alith called out, picking up the remains of Nermyrrin. She was 
strangely cold to the touch. ‘Bring the dead!’ 


One hundred druchii spearmen locked their shields as the Shadows covered 
their retreat with arrows. The sorceress stepped back into the press of 
bodies, shielding herself from harm as black shafts felled the warriors 
around her. 


Alith stowed his bow and hiked Nermyrrin’s body over his shoulder. 
Turning away from the druchii, he hurried back through the grass, sensing 
the presence of the other Shadows around him moving swiftly but stealthily 
across the meadow. A glance back showed that the spearmen had been 
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called to a halt, and mocking shouts followed the Shadows as they headed 
back to the Anar camp. 


The druchii’s contempt was ill-placed. Half of the druchii war machines 
could no longer fire and the crews of several more were dead. Without the 
weight of fire from their machines to pressurise the Ellyrians into an attack, 
the druchii were forced to continue their advance. Drums rolled once more 
and horns blared as the massive shape of Kheranion’s dragon swooped 
down over his army. The monstrous creature landed in the midst of the host 
for a moment, the druchii general atop its scaled back bellowing orders to 
his lieutenants. Alith had barely taken three breaths before the dragon 
sought the skies again, lifting itself higher and higher with powerful sweeps 
of its clawed wings. 


Alith noted this with interest, realising that Kheranion was taking great 
pains to spend as little time as possible on the ground. Clearly the strength 
of the dragon and its lance-wielding rider were on the attack, smashing into 
the foe at speed. For the moment, Alith could think of no way of grounding 
his enemy though, and so tumed his attention to other matters. 


Neither side wanted to commit themselves to the attack. The Naggarothi 
and Ellyrians closed within bow range of each other, exchanging clouds of 
arrows. The reavers led by Athielle darted forwards to loose volleys before 
wheeling away out of range of the repeater crossbows of their enemies. All 
the while the menacing knights of Anlec stayed in the reserve, waiting for 
the crucial moment to unleash their devastating charge. 


The druchii wizards conjured up storms of blades that slashed through the 
Ellyrians, and cast spells that wracked their enemies with bone-deep agony, 
searing their flesh and stripping away skin. There was little the Ellyrians 
could do to counter these spells, and they were suffering badly from the 
disadvantage. 


Alith called his Shadows to him again as they gathered on the edge of the 
camp. 


‘Hunt the sorcerers,’ he said. ‘Make every shot count. Attack and then fade 
north and we’ll regroup on the right of the Ellyrian infantry.’ 


The Shadows nodded their understanding and melted away into the 
greyness, Alith following. For some it would appear foolhardy, sneaking 
between two armies about to engage each other. Alith knew better. Across 
Nagarythe the Shadows had tormented and terrorised the druchii using the 
same tactics. Approach close and unseen, kill the enemy and then vanish. It 
made soldiers think they faced more foes than they actually did, and made 
commanders fear for their safety. The disruption would serve the Ellyrians 
well and Alith hoped that Finudel and Athielle were wise enough to take 
advantage when the time came. 


Alith approached the closest druchii at a crouch, sliding effortlessly 
amongst the grass blades, barely another ripple amongst the swaying caused 
by the storm winds. He was close enough to hear the chatter of the 
spearmen as they stood in their ranks waiting for the order to advance. 


‘These horse fondlers are no match for Naggarothi blades,’ one lieutenant 
said, drawing harsh laughter from her comrades. 


That the druchii still dared to call themselves Naggarothi bit at Alith’s 
temper. They had spurned all right to that claim when they had turned on 
Malekith, the heir of Aenarion, and cast him from Anlec. They were traitors 
—dark elves—and nothing more. Alith forced himself to relax, aware that 
the enemy were little more than two dozen paces away. With deliberate 
slowness, he drew up the hood of his cloak, whispering a few words to 
draw his hunter’s magic into its fibres. 


Alith felt the vaguest shimmer of energy tingle on his head and shoulders. 
To him nothing changed. To another, Alith would have disappeared; one 
moment a black-swathed figure, the next nothing more than bending grass 
stems. Thus concealed, Alith rose gently until he was standing at his full 
height. The front rank of the spearmen was directly ahead of him, so close 
he could have thrown an arrow at them. Their captain was a female druchii 
with red-dyed hair bound into plaits with bloody sinew, and a scar cut 
across her face from chin to right ear. Her eyes were a piercing ice-blue and 
Alith resisted the urge to flinch as that cold gaze was directed straight at 
him. The captain did not see him at all, her eyes staring just past his 
shoulder at the Ellyrians some distance beyond. 


Alith took his bow from the quiver on his shoulder and calmly set an arrow 
to the string. Pulling up his weapon, he sighted along the shaft, lining up the 


arrowhead with the captain’s throat. Alith enjoyed the tension as he pulled 
back his right arm. He revelled in the moment, the captain ignorant of her 
imminent death, the power he held to bring about that fate. A satisfied smile 
danced briefly on Alith’s lips as he watched the druchii tur at some 
comment from her standard bearer, grinning with teeth filed to sharp points. 


Without ceremony, Alith let go of the bowstring. The arrow hit its mark 
perfectly, spearing through the captain’s neck. Blood frothed from her 
mouth and sprayed from the wound as she collapsed, spattering the other 
druchii. Shouts of horror rippled through the dark elves and Alith savoured 
the uncertainty, the panic. Alith silently lowered himself back into the grass 
and slipped away. 


As he crept northwards he spared glances for the work of the other 
Shadows. Alith watched as company banners fell, sorceresses were pinned 
by shafts and lieutenants toppled to the ground with grievous wounds. Alith 
could feel the disconcertion spreading through the druchii ranks, but not all 
of the Shadows went unobserved. Alith also saw repeater crossbows 
scything through the long grass with their missiles, and companies of 
warriors dashing forwards with their spears to hunt down their ambushers. 


Though the attacks of the Shadows caused scattered confusion, the druchii 
pressed on, sweeping Alith’s warriors northwards before them. Thirty of his 
warriors did not join their leader, their bodies lost out on the field. The 
black host of Kheranion resolutely advanced into the teeth of the arrow- 
storm coming from the Ellyrians, forcing Finudel to order his infantry to 
withdraw towards the river. The reaver knights formed up to protect the 
retreat as Alith and his Shadows joined the move, stalking unseen alongside 
the Ellyrian regiments. 


Kheranion’s commanders split their force, sending a third of their infantry 
towards the retreating Ellyrians while the remaining spearmen and archers 
advanced on the reavers, the knights of Anlec ominously shadowing them. 
Finudel and Athielle ordered their riders south knowing that they could not 
contend with the enemy’s numbers directly. Alith was horrified to see the 
Ellyrians thus split, the druchii pushing forwards between the two wings of 
the infantry and cavalry. 


Hidden within the high grass on the bank of the Irlana, Alith realised he had 
made the same mistake. The rest of his army was still at the camp to the 
south, on the other side of the druchii host. Alith instinctively looked into 
the storm clouds, seeking Kheranion’s presence. He saw the dragon to the 
west, beating its wings slowly to keep station in the strong wind, drifting 
southwards above the reavers as the Ellyrians pulled back from the 
attacking army. 


Kheranion’s full plan was then revealed. The druchii infantry lengthened 
their lines, creating a barrier that kept the Ellyrian infantry penned in at the 
edge of the river. The black-armoured Anlec cavalry came forwards at last, 
winding columns of grim riders snaking between the companies of 
spearmen and repeater crossbowmen, their lances lowered. In their 
hundreds the knights gathered, sinister squadrons of black and silver, their 
faces hidden behind ornate visors. 


“There’s nowhere else to run,’ said Lierenduir, crouched close at hand to 
Alith’s left. “Those knights will sweep the Ellyrians into the water.’ 


‘At least that means the Ellyrians are forced to fight,’ replied Alith. ‘Better 
that they battle to the last elf than try to flee.’ 


‘What of us?’ 


Alith looked around, analysing the immediate vicinity. The river broadened 
to the west where the meadows were flat, opening out into a ford at least 
five hundred paces wide. On the far side the trees of Athelian Toryr 
stretched down almost to the northern bank, the depths of the forest hidden 
in shadow. Alith nodded towards the crossing. 


“When the charge comes, head for the ford,’ he said. ‘We’ll disappear into 
the woods if necessary.’ 


“What about the others at the camp?’ 


‘There is nothing we can do for them at the moment,’ said Alith. ‘We can 
try to draw some of the druchii across the river and into the trees, to buy the 
others time to head south and join with Caledor.’ 


Lierenduir looked pained at Alith’s fatalism but said nothing, turning his 
gaze back to the ranks of the Anlec knights. Ellyrians and Naggarothi 
waited in disturbing silence, each hoping for the other to show some 
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indication of their intent. With several of the druchii magic wielders slain 
by the Shadows, the storm above was abating, though thunder broke the 
quiet occasionally and flickers of lightning crawled across the thinning 
clouds. To the east, shafts of sunlight pierced the gloom, shining from the 
armour of the reavers. At this distance Athielle was nothing more than a 
golden gleam amongst the silver and Alith was suddenly concerned for the 
princess. Against the dark swathe of Nagarythe the army of Ellyrion 
seemed pitifully few. 


Alith thought back to the sweeping bridges and boulevards of Tor Elyr, the 
white towers that would be blackened and broken if the druchii were 
victorious. He cared nothing for the city itself, but the memory of his 
coming there, of meeting Athielle, lingered with him. Her refusal to allow 
the city to be sacked told Alith all he needed to know about Athielle, of her 
love for her people and her home. That thought brought more painful 
memories, of scorched Elanardris and Gerithon nailed upon the door to the 
manse. 


In his mind’s eye the two scenes overlapped, so that he saw the arena-hall 
of Tor Elyr, Finudel and Athielle dead upon their thrones, elves and steeds 
lying in bloodied heaps around them. Such was the fate they had dared by 
resisting the druchii, and Alith felt a stab of shame at his harsh words to 
them. They had chosen to risk all, not for glory or honour, but for survival. 
Athielle’s warning repeated over and over in his mind: 


‘It is because the druchii despise peace, loathe life, that they must be 
defeated. If we become the same, we have lost that which we fight for.’ 


Looking across the meadows of Ellyrion it was as if she said the words 
again, so clear was her voice to Alith. He fixed his gaze upon that distant 
shimmer of gold, dismissing the nightmare visions of destruction that 
haunted him. Then Alith turned his eyes upon the ranks of the druchii, the 
unending lines of black and purple, the wicked signs upon standards 
proclaiming their bearers’ unfettered depravity. 


‘Gods curse us all,’ he snarled, standing up fully. 


The other Shadows cast glances at their leader, brows creased with concern. 
With an almost lazy slowness, Alith nocked an arrow to his bow and 
sighted upon the Anlec knights. With a grim smile, he loosed the shaft. He 


followed its course as it looped over the meadow and struck a knight’s 
horse in the neck. The steed reared and then fell, crushing its rider beneath 
its dark bulk. 


As Alith fitted and loosed another shaft, the Shadows joined him, a ragged 
volley of arrows arcing towards the knights. Several more of the riders fell 
to the missiles, their black-armoured corpses tumbling from their saddles. 


Alith turned to Khillrallion. 
‘Give me your hunting horn,’ said Alith. 


Khillrallion pulled out a curled ram’s horn from his belt and ran through the 
grass to place it in Alith’s outstretched hand. Alith looked at the gold bands 
that coiled around the horn, seeing flickers of lightning reflected in the 
metal. 


Alith lifted the instrument to his lips and blew a note that rose in pitch and 
then swung into a long bass tone. Squadrons of knights were turning their 
horses towards the sound, their angry shouts heard even at this distance. 
Again and again Alith sounded the notes, the Anar call for attack. Tossing 
the horn back to Khillrallion, Alith knew not whether Tharion would hear 
the command, or how the captain would respond. All Alith was sure of was 
that today would not be the day he ran away to fight another day. 


Today Alith would stand and fight, and fall if necessary. 


Alith gave silent praise to Finudel, or perhaps Athielle, as he heard 
answering horn blows from the Ellyrian host. Spurred into action, the 
archers on the river bank lifted their weapons and unleashed a salvo against 
the druchii knights, a shower of white-feathered shafts glittering through the 
storm gloom. The Shadows added their own arrows to the attack. The 
spearmen raised their voices in a bold war cry and formed up for the 
advance. 


Ahead of them, the knights of Anlec were thrown into disarray. Alith could 
see their officers arguing, and judged that they debated whether to confront 
the threat of the infantry or turn their attention to the hated lord of the Anars 
that had taunted them. Indecision reigned for a while and the Ellyrian 
infantry closed in under the cover of a hail of arrows. 
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Some semblance of order was finally restored and three squadrons of 
knights wheeled towards Alith, six hundred riders in all. The rest of the 
cavalry urged their mounts, breaking into a run towards the advancing 
Ellyrians. 


Alith had no time to spare for the coming clash; the knights were bearing 
down fast upon the Shadows. 


‘Into the river!’ Alith cried, knowing that they would not outpace the riders 
in a race to the ford. 


Alith leaped from the high bank into the flowing waters as the knights 
broke into a charge. His breath was knocked from him by the cold river, and 
for a moment the current buffeted and wrestled him beneath the surface. 
Breaking back into the air, Alith unfastened his cloak, which hung like an 
anchor from his shoulders. Freed of its constrictions, Alith struck out 
towards the far shore with confident strokes, the other Shadows around him 
in a shoal of black and grey, discarded cloaks swirling downriver. 


A glance over his shoulder showed Alith that the knights had reined in their 
mounts at the water’s edge, unwilling to plunge into the swirling waters. 
Insults and curses followed the Shadows as they swam away, before the 
knights’ officers signalled for them to continue west towards the ford. 


Halfway across the river, Alith looked to his left, at the receding knights, 
and tried to judge whether they would complete their circuitous journey to 
the far side before the Shadows. He was confident that the riders would still 
be crossing the ford when he set foot on dry land. To the right, the battle 
between the Ellyrian infantry and the druchii was in full tumult. The other 
knights had smashed through several of the spear companies already, their 
path marked by a litter of bodies. From the river’s surface, Alith could see 
nothing of the reavers or his own army and he hoped that they fared well. 
Knowing that he could do nothing else for the moment, Alith focussed on 
swimming, driving himself swiftly through the water. 


Panting, Alith dragged himself through the reeds and pulled himself up onto 
the northern bank of the Irlana. The other Shadows followed, slipping into 
the grass like dark otters, glistening with water. Alith shuddered from the 
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wet, the warmth of the sun still kept at bay by the dark clouds, the wind 
stealing the heat from his body. 


‘What now, prince?’ asked Khillrallion. Alith was taken aback for a 
moment by the use of his proper title. Bedraggled and cold, he certainly did 
not feel like a prince. ‘Alith? What now?’ 


Westwards Alith could see the first of the knights surging from the ford 
amidst spumes of water. Northwards stood the dark forest of Athelian Toryr, 
sanctuary from the Anlec riders. 


‘Into the woods,’ Alith said, wringing water from his sodden shirt. ‘We’1l 
try to lure them into the trees. Get up into the branches and shoot them from 
out of harm’s way.’ 


The Shadows did not hurry; there was plenty of time to reach the forest 
before the knights would catch them. They restrung their bows with dry 
cord taken from waxed pouches, emptied water from their quivers and 
flicked droplets from the feathers of their arrows in preparation for the fight 
to come. 


They were just over halfway to the trees, perhaps a hundred paces from 
safety, when the foremost Shadows stopped and signalled for the others to 
wait. Alith hurried forwards to where Khillrallion was staring beneath the 
thick canopy of leaves. 


‘I think I saw something moving,’ said Khillrallion. 
‘Think you saw?’ said Alith, peering into the darkness. ‘Saw what?’ 


‘I don’t know,’ Khillrallion replied with a shrug. ‘A movement in the 
shadows. See, there it is again!’ 


Alith followed the direction of Khillrallion’s finger under the eaves of the 
wood. Sure enough, there was something in the darkness, indistinct and 
motionless. Alith knew immediately what it was: a raven herald. 


As he looked, he saw more riders sitting silently in the gloom upon 
unmoving steeds, little more than patches of deeper black amongst the 
shadows. Alith could not focus on them and could not accurately judge their 
number, but at a guess he thought it to be more than several dozen rather 
than less. 
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‘Morai-heg has a cruel humour,’ hissed Alith with another glance 
westwards. Most of the knights had crossed the river, and the first squadron 
had formed up and was advancing swiftly and purposefully towards the 
Shadows. 


Khillrallion gave Alith a look of incomprehension. 


‘Raven heralds,’ Alith explained. Khillrallion looked back at the woods 
with fresh fear, his hand reaching for an arrow. The other Shadows followed 
his lead as word of the danger spread in whispers, readying their weapons. 


“They will have surely seen us,’ said Alith. “Why do they not attack?’ 


‘Perhaps they would prefer to have us run down by the knights rather than 
risk themselves?’ 


Alith was not satisfied by this answer and continued to stare at the vague 
shapes between the trees as if he could discern their intent in some way. The 
noise of the approaching knights grew louder but Alith refused to take his 
eyes from the raven heralds. What were they waiting for? 


As if in reply, something moved through the tops of the closest trees. A 
flitting black shape landed on a branch at the edge of the woods. A single 
crow lifted its head and let out a loud cawing. 


Alith laughed for a moment, not quite sure he believed what he saw and 
heard. The other Shadows were looking at him quizzically as Alith stood 
up. 

“Target the knights,’ Alith said, pulling free his bow. 

“The heralds will run us down in a heartbeat!’ protested Galathrin. 

Alith looked at the Shadows, seeing uncertainty in their expressions. 


“Trust me,’ he said before redirecting his attention to the approaching 
cavalry, nocking an arrow to his bowstring. 


Alith felt not a moment of doubt as the knights of Anlec broke into a gallop. 
Everything dropped away: his worries, his fears, his anger. Alith stood in a 
moment of calm, his breath coming slow and steady, limbs light, 
movements precise and focussed. As he looked at the approaching riders, 
Alith saw every detail as if it were frozen in time. Droplets flew from the 
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manes and tails of their horses, surrounding the squadrons in a fine mist. 
Water glistened on the black rings of the knights’ armour. Golden lancetips 
and silvered helms sparkled with reflected lightning. 


At three hundred paces Alith took aim at the knight bearing the banner of 
the closest squadron, closing fast. The arrow sped into the storm-wracked 
sky and then fell, striking the charging knight in the head. As he slumped 
sideways, the standard fell from his grasp but the following knight swayed 
to one side and snatched up the falling flag before it touched the ground. 
Alith let fly another arrow, but the wind gusted and carried the shot short to 
disappear into the grass in front of the knights. Adjusting his aim, Alith shot 
again, the shaft spinning away from the raised shield of another knight. 


At two hundred and fifty paces, the rest of the Shadows were also shooting. 
Alith reached back and his fingers fell upon a lone flight, the last of his 
arrows. He took it out with measured slowness and examined its shaft and 
feathers for any damage. There was none and he fitted it to his bowstring, 
his hands working without conscious thought. 


At two hundred paces, Alith released the string and his final shot soared 
towards the knights. It struck one of the lead riders in the shoulder of his 
lance arm, spinning him from his mount to be trampled by the hooves of the 
following knights. Alith placed his bow in its quiver and drew his sword. 


At one hundred and fifty paces Alith saw blackness moving under the trees. 
The ground was shuddering under the impact of the charging horses, but it 
was the stillness of the woods that drew his attention. In a long line the 
raven heralds burst from the woods, eerily silent. Several hundred feather- 
cloaked riders streamed from between the trees, ghosted by a strange 
darkness, moving impossibly fast. Behind them came a great flock of 
beating black wings and raucous cries, hundreds of birds pouring from the 
woods in a billowing cloud of feathers and snapping beaks. 


The raven heralds loosed a volley from their bows as they closed, the 
squadron of knights closest to the woods thrown into a confusion of falling 
knights and tumbling horses. Stowing their bows, the riders brought out 
narrow-bladed spears, tips lowered full-tilt. 


At one hundred paces from Alith the raven heralds hit the knights, driving 
into their flank like a black dagger. Caught utterly unawares, dozens of the 


Anlec cavalry were cast down by the spears of their attackers. The shrill 
whinnies of horses and the panicked shouts of elves rebounded from the 
trees as the raven heralds continued on, cutting through the knights towards 
the river. 


The lead riders turned to see what had happened, dragging their mounts to a 
standstill. 


‘Attack!’ bellowed Alith, raising his sword and breaking into a run. He did 
not look to see if the other Shadows followed. 


The closest knights twisted left and right, caught between the raven heralds 
and the Shadows. Alith covered the gap at a full sprint, his blood surging as 
he sped through the long grass. 


One of the knights dragged his horse around and tried to charge but Alith 
was too close, nimbly leaping aside from the lance point directed towards 
his chest. With a shout, Alith grabbed the knight’s arm and used it as a lever 
to jump up behind the rider. 


Alith drove his sword into the knight’s back, the point cleaving through 
cloak and mail. Tossing the elf’s body aside, Alith slipped from the steed’s 
haunch as it galloped on, the knight’s dead grip tight on the reins, his body 
dragged through the grass. 


Alith threw himself down as another lance flashed towards him, its point 
passing a hair’s-breadth above his head. Diving between the legs of the 
knight’s steed, Alith swept upwards with his blade, cutting through the 
cinch of the saddle. With a shout the knight toppled sideways, crashing 
heavily beside Alith. The Anar prince drove the point of his sword through 
the knight’s visor and then looked for a new foe. 


Ahead the fight between the knights and heralds had become a vicious 
melee. Swords rang against each other and curses were spat. Horses fought 
as well, flailing hooves and gnashing teeth at one another while their riders 
slashed and stabbed. It was no place for an elf on foot and Alith kept his 
distance with the Shadows, looking for stragglers to ambush. 


A knight staggered from the fighting, clutching his arm. Blood flowed 
freely down his mail skirt as he fell to one knee. The Shadows pounced, 
driving their swords into him. As Alith wrenched his blade from the dead 
knight’s chest, he cast his eye over the battle. 


The Anlec cavalry had been beaten on the first charge, yet though they had 
lost more than half their number they fought on stubbornly. Those of Alith’s 
followers that still had arrows occasionally loosed a shaft into the swirling 
press of bodies, picking off such targets as presented themselves. 
Naggarothi corpses of both sides were trampled beneath iron-shod hooves 
while the wounded tried crawling to safety. The Shadows tended to the 
injured raven heralds with bandages torn from their cloaks; and to the 
wounded knights with their swords. 


The crows whirled and swooped around the fight, adding to the confusion. 
They fluttered into the faces of the knights, pecking at exposed lips, digging 
their beaks into visors seeking eyes. Some of the flock had settled on the 
corpses, tearing at cloaks and robes, clawing at any exposed skin, peeling 
strands of bloody flesh from the fallen. 


Alith noted that the carrion birds feasted only on the slain knights, avoiding 
the dozens of raven herald corpses that were heaped in the long grass. 


The knights fought to the last elf, a captain clad in ornately etched armour 
of silver and gold. He had discarded his lance and struck out at his enemies 
with a long sword whose blade flashed with magical fire, every blow he 
landed cutting through body or limb with ease. His identity was concealed 
by a full helm styled in a daemonic, snarling face, his eyes hidden in 
shadow. As his horse turned and wheeled, the raven heralds pulled back 
from the druchii officer, a dozen of their number already lying dead around 
him. 


Without any spoken command, several of the riders stowed their spears and 
brought out their bows as the circle widened around the captain. The druchii 
realised what was about to happen and kicked his steed into a run, levelling 
his sword for a final charge. Eight arrows converged on him before he 
reached the raven heralds, taking him in the head and chest, flinging him 
ignominiously to the blood-wetted grass amongst those he had slain. 


The raven heralds gave no cheers of victory, waved no weapons in 
celebration. They weaved their horses around the piles of the dead and 
injured, their speartips seeking any surviving foes. Alith watched without 
emotion as they plunged their spears into any knights still drawing breath, 
and then he turned away to look to the south. 


Alith could not see much beyond the river, only a chaotic mass of white and 
black pitted against each other. He saw the banners of Ellyrion mingled 
with the standards of Nagarythe, and could make little sense of the 
confusion. Manoeuvre and strategy had played its part, but the battle would 
ultimately be decided by strength, skill and courage. 


A shadow fell across Alith and he looked up into the face of a raven herald. 
He held a blood-stained spear in his right hand, his arms and gloves slick 
with crimson. Emerald eyes shone from the depths of his hood and Alith 
smiled. 


‘Morai-heg must have some devious plan for me indeed, to save me once 
again,’ said the lord of the Anars. 


‘It was not The Allseeing One that brought me here,’ replied Elthyrior. 
“Then by what guidance do you come to my rescue?’ 


‘By the request of Princess Athielle,’ said Elthyrior. ‘On the first night after 
our arrival, she asked me to return north and bring back those heralds that 
still opposed the darkness of Anlec.’ 


“Your intervention is timely, nonetheless,’ said Alith. 


‘The battle is not yet won,’ Elthyrior said, nodding out across the river. 
‘Finudel and Athielle are attacking and Kheranion makes his final move.’ 


Alith spun quickly and searched the skies. To the south-east a black shape 
descended like a thunderbolt. Wings furled, thick vapour streaming from its 
mouth and nostrils, the black dragon plunged earthwards towards the 
reavers. For a moment it seemed as if the beast would slam into the ground, 
but at the last moment its wings flared open and the dragon levelled just 
above head height, its claws raking a massive furrow through the ranks of 
the Ellyrian riders, carving through elf and steed alike. As the monster 
climbed back into the sky it lifted up two more riders, flinging them to a 
bone-crushing death amongst their kin as it banked away. 


Alith saw this destruction at a distance, unmoved until his eyes fell upon the 
small shape of a golden rider: Athielle. The dragon soared over her reavers, 
arrows pattering harmlessly from its thick hide. 


Alith cast about for a spare steed, for there were many left riderless after the 
fighting. He ran to the closest, the unarmoured horse of a dead herald, and 
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leaped onto its back. 
“What do you think you can achieve, Alith?’ 


Alith did not reply, but simply urged the horse into a gallop, heading for the 
ford. He glanced over his shoulder constantly, keeping watch on the dragon 
as it circled and dived down, mauling yet more Ellyrians before spiralling 
back towards the clouds. At this distance Alith could hear nothing of the 
slaughter. The carnage being wrought was like a tableau picked out in a 
tapestry, a representation of something horrific yet almost beautiful. 


Water splashed up Alith’s legs as his steed forged across the ford but he did 
not notice, nor did he feel the bite of the wind on his skin or hear the splash 
of the river. His eyes were fixed on Athielle and her reavers; Finudel’s 
companies of riders were already driving into the rear of the druchii 
fighting close to the river. The dragon continued to menace the Ellyrian 
cavalry; with fang and noxious breath it gouged holes in the reavers. Many 
of the riders were fleeing the beast, but around Athielle a knot of several 
hundred held their courage, sending showers of ineffectual arrows towards 
their monstrous tormentor. 


The horse reached the opposite bank and surged up through the reeds, 
almost toppling Alith. He swayed wildly and as he righted himself his gaze 
passed to the south. For a moment all thoughts of Athielle and the black 
dragon were dispelled. 


Alith saw his army marching northwards to the aid of the princess, but it 
was not this that stunned him so. Behind them came another host, many 
thousands strong, in lines of silver, green and red. Above the army four lithe 
shapes swept through the air, two red and two a deep blue in colour. 


The dragon princes of Caledor! 


Alith called his steed to halt with a word and sat in amazement as the four 
dragons glided effortlessly over the plains, flying so low that their wingtips 
almost brushed the grass. Fire snaked from their mouths, leaving a trail of 
grey haze whipped into vortices by their beating wings. Each dragon bore a 
rider upon a throne, long pennants of red and green streaming from poles 
and lance tips. 
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Alith gave a shout of wordless joy at the sight, and then fell silent, admiring 
the power and grace of the dragons as they swept onwards towards 
Kheranion’s army. The druchii commander seemed unaware of his peril as 
he and his monstrous steed ravaged Athielle’s bodyguard. 


Two of the Caledorians broke to the left, heading towards the battle at the 
river. They flew past Alith barely fifty paces away, gusts of wind from the 
dragons’ wings washing over Alith as they sped on towards their foes. The 
other two dragon riders peeled to the right, straight towards Kheranion. 


The druchii prince laughed as he plunged his lance through the gut of 
another Ellyrian. Beneath him, Bloodfang tore and ripped and shredded 
with teeth and claws, revelling in the slaughter. Kheranion fixed his eyes 
upon the gold-armoured princess, imagining the agonising delights he 
would visit upon her that night. He would take her alive, and her brother, 
and shame them both before handing their broken remains to the priests and 
priestesses of Khaine. 


With this in mind, Kheranion wrenched back on the gilded chains that 
served as Bloodfang’s reins, arms straining to pull in the beast’s 
bloodthirsty enthusiasm. The dragon swept a rider from his horse with 
raking claws and looked back at its master, lips rippling with annoyance. 


‘Do not harm the princess!’ Kheranion commanded. ‘She is mine!’ 


Bloodfang gave a growl of disappointment but offered no argument, turning 
his bloody attentions back on the Ellyrians. His jaws snapped shut around 
the head of a horse, decapitating it in one bite. A lash of Bloodfang’s barbed 
tail speared three more riders, buckling breastplates, smashing ribs and 
pulverising vital organs. 


The path was almost clear to Athielle; barely a dozen more reavers stood in 
Kheranion’s way. He could see the princess clearly as she fixed him with a 
contemptuous stare from beneath the flowing waves of her long hair. 
Kheranion wondered how defiant she would be when that hair had been cut 
from her scalp and her beautiful features had felt the caress of a dozen 
blades. The prospect sent a thrill of excitement through the prince and he 
urged Bloodfang forwards again. 


Bloodfang took a step, striking out with a clawed wing to send more 
knights tumbling, and then stopped. The dragon arched his neck, nostrils 
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flaring, and then turned suddenly to the left. 


“What are you doing?’ demanded Kheranion, heaving back on the chains 
with all of his strength. 


Bloodfang ignored his question and bunched his muscles, ready to spring 
into the air. Kheranion quickly cast about for the source of the dragon’s 
distemper. Looking south the prince saw two immense shapes hurtling 
through the sky towards him. 


‘Khaine’s bloody mercies,’ Kheranion whispered as Bloodfang hurled 
himself into the air, the dragon’s wings creating a downdraught that sent 
riders tumbling, toppling horses to their flanks. Kheranion could feel his 
mount’s heart thundering, hammer-like vibrations pounding through the 
seat of the prince’s saddle-throne and along his spine. Bloodfang’s breaths 
came in stentorian blasts, clouds of oily vapour forming a fog around rider 
and beast as the dragon strove to gain more height. 


The foremost dragon rolled right and then turned sharply left, the prince 
atop its back angling his long lance over the monster’s neck. Bloodfang 
twisted away and the lance bit through the membrane of his right wing, 
ripping a large and ragged hole in the scaled skin. In a flash the dragon flew 
behind them, crashing its tail against Bloodfang’s flanks as it passed. 


The other Caledorian steered his mount higher and the great creature folded 
its wings into a stoop, coming at Bloodfang from above. Kheranion twisted 
in his saddle and set the butt of his magical lance against Bloodfang’s flesh 
to absorb the impact, angling the point towards the approaching dragon 
prince. Bloodfang’s wounded wing spasmed and faltered in its beat, sending 
the dragon lurching to the right, taking Kheranion’s lance tip away from his 
foe. 


Kheranion stared at his rival. The Caledorian’s snarling face was framed 
with a shock of platinum blond hair that streamed back in the wind of the 
dragon’s descent. There was nothing but anger in the prince’s deep blue 
eyes as they met the druchii’s gaze. Kheranion met that gaze with a curse 
upon his lips, a moment before the Caledorian’s lance hit home. 


Its tip sheared through Kheranion’s breastplate in an explosion of magical 
fire, piercing a lung and shattering his spine. The prince was already dead 
as the impact lifted him from his throne, breaking his legs as he was torn 


free from the lacquered straps that had secured him there. His grip broke 
and the chains fell from his dead grasp. The Caledorian twisted his lance 
with a flick of his wrist, sending Kheranion’s body spiralling to the ground 
far below. 


The first dragon circled around and raked its claws across Bloodfang’s 
snout, shredding skin in a spray of thick scales. Bloodfang gave a roar and 
spewed forth an immense cloud of poisonous gas. Pumping his wings, 
blood streaming from the injury, the black dragon turned and raced away, 
heading for the Inner Sea. 


Rising into the clouds, freed of Kheranion’s mastery, Bloodfang fled. 
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Seventeen 
A Bitter Fate 


With Aneltain as escort, Alith rode into the Caledorian camp. He had 
already met with Tharion and learned that over four hundred of his warriors 
had fallen in battle and more than twice that number were badly wounded. 
The arrival of the Caledorians had turned the balance, but the druchii had 
fought on fiercely, breaking only as the sun dipped towards dusk. The army 
of Anlec had fled back towards the pass, pursued by the vengeful reaver 
knights and the dragon princes. 


There was an air of celebration in the encampment. Fires burned and songs 
and laughter drifted between the red and white tents. The pavilion of the 
dragon princes rose high above the rest of the camp, its roof held up by 
three mighty poles, flags of Caledor streaming from their tips. 


Warriors came to take their horses as they dismounted outside the open 
flaps of the huge tent. Entering, Alith found himself in a swirl of elves; 
Caledorian and Ellyrian. The conversation was animated, eyes were bright 
and faces flushed with victory and wine. The four dragon princes were 
holding court at the centre of the pavilion, still bedecked in their blood- 
spattered armour. With them stood Athielle and Finudel, smiles upon their 
faces. 


All turned at Alith’s approach, but it was Athielle’s reaction that he noticed. 
Her expression grew sombre and she stepped away, placing her brother 
between her and Alith. Before Alith could speak one of the Caledorians 
interrupted, his voice deep, his tone unwelcoming. 


“What do we have here?’ said the prince, his deep blue eyes gauging Alith 
coolly. 


‘Tam Alith Anar, prince of Nagarythe.’ 


‘A Naggarothi?’ replied the Caledorian with a dubious eyebrow raised, 
recoiling slightly from Alith’s presence. 


‘He is our ally, Dorien,’ said Finudel. ‘Were it not for Alith’s actions I fear 
your arrival would have found us already dead.’ 


The Caledorian prince regarded Alith with contempt, head cocked to one 
side. Alith returned the look with equal disgust. 
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‘Alith, this is Prince Dorien,’ said Finudel, breaking the awkward silence 
that had rippled out through the nearby elves. ‘He is the younger brother of 
King Caledor.’ 


Alith did not react to this, meeting Dorien’s stare. 


‘What of Elthyrior?’ Athielle asked, stepping past her brother. Alith broke 
his gaze from Dorien to look at her. ‘Where is he?’ 


‘I do not know,’ Alith replied with a shake of the head. ‘He is where Morai- 
heg leads him. The raven heralds took their dead and vanished into Athelian 
Toryr. You may never see him again.’ 


‘Anar?’ said one of the other Caledorians. ‘I have heard this name, from 
prisoners we took at Lothern.’ 


‘And what did they say?’ asked Alith. 


“That the Anars marched beside Malekith and resisted Morathi,’ replied the 
prince. He extended a hand. ‘I am Thyrinor, and I welcome you to our 
camp, even if my intemperate cousin will not.’ 


Alith shook the proffered hand quickly. Dorien snorted and turned away, 
calling for more wine. As he marched off through the crowd, Alith saw that 
the prince walked with a limp. 


‘He is in a grumpy mood,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I think he has broken his leg, but 
he refuses to allow the healers to look at it. He’s still full of fire and blood 
after the battle. Tomorrow he will be calmer.’ 


‘We are grateful for your aid,’ said Athielle. ‘Your arrival is more than we 
could have hoped for.’ 


“We were brought word of the druchii marching along the pass four days 
ago and set out immediately,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I regret that we cannot stay 
here, for we are needed in Chrace. The enemy have all but overrun the 
mountains and the king sails with his army to thwart them at the border 
with Cothique. Tomorrow we continue north and then through Avelorn to 
strike at the druchii from the south. Today is an important victory, and 
Caledor recognises the sacrifices made by the people of Ellyrion.’ 


Alith suppressed a snort of derision, turning away to hide his expression of 
disgust. What did these folk know of sacrifice? 
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‘Alith?’ said Athielle, and he felt the princess at his shoulder. He turned 
back to her. 


‘I am sorry,’ said Alith. ‘I cannot share your enthusiasm for today’s 
victory.’ 


‘I would think you happy that Kheranion is dead,’ said Finudel, joining his 
sister. ‘Is that not some measure of payment for your father?’ 


‘No,’ Alith said quietly. ‘Kheranion died swiftly.’ 


Athielle and Finudel fell silent, shocked by Alith’s words. Thyrinor stepped 
up beside Finudel, proffering a goblet towards Alith. The Naggarothi prince 
took it reluctantly. 


‘Victories have been few for us,’ said the Caledorian. He raised his own 
glass in toast to Alith. ‘I give you my thanks for your efforts and those of 
your warriors. Were the king here, I am sure he would offer you the same.’ 


‘I do not fight for your praise,’ said Alith. 
“Then what do you fight for?’ asked Thyrinor. 


Alith did not reply immediately, aware of the coldness that gripped his heart 
and the warmth of Athielle so close at hand. He looked at the princess, 
gaining a small amount of comfort from the sight. 


‘Forgive me,’ Alith said, forcing a slight smile. ‘I am weary. Wearier than 
you can possibly imagine. Ellyrion and Caledor battle for their freedom and 
I should not judge you for matters that are not your responsibility.’ 


Alith took a mouthful of the wine within. It was dry, almost tasteless, but he 
feigned a nod of appreciation. He raised the goblet beside Thyrinor’s and 
fixed his gaze upon the Caledorian. 


‘May you win all of your battles and end this war!’ Alith declared. His eyes 
flickered to Athielle to gauge her reaction, but her expression was 
unreadable, her brow slightly furrowed, lips pursed. 


“We should not impose upon you any longer,’ said Finudel, guiding Athielle 
away with a touch on her arm. She gave a last glance at Alith before being 
steered into the crowd of Caledorian nobles. 


Alith returned his stare to Thyrinor. 
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‘Will you fight to the last, against all hope?’ Alith asked. ‘Will your king 
give his life to free Ulthuan?’ 


‘He will,’ replied Thyrinor. “You think that you alone have reason enough 
to fight the druchii? You are wrong, so very wrong.’ 


The prince left Alith with his thoughts, calling his cousin’s name. Alith 
stood motionless for a while, staring into his cup. The red wine reminded 
him of blood, its taste still bitter upon his tongue. He wanted to let the 
goblet drop from his fingers and leave, to put as much distance as he could 
between himself and these nobles of Ellyrion and Caledor. They fought the 
druchii, and they spoke fine words against them, but they did not 
understand. None of them truly knew what they fought against. 


As he looked at the elves within the tent, hiding his disdain, Alith spied a 
familiar face: Carathril. The herald was stood somewhat apart from the 
crowd, his expression one of discomfort. Carathril met Alith’s gaze and 
waved him over. 


“You are the last person I expected to see here,’ said Alith as Carathril 
gestured to a bench and sat down. Alith stayed on his feet. 


‘It seems I am destined to serve another king as herald,’ Carathril replied 
heavily. 


‘And is he a king you serve gladly?’ 
Carathril considered this, his expression pensive. 


‘He is a leader of action and not words,’ the herald said. ‘As the 
commander of our armies, I would wish for no other.’ 


‘And when the war is over?’ 


“That is not yet our concern,’ said Carathril. ‘It would be unwise to worry 
about a future so uncertain. You would do well, Alith, to align yourself with 
Caledor. He has strength, and determination in abundance. With his aid, 
your lands in Nagarythe can be restored.’ 


‘I have learnt well the harsh lessons of the last few years,’ said Alith. ‘A 
ruler can no more reign through the power of others than a cloud can move 
against the wind. We looked to Malekith and he could do nothing to halt the 
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doom of the Anars. We turned to Bel Shanaar and he failed us. I have no 
more time for kings.’ 


‘Surely you would not fight against Caledor?’ Carathril said with genuine 
horror. 


‘In truth? I cannot say,’ Alith said with a shrug. “The future of Nagarythe is 
my only concern; let your king and his princes do what they will. I am the 
last loyal prince of Nagarythe and I will restore the rule of the righteous to 
my realm. Caledor has no sway over the Naggarothi, only from their own 
can they be led.’ 


While Dorien led his Caledorians northwards, Alith chose to stay in 
Ellyrion. His army had suffered much and even he could see that they were 
in no position to wage further war for the time being. With Finudel and 
Athielle’s permission, the Naggarothi built a camp on the plains not far 
from Tor Elyr and spent the winter recovering their strength. 


The conversation with Carathril had unsettled Alith and raised many 
questions he did not yet know how to answer. Where would he fight, and 
for what cause? 


He certainly could not bow his knee to a Caledorian, for all that others 
spoke highly of the new Phoenix King. The rivalry between Nagarythe and 
Caledor was ingrained, an unconscious suspicion of the southerners. The 
debacle with Bel Shanaar had proven to Alith that the title of Phoenix King 
was worthless; he could no more fight for a foreigner’s crown than he could 
give his life for a blade of grass or the leaf of a tree. 


Alith cared little for the fate of the Tiranocii, when he even spared a thought 
for them. They had sown the seeds of their own doom; the weakness of 
their leaders had brought about the occupation. While Bel Shanaar had 
reigned, Tiranoc had revelled in its status, its princes and nobles growing 
powerful and rich from their positions. Bel Shanaar was dead and now they 
looked to the east and south, to a Phoenix King from Caledor to save them. 
Tiranoc’s fall of fortune was not lost on Alith, but he had no sympathy for 
the kingdom. 


Ellyrion was a different matter. The Ellyrians had fought the druchii, and 
suffered the consequences of their opposition with the death of thousands. 
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Alith also had enough self-awareness to recognise that his regard for 
Ellyrion was also due in part to his feelings for Athielle. But Ellyrion was 
not his home. He felt uncomfortable on the wide plains, exposed beneath 
the blue sky. 


While the wounded healed and Tharion set about the reorganisation of the 
Anar regiments, Alith brooded alone, often riding out to the Annulii to walk 
in the foothills and contemplate his fate. He hoped that he would meet 
Elthyrior, but the raven herald remained unseen. 


Pathless and lost, Alith taunted himself with memories of Elanardris in 
flames, of his father’s death and the torments his grandfather undoubtedly 
suffered in the dungeons beneath Anlec. No course of action he conceived 
brought comfort to Alith; no destiny he could lay out for himself brought 
the answers he sought. 


As summer, hot and beautiful, fell upon Ellyrion, Alith’s mood changed. 
The shining sun and the verdant grassland turned his thoughts to Athielle, 
and he felt a deep longing to see her again, to know how she fared. Just as 
he had doubted himself that moment in the gardens with Milandith, Alith 
wondered if it was weakness to indulge the feelings he had for the princess. 


It was with a mixture of reluctance and excitement that he rode to the 
capital alone, having sent word to Athielle and Finudel that he wished to 
discuss the progress of the war. In truth the wider war was irrelevant to 
Alith. Neither side had won any great victory nor suffered any terrible loss. 
Only two battles had been fought since the engagement on the Ellyrion 
plain, both on the borders of druchii-assaulted Chrace. For the moment it 
seemed that both sides were content to maintain their current positions, 
building their strength further. 


Alith was greeted with little ceremony, as he had requested in his letter. 
Retainers of Finudel met him at the edge of Tor Elyr and rode with him in 
silence to the central palaces. A small delegation led by Aneltain waited for 
the Anar lord in the amphitheatre and took him to a circular hallway in the 
north of the palace. 


Finudel sat alone to one side of the hall, which was lined with curving 
benches in readiness for audience. High windows allowed the sun to stream 
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down in shafts, casting rainbows upon the white floor. Reaver pennants 
hung between the windows, tattered and stained, honouring those that had 
given their lives in the war. Alith could not count their number; there were 
hundreds of them, perhaps thousands even, each marking the death of a 
brave knight. 


Finudel looked up with a smile as the small group approached. He wore a 
light robe of white decorated with intricately flowing lines of blue and gold 
thread that made Alith think of the rising sun shining on waves. Finudel 
stood and nodded in greeting. 


“Welcome, Alith,’ said the prince. ‘I hope that you are in good health.’ 


‘I am,’ replied Alith. He looked around the room, confused. ‘Where is 
Athielle?’ 


Finudel’s smile faded and he gestured for Aneltain and the others to leave. 
When they had gone, he motioned for Alith to sit on the bench opposite 
him. Alith did so, a frown creasing his brow. 


“The princess? I wished to speak with you both.’ 
‘T do not think that is wise,’ said Finudel. 
‘Oh?’ 


Finudel looked out of the nearest window for a moment, gaze distant, 
clearly uncomfortable with what he was about to say. When he looked back 
at Alith his jaw was sternly set but there was sympathy in his eyes. 


‘I know that it is my sister that you really come to see,’ said the Ellyrian 
prince, measuring every word, eyes searching Alith’s face for reaction. ‘I 
have seen the way that you look at her, and I am surprised you have kept 
yourself from Tor Elyr for so long.’ 


‘My duties as a—’ began Alith but Finudel cut him off. 


“You deny yourself on purpose,’ said Finudel. ‘You think of your feelings 
for Athielle as a weakness, a distraction. You have doubts, about yourself 
and about her. That is natural.’ 


‘I’m sure th—’ 
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‘Let me finish!’ Finudel’s tone was abrupt but softly spoken. He lifted a 
finger to emphasise his point. ‘Athielle is quite taken with you as well, 
Alith.’ 


Alith felt a flutter in his chest as he heard these words, the stirrings of a 
long-dead feeling: hope. 


‘She will not say what occupies her thoughts, even to me, but it is plain that 
she wishes to see you again,’ Finudel continued. ‘No doubt she has some 
foolish notion that the two of you might have some kind of future together.’ 


‘Why are such thoughts foolish?’ said Alith. 


‘Because you are not a good match for her,’ said Finudel, his expression 
apologetic but certain. 


‘I am a prince of Ulthuan, let me remind you,’ said Alith hotly. ‘Though my 
lands have been taken away, one day I will restore Elanardris to its former 
glory. There is not a prince on the isle who has not suffered some 
misfortune and waning of circumstance in this war.’ 


Finudel shook his head, disappointed. 


‘I do not speak of title or lands or power, Alith,’ he said. ‘It is you that is 
not a match for my sister. What would you offer her? Would you take her to 
Nagarythe, a bleak and cold land, and ask her to leave her people and join 
yours? Would you be content to allow her to stay here in Tor Elyr while you 
pursue this vengeful course you have taken? Allow her to drift about this 
palace, pining for your return, uncertain whether you lived or died?’ 


Alith opened his mouth to rebut the accusations, but Finudel continued. 


‘I am not finished! There is another course that you could follow. Athielle 
obviously cares nothing for your loss of power, or your lack of lands and 
subjects. It is you that enamours her. I cannot fathom her thoughts 
sometimes. Perhaps it is because the two of you are as night and day that 
you feel drawn together. Who can understand the twisted paths our hearts 
follow? If you feel as I think you do, you must ask yourself what you are 
prepared to sacrifice for her.’ 


‘I would give my life for your sister,’ said Alith, surprising himself, though 
Finudel merely shook his head. 


‘No, you would give your death for her, and that is not the same thing,’ said 
the prince. ‘Would you renounce any claims to your title in Nagarythe, and 
live here in Ellyrion? You cling to your revenge like a child clings to its 
mother, seeking some meaning from its emptiness. Would you resolve to 
banish the dark memories that haunt you, which drive you to seek the 
deaths of your enemies? Could you do such things even if you desired it?’ 


‘I cannot change who I am,’ said Alith. 

‘Cannot or will not?’ 

Alith stood and paced away, frustrated by Finudel’s words. 
“What right have you to make such demands?’ Alith demanded. 


‘I do not make these demands for myself, but for my sister,’ Finudel replied 
calmly. ‘Do not tell me that you have not asked these questions of yourself. 
Surely you are not so obsessed with this bloody quest of yours that you 
thought Athielle would merely fit her future around yours?’ 


Alith growled, but his anger was not for Finudel, it was for himself. The 
prince’s words, his doubts, gave voice to a lingering dread that had existed 
within Alith since he had first seen Athielle. 


“You present me with a choice I cannot make,’ said Alith. ‘At least not here, 
not now.’ 


‘It is a choice you have already made,’ said Finudel. ‘You simply need to 
recognise which way your heart has cast its vote. I have a suite of rooms 
already prepared for you, you can stay here as long as you wish provided 
that you do not try to contact or see Athielle. It would be a cruelty to stir her 
hopes if you do not intend to live up to them.’ 


“Thank you for the hospitality, but I do not think I can remain so close to 
Athielle without seeing her,’ said Alith. ‘Should I wish to meet her, I have 
the means to do so despite your precautions and guards. I do not want to go 
against your wishes, but I do not trust myself to leave her alone, so I will 
not stay.’ 


Alith quit the hall and found Aneltain waiting outside. The Ellyrian, 
normally talkative and inquisitive, remained quiet as he saw Alith’s 
troubled look. He called for Alith’s horse to be brought from the stables and 
they waited in silence. 
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Mounting his steed, Alith turned back towards Aneltain and extended a 
hand in farewell. The Ellyrian gripped it firmly and patted Alith on the arm. 


‘I feel that I will not see you again for some time, Alith, if at all,’ said 
Aneltain. 


“You may be right,’ said Alith. “Take care of the prince and princess, and of 
yourself. Though I cannot claim to be your friend, I wish you every fortune 
in the dark times ahead. Stay strong, and as you enjoy the sun and the light, 
think of us that must dwell in the darkness. I must go. The shadows beckon 
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me. 


Alith rode away without another glance back, at Aneltain or the palace 
where Athielle remained. Did she perhaps look out of a window high on a 
tower and see him leave? Did she stand at a doorway, watching him go, 
perhaps not realising that he had no intention of returning? 


Probably not, Alith told himself with a bitter chuckle. It had been a fantasy, 
a sliver of a dream that had brought him here, but Finudel had been 
absolutely right. He could not leave the shadows while the druchii 
remained, and he would not drag Athielle down into the darkness. Love was 
simply not part of Alith’s future. 


Only emptiness remained. 
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Eighteen 
The Call of Kurnous 


Alith rode north for several days, unwilling to return to his Naggarothi and 
wanting to get far away from Tor Elyr: from Athielle. He made no haste as 
he rode. There had been a time when he would have enjoyed the sun above, 
the fresh air and the wild meadows. Now he did not even see them. His 
thoughts were ever inward as he tried to wrestle a spark of bright truth from 
the darkness that had enveloped his heart. 


As soon as he had left Tor Elyr Alith had known that he would not return 
for Athielle. Finudel had been correct, there was no life for him here; no life 
that he could share with Athielle. Across the mountains, Elanardris was a 
burnt ruin, his family destroyed, his people slaughtered or scattered. There 
was nothing in the world that Alith could hold on to, draw strength from. 
Like a leaf bobbing upon a bubbling stream, Alith was adrift on a current of 
violence and strife, unable to choose his course or destination. 


Northwards Alith rode for day after day, guided by nothing more than a 
whim. He hunted rabbit and deer on the plains and kept away from the 
mountains, which were so like Elanardris and yet not his ancestral home. 


Sometimes he rode by night and did not sleep, other times he meandered for 
days on end, fishing and hunting, not moving north nor turning back south. 
He did not count the sunrises and sunsets and lost track of how much time 
had passed since he had left Tor Elyr. It did not matter. 


One sun-drenched afternoon, Alith saw a huge forest to the north-east and 
he turned his mount towards it. Following the curve of the Annulii, Alith 
headed towards Avelorn, the realm of the Everqueen. 


Tall and ancient were the trees of Avelorn, growing upon the far bank of the 
winding river Arduil that marked the boundary of Ellyrion. It was a 
remarkable change of scenery. On the south-west banks the land mounded 
upwards into the plains and meadows of the horse-folk; on the far side a 
dark mass of foliage obscured the whole horizon, the tips of the mountains 
only dimly seen far beyond the immense spread of leaves. 
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Alith called his horse to a halt on the near bank of the river and looked out 
over the clear waters to the gloomy forest. Brightly coloured birds fluttered 
from branch to branch, their screeches and shrill chirps unwelcoming. 
Furred things snuffled in the undergrowth searching for roots and berries. 
Honeybees the size of Alith’s thumb hummed to and fro, moving across the 
last blossoms clinging to the branches. 


Alith was filled with a melancholy air. It was not so sharp as the depression 
that had often gripped him since Black Fen. There was no bitterness in his 
mood, only an ennui brought upon him by the doleful scene played out 
across the river. Avelorn was neither bright nor dark; it simply was what it 
was. Though a brisk wind blew across the plains at Alith’s back, the 
branches of Avelorn remained motionless, still and quiet, sombre for 
eternity. 


Birthplace of the elves, some philosophers had called it. The spiritual heart 
of Ulthuan; blessed by Isha and ruled over by the Everqueen. Alith had no 
desire to meet Avelorn’s mysterious lady. His life of late had been full 
enough of princes and kings and queens. Alith’s whim had brought him this 
far, to the furthest extent of Ellyrion, but he felt no inclination to go any 
further. Likewise, he had no desire to turn away, for southwards lay only 
more strife and the distracting presence of Athielle. 


He sat for the rest of the afternoon watching the forest, seeing it change as 
the sun set. The shadows lengthened and the gloom deepened. In the 
twilight, feral eyes glittered from the dark, watching Alith closely. The day 
birds roosted and fell quiet, their cries replaced by the haunting calls of 
owls and night falcons. The underbrush came alive with a multitude of 
small animals; mice and shrews and other creatures ventured out under the 
cover of darkness. 


There came a sound that sent a shiver down Alith’s spine, of excitement 
rather than fear. It was the howl of a wolf, soon raised in chorus with other 
lupine voices. It came from the right, to the east, and moved closer. Alith 
turned his gaze in the direction of the sound but could see nothing between 
the dark boles of the trees. 


A crash of leaves and snap of branches drew his attention, and Alith 
glimpsed a flash of movement. Something white leapt over a bush and 


disappeared behind a tree. Alith followed its progress and a moment later 
saw it in full: a white stag. 


It swiftly disappeared from sight and the growl of the wolves grew louder. 
Unthinking, drawn by some instinct within him, Alith dismounted and 
waded into the river, following the noise. Soon the water was too deep to 
wade and he struck out with powerful strokes. His bow and sword were still 
in his pack on the horse’s back, but he gave them no thought. He was filled 
with the urge to follow the stag. 


A warm breeze sighed against Alith as he pulled himself onto the far bank, 
using the root of a tree for purchase. The wolves were close now; Alith 
fancied he could hear their panting and the pad of feet on mulch. Without 
hesitation he plunged into the undergrowth and entered Avelorn. 


Alith headed in the direction in which he had last seen the white stag. At an 
easy run, he cut along winding trails and leapt over sprawling roots. The 
howl of a wolf echoed close at hand, to his left, and was answered from his 
right. Ignoring the hunting pack, he ran on, swift and sure. 


The last of the sun disappeared and plunged Alith into darkness. His eyes 
quickly adjusted and he did not slow his pace, feeling his way between the 
rearing trunks of the ancient trees as much as he guided himself by sight. 
Now and then he glimpsed white ahead of him and he quickened his pace, 
until he was short of breath from the exertion. 


Snarls and growls surrounded Alith but he was heedless of their threat. He 
had been seeking a guide and the stag had come to him. He was determined 
that this time he would find out where it wanted him to go. 


Alith broke into a small clearing and stumbled to a halt. The stag was stood 
just ten paces away, head tossing as it sensed the wolf pack closing in. Alith 
glanced to his left and right and saw silvery wisps encircling the clearing; 
the flash of yellow eyes and the heavy pant of the wolves were all around 
him. 


As one the pack advanced to the edge of the clearing. He counted fifteen 
wolves, and there were others still moving around the periphery. The stag 
stood rigid, eyes wide with panic, muscles quivering with exhaustion. It 
lowered its head and scuffed the leaf-strewn ground with a hoof. 


The wolves glared at Alith and the stag from the bushes, pacing back and 
forth, uncertain. A few sat on their haunches and watched patiently, tongues 
lolling from their mouths. They were the largest wolves Alith had seen, 
their fur a mix of dark grey and glittering silver. He felt the piercing gaze of 
their opal eyes upon him, gauging him, watching for any weakness. 


“The two-legs is lost,’ growled a voice behind Alith. He spun to see a 
massive wolf stalking into the clearing. It was almost as tall as the stag, its 
shoulders as high as Alith’s chest. Its fur was thick, a deep ruff of black 
running down its back, its tail thick and bushy. As it spoke, Alith saw fangs 
as long as his fingers, each as sharp as a dagger point. All these things Alith 
noted in an instant, but the creature’s eyes kept his attention. They were a 
bright yellow and seemed to flicker with orange flames. 


‘Smell fish,’ said another wolf. The beasts spoke in the language of 
Kurmous, the same tongue Alith used with the hawks of the mountains. 
‘Crossed river.’ 


The pack leader, for such was the black-maned wolf, took another pace, 
ears flicking. 


‘Our hunt,’ the wolf said. It took a moment for Alith to realise the wolf was 
addressing him. 


Alith glanced over his shoulder at the stag, which was standing motionless a 
few paces behind him. It appeared calm, one eye fixed on Alith. 


‘My hunt,’ said Alith. ‘Stag is mine. Follow long time.’ 

The blackmane snarled, lips rippling away from its savage teeth. 
“Your hunt? No fangs. No hunt.’ 

Alith drew his hunting knife from his belt and held it in front of him. 
‘One fang,’ he said. ‘Sharp fang.’ 


The wolves yapped and wagged their tails in amusement and the leader 
padded even closer, standing only a few paces from Alith, muscles taut, tail 
rigid. 

‘Sharp fang, yes,’ said the leader. ‘We many fangs. Our hunt. You prey.’ 
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The rustle of leaves betrayed other wolves advancing into the clearing, 
growing in confidence. Alith could not defend himself against all of them. 
He looked again at the stag, mind racing. He recalled the words of Elthyrior 
—that he should not second-guess the gods but should follow the instincts 
they had placed within him. He remembered also the shrine to Kurnous 
where he had first seen the white stag. It was a place of sacrifice, where the 
slain were laid upon the altar of the Hunter God. The black flash of 
Kurnous’s rune upon the stag’s breast burned in Alith’s mind. 


Kurnous was the god of the hunter, not the hunted. The stag was his gift to 
Alith. 


‘My hunt!’ snapped Alith. 


He leapt towards the stag and threw his left arm over its neck even as he 
drove the point of his knife into the rune of Kurnous, plunging its blade 
deep into the deer’s heart. The stag leapt away, breaking from Alith’s grasp, 
blood spuming from the wound. Taking a faltering step the stag fell to its 
side, back arched, and within moments was dead. 


A cacophony of growls and barks surrounded Alith as he turned on the wolf 
leader, bloodied blade in hand. 


‘One fang, sharp fang,’ Alith said. He strode to the stag and grabbed an 
antler, pulling up the animal’s head. ‘Plenty food. Our kill.’ 


The blackmane stopped, muscles bunching to lunge. It eyed the dead deer 
and then Alith’s knife. 


‘Our kill?’ said the wolf. 


Alith let go of the antler and knelt beside the carcass, cutting around the 
wound he had inflicted. He pulled free a hunk of raw flesh and tossed it 
towards the blackmane. 


‘Our kill,’ Alith said again, cutting more meat for himself. He waited until 
the pack leader took the offered meet, gulping it down in one mouthful. 
Alith took a deep bite, the still-warm blood dribbling over his chin, coating 
his hands. He could feel the power of the stag passing into him, firing his 
senses. 


Cautiously the wolves approached. Alith stood up and stepped away, blood 
smeared on his clothes. The spirit of Kurnous raged within him, setting his 


heart to pounding, relishing the taste of the deer in his mouth. 


As the wolves set upon the body of the white stag, Alith raised his head and 
howled. 


Waking sharply, Alith felt hot breath on his cheek and warmth all around 
him. He opened his eyes and glanced around, finding himself in the 
dimness of a cave, the early sun creeping through the entrance. The wolf 
pack lay around him, their breaths and snores reverberating quietly around 
the cavern. He was laid between two of the beasts, close but not touching. 


The iron taste of blood filled his mouth and Alith licked his dry lips. He 
became aware of his own nudity, his exposed flesh slicked with cracking 
patches of dried crimson. His hands were similarly stained, blood beneath 
his fingernails and worked into the creases between his fingers. Blood 
smeared the muzzles of the wolves around him and matted the fur of their 
chests. 


Alith remembered nothing of the night before, save for flashes of red, the 
tear of skin and the crack of bones. He dimly recalled the exultation he had 
felt, the victory of the kill that eclipsed his pleasure of any other hunt. 
Though he found his surroundings strange, he sensed no threat, no 
discomfort. No guilt. Some part of him that had lain hidden had been 
awoken, given freedom to show itself for the first time. He felt its 
aftertouch lingering inside, a savagery and fierce joy that had taken control 
of him but was for the moment sated. 


Sitting up slowly, Alith discovered he still wore his belt, bloodied knife 
sheathed at his waist. Beyond the cave entrance he saw a wall of trees and 
ferns, blocking all sight beyond a dozen paces. He heard the gushing of a 
waterfall close by and the sound stirred in him a deep thirst. 


Delicately, Alith stood, careful not to wake the wolves around him. As he 
picked his way between the slumbering hunters, he spied the enormous 
form of the blackmane, sprawled languidly next to a large female at the 
centre of the cave. Seeing the pack leader brought back the memory of his 
confrontation and he shivered at the recollection, realising that he had been 
but a heartbeat away from sharing the fate of the white stag. 
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Stepping out into the dawn Alith was surprised he felt no chill, unclothed as 
he was. The sun barely peeked through the treetops but he was warmed 
with a heat from inside. 


Alith turned to his right, following the sound of water. The ground outside 
the cave was scuffed and marked by the paw prints of much use and the 
reek of the wolves’ spoor was heavy in the air. The cave was a split in a 
rearing grey cliff face hung with ivy and other creeping plants. Far above 
Alith’s head, more trees grew at the top of the butte, their roots jutting over 
the edge. Walking along its base, he came to a shallow pool, fed by a beck 
that tumbled down a gully etched through the cliff face. 


Alith squatted by the pool and dipped his hands into the clear water. It was 
cold and refreshing and he splashed his face and the back of his neck, the 
sensation sending a thrilling ripple across his skin. Though his thirst was 
sharp, Alith washed away the stains from his bloody feast before raising a 
cupped hand to his mouth. A waft of hot breath struck his back and Alith 
whirled, water flying from his fingers. 


Blackmane stood barely two paces away, several other wolves not far 
behind their leader. Droplets of water glistened on the fur of Blackmane’s 
face. He looked up at Alith with his head cocked to one side. 


“Young sun, early to wake,’ growled Blackmane. “Two-legs leave?’ 


Blackmane’s hackles were rising and he ran his thick tongue over 
bloodstained teeth. It was clear that Blackmane still wanted to kill him. 


‘Thirst,’ replied Alith, glancing back at the pool. ‘Not leaving.’ 
“You hunt, you kill with pack,’ said Blackmane. ‘One of pack?’ 


Alith paused and in the moment of hesitation, Blackmane took a step. Alith 
held his ground, knowing that to show the slightest sign of weakness would 
be to invite attack. The other wolves regarded Alith with curiosity, but he 
felt no animosity from them. It did not matter, Blackmane would be more 
than a match for Alith if he chose to fight. 


‘One of pack,’ Alith said. 
“Who pack leader?’ demanded Blackmane, advancing another step. 
“You pack leader,’ said Alith. 
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Blackmane snapped his jaw a couple of times and settled back, haunches 
tensing, his tail curling over his back. 


‘Show me!’ snarled the wolf. 


Alith was at a loss for a moment, until he saw the other wolves behind 
Blackmane cringing from their leader, dropping their bellies to the ground, 
their ears flattened against their heads. Alith did as best he could, falling to 
all fours and resting his chest on the dirt, his eyes fixed on Blackmane. 


The pack leader straightened, towering over Alith. His eyes narrowed with 
suspicion and Alith met his gaze, not daring to move in the slightest. After 
some considerable time, Blackmane relaxed, ears flicking, and stepped 
away. 


‘Drink,’ said Blackmane, before turning his back on Alith and stalking back 
to the cave. 


Alith breathed a sigh of relief and sat back, his heart hammering. One of the 
other wolves approached him, a female with a silver streak along the top of 
her muzzle, and Alith tensed again, expecting another confrontation. None 
came, and the wolf licked his chin and cheek, her heavy tongue rasping 
against Alith’s skin. 


Tuming back to the pool, Alith dipped in his hand once again and finally 
took a mouthful of water. Fighting the urge to drink heavily, Alith drank a 
few more mouthfuls and then stood. He reached down and stroked the head 
of the nearest wolf, scratching it behind the ear. 


‘One of the pack,’ the wolf said, tail wagging. Some of the other wolves 
gave reassuring whufs and gathered around Alith, rubbing their furred 
bodies against him. Guided by his four-legged companions, Alith returned 
to the cave. 


Nineteen 
Child of the Wolf and the Moon 


Alith slept with the wolves for most of the day and woke as the sun was 
setting. He felt calm; a peace had descended upon him that he had not felt 
for many years. Stretching, he returned to the pool for another drink while 
the rest of the pack roused themselves for the next hunt. 


Blackmane was amongst the last to wake, the fierce pack leader prowling 
from the cave, still suspicious of Alith. Alith deferentially dropped to his 
hands and knees without thought as Blackmane stalked past towards the 
water. 


Rays of dusk streamed through the treetops as the wolves gathered around 
Blackmane. The pack headed northwards at a steady pace and Alith kept up 
with them with ease. Not far from the cave, the pack split, some of the 
wolves heading off in pairs, others alone. In this way they could cover more 
ground searching for a potential kill. 


Alith could only follow their lead, staying close to the older female that had 
befriended him that morning. Her fur was a speckled dark and light grey 
that reflected the light, and Alith named her Silver. He had also dubbed a 
few others from instantly recognisable features: Snowtail; Broken Fang; 
Old Grey; One Ear; Scar. The others of the pack were still indistinguishable 
from each other in Alith’s eyes. 


From what he knew of wolves, most of the pack would be the offspring of 
Blackmane and Old Grey; a few of the others were stragglers like himself 
adopted by the pair. More than half were male, and they were of all ages, 
Blackmane and Old Grey being the eldest, with several young that Alith 
judged to be little more than a year old. The youngest playfully danced and 
wrestled with each other, swiping their paws across the muzzles of their 
rivals in mock fights, nipping at each other’s necks and hindquarters in 
practice for killing prey. 


Alith faced another difficulty in communicating with his new companions. 
They rarely spoke in Kurnous’s tongue, preferring to express themselves 
with stance and position, the subtleties of which were entirely lost on Alith. 
He had already learnt not to meet Blackmane’s eye; doing so always drew 
bared fangs and the need for Alith to quickly fall to his stomach in 
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appeasement. Alith was most perturbed by this, as none of the other wolves 
seemed to suffer Blackmane’s wrath so vehemently. As he ran alongside 
Silver, he pondered why Blackmane had allowed Alith to join at all if the 
pack leader felt such antipathy towards the two-legged arrival. There was 
no means by which Alith could ask this question, the language of Kurnous 
being devoid of any means to express such emotional concepts. 


A howl to the east signalled that prey had been located. Silver stopped and 
sat back, raising her head to respond in kind. After receiving a reply, she 
quickly broke eastwards. Other howls sounded around Alith while the pack 
located each other. Within a short time, Alith found himself surrounded by 
converging silvery-grey shadows slinking through the twilight that 
shimmered through the canopy of the forest. 


It was Scar that had found something. The male was sat on the lip of a rise, 
looking northwards, occasionally letting loose a howl to bring the other 
wolves to the hunt. The pack picked up the scent of prey, their tails 
straightening with excitement. Blackmane trotted into view and Alith drew 
back behind Silver. The other wolves let out an excited mix of barks and 
wails until Blackmane snarled them into silence. 


Blackmane’s mate, the one Alith called Old Grey, took the lead, forging 
down a steep bank covered with fern fronds. The air was filled with rustling 
as the wolves closed in on their quarry, clouds of spores floating in the dusk 
light. Alith followed closely behind, keeping bent low to avoid being seen. 
The pack slowed as they neared their prey, their voices falling silent as they 
did so. Alith could not tell what it was they hunted; the press of trees 
prevented him from seeing what the wolves could smell. He kept behind 
Silver as the wolves gathered together, stalking through the underbrush with 
purpose. 


It was then that the wind brought to him the scent of deer, sharper than he 
had ever smelt it in the mountains of Elanardris. The musk set his heart 
beating faster, awakening an urge to chase and kill. He took deep breaths to 
calm himself and kept his gaze far ahead, seeking some glimpse of the herd. 


At the bottom of the dell, Old Grey turned to the left and followed a 
Shallow rivulet upstream, the ground rising higher and higher into the 
outermost reaches of the Annulii foothills. Alith realised with a shock that 
he was already a considerable distance from the Ellyrion border, deep 


within the realm of Avelorn. It occurred to him that he had never been in 
such danger—armed only with a knife and devoid of all armour—yet he felt 
no nervousness. It was as natural to him to stalk naked through these woods 
as it had been for him to stand upon the mountainside with bow in hand. 


Despite the excitement of the chase, there was a peace in Alith’s heart. 
Although he had only been with the pack for a day, he already felt a bond 
with them from sharing their food and sleeping with them the night before. 
It was not since his early days with Milandith that he had felt such 
closeness, such welcome familiarity. 


Old Grey stopped as another howl split the air, not far to the north. The 
wolves closed in on Blackmane making uncertain noises, one or two of 
them whimpering. The howl sounded again and was taken up by other 
lupine throats, rising in pitch and volume. Blackmane’s hackles rose and he 
stood with quivering legs, alert and enraged. He let loose a how! of his own, 
long and deep. The rest of the pack took up the call, issuing a challenge to 
the unseen newcomers. 


The answering wails seemed to come from many places and of different 
tones, but Alith had learnt enough about wolves to know that they changed 
position and their howls to give the impression of greater numbers. 
Blackmane’s pack was large and it was unlikely the interlopers 
outnumbered them. For all that, it was only Blackmane that showed no 
signs of fear. The other wolves punctuated their howls with quiet whimpers, 
their ears pressed back in distress, their tails rigid with tension. 


The howling contest continued for some time. Blackmane stood his ground 
as the other pack’s cries came louder and closer. All then fell quiet, save for 
the sighing of the wind in the leaves and the trickle of the watercourse 
down the middle of the tree-filled dell. The pack spread out a little, more 
than half of them moving a little way downwind, the direction from which 
any attack would be most likely. Blackmane stood on a rock barking, like a 
general ordering his regiments into position before a battle. Silver edged her 
way to the north and Alith followed for a few strides until Blackmane’s 
voice cut through the stillness. 


“Two-legs, come close,’ the grizzled wolf snapped at Alith. 


Alith did as he was told without hesitation, crouching beside the boulder 
upon which the pack leader was standing. 


‘Fight likely,’ said Blackmane, turning his golden eyes on Alith. There was 
no sign of the pack leader’s earlier aggression; Alith fancied that he 
detected a kinder tone in the old wolf’s voice. ‘Stay close. Sharp fang kill 
stag quick. Sharp fang not kill wolf quick. Two-legs tall, neck safe. Protect 
legs. Bite throat. Bite neck.’ 


Alith nodded in understanding and then caught himself, realising that the 
gesture meant nothing to Blackmane. 


‘Bite throat, bite neck,’ said Alith. 


Blackmane turned his attention away and Alith settled back on his 
haunches, his eyes seeking any sign of movement in the rapidly darkening 
forest. A cool breeze eddied down the steep valley. 


A howl that Alith now recognised as Old Grey’s echoed from ahead. Alith 
drew his knife but stayed crouched behind the rock, his glance flicking 
between the trees and Blackmane. The pack leader was stood erect, tail 
trembling, lips drawn back as a deep growl reverberated from his throat. 
Alith quivered from the vibrations of Blackmane’s warning and from the 
rush of blood surging through his body. Leaves rustled close at hand as the 
other pack members drew closer to Blackmane, taking up guard in a circle 
around their leader. 


Some of the younger wolves began to whimper, sensing the agitation 
exuded by the adults. They laid down in the ferns, ears flattened, shoulders 
hunched tight, while the older pack members stood protectively over them. 


The first of the rival pack appeared a short distance away to the right, 
bounding lightly over a fallen tree trunk, hairs bristling along her back. She 
stopped as she saw Blackmane and the others and was quickly joined by 
five more wolves, all of them nearly as large as Blackmane, all considerably 
older. 


Blackmane turned towards the newcomers and snarled, his teeth glinting in 
the setting sun. 


‘Go!’ he snapped. ‘Our hunt!’ 


Now that he was becoming more familiar with the wolves’ behaviour, Alith 
thought he detected a hint of uncertainty in the interlopers. They all stood 
with fangs bared and eyes narrowed, but the occasional nervous flick of 
their ears betrayed a lack of confidence. 


‘No hunt,’ said the female. Alith saw that her jaws were bloodstained and 
she held herself awkwardly, favouring her left hind leg. 


‘She is wounded,’ Alith whispered to Blackmane. 
‘Our hunt,’ Blackmane repeated, ignoring Alith. “Go back!’ 


A shiver of fright rippled through the rival wolves, and they sank lower to 
their bellies, giving up their pretence of aggression. Only the female stood 
her ground, her gaze constantly moving between Blackmane and the other 
members of his pack. Her eyes finally settled on Alith and she gave a 
startled yelp and flinched. 


“Two-legs!’ she yowled. Edging backwards, she started a constant whining 
that was taken up by the others of her pack. 


Their reaction spread to several of Blackmane’s wolves, who began to make 
inquiring barks, seeking reassurance from their leader. A few looked with 
suspicion at Alith and bared their teeth. 


Blackmane glanced at Alith and then returned his attention to the strangers. 
“Two-legs hunt with us,’ he said. ‘One of pack.’ 


‘Many two-legs come,’ said the female. ‘Hunt with long fangs. Kill many. 
Not eat.’ 


“Two-legs not hunt wolf,’ said Blackmane. ‘Go now!’ 


“Two-legs kill wolf,’ the female insisted, stepping forwards again. ‘Long 
fangs and sharp fangs. Mate dead. Many packs killed.’ 


‘How close?’ Alith asked, standing up. This earned him a growl from 
Blackmane and more whimpering from the strangers, but he ignored both 
and walked forwards, slipping his knife back into its sheath. ‘How close 
two-legs?’ 


“We run for two suns,’ said the female hesitantly. ‘Try to fight. Many killed. 
Two-legs not chase. Two-legs come from high ground. Come this way.’ 
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‘Many two-legs?’ asked Blackmane, leaping down from the rock and 
padding between Alith and the other pack. Old Grey, Scar and a few others 
moved forwards also, backing up their pack leader with growls and snarls. 


‘Many, many two-legs,’ the female answered. ‘Many long fangs. Many 
sharp fangs. Two-legs fight other two-legs.’ 


Alith was taken aback by this revelation. He had suspected that the 
Chracians had come south over the mountains, fleeing the druchii. Now it 
seemed the druchii had come to Avelorn as well. 


‘All two-legs kill wolves?’ he asked. 


‘Black two-legs kill wolves,’ the female replied. ‘Black two-legs bring 
noise. Black two-legs bring fires. Black two-legs burn other two-legs.’ 


Revulsion lurched in Alith’s stomach at the thought of the druchii coming 
here. It could only mean that Chrace had been overrun at last, and Avelorn 
was now under threat. 


“Two-legs come here?’ Blackmane asked. In reply, the other wolf merely 
whimpered and flattened her ears. ‘Two-legs come, we fight.’ 


‘Not fight,’ whined the female. “Two-legs come with long fangs. They kill, 
not fight.’ 


‘Our hunt!’ snarled Blackmane. ‘Not run!’ 

‘Our two-legs has sharp fang,’ added Old Grey. 

“Two-legs has no long fang,’ said the other wolf. ‘Sharp fang not fight long 
fang.’ 


It was now that Alith realised ‘long fang’ was the wolves’ expression for a 
bow; most likely the dwarf-made repeater crossbows the druchii brought 
back from the colonies of Nagarythe in Elthin Arvan. The wolves would 
have no chance to fight against such hunters, and would be slaughtered by 
the vicious druchii out of a sheer pleasure for killing. 


“We run,’ Alith said, turning to Blackmane. The pack leader snarled and 
snapped his jaws but Alith did not back down. ‘Cannot fight long fangs. 
Long fangs kill many wolves. Wolves kill no long fangs.’ 
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For a moment Alith thought Blackmane would attack. The wolf bunched 
his muscles, preparing to pounce, his tail as straight as a rod behind him. 


“We run,’ said Old Grey. ‘Long fangs kill cubs. We run. Find new hunt.’ 


‘No!’ Blackmane rounded on his mate. ‘Two-legs come, two-legs keep 
coming. Pack runs, pack keeps running. Better fight not run. Make two-legs 
go away!’ 


‘Not run, hide,’ said Alith. ‘Black two-legs hunting other two-legs. Not 
hunting wolves. Wolves hide, two-legs go away.’ 


Alith knew this to be a lie; given any opportunity the druchii would scour 
Avelorn with sword and flame. The only chance for survival for the pack 
would be to lie low until the forces of the Everqueen and her subjects could 
push back the druchii advance. 


The other wolves continued to argue, but Alith did not listen. He was 
confused by his own reaction. Why did he care whether the wolves lived or 
died? If they killed even a single druchii, would that not be a victory? He 
wondered what had happened to the hatred that had burned within him only 
two days before. Why did he not feel like striking out against the druchii? 


A glance back at the worried pack gave him his answer. He saw the 
cowering cubs, heard the whimpers of their guardians. This was a family, 
and though they were not elves, they no more deserved to be sacrificed to 
the druchii’s bloodlust than the people of Ellyrion, or any other creature of 
Ulthuan. The druchii despised all that they could not control, and they 
would come to Avelorn with their whips and their chains to tame the wilds. 
Morathi craved domination over all creatures, not just her fellow elves. 
Alith realised that Morathi must hate the Everqueen even more than she 
hated Caledor; an incarnation of purity and nobility that Morathi could 
never defeat save through force. 


“We hunt,’ Alith said suddenly, cutting through the wolves’ argument. ‘Not 
fight, hunt! Kill in darkness. Hunt two-legs.’ 


‘Hunt two-legs?’ said Old Grey. ‘Not good. We kill two-legs, more two-legs 
come to kill.’ 


‘I am two-legs, I know two-legs,’ Alith told the wolves as they padded back 
and forth uncertainly. ‘Black two-legs bad. Black two-legs kill and kill and 
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kill. Other two-legs fight black two-legs and wolves hunt black two-legs. 
Two-legs afraid.’ 


Blackmane was staring intently at Alith, his posture more relaxed. 


“Two-legs hunt with long fang, sharper than fang, sharper than sharp fang,’ 
said the pack leader. 


‘Yes,’ said Alith. ‘Not fight long fang. Hunt two-legs. Hunt at night. Hunt 
quiet. Kill two-legs and hide. Come back and hunt two-legs again. Not 
fight.’ 

“Two-legs need long fang to hunt,’ said Blackmane. ‘Long fang sharper 


than sharp fang.’ 


‘I have no long fang,’ Alith replied. Save for his knife, his possessions had 
been abandoned. 


“Water has long fang,’ said Blackmane. “Two-legs take long fang and hunt.’ 


Alith was confused, unsure what Blackmane was telling him. Frustration 
welled up within the elf, unable to speak properly with the rest of the pack. 


“Water has long fang?’ Alith said. 


‘Old long fang,’ said Scar, a grizzled-looking wolf with a greying muzzle 
and the jagged remains of a wound across his right shoulder. ‘Long fang in 
water old as forest, older. Wolves not need long fang. Two-legs need long 
fang. Long fang hide from two-legs. Only bright face of night show long 
fang.’ 


Scar’s words bordered on the meaningless, but his tone was low, almost 
reverential. Alith sifted through the jumbled phrases trying to discern any 
sense, but the wolf’s references were entirely lost on him. 


“Yes,’ agreed Blackmane. ‘Water hide long fang. Bright face of night come 
soon. Two-legs take long fang. Hunt black two-legs. Pack hunt.’ 


‘Show me long fang,’ said Alith, realising that the wolves were speaking of 
a real place. 


‘Bright face of night show long fang,’ said Scar. ‘Six more suns before 
bright face of night come.’ 
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Slowly understanding dawned on Alith as he pieced together the strands of 
the wolves’ story. ‘Suns’ were days, and in six days’ time the moon Sariour 
would be full: the bright face of the night. Whatever it was the wolves were 
talking about, it could only be seen by the light of the full moon. 


‘Good,’ said Alith and Scar wagged his tail appreciatively. ‘Hide six suns. 
Bright face of night show long fang.’ 


“Hide six suns,’ said Blackmane, his words punctuated with snarls. ‘Watch 
black two-legs. Two-legs take long fang. Hunt black two-legs.’ 


The stragglers that had been fleeing the druchii were welcomed into the 
pack by Blackmane, and the wolves headed east to seek a lair. As they 
travelled, the howls of other packs could be heard, all of them moving 
southwards and eastwards away from the mountains. 


They encountered other animals retreating from the druchii invasion. Herds 
of deer threw aside their usual caution, risking the attention of the wolves 
rather than be caught by the invaders. The pack still needed to eat and the 
terrified deer proved to be easy prey. That dusk, Alith again gorged himself 
on fresh flesh, filled with the thrill of the hunt and the energy of the kill. 


Over the following days the pack moved into the territories of rival wolves. 
Each sunrise was heralded by a cacophony of howls as the two packs strove 
to assert their dominance. Each time neither side was willing to retreat and 
the two packs came together. Clearly outnumbered, the rival wolves 
nevertheless stood their ground, daring Blackmane to attack. On the first 
occasion, Alith feared that there would be bloodshed, but Blackmane 
surprised him, and the rest of his pack. He told the other wolves of what 
was happening and warned them to head east. The other pack became 
fearful and begged Blackmane to help them. The old leader was reluctant, 
but Alith persuaded him to allow the pack to grow even larger. 


Three more encounters ended the same way, and the pack grew to over fifty 
in number. Alith was reminded of the mustering of regiments at Elanardris. 
The growth of the pack came with the same problems the Anars had faced. 
There were more mouths to feed and the huge pack was forced to range far 
and wide to seek food, their prey having also been driven away by the 
presence of the druchii. This slowed down the pack and one night Alith 
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could smell the fires of the druchii camp and hear their raucous celebrations 
on the wind. 


That night Blackmane told the pack they could not hunt but had to run as 
swiftly as they could, to keep the druchii from catching them. Always the 
wolves headed east, but the druchii were never more than a day’s travel 
behind as they drove into the heart of Avelorn. 


As the pack continued to move, some of their number would break off, 
alone or in pairs, and head northwards to spy upon the druchii. They 
returned with news that the druchii were burning many trees and had slain 
hundreds of creatures from the forest. Alith tried to find out the druchii 
numbers, but the best the wolves could tell him was ‘a flock’ and ‘many 
packs’. On the eighth night since coming to Avelorn, Alith convinced 
Blackmane to allow the elf to see for himself the strength of the enemy. 


Having acclimatised quickly to the sounds and rhythms of the forest, Alith 
was confident as he set out at dusk, following back along the path the 
wolves had taken. As the sun set and the forest was plunged into starlight, 
he turned northwards and kept a fast but steady pace. He ran for most of the 
night, stopping only to drink occasionally, the moons rising and falling 
before he first smelt the smoke of fires drifting through the trees. 


Slowing to a walk, Alith saw distant flickers of orange and red. The stench 
of the charnel fires drifted to him on the gentle wind, a choking mix of 
woodsmoke and burning flesh. Swathed in almost total darkness, Alith 
stalked towards the camp with dagger in hand. 


Amongst the long and wavering shadows cast by the pyres, Alith spied 
several sentries. He watched for a while, noting the routes of their patrols 
and the timing. For all of their depravity, these druchii were disciplined and 
organised and at first Alith could see no way past the cordon. It was only 
after further observation that Alith noticed the sentries kept their gaze 
groundwards; none of them looked up into the trees as they patrolled. And 
why would they? As far as the druchii knew, there was no threat from the 
leaves and branches above their heads. 


Smiling grimly, Alith slipped forwards silently and climbed the bole of a 
tree overlooking one of the patrol paths. He waited patiently in the 
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branches, not a muscle moving, his breathing slow and shallow, eyes 
scanning the path below for the approach of an enemy. 


As Alith had predicted, one of the guards came marching between the trees 
with spear and shield ready. His eyes never once looked up as he passed 
below Alith. 


Alith soundlessly dropped down behind the druchii and plunged his knife 
into the side of his neck, killing him instantly. Quickly stripping the body, 
Alith took the clothes and armour before dragging the corpse into a nearby 
bush so that it would remain unseen. 


Clad in the uniform of the slain soldier, Alith headed towards the druchii 
camp. 


With a swagger Alith had often seen affected by the druchii, the lord of the 
Anars strolled into the enemy camp. He knew that his Naggarothi features 
would blend in with the druchii, and it was far easier to avoid detection in 
plain sight than to skulk in the shadows. As he expected, there were no 
challenges and the elves of the camp never gave him a second glance. To 
walk so boldly in front of his enemies sent a frisson through Alith’s body. It 
pleased him immensely to masquerade as one of them; an invisible foe 
ready to strike at their heart. 


The druchii force was not as large as Alith had first feared. He guessed by 
the size of the camp that there were three or four thousand in this army, 
almost half of them cultists of Khaine. He was surprised by this, noting that 
the worshippers of Khaine seemed to be gaining power over their rivals. He 
saw a few Salthite totems and heard chants to Ereth Khial, but it was the 
sacrificial pyres to the Lord of Murder that dominated the ceremonies. 


As he walked between the black and red pavilions and weaved his way 
between stupefied cultists, Alith detected an atmosphere of desperation. It 
was intangible, but Alith could feel an edge in the words of the priests as 
they raised their voices to the cytharai, imploring for their favour. The 
braziers sputtered not with the organs of elves, but with the hearts and livers 
of deer and bear and wolf. Alith saw not a single elven prisoner. 


As he walked, Alith noted the layout of the camp. The cultists were 
confined to the centre, surrounded by the tents that housed the soldiery. 
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Morathi’s commanders were taking no chances with their unreliable allies, 
keeping a close watch on the cultists. Combining this observation with the 
lack of cultists in the army on the Ellyrion plain, Alith wondered if Morathi 
was finally tiring of her sectarian lackeys. They had been useful to her in 
claiming power, but now their presence created more chaos and problems 
for the druchii. 


Alith was also able to compare his experience in the camp with the time the 
Shadows had spent in Anlec. Many of the warriors were younger, less than 
three hundred years old. In times past, such youngsters would never have 
been allowed to march in a Naggarothi host. It gave Alith hope to see this, 
knowing that with every year that the druchii were held back, their numbers 
would dwindle. Morathi’s gambit had been to seize Ulthuan before the 
princes could organise themselves in the wake of Bel Shanaar’s death. It 
seemed that the actions of the Anars had perhaps helped in some way to 
prevent this. Alith doubted whether history would remember the brave 
deeds of his house, or the tragedy at Black Fen, but it gave him some 
momentary pride to recall them. For the first time since the massacre, he 
was able to look back on that day with a feeling other than hatred and 
misery. 


He had seen enough to convince him that the druchii were vulnerable. If 
they stayed together, they would eventually be found and destroyed by the 
Chracians or the warriors of the Everqueen. If they split... Alith would be 
waiting for them with his newly met friends. 


Alith cut south through the camp, moving at a nonchalant walk, his spear 
over one shoulder, shield slung on a belt across his back. He left the circle 
of pyres and strolled into the darkness, the only light the flicker of firelight 
from a spearpoint or link of mail. He saw a sentry a little apart from the 
others and approached, gently humming the battle anthem of the Anars. The 
warrior carried a bow and a long sword hung at his waist. 


Alith deliberately snapped a twig beneath his foot and the guard turned at 
Alith’s noisy approach, relaxed and unwary. 


“You should see some of those Athartists,’ Alith said with a leering look. 
“You could stretch them any which way you want and they wouldn’t make a 
whimper.’ 
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‘I wouldn’t mind the odd scream or two...’ the guard said with a lewd 
chuckle. 


‘I’ve had my fill already, why don’t you go and enjoy the festivities,’ 
suggested Alith, half-turning back towards the camp. ‘I drank some 
moonleaf tea and I can’t sleep a wink. Ill keep watch. You never know 
when we’ll be attacked by a badger or something!’ 


‘I’m not so sure,’ replied the sentry, glancing between the beckoning fires 
and the looming shadow of the commanders’ pavilion. 


‘Oh well, if you want to stay here in the dark...’ said Alith, taking a step 
back towards the glow of the flames. 


‘Wait!’ hissed the guard. Alith smiled to himself before turning around to 
face the soldier. 


‘I won’t tell anybody, if you won’t,’ Alith said with a smirk. He enjoyed the 
dilemma playing out on the druchii’s face. His indecision, his uncertainty, 
gave Alith a sense of power over him. He wasn’t sure why he toyed with 
the elf in this way, when he could have easily surprised and overpowered 
him. There was something about making the druchii dance to the tune of the 
Anars that was immensely gratifying. 


Alith stood next to the druchii and laid his arm across his shoulders. 


‘I don’t think the commander is going to let them stay that long,’ Alith 
added, imagining himself tying the hook onto the end of a fishing line. It 
was almost too easy to enjoy. Almost. 


‘I heard as such,’ said the guard. ‘He said it was “bad for discipline”, or 
something like that.’ 


‘It is a bit of a distraction,’ said Alith. 


As quick as a serpent, Alith slipped behind the warrior and tightened his 
arm around his victim’s throat and neck. The sentry barely had time for a 
few choking gasps before he slumped into Alith’s arms. 


‘A terrible distraction,’ Alith whispered as he hefted the unconscious elf 
across his shoulders and headed into the woods. 
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Tarmelion woke with a thunderous headache and a biting soreness in his 
chest. He felt dizzy and did not risk opening his eyes immediately. As he 
recovered his senses, fear gripped him. He could feel nothing, except for a 
throbbing in his wrists and ankles and a sharper pain in his chest. He was 
cold. There was something sticky on his face. 


Opening his eyes, Tarmelion found himself looking at the leaf-strewn 
ground, some distance away. It took a moment for him to realise that he was 
hung from a tree branch, naked, with blood dripping from a cut in his chest. 


‘How long before you bleed to death?’ a voice asked him from above. 
Something shifted its weight on the branch and Tarmelion began swaying 
gently. He craned his neck to catch sight of his tormentor but he could not 
twist his head far enough to see. He caught a glimpse of a shadowy figure 
just above him, but it moved out of sight as soon as his eyes fell upon it. 


“Who are you?’ Tarmelion begged, the pain in his chest growing as his heart 
began to beat faster, forcing more blood from the wound. 


“Why are you here?’ the voice asked. ‘What do you want with Avelorn? 
How many more of your kind are coming?’ 


‘I don’t know!’ sobbed Tarmelion, already terrified out of his wits. He 
could remember nothing of how he came to be in this place. His last 
memory was talking to one of the other sentries outside the camp. ‘What 
are you?’ 


He repeated this question again and again, tears streaming from his eyes, 
the blood rushing to his head and spilling across his face from the gash 
above his heart. All became silent save for the distant patter of blood drops 
hitting the leaves far below. 


The branch creaked and a moment later Tarmelion was confronted by a 
horrifying apparition. A face appeared right in front of him, upside-down 
and covered in blood. It was smiling. Tarmelion shrieked and tried to get 
away, straining every muscle, sending himself swinging dizzyingly from 
side to side. The face followed him, close enough he could smell blood on 
its breath. The smile faded and the creature bared bloodstained teeth at him. 


“You are going to tell me everything you know,’ the thing snarled. 
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Having learned what he wanted, Alith knocked the druchii unconscious and 
cut him from the tree. He carried him back towards the camp and left him 
close to one of the paths. Avelorn was the subject of many strange tales and 
dark legends, and it served Alith well that the sentry be found and spoke to 
his comrades of his terrifying encounter with a bloodthirsty denizen from 
the forest. It would sow more doubt in the hearts of the druchii and add to 
their fear of this unnatural place. 


Alith stripped off the druchii clothes, glad to be rid of them for they had 
been ripe with the stench of fire and death. He did this not only for his 
personal comfort, but because he was afraid the smell of the druchii would 
mask his own scent and confuse the wolves. If he came upon the pack in 
such a fashion, they would attack without question and perhaps only later 
realise their mistake. Better to walk as nature intended. He kept the bow, 
arrows and sword. 


Dawn came as Alith was making his way back through the woods at a swift 
run. The chorus of howls that greeted the sun allowed him to steer towards 
the pack’s location. They would be on the hunt at this time, padding sleekly 
through the early morning twilight in search of prey. He felt the same urge 
and slipped an arrow to the bow. Slowing, he searched for tracks and soon 
came across a run used by rabbits. A surge of excitement welled up inside 
Alith at the thought of catching his prey and it took all of his willpower to 
remain calm. The bow trembled in his hand; he wanted to cast it aside and 
hunt with knife and teeth. 


What was it that he had awoken with the slaying of Kurnous’s stag? 


It was dusk once again before Alith caught up with the rest of the pack, 
which had made its lair in a thin grove of trees beside a wide lake. Silver 
was the first to greet him with barks and licks and Alith ruffled her fur and 
stroked her chest in return. They were interrupted by Scar. 


“Two-legs come,’ said the wolf, tuming away without waiting for 
acknowledgement. 


Alith gave Silver a parting pat and followed Scar down to the water’s edge. 
The lake was quite large, easily more than a bowshot wide and twice as 
long, aligned roughly north to south. The water was crystal-clear, a perfect 
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mirror of the ruddy skies fringed with the silhouettes of the trees. Scar 
turned northwards and followed the edge of the lake, which was marked by 
a ribbon of shore upon which only grass grew, sloping gently down to the 
bare earth at the lake’s bank. 


In the twilight Alith saw Blackmane at the northern end of the lake, sitting 
attentively at the water’s edge. The pack leader stared out towards the 
middle of the lake. Alith followed his gaze but could see nothing. There 
was no wind and not even a ripple disturbed the lake’s surface. 


‘Water holds long fang,’ said Scar as they approached Blackmane. ‘Two- 
legs take long fang, hunt other two-legs.’ 


Scar sat down to the right of his leader and Alith crouched down on the 
other side. Blackmane had not moved a muscle for the entire time, but now 
turned his head and looked at Alith. 


‘Long time, many lives, since two-legs came to forest,’ said Blackmane, his 
voice quiet, respectful. ‘Long fang in lake before two-legs came. Long fang 
old as forest.’ 


Blackmane returned to his vigil, his immobility a reflection of the utter 
stillness that surrounded the lake. Alith sat cross-legged and waited also, 
comfortable in the silence. His mind drifted, memories and feelings 
swirling together, pictures forming in his mind’s eye on the tranquil water. 


He had always craved space and peace. Having grown up with no brothers 
or sisters, there had always been somewhere he could find away from other 
elves, to listen to his thoughts alone. He remembered gala banquets in the 
great hall and on the lawns. He recalled long days spent with tutors in the 
library, trying to absorb the knowledge they were imparting, their voices 
becoming a drone while his mind wandered to the mountains. He had 
enjoyed the company of his friends, but their presence was something that 
could be chosen. When he wanted companionship he had been able to find 
it, and when he wanted solitude, the wilds had always beckoned. 


As he allowed himself to drift into a trance-like state, Alith’s senses 
sharpened. He could hear the playful yaps and yelps of the pack across the 
lake and the chirruping of birds in the trees. Blackmane’s breathing was 
slow and regular, while Scar panted with excitement. The evening air was 
cool on Alith’s skin, but not unpleasant. He felt the weight of the quiver 
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across his back and realised he still held the bow he had taken from the 
druchii sentry. These objects felt out of place, and he stood and strode 
across to the line of trees encircling the lake clearing. He took off the 
accoutrements of war and placed them beside a tree, noting its position so 
he could return for them later. Completely naked once again, he returned to 
Blackmane’s side. 


Alith quickly fell back into his contemplative state. All turmoil gone, Alith 
sensed something else. It was magic. Since the time of Aenarion and 
Caledor, the winds of magic had been drawn into the Vortex of Ulthuan and 
Alith had grown up knowing but not really noticing the immaterial winds 
that swept through the mountains of his home. He had felt their coil and 
eddy as he gave thanks to Kurnous, and had enjoyed their suffusing energy 
when he had called upon them to shield him from view or guide his aim. 


Here, in Avelorn, the magic was different, of an entirely older order. It was 
rooted in the trees, lingered in the grounds and was contained in the waters 
of the lake. Having focussed on this realisation, Alith noted that the lake 
was particularly strong in mystical energy. It reminded him of silver-yellow 
rain, of calm dew on an autumn morning or the scent of a spring flower. 
There was potential here, life that was ancient and eternal. This was the 
magic of the Everqueen, the source of her power. It was this that the druchii 
—Morathi—wanted to desecrate. The druchii could never enslave such a 
power and so they sought to deny it to their foes. It was their way, to 
destroy that which they could not claim, to taint that which could create. 


A sharpness, a sudden spike in the magic of the pool, brought Alith out of 
his waking dream. He opened his eyes slowly, as if from a long and 
refreshing sleep. The twilight had gone, replaced by a clear sky full of stars 
and the full moon. Alith turned to Blackmane, but realised with a shock that 
both the pack leader and Scar had left him. He sat alone on the edge of the 
lake. 


Even as he wondered why the wolves had brought him here, Alith saw 
something shimmering in the middle of the lake. He took it to be the 
reflection of the moon above and stood for a better look. The glimmer of 
light was not the moon, which strangely did not reflect on the water at all. 
The source of the light was within the water, at the bottom of the lake. 


Alith looked around him, suddenly disconcerted. In the night the trees 
seemed different, the lake more menacing. It was a sheen of black; even the 
stars did not show on its surface. Only that light in the depths illuminated 
the scene, dappling the shore and the surrounding trunks and branches with 
a silvery hue. 


Alith fought back his fear with reason, pushing aside the animalistic 
instincts that had suffused him during his time amongst the pack. It was not 
dread that filled the clearing, but there was something that tugged at Alith’s 
heart. It was a deep sorrow, a longful mourning. He sensed that a great 
tragedy had occurred at some time in the distant past. It was neither a 
memory nor a sensation he could define, but there was something about the 
bleakness of the scene that told him of an emptiness and loss of hope that 
only he could understand; something as alone as he was called out to him 
from the waters. 


Alith waded into the lake, warm against his skin. He felt as if he strode into 
a pool of quicksilver, meeting slick resistance. Pushing forwards, he began 
to swim, striking out towards the strange light with slow, measured strokes. 
His passage made not a single ripple and no splash spoiled the silence. He 
kicked his legs and swam faster, but still the lake was as calm as it had been 
when he first laid eyes upon it. 


Though he swam, Alith could feel no sense of motion or time and he could 
not tell for how long he forged towards that light. It grew neither stronger 
nor weaker but remained constant, bathing him in its glow. Had the lake 
been normal, he could have crossed it a dozen times over without too much 
effort, but Alith found his breath coming in short gasps, his limbs tired. It 
felt like he had been swimming for an eternity but he pressed on, ignoring 
the burning of his muscles and the pressure in his chest. The light 
surrounded him, dragging him forwards. 


When he knew he was above the light source—and he did not know how 
but he just knew—Alith stopped and treaded water for a moment. He 
looked down but all he could see was the white and silver that engulfed 
him. Taking a deep breath, he plunged downwards, towards the sunken 
moonlight. 


Down and down he swam until his lungs were fit to burst. Down even 
further he went, his world now a bubble of silver that embraced him. Part of 
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him wanted to stop, wanted to turn and break for the surface, fearful of 
drowning. Another part of Alith welcomed the oblivion the light offered. 
Yet still another part of him heard a voice. 


It was a female voice, which Alith recognised as if in distant remembrance, 
but he did not know whether the voice came from the water or inside his 
own head. The voice reminded him of safety and boredom but he could not 
place it. It told him a story as he swam, the words coming to mind as if 
recalled, yet Alith did not know from where the memory might come. 


In the age before the elves the gods were as one with the world and the 
heavens. They played and schemed and fought with one another. And loved. 
Greatest of the godly lovers were Kurnous the Hunter and Lileath of the 
Moon. For eternity Kurnous wooed Lileath but the two of them could never 
meet, for Kurnous dwelt in the endless forests of the world and the Moon 
Goddess haunted the skies. To show Kurnous that his love was not 
unrequited, Lileath petitioned Vaul the Smith to create a gift for the Hunter. 
She poured her love and her soul into that gift and bade Vaul to take it to 
Kurnous as a token of her affection. Khaine the Warrior, ever jealous of 
Kurnous and Lileath’s love, intercepted Vaul as he returned from the moon. 
He demanded that Vaul give him the gift that Lileath had commissioned. 
Vaul refused, telling Khaine that it was not for him. At this Khaine grew 
very angry and threatened to torture the crippled Smith if he did not give 
him Lileath’s gift. Vaul refused again and instead passed the gift to Isha to 
hide it from Khaine. Isha, Mother of the World, proclaimed that none save 
for Kurnous would ever find the token of Lileath’s love. Shedding a tear, she 
cast the gift down from the heavens to the world. Vaul suffered greatly at the 
hands of Khaine for his defiance, but the Smith-God did not know where the 
gift was hidden. When Khaine released him, Vaul told Kurnous of what had 
happened. Kurnous was the God of the Hunt and there was nothing he 
could not find, but the gift of Lileath eluded him. Every month she looked 
down upon the world and stared at her gift, so that Kurnous might follow 
her gaze. Yet the Hunter never found it before the elves came and the gods 
were forced to dwell evermore in the heavens. So it was that Kurnous and 
Lileath would remain apart for eternity and Kurnous’s children would howl 
their love for Lileath every full moon. 


Alith felt something in his grasp, solid yet flexible. He tightened his grip on 
it and turned, heading for the surface. The glow diminished around him 
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while fatigue and lack of breath played tricks on his mind, confusing him 
with glimpses from his past and a cacophony of noise. His heart thundered 
and his body screamed in pain along every vein and fibre of muscle. His 
prize tight in his hand, Alith pushed upwards, feeling the strength leaking 
from him, the last bubbles of air streaming from between his gritted teeth. 


With an explosive gasp and a spume of water, Alith broke the surface of the 
lake. The starlit sky spun and the moon swirled. His whole body was numb, 
save for his right hand, which was pained by the tightness of his grip. Alith 
took in great lungfuls of air and after a while the pain and dizziness 
receded, though he still felt as weak as a newborn cub. Only when the 
rushing in his ears had stopped and he could feel the water against his skin 
once more did he look at what he held. 


It was the most beautiful bow he had ever set eyes upon. Crafted from a 
silvery metal that glittered in the moonlight, its tips were each decorated 
with a crescent moon. No droplet of water clung to its length and its string 
was all but invisible, finer than a hair. It felt as light as air in his grasp and 
perfectly balanced for his hand. It was warm to the touch, reassuring, 
almost loving with its presence. 


Alith heard noises from the edge of the lake. Looking around he saw that 
the moon was just above the treetops, almost gone from view. In the dim 
light he could discern the shadowy shapes of the wolf pack, spread around 
the shore of the lake. Dozens of pairs of eyes glittered in the shadows, 
watching him. Keeping himself afloat with gentle kicks and sweeps with his 
free arm, Alith kissed the bow and held it triumphantly above his head. 


All around him the wolves howled as the Children of Kurnous cried their 
love for Lileath. 


Twenty 
The Taming of the Wolf 


Alith was breathless as he ran through the woods. Glancing over his 
shoulder, he could see the knights chasing him, ducking beneath branches 
as they steered their heavy mounts between the trees. More than a dozen of 
them had given chase when Alith had shot their captain as they patrolled 
southwards from their camp. The thud of the horses’ hooves reverberated 
from the steep sides of the wooded dell as Alith led them towards the pack. 


Alith put in a fresh spurt of speed and cut to his left, disappearing from the 
knights’ view. He leapt onto a rock and from there jumped into the branches 
of a tree with the swiftness of a squirrel. He ran lightly along the branch and 
crouched next to the trunk, peering between the leaves at the approaching 
riders. 


The foremost rider signalled for the pursuers to slow as he passed Alith’s 
hiding spot. Alith felt a tremor of fear as the small column came to a walk 
and paced by below him, their eyes scanning the trees for any sign of their 


prey. 
‘Halt!’ called the lead knight, holding up his hand. ‘It has stopped running.’ 


Alith caught his breath and his heart began to race. He glanced at the 
ground beneath the horses but knew he had left no tracks as he had run. He 
also knew that he could not be seen easily. His pale skin was obscured by 
mud and blood he had painted across himself, and immobile he was all but 
indistinguishable from the bark of the tree. 


Slowly shifting position, Alith turned his attention to the knights’ leader, 
wondering what sense it was that had alerted the rider. He was armoured as 
the others in heavy silver plate, his dark grey steed protected by a caparison 
of light mail and a black enamelled chamfron gilded with the rune of Anlec. 
A high war helm protected the rider’s head, decorated with a plume of long 
black feathers that swayed as the knight looked to his left and right. There 
was something else on the knight’s helmet, a band of gold that held in place 
a mask that Alith could not see until the rider turned fully around and stared 
directly at him. Alith gasped at what he saw. 


The golden mask depicted a thin, snarling face sculpted with angular cheeks 
and diamond eyeholes. It was not the fierce expression of the war mask that 
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so alarmed Alith, but what was set into it. A pair of blue eyes were bound to 
the mask above the eyeholes, a net of fine golden thread passing through 
the glistening orbs and the metal of the helm; real eyes that moved with a 
life of their own. A fine trickle of blood ran down the sides of the mask 
from these as they tracked back and forth, seeking something. They 
swivelled in unison towards Alith and the rider straightened as if startled. 


For a moment Alith was locked in the unearthly stare of those magical eyes. 
He was transfixed with horror, not only of his discovery but by the means 
with which he had been found. 


‘There, in the tree!’ the rider cried out, pulling free his sword and pointing 
towards Alith. 


The knights’ exclamations broke Alith’s trance and he pulled himself higher 
into the branches with one hand, unslinging the moonbow from his back 
with the other. He felt the gift of Lileath pulse in his hand, mirroring his 
heartbeat. Angry shouts rose towards him as he lifted an arrow to the 
impossibly thin string. He pulled back on the shaft, with no more resistance 
than he would have from passing his hand through the air. Sighting on the 
knight with the abomination of a mask, Alith could hear the bow 
whispering to him, offering soothing encouragement. He could not discern 
the words, and doubted he would understand their language even if he could 
clearly hear them. Their tone was reassuring, relaxing him, quelling the 
trembling in his hands. 


Alith loosed the arrow and it sprang from the moonbow as a flash of white, 
cutting straight through the breastplate of the knight and out of his back to 
bury itself up to the fletching in the leaf-strewn ground. A gaping hole in 
his body, the knight toppled sideways and crashed lifelessly into the dirt. As 
he had done since finding the moonbow, Alith marvelled at its power; it 
was strong enough to send a shaft through a tree bole yet so light that he 
could balance it on a fingertip. 


Alith shot another of the knights, the angle of the arrow passing down 
through the rider’s shoulder and splitting the spine of his steed. Both 
collapsed in a heap. With no means to shoot back, the knights turned and 
fled, one more of their number falling with an arrow through his back as 
they galloped back up the dell. 


With moonbow still in hand, Alith dropped back to the ground. He felt a 
wave of revulsion wash through him as he stepped towards the knight with 
the grotesque helmet. Turning him over with his foot, Alith stared at the 
horrid contraption of gold and flesh wound into the helm. He knelt down 
for a closer inspection and saw that the wires holding the eyes in place 
passed through the helmet and into the face of the wearer. Though the 
knight was dead, the eyes continued to follow Alith, staring at him 
wherever he moved. 


Forcing himself to look at those eyes, he regarded them with distaste, but 
also a feeling of recognition. There was something about their lidless stare 
that seemed familiar. Then it came to him: these were the eyes of the sentry 
he had interrogated. A sorcerer in the druchii camp had laid an enchantment 
upon them to seek out Alith, and gifted them with the ability to see him 
wherever he hid. 


Disgusted, Alith drew his sword and sliced through the golden bindings, 
spilling the eyes to the ground. They swivelled amongst the leaves, still 
staring accusingly at Alith. With a lurch in his stomach, Alith brought his 
sword down onto them and hacked them into viscous pieces. As he 
straightened, Alith wondered if the unfortunate sentry had survived the 
donation of his eyes. It would be like the druchii to blind him for his error, 
rather than grant him the ignominy of death. 


Stowing the moonbow and his sword, Alith retrieved his precious arrows 
and turned down the dell to head back to where the pack was waiting in 
ambush. He would have to tell them there would be no hunt today. 


For a dozen days after finding the moonbow, Alith and the wolves assailed 
the druchii, but the opportunities to strike back at his hated foes were few. 
The enemy advanced relentlessly, driving the pack before them. The wolves 
tried to head north and circle back to the west but after a day they ran into 
another druchii host; this one coming directly south and heading for the 
Ellyrion border. Eastwards the black regiments marched, unwittingly 
herding Alith and the wolves before them as they pressed on towards the 
Aein Ishain, shrine to the goddess Isha and home to the court of the 
Everqueen. 
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Save for the phases of the moon, Alith had not counted the passing of the 
days, but he started to worry about time once more. How far was it to the 
Everqueen, and how fast were the druchii moving? Was the spiritual ruler 
of Avelorn aware of the danger that pressed so hastily into the forests? 


This last question Alith dismissed as soon as it came to him. These were the 
lands of the Everqueen and she was bound to them in ways far beyond a 
prince’s connection to his lands. The death of the beasts and the burning of 
the trees would be known to her, as Alith felt the cuts on his bare feet and 
the grazes on his skin. No, the Everqueen would not need warning of the 
threat that loomed over Avelorn. 


Unable to hinder the druchii advance, Alith was at a loss regarding what 
course of action to take. Having seen the strength of his enemy, Blackmane 
wished to flee eastwards even further, down through the isthmus of Avelorn 
and into the Gaen Vale. Here the old wolf believed his pack would be safe 
from the druchii, though he would not tell Alith why he felt such surety. 


In the following days Alith noticed a change in the forests. The nature of 
the trees altered, becoming even larger and older than those of the outer 
woods. Bramble and bracken barred their way and often Alith was forced to 
crawl after the wolves through natural culverts and along tunnels of sharp 
briar. Walls of thorns turned them northwards or southwards, and Alith was 
convinced the forest itself was trying to keep them from moving eastwards. 


Sixteen days after drawing the moonbow, Blackmane’s pack came to the 
borders of the Gaen Vale. No elves save for Malekith’s half-brother and 
half-sister—and the Everqueen herself—had ever travelled to the Gaen 
Vale, but the legends surrounding it were many. Some claimed it was the 
spiritual heart of Avelorn, of all of Ulthuan, where Isha had cried out her 
last tears before she left the world for the heavens. Other tales told that the 
Gaen Vale was the birthplace of the first Everqueen, the mortal incarnation 
of the goddess. 


That strange spirits lived in the Gaen Vale was beyond dispute. The forest 
had a consciousness of its own in those dark depths. The trees could walk 
and talk, infused with the life of Isha. Legend claimed that these spirits 
protected Morelion and Yvraine, the first children of Aenarion, from the 
attacks of the daemons. The Everqueen sought counsel from the forest’s 


immortal guardians and Alith believed that they would be no friends of the 
druchii. 


Alith cared not for the legends of Isha, but he could recognise sanctuary. 
Separated from the mainland of Ulthuan by the narrowest strip of land, the 
Gaen Vale could be easily defended against the druchii. So he followed 
Blackmane as the pack forced their way towards safety, the druchii ever 
close on their heels. 


As night fell on Alith’s thirtieth day in Avelorn, they came to the northern 
end of the isthmus. The skies were swathed with thick cloud, the forest 
bathed intermittently by the white light of waxing Sariour and the sickly 
green of the Chaos moon. A mood of unease spread amongst the pack, a 
feeling of foreboding that Alith shared. The air tasted strange and Alith 
wondered if the druchii conjured a foul sorcery to stain Avelorn with their 
dark magic. The wolves gathered close together, the pack rubbing against 
each other for reassurance, their mewls and whimpers sounding in the 
darkness. Blackmane strode confidently through his charges, his bark 
bringing comfort to the scared pack. 


Alith was filled with the sensation of being watched, but though he scanned 
the trees for any sign of an interloper, he saw nothing. Then he became 
aware of movement and the whimpering of the wolves increased. Alith 
sensed it now. The breeze brought with it a different scent, that of autumnal 
rot and mouldering leaves. Shadows shifted at the edge of Alith’s vision, 
but when he turned to look he saw nothing but bushes and trees. Eerie 
creaks and the swish of leaves filled the air. Things whispered in the 
undergrowth, a susurrus that came from every direction and none. Though 
he could see nothing, Alith was in no doubt that the forest was moving. 


The trees were getting closer. 


The pack gathered around Blackmane, Alith at his side. A near- 
impenetrable wall of trees surrounded the elf and wolves, branches reaching 
high overhead to blot out what little light crept through the clouds. A 
thicket of brambles had grown up around the trees, creating a thorny fence. 
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Alith drew the moonbow and nocked an arrow, glancing nervously all 
around. Even Blackmane’s fierce confidence had disappeared and the pack 
leader hunched at Alith’s side, ears flat against his head, eyes wide with 
fright. 


Something shifted to Alith’s right and he turned, bow raised. 


‘Not welcome,’ said a voice on the wind, reminding Alith of the rustle of 
leaves in the wind. One tree stood a little further forwards from the others, a 
huge bowed oak heavy with leaf. It shuddered and acorns fell to the ground 
in a loud patter. ‘Leave us.’ 


‘Black two-legs come,’ said Blackmane, standing up and taking a pace 
towards the arboreal apparition. ‘Kill. Burn. We run.’ 


The tree might have twisted slightly towards Blackmane, though it could 
well have been a trick of the moonlight. 


“Wolves may come,’ the voice said. “Two-legs must not.’ 


“Why would you deny your ally sanctuary?’ demanded Alith, speaking in 
elvish. ‘I would fight to protect these lands from the druchii.’ 


‘Come here,’ the treeman said, bending a branch in Alith’s direction like a 
beckoning arm. 


The elf approached cautiously, moonbow still in hand. He stopped a few 
paces from the treeman and saw a gnarled face in the bark, far above his 
head. Knots made for eyes and a split in the bark formed a mockery of a 
mouth, though neither moved as the treeman spoke. 


‘What manner of elf runs wild with the wolves?’ the treeman asked. 


‘I am Alith, last of the Anars,’ the elf replied, stiffening with pride as he 
spoke. The treeman said nothing and Alith continued. ‘I am the son of the 
wolf and the moon.’ 


At this the trees around the trees began quivering violently, branches 
clashing, leaves fluttering. Alith did not know if this signalled anger or 
amusement, but he kept calm. 


‘I request passage to the Gaen Vale, to seek sanctuary from those that would 
hunt me down and slay me,’ Alith said, taking the arrow from the string of 
the moonbow and placing both in his quiver. ‘Or worse,’ he added. 
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A branch reached out and laid leafy fingers upon Alith’s brow, their touch 
as light as a feather. A moment after it had settled, the branch whipped 
away with a crack. 


‘No,’ said the treeman, its voice deepening to a rumble. “There is no place 
for you in Gaen Vale. You bring darkness with you. Death is in you. Only 
life is welcome in this place. You must go.’ 


“The darkness follows me, but it is not of my making,’ said Alith, thinking 
of the pursuing druchii. ‘I will help you fight!’ 


“The darkness is drawn to you, and you are drawn to it,’ the treeman said, 
slowly straightening. ‘You cannot pass into the Gaen Vale.’ 


Alith was aware of the eyes of the wolves upon him, Blackmane’s stare the 
most intent. The wolves could not follow the words, but Alith’s narrowed 
eyes and tense posture told them what they needed to know about the 
exchange. 


“We go?’ asked Blackmane. ‘Hide?’ 
“Yes,” said Alith. ‘You go. You hide.’ 
“Two-legs come,’ said Blackmane. 


‘No,’ said Alith, turning away from the treeman to focus on the wolves. 
“Two-legs not come. Two-legs will hunt. Wolves will hide.’ 


‘No!’ snarled Scar, trotting from the pack. “Two-legs hunt, wolves hunt.’ 
‘Wolves hunt,’ echoed Blackmane. 


‘Cubs not safe,’ said Alith. ‘Cubs not hunt. Black two-legs come soon. 
Wolves hide.’ 


‘Cubs hide, wolves hunt,’ said Blackmane. ‘Pack hunts with two-legs.’ 


Alith wanted to argue, but there were no words to express what he knew. 
The druchii would come this way, in ever-increasing numbers. The wolves 
had to flee, to head to safety in the Gaen Vale. Yet there was no way he 
could convince them of their peril. Alith would have to leave them. 


“Two-legs not run,’ said Silver, joining Scar. It was as if the wily female had 
read Alith’s mind. “Two-legs stay with pack. Pack protects.’ 
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‘Black two-legs kill pack!’ snapped Alith, causing Silver to shrink back as 
if he had taken a swipe at her. Alith felt a pang of guilt, but continued, 
knowing that he had to make the wolves understand the danger. ‘Many, 
many black two-legs. Kill many, many wolves. Wolves run!’ 


Alith turned his back on the pack to a chorus of yelps and howls. He 
ignored them and strode westwards, away from the Gaen Vale. He’d taken 
only a few paces when he heard the padding of feet. Glancing over his 
shoulder he saw Scar, Silver, Blackmane and nearly two dozen other wolves 
following him. 


‘No!’ Alith yelled, stooping to snatch up a handful of dirt. He flung it at the 
wolves with a wordless shout. Turning away, Alith stormed through a gap 
that had opened in the thorny barricade. 


‘Don’t let them follow me!’ Alith called out in elvish, his voice catching in 
his throat. 


“We will protect them,’ the treeman’s haunting voice called back. The 
thorns writhed and within moments the gap was sealed once more. 


Howls and snarls echoed through the trees, following Alith as he stalked 
into the darkness with tears in his eyes. 


Alith wept for the rest of the night, sitting on the root of an enormous tree. 
He wondered why the gods could be so cruel. They tempted him with love 
and peace and then took away that which he desired most: Ashniel; 
Milandith; his family; Athielle; the wolf pack. In his grief he was reminded 
of Elthyrior. Loneliness is an indulgence for those with the time to spare for 
it. Some fill the emptiness with the meaningless chatter of those around 
them. Some of us fill it with a greater purpose, more comforting than any 
mortal company. 


Alith had entered Avelorn thinking he had found a purpose, but it had not 
been so. Had he been wrong to slay the stag? He thought not. Had Kurnous 
intended him to run with the pack? It seemed likely. If so, then what had it 
brought Alith save for more woe? 


Alith heard a gentle whisper and without thought reached to the quiver on 
his back and brought forth the moonbow. He stroked a finger along the 
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silvery metal, relishing the warmth. He held it to his cheek, his tears 
running along its length, soothed by its touch. 


Here was the reason he had been brought to Avelorn. 


Cradling the moonbow to his chest, Alith stood and took a deep breath. It 
was up to him to find his own purpose. Others could blame fate, or the 
gods, or luck. Alith was empty of blame, save for his hatred of those that 
had brought this woe upon Ulthuan. His fate had not been made by 
Kurnous, nor his father and grandfather, not even by Bel Shanaar. All that 
had happened to Alith had one source and one source alone: the druchii. 


He had been a leaf on a river, pulled by currents beyond his control. Forced 
to fight. Forced to run. Forced to hide. That would change. The stag would 
run and be hunted down. The wolf chose its prey. Now was the time to act, 
not react. For too long the druchii had been allowed to choose the tune. 
That feral love of the hunt that Kurnous had awoken stirred in Alith’s 
breast. 


He looked to the north, where the druchii made their camps and despoiled 
the forest. With the moonbow Alith could slay many of them. They would 
come for him and he would elude them, just as the Shadows had done. But 
it was not enough. Even with the moonbow, he could not slay enough 
druchii to halt them, to tum the war against them. The lone wolf was no 
threat to them. 


Moonbow in hand, Alith turned to the south-west, towards Ellyrion. He 
could not hunt alone, but he knew where he would find his pack. 


864 XRN 


Twenty-One 
An Oath Fulfilled 


Alith ran for many days, heading south across Ellyrion, filled with the spirit 
of the hunt. Clad in naught but his weapons, he avoided the herds of the 
Ellyrians, travelling by day and night. He did not pause to kill and drank 
sparingly, possessed by the vision of his new war against the druchii. As 
packs his warriors would hunt, like the Shadows of old. 


By the dark of night he crested a hill and looked south. To the east the lights 
of Tor Elyr glittered on the waters of the Inner Sea. He hesitated for just a 
moment, a last pang of regret upon seeing the city where Athielle lived. It 
was gone in an instant. To the south he saw the shrouded lanterns of the 
Naggarothi camp. 


Approaching the camp, Alith was called upon by a picket to identify 
himself. It was only when he saw the astounded look upon the sentry’s face 
that Alith became aware of his outlandish appearance. The Naggarothi eyed 
Alith for a long time, struggling between joy and incredulity as the prince 
made himself known. 


‘Send word to Khillrallion and Tharion that I wish to see them 
immediately,’ said Alith as he strode unashamedly into the camp. 


‘My prince, where have you been?’ asked the warrior, following a little way 
behind his lord. ‘We feared that you were dead or taken prisoner.’ 


‘Such a thing will never happen,’ Alith replied with a grim smile. ‘The 
druchii will never catch me.’ 


Alith sent the soldier ahead to fetch his lieutenants and made directly for the 
rough lodge that served as his quarters. More Naggarothi came from their 
huts and tents to stare at their returning prince. Alith ignored their 
inquisitive gazes, though he noted that while many were astounded by his 
appearance an almost equal number seemed to focus upon the moonbow in 
his hand. 


Tharion came running through the camp as Alith reached the door to the 
lodge. 


‘Prince Alith!’ the commander cried out with a mixture of relief and 
surprise. ‘At first I did not believe it!’ 


There followed much inquiry as to the prince’s whereabouts and actions, all 
of which Alith refused to answer. His experiences in Avelorn were his 
alone, to share with no other. All that his people needed to know was their 
prince had returned, and with fresh purpose. 


When Khillrallion arrived, he brought with him another elf: Carathril. Alith 
was as surprised by the herald’s presence as Carathril was by Alith’s 
appearance. They greeted each other coolly, both unsure of each other’s 
agenda. 


‘What brings the herald of the Phoenix King to my camp?’ Alith asked as 
they walked into the main room of the lodge. He carefully placed the 
moonbow on the long table, before removing his belt and quiver and laying 
them to one side. Alert and dignified, Alith sat at the head of the table and 
gestured for the others to sit. 


‘Carathril is here at my request,’ said Tharion, exchanging a glance with 
Khillrallion. ‘When you disappeared we were at a loss. We sought the 
advice of King Caledor as to how we might best aid his cause. We have 
been discussing joining Caledor in his next campaign.’ 


“That will not be required,’ said Alith. He turned to Carathril. ‘However, 
your journey has not been entirely in vain. Return to your master with the 
news that the druchii have invaded Avelorn in strength. Even now they are 
probably at the border of the Gaen Vale.’ 


Carathril took this news with a frown. 
‘And how are you aware of this?’ asked the herald. 


‘I have returned from Avelorn, and saw the druchii for myself,’ Alith told 
the group. ‘I fear Chrace is now entirely overrun, and the eastern kingdoms 
would do well to prepare their defences for a fresh onslaught by Morathi.’ 


Alith fancied he could see the questions burning in the minds of the others 
but none were voiced. 


‘That is grim news,’ said Carathril. ‘I will convey this to King Caledor. 
However, my reason for being here has not changed. I wish to discuss how 
best you might aid the Phoenix King in his war against the druchii.’ 


‘Please leave me alone for a moment with the Phoenix King’s herald,’ said 
Alith, keeping his tone neutral. 


‘Perhaps we could, hmm, fetch you some clothes, prince?’ suggested 
Tharion. 


“Yes, do that,’ Alith replied absently, his gaze fixed on Carathril. He 
continued when the others had left the room, finally allowing his anger to 
show. ‘I am not some hound to be called to heel! I fight for my lands and 
my heritage, not for the Phoenix Throne. I will wage my war against the 
druchii in whatever way I see fit, and will suffer no interference or 
questions. Protect Ulthuan and its people, but know this: Nagarythe is 
mine.’ 


“You would set yourself up in opposition to the Phoenix Throne?’ said 
Carathril, his face a picture of disbelief. “You claim Nagarythe as yours? 
What makes you any different from Morathi? By what right can you claim 
such rule?’ 


‘I am Naggarothi. The cold of winter runs in my veins. The legacy of 
Aenarion beats in my heart. My father and grandfather have given their 
lives to Nagarythe, not for glory or renown, but out of duty and love. I do 
not seek Nagarythe for myself, but to keep the land safe from the ambitions 
of others. The Phoenix King’s grandfather chose to leave Anlec and found 
his own realm in the south, and by that action relinquished any claim to 
rulership over Nagarythe.’ 


“You owe loyalty to nothing,’ said Carathril, bowing his head with sadness. 
“You would make yourself a king, yet you would rule over barren waste and 
have no subjects. You will become a king of shadows.’ 


Alith smiled at Carathril’s choice of title and remembered Elthyrior’s words 
from so many years ago. ‘In the mountains she sent me to find you, the child 
of the moon and the wolf, the heir of Kurnous. The one that would be king 
in the shadows and hold the future of Nagarythe in balance’. 


Since that first conversation, the raven herald had insisted that Alith should 
plot his own course, should follow his destiny without complaint. Alith 
found truth in that message. He had become the prime hunter, the leader of 
the pack. The druchii were his prey and he would never give up his pursuit 
of them. 


Alith looked at Carathril, still smiling. The herald did not share Alith’s 
amusement. The prince nodded. 
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“Yes, that is exactly what I will become.’ 


When Carathril had been abruptly dismissed, Khillrallion and Tharion 
returned with boots, robe and cloak for Alith. They also brought a pail of 
water and soap but Alith waved these away. 


“We cannot win against the druchii in open war,’ Alith told them as he 
pulled on the robe and fastened the broad belt around his waist. ‘Not by our 
own strength. There are simply too few of us left.’ 


“Then we should fight alongside the Ellyrians or Caledorians,’ said Tharion. 


‘No!’ snarled Alith. ‘We will continue to fight where we have always done, 
where it pains the druchii most: in Nagarythe. It could be years before 
Caledor is ready to march north in strength, and what will we find as 
liberators? A spoiled wasteland, destroyed by darkness and battle, and 
Anlec tumbled into stones, humbled. If Caledor invades Nagarythe he will 
destroy everything to cast out the druchii; everything that we would give 
our lives to protect. We can wage a different war, one that will eat at the 
druchii from within. Weakened, they will lose their war in the other realms 
and we will stand ready to claim power.’ 


“You would see us all become Shadows?’ said Tharion, guessing Alith’s 
intent. 


‘I would,’ replied the prince. He wished to gaze outside but the hall had no 
windows. Instead he looked deep into the flickering light of the fire. 
‘Elanardris is no more; every crack and shadow will be our new home. The 
dark woods, the fens, the hills will conceal us. Not a single druchii will 
walk in Nagarythe without looking over his shoulder. Not a single army will 
march on the roads without fearing every outcrop and vale. This is a test of 
will, and we cannot flinch. For every one of ours that dies, a dozen druchii 
must be sent screaming to Mirai. For every drop of blood we give, we take 
a river in return.’ 


‘Retraining all of your warriors will not be swift,’ warned Khillrallion, sat 
upon one of the benches. ‘Many have spent a lifetime in the ranks, learning 
discipline and the craft of open battle. These are not the skills of the 
Shadow, and they have no experience.’ 


“We will divide the army between you and the other remaining Shadows, 
that’s roughly fifty warriors each,’ Alith declared. ‘In Athelian Toryr they 
can learn the ways of the woods, be tutored by the wisdom of Kurnous. In 
the mountains and the passes they will come to know the secrets of rock 
and snow.’ 


‘And what of weapons?’ asked Tharion. ‘We have less than a thousand 
bows for more than three thousand warriors, and that many Shadows will 
need a forest of arrows.’ 


‘I will see what the Ellyrians can provide for us for the time being,’ said 
Alith. ‘In the end, our warriors must learn to make such things for 
themselves, or take them from their slain foes, for it is only thus that we 
will be able to continue to fight in Nagarythe. Just as the shrines of Kurnous 
exist as stores for the hunters in the wilds, we shall set up caches across 
Nagarythe, hidden from the eyes of our foes and made secret by 
enchantments. Remember that we will be Shadows, homeless and 
untraceable. The army must learn to hunt what it needs, to pass without 
notice, to leave no sign of their presence.’ 


“You are asking a lot,’ said Khillrallion. 


“Those that cannot learn will be left behind,’ snapped Alith. He glared at his 
two captains, daring them to speak out. For a moment he bared his teeth and 
narrowed his eyes, much as Blackmane had done to cow his pack. ‘I am 
your prince and these are my commands!’ 


Khillrallion nodded in silent acquiescence while Tharion leaned away from 
Alith, shocked by his ferocity. Alith relented and held out a placating hand 
towards the pair. 


‘We must be strong, stronger than ever before,’ said the prince. 


‘As you wish, lord,’ said Tharion, standing and giving a formal bow. ‘I 
swore an oath to your grandfather and father, yet I have not had opportunity 
to give it to you until now. I will serve House Anar and its prince until the 
end of my days. As my lord bids me, so shall I act. By Asuryan and Isha, by 
Khaine and Ereth Khial, I am bound by this oath to you.’ 


Alith watched Tharion as he marched from the hall, looking at Khillrallion 
only when the ageing elf had left. 


“Two years,’ Alith said. ‘In the spring two years from now, we will return to 
Nagarythe and begin our shadow war. I look to you to make sure that we 
are ready. I would have no other captain to aid me.’ 


‘And I would have no other prince to follow,’ Khillrallion replied with a 
wink. His mood then became sombre. “Twice I thought I had lost you, and 
yet you have returned. Yet, neither time do I think the prince I knew has 
come back.’ 


‘I will be a prince for only a little while longer,’ Alith said. ‘When we 
return to Nagarythe, I shall be the Shadow King.’ 


For most of the year the Naggarothi trained in their new style of war. Alith 
sent petitions to Finudel asking for weapons, which the prince granted as 
best as he was able. No mention was made by either of them regarding 
Athielle. Finudel informed Alith in one letter that she had heard news of his 
disappearance but not his return. Alith assured Finudel it was better that she 
believed him gone, lest she leave the city and come to the camp. Such an 
encounter would not be to the benefit of either. 


The following winter, as far as the Ellyrians could tell, Alith’s army simply 
disappeared. Riders brought news to Finudel and Athielle that at dawn they 
had passed the Naggarothi settlement and found it deserted where the night 
before it had been filled with life. No tracks told of where they had gone, 
and nothing remained of their occupation; not a single arrowhead or cloak, 
link of mail or water bottle had been left behind. Nearly three and a half 
thousand elves had vanished. 


Alith had led his warriors into Athelian Toryr, dispersing them through the 
forest and mountains. Each of these groups was led by a former Shadow, 
respectfully known as shadow-walkers by the other warriors for their ability 
to move without trace. Alith led no cadre himself, but moved between the 
groups, monitoring their progress and instilling them with his bitter ethos. 


For another year they continued to train, living in the wilderness without 
supply or support. The shadow warriors honed their archery and their 
stalking, and learnt the words of Kurmous that would bring fire to dead 
wood or summon hawks to be their messengers. They slept in tree branches 
or beneath arching roots, made pillows of rocks and lairs of caves. By 


870 XRN 


Alith’s design, no group knew where the others dwelt, and they were 
ordered to avoid each other as the wolf packs avoid their rivals. If one was 
seen by a shadow warrior from another cadre, the shadow-walkers would 
punish them, setting them arduous tasks of survival. To some it may have 
seemed cruel, but to Alith it was essential that his army be self-sufficient, 
not only physically but mentally. 


Alith hardened the minds of his warriors as much as their skills. Whenever 
he visited a cadre he would speak to them at length, reminding them of the 
ills done to them by the druchii, passing on his own thirst for revenge, 
Stirring up the dark passions that seethed beneath the civilised faces of all 
Naggarothi. He wanted his warriors not only to be skilled but to be as 
Savage as the wolves, merciless and determined. 


‘When you look at your foe, do not see another elf,’ he would tell them. 
‘See them for what they are: creatures less than animals. Remember that 
your enemy is responsible for all of your woes. It is he that cast you from 
your homes, tortured your friends and slaughtered your families. You can 
have no compassion for those you will slay, for it will be rewarded by 
failure. Hesitation is death, doubt is weakness. The druchii tore your lives 
from you and threw them upon sacrificial pyres, and anointed their priests 
with the blood of your kin. The ghosts of the fallen wander Mirai, wailing 
in grief for the wrongs done to them, pleading with the living to avenge 
them. 


‘Do not long for peace, for there can be none while any druchii still draw 
breath. Embrace war as the crucible of your valediction, the means to purge 
this stain upon our people. Swear oaths of vengeance, not to me or your 
companions or to the uncaring gods, but to fallen mothers and fathers, dead 
sisters and brothers, slain sons and daughters. Take the darkness that the 
druchii have created and rob them of its power. You are the blade that will 
strike down the wicked. You are the shadow warrior, the faceless bringer of 
justice.’ 


As the last days of autumn gleamed upon the red and yellow leaves, Alith 
called the groups together, assembling them in the foothills at the eastern 
end of Eagle Pass. By night they made camp, gathering silently by the 
dying light of Sariour and the ruddy glow of the Chaos moon. 
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“We are ready,’ said Alith, his quiet voice the only sound to break the 
stillness. ‘The wait is over, the fighting begins anew. By dawn we will be 
heading towards Tiranoc and war. I will not ask you to follow me, for you 
have all proven your loyalty to our cause. I will not exhort you to acts of 
bravery, for you have all shown great courage to be here. I will only say that 
this is our moment of truth. Let the princes of the east fight their great 
battles and hurl the lives of their subjects away in futile resistance. It is 
here, in the west, that this war will be won. We fight for loved ones lost. We 
fight for futures blighted. We fight to reclaim a land that was once gloried 
above all others. We fight for Nagarythe.’ 


‘For Nagarythe,’ came the hushed answer from the army. 


As the shadow warriors melted away into the darkness, heading westwards 
along the pass, Tharion approached Alith and fell in beside his prince. 


‘Is it wise to march on the brink of winter, lord?’ asked Tharion. 


‘Armies do not march by winter, but we are not an army,’ Alith replied. ‘We 
are hunters, remember. In rain and wind and snow and baking sun we stalk 
our prey, across moor and mountain, river and fen. Let the druchii worry 
about moving armies in the grip of the ice, with their wagons and their 
baggage. Let them stand helpless as we burn their towns and kill their folk, 
as we were once helpless against the legions of Anlec.’ 


Tharion nodded in understanding, and Alith saw a dark fire in the veteran’s 
eyes. It was the same look that Alith saw whenever he chanced upon his 
reflection in a pool or patch of ice. 


The attacks of the shadow warriors came as a shock to all of Ulthuan. News 
quickly spread amongst the druchii and their enemies. At first Alith kept his 
army together, overrunning the eastern watch towers of Eagle Pass, 
ambushing druchii patrols on the road and waylaying their messengers. 
Isolated by the growing snows of winter, druchii garrisons huddled in their 
camps, casting fearful gazes into the night. They whispered that the shadow 
army was made up of the spirits of those sacrificed to Ereth Khial, who had 
escaped her underworld domain to wreak their vengeance. 


Alith learnt of this and laughed at the superstition of his prey. He used their 
fears as weapons, terrorising the druchii at every opportunity. Before their 


attacks, his warriors hid in the shadows and made wailing cries to unsettle 
their foes. They called out names they had overheard, accusing the druchii 
of being murderers. Howling like wolves the shadow warriors prowled just 
beyond the light of the fires, allowing the sentries vague glimpses of 
movement before disappearing. With whispered spells the shadow-walkers 
cast a gloom upon the fires, dimming their light and sending the druchii into 
a fearful panic. 


Then the shadow warriors unleashed the fury of their bows. Storms of black 
shafts enveloped the camp, each one unerringly finding its mark. Never 
once seeing their attackers, the druchii died by the hundreds, screaming and 
panicked. And always the shadow warriors left a few survivors, allowing 
them to escape so that they would take their dread and horror to others. The 
shadow warriors retrieved their arrows from the dead and left the bodies for 
the crows and vultures. Each dawn heralded a new column of smoke as a 
camp or caravan burned, and the druchii would look to the mountains and 
wonder if the next night would be their last. 


At Koril Atir, at the height of the pass, the druchii had built a keep to watch 
to the east and west. For two days the greater part of the shadow warriors 
marched, bypassing the camps and wayforts along the pass. A few bands 
were sent by Alith to harass the druchii garrisons at the Ellyrion end of the 
pass, obscuring the shadow warriors’ true location. 


At midnight, the shadow warriors gathered on the slope below Koril Atir. 
The citadel’s battlements rose in a jagged spire above the valley, silhouetted 
against the sliver of Sariour as the white moon descended in the west. Thin 
pennants fluttered from the flagpoles in the strong mountain winds, but that 
same wind brought no sound save for the screech of owls and the 
occasional roar of a hunting beast. 


The keep was the most ambitious target yet and Alith could sense the 
trepidation of his followers. It was one matter to attack poorly defended 
camps, another to storm a fortress. Alith had confidence though. This would 
be no frontal assault, with screaming battle cries and siege engines. Surprise 
and stealth would bring the shadow warriors a greater victory than any 
army of Ellyrion could achieve. It was his intent not only to send a message 
to the druchii that none of their lands were safe, that no army or fortress 


offered them protection; Alith wanted the princes of the east, and the 
Phoenix King in particular, to understand just how dangerous the shadow 
army could be. The Anars would never be underestimated again. 


When the moons had disappeared and all was dark, Alith led his followers 
towards the citadel. Lanterns burned from the narrow windows of the tower, 
but there was still much shade to conceal Alith and his army. By the light of 
these lamps, Alith could see warriors patrolling the battlement, ruddy light 
gleaming from spearpoints and helms. 


Alith led the first wave of shadow warriors, circling around the keep and 
moving on the citadel from the north along the butte on which it stood, 
picking their way across the cliff face itself. The stones of the tower were 
closely set, with no sure purchase for toe or finger between them. However, 
the shadow warriors used knives and climbing spikes to scale the wall, 
quietly driving their points into the mortar that held together the giant 
blocks. Alith and fifty warriors slowly made their way up the tower wall, 
pausing whenever they heard the tread of boots above, cautiously advancing 
when the danger receded. 


Alith was reminded of the time he had scaled the citadel of Aenarion in 
Anlec. He wondered if any sorcerous ward protected Koril Atir. He could 
feel the vortex churning through the Annulii and nothing else, but he was 
not a mage by any means and much dark magic was subtle and difficult to 
detect. If there were magical barriers, he would have to overcome them; 
there was simply no way he could prepare for every eventuality. 


Reaching the battlement, Alith waited until a pair of patrolling sentries 
passed. He slipped through the embrasure behind the guards and padded 
forwards on soft feet, knife ready for the kill. He heard a soft grunt behind 
him and glanced behind to see Khillrallion hauling himself over the 
battlement. The two of them exchanged nods and darted forwards, slicing 
the throats of their prey and toppling their bodies to the rocks below with 
fluid movements. 


Alith leaned over the wall and signalled for the shadow warriors to finish 
their ascent to the rampart. When all were upon the top of the wall, Alith 
cupped his hands to his mouth and mimicked the cry of a snow owl. Within 
moments he heard shouts from the far side of the tower, on the south 
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approach, as the remaining shadow warriors made their presence known. 
Flaming arrows arced through the night sky and it was not long before feet 
were pounding up the wooden steps within the tower. 


Dozens of the garrison poured from the doorways onto the rampart and 
Alith’s contingent struck with bow and sword, cutting down the druchii as 
they emerged. Their dying cries mingled with the shouts of the Anar 
warriors on the other side of the tower, adding to the confusion. Their 
bodies were dragged aside and Alith led his warriors into the red-bathed 
interior of the keep. The distinctive rattle of repeater crossbows sounded 
from below as the defenders shot from arrow slits on floors within the 
tower. These needed to be dealt with quickly. Alith signalled for 
Khillrallion to take half of the shadow warriors and deal with the missile 
troops. Alith would head for the main gate with the rest. 


Just like Anlec, Alith thought with a satisfied smile. 


As dawn’s rosy gleam reached the citadel, Alith ordered his warriors to 
bring the bodies of the slain druchii to the main gate, and to raid the 
armoury for spears and other weapons. Several Ellyrians were found in the 
tower’s dungeons, tortured and bloody. Alith gave them clothes and 
weapons and sent them east upon the mounts once used by the citadel’s 
messengers. 


“When asked who liberated you, say that your saviour was the Shadow 
King,’ Alith told the Ellyrians as they departed. 


The Anar prince stood at the gate, seven hundred slain druchii piled around 
him. With a meaningful look at his warriors, he snatched one of the corpses 
by the ankle and dragged it to the open gate. He grabbed the front of the 
corpse’s shirt and leant it against the black-painted timbers. 


‘Spear,’ he snapped to Khillrallion, holding out a hand. The shadow-walker 
brought a weapon to his leader and stepped back. ‘It is not enough that we 
kill our enemies. They fear their mistress in Anlec far more than they fear 
death. We need to send the druchii a message even their depraved minds 
can understand: even in death they are not safe from our revenge.’ 


With that, Alith thrust the spear two-handed, its point passing through the 
throat of the druchii corpse and into the gate. Alith gave the shaft a twist to 


ensure it was stuck fast. 


Taking his knife from his belt, Alith cut a rune into the forehead of the dead 
druchii: thalui, the symbol of hatred and vengeance. He tore open the elf’s 
shirt and across his chest carved another: arhain, the rune of night and 
shadows. Examining his handiwork, Alith wiped the blade clean on the rags 
of the corpse’s shirt and placed it back in his belt. 


Alith looked at his warriors, seeking any sign of disgust or horror. A sea of 
faces watched him blankly, a few with deep intent. Alith nodded to himself 
and pointed to the mounds of the dead. 


‘Send a message,’ he told his shadow warriors. 


‘It is grim reading, my prince,’ said Leothian, bowing obsequiously as he 
handed the parchment scroll to the lord of Tor Anroc. 


Caenthras ignored the subservient herald and turned to the messenger’s 
companion, one of the lieutenants tasked with guarding Eagle Pass. The 
Naggarothi prince fidgeted on the throne of Bel Shanaar, uncomfortable 
with its design. The three elves were swallowed up by the massive 
emptiness of the great hall of the palace, their voices echoing coldly from 
the bare walls and high ceiling. 


The audience benches had been removed, and all petitioners were forced to 
stand or kneel before their new master. It was one of the few changes in Tor 
Anroc that had pleased Caenthras; the mewling Tiranoc nobles were still 
allowed to live by the direct order of Morathi, but they now knew their 
proper place. 


“Tell me, Kherlanrin, why I should let you live,’ Caenthras said heavily. 
The warrior stifled a glance towards Leothian and kept his eyes downcast. 


‘I would gladly fight a foe that faces us in battle, but I can no more defeat 
this enemy than I can nail shadows to the ground,’ Kherlanrin said quietly. 
‘Our soldiers awake in the morning to find their commanders dead, their 
despoiled remains hanging from trees outside the camp, with not a guard or 
other soldier harmed. Horses with the corpses of our scouts tied upon the 
saddles are sent into our camps, the mouths and eyes of their dead riders 
stitched shut, their wrists bound with the thorny stems of mountain roses.’ 
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He shuddered and continued. ‘I found a squadron of knights that had been 
moving between Arthrin Atur and Elanthras. Their throats were slit and the 
bridles of their steeds had been nailed into their faces.’ 


“The situation is unacceptable,’ said Caenthras. ‘Anlec demands results. I 
will give you another ten thousand warriors, as many as I can spare. As 
soon as the snows abate, you will lead them into the pass and bring me the 
heads of these rebels. I want to know who leads them and I want to find out 
by looking at his dead face. Is that understood?’ 


The pair nodded and retreated swiftly when Caenthras dismissed them with 
a wave of his hand. The whole situation was embarrassing. The assault on 
Avelorn was faltering because Caenthras’s commanders were fearful to 
march along the pass. This left the Ellyrians free to support Avelorn from 
the south. Caenthras had no idea how much longer Morathi’s patience with 
him would hold, but he was determined that his would not be the first head 
on the block when that patience finally failed. 


On a fresh spring day Alith looked down at the sinuous columns of black 
from atop a steep cliff, Khillrallion beside him. 


“They will spend all of the seasons of Rain and Sun looking for us,’ said the 
shadow-walker. ‘The druchii will divide their forces to sweep the pass, and 
then we will strike at each part in turn.’ 


‘No, that is not my intent,’ said Alith with a grim smile. ‘These warriors 
come from the west. Morathi’s commanders have emptied their camps to 
search for us, leaving Tiranoc all but unguarded. They think that we cannot 
slip past so many eyes. They are wrong.’ 


“We go to Tiranoc?’ 


“To Tor Anroc, no less,’ said Alith. 


Ten days after the druchii offensive began, Alith was far to the west, hiding 
in the caves where he had first sought sanctuary with Lirian and the other 
refugees. With him he had brought only the shadow-walkers, leaving the 
rest of the army to the east, to amuse themselves at the expense of the 
druchii as they saw fit. He had brought only former Shadows because what 
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he had planned was beyond the skill of those so recently trained. When 
Alith explained his intent to the others he was met by confusion and 
incredulity. 


‘It is a great risk that you take,’ said Khillrallion, giving voice to the 
concerns of his comrades. ‘And for little gain.’ 


“You are wrong if you think this is merely a personal vendetta,’ said Alith. 
‘Consider the despair of our foes when they realise that nowhere is safe for 
them, not even the palace of an occupied city. It will sow division in the 
druchii ranks, and cast doubt in the minds of their leaders. Think of their 
dread when they learn that no number of soldiers can keep them safe, no 
wall or gate can keep out the shadows that hunt them. We must not only be 
merciless, we must be daring! We will terrorise our foes and infuriate them 
at the same time. No locks or bars will keep us out! We will steal the 
swords from their belts and the gold from their treasuries. Not only will 
they fear us, they will hate us for our audacity. We will drive them mad, 
send them thrashing at illusions while we laugh at them from the darkness.’ 


‘I am not sure it can be done,’ said Gildoran. 


‘Tt can and it will,’ Alith replied calmly. ‘Did we not open the gates of 
Anlec under the noses of the druchii? Did I not scale the palace of 
Aenarion, and spy upon Morathi as she performed her dark rituals? Tor 
Anroc is as nothing compared to the perils of Anlec.’ 


‘And you ask us to risk our lives in this endeavour?’ said Gildoran. ‘Some 
would think it vanity.’ 


‘I do not ask anything!’ Alith growled, losing patience. ‘I command and 
you obey. I am the Shadow King, and I have made my will known. If you 
cannot live with that, then leave, go east and live amongst the Ellyrians or 
the Sapherians or the Cothiquii. If you would be a Naggarothi, you will 
follow me!’ 


‘Forgive me, prince,’ said Gildoran. ‘It shall be as you say.’ 


Mollified, Alith clapped an arm to Gildoran’s shoulder and looked out at his 
shadow-walkers. The prince was genuinely excited by the prospect of what 
he was about to do, the first time in several years. 


‘Good!’ said Alith. ‘Death to the druchii!’ 


Sitting on Yrianath’s throne, Caenthras looked up as the doors of the great 
hall opened and a messenger entered quietly. She was dressed in a long robe 
of deep purple, silver medallions in the shape of elongated skulls hanging 
on slender chains from her belt. Caenthras recognised her immediately: 
Heikhir, one of the Anlec heralds. The Naggarothi prince glowered at the 
emissary as she strolled languidly along the hall. No doubt she carried more 
demands from Morathi. 


‘I bear tidings from your queen,’ said Heikhir with a bow. Her actions were 
deferential, but Caenthras sensed mockery in their exaggerated precision. 
He knew that the court in Anlec considered him a failure. The treachery of 
Yeasir had ensured that. Far from being the power he had envisioned, he 
was little more than a puppet of Morathi, in tum manipulating her gutless 
mouthpiece, Yrianath. At least Palthrain had had the good grace to get 
himself killed to leave Caenthras in sole command of Tiranoc. 


“What is it?’ Caenthras asked wearily. 


“The queen yet awaits your latest report on the hunt for the rebels in Eagle 
Pass,’ said Heikhir. 


Caenthras shrugged. 


‘Every soldier that can be spared scours the pass for these ghosts,’ he said. 
‘If the queen were to command me to lead the army I would drive on into 
Ellyrion. These attacks are nothing more than a distraction.’ 


‘These attacks are a direct affront to Queen Morathi,’ Heikhir said 
pointedly. ‘Can you find no more troops?’ 


‘Not without weakening our defences on the border with Caledor,’ said 
Caenthras. ‘Perhaps she could spare me a sorcerer or two from her little 
coterie, to use their magic to track these... rebels?’ 


“The pretender king fights in Cothique, what threat is there from the south?’ 
Heikhir asked, ignoring the question. 


‘Enough,’ Caenthras replied. ‘Or perhaps Morathi would prefer the dragon 
princes to simply fly over Tiranoc and attack Anlec directly?’ 


Heikhir laughed but there was no humour in her tone. 
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‘I shall report that your efforts are... ongoing.’ 


Caenthras did not have the will to argue. It mattered not at all what he said, 
Heikhir would take back whatever message she thought most pleasing to 
her mistress. For a moment Caenthras considered writing a letter, to put his 
concerns into record. He dismissed the idea. For one thing, he was too tired. 
For another, he doubted it would ever get delivered. 


‘Is there anything else?’ he sighed. 


Heikhir shook her head with an impish smile and then bowed. Caenthras 
stared daggers into her back as he watched her leave. 


Caenthras stood with some effort, weighed down by his worries. He turned 
to the door on his left, to make his way back to his chambers. He stopped in 
mid-stride. In front of the door there stood a shadowy figure, swathed in 
black. 


“Who are you?’ Caenthras demanded. ‘Did Morathi send you?’ 


The stranger shook his head slowly, the movement barely visible in the 
depths of his hood. 


‘Did you come with Heikhir? What do you want?’ 


In reply, the figure drew back his hood. For a moment Caenthras did not 
recognise who it was, but then realisation dawned. The face had not 
changed much, but its expression had. Once it had looked at him with 
fawning desperation but the face he looked upon was filled with utter 
contempt. 


‘Anar!’ snarled Caenthras as he realised several things at once: that Alith 
was the leader of the ‘rebels’ in Eagle pass; that his capture would bring 
Caenthras renewed favour from Anlec; and that he would take some 
personal pleasure from killing the last of the wretched House Anar. The 
ruler of Tor Anroc reached to his waist for his sword and then remembered 
that he had none—his blade was still in his bedchamber. 


Alith had not moved; his eyes were fixed on Caenthras. 


‘I will call for the guards!’ Caenthras declared, suddenly less certain of 
himself. 
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‘And I will disappear,’ Alith replied quietly. ‘Your only chance of capturing 
me is to defeat me by your own hand.’ 


Caenthras looked around the hall for something he could use as a weapon, 
but there was nothing. Grimacing, he turned back to Alith. 


“You would kill an unarmed enemy?’ 
‘I have done so already, hundreds of times,’ Alith said. 
“You have no honour.’ 


‘I have seen what happens in so-called fair fights,’ Alith told him. ‘The 
honourable usually lose.’ 


Alith reached over his shoulder and pulled forth a magnificent bow, made 
of a shimmering metal, decorated with twin symbols of the moon. 
Caenthras’s stomach lurched as Alith fitted an arrow to the impossibly thin 
bowstring and raised the weapon. 


Caenthras considered his options. It was doubtful he could cross the hall 
and grapple Alith before he loosed his shaft. There was nowhere to hide. If 
he called for aid, Alith would still shoot and then slip away, no doubt. 


“You have been wronged, I admit that,’ Caenthras said, taking a step 
forwards. ‘By me, I know.’ 


“‘Wronged?’ Alith spat. Caenthras flinched at the scorn in the young 
wairior’s tone. ‘Because of you my family is dead, my people slain or 
enslaved and my lands are a razed wilderness. By your hand, thousands of 
true Naggarothi have died. Your ambition has welcomed vile war and 
spread darkness across all of Ulthuan. And you say you have done wrong?’ 


‘Please, Alith, show some mercy,’ Caenthras pleaded, taking another step. 


‘No,’ Alith replied, letting go of the bowstring. 


Alith stowed his bow and pulled free his sword. Crossing swiftly to 
Caenthras’s body, he pulled the arrow from his prey’s left eye and chopped 
off Caenthras’s head, placing the bloody trophy in a tightly woven sack. 
Alith headed back towards the door by which he had entered, but then 
stopped. He walked back to the corpse and gave it a hard kick in the ribs. 


381 XRN 


‘T’ll see you in Mirai, you bastard,’ Alith whispered. ‘I’m not finished with 


’ 


you. 


Horns and shouts and other clamour roused Yrianath from his fitful 
slumber. He awoke to find an elf dressed in the livery of his servants 
shaking him. He did not recognise the face, but that was not unusual. The 
Naggarothi regularly changed his staff to ensure he had no one with whom 
he might conspire. 


“What is it?’ he asked groggily. 
‘Fire, my prince,’ the servant gasped. ‘The whole palace is on fire!’ 


Instantly awake, Yrianath leapt from his bed and grabbed the robe proffered 
by another attendant. He could smell smoke and as the two servants ushered 
him out of the chambers he could see the flicker of flames at the eastern end 
of the corridor. 


“You will be safe in the gardens, lord,’ the first servant told him, steering 
Yrianath towards a stairwell half-hidden behind a tapestry. ‘We’ll use the 
servants’ way, it’ll be quicker.’ 


Yrianath allowed himself to be led down the spiralling steps and along a 
narrow corridor. They passed rooms and passages he had never seen before, 
but he spared them not even a glance. Other servants were hurrying past in 
the opposite direction, on their way to fight the fire. 


The group passed through one of the smaller kitchens and out into a wide 
herb garden. From here, Yrianath’s escorts turned right and led him through 
an arch in a hedge. Yrianath found himself in a circular garden, bordered by 
the hedgerow and night-flowering hisathiun. 


“Wait here a moment, prince,’ the servant instructed him. Yrianath was not 
used to taking orders from his subjects, but he was confused and so stood 
where he had been left as the two attendants vanished into the darkness. 


He waited there for a moment, turning his eyes up to the towers of the 
palace where flames flickered from the windows and a blot of smoke 
swathed the stars. 


‘Do you have any regrets?’ a voice asked him from the darkness. Whirling 
around, Yrianath searched the night garden but saw nothing. 


‘Who’s there?’ 


“Your conscience, perhaps,’ the voice replied. ‘How does it feel to have the 
deaths of so many on your hands? What do you think history will say of 
Prince Yrianath?’ 


‘I was tricked! Trapped by Palthrain and Caenthras!’ 


‘And so you did the honourable thing and took your own life... No, wait, 
that isn’t what happened, is it?’ 


“Where are you?’ Yrianath demanded, continuing to turn on the spot, 
seeking his interrogator. ‘Show yourself.’ 


‘Do you feel guilty?’ 


“Yes, yes I do!’ Yrianath shrieked. ‘Every night I am haunted by what I 
have done. I know I was foolish, short-sighted. I meant no harm!’ 


‘And what act of contrition would you perform to make amends?’ 
‘Anything, oh gods, I would do anything to put this right!’ 


Something shimmered in the darkness and a sheathed dagger fell at 
Yrianath’s feet. 


‘What should I do with that?’ he asked, staring at the knife as if it were a 
poisonous serpent. 


“You know what to do. I suggest slitting your throat would be quickest.’ 


“What happens if I refuse?’ Yrianath flicked the dagger away with the toes 
of his bare foot. 


“This happens,’ said the voice, directly behind Yrianath. There was a flutter 
of cloth and a black-gloved hand closed over his mouth, stifling his scream. 
Yrianath felt a hot pain in his back and then everything went numb. 
Blackness swallowed him and he fell. 


Alith removed the prince’s head and placed it in the sack with Caenthras’s. 
He would have spared Yrianath the indignity if he had been brave enough 


983 XRN 


to take his own life. Instead, he would also be used as an example. A glance 
confirmed the fire raged in the palace, its ruddy light creeping across the 
gardens. 


Keeping to the shadows, Alith headed for the boundary wall. 


Clouds swathed the mountains to the east, turning to a blood-red as the sun 
rose. A pall of smoke hung over Tor Anroc, the scorched towers of the 
palace rising as blackened spires over the city. Here and there embers 
glowed, flickering through glassless windows. 


There had been panic on the streets, but the druchii commanders had 
stamped down ruthlessly on the citizens of Tor Anroc, accusing any that 
were found outside of being arsonists, slaying them on the spot. Fear 
shrouded the Tiranocii capital as much as the swathe of smoke. 


‘I’m glad I wasn’t at the palace last night,’ said Thindrin, slouching against 
the battlement of Tor Anroc’s eastern gatehouse. The druchii’s spear and 
shield were leant against the stonework next to him. 


‘For sure,’ replied his companion, Illureth. ‘I think that those that died in 
the fire were the lucky ones. The Khainite witches will have plenty of 
bodies for their pyres tonight when Caenthras is finished.’ 


‘Or perhaps he’!l send them into Eagle Pass, for the rebels to torture,’ said 
Thindrin. His vicious grin turned to a frown. ‘I’m not certain which is 
worse: witches or rebels.’ 


‘For sure,’ Illureth said again, suppressing a yawn. The sentry glanced 
absently over the rampart. Something caught his attention. ‘What is that?’ 


Thindrin looked down to the roadway leading up to the gate and saw an 
indistinct shape, tall and thin in the dawn gloom. For a moment he took it to 
be a person, but then dismissed the notion. There was another shape, of the 
same size and height, on the other side of the road. 


‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘Stay here, I'll take a look.’ 


Thindrin snatched up his spear and shield and jogged casually down the 
Steps inside the gate tower. He signalled to Coulthir at the gate to open the 
small access door. Ducking through, Thindrin walked a few paces along the 
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road. Two spears had been driven into the turf either side of the paved slabs, 
and something round hung from each. As the light brightened and Thindrin 
walked closer, he saw what it was. His spear dropped from his grasp and 
clattered on the flagstones. 


Thindrin gathered his wits for a moment and turned back to the gatehouse. 
“You better send for the captain!’ he called out. 


Upon the spears were the heads of Princes Yrianath and Caenthras; the rune 
of shadow carved into the forehead of the first, the rune of vengeance cut 
into the cheek of the second. 
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Twenty-Two 
Blades of Anlec 


As the legions of Anlec had brought misery and dread to Ulthuan, so Alith’s 
shadow warriors visited terror and woe upon the druchii. They ranged 
across Tiranoc and Nagarythe, sometimes even daring Anlec itself to kill 
members of the courts and mutilate their bodies with symbols of dread: 
shadow and vengeance. Rarely did they gather in any numbers, so that the 
Naggarothi armies could not know whether to march south or north, to 
patrol the mountains or sweep the marshes and plains. 


Alith would sometimes call a halt to the attacks, for dozens of days at a 
time. The first time he did this, the druchii believed that perhaps the 
mysterious Shadow King had been caught or slain. They were wrong, and 
in one night Alith unleashed coordinated attacks across the druchii-held 
territories, assassinating commanders, burning camps and stealing supplies. 
The next time there was a lull, the druchii were more fearful than when they 
were being attacked. The dreaded anticipation of what the Shadow King 
would inflict upon them next occupied their waking thoughts and tormented 
their dreams. 


They were not disappointed. On midsummer’s day, an army marching east 
towards the Eagle Pass vanished. It set out from Tor Anroc and never made 
it to the garrison at Koril Atir. No bodies were found and there was no sign 
of ambush; five thousand warriors were simply never seen again. 


The wailing of the elf maiden diminished quickly to a whimper and then 
fell silent as her blood spilled from her throat and spread into a pool upon 
the marble floor. Morathi contemplated her crimson reflection for a while, 
pleased with what she saw. Six years of constant war might have taken their 
toll on her underlings but she remained as fresh and beautiful as she had 
been on that momentous day so many centuries before. 


She smiled at the recollection of her own naiveté of youth even as she 
recalled the thrill of power she had felt during that first sorcerous bargain. 
She had not known then quite how far that fateful encounter with the 
daemons would take her, but she regretted not a single step along the path. 


386 XRN 


It was true that the swift victory she had once envisaged was now beyond 
her grasp, but nevertheless the war progressed well. 


She dismissed the distracting thoughts with a shake of her head, her long 
curls of hair sending a thrill through her body as they tickled her shoulders. 
She fought back the urge to indulge in the sensation and lifted the 
bloodstained knife in her hand. Delicately, she pricked the tip of her thumb 
and allowed a single droplet of her own blood to fall into the pool made by 
the sacrifice. Where it touched the offering, her blood spread in a slow 
ripple, forming shadows of deeper red. The shadows became more defined, 
showing a scene of the mountains. Clouds scudded across the red sky and 
hung about crimson peaks. With a word she focussed the vision, zooming in 
to Eagle Pass. Her magical eye swept over a column of warriors and knights 
as they marched eastwards to confront the army of upstart Imrik. They 
would not be victorious but they would distract the usurper king long 
enough for other parts of her plan to be set in motion. 


A discreet cough pulled her attention towards one of the archways leading 
into the chamber. A functionary dressed in silken robes bowed low and the 
sorceress beckoned him in with a beringed finger. 


“Your guest awaits your pleasure, majesty,’ said the servant. 


‘Bring him up immediately,’ Morathi replied. She tured back to the 
scrying pool, instantly forgetting the servant’s presence. 


‘Who is it?’ someone asked from one of the adjoining rooms. His voice was 
hoarse, a whisper wracked with pain. ‘Is it... Hotek?’ 


‘No, it is not,’ Morathi replied. ‘He labours still, but his work will be 
complete soon enough. No, our guest is someone else, who brings very 
good news indeed.’ 


The scrape of a metal-shod foot on stone announced the arrival of Morathi’s 
guest. He stood in the archway clad in armour that had been tested much, 
scratched and dented in many places. His black hair was swept back with a 
silver band and the right side of his face was livid with a long scar, his eye 
on that side a blank white orb. 


‘Prince Alandrian, how good of you to come,’ Morathi said huskily. 
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‘Milady,’ replied Alandrian with a bow. ‘It is my honour to finally come 
here and see you in person after all these years.’ 


“Yes it is,’ said Morathi. ‘But it is one that you deserve. What news of my 
reinforcements?’ 


‘I have left a strong garrison at Athel Toralien and the siege is ongoing, 
majesty,’ said Alandrian, unconsciously lifting a hand to his ruined face. 
‘The other colonies have been emptied of troops who now sail for Ulthuan. 
Five hundred thousand of your bravest and noblest warriors will be on these 
shores before winter.’ 


The prince’s smile was mirrored by Morathi. 


“That is good,’ she said. ‘While you await your troops, there is a small 
matter I want you to deal with.’ 


‘I understand you wish to be rid of the so-called Shadow King,’ replied 
Alandrian. ‘With your support, I will have his head on a lance by the time 
the fleet arrives.’ 


“You will have all the support you need,’ said Morathi. She looked through 
the archway from which the other voice had come, her expression suddenly 
pained. ‘It vexes us that all is not well in Nagarythe. I expect you to restore 
stability as you did in Athel Toralien.’ 


‘It will be done,’ Alandrian replied with another bow. ‘I will bring you the 
head of the Shadow King myself.’ 


‘I trust that you will,’ said Morathi. 


“Yeasir was a traitor,’ the husky voice said from the adjoining chamber, its 
wavering tone hinting at delirium. ‘You would not betray us, Alandrian?’ 


“Yeasir was once strong, but when asked for true sacrifice he weakened,’ 
said Morathi. ‘Alandrian has already proven his loyalty in that matter, 
haven’t you, Alandrian?’ 


‘Khaine called to my daughters and they answered willingly,’ said 
Alandrian. ‘That their mother did not agree was unfortunate for her, 
majesty. I regret her lack of wisdom but I cannot regret her death.’ 


‘I am told that your daughters’ studies go well and that they have 
progressed far in the arts of Khaine,’ said the sorceress-queen. ‘I can barely 
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recall their demure attendance to me in Athel Toralien those many years 
ago. Tell me, are they as devoted to their father now as they were when last 
we met?’ 


‘Not as devoted as they are to the Lord of Murder,’ said Alandrian, his 
scarred face creasing into a wry smile. ‘I am very proud of them and I do 
not doubt that one day they will make all of Nagarythe similarly proud.’ 


Morathi took a few steps towards Alandrian and laid a gentle hand upon his 
ravaged cheek. 


‘I could fix that for you, my dear,’ she said. ‘You could be as handsome as 
you were when we first met.’ 


“Thank you, majesty, but I must decline,’ said Alandrian. ‘My scars remind 
me of the price of overconfidence. A mistake I will not repeat.’ 


“You always... had the most sense... of us all,’ the whisper announced 
between hissing intakes of breath. 


Alandrian said nothing for a moment, but dared a glance towards Morathi. 
The sorceress was distracted, still with a hand on his cheek, staring into the 
adjacent room. He turned slightly to follow her gaze but Morathi stepped in 
front of the prince, obscuring his view. She drew her hand back slowly and 
shook her head. 


‘Not yet,’ she said quietly. A golden tear formed in her eye. ‘Soon enough 
you can see him.’ 


The cries of gulls and crash of waves masked what little noise was made by 
the shadow army. The tang of salt on the air reminded Alith a little of Tor 
Elyr, a taste unfamiliar to one who had lived most of his life far from the 
sea. The Shadow King felt ill-at-ease. The headlands of Cerin Hiuath, less 
than a day’s march south of Galthyr, were relatively exposed in comparison 
to the shadow warriors’ usual hunting grounds. The moorlands to the east 
provided cover for the two hundred warriors to approach the coastal road, 
but the tops of the cliffs were all but devoid of features to offer 
concealment. 


Despite his misgivings, Alith had brought a force here to strike at a worthy 
prize. Word had come to the Shadow King that several of Morathi’s court, 
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leaders of the various cults that vied for power within Nagarythe, were to 
take ship at Galthyr and sail north to join the druchii armies in Chrace. 
Knowing that the route direct from Anlec would be closely watched, the 
cult magisters were to take a more indirect route, travelling south-west 
before heading up the coast to the port. The possibility of killing or 
capturing these influential cultists was too tempting to pass up, and so Alith 
had hurriedly put out the command to several of the shadow warrior cadres 
to join him in the west. 


For two days since they had gathered the shadow warriors watched the 
coast road for signs of the entourage. Alith expected them to be travelling 
with little protection: any large force moving out of Anlec would have 
attracted unwanted attention. If his two hundred warriors were not enough 
for the task, they would simply withdraw without being seen. Although the 
shadow warriors’ daring had become part of the myth surrounding the 
Shadow King, the truth was that Alith thought himself a cautious 
commander, risking his warriors only when the odds were in his favour or, 
as now, the gains of victory warranted additional gambit. In this way the 
shadow warriors had suffered only a few dozen casualties since they had 
begun their campaign. 


If the cultists were as careful as Alith thought they would be, they would 
travel fast and light, hoping to avoid detection. The fact that the course of 
the war in Avelorn and Cothique had lured these primates out of Anlec was 
in itself a victory of sorts, upon which Alith intended to capitalise as much 
as possible. The disappearance of the cult leaders would send their 
followers into disarray for some time, the power struggles and internal 
conflict ravaging Anlec and leaving the druchii vulnerable to further 
attacks. It was pleasing to Alith to turn the cults’ weapons of disorder and 
fear against them, inflicting upon them the woes they had engineered for the 
princes of Ulthuan for several centuries. As they lived, so would they die. 


Shortly after midday, one of the shadow warrior scouts came running hard 
from the south. He breathlessly reported his news to Alith and Khillrallion. 


‘Riders, lord, coming fast along the road,’ the scout told them. ‘I would say 
no more than thirty of them.’ 


‘Are they the counsellors?’ asked Khillrallion. ‘Are they the ones we hunt?’ 
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‘I believe so,’ said the shadow warrior. ‘There are some twenty knights, the 
others are armed but dressed in fineries. One of them has long white hair 
braided with black roses, which matches what we know of. Diriuth 
Hilandrerin, the magister of the cult of Atharti. He is responsible for the 
massacres at Enen Aisuin and Laureamaris. Another rides under a red 
banner marked with the dagger of Khaine, which was borne by the warriors 
of Khorlandir during the first siege of Lothern. I do not recognise the others 
but they wear many of the profane symbols of the cults.’ 


“They are our prey,’ said Alith. He half-turned his head for a moment as he 
heard the faintest of whispers from the moonbow in the quiver upon his 
back. ‘I can feel it in my bones. Their darkness comes before them like a 
wave.’ 


“Make ready for the ambush,’ Khillrallion told the shadow warrior. ‘Send a 
hawk to us when our quarry have passed your position. We will come at 
them from north, east and south and trap them.’ 


Alith nodded his assent; this was the plan he had outlined to the shadow- 
walkers a few days earlier. 


‘I want prisoners if possible,’ the Shadow King reminded his companions. 
“These creatures may be able to tell us much of what passes in Anlec, and 
of forces loyal to them in the other kingdoms. For the violence and 
suffering they have unleashed upon us, their deaths should be neither swift 
nor painless.’ 


The messenger set off at a run as Khillrallion departed to bring news of the 
imminent attack to the other shadow-walkers. Alith stayed where he was, in 
the shadow of an outcrop of rock directly overlooking the road. The coastal 
path was broad and paved with white stone, winding its way along the edge 
of the land less than a bow’s shot from the crashing seas. He had picked a 
stretch of the road where the coast heaped into rough hills and dropped 
away sharply to jagged rocks at the water’s edge. The ambushers had not 
only the advantage of surprise but also position. The shadow warriors had 
the ambush site well scouted, and despite the scarcity of cover most of them 
could be concealed within a few hundred paces of the road and would strike 
before being seen. The rest were to remain out of sight further east, to move 
in as a reserve should resistance be stronger than anticipated. 


Alith drew forth the moonbow and gave it a loving stroke. 


‘More blood for you today,’ he whispered as he fitted an arrow to the string. 


Alith heard the riders before he could see them. Hooves pounded on the 
cobbles of the road as the druchii made a dash for the comparative safety of 
Galthyr. He waited, fighting back tension and excitement, and cast a glance 
behind him to ensure that none of his warriors could be seen. In this regard 
the Shadow King was very pleased. Even though he knew where each 
shadow warrior lay in wait, not a single one caught his eye. 


A troop of ten knights were the first to come into view, their silver armour 
gleaming in the summer sun, their black uniforms and banners streaming in 
the sea breeze. Alith let them pass without hindrance. A short distance 
behind, perhaps only a few dozen paces, the rest of the party galloped: ten 
more knights formed up around a knot of lavishly dressed nobles and 
retainers. 


When the magisters and their bodyguards were almost level with Alith, he 
rose from his hiding place, moonbow ready. He was a heartbeat from letting 
loose the string when a shout from behind him drew his attention. Furious 
that one of his warriors had betrayed their presence, Alith turned to see 
what had happened. His anger quickly became alarm when he saw what had 
caused the cry. 


Along the hills to the east a line of warriors appeared, regiment upon 
regiment of warriors in black and purple advancing beneath long banners. 
Crossbowmen formed into lines on the flanks as spearmen and swordsmen 
advanced in the centre. On and on they came, thousands of druchii. 


Alith spared no time trying to answer the question that hammered into his 
brain at the first sight of the army: how did so many warriors come to be 
here? Rather than ponder that which he could not answer, Alith leapt 
immediately to a more pressing issue: how to escape? 


The twenty knights had come together in a single squadron on the road and 
faced eastwards, barring any route to the north; their charges continued 
along the road and were quickly disappearing from sight. 
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Running figures from the south—shadow warriors shouting warnings as 
they approached—told Alith they there was no sanctuary in that direction 
either. 


“To me!’ Alith called out. ‘Rally to me!’ 


The Shadow King watched the wave of black-armoured warriors advancing 
from the east as the shadow warriors gathered around him. A glance at the 
sun told him that the druchii had timed their attack well; they would be at 
the road some time before the first evening shadows fell. 


“We have been lured into a trap,’ Alith said hurriedly as the shadow 
warriors clustered around him. They crouched in a circle, partially 
concealed by the grass of the hills. Some stared intently at Alith with 
desperation in their eyes, others cast nervous glances at the knights on the 
road or allowed their gaze to be drawn to the army in the east. The riders 
close at hand seemed content to stay out of bow’s reach. Why would they 
not? Alith thought, there is no need to attack with so many reinforcements 
on the way. 


“The sea is our only escape,’ Alith said. ‘We must reach the waters and then 
swim south and come ashore at Koril Thandris. From there, we separate and 
make our way east, to meet again at Cardain.’ 


‘The knights will charge if we attempt to cross the road,’ said Khillrallion. 
‘We cannot outrun warhorses.’ 


“Then we must kill the knights first,’ said Alith with a shrug. 


‘Bows against fully armoured knights?’ asked one of the shadow warriors, a 
young elf called Faenion. 


“There are only twenty of them,’ snapped Alith. ‘Shoot at their horses; on 
foot they will be little match for us. When the road is clear, we head down 
to the shore a little way to the south, where there is a shingle beach.’ 


At this the shadow warrior who had come from the south before the ambush 
spoke again. 


“There are more knights moving up the road from that direction,’ he said 
with a shake of his head. ‘At least fifty of them. I do not think we can reach 
the sea that way before they cut off the road.’ 


Alith growled in frustration. It was not just the fact that he had been caught 
out that upset him; he had enjoyed so many successes of late his luck had 
been bound to run out at some point. What worried him more was the 
precision with which the trap had been set. The bait had been irresistible 
and the enemy had guessed exactly where and when he would strike. The 
Shadow King wondered for a moment if he had become too predictable, but 
dismissed the notion as soon as it came. Whoever had masterminded this 
particular trap had simply got the better of him this time. 


‘We’ ll have to climb down the cliffs,’ Alith said at last. ‘Slay the knights at 
hand and get to the clifftops. From there we’ll just have to take our chances 
amongst the rocks.’ 


The shadow warriors exchanged worried glances and there were a few 
murmurs of dismay. 


‘The enemy will not wait for you to regain your courage!’ snarled Alith, 
pointing a finger towards the lines of black steadily closing from the east. 
‘Follow me, or stay here and die.’ 


Alith stood up and strode purposefully towards the Anlec knights on the 
road. He lifted up the moonbow and sighted along the shaft, his aim settling 
on a rider at the front of the formation. The arrow leapt from the string and 
took the knight full in the chest, punching through iron and tearing from his 
back to pass through the throat of the rider behind him. 


Startled, the knights took a moment to collect themselves ready for a 
charge, in which time Alith felled three more with another shot. Lowering 
their lances, the knights urged their steeds into a full gallop and thundered 
towards the shadow warriors. Alith watched them coolly. On the Ellyrion 
plains and in the forests of Avelorn, he had learnt the reputation of these 
deadly riders was greater than their actual strength. When he might once 
have trembled at the armoured warriors bearing down on him, he felt only 
contempt. 


Another shot from the moonbow sliced through the neck of the lead horse 
and buried itself in the chest of the following steed, sending both crashing 
to the ground. The other shadow warriors sent their own arrows arcing into 
the knights in a series of deadly volleys and before the knights had crossed 
half the distance from the road all were dead or lying wounded in the grass. 
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A look over his shoulder confirmed to Alith that the approaching army was 
now closing fast. 


“To the cliffs, follow me,’ he shouted, stowing the moonbow and breaking 
into a run directly towards the sea. 


Alith led the retreat, casting glances over his shoulder towards the 
approaching druchii host as the shadow warriors reached the road. The 
enemy were advancing quickly but Alith and his warriors would be at the 
cliff edge before their repeater crossbows were in range. A look to the south 
revealed the knights coming along the road; they too would not reach the 
shadow warriors before they were safely moving down the cliff. Though the 
situation was not good, Alith was more confident than when he had first 
seen the banners rising over the hills. Despite this he did not allow himself 
to relax. 


‘Keep moving!’ Alith ordered as several of his warriors took up positions to 
shoot at the oncoming druchii. ‘No rearguard will hold them back.’ 


When he was a few dozen strides from the cliff edge Alith caught his first 
glimpse of the sea. He marvelled at the unending dark blue horizon but as 
he continued forwards he saw the wider expanse of the ocean. High waves 
rolled in towards Ulthuan, far stronger than the tides of the Inner Sea he had 
witnessed at Tor Elyr. Ignoring his own command, he stumbled to a halt, 
mesmerised by the spectacle. As far as he could see in every direction 
stretched the Great Ocean, dwarfing him with its size. Far beyond lay the 
jungles of Lustria, where the descendants of the Old Ones’ servants clung to 
civilisation. Ruined cities and steaming mangroves, treacherous swamps 
and ancient treasures awaited bold adventurers and explorers. 


Alith realised how little of the world he had seen. He had never been to 
Elthin Arvan to the east, or the colonies of Elithis, or the towers of the elves 
far to the south. Had it not been for the civil war, would he have ever visited 
Ellyrion or Avelorm? 


Shouts from his shadow warriors broke Alith’s reverie and he snapped back 
to the current situation. His companions were pointing down to the seas and 
there he saw something that sapped his confidence as quickly as it had 
returned: three black ships at anchor not far from the shore. 
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Reaching the cliff edge, Alith looked down to gauge the difficulty of the 
descent. The cliff was not quite vertical, the strata of rocks pronounced in 
light and dark bands, the surface pitted with many holes and ledges. It was 
not the most difficult climb Alith had attempted. The cliff was not the 
problem, the greatest dangers were at their feet where surf crashed against 
jagged rocks and swirled in strong currents through jutting piles of tumbled 
boulders. 


Something black and heavy blurred through the air close by Alith, quickly 
followed by other projectiles. Several shadow warriors were thrown from 
their feet with long shafts jutting from their bodies as the ships loosed their 
deadly bolt throwers. The swish of spear-sized missiles filled the air as 
more shadow warriors were cut down by another volley. 


Along the cliff face warriors threw down their weapons to lighten 
themselves, some of them tearing off their cloaks and boots as well. Many 
hesitated, staring in horror at the black ships lurking out to sea or transfixed 
by the bodies of the slain. 


‘Keep moving!’ Alith yelled again, unfastening his cloak and tossing it to 
the ground. Looking left and right he saw his followers pulling themselves 
over the cliff to begin the long descent. He grabbed the quiver from his 
back, ready to cast it aside, but hesitated. The moonbow gleamed in the 
sunlight. He could not abandon such a hard-won prize. Pulling it free, he 
passed the moonbow over his shoulder, threw away the quiver and then 
swung himself over the clifftop. 


The shadow warriors were nimble and well-versed in climbing, and soon 
most of them were halfway down the cliff. Bolts from the lurking vessels 
hammered into the grey stone, some of the shots finding their mark, sending 
shadow warriors tumbling down to the frothing surf below. Rock shrapnel 
splintered from the iron heads of the bolts as they crashed into the cliff face, 
shredding Alith’s clothes and grazing skin. One bolt missed his foot by the 
smallest of margins, pulverising the rock on which he had been stood. Alith 
scrabbled to find a new grip as he swung dangerously from one hand. 


Panicked shouts and cries of pain mixed with the sound of the waves as 
Alith dropped from one handhold to the next, swinging from ledge to 
outcrop, his fingers finding purchase in small cracks, his toes making solid 
footing out of striations no wider than a finger. 
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More and more of Alith’s warriors were falling to the bolt throwers, their 
screams drowned in the thunder of the sea as they plummeted into the 
swirling waves. Perhaps a quarter of their number had already been lost. 


‘They’ ll kill us all!’ Alith bellowed to his followers. ‘Leap into the water!’ 


The shadow warriors were too fearful of jumping to their possible deaths, 
but to Alith it was more certain that their doom would come if they 
remained on the cliff face. 


“With me!’ he cried, letting go his handholds and pushing out with all of the 
strength in his legs. 


Wind battered Alith’s face and tore at his hair as he fell towards the seas. 
He saw the foaming spume hurled into the air by the sharp pinnacles of the 
reefs, but it was the rocks below the water that he feared more. He closed 
his eyes and angled into a dive with a silent prayer to the sea god Mannanin 
upon his lips. 


Hitting the water was like being kicked by a horse, forcing all of the air 
from Alith’s body. He banged his right arm against something and 
immediately lost all feeling in his hand. He was engulfed by a storm of 
bubbles, tossing him this way and that, threatening to dash him against the 
rocks. He was turned upside down, twisted back and forth by the fierce 
eddies, the water colouring red from his wounds. Light and dark whirled as 
he rolled between the surface and the forbidding depths. Coldness seeped 
into his flesh and gnawed at his bones. 


Alith struck out, fighting against a surge that threatened to drag him deeper 
and deeper into the water. One-handed he clawed his way to the bubbling 
surface, buffeted and buoyed by the heaving waves. Twice more the current 
snapped at his legs, pulling him under, filling his mouth with salt water. He 
coughed and spluttered, and gave a howl of pain as he was thrown into the 
sharp edge of a spire-like reef, a long gash torn across his stomach. The 
current tugged at the moonbow, its string cutting deep into Alith’s arm. It 
tangled with his legs and batted against his face, but Alith would not 
relinquish his prized weapon. 


Stroke by painful stroke, the Shadow King forged through the waters. He 
managed to gain his bearings and turned south, away from the druchii ships. 
A look back to the cliffs confirmed that the druchii army had arrived. 


Crossbowmen unleashed a storm of quarrels from above, picking off those 
shadow warriors who did not possess the courage to make the leap into the 
Sea. 


Slicks of red stained the water, and Alith had no idea how many warriors 
had been lost. He saw several, Khillrallion among them, clinging to the 
rocks, gasping for breath. They were sheltered in the lee of a giant pinnacle 
that stood apart from the rest of the cliff like a huge grey needle. Alith 
Swam over to them and grabbed a handhold in the cracked surface of the 
rock. 


“We cannot stay here,’ Alith panted. He pointed upwards, to the gathering 
druchii troops, too breathless to say anything further. Khillrallion nodded in 
understanding and signalled for the others to follow. 


Exhausted, Alith pushed away, unable to spare any more thought for his 
followers. He needed all of his strength and focus just to stay alive. 
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Twenty-Three 
The Night of Dark Knives 


Morathi’s displeasure was not usually a survivable experience, but 
Alandrian held his nerve as he strode up the steps of Anlec’s palace. It was 
true that he had not captured or killed the enigmatic Shadow King, but he 
had come much closer than anyone else in the last six years. He was not 
foolish enough to believe that Morathi would simply forgive him his failure, 
but Alandrian had already devised a new plan to ensnare the elusive 
renegade; a plan that would not only bring success but also be an act of 
contrition on his part. He had even taken the bold step of requesting an 
audience rather than awaiting the queen’s summons. 


Upon entering the throne chamber, Alandrian was taken aback by the smile 
that Morathi wore. She sat upon a chair beside the great throne of Aenarion, 
swathed in a voluminous robe of white fur and black silk, her bared arms 
and legs pale in the lamplight. Her whole demeanour was welcoming, its 
openness more disconcerting than a scowl. 


Alandrian suppressed a shudder as he felt dark magic crawling across his 
skin and fancied he saw flittering shapes in the shadows at the edge of 
vision. Half-heard voices whispered and twittered around him, and he 
struggled to ignore their taunts and promises, focussing on the sorceress- 
queen. 


‘Majesty,’ said Alandrian, bowing long and low. ‘I offer my deepest 
apologies for the lack of success in apprehending the deviant who has so 
vexed your thoughts of late.’ 


‘Stand up,’ said Morathi, her voice neither cruel nor kind. She continued in 
the same matter-of-fact tone. ‘We could waste a great deal of time, with me 
reminding you of your failings, and you offering apologies and excuses. Let 
us assume that such a conversation took place in the manner we both 
anticipated.’ 


Alandrian felt a flutter of fear. Was he to be presented no opportunity to 
argue his case? Perhaps he had overestimated his position and influence. 


‘With that in mind, I am sure your arguments would conclude with an offer 
to make amends,’ Morathi continued, her voice softening. 
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She stood and beckoned to a group of shadowy figures who had been 
lurking in the darker recesses of the hall. Three sorcerers—two female, one 
male—came out of the gloom, clad in robes of dark purple, their skin dyed 
with archaic symbols that set Alandrian’s teeth on edge. He had never been 
comfortable with sorcery; it seemed a dangerous weapon to wield. 


“These are three of my most promising protégés, Alandrian,’ Morathi said, 
gliding effortlessly across the hall towards the prince, her sorcerers falling 
in behind her. Alandrian swallowed hard, eyes flicking from Morathi’s 
alluring eyes to the harsh stares from her disciples. 


The sorceress-queen stopped in front of Alandrian and placed a finger to his 
lips as he was about to speak. Alandrian felt a thrill of energy surge through 
him from her touch, stirring his heart, awakening urges he had not felt since 
the sacrifice of his wife. 


‘Hush, prince, let me finish what I have to say,’ she said, her voice as soft 
as a velvet caress. “You have another plan to apprehend the Shadow King, if 
I am but merciful and generous enough to grant you another chance. 
Something like that, was it?’ 


Alandrian nodded dumbly, not trusting himself to speak. Between the dark 
magic clouding his senses and the sensuous presence of Morathi, he was 
quite unable to gather his thoughts. He quivered uncontrollably, caught 
between lust and abject terror, both emotions stemming from the same 
cause. 


‘Good,’ said Morathi, stepping back and crossing her arms across her 
perfectly formed chest, her weight on one leg, her smooth thigh exposed 
through a slit in her robe. Alandrian forced himself to keep his gaze on her 
equally beautiful face, dismissing the temptation to reach out and stroke 
that delightful skin. ‘I am not known for my mercy, nor my generosity, but I 
would offer nothing less to one who has known such favour from my son 
and has given so much in the service of Nagarythe. Your past actions and 
loyalty far surpass those of my other subjects, and you may rest easy for the 
moment, knowing that you also have my favour, despite the recent setback 
you have suffered.’ 


Released from Morathi’s spell, Alandrian recovered his wits and was about 
to offer his profuse thanks, but was stifled by a slight shake of the head 
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from the queen. 
‘Don’t grovel,’ she said, ‘it’s beneath you.’ 


She turned with a sweep of her arm, hair swirling in a dark cloud about her 
shoulders. Alandrian had to look away as Morathi prowled back to her 
chair, hips swaying. He looked at her again only when she was seated, regal 
and austere once more. 


“Tell me how my faithful minions might help you in your efforts,’ Morathi 
said. 


‘I fear that there is no bait that we can now dangle that will lure the Shadow 
King into a trap,’ Alandrian said, speaking confidently, glad that his speech 
was well rehearsed, for his thoughts had been scattered by Morathi’s 
actions. Just as she had intended, he realised. ‘If we are to slay this 
scorpion, we must find his nest and drag him out by the tail.’ 


‘I agree,’ said Morathi. ‘How do you plan to find him when so many 
thousands of others have failed?’ 


‘I have been studying the attacks of his warriors, in great detail,’ Alandrian 
explained. ‘At first they appear capricious, striking east and west, north and 
south without pattern. But there is a pattern there, I have seen it before.’ 


‘Really?’ said Morathi, leaning forwards with interest, one hand stroking 
her delicate chin. ‘What have you seen?’ 


‘In Elthin Arvan I became a keen hunter; the forests there teem with game,’ 
Alandrian said, cautiously taking a step forwards. ‘Some chase boar, others 
prefer deer, but I was not interested in those things. I much preferred to hunt 
those that also hunt. If you can best the hunter at his own game, you have 
truly proven yourself.’ 


‘A trait I find most appealing at the moment,’ Morathi said with a smile, her 
eyes alight with a glimmer of silver fire. ‘Please, carry on.’ 


“The Shadow King hunts like a wolf,’ Alandrian announced with a grin. ‘It 
is difficult to discern, but it is there. Nagarythe is his territory and he patrols 
it regularly, putting his mark on one area before moving on to the next. In 
any given year he could strike anywhere, but it has been six years now and 
his thoughts are known to me. The attack near Galthyr is an aberration 
created by us and I must discount that from my thinking. After his next 


attack we will know where he has been and, more importantly, I know 
where he will have moved to. We will strike swiftly, take him unawares.’ 


‘All of this sounds very worthy, but what is it that you need from me?’ 
Morathi asked. 


‘Nagarythe is too large an area for your sorcerers to cover with their scrying 
powers, especially when looking for something constantly moving,’ 
Alandrian explained. ‘I can only estimate the Shadow King’s presence in a 
general area, too large to sweep by conventional means without alerting him 
to our presence. Between my theory and the abilities of one of your 
sorcerers we should be able to locate the Shadow King with precision.’ 


‘And how will you deal with him once you know where he is?’ Morathi 
inquired, sitting back and crossing her arms again. 


‘If you would indulge me for a moment, majesty?’ Alandrian asked, 
receiving a nod of assent in return. 


He left the hall briefly and returned with two other elves, females so alike 
as to be twins. They wore breastplates and vambraces of gold chased with 
rubies carved with runes of Khaine, which flickered with a bloody light. 
Their silver hair was drawn back into long tresses bound with sinew and 
circlets of bone; bright blue eyes stared out of masks of painted blood. Each 
carried numerous blades: several daggers at their belts and in their boots; 
pairs of long swords hanging from their waists; matched scimitars upon 
their backs; boots and fingerless gloves armoured with spikes and blades. 
Even their fingers were hung with rings armed with curving talons of gilded 
iron. 


“Two of Khaine’s most promising slayers,’ Alandrian announced with a 
proud smile. ‘I present my precious daughters, Lirieth and Hellebron.’ 


Morathi stood and walked forwards again, her expression appreciative. She 
nodded, gauging the two warrior-maidens closely. 


“Yes,” Morathi purred. ‘Yes, they would be very fine weapons indeed. You 
need someone to guide them to the target.’ 


Morathi turned and looked at her disciples, before gesturing to one of the 
females. She was short and slight in comparison to Alandrian’s assassins, 
her dark hair cut at the shoulder. Her skin was even paler than the queen’s 
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and her hair was shot through with streaks of icy silver, giving her the 
appearance of a winter spirit. She regarded the Khainites coolly, lips pursed, 
eyes analysing every detail. 


“This one is the best at scrying,’ Morathi announced. ‘Get her close and she 
will be able to find the Shadow King for you. Step forwards, dear, and 
introduce yourself to the prince.’ 


The sorceress did as she was bid, giving a perfunctory nod of the head. 


‘It will be my pleasure to serve you, Prince Alandrian,’ she said, her voice 
as cold as her demeanour. ‘My name is Ashniel.’ 


Alith’s laughter was echoed by a few of the other shadow warriors, but 
many did not share his sanguine view on his close encounter upon the cliffs. 
Both Khillrallion and Tharion had voiced concerns that Alith was becoming 
reckless, though they had couched their misgivings in more polite terms. 


Some of the survivors of the ambush Alith had sent further east, to 
recuperate from their wounds and spread the word of what had happened; 
Alith was aware that the druchii would try to claim some form of victory 
from the affair and wanted his continued survival to be widely known. The 
others he had brought to this haven and some of the shadow-walkers had 
been summoned for an impromptu conference, at one of several sanctuaries 
the shadow warriors had created across Nagarythe. 


Alith held court in a farmhouse a short distance from the town of Toresse in 
the south of Nagarythe; a place that had once been populated by a mix of 
Naggarothi and Tiranocii and had suffered greatly as a result while Prince 
Kheranion had lived. Many of the inhabitants had been killed or enslaved as 
‘half-breed’ and all discontent had been violently put down by the prince’s 
soldiers. Like many other brutalised towns and villages, Toresse had 
become a centre of quiet dissent against druchii rule that had found new 
hope with the coming of the Shadow King. The owner of the farm moved 
around the table with loaves of bread and cuts of lamb, casting awestruck 
glances at his guest. 


‘I am the rat that nips the fingers of those who try to catch me,’ joked Alith, 
searching through the wine bottles on the table seeking to refill his goblet. 


“There is nothing more frustrating for our foes than success snatched away 
at the last moment.’ 


‘Our foes might call the deaths of more than a hundred warriors a success,’ 
Tharion said sombrely. He gave a maudlin shake of the head and stared into 
his half-empty cup. ‘We have grown arrogant with our success, believing 
ourselves untouchable.’ 


Alith’s humour dissipated and he directed a frown towards Tharion. 
‘Every cause demands sacrifice,’ said the Shadow King. 
Tharion looked up and met his lord’s stare with a bleak gaze. 


‘No cause is furthered by pointless sacrifice,’ he said. ‘Just ask the 
thousands that have burned on the pyres of the cultists.’ 


“You compare me to the leeches that have sucked the life out of 
Nagarythe?’ snarled Alith, hurling aside his goblet. ‘I have asked no elf to 
risk any more than I risk myself. I do not send my followers out to die while 
I remain safe behind castle walls. I gave you all a choice, one that you 
freely accepted. I repeat that now, to you and every shadow warrior. If you 
no longer believe in our cause, if you feel you can no longer fight the war 
we must fight, you are free to leave Nagarythe. If you remain, I expect you 
to fight for me, to follow me as your rightful king. I demand much, I know, 
but it is nothing less than I demand of myself.’ 


“You misunderstan—’ began Tharion but Alith cut him off. 


‘Now is the time to strike again!’ he declared, turning his attention away 
from Tharion to address the others in the room. ‘While the druchii pat each 
other on the back and tell each other how close they came to catching the 
Shadow King, we will visit upon them a fresh humiliation, a punishment for 
their hubris.’ 


‘Their hubris?’ muttered Tharion. 


‘Forgive him, lord,’ cut in Khillrallion before Alith could reply. The 
shadow-walker took Tharion by the arm and pulled him up. ‘He has been 
most distressed by the thought that you might be taken from us, and he is 
not used to strong wine.’ 
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Tharion snatched free his arm and smoothed out the creases in his shirt 
sleeve. He looked at the assembled shadow warriors, somewhat unsteadily, 
and then focussed on Alith. 


‘We fight for you, Alith,’ Tharion murmured. ‘You are the Shadow King, 
and we are your shadow army. Without you, there is no us. Are no us? 
Whatever. Don’t get yourself killed trying to prove something you’ve 
already proven.’ 


Tharion pushed his way across the room followed by glances from the 
others, some angry, others sympathetic. The slam of the door brought a 
disconcerted silence, many looking to Alith, some avoiding each other’s 
gaze out of embarrassment. 


‘He’s just a little drun—’ began Khillrallion. 


‘He is in danger of becoming a mother hen, a smothering hen even,’ said 
Alith. ‘I am no helpless chick, and neither are my brave, my very brave 
shadow warriors. That is the nature of the hunt. Succeed and eat, fail and 
Starve.’ 


Alith rounded on the others, anger written across his face. 


‘Do you think I want my followers to die?’ he snapped. ‘Did I ask for our 
families to be butchered and our homes destroyed? I did not choose this 
life, it chose me! The gods and the druchii have made me what I am, and I 
will be that thing because our people need it. I do the things I do, terrible 
things, we do the terrible things we do, so that those that come after us 
might not have to do the same.’ 


Alith ripped off his woollen shirt and turned his back on the shadow 
warriors, showing them the scar of the whip blow he had suffered in Anlec. 
He turned back to face them, pointing to more wounds upon his body and 
arms, those from the flight at the cliffs still livid. 


“These injuries are as nothing to the suffering our people endure!’ he raged, 
scattering the bottles with a sweep of his arm. He looked upwards but in his 
mind’s eye did not see the beamed ceiling but rather the everlasting heavens 
where the gods were said to dwell. ‘A cut, a bruise, what do they mean? 
True torment is in the spirit. The spirit of a whole generation crushed by the 
evil of the druchii. What more must I give to spare them what I have 
experienced?’ 
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Alith stooped and picked up a bottle from the floor. He brought it down on 
the edge of the table, smashing it. Staring again at the gods only he could 
see, he raised the broken pottery to his chest. 


‘Do you want more blood, is that it?’ he cried out. ‘Perhaps you want me 
dead? Like my mother and father. No more Anars. Would that satisfy you?’ 


Khillrallion grabbed his lord’s arm and wrenched the broken bottle from his 
fingers, tossing it aside. He said nothing and simply laid his arm across 
Alith’s shoulders, pulling him close. The Shadow King pushed him away 
and half-turned before stumbling and falling to his knees. 


‘Why me?’ Alith sobbed, burying his face in his hands, blood streaming as 
his fresh wounds reopened. 


The other shadow warriors gathered close, patting Alith on the shoulder and 
laying comforting hands on his head. 


‘Because you are the Shadow King,’ said Khillrallion, kneeling next to his 
leader. ‘Because nobody else can do it.’ 


The following morning no mention was made of Alith’s outburst. The 
discussion amongst the shadow warriors after Alith had departed had been 
one of solidarity with their leader. They knew they could never share the 
burdens he had chosen to bear, and had reaffirmed their faith in each other 
and the Shadow King. Some had remarked that it was all too easy to think 
of the Shadow King and forget the Alith Anar that was obscured by the 
title: an elf barely into adulthood who had lost everything and taken it upon 
himself to become the spirit of vengeance for all of them. 


After breakfasting, Alith called his band to him and took them south, 
coming upon the waters of the Naganath before midday. From the 
concealment of a boulder-strewn hillock, Alith pointed westwards, to a 
stone bridge that arced over the river, a fortified tower at each end. The 
river was narrow and fast, less than two hundred paces wide. 


“The Ethruin crossing,’ Alith told his warriors with an impish smile. ‘It is 
the most direct route between Anlec and Tor Anroc. In the summer the 
closest crossings are two days west or a further day and a half east. In the 
winter the ford at Eathin Anror is impassable, adding another day to the 
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journey if one wishes to go by the eastern route. Imagine Morathi’s 
irritation when next an army marches south only to find the bridge gone?’ 


‘Irritation, lord?’ said Tharion. “Two garrisoned towers seem a tough nut to 
crack only to cause some irritation.’ 


“You’re missing the point, Tharion,’ said Alith. ‘I want the druchii to come 
after me. It was a close thing at Galthyr, but I have learnt the lesson. Our 
enemies will divert valuable resources to finding me. They are used to the 
attacks of the shadow warriors, but the Shadow King, well he is the source 
of all their frustrations. I want to mock them. I want them so mad that 
they’ ll do whatever they can to find me. When they do that, they will make 
a mistake and we will exploit it, whatever it turns out to be. Imagine having 
to double the garrison on every crossing in Nagarythe. Every storehouse 
and grain barn will need guarding. While they scrabble around for the 
Shadow King, the other shadow warriors will roam free and cause anarchy.’ 


“You think that being deliberately petty will rile them even more?’ asked 
Tharion. 


‘I wanted them scared, but their near-success will allay some of that fear, 
for a while at least,’ said Alith. ‘That being the case, I must select a 
different shaft for my bow, one that will not strike deep but will strike many 
times. Like the persistent wasp, I shall sting them again and again, each 
wound not sufficient to kill, but enough to infuriate. If they think they can 
get the better of the Shadow King, I will prove them otherwise. Just when 
they think I’m done, I'll be back, again and again, stinging them until they 
cry. They can swat and flail until they are screaming and breathless, and 
still I?ll come back!’ 


‘I understand,’ said Tharion. ‘One other question, though.’ 
‘What?’ replied Alith. 


‘How do we make a bridge disappear?’ 


Alith was heartily sick of the stench of fish. It was in the fisherman’s smock 
he wore, in his hair, under his fingernails. He sat in the shadow of the 
fishing boat’s sail as it slid gently along the Naganath towards the Ethruin 
bridge. Druchii soldiers stood at either end of the span, checking the 


occasional carts and wagons that crossed the border. More warriors could 
be seen drilling close to the northern tower. 


All was as it had been for the last fifteen days. The druchii were content to 
let the flotilla of boats pass up and down the river, as they had done so for 
hundreds of years. The white-painted vessels warranted barely a glance, so 
familiar were they. All of the boats were from Toresse. Their owners did not 
know what Alith had intended, but had been willing to aid the Shadow King 
if it meant discomfort for their overlords. 


As the boat lowered its mast and passed under the bridge, Alith slipped over 
the bulwark into the water, along with the other three shadow warriors 
hiding amongst the crew. They swam swiftly to the brick bank beneath the 
bridge and pulled themselves out of the water. Removing several of the 
blocks to reveal a hiding place, Alith pulled out wool-wrapped bundles of 
tools: broad chisels and mallets with cushioned heads. 


The four of them pulled themselves up by means of a web of narrow ropes 
that had been constructed under the bridge, hung from hooks that had been 
screwed into the mortar of the bridge itself. Taking up their places, backs to 
the water rushing below, they continued their work, carefully chipping 
away at the mortar, the soft taps of their muffled hammers hidden by the 
gurgle and swirl of the Naganath. When a stone had been sufficiently 
loosened, they brought out wooden wedges, knocking the supports into 
place to keep the bridge intact for the time being. 


In this painstaking fashion Alith and his followers had taken apart the 
bridge block by block, using the wedges and the natural pressure of its arch 
to keep the structure in one piece. The ropes that held them out of the water 
were also passed through holes cut in the thick ends of the wedges, 
allowing them to be pulled free at a later time. 


Nearly two-thirds of the bridge had been thus prepared for demolition, by 
small teams of shadow warriors working in shifts from dawn until dusk. It 
was muscle-aching and mind-numbing work, lying virtually immobile in 
their rope cradles, repetitively working away at a finger’s length of mortar 
at a time. 


Until midday Alith and his companions laboured, when the fishing fleet 
returned and they were picked up, another team of shadow warriors 


replacing them. The boats were moored at Toresse and Alith stepped onto 
the quay to find Khillrallion waiting for him. The shadow-walker was 
pensive. 


‘Bad tidings, friend?’ Alith asked. 


‘Perhaps,’ said Khillrallion. The two of them turned off the road that led 
into the town and made their way along the reed-strewn bank of the river. 
“Tharion is missing.’ 


‘I saw him only this morning, as I left on the boats,’ said Alith. ‘He cannot 
have gone far.’ 


Khillrallion’s expression was part-grimace and part-smile. 


‘I sent some of the others to look for him, but though he was late to the 
lesson he has learned the arts of the shadows well. There is no sign of 
where he has gone.’ 


‘Sometimes we all need some time alone,’ Alith reasoned. 


‘Not Tharion,’ Khillrallion argued. ‘He has never been shy in speaking his 
mind amongst others, and has no problem confiding his woes to me. He 
feels his age and a misplaced guilt over the fall of Elanardris.’ 


‘Misplaced?’ said Alith. ‘None of our guilt is misplaced, we all must accept 
that we played a part in the downfall of the Anars, even if our intentions 
were the opposite.’ 


‘I would suggest you do not say such things to Tharion, if we find him,’ 
said Khillrallion. ‘Since Cerin Hiuath he has been preoccupied with the 
dynasty of the Anars. He is of a far older breed than you and I, one of your 
grandfather’s generation. We all despise what has become of Ulthuan, but it 
is only those that were there when she was saved from the daemons who 
really feel what has been lost. They gave their blood once to save our 
people, and they thought they did so in order that we who came later would 
not have to.’ 


‘But why has this affected him now?’ asked Alith. He sat down at the 
river’s edge and Khillrallion sat beside him. ‘For six years we have fought 
the druchii.’ 
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“You have become the Shadow King, but Tharion can only see you as Alith 
Anar, grandson and son to two of his closest friends, the last of their line. 
For you Elanardris is now a memory, the shadow war has become your new 
legacy. For Tharion, that lineage, that tradition, is still embodied in you. 
You are not the Shadow King, you are the last of the Anars. He does not 
trust the Caledorians or the Chracians or any of the others to restore that 
which has been lost in our lands. Only while you live can he still cling to 
the hope that the glory of Elanardris, all of Nagarythe, might be restored. 
He fears that if you die, all hope dies with you.’ 


Alith pondered this without comment. He had endured some of Tharion’s 
stubbornness and old-fashioned thinking out of a sense of duty to the 
veteran. In truth he tried not to dwell on the ageing elf too much, for Alith 
could not think of Tharion without also thinking of Eoloran, possibly dead, 
more likely languishing in some cell in Anlec. In all he had found it better 
not to think too much about the past, only the promise of revenge held by 
the future. 


Alith thought about Tharion’s concerns, as voiced by Khillrallion. Perhaps 
he was too possessed of being the Shadow King that he had forgotten who 
he was beneath the title. But that person lived in constant pain, surrounded 
by dark memories and feelings of impotence. The heir of the Anars had 
been powerless; the Shadow King was powerful. It brought its own woes 
and pain, but they were as nothing compared to the agony that awaited him 
once he had fulfilled his oath. What then? Alith asked himself. Who would 
he be when the shadow war was over? Perhaps Tharion would know. 


‘Find him for me,’ Alith said quietly, laying a hand on Khillrallion’s arm. 
“Tell him that I need him with me, and I have something very important for 
him to do.’ 


Tharion had still not been found when the time came for Alith to enact the 
second part of his plan. It was dusk, thirty days since the peril of Cerin 
Hiuath, and the Shadow King was poised to prove that he was not dead. 
Alith and his warriors were concealed amongst the trees and rushes that 
bordered the river east of the bridge. The boats and their crews were at the 
Toresse quays, ready for the signal to come downriver. 
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As darkness fell, several lights could be seen to the north, in woods that 
bordered the Anlec road. Flickering red and thin columns of smoke 
betrayed the presence of several fires. Their presence did not go unnoticed 
by the watchers in the guard towers and soon the trumpets were calling the 
garrison to order. Spear and sword companies were mustered at the north 
end of the bridge, their commander shouting excited commands. With a 
tramp of feet, the force marched to investigate. 


When they were out of sight, Alith and the shadow warriors slipped out of 
hiding, bows ready. The towers would not be completely abandoned, but 
Alith knew he had enough warriors to deal with those druchii that remained. 


The Shadow King led his fighters to the north tower, approaching the 
bridge silently. A cluster of figures stood atop the battlement gazing to the 
north. As at Koril Atir, the shadow warriors soundlessly scaled the walls of 
the tower. The druchii had hung chains festooned with barbs and spikes 
beneath the battlements to prevent such a move. Alith and the others bound 
their hands with cloth and pulled them gently aside to allow each other to 
pass. 


Once on the rampart, it was a matter of a single volley to fell the guards, 
though two let out piercing cries of pain as they died. Alith had considered 
this and ran to the south side of the tower. 


‘Come quickly!’ he cried out across the river. ‘We caught some of the 
Shadow King’s scum! The others are getting away! Quick!’ 


Alith split his warriors, sending some into the tower to ensure every room 
was Clear, keeping the rest atop the tower. It was not long before the gate of 
the other guard house swung open and a stream of several dozen warriors 
emerged onto the bridge. 


“Wait until they’re close,’ Alith told the warriors crouched behind the 
embrasures even as he waved the druchii to hurry up. 


When the enemy were halfway across the bridge, Alith gave his shadow 
warriors the nod. They rose up behind the battlement and unleashed a storm 
of arrows at the druchii, cutting down half of them. They tumed tail, fleeing 
towards the far end of the bridge, only to be met by another contingent of 
shadow warriors that had swum across the river to cut off their retreat. 
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As the last of the sun’s rays glimmered and then disappeared, Alith had 
control of both ends of the bridge. Looking to the east, he saw white shapes 
ghosting down the river: the sails of the fishing fleet. After mooring their 
ships, the crews swarmed over the bridge with more lengths of rope, which 
they tied to the net already hanging under the bridge. The elves crowded the 
banks of the river, a dozen to each rope. Alith took his place, gripping the 
rope tight. 


‘Heave!’ he bellowed, pulling with all of his weight. 


The wedges resisted at first, but after a moment there was a shift as the 
elves strained on the ropes. First one wedge fell free, and then another. 
Alith exhorted his company to a greater effort and with one pull the 
supports were dragged free. With a drawn-out grinding, the keystones fell 
into the river and the whole bridge collapsed after, sending up a splash that 
spattered Alith with water. Waves lapped over the banks, wetting Alith’s 
feet. 


Already the ship crews were jumping aboard their vessels, ropes still in 
hand, dragging the stone blocks out of the river’s depths. As each block was 
hauled over the bulwark, a slipknot was loosened and the stone fell free 
onto the deck. The fisherman had assured Alith that the twelve boats would 
be sufficient to move the stones upriver, where they would be dropped back 
into the river, hidden but never forgotten. 


The Shadow King turned to the warrior behind him, a youngster named 
Thirian. 


“Time for some heavy lifting,’ Alith said with a wink. 


With a mixture of disappointment and relief, Khelthrain led his warriors 
back down the road. Whoever had lit the campfires had decided to flee 
rather than face his soldiers. On the one hand it was a shame that the 
insurgents had eluded him; on the other, Khelthrain was glad he had not 
faced the terrifying apparitions that so many other captains had fallen prey 
to. Not wishing to be out in the wilds while there remained the potential of 
ambush, he had quickly turned the column around and headed back to the 
safety of the towers. It was in generally light spirits that he marched along 
the road to his guardhouses, mentally composing the report of the incident 


he would have to send to Anlec. The orders had been explicit: any sighting 
or possible sighting of the so-called shadow warriors was to be passed on, 
with specific details of time and place. 


The reassuring presence of the two towers rose up in the starlight and 
Khelthrain’s thoughts began to turn to his bed. It was a pity that he would 
be sleeping alone, unlike some of those lucky wretches who had garrisons 
in the towns and cities, but at least he was out of the way and rarely 
bothered by the rulers in the capital. Ambition had never been high on 
Khelthrain’s priorities, and a certain degree of middle-rank obscurity suited 
his nature. 


Something seemed wrong as they approached the northern tower. 
Khelthrain wasn’t sure what was amiss. He could see several figures 
standing immobile atop the battlements and the gate was closed. Then it 
struck him. He could see the glitter of the river beyond the gatehouse where 
he should have seen dark stone. 


Khelthrain stopped dead in his stride, the warrior behind him clattering into 
his back, almost knocking the commander from his feet. The warrior bent to 
help him and then straightened, eyes wide with surprise. 


‘Captain?’ he said hesitantly. ‘Where is our bridge?’ 


There were dozens of maps of Nagarythe arranged over three tables. 
Alandrian paced between them with a sheaf of parchments in one hand. 


‘Here,’ he said, pointing to a village where grain intended for horse fodder 
had been stolen. 


A functionary, barefoot and clad only in a black loincloth, stepped forwards 
with a quill and a pot of red ink. He delicately marked a cross on the map at 
the indicated place, adding it to the many such marks already made. 


‘And here,’ Alandrian continued, indicating an attack on a patrol out of 
Ealith. 


‘Oh, wait...’ the prince whispered. He stopped and read the next report 
again, letting the others shower to the floor. ‘Oh, yes. You’re a cunning 
bastard, aren’t you?’ 
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‘Prince?’ said the servant. 


Alandrian ignored him, striding to the map of the Naganath area. He stared 
at the chart for some time, his mind firing fast. He traced a finger eastwards 
along the Naganath. No, there was nothing there. The Shadow King 
wouldn’t be dull enough to take another bridge. But he would go eastwards. 
Always after his most daring escapades he went east, back towards the 
mountains. It was like a homing instinct. 


Alandrian brought another map to the top of the pile, of the area north and 
east of Toresse. He scoured the landmarks and settlements, seeking 
something of significance. A yellow circle caught his eye. 


‘This?’ he demanded, gesturing to the servant. ‘What is this? At Athel 
Yranuir?’ 


The functionary peered at the map, brow creased in thought. 


‘It is a tax house, prince,’ he announced. “Tithes are gathered there before 
being brought by armed column to Anlec.’ 


‘And when is the next collection due?’ 
‘Give me a moment, prince, and I will find out,’ said the servant. 


While he was gone, Alandrian stared at the map. The servant’s information 
would confirm it, but Alandrian already had a strong suspicion about the 
Shadow King’s next move. Eastwards he would go, away from the torrid 
time he had suffered at Galthyr, away from his joke at Toresse. But he 
wouldn’t go too far east before striking again, not while he was still riding 
high from his prank. 


‘The harvest taxes will be collected in four days’ time, my prince,’ the 
servant announced as he entered. ‘A contingent of knights will be moving 
out of Ealith tomorrow.’ 


Alandrian closed his eyes, blocking out everything save his knowledge of 
the Shadow King. Four days was not a long time to prepare. Would the 
Shadow King be able to put together an ad-hoc plan at such notice? Did he 
even realise the opportunity that awaited him? 


It didn’t matter. If Alandrian was the Shadow King, that’s where he would 
be. He knew it. 
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‘Please send word to Lady Ashniel, and to my daughters,’ Alandrian said, 
his eyes snapping open. ‘Ask them to prepare for a ride. We have a wolf to 
catch.’ 


‘Shall I also send warning to the troops at Ealith and the garrison of Athel 
Yranuir?’ the servant inquired. 


Alandrian looked at the servant as if he had suggested that the prince dance 
naked around the room singing children’s songs. 


‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ he said. ‘Why spoil the fun?’ 


There was an aesthetic pleasure in the contrast between gold and red: gold 
of coin and red of blood. Alith wiped a thumb across the face of the coin, 
smearing the crimson across the rune of Nagarythe imprinted upon it. Blood 
money, he thought, smiling at the joke. 


He tossed the coin to Khillrallion, who was sweeping piles of money from 
the tables into a heavy sack. Another five shadow warriors did likewise in 
other counting rooms while a further twenty-five kept watch, stationed on 
the tiled roof and at the narrow arrow slits that served as windows. 


Alith strode to one such embrasure, checking the time. The sun had set and 
the Chaos moon was already easing above the mountains, its sickly glow 
heavy behind the gathering clouds. The tax collectors were on their way; he 
had learnt as much from the gasped confessions of the druchii who had 
guarded the money. He glanced towards their bodies, faces and mouths 
glistening from molten gold that had been poured down their throats as 
punishment for such greed. It was unlikely the knights would arrive during 
the night, giving the shadow warriors plenty of time to take everything and 
disappear. 


Rain pattered on the stone road outside, and Alith peered again into the 
gloom, irked by some sense he could not quite define. He had been on edge 
since coming to Athel Yranuir. The town was unremarkable save for the 
counting house, neither a safe haven for the shadow warriors nor dominated 
by the druchii. Alith had noticed the elders’ hall showed signs of perversion 
to Khaine—bronze braziers in the archways and bloodstains upon the steps 
—but he had seen no other signs of the cults’ sway. 


The attack had gone just as he had planned and not a single shadow warrior 
had been wounded. There was no reason for his disquiet, and Alith 
dismissed it as understandable paranoia following his experience at Cerin 
Hiuath. In some ways he welcomed the thrill of uncertainty. It added an 
edge of excitement that he had not felt in some time, a feeling of being 
alive. 


Between the darkening skies and the growing downpour, Alith could barely 
see the other buildings around the tax house. He looked out across the 
market square and could dimly see the elders’ chambers on the far side. To 
the left stood a row of craftsmen’s stores, their fronts enclosed by blue- 
painted boards. To the right were winehouses and stables. The former were 
empty, having been closed at Alith’s first appearance. The people of Athel 
Yranuir would not hinder the shadows warriors, but they would not help, 
and had vanished as soon as the fighting had begun. Alith could not blame 
them; most folks feared reprisals from Anlec for aiding the shadow 
walriors. 


‘We’re almost finished,’ announced Khillrallion. Alith turned to see him 
hefting a laden sack onto a pile beside the main door. 


‘Good,’ said the Shadow King. ‘There should be wagons and horses at the 
stables. Send Thrinduir and Meneithon to fetch two.’ 


Khillrallion nodded and left the room. Alith heard him relaying the order 
and turned back to the square, ill-at-ease. He glared at the concealing rain, 
wondering what it was that his eyes could not see but his heart could feel. 
He cast his gaze higher, seeing the tops of the enormous evergreen forest 
that surrounded the town, which shared its name. Perfect cover for his 
forces to use if the knights arrived from Ealith. He was worrying about 
nothing. 


‘Are you sure?’ Alandrian asked again. 


Ashniel nodded once, her face showing a glimpse of irritation. Alandrian 
looked away, unable to meet the sorceress’s gaze. Her eyes had become 
glistening orbs of black, which reflected an exaggerated version of 
Alandrian’s face when he looked into them: a cyclopean mask of scar 
tissue. 


‘He is there,’ she said calmly. ‘He is touched by Kurnous and he leaves a 
trail upon the winds. It passes quickly but I can sense it. Your assumption 
was correct.’ 


‘Do we get to kill him now?’ asked Lirieth, baring teeth filed to points and 
capped with rubies. 


‘I want to taste his blood,’ said Hellebron, panting with excitement. ‘I’ve 
never tasted the blood of a king, shadow or not.’ 


‘He’ll taste like wolf meat,’ laughed Lirieth. ‘Isn’t that right, magic- 
weaver?’ 


Ashniel tured away with a sneer while Alandrian smiled at his daughters’ 
enthusiasm. Truly they had embraced the changes of these new times and 
he was certain they would both enjoy great success and power in the regime 
that was rising to rule Ulthuan. 


He didn’t understand much of it himself, being of a far older breed, but he 
knew opportunity when it came and had exploited this one to its full 
potential. Morathi had brought her priests and sorcerers to Athel Toralien 
and it had irked Malekith, but when the prince had left for his campaign in 
the northlands Alandrian had seen the wisdom of allowing them to flourish. 
He had been careful to curb too many excesses, wary of allowing the 
colony to devolve into the kind of barbarism Yeasir had warned was 
gripping Anlec. 


That foresight had paid off. The Cult of Khaine was fast-growing, second in 
power only to Morathi’s court. His daughters were well placed to ride the 
bloodthirsty stallion trampling upon the heads of the other sects of Ulthuan. 
In the shorter term, they had developed skills that were profoundly useful in 
this current matter. 


“Yes, you can kill him soon,’ the prince said. While there were advantages 
to bringing in the Shadow King alive, dead was safer for all involved. One 
did not bring Khainite assassins to take prisoners. 


Rain began to fall, splashing through the needle canopy above. In the 
darkness, the lights of Athel Yranuir shone between the trees. A murmur 
from Ashniel caused him to turn. 
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‘I sense he is getting ready to leave,’ the seeress said, staring through 
Alandrian at some otherworldly sight. ‘We must move now.’ 


Alith worked with the others, carrying the bags of gold from the treasure 
house to the carts in the square. His hair was plastered across his face, his 
clothes sodden and chafing. It seemed an inglorious end to what should 
have been one of the great tales of the shadow warriors. He shrugged and 
exchanged a smile with Casadir as they passed in the doorway. 


‘It rains on the druchii as well,’ remarked the shadow warrior. 


“They have roofs to cover them tonight,’ replied Alith. ‘We’ll be sleeping in 
the woods.’ 


‘I wouldn’t have it...’ Casadir’s voice trailed off and his eyes narrowed. 
Alith looked over his shoulder into the town square to see what had alerted 
him. 


Four figures approached through the rain, walking calmly towards the 
shadow warriors. They were hard to make out, but there was something 
about their demeanour that fired Alith’s instinct for danger. 


‘Everyone inside!’ he hissed, waving the shadow warriors into the trove. 


The shadow warriors barred the door and Alith called out the orders, 
positioning his warriors at the casements and sending them up the spiral 
Stairs to the roof tower. 


‘Oh...’ exclaimed Khillrallion, looking out of one of the windows. ‘That’s 
not good.’ 


“What is it?’ Alith demanded, stepping to the window. 


‘Best not to look,’ said Khillrallion with a haunted expression, standing 
between Alith and the embrasure. They jostled from side-to-side until Alith 
shoved Khillrallion out of his path and strode up to the narrow opening. He 
gazed out into the night to see what had caused Khillrallion’s consternation. 


He saw a druchii in the ornate silver armour of a prince, sword in his left 
hand, a shorter blade in his right. He was flanked by two outlandish 
maidens, Khainites by their dress and weapons. Water sparkled from bared 
metal, the edges of their blades glinting menacingly. For all of their 


918 XRN 


fearsome appearance, Alith did not quite understand Khillrallion’s 
discomfort. 


His eye was drawn to a fourth figure, a little way behind the others. She 
wore a heavy purple robe tied with a belt studded with diamonds. In the 
light of the Chaos moon her skin took on a pale green tone, the white 
streaks in her hair standing out in the darkness like lightning strikes. Her 
face... 


Her face was known to Alith. The eyes were whirling orbs of magic and the 
expression one of cold indifference. But her lips, thin, and her delicate nose 
and chin were all too familiar. 


Alith fell back from the window with a groan of pain, the sight of Ashniel 
like a physical wound in his gut. Alith stumbled to his knees, moaning 
wordlessly. 


‘I told you not to look,’ rasped Khillrallion, grabbing Alith by the shoulders 
and hauling him to his feet. There was panic in the Shadow King’s eyes, the 
look of a child suddenly finding himself lost and alone. 


Alith took a step towards the door, mindless, and Khillrallion hauled him 
back. 


“You can’t go out there,’ said the shadow-walker. ‘They’ll cut you to 
pieces.’ 


‘I want the Shadow King!’ a deep voice called from outside. ‘Nobody else 
has to die.’ 


Alith was regaining something of his composure but was still unsteady on 
his feet. 


‘It is her, isn’t it?’ he whispered. 


Khillrallion nodded. There was nothing he could say. Alith closed his eyes, 
steeling himself, and then looked out of the window again. The prince and 
Ashniel were still there; the two Khainites were nowhere to be seen. 


‘Be on your guard,’ snapped Alith, his instincts taking control. “Watch the 
door and the roof!’ 


A tense silence descended, broken only by the rattle of rain on the rooftiles 
and the splash on the square outside. Alith went from one arrow slit to the 
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next, trying to find where the Khainites had gone. It was not long before 
Khillrallion called him back to the front of the building. 


Outside, the Khainites flanked the prince once more. At their feet knelt two 
children: one a boy, the other a girl. They gripped their captives by the hair, 
pulling back their heads, curved daggers at their throats. 


‘I want the Shadow King,’ the prince called again. “These will only be the 
first two if you do not come out.’ 


Alith snatched the moonbow from its quiver and took a step towards the 
door before Khillrallion tackled him from behind, both of them tumbling to 
the floor. 


“You cannot go out there!’ the shadow-walker repeated as Alith kicked 
himself away and got to his feet. Several of the shadow warriors had closed 
in, standing between their lord and the doorway. Their expressions betrayed 
their agreement with Khillrallion. 


“Have it your way!’ came the pronouncement from the square. 


Alith leapt to the window in time to see arcs of blood streaming from the 
two children, the Khainites’ blades flashing in the rain. Spilled blood 
merged with the puddles as the small bodies were dropped like rag dolls. 


‘Shall I have them fetch two more?’ the prince taunted. ‘Perhaps some even 
younger this time?’ 

‘No!’ wailed Alith. He wheeled on the shadow warriors, lips curled back in 
a snarl. ‘We cannot allow this!’ 

The shadow warriors by the door looked resolute. 

“We’|l deal with this,’ said Casadir, pulling back the heavy bolt. 


‘If they want the Shadow King, they shall have him,’ Alith said, fitting an 
arrow to the string of the moonbow. ‘Kill the Khainites first. Leave the 
sorceress to me.’ 


Alith looked out of the window as the door was thrown open. Arrows sped 
through the darkness. In a whirl of shining metal, the Khainites swung their 
blades and cartwheeled away, the arrows ricocheting from their swords. At 
a nod from their master, they came forwards at a run. 


More arrows sliced through the rain to meet them. With supernatural speed, 
the pair somersaulted and swirled, dodging every missile. They reached a 
full sprint and would have been at the door in moments. Several of the 
shadow warriors leapt out into the square to meet their charge while Casadir 
swung the door shut behind them. The clang of the bolt rang heavily in 
Alith’s ears, like the locking of a condemned elf’s cell. 


Alith felt the bite of every cut with a gasp as the Khainites sliced through 
the four shadow warriors without breaking stride. Throats were slit, tendons 
severed, limbs lopped away. It was over in a heartbeat, the remains of 
Alith’s followers lying at the Khainites’ feet, blood running in rivulets 
across the flagstones. One of the Khainites lifted a dagger to her mouth and 
licked the blade clean. She turned to her companion with a feral grin. 


‘More dog than wolf,’ she said. 


The two took up defensive stances next to each other, one fixed on the 
doorway, the other looking to the warriors on the roof. 


‘Can we have some more playthings?’ the Khainite with bloodied lips 
called out. 


“This has to end!’ said Alith, crossing quickly to the doorway. 


“Yes it does,’ agreed Khillrallion. Behind Alith, the shadow-walker glanced 
at the others and received nods of understanding. 


‘Can I keep one as a pet?’ asked Lirieth, darting a quick glance over her 
shoulder towards her father. 


‘Bring me the head of the Shadow King and you can have whatever you 
desire,’ Alandrian replied. 


He felt a chill and looked to his right. Ashniel was standing beside him. The 
rain around her was tuming into snowflakes, freezing on her skin, tiny 
icicles hanging from her long eyelashes, her hair rimed with ice. 


‘It’s true what they say in Anlec, isn’t it?’ said the prince. ‘You really are a 
cold-hearted bitch.’ 


Ashniel turned a haunting smile towards him but said nothing. 


The door to the tax house slammed open again and the shadow warriors 
poured out, some with bows in hands, others grasping swords. Lirieth and 
Hellebron spun around each other as they deflected the hail of arrows, 
cutting through the shafts in flight. 


Ashniel stepped forwards and threw out a hand. Alandrian felt the warmth 
leeched from his body as the air around her churned with ice and blackness. 
A storm of snow-white shards flew from her fingertips, scything into the 
shadow warriors. Frozen droplets of blood tinkled to the ground where the 
chill wind slashed through flesh, skin turning blue from cold at their 
slightest graze. Bows dropped from numbed fingertips and arrows 
splintered in the air. 


Under the cover of the arrow volley the other shadow warriors had charged 
forwards, meeting the Khainite sisters blade-to-blade. Iron chimed against 
iron, but the fight was over in moments, Lirieth crouching low to cut the 
legs from her foes while Hellebron struck high, decapitating everyone 
within reach. The scene more closely resembled a butcher’s yard than a 
town square by the time they had finished. Lirieth stooped and with a flick 
of her wrist, cut free the heart from one of her victims. She sheathed her 
other weapon and flicked the still-warm organ to her free hand. With a pout, 
she raised it above her head, squeezing hard, blood streaming down her arm 
and splashing onto her face. 


‘Praise Khaine!’ she shrieked. 


There was a flicker of movement at the doorway. A cloaked elf appeared 
with a silvery bow in hand. Quicker than the eye could follow, he loosed an 
arrow. The shaft took Lirieth in the throat, ripping her from her feet, 
sending her sprawling onto the wet flagstones. 


Hellebron screamed, a sound of pure rage, and leapt forwards. Another 
arrow sang through the air but she cut it aside. She dodged the next with a 
spinning leap, her long bound bringing her within striking distance of her 
foe. Her left hand lashed out, its blades barely missing the face of her 
enemy. The right hand found its mark, plunging a slender sword under the 
ribs of her prey, its point erupting in a fountain of blood from his right 
shoulder. Blood bubbled from his lips as Hellebron ripped the blade free 
and twirled, slashing head from neck. 
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Flicking droplets of blood from her blades, she sheathed her weapons and 
prised the magnificent bow from the elf’s dead fingers. Hellebron turned 
and held her trophy towards Alandrian, who clapped appreciatively. 


‘I think we best make that a gift to Morathi,’ said the prince and Hellebron’s 
shoulders sagged with disappointment. Alandrian pointed to the shadow 
warriors who had been incapacitated by Ashniel’s enchantment. ‘You can 
do what you like with those.’ 


Alandrian’s eye was drawn to a pair of shadowy shapes fleeing across the 
rooftop. Ashniel raised her hand to unleash another spell but the prince 
stopped her. 


‘Let them go,’ he said. ‘Let them take the news to the others. The Shadow 
King is dead!’ 
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Twenty-Four 
Strength of Elanardris 


The mood amongst the shadow warriors was shock and dismay. Summoned 
by Tharion, they had come here, to the ruins of Elanardris, to hear what the 
future held for them. Many were at a loss without Alith’s leadership and 
there were whispers of doubt that the shadow army could continue without 
him. 


Tharion sensed a shift in the war. The news of the Shadow King’s demise 
quickly spread. With one act, the balance of favour had moved, the druchii 
regaining their former aggression, sensing weakness in their foes. Their 
sweeps of the wilderness for the shadow bands became bolder, while the 
shadow warriors, who had long believed in the myths of their own 
invulnerability, became more timid. They had survived and prospered with 
their daring, but now they were too often surrendering the initiative to their 
foes. The momentum of the war was changing. 


Tharion knew exactly what was happening: the hunters were fast becoming 
the hunted again. 


With Alith’s passing command had fallen to Tharion, who had gathered his 
followers in the ruins at Elanardris as a reminder of what they fought for. 
Hundreds of them were hunched around the fires, faces drawn, expressions 
bleak. 


“We cannot allow these reverses to continue to sap morale,’ Tharion told 
them, standing upon what had once been a wall separating the east gardens 
from the summer lawn. ‘If the druchii do not fear us, we have failed.’ 


‘We will continue the fight!’ said Casadir, the only shadow warrior to have 
escaped Athel Yranuir. He looked around at the others, but their support 
was half-hearted. 


‘How do we fight without the Shadow King?’ a voice called from the 
darkness. ‘Our enemies grow stronger while we diminish.’ 


‘It is true,’ said another. ‘I have come from Chrace, and the tidings are 
grim. A new force has arrived in Ulthuan, brought back from the colonies 
by Morathi. I do not know exact numbers, but tens of thousands of warriors, 
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all of them hardened in many campaigns, have made landfall in Cothique. I 
fear the kingdom will be under Morathi’s sway by the end of the year.’ 


‘We must redouble our efforts here, to ensure that Caledor can concentrate 
all of his warriors on this new threat,’ said Casadir. 


Tharion sighed and then frowned. 


‘Tt will not be as simple as that,’ he said. ‘With fresh armies in the east, 
Morathi’s commanders are likely to bring back much of their existing force 
to Nagarythe, to rest and resupply for a fresh offensive next year.’ 


‘More targets for us,’ growled Casadir, and there were words of assent from 
other shadow-walkers. 


‘That is true to a certain extent,’ said Tharion. ‘What will be more 
important will be the thousands of troops coming back to Nagarythe. No 
doubt they will not stand idle while we continue our attacks.’ 


The significance of this began to sink in and there was a disquieted 
whispering amongst the shadow-walkers. 


“What do you propose that we do, lord?’ asked Anraneir. ‘The returning 
armies will use Dragon Pass and Phoenix Pass; perhaps we could gather in 
strength there and attack them on the move?’ 


“They will be expecting that,’ Tharion said with a shake of his head. ‘There 
are less than two thousand of us left, these six years of fighting having 
taken a steady toll. We could harass the druchii columns without 
committing our strength, but that will not serve our ends well. A few 
hundred dead here or there is of no meaning to them.’ 


‘We can still hurt the druchii, of that I am convinced,’ said Anraneir. He 
shrugged. ‘I cannot see how, just yet. If we were to bring all of our forces 
together, we might be able to strike back powerfully once more, but to do so 
risks discovery and ultimate defeat.’ 


‘We are growing fewer, that cannot be denied,’ Tharion said quietly. ‘In a 
war of attrition we have no hope of victory. What else can you tell us from 
the east, Tethion?’ 


“The wider campaign is at a stalemate, unless these new druchii forces turn 
the tide against us,’ the shadow-walker announced. ‘The enemy possess 


Nagarythe, Chrace and Tiranoc, and much of Ellyrion and Cothique. 
Lothern is frequently besieged. Cultist uprisings continue to plague those 
cities and realms not yet under the sway of Anlec. There is rumour that the 
mages of Saphery battle with some of their number who have been swayed 
to the path of dark sorcery. 


‘Even the realm of Caledor is not free from the taint of corruption. While 
the Phoenix King pursues the greater war, the cults have infiltrated his 
mountain realm to sow discord. Many Caledorians support the king but 
would look to the defence of their own realm before expending the lives of 
their kin for the protection of the other kingdoms. Earlier this year, several 
priests of Vaul were discovered to be in league with Anlec, making magical 
weapons and armour for the druchii and smuggling them north through 
Tiranoc. Their leader fled, having stolen the sacred hammer of his god. I am 
sure that he labours in Anlec now, forging new weapons for the princes of 
Nagarythe.’ 


‘Is there no report that might give us hope?’ asked Tharion. 
There were shakes of heads and disconsolate sighs all around the fire. 


“Then it is time that I revealed to you why I have brought you all here,’ 
Tharion continued. ‘I spoke with the Shadow King before he left for Athel 
Yranuir. I shared with him my doubts and he listened. He gave me 
instructions, which we will all follow. 


“The shadow army will come together again,’ he declared. There were 
happier murmurs from the shadow-walkers but Tharion cut them off with a 
gesture. ‘Not for a battle. We have never been victorious by pure force of 
arms. Guile and deception are weapons as useful to us as bow and sword, 
and with guile and deception we must lure the druchii into a position more 
favourable for us.’ 


Some of the elves nodded; the faces of other betrayed incomprehension. 


‘The druchii are full of confidence. They have a right to be. If we stand 
face-to-face against this resurgence, we risk becoming overwhelmed. No, 
we will not fight that way. We will lie low, bide our time and wait for the 
right opportunity. The druchii will think they have crushed us. We will 
allow them this illusion of victory, it is only our pride that is wounded by it. 
Their eyes will turn elsewhere, to the fresh campaigns in the east, and they 
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will believe Nagarythe safe under their control. Then, and only then, we 
will strike again, rising up from the shadows to deal a blow to our foes that 
will make them hate and fear us more than ever.’ 


‘And where would you have us hide?’ asked Casadir. ‘If we scatter into the 
populace we risk discovery by the cults, if we continue to live in the wilds 
as we do now, then why not continue the fight?’ 


Tharion stood up and spread his arms, encompassing their surrounds. The 
tumbled stones of Elanardris glowed ruddily in the firelight, already 
overgrown by moss and creepers, the once-carefully maintained gardens 
reverting to wilderness. 


‘Here we were born, and here we will be reborn,’ Tharion declared. ‘For 
some time I have been thinking; thinking about the past and the future. 
Though Morathi may control the lands of Nagarythe, there are many that 
suffer under the yoke of her tyranny. There are those who are sympathetic 
to our cause, amongst the downtrodden folk who labour for Morathi and her 
minions. Those that can be wholly trusted we will bring here, adults and 
children alike, and found a new generation of shadow warriors. This war 
will not end soon and we must look to the future.’ 


Tharion began to pace around the fire, meeting the gazes of the shadow 
walriors. 


‘Have no doubts, no matter what happens we will never surrender. It is 
possible that none of us will see victory in our lifetimes, and so we must lay 
down the foundations for our army to continue the fight after we have 
passed on. While there remains any spirit of defiance to Anlec and 
resistance to the druchii, our enemies can claim no victory. Elanardris is no 
more, consigned to bitter history, bare stones and memories of better times 
the only testament to the dynasty that once thrived here. I will not rebuild 
the manse, nor replant the gardens. It is not in the bricks and the mortar that 
Elanardris found strength, but in the blood of its people and the power of 
the land. These are our lands still, and they need a people to live in them. 
While we draw breath and struggle, Elanardris will not wholly die.’ 


By secret means, word was brought to the disaffected and disloyal 
Naggarothi, those who served out of fear rather than loyalty. They were 
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encouraged to desert, though few ever made it to Elanardris. In ones and 
twos they came, slipping away from their homes and garrisons under cover 
of darkness, to meet the shadow warriors in out-of-the-way places. 
Sometimes whole families came, making the journey on foot through the 
briars and across the moors, seeking sanctuary in the mountains. 


Wary of infiltration by agents from Anlec, Tharion personally vetted every 
hopeful, killing out of hand any that caused him the slightest suspicion. 
There were some, he knew, that were innocent, but the lives of so many 
depended upon absolute security. It was essential that the druchii remained 
oblivious to the subtle stream of refugees fleeing their oppression. The 
slightest notion that all was not as they desired would bring down the wrath 
of Anlec. 


The old refugee camps had long been swept away by the years and so the 
shadow warriors and their charges set to building new shelters. Hidden in 
caves and in the hearts of the mountain woods, they stored food and clothes, 
blankets and water. 


Under roofs made of woven branches, in shelters made of rockpiles, in 
hollows behind waterfalls and in reed-covered huts in the marshlands, the 
new people of Elanardris eked out their existence. Tharion always felt an 
eerie calm when he visited these places, their inhabitants quiet, thankful for 
their salvation but extremely cautious. They spoke little of the lives they 
had left behind, and few cared to speculate on the future. Even the children 
were quiet; there were few sounds of innocent joy and laughter was a rarity. 
Survival became the goal; to avoid discovery and see another dawn was 
measured a success. 


Despite Tharion’s earlier belief, the druchii did not withdraw their 
exhausted, bloodied armies from the fighting in the east. The 
reinforcements from the colonies were simply added to their numbers and 
Morathi’s commanders pushed them even harder. Nagarythe was made a 
little safer by this aggression, though the rest of Ulthuan suffered for it. 


The shadow warriors patrolled the borders but did not attack unless 
necessary. Tharion wanted no attention to be paid to the shadow army, their 
lack of activity reinforcing the belief that the Shadow King’s death had led 
to their dispersal. It gnawed at his pride to allow the druchii to gloat over 
this, but pride was an easy sacrifice when so much was at stake. 


In the spring of the eighth year of the shadow war, a child was born in 
Elanardris, the first since the war had begun. There was little celebration, 
for everybody’s mood was mixed. That new life had come to a land once 
desolate was a blessing, but there were many that wondered what sort of 
life, what manner of world the young girl would see when she grew older. 


More newborns followed in the coming years. Tharion wondered what type 
of people they would grow into. He passed on Alith’s edict that all 
youngsters were to be raised in the traditions of the Anars and when old 
enough would be trained in the craft of the shadow warrior. They would 
learn to hunt and fish, to wield sword and bow, and speak the secret words 
of Kurnous. Though there was no present end of the war in sight, Tharion 
hoped daily that such endeavour would prove unnecessary. He wanted 
nothing more than the children of Elanardris to grow up strong and full of 
pride, and in peace. 


The new lord of Elanardris also worried what character of person would be 
made by this upbringing. Raising children with hate for the druchii clawed 
at his conscience, but he had made a promise that the Shadow King’s 
teachings would be passed on. The symbols of vengeance and shadow 
became the sign of Elanardris. They were painted on cave walls and carved 
into the bark of trees. Amulets and brooches were fashioned in their shape. 
This concerned Tharion, reminding him of the cults they fought against, but 
he could not deny the people their right to express their fear and their hope, 
to cling to these symbols in the wake of Alith’s passing. 


The years passed slowly, each brief summer a time of worry when druchii 
armies were on the move; every winter a tortuous hardship when food was 
scarce and the winds blew cold from the north and the snows heaped upon 
the roofs of the bivouacs. Some of the shadow warriors took families, 
others vowed to remain alone. They kept vigil over the land of the Anars, 
hidden watchers ready to slay at a moment’s notice. Their deadly skills 
were little used, the unforgiving mountains as much of a deterrent to any 
druchii interest as a wall of spears and a forest of bows. 


With each year the memory of the Shadow King was celebrated with a hunt. 
The shadow warriors chased deer through the woods of the mountains, and 
offered up a share of their prey to Kurnous and the Shadow King. 


With each year, Tharion tried to remember the Shadow King less and Alith 
Anar more, but it was difficult. His exploits were told around the campfires, 
and as bedtime stories to the youngsters. The elf who had been a legend 
while he lived quickly became a myth after his death. Some of those that 
lived in Elanardris did not even know that he had a name, calling him only 
by his title. Tharion tried to keep alive the memories of the elf behind the 
myth, but he sometimes felt like he was swimming against the tide. These 
people were desperate and a character out of fable was more comfort to 
them than a mortal of flesh and blood who had once dwelt in the lands they 
now occupied. It gave them succour to believe that some spirit watched 
over them. The more knowing of their number declared that the Shadow 
King was a wolf not a shepherd, more likely to be bringing vengeance in 
Mirai than he was to be watching over a flock. 


It was a harsh existence but the folk of Elanardris endured, listening for 
news of the wider war while they kept themselves hidden. A stability of 
sorts grew in the area, the shadow society developing new traditions and 
codes, new beliefs and practices. Nobody knew who first coined the phrase 
Aesanar—the New People of Anar—but it helped that they had a name for 
themselves. Tharion was bestowed the title First Lord of the Aesanar by the 
people he ruled, his position a regency for when a new claimant to the title 
of Shadow King would emerge. Pragmatic and resourceful, the Aesanar 
healed and grew, waiting for the day when one would arise to lead them 
back into the war; waiting for the day the shadow war would begin anew. 


In the thirteenth year of the civil war, nine years since the flag of the Anars 
had fallen at Dark Fen, that day came. 


By firelight the shadow-walkers met once more in the shadows of the old 
manse. Tharion had called them together at the request of Casadir. The 
shadow-walker had been reluctant to explain why, saying only that he had 
met a messenger with important news that they should all hear. Casadir 
explained this briefly to the assembled shadow-walkers, and impressed 
upon them the need for secrecy. 


All turned as one as a dark figure led a horse into the circle of light, a cloak 
of raven features upon his back. 


‘This is Elthyrior, the raven herald,’ announced Casadir. There were 
scattered whispers; Elthyrior was part of the Shadow King legend. Many 
present had met him before, but several had not. 


“Tell us of what you have heard,’ said Casadir, sitting down and waving a 
hand to the space on his right. Elthyrior whispered something to his steed, 
which wandered out onto what had once been the grand lawn of the summer 
garden, and then the raven herald sat cross-legged next to the shadow- 
walker. 


‘A new power reigns in Anlec,’ the raven herald announced, a statement 
greeted with gasps of shock. ‘The druchii talk with reverence of him, a ruler 
they call the Witch King.’ 


‘Who is this Witch King?’ asked Tharion. 


‘I do not know,’ said Elthyrior. ‘None that I have questioned or overheard 
can say for sure. Some believe it is Hotek, the renegade priest of Vaul that 
fled Caledor several years ago. Others believe Morathi has adopted Prince 
Alandrian and granted him rule in return for his slaying of Alith Anar. 


‘I am told that he is blessed by all of the cytharai. I have heard that no 
weapon can harm him, and he learnt sorcery from Morathi herself. Some of 
the druchii say the Witch King will be the scourge that wipes away their 
foes and hails the great victory of Nagarythe.’ 


Elthyrior’s emerald gaze swept across the shadow-walkers, each of them 
intent upon his words. 


“We all know that reality and myth can sometimes be blurred, but I have 
heard grave claims about this Witch King,’ Elthyrior warned. ‘Perhaps a 
more telling question would be “what is the Witch King?”. “His gaze shreds 
skin and flesh from bones”, one captive told me. “He burns with the fire of 
our hatred”, said another. All say one thing: he is the true ruler of Nagarythe 
and soon he will reign over all of Ulthuan!’ 


‘Camp tales and fireside stories, no doubt,’ said Tharion. ‘Perhaps Morathi 
fears the war has turned against her, and has conjured up this Witch King to 
instil fear and obedience in her troops.’ 


‘While there may be some truth to that, I fear the best we can hope for is 
exaggeration,’ said Elthyrior. ‘So widespread is this rumour, and so 
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vehemently is it believed, I have no doubt that some new druchii lord has 
emerged to lead the armies of Nagarythe.’ 


“What can we do about it?’ asked Anraneir. ‘Tharion, would you lead the 
shadow army against this new tyrant?’ 


‘If it is agreed that we will act, then I will lead,’ said the First Lord. ‘But I 
am no Shadow King. I do not claim to have the strength and the cunning to 
outwit such a foe.’ 


“Without the Shadow King, are we truly the shadow army?’ asked Yrain, 
newly granted the title of shadow-walker. She looked at her comrades with 
an impassioned expression. “The Shadow King has power, to rally the weak 
and put terror in the hearts of the druchii. Does it matter who bears the 
title?’ 


‘It matters if he cannot deliver,’ said Casadir. ‘I would not take up that 
mantle. To be a leader is one thing, to be a ruler is another. The Shadow 
King must be more than these things. He must be wrath and vengeance, 
unyielding and eternal. To be a living symbol, an incarnation of what we all 
fight for, what we all believe in...’ 


‘Is there any elf here who could be such a thing?’ Tharion asked. For a 
moment Casadir smiled, a flicker of amusement that soon disappeared. He 
shook his head, dismissing any claim he might make. 


None answered, each looking at his companions to see if any volunteered. 
A few shook their heads, either disappointed by this reaction or dismissive 
of the idea that a new Shadow King could be found. 


Elthyrior stood up suddenly, hand reaching to his sword. His gaze was fixed 
upon something outside the light of the fires, close to the manse building. 
Some of the shadow-walkers readied their weapons; others looked around 
nervously. 


The flames of the campfires flickered, losing strength. One-by-one they 
died until only a single flame remained, barely lighting Tharion and those 
close to him. 


‘What is it?’ hissed Anraneir. 


Rustles and panting could be heard coming from the darkness. Golden eyes 
flashed in the starlight. The shadow-walkers turned this way and that, 
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seeking ghostly shapes that appeared and disappeared in a blink of the eye. 


The clouds above the mountains broke, bathing all with the silvery light of 
Sariour in full bloom. Where there had been darkness and shadow, now 
stood a figure swathed in black, face hidden within a deep hood. It stood 
immobile, arms crossed, head bowed. 


All around the camp, wolf howls split the air. 
“Who are you?’ Tharion demanded, sword in hand. ‘What do you want?’ 


‘I am the Shadow King,’ said Alith Anar, pulling back his hood, ‘and I want 
vengeance.’ 


Twenty-Five 
Return to Anlec 


Uproar erupted, cries of disbelief mingled with shouts of celebration and 
exclamations of shock. The shadow-walkers crowded close, mobbing Alith. 
Gigantic wolves prowled the periphery, their barks and yaps adding to the 
noise. 


Elthyrior stood apart, watching the proceedings with suspicion. He caught 
Alith’s eye and the Shadow King waved away his followers, telling them he 
would speak shortly. As Alith strode through the long grass, the shadow 
warriors set to relighting their fires, the air alive with the hubbub of surprise 
and elation. 


‘A trick?’ said Elthyrior when Alith reached him. 
The Shadow King shrugged and smiled. 
‘A new myth,’ he said. ‘Only Casadir knows the truth.’ 


‘And what is the truth?’ asked Elthyrior, expression stern. ‘It is not right 
that you deceive your followers in this way.’ 


Alith indicated for Elthyrior to walk with him and the two left the camp. 
The Shadow King and the raven herald picked their way along an 
overgrown path of marble and sat in the charred remnants of the summer 
house. 


‘It is a necessary deception,’ Alith said, plucking the bloom from a 
moonwreath that was growing over the remains of the outbuilding. ‘One 
that I did not begin.’ 


Elthyrior raised a doubtful eyebrow. 


‘Truly,’ Alith continued. ‘I was set to confront Alandrian and his Khainite 
witches, but Khillrallion struck me over the back of my head. Dazed, I 
could not stop him taking the moonbow and masquerading as me. Casadir 
had me halfway up to the roof before I regained my senses. Khillrallion and 
the others bought my freedom with their lives. It would have been 
dishonour to have thrown away that which they had so willingly given, and 
so I ran with Casadir. He is the only other soul that knows what happened.’ 
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‘That does not explain your disappearance for the last seven years,’ said 
Elthyrior. ‘You abandoned your people.’ 


‘I did not!’ snapped Alith. He closed his eyes, forcing himself to relax. “The 
tide was turning against us, my people needed a calmer head to rule. 
Tharion had already suggested to me that we create a new haven in 
Elanardris and I had agreed. I could not have built what he has built. He has 
given us a future, one that I could not. Though I did not plan it, my death 
gave us that opportunity, the pretence for peace we needed. The druchii 
would be all too ready to believe the shadow army was no more. My death 
gave my people space to recover, to start a new path. Had I lived, Alandrian 
would have continued his hunt. Twice he nearly caught me, and both times 
it cost lives, lives very dear to me. I watched Khillrallion cut down and I 
realised that the greatest danger to my people was me, and the druchii’s 
hatred of me. I am a symbol, but that works both ways. I am defiance 
personified, and that rallies the brave to our cause. It also riles the druchii, 
who lust after domination and control. 


‘I decided to disappear. I returned to Avelorn for a while and ran with my 
brothers and sisters again. It was a carefree time, I will admit. But duty 
nagged at me, and year-by-year I knew I could not find peace, and that 
while the Shadow King had to die, he could not remain dead forever. I 
returned to Elanardris last winter and contacted Casadir. He told me of 
everything that had happened, and only this morning he passed on to me the 
news that you had arrived.’ 


‘So why return now?’ 


“You know that answer already,’ said Alith, standing and walking to the 
fallen wall at the front of the summer house. He looked westwards. 


“The Witch King,’ said Elthyrior. 
Alith nodded, not turning around. 


‘I too heard of this creature. As far as Cothique and Chrace his coming is 
being proclaimed as the great awakening of the Naggarothi. He fills them 
with dread and awe in equal measure. I have never heard such devotion 
uttered amongst the druchii, save for those hopelessly corrupted by the 
cults. No elf I know could command such loyalty, yet the Witch King rules 
Anlec and Morathi supports him. I must find out who he is.’ 
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‘I fear that we shall all know that before too long,’ said Elthyrior. He stood 
and joined Alith. ‘I am glad that you are not dead, Alith Anar.’ 


‘Me too,’ the Shadow King replied with a grin. 


Alith requested that his return be kept secret for the time being. He declined 
to make any comment on what had happened to him and flatly refused to 
answer questions regarding his death and resurrection. He simply assured 
his followers that he had returned to lead them to new victories, still as 
hungry to punish the druchii as he had always been. There were those that 
wanted to proclaim his triumphant return across Nagarythe, but Alith bade 
them to keep their tongues. 


‘All of Ulthuan will soon know that the Shadow King lives again,’ he told 
them, smiling knowingly but keeping silent when they pressed for further 
detail. 


Alith gave instruction also that the shadow-walkers were to begin 
restructuring the army, making the shadow warriors ready again for war. 
This was to be done under the pretence that Tharion was considering 
launching an offensive against the Witch King, but to be kept quiet to the 
wider populace of the Aesanar. The shadow army was to meet Alith at the 
ruins of the manse. When asked when the rendezvous would happen, Alith 
gave another cryptic reply. 


“You will have no doubt when the time to march has come.’ 


Anlec had never looked so forbidding. Alith had thought it a terrifying 
fortress the first time he had come here. The druchii had taken its 
foundations and heaped upon it their warped aesthetic and cruel design. The 
towers soared higher than ever, the walls hung with silver chains bearing 
rotting corpses and sharp hooks. Heads were displayed upon long spikes 
above the gatehouses and the ramparts themselves had been fashioned like 
rows of slender fangs. Flocks of vultures and crows circled constantly, 
settling to peck at the disfigured remains on display. 


Amongst the purple banners of Nagarythe fluttered standards of red and 
black, displaying symbols of the cytharai, bedecked with the skulls and 
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bones of those that had displeased the city’s rulers. A thousand fires burned 
in braziers upon the walls, casting a pall of smoke across the whole fortress. 


The sound too was awful. The clamour of gongs and bells and drums 
sounded constantly alongside the caws of the crows and the screeches of the 
vultures, as the temples performed their bloodthirsty rituals. Shrill cheers 
and drawn-out screams could be heard through the din. A stench of charred 
flesh hung on the breeze. Dark magic seethed, creating a palpable air of evil 
that made Alith shudder. He wrapped his plain blue cloak tighter around 
himself, filled with a supernatural chill. 


Alith took a deep breath and ventured forwards, passing through the 
western gatehouse. 


He had come seeking answers: to know the identity of the mysterious Witch 
King. But he had another purpose, far more personal. For most of his life 
the druchii had taken from him: his family, his friends, his love and his 
lands. They had heaped upon him one more insult that he could not allow to 
pass. They had taken the moonbow. 


Her whispers had disturbed his sleep through the long summer nights in 
Avelorn. While he had hidden out in the shrines to Kurnous in the Annulii, 
the moonbow’s distant cries of torment plagued his thoughts. He had not 
spoken of this to Elthyrior, but this was the true reason he had returned. His 
family were gone. His friends were dead. His lands were wilderness. All of 
those things he could not bring back. But the moonbow... That he could 
reclaim. 


Within the city, Alith’s confidence returned. With a calm assurance, he 
made straight for the palace of Aenarion. He wasn’t sure where the 
moonbow was being kept, but he knew it was in the citadel somewhere. He 
would take it from under the nose of Morathi, and in that gesture he would 
announce the Shadow King’s return. 


The stair up to the main gates were stained red with blood and guards stood 
every few steps, cruelly hooked halberds at the ready. Despite the sentries, 
the doors were thrown open and a steady procession of druchii made their 
way in and out of the palace. Alith joined the line waiting for entry, 
ignoring the grim-faced warriors stood to either side. Step-by-step the line 
moved forwards until Alith passed into the shadow of the citadel. 


The majority of visitors continued along the central stairs, no doubt seeking 
audience with one or other member of Anlec’s ruling court. Alith stepped 
aside, watching not for soldiers but for servants. His time in Tor Anroc had 
taught him that it was more often the servants’ passages that allowed free 
and easy movement in such palaces. It was not long before he saw a 
flustered page appearing from behind a tapestry depicting Aenarion riding 
atop his dragon Indraugnir. Alith wondered if Aenarion had ever known the 
demented creature he had married, or might have ever guessed the cruelty 
he would unwittingly inflict upon the world. 


Crossing to the concealed entrance, Alith looked up at the huge portrait. 
Clad in golden armour, the first Phoenix King was every part the noble lord 
and warrior legend held him to be. Yet there it was, in his right hand, the 
Sword of Khaine. Even represented in silver and red thread, that grim 
weapon exuded death. Caledor Dragontamer had prophesied that Aenarion 
had cursed himself when he drew that fated blade. Perhaps, Alith thought, 
he cursed us all. 


Alith slipped behind the tapestry and found a slender archway. Beyond a set 
of steep steps led upwards. Alith followed their winding path, not sure 
where he was heading but content to allow instinct to guide his hand. When 
he thought he was about two-thirds of the way up the towering bastion of 
the citadel, he left the stairwell and found himself in a broad gallery lined 
with alcoves. The alcoves housed marble statues of the princes that had 
fought with Aenarion. Some of them were defaced, their features chipped 
away, crude messages scrawled on them with blood. Some were intact, 
those that still continued to serve the new powers of Anlec. Most of them 
Alith did not recognise, a few were familiar to him. 


He came across one that made him stop. Its features were as his, and it was 
only after a moment’s thought that Alith realised it was a depiction of a 
young Eoloran Anar. Bloodied nails had been driven into its eyes. Eoloran 
was dead to all intents, and he was only one of many victims of the druchii 
that Alith would avenge, yet the reminder of his grandfather stirred 
something within Alith. 


He had come here to reclaim the moonbow, to take back that which had 
been stolen from him. Was it possible that he could snatch away something 
else while he was here? Was the real Eoloran Anar still alive? Was he 


somewhere close by, locked in some dungeon of Anlec? Alith decided that 
he had time enough to investigate. Turning around, he headed back to the 
stairwell and descended into the bowels of the citadel. 


Alith had expected a hellish scene, full of agony and torture. In contrast, the 
dungeons of Anlec were well lit with golden lamps, and silent. He saw no 
guards, and as he wandered the narrow corridors he found the cells clean— 
and empty. Not a soul was to be found. Confused, Alith headed back to the 
main stairs and sought out the servants’ quarters, a few levels above the 
dungeon. 


It was a twisted scene of everything he had encountered in Tor Anroc. 
Maids and pages hurried to and fro, many of them bearing scars and other 
signs of abuse. Some wore amulets of the darker gods, some dressed in the 
flamboyant robes of the pleasure cultists. They snarled and sniped at each 
other in passing, and cringed when their masters swept past bellowing 
orders and lashing out with whips. 


Alith grabbed the arm of a young maiden slinking past with an empty silver 
tray. She looked at him fearfully as he pulled her to one side. 


‘Lay a finger on me and you’|l answer to Prince Khelthran,’ she said, with 
more dread than threat. 


Alith released her immediately and held up his hands. 
‘I am new here,’ he said. ‘I don’t understand what’s happening.’ 


The maid relaxed, tossing back her raven hair and assuming an air of 
importance. Evidently he was not the first newcomer to have made such a 
mistake. 


“Which lord do you serve?’ she asked. 


‘Prince Alandrian,’ Alith replied quickly, the first name that came to him. 
The girl nodded. 


“You should do well,’ she said, indicating with her head that Alith should 
follow her. 


She led him into a storeroom, its shelves empty, dust upon the floor. 
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‘Watch out for Erenthion, he has the cruellest temper of them all,’ the 
servant told him. Alith nodded gratefully. ‘And never turn your back on 
Mendieth, he’s a sly one and will stick a knife in you without even knowing 
your name.’ 


‘Atenithor,’ Alith said with a smile, but received a frown in reply. 


“The less people that know that, the better,’ said the maid. ‘Names attract 
attention, and attention can be very bad for your health.’ 


‘I fear I may already have caught the gaze of some,’ Alith confessed, his 
face a mask of worry. ‘I have been set an errand but I know not how to fulfil 
it.’ 

“What is it that you’ve been asked to do?’ 


‘I have a message for... For Eoloran Anar, from the prince,’ Alith said 
quietly, his eyes flicking nervously to the closed door. ‘I went to the cells 
but they are empty!’ 


The girl laughed but Alith could not judge whether from scorn or humour. 


‘No prisoners are kept in the citadel!’ she giggled. “They all go to the 
temples for sacrifice.’ 


“Then it is a prank?’ Alith asked, keeping hidden the knot of worry that tied 
his stomach. ‘There is no such prisoner?’ 


“There is an Eoloran Anar,’ said the girl and Alith nodded with relief. ‘But 
he is not a prisoner. His apartment is in the western tower.’ 


Not a prisoner? Alith put his confusion aside long enough to ask for 
directions and then excused himself. 


Alith was again surprised by the lack of guards in the western tower of the 
citadel. He guessed the druchii were arrogant enough to believe that no one 
would dare infiltrate the heart of the capital. Following the instructions he 
had been given, Alith quickly made his way to the floor where Eoloran 
Anar was said to live. He found himself outside a plain black door, half- 
open. He knocked and received no reply. With a glance around to check that 
he was not observed, he opened the door a fraction further and slipped 
inside. 
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The room was plainly furnished, lit from a wide window that led out to a 
balcony. Alith could see a figure sitting in a chair of woven reed, facing the 
sun. After checking the adjoining bedroom, Alith cautiously made his way 
outside. 


Eoloran Anar sat with the sun on his face, eyes closed. He seemed to be 
asleep. For a moment Alith was taken back many years, to a time before all 
of their woes. He remembered sitting in the gardens of the manse, his 
grandfather taking the sun just like this. Alith would play with his friends 
until their noise roused his grandfather and he would gently chide them for 
disturbing him, before rising from his chair to join in their games. 


Flames and dark smoke consumed the memory, leaving behind a vision of 
blasted Elanardris and the bodies of his friends nailed to the manse walls. 
Alith growled unconsciously as the memory faded away. 


‘Grandfather?’ whispered Alith, crouching next to the ageing elf. 
Eoloran stirred, a wordless mutter issuing from his lips. 
‘Eoloran,’ Alith said, louder than before. 

His grandfather turned his head, brow creased, eyes still closed. 
‘Who is that?’ he asked, his voice a hoarse whisper. 

‘Tt is Alith, grandfather.’ 


‘Begone with your tricks,’ Eoloran snapped. ‘Alith is dead. You killed them 
all. Take your apparitions away.’ 


‘No, Grandfather, it really is Alith.’ 
The Shadow King laid a hand on his grandfather’s and gently squeezed it. 
‘I’m going to take you out of here,’ Alith promised. 


“You will not trick me this way,’ said Eoloran. ‘You can blind me but you 
cannot make me a fool.’ 


‘Look at me, Grandfather, it really is Alith!’ 


Eoloran turned his head and opened his eyes, revealing two white, lifeless 
orbs. 
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‘Do you still take pleasure in your handiwork, daemon?’ he said. ‘I did not 
give you the satisfaction of my cries when you took my sight, and I will not 
give you the reward of my dashed hopes now.’ 


‘T’ll find you healers, Grandfather,’ said Alith, tugging at Eoloran’s arm in 
an attempt to pull him from the chair. ‘In Saphery, the mages will be able to 
give you back your eyes. Come with me, I cannot stay long.’ 


“You would like me to leave wouldn’t you, fiend?’ said Eoloran, softly 
pulling his arm away from Alith’s grip. ‘How many souls was it that she 
promised you if I left? One thousand and one? Their deaths will not be on 
my conscience. You can threaten me, goad me, tempt me like this, but I will 
not allow you to seal that infernal bargain.’ 


“You have to come with me,’ Alith said, tears in his trembling eyes. ‘Please, 
you have to believe me, it’s Alith!’ 


‘I do not have to believe anything. It is torture enough that you keep me in 
this vile place, where I can smell the sacrifices and hear their screams. You 
leave open my door and tell me I can leave any time that I wish, but you 
know I could never do that. My spirit remains pure and when I am taken to 
Mirai I shall not be haunted by the shades of elves murdered for my 
freedom. I would stay here a thousand years longer and endure whatever 
torments you can devise rather than allow that to happen.’ 


Alith stepped back, quivering from sorrow and rage. He could take Eoloran 
forcibly, but if what the old elf said was true, his grandfather was not 
willing to pay the price for freedom that Morathi had set. Alith pulled free 
the knife hidden in the waistbelt of his robe, thinking to end the old elf’s 
misery His hand shook violently as he reached towards Eoloran’s throat, 
and then he snatched it back. He couldn’t do it. Though it tore at his heart to 
do so, Alith could only do as he had been raised: respect his grandfather’s 
wishes. He bent forwards and kissed him on the forehead. 


‘Goodbye, Grandfather,’ Alith said, voice choked with emotion. ‘Die with 
peace and dignity.’ 


One more humiliation to be avenged, Alith thought, his grief becoming the 
cold fury that had sustained him for many years. 
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Using the same clandestine means by which he had located Eoloran, Alith 
learned that the moonbow was kept on display alongside many other 
trophies taken by the druchii during their conquests. Alith’s search led him 
to a semi-circular gallery overlooking one of the main halls. The chamber 
below was empty, but several dozen druchii thronged the gallery to view the 
exhibits. There were several soldiers positioned around the display, looking 
bored. 


Alith loitered in the crowd for a while, looking at the standards of Bel 
Shanaar ripped from the halls of Tor Anroc; a cloak made from the pelt of a 
white lion torn from the back of a Chracian prince; the Sunspear, once 
carried by Prince Eurithain of Cothique; the charred bark stripped from a 
treeman of Avelorn. Alith hid his disgust at the grisly relics on display, 
pushing his way around the gallery until he came upon the moonbow. 


It was laid upon a purple cushion, the metal dull and lifeless. A plaque 
beneath read: Bow of the so-called Shadow King, slain by Hellebron, 
priestess of Khaine. Alith stared for a moment, shaking his head. A soldier 
stood not far to his right, examining his fingernails. Alith weaved through 
the druchii and came before the warrior. 


‘T’ll just borrow this,’ said Alith. His hand flashed to whip the soldier’s 
sword from its scabbard. Alith plunged the blade into the druchii’s gut, 
giving a twist before pulling it free. 


Chaos erupted around him as the druchii shouted in alarm. Some tried to 
grab hold of him and Alith cut them down savagely, kicking aside their 
bodies as he forged towards the moonbow. Others tried to run but Alith 
lashed out at any within reach, hacking them down without mercy. 


Reaching the moonbow, he snatched it up, feeling it spring into life in his 
hand. Its warmth seeped up his arm and a chorus of gentle voices hovered 
on the edge of hearing. 


The other guards were closing in with bared blades and Alith leapt to the 
wooden balustrade that lined the gallery. He was about to drop into the hall 
below when something caught his eye. 


At the apex of the gallery was displayed a simple band of silver and gold, a 
gem-studded star set upon it: the crown of Nagarythe. Alith ran along the 
balustrade, leaping over the swing of a guard’s sword as he closed in on the 
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crown. Turning deftly, he parried the next blow and sent his sword through 
the warrior’s throat. He spun and kicked another druchii in the face before 
leaping over him and driving the sword through his back. Alith swung with 
the moonbow to parry the attack of the next soldier, his sword cutting a thin 
ribbon of blood across the druchii’s face. Alith hammered his shoulder into 
the warrior’s midriff and drove his sword point into his side as he fell. 


‘T’ll take this as well,’ Alith laughed. Slinging the moonbow over his 
shoulder, Alith pirouetted past the next attack and snatched up the crown of 
Nagarythe in his free hand. He flipped the crown onto his head and ducked 
as a sword swung for his face. A kick to the knee sent his attacker reeling 
back and Alith followed up swiftly, showering blows upon his opponent’s 
sword until his defence gave way. Alith drove the sword through his prey’s 
chest and then jumped back onto the balustrade. 


With a final flick of his sword, he sent the last soldier stumbling back 
before somersaulting from the rail. Landing lightly, he raced to the doors, 
hoping that they were not locked. They were not, and Alith burst out of the 
hall to find the long antechamber a scene of pandemonium. Servants and 
druchii nobles were pushing at each other to flee the fracas, while armoured 
warriors tried to battle their way through the crowd, fighting against the tide 
of elves. 


Alith spied another servants’ entrance to his right and jumped nimbly onto 
the shoulder of a servant. As the elf buckled, the Shadow King jumped 
again, using the head of a screeching noblewoman as a stepping stone, 
before throwing himself through the air towards a long banner hanging 
from the ceiling. Alith grabbed the pennant in one hand and swung above 
the throng, releasing his grip to send him sailing over the heads of the 
oncoming guards, breaking his fall with a roll. 


Alith ripped down the concealing tapestry as he darted through the archway, 
flinging the canvas at his pursuers. He dashed down the steps beyond the 
doorway, ducking through archways and running across landings in a 
haphazard fashion. He had no idea where he was heading, so it made no 
difference whether he turned left or right. 


Bursting through a double door, Alith found himself in a vaulted reception 
room, a naked couple writhing upon one of the couches. At the far end was 
an open window through which Alith could see the roofs of Anlec. 
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As he ran to the window, Alith drove his sword between the shoulder blades 
of the rutting male, pinning him to the elf beneath. He could hear the clatter 
of feet behind him but Alith did not turn around. Letting go of his sword, 
Alith pulled his thick cloak over his arm and head and lunged through the 
window at full speed, crashing out onto the tiled balcony beyond. 


Alith vaulted one-handed over the rail and swung underneath, feet seeking 
purchase on the wall of the palace. There was none. Alith dropped another 
storey, breaking his fall with a roll, his ankle twisting painfully as he 
landed. Biting back the pain, Alith jumped again, disappearing into a forest 
of spires that crowned one of the citadel’s many minarets. 


In a few more moments he had vanished, descending swiftly into the 
crowds of Anlec. 


The captain of the guard was virtually prostrate as he entered Morathi’s 
chambers. He kept his eyes firmly fixed on the floor as he crawled 
forwards, shuddering like a beaten dog. 


“We found this, your majesty,’ he said, proffering a roll of parchment. ‘It 
was pinned by an arrow to the chest of one of my soldiers.’ 


Morathi strode forwards and snatched the parchment from his quivering 
hand. She turned away and then stopped. 


‘Stand up,’ she hissed, not looking back. “The city is sealed?’ 
“Yes, your majesty,’ the guard whispered back. “The search continues.’ 
Morathi rounded on the captain, her eyes holes of pure darkness. 


‘He’s already gone, you imbecile!’ she shrieked, slapping the captain across 
the cheek. 


Dismissing her soldiers’ incompetence, Morathi turned her back on the 
captain again and opened the parchment. Behind her the captain slunk 
towards the door, one hand held to the weal on his face, where Morathi’s 
rings had struck him. Where the blood oozed from the wound it turned 
black and the captain stopped at the doorway, horrified. A dark bruise 
spread across his face, bloating his features, dark blood filling up his eyes. 
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With a wet gasp, he fell to his knees and clutched his throat before slumping 
sideways, a trail of black slime dribbling from his lips. 


Morathi read the letter: 

Dear Morathi, 

Not dead yet, bitch. Send your new thug to Elanardris if you dare. 
Alith Anar, Shadow King. 


It was signed in blood with the runes of shadow and vengeance. 
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Twenty-Six 
The Witch King 


Snow crunched lightly underfoot as the shadow army gathered amongst the 
ruins of the ancient manse. It was a grisly scene, the blackened stones still 
littered with the bones of the dead druchii, while the scorched earth where 
Alith had built the pyres was still bare. A tree grew in the middle of what 
had once been the great hall; ivy and thorny bushes climbed their way into 
Alith’s bed chambers. 


For six days the shadow warriors had mustered here on Alith’s command, 
dispersing by night for reasons of safety. Alith felt sure that this day would 
be the last. Scouts had brought word in the night that a druchii army was 
camped in the foothills, larger than anything seen for a decade. It had to be 
the Witch King’s host. 


Seven days ago, word had reached the Shadow King that Anlec was 
emptying of its army. At first Alith had thought this host would head south 
to Tiranoc, perhaps to assault Caledor. The following day he learned that it 
marched eastwards, towards the mountains. 


The time had come to confront this foe. Alith could feel it in the air. The 
snows were light, the clouds grey over the mountains. There was a strange 
calm in the wilderness. Dark magic tugged at the edge of Alith’s senses. 
Yes, he told himself, today he would know the truth. 


Mid-morning brought shouts from the east, where a rider had been spotted 
coming down from the mountains. Alith sent word that he was to be 
allowed to approach, knowing that it would be Elthyrior. He would not be 
anywhere else on such a momentous day. 


Sure enough, the raven herald rode into the ruins, his steed picking its way 
nimbly though the tumbled stones and hummocks of earth that concealed so 
many of the dead. His hood was thrown back, revealing his pale, pinched 
features. In his right hand he carried a spear, but something was bound 
along half its length, wrapped in a waxed canvas shining with water 
droplets. 


Elthyrior spied Alith and directed his steed towards the Shadow King. 
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‘I see it is not only my enemy that I have brought out of hiding,’ said Alith 
as Elthyrior dismounted. 


“The time has come to return this,’ said the raven herald, handing Alith the 
bound spear shaft. 


‘What is it?’ 


‘Cut free the bindings when the Witch King comes,’ said Elthyrior, ‘and 
you will see.’ 


‘Do you know who the Witch King is?’ asked Alith. 
Elthyrior shook his head. 


“You have far more eyes and ears than I, Alith,’ he said. ‘Besides, did you 
not venture into Anlec to find out?’ 


‘I got distracted,’ Alith replied, though he had the decency to blush while he 
said it. ‘I am glad that you are here.’ 


‘There are few of us left, and I do not think the raven heralds will survive 
this war,’ replied Elthyrior. ‘Our time has passed.’ 


Alith was disturbed by this. If there had been one constant throughout his 
turmoil of so long, it had been Elthyrior. The raven herald had been many 
things—a guardian, an ally and companion—though never quite friend. 


“The Shadow King watches over Nagarythe,’ said Elthyrior with a lopsided 
smile. ‘Morai-heg gives way to Kurnous, and moves her all-seeing gaze 
upon others.’ 


Alith could think of nothing to say, and so the two of them stood side-by- 
side in silence, looking to the west. It was not long before the druchii army 
could be seen, marching along the road from the north-west, cutting across 
the foothills in ribbons of black. Alith scanned the skies, searching for sign 
of dragon riders or manticores, but there was nothing. It seemed that Alith’s 
plan had succeeded: the Witch King would confront him personally. 


For all that he had experienced, Alith felt a slight twinge of nervousness as 
the druchii army spread out across the hills. Their number was 
inconceivable, more than a hundred thousand at a rough guess. Where had 
SO many warriors come from Alith had no idea. Had Morathi hoarded so 
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many troops all of these years, perhaps waiting for the right leader to 
emerge? 


Some distance away the army halted, out of bolt thrower range. The intent 
was Clear: Alith was to feel no immediate threat and stay where he stood. 


Whispers and shouts of alarm caused Alith to look at his shadow warriors. 
They pointed to the skies, where a dragon appeared through the clouds, 
descending slowly. It was the largest beast Alith had seen, half-again as big 
as the dragon that had carried Kheranion. Alith was about to call for his 
army to flee to the hills but stopped as the dragon circled back towards the 
druchii army, landing in front of it. 


A tall figure dismounted, dropping to the ground beside the monster. The 
air shimmered around him, a haze of dark mists and rising heat. Alith 
watched closely as the Witch King approached. 


He was far taller than any elf, and clad in an all-encompassing suit of black 
armour. He carried a shield adorned with a gold relief of a hateful rune that 
burned Alith’s eyes when he looked upon it. The sword in his right hand 
was enveloped by blue flame from hilt to tip, casting dancing shadows on 
snow. 


It was the armour that caught Alith’s full attention. When the Witch King 
was less than a hundred paces distant, striding purposefully up the hill, 
Alith could see that it was not wholly black, but a ruddy light glowed from 
within. Wisps of steam swirled around the warrior. Alith realised with 
horror that the plates and mail of the armour smouldered, every joint and 
rivet still hot as if recently forged. The Witch King left molten snow and 
scorched earth in his wake while the air itself recoiled from his presence, 
streaming away from his body in whirling vortices. 


The shadow warriors watched the Witch King carefully, bows in hand. Alith 
had ordered them not to attack until his command; he needed to know who 
dared call himself ruler of Nagarythe. Having seen the strength of the Witch 
King’s host, there was no doubt that this warrior commanded the loyalty of 
Anlec. 


As the Witch King advanced through the tumbled remnants of the old gate, 
Alith’s gaze was drawn in by his eyes. They were pits of black flame, 
empty and yet full of energy. Nothing could be seen of his face save those 
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terrible orbs; the Witch King’s head was enclosed in a black and gold helm 
adored with a circlet of horns and spines made from a silvery-grey metal 
that reflected no light. 


Remembering Elthyrior’s gift, Alith drew his knife from his belt and cut 
away the cords binding the canvas around the spear in Alith’s left hand. He 
shook the shaft to dislodge the bag, which fluttered away in the wind. 
Stirred by the breeze a flag snapped out from the shaft, tied with gold- 
threaded rope. 


The banner was tattered and stained, ragged with many holes and frayed 
stitching at its edges. It had once been white, but was now dirty brown and 
grey. The design upon it was indistinct but Alith recognised it immediately 
as a golden griffon’s wing: the standard of House Anar. 


Alith felt a surge of courage flow through him, dispelling the dread 
surrounding the approaching Witch King. The banner had flown in this 
place since the time of Aenarion and Alith drew on its strength, on the 
power of centuries that even the blood of the Anars could not wash away. 
Emboldened, Alith stared at his foe. 


‘By what right do you enter these lands without the permission of Alith 
Anar, lord of house Anar, Shadow King of Nagarythe?’ Alith demanded, 
raising the ragged banner above his head. ‘If you come to treat with me, 
hear my oath to the dead. Nothing is forgotten, nothing is forgiven!’ 


The Witch King stopped half a dozen paces away, the heat from his body 
prickling at Alith’s skin. His infernal gaze moved up to the flag. The Witch 
King sheathed his sword and gestured at the banner, a mere flick of a finger. 


The standard burst into black flames and disintegrated into a flutter of 
charred flakes that were quickly taken away by the wind, leaving Alith 
holding a burnt staff. He let the smoking wood drop from his fingers. 


‘House Anar is dead,’ intoned the Witch King. His voice was echoing and 
deep, as if coming from a distant hall. ‘Only I rule Nagarythe. Swear 
loyalty to me and your past will be forgotten, your treachery forgiven. I will 
grant you these lands to rule as your own, your fealty owed only to me.’ 


Alith laughed. 
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“You would make me a prince of graves, a custodian of nothing,’ he said. 
He grew serious, eyes narrowing. ‘By what right do you demand such 
loyalty?’ 


The Witch King stepped forwards and it took all of Alith’s nerve to hold his 
ground. Strange voices hissed at the edge of hearing—spirits of sacrifices 
bound within the armour. The heat was near unbearable, causing Alith’s 
eyes to water, his skin cracking with dryness. Alith licked his lips but his 
mouth was also parched. Worst was the crawling, filthy sensation of dark 
magic that leaked through Alith, drawing the life from his blood, chilling 
his heart. 


‘Do you not recognise me, Alith?’ the Witch King said, bending close, his 
tone quiet, swathed in a charnel aura of burning and death. ‘Will you not 
serve me once more?’ 


The voice of the creature in front of Alith was cracked and hoarse, but the 
Shadow King recognised it. A lifetime ago it had spoken words upon which 
Alith had hung all his hopes and dreams. Once, in the distant past, that 
voice had sworn to Alith to set Nagarythe free from tyranny and he had 
believed it. Now it called for him to surrender. 


It was the voice of Malekith. 
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The Dark path 


Fields of golden crop bent gently in a magical breeze as the palace of 
Prince Thyriol floated across Saphery. A shimmering vision of white and 
silver towers and dove-wing buttresses, the citadel eased across the skies 
with the stately grace of a cloud. Slender minarets and spiralling steeples 
rose in circles surrounding a central gilded needle that glimmered with 
magic. 


The farmers glanced up at the familiar beauty of the citadel and returned to 
their labours. If any of them wondered what events passed within the 
capital, none made mention of it to their companions. From the ground the 
floating citadel appeared as serene and ordered as ever, a reassuring vision 
to those that wondered when the war with the Naggarothi would come to 
their lands. 


In truth, the palace was anything but peaceful. 


Deep within the alabaster spires, Prince Thyriol strode to a wooden door at 
the end of a long corridor and tried to open it. The door was barred and 
magically locked. There were numerous counterspells with which he could 
negotiate the obstacle, but he was in no mood for such things. Thyriol laid 
his hand upon the white-painted planks of the door and summoned the wind 
of fire. As his growing anger fanned the magic, the paint blistered and the 
planks charred under his touch. As Thyriol contemplated the treachery he 
had suffered, and his own blindness to it, the invisible flames burned faster 
and deeper than any natural fire. Within ten heartbeats the door collapsed 
into cinders and ash. 


Revealed within was a coterie of elves. They looked up at their prince, 
startled and fearful. Bloody entrails were scattered on the bare stone floor, 
arranged in displeasing patterns that drew forth Dark Magic. They sat 
amidst a number of dire tomes bound with black leather and skin. Candles 
made of bubbling fat flickered dully on stands made from blackened iron. 
Sorcery seethed in the air, milking Thyriol’s gums itch and slicking his skin 
with its oily touch. 


The missing mages were all here, forbidden runes painted upon their faces 
with blood, fetishes of bone and sinew dangling around their necks. Thyriol 


paid them no heed. All of his attention was fixed upon one elf, the only one 
who showed no sign of fear. 


Words escaped Thyriol. The shame and sense of betrayal that filled Thyriol 
was beyond any means of expression, though some of it showed in the 
prince’s face, twisted into a feral snarl even as tears of fire formed in his 
eyes. 


Faerie lights glittered from extended fingertips and silver coronas 
shimmered around faces fixed in concentration as the young mages 
practised their spells. Visions of distant lands wavered in the air and golden 
clouds of protection wreathed around the robed figures. The air seemed to 
bubble with magical energy, the winds of magic made almost visible by the 
spells of the apprentices. 


The students formed a semicircle around their tutors at the centre of a 
circular, domed hall—the Grand Chamber. The white wall was lined with 
alcoves containing sculptures of marble depicting the greatest mages of 
Ulthuan; some in studious repose, others in the flow of flamboyant 
conjurations, according to the tastes of successive generations of sculptors. 
All were austere, looking down with stern but not unkindly expressions on 
future generations. Their looks of strict expectation were repeated on the 
faces of Prince Thyriol and Menreir. 


“You are speaking too fast,” Thyriol told Ellinithil, youngest of the would- 
be mages, barely two hundred years old. “Let the spell form as words in 
your mind before you speak.” 


Ellinithil nodded, brow furrowed. He started the conjuration again but 
stuttered the first few words. 


“You are not concentrating,” Thyriol said softly, laying a reassuring hand on 
the young elf’s shoulder. He raised his voice to address the whole class. 
“Finish your incantations safely and then listen to me.” 


The apprentices dissipated the magic they had been weaving; illusions 
vapourised into air, magical flames flickered and dimmed into darkness. As 
each finished, he or she turned to the prince. All were intent, but none more 
so that Anamedion, Thyriol’s eldest grandson. Anamedion’s eyes bore into 
his grandfather as if by his gaze alone he could prise free the secrets of 
magic locked inside Thyriol’s mind. 


“Celabreir,” said Thyriol, gesturing to one of the students to step forward. 
“Conjure Emendeil’s Flame for me.” 


Celabreir glanced uncertainly at her fellow apprentices. The spell was one 
of the simplest to cast, often learnt in childhood even before any formal 
teaching had begun. With a shrug, the elf whispered three words of power 
and held up her right hand, fingers splayed. A flickering golden glow 
emanated from her fingertips, barely enough to light her slender face and 
brazen hair. 


“Good,” said Thyriol. “Now, end it and cast it again.” 


Celabreir dispersed the magic energy with a flick of her wrist, her fingertips 
returning to normal. Just as she opened her mouth to begin the incantation 
again, Thyriol spoke. 


“Do you breathe in or out when you cast a spell?” he asked. 


A frown knotted Celabreir’s brow for a moment. Distracted, she missed a 
syllable in the spell. Shaking her head, she tried again, but failed. 


“What have you done to me, prince?” she asked plaintively. “Is this some 
counterspell you are using?” 


Thyriol laughed gently, as did Menreir. Thyriol nodded for the other mage 
to explain the lesson and returned to his high-backed throne at the far end of 
the hall. 


“You are thinking about how you breathe, aren’t you?” said Menreir. 


“I... Yes, I am, master,” said Celabreir, her shoulders slumping. “I don’t 
know whether I breathe in or out when I cast. I can’t remember, but if I 
think about it I realise that I might be doing it differently because I am 
aware of it now.” 


“And so you are no longer concentrating on your control of the magic,” said 
Menreir. “A spell you could cast without effort you now find... 
problematic. Even the most basic spells are still fickle if you do not have 
total focus. The simplest distraction—an overheard whisper or a flicker of 
movement in the corner of the eye—can be the difference between success 
and failure. Knowing this, who can tell me why Ellinithil is having 
difficulty?” 
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“He is thinking about the words and not the spell,” said Anamedion, a hint 
of contempt in his voice. He made no attempt to hide his boredom. “The 
more he worries about his pronunciation, the more distracted his inner 
voice.” 


“That’s right,” said Thyriol, quelling a stab of annoyance. Anamedion had 
not called Menreir “master”, a title to which he had had earned over many 
centuries, a sign of growing disrespect that Thyriol would have to address. 
“Most of you already have the means to focus the power you need for some 
of the grandest enchantments ever devised by our people, but until you can 
cast them without effort or thought, that power is useless to you. Remember 
that the smallest magic can go a long way.” 


“There is another way to overcome these difficulties,” said Anamedion, 
stepping forward. “Why do you not teach us that?” 


Thyriol regarded Anamedion for a moment, confused. 
“Control is the only means to master true magic,” said the prince. 


Anamedion shook his head, and half-turned, addressing the other students 
as much as his grandfather. 


“There is a way to tap into magic, unfettered by incantation and ritual,” said 
Anamedion. “Shaped by instinct and powered by raw magic, it is possible 
to cast the greatest spells of all.” 


“You speak of sorcery,” said Menreir quickly, throwing a cautioning look at 
the apprentices. “Sorcery brings only two things: madness and death. If you 
lack the will and application to be a mage, then you will certainly not live 
long as a sorcerer. If Ellinithil or Celabreir falter with pure magic, the spell 
simply fails. If one miscasts a sorcerous incantation, the magic does not 
return to the winds. It must find a place to live, in your body or your mind. 
Even when sorcery is used successfully, it leaves a taint, on the world and 
in the spirit. It corrupts one’s thoughts and stains the winds of magic. Do 
not even consider using it.” 


“Tell me from where you have heard such things,” said Thyriol. “Who has 
put these thoughts in your mind?” 


“Oh, here and there,” said Anamedion with a shrug and a slight smile. “One 
hears about the druchii sorcerers quite often if one actually leaves the 


palace. I have heard that any sorcerer is a match for three Sapherian mages 
in power.” 


“Then you have heard wrong,” said Thyriol patiently. “The mastery of 
magic is not about power. Any fool can pick up a sword and hack at a lump 
of wood until he has kindling, but a true woodsman knows to use axe and 
hatchet and knife. Sorcery is a blunt instrument, capable only of 
destruction, not creation. Sorcery could not have built this citadel, nor could 
sorcery have enchanted our fields to be rich with grain. Sorcery burns and 
scars and leaves nothing behind.” 


“And yet Anlec was built with sorcery,” countered Anamedion. 


“Anlec is sustained by sorcery, but it was built by Caledor Dragontamer, 
who used only pure magic,” Thyriol replied angrily. 


He shot glances at the others in the room, searching for some sign that they 
paid undue attention to Anamedion’s arguments. There was rumour, 
whispered and incoherent, that some students, and even some mages, had 
begun to experiment with sorcery. It was so hard for Thyriol to tell. Dark 
Magic had been rising for decades, fuelled by the rituals and sacrifices of 
the Naggarothi and their cultist allies. It polluted the magical vortex of 
Ulthuan, twisting the Winds of Magic with its presence. 


They had found druchii sorcerers hidden in the wilder parts of Saphery, in 
the foothills of the mountains, trying to teach their corrupted ways to the 
misguided. Some of the sorcerers had been slain, others had fled, 
forewarned of their discovery by fellow cultists. It was to protect the young 
from this corruption that Thyriol had brought the most talented Sapherians 
here, to learn from him and his most powerful mages. That Anamedion 
brought talk of sorcery into the capital was a grave concem. Saphethion, of 
all places, had to be free of the taint of Dark Magic, for the corruption of 
the power in the citadel could herald victory for the Naggarothi. 


“T am glad you have found us,” Anamedion said with no hint of regret or 
shame. “I have longed to shed our secrecy, but the others insisted on this 
subterfuge.” 


The mention of the other mages broke Thyriol’s focus and he took in the rest 
of the faces, settling on the blood-daubed features of Illeanith. This brought 
a fresh surge of anguish and he gave a choked gasp and lurched to one side, 
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saved from falling only by the burnt frame of the doorway. He had been 
disappointed but not surprised by Anamedion’s presence. Seeing IIlleanith 
was one shock too many. 


It was as if daggers had been plunged into Thyriol’s heart and gut, a 
physical agony that writhed inside him, pulling away all sense and reason. 
The mages who had come with Thyriol began to shout and hurl accusations, 
but Thyriol heard nothing, just the arrhythmic thundering of his heart and a 
distant wailing in his head. Through a veil of tears and the waves of dismay 
welling up inside of him, Thyriol watched numbly as the sorcerers drew 
away from the door, adding their own voices to the cacophony. 


“Everyone but Anamedion, leave me,” Thyriol commanded. “Menreir, I 
will call for you when I am finished, we must discuss the latest messages 
from King Caledor.” 


The mage and students bowed their acquiescence and left silently. 
Anamedion stood defiantly before the throne, arms crossed. Thyriol put 
aside his anger and looked at his grandson with sympathetic eyes. 


“You are gifted, Anamedion,” said the prince. “If you would but show a 
little more patience, there is no limit to what you might achieve in time.” 


“What is it that you are afraid of?” countered Anamedion. 


“T am afraid of damnation,” Thyriol replied earnestly, leaning forward. 
“You have heard the myths of sorcery, while I have seen it first-hand. You 
think it is perhaps a quick way to achieve your goals, but you are wrong. 
The path is just as long for the sorcerer as it is for the mage. You think that 
Morathi and her ilk have not made terrible sacrifices, of their spirit and their 
bodies, to gain the power they have? You think that they simply wave a 
hand and destroy armies on a whim? No, they have not and do not. Terrible 
bargains they have made, bargains with powers we would all do better to 
avoid. Trust me, Anamedion, we call it Dark Magic for good reason.” 


Anamedion still looked unconvinced, but he changed his approach. 


“What good does it do us to spend a century learning spells when the 
druchii march against us now?” he said. “King Caledor needs us with his 
armies, fighting the Naggarothi sorcerers. You speak of the future, but 
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unless we act now, there may be no future. For seven years I have listened 
to the stories of horror, of war, engulfing Tiranoc and Chrace and Ellyrion. 
Cothique and Eataine are under attack. Must the fields of Saphery burn 
before you do something?” 


Thyriol shook his head, fighting his frustration. 


“T would no more send lambs to fight a lion than I would pit the skills of my 
students against Morathi’s coven,” said the prince. “There are but a dozen 
mages in all of Saphery that I would trust to fight the druchii in battle, 
myself included.” 


“Then fight!” Anamedion demanded, pacing towards the throne, fists 
balled. “Caledor begs for your aid and you are deaf to his requests. Why did 
you choose him as Phoenix King if you will not follow him?” 


Thyriol glanced away for a moment, looking through the narrow arched 
windows that surrounded the hall. He did not see the greying autumn skies, 
his mind wandering to the ancient past. He saw a magic-blistered 
battlefield, where daemons rampaged and thousands of elves died 
screaming in agony. He saw the most powerful wizards of an age holding 
back the tides of Chaos while the Dragontamer conjured his vortex. 


His memories shifted, to a time more recent but no less painful. His saw 
Naggarothi warriors, skin ruptured, hair flaming, falling from the 
battlements of Anlec while he soared overhead atop the back of a Pegasus. 
Depraved cultists, dedicated to obscene sacrifice, wailed their curses even 
as lightning from Thyriol’s staff crackled through their bodies. 


War brought nothing but evil, even when fought for a just cause. Shaking 
his head to dismiss the waking nightmare, Thyriol returned his attention to 
Anamedion, his heart heavy. 


“Your father thought the same, and now he is dead,” Thyriol said quietly. 


“And your cowardice makes his sacrifice vain,” Anamedion growled. 
“Perhaps it is not Dark Magic that you fear, but death. Has your life lasted 
so long that you would protect it now at any cost?” 


At this, Thyriol’s frayed temper finally snapped. 


“You accuse me of cowardice?” he said, stalking from his throne towards 
Anamedion, who stood his ground and returned the prince’s glare. “I fought 
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beside Aenarion and the Dragontamer, and never once flinched from battle. 
Thirty years ago I fought beside Malekith when Anlec was retaken. You 
have never seen war, and no nothing of its nature, so do not accuse me of 
cowardice!” 


“And you throw back at me accusations that I cannot counter,” Anamedion 
replied, fists clenching and unclenching with exasperation. “You say I do 
not know war, yet condemn me to idle away my years in this place, closeted 
away from harm because you fear I will suffer the same fate as my father! 
Do you have so little confidence in me?” 


“T do,” said Thyriol. “You have your father’s wilfulness and your mother’s 
stubbornness. Why could you not be more like your younger brother, 
Elathrinil? He is studious and attentive... and obedient.” 


“Elathrinil is diligent but dull,” replied Anamedion with a scornful laugh. 
“Another century or two and he may make an adequate mage, but there is 
no greatness in him.” 


“Do not crave greatness,” said Thyriol. “Many have been dashed upon the 
cliffs of their own ambition, do not repeat their mistakes.” 


“So says the ruling prince of Saphery, friend of Aenarion, last surviving 
member of the First Council and greatest mage in Ulthuan,” said 
Anamedion. “Maybe I have been wrong. It is not battle or death that you 
fear, it is me! You are jealous of my talent, fearful that your own reputation 
will be eclipsed by mine. Perhaps my star will rise higher than yours while 
you still cling to this world with the last strength in your fingers. You guard 
what you have gained and dare not risk anything. You profess wisdom and 
insight, but actually you are selfish and envious.” 


“Get out!” roared Thyriol. Anamedion flinched as if struck. “Get out of my 
sight! I will not have you in my presence again until you apologise for these 
lies. You have done nothing today but proven to me that you are unfit to 
rule Saphery. Think long and hard, Anamedion, about what you want. Do 
not tarnish me with your vain ambitions. Go!” 


Anamedion hesitated, his face showing a moment of contrition, but it 
passed swiftly, replaced by a stare of keen loathing. With a wordless snarl, 
he turned his back on his grandfather and strode from the room. 
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Thyriol stumbled back to his throne and almost fell into it, drained by his 
outburst. He slumped there for a moment, thoughts reeling, ashamed of his 
own anger. Righteousness contended with guilt, neither winning a decisive 
victory. What if Anamedion was right? What if he really was jealous of the 
youth’s prowess, knowing that his own existence was waning fast? 


Closing his eyes, Thyriol whispered a few mantras of focus and dismissed 
his self-examination. The fault was not with the prince, but with his 
grandchild. For decades he had known that there was something amiss with 
Anamedion, but had turned a blind eye upon his deficiencies. Now that 
Thyriol had finally given open voice to his doubts, and Anamedion declared 
his own misgivings, perhaps the two of them could move on and resolve 
their differences. 


With a sigh, Thyriol straightened himself and sat in the throne properly. 
Anamedion’s small rebellion was a distraction, one that Thyriol could not 
deal with immediately. He had Caledor’s messenger waiting, eager to return 
to the Phoenix King with Thyriol’s answer. The world was being torn apart 
by war and bloodshed, and against that the petulant protests and naive 
philosophies of a grandson seemed insignificant. 


Thyriol twitched a finger and in the depths of the palace a silver bell rang to 
announce that the prince of Saphery wished to be attended. 


Anamedion felt the other sorcerers opening the portal they had created for 
just this situation. The shadow at the back of their hiding place deepened, 
merging with the shadows of a cave some distance from the palace’s current 
location. Something seethed in the shadow’s depths, a formless bulk shifting 
its weight just outside of mortal comprehension. 


Hadryana and Meledir lunged through the portal without word, fearful of 
Thyriol’s wrath. They were soon followed by the other students and 
Alluthian, leaving only Illeanith and Anamedion. 


“Come!” commanded his mother, grabbing him by the arm. Anamedion 
shook free her grasp and looked at his grandfather. 


Thyriol was a broken creature. Anamedion saw an elf near the end of his 
years, frail and tired, his own misery seeping through every fibre of his 
being. There was no fight left in him. 


“Tam not ashamed,” said Anamedion. “I am not afraid!” 
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“We must leave!” insisted Illeanith. Anamedion turned to her and pushed 
her towards the shadow-portal. 


“Then go! I will send for you soon,” he said. “This will not take long, 
mother.” 


Illeanith hesitated for a moment, torn between love of her son and fear of 
her father. Fear won and she plunged through the tenebrous gateway, 
disappearing into the dark fog. 


When Anamedion returned his attention to Thyriol, he saw that the prince 
had straightened and regained his composure. For a moment, doubt 
gnawed at Anamedion. Perhaps he had misjudged the situation. Thyriol’s 
look changed from one of horror to one of pity and this threw fuel onto the 
fire of Anamedion’s anger. His momentary fear evaporated like the illusion 
it was. 


“T will prove how weak you have become,” said Anamedion. 


“Surrender, or suffer the consequences,” growled Menreir, blue flames 
dancing from his eyes. 


“Do not interfere!” Thyriol told his mages, waving them back. The pity 
drained from his face and was replaced by his usual calm expression. In a 
way, it was more chilling than the prince’s anger. “I will deal with this.” 


Anamedion knew that he must strike first. He allowed the Dark Magic to 
coil up through his body, leeching its power from where it lurked within and 
around the Winds of Magic. He felt it crackling along his veins, quickening 
his heart, setting his mind afire. Uttering a curse of Ereth Khial, Anamedion 
threw forward his hand and a bolt of black lightning leapt from his 
fingertips. 


A moment from striking Thyriol, the spell burst into a shower of golden dust 
that fluttered harmlessly to the bare stone floor. 


Only now did Anamedion see the counterspells woven into his grandfather’s 
robe. The sorcerer’s cruel smile faded. The prince’s body was steeped in 
magic, subtle and layered. Dark Magic pulsed once more, bolstering 
Anamedion’s confidence. Thyriol’s defences mattered not at all; the 
wardings were many but thin, easily penetrated by the power Anamedion 
could now wield. 


The view was breathtaking from the wide balcony atop the Tower of Alin- 
Haith, the vast panorama of Ulthuan laid out around the four mages. To the 
south and north stretched the farms and gentle hills of Saphery, bathed in 
the afternoon sun. To the west glittered the Inner Sea, barely visible on the 
horizon. To the east the majestic peaks of the Anullii Mountains rose from 
beyond the horizon, grey and purple and tipped with white. Thyriol noted 
storm clouds gathering over the mountains to the north, sensing within them 
the Dark Magic that had gathered in the vortex over the past decades. 


“T am going to tell Caledor that I will not open the Tor Anroc gateway,” the 
prince announced, not looking at his companions. 


The three other wizards were Menreir, Alethin and Illeanith, the last being 
Thyriol’s daughter, his only child. Thinking of her led the prince’s thoughts 
back to Anamedion and he pushed them aside and turned to face the others. 


“T cannot risk the druchii taking control of the gateway from the other end,” 
Thyriol explained. 


The palace of Saphethion was more than a floating castle. It was able to 
drift effortlessly through the skies because the magic woven into its 
foundations placed it slightly apart from time and space. From the outside 
the palace appeared beautiful and serene, but within there existed a maze of 
halls and rooms, corridors and passages far larger than could be contained 
within normal walls. Some of those rooms were not even upon Saphethion 
itself, but lay in other cities: Lothern, Tor Yvresse, Montieth and others. 
Most importantly, one of the isle-spanning gateways led to Tor Anroc, 
currently occupied by the army of Nagarythe. 


As soon as he had found out that the city had fallen into the hands of the 
druchii, Thyriol had closed the gate, putting its enchantments into stasis. 
Now the Phoenix King wanted Thyriol to reopen the gate so that he might 
send agents into Tor Anroc, perhaps even an army. 


“Caledor’s plan has much merit, father,” said Illeanith. “Surprise would be 
total. It is unlikely that the druchii are even aware of the gateway’s 
existence, for none of them have ever used it.” 


“I wish to keep it that way,” said Thyriol. “The wards upon the gate can 
resist the attentions of any normal druchii sorcerer, but I would rather not 
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test their strength against the magic of Morathi. Even the knowledge that 
such gateways can exist would be dangerous, for I have no doubt that she 
would find some means to create her own. On a more mundane point, I 
cannot make the gate work only one way. Once it is open, the druchii can 
use it to enter Saphethion, and that puts us all at risk.” 


“The Phoenix King will be disappointed, lord,” said Menreir. 


“The Phoenix King will be angry,” Thyriol corrected him. “Yet it is not the 
first time I have refused him.” 


“T am not so sure that the druchii are still unaware of the gateways, prince,” 
said Alethin. “There are few that can be trusted these days with any secret, 
and I am sure that there are Sapherians who once served in the palace now 
in the employ of the cults, or at least sympathetic to their cause. Even 
within the palace we have found texts smuggled in by agents of the druchii 
to sow confusion and recruit support.” 


“That gives me even more reason to be cautious,” said Thyriol, leaning his 
back against the parapet. “Tor Anroc is shrouded in shadow, protected from 
our augurs and divinations. Perhaps the druchii have discovered the 
gateway and guard it, or even now work to unravel its secrets. The moment 
it is opened, it will be like a white flare in the mind of Morathi—I cannot 
hide such magic from her scrying.” 


“Forgive me, prince, but to what end do you tell us this?” said Menreir. “If 
your mind is set, simply send the messenger back to Caledor. We are no 
council to give our approval.” 


Thyriol was taken aback by the question, for the answer seemed plain 
enough to him. 


“T had hoped that you might have some argument to change my mind,” he 
said. Sighing, he cast his gaze back towards the mountains and when he 
continued his voice was quiet, wistful. “I have lived a long, long time. I 
have known the heights of happiness, and plunged into the depths of 
despair. Even when the daemons bayed at the walls of Anlec and the night 
lasted an eternity, I had hope. Now? Now I can see no hope, for there can be 
no victory when elves fight other elves. I wish an attack or Tor Anroc, an 
assault on Anlec, could end this war, but there is no such simple ploy. Not 


armed force or great magic will end this conflict. We are at war with 
ourselves and the only peace that can last must come from within us.” 


“Do not do this,” Thyriol warned. 


“You are in no position to give me commands,” snapped Anamedion. A 
sword of black flame appeared in his fist and he leapt forwards to strike. 
Menreir stepped in the way, out of instinct to save the prince, and the 
ethereal blade passed through his chest. In moments the mage’s body 
disintegrated into a falling cloud of grey ash. 


Anamedion swung back-handed at Thyriol, but a shimmering shield of 
silver energy appeared on the mage’s arm and the flaming blade evaporated 
into a wisp of smoke at its touch. 


“You cannot control the power needed to defeat me,” Thyriol said. He was 
already breathing heavily, and Anamedion heard the words as nothing but 
an empty boast. 


Dispelling the warding that surrounded the room, Anamedion reached out 
further into the winds of magic, drawing in more and more dark power. A 
black cloud enveloped him, swirling and churning with its own life, flashes 
and glitters in its depths. He urged the cloud forward and for a moment it 
engulfed Thyriol, cloying and choking. 


A white light appeared at the cloud’s centre and the magic boiled away, 
revealing Thyriol unharmed, glowing from within. Anamedion could see 
that his grandfather’s pull on the winds of magic was becoming fitful and 
saw a chance to finish him off. Taking a deep breath Anamedion reached 
out as far as he could, a surge of sorcery pouring into his body and mind. 


Thyriol felt a hand upon his back and turned his head to see Illeanith next to 
him. 


“Anamedion told me that you have banished him from your presence,” she 
said. “He is stubborn, but he is also brave and strong and willing to prove 
himself. Please end this dispute. Do not make me choose between my father 
and my son.” 


“There are no words that will lift the veil of a mother’s love for her son,” 
replied the prince. 
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“You think me blind to my son’s faults?” snapped Illeanith, stepping back. 
“Perhaps I see more than you think, prince. Other matters are always more 
important to you. For over a thousand years you have lived in the mystical 
realm, you no longer remember what it is to be flesh and blood. I think that 
a part of you was trapped with the other mages on the Isle of the Dead, a 
part of your spirit if not your body. Anamedion has not seen the things you 
have seen, and you make no attempt to show them to him. You think that 
you guard him against danger, but that is no way to prepare him for 
princehood. He must learn who he is, to know his own mind. He is not you, 
father, he is himself, and you must accept that.” 


Illeanith glanced at the other two mages with an apologetic look and then 
disappeared down the steps from the balcony. 


“TI miss her mother,” sighed Thyriol, leaning over the wall to peer down at 
the courtyard of the palace where armour-clad guards drilled in disciplined 
lines of silver and gold. “She helped me remember how to stay in this 
world. Maybe it is time I moved on, let slip this fragile grip that I have kept 
these last hundred years. I wish I had died in peace, like Miranith. One 
should not be born in war and die in war...” 


The other two mages remained silent as Thyriol’s words drifted into a 
whisper, knowing that Thyriol was talking to himself, no longer aware of 
their presence. They exchanged a knowing, worried glance and followed 
Illeanith from the tower, each fearful of their prince’s deterioration. 


“Sorcery is not an end in itself, it is just a means,” said Anamedion. “It 
need not be evil!” 


“The means can corrupt the end,” replied Thyriol quietly, his hoarse 
whisper further proof of his infirmity. “Just because we can do a thing, it is 
not right that we should do a thing.” 


“Nonsense,” spat Anamedion, unleashing his next spell. Flames of purple 
and blue roared from his hands, lapping at Thyriol. The ancient mage 
writhed under its power, sparks of gold and green magic bursting from him 
as he deflected the worst of the spell, though it still brought him to one 
knee. “You’ll have to kill me to prove it!” 


“T will not kill my own kin,” wheezed Thyriol. 


“T will,” said Anamedion with a glint in his eye. 
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Anamedion could feel only Dark Magic in the chamber and knew that the 
prince’s resistance was all but over. All he needed was another 
overwhelming attack and this would be finished. He would become prince 
of Saphery as was his right, and they would take the war to the Naggarothi. 


Grasping the fetish at his throat, the rune-carved knuckle bones burning his 
palm, Anamedion incanted words of power, feasting on the sorcery that was 
now roiling within every part of his body. He visualised a monstrous 
dragon, drew it in the air with his mind’s eye. He saw its ebon fangs and the 
black fire that flickered from its mouth. Thyriol attempted a dispel, directing 
what little remained of the winds of magic, trying to unpick the enchantment 
being woven by Anamedion. 


Anamedion drew on more Dark Magic, swamping the counterspell with 
power. He focussed all his thoughts on the spell, as Thyriol had once 
warned him he must. He had no time to appreciate the irony, all his mind 
was bent on the conjuration. He could see the shimmering scales and the 
veins on the membranes of the dragon’s wings. The apparition started to 
form before Anamedion, growing more real with every passing heartbeat. 


In a moment the dragon-spell would engulf Thyriol, crushing the last breath 
from his body. 


Thyriol waited patiently in the Hall of Stars, gazing up at the window at the 
centre of the hall’s ceiling. It showed a starry sky, though outside the palace 
it was not yet noon. The scene was of the night when the hall had been 
built, the auspicious constellations and alignments captured for all eternity 
by magic. Thyriol had come here countless times to gaze at the beauty of 
the heavens and knew every sparkling star as well as he knew himself. 


A delicate cough from the doorway attracted Thyriol’s attention. Menreir 
stood just inside the hall, a cluster of fellow mages behind him and a 
worried-looking servant at his side. 


“We cannot find Anamedion,” said Menreir. “Also, Illeanith, Hadryana, 
Alluthian and Meledir are missing, along with half a dozen of the students.” 


Thyriol look this news without comment. The prince closed his eyes and 
felt Saphethion around him. He knew every stone of the palace, the magic 
that seeped within the mortar, the flow of energy that bound every stone. 
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The golden needle pulsed rhythmically at its centre and the winds of magic 
coiled and looped around the corridors and halls. He could feel every living 
creature too, each a distinctive eddy in the winds of magic. It would not 
take long to locate his grandson. 


But it was not Anamedion that Thyriol found first. In a chamber beneath the 
Mausoleum of the Dawn, there was a strange whirl of mystical power. It 
flowed around the room and not through it, masking whatever was within; a 
warding spell, one that Thyriol had not conjured. It was subtle, just the 
slightest disturbance in the normal flow. Only Thyriol, who had created 
every spell and charm that sustained Saphethion, would have noticed the 
anomaly. 


“Come with me,” he commanded the mages as he pushed through the 
group. He showed no outward sign of vexation, but Thyriol’s stomach had 
lurched. Mages were free to use their magic in the palace, why would one 
seek to hide their conjurations? He suspected sorcery. Despite his reasons 
for being in the Hall of Stars, this was more pressing than his division with 
Anamedion. His grandson would have to wait a while longer for their 
reconciliation. 


Thyriol whispered something, almost bent double, his eyes fixed on his 
grandson. Anamedion did not hear what the prince had said. Was it some 
final counterspell? Perhaps an admission of wrong? A plea for mercy? 


For the moment Anamedion wondered what Thyriol had said, his mind 
strayed from the spell. The distraction lasted only a heartbeat but it was too 
late. The Dark Magic churning inside Anamedion slipped from his grasp. 
He struggled to control it, but it wriggled from his mind, coiling into his 
heart, flooding his lungs. Choking and gasping, Anamedion swayed as his 
veins crackled with power and his eyes melted. He tried to wail but only 
black flames erupted from his burning throat. The pain was unbearable, 
every part of his body and mind shrieked silently as the sorcery consumed 
him. 


With a last spasm, Anamedion collapsed, his body shrivelling and 
blackening. With a dry thump, his corpse hit the ground, wisps of thick 
smoke issuing from his empty eye sockets. 


Thyriol knelt down beside the remains of his grandson. For the moment he 
felt nothing, but he knew he would grieve later. He would feel the guilt of 
what he had done, though it had been unavoidable. Thoughts of grief 
recalled the death of Menreir, his oldest friend. Thyriol had barely noticed 
his destruction, so engrossed had he been in his duel with Anamedion. 
Another link to the past taken away; another piece of the future destroyed. 


“What did you whisper?” asked Urian, his eyes fixed upon the contorted 
remnants of Anamedion. “Some dispel of your own creation?” 


Thyriol shook his head sadly at the suggestion. 


“T cast no spell,” he replied. “I merely whispered the name of his 
grandmother. His lack of focus killed him.” 


Thyriol stood and faced the mages clustered around the blackened doorway. 
His expression hardened. 


“Anamedion was young, and stupid, and ignored my warnings,” said the 
prince. “Tlleanith and the other sorcerers will not be so easy to defeat. There 
will be more of them than we have seen. The war has finally come to 
Saphery.” 
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ONE 
Pride of Caledor 


During the darkest years of Ulthuan, the two greatest elves to have lived 
were at the forefront of the war against the daemons of Chaos. The first 
Phoenix King, Aenarion the Defender, was aided by Caledor Dragon-tamer, 
and the two lords of Ulthuan held the daemon hordes at bay for more than a 
century. 


Caledor it was that saw the attacks of the daemons would never cease while 
the wild winds of magic blew across the world. The Dragontamer studied 
long and hard the mystical secrets of Chaos, gaining an insight into the 
immaterial realm beyond any other mortal. Seeing that the magic flowing 
into the world from the Realm of Chaos in the north sustained the daemons, 
Caledor set about preparing a mighty spell that would create a vortex of 
energy on Ulthuan to siphon away the winds of magic. Many were the 
arguments he had with Aenarion over this course of action; Aenarion feared 
rightly that the weapons and armour of the elven lords were forged by the 
Same magic that sustained the daemons and without it the isle he ruled 
would be defenceless. 


The two never came to agreement on the matter, and when Aenarion’s wife, 
the Everqueen, was slain, he ignored Caledor’s counsel and sought out the 
Sword of Khaine to strike down the daemon hosts. The Phoenix King 
became a dark, vengeful warrior, and founded the kingdom of Nagarythe in 
the north of Ulthuan, and ruled from the citadel of Anlec. The Dragontamer 
quit his alliance with Aenarion and his own kingdom, named after Caledor, 
turned its efforts to the creation of the magical vortex. 


Though once friends, the two great elves never again wholly trusted each 
other, but at the moment of greatest peril, Caledor and Aenarion both 
played their part in the defeat of the daemons. Caledor began his ultimate 
spell upon an isle in the waters of Ulthuan’s Inner Sea. Seeing what the 
Dragontamer intended, the daemons threw their armies at Caledor and his 
mages. Aenarion came to Caledor’s aid and held back the legions of Chaos 
to give the mages time to complete their incantations. 


Both were to sacrifice themselves. Though victorious, Aenarion and his 
dragon, Indraugnir, were grievously wounded in the battle. True to the oaths 


he had made, Aenarion flew north to the Blighted Isle to return the Sword 
of Khaine to its black altar; neither king nor dragon were seen again. 
Caledor and his followers became trapped within the eye of the vortex, 
frozen in time by the spell, doomed to an endless existence as conduits for 
the magical energy. 


Thus the lands of Caledor and Aenarion were left without their rulers; 
Caledor in the mountains of the south, Nagarythe in the bleak north. The 
distrust that existed between the two kingdoms did not end with the deaths 
of their founders, but grew greater. The successors of the elven lords would 
not surrender power to each other and each claimed credit for the victory 
over the daemons. 


When Aenarion’s son, Malekith, desired to inherit his father’s position as 
Phoenix King, the princes of Caledor resisted. They reminded the elves of 
the other realms that Malekith had been raised in a place of darkness and 
despair, and that the Dragontamer had prophesied that the descendants of 
Aenarion would be forever tainted by the curse of Bloody-Handed Khaine. 


The First Council of princes chose Bel Shanaar of Tiranoc to be Phoenix 
King, thus ensuring neither Caledor nor Nagarythe would hold the greatest 
power in Ulthuan. Malekith accepted this decision with dignity and the 
Caledorians likewise endorsed the choice of Bel Shanaar. 


Under the reign of this new Phoenix King the elves rebuilt their cities and 
explored the world. Colonies were founded across the oceans, and the 
influence of the elven kingdoms spread far and wide. Always wary of each 
other’s status and power, Nagarythe and Caledor continued their rivalry for 
centuries and though peace existed between the two kingdoms, their distrust 
of each other deepened, the princes of each accusing the other of being 
jealous, arrogant and self-serving. 


So it was with some annoyance, and a little trepidation, that Prince Imrik of 
Caledor heard the news that Naggarothi banners had been seen approaching 
his camp. The general of Caledor’s armies in Elthin Arvan, the lands east of 
the Great Ocean, Imrik was grandson to the Dragontamer, younger brother 
of the kingdom’s ruling prince, Caledrian. 


The arrival of the Naggarothi was untimely. Imrik and his warriors had 
spent twelve days pursuing a horde of savage orcs and goblins through the 
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wild lands in the south of Elthin Arvan, and that day would bring their foes 
to battle. 


“The Naggarothi seek to steal our glory,’ Imrik said to his companions, his 
youngest brother Dorien and cousin Thyrinor. 


The three sat in Imrik’s pavilion, already in their armour of golden plates 
and silver scale. The herald who had brought the news of the Naggarothi 
arrival waited nervously for his general’s command. 


“They believe they can take a victory here and claim these lands for 
themselves,’ said Dorien. ‘Send them away with a warning that they 
trespass on Caledorian soil.’ 


Thyrinor shifted uncomfortably in his seat and raised a hand to Dorien to 
ask for his peace. 


‘It would not be wise to provoke them,’ said Thyrinor. He turned to the 
messenger. ‘How many do you say they are?’ 


“Twelve thousand, my prince,’ replied the herald. ‘Of which four thousand 
are knights. We counted them as they forded the Laithenn River.’ 


“They’ll be here well before noon,’ said Imrik. ‘They marched all night.’ 


‘We should ready our army and attack the orcs before the Naggarothi get 
here,’ said Dorien, standing up. “They cannot claim credit for a battle that 
was finished before they arrived.’ 


‘Not yet,’ said Imrik. ‘I will not be forced into hasty battle.’ 


‘So what would you have us do?’ said Dorien. ‘Share the glory with those 
cold-blooded killers?’ 


‘We’ll prove ourselves greater,’ said Imrik. He signalled for the herald to 
approach. ‘Ride out to the Naggarothi and tell their prince to come to me.’ 


The messenger bowed and departed swiftly, leaving the three lords of 
Caledor in silence. Imrik waited patiently, arms crossed, while Dorien 
paced to and fro. Thyrinor moved to a table and poured himself wine mixed 
with water, which he sipped with an agitated expression. After some time, 
he turned on Dorien with a frown. 
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‘Sit down, cousin, please,’ Thyrinor said sharply. He swallowed a mouthful 
of wine. ‘You prowl like a Chracian lion in a pen.’ 


‘I don’t like it,’ said Dorien. ‘How did the Naggarothi learn of our pursuit, 
and how did they catch us so swiftly? And if my pacing vexes you so much, 
feel free to step outside, cousin. Or would that be too far away from the 
wine ewers for you?’ 


‘Stop bickering.’ Imrik’s quiet instruction stilled the pair. “Dorien, sit down. 
Thyrinor, drink no more. Our army readies for battle while you squabble 
like children. Wait.’ 


Dorien acquiesced and sat down, sweeping his long scarlet cloak over one 
arm of his chair. Thyrinor emptied his goblet and placed it on the table 
before returning to his seat. 


‘How can you be so calm, cousin?’ said Thyrinor. ‘Do you expect the 
Naggarothi to be our allies?’ 


‘No,’ said Imrik, unmoving. 


“You give them opportunity to snub us,’ Thyrinor said. He threw up his 
hands. ‘Why attempt an embassy you know will not succeed, cousin?’ 


‘Because they would not,’ said Imrik. ‘We behave with dignity.’ 


‘As if the Naggarothi care about our dignity,’ Dorien said with a snort of 
derision. ‘They will see it as weakness.’ 


‘Do you see it as weakness, brother?’ asked Imrik. His eyes fixed Dorien 
with an intent stare. 


‘No,’ Dorien replied, a little hesitant. ‘I know we are not weak.’ 


‘That is all that matters,’ said Imrik. ‘I care not for the opinions of the 
Naggarothi.’ 


Again the elves fell quiet. Outside, the clamour and bustle of the mustering 
army could be heard. Captains called out for their companies to assemble 
and piercing clarions signalled the call to battle. 


Imrik passed the time in contemplation of the battle to come. The 
Naggarothi were an unwelcome distraction. He had not become Caledor’s 
most lauded general by allowing himself to be distracted. The prince knew 
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his companions thought him brusque, cold-hearted even; he considered 
them boisterous and hot-headed. The prince was content with his life. The 
chance to prove himself in battle, to show his worth as an heir of the 
Dragontamer, was enough. Even the small exchanges with his brother and 
cousin left him agitated, and glad to be far from the court of Caledrian. 
Here in the colonies an elf could make a name for himself with honest 
endeavour, away from the personalities and politics of Ulthuan. 


It had been such constant wrangling that had driven him to Elthin Arvan. 
Though descended from the line of Caledor, Imrik had little aptitude or 
desire for magical ability and so had dedicated himself to mastery of the 
sword and the lance, and the command of armies. He shared his people’s 
distrust of the Naggarothi, but also held them in some grudging respect; 
their accomplishments in war were unmatched by any other kingdom, 
including his own. 


In particular, he admired their ruler, Prince Malekith. Imrik would never say 
as much to another elf, but the achievements of Malekith were an example 
to be followed. Such admiration was shadowed by irritation too; had Imrik 
not shared his lifetime with Malekith he would have been renowned as the 
greatest general of Ulthuan. As it was, he was famed in Caledor and 
amongst a few of the colonial cities that knew of his exploits, but his 
victories and conquests were otherwise drowned out by the accolades 
heaped upon the prince of Nagarythe. 


Imrik curled his lip in a silent snarl, annoyed that despite his efforts, he had 
allowed the Naggarothi to interrupt his pre-battle preparations. Dorien and 
Thyrinor looked at their commander, alerted to his annoyance. 


‘Call the army to order,’ Imrik said, standing up. 


He lifted his sword from where it leaned against the side of his chair, and 
buckled its golden sheath to his belt; his ornate helm he tucked under his 
arm. The hem of his cloak brushing the intricately embroidered rugs on the 
floor, Imrik led the other two elves from the tent. 


The air was damp and the sky overcast, a thin mist obscuring the heathlands 
on which the elves had made camp. The pennants atop the pavilions hung 
limply in the still air, wet from rainfall in the night. The small town of gaily 
coloured tents was alive with activity as retainers bustled to attend to the 


needs of the captains and knights. Spear companies marched briskly to the 
mustering south-east of the encampment, their silver armour and dark green 
shields dappled with water droplets. 


Imrik turned to the west and strode along a temporary causeway laid across 
the grass and heather. Gilded harnesses studded with rubies and emeralds 
jingled as a squadron of knights rode across the pathway ahead, dipping 
their lances in salute as they passed in front of their general, white steeds 
stepping briskly. Imrik raised his hand in acknowledgement. 


Passing between an open-sided armoury and a store tent, the three princes 
reached the dragon field. Three of the mighty beasts lazed on the stretch of 
rocky grassland, expelling clouds of vapour from their nostrils. Two were 
the colour of embers, with deep red scales and orange underbellies; the third 
had an upper body of dark blue like twilight, its legs and lower parts the 
colour of slate. All three raised massive heads on their long necks at Imrik’s 
call. 


“Time for battle!’ shouted the general. 


The dragons heaved themselves up with growls and snorts, yellow eyes 
blinking slowly. The largest, one of the red-scaled pair, stretched out its 
wings and yawned wide, fumes smoking from its gullet. 


‘So soon?’ the monster said, its voice a deep rumble. 


‘Are you tired, Maedrethnir?’ said Thyrinor. ‘Perhaps you wish you were 
slumbering beneath the mountains of Caledor with your kin?’ 


‘Impudent elf,’ said the dragon. ‘Some of us must remain awake to keep 
you out of trouble.’ 


‘Perhaps you would prefer to walk?’ suggested Thyrinor’s mount, the blue 
dragon called Anaegnir. She flapped her wings twice, buffeting the elves. 


Young elves in the livery of Imrik’s household emerged from the camp, 
bearing the ornate saddle-thrones and weapons of the dragon princes. When 
the harnesses were fitted—an involved operation that required much 
cooperation from the dragons—the three princes pulled themselves up by 
ropes to the backs of their mounts. They buckled belts across their waists, 
leaving their armoured legs to hang free across the necks of the beasts. Each 
was handed a lance by his retainer; weapons forged of silvery ithilmar, three 
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times as long as an elf is tall, garlanded with green and red pennants. The 
princes took up high shields and hung them from their saddles. 


When the retainers had retreated a safe distance, Imrik leaned forwards 
along Maedrethnir’s neck and rubbed a hand along his scales. 


‘South-east, to the army,’ said the general. 


Maedrethnir launched into the air, the grass flattened beneath the 
thunderous flapping of his wings. The other two dragons followed swiftly, 
and all three princes circled higher and higher above the camp. 


The altitude granted Imrik an impressive view of his army assembling. Two 
thousand knights drew up in squadrons a hundred strong, their banners and 
pennants rippling as they trotted across the wild heath. To their left, the 
spear companies formed; blocks of five hundred warriors, nine in all, 
ranked ten deep behind their standards. Twenty wagons formed a column 
behind the spearmen, each drawn by four horses and bearing two bolt 
throwers and their crews. Archers, some three thousand more elves, waited 
in companies beside the spearmen. 


In green and red and silver, the elven host stretched across the dark 
moorlands. Turning his gaze to the south-east, Imrik could make out the 
distant curve of a river, rushing down from the high mountains jutting 
above the horizon. From above it was easy to see the route taken by the 
orcs; a swathe of trampled grass and bushes that meandered towards the 
river. The smoke of hundreds of fires obscured the wide waters much 
farther to the south where the greenskins had made their camp. 


As Maedrethnir tilted a wing and dipped towards the army, Imrik heard a 
distant shout. Looking over his shoulder, he saw Dorien waving his lance to 
attract attention. When he saw that Imrik was watching, he pointed the 
lance tip to the west. Imrik told Maedrethnir to turn to the right so he could 
see what had attracted Dorien’s attention. 


A column of black and purple wound alongside a narrow stream: the 
Naggarothi. Their armour glittered with gold, their knights in the vanguard 
setting a swift pace while the infantry followed as quickly as possible. Imrik 
spied something else, a shape above the army of Nagarythe. 


‘What is that flying above the Naggarothi>?’ he asked. 
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Maedrethnir turned his head to look, gliding effortlessly in a slow arc 
towards the other elven host. 


‘A griffon and rider,’ said the dragon, with some distaste. ‘Shall we teach 
them not to intrude upon our skies?’ 


“Take me to them,’ said Imrik. 


Beating his wings, Maedrethnir soared higher and turned towards the 
Naggarothi. Looking back, Imrik saw Dorien and Thyrinor following. With 
his lance, the general signalled for the other two princes to join the army. 
Thyrinor took the instruction immediately and turned away; Dorien did so 
only reluctantly. 


As they flew towards the Naggarothi, Maedrethnir dipped his long head 
towards the ground. 


‘A rider,’ he said. 


Imrik looked and saw a lone elf on a white steed, galloping back towards 
the Caledorian camp. 


“Take us down to him,’ said Imrik. ‘Let’s hear the Naggarothi reply.’ 


The rider reined in his steed as the dragon and prince descended steeply. 
The horse stamped skittishly as Maedrethnir landed a short distance away, 
the messenger’s steed letting out a whinny of unease. The herald patted the 
beast on the shoulder and urged his mount closer, so that he could be heard 
without shouting. 


‘General, the Naggarothi prince declined your invitation,’ said the 
messenger. 


‘Does this prince have a name?’ Imrik asked. 
‘He is Maldiar, my prince,’ replied the herald. ‘A lord of Athel Toralien.’ 


‘Never heard of him,’ said Imrik. ‘Must be one of the upstarts Malekith 
made prince before he disappeared into the northern wastelands.’ 


‘Indeed, my prince,’ said the other elf. ‘He bade me to tell you that the 
Naggarothi do not accept demands from Caledorians. I am sorry, my prince, 
but Maldiar also instructed me to tell you to abandon your attack on the 
orcs and claims he alone has right of conquest in these lands.’ 


“We shall see,’ said Imrik. ‘Return to the army and tell my captains to be 
ready to advance.’ 


‘As you command, my prince.’ The herald turned his horse away; it leapt 
gratefully into a gallop to race away from Imrik and his monstrous steed. 


‘Let us meet Maldiar,’ Imrik told Maedrethnir. 


A rumble shook the dragon’s chest, which might have been a laugh, and he 
powered into the sky. Dragon and rider headed towards the Naggarothi, 
skimming over the heath just above the height of the few scattered trees that 
broke the rough hillscape. 


The griffon rider—Maldiar, Imrik assumed—had noted the approach of the 
Caledorian prince and directed his own winged mount head-on towards 
Imrik. As the other prince came closer, Imrik could make out more of 
Maldiar and his beast. The prince wore silver and gold armour inlaid with 
rubies; the eagle-like head of his griffon was feathered with blue, black and 
red, and its hindquarters were striped white and black, its claws the colour 
of blood. 


The griffon let out a high-pitched shriek as the two princes closed in each 
other. Maedrethnir shook with a deep growl in reply, smoke leaking from 
his nostrils. 


‘Force them down,’ said Imrik. 


Maedrethnir surged higher, climbing above the griffon, and then stooped 
with wings furled, heading straight for the Naggarothi prince. Neck straight, 
jaw open, the dragon looked like he would crash into the griffon and rider. 
At the last moment, he opened his wings and stopped in mid-air, sending a 
rush of wind over Maldiar. The griffon swayed and dipped in the draught, 
tumbling a short distance before righting itself. Maldiar’s shouted curses 
drifted up to Imrik but the Caledorian ignored them and pointed to the 
ground. 


With Maedrethnir hovering just above and behind, Maldiar descended, 
guiding his griffon to land upon an outcrop of rock rising up through the sea 
of gorse and grass. Imrik and his dragon spiralled around them three times 
before landing within lance-reach. The griffon was a large beast, three times 
the size of a horse, but it was dwarfed by Maedrethnir, who loomed over 
creature and rider with wings outspread, blocking the morning sun. 
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‘How dare you!’ rasped Maldiar. ‘This is an insult! By what right do you 
interfere with my rightful progress?’ 


‘T am Imrik of Caledor. You have no rights here. These will be my lands.’ 


‘Imrik? I have heard of you. I have heard of your jealousy of Prince 
Malekith, and this is a brazen attempt to steal lands that are his by rightful 
conquest.’ 


“Those orcs say otherwise,’ said Imrik. “Tum your army back. You are not 
welcome here.’ 


‘I do not waste my time with Caledorian thieves,’ said Maldiar. ‘By 
Khaine’s bloodied fist, I should strike you down for this.’ 


‘Please try,’ said Imrik. Maedrethnir reared up onto his back legs and let out 
a deafening bellow. The purple-feathered crest on Maldiar’s helm flapped 
madly and the griffon darted closer, hissing and cawing. Maldiar wrestled 
with the reins of his mount and pulled it back. 


“Your threats are empty, Imrik,’ said Maldiar. ‘I shall clear these lands of 
the orcs and claim this region for Nagarythe. Your Phoenix King would 
think badly of Caledor if you were to dispute such a victory in his court.’ 


Imrik offered no comment and watched impassively as Maldiar struggled 
with the griffon’s reins for a moment and then directed it into the air. The 
Naggarothi prince sped back to his army. 


Imrik sighed. Maldiar was right, he was not about to attack another army of 
elves. The only solution would be to destroy the orcs before the Naggarothi 
could get involved. As Maedrethnir headed cloudwards again, the prince 
saw that the matter would not be easily settled. The knights of Athel 
Toralien were some way ahead of the rest of the Naggarothi army, and 
bearing down fast on the orc camp. 


As swiftly as he could fly, Maedrethnir headed back to the Caledorian army. 
Already the columns were marching out, no doubt ordered forth by Dorien 
in anticipation of Imrik’s return. The knights split into two wings either side 
of the infantry, holding the line unlike the reckless advance of the 
Naggarothi. In three columns the archers and spearmen marched south, two 
heading directly for the orc and goblin camp, the third angling eastwards, 
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cutting off the greenskins’ retreat from the river. With the Naggarothi 
coming up fast, there would be nowhere for the orcs to run. 


Imrik soared over the army, the shadow of Maedrethnir passing over the 
lines of warriors. The moming mist had melted away in the strengthening 
sun and the clouds above had thinned, leaving patches of bright sunlight on 
the heathland. Dorien and Thyrinor steered their dragons towards Imrik and 
took up station on either side of their general, all three dragons easily 
keeping pace with the marching columns with steady beats of their wings. 


‘I said they would not listen,’ called Dorien. ‘We have wasted time treating 
with the Naggarothi.’ 


Imrik said nothing in reply. For all the speed of their advance, the knights of 
Athel Toralien were now dangerously separated from the support of the 
Naggarothi infantry and war machines. Maldiar had caught up with the 
swift vanguard and swooped to and fro above the cavalry. 


The Caledorian general turned his attention to the real enemy. Bands of 
wolf-riding goblins criss-crossed the moorlands as pickets. The dragons 
were easy to notice and the distant sound of brash horns sounded the 
warning of attack. Through the smog of the fires, Imrik could better see the 
orc encampment; it was larger than he had anticipated, stretching for some 
distance along the river bank. He could see the waters fouled downstream 
of the greenskins, a slick of filth washing away to the south. 


The orcs needed no tents for shelter, though there were a few crude 
stockades holding packs of giant wolves and droves of large boars. Imrik 
could see orcs and goblins clambering into these enclosures with whips and 
goads. 


Something larger caught his eye. Close to the centre of the camp burned the 
largest fire, surrounded by ragged banners and crude totems. To one side a 
scaled, winged beast strained at chains run through rings hammered into its 
flesh, binding it to the ground. It was almost as large as a dragon, though it 
had no forelegs, its scales deep green in colour, its head surrounded by 
horns and a yellow crest. 


‘Wyvern,’ growled Maedrethnir, also seeing the monster. The dragon 
quivered with anger. “Twisted spawn of the mountains. We shall slay it.’ 
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‘And its master,’ added Imrik as a huge orc emerged from the throng of 
greenskins and approached the wyvern. 


The orcs were mustering quickly, gathering in tribal groups around barbaric 
standards of skulls and bones topped with ugly, fanged faces fashioned 
from wood. The smaller goblins seemed more reluctant to leave the camp, 
and clustered together in several crowds behind their larger cousins. 


A shrieking cry split the air and the wyvern climbed awkwardly into the air, 
the orc warlord upon its back. The sound of cheering and roars of approval 
drifted across the moorlands, joined by a vigorous banging of drums and 
discordant horns. 


Imrik directed Maedrethnir downwards, the pair swooping across the 
Caledorian army less than a bowshot above. The general signalled to his 
captains to make ready the battle-line and then soared high again, watching 
the enemy. Beneath him the two columns of infantry spread out, alternating 
archer and spear companies, while the bolt throwers were unloaded from 
their wagons and assembled at the flanks of the long rows of elven warriors. 
One wing of cavalry rode on to reach the river; the other held back in 
reserve, ready to press home a breakthrough or counter any reverse inflicted 
by the orcs. 


To the west, on Imrik’s right, the Naggarothi cavalry had divided into 
squadrons, each several hundred strong and riding in an arrowhead 
formation, their fluttering banners at the apex of each wedge. It looked as if 
they planned to charge into the heart of the greenskin camp; a reckless 
strategy. Imrik could see the orcs forming up to face the charge of the 
knights; masses of fanged, muscled warriors carrying wooden shields and 
all manner of cleavers, swords, axes and mauls. 


For a moment, Imrik had lost sight of the wyvern. He found it again, on the 
ground at the heart of the gathering orc and goblin horde. The warlord was 
gesturing madly, trying to convey some rough battle-plan to its 
subordinates. The wolf-riding packs of goblins were coming together, 
riding between the Naggarothi knights and the infantry following some 
distance behind. The goblins harried the elven cavalry with short bows, 
sending ragged volleys from the backs of their wolves. The shooting had 
little effect against the heavily armoured knights, but here and there an 
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elven rider fell or a mount was killed, leaving a thin trail of dead and 
wounded in the wake of their rapid advance. 


The orcs had also mustered their cavalry; two masses of boar riders had 
gathered at the far end of the strengthening orc line, further to the west. 
Bullied by the orcs, a swathe of goblins was driven east and north, towards 
the Caledorians. The plan was simple and immediately obvious to Imrik’s 
experienced eye. The goblins would keep the Caledorians busy while the 
tougher, stronger elements of the army would see off the Naggarothi attack. 


The orc warlord’s plan could well work, Imrik decided. Maldiar’s desire to 
embarrass Imrik had outweighed his judgement. No matter the prowess of 
the Naggarothi knights, there were too many greenskins to sweep away 
with an unsupported charge. 


The situation put Imrik in a dilemma. He could rapidly change his own 
plans and support the Naggarothi attack or he could hold to his position and 
allow the knights of Athel Toralien to be destroyed. 


He raised his lance high, the signal for Dorien and Thyrinor to fly within 
earshot. They did so, just a little behind Imrik, the tips of the dragons’ 
wings almost touching. 


“Thyrinor, tell the army to make general advance,’ said Imrik. ‘Kill the 
goblins and attack the orc flank.’ 


‘The Naggarothi won’t thank you for rescuing them, brother,’ shouted 
Dorien. ‘If they want to dash their lives upon the rocks of pride, let them.’ 


‘Every elf slain by an orc hand is a stain upon the honour of all of Ulthuan,’ 
said Imrik. ‘I cannot allow it. Follow me!’ 


Ignoring his brother’s further protests, Imrik called to Maedrethnir to bank 
to the right and head for the Naggarothi. He did not check to see if Dorien 
came after him, knowing that despite his brother’s ill wishes towards the 
Naggarothi, he would obey the command of his general. 


Dragon and prince climbed towards the clouds, the air growing colder the 
higher they flew. Imrik’s breath came as wisps of mist and his skin was chill 
by the time they had reached the Naggarothi. He looked eastwards and saw 
Thyrinor leading the Caledorian attack. Archers and bolt throwers reaped a 
heavy toll of the massed goblins as the spearmen closed from the front and 


981 XRN 


the left wing of the cavalry swung along the river. Looking down, he saw 
that the third infantry column was not far behind the knights of Athel 
Toralien, a short way ahead of the Naggarothi army. 


The boar riders could hold their enthusiasm no longer and they raced from 
the orc lines, spears lowered for the charge. The Naggarothi cavalry had 
been expecting such a move and the lead squadrons parted before the 
greenskin assault, leaving them to the following companies. Confused by 
the manoeuvre the orcs tried to rein in their madly running mounts and 
anarchy engulfed the riders while they tried to redirect their charge. They 
were too late, as hundred of lances were lowered and the gold-clad elven 
knights smashed into their flank. 


From his vantage point high in the air, Imrik could appreciate the precision 
of the charge, three spearpoints of riders hitting the boar riders in echelon; 
the first charge split the front of the orcs from the rest and the next two 
hammered into the side of those at the back, cleaving into the dark mass 
like a golden shaft of light piercing shadow. 


The riders that had avoided the boars galloped on, veering to the left to 
attack the point of the orc line where the orc mobs were fewest in number. 
Imrik saw what Maldiar intended; to break through between the orcs and 
goblins and then attack the line from the rear. The Caledorian revised his 
earlier judgement of Maldiar’s generalship. It was a bold tactic, but if it 
worked the greenskin army would be thrown into turmoil, confronted with 
marauding knights at their rear and several thousand infantry approaching 
from the front. 


The problem was that once they were behind the orcs, the knights would be 
trapped against the river, as the orcs had been, and hindered by the boggy 
ground. They were too far ahead of their support and the greenskins would 
have time to turn and face them before the infantry arrived. 


“What is you plan, brother?’ called Dorien. 
“To kill orcs!’ Imrik shouted back, directing Maedrethnir into a steep dive. 


Dorien followed, the two dragons racing to the ground at incredible speed, 
the wind whipping at the princes’ cloaks, threatening to tug the lance from 
Imrik’s grip as he levelled it for the attack. Behind him, the banner poles of 
the throne-saddle bent madly, pennants snapping. 


Maldiar had his own idea for supporting the knightly charge. As his cavalry 
smashed into the greenskins, his griffon swept over the rear ranks, claws 
slashing, the Naggarothi prince’s sword a blaze of blue fire that sliced 
through the greenskins by the handful. 


As the ground rushed closer, Maedrethnir let out a terrifying roar. Orcs 
scattered across the moorlands in all directions, forgetting the rampaging 
knights in their dread. Many were hacked down as they ran, others turned in 
desperation to fight the elven cavalry but were ill-prepared; the knights of 
Athel Toralien cut through their ranks as easily as a ship’s prow parting 
water, leaving a mangle of bodies as they continued their charge into the 
camp. 


Dorien and Imrik hit the orcs simultaneously, their dragons bellowing dark 
fire from their maws, claws raking huge gaps into the orc mobs like ragged 
welts on green flesh. Imrik’s lance gleamed white from the runes etched 
into it, a trail of dancing motes left in the air as its tip slashed throats and 
punched through bodies without pause. 


As Maedrethnir landed, crushing more orcs beneath his scaled body, Imrik 
reached back and unhooked his shield. The dragon swept a dozen orcs into 
the air with a sweep of his tail while more blackish-red flames engulfed 
twice that number. 


Less than a spear’s throw away, Dorien and his mount inflicted similar 
damage, the orcs boiling around him flailing futilely at his dragon with axes 
and cleavers, their blows bouncing harmless from massive scales. Imrik 
could hear his brother’s clear voice, ringing out with a battle-poem of his 
homeland. 


As Maedrethnir snapped his jaws around two orcs, biting them in half, 
Imrik looked around, wondering what had become of the warlord and his 
wyvern. He found the answer as a dark blur rushing at Dorien from above 
and behind the prince. 


The general shouted a warning, but it was not needed. Dorien had been 
playing ignorant and as the wyvern dived in for the attack, the Caledorian 
prince’s dragon lunged from the ground, wings unfurling. The wyvern’s 
jaws and claws missed by less than the length of a sword, though the orc 
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warlord slashed a black-headed axe across the dragon’s tail, sending blood 
and scales showering to the ground. 


The two monstrous creatures raced upwards, spiralling and snarling, each 
seeking to gain height on the other. Dorien’s dragon was stronger than the 
wyvern, rising more swiftly with each beat of his wings. As the wyvern 
strained to keep pace, the dragon twisted with surprising agility, dipping a 
wing to plunge down, claws ripping at the wyvern’s neck. 


Dorien’s lance plunged through the wyvern’s right wing as the orc warlord 
Swung its axe at the dragon’s shoulder, the strangely burning blade 
slamming deep into flesh. Wyvern and dragon locked together, ripping and 
biting; Dorien stowed his lance and drew a longsword that glittered like 
moonlight. Prince and warlord rained blows upon each other as the beasts 
plummeted, the orc lashing its weapon wildly while Dorien’s sword was a 
shimmering gleam of movement. 


Imrik was distracted from the duel by the clatter of arrows against scale and 
armour. He saw that the orcs around him had fled and in their place a knot 
of goblins loosed crooked-shafted arrows ineffectually from a bush-filled 
dell to his left. 


‘Burn them,’ Imrik told his mount. 


Maedrethnir swung his head and opened his cavernous mouth. The goblins 
let out shrill screams a moment before the hollow was awash with smoke 
and fire. Imrik turned his attention back to his brother in time to see 
Dorien’s dragon heave itself away from the wyvern moments before hitting 
the ground. With a damaged wing and blood streaming from scores of 
wounds, the wyvern could not right itself in time and plunged sideways into 
the moor, shedding scales in a flail of legs and tail. The warlord was tossed 
clear by the impact, landing head-first in a small stream some distance 
away. 


While Dorien swapped his sword for his lance once more, his dragon 
circled around the fallen wyvern, bathing it with fire. The grounded beast 
hissed and roared, ungainly on its two legs, tail thrashing awkwardly in the 
flames. 


‘Up,’ said Imrik. Maedrethnir bounded into the air and took the general 
above the battle. 
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All semblance of two coherent battle lines had been lost. The goblins had 
broken before the advance of the Caledorians, fleeing back towards their 
camp in their hundreds while Imrik’s knights bore down on them from the 
direction of the river. Several companies of archers had split from the main 
host and were pouring volleys of arrows into the orc camp, each shaft 
tipped by magical white flame. 


Beyond the dying wyvern, Maldiar and his griffon were mauling the 
remnants of the boar riders; the hybrid monster tossed squealing hogs into 
the air with beak and claws while the Naggarothi prince chopped heads and 
limbs from the riders. The Naggarothi infantry had now reached the battle, 
driving the goblin wolf riders before them with spear and arrow. Along the 
river bank, the Naggarothi knights were reforming, ready to charge again 
into the fray. 


Imrik caught sight of the orc warlord surging up from a thicket of reeds, axe 
still in hand. 


‘Let Maldiar argue when I have the warlord’s head,’ Imrik told 
Maedrethnir. The dragon gave a deep-throated rumble of approval and 
turned towards the orc leader. Maldiar had spied the enemy as well and his 
griffon soared over the Naggarothi advance, speeding towards the warlord. 


‘A fool races a dragon,’ said Maedrethnir, cutting across the moorlands with 
swift wing beats, the ground rushing past so close that the dragon’s wingtips 
brushed the stands of grass and bushes. 


Yet the dragon’s dismissive remark was premature; the warlord broke into a 
run towards Maldiar, shouting madly and waving its axe. Imrik saw a gleam 
of magical fire as Maldiar raised his sword high and called his griffon into a 
steep dive. 


The warlord slowed to a halt and stood with stocky legs apart, axe in both 
hands, fixed on the approaching Naggarothi prince. Imrik heard his dragon 
snarl and could feel the beast’s whole body shuddering with effort as 
Maedrethnir strained every sinew to close the distance before Maldiar 
struck. 


Imrik could tell he would be too late. Maldiar was already leaning to one 
side in his saddle, sword held horizontal for the killing blow, the shadow of 
the griffon racing over the undulating ground, about to engulf the orc. 
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Both princes were utterly intent upon their prey. If Maldiar missed, Imrik’s 
lance would find the orc’s back before the Naggarothi could turn for a 
second attack. The Caledorian tightened his grip on the lance, glittering 
point spearing towards the warlord, even as Maldiar’s griffon plunged for 
the kill. 


As a snarling blur of red, Dorien’s dragon slammed into Maldiar’s mount, 
sending both tumbling into the ground. 


Startled, Imrik almost missed his mark, but swung the lance point back on 
target at the last moment. The ithilmar tip slid effortlessly through the orc’s 
armour, punching out of its chest as Maedrethnir swept past. The shock of 
the blow almost wrenched the weapon from Imrik’s grasp and lifted him 
against his saddle harness, the orc carried bodily through the air for some 
distance as Imrik’s dragon banked and rose towards the blue skies. 


The warlord’s dangling body slid from the ithilmar shaft, ripping free the 
pennant so that it fluttered like a cape as the corpse cartwheeled down onto 
the rocks and grass. Maedrethnir bellowed in triumph, his roar shaking 
Imrik’s whole body. 


Imrik was more concerned with what was going on on the ground below 
him. Maldiar and Dorien faced each other, swords in hand, their respective 
mounts looming behind each prince. The general trusted neither to stay 
their hand, and shouted to Maedrethnir to land close by. Imrik watch the 
two elves staring at each other and exchanging insults as his dragon circled 
tightly to reduce speed. Maedrethnir landed on all fours, beside Dorien’s 
dragon; Imrik had already stowed his lance and was pulling at the harness 
buckles before the dragon’s claws had touched the ground. 


‘Put away your weapons!’ Imrik shouted as he swung from the saddle- 
throne and dropped lightly to the dirt. 


‘He calls us thieves,’ protested Dorien, eyes locked on the Naggarothi. 


‘I do not take commands from Caledorian cowards,’ said Maldiar, his gaze 
not moving from Dorien. 


‘Cowards?’ snarled Dorien, taking a step. Maldiar raised his sword a little 
higher in response. ‘I will cut off your head for such an insult!’ 
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“You will not,’ snapped Imrik, stepping in front of his brother. He grabbed 
Dorien’s sword arm. ‘Sheathe your blade, brother.’ 


‘Listen to your master, yapping dog,’ said Maldiar. ‘Do not test your blade 
against mine.’ 


Imrik whirled on the Naggarothi, his hand at his sword hilt in an instant. 
‘I might yet,’ said Imrik. 


Maldiar hesitated, his sword tip wavering for a moment before he stood 
firm again, eyes narrowed, jaw clenched. 


‘I thought not,’ said Imrik. “The battle is not yet won.’ 


‘I am all but victorious,’ said Maldiar. ‘The rabble have been scattered, it is 
only a matter of time before my warriors hunt them down.’ 


‘This is not your victory,’ said Dorien, pulling his arm from Imrik’s grip 
and pushing past. ‘Your knights would be dead, as would you, if we had not 
come to your aid.’ 


‘My aid?’ Maldiar’s face was a mask of sneering hatred. ‘Your interference 
almost lost me this battle.’ 


‘Go away,’ said Imrik, pulling back Dorien by the shoulder. ‘Destroy the 
rest of the enemy, brother.’ 


Dorien looked Imrik in the eye, cheeks twitching. Imrik met the look with a 
cold stare that his brother knew well. With a parting dismissive gesture, 
Dorien slid his sword into its scabbard and stalked back to his dragon. 


Imrik returned his attention to Maldiar, who had lowered his blade but not 
sheathed it. 


“We shall split the spoils,’ said Imrik. 


‘How so?’ replied the Naggarothi prince. He laughed sourly. ‘You are 
welcome to keep the bodies. I shall take the land.’ 


‘No,’ said Imrik. ‘You shall have the land west of the river, and Caledor the 
region to the east.’ 


“Why would I agree to such a thing?’ Maldiar put away his sword and 
crossed his arms defiantly. ‘Why would I give half my new lands to you?’ 
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‘Some is better than none,’ said Imrik. ‘If Malekith has complaint, let him 
bring it to me.’ 


“You know well that our fair prince campaigns in the north,’ said Maldiar. 
‘He has not set foot in the colonies for nearly fifty years.’ 


‘Do you lack the authority to agree such a bargain?’ asked Imrik. Maldiar 
stiffened, stung by the implication of the question. 


‘I am a prince of Nagarythe; I speak with the full authority of Prince 
Malekith and Queen Morathi.’ 


‘Queen Morathi?’ Imrik frowned at the mention of Malekith’s mother, 
widow of Aenarion. ‘Morathi is queen no more.’ 


‘In Nagarythe she is,’ said Maldiar with a sly smile. ‘I agree to your terms. 
It matters not. When Malekith returns, we shall stake our full claim and will 
not be refused. Enjoy your prosperity while it lasts, Caledorian. Nagarythe 
grows tired of shedding blood for the benefit of others. You will not make 
such demands in the future.’ 


Maldiar spun away and strode back to his griffon. The beast lowered to the 
ground as the prince grabbed the gem-studded reins. Before he pulled 
himself up to the saddle, the Naggarothi looked back at Imrik. 


“You should be wiser in your words and actions, prince,’ Maldiar said. 
‘Khaine has turned his red gaze upon you, Imrik of Caledor. You should 
hope that he is not displeased.’ 


Imrik was taken aback by this mention of the Bloody-Handed God. It was 
widely known that the Naggarothi were blatant in their worship of the Lord 
of Murder, and many of the other dark gods of the cytharai, but to hear 
Khaine’s name spoken so openly was a shock even for Imrik. He watched 
as Maldiar flew away, wondering what was meant by the threat. 


‘Let us finish this,’ Imrik said to Maedrethnir, dismissing the Naggarothi 
from his thoughts. Such vague insults and threats were typical of his folk. 


The march back to the colony of Caledor was a long one, but the Caledorian 
host was in high spirits following their victory over the orc horde. Imrik did 
not share the jubilation of his troops, unsettled by the words of Maldiar and 


988 XRN 


the events he had witnessed following the battle. Many of the Naggarothi 
had gathered up the wounded orcs and, instead of slaying them out of hand 
as Imrik had ordered his warriors, they were taken back to the camp of the 
Naggarothi. Imrik did not know for sure what fate had awaited these 
prisoners, but having heard Maldiar speak of Khaine and seen variations of 
the Bloody-Handed God’s rune upon some of the Naggarothi banners and 
shields, he had his suspicions. 


Word of the orcs’ defeat had reached ahead of the army and the walls of the 
Grey City, Tor Arlieth, and the streets within were lined with celebrating 
elves. The city was built in the mountain foothills, rising above the huge 
canopy of forest that stretched from the sea north-west of where the orcs 
had been slain. Seventeen pale grey towers rose up from the wooded slopes, 
roofed with blue slate and flying the flags of Caledor. A wall ten times the 
height of an elf girded the city, with another half as tall around that. 
Between the two walls were the camps and garrisons of the army, and it was 
here that the knights and militia paraded to the applause of their people. 
Garlands of flowers looped from roof to roof, and leaves had been strewn 
on the pavements. Harps and horns and pipes played from roof terraces and 
balconies, while below the citizens cheered their warriors’ return. 


Having flown thrice over the city with his brother and cousin, so that the 
grateful people could raise up their voices in song and praise of their heroic 
princes, Imrik descended to the hill upon which the keep and palaces were 
fashioned from the rock of the mountain. The citadel was built as a 
representation of a huge dragon, its walls spreading like wings until they 
merged with the mountainside, the main tower rearing high above topped 
with a roof of gold. A hundred flags flew from the battlements, each 
belonging to a noble house of Caledor, and above them all, the banner of 
the city snapped in the mountain air. Trumpets sounded through the clear air 
to signal the arrival of the princes, and a guard of honour formed by the 
huge gates; the dark red wood of the portal carved with a relief of the 
mountains of Caledor, the shapes of dragons flying above. 


The three dragon riders landed on an immaculate lawn that split the wide 
plaza that surrounded the citadel. Divested of their harnesses and saddle- 
thrones, the dragons bade their riders farewell and flew up to caves in the 
mountain overlooking the city. Accompanied by Dorien and Thyrinor, Imrik 
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strode through the opening gates as the guard company lifted their spears in 
salute. 


Imrik wanted to head to his chambers, but was waylaid in the long entrance 
hall by Hethlian, the chancellor of the city. Dressed in a long robe of jade 
green and golden yellow, the aging elf emerged from a crowd of servants 
and called Imrik’s name. The chancellor was dressed in full ceremonial 
regalia; a belt of gold and rubies hung about Hethlian’s waist, the symbol of 
his position, and he carried an ornamental sceptre in his left hand, topped 
with a sapphire the size of a fist, intricately shaped like the petals of a rose. 


“Your safe return heartens us all, princes,’ said Hethlian, performing a short 
bow to each of them. ‘It is with immense pleasure and pride that I offer my 
personal congratulations on your victory, as well as the gratitude of the 
city.’ 

Imrik thought of more than six hundred elves whose bodies had been 
carried back to the colony on biers, but said nothing. They would receive 
their honours in time, he was sure. 


‘A three-day festival has been declared by the council of elders,’ continued 
Hethlian. ‘You will, of course, be our guests of honour.’ 


“Will we?’ said Imrik, startling the chancellor. 


‘My cousins and I would be honoured to accept your gracious invitation,’ 
said Thyrinor, stepping next to Imrik. ‘Yet we are weary from the march 
home and would appreciate a little time to recover before we discuss the 
arrangements.’ 


Imrik looked at Thyrinor, one eyebrow raised, and suppressed a sigh. His 
cousin’s face was impassive, save for his eyes, which held a slight look of 
pleading. Thyrinor glanced towards Hethlian and nodded with an 
encouraging smile. 


“Yes, we will attend,’ said Imrik. Hethlian smiled and bowed again. He 
opened his mouth to speak, about to launch into a fresh monologue, but 
Imrik cut him off. ‘Has there been news from Ulthuan?’ 


‘Um, yes, several caravans have arrived via Tor Alessi bearing missives and 
goods,’ said Hethlian, quickly regaining his composure. ‘Nothing of note, I 
would say. Trade goes well. The colonies west of Ulthuan continue to grow, 
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though not as strongly as here in Elthin Arvan. Prince Laetan of Cothique 
became a father to a beautiful daughter in the spring. Bel Shanaar attended 
the marriage of...’ Hethlian’s voice trailed away in the face of Imrik’s 
unblinking stare. The chancellor rallied with a brief smile. ‘As I said, 
nothing of note.’ 


“What of Nagarythe?’ said Imrik. ‘Or Malekith?’ 


‘No news of Malekith has reached us here,’ said Hethlian. ‘The borders of 
Nagarythe are still closed to trade and visitors as far as I am aware. We 
have, however, received several delegations from Athel Toralien. It seems 
they are more amenable to contact than their kin back in Ulthuan.’ 


“There are Naggarothi in the city?’ said Dorien. 


‘A few, yes,’ said the chancellor. ‘Simple traders, I assure you. You know 
they have far better connections to the dwarfs than we, and the demands of 
the city for dwarf goods have never been higher. They come and go 
infrequently. Is that a problem?’ 


‘There will be if I meet one of them,’ snapped Dorien. ‘Just keep them 
away from the citadel, we don’t want them prying and poking around here.’ 


Hethlian had no reply to this and the four elves stood in silence for a 
moment. Imrik glanced at Dorien with an impatient look. 


‘I trust that our apartments are in order and food and wine available,’ said 
Thyrinor. 


“Yes, you will find everything to your satisfaction, princes,’ said Hethlian 
with a look of gratitude. ‘Your servants await you in your chambers. Let me 
keep you from their attendance no longer.’ 


The chancellor bowed again and swiftly retreated along the hallway, darting 
a glance over his shoulder at the princes before disappearing through a 
curtained archway. Imrik turned towards the corridor leading to the royal 
apartments, but was stopped after just two steps by a liveried servant. 


‘What is it?’ Imrik snarled at the retainer. 


‘The chancellor did not mention that a letter from your brother arrived this 
morning, prince,’ said the elf. ‘It was sealed with Prince Caledrian’s mark, 
so I left it with your household.’ 


“Thank you,’ said Imrik. ‘Anything else?’ 
‘No, prince,’ said the servant, backing out of Imrik’s path. 


Imrik marched along the corridor, boots ringing on the marble floors, 
Dorien and Thyrinor trailing behind. 


“You seem even more irritable than usual, cousin,’ said Thyrinor, hurrying 
to keep pace. ‘What is it that so perturbs you?’ 


“The Naggarothi,’ replied Imrik. 


‘Finally,’ said Dorien. ‘Have I not long warned you about Nagarythe? We 
should ban them from the city.’ 


‘It is not the city I am worried about,’ said Imrik, taking a turn to the right 
through a pointed archway, his footfalls muffled by a thick red carpet 
embroidered with white and yellow rose designs. 


‘Is it this letter from Caledrian?’ said Thyrinor. ‘Do you have an inkling of 
what it contains?’ 


‘No,’ said Imrik, ‘but when I receive a personal letter from the ruler of 
Caledor, and not one marked by his court, I fear it bears bad tidings.’ 


They came upon the double doors to Imrik’s apartment. Two servants 
opened the pale wooden doors and bowed as Imrik paced inside without 
breaking stride 


‘I am going to my rooms to get out of this armour,’ said Dorien, continuing 
along the portrait-lined passageway. 


Imrik simply nodded, sparing his brother not a glance. The members of the 
prince’s household lined the walls of the foyer. As Imrik walked past his 
chatelaine, Elirithrin, she stepped forwards with a small silver tray, a white 
envelope on the platter. 


“You wish to see this?’ she said. 


‘Thank you,’ said Imrik, plucking the letter from its place as he walked 
past. ‘Bring wine and a cold platter to my study.’ 


‘How did you know?’ said Thyrinor, stopping next to Elirithrin. ‘That he 
would want to see the letter, I mean.’ 


‘Experience,’ the chatelaine replied with an expression of surprise. ‘I have 
served the prince for two hundred and thirty-eight years. I know his 
priorities.’ 


‘Of course you do,’ said Thyrinor. He hurried after Imrik and entered the 
shelf-lined study just as his cousin was sitting down behind an ornate desk. 


While the offices of other elven nobles housed libraries of prose and poetry, 
philosophical tracts and genealogical tomes, Imrik’s was empty by 
comparison. One set of shelves was brimming with rolled parchment maps 
of Ulthuan and Elthin Arvan, another with bound treatises on military 
matters. The remaining two sets of shelves were sparsely populated with a 
variety of strange ornaments; amongst them a gilded orc skull with 
diamonds for eyes, a selection of daggers of both elvish and dwarfish make, 
several ornate ceremonial helmets, and a silver dragon scale the size of a 
spread hand mounted on a plaque—supposedly from Aenarion’s mount 
Indraugnir. 


Imrik stood again, unfastened his cloak and laid it carefully over the back of 
his chair before sitting down. From a drawer in the desk, he brought out a 
gilded letter opener in the shape of a miniature dragonspear, with a broad, 
leaf-shaped head. He inspected the seal, satisfied himself that it was intact 
and cut open the envelope with a single stroke. 


He ignored Thyrinor hovering at the end of the desk as he read, quickly 
scanning his older brother’s flowing script. The letter was brief and to the 
point. Caledrian had heard increasing rumours of unrest within the borders 
of Nagarythe. He feared that the turmoil might spread to neighbouring 
Tiranoc, Ellyrion and Chrace but Bel Shanaar refused to act. He requested 
that Imrik return to Ulthuan, with Dorien and Thyrinor if they desired, to 
represent Caledor in the council of the Phoenix King. 


Imrik handed the letter to Thyrinor without comment and leaned back in the 
chair, arms folded. He watched a frown deepen on his cousin’s brow as 
Thyrinor read. 


“Will you come?’ said Imrik when he saw that Thyrinor had finished. 


‘What?’ said Thyrinor, who was reading parts of the letter again. ‘I don’t 
know. Is it wise that we all go back?’ 


‘I am summoned by Caledor’s prince and I must answer,’ said Imrik. He 
leaned towards Thyrinor, one hand on the top of the desk. ‘I would like 
your company.’ 


‘My company?’ said Thyrinor with a short laugh. ‘I thought you always 
preferred your own company, cousin, though I thank you for the invitation.’ 


‘I cannot go to Tor Anroc alone,’ Imrik admitted with a grimace. ‘Court life 
will madden me beyond belief.’ 


“Why do you think Caledrian chooses you?’ Thyrinor said, moving to a low 
couch in front of the map store. ‘You’re not the most diplomatic person to 
send.’ 


“Maybe that is why,’ Imrik said with a shrug. ‘I do not know why Caledrian 
does not attend himself. I will ask him.’ 


‘Tt will take some time to make preparations for the journey,’ said Thyrinor, 
placing the letter on the arm of the couch. ‘Ill have the staff attend to it.’ 


“What are you talking about?’ said Imrik. ‘Preparations?’ 


‘The journey from here to Tor Alessi; booking passage on a ship to 
Ulthuan; arranging transport from Lothern. That doesn’t happen by itself.’ 


‘None of that will be needed,’ said Imrik, smiling slightly. 


‘It won’t?’ said Thyrinor. He looked closely at his cousin, eyes widening 
with realisation as he saw his happy expression. ‘You want to ride the 
dragons all of the way back to Caledor?’ 


‘It’s quickest,’ said Imrik. ‘No point wasting time.’ 
“What about our belongings? The servants? Shall they dangle underneath?’ 


‘They can follow after,’ said Imrik. He tapped gauntleted fingers on the 
desktop. ‘Bel Shanaar is known for the luxury of his palace, you will have 
comforts.’ 


‘But riding all the way?’ Thyrinor opened his hands imploringly to Imrik. 
‘Why?’ 


Imrik stood up and folded his cloak over his arm. 


“We’re dragon princes,’ he said, tapping a finger against his breastplate. 
“Why sail when you can fly?’ 
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TWO 
The Prince Returns 


Like the dragons that made the kingdom their home, Caledor was wreathed 
in smoke and fire. Sulphurous ash clouds obscured the dark peaks of the 
Caledorian mountains, lit from below by the ruddy glow of volcanoes. 
Mingled with the billowing fumes were glowering storm clouds that 
flickered with lightning, the rumble of thunder merging with the crack of 
eruptions. Streams of hot lava flowed down the slopes; where they met the 
lakes and rivers, great columns of steam rose into the air. Pocked and 
cracked, the volcanic rock vented its subterranean fury through hundreds of 
geysers and fumaroles, while in dormant calderas thick forests grew, lush 
from the fertile minerals spewed forth in ages past. 


It was a place of stark contrasts and harsh beauty, and even Imrik’s hard 
heart stirred at the sight. He was tired from the long journey; twenty days of 
near-constant flight, the last eleven over the ocean made without break. His 
fatigue slipped away as he caught sight of Tor Caled, his home city. Nestled 
in the eastern flank of the mountains, the city was a massive edifice of walls 
and towers, shaped from the raw element of the volcanoes by the magic of 
Caledor Dragontamer and his followers. Towers like stalagmites, slender 
and graceful, rose up from steep hills on the coast; the city’s wall flowed 
down to the water’s edge in undulating curves, black stone glistening with 
veins of red. A moat of lava protected the other side of the city, crossed by a 
hundred arcing bridges of granite, each protected by two towers at each 
end. Huge monoliths banded with silver and gold speared from the river of 
fire, glowing with ember runes that kept the flames at bay. 


Not in Imrik’s lifetime had any foe tested the capital of Caledor, but in the 
time of the Dragontamer it had been an unyielding bulwark against the 
daemons. In those terrible days the flames that had girdled the city had risen 
as high as the towers, and the bridges had been cast down. Many were the 
paintings and murals that decorated the palaces and houses of the nobility 
depicting the epic battles that had been waged over the mountains. 


Outside the city were the dragon grounds; a wide expanse of scattered 
bushes and hard earth populated by underground chambers housing 
attendants from Tor Caled’s noble families. Divested of their harnesses 
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here, the dragons bade farewell to the princes and flew away to their 
roosting caves deep within the mountains. 


Within the wall, the city was no less fortified and imposing. Though 
centuries of peace had laid a gentler touch upon the battlements and turrets 
of the grand houses, with many murals and mosaics brightening the hard 
stone, Tor Caled’s founding in war was plain to see. The layout of the 
streets, unchanged for millennia, wound back and forth up the slope, looked 
down on by each level above so that defenders could pour arrows and 
magic into an attacking force. The cliffs that separated the level of the city 
above each row of buildings were protected by redoubts and embrasures, 
surrounded by nests of spear-like outthrusts to protect against attack from 
the air. At each tum, huge gatehouses could be closed to bar the road, 
twenty in all between the wall and the summit. Even now bolt throwers and 
sentries stood guard at these watchtowers. 


The streets were busy as Imrik, Dorien and Thyrinor took horse and rode up 
the winding street. The lower parts of Tor Caled were given over to 
commerce, three turns of the road filled with traders’ stalls and the shop 
fronts of craftsmen. The next four levels were the residences of the normal 
folk of the city, though even these were magnificent villas with their own 
gardens; Caledor was not a populous realm and barely a tenth of its people 
dwelt within the city, the others living in fortified towns throughout the 
mountains and along the coast of the Inner Sea. Before the pinnacle of the 
city came the artificers’ quarter, where many wonderful and ornamental 
things were created, and dwarfish wares were on display. 


Thyrinor made his excuses here, leaving his cousins to look for a 
homecoming present for his wife. Dorien and Imrik rode on, occasionally 
remarking on some shop or stall that had opened or closed in the five years 
they had been absent. Aside from the details, nothing had changed from the 
city Imrik remembered, and he was reassured by the sense of unchanging 
stability. 


When they arrived at the palaces, a soaring spectacle of towers, turrets and 
balconies that delved into the slope of the mountain, they were informed 
that Caledrian was out of the city attending to business matters. Dorien and 
Imrik parted and went to be reunited with their families. 
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Word of Imrik’s arrival had preceded him, as he had expected, and his wife 
Anatheria greeted him at the grand entrance to the palaces. At her side, a 
young boy stood clutching her long dress, an unruly shock of blond hair 
obscuring his face. Imrik embraced his wife without comment, and 
crouched down in front of his son. 


‘Standing up now,’ said the prince, clasping a hand to Tythanir’s shoulder. 
The boy shrank back, blue eyes wide and fearful. Imrik laughed. 


“What did I teach you, Tythanir?’ Anatheria said sternly. 


The boy stepped to one side and stood with feet together, hands gripped 
tightly against his stomach. He looked at Imrik with studied solemnity. 


“Welcome home, father,’ said Tythanir, bobbing his head. 


“That’s good,’ said Anatheria, ruffling her son’s hair with slender fingers. 
She looked at Imrik. ‘And what do you say, husband?’ 


‘It is good to be home,’ said Imrik, pulling his son closer, arm around his 
shoulders. He planted a kiss on the boy’s forehead. ‘You grow up fast, son.’ 


Tythanir grinned and wrapped his arms around Imrik’s armoured leg, 
looking up at his father. 


‘Did you ride a dragon?’ said the boy. 
“Yes, son, I did,’ Imrik replied. ‘One day, so will you.’ 


Though Imrik had not thought it possible, Tythanir’s grin grew even wider 
and his eyes looked up to the mountains. 


‘T’ll be the most famous dragon prince ever!’ the boy declared. ‘And I’ll 
lead armies like you and everyone will know who I am.’ 


‘IT have no doubt,’ said Imrik, with a glance to Anatheria. ‘You will become 
the pride of Caledor.’ 


Taking the boy’s hand, he walked into the palaces, his wife beside him. 
Tythanir broke from his grasp and ran ahead, chattering to himself as he 
pointed at the tapestries lining the hallway, each depicting the lords of 
Caledor on their dragons. 


‘T will not be staying long,’ Imrik told his wife. 


‘I know,’ she replied. ‘Caledrian spoke with me before he sent his letter. I 
think this will be good for us. Your brother is too dismissive of Bel Shanaar, 
and the other kingdoms find greater favour with the Phoenix King. Your 
brother’s ambassadors have been in Tor Anroc too long and are beguiled 
and rendered mute by its charms. Our status must be reasserted.’ 


‘I am more concerned with Nagarythe,’ said Imrik as the two of them 
followed Tythanir along the carpet running the length of the long hall. 
“Their isolation these last decades cannot bode well. Malekith’s absence has 
left Morathi free to aggrandise herself. The Naggarothi are not only 
arrogant, they are becoming dangerous. Their grip of the colonies is still 
strengthening.’ 


“Then you must persuade Bel Shanaar and the other princes to weaken that 
grip,’ said Anatheria. ‘Make them see the danger.’ 


“You and the boy will stay here,’ said Imrik. 


‘Why?’ replied his wife, directing a scowl at him. ‘Tythanir has already 
spent more than half his life away from his father.’ 


‘I do not wish our son to be raised in Tor Anroc,’ said Imrik. ‘These are 
important years in his life, and he must learn the traditions of Caledor.’ 


Anatheria was not placated by this reasoning and quickened her pace to 
catch up with her son. Imrik ran a few steps and gently grabbed her arm. 
She snatched it from his grasp but stopped. 


‘I know that you find your family burdensome, but you are a husband and a 
father and have responsibilities,’ she snapped, keeping her voice low, 
darting a look at Tythanir. He was engrossed with a suit of dragon armour, 
running his hands over the inlaid gems. ‘You have an heir, as you desired; 
now you must do your duty by him.’ 


‘I have returned,’ Imrik said, raising his voice in annoyance. 


‘Not by your choice,’ said his wife, turning away. ‘Always you place duty 
to Caledor above your family.’ 


‘IT will do right by you and my son,’ said Imrik, softening his tone. ‘That is 
why you must remain here. Tor Anroc is not an ocean away. I will see 
Tythanir often enough, both here and there.’ 
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He did not know if his wife heard him. She took her son by the hand and 
walked away, leaving the prince in the hallway. Imrik shook his head, 
frustrated. Though Anatheria might never comprehend the demands on a 
prince of the Dragontamer’s line, Tythanir would understand as he grew 
older. To be a leader of elves was in his blood, a legacy of his great lineage. 


Feeling suddenly uncomfortable, Imrik wondered if it was his armour or the 
weight of something else. 


Eight days after arriving home, Imrik was told that his brother was 
returning to Tor Caled within the next two days and was to be met by the 
court of Caledor. Imrik passed word to the other princes and nobles, 
sending riders to those who lived outside the city. It was an occasion of 
some remark as the lords of Caledor assembled; not for centuries had they 
all been gathered at the capital. 


The city was abuzz with rumour, and more than once Imrik rebuked 
members of his household for indulging in speculation. Tor Caled swarmed 
with the entourages of the arriving nobles, and gala feasts were held each 
night to celebrate every arrival. By the light of red lanterns the elves danced 
and sang in the plazas and streets, needing only small excuse for festivity. 


On the morning before Caledrian was due to arrive, another important elf 
appeared in the city: Hotek, the high priest of Vaul. On hearing this news, 
Imrik travelled to the main gate to meet Hotek in person and conduct him to 
the palaces with due ceremony. Though often bored by state functions and 
the interminable mingling that they entailed, Imrik held dear the oldest 
customs of Caledor and formally welcomed Hotek. 


His deference was not so much to the elf, but to his position, for it was the 
high priest of Vaul, Hotek’s predecessor, who had aided Caledor 
Dragontamer in the forging of many weapons and artefacts during the war 
against the daemons. Such help had not been without risk, and several times 
the shrine at the mount of Vaul’s Anvil had been assailed by the minions of 
Chaos. Though incurred in millennia past, Imrik stayed true to the debt his 
bloodline owed to the priests, and said as much on greeting Hotek. 


‘I repay the homage, Imrik,’ said Hotek as the two stepped aboard a golden 
carriage with an awning of green and grey dragon scales. The priest cut a 
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severe figure: his face thin even for an elf, his high cheekbones and brow 
sharp, his white hair swept back by a band of black leather studded with 
ruddy bronze. Most remarkable were his eyes, of pure white. Like those that 
he led in his order, Horek had ritually blinded himself, to share in the 
suffering of Vaul. He showed no sign of discomfort or disability for the 
loss, his other senses, including his innate mystical awareness, heightened 
to compensate for his lack of sight. All the same, Imrik was always slightly 
disconcerted when talking to a priest of Vaul and kept his gaze away from 
Hotek’s face. 


‘In you and your family, the honour and strength of the Dragontamer 
remains strong,’ Hotek continued. ‘So few there are these days whose call 
the dragons heed. It is a testament to you that they count you as an ally 
when so many of their kind have taken the long slumber of aeons.’ 


As the four horses set off up the steep road, Hotek arranged his heavy blue 
robes more comfortably and leaned back in his seat. He knitted his fingers 
across his chest, each digit weighed down by a jewelled ring, and about his 
wrists and neck were many fine chains of silver, gold and other gleaming 
metals. 


“To what do I owe the pleasure of this invitation?’ the priest asked, head 
turned towards the prince as though he could see him. ‘Caledrian’s missive 
simply stated that he was bringing together the full court of Caledor, and 
that as high priest of Vaul I have by tradition a seat in that esteemed 
gathering.’ 


‘I do not know for sure,’ Imrik replied. ‘He called me back from Elthin 
Arvan to represent Caledor at Tor Anroc, but I have heard no more since 
my return. The continuing strange behaviour of the Naggarothi concerns 
him.’ 

“The Naggarothi?’ Hotek attempted to appear casual, but Imrik noticed a 
sudden tension in the priest’s body and voice. ‘What concern of the 
Caledorians are the affairs of Nagarythe?’ 


‘Perhaps none,’ said Imrik. ‘Even at Vaul’s Anvil you must have heard that 
they have closed their borders. Don’t you think that strange?’ 


‘The shrines are beyond the politics and boundaries of individual 
kingdoms,’ Hotek replied, waving a hand airily, relaxed again. ‘If the 
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Naggarothi want to keep to themselves, I welcome it. The better for the rest 
of us to be free of their stern expressions and snide remarks.’ 


‘It is said that they openly worship the cytharai,’ said Imrik. ‘Khaine for 
certain, and the other undergods likely. In the colonies, they are quite 
brazen about it.’ 


“We do not dictate to others how they choose to appease the gods,’ said 
Hotek with a shrug. ‘I know that they endeavour to spread the worship of 
the cytharai to other kingdoms and cities, but their proselytising falls on 
ears unwilling to listen for the most part. Better to ignore them and let the 
metal cool than temper it to hardness with accusations and persecution.’ 


‘Your shrine, it fares well?’ asked Imrik. 


‘Our days as armourers to the princes have thankfully long passed,’ Hotek 
said. “Today we fashion amulets not swords, rings not shields. And much 
time is spent in the study of such dwarfen artefacts that come into our 
possession. They are most remarkable pieces, unlike anything fashioned in 
Ulthuan. Sometimes crude to look at, I admit, but containing simple yet 
powerful enchantments.’ 


The conversation continued in similar vein until they reached the palaces. 
Imrik passed the care of Hotek to the servants of his older brother and with 
his duties discharged, spent the rest of the morning playing with Tythanir. 
At noon, the time of his brother’s expected arrival, he made his way to the 
great hall, which had been set with a ring of high-backed chairs for the 
council, nearly a hundred in all. Caledrian’s throne faced the huge doors, his 
advisors already waiting beside it and most of the nobles already present. 


Imrik took his place to the right hand of the throne, Dorien on the other 
side, with Thyrinor next to him. The hall soon filled, leaving only a handful 
of places of nobles that had been unable or unwilling to attend. The muffled 
call of clarions rang from the citadel walls announcing Caledrian’s arrival. 
The assembled elves stood and awaited his entrance, a quiet whispering 
rebounding from the painted walls of the hall. 


A stamp of feet preceded the opening of the doors. All eyes turned on 
Caledrian as he entered. The ruler of Caledor was dressed in a long robe of 
white, patterned with golden thread in curling flames, a wide belt about his 
waist and a narrow circlet on his head. He strode into the hall without much 
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ceremony, waving a hand in greeting to some of his councillors, stopping to 
have quick conversations with others. He had an easy smile, and clasped 
hands and shoulders without unease, but Imrik thought he saw a certain 
stiffness in his brother’s movements that betrayed some burden he carried. 


Imrik stepped up to meet his brother as he reached the throne. He embraced 
Caledrian, as did Dorien, and the three stood together for a moment. 


‘It is good to see both of you here,’ said Caledrian. He glanced past Dorien 
and smiled at Thyrinor. ‘And you, cousin. I wish that our reunion took place 
in happier times, but I have grim tidings. After the council, we will feast 
together and become properly reacquainted.’ 


With that, Caledrian signalled for the council to be seated, though he 
remained standing. Imrik noticed that another elf had joined the short line 
of Caledorian dignitaries behind the throne. He was a little stockier than the 
others, with grey hair and almost white skin; certainly not of Caledor. He 
wore a purple robe of light material, so that it flowed from his arms and 
legs in the slightest draught. He was relaxed yet alert, eyes never still as 
they took in the details of the hall and its occupants. 


‘My gratitude to you all for coming here at such short notice,’ declared 
Caledrian, drawing Imrik’s attention away from the newcomer. ‘There has 
been much speculation as to my activities of late, so let me put rumour to 
rest. Not long ago, I received representation from Bel Shanaar.’ He waved a 
hand towards the elf that Imrik had been watching. ‘This is Tirathanil, a 
herald of the Phoenix King. He bore to me alarming news, and we have 
spent days in debating its import and the wishes of Bel Shanaar. The 
matters are of such import that, according to custom, I will lay them before 
this council and conduct a vote to know the wishes of Caledor.’ 


The prince sat on his throne and paused; the councillors leaned forwards in 
their seats, anxious to hear what he had to say next, their eyes fixed upon 
Caledrian. 


‘For years we have heard of an unsettling rise in the open worship of the 
cytharai,’ he continued. ‘Each of us knows tales from the other kingdoms of 
some of the depravities involved in these rituals, and I am thankful to 
acknowledge that such practices have not encroached upon Caledor. It is 
Bel Shanaar’s suspicion, and I share it, that these cults are under the sway 
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of Nagarythe. More specifically, that they owe allegiance to Morathi. We 
are not content to allow this state of affairs to remain unchanged. 


‘If it is the intent of this council, we shall answer the summons of Bel 
Shanaar to attend to his court at Tor Anroc, there to discuss what action will 
be taken. As many of you know, I had already made plans for noble Imrik 
to act on my behalf, and the greater urgency that now faces us only 
strengthens my belief in that decision.’ 


Caledrian looked to Imrik for a moment and then returned his gaze to the 
council members. 


‘Tt is not his will nor mine that Imrik will carry with him, but the will of this 
council,’ said Caledrian. ‘No proposal for action has been put forward by 
Bel Shanaar and I have heard nothing of the desires of the other princes. 
Thus Caledor will, as in times past, take the lead in this matter. With due 
respect to the wisdom of the council, it is my belief that the kingdoms must 
unite in purpose and in arms and destroy these cults wherever they are 
found. There are those that see no need for action and there are some that 
even support these cults in secret. We must root out those in thrall to 
Morathi and bring them before the judgement of the Phoenix King.’ 


‘Why stop there?’ said Dorien. There were mutters of annoyance and 
scowls from the rest of the council; it was not proper form to speak before 
being invited by the ruling prince. Dorien paid no heed to the whispers of 
irritation. ‘You say it yourself that Nagarythe is the source of this menace. 
Malekith has abandoned his kingdom and allowed it to fall into barbarism 
and hedonism. We all know that Morathi is not to be trusted. I say that we 
subject Nagarythe to the rule of the Phoenix King until Malekith returns; if 
he ever does. Too long have we allowed our cousins in the north their 
wayward practices. It is time they were brought to account for it, and 
stability restored.’ 


There were nods of agreement from many in the council, and a few 
members clapped softly or slapped a hand to thigh in appreciation. Imrik 
agreed with the sentiment, but knew that any direct action against 
Nagarythe would be tantamount to invasion. He was inclined to believe 
Caledrian did not desire to go so far, and was certain that Bel Shanaar 
would never endorse such a thing unless given extreme provocation. Imrik 
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Saw no reason to comment, knowing that the council would decide 
regardless of his opinion on the matter. 


Several council members indicated their willingness to speak, Hotek 
amongst them. The priest received a word from Caledrian and stood up, 
hands behind his back. He took a few paces towards the throne, and as 
dictated by convention addressed his thoughts to the ruling prince, though 
his words were for the whole council. 


‘I am wary of any persecution of these cults,’ said Hotek, his voice soft and 
melodious. ‘Not because I support them, but because we risk escalating 
isolated violence into a greater strife. I deplore these base rites as much as 
any of you, and know that for each disturbing story there is possibly another 
fouler act committed unseen. Unless proof can be presented that these cults 
are acting in concert, that the hand of Morathi controls them, it would be 
unwise to raise up arms against our own people. My sect once provided 
Aenarion and your forefathers with weapons to free this isle from death; we 
will not provide them to be used against those we are sworn to protect. For 
the most part these are simple people, not corrupt of heart but misguided or 
simply indolent and bored. Bel Shanaar has allowed this circumstance to 
arise by his inaction, it is true, but it would be foolish to over react. It is not 
too late to allow peace to prevail.’ 


‘A sentiment we all share,’ said Caledrian. ‘Yet we cannot allow this 
depravity of spirit to fester any longer. Only by stern efforts have we kept 
Caledor free of the cults’ taint; others have not been so successful. The 
other kingdoms are uncertain in their power, unwilling to do what is 
necessary to bring Ulthuan back from the brink of disorder. We must take a 
lead where others have shirked their duties.’ 


‘Perhaps if we could speak with Tirathanil?’ suggested Eltaranir, one of the 
oldest members of the council, whom Imrik considered as an uncle. He had 
been a close friend of Imrik’s father, Menieth; they had attended the First 
Council together when Bel Shanaar had been chosen to succeed Aenarion, 
and it had been Eltaranir that had borne Menieth’s body back from the 
colonies when he had been slain in the wars of conquest. 


Caledrian waved to the Phoenix King’s herald to come forwards. Tirathanil 
did so with a slight swagger, pleased with the sudden attention. His 
pomposity deflated under Eltaranir’s scrutiny. 
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“There is little I can add that your prince has not already told you,’ said the 
herald. ‘Yet I will endeavour to answer any questions you have.’ 


‘Has Bel Shanaar received any news of Malekith?’ asked Hotek. ‘It is 
dubious to discuss the kingdom of another prince when he cannot represent 
himself.’ 


“The Phoenix King knows nothing more of Malekith than any of you,’ said 
Tirathanil. ‘That he still lives is likely, and continues his exploration of the 
northern wastes. As for representation, Nagarythe it was that severed ties to 
Tor Anroc, despite several attempts by myself and others to make embassy 
to them. If Morathi still rules, she does not answer the Phoenix King’s 
invitations to court.’ 


‘If she still rules?’ Thyrinor pounced on the turn of phrase. ‘Why should 
she not?’ 


‘There is rumour of infighting amongst the Naggarothi,’ admitted 
Tirathanil. ‘How extensive or violent it is, we do not know. It is the Phoenix 
King’s assessment that in Malekith’s long absence, the princes of Nagarythe 
struggle for power.’ 


‘Perhaps we should aid whoever seeks to overthrow Morathi,’ suggested a 
voice from the council. 


‘An outrageous suggestion!’ said Eltaranir. “To meddle so in the rulership of 
one kingdom is to invite dissent in every kingdom. It is only through our 
pacts of non-interference that we are able to govern as befits each realm. 
We must be wary of every accusation levelled at Nagarythe. Many princes 
are jealous of the Naggarothi power and would take opportunity to 
undermine it. We are not free of such envy; would you have every 
scurrilous rumour and accusation made against Caledor used as an excuse 
to pry into our lives?’ 


The council member who had spoken sat down with a _ chagrined 
expression. More than a dozen other elves raised their hands to be 
acknowledged and a background of whispering began. Caledrian called 
each in turn to speak, though they added little that was meaningful to the 
discussion, which went on through the afternoon. Imrik listened to each 
speech intently, seeking to solidify his own feelings on the matter. His 
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instinct was to act quickly and decisively, but as he heard proposal and 
objection, his certainty wavered. 


By the time the sky was darkening beyond the high windows, Imrik felt 
ready to speak. He shifted in his chair and caught Caledrian’s eye. When the 
next opportunity presented itself, Caledrian nodded to Imrik. 


The prince stood, thumbs hooked into his broad belt. He looked first at 
Dorien, and then at the rest of the council. The hall was quiet, the private 
discussions fading away as Imrik turned to Caledrian. Not once had any 
objection been raised to his appointment as ambassador, and every elf was 
keen to hear his personal view on the issues. 


“We must fight,’ said Imrik. He raised a hand for silence as protests echoed 
around the chamber. ‘We cannot attack Nagarythe. No prince can send his 
watriors into the lands of another without permission. Bel Shanaar must 
broker an agreement between the kingdoms. Each shall provide forces to 
the Phoenix King, which will operate under his authority alone. Every 
kingdom will be purged in turn. Those cultists that repent their associations 
with the cytharai and desire clemency will receive it. Those that oppose the 
will of the princes will be imprisoned, or slain if they resist with violence.’ 


Imrik sat down again. 


Silence followed as each elf digested this plan. Caledrian was deep in 
thought on his throne, his advisors whispering to him. 


‘Do you think Bel Shanaar will agree?’ Imrik asked Tirathanil. All eyes 
turned on the herald, awaiting his reply. 


‘In principle, yes,’ said Tirathanil. He took a deep breath before continuing. 
‘I think you will find some support amongst the other princes. With 
Caledor’s support, they will be able to sway the opinion of those that are 
less committed.’ 


Caledrian stood up, signalling to Tirathanil to withdraw behind the throne. 
The prince crossed his arms and swept his gaze slowly around the circle of 
elves. 


“We have a proposal to vote upon, as composed by Imrik,’ said Caledrian. 
‘Make your decision known. I suspend my right of view in this matter. If 
the council endorses this course of action, it will be final.’ 


1006 XRN 


A few elves stood immediately, supporting Imrik’s plan. There was some 
conversation and shuffling, and then the others rose to their feet until only 
Hotek was left seated. The priest of Vaul smiled and nodded at Imrik, and 
stood up. 


“The vote is unanimous,’ declared Caledrian. A self-congratulatory murmur 
rippled around the ring of council members. The ruling prince looked at 
Imrik. ‘Tirathanil returns to Tor Anroc tomorrow, brother. Can you leave 
that soon?’ 


Imrik considered his options. He had no desire for the negotiations his plan 
would require, and in the short time he had been in Tor Caled he had made 
efforts to reconcile with Anatheria and make himself better known to 
Tythanir. It would take some time for other princes to answer Bel Shanaar’s 
call and the wait would be arduous. He could imagine himself kicking his 
heels in the Phoenix King’s palace, forced to pass the time with the 
Tiranocii nobility in endless banquets and galas. 


Yet it would be improper to remain idle in Tor Caled when he had important 
duties to attend. 


‘No point waiting,’ he said. ‘I’ll leave tomorrow.’ 


The number of princes, nobles and envoys tested the capacity of the 
Phoenix King’s palace, which was one of the largest buildings in Ulthuan. 
Imrik and Thyrinor, having taken ship along the coast of the Inner Sea to 
Ellyrion and then ridden westwards to Tor Anroc through the Annulii 
Mountains, found the city bustling; claustrophobic compared to the colonies 
and Tor Caled. 


Imrik was silently grateful for the fact that the Caledorian entourage, which 
included a handful of scribes and servants in addition to the princes, was 
accommodated in one of the houses in the centre of the city rather than 
within the palace itself. This gave Imrik some of the solitude he required, 
and the events of the first few days of the visit sent the prince into isolated 
retreat several times. 


There were so many people to meet, so many introductions, ceremonies and 
feasts, Imrik was wholly reliant upon Thyrinor to remember who everybody 
was and where he was supposed to be. More delegations arrived each day, 
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adding to Imrik’s sense of bewilderment. It appeared that many of the 
attendants did not understand the gravity of the occasion, and saw the 
convening of the Phoenix King’s court as an opportunity to extend their 
usual festivities and politics. On uncertain ground, Imrik had held his 
tongue on a number of occasions, advised by Thyrinor to hold his patience 
and not unduly antagonise anybody; a feat Imrik found difficult, since most 
elves found his taciturn nature bordering on insult in itself. 


There were fewer princes present than Imrik had hoped. Many of the 
eastern kingdoms had sent ambassadors instead; though they professed to 
speak and act with the authority of the princes, Imrik could not treat with 
them as equals as any assurances they made would have to be ratified later 
by their masters. It meant that the whole business of discussing the growing 
problems of the cultists and the situation in Nagarythe descended into petty 
wrangles and interminable discussions about the exact phrasing of a 
proposal or the true meaning of another delegate’s words. 


A few princes had made the journey, and Imrik found them to be of a 
generally more tolerable nature than the other attendants. In particular, he 
found Thyriol of Saphery to be calm and wise amongst the tumult, and had 
considerable respect for the mage who had learnt his mystical arts under the 
tutelage of Imrik’s grandfather. Finudel and Athielle, joint rulers of 
Ellyrion, were also pleasant company. Though both displayed disarming 
humour and quick wit, they were ever conscious of the importance of the 
council. 


Imrik had spent some time with these three elves listening to their opinions 
on Nagarythe and voicing the proposal of Caledor to form a united army 
under the banner of the Phoenix King. Other than a perfunctory greeting 
when he had arrived, Imrik had spent no time discussing his views with Bel 
Shanaar, but on the sixth day of the council, he was due to speak before the 
Phoenix King. 


He met with Thyrinor and Thyriol beforehand, and brought up his 
uncertainty at expressing his plans in a way that would meet favour with the 
Phoenix King. 


‘I am not eloquent,’ Imrik admitted as the three princes drank fruit juices in 
the gardens of Imrik’s adopted house. Autumn cloud and sun mingled 
overhead, bathing the immaculate lawn in periods of warmth and shade, 
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while birds and bees flitted about the carefully maintained hedges and trees. 
‘I am too abrupt. Bel Shanaar will think I am telling him what to do.’ 


‘Perhaps you should phrase your proposals as questions, cousin,’ said 
Thyrinor, reclining on a white stone bench beside a shallow pool of clear 
water. Bubbles broke the pond as jade-scaled fish swam lazily just under the 
surface, their bodies glinting. ‘Lead Bel Shanaar to come to the answers 
you wish him to.’ 


‘That is not a gift I have,’ said Imrik. ‘I was never a good student of 
rhetoric.’ 


‘Do not be overly concerned by your mannerisms,’ Thyriol assured him. 
Dressed in a rich yellow and gold robe, the Sapherian mage sat in the shade 
beneath a tree, eyes closed. ‘You do not know Bel Shanaar well, but he is 
well versed in statecraft and will listen not to your words but to your 
message. It was with some personal difficulty that he has gathered the 
council. He has critics, and there are those willing to say the Phoenix King 
is too weak to act on his own.’ 


‘No doubt those whispers were first formed on the lips of Morathi and her 
lackeys,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Even in the colonies, there has been quiet but 
constant campaign against Bel Shanaar; ever with the assumption that 
Malekith should have been chosen instead.’ 


‘Let them grumble,’ said Imrik. ‘My father had as much claim as the 
Dragontamer’s successor. Caledor has no love for the Phoenix King, but I 
will give Bel Shanaar the respect he earns.’ 


‘Grumbles may seem unimportant to you, but every rumour and snippet is 
valuable here,’ warned Thyriol, opening his eyes. ‘Even you must be aware 
that as unpopular as the Naggarothi are, the Caledorians are not high in the 
affections of the other kingdoms. Your dragons scare them.’ 


‘So they should,’ said Imrik. ‘It is not Caledor’s fault if they have strength 
when other kingdoms allow themselves to be weak.’ 


“They are not as weak as they once were,’ said Thyrinor. ‘The port of 
Lothern in Eataine is becoming one of the largest cities in Ulthuan, and her 
fleet dwarfs ours. Cothique and Yvresse have outposts all over the world. 
Even gentle Saphery, our companion’s kingdom, is renowned for the skill 
and power of her mages. We cannot rely upon the dragons for eternity. Only 
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a handful remain that do not sleep beneath the mountains, and it will not be 
long before they too choose to slumber.’ 


“Which is why we’re here,’ said Imrik. ‘The Phoenix King alone can 
harness that strength.’ 


‘But will he be willing?’ Thyrinor directed the question to the mage. 


‘Bel Shanaar is concerned, but not desperate,’ replied Thyriol. ‘Your 
proposal has merit that he will see, but if it is not the desire of the other 
kingdoms, he will not give your plan his backing.’ 


“Your voice would lend weight to our argument,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Not only 
as the prince of Saphery, but as one who elevated Bel Shanaar to Phoenix 
King.’ 


“There is some truth to that,’ said Thyriol, smiling faintly. ‘Bel Shanaar and 
I fought against the daemons under Aenarion, and there are few left who 
can claim such an achievement.’ 


“We should go now,’ said Imrik, glancing up at the sun. Noon was 
approaching, the appointed hour for his audience with the Phoenix King. ‘I 
would not keep Bel Shanaar waiting.’ 


The corridors of the outer palace were comparatively quiet; it had been 
made known that the Phoenix King had set aside the whole day for 
representations of the princes present, with no lesser agents permitted. 
There were bows and words of deference to Thyriol from the few other 
elves they met, and platitudes offered to Imrik, as the princes made their 
way to the main hall of the palace. 


Though they were early, Bel Shanaar’s chamberlain, Palthrain, was waiting 
for them at the hall doors. Palthrain bowed in greeting and offered a few 
pleasantries. 


‘Is Bel Shanaar receiving audience yet?’ asked Imrik. 


‘Enter when you wish,’ said Palthrain. ‘The Phoenix King lends his ear to 
Athielle and Finudel presently, but they have made it known you are 
welcome to join the discussion.’ 


Imrik took a breath and nodded to Palthrain, who signalled for the 
attendants to open the doors. The hall beyond was vast, its roof held up by 
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slender pillars inscribed with golden runes, the ceiling cunningly painted to 
represent a spring sky, lit from dozens of arched windows. 


At the far end, Bel Shanaar sat upon a throne wrought in the shape of a 
phoenix, wings outspread. A long cloak of white feathers draped over the 
throne from his shoulders, hemmed with a band of golden thread and hung 
with sapphires. The Phoenix King wore formal robes layered in white and 
gold, delicately embroidered with silver swirls of flame and glittering runes. 
Elves showed little sign of age, no matter how ancient, and Bel Shanaar’s 
face was only faintly lined despite his centuries of existence. He did not 
wear the elaborate Phoenix Crown; instead his pale blond hair was swept 
back with a golden band decorated with a single emerald at his forehead. 
His eyes were bright blue, alert as Athielle spoke, her voice quiet but 
carrying along to Imrik by the perfect acoustics of the hall. 


“They are raiders, pure and simple,’ the princess said. ‘They come across 
the mountains and take unattended herds. It is the worst kind of theft, to 
steal the horses of Ellyrion.’ 


“Yet you offer no proof of this larceny,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘Your herds go 
missing and you spring to blame the Naggarothi, when a more likely 
explanation is some monstrous hunter from the Annulii. A feral hippogryph 
perhaps, or a hydra?’ 


‘And Nagarythe is not a poor kingdom,’ added another prince. Imrik knew 
him to be Elodhir, the son of Bel Shanaar. ‘If the Naggarothi desired horses, 
they would buy them.’ 


‘Not from us,’ said Finudel. ‘We have concern that they do not treat their 
herds well. Their arrogance has become overbearing, their attitude to their 
beasts verging on cruelty.’ 


Palthrain made known the arrival of the princes as Imrik, Thyrinor and 
Thyriol entered the hall. The others ceased their conversation and waited 
for the arrivals to join them. Palthrain made formal introductions, though all 
the elves were known to each other. 


‘Tt is an honour to welcome the representatives of Caledor to this chamber,’ 
said Bel Shanaar, dismissing Palthrain with a casual wave. ‘I hope that your 
kingdom fares well, and Caledrian also.’ 
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‘Our fortunes are as usual,’ said Imrik. ‘My brother is worried by the rise in 
the cults that taints much of Ulthuan. Caledor remains free of these sects, 
but it is not an easy task.’ 


‘And there are those who have laboured in vain to halt the progress of the 
cults,’ said Athielle. ‘It is not from lack of watchfulness that these cults 
prosper. Caledor perhaps owes as much to the patrol of our common border 
as it does the vigilance of its leaders.’ 


‘No accusation was meant,’ said Imrik. ‘What has happened cannot be 
changed. What we do next, that is what must be decided.’ 


‘Imrik has a proposal I believe worth hearing,’ said Thyriol, his robes 
glinting in the sunshine streaming through the high windows. The mage 
turned to Imrik and nodded. 


‘Each kingdom alone has attempted to halt the spread of the cults, and 
failed,’ said Imrik. He offered a shrug of apology to Finudel and Athielle. 
‘It seems to me that this is a problem for all of Ulthuan. Only you, the 
Phoenix King, can claim authority over the whole isle. Use your position to 
assemble an army drawn from every kingdom. Appoint a general, or lead 
the army yourself, and purge the cults from each kingdom in turn.’ 


The Phoenix King and princes said nothing, perhaps waiting for Imrik to 
elaborate on his plan. He had nothing else to offer at the moment and stayed 
silent. Eventually Bel Shanaar stirred, leaning forwards in his throne. 


‘An army?’ he said, quiet but firm. ‘That is your solution?’ 


Imrik glanced at Thyrinor, but received no assurance from his cousin’s 
blank expression. 


‘The cults are a threat,’ said Imrik. “They need to be dealt with. An army 
may be uncivilised, but it will be effective.’ 


“Violence has never been the cure for any ill,’ said Bel Shanaar. 


‘The orcs and beasts of Elthin Arvan disagree,’ said Imrik. ‘To avoid 
violence is laudable; to shirk your duty as the defender of Ulthuan is not.’ 


‘Be careful with your remarks,’ snapped Elodhir. ‘You address the Phoenix 
King! Do not forget the oaths you swore before the sacred flame of 
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Asuryan. Caledor is yet part of Ulthuan and one of the Phoenix King’s 
domains.’ 


‘I remember my oaths,’ Imrik said in return, turning his fierce gaze from 
Elodhir to Bel Shanaar. ‘Does the Phoenix King? He remembers the darkest 
days of our people. Harsh times that needed harsh answers. The cults have 
festered too long.’ 


‘Such disrespect will not be tolerated,’ Elodhir replied, but Imrik ignored 
him, his attention focussed on the Phoenix King. 


‘Silence, my son,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘Imrik has some cause for complaint, 
though he chooses not to sweeten his bitter message with softer words. He 
is right; I swore oaths to defend Ulthuan against all enemies and perils. That 
this peril is of our own creation does not make it any better than those that 
asSail us from beyond our borders; in many ways, it is far worse.’ 


‘A show of determination will be enough for many in the cults,’ said 
Athielle. “Their leaders, those that ensnare the desperate and unwary, they 
need to be dealt with by the full force of justice. Those who follow, those 
who simply seek some other meaning to their existence or to lose 
themselves in senselessness, can be shown the error of their ways without 
punishment.’ 


‘An army invites resistance,’ said Elodhir. ‘The threat of violence will 
prompt the cultists to defend themselves.’ 


“They have already committed violence,’ said Thyriol. The mage’s slender 
fingers tugged at the sleeves of his robe as he spoke. ‘Sacrifices have been 
made, lives taken. There are stories from every kingdom of cults choosing 
to fight and die rather than subject themselves to the mercy of their prince 
and his warriors.’ 


‘And that violence will escalate,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘The cults are scattered, 
disorganised and of more spiritual than physical threat.’ 


‘I disagree,’ said Finudel. “They are aided by Nagarythe, of that I am sure.’ 


‘Sure, but without evidence,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘You would have me outlaw 
an entire kingdom based on rumour.’ 


‘Not rumour,’ said Athielle, her temper flaring. ‘Bodies we have found, of 
herdmasters slain. Others have disappeared without trace, and the elders of 
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remote towns have been intimidated and murdered.’ 


‘And the Naggarothi dead from these raids?’ said Elodhir. “You have found 
them?’ 


The silence of Athielle and Finudel was the only answer they could offer. 
Elodhir shook his head and looked at his father. 


‘It seems that we have been offered no greater insight into the problem,’ 
said the Phoenix King. ‘We are no closer to a solution than at this time 
yesterday.’ 


‘Action is required,’ said Imrik. ‘It is inaction that has allowed the cults to 
flourish.’ 


‘I will make no hasty decision,’ said Bel Shanaar. “The situation grows 
more volatile and I would not risk provoking it without good cause. I will 
consider your position, Imrik. Please take refreshments and rejoin me this 
evening.’ 


Imrik was about to offer further argument but saw that the others were 
already bowing and turning away, accepting the Phoenix King’s dismissal. 
He did the same, choosing not to risk Bel Shanaar’s anger, keeping his 
sharp words to himself for the moment. 


When they had left the hall, Thyrinor beckoned for Imrik to leave the others 
and the pair found an unoccupied chamber not far from the audience hall. 
Murals depicting the Tiranoc coast decorated the walls, moving from placid 
summer shores to winter storms as the scene subtly changed as one looked 
around the circular room. 


There were cushioned benches, and side tables laden with fruit, wine and 
water. Thyrinor picked up a jug and poured golden wine into a crystal 
goblet, and then remembered to offer the same to Imrik, who declined. 


‘I need a clear head,’ said Imrik, slumping onto one of the benches. He took 
an apple from a platter near at hand and bit deeply, savouring the freshness 
of the fruit. ‘Bel Shanaar is too cautious. Yet the more I push him, the less I 
will achieve.’ 


‘It is for your forcefulness that you were chosen, cousin,’ said Thyrinor. He 
took a mouthful of wine, eyes closed. He opened them after a moment. 
‘This is really rather good wine. Anyway, it is not Bel Shanaar that you 
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need to worry about for the moment. His concern is the reception he will 
receive from the other delegations. Finudel and Athielle will back you, of 
that I am sure. Thyriol too, I would think, as he has offered no counter to 
our plan. You must persuade the others.’ 


‘How do I do that?’ asked Imrik, finishing off the apple. ‘It seems to me 
that no kingdom wishes to take responsibility.’ 


“Then show them the leadership lacking in Bel Shanaar,’ said Thyrinor. 
‘Why not offer to lead the army?’ 


‘No,’ Imrik said immediately. ‘I have no desire to do that.’ 


‘Why not? You are a natural general, and you have the respect of many 
other princes, if not their friendship.’ 


‘I cannot lead the warriors of other kingdoms,’ replied Imrik. ‘I cannot trust 
them.’ 


‘But you would trust another to lead them?’ 


Imrik left the question unanswered. His only concern was the safety of 
Caledor. That meant ridding the rest of Ulthuan of the pernicious cytharai 
cults, just as it had meant destroying the greenskins and the forest beasts 
that threatened the colonies of his kingdom. It was not a role he relished, 
though it was one he filled with pride. The thought of being answerable 
directly to Bel Shanaar troubled him; the prospect of working closely with 
the princes of other kingdoms unsettled him. 


‘Will you at least speak with the representatives of the other kingdoms?’ 
said Thyrinor, pouring himself a second glass of wine. ‘If you gain their 
backing, Bel Shanaar will have no choice but to support our proposal.’ 


‘And how do I do that?’ said Imrik. “They will see it as Caledor trying to 
gain more power. They see everything through eyes tinted with envy.’ 


With a heavy sigh, Thyrinor put his goblet to one side and crossed his arms. 


‘Are you regretting your decision to accept this duty?’ he said. ‘I find your 
negativity arduous to endure, cousin, and others will feel likewise. You 
bring them doom instead of offering hope. Give them something to put their 
trust in. If you are to succeed you must support Bel Shanaar and make the 
others believe in his ability to lead our people.’ 
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‘A belief I do not have,’ said Imrik. ‘Would you have me lie?’ 


“You can be intolerable!’ Thyrinor threw up his hands. ‘Why are you here at 
all, if you have no belief that we can succeed?’ 


‘It is my duty,’ replied Imrik. 


‘Is that all? Do you not fear for the Ulthuan in which your son will grow 
up?’ 


“While Caledor remains strong, he will be untouched by this malaise,’ said 
Imrik. ‘That is my only concer.’ 


‘Caledor cannot resist the rest of Ulthuan forever,’ said Thyrinor, taking up 
his wine and drinking swiftly. ‘The dragons cannot fight against the 
whispers that scratch at the spirit of our people. The mountains are no 
bulwark against the insidious nature of melancholy and boredom. If Caledor 
is to remain free, the rest of Ulthuan must be freed first.’ 


‘I understand,’ said Imrik, confused by his cousin’s misplaced frustration. ‘I 
see your point. With the backing of Caledor, the Phoenix King will 
command the authority he deserves.’ 


‘So, will you speak with the others?’ 


“Yes,’ said Imrik, standing. ‘But not at the same time. I must speak with 
each delegation in turn. I cannot stand to be dragged into their bickering.’ 


‘Then I will organise things,’ said Thyrinor, finishing his drink. He took a 
few steps towards the door and stopped. ‘Please try to be civil to them.’ 


For the whole afternoon, Imrik tried as hard as possible to be civil, ignoring 
the veiled slights directed at Caledor and the innuendo cast upon the 
delegations of the other kingdoms. He spoke with each group of 
representatives, outlining the Caledorian plan for a campaign against the 
cults. Thyrinor did much of the speaking, taking care to emphasise the 
importance of each kingdom in the grand scheme, ensuring that it was the 
listeners that believed they would have the most control. By the time 
Palthrain found the pair in the late afternoon, at least five other kingdoms 
had indicated their support and promised to make representation to Bel 
Shanaar; none had yet been willing to declare their support openly. 
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As before, Imrik found Bel Shanaar, Elodhir, Thyriol, Finudel and Athielle 
in the king’s audience chamber. There were a few other elves around, sitting 
on the great amphitheatre of benches that surrounded the Phoenix Throne. 
Imrik ignored them and strode up to Bel Shanaar. 


‘Have you decided?’ said Imrik. 


“You have been busy,’ replied Bel Shanaar. ‘Since our last conversation, I 
have had constant visitors proposing the idea of an army drawn from all of 
the kingdoms.’ 


‘I intend no trickery,’ Imrik said quickly, sensing he was being accused of 
some subterfuge. 


Bel Shanaar smiled, though he did not deign to share the reason for his 
amusement. He gave Thyriol a nod and the mage held up a rolled 
parchment. 


‘This is the first draft of a declaration,’ said Thyriol, handing the scroll to 
Thyrinor. ‘It declares the open worship of the cytharai to be illegal and calls 
upon all elves to renounce the undergods.’ 


“That is all?’ said Imrik. ‘What of the army?’ 


‘One thing at a time,’ said Elodhir. ‘First we must get agreement that action 
needs to be taken. When that has been secured, we can discuss what form 
that action will take.’ 


‘Winter will come swiftly,’ said Imrik. ‘If we do not strike now, it will be 
next spring before we can move. It will take many days to gather warriors 
from the whole of Ulthuan. The call must be sent out immediately.’ 


“Your presumption is incredible,’ said Elodhir. “We will not let you bully 
the other kingdoms into agreeing with you.’ 


“We?’ Imrik looked hard at Bel Shanaar. ‘Only one elf is Phoenix King.’ 


‘And I speak as prince of Tiranoc also,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘Mine is a double 
burden of rulership. Would you have me declare war on my subjects?’ 


Imrik heard the noise of others entering, but paid no heed to the newcomers. 
Anger warred with disappointment in his heart. Before returning to this hall, 
he had thought progress had been made; in reality very little would be 
agreed any time soon. 
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‘Captain Carathril of Lothern, your majesty.’ Palthrain’s voice rang down 
the hall. 


“Thank you, Palthrain,’ Bel Shanaar said, still not looking at the arrivals. 


Imrik glanced over his shoulder and saw Palthrain bowing and departing, 
leaving two elves in armour, wearing the colours of Lothern. Both appeared 
to be officers, but he did not recognise them from the Eataine delegation. 
He dismissed them from his thoughts as irrelevant. 


“We cannot show mercy,’ said Imrik with a shake of his head. ‘The people 
need our strength.’ 


‘But many of them are victims as much as they are perpetrators,’ cautioned 
Bel Shanaar. “They are brought low by their own terrors, and the priests and 
priestesses play on their fears and manipulate their woes. I have spoken 
with some who claim that they did not realise how debased they had 
become. There is dark magic in this, some more evil purpose that we have 
not yet seen.’ 


“Then we must find their ringleaders and question them,’ suggested Elodhir. 
The prince took a pace towards his father. ‘We cannot simply allow the 
cults to spread unchecked. If we should allow that to happen, our armies 
will be eaten away by this menace, our people consumed by their own 
desires. No! Though it is perhaps a harsh judgement on some, we must 
prosecute your rule with firm determination and relentless purpose.’ 


Imrik was taken aback by Elodhir’s sudden change of heart. He was not 
sure what game was being played by Elodhir, and was certain he did not 
like it. For a moment, he preferred the other prince’s opposition to his 
support, but then realised this was immature. 


“That is all well and good, Elodhir, but against whom must we prosecute 
it?’ asked Thyriol. As always, Thyriol’s words were quiet and meaningful. 
As he carefully considered his next words, the mage ran thin fingers 
through his copper-coloured hair. His deep green eyes fixed on each of his 
fellows in turn. ‘We all know its root, yet there is not one of us speaks its 
name. Nagarythe. There, I have said it and yet the world turns.’ 


“Tales and rumour are no basis for policy,’ replied Bel Shanaar. ‘Perhaps 
our guests bring tidings that will aid our discussions.’ 
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The Phoenix King and princes looked at the new arrivals, who stood for a 
moment with their mouths open, surprised to be so quickly drawn into such 
a discussion. The guard captain, who had been named Carathril by the 
announcement, cleared his throat and paused for a moment before speaking. 


‘I bear ill tidings, your majesty,’ Carathril said quietly. ‘I and my 
companion have ridden hither with all haste to bring you the news that 
Prince Aeltherin of Lothern is dead.’ 


The news did not bode well and Imrik scowled. A death amongst the ruling 
princes was bound to cause even more delays. 


‘It is our misfortune that the great prince fell from grace, your majesty,’ 
continued Carathril. ‘I know not how, but Prince Aeltherin became a 
member of the pleasure cults. For how long, we do not know. It appears that 
for some time the prince was in league with the dark priestesses of Atharti, 
and from his position misdirected our efforts to uncover the plots of the 
cult. Only a chance happening, a name whispered by a prisoner in her sleep, 
Started us on a sinister path that led to the doors of the prince’s manse 
itself.’ 


‘And how is it that Prince Aeltherin does not stand here to defend himself 
against these accusations?’ asked Elodhir. ‘Why is he not in your custody?’ 


‘He took his own life, highness,’ explained Carathril. ‘I endeavoured to 
reason with him, implored the prince to put his case before this court, but he 
was gripped with a madness and would not consent. I know not what 
caused him to act in this way, and I would not dare to speculate.’ 


‘A ruling prince party to these covens of evil?’ muttered Thyriol, turning to 
the Phoenix King. Imrik growled at the thought. Caledrian had hinted at 
such treachery, but to hear it confirmed was grievous news to the 
Caledorian. Immediately his thoughts went to the other members of the 
court and which, if any, could be trusted. 


‘Matters are even graver than we would have dared admit,’ said Thyriol. 
“When news of Aeltherin’s fall spreads, fear and suspicion will follow.’ 


‘As is the intent of the architects of this darkness, I have no doubt,’ said Bel 
Shanaar. ‘With the rulers of the realms no longer to be trusted, to whom will 
our citizens turn? When they cannot trust those with authority, the greater 
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the dread upon the minds of our people, and the more they will flock to the 
cults.’ 


‘And who shall we trust, if not our own?’ asked Imrik, giving voice to the 
doubt in his mind, his eyes seeking signs of duplicity in the faces of the 
others. 


“The defection of Prince Aeltherin casts a cloud over every prince,’ said Bel 
Shanaar with a sorrowful shake of his head. ‘If we are to lead the people 
from the temptations of the cults, we must be united. Yet how can we act 
together when the doubt remains that those in whom we confide may well 
be working against our interests?’ 


“To allow ourselves to be divided would bring about a terrible age of 
anarchy,’ warned Thyriol, who had begun to pace back and forth beside the 
king’s throne. ‘The rule of the realms is fragile still, and the greatest of our 
leaders are beyond these shores in the colonies across the ocean.’ 


‘The greatest of our leaders sits upon this throne,’ said Elodhir, his eyes 
narrowing. 


‘I spoke not of one individual,’ said Thyriol, raising a placating hand. ‘Yet I 
would wish it that Prince Malekith were here, if only to settle the matter of 
his people in Nagarythe. In his absence we are reluctant to prosecute 
investigations within his realm.’ 


“Well, Malekith is not here, while we are,’ said Bel Shanaar sharply. He 
paused for a moment, passing a trembling hand across his forehead. ‘It 
matters not. Thyriol, what is the counsel of the mages of Saphery?’ 


The mage-prince ceased his pacing and turned on his heel to face the 
Phoenix King. He folded his arms, which disappeared within the sleeves of 
his voluminous robe, and pursed his lips in thought. 


“You were correct to speak of dark magic, your majesty,’ Thyriol said 
quietly. ‘Our divinations sense a growing weight of evil energy gathering in 
the vortex. It pools within the Annulii Mountains, drawn here by the 
practices of the cults. Sacrifice of an unnatural kind is feeding the ill winds. 
Whether it is the purpose of the cults or simply an unintended result of their 
ceremonies, we cannot say. This magic is powerful but dangerous, and no 
mage will wield it.’ 
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“There is no means by which this dark magic cannot be spent safely?’ asked 
Imrik. He thought of the sacrifice of his grandfather, trapped forever in the 
eye of the vortex so that such dark magic would not pollute the world. 


‘The vortex dissipates some of its power, and would cleanse the winds in 
due course were the dark magic not fuelled further,’ explained Thyriol. 
‘Unfortunately, there is nothing we can do to hasten this, other than to stop 
the cults practising their sorcery.’ 


‘And so we retum again to our main question,’ sighed Bel Shanaar. ‘How 
might we rid ourselves of these cults?’ 


‘Firm action,’ growled Imrik. ‘Muster the princes; send out the call to arms. 
Sweep away this infestation with blade and bow.’ 


“What you suggest threatens civil war,’ Thyriol cautioned. 
“To stand idle threatens equal destruction,’ said Elodhir. 


‘And would you lead this army, Imrik?’ Bel Shanaar asked, turning in his 
throne to stare intently at the Caledorian prince. 


‘I would not,’ Imrik replied sharply. ‘Caledor yet remains free of this taint, 
and I seek to maintain the peace that we have.’ 


‘Saphery has no generals of renown,’ said Thyriol with a shrug. ‘I think that 
you will find the other realms reluctant to risk open war.’ 


“Then who shall lead the hunt?’ pleaded Elodhir, his exasperation clear in 
his voice. 


‘Captain Carathril,’ said Bel Shanaar. Carathril jolted in surprise. 
‘How might I be of service, your majesty?’ Carathril asked. 


‘I dispense with your duties to the Guard of Lothern,’ said Bel Shanaar, 
standing up. ‘You are loyal and trustworthy, devoted to our people and the 
continuance of peace and just rule. From this moment, I appoint you as my 
herald, the mouth of the Phoenix King. You will take word to the princes of 
the fourteen realms. I will ask if there is one amongst them who is willing 
to prosecute the destruction of these intolerable cults. This peril that besets 
us is no less than the division of our people and the destruction of our 
civilisation. We must stand strong, and proud, and drive out these faithless 
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practitioners of deceit. The gratitude of our lands and this office will be 
heaped upon the prince that delivers us from this darkness.’ 


Imrik saw Thyrinor’s brow raised at this unprecedented declaration. 


“Your change of heart is welcome,’ said Finudel. ‘What has caused it to be 
altered?’ 


‘A prince is dead,’ said Bel Shanaar. “There can be no path that is not 
shadowed with darkness from this time on. The path will grow longer if we 
wait, and Imrik is correct. Matters are reaching a head, and who can say 
what fresh turmoil in Nagarythe might spread into the other kingdoms. We 
must act swiftly lest more become lost in the darkness. We cannot give our 
enemies the winter to move against us.’ 


“Yet you do not have a general,’ said Thyriol. 
All eyes turned to Imrik. 


‘No,’ said the Caledorian. ‘There are others who have waged war in the 
colonies, and even a few princes who fought beside Aenarion. They will be 
capable of leading your army.’ 


Not wishing to discuss the matter further, Imrik strode from the hall, 
content that he had achieved his goal. Thyrinor hurried after him and caught 
up just as the doors were closed behind them. 


‘This is a great opportunity for Caledor,’ said his cousin. ‘Be sensible, 
Imrik. You know that the princes will choose a general from amongst their 
number, and there will be great prestige attached to the position. Other 
ranks of importance will be filled, and the esteem of that kingdom will 
grow further. Bel Shanaar is nearing the end of his natural span, and there 
are princes that already position themselves to claim the Phoenix Throne.’ 


‘What has that to do with me?’ said Imrik. 


‘Imagine what Caledor could achieve if Caledrian was to become the next 
Phoenix King?’ 


Imrik stopped in his stride and turned on Thyrinor. 


‘And that is your only thought?’ he snapped. ‘Or perhaps it is your own 
prestige that occupies your plans? Caledor does not need the Phoenix 
Crown to be the greatest of the kingdoms.’ 
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“Your accusations are harsh, cousin,’ declared Thyrinor, though his 
embarrassed countenance betrayed his guilt. “The empowerment of Caledor 
is to the benefit of all our princes, you included.’ 


‘I want nothing more than I have,’ said Imrik, resuming his long stride 
along the corridor. ‘Had I desired more glory, I would put myself forward as 
Bel Shanaar’s general.’ 


“You are being selfish, to rob your brothers of this opportunity,’ said 
Thyrinor. 


“Yes, I am,’ replied Imrik. ‘Since my coming of age I have done all that has 
been asked of me without complaint. I have spent most of my life earning 
riches and glory for Caledor. Now I wish to have the time to see my son 
grow and learn, and perhaps even give him a brother or sister.’ 


Exasperated, Thyrinor turned away, leaving Imrik to depart the palaces 
alone. Imrik crossed the plaza outside the palaces to the house that had been 
set aside for the Caledorians. The chief of the servants, Lathinorian, met 
him as he stepped over the threshold. 


‘A messenger from Prince Caledrian arrived,’ said Lathinorian. ‘He awaits 
you in the second chamber.’ 


‘I have no need to send a message,’ said Imrik. ‘Send him back to Caledrian 
with the news that we have been successful. I shall convey the rest myself 
when I return.’ 


“We are leaving soon, prince?’ said Lathinorian. ‘Shall we _ begin 
preparations for our departure?’ 


‘We leave tomorrow,’ said Imrik. ‘I am tired of Tor Anroc.’ 


With that, Imrik headed upstairs to his bedchambers, and left instruction 
that he was not to be disturbed. 


Nothing broke Imrik’s thoughts; he heard no sound save the wind whistling 
across the mountains. He looked out of the window and watched Anatheria 
with Tythanir; the boy was holding a wooden sword and shield and under 
the instruction of Celebrith making strikes at a small straw dummy set up in 
the middle of the lawn. The boy had insisted he be allowed to train with a 
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sword. Anatheria had worried her son had been caught up in the dark talk of 
cults and war that had filled the palace corridors of late, but Imrik had been 
in no mood to deny his son what he wanted. 


The prince knew the peace of the scene was an oddity. Tor Caled had hosted 
heralds from one kingdom or another for a considerable time; many of them 
coming to entreat Caledrian or one of his princes to take up the office of the 
Phoenix King’s general. All had been declined. Caledrian had no more 
desire than Imrik to leave his kingdom during these troubled times, and had 
forbidden any other prince of the realm from answering the call. He was 
insistent, with Imrik’s support, that Caledor was not entangled in the 
politics of this new army. When a suitable candidate was appointed, the 
kingdom would send such warriors as they could spare to fight under 
another elf. 


Thyrinor and Dorien had argued differently, and with some cause. They had 
claimed it was foolish to allow the other kingdoms to choose a general 
without Caledor having a say in the matter. If Caledorian warriors were to 
fight, their princes should know who they would follow. Caledrian had 
asked if Imrik would return to Tor Anroc to take part in the selection 
debates, but Imrik had flatly refused. 


Having returned once and been sent away again, Imrik was determined that 
nothing would disrupt his time with his family. His relationship with 
Anatheria had improved significantly, and Tythanir was growing fond of his 
father. Imrik was not about to risk these developments by abandoning them 
again, even if only for a little while. 


Entertained by his son’s antics, Imrik barely heard the door opening behind 
him, guessing it to be a servant. It was with surprise that he turned at the 
sound of his older brother’s voice. 


‘Imrik, I must speak with you,’ said Caledrian. 


Caledor’s ruler was grim of mood, and Imrik could tell from his brother’s 
expression that he was not anxious to have this conversation. 


‘What is it?’ said Imrik. ‘You could have sent for me.’ 


‘This is not a discussion between ruler and prince, but between brothers,’ 
said Caledrian, sitting on a couch and looking past Imrik, out of the 
window. ‘I have received Carathril, the Phoenix King’s herald. The princes 
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are finally gathering at Tor Anroc to choose a general. Not only that, 
rumour spreads, that there is outright war in Nagarythe, between Morathi 
and others who would see her reign ended.’ 


‘Grave news, but to be expected,’ said Imrik, turning his back to the 
window to rest against the sill. ‘What of it?’ 


‘I want you to go to Tor Anroc.’ Caledrian looked away as he said it, 
casting his eyes downwards. 


‘No,’ said Imrik. ‘Go yourself, or send Dorien or Thyrinor.’ 


‘I cannot,’ said Caledrian. ‘Dorien will undo all progress made with his 
rashness and Thyrinor is too willing to accommodate Bel Shanaar. It must 
be you.’ 


“Why can you not go? The other ruling princes will expect it.’ 


‘And they will seek to settle past disagreements,’ said Caledrian. ‘I have not 
protected Caledor’s prosperity by endearing myself to my fellow rulers. My 
presence would be as disruptive as Dorien’s.’ 


“You said you come as brother, not lord,’ said Imrik. “This sounds like a 
command.’ 


‘Tt is not,’ said Caledrian. ‘I will not force you to go.’ 
‘Nor could you,’ said Imrik. 


“This will not be like last time,’ promised Caledrian. ‘Bel Shanaar is on the 
brink of brokering an agreement between the kingdoms to deal with 
Nagarythe. This is far more than just a campaign against the cults. The 
Phoenix King wants to persuade the others to unite and force Nagarythe 
into negotiation. If Caledor is not present, Bel Shanaar believes the others 
will baulk at the prospect.’ 


“What happened to your vow not to interfere in the other kingdoms?’ said 
Imrik. ‘Now you speak of invasion.’ 


‘Not a prospect I desire, but one that is forced upon us,’ said Caledrian. He 
crossed the room and laid a hand on Imrik’s arm. ‘With the revelation of 
Aeltherin’s treachery, it has the other princes distrusting each other more 
than ever. However, none doubt the integrity of Caledor and her princes. 
They know that we would never fall under the influence of Nagarythe. 
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More than that, it is you that commands their respect, even if few are 
willing to admit it. Brother, we are on the brink of war and I need your help. 
Your presence will reassure our allies and cow those who would seek to 
oppose action.’ 


Imrik pulled away his arm and stared out of the window, watching as 
Tythanir made a clumsy hack at the dummy, Celebrith helping to guide his 
blow. 


“What manner of world will your son see?’ Caledrian said behind him. ‘Our 
grandfather gave his life to protect us from the daemons. Our father put his 
trust in Bel Shanaar, and sacrificed himself for the prosperity of this 
kingdom. What I ask is not so great a price; just a little of your time.’ 


The mention of Imrik’s forefathers rankled him, but he could not deny what 
Caledrian said. What reason could he give to refuse? All sounded as vain 
excuses; in truth they were and Imrik despised himself for clinging to them. 
Yet the simple fact remained that he did not wish to be Caledor’s 
ambassador, and had even less inclination to get involved with a war against 
the Naggarothi. 


Confrontation was inevitable. Even if Bel Shanaar lacked the courage to act 
directly against Nagarythe, the purge of the cults would be a blow to 
Naggarothi esteem. Even if only half of the rumours concerning the strife in 
Nagarythe were true, it was still far from a stable kingdom. 


As he watched Tythanir pretending to be a warrior, Imrik felt a moment of 
disgust. Of course he wanted his son to grow up skilled with sword and 
lance and bow; but what right did Imrik have to make that choice for him? 
There was a good chance that Bel Shanaar would pull back from his utter 
commitment to eradicate the cults and bring the Naggarothi to heel. Fifty 
years had passed since Malekith had abandoned his own people; anything 
could happen in the next fifty if nothing changed. 


‘T’ll go,’ said Imrik, his knuckles white as he gripped the window sill. 
“Tonight. No delay will make the parting any easier.’ 


‘I love you, brother, and would not ask of this of any other,’ said Caledrian, 
placing his hand on Imrik’s shoulder. ‘Ensure that Bel Shanaar will see 
through this campaign to the end, and help the other princes choose a good 
general. When that is done, I will ask no more of you.’ 
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There was no doubting Caledrian’s honest intent, but Imrik knew that such 
a promise would never be kept. A war was about to be waged on Ulthuan 
and until it was concluded, there would be no peace for Imrik or any other 
prince. 


The atmosphere of Tor Anroc was even more fevered than during Imrik’s 
last visit. He had left behind Dorien and Thyrinor, wanting no distractions. 
They had complained bitterly, as Imrik had expected, until he had made it 
clear he would consider their presence an irritation and a hindrance. Dorien 
was slightly mollified by Imrik’s request that he stay as guardian to 
Anatheria and Tythanir; as yet he had no family to care for. Thyrinor had 
been even more stubborn, and only when Caledrian had commanded his 
cousin to stay in Tor Caled had the matter been settled. 


Much had already been decided before Imrik’s arrival, for which he was 
grateful. Having determined to prosecute a campaign against the cultists, it 
appeared that Bel Shanaar was fully committed, despite Imrik and 
Caledrian’s misgivings on this point. 


Several princes had already announced which of their noble houses would 
bring their warriors to the effort, though Imrik had no such promises from 
his brother. If all went well, the princes of Caledor would not be required; it 
had been long years since the dragons of Caledor had fought upon 
Ulthuan’s soil and all in the kingdom desired that such a thing remained a 
memory. The deployment of such force was not only impractical in a 
Campaign against scattered, small cults, it would incense the Naggarothi 
without question and force their hand. 


So Imrik spent his time in the hall of Bel Shanaar and listened as noble after 
noble and prince after prince staked their warriors to the cause and their 
claim to the generalship. Most were given short shrift by the Phoenix King 
and princes; untested leaders who had not seen battle. It was a problem for 
all of the kingdoms; their most warlike folk and most accomplished 
commanders had long quit these shores for a more adventurous life building 
and guarding the colonies. 


On the second day after his arrival, Finudel and Athielle came to the court 
and pledged the support of Ellyrion. Thyriol made oaths on behalf of 
Saphery, and volunteered his own magical prowess to the cause. From 
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Yvresse and Chrace and Cothique princes offered themselves in response to 
Bel Shanaar’s call. 


Yet for all the martial talk and posturing, two questions remained: who 
would lead the army, and where would it be sent? There seemed to be an 
ongoing struggle between the princes, unspoken but no less tenacious than 
any battle with armies. Even within the camps of the different kingdoms 
there was division: some who committed troops wanted to be the first to 
benefit, while others saw gain in the upheaval falling elsewhere first. 


Again and again Imrik turned away those that would see him raised up as 
the Phoenix King’s general. The idea was proposed again by Finudel, two 
days after he had arrived. 


‘There is none of us so well equipped for this honour as you,’ said the 
Ellyrian prince, when the council had gathered in Bel Shanaar’s hall. ‘Save 
perhaps for the efforts of Malekith, none has achieved greater deeds of arms 
in recent history.’ 


“That makes it somebody else’s turn,’ replied Imrik. 


There was some laughter at this, but Imrik’s scowl showed he had intended 
no joke and silenced them. 


“We could bring back Aerenthis, perhaps?’ suggested Thyriol. ‘As warden 
of Athel Maraya he is experienced in war.’ 


‘He has already declined,’ said Bel Shanaar with a long sigh. ‘As have 
Litheriun, Menathuis, Orlandril and Cathellion.’ 


‘Then if no other will take this burden, I shall do it,’ said Elodhir. 


‘A noble offer, but one I cannot accept,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘I have told 
you before that the general cannot be of Tiranoc. If this army is to fight 
under my authority, it must be led by a prince of another kingdom, so that 
no accusation can be levelled that I favour my own kingdom above any 
other.’ 


“There must be some way to resolve this,’ said Finudel. ‘In Ellyrion, twenty 
thousand cavalry and ten thousand spears await the command of a general. 
Who is to lead them?’ 
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‘It matters not if the horsemasters of Ellyrion stand ready to ride forth,’ said 
Prince Bathinair of Yvresse. ‘Who are they to ride forth against, my dear 
Finudel? You can hardly lead a cavalry charge through every village and 
town in Ulthuan.’ 


‘Perhaps you seek to upset the harmony between the realms for your own 
ends,’ added Caladryan, another of Yvresse’s nobility. ‘It is not secret that 
of late the fortunes of Ellyrion have waned. War suits those with little to 
lose, and it costs those who have the means. Our endeavours across the 
oceans bring us wealth and goods from the colonies; perhaps Ellyrion is 
jealous of that.’ 


Finudel opened his mouth to speak, his anger etched in creases across his 
brow, but Athielle quickly laid a hand on her brother’s arm to still him. 


‘It is true that we have perhaps not prospered as much as some,’ the 
Ellyrian princess said quietly. ‘In part that is because we of the Inner 
Kingdoms must pay the taxes of Lothern to pass our fleets into the Great 
Ocean. If not for those taxes, I suspect that the Outer Kingdoms would 
perhaps have less of a monopoly of trade.’ 


“We cannot be held to account for the quirks of geography,’ sneered Prince 
Langarel, one of Haradrin’s kin from Lothern. ‘The sea gates must be 
maintained, and our war fleet stands ever ready for the benefit of all. It is 
fitting, then, that all should contribute to the cost of maintaining these 
defences.’ 


‘And against whom do you defend us?’ growled Finudel. ‘Men? Hut- 
dwelling savages who can barely cross a river, and an ocean divides us from 
them. The dwarfs? They are content to dig in the mountains and sit in their 
caves. The slaves of the Old Ones? Their cities lie in ruins, their civilisation 
swallowed by the hot jungles. Your fleet is not required, a token of the 
hubris of Lothern kept gilded by the labours of the other realms.’ 


‘Must every old slight and rankle be dredged up before me every day?’ 
demanded Bel Shanaar, his calm voice cutting sharply through the raised 
voices of the princes. ‘There is nothing to be gained from this bickering, 
and everything to be lost. While we argue over the spoils of our growing 
colonies, our cities here at hand are being devoured by decadence and 
forbidden pursuits. Would you have us abandon our roots and settle in the 
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newly grown branches of our realm? The world has riches enough for us 
all, if we could set aside these incessant arguments.’ 


“The power of the cults grows, that much is clear,’ said Thyriol, from where 
he sat upon one of the ring of innermost benches surrounding the hall. All 
turned to the mage in expectation. 


“The vortex holds the winds of magic in check for the moment, but dark 
magic is gathering in the mountains. Strange creatures have been seen in the 
highest peaks, unnatural things spawned from the power of Chaos. Not all 
things of darkness were purged by the blade of Aenarion and the vortex of 
Caledor. Hybrid monsters of flesh, mutant and depraved, dwell still in the 
wilderness. The dark magic feeds them, emboldens them, makes them 
stronger and cannier. Even now, the passes become ever more dangerous to 
travel. In the winter when the hunters and soldiers cannot keep these 
growing numbers of beasts at bay, what then? Will we have manticores and 
hydras descend into the lowlands to attack farms and destroy villages? If we 
allow the cults to grow unchecked, perhaps even the vortex itself will fail 
and once more plunge the world into an age of darkness and daemons. Is 
there one here with the will to prevent that?’ 


The assembled princes stood in silence, eyeing each other, avoiding the 
gaze of the Phoenix King. Imrik felt the weight of expectation upon his 
shoulders. He had known this moment would come and done everything he 
could to avoid it. 


He closed his eyes, picturing his son at play, hardening himself to another 
duty thrust upon him. He opened his mouth to answer. 


“There is one perhaps that has the will,’ a voice called out, echoing along 
the audience chamber from the doorway. Its timbre was firm and deep, 
filled with authority. 


A ripple of gasps and whispers spread through the court as Imrik opened his 
eyes to see a newcomer striding purposefully across the lacquered floor, the 
fall of his boots sounding like the thunder of war drums. He was dressed in 
a long skirt of golden mail and his chest was covered with a gold 
breastplate etched with the design of a dragon, coiled and ready to attack. 
He wore a cloak of shadow black across his shoulders, held with a clasp 
adomed with a black gem set into a golden rose. Under one arm he carried a 
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tall war helm, fixed with a strange circlet of dark grey metal that had 
jutting, thorn-like spines. A complex headband of golden threads swept 
back raven hair that fell about his shoulders in twisted plaits tied with rings 
of rune-etched bone. His eyes were piercing, dark, as he stared at the 
nervous princes and courtiers. He radiated power, his energy and vigour 
surrounding him as surely as light glows from a lantern. 


The princes parted before the newcomer like waves before a ship’s prow, 
treading and stumbling upon robes and cloaks in their eagerness to back 
away. A few bowed stiffly or nodded heads in unthinking deference as he 
Swept past to stand in front of the Phoenix King, his left hand, gloved in 
supple black leather, resting on the silver pommel of a sword hanging in an 
ebon scabbard at his waist. 


Imrik felt relief and anger war within him at the sight of the newly arrived 
prince; relief that another was willing to take up the mantle of leadership, 
anger that he had not done so before. 


‘Prince Malekith,’ said Bel Shanaar evenly, stroking his bottom lip with a 
slender finger. ‘Had I known of your coming I would have arranged suitable 
welcome.’ 


“Such ceremony is unnecessary, your majesty,’ replied Malekith, his tone of 
voice warm, his manner as smooth as velvet. ‘I thought it prudent to arrive 
unannounced, lest our enemies be warned of my return.’ 


‘Our enemies?’ said Bel Shanaar, turning a hawkish look upon the prince. 


‘Even across the oceans, as I fought against vile beasts and brutal orcs, I 
heard of the woes that beset our home,’ Malekith explained. He paused and 
turned to face the princes and their counsellors. ‘Alongside the dwarfs, 
beside their kings, I and my companions fought to keep our new lands safe. 
Friends I had that gave their lives protecting the colonies, and I would not 
have their deaths be in vain; that our cities and our island here would fall to 
ruin even as we raise sparkling towers and mighty fortresses across the 
length and breadth of the world.’ 


‘And so you have returned to us in our hour of need, Malekith?’ said Imrik, 
stepping in front of Malekith with his arms crossed. The Naggarothi 
prince’s overly dramatic entrance summed up everything Imrik believed 
about Aenarion’s son. 
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“You must also have heard that which vexes us most,’ said Thyriol softly, 
standing up and pacing towards the prince of Nagarythe, stepping between 
Malekith and Imrik. ‘We would wish to prosecute our war against these 
insidious evils across all of Ulthuan. All of Ulthuan.’ 


“That is why I have returned,’ replied Malekith, meeting the mage’s keen 
gaze with his own piercing stare. ‘Nagarythe is gripped by this torment no 
less than other lands; more I have heard on occasion. We are one island, one 
realm under the rule of the Phoenix King, and Nagarythe will not be party 
to insurrection, nor shall we tolerate black magics and forbidden rituals.’ 


“You are our greatest general, our most sound strategist, Prince Malekith,’ 
said Finudel, his voice hesitant with hope. Imrik bit back a retort at this 
sudden change of allegiance. ‘If it pleases all present, would you take up the 
banner of the Phoenix King and lead the fight against these miserable 
wretches?’ 


‘In you runs the noblest blood of all princes,’ gushed Bathinair, his tone 
sickly in the extreme. Imrik shook his head in disgust, unseen by the others, 
for all eyes were on Malekith. ‘As you fought the darkness alongside your 
father, you could again bring the light back to Ulthuan!’ 


‘Eataine would stand by you,’ promised Haradrin with a clenched fist held 
to his chest. 


Imrik stepped away, distancing himself from the others as a chorus of 
pleading and thanks bubbled up from the assembled nobles. They fell silent 
the moment Malekith raised a hand to still them. The Naggarothi prince 
turned his head and looked at Bel Shanaar, saying nothing. The Phoenix 
King sat in thought, his lips pursed, steepling his slender fingers beneath his 
chin. Bel Shanaar then looked at Imrik’s stern expression, an eyebrow 
raised in question upon the Phoenix King’s face. 


‘If it is the will of the Phoenix King and this court, then Caledor will not 
oppose Malekith,’ Imrik said slowly, before turning away and stalking from 
the room. 


It was with a bitter heart that Imrik arrived in Tor Caled with news of 
Malekith’s return. So fortunate was the timing, he suspected the Naggarothi 
prince to be involved in the rise of the cults. For Imrik, events now seemed 
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too neat to be coincidence. The affair had the stench of artifice about it; 
created and managed for the further aggrandisement of Malekith. 


He said as much to Caledrian, though his brother confessed some measure 
of relief that Malekith would restore order to Nagarythe. The ruler of 
Caledor called together the most powerful nobles of the kingdom to discuss 
his response to the development. 


“We have no need to get involved,’ Imrik told the council. ‘Malekith has 
taken the duty upon himself. Let him stamp his rule again upon his 
rebellious people.’ 


‘There is a course of reason that suggests we should not let Malekith 
operate without counter,’ said Thyrinor. ‘With the mandate of Bel Shanaar 
and the blessings of the other kingdoms, he might turn such power to 
mischief. If Caledor had representation in the army, a force to match 
Malekith’s veterans, balance will be maintained.’ 


‘A wise course, but one that will founder,’ said Caledrian. 
‘How so?’ replied Thyrinor. 


‘Who here will fight for Malekith?’ Caledrian addressed the assembled 
princes and nobles. 


‘I will not,’ said Imrik; a sentiment echoed by the others. 


‘I will raise no blade beneath a Naggarothi banner,’ said Dorien. ‘It is an 
insult to the memory of the 
Dragontamer to fight with the outcasts of the north.’ 


Caledrian smiled grimly at Thyrinor, his point made. 


‘Will you, cousin?’ said the ruling prince. Thyrinor glanced at the rest of the 
council and shook his head. “Then the matter is settled. No house of 
Caledor will join Bel Shanaar’s army, and the dragons will not fly the skies 
of Ulthuan.’ 


‘A choice that is yours alone to make,’ said Hotek, who had remained silent 
since the discussion had begun. ‘Yet Caledor should show some support to 
the venture, lest our kingdom be accused of forgetting our duties to the 
Phoenix King.’ 


“You have a suggestion, Hotek?’ said Caledrian. 
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‘Make a gift of weapons to the cause,’ said the priest of Vaul. ‘As your 
grandfather did for Aenarion, let the artifice of Vaul’s Anvil be your 
offering to Bel Shanaar.’ 


Caledrian looked to the others and received nods of assent. 
‘Tt shall be as you say,’ he said. ‘What must I do?’ 


“You need do nothing,’ replied Hotek. ‘I shall see to the forging and 
delivery on your behalf. It would be fitting if you would travel to the shrine 
with me to make offering to the priests.’ 


‘Of course,’ said Caledrian. ‘Whatever you desire shall be yours.’ 
‘For Vaul,’ Hotek said pointedly. 


“Yes, for Vaul,’ Caledrian swiftly corrected himself. 


Though the times that followed were anxious, the path chosen by the 
princes of Caledor seemed to be wisest. At first troubling news reached 
them from the north. Malekith’s first attempt to restore his rule in 
Nagarythe ended in failure. This Caledrian and Imrik and the other princes 
heard from Carathril the herald, who had ridden alongside Malekith on the 
ill-fated venture. 


Though this setback caused some consternation in Caledor, the noble and 
the wise of that kingdom again decided not to intercede in the war. The first 
weapons from Vaul’s Anvil were finished, six rune-enchanted swords, and 
were delivered with due ceremony to Bel Shanaar. The gift was accepted 
graciously, though the Phoenix King was saddened that the dragon princes 
would not lend their might to the battle. 


Though Malekith’s first foray into Nagarythe had nearly ended in disaster, 
much had been learnt of the enemy. Morathi was indeed the chief architect 
of the cults, and had usurped her son to take control of Nagarythe. 
Strengthened by the confirmation of this belief, the other princes doubled 
their efforts to rouse the cults from their cities and towns, declaring them 
outlaw. They sent more troops to Malekith as he prepared for a fresh 
offensive in the spring. 
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During the bleak winter days, Imrik was able to forget the troubles of the 
north and spend much time with Tythanir. Unlike his brothers and the other 
princes, he cared nothing for news of Malekith’s affairs, believing his part 
in the unfolding war to have been settled. 


One day he took his son into the mountains, onto the peaks above Tor 
Caled. He showed him the view of the city and told tales of the city’s 
founding by Tythanir’s great-grandfather. 


‘Our blood is in these rocks,’ said Imrik, stamping a foot on the frosted 
ground. ‘Beneath it is the fire of the mountains and the caves of the 
dragons. From the mines in these peaks was brought forth the first ithilmar. 
Caledor Dragontamer took this wondrous metal to the smiths of Vaul and 
bade them to forge a blade and a shield and armour for Aenarion.’ 


‘And the other weapons too?’ said the boy. 


‘Later, yes,’ said Imrik. ‘The first were for Aenarion, who had passed 
through the flame of Asuryan and been reborn. Next, Caledor gave 
instruction for the making of his staff, wrought of gold and silver and iron. 
For his son Menieth, my father, a sword was forged upon the smith god’s 
anvil.’ 


Imrik drew his sword from its sheath. The blade glittered with inlaid 
ithilmar, wrought into runes of sharpness and death. In Imrik’s hand it 
weighed no more than a feather, and so keen was its edge, the lightly falling 
snow could not settle upon it. 


‘This is the wrathbringer, Lathrain,’ said Imrik. He crouched and took 
Tythanir’s hand and wrapped it about the worn hilt, so that the two of them 
held the sword together. ‘To your uncle, Caledrian, your grandfather gave 
the kingdom. To your other uncle, Dorien, he gifted the standard of Caledor. 
To me he gave this blade. He died with this weapon in his hands. To wield it 
is the greatest honour in Caledor, but to bear it is to carry the honour of the 
kingdom also.’ 


‘How many daemons did grandfather slay?’ asked Tythanir, eyes wide with 
excitement. 


‘Countless,’ replied Imrik. 


‘What about orcs, and beastmen?’ 
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‘Beyond number,’ said Imrik. 


The child looked at the sword with amazement. He reached a finger towards 
the blade but Imrik stopped him. 


“The edge need never be sharpened,’ said the prince. ‘Watch.’ 


Imrik took the sword in his fist and stood up. He pointed to an outcrop of 
rock, dusted with snow. With an effortless swing, Lathrain sheared off the 
top, sending it tumbling down the slope. Tythanir laughed at the 
demonstration. 


‘Cut something else!’ the boy cried out. 
‘No,’ replied Imrik, sheathing the blade. ‘It is not a toy.’ 
Tythanir’s lip trembled and his eyes filled with tears. 


‘I want to see you cut something else,’ he said, his voice breaking with 
sadness. 


‘One day it will be yours, and you will understand why it is no plaything,’ 
Imrik said, pulling the boy close to embrace him. 


‘But...”. the child started, but Imrik’s unflinching stare ended the 
protestation as it began. 


‘It is not right to argue,’ said Imrik. ‘Your mother is too indulgent.’ 


The boy scuffed his feet and pouted as they walked hand in hand back down 
the path. It pulled at Imrik’s heart to see his son so crestfallen, but he could 
think of nothing that would ease Tythanir’s childish disappointment. 


It reminded Imrik of the long days of his own youth, when his father had 
been away. He had studied diligently, eager to show his father how much he 
had learnt when Menieth infrequently returned. Great was his father’s 
praise on those occasions, but always paired with a reminder to Imrik of his 
duties as a prince of Caledor. Imrik remembered how his father would tell 
him that though Caledrian was the heir, Imrik was the strongest of the three 
brothers. When Caledrian ruled, Imrik would have to be the protector of the 
family. 


Such thoughts brought Imrik to his happiest memory and he smiled at the 
recollection. He tugged at Tythanir’s hand to get the boy’s attention. 
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Tythanir looked up with a scowl, so deep it could have been Imrik’s own, 
and the prince could not help but laugh. This only served to annoy Tythanir 
further, but as he pulled to get away, Imrik gently dragged him back. 


“Would you like to see the dragons?’ he asked, and received a wordless 
shout of excitement in reply, all thoughts of magical swords gone from the 
boy’s mind. 
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THREE 
The Flames are Fanned 


To visit the dragon lairs was no simple expedition, and Imrik was forced to 
wait until the spring on the vehement instructions of his wife. Tythanir was 
excited for the whole winter, asking his father every day if they were going 
to see the dragons. Such was his anticipation, the boy handled every 
disappointing reply with forced dignity, fearful that the offer would be 
withdrawn altogether if he made too much of a fuss. 


Though Imrik tried to avoid all news of wider Ulthuan, he could not help 
but hear of the travails from the other kingdoms from his family and other 
nobles. The cults had risen up against the princes, burning and murdering 
and bringing anarchy to many towns and cities. Even in Tor Anroc, cults 
were found, but still the kingdom of Caledor was free from the presence of 
the cytharai-worshippers. 


When the first sun of spring finally touched Anul Caled above the city, 
Imrik announced that the weather was fair enough to set out for the dragon 
caves. Though he did not know it, another expedition was setting forth at 
the same time; Prince Malekith’s army marched across the Annulii, destined 
for the Naggarothi capital of Anlec and a confrontation with his mother. 


Dorien and Thyrinor joined Imrik’s family on the journey, along with 
several other nobles whose sons had yet to see the dragons of their 
homeland. To witness the creatures in their lairs was a birthright and a 
privilege known only to the Caledorian nobility, and so it was unsurprising 
that there was much ceremony and celebration surrounding the trip. 


It took five days for the caravan to wind its way up to the higher passes of 
the mountains; a journey a dragon could fly in a day, Imrik thought 
wistfully as his carriage bumped and rolled over the uneven road. Dozens of 
wagons carried the families and their servants, each flying the green and red 
flag of Caledor. 


Each morning the children woke with the dawn, gazing hopefully into the 
cloudy skies for their first sight of a dragon, yet nothing larger than a bird of 
prey was to be seen. The clouds grew heavier, joined by the fumes and 
vapours of the volcanoes. The rocks were dark grey and the caravan 
traversed ancient lava flows, heading higher still. 
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By late afternoon on the fifth day, they came to the Vale of the Drake, a 
bleak gorge nestling within the Dragon Spine Mountains. Hundreds of cave 
entrances broke the slopes like gaping mouths; from many, wisps of steam 
and smoke curled lazily into the valley. 


They left the horses and wagons and went on foot, Dorien carrying a long 
instrument made from a dragon’s hor tipped and rimmed with gold. The 
princes and their young charges stopped upon a lifeless mound of shining 
rock in the middle of the vale. 


Dorien lifted the dragon horn to his lips and blew a single bass note that 
echoed for a long time. 


‘Will the dragons come?’ asked Tythanir. 
‘Hush,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Listen.’ 


All stood in silent expectation, the children straining to hear so hard that 
some of them stood on tiptoe. 


‘Blow it again, uncle,’ said Tythanir. 
‘Quiet,’ snapped Imrik. ‘Patience.’ 


It seemed as if the horn blast continued to reverberate from the cave 
mouths, long after any natural echoes would have died away. Yet rather 
than diminishing, the sound grew in strength. All turned left and right, 
trying to pinpoint the source of the noise. It seemed to issue from every 
cavern at once. 


‘There!’ hissed Dorien, pointing behind them and to the left. 


There was the faintest flicker of light in the smog that crept from the cave, 
as of distant fire. To the keen ears of the elves came the sound of scratching, 
as of monstrous talons scraping rock and scales sliding against stone. The 
answering call to the hom continued, dipping and rising. Imrik’s skin 
prickled at the sound, even though he knew its cause; the breath of a dragon 
rebounding strangely along the maze of tunnels that riddled the mountains. 


Closer and closer came the sound, and brighter and brighter glowed the 
light. It was a trick of the featureless gorge that the caves seemed small, for 
Imrik had walked them and knew some to be large enough for a ship to pass 
into. 
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With a billowing of fumes, something immense launched itself from the 
cave entrance; broad wings unfurling to catch the thermals of its own fire, a 
red dragon soared into the sky. A few of the children shrieked at the sight, 
but most stood dumbfounded; Imrik remembered his own silent awe and 
terror when he had stood on this same spot with his father. 


As the dragon circled above, Imrik knew it immediately to be his own 
mount. 


“You are fortunate,’ he told Tythanir and the others. ‘This is Maedrethnir, 
the oldest of the dragons to remain awake. It is a great honour to meet him. 
Be sure to show proper respect.’ 


Necks craning to watch the dragon above, children and adults followed 
Maedrethnir’s progress as his shadow flitted across the mountainsides and 
disappeared as he rose into the clouds. There were some sighs of 
disappointment, but Imrik smiled, knowing what to expect. The old dragon 
was showing off, just as he had done the first time Imrik had seen him. 


The whispers from the children turned to gasps as the clouds above the 
valley began to roil across the sky, lit from within by patches of orange. As 
the fumes and vapours swirled, a dark shape blurred through the air at their 
heart. The glow deepened, becoming a blood red that grew more intense 
with each heartbeat. 


Maedrethnir burst from the clouds like a meteor, wreathed in flame and 
smoke, plunging straight at the elves. At first the children laughed with 
delight. A piercing cry split the air, building in volume as the dragon 
continued to dive. The giggles died away and Imrik felt Tythanir slip his 
hand into his father’s, grip tightening as the dragon roared closer and closer. 


There were some wails of panic from the youngest children, and anxious 
murmuring from the others. Down plunged Maedrethnir, flames licking 
along his body and wings, trailing spirals of black smog. Imrik felt his son 
tug at his hand and heard him urge his father to move. The prince held 
Tythanir to the spot. The pulling grew more insistent with every moment, 
Maedrethnir a comet of flame and scale and claw hurtling towards the 
barren mound. 


Just as the children’s screams cut the cold air, the dragon snapped open his 
wings, soaring over the group so low his wings almost brushed the ground. 
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The blast of wind knocked the smallest to the ground, Tythanir left dangling 
in his father’s grasp as Imrik’s hair and cloak swirled and the air raged 
around him, reverberating with a crack as the dragon flapped his wings 
once and climbed away. 


Imrik could feel his son trembling and turned, helping him back to his feet. 
For a moment, tears glistened in Tythanir’s eyes, his whole body shaking, 
his lips bloodied from being bitten. 


Recovering from the shock the children’s laughter came again, tinged with 
a mania of relief and joined with the deeper chuckles of their fathers. 
Above, Maedrethnir tipped a wing and turned sharply, descending to land a 
short distance away, rock shards sent flying as his claws scraped across the 
mound. 


‘A fine display!’ Dorien called out. He looked at the young elves, who 
stood with wide-eyed awe, staring at the dragon just a stone’s throw away. 
“We thought it time you met the future lords of Caledor.’ 


Introductions were made, each child brought forwards to bow before 
Maedrethnir. As he greeted each, the dragon’s breath ruffled hair, causing 
some to laugh while others retreated quickly, still struck dumb by the 
experience. 


Lastly, Tythanir was presented. 
‘The line of Caledor himself,’ said Imrik. ‘My son, Tythanir.’ 


The boy stepped towards the dragon and placed his hands on his hips 
defiantly. He stared up into the monstrous face of Maedrethnir, his scowling 
countenance reflected in the dragon’s large eyes. 


‘That was a very bad thing to do,’ scolded Tythanir. ‘You frightened 
everybody. You should say sorry!’ 


Maedrethnir drew back and looked at Imrik, head cocked to one side in 
surprise. 


“That is no way to pay respect,’ snapped Imrik. 


‘This old creature should bow to us,’ said Tythanir. ‘Caledor was the 
Dragontamer. We are their masters.’ 
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“You are wrong, boy,’ said Dorien. ‘Though Caledor first tamed the wild 
dragons, they are now our trusted allies. They are the source of our 
kingdom’s power and you will show them respect.’ 


“Bow and Say you are sorry,’ said Imrik. 
“What if I don’t?’ replied Tythanir. 


‘I will crush you,’ said Maedrethnir, lunging at the boy, one clawed foot 
held above Tythanir’s head. The boy flinched only a little, and despite his 
annoyance at Tythanir’s ill manners, Imrik felt some respect for the young 
elf standing his ground against the dragon. 


“That would be silly,’ said Tythanir. ‘You are not going to crush me.’ 
Maedrethnir hesitated and looked at Imrik again, unsure what to do. 
‘If you do not bow, you will be punished,’ said Imrik. 


‘But it’s not fair,’ said Tythanir, crossing his arms as he turned to his father. 
‘I am a dragon prince!’ 


“You have had good warning,’ said Imrik. He nodded to Maedrethnir. 


The dragon swung its tail, the tip cracking against Tythanir’s backside with 
just enough force to propel him to the ground. A wail erupted from the boy 
as he clutched his hands to the offended area. 


‘His mother will hear of this,” Dorien whispered in Imrik’s ear. ‘She will 
not take it kindly.’ 


‘She can take it whichever way she wants,’ Imrik replied. ‘The boy was 
rude and he was punished. She spoils him sometimes.’ 


‘Have you learnt the lesson, young elf?’ said Maedrethnir, raising the tip of 
his tail threateningly. 


“Yes,’ sobbed Tythanir as his father helped the boy to his feet and turned 
him towards the dragon. He bobbed a quick bow. ‘I am sorry.’ 


‘Apology accepted,’ said the dragon, lowering his tail. 


The boy stepped back and sheltered behind his father, eyeing the dragon 
carefully. 
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‘Are any of your kin willing to join us?’ asked Thyrinor. ‘We are honoured 
by your presence but would like to introduce the young ones to some of the 
others.’ 


‘They do not wish to be disturbed,’ replied Maedrethnir. “They sleep and 
will not rouse for infants, even the sons of Caledor’s greatest.’ 


‘A shame,’ said Imrik. ‘It has been a long while since you have graced us in 
number.’ 


‘And perhaps we will never again,’ said the dragon. It was impossible to tell 
Maedrethnir’s thoughts from his reptilian expression but Imrik thought he 
detected a note of resignation in his words. ‘For a long time we have 
concerned ourselves with the lives of elves, but our interest is dwindling. 
The peace of slumber beckons strongly.’ 


“We will not disturb you longer,’ said Dorien, bowing to Maedrethnir. ‘Pass 
our regards to your kin.’ 


Maedrethnir lowered his head on his long neck and looked at each of the 
children in turn, baring fangs as long as each was tall. 


‘Learn your lessons well, and pay due respect,’ said the dragon. ‘If you do, 
one day you may be worthy of riding upon the back of one of my brothers 
or sisters.’ 


There were nods and solemn promises from the boys. With a growl of 
contentment, Maedrethnir backed away across the mound and launched into 
the air. He flew a few loops, gouting fire, before gliding back into the cave 
from which he had emerged. 


Imrik sent Tythanir to the others and gestured for Dorien to join him. 
“You look concerned, brother,’ said Dorien. 


‘I think Maedrethnir lied,’ said Imrik. ‘I fear he is the last of the dragons 
awake.’ 


‘Let us hope not,’ replied Dorien. ‘It is the dread of the dragons that keeps 
Caledor safe. If it was known that the power of the mountains is spent, it 
would go ill for our kingdom.’ 


“Yes it would,’ said Imrik, heart heavy. ‘Say nothing of this, not even to 
Caledrian. He does not need any other worries at the moment.’ 
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‘As you say, brother,’ said Dorien. ‘The day when the dragon princes 
cannot fly forth will be the day the kingdom falls.’ 


‘Not while I live,’ growled Imrik. He patted the sword at his waist. “The 
dragons are not our only weapons.’ 


A few days after he had returned to Tor Caled, Imrik was called to the great 
hall of the palace by Caledrian. He arrived to find his brothers and cousin 
already waiting for him, along with several others of the city’s princes. 


Imrik’s eye was drawn to a falcon perched on the back of his brother’s 
throne, as placid as a songbird. Caledrian held something in his hand and 
there was a small velvet bag cast upon the seat of the throne. 


“Your message seemed urgent,’ said Imrik as he strode along the hall. 
“What do you have there?’ 


‘I thought it best if we saw this together,’ said Caledrian. ‘It was sent by 
Thyriol of Saphery.’ 


Caledrian opened his palm to reveal a shining yellow crystal, a small rune 
etched into each of its many faces. The prince held out his hand, the crystal 
resting upon it, and read a short incantation from the note that had 
accompanied it. Imrik felt the flutter of magic in the air, emanating from the 
stone. 


The light of the crystal brightened, growing to a golden shimmer that 
dappled the floor, walls and ceiling of the hall. Like sunlight streaming 
through a window, the gleam rippled and moved, darker shapes forming 
within it. Imrik could sense the magic on his flesh even as the light touched 
upon his eyes. He noticed the light cast no shadow in the chamber. 


A figure resolved from the shifting light, a wavering image of Thyriol 
standing with arms folded, hands tucked into the sleeves of his robe. Details 
of the scene behind him could be just about discerned; marching troops and 
a high tower that disappeared into vagueness. The ghostly figure stared 
straight ahead, looking at a nondescript stretch of wall behind Caledrian. 


‘Felicitations, princes,’ said the image, the voice seeming to originate in the 
air itself, leaving no echo. ‘I have sped these tidings to you for I have 
important news from the north. Prince Malekith has assaulted Anlec and 
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been victorious. He has taken Morathi prisoner and reclaimed the rule of 
Nagarythe.’ 


The apparition paused and looked away for a moment. He seemed to mutter 
something and then returned his attention ahead. 


‘We are keeping the capture of Morathi secret, lest her followers attempt 
some attack to rescue her,’ the mage continued. ‘With a small guard, 
Malekith escorts his mother to Tor Anroc to face the justice of the Phoenix 
King. Given the grievances of many against her, Malekith has extended 
invitation to each kingdom to send a single representative to Bel Shanaar’s 
court to learn of the Phoenix King’s judgement. Ride swiftly.’ 


The image wavered and vanished, leaving a faintest glow for a moment 
within the crystal before that also disappeared. Caledrian closed his fist 
around it. 


‘Malekith invites us to Tor Anroc?’ Thyrinor was the first to speak, 
incredulity raising the pitch of his voice. ‘He acts if he were Phoenix King, 
not Bel Shanaar.’ 


‘Malekith has equal accusations to answer,’ said Dorien. ‘His neglect of his 
kingdom for fifty years has brought misery to many.’ 


‘I will go,’ said Imrik. 


“You offer?’ said Caledrian, unable to hide his surprise. ‘You assume I will 
ask.’ 


“You would,’ said Imrik, sighing at the inevitability. ‘Deny it.’ 
Caledrian looked embarrassed for a moment and then nodded. 


‘I cannot,’ he said. ‘Malekith will ask for clemency for his mother. You 
must ensure Morathi does not receive it.’ 


‘T will,’ said Imrik. ‘There is blood on her hands.’ 


The palace of Tor Anroc had continued to expand even in the short time 
since Imrik had last visited. No doubt helped by the gifts of grateful princes, 
Bel Shanaar had lavishly furnished his chambers. White gold was inlaid on 
the flags of the floor and no fewer than six hundred tapestries covered the 
walls of the hall above the benches, each picturing a scene from Ulthuan 
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and lands across the world. It irked Imrik to recognise many from his own 
conquests, hanging in the palace of an elf that had not lifted a sword to 
claim the places depicted. From silver chains hanging from the ceiling the 
chamber was illuminated by dozens of lanterns of dwarfish design, each a 
subtly different hue of pale yellow. 


Bel Shanaar sat on his throne, with Bathinair, Elodhir, Finudel and Charill 
of Chrace in attendance. Unseen but close at hand, Thyriol stood ready to 
counter any enchantments Morathi might cast. The princes of the other 
realms had refused to come, fearing that despite Bel Shanaar’s precautions 
the Queen of Nagarythe would still unleash some last spiteful act rather 
than face her judgement. Imrik stood with the other princes, waiting for 
Malekith to make his appearance. There was no conversation, and no 
audience had been allowed onto the benches. 


The Caledorian could feel the trepidation of the others, but even his grave 
misgivings did not extend so far as to believe this was some trap to ensnare 
them. Over the past decades, Morathi had been given plenty of opportunity 
to see the Phoenix King if she planned any physical malice towards him. 


The doors opened and all turned their gaze down the hall. Malekith entered 
with long strides, still clad in his golden armour, a hooded figure cloaked in 
black following a step behind. 


‘My king and princes,’ said the Naggarothi ruler. “Today is a portentous 
occasion, for as I vowed, I bring before you the witch-queen of Nagarythe, 
my mother, Morathi.’ 


Morathi cast off her cloak and stood before her judges. She was dressed in a 
flowing blue gown, her hair bound up with shining sapphires, her eyelids 
painted with azure powder. She appeared every inch the defeated queen, 
dejected but unrepentant. 


“You stand before us accused of raising war against the office of the 
Phoenix King and the realms of the princes of Ulthuan,’ Bel Shanaar said. 


‘It was not I that launched attacks against the border of Nagarythe,’ Morathi 
replied calmly. Her gaze met the eyes of the princes in turn. Imrik studied 
the others: Bathinair met her stare coolly, Elodhir flinched, while Finudel 
and Charill looked away in discomfort. Imrik stared back, making no 
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attempt to hide his distaste. ‘It was not the Naggarothi who sought battle 
with the other kingdoms.’ 


“You would portray yourself as the victim?’ laughed Finudel. “To us?’ 
‘No ruler of Nagarythe is a victim,’ replied Morathi. 


‘Do you deny that the cults of excess and luxury that blight our realm owe 
their loyalty to you?’ said Bel Shanaar. 


“They owe their loyalty to the cytharai,’ said Morathi. “You can no more 
prosecute me for the existence of the cults than you can impeach yourself 
for assuming the mantle of Asuryan’s chosen.’ 


‘Will you at least admit to thoughts of treason?’ said Elodhir. ‘Did you not 
plot against my father and seek to undermine him?’ 


‘I hold no position in higher regard than that of the Phoenix King,’ Morathi 
said, her eyes fixed upon Bel Shanaar. ‘I spoke my mind at the First 
Council and others chose to ignore my wisdom. My loyalty is to Ulthuan 
and the prosperity and strength of her people. I do not change my opinions 
on a whim and my reservations have not been allayed.’ 


‘She is a viper,’ snarled Imrik, revolted by her professed innocence. ‘She 
cannot be allowed to live.’ 


Morathi laughed, a scornful sound that reverberated menacingly around the 
hall. 


‘Who wishes to be known as the elf who slew Aenarion’s queen?’ the 
seeress said. ‘Which of the mighty princes gathered here would claim that 
accolade?’ 


‘I will,’ said Imrik, his hand straying to the silver hilt of Lathrain at his 
waist. 


‘I cannot condone this,’ said Malekith, stepping protectively in front of his 
mother. 


Imrik tensed, but stayed his hand. He watched Malekith intently, alert for 
any violence. 


“You swore to me in this very chamber that you would be ready for such an 
end,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘Now you renege on your oath?’ 
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‘No more than I renege on the oath that I would show mercy to all those 
who asked for it,’ said Malekith. ‘My mother need not die. Her blood would 
serve no purpose but to sate the Caledorian’s vengeful thirst.’ 


‘It is justice, not revenge,’ said Imrik. He was reminded of Carathril’s tale 
of the mass suicide of Aeltherin’s cult. ‘Blood for blood.’ 


‘If she lives, she is a threat,’ said Finudel. ‘She cannot be trusted.’ 


‘I cannot decide this,’ said Malekith, addressing the princes. He then turned 
his eyes upon the Phoenix King. ‘I will not decide this. Let Bel Shanaar 
decide. The will of the Phoenix King is stronger than the oath of a prince. Is 
the word of the son of Aenarion to be as nothing, or is there yet nobility 
enough in the princes of Ulthuan to show compassion and forgiveness?’ 


Bel Shanaar gave Malekith a sour look, knowing that all that had passed 
here would be reported by means both open and secret to the people of 
Ulthuan. Imrik thought that to let Morathi live would be weakness, but he 
remained silent. He had voiced his opinion on the matter, but the decision 
rested with the Phoenix King. 


‘Morathi cannot go unpunished for her crimes,’ Bel Shanaar said slowly. 
‘There is no place to which I can exile her, for she would return more bitter 
and ambitious than before. As she enslaved others, so shall she forfeit her 
freedom. She shall stay in rooms within this palace, under guard night and 
day. None shall see her save with my permission.’ 


The Phoenix King stood and glared at the sorceress. 


‘Know this, Morathi,’ said Bel Shanaar. ‘The sentence of death is not 
wholly commuted. You live by my will. If ever you cross me or seek to 
harm my rule, you will be slain, without trial or representation. Your word 
is of no value and so I hold your life hostage to your good behaviour. 
Accept these terms or accept your death.’ 


Morathi looked at the gathered princes and saw nothing but hatred in their 
faces, save for Malekith’s which was expressionless. Imrik sneered at her 
glance, wishing to be away from her presence. Even now the stench of 
sorcery hung about the former queen, 


‘Your demands are not unreasonable, Bel Shanaar of Tiranoc,’ she said 
eventually. ‘I consent to be your prisoner.’ 
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Following the imprisonment of Morathi, a measure of peace was restored. 
With Malekith again in control of Nagarythe and the support of the pleasure 
cults curtailed the unrest and violence that had marred Ulthuan subsided. As 
he had wished, Imrik spent the years in Tor Caled with his wife and son, 
watching Tythanir grow to become a proud and able youth. The time did not 
heal the growing estrangement between Imrik and Anatheria; it appeared 
that as much as she had chastised her husband for his long absences, his 
continued presence was just as demanding for her. 


Despite this, Imrik was content, if not altogether happy. After a life of war 
and duty, he could not relax wholly and would often visit Maedrethnir to 
speak of old battles and conquests. The ancient dragon confirmed what 
Imrik had suspected; the others of his kind were unwilling to leave their 
lairs and soon he too would join them in the long sleep. 


Imrik also found time to travel, to see parts of Ulthuan he had not visited 
since his childhood. Thyriol hosted Imrik and his family for a season in the 
floating city of Saphethion. Over a summer, Imrik was the guest of Prince 
Charill in mountainous Chrace, where he hunted the wild monsters of the 
Annulii with his distant cousin, Koradrel. The two became friends, Koradrel 
happy with Imrik’s quiet nature and of a taciturn disposition himself. 


Throughout, Imrik set about to distract himself from the long pass of days, 
and came to understand, if not sympathise with, the malaise of boredom 
that had drawn so many to the cults of the undergods. He even considered 
returning to the colonies, but on sending letters to his allies in Elthin Arvan 
learned that there was little challenge remaining for one of his skills. 


After more than two decades, the harmony of Ulthuan was shattered again. 
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FOUR 
The Council of Princes 


‘Malekith has been ousted from power.’ 


Imrik could scarcely believe the messenger sent by Bel Shanaar. The 
Tiranocii stood patiently in the great hall of Tor Caled, addressing Caledrian 
and his brothers. 


‘Bel Shanaar knows this as a fact?’ said Dorien. 


‘Even now, Malekith has fled Nagarythe with a body of loyal warriors and 
takes sanctuary in Tor Anroc,’ said the herald. ‘Some believe the architect 
of this rebellion to be Eoloran Anar, a dissident who lives in the mountains 
in the east of Nagarythe.’ 


‘Impossible,’ said Imrik. ‘All should know Eoloran Anar, standard bearer of 
Aenarion. His loyalty to Ulthuan is beyond question. Bel Shanaar knows 
him as an ally.’ 


“Which is why the Phoenix King does not pay heed to these rumours,’ the 
messenger replied smoothly. 


‘Though this is distressing, I cannot see how this involves my kingdom,’ 
said Caledrian. ‘Have we not been here before, and did not Malekith 
resolve the situation for himself?’ 


‘With this coup there has been resurgence in the activity of the cults,’ said 
the herald. “There are riots and burning in cities across Ulthuan. Several 
princes and lesser nobles have been murdered or taken hostage.’ 


‘They have bided their time,’ said Imrik. ‘They waited for the others to 
become lax.’ 


‘It seems so,’ said the herald. ‘The Phoenix King wishes this renewed 
unrest to be dealt with swiftly. The proposal to form a united army under his 
banner will be revisited. However, this time there will be no delays. All 
princes are instructed to gather at the Shrine of Asuryan on the Isle of the 
Flame, to appoint the commander of this army. You are to set out at once.’ 


‘Not I,’ said Imrik, looking at Caledrian. His brother opened his mouth to 
speak but Imrik talked across him. ‘I have been invited to Chrace by 
Koradrel and I will go. You have avoided the other princes for too long.’ 
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Caledrian looked as if he would argue, but Imrik glared at his brother to 
forestall any complaint. The ruler of Caledor reluctantly nodded and turned 
to Thyrinor. 


‘I will go to the Isle of the Flame to attend this council, and you will attend 
me,’ he said. 


‘I have no objection,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I have never seen inside the Shrine of 
Asuryan. It will be a privilege to gaze upon the sacred flame that blessed 
Aenarion.’ 


‘I leave tomorrow,’ said Imrik. ‘We can ride together to the coast. I will 
take ship to the north and you to the east.’ 


“We will send word of the proceedings,’ said Caledrian. 


‘Please do not,’ replied Imrik. ‘I am not interested. History simply repeats 
itself. I will be in the mountains.’ 


Caledrian frowned at this news. 


‘But should I need your aid, what will I do?’ he said. ‘No messenger will 
find you.’ 


“That is my intent,’ said Imrik. ‘You will have to deal with this, brother. I 
cannot help you.’ 


Arrangements were made with Bel Shanaar’s herald, who departed that 
evening with Caledrian’s acceptance of his position at the council. Imrik 
spent the night with his family, promising Tythanir the head of a hydra as a 
gift on his return. In the morning, he left the city with Caledrian and 
Thyrinor, pleased to have avoided embroilment in further intrigue that did 
not concern him. 


The chatter around the horseshoe of tables and chairs in the shrine was of 
the delay in the arrival of Bel Shanaar and Malekith. Elodhir had arrived 
from Tor Anroc with the news that his father and the prince of Nagarythe 
would follow shortly, but even the heir to Tiranoc’s throne was now 
perturbed by their failure to arrive. 


‘What if the cultists know something of what they plan?’ Elodhir said to 
Thyrinor. 
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The two of them stood by a table near to the entrance to the pyramidal 
shrine, the multicoloured pillar of fire known as the flame of Asuryan 
burning at the centre of the temple. Other princes and their aides had seated 
themselves in preparation for the council, as they had done several times 
over the last few days. Seated directly in front of the sacred flames was the 
high priest Mianderin, his staff of office held across his lap. Other priests 
moved around the tables filling goblets with wine or water, and offering 
fruits and confectioneries. 


‘I would not fear,’ Thyrinor said as soothingly as possible. ‘Your father is 
the Phoenix King, and Prince Malekith the most accomplished warrior in 
Ulthuan. It is most likely fresh information from Nagarythe that delays 
them.’ 


“You are right,’ said Elodhir. He was about to return to his seat when a 
young priest entered the shrine. 


‘A ship bearing the flag of Tiranoc draws in to the wharf,’ the elf 
announced before taking position with his fellows along the white stone 
walls. 


There was a hubbub of discussion and Thyrinor joined Caledrian at the 
seats and table set aside for the Caledorian representatives. 


‘About time,’ said Caledrian. ‘It is probably for the best that Imrik did not 
come. These delays would have frustrated him to the verge of violence, I 
suspect.’ 


‘And I expect much wrangling to be the business of the next few days,’ 
replied Thyrinor. ‘My cousin’s absence has been remarked upon several 
times. There are those who think he should be here to receive the 
nomination as general.’ 


‘He made his opinion clear on that before,’ said Caledrian. ‘If he wishes to 
have no association with this campaign, I cannot blame him and will respect 
his wishes. Caledor has taken much from him already.’ 


‘Dorien and I spent almost as much time fighting in the colonies,’ said 
Thyrinor. 


Caledrian smiled and patted his cousin reassuringly on the arm. 
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‘And it is remembered,’ said the prince. ‘Yet it was Imrik my father named 
as the sword bearer of Caledor, and that is a weighty burden to bear.’ 


The two of them fell silent as new figures appeared at the shrine door. 


Malekith entered and walked behind the table reserved for Bel Shanaar, 
earning himself frowns from Mianderin and a few of the princes. Thyrinor 
felt Caledrian’s grip on his arm tighten. Something was amiss; Thyrinor had 
felt it from the moment Malekith had appeared. The Naggarothi prince was 
flanked by two knights who carried wrapped bundles in their hands. 
Malekith stood leaning on the table with gauntleted fists, and stared 
balefully at the assembled council. 


“Weakness prevails,’ spat the prince of Nagarythe. Thyrinor shuddered at 
the venom in Malekith’s voice. ‘Weakness grips this island like a child 
squeezing the juices from an over-ripened fruit. Selfishness has driven us to 
inaction, and now the time to act may have passed. Complacency rules 
where princes should lead. You have allowed the cults of depravity to 
flourish, and done nothing. You have looked to foreign shores and counted 
your gold, and allowed thieves to sneak into your towns and cities to steal 
away your children. And you have been content to allow a traitor to wear 
the Phoenix Crown!’ 


With this last declaration there were gasps and shouts of horror from the 
princes. Malekith’s knights opened their bundles and tossed the contents 
upon the table: the crown and feathered cloak of Bel Shanaar. 


Elodhir leapt to his feet, fist raised. 

“Where is my father?’ he demanded. 

“What has happened to the Phoenix King?’ cried Finudel. 

‘He is dead!’ snarled Malekith. ‘Killed by his weakness of spirit.’ 


Panic choked Thyrinor, his throat tightening against the shout of dismay 
that rose from him. He looked to Caledrian, whose face had paled, jaw and 
fists clenched tightly. 


‘That cannot be so!’ exclaimed Elodhir, his voice strangled and fraught with 
anger. 
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‘Tt is,’ said Malekith with a sigh, his demeanour suddenly one of sorrow. ‘T 
promised to root out this vileness, and was shocked to find that my mother 
was one of its chief architects. From that moment on, I decided none would 
be above suspicion. If Nagarythe had become so polluted, so too perhaps 
had Tiranoc. My arrival here was delayed by investigations, when it was 
brought to my attention that those close to the Phoenix King might be under 
the sway of the hedonists. My inquiries were circumspect but thorough, and 
imagine my disappointment, nay disbelief, when I uncovered evidence that 
implicated the Phoenix King himself.’ 


‘What evidence?’ demanded Elodhir. 


‘Certain talismans and fetishes found in the Phoenix King’s chambers,’ said 
Malekith calmly. ‘Believe me when I say that I felt as you did. I could not 
bring myself to think that Bel Shanaar, our wisest prince chosen to rule by 
members of this council, would be brought so low. Not one to act rashly, I 
decided to confront Bel Shanaar with this evidence, in the hope that there 
was some misunderstanding or trickery involved.’ 


‘And he denied it of course?’ asked Bathinair. 


Thyrinor could not comprehend what he was hearing. He moved to rise to 
his feet, but Caledrian pushed him back to his chair. 


“Watch the knights,’ Caledrian hissed in his ear. 


Thyrinor turned his attention to the black-clad knights of Anlec, who had 
stepped back and now filled the doorway with their armoured forms, dark 
eyes glaring from the visors of their high helms, arms crossed over their 
carved breastplates. 


‘He admitted guilt by his deeds,’ explained Malekith. ‘It seems that a few of 
my company were tainted by this affliction and in league with the usurpers 
of Nagarythe. Even as I confided in them, they warned Bel Shanaar of my 
discoveries. That night, no more than seven nights ago, I went to his 
chambers to make my accusations face-to-face. I found him dead, his lips 
stained with poison. He had taken the coward’s way and ended his own life 
rather than suffer the shame of inquiry. By his own hand he denied us 
insight into the plans of the cults. Fearing that he would not keep their 
secrets to himself, he took them to his grave.’ 
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‘My father would do no such thing, he is loyal to Ulthuan and its people!’ 
shouted Elodhir. 


Thyrinor was in agreement, but a glance at his cousin showed that 
Caledrian was not paying attention to Malekith, his eyes instead roving 
across the other princes, gauging their reactions. 


‘Bathinair is with Malekith,’ Caledrian whispered, quietly pushing his chair 
away from the table. 


“What do you mean?’ Thyrinor whispered back, but received no reply. 


‘I confess to having deep sympathy with you, Elodhir,’ Malekith was 
saying. ‘Have I not been deceived by my own mother? Do I not feel the 
same betrayal and heartache that now wrenches at your spirit?’ 


‘I must admit I also find this somewhat perturbing,’ said Thyriol. ‘It 
seems... convenient.’ 


‘And so, in death, Bel Shanaar continues to divide us, as was his intent,’ 
countered Malekith. ‘Discord and anarchy will reign as we argue back and 
forth the rights and wrongs of what has occurred. While we debate 
endlessly, the cults will grow in power and seize your lands from under 
your noses, and we will have lost everything. They are united, while we are 
divided. There is no time for contemplation, or reflection, there is only time 
for action.’ 


‘What would you have us do?’ asked Chyllion, one of the princes of 
Cothique. 


“We must choose a new Phoenix King!’ declared Bathinair before Malekith 
could answer. 


Voices erupted across the shrine and princes stood up, gesturing madly at 
one another. Malekith watched the tumult without emotion. Thyrinor 
followed his gaze, which was fixed upon the sacred flame. 


‘I really wish Imrik was here,’ Thyrinor admitted. 
‘Cease this noise!’ roared Caledrian, getting to his feet. ‘Be calm!’ 


His shout stilled the shrine. 
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‘We will not find the truth with this anarchy,’ Caledrian continued in quieter 
tones. 


‘Does Caledrian put himself forward for the Phoenix Throne?’ said 
Bathinair. 


The prince of Caledor was stunned by the suggestion. 


‘I have no such ambition,’ he said, looking pointedly at Malekith. ‘Yet if 
there are others here who would stake such a claim, it should be made plain 
and we should consider it.’ 


‘Is that your intent?’ asked Thyriol with a glance at the other princes. 
‘If the council wishes it,’ Malekith said with a shrug. 


“We cannot choose a new Phoenix King now,’ said Elodhir. ‘Such a matter 
cannot be resolved quickly, and even if such a thing were possible, we are 
not our full number.’ 


‘Nagarythe will not wait,’ said Malekith, slamming his fist onto the table. 
‘The cults are too strong and come spring they will control the army of 
Anlec. My lands will be lost and they will march upon yours!’ 


“You would have us choose you to lead us?’ said Thyriol quietly. 


“Yes,’ Malekith replied without hesitation or embarrassment. “There are 
none here who were willing to act until my return. I am the son of 
Aenarion, his chosen heir, and if the revelation of Bel Shanaar’s treachery is 
not enough to convince you of the foolishness of choosing from another 
line, then look to my other achievements. Bel Shanaar chose me to act as 
his ambassador to the dwarfs, for I was a close friend with their High King. 


‘Our future lies not solely upon these shores, but in the wider world. I have 
been to the colonies across the oceans, and fought to build and protect them. 
Though they come from the bloodstock of Lothern or Tor Elyr or Tor 
Anroc, they are a new people, and it is to me they first look now, not to you. 
None here are as experienced in war as am I. Bel Shanaar was a ruler 
steeped in wisdom and peace, for all that he has failed us at the last, but 
peace and wisdom will not prevail against darkness and zealotry.’ 


‘What of Imrik?’ suggested Finudel. ‘He is every bit the general and fought 
out in the new world also.’ 
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‘Imrik?’ said Malekith, his voice dripping with scorn. ‘Where is Imrik now, 
in this time of our greatest need? He skulks in Chrace with his cousin, 
hunting monsters! Would you have Ulthuan ruled by an elf who hides in the 
mountains like a petulant, spoilt child? When Imrik called for an army to be 
gathered against Nagarythe, did you pay him heed? No! Only when I raised 
the banner did you fall over each other in your enthusiasm.’ 


Thyrinor was so incensed by the accusation, words failed him. Before he 
could speak, another prince was making his voice heard. 


‘Be careful of what you say, your arrogance does you a disservice,’ warned 
Haradrin. 


‘I say these things not as barbs to your pride,’ explained Malekith, 
unclenching his fists and sitting down. ‘I say them to show you what you 
already know; in your hearts you would gratefully follow where I lead.’ 


‘I still say that this council cannot make such an important decision on a 
whim,’ said Elodhir. ‘My father lies dead, in circumstances yet to be fully 
explained, and you would have us hand over the Phoenix Crown to you?’ 


‘He has a point, Malekith,’ said Haradrin. 


‘A point?’ screamed Malekith as he surged to his feet, knocking over the 
table and sending the cloak and crown upon it flying through the air. ‘A 
point? Your dithering will see you all cast out, your families enslaved and 
your people burning upon ten thousand pyres! It has been more than a 
thousand years since I bent my knee to this council’s first, wayward 
decision and saw Bel Shanaar take what Aenarion had promised to me. For 
a thousand years, I have been content to watch your families grow and 
prosper, and squabble amongst yourselves like children, while I and my kin 
bled on battlefields on the other side of the world. I trusted you all to 
remember the legacy of my father, and ignored the cries of anguish that 
rang in my blood; for it was in the interest of all that we were united. Now 
it is time to unite behind me! I do not lie to you, I shall be a harsh ruler at 
times, but I will reward those who serve me well, and when peace reigns 
again we shall all enjoy the spoils of our battles. Who here has more right to 
the throne than I do? Who here—’ 


“Malekith!’ barked Mianderin, pointing towards the prince’s waist. In his 
tirade, Malekith’s waving arms had thrown his cloak back over his shoulder. 
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‘Why do you wear your sword in this holy place? It is forbidden in the most 
ancient laws of this temple. Remove it at once.’ 


Thyrinor felt Caledrian tense next to him. Remembering his cousin’s words, 
the dragon prince moved his gaze to the Anlec knights. They too had 
weapons at their hips, their gauntleted hands upon the hilts. 


Malekith stood frozen in place, almost comic with his arms outstretched. He 
looked down at his belt and the sheathed sword that hung there. He gripped 
his sword’s hilt and drew it free. The Naggarothi prince looked up at the 
others with eyes narrowed, his face illuminated by magical blue fire from 
the blade. 


‘Enough words!’ he spat. 


Thyrinor sat rigid, transfixed by the glow of fabled Avanuir in Malekith’s 
fist. Caledrian moved behind his chair, grabbing hold of the back in both 
hands. Thyrinor felt the waves of magic flowing from Malekith’s blade, 
mixing with the mystical draught that poured from the sacred flame, tinged 
with an aura that now spread from Thyriol. 


“You were overlooked before,’ said the mage, holding out his hands in a 
placating gesture. ‘I bear in part the responsibility for that choice. Let us do 
nothing hasty, and consider again our positions.’ 


‘It is my right to be Phoenix King,’ growled Malekith. ‘It is not yours to 
give, so I will gladly take it.’ 


‘Traitor!’ screamed Elodhir, leaping across the table in front of him, 
scattering goblets and plates. There was uproar as princes and priests 
shouted and shrieked. 


The knights started forwards and Caledrian leapt to meet the closest, 
crashing his chair into the Naggarothi’s helmed head to send the knight 
slamming against the wall. Out of instinct, Thyrinor rose to his feet and 
reached to his belt, but there was no sword there, for all the princes save 
Malekith had obeyed the strictures of Asuryan. 


Elodhir dashed across the shrine, and was halfway upon Malekith when 
Bathinair intercepted him, sending both of them tumbling down in a welter 
of robes and rugs. Elodhir punched the Yvressian prince, who reeled back. 
With a snarl, Bathinair reached into his robes and pulled out a curved blade, 
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no longer than a finger, and slashed at Elodhir. Its blade caught the prince’s 
throat and his lifeblood fountained across the exposed flagstones. 


The knight Caledrian had attacked recovered quickly, deflecting the prince’s 
next blow with a raised arm before shoving the Caledorian against a table. 
In a moment, the knight’s sword was in his hand. 


Confusion reigned. As Bathinair crouched panting over the body of Elodhir, 
figures appeared at the archway behind Malekith; more black-armoured 
knights of Anlec. The priests and princes who had been running for the arch 
slipped and collided with each other in their haste to stop their flight. The 
knights had blood-slicked blades in the hands and advanced with sinister 
purpose. 


Thyrinor launched himself at the warrior confronting his cousin, tackling 
him to the ground. The knight swung an armoured fist, stunning Thyrinor 
with the blow. He staggered back, vision spinning as the knight surged to 
his feet and loomed over Caledrian. Past his cousin, he saw the mage, 
Thyriol, smashed to the ground by an armoured fist while the other princes 
tried to wrest weapons from the Naggarothi knights. 


Malekith walked slowly through the melee as his knights cut and hacked at 
the princes around him, his eyes never leaving the sacred flame in the 
centre of the chamber. Screams and howls echoed from the walls. Thyrinor 
threw himself groggily at the closest knight, grasping hold of his sword arm 
as it descended, trying to twist the weapon free. 


The knight’s elbow struck Thyrinor on the chin, sending him sprawling. 
The distraction gave Caledrian time to recover himself, holding the chair in 
front of him as a shield. The knight’s sword hacked through the chair in a 
shower of splinters, Caledrian reeling back from the blow. 


Out of the melee, Haradrin ran towards Malekith, a captured sword raised 
above his head. With a contemptuous sneer, the prince of Nagarythe 
stepped aside from Haradrin’s wild swing and thrust his own sword into 
Haradrin’s gut. He stood there a moment, the princes staring deep into each 
other’s eyes, until a trickle of blood spilled from Haradrin’s lips and he 
collapsed to the floor. 


Malekith let the sword fall from his fingers with the body rather than 
wrench it free, and continued his pacing towards the sacred fires. 
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‘Asuryan will not accept you!’ cried Mianderin, falling to his knees in front 
of Malekith, his hands clasped in pleading. ‘You have spilt blood in his 
sacred temple! We have not cast the proper enchantments to protect you 
from the flames. You cannot do this!’ 


‘So?’ spat the prince. ‘I am Aenarion’s heir. I do not need your witchery to 
protect me.’ 


Mianderin snatched at Malekith’s hand but the prince tore his fingers from 
the haruspex’s grasp. 


‘I no longer listen to the protestations of priests,’ said Malekith, and kicked 
Mianderin aside. 


As Thyrinor lunged again, the knight turned, sword swinging. The blade’s 
tip scored across Thyrinor’s chest and arm, spraying blood. With a wounded 
cry, Thyrinor fell to the ground, clasping his good hand to the injured limb. 
Through the haze of pain, he saw Caledrian seize the knight from behind, 
wrapping an arm around his throat. 


The knight flailed but could not dislodge the Caledorian prince. Thyrinor 
tried to stand, but his legs gave way and he slumped back to the flagstones. 
With his other hand, Caledrian wrested the sword from the knight’s grip, the 
weapon clattering to the floor. 


A shadow loomed up behind Thyrinor’s cousin. He tried to shout a warning, 
but was too late. 


Blood fountained as another knight hacked Caledrian’s head from his body 
with one sweep of his sword. The first knight recovered his weapon and 
turned on Thyrinor. 


Unable to defend himself, he rolled away from the blow, trailing blood, a 
cry of pain wrenched from his lips. He dived under a table, which 
shuddered a moment later from an impact. Between armoured legs, 
Thyrinor glimpsed bloodied bodies on the ground. Entranced by the 
slaughter, he turned his gaze up and saw Malekith. 


His hands held out, palms upwards in supplication, the Naggarothi prince 
walked forwards and stepped into the flames. 
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A moment of silence and stillness engulfed the shrine and every pair of eyes 
turned to the sacred fire. The flame of Asuryan burned paler and paler, 
moving from a deep blue to a brilliant white. At its heart could be seen the 
silhouette of Malekith, his arms still outstretched. 


Thyrinor heard a dull rumble, as of thunder, which returned with greater 
ferocity. The floor trembled beneath him and motes of mortar dust sprinkled 
down from the ceiling. Pieces of tile pattered onto the table above him and 
shattered on the flagstones. 


With a lurch that flung Thyrinor into a table leg, the ground heaved. Stones 
erupted across the paved floor, hurling broken fragments. Prince, priest and 
knight alike were tossed around by the great tumult. Chairs were flung 
across the floor and tables toppled. Plaster cracked upon the walls and fell 
in large slabs from the ceiling. Wide cracks tore through the tiles underfoot 
and a rift three paces wide opened up along the eastern wall, sending up a 
cloud of dust and rock that choked Thyrinor. 


With a thunderous clap, the holy flame blazed, filling the room with white 
light. Within, Malekith collapsed to his knees and grabbed at his face. He 
flung back his head and screamed as the flames consumed him; his howl of 
anguish reverberated around the shrine, echoing and growing in volume 
with every passing moment. 


The pain of that cry pierced Thyrinor’s heart, a shrill wail of agony so 
sickening, so filled with rage and frustration, it twisted his gut and gnawed 
a path into his mind, where it would dwell forever. The withering figure 
silhouetted within the flames pushed himself slowly to his feet and hurled 
himself from their depths. 


Malekith’s smoking and charred body crashed to the ground, igniting a rug 
and sending ashen dust billowing. Blackened flesh fell away in lumps 
amidst cooling droplets of molten armour. He reached outwards with a 
hand, and then collapsed. His clothes had been burnt away and his flesh 
eaten down to the bone in places. His face was a mask of black and red, his 
dark eyes lidless and staring. Steam rose from burst veins as the prince of 
Nagarythe shuddered and then fell still, laid to ruin by the judgement of 
Asuryan. 
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The knights rushed to their prince’s aid, while the bloodied and battered 
princes took what shelter they could as debris continued to fall around 
them. Lifting up the body of their master, the knights pushed towards the 
entrance. Several princes tried to bar their escape and were swiftly cut 
down, their blood spilling onto the dusty flagstones. 


Thyrinor staggered out from under the table, and witnessed a scene of 
stomach-wrenching carnage. Bodies and limbs, of princes and priests, 
littered the floor. Pools of blood and piles of gore were slick underfoot as he 
numbly paced around the shrine room looking for survivors. 


‘So many killed,’ he muttered, staring into dead face after dead face. 


The princes of Ulthuan were slain. The elite of elven nobility lay 
dismembered and torn all about Thyrinor and he wept; for what had 
happened, for what he saw and what he feared would next come to pass. 
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FIVE 
A King is Chosen 


The interior of the shrine was awash with the blood of princes; the walls 
cracked and broken by the earthquake; the floor littered with debris and 
bodies. Carathril picked his way through the ruin, a hand over his mouth in 
horror. The ghastly scene was bathed in a deep red glow from the flame of 
Asuryan, lending it an even more disturbing sheen. 


With a groan, Finudel sat up, pushing aside the armoured body of a 
Naggarothi knight. His robe was slashed across his right shoulder and blood 
leaked from a long wound as he staggered to his feet. Carathril dashed to 
his side and helped him to stand. Finudel looked at Carathril, his eyes 
glazed and distant, incomprehension written across his features. 


‘He was the best of us,’ murmured Finudel. ‘How could he betray us?’ 


‘Who?’ asked Carathril, righting a chair with his free hand and lowering the 
prince onto it. ‘Who has betrayed us?’ 


‘Malekith...’ Finudel whispered. 


A groan attracted Carathril’s attention and he left Finudel to search through 
the morbid pile of corpses, blood slicking his hands and sleeves as he 
pushed aside the bodies. A hand grabbed at the hem of his robe and 
Carathril turned to see Thyriol, his face even paler than usual. There was a 
cut across his forehead and dried blood caked the mage’s eyes. 


‘Tt is Carathril,’ the captain said softly. “You are safe now.’ 


‘No,’ said Thyriol, his voice a hoarse rasp. ‘None of us are safe. Malekith 
will unleash the darkness of Nagarythe upon us all.’ 


‘Malekith is dead,’ a voice rang from the far end of the shrine. Carathril 
glanced up to see Thyrinor, prince of Caledor, where he knelt upon the floor 
cradling the headless body of his cousin, Caledrian. 


‘How so?’ asked Thyriol, his voice regaining some of its former strength 
and timbre. 


‘I saw him step into the sacred flame,’ Thyrinor told them. ‘Asuryan judged 
him to be tainted and burnt him alive before casting his body back to us. 
His knights fled with the remains.’ 
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‘I saw them,’ said Carathril. ‘And Bathinair also.’ 


“Yes, Bathinair killed Elodhir, with a concealed blade,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Who 
can say how long he has been a puppet of Nagarythe?’ 


They digested this news in silence, until Finudel stirred himself and stood 
shakily to his feet. He walked hesitantly towards the shrine entrance, one 
hand gripped to his injured shoulder. 


‘I thank Asuryan and all gods that Athielle was not here for this butchery,’ 
the Ellyrian said quietly. 


“There are too few who were absent,’ said Thyriol. ‘More than half the 
ruling princes of Ulthuan lie dead in this chamber. Of those that remain, 
most are lords of Nagarythe. Malekith’s treachery has bitten deep, inflicting 
a wound from which we might never recover.’ 


‘Malekith may be dead, but Nagarythe remains,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I fear that 
Morathi knows full well what her son intended, and even now Nagarythe 
readies for invasion of the other realms.’ 


‘She will take the death of her son gravely, and will vent her grief and anger 
upon the rest of us,’ said Carathril. ‘I see now that the divisions between 
mother and child were feigned, and that these past months we have been led 
upon a deadly dance of deception.’ 


‘But there is no one left to lead,’ growled Finudel. ‘Who will muster the 
militia? Who will call the spears and bows to war against Nagarythe when 
the best of our commanders lie dead within this chamber?’ 


‘Perhaps,’ said Thyriol. ‘Many died here, but there are those alive still that 
might stand against Nagarythe.’ 


“You speak of Imrik,’ said Thyrinor. 


At the mention of the Caledorian prince’s name, Carathril remembered a 
letter entrusted to him by Bel Shanaar. He ran from the temple, leaping 
nimbly and without second thought over bodies and rubble. He noticed that 
Malekith’s ship had departed, along with the knights and cultists, having 
hurriedly left their unloaded stores upon the quay. Compelled by nameless 
worries, Carathril sped between the pavilions of the camp, which were in 
tumultuous uproar as servants and soldiers dashed about, panicked by the 
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earthquake. He ducked beneath streaming banners and leapt over tent ropes 
in his haste, dodging effortlessly through the milling throng. 


Reaching his tent, Carathril tore aside the door and delved into his pack, 
seeking the scroll. Pulling it free from its hiding place, he turned back 
towards the shrine. A warrior in the garb of Eataine recognised him and 
snatched his arm as Carathril ran past. 


“Where is the prince?’ the soldier demanded. 
Carathril hesitated before replying. 


‘Prince Haradrin is dead,’ he said quietly, lifting the elf’s grip from his 
bloodied sleeve. ‘Gather as many soldiers as you can and await my return.’ 


Carathril ignored the elf’s desperate questions and ran back to the shrine, 
vaulting over the fallen columns in his haste. Entering once more, he saw 
that several priests had escaped the slaughter, and they were even now 
tending to the bodies and the devastation, shock and grief scored upon their 
faces. Thyriol and Finudel were having their wounds bathed and dressed, 
and Thyrinor picked his way through the fallen princes and _ their 
counsellors seeking any still alive. His grim face betrayed his lack of hope 
in this task. 


“What do you have there?’ asked Thyriol, as Carathril held up the scroll. 


‘Perhaps the last wishes of the rightful Phoenix King,’ panted Carathril. 
‘Bel Shanaar entrusted me with this message for Prince Imrik before I left 
Tor Anroc.’ 


‘Open it,’ said Finudel, but Carathril was reluctant. 


‘Bel Shanaar was adamant that Imrik alone read whatever is contained 
within,’ said Carathril. ‘I was to keep it secret from you all.’ 


‘Bel Shanaar has been murdered and Imrik is not here,’ said Thyrinor 
sternly. ‘I think it is safe to say that those who have sided with Nagarythe 
are not here, either, and that we who have survived remain loyal to 
Ulthuan.’ 


Though he was not wholly convinced, Carathril relented and broke the wax 
seal upon the scroll. He read aloud the Phoenix King’s letter: 


To the Esteemed Prince Imrik of Caledor, 
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You must forgive me the subterfuge that surrounds the delivery of this 
letter, for as you are aware, we live in distrustful times. Events in Nagarythe 
lead me to believe that the cults and sects that have so plagued our people 
these many years are but one thread of a dark tapestry woven by those who 
rule in Nagarythe. Morathi’s turn to darkness is absolute, and I cannot bring 
myself to trust Malekith, though he seems most earnest in his endeavours to 
bring peace to Ulthuan. I cannot say that there are any in the Northem 
Realm who remain loyal to the Phoenix Throne. 


While my heart hopes that war can yet be averted, my head tells me 
otherwise. Malekith is determined to prosecute a military campaign against 
the Naggarothi, and in this I am in accord with him. Where our opinions 
differ is in who is best chosen to lead this action. I cannot wholly trust 
Malekith, for even if he is not complicit in these events in some way, he is 
the prince of Nagarythe and son of Morathi and I fear that his resolve may 
not endure the calamity of fighting those whom we must face; friends and 
trusted peers of his, and folk of his own realm. 


It is for this reason that I turn to you, Imrik, and you alone. You have 
counselled me to decisive action in the past, and so I must entrust to you the 
leadership of the assembled armies of Ulthuan. There is none braver, nor 
accomplished upon the field of battle as you, and in Caledor resides the 
greatest strength of our isle. While Caledor stands firm and holds true to the 
ideals of our people, Ulthuan will endure. 


I shall confront Malekith with my decision before we arrive at the Isle of 
the Flame. I do not think he will be pleased, to say the least. He will argue 
in the council for control, and there is much loyalty to him amongst the 
other princes. Only Caledor’s ruler has equal measure of power in this 
debate, and I hope that I can look to you and your brothers for support in 
this. 


If we cannot speak on this matter, any message you have for me can be 
entrusted to my herald, Carathril, who bears this missive; either by written 
or spoken word. He is of staunch loyalty and most noble character, and I 
vouch for him in the highest manner. 


May the gods bless us all and protect the peace of our lands. 


Bel Shanaar, Prince of Tiranoc, Phoenix King of Ulthuan 
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Thyriol took the scroll to read it again for himself, and the princes pondered 
long and hard over the meaning and import of Bel Shanaar’s words. 


‘We are left with a difficult choice,’ said Thyriol. ‘The Phoenix Throne 
stands empty, and a dire threat rises to challenge us. Bel Shanaar may have 
been gifted rare prophecy in his choice of words, and his entrusting of this 
letter to his herald. I think it is plain that the Phoenix King would have seen 
Imrik succeed him if he could have known what was to occur.’ 


‘I agree,’ said Finudel. ‘Yet, we three here cannot make this decision alone. 
Just as it was wrong for Malekith to try to take the crown, it is not for less 
than a handful of princes to place it upon the head of another. Heirs there 
are, in those realms whose rulers now lie dead upon this floor, who have 
equal right to make this choice.’ 


“Though conceived in deceit, Malekith’s lies were, like all great illusions, 
grounded in some truth,’ said Thyriol. ‘It is unlikely that the army of 
Nagarythe will march before the spring, and that, at least, gives us some 
time to prepare.’ 


‘I fear that Malekith was also right that we cannot afford to hesitate,’ said 
Thyrinor. ‘If Imrik had come, then perhaps we could have moved more 
swiftly, but he is still in the mountains and utterly unaware of the drastic 
course events have now taken.’ 


“We must send word to him at once, and go to those other realms that now 
must mourn the loss of so much noble blood,’ said Finudel. “Though we 
must gather a new council, I do not think there will be any opposition to 
Imrik taking up the mantle of the Phoenix King.’ 


‘Except perhaps from Imrik himself,’ said Thyrinor with a resigned 
expression. ‘He was reluctant to lead the war against the cults when we last 
spoke, who is to say that he will not feel it his duty to keep Caledor safe 
first and foremost now that Caledrian is dead?’ 


‘Caledor is strong, that is true,’ said Finudel. ‘Yet even the strength of 
Caledor would not be enough to resist all of Ulthuan if the other realms 
should fall to Nagarythe’s power. Imrik will fight, of that I have no doubt.’ 


‘And how might we bring Imrik to the Isle of the Flame?’ asked Thyrinor. 
‘Messengers could search for many days and not find him. He made it clear 
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he does not want to be found.’ 


‘No one escapes the gaze of the raven heralds,’ said Finudel, speaking of 
the ancient order founded by Aenarion. The suggestion troubled Thyrinor, 
for the raven heralds were elves of Nagarythe. He was thankful when 
Carathril objected. 


‘No!’ said Carathril. ‘I do not trust them, for they played their part in the 
deception at Ealith. As you say, they see all, and I cannot believe that they 
were so misled. Even if some are not in thrall to Anlec, we have no way of 
telling friend from foe, or of contacting those who would side with our 
cause.’ 


“Then you must go, Carathril,’ said Thyrinor. 
‘Me?’ gasped Carathril. ‘I have no talent for this sort of endeavour.’ 


‘Bel Shanaar had every confidence in you,’ said Thyriol. ‘I share his 
confidence. You will not be unaided, there are enchantments known to the 
mages of Saphery that will help you locate Imrik.’ 


‘I would not know where to begin,’ protested Carathril. His first thought 
was of returning to Lothern, to inter the body of Haradrin in the mausoleum 
and share in the grief of his people. 


‘In Chrace, of course,’ said Finudel, stepping forwards to lay a hand on 
Carathril’s shoulder. “You shall have the pick of Ellyrion’s steeds to carry 


’ 


you. 


‘And a ship travels even swifter,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Many there are by the 
wharf, and you are welcome to whichever you choose and a crew for it.’ 


Thyriol rolled up the scroll and held it in his outstretched hand towards the 
captain. Carathril looked at the other princes and saw that they were in 
agreement. A protest stirred in his breast but he quelled it for the moment. 


‘Most assuredly you have the blessing of Asuryan,’ said the mage. ‘Who 
else of those here has been through so much turmoil of late and emerged 
unscathed?’ 


Carathril sought for an argument, a reason why he should not go. He longed 
to return to Lothern, which would reel again at the news that another of its 
rulers was dead by violence. He was scared, though he could not admit that 
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in such noble company; the wilds of Chrace were dangerous enough in 
normal circumstances and on the very borders of Nagarythe. He would have 
to sail past the Isle of the Dead and search in the monster-infested 
mountains. 


Then he remembered the words in Bel Shanaar’s letter. Pride and duty 
stirred within Carathril, burning through the fear in his stomach. He recalled 
the tattooed and scarred cultists and their depraved rites, his loathing for 
what would become of Ulthuan if they should be victorious outweighing his 
dread at the task ahead. He took the letter from Thyriol. 


‘I shall go,’ said Carathril. ‘There is no time to waste.’ 


“We are not so sorely pressed that you cannot spare time to prepare,’ said 
Thyriol. ‘You shall not go alone, so we must choose a company of soldiers 
to guard you, and tomorrow will serve us as well as today. There is much 
we must make ready, for you and for other messengers.’ 
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SIX 
The Hunters Set Forth 


As Carathril began his voyage across the Inner Sea, the Isle of the Flame 
was alive with activity. Ships were sent to gather more soldiers to protect 
the surviving princes and other heralds despatched to warn the kingdoms of 
what had happened and the proposed election of Imrik. Unknown to those 
at the Shrine of Asuryan, Bathinair and the Anlec knights bore the body of 
Malekith westwards. By sorcerous means they arranged for a caravan to 
meet them on an isolated stretch of the Ellyrian coast and in secrecy they 
passed over the plains and across the mountains. 


They travelled to Tor Anroc, and cloaking the events at the shrine in lies, 
spread the news of the massacre. In the dismay and confusion, Morathi was 
allowed to leave with the body of her son and they travelled north to Anlec. 


As they passed through one of the massive gatetowers of the city, Morathi 
sat upon a carriage next to Malekith. She had said nothing since leaving Tor 
Anroc, and simmered with a rage that surpassed even the anger she had felt 
when Bel Shanaar had been chosen over her son to be Phoenix King. 


“This is no slight on your character,’ she whispered. ‘This is no mere insult. 
This is an attack upon Nagarythe, and assault upon the memory of your 
father. I have been too lenient with these fools. Your death will be avenged.’ 


She laid a hand upon the shrouded body as tears of fire rolled down her 
cheeks. She pictured Ulthuan ablaze with war, the usurpers and their petty 
princes screaming their apologies as her warriors put them to the sword. 
She would raise monuments to her son as grand as those dedicated to her 
late husband, and every elf would pay homage to his greatness. 


So wrapped up in these thoughts was Morathi that she almost did not notice 
the quiver of movement beneath her fingertips. 


Unsure if she had imagined it, she sat immobile for a dozen heartbeats, her 
hand resting on the covered chest of Malekith. She decided it had been the 
carriage jostling over the pavement and was about to take away her hand. 


It came again, the slightest tremble. 


With a gasp of joy and relief, Morathi pulled back the shroud to reveal 
Malekith’s ravaged face. Where once he had been so dashing, so handsome, 
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a ruin remained. Bone and charred flesh were fused, sinew exposed. 


“You are as strong as your father,’ she whispered, lowering her mouth to the 
ragged remnants of her son’s ear. She cradled his head against her cheek, 
and kissed Malekith’s burnt flesh. ‘You are Aenarion’s heir, true king of the 
elves.’ 


There was a rattling hiss of breath from the lipless mouth. 


As charred skin cracked and flaked, an eye opened, a pale orb in the dark 
ruin. It stared ahead, sparks of mystical energy dancing in the pupil. The 
sparks became an ember, became a tiny flame of magic. The flame grew 
and darkened, the whole eye becoming a flickering hole of dark fire. At its 
depth, a pinprick of redness appeared. 


The skinless jaw opened. A rasp escaped, wordless. Fingers twitched 
beneath the shroud. 


‘Lie still, my brave son,’ said Morathi, her tears now of relief, dropping like 
liquid pearls onto Malekith’s face. ‘Save your strength. I will look after you. 
You will be restored. I swear it by my own life.’ 


A ravaged arm pushed up past the edge of the shroud, shedding blackened 
skin, thin rivulets of blood streaming from the hand. Fingers little more than 
charred bone curled around the back of Morathi’s head, pulling her closer, 
stroking her hair. 


The world was a blur of light and dark, noise and silence, pain and 
numbness. Voiceless screams echoed in Malekith’s ears, shrieking to the 
slow beat of his heart. Everything burned. Every part of his body was a fire 
of agony. Even his mind, his spirit, was consumed over and over by the 
flames, searing into the core of his being. 


He welcomed the blackness. 


Yet oblivion did not last. There was no respite from the torment heaped 
upon his body; no pause in the frustration and anger that ate at his thoughts. 
Every breath he took was like taking the fire of the sun into his lungs. Every 
slight draught was a gale of razors on his flesh. And the whispers would not 
stop; the voices on the edge of hearing, goading and laughing, cackling at 
his folly. Wisps of dust swirled about him, each tiny mote a leering face 


1071 XRN 


with pointed teeth. The walls sang to him; sonorous dirges that spoke of 
bottomless blackness. The light through the window, painfully bright, 
danced upon his withered form, leaving tiny footprints of ash across his 
chest. 


And so much pain. Unbearable pain. In every pore and muscle, every 
shredded nerve and scorched artery. To live was to experience unending 
agony. 

The blackness came for him again. He greeted it with open arms. 


He revived again. He stood upon the edge of an abyss and stared down into 
the dark of eternal death. It was so inviting, to take a single step, to fall into 
the peace of ending. One step. One small step and the agony would cease. 


‘No,’ he snarled, the single word sending shivers of fresh pain through his 
body. 


On a bronze mirror, a scene played out in ruddy monochrome. Ships plied 
the waters of the Inner Sea, coming and going to the Isle of the Flame. The 
island itself was shrouded in a fog, obscured from Morathi’s viewing by the 
enchantments of the priests. What went on within the walls of the Shrine of 
Asuryan was unknown to her, but such frenetic activity on the sea nearby 
told her everything she needed to know; the rest could be assumed. 


Morathi waved a hand to dismiss the image; it was replaced in the full 
length mirror by her reflection. She took a moment to admire what she saw, 
running a hand over the curve of her waist and hip, tracing a finger along 
the delicate line of cheek and jaw. She raked slender fingers through her 
lustrous hair, shuddering at her own touch. 


The moment was interrupted. In the reflection a figure appeared in the 
doorway behind Morathi. She turned to see Bathinair. 


‘Thyriol rallies the princes,’ he said. He held up a bloodstained, torn 
parchment. ‘Our agents took this message from a Sapherian herald. They 
seek to elevate Imrik to the Phoenix Throne, your majesty.’ 


Morathi plucked the tattered letter from Bathinair’s hand and glanced at it. 
She could smell the blood, the ink, and fragrant oil from Bathinair’s skin. 
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‘An obvious choice,’ she said. “Why was he not slain with the others?’ 


‘He did not attend the council,’ Bathinair explained. ‘He ignored Bel 
Shanaar’s invitation to go hunting in Chrace with his cousin.’ 


‘Then we still have opportunity to sow harm upon our enemies,’ said 
Morathi, the letter bursting into black flame between her fingers. ‘Go to the 
high priest of Khaine, and bring me the deadliest killers in Anlec.’ 


‘Assassinate Imrik before he can be made king?’ said Bathinair. ‘T like it.’ 


Morathi stalked across the chamber and seized the prince by the throat, her 
long black-painted nails drawing blood from skin. 


‘I do not care for your likes and dislikes,’ she snarled, letting a little of the 
dark magic within her seep into the scratches. Bathinair hissed and spat like 
a serpent that had itself been bitten, writhing in Morathi’s unnaturally 
strong grip. ‘Bring me the assassins and offer no opinion.’ 


She let go of Bathinair and he stumbled back, hands rubbing at the wounds 
on his neck. 


‘At once, your majesty,’ he said, eyes fearful. 


When the prince had gone, Morathi went to the adjoining chamber. Upon a 
bier covered in many sheets Malekith lay immobile. He whispered and 
murmured words too faint to hear. His fists clenched and opened, his head 
jerking slightly from side to side. She laid a hand on his brow, pained by his 
delirium. There was no sorcery she possessed that could heal these wounds, 
inflicted by divine flame. 


She smiled. For all Malekith’s feverish madness, he was recovering. Day by 
day she watched him, seeing the tiniest extra life creeping back into ruined 
flesh. It would take years for him to be restored, if there were no setbacks; 
time enough to bring all of Ulthuan under the rule of Nagarythe and keep 
the Phoenix Throne secure for Malekith’s triumphant return. 


There was a stool beside the bed and she sat down, hand still on his brow. 
She talked constantly and softly to him, telling the same tales she had told 
him when he was a child: tales of Aenarion and gods and daemons. 


The afternoon passed and Morathi comforted her wounded son. She stopped 
and went back to the main chamber when she detected the presence of eight 
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elves in the passageway outside, drawing a curtain across the doorway to 
conceal Malekith from prying eyes. 


Bathinair entered, seven others following him through the archway. The 
assassins had the look of lean, hungry wolves, with pinched faces and tight 
muscles. Morathi could feel the touch of dark magic like a cloying fog, 
dripping from their swords and blades, pulsing from vials of poison and 
rune-crafted jewellery. Blood stained their skin red and slicked their hair. 
Tiny skulls and runes of Khaine pierced their flesh on rings and studs. 


She looked each in the eye, seeing no compassion, no mercy, no kindness, 
only cold death. 


‘Good,’ she said to Bathinair, stroking his cheek. The prince shuddered for 
a moment, ecstatic at her touch. “You may return to the Athartists and 
cavort with them until I summon you again.’ 


‘Thank you, your majesty,’ said Bathinair, leering at the prospect of 
attention from the hedonistic priestesses and cultists. 


When he had gone, Morathi commanded the assassins to kneel. They did 
So, in a semicircle around her. 


‘Imrik must be slain,’ she told them. ‘You will find him and kill him.’ 


‘Where will he be found?’ asked one of the killers, revealing teeth filed to 
points. 


‘In Chrace,’ replied Morathi. 


‘An elf could get lost for a lifetime in those peaks,’ said another. ‘How are 
we to find Imrik?’ 


“Will your scrying guide us to him?’ asked a third. 


“The vortex is too strong in the Annulii,’ Morathi said. ‘No spell can pierce 
the magical winds.’ 


“Then you have some trail for us to follow?’ said a fourth. 
‘Close your eyes and I will show you,’ Morathi said with a smile. 


She chanted, calling on the patrons of the dark winds to bless her spells. 
She named them in turn, and with each title the magic in the chamber 
thickened and swirled. Morathi felt it coiling about her, sliding across her 
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flesh, warm and chill, dry and slick. She spat the words of the incantation 
she had prepared, each syllable like a fizzing on her tongue, each sound a 
clear note in her ears. 


Morathi flexed her fingers and arched her back as the dark magic flowed 
into and through her. It pulsed along her nerves, setting every sense alight. 
With centuries of practice, she calmed herself, forcing the magic to her 
bidding, shaping it with her words and thoughts. 


The assassins had their faces turned up to her, eyes closed. She thrust out 
her hands, bolts of black energy leaping from her fingertips into the eyes of 
the Khainites. Each thrashed and screamed, falling to the floor with flailing 
limbs as the sorcery poured into them, fusing with their bodies. 


When the spell was cast, Morathi slumped back into a chair, panting and 
spent. With a fingertip, she wiped a bead of sweat from her brow, eyes 
closed, breath coming in ragged gasps. She touched the fingertip to her 
tongue, and tasted the sweet residue of magic on her skin. 


Groaning, the assassins recovered, each holding his head, cursing and 
Swearing at the pain. Morathi opened her eyes and stood up. She walked 
along the line of supine elves, towering over them imperiously. 


“You shall know such pain as I feel at Imrik’s continued life,’ she told them. 
Stepping over the last, she turned back down the line. ‘The pain will lessen 
with every step closer to your prey, and will grow with every step further 
from him. I have laid my mark upon you and you shall not know sleep or 
thirst or hunger until Imrik is dead. Look at me!’ 


The assassins raised their heads and looked at Morathi with eyes like red 
glass. A black rune smouldered upon the brow of each, burnt into flesh by 
sorcery. They winced and writhed, unable to escape the throbbing pain 
within their heads. 


‘Kill him and you will know pain no longer,’ said Morathi. She pointed a 
finger to the door. ‘The more swiftly you complete your task, the sooner 
you shall know peace again. Go now to Chrace! Find Imrik! Slay him!’ 
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SEVEN 
The Road to Chrace 


The wind was fresh from the east, bringing scatters of rain onto the pale 
wooden decking, casting droplets from mast and sail onto Carathril as he 
stood at the rail. He had crossed the Inner Sea many times during his duties 
to Bel Shanaar but he had not yet come to terms with the Phoenix King’s 
death, and in all of those previous voyages he had never felt such urgency 
and such responsibility. 


The sky was heavy with autumnal cloud, matching the herald’s dismal 
mood. Around him, the sailors adjusted the triangular sails at the orders of 
their captain, squeezing every last measure of speed from their ship. To the 
bow and stern, and at the mastheads, lookouts kept watch for ships, fearful 
that another vessel might be under the sway of the Naggarothi or the 
cultists. On the deck were two hundred seasoned marines; the famed Sea 
Guard of Carathril’s home city of Lothern. 


Ahead and to starboard appeared an isle with shallow shores. Grey haze 
hung about its coast, and coloured lights danced in the sky above. Carathril 
moved to the port side, not wishing to look upon the Isle of the Dead. It was 
on that slip of land that Caledor Dragontamer had cast the spell of the great 
vortex, forever trapping himself and his fellow mages at its heart. 


Growing up in Lothern, Carathril had heard all of the sailors’ tales. Some 
claimed the mages could be seen as ethereal figures with arms reaching to 
the heavens, frozen in time at the moment of their triumph. It was said that 
the last syllables of that mighty enchantment were still carried on the 
breeze; that Caledor’s final words would come to an elf while he slept if his 
ship strayed too close to the shore. 


Carathril had no desire to test the truth of the tales and he heard sailors and 
Sea Guard whispering prayers to Mannanin, god of the waters, asking for 
safe passage and a route clear of the Isle of the Dead. 


Due north they sailed after, cutting between the chain of islands that curved 
across the Inner Sea. For three more days they carried on without pause, 
and saw no more than the occasional sail on the horizon. 


They came into view of the Inner Sea’s northern reaches. A forest-swathed 
shore marked that boundary, broken by the mouths of many rivers. Of all 
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the realms of Ulthuan, it was this one that Carathril had never seen. 
Avelorn, home of the Everqueen. The thought of it sent a tremor through 
Carathril, of excitement and quiet fear. A land of boundless forest, Avelorn 
had always been the heart of elven society. Tor Anroc had been the political 
capital of Ulthuan, but it was Avelorn that was the elves’ spiritual centre. 
There were some philosophers who claimed the forefathers of every elf had 
been raised beneath that endless bower of leaves and branches. 


In his years of service to the Phoenix Throne, Carathril had never been 
despatched to the court of the Everqueen, and he had never received a 
visitor from Avelorn. The Everqueen, Yvraine, daughter of Aenarion and 
Astarielle, did not concern herself with temporal affairs. Hers was a 
timeless guardianship, of the isle and its people as a whole. Yet Carathril 
knew that the Everqueen would be aware of the tumult engulfing her island; 
other messengers were on board to visit her court and inform Yvraine of the 
decision to elect Imrik. 


To one of the broad rivers sailed the ship, entering the waters of Avelorn as 
dusk fell. The trees crowded close to the bank on each side, willows that 
dipped long fronds into the water. Clouds of bats set out from their roosts, 
dark swathes against the setting sun. Things screeched and howled and 
roared in the twilight, and Carathril was glad he was on the ship and not the 
shore. 


The river was broad and easily navigable, so they sailed on through the 
night. As the moons rose, the character of the forest changed again. In the 
silvery light of Sariour, the trees seemed to dance and whisper in the wind, 
their secret messages echoing across the waters as a susurrant background 
noise. The river was teeming with life: fish and frogs and lizards could be 
seen skimming the placid waters in the patches of moonlight that broke 
through the cloud. The call of nighthawks and the howls of wolves sounded 
from every direction and Carathril found sleep impossible. 


By dawn, they came to a great bend in the river, turning westwards towards 
the peaks of the Annulii that could be just about seen rearing in the distance 
over the canopy of trees. In the light of the dawn, animals came to the 
waterside to drink. Here and there, the trees opened up into broad glades 
where herds of deer grazed and foxes stalked through the long grass. 
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Carathril was convinced he saw other movement too, in the gloom beneath 
the forest canopy. Not birds or beasts, but the trees themselves seemed to 
shift. He knew that Avelorn was alive, and from the oldest tales had heard 
of the treemen that protected the forest; it was a different matter to see such 
creatures in the shadows, spirits of bark and leaf that creaked and groaned 
like trees in a strong wind. 


A little after noon, they came to a jetty. It was not made of timber, but of the 
massive roots of a tree extending into the river. A company of armoured 
walrior-women waited on the shore nearby: the Maiden Guard of Avelorn. 
Seeing them, the captain steered the ship towards the natural wharf and put 
the ship alongside the twisting roots. 


The captain of the Maiden Guard came to the ship, spear in hand and shield 
on the other arm, her golden hair falling in waves from beneath her green- 
gold helm, her eyes a bright green that pierced Carathril’s soul. When she 
spoke, her voice was distant, her eyes unfocussed as if she looked upon 
something else. Carathril imagined the sighing of leaves and the gentle 
tumble of water over rocks. 


“The whole forest speaks of your coming,’ she said. ‘I am Althinelle, glade 
protector and captain of the Maiden Guard. Who is your leader?’ 


The ship captain waved to Carathril, who hesitantly moved along the rail to 
address Althinelle. 


‘I am Carathril, of Lothern, lately of Tor Anroc,’ he called down to her. ‘I 
have heralds aboard for the Everqueen and am destined upriver for the 
mountains of Chrace.’ 


“We have hoped that you would come,’ Althinelle replied. ‘Our queen is 
most distressed. She feels a darkness swallowing Ulthuan and would know 
its cause.’ 


“The Phoenix King Bel Shanaar is dead,’ Carathril told her. ‘Prince 
Malekith dared the wrath of Asuryan to replace him and was found 
wanting. The flames consumed him and the shrine all but toppled.’ 


‘Grave news,’ said Althinelle. She nodded. ‘Send down your heralds and I 
will take them to Queen Yvraine. You may pass on up the river. For what 
purpose do you travel to Chrace?’ 
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As the sailors threw rope ladders down to the wharf and the heralds climbed 
over the ship’s side, Carathril hesitated to reply; out of practice rather than 
suspicion. There could be no hint of the cultists or Naggarothi in Avelorn; 
the Maiden Guard would ensure the forests were kept free of any cytharai 
taint. 


‘Prince Imrik of Caledor is to be found there,’ said Carathril. ‘Many princes 
were massacred by Naggarothi at Asuryan’s shrine, and Imrik is to be 
named Bel Shanaar’s successor. We must find him and escort him safely to 
the Isle of the Flame.’ 


“Very well,’ said the Maiden Captain. There was a hint of amusement in her 
tone. ‘We shall send word to the companies at the borders of Chrace to keep 
watch for your return. The Everqueen will grant safe passage to her future 
husband. Isha’s blessings be upon your life.’ 


‘Please convey my gratitude and regard to the Everqueen,’ said Carathril. 
Althinelle laughed, the sound touching joy into Carathril’s heart. 


‘Be assured that Yvraine knows of your gratitude and regard, Carathril of 
Lothern, lately of Tor Anroc.’ 


The Maiden Captain stepped back. Just as he turned away, Carathril saw 
something strange; Althinelle’s eyes looked blue not green. He shook his 
head and dismissed the idea as an illusion of the strange forest light. The 
whole experience left him feeling light-headed and he retired to his cabin to 
lie down. 


He did not intend to sleep, but since he had rested little since the massacre 
at the shrine, his eyelids felt heavy and he passed into a deep slumber. 
When he woke, he saw through the cabin window that it was late evening. 


He felt refreshed and strong, and for some reason the cabin was filled with 
the smell of wild flowers. 


The wind came in howling gusts down the valley, bringing an early touch of 
winter from the peaks. Flurries of snow dusted from the ridges and 
shoulders of the mountains above and the moons were hidden by a thick 
bank of cloud. 
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Despite the gloom, Elthanir could see perfectly well. He followed the 
winding trail with the sure-footedness of a mountain goat, springing from 
rock to rock, weaving between the branches of the overhanging bushes and 
steering easily past outcrops, his feet upon the edge of the shelf, a precipice 
dropping steeply down to his right. 


He did not feel the cold, not the ache of limbs from many days travel, or the 
hunger that would have gnawed the stomach of an ordinary elf, or the 
parched dryness of his throat. Only the burning occupied him; the fire 
behind his eyes that pushed him onwards. 


The others followed in silence. None of them had spoken since they had left 
the palace of Anlec, each consumed by his curse, his inner pain. 


As another flurry of wind dusted his cloak and hood, Elthanir stopped at a 
turn in the path, where it dropped down sharply towards the valley floor. He 
looked north and recognised Anil Arianni and Anul Sethis, twin peaks that 
soared above the others, joined by a sharp ridge. 


He knew the mountains well, for they marked the edge of Nagarythe. He 
stared up at the pass known as the Chracian Gate and knew that in a few 
days the burning pain would end. 


The party emerged from the edge of the pine forests onto the highest slopes 
of Anul Sarian. The snow was light, Imrik’s boots barely leaving a mark as 
he forged up the mountainside, his broad-headed hunting spear over his 
shoulder. Ahead the trackers had stopped in the shelter of a cluster of snow- 
crusted boulders, bows in hand. 


‘Looks like we might get lucky today,’ Koradrel said, following behind 
Imrik. ‘Perhaps something a bit more challenging than a stag or bear.’ 


“With luck,’ replied Imrik, glancing over his shoulder. 


Both princes were clad in hunting leathers and fur-lined cloaks, the hoods 
pulled up against the cold breeze. Their woollen leggings were bound with 
thongs, and knee-high boots protected their feet. Each wore heavy gloves 
riveted with rings of iron, and breastplates over their padded clothing. 


‘If nothing comes of this, we shall have to make camp,’ said Koradrel, 
pointing to the sun disappearing to the west, his breath steaming the air. 


1080 XRN 


‘No lodges nearby?’ said Imrik. 


‘Half a day’s walk to the south,’ replied Koradrel. “There are caves on the 
north-eastern slopes, with room for all of us.’ 


The group consisted of twenty elves in all; the two princes, four guides and 
fourteen retainers leading the packhorses carrying the tents and supplies. 
All were armed with bows and spears and the huntsmen carried long axes 
and wore armour. On one of the sleds was mounted a small bolt thrower, a 
smaller cousin to the repeater machines used in battle. The others were 
heaped with food, nets, blankets, firewood, spare clothes, lamps and 
torches, axes for felling trees and shovels for digging pits, wire and chains 
for snares and traps, and bundles of fresh spears and arrows. In any other 
kingdom, such a party might look as if they were ready for battle, but in 
Chrace they were simply essential supplies for a hunting trip. 


Imrik considered battle safer, and every elf in the group was alert, watching 
the cloudy skies, peering into the shadows beneath the pine trees, eyeing 
every rock and bush. 


Like Caledor, Chrace was a kingdom of mountains. In the Dragon Spine 
Mountains, the dragons hunted down any large beast that wandered into 
their territory. In the Chracian peaks, it was the elves that had to keep watch 
for marauding monsters. The vortex of Ulthuan raged through these rocky 
spires, tinging the air with magic, colouring the clouds and the snow with a 
glistening half-seen rainbow. The powerful winds of magic had drawn all 
manner of strange creatures to these lands. Some could be reared as mounts 
if caught young, such as the pegasi, griffons and hippogryphs. Others were 
beasts of pure Chaos; the manticores and hydras, basilisks and chimeras. 


For centuries they had made their nests and for centuries the highlight of the 
Chracian calendar had been the monster hunts. The Chracians had honed 
their beast-slaying skills, mountaincraft and woodmanship to a high art. 
Several times during his campaigns in Elthin Arvan, Imrik had called upon 
the expertise of his Chracian allies to rid an area of a troublesome beast. 


The prince liked the Chracians as a people, and though they lived at 
opposite sides of Ulthuan, there was much in common. Though Chrace 
lacked the raw grandeur of Caledor, and had no claim to a great founder like 
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the Dragontamer, it had its own natural majesty. The people were sturdy in 
body and spirit, used to the isolation of winter. 


That they were fierce warriors was beyond doubt. Many of the retainers, 
like Koradrel, wore the pelts of the famed Chracian white lions. It was 
considered a testament to adulthood and prowess for a warrior to hunt one 
of the massive cats, and no elf was allowed to wear the fur of a white lion 
unless he had slain it with his own hand. Imrik had killed two such beasts 
on his hunts, but had refused to wear their cloak of honour; he had jokingly 
confessed to Koradrel on one hunt that he feared such a thing would 
confuse the dragons and he would get eaten as prey on returning to Caledor. 
In truth, he did not feel the right to bear such a badge of strength upon his 
shoulders. He was just a visitor in these lands; a genuine Chracian hunter 
lived and breathed these mountains every day. 


They reached the position of the scouts and took shelter amongst the rocks. 
Glad to be out of the wind, Imrik pulled down his hood, took off the band 
holding back his hair and ran his fingers over his head. 


“You see something?’ he asked the closest guide, an elf called Anachius. 


The guide nodded and pointed along the slope. Imrik saw the darkness of a 
cave mouth, and the ground in front was trampled and free of snow. 


‘A lair,’ said Imrik with a smile. He tied back his hair and turned to 
Koradrel. ‘What is in there?’ 


‘Let us go and find out,’ replied the Chracian, taking his spear from where 
he had leant it against a rock. 


The group cautiously moved out from the boulders, making barely a sound 
and leaving only the faintest marks in the snow. Imrik took his spear in both 
hands, breathing shallowly, eyes intent on the cave ahead. Anachius moved 
in front of the group with another guide, racing swiftly over the rough 
ground, their lion-pelt cloaks tied tight around their bodies. 


The hunters stopped about a bow’s shot from the cave entrance while the 
guides continued ahead. The two elves circled away from the cave, moving 
through a scattering of rocks. They spent some time examining the ground, 
pointing at tracks. There followed a brief conversation and then the other 
guide headed back towards the group while Anachius edged cautiously 
towards the cave. 
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“There is definitely a creature inside, or nearby,’ said the guide when he had 
returned. ‘There are no feathers that we can see, and the claw marks show 
that it is a large beast. We found tufts of coarse fur on the rocks, not shed 
scales, and no sign of burning. The smell of carrion comes from the cave.’ 


‘So not a griffon or hydra,’ said Koradrel. 

‘Not a chimera, either,’ added Imrik. ‘Such would not leave meat uneaten.’ 
“True enough,’ agreed the guide. 

‘So what have we here?’ asked Koradrel. 

The question was answered by a shout from Anachius. 

‘Manticore!’ the guide cried out, sprinting from the cave mouth. 


The beast exploded from the cave behind him, the mountainside 
reverberating with a feral roar. The monster was in rough shape the same as 
a massive lion, its pelt dark brown and marked with deep orange patches. 
Two wings like those of an immense bat were curled upon its back and 
claws like white scimitars scraped across rock as it skidded out onto the 
slope. Its tail was segmented like a scorpion’s, arching over its wings, 
tipped with a barb as long as a spear. Most frightening was its face; feline 
but with disturbingly elf-like features, dark against a huge mane of bright 
red hair. 


The manticore bellowed again as the elves readied their weapons. Some 
raced towards Anachius, shouting encouragement. The monster pounced, 
wings opening, easily catching up with the forlorn guide. 


Anachius turned at the last moment, warned by a cry from Koradrel. He 
raised his spear as the manticore landed, its rune-carved tip scoring a wound 
across the creature’s cheek. A massive paw swiped away the weapon and 
sent Anachius crashing to the ground, his arm flopping uselessly. 


In a heartbeat the manticore was upon the guide, jaws closing about his 
torso, almost shearing the unfortunate elf in half. 


‘Fight or run?’ said Imrik. 


‘Fight!’ replied Koradrel. ‘A manticore will chase us all of the way back to 
Tor Achare. Take cover in the rocks!’ 
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Imrik tore his gaze from the vision of the manticore tearing Anachius limb 
from limb, showering the white ground with blood, organs and splinters of 
bone, a bass growling echoing after the hunters as they retreated back to the 
boulders. 


Glancing over his shoulder as he ran, Imrik saw that the monster did not 
feed, but simply ripped apart the guide with wild rage, shaking body parts 
in its mouth before tossing them away. It continued to stamp and slash with 
its claws, turning flesh to red ribbons. 


Reaching the rocks, Imrik came to a halt beside Koradrel. Looking down 
the slope, he saw all but two of the other hunters racing towards them with 
weapons ready. The other two had stopped the horse train and were 
readying the bolt thrower on its sled. 


‘They are fearsome but mindlessly aggressive,’ said Koradrel. ‘We must 
lure it into view of the bolt thrower. Once we have grounded the beast, we 
attack as a group. Spears and axes, arrows will do little harm.’ 


Imrik nodded and adjusted his grip on the spear, one shoulder against a 
boulder. The manticore had finished its frenzy of destruction and lifted its 
head, sniffing, head turning left and right, pointed ears swivelling to detect 
any noise. It let loose another roar and bounded into the air. The manticore’s 
flapping had none of the grace of a dragon’s flight, but it powered skywards 
at speed, scanning the ground for more prey. 


Torches had been lit by some of the guides and they ventured from the 
rocks with the flaming brands in hand, waving to attract the beast’s 
attention and lure it away from the caravan. 


The manticore dropped from the skies, forelegs outstretched. The 
torchbearers flung away their brands and sprinted back to the rocks, the 
manticore bearing down upon them like a bolt of pure fury. 


The elves reached the boulders as the manticore crashed into the ground, 
snarling and swiping. Imrik could feel the heat of its breath, tainted with the 
stench of rotted flesh and fresh blood. 


The manticore saw him and lunged. Imrik hurled himself behind a boulder a 
heartbeat before the monster’s claws slashed across the rock, sending chips 
of stone into the air. It growled constantly, and padded to the right, snorting 
and sniffing. Koradrel appeared to the creature’s right and hurled his spear, 
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the weapon punching into the creature’s ribs just behind its shoulder. It gave 
a howl of anger and spun, tail lashing but too slow to catch the swiftly 
retreating Chracian. 


Bunching powerful muscles, the beast looked as though it was about to take 
to the sky again. One of the hunters emerged from the shadow of the rocks 
with an axe in hand, bellowing a challenge. The manticore twisted and leapt 
for the kill, but the hunter rolled beneath its outstretched claws and raked 
the edge of his axe across its gut. Blood streamed onto the snow. 


The hunter surged to his feet and dashed for the rocks, but unlike Koradrel 
he was too close. The manticore’s sting flashed down, punching into the 
elf’s back, the tip of the barb erupting from the hunter’s shoulder. He 
flopped to the ground, convulsing madly as the sting was ripped free, blood 
and froth erupting from his mouth. 


Moving more sluggishly from its wounds, the manticore circled around the 
boulders, moving up the slope, tail lashing, wings flexing. Imrik looked into 
its eyes and saw yellow orbs of hatred. The prince wondered what could 
spawn a beast of such rage. 


Bounding forwards two steps, the manticore leapt, landing with surprising 
agility atop the largest boulder. It peered down into the rocks as the elves 
scattered, one claw catching Koradrel on the arm as he raced past, pitching 
him face-first to the ground. 


Imrik acted out of instinct, bounding over a rock with spear in hand. The 
movement diverted the manticore away from the fallen prince and Imrik 
ducked as the sting whipped towards him, clattering against a rock to leave 
a trail of thick venom. Imrik stood over Koradrel and thrust upwards with 
his spear. The blow was hasty and only scored a ragged mark across the 
manticore’s shoulder. In reply, a paw smashed into Imrik’s chest, throwing 
him backwards. His breastplate was buckled, two marks raked across it, but 
it had saved him from instant evisceration. 


Other hunters poured into the fight, swinging long axes and jabbing with 
spears. The manticore leapt over their heads to another perch, smashing an 
elf from his feet with its tail as it landed. The Chracians were relentless as 
Imrik recovered his breath, their weapons forcing the monster to rear up 
with a roar. 
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Imrik heard a distant snap and a moment later the manticore’s throat 
erupted in a shower of blood, a bolt jutting from the side of its neck. 
Flopping sideways, it tumbled down the rock, limbs flailing, tail slashing 
left and right. A well-placed axe blow severed the sting, blood and poison 
gushing from the wound. 


Still the beast would not be slain. It rolled to its feet, wings unfurling, 
howling madly. Not wanting the manticore to escape, Koradrel rejoined his 
warriors, leaping atop the monster’s back to drive his spear into its spine. 
The beast fell again, Koradrel jumping lightly to the ground as the 
manticore slammed into the rocks. An incautious elf lost a leg to a vicious 
Sweep as the creature lashed out in its death throes. 


Contented that it would die without further action, Koradrel called his 
hunters away a safe distance. Imrik joined his cousin and the two leaned on 
each other, breathing heavily. The rush of battle filled the Caledorian prince 
as he looked at the dying monster. Glancing down, he realised how close he 
had been to sharing its fate; relief combined with battle-lust to send a surge 
of energy through him. Imrik caught Koradrel’s eye and saw the glint there. 
They both laughed and embraced. 


Imrik mastered himself after a while and looked at the dead beast with 
raised eyebrows. 


‘So that’s a manticore,’ he said. 


Since he had been made a herald by Bel Shanaar, Carathril had crossed the 
Annulii Mountains many times, yet it never ceased to have an effect on 
him. Crossing from Avelorn into Chrace, over some of the highest passes in 
the circle of peaks, he felt the vortex more powerfully than ever before. The 
magic felt like it tugged at his hair, seeped through the pores of his skin, set 
his teeth on edge. The clouds that covered the mountains were tinged with 
purple and red and green, and through rare breaks strange rainbows 
shimmered against the sunlight, the colours of their curved arcs distorted by 
the magical field. 


The reputation of Chrace as a home for many monstrous dangers was well 
known and Carathril’s company of Sea Guard were constantly alert for 
attack. Winter was fast approaching these northern climes, and on the third 
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day after leaving the river, the group awoke to find the ground and their 
tents covered with a light dusting of snow. Carathril had been to Chrace 
before and was well prepared with a fur-lined cloak and hood, and gloves of 
soft leather. The Sea Guard had also brought winter clothing, and swathed 
against the cold wind and flurries of icy sleet, the elves forged on into 
Chrace. 


It was not for monsters alone that the Sea Guard were watchful. The route 
of the company took them along Phoenix Pass, which crossed the Annulii 
into Nagarythe. Even keeping to the highlands as much as possible, there 
was every chance they would run into Naggarothi warriors patrolling the 
border. 


Though the increasingly bitter weather made it more uncomfortable, 
Carathril decided that they should march by night and seek shelter by day, 
the better to avoid the Naggarothi. Even then he was constantly nagged by 
the feeling of being watched; these lands were the traditional haunt of the 
raven heralds. Carathril had met some of their order, and knew that if they 
wished to remain unseen, not even the keen eyes of the Sea Guard would 
spot them. 


He was eager to press on and cross back into Chrace as quickly as possible, 
fearful that the raven heralds would have spied the company as soon as they 
left Phoenix Pass. Even now, riders could be speeding to Anlec, bearing the 
news. Such was the situation following the massacre at the shrine, Carathril 
would expect the Naggarothi to react violently to any trespass on their 
lands. 


For three nights they marched, often following no track at all through the 
bleak hills of eastern Nagarythe, keeping their bearing by snatched glimpses 
of moon and stars. For three days they made camp in hollows and caves, 
eating cold food to avoid lighting fires, wrapped in blankets to keep the 
wintry air at bay. 


On the fourth morning, Carathril did not call the company to a halt, but 
instead insisted that they pushed on through the day as well. They crossed 
an icy river that cascaded down from the Annulii and so passed into Chrace. 
Out in the wilderness they had no hope for relief or reinforcement, and 
turned eastwards away from Nagarythe as soon as the terrain allowed. 


1087 XRN 


Every now and then Carathril glanced over his shoulder as he marched, 
expecting to see a feather-cloaked rider on a distant hill or an army of 
Naggarothi in pursuit. Each time the horizon was bare of foe, just the grey 
cold skies of northern Ulthuan. 


They made camp that night in the lee of a great shoulder of rock and dared 
to light fires again to melt snow and cook a more wholesome meal. 
Neaderin, the captain of the Sea Guard, joined Carathril inside his tent as 
the wind plucked at canvas and howled across the rocks. 


“We have reached Chrace, but where now do we search for Imrik?’ asked 
the captain. 


Carathril was at a loss for an answer for the moment. The Caledorian prince 
had deliberately left no word of where he could be found, and all of 
Thyriol’s magic had been unable to locate Imrik within the mystical whorl 
of the vortex. 


‘His cousin Koradrel lives in the capital, Tor Achare,’ Carathril said after 
some thought. ‘Morai Heg might favour us and we find Imrik there, 
returned from his hunt. If not, Koradrel’s household will surely know where 
their master has gone.’ 


‘So we head directly east, to Tor Achare?’ said Neaderin. ‘Or do we journey 
around the mountains and come at the city from the north?’ 


It was a difficult decision. Carathril felt the need for urgency, but the 
shortest path would be the wrong one if they went astray in the mountains 
or some ill fate befell them. Against this, he measured the extra time it 
would take to march around the mountains and negotiate the deep forests 
north of Tor Achare. It was a more certain route but, even allowing for a 
few days’ delay crossing the mountains, would take nearly twice as long. 


‘We shall take the longer route,’ said the herald. ‘Though the worst of 
winter is not yet here, the mountains are not for the inexperienced. And if 
Imrik hunts in the mountains, we will need directions to locate him.’ 


“We are Sea Guard, not mountaineers,’ said Neaderin. ‘This could have 
been avoided. We should have sailed through the Lothern Gate and around 
Ulthuan to the northern coast of Chrace.’ 
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‘With Prince Haradrin dead, Lothern will be awash with anarchy and 
suspicion,’ said Carathril. ‘I was not certain that the sea gates would be 
opened to us, and even if they were, travel through the port risked many 
other distractions and delays. I am sorry, but it had to be this way.’ 


Neaderin sighed and departed, leaving Carathril feeling cold and gloomy. 
The chill drove his pessimistic mood as much as the task ahead. Even in 
winter, Eataine was as warm as a Chracian summer and he missed the sun 
upon the white houses of Lothern and the glittering waters of the port. 
There would be no easy way to find Imrik, but Carathril contented himself 
with the thought that although the need to find the prince was pressing, the 
Naggarothi would not be able to make any move before the spring. Even if 
they had some malicious intent for the next Phoenix King, the task of 
finding him would be just as difficult for them; in fact it would be harder 
for they would have no allies in Chrace to help them. 


Slightly eased by this, Carathril tried to sleep, ignoring the numb of cold in 
his fingers and toes. 


The crackle of burning logs almost drowned out the whimpers of the 
woodcutter and his family. His tear-streaked face was lit by the flames of 
the burning lodge, mingling with the blood seeping from the fine cut upon 
his brow. Blinking to clear his eyes, the Chracian looked up at Elthanir, his 
lips bloodied, teeth broken. 


‘I shall tell you nothing,’ the woodcutter managed to say, a string of blood- 
flecked saliva drooling from the corner of his ravaged mouth. 


Elthanir shook his head. He knew he was close. The pain was now just 
soreness at the back of his head, an ember of the fire that had previously 
raged behind his eyes. The woodcutter gasped as Elthanir ripped his dagger 
out of the elf’s ribs. 


‘Imrik,’ Elthanir snarled, just about able to concentrate on the word through 
the fog of pain. ‘Where?’ 


He used the blade on the hunter’s arms, cutting where the flesh was most 
sensitive. It reminded Elthanir of the rituals in the temple of Khaine, though 
in that gore-soaked shrine there was no point in confession. 


1089 XRN 


The woodcutter grimaced and said nothing, trembling violently. Elthanir 
stopped his torture, fearing that his victim would pass out or perhaps even 
die. He looked over his shoulder at the others and nodded. One of them 
stepped forwards, dragging a young male elf, no more than fifteen years 
old. In his other hand, he held a knife with a blade heated in the flames of 
the cabin, oblivious to the burning of his own flesh. The air wavered with 
heat as he forced open the boy’s mouth and held the blade close. 


Behind him, the hunter’s wife wailed and lurched for her child, but was 
driven back by a knee to the gut. Her daughter, even younger than the son, 
struggled in the arms of another assassin, awash with tears. 


Elthanir grabbed the woodcutter by his long hair and twisted his head to 
look at his son. The Chracian sobbed. 


‘Imrik. Where?’ the assassin asked again. 


Something woke Carathril. He lay with his eyes closed, feeling a presence 
close at hand. He could hear nothing except for the wind and the slap of 
canvas and twang of rope. It was the quiet that disturbed him, as if there 
was an absence of a sound he expected to hear. 


He opened his eyes and saw something darker in the tent with him. Before 
he could open his mouth to shout, a black-gloved hand clamped over his 
mouth. A hooded face leaned over him and whispered in his ear, the words 
a barely heard sigh. 


‘Do not struggle and do not shout.’ 


The voice sounded familiar but Carathril could not place it. He felt 
something lightly brushing his face and realised it was the touch of feathers 
from the elf’s hood. A raven herald! 


“You are in no danger, I am here to warn you,’ said the shadowy elf. A 
shuttered lantern revealed a glimmer of red light. The intruder pulled back 
his hood and revealed emerald-like eyes and jet-black hair. Carathril placed 
the voice immediately on seeing the herald’s face. It was Elthyrior, who had 
ridden with Malekith and Carathril in the assault on the fortress of Ealith 
twenty years before. 
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“Will you remain silent?’ said the raven herald. Carathril nodded, realising 
that had Elthyrior wished to kill him, he would have done so already. The 
raven herald lifted his hand away and straightened. ‘Good. I am pleased that 
you trust me.’ 


‘I would not say that,’ said Carathril. 


Elthyrior smiled and sat cross-legged beside Carathril’s bed roll. His eyes 
were sparks of green in the dim light. 


“That is probably the wisest position to take,’ he said. “The raven heralds 
are divided; some for Morathi, some against. I have news for you, but first 
you must tell me what brings the herald of the Phoenix King into the 
mountains of Chrace.’ 


‘I might ask the same of a Naggarothi herald,’ replied Carathril, sitting up, 
pulling his blanket to his chest to keep warm. He was disturbed to notice 
that while his own breath came in little wisps of vapour, there was nothing 
from the raven herald when he spoke. 


‘Morai Heg has guided me here, as she guides me to all places of 
importance,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Know that I have heard rumour of what 
happened in the Shrine of Asuryan and Tor Anroc. I believe that you know 
Alith Anar?’ 


“We have met,’ said Carathril. The exiled Naggarothi prince had come to 
him for help in asking sanctuary of the Phoenix King. 


‘Alith still lives and has returned to his family, and so starts upon a path that 
will lead him into the darkest places,’ said Elthyrior. ‘I know of the death of 
Bel Shanaar, and of a great many princes slain at the Isle of the Flame, but I 
do not know the cause. Morathi has left Tor Anroc and returned to Anlec 
with the body of Malekith. I see and know many things, but still I do not 
know what brings the herald of the dead Phoenix King to Chrace with a 
bodyguard of Lothern soldiers.’ 


“Why should I tell you?’ said Carathril. That Elthyrior knew so much was 
disturbing and Carathril wondered if he was being kept alive just to divulge 
the purpose of his mission. 


Elthyrior must have read something of Carathril’s thoughts in his 
expression. He took a knife from his belt, wrapped Carathril’s fingers 
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around the hilt and pulled the blade to his throat. 


‘Even a raven herald can be killed,’ said Elthyrior. ‘The moment you 
suspect me of falsehood or violence, you can end my life with a simple 
slash. I shall relieve you of further worry by telling you what I guess to be 
the situation, and you can simply answer me if what I believe is true or 
false.’ 


Carathril thought about this and could see nothing but sincerity in the raven 
herald’s eyes. 


‘Go on,’ said Carathril. 


“You seek Prince Imrik of Caledor,’ said Elthyrior. He smiled. ‘I see from 
your face that this is true. The prince passed this way in the autumn to go 
hunting with his cousin, Koradrel. Now a herald of the Phoenix King 
marches north in haste with a body of soldiers. It is not difficult to link the 
two facts.’ 


“Why have you sneaked into my tent?’ said Carathril. ‘I would trust you 
more had you approached openly and in daylight.’ 


‘I cannot risk discovery,’ said Elthyrior. ‘Treachery is the greatest weapon 
the Naggarothi have in their arsenal at the moment. Can you vouch for all 
of your soldiers? Are you certain that none of them are connected to the 
cytharai cults?’ 


Carathril admitted to himself that he did not have such confidence, but 
would not say as such to the raven herald. The Sea Guard were loyal to 
Eataine, and he had come to the conclusion that even if one or two had been 
corrupted, there was little they could do whilst surrounded by enemies. 


‘I can tell that you understand me,’ said Elthyrior. ‘It is with betrayal and 
suspicion that Morathi and her followers strike their deadliest blows, and 
we would be foolish to trust anyone but ourselves in these times.’ 


“You are right,’ Carathril said with a nod. ‘I am seeking Imrik of Caledor. A 
few princes survived the massacre and seek to choose a new Phoenix King 
to succeed Bel Shanaar.’ 


‘Imrik is a good choice,’ said Elthyrior. 


‘T have not said that Imrik has been chosen,’ said Carathril. 
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‘No, but that would explain why seven assassins seek him not more than a 
day from here,’ replied the raven herald. 


‘What?’ Carathril almost cut Elthyrior in his moment of shock. He pulled 
the dagger back from the other elf’s throat. “What assassins?’ 


‘Khainite, the deadliest kind,’ said Elthyrior. ‘I have followed them for the 
last five days, since I came across their trail. If you turn east, you will be 
following in their footsteps. Move swiftly, I fear they already know where 
to find Imrik.’ 


“We have to leave at once!’ Carathril threw aside his blanket and got to his 
feet. 


‘Please wait until dawn,’ said Elthyrior. ‘It is not far off. And keep my 
appearance here a secret.’ 


‘IT will,’ said Carathril. ‘Before you leave, can you tell me what happens in 
Nagarythe? What does Morathi plan? Any news you have would be 
invaluable.’ 


‘Not all of Nagarythe is under Morathi’s control,’ said the raven herald. 
“The House of Anar resists her. You travelled through their lands on leaving 
Phoenix Pass, though you did not know it. They will hold back Morathi as 
long as they can, but they cannot hold forever. Already I fear the cults 
control Tor Anroc, from what Alith learnt before he fled. It would not be 
safe for you to travel there, nor any herald of the other princes. The first 
blows come spring are likely to fall upon Ellyrion and Chrace.’ 


‘And would you have kept this information to yourself had our paths not 
crossed?’ said Carathril, wondering just how much Elthyrior knew about 
the events that were unfolding. 


‘It is because I bear this news that our paths have crossed,’ the raven herald 
replied, which did not allay Carathril’s suspicions but he decided not to 
press the matter. 


“Which way must we head to catch the assassins?’ he asked instead. 


‘Due east at dawn for half a day,’ replied Elthyrior, standing up. He dipped 
his head in a nod of respect. ‘I fear from there the assassins’ path will be all 
too clear.’ 
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‘You will follow them also?’ 


‘No,’ replied the raven herald with a shake of his head. ‘I am already out of 
Nagarythe and the situation changes quickly. Now that Morai Heg has sent 
you to me, I will return and watch Anlec for the next move of Morathi.’ 


“Thank you for coming to me,’ said Carathril. 


The gloom of the lamp disappeared, leaving the tent in darkness. Carathril 
heard not a rustle of feather nor the flap of the door, but knew within a 
heartbeat that the raven herald had gone. He waited for a while, collecting 
his thoughts, which had been sent into a whirl by Elthyrior. When he was 
certain the raven herald was away from the camp, he lit a lamp, pulled on 
his breastplate, vambraces and sword belt. 


Leaving the tent, he saw that the sentries around the camp had not moved, 
and the glow of the fires illuminated the mountainside for some distance. 
Carathril walked over to the closest picket. 


‘Anything strange?’ asked the herald. 
‘Nothing,’ the sentry replied. ‘Not even the birds have disturbed us.’ 


Shaking his head at the mysterious ways of the raven heralds, Carathril 
moved to one of the fires where he sat until the first glow of dawn appeared 
in the east. He sent one of the Sea Guard to fetch Neaderin. 


‘It’s too cold for such an early start,’ said the captain as he warmed himself 
by the fire. ‘What could be so urgent?’ 


Carathril had wondered how he would explain his change of mind without 
mentioning Elthyrior. He did not want to lie to Neaderin, but nor could he 
reveal the raven herald’s visit. 


‘I think that we shall take too long if we go around the mountains,’ said 
Carathril. ‘Imrik must be crowned Phoenix King as soon as possible, before 
the Naggarothi respond to events at the Isle of the Flame. With winter 
coming, it would be better if Imrik left Chrace sooner rather than later. We 
will head directly east.’ 


Neaderin gave Carathril a hard look, displeased with this news. The herald 
had expected some resistance and decided that he was in no mood for a 
debate. 
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‘I am the appointed commander of the expedition, and I have made my 
decision,’ he said, standing up. ‘I want the company breakfasted and camp 
broken now. If there is anything you need me for, I shall be making my 
preparations to leave.’ 


With that, Carathril turned and left the astonished Sea Guard captain and 
walked back to his tent, trying not to hurry. 
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EIGHT 
A New Legend 


The wind had died down and the snow abated, but the late afternoon air was 
chill as Koradrel led the hunting party back towards the road to Tor Achare. 
Space had been made on one of the sleds for the bodies of the elves that had 
been killed by the manticore; another was laden with the hide, head and 
claws of the beast, for artificers to make suitable trophies. 


‘It seems we are not alone,’ said Imrik, pointing to the west. 


A thin column of smoke could be seen against the setting sun, drifting up 
from the forested slopes of Anul Anrian. Koradrel looked to the west, brow 
knotted in a frown. 


‘That’s a large fire for a camp,’ he said, signalling to one of the guides to 
join him. The elf jogged to join his prince. ‘It could be nothing, but go and 
take a look. It may be that some monster has caused the blaze.’ 


The scout trotted off from the path, disappearing quickly beneath the pines 
that lined the mountainside on either side of the trail. 


‘What manner of beast could set such a fire?’ said Imrik as the two 
continued on, the caravan of sleds not far behind. 


“Who can say?’ replied Koradrel with a shrug that set his lion cloak 
swinging. “There are all kinds of creatures in these mountains that defy 
definition; things warped by Chaos and sustained by the vortex.’ 


‘How far to the camp?’ asked Imrik. He was feeling tired and his chest was 
bruised from the manticore’s attack. 


‘Not far,’ Koradrel said. He pulled a small clay bottle from a pouch at his 
belt and unstoppered it. The Chracian passed the bottle to Imrik with a 
smile. “This will keep you warm for a while longer.’ 


‘Charinai?’ Imrik said, sniffing the bottle’s contents. He took a swig of the 
spiced spirit, which warmed his mouth and throat to leave a pleasant taste 
of autumn fruits. ‘I hope you have more.’ 


“There is a bottle in my pack somewhere,’ Koradrel replied with a grin. ‘We 
can celebrate our kill properly once we reach the campsite.’ 
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Imrik passed the liquor back to his cousin, feeling invigorated by the brew. 
He glanced again to the west and hoped the smoke was something 
mundane; he did not feel in the mood for another encounter with Chrace’s 
bestial denizens. 


The Sea Guard spread around the clearing, spears and shields held at the 
ready, forming a cordon around the smoking ruins of a cabin. Carathril 
approached with sword unsheathed, eyes scanning the surrounding treeline 
for any sign of the perpetrators. 


‘Here!’ Neaderin called out from beside a smaller pile of charred wood, 
most likely an outhouse of some kind. Two crows flapped away from 
something at Neaderin’s feet, startled by his shout. The captain’s voice was 
tense, and he stepped away from whatever he had found, shoulders 
hunched. 


Carathril crossed the clearing quickly. He stopped dead as his eyes fell upon 
Neaderin’s discovery, his stomach twisting in revulsion. 


He was not sure how many bodies there were in the ash, but the size of 
some of the bones meant that children had been slain. What remained of the 
burned flesh was hacked and gouged, scattered into the flames. There was 
blood in the snow. A lot of blood. A short distance away, where the crows 
had been, entrails had been laid out. The interference of the carrion birds 
had not dislodged the gory pattern so much that it could not be recognised: 
a rune of Khaine. 


Carathril shuddered as he remembered the places he had seen such 
depravity before; in the cult lairs of Lothern and the fortress of Ealith in 
Nagarythe. 


‘Naggarothi,’ said Carathril. ‘Assassins sent after Imrik.’ 


‘How can you be sure?’ replied Neaderin, not looking back towards the 
grisly scene. “This could be the work of Chracian cultists.’ 


‘Unlikely,’ said Carathril. ‘Had we found such a thing in Tor Achare, I 
would be tempted to believe you. Here, in the wilderness, it seems too 
much of a coincidence. These unfortunates were tortured before they were 
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slain. This is a tree-feller’s lodge. The only other thing this poor family 
would know is where to find the best pine groves.’ 


‘So what do we do?’ asked Neaderin. ‘There is no sign of any trail leaving 
the clearing. Whoever did this covered their tracks.’ 


‘Or left none,’ said Carathril, remembering the strange ways of the raven 
heralds. If such secrets were known to the assassins, Imrik was in grave 
peril. 


At that moment, there was a call from one of the Sea Guard, who had 
fanned out to search the treeline. Neaderin and Carathril ran over to see 
what had been discovered. 


“Your assassins made a mistake,’ said Neaderin, bending to one knee as the 
Sea Guard pointed at a patch of snow sheltered between the roots of a tree. 
Carathril saw a few drops of red on the white. 


“They headed north-east,’ he said. “There’s nothing else, call your company 
back. We must hurry if we are to warn Imrik.’ 


The soldiers rallied to the clearing at the call of their captain and headed out 
after the assassins, armour jingling as they ran into the woods. 


The sun had almost disappeared behind the mountains and the sky to the 
east was a deep blue, the first stars visible, the crescent of Sariour appearing 
over the horizon. Elthanir knew his prey was close. The pain in his head 
had almost abated, leaving just a dull ache to nag at his thoughts. He could 
smell wood smoke on the light breeze, coming from a fire to the north. That 
concurred with the woodcutter’s confession. 


Sensing this too, the other assassins spread out as they moved through the 
close trunks of the pine trees. Elthanir began a whispered mantra, the 
incantation of a spell that drew in the magic of the vortex. Sorcery swirled 
around him, bending and shifting, seeping into his body. 


Glancing at the others, he saw them doing the same. One moment seven 
black-clad figures stalked into the shadow; the next they were gone. 


Stepping so lightly his feet left no mark upon the fallen needles and mulch, 
Elthanir stalked northwards. Owls hooted and small mammals scurried past, 
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paying no heed to his presence as he slipped between the trees, pulling a 
recurved short bow from the quiver across his back and quickly stringing it 
as he walked. Ahead, he saw the distant twinkle of orange that was the 
campfire. He slid an arrow into place, its tip glistening with poison made 
from the black lotus. The assassin moved so he could see the fire a little 
better. There were half a dozen large tents, and hunters clad in lion-pelt 
cloaks moved about the camp. He settled down against a tree to wait for his 
victim to show himself. 


There was laughter, and scattered verses of song. The Chracians were in 
high spirits. Elthanir could not remember what it was like to know such joy; 
the only pleasure he felt came from the act of killing and the infliction of 
pain. 


The last rays of the sun streamed through the branches ahead, mingling with 
the smoke of the fire. A tent flap cracked and a tall elf emerged, clad in 
armour, a sword at his hip. He wore no lion cloak and Elthanir recognised 
him immediately: the Caledorian! Hatred welled up inside the assassin, 
remembering the agony he had felt, the image of his victim burned into his 
mind. 


Imrik wandered away from the fire, heading to Elthanir’s right. He moved 
from his position, flitting from shadow to shadow, disturbing nothing, the 
roosting birds overhead oblivious to his presence. He caught sight of his 
quarry again, standing in a small clearing, looking up into the clear skies. 


Elthanir sighted on the prince, raising his bow. He gently pulled back the 
string, enjoying the tautness in his hand, revelling in the moment of death. 
With a satisfied smile, he loosed the arrow. 


Imrik enjoyed the touch of the fresh air on his cheek after the heat of the 
camp. The clouds had cleared and he looked up at the stars, remembering 
the constellations as they had been taught to him by his mother. As he 
turned his gaze downwards, his eyes caught something close to the edge of 
the clearing. It was a line of paw marks in the shallow snow, each several 
times as large as his hand. It was unmistakeably the trail of a white lion. 


Just as he looked up, he saw a glint in the air. Reacting without thought, 
Imrik threw himself to one side, hand pulling his sword free in one fluid 
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gesture, the blade flashing up to slice the arrow in half as it passed within a 
hand’s breath of his shoulder. 


Movement to his left caught his eye and he turned and shifted again, this 
time a dagger spinning end-over-end out of the shadows. Imrik deflected it 
with the flat of his blade. 


‘Attack!’ he yelled, spinning on his heel, searching for some sign of his 
asSailants. He saw nothing but darkness. ‘Assassins!’ 


He heard the thud of feet and spun around, sword ready. 


A lion whose shoulder was as high as the prince’s rushed from the woods, 
fangs bared, its pale fur shining in the starlight. The Caledorian prince met 
its gaze, looking into deep yellow eyes filled with feral hunger. Imrik leapt 
aside as the lion raced towards him, just as he expected it to pounce. 


The lion ignored him and ran straight across the clearing. On reaching the 
trees it leapt, paws outstretched. Blood splashed onto a nearby tree trunk, 
though from what Imrik could not see. Roaring and biting, the lion 
struggled with something that seemed to be made of shadow. Cuts opened 
up in its white hide, adding the lion’s blood to the mess, but a moment later 
a hand fell into view, ragged bone jutting from it. There was a piercing wail 
and an elf clad in black staggered into the clearing. 


Alerted by a shout, Koradrel snatched up his axe and ran from the tent he 
shared with his cousin. He heard the roar of a lion and set off at a sprint 
towards it, fearing Imrik was being attacked by one of the fabled white- 
furred beasts. The other hunters surged from the camp behind him. 


He found his cousin in a small clearing a short distance from the camp, 
sword in hand, circling constantly, his blade sweeping and chopping in what 
seemed to be a mad slashing at thin air. Something fluttered on the edge of 
Koradrel’s vision, a hazy mist that parted and reformed at the blade’s 
passing. 


As he neared the edge of the trees, Koradrel thought he saw something else, 
a greater darkness in the shadows behind Imrik. There was definitely 
movement. Not knowing what manner of spirits attacked his cousin, 
Koradrel slid to a stop and hurled his axe at the apparition closing in behind 
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Imrik. It whirled across the clearing and struck the deeper shadow, stopping 
in the air. A heartbeat later, the body of an elf collapsed to the snow, almost 
cleaved in twain from shoulder to waist by the axe blade. 


There were shouts from the other hunters as they encountered more 
shadowy foes in the woods, and the ring of metal on metal. There were 
cries of pain as well, and the whicker of darts and arrows cut the air. 


The stupefying effect of the charinai continued to flush from Imrik’s body 
as he raised his sword to fend off another blurred attack towards his throat. 
As he staggered back the light of the moons broke through the cloud, 
bathing the clearing in silvery-green light. At that moment, he caught sight 
of his assailant, a flicker of a figure in the glow of the Chaos moon, swirling 
with the power of the vortex. 


Imrik lunged without thought to drive the point of his blade towards the 
assassin’s face. The shadowy attacker leaned away from the attack, a dagger 
glinting in the moonlight ringing against Imrik’s blade. Even as the 
moonlight faded behind the clouds again Imrik pressed his attack, slashing 
his sword left and right, feeling its tip connect with flesh. There was a cry 
of pain and Imrik thrust high. Blood spattered along the etched blade and 
the magic of Lathrain flared, white licks of fire erupting along the blade. 


Still swathed in shadow, the assassin flailed across the clearing, his clothing 
burning with pale flame so that he appeared a hazy silhouette of dark cloud 
engulfed by white fire, darkness and light swirling and battling. 


Hearing fresh steps behind him, Imrik turned, sword at the ready. Koradrel 
raced into the clearing and snatched up his axe from the body of another 
assassin as more lion-cloaked hunters ran from the woods. One of the 
Chracians fell, a barbed dart in his arm, blood pouring from eyes and nose 
as the poison quickly took effect. There was a lighter blur in the dark and a 
savage growl rebounded from the trees; the white lion still prowled the 
woods. 


‘How many?’ panted Imrik. 


‘Four are dead,’ said Koradrel. ‘I do not know how many still live.’ 
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‘There!’ bellowed one of the huntsmen, pointing to the south as a dark 
shape sped from the treeline, the faint light catching a glint on a raised 
blade. 


Three of the hunters leapt to meet the assassin; the first toppled to the 
ground in the next heartbeat, head falling separately. The other two swung 
their axes high and low and the crunch of breaking bones broke the 
stillness. A mangled body appeared, slumped on the ground, a curved, 
serrated blade falling from the assassin’s dead grasp. 


Silence reclaimed the woods. 


Koradrel and the hunters closed around Imrik, axes held at the ready. They 
stood in the centre of the clearing, as far from the trees as possible, all eyes 
turned outwards. 


‘Above!’ shouted Imrik, seeing a haze pass across the moonlit clouds. 


His warning came too late as the gloom-cloaked attacker landed in the 
midst of the group, blood spraying as twin knives flashed. The hunters 
could not use their axes, afraid their wide swings would hit each other. The 
band scattered, trying to create space, two more of them falling with pained 
screams as their throats were cut. 


Imrik’s sword needed no such room and the prince sprang towards the 
shadow of the assassin, arm outstretched. The point lanced into something 
hard and deflected away. 


‘Duck!’ shouted Koradrel and Imrik immediately dropped to the ground. 


A moment later the axe head of Koradrel swung over the Caledorian, 
connecting heavily with the assassin. A severed arm flew from the shadow- 
shape and the air was split by a piercing howl of pain. Imrik surged to his 
feet, swinging up his sword, the blade burning as it cleaved through the 
wounded assassin’s breast, slicing through ribs and heart. 


After the flurry of violence, peace descended again. 


Still Imrik was not sure if all of his attackers had been slain. Nobody spoke 
as the group reformed around the princes. Every flutter of a leaf or creak of 
a branch drew the attention of the elves, who peered into the darkness with 
wide eyes, searching for the slightest sign of a foe. 
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After some time, Imrik relaxed and sheathed his sword. 
“That is the last,’ he said. 
‘Are you sure?’ said Koradrel. 


“Yes,’ replied Imrik, though his eyes said otherwise as they flickered 
towards a particular tree on the edge of the clearing, between the elves and 
their tents. Koradrel caught his meaning and gave the slightest of nods. 


‘Let us return to the camp,’ said the Chracian. ‘Gather the dead and attend 
to the wounded.’ 


The two princes set off towards the trees, weapons in hand. When they were 
only a few paces from the shadows, the last assassin struck, leaping from 
the gloom with sword outstretched. Koradrel had been expecting the attack 
and caught the blade with his axe, turning it aside as Imrik chopped with his 
sword, slashing down where he thought the assassin’s neck to be. 


His aim was not far off; the black-clad body that tumbled to the ground had 
its skull nearly sheared through. Imrik pulled free his blade with a grimace. 


‘Nobody sleeps tonight,’ he said. 
‘I don’t think anybody could after this,’ Koradrel replied. 


In all, eight hunters had been slain in the fight, three more wounded, one of 
those in a fever from a poisoned cut and not expected to survive until dawn. 
All of the elves sat in vigil for the rest of the night, the fires banked high 
with wood, whispering prayers to Ereth Khial to watch over the spirits of 
the slain. 


Dawn was not far off when the sound of a large body of soldiers could be 
heard coming up the valley. The Chracians were alert, two of the guides 
heading down the track to investigate while the rest stood guard at the camp 
and manned the bolt thrower. 


It was a testing wait for Imrik. The fight with the manticore and the attempt 
on his life had left him feeling drained, his body weak from the exertions of 
the day. He pulled his sword free and stood with the others, waiting 
anxiously. 


There was no sound of fighting and after a while, the scouts returned with 
the third of their number who had been sent to investigate the fire. With 
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them came another elf, clad in silver armour. 
‘Who is this?’ demanded Koradrel. 


‘I know him,’ said Imrik, sheathing his sword. ‘He is Carathril, herald of 
the Phoenix King. He can be trusted.’ 


The Chracians relaxed only slightly as the herald approached the camp. 
Behind him came a company of warriors bearing shields with the emblem 
of the Sea Guard. 


‘In a night of surprises, this is the last thing I expected,’ said Koradrel. 
“What brings a herald of the Phoenix King to the wilds of Chrace?’ 


‘Grave events have engulfed Ulthuan,’ said Carathril. ‘Bel Shanaar is dead 
and a great many of our princes have been slain at the Isle of the Flame. 
Malekith tried to become Phoenix King and was killed by the flames.’ 


‘Caledrian?’ said Imrik, his heart heavy with foreboding, 
Carathril shook his head. 
“Your brother is amongst the dead,’ said the herald. ‘Yet Thyrinor survived.’ 


Imrik swallowed hard at the news. His thoughts flashed back to when he 
had been told of his father’s death and been presented with Lathrain. 
Emptiness swallowed his heart at the realisation that Caledrian was slain, 
and the gulf widened as he realised that he was now ruling prince of 
Caledor. 


Carathril beckoned to one of the Sea Guard, who entered the camp bearing 
a bundle wrapped in waxed leather. The herald took this and walked up to 
Koradrel. 


“These are for you,’ he said, eyes downcast. 


Koradrel took the bundle and opened it. Inside were a folded banner of red 
with a white lion’s face embroidered upon it and an axe, its double-bladed 
head like the wings of a silver butterfly etched with forks of lightning. 


‘Achillar, and the banner of Chrace,’ said Koradrel, choking on the words. 
He looked at Carathril. ‘Where are my brother and nephew?’ 


‘Also slain,’ Carathril said. He gave a solemn bow. ‘You are now the ruling 
prince of Chrace.’ 
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There were moans and mutters from the other Chracians, and some swore 
oaths to the gods to find the perpetrators of such a crime. 


“The Naggarothi have revealed their true colours,’ said Carathril in answer. 
‘It was knights of Anlec that killed so many at the Shrine of Asuryan, and I 
have good information that Morathi has been freed and returned to Anlec.’ 


Carathril reached into his robe and drew out a folded piece of parchment. 
He handed it to Imrik, who looked numbly at the letter, not understanding 
its importance. He pushed back the grief that welled up inside him and 
directed an inquiring look at Carathril. 


‘Bel Shanaar wrote this to you before he died,’ explained the herald. 
‘The seal is broken,’ said Imrik, unfolding the letter. 


“Thyriol instructed me to open it,’ said Carathril. ‘Read it first and then hear 
my message from him.’ 


Imrik scanned the letter quickly, saying nothing. Its content came as no 
surprise, although it seemed now more prophetic than perhaps had been 
intended. 


‘What else?’ said Imrik. 


“Those princes that have survived, Thyriol, Finudel and a few others, have 
chosen you to become Phoenix King,’ said Carathril. He looked at 
Koradrel. ‘They do not expect any objection to the nomination.’ 


‘And they will get none from me,’ said the Chracian. 


“These are desperate times,’ said Carathril. “The situation has changed. 
Ulthuan does not need you as a general, it needs you as a king.’ 


‘Why?’ said Imrik. 
Carathril was taken aback by the question and took a moment to reply. 


“You are the best of the princes, and you have the support of your fellows,’ 
said the herald. ‘Caledor remains strong, and you will need that strength. 
You have the dragon princes to come to your call.’ 


Imrik nodded, accepting each point. 


‘No other prince who survives can match you, Imrik. They are slain, all but 
a few of the greatest of Ulthuan. The Phoenix Throne is empty, the crown 
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unworn, and the kingdoms are in disarray.’ 
‘Bad,’ said Imrik. ‘Very bad.’ 


“What does this mean?’ said Koradrel. ‘Malekith dead, Morathi reigns 
again in Nagarythe, princes slain and assassins in the shadows?’ 


Imrik looked at the other elves, seeing fear and hope in their expressions. 
Fear of what had happened; hope that he would protect them. There was no 
higher calling, no greater duty that he could be asked to fulfil. 


“What will become of us?’ said one of the Chracians. ‘What happens now?’ 


Imrik took a deep breath and nodded his assent to Carathril and Koradrel. 
His hard stare met the gazes of those around him and he answered the 
question that loitered in all of their minds. 


‘Wat.’ 
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NINE 
From the Flames 


There was none of the ceremony that had accompanied the crowning of Bel 
Shanaar. The Shrine of Asuryan was almost empty; the high priest 
Mianderin and his acolytes prepared their incantations while Imrik waited 
with the ruling princes that had survived the massacre or been chosen to 
succeed those who had not. There was one notable absence; no 
representative stood for Tiranoc. Messages had been sent, but no word had 
returned of who had succeeded Bel Shanaar; Elodhir had been heir before 
his death at the hands of Bathinair. 


Koradrel had come south with Imrik and Carathril, accompanied by several 
hundred Chracians summoned from the mountain towns around Tor Achare. 
Not trusting any other with the task, Imrik had appointed the lion-pelted 
warriors to be his bodyguard in recognition of their fight against the 
assassins. He called them the White Lions of Chrace and news of their 
bravery had quickly spread through the several thousand elves stood guard 
on the Isle of the Flame. Alongside them were the silent warriors of the 
Phoenix Guard. Their numbers were diminished, many having fallen to 
knights of Nagarythe and cultists in fighting outside the shrine while the 
massacre had taken place within. 


Imrik spied the crest of the Phoenix Guard’s captain amidst a troop standing 
at the doorway, and left the other princes. 


“Your order has read the secrets held within the Chamber of Days,’ said 
Imrik. ‘Written in fire upon the stone are the lives of every Phoenix King.’ 


The captain nodded once, his expression unmoving. 

‘And you read Bel Shanaar’s doom?’ 

The captain did not respond, but met Imrik’s glare with a steady gaze. 
‘Is my death written there in flame?’ the Caledorian asked. 


Again the captain made no gesture of denial or agreement. Snarling, Imrik 
grabbed the Phoenix Guard captain by the golden clasp of his cloak. 


‘What use is the wisdom of Asuryan if you keep your tongue?’ snapped 
Imrik. ‘You stand silent while our people destroy themselves.’ 
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‘He will not answer you,’ Mianderin called from within the shrine. ‘He will 
die before he utters any word. Unhand him, Imrik, and behave like a king. It 
is not for us to know the will of Asuryan, nor to second-guess it. Fate will 
always prevail.’ 


Imrik released his grip and stalked back into the shrine, wondering if there 
was any means by which he might elude the destiny scribed upon the walls 
of the Chamber of Days. He was greeted by a row of expectant faces. 
Thyriol was smiling slightly, evidently amused at Imrik’s outburst. 


‘Imrik dies this day,’ declared Mianderin, waving the group to gather 
around the eternal flame of Asuryan. ‘As Aenarion and Bel Shanaar before 
him, he shall pass into the flames and be destroyed by Asuryan’s 
judgement, to be reborn again as the Phoenix King.’ 


‘If I am to die, then my name will die with me,’ said Imrik, earning himself 
a frown from the high priest for the interruption. He ignored Mianderin’s 
sigh of annoyance and continued. ‘Imrik will not lead our people to 
salvation. I will be Caledor, in honour of my grand-father and the kingdom 
that raised me. Imrik will walk into the flames but Caledor will emerge.’ 


‘May we continue?’ said Mianderin. Imrik nodded his assent. “Today we 
crown a new Phoenix King, chosen by the princes of Ulthuan to be the first 
amongst equals.’ 


‘Are we done?’ said Imrik. 


He started walking towards the flame. Mianderin hurried after him, 
signalling to his acolytes to light incense burners and begin their chanting. 
The high priest grabbed Imrik’s arm two steps from the flame. 


‘Not yet,’ said Mianderin. 


The high priest stepped back and began his own whispering incantation. 
Imrik stood looking at the flame of Asuryan. There was no heat. His skin 
prickled with magic and he felt the enchantments of the priests weaving 
around him. His limbs chilled and his heart slowed. 


Two acolytes approached and fastened the long cloak of feathers upon his 
shoulder guards. Taking a deep breath, Imrik looked to Mianderin, who 
nodded. 


Imrik stepped into the fire. 
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The flames burned through him, touching every part of his body and spirit. 
There was no pain, no sensation at all. Imrik felt like a ghost, apart from the 
mortal world. He could still hear the singing of the priests, but the melody 
had changed, the pitch moved higher. Imrik swore that a thousand voices 
were now singing. 


He could see nothing but multicoloured fire. He was made of it. He lifted a 
hand in front of his face and saw nothing save the dancing flames. 


Imrik wondered if he was dead. 


The cloak felt like wings, lifting him up, borne aloft by the flames. He 
closed his eyes but nothing changed; still the flames filled his vision. A 
gentle breeze seemed to wash over him, its touch smoothing away skin and 
flesh and bone, reducing him to delicate ash; all without the slightest hint of 
discomfort. Imrik thought that he imagined it. 


Sensation returned, the fire coalescing again into his form, creating body 
and limbs and head and fingers and every part of him from its essence. 
Opening his eyes, he turned and stepped out of the flames. 


The princes gave a cheer, raising their fists in salute to their new king. 
‘Hail Caledor, Phoenix King of Ulthuan!’ 


Caledor nodded in gratitude and rejoined his companions. He did not even 
glance back at the flames. 


‘What now?’ he asked. 


‘It is tradition that you travel to Avelorn, and be married to the Everqueen,’ 
said Mianderin. ‘She is Ulthuan’s true ruler, and you must seek her blessing 
as well as Asuryan’s.’ 


The priest leaned in closer and whispered his next words. 


‘It is also necessary that you father an heiress to take up the mantle of 
Everqueen,’ said Mianderin. 


‘No time,’ said Caledor. He looked at the princes. ‘We need an army. 
Nagarythe will march soon, if it does not already. There is not a host of a 
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single kingdom that can match them.’ 


‘And what would you do with this army?’ asked Aerethenis. The elf was 
young, barely an adult, and had just inherited Eataine from his slain uncle 
Haradrin. ‘Which lands will you protect with this host?’ 


‘Protect?’ said Caledor. ‘Ulthuan is too large for one army to guard. We will 
invade Nagarythe first.’ 


This caused consternation, particularly among the newly elevated princes. 
There were words of disagreement and Tithrain of Cothique stepped 
forwards to voice the complaint. 


“We have few warriors to speak of,’ said the freshly crowned prince. ‘What 
armies we have defend our lands in the colonies. Not just Cothique, but also 
Eataine and Saphery. Yvresse still reels from the treachery of Bathinair.’ 


“You can offer your households,’ Finudel said sharply. ‘And yourselves. 
Saphery has mages, Eataine the Sea Guard. All of you have city militia, 
raised to combat the cults.’ 


‘And they still fight that battle,’ said Tithrain. ‘If we march on Nagarythe 
we abandon our homes to unknown peril at the hands of Morathi’s agents 
and assassins.’ 


‘Sooner that than allow the legions of Nagarythe to march into your 
homes,’ said Athielle. She looked at Caledor with fierce eyes and then to 
Koradrel. ‘Chrace and Ellyrion border Nagarythe and will feel the first 
blow. Tiranoc also, though I fear the absence of their new prince tells me 
we should expect no aid from that quarter, whatever the reason.’ 


‘Chrace will fight, you already know that,’ said Koradrel. ‘But the others 
are right, cousin. I must return and see to the defence of my kingdom first 
before I can accompany you into Nagarythe. When the border is secure, I 
will bring such warriors as I have remaining to you.’ 


Caledor sighed with frustration and looked to Thyriol for support. 


‘I will send word for those mages skilled in counter-magic to come here, so 
that we might thwart any sorcery of Morathi and her coven,’ said the 
Sapherian prince. ‘Like the others, I have few spears and swords for the 
cause and many of them must be employed guarding against the enemy that 
already lurks within.’ 
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Biting back his disappointment, Caledor remembered that he was chosen as 
king to lead, not be a tyrant. The princes were right to be fearful for the 
security of their kingdoms. It was not cowardice; it was their first and 
greatest duty to protect their people. 


“Very well,’ he said. ‘Let us each return to our kingdoms and make what 
preparations we can. We will return here at the first winter moon, in forty- 
three days.’ 


‘Be vigilant for all danger,’ said Thyriol. ‘While we cast our gaze towards 
Nagarythe, do not let the enemy near at hand slip from your sight. The 
cytharai worshippers will come in force now that all is revealed. Make no 
mistake, this is a war now, and we must prevail.’ 


‘Show no mercy,’ said Caledor. ‘A moment’s weakness will doom us all.’ 


A long peal shook the bleak mountainside from Dorien’s dragon horn, 
rebounding from the bare rocks, echoes muffled by the low mist. Thyrinor 
glanced at Imrik—Caledor, he reminded himself—and saw the new 
Phoenix King’s eyes intent upon the cave mouths barely visible though the 
haze. The new ruler of Ulthuan had passed on the momentous news of his 
elevation with barely a glimmer of emotion; no more feeling than if he had 
been reporting the weather over the Inner Sea. Caledor had refused all 
suggestion of celebration and was even more close-lipped than he had been 
before. 


They had ridden with haste to the lair of the dragons, Caledor almost silent 
for the whole journey. Thyrinor had tried to prise forth some word 
concerning the Phoenix King’s thoughts, but had failed. Caledor was 
worried, that much Thyrinor could see, and the way he waited for the 
dragons to answer the call did nothing to allay Thyrinor’s fears. Caledor 
was tense, hands clenched in fists, arms crossed over his breastplate, jaw 
clamped shut. 


There was none of the show of the last visit. Maedrethnir emerged from a 
cave to the elves’ right and swooped down to the bare hill. 


‘There is something different about you,’ said the old dragon. His nostrils 
flared wide as he sniffed the air, head weaving back and forth around 
Caledor. ‘Magic touches you. Old magic.’ 
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‘I am Phoenix King,’ replied Caledor. “You sense the flame of Asuryan.’ 


‘Phoenix King?’ The dragon arched back its neck in surprise. ‘Bel Shanaar 
is dead?’ 


“War is coming,’ said Caledor, ignoring the question. ‘Will the dragons ride 
with the princes of Caledor?’ 


“You have become even more abrupt, Imrik,’ said Maedrethnir. 


‘I have taken the name Caledor,’ said the Phoenix King. “To honour these 
lands and the elf that first sought the alliance of the dragons.’ 


Maedrethnir snorted, though Thyrinor could not tell whether from 
amusement or derision. Regardless, the dragon bowed its head and 
launched into the air, circling back to the cave from which he had emerged. 


They waited a long time. Thyrinor tried to engage with Dorien, but he 
seemed to have been infected by his brother’s mood and would say no more 
than a few words in reply. Eventually Thyrinor gave up and sat down on a 
rock, left to his own dark thoughts. 


Dusk was approaching when finally Maedrethnir appeared again. Two more 
dragons followed him out of the cave: Anaegnir and Nemaerinir. The three 
dragons landed around the elves, wings cutting swirls though the thickening 
mist. 


‘No more?’ said Caledor. 


‘We three are all that will come,’ said Maedrethnir. ‘No others will answer 
the call.’ 


“Three dragons is enough to destroy Nagarythe,’ said Dorien. He turned to 
Nemaerinir, his own mount. ‘Thank you for heeding the call.’ 


‘I slept only lightly,’ the red-scaled dragon replied. ‘Another year and 
perhaps I would not have answered.’ 


‘Maedrethnir spoke of war and you mention Nagarythe,’ said Anaegnir, her 
voice mellower than the males. ‘What evil stirs in the north?’ 


“Treachery,’ replied Thyrinor. ‘The Naggarothi try to usurp power and the 
other kingdoms have little might to respond. The dragons of Caledor will go 
a long way to restoring the balance of power.’ 
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“To fight elves?’ said Nemaerinir. The dragon rumbled deep in his throat. 
‘An unpleasant business.’ 


‘Yes,’ said Caledor. ‘Yet one we must attend to.’ 


‘The Naggarothi promote the worship of the undergods,’ said Thyrinor. 
“They would have all of Ulthuan under thrall of Khaine and Ereth Khial and 
others should they be victorious.’ 


“There are worse gods to be in thrall to,’ said Maedrethnir. 


‘Our division makes us weak,’ said Dorien. ‘A weakness the Chaos Gods 
will sense and act upon. If the elves fall, who will keep the vortex from 
failing? The dwarfs? The humans? The orcs?’ 


‘Dorien is right,’ said Thyrinor. ‘We must fight not just for the fate of 
ourselves, but for the future of the world. If Morathi and her followers rule, 
they will bring dark magic and sorcery and the daemons will come again.’ 


‘Tt shall not be so,’ growled Anaegnir. ‘We will help you.’ 


‘Good,’ said Caledor. ‘We ride back to Tor Caled. Meet us at the palaces 
when you are ready.’ 


“And then where?’ said Dorien. “The Naggarothi can march straight through 
Tiranoc and be upon our borders before we know it.’ 


“They would be foolish to march before spring,’ replied Thyrinor. ‘We have 
time to muster the army.’ 


“The army will wait, but the cultists will not,’ said Dorien. “They will rise 
up and pave the way for the Naggarothi advance. There will be death this 
winter, mark my words.’ 


‘A dragon cannot hunt cultists,’ said Anaegnir. ‘Not unless you wish your 
cities ruined and your fields burned.’ 


“You are right,’ said Caledor. ‘We shall wait for the army of Nagarythe. 
Then we kill them.’ 
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TEN 
Lothern Attacked 


As Carathril opened the door to the winehouse, swirls of fragrance-laden 
smoke drifted out into the street. He waved for Aerenis to precede him 
inside and then entered, closing the door behind him. It was quiet, as was to 
be expected in the middle of the day, with only a few patrons gathered at a 
table close to the fire. Carathril recognised them as members of the Palace 
Watch, again without surprise as this particular wine room was used almost 
exclusively by members of the princes’ guard. One of them, Myrthreir, 
raised a hand in welcome and beckoned the pair over to the padded bench 
on which he sat. 


“The new Fierean deep red has just finished settling,’ said another of the 
soldiers, Khalinir, as they joined the group. He proffered his glass towards 
Carathril. ‘Try some, it is very fruity.’ 


Carathril accepted the crystal goblet and took a sip of the wine. It was 
delicately scented with rose, and was of a fuller flavour than he usually 
liked but not unpleasant. 


‘Palatable,’ said Carathril with an equivocal look, 
He offered the glass to Aerenis. 


‘I think I will stay loyal to my Sapherian Gold until the winter grape season 
comes around,’ he said, waving away the goblet. 


An attendant with long fair hair bound in a single plait down her back made 
her way over to the table and Carathril ordered a bottle of his favourite 
wine. Aerenis asked for water. 


‘I heard Hythreir’s Dissertation on Cynics last night,’ said Khalinir. ‘He 
was performing in the Sapphire Plaza. It was a touch sentimental, if you ask 
me, but it seemed to get the crowd going, what with all that talk about 
Aenarion and such. Then again, that is Hythreir, always one for popularity 
over pedigree.’ 


‘I thoroughly enjoyed his Musings of a Lothern Trader,’ said Fithuren from 
the far end of the table. ‘Of course, that was before Malekith returned. His 
humour has changed dramatically, and I do not appreciate some of the 
darker elements he now uses in his compositions. It seems that he has been 
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getting more and more caught up with his own woes for these last years. 
One would think that he was the only elf in Lothern with worries and cares, 
the way he stands there and laments in Opal Square sometimes.’ 


‘It is enough that we must deal with these accursed cults when we are on 
duty, I do not want to hear about them endlessly when I set down my spear,’ 
said Myrthreir. “The prince issues proclamation after proclamation, and yet 
still there are those blind enough to flock to these demagogues and rabble- 
rousers. Only five days ago, we found a nest of Athartists posing as an 
embroidery guild in Callhan. I tell you, when we found what they had been 
picturing with their needles, it sent a shiver down my spine. One of them 
almost took my eye out with his fingernails, if you believe that.’ 


“You sent them away?’ asked Aerenis. 


‘Of course we did,’ replied Fithuren. ‘Until the prince orders otherwise, we 
send them under escort to Amil Annanian. I hear that another ship left this 
morning, with nearly two hundred of the depraved souls on board. More 
than fifty are being tended to by the priests of Ereth Khial.’ 


‘If it means that we do not spill as much blood as we might, then I see no 
harm in it,’ said Aerenis. 


“They seem tame enough, once captured,’ said Mythreir. 


‘Most are normal folk,’ said Aerenis. ‘Some simply want answers or 
escape, or sympathy. For my part, I do not see the harm in much of what 
they do. In Nagarythe, I hear, there are blood sacrifices and all manner of 
bestial behaviour, but here in Lothern most of those we arrest are nothing 
more than lost souls seeking a path.’ 


‘Their acts are forbidden, even if they do not directly harm others,’ said 
Myrthreir. 


‘But why are they forbidden?’ asked Aerenis quietly. The serving maid 
returned with their drinks and Aerenis took a sip of his water before 
continuing. ‘The prince and his council decide that Hythreir’s poems and 
performances are sound, whilst issuing decrees against writers such as 
Elrondhir and Hythryst for being seditious and dangerous. Five years ago, 
Elrondhir was court poet to Prince Haradrin, now he is a fugitive.’ 
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Carathril had become accustomed to Aerenis’s morose moods since he had 
returned to Lothern. It was a city he had found to be irrevocably changed by 
the betrayal of Prince Aeltherin and the death of Prince Haradrin, yet even 
now there were some in the guard and nobility who refused to accept the 
danger posed by the dark cults. 


Rumours and whispers persisted that Haradrin had entrapped Aeltherin in 
some way, and it was to these conspiratorial allegations that Aerenis now 
referred. Carathril had spoken many times with his friend concerning the 
manner of Aeltherin’s demise and he knew it haunted Aerenis still, as did 
the death of his sister’s friend, Glaronielle. The prince had burned himself 
alive, along with his unconscious followers, and the hideous scene still 
haunted all of those that had witnessed it. Though Aerenis had never 
admitted as such, it was plain to Carathril that his companion had harboured 
feelings for the girl he had mentioned; feelings that perhaps he had never 
expressed to her while she lived. 


Now Aerenis had become cold-hearted, turning ever more inwards in his 
grief as the years had passed. He no longer joked with good humour, and 
laughed only from bitterness. His company was rare, for he spent most of 
his off-duty time with his own counsel; Carathril had never insulted his 
friend by inquiring too deeply concerning where he hid himself away for 
days at a time. 


Lost in his musing, Carathril did not realise that he was being addressed by 
Myrthreir. 


‘Carathril?’ the royal guard said. 


‘I am sorry, my thoughts were soaring elsewhere, like the eagles of the 
mountains,’ Carathril said with a glance at Aerenis. If his friend recollected 
that old conversation, he did not show it, but stared silently into his glass. 


‘I asked if the Sapphire Company was taking part in this expedition to the 
mountains tomorrow,’ said Myrthreir. 


“Yes, I am leading the company to Hal Mentheon to meet with Captain 
Fyrthril of the Ruby Company,’ said Carathril. 


‘Hal Mentheon?’ Aerenis asked sharply. ‘You did not mention that before.’ 


“Why the concern?’ said Carathril. 
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‘It is the town where my sister lives,’ Aerenis explained. ‘I hope that she is 
safe.’ 


“We are mustering at Hal Mentheon, but our mission takes us inland to the 
mountains, somewhere close to the Enullii Caith on the border of Caledor,’ 
Carathril assured his friend. ‘I am sure that nothing is amiss in the town, we 
would have heard otherwise from Fyrthril.’ 


“Yes, you are probably right,’ muttered Aerenis, returning his gaze to his 
water. 


Carathril finished his goblet of wine and poured another, letting the 
conversation of the others sweep over him, occasionally nodding in 
agreement at some point or smiling at a witty comment. Aerenis excused 
himself shortly before dusk, and though Carathril worried about his friend, 
he was glad of the lightening of the mood that came with the departure of 
his dour companion. As often happened these days, the talk eventually 
meandered its way around to the subject of Nagarythe. 


‘I heard from a Chracian merchant that the army of the Anars is besieged in 
the citadel of Cauthis, just west of Griffon Pass,’ said Khalinir. 


“That is old news,’ scoffed Myrthreir. ‘Naggarothi fighting Naggarothi can 
be no bad thing for us. I don’t know why the prince is so worried. 
Nagarythe is furthest from Eataine. It’s not as if they could sneak through 
Tiranoc and Ellyrion to attack us without warning, is it?’ 


Carathril remained silent. He had met Alith Anar and felt some sympathy 
for those Naggarothi still loyal to the Phoenix Throne. Whatever the 
fortunes of the coming war, Carathril knew in his heart that the Anars 
would be forevermore caught between their loyalties. He was thankful that 
they opposed Morathi. Myrthreir was right about one thing: Lothern was 
about as far from the fighting as Carathril was likely to get without heading 
for the colonies. 


New recruits were being mustered and one day Carathril knew he would 
have to march out again beneath the banner of Eataine. For the moment he 
was content to leave the action and worries to others. Like many of his 
fellows, his first concern was the safety of his prince and his people. He 
would fight when ordered, but was trying to enjoy the relative peace while 
it lasted. 


1117 XRN 


Knowing that he was to march out with his company the following day, 
Carathril made his excuses and left the winehouse while his willpower and 
sobriety still allowed. 


As he walked back to his quarters along the stone streets of Lothern, he 
pondered that area of greyness between convivial leisure and the slide into 
the depravities of the cults. To lose oneself utterly to sensation, to cast aside 
the fears, doubts and anguishes of rational life was forever a temptation to 
the elves. The joys of friendship and love were unsurpassed, but so too did 
Carathril and his people suffer greatly from the blackest depths of anger and 
woe. 


Each walked a perilous path between agony and ecstasy, forever fighting 
the restless spirit awakened within his heart by the coming of Aenarion; the 
desire to fight and conquer, to ascend to pinnacles of sensation of which 
only the elven mind and body were capable. 


Carathril felt no such desire himself. His life had been eventful enough and 
he craved the mundane and predictable as much as the cultists sought 
stimulation and risk. Comfortable that he could still resist the lures of his 
elven spirit, and lulled by the wine, Carathril fell asleep relaxed and at 
peace. 


Aerenis woke Carathril not long after daybreak, bringing him a tumbler of 
fresh water from the barracks well and a small loaf of bread with a pat of 
butter and a pot of glistening honey. Carathril’s lieutenant seemed more at 
ease than he had the night before and the captain remarked upon this. 


‘I shall see my sister when we reach Hal Mentheon,’ Aerenis explained. ‘I 
have not seen her since summer last year, nor my cousins and nephews. 
Remember, I am country-born, not a child of Lothern like you.’ 


‘Of course,’ said Carathril. ‘I have no family to miss, but I suppose the city 
and its people are the closest I have to kin.’ 


The company was assembled for the march to Hal Mentheon and was soon 
heading westwards from Lothern to meet up with soldiers from other parts 
of Eataine. Situated between the Inner Sea and the outer coast of Ulthuan, 
the kingdom was a beautiful spread of rolling hills and farmlands, gradually 
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rising to the west until it reached the foothills of the Dragon Spine 
Mountains that marked the border with Caledor. 


The one hundred elves made their way along a coastal road at a steady pace, 
meadows and pastures to their right, shallow cliffs on their left broken by 
winding paths and roadways leading down to many inlets and beaches. The 
wind came off the sea, bringing with it salty air and flurries of drizzle from 
the cloudy sky, but the march was not unpleasant during the frequent breaks 
in which the sun shone down. 


Past midday the company halted for a rest, above a small fishing village 
nestled in the lee of a white chalk cliff that curved like a waning moon 
around a green-watered bay. Most of the vessels were out, their white sails 
and hulls seen against the dark of the sea. Food was unloaded from the 
company’s supply wagons. 


Carathril left the company and walked a short distance away to lean against 
a white-painted stone wall marking the boundary of a farm. Arms resting on 
the wall, spear and shield next to him, he looked out to the sea and watched 
the birds flying around the cliff tops, their harsh cries cutting the air above 
the crash of surf at the foot of the cliff below him. 


He moved his gaze further out to sea and looked at the horizon to the south, 
enjoying the tranquillity of the flat blue expanse of the ocean. Aerenis 
joined him, handing Carathril a wrapped parcel of bread and cured meat 
before leaning his back against the wall. 


‘It’s hard to believe there is anything amiss in Eataine on days like this,’ 
said Carathril. 


‘Perhaps there is nothing amiss,’ replied Aerenis. ‘Enjoy the peace for what 
it is.’ 

‘If only it was so simple,’ said Carathril. He sighed and closed his eyes, 
taking a deep breath of sea air and soaking in the warmth of the sun. “There 
are enemies closer at hand than we realise. I cannot believe Lothern is 
totally free of the cults, and the rest of Eataine surely provides shelter for 
more.’ 


‘Do you wonder if perhaps enemies have been made of the cults when it 
need not be so?’ said Aerenis. 
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“What do you mean?’ said Carathril, turning to his friend. 


‘There have been a few, like the Khainites, who have preyed on the 
innocent, but most of them are harmless enough, surely?’ answered 
Aerenis. ‘What if some of our people wish to lose themselves occasionally 
in a pleasant fugue, or wish to converse with the spirits of the dead? Is it 
worth the suffering it has brought to persecute these people?’ 


‘It is a trap of the spirit,’ said Carathril. ‘It is the harm it does to our culture, 
our society, which makes the worship of the cytharai a malaise. You saw 
what had become of Prince Aeltherin. The cults impair the judgement and 
erode the moral being of our people.’ 


‘And so you would have every cultist slain?’ said Aerenis. ‘Is that the 
solution?’ 


‘I do not know,’ replied Carathril. ‘It seems inevitable that bloodshed will 
settle this. The Naggarothi have stirred up their sycophants and their agents, 
and the cults will respond by moving against the rule of the princes and the 
Phoenix King. If they surrender peacefully, it could be avoided.’ 


‘I detect the hint of arrogance with that approach,’ said Aerenis. ‘Why are 
all the demands heaped upon the cultists? What attempts have ever been 
made to help them, to incorporate their needs and desires into our society? 
They have been branded outsiders, now criminals, and you wonder why 
they disregard the authority of their princes?’ 


Not having any answer to that, Carathril turned back to the sea. Aerenis was 
kind-hearted and forgiving, and he made a good point. Yet for all the 
wrongs that the cultists might reasonably claim had been done to them, 
Carathril could not forget the grisly scenes he had witnessed at Ealith many 
years before, nor could he forget the beguiling power that had tried to turn 
him to the service of the cytharai. 


His eye roamed the waves without purpose as he considered Aerenis’s 
words. Looking to the west, he spied a sail coming around the headland, 
larger than that of a fishing boat. Concentrating, he saw a two-hulled 
hawkship sailing into view, both its sails full in the wind, a light-blue 
pennant streaming from its masthead. 


Another followed, and another. 
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Surprised, Carathril watched the flotilla tacking into the bay. In all there 
were eleven vessels, two of them mighty three-hulled dragonships, their 
decks lined with elves. 


“What business has a Tiranocii fleet in Eataine?’ he said, glancing towards 
Aerenis. His companion was staring at the fleet, his expression one of shock 
and disbelief. 


“Your eyes are sharper than mine,’ said Aerenis, shielding his gaze from the 
sun almost directly overhead. ‘I think I see soldiers aboard.’ 


Carathril returned his attention to the approaching ships. Looking more 
closely, he realised that Aerenis was right. The sides of each ship were lined 
with elves in armour, carrying shields and spears. As the flotilla came into 
the sunlight, Carathril saw that the warriors were dressed in black and 
purple, with banners of the same flying above them. 


‘Naggarothi!’ he snapped. ‘They must have taken the fleet of Tiranoc.’ 


‘The Naggarothi are here in Eataine?’ Aerenis’s reaction was one of 
confusion more than shock. 


“We have to return to Lothern,’ said Carathril, pushing himself from the 
wall. 


‘I must warn my family.’ Aerenis looked as if he had not heard what 
Carathril had said. 


The lieutenant broke into a run, shouting to the others by the road. Carathril 
headed after him, calling for the company to fall in. There was anarchy and 
dissent. Some of the warriors, like Aerenis, had family outside the city and 
wished to return to their homes to warn of the Naggarothi attack. 


‘They will fall upon Eataine like a cloud of wrath,’ Aerenis implored, 
grabbing Carathril by the sleeve of his robe. ‘We cannot leave our people 
ignorant of the threat.’ 


Carathril could see that order would not be easy to restore. He darted a look 
to seaward and saw the first of the hawkships was gliding up to the harbour. 
The boarding gantries were already being swung over the side. 


“Those who will return to Lothern, come with me,’ he said quickly, his gaze 
roving over the company. “Those that wish to see families safe, go to them 
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as swiftly as possible and bring them to the city. If you cannot do that, I 
suggest that you head for the sanctuary of Caledor. I do not think the 
Naggarothi will dare the ire of the dragon princes.’ 


As nearly a third of the company split away, heading north and westwards, 
Carathril delayed Aerenis with a hand on his shoulder. 


‘Fetch your family and bring them to Lothern,’ said the former herald. 
‘Bring as many people from Hal Mentheon as you can.’ 


Aerenis nodded. 


‘Make sure you keep the gates open for us,’ he said. ‘It will take two days 
and more to reach them and return.’ 


‘I will make sure the prince sends out the army to provide escort for you,’ 
promised Carathril. ‘I have to go now. Take care of yourself, my friend.’ 


‘And you, my captain,’ said Aerenis. 


Carathril stood for a moment and watched as Aerenis hurried along the 
road, chasing after the dwindling group of silver and green moving quickly 
to the west. The captain turned back to the east and signalled for the 
remaining members of the company to form up. He looked down at the 
harbour and felt a twinge of guilt as lines of black-and-silver snaked from 
the docked ships into the fishing town. There was nothing his small 
company could do against the several thousand Naggarothi landing on the 
shore. His duty was to warn the people of Lothern and ensure the sea gates 
were closed. 


He set off at a brisk march, the company falling in behind, and blocked out 
the first shouts and screams that were carried to him on the sea breeze. 


Banks of cloud had swept over the countryside, swathing Eataine in 
darkness, the light of the moons a dim glimmer to the east. In the gloom, 
dozens of fires burned, stretching along the coast as towns and villages 
were consumed by flames set by the Naggarothi. From the wall of Lothern, 
Carathril could see other lights too; the brands carried by the soldiers of the 
prince stretching in long lines towards the city, guiding the refugees to 
sanctuary. 
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There had been pitifully few over the last day and a half; no more than a 
few thousand had been able to flee the Naggarothi attack. Aerenis had not 
yet reported back to the barracks and Carathril feared the worst for his 
friend, though he harboured a small hope that he had reached the city 
unseen by the captain and was busy attending to his family. 


A gong rang loudly over the city and Carathril turned. Bathed in the pale 
glow of the Glittering Tower, Lothern was quiet, subdued by the Naggarothi 
offensive. More lights clustered between the two great sea gates, shining 
from lamps upon the ships of the Eataine fleet; dozens of vessels that had 
sought safe harbour from the captured Tiranoc ships prowling along the 
coast. 


There had been many who had argued for the prince to open the sea gates 
and let loose the wrath of the fleet against the raiders, but such counsel had 
been refused. Aerethenis, nephew to slain Haradrin, had little support in his 
new position and was loath to risk Lothern’s ships; the kingdom’s greatest 
weapon. It was a hard-hearted decision to abandon the folk of Eataine to the 
merciless Naggarothi, but Carathril agreed with his ruler. There was no 
sense in risking an invasion of the harbour. 


The gates below Carathril swung open again as a crowd of elves surged 
along the road, escorted by companies of knights with pale-green pennants. 
The refugees looked haggard, having been harried across the pastures and 
meadows, and many of the knights were wounded, their armour dented and 
injuries bandaged. Carathril scanned the faces of the elves passing into the 
gate and gave a cry of relief when he spied Aerenis. 


Carathril dashed down the steps to the square behind the gatehouse. He 
found Aerenis amongst the crowd, three female elves and two young boys 
with him. 


‘Praise Asuryan that you are safe,’ said Carathril. 
Aerenis looked at him with a bleak expression. 


‘Asuryan deserves no praise for what has befallen us,’ said the lieutenant. 
‘It was the flame of Asuryan that scorched Malekith and unleashed this war 
upon us.’ 


Carathril was shocked by his friend’s words and could think of no reply. 
Aerenis said nothing more as he guided his family across the square, to 
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where residents of Lothern were waiting with food, blankets and healing 
tinctures. 


The thunder of hooves on cobbles caused Carathril to draw back as the 
knights rode back through the gate. Their captain, his green plume sparkling 
in the light of the Glittering Tower, pulled his mount to a stop beside the 
gatehouse. 


‘Close the gate!’ he bellowed. ‘The enemy have reached the Anir Morien!’ 


“What of the rest of the army?’ Carathril called out. ‘We cannot abandon 
them.’ 


The captain looked down at Carathril, his expression one of surprise. 


“What army?’ the captain said with a bitter laugh. “Those torches you see 
are carried by the Naggarothi! A few companies hold Tir Athenor, others 
have fled to the Inner Sea. The Naggarothi will be at the city by dawn.’ 


Carathril’s chest tightened and his legs weakened at the news. The captain’s 
words had carried across to others in the square. Shouts of dismay and cries 
of panic echoed from surrounding buildings. Anir Morien was the closest of 
the watch towers beyond the walls, and if it had fallen the Naggarothi 
would control an important harbour on the Inner Sea. 


The crowd surged further into the city, spreading the dreadful news. 
“Man the walls, I shall ride to the prince,’ said the knight captain. 


Without waiting for a reply, he wheeled his horse away and clattered across 
the square, leaving Carathril aghast. Having heard the dire tidings, many 
soldiers were leaving the wall, eager to see their families. 


‘Back to your posts!’ Carathril roared, unsheathing his sword. ‘You best 
serve your loved ones behind your spears and shields!’ 


A few disobeyed the order and headed into the city, but most were cowed 
by Carathril’s words and filed back into the towers, grim-faced. The former 
herald sprang back up the steps to the gatehouse and fixed his gaze to the 
west. The flickers of the Naggarothi torches crept closer as he looked, 
moving through fields and woods like serpents of flame. 


‘Sound the alarm,’ said Carathril, turning to a hornblower beside him. 
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The musician wetted his lips and lifted the long white horn to his mouth. He 
let loose a pealing blast that reverberated across the city. Within moments it 
was taken up by those in the other towers, the warning echoing across 
Lothern, bells and gongs ringing out in answer. 


In the distance, a greater light broke the night; flames from a burning manse 
upon a distant hilltop. Carathril could see nothing of the Naggarothi save 
for the sea of brands coming ever closer. 


‘Archers!’ called Carathril. 


He dashed into one of the guard towers and took up a bow and quiver for 
himself. Returning to the wall, he found several hundred elves assembling 
to either side of the gate, arrows nocked, eyes straining against the night. 


“Mark the fires,’ said Carathril, stringing a shaft. 


The Naggarothi were still some distance away, well out of bowshot. 
Something whined in the darkness and a hail of barb-tipped bolts crashed 
against the stone of the gatehouse a short distance away. Hidden by the 
darkness, the crews of the Naggarothi war engines could easily see the 
defenders on the wall and towers. 


‘Douse the lanterns,’ Carathril ordered. ‘Pass the word to douse the 
lanterns.’ 


Like a blanket draped across the fortifications, the lamps were extinguished, 
darkness spreading to the north and south, leaving only the faint glimmer of 
moonlight and the reflected glow of the sea to the south. 


The city’s bolt throwers returned the volleys of the enemy, launching 
salvoes of spear-sized shafts towards the approaching glow of the 
Naggarothi army. The night was silent save for the slap of rope on wood 
and the swish of bolts cutting the air. Not even a cry could yet be heard, 
though Carathril was sure the bolt thrower crews would have found some 
target. 


In response, the Naggarothi put out their brands, the guttering of the flames 
sending a chill through Carathril, the countryside around the city become as 
dark as the sky. Robbed of their marks, the war engines of both sides were 
stilled and a queer calm descended. There were mutters and whispers from 
the elves around Carathril until he silenced them with a sharp word. 
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All eyes and ears were strained for any sign of the Naggarothi. The stone of 
the road was like a pale ribbon that wound through the hills until it could no 
longer be seen in the distance. The wind sighed against the stone and 
fluttered the banners at their poles atop the tower roofs. 


Time passed, the moons sinking lower in the sky, increasing the darkness. 


Then came the first noise of the Naggarothi; a distant jingling of mail shirts, 
the clop of hooves on the road and the padding of thousands of booted feet. 
Here and there, Carathril spied a brief glimmer of light as the dim glow of 
the moons reflected off a helm or spear tip. 


The air was growing colder still. Unnaturally so, thought Carathril. He 
could feel the churn of magic in the air and so could the other defenders. 
Whispers of sorcery spread along the wall and there were muttered 
incantations to ward away the dark magic. 


Still the air grew colder, until the breaths of the soldiers were a mist in the 
pale moonlight. Carathril flexed his fingers on his bow to ease their 
stiffness, but would not dip his aim for a moment. He stared intently along 
the shaft, seeking some target upon which he could loose the arrow, but he 
saw nothing but vague shadows and glimmers. 


The chilling air set his joints to aching and a rime of frost was creeping 
across the stones of the wall, the flags hanging limply as ice crackled on the 
embroidered banners. The bow began to tremble in Carathril’s grasp and his 
shoulders ached with the strain of holding it up. Around him, archers were 
uttering hushed curses, blowing on their fingers, stamping their feet. 


Harsh words split the air a moment before a dark cloud of shafts lifted out 
from the darkness, hundreds of serrated tips shining as they arced up 
towards the wall. The defenders threw themselves to the rampart as the rain 
of missiles clattered against the stone. Here and there an elf cried out, 
pierced by a shaft, as another volley and another swiftly followed. 


The barbed cloud seemed unending, the repeater crossbows of the 
Naggarothi sending a hail of missiles effortlessly through the night. 
Carathril clenched his jaw, not daring to lift his head above the rampart as 
chips of stone sprayed around him. 


Amongst the rattle of impacts and snap of breaking shafts, the captain could 
hear the tramp of booted feet getting closer and closer. The Naggarothi were 
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advancing under the cover of their repeater crossbows. They would be at 
the walls soon if the defenders allowed themselves to be cowed by the 
flurries of bolts cutting the air. 


‘Ready your bows!’ shouted Carathril, rising up to a narrow embrasure. The 
archers around him followed his lead, using the wall to cover themselves 
against the shafts still descending upon them. Bringing up his bow, he saw a 
swathe of darkness no more than two hundred paces from the wall. 
Advancing in close formation, shields and spears held high, the Naggarothi 
presented an easy target. ‘Loose!’ 


A storm of white shafts leapt into the gloom, to be met with cries of pain 
and surprise. The repetitive snap of the engines in the towers added to the 
noise, hurling their bolts into the advancing enemy. The sound of mail 
being punctured and flesh being pierced came from all sides, and within 
moments the Naggarothi machines were returning fire, sending up showers 
of stone shards from the parapets protecting the bolt throwers. 


Exposed, the archers suffered at the next Naggarothi volley, a score and 
more reeling back across the wall with vicious shafts in arms and bodies. 
Some slumped where they had been standing, helms and breastplates 
pierced. 


In the dim light, Carathril spied a knot of several dozen Naggarothi 
advancing quickly on horseback. They dragged between them a ram 
fashioned of dark metal, its head that of a griffon wrought from shining 
ithilmar, borne upon a frame made of thick timbers and bound with iron. 
More Naggarothi ran behind, ready to man the ram once it was at the gate. 


No order needed to be given. Every elf on the walls knew that the 
Naggarothi could not be allowed to attack the gate. Shafts rained down on 
the riders, the cries of the cavalry mingling with the whinnying of wounded 
steeds. 


A great clamour filled the square behind Carathril and he glanced over his 
shoulder to see the knights of Eataine gathering, streaming down the roads 
of the city to form up in squadrons several hundred strong. 


Carathril heard a command to open the gate. Looking down, he saw that the 
Naggarothi were less than fifty paces from the gatehouse. If the sortie 
failed, they would be inside the city within moments. 
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‘Do as they say!’ he snapped at the elves in the gate tower, knowing that the 
risk had to be taken. The gate was not yet shored up properly, and once 
destroyed could not be replaced. 


Weights and gears rumbled in the towers as the gate mechanism was freed. 
Even as the huge oak doors were swinging inwards, the knights were 
breaking into a charge. Rank after rank, ten knights wide, galloped out of 
the city with shields ready and lances at full tilt. 


The crash of their impact rang against the walls. Carathril could make out 
little of the fight in the dark, just a swirl of silver-armoured figures and pale 
horses against the gold-and-black knights of Anlec. War cries and hoarse 
challenges greeted the charge. Metal rang on metal. 


Carathril was forced to duck back behind the parapet as another volley of 
repeater crossbow shafts sailed through the air. Peering through the 
embrasure, he could see Naggarothi advancing in long lines, carrying tall 
ladders between their files, protected by the raised shields of more warriors 
to each side. He emptied his quiver, loosing arrow after arrow into the 
oncoming assault, but to little effect. 


Several squadrons of knights peeled away from the attack along the road, 
wheeling into the flank of the spearmen with the ladders. They crashed 
through the Naggarothi soldiers who fell in their dozens to lance and sword 
and flailing hooves. Yet not a quarter of the spearmen had been routed when 
a horn sounded the recall. Fearing to be caught too far from the gate, the 
wedge of knights turned their horses and rode back to the road, where the 
lead squadrons were already riding through the gate back to the safety of 
the city. 


At another command, the gates were swung shut just behind the last of the 
knights. Bars were slide into place and locked as bolts from the Naggarothi 
slammed into the ancient wood of the doors. Carathril judged that the 
knights had lost almost a quarter of their number, but the dark-clad bodies 
littering the road and the space just before the walls were testament to the 
casualties they had inflicted during the brief sortie. 


Further south along the wall there were sounds of fighting, as several 
companies of Naggarothi had reached the defences with their ladders. For 
the moment it appeared the attention of the Naggarothi had been driven 
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from the gatehouse and Carathril returned to the guard room to fetch more 
arrows. Inside were dozens of wounded elves, sitting against the walls or 
lying on mattresses soaked with their blood. Many bore the marks of the 
repeater quarrels, and wounded knights were being carried up the wide 
Stairs to have their injuries tended by the priests and priestesses within. 


Snatching up a fresh quiver from the rapidly diminishing stock, Carathril 
returned to his place and looked south. The Naggarothi had given up their 
direct assault quickly and were falling back towards the hills, the shafts of 
the defenders following them. To the east, across Lothern, the first ruddy 
gleam of dawn touched the rooftops and towers. 


And so passed the first night of the siege of Lothern, one of many that 
would beset the city in the coming seasons. 


“When will Caledor come?’ Mythreir gave voice to the question that had 
been asked many times; so many times Carathril had tired of hearing it 
asked. 


‘Perhaps never,’ snapped the guard captain. ‘You think Lothern is alone in 
the Phoenix King’s thoughts?’ 


‘It should be highest,’ replied the other elf as the two walked along the 
northern ramparts of the city, looking down at the Inner Sea. To the east, a 
flotilla of ten ships waited behind the Sapphire Gate, sails trimmed, decks 
packed with Sea Guard. ‘With Lothern besieged, the Naggarothi raid across 
the Inner Sea without hindrance.’ 


‘And until Ellyrion is secure again, Caledor cannot send relief to the city,’ 
said Carathril, sighing heavily. ‘How many times must I explain?’ 


‘Until you make sense,’ said Myrthreir. ‘Caledor’s strategy is wrong and the 
prince should make better representation. With Lothern delivered, we can 
control the shore of Ellyrion and supply his army.’ 


Carathril offered no further reply, annoyed by his companion’s obstinacy. 
Caledor would no more relieve Lothern with the enemy free in Ellyrion 
than a swordsman would turn his back on an armed opponent. The city 
held, and held strong, and that was all that mattered. 
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They reached their destination, a stretch of wall overlooking the Inner Sea 
that curved away from the Sapphire Gate. Further along the shore the ships 
of the Naggarothi were beached, having been captured in northern Ellyrion 
and sailed south in support of the siege. To the north and south, the Lothern 
Straits were bracketed by enemy fleets. The one saving grace was that the 
Naggarothi had made no inroads upon the eastern reaches of Eataine, and 
many of the populace had been evacuated towards Saphery. 


It was the sea gates the Naggarothi desired though, and for two long years 
they had battered the walls with war engines, vile monsters and evil sorcery. 
This last had become less of a threat since the arrival of Eltreneth last 
autumn, one of the chief mages of Saphery. Soaring above the city upon his 
white-winged pegasus, the Sapherian had countered the spells of the enemy, 
staff wreathed in mystical power, sword blazing. 


Now the enemy prepared for a fresh assault. They had built towers and 
rams concealed from the war engines of Lothern by huge ramparts of earth 
and timber. They planned to launch this latest attack along the Inner Sea 
road, that much was clear, and Prince Aerethenis had finally bowed to those 
who would have the fleet of Lothern let free. 


Without ceremony, the Sapphire Gate opened, the roar of water building as 
the huge portal swung open between the Straits of Lothern and the Inner 
Sea. Where the two bodies of water met, the sea thrashed and foamed as 
wave crashed against wave, before slowly swirling and dying away to leave 
the path clear for the flotilla. The early morning light shimmered from the 
gleaming decks of the ships as they passed through the open gate, their sails 
bright triangles of white and blue. 


‘I heard a new name for them,’ said Mythreir. 


“What’s that?’ said Carathril, his attention on the hills through which the 
Inner Sea road cut towards the city, alert for foes that might attack the 
emerging flotilla from the coastal cliffs. There was no movement, yet the 
two hundred archers who stood with bows ready at the rampart did not relax 
their guard, having experienced much Naggarothi trickery in the past. 


“The Naggarothi,’ said Mythreir. “They are being called the druchii now.’ 


‘Druchii?’ Carathril could not stop a grim smile. The word meant the Dark 
Ones. It was fitting. Since he had first ridden with Prince Malekith, 
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Carathril had seen the Naggarothi prove themselves capable of the direst 
acts. ‘Druchii it is. Let us keep watch for their wiles all the same.’ 


The Lothern flotilla sped along the coast at full sail, the pilots knowing 
every reef and rock around the harbour entrance. Horns blared in the 
distance as the druchii caught sight of the oncoming ships and Carathril 
could just make out a burst of activity along the shore as they streamed 
towards their own beached vessels. 


There came a rush of air and a flap of feathers above and Carathril looked 
up to see Eltreneth soaring overhead mounted on his pegasus. The mage’s 
staff trailed sparks of red and blue fire as the winged horse pitched down 
towards the cliff tops where the druchii had made camp. 


A bolt of black lightning leapt up from the sea of dark pavilions, to be 
turned away by a shimmering sphere of gold that enveloped Eltreneth. Hails 
of repeater arrows streamed towards him, yet these too were turned away by 
his magical shield. Even from a distance, Carathril could feel the ebb and 
surge of magical energy as the mage and the sorcerers below him battled for 
control of the winds of magic. Multicoloured fire leapt from Eltreneth’s 
staff, scorching through tent and corral, setting a swathe of the camp ablaze 
as dark clouds sprang into existence in the air around him, crackling with 
unnatural energy. 


The ships had now come into range of the druchii fleet moving off the 
beaches. Only a handful of enemy vessels had made the sea when blossoms 
of white-burning bolts and arrows seared across the waters, catching in sails 
and rigging, setting fire to decking and masts. Not to be outdone, the 
druchii fired back with clouds of black shafts, repeater crossbows and bolt 
throwers raking the decks of the Eataine ships as they closed in. 


‘Rather them than me,’ said Myrthreir as the two flotillas moved amongst 
each other, turning and tacking, their war machines scything the air between 
with black- and silver-headed missiles. ‘Let me face my death toe-to-toe.’ 


Carathril was inclined to agree but said nothing. The fighting would get all 
too personal soon enough as the lightly armed hawkships of both sides 
manoeuvred around each other, looking for an opening to board. From this 
distance the naval battle looked more like a stately dance than a desperate 
contest of bloodshed. The squadrons arced about each other like partners 
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hand in hand, linked by the clouds of arrows instead of arms. Here and 
there they came together, the war cries and crash of timbers lost in distance 
so that everything seemed as serene as a masque. 


Two druchii ships were already sinking, aflame from bow to stem, tiny 
figures leaping to the water to save themselves. Another listed heavily, sails 
tattered, masthead burnt, the rigging a smouldering pile upon its deck. The 
Eataine fleet had not suffered too greatly from the exchange, but a 
hawkship had already turned and was limping back towards the Sapphire 
Gate, a yardarm trailing by ropes over the port side, dragging like a sea 
anchor. Carathril could see the white of the crewmen’s robes as they 
swarmed around the debris, cutting and hacking to free themselves from the 
broken mast’s dead weight. 


Having speared through the first line of the enemy, the rest of the flotilla 
swooped upon the vessels still landed at the sandy beach. Eltreneth circled 
above, driving back the Naggarothi who sought to board the ships with 
blasts of flame and glistening silver clouds of magical blades. Undefended, 
the beached ships were an easy target for the Sea Guard, who poured 
flaming arrows into them with volley after volley. 


In their attack, the Lothern ships had approached within range of the bolt 
thrower batteries mounted on the cliff top. They added their shafts to the 
arrows being fired from the camp, iron-headed spears punching through 
canvas and timber and flesh as they fired down upon the decks of the ships. 


Sited even more advantageously, the engines of Lothern now let loose their 
fury. From the highest towers on the wall, the bolt thrower captains now 
spied the druchii’s positions and unleashed a devastating storm of shafts 
onto the cliff tops. Here and there an archer near Carathril loosed a shaft as 
the war machine crews scurried from cover to cover, the high wall of the 
city providing ample extra range for their Eatainii longbows. 


Carathril did not set an arrow to his bow, knowing that his aim was not so 
good at such extreme range. Always he had been better with sword and 
spear. Such skills had been put to the test more than a dozen times since that 
first night attack, repelling assault after assault on the city walls. Sometimes 
he had faced the sinister Naggarothi legions, other times cultists fuelled by 
bestial hatred and frenzy-inducing drugs. On more than one occasion the 
Naggarothi had gained the wall and threatened to overcome the defenders, 
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but on each occasion the defenders had held firm, rallied by their leaders to 
drive the enemy back from Lothern. 


It was spirit-sapping, the endless tension, the constant waiting for the next 
attack. The garrison of the city and the few citizens who had remained 
behind to provide for them were not without supply, from the sea and the 
east, but such was the ever-present danger of the city becoming surrounded 
that such food as was brought in was carefully rationed. Water too was 
always stringently measured, ever since some of the wells in the southern 
quarter had been found to be poisoned. 


That was perhaps the worst part of all; the enemy that hid within. Long had 
the cytharai worshippers made their lairs and temples unseen in Lothern, 
and even the discovery of Prince Aeltherin’s cabal two decades earlier had 
not ended them. Now they acted as assassins and saboteurs, a shadowy 
threat that could strike at any time. Some had been discovered, but so many 
elves had fled into the city two years earlier it was impossible to guard 
against attack and patrol the streets at the same time. Lone soldiers heading 
back to barracks from duty had been waylaid, families threatened and 
kidnapped and slain, captains and nobles blackmailed, the cultists ever 
seeking to weaken the strength and the resolve of the city’s defenders. 


That was one concern that Carathril did not have. He had few friends and 
no family. He fought for his city alone, and was responsible solely for 
himself. He did not count the number of his fellow elves he had slain, nor 
the times he had come so close to death. Two years had numbed him to the 
fighting, deadening the pain in his spirit that threatened with each attack. 


The naval raid was almost finished. Half a dozen druchii ships had been 
destroyed at the cost of three vessels, the rest of the enemy flotilla fleeing 
northwards along the coast. Companies of Sea Guard had landed, nearly 
two thousand in all, and were fighting through the druchii camp to bring 
down the siege engines and set oil and flame upon the rams. Smoke 
billowed across the waters of the Inner Sea and the crackle of flames spread 
along the shore. 


A great cheer rippled along the wall as another tower was brought crashing 
down in an explosion of wood and rope and tarred canvas. It was quickly 
silenced as horns pealed from further west along the wall. All eyes turned in 
that direction. 
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The main druchii army was on the move; not for the city but to the relief of 
its shore camp. At its fore, the Naggarothi knights galloped ahead, 
thousands of heavily armoured warriors riding in columns across the fields 
and hills, intent upon the Sea Guard. Warned from the city, the green-and- 
blue clad warriors of the navy broke off their attack and covered by archers 
and bolt throwers upon the ships returned to their vessels, quickly streaming 
up the gangplanks. 


The knights had barely reached the outskirts of the ravaged camp by the 
time the ships were putting off from shore, their sails hauled up, tacking 
across the wind to head back towards Lothern. It was impossible to tell how 
much damage had been wrought by the raid, but the pall of smoke was 
testament to considerable success. 


The elves upon the walls raised their spears and bows and sang songs of 
rejoicing as the flotilla passed back through the Sapphire Gate. Carathril did 
not feel like celebrating. He looked along the shore of the Inner Sea to 
where the druchii were amassing. It was only a matter of time before they 
came again. He stowed his bow and leaned on the rampart, eyes fixed on 
the host of the Naggarothi slowly moving back westwards. 


How long could Lothern hold, alone against such determined hate? 


“When will Caledor come?’ Carathril whispered. 
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ELEVEN 
The Black Dragons 


The army of the Phoenix King stretched along the valley in a winding line 
of silver, red and green against the pale rock. Here and there companies 
bearing the colours of other kingdoms broke the scheme; the pale-green 
banners of spearmen from Cothique, the purple standards flying above 
archers from Saphery. 


There were not many, barely four thousand including the five hundred 
knights of Caledor that rode in the vanguard. If the scouts were correct, at 
least twice that number of druchii was marching east along the pass, 
directly towards Caledor’s host. For all that, the odds were not all in the 
enemy’s favour. 


Maedrethnir soared easily upon the upward draughts coming from the 
mountains that flanked the pass. The chill air was soothing against his 
scales, cooling his blood and the fire within. Steam trailed from the 
dragon’s mouth and nostrils as he banked over the army, climbing high on a 
fresh rush of wind, eyes narrowed as he scanned the mountainsides for any 
sign of a Naggarothi ambush. 


He barely felt the weight of the throne and the Phoenix King upon his back 
and for a time enjoyed the sensation of flying, allowing the currents of the 
skies to move him left and right, wingtips leaving thin streamers of vapour 
in their wake as he glided down through the low cloud. 


The dragon felt something else beside the wind; the pulse of magic from the 
elves’ vortex. It was like a thin sheen of oil upon his body, an acrid taste in 
his mouth, a distant echo in his ears. He remembered a time when he had 
crossed these mountains without that sickly sensation, when the Everqueen 
had ruled and the dragons had played in the skies. 


Even then Maedrethnir had been old, and his memories stretched back 
further still, way beyond the fall of the Old Ones and the coming of Chaos 
that polluted the land. He remembered when this isle had been nothing 
more than a chain of volcanoes jutting from the ocean. Newly hatched, 
Maedrethnir had played with the others, hopping from fuming peak to 
fuming peak on growing wings. 
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The air had been lighter then, and all the world colder so that the fire inside 
was but a flicker, not the raging inferno he was now forced to hold back. He 
rumbled unconsciously with annoyance as he remembered that strange day, 
many millennia before, when the skies had been split by multicoloured rifts 
and the silver starboats of the Old Ones had appeared. The dragons had 
scattered, terrified by these new arrivals. Many fled to the deepest caves 
and oceans, but some remained to see what the strangers intended. 


The sun had grown larger and the skies had warmed, and the Old Ones built 
their temples and cities in the jungles that had thrived in the new heat. 
Many of the dragons had voiced concem, calling to their kin to fight and 
cast out the invaders. The oldest and wisest knew better, and like those 
before them they slunk away into the dark corners of the world and waited 
to see what would pass. 


Amongst them had been Indraugnir, Maedrethnir’s father. With many of his 
kin and friends, the ancient dragon lord had sought shelter in the caves of 
the volcanoes, but even there they had not found peace. Maedrethnir smiled 
and turned his head to cast a glance at the rider upon his back. What could 
Caledor know of the disruption his people had caused? He knew nothing of 
those worrying days and nights when the earth had rumbled and the seas 
had roared. The Old Ones’ servants, the bloated slann, had lifted the isle 
from the sea bed, the mountains belching forth smoke and flame. The 
dragons trembled as the caverns they had made their home fell around 
them, but Indraugnir cautioned them to stay hidden lest the Old Ones 
destroy them altogether. 


In time the lands settled again and the first elves came. Maedrethnir had 
spied upon them from the mountain fastness with his father and mother, 
protective of the new clutch of eggs hatching in the darkness beneath the 
volcanoes. With the Old Ones had come that first taint of magic, and the 
isle was soon steeped in its presence, lingering in every cloud and upon 
every blade of grass. 


For all of the intrusion, the elves had seemed peaceful enough and the 
dragons had returned to their lairs and dreamed long dreams of the day 
when they would be free to roam the skies as they had done before. 
Indraugnir entertained his children and his allies with ancient stories of the 
war with the shaggoths and the dragon ogres, and had warned about the 
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dark touch of the Powers Beyond the Skies that had corrupted the dragon’s 
twisted cousins. 


‘Look there!’ Caledor’s shout and pointing lance broke Maedrethnir’s 
reverie. 


The dragon shook himself from the half-dream, alarmed that the long sleep 
still beckoned him even though he flew upon the winds. A shiver of 
expectation ran through Maedrethnir’s body as he spied a swathe of dark- 
armoured figures in the valley below; the vanguard of the druchii army. 


‘Shall we greet them?’ said the dragon. 


He needed no reply and tucked his wings tight to dive down towards the 
valley floor. The wind keened in his ears and rushed across his scales, 
Sweeping away the last somnolent after-effects of his daydream. Heart 
beating fast, Maedrethnir flexed his claws in anticipation. The elves below 
were scurrying to and fro in their fright as the dragon and rider descended, 
their panic stirring Maedrethnir’s old hunting instincts. 


He was filled with the urge to stoop and rend, to bite and rake claws 
through the miniscule prey that scattered before his approach. Caught up in 
predatory excitement, the dragon plunged down, wings opening to slow his 
descent as he felt the fire building up in his gut, nagging at him to unleash 
its fury. A roar burst forth, powered by primal desire, the valley echoing to 
the blast of noise. 


Black spears sped up from the scattered rocks and bushes. Maedrethnir 
dipped a wing and veered as the missiles streaked past. Another volley 
followed from a second repeater bolt thrower stationed guarding the flank 
of the druchii, catching the dragon with two of the long shafts. Metal 
screeched and wood splintered against the dragon’s hard scales as two of 
the bolts bounced harmlessly from Maedrethnir’s shoulders. A cloud of 
arrows from dozens of repeater crossbows engulfed the dragon, pattering 
from his hide as harmlessly as rain as he crashed through the dark storm of 
shafts. 


More of the larger bolts flew upwards from the druchii war engines. 
Twisting, Maedrethnir batted two aside with a sweep of his foreleg, the rest 
missing or bouncing away from the thick scales protecting the dragon’s 
shoulder. 
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With metal shrieking and bones snapping, Maedrethnir landed in the midst 
of the archers, smashing half a dozen druchii to a pulp with the bulk of his 
body. Flame erupted from the dragon’s throat, scorching everything within 
reach as Maedrethnir’s neck snaked left and right, the pain from the fire 
burning at his mouth and gut. 


The internal fires exhausted for the moment, he heaved in a great breath, 
smoke and steam coiling around his face. Caledor shouted something from 
the dragon’s back but he heard not a word of it, consumed by the need to 
kill. Claws swept out, slicing through armour and flesh like swords, 
eviscerating, decapitating and dismembering. Turning, Maedrethnir lunged 
and snapped his jaws around the body of a fleeing elf. Metal links buckled 
between sword-like teeth. Sheared in twain, the elf’s corpse dropped to the 
ground while rivulets of blood ran down the dragon’s throat. 


The blood incensed him more, stirring a hunger that had not been sated for 
several years. Arching back his neck, Maedrethnir bellowed again, venting 
flames from his nostril in the hunt-frenzy. He was dimly aware of flashing 
silver around him; Caledor’s lance thrusting and slashing through the few 
archers that escaped the dragon’s wrath. 


He felt sharpness in his flank, the sudden pain cutting through the red mist 
of desire that had swamped the dragon’s thoughts. 


‘The bolt throwers!’ called Caledor. He lifted his lance to the north, its shaft 
slick with bright blood. ‘Destroy the bolt throwers!’ 


Smelling terror and death, the scent intoxicating and addictive, Maedrethnir 
fought back another surge of feral anger. He looked at his right side, where 
the pain came from, and saw a barbed bolt jutting between his ribs, just 
below the wing. Snarling, he pulled the shaft free with his jaws, the spear- 
sized missile disintegrating into wooden shards. 


With a last slash of his tail that crushed the bodies of more druchii, 
Maedrethnir launched himself from the ground, panting as he unfurled his 
wings and pulled himself higher with every long stroke. The archers 
quickly disappeared from view as the dragon powered towards the 
mountainside where three war engines had been positioned amongst the 
craggy rocks. Another hail of large darts slapped against his hide, shedding 
scales but doing little serious harm. One of the crews laboured quickly to 
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replace the bolt magazine atop their engine, and towards this pair the 
dragon angled his flight. 


The druchii warriors let the heavy box tumble from their grasp as they 
turned to flee, Maedrethnir smashing into the bolt thrower moments later in 
a shower of jagged splinters, snapping rope and twisted metal. The bushes 
and rocks provided no protection against the sheet of flame that erupted 
from the dragon’s maw, razing leaf and branch, cracking stone and charring 
the elven warriors within their molten armour. Another cry from Caledor 
drew the dragon’s attention to the left, but too late. A second bolt thrower 
loosed its salvo of half a dozen shafts, the six spears thudding into 
Maedrethnir’s hindquarters and tail. Most broke upon his scales but two 
punched home, their barbed points digging into flesh. Lips rippling with 
anger, the dragon turned and pounced, jaws snapping off the head from one 
crew member, foreclaw gouging a furrow through mail and muscle, from 
groin to neck of the other. 


Pausing for a moment, Maedrethnir’s nostrils widened, drawing in the 
scents of battle: dread and blood, leather and crushed grass. There was 
something else, something familiar yet unknown, the slightest touch on the 
wind. Though he could not identify the smell, it stirred something within 
the dragon, stabbing into the most primitive parts of his brain as the bolts 
had pierced his hide. 


A flicker of movement caught the dragon’s attention; a shadow passing 
quickly across the rocks of the mountainside. Maedrethnir’s head snapped 
up out of instinct and he spied a winged shape against the clouds. Caledor 
had seen it also. 


“What is it?’ asked the Phoenix King. 


It was too large to be a manticore or griffon, black against the pale sky. 
Maedrethnir caught the scent again, shocked by realisation. 


‘Drake,’ snarled Maedrethnir. ‘Corrupted and vile.’ 


Ignoring Caledor’s call to wait, Maedrethnir hurled himself into the skies to 
confront this new threat. The other dragon sensed his approach and turned 
on a dipped wing, revealing scales as black as pitch and eyes that burned 
like flame. A fume of green vapours bubbled from between the creature’s 
teeth, embroiling itself and its gold-clad rider in a sickly mist. 
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‘A dragon?’ Caledor was awash with confusion and fear. ‘How can it be?’ 


‘It has been touched by the Powers Beyond the Skies,’ growled 
Maedrethnir. “Can you not sense it?’ 


The black dragon was surrounded by an aura of darkness, and as the two 
monsters closed on each other Maedrethnir saw that its head was encased in 
an iron harness studded with black gems, reins of golden chain in the fist of 
the rider. Its dark flesh bore many scars from old wounds, testament to a 
cruel upbringing. 


It was an abomination. Maedrethnir had known that not all the eggs that had 
been laid over the centuries had been accounted for. The dragons had 
believed them to have been stolen by the other predators that dared to share 
their caves; bulbous-eyed, pale things that scavenged on the remains of the 
dragons’ kills. Now it seemed the mystery was solved; the eggs had been 
taken by the Naggarothi to hatch and raise and twist to their cause. 


‘It must be destroyed,’ snarled Maedrethnir, beating his wings faster and 
faster, blood racing through his body. 


He felt the butt of Caledor’s lance set against his flank as the Phoenix King 
readied for the first exchange. The other dragon raced down, its rider 
wielding a barbed trident. Not for an age had Maedrethnir fought another 
dragon, for mate or territory, but his old instincts were still with him. The 
other had the advantage of height, but was coming in too steeply in his 
inexperience. 


A flick of the tail and a shifting of his left wing caused Maedrethnir to 
almost stop in mid-flight. The black dragon plummeted past, claws flailing 
wildly at Maedrethnir’s neck and face, the rider’s trident passing harmlessly 
overhead. Caledor’s lance caught the black dragon along the back, its 
enchanted tip raking a bloody furrow through ebon scales. 


Maedrethnir turned and dropped after his descending foe, wings tilting and 
turning as the black dragon heaved left and right to avoid the pursuit. 
Smaller than Maedrethnir, the black dragon was swifter in the turn and as 
Maedrethnir’s jaws snapped at his tail, the drake reversed its course and 
with a rapid beat of wings shot upwards again, heading towards the clouds 
once more. 
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More laboriously, Maedrethnir swept out of his dive and into a climb. Each 
sweep of his more powerful wings brought him closer to his prey, who 
vanished into the thickening cloud. Growling with irritation, Maedrethnir 
soared into the white haze, eyes wide for any sign of the other dragon. 


‘Keep watch behind,’ he told Caledor. 


Glancing back, Maedrethnir saw the Phoenix King peering left and right 
through the cloud set swirling by each stroke of the dragon’s wings. A 
screech sounded from the right, muffled by the cloud, and a moment later 
the black dragon was darting from the gloom, claws outstretched. 


Maedrethnir turned towards the attack, but not so swiftly that he could 
avoid the swooping drake. Diamond-hard claws sank into the flesh of his 
shoulder as Caledor swung his shield across and deflected the jabbing 
trident of the rider, the weapon’s three tines crackling with magical power. 


The black dragon latched on, claws digging deep and deeper; a mistake. 


Maedrethnir arched his neck and sank his jaws into the other beast’s right 
wing, teeth sawing through skin and tendon, cracking bone. With a scream 
that let forth a billowing pall of noxious vapour, the black dragon released 
its grip and pushed away, damaged wing spurting blood. 


The gaseous breath of the drake filled Maedrethnir’s nostrils, acrid and 
burning, searing the dragon’s throat and scratching at his eyes. Choking on 
the fume and momentarily blinded, the old dragon circled cautiously. 
Caledor was having similar difficulty, coughing and retching, doubled over 
in the throne-saddle. 


The drake appeared briefly to the left, diving down through the cloud before 
being swallowed by the pale mass. Maedrethnir dropped as well, falling 
steeply through the sky until he burst from the bottom of the cloud layer 
into open air. Rolling to his left, he arched his neck and glared at the haze, 
looking for the shadow of the black dragon. 


‘There!’ shouted Caledor, pointing up and to the right. A flicker of darkness 
passed to and fro as the Naggarothi and his mount searched the clouds for 
their foe, unaware that they were far below. ‘After them.’ 


Maedrethnir snorted at the implication that he needed to be told and 
powered upwards with rapid sweeps of his wings. His wounds were starting 
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to ache, but he pushed aside the pain and flew on, arcing upwards to come 
at the black dragon from directly below. 


Like an erupting volcano, Maedrethnir exploded into the cloud, fire roaring 
from his gullet to engulf the drake and its rider. Rolling quickly, the black 
dragon avoided the worst of the blast, but the manoeuvre brought it onto 
Caledor’s lance tip. The ithilmar shaft plunged into the creature’s 
underbelly with a flicker of magical flame. The black dragon gave a howl 
and lurched sideways, favouring its damaged wing. 


Maedrethnir flew above the enemy and then quickly plunged down, rear 
claws seizing upon the creature’s scarred tail. The rider tried to swing his 
trident around for a thrust but the back of the saddle-throne prevented him. 
Helpless, the black dragon toppled towards the ground, Maedrethnir upon 
his back, claws rending great wounds, leaving bloodied welts all over the 
black dragon’s hindquarters and back. 


Far below, the two armies clashed. A dark spear of Naggarothi knights 
plunged through the white mass of Caledor’s spearmen while the silver- 
helmed knights of the Phoenix King outflanked the Naggarothi, curving 
around the enemy host in long columns. The druchii had brought Khainite 
cultists with them, a splash of red and naked flesh that hurled itself again 
and again towards the elves loyal to Caledor, driven back each time by 
clouds of arrows and war machine bolts. 


The chaotic melee became distinct lines and companies as the two dragons 
plunged ever closer. Bodies littered the rocky ground of the pass, clad both 
in black and white, the heaped dead testament to the bitter fury of the two 
armies. 


The black dragon snarled and beat its wings ferociously, trying to slow its 
descent, filthy gas pouring from its wide open mouth. Maedrethnir held 
firm despite the writhing and struggling of the other monster, claws 
scraping against the black dragon’s spine. 


Individual figures could be picked out in the battle; a captain with a red- 
crested helm waving his sword towards the druchii crossbows; a Naggarothi 
officer slitting the throat of a fallen spearman; wild cultists hacking at the 
bodies of the fallen from both sides, ripping free organs; a wall of lances 
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crashing into the flank of the Naggarothi knights as the Silver Helms 
charged. 


No more than a bow’s shot from the ground, Maedrethnir released his grip 
and opened his wings, muscles straining to stop, tendons taut almost to 
parting. The black dragon twisted, blood splashing onto the rocks, wings 
beating furiously, but to no avail. 


With a thunderous impact, the drake and rider smashed into the rocks, 
splintering stone and bone in equal measure. The harness holding the saddle 
snapped with a loud crack and the throne was cast from the dragon’s back, 
splintering against the sharp boulders. 


Maedrethnir dived again, leaving nothing to chance. As the black dragon 
struggled to right itself on twisted legs, wings broken and flopping 
uselessly, Maedrethnir slammed into the drake. His jaws seized the other 
dragon’s neck just behind the head, spines and fangs snapping from the 
titanic pressure. His claws raked at the black dragon’s underbelly, slashing 
through scale and muscle, exposing ribs and organs. 


With a flap of his wings and a heave of his body, Maedrethnir leapt over the 
black dragon, twisting the foe’s neck in his jaw with a loud cracking of 
bone. Shaking left and right, Maedrethnir slammed the black dragon’s head 
repeatedly into the rocks, dashing open its skull. Releasing his hold, the red 
dragon turned and plunged his fangs into the drake’s exposed innards, 
crunching through bone, tearing at its gizzards. 


Maedrethnir feasted, gorging himself on the meat of his slain rival. It had 
been millennia since he had last tasted dragon flesh and he wolfed down 
huge gulps, cracking open the bones to lap at the marrow. The dragon’s 
blood sang through his body, drowning out the pain of his wounds, blotting 
out the calls of Caledor upon his back. 


Something hard cracked across the top of Maedrethnir’s skull, stunning him 
for a moment. Dazed, he stumbled back from the corpse of the black 
dragon, seeking the source of the attack. 


“The rider is getting away,’ said Caledor, hitting the dragon again with the 
haft of his lance. 


Maedrethnir growled at the impudence of the elf, to berate him so. The 
dragon took a step back towards the corpse of his dead foe but was stopped 
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by more sharp words from the Phoenix King. Maedrethnir wanted to shrug 
off the rider, to rip free of the harness that bound them together. 


Caledor snarled words that bit into Maedrethnir’s mind; words of power 
discovered by the Dragontamer. Cowed, the dragon slumped to his belly 
and shook his head, trying to dismiss the numbing sensation seeping 
through his brain. Through the fog of insensibility, he heard Caledor’s calm 
voice. 


“Your enemy flees,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘Chase him down.’ 


Maedrethnir looked around and spied the Naggarothi scrambling over the 
rocks some distance away, one leg dragging with a limp. With a snarl the 
dragon bounded quickly over the boulders, wings half-furled. He loomed 
over the druchii, who turned and pulled a sword from his belt. The blade 
glittered with a frozen light that hurt Maedrethnir’s eyes and he shied back, 
almost blinded. 


Caledor was not to be denied, his lance taking the Naggarothi high in the 
chest, punching through breastplate and heart. The druchii slashed wildly 
with his sword, ringing its blade from the ithilmar lance, leaving a stream of 
frosty particles in the air. Caledor moved his arm, pushing his weakened 
opponent to his back, pinning him to the ground. 


‘Finish him,’ said the Phoenix King. 


Maedrethnir raised a foreleg and stamped down, crushing helm and head 
beneath his weight. Blinking away the after-image of the ice-tinged blade, 
Maedrethnir regained some clarity. The hunting rage subsided, the fire 
inside cooling in his belly. The dragon shuddered, feeling the sudden pain 
of his injuries. 


He remembered the black dragon, realising with disgust the twisted nature 
of the beast. 


‘I must return to my kin,’ said Maedrethnir. 
“When the battle is won,’ said Caledor. 


‘No!’ the dragon replied fiercely. “They must be told about the black 
dragons. I must pass the word, raise my kind from their slumber.’ 


“When the battle is won,’ repeated Caledor. 
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Quick as a serpent, Maedrethnir whipped his head around, fangs slicing 
easily through the bindings of the saddle-throne. Shrugging his shoulders, 
he let the construction slip gently from his back, depositing the saddle and 
Phoenix King unkindly upon the rocks. 


‘Win your battle, little elf,’ said Maedrethnir. ‘I shall win your war.’ 


Before Caledor could recover and speak the taming words, Maedrethnir 
launched into the air, skimming up the mountainside with swift beats, 
heading south. 


The smog and the night were no barrier to Maedrethnir’s keen sight. The 
dragon steered between the volcanic peaks as easily as if it were noon and 
not the darkest night. By the glow of lava and patches of starlight, the 
dragon soared over the peaks of Caledor, mind and body alive with disgust 
verging on hatred. 


He descended swiftly to the valley of the caves, folding his wings as he 
plunged into the largest opening. Feet scraping on rock furrowed by 
millennia of dragon claws, he advanced into the darkness, laboured breaths 
echoing along the wide tunnel. His right flank was sore and his muscles 
ached from the two days of constant flight, but the news he bore was too 
urgent to allow him rest. 


He headed directly for the deepest chamber, ignoring the many other 
passages that twisted away from the main tunnel. The air cooled as he 
moved further and further beneath the earth, his hot breath coming in great 
clouds of vapour that condensed upon rock walls worn smooth by the scales 
of dragons passing in and out. 


The chamber was vast, a massive hole in the world ringed with stalactites 
and stalagmites larger than the towers of the elves, jutting like the fangs of 
the beasts that slumbered within. Patches of luminous moss and clouds of 
fireflies gave the appearance of a globe of starry night, the dim green and 
orange and yellow reflected from crystal veins in the walls and the edges of 
angular geodes. 


The immense cavern dropped down sharply from the tunnel mouth and the 
dragon opened his wings and leapt into the air, gliding effortlessly between 
the upthrusts of rock. As he neared the centre of the chamber, the dragons 
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could be seen. A few, those that had begun the long sleep in the last few 
centuries, still moved subtly, chests expanding slowly or contracting with 
enormous exhalations and inhalations, the ground around them glistening 
with ice from frozen vapour. 


The others were immobile, only distinguished from their surroundings by 
the subtle hue of their scales. Many were part of the rock, stalagmites 
covering their unmoving bodies, melding the dragons with the floor. Spines 
had become roots for immense pillars that stretched towards the ceiling, 
limbs were like rivulets of hardened lava, covered with dully glowing 
patches of lichen. 


Maedrethnir settled close to the chamber’s heart, surrounded by the eerie 
gloom. Save for the flutter of large insects that nested with the dragons, 
nothing moved. The dragon’s claws scraped on the rock, sending up 
showers of stone shards as he turned about, tail lifting to avoid the jagged 
points of the smallest stalagmites. 


The dragon raised himself up, gripping a pillar of rock with a foreclaw and 
arching his neck. He let out a bellow, the noise filling the chamber, echoing 
back and forth, rebounding from every angle. Long and hard Maedrethnir 
roared, until pieces of stalactite broke from the ceiling of the cavern, their 
crashes adding to the reverberating din. 


Closing his mouth, wisps of fire dancing from his nostrils, the dragon 
waited as the after-echoes of the noise slowly died away. 


Something stirred in the darkness, a scrape of scale and scratch of claw. 
Rock splinters and ice crystals tinkled to the ground as a dragon to his left 
shifted its bulk, shaking off the layer of centuries. A yellow eye half-opened 
in the gloom. 


There was more movement and noise from all around, as slumbering 
dragons shook free the drag of the long sleep, coughing dust and flame. A 
mighty column of rock trembled and then shattered, spilling to the hard 
floor as a green dragon almost as large as Maedrethnir arched its back, 
slowly pushing itself up on four trunk-like legs. 


‘Awake, my kin!’ bellowed Maedrethnir. ‘Dread times are upon us!’ 
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Carathril stood upon the northern tower of the gatehouse, overlooking the 
road into Lothern. Around him all was a wasteland. Over five years of 
siege, the druchii had felled every tree and lain waste to every field, razed 
every village and farm. Blackened ruins jutted from the bare earth. The 
stench of death lingered in the air. In the ruins of an outbuilding not far 
away Carathril could see bodies draped over the rubble, splashes of red on 
their pale robes, limbs twisted unnaturally. He had seen many such sights 
these past years, yet each innocent slain raised his anger again and 
reminded him why the druchii had to be stopped. 


Into the square behind him marched a column of elves. They walked 
wearily, toiling over the uneven white slabs, worn down in their spirits by 
the battles they had fought. With bleak eyes they gazed at the desolation, 
some of them weeping, others unmoved and utterly despondent, all the 
more frightening for that, their gazes dead to the suffering that had been 
inflicted. 


‘We are too few,’ said Eamarilliel, another captain of the guard. ‘We cannot 
hope to defeat the Naggarothi.’ 


“They muster again,’ Carathril replied dully. 


Around the city, columns of black-armoured warriors marched into 
position. For weeks more ships had come, disgorging reinforcements for the 
besieging army. Time and again the vessels of Lothern had sailed forth to 
impede their landings, but they had succeeded only in delaying the next 
assault, not halting it. 


Carathril could see monstrous beasts being goaded forwards by teams of 
handlers; multi-headed hydras wreathed in the fume of their fiery breath. 
Drums sounded the call to war, reverberating from the city walls. 


‘We must hold,’ said the former herald, but his voice lacked conviction. 
‘We are too few,’ Eamarilliel said again. 
“We were too few last time,’ said Carathril. ‘Yet the city is still ours.’ 


Sullen and exhausted, the defenders of Lothern mounted the steps to the 
wall and took their places at the rampart with bow and spear. From his 
vantage point, Carathril could see companies of druchii embarking upon 
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vessels at the shore, to sail around the city and attack from the east as well 
as the west. 


‘I think this will be the last battle for Lothern,’ said Eamarilliel. ‘They 
gather every force they have to throw at us.’ 


The attack was heralded by a flurry of burning bolts from the Naggarothi 
war machines. They targeted the great gate, the flaming shafts thudding into 
the thick wood with the sound of monstrous hail. Sparks flared from the 
tower and walls as more bolts crashed against the city’s defences, spraying 
the defenders with ripping pieces of metal and wood and stone. 


Carathril did not flinch as a bolt careened from an embrasure and speared 
through three elves just to his right, impaling them against each other. There 
were shouts for the wounded to be taken away as the druchii drums rolled 
and the advance began. 


Carathril looked down at the vast army, spreading from shore to gate, a 
slowly encroaching swathe of black and purple. He was forced to agree 
with Eamarilliel’s assessment. The enemy came in three great waves under 
the storm unleashed by their war engines, leaving no reserves; should the 
defenders somehow repel the attack there was nothing to stop them sallying 
forth in pursuit of their defeated foes. 


The former herald wondered what had brought about this change of 
strategy. Was it confidence that the druchii would be victorious? Had some 
other development forced the enemy to such decisive action? Carathril 
entertained the thought for a moment, heartened by the idea that the druchii 
had suffered reverses elsewhere and were stung by desperation. 


A forest of ladders rose up from the druchii host, while high towers ground 
forwards amongst the spear companies, bolt throwers raining missiles from 
the siege engines while iron-headed rams fashioned in the likeness of many 
terrifying creatures swung on chains between their spiked wheels. Carathril 
waited with spear in hand; there were not enough arrows in the city for 
every watrior and so inexpert marksmen like himself no longer had bows to 
use. All he could do was wait for the foe to reach the wall. 


A tower covered in wetted leathers and furs to protect against fire arrows 
came straight for the gatehouse, flanked by two immense war hydras to 
protect against counter-assault. It ground the dead of both sides under its 
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metal-rimmed wheels, barely swaying as horses and other creatures strained 
at traces to bring it ever closer, whipped on by druchii beastmasters. A ramp 
like the jaw of some immense monster with metal fangs loomed over the 
wall, ready to be lowered to disgorge howling Khainites within the tower. 


Amongst the cacophony of battle, Carathril was distracted by another noise; 
shouting from the city behind. He looked over his shoulder and saw with 
horror smoke rising from the buildings around the Strait of Lothern. 
Warehouses bummed and he could see figures running in the streets carrying 
flaming brands; the cultists had emerged in force in response to the attack 
of their Naggarothi masters, perhaps brought forth by secret communication 
of the besiegers’ intent. 


Others on the wall had noticed the treachery unfolding within the city 
behind them and they were torn between guarding their positions and 
returning to the city to confront this new threat. Squadrons of knights raced 
through the streets, scattering the saboteurs, but as quickly as they were 
dispersed the cultists gathered again, ambushing their would-be pursuers 
with stones, blades and fire. 


Carathril did not know what to do. The siege tower was less than a bowshot 
away, rumbling forwards steadily. Cultists were entering the square behind 
the gate, no doubt intent on opening the doors to allow the druchii within. 
Spearmen streamed down from the towers to protect the mighty portal, 
which had withstood everything the druchii had thrown against it for the 
last five years but had no defence against traitors within. 


‘Archers, hold the wall!’ Carathril called out. ‘Spearmen with me!’ 


As he turned towards the steps leading down towards the plaza, Carathril 
came face-to-face with Aerenis; his friend led a company of his own, 
promoted to captain during the long siege. 


“We must see the gate secured and then return to the wall,’ Carathril told the 
other captain. ‘Follow me.’ 


Aerenis shook his head and stayed where he was. A feeling of dread crept 
up Carathril’s spine as he noticed the strange expressions on the faces of the 
soldiers in Aerenis’s company. 


‘I cannot allow that, friend,’ said Aerenis. 
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“What madness is this?’ demanded Carathril, pushing aside a spearman to 
confront Aerenis. 


‘I am sorry, Carathril,’ said the other elf, with a look of genuine hurt. ‘You 
should have listened to me.’ 


Already unnerved, Carathril reacted out of pure instinct as Aerenis’s sword 
slashed towards his throat. He caught the blade on the haft of his spear, the 
weapon almost knocked from his grasp. Stunned, the former herald barely 
had time to bring up his shield to ward away the following blow. 


‘Have you gone mad?’ Carathril said, batting away another swipe. “The 
enemy will be upon us in moments!’ 


“The enemy is already here,’ said Aerenis. ‘Do you not see?’ 


Horrified, Carathril saw that the rest of Aerenis’s company had set upon the 
spearmen on the wall. Fighting broke out between the two towers of the 
gatehouse, company against company, while the siege tower lumbered ever 
closer. 


‘Why?’ said Carathril, jabbing the point of his spear at the traitorous 
captain. 


“You would keep me from beautiful Glaronielle,’ said Aerenis, sweeping 
his blade towards Carathril’s legs, forcing him back into the press of the 
warriors fighting behind him. ‘Ereth Khial has granted me the love I always 
desired.’ 


‘The Queen of the Underworld?’ Carathril was shocked. He had never 
suspected such a thing of his friend, even in his most melancholy of moods. 
“That is why you betray your city?’ 


‘With the priests of Nagarythe to aid us, we will bring back the departed 
and I shall be with Glaronielle as I could not in life.’ 


Carathril laughed harshly and drove his spear at Aerenis’s chest, the attack 
warded away by the edge of the other elf’s shield. 


“You will be sent to Mirai to meet Glaronielle, that is sure enough,’ said 
Carathril. ‘The priests of Nagarythe will offer you up to Ereth Khial for 
their own bargains with the Dark Queen.’ 
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The suggestion incensed Aerenis; his expression of morose resignation 
twisted into a feral snarl, eyes wild. Carathril raised his shield and 
weathered a frenzy of blows, each numbing his arm with their ferocity. 


‘I will see Glaronielle again!’ raged Aerenis as he rained down blow after 
blow. ‘We will be together and we will wed and have children!’ 


“You will certainly be together,’ snarled Carathril, despising what he saw 
had become of his friend. 


He turned aside the next sword blow with a twist of his shield, spinning 
Aerenis to one side. In one fluid movement, Carathril lunged, his spear 
piercing his friend’s side below the arm. Aerenis gave a cry of pain and 
spun to the ground, sword falling from his grasp. Carathril did not hesitate. 
He dragged free his spear and plunged it into the neck of Aerenis, driving 
with all his strength, fuelled by anger at the treachery of his friend. The 
spearpoint crashed off the stone of the rampart, almost severing Aerenis’s 
head from his body. 


Wrenching free his weapon, Carathril glanced over his shoulder and saw the 
looming shadow of the siege tower. The traitorous spearmen had been 
vastly outnumbered and were all but slain, but their turning had spread 
anarchy across the gatehouse. The siege engine was less than twenty paces 
away. Carathril could see the chains holding the ramp quivering, ready to be 
let free. 


‘On me!’ he cried, standing directly opposite where the assault would come, 
lifting his spear above his head to rally his warriors ‘Fight to the last!’ 


Carathril glared at the cruel face painted onto the timbers of the tower, 
staring it down as if it were some real beast to be cowed. He set his shield 
and spear, legs braced, and waited for the ramp to crash down. 


He heard a thunderous crack and a blast of wind threw him to the stones. 
Suspecting sorcery, Carathril glanced around for a sign of Eltreneth, though 
he had felt no surge of magic. 


A moment later the siege tower exploded into thousands of splinters, 
bloodied bodies cascading from its ruin as it toppled to the ground. A 
green-scaled dragon burst from the cloud of debris, corpses and tangles of 
wreckage hanging from its mouth and claws as it swept up over the 
gatehouse shedding debris. 
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Carathril stared wide-eyed as the monstrous creature turned sharply and 
dived down upon the remains of the siege tower spewing fire, incinerating 
all that had survived its devastating charge. 


“There must be a dozen of them,’ muttered a spearman lying beside 
Carathril. 


Laughing from shock, Carathril staggered to his feet to see more dragons 
sweeping back and forth across the druchii ranks. War hydras snarled and 
spat flame as beasts with scales of red and green and blue and silver and 
gold rampaged through the Naggarothi army, smashing war engines, ripping 
swathes through the archers and spearmen, grappling with the enslaved 
monsters of the druchii. 


The former herald recognised the standard flying from the throne-saddle of 
the largest, a massive red beast; the pennant of King Caledor. The Phoenix 
King’s lance cut through armoured knights by the dozen as his dragon 
slashed and snapped a bloody trail through the mounted Naggarothi. 


Carathril dropped his spear and shield and grabbed the spearman’s 
breastplate, dragging him to his feet. He swept his arms around the other 
elf’s shoulders and brought him into a tight embrace as tears rolled down 
his cheeks. 


‘Caledor is here,’ Carathril wept. ‘Caledor has come...’ 


There was no greater thrill than leading a flight of dragons into battle. 
Dorien laughed from the joy of the experience as his mount swept low over 
the army of the Phoenix King, Thyrinor, Earethien and Findeir following 
behind. His dragon, Nemaerinir, rumbled in echo of his laughter, sharing 
the prince’s excitement. 


The army marched north, having wintered in Caledor. A brief foray into 
Eataine had revealed the dire situation at Lothern, but the Phoenix King had 
also been brought word of a fresh druchii offensive against Ellyrion. The 
dragon riders had flown to the besieged city as swiftly as possible, 
smashing the Naggarothi forces in a single afternoon while the infantry and 
cavalry moved towards Tor Elyr. 
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Prisoners captured at Lothern had revealed a much greater threat than 
Dorien could have imagined. All of Nagarythe seemed to be on the march, 
striking simultaneously for Lothern, Ellyrion and Chrace. The other 
kingdoms could barely muster the troops to quell the murderous cultists 
within their borders and Caledor had been forced to split the dragon princes. 
The Phoenix King himself had flown to the Isle of the Flame to call a new 
council of the princes of the eastern kingdoms, leaving Dorien in charge of 
the army. 


Dorien had felt the urgency of his brother’s words as the Phoenix King had 
despatched him to the north; the victory at Lothern would be for nothing if 
Ellyrion was allowed to fall. Dorien had argued hard for all of the dragon 
princes to fly forth to Ellyrion, but Caledor had refused, claiming that they 
would be sent to fight across Ulthuan to show that they did not fight for one 
kingdom alone. It seemed a nonsensical gesture to Dorien but he had not 
pressed his disagreement, fearing that too much resistance would see him 
replaced as general by Thyrinor or one of the other princes. 


Below the dragons the army followed a straight road that led to the Eagle 
Pass, where the next druchii attack was expected. The warning had come 
from Finudel and Athielle, along with a promise to march with the army of 
Ellyrion. The letter had ended with an impassioned plea for aid that had 
added to Dorien’s sense of haste. 


Ellyrion was a land of low hills and rolling pastures, curving between the 
Inner Sea to the east and the Annulii to the west. The fields the army 
marched past were deserted, the famous herds of Ellyrion having been 
gathered at the capital for the kingdom’s army. The scars of past battles 
could be seen from the air; burned settlements and scoured fields where the 
druchii had been held at bay by the Ellyrians and Caledor’s army. 


The elves marched throughout the days and for most of each night, resting 
only for a short while before every dawn. Dorien fretted at the delays, 
knowing that his dragon riders could have arrived at Eagle Pass several 
days earlier if they had not been forced to keep pace with the infantry and 
knights. Every morning he dreaded to receive a messenger from the 
Ellyrians bringing word that the reinforcements had arrived too late; every 
morning Dorien dreaded to look to the north-east, towards Tor Elyr, half- 
expecting to see columns of smoke from a razed city. 
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Yet no smoke had been seen and no messenger had arrived, and the army 
was less than a day’s march from the eastern end of Eagle Pass. Dorien had 
commanded that the dragons fly ahead to locate the druchii army if possible 
and ascertain the whereabouts of the Ellyrians. If the two forces combined, 
they would be more than a match for any army of Naggarothi—in Dorien’s 
opinion at least, though Thyrinor continued to voice Caledor’s warnings 
against overconfidence. 


It was nearing midday when Dorien first noticed darkness on the northern 
horizon; a glowering storm cloud that stretched far from west to east, 
lightning dancing against the black thunderhead. 


“That is no ordinary storm,’ said Nemaerinir. ‘It stinks of sorcery.’ 


‘That it does,’ replied Dorien, feeling dark magic blowing down on the 
winds from the Annulii. ‘A conjuration of the druchii, no doubt.’ 


The prince signalled for the other dragon princes to fly closer. He darted a 
look back and saw his army below, marching as swiftly as possible along 
the road. Thyrinor drew up alongside him atop Anaegnir. 


‘It seems that we arrive too late,’ said Thyrinor. 


‘Perhaps not,’ Dorien called back. ‘We must fly with all haste to see what 
happens.’ 


Rising higher, the dragons flew abreast of each other, heading directly for 
the storm. As morning became afternoon, they approached the dark cloud. 
The gloom had thinned somewhat and two armies could be seen spread out 
on the meadows below. The dark army of the Naggarothi was like a spear 
thrust between two parts of the bright Ellyrian host. 


Heavily armoured knights closed in for a charge against the Ellyrian 
infantry, who had their backs to a winding river on the other side of which 
spread a thick forest. The Ellyrian reaver knights were further east, an 
ebbing and flowing line of white horses and silver-clad riders that charged 
the druchii and retreated again and again, like surf crashing against rocks; 
like a receding tide, with each withdrawal they were forced further east. 


“What’s that?’ cried Thyrinor, pointing almost directly below. 


Dorien could not quite believe what he saw. It seemed as if another army 
was advancing into the southern flank of the druchii; another army also clad 
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in black and silver and bearing banners of Naggarothi design. 


‘The traitors fight amongst themselves!’ he laughed. ‘Perhaps we should 
leave them to it?’ 


Thyrinor’s reply was drowned out by a bass growl from Nemaerinir that 
shook the whole of the dragon’s body, reverberating up Dorien’s spine. 


‘A black dragon,’ Nemaerinir snarled, and banked to the east. 


Sure enough, an ebon-scaled drake menaced the Ellyrian cavalry, sweeping 
low through their ranks. 


“Thyrinor, with me,’ called Dorien. ‘The black dragon is ours! Earethien, 
Findeir, destroy the Naggarothi knights!’ 


The other riders lifted their lances in acknowledgement and the dragons 
divided into two pairs, heading north and east. 


The enemy seemed oblivious to the arrival of the dragons, undetected 
against the storm clouds. The black dragon and its rider were slaughtering 
the Ellyrians, each scything dive ripping a swathe of dead and wounded 
through the ranks of the cavalry. As Nemaerinir dived down, Dorien could 
see the target of the enemy general’s cruel attentions; a shining figure of 
white and silver that rallied the elves against the dragon’s attack. As he 
approached, the prince saw long locks of flowing golden hair and knew 
immediately that he looked upon Athielle, ruling princess of Ellyrion. 


The black dragon crashed into her bodyguard, biting and slashing its way 
towards the defiant princess. The reaver knights threw themselves into the 
dragon’s path to protect their beloved ruler, only to be ripped apart and 
crushed. 


‘He’s mine!’ roared Dorien, lowering his lance as Nemaerinir tipped 
towards the black dragon. 


‘Dorien, wait!’ Thyrinor cried in return, his own mount following behind. 


The black dragon’s jaws snapped shut around the head of a horse, 
decapitating it in one bite. A lash of its barbed tail speared three more 
riders, buckling breastplates, smashing ribs and pulverising vital organs. 


The way was almost clear to Athielle; barely a dozen more reavers stood in 
the path of the druchii commander. Dorien aimed his lance at the dragon, 
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judging it to be a greater threat than the Naggarothi general. 


Suddenly the black dragon stopped mid-attack. The monstrous creature 
arched his neck, nostrils flaring, and then turned towards Dorien as he raced 
closer. The black dragon hurled himself into the air, wings creating a 
downdraught that sent riders tumbling, toppling horses to their flanks. 
Clouds of oily vapour formed a fog around rider and beast as the dragon 
strove to gain more height. 


At Dorien’s command, Nemaerinir rolled right and then turned sharply left, 
the prince adjusting to aim his long lance over his mount’s neck. The black 
dragon twisted away and the lance bit through the membrane of his right 
wing, ripping a large and ragged hole in the scaled skin. In a flash 
Nemaerinir was behind the foe, crashing his tail against the black dragon’s 
flanks as it passed. 


Thyrinor steered his mount higher and Anaegnir folded her wings into a 
stoop, coming at the enemy from above. The druchii rider twisted in his 
saddle and set the butt of his magical lance against his mount to absorb the 
impact, directing the point towards the approaching dragon prince. The 
black dragon lurched unexpectedly to the right, wounded wing faltering 
spasmodically, pulling the druchii’s lance tip away from Thyrinor. 


Dorien gave a shout of annoyance as Thyrinor’s lance point hit home. Its tip 
sheared through the Naggarothi’s breastplate in an explosion of magical 
fire, lifting him from his saddle-throne with a tearing of straps and snapping 
of wood. The dragon’s reins of chain fell from the dead druchii’s grip as 
Thyrinor twisted his lance with a flick of his wrist, sending the body 
spiralling to the ground far below. 


Nemaerinir circled around and raked his claws across the other dragon’s 
snout, shredding skin in a spray of thick scales. The black dragon gave a 
roar and spewed forth an immense cloud of poisonous gas. Pumping his 
wings, blood streaming from the injury, the black dragon turned and raced 
away, heading for the Inner Sea while Dorien and his steed gagged on the 
noxious fumes left in its wake. 


As the filthy cloud dispersed, Dorien turned Nemaerinir after the escaping 
drake, but Thyrinor flew in front of him, raising his shield to attract his 
cousin’s attention. 
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‘The battle is far from won,’ Thyrinor called out. ‘We have more urgent 
matters to attend than pursuing a wounded foe.’ 


Dorien glanced down and saw the truth of this. Aided by the dragon 
princes, the Ellyrians were pushing forwards from the river, but the cavalry 
of Athielle and Finudel were sorely pressed by massed companies of 
spearmen. 


“You are right, cousin,’ said Dorien, and he felt Nemaerinir growl with 
disappointment. ‘Let us earn even more gratitude from the Ellyrians by 
saving their rulers!’ 


The two dragons descended quickly, but the Naggarothi had time to 
prepare. Bolts and arrows flew up to meet them as they dived down on the 
enemy infantry. Dorien gave a yell as a black-shafted missile ricocheted 
from Nemaerinir’s scales and crashed against his right thigh. The 
enchantments cast within his armour by the priests of Vaul protected him 
from losing his leg, but pain surged from knee to hip. 


‘Are you wounded?’ asked Nemaerinir, slowing in his descent. 


‘It is nothing,’ Dorien snapped in reply. ‘Let us slay these wretched 
Naggarothi and be done!’ 


It took only a few passes from the dragons to rout the Naggarothi. The 
black-clad knights and soldiers streamed back towards Eagle Pass in their 
thousands, harried by the dragons. Dorien noticed that the Ellyrians did not 
join the pursuit and remembered the second Naggarothi army to the south. 
With Thyrinor close behind, he flew towards the large standard of Ellyrion, 
spying Finudel by its side. 


He winced as pain shot up his leg when Nemaerinir landed not far from the 
prince of Ellyrion, the jolt sending spasms up his back. Biting back a snarl, 
Dorien called out to Finudel. 


“The enemy are on the run, why do you not chase them? I shall deal with 
the remaining enemy.’ 


“We must tend to our wounded,’ the Ellyrian shouted back. ‘And the 
Naggarothi to the south are no enemies, they are our allies.’ 


‘How strange,’ muttered Dorien. He raised his voice. ‘I am Dorien, brother 
of Caledor. You are welcome at my camp this evening.’ 
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‘An invitation I will gladly accept,’ Finudel replied. ‘Is not the Phoenix 
King with you?’ 


‘He has others matters that demand his attention.’ 


‘I understand. You have the gratitude of all Ellyrion, Dorien. Be sure that 
we shall shower you with wine and gifts for what you have done for us 
today. We would be destroyed without you.’ 


“Yes, you would,’ replied Dorien. He realised he was being undiplomatic 
and added, ‘but your bravery and skill are without question.’ 


‘I shall come to your camp at dusk,’ said Finudel, choosing to ignore any 
slight he might have taken. ‘My thanks again.’ 


Dorien nodded and with a word from the prince Nemaerinir flew off. 
Dorien looked eagerly west, but the Naggarothi were already at Eagle Pass. 
It would be too much of a risk to follow them into the mountains without 
support, and the rest of the army would never catch them. 


‘Come back for some more fun, Naggarothi scum!’ he shouted at the 
retreating army. ‘My friends and I will be waiting for you!’ 


Thyrinor was a little drunk, but he did not care. He had slain a druchii 
commander that day and had been repeatedly toasted by their Ellyrian 
guests. For what seemed to be the twentieth time, he described the duel with 
the black dragon’s rider to an eager audience, ensuring he gave Dorien 
equal credit for the Naggarothi’s death. From outside the great pavilion of 
the princes came laughter and Caledorian victory songs. 


When the tale was done, he begged leave of his companions and sought 
another ewer of wine. He found himself at a table laden with food and 
realised how hungry he was. 


“You must be very proud,’ said a voice behind him. 


He turned to find Carathril of Lothern. Despite his protestations, Caledor 
had reinstated him as herald of the Phoenix King, in reward for his part in 
Caledor’s ascension and heroic acts recounted to Caledor by the prince of 
Eataine. The herald’s expression was impassive, morose even. 
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“You make slaying the enemy sound like a bad thing,’ replied Thyrinor, 
locating a crystal jug of pale wine. ‘You have killed more than your fair 
share, I have heard.’ 


‘And one amongst them I had counted a friend,’ replied Carathril. ‘We 
should not ever become enamoured of slaying other elves.’ 


‘No, you are right, my friend,’ said Thyrinor, shamed by the herald’s words. 
‘It is love of war that sets the Naggarothi apart from us.’ 


‘I hope that the king understands that also,’ said Carathril. He looked up as 
another group of elves entered the tent and his brow furrowed. “There are 
some that embrace hatred as much as the druchii.’ 


Thyrinor followed Carathril’s troubled gaze and saw that Finudel and 
Athielle had been joined by another elf; a strange individual clad in dark 
hunting clothes. His pale skin and dark hair marked him out as a 
Naggarothi. A quiet settled across the gathered Caledorians and the 
newcomer was quickly the centre of attention. Thyrinor saw Dorien limping 
towards the newcomer and sensed confrontation. 


‘Excuse me, friend,’ said Thyrinor, hurrying to intercept his cousin. 


“What do we have here?’ said Dorien, his deep blue eyes regarding the 
stranger with barely concealed hostility. 


‘Tam Alith Anar, prince of Nagarythe.’ 


‘A Naggarothi?’ replied Dorien with a dubious eyebrow raised, recoiling 
slightly. 


‘He is our ally, Dorien,’ said Finudel. ‘Were it not for Alith’s actions I fear 
your arrival would have found us already dead.’ 


The Caledorian prince regarded Alith with contempt, head cocked to one 
side. Alith returned the look with equal disgust. 


‘Alith, this is Prince Dorien,’ said Finudel, breaking the awkward silence 
that had rippled out through the nearby elves. ‘He is the younger brother of 
King Caledor.’ 


The Naggarothi prince did not react to this, meeting Dorien’s stare. 
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‘What of Elthyrior?’ Athielle asked, as Thyrinor reached the group. He had 
never heard of the elf of whom she spoke. ‘Where is he?’ 


‘I do not know,’ Alith replied with a shake of the head. ‘He is where Morai 
Heg leads him. The raven heralds took their dead and vanished into 
Athelian Toryr. You may never see him again.’ 


‘Anar?’ said Thyrinor, remembering the name the Naggarothi had used. He 
was from the house of Eoloran Anar, one of the noblest bloodlines in 
Ulthuan, yet looked as if he had spent his whole life in a backwater village. 
‘I have heard this name, from prisoners we took at Lothern.’ 


‘And what did they say?’ asked Alith. 


“That the Anars marched beside Malekith and resisted Morathi.’ He 
extended a hand. ‘I am Thyrinor, and I welcome you to our camp, even if 
my intemperate cousin will not.’ 


Alith shook the proffered hand quickly. Dorien snorted and turned away, 
calling for more wine. As he marched off through the crowd, Thyrinor saw 
the Naggarothi’s eyes following him, narrowing as he noticed Dorien’s 
limp. 


‘He is in a grumpy mood,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I think he has broken his leg, but 
he refuses to allow the healers to look at it. He’s still full of fire and blood 
after the battle. Tomorrow he will be calmer.’ 


‘We are grateful for your aid,’ said Athielle. ‘Your arrival is more than we 
could have hoped for.’ 


“We were brought word of the druchii marching along the pass four days 
ago and set out immediately,’ said Thyrinor. ‘I regret that we cannot stay 
here, for we are needed in Chrace. The enemy have all but overrun the 
mountains and the king sails with his army to thwart them at the border 
with Cothique. Tomorrow we continue north and then through Avelorn to 
strike at the druchii from the south. Today is an important victory, and 
Caledor recognises the sacrifices made by the people of Ellyrion.’ 


Alith turned away and Thyrinor saw the Naggarothi’s fists clench and his 
shoulders hunch. 


‘Alith?’ said Athielle, stepping towards the Naggarothi. Thyrinor noticed 
the pain in her expression and shared a concerned look with Finudel. The 
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Ellyrian prince subtly shook his head as a warning against any remark. 
Alith turned back to the princess. 


‘I am sorry,’ said Alith. ‘I cannot share your enthusiasm for today’s 
victory.’ 

‘I would think you happy that Kheranion is dead,’ said Finudel, joining his 
sister. ‘Is that not some measure of payment for your father?’ 


Thyrinor had paid little attention to the ongoing saga of the Anars. In that, 
he shared Dorien’s view that Naggarothi killing Naggarothi was no bad 
thing. He spied a servant passing with a golden tray filled with wine goblets 
and swiped a fresh glass. 


‘No,’ Alith said quietly. ‘Kheranion died swiftly.’ 


Athielle and Finudel fell silent, shocked by Alith’s words. Thyrinor stepped 
up beside Finudel, proffering a goblet towards Alith. The Naggarothi prince 
took it reluctantly. 


‘Victories have been few for us,’ said the Caledorian. He raised his own 
glass in toast to Alith. ‘I give you my thanks for your efforts and those of 
your warriors. Were the king here, I am sure he would offer you the same.’ 


‘I do not fight for your praise,’ said Alith. 


Thyrinor bit back a retort at the Naggarothi’s rudeness and took a sip of 
wine. 


“Then what do you fight for?’ asked Thyrinor. 


Alith did not reply immediately. He looked towards Athielle and his 
expression lightened a little. 


‘Forgive me,’ Alith said with a slight smile. ‘I am weary. Wearier than you 
can possibly imagine. Ellyrion and Caledor battle for their freedom and I 
should not judge you for matters that are not your responsibility.’ 


Alith took a mouthful of wine and gave a weak nod of appreciation. He 
raised the goblet beside Thyrinor’s and fixed his gaze upon the Caledorian. 


“May you win all of your battles and end this war!’ Alith declared. His eyes 
flickered away for a moment before returning to meet Thyrinor’s bemused 
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stare. The Caledorian saw emptiness of spirit in that gaze and was forced to 
look away, suppressing a shudder. 


“We should not impose upon you any longer,’ said Finudel, guiding Athielle 
away with a touch on her arm. Alith gazed longingly after her for a moment 
before he returned his stare to Thyrinor. 


‘Will you fight to the last, against all hope?’ Alith asked. ‘Will your king 
give his life to free Ulthuan?’ 


‘He will,’ replied Thyrinor. “You think that you alone have reason enough 
to fight the druchii? You are wrong, so very wrong.’ 


Alith’s presence was deeply unsettling. Thyrinor turned away and called for 
Dorien, feigning concern for his cousin so that he could leave the 
Naggarothi alone. He joined Dorien with the other Caledorian princes at the 
centre of the pavilion, downing the contents of his goblet. 


‘I don’t know about you, but I think I prefer it when the Naggarothi are not 
on our side,’ he said in a hushed voice, fearful that the Anar prince would 
hear him. 


‘I don’t trust him,’ said Dorien, staring over Thyrinor’s shoulder to where 
Alith was in deep conversation with Carathril. ‘Finudel is a fool for allying 
with his sort. Believe me, that Anar will turn out to be a traitor and I would 
have my throat slit before I agree to fight alongside him. Better that than a 
knife in the back.’ 


Thyrinor eyed Alith Anar with suspicion, knowing the truth of his cousin’s 
words. It was not just the Naggarothi’s words and demeanour that bothered 
him. There was a darkness of the spirit that permeated the core of Alith, and 
Thyrinor wanted no part of it. Turning away, he pushed the Naggarothi 
from his thoughts and spied a group of Athielle’s handmaidens looking 
appreciatively at him across the pavilion. 


Securing himself a fresh goblet of wine, he headed towards them with a 
smile. 
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TWELVE 
Avelorn Withers 


The flower was wilting. Its leaves hung lank and yellowing, stem twisted, 
pale blue petals ragged-edged as they dropped to the ground. Yvraine knelt 
beside the plant, sensing the source of its malaise. All of Ulthuan was 
sickening. Dark magic flowed, corrupting everything it touched. 
Unspeakable rites were performed in the name of the undergods. The 
Everqueen’s people slew each other across the isle. The harmony of 
Ulthuan was disrupted and all was falling to disorder. 


Yvraine touched an extended finger to a drooping leaf and let free a 
fragment of her power. Life flowed into the flower and it straightened and 
coloured, infused with the Everqueen’s magic. It was a gesture and nothing 
more. She could not heal every hurt being wrought upon Ulthuan. 


The Everqueen knelt beside the flower and pushed her fingers into the 
earth, feeling every particle of soil on her skin. Long hair flowing about her 
face, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath, inhaling the scent and 
moisture of the bare ground, breathing in the life force of Isha. 


She let her mind wander from the mortal shell that others knew as Yvraine, 
and seeped into the soil, slowly spreading through the Gaen Vale, out into 
Avelorn and onwards, through every blade of grass and bloom in Ulthuan. 


Her spirit wept as her mind felt the crushing tread of the Naggarothi armies 
over pasture and meadow. She recoiled at the taste of blood in the rivers and 
streams. Armies camped beneath the bowers of ancient trees and cut them 
down to feed their fires. 


The Everqueen retreated back to Avelorn, dismayed by what she had felt. 
Hatred, greed, zealotry, and not just from the Naggarothi. Always it was so, 
evil rising from evil to feed itself. The filth of Chaos lingered in the air and 
the water and the ground. Her people would never be free of its touch. 


For all her dark thoughts, she knew that there was always hope. From the 
memories she shared with her many mothers she knew that Ulthuan had 
seen an age far worse than the present. Life could not be so easily 
extinguished. The pain of Avelorn still lingered in her heart from when it 
had been razed by the daemons. The forest had grown again from that 
perilous time, yet the greater damage had been done. Her father, Aenarion, 
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had taken the Godslayer, and in that single act had welcomed violence into 
the hearts of the elves forever. The Naggarothi could not be blamed for 
what they had become, the seed of their evil had been sown generations 
earlier. 


Yet that seed of darkness had been nurtured by evil purpose. The 
Everqueen’s thoughts turned to the architect of this new time of woe: 
Morathi. It was her spite, her jealousy, her greed that had fuelled this war. 
All of the blood spilt ran as a flood from Morathi’s hands. 


That flood had come to Avelorn now. Armoured warriors roamed into the 
western woods from the mountains of Chrace, killing and burning. They 
were a scourge upon everything, seeking to tame and conquer nature itself. 
Yvraine’s consciousness moved along branch and root, spying upon the 
Naggarothi camps. She felt the patter of blood on the grass beneath the 
sacrificial altars, tasted the charnel smoke of the pyres through her leaves, 
while animal terror coursed through her roots from the fleeing creatures of 
the forest. 


The sun fell and rose and fell again many times as Yvraine watched the 
Naggarothi, seeking to divine their purpose. They drove everything before 
them, wolf beside the deer, fox beside the rabbit, hawk beside the dove. All 
were united in their dread of the dark slaughter that had come to Avelorn. 


Drawn by her anger, the Maiden Guard gathered in the clearing around 
Yvraine’s still form. In the 

silver-and-gold glow of the Aein Yshain, Isha’s favoured tree, the warriors 
of Avelorn sharpened their spears and strung their bows, waiting for their 
queen to resurface. They too felt the discord rampaging through Avelorn, 
and had come to this sacred glade to hear what would be done about it. 


There was too much death, and violence would always defeat itself. Yet the 
forest had to be protected and its people and creatures defended against the 
malice of Morathi and her soldiers. 


Yvraine returned to her mortal form, its skin shining with a faint light as her 
spirit took its place. She stood and looked upon her army in their golden 
scale and green cloaks. 


‘My husband-to-be does not come to our aid,’ she said with disappointment. 
‘He proves as fallible as the others, short-sighted and selfish. He has not yet 


1164 XRN 


even come to seek my blessing in person, nor join with me so that the reign 
of the Everqueen will be sustained. Yet I sense that we will not stand alone. 
From across Ellyrion comes the army of his brother. Go to them and show 
them the paths through the forest that will take them to our enemies. Drive 
them from the glades and the deep woods with spear and arrow, and then 
return to me.’ 


Her will made known, Yvraine retreated to the caves beneath the arching 
roots of the Aein Yshain. She sat upon her throne of curled roots while 
attendants busied themselves with gourds of water taken from the sacred 
springs, filling the pools that surrounded the Everqueen’s seat. Images 
shimmered in each pond, showing Avelorn from west to east, south to 
north. While time passed in the world outside, Yvraine shared the life of the 
great tree of Isha, each day like a single heartbeat of existence. 


After a few moments, she was disturbed from her contemplation by a 
presence within the sacred glade. Rising from her throne, green and yellow 
gown flowing like a gossamer waterfall behind her, Yvraine left the 
chamber and found one of the treemen of Avelorn waiting for her in the 
glade above. 


‘Oakheart,’ she said. ‘Long it has been since you first brought my brother 
and me to the Gaen Vale and long since you spoke to the First Council. 
What disturbs you to bring you to my court?’ 


The treeman moved slowly, limb-branches unfolding, trunk curving gently 
as if in a wind, to bow before the Everqueen. 


‘One is coming that should not come,’ said Oakheart as he straightened 
with a quivering of browning leaves. He too felt the waning of Avelorn’s 
power, the autumn blighting what should have been an existence of eternal 
summer. His voice was quiet, like the sighing of wind through branches. 
“He has made pact with the wolves and they lead him to Gaen Vale.’ 


Yvraine nodded and allowed herself to drift for a short while, seeking this 
person. She found him, an elf clad in nothing but a sword belt, running with 
a great pack of wolves. 


“You are right, he cannot come to the Gaen Vale,’ she said, reclaiming her 
body with a shudder. “Yet he cannot be turned away unaided. I sense the 
spirit of the hunter in him. The time has come for Isha’s gift to be passed 
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on. Let the wolves take him to the Lake of the Moon, and see if he has the 
will to claim Kurnous’s prize for himself.’ 


‘And if he still seeks sanctuary in Gaen Vale?’ sighed Oakheart. 


‘He is touched by darkness and cannot come here,’ replied the Everqueen. 
‘Guard the sanctity of our home and turn him away, but do not harm him.’ 


‘As the forest wills it,’ said Oakheart. 


As the treeman left the glade, Yvraine returned to study the elf from her 
vision. He was young, barely an adult, and she watched him fight 
ferociously with a Naggarothi knight. He was brave, but savage at heart. As 
Isha had chosen Yvraine, so the hunter Kurnous had chosen this elf. The 
Moonbow of Isha would be enough of a reward for the young elf’s brave 
deeds defending Avelorn; but he would have to put it to use elsewhere. The 
evil he fought was within him as well as outside, and Yvraine could not risk 
having such a person in the Gaen Vale at this precarious time. 


Leaving the feral hunter to his fate, she dismissed him from her thoughts 
and returned to her throne chamber to witness the battle against the 
Naggarothi. 


The forests of Avelorn were no place for a dragon and Dorien had 
regrettably been given no choice but to lead his army from horseback; 
Thyrinor and the other dragon riders had flown further north, to seek out the 
Naggarothi where the mountains of Chrace shouldered down into the 
ancient woods. 


The Caledorian prince was nervous. It was not the prospect of battle with 
the Naggarothi that disturbed him—he relished the coming fight—but the 
strange nature of his environs and his quiet allies. The Maiden Guard had 
met his army on the border of Ellyrion and Avelorn. In a quiet but 
determined way, their captain had told Dorien he was to follow her warriors 
through the forests. No elf was to leave the trail that was set, and though no 
warning had been given as to what might befall such a wanderer, such were 
the tales of Avelorn that every elf under Dorien’s command knew to obey 
the edict. 
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By twisting paths that seemed to spring from the woods at the army’s 
approach, the Maiden Guard had led Dorien through the deep forests, 
heading ever north and west. When asked about the enemy, the Avelorn 
wairior-maidens would say only that there were several thousand of them 
and that they were currently being waylaid. The march took several days, 
and at night Dorien lay awake in his tent, listening to the murmuring of the 
trees, the screech of owls and the howling of wolves. Each morning when 
he left his pavilion, he was convinced the forest had changed. Pathways had 
opened up from the clearings that had not existed the evening before, and 
even rivers seemed to have diverted their courses so that the army could 
pass without hindrance. 


Dorien was a native of the mountains and whole days would pass without 
sight of the sky beyond the thick canopy, fuelling his fears. He considered 
himself at home in the wilds, like many elves, but it was only on coming to 
Avelorn that he realised just how tame the wildernesses of Ulthuan had 
become under the moulding of the elves’ desires. Beyond Avelorn every 
wood and dale had a sculpted quality; carefully managed to appear 
untamed, yet in comparison to the forest of the Everqueen they were as 
ordered and safe as a manse’s gardens. 


The sentries on night watch whispered about the constant creaking and 
groaning of the woods; of flickers of faerie lights and strange eyes in the 
moonlight. The Maiden Guard assured Dorien that there was nothing to 
fear, and hinted that for all the unease the elves of the other kingdoms felt at 
Avelorn’s strange ways, it was nothing compared to the terror being heaped 
upon the Naggarothi invaders. Dorien was pleased to hear this but could get 
no answers when he pressed for more information. 


After seven nerve-wracking days and nights traversing the wild woods, 
Dorien was told that the Naggarothi were close at hand. The smoke of fires 
carried on the breeze, and it seemed that the trees were even more active 
than before. 


“While the Maiden Guard are at home in such a place, my army is not 
meant for warfare in such close confines,’ Dorien complained to Althinelle, 
the captain of the Maiden Guard. 


“There is no need to lament,’ she replied. ‘Your knights shall have even 
ground on which to charge and your archers shall have clear fields over 
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which to loose their arrows.’ 


‘While I am thankful for the assurance, I cannot see how we shall lure the 
Naggarothi onto this open ground you have prepared,’ said the prince. ‘I 
fear we will be outmanoeuvred.’ 


‘Our enemies do not yet know the field of battle, but they will have no 
choice but to come there,’ said Althinelle. ‘Avelorn will bring them to you. 
Make ready your army and head due west. Battle will be upon you before 
noon.’ 


Offering no other explanation, Althinelle left Dorien to his confused 
thoughts. The Maiden Guard departed the camp, heading westwards, while 
the army prepared to march. Dorien mounted his horse and joined the 
knights of Caledor in the middle of the army, while archers and spearmen 
were sent forwards in the vanguard to seek the open space of which 
Althinelle had spoken. 


Without the Maiden Guard to lead the way, progress was slower. Dorien 
gazed constantly up through the leaves to track the rising of the sun, fearful 
he would miss some appointment whose time and place he did not exactly 
know. 


He had no cause for such fears. Shortly before midday, scouts returned with 
news that fighting could be heard to the west, though they had not been able 
to locate the Naggarothi army itself. Following the scouts, the army headed 
towards the shouts and cries that echoed through the trees. 


As if pushed aside by some vast hand, the woods abruptly stopped not far to 
the west. The trees lined a vast sunlit glade, the floor of which was carpeted 
in thick grass and meadow flowers. Dorien was amazed by the sight of it, 
but his wonder was short-lived; on the other side of the clearing, black- 
robed figures marched into view. Some were helping wounded companions 
and the sounds of fighting came closer. 


More and more Naggarothi emerged, staggering into the daylight, arrows 
falling on them from the darkness of the wooded eaves of the glade. Several 
thousand in all hastily gathered their ranks as Dorien’s army spread out to 
north and south, the knights on the right end of the line, ready to sweep 
around the enemy. 
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Beyond the Naggarothi the prince could see shapes moving through the 
woods; he assumed it was the Maiden Guard from the continued sounds of 
conflict and death that rang across the clearing. 


Dorien ordered the musicians to signal the advance and his army paced 
towards the Naggarothi, spears and bows at the ready. The druchii formed a 
short, solid line of spears and repeater crossbows, at the heart of which sat a 
few hundred knights in reserve. There was not a patch of high ground to 
defend, and the Naggarothi were sorely outnumbered. 


‘They are fools to stand and fight,’ said Laudneril, riding to Dorien’s right 
bearing the prince’s household standard. 


‘I think they would rather take their chances with us than the woods,’ said 
Dorien. 


‘I do not think they have any choice in that!’ Laudneril replied with shock, 
pointing towards the far edge of the glade. 


The trees were moving. It was hard to see exactly how, but the wall of 
trunks and branches marking the border of the clearing was creeping closer 
to the Naggarothi. The ground rumbled gently, causing the knights’ horses 
to whinny and stamp. 


Arrows sliced the air as Dorien’s archers came within range. The druchii 
crossbowmen ventured closer, casting suspicious eyes at the advancing 
woods, and returned the volleys with missiles of their own. Though they 
had marched at least five hundred paces into the vast clearing, the 
Naggarothi now found the trees no more than two hundred paces from their 
backs. Keening cries and shrill calls came from all around. To the north and 
south, the woods closed in as well, girding the clearing with an almost solid 
ring of trees. 


Unable to retreat, the Naggarothi held their ground as Dorien’s army 
pressed in for the attack. The druchii knights cut to the north, seeking to 
head off Dorien’s cavalry, while spear blocks manoeuvred for advantage 
and the bolts and arrows of both sides passed overhead. 


As the two armies converged, Dorien remembered the warnings of his 
brother. Though the druchii were outnumbered, they were veterans of war, 
raised in bloody Nagarythe, tested in the colonies. For the most part his own 
army, save for a core of Caledorians who had seen battle in Elthin Arvan, 
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were largely untested. It was the dragons that had broken the siege at 
Lothern and routed the Naggarothi at Ellyrion Plains; he wished he had 
known Avelorn would provide an open field of battle and not sent the 
dragons north. 


He pushed such thoughts from his mind as the two columns of cavalry 
charged each other. The druchii knights were armoured from toe to scalp in 
mail and plate, faces hidden behind narrow-visored helmets, their horses 
protected by chamfrons and scale barding. Black and purple pennants 
fluttered from lowering lance tips and the ground thundered beneath the 
iron-studded hooves of their black horses. 


Dorien drew Alantair, an heirloom of the war against the daemons. The 
slightly curved blade glimmered with runes, orange fire playing along its 
edge from hilt to tip. The Caledorian prince lifted his shield and singled out 
a foe to attack, guiding his steed with gentle nudges with his knees. He 
chose a druchii clad in golden armour, a black cloak swirling from his 
shoulders. His helm was masked with a daemonic face and curling silver 
horns topped it as a crest. He rode beside a banner of red cloth embroidered 
with the rune of Anlec in black; a captain, Dorien thought, or perhaps even 
a Naggarothi prince. 


‘For Caledor!’ the prince bellowed, the war cry answered by the Silver 
Helms around him. 


The Naggarothi were chanting as they charged, a dirge-like chorus in time 
to the beating hooves of their mounts. Barbed and jagged lance tips 
gleamed in the sunlight. 


At the last moment, Dorien’s horse swayed to the left, the Naggarothi’s 
lance smashing into the prince’s shield with a crackle of energy. The impact 
almost threw Dorien from the saddle but he gripped tight with his legs and 
swung his sword over the horse’s head as the two riders passed, the flaming 
blade shearing through the shield of his foe, sending the druchii’s arm into 
the air. 


Dorien had no time to finish off the Naggarothi; another enemy knight 
crashed into him, lance missing the Caledorian’s shoulder by a hair’s 
breadth. Dorien chopped into the back of the druchii as he galloped past. 
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The impetus of both sides dissipated by the mutual charge, the two forces of 
knights swirled about each other in a spreading melee. The druchii 
discarded their lances and drew axes and swords, while Dorien slashed left 
and right, Alantair’s burning blade slicing through flesh and armour. The 
noise was deafening, metal ringing on metal, the shouts of the warriors, the 
stamp and whinnying of their steeds. 


Bodies of horses and elves piled on the blood-slicked grass as both sides 
fought mercilessly. Dorien’s steed stumbled and righted itself in the gore, 
leaving the prince open to an attack from his right. An axe blade crashed 
against the side of his helm, protective runes flaring with magical power. 
Still, he was dazed, and could only clumsily fend away the next blow with 
the blade of Alantair. Dorien could feel blood trickling down the side of his 
neck and his head throbbed. As if in response, the ache in his leg returned. 
The healers had done everything they could, but there had been no time to 
properly rest and recuperate. 


Another knight surged between Dorien and the attacking druchii, his sword 
thrusting into the other elf’s visor with a spray of blood. The Naggarothi 
toppled sideways, crashing to the ground. Dorien gave the Caledorian 
knight a salute of thanks and kicked his steed into the press of cavalry, 
seeking a fresh foe. 


By mutual desire, the two sides slowly parted, seeking clearer ground for 
another charge. As Dorien had feared, the druchii had matched his knights 
despite their fewer numbers; there were more bodies of friends than foes 
littering the clearing. As the squadrons reformed a couple of hundred paces 
apart, Dorien turned his attention to the infantry. There also the momentum 
of the attack had been halted and a sprawling fight now raged. 


Arcs of black energy revealed the presence of a sorcerer. White-robed 
spearmen were thrown back by the magical blast, their armour crackling, 
skin burning. The white glow of protective talismans enveloped Theriun, 
the prince leading the infantry, as another hail of dark energy flickered 
along the line. The knights needed to outflank the druchii, but there was no 
way to do so with the enemy cavalry still threatening. If they charged now, 
Dorien’s squadrons would in turn be attacked in the rear. He cast a hasty 
glance towards the druchii knights and saw that they were already 
advancing again. 
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Dorien could feel the dark magic surging through the air, like a pressure in 
the back of his skull. The sensation was tinged with the power emanating 
from Alantair. Yet it was something else that had attracted Dorien’s 
attention to the ebb and flow of the winds of magic. He felt power seeping 
through the ground, gathering quickly. 


The druchii charged again, banners fluttering. Still reorganising themselves, 
Dorien’s Silver Helms hastily formed to face the renewed attack. Dorien 
fervently wished he had a dragon or two as he watched the block of black 
and gold bearing down on his unprepared warriors. 


The magic of the earth surged. To Dorien it felt as if the ground shifted, so 
violent was the build-up of mystical energy. Beneath the steeds of the 
druchii, the grass erupted. Vines with thorns like daggers shot into the air, 
coiling and snaring, ripping the druchii from their steeds, strangling and 
tripping horses. In moments, a massive briar enveloped the Naggarothi, 
tightening around necks and limbs, barbs piercing mail and flesh. The 
scream of dying horses and the panicked shrieks of the druchii accompanied 
a dread-inducing creaking and slithering as more and more tendrils burst 
from the earth, lashing with violent life. 


Beyond the clashing lines of infantry, Dorien saw that the forest was on the 
move again. Only this time shapes emerged from the trees. Massive, 
gangling creatures with flesh of wood and skin of bark strode into the 
clearing. Behind them came a host of smaller creatures, bounding and 
running on branch-like limbs. Winged spirits with small bows flitted about 
the branches of the treemen, shooting glimmering darts into the backs of the 
druchii. 


With them lumbered giant bears and packs of black-furred wolves raced 
into the clearing, snarling and slavering. Hawks and owls swept down from 
the treetops, leading flocks of smaller birds that engulfed the druchii 
repeater crossbows, pecking at faces, talons scratching. 


Looking back at the Naggarothi knights, he saw that all but a few dozen had 
been slain. The survivors, many unhorsed, hacked their way free of the 
magical briar. Dorien commanded half of his knights to finish off the enemy 
cavalry, and ordered the rest to follow him as he pointed his sword at the 
beleaguered Naggarothi infantry. 
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As the Silver Helms charged, the treemen reached the line of druchii 
soldiers. Club-like fists smashed bone and buckled armour. Fingers filled 
with the power of delving roots prised open helms and punched through 
breastplates. The spears and swords of the druchii chopped harmlessly at 
the treemen, who were as impervious to the blows as the mightiest oak. 
Crushed and trampled, trapped against the resurgent spearmen of Dorien, 
the druchii died in their hundreds. 


The prince’s cavalry charge was the final blow. As bears crushed bodies and 
wolves dragged down fleeing druchii, the knights hammered into the flank 
of the Naggarothi, cutting them down, smashing them to the ground with 
the impact of their steeds. His horse flailed its hooves into the face of a 
spearman while Dorien’s blade decapitated another. 


The druchii fought to the last, knowing that the forest offered no sanctuary 
for retreat. Surrounded by elves and spirits of Avelorn, they sold their lives 
with spat curses on their lips, vowing vengeance from the pits of Mirai. 
Dorien’s arm was sore with the effort of slaying, for the battle continued 
long into the afternoon. 


When it was done, Althinelle came to Dorien. The Maiden Captain’s 
armour was awash with blood, her fair hair stained with gore, her speartip 
slick. There was something feral about her appearance, and Dorien 
wondered at the power that had been unleashed by the fury of Avelorn. 


Dismounting, Dorien gave the captain of the Maiden Guard a brief bow and 
sheathed his sword. 


‘I wonder if Avelorn ever needed us here,’ he said. 


Althinelle said nothing for a moment. Her features seemed to shimmer with 
a pale green light, and when she looked at Dorien, it was with eyes that 
seemed as ancient as the forest around them. 


“You have our gratitude, Dorien of Caledor,’ said Althinelle. “We could not 
defeat this enemy alone.’ 


‘It is my honour to protect the ancestral lands of our people,’ said Dorien. 
He felt the same shimmer of earth magic as he had during the battle, though 
now it was subtler, more diffused. ‘Without Avelorn’s intervention, I fear 
we might not have been victorious.’ 
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“The Naggarothi will come again,’ said Althinelle. 


‘I will leave what troops I can, but they are sorely needed elsewhere,’ 
replied Dorien. ‘Cothique is under threat, and my brother will need my aid 
when he sails there after the council of princes.’ 


‘Send my regards to your brother,’ said Althinelle, surprising Dorien. He 
looked at her more closely and realised that he was no longer addressing the 
captain of the Maiden Guard. “Tell him that I look forward to our wedding. 
And warn him that he should not delay too long before he visits Avelorn; 
there are precious few moments left to us.’ 


Dorien dropped to one knee and bowed his head. 


‘Everqueen,’ he said. ‘Forgive my brother’s tardiness. He has many things 
on his mind, and I fear that your blessing is not one of them.’ 


Althinelle-Yvraine laid a hand on Dorien’s arm and gently pulled him to his 
feet. He kept his gaze averted, fearing to look into those deep green eyes 
again. 


“Take your dead from this place,’ said the Everqueen. ‘You will be guided 
into Chrace, and from there you may head east and meet Caledor in 
Cothique.’ 


“Thank you, Everqueen,’ said Dorien. ‘And what of the druchii bodies? 
Shall we dispose of them also?’ 


Althinelle-Yvraine shook her head and turned to look over her shoulder. 


‘Avelorn will deal with them,’ she said, with what seemed like sadness. 
‘The forest will sate itself with their remains.’ 


Dorien looked to where her gaze was directed and saw that the trees of the 
forest were already enveloping the druchii dead. Roots coiled through the 
corpses, dragging them down into the shifting earth. It seemed as if blood 
dripped from the leaves of the trees as they drank deep of the slain. 


‘Go now.’ Dorien saw that Althinelle was herself again. The wildness in her 
eyes had gone and she seemed as weary as he felt. ‘We shall leave a 
clearing for you to camp tonight. We will head north at dawn.’ 


Dorien nodded and turned away, shouting for his captains. The sooner he 
was out of fabled Avelorn, the more comfortable he would feel. 
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THIRTEEN 
An Age Ends 


‘A hundred?’ snarled Caledor. The herald from Yvresse flinched as the 
Phoenix King thrust himself from his chair and stalked towards the 
messenger. ‘A hundred spears are all that Prince Carvalon can spare?’ 


“We are a peaceful people,’ the herald replied with an apologetic bow. ‘Few 
enough volunteer for the militia and of those, most are required to garrison 
our towns against the attacks of the cultists.’ 


Caledor turned on the others in the Shrine of Asuryan, his adopted throne 
room. Thyriol was with him, as were Finudel and Athielle, Dorien, 
Thyrinor, Koradrel, Tithrain of Cothique, the high priest Mianderin, and his 
chief herald Carathril. Representatives of Eataine and Yvresse huddled 
together, apart from the princes, watching the Phoenix King warily. 


‘How can I fight a war with no army?’ Caledor said. ‘For six years we have 
marched and battled, and the druchii have been held. Now is the time to 
strike back.’ 


‘Our losses have been heavy too,’ said Thyriol. ‘Each Naggarothi has 
trained for two hundred years for this war, and many have been fighting for 
much longer. You cannot expect our fresh recruits to face such foes with 
equality. Were it not for your dragons, Ulthuan would have been overrun by 
now. A counter-offensive is out of the question.’ 


‘So we must simply wait for the next druchii attack?’ said Dorien. ‘We let 
them gather their strength again while their cultist lackeys have us chase 
from kingdom to kingdom? We should march to Anlec and finish this.’ 


Tithrain laughed nervously and all eyes turned towards the young ruler of 
Cothique. 


‘Anlec is unassailable,’ said the prince. ‘We have all heard the tales of its 
defences. A river of fire girds its high walls, and twenty towers overlook the 
approaches. Even if we were to cross Nagarythe intact, we could not take 
such a fortress.’ 


“We have a dozen dragons,’ said Dorien. ‘No river of fire would stop them.’ 
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‘Eleven,’ said Koradrel, his voice hushed. ‘Prince Aelvian and Kardraghnir 
were slain in Chrace during battle against the Naggarothi. My captains 
brought me the news last night. Bolt throwers, dozens of them, brought 
them down from the sky.’ 


This news was greeted with groans from some and a stony stare from 
Caledor. Koradrel shrugged. 


‘Tt matters not,’ said the Chracian. ‘To what end would the capture of Anlec 
serve? Malekith retook his capital and it did him no good. The world has 
changed. The Naggarothi will never agree to peace.’ 


“What are you saying?’ said Thyriol. 
‘Extermination,’ said Caledor. 
The mage fixed the Phoenix King with a narrowed glare. 


‘And what of the cultists?’ said Thyriol. ‘Do we kill every last one of them 
also?’ 


‘If we have to,’ said Caledor, matching the mage’s gaze. He took no 
pleasure in the pronouncement, but if Ulthuan was to know peace again, 
every threat had to be eliminated. ‘We are a divided people. Prosperity and 
opportunity have masked those divisions, but now they have been made 
clear. The druchii must be slain or driven out of Ulthuan, and any that 
choose to follow them.’ 


‘As you said, you have no army,’ said Finudel. ‘You think that you could 
attack Nagarythe?’ 


‘No,’ said Caledor. ‘We have only been able to survive because the enemy 
have split their strength. They occupy Tiranoc, and have attacked Eataine, 
Ellyrion, Chrace and Avelorn at the same time, seeking swift victory. If we 
force them to gather in one place, and muster our own strength against 
them, we risk losing the war at a stroke.’ 


‘Until we have an army that can match the druchii, we cannot test ourselves 
on an equal basis,’ said Thyrinor. ‘Our greatest hope is to draw them out 
and defeat each army in turn.’ 


“Your dragons cannot be everywhere at once,’ said Thyriol. ‘How do you 
plan to halt any fresh advances?’ 
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‘We cannot,’ said Caledor, sitting down again. He looked at each of the 
princes, gauging their resolve. He was not reassured by what he saw but 
continued regardless. ‘We must deny the druchii any great victory. We 
retreat before them, burning the fields, razing the storehouses. Nagarythe is 
not a fertile kingdom, they depend upon what they take to feed their 
armies.’ 


‘For how long?’ said Tithrain with an expression of horror. ‘Those lands 
feed our people too. It would be ourselves that we also starve. A season, 
perhaps, we could cope with...’ 


‘For as long as it takes,’ said Caledor. ‘We will bleed the druchii dry with 
hunger and battle. We must be resolved to this. Hardship will come, but 
with it also victory.’ 


‘No,’ said Athielle, earning herself a scowl from the Phoenix King. “The 
pastures of Ellyrion are too valuable to waste in this way. Our fields and 
herds have been nurtured for generations, we cannot throw that effort away. 
It would be a triumph for our enemies.’ 


Caledor’s stare bore down on the princess but she did not flinch. Glancing 
to Finudel, Caledor saw that he was in two minds, but knew he would side 
with his sister in any argument. 


“What about Chrace?’ he said, looking to Koradrel. 


‘The druchii have continually pillaged most of the meagre crop we grow,’ 
replied the Chracian prince. ‘With our hunters at war, the monsters of the 
mountains grow bolder and attack our farms in greater numbers. What we 
have left, we need for ourselves.’ 


‘The eastern kingdoms must provide for those beset in the west,’ said 
Caledor. ‘If you cannot send soldiers, you must send food.’ 


‘I fear we can offer too little in that regard,’ said Thyriol. ‘For too long we 
have relied on the supplies from our colonies. Those supplies have 
dwindled. Elthin Arvan is in no less turmoil than Ulthuan.’ 


‘If your people will not farm, they will have to fight,’ said Caledor. ‘Every 
elf that can carry a spear must be trained. If not, they will die unarmed.’ 


‘And while we raise a new army for you?’ said Tithrain. ‘What will you 
do?’ 
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‘Wait for the druchii to come again,’ said Caledor. 


Every wheezing breath was like a rusty nail scratching across Morathi’s 
heart. She bent over Malekith’s inert form, seeing the handsome elf he had 
been, not the ravaged near-carcass that lay on the wide bed. His eyes 
flickered to hers for a moment and there was recognition. A withered hand 
reached out to her and she clasped it to her chest as she knelt down beside 
the bed. 


“What news?’ the prince of Nagarythe whispered from cracked lips. 


‘Our underlings disappoint us, my dear,’ replied Morathi. ‘The upstart 
Caledor has pushed back our latest attacks. He refuses open battle, using his 
dragons to hit our armies on the march before withdrawing.’ 


‘He is a coward.’ 


‘No, he is clever,’ said Morathi, placing Malekith’s hand beside him. She 
stroked a hand across his bare scalp, skin flaking to the white sheet. ‘He 
knows he cannot beat us, but seeks to stall our victory for as long as 
possible. Our commanders have played his game too long. I will force him 
into action.’ 


‘And the other?’ said Malekith, rising a little from the bed, eyes intent on 
his mother. 


‘It progresses well, my son,’ said the sorceress-queen. ‘You have done well 
to survive these years of torment, yet you must hold on longer. Such a work 
takes a long time to perfect, but when it is done you will be restored to your 


glory.’ 
Malekith’s ruined face creased into a smile. 


‘I can wait,’ he said. ‘My return will be triumphant and none will stand 
before me.’ 


‘It will be glorious,’ said Morathi. ‘But we must keep your survival secret 
still. Your sacrifice in the flames is a symbol to our people, and until your 
resurrection to full power it is best to let them to continue in that belief. It 
hurts me as much as you to know that you are denied your position as ruler 
of Nagarythe, but it is for the best.’ 
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Malekith said nothing and closed his eyes. Morathi stood up. 
‘I must attend to some unpleasant business. Rest well.’ 


With a parting look at her son, Morathi left the chamber. She swept across 
her rooms, gathering a trail of handmaidens and servants in her wake. 
Walking down the sweeping steps at the centre of Aenarion’s palace, she 
heard wails of torment echoing from the dungeons beneath the citadel. 


‘I thought I said all prisoners were to have their mouths stitched shut,’ she 
said to one of her attendants. 


‘I will see the torturers learn the error of their oversight,’ the handmaiden 
replied, eyes glinting with cruel anticipation. 


The entourage followed her across the great hall and down the steps of the 
palace into the plaza outside. Five thousand Naggarothi stood in silent ranks 
behind their captains and banners. They had been assembled at dawn for her 
inspection and now the sun dipped towards the horizon. 


Dismissing her cabal with a wave of a ringed hand, Morathi crossed the 
square with long strides, heading directly towards Bathinair, who stood at 
the front of the small army. The queen stopped in front of him, eyes 
narrowed. 


‘Give me your sword,’ she said. 


Bathinair looked confused but did as he was told, pulling the gleaming 
magical blade from its sheath. Morathi took it from him and held it up, 
examining the fine workmanship. The prince’s eyes followed Morathi as 
she stalked past him and beckoned to one of the company captains. 


“What is your name?’ she demanded. 
‘Ekheriath, my queen,’ the captain replied with a deep bow. 
“Would you like to be Prince Ekheriath?’ she said. 


‘Anything to serve you, my queen,’ the elf replied with a shorter bow. ‘It 
would be an honour to attend your court.’ 


Morathi struck more swiftly than a serpent, Bathinair’s sword lancing 
through the captain’s gut. He fell with a stifled cry, eyes full of hurt and 
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betrayal. Morathi twisted the sword to the left and right, Ekheriath writhing 
and moaning with each movement. 


‘Princes do not fail me,’ she said, pulling free the blade. 


She delivered a kick to the sprawling elf’s face and moved on, beckoning to 
the next captain with the bloodied sword. 


‘And your name?’ she snarled. 


‘Nemienath, your majesty,’ the soldier said hesitantly, eyes straying to the 
still-groaning Ekheriath who had slithered to his knees in a spreading pool 
of his blood, one hand clasped to his wounded gut. 


“Would you like to be a prince?’ 
Nemienath did not reply, eyes darting left and right like a trapped animal. 
‘Well?’ Morathi’s snapped question made the captain flinch. 


‘All who serve you wish to be included in your favours,’ he said, not 
meeting her gaze. 


‘Kill Bathinair,’ Morathi said, thrusting the sword into Nemienath’s hand. 
“You can replace him.’ 


Bathinair spun around on hearing this, eyes wild with fear. Morathi smiled 
approvingly as Nemienath showed no reluctance, dashing across the square 
with the sword raised for the attack. Bathinair tried to catch the blow on his 
armoured arm, but the mystical blade sliced through without stopping, 
shearing just below the shoulder. With a cry, Bathinair fell to the ground, 
blood spraying. Nemienath glanced back at Morathi before delivering the 
killing blow, plunging the sword into Bathinair’s exposed neck. 


Morathi waved Nemienath to approach and kneel before her. He did so, 
bending to one knee, head bowed. The queen stooped to cup his chin in her 
hand, lifting his head to look at her, a smile on her ruby red lips. 


“What does it feel like to be a prince?’ she purred. 


‘It is an honour, my queen,’ replied Nemienath. ‘I will bring glory to 
Nagarythe in your name.’ 


“You will?’ Morathi said sweetly. Nemienath nodded, locked to her gaze. 
Morathi’s smile twisted to a snarl. ‘I had to give you a blade to bring me 
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honour! Why have you failed me so many times before?’ 


Magical energy crackled from her fingertips, engulfing Nemienath’s head. 
Black lightning coursed through his shuddering body, burning and splitting 
flesh, bursting blood vessels. Morathi let the smoking corpse drop to the 
marble slabs, Bathinair’s sword clattering from the dead grasp. 


The queen rounded on the assembled Naggarothi warriors. 


‘None of you are worthy to serve me!’ she cried. ‘You are incompetent or 
you are traitors, I cannot tell which. I give you the might of Nagarythe and 
you throw it away. I ask you for a simple thing, such a simple thing, but you 
cannot do this for me. All I wanted was Yvraine’s head.’ 


“The Everqueen, her powers are too great,’ one of the warriors called back. 
‘How do we fight Ulthuan itself?’ 


Morathi was about to spit back an angry reply, but stopped herself. The 
anonymous warrior did have a point, though it was no excuse for the 
defeats suffered. Yvraine possessed the power of the Everqueen, and that 
was a fine prize. To control Avelorn, to seize the strength of Yvraine would 
be a better victory than her simple death. There was another reason to see 
Yvraine humbled before she died. Daughter of Aenarion by his first wife, 
she had colluded with the princes at the First Council to deny Malekith his 
right to be Phoenix King. She would beg for mercy at the feet of the true 
ruler of Ulthuan, and admit that she had been wrong to oppose her half- 
brother. 


‘I can match the power of the Everqueen,’ Morathi announced, smiling 
again, pleased with her conclusions. ‘When I take her magic from her and 
see her broken before me, all will recognise the ascendancy of the 
Naggarothi and the true queen of the elves. Draw together what forces you 
can, bring forth the Khainites and the beasts of the Annulii. Gather an army 
worthy of my command!’ 


The sky was choked with the burning of Avelorn. A pall of smoke covered 
the land from the mountains of Chrace to the Inner Sea. Driven on by 
Morathi, the army of Nagarythe scoured everything in its path, leaving a 
swathe of ruin through the realm of the Everqueen. Pushed hard by their 
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queen, terrified of her reprisals for any delay, the Naggarothi princes and 
commanders swept aside all resistance. 


As before, Yvraine stirred the forest to its own defence, but this time the 
Everqueen contended against the magic of Morathi and her cabal of the 
most powerful sorcerers and sorceresses. Against the dark incantations of 
the Naggarothi, the enchantments of Avelorn failed and like a blight 
spreading across a leaf the druchii advance continued. 


Fearing the worst, Yvraine sent word to Caledor, reminding him of his 
duties to the Everqueen. The Phoenix King did not come, but sent Thyrinor 
and two other dragon princes with an army of ten thousand warriors, for the 
most part freshly trained troops begged from the eastern kingdoms. On the 
ships of Eataine, Thyrinor brought this host across the Inner Sea and landed 
on the coast of Avelom ahead of the druchii advance. Here he was met, like 
his cousin and Carathril before him, by the Maiden Guard of the Everqueen. 
As then, Yvraine spoke through her chosen captain, Altharielle. 


‘It angers and saddens to me to see such desolation wrought upon the heart 
of Ulthuan,’ said Thyrinor, having dismounted Anaegnir to speak with 
Althinelle. ‘I wish that you had warned us sooner.’ 


‘The outer forests are of no consequence,’ replied the Everqueen, her 
vessel’s eyes alight with the green glow of magic. ‘It is the Gaen Vale that 
holds the power of Avelorn. The Aein Yshain must be protected at all costs. 
This close to the sanctuary of Isha, my powers are at their peak. Morathi 
believes she has the best of me, but she is wrong. We will draw her on, 
closer to her prize, and in doing so Morathi will bring about her own 
demise.’ 


‘A risky strategy,’ said Thyrinor. ‘To let the druchii approach so close to the 
Gaen Vale gives us no place to retreat.’ 


“Yet it is also the perfect site for battle,’ countered Yvraine-Althinelle. “The 
narrow isthmus will allay some of the advantage of the druchii army and 
force them on to our bows and spears.’ 


‘I see,’ said Thyrinor. ‘If that is your will, I shall obey. We will move by 
ship along the coast and make camp at the Isthmus of the Gaen Vale.’ 


‘Heed the guidance of the Maiden Guard,’ warned the Everqueen. ‘None set 
foot upon the Gaen Vale save by the invitation of Avelorn itself. Know that 


1182 XRN 


should you break this ban, I will be powerless to protect any trespassers.’ 
Thyrinor shuddered and nodded. 


‘Believe me, my queen, none will ignore such warnings,’ said the prince. 
‘With your leave, we will head east and make landfall again in two days’ 
time.’ 


‘Until then, Prince Thyrinor,’ said Yvraine-Althinelle. “The enemy will be 
close on your heels, do not tarry.’ 


With a deep bow, Thyrinor headed back to Anaegnir and mounted the 
throne-saddle upon her back. 


‘This place is steeped in magic,’ said the dragon, flicking her tongue with 
distaste. ‘The air itself is cloying with the pollution of Chaos.’ 


Thyrinor felt it also; waves of dark magic that eddied down from the vortex 
in the Annulii, drawn by the conjurations of Morathi and her followers. As 
smoke polluted the sky, dark magic polluted the spirit. It lay like a shroud 
on the prince’s thoughts and he could not help but fear what would happen 
if their defence failed and Morathi took possession of the Aein Yshain. 


With such power in the hands of the druchii ruler, Ulthuan would be 
plunged into an age as dark as the time of the daemons. The cytharai cults 
would rule over the worship of the celestial gods and the elves would be 
destroyed by their own savagery and sacrifice. As clear as a landscape 
before him, Thyrinor could imagine the pyres burning day and night and 
hear the screams of the priests’ victims. 


He had seen such things writ on a smaller scale throughout Ulthuan, as the 
cults sowed terror and discord amongst their enemies. The prince felt sick at 
the memory of the bloodied and charred remains that had been found in 
secret shrines and around bone-girdled altars. 


‘I will die rather than live to see such misery,’ he told himself, belting 
himself into the saddle harness. With a flap of wings, Anaegnir was 
airborne, steering back towards the fleet that lay at anchor just off the sandy 
shore. 


“They are desperate.’ 
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Morathi flicked a gaze of annoyance at the underling who had interrupted 
her thoughts. The sorcerer shrank bank from her gaze as motes of energy 
danced in Morathi’s eyes. Had she been in a less favourable mood, a dread 
gaze would have been the least punishment inflicted on the overly talkative 
minion. Fortunately for him, Morathi shared his assessment as she looked at 
the army stretched across the narrowest strip of land ahead. This would be 
the last, futile attempt to hold her back. 


Beyond the lines of silver and blue, red and green, lay the Gaen Vale. 
Morathi could taste its power, glittering like a field of golden stars across 
the canopy of the forest. The ground on which she was standing throbbed 
with magic, sending shivers of energy through her even as she coiled 
strands of dark magic about herself, pushing back the pure touch of the 
Everqueen’s protective enchantments. 


‘Make ready for the attack,’ she announced, gesturing for a beastmaster to 
bring forward her mount. 


The elf led a gigantic winged horse to his queen. Its hide was black, its 
wings like those of an enormous bat, ribbed and veined. The creature’s 
mane was like fire, bright orange and red, and its eyes were like dark rubies. 
From its forehead jutted three spiralled horns that had been bound in gold, 
and from its ears and nostrils hung talismans wrought from black iron in the 
shape of Khainite runes. The dark pegasus stomped and snorted, tugging 
back on the reins in the beastmaster’s hands, nearly dragging him from his 
feet. 


Morathi snatched the reins in one hand, pouring dark magic into the 
muscles of her arm, making them as unmoving as stone. The dark pegasus 
flicked its head hard and tried to rear up, but was brought up short, almost 
falling over as Morathi stood immobile, holding it in place. It whinnied and 
dropped down, bending its forelegs so that Morathi could pull herself up to 
its bare back, nestling between the leathery wings. 


“Why are we not yet attacking?’ Morathi demanded, seeing that her army 
had not moved. 


“They have three dragons, my queen,’ replied a captain, pointing to the 
smoke-filled skies. Huge shapes flitted against the smog, licks of fire 
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trailing from their mouths. ‘If we advance beyond the range of our bolt 
throwers, they will tear us apart.’ 


‘Sound the attack,’ said Morathi. ‘Do not concern yourself with dragons.’ 


With that, she snarled a word of command at her mount and was borne into 
the smoke-thick skies. 


Trepidation washed through Thyrinor as he saw a black shape rising from 
the midst of the druchii army. It seemed as if a dark cloud shrouded the 
rider, pinpricks of light breaking through like a distant night sky. More than 
the prince’s eyes, his magical sense caused his unease. The pegasus rider 
was like a hole in the winds of magic, a sink into which all of the magic 
drained, the force of its accumulation dragging at Thyrinor’s consciousness. 
The closest he had felt to such a sensation was the presence of Thyriol, but 
where the mage was like a warm glow, the sorceress was a chill void, 
sucking all life and energy into herself. 


Only one elf could wield such power: Morathi. 


‘She is just a single creature,’ said Anaegnir, sensing his fear. ‘A fragile 
thing, easily broken.’ 


‘Morathi has not survived as long as she has by being fragile,’ warned 
Thyrinor. “The daemons could not destroy her, nor Prince Malekith.’ 


The dragon snorted and dived, angling to intercept the rising pegasus. The 
other dragon riders fell after Thyrinor, to the left and right. Beneath them, 
the druchii army started its advance, lines of spearmen and knights 
converging into columns to march along the narrow stretch of land. From 
this height, Thyrinor could see the Inner Sea on both sides, the surf a white 
border to the left and right of the dark mass of infantry. 


Plunging groundwards, the wind tugging at his cloak, Thyrinor felt an 
expansion of pressure within his spirit. Half-shadows danced in his vision, 
leering faces formed of thick smoke and air swirled around him. He felt 
himself at the bottom of a great pit, sinking fast, being swallowed up. He 
looked up, seeing the swathe of smoke above twisting, coiling like a sea 
serpent, thrashing from side to side. 


‘Beware!’ he shouted to Anaegnir. ‘Go left!’ 
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The dragon did not heed him, but pressed on towards Morathi, jaw open, 
forelegs extended. Glancing back, Thyrinor saw a huge tendril of whirling 
smoke streaming down towards him. 


‘Left!’ he shrieked. ‘Left!’ 


The dragon slipped sideways. Too late to avoid the descending column of 
smoke, Thyrinor and Anaegnir were caught in a maelstrom of choking 
smog. Buffeted and battered, dragon and rider whirled across the sky, the 
wreathing smoke following them, growing thicker and tighter with every 
passing moment. 


Thyrinor slashed with his lance, meeting no resistance, yet the fog settled 
on his shoulders like stone, and constricted about his throat and chest like 
the grip of a giant. Anaegnir was struggling also, belching flame, head 
thrashing from side to side as scales buckled and bones creaked. 


With a noise of tearing metal, Thyrinor’s breastplate caved in, crushing his 
chest. Ribs splintered even as his helm gave way under the pressure, shards 
of bone piercing lungs and heart. Anaegnir screeched, wings buckling, 
bones snapping as the dragon and rider were compressed by the titanic 
force of dark magic. Crimson streamed from Thyrinor’s eyes and ears and 
nose and mouth, soaking the robe he wore beneath his armour. Drowning 
on his own blood, the prince flopped sideways in the hamess, all air 
expelled from his body, organs and blood vessels collapsing. 


A cheer welled up from the Naggarothi army as the mangled remnants of 
the Caledorian and his dragon crashed into the forest. Morathi laughed with 
them, filled with the intoxication of the spell and joy at her enemy’s 
destruction. The other two dragons parted and climbed away, wary for the 
moment. Morathi directed her steed after the one heading north, a dragon 
with scales of jade and spines and claws of black. Drawing her ensorcelled 
blade, Morathi raised the sword in challenge as the pegasus swept up 
towards the monster above. 


The prince atop the dragon drew his own blade, a flash of red against the 
black of the smoke and cloud. The two riders closed quickly, heading 
directly for each other, swords lifted ready for attack. 
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As the two were about to meet, Morathi wrenched hard on the reins, 
steering her pegasus to the right, while she swept her sword in an arc 
towards the Caledorian. Black lightning spat from the blade, earthing itself 
through the dragon rider’s armour, dancing along his raised sword. 
Snarling, Morathi whispered fell prayers to her daemonic allies, drawing on 
more dark magic as she circled around the dragon, the coruscation of 
energy moving from the prince to his mount. Scales exploded and spines 
quivered as the dark magic lanced through the dragon’s enormous frame. It 
gave a bellow and twisted, gouting fire at the sorceress. 


The cloud of darkness that surrounded Morathi solidified, turning away the 
flames as it encased her in a swirling sphere of power. Insulted by the 
attack, she directed her mount after the dragon as it pitched groundwards, 
seeking to escape, its movements laboured, the stench of charred flesh 
drifting in its wake. 


The pegasus jinked and swerved to match the dragon’s panicked descent, 
the more agile beast closing quickly as the dragon turned slowly to the left 
and right. Seeing that it could not escape, the dragon banked as sharply as 
possible, slashing its tail towards Morathi. She ducked, the armoured spine 
of the tail passing less than a hand’s breadth from her head. Slashing up 
with her blade, Morathi carved a ragged wound across the base of the 
dragon’s tail, pouring dark magic into the grievous laceration so that the 
exposed flesh and muscle boiled and bubbled, blood steaming into the sky. 
With a strangely piercing wail, the dragon rolled over, lashing out with its 
back legs. A claw caught the pegasus across the flank, leaving a wound as 
wide as Morathi’s fist. 


The queen of Nagarythe summoned up all of her scorn, ignoring the shrill 
cries of the pegasus, and plunged the tip of her blade into the dragon’s 
exposed underside. With a feral howl, she channelled the dark magic from 
her spirit into the blade, pouring every vile curse and hex she knew into the 
belly of the dragon. As her pegasus turned limply away, blood streaming 
from the cut in its side, she watched the dragon’s scaled hide erupting from 
within. Decay burst out from the wound in its gut, spreading rapidly, scales 
withering and flaking away, flesh turning to dust, bones crumbling. 


The creature that had lived for millennia was engulfed by the rotting of 
eternity, body parts falling away, flesh dropping in mould-encrusted clumps, 
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turning to scattering motes on the breeze. 


Exhausted by the magic coursing through her, Morathi allowed the dark 
pegasus to fly back to the ground. Slipping from its back, she almost 
collapsed, gasping for air as daemonic voices whispered in her ear and the 
flame of Chaos fluttered in her mind. For a moment, the cloud that followed 
her closed tight, forming a ring of tiny whirling figures, each miniscule 
fanged face laughing and jeering at her. 


Straightening, Morathi sheathed her blade and cut her other hand through 
the whirling mist, breaking the ring. She took a breath and snarled. 


‘No. The time for your payment has not yet come. Leave me in peace, you 
filth of the other worlds.’ 


Exerting her will, she gathered in the tendrils of dark magic that had been 
leaking away, locking them up within her mind, whispering an incantation 
of control and calm. The cloud settled, seeming to drift into her body, 
sucked in through every pore, leaving Morathi’s pale flesh glowing with 
unearthly light. 


When she had the Aein Yshain, she would have no need of such dangerous 
pacts. All of Ulthuan’s power, and all of the magic of the vortex, would be 
at her command. 


A tremor of fear washed through the army defending the Gaen Vale as a 
second dragon tumbled from the sky. Yvraine felt the dread wash over her 
like a cold wind. Now was not the time for faint hearts. The Everqueen 
knelt in the grass, her green robe seeming to merge with the earth. Sinking 
her fingers into the dirt, she closed her eyes and let herself become one with 
Avelorn. 


She gasped with pain, feeling the felled trees like cuts, the scorched glades 
like burns on her skin. The stain that was Morathi’s presence seared into 
her, her tread corrupting the ground beneath her feet. Fighting through the 
agony, Yvraine touched upon the lode that was the Aein Yshain. Gift of 
Isha, goddess-mother, the sacred tree pulsed with the energy of life and the 
light of love and harmony. The Everqueen tapped into that golden stream, 
healing the wounds upon her spirit caused by the destruction of her forest. 
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She allowed the rays of warmth to flow from her fingertips, spreading 
through the fertile earth. 


Around the Everqueen bushes and flowers blossomed into life. Rippling out 
in a circle, the life energy spread through the elven army, bringing with it 
the scent of spring and the warmth of summer. She felt Isha’s power 
touching upon the hearts and minds of her defenders, leaving an imprint on 
each, filling her army with renewed faith and resolve. 


Trumpets rang out defiance, drowning out the drums and horns of the 
druchii. Clear voices rose up in song, the anthems of the assembled 
kingdoms ringing out in a developing harmony, silencing the curses and 
war cries of the Naggarothi. 


Yvraine reached further, out to the shores of the isthmus, tasting the salt of 
the Inner Sea and the tang of the weeds beneath the water. She sailed upon 
the waves, bodiless and free, beyond the taint of the smoke to where the sun 
shone bright upon the water. Drawn up by the sunlight, Yvraine danced 
amongst the clouds, ethereal hands beckoning the winds to her, swirling and 
circling at her whim. 


The breeze was light at first, just a quiet susurration in the treetops. Yvraine 
concentrated, pulling in the elements, coaxing the currents of the air to 
follow her. The wind strengthened, setting banners flapping and crests 
flying. Stronger and stronger it blew, bending the branches of the forest, 
tugging at cloaks and robes, flattening grass. Still Yvraine called on the 
wind for more. Keening through the canopy of the forest, it became a gale, 
trunks creaking with the strain, fallen branches and leaves were whipped up 
by the wind, turning around and around, faster and faster. 


The songs of the elves fell silent, the last syllables carried away by the 
howling wind. Deeper and deeper Yvraine reached, kept to her body by the 
most slender of silver threads, almost lost within the spell she had cast. 


The wind struck the Naggarothi as a solid wall, hurling elves from their 
feet, slamming horses into one another, tearing standards from their poles 
and the poles from the grasps of those holding them. Bolt throwers were 
picked up, scattering their missiles, sent tumbling over the sward of the 
isthmus. Monstrous creatures bellowed, eyes slitted against the hurricane, 
while the druchii tumbled into each other, spears breaking, shields flying. 
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Then came an explosion of dark magic from Morathi. Like a black fire, her 
counterspell raged through the winds, burning up their energy. Wind and 
fire contested and in their meeting, Yvraine’s mind touched upon that of her 
foe. 


The Everqueen and sorceress recoiled from one another, minds flung apart 
by the contact. Yvraine was snapped from her immobility and collapsed to 
the ground; Morathi sank to her knees. 


The moment had been so transient as almost to have never happened, yet 
Yvraine felt herself tainted by it throughout her being. The darkness of 
Morathi had seeped into her; Morathi felt sickened by the touch of the 
Everqueen, the light of her nature like a fire in her mind. 


Mutually spent, the two queens sought the help of their followers; Morathi 
staggered to her cabal, Yvraine to the Maiden Guard. While they recovered, 
the two armies marched upon each other. 


Ten years of bitter war left no room for mercy. The elves of the Everqueen 
and the Naggarothi threw themselves into the battle with pitiless fury. 
Repeater crossbows savaged the opposing spearmen. The air was thick with 
the missiles of the bolt throwers on both sides. The surviving dragon 
rampaged through the knights of Nagarythe, while hydras, basilisks and 
other Chaotic creatures brought from the pens beneath Anlec ravaged their 
prey with claw and bite and petrifying gaze. 


When the elves of the Everqueen gained the upper hand, the druchii had 
only to think of the price of failure to redouble their efforts. When the 
Naggarothi pressed for advantage, Avelorn’s defenders looked to Yvraine 
for strength, knowing that perhaps they fought for the future of their whole 
race. 


The bloody fighting continued for most of the day, with neither side gaining 
any significant advantage. Morathi’s sorceresses hurled dark bolts of magic 
while mages of Saphery cast shimmering shields over their troops to ward 
away the missiles of the enemy. The spirits of the forests fought alongside 
the elves, treemen and dryads wreaking havoc amongst the Naggarothi 
infantry surrounded by wisps of arboreal magic. Naggarothi princes 
mounted on half-tamed manticores laid about the Silver Helms of Cothique 
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with flaming swords, their bestial mounts roaring and biting, stinged tails 
puncturing breastplates and barding. 


Crushed together by the thin strip of the isthmus, the battlefield was 
clogged with the dead and the dying. The groans and shouts of the wounded 
were louder than the fierce battle cries of those still able to fight. 


Morathi laughed at the carnage and hissed threats to her commanders, 
urging them to finish off Avelorn’s protectors. Yvraine wept at the 
slaughter, the blood of elves poisoning her lands, tainting the aura of Isha 
that guarded the Gaen Vale. 


Dusk was approaching when the breakthrough came. 


Chasing down a squadron of fleeing knights, Prince Melthiarin and his 
dragon strayed too close to the massed bolt throwers of the druchii. Black 
shafts filled the sky, engulfing dragon and rider, piercing the monster’s hide 
in many places. Seeing their foe grounded, the fleeing knights rallied and 
charged, finishing off the Caledorian and his monstrous steed with lance 
and sword; though a great number fell to the prince and dragon before they 
were slain. 


The fighting lulled and the two armies briefly parted, the leaders of both 
sides recognising that their fates were about to be revealed. 


Their strength almost spent, the druchii knew that their last chance for 
victory was at hand. Taking a steed from one of her commanders, Morathi 
joined her troops, waving them forwards with her sword, the air 
crystallising with mystical ice around the enchanted blade. Around her the 
druchii mustered for a final push, even the wounded dragging themselves to 
their feet lest they be deemed cowardly for not fighting to the last. 


The line of elves pitted against them was thin, a sliver of silver and gold 
and blue against the treeline of the Gaen Vale. Clarions sounded the rally 
and they gathered about their standards, clearing away the piles of the dead 
so that they could form up behind their shield walls and thickets of spears. 


As the druchii advanced, a lone figure emerged from the ranks of the 
defenders. Her green and yellow gown trailing on the breeze, Yvraine came 
before them, long locks of hair streaming, arms outstretched. 
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“The Gaen Vale will never be yours!’ the Everqueen cried out, tears pouring 
down her cheeks. 


“You cannot stop me!’ Morathi shrieked back. ‘All I have to do is reach out 
and take it.’ 


“That cannot be allowed,’ replied Yvraine. 


The ground began to tremble and the light within Yvraine grew brighter, 
gleaming from her eyes, particles of energy flowing from her splayed 
fingertips into the ground. 


Althinelle dashed forwards towards the Everqueen. 
“We can win!’ shouted the Maiden Guard’s captain. “Do not do this!’ 
Yvraine turned her head, light glimmering from her mouth as she spoke. 


‘It is too late,’ said the Everqueen. ‘Ulthuan is wounded, but the Gaen Vale 
must survive.’ 


‘But your power...’ Althinelle cast down her spear and reached out an 
imploring hand towards her queen. 


‘Better that it is gone than is stolen for evil purpose,’ replied Yvraine. ‘We 
can no longer be trusted with it.’ 


“What are you doing?’ screamed Morathi, spurring her horse into a gallop, 
whipping her sword from its scabbard. 


The ground heaved, throwing both armies to the ground, sending Morathi 
toppling from her steed. Only Yvraine remained standing, as immobile as 
the Aein Yshain itself, an eternal part of Avelorn. From behind her, at the 
heart of the Gaen Vale, a golden glow filled the sky, buming away the late 
afternoon clouds, stilling the wind. 


‘Run,’ said Yvraine. ‘Run while you can.’ 


Pushing herself to her feet, Morathi heard these words and glared at 
Yvraine. She was about to spit a retort when the ground moved again, 
ravines cracking apart the isthmus from shore to shore. A wall of foaming 
water crashed along the welts rent in the earth of Avelomn, descending upon 
both armies. 
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The elves needed no encouragement. The remnants of the Naggarothi fled 
back into wasted Avelorn while the defenders headed for their boats on the 
very edge of the Gaen Vale. Morathi, caught in the middle of the 
destruction, looked left and right and behind her, and saw that the water 
would be upon her before she could reach the higher ground. 


‘Spirits of Anaekhian, hearken to your dark mistress!’ she cried, throwing 
aside her sword to lift up her arms. ‘It is time to play your part in our 
bloody contract!’ 


Thousands of black moths erupted from the flesh of Morathi, their wings 
marked with red runes of Chaos. They engulfed the sorceress, becoming 
part of her, turning her body to shadow as they bore her upwards even as 
the two walls of the inrushing sea crashed together beneath her. 


The waters swirled around Yvraine, bearing her up also, a spiralling 
waterspout carrying the Everqueen gently back to the Gaen Vale as the 
isthmus sank beneath the waves. Many from both sides had been too slow 
and were swept away, Althinelle amongst them; the bodies of the dead 
covered the swirling, frothing sea, tossed this way and that by the tumult of 
the waves. 


Alighting on the shore of the Gaen Vale as the ships of the other elves were 
pushed out by the foaming currents of the new strait, Yvraine looked at the 
druchii army retreating from the far shore. She sighed, feeling empty and 
exhausted. No more were the Gaen Vale and Ulthuan linked together, the 
breaking of the isthmus symbolic of the magical rent the Everqueen had 
wrought between her sanctuary and Ulthuan. 


She turned her back on the settling waters and walked into the woods, 
heading for her chambers beneath the Aein Yshain. She had protected the 
sacred glade, but at the cost of the eternal diminishing of her powers. The 
trees parted for her, opening up a wide avenue to the Glade of Eternity. 
Ahead, the shining tree of Isha dimmed, its leaves losing their shimmering 
gleam, its bark no longer bright with golden energy. 


The Everqueen still ruled Avelorn, but the true power of Ulthuan would 
now reside with the Phoenix King. 
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FOURTEEN 
Rivers of Blood 


The carnage in Avelorn and the Everqueen’s dramatic actions brought a 
cessation to the open fighting. The absence of marauding Naggarothi armies 
lessened the pressure on Caledor, though the mustering of the force to 
Avelorn had depleted garrisons across the eastern kingdoms and the cultists 
increased their sacrifices and murders. 


A relative peace descended upon Ulthuan, as both sides regrouped and 
considered their next strategies. In the last days of the autumn, the princes 
were again called to the Isle of the Flame for council, and as before they 
were divided over the best course of action. Caledor spoke little, and 
allowed the princes to argue amongst themselves. 


‘The Naggarothi cannot recover from their latest defeat,’ insisted Dorien, 
addressing the council in full armour. ‘Now is the time to press an attack 
into Nagarythe.’ 


‘We suffered badly too,’ said Tithrain. ‘What troops I managed to raise 
were all but slain in Avelorn. The cytharai worshippers run amok through 
Cothique. To send what remains of my army now would be to abandon my 
people.’ 


‘Tithrain is right,’ said Carvalon, the ruler of Yvresse. ‘With the Naggarothi 
beaten back, we should make efforts to secure our homes against attack 
from within.’ 


‘The Naggarothi are not beaten,’ said Finudel, slapping a gauntleted hand 
on the table at which he sat. ‘There are still many of them in northern 
Ellyrion. We should muster our strength there and drive them back across 
the mountains.’ 


‘Do not forget Tiranoc,’ said Thyriol. The mage tapped his fingers in 
agitation, eyes moving constantly between the other princes. ‘It would be a 
mistake to think the druchii have fled back to Nagarythe. They still hold 
several passes across the mountains and threaten Caledor, Ellyrion, Chrace, 
even Eataine. We cannot defend all of these places at once.’ 


‘Has there been any news from the Anars?’ asked Athielle. ‘Do they still 
wage war within Nagarythe?’ 
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‘Alith Anar is dead,’ replied Caledor. 


Athielle gasped in horror and there were murmurs of unease from the other 
princes. 


‘The druchii have been crowing about it for some time,’ explained the 
priest, Mianderin. ‘Apparently Morathi’s assassins caught him. We can 
expect no aid from inside Nagarythe.’ 


‘The last time we waited for the Naggarothi to act, Avelorn was all but 
destroyed,’ Dorien snapped. ‘Which kingdom will be sacrificed next?’ 


“The druchii will not move again until spring,’ Caledor declared. ‘Use the 
winter to root out the cultists that persist in your kingdoms. The dragons 
will patrol the mountains, and we will set garrisons to guard the passes. We 
will gather what forces we can in Ellyrion, Caledor and Chrace when the 
season turns again.’ 


As the Phoenix King commanded, so it was. The warriors of Chrace and 
Caledor, whose kingdoms had been freed of the cultist threat, followed the 
Phoenix King on a purge through Eataine and Yvresse. Progress was slow, 
for the cultists were skilled at hiding in plain sight and when discovered 
fought to the death, knowing that they could no longer expect mercy. By the 
time the winter had passed, Lothern and Tor Yvresse had been secured, and 
all passage in and out of the cities was carefully watched to prevent the 
cultists returning. 


In the spring, the securing of Yvresse occupied the Phoenix King. This task 
proved even more difficult than he feared; the many isles that lined the 
kingdom’s coast provided hundreds of hidden sanctuaries for those that 
sought to undermine the Phoenix King’s rule and strike out at those who 
followed him. 


The ships and Sea Guard of Eataine were placed at Caledor’s disposal, in 
return for two dragons sent to guard Lothern against possible druchii naval 
attack. Even the most experienced ship pilots found the straits and channels 
of Yvresse a troublesome prospect, as small flotillas prowled the coastline 
seeking to intercept the cultist groups as they sailed to the mainland on their 
raids. 


Caledor was frustrated by every delay, but was not a leader to abandon a 
pledge simply because it proved difficult. Day after day he consulted with 
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the captains and cartographers, plotting the patrol routes and launching 
expeditions against the larger isles to eradicate any cult encampments. The 
Phoenix King occasionally joined these maritime forays on Maedrethnir, 
flying above the fog-shrouded isles seeking telltale signs of cult inhabitants. 
Several innocent fishing vessels and villages were terrified by the arrival of 
the Phoenix King and his monstrous mount, crashing out of the skies ready 
for battle. 


Eventually, as spring became summer, Caledor prepared to move on to 
Cothique with a smaller army, having despatched a number of warriors and 
his dragon princes across the Inner Sea to help guard Ellyrion and Chrace. 
The druchii had launched nothing more than a few raids since the autumn 
and the Phoenix King suspected that Morathi planned a new offensive. 


Ever wary of the occupation of Tiranoc neighbouring his home kingdom, 
Caledor appointed Dorien as warden, effectively giving his brother rule 
while he immersed himself in his duties as Phoenix King. Dorien was 
displeased by this development, thinking that being sent back to Tor Caled 
was some kind of punishment for his outspoken views on taking the fight to 
Nagarythe. Despite the Phoenix King’s assurances to the contrary, and 
emphasising the trust he was placing in him, Dorien sent frequent messages 
from Caledor demanding that he be allowed to lead an army to free Tiranoc. 


Worried that his brother would do something rash, Caledor paused in his 
advance to Cothique, thinking to return to his kingdom to settle Dorien’s 
spirit. On the moming he was due to fly south, a messenger hawk bearing a 
crystal from Thyriol arrived. The bird flew directly into Caledor’s tent, 
startling the Phoenix King and his Chracian guards. 


‘Leave it be,’ said the king as one of the White Lions stepped towards the 
bird of prey. 


Caledor abandoned the maps he had been studying and took the pouch tied 
to the bird’s leg. Several times had Thyriol sent word in this way, but as 
Caledor took the crystal from the bag and set it upon a low table he felt the 
bird’s hasty arrival foreshadowed important news. 


He was right. 


Thyriol’s shimmering image appeared in the centre of the pavilion, pacing 
back and forth across the rugs. The mage was fidgeting even more than 
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usual, wriggling his fingers and shaking his head as he spoke. 


‘King Caledor, I fear my eye has been drawn away from Saphery too long,’ 
the mage said. ‘While I helped you spy out the cultists in other kingdoms, 
darkness has festered in my own realm. Though I have striven to suppress 
them, agents of Morathi have long attempted to sway some of my followers 
to the dark path. I thought I had taught them the folly of seeking the power 
of sorcery, but my warnings have fallen on ears deaf to them. Only this day 
I have discovered the practise of sorcery within my palace. My grandson 
Anamedion is dead and my daughter Illeanith has fled with the dark 
mages.’ 


Thyriol paused in his striding, lifting a hand to his brow for a moment, head 
bowed. He straightened and resumed his pacing. 


‘That is of no consequence directly. The palace is secured and I have moved 
it to a safe place in the mountains. If you wish to return a message to me, 
the hawk will find me. The sorcerers are free to wreak whatever ruin they 
can. They have corrupted some of my students and I cannot overstate the 
harm they may yet do.’ 


The mage stopped and reached a hand towards the crystal, half imploring, 
half in apology. 


‘I regret that until this threat had been dealt with, my mages must return to 
their kingdom and seek out these dark practitioners. I know that this leaves 
you with little defence against Morathi’s sorceries but it must be done. The 
towers of Saphery hold many precious secrets that cannot fall into the hands 
of the druchii. I also know that you can spare few troops to aid us at this 
time, but any that you can send to Saphery will be invaluable. Even more 
than Cothique or Yvresse, we are not a kingdom ready for outright war. Yet 
it has come to us and I know in my heart the battles to come will be 
terrible.’ 


Thyriol gave a perfunctory bow. 


‘I must go and prepare for the coming battles, my king. I will send word 
again when I know more.’ 


The image shimmered and disappeared. Caledor frowned at the crystal, 
annoyed that he could not respond immediately. Instead, he called for a 
scribe to take a letter and composed a brief message to Thyriol, promising 
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his immediate support. Another herald was summoned to travel to Dorien, 
telling the king’s brother that Caledor would not be returning. With this 
done, the Phoenix King summoned his princes and commanders to discuss 
their next move. 


The news of Saphery’s turmoil spread through the camp. Several captains 
from Eataine and Yvresse, bordering Saphery, sought leave to return to their 
princes so that their kingdoms could be protected against any threat that 
spilled from the imminent war between the mages and sorcerers. 


Caledor flatly refused all such requests and announced that the army would 
march to Saphery to assist Prince Thyriol. It was also in the Phoenix King’s 
mind that this would bring his forces closer to the Inner Sea, should the 
Naggarothi make any fresh move in the west. 


The following day as the army was forming up in column to march across 
the mountains to Saphery, a group of riders hastily entered the camp bearing 
the colours of Prince Tithrain. The exhausted heralds refused all 
refreshment and insisted they be admitted immediately into Caledor’s 
presence. The Phoenix King met them on the open field as servants broke 
down his pavilion ready for the march. 


“What is it?’ said the Phoenix King, fearing that the inexperienced ruler of 
Cothique distracted him with some petty concern or imagined fear. It would 
not be the first time. 


‘The Naggarothi have returned,’ said the chief herald, sweeping his helm 
from his head and bowing low. ‘Cothique is under attack!’ 


‘How?’ demanded Caledor. ‘How have they come through Chrace so 
swiftly?’ 


“They have not, my king,’ said the herald. “They arrived in a huge fleet and 
landed on the coast not more than six days ago. An army at least thirty 
thousand strong marches inland across the Anul Annurii. Prince Tithrain 
cannot hold them back with the few thousand troops he has.’ 


For a moment Caledor was stunned. How had the druchii held back such an 
army until now? And where had they got so many ships to carry them? The 
answer came to him quickly enough. 


‘Elthin Arvan,’ he said. 
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‘I’m sorry, my king, I don’t understand,’ said the herald. 


“The druchii have abandoned Athel Toralien,’ said the king. ‘They have 
brought back all of their warriors from the colony to launch a fresh attack.’ 


‘As you Say,’ said the herald. “With what message shall we ride back to our 
prince?’ 


Caledor did not reply for some time. He could march north immediately, 
but his army and the dragons were spread across Ulthuan. To confront the 
enemy with the host at his disposal would be pointless. He needed to pull as 
many troops as possible back from the west, though he was wary of leaving 
Ellyrion and Chrace unguarded. 


‘Tell Tithrain to hide,’ he said eventually. The declaration was met with 
stunned expressions from the messengers. Irritated, Caledor expanded on 
his instructions. ‘He must avoid battle at all costs and preserve as many 
warriors as he can for my arrival.’ 


‘What of the people of Cothique?’ asked the horrified herald. ‘What will 
they do while our prince hides? How can you abandon them?’ 


“They must hide as well,’ said Caledor, hardening his heart to the decision. 
‘Or they will die.’ 


The moans of the prisoners and the shrieks of those dying on the altars were 
a symphony in the ears of Hellebron; an orchestration of pain and suffering 
and death that seemed like the anthem of Khaine Himself. She raised her 
voice in praise to the Bloody-Handed God as she watched another Cothan 
dragged to Khaine’s altar, futile in her attempts to wrest free of the cultists’ 
grip as they threw her over the bloodied stone table. 


The pyre raged some distance away, so hot Hellebron could feel its flames 
on her skin though it was more than a bowshot from her. The column of 
smoke and fire reached high into the heavens, taking the spirits of the 
sacrificed to the Lord of Murder. Hellebron felt a thrill of exultation as she 
looked at the massive pyre and thought of the hundreds that had already 
been slain. Thousands more would come, until all of Cothique had fallen 
beneath the Khainites’ blades. 
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The kingdom was ample reward for her slaying of the so-called Shadow 
King. It was recompense for the death of her sister at the hands of the Anar 
prince. More than that, it was recognition for her deeds in the cult of 
Khaine, and had come with praise from the lips of Morathi. Hellebron had 
savoured every plaudit, basking in the adulation of the assembled 
commanders and princes as Morathi had listed Hellebron’s achievements as 
an example to them all. 


She had returned to the waiting fleet as swiftly as a ship could take her, 
accompanying her father Prince Alandrian. In name, the army was his, the 
dispossessed host of Athel Toralien, but Hellebron knew they belonged to 
her in spirit. Through the long years of siege endured by her home city in 
the colonies, she had inculcated the populace into the ways of Khaine. As 
the forces arrayed against them had grown, the people of Athel Toralien had 
embraced the Bloody-Handed One. 


The other elves of the colonies had shown their weakness of spirit, and had 
fallen at the walls of the city time after time, their bodies recovered so that 
they might be offered up to the Lord of Murder in thanks for His protection 
of Athel Toralien. Those attackers who reached the ramparts had been taken 
prisoner, and their long screams had kept the besiegers awake at nights 
while the elves in the city celebrated in the name of their bloodthirsty deity. 


At first Hellebron had been distraught when Alandrian had informed her 
and Lileath that they were to surrender Athel Toralien to their enemies. 
Only when she learnt that the city was to be razed and the entire populace 
return to Ulthuan was Hellebron pleased. The Athel Toraliens had proven 
themselves even stronger than Nagarythe, and now returmed to their 
ancestral home to aid the princes and captains that had once looked down 
upon them. 


Smiling from the memory, Hellebron joined her personal guard. Their 
captain was Liannin, once maidservant to Hellebron, now the fiercest of her 
followers. The three hundred warrior-women Hellebron called the Brides of 
Khaine had been the first off the ships, falling upon Cothique like a bloody 
storm. 


Skilled in Khaine’s deadliest arts, Hellebron’s guard were naked save for a 
few scraps of cloth and metal, eschewing armour in favour of speed, 
trusting to kill before they were killed, demonstrating their faith in Khaine’s 
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protection. Their hair was styled with elaborate spikes and braids, held in 
place with matted gore. Their pale flesh was tattooed and branded with 
runes of devotion to Khaine, and their lips reddened from drinking blood. 
Many had glazed eyes, chewing narcotic leaves that left them impervious to 
pain, and all proudly showed their scars of battle, their old wounds painted 
with elaborate designs to attract attention. In battle they took other drugs to 
drive themselves into a frenzy, and using the secrets taught to them by 
Hellebron and her late sister they coated their blades in the deadliest 
poisons. In Athel Toralien they had been the scourge of the attackers, 
fighting where the battle was fiercest. In Cothique they had yet to test 
themselves, a fact that rankled them. 


‘When will we face an enemy of worth?’ asked Liannin. She rested her 
hands on the twin swords scabbarded at her waist and licked her lips, 
savouring the blood spattered on them. ‘Khaine is forced to feed on 
peasants.’ 


“When the fires of Khaine can be seen from Caledor’s throne room, the 
Phoenix King will be forced to come,’ replied Hellebron. ‘When the 
screams of Khaine’s sacrifices can be heard at the Shrine of Asuryan, 
Caledor will have to face us.’ 


‘Until then?’ said Liannin. 


‘Until then, Khaine will lap up such scraps as we can throw Him,’ said 
Hellebron. ‘Refugees have been seen hiding in caves, in the hills to the 
west. Several hundred of them. Take them alive if you can. If not, slay them 
with the name of Khaine upon your lips.’ 
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FIFTEEN 
The Hammer of Vaul 


From outside the tent came the muted sound of weeping; inside the pavilion 
the grief and anger of those who had escaped Cothique was much louder. A 
handful of princes and nobles had escaped the kingdom with their 
households, before the routes out of the kingdom had been cut off by the 
druchii. Tears streaked Tithrain’s face as he listened to the impassioned 
pleas of the dispossessed, while Caledor looked on impassively, keeping his 
own thoughts to himself. Tithrain had done the right thing and obeyed the 
Phoenix King’s command, bringing three thousand knights and infantry 
south into Yvresse to join Caledor’s army. More troops came from further 
afield, swelling the camp that occupied a stretch of land between the 
forested hills of the Annulii and the Great Ocean. 


‘We cannot return,’ Tithrain answered those who pleaded for the prince to 
save those trapped in Cothique. ‘We should die also in the attempt, and our 
cause would be no better for it.’ 


“We sent warriors to the other kingdoms,’ argued one of the nobles, his gaze 
on Tithrain but his words directed at Caledor. ‘Where now is the pact we 
made to fight together?’ 


‘Cothique will be liberated,’ said Tithrain. He glanced at Caledor and 
received a nod of agreement. ‘You have my oath on that. The Sea Guard of 
Lothern will join us shortly, with a large part of the fleet of Eataine. 
Another army gathers on the Ellyrian shore, ready for the march to 
Lothern.’ 


“That will take too long,’ said another elf, his fine robes tattered by hasty 
retreat. ‘It has been almost half a year since the druchii arrived. Why can 
these reinforcements not sail across the Inner Sea?’ 


‘Saphery is no longer safe,’ said Tithrain. ‘The druchii have spies 
everywhere, and it would be best that they do not realise we weaken our 
guard in the west.’ 


‘Our people bleed and die, while you do nothing!’ This shrill accusation 
came from an aging elf lady, who pointed a finger at Caledor. “You just sit 
there and do nothing.’ 


1202 XRN 


The Phoenix King had heard enough complaints to last a lifetime. 


‘Who was it that did nothing when first I called for aid?’ Caledor snapped, 
rising from his chair. ‘I told you to give me an army and was told that there 
was none that could fight. Do not blame me for the consequences of your 
own inaction.’ 


The lady was silenced by the outburst, but the noble who had first spoken 
took up her cause. 


‘With what would we fight?’ he said. ‘Goblets and forks? We were 
promised weapons, armour. Where are they?’ 


Caledor frowned, surprised by the question. 


‘The forges of Vaul burn day and night to equip our armies,’ said the 
Phoenix King. ‘Shipments leave for every kingdom with each new moon.’ 


This was answered by a barrage of questions and denials. 


‘No shipments have arrived in more than three years,’ said Tithrain, waving 
for his people to quieten. ‘We thought perhaps that they went to other 
kingdoms.’ 


“That is not right,’ said Caledor, shaking his head. ‘Hotek assured me that 
all who wished it would receive helm and shield, spear and scale.’ 


‘Perhaps they were waylaid by the enemy?’ suggested Tithrain. “The arms 
did not reach Cothique.’ 


‘For three years?’ said one of the nobles with a derisive snort. ‘It was an 
empty promise, admit it!’ 


‘Leave me,’ said the king, sitting down, chin in hand. 


There were a few quiet protests, quickly stilled by Tithrain. The prince led 
his people out of the tent, casting a worried glance back at the Phoenix King 
at the door. 


“What does this mean?’ asked the young prince. 
‘Nothing good,’ replied Caledor. 


When he was alone, the Phoenix King summoned Carathril and dictated a 
letter to Hotek, instructing the high priest of Vaul to meet him in Tor Caled 
to explain the discrepancy. Another letter he sent to Dorien, informing his 


1203 XRN 


brother that he would return shortly and to expect Hotek’s arrival. He chose 
not to pass on the news of the missing shipments, fearing his brother would 
react for the worse. 


Before he could depart, Caledor had to make sure that Yvresse was free 
from threat. The border with Cothique was narrow, flanked by the 
mountains and the sea. The terrain had allowed the druchii to seize the 
kingdom with relative ease, but also made the route into the neighbouring 
kingdom predictable and simple to guard. As long as Thyriol held sway 
over Saphery and the Lothern fleet protected the Shifting Isles that stretched 
from the Yvressian coast, the druchii could not launch a surprise attack. 


Not that Caledor expected any further offence soon. From the reports of the 
lucky few who had crossed the border since the new invasion, the druchii 
were more concerned with subjugating those already within Cothique. 


The Phoenix King spent a considerable time with his commanders, making 
detailed dispositions for the army. The dragons were his greatest weapon, 
though far from all-powerful as had been demonstrated, and it was the 
princes of Caledor that would form a hard-hitting reserve, based in Yvresse. 
Should the druchii attempt to cross into Yvresse, the dragon riders would 
respond in strength while the rest of the loyal forces gathered to meet the 
threat. 


Confident that he could return to his kingdom to address the issue of the 
armaments, Caledor took flight on Maedrethnir. On his way to Caledor, the 
Phoenix King met with Thyriol in Saphery and Prince Aerethenis in 
Lothern. All was as well as could be expected. The dark mages had ravaged 
much of Saphery with their sorceries but had been driven into the 
mountains by those loyal to Thyriol. Aerethenis assured him that his fleet 
held the Inner Sea against any encroachment from northern Ellyrion or 
devastated Avelorn. 


There was little news from the west, which troubled the Phoenix King, but 
for the moment he was convinced the focus of the druchii was on Cothique. 
Diverting to Tor Elyr for several days, Caledor spoke with Finudel and 
Athielle, who kept watch on the druchii-held fortresses in the north and the 
keeps guarding the mountain passes. There was little activity to report and it 
seemed that for the moment the war had shifted to the east in its entirety. 
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Worryingly, all of the princes spoke of receiving fewer weapons than had 
been promised, and none for some time. Caledor hoped that Hotek would 
offer reasonable explanation for the deficits—a shortage of ore perhaps— 
but he feared forces more sinister were at work, though he could not see in 
what way. If there were traitors in the Caledorian fleet he would have 
thought their treachery would have been revealed by now; the druchii sorely 
needed ships to contend with the vessels of Lothern. 


Finally coming to Tor Caled, the Phoenix King was greeted with little 
ceremony. Such warriors as might present a guard of honour were more 
gainfully employed patrolling the border with Tiranoc. Dorien met him with 
a handful of household servants and the two of them made their way to the 
throne room. 


‘I feel like a caged animal,’ said Dorien as Caledor settled into his throne. 
Retainers appeared with food and wine, but Caledor waved away the fare, 
concerned by his brother’s attitude. 


‘I cannot be king unless I know Caledor is safe,’ he replied. ‘I have 
entrusted its guardianship to you, because I know you will protect our lands 
before all other things.’ 


“There is no war here,’ complained Dorien. ‘There is not a whisper of battle 
from Tiranoc, and I sit idle. Finudel does not need my aid, and there are no 
cults to drive out. I am wasted here, Imrik, when I could be fighting in 
Cothique.’ 


“When I am ready to drive the druchii from Cothique, I will call on you,’ 
said the king, ignoring his brother’s use of his old name. ‘You are the first I 
would have fighting beside me.’ 


‘So why are you here and not leading your army into Cothique?’ said 
Dorien, helping himself to some wine. 


‘Has Hotek not yet arrived?’ said the Phoenix King. 


‘No, I have not seen him for more than a year,’ replied Dorien. He noticed 
his brother’s grim expression and shared his frown. ‘Is something amiss?’ 


‘I do not know,’ said Caledor. ‘The supply of weapons has dwindled. I 
summoned Hotek to meet me. He should have arrived by now.’ 
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‘Perhaps his labours occupy him,’ said Dorien. ‘He spoke to me of his 
desire to create the greatest artifices since the war against the daemons. He 
has forged several magical blades for the princes of Caledor.’ 


‘Whatever it is, it can wait for the moment,’ said Caledor. ‘We will go to the 
shrine tomorrow. Tonight, I will spend with my family.’ 


And so it was. Anatheria and Tythanir met the Phoenix King in his 
apartments. His wife’s welcome was genuinely affectionate, much to his 
surprise, though his son carried himself with polite aloofness. 


After a meal, the three of them sat on a balcony overlooking Tor Caled. For 
the first time in more than three years, Caledor wore robes instead of 
armour. He savoured the wine from his crystal goblet—a vintage from 
before the war—and enjoyed a brief moment of simple contentment before 
wider affairs crowded his thoughts again. 


“When do I learn the words of dragon-taming?’ asked Tythanir. 
“When you are old enough,’ replied Caledor. 


‘I will reach my maturity in two years’ time,’ said his son. ‘Dorien refuses 
to teach them to me. How will I be ready to join the war when I come of 
age if I do not know how to be a dragon prince?’ 


‘Dorien is right,’ said Anatheria. “You are too young to think about such 
things.’ 


“When I am an adult, you will have to teach me,’ said Tythanir. 


‘I am Phoenix King,’ said Caledor, smiling grimly. ‘I do not have to do 
anything.’ 


‘And I am your heir,’ replied Tythanir. ‘One day I will be Phoenix King. I 
learn the sword and spear and bow, and as a prince of Caledor I have the 
right to know the secrets of the dragons! Would you rather your successor 
knew nothing of war?’ 


“The other princes will choose the next Phoenix King,’ said Caledor. His 
smiled faded. ‘I could die in the next battle and you would certainly not be 
chosen. If you become king, welcome it. Do not expect or desire it. Look to 
the folly of Malekith if you feel otherwise.’ 
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‘Nevertheless, I will one day rule Caledor, and it would be shameful if I 
was not a full dragon rider.’ 


“You have still to master your weapons,’ said Caledor. ‘Do not think 
yourself ready to fight.’ 


‘I shall be one of the greatest warriors in Ulthuan,’ declared the young 
prince. ‘A leader does so by example.’ 


‘And so does a father,’ said Caledor. ‘When you are old enough, I shall 
teach you the secrets of the dragons, but not before.’ 


Annoyed, Tythanir excused himself and left the king and his wife looking 
over the city. 


‘He is proud to be the son of the Phoenix King,’ said Anatheria. 


‘He should be proud to be a prince of Caledor above all other things,’ the 
king replied. ‘No good comes of seeking high station.’ 


‘Do not hold him back with your own reluctance to rule,’ replied his wife. 
‘Ambition is not always the same as greed.’ 


‘It matters little,’ said Caledor. ‘I strive for victory, but it is not close. A 
year from now, who can say how the world will be? I cannot see tomorrow, 
and Tythanir’s future is a long way away.’ 


‘Do not be disheartened,’ said Anatheria. She moved from her chair to sit 
on the couch beside Caledor, laying a hand on his knee. ‘I spoke with 
Carathril and he told me of what happens in Cothique. It is not your fault 
that the people suffer. You did the right thing.’ 


‘I know that,’ said Caledor. ‘I do not regret my decision.’ 


‘And if Athel Toralien has fallen, you can expect reinforcements from the 
colonies.’ 


“They have not yet arrived,’ said Caledor. ‘The only cause for delay can be 
reluctance. I fear that with the Naggarothi driven from Elthin Arvan, the 
leaders of the other cities are not so concerned with the fate of Ulthuan.’ 


‘As king you must make it their concern,’ said Anatheria. 
Caledor nodded in half-hearted fashion. 


“We shall see,’ said the king. ‘Let us see what tomorrow brings.’ 
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Tomorrow brought an overcast sky and a chill wind as Dorien and Caledor 
flew south to Vaul’s Anvil, greatest shrine to the crippled Smith God of the 
elves. The evening was settling fast when Caledor saw a bright fire in the 
distance. Situated at the very end of the Dragon Spine range, separated by a 
wide valley from the rest of the mountains, a solitary peak cast its shadow 
over the water’s edge, shrouded with cloud and fume. To the northern slope 
the dragons turned, where steps were carved into the black rock, winding 
back and forth up the steep incline leading to a carved opening flanked by 
two gigantic pillars. Atop the columns were statues of bent-legged Vaul; on 
the left the god of craftsmen laboured over an anvil, a hammer of 
thunderbolts in his hand; on the right he was bound in chains, weeping over 
the Sword of Khaine he had forged. 


Before these pillars landed the dragons. Their arrival did not go unnoticed, 
and acolytes garbed in heavy aprons and thick gloves came out of the 
shrine’s opening to assist the dragon princes in dismounting. 


“Your arrival is unexpected,’ said one of the young elves, his undamaged 
eyes wide with surprise. ‘Is it Hotek you seek?’ 


‘It is,’ said Caledor. ‘Take us to him.’ 


‘He is busy at the moment,’ replied the acolyte. ‘He and the principal 
smiths have been working hard in the inner sanctum. I shall send word that 
you are here.’ 


Caledor permitted himself and Dorien to be led into the caves of the shrine. 
They were taken to a side chamber whose smooth rock walls were covered 
with thick tapestries showing the various labours of Vaul and his priests 
forging weapons for Aenarion. The sound of hammers rang through the 
bare corridors and the smell of sulphur tainted every breath. 


The two princes waited for some time, each keeping his thoughts unsaid, 
until they were stirred by the echo of raised voices. The words could not be 
discerned through the distortion of the shrine’s maze of chambers and 
tunnels, but there was anger in the tone. 


‘Hotek seems displeased to have guests,’ said Dorien with a smile. 


‘This is something more,’ said Caledor, standing up. 
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As the king got to his feet, a scream of pain rang down through the shrine 
followed by panicked cries. Caledor dashed from the chamber, sword drawn 
from his belt, Dorien close behind. 


After a short distance, they came upon another room, lined with barrels. A 
surprised acolyte greeted them with wide eyes. 


‘Where is Hotek?’ demanded Caledor. 


The acolyte dumbly pointed to one of the two doors leading from the other 
side of the room and the Phoenix King ran on as more screams sounded 
from the shrine’s depths. 


They came out into a wide cavern, split by a river of fire over which a 
narrow bridge arched. More statues of Vaul flanked the crossing, each 
bearing the lightning-bolt hammer in upraised fist. On the far side of the 
chasm, through the fire and haze of the lava river, elves clad in the robes 
and accoutrements of priests struggled with each other. 


Caledor dashed across the bridge with Dorien at his heels. Reaching the 
height of the span, he saw two huge bronze doors were open in the wall at 
the far side of the chamber. Beyond flickered the light of furnaces, and he 
could feel the trickle of magic seeping from the open portal. 


Running down the other side of the bridge, Caledor was unsure what was 
happening. There were almost a dozen priests fighting, some with forge 
hammers, others with knives or swords snatched from the armouries. A few 
wrestled with bare hands, trying to drag their opponents towards the fire 
chasm. Four bodies lay between the two sides, blood pooling on the bare 
rock. 


Caledor did not know with which group to side. There were five priests 
holding the path to the open doors and the others were trying to get past. He 
did not know if the traitors were attempting to seize the inner shrine, or if 
they were the ones stopping any interference. 


‘Make way for the Phoenix King,’ bellowed Dorien, running past Caledor 
with sword in hand, answering the question for him. The priests trying to 
get into the sanctum forge parted; the others closed ranks against the 
Caledorian prince. 
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Dorien ducked under a swung hammer and drove the point of his sword into 
the wielder’s gut. Caledor reached him, charging shoulder-first into another 
traitor priest, sending him tumbling to the ground. His sword found the 
priest’s chest, opening up ribs and breastbone with a trail of fire. 


Behind him the other priests rallied, charging into the elves holding the 
door with fierce shouts. The air crackled with magical energy as rune- 
etched blades and hammers clashed. Caledor hacked the leg from another 
foe and leapt over him as he fell. Without a glance at the others, he sprinted 
into the inner sanctum. 


The shrine room was a large cavern overlooking the main crater of Vaul’s 
Anvil. A sea of fire boiled, kept at bay by magical wards, redirected into the 
furnaces lining one side of the temple-forge. There were several anvils and 
workbenches, but at the centre of the room was the main altar-anvil. Gilded 
and carved with runes, it glowed with mystical power, the force of it 
stopping Caledor in his stride. Several acolytes were hurrying out of a side 
entrance, carrying what appeared to be pieces of black armour. 


Caledor spared them only a glance. Behind the altar-anvil stood Hotek. 


He was clad in his ceremonial robes, bare arms covered with enchanted 
torcs and bracelets, an iron collar about his throat. In his left hand he held a 
sword, its blade like a sliver of midnight, a black streak in the air. In his 
right he hefted the Hammer of Vaul, used for the forging of the elves’ 
greatest artefacts, its golden head inscribed with lightning bolts. 


‘Surrender!’ shouted Caledor, taking a step. 


‘Stay where you are,’ warned Hotek, raising the Hammer of Vaul above his 
head. 


“What have you done?’ said the Phoenix King, circling slowly to his right, 
seeking to get between Hotek and the tunnel down which the acolytes had 
fled. 


“Who was it that crippled our god?’ said the priest, a manic edge to his 
voice. ‘Who was it that bound him to his anvil to labour on the deadliest of 
weapons?’ 


‘Khaine,’ replied Caledor, knowing the myth well. 
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‘And who are you to do the same to me?’ said Hotek. ‘Why labour for the 
servant when one can labour for the master?’ 


“You are in league with the druchii,’ said Caledor, taking a few steps closer 
to the priest. 


“The “Dark Ones”?’ laughed Hotek. ‘How simplistic! You are blinded by 
your name-calling. They serve a greater purpose and will see our people 
restored to greatness.’ 


“What purpose?’ asked Caledor, edging closer still. 
‘To rule the world, of course,’ said Hotek. 


‘What did Morathi offer you?’ Caledor was almost within reach of the 
priest, a leap and a slash of his sword away from ending this. He hesitated, 
wanting to hear the reply. He heard a shout from Dorien at the doorway and 
turned briefly to wave him back. ‘What could a servant of Vaul desire?’ 


“The secrets of the dwarfs,’ replied Hotek. ‘I have tried for an age to 
understand the workings of their runes, but they defy me. But with the 
power of true magic, the strength of sorcery, I have prised those secrets 
from the dwarfen trinkets. The power will be mine and with it I shall 
surpass even the Dragontamer in my accomplishments for Vaul.’ 


“You are corrupt,’ said Caledor. ‘Everything you have made is tainted.’ 
The Phoenix King tensed, ready for the lunge. 
‘I am blind but still see your intent,’ shrieked Hotek. ‘I warned you!’ 


The priest brought the hammer down onto the anvil with all his strength. 
The cavern filled with an explosion of light and heat. The shrine 
reverberated with an almighty crack, as if at the centre of a storm cloud, the 
floor and walls shaking with the detonation. Forks of energy flared from the 
anvil, blinding Caledor. A bolt struck him in the shoulder, sending him 
spinning to the ground, sword falling from his numbed grasp. 


Through streaming eyes, Caledor saw Hotek unharmed, running into the 
side tunnel. Dizzy from the wave of power that had smashed into him, the 
Phoenix King stumbled and fell as he tried to get to his feet. He raised a 
gauntlet to his top lip and saw blood on his finger from his nose. His ears 
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rang with the after-echoes of the hammer’s striking and blotches of white 
swam across his vision. 


Rolling over to see how Dorien fared, he saw his brother lying against one 
of the open doors, head to one side. For a moment the Phoenix King feared 
his brother dead, neck snapped, but Dorien moaned weakly and lifted a 
hand to the side of his helm. 


The surviving priests and acolytes came running into the room. Their calls 
came as distant, tinny shrieks and Caledor could not understand a word that 
was Said to him. He allowed himself to be hauled to his feet, head spinning. 
He waved the priests towards the tunnel where Hotek had fled, but they 
shook their heads vehemently, their arguments lost amidst the rushing in 
Caledor’s ears and the pounding of his heart. 


A thorough search of Hotek’s chambers uncovered a series of journals and a 
number of strange artefacts the priests identified as crude experiments in 
rune-forging. The most recent manuscripts were missing, presumably 
removed by Hotek’s followers, but Caledor sat down with the others and 
spent the night reading them while Dorien went with the priests in a search 
of the tunnel labyrinth that criss-crossed the volcanic rock into which the 
shrine had been carved. 


They returned shortly after dawn, reporting failure. 


‘None knows the tunnels better than Hotek,’ said one of the priests. ‘He has 
spent centuries exploring them. I fear he had his escape long-planned and 
even an army would not find him, and we have only two dozen at best to 
search.’ 


“Where do you think he will go?’ said Dorien. 


“To his masters, and mistress, in Nagarythe,’ said Caledor, lifting up a 
journal. ‘Morathi ensnared him with pride and curiosity long before the war 
began. She gave him dwarfen treasures to investigate, a riddle she knew he 
could not solve. When he reported failure, she sent one of her sorceresses to 
aid him. With dark magic they unlocked some of the rune-forging secrets 
and Hotek was trapped upon a traitor’s path.’ 
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‘He has spent many years on a secret labour,’ said the priest, looking 
through one of the leather-bound volumes. ‘He has kept meticulous notes, 
but I cannot decipher many of them; they refer to practices of dark magic 
and sacrifice that I do not understand.’ 


‘He is making a suit of armour,’ said Caledor. ‘I saw his followers fleeing 
with it, and his journal speaks of such an endeavour beginning just as the 
war with the Naggarothi started. For what purpose he did not record. The 
other priests under his control have been using the forge to supply the 
druchii with enchanted weapons, and diverted the arms shipments to 
Nagarythe.’ 


‘It is a long treachery,’ said Dorien, ‘and an injurious one at that.’ 


‘He has taken the Hammer of Vaul,’ added the priest. ‘Without it, our 
forging is much diminished. Hotek was the most accomplished of us, and 
now the greatest enchantments are lost, no doubt to be turned against us by 
the druchii.’ 


‘It is a sour year indeed,’ said Dorien. ‘It seems the forces arrayed against 
us continue to grow, while we are sapped of our strength.’ 


“Yes,’ said Caledor, nodding mournfully. 
“We must find a way to strike back, even the balance,’ said Dorien. 


For the first time since becoming Phoenix King, Caledor felt the task ahead 
impossible. For every victory he had won, the enemy came again. Every 
advantage he thought he possessed—the dragons, the mages of Saphery, the 
power of the Everqueen, the artifices of Vaul—had been taken from him. 
Not in thirteen years of war had he considered defeat, but now he could not 
see how victory might be gained. 


He looked at Dorien, saw faith and determination written in his brother’s 
expression. The priests of Vaul waited expectantly, perhaps with some 
desperation, for the Phoenix’s King’s reply. He had no answer for them. 
There was no grand strategy that would turn the current situation. He felt 
helpless and hopeless, and the burden of duty weighed more heavily upon 
him than ever before. 


‘We fight on,’ he said, the words sounding hollow in his head but bringing 
encouragement to the others. 
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The burning would not stop. It raged in Malekith’s mind long after his body 
was dead to the pain of the flames. Had his father felt like this? Is this what 
drove him to the Sword of Khaine, to escape the touch of Asuryan’s 
blessing? 


The thought calmed the prince of Nagarythe. As his father had endured, so 
would he. What was his torment but another chance to prove his 
superiority? When he next stood before the princes to declare his right to be 
Phoenix King none of them would argue. It would be plain for them to see 
the strength of his character. Who of them could deny that he had passed 
Asuryan’s test? He smiled at the thought, cracked flesh creasing across the 
remains of his face. 


Their resistance was fuelled by jealousy. The usurper, Bel Shanaar, had 
groomed Imrik like a prize stallion, though in truth he was nothing more 
than a plodding mule. The other princes had been blinded to the truth by the 
whispers of Bel Shanaar. When the evidence of Malekith’s acceptance by 
Asuryan was presented, they would see through the falsehoods woven by 
the Caledorian and his supporters. Perhaps even Imrik would bend his knee, 
as Malekith had so graciously done at the foot of Bel Shanaar. 


The curtain surrounding the bed stirred and Morathi bent over him. 
Malekith tried to rise to kiss her cheek but his body failed him. A spasm of 
pain along his spine trapped him beneath the covers, as though a great 
weight was laid upon him. His mouth twisted into a snarl of anguish. 


‘Be still, my beautiful son,’ said Morathi, laying a hand on his brow. ‘I have 
someone you should greet.’ 


An emaciated elf moved up beside Malekith’s mother, face almost white, 
eyes pale and unseeing though they fixed upon the prince. 


‘Greetings, your majesty,’ he said. ‘I am Hotek.’ 


The memory of the name surfaced through the fires of Malekith’s mind. 
The priest of Vaul. The one who would restore him. If he was here, that 
meant... 


‘It is ready?’ said Malekith, voice cracking with joy. ‘It is time?’ 
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‘Not yet,’ said Morathi. ‘Caledor chased Hotek from his shrine and he has 
come to Anlec to finish his work.’ 


‘The interruption, the loss of the shrine, have added perhaps only a year to 
my labours,’ said the priest. ‘Yes, I am confident. Four more years and the 
work will be done.’ 


Four years? The prospect made the flames rage through Malekith’s 
thoughts. Four more years imprisoned within this husk of a body. Four 
more years could see his armies destroyed, his kingdom overthrown. Why 
did the torment have to continue? 


In the chambers below, the elves going about the palace paused as a 
piercing cry of agony and woe rang through the rooms and corridors. 
Shrugging, thinking that Morathi tormented some fresh victim for purpose 
or pleasure, they continued in their work without a second thought. 


Looking at the tips of her fingers, Illeanith wondered if the black stain had 
spread since the day before. Her fingernails were utterly black and the flesh 
of her fingertips a darkening grey, touchless as she tapped them gently 
along the flat of her dagger’s thin blade. It was not just her fingers that 
disturbed her—something sat in the pit of her stomach, a malign presence 
that seemed to be feeding from her, draining her strength and spirit. Only 
the dark magic kept it suppressed, and only the dark magic kept back the 
necrotism crawling up her fingers. 


The gagged sacrifice looked at her with wide tear-filled eyes, the blue of 
them ever so bright in the candlelight. He had stopped struggling against the 
iron chains that bound him to the stone altar and now watched I\leanith 
carefully, eyes returning again and again to the rune-carved knife in her 
hands. 


“Your death will have a greater purpose than your life,’ she told her captive. 
He was a tailor, she remembered. He had once fashioned a silk cloak for her 
father, Thyriol. She looked at his hands, so slender and nimble as they had 
wielded thread and needle. ‘Those lovely fingers, when they twitch their 
last, will bring life back to mine.’ 


He was naked, his skin already prepared with the unguents and runes she 
had learnt from the grimoire. She had studied its pages at length, in secret, 
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and knew many of the incantations by rote. This one was trickier, 
incorporating not just elvish words, but phrases and noises from the Dark 
Tongue, the language of daemons and the beasts of Chaos. 


Illeanith read aloud, moving the point of her knife to the prisoner’s throat. 
She stopped, distracted, trying to remember the unfortunate’s name. It did 
not matter. She pushed aside the thought and started again, this time more 
forcefully, concentrating on every syllable. 


As she spoke, the brands and scars upon the prisoner’s flesh began to weep 
a thin stream of blood. He grunted in pain, teeth gritted, chest heaving. 
Illeanith ignored him, focussing on the enunciation of every verse, ensuring 
that she spoke every word precisely and correctly. She could feel the dark 
magic gathering in the chamber, seeping up from the lower levels of the 
tower like a tree drawing nourishment from its roots. 


The coils of dark energy mingled with the blood, turning it to a deeper red. 
The prisoner was panting heavily, eyes roaming the room as tenebrous 
shapes gathered around the white-painted rafters and shadows coiled across 
the bare pale stones of the walls. 


Finishing her incantation, Illeanith gently slid the dagger into the captive’s 
throat. He gurgled and died, slumping to the slab without any undue fuss. 
Blood bubbled from the wound as the sorceress placed the dagger to one 
side. Illeanith dipped her fingers into the crimson stream and quickly drew a 
rune upon each of her cheeks with the thick fluid. The bloody runes upon 
the body were glowing now, their gleam edged with a disturbing darkness, 
flowing together to form a shifting aura of power. 


‘Mistress!’ 


Illeanith turned, scowling as one of her acolytes burst into the chamber. She 
snapped at him to get out and returned her attention to the ceremony. 


‘Something approaches from the north, mistress,’ said the acolyte. ‘A 
strange cloud that does not move with the wind.’ 


Illeanith stopped just as she was dipping her fingers into the sheen of 
magical energy encasing the body. She took a breath, ignoring the concerns 
that suddenly crowded her thoughts, and wove a sigil with her fingertips. 
Where they passed, her hands left trails of glimmering darkness. 
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She stopped, uttered a few final words and drew the magical energy into 
herself. 


‘It is Saphethion, mistress.’ 


Illeanith knew this already. Now was not the time to be distracted. She 
shuddered, a low mewl escaping her lips as the life force of the dead elf 
flowed into her body. The thing lurking in her gut subsided and she held up 
her hands, watching the greyness recede. Still there was a faint darkness 
about her skin and nails, the corruption not wholly expunged by the spell. 


She turned to her acolyte, picking up her knife. She saw others crowding at 
the doorway. 


‘I said I was not to be interrupted,’ Illeanith told him. 
‘But mistress, Saphethion...’ 


Illeanith rammed the dagger under the acolyte’s ribs, puncturing his lungs. 
He collapsed to the stone floor with a gasp. The sorceress looked at the 
others in her cabal. 


‘No interruptions,’ she snapped. ‘Do you want be torn apart by daemons, or 
dragged to the Realm of Chaos?’ 


“We have to leave here,’ said Andurial. “The floating city will be here 
before dusk.’ 


‘No,’ said Illeanith. ‘We have prepared. We do not run any more.’ 


“We cannot face the might of Saphethion,’ said the sorcerer. ‘It is folly. We 
have not heard from the others. We may be the last of our kin to remain in 
Saphery.’ 


‘And if we leave, we shall never return,’ said Illeanith. She strode out of the 
chamber, Andurial and the adepts falling behind her as she made her way to 
the staircase that spiralled up to the tower’s roof. ‘We shall show them that 
we are not defeated yet. Morathi has promised support and we will not fail 
her.’ 


From the flat roof of the tower, Illeanith could see the length of the valley 
stretching northward. The slopes were covered with snow, a uniform 
blanket of whiteness that lay across the frozen streams and dark boulders, 
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swathed fir forests and hid the caverns and lodges that dotted the 
mountainsides. 


Against the grey sky there was a lighter patch of cloud, tinged with a golden 
gleam that had nothing to do with the sun dipping below the peaks to the 
west. Illeanith watched it for a while, her followers silently standing behind 
her. 


‘Bring up all of the prisoners we have left,’ she said, looking at her 
acolytes. “You know what to do.’ 


“We can still get away,’ said Andurial. ‘The tunnels beneath the tower lead 
to the south. Why stay to be trapped like rats?’ 


“They killed my son!’ snarled Illeanith. ‘He killed my son, his own 
grandson. I will make him pay for such a crime with blood. Cease your 
cowardly doubts and begin the preparations.’ 


From his own pinnacle at the heart of Saphethion, Thyriol looked south 
towards the citadel jutting from the forested slope of Anul Tinrainnith. He 
could feel the dark magic that haunted this place and knew that he had 
correctly divined Illeanith’s hiding place. She was the last of the sorcerers 
and sorceresses that had turned against him. And she had come here, to the 
tower where she had been born. It was so predictable, Thyriol was a little 
disappointed. 


In the valley below, covered by the shadow of the floating city, four 
thousand archers and spearmen marched towards the tower. Thyriol 
suspected that Illeanith had followers of her own who would fight—cultists 
and agents of the undergods, friends who had remained loyal after her 
treachery, locals bewitched or threatened into service. For all that, the ruler 
of Saphery knew that this battle was unlikely to be decided by an arrow or 
spearpoint. Magic was the weapon both sides had employed, and it was 
magic that had laid waste to so much of his kingdom. 


Even though it was his daughter he faced, Thyriol had no thought of mercy 
for the sorceress he was to face. She was blighted by her hunger for power, 
and countless were the lives that had been taken on her quest to master the 
darker arts. Thyriol could detect the taint of blood sacrifice in the winds of 
magic. 
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As the sun was almost set, the sky coloured deep red and purple to the west, 
Saphethion reached the tower. Thousands of magical lanterns gleamed from 
the windows of the city, creating an artificial field of multicoloured stars 
over the valley. 


The tower also shone, with light of unnatural yellow hue and forbidding 
red. The ruddy glow dappled the snow-tipped trees and reflected from the 
icy slopes above. 


In the chambers beneath the palace, the mages of Thyriol gathered to begin 
their work. He could picture them now, gathered in a circle around the giant 
crystal at the centre of Saphethion, clad in white robes, laden with charms 
and bracelets, crowns and rings; the chanting would be calm and quiet, 
slowly drawing the magic of the world into the shining diamond-like heart 
of the city. 


In contrast the mountainside and the tower’s courtyard echoed with pained 
screams and shrill incantations. Thyriol felt the chuming of dark magic 
below as his followers brought Saphethion closer to the citadel. Beasts of 
the mountains bayed and howled as they were let free to run amok in the 
valley. Hoarse shouts announced the emergence of a column of black- 
armoured warriors from the tower’s gate, their jagged spearpoints gleaming 
in the flickering light of torches. 


He let his mind touch upon that of Menreir, who was leading the ceremony 
within the city’s depths. All was ready and he commanded his followers to 
unleash the power of Saphethion’s heart. 


Magic crackled across the city, leaping in sparks and bolts from the tips of 
the towers, crackling along a latticework of crystal woven into the structure 
of every building upon Saphethion’s craggy foundation. The city shone like 
a star for a moment as the magic blazed along streets and across rooftops. 


The crystal lodes within the city’s bedrock glittered into life, bathing the 
tower below with white light. Thyriol gave the order and the mages 
unleashed the fury of Saphery. 


Blue lightning rained down upon the tower, forks of magical energy 
streaming from the underside of Saphethion. Bricks exploded and roof tiles 
shattered, stones crumbled and flagstones erupted into splinters under the 
onslaught. The magical storm raged across the walls and towers, flaring in 
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intensity before dimming and then flaring again. Gatehouses collapsed, 
their thick doors turned to ash, their ramparts hurled into the air. 


Yet the central spire remained untouched, surrounded by a miasma of 
curling black energy that leached away the power of the magical onslaught. 
Illeanith knew well the power of Saphethion, had learnt the enchantments 
that powered the city, and had devised counterspells to protect her cabal. 


More than this, she knew the city’s weaknesses too. 


Thyriol felt the surge of dark magic and almost retched at the sensation as 
dozens of sacrifices were made, their bloody, horrific deaths sending a pulse 
of noxious energy through the winds of magic. 


Balls of fire erupted from Illeanith’s towers, hurled upwards on columns of 
dark energy powered by the blood of the slain. They crashed into the rock 
of Saphethion, smashing the crystal conduits, shattering the geodes and 
channels that linked the city’s magical web together. 


For a long time the two sides battled, exchanging lightning and fire that 
melted the snow and set fires in the forest on the slope above the tower. The 
sounds of fighting drifted up from the valley where Thyriol’s soldiers met 
the followers of Illeanith. 


Saphethion slid over the tower like an eclipse in reverse, obscuring the 
citadel from Thyriol’s view. The city shuddered with the impact of every 
magical bolt and hummed with the power of high magic. Around him the 
mages fought for control of the winds of magic, wrestling with the 
followers of Illeanith below, each trying to draw in more power than the 
other. Thyriol had his mages and the crystal heart of Saphethion; Illeanith 
had her cabal with their bloody knives and a seemingly endless stream of 
victims to sacrifice. 


Slowly Thyriol won the duel, the vortex raging and swirling around the 
floating city as he struggled for control. The fires from the tower 
diminished and then died out altogether, yet still the dark shield around the 
central keep held firm against the renewed storm of Saphethion. 


Thyriol called for the attack to cease and left his tower for the courtyard. 
Here servants waited with his pegasus. Mounting the winged steed, the 
Sapherian prince flew high above Saphethion, joined by dozens of lesser 
mages on the backs of giant eagles and more pegasi. 
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With blazing staff in hand, he signalled for them to descend on the tower. 


Illeanith watched the mages cascading over the edge of the city towards her, 
each holding a gleaming staff and burning sword. 


She had miscalculated. 


“Turn them back,’ she snapped at her followers. She waved a dagger at the 
remaining sacrifices, no more than a dozen left amidst the slaughter atop the 
tower. ‘Use them all.’ 


She hurried down the stairs to her chambers as the snap of magical 
lightning and the shriek of the sacrifices erupted from the tower roof. 
Wrapping a thick cloak about her shoulders, she hastily filled a bag with 
books and sorcerous accoutrements. The sounds of her adepts dying rang 
down from above and she quickened her pace, dashing down the steps 
towards the catacombs. The tower shuddered again, sending plaster dust 
showering from the ceiling. Debris filled the stairways and passages, and 
twice she had to use her powers to clear a route, blasting through the 
obstacles with raw bolts of magic. 


As Illeanith descended the ebb and flow of magic increased. The stones of 
the tower vibrated with energy and the air was thick with dark power 
seeping up from the rocks below. Flames crackled and unnatural wails 
sounded from above. 


She heard her father shouting her name, his voice echoing along galleries 
and down stairwells. [lleanith did not hesitate in her flight, slamming shut a 
portcullis behind her with a wave of her hand as she ran into a rough-hewn 
chamber under the citadel. With a few prepared words, she muttered an 
incantation as she ran. The rock walls throbbed with power and the ground 
rumbled for several heartbeats. With a deafening crack the ceiling behind 
her collapsed, sealing the vault. 


Ahead the dark tunnels stretched under the mountains. She pulled a wand 
from her belt and its tip gleamed with power, the light bouncing from moist 
walls and the uneven, puddle-littered floor. The drip and trickle of water 
was everywhere. 


1221 XRN 


It was not the end she had anticipated, but she was not yet dead. Illeanith 
was not so proud that she could not admit defeat. One day she would 
avenge herself upon her father. 


As she reached a fork in the tunnels she felt the surge of magic and heard a 
pounding against the rockfall she had created. Her pursuers were not far 
behind and it was a long way to Nagarythe. 
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SIXTEEN 
A New Power 


As before, the war had ground to a stalemate. Still reeling from the shock of 
Hotek’s betrayal, Caledor was heartened by news from Saphery. Thyriol 
and his mages had triumphed over the druchii and driven them from the 
kingdom, though much of Saphery had been devastated by the magical 
battles that had raged and most of the dark practitioners, including his 
daughter, had survived to blight the world with their evil magic. The 
sorcerers and sorceresses had fled, presumably to Nagarythe, and the prince 
was quick to invite Caledor to a fresh council in his palaces to discuss their 
next move. 


The princes gathered at Caledor’s summons, and they marvelled at the 
floating citadel of Thyriol. Though its white towers bore the scars of bitter 
fighting, the huge gliding edifice was awe-inspiring as it lifted from the 
ground, the assembled princes on the palace balconies with their retinues 
watching the world drop away below them. 


As the castle drifted over the hills of Saphery, Thyriol called the council 
together. Representatives from all of the kingdoms save for Nagarythe and 
Tiranoc were present; even Yvraine had deigned to send a delegation to 
speak on her behalf, though for the most part they spoke only to say that the 
Everqueen could do little else to help in the war and all of her attention was 
focussed on the rebirth of Avelorn. She had done it before, after the war of 
the daemons, and seemed content to let the war rage across Ulthuan without 
further interference. 


Pledges were renewed, by Caledor and the princes. The sacrifice of 
Cothique had been a hard blow to the princes, who had feared that their 
own kingdoms would suffer a similar fate. True to his word, Caledor had 
not allowed the druchii to spread beyond Cothique, and with the securing of 
Saphery there was general consensus that the war in the eastern kingdoms 
had reached a plateau. This was not to the liking of Tithrain. 


“You speak as if we were at peace,’ said the prince of Cothique. ‘My people 
still suffer misery and torment at the hands of the Khainite horde unleashed 
upon them. Do not make the same mistakes we did and believe the threat 
has passed. One day, maybe not for many years but as sure as the sun rises, 
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the druchii will bore of the sport they make of my people. They will come 
for yours, and where then should I lend my support?’ 


“You make a good point,’ said Finudel. ‘I would gladly lead the army of 
Ellyrion across the Inner Sea and attack from Saphery. If others strike from 
Yvresse, we would trap the druchii between us and see to their destruction 
for good.’ 


‘A worthy plan,’ said Carvalon. ‘As neighbour to Cothique, Yvresse does 
not sleep soundly knowing that the druchii could be at our doors at any 
time. Give me a year and I will assemble as many companies as I can. I will 
draw such troops from the colonies as can be spared’ 


‘A year?’ cried Tithrain. ‘A year more of torture and sacrifice for those I 
swore to protect!’ 


‘A year,’ repeated Carvalon. He looked at the other princes and received 
nods of agreement, and finally turned to Caledor. ‘If the Phoenix King 
wishes it, of course.’ 


Caledor regarded the faces of those sat in Thyriol’s throne room. He saw 
determination, expressions grown hard from the time he had first set eyes 
on many of them more than a decade before. Then, at the outset of the war, 
the threat had seemed distant, perhaps even imagined. Now they had all 
seen the menace posed by the druchii. The marshalling of armies was 
quickening, as the common folk of every realm suffered daily the tales of 
woe brought about by the Naggarothi. Those who had long professed a love 
of peace were now resigned to bloodshed. 


‘I agree,’ said Caledor. ‘A year from now, the kingdoms will join together 
as we should have done long ago. We will drive the enemy from Cothique. 
When that is done, we shall turn our eyes westwards and free Tiranoc from 
its overlords. Nagarythe shall be isolated.’ 


The year passed without great incident. Rumour abounded of fighting in 
Nagarythe, and Caledor heard stories that the followers of Alith Anar had 
renewed their war against Morathi’s troops. As the princes lent their full 
backing to Caledor and used all of their political might and skill, ships of 
elves came back across the Great Ocean, from Elthin Arvan and further 
afield, ready to serve the Phoenix King. Most were of second and third 
generation colonists, who were setting foot on Ulthuan for the first time. 
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They brought a strange atmosphere of optimism, their visions of their 
homeland coloured with nostalgia, free from the taint of war’s reality. 


The druchii were not entirely idle. They continued to make forays into 
Chrace, seeking to take the kingdom and link Cothique with Nagarythe by 
land; the Eataine fleet still ruled the seas and frequently intercepted ships 
taking supplies back to the Naggarothi kingdom from the occupied eastern 
lands. 


From those freed in these boarding actions, the Phoenix King’s followers 
learned of the terrors unleashed upon Cothique. The druchii were ruled over 
by a savage Khainite priestess called Hellebron, herself a child of the 
colonies. The populace had been enslaved, set to work in the fields and 
mines with whips upon their backs, to provide food and ore for Nagarythe. 
All resistance had been broken. Any elf that so much as looked wrongly at 
the druchii overseers was dragged to the temples of Khaine that had sprung 
up across the kingdom. 


Fear ruled Cothique and the slaves believed they had been abandoned. 
Without hope of succour, many had turned to the druchii way, embracing 
their dark worship of the cytharai, and so turned upon family and friends. 


It was this news that most disturbed Caledor. The slightest hint that 
cooperation with the druchii was possible could not be allowed. The 
alliance between the kingdoms was fragile. A fresh setback would splinter 
everything that had been built, common cause divided by selfish interest. 


Caledor did not sleep well for that year. He expected to hear of a new 
druchii attack at any moment, and since the episode at Vaul’s Anvil, he 
suffered occasional seizures of the mind and body brought about by after- 
effects from the blast of the Hammer of Vaul. He missed Thyrinor’s 
friendly counsel, and longed for the solitude he had once enjoyed. He 
returned once to Tor Caled, but could not find respite from his worries; 
Dorien and the rest of his family were a constant source of distraction and 
interruption, and after only a few short days Caledor left for the sanctuary 
of the Isle of the Flame. 


The ministrations of Mianderin and his priests did little to improve the 
Phoenix King’s disposition, but at least the Shrine of Asuryan was quiet. 
The silent Phoenix Guard continued their vigil, but their presence, and their 
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reluctance to speak of his fate, added to Caledor’s frustrations. He spent a 
long time standing on the shore, looking out across the calm waters of the 
Inner Sea, seeking some source of stability, some spark of hope. 


Mianderin found him there one day, gazing at the sunset. 

‘Not even Aenarion knew such troubles as you,’ said the high priest. 

“You knew him?’ replied Caledor, surprised. 

‘No,’ said Mianderin, with a lopsided smile. ‘I was speaking figuratively.’ 


The Phoenix King snorted with disappointment and returned to looking at 
the orange-dappled waves. 


‘The enemy was clear for Aenarion,’ the priest continued, ignoring 
Caledor’s rebuff. ‘When we fight ourselves, when do we know we have 
been victorious?’ 


Caledor said nothing, but stopped short of telling the priest to leave him 
alone. 


‘What you fight is a taint, a malaise of the spirit,’ said Mianderin, stepping 
up beside the Phoenix King. ‘It is not something you can pierce with a spear 
or cut with a sword. Aenarion was victorious not because of the weapons he 
wielded, but because of the symbol he became. He could not defeat the 
daemons alone, but he fought and that inspired others. They invested him 
with their hopes, and that made them real.’ 


“You have a point?’ snapped Caledor. 


‘A question,’ replied the priest. ‘Why does the Phoenix King hide here, 
away from his subjects?’ 


Caledor turned and began to walk up the white beach, his back to 
Mianderin. He had little time for pointless philosophy. 


‘Think about it,’ the high priest called after him. ‘When you know the 
answer to that question, you will know what to do!’ 


Caledor returned to Yvresse to find a host of warriors awaiting him. True to 
their oaths, the princes had striven to provide him with an army worthy of 
the Phoenix King. Nearly thirty thousand elves awaited his command; ten 
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thousand more were with Thyriol and Finudel in Saphery, ready to march 
across the mountains and attack from the west. 


Battle-plans were laid and messenger hawks flew back and forth between 
the armies as Caledor finalised his strategy. His army would strike fast 
along the coast, supplied by the Lothern fleet. Cut off from their ships, the 
druchii would be caught between Caledor’s force and the army arriving 
from Saphery. As a last measure, Koradrel was despatched back to Chrace 
to shore up the defences of his kingdom, lest the druchii launch an offensive 
from Nagarythe to link up with their army beset in Cothique. 


The appointed day came, early in the summer. Caledor felt something of his 
old pride as he mounted Maedrethnir and watched the column moving 
along the coastal road. Years of reaction and inaction had sapped his will, 
but on this morning he felt in control of his destiny again. Should the 
campaign go well, his army would be well poised to march through Chrace 
and take the fight to Nagarythe. 


Two dragons had been sent to Chrace and two more to Saphery. The rest of 
the dragon riders took to the skies alongside their king, Dorien amongst 
them, and for the first time in many years Caledor was greeted by cheers 
from the elves below. 


The Phoenix King looked down at the winding river of silver and white 
moving between the deep blue of the sea and the lush green of Yvresse’s 
forested hills. From on high he remembered the beauty of an army on the 
march; for a moment he was happy. The feeling passed as he remembered 
he marched not against savage beastmen or crude orcs, but against his 
fellow elves. The thought did not sadden him, but roused in him a deep 
resentment. The ambition of the Naggarothi had turned him into a kinslayer, 
and for that he could never forgive them. 


The army crossed into Cothique unopposed. What they found was more 
disheartening than any army set to fight them. Villages lay ruined, the doors 
of houses and farms broken in, occupants dragged from their homes. Fresh 
bodies littered the roads and fields. Huge flocks of crows and other carrion 
eaters wheeled in the skies, while the settlements the elves came across 
were almost overrun with swarms of rats gorged on the feast left by the 
druchii. 
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There seemed no sense to the slaughter. Fields had not been razed and the 
storehouses had not been looted. Some of the dead showed signs of ritual 
sacrifice, chest splayed open and organs removed and piles of burned 
bones, but most were simply slain and left to rot, throats slit and guts carved 
open. 


As they moved further into the kingdom, the presence of Khaine’s worship 
became more pronounced. Caledor’s followers came across shrines 
bedecked with bones and entrails, the altar stones notched with many 
strikes of the sacrificial knives. Here the pyres had burned high, and 
mounds of blackened bones dotted the countryside. All cheer at the 
prospect of reclaiming Cothique drained away and the elves marched in 
stolid silence; there were some that were overcome by what they witnessed 
and broke down in tears, unable to continue the march. 


In the larger towns, the carnage was even worse. Squares and plazas were 
choked with the dead, from newborn to elder. The cobbles were stained red 
with blood, the walls daubed with gore in the shape of Khaine’s runes. 
Caledor despatched Carathril and several other messengers back to Yvresse, 
to seek out priests and priestesses of Ereth Khial to come and make proper 
preparation of the dead. Caledor did not envy them the task, and knew that 
many years hence the survivors of Cothique would still be burying their 
dead. 


For several days they marched, and met no resistance. Here and there they 
came across stunned survivors who had hidden in caves and woods. Some 
had buried themselves beneath the mounds of the dead to avoid the 
murderous attention of the druchii. They described the orgies of 
bloodletting that had swept across the kingdom since the turn of spring. 
Whole villages had been cut down as the druchii had rampaged through the 
woods and fields. 


It was senseless, even for the atrocities of Khainites; slaying for its own 
sake. 


As more days passed, it became clear that the druchii had not long 
abandoned Cothique. Further north there were more refugees, first in their 
dozens, then the hundreds, coming down from the high mountains. 
Caledor’s host joined with Finudel and Thyriol’s army, who brought with 
them more than three thousand more elves who had fled the massacre. 
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“They have been recalled to Nagarythe,’ said Thyriol. “To what purpose, I 
do not know.’ 


‘Why such slaughter?’ asked Athielle, who remained stern-faced despite the 
horrors encountered. 


‘Rage,’ replied Thyriol. “The Khainites struck out in blind rage, perhaps 
angered by the call back to Nagarythe. Knowing they were going to leave, 
they resolved to kill as many as possible before they went.’ 


The grim news did not cease. They came to Anirain, the capital, and found 
it a burned husk, the walls cast down, every building razed nearly to the 
foundations. The tangled mass of bodies in every home and shop, every 
tower and palace gave testament to what had happened; locked inside by 
the Khainites, more than ten thousand elves had been burned alive as their 
city was put to the torch. Such was the chamel stench that the army was 
forced to move away; desertions amongst the companies increased 
significantly as distraught elves fled back to their homes in their hundreds. 


Caledor’s mood matched the devastation that surrounded him. Eight days 
earlier he had found a glimmer of optimism, a seed of hope that might be 
nurtured into victory. Such thoughts were far from his mind as he watched 
soldiers with scarves wrapped across their faces carrying the dead from the 
ruins; a labour that seemed like it would take an age. 


His anger was spent. There was no ire left for those who had committed 
such slaughter, its scale too vast to comprehend, its evil too dark to 
contemplate. Caledor took himself away from the army and with 
Maedrethnir flew up into the mountains. Asking leave of the dragon, he 
found a quiet mountain lake and sat at its rim, staring at his reflection. 


He wept for the whole night. From sunset to sunrise, Caledor gave vent to 
the grief that had built within him for thirteen years. He shed tears for the 
dead, for his cousin Thyrinor and the thousands of others whose lives had 
been claimed. He cried for his son, for a world he would grow into that 
allowed such things to pass. And at the last, the Phoenix King of the elves 
wept for himself, out of pity and weakness and raw despair. 


When the sun rose, he gathered his thoughts and flew back to his army. The 
world had not ended and the druchii had not yet won. The withdrawal of the 
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army from Cothique clearly signalled some new shift in the war; one for 
which Caledor was determined to be prepared. 


The lamenting of the prisoners rebounded from the rough stone walls, 
moans and wails of misery amplified by the great dungeon in which they 
were chained. Several black-robed elves stood over the captives with 
curved daggers in hand, the blades shining with grim runes. 


In one wall a cell housed a furnace, its coals kept hot by a bellows worked 
by two scar-backed slaves. Beside the forge stood Hotek in his full panoply, 
the Hammer of Vaul in hand, a sheaf of parchments in the other. He studied 
his notes as Morathi swept into the room followed by three sorceresses. 
Behind them came more slaves, their eyes put out so they could not see the 
burden they carried. 


On a bier strapped to the bent backs of the elves rode Malekith. His wasted 
form was propped up by silk cushions, a blood-flecked sheet across him to 
hide his ravaged body. His eyes stared from a mask of blackened flesh, and 
the prisoners’ wailing increased in volume at the hideous sight. At 
Morathi’s command, the slaves lowered the prince’s seat in the centre of the 
chamber before being driven out of the dungeon by the lashes of their 
overseer. 


‘He will need to stand,’ said Hotek, glancing with dead eyes at the reclining 
prince. 


‘I cannot,’ whispered Malekith. ‘The flames took my strength from me.’ 


‘Not for much longer,’ said the priest of Vaul with a sly smile. ‘Soon you 
will be stronger than ever.’ 


‘I will give you the strength,’ said Morathi. 


She strode up to one of the prisoners and grabbed her long hair, dragging 
the bedraggled elf to her feet. With her other hand, Morathi gestured to the 
acolyte beside her and received the adept’s dagger. 


The sorceress-queen began an incantation, the words harsh, spat from 
reddened lips like curses. The prisoner writhed weakly in her grasp, eyes 
roaming the dungeon for escape. With a quick gesture, Morathi drew the 
dagger across her captive’s throat and handed it back to the acolyte. 
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Holding up the drooping corpse by the hair, she cupped her free hand and 
filled it with blood gushing from the wound. This she swallowed, smearing 
her face with crimson. 


A tenebrous presence coalesced around the dead girl, snakes of shadow 
coiling about her, probing the open wound in her throat. Morathi dragged 
the body across to Malekith, leaving a trail of blood on the bare stone floor. 
The shadow-creature followed, tendrils drifting as it did so, seeking the life 
fluid it craved. 


‘Drink,’ said Morathi, using her hand again to catch some of the blood, 
holding it to Malekith’s lipless mouth. He lapped at the red liquid like an 
animal, painfully gulping it down. 


The shadow slithered along Morathi’s arm, tinged with droplets of blood, 
sliding across her shoulders to rear up beside Malekith. The formless thing 
wavered for a moment, dabbing its incorporeal limbs at the blood on the 
prince’s fleshless chin. When these drops were gone, it contracted, sliding 
into his open mouth. 


Malekith gasped and shuddered, rocking left and right on the bier. His 
lidless eyes stared at his mother as clenched fists beat at his side. With 
another rattling hiss, the prince slumped back, fingers twitching. He lay 
motionless for a moment. 


Malekith’s quiet laugh silenced the plaintive noises of the prisoners, chilling 
their hearts. With deliberate care, the prince sat up, pushing aside the 
bloodstained sheet. 


‘Life from life,’ he said, some of the timbre returned to his voice. 
‘Tt is fleeting,’ warned Morathi, taking her son’s offered hand. 


He swung one leg from the bier and then the other. With his mother’s 
support, Malekith stood, swaying uncertainly. Morathi released her grip and 
stepped back. The prince took a faltering step, and another, all the while his 
haunting chuckle echoing from the walls. As his strength returned, he 
straightened and turned to face Hotek. 


‘I am ready.’ 


The priest nodded and signalled to his attendants. Each of them carried a 
piece of blackened metal, curved and rune-encrusted. Some were 
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recognisable: breastplate, vambraces, gorget, gauntlets. Others seemed 
utterly alien, strangely shaped, trailing sheets of black mail or fixed with 
awkwardly angled hinges. 


The first piece was put into the furnace. The slaves were whipped to 
increase their labours at the bellows. Muttering prayers to Vaul, Hotek 
fanned the flames with magic, until they burned white-hot. Reaching his 
bare hand into the fires, he retrieved the piece of armour. Impervious to the 
heat, he carried it to Malekith, who watched the proceedings with the 
remains of his brow knotted in concentration. 


‘This will burn,’ said Hotek. 
Malekith’s reply was a shrill laugh, tinged with madness. 
‘I can burn no more,’ whispered the prince. ‘Do it!’ 


An acolyte brought forwards a smoking rivet in a pair of tongs. Hotek and 
his assistant crouched, the priest placing the hot piece of metal against 
Malekith’s flesh with a hiss of vapour. Malekith giggled. 


‘Now,’ said Hotek. 


The acolyte pushed the rivet into place. With a few whispered words of 
enchantment, Hotek struck lightly with the Hammer of Vaul, tapping the hot 
rivet through its prepared hole and into the bone of Malekith. 


The prince snarled with pain, and swayed for a moment. He wished he 
could close his eyes. Instead he set his mind aside, going to the place he had 
created for himself in the cold depths of his thoughts. 


He pictured himself on a golden throne, wearing his father’s armour. Prince 
after prince came forwards, kneeling to kiss his booted feet while a chorus 
of maidens sang Malekith’s praises. The sun shone down upon the 
ceremony, casting stark shadows. In a nearby cage something insubstantial 
writhed; the shade of Bel Shanaar brought back from Mirai to witness the 
coronation of the true Phoenix King. 


With a start, Malekith was dragged back to reality. Two bodies lay at his 
feet. His body burned with fresh fire, but it was no more than he had grown 
used to. Acolytes moved around him, painting blood from the sacrifices into 
the runes carved upon the pieces of armour put in place, following each curl 
and line with brushes made of elven hair. 
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His lower legs and feet were clad in the smoking black iron. He did not 
remember lifting his feet, but realised he must have done so. He could feel 
the rivets hammered into heel and toe and laughed at the thought of being 
shod like a warhorse. 


There was chanting. His mother looked on silently, but her adepts’ words 
swished around the chamber, verses overlapping, creating an arrhythmic 
harmony of magic. More rivets were driven into the scrawny flesh of his 
thighs, and links were riveted into place through the sides of his knees. 


The pain was becoming too intense again as more of the hot metal was 
placed against his flesh. It was a physical pain, nothing like the soul-searing 
agony of Asuryan’s blessing, but it was pain nonetheless and he retreated 
from it. 


A thousand white doves flew into the blue skies to mark his ascension to 
rulership, while a thousand clarions rang out his tribute. 


When next he perceived clearly what was happening, he was clad from foot 
to neck in the armour. Every part of him trembled. He could feel the energy 
of the spirit he had consumed slipping away. 


“Too soon,’ he muttered. ‘I am falling.’ 


Morathi hurriedly beckoned to an adept, who sacrificed another captive and 
brought the blood to Malekith in a cup of ancient silver. Malekith took the 
cup and then stopped. He realised he had not held a thing for more than a 
decade. He examined the fingers of his new hand, each perfectly 
articulated. He recognised the dwarf-work that inspired the design and 
smiled to himself. Even now, his great adventures of the past were still 
bearing fruit. 


Drinking the blood, enjoying the flex of the armoured arm as if it were his 
own flesh, he dropped into pleasant memory; sharing a goblet of wine with 
his good friend, the High King Snorri Whitebeard. 


He remembered the old dwarf’s confused expression. The taste of elven 
wine was nothing like the brewing of the dwarfs. Snorri had gulped down 
the glass in one draught. Malekith poured him another and told him to 
savour it, to let it roll across his tongue and moisten the inside of his cheeks. 
Always ready to try something new, the High King did as was suggested, 
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making great exhibition of swishing the liquid in and out of his cheeks. He 
tossed back his head and gargled, making Malekith laugh with surprise. 


Smacking his lips, Snorri... 
Snorri was dead. 


The memory changed and Malekith’s heart sank. He knew that part of him 
had died with that noble dwarf. Not since had Malekith allowed himself to 
trust anyone as he had trusted Snorri; not since had he ever allowed himself 
to know the weakness of friendship. It was too painful, the heartache of 
loss, and Malekith had lost himself in his grief. 


The fires flared anew and Malekith was brought back to the present. A film 
of red covered his vision. His own blood, he realised. 


He blinked. 


The simple motion caused him immeasurable joy. The thinnest slivers of 
black metal had been fashioned into eyelids. Malekith blinked again, and 
then closed his eyes. He enjoyed the darkness and more time passed. 


‘It is done,’ announced Hotek. 


Malekith flexed his arms and bent his legs, trying out his new body. It felt 
like his own flesh, though the burning had not lessened. Half a dozen dead 
elves lay sprawled at his feet, throats slit, their blood anointed upon his 
forged form. He could feel their spirits sliding around him, trapped within 
the runes of the armour. 


‘Not finished,’ he said. ‘My crown.’ 


Hotek looked confused and turned to Morathi for explanation. She 
summoned an acolyte who brought forth a velvet cushion on which was 
placed a circlet of dull grey metal, spikes jutting at strange angles like a 
crown conceived by a lunatic. 


Morathi reached a hand towards it, but Malekith grabbed her wrist. She 
howled in pain and tore free from his grip, backing away. There were burns 
on her flesh. 


“You cannot touch it,’ said Malekith. ‘It is not yours, it is mine.’ 
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He took up the Circlet of Iron. It felt icy cold to his touch. While Morathi 
fussed over her burnt wrist, Malekith raised the strange crown to his head 
and placed it on his brow. 


‘Weld it,’ said the prince. ‘Make it a piece of the helm.’ 


Hotek did as he was bid, striking more rivets into Malekith’s skull before 
securing the circlet in place with molten metal. Malekith reached up and 
tugged at the circlet, assuring himself that it could not be removed. 


Satisfied, his closed his eyes again. He let his thoughts free from his body, 
tasting the dark magic seething around the dungeon chamber. He felt the 
inrushing of power and rode the wave of energy, spearing up through the 
roof of the chamber, passing through the many floors of his father’s palace 
like a meteor called back to the stars. Anlec dwindled below him and he 
shifted from the plane of mortals into a realm of pure magic. 


As at the first time he had worn the circlet, he looked at the Realm of 
Chaos, the domain of the Chaos Gods. On this occasion he had no fear. He 
materialised in his armoured form, burning white hot, his presence blazing 
across the dominions of the Chaos Gods as a challenge. 


Sentiences not of any mortal recognition stirred. Malekith felt their 
attention slowly drawn towards him. 


‘IT am Malekith!’ he declared. A flaming sword appeared in his hand. ‘Son 
of Aenarion, the daemons’ bane. Hear my name and know me, the rightful 
king of the elves!’ 


As a comet of power, he plunged back to his body. The runes of his armour 
exploded with dark flames as he re-entered his artificial form. He opened 
his metal eyelids, revealing orbs of black fire. 


He looked down at the elves around him. They seemed small and 
insignificant. His voice echoed strangely from the mask of his helm, filling 
the room. 


‘I have returned,’ he declared. ‘Pay homage to me.’ 


All present fell to their knees, instantly obedient to his words; save one, 
who fixed him with an expression of utter happiness. 
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‘Hail Malekith!’ cried Morathi, golden tears streaming down her face. ‘Hail 
the Witch King of Ulthuan!’ 
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SEVENTEEN 
More Blood on the Plains 


It was too much to believe that the ambition of Morathi and the druchii had 
been finally thwarted, though there were some amongst the princes that 
believed the abandonment of Cothique signalled as much. Carvalon and 
Tithrain were the chief proponents of this view, arguing that the druchii 
army had surely been withdrawn to shore up the defence of their home 
kingdom. They went as far as to suggest that embassies be sent to 
Nagarythe to initiate discussions for an accord. 


Caledor was far from convinced by this argument and warned that not until 
Morathi had been slain and the druchii brought to their knees would they 
ever consider any kind of peace. It was a difficult debate, made all the 
harder for the Phoenix King by his own desire to end the war. 


‘It would be the easy answer to believe we are on the brink of victory,’ he 
confided in Thyriol one evening. 


The two of them shared a jug of wine on a balcony of the mage’s floating 
palace, looking down across the moonlit Inner Sea. So tranquil was the 
scene, it was almost possible to forget the woes of the past thirteen years. 
Almost, but not quite. Caledor could not rid himself of the things he had 
seen, especially the carnage he had witnessed in Cothique. 


Thyriol seemed much changed by his personal battles too. His daughter and 
grandson had turned against him, and he had slain the latter. Several mages 
Thyriol had once counted close allies, friends even, had been corrupted by 
the lure of dark magic, and sorrow lay heavily on the Sapherian ruler as he 
stood beside Caledor at the rail, his shoulders sagging, back bent as if weary 
with burden. 


‘I must concur with your assessment,’ said Thyriol. He let out a drawn sigh 
and swirled the wine in his goblet, eyes gazing into the distance. ‘We face a 
foe every bit as irrational and determined as the daemons. They will not 
capitulate and they will not accept an easy peace. Part of me thinks you 
should allow an embassy, if only so that its failure will curb these false 
hopes that erode the resolve of our allies.’ 


‘That would be unwise,’ said Caledor. ‘Any hint of weakness will be seized 
upon by the druchii. And such entreaty will simply offer them an 
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opportunity for manipulation. I would rather some of the princes harbour 
doubts than give our enemies a means to divide us even more.’ 


“You are right, I am thinking poorly,’ said Thyriol. 


The ancient mage fell silent and for a change it was Caledor that felt the 
need to speak, to fill the quiet to avoid the company of his own bleak 
thoughts. 


“We have achieved nothing,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘So many deaths, so 
much devastation, and for no gain by either side. Again I must wait, fearful 
of what the druchii will attempt next. How is it that a single kingdom can be 
a match for the rest of Ulthuan?’ 


‘Greed and dread,’ replied Thyriol. “The druchii fall into two groups. There 
are those who serve their personal greed, their desire for power and 
dominion. There is another part, who fear their rulers, Morathi most of all, 
and know that to despoil and to fight is a better fate than the one that awaits 
them if they disobey. Such are the benefits of tyranny.’ 


Caledor gulped down his wine. He was a little drunk and in a more 
melancholy mood than even was usual for him. He leaned over the rail and 
looked down, past the edge of the hovering citadel, seeing the moon- 
dappled waves lapping gently at the Sapherian coast. 


‘I do not regret our decision,’ said Thyriol. 
‘What decision?’ said Caledor, eyes fixed on the shore. 


“To make you Phoenix King,’ said the mage. ‘You are the best of us, 
Caledor.’ 


‘I was the best choice,’ agreed the Phoenix King. ‘I wonder if this could 
have been prevented if I had acted sooner.’ 


‘None of us could foresee Malekith’s madness,’ said Thyriol. ‘Of all the 
princes, you were the most reluctant to let the Naggarothi scheme and plot.’ 


‘But I did not act,’ said Caledor. ‘Had I agreed to be Bel Shanaar’s general, 
perhaps this war might have been avoided.’ 


‘I do not disagree,’ said Thyriol. ‘It was a selfish act, but no more selfish 
than many others that were undertaken at the time.’ 
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The mage-prince took Caledor’s cup and moved to a low table, refilling 
both goblets with the last of the wine. He turned and offered the drink to the 
Phoenix King. 


“You are not prone to regrets,’ said Thyriol. ‘It does not suit you to start 
wearing them now. When the future seems so dark, it is tempting to regress 
to the past and relive our mistakes rather than face the present. It is not in 
your nature to do that, I feel.’ 


‘No,’ said Caledor. ‘I have had little to regret in my life, and less time for it 
than most. If there are lessons to be learned, I have learned them.’ 


Taking a deep breath, Caledor raised his glass and directed a lopsided smile 
towards his companion. 


‘A toast,’ said the Phoenix King. “To deaf ears and unreasonable 
stubbornness.’ 


The mage frowned, confused by the proposal. 
“Why would you laud such things?’ said Thyriol. 
“They might prove to be my best qualities,’ laughed Caledor. 


The following season brought no fresh attack, adding fuel to the fires of 
speculation amongst the princes loyal to Caledor. Those who sided with the 
Phoenix King were divided on the question of where the next assault would 
come: Chrace, Ellyrion or perhaps even Caledor. Those who believed the 
Naggarothi had spent their strength argued harder than ever for some form 
of engagement with the enemy. These calls were hard for Caledor to deny 
without seeming a warmonger, but deny them he did. 


The council was summoned to the Shrine of Asuryan as summer become 
autumn. ‘Tithrain was noticeable by his absence, though it was 
understandable given the dire circumstances in his kingdom. The rebuilding 
of Cothique was the first topic to be raised in the council. 


“Yvresse will provide such supplies as are needed,’ promised Carvalon. ‘A 
weak Cothique is a threat to my kingdom. We have been fortunate enough 
to avoid the worst depredations of war.’ 
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‘Such aid as we can spare we will send to Cothique,’ said Aerethenis of 
Eataine. ‘I fear my kingdom has not fully recovered from the Naggarothi 
invasion, but the fleet is at the disposal of this council as ever.’ 


‘Saphery can offer little help,’ admitted Thyriol. ‘Our fields have been 
devastated by the sorceries of the druchii and what little we have must go to 
our people first.’ 


Caledor allowed the princes to continue, content to allow them to organise a 
relief fleet to be sent to Cothique. There was little he could do as Phoenix 
King, and no spare food to offer as prince of mountainous Caledor. When 
the arrangements had been agreed, the conversation turned to the matter of 
the cults. 


‘Barely a murder or sacrifice has been perpetrated in Saphery since the 
routing of the sorcerers,’ said Thyriol. 


‘Since the purge, there has been no trouble in Eataine,’ reported Aerethenis. 


‘The same is true of Yvresse,’ said Carvalon. ‘Not a cultist has been 
uncovered this past year.’ 


‘That is not good,’ said Caledor. 


‘How so?’ said Finudel. ‘Surely this is cause for celebration. Perhaps we 
have not yet defeated the druchii, but their agents and sympathisers have 
been expunged from our kingdoms.’ 


‘I fear otherwise,’ said the Phoenix King. “They have gone to ground, but 
that does not mean they have disappeared entirely.’ 


“They bide their time?’ said Thyriol. 


‘Maybe not,’ said Carvalon. ‘I am inclined to agree with Finudel. Even if 
we have not rooted out every last cultist, they see that the tide has turned 
against them. Their Naggarothi masters have abandoned them.’ 


‘Let us not be complacent,’ said Aerethenis. ‘At the siege of Lothern, the 
traitors were content to remain concealed as assault after assault failed. 
These creatures are cunning, knowing the time to strike when it will cause 
most strife and destruction.’ 


“True,’ said Caledor. ‘They will not show themselves again until our 
attention is drawn elsewhere. They wait for a new Naggarothi offensive to 
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move our gaze from them.’ 


‘There is little enough we can do to combat that,’ said Thyriol. ‘If they 
choose to hide, it will be all but impossible to draw them out into the open.’ 


“There are more subtle weapons we have than dragons and spears,’ said 
Mianderin, who had seemed to be sleeping in his chair, but evidently had 
been listening carefully to the exchange. ‘Far be it for a priest of the light of 
Asuryan to suggest falsehood, but it would seem to me a wise move to give 
the cultists false hope. If we wish the cults to show themselves, we should 
appear weaker than we are.’ 


‘A classic manoeuvre,’ said Finudel. ‘A feint, of sorts. Perhaps these spies 
will even take word to Nagarythe and prompt an ill-considered move.’ 


“What shall be the lure?’ said Thyriol. 


‘An attack into Tiranoc,’ said Caledor, an idea quickly forming. ‘We will 
muster an army in Ellyrion, but in truth we will also strengthen the 
garrisons keeping watch for the cultists.’ 


‘The army will need to be dispersed for the winter, regardless,’ said 
Athielle. “There is not a single kingdom that can now keep so many troops 
fed during the season of ice. Spread rumour that the army has moved to 
Ellyrion, the fleet of Lothern can make it seem so by some crossings of the 
Inner Sea, whilst we send the companies back to their barracks.’ 


‘What if we succeed in the deception and the druchii decide to launch an 
attack?’ said Koradrel. ‘Chrace cannot stand alone, nor can Ellyrion.’ 


“There is too little time left for the enemy to take enough ground before the 
snows come,’ said Caledor. ‘Nagarythe is a harsh land and the enemy will 
have even harder supply problems than we. If they seek to act in any way, it 
will be through the cults. If they are foolish enough to venture forth they 
will find little to sustain them.’ 


‘And in the spring?’ said Thyriol. ‘Whether the cults are drawn out or not, 
their destruction will not force the enemy’s surrender.’ 


‘A double bluff,’ Caledor said with a smile. ‘We let it be known that the 
plan to attack is a ruse. In reality, we will bring the army to Ellyrion as 
quickly as we can and strike at Tiranoc. I am sure there are many still in the 
kingdom who would be happy to swell our ranks.’ 
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‘Attack?’ said Carvalon. ‘Are we so sure of our strength that we would risk 
it?’ 
‘I am sure that delay will make us no stronger,’ said Caledor. 


The plan was set in motion. Messengers were despatched openly to the 
garrisons, informing them of the proposed deception in the hope that the 
orders would be intercepted and passed on to the druchii. Meanwhile the 
princes returned to their kingdoms with the real plans, under strict 
instruction not to entrust them to any other. In the spring, Caledor would 
send word for the army to be gathered to Thyriol, who would in turn inform 
the princes by means of his message crystals. By the time the druchii heard 
of the army gathering in Ellyrion it would be too late for them to react. 


For the first time in many years, Caledor left the council with a little 
confidence. Wary of the optimism that had been dashed by the retaking of 
Cothique, the Phoenix King did not indulge too much hope, but was 
nevertheless pleased to be taking positive action again. He spent the winter 
in Tor Caled with his family, whose company he was better able to tolerate 
than on his last visit. 


The Caledorian winter was especially harsh. Strong winds and driving rains 
lashed the mountains for the whole season, and no elf ventured out except 
when no other option presented itself. The dragons sought refuge in their 
caverns, and Caledor spent much time at the palace windows gazing to the 
north, wondering if the fierce weather was some conjuration of his enemies. 


In the last days of winter a hailstorm engulfed Tor Caled, balls of ice the 
size of fists hammering into the tiled roofs and crashing upon the cobbled 
streets. Ice rimed the eaves of the houses and palaces, and the sentries on 
the walls sought the shelter of their guard rooms, warming themselves 
beside the fires of magical braziers. 


Amongst the downpour appeared a lone figure, heavily swathed against the 
onslaught from the skies. He rode up to the gates of the city and demanded 
entry, revealing himself to be Carathril, the Phoenix King’s chief herald. 
Knowing that nothing but the most urgent news would bring the messenger 
forth in such horrific weather, the guards conveyed Carathril to the palace 
as swiftly as they could while messages were sent ahead to warn Caledor of 
his arrival. 
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The herald was a bedraggled sight as he came to Caledor in his throne 
room. He had divested himself of his heaviest furs and cloak, but his long 
hair hung lank across his soaked robes, a blanket thrown about his 
shoulders by the Phoenix King’s servants. The king ordered hot wine to be 
brought for his herald, waved him to one of the seats that circled the throne, 
and sat down next to Carathril. 


‘The druchii march,’ said the herald between chattering teeth. His face was 
pale and drawn, exhaustion dimming his eyes, lips bloodless. ‘Word came 
to the Isle of the Flame from Finudel. The fortresses of northern Ellyrion 
have been emptied, their garrisons gone. An eagle came, warning that a 
dark army marched south along the Annulii, heading for Eagle Pass. 
Finudel and Athielle will muster what army they can but request that you 
summon your host to meet the attack.’ 


Attendants appeared with food and drink. Caledor commanded Carathril to 
rest and restore himself while he considered the news he had brought. The 
Phoenix King met Dorien in his chambers and told his brother of what was 
happening. 


‘I will ride to the dragon caves,’ said Dorien. ‘While I rouse the drakes 
from their hibernation, you must take what troops you can to the aid of the 
Ellyrians.’ 


‘Send your swiftest riders to Lothern and have the Sea Guard make haste 
for the coast of Ellyrion,’ said Caledor. ‘I will send Carathril back to the 
Isle of the Flame to take the news that we march. Bring the dragons to Tor 
Elyr, and the princes shall ride with me.’ 


“The druchii are mad to march in winter,’ said Dorien. ‘In Nagarythe the 
snows must have taken their toll.’ 


‘Something has driven them to it,’ said Caledor. ‘Unless they control the 
elements. Perhaps our ploy to lure them out has succeeded better than I had 
hoped.’ 


‘Tt will have succeeded only if we can defeat this army,’ said Dorien. ‘This 
pre-emptive assault has caught us off-guard.’ 


‘It is troubling,’ agreed the Phoenix King. ‘I fear our secrets have not been 
kept and the druchii know something of what I intended. What other 
explanation is there for such a rash campaign?’ 
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‘Do not ponder it too long, brother,’ said Dorien, opening a chest in which 
his armour was stored. ‘The druchii do not think rationally, and to attempt 
to understand them is to share their madness.’ 


Caledor bid his brother a safe journey and returned to the throne room. 
Carathril looked a little restored from his wintry ordeal, and wore a resigned 
expression as Caledor explained that he would have to leave the next day to 
bear messages to the other kingdoms. 


‘I wish you could enjoy the hospitality of my realm a while longer,’ said 
Caledor, laying a hand on the other elf’s shoulder. ‘None have given more 
energy to our cause than you.’ 


‘It seems that Morai Heg has chosen a life in the saddle for me,’ said the 
herald. ‘My ship awaits my immediate return. There is no point delaying, I 
will ride again tonight.’ 


Caledor nodded his thanks and gripped Carathril’s shoulder even tighter. 


‘Bel Shanaar made many mistakes, but his choice of herald was not one,’ 
said the Phoenix King.’ 


Carathril managed a smile, hands clasped to a steaming mug of mulled 
wine. Caledor left the herald and went to his wife and son to explain that he 
would be departing soon. 


The march north was unpleasant, the winter storms not abating in their 
violence as the army of Caledor pushed on through the wind and rain. The 
mountain roads were more like shallow streams, and mudslides and 
tumbled boulders frequently blocked their path, making progress even 
slower. 


As they descended into the foothills between Caledor and Ellyrion, the 
weather eased, though was by no means conducive to a speedy march. The 
army travelled light of supplies and equipment, the baggage wagons left at 
Tor Caled due to the harsh conditions. The Ellyrian army would be 
similarly bereft of war machines—such engines did not suit their fast- 
moving columns of reaver knights—and so Caledor devised a strategy to 
suit the forces he would have at his disposal. To attempt to contain the 
druchii in Eagle Pass would be reckless, and he would have to persuade 
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Finudel and Athielle to allow them onto the plains where the Phoenix 
King’s dragons and cavalry would have their greatest effect. 


The weather improved steadily as they crossed into Ellyrion. The storms 
became showers and eventually abated when the spires of Tor Elyr 
appeared on the horizon. Caledor was relieved to see a great many pavilions 
and herds around the Ellyrian capital; the kingdom’s army had not yet set 
out. His confidence improved further when he saw six dragons in the skies 
above, keeping watch for any approach of the enemy. 


His meeting with Finudel and Athielle was brief. They agreed to his plan 
and despatched squadrons of their lightly armoured cavalry to Eagle Pass to 
watch for the arrival of the druchii, two dragons sent as escort to ensure 
they would not be waylaid. The combined army was moved west for two 
days, the better to keep Tor Elyr safe from attack. 


It was a tense wait. None knew the full extent of the Naggarothi host and it 
was always in Caledor’s mind that the attack was a diversion, created to 
draw his attention from some other objective. He despatched one of his 
dragon princes to the north, to warn Koradrel in Chrace that the druchii 
might attempt a fresh attack on his kingdom, assuring his cousin that he 
would march to his aid as soon as possible if this proved to be true. 


The reavers sent to watch for the enemy returned three days later, 
confirming that a large body of druchii had moved out of Eagle Pass and 
was heading for Tor Elyr. A black dragon came with the army, along with 
several riders on griffons and manticores. These did not overly concern the 
Phoenix King; his dragons would be the match of the druchii beasts. 


With the agreement of Finudel and Athielle, Caledor ordered the army to 
march. The sooner the druchii were confronted and destroyed, the happier 
the Phoenix King would be. With this latest assault driven back, he would 
be free to respond to another offensive or, as he hoped, be able to muster his 
army for an attack into Tiranoc in the early spring. 


The sky was overcast as the armies of Caledor and Ellyrion headed towards 
Eagle Pass. Winter had not relinquished its grip entirely and flurries of cold 
rain swept the plains, brought down from the mountains. 


The scouts reported that the enemy had made camp in the foothills of the 
Annulii. It appeared their intent was to guard the entrance to Eagle Pass, 
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confirming Caledor’s suspicion that they had been despatched to head off 
any attempt he might make to breach Tiranoc. In light of this, the druchii’s 
hasty march south made more sense, and hinted at a change of strategy 
from earlier years. 


‘Perhaps Carvalon and Tithrain were right,’ suggested Finudel as he played 
host to Caledor in the pavilion he shared with his sister. The army was two 
days from the druchii encampment, and Caledor had called the princes and 
captains together for a final council before the battle. ‘The druchii have 
spent their energy and can no longer spare the troops for their assaults on 
the other kingdoms.’ 


‘No,’ said Caledor. ‘Why not defend the western end of the pass? The only 
reason to come east is Tor Elyr.’ 


‘What difference does it make?’ said Dorien. ‘The enemy have made a 
mistake and we should capitalise.’ 


‘I agree,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘We attack as planned. The Ellyrian 
cavalry will form the southern wing of the army and swing around the 
enemy camp to the west, cutting off the route to Eagle Pass. The rest of the 
army will press the attack.’ 


More detailed plans followed, using the enemy dispositions brought back 
by the scouting squadrons. The druchii had occupied a line of hills that ran 
south-east to north-west, protected to the east by a lake. The body of water 
was no obstacle to dragons and Caledor would make use of the oversight, 
leading the dragons across the lake to attack the exposed flank of the enemy 
while the infantry assaulted from the south. 


When the plan was settled, the princes and captains returned to their 
companies. Caledor remained with Finudel and Athielle. 


‘If I have erred in my plans, say so now,’ the Phoenix King told them, 
detecting a hint of reluctance from the prince and princess. 


“The plan is good,’ said Finudel, but exchanged a glance with his sister. 


“Yet if it fails, the route to Tor Elyr will be wide open,’ said Athielle. ‘If we 
are not victorious, we will be pushed south and west, away from the city.’ 


‘Better that we do not fail,’ said Caledor. ‘No battle is certain, but we 
cannot allow the druchii to establish themselves in strength east of the 
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mountains. To abandon northern Ellyrion to move to the south suggests that 
the druchii might intend to use your kingdom as a step towards an invasion 
of Caledor.’ 


‘Not to be harsh, but would that be so bad?’ said Finudel. ‘Caledor has 
suffered little and its defences are strong.’ 


“They would have to destroy Tor Elyr,’ said Athielle. ‘It cannot be left to 
threaten their staging camp.’ 


Finudel was dismayed by the thought. 


‘So we return to our earlier concern,’ said the prince. ‘Perhaps the druchii 
have another army in the pass, waiting for us to expose our flank with an 
attack on the encampment.’ 


‘If you see some other way to proceed, tell me now,’ said Caledor. ‘If not, 
we attack in two days.’ 


No better plan was forthcoming from the rulers of Ellyrion and so Caledor 
returned to his tent. He dismissed his servants and sat deep in thought, 
trying to discern the purpose of the druchii encroachment. Whichever way 
he looked at the situation, either a diversion or a first probe towards Caledor 
seemed the most likely reason. 


Whatever the ploy of the druchii, Caledor was resolved to destroy their 
army and deal with any consequences. To lose himself in second-guessing 
the intent of the fanatical Naggarothi was a pointless exercise, as Dorien 
had warned. 


The freshening wind brought a chill from the mountains, and the low clouds 
were a uniform grey sheet across the sky. The vanguard of Finudel’s reavers 
fought a brief skirmish with druchii outriders in the mid-morning, driving 
the pickets back to their camp. Caledor’s army arranged itself in the line of 
battle as warning horns sounded in the enemy encampment and rows of 
spearmen and crossbowmen formed up alongside the tents. 


A barricade of sharpened stakes defended the approach from the south. A 
brief foray by a squadron of knights revealed ditches had been dug too, 
making a cavalry charge impossible. This was not a revelation for Caledor, 
who had not planned to commit his knights in a frontal attack. As several 
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thousand druchii assembled for the battle, he was convinced his plan would 
work. The enemy gave little thought to an aerial attack across the lake. 


Amongst the black and purple of the Naggarothi were several red banners 
decorated with Khainite symbols. The sight of these caused a ripple of 
anger through Caledor’s army as the atrocities of Cothique were 
remembered. The Phoenix King sent stern words to his captains that they 
not allow thoughts of revenge to affect their judgement. They would follow 
the plan as it had been outlined and not seek to enact retribution against the 
Khainites if it meant any deviation. 


Receiving assurances that all would proceed as the Phoenix King 
demanded, Caledor took to the skies atop Maedrethnir. The dragon was in a 
surly mood. 


‘A wet day for a battle,’ rumbled the beast. “You bring me from the comfort 
of my lair for this rabble?’ 


‘Look there, to the west of the camp,’ replied Caledor. 


Atop a rocky outcrop, a black dragon flexed its wings. From this distance 
Caledor could make out no detail of the rider, who seemed oddly positioned 
to support his troops. Two manticore riders and a pair of griffons flapped 
into the air above the camp, but the dragon rider did not move. The creature 
he rode was immense, towering over the pavilions of the druchii. There was 
no doubt in his mind that such a mount would belong to a high-ranking 
druchii prince. 


There were other creatures in the army, goaded into position by the druchii 
beastmasters. Clouds of steam and smoke wreathed the monsters as they 
lumbered through gaps left by the infantry. 


Flying low, Caledor signalled to his captains to sound the advance. 
Trumpets blared along the line of silver and white and as one the Phoenix 
King’s army moved forwards. Finudel and his reaver knights broke to the 
left, heading westwards, while Athielle and her cavalry cut a more northerly 
route, putting herself between her brother and the enemy to ward away any 
counter-attack. 


Not wishing to reveal his intent too soon, Caledor circled over his troops 
with the other dragons. When the enemy were within bow range, they 
would head east and come at the enemy from across the lake. 
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From his vantage point, he examined the layout of the druchii camp. It was 
like several he had seen before, arranged in orderly lines, although he 
noticed several clusters of tents dotted along the periphery to the south and 
east. It seemed quite large in comparison to the number of troops that had 
formed up, giving the Phoenix King a momentary pause for thought. He 
reasoned that this confirmed his suspicion that the encampment was 
intended as a staging ground, and had been prepared to receive more troops 
in the future as fortifications were built. 


Some of the cultists could not hold their positions and sallied from the 
druchii line. Their wails and screams could be heard as Maedrethnir swept 
along the line of Caledor’s army. The spear companies did not pause in their 
advance, leaving the Khainites to be dealt with by the archers, who stopped 
in long lines, bows at the ready. 


As the first arrows were loosed, the Khainites broke into a charge, heading 
for the centre of Caledor’s army. They were engulfed by a cloud of arrows, 
cut down in their dozens by the disciplined volleys, leaving a trail of semi- 
naked bodies in their wake. Heedless of their casualties, the cultists pressed 
on, heading for the archers. 


Not a single cultist reached the line, but their suicidal assault had broken the 
coherency of Caledor’s army. The spear companies were coming into range 
of the enemy repeater crossbows, unsupported by their archers. If they 
waited for the bowmen to rejoin them, they would suffer from the enemy 
missile fire; if they pressed on, they risked being outflanked by a counter- 
attack. 


‘Go with the spears!’ Caledor called out to Dorien, waving his lance 
towards the enemy. ‘Take Anatherion with you!’ 


His brother signalled his understanding and the two dragons dived down, 
swiftly catching up with the spear companies. The enemy had concentrated 
their line to meet this attack, further weakening their flank, still trusting to 
the protection offered by the lake. Caledor signalled to the remaining 
dragon princes to follow him as he headed east towards the water. 


Dorien and Anatherion swept along the druchii line, their dragons breathing 
fire into the repeater crossbowmen as Caledor’s spearmen struggled across 
the defensive ditches. The manticores and griffons dashed across the camp, 
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and soon an elaborate aerial melee was rising and falling above the two 
lines of infantry, the smaller beasts attempting to separate the two dragons 
and concentrate their numbers on one of them. Dorien and his companion 
were aware of the risk and climbed higher, almost wingtip to wingtip, 
leaving the manticores and griffons behind. After a brief discussion, they 
descended again, both dragons spearing towards the manticores with flame 
and claws. 


Caledor kept an eye on the main battle as Maedrethnir arced across the lake, 
his wing beats sending ripples across the placid waters. The spearmen had 
almost reached the druchii and the archers were moving up swiftly in 
support; Athielle’s cavalry had reached the hills to the west of the camp and 
were turning north to come at the enemy from behind; in a few moments 
Caledor and his dragons would reach the eastern end of the camp and the 
druchii would be surrounded. 


A flurry of movement in the encampment caught the Phoenix King’s eye. 
Dozens of tents were quickly cast down, revealing massed batteries of 
repeater bolt throwers. As soon as they were revealed, the war machines 
began launching their deadly shots. Spearmen were scythed down by the 
score by the first devastating volley as they navigated their way through the 
walls of stakes. 


Caledor found himself flying into a cloud of iron-tipped spears, each shaft 
glowing with a deadly rune. Maedrethnir did his best to avoid the barrage, 
but bolts clattered and ripped along his flank as he turned north. A shaft tore 
clean through his wing, leaving a burning hole, the dragon letting lose a 
snarl of pain. 


Behind Caledor, Imrithir and his mount were not so lucky. Caught full by a 
flurry of bolts, the prince slumped in his saddle, a shaft piercing his chest; 
his dragon flailed at two bolts transfixing its throat and plummeted into the 
lake with a tremendous eruption of water. 


Faced with such a weight of fire, the spear companies struggled to make 
any headway. Those that successfully negotiated the stakes and bolts were 
easy targets for the repeater crossbowmen and they died in their hundreds. 
Caledor sped north, out of range of the bolt throwers, seeking some other 
route into the encampment, but saw that a ring of engines surrounded the 
entire hill. 
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The battle had turned in a moment. Athielle was forced to hold back her 
charge, leaving the infantry to struggle on into the teeth of the enemy 
without support. Hydras and chimeras charged into the fight, crushing and 
biting, gouts of fire and petrifying gas taking a heavy toll. 


Above the camp, Dorien and Anatherion did their best to menace the 
druchii war engines, but were repeatedly driven back by the diving attacks 
of the manticores and griffons. At risk of being shot down, the two princes 
were driven further and further north, away from the embattled infantry. 


Now that the bolt throwers had been revealed, Caledor could see the genius 
with which they had been placed. Any dragon landing to destroy a battery 
would be an easy target for at least two others. He flew high across the 
camp, looking for some chink in the defence to exploit, but found nothing. 
Faced with the massed war engines, the infantry captains had sounded the 
recall, retreating the line back to the ditches where at least there was some 
cover from the incessant war machine volleys. It was only a temporary 
respite though; at some point they would have to advance or retreat from 
their position and would be cut down as they did so. 


Caledor needed to think quickly. The druchii infantry were reforming after 
the melee, readying to press forward their advantage. The situation was bad, 
but a decisive move now could swing the favour of battle back towards the 
Phoenix King’s forces. 


He noticed that the Naggarothi dragon rider had not moved. Perhaps the 
prince was wary of committing himself to the fight, or was merely leaving 
his options open. Either way, Caledor would not be confident of victory 
unless he could draw out the black dragon, preferably luring it away from 
the protection of the bolt throwers. 


As Maedrethnir circled again, too high for the druchii bolts, Caledor saw 
more movement in the enemy camp. From on high it was impossible to see 
anything clearly, but it looked to the king as if patches of shadow worked 
their way from tent to tent. 


“What do you see?’ he asked Maedrethnir, whose eyes were even keener 
than the Phoenix King’s. 


The dragon turned his gaze groundwards and stopped in the air, beating his 
wings slowly to hold station. An odd reverberation sounded from 
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Maedrethnir’s chest, a draconian noise of surprise. 


‘Tt looks like shadows that walk,’ said Maedrethnir. ‘I cannot see the figures 
that cast them.’ 


As he watched, Caledor saw the puddles of darkness converging on one of 
the bolt thrower batteries. There seemed to be a struggle of some kind, the 
crew drawing their swords against some foe that Caledor could not discern. 
Whatever attacked, it did not take long to overwhelm the crews of the war 
engines. The battery fell silent and the darkness dispersed, moving through 
the camp before coalescing next to another line of bolt throwers. 


‘Attack!’ cried Caledor, seizing the chance. ‘To the east!’ 


Maedrethnir did not hesitate. The dragon folded his wings and dived. He 
felt a tremor run through the dragon’s body as they came within range of 
the bolt throwers. No volley was launched and the pair plunged down 
further. Closing fast, Caledor saw black-cloaked elves fighting with the war 
engine crews. He did not know what was happening, but knew that there 
was no time to waste. 


A glance above showed that the other dragon riders had noticed their king’s 
safe descent and with roars and bellows of flames, they plunged down, 
eager to wreak revenge on the druchii that had tormented them. Seeing the 
dragons attack, the infantry surged forth with trumpets blaring the assault, 
while Athielle and Finudel were finally able to signal the charge of the 
cavalry. 


Caledor glanced at the black dragon and saw that its rider had made no 
move in response to the turn in the tide of battle. There was a more 
immediate threat as a manticore and its rider launched from the druchii line, 
heading straight for the Phoenix King. 


‘Beware of the sting,’ said Caledor. 


‘This is not the first manticore I have slain,’ Maedrethnir replied with a 
laugh. ‘Deal with the rider and I will show you how it is done.’ 


The druchii sat astride the roaring beast wielded a spear wreathed in 
crackling energy. Caledor took the hit on his shield, the magic flaring 
brightly from the protective enchantment bound within the ithilmar. The 
Phoenix King’s lance found the manticore rider’s thigh, piercing armour 
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and bone to slide into the flank of the monster. It gave a pained howl and 
lashed its sting at Maedrethnir’s underside. The dragon caught the flailing 
appendage in one of his rear claws, and with the other seized the manticore 
by the throat. 


With powerful sweeps of his wings, Maedrethnir headed upwards, dragging 
the manticore beneath him. The rider was not yet dead and swung his spear 
at the dragon’s throat, but its point was knocked aside by Caledor’s dipped 
lance. Turning, the dragon changed its grip slightly, moving the manticore’s 
tail from back claw to front. With a single bite, Maedrethnir severed the tail, 
the sting dropping away as the manticore raged, twisting and snarling in the 
dragon’s immovable grasp. 


‘And now the finish,’ declared Maedrethnir. 


His jaw snapped again, clamping around the rider and shearing through the 
manticore’s backbone. Vertebrae shattered as the dragon ground his jaws, 
blood spilling in showers to the camp far below. With a last effort, 
Maedrethnir flexed his body and legs, ripping the manticore in half. He let 
the blood-spewing remnants fall from his grip, the rider’s mangled corpse 
falling free as the manticore’s remains spun groundwards. 


As soon as he looked back at the druchii infantry, Caledor knew the battle 
was won. The enemy were streaming back through the camp in their 
hundreds, abandoning their positions in a massed rout. There would be no 
escape from Finudel and Athielle sweeping in from the other side of the 
encampment. Many of the druchii threw down their weapons, begging for 
mercy. Their pleas fell on deaf ears as knights and spearmen converged, 
slaying every foe in their path. 


Both griffons and their riders had been slain by the other dragon princes, 
and the surviving manticore headed west, its rider deciding that a timely 
withdrawal was in order. Caledor looked again to the black dragon. There 
was something unsettling about the way its rider was content to watch the 
massacre. He wondered if it was perhaps some illusion conjured by the 
druchii and told Maedrethnir to head towards it. As soon as the king and his 
dragon were heading in its direction the drake took to the air, massive wings 
casting a huge shadow over the camp. 
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Out of spite, the rider swept over a squadron of Athielle’s reaver knights, 
shredding dozens of riders and horses, billowing clouds of noxious vapour 
from his dragon poisoning even more. With a languid turn, the black-scaled 
monster arced westwards. Caledor saw a brief glimmer of shining blue, a 
flaming sword raised in mocking salute, and then the dragon rose towards 
the clouds. It had too much of a head start to catch and soon disappeared 
into the clouds over the mountains. 


Unnerved by this display, unsure what it signified, Caledor directed 
Maedrethnir to land. Most of the camp was already overrun. The only 
resistance seemed to come from a group of black-swathed elves who had 
taken refuge in a small copse of trees on the northern slope of the hill. 


‘I shall burn them out,’ said Dorien, sweeping past on his dragon. 


He was out of earshot before Caledor could reply, rising higher and higher 
in preparation for his swooping attack. Caledor followed his brother with 
his eyes, raising his head as prince and dragon climbed into the clouds. 


A shout from the left attracted his attention. 


‘Call off the attack!’ cried Finudel, galloping hard through the trampled 
tents, his knights struggling to keep up. 


‘They are allies!’ shouted Athielle, riding just as hard from the west. 


Prince and princess reined in their steeds next to Caledor, horror written in 
their expressions. 


“The Naggarothi in the woods are not the enemy,’ said Finudel. ‘I recognise 
them.’ 


“They are the Shadows of the Anars!’ gasped Athielle. ‘Do not harm them.’ 


Cursing, Caledor barked at Maedrethnir to launch himself. They headed for 
the stand of trees as Dorien began his steep descent, smoke and fire trailing 
from his dragon’s maw. Caledor knew there was no point in shouting; his 
brother would hear nothing over the roar of the wind. 


‘Get in front of them,’ he told Maedrethnir. ‘Quickly!’ 


The dragon raced towards the trees, wing beats scattering the elves below 
with huge draughts of wind. Caledor ducked low and raised his shield to 
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direct the rushing air over his head, to avoid being broken upon his saddle 
by its force. 


Dorien did not slow, probably thinking that Caledor joined the attack. 
Against the buffeting wind, all the king could do was grip tight to lance and 
shield, peering ahead through slitted eyes. 


Maedrethnir roared, his whole body shaking with the effort. The deafening 
bellow struck a chord in the mind of Caledor; for a moment he was 
overwhelmed by a primal fear and almost let go of his lance. It was a 
challenge, a hunting cry, a claim of territory that no other creature could 
match. 


Dorien’s dragon responded out of instinct, veering away from the woods to 
charge headlong at Maedrethnir, roaring his response. Almost thrown from 
his saddle-throne by the change of direction, Dorien lost his shield, which 
tumbled into the trees as Maedrethnir and the other dragon hurtled towards 
each other. 


Caledor realised that in uttering the challenge, Maedrethnir had reverted to 
his most feral state. He barked the incantations of the Dragontamer, trying 
to break the dragon from his instinctual behaviour; he guessed Dorien 
would be doing likewise. 


Maedrethnir gave a strange yelp of pain, snapping from his fury. He folded 
his wings, dropping like a huge stone so that the other dragon passed 
overhead. He could only half open them again before he hit the ground, legs 
splayed to lessen the impact. Trunks exploded into splinters and branches 
scattered as the dragon ploughed into the woods. In a deluge of green and 
brown, dragon and rider slid down a shallow slope, Maedrethnir’s claws 
gouging deep furrows in the earth as he slowed himself. 


They came to a stop and the dragon sagged to his belly, panting hard. 
Caledor’s neck flared with pain and he realised his teeth were gritted 
together so hard the muscles in his jaw had locked. With an effort, he 
opened his mouth, pain surging down the sides of his neck. 


Maedrethnir shook his head, puffing smoke as he recovered his senses. 


‘Are you all right?’ the dragon asked, arching back his head to look at 
Caledor. 
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The Phoenix King grunted and nodded as best he could, unable to speak. He 
dropped his shield and lance to the ground and wrenched off his ornate 
helm and gauntlets. Rubbing his neck in his hands, he stretched his back, 
fearful that his spine had been broken. There was no stab of pain and he 
relaxed, slumping forwards to pat the dragon on his shoulder. 


‘We are not alone,’ said Maedrethnir. 


Caledor looked around and found himself surrounded by several dozen 
black-swathed elves, bows bent with arrows pointing directly at him. One 
of them stepped closer, the bow in his hand a beautiful object of silver and 
white, its string no thicker than an elf maiden’s hair. Dark eyes regarded 
Caledor coolly from under the elf’s hood. He slowly lowered his bow and 
the other shadowy elves did the same. 


“You must be the Phoenix King,’ said their leader, pulling back his hood to 
reveal a slender silver crown. ‘The one who calls himself Caledor.’ 


“You must be Alith Anar,’ Caledor replied. ‘The one who calls himself the 
Shadow King.’ 


The Ellyrians were searching the woods for Caledor. The Phoenix King 
heard Finudel calling his name. Another, lighter voice called for Alith: 
Athielle. At the sound of the princess’s voice, a change came over Alith’s 
demeanour. He beckoned for Caledor to dismount and dispersed his 
warriors with a snapped command. 


Maedrethnir settled, allowing Caledor to unbuckle his harness and drop to 
the branch-strewn ground. Standing next to the Shadow King, Caledor 
found Alith to be a lot shorter than he had imagined, and a lot younger too. 
He was probably not even a century old, yet from his exploits Caledor had 
thought him a veteran of war. 


‘Malekith is alive,’ said Alith. 

At first the Phoenix King thought he had misheard. 
“What did you say?’ said Caledor. 

‘Malekith, prince of Nagarythe, still lives,’ said Alith. 
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“You are wrong,’ said Caledor, shaking his head. ‘He was burned by the 
flame of Asuryan. I have spoken to those that saw it.’ 


‘And I have spoken with him, not so long ago,’ replied Alith with a hint of 
a smirk. ‘Which of us is wrong?’ 


‘How can that be?’ The idea was beyond Caledor’s comprehension. The 
testimony of Thyrinor, of Carathril and Finudel, spoke of the ruin that had 
been carried from the Shrine of Asuryan. 


‘Sorcery,’ said Alith. ‘He wears an enchanted suit of armour, the colour of 
midnight, though it burns still with the heat of its forging. He asked me to 
join him.’ 

‘He did what?’ Each revelation was more unbelievable than the last. 
Caledor looked at Alith carefully, trying to detect any hint of subterfuge. He 
saw nothing and could think of no reason why the last of the Anars would 
fabricate such a ridiculous tale. 


‘Malekith lives on, sustained by his magic, and now calls himself the Witch 
King,’ Alith explained. “You saw him today.’ 


“The dragon rider?’ said Caledor. 


“Yes, that was the Witch King,’ said Alith. ‘When he came to me in the 
ruins of Elanardris he offered me a place at his side. I said no.’ 


‘I have only your word that is true,’ said Caledor. ‘How is it that you 
survived?’ 


‘By running,’ Alith replied with a lopsided smile. ‘Running very fast. They 
pursued us into the mountains, but we know the peaks and passes better 
than any other and escaped. I followed Malekith south, and learned of his 
plans here.’ 


“You have my thanks for your part, though it was not necessary,’ said 
Caledor. 


‘Not necessary?’ Alith’s laugh was edged with scorn. ‘Your army was being 
destroyed.’ 


‘I was about to order my dragons to attack the bolt throwers at the same 
time,’ said Caledor, crossing his arms. ‘We would have wiped out half the 
war machines in a single moment. The battle was far from lost.’ 
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‘I did not fight for your thanks,’ said Alith, taking a step back. ‘As I told 
your brother and your cousin, I fight for Nagarythe and that is all.’ 


‘Prove to me you do not owe loyalty to Malekith,’ said Caledor. ‘Swear 
your allegiance to the Phoenix Throne.’ 


‘Never,’ spat Alith, his hand moving to the pommel of the sword at his 
waist. ‘I will swear no oath to any king again. Nagarythe is not yours to 
command, it is mine.’ 


‘My father was there when Malekith bent his knee to Bel Shanaar and 
swore his loyalty,’ snarled Caledor. ‘Who are you to do any less for me?’ 


‘I am the Shadow King,’ said Alith, touching a hand to the circlet on his 
brow. ‘This is the crown of Nagarythe, worn by Aenarion himself. My 
grandfather was the last of the great princes, equal to your ancestor. Do not 
think that because I wear shadows for my cloak I have abandoned my 
lineage.’ 


‘I will not offer my protection to any that will not swear their obedience,’ 
said Caledor. 


‘I do not need your protection, Nagarythe does not need your rule,’ said 
Alith. 


The scion of the Anars glanced over Caledor’s shoulder and again his 
expression changed; his anger faded, to be replaced by a grim look. The 
Shadow King spoke quickly. 


‘Do not think you have seen the worst of this war, Caledor. Morathi has 
known all along that Malekith lived and has been nurturing an army for 
him. They are the deadliest of Naggarothi, the knights of Anlec at their 
heart. They have been hidden away, even from me, upon the Blighted Isle, 
studying the deadliest skills of Khaine at His bloody altar. Nothing you 
have faced is like them. You have not seen yet half of Nagarythe’s strength. 
Prepare yourselves for the onslaught.’ 


“There cannot be such a force left in Nagarythe,’ said Caledor. ‘The druchii 
have suffered many defeats these past years. What of the army destroyed 
today?’ 


Alith laughed bitterly, a sinister sound that cut at Caledor’s spirit. 
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“Today you slaughtered frightened Tiranocii,’ said the Shadow King. ‘They 
are terrified of the Witch King, and fight as conscripts in his army. They 
would rather die on the swords of your warriors than face the Khainites that 
Malekith has at his command. News of Cothique’s fate has spread far 
indeed.’ 


The sounds of the search were approaching close; the devastation left by 
Maedrethnir’s fall would not be hard to find. Alith’s discomfort increased 
and he darted a look at Caledor. He suddenly again looked to be the young 
prince Caledor had first seen close at hand, worried and alone. 


‘Many thought I was slain, and with good reason,’ said the Shadow King. 
‘Tell Finudel that I am still alive; I leave it to his discretion whether Athielle 
should know. I would rather she did not see me.’ 


“You would rather not see her,’ said Caledor, reading Alith’s expression. 
‘I cannot, I forfeited that life when I became the Shadow King.’ 


“You are a strange person, Alith Anar,’ said Caledor. ‘I do not like that you 
call yourself king, but if you need my aid, send word.’ 


“The elf who takes his grandfather’s name and has a dragon for his best 
friend calls me strange?’ Alith said with a laugh. He grew serious. ‘I am no 
hunting dog, to be called when you choose. I am the wolf, and I hunt in my 
own way. I will fight the druchii, but not at your command. I tell you again, 
Nagarythe is not yours, it is mine. Stay away.’ 


Alith turned and dashed into the darkness of the woods, swiftly vanishing 
into the shadows. A moment later, Finudel called out from behind Caledor 
and the Phoenix King turned. 


“Who was that?’ asked the Ellyrian prince. 


‘We will discuss it later,’ said Caledor, his thoughts full of Alith’s dire 
warnings. 
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EIGHTEEN 
The Phoenix Resurgent 


The plains outside the walls of Anlec were still hard with frost, the air 
steaming with the breath of thousands of warriors. Armour dark against the 
white ground, they waited in rank after rank for the command of their king. 
Malekith looked down at his army from the eastern gate tower, 
overshadowed by Sulekh, the Witch King’s dragon. The black-scaled 
monster loomed over the gatehouse with wings half-spread, her hide pitted 
and scarred from many fights with her brood. None had been able to tame 
her until Malekith, and now that she was broken to his will the black dragon 
was his bodyguard as well as steed. 


The ring of heels on the stone steps of the gate tower announced the arrival 
of Morathi. The sorceress-queen strode onto the rampart and stood beside 
her son to survey the host of Anlec. 


“They are a fine coronation gift,’ said Malekith, fiery eyes regarding the 
massed companies below. ‘You were wise to save them for me.’ 


‘I knew you would return to us, one day,’ replied Morathi. ‘All that remains 
is to use your gift to seize the throne of Ulthuan.’ 


“We shall inspect the troops,’ announced the Witch King. 


He held out his right arm and the flames that played about his armour died, 
leaving wisps of smoke in the air. Morathi laid her hand on the proffered 
arm and the two of them made their way down the tower and headed out of 
the city. 


“You have met Hellebron already,’ said Morathi, waving a hand towards the 
Khainite high priestess. Her hair had been bleached white and stood in 
spikes and a mask of dried blood covered her face. 


‘Hail the Witch King, son of Khaine!’ she shrieked, lifting twin blades 
above her head. The Khainites let out ululations of praise, howling and 
screaming as they flourished their weapons. 


Witch King and sorceress moved on past the wailing cultists to where a 
dozen princes and commanders stood waiting, their companies of spears 
and repeater crossbows standing in stolid lines as the cold wind keened 
across the open plain. The crews of a hundred bolt throwers stood ready 
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beside their machines, flanked by five thousand heavily armoured knights 
on black steeds. 


‘The host of Anlec,’ said Morathi. 


Malekith nodded and at a shouted command, the thousands of Naggarothi 
crashed spears and swords against shields and stamped their feet. 


‘Hail the Witch King!’ they roared, lifting their weapons in salute. 


Further north were the beast pens, where the black dragons lazed, 
surrounded by a fog of noxious gas. Manticores paced their iron cages and 
roared their frustration. Griffons and hydras strained at their chains, their 
rasping growls and hisses dying to silence as the Witch King approached. 
Even the manticores seemed cowed by Malekith’s presence, settling to their 
haunches in deference, submissive whimpers echoing from their cages. 


Other warriors there were too; lightly armoured scouts and foot knights who 
wore long coats of mail and high-crested helms. Morathi’s sorcerers and 
sorceresses, a dozen in number, lowered themselves to their knees as 
Malekith came near. Assassins branded and tattooed with the marks of 
Khaine abased themselves, presenting poison-edged daggers of black 
crystal as a sign of obedience. 


“What is your plan?’ asked Morathi as mother and son turned back towards 
the city gate. 


‘Chrace must fall,” announced the Witch King. “Tor Achare must be taken if 
we are to stage any campaign against the eastern kingdoms.’ 


“That will take us into the territory of the Anars,’ said Morathi. ‘Many an 
army has not returned from those mountains.’ 


‘It is my territory!’ Malekith snarled, snatching his arm away from his 
mother. Flames rippled along his armour, burning dark blue, the inside of 
his helm glowing with the same hue. ‘I will crush the Anars, as you should 
have done a decade ago.’ 


‘It is fool’s errand to attempt a conquest of the mountains,’ Morathi snapped 
back. ‘Many of my incompetent minions lost their lives attempting the 
feat.’ 
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‘I did not say I will conquer Elanardris,’ said Malekith, ‘I said I would 
crush the Anars. The march to Chrace will be too tempting a target, and 
when they attack I will trap them and kill the last of Eoloran’s spawn. 
Without Alith, their resistance will crumble.’ 


“We thought him dead for many years,’ said Morathi. ‘He is sly.’ 


‘I know him,’ said Malekith. ‘I have seen him. He is nothing more than a 
boy. He will not outwit me.’ 


They passed under the gate as the commanders dismissed the army back to 
their camps. The huge iron portcullis descended and the gates closed as the 
pair emerged into the late winter sun that shone down on the plaza within 
the walls. 


“You said you will take Tor Achare,’ Morathi prompted. 


‘With Tiranoc and Chrace in my possession, Ellyrion will soon fall. Avelorn 
is a spent force, to be finished off at my leisure. Cothique lies ruined, and so 
Saphery will be the next objective. Thyriol is not the match for either of us, 
and together we can destroy his gaggle of mages and rob Caledor of their 
enchantments.’ 


“You seem to have everything considered,’ said Morathi, as the two of them 
crossed the square towards the road leading to Aenarion’s palace. 


‘I have had a long time to consider my plans,’ replied the Witch King. 
“When the pain was not too great, I thought hard on what I would do. I will 
isolate Imrik, take from him every advantage and ally, and when he is left 
alone, I will offer him the chance to hand over the throne of Ulthuan.’ 


‘He would never accept,’ said Morathi. ‘He is far too stubborn to admit 
defeat.’ 


‘I do not wish him to accept,’ said Malekith. He held out a flame-wreathed 
hand. ‘When he refuses, I will seize him by the throat and he will burn. He 
will not know one-hundredth of the pain I knew, but it will still be an 
agonising death. I will slaughter his people and cast down Tor Caled. The 
dragons will be broken and turned to our cause and when all of this is 
accomplished, when Imrik knows that I am the master of the elves, I shall 
burn him to death.’ 
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Malekith shuddered with delight as he pictured that glorious moment. It had 
overtaken the visions of coronation in his dreams. He could feel the 
charring of the usurper’s flesh on his fingertips and hear his strangled cries 
of mercy. Malekith knew well the stench of burned flesh, but the smell of 
Imrik’s immolation would be sweeter than the finest incense of Cothique. 
Skin would bubble and his eyes would melt. Flesh would rupture and bone 
turn to ash. 


‘I have the measure of him,’ said the Witch King, freeing himself from the 
daydream with some effort. ‘My foray into Ellyrion has proven I am the 
superior general. He is guilty of extremes, veering between cautious 
defence and over enthusiastic attack. He was never my equal.’ 


“Yet he beat you in Ellyrion,’ said Morathi, darting a glance up at her son’s 
masked face. 


‘It was not my intent to defeat him,’ replied Malekith, holding his temper in 
check despite the accusation in his mother’s voice. ‘The Tiranocii 
conscripts would never be an army worthy of my command. And I have 
taught Imrik a lesson, one that will make him nervous of attacking my army 
again. I will use that uncertainty to my advantage when I strike for Tor 
Achare.’ 


‘What of Tiranoc?’ said Morathi. 


They had reached the plaza in front of the palaces. Sulekh swept over the 
city, her massive shadow blotting the sun from the square as she flew to a 
perch atop one of the palace’s ancient towers, stones and tiles crumbling to 
dust as she found purchase with her claws. Malekith glanced up at the 
dragon, amused by her behaviour, as loyal and dependent as a hunting dog. 


“Tiranoc?’ he said, recalling the question. ‘It is safe. Imrik dares not launch 
an offensive while his allies are under attack. He will have to defend 
Chrace, or lose the loyalty of his supporters. That is his weakness. He cares 
what his subjects think.’ 


“That is not a problem for you,’ said Morathi as they mounted the steps up 
to the palace doors. ‘Our people adore you.’ 


“They can hate me, for all that I care of their opinion,’ replied Malekith. ‘As 
long as they fear me.’ 
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As loath as he was to leave his army, Caledor was forced to convene a fresh 
council at the Isle of the Flame so that the matter of Malekith’s return could 
be discussed. To the Phoenix King the only thing that had changed was the 
quality of his opponent. As ruler of Nagarythe, Morathi had been prone to 
acts of spite and was not a natural military leader. Malekith was a far more 
worrying proposition. It had not been by luck that he had conquered much 
of Elthin Arvan. 


Leaving Maedrethnir to recover from his wounds in Tor Elyr, Caledor 
travelled with Finudel and Athielle, while Dorien remained as the general 
of the combined armies of Caledor and Ellyrion. They took ship to the 
Shrine of Asuryan, and were met by the delegations of the other kingdoms, 
hastily gathered for the conference. 


The first day tested the Phoenix King’s patience, as every prince offered 
forth his own theories on how Malekith’s survival had come to pass. Some 
questioned the veracity of the report, but were convinced of Alith Anar’s 
trustworthiness in this matter by Athielle, who had been in sombre mood 
since learning of the Shadow King’s own apparent resurrection. Caledor 
ended the day’s session early, realising that no real business would be done 
while the princes were still taken aback by the revelation of Malekith’s 
return. 


He fared little better on the second day; the council seemed determined to 
discuss their own ongoing woes and how these affected the promises they 
had made in the previous council. Caledor detected no small amount of 
back-tracking from the plan that had been agreed upon, and a call was made 
to debate a new course of action. 


The Phoenix King left abruptly as Finudel was making a speech, striding 
from the shrine in a foul temper. Mianderin caught up with him on the 
marble road that led to the quays where the king’s ship was berthed. 


“Your departure is hasty,’ the priest called out, holding up a hand to wave 
the king to a halt. 


‘Empty oaths,’ snapped the Phoenix King, turning to face the high priest of 
Asuryan as he hurried up the white causeway, robes flapping. ‘Promises 
were made and now they argue the most eloquent way to renege on them.’ 
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“They are scared,’ said Mianderin. 
‘Of what?’ replied Caledor. 
‘Of Malekith,’ said the priest. 


The Phoenix King did not know what to say to this. Mianderin took his 
frown of confusion as a sign of anger. 


‘Do not be so harsh on them,’ said the priest, taking the Phoenix King’s arm 
to lead him to a curving bench on an immaculate lawn beside the road. 
‘Some of them saw Malekith emerge from the flames, and even if not for 
that remarkable survival, his reputation cannot be ignored.’ 


‘He scares me as well,’ admitted Caledor, pulling aside his cloak of feathers 
to sit down. “That is why we must be united and strike first.’ 


“Your fear drives you to action,’ said Mianderin, seating himself beside the 
Phoenix King, hands held neatly in his lap. ‘Their fear makes them 
cautious. Something they once believed true has proved false and every 
other doubt they have is magnified.’ 


Caledor rubbed his chin and considered this. It had not occurred to him that 
the other princes would react in this way. 


“You must allay their fears and dispel their doubts,’ said Mianderin. ‘They 
will follow you, they have shown that, but you cannot drag them with you.’ 


“As we speak, the druchii could be on the march,’ said Caledor. ‘We do not 
have time for endless debate.’ 


‘And in this, you show your fear to them.’ Mianderin turned his head to 
look at the shrine. ‘You cannot bully them, as Malekith found out. No 
matter how weak you think them to be, they are princes of Ulthuan, rulers 
of their kingdoms, and they have their pride.’ 


‘Vanity.’ 


‘Perhaps, but no more than yours,’ said the high priest. ‘What else but 
vanity would make you believe that they will follow you without question?’ 


‘Necessity,’ replied Caledor. 


“They see the world differently. They look only at what they have to lose, 
while you see what can be gained. That is why they chose you, to provide 
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them with the vision they lack.’ 


‘IT am not that sort of leader,’ said Caledor. ‘I do not make speeches or waste 
words.’ 


‘And you do not have to,’ said Mianderin. ‘But your actions can be 
misinterpreted. What does the council think at the moment? Have you 
abandoned them? They do not know your thoughts.’ 


Caledor looked at the gleaming pyramid of the shrine like it was a fortress 
to besiege, his heart heavy. He took a deep breath and stood up with a 
glance at Mianderin. 


‘Let them know my thoughts?’ said the Phoenix King. 
The priest nodded with a smile of encouragement. 
‘I can do that,’ said Caledor. 


He strode back to the shrine, the Phoenix Guard at the door parting their 
halberds to allow him entry. The Phoenix King stopped and looked at the 
two silent warriors. 


‘Summon your captain, I will speak with him shortly,’ said the king. The 
guards nodded their assent and Caledor passed into the shrine. 


He strode back to his chair but did not sit down. The conversation of the 
princes died away and all watched him closely. The Phoenix King took off 
his winged helm and set it on the seat of the throne. He then opened the 
clasp of his ceremonial cloak and cast the mass of feathers over the throne’s 
back. Caledor turned to face the others, arms crossed. 


‘I am Imrik again,’ he said. ‘Forget the cloak and the crown. Forget the 
Phoenix King. Listen to Imrik, dragon prince of Caledor, who you all 
turned to in your time of desperation.’ 


He strode purposefully across the shrine, armoured boots ringing loudly on 
the tiles, filling the silence. He stood before the table where Thyriol sat and 
leaned forwards, fists on its wooden surface. 


‘Did you choose me to be your king?’ said Caledor. 
‘I did,’ Thyriol replied with a nod. 
‘Why?’ 
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The mage looked at the others before he answered. 


“You were the best suited to it,’ said Thyriol. “Your skills as a warrior and a 
general, your determination and your principles made you the best of all the 
princes.’ 


‘Is there another that now surpasses me in that regard?’ Caledor’s eyes 
bored into the mage’s as he waited for the answer. 


‘No,’ said Thyriol. 
Caledor straightened and looked at the other princes. 


‘If any of you disagree with Thyriol, who alone amongst us has chosen two 
kings, speak your mind now.’ 


None of the princes spoke. A few exchanged glances. Finudel smiled and 
nodded, while Koradrel raised a fist in salute. The Phoenix King walked 
back to his throne and put on the cloak and war helm before sitting down. 


‘I am Caledor, the Phoenix King, your ruler,’ he said leaning forwards, fists 
on the arms of the throne. ‘While I live, we will not be defeated. That is my 
oath.’ 


Heartened by this bold declaration, the council agreed to halt the 
discussions until the next day, when they would hear the Phoenix King’s 
proposal. As the princes left the main chamber of the shrine, a tall warrior 
entered, his silver armour gleaming, halberd in hand, flowing white cloak 
trimmed with embroidered flames of red and gold: the captain of the 
Phoenix Guard, Elentyrion. 


Caledor sat down and waved for the shrine’s chief protector to approach. 


“You are sworn to the protection of Asuryan’s flame,’ said the Phoenix 
King. ‘Malekith will extinguish that flame if given the chance. He will 
suffer no other to pass through it. Do you understand?’ 


The captain nodded once, his eyes not leaving Caledor’s. 


“Your defence of Asuryan’s shrine cannot start and end at the Isle of the 
Flame,’ the king continued. ‘Should I fail, should we all fail, Ulthuan will 
be overrun, including this shrine. The Phoenix Guard must fight alongside 
the Phoenix King if they are to do their duty.’ 
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The commander of the Phoenix Guard considered this for some time, his 
face expressionless. Caledor thought the warrior’s passive response was a 
refusal but he eventually bowed to one knee and nodded, placing his 
halberd at the feet of the Phoenix King. Caledor picked up the weapon—it 
weighed almost nothing, forged of ithilmar—and told Elentyrion to rise. 
Handing the captain the halberd, Caledor allowed himself a brief smile. 
Malekith might have kept an army hidden, but how would they fare against 
the sacred warriors of Asuryan? 


The council was called together early the next day. Caledor was keen to say 
what he wanted before the princes had time to start their own discussions. 
As a concession to the time of day, Mianderin had food brought into the 
shrine and the atmosphere was one of a convivial breakfast as Caledor 
spoke. 


“We must not underestimate Malekith,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘Yet we 
must not also overestimate him and his army. There have been times when 
all has seemed lost. Remember those first years, when the dragons slept and 
Lothern was besieged. Remember the peril we all felt as Avelorn burned. 
Remember the dread of Cothique left to its fate. We can remember these 
things because we have survived them.’ 


‘Malekith’s return is like nothing we have faced before,’ said Carvalon. He 
wiped crumbs from his lip with a silk napkin. 


‘Malekith cannot be everywhere,’ replied Caledor. 
There were looks of confusion from the princes. 


‘Neither can you be everywhere,’ said Tithrain. ‘Nor the dragons. It seems 
to me that we have returned to where we began, waiting for the sword to 
fall so that we might turn it aside if we can.’ 


‘No,’ said Caledor. ‘That will not work. I do not know if I can beat 
Malekith.’ 


This announcement was met with dismay from the princes. Caledor raised 
his hand to quiet them but their protests continued. 


‘Only yesterday you promised us victory,’ said Athielle. ‘Today you tell us 
we cannot win.’ 
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‘I did not say that.’ The Phoenix King rose from his throne and began to 
walk around the shrine, looking at each of the princes in turn as he spoke. 
“We do not have to defeat Malekith. We have to defeat the druchii. Take 
away his army and he is just a lone warrior. A powerful one, yes, and gifted 
with sorcery too, but just one elf.’ 


‘Not from what I saw on the Ellyrian plains,’ said Finudel. ‘He rides the 
largest dragon I have ever seen, and after what he has endured I am not so 
sure he is mortal any longer.’ 


‘We will test his immortality,’ said Caledor. ‘He cannot defeat an enemy 
that will not face him.’ 


“You said the same before, and Avelorn was almost destroyed,’ said 
Athielle. ‘And what of Cothique?’ 


‘This war will be hard, but it cannot go on forever,’ Caledor assured them, 
his confidence growing as he spoke. ‘Avelorn was not destroyed. Cothique 
is wounded but survives. Ulthuan is stronger than Nagarythe. We are 
stronger than Morathi and Malekith. Their greed and their hate drives them. 
Our duty and our loyalty must be as strong.’ 


“What do you propose?’ asked Thyriol, who had been busily eating his 
breakfast while the others spoke, and had not spoken before. He pushed 
away the remains of his meal and rested his hands on the table. ‘How do we 
isolate Malekith?’ 


‘We must offer resistance where he advances, but not commit to open 
battle,’ said Caledor, continuing to pace. ‘While the druchii attack in one 
place, we attack them in another. The Anars had it right. We cannot risk this 
war being decided on a single battle. Malekith will give us no second 
chances.’ 


‘Chrace will bear the brunt of the fighting,’ said Koradrel. His shoulders 
heaped with his white lion cloak, the prince of Chrace seemed to dwarf the 
others in the room as he stood. He looked at Finudel and Athielle. ‘As will 
Ellyrion. In Chrace, we know very well how to hunt. The enemy will not 
breach the passes without casualty.’ 


‘We Ellyrians are not so well versed in mountain fighting,’ said Finudel. 
‘However, we can wage war on the move as well as any Chracian hunts. 
Malekith will not find us easy to catch.’ 
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‘And I will give the enemy another problem,’ said Caledor. ‘It is still my 
intent to retake Tiranoc. I will muster the army in Caledor and strike north 
for Tor Anroc.’ 


‘Do not expect this to be swift,’ warned Thyriol. ‘This plan of yours will 
take years to come to fruition.’ 


‘Aenarion did not destroy the daemons in a day,’ Carvalon said with a 
laugh. 


‘Aenarion did not destroy the daemons,’ Caledor corrected the prince, 
sitting in his throne. ‘My grandfather did.’ 


‘And your name will sit easily alongside his in our histories,’ said Tithrain. 
He stood and raised a goblet of fruit juice. ‘It is too early for wine, but I 
salute you with all that I have. Cothique has suffered, but we will fight with 
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you. 


The other princes stood also, offering their agreement. Out of the corner of 
his eye, Caledor glimpsed Mianderin standing at the door of side chamber. 
The high priest was nodding, a contented smile on his face. 


The rain rattled from Sulekh’s scales and hissed into steam where it hit the 
Witch King’s armour. Rivers cascaded down the mountain slopes, swelled 
to bursting from the spring deluge. The low clouds clung to the peaks like a 
shroud, swathing the pass in a thick haze. Malekith’s army picked their way 
down a slope strewn with boulders and fallen trees, a winding column of 
black that disappeared into the grey mist. 


Closing his eyes, the Witch King felt the bubbling winds of magic washing 
over the Annulii. With the circlet, he could see every slender strand, the 
smallest ebb and eddy of mystical energy. He searched for disturbances 
hidden to normal eyes, seeking the telltale swell and whirl of living things. 
Giant eagles nested in the heights of the peaks; mountain goats bounded up 
the slopes in large herds, gorging themselves on grass revealed by the 
recent thaw; a bear ambled from its cave seeking food; the trees were 
delicate slivers of life burrowing deep into the soil. 


There was something else. 
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Further down the pass, Malekith detected the glow of fire, drawing the 
magic of flames to it. A camp. Several camps. Around them he spied the 
silvery flicker of elven spirits. He turned to the cluster of messengers who 
sat astride their black horses a short distance from Sulekh, their blinkered 
mounts trembling with fear. 


“Warn the vanguard,’ said Malekith. “There are Chracians on the northern 
slope, where a bridge crosses a river. It may be an ambush.’ 


One of the riders nodded and headed off down the mountainside, his steed 
galloping hard, grateful to be heading away from the presence of the Witch 
King and his dragon. 


It was almost an insult, thought Malekith. Did Caledor rate him so lowly 
that he thought the Witch King would be caught by such a simple trap? His 
armour creaking as he turned, Malekith cast his unnatural gaze back 
towards the west, where his army was still crossing the last shoulder of the 
mountain. It would be noon before they were all in the valley. It did not 
matter, he was in no hurry. He wanted his enemies to know where he was. 


Malekith looked up, rain hammering into the mask of his helm. Droplets 
danced and spat on the hot armour. He tried to remember when he had last 
drunk water. He could not. The fires that burned inside him left him with a 
ravening thirst but he could not quench it. It was the same with food. Not a 
morsel had passed his lips since he had been sealed inside the armoured 
suit. Sorcery alone kept him alive; the magic sustained by the sacrifices 
bound within the plates of his artificial skin. It was sad in some ways, 
liberating in others. He could taste nothing but the ash of his own near- 
destruction, but he could dimly recollect the sweetness of honey, the 
richness of wine. 


Simple pleasures, taken from him by cowards and traitors. The jealous 
priests of Asuryan had cursed the flames so that they would not accept him. 
Yet their trickery had not succeeded. He had emerged from the flames with 
the blessing of the lord of gods. He would throw them into the fires they 
had tainted with their subterfuge and let them know what their god’s 
judgement felt like. 


The ground trembled. Malekith sensed it through a shift in the magical 
winds, a turbulence that flowed south along the vortex. His ravaged ears 
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could hear little over the constant crackling of the flames, but the Witch 
King’s magical sense was far more accurate. Boulders and logs tumbled 
down the slope from the camps by the bridge. He heard the screams of the 
warriors who had crossed over to attack the Chracians and felt their bodies 
crushed by the avalanche unleashed by the mountain-dwellers. The spirit of 
every dying elf flickered briefly, a pinprick of darkness that was swallowed 
up by the ever-shifting tides of magic. 


There were more shouts and sounds of fighting. A column of march was no 
formation for battle and the vanguard had allowed itself to be surrounded, 
despite Malekith’s warning. With a growl, he jerked Sulekh’s iron reins and 
the monstrous beast launched herself from the rock, plunging down the 
valley in a swirl of cloud. 


Nearing the bottom of the pass, Malekith saw several hundred Chracians 
fighting against his warriors. He saw the slew of debris blocking the bridge 
over which the vanguard had crossed, cutting off any reinforcement. 
Naggarothi warriors called for axes and bars to be brought forward so that 
the blockage could be cleared. 


‘Stand back!’ Malekith roared as Sulekh landed on the near side of the 
river, clawed feet sinking into the soft mud of the bank. 


He waited while the startled soldiers hurried back from the bridge. When 
they were clear of the crossing, the Witch King extended a hand, drawing in 
the threads of magic that invisibly wound down the valley, crushing them 
into pure energy with his force of will. He felt the icy touch of the circlet in 
his mind as he shaped the magic, a bolt of forking lightning leaping from 
his fist to smash into the boulders and hewn tree trunks. Stone and wood 
splinters exploded upwards, cutting arcs through the mist before drifting 
down onto the foaming water of the river. 


‘Is it safe?’ one of the captains called out. The bridge had taken some of the 
blast, its stone wall collapsed for half its length on one side. 


“That is not my concern,’ said Malekith. ‘Follow me!’ 


Sulekh leapt across the river and with a single flap of her vast wings carried 
Malekith up the far slope to where his embattled soldiers were encircled by 
axe- and spear-wielding Chracians. Some wore the prized white lion pelts 
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for which their kingdom was famed, the furs heavy with moisture from the 
rain. 


As soon as they saw Malekith approaching, the Chracians scattered, 
breaking off their attack to sprint back into the woods. Not all reached the 
safety of the eaves; Malekith unsheathed his sword, Avanuir, and launched 
a flurry of fiery blue bolts at the retreating warriors, slaying a handful with 
each detonation. The Witch King drew in more magic and with a shout 
unleashed it in a broad wave. Where it struck, the trees exploded into black 
flame, the fire quickly raging up the slope, engulfing even more of the 
Chracian hunters. Sap exploded and leaves turned to ash as the wave of fire 
continued along the mountainside, engulfing the tents and wagons of the 
Chracian camps. 


Sustaining the magical fire took all of Malekith’s concentration; as he 
weaved his metal-clad hand back and forth the fires spread further and 
further, the heat of the flames dissipating the mist as they engulfed the 
mountainside. The surge of dark energy flowing through him resonated 
with the runes of his armour, igniting dead nerve-endings, sending a shiver 
across the metal’s plates as if it were his skin. 


With an effort, the Witch King cut the flow of dark magic, pulling himself 
back from the brink of intoxication. The mystical flames guttered and died, 
revealing blackened stumps and bones littered across the mountain. The 
clatter of armour attracted his attention and he turned to see a squadron of 
knights galloping across the bridge. 


‘Captain, come to me,’ Malekith said, beckoning to the elf who had been in 
charge of the vanguard. 


The captain came forwards, a bloodied sword in his hand, breastplate rent 
open from a Chracian axe. He dropped to one knee, eyes averted. 
‘My apologies, king,’ said the soldier. 


He knelt trembling, head bowed, as Malekith steered Sulekh to loom over 
him. The crest of the captain’s helmet fluttered with each of the dragon’s 
breaths, wisps of poisonous vapour coiling from her nostrils. The Witch 
King could feel the elf’s fear dripping from his shuddering body. 


‘Do not fail me again,’ said the Witch King. The captain looked up, 
surprised and delighted. ‘Continue the march!’ 
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The officer bowed and hurried away, anxious that his master might have a 
sudden change of heart. In truth, the captain was ordered into the trap by 
Malekith and could not be blamed. His mother might dispense summary 
executions in such a situation, but her acts of spite were wasteful. The 
Witch King suffered no illusions about his opponents and knew he would 
need every soldier if he was to claim Ulthuan for his own. 


Uncertainty keeps soldiers alert, Malekith told himself. He would not want 
to become predictable. 


While Malekith’s army navigated the difficult passes into Chrace, Caledor’s 
host was poised to descend from the Dragon Spine mountains into southern 
Tiranoc. The border was heavily fortified, the Phoenix King’s scouts 
reporting a dozen citadels had been erected since the druchii occupation had 
begun. Caledor would have to lay siege to each if he was to advance on Tor 
Anroc. 


The westerly winds brought the freshness of the sea and the spring sun was 
bright as Caledor led his army out of the mountains. At the foot of the 
valley were twin castles, situated at the narrowest point, a massive iron gate 
between them. Flying above his army, the Phoenix King could see more 
ramparts had been built into the mountainsides. Batteries of bolt throwers 
were stationed to create a killing field in front of the gate. 


He signalled to Dorien to follow and instructed Maedrethnir to land on a 
spur of rock just out of range of the war engines. There was frenetic activity 
on the walls of the keep, a mass of soldiers boiling up to the ramparts from 
their barracks within. 


‘A tough proposition,’ said Dorien as his mount settled a little below 
Maedrethnir’s perch. ‘This could be bloody.’ 


“Yes, it could,’ replied the Phoenix King as he analysed the defences 
guarding the pass. 


The fortifications protecting the bolt throwers were little more than slits in 
the rock, allowing no room for a dragon to land. It would be possible to fill 
them with fire, but any dragon doing so would have to fly slowly into the 
teeth of the war machines’ fire. Even if the outer defences were neutralised, 
the keeps themselves were solidly built, and would provide plenty of cover 


1274 XRN 


against dragonfire and lance. It would take some time to build siege engines 
that could breach the gate. 


‘How do we attack?’ asked Dorien, showing little of his usual enthusiasm 
as he looked at the forbidding fortress. 


‘From Lothern,’ replied Caledor. 


Though the wasted march pained the Phoenix King, he had realised that it 
would be far better to attack Tiranoc from the sea. As the army headed back 
eastwards, Dorien confronted him in his tent one night. 


‘Why did we not sail to Tiranoc from the outset?’ his brother asked. ‘Spring 
will nearly be summer by the time we return.’ 


‘I had to have a look,’ answered Caledor. ‘If we attack by ship, we must 
retake Tor Anroc. A retreat to the fleet will be very dangerous. Should we 
be cut off, the passes of the Annulii stand between us and sanctuary in 
Ellyrion. A hard withdrawal also.’ 


‘And when we take Tor Anroc, what then?’ said Dorien. ‘There are druchii 
outposts all over Tiranoc. We will be an island in a sea of enemies.’ 


“We will not be staying,’ said Caledor. ‘We need to hold the city long 
enough for Malekith to respond. When he does, we will leave and sail to 
Chrace to threaten from there.’ 


‘Why not dispense with all of this play-acting and simply land on the coast 
of Nagarythe?’ said Dorien, who had not been at the council and had 
confessed some doubts over his brother’s intentions when he had been 
informed. 


‘Enough!’ snapped Caledor. ‘You do not tame a dragon by putting your 
head between its fangs. Malekith has always known victory. When I deny 
him, he will become frustrated and make mistakes. That is when we strike, 
and not before.’ 


Dorien did not seem satisfied by Caledor’s explanation, but did not raise the 
matter again on the march across Caledor and Eataine. By the time the host 
arrived in Lothern, the fleet of the city was waiting for them. It took several 
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days to embark the army upon the eighty ships, but the winds held fair for 
the journey around Ulthuan’s western coast. 


Since the destruction of the captured Tiranocii ships at the siege of Lothern, 
the greatest disadvantage of the druchii had been a lack of vessels. Though 
they had enjoyed a brief naval ascendancy when the colony fleet had 
returned, several battles along the Cothique and Yvresse coasts had restored 
the advantage to Caledor’s forces. 


So it was with justified confidence that the Eataine captains sailed their 
vessels to the coast of Tiranoc, expecting little resistance. Aided by pilots 
who knew the waters off this stretch of shore, Caledor had selected four 
landing spots; isolated bays and small harbours that were unlikely to be 
defended. Even if the Naggarothi left their port at Galthyr the moment the 
fleet was spotted, it would still take them four days of hard sailing against 
the prevailing winds to reach the closest landing. By then, Caledor was 
determined to be at the walls of Tor Anroc. 


As the Phoenix King had expected, the landings went unopposed. Five 
thousand knights and four times that number of infantry marched east along 
the neglected roads of Tiranoc, converging on the capital from the west and 
south. They encountered a few small garrisons, most of whom tried to flee 
upon seeing the approaching army but were chased down by the dragon 
riders. 


The people of Tiranoc were in jubilant mood, crowding the roads and 
villages to welcome their liberators. Unlike Cothique, the Khainites had not 
been let loose and the kingdom was for the most part prosperous. That was 
not to say the druchii occupiers had been gentle or subtle in their 
domination; Caledor heard many woeful tales of their oppression as he 
passed through towns and hamlets thronged with cheering and singing 
crowds. 


Eager to press on, he found little time for the celebrations that were thrown 
in his honour, and even less time for the local dignitaries that threw them. 
Every delay niggled at the Phoenix King’s patience. Grateful Tiranocii 
filled the roads and slowed the march and it was five days before the army 
sighted Tor Anroc. 
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Unsure of the enemy’s strength, Caledor spent a day scouting the city and 
surrounding countryside from the back of Maedrethnir. The other dragons 
he sent north and east to look for druchii armies on the march, along with 
Thyriol and Finreir on their pegasi and a prince of Yvresse, Namillon, who 
rode a white-feathered griffon. The flying patrols spied no druchii force 
larger than a company, while Caledor’s inspection of the city’s defences 
was curtailed by a hail of bolts from the towers as Maedrethnir swept over 
the city. 


Though not one of the great fortresses of Ulthuan like Anlec, Tor Achare or 
Tor Caled, Tor Anroc was still an imposing city. The capital of Tiranoc, 
once the seat of the Phoenix King, was built atop a white-stoned hill that 
was bordered by steep cliffs facing west towards the approaching army. 
About the foothills of the mount were white buildings roofed with red tiles, 
some of them abandoned and half-ruined. They nestled amongst poorly kept 
fields that were dotted with wooden sheds that had not been built when 
Caledor had last visited. The stench and swarms of flies revealed the 
purpose of these outhouses: abattoirs where meat was still hanging on the 
hooks, recently deserted. 


There was only one approach to the city, from the east. Caledor split his 
army and they circled north and south around Tor Anroc. Knowing that 
there were likely secret tunnels through the rock of the mound, the Phoenix 
King left several companies camped beside the cliffs, far enough away to be 
out of bolt thrower range but close enough to keep watch on the cliff sides. 


From the east the city looked even more spectacular, though its white walls 
were marred with cracks and swathes of unpainted plaster and fresh stone. 
Caledor regretted his abortive attempt to enter from the mountains, judging 
that the defences had been shored up with the forewarning that the 
expedition had given the druchii. He dismissed his worries; there was 
nothing he could do to change the past. 


Spearing straight across the landscape from the mountains to the east, a 
road of pitted hexagonal tiles ran up to the closed gate. Wide enough for 
five chariots abreast, the wood and iron of the massive portal were exposed, 
the plates of gold that had once gleamed in the sun stolen by the city’s 
invaders. A great gatehouse barred the approach to the city, a bastion upon a 
wall twice the height of an elf that arched backwards into the mount itself, 
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all carved from the naked rock. Two pale towers flanked the roadway, 
devoid of openings except for high arrow slits that looked upon every 
approach. On each of the flat tower tops stood a bolt thrower, mounted upon 
an assembly of bars and thin ropes so that they could be swung with ease in 
any direction. 


Beyond the gate, the road split and spiralled east and west towards the city 
proper. From high walls, the black and purple flags of Nagarythe flew on 
banner poles, the spring wind teasing out the long pennants. There were 
other more grisly decorations; the heads of elves hanging from chains and 
impaled atop spears, and skeletons and half-rotted carcasses sealed in 
gibbets that stirred in the breeze. Towers and citadels carved from the white 
rock broke above the curving crenellations of the curtain wall, but these in 
turn were dwarfed by a central spire that pierced the moming sky like a 
shining needle. 


Once that tower had burned with a blue flame, signalling the occupation of 
the Phoenix King. Now the palace of Bel Shanaar was in disrepair. Even 
from outside the city Caledor could see broken windows, sagging tiled 
roofs and crumbling balconies. While he had held no deep affection for Bel 
Shanaar, to see the legacy of the city he had built so shamed brought the 
Phoenix King’s ire to the surface and he snapped orders at his commanders 
to make camp either side of the road. 


The elves erected their pavilions in the ruins of walled orchards, where 
rows of apple and cherry trees were breaking into blossom, a strangely 
bright and cheerful apparition amongst the aura of gloom that seemed to 
emanate from the occupied city. Caledor’s household erected his tent in the 
grounds of a farm protected by high walls of white stone overgrown with 
creeping plants, the gateways empty, the silver and gold gates that had once 
lined the road taken like those of Tor Anroc. 


Little was left of the summer manses of Tiranoc’s nobles. Many of the 
white towers that stood atop the surrounding hills were tumbled or 
blackened with soot. Caledor despatched companies to investigate each of 
these, in case they harboured enemies that could launch raids from behind 
the siege lines. 


Caledor also sent a large company to the wooded hills north of the city; 
Chracian woodsmen and artisans from Lothern. They were to fell timber 
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and construct the siege engines that would be needed to assault the city. 


As rows of red and white and blue tents rose up in a second city around Tor 
Anroc, Caledor summoned his princes and captains to discuss his plans for 
the initial attack. 


Far to the north, the druchii pressed on towards Tor Achare. Villages and 
towns had fallen to their advance, and another was about to. Spearheads 
clattered harmlessly from Malekith’s iron skin, as dozens of Chracians tried 
to surround the Witch King. He swept his flaming sword from left to right, 
parting spears, shearing through shields and slashing through armour and 
flesh. Stepping over the burning bodies of the dead warriors, the Witch 
King drove his sword through the shield and chest of another foe. 
Overhead, Sulekh flew back and forth, clouds of green vapour billowing 
from her maw as she hunted through the narrow streets of the town. The 
black dragon landed atop a row of houses, the roofs buckling under her 
weight. 


Another group of Chracians dashed from a side street, axes swinging. 
Malekith blocked their blows with his massive shield, the rune of Khaine on 
its surface blazing with baleful energy. With a growl, he smashed his sword 
through a handful of attackers, separating limbs and heads with one blow. 
As the Witch King’s warriors advanced up the street, the Chracians fell 
back, disappearing into a warren of gardens and alleys. 


Striding after them, the Witch King noticed an elf crawling into the shadow 
of a collapsed wall. He sheathed Avanuir and dulled the flames of his 
armour before reaching down and seizing the Chracian by his ankle. 
Dragging the unfortunate elf across the rubble, Malekith released his grip 
on the elf’s leg and seized hold of his breastplate, lifting him from the 
ground. 


“Where are they hiding?’ growled the Witch King. 


The Chracian said nothing, his face a mask of defiance. The elf did not even 
attempt to struggle, but hung limply in Malekith’s grasp, blood spilling 
from a wound in his shoulder. The metal of the Chracian’s breastplate 
buckled and tore as the Witch King tightened his grip. 


“Where is Imrik?’ 
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‘King Caledor will fight you when he chooses,’ replied the Chracian. ‘He 
has more important things to attend to.’ 


With a snarl, Malekith hurled the elf against the collapsed wall. The 
Chracian’s broken body crumpled to the ground, neck snapped. 


‘Kill everyone, destroy everything,’ the Witch King bellowed. 


He turned away from the fighting, seeking to calm himself and master the 
frustration that boiled within him. For the whole of the spring he had fought 
his way across the mountains. Every valley and peak had been a struggle 
for his army. Never gathering in one place, the Chracians had gnawed at his 
army like rats, emerging from their holes to nibble away at his troops before 
scuttling back to their lairs. It mattered not how many towns he burned, 
how many villages he put to the sword, his enemies refused to meet him in 
true battle. 


Only the day before he had received word that the Anars were raiding the 
supply caravans to the west. Companies sent to forage in the woods came 
back bloodied from ambushes. They had broken the bridges across the 
raging rivers and blocked the roads with felled trees. None of their actions 
could halt his advance, and even the casualties they inflicted were tolerable, 
but the disruption and delays were a source of constant irritation. 


As he watched Sulekh ripping down the tower of a noble’s manse, Malekith 
pushed back his anger and reviewed the situation. Despite the Chracians’ 
tactics, he was less than five days’ march from Tor Achare. The plains of 
northern Chrace were open before him. Caledor would have no choice but 
to meet him there. The alternative was to allow Tor Achare to fall, giving 
Malekith a stronghold from which to launch further attacks into the Inner 
Kingdoms and the east; even Caledor could see the folly of allowing an 
enemy such a fortress. 


A strange whispering distracted the Witch King. He sensed an odd flow in 
the winds of magic: a daemonic presence. Turning to his right, he saw the 
flames of a burning cottage glowing red and purple. As he watched, the 
fires coalesced into a diminutive figure. It jumped down from the pile of 
burning timbers, awkward and lopsided, stubby wings trailing sparks from 
its back. Its face was beaked, though the daemon’s features constantly 
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shifted, the number of eyes and mouths changing from moment to moment 
in the dancing flames. 


It padded forwards, gangling arms swaying like branches in a wind, pink 
smoke bubbling from its fiery body, a line of little ash footprints left across 
the slabs of the street. Stopping just in front of Malekith, it squatted down 
and looked up at the Witch King with a scowl. 


‘I have been bid to deliver you a message,’ the creature said, its annoyance 
obvious. 


‘Then deliver it,’ said Malekith. 


‘The glorious Morathi, queen of the elves, mistress of the black spheres, 
sends warning,’ said the daemon, the words delivered in a bored monotone. 
“The treacherous Imrik and his followers have laid siege to Tor Anroc. She 
of the Thousand and One Dark Blessings entreats you to make haste to lift 
the siege lest the southern border of Nagarythe be threatened.’ 


The daemon stood up and turned away. 
‘Wait!’ snapped Malekith. ‘I have a reply for you to take to Anlec.’ 


‘I never agreed to a reply,’ said the daemon, not looking back. ‘Take it 
yourself.’ 


With a growl, Malekith extended his hand, fingers splayed. Magic twisted, 
forming a net of barbed darkness that surrounded the daemon. It squealed 
and tried to run back to the flames that had birthed it, but Malekith tugged 
back his hand, dragging the infernal creature across the road. 


‘Even one of insubstantial form such as you can suffer a multitude of 
torments,’ Malekith told the creature. The daemon howled and squirmed as 
the dark net tightened and lifted into the air, guided by a gesture from the 
Witch King. Malekith closed his fingers a fraction and the daemon 
screamed as black thorns dug into its flaming body. ‘All I have to do is 
close my fist.’ 


‘All right!’ wailed the daemon. ‘What is the message? I shall take it to 
Anlec.’ 


“To the sorceress Morathi, delivered to her alone, my words exactly,’ said 
Malekith. 
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‘Of course,’ replied the fire-daemon. ‘Your exact words. I swear.’ 


“Tell Morathi that I have received her message,’ said the Witch King. ‘She 
is to send ten companies from the Anlec garrison to fortresses on the 
Naganar. She is to do nothing else without my command.’ 


‘Don’t trust her not to go charging off?’ laughed the daemon. 
Malekith tightened his fingers and the daemon let out a piercing screech. 


‘I did not ask for your opinion,’ said the Witch King. ‘Deliver my message 
and return to the realm that spawned you.’ 


‘IT will, I promise!’ 


Malekith released the spell and the daemon fluttered down to the road like a 
burning leaf. Grumbling and muttering, it shuffled back to the burning 
building and climbed within the flames. It turned to Malekith and made an 
offensive gesture of contempt, before melting into the fires with a cackle. 


The Witch King stared into the flames long after the daemon disappeared, 
weighing up his options. Imrik was making a gamble, believing Malekith 
would not be willing to give up Tor Anroc for Tor Achare. For that to work, 
the usurper would have to convince Malekith that he was willing to use 
Tiranoc to attack Nagarythe directly. The Witch King doubted Imrik had the 
mettle for such an assault. The sensible thing to do would be to proceed 
with the capture of Tor Achare to call Imrik’s bluff. 


However, a shadow of doubt crossed Malekith’s mind. To capture Tor 
Achare was a simple matter, to keep it was another. It was vulnerable to 
attack from Avelorn, Ellyrion, Cothique and Saphery, not to mention a 
possible landing on the coast. Perhaps Imrik really was willing to sacrifice 
Chrace in the knowledge that occupying the kingdom would weaken the 
defences of Nagarythe. He had allowed Cothique to fall beneath the blades 
of the Khainites, and that demonstrated a ruthless nature Malekith could 
admire. 


He wracked his brain for a third alternative, a means by which he would 
force Imrik into battle. The Isle of the Flame sprang to the Witch King’s 
mind, but was quickly dismissed; he had not nearly enough ships for an 
expedition across the Inner Sea. Lothern was a similarly valued prize, but 
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was too far away from Nagarythe for an extended campaign without 
possession of Tiranoc. 


Tor Achare or Tor Anroc? The question nagged at Malekith as he sent word 
for his commanders to attend him. Push on to the capital of Chrace and 
subjugate the east, risking an invasion of Nagarythe? Another factor entered 
his thoughts: Morathi. He could not wholly trust her to be obedient to his 
wishes. It would take some time to capture Tor Achare, leaving his mother 
to make her own schemes. She would take it as a personal affront that Imrik 
threatened Nagarythe and would respond. Such a reaction would be 
reckless, committing Malekith to a war both in Chrace and Tiranoc. 


The runes of the Witch King’s armour glowed white hot as his anger 
returned, stoked by Imrik’s cowardly plans and his own uncertainty. 
Malekith’s subordinates converged on the central square of the town as 
buildings burned and the fighting continued. They kept some distance away, 
eyes narrowed against the fiery glare of their master. 


With a deep growl of annoyance, Malekith made his decision. He could not 
allow Imrik to recapture Tor Anroc, but there was no reason to take the 
circuitous route back through Nagarythe. 


‘Rally the army,’ he told his commanders. ‘We head south, to Ellyrion.’ 


The streets of Tor Anroc rang with the clash of battle. The smoke-choked 
tunnel-roads of the city were packed with spearmen of both sides, while 
about the palace the dragons of Caledor laid waste to the citadel’s defenders 
with claw, fang and flame. The great doors of the palace were barred, but 
Tor Anroc’s central spire had not been designed as a bastion of war. Druchii 
warriors on tiered balconies fired volleys from their repeater crossbows, 
while the Phoenix King’s mages hurled lightning bolts and balls of fire 
through the high windows into the halls within. Stained glass was shattered, 
tapestries and curtains burned. 


Black-clad soldiers dashed from one of the tunnels leading into the palace 
Square, pursued by the silent Phoenix Guard, their halberd blades slick with 
blood. After them came Caledor’s favoured White Lions, who broke 
towards the noble houses surrounding the plaza, which had been quickly 
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fortified by druchii defenders. A swathe of spearmen and archers followed, 
pushing towards the palace doors. 


Maedrethnir settled on the roof of a tower overlooking the west gardens, 
where bolt throwers unleashed hails of spears from behind ornamental 
hedges and beneath blossoming fruit trees. Claws scraping gouges across 
the stained stones, the dragon launched himself at a battery of the engines 
situated behind a white-painted wall. Sweeping overhead, he bathed the 
lawn with flame, setting fire to mountain roses and sunpetals, scorching 
grass that had once been carefully tended by a small army of gardeners. 


Stowing his lance and unhooking his harness, Caledor dropped from the 
back of his mount, landing sure-footed beside a shallow pool that gently 
steamed, dead fish floating on the surface. A shadow swept over him as 
Dorien’s dragon flew past, bathing the roof of the great hall with fire. 


The Phoenix King drew his sword and ran up to the glass-panelled doors 
that stretched along one wall of a feasting hall. He dimly remembered 
eating in the long chamber as his armoured boot crashed against a lock and 
sent the door crashing from its hinges. Plunging inside, he found broken 
furniture barricading the doors into the rest of the palace. Lathrain cut 
through the upturned tables and chairs with ease, and within moments 
Caledor was through the door into the corridors of the palace proper. 


He headed north towards the great staircase that led to the upper levels. The 
gallery was deserted, the sounds of battle outside muted as his boots rang 
on the marble floor. Busts of Tiranocii princes sat in alcoves on either side, 
each broken and defaced by the druchii. 


As he reached the entrance chamber, he came across a group of druchii 
guarding the main doors. They turned at his approach, swords and shields 
raised. Lathrain blazed as Caledor cut them down, even as a deafening 
boom sounded from the doors. Twice the massive portal shook. On the 
third, the oak doors exploded inwards, filling the entrance hall with 
splinters that rattled from the Phoenix King’s armour. In the smoke and 
dust, Caledor saw a slender figure approach. 


It was Thyriol, his raised staff glowing with power. The mage’s eyes were 
alight with golden energy, his skin writhed with magic. His pale hair 
surrounded his head like a nimbus, streaming with its own life. 
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‘I thought it polite to knock,’ said the Sapherian prince, smiling. 


As the mage stepped over the threshold, more of Caledor’s followers 
poured up the steps, their war cries echoing around the large hall. Caledor 
led them up the eastern staircase, heading towards the royal apartments 
where Bel Shanaar and his family had once lived. 


Footfalls muffled by the thick carpets, the Phoenix King and his warriors 
moved from chamber to chamber, searching for foes. They found much 
evidence of the druchii’s depravity: trophies taken from victims, tomes of 
evil prayers, fetishes of the cytharai adorned each apartment. 


Coming to the chambers of the former Phoenix King, Caledor kicked open 
the door, sword in hand. The apartment was empty of the living, but two 
bodies lay sprawled near the window. The elves, one male and one female, 
were dressed in the finest robes and jewellery. Flopped over a low couch, 
their faces were painted pale, eyes surrounded by dark kohl, lips black. A 
broken crystal phial lay on the floor close by and Caledor could smell the 
distinctive scent of black lotus. 


‘Cowards,’ the Phoenix King said with a sneer. 


There was a fire in the grate, books and parchments used as fuel. Crossing 
the chamber, Caledor saw a pool of blood leaking from the door leading to 
the bedchambers. Steeling himself, he opened the door. 


On a blood-soaked bed lay three children, the oldest no more than fifteen 
years. They too were dressed in rich robes and gems. On the floor around 
the bed were the bodies of five more elves, garbed as servants, their throats 
slit. Disgusted, Caledor turned away, slamming the door closed. 


Feeling sickened, he tossed Lathrain onto a table and slumped into a padded 
chair. The city was his, the capture of the palace a certainty. He could let 
others do the fighting for a while. Exhaustion tugged at his mind and body. 
Closing his eyes, he drifted into a light sleep. 


He awoke to find Dorien standing over him, a grim smile on his brother’s 
lips. 


‘We are victorious,’ said Dorien. “The druchii are all slain.’ 
‘Good,’ said Caledor. 
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He hauled himself to his feet, retrieved his sword and strode to one of the 
windows opening onto the royal balcony. Dorien followed him out onto the 
white parapet, which offered a magnificent view of the city. From here, 
high in the palace, the breaches in the wall looked small. The bodies 
littering the square below merged together, druchii and loyalist heaped 
alongside each other in death. Fires burned across the city and a column of 
elves were streaming down the roads and out of the shattered gate. 


‘A sorry sight,’ said Dorien. “Bel Shanaar’s legacy has been humbled.’ 
‘Better Tor Anroc than Tor Caled,’ said Caledor, leaning on the balustrade. 


“True,” replied his brother. ‘I am sure Bel Shanaar would understand. Let us 
hope that Tor Achare has not suffered a similar fate.’ 


The Phoenix King did not reply, his attention drawn to a shape against the 
clouds to the east. As it neared the city, it resolved itself into a pegasus and 
rider. It was Anamatheir, one of Thyriol’s adepts. The mage flew straight 
for the palace. 


‘Such haste cannot bring good news,’ said Dorien, following his brother’s 
gaze. 


Driven on by their relentless master, the druchii surged south through 
Avelorn and into Ellyrion. Day and night the army marched; a winding 
serpent of black and gold in the sun; a ghostly line of torch and lamp by 
moonlight. 


The army did not burn, did not slaughter. Ellyrion was not the Witch King’s 
target, though he faced a difficult decision as he approached Eagle Pass. 
Two days east lay Tor Elyr. It was an easy target, with no wall or keep, no 
bastions or towers. For that reason, it was also a worthless target. The 
destruction of the city would take several days for no reward save the 
misery of Finudel and Athielle. Tor Elyr was not a capital like Anlec or 
Lothern; the Ellyrians spent most of the year with the herds, and even the 
nobility spent all but winter in camps spread across the plains. Though it 
would add only six days to the march, the city’s destruction would be a 
distraction, one that might allow Imrik to escape. 
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Malekith’s decision did not sit well with his commanders, who had spent a 
fruitless spring chasing Chracians and being ambushed. Their protests were 
not voiced, but the Witch King could tell by their sullen demeanours and 
pointed silence that they did not approve. He did not care one bit. Any that 
spoke against him, openly or in secret, would betray their lack of loyalty 
and would be dealt with accordingly. 


The army turned west and marched for Eagle Pass and Tor Anroc. 


That spring signalled the course of the next stage of the civil war. Malekith 
force-marched his army across Tiranoc, only to find the capital abandoned 
by Caledor and his troops, the ancient city deserted save for vermin. The 
Phoenix King’s army travelled north on the Lothern fleet, raiding Galthyr in 
the midsummer before they moved eastwards and landed in Chrace to 
reinforce Tor Achare. 


Rather than chase his elusive enemy, the Witch King set about rebuilding 
the fortifications of Tor Anroc. From here he could easily move north to 
counter any invasion of Nagarythe, whilst threatening Caledor and Ellyrion. 
Morathi joined her son as summer became autumn, riding south with a 
caravan of cultists and other strange elves. Malekith was not of a mood to 
welcome her in extravagant style and refused her thousands-strong 
entourage entrance to the city. 


Furious, Morathi made her way to the palace of Bel Shanaar where 
Malekith had formed his new headquarters. The citadel was half in ruin; the 
disrepair of the druchii occupation and the damage caused by Caledor’s 
forces had left whole wings as piles of rubble or burnt-out shells. Through 
broken windows the setting sun streamed jagged shadows across the floor 
of the throne room as Morathi entered. 


‘Why must my people live like cattle in the fields?’ she demanded, striding 
across the cracked slabs. 


“There is little enough room in the city for my army,’ replied Malekith. He 
sat on the broken remnants of Bel Shanaar’s throne, the wood blackened by 
his armour. ‘If they do not find conditions to their liking, they can return to 
Nagarythe.’ 
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‘It is an irritation that I must come here at all,’ said the sorceress. ‘Why do 
you dally here, when you could be marching south to Caledor?’ 


‘Do not think to advise me on strategy, mother,’ said the Witch King, the 
visor of his helm glowing with pale flame. 


‘And yet I find I must do just that,’ said Morathi. She sought amongst the 
broken and burned furniture for an intact seat and eventually found a bench. 
Righting it, she sat down, legs crossed, her eyes fixed on her son. ‘Why do 
you waste your time in this hovel?’ 


‘I cannot invade Caledor,’ Malekith said, resting gauntleted hands on his 
knees. ‘We have been fortunate that more dragons have not woken. Should 
Sulekh and her spawn enter the mountains, I am sure the other dragons 
would be roused by it. There is another reason. The moment I cross into 
Caledor, Imrik will surely set out from Tor Achare to take Anlec. Do you 
desire that I swap my father’s palace for that of the Dragontamer?’ 


Morathi’s scowl was deep but she had no quick answer to Malekith’s 
taunting question. She tapped black-painted nails on the pale surface of the 
bench, small sparks of dark magic flickering between her fingertips to earth 
themselves in the wood. 


‘What is it that you intend?’ she said eventually. ‘Surely you do have a 
plan?’ 


‘I have a strategy, but it will not be swift,’ said the Witch King. ‘While 
Imrik has his fleet, he can move much faster, along the coast or across the 
Inner Sea. If I march on Chrace through Ellyrion he will move back to 
Tiranoc. If I advance through Tiranoc and Nagarythe, he will come south 
via Avelorn into Ellyrion or Saphery.’ 


Malekith raised a finger and drew a circle of smoke and fire in the air. 
‘I could spend eternity chasing Imrik around Ulthuan and never catch him.’ 


“Then we are at an impasse,’ said Morathi, speaking as if the words pained 
her to say. ‘Imrik is willing to leave any kingdom to our mercy, and we can 
hold no place hostage to force him to battle. Yet he will not fight us directly, 
and so neither side can achieve a lasting victory.’ 


‘It is a duel,’ said Malekith. He laughed, a harsh metallic noise that rang 
coldly around the empty hall. ‘Feint and thrust, parry and counter-attack. 
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The first to flinch, to blink, to make a mistake will lose.’ 


‘I hear you say a lot, but I am no wiser regarding your plans,’ said Morathi. 
‘How will you break the deadlock?’ 


The Witch King stood and approached his mother, dimming the flames of 
his armour so that he could stand over her. He reached down a hand and 
graciously helped Morathi to her feet. 


‘What is this weakness?’ she asked. ‘What have you seen? One of the 
princes, perhaps? One who can be turned to our cause?’ 


‘No, they are all loyal to Imrik,’ said Malekith. ‘Imrik is the weak link in 
the chain.’ 


“You are mistaken,’ said Morathi. ‘He is considered by some to almost be 
your equal. Nonsense, of course, but he is not without intelligence and 
skill.’ 


‘I have no doubt that eventually I would prove myself superior, but the 
world might turn an age before that happens,’ said Malekith. He walked 
towards the doors, Morathi hurrying to keep up with the long strides of her 
son. ‘He is the finest of the princes, in battle and as a leader. That is why 
our enemies look to him, why they follow him. That shall be their undoing’ 


‘Our foes have one weakness, one chink in their armour to exploit,’ said 
Morathi, gaining understanding of Malekith’s intent. ‘They rely on Imrik. It 
is his stubbornness and his bravery that keepS them fighting.’ 


‘Precisely,’ said the Witch King. He stopped and picked up a lump of 
masonry that had fallen from the vaulted ceiling. It turned to powder as he 
closed his fist. ‘Without him, resistance will crumble. Imrik knows that he 
cannot defeat me and seeks to destroy my army piece by piece. I know that 
I cannot destroy his army if I cannot catch it. So, I will march to and fro, 
keeping his eyes on me, testing the resolve of his allies. His determination 
to avoid open battle will be his weakness. I am not so proud that he must 
die by my hand. There are many ways to slay a foe.’ 


Morathi smiled as Malekith thrust open the doors to the hall and stepped 
into the antechamber. The Witch King’s voice filled the room. 


‘Kill Imrik and we will win the war!’ 
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NINETEEN 
A Deadly Dance 


As Caledor had predicted, the druchii lacked the strength for an all-out 
assault across Ulthuan. Refusing the pitched battle that Malekith needed for 
victory, the Phoenix King and the princes allied to him were able to temper 
the druchii offensives whilst minimising their losses. Sometimes Caledor 
took the initiative, probing at the passes between Nagarythe and Ellyrion, 
sending expeditions to make joint raids with the Anars across the border 
with Chrace. Always Caledor tried to goad his foe into a rash move, but the 
Witch King was too canny a general to split his forces or over extend his 
advances. 


This duel of armies continued for several years as the druchii tested the 
resolve of the Phoenix King and his followers. Towns were burned and 
populaces driven out, but as soon as the army of Nagarythe was drawn 
elsewhere, Caledor would visit the devastated regions, showing unity with 
the people he ruled. 


The Phoenix King remembered the question asked of him by Mianderin and 
knew that he had been afraid of fully becoming the ruler of Ulthuan. He had 
shunned his responsibilities, choosing to focus on the weaknesses of his 
allies rather than his own deficiencies as king. 


Though still short of temper and curt of tongue, Caledor endeavoured not 
only to lead by example but to encourage those around him. In battle he was 
implacable, striking hard from the back of Maedrethnir, always at the 
forefront of the fighting. In the times when retreat was necessary he was 
there also, his presence bolstering the resolve of those whose homes would 
be burned, displaying his defiance for all to see. 


As Caledor was the inspiration for Ulthuan’s defenders, Malekith was the 
driving force of the Naggarothi. None could match him in battle, for 
strength or sorcery. On occasion he would ride forth with Morathi and they 
would sweep all before them; Malekith with his disciplined veterans, 
Morathi with her wild cultists. The Witch King alone was worth ten 
companies of spears, and when he rode Sulekh to battle there was not an 
army to match him. 
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Four years after Malekith’s return, the summer was long and dry. The army 
of Nagarythe was encamped on the banks of the River Ilientath that 
bordered Chrace and Avelorn, and looked poised to strike into Cothique 
once again. Tiranoc was under druchii control, its defences much improved 
under the regime of the Witch King. Caledor mustered his army in Saphery, 
hoping to lure the Witch King into the kingdom of the mages, while ready 
to sail across the Inner Sea to Avelorn to come at Malekith’s advance from 
the rear. For the whole of the summer the two armies camped, separated by 
no more than ten days’ marching; for the whole of the summer neither the 
Witch King nor the Phoenix King was willing to show his true intent. 


As had been agreed in the pact between Caledor and his princes, Koradrel 
had left Chrace when the druchii had launched their latest attack. No prince 
was allowed to remain in an assaulted kingdom, lest they fall in battle or, 
worse, be taken prisoner and turned against their allies. Though many had 
never expected to become rulers, under Caledor the princes of Ulthuan had 
formed a close bond with each other, and the petty rivalries of the past had 
been forgotten, overshadowed by the common threat of the Naggarothi. 


Caledor spent the hot afternoon relaxing alone in his pavilion, having 
invited his Chracian cousin to dine with him that evening. Riders and 
dragons patrolled the northern reaches of Saphery, ready to bring word of 
any movement from the enemy, and the Phoenix King was content that all 
was in order. Wary of complacency, he had spent the morning reviewing the 
dispositions of his forces, but could find no weakness that might be 
exploited by the Witch King. 


The heat of the summer and a long, tense battle of wills had taken their toll 
on Caledor’s stamina. Having removed his armour, he dozed in his throne 
clad only in a loose robe of white, embroidered with the phoenix flames of 
Asuryan. He half-heard the shouts of the captains as they drilled their 
companies on the parade ground at the centre of the camp. There were 
clatters of plates and goblets as his servants prepared the adjoining chamber 
for the evening’s meal. 


Still feel drowsy, the Phoenix King roused himself at the arrival of Koradrel 
and a few of his Chracian princes. Servants came in with trays of wine jugs 
and goblets, though Caledor ordered water be brought for him, fearing his 
thirst would make him drink too much. 
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The group moved to the banquet, which consisted of the finest fare Saphery 
had to offer. Caledor took little part in the idle conversation, content to 
allow the Chracians to swap well-worn hunting stories and gossip from Tor 
Achare. More wine flowed and a heated debate erupted as the princes 
argued over who had slain the most foes. 


The evening had begun to cool the air and Caledor suggested that the party 
move outside. He had eaten little, as usual, but his guests appeared 
uninterested in the suggestion. Their earlier animation had dwindled and the 
Phoenix King noticed that Koradrel and the others were sluggish, their 
speech slurred. Acharion, one of Koradrel’s nephews, attempted a toast but 
stumbled as he stood, eventually collapsing to the ground, face red and 
swollen. 


‘Poison!’ hissed Caledor, slapping the goblet from Koradrel’s hand as he 
raised it to his lips. 


The Chracian ruler reacted slowly, turning his head with a confused 
expression. 


“You spilled my drink, cousin,’ he said, brow knotted, hand still halfway to 
his lips. 


“The wine, it has been tainted,’ said Caledor. 


The Phoenix King turned to the three servants who stood at the far end of 
the table. 


‘Fetch the healers,’ he demanded. ‘Who brought the wine?’ 


None of the servants answered. At first Caledor thought they had sneaked a 
sample of their master’s cask, but the notion was dispelled as all three 
reached into their robes and drew forth curved daggers. The Phoenix King 
saw the red glint of Khainite runes and the sheen of poison on the blades as 
the three advanced, two to his left and one to his right. 


‘Assassins!’ roared Caledor, snatching up a carving knife from the carcass 
of a fowl. 


The one to the right came first, blade flashing for Caledor’s throat. The 
Phoenix King ducked and lunged, his weapon passing harmlessly across the 
assassin’s chest as the elf stepped back. Caledor dropped and rolled to his 
right to avoid an attack from his left, sending a side table laden with fruit 
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flying as he surged to his feet, the carving knife ringing against a dagger 
aimed at his gut. 


Heart hammering, Caledor leapt onto the table, scattering dishes and plates, 
shards of broken crockery punching into his feet through his thin boots. The 
assassins broke apart, quickly surrounding him. Tuming left and then right 
quickly, trying to keep all three in view, Caledor side-stepped to the foot of 
the table, towards the doorway. 


Koradrel rose groggily to his feet, swinging a fist at the nearest assassin. 
The punch connected with the elf’s shoulder, sending him reeling into the 
side of the pavilion. Distracted, the attacker trying to circle behind Caledor 
was too slow as the Phoenix King whirled on his heel and drove a booted 
foot into the assassin’s face. The assassin snarled, blood dripping to his lip, 
and leapt up to the table. 


The carving knife met the assassin’s chest, punching through ribs into 
lungs. The assassin’s momentum carried him into Caledor, knife blade 
nicking the Phoenix King’s chin as the dying elf’s weight bore him down 
into the serving dishes with a crash. 


Pain flared along Caledor’s jaw. The wound had been minute, but the 
poison on the blade spread quickly, seizing the king’s tongue and throat. He 
gasped for breath as he pushed the assassin’s body from him and rolled off 
the table a moment before another dagger plunged into the wood. 


There were shouts from the doorway as Caledor staggered towards it. The 
carving knife was still in the chest of the dead assassin and he was unarmed. 
He watched helplessly as the attacker floored by Koradrel jumped back to 
his feet and plunged his knife into the Chracian prince’s eye. Koradrel made 
no sound as he toppled backwards, head bouncing off the edge of a chair. 


The Phoenix King felt like he was drowning. With a flailing arm he 
managed to seize a lamp from its chain and hurl it at the closest assassin, 
sending burning oil splashing across his attacker’s arm. His chest was 
growing tighter and tighter and his throat was raw. Dizziness made the 
pavilion spin and he was only dimly aware of shapes rushing past. They 
looked like beasts of the Annulii, white-furred with massive silver claws. 
Every breath rasping, Caledor managed to stagger out into the main part of 
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the pavilion where more of the pale creatures were dashing in. He fell to his 
knees, choking, tasting blood. 


Hands grabbed him and lifted him bodily into his throne. Another shape 
appeared and Caledor heard a calming whisper, though he did not 
comprehend the words being said. He felt hands on his face and warmth 
replace the chill in his limbs. There was a golden light. He reached a hand 
towards it and felt soft skin. 


‘Rest,’ said the quiet voice. 


Caledor dimly recognised it as belonging to Thyriol. He slipped into a 
sleep, dreaming of bright meadows, though the skies above were tainted by 
storm clouds. 


The attempt on Caledor’s life sent the army into turmoil. While the Phoenix 
King was caught up in a deep fever, Thyriol took charge, organising a 
thorough search of the camp. The bodies of three servants were found 
hidden in a copse of trees close to the river where the army took its water. 
Worse still, when the assassins were examined, they seemed identical to 
those elves that had been killed. Thyriol dispelled an enchantment that had 
been cast upon them and their faces reverted to their own, revealing the 
pale, harsh features of Naggarothi, cut with runes of disguise. 


Distrust and paranoia ruled, verging on panic. All in the camp were 
potential suspects and new watch rotas were drawn up. Soldiers were 
swapped between companies and all were commanded to go about their 
duties in groups of at least ten. Thyriol enacted a curfew between dusk and 
dawn, save for the guard patrols which were reinforced to thirty-strong 
parties drawn from the White Lions and the Phoenix Guard, who were 
reckoned the most loyal warriors of all. 


Scouts returned the next day, reporting that the druchii had broken camp. 
No doubt expecting the assassination to have succeeded, Malekith was 
making his move. With Caledor incapacitated and the army in dread, the 
princes quickly agreed that a retreat was the only option. Determined that 
no advantage would be gained by a hasty rout, the princes organised an 
orderly break of camp and a withdrawal southwards to the shore of the 
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Inner Sea. Thyriol despatched messenger hawks to the Lothern fleet, asking 
for immediate help. 


Attended to by healers and Thyriol, Caledor’s fever broke on the sixth day, 
but he was still weak from the poison. He was coherent only in brief 
snatches, but was able to add his endorsement to the princes’ plan of retreat. 
The Naggarothi came east through the ruin of Avelorn, marching hard for 
Saphery. 


The princes had no choice but to split the army; to wait for enough ships to 
evacuate all of the king’s warriors risked being caught by the swiftly 
advancing army of Malekith. Thyriol took Caledor and a quarter of the 
troops east, summoning the city of Saphethion to provide sanctuary. Half of 
the army continued south, before crossing the mountains into Yvresse. The 
remaining force, acting as a rearguard, awaited the arrival of a fleet from 
Lothern. 


Too few ships arrived to take all of the troops that had been left behind. 
Tithrain, who had volunteered to remain as commander of the rearguard, 
ordered that lots be drawn to find out who could embark. To their credit, 
every elf in the small army refused, their commanders passing on the 
message that they would all live together or die together. Mindful of 
Caledor’s decree that no prince be slain or captured, Tithrain was in two 
minds whether to remain with his troops or leave with the ships. 


Tithrain elected to stay, determined that he would not abandon his people 
again. The army spent what time it had fortifying the shoreline. Repeater 
bolt throwers were brought from the ships to create defensive batteries, and 
every spare plank, mast and spar was used to construct ramparts along the 
grassy dunes that lined the beaches. Trenches were dug and filled with oil 
from the ships’ lanterns and stores, ready to be set alight. 


When the scouts reported that the druchii were only a day away, Tithrain 
ordered a feast dedicated to Asuryan. All of the food left with the army was 
cooked and prepared and the tables sagged with the weight of it, brought 
out under the sun for the banquet. The prince of Cothique laughed and 
joked, saying that he would rather such fine food was not left to the 
Naggarothi, whose palates could not appreciate its quality. 
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Beneath the jollity was a current of fear. Smiles were strained and the 
conversation purposefully light-hearted. Yet as the day wore into evening, 
there were many in the army who set down to compose their death poems, 
or sang mournful dirges, accompanied by sombre pipes and lyres. 


As the soldiers settled down to sleep their final sleep, Tithrain walked about 
the camp. There was an air of calm, the army resigned to its fate. He walked 
to the shore and stared at the dark expanse of water, the stars in the clear 
skies reflected in the rippling waters. 


He was about to leave and return to his pavilion when he saw a light far out 
from the shore. At first he took it to be a shooting star, as the light seemed 
to move across the sky. Then another appeared, and another, shining white 
and red and blue, and growing brighter as he watched. 


Soon there was a swathe of bobbing stars, of every colour of the rainbow. 
Tithrain wondered if he was asleep and dreaming. A shout from the 
warships at anchor not far from the beach attracted his attention. 


‘Sail to the west!’ The cry was taken up from every masthead. 


In the moonlight and glow of their lamps, a flotilla of small vessels 
approached the shore. Fishing boats and traders, coastal barges and oar- 
propelled scows appeared out of the darkness. There were dozens of them, 
and even more lights were coming nearer. 


Something blotted out the stars above and Tithrain caught the distinctive 
crack of a dragon’s wing beats. The monster dropped down to the beach, the 
draught of its landing kicking up a storm of sand. Tithrain stared in surprise 
at the golden-armoured figure upon its back. 


‘Stop staring and rouse your troops,’ the Phoenix King shouted down to the 
stunned prince. “There is no time to waste.’ 


As the word spread through the camp and the small ships beached to take 
on as many warriors as they could, their crews explained that Caledor had 
been racing up and down the Sapherian coast, entreating every village and 
town to put any ship it could claim onto the water. The larger vessels towed 
small boats, some of them holding only half a dozen elves, and it was a 
slow process to bring them up to the beach, which was not large enough for 
the boats all to land at the same time. 
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Dawn was tinging the horizon and the blaring of the druchii horns could be 
heard. There were still nearly two thousand warriors to embark. Naedrein, a 
captain of Cothique who had survived the Khainite purges, approached 
Tithrain and Caledor. 


‘My company will man the bolt throwers,’ he said. ‘We will hold back the 
druchii and give the others time to get away.’ 


“You will not survive,’ replied Caledor. ‘Are you sure you wish to do this?’ 


‘We are sworn to it,’ said Naedrein. ‘All of us lost loved ones to the druchii 
scum. We consider a score requires settling.’ 


‘It is an honour to have such warriors fighting with me,’ said Tithrain. 
‘Hold them for as long as you can, and watch for Malekith. He will make 
short work of the defences if you allow him to approach.’ 


‘If we are lucky, we might even kill that accursed dragon of his,’ said the 
captain. 


He raised his sword in salute, the gesture returned by the prince and king, 
and marched away. 


‘Kill as many as you can!’ Caledor called after him. 


Naedrein and his warriors were as good as their word. While the sun was 
still rising, the sound of the bolt throwers was carried along the shore. 


‘Perhaps we should help them,’ Maedrethnir said to Caledor. ‘Those elves 
will not hold back Malekith for long.’ 


‘If we fight the Witch King, we will die,’ Caledor replied. ‘That cannot 
happen.’ 


“You consider yourself too important to risk battle?’ said the dragon, a note 
of disapproval in his deep voice. 


‘That is one reason,’ said Caledor. 
‘And the other?’ asked Maedrethnir. 


‘I have no desire to die,’ the Phoenix King admitted. ‘Not without good 
purpose.’ 


The dragon rumbled with laughter and took to the air, carrying Caledor up 
to where he could see the advancing druchii and his own followers. The last 
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of the small vessels were sailing away and the remaining troops were being 
shuttled to the warships by boat. It was clear that the last of them would be 
aboard before the druchii reached the shore, but the Inner Sea was no 
barrier to the Witch King and his mount. There was still considerable harm 
that could be suffered. 


Looking at the enemy army, the Phoenix King realised his concerns were 
misplaced. Malekith held back, the dark shape of his dragon looming 
behind the massed ranks of infantry that advanced on the beach, wary of the 
bolt throwers. 


‘IT am not the only one that wishes to live,’ Caledor remarked. 


The assassination attempt and subsequent retreat shook the confidence of 
the princes and Caledor had to work hard to keep them sworn to his 
strategy. The loss of Koradrel was also a bitter, personal blow. So far the 
druchii had claimed Caledor’s brother and two of his cousins, as well as a 
number of more distant family from Caledor and other kingdoms. A 
memorial was held for the dead Chracian prince, and his body interred in 
the mausoleum at Lothern until Chrace could again be secured. 


There was no obvious successor to wield Achillar, and Caledor feared that 
infighting over the rulership of Chrace would bring more turmoil. It was 
with some surprise that he received a visit from the most powerful 
claimants, all three distant cousins of the Phoenix King. They presented 
Caledor with an agreement that they had all signed, along with many other 
nobles of Chrace, nominating Caledor to be bestowed the title of regent in 
the absence of any clear claimant. The Phoenix King duly accepted, and 
just as swiftly chose Thuriantis, the oldest cousin, to be his representative in 
Tor Achare. 


‘If only we could all be so pragmatic,’ remarked Thyriol when Caledor 
related this meeting to the mage at the next gathering of the council. 


The attack in Saphery was only the first of several such incidents over the 
following years. Ambushes were laid to waylay Caledor as he travelled 
between the kingdoms, and there were more attempts to poison him. 
Despite every precaution the guile of the Khainite killers, and Malekith’s 
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determination to see the Phoenix King slain, meant that he was in constant 
danger. The cults, though much diminished in size and power, still had their 
agents and networks, and the only place Caledor felt truly safe was on the 
back of Maedrethnir or during his infrequent returns to Tor Caled. 


Another leader might have been cowed by the incessant threat, growing 
paranoid. Caledor refused to let the enemy dictate his movements and 
actions, and though ever watchful for the next attempt on his life, the 
Phoenix King would not be driven into hiding nor give over his direct 
command of the army to another. 


Not only physical attacks threatened Caledor. For a whole winter he was 
plagued with nightmares and headaches. Fearing sorcery, he summoned 
Thyriol, who confirmed that a curse had been laid upon the Phoenix King. 
The mage wove counter-enchantments and brought forth talismans from the 
vaults of Saphethion to protect Caledor against these hexes. 


There were less subtle magical assaults as well. During a crossing from 
Ellyrion to Saphery, Caledor’s ship was engulfed by a devastating storm. 
The sky boiled black and lightning rent the darkness. The Inner Sea was 
whipped to a frenzy, waves as tall as houses crashing over the prow of the 
hawkship as it was flung about by the howling winds. Dozens of crew were 
washed away, but the steersmen bound themselves to the wheel and the 
captain lashed himself beside them, guiding their hands. 


For what seemed like several days the storm continued, cracking the mast 
and ripping up the decking. The sailors worked tirelessly, cutting away 
debris and patching the holes in the hull, barely keeping the ship seaworthy. 
Eventually the storm abated, its fury spent, and the ship limped to Lothern. 
The crew bailed day and night to keep the vessel from sinking, and even 
Caledor took his turns, using the fabled war-helm of the Phoenix King as a 
pail. 


Each brush with death served only to increase Caledor’s determination. It 
was noticed by others that when vexed he would rub the scar left on his 
chin by the assassin’s blade, and they knew to offer no further argument 
against their king at that time. The hottest days of summer sometimes 
brought the king to the brink of fever, the effects of the poison never being 
wholly eliminated. 
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Despite these frequent distractions, Caledor was always attentive to every 
detail of the war. Every trick and ploy, every advance, feint and counter- 
move by Malekith met with failure. Ten years and more since the Witch 
King’s first attack, victory was no closer for either side. 


Those years had seen the fortunes of both Malekith and Caledor wax and 
wane, but as the Phoenix King had foreseen, the longer the war dragged on, 
the more it turned against the druchii. The enemy lacked the numbers to 
hold any ground they took, and in Nagarythe the continuing shadow war of 
Alith Anar took a slow but steady toll. Tiranoc became the favoured 
battleground of both sides, a contested region that acted as a barrier 
between Nagarythe and Caledor. Slowly, with each cautious campaign, the 
Phoenix King’s armies cut away at the druchii forces. Eagle Pass was 
retaken and the keeps built by the druchii were garrisoned by troops loyal to 
Caledor. Griffon Pass fell to the Phoenix King in the following year, and 
Unicorn Pass in the next. 


Caledor almost went too far in his attempts to seize Dragon Pass; a swift 
and deadly counter-attack by Malekith almost caught the Phoenix King’s 
army, which was pursued halfway across Avelorn before the Witch King 
relented, fearing he was being lured from Nagarythe as part of some 
grander scheme. 


In the twenty-fifth year of his reign, after two and half decades of war, 
Caledor once more called his council to the Isle of the Flame. The princes 
were filled with apprehension as the Phoenix King entered; it had been 
several years since he had brought them all to this place. 


“We are winning the war,’ the Phoenix King declared as he sat on his 
throne, though his expression was grim rather than jubilant. The council 
members exchanged confused glances, unsure what this meant. ‘Our armies 
are blooded and our tactics well tested. The druchii are weary, labouring out 
of fear of their rulers. Now we strike.’ 


‘For Anlec?’ asked Dorien, making no attempt to hide his joy. 


‘For Anlec,’ Caledor replied. 


Caledor’s plan was a simple one, which he considered the best kind. Late in 
the spring, he launched another attack into Tiranoc, reclaiming Tor Anroc 
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from the druchii. On this occasion he did not stay in the city, but drove 
northwards, driving the druchii before him. By midsummer he came to the 
Naganar, the fast-flowing river that separated Tiranoc from Nagarythe. Here 
he made a great show of camping his army, marching east and west as if 
looking for a suitable crossing. On the opposite bank, the Naggarothi 
shadowed his movements, ready to contest any crossing he might make. 


The manoeuvres were a subterfuge. While the druchii had retreated, 
Caledor despatched parts of his army eastwards, replacing them in camp 
with fresh recruits, and even elves too young or old to fight dressed in fake 
armour and given hastily-made spears. Dorien took command of this force 
—from any distance two gold-clad riders on red dragons were 
indistinguishable—and Caledor flew across the mountains in secret. It was 
a tremendous gamble, the only one Caledor had ever taken. If Malekith had 
any hint of the deception, he would be able to sweep across the Naganar 
and destroy the false army, and continue south into Caledor. 


The true army mustered in northern Ellyrion, every soldier and knight from 
each of the allied kingdoms marching and sailing to the border with 
Avelorn. Beneath their banners they gathered. Spearmen and archers, Silver 
Helm knights alongside reavers from Ellyrion, mages and princes; the 
Phoenix Guard of Asuryan came from the Isle of the Flame and the White 
Lions led the Chracian host. The sight of the gathered army filled Caledor 
with trepidation. All of his strength was brought here, enough in his 
reckoning to take the Witch King unawares and smash his army, but if not 
the last of Ulthuan’s strength would be spent. 


If he was victorious, the road to Anlec would be open. If he had judged 
wrongly, there would be no force in Ulthuan that could stop the Witch King. 
For the first time since walking into the sacred flames, the Phoenix King 
said a prayer to Asuryan. When he was finished, he gave the signal for the 
army to march, heading north to Phoenix Pass. He hoped the name was a 
good omen. 


For good or bad, this would be the last battle of the war. 


“You would leave Anlec defenceless.’ Morathi’s shrill protest jarred 
Malekith’s nerves. ‘An army camps on our border and you would have our 
troops simply leave them.’ 
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‘It is a ruse,’ said Malekith. 


He waved a hand and a glimmering image of northern Ulthuan appeared in 
the air in front of his huge throne. It was more than a map, it was a picture 
of the region, every river glittering as a thin line, every road and field, 
farmhouse and ditch recreated in minute detail. 


‘If Imrik intended to attack, he would not have paused at the Naganar, but 
would have pressed straight across while the defences were weakest,’ the 
Witch King explained. 


‘Why are you so sure that he attacks from the east?’ said Morathi, poking a 
finger through the hovering apparition of Nagarythe. ‘Why Phoenix Pass?’ 


“Your memory is short, mother,’ Malekith replied calmly. ‘Do you not 
recall, when I retook Anlec?’ 


Morathi’s only reply was a spat curse. 


“You were wrong then, and I was victorious,’ said Malekith, enjoying his 
mother’s indignant expression. His humour faded as he considered the 
impudence of Imrik. “The upstart thinks he can trick me with the strategy I 
devised? No, that will not happen. I will remind him of his folly as he begs 
for my forgiveness.’ 


‘So what do you plan to do?’ Morathi glared at the gently drifting image. 
‘Call the army back to Anlec. It is the best course of action.’ 


‘Again, that served you so well,’ laughed Malekith. 


‘The treacherous Anars were the only reason you took Anlec from me,’ 
Morathi snapped. 


“Who can say that they will not do the same again?’ said the Witch King. 
His voice turned harsh. ‘Is not my crown upon the head of Alith Anar, 
stolen from this palace while you looked on? Your cultists are worthless as 
warriors, and worth even less as guards.’ 


Morathi stalked away, hair and gown billowing like a storm cloud. 


‘Here,’ Malekith whispered to himself, pointing a burning figure at a stretch 
of barren land between Anlec and Phoenix Pass. It was perfect. Marshes 
bounded it to the north, while any army trying to escape south would come 
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against the cold waters of the Lianarrin River. ‘Here is where I will wait for 
you, Imrik. At Maledor.’ 
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TWENTY 
A Fateful Clash 


It was Dorien that voiced the concern in the minds of all the princes. They 
were gathered outside Caledor’s pavilion, dressed in full armour, cloaks 
swirling in the strengthening breeze. 


‘Can we win?’ asked the Caledorian prince. It was Dorien who had first 
seen the dark blot on the horizon from the back of his dragon and reported 
the druchii army waiting to the west. ‘For years we have avoided this clash, 
by your desire and command.’ 


‘We must win,’ replied Caledor. ‘If not now, then never. To retreat would be 
to admit defeat and destroy the morale of the army.’ 


That army was gathering on the rugged heathland of Maledor. Every 
kingdom loyal to Caledor was represented. Spearmen and archers from 
every realm gathered beneath standards displaying the colours and runes of 
their princes. Amongst them were the serried companies of the Lothern Sea 
Guard, decked in armour that shimmered like fish scales, armed with both 
spear and bow, their robes and banners of sea green and turquoise picking 
them out amongst the expanse of white-clad soldiers. 


Knights of Caledor and Eataine formed up in long squadrons, their lances 
decorated with bright pennants, their silver helms adorned with fabulous 
crests of feathers. Batteries of bolt throwers were erected, protecting the 
flanks of the mustering host. 


Overhead flew the pegasi of Saphery, Thyriol’s mages weaving their 
protective enchantments over the army with flashing staves and gleaming 
wands. There were more of their order amongst the regiments of the 
kingdom, wielding swords of flame, shielding the troops with golden arcs 
of power. 


The centre of the line was held by the Chracians. Flanked by companies of 
spear and bow, the White Lions, Caledor’s chosen warriors, waited with 
long-hafted axes. To their left stood the silent ranks of the Phoenix Guard, 
their cloaks shimmering in the sunlight, halberd heads gleaming. 


To the south, the left end of the line where the ground heaped up over bush- 
covered hummocks, the massed reaver knights of Ellyrion waited for the 
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return of Finudel and Athielle. Their horsehair plumes tossed in the wind, 
which carried their laughter and conversation to the rest of the army. 


Last were the dragons. Eight had survived the long war. Surrounded by a 
smog of fumes, they rumbled and growled to each other in their own 
language, Maedrethnir standing proud at their centre with wings 
outstretched. 


“We can win,’ Caledor said again. ‘Be bold and stay strong.’ 


The battle-plan was agreed and the princes returned to their troops. The 
Caledorians mounted their dragons and took to the air while Athielle and 
Finudel joined their reavers. Tithrain rode to the head of Cothique’s small 
company of knights and Carvalon mounted a griffon that had been nurtured 
by the prince since it first hatched. Thyriol’s pegasus climbed towards the 
clouds as the mage-prince flew to his acolytes. 


Trumpets were raised and their clear notes rang out over the plain. The 
shouts of the captains echoed the command and as one the host of Caledor 
advanced. To the west, a spreading darkness approached. 


As the dragons of Caledor soared into the sky, Sulekh let out a deafening 
screech, neck arched. Her three children roared in reply, the terrifying sound 
rolling over the advancing army of Nagarythe. 


At the forefront of the army were Hellebron and her Khainites, supported 
by her father Prince Alandrian with a force of knights from Athel Toralien. 
The two were in stark contrast; the near-naked Brides of Khaine howling 
and wailing, eyes wide and wild from frenzy-inducing drugs, hair spiked 
with the gore of sacrifices, bared flesh pale in the sunlight beneath an icon 
of Khaine made from bone and draped with entrails; the knights armoured 
from head to toe in plate and mail, their black steeds protected by heavy 
caparisons of golden scale, the banner of Athel Toralien proudly flying 
above. 


To either side stretched the legions of Nagarythe, rank after rank of spears 
and repeater crossbows. Standards of red, black and purple fluttered in the 
wind, and the sun shone from twenty thousand barbed spearpoints. Runes of 
Ereth Khial and Atharti, Khaine and Anath Raema adorned their shields. 
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Drums of elfskin sounded the beat of the march and gilded bone horns 
blared the call to war. 


The air above the army writhed with dark energy. Like a black pall, 
daemonic forces churned, held in check by the incantations of Morathi’s 
acolytes. Malekith could see them more clearly with the aid of his circlet; 
horned and fanged monstrosities that bayed and growled as they clawed at 
the sky seeking entry into the mortal world. 


The beastmasters had brought forth every creature of the mountains: hydras 
and manticores, hippogryphs and chimeras. Packs of savage hounds with 
spiked collars and iron-tipped fangs and claws howled and strained at their 
iron leashes. Whips cracked and goads were thrust into scaled hides to 
propel the beasts towards the enemy, flames and smoke wreathing their 
advance. The winged monsters took to the air in a mass of feathers and fur 
and leathery wings. 


Just in front of the Witch King advanced the pride of Malekith, his knights 
of Anlec. Across Elthin Arvan they had crushed armies of orcs and goblins, 
slaughtered hosts of forest beasts; across Ulthuan their charges had 
scattered the elves of the Phoenix King and cut them down as they fled. 
Their lances gleamed with magical power, fashioned by Hotek and his 
smith-priests. The runes on their shields and armour flared with power as 
the winds of magic surged, the mystical energy that swept across Ulthuan 
whipped into the storm by the coming battle. 


Malekith could feel the magic around him. Fire and blood drew it, gold and 
silver harnessed it, fear and hope swelled it, life and death shaped it. 
Through the circlet he experienced the constant flow, through the air and 
the ground, in every arrowhead and heart. 


When the upstarts were crushed, there would be no power in the world 
greater than the Witch King. The conquests of the past would pale in 
comparison to the empire he would build. He had brought the elven people 
to the brink of destruction, but it was from the ashes of that war that they 
would arise stronger than ever. When he was Phoenix King, he would lead 
his people to even greater heights of glory and power. 


From his throne on Sulekh’s back, Malekith turned to his mother, who was 
sat to his right astride a newly tamed raven-hued pegasus. 
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‘At last I shall have my battle,’ the Witch King said. ‘Imrik has misjudged a 
step and it is time to end this interminable war.’ 


“You shall see him humbled,’ replied Morathi. “The usurper will bend his 
knee as you were forced to bow before Bel Shanaar. He will weep at your 
hands, begging forgiveness for taking your throne. The blades and acids of 
the Khainites will eke out every drop of agony from his wretched body. My 
sorcery will visit upon him every nightmare ever conceived.’ 


Malekith regarded his mother with burning eyes, bemused by her 
vehemence and melodrama. He no longer dreamed of a broken Imrik 
pleading for his life; his visions were filled with the pure joy of standing 
over the usurper’s corpse. For twelve years it had been only a dream. For 
twelve years he had suffered humiliation and torment, the thought of which 
hurt as much as the pain of his still-burning flesh. 


‘I would rather he just died,’ said the Witch King. He let out a moan of 
pleasure at the thought. ‘The sooner, the better.’ 


He wrenched on Sulekh’s chains with unnatural strength, signalling her to 
launch into the air. The other black dragons followed as Malekith steered 
his mount over his army. Holding Sulekh’s reins in his shield hand, the 
Witch King drew Avanuir. The magical blade burst into blue flame and 
Malekith’s voice roared out his simple command. 


‘Attack! Kill Imrik!’ 


Gripping shield and spear tightly, Carathril advanced at the head of a 
company of spearmen from Eataine. His skin felt oily and slick from dark 
magic and he nervously eyed the convulsing cloud of darkness gathering 
over the moor. There were whispers on the edge of hearing, cruel and 
seductive, beguiling and threatening. He drove them from his thoughts, 
focussing on the enemy ahead. 


Arrows and bolts flew in clouds from both armies. The cries of the dying 
and the wounded were already loud. A hail of spear-like shafts slammed 
into the company of elves to Carathril’s right, ripping a hole through their 
ranks. Bolts clattered from shield and scale coats as the missiles of the 
druchii fell into the advancing elves of the Phoenix King. 


1307 XRN 


There was little Carathril could do but trust in fate and believe that Morai 
Heg was not so cruel of humour that she had carried him through this war 
so far only to have him spitted on a bolt or punctured by quarrels. 


A hideous beast, an unholy hybrid of lizard and dog and lion, the size of a 
horse, padded across the spongy ground towards the Eataine company. A 
thick miasma surrounded the creature, pale yellow in colour, its sulphurous 
stench carrying to Carathril. Behind, beastmasters goaded it forwards with 
long-tined tridents and lashes barbed with cruel hooks, the faces of the 
druchii swathed with scarves. 


‘Basilisk!’ Carathril shouted in warning. 


As the beast approached, Carathril hoped that one of the bolt thrower crews 
would sight the beast and slay it, but as the basilisk broke into a run, baring 
fangs like black knives, he knew the hope was empty. 


The company halted to receive the monster’s charge, shields raised and 
spears lowered. Carathril swallowed down his fear, his mouth dry. 


The basilisk barrelled full-pelt into the spear company, roaring and slashing. 
Shields were rent by its claws and scales of armour shredded by its teeth. 
Spears snapped upon its thick hide as the elves struck back, though not all 
were turned aside and bloody wounds were opened in the basilisk’s scaled 
flanks. 


Where its blood spilled forth, the filthy fog spilled also. Its touch was 
corrosive, flaking metal and melting skin. The elves that were unfortunate 
enough to breathe in the toxic mist fell back with hoarse screams, dropping 
their spears to claw at burning throats. The merest touch of the deadly fume 
petrified flesh, turning eyes and hands into a rough, grey, stone-like 
substance. 


Recovering from the initial shock of the basilisk’s attack, the spearmen 
closed ranks, using their shields to waft away the poisonous fog. Eyes 
closed, they thrust blindly at the monster, trusting to instinct and elven 
senses to guide their blows. 


More fell to its teeth and claws, but eventually the holes and cuts upon the 
basilisk’s hide were too much. Ichor and blood oozed from dozens of 
wounds as it collapsed, sending up more of the foul vapour. The creature’s 


1308 XRN 


handlers fled as the spearmen parted around the rapidly rotting body of the 
basilisk. 


Carathril gasped, drawing in a ragged breath. Through stinging eyes he saw 
the druchii spearmen advancing to meet the line. The bitter tang of the 
basilisk clung to Carathril’s robes and his face itched from the passing of its 
fume. 


These distractions fell away as he looked upon the sneering, shouting faces 
of the enemy. He thought of Prince Aeltherin buming himself alive. He 
remembered the hard days of riding back and forth for Bel Shanaar. He 
recalled the bloody mess of Ealith and the seductive wiles of Drutheira. The 
carnage of the Shrine of Asuryan haunted him still. Twenty-six years of war 
crowded into his mind; the siege of Lothern and Aerenis’s death by his hand 
foremost amongst the many dreadful things he had witnessed and done. 


It was not in his nature to hate, but for that moment he was filled with 
loathing for the elves that came towards him. It did not matter if they were 
as scared as he was. It was of no consequence that many would have 
families. Some he might even have fought alongside before Malekith’s 
treachery. All such considerations were irrelevant. They were the druchii, 
the dark elves, and they would kill or enslave all of elfkind if they were 
victorious. 


‘For Caledor!’ Carathril shouted, raising his spear, the call echoed by those 
around him. Though no command was given, the company broke into a run, 
heading straight for the oncoming druchii. Carathril relaxed, knowing that if 
he died he would know peace. The enemy surged forwards in response and 
Carathril shouted again. 


‘For Ulthuan!’ 


The first clash of the armies crashed across the moor. Flying high above the 
battle, Thyriol watched the lines of black and white undulating as first one 
side and then the other pressed forwards and fell back. The Witch King’s 
attack was focussed on destroying Caledor, his army driving forwards on a 
narrow front. The Phoenix King had predicted this and laid his plans 
accordingly. Using himself as bait, Caledor had placed himself in the centre 
of the army, a lodestone for the fury of the druchii. 
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The White Lions and Phoenix Guard bore the brunt of the first assault, 
while archers poured arrows into the advancing druchii knights. The 
phalanx of Caledor’s spears pushed forwards as far as possible, creating a 
funnel effect that further encouraged the enemy to attack towards the 
Phoenix King’s best warriors. Dragons and griffons and manticores whirled 
about the skies, forced high by the massed bolt throwers on both sides, the 
riders of each army duelling for dominion of the air. 


While spear and sword, axe and lance contested the battle on the ground, a 
far more esoteric but no less deadly fight was being waged in the air. The 
winds of magic chumed, ripped this way and that as Morathi’s sorcerers and 
Thyriol’s mages struggled with each other. The daemonic cloud that roiled 
over the battlefield filled the Sapherian prince’s mind, sitting heavy in his 
thoughts like a coagulated mass of darkness. 


Lightning split the air from staff tips and balls of fire screamed across the 
clouds. Hails of glittering crystal spears sliced through the druchii while 
whole companies of Caledor’s soldiers were swallowed by great maws that 
opened in the ground beneath them. 


The air was thick with spell and counterspell, forming a glittering landscape 
no less real than the moorland below. Inhuman things screeched as they 
erupted from the Realm of Chaos, plucking knights from their saddles and 
devouring horses. Fire-bodied eagles soared over the heads of the Phoenix 
King’s soldiers, their flaming wings incinerating the clouds of bolts and 
arrows launched at them by the enemy. Cascades of white energy fell from 
Thyriol’s sword as his pegasus swept low, the magical sparks setting fire to 
a battery of bolt throwers as the mage-prince passed over them. 


A sudden pressure, a build-up of dark magic, drew his attention to the 
north. He felt a wave of daemonic energy tearing at the fabric of reality. The 
ground erupted and an immense serpent with a fanged maw and dozens of 
writhing tongues burst up beneath a regiment of archers. Lashing tentacles 
ensnared the helpless warriors, tossing their bodies into the air and dragging 
them into the creature’s slavering mouth. 


With a word to his mount, Thyriol turned towards the daemonic apparition, 
words of banishment in his mind. As the creature devoured more elves, the 
mage dived down towards it, chanting the incantation of unbinding. A 
golden glow enveloped the summoned monster, turning pustule-pocked 
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flesh to shimmering dust. The daemon thrashed, letting out an unearthly 
wail, appendages rippling, its clustered black eyes glaring at Thyriol. 
Channelling the winds of magic through his staff, the mage hurled a bolt of 
white into the creature’s maw, setting a white flame burning within it. Its 
scream still lingering on the wind, the daemon was consumed, burning 
away to nothing. 


Occupied by his banishment of the daemon, Thyriol had not noticed a 
black-winged shape approaching closer, a trail of black flames left in its 
wake. Too late he felt the sorceress’s presence and looked up. He saw a 
hate-filled face wreathed with a halo of black hair, and felt the rush of dark 
magic from the skull-tipped staff in her hands. 


He threw up a silver shield to counter the spell, but the wave of dark magic 
blasted it aside, turning it to falling magical splinters. Thyriol braced 
himself, his amulets glowing protectively, but the next spell was not 
directed at him. 


His pegasus gave a choked cough and spasmed, blood pouring from 
thousands of small cuts that appeared in its flesh. Feathers fluttered from its 
wings as it fell. The mage could feel bones breaking in the body of the 
pegasus, as if a giant hand was crushing it. With a last whinny of terror, the 
pegasus died and Thyriol plummeted towards the ground. 


Morathi laughed at the spectacle of the falling mage. His robe fluttered and 
his staff fell from his grasp as he frantically waved his arms, perhaps trying 
to imitate a bird. Her laughter died away as a pair of insubstantial silver 
wings shimmered from the mage’s shoulders, bearing him lightly to the 
ground. As the sorceress circled around for another attack, the mage 
brushed down his robes and held out a hand, his staff flying into his grasp 
from where it had fallen. 


Sword in one hand, skull-headed staff in the other, Morathi plunged towards 
the impudent mage. As she came closer she recognised Saphery’s ruler and 
she remembered bitterly the mage’s role in the insults and woes that had 
been heaped upon her. He had spoken at the First Council, and it had been 
his wards that had imprisoned her within Bel Shanaar’s palace. 
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Thyriol turned, sensing her approach. A shaft of blue energy sprang from 
his eyes. Morathi countered the spell with a snarled incantation, a shadow 
uncoiling from the tip of her staff to meet the column of light. The two 
spells clashed with an explosion of energy that sent Morathi reeling against 
her mount and hurled the mage to his back. 


Pulling herself upright as her pegasus landed, Morathi pointed her sword at 
the supine spellcaster. Energy flickered around her blade, coalescing into an 
icy spike that flew towards the mage’s chest, splitting into thousands of 
shards. The mage lifted his staff at the last moment, a disc of gold appearing 
in front of him. The ice storm deflected from the magical barrier, turning to 
a cloud of mist. 


Pushing himself to his feet, the Sapherian lifted an open hand towards 
Morathi. Whispering a dispel, she watched as a dove appeared in the 
mage’s palm. It took off and circled around the mage’s head, cooing gently. 
Morathi laughed again. It was a cheap cantrip used for the entertainment of 
children, nothing more. She summoned more dark magic, her mind 
reaching up to the daemonic cloud to tap into the raw power of Chaos. 


As she prepared to unleash her next assault, the dove began to circle faster, 
the arc of its flight growing wider and wider. Its eyes glittered like crystal, 
mesmerising as it dipped and rose, weaving a complex series of curves and 
angles around the mage. 


Morathi snapped away her gaze, just in time to rein in the dark power that 
was building inside her. Her skin crawled for a moment with excess magic, 
her teeth buzzing and her nerves dancing. The dove grew in size, its 
feathers changing to every colour of the rainbow, wings becoming 
iridescent trails of flame. 


The phoenix hurtled towards Morathi, its keening cry ringing in her ears, 
driving into the core of her mind. She clenched her jaw and tightened the 
grip on her staff as the dark magic thrashed inside her, trying to escape. The 
phoenix-spell struck her full force, setting fire to her hair and throwing her 
from the back of her mount. 


Crashing to the ground, Morathi gasped for air, tendrils of black energy 
escaping her throat. She gritted her teeth and surged to her feet, sword 
thrusting towards the mage. Crescent blades of black iron appeared in the 
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air, spinning towards the Sapherian. The mage again summoned his golden 
shield, but Morathi had expected as much. The scything blades became 
needle-fine darts, each a tiny sliver of pure magic. They punched into the 
mage’s shield. Most were stopped, but some smashed through, reducing the 
shield to golden shards before engulfing the mage. The Sapherian’s robes 
were reduced to tatters in a moment and his flesh was a mass of grazes and 
scratches. 


Extending more power, Morathi followed the path of the spell with a spat 
curse, the dark magic winding along the course followed by the bolt, 
seeping into the open wounds in the mage’s flesh. Every tiny cut began to 
suppurate, blistering outwards with small explosions of pus and blood. The 
mage cried out in pain, falling to his knees. Morathi stalked closer, pouring 
more and more magic into the hex, driving the infection deeper and deeper 
into the Sapherian. 


With a defiant shout, the mage flung out his arms. White fire erupted from 
within his skin, burning away the magical plague. He staggered to his feet 
as the flames continued to rage, his eyes blinding orbs, hair dancing wildly 
in the mystical fire. With visible effort, the Sapherian brought his hands 
together, still clutching his staff. The flames burst along his arms and out of 
the staff, engulfing Morathi. 


Out of desperation, the sorceress hurled herself to the ground, clutching her 
arms to her chest, turning her skin to stone. The flames washed over her, 
touching but not buring. They raged for a long time, while she was 
cocooned within her own flesh. Morathi fought back the dark magic that 
flowed through her blood vessels and caused her heart to pound. 


Eventually the fires dissipated. Morathi reversed her spell, but the 
transformation was slow. Like a waking statue, her limbs turned back to 
flesh and she straightened. Dust flaked away from her face as she opened 
her eyes. 


The mage had fled, borne aloft on the magical wings that had saved him 
from his fall. For a moment she considered chasing after him, but a 
screeching cry from above drew her eye. 


Out of the clouds dropped a griffon, claws extended, red and black wings 
held back as it stooped. On its back rode a prince clad in golden mail and 
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blue robes, a sword of sapphire in his fist. His long shield bore the symbol 
of Yvresse, against a background of midnight stars. 


Malekith too noticed Carvalon’s attack. He had been watching the progress 
of the battle with some satisfaction. His knights had broken through to 
Caledor’s war engines and were wreaking havoc amongst the bolt thrower 
crews. The line of the Phoenix King’s spears had been halted and was 
slowly being pushed back. Everywhere he looked, Malekith saw a 
constricting ring of black and silver closing in on Caledor. 


Sulekh launched towards the prince of Yvresse as Carvalon dived towards 
Morathi. The sorceress flung an arm towards the griffon, black lightning 
springing from her fingertips. Fur and feathers burned and the monster 
pulled out of its dive, swerving to avoid the crackling energy. 


The black dragon struck like a thunderbolt, claws ripping through the 
griffon’s smouldering wings. Malekith saw the prince’s eyes widen with 
shock within his visor as the Witch King crashed Avanuir down on 
Carvalon’s shield, splitting it in two. 


The griffon was cawing and screeching in agony as Sulekh tore bloody 
chunks of flesh free with her massive jaws, parting muscle and sinew, 
snapping bone. Carvalon leapt from the dying beast’s back, landing on 
Sulekh’s shoulder. Surprised, Malekith reacted slowly as the Yvressian 
prince slashed his sapphire-bladed sword across the Witch King’s chest. 


Sparks flew from the wound and molten metal trickled like blood from the 
gash in Malekith’s breastplate. He looked down, astounded, and then felt 
the pain. 


Snatching hold of one of Sulekh’s spines, Carvalon raised his sword for 
another blow. 


Enraged, the Witch King struck, thrusting Avanuir into the prince’s chest. 
Enchanted armour buckled and then split as the blade erupted from the 
prince’s back, flickering blue flame igniting Carvalon’s robes and hair. 
Malekith reached out and grabbed hold of the prince as he was about to 
topple. Burning fingers seared through gilded pauldrons and sank into flesh. 
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With a snarl, Malekith brought up Avanuir, shearing through spine and ribs, 
parting Carvalon like a roast hog. Blood splashed onto the Witch King and 
hissed into nothingness on his hot armour. Feeling nothing but contempt, 
Malekith let go of the prince’s split body and brought down Avanuir, 
striking off the head as the corpse fell from Sulekh. 


Sheathing his sword, Malekith dabbed a hand to the wound in his chest. The 
metal that had bubbled free was already cooling, forming a weld across the 
breach in his armour. The pain subsided, but it was a salutary lesson: he was 
not immortal. 


Looking down at the unfolding battle, the Witch King saw a swathe of pale 
skin and red driving through the line of Imrik’s army, like a spear aimed 
directly for the usurper. 


Malekith smiled. Perhaps the Khainites would slay Imrik for him. 


Ducking beneath an axe blade, Hellebron slashed the sword in her right 
hand through the white pelt cloak of the Chracian in front of her, slicing off 
his arm, while plunging the blade in her left into his eye. Kicking aside the 
falling body, she leapt over a swinging axe, burying both blades through the 
helmet of the elf wielding it. 


Around her, the Brides of Khaine shrieked praises to the Bloody-Handed 
God as they battled the Chracian bodyguards. They ducked and dodged the 
Slashing axe heads of their foes, poisoned blades licking out like serpent’s 
tongues, finding exposed flesh. To Hellebron’s right, a Bride was cleaved 
from shoulder to gut, spattering the Khainite priestess with blood. 
Hellebron licked her lips, savouring the taste. 


The Chracian stepped over the mangled corpse and swung his axe at 
Hellebron’s neck. She dropped to all fours, legs split, the blade whistling 
over her head. In an instant she sprang up again, slashing both blades across 
the Chracian’s throat. He fell back, arterial blood coating Hellebron like the 
blessing of Khaine Himself. Heart pumping, she vaulted over the crumpling 
corpse, plunging a sword into the back of another warrior. 


Over the melee, Hellebron could see the towering form of the usurper 
king’s dragon, the accursed Caledorian on its back. She swayed aside from 
another axe, eyes fixed on Imrik, and cut off the hands that wielded it. 
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Without a pause, she swept a blade across the warrior’s face. The carnage 
thrilled her, fuelling her body, sharpening her mind. Blood racing, the 
sacred brew of Khaine flowing through her, Hellebron stalked on. Through 
the rushing of blood and the pounding of her heart, the ring of metal 
engulfed Hellebron, a symphony of destruction that gave voice to Khaine’s 
gift. 


Senses heightened to a preternatural degree by the narcotic leaves she had 
ingested, Khaine’s Chosen One eluded every blow aimed towards her while 
her blades were a constant flicker of silver leaving dead and dismembered 
foes. She fought without thought, reacting to the slightest movement, her 
swords moving as if they had a life of their own. 


A new sound pierced the haze of death: the clear note of a trumpet. The 
ground was trembling underfoot. Despatching another Chracian with a 
back-handed slash, Hellebron turned towards the sound. Over the heads of 
her Brides, she saw a wall of white horses and silver-clad riders bearing 
down. 


In a wave of streaming horsehair plumes and green pennants, the Ellyrians 
crashed into the Khainites with lowered spears. In Finudel’s hand blazed the 
ancient spear Mirialith. Dozens fell to the charge, caught on spearpoints and 
crushed beneath galloping hooves. Finudel struck left and right as his horse 
surged through the press of foes, every thrust slaying a Khainite. 


Burning with anger at memories of the atrocities he had seen in Cothique, 
the Ellyrian prince fell upon the Khainites with merciless ferocity. Beside 
him, Athielle carved a path through the enemy with her silver sword, her 
long hair flowing like a cloak behind her. 


The prince and princess drove into the heart of the Khainites, pushing 
towards the grisly standard, their reavers following behind. Finudel’s eyes 
met those of a feral witch, her face caked in blood, hair outlandishly spiked 
and braided. The prince lowered Mirialith towards her in challenge and 
urged his horse on. 


As the impetus of the Ellyrians’ charge diminished, the Khainites swarmed 
around them. Finudel lost sight of the Khainite leader for a moment as he 
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was surrounded by a press of shrieking faces and poisoned blades. He 
slashed with his magical spear, hurling back the wild attackers. 


The Khainite witch reappeared to his left, somersaulting onto the back of a 
horse, her blades leaving a red gash across the rider’s chest. With 
unbelievable dexterity and balance she sprang from the horse to another, 
slashing the head from another knight before jumping again, leaping from 
one steed to the next, leaving a trail of falling bodies behind. 


In the melee, Finudel and Athielle became separated. He glanced over his 
shoulder, relieved to see his sister still fighting, her sword rising and falling 
in shining crescents as she cut her way through the Khainites. Kicking a 
booted foot into the face of a Khainite that leapt towards him, he directed 
his steed at the priestess who was slaying so many of his warriors. 


She seemed possessed, paying no heed to the many marks and cuts upon 
her body. Standing in a circle of bodies, the Khainite leader twirled and 
leapt, slashing the legs from horses and cutting down their riders. She 
fought with a strangely wild grace, ever moving, each motion bringing a 
perfect moment of death. 


The Khainite was oblivious to Finudel as he broke free from the press and 
lowered his spear. He whispered a command to his horse, which broke into 
a gallop, and aimed the point of Mirialith at her naked back. 


A sudden chill struck the prince as a shadow swallowed him. He smelt a 
dreadful stench and his horse baulked, rearing up in terror. He turned just as 
a monstrous black claw closed around his body. 


The sounds of shrieking metal and the screams of the dying Ellyrian prince 
were drowned out by Sulekh’s roar. Malekith swept down his sword, a 
blaze of fire disgorged from the blade to engulf the reaver knights. Sulekh’s 
tail toppled a score of riders, crushing bodies, spearing them on its bony 
spines. A cloud of noxious gas bubbled from her mouth, choking and 
corroding, blinding and suffocating. 


The knights around the Witch King fled in terror, their panicked shouts 
sounding muffled to his ravaged ears. He threw more magical fire after 
them, incinerating steeds and boiling the riders in their armour. 
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As Sulekh lunged after the fleeing Ellyrians, Malekith noticed a group of 
riders several hundred strong had not turned to run. At their head was a 
golden-haired princess, her face a mask of hatred. She lifted her sword and 
signalled the charge. 


Yanking on the reins, the Witch King guided Sulekh towards the 
approaching reavers. Spears shattered on scale as the knights charged home. 
Sulekh swiped with her front claws, beheading and disembowelling dozens 
of Ellyrians. Their princess avoided a slashing claw, her blade carving a 
bloody furrow along Sulekh’s foreleg as she rode under the dragon’s body. 


Malekith twisted, looking for Athielle to emerge from beneath the dragon’s 
bulk. Sulekh hissed with pain and staggered to the right, revealing the 
princess with bloodied sword, gore spilling from a wound in the black 
dragon’s underside. 


Sulekh’s tail lashed, smashing into Athielle’s horse, turning it to a pulp of 
blood and broken bones. The princess was flung through the air and landed 
heavily, left leg twisting beneath her. Malekith channelled dark magic, 
ready to unleash another blaze of fire to finish off the Ellyrian. A movement 
caught his attention, a swiftly approaching blot against the clouds. He 
looked up to see a massive red dragon plunging towards him, a golden- 
armoured figure on its back. 


‘Finally,’ the Witch King said, all thoughts of Athielle forgotten. He raised 
his voice in challenge, his words a metallic roar that carried over the din of 
battle. ‘Come to me, Imrik! Come to me!’ 


The companies of the White Lions and Phoenix Guard surged forwards into 
the Naggarothi below while Malekith’s black dragon leapt up to meet the 
Phoenix King head-on. Maedrethnir plunged down from the clouds uttering 
a roaring challenge. The shock of the dragons’ impact almost threw Caledor 
from the saddle-throne, the two titanic beasts slamming into each other in a 
ferocious welter of claws and fangs. The Phoenix King thought he heard 
mocking laughter from the Witch King as Maedrethnir bathed the other 
dragon with fire. 


The two beasts parted and circled, gashes pouring blood from both dragons. 
Caledor levelled his lance for the next pass, aiming for Malekith’s chest. 
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The rune upon the Witch King’s shield burned into his mind, writhing and 
shifting. The blood-red symbol, the True Name of Khaine, bombarded 
Caledor with the cacophony of war and the taste of blood filled his mouth. 


Shaking his head to clear away the effects of the dread rune, Caledor saw 
that Malekith was almost upon him. He swung his lance as Maedrethnir 
rolled to the right, the weapon’s shining tip scoring a wound across the 
flank of the black dragon as she passed by overhead. 


The black dragon turned swiftly, almost catching Maedrethnir’s tail in her 
jaw. The dragon dipped in the air to avoid the attack, exposing Caledor to 
the beast’s raking claws. He turned and brought up his shield just in time, 
claws as hard as diamond ripping across its surface as protective energies 
blazed. 


Gliding towards the ground, the two dragons closed again, snarling and 
roaring. Fire sprang from Malekith’s sword, surrounding Caledor with 
crackling intensity. The enchantments of his armour protected the Phoenix 
King from harm, the blue flames passing around him harmlessly. 
Maedrethnir grappled with the black dragon, their longs necks swaying as 
each sought to sink fangs into the other. Claws raked back and forth, 
sending scales and blood spilling to the ground. 


Bucking and twisting, the dragons descended, locked together by jaw and 
claw. Caledor let his lance fall from his grasp and pulled free Lathrain, just 
as the Witch King lashed out with Avanuir. The two swords met with an 
explosion of lightning and blue fire. The shock numbed Caledor’s arm and 
it was with a surge of will that he parried the next attack, turning aside 
Malekith’s blade as it screamed towards the Phoenix King’s head. 


The dragons gave no thought to their riders as they savaged each other. 
Caledor was tossed left and right as Maedrethnir struggled with his foe, 
wings flapping and tail whipping. Malekith clung to his iron reins with his 
shield hand, steam and smoke rising from his armour. 


The gaze of the Phoenix King met the eyes of the Witch King. They were 
like bottomless pits filled with black fire, dragging his life from him. The 
Sapherian charms hanging on Caledor’s armour glowed as they warded 
away the Witch King’s sorcery. Again he turned aside a stroke from 
Avanuir as the two dragons came close enough for Malekith to strike. 
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The battle continued to rage around them. In their frenzy, the dragons 
trampled over friend and foe without distinction, Khainites and Ellyrians, 
White Lions and Naggarothi clawed and trampled by the two behemoths. 


Caledor kept his focus on the Witch King, seeking an opening to strike. 
When the black dragon reeled back from an attack from Maedrethnir, the 
Phoenix King saw his opportunity. His sword cut down into the Witch 
King’s shoulder, biting deep with a scream of tearing metal. A wave of 
energy pulsed up Caledor’s arm, sending agony shooting through every part 
of his body. 


Maedrethnir gave a pained howl as the black dragon’s claws found purchase 
around his neck. Jaw snapping, Caledor’s mount seized hold of his enemy’s 
wing, biting through bone and sinew until the black dragon released its grip 
in a spasm of pain. Blood was gushing from Maedrethnir’s neck. The red 
dragon stumbled back leaving a stream of crimson on the rucked earth. 


As the Witch King wrenched on the chain of the black dragon’s reins, the 
beast lunged at Caledor. Her jaws closed around his arm, teeth cracking 
against the ensorcelled ithilmar. The Phoenix King’s arm was already numb 
with pain and Lathrain tumbled from his grasp. The straps of the Phoenix 
King’s harness parted as the black dragon shook her head, dragging Caledor 
from the saddle-throne, casting him to the ground. 


Heaving in a gasping breath, Caledor pushed to his feet, seeking Lathrain. 
He saw the glitter of metal in a tussock not far away and set out towards it, 
hand outstretched. 


A massive blow caught him in the back, lifting him through the air. The 
Phoenix King crashed down amid the bodies of the slain Ellyrians, coming 
face-to-face with Finudel’s dead visage. 


Lying on his chest, Caledor felt the ground trembling. He rolled to his back, 
expecting to see the black dragon looming over him. It was not. Malekith 
wrestled with the beast’s reins, trying to direct her towards Caledor. The 
black dragon struggled, eager to pursue Maedrethnir, who had withdrawn, 
limping heavily, flanks scored with dozens of ragged gashes. The black 
dragon had fared little better, her wings tattered, face and neck marked by 
claws and fangs. 
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The will of the Witch King prevailed and the dragon’s head was steered 
towards the fallen Phoenix King. Flapping ragged wings, the black dragon 
pounded forwards, jaws wide, dripping bloodied saliva. 


Caledor looked up into the dragon’s glassy eyes, seeing himself reflected in 
the black orbs. There was nothing to read there, just reptilian coldness. He 
heard Malekith’s triumphant laughter. 


A rush of hooves engulfed Caledor. A squadron of knights galloped past, 
some of the steeds leaping over the prone Phoenix King as they charged. 
Lances crashed against the scales of the dragon, while fire roared from 
Malekith’s sword. 


When the last of the knights had passed, Caledor saw that they flew the 
colours of Tithrain. Discarding their broken lances, they drew gleaming 
swords and rode around the black dragon, hacking at its flesh. The dragon 
struck back, stomping a clawed foot onto one of the knights, crushing rider 
and horse, while its jaws engulfed another. 


Caledor tried to stand but pain shot up his back from his right leg. He fell to 
the side, hands sinking into the blood-slicked mud. Looking down, his saw 
his leg was twisted, the armour buckled and ruptured. Pushing back the 
pain, he sat up again in an attempt to see what else was happening. 


The battle was still in full flow. Dragons and manticores ripped at each 
other above. Spells of destruction and protection flared and the whine of 
bolts and arrows tore the air. Still the dark roiling cloud of the daemons 
stretched across the sky, bubbling and burning with infernal energies. The 
spear companies clashed, the roars of their battle cries joining with the ring 
of metal, the ground trembling beneath the hooves of charging horses and 
the booted feet of thousands of warriors. 


Caledor dragged himself across the bloody grass and propped himself up 
against the body of Finudel’s horse. He looked at Malekith and the black 
dragon and saw that more than half of Tithrain’s knights had been slain and 
still the beast and its master lived. 


As he watched, Tithrain was lifted from his saddle in the dragon’s jaws. The 
prince rained blows upon her face with his sword, opening up welts in the 
scales. Then the jaws closed fully and Tithrain was slain, his limp body 
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hanging from the black dragon’s fangs as it opened its mouth to let out 
another cloud of noxious vapour. 


With the death of their prince, the nerve of the knights broke. As they fled, 
Malekith again struggled to direct his mount towards Caledor while it 
wanted to pursue the retreating riders. Under the Witch King’s urging, the 
dragon took three steps closer to Caledor, blood streaming from dozens of 
wounds. This time Caledor looked up at the Witch King, whose flaming 
eyes blazed red. The Witch King had his arm upraised, Avanuir pointed to 
the sky. 


The Phoenix King felt strange warmth fill him. His vision danced, half- 
blinded by the sun setting behind Malekith. He thought he saw a figure in 
the rays of the sun, a lithe elf with hair of ivy and eyes of blossoms. The 
figure drifted towards him surrounded by an aura of gold and green, and the 
smell of grass and trees came to his nostrils. 


“Victory will be yours, Caledor,’ said the apparition. “You just have to reach 
out and take it.’ 


The Phoenix King glanced at Malekith, expecting the mortal blow any 
moment. The Witch King seemed frozen, as was the rest of the battle. There 
was no sound save for the sighing of wind through leaves and the creak of 
swaying branches. 


The maiden looked down to Caledor’s right and smiled, the expression 
sending a wave of strength through the Phoenix King’s body, driving away 
the exhaustion and pain. 


With a thunderous crash of returning noise, the vision passed. The foetid 
breath of the dragon passed over Caledor, making his skin prickle. Not 
knowing what he did, he reached out his right hand to where the apparition 
had looked, eyes still set on the Witch King. 


His gauntleted fingers closed around the haft of a spear, its touch warm with 
magic in his grasp. 


The black dragon pulled back its head, ready to lunge, drawing in a massive 
breath. Caledor looked at the cracked and bloodied fangs, and saw the 
monstrous forked tongue tasting the air. 


He brought his arm forwards with all his strength, hurling Finudel’s spear. 
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Mirialith gleamed as it flashed towards the open maw of the dragon. The 
spear punched through the roof of the dragon’s mouth and into the 
creature’s skull. 


Sulekh roared and reared, her whole body thrashing in her death throes. 
Tron links parted and the chains of her harness snapped. Malekith was cast 
backwards and to the left, falling from the black dragon’s back. He 
slammed into the ground with a crash of metal, flames and steam billowing 
from his armour. 


Still jarred from the impact, Malekith raised himself to one knee, throwing 
aside his shield to free his hand. Beside him Sulekh continued to writhe and 
thrash, keening loudly. The Witch King fixed his baleful stare on Imrik, 
who lay slumped over the body of a horse. The usurper met his glare with a 
defiant stare. 


A moment later, Sulekh’s body slammed into Malekith, crushing him into 
the ground. Pinned by her massive weight, he heaved at her mass, trying to 
free himself, letting out a bellow of frustration. He dropped Avanuir to the 
ground so that he could use both hands to push at the massive corpse that 
lay on top of his legs and waist. 


A prickle of sensation shuddered through Malekith; the touch of magic. He 
turned his head to the left seeking the source. 


A wave of white fire poured towards him. It was beautiful, glittering like 
moonlight on the sea, flecked with gold and silver. He recognised the 
flames. He had stood within them to receive Asuryan’s blessing. Now the 
lord of gods had come again to aid Malekith, as he had Aenarion. 


With a surge of power, Malekith heaved free the body of Sulekh. He stood 
up and faced the oncoming fire, arms spread wide to receive Asuryan’s 
blessing. The white flames crackled closer and closer, a chill wind against 
his red-hot armour. He closed his eyes as the fire engulfed him, waiting for 
the release from the agony that had been his companion for more than two 
decades. 


Fresh pain seared through his chest and arms. Malekith gave a cry and 
opened his eyes. 
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It was not the flame of Asuryan that surrounded him, but the halberds of the 
Phoenix Guard. Each blade burned with the white fires of Asuryan, every 
blow they landed upon the Witch King igniting the flame that had been set 
within his flesh by the lord of gods. 


The physical pain was as nothing compared to the pain of betrayal. As his 
iron flesh was rent and ripped by the swinging halberds of the Phoenix 
Guard Malekith realised he had not received Asuryan’s blessing. His father 
had not endured the agony he had endured. 


The Witch King’s delusion fell away and he saw his punishment for what it 
was. Asuryan had shunned him, cursed him with everlasting torment. The 
shock of it brought Malekith to his knees as more blows rained down upon 
him, carving furrows in his black armour. 


The moment of woe passed, quickly replaced by anger; a deep-rooted rage 
fed by the burning that seethed inside the Witch King. His armour exploded 
with fire, hurling back the Phoenix Guard, their flesh withered, armour 
melting, hair and cloaks in flames. 


Lacking any weapon, Malekith set about the servants of his tormentor with 
flaming fists, his iron hands punching through breastplates and ripping off 
limbs. Towering above the Phoenix Guard, he summoned dark magic, 
feeding off the escaping life force of his foes, twisting it to his own ends. 


He tried to draw the magic into himself, to heal the rents in his armour. The 
dark magic swerved and writhed, failing to take purchase in his body. 
Where the blades of the Phoenix Guard had marked him, tiny golden flames 
burned, keeping the dark magic at bay. 


Dread filled Malekith’s heart. Unable to heal his wounds, which streamed 
with rivulets of molten metal like blood, he realised he was about to die. 


‘Never!’ he roared. 


He drew himself up to his full height. The dark magic he had summoned to 
cure his wounds swirled around him, forming blades of blackened iron that 
slashed through the Phoenix Guard. With a final pulse of dark magic, he 
blasted the forest of magical swords into his foes, driving them back. 


Leaking metal and fire and blood, Malekith turned and ran, leaving burnt 
prints in the bloodied grass. He would not die yet; not here on this dismal 
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moor, with the usurper looking on, laughing. The Witch King drew on the 
power of his circlet, reaching out into the winds of magic, grabbing all of 
the power he could. An oily black cloud formed around him, flickering with 
lightning, obscuring him from his pursuers. It spread further and further, a 
churning, living mass that snatched up the Phoenix Guard who came after 
him, twisting their bodies and snapping their bones. 


So it was that Malekith the Witch King fled the field of Maledor and 
returned to Anlec, broken and bitter-hearted, his ambition destroyed upon 
that bloodied heath. 


Morathi saw the flight of her son and knew that the battle had been lost. Yet 
she was not yet convinced that the war could not be won. Long she and her 
son had spoken of their most ingenious plan, that would guarantee victory. 
Leaving the army to fend for itself, she sent the command to her sorceresses 
to withdraw and turned her pegasus westwards. 


The loss of the Witch King was a blow from which the druchii army could 
not recover. Seeing their lord and general flee broke the spirit of his 
followers. Such princes and knights as could escape followed their master, 
fleeing westwards to Anlec. Here and there Naggarothi companies managed 
to break loose and retreat to the south towards the keeps guarding the 
Naganar, Hellebron and the remaining Khainites amongst them. 


Caledor was in no state to command the army and it fell to Dorien to lead 
the pursuit. The army of the Phoenix King swept to the west, driving the 
remaining druchii into the marshes north of the battlefield. Many druchii 
drowned in that mire, dragged down by their armour, but the treacherous 
ground halted all pursuit save for the three dragons that had survived and a 
lone Sapherian on his pegasus. 


As night fell, Dorien was forced to return to the army, his remaining foes 
disappearing into the darkness, fearful for the welfare of his brother. He 
flew back to the Phoenix King and found him being tended by the healers. 
The White Lions stood protectively around Caledor, the silent ranks of the 
Phoenix Guard close by. 


There was no sense of victory, no jubilation amongst the warriors of the 
army. The princes of three kingdoms had fallen to the Witch King and their 
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armies were wracked with grief. The elves wept at their losses; many 
thousands would never return to their homes. The strength of Nagarythe 
had been broken, but at tremendous cost. 


As the night deepened, Caledor was numb in body and mind. He refused to 
leave the battlefield until all of the other wounded had been attended, sitting 
against Finudel’s steed where he had slain the black dragon of Malekith. 


Campfires were lit, far from where the fighting had taken place for none 
wished to look upon the heaps of the dead; a grisly task that would wait 
until the next day. Finally Caledor allowed himself to be lifted onto a bier. 
He was about to be taken back to his pavilion when a shout of challenge cut 
the darkness. 


By the flickering glow of the fires, indistinct figures could be seen. Hooded 
and cloaked, they hovered on the edge of vision. Caledor heard a whisper 
from one of the elves carrying him. 


“The spirits of the druchii!’ the captain hissed. ‘Even in death they hate us.’ 
‘Not so,’ said a voice from the darkness. 


The White Lions brought up their axes as a black-clad figure emerged from 
the shadows. He pulled back his hood, revealing himself to be Alith Anar. 


“There are still some Naggarothi alive on Maledor this night,’ said the 
Shadow King. 


“You are late,’ said Caledor. 


‘For your battle?’ said Alith, his voice tinged with scorn. ‘I told you that I 
do not fight for the Phoenix King.’ 


‘What do you want?’ said Caledor, too tired and sore for an argument. 


‘I want you to leave Nagarythe,’ said Alith. ‘You are not welcome in my 
lands.’ 


“Your lands?’ barked Dorien, his hand moving to the hilt of his sword. 


Alith moved quickly, so fast it appeared that one moment he was standing 
with arms crossed, the next he had his silver bow in his hand, an arrow 
pointed at Dorien’s throat. 
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‘My lands,’ said the Shadow King. He spoke to Caledor, but his eyes did 
not move from Dorien. ‘Three thousand of my warriors surround your 
camp. If any of your soldiers raise a weapon against me, they will cut you 
down.’ 


Caledor looked into Alith’s eyes and judged that this was no empty threat. 
He waved Dorien to stand down. 


“Malekith has survived, so too Morathi,’ said the Phoenix King. ‘I must go 
to Anlec to finish this.’ 


“You have done your part,’ said Alith. ‘What remains is the business of 
Nagarythe and no other kingdom.’ 


“You need my help,’ said Caledor. 


‘I have never needed your help,’ replied Alith. ‘I wish you no harm, but if 
you try to march on Anlec I will be forced to stop you. Do not interfere any 
more in the affairs of the Naggarothi. When Malekith and Morathi have 
been dealt with, you will hear from me.’ 


Looking at the young Shadow King, Caledor saw nothing but determination 
and sincerity. The Phoenix King knew that the shadow army could not stop 
him, and Alith had to know that as well. That did not make the prospect of 
fighting a fresh battle any more encouraging. The druchii had tried for more 
than twenty years to defeat the Anars, what chance did he have? 


“You have my agreement,’ said Caledor. ‘For the moment. You cannot 
allow Malekith to regroup. I will return to Nagarythe in the spring with my 
army to finish this, if you have not done so already.’ 


“You would be given commands by this Naggarothi whelp?’ snarled Dorien, 
taking a step. 


‘Shut up, Dorien!’ snapped Caledor. 


‘Listen to your brother, Dorien,’ said Alith. “Your tongue will be your 
death, and the deaths of many others.’ 


Growling wordlessly, Dorien stalked away, flicking a dismissive hand at 
Alith as he departed. The Shadow King lowered his bow, though the arrow 
remained nocked to its string. 
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“Thank you,’ said Alith. ‘I will leave now, but be assured we will be 
watching. When you have taken care of your dead, march east.’ 


Caledor said nothing. The Shadow King withdrew into the darkness, 
merging with the night. Caledor waited for a while, until reports came back 
from across the camp that the shadow army had also gone. 


In his heart he knew he could not trust Alith Anar to deliver on his promise. 
Even with the army of Nagarythe all but destroyed, Anlec would be no easy 
victory. Malekith and Morathi would not submit until the last of their 
strength was spent. 


Now was not the time to pick another fight. The Phoenix King would give 
Alith a chance to try and fail, and would return in the spring with his army 
to finish the war for good. If anything, the shadow army would wear down 
the last resistance, making the final task easier for Caledor. 


As he drifted off to sleep, Caledor was filled with relief. The fighting was 
not yet done, but the war was almost over. Nagarythe’s armies would not 
swiftly recover from their defeat, if at all. 


There was nothing the Witch King could do now, his last gambit had failed. 
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TWENTY-ONE 
The Sundering 


The throne room at the heart of Aenarion’s palace was shrouded in 
darkness. The only light came from the glow of the Witch King’s armour, 
casting flickering shadows from the twelve figures that stood before him. 


The humiliation hurt more than his wounds, though they were grievous; the 
blows of the Phoenix Guard had reignited the fire of Asuryan that had been 
set in his flesh. Malekith did not retreat from the pain as he had done 
before. He embraced it. He nurtured it. The agony in his body fuelled the 
rage in his spirit. 


‘IT will not be denied,’ Malekith growled. 


‘We are defeated, master,’ said Urathion, the sorcerer-lord who ruled over 
the citadel of Ullar. ‘There are barely enough troops to defend the walls and 
the army of the accursed Anars will surely come soon.’ 


‘Silence!’ Malekith’s shout reverberated around the hall, echoing from the 
distant walls. ‘There will be no surrender.’ 


‘How can we resist with our armies scattered?’ asked Illeanith. The 
sorceress, daughter of Thyriol, asked the question in a whisper, voice full of 
fear. ‘It will take too long to withdraw our garrisons to the city.’ 


‘We will have a new army, one that Imrik and his fawning minions will 
never defeat,’ said Malekith. 


The Witch King stood up, armoured feet ringing on the stone floor as he 
took several steps closer to the ring of wizards. He held out a smoking hand 
and cut the air with a finger. A line appeared, bulging with energy; a torrent 
of formless colour and noise screamed from the tear in reality. The line 
widened to a gap, pulled apart by clawed hands to reveal leering daemonic 
faces. A scaled arm reached through. 


The rift into the Realm of Chaos wavered. The arm withdrew as the rent 
sealed itself, disappearing with the sound of tearing metal. It had lasted a 
few moments, but left no trace of its existence. 


‘Daemons?’ said Urathion. 
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‘An endless army to command,’ said Morathi, stepping into the circle, her 
skull staff in hand. ‘Immortal and impervious. What better host to serve the 
lord of Nagarythe?’ 


‘It would take all of our power to summon a handful of daemons,’ said 
Drutheira, once an acolyte of Morathi, now a fully accomplished sorceress. 
Her dark hair was twisted with silver and her pale skin painted with runes. 
“There are yet the artifices of Vaul that can destroy a daemon’s form; 
enough weapons to defeat any host that we might conjure.’ 


“We do not have to summon them,’ said Malekith. ‘We need only to break 
the bars that keep them imprisoned in the Realm of Chaos.’ 


There was silence as the cabal considered what this meant. It was Urathion 
that broke the quiet. 


“You mean Caledor’s vortex?’ said the sorcerer. 


‘It cannot be done,’ said Drutheira. “The vortex is powered by the 
lodestones of Ulthuan. We would have to destroy them, and most are in the 
lands of our enemies.’ 


‘It can be done,’ said Morathi. ‘Not by destroying the lodestones, but by 
overloading them.’ 


‘A sacrifice,’ said Malekith. ‘Together we will create a surge of dark magic, 
enough to disrupt the harmony of the vortex. Its own power will do the rest, 
dragging that blast of energy into its heart.’ 


‘Is this wise?’ asked Urathion. ‘Without the vortex, the Realm of Chaos will 
be set free upon the winds of magic. Not even together can we control that 
power.’ 


‘It does not need to be controlled, simply directed,’ said Malekith. He raised 
a smouldering finger to the circlet set into his helm. ‘With that power turned 
to our ends, I have the means to focus its energies. Our enemies will be 
swept aside by a tide of daemons. Only those favoured by me shall survive. 
I will have both victory and vengeance in one stroke.’ 


The cabal looked at each other. Some seemed eager, others more concerned. 


“What other choice do we have?’ asked Auderion, dragging black-nailed 
fingers through his white hair. His gaze flickered nervously from one 
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member of the cabal to another, never stopping. ‘We cannot hold out 
forever, and our lives will be forfeit.’ 


‘Our spirits are already forfeit,’ whispered Illeanith. ‘Bargains we have 
made and promises of blood have not been kept. I will not go easily to that 
fate.’ 


‘Imagine their terror,’ said Drutheira. ‘Imagine the horror unleashed upon 
those that scorned us, abandoned us. We will rid the world of the 
Dragontamer’s legacy, reverse the mistake he made and erase the insult 
upon Aenarion’s legend.’ 


Some of the cabal remained silent, not daring to speak though their unease 
was as palpable as the heat from Malekith’s armour. Worried eyes glittered 
in the gloom. 


Urathion bowed his head to Malekith. 


‘Forgive my objections, master,’ he said, dropping to one knee. ‘What must 
we do?’ 


‘Return to your castles and gather such acolytes and slaves as you still 
possess. Morathi will furnish you with the details of the ritual you must 
undertake. At the appointed hour, midnight ten days from now, we will 
begin. The blood of our sacrifices will draw the dark magic and our 
incantations shall send it as a storm into the vortex.’ 


“What of the Sapherians?’ said Illeanith. ‘My father and his mages will try 
to stop us.’ 


‘How can they?’ said Morathi. ‘By the time they know what is happening, it 
will be too late for them to intervene.’ 


‘Even if they do, they do not have the power to stop us,’ said Malekith. 
‘The vortex was wrought by Caledor Dragontamer at the height of his 
strength. Not even your father can contest with such a spell.’ 


There were no further questions or objections. The sorcerers and 
sorceresses bowed and departed, leaving Malekith alone with Morathi. 


‘If you are wrong?’ said Morathi. ‘If we cannot harness the vortex?’ 


“The daemons will rampage across the world and all will be destroyed,’ said 
Malekith. 
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‘And you are sure you wish to risk such an end?’ said Morathi. 


‘Risk it?’ Malekith replied with a harsh laugh. ‘I embrace it! If Ulthuan will 
not be mine, then none will rule. I would rather our people perished than 
see them laid low by the hand of another. Better it is to see the world torn 
asunder than suffer this eternal torment.’ 


As he had sworn to Alith Anar, Caledor withdrew his army across the 
Annulii, back to Avelorn. Many of his warriors he sent back to their 
kingdoms; some to solemnly bear the bodies of the princes who had been 
slain. Dorien was despatched to Caledor to take the news of the Phoenix 
King’s victory, while Carathril was sent into the ruins of Avelorn seeking to 
convey the same to the Everqueen. 


Thyriol remained with the army, concerned by the Phoenix King’s wounds. 
Though he professed publicly to be regaining his strength, Caledor 
confessed in private that he was weak. He did not feel ready to return to the 
Isle of the Flame, and so stayed in Avelorn with the army, ready to respond 
should things go badly for the shadow army in their attempt to overthrow 
the rule of Anlec. 


The days were shortening and Caledor spent most of his time in his 
pavilion, resting and pondering what he would do next. One evening, 
twelve days after the battle at Maledor, he asked Thyriol to join him. 


“You must find another Phoenix King,’ said Caledor. 


“What is wrong?’ asked the shocked mage, hurrying to the Phoenix King’s 
side. ‘Your wounds, do they not heal?’ 


‘Tt is not my body that is weak, it is my heart,’ Caledor answered. “The war 
will be over soon. My time as king should end with it.’ 


Though still concerned, the panic left the mage and he sat down beside the 
king’s throne, tucking his hands into the voluminous sleeves of his robe. 


“You think that you will not be a good leader in peace?’ Thyriol asked. 


‘I know it,’ said Caledor. ‘You know it too. I am not made for audiences 
and councils. You will need a better leader than I to rebuild Ulthuan and 
start afresh in the colonies.’ 
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‘Princes are thin on the ground of late,’ Thyriol said with a sad smile. 
“There is no other, I think, who could wear the crown.’ 


“You could,’ said Caledor. ‘You have the wisdom and the experience 
needed. You see the hearts of our people better than I.’ 


‘Please do not say anything to the others about this. At least let us ensure 
that the druchii are truly defeated before we turn their minds to what 
happens after. Morathi is like a manticore, with a spiteful sting when 
cornered. Talk of peace is premature.’ 


‘Perhaps you are right,’ said Caledor. He leaned back in his throne, his 
bones aching. ‘It will seem a strange world.’ 


‘I think you will be pleasantly surprised,’ said Thyriol. ‘Life demands a 
certain harmony and will tend towards that state. In a few years, in your 
lifetime, you will see the world returned to the way it was. Cities can be 
rebuilt, and children will still grow up. Like your father, you will be glad 
that generations from now will prosper free from the blight of war. That 
will be your legacy.’ 


The thought brought some little comfort to the Phoenix King. He rested his 
weary body, eyes closed, and tried to picture Ulthuan as it had been. He 
could not. Wherever he looked with his mind’s eye, be it at Cothique or 
Lothern, Avelorn or Chrace, he saw the death and destruction brought about 
by the war. 


He lifted a hand to his chin, to the small scar where the assassin’s knife had 
nicked his flesh, and he wondered if the druchii had forever poisoned 
Ulthuan. Would the evil they had unleashed, and the violence he had 
committed to stop them, ever be expunged from the hearts of the elves? 


He heard Thyriol stir, a murmur of unease coming from the mage’s lips. A 
few moments later Caledor felt that which had disturbed the mage. There 
was an undercurrent in the winds of magic, a dark eddy of power. 


He opened his eyes and thought for a heartbeat that he was under attack. 
The lanterns in the pavilion seemed to dim, the shadows deepening. He 
realised that he did not imagine the thickening gloom; the lamps were 
extinguishing themselves. 


Thyriol stood, the tip of his staff glowing. 
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‘Sorcery,’ the mage whispered. ‘Stay still.’ 


The pavilion was now utterly dark, save for the small circle of light that 
surrounded the Phoenix King and the mage. Noise came, the sound of 
running water and wind howling over rocks. The darkness shifted, paling in 
places, shapes merging to form an image. 


‘The magic is not here, though,’ muttered Thyriol. ‘The spell is cast 
somewhere else.’ 


The spectre of an elf appeared in the gloom, hooded and swathed in black. 
He pulled back his hood to reveal a haggard face, hair hanging lankly about 
his shoulders. Sunken eyes looked first at Caledor and then Thyriol. It was 
to the mage that the apparition turned. 


‘I am Urathion of Ullar,’ said the elf. ‘I do not have long and will not reach 
you in person. Malekith has sent the raven heralds after me. Heed my 
warning, Thyriol, and prepare.’ 


‘Prepare for what?’ said Caledor. 


“The vortex,’ said Urathion, his shade still looking at Thyriol. ‘Malekith 
and the other sorcerers attempt to unbind its powers, letting free the Realm 
of Chaos.’ 


‘Madness!’ exclaimed Thyriol. ‘Ulthuan will be destroyed.’ 


“Yes, it is madness,’ said Urathion. ‘I have done evil things and I do not 
regret them. The power I have wielded and the things I have seen have been 
reward enough. Yet even I see that this cannot be allowed. Malekith would 
rather see the world destroyed than live in defeat.’ 


‘How will he do this?’ demanded Thyriol. ‘Tell me of the spell and I will 
thwart it.’ 


‘A huge sacrifice is planned,’ said Urathion. ‘Malekith and Morathi will 
infuse the vortex with dark magic and let loose the hosts of Chaos upon 
you. It is too late to prevent the ceremony, you must prot—’ 


The apparition of Urathion gave a strangled gasp and stiffened. As the 
shadows lightened, Caledor saw the sorcerer fall to his face, a bolt jutting 
from between his shoulders. Beyond was the silhouette of a cloaked rider 
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with crossbow in hand. The light of the lamps returned to obscure the 
image, bringing with it a sense of unreality. 


Caledor looked to Thyriol. The mage’s brow was furrowed in thought and 
his fingers tapped nervously along his staff. 


‘Do you think this is a trick?’ said the Phoenix King. ‘Perhaps Malekith 
seeks to lure you into a sorcerous trap.’ 


“That is a risk I must take,’ replied Thyriol. ‘If it is true, Malekith must be 
stopped. Urathion did not exaggerate. If the vortex is destroyed, we are 
doomed. Even if Ulthuan survives the loss of the vortex, the daemonic 
hordes will return. You and I are not Aenarion and your grandfather, we 
cannot stop such an invasion. Our people will be slain and enslaved by the 
powers of Chaos. I must go now.’ 


“Where to?’ said Caledor. ‘Can this spell be stopped?’ 


‘The Isle of the Dead,’ said Thyriol, answering the first question and 
avoiding the second. ‘The centre of the vortex.’ 


Chanting a spell, the mage drew an arc in the air with the tip of his staff. 
The air parted where the staff passed, creating an arch of golden energy. 
Within its arc, Caledor could see ghostly apparitions; robed elves as 
immobile as statues, frozen within a glimmering aura. 


“Your battle is won, now I must win mine,’ said Thyriol. 


The mage stepped through the magical door, which vanished with a shower 
of falling sparks. Caledor stayed in his throne, gripping its arms with white- 
knuckled hands. Shaking himself from the shock, he pushed himself up and 
walked outside on weak legs. 


The sky was clear, the stars a bright swathe across the heavens. Caledor 
looked west, to the Annulii, where the vortex made the air shimmer around 
the peaks. 


‘Asuryan, lord of the heavens,’ he whispered. ‘You did not answer the 
prayers of Aenarion and I do not expect you to listen to me. Yet for all that, 
I am your king and rule in your name, and upon me your blessing was laid. 
If you love my people, do not let them be destroyed.’ 
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His short prayer finished, Caledor knew there was nothing else he could do. 
He remained where he was, eyes fixed on the Annulii, and drew Lathrain. If 
the daemons came again, he would not die without a fight. 


The hall was awash with blood. It moved with its own sluggish life, hissing 
and sizzling at Malekith’s feet, lapping over the twisted bodies of his 
victims. Morathi chanted, staff held above her head, an incantation calling 
upon all of the daemons and powers with which she had made pacts during 
her long life. The air seethed with dark energy, flowing from walls to 
ceiling, making the symbols and runes painted in blood on the stone glow 
with ruddy power. 


Through the circlet, the Witch King could feel the rising tide of dark magic 
across Nagarythe. In castles and towers across the barren kingdom his 
followers despatched their sacrifices and used their deaths to draw on the 
winds of magic, the mystical forces congealing together under the sorcerous 
influence of the Naggarothi. 


Morathi’s incantation was reaching its crescendo. Her voice was a wail, her 
body shuddering, the coils of dark magic thickening and strengthening as 
they whirled around the throne room. 


Reaching out his hands, Malekith felt the slick touch of the magic on his 
iron skin. The circlet gleamed on his brow and filled his mind with ice as 
the Witch King grasped and manipulated the formless energy with his will, 
shaping it, turning its convoluted waves into a rhythmically pulsing cloud. 


‘Now!’ screamed Morathi, her staff blazing. 


Malekith flung the dark magic up, spearing its energies through the palace 
of Aenarion. He could feel the other columns of power erupting across his 
kingdom, pillars of pure magical energy roaring up into the heavens. 


The magic hissed liked a serpent, throwing coils of power around the 
dungeon chamber, thrashing wildly. Illeanith gritted her teeth and spat 
words of control, almost imploring the dark energy to obey her. She 
staggered back as another surge of magic rose up through her, bursting from 
her open mouth. 
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Eyes wide, the sorceress gasped every word of the incantation, speaking 
them over and over and over, cajoling and threatening the creatures that 
existed on the other side of reality’s veil. The blackness that tainted her skin 
was spreading. Already her hands were completely ebon, and the corruption 
was leeching up through her darkening veins, making them pop out of the 
skin of her bared arms. 


Illeanith’s lips and gums were fizzing with magic and her eyes ached with 
the power. Her long hair writhed like rearing serpents, sparks flying from 
the flaring tips. The whole of the tower shook and the clean-hewn stones 
groaned and ground together. 


The other world, the Realm of Chaos, started to intrude through the swirl of 
magic. Illeanith half-glimpsed maddening vistas of trees of finger bones and 
clouds that rained molten silver. The squeals and screeches, roars and howls 
of the daemons filled the chamber, echoing from the walls while 
simultaneously fading into distance. 


Something hunched and ruddy, its bulbous head elongated, globular eyes 
white, burst into the room. It whirled around orientating itself with the 
surroundings, its wiry limbs tensed, a bronze sword in its hands dripping 
thick blood. 


Illeanith shrieked and backed away from the creature, which fixed upon her 
its lifeless stare. In her fright, the sorceress stumbled and fell, one hand 
passing through the symbol of salt she had laid upon the floor. 


With the mystical sigil broken, the dark magic was let loose. It rampaged 
around Illeanith, smashing the walls, ripping up the tiles of the floor, 
prodding and slashing at her, pulling her hair and tugging at her teeth. More 
of the daemons formed in the mayhem, snarling, predatory things that 
immediately set upon the first with fanged maws and slashing tails. Illeanith 
struggled to her feet, weeping blood. A thick tar-like substance leaked from 
her mouth, choking her as she clutched at her throat. The sorceress gurgled 
a cry of agony as her veins burst, magic boiling like sludge from her 
ruptured blood vessels. 


Bones cracked and splintered, ripping forth more wet screams from 
Illeanith. She crumpled, falling face-first, her arm snapping beneath her as 
she tried to stop her head hitting the slabs. The daemons swarmed around 
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her, their fang-ringed mouths gnawing and tearing at her spirit as well as 
her flesh. 


Her last cry died away, but the damage had been done. The dark magic 
flowed from the breach in the rune, burrowing through the stones, prising 
apart the blocks with tenebrous tendrils of power. The daemons’ forms lost 
cohesion and they evaporated into the miasma, which continued to spin and 
roil, seeking escape. 


With a thunderous detonation that hurled stone and earth high into the air, 
the dark magic exploded from the dungeon, toppling the tower. It spiralled 
and spun, bubbling across Nagarythe towards the Annulii, joining the other 
streamers of dark power cutting across the cold night. 


Caledor felt the ground shudder. It was faint but strong enough that soon the 
elves of the camp were leaving their tents, fearful questions being asked. 
The Phoenix King ignored them and continued to stare at the glimmer over 
the mountains. 


One by one the stars seemed to wink out of existence. The aura of the 
vortex strengthened, becoming something more than a hint on the edge of 
vision. Caledor could see the whirling energy, pick out the strands of magic 
cascading down the peaks, swirling in pools in the valleys. 


He looked overhead and saw the darkness spreading, leaching the light 
from the stars. The air grew colder as the dark magic funnelled down the 
vortex, drawn towards the Isle of the Dead at the centre of the Inner Sea. 
Forks of energy played along the glowing ribbons of magic. Turning east he 
saw the magic plunging down like a tornado, growing thicker and brighter 
with each passing heartbeat. 


Malekith strode to an iron balcony adjoining the chamber, Morathi hurrying 
after him. He turned his flaming gaze to the east and saw the ravening 
energies gathering across the mountaintops. 


‘It is done,’ said Morathi. 


She pointed high into the heavens, to the north. Lights burned in the sky, 
silhouetting the horizon with a rainbow of colours that were constantly 
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shifting. The magical aurora flickered, spitting bolts of energy to the ground 
and up towards the disappearing stars. 


Malekith could see through the anarchy of shape and colour. Towering 
spires of crystal and rivers of blood; cliffs with screaming skull-like faces 
and forests of waving tentacles; castles of bronze and a huge dilapidated 
mansion; plains covered with splintered bones and white beaches rippled by 
purple waters; clouds of flies and miniature suns that glared with cyclopean 
eyes. 


And he heard the roaring and the howls, the screaming and the growls. 
Marching and slithering, swooping and leaping, a host of daemons poured 
forth. 


‘The Realm of Chaos opens,’ he rasped, feeling triumphant. ‘My legions 
awake!’ 


Staggering against the buffeting of the magical gale, Thyriol pushed himself 
on towards the distant figures of Caledor Dragontamer and the other mages. 
His whole body was afire with magic, exhilarating and painful in equal 
measure. 


He could feel the counterspells of his fellows, given hasty warning by their 
prince. Counter-currents and whirling siphons raced around the vortex as 
the mages of Saphery tried to claw back the power being unleashed. 


Thyriol could see that their attempts would be in vain; it was like trying to 
empty the Inner Sea with a thimble. Overhead the vortex grew stronger and 
stronger, the weight of it on his shoulders making every step a near- 
impossible effort, every breath a ragged gasp for life. 


He heard the wailing and roaring of the daemons before he saw them. At 
first they were nothing more than motes of energy cast around by the 
vortex; brief glimpses of fanged faces and sharp talons that were soon 
swallowed by the mass of power. As he pushed on, the daemons fed on the 
magic, forming bodies of pure energy, dancing and twisting along the 
circling currents of mystical power. 


Their whispers came to his ears, threatening all manner of cruel torment. 
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Thyriol drove all other things from his mind, focussing on his goal, giving 
no thought to any other desire or need that might be perverted by the 
daemons. His staff cracked and then exploded into a shower of splinters, 
unable to hold the magic coursing through it. The charms upon his 
bracelets, the amulets around his neck, spat and hissed with power, whirling 
about as if caught in a gale. 


He pressed on. 


“To arms!’ Caledor bellowed. ‘Protect yourselves!’ 


Faster than any mortal host, the daemons poured down from the mountains, 
riding upon the waves of magic. A beast with a slug-like body and fanged 
maw fringed with writhing tentacles materialised in front of the Phoenix 
King. 


All thought of pain and weakness were gone. Caledor slashed Lathrain 
through the creature, parting it in a blaze of fire and magical sparks. 
Gibbering, wretched things plunged from the sky on wings of darkness, to 
be met with the shining blade forged for Caledor 

Dragontamer. 


Around the Phoenix King, the elves of his army did their best to fight. Their 
arrows and spears did little harm to the immaterial creatures that attacked 
them. A few wielded heirlooms from the last daemonic invasion, spears and 
swords and axes forged in Vaul’s Anvil now turned again to their original 
purpose. 


The ground was thick with magic and the sky filled with a roiling storm 
cloud of pure energy. Caledor glanced up as he thought he heard a deep 
rumbling laugh, glimpsing for a moment a monstrous thing of no particular 
form but unimaginably terrifying. He fought without thought, hacking and 
thrusting at any daemonic thing that came within range. 


For an age the elves had survived, building an empire and thinking that 
peace was eternal. As the daemons cackled and shrieked around him, 
Caledor realised how fickle that existence had been. He wept as he battled, 
thinking how cruel a world it was that his grandfather’s greatest legacy was 
undone. 
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Blinded and deafened, his whole body a searing torrent of ecstasy and pain, 
Thyriol clawed his way across the ravaged ground. He was guided only by 
his inner magical sense, feeling his way through the anarchy of the vortex’s 
heart. With every laboured heartbeat he felt the vortex weakening, the 
lodestones unable to cope with the magic of the druchii and the power of 
the daemons. Very soon it would collapse entirely and all would be lost. 


The mage felt like a speck of dust in a hurricane, physically and in his 
spirit, but clung on with every shred of willpower to maintain his sense of 
self and purpose. 


As if passing into a gap between realities, Thyriol felt everything disappear. 
The noise, the confusion, the pain all vanished, leaving him with a sense of 
pure peace. He had reached the eye of the vortex, the very centre of the 
magical storm. 


He did not know if his plan would work, but he had spent his life studying 
the work of Caledor Dragontamer and the principles of the vortex. If he was 
wrong, it would only hasten the vortex’s collapse. 


He had nothing to lose. 


Pushing himself up to a kneeling position, Thyriol bowed his head and 
folded his hands in his lap. There was no ground beneath him nor sky above 
him. He was utterly isolated, floating in nothingness. He was not even sure 
if his body had survived. In this place, in the tiniest sliver between realities, 
the grey edge between light and dark, the cusp of life and death, such things 
as immortal and mortal, body and spirit, were irrelevant. 


Within his clasped hands, he released the tiny mote of magic he had brought 
with him. It was barely anything, perhaps enough to give life to the smallest 
insect. He opened his hands and the tiny particle of magic floated up, a 
minute glimmer in nothingness. 


Releasing his grip upon the magic, he allowed it to interact with the void. 


The magic exploded, turning into an infinite sun, filling the gap between 
worlds. The barriers between the real and the immaterial fell away, breaking 
the last bonds that held the Realm of Chaos in check. 


The vortex was complete, a solid whirl of magic whose reach stretched 
across the whole world. Far to the east, dwarfen runesmiths paused in their 
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labours, wondering why the runes they worked on guttered and died. In 
their ancient, jungle-devoured cities to the west, the immortal servants of 
the Old Ones paused in their calculations and contemplations. Alien 
intelligences turned their attention to the sudden change in the world, coldly 
assessing its importance. 


Opening his eyes, Thyriol found himself still on the Isle of the Dead. 
‘I see,’ said a voice behind him. 


Thyriol turned, coming face-to-face with an aged elf with a thin face and 
silver hair. The mage recognised him instantly, from a hundred statues and a 
thousand paintings: Caledor Dragontamer. 


The influx of magic had broken the stasis as Thyriol had hoped. 


The greatest mage of the elves appeared calm even as the vortex raged and 
bucked around him. Other mages appeared out of the anarchic storm, robes 
flapping in the unnatural breeze, staffs in hand. 


They formed a circle around Thyriol, eyes cast upwards. The prince of 
Saphery joined them and saw a pinprick of night amidst the magic, the 
briefest glimmer of a star. 


‘This will not end well,’ said the Dragontamer, ‘but it cannot be helped.’ 


The assembled mages lifted up their staffs and began their chants. At first 
nothing happened and Thyriol could not divine their purpose. Slowly, 
imperceptibly at first, the vortex slowed. Centred around the circle of mages 
another vortex began, running in the opposite direction. 


Gathering power this second vortex created ripples through the magical 
storm. It grew larger and larger, feeding off the magic, gathering pace even 
as the main vortex slowed. Thyriol watched amazed as _ Caledor 
Dragontamer turned the vortex against itself. Where magic had once been 
drained from the mortal realm, now it was being channelled from the Realm 
of Chaos. Faster and faster the counter-vortex whirled, erupting with flashes 
of dark amidst the light, bubbling clouds of pure energy flowing against the 
roiling winds of magic. 


The two conflicting vortices reached parity and the world froze. 
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His sword slashing the throat of yet another blood-skinned daemon, Caledor 
felt the ground lurch, almost throwing him from his feet. As one, the 
daemon horde fell still and silent, even more unnerving than their shouts 
and screams. They turned unnatural eyes towards the vortex as the ground 
bucked again. 


Light detonated to the east, surging up through the funnel of the vortex. A 
moment before he was blinded by it, Caledor saw the daemonic host 
bursting into flames, the cinders of their bodies turning to crystalline dust. 


Another convulsion of the earth toppled the Phoenix King, who fell heavily 
to his side. He heard and felt a deep rumble, coming from the bowels of the 
world. Looking up through slitted eyes he saw the mountain peaks swaying, 
the vortex rippling and pulsing. Avalanches crashed down from the peaks 
and cliffs tumbled, toppling down the slopes. 


Thyriol has failed, he thought. This is how the world ends. 


‘No!’ screamed Morathi. 


Malekith felt it too, a presence he had not known for more than a thousand 
years. The Dragontamer had returned. The Witch King did not know how, 
but he would not be defeated so easily. He poured out all of his scorn and 
hatred, looking to wrench control of the vortex from the elf who had 
betrayed his father. Morathi sensed what he was doing and added her own 
sorcery, seeking to overcome the Dragontamer’s spell. 


The two waves of magic clashed within the vortex, detonating with a blaze 
of multicoloured light that swept away the storm, converting both high and 
dark magic into a huge detonation. Malekith felt it as a shockwave that 
pulsed across Ulthuan, flattening trees and toppling towers. He sensed the 
mountains lurching as the vortex spun again. 


He felt something else too, like the world was tipping on its axis. The magic 
unleashed rocked Ulthuan, ripping earth and sky with its power. A crack 
appeared in the city wall of Anlec as a huge fissure opened up in the ground 
to the north. Roofs collapsed and walls toppled as Anlec convulsed. 
Everywhere across Nagarythe the dark magic earthed itself, mighty spires 
of rock erupting from the ground while huge pits and crevasses dropped 
down. 
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“What is that noise?’ said Morathi, looking to the north. 


In one of Nagarythe’s northernmost towers, Drutheira laughed gaily at the 
magical battle being fought. She delighted in the clash and merging of 
energies, marvelling at the patterns of light and dark wrought across the 
stars. 


Her laughter died away as she felt the first tremors of the earthquake. 
Around her tall candle holders fell to the flagstones and lamps of elf fat 
spilled from their sconces. She staggered to her left as the world lurched, 
the beams holding up the ceiling creaking alarmingly. A cloud of mortar 
showered down on to Drutheira as she struggled to remain upright. 


The whole tower swayed and cracked, like a tree in a gale. Its movement 
sent her reeling into the wall, next to one of the narrow windows. Grasping 
the sill, she looked outside and saw the stars spinning overhead. In the light 
of the crazily dancing moons she could see the rocks of the coast. 


The shore stretched away into the night, far further than any natural tide. 
She could see fish flopping on the dry land and splashing in small pools left 
between the rocks. It was if a god had come down and taken a titanic 
draught from the seas, leaving mud and wet sand covering a massive 
expanse to the north and west. 


It was then that she heard the rumbling and saw the first glimmer of surf in 
the distance. She knew immediately what it meant and hastily returned to 
the pentacle drawn in blood at the centre of the chamber. 


The magic was a wild, bucking stallion that refused to be broken to her will, 
slipping and rearing from her grasp as she chanted madly, trying to reach 
into the maelstrom of energy for the power needed to cast her spell. 


She finally latched on to a straying aura of dark magic. Slitting her breast 
with her sacrificial dagger, she offered up her own blood to seal the 
conjuration. Dark magic rushed into her, as the sea rushed to fill the gap 
that had been made along the shore. 


Drutheira plunged her spirit down into the foundations of the tower, 
carrying with her the formless cloud of dark energy. She allowed herself to 
seep down into the rocks and tunnels on which the tower stood, breaking 
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them free from the strata of the earth beneath. Further and further she 
stretched her spell, opening up massive cracks around the outer wall of the 
citadel, lifting the entire structure from the bedrock. 


Returning to her body, she stared out of the window and saw that she had 
cast the spell just in time. 


Malekith turned, gripping the rail of the balcony tight as the palace swayed 
on its foundations, turrets and towers crashing down onto the buildings 
below in a flurry of broken stone and tiles. 


To the north was a wall of white. It looked like fog at first, a bank of cloud 
swiftly approaching from the north-west. It brought an odd hissing, which 
deepened as the cloud came closer. 


Malekith felt a moment of dread as he realised it was not a cloud that 
approached, but a wall of water. As though the ocean had heaved itself up 
in protest, a tidal wave stretched across the horizon, shining in the 
moonlight, as high as the tallest tower of Anlec. 


The wave buried Nagarythe under its titanic assault and crashed across the 
Naganar into Tiranoc. Sweeping everything before it, the onrushing ocean 
crushed towns, flattened forests and cast down city walls. 


In Elanardris Alith Anar looked on in horror as the kingdom he had claimed 
as his was drowned. The water surged up the mountain valleys, washing 
away the remains of the manse of the Anars. The foaming surge drove up 
the river valleys, obliterating everything in its path. 


Shouting warnings to his followers, the Shadow King led them higher up 
the slopes, abandoning their rude huts and cave dwellings to the 
encroaching sea. Many on the lower slopes had no time to escape. Tents and 
campfires were engulfed by the frothing mass, which swallowed up 
hundreds of elves, young and old, dragging them to their deaths and 
crushing their bodies with uprooted trees and grinding boulders. 


The ruins of Tor Anroc were drowned. Water coursed along the ancient 
tunnel-streets of the city and poured through the shattered remnants of the 
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palace. The great white cliffs crumbled and the orchards of cherry and apple 
were obliterated. Bel Shanaar’s throne room filled with water, the benches 
and throne rising with the water, swirled and smashed together by the 
torrent raging through the broken windows. 


The alleys and passageways became swirling rivers, the rising sea smashing 
through doors to fill the subterranean workshops and stores, the walls and 
buildings of the noble manses pulverised by the deluge. The great towers at 
the gate were cast down, crumbling stone by stone into the all- 
encompassing flood. 


Finally the great pinnacle of Tor Anroc toppled. Magic flaring as the 
needle-like structure fell, for a brief moment the blue fire of the Phoenix 
King burned again, before it too was drowned by the incoming waters. 


Far to the south, Dorien was awoken from a deep sleep during which he had 
dreamed of an army of daemons besieging Tor Caled. Roused from his 
slumber, he sat up in bed, haunted by the strange voices that lingered after 
the dream had passed. 


He felt the first tremors shaking the bed and was filled with foreboding. 
Pushing himself to his feet, he was hurled off the ground as the whole of the 
palace rose and fell in a moment, followed by an ear-splitting crack. 


Alarm bells and gongs were ringing all across the city. The prince fumbled 
his way to the great windows that led onto the balcony overlooking Tor 
Caled. Throwing open the doors, he moved out to the rail and turned to look 
back at the mountains, which shouldered up over the city. 


Fire burst from the peak of Anul Caled. Flame and smoke wreathed the 
mountaintop and burning rocks sailed high into the skies. Cracks were 
opening up on the mountainside, venting flame and vapour, rivulets of lava 
beginning to pour from the breaches. 


There were shouts and screams from the city below. Dorien looked down 
across the levels of Tor Caled and saw torches and lamps moving in the 
darkness as elves fled from their homes. The fortifications were tumbling 
down and buildings collapsing as Tor Caled continued to buck and heave 
alongside the volcanoes’ eruptions. 
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The moat of lava surged and raged against the magical wards holding it in 
check. The bridges across the fiery river swayed and fell, their stones 
disappearing into the red depths. Dorien looked on in horror as those trying 
to flee the city were plunged to their flaming deaths. 


They were trapped inside the city. 


A cloud of hot ash swept down from Anul Caled, a billowing miasma of 
darkness and death that engulfed the city in moments. Dorien fought for 
breath in the superheated air, choking on the fumes and heat of the cloud. 
Along with thousands of those over whom he had been guardian, the prince 
was quickly engulfed by the ash, his clothes and hair burning, his skin 
peeling away even as his flesh petrified. 


To the east, across the great expanse of the Inner Sea, the mages of Saphery 
had been lending their weight to the duel for control of the vortex. In the 
palace of Saphethion, Menreir and a cohort of fellow mages chanted and 
channelled, seeking to avert the disaster befalling their isle. 


They too felt the reappearance of Caledor Dragontamer and paused in their 
incantations, wondering at the import of the event. As they watched the 
counter-vortex begin to take shape, the crystalline nervous system of 
Saphethion started to resonate with the new wave of magic pouring into the 
world. The diamond-like heart of the city quivered and shook in its golden 
nest, vibrating in tune with the whirling storm of magic and anti-magic 
raging through the vortex. 


With a detonation that resounded in the minds of the mages, the crystal 
heart shattered, rocking the city from within. Magic exploded along the 
crystal lodeways, splitting rock with showers of fire and lightning. 


Saphethion seemed to sag in the air. 


Horrified, the mages could do nothing as the floating city descended 
towards the foothills of the Annulii. The streets outside the palace were 
quickly thronged with elves, screaming and shouting, while eagles and 
pegasi launched from the stablehouses, taking their riders to safety. 


Menreir and the others did what they could to slow the city’s descent, but it 
was too little. Towers and buildings were flattened as Saphethion crashed 
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into a hillside, roofs collapsing, filling the streets with debris, crushing 
hundreds of elves with falling masonry and beams. 


Secondary magical detonations rocked the city, causing blazes to spread 
through some quarters as tanneries and workshops caught fire. The palace 
itself was wreathed in magical energy, lightning forking from tower tops to 
walls, while within the building the many magical artefacts and devices of 
the Sapherians burned and glowed, hissed and spat with more magic than 
the world had seen for an age. 


In Nagarythe, Malekith’s sorcerous followers watched in horror as the tidal 
wave engulfed their lands. They used the last of their dark powers to protect 
their citadels, casting enchantments that sundered the foundations of their 
towers, allowing them to be lifted up by the wave like immense ships. 


In Anlec, Morathi wreathed the palace of Aenarion with her magic, though 
she could not protect the rest of the city. Water crashed against the towering 
pinnacle, smashing away stone and brick. Calling upon her daemonic allies, 
the sorceress ripped the immense palace free from the city, the water boiling 
and frothing below it as the massive edifice rose up above the waves and 
Anlec was tumbled into ruin. 
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Never Forgive 


Call it fate or luck, it had been fortuitous that Alandrian had found himself 
in the mountains of the Annulii when the sea had swallowed Nagarythe. 
Scouts had reported to the prince of House Anar that rebels hid in the 
Caerasin Dale, and he had responded, leading five hundred of his warriors 
into the highlands. 


After the debacle at the field of Maledor, he and his company had managed 
to slip away into the marshes, but rather than flee to Anlec with Malekith 
and Morathi, he had chosen to forge further north, thinking the Naggarothi 
capital would become a prison, rather than a haven, when Imrik’s army 
besieged it. Little had he suspected the insane plans of those to whom he 
had once sworn fealty. 


Thus it was that the former ruler of Athel Toralien had not been on the 
plains when the fury of the seas had been unleashed. Alandrian and his 
warriors had looked on in horror as the tidal wave had swept from the north, 
scouring everything in its path. Nagarythe was a sunken land, the highest 
peaks now islands, the cities and towns and farms swallowed by the rising 
waters. 


That had been four days ago. Like the others, he had been appalled, but 
Alandrian was also an opportunist. With the old regime washed away, those 
of ability would become the new masters of this ravaged land. They had 
pressed on up the vale, advancing on the Anar settlement, seeking to 
capture the village and turn its people to the service of Alandrian. It would 
be a humble beginning, but he had followed Malekith across the lands to 
the east and been instrumental in building the colonies. He had tamed the 
wilderness once and would do so again, starting in the Caerasin Vale. 


The first sign that all was not well came when the scouts did not return with 
their midday report. Alandrian ordered his company to halt immediately, 
and sent out more warriors to see what had delayed the scouts. The sun was 
sinking fast when Alandrian decided that the despatched soldiers were not 
returning either. 


It was a difficult choice: to make camp where they were, or to move out of 
the vale. Alandrian decided that it was better to hold ground than be set 
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upon on the move. The rebels knew these lands far better than he and would 
know the perfect site for ambush in advance of any retreat. 


The Naggarothi built fires at the perimeter to push back the encroaching 
darkness. Soldiers with repeater crossbows stood watch, careful not to 
silhouette themselves against the flames, while the spear companies formed 
a ring around their commander. 


They did not have to wait long before the Anars made themselves known. 
Arrows hissed from the gloom, loosed by warriors concealed beneath grey 
and green cloaks that blended with the rocks and scrub. A dozen warriors 
were felled before the snap of repeater crossbows sent reply. The shouts of 
the sentries conveyed their dismay, their targets flitting through the twilight 
as shadows. 


‘Naegrin, push out to the west,’ he told his captain. “Take two hundred 
warriors with you and bring the fight to our elusive foes. If you can, open a 
path through which we might leave.’ 


Naegrin did not need further excuse to break from the camp as more arrows 
fell from the darkness. With ranks of warriors following, he forged out into 
the gloom. 


Alandrian waited, shouting encouragement to his warriors as even more fell 
to volleys of arrows that whispered down from the heights. More than three 
dozen of them had been killed, the same number again moaning and crying 
in pain as they crawled in the long grass. The prince listened intently, 
hoping to hear the sound of metal on metal as Naegrin’s force attacked, but 
all he heard was the sigh of the wind, the creak of trees and the rustle of 
leaves. 


Realising that they aided the enemy more than the aim of his own warriors, 
Alandrian ordered the fires doused. In the dusk glow, he tried to spy the 
figures moving about the camp, but saw only flickers and glimpses. Now 
and then, the setting sun glinted on an arrowtip a moment before it sliced 
through the air to take down a warrior. The clatter of repeater crossbows 
followed as his warriors sent hails of bolts in return, but no call or cry 
replied to testify to the accuracy of their aim. 


Screams from the west tore through the night, and Alandrian knew in his 
heart that they were not made by the Anars. The cries for help and mercy 
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were swiftly silenced, and soon after, the intensity of the arrow storm 
increased. Alandrian could sense the panic in his warriors and knew they 
were about to flee. He would not be left behind by rout, and so broke into a 
run, heading back towards the hills. 


He had not made more than two hundred paces when he saw a lone figure 
silhouetted against the sunset. The hooded warrior lifted arrow to silvery 
bow and Alandrian knew immediately that he saw the rebel leader, Alith 
Anar, the self-named Shadow King. 


He flinched as the arrow took flight, expecting death, but the shaft caught 
him in the leg, just above the knee. Collapsing, Alandrian could not stifle a 
cry of pain. The figure disappeared into the gloom and the prince started to 
crawl away. 


He had not gone far when a shadow fell upon him and a boot connected 
with the side of his head. 


“You spare me the time of hunting you,’ he heard before unconsciousness 
took him. 


Alandrian woke sitting with his back to something hard. It was dark, but in 
the light of a fire he saw that his hands were bound, the rope looped over 
the branch of the young tree he was set against. Another cord tied his ankles 
to an arch of root. Coming fully to his senses, he realised there was a crowd 
of people around him, some of them children and infants. 


Alith Anar stepped out of the group, his hood pulled back. 


‘Alandrian, whose loins sired vile Hellebron, the butcher of Cothique,’ said 
the Shadow King. ‘This reckoning I have anticipated for a long time.’ 


‘Just kill me and be done,’ snarled Alandrian. 


‘No, not so swiftly will you find death. Not without punishment for the 
torture and misery you have visited on others.’ 


The other Anars started to drift away, and as they did so, Alandrian could 
see the log buildings of their village not much further down the slope. 


“You intend to leave me here? To starve?’ 
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‘Not even that swift shall be your death,’ said Alith. ‘The children will 
come each day and feed you and bring you water. They will grow up seeing 
the druchii filth that destroyed their homeland.’ 


‘Is that it?’ Alandrian laughed. ‘I am to be a prisoner?’ 
Alith looked up at the tree to which Alandrian was tied. 


‘Our people are long-lived, and trees grow tall indeed,’ said the Shadow 
King. ‘Remember that as the years slowly pass and the ropes grow tight.’ 
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The Book of Joshua 


1 And it came to pass after the death of Moses, the servant of the Lord, that the Lord 
spoke unto Joshua the son of Nun, the minister of Moses, saying, 2? Moses my servant 
is dead; now therefore arise, pass over this Jordan, thou, and all this people, unto the 
land which I do give to them, to the children of Israel. 3 Every place that the sole of 
your foot shall tread upon, that have I given unto you, as I said unto Moses. 4 From the 
wilderness and this Lebanon even unto the great river, the river Euphrates, all the land 
of the Hittites, and unto the great sea toward the going down of the sun, shall be your 
boundary. 5 No man shall be able to stand up before thee all the days of thy life; as I 


was with Moses, so will I be with thee: I will not let thee fail, nor forsake thee. © Be 
strong and of a good courage; for thou shalt divide for an inheritance unto this people 


the land, which I swore unto their fathers to give to them. 7 Only be thou strong and 
very courageous, to observe to do according to all the law, which Moses my servant hath 
commanded thee: turn not from it to the right hand or to the left; in order that thou 
mayest prosper whithersoever thou goest. ® This book of the law shall not depart out 
of thy mouth; but thou shalt meditate therein day and night, in order that thou mayest 
observe to do according to all that is written therein; for then shalt thou make thy way 
prosperous, and then shalt thou have good success. ° Behold, I have commanded thee, Be 
strong and of good courage; be not dismayed, neither be thou discouraged; for the Lord 
thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest. 1° Then Joshua commanded the officers 
of the people, saying, !! Pass through the midst of the camp, and command the people, 
saying, Prepare yourselves provisions; for after only three days more ye shall pass over 
this Jordan, to go in to possess the land, which the Lord your God giveth you, to possess 
it. 2 And to the Reubenites, and to the Gadites, and to half the tribe of Menasseh, spoke 
Joshua, saying, 13 Remember the word which Moses the servant of the Lord commanded 
you, saying, The Lord your God hath granted you rest, and hath given you this land; 
14Your wives, your little ones, and your cattle, shall remain in the land which Moses gave 
you on this side of the Jordan; but ye shall pass over armed before your brethren, all the 
mighty men of valor, and help them; 15 Until the Lord shall have granted your brethren 
rest, as he hath done to you, and they also have taken possession of the land which 
the Lord your God giveth them: then shall ye return unto the land of your possession, 
and possess it, which Moses the servant of the Lord gave you on this side of the Jordan, 
toward the rising of the sun. 16 And they answered Joshua, saying, All that thou hast 
commanded us will we do, and whithersoever thou wilt send us will we go. 1” Entirely 
so as we have hearkened unto Moses, thus will we hearken unto thee: only the Lord thy 
God be with thee, as he was with Moses. !8 Every man that doth rebel against thy order, 
and will not hearken unto thy words in all that thou mayest command him, shall be put 
to death: only be strong and of a good courage. 


1 And Joshua, the son of Nun, had sent out from Shittim two men as spies, secretly, 
saying, Go ye, view the land and especially Jericho; and they went, and came unto the 
house of a woman, a harlot, whose name was Rachab, and they lodged there. ? And it 
was told unto the king of Jericho, saying, Behold, men came in hither this night, of the 
children of Israel, to search out the country. 3 And the king of Jericho sent to Rachab, 
saying, Bring forth the men who are come to thee, who came to thy house; for, to search 
out all the country are they come. 4 But the woman had taken the two men, and hidden 
them; and she said, It is true, the men came unto me, but I knew not whence they were. 
5 And it came to pass, about the time of shutting the gate, when it was dark, that the men 
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went out; I know not whither the men are gone: pursue quickly after them, for ye can 
overtake them. © But she had brought them up to the roof, and had hidden them among 
the stalks of flax, which she had laid in order upon the roof. 7 And the men pursued after 
them, by the way to the Jordan unto the fords; and the gate was closed, as soon as those 
who pursued after them were gone out. ® But they had not yet laid themselves down, 
when she came up unto them upon the roof. ? And she said unto them, I know that the 
Lord hath given you the land, and that the terror of you hath fallen upon us, and that 
all the inhabitants of the land are become faint-hearted, because of you. 1° For we have 
heard, how that the Lord dried up the waters of the Red Sea before you, when ye went 
forth out of Egypt; and what ye have done unto the two kings of the Emorites, who were 
on the other side of the Jordan, unto Sichon and '0g, whom ye have utterly destroyed. 
11 And when we heard this, our heart melted, and there remained not any more courage 
in any man, because of you; for the Lord your God is alone God in the heavens above, 
and upon the earth beneath. 12 And now swear, I pray you, unto me by the Lord, because 
I have shown you kindness, that ye will also, for your part, show kindness, unto my 
father's house; and give me a sure token, 13 That ye will preserve the life of my father, 
and my mother, and my brothers, and my sisters, and all that they have, and deliver 
our lives from death. 14 And the men said unto her, Our life shall be [doomed] to death 
instead of yours, if ye tell not this our business; and it shall be, when the Lord giveth us 
the land, that we will show thee kindness and truth. !5 Then she let them down by a cord 
through the window; for her house was within the town wall, and within the wall she 
dwelt. !° And she said unto them, Get you to the mountain, lest the pursuers meet with 
you; and hide yourselves there three days, until the pursuers be returned; and afterward 
ye may go your way. !7 And the men said unto her, We will be blameless of this thy oath 


which thou hast caused us to swear. 18 Behold, when we come into the land, this line 
of scarlet thread shalt thou bind in the window by which thou hast let us down; and 


thy father, and thy mother, and thy brothers, and all thy father's household, thou must 
bring together unto thee into the house. !° And it shall be, that whosoever will go out 
of the doors of thy house into the street, his blood shall be upon his head, and we will 
be guiltless; and whosoever will remain with thee in the house, his blood shall be on our 
head, if a hand be laid upon him. 2° And if thou tell this our business, then will we be 
free of thy oath which thou hast caused us to swear. 2! And she said, According unto your 
words, so be it; and she dismissed them, and they departed; and she bound the scarlet 
line in the window. 2? And they went, and came unto the mountain, and they remained 
there three days, until the pursuers were returned; and the pursuers sought throughout 
all the way, but found nothing. 23 And the two men returned, and descended from the 
mountain, and passed over, and came to Joshua the son of Nun, and related to him all 
the things that had befallen them. 24 And they said unto Joshua, Truly the Lord hath 
given up into our hand all the country; for all the inhabitants of the country are already 
become faint-hearted because of us. 


1 And Joshua rose early in the morning; and they broke up from Shittim, and came 
close to the Jordan, he and all the children of Israel; and they lodged there before they 
passed over. 2 And it came to pass at the end of three days, that the officers passed 
through the midst of the camp. 3 And they commanded the people, saying, When ye see 
the ark of the covenant of the Lord your God, and the priests the Levites bearing it, then 
shall ye break up from your place, and go after it. 4 Nevertheless there shall be a space 
between you and it, of about two thousand cubits by measure: come not near unto it, in 
order that ye may know the way by which ye must go; for ye have not passed this way 
heretofore. > And Joshua said unto the people, Sanctify yourselves; for tomorrow will the 
Lord do wonders in the midst of you. © And Joshua said unto the priests, as followeth, 
Take up the ark of the covenant, and pass over before the people. And they took up 
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the ark of the covenant, and went before the people. 7 And the Lord said unto Joshua, 
This day will I begin to make thee great in the eyes of all Israel, that they may know 
that, as I was with Moses, so will I be with thee. ® And thou shalt command the priests 
that bear the ark of the covenant, saying, When ye are come to the brink of the waters 
of the Jordan, ye shall stand still in the Jordan. 9 And Joshua said unto the children of 
Israel, Approach hither, and hear the words of the Lord your God. !° And Joshua said, 
Hereby shall ye know that the living God is in the midst of you, and that he will without 
fail drive out from before you the Canaanites, and the Hittites, and the Hivites, and the 
Perizzites, and the Girgashites, and the Emorites, and the Jebusites. 11 Behold, the ark of 
the covenant of the Lord of all the earth passeth over before you into the Jordan. 12 And 
now take yourselves twelve men out of the tribes of Israel, one man each out of every 
tribe. 13 And it shall come to pass, that as soon as the soles of the feet of the priests 


that bear the ark of the Lord, the Lord of all the earth, shall rest in the waters of the 
Jordan, the waters of the Jordan shall be cut off, namely, the waters that come down 


from above; and they shall stand up as a wall. 14 And it came to pass, when the people 
broke up from their tents, to pass over the Jordan, and the priests the bearers of the ark 
of the covenant were before the people; !5 And as they that bore the ark were come up 
to the Jordan, and the feet of the priests that bore the ark were dipped in the edge of the 
water, [the Jordan, however, had overflowed all its banks all the time of harvest,] 16 That 
the waters which came down from above stood still and rose up as a wall, very far from 
the city Adam, which is beside Zarethan; and those that ran down toward the sea of the 
plain, the salt sea, failed, were cut off; and the people passed over opposite to Jericho. 
17 And the priests that bore the ark of the covenant of the Lord stood firm on dry ground 
in the midst of the Jordan, and all the Israelites passed over on dry ground, until all the 
people had finished passing over the Jordan. 


4 

1 And it came to pass, when all the people had finished passing over the Jordan, That 
the Lord said unto Joshua, as followeth, ? Take yourselves twelve men out of the people, 
one man each out of every tribe, ? And command ye them, saying, Take yourselves hence 
out of the midst of the Jordan, out of the place where the priests' feet stood firmly, 
twelve stones, and ye shall carry them over with you, and leave them in the lodging- 
place, where ye will lodge this night. 4 Then did Joshua call the twelve men, whom he had 
appointed out of the children of Israel, one man each out of every tribe: > And Joshua said 
unto them, Pass over before the ark of the Lord your God into the midst of the Jordan, and 
take yourselves up every man one stone upon his shoulder, according unto the number 
of the tribes of the children of Israel; In order that this may be a sign among you, when 
your children ask in time to come, saying, What mean ye by these stones? 7 That ye shall 
answer them, That the waters of the Jordan were cut off before the ark of the covenant of 
the Lord; when it passed over the Jordan, the waters of the Jordan were cut off; and these 


stones shall be for a memorial unto the children of Israel for ever. 8 And the children of 
Israel did so as Joshua had commanded; and they took up twelve stones out of the midst 


of the Jordan, as the Lord had spoken unto Joshua, according to the number of the tribes 
of the children of Israel; and they carried them over with them unto the place where 
they lodged, and laid them down there. ° Twelve stones also did Joshua set up in the 
midst of the Jordan, on the spot where the feet of the priests who bore the ark of the 
covenant had stood: and they have remained there unto this day. !° But the priests who 
bore the ark stood in the midst of the Jordan, until every thing was finished that the 
Lord had commanded Joshua to speak unto the people, according to all that Moses had 
commanded Joshua; and the people hastened and passed over. 11 And it came to pass, 
when all the people had finished passing over, that the ark of the Lord passed over with 
the priests in the presence of the people. 12 And the children of Reuben, and the children 
of Gad, and the half tribe of Menasseh, passed over armed before the children of Israel, 
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as Moses had spoken unto them: 13 About forty thousand ready armed for war, did they 
pass over before the Lord unto battle, to the plains of Jericho. 14 On that day the Lord 
made Joshua great in the eyes of all Israel; and they feared him, as they had feared Moses, 
all the days of his life. 15 And the Lord said unto Joshua, as followeth, 1 Command the 
priests that bear the ark of the testimony, that they come up out of the Jordan. 17 And 
Joshua commanded the priests, saying, Come ye up out of the Jordan. 18 And it came to 
pass, when the priests that bore the ark of the covenant of the Lord were come up out 
of the midst of the Jordan, the soles of the feet of the priests were lifted up unto the 
dry land, that the waters of the Jordan returned unto their place, and flowed over all 
its banks, as on the preceding days. 19 And the people came up out of the Jordan on the 
tenth day of the first month, and encamped in Gilgal, on the extreme eastern border of 
Jericho. 2° And those twelve stones, which they had taken out of the Jordan, did Joshua 
set up in Gilgal. 21 And he said unto the children of Israel, thus, When your children shall 
ask in time to come their fathers, saying, What mean these stones? 22 Then shall ye let 
your children know, saying, On dry land did Israel pass over this Jordan; 23 That the Lord 
your God dried up the waters of the Jordan from before you, until ye were passed over, 
as the Lord your God did to the Red Sea, which he dried up from before us, until we were 
gone over; 24 In order that all the nations of the earth may know the hand of the Lord, 
that it is mighty; in order that ye may fear the Lord your God all the days. 


5 


1 And it came to pass, when all the kings of the Emorites, who were on the side of the 
Jordan westward, and all the kings of the Canaanites, who were by the sea, heard that 
the Lord had dried up the waters of the Jordan from before the children of Israel, until 
they were passed over, that their heart melted, and there remained no more any courage 
in them, because of the children of Israel. 2 At that time the Lord said unto Joshua, Make 
thee sharp knives, and circumcise again the children of Israel the second time. 3 And 
Joshua made himself sharp knives, and circumcised the children of Israel at the hill of 
'Araloth. 4 And this is the cause why Joshua did circumcise: All the people that came 
out of Egypt, the males, all the men of war, died in the wilderness on the way, after their 
going forth out of Egypt. ° For all the people that came out were circumcised; but all the 
people that were born in the wilderness on the way at their going forth out of Egypt, 
they had not circumcised. © For during forty years the children of Israel wandered in the 
wilderness, till there was an end of all the people, the men of war, who were come out of 
Egypt, who had not obeyed the voice of the Lord; unto whom the Lord had sworn that 


he would not let them see the land, which the Lord had sworn unto their fathers that he 
would give unto us, a land flowing with milk and honey. 7 But their children he raised up 


in their stead: these did Joshua circumcise; for they were uncircumcised, because they 
had not circumcised them on the way. 8 And it came to pass, when the whole people had 
all been circumcised, that they abode in their places in the camp till they were healed. 
9 And the Lord said unto Joshua, This day have I rolled away the reproach of Egypt from 
off you. And he called the name of the place Gilgal unto this day. 1° And the children 
of Israel encamped in Gilgal, and they prepared the passover-offering on the fourteenth 
day of the month at evening in the plains of Jericho. !! And they ate of the corn of the 
land on the morrow after the passover-offering, unleavened cakes and parched corn, on 
the selfsame day. 12 And the manna ceased on the morrow after they had eaten of the 
corn of the land; and the children of Israel had not any more manna; but they did eat of 
the product of the land of Canaan during that year. 13 And it came to pass, when Joshua 
was by Jericho, that he lifted up his eyes and looked, and, behold, a man was standing 
over against him with his sword drawn in his hand; and Joshua went unto him, and said 
to him, Art thou for us, or for our adversaries? 14 And he said, No; for I am a captain 
of the host of the Lord: now am I come. And Joshua fell on his face to the earth, and 
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bowed himself, and said to him, What doth my lord speak unto his servant? 15 And the 
captain of the Lord's host said unto Joshua, Put off thy shoe from off thy foot; for the 
place whereon thou standest is holy. And Joshua did so. 


6 


1 Now Jericho was shut up, and barred up, because of the children of Israel: no one 
went out, and no one came in. 2 And the Lord said unto Joshua, See, I have given into thy 
hand Jericho and its king, even the mighty men of valor. 3 And ye shall compass the city, 
all the men of war, going round about the city once. Thus shalt thou do six days. 4 And 
seven priests shall bear before the ark seven cornets of rams' horns; and on the seventh 
day shall ye compass the city seven times, and the priests shall blow with the cornets. 
5 And it shall come to pass, that, when they blow a long blast with the ram's horn, when 
ye hear the sound of the cornet all the people shall utter a great shout; and the wall of 
the city shall fall down flat, and the people shall ascend up every man straight before 
him. © And Joshua the son of Nun called the priests, and said unto them, Take up the ark 
of the covenant, and let seven priests bear seven cornets of rams' horns before the ark 
of the Lord. 7 And he said unto the people, Pass on, and compass the city, and let the 
armed men pass on before the ark of the Lord. ® And it came to pass, when Joshua had 
spoken unto the people, that the seven priests, bearing the seven cornets of rams' horns 
before the Lord, passed on and blew with the cornets; and the ark of the covenant of the 
Lord followed them. ? And the armed men went before the priests that blew the cornets, 
and the rereward came after the ark, going on, and blowing with the cornets. 1° And 
Joshua had commanded the people, saying, Ye shall not shout, nor let your voice be 
heard, neither shall any word proceed out of your mouth, until the day I bid you, Shout; 
and then shall ye shout. 11 So the ark of the Lord compassed the city, going round it once; 
and they came into the camp, and lodged in the camp. !2 And Joshua rose early in the 
morning, and the priests took up the ark of the Lord. !° And the seven priests bearing the 
seven cornets of rams' horns before the ark of the Lord went on continually, and blew 
with the cornets; and the armed men went before them; and the rereward came after 
the ark of the Lord, going on, and blowing with the cornets. 14 And they compassed the 
city on the second day once, and returned into the camp: so did they six days. 15 And it 
came to pass on the seventh day, that they rose early about the dawning of the day, and 
compassed the city after this manner seven times; only on that day they compassed the 
city seven times. !° And it came to pass at the seventh time, when the priest blew with 
the cornets, that Joshua' said unto the people, Shout; for the Lord hath given you the 
city. 17 And the city shall be devoted, it, and all that is therein, to the Lord: only Rachab 
the harlot shall live, she and all that are with her in the house; because she did hide 
the messengers that we sent. !8 But ye, keep yourselves from the devoted things, lest 


ye devote and yet take of the devoted things, and make the camp of Israel a curse, and 
trouble it. 19 And all the silver, and gold, and vessels of copper andiron, shall be holy unto 
the Lord: into the treasury of the Lord shall they come. 2° So the people shouted, when 
they blew with the cornets; and it came to pass, when the people heard the sound of the 
cornet, that the people uttered a great shout, and the wall fell down flat, and the people 
went up into the city, every man straight before him, and they captured the city. 21 And 
they utterly destroyed all that was in the city, both man and woman, young and old, and 
ox, and lamb, and ass, with the edge of the sword. 2? But unto the two men that had spied 
out the country, Joshua said, Go into the house of the woman, the harlot, and bring out 
thence the woman, and all belonging to her, as ye have sworn unto her. 23 And the young 
men, the spies, went in, and brought out Rachab, and her father, and her mother, and 
her brothers, and all belonging to her: and they brought out all her kindred, and they 
left them without the camp of Israel. 24 And the city they burnt with fire, and all that 
was therein: only the silver, and the gold, and the vessels of copper and of iron, they put 
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into the treasury of the house of the Lord. 25 And Rachab the harlot did Joshua save alive, 
and her father's household, and all belonging to her; and she dwelt in the midst of Israel 
even unto this day; because she had hidden the messengers, whom Joshua had sent to 
spy out Jericho. 26 And Joshua adjured [the people] at that time, saying, Cursed be the 
man before the Lord, that will rise up and build this city Jericho: with his first-born shall 
he lay its foundation, and with his youngest shall he set up its gates. 27 And the Lord was 
with Joshua; and his fame was spread throughout all the country. 


7 

1 But the children of Israel committed a trespass on the devoted things; for 'Achan, the 
son of Carmi, the son of Zabdi, the son of Zerach, of the tribe of Judah, took of the devoted 
things: and the anger of the Lord was kindled against the children of Israel. 2? And Joshua 
sent men from Jericho to 'Ai, which is beside Beth-aven, on the east side of Beth-el, and 
said unto them, thus, Go up and spy out the country. And the men went up and spied out 
'Ai. 3 And they returned to Joshua, and said unto him, Let not all the people go up; but 
let about two or three thousand men go up and smite 'Ai: do not fatigue all the people 
[to go] thither; for they are but few. 4So there went up thither of the people about three 
thousand men; and they fled before the men of 'Ai. 5 And the men of 'Ai smote of them 
about thirty and six men; and they chased them from before the gate unto the stone- 
quarries, and smote them on the declivity [of the hill]; wherefore the heart of the people 
melted, and became as water. © And Joshua rent his clothes, and fell upon his face to the 
earth before the ark of the Lord until the evening, he with the elders of Israel, and they 
put dust upon their head. 7 And Joshua said, Alas, O Lord Eternal, wherefore hast thou 
caused this people to pass over the Jordan, to deliver us into the hand of the Emorites, 
to destroy us? and oh! that we had been content, and dwelt on the other side of the 
Jordan! 81 pray thee, O Lord, what shall I say, since Israel have turned their back before 


their enemies! 9 And when the Canaanites and all the inhabitants of the land will hear of 
it, they will environ us round, and cut off our name from the earth; and what wilt thou 


do for thy great name? 1° And the Lord said unto Joshua, Get thee up; wherefore liest 
thou upon thy face. 11 Israel hath sinned, and they have also transgressed my covenant 
which I have commanded them; and they have also taken of the devoted things, and have 
also stolen, and have also dissembled, and they have also put it into their own vessels. 
12 Therefore will the children of Israel not be able to stand up before their enemies; their 
back will they turn before their enemies, because they have become accursed: I will 
not be any more with you, except ye destroy the accursed from among you. }3 Rise up, 
sanctify the people, and say, Sanctify yourselves against tomorrow; for thus hath said 
the Lord the God of Israel, An accursed thing is in the midst of thee, O Israel: thou shalt 
not be able to stand up before thy enemies, until ye have removed the accursed from 
among you. ! And ye shall be brought near in the morning according to your tribes: 
and it shall be, that the tribe which the Lord will seize shall come near according to its 
families; and the family which the Lord will seize shall come near by households; and the 
household which the Lord shall seize will come near by its men. } And it shall be, that 
he that is seized with the accursed thing shall be burnt with fire, he, and all that he hath; 
because he hath transgressed the covenant of the Lord, and because he hath wrought 
wickedness in Israel. 16 So Joshua rose up early in the morning, and brought Israel near 
by their tribes, and the tribe of Judah was seized; 1” And he brought near the family of 
Judah, and he seized the family of the Zarchites; and he brought near the family of the 
Zarchites by its men, and Zabdi was seized; !8 And he brought near his household by its 


men, and 'Achan, the son of Carmi, the son of Zabdi, the son of Zerach, of the tribe of 
Judah, was seized. 19 And Joshua said unto 'Achan, My son, give, I pray thee, glory to 


the Lord, the God of Israel, and make confession unto him; and tell me, I pray thee, what 
thou hast done: hide nothing from me. 2° And 'Achan answered Joshua, and said, Truly! I 
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have indeed sinned against the Lord the God of Israel, and thus and thus have I done: 211 
saw among the spoil a handsome Babylonish mantle, and two hundred shekels of silver, 
and a wedge of gold of fifty shekels in weight, and I coveted them, and took them; and, 
behold, they are hidden in the earth in the midst of my tent, with the silver beneath the 
same. 22 Joshua thereupon sent messengers, and they ran unto the tent; and, behold, 
it was hidden in his tent, and the silver beneath it. 23 And they took them out of the 
midst of the tent, and brought them unto Joshua, and unto all the children of Israel, and 
they laid them out before the Lord. 24 And Joshua took 'Achan the son of Zerach, and the 
silver, and the mantle, and the wedge of gold, and his sons, and his daughters, and his 
ox, and his ass, and his sheep, and his tent, and all that he had, and all Israel were with 
him, and they brought them up unto the valley of 'Achor. 25 And Joshua said, How hast 
thou troubled us! so shall the Lord trouble thee this day. And all Israel stoned him with 
stones, and burnt them with fire, after they had stoned them with stones. 26 And they 
raised over him a great heap of stones [which is] unto this day; and the Lord turned from 
the fierceness of his anger. Wherefore the name of that place was called, The valley of 
'Achor, unto this day. 


8 


1 And the Lord said unto Joshua, Fear not, neither be thou discouraged: take with thee 
all the people of war, and arise, go up to 'Ai; see, I have given into thy hand the king of 
‘Ai, and his people, and his city, and his land. 2 And thou shalt do to 'Ai and to its king 
as thou hast done unto Jericho and its king; only its spoil and its cattle shall ye take for 
booty unto yourselves; but lay thee an ambush for the city in its rear. 3 So Joshua arose, 
and all the people of war, to go up against 'Ai: and Joshua chose out thirty thousand 
mighty men of valor, and sent them away by night. 4 And he commanded them, saying, 
Behold, ye shall lie in wait against the city, in the rear of the city; go not very far from 
the city; and be ye all ready; > And I, and all the people that are with me, will approach 
unto the city; and it shall come to pass that, when they come out against us, as at the 
first time, we will flee before them; © And they will come out after us, till we have drawn 
them from the city; for they will say, They flee from us as at the first time: and we will 
flee before them. 7 And then shall ye rise up from the ambush, and take possession of 
the city; and the Lord your God will deliver it in into your hand. 8 And it shall be, that 
as soon as ye have seized the city, ye shall set the city on fire; according to the word 
of the Lord shall ye do: see, I have commanded you. 9 And Joshua sent them off: and 
they went to lie in ambush, and remained between Beth-el and 'Ai, on the west side of 
'Ai; but Joshua lodged that night among the people. 1° And Joshua rose up early in the 
morning, and numbered the people, and went up, he and the elders of Israel, before the 
people, toward 'Ai. 11 And all the people of war that were with him went up, and drew 
nigh, and came opposite the city, and encamped on the north side of 'Ai; and the valley 


was between them and 'Ai. 12 And he took about five thousand men, and set them as an 
ambush between Beth-el and 'Ai, on the west side of 'Ai. 13 And the people, all the camp 


that was on the north of the city, and its ambush on the west of the city got ready; and 
Joshua went that night into the midst of the valley. 14 And it came to pass, when the king 
of 'Aisaw this, the men of the city hastened and rose up early, and went out against Israel 
to battle, he and all his people, at the time appointed, before the plain; but he knew not 
that there was an ambush against him in the rear of the city. 5 And Joshua and Israel 
feigned themselves beaten before them, and fled by the way of the wilderness. 1¢ And all 
the people that were in 'Ai were called together to pursue after them; and they pursued 
after Joshua, and were drawn away from the city. 17 And there was not a man left in 'Ai 
or Beth-el, that went not out after Israel; and they left the city open, and pursued after 
Israel. 18 And the Lord said unto Joshua, Stretch out the spear that is in thy hand toward 
'Ai; for into thy hand will I give it. And Joshua stretched out the spear which was in his 
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hand toward the city. 19 And the ambush arose quickly out of their place, and they ran 
as soon as he stretched out his hand; and they entered into the city, and took possession 
of it, and hastened and set the city on fire. 2° And the men of 'Ai turned [and looked] 
behind them, and they saw, and, behold, the smoke of the city ascended up to heaven; 
and they had no power to flee this way or that way; and the people that had fled to the 
wilderness turned back upon the pursuers. 21 For when Joshua and all Israel saw that 
the ambush had seized the city, and that the smoke of the city ascended: they turned 
back, and smote the men of 'Ai. 22 And the others issued out of the city against them; 


so that the Israelites had them in the middle, some on this side, and some on that side; 
and they smote them, until there was not left of them one that remained or escaped. 


23 And the king of 'Ai they caught alive, and brought him to Joshua. 24 And it came to 
pass, that, when Israel had made an end of slaying all the inhabitants of 'Ai in the field, 
in the wilderness wherein they had pursued them, and when they were all fallen by the 
edge of the sword, until they were consumed, All the Israelites returned unto 'Ai, and 
smote it with the edge of the sword. 25 And [the number of] all that fell in that day, both 
of men and women, was twelve thousand, all the people of 'Ai. 2 And Joshua drew not 
back his hand, wherewith he had stretched out the spear, until he had utterly destroyed 
all the inhabitants of 'Ai. 2” Only the cattle and the spoil of that city Israel took as booty 
unto themselves, according to the word of the Lord which he had commanded Joshua. 
28 And Joshua burnt 'Ai, and made it a ruinous heap of desolation for ever, even unto this 
day, 29 And the king of 'Ai he hanged on a tree until eventide; and at the going down of 
the sun, Joshua commanded, and they took his carcass down from the tree and cast it at 
the entrance of the city gate, and they raised over him a great heap of stones, [which is] 
even unto this day. 3° Then did Joshua build an altar unto the Lord, the God of Israel on 


mount 'Ebal, 3! As Moses the servant of the Lord had commanded the children of Israel, 
as it is written in the book of the law of Moses, an altar of whole stones, over which no 
one had lifted up any iron tool; and they offered thereon burnt-offerings unto the Lord, 


and sacrificed peace-offerings. 32 And he wrote there upon the stones a copy of the law 
of Moses, which he wrote in the presence of the children of Israel. 33 And all Israel, and 
their elders, and the officers, and their judges, stood on this side and on that side of 
the ark, opposite the priests the Levites, who bore the ark of the covenant of the Lord, 
the stranger no less than the native born: half of them turned toward mount Gerizzim, 


and the other half of them turned toward mount 'Ebal; as Moses the servant of the Lord 
had commanded, to bless the people of Israel at first. 34 And afterward he read all the 


words of the law, the blessing and the curse, all, just as it is written in the book of the 
law. 35 There was not a word of all that Moses had commanded, which Joshua did not 
read before all the congregation of Israel, with the women, and the little ones, and the 
stranger that walked in the midst of them. 


1 And it came to pass, when all the kings that were on this side of the Jordan, in the 
mountain, and in the lowlands, and in all the coast of the great sea opposite Lebanon, the 
Hittites, and the Emorites, the Canaanites, the Perizzites, the Hivites, and the Jebusites, 
heard this, ? That they assembled themselves all together, to fight with Joshua and with 
Israel, with one accord. 3 And when the inhabitants of Gib'on heard what Joshua had 
done unto Jericho and unto 'Ai, 4 They also did work wilily, and went and feigned to 
be messengers, and took old sacks for their asses, and wine-bottles, old, and rent, and 
bound up; > And [put] old and patched-up shoes upon their feet, and old garments upon 
themselves; and all the bread of their provision was dry and mouldy. © And they went 
to Joshua unto the camp at Gilgal, and said unto him, and to the men of Israel, We are 
come from a far-off country; and now make ye a covenant with us. 7 And the men of 
Israel said unto the Hivites, Peradventure ye dwell in the midst of us; and how can we 
make a covenant with you: 8 And they said unto Joshua, We are thy servants. And Joshua 
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said unto them, Who are ye? and whence come ye! ? And they said unto him, From a 
very far-off country are thy servants come, because of the name of the Lord thy God; 
for we have heard his fame, and all that he hath done in Egypt; 1° And all that he hath 
done to the two kings of the Emorites, that were beyond the Jordan, to Sichon the king 
of Cheshbon, and to 'Og the king of Bashan, who was at 'Ashtaroth. 11 Wherefore our 
elders and all the inhabitants of our country said to us, as followeth, Take provisions 
with you for the journey, and go to meet them, and say unto them, Your servants are we: 
and now make ye with us a covenant. 12 This our bread we took hot for our provision 
out of our houses on the day we came forth to go unto you; and now, behold, it is dry, 
and it is become mouldy: 13 And these wine-bottles, which we filled, when new,— but 
behold, they are now become rent; and these our garments and our shoes are become 
worn out by reason of the very long journey. 14 And the men took of their provisions, but 
the decision of the Lord they did not ask. 15 And Joshua made peace with them, and made 
a covenant with them, to let them live; and the princes of the congregation swore unto 
them. 1¢ And it came to pass at the end of three days after they had made a covenant 
with them, that they heard that they were their neighbors, and that they dwelt in the 
midst of them. 17 And the children of Israel broke up, and came unto their cities on the 
third day; and their cities were Gib'on, and Kephirah, and Beeroth, and Kiryath-ye'arim. 
18 And the children of Israel smote them not; because the princes of the congregation 
had sworn unto them by the Lord, the God of Israel; but all the congregation murmured 
against the princes. 19 And all the princes said unto all the congregation, We have sworn 
unto them by the Lord the God of Israel: and now we cannot touch them. 2° This will 
we do to them, and we will let them live, that there be no wrath upon us, on account of 
the oath which we have sworn unto them. 2! And the princes said unto them, Let them 
live: and they became hewers of wood and drawers of water unto all the congregation, 
as the princes had spoken unto them. 22 And Joshua called for them, and he spoke unto 
them, saying, Wherefore have ye deceived us, saying, We are very far from you: whereas 
ye dwell in the midst of us? 23 And now be ye cursed, and there shall not cease to be of 
you servants and hewers of wood and drawers of water for the house of my God. 24 And 
they answered Joshua, and said, Because it was certainly told thy servants, how that the 
Lord thy God had commanded his servant Moses to give unto you all the land, and to 
destroy all the inhabitants of the land from before you; wherefore we were sore afraid 
for our lives because of you, and we have done this thing. 2° And now, behold, we are in 
thy hand; as it seemeth good and right in thy eyes to do unto us, so do. 26 And he did 
unto them thus; and he delivered them out of the hand of the children of Israel, and they 
slew them not. 2” And Joshua appointed them on that day hewers of wood and drawers 
of water for the congregation, and for the altar of the Lord, even unto this day, for the 
place which he should choose. 


10 


1 Now it came to pass, when Adoni-zedek, the king of Jerusalem heard that Joshua had 
captured 'Ai, and had utterly destroyed it; [that] as he had done to Jericho and its king, so 
had he done to 'Ai and its king; and that the inhabitants of Gib'on had made peace with 
Israel, and were in the midst of them: 2 That they were greatly afraid; because Gib'on 
was a great city, like one of the royal cities, and because it was greater than 'Ai, and all 
the men thereof were mighty. 3 Therefore Adoni-zedek the king of Jerusalem sent unto 
Hoham the king of Hebron, and unto Piram the king of Yarmuth, and unto Yaphia', the 
king of Lachish, and unto Debir the king of 'Eglon, saying, 4 Come up unto me, and help 
me, that we may smite Gib'on; for it hath made peace with Joshua and with the children 
of Israel. 5 And the five kings of the Emorites, the king of Jerusalem, the king of Hebron, 
the king of Yarmuth, the king of Lachish, the king of 'Eglon, assembled themselves 
together, and went up, they and all their camps, and encamped before Gib'on, and made 


1361 XRN 


Joshua 10:6 209 Joshua 10:31 


war against it. ©And the men of Gib'on sent unto Joshua to the camp to Gilgal, saying, Do 
not withdraw thy hand from thy servants: come up to us quickly, and save us, and help 
us; for all the kings of the Emorites that dwell in the mountains are assembled together 
against us. 7 And Joshua went up from Gilgal, he, and all the people of war with him, 
and all the mighty men of valor. § And the Lord said unto Joshua, Be not afraid of them; 
for into thy hand have I delivered them: there shall not stand a man of them before 
thee. ° And Joshua came unto them suddenly; the whole night he went up from Gilgal. 
10 And the Lord brought them in confusion before Israel, and they smote them with a 
great slaughter at Gib'on, and pursued them by the way of the ascent to Beth-choron, 
and smote them up to 'Azekah, and up to Makkedah. 1! And it came to pass, as they 
fled from before Israel, while they were in the declivity of Beth-choron, that the Lord 
cast down upon them great stones from heaven, up to 'Azekah, and they died: there 
were more who died by means of the hailstones than those whom the children of Israel 
had slain with the sword. 12 Then spoke Joshua to the Lord on the day when the Lord 
delivered up the Emorites before the children of Israel, and he said before the eyes of 
Israel, Sun, stand thou still upon Gib'on; and thou, Moon, in the valley of Ayalon. 13 And 
the sun stood still, and the moon stayed, until the people had avenged themselves upon 


their enemies. Is not this written in the book of Yashar? And the sun stood still in the 
midst of the heavens, and hastened not to go down about a whole day. 4 And there was 


no day like that before it or after it, that the Lord hearkened unto the voice of a man; 
for the Lord fought for Israel. 15 And Joshua returned, and all Israel with him, unto the 
camp to Gilgal. 1° But these five kings fled, and hid themselves in the cave at Makkedah. 
17 And it was told to Joshua, saying, The five kings have been found hidden in the cave at 
Makkedah. 18 And Joshua said, Roll great stones to the mouth of the cave, and set men 
over it to guard them; !? But you, do ye not stay, pursue after your enemies, and smite the 
hindmost of them: suffer them not to enter into their cities; for the Lord your God hath 
delivered them into your hand. 2° And it came to pass, when Joshua and the children of 
Israel had made an end of smiting them with a very great defeat, till they were all spent, 
and those that escaped had fled from them and entered into the fortified cities, 2! That all 
the people returned to the camp to Joshua at Makkedah in peace: no one pointed against 
any man of the children of Israel his tongue. 22 Then said Joshua, Open the mouth of the 
cave, and bring out unto me those five kings out of the cave. 23 And they did so, and 
brought forth unto him those five kings out of the cave, the king of Jerusalem, the king 
of Hebron, the king of Yarmuth, the king of Lachish, the king of 'Eglon. 24 And it came 
to pass, when they brought out those kings unto Joshua, that Joshua called for all the 
men of Israel, and said unto the chiefs of the men of war who had gone with him, Come 
near, put your feet upon the necks of these kings. And they came near, and put their feet 
upon their necks. 25 And Joshua said unto them, Fear not, nor be disheartened, be strong 
and of good courage; for thus will the Lord do unto all your enemies against whom ye 
fight. 26 And Joshua smote them afterward, and slew them, and hanged them on five 
trees; and they remained hanging upon the trees until the evening. 27 And it came to 
pass at the time of the going down of the sun, that Joshua commanded, and they took 
them down from the trees, and cast them into the cave wherein they had been hidden; 
and they placed great stones upon the mouth of the cave, [which remain] even until this 
very day. 28 And Joshua captured Makkedah on that day, and smote it with the edge of 
the sword, and its king he devoted, them, and all the souls that were therein; he left 
none that escaped; and he did to the king of Makkedah as he had done unto the king of 
Jericho. 2° Then did Joshua, and all Israel with him, pass from Makkedah unto Libnah; 
and he fought against Libnah; 3° And the Lord delivered it also into the hand of Israel, 
with its king; and he smote it with the edge of the sword, and all the souls that were 
therein; he left none in it that escaped; and he did unto its king as he had done unto the 
king of Jericho. 31 And Joshua, and all Israel with him, passed from Libnah unto Lachish, 
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and encamped against it, and fought against it; 32 And the Lord delivered Lachish into 
the hand of Israel; and he captured it on the second day, and smote it with the edge of the 
sword, and all the souls that were therein: just as he had done to Libnah. 33 Then came 
up Horam the king of Gezer to help Lachish; and Joshua smote him and his people, until 
he had left him none that escaped. 34 And Joshua and all Israel with him passed from 
Lachish unto 'Eglon; and they encamped against it, and fought against it; 35 And they 
captured it on that day, and smote it with the edge of the sword; and all the souls that 
were therein he devoted on that day: just as he had done to Lachish. 36 And Joshua and 
all Israel with him went up from 'Eglon unto Hebron; and they fought against it; 37 And 
they captured it, and smote it with the edge of the sword, and its king, and all its cities, 
and all the souls that were therein; he left none that escaped, just as he had done to 
'Eglon; and he devoted it, and all the souls that were therein. 38 And Joshua and all Israel 
with him returned to Debir; and fought against it; 3° And he captured it, and its king, and 
all its cities; and they smote them with the edge of the sword, and devoted all the souls 
that were therein; he left none that escaped: as he had done to Hebron, so did he to Debir 
and to its king; and as he had done to Libnah and to its king. 4° And Joshua smote all the 
country, the mountain, and the south, and the lowlands, and the declivities, and all their 
kings; he left none that escaped; and all that breathed he utterly destroyed, as the Lord, 
the God of Israel had commanded. 41 And Joshua smote them from Kadesh-barnea' even 
unto Gazzah, and all the country of Goshen, even up to Gib'on. 4? And all these kings and 
their land did Joshua capture at one time; because the Lord, the God of Israel fought for 
Israel. 43 And Joshua returned, and all Israel with him, unto the camp to Gilgal. 


11 
1 And it came to pass, that, when Yabin the king of Chazor heard these things, he sent 
to Yobab the king of Madon, and to the king of Shimron, and to the king of Achshaph, 
2 And to the kings that were at the north, on the mountains, and in the plains, south of 


Kinneroth, and in the lowlands, and in the district of Dor on the west, 3To the Canaanites 
on the east and on the west, and to the Emorites, and the Hittites, and the Perizzites, and 
the Jebusites in the mountains, and to the Hivites under Chermon in the land of Mizpah. 


4 And they went out, they and all their camps with them, much people, even as the sand 
that is upon the sea-shore in multitude, and with very many horses and chariots. 5 And 
all these kings assembled themselves together, and they came and encamped together 
at the waters of Merom, to fight against Israel. © And the Lord said unto Joshua, Be not 
afraid because of them; for tomorrow about this time will I give all of them up slain 
before Israel: their horses shalt thou hamstring and their chariots shalt thou burn with 
fire. 7 And Joshua and all the people of war with him came upon them by the waters of 
Merom suddenly; and they fell upon them. 8 And the Lord delivered them into the hand 
of Israel, who smote them, and pursued them unto great Zidon, and unto Missrephoth- 
mayim, and unto the valley of Mizpeh eastward; and they smote them, until they left 
them none that escaped. 9 And Joshua did unto them as the Lord had said unto him: 
their horses he hamstringed and their chariots he burnt with fire. 1° And Joshua at that 
time turned back, and captured Chazor, and its kings he smote with the sword; for Chazor 
aforetimes was the head of all these kingdoms. 1 And they smote all the souls that were 
therein with the edge of the sword, and devoted them; there was not left any one having 
breath; and Chazor he burnt with fire. 12 And all the cities of these kings, and all their 
kings, did Joshua capture, and he smote them with the edge of the sword, and he devoted 


them, as Moses the servant of the Lord had commanded. 13 But as for the cities that 
had been left standing in their strength, these did Israel not burn: save Chazor only did 


Joshua burn. 14 And all the spoil of these cities, and the cattle, did the children of Israel 
take as booty unto themselves; but all the men they smote with the edge of the sword, 
until they had destroyed them: they left not any one having breath. 1 As the Lord had 
commanded Moses his servant, so did Moses command Joshua, and so did Joshua: he 
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left nothing undone of all that the Lord had commanded Moses. 16 And Joshua took all 
that land, the mountain, and all the south country, and all the land of Goshen, and the 
lowlands, and the plain, and the mountain of Israel, and its lowlands; 1” From the bald 
mountain that goeth up to Seir, even unto Baal-gad in the valley of Lebanon under mount 
Chermon; and all their kings he captured, and smote them, and slew them. !8 A long time 
did Joshua make war with all these kings. !° There was not a city that made peace with 
the children of Israel, save the Hivites the inhabitants of Gib'on: the whole they took 
by war. 2° For of the Lord it was to harden their heart, that they should come against 
Israel in battle, in order to destroy them utterly, that they might obtain no favor: but 
in order that he might exterminate them, as the Lord had commanded Moses. 2! And 
Joshua came at that time, and cut off the 'Anakim from the mountains, from Hebron, 
from Debir, from 'Anab, and from the whole mountain of Judah, and from the whole 
mountain of Israel: with their cities did Joshua destroy them utterly. 22 There was none 
of the 'Anakim left in the land of the children of Israel: only in Gazzah, in Gath, and in 
Ashdod, there remained some. 23 And Joshua! took the whole land, all just as the Lord 
had spoken unto Moses; and Joshua gave it for an inheritance unto Israel, according to 
their divisions by their tribes. And the land rested from war. 


1 And these are the kings of the land whom the children of Israel smote, and whose 
land they took possession of on the other side of the Jordan, toward the rising of the 
sun, from the river Arnon unto mount Chermon, and all the plain on the east: 2 Sichon 
the king of the Emorites, who dwelt in Cheshbon, and ruled from 'Aro'er, which is 
upon the bank of the brook Arnon, and over the land in the middle of the brook, and 
from half Gil'ad, even unto the brook Yabbok, the boundary of the children of 'Ammon; 
3 And over the plain up to the sea of Kinneroth on the east, and up to the sea of the 
plain, the salt sea on the east, on the way to Beth-hayeshimoth; and at the south, 
under the declivities of Pisgah; 4 And the territory of 'Og the king of Bashan, who was 
of the remnant of the Rephaim, that dwelt at 'Ashtaroth and at Edre'i, > And reigned 
over mount Chermon, and over Salchah, and over all Bashan, unto the border of the 
Geshurites and the Ma'achathites, and half Gil'ad, [to] the boundary of Sichon the king 
of Cheshbon. © These did Moses the servant of the Lord and the children of Israel smite; 
and Moses the servant of the Lord gave it for a possession unto the Reubenites, and the 
Gadites, and the half tribe of Menasseh. 7 And these are the kings of the country whom 
Joshua and the children of Israel smote on this side of the Jordan on the west, from 
Baal-gad in the valley of Lebanon as far as the bald mountain, that goeth up to Seir; and 
Joshua gave it unto the tribes of Israel for a possession, according to their divisions; § In 
the mountains, and in the lowlands, and in the plain, and in the declivities, and in the 
wilderness, and in the south country: the Hittites, the Emorites, and the Canaanites, 
the Perizzites, the Hivites, and the Jebusites. ? The king of Jericho, one; the king of 'Ai, 
which was beside Bethel one; !° The king of Jerusalem, one; the king of Hebron, one; 
1 The king of Yarmuth, one; the king of Lachish, one; !2 The king of 'Eglon, one; the king 
of Gezer, one; 13 The king of Debir, one; the king of Geder, one; 14 The king of Chormah, 
one; the king of 'Arad, one; 15 The king of Libnah, one; the king of 'Adullam, one; 1° The 
king of Makkedah, one; the king of Beth'el, one; 1” The king of Tappuach, one; the king of 
Chepher, one; !8 The king of Aphek, one; the king of Lasharon, one; !? The king of Madon, 
one; the king of Chazor, one; 2° The king of Shimron-meron, one; the king of Achshaph, 
one; 2! The king of Ta'anach, one; the king of Megiddo, one; 2? The king of Kedesh, one; 
the king of Yokne'am on Carmel, one; 23 The king of Dor in the district of Dor, one; the 
king of Goyim in Gilgal, one; 24 The king of Tirzah, one: in all thirty and one kings. 


1 Now Joshua was old, well stricken in years; and the Lord said unto him, Thou art old, 
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stricken in years, and of the land there remaineth yet very much to be taken possession 
of. 2 This is the land that yet remaineth: All the circles of the Philistines, and all [the 
land of the] Geshurites, 3 From the Shichor, which runneth before Egypt, even unto 
the boundary of 'Ekron northward, is counted to the Canaanites; the five lords of the 


Philistines; the Gazzathites, and the Ashdodites, the Eshkelonites, the Gittites, and the 
'Ekronites; also the 'Avvim; 4 On the south, all the land of the Canaanites, and Me'arah 
that belongeth to the Zidonians, up to Aphek, up to the border of the Emorites; 5 And 


the land of the Giblites, and all Lebanon, toward the rising of the sun, from Ba'al-gad 
under mount Chermon up to the entrance of Chamath. © All the inhabitants of the 
mountain from Lebanon unto Missrephoth-mayim, all the Zidonians: these will I drive 
out from before the children of Israel; only divide thou it by lot unto the Israelites for an 


inheritance, as I have commanded thee. 7 And now divide this land for an inheritance 
unto the nine tribes, and the half tribe of Menasseh. ® With him the Reubenites and 
the Gadites have received their inheritance, which Moses gave unto them, beyond the 


Jordan eastward, as Moses the servant of the Lord hath given them; ? From 'Aro'er, that 
is upon the bank of the brook Arnon, and the city that is in the midst of the brook, and all 
the plain of Medeba up to Dibon; 1° And all the cities of Sichon the king of the Emorites, 
who reigned over Cheshbon, up to the border of the children of ‘Ammon; !! And Gil'ad, 
and the territory of the Geshurites and Ma'achathites, and all mount Chermon, and all 
Bashan up to Salchah; ! All the kingdom of 'Og in Bashan, who reigned in 'Ashtaroth 
and in Edre'i; who had been left of the remnant of the Rephaim; and Moses smote them, 
and cast them out. 13 Nevertheless the children of Israel expelled not the Geshurites 


and the Ma'achathites; but the Geshurites and the Ma'achathites continued to dwell 
in the midst of the Israelites until this day. 14 Only unto the tribe of Levi he gave no 


inheritance: the fire-offerings of the Lord, the God of Israel, are their inheritance, as 
he hath spoken unto them. 15 And Moses gave unto the tribe of the children of Reuben 
according to their families; 1° And their territory was from 'Aro'er, that is on the bank 
of the brook Arnon, and the city that is in the midst of the brook, and all the plain by 
Medeba; 17 Cheshbon, and all its cities that are in the plain; Dibon, and Bamoth-ba'al, and 
Beth-ba'al-me'on, 18 And Yahzah, and Kedemoth, and Mepha'ath, 19 And Kiryathayim, 
and Sibmah, and Zereth-hashachar on the mount of the valley, 2° And Beth-pe'or, and 
the declivities of Pisgah, and Beth-hayeshimoth, 2! And all the cities of the plain, and 
all the kingdom of Sichon the king of the Emorites, who reigned in Cheshbon, whom 
Moses smote with the princes of Midian, Evi, and Rekem, and Zur, and Chur, and Reba’, 
the dukes of Sichon, the dwellers of the country. 22 And Bil'am the son of Be'or, the 
soothsayer, did the children of Israel slay with the sword among their slain. 23 And the 
boundary of the children of Reuben was the Jordan, and its bordering territory. This 


was the inheritance of the children of Reuben after their families, the cities and their 
villages. 24 And Moses gave unto the tribe of Gad, unto the children of Gad according 


to their families; 25 And their territory was Ya'zer, and all the cities of Gil'ad, and half 
the land of the children of ‘Ammon, up to 'Aro'er that is before Rabbah; 26 And from 
Cheshbon unto Ramath-mizpeh, and Betonim; and from Machanayim up to the border 
of Debir; 2” And in the valley, Beth-haram, and Beth-nimrah, and Succoth, and Zaphon, 
the rest of the kingdom of Sichon the king of Cheshbon, the Jordan and its bordering 
territory, up to the edge of the sea of Kinnereth on the other side of the Jordan eastward. 


28 This is the inheritance of the children of Gad after their families, the cities and their 
villages. 29 And Moses gave unto the half tribe of Menasseh; and it belonged to the half 


tribe of the children of Menasseh after their families; 3° And their territory was from 
Machanayim, all Bashan, all the kingdom of 'Og the king of Bashan, and all the villages 
of Ya'ir, which are in Bashan, sixty cities; 31 And half Gil'ad and 'Ashtaroth, and Edre'i, the 
cities of the kingdom of 'Og in Bashan, [belonged] unto the children of Machir the son 


of Menasseh, even to the one half of the children of Machir after their families. 32 These 
are they to whom Moses did distribute an inheritance in the plans of Moab, on the other 
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side of the Jordan, by Jericho, eastward. 33 But unto the tribe of Levi Moses gave not any 
inheritance: the Lord the God of Israel is himself their inheritance, as he hath spoken 
unto them. 


14 


1 And these are the countries which the children of Israel obtained as an inheritance 
in the land of Canaan, which Elazar the priest, and Joshua the son of Nun, and the heads 


of the divisions of the tribes of the children of Israel, distributed for an inheritance unto 
them, ? By the lot as their inheritance: as the Lord had commanded by the hand of Moses, 


for the nine tribes, and the half tribe. 3 For Moses had given the inheritance of the two 
tribes and the half tribe on the other side of the Jordan; but unto the Levites he had given 
no inheritance among them. ‘For the children of Joseph were two tribes, Menasseh and 
Ephraim; therefore they gave no portion unto the Levites in the land, save cities to dwell 
in, with their open spaces for their cattle and for their substance. 5 As the Lord had 
commanded Moses, so did the children of Israel, and so divided they the land. © And the 
children of Judah came near unto Joshua in Gilgal; and Caleb the son of Yephunneh the 
Kenizzite said unto him, Thou well knowest the word which the Lord spoke unto Moses 
the man of God concerning me and thyself in Kadesh-barnea'. 7 Forty years old was I 
when Moses the servant of the Lord sent me from Kadesh-barnea' to spy out the land; 
and I brought him word again as it was in my heart. ® But my brethren who had gone 
up with me caused the heart of the people to be faint; but I wholly followed the Lord 
my God. ° And Moses swore on that day, saying, Surely the land whereon thy foot hath 
trodden shall belong to thee for an inheritance, and to thy children for ever; because 
thou hast wholly followed the Lord my God. 1° And now, behold, the Lord hath kept me 
alive, as he hath spoken: it is now forty and five years since the Lord spoke this word 
unto Moses, while Israel wandered in the wilderness; and now, behold, I am this day 
eighty and five years old. 111 am yet this day as strong as I was on the day that Moses 
sent me: as my strength was then, even so is my strength now, for war, and to go out, 
and to come in. !2 Now therefore give me this mountain, whereof the Lord spoke on that 
day; for thou didst hear on that day that the 'Anakim were there, and great fortified 
cities: perhaps the Lord will be with me, and I shall drive them out, as the Lord hath 
spoken. 13 And Joshua blessed him, and gave Hebron unto Caleb the son of Yephunneh 


for an inheritance. 14 Therefore did Hebron become the inheritance of Caleb the son of 
Yephunneh the Kenizzite unto this day; for the cause that he had wholly followed the 


Lord the God of Israel. 5 And the name of Hebron was aforetimes Kiryatharba', who was 
the greatest man among the 'Anakim. And the land had rest from war. 


15 
1 And the lot for the tribe of the children of Judah after their families came by the 


border of Edom, with the wilderness of Zin, southward, as the uttermost southern 
boundary. 2 And their southern boundary was from the end of the salt sea, from the 


bay that bendeth southward: 3 And it went out to the south of the heights of 'Akrabbim, 
and passed along to Zin, and ascended up on the south side unto Kadesh-barnea, and 
passed along to Chezron, and went up to Adar, and fetched a compass to Karka'; 4 And it 
passed on toward 'Azmon, and went out unto the river of Egypt; and the terminations 
of the boundary were at the sea: this shall be your southern boundary. > And the east 
boundary was the salt sea, unto the end of the Jordan. And the boundary in the north 
quarter was from the bay of the sea at the end of the Jordan; © And the boundary went 
up to Beth-choglah, and passed along by the north of Beth'arabah; and the boundary 
went up to Ebenbohan the son of Reuben; 7 And the boundary went up toward Debir 
from the Valley of 'Achor, and at the north it bent toward Gilgal, that is opposite the 
heights of Adummim, which is on the south side of the valley; and the boundary passed 
toward the waters of 'En-shemesh, and its terminations were at En-rogel; 8 And the 
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boundary went up to the valley of the son of Hinnom unto the south side of the Jebusite, 
the same is Jerusalem; and the boundary went up to the top of the mount that lieth 
before the valley of Hinnom westward, which is at the end of the valley of Rephaim 
northward; ? And the boundary extended from the top of the mount unto the spring of 
the waters of Nephtoach, and went out to the cities of mount 'Ephron; and the boundary 
extended to Ba'alah, which is Kiryath-ye'arim; 1° And the boundary compassed from 
Ba'alah westward unto mount Seir, and passed along unto the side of mount Ye'arim, 
which is Kessalon, on the north side, and went down to Beth-shemesh, and passed on 
to Timnah; !! And the boundary went out unto the side of 'Ekron northward; and the 
boundary extended to Shikron, and passed along to the mount of Ba'alah, and went 
out unto Yabneel; and the terminations of the boundary were at the sea. 12 And the 
west boundary was by the great sea, and the coast thereof. This is the boundary of the 
children of Judah round about according to their families. 17 And unto Caleb the son of 
Yephunneh he gave as a portion among the children of Judah, according to the order 
of the Lord to Joshua, Kiryath-arba' the father of 'Anak, which is Hebron. 14 And Caleb 


drove out from there the three sons of 'Anak, Sheshai, and Achiman, and Talmai, the 
children of 'Anak. 4 And he went up from there to the inhabitants of Debir; and the 


name of Debir before was Kiryath-sepher. 1° And Caleb said, He that will smite Kiryath- 
sepher, and capture it, to him will I give 'Achsah my daughter for wife. 1” And 'Othniel 
the son of Kenaz, the brother of Caleb, captured it; and he gave him 'Achsah his daughter 
for wife. 18 And it came to pass, as she came thither, that she persuaded him to ask of 
her father a field: and she alighted from her ass; and Caleb said unto her, What aileth 
thee? 19 And she said, Give me a blessing; for a dry land hast thou given me: give me 
then also springs of water. And he gave her the upper springs and the lower springs. 
20 This is the inheritance of the tribe of the children of Judah according to their families. 
21 And the cities of the boundary line of the tribe of the children of Judah toward the 
border of Edom, on the south, were Kabzeel, and 'Eder, and Yagur, 22 And Kinah, and 
Dimonah, and 'Ad'adah, 23 And Kedesh, and Chazor, and Yithnan, 24 Ziph, and Telem, 
and Be'aloth, 2° And Chazor-chadattah, and Keriyoth-chezron, which is Chazor, 2° Amam, 
and Shema', and Moladah, 2? And Chazar-gaddah, and Cheshmon, and Beth-palet, 28 And 
Chazar-shual, and Beer-sheba, and Bizyotheyah, 2? Ba'alah, and 'Iyim, and 'Azem, °° And 
Eltolad, and Kessil, and Chormah, 3! And Ziklag, and Madmannah, and Sansannah, 32 And 
Lebaoth, and Shilchim, and 'Ayin, and Rimmon: in all twenty and nine cities, with their 
villages. 23 And in the lowlands, Eshtaol, and Zor'ah, and Ashnah. 34 And Zanoach, 
and 'En-gannim, Tappuach, and 'Enam, 5 Yarmuth, and 'Adullam, Sochoh, and 'Azekah, 
36 And Sha'arayim, and 'Adithayim, and Gederah, and Gede-rothayim: fourteen cities 
with their villages. 37 Zenan, and Chadashah, and Migdalgad, 38 And Dil'an, and Mizpeh, 
and Yoktheel, 39 Lachish, and Bozkath, and 'Eglon, 4° And Cabbon, and Lachmass, and 
Kithlish, 41 And Gederoth, Beth-dagon, and Na'amah, and Makkedah: sixteen cities with 
their villages. 42 Libnah, and 'Ether, and 'Ashan, 43 And Yiphtach, and Ashnah, and Nezib, 
44 And Ke'ilah, and Achzib, and Mareshah: nine cities with their villages. 4° 'Ekron, with 
its towns and its villages: 4° From 'Ekron even unto the sea, all that lay alongside of 
Ashdod, with their villages. 47 Ashdod with its towns and its villages, Gazzah, with its 
towns and its villages, up to the brook of Egypt, and the great sea, and its territory. 48 And 
in the mountains, Shamir, and Yattir, and Sochoh, 4? And Dannah and Kiryath-sannah, 


which is Debir, 5° And 'Anab, and Eshtemoh, and ‘Anim. 5! And Goshen, and Cholon, 
and Giloh: eleven cities with their villages. 52 Arab, and Dumah, and Esh'an, 53 And 


Vanum, and Beth-tappuach, and Aphekah, °4 And Chumtah, and Kiryath-arba', which is 
Hebron, and Zi'or: nine cities with their villages. 55> Ma'on, Carmel, and Ziph, and Yutah, 
56 And Yizre'el, and Yokde'am, and Zanoach, 5’ Kayin, Gib'ah, and Timnah: ten cities 
with their villages. 58 Chatchul, Beth-zur, and Gedor, 59 And Ma'arath, and Beth-'anoth, 
and Eltekon: six cities with their village. ®° Kiryath-baal, which is Kiryath-ye'arim, and 
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Rabbah; two cities with their villages. °! In the wilderness, Beth-ha'arabah, Middin, 
and Sechachah, © And Nibshan, and 'Ir-hammelach, and 'En-gedi: six cities with their 
villages. °3 As for the Jebusites the inhabitants of Jerusalem, these the children of Judah 
could not drive out; but the Jebusites dwelt with the children of Judah at Jerusalem, even 
unto this day. 


16 
1 And the lot of the children of Joseph fell from the Jordan by Jericho, unto the waters 
of Jericho on the east, to the wilderness that goeth up from Jericho by the mount Beth-el, 
2 And [the boundary] went out from Beth-el to Luz, and passed along unto the boundary 
of the Arkites to 'Ataroth, 3 And went down westward to the boundary of the Yaphleti, 


unto the border of Beth-choron the lower, and to Gezer; and its terminations were 
toward the sea. 4 This did the children of Joseph, Menasseh and Ephraim, take as their 


inheritance. 5 And [this] was the boundary of the children of Ephraim according to their 
families; and the boundary of their inheritance on the east side was 'Atroth-addar, up 
to Beth-choron the upper; © And the boundary went out toward the sea to Michmethath 
on the north; and the boundary fetched a compass eastward unto Taanathshiloh, and 
passed by it on the east to Yanochah; ” And it went down from Yanochah to 'Ataroth, 
and to Na'arath, and touched on Jericho, and went out at the Jordan. From Tappuach 
westward the border went out unto the brook Kanah; and its terminations were toward 
the sea. This is the inheritance of the tribe of the children of Ephraim after their families; 
9 And [in addition to this] the cities which were separated for the children of Ephraim in 
the midst of the inheritance of the children of Menasseh, all the cities with their villages. 
10 And they drove not out the Canaanites that dwelt in Gezer; but the Canaanites dwelt 
among the Ephraimites until this day, and became tributary servants. 


17 
1 And then came the lot for the tribe of Menasseh; for he was the first-born of Joseph: 


to wit, for Machir the first-born of Menasseh, the father of Gil'ad; because he was a 
man of war, therefore he obtained Gil'ad and Bashan. 2 There was also a lot for the rest 
of the children of Menasseh after their families; for the children of Abi'ezer, and for 
the children of Chelek, and for the children of Assriel, and for the children of Shechem, 
and for the children of Chepher, and for the children of Shemida': these were the male 


children of Menasseh the son of Joseph after their families. 3 But Zelophchad, the son 
of Chepher, the son of Gil'ad, the son of Machir, the son of Menasseh, had no sons, but 
only daughters, and these are the names of his daughters, Machlah, and No'ah, Choglah, 
Milcah, and Tirzah. 4 And they came near before Elazar the priest, and before Joshua the 
son of Nun, and before the princes, saying, The Lord commanded Moses to give unto us 
an inheritance among our brethren. And he gave them, according to the order of the 
Lord, an inheritance among the brethren of their father. > And there fell ten portions 


of Menasseh, beside the lands of Gil'ad and Bashan, which were on the other side of 
the Jordan; © Because the daughters of Menasseh obtained an inheritance among his 


sons: and the land of Gil'ad belonged to the rest of the sons of Manasseh. 7 And the 
boundary of Menasseh was from Asher to Michmethath, that lieth before Shechem; and 
the boundary went along on the right hand unto the inhabitants of 'En-tappuach. 8 To 
Menasseh belonged the land of Tappuach; but Tappuach on the borders of Menasseh 
belonged to the children of Ephraim; 9 And the boundary descended unto the brook 
Kanah, southward of the brook; these cities belonging to Ephraim are in the midst of the 
cities of Menasseh; and the boundary of Menasseh was on the north side of the river, and 
its terminations were toward the sea: !° Southward it was Ephraim's, and northward it 
was Menasseh's, and the sea was [there] his boundary; and on Asher they touched on the 
north, and on Issachar on the east. !! And to Menasseh belonged in Issachar and in Asher 
Beth-shean and its towns, and Yible'am and its towns, together with the inhabitants of 
Dor and its towns, and the inhabitants of 'En-dor and its towns, and the inhabitants of 
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Ta'anach and its towns, and the inhabitants of Megiddo and its towns, namely the three 


districts. 12 Yet the children of Menasseh could not drive out the inhabitants of these 
cities; but the Canaanites succeeded to dwell in this land; 13 Yet it came to pass, when 


the children of Israel were become strong, that they put the Canaanites to tribute; but 
they did not drive them out. !4 And the children of Joseph spoke unto Joshua, saying, 
Why hast thou given me but one lot and one portion as an inheritance, seeing I am a 
numerous people, to which extent the Lord hath hitherto blessed me? 15 And Joshua 
said unto them, If thou art a numerous people, then get thee up to the wood country, 
and cut down [a space] for thyself there in the land of the Perizzites and of the Rephaim, 
if the mountain of Ephraim be too narrow for thee. !6 And the children of Joseph said, 
The mountain will not be enough for us; and chariots of iron are belonging to all the 
Canaanites that dwell in the land of the valley, to those who are at Beth-shean and its 
towns, and to those who are in the valley of Yizre'el. 17 And Joshua said unto the house 
of Joseph, to Ephraim and to Menasseh, as followeth, Thou art a numerous people, and 
hast great power; thou shalt not have one lot only; 18 But the mountain shall be thine; it 
is indeed a wood, yet thou canst cut it down; and the terminations of it shall be thine; 


for thou shalt drive out the Canaanites, though they have iron chariots, though they be 
strong. 


18 

1 And the whole congregation of the children of Israel assembled together at Shiloh, 
and set up there the tabernacle of the congregation. And the land was subdued before 
them. 2 And there remained among the children of Israel, that had not yet received their 
inheritance, seven tribes. 3? And Joshua said unto the children of Israel, How long will ye 
show yourselves slack to go to take possession of the land, which the Lord the God of 
your fathers hath given to you! 4 Furnish for yourselves three men for each tribe; and 
I will send them out, and they shall arise, and walk through the land, and describe it 
according to their inheritance, and come again to me. > And they shall divide it into 
seven parts: Judah shall remain on his boundary at the south, and the house of Joseph 
shall remain on their boundary at the north. © But you shall make a description of the 
land in seven parts, and bring it hither to me; and I will cast the lot for you here, before 
the Lord our God. 7 For to the Levites there is no portion among you; for the priesthood 


of the Lord is their inheritance; and Gad, and Reuben, and half the tribe of Menasseh 
have already received their inheritance beyond the Jordan, at the east, which Moses 


the servant of the Lord gave to them. ® And the men arose, and went away; and Joshua 
charged those that went to describe the land, saying, Go and walk through the land, and 
describe it, and return again to me; and here will I cast the lot for you before the Lord, in 
Shiloh. ? And the men went and passed through the land, and described it according to 
the cities in seven parts in a book; and they came again to Joshua to the camp at Shiloh. 
10 And Joshua cast the lot for them in Shiloh before the Lord; and Joshua divided there 
the land unto the children of Israel according to their divisions. !! And the lot of the 
tribe of the children of Benjamin came up according to their families; and the boundary 
of their lot came forth between the children of Judah and the children of Joseph. 12 And 
their boundary was on the north side [starting] from the Jordan; and the boundary went 
up to the side of Jericho on the north, and went up through the mountains westward; 
and its terminations were at the wilderness of Beth-aven. 13 And the boundary went 
over from there toward Luz, to the south side of Luz, which is Beth-el; and the boundary 
descended to 'Atroth-addar, upon the mount that is on the south side of the lower Beth- 
choron. 14 And the border extended [thence], and fetched a compass to the west side, 


to the south of the mount that is before Beth-choron at the south; and its terminations 
were at Kiryath-ba'al, which is Kiryath-ye'arim, a city of the children of Judah: this was 


the west side. 15 And the south side commenced from the end of Kiryath-ye'arim, and the 
boundary went out on the west, and went out to the spring of the waters of Nephtoach: 
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16 And the boundary went down to the end of the mountain that is before the valley of the 
son of Hinnom, and which is in the valley of Rephaim at the north, and descended to the 
valley of Hinnom, to the side of the Jebusi on the south, and descended to 'Enrogel, 17 And 
extended northwardly, and went forth to 'En-shemesh, and went forth toward Geliloth, 
which is opposite to the ascent of Adummim, and descended to Eben-bohan the son of 
Reuben, !8 And passed along on this side opposite to 'Arabah northward; and went down 
unto 'Arabah; !° And the boundary passed along to the side of Beth-choglah northward; 
and the terminations of the border were at the north bay of the Salt Sea at the south end 
of the Jordan: this was the south boundary. 2° And the Jordan bounded it on the east side. 
This was the inheritance of the children of Benjamin, by its boundaries round about, 
according to their families. 21 Now these were the cities of the tribe of the children of 
Benjamin according to their families, Jericho, and Beth-choglah, and 'Emekkeziz, 22 And 
Beth-ha'arabah, and Zemarayim, and Beth-el, 23 And Avvim, and Parah, and 'Ophrah, 
24 And Kephar-ha'ammonah, and 'Ophni, and Geba': twelve cities with their villages. 
25 Gib'on, and Ramah, and Beeroth, 26 And Mizpeh, and Kephirah, and Mozah, 2” And 
Rekem, and Yirpeel, and Taralah, 28 And Zela', Eleph, and Jebusi, which is Jerusalem, 
Gib'ath, and Kiryath: fourteen cities with their villages. This is the inheritance of the 
children of Benjamin according to their families. 


1 And then came forth the second lot for Simeon, for the tribe of the children of 
Simeon according to their families; and their inheritance was within the inheritance 
of the children of Judah. 2 And they obtained in their inheritance Beer-sheba', [or] 


Sheba', and Moladah, 3 And Chazar-shu'al, and Balah, and 'Ezem, 4 And Eltolad, and 
Bethul, and Chormah, 5 And Ziklag, and Beth-hamarcaboth, and Chazar-sussah, ® And 


Beth-lebaoth, and Sharuchen: thirteen cities and their villages. 7 'Ayin, Rimmon, and 
‘Ether, and 'Ashan; four cities and their villages. ® And all the villages that were round 
about these cities up to Ba'alath-beer, South Ramah. This is the inheritance of the 
tribe of the children of Simeon according to their families. 9 Out of the portion of the 
children of Judah was the inheritance of the children of Simeon; for the portion of the 
children of Judah was too much for them; therefore the children of Simeon obtained 
their inheritance within their inheritance. 1° And then came up the third lot for the 
children of Zebulun according to their families; and the boundary of their inheritance 
extended up to Sarid; 4 And their boundary went up toward the sea, and Mar'alah, 


and touched on Dabbesheth, and touched on the brook that is before Yokne'am; 12 And 
turned from Sarid eastward toward the rising of the sun unto the border of Kisloth-tabor, 


and then went out to Daberath, and went up to Yaphia'; 13 And from there it passed on in 
front to the east unto Gath-Chepher, to 'Eth-kazin, and went out to Rimmon, whence it 
extended to Ne'ah; 14 And this boundary turned about on the north side to Channathon; 
and its terminations were in the valley of Yiph-thach-el; 5 And Kattath, and Nahallal, 
and Shimron, and Yidalah, and Beth-lechem: twelve cities with their villages. 1° This 
is the inheritance of the children of Zebulun according to their families, these cities 
with their villages. 1” For Issachar came out the fourth lot, for the children of Issachar 
according to their families. 18 And their boundary went to Yizre'el, and Kessulloth, and 
Shunem, !9 And Chapharayim, and Shion, and Anacharath, 2° And Rabbith, and Kishyon, 
and Abez, 21 And Remeth, and 'En-gannim, and 'En-chaddah, and Beth-pazazz; 22 And the 
boundary touched on Tabor, and Shachazimah, and Beth-shemesh; and the terminations 
of their boundaries were at the Jordan: sixteen cities with their villages. 23 This is the 
inheritance of the tribe of the children of Issachar according to their families, the cities 
and their villages. 24 And then came out the fifth lot for the tribe of the children of 
Asher according to their families. 2° And their boundary was Chelkath, and Chali, and 
Beten, and Achshaph, 26 And Allammelech, and 'Am'ad, and Mishal; and it touched on 
Carmel at the sea, and on Shichor-libnath; 27 And it turned toward the rising of the sun to 
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Beth-dagon, and touched on Zebulun, and on the valley of Yiphthach-el at the north, on 


Beth-ha'emek, and Ne'iel, and went out to Cabul on the left, 28 And 'Ebron, and Rechob, 
and Chammon, and Kanah, up to Zidon the great city, 2? And then the boundary turned 


back to Ramah, and to the city of Mibzar-zor; and then the boundary turned back to 
Chossah; and the terminations were by the sea in the district toward Achzib; 3° And 
‘Ummah and Aphek, and Rechob: twenty and two cities with their villages. 31 This is 
the inheritance of the tribe of the children of Asher according to their families, these 
cities with their villages. 32 Unto the children of Naphtali came out the sixth lot, for 
the children of Naphtali according to their families. 33 And their boundary was from 
Cheleph, from Allon-beza-'anannim, and Adami-hanekeb, and Yabneel, as far as Lakkum; 
and its terminations were at the Jordan; 34 And then the boundary turned westward 


to Aznoth-tabor, and went out from there to Chukkok, and touched on Zebulun on the 
south, and touched on Asher on the west, and on Judah upon the Jordan toward the rising 


of the sun. 35 And fortified cities, Ziddim, Zer, and Chammath, Rakkath, and Kinnereth, 
36 And Adamah, and Ramah, and Chazor, 3” And Kedesh, and Edre'i, and 'En-chazor, 38 And 
Yiron, and Migdal-el, Chorem, and Beth-'anath, and Beth-shemesh: nineteen cities with 


their villages. 39 This is the inheritance of the tribe of the children of Naphtali according 
to their families, the cities and their villages. 4° For the tribe of the children of Dan 
according to their families came out of the seventh lot. 4! And the boundary of their 
inheritance was Zor'ah, and Eshtaol, and 'Ir-shemesh, 42 And Sha'alabbin, and Ayalon, 


and Yithlah, 43 And Elon, and Thimnathah, and 'Ekron, 44 And Eltekeh, and Gibbethon, 
and Ba'alath, 4° And Yehud, and Bene-berak, and Gathrimmon. 4° And Me-hayarkon, 


and Rakkon, with the boundary before Yapho. 4’ And the territory of the children of 
Dan went out beyond these; for the children of Dan went up and fought against Leshem, 
and captured it, and smote it with the edge of the sword, and took possession of it, and 
dwelt therein, and they called Leshem, Dan, after the name of Dan their father. 48 This is 
the inheritance of the tribe of the children of Dan according to their families, these cities 
with their villages. 49 And they made an end of dividing the land for inheritance after 
its boundaries; and the children of Israel gave an inheritance to Joshua the son of Nun 
among them; °° By the order of the Lord did they give him the city which he had asked, 
Timnathserach on the mountain of Ephraim: and he built the city, and dwelt therein. 
51 These are the inheritances, which Elazar the priest, and Joshua the son of Nun, and 


the heads of the divisions of the tribes of the children of Israel, divided for an inheritance 
by lot, at Shiloh before the Lord, at the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. So 


they made an end of dividing the country. 


20 


1 And the Lord spoke unto Joshua, saying, 2 speak to the children of Israel, saying, 
Appoint for yourselves the cities of refuge, whereof I have spoken unto you by the 
hand of Moses; 3 That thither may flee the manslayer that killeth any person unawares, 
without knowledge; and they shall be unto you for a refuge from the avenger of the 


blood. 4 And he shall flee unto one of those cities, and he shall stand at the entrance 
of the gate of the city, and speak in the ears of the elders of that city his words; and 


they shall take him into the city unto them, and give him a place, that he may dwell 
among them. ° And if the avenger of the blood should pursue after him, then shall they 
not deliver the manslayer up into his hand; because without knowledge did he smite his 
neighbor, and he was not an enemy to him in time past. © And he shall dwell in that city, 
until he shall have stood before the congregation for judgment, [and] until the death of 
the high-priest that may be in those days: then shall the manslayer return, and come 
unto his own house, unto the city whence he hath fled. 7 And they appointed Kedesh 
in Galilee in the mountain of Naphtali, and Shechem in the mountain of Ephraim, and 
Kiryath-arba', which is Hebron, in the mountain of Judah. 8 And on the other side of the 
Jordan by Jericho eastward, they appointed Bezer in the wilderness in the plain from the 
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tribe of Reuben, and Ramoth in Gil'ad from the tribe of Gad, and Golan in Bashan from 
the tribe of Menasseh. ° These were the cities assigned for all the children of Israel, and 


for the stranger that sojourneth among them, that thither might flee whosoever killeth 
any person at unawares, and that he should not die by the hand of the avenger of the 
blood, until he have stood before the congregation. 


21 


1 Then came near the heads of the divisions of the Levites unto Elazar the priest, and 
unto Joshua the son of Nun, and unto the heads of the divisions of the tribes of the 
children of Israel; 2 And they spoke unto them at Shiloh, in the land of Canaan, saying, 
The Lord commanded by the hand of Moses to give unto us cities to dwell in, with the 
open spaces thereof for our cattle. 3 And the children of Israel gave unto the Levites from 
their inheritance, at the order of the Lord, these cities and their open spaces. 4 And the 
lot came out for the families of the Kehathites: and the children of Aaron the priest, who 
were of the Levites, obtained from the tribe of Judah, and from the tribe of Simeon, and 
from the tribe of Benjamin, by lot, thirteen cities. 5 And the rest of the children of Kehath 
obtained from the families of the tribe of Ephraim, and from the tribe of Dan, and from 
the half tribe of Menasseh, by lot, ten cities. © And the children of Gershon obtained 


from the families of the tribe of Issachar, and from the tribe of Asher, and from the tribe 
of Naphtali, and from the half tribe of Menasseh in Bashan, by lot, thirteen cities. 7 The 


children of Merari after their families obtained from the tribe of Reuben, and from the 
tribe of Gad, and from the tribe of Zebulun, twelve cities. 8 And the children of Israel 
gave unto the Levites these cities with their open spaces, as the Lord had commanded 


by the hand of Moses, by lot. 9 And they gave from the tribe of the children of Judah, 
and from the tribe of the children of Simeon, these cities which are called by name. 
10 And the children of Aaron, of the families of the Kehathites, of the children of Levi, 
obtained them;—for they had the first lot. 11 And they gave unto them Kiryath-arba', 
[the father of 'Anak,] which is Hebron, in the mountain of Judah, with the open spaces 
thereof round about it; 12 But the fields of the city, and its villages, they gave to Caleb 
the son of Yephunneh for his possession. 13 And to the children of Aaron the priest they 
gave the city of refuge for the manslayer, Hebron with its open spaces, and Libnah with 
its open spaces, 14 And Yattir with its open spaces, and Eshtemoa' with its open spaces. 
15 And Cholon with its open spaces, and Debir with its open spaces, 1° And 'Ayin with its 
open spaces, and Yuttah with its open spaces, and Beth-shemesh with its open spaces: 
nine cities from those two tribes. 17 And from the tribe of Benjamin, Gib'on with its open 
spaces, Geba' with its open spaces, 18 'Anathoth with its open spaces, and 'Almon with 
its open spaces: four cities. 19 All the cities of the children of Aaron, the priests, were 
thirteen cities with their open spaces. 2° And the families of the children of Kehath, the 


Levites, who remained of the children of Kehath, obtained the cities of their lot from 
the tribe of Ephraim. 2! And they gave to them the city of refuge for the manslayer, 


Shechem with its open spaces in the mountain of Ephraim, and Gezer with its open 
spaces, 22 And Kibzayim with its open spaces, and Beth-choron with its open spaces: four 
cities. 23 And from the tribe of Dan, Elteke with its open spaces, Gibbethon with its open 
spaces, 24 Ayalon with its open spaces, Gath-rimmon with its open spaces: four cities. 
25 And from the half tribe of Menasseh, Ta'nach with its open spaces, and Gath-rimmon 
with its open spaces: two cities. 2¢ All the cities were ten with their open spaces for the 
families of the children of Kehath that remained. 27 And unto the children of Gershon, of 
the families of the Levites, [they gave] from the other half tribe of Menasseh the city of 
refuge for the manslayer, Golan in Bashan with its open spaces, and Be'eshterah with its 
open spaces: two cities. 28 And from the tribe of Issachar, Kishyon with its open spaces, 
Daberath with its open spaces, 2? Yarmuth with its open spaces, 'En-gannim with its 
open spaces: four cities. 3° And from the tribe of Asher, Mishal with its open spaces, 
Abdon with its open spaces. 31 Chelkath with its open spaces, and Rechob with its open 
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spaces: four cities. 32 And from the tribe of Naphtali, the city of refuge for the manslayer, 
Kedesh in Galilee with its open spaces, and Chammothdor with its open spaces, and 
Karthan with its open spaces: three cities. 33 All the cities of the Gershunites according 
to their families were thirteen cities with their open spaces. 34 And unto the families 
of the children of Merari, the remainder of the Levites, [they gave] from the tribe of 
Zebulun, Yokne'am with its open spaces, and Karthah with its open spaces, 35 Dimnah 
with its open spaces, Nahalal with its open spaces: four cities. 3637 38 (21:36) And from 
the tribe of Gad, the city of refuge for the manslayer, Ramoth in Gil'ad with its open 
spaces, and Machanayim with its open spaces, 39 (21:37) Cheshbon with its open spaces, 
Ya'zer with its open spaces: four cities in all. 4° (21:38) All the cities for the children 
of Merari after their families, they who were remaining of the families of the Levites, 
even their lot was twelve cities. 41 (21:39) All the cities of the Levites in the midst of the 
possession of the children of Israel were forty and eight cities with their open spaces. 
42 (21:40) These cities were every one with their open spaces round about them: thus it 
was with all these cities. 43 (21:41) And the Lord gave unto Israel all the land which he 
had sworn to give unto their fathers; and they possessed it, and dwelt therein. 44 (21:42) 
And the Lord gave them rest round about, all just as he had sworn unto their fathers: 
and there stood not up before them a man of all their enemies; all their enemies the 
Lord delivered into their hand. 45 (21:43) There failed not aught of all the good thing 
which the Lord had spoken unto the house of Israel: it all came to pass. 


22 

1 Then did Joshua call the Reubenites, and the Gadites, and the half tribe of Menasseh, 
2 And he said unto them, Ye have indeed kept all that Moses the servant of the Lord 
commanded you, and ye have obeyed my voice in all that I commanded you: 3 Ye have not 
forsaken your brethren these many days, until this day; but ye have kept the obligation 
of the commandment of the Lord your God. 4 And now the Lord your God hath given rest 
unto your brethren, as he promised them; therefore now turn yourselves, and get you 
unto your tents, unto the land of your possession, which Moses the servant of the Lord 
gave unto you on the other side of the Jordan. 5 Only take diligent heed to practise the 
commandment and the law, which Moses the servant of the Lord hath commanded you, 
to love the Lord your God, and to walk in all his ways, and to keep his commandments, 
and to cleave unto him, and to serve him with all your heart and with all your soul. © And 
Joshua blessed them, and sent them away; and they went unto their tents. 7 Now to the 
one half of the tribe of Menasseh Moses had given possession in Bashan; but unto the 
other half thereof gave Joshua with their brethren on this side of the Jordan westward; 
and when Joshua sent them also away unto their tents, he blessed them; ® And he said 
unto them, as followeth, With much riches return unto your tents, and with very much 
cattle, with silver, and with gold, and with copper, and with iron, and with very many 
garments: divide the spoil of your enemies with your brethren. ? And the children of 
Reuben and the children of Gad and the half tribe of Menasseh returned, and departed 
from the children of Israel from Shiloh, which is in the land of Canaan, to go unto the 
country of Gil'ad, to the land of their possession, whereof they were possessed, according 
to the order of the Lord by the hand of Moses. 1° And when they came unto the districts 
of the Jordan, that are in the land of Canaan, the children of Reuben and the children 
of Gad and the half tribe of Menasseh built there an altar by the Jordan, a great altar 


for a show. !! And the children of Israel heard, as followeth, Behold, the children of 
Reuben and the children of Gad and the half tribe of Menasseh have built an altar in the 
front of the land of Canaan, in the districts of the Jordan, at the side belonging to the 


children of Israel. 12 And when the children of Israel heard it, the whole congregation of 
the children of Israel assembled themselves together at Shiloh, to go up against them to 


war. 13 And the children of Israel sent unto the children of Reuben, and to the children 
of Gad, and the half tribe of Menasseh, into the land of Gil'ad, Phinehas the son of Elazar 
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the priest. 14 And ten princes with him, one prince each for every division of all the 
tribes of Israel; and each one was a head of their family divisions among the thousands 
of Israel. 15 And they came unto the children of Reuben, and to the children of Gad, and 
to the half tribe of Menasseh, unto the land of Gil'ad, and they spoke with them, saying: 
16 Thus have said the whole congregation of the Lord, What trespass is this that ye have 
committed against the God of Israel to turn away this day from following the Lord, in 
that ye have built yourselves an altar, that ye might rebel this day against the Lord? 
17 Have we had too little in the iniquity of Peor,—from which we are not yet cleansed 
until this day,—when there was a plague in the congregation of the Lord? 18 And will 
ye turn away this day from following the Lord? and it will be, that when ye will rebel 
this day against the Lord, tomorrow he will be wroth with the whole congregation of 
Israel. 19 But, notwithstanding, if the land of your possession be unclean, then pass ye 
over unto the land of the possession of the Lord, wherein dwelleth the tabernacle of the 
Lord, and take possession in the midst of us; but rebel not against the Lord and against us 
do not rebel, in building yourselves an altar beside the altar of the Lord our God. 2° Did 
not 'Achan the son of Zerach commit a trespass on the devoted things, and wrath fell 
on all the congregation of Israel? and he, though but one man, perished not alone in 
his iniquity. 21 But the children of Reuben and the children of Gad and the half tribe of 
Menasseh answered, and they spoke unto the heads of the thousands of Israel, 22 The God 
of gods, the Eternal, the God of gods, the Eternal, he knoweth, and Israel also shall know: 
if it be in rebellion, or ifin transgression against the Lord, [aid us not this day,] 23 That we 
have built us an altar to turn away from following the Lord; or if to offer thereon burnt- 
offering or meat-offering, or if to offer thereon peace-offerings, may the Lord himself 
require it; 24 Or whether we have not done it for fear of this thing, saying, In time to 
come your children might say unto our children, as followeth, What have ye to do with 
the Lord, the God of Israel? 25 For the Lord hath made a boundary between us and you, ye 
children of Reuben and children of Gad,—the Jordan; ye have no part in the Lord: thus 
might your children make our children cease so as not to fear the Lord. 2° Wherefore 
we said, Let us now act for ourselves to build this altar, not for burnt-offering, nor for 
sacrifice; 27 But it shall be a witness between us, and you, and our generations after us, 
that we may perform the service of the Lord before him with our burnt-offerings, and 
with our sacrifices, and with our, peace-offerings; and that your children may not say 
in time to come to our children, Ye have no portion in the Lord. 28 And we said, that it 
shall be !!when they should say this to us and to our generations in time to come, that 
we may say, Behold the pattern of the altar of the Lord, which our fathers made, not 
for burnt-offering, nor for sacrifice; but it is a witness between us and you. 2? Far be it 
from us that we should rebel against the Lord, and turn away this day from following the 
Lord, to build an altar for burnt-offering, for meat-offering, or for sacrifice, beside the 
altar of the Lord our God that is before his dwelling. 3° And when Phinehas the priest, 
and the princes of the congregation and the heads of the thousands of Israel who were 


with him, heard the words which the children of Reuben and the children of Gad and the 
children of Menasseh had spoken, it was pleasing in their eyes. 31 And Phinehas the son 


of Elazar the priest said unto the children of Reuben, and to the children of Gad, and to 
the children of Menasseh, This day do we know that the Lord is in our midst, because ye 
have not committed this trespass against the Lord: now have ye delivered the children 
of Israel out of the hand of the Lord. 32 And Phinehas the son of Elazar the priest, and the 
princes, returned from the children of Reuben, and from the children of Gad, out of the 
land of Gil'ad, unto the land of Canaan, to the children of Israel, and they brought them 
word again. 33 And the thing was pleasing in the eyes of the children of Israel; and the 
children of Israel blessed God; and they did not speak any more to go up against them 
to battle, to destroy the land wherein the children of Reuben and Gad dwelt. 34 And the 
children of Reuben and the children of Gad called the altar [‘'Ed”]; for [they said] it is a 
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witness between us that the Eternal is God. 


1 And it came to pass after many days, after the Lord had given rest unto Israel from all 
their enemies round about, and Joshua had grown old and was well stricken in age, 2 That 
Joshua called for all Israel, for their elders, and for their heads, and for their judges, and 
for their officers, and said unto them, I am become old and well stricken in age; 3 And 
ye have yourselves seen all that the Lord your God hath done unto all these nations, 
because of you; for the Lord your God it is that hath fought for you. 4 Behold, I have 
divided unto you by lot those nations that yet remain, to be an inheritance according to 
your tribes, from the Jordan, with all the nations that I have cut off, as far as the great 
sea, toward the setting of the sun. 5 And the Lord your God will indeed expel them from 
before you, and drive them out from before you; and ye shall possess their land, as the 
Lord your God hath spoken unto you. © But be ye very steadfast to keep and to do all that 
is written in the book of the law of Moses, so as not to turn aside therefrom to the right 
or to the left; 7 So as not to come among these nations, those that are left remaining 
near you; and of the name of their gods shall ye not make mention, nor cause any to 
swear thereby, neither shall ye serve them, nor bow yourselves down unto them; ® But 
unto the Lord your God shall ye cleave, as ye have done unto this day. ° And the Lord 
drove out from before you great and mighty nations; but as for you, no man hath been 
able to stand up before you unto this day. !° One man of you can chase a thousand; for 
the Lord your God it is that fighteth for you, as he hath spoken unto you. 1! Take good 
heed therefore for your souls' sake, to love the Lord your God. ! For if ye do in any wise 
turn back, and cleave unto the remnant of these nations, those that are left remaining 
near you, and make marriages with them, and come in among them, and they among 
you: !3 Know for a certainty that the Lord your God will no more drive out these nations 
from before you; but they shall be snares and traps unto you, and scourges in your sides, 
and stings in your eyes, until ye perish from off this good land which the Lord your God 
hath given you. !4 And, behold, I am going this day the way of all the earth; and ye know 
with all your heart and with all your soul, that not one thing hath failed of all the good 
things which the Lord your God spoke concerning you: all are come to pass unto you, 
not one thing thereof hath failed. 15 But it shall come to pass, that as every good thing 
is come upon you, which the Lord your God spoke unto you: so will the Lord bring upon 
you every evil thing, until he have destroyed you from off this good land which the Lord 
your God hath given unto you. !¢ When ye transgress the covenant of the Lord your 
God, which he hath commanded you, and go and serve other gods, and bow yourselves 
down to them: then will the anger of the Lord be kindled against you, and ye shall perish 
quickly from off the good land which he hath given unto you. 


24 

1 And Joshua assembled all the tribes of Israel to Shechem; and he called for the 
elders of Israel, and for their heads, and for their judges, and for their officers, and 
they presented themselves before God. 2 And Joshua said unto all the people, Thus hath 
said the Lord the God of Israel, On the other side of the river did your fathers dwell 
in old time, even Terach, the father of Abraham, and the father of Nachor; and they 
served other gods. 3 And I took your father Abraham from the other side of the river, 
and I led him throughout all the land of Canaan; and I multiplied his seed, and gave 
him Isaac. 4 And I gave unto Isaac, Jacob and Esau: and I gave unto Esau mount Seir, 
to possess it; but Jacob and his children went down into Egypt. > And I sent Moses and 
Aaron, and I plagued Egypt in the manner as I have done among them; and after that I 
brought you out. © And I brought your fathers out of Egypt; and ye came unto the sea; 
and the Egyptians pursued after your fathers with chariots and horsemen unto the Red 
Sea. 7 And they cried unto the Lord, and he put darkness between you and the Egyptians, 
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and he brought the sea over them, and covered them; and your eyes saw what I had done 
on Egypt; and ye dwelt in the wilderness many days. 8 And I brought you into the land of 
the Emorites, that dwelt on the other side of the Jordan; and they fought with you: and 
I gave them into your hand, and ye took possession of their land; and I destroyed them 
from before you. ? Then Balak the son of Zippor, the king of Moab, arose and warred 
against Israel; and he sent and called Bil'am the son of Beor to curse you; !° And I would 
not hearken unto Bil'am; but he had to bless you instead: and I delivered you out of 
his hand. 11 And ye passed over the Jordan, and came unto Jericho; and then fought the 
men of Jericho against you, the Emorites, and the Perizzites, and the Canaanites, and the 
Hittites, and the Girgashites, the Hivites, and the Jebusites: and I gave them up into your 
hand. 12 And I sent before you the hornet which drove them out from before you, even 
the two kings of the Emorites: not with thy sword, and not with thy bow. 3 And I gave 
you a land for which ye had not toiled, and cities which ye had not built, and ye dwell 
in them; of vineyards and oliveyards which ye planted not do ye eat. 14 Now therefore 
fear the Lord, and serve him in sincerity and truth; and put away the gods which your 
fathers served on the other side of the river and in Egypt, and serve the Lord. 15 And if 
it be displeasing in your eyes to serve the Lord, choose for yourselves this day whom ye 
will serve: whether the gods which your fathers that were on the other side of the river 
served, or the gods of the Emorites, in whose land ye dwell; but as for me and my house, 
we will serve the Lord. 16 And the people answered and said, Far be it from us to forsake 
the Lord, to serve other gods; 1” For the Lord our God it is that hath brought us and our 
fathers up out of the land of Egypt, from the house of slavery, and who hath done those 
great signs before our eyes, and preserved us upon all the way whereon we have gone, 
and among all the people through the midst of whom we have passed: 18 And the Lord 
hath driven out all the nations, and the Emorites who dwelt in the land, from before 
us; therefore also will we serve the Lord; for he is our God. 19 And Joshua said unto the 
people, Ye will not be able to serve the Lord; for he is a holy God; he is a watchful God; he 
will not have any indulgence for your transgressions and for your sins; 2°If ye forsake the 
Lord, and serve strange gods, then will he again do ye evil, and consume ye, after that he 
hath done you good. 21 And the people said unto Joshua, No; nevertheless the Lord will 
we serve. 22 And Joshua said unto the people, Ye are witnesses against yourselves that ye 
yourselves have chosen for you the Lord, to serve him. And they said, We are witnesses. 
23 And now put away the strange gods which are in the midst of you, and incline your 
heart unto the Lord the God of Israel. 24 And the people said unto Joshua, The Lord our 
God will we serve, and his voice will we obey. 25 And Joshua made a covenant with the 
people on that day, and set them a statute and an ordinance in Shechem. 2° And Joshua 
wrote these words in the book of the law of God; and he took a great stone, and set it up 
there under the oak, that was by the sanctuary of the Lord. 2” And Joshua said unto all 
the people, Behold, this stone shall be among us as a witness; for it hath heard all the 
words of the Lord which he spoke unto us: it shall be therefore as a witness against you, 
that ye may not deny your God. 28 And Joshua let the people depart, every man unto 
his inheritance. 29 And it came to pass after these things, that Joshua the son of Nun, 
the servant of the Lord, died, one hundred and ten years old. 3° And they buried him on 
the border of his inheritance at Timnath-serach, which is on the mountain of Ephraim, 
on the north side of mount Ga'ash. 3! And Israel served the Lord all the days of Joshua, 
and all the days of the elders who lived many days after Joshua, and who had known 
all the deeds of the Lord, that he had done for Israel. 32 And the bones of Joseph, which 
the children of Israel had brought up out of Egypt, they buried in Shechem, in a parcel 
of the field which Jacob had bought of the sons of Chamor the father of Shechem for 
one hundred kessitah: and it remained the inheritance of the children of Joseph. 33 And 
Elazar the son of Aaron died; and they buried him on the hill of Phinehas his son, which 
was given him in the mountain of Ephraim. 
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The Book of Judges 


1 And it came to pass after the death of Joshua, that the children of Israel asked the 
Lord, saying, Who shall go up for us against the Canaanites at the first, to fight against 
them? 2 And the Lord said, Judah shall go up; behold, I have delivered the land into 
his hand. ? And Judah said unto Simeon his brother, Come up with me into my lot, and 
we will fight against the Canaanites; and I likewise will go with thee into thy lot. So 
Simeon went with him. 4 And Judah went up; and the Lord delivered the Canaanites 
and the Perizzites into their hand; and they smote [of] them in Bezek ten thousand men. 
5 And they found Adoni-bezek in Bezek; and they fought against him, and they smote the 
Canaanites and the Perizzites. © But Adoni-bezek fled; and they pursued after him, and 
caught him, and cut off his thumbs and his great toes. 7 And Adoni-bezek said, Seventy 
kings, having their thumbs and their great toes cut off, gathered food under my table: as 
I have done, so hath God requited me. And they brought him to Jerusalem, and he died 
there. § And the children of Judah fought against Jerusalem, and captured it, and they 
smote it with the edge of the sword, and the city they set on fire. ° And afterward did the 
children of Judah go down to fight against the Canaanites, that dwelt in the mountain, 
and in the south, and in the lowlands. 1° And Judah went against the Canaanites that 
dwelt in Hebron; [now the name of Hebron was formerly Kiryath-arba';] and they smote 
Sheshai, and Achiman, and Talmai. ! And he went from there against the inhabitants 
of Debir; and the name of Debir was formerly Kiryath-sepher: 12 And Caleb said, He that 
will smite Kiryath-sepher, and capture it, to him will I give 'Achsah my daughter for 
wife. 13 And 'Othniel the son of Kenaz, Caleb's younger brother, captured it: and he gave 
him 'Achsah his daughter for wife. 4 And it came to pass, when she came to him, that 
she persuaded him to ask of her father a field: and she alighted from off her ass; and 
Caleb said unto her, What aileth thee? 15 And she said unto him, Give me a blessing; for 
thou hast given me a dry land: give me also springs of water. And Caleb gave her the 
upper springs and the nether springs. 1° And the children of the Kenite, the father-in- 
law of Moses, went up out of the city of palm-trees with the children of Judah into the 
wilderness of Judah, which is at the south of 'Arad; and they went and dwelt with the 
people. !7 And Judah went with Simeon his brother, and they smote the Canaanites that 
inhabited Zephath, and devoted it. And the name of the city was called Chormah. 18 And 
Judah captured Gazzah with its territory, and Ashkelon with its territory, and 'Ekron with 
its territory. 19 And the Lord was with Judah; and he took possession of the mountain; but 
could not drive out the inhabitants of the valley, because they had chariots of iron. 2° And 
they gave Hebron unto Caleb, as Moses had spoken; and he drove out thence the three 
sons of 'Anak. 21 And the Jebusites that inhabited Jerusalem, the children of Benjamin 
did not drive out; but the Jebusites dwelt with the children of Benjamin in Jerusalem 
until this day. 22 And the house of Joseph, these also, went up against Beth-el; and the 
Lord was with them. 23 And the house of Joseph sent to spy out Beth-el: now the name 
of the city formerly was Luz. 24 And the watchers saw a man coming forth out of the city, 
and they said unto him, Show us, we pray thee, the entrance into the city, and we will 
show thee kindness. 25 And he showed them the entrance into the city, and they smote 
the city with the edge of the sword; but the man and all his family they let go free. 26 And 
the man went into the land of the Hittites, and built a city, and called its name Luz: this is 
its name unto this day. 27 Neither did Menasseh drive out [the inhabitants of] Beth-shean 
and its towns, nor Ta'anach and its towns, nor the inhabitants of Dor and its towns, nor 
the inhabitants of Yible'am and its towns, nor the inhabitants of Megiddo and its towns; 
but the Canaanites succeeded to remain in this land. 28 And it came to pass, when Israel 
became strong, that they put the Canaanites to tribute; but they did not drive them 


1377 XRN 


Judges 1:29 225 Judges 2:19 


out entirely. 29 Neither did Ephraim drive out the Canaanites that dwelt in Gezer; and 


the Canaanites dwelt in the midst of them at Gezer. 3° Zebulun did not drive out the 
inhabitants of Kitron, nor the inhabitants of Nahalol; and the Canaanites dwelt in the 
midst of them, and became tributary. 3! Asher did not drive out the inhabitants of 'Akko, 


nor the inhabitants of Zidon, nor of Achlab, nor of Achzib, nor of Chelbah, nor of Aphik, 


nor of Rechob; 32 And the Asherites dwelt in the midst of the Canaanites, the inhabitants 
of the land; for they did not drive them out. 33 Naphtali did not drive out the inhabitants 


of Beth-shemesh, nor the inhabitants of Beth-'anath; and he dwelt in the midst of the 
Canaanites, the inhabitants of the land; nevertheless the inhabitants of Beth-shemesh 
and of Beth-anath became tributary unto them. 34 And the Emorites forced the children 


of Dan into the mountain; for they would not suffer them to come down into the valley; 
35 And the Emorites succeeded to remain on mount Cheres, in Ayalon, and in Sha'albim; 
but when the hand of the house of Joseph prevailed, they became tributary. 3° And the 
territory of the Emorites was from the ascent of 'Akrabbim, from the Rock upward. 


Z 


1 And a messenger of the Lord came up from Gilgal to Bochim, And he said, I caused 
you to go up out of Egypt, and I brought you unto the land which I had sworn unto your 
fathers; and I said, I will not break my covenant with you for ever. 2 But ye for your 
part shall make no covenant with the inhabitants of this land; their altars shall ye throw 
down; but ye have not obeyed my voice: what is this ye have done? 3 And I also have said, 
I will not drive them out from before you; but they shall be evil neighbors to you, and 
their gods shall become a snare unto you. 4 And it came to pass, when the messenger of 
the Lord spoke these words unto all the children of Israel, that the people lifted up their 
voice, and wept. > And they called the name of that place, Bochim; and they sacrificed 
there unto the Lord. © And when Joshua had let the people go, the children of Israel 
went every man unto his inheritance to take possession of the land. 7 And the people 
served the Lord all the days of Joshua, and all the days of the elders that lived many 
days after Joshua, who had seen all the great deeds of the Lord, which he had done for 
Israel. 8 Then died Joshua the son of Nun, the servant of the Lord, being one hundred 
and ten years old. 9 And they buried him on the border of his inheritance in Timnath- 
cheres, in the mountain of Ephraim, on the north side of mount Ga'ash. 1° And also all 
that generation were gathered unto their fathers; and there arose another generation 


after them, who knew not the Lord, and likewise not the deeds which he had done for 
Israel. “4 And the children of Israel did the evil in the eyes of the Lord, and served the 


Be'alim: 12 And they forsook the Lord the God of their fathers, who had brought them 
out of the land of Egypt, and they went after other gods, of the gods of the nations that 
were round about them, and they bowed themselves unto them, and incensed the Lord. 
13 And they forsook the Lord, and served Baal and 'Ashtaroth. !4 And the anger of the 
Lord was kindled against Israel, and he delivered them into the hand of spoilers who 
spoiled them, and he sold them into the hand of their enemies round about, and they 
were not able any longer to stand before their enemies. 15 Whithersoever they went 
out, the hand of the Lord was against them for evil, as the Lord had spoken, and as the 
Lord had sworn unto them: and they were greatly distressed. 1° And the Lord raised 
up judges, and they delivered them out of the hand of those that spoiled them. 17 But 
also unto their judges they did not hearken; but they went astray after other gods, and 
bowed themselves unto them: they turned quickly out of the way which their fathers 
had walked in, to obey the commandments of the Lord; they did not so. 18 And when 
the Lord raised them up judges, then was the Lord with the judge, and he delivered 
them out of the hand of their enemies all the days of the judge; for the Lord bethought 
himself because of their groaning by reason of those that oppressed them and ill-treated 
them. 19 And it came to pass, when the judge died, that they returned, and became 
more corrupt than their fathers, in going after other gods to serve them, and to bow 
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down unto them: they omitted nothing from their doings, and from their stubborn way. 
20 And the anger of the Lord was kindled against Israel; and he said, For the cause that 
this people have transgressed my covenant which I commanded their fathers, and have 
not hearkened unto my voice: 2! So will I also for my part not drive out henceforth any 
man from before them out of the nations which Joshua left when he died; 22 In order to 
prove through them the Israelites, whether they will keep the way of the Lord, to walk 
therein, as their fathers did keep it, or not. 23 And thus did the Lord leave these nations, 
so as not to drive them out speedily; and he delivered them not into the hand of Joshua. 


3 
1 Now these are the nations that the Lord left, to prove by them the Israelites, namely, 
all those who had not experienced all the wars of Canaan; 2 Only in order that the 
future generations of the children of Israel might obtain knowledge, to teach them 
war; but only such as before had learned nothing thereof; 3 Namely, the five lords of 


the Philistines, and all the Canaanites, and the Zidonians, and the Hivites that dwelt 
on mount Lebanon, from mount Ba'al-chermon unto the entrance of Chamath. 4 And 
they were left to prove by them the Israelites, to know whether they would hearken 


unto the commandments of the Lord, which he had commanded their fathers by the 
hand of Moses. ° And the children of Israel dwelt in the midst of the Canaanites, the 
Hittites, and the Emorites, and the Perizzites, and the Hivites, and the Jebusites; © And 
they took their daughters to themselves for wives, and their daughters they gave to 
their sons; and they served their gods. 7 And the children of Israel did [thus] the evil 
in the eyes of the Lord, and forgot the Lord their God, and served the Be'alim and the 
groves. ® Wherefore the anger of the Lord was kindled against Israel, and he sold them 
into the hand of Cushan-rish'athayim the king of Mesopotamia; and the children of Israel 
served Cushan-rish'athayim eight years. 9 And the children of Israel cried then unto the 
Lord, and the Lord raised up a deliverer to the children of Israel, who delivered them, 
namely, 'Othniel the son of Kenaz, the younger brother of Caleb. 1° And the spirit of 
the Lord came over him, and he judged Israel, and went out to battle: and the Lord 
delivered Cushan-rish'athayim the king of Mesopotamia into his hand; and his hand 
prevailed over Cushan-rish'athayim. 1 And the land had rest forty years; and then died 
‘Othniel the son of Kenaz. !2 And the children of Israel did again the evil in the eyes 
of the Lord; and the Lord strengthened 'Eglon the king of Moab against Israel, because 
they had done the evil in the eyes of the Lord. !3 And he gathered unto him the children 
of ‘Ammon and 'Amalek, and they went and smote Israel, and took possession of the 
city of palm-trees. 14 And the children of Israel served 'Eglon the king of Moab eighteen 
years. 15 But the children of Israel cried then unto the Lord; and the Lord raised up unto 
them a deliverer, Ehud the son of Gera a Benjamite, a man who was lamed in his right 
hand; and the children of Israel sent by him a present unto 'Eglon the king of Moab. 
16 But Ehud made himself a sword which had two edges, of a cubit length; and he girded 
it under his garments upon his right thigh. 1” And he brought the present near unto 
'Eglon the king of Moab; now 'Eglon was a very fat man. 18 And it came to pass when 
he had made an end to offer the present, that he sent away the people who had borne 
the present. !° But he himself returned again from the quarries that were by Gilgal, and 
said, I have a secret word unto thee, O King. And he said, Keep silence. And thereupon 
went out from his presence all that stood by him. 2° And Ehud came in unto him; and he 
was sitting in the summer upper chamber, which was for himself alone. And Ehud said, 


I have a word of God unto thee. And he arose out of his chair. 2! And Ehud stretched 
forth his left hand, and took the sword from his right thigh, and thrust it into his body. 


22 And the haft also went in after the blade; and the fat closed upon the blade; for he 
did not draw the sword out of his body, and it passed into the fundament. 23 And Ehud 
went forth into the ante-room, and shut the doors of the upper chamber after him, and 
locked them. 24 He was just gone out, when his servants came; and they saw, behold, 
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the doors of the upper chamber were locked; and they said, Surely he covereth his feet 
in the summer chamber. 25 And they tarried till they were ashamed; and behold, he 
opened not the doors of the upper chamber; wherefore they took the key and opened 
them: and, behold, their lord was lying dead on the floor. 26 And Ehud had escaped while 
they were tarrying, and passed beyond the quarries, and escaped unto Se'irah. 27 And it 
came to pass, when he was come, that he blew the cornet on the mountain of Ephraim, 


and the children of Israel went down with him from the mountain, and he before them. 
28 And he said unto them, Pursue after me; for the Lord hath delivered your enemies, the 


Moabites, into your hand. And they went down after him, and seized on the fords of the 
Jordan toward Moab, and suffered not a man to pass over. 2? And they smote of Moab 
at that time about ten thousand men, all lusty, and all men of valor; and there escaped 
not a man. 3° And Moab was humbled that day under the hand of Israel. And the land 
had rest eighty years. 31 And after him was Shamgar the son of 'Anath, who smote of the 
philistines six hundred men with an ox-goad; and he also delivered Israel. 


4 
1 And the children of Israel again did the evil in the eyes of the Lord, when Ehud was 
dead. 2 And the Lord sold them into the hand of Yabin the king of Canaan, that reigned 
in Chazor; and the captain of his army was Sissera, who dwelt in Charosheth-hagoyim. 


3 And the children of Israel cried unto the Lord; for he had nine hundred chariots of 
iron; and he oppressed the children of Israel with might twenty years. 4 And Deborah, 


a prophetess, the wife of Lapidoth,—she judged Israel at that time. > And she held her 
sitting under the palm-tree of Deborah between Ramah and Beth-el on the mountain 
of Ephraim: and the children of Israel came up to her for judgment. © And she sent 
and called Barak the son of Abino'am out of Kedesh-naphtali; and she said unto him, 


Behold, the Lord the God of Israel hath commanded, Go and lead on toward mount Tabor, 
and take with thee ten thousand men of the children of Naphtali and of the children of 


Zebulun. 7 And I will draw unto thee, to the brook Kishon, Sissera, the captain of Yabin's 
army, and his chariots and his multitude; and I will give him up into thy hand. 8 And 
Barak said unto her, If thou wilt go with me, then will I go; but if thou wilt not go with 
me, I will not go. 9 And she said, I will indeed go with thee; nevertheless it will not be 
for thy honor, on the way which thou goest; for into the hand of a woman will the Lord 


deliver Sissera; and Deborah arose, and went with Barak to Kedesh. 1° And Barak called 
Zebulun and Naphtali together to Kedesh; and there went up in his train ten thousand 


men; also Deborah went up with him. 11 Now Cheber the Kenite had severed himself from 
the Kenites, from the children of Chobab the father-in-law of Moses; and he had pitched 
his tent as far as Elon-beza'anannim, which is near Kedesh. 1? And they told Sissera that 
Barak the son of Abino'am was gone up to mount Tabor. !° And Sissera called together 
all his chariots, nine hundred chariots of iron, and all the people that were with him, 
from Charosheth-hagoyim unto the brook Kishon. 4 And Deborah said unto Barak, Up! 
for this is the day on which the Lord hath given Sissera into thy hand; behold, the Lord 
is gone out before thee: so Barak went down from mount Tabor, with ten thousand men 
after him. }5 And the Lord confounded Sissera, and all his chariots, and all his army, with 
the edge of the sword before Barak; and Sissera alighted from his chariot, and fled away 
on foot. 16 And Barak pursued after the chariots, and after the army, unto Charosheth- 
hagoyim: and all the army of Sissera fell by the edge of the sword; there was not left 
even one. !” But Sissera had fled away on foot to the tent of Ja'el the wife of Cheber the 
Kenite; for there was peace between Yabin the king of Chazor and the house of Cheber 
the Kenite. !8 And Ja'el went out to meet Sissera, and said unto him, Turn in, my lord, 


turn in unto me, fear not: and he turned in unto her into the tent, and she covered him 
with a blanket. 19 And he said unto her, Give me to drink, I pray thee, a little water; for 


I am thirsty: and she opened a bottle of milk, and gave him to drink, and covered him 
up. 2° And he said unto her, Stand at the door of the tent; and it shall be, that, when 
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any man should come and ask of thee, and say, Is there any man here? thou shalt say, 
No. 21 And Ja'el the wife of Cheber took thereupon the nail of the tent, and placed a 
hammer in her hand, and went softly unto him, and struck the nail into his temple, and 
it became fastened in the ground; but he was fast asleep and weary; so he died. 22 And, 
behold, Barak came in pursuit of Sissera, and Ja'el came out to meet him, and said unto 
him, Come, and I will show thee the man whom thou art seeking: and he came to her, 
and behold, Sissera was lying dead, with the nail in his temple. 23 So did God humble on 
that day Yabin the king of Canaan before the children of Israel. 24 And the hand of the 
children of Israel became constantly heavier upon Yabin the king of Canaan, until they 
had destroyed Yabin the king of Canaan. 


1 Then sang Deborah with Barak the son of Abino'am on that day, saying, 2 When 
depravity had broken out in Israel, then did the people offer themselves willingly; 
[therefore] praise ye the Lord. 3 Hear, O kings; give ear, O princes; I—unto the Lord 
will I sing; I will sing praise to the Lord, the God of Israel. 4 Lord, at thy going forth 
out of Seir, at thy marching along out of the field of Edom, the earth trembled, also the 
heavens dropped, also the clouds dropped water. >The mountains melted away because 
of the presence of the Lord, yonder Sinai, because of the presence of the Lord, the God 
of Israel. © In the days of Shamgar the son of 'Anath, in the days of Ja'el, the highways 
were unoccupied, and those who travelled on roads walked through crooked by-paths. 
7 Desolate were the open towns in Israel, they were desolate, until that I arose, Deborah, 
that I arose a mother in Israel. ® They chose new gods, then was there war in the gates: 
was there a shield seen or a spear among forty thousand in Israel? 9 My heart [belongeth] 
to the governors of Israel, that offered themselves willingly among the people: praise ye 
the Lord. 1° Ye that ride on white asses, ye that sit in judgment, and ye who walk on the 
way, utter praise! 11 [Urged on] by the voice of those who divide [the flocks] between the 
watering wells, there shall they rehearse the benefits of the Lord, the benefits toward 
his open towns in Israel; [for] now go down [again] to the gates the people of the Lord. 
12 Awake, awake, Deborah! awake, awake, utter a song! up, Barak, and lead away thy 
captives, son of Abino'am. !3 Then obtained dominion a few that had escaped for the 
nobles among the people—the Lord gave me dominion over the mighty. !4 They whose 
root is out of Ephraim were against 'Amalek; after thee, Benjamin, with thy armies; out of 
Machir came down lawgivers, and out of Zebulun they that handle the pen of the writer. 
15 And the princes of Issachar were with Deborah; yea Issachar, the support of Barak; 
into the valley he hastened down in his train; [but] at the streams of Reuben there were 
great thoughts of heart. 1° Why didst thou sit among the sheepfolds to hear the bleatings 
of the flocks? At the streams of Reuben there were great searchings of heart. 17 Gil'ad 
abode beyond the Jordan; and Dan—why would he tarry in ships? Asher remained on 
the seashore, and abode near his bays. 18 Zebulun is a people that jeoparded its life unto 
death, and Naphtali—on the high places of the [battle] field. 19 There came kings, [and] 
fought, then fought the kings of Canaan, in Ta'anach by the waters of Megiddo: gain 
of money they took not away. 2° From heaven they fought—the stars in their courses 
fought against Sissera. 21 The stream of Kishon swept them away, that ancient stream, 
the stream of Kishon: step along, O my soul, in victorious strength. 22 Then were crushed 
the hoofs of the horses, through the prancings, the prancings of their mighty ones. 
23 Curse ye Meroz, saith the messenger of the Lord, yea, curse ye bitterly its inhabitants; 
because they came not to the help of the Lord, to the help of the Lord among the mighty. 
24 Blessed above [other] women shall be Ja'el the wife of Cheber the Kenite, above [other] 
women [dwelling] in the tent may she be blessed. 25 Water he asked, milk she gave [him]: 
in a lordly dish she brought him cream. ”¢ Her hand she put forth to the nail, and her 
right hand to the laborious workmen's hammer; and she hammered Sissera, she struck 
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his head, and crushed and smote through his temple. 27 Between her feet he bent, he fell, 
he lay; between her feet he bent, he fell: where he had bent, there he fell down, bereft of 
life. 28 Out of the window looked and moaned the mother of Sissera, through the lattice, 
Why tarrieth his chariot so long in coming? why lag the wheels of his chariot? 29 The 
wise among her ladies answered her, she also returned a reply to herself. 3° Will they 
not find,—divide booty? one maiden, two maidens for every man, a booty of colored 
garments for Sissera, a booty of colored embroidered garments, colored, double-worked 
garments round the necks of the captives! 3! Thus may perish all thy enemies, O Lord; 
but may those that love him be as the rising of the sun in his might. And the land had 
rest forty years. 


6 

1 And the children of Israel did the evil in the eyes of the Lord: and the Lord delivered 
them into the hand of Midian seven years. 2 And the hand of Midian prevailed over Israel; 
and because of the Midianites the children of Israel made for themselves the passes 
which are in the mountains, and the caves, and the strongholds. 3 And it was, when Israel 
had sown, that the Midianites came up, and the 'Amalekites, and the children of the east, 
and they went up against them; 4 And they encamped against them, and destroyed the 
products of the earth, as far as Gazzah, and they left no sustenance for Israel, neither 
lamb, nor ox, nor ass. >For they came up with their cattle and their tents, and came as 
locusts in multitude; and both they and their camels were without number; and they 
came into the land to destroy it. © And Israel was greatly impoverished because of the 
Midianites; and the children of Israel cried unto the Lord. 7 And it came to pass, when the 


children of Israel had cried unto the Lord because of the Midianites, ® That the Lord sent 
a prophet unto the children of Israel, and he said unto them, Thus hath said the Lord the 


God of Israel, I led you forth out of Egypt, and brought you out of the house of slavery; 
9 And I delivered you out of the hand of the Egyptians, and out of the hand of all that 
oppressed you, and I drove them out from before you, and gave you their land; 1° And 
I said unto you, I am the Lord your God: ye shall not fear the gods of the Emorites, in 
whose land ye dwell; but ye have not obeyed my voice. 1! And there came an angel of the 
Lord, and sat down under the oak which was in 'Ophrah, that pertained unto Joash the 
Abi'ezrite; and Gid'on his son was beating out wheat in the wine-press, to hide it from 
the Midianites. 12 And the angel of the Lord appeared unto him, and said unto him, The 
Lord is with thee, thou mighty man of valor. 13 And Gid'on said unto him, Pardon, my 
lord, if the Lord be indeed with us, why then hath all this befallen us? and where are all 
his wonders of which our fathers have told us, saying, Did not the Lord bring us up from 
Egypt! But now the Lord hath forsaken us, and delivered us into the hand of Midian. 
14 And the Lord turned toward him, and said, Go in this thy might, and thou shalt save 


Israel from the hand of the Midianites: behold, I have sent thee. 15 And he said unto 
him, Pardon my Lord, wherewith shall I save Israel? behold, my family is the weakest in 


Menasseh, and I am the youngest of my father's house. 16 And the Lord said unto him, 


Because I will be with thee, and thou shalt smite the Midianites as one man. !7 And he 
said unto him, If now I have found grace in thy eyes, then give me a sign that thou hast 


been speaking with me; 18 Depart not hence, I pray thee, until I come unto thee, and 
bring forth my present, and set it before thee. And he said, I will tarry until thy return. 
19 And Gid'on went in, and made ready a kid, and unleavened cakes of an ephah of flour: 
the flesh he put in a basket, and the broth he put in a pot, and brought it out unto him 
under the oak, and presented it. 2° And the angel of God said unto him, Take the flesh and 
the unleavened cakes, and lay them upon this rock, and the broth pour out. And he did 
so. 21 Then the angel of the Lord put forth the end of the staff that was in his hand, and 
touched the flesh and the unleavened cakes; and there rose up fire out of the rock, and 
consumed the flesh and the unleavened cakes. And the angel of the Lord departed out of 
his sight. 22 And when Gid'on perceived that it was an angel of the Lord, Gid'on said, Alas, 
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O Lord Eternal! because I have surely seen an angel of the Lord face to face. 23 And the 
Lord said unto him, Peace be unto thee; fear not: thou shalt not die. 24 And Gid'on built 
there an altar unto the Lord, and called it Adonay-shalom [[the Eternal of Peace:]] unto 
this day it is yet in Ophrah of the Abi'ezrites. 25 And it came to pass in the same night, 
that the Lord said unto him, Take thy father's young bullock, and the second bullock of 
seven years old, and throw down the altar of Baal which belongeth to thy father, and 
the grove that is around it shalt thou cut down. 2° And build an altar unto the Lord thy 
God upon the top of this rock, on the level place, and take the second bullock, and offer 
[it as] a burnt-sacrifice with the wood of the grove which thou shalt cut down. 27 And 
Gid'on took ten men of his servants, and did as the Lord had spoken unto him; but it 
came to pass, because he feared his father's household, and the men of the city, to do 
it by day, that he did it by night. 28 And when the men of the city arose early in the 
morning, behold, the altar of Baal was overthrown, and the grove that was around it was 
cut down, and the second bullock was offered upon the altar which had been built. 2? And 
they said one to another, Who hath done this thing? And they inquired and searched, 
and then said, Gid'on the son of Joash hath done this thing. 3° Thereupon said the men 
of the city unto Joash, Bring out thy son, that he may die; because he hath overthrown 
the altar of Baal, and because he hath cut down the grove that was around it. 3! But Joash 
said unto all that stood around him, Will ye indeed contend for Baal? will ye assist him? 
he that will contend for him, shall be put to death; [wait] until morning: if he be a god, 
let him contend for himself, because one hath overthrown his altar. 32 And the people 
called him on that day Yerubba'al, saying, Let Baal contend against him, because he hath 


overthrown his altar. 33 And all the Midianites and 'Amalekites and the children of the 
east assembled together, and went over and encamped in the valley of Yizre'el. >4But the 


Spirit of the Lord endued Gid'on, and he blew the cornet: and Abi'ezer assembled and 
followed him. 35 And he sent messengers throughout all Menasseh, who also assembled 
and followed him; and he sent messengers through Asher, and through Zebulun, and 
through Naphtali, and they came up to meet them. 3¢ And Gid'on said unto God, If thou 
wilt save Israel by my hand, as thou hast spoken, 37 Behold, I set up this fleece of wool in 
the threshing floor: if now there be dew on the fleece alone, and it be dry upon all the 
ground, then shall I know that thou wilt save Israel by my hand, as thou hast spoken. 
38 And it was so; and when he rose up early on the morrow, he squeezed the fleece 
together, and wrung dew out of the fleece, [making] a bowl full of water. 39 And Gid'on 
said unto God, Let not thy anger be kindled against me, and I will speak but this once 
[more]; let me have a proof, I pray thee, but this once more with the fleece; let it, I pray, 
be dry upon the fleece alone, and upon all the ground let there be dew. 4° And God did 
so that night; and it was dry upon the fleece alone, and on all the ground there was dew. 


vi 


1 Then Yerubba'al, who is Gid'on, and all the people that were with him, rose up early, 
and encamped beside the spring of Charod; and the camp of the Midianites was on the 
north side of them, by the hill of Moreh, in the valley. 2 And the Lord said unto Gid'on, 
The people that are with thee are too many for me to give the Midianites into their 
hand: lest Israel should vaunt themselves against me, saying, my own hand hath saved 
me. 3 Now therefore, do proclaim in the ears of the people, saying, Whosoever is fearful 
and afraid, let him return and depart early from mount Gil'ad. And there returned of 
the people twenty and two thousand; and ten thousand remained. 4 And the Lord said 
unto Gid'on, The people are yet too many; let them go down unto the water, and I will 
try them for thee there: and it shall be, that of whom I will say unto thee, This one 
shall go with thee, the same shall go with thee: and of whomsoever I will say unto thee, 
This one shall not go with thee, the same shall not go. 5 So he caused the people to go 
down unto the water: and the Lord said unto Gid'on, Every one that lappeth of the water 
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with his tongue, as the dog lappeth, him shalt thou set by himself; likewise every one 
that bendeth down upon his knees to drink. © And the number of those that lapped, 
putting their hand to their mouth, was three hundred men; but all the rest of the people 
bent down upon their knees to drink water. 7 And the Lord said unto Gid'on, By the 
three hundred men that lapped will I save you, and deliver the Midianites into thy hand; 
and let all the other people go every man unto his place. 8 And they took the provision 
of the people in their hand, and their cornets; and all the rest of Israel he dismissed, 
every man unto his tent; but those three hundred men he retained: and the camp of 
Midian was beneath him in the valley. ° And it came to pass, during the same night, 
that the Lord said unto him, Arise, get thee down into the camp; for I have delivered 
it into thy hand. 1° And if thou fear to go down, then go thou down with Purah thy 
servant to the camp. !! And thou shalt hear what they will say; and after that shall thy 
hands be strengthened, and thou wilt go down unto the camp. And he went down with 
Purah his servant unto the outside of the armed men that were in the camp. 12 And the 
Midianites and the 'Amalekites and all the children of the east lay along in the valley like 


the locusts for multitude; and their camels were without number, as the sand which is 
by the seaside for multitude. 13 And when Gid'on was come, behold, a man was telling a 


dream unto his fellow, and said, Behold, I have dreamed a dream, and, lo, a baked cake 
of barley bread was rolling round through the camp of Midian, and came unto the tent, 


and struck against it so that it fell, and it turned it bottom upward, and the tent thus 
tumbled down. 1 And his fellow answered and said, This is nothing else save the sword 
of Gid'on the son of Joash, a man of Israel; into whose hand God hath delivered Midian, 
and the whole camp. 1° And it was, when Gid'on heard the narration of the dream, and 
its interpretation, that he prostrated himself, and returned unto the camp of Israel, and 
said, Arise; for the Lord hath delivered into your hand the camp of Midian. 16 And he 
divided the three hundred men into three companies, and he put cornets in the hand of 
all of them, with empty pitchers, and torches in the pitchers. !” And he said unto them, 
What you see me do, do ye likewise; and, behold, when I am come to the edge of the 
camp, it shall be that, as I do, so shall ye do. 18 When I blow the cornet, I and all that 
are with me, then shall ye blow the cornets also on every side of all the camp, and say, 


For the Lord, and for Gid'on. 19 And Gid'on, and the hundred men that were with him, 
came unto the edge of the camp in the bcginning of the middle watch; when they had 


but newly set the sentinels: and they blew the cornets, and broke the pitchers that were 
in their hand. 2° And the three companies blew the cornets, and broke the pitchers, and 
seized with their left hand the torches, and with their right hand the cornets to blow; and 
they cried, The sword for the Lord, and for Gid'on. 2! And they remained standing every 
man in his place round about the camp; and all [in] the camp ran, and shouted, and fled. 
22 And as the three hundred cornets sounded, the Lord set every man's sword against 
his fellow, even throughout all the camp; and [those in] the camp fled as far as Beth- 
hashittah to Zererah, up to the border of Abelmecholah, near Tabbath. 23 And the men 
of Israel were called together out of Naphtali, and out of Asher, and out of all Menasseh, 
and they pursued after the Midianites. 24 And Gid'on sent messengers throughout all the 
mountain of Ephraim, saying, Come down against the Midianites, and seize from them 
the waters as far as Beth-barah and the Jordan. And all the men of Ephraim assembled 
themselves, and seized on the waters as far as Beth-barah and the Jordan. 25 And they 
captured two princes of the Midianites, 'Oreb and Zeeb; and they slew 'Oreb upon the 
rock 'Oreb, and Zeeb they slew at the winepress of Zeeb, and pursued the Midianites; and 
the heads of 'Oreb and Zeeb they brought to Gid'on from the other side of the Jordan. 


8 
1 And the men of Ephraim said unto him, What is this thing that thou hast done 
unto us, not to call for us, when thou wentest to fight with the Midianites? And they 
quarrelled with him vehemently. 2 And he said unto them, What have I done now 
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in comparison with you? Is not the gleaning of Ephraim better than the vintage of 
Abi'ezer? 3 Into your hand God delivered the princes of Midian, 'Oreb and Zeeb: and 
what have I been able to do in comparison with you? Then was their anger abated from 
him, when he had spoken this speech. 4 And Gid'on came to the Jordan, and passed over, 
he, and the three hundred men that were with him, faint, and in pursuit. ° And he said 
unto the men of Succoth, Give, I pray you, a few loaves of bread unto the people that 
are in my train; for they are faint, and I am pursuing after Zebach and Zalmunna,' the 
kings of Midian. © And the princes of Succoth said, Is the sole of the foot of Zebach and 
Zalmunna' now already in thy hand, that we should give unto thy army bread? 7 And 
Gid'on said, Therefore when the Lord hath delivered Zebach and Zalmunna' into my 
hand, then will I thresh your flesh with the thorns of the wilderness and with briers. 
8 And he went up thence to Penuel, and spoke unto them in the same manner: and the 


men of Penuel answered him as the men of Succoth had answered. ° And he said also 
unto the men of Penuel thus, When I return again in peace, I will break down this tower. 


10 Now Zebach and Zalmunna' were in Karkor, and their camps with them, about fifteen 
thousand men, all that had been left of all the camp of the children of the east; but 
those who had fallen were one hundred and twenty thousand men that drew the sword. 
11 And Gid'on went up by the way of those that dwelt in tents, to the east of Nobach 
and Yogbehah, and smote the camp; but the camp thought itself secure. 12 And Zebach 
and Zalmunna' fled; but he pursued after them, and captured the two kings of Midian, 
Zebach and Zalmunna', and all the camp he discomfited. 13 And Gid'on the son of Joash 
returned from the battle before the rising of the sun, !4 And he caught a young man of 
the people of Succoth, and inquired of him: and he wrote down for him the princes of 
Succoth, and the elders thereof, seventy and seven men. ! And he came unto the men 
of Succoth, and said, Behold here are Zebach and Zalmunna', with whom ye derided me, 
saying, Is the sole of the foot of Zebach and Zalmunna' now already in thy hand, that we 
should give unto thy weary men bread? 1¢ And he took the elders of the city, and the 


thorns of the wilderness and briers, and chastised with them the men of Succoth. 17 And 
the tower of Penuel he beat down, and slew the men of the city. 18 And he said unto 


Zebach and Zalmunna', What kind of men were those whom ye slew at Tabor! And they 
answered, As thou art, so were they; one was in form like that of the children of a king. 
19 And he said, They were my brothers, the sons of my mother; as the Lord liveth, if ye 
had spared them alive, I would not slay you. 2° And he said unto Yether his first-born, 
Rise up, and slay them. But the youth drew not his sword; for he was afraid, because he 
was yet a youth. 2! Then said Zebach and Zalmunna'’, Rise thou, and fall upon us; for as 
the man is, so is his strength. And Gid'on arose, and slew Zebach and Zalmunna'; and 
he took away the crescent ornaments that were on the necks of their camels. 22 And the 
men of Israel said unto Gid'on, Rule thou over us, both thou and thy son, and thy son's 


son also; for thou hast delivered us out of the hand of Midian. 23 And Gid'on said unto 
them, I will not rule over you, neither shall my son rule over you: the Lord shall rule over 


you. 24 And Gid'on said unto them, I would ask one request of you, that ye should give 
me every man the earring of his booty; for they had had golden earrings, because they 
were Ishmaelites. 25 And they answered, We will willingly give. And they spread out a 
garment, and they cast therein every man the earring of his booty. 2° And the weight of 
the golden earrings that he had requested was a thousand and seven hundred shekels of 
gold; besides the crescent ornaments, and ear-drops, and purple garments that were on 
the kings of Midian, and besides the chains that were about their camels' necks. 2” And 
Gid'on made thereof an ephod, and set it up in his city, in 'Ophrah: and all Israel went 
astray after it thither; and it became a snare unto Gid'on, and to his house. 28 And Midian 
was humbled before the children of Israel, so that they lifted not up their head any more. 
And the country was quiet forty years in the days of Gid'on. 2? And Yerubba'al the son 
of Joash went and dwelt in his own house. 3° And Gid'on had seventy sons begotten of 
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his body; for he had many wives. 3! And his concubine that was in Shechem, she also 
bore him a son, and he gave him the name, Abimelech. 32 And Gid'on the son of Joash 
died in a good old age, and was buried in the sepulchre of Joash his father, in 'Ophrah of 
the Abi'ezrites. 33 And it came to pass, when Gid'on was dead, that the children of Israel 
turned again, and went astray after the Be'alim, and made themselves Ba'al-berith for 
a god. 34 And the children of Israel remembered not the Lord their God, who delivered 
them out of the hand of all their enemies on every side. 35 Neither showed they kindness 
to the house of Yerubba'al, namely, Gid'on, in accordance with all the good which he had 
done unto Israel. 


9 


1 And Abimelech the son of Yerubba'al went to Shechem unto his mother's brothers, 
and spoke unto them, and unto all the family of the house of his mother's father, saying, 


2 Speak, I pray you, in the ears of all the men of Shechem, What is better for you, either 
that there should rule over you seventy men, all the sons of Yerubba'al, or that there 
reign over you one man? and remember that I am your bone and your flesh. 3? And 
his mother's brothers spoke concerning him in the ears of all the men of Shechem all 
these words; and their heart became inclined after Abimelech; for they said, He is our 
brother. 4 And they gave him seventy pieces of silver out of the house of Ba'al-berith; 
and Abimelech hired therewith idle and heedless persons, who followed him. ° And he 
came unto his father's house at 'Ophrah, and slew his brothers the sons of Yeruhba'al, 
seventy persons, upon one stone; and there was yet left Yotham the youngest son of 


Yerubba'al; for he had hidden himself. § And all the men of Shechem and all Beth-millo 
assembled together, and went, and made Abimelech king, by the oak of the pillar that 


was by Shechem. 7 And they told it to Yotham; and he went and stood on the top of 
mount Gerizzim, and he lifted up his voice, and cried; and he said unto them, Hearken 
unto me, ye men of Shechem, so that God may hearken unto you. 8 The trees went 
once forth to anoint a king over them; and they said unto the olive-tree, Reign thou 
over us. ° But the olive-tree said unto them, Should I give up my fatness, wherewith 
through me they honor God and men, and shall I go to be promoted over the trees! 
10 And the trees said to the fig-tree, Come thou, reign over us. 1 But the fig-tree said 
unto them, Should I give up my sweetness, and my good productiveness, and go to be 
promoted over the trees? 12 Then said the trees unto the vine, Come thou, reign over 
us. 13 But the vine said unto them, Should I give up my fresh wine, which rejoiceth 
God and men, and go to be promoted over the trees! 14Then said all the trees unto the 
bramble, Come thou, reign over us. 5 And the bramble said unto the trees, If in truth 
ye anoint me as king over you, then come seek protection in my shadow; and if not, 
then let fire come out of the bramble, and devour the cedars of the Lebanon. 16 And 
now, if ye have acted in truth and sincerity, when ye made Abimelech king, and if ye 
have dealt well with Yerubba'al and his house, and have done unto him according to the 
merit of his hands; 17 (In that my father fought for you, and cast his life far away, and 
delivered you out of the hand of Midian; 18 While ye are risen up against my father's 
house this day, and have slain his sons, seventy men, upon one stone, and have made 
Abimelech, the son of his maid-servant, king over the men of Shechem, because he is 
your brother;) 1° If ye have thus acted in truth and sincerity with Yerubba'al and with 
his house this day: then rejoice ye in Abimelech, and let him also rejoice in you. 2° But 


if not, let fire come out from Abimelech, and devour the men of Shechem and Beth- 
millo; and let fire come out from the men of Shechem, and from Beth-millo, and devour 
Abimelech. 21 And Yotham ran away, and fled, and went to Beer, and dwelt there, for fear 


of Abimelech his brother. 22 And Abimelech ruled over Israel three years; 23 And then 
did God send an evil spirit between Abimelech and the men of Shechem; and the men 
of Shechem became unfaithful toward Abimelech; 24 So that the violence [done] to the 
seventy sons of Yerubba'al might come, and their blood be laid upon Abimelech their 
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brother, who had slain them; and upon the men of Shechem, who had strengthened 
his hands to slay his brothers. 25 And the men of Shechem set persons to lie in wait 
for him on the tops of the mountains, and they robbed all that passed by them on that 
way: and it was told unto Abimelech. 2° And there came Ga'al the son of 'Ebed with his 
brothers, and passed through Shechem: and the men of Shechem put their confidence 
in him. 27 And they went out into the field, and gathered their vineyards, and trod [the 
grapes], and made joyful feasts, and went into the house of their god, and ate and drank, 


and cursed Abimelech. 28 And Ga'al the son of 'Ebed said, Who is Abimelech, and who 
is Shechem, that we should serve him? is not he the son of Yerubba'al? and Zebul his 
superintendent? serve the men of Chamor the father of Shechem; for why indeed should 


we serve him? 29 And O that some one would put this people into my power! and I would 
remove Abimelech. And he let it be said to Abimelech, Increase thy army, and come out. 
30 And when Zebul the ruler of the city heard the words of Ga'al the son of 'Ebed, his 
anger was kindled. 31 And he sent messengers unto Abimelech privately, saying, Behold, 
Ga'al the son of 'Ebed and his brothers are come to Shechem; and, behold, they incite 
the city to enmity against thee. 32 And nowrise up by night, thou and the people that are 
with thee, and lie in wait in the field: 33 And it shall be, in the morning, the moment the 
sun shineth, that thou shalt rise early, and set upon the city; and, behold, when he and 
the people that are with him come out against thee, then mayest thou do to him as thy 
means may let thee. 34 And Abimelech rose up, and all the people that were with him, 
by night, and they lay in wait against Shechem in four companies. °° And Ga'al the son 
of 'Ebed went out, and stood in the entrance of the city-gate: and Abimelech rose up, 
and the people that were with him, from the ambush. 3¢ And when Ga'al saw the people, 
he said to Zebul, Behold, people are coming down from the tops of the mountains. And 
Zebul said unto him, Thou regardest the shadow of the mountains as men. 3” And Ga'al 
spoke again and said, See people are coming down from the highest point of the land, 
and one company is coming along by the way of the grove of Me'onenim. 38 Then said 
Zebul unto him, Where is now thy mouth, wherewith thou saidst, Who is Abimelech, 
that we should serve him! is not this the people that thou hast despised? go out now, I 
pray, and fight with them. 39 And Ga'al went out before the men of Shechem, and fought 
with Abimelech. 4° And Abimelech pursued him, and he fled before him, and many fell 
slain, even as far as the entrance of the gate. 4! And Abimelech remained at Arumah: 
and Zebul banished Ga'al and his brothers, that they should not remain in Shechem. 
42 And it came to pass on the morrow, that the people went out into the field; and it was 
told to Abimelech. 43 And he took the people, and divided them into three companies, 
and lay in wait in the field; and as he saw, and, behold, that the people were coming 
forth out of the city, he rose up against them, and smote them. “4 And Abimelech, and 
the companies that were with him, spread forward, and took position in the entrance of 
the city-gate: and the two other companies spread over all that were in the fields, and 
smote them. 45 And Ahimelech fought against the city all that day; and he captured the 
city, and the people that were therein he slew; and he beat down the city, and sowed 
it with salt. 4° And when all the men of the tower of Shechem heard this, they entered 
into the stronghold of the house of the god Berith. 4” And it was told unto Abimelech, 
that all the men of the tower of Shechem were gathered together. 48 And Abimelech 
went thereupon up to mount Zalmon, he and all the people that were with him; and 
Abimelech took an axe in his hand, and cut down a bough from a tree, and bore it, and 
laid it on his shoulder; and he said unto the people that were with him, What ye have 
seen that I have done, make haste, and do like me. 49 And all the people also cut down 
every man his bough, and followed Abimelech, and put the same to the stronghold, and 
set the stronghold over them on fire: and thus died also all the people of the tower of 


Shechem, about a thousand men and women. °° And Abimelech went then to Thebez, 
and encamped against Thebez, and captured it. 5! But there was a strong tower within 
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the city, and thither fled all the men and the women, and all the chief persons of the city, 
and shut the doors behind them, and went up to the roof of the tower. 52 And Abimelech 
came up to the tower, and fought against it, and approached as far as the door of the 
tower to burn it with fire. 53 But a certain woman cast a piece of an upper millstone 
upon Abimelech's head, and crushed his skull. 54 Then called he hastily unto the young 
man that bore his armor, and said unto him, Draw thy sword, and slay me, that people 
may not say of me, A woman hath slain him. And his young man thrust him through, 
and he died. 55 And when the men of Israel saw that Abimelech was dead, they departed 
every man to his place. 5° Thus did God compensate the evil of Abimelech, which he had 
done unto his father, in slaying his seventy brothers: 57 And all the evil of the men of 
Shechem did God bring back upon their own head; and there came upon them the curse 
of Yotham the son of Yerubba'al. 


10 

1 And there arose after Abimelech to deliver Israel Tola' the son of Puah, the son of 
Dodo, a man of Issachar; and he dwelt in Shamir in the mountain of Ephraim. 2 And he 
judged Israel twenty and three years, and then died, and was buried in Shamir. 3 And 
after him arose Yair, the Gil'adite, and judged Israel twenty and two years; 4 And he had 
thirty sons that rode on thirty ass-colts, and they had thirty cities, which are called 
Chavvoth-yair unto this day, which are in the land of Gil'ad. 5 And Yair died, and was 
buried in Kamon. © And the children of Israel repeated to do the evil in the eyes of the 
Lord, and they served the Be'alim, and 'Ashtaroth, and the gods of Syria, and the gods of 
Zidon, and the gods of Moab, and the gods of the children of ‘Ammon, and the gods of the 
Philistines, and they forsook the Lord, and served not him. 7 And the anger of the Lord 
was kindled against Israel, and he sold them into the hand of the Philistines, and into 
the hand of the children of 'Ammon. 8 And they afflicted and oppressed the children of 
Israel that year; [and] for eighteen years all the children of Israel that were on the other 
side of the Jordan in the land of the Emorites, which is in Gil'ad. 9 And the children of 
‘Ammon passed over the Jordan to fight also against Judah, and against Benjamin, and 
against the house of Ephraim; so that Israel was sorely distressed. 1° And the children of 
Israel cried unto the Lord, saying, We have sinned against thee, because we have forsaken 
our God, and have served the Be'alim. 11 And the Lord said unto the children of Israel, 
Behold [I delivered you] from the Egyptians, and from the Emorites, from the children 
of 'Ammon, and from the Philistines. 12 And when the Zidonians, and the 'Amalekites, 
and the Ma'onites did oppress you, and ye cried to me, I delivered you also out of their 
hand. 13 And yet ye have forsaken me, and served other gods; wherefore I will deliver you 
no more. !4Go and cry unto the gods which ye have chosen; let these deliver you in the 
time of your tribulation. 4 And the children of Israel said unto the Lord, We have sinned: 
do thou unto us entirely as it seemeth good in thy eyes; only deliver us, we pray thee, 
this time. 1° And they put away the strange gods from their midst, and served the Lord; 
and his soul was grieved for the trouble of Israel. 17 And the children of 'Ammon were 
called together, and they encamped in Gil'ad. And the children of Israel also assembled 
themselves together, and encamped in Mizpah. 18 And the people, the princes of Gil'ad, 
said one to another, Whatever man it be that will begin to fight against the children of 
‘Ammon, shall become the head over all the inhabitants of Gil'ad. 


11 
1 Now Yiphthach the Gil'adite was a mighty man of valor, but he was the son of a 
harlot; and Gil'ad had begotten Yiphthach. 2 And the wife of Gil'ad also bore him sons; 
and when the sons of the wife were grown up, they drove away Yiphthach, and said unto 


him, Thou shalt not inherit in the house of our father: for the son of another woman art 
thou. 3 And Yiphthach fled away from his brothers, and dwelt in the land of Tob; and 


there gathered themselves to Yiphthach idle men, and they went out with him. 4 And 
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it came to pass after some time, that the children of 'Ammon made war against Israel. 
5 And it was so, when the children of 'Ammon made war against Israel, that the elders of 
Gil'ad went to fetch Yiphthach out of the land of Tob. © And they said unto Yiphthach, 
Come, and become a leader unto us, that we may fight with the children of 'Ammon. 
7 And Yiphthach said unto the elders of Gil'ad, Did ye not hate me, and drive me away 
out of my father's house? and why are ye come unto me now, when ye are in distress? 
8 And the elders of Gil'ad said unto Yiphthach, Therefore are we now come back to thee, 
that thou mayest go with us, and fight against the children of 'Ammon; and thou shalt 
become unto us a head, unto all the inhabitants of Gil'ad. 9 And Yiphthach said unto the 
elders of Gil'ad, If ye bring me home again to fight against the children of 'Ammon, and 
the Lord give them up before me, shall I remain your head? 1° And the elders of Gil'ad 
said unto Yiphthach, The Lord shall be a hearer between us, if we do not so according to 
thy word. 1! Then went Yiphthach with the elders of Gil'ad, and the people appointed 
him over them as head and as leader; and Yiphthach spoke all his words before the Lord 
in Mitzpah. !2 And Yiphthach sent messengers unto the king of the children of 'Ammon, 
saying, What have I to do with thee, that thou art come unto me to fight against my 
land? 13 And the king of the children of 'Ammon said unto the messengers of Yiphthach, 
Because Israel took away my land, when they came up out of Egypt, from the Arnon 
even unto the Yabbok, and unto the Jordan: and now restore these [lands] again in peace. 
14 And Yiphthach again sent messengers unto the king of the children of ‘Ammon; !5 And 
he said unto him, Thus hath said Yiphthach, Israel did not take away the land of Moab, 
nor the land of the children of ‘Ammon; ! For when they came up out of Egypt, Israel 
walked through the wilderness unto the Red Sea, and came to Kadesh; 17 And Israel then 
sent messengers unto the king of Edom, saying, Let me pass, I pray thee, through thy 
land; but the king of Edom would not hearken; and also to the king of Moab they sent; but 
he would not consent: and Israel remained in Kadesh. 18 Then they wandered through 


the wilderness, and traveled round the land of Edom, and the land of Moab, and came 
from the rising of the sun to the land of Moab, and encamped on the other side of the 


Arnon: but they came not within the border of Moab; for the Arnon is the boundary of 
Moab. 19 And Israel sent messengers unto Sichon the king of the Emorites, the king of 
Cheshbon; and Israel said unto him, Let us pass, we pray thee, through thy land unto my 
place. 2°But Sichon trusted not Israel to [let them] pass through his territory; and Sichon 
assembled all his people, and encamped in Yahaz, and fought against Israel. 2! and the 
Lord the God of Israel delivered Sichon and all his people into the hand of Israel, and they 
smote them; and Israel took possession of all the land of the Emorites, the inhabitants 
of that country. 22 And they took possession of all the territory of the Emorites, from 
the Arnon even unto the Yabbok, and from the wilderness even unto the Jordan. 23 So 
now the Lord the God of Israel hath dispossessed the Emorites from before his people 
Israel, and shouldst thou possess it? 24 Truly! that which Kemosh thy god may give thee 
to possess, even that canst thou possess; but whatsoever the Lord our God hath driven 
out from before us, even that will we possess. 25 And now art thou then any better than 
Balak the son of Zippor, the king of Moab? did he ever strive against Israel, or did he 
ever fight against them? 2° [And] while Israel hath dwelt in Cheshbon and in its towns, 
and in 'Ar'or and in its towns, and in all the cities that are along the margins of the 
Arnon, three hundred years: why did ye not recover them within that time? 2” Whereas 
I myself have not sinned against thee, and thou doest me wrong to war against me: may 
the Lord, the Judge, decide this day between the children of Israel and the children of 
‘Ammon. 28 Nevertheless the king of the children of 'Ammon hearkened not unto the 
words of Yiphthach which he had sent to him. 2? Then came upon Yiphthach the spirit 
of the Lord, and he passed through Gil'ad and Menasseh, and passed through Mitzpeh 
of Gil'ad, and from Mitzpeh of Gil'ad he passed over unto the children of Ammon. 2° And 
Yiphthach made a vow unto the Lord, and said, If thou wilt indeed deliver the children 
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of 'Ammon into my hand, 3! Then shall it be, that whatsoever cometh forth out of the 
doors of my house to meet me, when I return in peace from the children of 'Ammon, shall 
belong to the Lord, and I will offer it up for a burnt-offering. 32 So Yiphthach passed over 
unto the children of 'Ammon to fight against them: and the Lord delivered them into 
his hand. 33 And he smote them from 'Aro'er, even till thou comest to Minnith, twenty 
cities, and unto Abel-keramin, with a very great defeat; and the children of 'Ammon 
were humbled before the children of Israel. 34 And Yiphthach came to Mizpah unto his 
house, and, behold, his daughter came out to meet him with timbrels and with dances: 
and she was his sole child; he had beside her neither son nor daughter. 35 And it came to 
pass, when he saw her, that he rent his garments, and said, Alas, my daughter! thou hast 
bent me down very low, and thou art one of those that trouble me; for I have opened my 
mouth unto the Lord, and I cannot go back. 3° And she said unto him, My father, if thou 
hast opened thy mouth unto the Lord, do to me in accordance with what hath proceeded 
out of thy mouth; since the Lord hath taken vengeance for thee on thy enemies, on the 
children of ‘Ammon. ?7 And she said unto her father, Let this thing be done for me: Let 
me alone two months, that I may descend to the mountains, and bewail my virginity, 
I with my companions. 3° And he aid, Go. And he sent her away for two months: and 
she went with her companions, and bewailed her virginity on the mountains. 3° And it 
came to pass at the end of two months, that she returned unto her father, and he fulfilled 
on her his vow which he had vowed; and she knew no man; and it became a custom in 
Israel, 4° That the daughters of Israel went from year to year to lament for the daughter 
of Yiphthach the Gil'adite four days in the year. 


12 


1 And the men of Ephraim were called together, and went northward, and said unto 
Yiphthach, Wherefore didst thou pass over to fight against the children of 'Ammon, 
and didst not call for us to go with thee? thy house will we burn over thee with fire. 
2 And Yiphthach said unto them, I and my people were greatly engaged in strife with the 
children of 'Ammon; and I called you, but ye helped me not out of their hand. ? And when 
I saw that ye helped me not, I put my life in my hand, and passed over to the children 
of 'Ammon, and the Lord delivered them into my hand; and why then are ye come up 
unto me this day, to fight against me? 4 Then Yiphthach gathered together all the men 
of Gil'ad, and fought with Ephraim; and the men of Gil'ad smote Ephraim, because they 
said, Ye are fugitives of Ephraim: Gil'ad is in the midst, between Ephraim and Menasseh. 
5 And the Gil'adites seized on the passages of the Jordan before the Ephraimites: and it 
came to pass, when the Ephraimites who had escaped said, Let me pass over; that the 
men of Gil'ad said unto him, Art thou an Ephrathite? and if he said, No; Then said they 
unto him, Do say, Shibboleth; but when he said, Sibboleth, and was not able to pronounce 
it correctly, they laid hold of him and slew him on the passages of the Jordan; and there 
fell at that time of the Ephraimites forty and two thousand. 7 And Yiphthach judged 
Israel six years; and then died Yiphthach the Gil'adite, and was buried in [one of] the 
cities of Gil'ad. 8 And after him there judged Israel Ibzan of Beth-lechem. 9 And he had 
thirty sons; and thirty daughters he sent abroad, and thirty daughters he brought in 
for his sons from abroad: and he judged Israel seven years. 1° Then died Ibzan, and was 
buried at Beth-lechem. ™ And after him there judged Israel Elon the Zebulonite; and he 
judged Israel ten years. !2 Then died Elon the Zebulonite, and was buried in Ayalon in 
the country of Zebulun. ™ And after him there judged Israel 'Abdon the son of Hillel 
the Pir'athonite. !4 And he had forty sons and thirty grandsons, that rode on seventy 
ass-colts; and he judged Israel eight years. 15 Then died 'Abdon the son of Hillel the 
Pir'athonite, and was buried in Pir'athon in the land of Ephraim, in the mountain of the 
'‘Amalekites. 
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13 
1 And the children of Israel did again the evil in the eyes of the Lord; and the Lord 
delivered them into the hand of the Philistines forty years. 2 And there was a certain 
man of Zor'ah, of the family of the Danites, whose name was Manoach; and his wife was 
barren, and did not bear. 3 And there appeared an angel of the Lord unto the woman, 


and he said unto her, Behold, thou art barren, and hast not born; but thou wilt conceive, 
and bear a son. 4 And now do beware, and drink neither wine nor strong drink, and eat 


not any thing unclean. ° For, lo, thou wilt conceive, and bear a son; and no razor shall 


come on his head; for a Nazarite of God shall the lad be from the womb: and he shall 
begin to deliver Israel out of the hand of the Philistines. © And the woman came and 


told her husband, saying, A man of God came unto me, and his appearance was like the 
appearance of an angel of God, very terrible; but I asked him not whence he might be, 


and his name he did not tell me. 7 And he said unto me, Behold, thou wilt conceive, and 
bear a son; and now thou must drink neither wine nor strong drink, and not eat anything 


unclean; for the child shall be a Nazarite of God from the womb until the day of his death. 


8 And Manoach entreated the Lord, and said, Hear me, O Lord, let the man of God, whom 
thou didst send, come again unto us, and instruct us what we shall do unto the child 


that is to be born. ° And God hearkened to the voice of Manoach; and the angel of God 
came again unto the woman, as she was sitting in the field; and Manoach her husband 


was not with her. 1° And the woman made haste, and ran, and informed her husband; 
and she said unto him, Behold, there hath appeared unto me the man, that came unto 


me the other day. 1! And Manoach arose, and went after his wife; and he came to the 
man, and said unto him, Art thou the man that spokest unto the woman? and he said, I 
am. 1? And Manoach said, If now thy words come to pass, what shall be [our] proceeding 
with the child, and what shall be done unto him? 13 And the angel of the Lord said unto 
Manoach, Of all that I have said unto the woman must she beware. 1 Of any thing that 
cometh of the grape-vine she may not eat, and wine or strong drink she may not drink, 
and any thing unclean she may not eat: all that I commanded her must she observe. 
15 And Manoach said unto the angel of the Lord, Let us, I pray thee, detain thee, and we 
will make a kid ready for thee. 1° And the angel of the Lord said unto Manoach, Though 
thou detain me, I will not eat of thy bread; but if thou wilt offer a burnt-offering, thou 
must offer it unto the Lord; for Manoach knew not that he was an angel of the Lord. 
17 And Manoach said unto the angel of the Lord, What is thy name, that, when thy word 
cometh to pass, we may do thee honor? 18 And the angel of the Lord said unto him, Why 
is it that thou wilt ask after my name, seeing it is secret? 19 And Manoach took the kid and 
the meat-offering, and offered it upon the rock unto the Lord: and he did wondrously; 
and Manoach and his wife looked on. 2° And it came to pass, when the flame went up 
from off the altar toward heaven, that the angel of the Lord ascended in the flame of the 
altar; and Manoach and his wife looked on, and they fell on their faces to the ground. 
21 And the angel of the Lord was no longer visible to Manoach and to his wife: then knew 
Manoach that he was an angel of the Lord. 22 And Manoach said unto his wife, We shall 
surely die, because a divine being have we seen. 23 But his wife said unto him, If the Lord 
were pleased to kill us, he would not have received from our hand a burnt-offering and 
a meat-offering, nor would he have let us see all these things, and at this time he would 
not have let us hear [such a thing] as this. 24 And the woman bore a son, and called his 
name Samson; and the child grew up, and the Lord blessed him. 25 And the Spirit of the 
Lord began to move him in Machaneh-dan between Zor'ah and Eshtaol. 


14 


1 And Samson went down to Timnathah, and saw a woman in Timnathah of the 
daughters of the Philistines. 2 And he went up, and told his father and his mother, and 


said, I have seen a woman in Timnathah of the daughters of the Philistines; and now take 
her to me for wife. 3 Then said unto him his father and his mother, Is there not among 
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the daughters of thy brethren, or among all my people, a woman, that thou art going to 


take a wife from the Philistines, the uncircumcised? And Samson said unto his father, 
This one take for me; for she pleaseth me well. 4 But his father and his mother knew 


not that it was from the Lord, that he sought but an occasion against the Philistines; and 


at that time the Philistines had dominion over Israel. > And Samson thus went down, 
with his father and his mother, to Timnathah; and when they were come as far as the 


vineyards of Timnathah, behold, a young lion came roaring toward him. © And the Spirit 
of the Lord came suddenly over him, and he rent him as he would have rent a kid, and he 
had nothing in his hand; but he told not his father or his mother what he had done. 7 And 
he went down, and spoke unto the woman; and she pleased Samson well. § And when 


he returned after a time to take her, he turned aside to see the carcass of the lion: and, 
behold, there was a swarm of bees in the carcass of the lion and honey likewise. 9 And 


he took it out in his hands, and went on, eating as he was going, and came to his father 
and mother, and he gave unto them, and they did eat; but he told them not that out of 
the carcass of the lion he had taken the honey. !° And his father went down unto the 
woman; and Samson made there a feast; for so used the young men to do. !! And it came 
to pass, when they saw him, that they brought thirty companions, and they remained 
with him. !2 And Samson said unto them, I will now propound unto you a riddle; if ye 
can in anywise tell it me within the seven days of the feast, and find it out, then will I 
give you thirty shirts and thirty changes of garments; 13 But if ye will not be able to tell it 
to me, then shall ye give me thirty shirts and thirty changes of garments. And they said 
unto him, Propound thy riddle, that we may hear it. 4 And he said unto them, Out of 
the eater came forth food, and out of the strong came forth sweetness. And they could 
not solve the riddle in three days. 15 And it came to pass on the seventh day, that they 
said unto Samson's wife, Persuade thy husband, that he may solve unto us the riddle, 
lest we burn thee and thy father's house with fire: have ye invited us to impoverish us? 
is it not so? 16 And Samson's wife wept before him, and said, Thou doest but hate me, 
and lovest me not: that riddle hast thou propounded unto the children of my people, 
and me hast thou not told [the solution]. And he said unto her, Behold, I have not told 
it to my father and to my mother, and thee shall I tell it? 17 And she wept before him 
the seven days, while their feast lasted; and it came to pass on the seventh day, that he 
told her, because she had worried him: and she told [the solution of] the riddle to the 
children of her people. 18 Then said unto him the men of the city on the seventh day 
before the sun was yet gone down, What is sweeter than honey? and what is stronger 
than a lion? And he said unto them, If ye had not ploughed with my heifer, ye had not 
found out my riddle. 19 And the Spirit of the Lord came suddenly over him, and he went 
down to Ashkelon, and slew of them thirty men, and he took their apparel, and gave the 
changes of garments unto the expounders of the riddle; but his anger was kindled, and 
he went up to his father's house. 2° And Samson's wife was given to his companion who 
had been given him as his associate. 


15 

1 And it came to pass after some time, in the time of wheat-harvest, that Samson 
visited his wife with a kid; and he said, Let me go in to my wife into the chamber; but 
her father would not suffer him to go in. 2 And her father said, I verily thought that thou 
didst utterly hate her; therefore I gave her to thy companion: is not her younger sister 
fairer than she? Let her be thine, I pray thee, instead of her. ? And Samson said to them, 
Now shall I be more blameless than the Philistines, though I do them evil. 4 And Samson 
went and caught three hundred foxes, and took torches, and turned tail to tail, and put 


one torch between two tails in the midst; 5 And he set the torches on fire, and let them 
go into the standing corn of the Philistines, and burnt up both shocks and standing corn, 


as also olive-yards. © Then said the Philistines, Who hath done this! And they answered, 
Samson, the son-in-law of the Thimnite, because he hath taken his wife, and given her 
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to his companion. And the Philistines went up, and burnt her and her father with fire. 
7 And Samson said unto them, Since ye will do the like of this, I will surely be avenged on 
you, and after that will I cease. And he smote them hip and thigh with a great slaughter; 
and he went down and tarried in the cleft of the rock 'Etam. ° And the Philistines went up, 
and encamped in Judah, and spread themselves in Lechi. 1° And the men of Judah said, 
Why are ye come up against us? And they answered, To bind Samson are we come up, to 
do to him as he hath done to us. !! Thereupon went three thousand men of Judah down 
to the cleft of the rock 'Etam, and said to Samson, Knowest thou not that the Philistines 


rule over us? and what is this that thou hast done unto us? And he said unto them, As 
they did unto me, so have I done unto them. !2 And they said unto him, To bind thee 


are we come down, to deliver thee into the hand of the Philistines. And Samson said 
unto them, Swear unto me, that ye will not assail me yourselves. !3 And they said unto 


him, thus, No; for we will [only] bind thee fast, and deliver thee into their hand; but we 
will in no-wise kill thee. And they bound him with two new cords, and brought him up 
from the rock. 14 When he was come unto Lechi, the Philistines shouted against him; but 
the Spirit of the Lord came suddenly over him, and the cords that were upon his arms 


became as flax threads that are burnt with fire, and his bands melted from off his hands. 
15 And he found a fresh jaw-bone of an ass, and put forth his hand, and took it, and smote 


therewith a thousand men. 16 And Samson said, With a jaw-bone of an ass, heaps upon 
heaps, with the jaw-bone of an ass have I smitten a thousand men. 17 And it came to 
pass, when he had made an end of speaking, that he cast away the jaw-bone out of his 
hand, and called that place Ramath-lechi. 18 And he became very thirsty, and he called 
on the Lord, and said, Thou hast granted through the hand of thy servant this great 


deliverance; and now shall I die for thirst, and fall into the hand of the uncircumcised? 
19 But God clave a hollow place that was at Lechi, and there came forth water out of it; 


and he drank, and his spirit came again, and he revived; wherefore he called the name 
thereof 'En-hakkore, which is in Lechi unto this day. 2° And he judged Israel in the days 
of the Philistines twenty years. 


16 


1 Then went Samson to Gazzah, and saw there a harlot, and went in unto her. 2 And it 
was told to the Gazzites, saying, Samson is come hither: and they compassed him in, and 


lay in wait for him all the night in the gate of the city, and held themselves quiet all the 
night, saying, By the time it is light in the morning will we kill him. 3 And Samson lay 
till midnight; but he arose at midnight, and took hold of the doors of the city-gate, and 
the two door-posts, and tore them away with the bolt, and put them upon his shoulders, 
and carried them up to the top of the mount that is before Hebron. 4 And it came to 
pass after this, that he loved a woman in the valley of Shorek, whose name was Delilah. 
5 And the lords of the Philistines came up unto her, and said unto her, Persuade him, and 
see wherein his great strength lieth, and by what means we may prevail over him, that 
we may bind him to subdue him: and we will give thee every one of us eleven hundred 
pieces of silver. © And Delilah said to Samson, Tell me, I pray thee, wherein thy great 
strength lieth, and wherewith thou canst be bound to subdue thee. 7 And Samson said 
unto her, If they bind me with seven moist cords which have not yet been dried, then 
shall I become weak, and be like any other of mankind. ® And the lords of the Philistines 
brought up to her seven moist cords which had not yet been dried, and she bound him 
with them. ° And she had men lying in wait, sitting near her in the chamber. And she said 
unto him, The Philistines are upon thee, Samson. And he tore the cords, as a thread of 
tow is torn when it toucheth the fire; and his strength was not perceived. 1° And Delilah 
said unto Samson, Behold, thou hast deceived me, and told me lies; now do tell me, I pray 
thee, wherewith thou canst be bound. " And he said unto her, If they bind me fast with 
new ropes that have never been used in work, then shall I become weak, and be like any 
other of mankind. 12 And Delilah took new ropes, and bound him therewith, and said 
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unto him, The Philistines are upon thee, Samson. And the liers in wait were sitting in 


the chamber. But he tore them from off his arms like a thread. 13 And Delilah said unto 
Samson, Hitherto thou hast deceived me, and told me lies; do tell me wherewith thou 
canst be bound. And he said unto her, If thou weavest the seven locks of my head with 


the web. !4 And she fastened it with the pin, and said unto him, The Philistines are upon 
thee, Samson. And he awakened out of his sleep, and tore away the pin of the loom, with 
the web. 15 And she said unto him, How canst thou say, I love thee, when thy heart is not 
with me? these three times hast thou deceived me, and hast not told me wherein thy 
great strength lieth. 16 And it came to pass, when she worried him daily with her words, 
and urged him, that his soul became impatient to die; 1” And he told her all his heart, 
and said unto her, A razor hath not passed over my head; for a Nazarite of God have I 
been from my mother's womb; if I were shaved, my strength would depart from me, and 


I should become weak, and be like all other men. 18 And when Delilah saw that he had 
told her all his heart, she sent and called for the lords of the Philistines, saying, Come 


up this once; for he hath told me all his heart. Then came the lords of the Philistines 
up unto her, and brought the money in their hand. 19 And she made him sleep upon her 


knees; and she called a man, and caused him to shave off the seven locks of his head; 
and she began to subdue him, and his strength departed from him. 2° And she said, The 


Philistines are upon thee, Samson. And he awoke out of his sleep, and thought, I will go 
out as at other times before, and shake myself free. But he knew not that the Lord had 
departed from him. 2! And the Philistines seized him, and put out his eyes, and brought 
him down to Gazzah, and bound him with fetters of copper; and he had to grind in the 
prison-house. 22 But the hair of his head began to grow again after it was shaved off. 
23 And the lords of the Philistines gathered themselves together to offer a great sacrifice 
unto Dagon their god, and to rejoice; and they said, Our god hath delivered into our 
hand Samson our enemy. 24 And when the people saw him, they praised their god; for 
they said, Our god hath delivered into our hand our enemy, and the destroyer of our 
country, and him who hath slain so many of us. 25 And it came to pass, when their heart 
was merry, that they said, Call for Samson, that he may make sport for us. And they 
called for Samson out of the prison-house; and he made sport before them; and they 
placed him between the pillars. 2° And Samson said unto the lad that held him by the 
hand, Suffer me [to go] and let me feel the pillars whereupon the house is supported, 
that I may lean upon them. 27 Now the house was full of men and women; and there 
were all the lords of the Philistines; and upon the roof were about three thousand men 
and women, that looked on while Samson made sport. 28 And Samson called unto the 
Lord, and said, O Lord Eternal, remember me, I pray thee, and do thou strengthen me 
only this once, O God, that I may be avenged for one of my two eyes on the Philistines. 
29 And Samson threw his arms around the two middle pillars upon which the house was 
supported, and he leaned on them, [on] one with his right hand, and [on] the other with 
his left. 3° And Samson said, Let me die with the Philistines. And he bent [them] with 
might, and the house fell upon the lords, and upon all the people that were therein. So 
the dead whom he slew at his death were more than those whom he had slain in his life. 
31 Then came down his brothers and all the house of his father, and they took him up, 


and carried him up, and buried him between Zor'ah and Eshtaol, in the burying-place of 
Manoach his father. And he had judged Israel twenty years. 


17 


1 And there was a man of the mountain of Ephraim, whose name was Michayhu. 2 And 


he said unto his mother, The eleven hundred shekels of silver that were taken from thee, 
about which thou cursedst, and spokest of also in my ears,—behold, the silver is with 


me; I took it. And his mother said, Blessed be my son unto the Lord. 3 And he restored 
the eleven hundred shekels of silver to his mother; and his mother said, I had wholly 
dedicated the silver unto the Lord from my hand, for my son, to make a graven and 
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molten image; and now I will give it back unto thee. 4 Yet he gave the money back unto 
his mother; and his mother took two hundred shekels of silver, and gave them to the 
silversmith, who made thereof a graven and molten image; and it was in the house of 
Micah. > And the man Micah had a house of god, and he made an ephod, and teraphim, 
and consecrated one of his sons, who became his priest. © In those days there was no 
king in Israel: every man did what seemed right in his own eyes. 7 And there was a young 
man out of Beth-lechem-judah of the family of Judah, but he was a Levite, and sojourned 
there. 8 And the man departed from the city, from Beth-lechem-judah, to sojourn where 
he could find [a place]; and he came to the mountain of Ephraim to the house of Micah, 
as he was pursuing his journey. ? And Micah said unto him, Whence comest thou? And 
he said unto him, I am a Levite from Beth-lechem-judah, and I go to sojourn where I may 
find [a place]. 1° And Micah said unto him, Remain with me, and become unto mea father 
and a priest, and I will give thee ten shekels of silver for the year, and suitable apparel, 
and thy victuals. And the Levite went in. 1! And the Levite consented to dwell with the 
man; and the young man was unto him as one of his sons. 12 And Micah consecrated 
the Levite; and the young man became his priest, and remained in the house of Micah. 
13 Then said Micah, Now I know that the Lord will do me good, seeing I have obtained a 
Levite for priest. 


18 


1 In those days there was no king in Israel; and in those days the tribe of the Danites 
were seeking for themselves an inheritance to dwell in; for there had not fallen to their 
share up to that day among the tribes of Israel a [sufficient] inheritance. 2 And the 
children of Dan sent from their family five men from among themselves, men of valor, 
from Zor'ah, and from Eshtaol, to spy out the land, and to search it; and they said unto 
them, Go, search the land. And they came to the mountain of Ephraim, as far as the 
house of Micah, and lodged there. 3 They were just by the house of Micah, when they 
recognized the voice of the young man the Levite; and they turned in thither, and said 
unto him, Who brought thee hither? and what doest thou in this place? and what hast 


thou here? 4 And he said unto them, Thus and thus hath Micah done unto me; and he 
hired me, and I became his priest. 5 And they said unto him, Ask counsel, we pray thee, 


of God, that we may know whether our way on which we are going shall be prosperous. 
6 And the priest said unto them, Go in peace: before the Lord is your way on which ye 
will go. 7 And the five men departed, and came to Layish, and saw the people that were 
therein, dwelling in security, after the manner of the Zidonians, quiet and secure; and 
no one inflicted any wrong in the land, as hereditary ruler; and they were far from the 
Zidonians, and had no concern with any man. 8 And they came unto their brethren to 
Zor'ah and Eshtaol: and their brethren said unto them, What [news bring] ye? 9 And 
they said, Arise, and let us go up against them; for we have seen the land, and, behold, 
it is very good: and you keep still! be not slothful, to go, to enter to take possession of 
the land. 1° When ye enter, ye will come unto a secure people, and the land is roomy; for 
God hath given it into your hand; a place where there is no want of anything that is on 
the earth. 11 And there went from there of the family of the Danites, out of Zor'ah and 
out of Eshtaol, six hundred men girded with weapons of war. 12 And they went up, and 
encamped in Kiryath-ye'arim, in Judah; wherefore they called that place Machaneh-dan 
until this day; behold, it is behind Kiryath-ye'arim. 13 And they passed thence unto the 
mountain of Ephraim, and came as far as the house of Micah. 14 Then commenced the 
five men that had gone to spy out the country of Layish, and said unto their brethren, 
Do ye know that there are in these houses an ephod, and teraphim, and a graven and 
molten image? and now consider what ye have to do. 15 And they turned thitherward, 
and came to the house of the young man the Levite, unto the house of Micah, and asked 
him after his welfare. 16 And the six hundred men who were of the children of Dan, 
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girded with their weapons of war, remained standing by the entrance of the gate. 17 And 
the five men that had gone to spy out the land went up, and came in thither, and took the 
graven image, and the ephod, and the teraphim, and the molten image; and the priest 
stood in the entrance of the gate with the six hundred men that were girded with the 
weapons of war. 18 And these went into Micah's house, and took the graven image, the 
ephod, and the teraphim, and the molten image; and the priest said unto them, What 
are ye doing? 19 And they said unto him, Be still, lay thy hand upon thy mouth, and go 
with us, and become to us a father and a priest: is it better that thou be a priest unto 
the house of one man, or that thou be a priest unto a tribe and a family in Israel? 2° And 
the priest's heart became glad, and he took the ephod, and the teraphim, and the graven 
image, and came into the midst of the people. 2! And they turned and went away, and 
placed the little ones and the cattle and the heavy things before them. 22 When they 


were at a distance from the house of Micah, the men that were in the houses near to 
Micah's house were called together, and they overtook the children of Dan. 23 And they 


called unto the children of Dan, who turned their faces, and said unto Micah, What aileth 
thee, that thou hast called out thy people? 24 And he said, My god which I made have ye 


taken away, and the priest, and are gone away; and what have I more? and what is this 
ye say unto me, What aileth thee? 25 And the children of Dan said unto him, Cause not 
thy voice to be heard among us, lest men of an embittered spirit assail thee, and thou 
lose thy life, with the life of thy household. 26 And the children of Dan went on their 
way; and when Micah saw that they were too strong for him, he turned and went back 
unto his house. 2” And they took what Micah had made, and the priest whom he had 
had, and came over Layish, over a people that were quiet and secure; and they smote 
them with the edge of the sword, and the city they burnt with fire. 28 And there was no 
deliverer; because it was far from Zidon, and the people had no business with any man; 
and it was in the valley that lieth by Beth-rechob. And they rebuilt the city, and dwelt 
therein. 29 And they called the name of the city, Dan, after the name of Dan their father, 
who was born unto Israel: nevertheless, Layish was the name of the city at first. 3° And 
the children of Dan erected for themselves the graven image: and Jonathan, the son of 
Gershom, the son of Menasseh, he and his sons were priests to the tribe of Dan until the 
day of the exile of the land. 3! And they set up for themselves Micah's graven image, 
which he had made, all the time that the house of God was in Shiloh. 


19 


1 And it came to pass in those days, when there was no king in Israel, that there was 
a certain Levite sojourning on the lower edge of the mountain of Ephraim, who took to 
himself a concubine out of Beth-lechem-judah. 2 And his concubine became faithless 
unto him, and she went away from him unto her father's house to Beth-lechem-judah, 
and was there one year and four months. 3 And then her husband arose, and went after 
her, to speak friendly unto her, to bring her back; and he had his servant with him, and a 
couple of asses: and she brought him into her father's house; and when the father of the 
damsel saw him, he rejoiced to meet him. 4 And his father-in-law, the damsel's father, 
detained him; and he abode with him three days: and they ate and drank, and lodged 
there. > And it came to pass on the fourth day, that they arose early in the morning, and 
he rose up to depart; but the damsel's father said unto his son-in-law, Comfort thy heart 
with a morsel of bread, and afterward can ye go your way. © And they sat down, and both 
of them ate together and drank; and the damsel's father said unto the man, Do consent, 
I pray thee, and tarry all night, and let thy heart be merry. 7 Still the man rose up to 
depart; but his father-in-law urged him, and he turned back and lodged there. 8 And 
when he arose early in the morning on the fifth day to depart, the damsel's father said, 
Comfort thy heart, I pray thee, and tarry until the decline of the day: and both of them 
did eat. 9 And when the man rose up to depart, he, and his concubine, and his servant, his 
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father-in-law, the damsel's father, said unto him, Behold, now the day draweth toward 
evening, tarry all night, I pray you: behold, it is the resting time of day, lodge here, and 
let thy heart be merry; and you may get early tomorrow on your way, and go then to thy 
tent. !°But the man would not tarry that night, but he rose up and went away, and came 
as far as opposite Jebus, which is Jerusalem; and he had with him two saddled asses, and 
his concubine also was with him. !! When they were by Jebus, the day was far spent; and 
the servant said unto his master, Come, I pray thee, and let us turn in unto this city of 
the Jebusites, and lodge in it. !2 And his master said unto him, We will not turn into one 
of the cities of the stranger, that are not belonging to the children of Israel; but we will 
pass on as far as Gib'ah. 13 And he said unto his servant, Come, and let us draw near to 
one of these places; and let us lodge all night in Gib'ah, or in Ramah. 14 And they passed 
on and went forward; and the sun went down unto them by Gib'ah, which belongeth 
to Benjamin. 15 And they turned aside thither, to go in to lodge in Gib'ah; and when he 
went in, he sat down in the street of the city; for there was no man that brought them 
into his house to lodge. 1¢ And, behold, an old man was coming from his work out of the 
field at evening, and this man was from the mountain of Ephraim, and he sojourned in 
Gib'ah; but the men of the place were Benjamites. 1” And he lifted up his eyes, and saw 
the wayfaring man in the street of the city: and then said the old man, Whither goest 
thou? and whence comest thou? 18 And he said unto him, We are passing from Beth- 
lechem-judah toward the lower edge of the mountain of Ephraim; from there am I, and 
I went as far as Beth-lechem-judah; but I am going to the house of the Lord; and there 
is no man that bringeth me into his house. 19 Yet there is both straw and provender for 
our asses; and there are also bread and wine for me, and for thy handmaid, and for the 
young man who is with thy servants; there is no want of any thing. 2° And the old man 
said, Peace be with thee; only let all thy wants lie upon me; at least lodge not in the 
street. 2! So he brought him to his house, and gave provender unto the asses: and they 
washed their feet, and they ate and drank. 2? As they were making their hearts merry, 
behold, the men of the city, worthless people, beset the house round about, knocking at 
the door; and they said to the master of the house, the old man, thus, Bring forth the 
man that in come to thy house, that we may know him. 23 And the man, the master of 
the house, went out unto them, and said unto them, No, my brethren, I pray you, act 
not wickedly; since this man is once come into my house, do not this scandalous thing. 
24 Behold, here is my daughter a virgin, and his concubine; let me bring them out now, 
and humble ye them, and do to them what seemeth good in your eyes; but unto this man 
do not this scandalous thing. 25 But the men would not hearken to him; so the man took 
hold of his concubine, and brought her forth unto them into the street; and they knew 
her, and ill-used her all the night until the morning; and they let her go when the day 
began to dawn. 26 Then came the woman [home] in the early part of the morning, and 
fell down at the door of the man's house where her lord was, [and lay] till it was light. 
27 And when her lord rose up in the morning, and opened the doors of the house, and 
went out to go on his way: behold, the woman, his concubine, was lying at the door of 
the house, with her hands upon the threshold. 28 And he said unto her, Rise up, and let 
us be going; but no one answered. Then he took her upon the ass, and the man rose up, 
and went unto his place. 2? And when he was come into his house, he took a knife, and 
laid hold on his concubine, and divided her, according to her bones, into twelve pieces, 
and sent her about in all the territory of Israel. 3° And it happened, that whoever saw it 
said, There hath no such deed been done or seen from the day that the children of Israel 
came up out of the land of Egypt until this day: reflect well on it, give advice, and speak. 


20 


1 Then went out all the children of Israel, and the congregation was assembled 
together as one man, from Dan even to Beer-sheba', with the land of Gil'ad, unto the 
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Lord in Mizpah. 2 and there presented themselves the chiefs of all the people, of all 
the tribes of Israel, in the assembly of the people of God, four hundred thousand men 
on foot that drew the sword. 3 (And the children of Benjamin heard that the children 
of Israel were gone up to Mizpah.) And the children of Israel said, Speak, how did this 
wickedness take place? 4 And the Levite, the husband of the woman that was murdered, 
answered and said, I came to Gib'ah that belongeth to Benjamin, I and my concubine, 
to stay one night, 5 When the men of Gib'ah rose against me, and beset the house round 
about against me by night; me they intended to slay; and my concubine they humbled, so 
that she died. © AndI took hold of my concubine and cut her in pieces, and sent her about 
throughout all the fields of the inheritance of Israel; for they had committed incest and 
scandal in Israel. 7 Behold, ye are all here children of Israel: furnish for yourselves here 
advice and counsel. ® And all the people then arose as one man, saying, We will not go 
any of us to his tent, neither will we turn any of us into his house. ° And now this shall be 
the thing which we will do to Gib'ah: We will go up against it by lot; 1° And we will take 
ten men out of every hundred throughout all the tribes of Israel, and a hundred out of 
every thousand, and a thousand out of every ten thousand, to procure provisions for the 
people; that they may do, when they come to Gib'ah of Benjamin, in accordance with all 
the scandalous deed that they have wrought in Israel. ™ So all the men of Israel were 
gathered against the city, associated together as one man. !2 And the tribes of Israel sent 
men through all the divisions of Benjamin, saying, What wickedness is this that hath 
been done among you? 13 Now therefore deliver up the men, those worthless people, 
who are in Gib'ah, that we may put them to death, and remove evil from Israel. But the 
children of Benjamin would not hearken to the voice of their brethren the children of 
Israel. 14 And the children of Benjamin gathered themselves together out of the cities 
unto Gib'ah, to go out to battle with the children of Israel. 15 And at that time there were 
numbered of the children of Benjamin out of the cities twenty and six thousand men that 


drew the sword, beside the inhabitants of Gib'ah, who were numbered seven hundred 
chosen men. 1¢ Among all this people there were seven hundred chosen men lame in the 


right hand: every one of these could sling a stone at a hair, and would not miss. 17 And 
the men of Israel, beside Benjamin, were numbered four hundred thousand men that 
drew the sword: all these were men of war. 18 And they arose, and went up to Beth-el, 
and asked counsel of God; and the children of Israel said, Who of us shall go up at first 
to the battle with the children of Benjamin? And the Lord said, Judah, at first. 19 And 
the children of Israel rose up in the morning, and encamped against Gib'ah. 2° And the 
men of Israel went out to battle with Benjamin; and the men of Israel put themselves 
in battle-array against them by Gib'ah. 21 And the Children of Benjamin came forth out 
of Gib'ah, and struck down to the ground of the Israelites on that day twenty and two 
thousand men. 2? And the people the men of Israel took courage, and set themselves 
again in battle-array in the place where they had arrayed themselves on the first day. 
23 And the children of Israel went up and wept before the Lord until the evening, and 
asked counsel of the Lord, saying, Shall I again approach to battle with the children of 
Benjamin my brother? And the Lord said, Go up against him. 24 And the children of Israel 
came near against the children of Benjamin on the second day. 25 And Benjamin went 
forth against them out of Gib'ah on the second day, and struck down to the ground of 
the children of Israel again eighteen thousand men: all these were men that drew the 
sword. 26 Now all the children of Israel, and all the people, went up, and came unto Beth- 
el, and wept, and sat there before the Lord, and fasted on that day until the evening, and 
offered burnt-offerings and peace-offerings before the Lord. 2” And the children of Israel 
inquired of the Lord, (for there was the ark of the covenant of God in those days, 28 And 
Phinehas, the son of Elazar, the son of Aaron, stood before it in those days,) saying, shall 
I yet continue to go out to battle with the children of Benjamin my brother, or shall I 
forbear? And the Lord said, Go up; for tomorrow will I deliver him into thy hand. 29 And 
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Israel sent men to lie in wait round about Gib'ah. 3° And the children of Israel went up 
against the children of Benjamin on the third day, and put themselves in array against 
Gib'ah, as at previous times. 31 And the children of Benjamin went out against the people, 
and were drawn away from the city; and they began to smite some of the people, and 
kill, as at previous times, in the highways, of which one goeth up to Beth-el, and the 
other to Gib'ah in the field, about thirty men of Israel. 32 And the children of Benjamin 
said, They are defeated before us, as at the first. But the children of Israel said, Let us 
flee, and draw them from the city unto the highways. 3° And all the men of Israel rose 
up out of their place, and put themselves in array at Ba'al-thamar: and those that lay in 
wait of Israel rushed forth out of their place, out of the meadows of Gib'ah. 34 And there 
came against Gib'ah ten thousand chosen men out of all Israel, and the battle was severe; 
but they knew not that the evil was overtaking them. 35 And the Lord smote Benjamin 
before Israel; and the children of Israel destroyed of the Benjamites on that day twenty 


and five thousand and one hundred men: all these were those that drew the sword. 
36 And the children of Benjamin saw that they were defeated; for the men of Israel gave 


place to the Benjamites, because they trusted unto those that lay in wait whom they 
had set against Gib'ah. 37 And those in ambush hastened, and spread themselves over 
Gib'ah; and those that lay in wait moved along, and smote all the city with the edge of 
the sword. 38 Now there was an understanding between the men of Israel and those that 
lay in wait, that they should make an abundance of columns of smoke rise up out of the 
city. 39 And when the men of Israel turned round in the battle, and Benjamin began to 
smite and kill of the men of Israel about thirty persons; for they said, Surely they are 
entirely defeated before us, as in the first battle: 4° Then began the cloud to arise up out 
of the city as a pillar of smoke; and when the Benjamites looked behind them, behold, the 
flames of all the city were ascending up to heaven. 4! And when the men of Israel turned 
again, the men of Benjamin were amazed; for they saw that the evil had overtaken them. 
42 Therefore they turned round before the men of Israel unto the way to the wilderness; 
but the battle overtook them; and those who came out of the cities destroyed them in 
the midst of them. 43 They enclosed the Benjamites round about, chased them, they 
overtook them in their places of rest, as far as opposite to Gib'ah toward the rising of 
the sun. 44 And there fell of Benjamin eighteen thousand men: all these were men of 
valor. 4° And they turned and fled toward the wilderness unto the rock of Rimmon; and 
they gleaned of them in the highways five thousand men; and they pursued hard after 


them as far as Gid'om, and slew of them two thousand men. 4° So that all who fell on 
that day of Benjamin were twenty and five thousand men that drew the sword: all these 


were men of valor. 47 But six hundred men turned and fled into the wilderness unto 
the rock Rimmon, and they abode on the rock Rimmon four months. 48 And the men of 


Israel turned again upon the children of Benjamin, and smote them with the edge of the 
sword, as well the men of every city, as the beasts, and all that was found: also all the 
cities that they came upon did they set on fire. 


21 

1 Now the men of Israel had sworn in Mizpah, saying, Not any of us shall give his 
daughter unto Benjamin for wife. 2 And the people came to Beth-el, and abode there 
till the evening, before God, and they lifted up their voices, and wept with a great 
lamentation; 3 And they said, Wherefore, O Lord, God of Israel, is this come to pass in 
Israel, that there should be lacking this day out of Israel one tribe? 4 And it came to 
pass on the morrow, that the people rose early, and built there an altar, and offered 
burnt-offerings and peace-offerings. ° And the children of Israel said, Who is there 
among all the tribes of Israel that came not up with the congregation unto the Lord? 
For there had been taken the great oath concerning him that came not up to the Lord to 
Mizpah, saying, He shall surely be put to death. © And the children of Israel felt regret 
for Benjamin their brother, and they said, One tribe hath this day been cut down from 
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Israel. 7 What shall we do as respecteth wives for those that remain, since we have 
sworn by the Lord that we will give none of our daughters unto them for wives? ® And 
they said, what one is there of the tribes of Israel that came not up unto the Lord to 
Mizpah? And, behold, there had not come to the camp a man from Yabesh-gil'ad to the 
assembly. ? For the people were numbered, and, behold, there was not present a man of 
the inhabitants of Yabesh-gil'ad. 1° And the congregation sent thither twelve thousand 
persons of the valiant men, and commanded them, saying, Go and smite the inhabitants 
of Yabesh-gil'ad with the edge of the sword, with the women and the children. !! And 
this is the thing that ye shall do, every male, and every woman that hath known [man] 
by lying with him, shall ye devote. 12 And they found among the inhabitants of Yabesh- 
gil'ad four hundred young virgins that had not known man by lying with any male: and 
they brought them unto the camp to Shiloh, which is in the land of Canaan. 13 And the 
whole congregation sent and spoke to the children of Benjamin that were on the rock 
Rimmon, and offered them peace. 14 And Benjamin returned at that time: and they gave 
unto them the wives whom they had saved alive out of the women of Yabesh-gil'ad; 
but they found not sufficient for them in this way. 15 And the people felt regret for 
Benjamin; because that the Lord had made a breach in the tribes of Israel. 1° And the 
elders of the congregation said, What shall we do for those that remain as respecteth 
wives; because the women have been destroyed out of Benjamin? 1” And they said, Their 
inheritance must be secured for Benjamin, that not a tribe may be blotted out from 
Israel. 18 Nevertheless we ourselves are not able to give them wives of our daughters; for 
the children of Israel have sworn, saying, Cursed be he that giveth a wife to Benjamin. 
19 And they said, Behold, there is a feast of the Lord in Shiloh from year to year [at a 
place] which is on the north side of Beth-el, on the east side of the highway that goeth 
up from Beth-el to Shechem, and on the south of Lebonah. 2° And they commanded the 
children of Benjamin, saying, Go ye and lie in wait in the vineyards; 21 And look out, and, 
behold, if the daughters of Shiloh go out to dance in dances: then come ye forth out of 
the vineyards, and snatch you every man his wife from the daughters of Shiloh, and go 
then to the land of Benjamin. 2? And it shall be, when their fathers or their brothers 
come to contend with us, that we will say unto them, Be favorable unto them for our 
sakes; because we took not for each man his wife in the war; [and] because ye yourselves 
did not give them unto them, that ye should at this time be guilty. 23 And the children 
of Benjamin did so, and took themselves wives, according to their number, from the 
dancers whom they had stolen away; and they went and returned unto their inheritance, 
and rebuilt the cities, and dwelt in them. 24 And the children of Israel departed thence at 
that time, every man to his tribe and to his family, and they went out from there every 
man to his inheritance. 25 In those days there was no king in Israel: every man did what 
was right in his own eyes. 
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The First Book of Samuel Otherwise Called the First Book 
of the Kings 


1 And there was a certain man of Rama-thayim-zophim, of the mountain of Ephraim, 


whose name was Elkanah, the son of Yerocham, the son of Elihu, the son of Tochu, the 
son of Zuph, an Ephrathite. # And he had two wives; the name of the one was Hannah, and 


the name of the other Peninnah: Peninnah had children, but Hannah had no children. 
3 And this man went up out of his city from year to year to prostrate himself and to 


sacrifice unto the Lord of hosts in Shiloh. And at that place were the two sons of 'Eli, 
Chophni and Phinehas, priests of the Lord. 4 And when the day was come that Elkanah 
offered, he gave to Peninnah his wife, and to all her sons and her daughters, portions; 
5 But unto Hannah he gave a double portion; for Hannah he loved [greatly]; but the Lord 
had shut up her womb. © And her rival also provoked her continually, in order to make 
her fret; because the Lord had shut up her womb. 7 And he did so year by year, as often 
as she went up to the house of the Lord, so did she provoke her; wherefore she wept, 
and did not eat. ® Then said to her Elkanah her husband, Hannah, why wilt thou weep? 
and why wilt thou not eat? and why should thy heart be grieved? am not I better to 
thee than ten sons? ° And Hannah rose up after they had eaten in Shiloh, and after 
they had drunk; and 'Eli the priest was sitting upon a chair by the door-post of the 
temple of the Lord. 1° But she had bitterness of soul, and prayed unto the Lord, and 
wept greatly. 11 And she vowed a vow, and said, O Lord of hosts, if thou wilt indeed look 
on the affliction of thy handmaid, and remember me, and not forget thy handmaid, but 
wilt give unto thy handmaid a man-child: then will I give him unto the Lord all the days 
of his life, and no razor shall come upon his head. 12 And it came to pass, as she continued 
praying long before the Lord, that 'Eli watched her mouth. 13 Now as for Hannah, she 
spoke in her heart; only her lips moved, but her voice could not be heard; wherefore 
'Eli regarded her as a drunken woman. / And 'Eli said unto her, How long wilt thou 
be drunken? put away thy wine from off thee. 5 And Hannah answered and said, No, 
my Lord, I am a woman of a sorrowful spirit; but neither wine nor strong drink have I 
drunk, and I have poured out my soul before the Lord. !° Esteem not thy handmaid as 
a worthless woman; for out of the abundance of my grief and vexation have I spoken 
hitherto. 1” Then 'Eli answered and said, Go in peace; and may the God of Israel grant 
thy petition which thou hast asked of him. 18 And she said, Let thy handmaid find grace 
in thy eyes. The woman then went on her way, and did eat, and her countenance was no 
longer as before. !9 And they rose up early in the morning, and prostrated themselves 
before the Lord, and returned, and came to their house at Ramah; and Elkanah knew 
Hannah his wife; and the Lord remembered her. 2° And it came to pass, after the lapse 
of some time, that Hannah conceived, and bore a son; and she called his name Samuel, 
saying, Because from the Lord have I asked him. 21 And the man Elkanah went up, with 


all his house, to offer unto the Lord the yearly sacrifice, and his vow. 22 But Hannah did 
not go up; for she said unto her husband, So soon as the child shall be weaned, then I 
will bring him, that he may appear before the Lord, and abide there for ever. 23 And 
Elkanah her husband said unto her, Do what seemeth good in thy eyes; tarry until thou 
hast weaned him; only may the Lord fulfill his word. So the woman remained behind, 
and gave her son suck until she weaned him. 24 And she took him up with her, when 
she had weaned him, with three bullocks, and one ephah of flour, and a bottle of wine, 
and she brought him unto the house of the Lord at Shiloh; although the child was yet 
young. 25 And they slew a bullock, and brought the child to 'Eli. 26 And she said, Pardon, 
my Lord, as thy soul liveth, my Lord, I am the woman that stood by thee here, to pray 
unto the Lord. 27 For this lad did I pray; and the Lord hath granted me my petition which 
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I asked of him; 28 Therefore also have I lent him, for my part, to the Lord; all the days 
that have been assigned to him shall he be lent to the Lord. And he bowed himself there 
before the Lord. 


Z 


1 And Hannah prayed, and said, My heart is glad in the Lord, my horn is exalted 
through the Lord: my mouth is enlarged over my enemies; because I rejoice in thy 
salvation. 2 There is none holy like the Lord; for there is none beside thee; and there 
is not any rock like our God. 3 Talk no more so exceeding proudly; let not arrogance 
come out of your mouth; for a God of knowledge is the Lord, and by him are actions 
weighed. 4 The bow of the mighty is broken, and those that stumbled are girded with 
strength. 5 They that were full hire themselves out for bread; and they that were hungry 
cease [from labor]: while the barren hath born seven, she that hath many children fadeth 
away. © The Lord killeth, and maketh alive: he bringeth down to the grave, and bringeth 
up. 7 The Lord maketh poor and maketh rich: he bringeth low and also lifteth up. ® He 
raiseth up out of the dust the poor, from the dunghill he lifteth up the needy, to set 
them among nobles, and he assigneth them the throne of glory; for the Lord's are the 
pillars of the earth, on which he hath set the world. 9 He ever guardeth the feet of his 
pious ones, and the wicked shall be made silent in darkness; for not by strength can man 
prevail. 1° The Lord—his adversaries will be crushed; out of heaven will he thunder upon 
them: the Lord will judge the ends of the earth; and he will give strength unto his king, 
and lift up the horn of his anointed. 1! And Elkanah went to Ramah to his house. And 
the lad was ministering unto the Lord before 'Eli the priest. 12 And the sons of 'Eli were 
worthless men: they knew not the Lord. !° And the custom of the priests with the people 
was, that, when any man offered a sacrifice, the priest's servant came, while [the man] 
was seething the flesh, with a fork with three teeth in his hand; 14 And he struck it into 
the pan, or the kettle, or the caldron, or the pot; [and] all that the fork brought up the 
priest took away with it. So did they unto all the Israelites that came thither, to Shiloh. 
15 Even before they had yet burnt the fat, the priest's servant would come, and say to 
the man that sacrificed, Give flesh to roast for the priest; for he will not take from thee 
sodden flesh, but raw. !¢ And if the man said unto him, They will surely presently burn 
the fat, and then take whatever thy soul may long for: then would he say, No; but thou 
shalt give it me now; and if not, I will take it by force. 1” And the sin of the young men was 
very great before the Lord; for the men despised the offering of the Lord. !8 But Samuel 
was ministering before the Lord, being a lad, girded with a linen ephod. 19 Moreover his 
mother used to make him a little overcoat, and brought it to him from year to year, when 
she came up with her husband to offer the yearly sacrifice. 2° And 'Eli blessed Elkanah 
and his wife, and said, May the Lord give thee seed from this woman instead of the loan 
who is lent to the Lord. And they went back unto his place. 21 And truly the Lord visited 
Hannah, and she conceived, and bore three sons and two daughters. And the lad Samuel 
grew up before the Lord. 22 Now 'Eli was very old, and heard all that his sons were in the 
habit of doing unto all Israel; and how they would lie with the women that assembled at 
the door of the tabernacle of the congregation. 23 And he said unto them, Why will ye do 
such things? for I hear of your evil dealings from all this people. 24 No, my sons; for the 
report that I hear is not good, which the Lord's people spread abroad. 25 If one man sin 
against another, the judge shall judge him; but if against the Lord a man should sin, who 
shall pray for him? Nevertheless would they not hearken unto the voice of their father, 
because the Lord desired to slay them. 2° And the lad Samuel was constantly growing 
and increasing in favor both with the Lord, and also with men. 27 And there came a man 
of God unto 'Eli, and said unto him, Thus hath said the Lord, Did I [not] appear unto the 
house of thy father, when they were in Egypt, in Pharaoh's house? 28 And did I [not] 
choose him out of all the tribes of Israel to me as a priest, to offer upon my altar, to burn 
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incense, to wear an ephod before me? and did I [not] give unto the house of thy father 
all the fire-offerings of the children of Israel? 29 Wherefore kick ye at my sacrifice and at 
my meat-offering, which I have commanded in [my] habitation? and [why] honoredst 
thou thy sons above me, to fatten yourselves with the first of every offering of Israel my 
people? 3° Therefore saith the Lord the God of Israel, I had indeed said, Thy house, and 
the house of thy father, should walk before me for ever; but now, saith the Lord, Be it 
far from me; for those that honor me will I honor, and those that despise me shall be 
lightly esteemed. 3! Behold, days are coming, that I will hew off thy arm, and the arm 
of thy father's house, so that there shall not be an old man in thy house. 32 And thou 
shalt behold a rival in my habitation, in all that by which he will do good for Israel: and 
there shall not be an old man in thy house in all times. 33 And yet I will not cut off the 
men descended from thee from my altar, to consume thy eyes, and to grieve thy soul: 
and all the increase of thy house shall die as [vigorous] men. 34 And this shall be unto 
thee the sign, that shall happen on thy two sons, on Chophni and Phinehas: On one day 
shall they, both of them, die. 35 And I will raise up to me a faithful priest, who shall 
do in accordance with what is in my heart and in my mind; and I will build for him an 
enduring house; and he shall walk before my anointed in all times. 36 And it shall come 
to pass, that whoever is left in thy house shall come to bow down to him for a gera of 
silver and a loaf of bread, and shall say, Attach me, I pray thee, unto one of the priestly 
offices, that I may eat a piece of bread. 


1 And the lad Samuel was ministering unto the Lord before 'Eli. And the word of the 
Lord was scarce in those days: prophecy was not extended. 2 And it came to pass one 
day, when 'Eli was lying down in his place, and his eyes had begun to grow dim, he could 
not see; 3 And the lamp of God had not yet gone out, while Samuel was lying down in [the 
hall of] the temple of the Lord, where the ark of God was; 4 That the Lord called Samuel: 


and he said, Here am I. 5 And he ran unto 'Eli, and said, Here am I; for thou didst call me. 
And he said, I did not call: lie down again. And he went and lay down. © And the Lord 


continued to call again, Samuel. And Samuel arose and went to 'Eli, and said, Here am 
I; for thou didst call me. And he answered, I did not call, my son: lie down again. 7 And 
Samuel knew not yet the Lord, nor had the word of the Lord been as yet revealed unto 
him. 8 And the Lord continued to call, Samuel, the third time; and he arose and went to 
'Eli, and said, Here am I; for thou didst call me. And 'Eli then perceived that the Lord 
was calling the lad. 9 And 'Eli said unto Samuel, Go, lie down; and it shall be, if he call 
thee, that thou shalt say, Speak, Lord; for thy servant heareth. And Samuel went and lay 
down in his place. 1° And the Lord came, and placed himself, and called as at previous 
times, Samuel, Samuel. And Samuel said, Speak; for thy servant heareth. 1! And the 
Lord said to Samuel, Behold, I will do a thing in Israel, at which both the ears of every 
one that heareth it shall tingle. 12 On that day will I fulfill on 'Eli all that I have spoken 
concerning his house: I will begin and finish. 13 And I tell him that I will judge his house 
for ever; for the iniquity that he knew that his sons were drawing a curse on themselves, 


and he restrained them not. And therefore have I sworn unto the house of 'Eli, that 
the iniquity of 'Eli's house shall not be atoned for with sacrifice or meat-offering for 


ever. 15 And Samuel lay until the morning, when he opened the doors of the house of 


the Lord; and Samuel feared to tell the vision unto 'Eli. 1° But 'Eli called Samuel, and said, 
Samuel, my son. And he said, Here am I. 17 And he said, What is the word which he hath 


spoken unto thee? do not, I pray thee, conceal it from me: may God do to thee thus, and 
continue to do so, if thou conceal any thing from me of all the word that he hath spoken 
unto thee. 18 And Samuel told him all the words, and concealed nothing from him. And 
he said, He is the Lord: let him do what seemeth good in his eyes. 19 And Samuel grew up, 
and the Lord was with him, and he did not let fall any one of all his words to the ground. 
20 And thus knew all Israel from Dan even to Beer-sheba' that Samuel was accredited as a 
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prophet of the Lord. 21 And the Lord continued to appear in Shiloh; for the Lord revealed 
himself to Samuel in Shiloh by the word of the Lord. 


4 


1 And the word of Samuel became known to all Israel. Now Israel went out against the 
Philistines to battle, and encamped beside Eben-ha'ezer; and the Philistines encamped 
in Aphek. 2 And the Philistines put themselves in battle-array against Israel; and the 
battle became general, and Israel was smitten before the Philistines: and they slew on 
the battle-ground, in the field, about four thousand men. 3 And when the people were 
come back into the camp, the elders of Israel said, Wherefore hath the Lord smitten 
us this day before the Philistines? Let us bring over to us out of Shiloh the ark of the 
covenant of the Lord, that it may come in the midst of us, and deliver us out of the hand 
of our enemies. 4So the people sent to Shiloh, and they brought away from there the ark 


of the covenant of the Lord of hosts, who dwelleth over the cherubim: and the two sons 
of 'Eli, Chophni and Phinehas, were there with the ark of the covenant of God. ° And it 


happened when the ark of the covenant of the Lord came into the camp, that all Israel 
set up a great shout, so that the earth trembled. © And when the Philistines heard the 
noise of the shouting, they said, What meaneth the noise of this great shouting in the 
camp of the Hebrews? And they understood that the ark of the Lord was come into the 
camp. 7 And the Philistines were afraid; for they said, God is come into the camp. And 
they said, Woe unto us! for the like of this hath not been, yesterday or the day before. 
8 Woe unto us! who shall deliver us out of the hand of these mighty Gods? these are the 
Gods that smote the Egyptians with every plague in the wilderness. ° Be strong, and act 
like men, O Philistines, so that ye become not servants unto the Hebrews, as they have 
been servants to you: therefore act like men, and fight. 1° And the Philistines fought, 
and the Israelites were smitten, and they fled every man unto his tent: and the defeat 
was very great; and there fell of Israel thirty thousand men on foot. 11 And the ark of 
God was taken; and the two sons of 'Eli, Chophni and Phinehas, died also. 12 And there 
ran a man of Benjamin from the battlefield, and came to Shiloh on the same day, with 
his clothes rent, and earth upon his head. 13 And when he came, lo, 'Eli was sitting upon 
a chair by the wayside watching; for his heart was anxious for the ark of God. And when 
the man came to tell it in the city, all the city cried out. 14 And when 'Eli heard the 
noise of the crying, he said, What meaneth the noise of this multitude? And the man 
came in hastily, and told it to 'Eli. 15 Now 'Eli was ninety and eight years old; and his 
eyes were fixed, so that he could not see. 1° And the man said unto 'Eli, 1 am the person 
that came from the battlefield, and I myself fled from the battlefield today. And he said, 
What was it that took place, my son? 1!” And the messenger answered and said, Israel is 
fled before the Philistines, and there hath also been a great slaughter among the people, 
and also thy two sons, Chophni and Phinehas, are dead, and the ark of God hath been 
taken. 18 And it came to pass, when he mentioned the ark of God, that he fell from off 
the chair backward by the side of the gate, and his neck was broken, and he died; for 
the man was old, and heavy. And he had judged Israel forty years. 19 And his daughter- 


in-law, the wife of Phinehas, was with child, near to be delivered: and when she heard 
the tidings concerning that the ark of God had been taken, and that her father-in-law 


and her husband were dead, she sank down and gave birth; for her pains came suddenly 
upon her. 2° And at the moment of her dying, the women that stood around her spoke 
[unto her], Fear not; for a son hast thou born. But she answered not, nor did she take 
it to heart. 21 And she named the child I-chabod, saying, Glory is departed from Israel; 
because of the taking away of the ark of God, and because of her father-in-law and her 
husband. 2? And she said, Glory is departed from Israel; for the ark of God hath been 
taken away. 
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1 And the Philistines took the ark of God, and brought it from Eben-ha'ezer unto 
Ashdod. 2 And the Philistines took the ark of God, and brought it into the house of Dagon, 
and set it by Dagon. ? And when the people of Ashdod arose early on the morrow, behold, 
Dagon was lying upon his face on the earth before the ark of the Lord. And they took 
Dagon, and set him again in his place. 4 And when they arose early on the morning of 
the following day, behold, Dagon was lying upon his face on the ground before the ark 
of the Lord; and the head of Dagon and both the palms of his hands were cut off upon 
the threshold; only the fish portion was left on him. > Therefore do the priests of Dagon, 
and all that come into Dagon's house, not step on the threshold of Dagon in Ashdod even 
until this day. © And the hand of the Lord became heavy upon the people of Ashdod, and 
he destroyed them, and smote them with hemorrhoids, even Ashdod and its territory. 
7 And when the men of Ashdod saw that it was so, they said, The ark of the God of Israel 
shall not remain with us; for his hand is sore upon us, and upon Dagon our God. 8 And 
they sent and gathered together all the lords of the Philistines unto them, and said, What 
shall we do with the ark of the God of Israel? And they answered, Let the ark of the God 
of Israel be removed unto Gath. And they removed the ark of the God of Israel thither. 
9 And it happened, after they had removed it, that the hand of the Lord was against the 
city with a very great confusion; and he smote the men of the city, both small and great, 
and they had hemorrhoids in their secret parts. !}° And they sent away the ark of God 
to 'Ekron. And it came to pass, as the ark of God came to 'Ekron, that the 'Ekronites 
cried out, saying, They have removed to us the ark of the God of Israel, to slay us and our 
people. 1! So they sent and gathered together all the lords of the Philistines, and said, 
Send away the ark of the God of Israel, that it may return to its own place, so that it may 
not slay us, and our people; for there was a confusion of death throughout all the city; 
the hand of God was very heavy there. 12 And the people that did not die were smitten 
with the hemorrhoids; and the lamentation of the city went up to heaven. 


6 


1 And the ark of the Lord was in the fields of the Philistines seven months. 2 And the 
Philistines called for the priests and the diviners, saying, What shall we do with the ark 


of the Lord? let us know wherewith we shall send off it to its place. 3 And they said, If ye 
send away the ark of the God of Israel, send it not away empty; but ye must to a certainty 
return him a trespass-offering: then will ye be healed, and it will be known to you why 
his hand is not removed from you. 4 And they said, What shall be the trespass-offering 
that we shall return to him? And they answered, According to the number of the lords of 
the Philistines, five golden hemorrhoids, and five golden mice; for one plague affected 
them all, and your lords. > Therefore make images of your hemorrhoids, and images of 
your mice that devastate the land; and give glory unto the God of Israel: perhaps he will 
lighten his hand from off you, and from off your gods, and from off your land. ¢ And why 
will ye harden your heart, just as the Egyptians and Pharaoh hardened their heart? Did 
not they, when he had wrought wonderful deeds among them, dismiss them, and they 
departed? 7 And now make a new wagon, and take two milch-cows, on which there hath 
come no yoke, and harness the cows to the wagon, and bring their calves home away 
from them: 8 And take the ark of the Lord, and place it into the wagon; and the articles 
of gold, which ye return him as a trespass-offering, ye must put in a casket alongside of 
it; and then send it away, that it may go. ° And then see, if it go up by the way to its own 
boundary, to Beth-shemesh, then hath he done us this great evil; but if not, then shall we 
know that not his hand hath smitten us; it is a chance which hath happened to us. !° And 
the men did so; and they took two milch-cows, and harnessed them to the wagon, and 
their calves they shut up at home: 11 And they placed the ark of the Lord in the wagon, 
and the casket with the mice of gold and images of their hemorrhoids. 12 And the cows 
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went straight forward on the way on the road to Beth-shemesh: on one highway they 
did go along, lowing as they went, and turned not aside to the right or to the left; and 


the lords of the Philistines went after them as far as the border of Beth-shemesh. 13 And 
they of Beth-shemesh were reaping their wheat harvest in the valley; and when they 


lifted up their eyes, and saw the ark, they rejoiced to see it. 14 And the wagon came to 
the field of Joshua, the Beth-shemite, and stood still there; and there was a great stone; 
and they split the wood of the wagon, and the cows they offered as a burnt-offering unto 
the Lord. 15 And the Levites took down the ark of the Lord, and the casket that was with 
it, wherein were the articles of gold, and put them on the great stone; and the men of 
Beth-shemesh offered bunt-offerings and sacrificed sacrifices on the same day unto the 
Lord. !6 And when the five lords of the Philistines had seen it, they returned to 'Ekron on 
the same day. 1” And these are the golden hemorrhoids which the Philistines returned 
as a trespass-offering unto the Lord: For Ashdod one, for Gazzah one, for Ashkelon one, 
for Gath one, for 'Ekron one. !8 And the golden mice were according to the number of all 
the cities of the Philistines under the five lords, from the fortified city, down to the open 
village, even unto the great stone whereon they had set down the ark of the Lord, and 
which is unto this day in the field of Joshua, the Beth-shemite. !° And he smote among 
the men of Beth-shemesh, because they had looked into the ark of the Lord, namely, he 
smote among the people seventy men and fifty thousand men: and the people mourned 
because the Lord had caused among the people a great slaughter. 2° And the men of 
Beth-shemesh said, Who is able to stand before the Lord, this holy God? and to whom 
shall it go up away from us? 2! And they sent messengers to the inhabitants of Kiryath- 
ye'arim, saying, The Philistines have brought back the ark of the Lord: come ye down, 
and fetch it up to you. 


1 And the men of Kiryath-ye'arim came, and fetched up the ark of the Lord, and 
brought it unto the house of Abinadab on the hill, and Elazar his son they sanctified 
to guard the ark of the Lord. 2 And it came to pass, from the time the ark remained in 
Kiryath-ye'arim, and the time was long, and it was twenty years: that all the house of 
Israel followed anxiously after the Lord. 3 And Samuel said unto all the house of Israel, 
as followeth, If with all your heart ye do return unto the Lord, then put away the gods of 
the stranger and the 'Ashtaroth from your midst, and direct your heart unto the Lord, 
and serve him alone: and then will he deliver you out of the hand of the Philistines. 
4Then did the children of Israel put away the Be'alim and the 'Ashtaroth, and served the 
Lord alone. 5 And Samuel said, Assemble all Israel together at Mizpah, and I will pray 
in your behalf unto the Lord. © And they assembled themselves together at Mizpah, and 
drew water, and poured it out before the Lord, and fasted on that day, and said there, 
We have sinned against the Lord. And Samuel judged the children of Israel in Mizpah. 


7 And when the Philistines heard that the children of Israel had assembled themselves 
at Mizpah, the lords of the Philistines went up against Israel. And when the children of 


Israel heard it, they were afraid of the Philistines. 8 And the children of Israel said to 
Samuel, Do not abstain, so as not to cry for us unto the Lord our God, that he may help 
us out of the hand of the Philistines. 9 And Samuel took one sucking lamb, and offered it 
for an entire burnt-offering unto the Lord: and Samuel cried unto the Lord in behalf of 
Israel; and the Lord answered him. 1° And as Samuel was offering up the burnt-offering, 
the Philistines drew near to battle against Israel; but the Lord thundered with a loud 
noise on that day over the Philistines, and brought them into confusion, and they were 
smitten before Israel. 11 And the men of Israel went out of Mizpah, and pursued the 


Philistines, and smote them, as far as below Beth-car. 12 And Samuel took one stone, and 
set it between Mizpah and Shen, and called its name Eben-ha'ezer, saying, As far as this 


hath the Lord helped us. 13 So were the Philistines humbled, and they came no more into 
the territory of Israel; and the hand of the Lord was against the Philistines all the days 
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of Samuel. 4 And the cities which the Philistines had taken from Israel came again to 
Israel, from 'Ekron even unto Gath, and their territory did Israel deliver out of the hand 
of the Philistines. And there was peace between Israel and the Emorites. 15 And Samuel 
judged Israel all the days of his life. 1° And he went from year to year and traveled in 
circuit to Beth-el, and Gilgal, and Mizpah, and judged Israel in all these places. !” And 
his return was to Ramah; for there was his house; and there he judged Israel: and he 
built there an altar unto the Lord. 


1 And it came to pass, when Samuel was old, that he appointed his sons judges over 
Israel. 2 And the name of his first-born was Joel; and the name of his second Abiyah: 
they judged in Beer-sheba’'. 3 But his sons walked not in his ways, and they inclined after 
their own advantage, and took bribes, and perverted justice. 4Then did all the elders of 
Israel assemble themselves together, and came to Samuel unto Ramah, ® And said unto 
him, Behold, thou art old, and thy sons have not walked in thy ways: now appoint for us a 
king to judge us like all the nations. ° But the thing was displeasing in the eyes of Samuel, 
when they said, Give us a king to judge us. And Samuel prayed unto the Lord. 7 And the 
Lord said unto Samuel, Hearken unto the voice of the people in all that they may say unto 
thee; for not thee have they rejected, but me have they rejected, that I should not reign 
over them. ®In accordance with all the deeds which they have done since the day that 
I brought them up out of Egypt even until this day, when they forsook me, and served 
other gods: so do they also unto thee. ° And now hearken unto their voice: nevertheless 
thou must still solemnly forewarn them, and tell them the manner of the king that will 
reign over them. !° And Samuel said all the words of the Lord unto the people that had 
asked of him a king. 1! And he said, This will be the manner of the king that will reign 
over you: Your sons will he take, and appoint them for himself with his chariots, and 
among his horsemen; and they will have to run before his chariot; 12 And to appoint 
for himself captains over thousands, and captains over fifties; and to plough his ground, 
and to reap his harvest, and to make his instruments of war, and the instruments of his 
chariots. 13 And your daughters will he take for ointment makers, and for cooks, and for 
bakers. 14 And your fields, and your vineyards, and your olive-yards, yea the best, will 
he take, and give them to his servants. 15 And of your seeds, and of your vineyards will 
he take the tenth, and give [the same] to his officers, and to his servants. 1° And your 
men-servants, and your maid-servants, and your best young men, and your asses will 
he take, and employ [them] for his work. 17 Of your flocks will he take the tenth: and ye 
yourselves will become his servants. 18 And ye will cry out on that day because of your 
king whom ye will have chosen for yourselves, but the Lord will not answer you on that 
day. 19 Nevertheless the people refused to listen to the voice of Samuel; and they said, 
No; but a king shall be over us; 2° That we also may ourselves be like all the nations: and 
that our king may judge us, and go out before us, and fight our battles. 21 And Samuel 
heard all the words of the people, and he spoke them before the ears of the Lord. 22 And 
the Lord said to Samuel, Hearken unto their voice, and appoint them a king. And Samuel 
said unto the men of Israel, Go ye every man unto his city. 


9 

1 Now there was a man of Benjamin, whose name was Kish, the son of Abiel, the son of 
Zeror, the son of Bechorath, the son of Aphiach, the son of a Benjamite, a mighty man of 
valor. 2 And he had ason whose name was Saul, young and handsome; and there was not a 
man among the children of Israel handsomer than he: from his shoulders and upward he 
was taller than any of the people. ? And there were lost the asses belonging to Kish, Saul's 
father; and Kish said to Saul his son, Do take with thee one of the servants, and arise, go 
seek the asses. 4 And he passed through the mountain of Ephraim, and passed through 
the land of Shalisha, but they found [them] not; then they passed through the land of 
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Sha'alim, and there was nothing there; and he passed through the land of Benjamin, 
but they found them not. 5 When they were come in the land of Zuph, Saul said to his 
servant that was with him, Come, and let us return; lest my father relinquish the care 


for the asses, and become anxious for us. © And the other said unto him, Behold now, a 
man of God is in this city, and the man is honored; all that he ever saith will surely come 


to pass: now let us go thither; perhaps he can tell us our way that we should go. 7 Then 
said Saul to his servant, But, behold, if we should go, what shall we bring to the man? 
for the bread is spent out of our vessels, and there is not a present to bring to the man of 
God: what have we with us? 8 And the servant answered Saul again, and said, Behold, I 
have here in my hand the fourth part of a shekel of silver; and I will give this to the man 
of God, that he may tell us our way. 9 In former times it was custom in Israel, that when 
a man went to inquire of God, he said thus, Come, and let us go as far as the seer; for 
the Prophet of the present day was in former times called a Seer. 1° Then said Saul to his 
servant, Thy word is good: come, let us go. So they went unto the city where the man of 
God was. !! As they went up the ascent to the city, they found some maidens going out to 
draw water; and they said unto them, Is the seer here? !2 And they answered them, and 
said, He is; behold, he is before you: make haste now, for this day came he to the city; 
because the people have a sacrifice today on the high-place; 13 As soon as ye are come 
into the city, ye will straightway find him, before yet he can go up to the high-place to 
eat; for the people will not eat until he be come, because he always blesseth the sacrifice; 
afterward eat those that are invited; and now go you up; for just today will ye surely find 
him. 14 And they went up into the city. They were entering into the city, when, behold, 
Samuel came out toward them, to go up to the high-place. 15 And the Lord had revealed 
to Samuel's ear one day before Saul's coming, saying, 1° About this time tomorrow will 
I send unto thee a man out of the land of Benjamin, and thou shalt anoint him as chief 
over my people Israel, that he may save my people out of the hand of the Philistines; for 
I have beheld my people, because their cry is come unto me. !” And when Samuel saw 
Saul, the Lord addressed him, Behold, the man of whom I spoke to thee, This one shall 
rule over my people. 18 And Saul drew near to Samuel within the gate, and said, Tell me, 
I pray thee, where is the house of the seer. 19 And Samuel answered Saul, and said, I am 
the seer: go up before me unto the high-place, and ye shall eat with me today; and I will 
let thee go in the morning, and all that is in thy heart will I tell thee. 2° And as for thy 
asses that were lost unto thee this day three days ago, do not set thy heart on them; for 
they have been found. And to whom belongeth all that is desirable in Israel? Is it not 
to thee, and to all thy father's house? 21 And Saul answered and said, Am not I a son of 
Benjamin, of one of the smallest tribes of Israel? and [is not] my family the least of all the 
families of the tribes of Benjamin? wherefore then hast thou spoken to me such thing? 
22 And Samuel took Saul and his servant, and brought them into the apartment; and he 
assigned them a place at the head of the invited guests, who were about thirty persons. 
23 And Samuel said unto the cook, Hand here the portion which I gave thee, of which I 
said unto thee, Put it away by thee. 24 And the cook took up the shoulder, and that which 
was on it, and set it before Saul; and he said, Behold what is left! set it before thee, and 
eat; for unto this time hath it been kept from thee, since I said, I have invited the people. 
And Saul ate with Samuel on that day. 25 And they went down from the high-place into 
the city, and he spoke with Saul upon the roof. 26 And they got up early; and it came to 
pass when the morning-dawn arose, that Samuel called Saul to the roof, saying, Up, that 
I may send thee away. And Saul arose, and they went out, both of them, he and Samuel, 
into the street. 27 As they were going down to the end of the city, Samuel said to Saul, Say 
to the servant that he pass on before us,—and he passed on,—but thou remain standing 
a while, and I will let thee hear the word of God. 


1408 XRN 


1 Samuel 10:1 256 1 Samuel 10:25 


10 


1 And Samuel took a flask of oil, and poured it upon his head, and kissed him, and said, 
Behold, it is because the Lord hath anointed thee over his inheritance as chief. 2 When 
thou goest this day away from me, thou wilt find two men who are now by Rachel's 


sepulchre, on the boundary of Benjamin at Zelzach; and they will say unto thee, The 
asses which thou wentest to seek are found: and, lo, thy father hath given up the matter 
of the asses, and is anxious for you, saying, What shall I do for my son? 3 Then shalt 
thou go on forward from there, and thou shalt come as far as the grove of Tabor, and 
there shall meet thee three men going up to God to Beth-el, one carrying three kids, and 
another carrying three loaves of bread, and another carrying a bottle of wine: 4 And they 
will ask thee after thy welfare, and give thee two loaves of bread, which thou must take 
from their hand. 5 After that shalt thou come to the hill of God, where the outposts of 
the Philistines are; and it shall come to pass, when thou art come thither to the city, that 
thou wilt meet a company of prophets coming down from the high-place, having before 
them a psaltery, and a tambourine, and a pipe, and a harp; and they will be prophesying; 
6 And the Spirit of the Lord will suddenly come over thee, and thou shalt prophesy with 
them, and thou shalt be changed into another man. ’ And it shall be, that, when these 
signs are come unto thee, then do thou what thy hand may be able to effect; for God is 
with thee. 8 And thou shalt go down before me to Gilgal; and, behold, I will come down 
unto thee, to offer burnt-offerings, [and] to sacrifice sacrifices of peace-offerings: seven 
days shalt thou tarry, till I come to thee, and then will I tell thee what thou shalt do. 
9 And it happened, that, as he turned his back to go away from Samuel, God changed his 
heart into another; and all these signs came to pass on that same day. 1° And when they 
came thither to the hill, behold, a company of prophets met him; and the Spirit of God 
came suddenly over him, and he prophesied in the midst of them. 1! And it came to pass, 
when all that knew him before saw, that, behold, he prophesied with the prophets, then 
said the people one to another, What is this that hath happened to the son of Kish? is 
Saul also among the prophets? 12 And one of that place answered and said, And who is 
their father? Therefore it became a proverb, Is Saul also among the prophets? 13 And 
when he had made an end of prophesying, he came to the high-place. 14 And Saul's uncle 
said unto him and to his servant, Whither were ye gone? And he said, To seek the asses; 
and when we saw that they were nowhere, we went to Samuel. 15 And Saul's uncle said, 
Do tell me, I pray thee, what did Samuel say unto you. 1° And Saul said unto his uncle, 
He told us plainly that the asses had been found. But of the matter of the kingdom, 
whereof Samuel had spoken, he told him not. 17 And Samuel called the people together 
unto the Lord to Mizpah; 18 And he said unto the children of Israel, Thus hath said the 
Lord the God of Israel, I brought up Israel from Egypt, and delivered you out of the hand 
of the Egyptians, and out of the hand of all the kingdoms that oppressed you; 19 And ye 
for your part have this day rejected your God, he who hath saved you out of all your 
misfortunes and your tribulations; and ye have said unto him, Nevertheless, thou must 
set a king over us: and now present yourselves before the Lord according to your tribes, 
and according to your thousands. 2° And Samuel caused all the tribes of Israel to come 
near; and the tribe of Benjamin was seized. 2! And he caused the tribe of Benjamin to 
come near according to its families, and the family of Matri was seized, and then was 
seized Saul the son of Kish: and they sought him, but he could not be found. 22 And they 
inquired again of the Lord, Is the man yet come hither? And the Lord said, Behold, he 
hath hidden himself among the vessels. 23 And they ran and fetched him thence, and he 
placed himself erect in the midst of the people, and he was higher than any of the people 
from his shoulders and upward. 24 And Samuel said to all the people, Have ye seen him 
whom the Lord hath made choice of, that there is none like him among all the people? 
And all the people shouted, and said, Long live the king. 25 Then did Samuel speak to 
the people the rights of the kingdom, and wrote it in a book, and laid it down before the 
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Lord. And Samuel sent away all the people, every man to his house. 2¢ And Saul also 
went to his home to Gib'ah; and there went with him a large crowd, whose heart God 
had touched. 27 But the worthless men said, In what can this help us? And they despised 
him, and brought him no present. But he acted as though he were deaf. 


11 

1 Then came up Nachash the 'Ammonite, and encamped against Yabesh-gil'ad: and 
all the men of Yabesh said unto Nachash, Make a covenant with us, and we will serve 
thee. 2 And Nachash the 'Ammonite said unto them, On this condition will I make it 
with you, that ye all have put out the right eye, that I may lay it as a reproach upon all 
Israel. 3 And the elders of Yabesh said unto him, Grant us seven days' respite, that we 
may send messengers throughout all the boundary of Israel; and then, if there be none 
to save us, will we come out to thee. 4 And the messengers came to Gib'ah of Saul, and 
spoke the words in the ears of the people; and all the people lifted up their voice, and 
wept. > And, behold, Saul was coming after the herds out of the field; and Saul said, What 
aileth the people that they weep? And they told him the words of the men of Yabesh. 
6 And the spirit of God came suddenly over Saul when he heard these words, and his 
anger was kindled greatly, 7 And he took a yoke of oxen, and cut them in pieces, and sent 
them about throughout all the boundary of Israel by the hand of the messengers, saying, 
Whosoever goeth not forth after Saul and after Samuel, shall have his herds thus treated. 
And the dread of the Lord fell on the people, and they went out as one man. 8 And he 


numbered them in Bezek; and the children of Israel were three hundred thousand, and 
the men of Judah thirty thousand. ° And they said unto the messengers that were come, 


Thus shall ye say unto the men of Yabesh-gil'ad, Tomorrow shall ye have help, when the 
sun shineth hot. And the messengers came and told it to the men of Yabesh; and these 
were glad. 1° And the men of Yabesh said, Tomorrow will we go out unto you, and ye can 
do unto us in accordance with all that seemeth good in your eyes. 11 And it happened 
on the morrow, that Saul put the people in three companies; and they came into the 
midst of the camp in the morning watch, and they smote the 'Ammonites until the heat 
of the day: and it came to pass, that those that remained were scattered, and no two 
among them were left together. !2 And the people said unto Samuel, Who is there that 
saith, Shall Saul reign over us? give up the men, and we will put them to death. 13 And 
Saul said, There shall not a man be put to death on this day; for today the Lord hath 
wrought deliverance in Israel. 14 And Samuel said to the people, Come and let us go to 
Gilgal, and renew there the choice of the king. 15 And all the people went to Gilgal; and 
they appointed there Saul as king before the Lord in Gilgal; and they sacrificed there 
sacrifices of peace-offerings before the Lord; and Saul with all the men of Israel rejoiced 
there very greatly. 


1 And Samuel said unto all Israel, Behold, I have hearkened unto your voice in all that 
ye said unto me, and I have set a king over you. ? And now, behold, the king is walking 
before you; and I am old and gray-headed; and my sons, behold, they are with you; and 
I have walked before you from my youth even until this day. 3? Behold, here am I; testify 
against me in the presence of the Lord, and in the presence of his anointed: Whose ox 


have I taken? or whose ass have I taken? or whom have I defrauded? whom have I 
oppressed? or from whose hand have I received any ransom so that I withdrew my eyes 


from him? and I will restore it you. 4 And they said, Thou hast not defrauded us, nor hast 
thou oppressed us, and thou hast not taken from any man's hand the least. 5 And he said 
unto them, The Lord is witness against you, and his anointed is witness this day, that ye 
have not found in my hand the least: and they answered, He is witness. © And Samuel 
said unto the people, It is the Lord who did [wonders through] Moses and Aaron, and 
who brought your fathers up out of the land of Egypt. 7 And now stand up, that I may 


1410 XRN 


1 Samuel 12:8 258 1 Samuel 13:8 


hold judgment with you before the Lord concerning all the benefits of the Lord, which 
he hath done to you and to your fathers. 8 When Jacob was come into Egypt, then did 
your fathers cry unto the Lord, and the Lord sent Moses and Aaron, and they brought 
forth your fathers out of Egypt, and caused them to dwell in this place. 9 And when they 
forgot the Lord their God, he sold them into the hand of Sissera, the chief of the host 
of Chazor, and into the hand of the Philistines, and into the hand of the king of Moab, 
and they made war against them. !° And they cried [then] unto the Lord, and said, We 


have sinned, because we have forsaken the Lord, and have served the Be'alim and the 
'Ashtaroth; and now deliver us out of the hand of our enemies, and we will serve thee. 
11 Andthe Lord sent Yerubba'al, and Bedan, and Yiphthach, and Samuel, and he delivered 


you out of the hand of your enemies on every side, so that ye dwelt safely. 12 But when ye 
saw that Nachash the king of the children of 'Ammon came against you, ye said unto me, 
No; but a king shall reign over us: when the Lord your God is your king. 13 And now here 
is the king whom ye have chosen, whom ye have asked for! and, behold, the Lord hath 
set over youa king. 14 If ye will fear the Lord, and serve him, and obey his voice, and will 
not rebel against the will of the Lord: then shall both ye and also the king that reigneth 
over you continue following the Lord your God. 1 But if ye will not hearken to the voice 
of the Lord, and rebel against the will of the Lord: then will the hand of the Lord be 
against you, as it was against your fathers. 16 And now stand up and see this great thing, 
which the Lord is about doing before your eyes. 17 Is there not wheat-harvest today? I 
will call unto the Lord, and he will send thunders and rain; and ye will [thus] perceive 
and see that your wickedness is great, which ye have done, in the eyes of the Lord, to ask 
for yourselves a king. 18 And Samuel called unto the Lord; and the Lord sent thunders 
and rain on that day: and all the people feared greatly the Lord and Samuel. !° And all 
the people said unto Samuel, Pray in behalf of thy servants unto the Lord thy God, that 
we may not die; for we have added unto all our sins yet this evil, to ask for ourselves a 
king. 2° And Samuel said unto the people, Fear not; ye have indeed done all this evil: yet 
turn not aside from following the Lord, and serve ye the Lord with all your heart; #1 And 
turn ye not aside; for then would ye go after vain things, which cannot profit nor deliver; 
because they are vain. 2? For the Lord will not forsake his people for the sake of his great 
name; because it hath pleased the Lord to make you a people unto himself. 23 Moreover 
as for me, far be it from me that I should sin against the Lord by ceasing to pray in behalf 
of you; but I will teach you the good and the right way: 24 Only fear the Lord, and serve 
him in truth with all your heart; for see what great things he hath done with you. 25 But 
if ye will in any wise do wickedly, both ye yourselves as also your king shall perish. 


13 

1 When Saul had reigned one year,—and two years he reigned over Israel,— 2 Saul chose 
for himself three thousand men out of Israel; and there were with Saul two thousand 
in Michmash and on the mountain of Beth-el, and a thousand were with Jonathan in 
Gib'ah of Benjamin: and the rest of the people he sent away every man to his tents. 3 And 
Jonathan smote the outpost of the Philistines that was at Geba', and the Philistines heard 
of it. And Saul blew the cornet throughout all the land, saying, Let the Hebrews hear it. 
4 And all Israel heard it, saying, Saul hath smitten the outpost of the Philistines, and the 
Israelites also have put themselves in ill-favor with the Philistines. And the people were 
called together after Saul to Gilgal. 5 And the Philistines gathered themselves together 
to fight with Israel, thirty thousand chariots, and six thousand horsemen, and people 
as the sand which is on the sea-shore in multitude; and they came up, and encamped in 
Michmash, eastward from Bethaven. © And when the men of Israel saw that they were in 
a strait, [for the people were oppressed,] then did the people hide themselves in caves, 
and in thickets, and in rocks, and in strongholds, and in pits. 7 And some of the Hebrews 
passed over the Jordan to the land of Gad and Gil'ad. As for Saul, he was still in Gilgal, 
and all the people followed him hastily. 8 And he tarried seven days, according to the 
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set time that Samuel had appointed; but Samuel came not to Gilgal; and the people were 
scattering themselves from him. 9 And Saul said, Bring hither to me the burnt-offering 
and the peace-offerings. And he offered the burnt-offering. !° And it came to pass, that, 
as soon as he had made an end of offering the burnt-offering, behold, Samuel came; and 
Saul went out to meet him, that he might greet him. 11 And Samuel said, What hast thou 
done: And Saul said, Because I saw that the people were scattering themselves from 
me, whereas thou camest not at the appointed day, and the Philistines are gathering 
themselves together at Michmash; 1? And I said, The Philistines will now come down 
unto me to Gilgal, and I have not yet made supplication unto the Lord: wherefore I 
forced myself, and offered the burnt-offering. 13 And Samuel said to Saul, Thou hast 
done foolishly: thou hast not kept the commandment of the Lord thy God, which he had 
commanded thee; for now would the Lord have established thy government over Israel 
for ever. 14 But now thy government shall not endure: the Lord hath sought out for 
himself a man after his own heart, and the Lord hath ordained him to be chief over his 
people; because thou hast not kept what the Lord had commanded thee. !5 And Samuel 
arose, and went up from Gilgal unto Gib'ah of Benjamin. And Saul numbered the people 
that were to be found with him, about six hundred men. 1° And Saul, and Jonathan his 
son, and the people that were to be found with them, were lying in Geba' of Benjamin; 
but the Philistines were encamped in Michmash. !7 And the troop of freebooters went 
out of the camp of the Philistines in three companies: one company turned into the 
way to 'Ophrah, unto the land of Shu'al; 18 And another company turned into the way 
to Beth-choron; and the other company turned into the way to the frontier that looketh 
over the valley of Zebo'im toward the wilderness. !° Now there was no smith to be found 
throughout all the land of Israel; for the Philistines said, So that the Hebrews shall not 
make themselves swords or spears. 2° But all the Israelites went down to the Philistines, 
to sharpen every man his plough-share, and his coulter, and his axe, and his mattock. 
21 And they used a file for the mattocks, and for the coulters, and for the three-pronged 
forks, and for the axes, and to sharpen the goads. 22 So it came to pass on the day of 
battle, that there was neither sword nor spear found in the hand of any of the people 
that were with Saul and Jonathan; but they were found with Saul and with Jonathan his 
son. 23 And the outpost of the Philistines went out to the pass of Michmash. 


14 


1 Now it happened one day, that Jonathan the son of Saul said unto the young man 
that bore his armor, Come, and let us go over to the Philistines' outpost, that is on the 
other side yonder. But unto his father he told nothing. 2 And Saul tarried in the lower 
part of Gib'ah under the pomegranate tree which is by Migron: and the people that were 
with him were about six hundred men. 3 And Achiyah, the son of Achitub, the brother 
of I-chabod, the son of Phinehas, the son of 'Eli, the priest of the Lord in Shiloh, wore 
the ephod. And the people knew not that Jonathan was gone. 4 And between the passes, 
by which Jonathan sought to go over unto the outpost of the Philistines, there was a 
sharp point of rock on the one side, and a sharp point of rock on the other side: and 
the name of the one was Bozez, and the name of the other Seneh. 5 The one point rose 
up abruptly northward opposite Michmash, and the other southward opposite Geba'. 
6 And Jonathan said to the young man that bore his armor, Come, and let us go over 
unto the outpost of these uncircumcised: it may be that the Lord will work for us; for 
there is no restraint to the Lord to save by means of many or by means of few. 7 And his 
armor-bearer said unto him, Do all that is in thy heart: turn thee; behold, I am with thee 
according to thy heart. Then said Jonathan, Behold, we will pass over unto these men, 
and we will show ourselves unto them. 9 If they say thus unto us, Stand still until we 
come to you: then will we remain standing in our places, and will not go up unto them. 
10 But if they say thus, Come up unto us: then will we go up; for the Lord hath delivered 
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them into our hand; and this shall be unto us the sign. 11 And when both of them showed 
themselves unto the outpost of the Philistines, the Philistines said, Behold, Hebrews are 
coming forth out of the holes wherein they have hidden themselves. !2 And the men 
of the outpost addressed Jonathan and his armor-bearer, and said, Come up to us, and 
we will let you know something. Then said Jonathan unto his armor-bearer, Come up 
after me; for the Lord hath given them up into the hand of Israel. 13 And Jonathan then 
ascended upon his hands and upon his feet, and his armor-bearer after him: and they 
fell before Jonathan, and his armor-bearer was killing after him. 14 And that first defeat, 
which Jonathan and his armor-bearer caused, was about twenty men, within about the 
half ofa field, which a yoke of oxen might plough. 15 And there arose aterror in the camp, 
in the field, and among all the people; the outposts, and the free-booters, they also were 
terrified, and the earth quaked; and it became a very great terror. 1° And the watchers 
of Saul in Gib'ah of Benjamin looked; and, behold, the multitude became scattered, and 
ran hither and thither. 1” Then said Saul unto the people that were with him, Muster 
now, and see who is gone away from us. And they mustered, and, behold, there was 
neither Jonathan nor his armor-bearer. !8 And Saul said unto Achiyah, Bring hither the 
ark of God; for the ark of God was on that day with the children of Israel. 19 And it 
happened, while Saul was speaking unto the priest, that the confusion which was in 
the camp of the Philistines went on and increased more and more: And Saul said unto 
the priest, Withdraw thy hand. 2° And Saul and all the people that were with him were 
called together, and they came to the battle; and, behold, the sword of every man was 
against his fellow, the disorder being very great. 2! And the Hebrews that were with the 
Philistines as before that time, those namely who had gone up with them, were in the 
camp round about; but these also resolved to be with the Israelites that were with Saul 
and Jonathan. 22 And all the men of Israel who had hidden themselves on the mountain 
of Ephraim, heard that the Philistines had fled; and they also followed hard after them 
in the battle. 23 So the Lord saved Israel that day: and the battle passed over unto Beth- 
aven. 24 And the men of Israel were hard urged that day; and Saul adjured the people, 
saying, Cursed be the man that will eat food until the evening, until I have been avenged 
on my enemies. And the whole people tasted thus no food. 25 And [the men of] all the 
land came to a forest; and there was honey upon the surface of the field. 2 And when 
the people were come into the forest, behold, there was a stream of honey; but no one 
put his hand to his mouth; for the people feared the oath. 27 But Jonathan had not heard 
his father charging the people with the oath; he therefore put forth the end of the staff 
that was in his hand, and dipped it in a honey-comb, and carried his hand again to his 
mouth; and his eyes became clear. 28 Then commenced one of the people, and said, Thy 
father strictly charged the people with an oath, saying, Cursed be the man that will 
eat food this day; though the people were faint. 29 Then said Jonathan, My father hath 
troubled the land: see, I pray you, how my eyes become clear, because I have tasted a 
little of this honey. 3° How much more, if haply the people had eaten freely this day of the 
spoil of their enemies which they found? for would there not have been now a greater 
defeat among the Philistines? 3! And they smote on that day among the Philistines from 
Michmash to Ayalon; and the people were very faint. 32 And the people flew upon the 
spoil, and took sheep, and oxen, and young steers, and slew them on the ground: and 
the people did eat upon the blood. 33 And they told Saul, saying, Behold, the people are 
sinning against the Lord, in eating upon the blood. And he [then] said, Ye have acted 
treacherously: roll [hither] unto me this day a great stone. °4 And Saul said, Disperse 
yourselves among the people, and say unto them, Bring near unto me every man his 
ox, and every man his lamb, and slaughter here, and eat; and sin not against the Lord 
in eating by the blood. And all the people brought near every man his ox by his hand 
that night, and slaughtered [them] there. 35 And Saul built an altar unto the Lord: the 
same was the first altar that he built unto the Lord. 3° And Saul said, Let us go down 
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after the Philistines by night, and spoil them until the morning-light, and let us not 
leave a man of them. And they said, Do whatsoever seemeth good in thy eyes. Then said 
the priest, Let us draw near hither unto God. 37 And Saul asked counsel of God, Shall I 
go down after the Philistines? wilt thou deliver them into the hand of Israel? But he 
answered him not on that day. 38 And Saul said, Draw ye near hither all the chief of 
the people: and know and see through what this sin hath happened this day. 3° For, as 
the Lord liveth, who saveth Israel, that if it be in Jonathan my son, he shall surely die. 
But no one answered him among all the people. 4° Then said he unto all Israel, Ye shall 
be on one side, and I and Jonathan my son will be on the other side. And the people 
said unto Saul, Do what seemeth good in thy eyes. 4! And Saul said unto the Lord, God 
of Israel, O, show forth the perfect truth. And Jonathan and Saul were seized; but the 
people came forth [free]. 42 And Saul said, Cast the lot between me and Jonathan my son. 
And Jonathan was seized. #3 Then said Saul to Jonathan, Do tell me what thou hast done. 
And Jonathan told him, and said, I did but taste with the end of the staff that was in my 
hand a little honey: lo, I am willing to die. 44 And Saul said, May God do thus now, and in 
future also; for thou shalt surely die, Jonathan. 45 And the people said unto Saul, Shall 
Jonathan die, who hath wrought this great salvation in Israel? This shall not be: as the 
Lord liveth, there shall not fall one hair of his head to the ground; for with God hath he 
wrought this day. So the people rescued Jonathan, and he died not. 4° Then went Saul 
up from following the Philistines; and the Philistines went to their own place. 47 So Saul 
strengthened himself in the government over Israel; and he fought on every side against 
all his enemies, against Moab, and against the children of 'Ammon, and against Edom, 
and against the kings of Zobah, and against the Philistines: and whithersoever he turned 
himself, he caused terror. 48 And he gathered an army, and he smote the 'Amalekites, and 
delivered Israel out of the hands of those that spoiled them. 4° Now the sons of Saul were 
Jonathan, and Yishvi, and Malkishua': and the names of his two daughters—the name 
of the first-born was Merab, and the name of the younger Michal. 5° And the name of 
Saul's wife was Achino'am, the daughter of Achima'az: and the name of the captain of 
his army was Abner, the son of Ner, Saul's uncle. 51 And Kish the father of Saul, and Ner 
the father of Abner, were each the son of Abiel. 52 And the war against the Philistines 
was violent all the days of Saul: and when Saul saw any strong man, or any valiant man, 
he took him unto himself. 


1 And Samuel said unto Saul, Me did the Lord send to anoint thee as king over his 
people, over Israel; and now hearken thou unto the voice of the words of the Lord. 2 Thus 
hath said the Lord of hosts, I remember what Amalek did to Israel, how he lay in wait for 
him on the way, when he came up from Egypt. 3 Now go and smite 'Amalek, and devote all 
that they have, and spare them not; but slay both man and woman, infant and suckling, 
ox and lamb, camel and ass. 4 And Saul ordered the people to assemble, and he numbered 


them in Telaim, two hundred thousand men on foot, and ten thousand of the men of 
Judah. * And Saul came to the city of 'Amalek, and he fought in the valley. © And Saul 


said unto the Kenites, Go, depart, get you down from the midst of the 'Amalekites, lest 
I destroy you with them; whereas ye acted kindly with all the children of Israel, at their 
coming up out of Egypt. And the Kenites departed from the midst of the 'Amalekites. 


7 And Saul smote the 'Amalekites from Chavilah until thou comest to Shur, that is before 
Egypt. 8 And he caught Agag the king of the 'Amalekites alive, and all the people he 


devoted to the edge of the sword. ° But Saul together with the people had pity on Agag, 
and on the best of the flocks, and of the oxen, and of the fatlings, and the fat lambs, and 
all that was good, and they would not destroy them; but all the cattle that was of little 
value and weak, that they destroyed. 1° And the word of the Lord came unto Samuel, 
saying, 111 repent that I have set up Saul as king; for he hath turned back from following 
me, and my word hath he not performed: and it displeased Samuel, and he cried unto the 
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Lord all the night. 12 And Samuel rose up early to meet Saul in the morning; and it was 
told to Samuel, saying, Saul came to Carmel, and, behold, he set himself up amonument, 
and then went about, and passed on, and went down to Gilgal. 13 And Samuel came to 
Saul; and Saul said unto him, Blessed be thou unto the Lord, I have performed the word 
of the Lord. 14 And Samuel said, What is then this bleating of the flocks in my ears, and 
the lowing of the oxen which I hear? 15 And Saul said, From the 'Amalekites have they 
brought them; because the people had pity on the best of the flocks and of the oxen, in 
order to sacrifice unto the Lord thy God; and the rest have we destroyed. 16 And Samuel 
said unto Saul, Stay, and I will tell thee what the Lord said to me this night: and he said 
unto him, Speak. 1” And Samuel said, Is it not that, however little thou wast in thy own 
eyes, thou art the head of the tribes of Israel? and the Lord anointed thee as king over 
Israel? 18 And the Lord sent thee on a journey, and said, Go and destroy the sinners, the 
'‘Amalekites, and thou shalt fight against them until they be consumed. 19 Wherefore 
then didst thou not hearken unto the voice of the Lord, and didst fly upon the spoil, and 
didst the evil in the eyes of the Lord? 2° And Saul said unto Samuel, Yea, I have fully 
hearkened unto the voice of the Lord; and I went on the way which the Lord had sent 
me; and I have brought Agag the king of 'Amalek; and the 'Amalekites have I destroyed. 
21 And the people took of the spoil, of the flocks and oxen, the chief of the devoted things, 
to sacrifice unto the Lord thy God in Gilgal. 22 And Samuel said, Hath the Lord as much 
delight in burnt-offerings and in sacrifices, as in obeying the voice of the Lord? Behold, 
to obey is better than sacrifice, and to attend more than the fat of the rams. 23 For the 
sin of witchcraft is rebellion, and idolatry and image-worship, stubbornness; inasmuch 
as thou hast despised the word of the Lord, he hath also despised thee that thou shalt 
not be king. 24 And Saul said unto Samuel, I have sinned; for I have transgressed the will 
of the Lord, and thy words; because I feared the people, and I hearkened to their voice. 
25 And now, I pray thee, pardon my sin, and return with me, that I may prostrate myself 


to the Lord. 26 And Samuel said unto Saul, I will not return with thee; for thou didst 
despise the word of the Lord, and the Lord hath despised thee, that thou shalt not be 


king over Israel. 27 And Samuel turned about to go: and he laid hold on the corner of his 
mantle, and it was rent. 28 And Samuel said unto him, The Lord hath rent the kingdom 
of Israel from off thee this day, and hath given it to thy associate, who is better than 
thou. 29 And also the Strength of Israel will not lie nor repent; for he is not a man, that 
he should repent. °° And he said, I have sinned; [yet] honor me now, I pray thee, in the 
presence of the elders of my people, and in the presence of Israel, and return with me, 
that I may prostrate myself unto the Lord thy God. 3! So Samuel returned, following 
Saul; and Saul prostrated himself to the Lord. 32 And Samuel said, Bring ye hither unto 
me Agag the king of the 'Amalekites: and Agag came unto him cheerfully; and Agag said, 
Surely the bitterness of death is past. 33 And Samuel said, As thy sword did make women 
childless, so shall thy mother be childless among women; and Samuel hewed Agag in 
pieces before the Lord in Gilgal. 34 Then Samuel went to Ramah; and Saul went up to 
his house at Gib'ah of Saul. 35 And Samuel did not see Saul any more until the day of his 
death; because Samuel mourned for Saul; and the Lord repented that he had made Saul 
king over Israel. 


16 


1 And the Lord said unto Samuel, How long wilt thou mourn for Saul, seeing I have 
rejected him so as not to reign over Israel? fill thy horn with oil, and go, I will send 
thee to Jesse the Beth-lechemite; for I have selected among his sons unto myself a king. 
2 And Samuel said, How shall I go? if Saul should hear it, he would kill me. And the 
Lord said, Take a heifer with thee, and say, To sacrifice unto the Lord am I come. 3 And 
invite Jesse to the sacrifice, and I will let thee know what thou shalt do; and thou shalt 
anoint unto me the one whom I will say unto thee. 4 And Samuel did that which the 
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Lord had spoken, and came to Beth-lechem. And the elders of the town came hastily 
to meet him, and said, Peace to thee at thy coming. > And he said, Peace: to sacrifice 
unto the Lord am I come; sanctify yourselves, and come with me to the sacrifice. And 
he sanctified Jesse and his sons, and invited them to the sacrifice. © And it came to pass, 
when they came, that he saw Eliab, and said, Surely the Lord's anointed is [here] before 
him. 7 But the Lord said unto Samuel, Regard not his appearance, nor the height of his 
stature; because I have rejected him; for not what man looketh on;—for man looketh on 
the eyes, but the Lord looketh on the heart. 8 Then Jesse called Abinadab, and caused 
him to pass before Samuel. And he said, This one also hath the Lord not chosen. 9 Then 
Jesse caused Shammah to pass by. And he said, This one also hath the Lord not chosen. 
10 And Jesse caused seven of his sons to pass before Samuel: and Samuel said unto Jesse, 
The Lord hath not made choice of these. 11 And Samuel said unto Jesse, Are there not 
more young men? And he said, There is yet left behind the youngest, and, behold, he is 
feeding the flocks. And Samuel said unto Jesse, Send and fetch him; for we will not sit 
down till he have come hither. 12 And he sent, and brought him in. Now he was ruddy, 
having withal handsome eyes, and being of a goodly appearance. And the Lord said, 


Arise, anoint him; for this is he. 13 Then took Samuel the horn of oil, and anointed him 
from among his brothers; and the Spirit of the Lord came suddenly upon David from 


that day and forward. And Samuel then rose up, and went to Ramah. 4 And the Spirit of 
the Lord departed from Saul, and there troubled him an evil spirit from the Lord. 5 And 
Saul's servants said unto him, Behold now, an evil spirit from God troubleth thee. 1° Let 
our Lord but say [the word], and thy servants, now before thee, will seek out a man, who 
is skilful as a player on the harp; and it shall come to pass, when the evil spirit from God 
is upon thee, that he shall play with his hand, that thou mayest be well. 1” And Saul said 
unto his servants, Select for me, I pray you, a man that can play well, and bring him to 
me. 18 Then answered one of the servants, and said, Behold, I have seen a son of Jesse 
the Beth-lechemite, who is skilful as a player, and a mighty valiant man, and a man of 
war, and intelligent in speech, and a person of a good form, and the Lord is with him. 
19 Thereupon Saul sent messengers unto Jesse, and said, Send me David thy son, who is 
with the flocks. 2° And Jesse took an ass laden with bread, and a bottle of wine, and a kid, 
and sent them through David his son unto Saul. 2! And David came to Saul, and stood 
before him; and he loved him greatly, and he became his armor-bearer. 22 And Saul sent 
to Jesse, saying, Let David, I pray thee, stand before me; for he hath found favor in my 
eyes. 23 And it came to pass, when the spirit of God was upon Saul, that David took the 
harp, and played with his hand; so Saul became relieved, and he felt well, and the evil 
spirit departed from him. 


17 


1 And the Philistines gathered together their camps to battle, and they gathered 
themselves together at Sochoh, which belongeth to Judah; and they encamped between 
Sochoh and 'Azekah, at Ephess-dammim. 2 And Saul and the men of Israel gathered 
themselves together, and encamped in the valley of Elah, and put themselves in battle- 
array opposite to the Philistines. 3 And the Philistines stood on a mountain on the 
one side, and the Israelites stood on a mountain on the other side: and the valley was 
between them. 4 And there went out the champion out of the camp of the Philistines, 
Goliath of Gath was his name, whose height was six cubits and a span. 5 And he had a 
helmet of copper upon his head, and he was clothed with a scaly coat of mail; and the 
weight of the coat of mail was five thousand shekels of copper. ® And he had greaves of 
copper upon his legs, and a javelin of copper between his shoulders. 7 And the staff of his 
spear was like a weaver's beam; and the blade of his spear [weighed] six hundred shekels 
of iron: and the shield-bearer was walking before him. 8 And he stood and calleth unto 
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the arrays of Israel, and said unto them, Why will ye come out to put yourselves in battle- 
array? Behold: I am the Philistine, and ye are servants to Saul! select for yourselves one 
man, and let him come down to me; ? If he be able to fight with me, and he kill me, then 
will we be unto you as servants; but if I prevail against him, and kill him, then shall ye 
be unto us as servants, and ye shall serve us. 1° And the Philistine said, I have defied the 
arrays of Israel this day; give me a man, and let us fight together. 11 When Saul and all 
Israel heard these words of the Philistine, they were disheartened, and became greatly 
afraid. 12 Now David was the son of that Ephrathite of Beth-lechem-judah, whose name 
was Jesse; and he had eight sons: and the man was old in the days of Saul, belonging to 
the persons [of high esteem]. !3 And the three eldest sons of Jesse were gone following 
Saul to the battle: and the names of his three sons that were gone to the battle were Eliab 


the first-born, and the next to him Abinadab, and the third Shammah. 14 And David was 
the youngest: and the three eldest followed Saul. 15 But David kept going and returning 


from Saul to feed his father's flocks at Beth-lechem. !° And the Philistine drew near 
morning and evening, and presented himself forty days. 17 And Jesse said unto David 


his son, Take, I pray thee, for thy brothers an ephah of this parched corn, and these ten 
loaves, and run to the camp to thy brothers; 18 And these ten cheeses shalt thou bring 
unto the captain of the thousand, and inquire of thy brothers how they fare, and take 
away their pledge. 19 Now Saul, and they, and all the men of Israel, were in the valley 
of Elah, fighting with the Philistines. 2° And David rose up early in the morning, and 
gave up the flocks to a keeper, and took, and went, as Jesse had commanded him; and 
he came to the entrenchment, as the host was going forth in battle-array, and shouted 
the battle-cry. 21 And the Israelites and the Philistines put themselves in battle-array, 
army against army. 22 And David left the articles which he had on him in the hand of the 
keeper of the baggage, and ran into the array, and came and asked of his brothers after 
their welfare. 23 And as he was speaking with them, behold, there came up the champion, 
Goliath the Philistine, by name, of Gath, out of the battle-arrays of the Philistines, and 
spoke in accordance with these same words: and David heard it. 24 And all the men of 
Israel, when they saw the man, fled from before him, and were greatly afraid. 2° And the 
men of Israel said, Have ye seen this man that is coming forth? for to defy Israel is he 
coming forth; and it shall be, that the man who killeth him,—him will the king enrich 
with great riches, and his daughter will he give him, and his father's house will he make 
free in Israel. 26 And David said to the men that stood by him, thus, What shall be done 
to the man that may smite yon Philistine, and take away the reproach from Israel? for 
who is this uncircumcised Philistine, that he should defy the arrays of the living God? 
27 And the people spoke to him after this manner, saying, So shall it be done to the man 
that may smite him. 28 And Eliab his eldest brother heard when he was speaking unto 
the men; and Eliab's anger was kindled against David, and he said, Why didst thou come 
down hither? and with whom hast thou left those few sheep in the wilderness? I know 
thy presumption, and the wickedness of thy heart; for in order to see the battle art thou 
come down. 29 And David said, What have I now done? It is nothing but a word. 3° And 
he turned from him toward another, and spoke after the same manner: and the people 
made him again a reply after the former manner. 3! And the words which David had 
spoken were heard, and they told them in the presence of Saul, who sent for him. ?2 And 
David said to Saul, Let no man's heart fail because of him: thy servant will go and fight 
with this Philistine. 33 And Saul said to David, Thou art not able to go unto this Philistine 
to fight with him; for thou art but a lad, and he [hath been] a man of war from his youth. 
34 And David said unto Saul, Thy servant was feeding his father's flocks, and there came 


a lion, and a bear, and bore off a lamb out of the drove; 35 And I went out after him, and 
smote him, and delivered it out of his mouth: and when he rose up against me, I caught 


him by his beard, and smote him, and slew him. 3° Both the lion and the bear did thy 
servant smite: and this uncircumcised Philistine shall become as one of them; because 
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he hath defied the arrays of the living God. 37 Moreover David said, The Lord who hath 
delivered me out of the power of the lion, and out of the power of the bear, will also 
surely deliver me out of the hand of this Philistine. And Saul said unto David, Go, and 
may the Lord be with thee. 38 And Saul clothed David with his garments, and he put a 
helmet of copper upon his head; and he clothed him also with a coat of mail. 39 And 
David girded his sword over his garments, and he essayed to go; for he had not tried it. 
And David said unto Saul, I cannot walk in these [things]; for I have never tried it before. 
And David put them off from him. 4° And he took his staff in his hand, and chose himself 
five smooth stones out of the brook, and put them in the shepherd's pouch which be had, 
even ina scrip, with his sling in his hand; and he approached to the Philistine. 4! And the 


Philistine went and drew nearer and nearer unto David; and the man that bore the shield 
went before him. 42 And when the Philistine looked about, and saw David, he disdained 
him; for he was but a lad, and ruddy, with a fair appearance. 43 And the Philistine said 


unto David, Am I a dog, that thou comest unto me with sticks? And the Philistine cursed 
David by his gods. 44 And the Philistine said to David, Come to me, and I will give thy flesh 


unto the fowls of the heavens, and to the beasts of the field. 45 Then said David to the 
Philistine, Thou comest unto me with a sword, and with a spear, and with a javelin; but 


I come to thee in the name of the Lord of hosts, the God of the arrays of Israel, that thou 
hast defied. 4¢ This day will the Lord deliver thee into my hand; and I will smite thee, and 
remove thy head from thee; and I will give the carcasses of the army of the Philistines 
this day unto the fowls of the air, and to the wild beasts of the earth; and all the earth 
shall know that there is a God for Israel. 4” And all this assembly shall know that the Lord 
saveth not through sword and spear; for the battle is the Lord's, and he will give you up 
into our hand. 48 And it came to pass, when the Philistine arose, and went and drew 
nigh to meet David, that David hastened, and ran toward the battle-array to meet the 
Philistine. 49 And David put his hand into the pouch, and took thence a stone, and slung 


it, and he struck the Philistine on his forehead, and the stone sunk into his forehead: 
and he fell upon his face to the ground. 5° So David prevailed over the Philistine with 


the sling and with the stone, and smote the Philistine, and slew him; but there was no 
sword in the hand of David. 5! And David ran, and stood by the Philistine, and took his 


sword, and drew it out of its sheath, and slew him, and cut off his head therewith. And 
when the Philistines saw that their hero was dead, they fled. 52 And then arose the men 


of Israel and of Judah, and shouted, and pursued the Philistines, until thou comest to 
the valley, and to the gates of 'Ekron. And the slain of the Philistines fell down by the 
way to Sha'arayim, even as far as Gath, and up to 'Ekron. °3 And the children of Israel 
returned from hotly pursuing after the Philistines, and they spoiled their camps. 4 And 
David took the head of the Philistine, and brought it to Jerusalem; but his weapons he 
placed in his tent. 5° And when Saul saw David going forth against the Philistine, he said 
unto Abner, the captain of the army, Abner, whose son is this lad? And Abner said, As 
thy soul liveth, 0 king, I know it not. °° And the king said, Ask thou whose son this youth 
is. 57 And as David returned from smiting the Philistine, Abner took him, and brought 


him before Saul with the head of the Philistine in his hand. 58 And Saul said to him, 
Whose son art thou, young man? And David answered, The son of thy servant Jesse the 


Beth-lechemite. 


18 


1 And it came to pass, when he had made an end of speaking unto Saul, that the soul 
of Jonathan was knit on the soul of David; and Jonathan loved him as his own soul. 2 And 
Saul took him on that day, and would not permit him to go home to his father's house. 
3 Then Jonathan and David made a covenant, because of his loving him as his own soul. 
4 And Jonathan stripped himself of the robe that he had upon him, and gave it to David, 
and likewise his garments, even to his sword, and to his bow, and to his girdle. 5 And 
David went out; whithersoever Saul used to send him, he was successful; and Saul set 
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him over the men of war; and he was accepted in the eyes of all the people, and also in 
the eyes of the servants of Saul. © And it came to pass as they came home, when David 
returned from smiting the Philistines, that the women came forth out of all the cities 
of Israel, singing and dancing, to meet king Saul, with tambourines, with joy, and with 
triangles. 7 And the women that played answered one another, and said, Saul hath slain 
his thousands, and David his ten thousands. 8 And Saul was very wroth, and this saying 
was displeasing in his eyes; and he said, They have given unto David ten thousands, 
and to me they have given the thousands: and all that he lacketh now yet is only the 
kingdom. ? And Saul looked jealous on David from that day and forward. 1° And it came 
to pass on the morrow, that an evil spirit from God came suddenly over Saul, and he 
spoke foolish things in the midst of the house: while David was playing with his hand, 
as on previous days; and the spear was in the hand of Saul. 11 And Saul cast the spear; 
and he thought, I will strike David through even on the wall. And David turned aside 
out of his presence twice. 12 And Saul was afraid of David; because the Lord was with 
him, and from Saul he was departed. !° Therefore Saul removed him from himself, and 
made him his captain over a thousand: and he went out and came in before the people. 
14 And David was successful on all his ways; and the Lord was with him. 15 And when 
Saul saw that he was very successful, he was in dread of him. 1° But all Israel and Judah 


loved David; because he went out and came in before them. 17 And Saul said to David, 
Behold, here is my eldest daughter Merab, her will I give to thee for wife: only be thou 


unto me a man of valor, and fight the Lord's battles. And Saul thought, Let not my hand 
be against him, but let the hand of the Philistines be against him. 18 And David said unto 
Saul, Who am I? and what is my life, [or] my father's family in Israel, that I should be 
a son-in-law to the king? 19 But it happened at the time when Merab, Saul's daughter 
should have been given to David, that she was given unto 'Adriel the Mecholathite for 
wife. 2° And Michal Saul's daughter loved David: and they told it to Saul, and the thing 
was right in his eyes. 21 And Saul said, I will give her to him, that she may become unto 
him a snare, and that the hand of the Philistines may be against him. Wherefore Saul 
said to David, Through the second shalt thou this day become my son-in-law. 2? And Saul 
commanded his servants, Speak to David secretly, saying, Behold, the king hath delight 
in thee, and all his servants love thee; and now thou must become the king's son-in-law. 
23 And the servants of Saul spoke in the ears of David these words. And David said, Doth 
it seem so light in your eyes to become the king's son-in-law, seeing that I am a poor 
man, and of light esteem? 24 And the servants of Saul told him, saying, Words such as 
these David hath spoken. 25 And Saul said, Thus shall ye say to David, The king desireth 
not any dowry, but a hundred foreskins of the Philistines, to be avenged on the king's 
enemies. But Saul thought to cause David to fall by the hand of the Philistines. 26 And 
when his servants told David these words, the thing was pleasing in the eyes of David to 
become the king's son-in-law: and the days were not complete, 2”? When David arose and 
went, he and his men, and smote of the Philistines two hundred men; and David brought 
their foreskins, and they counted them out in full to the king, that he might become the 
king's son-in-law. And Saul gave him Michal his daughter for wife. 28 And Saul saw and 
understood that the Lord was with David: and Michal, Saul's daughter, loved him. 2? And 
Saul was yet the more afraid of David; and Saul was David's enemy all the time. 3° And 
the princes of the Philistines went forth; and it came to pass, whenever they went forth, 
that David was more successful than all the servants of Saul; so that his name was highly 
prized. 


19 


1 And Saul spoke to Jonathan his son, and to all his servants, that he would kill David. 
But Jonathan the son of Saul delighted greatly in David. 2 And Jonathan told David, 
saying, Saul my father seeketh to kill thee; now therefore, I pray thee, take heed to 
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thyself in the morning, and abide in a secret place, and hide thyself: 3 And I will go out 
and stand by the side of my father in the field where thou art, and I myself will speak 
of thee to my father; and I will see what it is, and I will tell thee. 4 And Jonathan spoke 
favorably of David unto Saul his father, and said unto him, Let not the king sin against his 
servant, against David; since he hath not sinned against thee, and because his deeds are 
very good for thee; > And he did put his life in his hand, and he slew the Philistine, and the 
Lord wrought a great salvation for all Israel; thou sawest it, and wast rejoiced: wherefore 
then wilt thou commit sin on innocent blood, by slaying David without a cause? © And 
Saul hearkened unto the voice of Jonathan: and Saul swore, As the Lord liveth, he shall 
not be put to death. 7 And Jonathan called David, and Jonathan told him all these words. 
And Jonathan brought David to Saul, and he was in his presence, as in times past. ® And 
the war occurred again: and David went out, and fought with the Philistines, and smote 
them with a great defeat, and they fled from before him. ? And the evil spirit from the 
Lord came upon Saul, and he was sitting in his house with his spear in his hand; and 
David was playing with his hand. 1° And Saul sought to strike David through with the 
spear even to the wall; but he slipped away from before Saul, who struck the spear into 
the wall: and David fled, and escaped that night. 11 But Saul sent messengers unto David's 
house, to watch him, and to slay him in the morning; and Michal his wife told it to David, 
saying, If thou save not thy life this night, tomorrow thou wilt be put to death. 12 And 
Michal let David down through the window: and he went, and fled, and escaped. 13 And 
Michal took an image, and put it in the bed, and a pillow of goats' hair she put for its 
head to rest on, and covered it with a cloth. 14 And when Saul sent messengers to take 
David, she said, He is sick. 5 And Saul sent the messengers to see David, saying, Bring 
him up to me in the bed, that I may put him to death. 16 And when the messengers 
were come in, behold, there was an image in the bed, with a pillow of goats' hair for its 
head to rest on. 17 And Saul said unto Michal, Why hast thou thus deceived me, and sent 
away my enemy, that he is escaped? And Michal said to Saul, He said unto me, Let me 
go away: why should I kill thee? 18 So David fled, and escaped, and came unto Samuel 


to Ramah, and he told him all that Saul had done to him. And he and Samuel went and 
remained in Nayoth. 19 And it was told unto Saul, saying, Behold, David is at Nayoth near 


Ramah. 2° And Saul sent messengers to take David; and when they saw the company 
of the prophets prophesying, and Samuel standing as superintendent over them: then 
came upon the messengers of Saul the spirit of God, and they also prophesied. 21 And 
when it was told to Saul, he sent other messengers, and these prophesied likewise. And 
Saul sent again messengers the third time, and these also prophesied. 22 Then went he 
himself also to Ramah, and came as far as the great well that is in Sechu: and he asked and 
said, Where are Samuel and David? And some one said, Behold, they are at Nayoth near 
Ramah. 23 And he went thither to Nayoth near Ramah: and there came upon him also the 
Spirit of God, and he went on, and prophesied as he went, until he came to Nayoth near 
Ramah. 24 And he also stripped off his clothes, and he also prophesied himself before 
Samuel, and lay down naked all that day and all that night. Therefore people are in the 
habit of saying, Is Saul too among the prophets? 


20 


1 And David fled from Nayoth near Ramah, and came and said before Jonathan, What 
have I done? what is my iniquity? and what is my sin before thy father, that he seeketh 
my life? 2 And he said unto him, God forbid; thou shalt not die: behold, my father is 
not wont to do a great thing or a small thing, which he doth not inform me of; and why 
should my father conceal this thing from me? it is not so. 3 But David swore again, 
and said, Thy father well knoweth that I have found grace in thy eyes; wherefore he 
said, Jonathan must not know this, lest he be grieved: nevertheless, as truly as the Lord 
liveth, and thy soul liveth, there was but one step between me and death. 4 Then said 
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Jonathan unto David, Whatsoever thy soul sayeth will I do for thee. 5 And David said 
unto Jonathan, Behold, tomorrow is the new-moon, and I should as usual sit with the 
king to eat; but let me go, that I may hide myself in the field until the third evening. ¢ If 
thy father at all miss me, then do thou say, David asked earnestly leave of me that he 
might run to Beth-lechem his city; for there is a yearly sacrifice there for all the family. 
7If he should say thus, It is well: then shall thy servant have peace; but if it be at all 
displeasing to him, then know that the evil is determined on by him. 8 And do thou deal 
kindly with thy servant; for into a covenant of the Lord hast thou brought thy servant 
with thee; but if there be in me any iniquity, slay me thyself; for why shouldst thou bring 
me to thy father? 9 And Jonathan said, Far be it from thee; for if I should know for certain 
that evil were determined on by my father to come upon thee, would I not tell it thee? 
10 Then said David to Jonathan, Who shall tell it me? or what, if thy father answer thee 
roughly? 11 And Jonathan said unto David, Come, let us go out into the field. And they 
went out, both of them, into the field. 12 And Jonathan said unto David, May the God of 
Israel [punish me] if, when I have sounded my father about this time tomorrow, or of 
the third day, and, behold, if he be good toward David, I do not then send unto thee, and 
inform thee of it. 13 May the Lord do so to Jonathan and continue so yet farther, that, 
if it please my father [to do] thee evil, I will inform thee of it, and send thee away, that 
thou mayest go in peace; and may the Lord be with thee, as he hath been with my father. 
14 And wilt thou not, should I be yet alive, show me the kindness of the Lord, that I may 
not die? 1 But, surely, thou wilt not withdraw thy kindness from my house for ever, not 
even when the Lord cutteth off the enemies of David, every one, from off the face of the 
earth. 16 So Jonathan made a covenant with the house of David, [saying,] May the Lord 
require it at the hand of David's enemies. !7 And Jonathan caused David to swear again, 
by his love for him; for he loved him as he loved his own soul. !8 Then Jonathan said to 
David, Tomorrow is the new-moon: and thou wilt be missed, because thy seat will be left 
empty. 19 And when thou hast stayed till the third day, then shalt thou go down greatly, 
and come to the place where thou didst hide thyself on the work-day; and thou shalt 
remain by the stone Ezel. 2° And I will myself shoot three arrows on the side thereof, as 
though I were shooting at a mark. 21 And, behold, I will send the lad, saying, Go, find the 
arrows; if I should now say unto the lad, Behold, the arrows are on this side of thee: then 
take him and come; for there is peace to thee, and it is nothing; as the Lord liveth. 22 But 
if thus I should say unto the young man, Behold, the arrows are beyond thee: then go thy 
way, for the Lord hath sent thee off. 23 And touching the matter of which we have spoken, 


thou and I, behold, the Lord is between me and thee for ever. 24 So David hid himself in 
the field: and when the new-moon was come, the king set himself down to the repast to 


eat. 25 And the king sat upon his seat, as at other times, upon the seat by the wall: and 
when Jonathan arose, Abner seated himself by the side of Saul, and David's place was left 
empty. 2° Nevertheless Saul spoke not the least on that day; for he thought, Something 
hath befallen him, he is not clean; because he hath not yet purified himself. 2” And it 
came to pass on the morrow, the second day of the new-moon, that David's place was 
left empty; and Saul said unto Jonathan his son, Wherefore is the son of Jesse not come, 
both yesterday and today, to the repast? 28 And Jonathan answered Saul, David asked 
earnestly leave of me to go as far as Beth-lechem. 2? And he said, Let me go, I pray thee; 
for we have a family-sacrifice in the city, and my brother himself hath commanded it to 
me; and now, if I have found favor in thy eyes, let me get away, I pray thee, that I may see 
my brothers: therefore is he not come unto the king's table. 3° And the anger of Saul was 
kindled against Jonathan, and he said unto him, Thou son of perverse rebelliousness! do 
I not know that thou hast chosen the son of Jesse to thy own shame, and to the shame of 
thy mother's nakedness? 3! For all the days that the son of Jesse liveth upon the ground, 
thou wilt not have any permanence with thy kingdom: therefore now send and fetch 
him unto me, for he shall surely die. 32 And Jonathan answered Saul his father, and said 
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unto him, Wherefore shall he be put to death? what hath he done? 33 And Saul cast 
his spear at him to smite him: and Jonathan understood that it was determined on by 
his father to put David to death. 34 And Jonathan arose from the table in fierce anger, 
and did eat no food on the second day of the new-moon; for he was grieved for David; 
because his father had made him feel ashamed. *5 And it came to pass in the morning, 
that Jonathan went out into the field to the place appointed with David, and a little lad 


was with him. 36 And he said unto his lad, Run, do find out the arrows which I shoot: 
and the lad ran, and he shot the arrow so as to pass beyond him. 37 And when the lad 


was come to the place of the arrow which Jonathan had shot, Jonathan called after the 
lad, and said, Behold, the arrow is beyond thee! 38 And Jonathan called after the lad, 
Make haste, speed, stay not: and Jonathan's lad gathered up the arrows, and came to 
his master. 39 But the lad knew not the least: only Jonathan and David knew the matter. 
40 And Jonathan gave his weapons unto the lad who was with him, and said unto him, Go, 
carry them to the city. 41 And as soon as the lad was gone, David arose from the south 
side [of the stone], and fell on his face to the ground, and bowed himself three times: 
and they kissed one another, and wept one with another, until David exceeded. 42 And 
Jonathan said to David, Go in peace: what we have sworn, both of us, in the name of the 
Lord, saying, The Lord shall be between me and thee, and between my seed and thy seed 


for ever, [shall be kept]. (21:1) And he arose and departed; and Jonathan went into the 
city. 


Z1 

1 (21:2) And David came to Nob to Achimelech the priest; and Achimelech hastened 
trembling to meet David, and said unto him, Why art thou alone, and no man is with 
thee? 2 (21:3) And David said unto Achimelech the priest, The king commanded me a 
business, and said unto me, Let not any man know the least of the business concerning 
which I send thee, and which I have commanded thee. And the young men have I 
appointed to such and such a place. 3 (21:4) And now what hast thou on hand: put five 
loaves of bread into my hand, or what else can be found. 4 (21:5) And the priest answered 
David, and said, I have no common bread on hand, but there is hallowed bread; if the 
young men have only withheld themselves from women. ° (21:6) And David answered 
the priest and said to him, To a certainty women have been denied us yesterday and 
the day before, when I went forth, and the vessels of the young men were holy: and if 
this was the custom with unholy things, how much more will it remain this day holy in 
the vessels, ° (21:7) So the priest gave him hallowed bread; for there was no bread there 
except the showbread, that was removed from before the Lord, so as to put down hot 
bread on the day when it was taken away. 7 (21:8) Now a certain man of the servants 
of Saul was there on that day, detained before the Lord; and his name was Doeg, the 
Edomite, the chief of the herdsmen that belonged to Saul. 8 (21:9) And David said unto 
Achimelech, Hast thou not also here at hand a spear or sword: for both my sword as also 
my other weapons have I not brought with me, because the king's business was urgent. 
9 (21:10) And the priest said, The sword of Goliath the Philistine, whom thou didst slay 
in the valley of Elah, behold, it is here wrapped up in a cloth behind the ephod: if thou 
wilt take that for thyself, take it; for there is no other save it here. And David said, There 
is none like that: give it to me. 1°(21:11) And David arose, and fled on that day from 
before Saul, and came to Achish the king of Gath. 11 (21:12) And the servants of Achish 
said unto him, Is not this David the king of the land? did they not of this man sing 
one to another in the dances, saying, Saul hath slain his thousands, and David his ten 
thousands? 12 (21:13) And David took these words to his heart, and was greatly afraid 
of Achish the king of Gath. 13 (21:14) And he disguised his reason before their eyes, and 
played the madman in their hands, and scribbled on the doors of the gate, and let his 
spittle run down upon his beard. 14 (21:15) Then said Achish unto his servants, Lo, ye 
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see, the man is mad: wherefore then will ye bring him to me? 1 (21:16) Have I lack of 
madmen, that ye have brought this man to play his pranks about me? shall this one 
come into my house? 


ZZ 


1 And David departed thence, and escaped to the cave 'Adullam: and when his brothers 
and all his father's house heard it, they went down to him thither. 2 And there gathered 
themselves unto him every one that was in distress, and every one that had a creditor, 
and every one that had an embittered spirit; and he became a captain over them: and 
there were with him about four hundred men. 3 And David went thence to Mizpeh of 
Moab: and he said unto the king of Moab, Let my father and my mother, I pray thee, go 
forth with you, until I can know what God will do for me. 4 And he conducted them to 
the presence of the king of Moab: and they remained with him all the time that David 
was in the strong-hold. 5 And the prophet Gad said unto David, Thou must not remain 
in the strong-hold: depart, and get thee into the land of Judah. Then David departed, 
and came into the forest of Chereth. ® And Saul heard that David was discovered, and the 
men that were with him, [now Saul was sitting in Gib'ah under the tamarisk on the hill, 
with his spear in his hand, and all his servants were standing about him;] 7 Then said 
Saul unto his servants that stood about him, Hear, I pray you, men of Benjamin! will the 
son of Jesse give, indeed, to every one of you fields and vineyards? will he appoint you 
all captains of thousands, and captains of hundreds? 8 That ye have conspired, all of you, 
against me, and there is none that informeth me, while my son hath made a covenant 
with the son of Jesse, and there is none of you that is concerned for me, or informeth me 
that my son hath stirred up my servant to lie in wait against me, as it is this day? > Then 
answered Doeg the Edomite, who was set over the servants of Saul, and said, I saw the 
son of Jesse coming to Nob, to Achimelech the son of Achitub. 1° And he asked counsel 
for him of the Lord, and he gave him provision, and gave him also the sword of Goliath 
the philistine. 1! Then sent the king to call Achimelech, the son of Achitub, the priest, 
and all his father's house, the priests that were in Nob: and they came, all of them, to 
the king. 12 And Saul said, Hear now, thou son of Achitub. And he said, here am I, my 
Lord. 13 And Saul said unto him, Why have ye conspired against me, thou and the son 
of Jesse, in that thou didst give him bread, and a sword, and hast asked counsel for him 
of God, that he should rise to lie in wait against me, as it is this day! 14 Then answered 
Achimelech the king, and said, And who is among all thy servants so trusted as David, 
and the king's son-in-law, and freely admitted to thy private council, and is honored in 
thy house? 15 Did I this day then begin to ask counsel for him of God? far be it from me; 
let not the king impute any thing unto his servant, [nor] to all the house of my father; for 
thy servant knew not of all this, either a little or great thing. 1° And the king said, Thou 
shalt surely die, Achimelech, thou, and all thy father's house. 1” And the king said unto 
the runners that stood about him, Turn round and slay the priests of the Lord; because 
their hand also is with David, and because they knew that he was fleeing, and did not 
disclose it to me. But the servants of the king would not stretch forth their hand to fall 
upon the priests of the Lord. 18 And the king said to Doeg, Turn thou round, and fall 
upon the priests. And Doeg the Edomite turned round, and he fell upon the priests, and 
slew on that day eighty and five persons that did wear a linen ephod. 19 And Nob, the 
city of the priests, he smote with the edge of the sword, both men and women, children 
and sucklings, and oxen, and asses, and lambs, with the edge of the sword. 2° And there 
escaped one of the sons of Achimelech the son of Achitub, whose name was Ebyathar, 
and he fled after David. 21 And Ebyathar told David that Saul had slain the priests of the 
Lord. 22 And David said unto Ebyathar, I knew on that day, because Doeg the Edomite 
was there, that he would surely tell Saul: I have myself occasioned the death of all the 
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persons of thy father's house. 23 Remain thou with me, fear nothing; for he that will seek 
my life will seek thy life; but thou shalt be well guarded with me. 


23 

1 Then they told David, saying, Behold, the Philistines are fighting against Ke'ilah, and 
they are plundering the threshing-floors. 2 Thereupon David asked counsel of the Lord, 
saying, Shall I go and smite among these Philistines? And the Lord said unto David, Go 
and smite among the Philistines, and deliver Ke'ilah. 3 And David's men said unto him, 
Behold, here in Judah are we afraid: how much more then if we should go to Ke'ilah 
against the battle-arrays of the Philistines? 4 Then David asked yet again counsel of the 
Lord. And the Lord answered him and said, Arise, Go down to Ke'ilah; for I [will] deliver 
the Philistines into thy hand. 5So David and his men went to Ke'ilah; and he fought with 
the Philistines, and lead away their cattle, and smote among them a great slaughter. So 
David delivered the inhabitants of Ke'ilah. © And it came to pass, when Ebyathar the son 
of Achimelech, fled over to David, to Ke'ilah, that the ephod came down with him. 7 And 


it was told to Saul that David was come to Ke'ilah. And Saul said, God hath delivered 
him into my hand; for he is shut in, by entering into a town that hath gates and bars. 


8 And Saul called all the people together to war, to go down to Ke'ilah, to besiege David 
and his men. ° And David understood that Saul secretly devised mischief against him; 
and he said to Ebyathar the priest, Bring hither the ephod. !° Then said David, O Lord, 
God of Israel, thy servant hath heard for certain that Saul seeketh to come to Ke'ilah, to 
destroy the city for my sake. 11 Will the men of Ke'ilah surrender me into his hand? will 
Saul come down as thy servant hath heard? 0 Lord, God of Israel, I beseech thee, tell 
thy servant. And the Lord said, He will come down. !2 Then said David, Will the men of 
Ke'ilah surrender me and my men into the hand of Saul! And the Lord said, They will 
surrender. 13 Then arose David and his men, about six hundred men, and departed out 
of Ke'ilah, and wandered about whithersoever they could go. And when it was told to 
Saul that David was escaped from Ke'ilah, he forbore to go forth. 14 And David remained 
in the wilderness in strong-holds, and abode on the mountain in the wilderness of Ziph. 
And Saul sought him all the time, but God delivered him not into his hand. 15 And David 
saw that Saul was gone forth to seek his life: and David was in the wilderness of Ziph in 
the forest. 16 And Jonathan, the son of Saul, arose and went to David into the forest, and 
strengthened his hand in God. !” And he said unto him, Fear not; for the hand of Saul my 
father will not find thee; and thou wilt be king over Israel, and I will be next unto thee; 
and also Saul my father knoweth this. 18 And they made, both of them, a covenant before 
the Lord: and David remained in the forest; but Jonathan went to his house. 19 Then 
came up the Ziphites unto Saul to Gib'ah, saying, Behold, David is hiding himself with 
us in the strong-holds in the forest, on the hill of Chachilah, which is on the right of 
the desert. 2° And now in accordance with all the longing of thy soul, 0 king, to come 
down, come down; and our part shall be to surrender him into the king's hand. 2! And 
Saul said, Blessed be ye of the Lord; for ye have pity on me. 22 Go, I pray you, make yet 
more preparations, and remark and see his place where his foot may be, who hath seen 
him there; for I am told that he dealeth with great subtilty. 23 See therefore, and remark 
every one of all the lurking-places where he usually hideth himself, and come ye again 
to me with the certainty, and I will go with you; and it shall come to pass, if he be in the 
land, that I will search him out throughout all the thousands of Judah. 24 And they arose, 
and went to Ziph before Saul; but David and his men were in the wilderness of Ma'on, in 
the plain on the right of the desert. 25 And Saul and his men went to make a search. And 
they told it to David: wherefore he came down to the rock, and abode in the wilderness of 
Ma'on. And when Saul heard this, he pursued after David into the wilderness of Ma'on. 


26 And Saul went on this side of the mountain, and David and his men on that side of the 
mountain; and David made haste to get away from before Saul; and Saul and his men 


were compassing David and his men to seize them. 27 But a messenger came unto Saul, 
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saying, Haste thee, and come; for the Philistines have invaded the land. 28 Wherefore 
Saul returned from pursuing after David, and went against the Philistines: therefore 
they called that place Sela-hammachlekoth. 29 And David went up from there, and dwelt 
in strong-holds of 'En-gedi. 


24 

1 And it came to pass, when Saul was returned from pursuing the Philistines, that it 
was told to him, saying, Behold, David is in the wilderness of 'En-gedi. Then took Saul 
three thousand chosen men out of all Israel, and went to seek David and his men upon 
the rocks of the wild goats. 3 And he came to the sheepfolds by the way, and there was 
a cave; and Saul went in to cover his feet: and David and his men were sitting in the 
lower end of the cave. 4 And the men of David said unto him, Behold, this is the day of 
which the Lord hath said unto thee, Behold, I will deliver thy enemy into thy hand, that 
thou mayest do to him as it shall seem good in thy eyes. And David arose, and cut off 
the corner of the robe which Saul wore, unperceived. > And it came to pass afterward, 
that David's heart smote him, because he had cut off the corner of Saul's [robe]. © And 
he said unto his men, Far be it from me for the Lord's sake, that I should do this thing 
unto my master, the Lord's anointed, to stretch forth my hand against him; because he 


is the anointed of the Lord. 7 So David restrained his servants with these words, and 
suffered them not to rise against Saul. But Saul rose up out of the cave, and went on his 


way. 8 David also arose afterward, and went forth out of the cave, and called after Saul, 
saying, My Lord, the king! And Saul then looked behind him, and David bowed his face 
to the earth, and prostrated himself. 9 And David said to Saul, Wherefore wilt thou listen 
to men's words, saying, Behold, David seeketh thy injury? !° Behold, this day thy eyes 
have seen how that the Lord had delivered thee today into my hand in the cave, and 
some one said that I should kill thee: but my soul felt compassion for thee: and I said, I 
will not stretch forth my hand against my Lord; because he is the anointed of the Lord. 
11 And now, my father, see, yea, see the corner of thy robe in my hand; for in that I cut 
off the corner of thy robe, and killed thee not, know thou and see that there is neither 
evil nor transgression in my hand, and that I have not sinned against thee: yet thou liest 
in wait for my soul to take it. 12 May the Lord judge between me and thee, and may the 
Lord avenge me on thee; but my hand shall not be against thee. 13 As saith the proverb of 
the ancients, From the wicked proceedeth wickedness; but my hand shall not be against 
thee. 14 After whom is the king of Israel gone out? after whom art thou pursuing? after 
a dead dog, after a single flea. 15 May the Lord therefore be judge, and decide between 
me and thee, and see, and plead my cause, and obtain me justice out of thy hand. 1° And 
it came to pass, When David had finished speaking these words unto Saul, that Saul said, 
Is this thy voice, my son David? And Saul lifted up his voice, and wept. !” And he said 
to David, Thou art more righteous than I; for thou hast done for me only what is good, 
whereas I have rewarded thee only with what is evil. 18 And thou hast proved this day, 


that thou hast dealt well with me; forasmuch as when the Lord had surrendered me into 
thy hand, thou didst not kill me. 19 For if a man find his enemy, will he let him go away 


on a good road? so may the Lord reward thee with good for what thou hast done unto 
me this day. 2° And now, behold, I know that thou wilt surely become king, and that the 
kingdom of Israel will stand firmly in thy hand. 2! And now swear unto me by the Lord, 
that thou wilt not cut off my seed after me, and that thou wilt not destroy my name 
out of my father's house. 22 And David swore unto Saul; and Saul went to his house; but 
David and his men went up into the strong-hold. 


1 And Samuel died; and all the Israelites assembled themselves together, and lamented 


for him, and buried him in his house at Ramah. And David arose, and went down to the 
wilderness of Paran. 2 And there was a man in Ma'on, whose business was in Carmel; and 
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the man was very great, and he had three thousand sheep, and a thousand goats: and 
he was, while they were shearing his sheep, at Carmel. 3 Now the name of the man was 
Nabal, and the name of his wife Abigayil: and the woman was of good understanding, 


and of a beautiful form; but the man was hard-hearted and evil in his deeds; and he was 
of the house of Caleb. 4 And David heard in the wilderness that Nabal was shearing his 


sheep. > And David sent out ten young men, and David said unto the young men, Get you 
up to Carmel, and go to Nabal, and ask him in my name after his well-being. ® And ye 
shall say, May it thus be throughout thy life; and peace be to thee, and peace be to thy 
house, and unto all that thou hast be peace. 7 And now have I heard that thou hast sheep- 
shearers: now thy shepherds have been with us, we have not injured them, neither hath 
there aught been missing unto them, all the time they were at Carmel. ® Ask thy young 
men, and they will tell it thee. Therefore let the young men find favor in thy eyes; for 
on a festive day are we come: give, I pray thee, whatsoever thy hand is capable of unto 
thy servants, and to thy son, to David. 9 And David's young men came, and they spoke 
to Nabal in accordance with all these words in the name of David; and then they ceased. 


10 And Nabal answered the servants of David, and said, Who is David? and who is the 
son of Jesse? now-a-days there are many servants that break away every one from his 


master. ! Shall I then take my bread, and my water, and my flesh that I have killed for 
my sheep-shearers, and give it unto men, whom I know not whence they are? 12 And 
David's young men turned about on their way, and returned, and came and told him in 
accordance with all these words. 13 And David said unto his men, Gird ye on, every man, 
his sword. And they girded on, every man, his sword; and David also girded on his sword: 
and there went up after David about four hundred men, and two hundred abode by the 
baggage. 14 But one of the young men told Abigayil, Nabal's wife, saying, Behold, David 
sent messengers out of the wilderness to greet our master; but he hath spoken rudely to 
them. 15 Whereas the men have been very good unto us; and we have not been injured, 
neither have we missed any thing, all the time that we went about with them, while we 
were in the field: 1° A wall were they around us both by night and by day, all the time 
we were with them, feeding the flocks. 17 And now know and consider what thou canst 
do; for evil is determined on against our master, and against all his household; and he 
is too greatly a worthless man for me to speak to him. 18 And Abigayil made haste, and 
took two hundred loaves, and two bottles of wine, and five sheep ready dressed, and five 
measures of parched corn, and a hundred clusters of raisins, and two hundred cakes of 
figs, and laid them on asses. !° And she said unto her young men, Pass on before me: 
behold, I come after you. But to her husband Nabal she told nothing. 2° And it was so, 
as she was riding on the ass, and coming down by the covert of the mount, that, behold, 


David and his men came down toward her; and she met them. 2! Now David had said, 
Yea, for naught only have I guarded all that belongeth to this fellow in the wilderness, 


so that not the least was missed of all that pertained unto him; and he hath requited me 
evil instead of good. 24 So may God do unto the enemies of David, and do so yet farther, if 
I leave of all that pertaineth to him by the morning light, as much as a dog. 23 And when 
Abigayil saw David, she hastened, and alighted off the ass, and fell down before David on 
her face, and bowed herself to the ground. 24 And she fell at his feet, and said, On me, me, 
my lord, is the fault: and let thy hand-maid, I pray thee, speak in thy hearing, and listen 
to the words of thy hand-maid. #5 Let not my Lord, I pray thee, turn his heart unto this 


worthless man, unto Nabal; for as his name is, so is he: Nabal is his name, and meanness 
is with him; but I thy hand-maid did not see the young men of my Lord, whom thou didst 


send, 26 And now, my lord, as the Eternal liveth, and as thy soul liveth, it is the Lord who 
hath withholden thee from coming to blood-guiltiness, and from helping thyself with 
thy own hand; and now may like Nabal be thy enemies, and those that seek [to do] my 
Lord evil. 27 And now this present which thy hand-maid hath brought unto my Lord, 
let it even be given unto the young men that follow in the train my Lord. 28 Pardon, I 
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pray thee, the trespass of thy hand-maid; for the Lord will certainly make for my lord an 
enduring house; because the battles of the Lord doth my lord fight, and evil will not be 
found in thee all thy days. 2? And though a man is risen up to pursue thee, and to seek thy 
soul: yet will the soul of my Lord be bound in the bond of life with the Lord thy God; and 
the soul of thy enemies will he hurl away, as out of the middle of the sling. 3° And it shall 
come to pass, when the Lord will do to my lord, in accordance with all the good that he 
hath spoken concerning thee, and will ordain thee as ruler over Israel, 31 That this shall 
not be unto thee as a cause of offense and as a reproach of heart unto my lord, both by 
having shed blood without cause, and by my lord having righted himself; and when the 
Lord will do good unto my lord, then do thou remember thy hand-maid. 32 And David 
said to Abigayil, Blessed be the Lord, the God of Israel, who sent thee this day to meet me; 
33 And blessed be thy intelligence, and blessed be thou, who hast prevented me this day 
from coming unto blood-guiltiness, and from helping myself with my own hand. 34 But 
truly, as the Lord the God of Israel liveth, who hath withdrawn me from injuring thee, 
except thou hadst hastened and come to meet me, surely there would not have been left 
unto Nabal by the morning-light so much as a dog. 35 And David took out of her hand 
that which she had brought him; and unto her he said, Go up in peace to thy house: see, 
I have hearkened to thy voice, and have respected thy presence. 36 And Abigayil came to 
Nabal; and, behold, he held a feast in his house, like the feast of a king; and Nabal's heart 
was merry within him, and he was exceedingly drunken; wherefore she told him not a 
word, either little or great, until the morning-light. 37 But it happened in the morning, 
when the wine was gone out of Nabal, that his wife told him these things; and his heart 
died within him, and he became as a stone. °8 And it came to pass in about ten days 


thereafter, that the Lord struck Nabal, and he died. 3? And when David heard that Nabal 
was dead, he said, Blessed be the Lord, who hath pleaded the cause of my reproach from 


the hand of Nabal, and hath withheld his servant from evil; and the wickedness of Nabal 
hath the Lord returned upon his own head. And David sent and applied for Abigayil, to 


take her to himself for wife. 4° And the servants of David came to Abigayil to Carmel, 
and they spoke unto her, saying, David hath sent us unto thee, to take thee to himself 
for wife. 4! Thereupon she arose, and bowed herself with her face to the earth, and said, 
Behold, let thy hand-maid be a servant to wash the feet of the servants of my lord. 42 And 
Abigayil hastened, and arose, and rode upon an ass, with her five damsels that went in 
her train; and she went after the messengers of David, and she became his wife. 43 David 
also took Achino'am of Yizre'el; and both of them became thus his wives. 44 But Saul had 
given Michal his daughter, David's wife, to Palti, the son of Layish, who was of Gallim. 


1 And the Ziphites came unto Saul to Gib'ah, saying, Behold, David hideth himself 


on the hill of Chachilah, before the desert. 2 Then arose Saul, and went down to the 
wilderness of Ziph, and with him were three thousand men chosen out of Israel, to seek 


David in the wilderness of Ziph. 3 And Saul encamped on the hill of Chachilah, which is 
before the desert by the way; but David abode in the wilderness, and he saw that Saul was 
coming after him into the wilderness. 4 David thereupon sent out spies, and understood 
that Saul was come for a certainty. 5 And David arose, and came to the place where Saul 
was encamped; and David beheld the place where Saul lay, with Abner the son of Ner, 
the captain of his army; and Saul was lying in the midst of the ring, and the people 
were encamped round about him. ©Then commenced David and said to Achimelech the 
Hittite, and to Abishai the son of Zeruyah, the brother of Joab, saying, Who will go down 
with me to Saul to the camp? And Abishai said, I will readily go down with thee. 7 So 
David and Abishai came to the people by night: and, behold, Saul lay sleeping within the 
ring, with his spear stuck in the ground by his head; but Abner and the people were lying 
round about him. 8 Then said Abishai to David, God hath surrendered this day thy enemy 
into thy hand: and now let me strike him through, I pray thee, with the spear, even to 
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the earth with one blow, and I will not give him a second one. 2 But David said to Abishai, 
Destroy him not; for who hath stretched forth his hand against the Lord's anointed, and 
remained guiltless? 1° David said farthermore, As the Lord liveth, the Lord alone shall 
strike him down: either his day shall come that he die; or he shall go down into battle, 
and perish. 11 Far be this from me for the sake of the Lord, that I should stretch forth 
my hand against the Lord's anointed; but now, I pray thee, take thou the spear that is 
by his head, and the cruise of water, and let us go our way. !2 So David took the spear 
and the cruise of water by the head of Saul, and they went their way; and no one saw it, 
and no one perceived it, and-no one awaked; for they were all sleeping; because a deep 
sleep from the Lord was fallen upon them. !° Then went David over to the other side, and 
stood on the top of the mount afar off, the space between them being great. 14 And David 
called to the people, and to Abner the son of Ner, saying, Wilt thou not answer, Abner? 
And Abner answered and said, Who art thou that callest to the king? 15 And David said 
to Abner, Art thou not a man? and who is like to thee in Israel? why then hast thou not 
kept guard over thy lord the king? for there came one of the people to destroy the king 
thy lord. 16 This thing which thou hast done is not good. As the Lord liveth, ye deserve 
to die; because ye have not kept guard over your master, over the Lord's anointed. And 
now see, where is the king's spear, and the cruise of water that was by his head? 17 And 
Saul recognized David's voice, and he said, Is this thy voice, my son David? And David 
said, It is my voice, my Lord, O king. 18 And he said, Why is this that my lord doth pursue 
after his servant? for what have I done? or what evil is in my hand? 19 And now, I pray 
thee, let my Lord the king hear the words of his servant! If the Lord have stirred thee up 
against me, then may he accept the savor of an offering; but if they be the children of 
men, then be they cursed before the Lord; because they have driven me out this day so 
that I cannot attach myself on the inheritance of the Lord, saying, Go, serve other gods. 
20 Now, therefore, let not my blood fall to the earth far from the presence of the Lord; for 
the king of Israel is come out to seek a single flea, as one doth usually pursue a partridge 
on the mountains. 2! Then said Saul, I have sinned; return, my son David; for I will not do 
thee harm any more, for the cause that my life was precious in thy eyes this day: behold, 
I have acted foolishly, and have erred exceedingly much. 22 And David answered and said, 
Behold, here is the king's spear! and let one of the young men come over and fetch it. 
23 And may the Lord recompense to every man his righteousness and his faithfulness; 
since the Lord delivered thee into my hand today, and I would not stretch forth my hand 
against the anointed of the Lord. #4 And behold, as thy life was highly valued this day in 
my eyes, so may my life be highly valued in the eyes of the Lord, and may he deliver me 
out of all tribulation. 25 Then said Saul to David, Blessed be thou my son David: thou wilt 
both do great things, and wilt also surely prevail. And David went then on his way, and 
Saul returned to his place. 


2} 


1 And David said in his heart, Now I may yet perish suddenly one day by the hand of 
Saul; there is nothing better for me than that I should escape at once into the land of the 
Philistines, then Saul will abstain from me, to seek me any more in all the territory of 
Israel: and so shall I escape out of his hand. 2 And David arose, and he passed over himself 
with the six hundred men that were with him unto Achish, the son of Ma'och, the king 
of Gath. 3 And David remained with Achish at Gath, he and his men, every man with 
his household, also David with his two wives, Achino'am the Yizre'elitess, and Abigayil, 


Nabal's wife, the Carmelitess. 4 And when it was told unto Saul that David was fled to 
Gath, he continued no more to seek for him. 5 And David said unto Achish, If now I have 
found grace in thy eyes, let them give me a place in some one of the country-towns, that 


I may dwell there; for why should thy servant dwell in the royal city with thee? Then 
gave Achish unto him on that day Ziklag: therefore hath Ziklag pertained unto the kings 
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of Judah until this day. 7 And the number of the days that David dwelt in the fields of 
the Philistines was a full year and four months. 8 And David and his men went up, and 


invaded the Geshurites, and the Gizrites, and the 'Amalekites; for these nations were of 
old the inhabitants of the land, till thou comest to Shur, and as far as the land of Egypt. 


9 And David smote the land, and left not alive either man or woman, and took away the 
flocks, and the oxen, and the asses, and the camels, and the apparel, and returned, and 
came to Achish. !° And Achish said, Whither have ye made an inroad today? And David 
said, Against the south of Judah, and against the south of the Yerachmeelites, and against 
the south of the Kenites. 11 And David left not alive either man or woman, to bring [them] 
to Gath, saying, That they may not tell on us, saying, So hath David done, and so is his 
custom all the days he hath dwelt in the fields of the Philistines. 12 And Achish had 
confidence in David, saying, He hath surely spoiled his odor among his people, among 
Israel; and he will become unto me a servant for ever. 


1 And it came to pass in those days, that the Philistines gathered their camps together 
for warfare, to fight with Israel; and Achish said unto David, Thou must know that thou 
shalt go out with me into the camp, thou and thy men. 2 And David said to Achish, By 
reason of this wilt thou thyself ascertain what thy servant will do. And Achish said to 
David, Therefore will I make thee the guard of my head for all times. 7? Now Samuel 


was dead, and all Israel had lamented him, and buried him in Ramah, even in his own 
city; and Saul had removed those that had familiar spirits, and the wizards, out of the 


land. 4 And the Philistines assembled themselves together, and came and encamped at 
Shunem: and Saul assembled together all Israel, and they encamped at Gilboa'. 5 And 
when Saul saw the camp of the Philistines, he was afraid, and his heart trembled greatly. 
6 And Saul asked counsel of the Lord; but the Lord answered him not, either by means 
of dreams, or by means of the Urim, or by means of the prophets. 7 Then said Saul unto 
his servants, Seek out for me a woman that hath a familiar spirit, that I may go to her 
and inquire of her. And his servants said to him, Behold, there is a woman that hath 
a familiar spirit at 'En-dor. 8 And Saul disguised himself, and put on other garments, 
and he went, he and two men with him, and they came to the woman by night: and he 
said, Divine, I pray thee, unto me by the familiar spirit, and bring up for me the one 
whom | shall say unto thee. ° And the woman said unto him, Behold, thou well knowest 
that which Saul hath done, that he hath cut off those that have familiar spirits, and the 
wizards, out of the land; wherefore then layest thou a snare for my life, to cause me to 
die? 1° And Saul swore to her by the Lord, saying, As the Lord liveth, there shall no guilt 
attach to thee for this thing. 11 Then said the woman, Whom shall I bring up for thee? 
And he said, Samuel thou must bring up for me. 12 And when the woman saw Samuel, 
she cried with a loud voice: and the woman said to Saul thus, Why hast thou deceived 
me? since thou art Saul. 13 And the king said unto her, Be not afraid; however, what hast 
thou seen? And the woman said unto Saul, A divine being have I seen ascending out of 
the earth. 14 And he said unto her, What is his form? And she said, An old man is coming 
up; and he is wrapt in a mantle. And so Saul perceived that it was Samuel, and he bowed 
with his face to the ground, and prostrated himself. 5 And Samuel said to Saul, Why hast 
thou disquieted me, to bring me up? And Saul answered, I am greatly distressed, and the 
Philistines make war against me, and God is departed from me, and hath not answered 
me any more, either by the agency of the prophets, or by means of dreams; wherefore 


I have called thee, to make known unto me what I shall do. 1° Then said Samuel, And 
why wilt thou ask me, seeing the Lord is departed from thee, and is become thy enemy? 


17 And the Lord hath done for himself as he hath spoken through my agency; and the 
Lord hath rent the government out of thy hand, and hath given it to thy associate, to 
David; 18 As thou didst not obey the voice of the Lord, and didst not execute his fierce 
wrath upon 'Amalek; therefore hath the Lord done this thing unto thee this day. 19 And 
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the Lord will deliver also Israel with thee into the hand of the Philistines; and tomorrow 
shalt thou and thy sons be with me: also the camp of Israel will the Lord deliver into 


the hand of the Philistines. 2° Then fell Saul hastily with his full length to the earth, 
and was greatly afraid, because of the words of Samuel: there was also no strength in 
him; for he had not eaten any food all that day, and all that night. 21 And the woman 
came unto Saul, and saw that he was greatly terrified; and she said unto him, Behold, 
thy hand-maid hath obeyed thy voice; and I put my life in my hand, and hearkened unto 
thy words which thou spokest unto me. 2? And now, hearken thou also, I pray thee, unto 
the voice of thy hand-maid, and let me set before thee a morsel of bread, and eat; that 
thou mayest have strength when thou goest on the way. 23 But he refused, and said, I 
will not eat. But his servants urged him much, as also the woman; and he hearkened 
unto their voice. So he arose from the earth, and sat upon the bed. 24 And the woman 
had a fatted calf in the house; and she hastened, and slaughtered it, and took flour, and 
kneaded it, and baked unleavened bread thereof: 25 And she brought it near before Saul, 
and before his servants; and they ate. Then they rose up, and went away that night. 


29 

1 Now the Philistines assembled together all their camps at Aphek: and the Israelites 
encamped by the spring which is by Yizre'el. 2 And the lords of the Philistines passed 
on by hundreds, and by thousands; but David and his men passed on at the last with 
Achish. 2 Then said the princes of the Philistines, What are these Hebrews to do? And 
Achish said unto the princes of the Philistines, Behold, this is David, the servant of Saul 
the king of Israel, who hath been with me already a year, or even years, and I have not 
found the least in him [to blame] from the day of his joining [me] until this day? 4 And 
the princes of the Philistines were angry with him; and the princes of the Philistines said 
unto him, Cause this man to go back, that he may return to his place whither thou hast 
assigned him; but he shall not go down with us to the battle, that he may not become 
an adversary to us in the battle; for wherewith could this person reconcile himself unto 
his master? is it not by means of the heads of these men? ° Is not this David, of whom 
they sang one to another in the dances, saying, Saul hath slain his thousands, and David 
his ten thousands? 6 Then did Achish call David, and say unto him, As the Lord liveth, [I 
declare] that thou art upright, and that thy going out and thy coming in with me in the 
camp is good in my eyes; for I have not found in thee any evil from the day of thy coming 
unto me until this day; nevertheless in the eyes of the lords thou art not good. 7 And now 
return, and go in peace, that thou mayest not do any evil in the eyes of the lords of the 


Philistines. 8 And David said unto Achish, But what have I done? and what hast thou 
found in thy servant from the day that I have been before thee, until this day, that I shall 


not go to fight against the enemies of my Lord the king? ° And Achish answered and 
said to David, I know that thou art good in my eyes, as an angel of God; nevertheless, 
the princes of the Philistines have said, He shall not go up with us to the battle. 1° And 
now rise up early in the morning with the servants of thy master that are come with 
thee: and rise then up early in the morning, and when ye have light, go away. 1! And 
David and his men rose up early to go away in the morning, to return unto the land of 
the Philistines; but the Philistines went up to Yizre'el. 


1 And it came to pass when David and his men came to Ziklag on the third day, that the 
'‘Amalekites had invaded the south, and Ziklag, and smitten Ziklag, and burnt it with fire; 
2 And had taken captive the women that were therein, both great and small: they had 
not slain any one, but had led them off, and gone on their way. 3 When therefore David 
and his men came to the city, behold, it was burnt with fire; and their wives, and their 
sons, and their daughters, had been taken captive. 4 And David and the people that were 
with him lifted up their voice and wept, until they had no more power to weep. > And 
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the two wives of David were also taken captive, Achino'am the Yizre'elitess, and Abigayil 
the wife of Nabal the Carmelite. © And David was greatly distressed; for the people spoke 
of stoning him, because the soul of all the people was imbittered, every man for his sons 
and for his daughters; but David fortified himself in the Lord his God. 7 And David said 
to Ebyathar the priest, the son of Achimelech, Bring hither, I pray thee, unto me the 
ephod. And Ebyathar brought the ephod near unto David. 8 And David asked counsel of 
the Lord, saying, Shall I pursue after this troop! shall I overtake them? And he said to 
him, Pursue; for thou wilt surely overtake them, and certainly recover [all]. 9 So David 
went, he and the six hundred men that were with him, and came up to the brook Bessor, 
where those that were left behind stayed. 1° But David pursued on, he and four hundred 
men; and there stayed behind two hundred men, who were too fatigued to go over the 
brook Bessor. 11 And they found an Egyptian man in the field, and took him to David, 
and gave him bread, and he did eat; and they made him drink water; 12 And they gave 
him a piece of a cake of figs, and two clusters of raisins, and he ate, and then his spirit 
returned to him; for he had not eaten any bread, nor drunk any water, three days and 
three nights. 13 And David said unto him, To whom belongest thou? and whence art 
thou? And he said, I am a young Egyptian man, the servant to an 'Amalekite; and my 
master left me behind, because I fell sick, today three days ago. 14 We made an invasion 
upon the south of the Kerethites, and upon that which belongeth to Judah, and upon the 
south of Caleb; and Ziklag did we burn with fire. 15 And David said to him, Wilt thou bring 
me down to this troop? And he said, Swear unto me by God, that thou wilt not kill me, 
and that thou wilt not surrender me into the hand of my master, and then will I bring 
thee down to this troop. 1° And he brought him down; and behold, they were scattered 
over the face of all the country, eating and drinking, and dancing for joy, because of all 
the great spoil which they had taken out of the land of the Philistines, and out of the 
land of Judah. 17 And David smote them from the twilight even unto the evening of the 
next day; and there escaped not a man of them, save four hundred young men, who rode 
upon camels, and fled. 18 And David recovered all that the 'Amalekites had taken away; 
and his two wives also did David rescue. 19 And there was nothing missing to them, from 
small to great, as also sons and daughters, and spoil, down to every thing that they had 
taken from them: the whole did David bring back. 2° And David took all the flocks and the 
herds: these they drove before those other cattle, and said, This is David's spoil. 21 And 
David came to the two hundred men, who had been too fatigued to follow after David, 
and whom they had left to remain at the brook Bessor: and they went forth to meet 
David, and to meet the people that were with him; and David came near to the people, 
and asked them after their well-being. 22 Then exclaimed every wicked and worthless 
man, of those that had gone with David, and said, Because they went not with us, we 
will not give them aught of the spoil that we have recovered, save to every man his wife 
and his children, and these they may lead away, and go. 23 Then said David, Ye must 
not do so, my brethren; since the Lord hath given us this, and guarded us, and delivered 
the troop that came against us into our hand. 4 And who will hearken unto you in this 
matter? but as is the part of him that went down to the battle, so shall be the part of 
him that remained with the baggage: together must they share. 25 And it happened from 
that day and forward, that he made it a statute and an ordinance for Israel until this day. 
26 And when David came to Ziklag, he sent of the spoil unto the elders of Judah, to his 
friends, saying, Behold, here is a present for you from the spoil of the enemies of the 
Lord: 27 To those who were in Beth-el, and to those who were in south Ramoth, and to 
those who were in Yattir, 28 And to those who were in 'Aro'er, and to those who were in 
Siphmoth, and to those who were in Eshtemoa', 2? And to those who were in Rachal, and 
to those who were in the cities of Yerach-meelites, and to those who were in the cities of 
the Kenites, 3° And to those who were in Chormah, and to those who were in Kor-'ashan, 
and to those who were in 'Athach, 3! And to those who were in Hebron, and to all the 
places where David himself and his men had wandered about. 
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1 Now the Philistines fought against Israel; and the men of Israel fled from before the 
Philistines, and there fell down [many] slain on mount Gilboa'. 2 And the Philistines 
overtook Saul and his sons; and the Philistines smote Jonathan, and Abinadab, and 
Malkishua', the sons of Saul. 3 And the battle was heavy against Saul, and he was found 
by the archers, the men with bows; and he was greatly in dread of the archers. 4 And Saul 
said unto his armor-bearer, Draw thy sword, and thrust me through therewith; lest these 
uncircumcised come and thrust me through, and wantonly ill-use me. But his armor- 
bearer would not; for he was greatly afraid; wherefore Saul took the sword, and fell upon 
it. 5And when his armor-bearer saw that Saul was dead, then fell he likewise upon his 


sword, and died with him. © Thus died Saul, and his three sons, and his armor-bearer, 
also all his men, on that same day together. 7 And when the men of Israel that were on 


the other side of the valley, and those that were on the other side of the Jordan, saw that 
the men of Israel had fled, and that Saul and his sons had died: they forsook the cities, 
and fled away; and the Philistines came and dwelt in them. 8 And it came to pass on the 
morrow, that the Philistines came to strip the slain; and they found Saul and his three 
sons fallen on mount Gilboa'. 9 And they cut off his head, and stripped off his armor, 
and sent it into the land of the Philistines round about, to publish it in the house of 
their idols, and among the people. 1° And they put his armor in the house of 'Ashtaroth; 
and his body they fastened to the wall of Beth-shan. 1 And when the inhabitants of 
Yabeshgil'ad heard concerning him that which the Philistines had done to Saul: 12 Then 
arose all the valiant men, and walked all the night, and took the body of Saul and the 
bodies of his sons from the wall of Beth-shan, and they came to Yabesh, and burnt them 
there. 13 And they took their bones, and buried them under the tamarisk-tree at Yabesh, 
and they fasted seven days. 
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The Second Book of Samuel Otherwise Called the Second 
Book of the Kings 


1 Now it came to pass after the death of Saul, when David was returned from smiting 
the 'Amalekites, that David abode in Ziklag two days. 2 And it came to pass on the third 
day, that, behold, a man came out of the camp from Saul with his clothes rent, and earth 
upon his head: and it happened, when he came to David, that he fell to the earth, and 
prostrated himself. 3 And David said unto him, From where comest thou? And he said 
unto him, Out of the camp of Israel am I escaped. 4 And David said unto him, What 
took place there? I pray thee, tell me. And he said, That the people are fled from the 
battle, and that also many of the people are fallen and have died; and that also Saul and 
Jonathan his son are dead. ° And David said unto the young man that told him, How 
knowest thou that Saul is dead as also Jonathan his son? © And the young man that told 
him said, I happened entirely by chance to be upon mount Gilboa', when, behold, there 
was Saul leaning upon his spear; and, lo, the chariots and horsemen had overtaken him. 


7 And he turned round, and he saw me, and called unto me, And I said, Here am I. ® And 
he said unto me, Who art thou! And I answered him, An 'Amalekite am I. 9 And he said 
unto me, Place thyself, I pray thee, by me, and slay me; for a mortal tremor hath seized 


on me, although my life is yet whole in me. !°So I placed myself by him, and slew him, 
because I was sure that he could not live after his fall; and 1 took the crown that was upon 
his head, and the bracelet that was on his arm, and I have brought them unto my lord 
hither. !! David thereupon took hold of his clothes, and rent them; and [so did] likewise 
all the men that were with him: 12 And they lamented, and wept, and fasted until the 
evening, for Saul, and for Jonathan his son, and for the people of the Lord, and for the 
house of Israel; because they were fallen by the sword. 13 And David said unto the young 
man that told him, Whence art thou? And he said, The son of a stranger, an 'Amalekite, 
am I. 14 And David said unto him, How wast thou not afraid to stretch forth thy hand to 
destroy the Lord's anointed? 15 And David called one of the young men, and said, Come 
near, and fall upon him. And he smote him that he died. 16 And David said unto him, Thy 
blood is upon thy own head; for thy mouth hath testified against thee, saying, I myself 
have slain the Lord's anointed. 17 And David lamented with this lamentation over Saul 
and over Jonathan his son: 18 And he said, That the children of Judah should be taught 


the bow; behold it is written in the book of Yashar. 19 0 beauty of Israel! upon the high 
places slain: how are the mighty fallen! 2° Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in the streets 
of Ashkelon; that the daughters of the Philistines may not be glad, that the daughters of 
the uncircumcised may not rejoice. 210 mountains of Gilboa', no dew, nor rain be upon 
you, nor fields of offerings; for there the shield of the mighty was stained, the shield of 
Saul, as though it had not been anointed with oil. 22 From the blood of the slain, from the 
fat of the mighty, the bow of Jonathan turned never back, and the sword of Saul never 
returned empty. 23 Saul and Jonathan, the beloved and the dear in their lives, were even 
in their death not divided: more than eagles were they swift, more than lions were they 
strong. 240 daughters of Israel, weep for Saul, who clothed you in scarlet, with beautiful 
dresses, who put on ornaments of gold upon your apparel. 2° How are the mighty fallen 
in the midst of the battle! O Jonathan, on thy high places slain. 2°I am distressed for thee, 
my brother Jonathan; very dear hast thou been unto me: wonderful was thy love for me, 
passing the love of women. 2” How are the mighty fallen, and lost the instruments of 
war! 


1 And it came to pass after this, that David asked counsel of the Lord, saying, Shall I go 
up into one of the cities of Judah? And the Lord said unto him, Go up. And David said, 
Pp Pp 
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Whither shall I go up? And he said, Unto Hebron. 2 So David went up thither, and his two 
wives also, Achino'am the Yizre'elitess, and Abigayil, Nabal's wife, the Carmelite. 3 And 
his men that were with him did David bring up, every man with his household; and they 
dwelt in the cities of Hebron. 4 And then came the men of Judah, and they anointed 
there David as king over the house of Judah. And they told David, saying, The men of 
Yabesh-gil'ad were those that buried Saul. > And David thereupon sent messengers unto 
the men of Yabesh-gil'ad, and said unto them, Blessed be ye of the Lord, that ye have 
done this kindness unto your Lord, unto Saul, and have buried him. © And now may 
the Lord deal with you in kindness and truth: and as for me also, I will requite you this 
good deed, because ye have done this thing. 7 And now let your hands be strengthened, 
and be ye valiant men; for your lord Saul is dead; and also me have the house of Judah 
anointed as king over them. ® But Abner, the son of Ner, the captain of the army of Saul, 
took Ish-bosheth the son of Saul, and brought him over to Machanayim; ° And made him 
king over Gil'ad, and over the Ashurites, and over Yizre'el, and over Ephraim, and over 
Benjamin, and over all Israel. 1° Forty years old was Ish-bosheth the son of Saul, when 
he became king over Israel, and two years he reigned. But the house of Judah followed 
David. 1 And the number of days that David was king in Hebron over the house of Judah 
was seven years and six months. 12 And there went out Abner the son of Ner, and the 
servants of Ish-bosheth the son of Saul, from Machanayim to Gib'on. 13 And Joab the son 
of Zeruyah and the servants of David also went out, and they met together by the pool of 
Gib'on: and they sat down, these on the one side of the pool, and the others on the other 
side of the pool. 14 And Abner said to Joab, Do let the young men rise up and play before 
us. And Joab said, They may rise up. 1° Then they rose up and went over by number: 
twelve for Benjamin, and for Ish-bosheth the son of Saul, and twelve of the servants of 
David. 16 And they grasped every one his fellow by the head, and thrust his sword in 
his fellow's side; and they fell down together: wherefore that place was called Chelkath- 
hazzurim, which is by Gib'on. !7 And the battle was exceedingly fierce on that day; and 


Abner with the men of Israel was beaten, before the servants of David. 18 And there were 
at that place three sons of Zeruyah, Joab, and Abishai, and 'Asahel: and 'Asahel was as 


fleet of foot as any roe in the field. 19 And 'Asahel pursued after Abner; and he turned 
not in going to the right hand or to the left from following Abner. 2° And Abner turned 


round and said, Art thou 'Asahel? And he answered, I am. 2! And Abner said to him, Turn 
thee aside to thy right hand or to thy left, and lay hold for thyself on one of the young 


men, and take thyself his armor. But 'Asahel would not turn aside from following him. 
22 And Abner repeated again to say unto 'Asahel, Turn thee aside from following me: 
wherefore should I smite thee to the ground? and how should I then lift up my face to 
Joab thy brother? 23 But he refused to turn aside; and Abner smote him with the hinder 
end of the spear under the fifth rib, so that the spear came out behind him; and he fell 
down there, and died on the spot: and it came to pass, that all who came to the place 
where 'Asahel had fallen down and died remained standing still. 24 But Joab and Abishai 
pursued after Abner: and the sun went down when they were come to the hill of Ammah, 
that lieth before Giach on the way to the wilderness of Gib'on. 25 And the children of 
Benjamin assembled themselves together behind Abner, and formed one solid body, and 
posted themselves on the top of a certain hill. 26 And Abner called to Joab, and said, 
Shall for everlasting the sword devour? knowest thou not that it will be bitter in the 
end? and how long shall it be, ere thou wilt bid the people to return from pursuing their 
brethren? 27 And Joab said, As God liveth, unless thou hadst spoken, surely then already 
in the morning would the people have gone away every one from pursuing his brother. 
28 So Joab blew the cornet, and all the people remained standing still, and pursued no 
more after Israel, and they continued no more to fight. 2? And Abner and his men walked 
through the plain all that night, and they passed over the Jordan, and went through all 
Bithron, and they came to Machanayim. °° And Joab returned from pursuing Abner; and 
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he gathered all the people together; and there were missed of David's servants nineteen 
men and 'Asahel. 31 But the servants of David had smitten [many] of Benjamin, and of 
Abner's men: three hundred and sixty men died. 3? And they took up 'Asahel, and buried 
him in the sepulchre of his father, which was in Beth-lechem. And Joab and his men went 
all that night, and the day broke on them at Hebron. 


1 And the war lasted a long time between the house of Saul and the house of David; 
but David became continually stronger and stronger, and the house of Saul became 
continually weaker and weaker. 2 And there were born unto David sons in Hebron: 


and his first-born was Amnon, of Achino'am the Yizre'elitess; 3 And his second was 
Kilab, of Abigayil the wife of Nabal the Carmelite; and the third, Abshalom, the son of 


Ma'achah the daughter of Talmai the king of Geshur; 4 And the fourth, Adoniyah, the son 
of Chaggith; and the fifth, Shephatyah, the son of Abital; 5 And the sixth, Yithre'am, by 
'Eglah, David's wife. These were born to David in Hebron. © And it came to pass, while 
the war lasted between the house of Saul and the house of David, that Abner upheld with 
all his strength the house of Saul. 7 And Saul had a concubine, whose name was Rizpah, 
the daughter of Ayah: and Ish-bosheth said to Abner, Wherefore hast thou gone in unto 
my father's concubine? ® And Abner became very wroth because of the words of Ish- 
bosheth, and said, Am I the chief of the dogs which belong to Judah? unto this day have 
I shown kindness unto the house of Saul thy father, to his brothers, and to his friends, 
and have not delivered thee into the hand of David; and yet thou chargest me today with 
a wrong committed with this woman? 9 May God do so to Abner, and continue to do yet 
more to him, that, as the Lord hath sworn to David, even so will I surely do to him; 1°To 
transfer the kingdom from the house of Saul, and to establish the throne of David over 
Israel and over Judah, from Dan even to Beer-sheba'. 11 And he could not answer Abner 
a word more in reply, because of his fear of him. 12 And Abner sent messengers to David 
on his behalf, saying, Whose is the land? saying [also,] Make thy covenant with me, and, 
behold, my hand shall be with thee, to bring round unto thee all Israel. 13 And he said, 
Well: I will indeed make a covenant with thee; but one thing I require of thee, namely, 
Thou shalt not see my face, except thou first bring Michal, Saul's daughter, when thou 
comest to see my face. 14 And David sent messengers to Ish-bosheth, the son of Saul, 
saying, Give up to me my wife Michal, whom I espoused to me for a hundred foreskins of 
the Philistines. 15 And Ish-bosheth sent, and took her from the man, from Paltiel the son 
of Layish. !° And her husband went with her going along and weeping behind her as far 


as Bachurim: when Abner said unto him, Go, return. And he returned. !7 And Abner had 
used these words with the elders of Israel, saying, Already yesterday and even before ye 


have been desiring David as king over you: 18 And now do it; for the Lord hath said of 
David thus, By the hand of my servant David will I save my people Israel out of the hand 
of the Philistines, and out of the hand of all their enemies. !9 And Abner also spoke in 
the ears of Benjamin; and Abner went also to speak in the ears of David in Hebron all 
that seemed good in the eyes of Israel, and in the eyes of the whole house of Benjamin. 
20 And Abner came to David to Hebron, and with him were twenty men; and David made 


for Abner and for the men that were with him a feast. 21 And Abner said unto David, I 
will now arise and go, and I will assemble unto my Lord the king all Israel, that they may 


make a covenant with thee, and that thou mayest reign over all that thy soul longeth for. 
And David dismissed Abner: and he went in peace. 22 And, behold, the servants of David 
and Joab came from a predatory excursion, and brought in much booty with them; but 
Abner was no more with David in Hebron; for he had dismissed him, and he was gone 
in peace. 23 When Joab and all the army that was with him were come, they told Joab, 
saying, Abner the son of Ner came to the king, and he hath dismissed him, and he is 
gone in peace. 24 Then came Joab to the king, and said, What hast thou done? behold, 
Abner came unto thee: why is it that thou hast dismissed him, that he went freely away? 
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25 Thou knowest Abner the son of Ner, that to deceive thee did he come, and to know thy 
going out and thy coming in, and to know all that thou art doing. 2° And Joab went out 
from David, and he sent messengers after Abner, who brought him back from the well 
of Sirah; but David knew it not. 27 And when Abner was returned to Hebron, Joab took 
him aside in the gate to speak with him in private; and he smote him there under the 
fifth rib, and he died, for the blood of 'Asahel his brother. 28 And when David heard it 
afterward, he said, I and my kingdom are guiltless before the Lord for ever of the blood 
of Abner the son of Ner: 29 May it rest on the head of Joab, and on all his father's house; 
and may there not fail from the house of Joab one that hath an issue, or that is a leper, 
or that leaneth on a crutch, or that falleth by the sword, or that lacketh bread. 3° But 
Joab and Abishai his brother slew Abner, because he had killed their brother 'Asahel at 
Gib'on in the battle. 3! And David said to Joab, and to all the people that were with him, 
Rend your clothes, and gird yourselves with sackcloth, and [go] mourning before Abner. 
And king David walked behind the bier. 32 And they buried Abner in Hebron: and the 
king lifted up his voice, and wept at the grave of Abner; and all the people wept. 33 And 
the king lamented over Abner, and said, O, that Abner had to die, as the worthless dieth! 
34Thy hands were not bound, and thy feet were not put into fetters: as one falleth before 
men of wickedness art thou fallen. And all the people wept again over him. 3° And all 
the people came to cause David to eat food while it was yet day; but David swore, saying, 
So do God to me, and thus may he continue, if before the sun be down I taste bread, or 
the least else. 3° And all the people took notice of it, and it was pleasing in their eyes: as 
whatsoever the king did was pleasing in the eyes of all the people. 37 And all the people 
and all Israel understood on that day that it had not been of the king to slay Abner the 
son of Ner. 38 And the king said unto his servants, Know ye not that a prince and a great 
man hath fallen this day in Israel? 3° And I am this day yet weak, and just anointed king; 
and these men, the sons of Zeruyah, are too strong for me: may the Lord pay the doer 
of evil according to his wickedness. 


1 And when Saul's son heard that Abner had died in Hebron, his hands became 
enfeebled, and all the Israelites were troubled. 2 And Saul's son had two men who 
were captains of bands; the name of the one was Ba'anah, and the name of the other 


Rechab, the sons of Rimmon the Beerothite, of the children of Benjamin: (for Beeroth 
also was reckoned to Benjamin: 3 And the Beerothites had fled to Gittayim, and remained 
sojourners there until this day.) 4 And Jonathan, Saul's son, had a son that was lame 
on both feet. He was five years old when the tidings came of Saul and Jonathan from 
Yizre'el, and his nurse took him up and fled: and it came to pass, in her haste to flee, 
that he fell, and was rendered lame. And his name was Mephibosheth. 5 And the sons of 
Rimmon the Beerothite, Rechab and Ba'anah, went, and came at the heat of the day to 
the house of Ish-bosheth, who was just lying in bed as usual at noon. © And they came 
thither into the interior of the house, as buyers of wheat; and they smote him under 
the fifth rib: and Rechab and Ba'anah his brother escaped. 7 Namely, they came into the 
house, while he was lying on his bed in his sleeping-chamber, and they smote him, and 
slew him, and cut off his head, and took his head, and went by the way of the plain all 
the night. § And they brought the head of Ish-bosheth unto David to Hebron, and they 
said to the king, Behold, here is the head of Ish-bosheth the son of Saul thy enemy, who 
sought thy life: and the Lord hath granted to my lord the king vengeance this day on 


Saul, and on his seed. 9 But David answered Rechab and Ba'anah his brother, the sons 
of Rimmon the Beerothite, and said unto them, As the Lord liveth, who hath redeeme 
my soul out of all adversity, }© When one told me, saying, Behold, Saul is dead, and he 


was in his own eyes as though he brought good tidings, I took hold of him, and slew him 
in Ziklag, who [thought] that I should give him a reward for his tidings: 11 How much 
more, when wicked men have slain a righteous man in his own house upon his bed? and 
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now, behold, I will require his blood of your hand, and I will remove you away from the 
earth. 12 And David gave the command to the young men, and they slew them, and cut 
off their hands and their feet, and hanged them up by the pool in Hebron. But the head 
of Ish-bosheth they took, and buried it in the sepulchre of Abner in Hebron. 


5 

1 Then came all the tribes of Israel to David unto Hebron, and spoke, saying, Behold 
us, thy bone and thy flesh are we; 2 Already yesterday, and even before, when Saul was 
king over us, thou wast the one that led out and brought in Israel: And the Lord said 
to thee, Thou shalt indeed feed my people Israel, and thou shalt be a chief over Israel. 
3 Thus came all the elders of Israel to the king unto Hebron; and king David made a 
covenant with them in Hebron before the Lord: and they anointed David as king over 
Israel. 4 Thirty years was David old when he became king, [and] forty years he reigned. 
5 In Hebron he reigned over Judah seven years and six months: and in Jerusalem he 
reigned thirty and three years over all Israel and Judah. © And the king and his men 
went to Jerusalem against the Jebusites, the inhabitants of the land; who said unto David, 
as followeth, Thou shalt not come in hither, except thou [first] remove away the blind 
and the lame: meaning, David cannot come in hither. 7 Nevertheless David captured 
the strong-hold of Zion; the same is the city of David. 8 And David said on that day, 
Whosoever will smite the Jebusites, and reach the aqueduct and the lame and the blind, 
that are hateful to David's soul,—Wherefore people usually say, The blind and the lame 
shall not come into the house. ? And David dwelt in the fort, and he called it “The City of 
David.” And David built [it] round about from the Millo and inward. 1° And David went 
on, and became greater and greater, and the Lord the God of hosts was with him. 11 And 
Hiram the king of Tyre sent messengers to David, and cedar-trees, and carpenters, and 
stone-masons: and they built a house for David. 12 And David felt conscious that the 
Lord has established him as king over Israel, and that he had exalted his kingdom for 
the sake of his people Israel. 13 And David took yet more concubines and wives out of 
Jerusalem, after he was come from Hebron; and there were born to David yet [more] 
sons and daughters. 14 And these are the names of those that were born unto him 
in Jerusalem: Shammua', and Shobab, and Nathan, and Solomon, 45 And Yibchar, and 
Elishua', and Nepheg, and Yaphia', 1° And Elishama', and Elyada', and Eliphelet. 17 But 
when the Philistines heard that the people had anointed David as king over Israel, all the 
Philistines came up to seek David: and David heard of it, and went down to the strong- 
hold. 18 The Philistines also came and spread themselves out in the valley of Rephaim. 
19 And David asked counsel of the Lord, saying, shall I go up against the Philistines? wilt 
thou deliver them into my hand? And the Lord said unto David, Go up; for I will certainly 
deliver the Philistines into thy hand. 2° And David came to Ba'al-perazim, and David 
smote them there, and said, The Lord hath broken down my enemies before me, as a 
breach [is made by] water. Wherefore he called the name of that place Ba'al-perazim. 
21 And they left behind there their idols, and David and his men burnt them. 22 And the 
Philistines came up once again, and spread themselves out in the valley of Rephaim. 
23 And when David asked counsel of the Lord, he said, Thou shalt not go up; but turn 
about and fall in the rear of them, and come upon them opposite to the mulberry-trees. 
24 And it shall be, when thou hearest the sound of walking on the top of the mulberry- 
trees, that thou shalt then bestir thyself; for then will the Lord go out before thee, to 
smite in the camp of the Philistines. 25 And David did so, as the Lord had commanded 
him; and he smote the Philistines from Geba' until thou comest to Gezer. 


6 


1 And David assembled again all the chosen men of Israel, thirty thousand. 2 And David 
arose, and went with all the people who were with him from Ba'ale-yehudah, to bring up 
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from there the ark of God, the name of which was called by the name of the Lord of hosts, 
that dwelleth over the cherubim. 3 And they conveyed the ark of God in a new wagon, 
and brought it out of the house of Abinadab that was on the hill; and 'Uzzah and Achyo, 
the sons of Abinadab, guided the new wagon. 4 When they brought it out of the house of 
Abinadab which was on the hill, [they were] near the ark of God; but Achyo went before 
the ark. 5 And David and all the house of Israel played before the Lord on all manner of 
instruments made of fir-wood, and on harps, and on psalteries, and on tambourines, and 
with bells, and with cymbals. © And when they came to the threshing-floor of Nachon, 
'Uzzah put forth [his hand] to the ark of God, and took hold of it; for the oxen shook it. 
7 And the anger of the Lord was kindled against 'Uzzah; and God smote him there for the 
error; and he died there by the ark of God. § And it was grievous to David, because the 
Lord had suddenly taken away 'Uzzah; and he called that place Perez-'uzzah [[Breach of 
'Uzzah]] until this day. 9 And David was afraid of the Lord on that day, and said, How 


shall the ark of the Lord come to me? !°So David would not allow to have the ark of 
the Lord removed unto him into the city of David; but David had it carried round into 
the house of 'Obed-edom the Gittite. 11 And the ark of the Lord remained in the house 
of 'Obed-edom the Gittite three months: and the Lord blessed 'Obed-edom, and all his 
household. !2 And it was told to king David, saying, The Lord hath blessed the house of 


'Obed-edom, and all that pertaineth unto him, because of the ark of God: and David then 
went and brought up the ark of God from the house of 'Obed-edom into the city of David 
with joy. 13 And it happened, that when the bearers of the ark of the Lord had progressed 
six paces, he sacrificed an ox and a fatling. 14 And David danced with all his might before 
the Lord; and David was girded with a linen ephod. 15 So David and all the house of Israel 
brought up the ark of the Lord with shouting, and with the sound of the cornet. 1° And 
it happened, as the ark of the Lord came into the city of David, that Michal the daughter 
of Saul looked through the window, and saw king David leaping and dancing before the 
Lord; and she despised him in her heart. 17 And they brought in the ark of the Lord, and 
set it in its place, in the midst of the tent that David had pitched for it: and David offered 
burnt-offerings before the Lord and peace-offerings. 18 And when David had made an 
end of offering the burnt-offerings and the peace-offerings, he blessed the people in the 
name of the Lord of hosts. !° And he dealt out to all the people, to the whole multitude 
of Israel, to both men and women, to every person one cake of bread, and a good piece 
of flesh, and a flagon of wine: and all the people departed every one to his house. 2° And 
David then returned to bless his household. But Michal the daughter of Saul came out 
to meet David, and she said, How honored was today the king of Israel, who uncovered 
himself today before the eyes of the hand-maids of his servants, as only one of the low 


fellows can uncover himself! 21 And David said unto Michal, Before the Lord, who chose 
me before thy father, and before all his house, to ordain me ruler over the people of 


the Lord, over Israel:—yea, before the Lord will I yet farther play. 22 And should I be yet 
more vile than thus, and should I be base in my own eyes: yet among the maid-servants 
of whom thou hast spoken, yea, among them would I still be honored. 23 And Michal the 
daughter of Saul had no child until the day of her death. 


1 And it came to pass, when the king dwelt in his house, and the Lord had given him 
rest round about from all his enemies; 2 That the king said unto Nathan the prophet, See 


now, I dwell in a house of cedar, while the ark of God dwelleth within curtains. 3 And 
Nathan said to the king, all that is in thy heart go and do; for the Lord is with thee. 


4 And it came to pass during that night, That the word of the Lord came unto Nathan, 
saying, >Go and say unto my servant, unto David, Thus hath said the Lord, Wilt thou 
indeed build me a house for my dwelling? © For I have not dwelt in a house since the 
day that I brought up the children of Israel out of Egypt, even until this day; but have 
been moving about in a tent and in a tabernacle. 7 In all the places where I moved about 
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among all the children of Israel, did I speak a word to any one of the tribes of Israel, 
whom I ordained to feed my people Israel, saying, Why have ye not built for me a house 
of cedar? 8 Now therefore, thus shalt thou say unto my servant, to David, Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, I took thee from the sheep-cote, from behind the flocks, to be a ruler 
over my people, over Israel; 9 And I have been with thee whithersoever thou didst go, 
and I have cut off all thy enemies from thy presence, and I have made thee a great name, 
like the name of the great who are on the earth; !° And I have procured a place for my 
people, for Israel, and I have planted them, that they may dwell in a place of their own, 
and be no more troubled; and that the children of wickedness shall not afflict them any 
more as aforetimes, 11 And [as it was] since the day that I ordained judges to be over my 
people Israel; and I have caused thee to rest from all thy enemies; and the Lord telleth 
thee that he, the Lord, will make thee a house. !2 When thy days will be completed, and 
thou wilt sleep with thy fathers: then will I set up thy seed after thee, who shall proceed 
out of thy body, and I will establish his kingdom. 13 He it is that shall build a house for my 
name, and I will establish the throne of his kingdom for ever. 141 too will be to him as a 
father, and he shall indeed be to me as a son: so that when he committeth iniquity, I will 
chastise him with the rod of men, and with the plagues of the children of man; }5 But my 
kindness shall not depart from him, as I caused it to depart from Saul, whom I removed 
from before thee. 1° And thy house and thy kingdom shall be steadfast for ever before 
thee: thy throne shall be established for ever. 1” In accordance with all these words, and 
in accordance with all this vision, so did Nathan speak unto David. !8 Then went king 


David in, and sat down before the Lord, and he said, Who am I, O Lord Eternal? and what 
is my house, that thou hast brought me as far as hitherward? 19 And this was yet too 


small a thing in thine eyes, O Lord Eternal; and thou hast spoken also of thy servant's 


house for a distant time. And is this the desert of man, O Lord Eternal? 2° And what can 
David add yet more to speak unto thee? since thou, O Lord Eternal, knowest well thy 


servant? 21 For the sake of thy word, and in accordance with thy own heart, hast thou 
done all this great thing, so as to let thy servant know it. 22 Therefore art thou great, O 


Eternal God; for there is none like thee, and there is no God beside thee, in accordance 
with all that we have heard with our ears. 23 And who is like thy people, like Israel, 


the only nation on the earth, which God went to redeem for himself as a people, and 
to acquire for himself a name, and to do for you this great deed, and fearful things for 
thy land [to drive out], from before thy people which thou hast redeemed for thyself 
from Egypt, nations and their gods. 24 For thou hast established for thyself thy people 
Israel as a people unto thee for ever; and thou, O Lord, art indeed become their God. 
25 And now, O Eternal God, let the word that thou hast spoken concerning thy servant, 
and concerning his house, stand firm for ever, and do as thou hast spoken. 2° And let 
thy name be magnified unto everlasting, that men may say, The Lord of hosts is the God 
over Israel: and may the house of thy servant David be established before thee. 27 For 
thou, O Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, hast revealed to the ear of thy servant, saying, A 
house will be built up for thee; therefore hath thy servant found the heart to pray unto 
thee this prayer. 28 And now, O Lord Eternal, thou art the [true] God, and thy words must 
become the truth, and thou hast spoken unto thy servant this goodness: 29 And now let 
it please thee and bless the house of thy servant, that it may continue for ever before 
thee; for thou, O Lord Eternal, hast spoken it; and from thy blessing let the house of thy 
servant be blessed for ever. 


1 And it came to pass after this, that David smote the Philistines, and humbled 
them: and David took Metheg-haammah out of the hand of the Philistines. 2 And he 
smote Moab, and measured them with a line, laying them down on the ground; and he 
measured with two lines to put to death, and with one full line to keep alive. And the 
Moabites became David's servants, bringing presents. 3 David smote also Hadad'ezer, 
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the son of Rechob, the king of Zobah, as he went to extend his territory at the river 
Euphrates. 4 And David captured from him a thousand and seven hundred horsemen, 
and twenty thousand men on foot: and David hamstringed all the chariot-teams, but 
reserved of them a hundred chariot-teams. ° And the Syrians of Damascus then came 
to aid Hadad'ezer, the king of Zobah, when David slew of the Syrians twenty and two 
thousand men. © And David put garrisons in Syria of Damascus: and the Syrians became 
servants to David, bearing presents. And the Lord helped David whithersoever he went. 
7 And David took the shields of gold that belonged to the servants of Hadad'ezer, and 
brought them to Jerusalem. § And from Betach, and from Berothai, cities of Hadad'ezer, 
did king David take exceedingly much copper. ? And when To'i the king of Chamath 


heard that David had smitten all the host of Hadad'ezer, 1° Then did To'i send Yoram his 
son unto king David, to ask him after his well-being, and to bless him, because that he 


had fought against Hadad'ezer, and smitten him; for Hadad'ezer had been engaged in 
wars with To'i; and he had in his hand vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, and vessels 
of copper: 1! These also did king David sanctify unto the Lord, with the silver and gold 
that he had sanctified from all the nations which he subdued; 12 From Syria, and from 
Moab, and from the children of ‘Ammon, and from the Philistines, and from 'Amalek, 
and from the spoil of Hadad'ezer, the son of Rechob, the king of Zobah. 13 And David 
acquired a name when he returned from his smiting the Syrians in the valley of salt, 
eighteen thousand men. 4 And he put garrisons in Edom; throughout all Edom put he 
garrisons, and all the Edomites became servants to David. And the Lord helped David 
whithersoever he went. 1 And David reigned over all Israel; and David did what is 
just and right unto all his people. 1° And Joab the son of Zeruyah was over the army; 
and Jehoshaphat the son of Achilud was recorder; 17 And Zadok the son of Achitub, and 
Achimelech the son of Ebyathar, were priests; and Serayah was scribe; 18 And Banayahu 
the son of Yehoyada' was over both the Kerethites and the Pelethites; and David's sons 
were Officers of state. 


9 


1 And David said, Is there yet any one that is left of the house of Saul, that I may show 
him kindness for the sake of Jonathan? 2 And the house of Saul had a servant whose 
name was Ziba; and they called him unto David; and the king said unto him, Art thou 
Ziba? And be said, Thy servant [is it]. 3 And the king said, Is there no one left any more 
of the house of Saul, that I may show him the kindness of God! And Ziba said unto the 
king, There is yet a son of Jonathan, lame on both feet. 4 And the king said unto him, 
Where is he? And Ziba said unto the king, Behold, he is in the house of Machir, the son 
of 'Ammiel, in Lo-debar. 5 And king David sent, and had him taken out of the house of 
Machir, the son of 'Ammiel, from Lo-debar. © And Mephibosheth, the son of Jonathan, 


the son of Saul, came unto David, and he fell on his face, and bowed himself. And David 
said, Mephibosheth; And he answered, Here is thy servant! 7 And David said unto him, 


Fear not; for I will surely show thee kindness for the sake of Jonathan thy father, and I 
will restore unto thee all the land of Saul thy father; and thou shalt eat bread at my table 
continually. § And he bowed himself, and said, What is thy servant, that thou shouldst 
turn thy regard unto such a dead dog as I am? 9? Then called the king for Ziba, Saul's 
servant, and said unto him, all that hath pertained to Saul and to all his house have I 
given unto thy master's son. !° And thou shalt till for him the land, thou, and thy sons, 
and thy servants, and thou shalt bring in [the product], that thy master's son may have 
bread which he can eat; but Mephibosheth thy master's son shall eat continually bread 
at my table. Now Ziba had fifteen sons and twenty servants. 1! And Ziba said unto the 
king, In accordance with all that my Lord the king may command his servant, so will thy 
servant do. And Mephibosheth [said the king] shall eat at my table, as one of the king's 
sons. 12 And Mephibosheth had a young son, whose name was Micha. And all that dwelt 
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in the house of Ziba were servants unto Mephibosheth. 13 And Mephibosheth dwelt in 
Jerusalem; for he ate continually at the king's table; and he was lame on both his feet. 


10 
1 And it came to pass after this, that the king of the children of 'Ammon died, and 
Chanun his son reigned in his stead. 2? Then said David, I will show kindness unto Chanun 


the son of Nachash, as his father showed me kindness. And David sent to comfort him 
by the hand of his servants for his father. And David's servants came unto the land of 


the children of 'Ammon. 3 And the princes of the children of 'Ammon said unto Chanun 
their Lord, Doth David honor thy father in thy eyes, that he hath sent comforters unto 
thee! hath David not sent his servants unto thee, in order to search the city, and to spy it 
out, and to overthrow it? 4 Chanun thereupon took David's servants, and shaved off the 
one-half of their beard, and cut off their garments in the middle, even to their buttocks, 
and sent them away. 5 When they told it unto David, he sent [persons] to meet them, 
because the men were greatly ashamed; and the king said, Tarry at Jericho until your 
beard be grown, and then return. © And when the children of 'Ammon saw that they 
were become in bad odor with David, the children of 'Ammon sent and hired the Syrians 
of Beth-rechob, and the Syrians of Zoba, twenty thousand men on foot, and the king of 
Ma'achah with a thousand men, and of the people of Tob twelve thousand men. 7 And 
when David heard of it, he sent Joab, and all the army, [and] the mighty men. 8 And 
the children of 'Ammon came out, and put themselves in battle-array at the entrance of 
the gate: and the Syrians of Zoba, and of Rechob, and the people of Tob and Ma'achah, 
were by themselves in the field. 9 When now Joab saw that the front of the battle was 
against him before and behind, he selected from all the chosen men of Israel, and arrayed 
himself against the Syrians: 1° And the rest of the people he delivered into the hand of 
Abishai his brother, who arrayed himself against the children of ‘Ammon. !! And he said, 
If the Syrians be too strong for me, then shalt thou bring me help; but if the children 
of 'Ammon be too strong for thee, then will I go to help thee. 12 Be strong, and let us 
strengthen ourselves in behalf of our people, and in behalf of the cities of our God: and 
may the Lord do that which seemeth good in his eyes. 13 And Joab drew nigh, and the 
people that were with him, unto the battle against the Syrians; and they fled from before 
him. 14 And when the children of 'Ammon saw that the Syrians were fled, then did they 
also fly before Abishai, and entered into the city. Joab then returned from the children 
of 'Ammon, and came to Jerusalem. 15 And when the Syrians saw that they were smitten 
before Israel, they gathered themselves altogether. 16 And Hadar'ezer sent, and brought 
out the Syrians that were beyond the river, and they came to Chelam; and Shobach the 
captain of the army of Hadar'ezer went before them. 17 And when it was told to David, 
he gathered all Israel together, and passed over the Jordan, and came to Chelam. And 
the Syrians set themselves in battle-array against David, and fought with him. 18 And the 
Syrians fled from before Israel; and David slew of the Syrians [the men] of seven hundred 
chariots, and forty thousand horsemen; and Shobach also the captain of their army he 
smote, and he died there. 19 And when all the kings, the vassals to Hadar'ezer saw that 
they were smitten before Israel, they made peace with Israel, and served them: and the 
Syrians feared to help the children of 'Ammon any more. 


11 
1 And it came to pass, at the return of the same season of the year, at the time when 
kings go forth, that David sent Joab, and his servants with him, and all Israel; and they 
destroyed the children of 'Ammon, and besieged Rabbah. But David remained behind 
at Jerusalem. 2 And it happened at evening-tide, that David arose from off his couch, 
and walked upon the roof of the king's house: and he saw from the roof a woman 
bathing herself; and the woman was ofa very beautiful appearance. 3 And David sent and 
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inquired after the woman; and some one said, Behold, this is Beth-sheba', the daughter 
of Eli'am, the wife of Uriyah the Hittite. 4 And David sent messengers, and took her; and 
she came in unto him, and he lay with her, and she had just purified herself from her 
uncleanness; and she returned unto her house. 5 And the woman conceived; and she 
sent and told David, and said, I am with child. 6 And David sent to Joab, Send unto me 
Uriyah the Hittite. And Joab sent Uriyah to David. 7 And when Uriyah was come unto 
him, David asked after the well-being of Joab, and after the well-being of the people, 
and how the war prospered. ® And David said to Uriyah, Go down to thy house, and 
wash thy feet. And Uriyah went forth out of the king's house, and there followed him 
a mess of food from the king. ° But Uriyah laid himself down at the door of the king's 
house with all the servants of his lord, and went not down to his house. !° And they told 
David, saying, Uriyah is not gone down unto his house: and David said unto Uriyah, Art 
thou not come from a journey? why then art thou not gone down unto thy own house? 
11 Then said Uriyah unto David, The ark, and Israel, and Judah abide in booths; and my 
Lord Joab and the servants of my Lord are encamped in the open field: and should I alone 
go unto my house, to eat and to drink, and to lie with my wife? as thou livest, and as 
thy soul liveth, I will not do this thing. 12 And David said unto Uriyah, Tarry here also 
this day, and tomorrow will I send thee off. So Uriyah remained in Jerusalem on that 
day and the following. !3 And David invited him, and he ate and drank before him, and 
he made him drunken; and he went out in the evening to lie down on his resting-place 
with the servants of his lord; but to his house he did not go down. ! And it came to 
pass in the morning, that David wrote a letter to Joab, and sent it by the hand of Uriyah. 
15 And he wrote in the letter, saying, Set Uriyah in front, opposite to the hottest fight, 
and then withdraw from behind him, that he may be smitten and die. 1° And it came to 
pass, when Joab was enclosing the city, that he placed Uriyah toward the spot of which 
he knew that valiant men were there. !” And the men of the city went out and fought 
with Joab; and there fell some of the people, of the servants of David, and there died also 
Uriyah the Hittite. 18 Then did Joab send, and told unto David all the events of the war. 
19 And he charged the messenger, saying, When thou hast finished telling all the events 
of the war to the king, 2° And it happen that the king's wrath arise, and he say unto thee, 
Wherefore did you approach unto the city to fight? knew ye not, that they would shoot 


down from off the wall? 21 Who smote Abimelech the son of Yerubbesheth? did not a 
woman throw down upon him a piece of an upper mill-stone from off the wall so that 


he died at Thebez? why did ye approach unto the wall? then must thou say, Also thy 
servant Uriyah the Hittite is dead. 22 And the messenger went, and came and told unto 
David all for which Joab had sent him. 23 And the messenger said unto David, Because 
the men overpowered us and came out against us into the field; but we set upon them, 
as far as the entrance of the gate. 24 And the archers then shot at thy servants from off 
the wall; and there died some of the servants of the king, and also thy servant Uriyah the 
Hittite is dead. 25 Then said David to the messenger, Thus shalt thou say to Joab, Let this 
thing not be displeasing in thy eyes; for at times this, at other times the other will the 
sword devour; continue firmly in thy war against the city, and overthrow it: and thus 
do thou encourage him. 2¢ And when the wife of Uriyah heard that Uriyah her husband 
had died, she mourned for her lord. 2” And when the [time of] mourning was past, David 
sent and took her to his house, and she became his wife; and she bore him a son. But the 
thing which David had done was displeasing in the eyes of the Lord. 


12 


1 And the Lord sent Nathan unto David, and he came unto him and said to him, Two 
men were once in one city, the one rich and the other poor. 2 The rich man had flocks and 


herds, in great abundance. 3 But the poor man had nothing, save one little ewe, which he 
had bought; and he nourished it, and it grew up with him and with his children together; 
of his bread it used to eat, and out of his cup it used to drink, and in his bosom it used 
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to lie, and it was to him as a daughter. 4 And there came a traveler unto the rich man; 
and he felt compunction to take from his own flocks and from his own herds to dress for 
the wayfarer that was come to him; but he took the ewe of the poor man, and dressed it 
for the man that was come to him. ° And the anger of David was greatly kindled against 
the man; and he said to Nathan, As the Lord liveth, surely the man that hath done this 
deserveth to die; © And the ewe he shall pay fourfold, for punishment that he hath done 
this thing, and because he had no compassion. 7 Then said Nathan to David, Thou art the 
man! Thus hath said the Lord, the God of Israel, It is 1 who anointed thee as king over 
Israel, and it is I who delivered thee out of the hand of Saul; 8 And I gave unto thee the 
house of thy master, and [put] the wives of thy master into thy bosom, and gave unto 
thee the house of Israel and Judah: and if this be too little, I could bestow on thee yet 
many more like these things. 9? Wherefore hast thou despised the word of the Lord to 
do what is evil in his eyes? Uriyah the Hittite hast thou smitten with the sword, and his 


wife hast thou taken unto thee for wife; but him hast thou slain with the sword of the 
children of ‘Ammon. 1° And now, the sword shall not depart from thy house for ever; for 


the reason that thou hast despised me, and hast taken the wife of Uriyah the Hittite to 
be thy wife. 11 Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will raise up against thee evil out of thy 
own house, and I will take away thy wives before thy eyes, and I will give them unto thy 
neighbor; and he shall lie with thy wives before the face of this sun. 12 For thou hast done 
it in secret; but I will surely do this thing before all Israel, and before the sun. 13 Then 
said David unto Nathan, I have sinned against the Lord. And Nathan said to David, Also 
the Lord hath caused thy sin to pass away: thou shalt not die. 14 Nevertheless, because 
thou hast given great cause to the enemies of the Lord to blaspheme through this thing, 
the child also that hath been born unto thee shall surely die. 15 And Nathan went to 
his house; and the Lord struck the child that Uriyah's wife had born unto David, that it 
became very sick. 1° And David besought God in behalf of the lad; and David kept a fast, 
and came home, and lay over night upon the earth. !” And the elders of the house arose 
about him, to raise him up from the earth; but he would not, and he did not partake of any 
bread with them. 18 And it came to pass on the seventh day that the child died; and the 
servants of David were afraid to tell him, that the child was dead; for they said, Behold, 
while the child was yet alive, we spoke to him, and he would not hearken to our voice: 
how then shall we say to him, The child is dead! he might do [himself] a hurt. 19 But 
when David saw that his servants were whispering to each other, David understood that 
the child was dead; wherefore David said unto his servants, Is the child dead? and they 
said, he is dead. 2° David then rose up from the earth, and washed and anointed himself, 
and changed his garments, and went into the house of the Lord and prostrated himself; 
and then he came to his own house, and asked that they should set food before him, and 
he ate. 21 And his servants then said unto him, What is this thing which thou hast done? 
On account of the child when living thou didst fast and weep; but as soon as the child was 
dead thou didst arise and eat bread! 2? And he said, While the child was yet alive, I fasted 
and wept; because I said, Who knoweth, but that the Lord will be gracious to me, that 
the child may live? 23 But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast then? can I restore 
him again? I am going to him; but he will not return to me. 24 And David comforted 
Bath-sheba' his wife, and he went in unto her, and lay with her; and she bore a son, and 
called his name Solomon; and the Lord loved him. 25 And he sent by the hand of Nathan 
the prophet, and called his name, Yedideyah in behalf of the Lord. 26 And Joab fought 
against Rabbah of the children of 'Ammon, and captured the royal city. 2” And Joab sent 
messengers to David; and said, I have fought against Rabbah, and have also captured the 
water-town. 28 And now gather the rest of the people together, and encamp against the 
city, and capture it: lest I capture the city myself, and it be called by my name. 29 And 
David gathered all the people together and went to Rabbah, and fought against it, and 
captured it. 3° And he took the crown of Malkam from off his head, and its weight was 
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a talent of gold, and [on it was] a precious stone, and it was set on the head of David; 
and the booty of the city he brought out in great abundance. 31 And the people that 
were therein he brought forward, and put them under saws, and under iron threshing- 
wagons, and under axes of iron, and made them pass through brick-kilns; and thus did 


he unto all the cities of the children of ‘Ammon: and David returned with them with all 
the people unto Jerusalem. 


1 And it came to pass after this, that Abshalom the son of David had a handsome sister, 


whose name was Thamar; and Amnon the son of David loved her. 2 And Amnon worried 
himself so that he fell sick on account of Thamar his sister; for she was a virgin; an 


it was impossible in the eyes of Amnon to do her the least [harm]. 3 But Amnon had a 


friend, whose name was Yonadab, the son of Shim'ah, David's brother; and Yonadab was 
a very sensible man. 4 And he said to him, Why art thou so wasted, O prince, morning 


after morning? Wilt thou not tell me? Then said Amnon to him, Thamar the sister of 
Abshalom my brother do I love. > And Yonadab said to him, Lie down on thy couch, and 
feign thyself sick; and when thy father cometh to see thee, thou must say unto him, Let, I 
pray thee, Thamar my sister come, and give me some food, and prepare the refreshment 
before my eyes, in order that I may see it, and eat it out of her hand. ©So Amnon lay down, 
and feigned himself sick; and when the king came to see him, Amnon said to the king, 
Let, I pray thee, Thamar my sister come, and mix up before my eyes a couple of cakes, 
that I may enjoy them out of her hand. ? Then did David send home to Thamar, saying, 
Do go now to thy brother Amnon's house, and prepare for him the refreshment. 8 So 
Thamar went to the house of Amnon her brother, and he was lying down; and she took 
the dough and kneaded, and mixed it up before his eyes, and baked the cakes; ? And she 
took the pan, and poured them out before him; but he refused to eat; and Amnon said, 
Cause every man to go out from me; and they went out, every man, from him. 1° And 
Amnon said to Thamar, Bring the refreshment into the chamber, that I may enjoy it 
out of thy hand. So Thamar took the cakes which she had made, and brought them unto 
Amnon her brother into the chamber. 1! And when she had brought them near unto him 
to eat, he took hold of her, and said unto her, Come, lie with me, my sister. 12 But she said 
to him, No, my brother, do not violate me; for such a deed ought not to be done in Israel; 
do not this scandalous act! 13 And I, whither should I carry my shame? and as for thee, 
thou wouldst be like one of the worthless in Israel; but now, O speak, I pray thee, unto 
the king, for he will not withhold me from thee. 14 Nevertheless, he would not hearken 
unto her voice; but he overpowered her, and violated her, and lay with her. 5 Then did 
Amnon hate her witha very great hatred; so that the hatred with which he hated her was 
greater than the love with which he had loved her; and Amnon said unto her, Arise, be 
gone. 16 And she said unto him, [Do] not add this yet greater wrong than the other which 
thou hast done with me, to send me [now] away! But he would not listen to her; 17 And 
he called his young man, his servant, and said, Do send this woman away from me, into 
the street, and lock the door behind her. 18 And she had on a garment of divers colors; 
for thus were usually appareled the king's daughters when virgins, in robes; and his 
servant brought her out into the street, and locked the door behind her. 19 And Thamar 
put ashes on her head, and the garment of divers colors which was on her she rent: and 
she placed her hand on her head, and went away and cried as she went along. 2° Then 
said to her Abshalom her brother, Hath Amnon thy brother been with thee? but now, 
my sister, keep silence, he is thy brother, take this thing not to thy heart. So Thamar 
remained, and was secluded in the house of Abshalom her brother. 21 And when king 
David heard all these things, it displeased him greatly. 22 And Abshalom spoke not with 
Amnon either bad or good; for Abshalom hated Amnon, because he had violated Thamar 
his sister. 23 And it came to pass after two full years, that Abshalom had sheep-shearers 
at Ba'al-chazor, which is near Ephraim; and Abshalom invited all the king's sons. 24 And 
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Abshalom came to the king, and said, Behold, now, thy servant hath sheep-shearers; 
let the king, I pray thee, and his servants go with thy servant. 25 And the king said to 
Abshalom, No, my son, do not let us all go now, that we may not be a burden upon thee. 
And he urged him much, but he would not go, and he blessed him. 26 And Abshalom 
said, If not, let, I pray thee, Amnon my brother go with us. And the king said to him, 
Why should he go with thee? 27 But Abshalom urged him greatly, and he sent with him 
Amnon and all the sons of the king. 28 Now Abshalom commanded his servants, saying, 
Mark ye, I pray you, when Annon's heart is merry with wine, and I say unto you, Smite 
Amnon: then kill him, fear not; behold, it is 1 who command it you; be firm and show 
yourselves men of valor. 29 And the servants of Abshalom did unto Amnon as Abshalom 
had commanded. Then arose all the king's sons, and they rode off, every man on his 
mule, and fled. 3° And it happened, while they were on the way, that the report came to 
David, saying, Abshalom hath smitten all the king's sons, and there is not one of them 
left. 31 Then arose the king and rent his garments, and laid himself on the earth: and 
all his servants were standing by with their garments rent. 32 But Yonadab the son of 
Shim'ah, David's brother, commenced and said, Let not my Lord suppose that they have 
slain all the young men, the king's sons; since Amnon alone is dead; for by the command 
of Abshalom was this ordained from the day that he violated Thamar his sister. 33 And 
now let not my Lord the king take the thing to his heart, thinking, that all the king's 
sons are dead; for Amnon alone is dead. 34 And Abshalom flew away. And the young 
man that was watching lifted up his eyes, and looked, and behold, many people were 
coming by the way behind him, by the side of the mount. 35 And Yonadab said to the 
king, The king's sons are come: according to the word of thy servant, so hath it come to 
pass. 3° And it happened, as he had just finished speaking, that, behold, the king's sons 
came, and they lifted up their voice and wept; and also the king and all his servants wept 
very much, 37 But Abshalom had fled; and he went to Talmai, the son of 'Ammihud, the 
king of Geshur: and [David] mourned for his son all the time. 38 So did Abshalom fly, and 
go to Geshur, and he remained there three years. 39 And [the soul of] king David longed 
to go forth unto Abshalom; for he was comforted concerning Amnon, that he was dead. 


14 

1 And when now Joab the son of Zeruyah perceived that the heart of the king was 
[turned] toward Abshalom: 2 Then sent Joab to Tekoa', and he fetched thence a wise 
woman, and said to her, Feign. I pray thee, as though thou mournest, and do put on 
mourning garments, and anoint thyself not with oil; but be as a woman that hath these 
many days been mourning for the dead. 3 And thou must come to the king and speak with 
him after these words: and Joab put the words into her mouth. 4 And the woman from 
Tekoa' spoke to the king, and fell on her face to the ground, and bowed herself, and said, 
Help, O king! 5 And the king said unto her, What aileth thee? And she said, Truly, I am a 
widow-woman; since my husband is dead. ® And thy hand-maid had two sons, and they 
two quarreled together in the field, and there was no one between them to help [either]; 
so the one smote the other, and slew him. 7 And, behold, the whole family is risen up 
against thy handmaid, and they said, Give up the slayer of his brother, that we may have 
him put to death, for the life of his brother whom he hath killed; and we will destroy 
also the heir: and thus they will quench my coal which is remaining, so as not to allow 
to my husband either name or remainder upon the face of the earth. ® And the king said 
unto the woman, Go to thy house, and I will issue [my] charge concerning thee. ? Then 
said the woman of Tekoa unto the king, On me, my Lord, O king, be the iniquity, and on 
my father's house: and may the king and his throne be guiltless. 1° And the king said, 
Whosoever speaketh aught unto thee, bring him to me, and he shall not touch thee any 
more. 1! Then said she, Let the king, I pray thee, remember the Lord thy God, so as not 
to suffer the avenger of the blood to cause yet more destruction, and that they may not 
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destroy my son. And he said, As the Lord liveth, there shall not fall one hair of thy son to 
the earth. 12 Then said the woman, Let thy hand-maid, I pray thee, speak unto my Lord 
the king one word. And he said, Speak on. 13 And the woman said, Wherefore then hast 
thou thought such a thing against the people of God? and since the king doth speak this 
thing, he is as a guilty man, if the king do not permit his banished one to return home. 
14 For we must needs die, and are as water which is spilt on the ground, which cannot 
be gathered up again; and yet doth God not take away life; and he deviseth thoughts, so 
that the banished one may not remain banished from him. 1 And now that I am come 
to speak unto my Lord the king of this thing, [happened] because the people made me 
afraid; and therefore thy hand-maid said, I will still speak unto the king; perhaps the 
king may act [in accordance with] the word of his hand-maid. 1° For the king may hear 
[me], to deliver his hand-maid out of the hand of the man [that desireth] to exterminate 
me and my son together out of the inheritance of God. 17 And thy hand-maid said, May 
the word of my Lord the king now become [the means of giving] repose; for as an angel 
of God, so is my Lord the king to comprehend the good and the bad: and may the Lord 
thy God be with thee. 18 Then answered the king and said unto the woman, Conceal not, 
I pray thee, from me a word concerning what I am going to ask thee. And the woman 
said, Let my Lord the king but speak. 19 And the king said, Is not the hand of Joab with 
thee in all this? And the woman answered and said, As thy soul liveth, my Lord, O king! 
none can turn to the right or to the left from all that my Lord the king hath spoken; for 
it was thy servant Joab who hath bidden me, and it was he that hath put in the mouth 
of thy hand-maid all these words. 2° In order to change the appearance of the matter 
hath thy servant Joab done this thing: and my Lord is wise, according to the wisdom of 
an angel of God, to know all that is [done] on the earth. 2! And the king said unto Joab, 
Behold, now, thou hast done this thing: go then, bring back the young man Abshalom. 
22 And Joab fell on his face to the ground, and bowed himself, and blessed the king: and 
Joab said, Today is thy servant convinced that I have found grace in thy eyes, my Lord, O 
king; since the king hath acted in accordance with the word of thy servant. 23 And Joab 
arose and went to Geshur, and brought Abshalom to Jerusalem. 24 And the king said, Let 
him repair to his own house, but my face he shall not see. So Abshalom repaired to his 
own house, but the king's face he did not see. 25 And like Abshalom there was no man as 
handsome in all Israel, so that he was greatly praised: from the sole of his foot up to the 
crown of his head there was no blemish on him. 26 And when he shaved off [the hair of] 
his head [and it was at the end of every year that he shaved it off; because it was too heavy 
on him, so that he had to shave it off:] he weighed the hair of his head at two hundred 
shekels by the king's weight. 27 And there was born unto Abshalom three sons and one 
daughter, whose name was Thamar: this one was a woman of handsome appearance. 
28 And Abshalom dwelt two full years in Jerusalem, and the king's face he did not see. 
29 Abshalom sent out therefore for Joab, to send him to the king; but he would not come 
to him: and he sent again the second time; but he would not come. 3° He thereupon said 
unto his servants, See, Joab's field is alongside of mine, and he hath barley there: go and 
set it on fire. And Abshalom's servants set the field on fire. 31 Then did Joab arise, and 
he went to Abshalom unto his house, and said unto him, Wherefore have thy servants 
set the field belonging to me on fire? 32 And Abshalom said to Joab, Behold, I had sent 
unto thee, saying, Come hither, that I may send thee to the king, to say, Wherefore am I 
come from Geshur? it would be better for me were I yet there: and now let me see the 
king's face; and if there be any iniquity in me, let him put me to death. 35 So Joab went 
to the king, and told it to him: and he called for Abshalom, who came to the king, and 
bowed himself on his face to the ground before the king; and the king kissed Abshalom. 


15 
1 And it came to pass after this, that Abshalom provided for himself a chariot and 
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horses, and fifty men who ran before him. 2 And Abshalom rose up early, and stood 
on the side of the way to the gate: and it happened, that whenever a man who had 
a controversy came to the king for judgment, Abshalom called to him, and said, From 
what city art thou? And he said, Thy servant is from one of the tribes of Israel. 3 And 
Abshalom said unto him, See, thy words are good and right; but no one listeneth to thee 
on the part of the king. 4 And Abshalom said, Oh, if there were but one to appoint me 
judge in the land, so that every man who may have any controversy or cause might come 
unto me, and I would do him justice! 5 And it happened, that when a man came nigh to 
bow down to him, he used to put forth his hand, and laid hold of him, and kissed him. 
6 And Abshalom did after this manner to all Israel that came to the king for judgment: 
and thus did Abshalom steal the heart of the men of Israel. 7 And it came to pass at the 
end of forty years, that Abshalom said unto the king, Let me go, I pray thee, and fulfill 
my vow, which I have vowed unto the Lord, at Hebron. 8 For thy servant vowed a vow 
while I abode at Geshur in Syria, saying, If the Lord will ever bring me back again to 
Jerusalem, then will I serve the Lord. ° And the king said unto him, Go in peace: and 
he arose, and went to Hebron. 1° But Abshalom sent spies throughout all the tribes of 
Israel, saying, When ye hear the sound of the cornet, then shall ye say, Abshalom is 
become king at Hebron. 1 And with Abshalom went two hundred men out of Jerusalem, 
who were invited, and going in their simplicity; and they knew of nothing whatever. 
12 And Abshalom sent for Achithophel the Gilomite, David's counsellor, from his city, 
from Giloh, while he offered the sacrifices. And the conspiracy became strong; and the 
people increased continually with Abshalom. 13 And there came a news-bearer to David, 
saying, the heart of the men of Israel is turned after Abshalom. ! And David said unto 
all his servants that were with him at Jerusalem, Arise, and let us flee; for there will not 
[else] be any escape for us from Abshalom: make haste, to depart, lest he make haste and 
overtake us suddenly and overwhelm us with evil, and smite the city with the edge of 
the sword. 1° And the king's servants said unto the king, In accordance with all that my 
Lord the king may choose, are thy servants ready. !6 And the king went forth, and all his 
household in his train. And the king left behind ten women, who were concubines, to 
guard the house. !” And the king went forth, and all the people in his train, and tarried 
in a place that was far off. 18 And all his servants passed on alongside of him, and all the 


Kerethites, and all the Pelethites; and all the Gittites, six hundred men, who were come 
in his train from Gath, passed on before the king. 19 Then said the king to Ittai the Gittite, 


Wherefore wilt thou also go with us? turn back and abide with the king; for thou art a 
stranger, and also an exile from thy place. 2° Yesterday thou camest; and today should 
I move thee about with us to wander? seeing that I go whither I may: return thou, and 
take back thy brethren with thee, in kindness and truth. 21 And Ittai answered the king, 
and said, As the Lord liveth, and as my Lord the king liveth, surely in whatever place 
my Lord the king may be, whether for death or for life, even there will thy servant be. 
22 And David said then to Ittai, Go and pass on. And Ittai the Gittite passed on, and all 
his men, and all the little ones that were with him. 23 And all the [people of the] country 
wept with a loud voice, as all the people passed on: and the king passed over the brook 
Kidron, and all the people passed over, along the way to the wilderness. 24 And lo, Zadok 
also, and all the Levites with him, were bearing the ark of the covenant of God; and they 
set down the ark of God; and Ebyathar went up, until all the people had finished passing 
out of the city. 25 And the king said unto Zadok, Carry back the ark of God into the city; 
if I shall find favor in the eyes of the Lord, he will bring me back again, and show me 
both it, and his dwelling; 2° But if he should thus say, I have no delight in thee: here 
am I, let him do to me as seemeth good in his eyes. 2” The king said also unto Zadok 
the priest, If thou see the justice of this, return to the city in peace: and your two sons, 
Achima'az thy son, and Jonathan the son of Ebyathar, are with you. 28 See, I will tarry in 
the plain of the wilderness, until there come word from you to bring me news. 29 Zadok 
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therefore and Ebyathar carried the ark of God again to Jerusalem: and they remained 
there. 3° And David went up by the ascent of the mount of Olives, weeping as he went 
up, and had his head covered, and he was walking barefoot: and all the people that were 
with him covered every man his head, and they went up, weeping as they went up. 31 And 
some one told David, saying, Achithophel is among the conspirators with Abshalom. And 
David said, I pray thee, turn into foolishness the counsel of Achithophel, 0 Lord! 32 And 
it came to pass, that, when David was come to the top, where he used to bow himself 


down to God, behold, Chushai the Arkite came to meet him with his coat rent, and earth 
upon his head. 33 And David said unto him, If thou passest on with me, thou wouldst be 


a burden unto me; >4 But if thou shouldst return to the city, and say unto Abshalom, Thy 
servant will I be, O king; thy father's servant have I been this long time past, and now 
will I also be thy servant: then mightest thou defeat for me the counsel of Achithophel. 
35 And, behold, thou hast with thee there Zadok and Ebyathar the priests; therefore shall 
it be, that what thing soever thou mayest hear out of the king's house, shalt thou tell to 
Zadok and Ebyathar the priests. °° Behold, they have there with them their two sons. 
Achima'az for Zadok, and Jonathan for Ebyathar: and ye shall send by means of them 
unto me whatever thing ye can hear. 3” So Chushai, David's friend, came into the city, as 
Abshalom had just resolved to enter into Jerusalem. 


16 

1 And when David was passed a little beyond the top [of the mount], behold, Ziba the 
servant of Mephibosheth came toward him, with a couple of asses saddled, and upon 
them two hundred loaves of bread, and a hundred bunches of raisins, and a hundred 
[cakes] of dried figs, and a bottle of wine. 2 And the king said unto Ziba, What meanest 
thou with these? And Ziba said, The asses are for the king's household to ride on; and 
the bread and the dried figs for the young men to eat; and the wine to drink for such as 
may be faint in the wilderness. 3 And the king said, And where is thy master's son? And 
Ziba said unto the king, Behold, he remaineth at Jerusalem; for he said, Today will the 
house of Israel restore unto me the kingdom of my father. 4 Then said the king to Ziba, 
Behold, thine shall be all that pertaineth unto Mephibosheth. And Ziba said, I prostrate 
myself; let me but find grace in thy eyes, my Lord, O king. 5 And when King David came as 
far as Bachurim, behold, there came out thence a man of the family of the house of Saul, 
whose name was Shim'i, the son of Gera, coming forth, and cursing. © And he cast stones 
at David, and at all the servants of king David: and all the people and all the mighty 
men were on his right and on his left. 7 And thus said Shim'i as he cursed, Away, away, 
thou man of blood, and thou worthless man! 8 The Lord hath brought back upon thee 
all the blood of the house of Saul, in whose stead thou didst reign; and the Lord hath 
placed the kingdom into the hand of Abshalom thy son; and, behold, thou art now in 
thy misfortune, because a man of blood art thou. 9 Then said Abishai the son of Zeruyah 
unto the king, Why should this dead dog curse my Lord the king? let me go over, I pray 
thee, and remove his head. 1° And the king said, What have I to do with you, ye sons 
of Zeruyah? so let him curse; because the Lord hath said unto him, Curse David. Who 
shall then say, Wherefore hast thou done so? 1! And David said to Abishai, and to all his 
servants, Behold, my son, who hath come forth out of my own body, seeketh my life: 
how much more now this Benjamite? let him alone, and let him curse; for the Lord hath 
said it to him. 14 Perhaps the Lord will look on my affliction, and the Lord will requite me 
good instead of his cursing this day. 13 And David and his men went [thus] on the way. 
And Shim'i went on the side of the mount opposite to him, and cursed as he went, and 
threw stones toward him, and cast dust. 14 And the king, and all the people that were 
with him, arrived weary, and refreshed themselves there. 5 And Abshalom, and all the 
people the men of Israel, came to Jerusalem, and Achithophel [also] with him. !¢ And it 
came to pass, when Chushai the Arkite, David's friend, was come unto Abshalom, that 
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Chushai said unto Abshalom, Long live the king! Long live the king! 17 And Abshalom 
said to Chushai, Is this thy kindness for thy friend? why art thou not gone with thy 
friend? 18 And Chushai said unto Abshalom, No; but whom the Lord, and this people, 


and all the men of Israel have chosen, his will I be, and with him will I remain. 19 And 
secondly, who is it whom I shall serve? is it not in the presence of his son? as I have 


served in thy father's presence, so will I be in thy presence. 2° Then said Abshalom to 
Achithophel, Hold counsel among yourselves as to what we shall do. 2! And Achithophel 
said unto Abshalom, Go in unto thy father's concubines, whom he hath left to guard the 
house; and all Israel will hear that thou art in bad odor with thy father: and then will 
the hands of all that are with thee become strong. 22 So they spread for Abshalom a tent 
upon the roof; and Abshalom went in unto his father's concubines before the eyes of all 
Israel. 23 And the counsel of Achithophel, which he counseled in those days, was as if 
a man had asked advice of the word of God: so was all the counsel of Achithophel both 
with David and with Abshalom. 


17 


1 Moreover Achithophel said unto Abshalom, Do let me now select twelve thousand 
men, and I will arise and pursue after David this night; 2 And I will come upon him while 
he is weary and weak-handed, and will terrify him; so that all the people that are with 
him will flee; and I will smite the king alone; 3 And I will bring back all the people unto 
thee: when all return [except] the man whom thou seekest, all the people will be in 
peace. “ And the thing was pleasing in the eyes of Abshalom, and in the eyes of all the 


elders of Israel. 5 Then said Abshalom, Do call now also Chushai the Arkite, and let us 
hear what he likewise beareth in his mouth. © And when Chushai was come to Abshalom, 
Abshalom said unto him, as followeth, Such words as these hath Achithophel spoken: 


shall we do after his words? if not, do thou speak. 7 And Chushai said unto Abshalom, 
The counsel that Achithophel hath given at this time is not good. 8 And Chushai said, 
Thou well knowest thy father and his men, that they are mighty men, and are of an 
embittered spirit, as a bear robbed of her whelps in the field: and thy father is also a 
man of war, and will not lodge with the people. ° Behold, he is now hidden in some one 
of the pits, or in some one of the [other] places: and it will come to pass, when some of 
them should fall at the first onset, that whosoever heareth it would say, There hath been 
slaughter among the people that follow Abshalom. !° And he also that is most valiant, 
whose heart is as the heart of the lion, would become quite discouraged; for all Israel 
knoweth that thy father is a mighty man, and they who are with him are valiant persons. 
11 But I counsel that all Israel be gathered together unto thee, from Dan even to Beer- 
sheba', like the sand that is by the sea in multitude: while thou in thy own person goest 
into the fight. 12 And when we come upon him in some one of the places where he may 
be found, we will encamp around him as the dew falleth on the earth: and there shall 


not be left of him and of all the men that are with him so much as one. 13 And if he should 
withdraw into a city, then shall all Israel bring ropes to that city, and we will drag it into 


the stream, until there be not found there even one small stone. 14 And Abshalom and 
all the men of Israel said, The counsel of Chushai the Arkite is better than the counsel of 
Achithophel. But the Lord had ordained to frustrate the good counsel of Achithophel, to 


the intent that the Lord might bring the evil upon Abshalom. 45 Then said Chushai unto 
Zadok and to Ebyathar the priests, Thus and thus did Achithophel counsel Abshalom and 
the elders of Israel; and thus and thus have I counseled. 16 Now therefore send quickly, 
and tell David, saying, Lodge not this night in the plains of the wilderness, but rather 
pass over at once; lest the king be entirely ruined, and all the people that are with him. 
17 Now Jonathan and Achima'az were staying by 'En-rogel; and a maid-servant had to 
go and tell them, that they should go and tell king David; for they dared not be seen to 
come into the city. 18 Nevertheless a lad saw them, and told it to Abshalom; but they 
went, both of them, quickly away, and came to the house of a man in Bachurim, who 
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had a well in his court; and they went down thither. 19 And the wife took and spread a 
covering over the well's mouth, and scattered ground corn thereupon; so that nothing 
was perceived. 2° And Abshalom's servants came to the woman into the house, and they 
said, Where are Achima'az and Jonathan? And the woman said unto them, They are 
passed over the brook of water. And they sought, but could not find them; and they 
returned to Jerusalem. 21 And it came to pass, after they were gone, that they came up 
out of the well, and went and told it to king David, and they said unto David, Arise, and 
pass quickly over the water; for thus hath Achithophel counseled against you. 22 Then 
did David arise, and all the people that were with him, and they passed over the Jordan: 
by the time the morning was light, not even one was lacking who had not passed over 
the Jordan. 23 And when Achithophel saw that his counsel was not followed, he saddled 
the ass, and arose, and went home to his house, to his city, and gave his charge to his 
household, and hanged himself; and he died, and was buried in the sepulchre of his 
father. 24 Then came David to Machanayim: and Abshalom passed over the Jordan, he 
and all the men of Israel with him. 2° And Abshalom placed 'Amassa instead of Joab as 
captain over the army: and 'Amassa was the son of a man, whose name was Yithra the 
Israelite, who had gone in to Abigal the daughter of Nachash, the sister of Zeruyah Joab's 
mother. 2° And Israel and Abshalom encamped in the land of Gil'ad. 27 And it came to 
pass, when David was come to Machanayim, that Shobi the son of Nachash of Rabbah of 


the children of ‘Ammon, and Machir the son of 'Ammiel of Lo-debar, and Barzillai the 
Gil'adite of Rogelim, 28 Brought beds, and bowls, and earthen vessels, and wheat, and 


barley, and flour, and parched corn, and beans, and lentils, and parched pulse, 29 And 
honey, and cream, and sheep, and cow's cheese, for David, and for the people that were 
with him, to eat; for they said, The people are hungry, and weary, and thirsty, in the 
wilderness. 


18 

1 And David numbered the people that were with him, and he set over them captains 
of thousands and captains of hundreds. 2 And David sent forth the people a third part 
under the command of Joab, and a third part under the command of Abishai the son of 
Zeruyah, Joab's brother, and a third part under the command of Ittai the Gittite. And 
the king said unto the people, I myself also will without fail go forth with you. 3 But the 
people said, Thou shalt not go forth; for if we should have to flee away, they will not 
care for us; and if half of us die, they will not care for us; for now thou art worth ten 


thousand of us: therefore now it is better that thou shouldst be a succor to us out of 
the city. 4 And the king said unto them, What seemeth good in your eyes will I do. And 


the king placed himself by the side of the gate, and all the people went out by hundreds 
and by thousands. 5 And the king commanded Joab and Abishai and Ittai, saying, Deal 
gently for my sake with the young man, with Abshalom. And all the people heard when 
the king charged all the captains with respect to Abshalom. © So the people went out 
into the field against Israel: and the battle took place in the forest of Ephraim. 7 And 
the people of Israel were smitten there before David's servants, and the slaughter was 
great there on that day—twenty thousand men. ® And the battle became extended there 
over the face of all the country: and the forest devoured yet more of the people than the 
sword had devoured on that day. 9 And Abshalom happened to come before the servants 
of David. And Abshalom was riding upon a mule, and the mule came under the thick 
boughs of a great oak, and his head caught hold of the oak, and he was left hanging 
between the heaven and the earth: and the mule that was under him passed on. 1° Anda 
certain man saw, and told it to Joab, and said, Behold, I have seen Abshalom hanging on 
an oak. 11 And Joab said unto the man that told him, And, behold, thou sawest him: why 
then didst thou not smite him there to the ground? and it would have been obligatory 
on me to give thee ten shekels of silver and a girdle. 12 And the man said unto Joab, And 
though I should weigh on my hands a thousand shekels of silver, I would not stretch forth 
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my hand against the king's son; for before our ears did the king charge thee and Abishai 
and Ittai, saying, Take heed, whoever it be, of the young man, of Abshalom. 13 Or should 
I even have acted with falsehood against my own life, since there is no matter which 
can be hidden from the king; thou wouldst surely have placed thyself aloof. 14Then said 
Joab, I will not wait thus before thee. And he took three darts in his hand, and thrust 
them into the heart of Abshalom, who was yet alive in the midst of the oak. 5 And ten 
young men, Joab's armor-bearers, encompassed and smote Abshalom, and slew him. 
16 And Joab blew the cornet, and the people returned from pursuing after Israel; for Joab 
restrained the people. 17 And they took Abshalom, and cast him down in the forest, into 
the large pit, and erected upon him a very great heap of stones: and all Israel fled, every 
one, to his tents. 18 Now Abshalom had taken and reared up for himself in his lifetime, 
the pillar, which is in the king's dale; for he said, I have no son, so as to keep my name in 
remembrance; and he called the pillar after his own name: and it was called Abshalom's 
monument, even until this day. 19 And Achima'az the son of Zadok said, Do let me run, I 
pray thee, and bear the king tidings, that the Lord hath done him justice from the power 
of his enemies. 2° And Joab said unto him, Thou art not the man to bear [good] tidings 
this day, and thou shalt bear tidings another day; but this day thou shalt bear no tidings, 
because the king's son is dead. 2! Then said Joab to the Cushi, Go tell the king what thou 
hast seen, And Cushi bowed himself unto Joab, and ran. 22Then said Achima'az the son of 
Zadok yet again to Joab, Be it as it may, let me, I pray thee, run also after the Cushi. And 
Joab said, Wherefore is it that thou wilt run, my son, seeing that thou hast no profitable 
tidings? 23 But be it as it may, let me run. And he said unto him, Run. And Achima'az 
ran by the way of the plain, and passed the Cushi. 24 And David was sitting between the 
two gates: and the watchman went up to the roof of the gate, upon the wall, and as he 
lifted up his eyes, he saw, and behold, a man was running alone. 25 And the watchman 
cried, and told it to the king. And the king said, If he be alone, there are tidings in his 
mouth. And he came nearer and nearer continually. 26 And the watchman saw another 
man running: and the watchman called unto the gate-keeper, and said, Behold, here 
is aman running alone. And the king said, Also this one bringeth tidings. 2” And the 
watchman said, I regard the running of the foremost as the running of Achima'az the 
son of Zadok. And the king said, That is a good man, and with good tidings must he 
come. 28 And Achima'az called, and said unto the king, Peace. And he prostrated himself 
to the king with his face to the earth, and said, Blessed be the Lord thy God, who hath 
surrendered the men that had lifted up their hand against my Lord the king. 29 And the 
king said, Is the young man Abshalom safe? And Achima'az answered, I saw the greatest 
crowd when Joab sent off the king's servant, and thy servant; but I know not what hath 
happened. 2° And the king said, Turn aside, place thyself here. And he turned aside, and 
remained standing. 31 And, behold, the Cushi came [next]; and the Cushi said, Let my 
lord the king receive the tidings, that the Lord hath done thee justice this day from the 
power of all those that had risen up against thee. 32 And the king said unto the Cushi, 
Is the young man Abshalom safe? And the Cushi answered, May like the young man be 
the enemies of my Lord the king, and all that have risen up against thee for evil. 33 (19:1) 
And the king was much moved, and he went up to the upper chamber of the gate, and 
wept: and thus he said as he went, O my son Abshalom, my son, my son Abshalom! who 
would grant that I had died in thy stead, O Abshalom, my son, my son! 


19 
1 (19:2) And it was told unto Joab, Behold, the king is weeping and he mourneth for 
Abshalom. 2 (19:3) And the victory on that day was turned into mourning unto all the 
people; for the people heard it said on that day, that the king was grieved for his son. 
3 (19:4) And the people repaired by stealth on that day when coming into the city, as 
usually steal away the people who are ashamed when they flee in battle. 4 (19:5) But 
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the king covered his face, and the king cried with a loud voice, O my son Abshalom, O 
Abshalom, my son, my son! 5 (19:6) And Joab came to the king, into the house, and said, 
Thou hast covered with shame this day the faces of all thy servants, who have saved 
thy life this day, and the life of thy sons and of thy daughters, and the life of thy wives, 
and the life of thy concubines; © (19:7) Since thou lovest thy enemies, and hatest thy 
friends: for thou hast declared this day, that thou hast neither princes nor servants; 
for I perceive this day, that if Abshalom were but alive, and we all were dead this day, 
that then it would have been just right in thy eyes. 7 (19:8) And now arise, go forth, and 
speak to the heart of thy servants; for by the Lord have I sworn, that if thou go not forth, 
there shall not remain one man with thee this night: and this would be worse unto thee 
than all the evil that hath befallen thee from thy youth until now. 8 (19:9) Then the king 
arose, and sat in the gate. And they told it unto all the people, saying, Behold, the king 
is sitting in the gate. And all the people came before the king; but Israel fled, every 
man to his tents. ° (19:10) And all the people were contending throughout all the tribes 
of Israel, saying, The king hath saved us out of the hand of our enemies, and he it was 
that hath delivered us out of the hand of the Philistines; and now he is fled out of the 
land from before Abshalom. 1° (19:11) And Abshalom, whom we had anointed over us, 
died in battle: and now why are ye silent about bringing the king back? 11 (19:12) And 
king David sent to Zadok and to Ebyathar the priests, saying, Speak ye unto the elders of 
Judah, saying, Why will you be the last to bring the king back to his house? seeing the 
speech of all Israel is already come to the king, to his house. 12(19:13) My brothers are ye, 
my bone and my flesh are ye: wherefore then will you be the last to bring back the king? 
13 (19:14) And to 'Amassa shall ye say, Art thou not my bone and my flesh? May God do 
so to me, and may he thus continue to do, if thou shalt not be captain of the army before 
me continually in the room of Joab. 14 (19:15) And he turned the heart of all the men of 
Judah, as of one man: and these sent unto the king, Return thou, with all thy servants. 
15 (19:16) So the king returned, and came as far as the Jordan; and Judah came to Gilgal, to 
go forth to meet the king, to conduct the king over the Jordan. !6 (19:17) Then hastened 
Shim'i the son of Gera, the Benjamite, who was of Bachurim, and went down with the 
men of Judah to meet king David. 17 (19:18) And there were with him a thousand men of 
Benjamin, and Ziba the servant of the house of Saul, and his fifteen sons and his twenty 
servants with him; and they set hastily over the Jordan before the king. 18 (19:19) And 
there went over the ferry-boat to carry over the king's household, and to do what was 
good in his eyes. And Shim'i the son of Gera fell down before the king, as he was passing 
over the Jordan; 19 (19:20) And he said unto the king, Let not my Lord impute it unto me 
as iniquity, neither do thou remember that in which thy servant acted perversely on the 
day that my Lord the king went forth out of Jerusalem, so that the king should lay it to 
his heart. 2° (19:21) For thy servant doth know that I have indeed sinned; and, behold, 
Iam come this day the first of all the house of Joseph to go down to meet my Lord the 
king. 21 (19:22) But Abishai the son of Zeruyah spoke out and said, Shall Shim'i for this 
not be put to death, because he cursed the Lord's anointed? 22 (19:23) And David said, 
What have I to do with you, ye sons of Zeruyah, that ye should become a hindrance this 
day unto me? shall this day any man be put to death in Israel? for do I not know that 
this day I am king over Israel? 23 (19:24) And the king said unto Shim'i, Thou shalt not 
die. And the king swore unto him. 24 (19:25) And Mephibosheth the [grand] son of Saul 
came down to meet the king, and he had not dressed his feet, nor trimmed his beard, 
nor washed his clothes, from the day that the king departed until the day that he came 
home in peace. 25 (19:26) And it came to pass, when he was come to Jerusalem to meet the 
king, that the king said unto him, Wherefore didst thou not go with me, Mephibosheth? 
26 (19:27) And he answered, My Lord, O king, my servant deceived me; for thy servant 
said, I will saddle for me the ass, that I may ride thereon, and go with the king; because 
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thy servant is lame. 27 (19:28) And he slandered thy servant unto my Lord the king; but 
my Lord the king is like an angel of God: do then what is good in thy eyes. 28 (19:29) For 
all of my father's house were nothing but men deserving death with my Lord the king: 
and yet didst thou set thy servant among those that eat at thy own table. What other 
merit therefore have I, and what to complain of yet farther unto the king? 29 (19:30) And 
the king said unto him, For what purpose speakest thou yet thy words? I have said, Thou 
and Ziba shall divide the field. 3° (19:31) And Mephibosheth said unto the king, Yea, let 
him take the whole, since that my Lord the king is come [back] in peace unto his own 
house. 31 (19:32) And Barzillai the Gil'adite came down from Rogelim; and he passed over 
the Jordan with the king, to accompany him over the Jordan. 32 (19:33) Now Barzillai was 
very aged, eighty years old: and he had sustained the king while he lay at Machanayim; 
for he was a very great man. 23 (19:34) And the king said unto Barzillai, Come thou over 
with me, and I will sustain thee near me in Jerusalem. 34 (19:35) But Barzillai said unto 
the king, How many yet are the days of the years of my life, that I should go up with the 
king to Jerusalem? 35 (19:36) I am eighty years old this day: can I discern between good 
and evil? or can thy servant taste what I eat or what I drink? or can I listen yet to the 
voice of singing men and singing women? wherefore then should thy servant become 
yet a burden unto my Lord the king? 3° (19:37) Thy servant will pass a little way over 
the Jordan with the king: and why should the king recompense me with this reward? 
37 (19:38) Let thy servant, I pray thee, turn back again, that I may die in my own city, by 
the sepulchre of my father and of my mother. But, behold, thy servant Kimham will pass 
over with my Lord the king; and do to him what is good in thy eyes. 38 (19:39) And the 
king said, Kimham shall pass over with me, and I will do to him that which shall seem 
good in thy eyes: and whatsoever thou wilt desire of me, will I do for thee. 39 (19:40) 
And all the people passed over the Jordan, after the king had passed over; and the king 
kissed Barzillai, and blessed him; and he returned unto his own place. 4° (19:41) Then did 
the king pass on to Gilgal, and Kimham passed on with him: and all the people of Judah 
conducted the king, and also half the people of Israel. 41 (19:42) And, behold, all the men 
of Israel came to the king, and said unto the king, Why have our brethren the men of 
Judah stolen thee away, and have conducted the king and his household over the Jordan, 
and all David's men with him? 4? (19:43) And all the men of Judah replied to the men 
of Israel, Because the king is near of kin to us: wherefore then are ye so angry for this 
matter? have we eaten the least from the king? or hath he given us any gift? 43 (19:44) 
And the men of Israel answered the men of Judah, and said, Ten parts have we in the 
king, and also in David have we more right than ye: why then did ye esteem us lightly? 
and was not our word the very first to bring back our king? And the words of the men 
of Judah were fiercer than the words of the men of Israel. 


1 And there happened to be a worthless man, whose name was Sheba’, the son of 
Bichri, a Benjamite; and he blew the cornet, and said, We have no part in David, nor have 
we any inheritance in the son of Jesse: every man to his tents, O Israel! 2 So every man 
of Israel went off from David, following Sheba' the son of Bichri; but the men of Judah 
adhered unto their king, from the Jordan even to Jerusalem. 3 And David came to his 
house at Jerusalem; and the king took the ten women, the concubines, whom he had left 
to guard the house, and put them in a guard-house, and provided for them, but went not 
in unto them. So they were confined until the day of their death, living in widowhood. 
4Then said the king to 'Amassa, Call together for me the men of Judah within three days, 
and thou present thyself here [then]. 5 So 'Amassa went to call Judah together; but he 
remained out longer than the set time which he had appointed him. © And David said to 
Abishai, Now will Sheba' the son of Bichri do us more harm than [did] Abshalom: take 
thou the servants of thy Lord, and pursue after him, lest he succeed in reaching fortified 


1453 XRN 


2 Samuel 20:7 301 2 Samuel 21:4 


cities, and withdraw himself from our eyes. 7 And there went out after him Joab's men, 
and the Kerethites, and the Pelethites, and all the mighty men: and they went forth out 
of Jerusalem, to pursue after Sheba' the son of Bichri. 8 They were close by the great 
stone which is at Gib'on, as 'Amassa came before them. And Joab was girded with his 
coat, his [usual] garment, and upon it the girdle of the sword which was fastened upon 
his loins in its sheath; and as he went forth it fell out. 9 And Joab said to 'Amassa, Art 
thou in health, my brother? And Joab's right hand took hold of 'Amassa's beard to kiss 
him. 1° And 'Amassa did not guard himself against the sword that was in Joab's hand: so 
he smote him therewith in the fifth rib and shed out his bowels to the ground, and struck 
him not again; and he died. But Joab and Abishai his brother pursued after Sheba' the 
son of Bichri. !! And one man of Joab's people remained standing by him, and said, He 
that favoreth Joab, and he that is for David, follow Joab. 12 And 'Amassa was wallowing 
in his blood in the midst of the highway. And when the man saw that all the people 
stood still, he put 'Amassa aside out of the highway into the field, and threw a garment 
over him, when he saw that every one that came by him stood still. 13 When he was 
removed out of the highway, every man passed on after Joab, to pursue after Sheba' the 
son of Bichri. 14 And this one passed through all the tribes of Israel unto Abel, which is of 
Beth-ma'achah, and all the Berim: and they assembled themselves together, and went 
also after him. '5 And they came and besieged him in Abel of Beth-ma'achah, and they 
cast up a trench against the city, and it stood enclosed by the troops: and all the people 
that were with Joab were battering to throw down the wall. !© Then called a wise woman 
out of the city, Hear, hear: say, I pray you, unto Joab, Come near as far as hither, that I 
may speak with thee. !” And when he was come near unto her, the woman said, Art thou 
Joab? And he said, I am. Then said she unto him, Hear the words of thy hand-maid. And 
he said, I do hear. !8 Then said she, thus, They ought surely first to have spoken, saying, 
“Let them ask at least in Abel:” and so would they have come to an end. !9I am one of the 
peaceful and faithful [cities] in Israel; thou seekest to overthrow a city and a metropolis 
in Israel: why wilt thou destroy the inheritance of the Lord? 2° And Joab answered and 
said, Far be it, far be it from me, that I should destroy or ruin. 21 The matter is not so; 
but a man from the mountains of Ephraim, Sheba' the son of Bichri is his name, hath 
lifted up his hand against the king, against David: give him up alone, and I will withdraw 
from the city. And the woman said unto Joab, Behold, his head shall be cast down to thee 
over the wall. 22 And the woman came unto all the people with her wisdom; and they 
cut off the head of Sheba' the son of Bichri, and cast it down to Joab: and he blew the 
cornet, and they scattered themselves from the city, every man to his tents. And Joab 
returned to Jerusalem unto the king. 23 Now Joab was over all the army of Israel; and 
Benayah the son of Yehoyada' was over the Kerethites and over the Pelethites; 24 And 
Adoram was over the tribute; and Jehoshaphat the son of Achilud was recorder; 2° And 
Sheva was scribe; and Zadok and Ebyathar were priests; 26 And 'Ira also the Yairite was 
an officer of state unto David. 


21 


1 And there was a famine in the days of David three years, year after year; and David 
besought the presence of the Lord. And the Lord said, On account of Saul, and on account 
of the house of blood, is this; because he hath slain the Gib'onites. 2 And the king called 
for the Gib'onites, and said unto them: [now the Gib'onites are not of the children of 
Israel, but of the remnant of the Emorites; and the children of Israel had sworn unto 
them; but Saul had sought to slay them in his zeal for the children of Israel in Judah:] 
3 Wherefore David said unto the Gib'onites, What shall I do for you? and wherewith 
shall I make the atonement, that ye may bless the inheritance of the Lord? 4 And the 
Gib'onites said unto him, We have no concern of silver or gold with Saul and with his 
house: nor do we wish to kill any man in Israel. And he said, What ye say, will I do for 


1454 XRN 


2 Samuel 21:5 302 2 Samuel 22:8 


you. >And they said to the king, The man that consumed us, and that devised against 
us that we should be destroyed, so that we should have no footing in all the boundaries 
of Israel. © Let there be delivered unto us seven men of his sons, and we will hang them 
up unto the Lord in Gib'ah of Saul, the chosen of the Lord. And the king said, I will give 
them. 7 But the king had pity on Mephibosheth, the son of Jonathan the son of Saul, 
because of the Lord's oath that was between them, between David and Jonathan the son 
of Saul. 8 And the king took the two sons of Rizpah the daughter of Ayah, whom she had 
born unto Saul, Armoni and Mephibosheth; and the five sons of Michal the daughter of 
Saul, whom she had brought up for 'Adriel the son of Barzillai the Mecholathite: 9 And 
he delivered them into the hand of the Gib'onites, and they hanged them on the mount 
before the Lord; and they fell, these seven, together; and they were put to death in the 
first days of harvest, in the beginning of the barley-harvest. 1° And Rizpah the daughter 
of Ayah took sackcloth, and spread out it for herself upon the rock, from the beginning 
of the harvest until water dropped down upon them out of heaven, and she suffered 
neither the birds of heaven to rest on them by day, nor the beasts of the field by night. 
11 And it was told to David what Rizpah the daughter of Ayah, the concubine of Saul, 
had done. 12 And David then went and took the bones of Saul and the bones of Jonathan 
his son from the men of Yabeshgil'ad, who had stolen them from the market-place of 
Bethshan, where the Philistines had hanged them up, at the time the Philistines had 
smitten Saul at Gilboa': 13 And he brought up from there the bones of Saul and the bones 
of Jonathan his son; and they gathered up the bones of those that had been hanged. 
14 And they buried the bones of Saul and Jonathan his son in the country of Benjamin 
at Zela', in the sepulchre of Kish his father: and they performed all that the king had 


commanded. And after that God was entreated for the land. 15 And the Philistines had 
again a war with Israel; and David went down, and his servants with him, and fought 


against the Philistines: and David became fatigued. 1° And Yishbi at Nob, who was of 
the children of the Raphah, the weight of whose spear was three hundred shekels of 
copper, he being girded with a new armor, thought to slay David. 7 But Abishai the son 
of Zeruyah succored him, and smote the Philistine, and killed him. Then swore the men 
of David unto him, saying, Thou shalt go out no more with us to battle, that thou mayest 
not quench the lamp of Israel. 18 And it came to pass after this, that there was again a 
battle at Gob, with the Philistines: then smote Sibbechai the Chushathite Saph, who was 
of the children of the Raphah. 19 And there was again a battle at Gob with the Philistines, 
when Elchanan the son of Ya'are-oregim, the Bethlechemite, slew Goliath the Gittite, the 
staff of whose spear was like a weaver's beam. 2° And there was again a battle in Gath, 
where was a man of [great] stature, that had on every hand six fingers, and on every 
foot six toes, [in all] four and twenty in number; and he also was born to the Raphah. 
21 And he defied Israel; but Jonathan the son of Shim'ah, the brother of David, slew him. 
22 These four were born to the Raphah in Gath; and they fell by the hand of David, and 
by the hand of his servants. 


Ze 
1 And David spoke unto the Lord the words of this song, and on the day that the Lord 


had delivered him out of the hand of all his enemies, and out of the hand of Saul. 2 And 
e said, Lord, my rock, my fortress, and my deliverer; 3 God, my rock, in whom trust; my 


shield, and the horn of my salvation, my high tower, and my refuge, my saviour! from 
violence dost thou save me! 4 Praised, I cried, be the Lord, and from my enemies was 
I saved. 5For the waves of death encompassed me, the floods of destruction made me 
afraid; ©The bonds of hell encircled me, the snares of death seized on me: 7[When] in my 
distress I called upon the Lord, and to my God I cried; and he heard from his temple my 
voice, and my complaint [entered] into his ears. Then shook and trembled the earth; 
the foundations of the heavens were moved; and they shook, because he was wroth. 
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9 Smoke went up in his anger, and consuming fire out of his mouth, coals flamed forth 
from him. 1° And he bent the heavens, and came down, and thick darkness was under his 
feet. 11 And he rode upona cherub, and flew along, and he was seen upon the wings of the 


wind. 12 And he made darkness round about him into pavilions, heavy masses of waters, 
thick clouds of the skies. 13 From the brightness before him flamed forth coals of fire. 
14 The Lord thundered from heaven, and the Most High uttered forth his voice. 15 And 
he sent out arrows, and scattered them; lightning, and discomfited them. 16 And then 
were seen the channels of the sea, there were laid open the foundations of the world; at 
the rebuke of the Lord, through the blast of the breath of his nostrils. 17 He stretched 
out from above [his hand], he took me; he drew me out from the mighty waters. 18 He 
delivered me from my enemy, the strong, from those that hated me, when they were too 
mighty for me. 19 They overcame me on the day of my calamity; but the Lord became 
my stay; 2° And he brought me forth into a large space: he delivered me, because he had 
delight in me. 2! The Lord rewarded me according to my righteousness: according to the 
purity of my hands did he recompense me. 2? For I had kept the ways of the Lord, and 
had not wickedly departed from my God. ?3 For all his ordinances were before me, and 
from none of his statutes did I depart. 241 was also upright toward him, and I guarded 
myself against my iniquity. 25 Therefore did the Lord recompense me according to my 
righteousness, according to my purity before his eyes. 26 With the kind thou wilt show 
thyself kind; with the upright mighty man thou wilt show thyself upright. 2”? With the 
pure thou wilt show thyself pure; and with the perverse thou wilt wage a contest. 28 And 
the afflicted people thou wilt save; but thy eyes are upon the haughty, [that] thou mayest 
bring [them] down. 29 For thou art my lamp, O Lord! and the Lord will enlighten my 
darkness. 3° For [aided] by thee I run through a troop: [helped] by my God I leap over 
a wall. 31 As for God—his way is perfect; the word of the Lord is tried; he is a shield to 


all that trust in him. 32 For who is God, save the Lord? and who is a rock, save our God? 
33 God is my strength and power; and he rendereth free from obstruction my way. 34 He 


maketh my feet like those of the hinds, and upon my high places he causeth me to stand. 
35 He teaches my hands for the war, so that a brazen bow is bent by my arms. 36 And thou 
gavest me the shield of thy salvation; and thy assistance hath made me great. 37 Thou 
enlargest my steps under me, so that my joints do not slip. 381 pursue my enemies and 
destroy them; and I return not again until I have made an end of them. 39 And I make an 
end of them, and I crush them, that they cannot rise; and they fall under my feet. 4° For 
thou hast girded me with strength for the war; thou subduest my opponents under me. 
41 And my enemies thou causest to turn their back to me; those that hate me,—that I 
may destroy them. 42 They look about, but there is none to help; unto the Lord—but he 
answereth them not. 43 And I beat them small as the dust of the earth; as the mire of 
the street, I stamp them, I tread them down. 44 Thou hast also delivered me from the 


contests of my people: thou preservest me to be the head of nations, a people which I 
know not shall serve me. 45 The children of the stranger shall utter flattery unto me; as 
soon as their ear heareth they shall be obedient unto me. 4° The children of the stranger 
shall fade away, and come forth tottering out of their close places. 4” The Lord liveth, 
and blessed be my Rock; and exalted be the God, the Rock of my salvation; 48 The God, 
that granteth me vengeance, and bringeth down nations under me; 4? And that bringeth 
me forth from my enemies: also above my opponents thou liftest me up, from the man 
of violence thou deliverest me. 5° Therefore will I give thanks unto thee, O Lord, among 
the nations, and unto thy name will I sing praises; 5! [To] the tower of salvation of his 
king, and who showeth kindness to his anointed, to David and to his seed forever. 


23 
1 And these are the last words of David. Thus saith David the son of Jesse, and thus 
saith the man who was raised up on high, the anointed of the God of Jacob, and the sweet 
singer of Israel: 2 The Spirit of the Lord spoke through me, and his word was upon my 
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tongue. 3 [Thus] said the God of Israel, concerning me spoke the Rock of Israel, That [I 
should be] ruler over men, be righteous, ruling in the fear of God; 4 And as in the light 
of morning the sun riseth, in a morning without clouds, with more than the brightness 
[reflected] by rain on the herbs that spring from the earth. > Truly is not so my house 
with God? since he hath made with me an everlasting covenant, firm in all, and sure? 
yea, will he not cause to grow all my salvation, and all my desire? © But the godless are 
all of them as waving thorns, which cannot be taken in the hand; ’ But the man that 
will touch them must protect his hand with iron and the staff of a spear: and they will 
be utterly burnt with fire in the dwelling. 8 These are the names of the mighty men 
whom David had: Yosheb-bashebeth, the Thachkemonite, the chief among the captains, 
—the same as 'Adino the 'Eznite,—because of eight hundred slain at one time. ? And 
after him was El'azar the son of Dodo, the son of Achochi, one of the three mighty 
men with David, when they defied the Philistines that were there gathered together 


to battle, and the men of Israel had withdrawn themselves; 1° He then arose, and smote 
the Philistines until his hand was weary, and his hand did cleave unto the sword: and 


the Lord wrought a great victory on that day; and the people returned after him only 
to strip [the slain]. 1! And after him was Shammah the son of Age the Hararite. The 
Philistines were gathered together into a troop, and there was a piece of ground full of 
lentiles; and the people had fled from the Philistines; 12 But he placed himself in the 
midst of the ground, and delivered it, and smote the Philistines: and the Lord wrought 
a great victory. 1° And these three, the chiefs of the thirty, went down, and came to 
David at harvest-time unto the cave of 'Adullam: and the troop of the Philistines was 
encamped in the valley of Rephaim. 14 And David was then in the strong-hold, and an 
outpost of the Philistines was then in Beth-lechem. 15 And David longed, and said, Oh 
that one would bring me water to drink out of the well at Beth-lechem, which is by the 
gate! 16 And the three mighty men broke through the camp of the Philistines; and drew 
water out of the well of Beth-lechem, that was by the gate, and took it, and brought 
it to David; but he would not drink thereof, and poured it out unto the Lord. 17 And 
he said, Far be it from me, O Lord, that I should do this: [is not this] the blood of the 
men that went at the risk of their life? and thus he would not drink it. These things 
did the three mighty men. 18 And Abishai, the brother of Joab, the son of Zeruyah, 
was the chief of these three; and he lifted up his spear against three hundred slain, 
and had a name among the three. 19 Although he was the most honored of the three, 
wherefore he became their captain: he nevertheless attained not unto the three [in 
prowess]. 2° And Benayahu the son of Yehoyada', the son of a valiant man, great in 
many acts of Kabzeel; he it was that smote the two lion-like heroes of Moab; he also 
went down and slew a lion in the midst of a pit on a day when it snowed; 2! And he slew 
an Egyptian, a man of good appearance; and the Egyptian had a spear in his hand; but 
he went down to him with a staff, and he snatched the spear out of the Egyptian's hand, 
and slew him with his own spear. 22 These things did Benayahu the son of Yehoyada', 
and he had a name among the three mighty men. 23 He was more honored than the 
thirty; but he attained not to these three. And David appointed him in his private 
council. 24 'Asahel the brother of Joab was one of the thirty; Elchanan the son of Dodo of 
Beth-lechem, 25 Shammah the Charodite, Elika the Charodite, 26 Chelez the Paltite, ‘Ira 
the son of 'Ikkesh the Teko'ite, 27 Abi'ezer the 'Anethothite, Mebunnai the Chushathite, 
28 Zalmon the Achochite, Maharai the Netophathite, 2° Cheleb the son of Ba'anah, the 
Netophathite, Ittai the son of Ribai of Gib'ah of the children of Benjamin, 3° Benayahu 


the Pir'athonite, Hiddai of Nachale-Ga'ash, 3! Abi-'albon the 'Arbathite, 'Azmaveth 
the Barchumite, 32 Elyachba the Sha'albonite, Bne-yashen, Jonathan, 33 Shammah the 


Hararite, Achiam the son of Sharar the Ararite, 34 Eliphelet the son of Achasbai, the son 
of the Ma'achathite, Eli'am the son of Achithophel the Gilonite, 3° Chezrai, the Carmelite, 
Pa'arai the Arbite, 3° Yigal the son of Nathan of Zobah, Bani the Gadite, 37 Zelek the 
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'Ammonite, Nacharai the Beerothite, the armor-bearer of Joab the son of Zeruyah, 38 'Ira 
the Yithrite, Gareb the Yithrite, 39 Uriyah the Hittite: in all thirty and seven. 


24 


1 And again was the anger of the Lord kindled against Israel, and he incited David 
against them to say, Go, number Israel and Judah. 2 And the king said to Joab the captain 
of the army, who was with him, Traverse, I pray thee, all the tribes of Israel, from Dan 
even to Beer-sheba', and number ye the people, that I may know the number of the 
people. 3 Then said Joab unto the king, Now may the Lord thy God add unto the people, 
how many soever they be, a hundred-fold more, and may the eyes of my Lord the king 
see it; but why doth my Lord the king find delight in this thing? 4 Nevertheless the king's 
word remained firm against Joab, and against the captains of the army: and Joab and the 
captains of the army went out from the presence of the king, to number the people of 
Israel. 5 And they passed over the Jordan, and encamped in 'Aro'er, on the right side of 
the city that lieth in the midst of the valley of Gad, and toward Ya'zer: © Then they came 
to Gil'ad, and to the land of Tachtimchodshi; and they came to Dan-ya'an, and about to 
Zidon; 7 And they came to the strong-hold of Tyre, and to all the cities of the Hivites, and 
of the Canaanites; and they went out to the south of Judah, up to Beer-sheba'. 8 And so 
they traversed all the land, and they came at the end of nine months and twenty days 
to Jerusalem. ? And Joab gave up the sum of the number of the people unto the king: 
and there were in Israel eight hundred thousand valiant men that drew the sword; and 
the men of Judah were five hundred thousand men. 1° And David's heart smote him 
after that he had numbered the people. And David said unto the Lord, I have sinned 
greatly in what I have done; and now, I beseech thee, O Lord, cause the iniquity of thy 
servant to pass away; for I have acted very foolishly. 11 And when David was arisen in 
the morning, The word of the Lord came unto Gad the prophet, David's seer, saying, 
12 Go and speak unto David, Thus hath said the Lord, Three things do I offer thee: choose 
for thyself one of them, and I will do it unto thee. 13 So Gad came to David, and told it 
unto him; and he said unto him, Shall there come unto thee seven years of famine in thy 
land? or three months, that thou flee before thy enemies, while they pursue thee? or 
that there be for three days a pestilence in thy land? now consider and see what word 
I shall bring back to him that hath sent me. 14 And David said unto Gad, I am in a great 
strait: let us fall then into the hand of the Lord,—for his mercies are great; but let me not 
fall into the hand of man. 15 And the Lord sent a pestilence in Israel from the morning 
even to the time appointed: and there died of the people from Dan even to Beer-sheba' 
seventy thousand men. !¢ And when the angel stretched out his hand over Jerusalem to 
destroy it, the Lord bethought himself of the evil, and said to the angel that destroyed 
among the people, It is enough: now stay thy hand. And the angel of the Lord was by 
the threshingfloor of Aravnah the Jebusite. 17 And David spoke unto the Lord when he 
saw the angel that smote among the people, and said, Lo, I have indeed sinned, and I 
have truly done wickedly; but these sheep, what have they done? let thy hand, I pray 
thee, be against me, and against my father's house. !8 And Gad came to David on that 
day, and said unto him, Go up, erect an altar unto the Lord on the threshing-floor of 
Aravnah the Jebusite. 19 And David went up, according to the word of Gad, as the Lord 
had commanded. 2° And Aravnah looked up, and saw the king and his servants coming 
on toward him: and Aravnah went out, and bowed himself before the king with his face 
to the ground. 2! And Aravnah said, Wherefore is my Lord the king come to his servant? 
And David said, To buy from thee the threshingfloor, to build an altar unto the Lord, that 
the plague may be stayed from the people. 22 And Aravnah said unto David, Let my Lord 
the king take and offer up what seemeth good in his eyes: behold, the oxen are here for 
burnt-offerings, and the threshing rollers and the harness of the oxen for wood. 23 All 
these things did Aravnah, [for] the king, give unto the king. And Aravnah said unto the 
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king, May the Lord thy God receive thee favorably. 24 And the king said unto Aravnah, 
No; but I will surely buy it from thee at the value; for I will not offer burnt-offerings unto 
the Lord my God without paying therefor. So David bought the threshing-floor and the 
oxen for fifty shekels of silver. 25 And David built there an altar unto the Lord, and offered 
burnt-offerings and peace-offerings: and the Lord was entreated for the land, and the 
plague was stayed from Israel. 
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The First Book of the Kings 
Commonly Called the Third Book of the Kings 


1 Now king David was old, stricken in years; and they covered him with clothes, but 


he could not become warm. 2 Wherefore his servants said unto him, Let them seek out 
for my lord the king a young virgin, and let her stand before the king, and let her be 


an attendant on him; and let her lie in thy bosom, that my lord the king may become 
warm. 3 So they sought for a fair maiden throughout all the territory of Israel; and they 
found Abishag the Shunammite, and brought her to the king. 4 And the maiden was 
exceedingly fair; and she became an attendant on the king, and ministered to him; but 
the king knew her not. 5 And Adoniyah the son of Chaggith exalted himself, saying, I 
shall be king: and he procured himself a chariot and horsemen, and fifty men who ran 
before him. © And his father had never grieved him in all his life by saying, Why hast 
thou done so? and he also was of a very goodly form; and his mother had born him after 
Abshalom. 7 And he had conferences withJoab the son of Zeruyah, and with Ebyathar the 
priest: and they, following Adoniyah, helped him. 8 But Zadok the priest, and Benayahu 
the son of Yehoyada', and Nathan the prophet, and Shim'i, and Re'i, and the mighty men 
that belonged to David, were not with Adoniyah. 9 And Adoniyah slaughtered sheep and 
oxen and fatted cattle by the stone Zocheleth, which is by 'En-rogel; and he invited all 
his brothers the king's sons, and all the men of Judah the king's servants; 1° But Nathan 
the prophet, and Benayahu, and the mighty men, and Solomon his brother, he invited 
not. 1! And Nathan spoke unto Bath-sheba' the mother of Solomon, saying, Hast thou 
not heard that Adoniyah the son of Chaggith is become king, and [that] David our lord 
knoweth it not? 12 And now come, let me, I pray thee, give thee counsel, that thou mayest 
save thy own life, and the life of thy son Solomon. !3Go and get thee in unto king David, 
and say unto him, Didst not thou, my lord, O king, swear unto thy hand-maid, saying, 
Assuredly, Solomon thy son shall reign after me, and only he shall sit upon my throne? 
why then is Adoniyah become king? ' And, lo, while thou shalt be yet speaking there 
with the king, I myself will come in after thee, and confirm thy words. 1° And Bath-sheba' 
went in unto the king into the chamber, and the king was very old; and Abishag the 
Shunammite was ministering unto the king. 1° And Bath-sheba' bowed, and prostrated 
herself unto the king: and the king said, What wouldst thou? 1” And she said unto him, 
My lord, thou thyself didst swear by the Lord thy God unto thy hand-maid, Assuredly, 
Solomon thy son shall reign after me, and only he shall sit upon my throne. 18 And now, 
behold, Adoniyah is become king; and now, my lord, O king, thou knowest it not: 19 And 
he hath slaughtered oxen and fatted cattle and sheep in abundance, and hath invited 
all the sons of the king, and Ebyathar the priest, and Joab the captain of the army; but 
Solomon thy servant hath he not invited. 2° And as for thee, my lord, O king, the eyes 
of all Israel are upon thee, to tell them, who shall sit on the throne of my lord the king 
after him. 2! Otherwise it would come to pass, when my lord the king sleepeth with his 
fathers, that I and my son Solomon may be counted offenders. 22 And, lo, while she was 
yet speaking with the king, Nathan the prophet also came in. 23 And they told the king, 
saying, Behold, here is Nathan the prophet: and when he was come in before the king, he 
prostrated himself before the king with his face to the ground. 24 And Nathan said, My 
lord, O king, hast thou then said, Adoniyah shall reign after me, and he shall sit upon my 
throne? 25 For he is gone down this day, and hath slaughtered oxen and fatted cattle and 
sheep in abundance, and hath invited all the king's sons, and the captains of the army, 
and Ebyathar the priest: and, behold, they are eating and drinking before him, and they 
say, Long live king Adoniyah. 2° But as for me, me thy servant, and Zadok the priest, and 
Benayahu the son of Yehoyada', and thy servant Solomon, hath he not invited. 27 Can it 
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be that this hath been done by order of my lord the king, and thou hast not informed thy 
servant, who should sit on the throne of my lord the king after him? 28 Then answered 
king David, and said, Call me Bath-sheba'; and she came into the king's presence, and 
stood before the king. 29 And the king swore and said, As the Lord liveth, that hath 
redeemed my soul out of all distress, 3° Even as I have sworn unto thee by the Lord the 
God of Israel, saying, Assuredly Solomon thy son shall reign after me, and only he shall sit 
upon my throne in my stead: even so will I certainly do this day. 31 Then did Bath-sheba' 
bow herself with her face to the earth, and prostrate herself unto the king; and she said, 
May my lord, the king David, live for ever! 32 And king David said, Call unto me Zadok 
the priest, and Nathan the prophet, and Benayahu the son of Yehoyada'. And they came 
before the king. 33 And the king said unto them, Take with you the servants of your lord, 
and cause Solomon my son to ride upon my own mule, and conduct him down to Gichon: 
34 And let Zadok the priest with Nathan the prophet anoint him there as king over Israel; 
and blow ye with the cornet, and say, Long live king Solomon. 35 Then shall ye go up after 
him, and he shall come and sit upon my throne; and he shall be king in my stead: and 
him have I ordained to be ruler over Israel and over Judah. 36 And Benayahu the son 
of Yehoyada' answered the king, and said, Amen: May thus say the Eternal the God of 
my lord the king. 37 As the Eternal hath been with my lord the king, even so may he be 
with Solomon, and may he make his throne greater than the throne of my lord the king 
David. 38 Thereupon Zadok the priest, and Nathan the prophet, and Benayahu the son 
of Yehoyada', and the Kerethites, and the Pelethites, went down, and caused Solomon 
to ride upon king David's mule, and conducted him to Gichon. 39 And Zadok the priest 
took the horn of oil out of the tabernacle, and anointed Solomon. And they blew with 
the cornet; and all the people said, Long live king Solomon. 4° And all the people went 
up after him, and the people blew on flutes, and rejoiced with great joy, so that the earth 
was rent at their noise. 4! And Adoniyah and all the guests that were with him heard it 
as they had just finished eating: and when Joab heard the sound of the cornet, he said, 
Wherefore is this noise of the city inan uproar? 42 And while he was yet speaking, behold, 
Jonathan the son of Ebyathar the priest came in: and Adoniyah said [unto him], Come in; 
for thou art a worthy man, and must bring good tidings. 43 And Jonathan answered and 
said to Adoniyah, Alas, no; our lord king David hath made Solomon king; “4 And the king 
hath sent with him Zadok the priest, and Nathan the prophet, and Benayahu the son 
of Yehoyada', and the Kerethites, and the Pelethites, and they have caused him to ride 
upon the king's mule; 45 And Zadok the priest and Nathan the prophet have anointed 
him as king on the Gichon; and they are come up from there rejoicing, and the city hath 
been set in commotion. This is the noise that ye have heard. 4° And Solomon hath also 
sat on the kingly throne. 4” And also the king's servants are come to bless our lord king 
David, saying, May God make the name of Solomon more famous than thy name, and 
make his throne greater than thy throne: and the king hath bowed himself upon the 
bed. 48 And also thus hath the king said, Blessed be the Lord the God of Israel, who hath 
given [me] this day one who sitteth on my throne, while my eyes see it. 4° And all the 
guests that were with Adoniyah were terrified, and rose up, and went, every man, on his 
own way. °° And Adoniyah was afraid because of Solomon; and he arose, and went, and 
caught hold on the horns of the altar. 51 And it was told unto Solomon, saying, Behold, 
Adoniyah feareth king Solomon; and, behold, he hath caught hold on the horns of the 
altar, saying, Let king Solomon swear unto me today that he will not slay his servant 
with the sword. 52 And Solomon said, If he will become a worthy man, there shall not 
a hair of his fall to the earth; but if any wrong shall be found on him, then shall he die. 
53 So king Solomon sent, and they brought him down from the altar; and he came and 
bowed himself to king Solomon; and Solomon said unto him, Go to thy house. 
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1 And when the days of David drew near that he should die, he charged Solomon his 
son, saying, 21 am going the way of all the earth; but be thou strong, and become a man; 
3 And keep the charge of the Lord thy God, to walk in his ways, to keep his statutes, 


his commandments, and his ordinances, and his testimonies, as it is written in the law 
of Moses; in order that thou mayest prosper in all that thou doest, and whithersoever 


thou turnest thyself; 4In order that the Lord may fulfill his word which he hath spoken 
concerning me, saying, If thy children take heed to their way, to walk before me in truth 
with all their heart and with all their soul, there shall never fail thee, said he, a man on 
the throne of Israel. > And thou also knowest well what Joab the son of Zeruyah hath 
done to me, what he did to the two captains of the armies of Israel, unto Abner the son 


of Ner, and unto 'Amassa the son of Yether, whom he slew, and shed the blood of war 
in peace, and put the blood of war upon his girdle that was about his loins, and on his 


shoes that were on his feet. Do therefore according to thy wisdom, and let not his hoary 
head go down in peace to the grave. 7 But unto the sons of Barzillai the Gil'adite show 
thou kindness, and let them be of those that eat at thy table; for so they came near to 
me when I fled from before Abshalom thy brother. 8 And, behold, thou hast with thee 
Shim'i the son of Gera, the Benjamite of Bachurim, who cursed me with a grievous curse 
on the day when I went to Machanayim; but who came down to meet me at the Jordan, 
and I swore to him by the Lord, saying, I will not put thee to death with the sword. 9 But 
now leave him not unpunished; for thou art a wise man; know then what thou oughtest 
to do unto him, and bring thou down his hoary head with blood to the grave. 1° And 
David slept with his fathers, and was buried in the city of David. 11 And the days that 
David reigned over Israel were forty years: in Hebron he reigned seven years, and in 
Jerusalem he reigned thirty and three years. 12 Then sat Solomon upon the throne of 
David his father; and his kingdom was established greatly. 13 And Adoniyah the son of 
Chaggith came to Bath-sheba' the mother of Solomon: and she said, Is thy coming for 
peace? And he said, For peace. 14He said moreover, I have a word for thee. And she said, 
Speak. 15 And he said, Thou well knowest that mine was the kingdom, and that on me 
all Israel had set their faces, that I should reign: nevertheless the kingdom was turned 
about, and became my brother's; for from the Lord was it [made] his. 1° And now there 
is one petition I am going to ask of thee, do not turn me away. And she said unto him, 
Speak. 17 And he said, Speak, I pray thee, unto Solomon the king, [for he will not turn 
thee away,] that he may give me Abishag the Shunammite for wife. !8 And Bath-sheba' 
said, Well: I will speak for thee unto the king. 19 Bath-sheba' thereupon went unto king 
Solomon, to speak unto him for Adoniyah; and the king rose up to meet her, and bowed 
himself unto her, and then sat down on his throne, and placed a chair for the king's 
mother; and she sat on his right hand. 2° Then said she, There is one small petition I am 
going to ask of thee; do not turn me away. And the king said unto her, Ask on, my mother; 
for I will not turn thee away. 2! And she said, Let Abishag the Shunammite be given to 
Adoniyah thy brother for wife. 22 And king Solomon answered and said unto his mother, 
And why dost thou ask Abishag the Shunammite for Adoniyah? rather ask for him the 
kingdom; for he is my elder brother;— even for him, and for Ebyathar the priest, and for 
Joab the son of Zeruyah. 23 Then swore king Solomon by the Lord, saying, May God do 
so to me, and may he thus continue, if Adoniyah have not spoken this word against his 


own life. 24 And now, as the Lord liveth, who hath established me, and seated me on the 
throne of David my father, and who hath made me a house, as he hath spoken, this very 


day shall Adoniyah be put to death. 25 And king Solomon sent by the hand of Benayahu 
the son of Yehoyada'; and he fell upon him so that he died. 26 And unto Ebyathar the 
priest said the king, Go to 'Anathoth, unto thy own fields; for thou art a man worthy of 
death; but on this day will I not put thee to death; because thou hast borne the ark of the 
Lord Eternal before David my father, and because thou was afflicted in all wherein my 
father was afflicted. 27 So Solomon banished Ebyathar that he should not be priest unto 
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the Lord, to fulfill the word of the Lord, which he had spoken concerning the house of 
'Eli in Shiloh. 28 And the report came to Joab; for Joab had turned after Adoniyah, though 
he had not turned after Abshalom. And Joab fled unto the tabernacle of the Lord, and 
caught hold on the horns of the altar. 29 And it was told to king Solomon that Joab had 
fled unto the tabernacle of the Lord; and that, behold, he was close by the altar. Then 
sent Solomon Benayahu the son of Yehoyada,' saying, Go, fall upon him. 3° And Benayahu 
came to the tabernacle of the Lord, and said unto him, Thus hath said the king, Come 
forth. And he said, No; but here will I die. And Benayahu brought the king word again, 
saying, Thus hath Joab spoken, and thus hath he answered me. 31 Then said the king 
unto him, Do as he hath spoken, and fall upon him, and bury him; and remove [thus] 
the innocent blood, which Joab hath shed, from me, and from the house of my father. 
32 And may the Lord bring back his blood-guiltiness upon his own head, because he fell 
upon two men more righteous and better than he, and slew them with the sword, while 
my father David knew it not, Abner the son of Ner, the captain of the army of Israel, and 
'Amassa the son of Yether, the captain of the army of Judah. °3 And their blood shall 
return upon the head of Joab, and upon the head of his seed for ever; but unto David, 
and unto his seed, and unto his house, and unto his throne, may there be peace for ever 
from the Lord. 34So Benayahu the son of Yehoyada' went up, and fell upon him, and slew 
him: and he was buried in his own house in the wilderness. 35 And the king appointed 
Benayahu the son of Yehoyada' in his place over the army; and Zadok the priest did the 
king appoint in the place of Ebyathar. 3¢ And the king sent and called for Shim'i, and 
said unto him, Build thee a house in Jerusalem, and dwell there, and thou shalt not go 
forth from there hither or thither. 37 And it shall be, that on the day thou goest out, and 
passest over the brook Kidron, thou shalt know for certain that thou shalt surely die: thy 
blood shall be upon thy own head. 38 And Shim'i said unto the king, It is well: as my Lord 
the king hath spoken, so will thy servant do. And Shim'i dwelt in Jerusalem many days. 
39 And it came to pass at the end of three years, that two servants of Shim'i ran away unto 
Achish the son of Ma'achah the king of Gath: and they told unto Shim'i, saying, Behold, 
thy servants are in Gath. 4° And Shim'i arose, and saddled his ass, and went to Gath to 
Achish to seek his servants; and Shim'i went, and brought his servants from Gath. 41 And 
it was told to Solomon that Shim'i had gone from Jerusalem to Gath, and had returned. 
42 And the king sent and called for Shim'i, and said unto him, Did I not make thee swear 
by the Lord, and warned thee, saying, On that day thou goest out, and walkest abroad 
hither or thither, know for certain that thou shalt surely die? and thou saidst unto me, 
It is well, I have heard? 43 Why then hast thou not kept the oath of the Lord, and the 
commandment with which I charged thee? 44 The king said moreover to Shim'i, Thou 
well knowest all the wickedness of which thy heart is conscious, that thou hast done to 
David my father: and the Lord bringeth back thy wickedness upon thy own head; *° But 
king Solomon will be blessed, and the throne of David will be established before the Lord 
for ever. 4° So the king commanded Benayahu the son of Yehoyada', who went out, and 
fell upon him, so that he died. And the kingdom was established in the hand of Solomon. 


1 And Solomon intermarried with Pharaoh the king of Egypt, and took the daughter of 
Pharaoh, and brought her into the city of David, until he had finished building his own 
house, and the house of the Lord, and the wall of Jerusalem round about. ?But the people 
sacrificed still on the high-places; because there was no house built unto the name of the 
Lord, until those days. 3 And Solomon loved the Lord, walking in the statutes of David 
his father: only that he sacrificed and burnt incense on the high-places. 4 And the king 
went to Gib'on to sacrifice there; for that was the great high-place: one thousand burnt- 
offerings did Solomon offer upon that altar. 5 In Gib'on the Lord appeared to Solomon 
in a dream of the night: and God said, Ask what I shall give thee. © And Solomon said, 
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Thou hast shown unto thy servant David my father great kindness, just as he walked 
before thee in truth, and in righteousness, and in uprightness of heart with thee; and 
thou hast kept for him this great kindness, and thou hast given him a son who sitteth 
on his throne, as it is this day. 7 And now, O Lord my God, thou hast made thy servant 
king in the place of David my father: and I am but a young lad; I know not how to go out 
or come in. 8 And thy servant is in the midst of thy people which thou hast chosen, a 
great people, that cannot he numbered nor counted for multitude. 9 Give therefore thy 
servant an understanding heart to judge thy people, to discern between good and bad; 
for who would [otherwise] be able to judge this thy great people? !° And the speech was 
pleasing in the eyes of the Lord, that Solomon had asked this thing. 1! And God said unto 
him, Because thou hast asked this thing, and hast not asked for thyself long life; and 
hast not asked for thyself riches, nor hast asked the life of thy enemies; but hast asked 
for thyself discernment to understand [how to give] judgment: 12 Behold, I have done 
according to thy word; lo, I have given thee a wise and a discerning heart; so that like 
unto thee there was none before thee, nor after thee shall any one arise like unto thee. 
13 And also what thou hast not asked have I given thee, both riches and honor: so that 
like unto thee there shall not have been any one among the kings all thy days. 14 And if 
thou wilt walk in my ways, to keep my statutes and my commandments, as thy father 
David did walk, then will I lengthen thy days. !5 And Solomon awoke, and, behold, it was 
a dream; and he went to Jerusalem, and stood before the ark of the covenant of the Lord, 
and offered up burnt-offerings, and prepared peace-offerings, and made a feast to all his 
servants. 16 Then came there two women, that were harlots, unto the king, and placed 
themselves before him. 1” And the one woman said, Pardon, my Lord, I and this woman 


dwell in one house; and I was delivered of a child with her in the house. 18 And it came 
to pass on the third day after I was delivered, that also this woman was delivered: and 


we were together, there was no stranger with us in the house, only we two were in the 
house. 19 And this woman's son died in the night; because she had overlaid him. 2° And 
she arose in the midst of the night, and took my son from beside me, while thy hand- 
maid slept, and laid him in her bosom, and her dead son she laid in my bosom. 2! And 
when I rose in the morning to give my son suck, behold, he was dead; but when I looked 
at him carefully in the morning, behold, it was not my son, whom I had born. 2? And the 
other woman said, It is not so; my son is the living one, and thy son is the dead; and this 
one said, It is not so; thy son is the dead, and my son is the living: thus they spoke before 
the king. 23 Then said the king, This one saith, This is my son that liveth, and thy son is 
dead: and the other saith, It is not so; thy son is the dead, and my son is the living. 24 And 
the king said, Fetch me a sword: and they brought the sword before the king. 25 And the 
king said, Hew the living child in two, and give the one half to one, and the other half to 
the other. 26 Then spoke the woman whose son was the living unto the king, for her love 
had become enkindled for her son, and she said, O pardon, my Lord, give her the living 
child, and only do not slay it; but the other said, Neither mine nor thine shall it be, hew 
it asunder. 27 The king then answered and said, Give her the living child, and do not slay 
it: she is its mother. 28 And when all Israel heard of the judgment which the king had 
given, they feared the king; for they saw that the wisdom of God was in him, to exercise 
Justice. 


4 
1 Thus was king Solomon king over all Israel. 2 And these were the princes whom 
he had: 'Azaryahu the son of Zadok the priest; 3 Elichoreph and Achiyah, the sons of 
Shisha, scribes; Jehoshaphat the son of Achilud, the recorder; 4 And Benayahu the son 
of Yehoyada' over the army; and Zadok and Ebyathar priests; 5 And Azaryahu the son 
of Nathan was over the superintendents; and Zabud the son of Nathan was an officer of 
state and the king's friend; © And Achishar was over the household; and Adoniram the 
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son of 'Abda was over the tribute. 7 And Solomon had twelve superintendents over all 
Israel, who provided for the king and his household: one month in the year had the 
particular one to procure provisions. ® And these are their names: Ben-chur on the 
mountain of Ephraim; ° Ben-deker, in Makaz, and in Sha'albim, and Beth-shemesh, and 
Elon-beth-chanan; !°Ben-chessed, in Arubboth; to him pertained Sochoh and all the land 
of Chepher; 11 Ben-abinadab, in all the district of Dor; he had Taphath the daughter of 
Solomon for wife; 12 Ba'ana the son of Achilud in Tha'anach and Megiddo, and all Beth- 
shean, which is by Zarethanah beneath Yizre'el, from Beth-shean to Abel-mecholah, as 
far as beyond Yokme'am; 13 Ben-geber, in Ramoth-gil'ad; to him pertained the villages of 
Ya'ir the son of Menasseh, which are in Gil'ad; to him also pertained the region of Argob, 
which is in Bashan, sixty great cities with walls and brazen bars; 14 Achinadab the son of 
'Iddo in Machanayim; 15 Achima'az in Naphtali; he also took Bahsemath the daughter of 
Solomon for wife; 1° Ba'anah the son of Chushai in Asher and in Be'aloth; 1” Jehoshaphat 
the son of Paruach, in Issachar; 18 Shim'i the son of Ela, in Benjamin; !° Geber the son of 
Uri in the country of Gil'ad, the country of Sichon the king of the Emorites, and of 'Og 
the king of Bashan; besides the one superintendent who was in the land. 2° Judah and 
Israel were numerous, as the sand which is by the sea in multitude; and they ate and 
drank, and made merry. 2! (5:1) And Solomon was ruling over all the kingdoms from the 
river unto the land of the Philistines, and as far as the boundary of Egypt, which brought 
presents, and served Solomon all the days of his life. 22 (5:2) And Solomon's provision 
for one day was thirty kors of fine flour, and sixty kors of meal, 73 (5:3) Ten fatted oxen, 
and twenty pasture oxen, and a hundred sheep, besides harts, and roebucks, and fallow- 
deer, and fatted fowl. 24 (5:4) For he had dominion over all the region on this side the 
river, from Thiphsach even to Gazzah, over all the kings on this side the river: and he 
had peace on all sides round about him. 25 (5:5) And Judah and Israel dwelt in safety, 
every man under his vine and under his fig-tree, from Dan even to Beer-sheba', all the 
days of Solomon. ”¢ (5:6) And Solomon had forty thousand stalls for the horses for his 
chariots, and twelve thousand horsemen. 2’ (5:7) And those superintendents provided 
for king Solomon, and for all that came near unto king Solomon's table, every man 
in his month: they let nothing be wanting. 28 (5:8) The barley also and the straw for 
the horses and the runners did they bring unto the place where he might be, every 
man according to his prescription. 29 (5:9) And God gave unto Solomon wisdom and 
understanding exceedingly much, and largeness of heart, even as the sand that is on 
the sea-shore. 3° (5:10) And Solomon's wisdom excelled the wisdom of all the children 
of the east country, and all the wisdom of Egypt. 31 (5:11) And he was wiser than all 
men; than Ethan the Ezrachite, and Heman, and Kalkol, and Darda', the sons of Machol: 
and his name was [spread] among all the nations round about. 32 (5:12) And he spoke 
three thousand proverbs; and his songs were a thousand and five. 33 (5:13) And he spoke 
concerning the trees, from the cedar-tree that is on the Lebanon even unto the hyssop 
that springeth out of the wall; he spoke also concerning the beasts, and concerning the 
fowl, and concerning the creeping things, and concerning the fishes. 34 (5:14) And men 
came from all the people to hear the wisdom of Solomon, from all the kings of the earth, 


who had heard of his wisdom. 


5 

1 (5:15) And Hiram the king of Tyre sent his servants unto Solomon; for he had heard 
that they had anointed him king in the room of his father; for Hiram had all the time been 
a lover of David. 2 (5:16) And Solomon sent to Hiram, saying, 3 (5:17) Thou well knowest of 
David my father, that he was not able to build a house unto the name of the Lord his God, 
on account of the war wherewith his enemies encompassed him, until the Lord had put 
them under the soles of his feet. 4 (5:18) But now hath the Lord my God given me rest on 
every side, there is neither adversary nor evil hinderance. 5 (5:19) And, behold, I purpose 
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to build a house unto the name of the Lord my God, as the Lord hath spoken unto David 
my father, saying, Thy son, whom I will place in thy room upon thy throne, he it is that 
shall build the house unto my name. © (5:20) And now command thou that they hew me 
cedar-trees out of Lebanon; and my servants shall be with thy servants; and the wages of 
thy servants will I give unto thee in accordance with all that thou wilt say; for thou well 
knowest that there is not among us a man that hath the skill to hew timber like unto 
the Zidonians. 7 (5:21) And it came to pass, when Hiram heard the words of Solomon, 
that he rejoiced greatly; and he said, Blessed be the Lord this day, who hath given unto 
David a wise son over this numerous people. 8 (5:22) And Hiram sent to Solomon, saying, 
I have heard what thou hast sent to me for: I will gladly execute all thy desire in respect 
of timber of cedar, and in respect of timber of fir. 9 (5:23) My servants shall bring them 
down from the Lebanon unto the sea: and I will convey them by sea in floats unto the 
place of which thou wilt send me word, and I will cause them to be taken apart there, and 
thou shalt take them away; and thou shalt accomplish my desire, in giving the food for 
my household. 1° (5:24) So Hiram gave Solomon cedar-trees and fir-trees, all his desire. 
11 (5:25) And Solomon gave Hiram twenty thousand kors of wheat as provision for his 
household, and twenty kors of beaten oil: thus did Solomon give to Hiram year by year. 
12 (5:26) And the Lord gave wisdom unto Solomon, as he had spoken to him; and there was 
peace between Hiram and Solomon; and they made a covenant with each other. 13 (5:27) 
And king Solomon raised a levy out of all Israel; and the levy was thirty thousand men. 
14 (5:28) And he sent them into the Lebanon, ten thousand in each month by turns; one 
month they used to be in the Lebanon, two months at home: and Adoniram was over the 
levy. 15 (5:29) And there belonged to Solomon seventy thousand bearers of burdens, and 
eighty thousand stone-cutters in the mountains; !¢ (5:30) Besides the chiefs who were 
appointed by Solomon over the work, three thousand and three hundred, who ruled 
over the people that wrought on the work. 17 (5:31) And when the king commanded, 
they quarried out great stones, heavy stones, to lay the foundation of the house, and 
hewn stones. 18 (5:32) And the builders of Solomon, and the builders of Hiram, and the 
Giblites hewed them; and so they prepared the wood and the stones to build the house. 


6 


1 And it came to pass, in the four hundred and eightieth year after the going forth of 
the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt, in the fourth year, in the month Ziv, which 
is the second month, of the reign of Solomon over Israel, that he built the house unto 
the Lord. 2 And the house which king Solomon built unto the Lord, was sixty cubits in 
length, and twenty in breadth, and thirty cubits in height. 3 And the porch before the 
temple of the house, was twenty cubits in length, in front of the breadth of the house; 


and ten cubits in breadth at the east side of the house. 4 And he made for the house 
windows wide without and narrow within. 5 And he built on the wall of the house a 
gallery round about, on the walls of the house round about, of the temple and of the 


most holy place: and he made side-chambers round about. © The nethermost gallery 


was five cubits in breadth, and the middle was six cubits in breadth, and the third was 
seven cubits in breadth; for projections had he made to the house round about on the 


outside, so as to fasten nothing in the walls of the house. 7 And the house, when it was 
in building, was built of entire stones as they had been prepared at the quarry: so that 
neither hammer, nor axe, nor any tool of iron was heard in the house, while it was in 
building. ® The door for the middle [gallery] sidechamber was in the right side of the 
house: and with winding stairs they went up into the middle chamber, and out of the 


middle into the third. 9 So he built the house, and finished it; and covered the house 
with hollow tiles, and with boards of cedar. !° And he built the gallery against all the 


house, [each] five cubits in height; and it was fastened on to the house with timber of 
cedar. 11 And the word of the Lord came to Solomon, saying, !2 This house which thou 
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art building—if thou wilt walk in my statutes, and execute my ordinances, and keep all 
my commandments to walk in them: then will I perform my word with thee, which I 
have spoken unto David thy father. 13 And I will dwell in the midst of the children of 
Israel, and I will not forsake my people Israel. 14 So did Solomon build the house, and 


finish it. 15 And he built the walls of the house within with boards of cedar; from the 
floor of the house to where the walls touched the ceiling did he overlay it on the inside 


with wood; and he overlaid the floor of the house with boards of fir. 16 And he built 
the twenty cubits on the lower side of the house with boards of cedar, from the floor 


to the battlements; and he built it within, for the debir, for the holy of holies. 17 And 
the house, that is, the temple before it, was forty cubits long. 18 And the cedar on the 
house within was carved with colocynths and opening flowers; all was cedar, no stone 
was seen. !9 And the debir in the house within did he prepare, to set therein the ark of 
the covenant of the Lord. 2° And the interior of the debir was twenty cubits in length, 
and twenty cubits in breadth, and twenty cubits was its height: and he overlaid it with 
pure gold; and he overlaid the altar with cedar-wood. 2! And Solomon overlaid the house 
within with pure gold: and he barred by means of chains of gold the front of the debir; 
and he overlaid it with gold. 22 And the whole house he overlaid with gold, until all the 
house was finished: also the whole altar that was before the debir did he overlay with 
gold. 23 And within the debir he made two cherubims of oleaster-wood, each ten cubits 
high. 24 And five cubits was the one wing of the cherub, and five cubits the other wing 
of the cherub: [there were] ten cubits from the uttermost part of the one wing unto 
the uttermost part of the other. 25 And the other cherub was also ten cubits: both the 
cherubim were of one measure and one form. 2° The height of the one cherub was ten 


cubits, and so that of the other cherub. 27 And he set the cherubim within the innermost 
part of the house: and they spread forth the wings of the cherubim, so that the wing of 


the one touched the one wall, and the wing of the other cherub touched the other wall; 
and their wings toward the middle of the house touched one another. 28 And he overlaid 
the cherubim with gold. 29 And on all the wall of the house round about he carved figures 
of cherubim and palm-trees and opening flowers, in the debir and in the temple. 3° And 
the floor of the house he overlaid with gold for the debir and for the temple. 3! And for 
the entrance of the debir he made doors of oleaster-wood: the lintel with the side-posts 
forming five sides. 32 And also upon the two doors of oleaster-wood he carved figures of 
cherubim and palm-trees and opening flowers, and overlaid them with gold, and spread 
the gold, by beating, upon the cherubim, and upon the palm-trees. 33 So also made he for 
the entrance of the temple door-posts of oleaster-wood in shape of a square; 34 And two 
doors of fir-wood: the one door having two leaves which were folding, and the other 
door having two leaves which were folding. 35 And he carved thereon cherubim, and 
palm-trees and opening flowers: and he overlaid them with gold fitting upon the carved 
work. 36 And he built the inner court of three rows of hewn stone, and one row of cedar 
beams. 37 In the fourth year was the foundation of the house of the Lord laid, in the 


month Ziv; 38 And in the eleventh year, in the month Bul, which is the eighth month, 
was the house finished throughout all its parts, and according to all its requirements. 
So was he building it seven years. 


1 But his own house was Solomon building thirteen years, and then he finished all his 
house. 2 He built also the house of the forest of Lebanon: a hundred cubits was its length, 
and fifty cubits was its breadth, and thirty cubits was its height, upon four rows of cedar 
pillars, with cedar beams upon the pillars. 3 And it was covered with cedar above over 
the beams, that lay on the forty-five pillars, fifteen in a row. 4 And there were window- 
spaces in three rows, and windows were opposite each other in three ranks. 5 And all 
the entrances and door-posts formed a square in shape: and windows were opposite 
windows in three ranks. © And he made a porch of pillars: fifty cubits was its length, and 
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thirty cubits its breadth; and the porch was before them; and the other pillars with an 
entablature before them. 7 Then he made a porch for the throne where he might judge, 
the porch of judgment: and it was covered with cedar from one side of the floor to the 
other. 8 And his house where he dwelt in another court within the porch, was of the like 
work: and Solomon made also a house for Pharaoh's daughter, whom he had taken for 
wife, like unto this porch. ° All these were of heavy stones, hewn after a fixed measure, 
sawed with the saw inside and outside, even from the foundation unto the coping, and 
from the outside unto the great court. 1° And the foundation was of heavy stones, large 
stones, stones of ten cubits, and stones of eight cubits. 1! And above were heavy stones, 
hewn after a fixed measure, and cedars. !2 And the great court round about was of three 


rows of hewn stones, and one row of cedar beams, both for the inner court of the house 
of the Lord, and for the porch of the house. 13 And king Solomon sent and fetched Hiram 


out of Tyre. 14 He was the son of a widow of the tribe of Naphtali, and his father was 
a man of Tyre, a worker in copper: and he was filled with wisdom, and understanding, 
and knowledge, to make every work in copper; and he came to king Solomon, and did all 
his work. 15 And he cast two pillars of copper, eighteen cubits was the height of the one 
pillar; and a line of twelve cubits did encompass the second pillar. 1° And he made two 
capitals, to set upon the tops of the pillars, of molten copper; five cubits was the height of 
the one capital, and five cubits was the height of the other capital; 1” And nets of checker- 
work, and wreaths of chain-work, for the capitals which were upon the top of the pillars; 
seven for the one capital, and seven for the other capital. 18 And he made the pillars, so 
that two rows of pomegranates were round about upon the one net-work, to cover the 
capitals that were upon the top: and the same he made for the other capital. 19 And the 
capitals, that were upon the top of the pillars, furnished with lily-work, [as] those in the 
porch, were four cubits. 2° And the capitals upon the two pillars rose also above, close 
by the rounding which was on the side of the network: and the pomegranates were two 
hundred, in rows round about, upon either capital. 21 And he set up the pillars for the 
porch of the temple; and he set up the right pillar, and called its name Yachin; and he set 
up the left pillar, and called its name Boaz. 22 And upon the top of the pillars there was 
lily-work: and so was finished the work of the pillars. 23 And he made the molten sea, ten 
cubits from the one brim to the other, rounded all about, and it was five cubits in height: 
and a line of thirty cubits did encompass it round about. 24 And colocynth-shaped knobs 
were under its brim round about encompassing it, ten in a cubit, encircling the sea round 
about: the colocynths were in two rows, and were cast [with it] when it was cast. 25 It was 
standing upon twelve oxen, three looking toward the north, and three looking toward 
the west, and three looking toward the south, and three looking toward the east; and 
the sea was resting above upon them, and all their hinder parts were inward. 26 And its 
thickness was a hand's breadth, and its brim was wrought like the brim of a cup, with 
lily-buds: it could contain two thousand baths. 27 And he made ten bases of copper: four 
cubits was the length of each one base, and four cubits its breadth, and three cubits its 
height. 28 And this was the workmanship of the bases: They had borders, and the borders 
were between the corner ledges; 2? And on the borders that were between the ledges 
were lions, oxen, and cherubim; and upon the corner ledges it was thus also above; and 
likewise beneath the lions and oxen were pendant wreaths of plated work. 3° And every 
base had four copper wheels, and axles of copper; and its four corners had undersetters; 
under the laver were the undersetters cast on; at the side of each were pendants. 31 And 
its mouth was within the capital and above a cubit in height; but the mouth of this was 
rounded after the work of the base, a cubit and a half cubit; and also upon its mouth 
were carvings; and their borders were square, not rounded. 32 And the four wheels were 
under the borders; and the axletrees of the wheels were joined to the base: and the 
height of each one wheel was a cubit and a half cubit. 33 And the workmanship of the 
wheels was like the workmanship of a chariot-wheel: their axletrees, and their naves, 
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and their felloes, and their spokes, were all cast. 34 And there were four undersetters 
to the four corners of each one base; the undersetters were of one piece with the base 
itself. 35 And on the top of the base was a rounded compass of half a cubit high: and on 
the top of the base were its side-ledges; and its borders were of one piece with itself. 
36 And he engraved on the plates of its side-ledges and on its borders, cherubim, lions, 
and palm-trees: and in the open space of every one were pendant wreaths round about. 
37 After this manner did he make the ten bases: one casting, one measure, one form, 
was there for all of them. 38 Then made he ten lavers of copper; forty baths could each 
one laver contain; every laver was four cubits: each one laver was upon each one base 
of the ten bases. 39 And he put the bases, five on the right side of the house, and five 
on the left side of the house: and the sea he set on the right side of the house eastward 
opposite the south. 4° And Hiram made the lavers, and the shovels, and the basins; so 
Hiram made an end of doing all the work that he made for king Solomon for the house 
of the Lord. 4! The two pillars, and the two bowl-shaped capitals that were on the top 
of the two pillars; and the two net-works, to cover the two bowl-shaped capitals which 
were upon the top of the pillars; 42 And the four hundred pomegranates for the two net- 
works, two rows of pomegranates for each one net-work, to cover the two bowl-shaped, 
capitals that were upon the front of the pillars; 43 And the ten bases, and the ten lavers 
upon the bases; #4 And the one sea, and the twelve oxen under the sea; “° And the pots, 
and the shovels, and the basins; and all these vessels, which Hiram had made for king 
Solomon for the house of the Lord, were of polished copper. 4° In the plain of Jordan did 
the king cast them, in the clay-ground between Succoth and Zarethan. 4” And Solomon 
set down all the vessels [unweighed], because they were exceedingly many: the weight 
of the copper was not inquired into. 48 And Solomon made all the vessels that pertained 
unto the house of the Lord: The altar of gold, and the table whereupon the show-bread 
was, of gold, 49 And the candlesticks, five on the right side, and five on the left, before 
the debir, of pure gold, with the flowers, and the lamps, and the tongs of gold, 5° And 
the bowls, and the knives, and the basins, and the spoons, and the censers of pure gold; 
and the hinges, for the doors of the inner house, for the holy of holies, for the doors of 
the house, and for the temple, [were] of gold. 5! And so was ended all the work that king 
Solomon made for the house of the Lord: and Solomon brought in the things sanctified 
by David his father, the silver, and the gold, and the vessels, [and] he placed [these] in 
the treasuries of the house of the Lord. 


8 
1 Then did Solomon assemble the elders of Israel, and all the heads of the tribes, the 
princes of the divisions of the children of Israel, unto king Solomon in Jerusalem, to 


bring up the ark of the covenant of the Lord out of the city of David, which is Zion. 
2 And all the men of Israel assembled themselves unto king Solomon at the feast in the 


month Ethanim, which is the seventh month. 3 And all the elders of Israel came, and the 
priests took up the ark. 4 And they brought up the ark of the Lord, and the tabernacle 


of the congregation, and all the holy vessels that were in the tabernacle: even these did 
the priests and the Levites bring up. ° And king Solomon, and all the congregation of 
Israel, that were assembled unto him, were with him before the ark, sacrificing sheep 
and oxen, that could not be told nor numbered for multitude. ® And the priests brought 
in the ark of the covenant of the Lord unto its place, into the debir of the house, into the 
most holy place, under the wings of the cherubim. 7 For the cherubim spread forth their 
wings over the place of the ark, and the cherubim covered the ark and its staves from 
above. ® And they had made the staves so long, that the ends of the staves were seen 
out in the holy place in the front of the debir, but they were not seen without; and they 
have remained there until this day. ? There was nothing in the ark save the two tables of 
stone, which Moses had placed therein at Horeb, where the Lord made a covenant with 
the children of Israel, when they came out of the land of Egypt. 1° And it came to pass, 
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when the priests were come out of the holy place, that the cloud filled the house of the 
Lord: 11 And the priests were not able to stand to minister because of the cloud; for the 
glory of the Lord had filled the house of the Lord. 12 Then said Solomon, The Lord said 
that he would dwell in the thick darkness. 3 I have indeed built a dwelling-house for 
thee, a settled place for thy abode for ever. !4 And the king turned his face about, and 
blessed all the congregation of Israel; and all the congregation of Israel was standing; 
15 And he said, Blessed be the Lord, the God of Israel, who spoke with his mouth unto 
David my father, and hath with his hand fulfilled it, when he said, 1° Since the day that I 
brought forth my people Israel out of Egypt, I did not make choice of any city out of all 
the tribes of Israel to build a house, that my name might be therein; but I made choice of 
David to be over my people Israel. 1” And it was in the heart of David my father to build 
a house for the name of the Lord, the God of Israel. 18 But the Lord said unto David my 
father, Whereas it was in thy heart to build a house unto my name, thou didst well that 
it was in thy heart: 19 Nevertheless, thou shalt not thyself build the house; but thy son 
that shall come forth out of thy loins, he shall build the house unto my name. 2° And the 
Lord hath fulfilled his word that he hath spoken: and I am risen up in the room of David 
my father, and I sit on the throne of Israel, as the Lord hath spoken, and I have built the 
house for the name of the Lord the God of Israel. 21 And I have assigned there a place for 


the ark, wherein is the covenant of the Lord, which he made with our fathers, when he 
brought them forth out of the land of Egypt. 22 And Solomon now placed himself before 


the altar of the Lord in the presence of all the congregation of Israel, and spread forth his 
hands toward heaven; 23 And he said, O Lord, the God of Israel, there is no god like thee, 
in the heavens above, and on the earth beneath, thou who keepest the covenant and the 
kindness for thy servants that walk before thee with all their heart; 24 Who hast kept 
for thy servant David my father what thou hadst promised him; and thou spokest with 
thy mouth, and hast fulfilled it with thy hand, as it is this day. 25 And now, O Lord, the 
God of Israel, keep for thy servant David my father what thou hast spoken concerning 
him, saying, There shall never fail thee a man in my sight who sitteth on the throne of 
Israel; if thy children but take heed to their way to walk before me, as thou hast walked 
before me. 26 And now, O God of Israel, I pray thee, let thy word be verified, which thou 
hast spoken unto thy servant David my father. 2? For in truth will God then dwell on the 


earth? behold, the heavens and the heavens of heavens cannot contain thee: how much 
less then this house that I have built! 28 Yet wilt thou turn thy regard unto the prayer of 


thy servant, and to his supplication, O Lord my God, to listen unto the entreaty and unto 
the prayer, which thy servant prayeth before thee today; 29 That thy eyes may be open 
toward this house night and day, toward the place of which thou hast said, My name 
shall be there; that thou mayest listen unto the prayer which thy servant shall pray at 
this place. 3° And listen thou to the supplication of thy servant, and of thy people Israel, 
which they will pray at this place: and oh, do thou hear in heaven thy dwelling-place; 
and hear, and forgive. 31 If any man trespass against his neighbor, and an oath be laid 
upon him to cause him to swear, and the oath come before thy altar in this house: 32Then 
do thou hear in heaven, and act, and judge thy servants, by condemning the wicked, to 
bring his way upon his head; and by justifying the righteous, to give him according to 
his righteousness. 33 When thy people Israel are struck down before the enemy, because 
they have sinned against thee, and they return then to thee, and confess thy name, and 
pray, and make supplication unto thee in this house: 34Then do thou hear in heaven, and 
forgive the sin of thy people Israel, and cause them to return unto the land which thou 
hast given unto their fathers. 35 When the heavens be shut up, and there be no rain, 
because they have sinned against thee, and they pray toward this place, and confess 
thy name, and turn from their sin, because thou hast afflicted them: 3° Then do thou 
hear in heaven, and forgive the sin of thy servants, and of thy people Israel; for thou 
wilt teach them the good way wherein they should walk; and give then rain upon thy 
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land, which thou hast given to thy people for an inheritance. 37 If there be a famine 
in the land, if there be pestilence, blasting, mildew, or if there be locust, caterpillar, if 
their enemy besiege them in the land of their gates; at whatsoever plague, whatsoever 
sickness; 38 What prayer and supplication soever be made by any man, of all thy people 
Israel, when they shall be conscious every man of the plague of his own heart, and he 
then spread forth his hands toward this house: 39 Then do thou hear in heaven the place 
of thy dwelling, and forgive, and act, and give to every man in accordance with all his 
ways, as thou mayest know his heart; for thou, thyself alone, knowest the heart of all 
the children of men; 4° In order that they may fear thee all the days that they live on the 
face of the land which thou hast given unto our fathers. 4! But also to the stranger, who 
is not of thy people Israel, but cometh out of a far-off country for the sake of thy name; 
42 For they will hear of thy great name, and of thy strong hand, and of thy outstretched 
arm; when he will come and pray at this house: 43 Mayest thou listen in heaven the place 
of thy dwelling, and do according to all that the stranger will call on thee for; in order 
that all the nations of the earth may know thy name, to fear thee, as [do] thy people 
Israel; and that they may understand that this house, which I have built, is called by thy 
name. “If thy people go out to battle against their enemy, on the way on which thou 
mayest send them, and they do pray unto the Lord in the direction of the city which 
thou hast chosen, and of the house that I have built for thy name: *° Then hear thou 
in heaven their prayer and their supplication, and procure them justice. 4¢ If they sin 
against thee, [for there is no man that may not sin,] and thou be angry with them, and 
give them up before the enemy, so that their captors carry them away captive unto the 
land of the enemy, [be it] far or near; 4” And if they then take it to their heart in the land 
whither they have been carried captive, and repent, and make supplication unto thee 
in the land of their captors, saying, We have sinned, and have committed iniquity, we 
have acted wickedly; 48 And they return unto thee with all their heart, and with all their 
soul, in the land of their enemies, who have led them away captive, and they pray unto 
thee in the direction of their land, which thou hast given unto their fathers, of the city 
which thou hast chosen, and of the house which I have built for thy name: 4? Then hear 
thou in heaven the place of thy dwelling their prayer and their supplication, and procure 
them justice; °° And forgive thy people for what they have sinned against thee, and all 
their transgressions whereby they have transgressed against thee, and cause them to 
find mercy before their captors, that they may have mercy on them; >! For they are thy 
people, and thy heritage, whom thou hast brought forth out of Egypt, from the midst of 
the iron furnace; 5? That thy eyes may be open unto the supplication of thy servant, and 
unto the supplication of thy people Israel, to listen unto them in all for which they call 
unto thee; °° For thou hast separated them unto thee as a heritage from all the people 
of the earth, as thou spokest by the hand of Moses thy servant, when thou broughtest 
forth our fathers out of Egypt, O Lord Eternal. °4 And it happened, that, when Solomon 
had made an end of praying all this prayer and supplication unto the Lord, he arose from 
before the altar of the Lord from kneeling on his knees, with his hands spread out toward 
heaven. 55 And he stood up, and blessed all the congregation of Israel with a loud voice, 
saying, °° Blessed be the Lord, who hath given rest unto his people Israel, in accordance 
with all that he hath spoken: [so that] there hath not failed one word of all his good 
promise, which he spoke by the hand of Moses his servant. 5” The Lord our God be with 
us, as he was with our fathers; oh may he not leave us, nor forsake us; 58 That he may 
incline our heart unto him, to walk in all his ways, and to keep his commandments, and 
his statutes, and his ordinances, which he commanded our fathers. 59 And may these 
my words, wherewith I have made supplication before the Lord, be nigh unto the Lord 
our God day and night, that he may maintain the cause of his servant, and the cause of 
his people Israel in their daily requirements; © In order that all the nations of the earth 
may know that the Lord is the [true] God, and none else. °! Let your heart therefore be 
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entire with the Lord our God, to walk in his statutes, and to keep his commandments, 
as at this day. © And the king, and all Israel with him, offered sacrifices before the Lord. 
63 And Solomon offered [as] the sacrifice of peace-offering which he offered unto the 
Lord, two and twenty thousand oxen, and a hundred and twenty thousand sheep. And 
thus did the king and all the children of Israel dedicate the house of the Lord. ®4 On the 
same day did the king hallow the interior of the court that was before the house of the 
Lord; for he prepared there the burnt-offerings, and the meat-offerings, and the fat of 
the peace-offerings; because the copper altar that was before the Lord was too small to 
contain the burnt-offerings, and the meat-offerings, and the fat of the peace-offerings. 
65 And Solomon held at that time the feast, and all Israel with him, a great assembly, from 
the entrance of Chamath unto the river of Egypt, before the Lord our God, seven days 
and seven days, even fourteen days. © On the eighth day he dismissed the people, and 
they blessed the king; and they went unto their tents joyful and glad of heart, because 
of all the good that the Lord had done for David his servant, and for Israel his people. 


9 


1 And it came to pass, when Solomon had finished building the house of the Lord, 
and the king's house, and all Solomon's desire which he was pleased to execute: 2 That 
the Lord appeared to Solomon the second time, as he had appeared unto him at Gib'on. 
3 And the Lord said unto him, I have heard thy prayer and thy supplication, that thou 
hast offered before me; I have hallowed this house, which thou hast built, to put my 
name there for ever; and my eyes and my heart shall be there at all times. 4 And as for 
thee, if thou wilt walk before me, as David thy father walked, in integrity of heart, and in 
rectitude, to do in accordance with all that I have commanded thee, [and] wilt keep my 
statutes and my ordinances: * Then will I establish the throne of thy kingdom over Israel 
for ever; as I have spoken concerning David thy father, saying, There shall never fail thee 
aman upon the throne of Israel. ° But if ye will at all turn away, ye or your children, from 
following me, and will not keep my commandments [and] my statutes which I have set 
before you, and go and serve other gods, and bow down to them: 7 Then will I cut off 
Israel from the face of the land which I have given them; and the house, which I have 
hallowed unto my name, will I cast away from my sight; and Israel shall be a proverb 
and a by-word among all the nations; 8 And at this house, [which] should be so exalted, 
every one that passeth by it shall be astonished, and shall hiss; and men will say, Why 
hath the Lord done thus unto this land, and unto this house? 9 And they shall say, For 
the cause that they forsook the Lord their God, who had brought forth their fathers out 
of the land of Egypt, and took hold of other gods, and bowed down to them, and served 
them: therefore hath the Lord brought upon them all this evil. 1° And it came to pass at 
the end of twenty years, when Solomon had built the two houses, the house of the Lord, 
and the king's house, 1! (Now Hiram the king of Tyre had supplied Solomon with cedar- 
trees and fir-trees, and with gold, according to all his desire,) that king Solomon then 
gave to Hiram twenty cities in the land of Galilee. 12 And Hiram came out from Tyre to 
see the cities which Solomon had given him; but they were not right in his eyes. 13 And 
he said, What kind of cities are these which thou hast given me, my brother? And he 
called them, The land of Cabul, until this day. 14 And Hiram sent to the king one hundred 
and twenty talents of gold. 15 And this is the manner of the levy which king Solomon 
raised, to build the house of the Lord, and his own house, and the Millo, and the wall of 
Jerusalem, and Chazor, and Megiddo, and Gezer. 16 (Pharaoh king of Egypt had gone up, 
and captured Gezer, and burnt it with fire, and slain the Canaanites that dwelt in the city, 
and given it as a marriage-present unto his daughter, Solomon's wife. 17 And Solomon 
built Gezer, and lower Beth-choron, 18 And Ba'alath, and Thadmor in the wilderness, in 
the land, !° And all the treasure-cities that Solomon had, and the cities for the chariots, 
and the cities for the horsemen, and the [other] desire of Solomon which he desired to 
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build in Jerusalem, and in Lebanon, and in all the land of his dominion.) 2° All the people 
that were left of the Emorites, the Hittites, the Perizzites, the Hivites, and the Jebusites, 
who were not of the children of Israel, 21 Their children that were left after them in the 
land, whom the children of Israel had not been able utterly to destroy, these did Solomon 


levy as tributary laborers until this day. 22 Yet of the children of Israel did Solomon make 
no one a bond-man; but they were the men of war, and his servants, and his princes, and 
his captains, and the officers of his chariots, and of his horsemen. 23 These [also] were 
the chiefs of the superintendents that were over Solomon's work, five hundred and fifty, 
who ruled over the people that wrought on the work. 24 But Pharaoh's daughter came 
up out of the city of David unto her house which he had built for her: then did he build 
the Millo. 25 And Solomon did offer three times in every year burnt-offerings and peace- 
offerings upon the altar which he had built unto the Lord, and he burnt incense upon 
the one that was before the Lord. So he finished the house. 2° And king Solomon made 
a ship in 'Ezyon-geber, which is near Eloth, on the shore of the Red Sea, in the land of 
Edom. 27 And Hiram sent in the ship his servants, seamen, that had knowledge of the 
sea, with the servants of Solomon. 28 And they came to Ophir, and fetched from there 
gold, four hundred and twenty talents, and brought it to king Solomon. 


10 


1 And when the queen of Sheba heard of the fame of Solomon in connection with the 
name of the Lord, she came to prove him with riddles. 2 And she came to Jerusalem with 
an exceedingly great train, with camels bearing spices, and gold in great abundance, 
and precious stones: and when she was come to Solomon, she spoke with him of all that 
was on her heart. 3 And Solomon solved [for] her all her questions: nothing remained 
hidden from the king, which he did not tell her. 4 And when the queen of Sheba saw 


all Solomon's wisdom, and the house that he had built, 5 And the food of his table, and 
the sitting of his servants, and the attendance of his ministers, and their apparel, and 


his cup-bearers, and his ascent by which he went up unto the house of the Lord: there 
was no more spirit in her. ® And she said to the king, The truth only was the word that I 
heard in my own land of thy acts and of thy wisdom. ’ And I believed not in the words, 
until I came, and my eyes saw [all]: and, behold, the half hath not been told me; thou 
excellest in wisdom and prosperity the report which I have heard. 8 Happy are thy men, 
happy are these thy servants, who stand before thee continually, who hear thy wisdom. 
9 Blessed be the Lord thy God, who hath had delight in thee, to place thee on the throne 
of Israel; because the Lord loveth Israel for ever, therefore hath he made thee king, to do 
justice and righteousness. 1° And she gave to the king one hundred and twenty talents of 
gold, and of spices a very great store, and precious stones: there came no more spices in 
such abundance as these which the queen of Sheba gave to king Solomon. 11 And also the 
ship of Hiram, that fetched gold from Ophir, brought in from Ophir in great abundance 
sandal-wood and precious stones. 12 And the king made of the sandal-wood a railing for 
the house of the Lord, and for the king's house, and harps and psalteries for the singers: 
there came no such sandal-wood, nor was it seen [again] until this day. 1° And king 
Solomon gave unto the queen of Sheba all her pleasure, whatsoever she asked, beside 
what Solomon gave her of his royal bounty. So she turned about and went to her own 
country, she and her servants. !4 Now the weight of the gold that came to Solomon in 
one year was six hundred and sixty and six talents of gold, !5 Beside [what he had] of the 
traveling tradesmen, and of the traffic of the merchants, and of the kings of confederate 
nations, and of the governors of the country. !© And king Solomon made two hundred 
targets of beaten gold: six hundred shekels of gold he used for each one target. 17 And 
[he made] three hundred shields of beaten gold; three manehs of gold he used for each 
one shield: and the king put them in the house of the forest of Lebanon. 18 The king also 
made a great throne of ivory, and overlaid it with the best gold. 19 The throne had six 
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steps, and there was a round top on the throne behind; and there were arms on either 
side on the place of the seat, and two lions stood beside the arms. 2° And twelve lions 
stood there upon the six steps on both sides: there was not the like made in any other 
kingdom. 2! And all king Solomon's drinking-vessels were of gold, and all the vessels 
of the house of the forest of Lebanon were of pure gold; none were of silver; it was not 
valued in the days of Solomon at the least. 22 For the king had a Tharshish-ship at sea 
with the ship of Hiram: once in three years the Tharshish-ship used to come home, 
laden with gold, and silver, ivory, and apes, and peacocks. 23 And king Solomon became 
greater than all the kings of the earth for riches and for wisdom. 24 And [men of] all 
the earth sought the presence of Solomon to hear his wisdom, which God had put in his 
heart. 25 And they brought every man his present, vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, 
and garments, and armor, and spices, horses, and mules: and so year by year. 2° And 
Solomon gathered together chariots and horsemen: and he had a thousand and four 
hundred chariots, and twelve thousand horsemen, whom he quartered in the cities for 
chariots, and near the king at Jerusalem. 27 And the king rendered the silver in Jerusalem 
like stones, and the cedars he rendered like the sycamore-trees that are in the lowlands, 
for abundance. 28 And Solomon had horses brought out of Egypt; and a company of the 
king's merchants bought a quantity at a price. 29 And a chariot-team came up and went 
out of Egypt for six hundred shekels of silver, and a horse for a hundred and fifty: and 
so for all the kings of the Hittites, and for the kings of Syria, did they bring them out by 
their means. 


1 But king Solomon loved many strange women, beside the daughter of Pharaoh, 


women of the Moabites, 'Ammonites, Edomites, Zidonians, and Hittites. 2 From the 
nations concerning which the Lord had said unto the children of Israel, Ye shall not 


go in among them, nor shall they come in among you; surely they will turn away your 
heart after their gods: unto these Solomon did cleave to love them. 3 And he had seven 
hundred wives, princesses, and three hundred concubines: and his wives turned away 
his heart. 4 And it came to pass, at the time that Solomon was old, that his wives turned 
away his heart after other gods; and his heart was not undivided with the Lord his God, 
like the heart of David his father. 5 And Solomon went after 'Ashtoreth the divinity of 


the Zidonians, and after Milcom the abomination of the 'Ammonites. © And Solomon 
did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, and went not fully after the Lord, like David his 


father. 7 Then did Solomon build a high-place for Kemosh, the abomination of Moab, 
on the mount that is before Jerusalem, and for Molech, the abomination of the children 
of ‘Ammon. 8 And so did he for all his strange wives, who burnt incense and sacrificed 
unto their gods. ? And the Lord was angry with Solomon; because his heart was turned 
away from the Lord the God of Israel, who had appeared unto him twice; !° And had 
commanded him concerning this thing, that he should not go after other gods; but he 
did not keep that which the Lord had commanded. !! And the Lord said unto Solomon, 
Forasmuch as this is in thy mind, and thou hast not kept my covenant and my statutes, 
which I commanded concerning thee: I will surely rend the kingdom from thee, and will 
give it to thy servant. 12 Nevertheless in thy days will I not do it, for the sake of David thy 
father; [but] out of the hand of thy son will I rend it. 13 Still all the kingdom will not rend 
away: one tribe will I give to thy son on account of David my servant, and on account of 
Jerusalem which I have chosen. 14 And the Lord stirred up an adversary unto Solomon, 
Hadad the Edomite: he was of the king's seed in Edom. 15 It came to pass, namely, when 
David was in Edom, when Joab the captain of the army was gone up to bury the slain, 
after he had smitten every male in Edom; !° (For six months did Joab remain there with 
all Israel, until he had cut off every male in Edom:) 1” That Hadad fled, he and certain 
Edomites of his father's servants with him, to go into Egypt; but Hadad was then yet a 
young lad. 18 And they arose from Midian, and came to Paran; and they took [some] men 
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with them from Paran, and came to Egypt, unto Pharaoh the king of Egypt; who gave 
him a house, and decreed him a support, and gave him land. 19 And Hadad found great 
favor in the eyes of Pharaoh, so that he gave him for wife the sister of his own wife, the 
sister of Thachpeness the queen. 2° And the sister of Thachpeness bore him Genubath 
his son, whom Thachpeness brought up in Pharaoh's house; and Genubath remained in 
Pharaoh's house among the sons of Pharaoh. 2! And when Hadad heard in Egypt that 
David slept with his fathers, and that Joab the captain of the army was dead: Hadad said 
to Pharaoh, Dismiss me, that I may go to my own country. 22 Then said Pharaoh unto him, 
But what dost thou lack with me, that, behold, thou seekest to go to thy own country? 
And he answered, Nothing: nevertheless thou must let me go away. 23 And God stirred 
him up [another] adversary, Rezon the son of Elyada', who had fled from Hadad'ezer the 
king of Zobah his lord; 24 And he gathered around him some men, and became captain 
over a band, when David slew those [of Zobah]; and they went to Damascus, and dwelt 
therein, and reigned in Damascus. 25 And he was an adversary to Israel all the days of 
Solomon, beside the mischief that Hadad did: and he abhorred Israel, and reigned over 
Syria. 26 Also Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, an Ephrathite of Zeredah, the name of whose 
mother was Zeru'ah, a widow woman, was a servant of Solomon, and he lifted up his 
hand against the king. 2” And this was the occasion that he lifted up his hand against the 
king: Solomon built up the Millo, and closed up the breach of the city of David his father. 
28 And the man Jerobo'am was a mighty man of valor: and Solomon seeing the young 
man that he was [also] an industrious worker, he appointed him over all the charge of 
the house of Joseph. 29 And it came to pass at that time when Jerobo'am went out of 
Jerusalem, that the prophet Achiyah the Shilonite found him on the way; and he had 
clad himself with a new garment; and these two were alone by themselves in the field; 
30 And Achiyah caught hold of the new garment that was on him, and rent it in twelve 
pieces; 2 And he said to Jerobo'am, Take thee ten pieces; for thus hath said the Lord, the 
God of Israel, Behold, I will rend the kingdom out of the hand of Solomon, and I will give 
to thee the ten tribes; 32 But the one tribe shall remain for him, on account of my servant 
David, and on account of Jerusalem, the city which I have chosen out of all the tribes of 
Israel; 33 For the cause that they have forsaken me, and have bowed down to 'Ashtoreth 
the divinity of the Zidonians, to Kemosh the god of Moab, and to Milcom the god of the 
children of 'Ammon, and have not walked in my ways, to do what is right in my eyes, 
and my statutes and my ordinances, like David his father. 34 Nevertheless will I not take 
the whole kingdom out of his hand; but I will let him remain prince all the days of his 
life for the sake of David my servant, whom I chose, who kept my commandments and 
my statutes; 35 But I will take the kingdom out of the hand of his son, and I will give it 
unto thee, even the ten tribes. 3¢ And unto his son will give one tribe; so that there may 
remain a government for David my servant at all times before me in Jerusalem, the city 
which I have chosen for me, to put my name there. 37 But thee will I take, and thou shalt 
reign over all that thy soul may long for; and thou shalt be king over Israel. 38 And it shall 
be, if thou wilt hearken unto all that I shall command thee, and wilt walk in my ways, and 
do what is right in my eyes, to keep my statutes and my commandments, as David my 
servant did: that I will be with thee, and build thee a permanent house, as I have built for 
David, and I will give Israel unto thee. 39 And I will afflict the seed of David for this; but 
not for all times. 4° Solomon thereupon sought to put Jerobo'am to death; but Jerobo'am 
arose, and fled into Egypt, unto Shishak the king of Egypt, and remained in Egypt until 


the death of Solomon. 4! And the rest of the acts of Solomon, and all that he did and his 
wisdom, behold, they are written in the book of the history of Solomon. 42 And the days 


that Solomon reigned in Jerusalem over all Israel were forty years. 42 And Solomon slept 
with his fathers, and was buried in the city of David his father; and Rehobo'am his son 
became king in his stead. 


1475 XRN 


1 Kings 12:1 323 1 Kings 12:26 
12 


1 And Rehobo'am went to Shechem; for all Israel were come to Shechem to make him 
king. 2 And it came to pass, when Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, heard of it, (but he was yet 
in Egypt, whither he was fled from the presence of king Solomon, and Jerobo'am dwelt 
in Egypt; 3 And they had sent and called him;) that Jerobo'am and all the congregation of 
Israel came, and spoke unto Rehobo'am, saying, * Thy father made our yoke hard; but do 
thou now make lighter the hard service of thy father, and his heavy yoke which he put 
upon us, and we will serve thee. 5 And he said unto them, Go away yet for three days, 
and then return to me. And the people went away. © Then consulted king Rehobo'am 
with the old men, that had stood before Solomon his father while he yet lived, and said, 
How do ye advise that I should give an answer to this people? 7 And they spoke unto 
him, saying, If thou wilt this day be a servant unto this people, and wilt serve them, and 
be attentive to them, and speak to them good words; then will they be servants unto 
thee for all times. 8 But he forsook the counsel of the old men, which they had given 
him, and consulted with the young men that were grown up with him, those who stood 
before him: 9 And he said unto them, What do you counsel how we should give an answer 
to this people, who have spoken to me, saying, Make lighter the yoke which thy father 
did put upon us? 1° Then spoke unto him the young men that were grown up with him, 
saying, Thus must thou say unto this people that have spoken unto thee, saying, Thy 
father made our yoke heavy, but do thou make it lighter unto us: thus must thou speak 
unto them, My little finger is thicker than my father's loins. 1! And now, if my father hath 
burdened you with a heavy yoke, I will even add to your yoke; if my father hath chastised 
you with whips, then will I chastise you with scorpion-thorns. 12 When now Jerobo'am 
and all the people came to Rehobo'am on the third day, as the king had spoken, saying, 
Return to me on the third day. 13 The king answered the people harshly, and forsook the 
old men's counsel that they had advised him; 14 And he spoke to them after the counsel 
of the young men, saying, My father made your yoke heavy, and I will even add to your 
yoke; my father chastised you with whips, but I will chastise you with scorpion-thorns. 
15 Thus the king hearkened not unto the people; for it was so brought about from the 
Lord, in order that he might fulfill his word, which the Lord had spoken by means of 
Achiyah the Shilonite unto Jerobo'am the son of Nebat. 1¢So when all Israel saw that the 
king hearkened not unto them, the people gave the king an answer saying, What portion 
have we in David? nor have we an inheritance in the son of Jesse; to your tents, O Israel: 
now see to thy own house, David. So did Israel go away unto their tents. 17 But as for 
the children of Israel who dwelt in the cities of Judah, over them did Rehobo'am reign. 
18 Then sent king Rehobo'am Adoram, who was over the tribute; but all Israel stoned him 
with stones, that he died. Therefore king Rehobo'am made speed with all his might to get 
up into his chariot, to flee to Jerusalem. 19 So did Israel rebel against the house of David 
unto this day. 2° And it came to pass, when all Israel heard that Jerobo'am was returned, 
that they sent and called him unto the congregation, and made him king over all Israel: 
there was none that followed the house of David, save the tribe of Judah alone. 21 And 
when Rehobo'am was come to Jerusalem, he assembled all the house of Judah, with the 
tribe of Benjamin, a hundred and eighty thousand chosen men, warriors, to fight against 
the house of Israel, to bring back the kingdom to Rehobo'am the son of Solomon. 22 But 
the word of God came unto Shema'yah the man of God, saying, 23 Say unto Rehobo'am, 
the son of Solomon, the king of Judah, and unto all the house of Judah and Benjamin, 
and to the remnant of the people, saying, 24 Thus hath said the Lord, Ye shall not go up, 
nor fight with your brethren the children of Israel: return every man to his house; for 
from me hath this thing been brought about. And they hearkened to the word of the 
Lord, and returned to go home, according to the word of the Lord. 25 And Jerobo'am 
built Shechem in the mountain of Ephraim, and dwelt therein; and he went out from 
there and built Penuel. 2° And Jerobo'am said in his heart, Now may the kingdom return 
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to the house of David: 27 If this people go up to prepare sacrifices in the house of the 
Lord at Jerusalem, then may the heart of this people turn again unto their Lord, even 
unto Rehobo'am the king of Judah, and they might kill me, and return to Rehobo'am the 
king of Judah. 28 Whereupon the king took counsel, and he made two calves of gold, and 
said unto the people, You have been long enough going up to Jerusalem: behold, here 
are thy gods, O Israel, which have brought thee up out of the land of Egypt. 2? And he 
placed the one in Beth-el, and the other put he in Dan. 2° And this thing became a sin; 
and the people went before the one, as far as Dan. 31 And he made a house of the high- 
places, and made priests of the lowest of the people, who were not of the sons of Levi. 
32 And Jerobo'am made a feast in the eighth month, on the fifteenth day of the month, 
like unto the feast that is in Judah, and he offered upon the altar; so did he in Beth-el, 
sacrificing unto the calves that he had made: and he stationed at Beth-el the priests of 
the high-places whom he had made. 33 So he offered upon the altar which he had made 
in Beth-el on the fifteenth day of the eighth month, in the month which he had falsely 


devised of his own heart; and he ordained a feast unto the children of Israel, and he went 
up to the altar, to burn incense. 


13 

1 And, behold, there came a man of God out of Judah by the word of the Lord unto 
Beth-el: while Jerobo'am was standing upon the altar to burn incense. 2 And he called 
out against the altar by the word of the Lord, and he said, O altar, altar, thus hath said the 
Lord, Behold, a child shall be born unto the house of David, Josiah by name, and he shall 
sacrifice upon thee the priests of the high-places that burn incense upon thee, and men's 
bones shall be burnt upon thee. 3 And he gave on the same day a token, saying, This is 
the token that the Lord hath spoken, Behold, the altar shall be rent, and the ashes which 
are upon it shall be spilled about. 4 And it came to pass, when the king heard the word 
of the man of God, which he had called out against the altar in Beth-el, that Jerobo'am 
stretched forth his hand from off the altar, saying, Seize him. And his hand, which he had 
put forth against him, dried up, so that he could not draw it back to himself. 5 The altar 
also was rent, and the ashes were spilled about from the altar, according to the token 
which the man of God had given by the word of the Lord. © And the king commenced 
and said unto the man of God, Offer but entreaty before the Lord thy God, and pray in 
behalf of me, that my hand may return to me again. And the man of God offered his 
entreaty before the Lord, and the king's hand returned to him again, and became as it 
was before. 7 And the king spoke unto the man of God, Come home with me, and take 
some refreshment, and will give thee a present. 8 But the man of God said unto the king, 
If thou wert to give me the half of thy house, I would not go in with thee, neither would 
I eat bread nor drink water in this place; 9 For so was it charged me by the word of the 
Lord, saying, Thou shalt not eat bread, nor drink water, nor return by the way that thou 
camest. 1° So he went by another way, and returned not by the way on which he was 
come to Beth-el. 11 Now there dwelt a certain old prophet in Beth-el; and his son came 
and told him all the deed that the man of God had done that day in Beth-el: the words 
[also] which he had spoken unto the king, these too they told to their father. 12 And their 
father spoke unto them, What way did he go? His sons however had seen what way had 
gone the man of God, who had come from Judah. !° And he said unto his sons, Saddle 
me the ass. So they saddled him the ass, and he rode away thereon, 14 And he went after 
the man of God, and found him sitting under the oak; and he said unto him, Art thou 
the man of God that camest from Judah? And he said, I am. 15 Then said he unto him, 
Come with me home, and eat bread. 16 And he said, I cannot return with thee, nor go 
in with thee: neither will I eat bread nor drink water with thee in this place; 17 For a 
command came to me by the word of the Lord, Thou shalt not eat bread nor drink water 
there; thou shalt not return to go by the way [also] by which thou camest. 18 And he said 
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unto him, I also am a prophet like thee; and an angel spoke unto me by the word of the 
Lord, saying, Bring him back with thee unto thy house, that he may eat bread and drink 


water. But he lied unto him. 19 So he returned with him, and ate bread in his house, and 
drank water. 2° And it came to pass, as they were sitting at the table, That the word of 


the Lord came unto the prophet who had brought him back; 21 And he called unto the 
man of God that was come from Judah, saying, Thus hath said the Lord, Forasmuch as 
thou hast disobeyed the order of the Lord, and hast not kept the commandment which 
the Lord thy God had commanded thee; 22 But didst return, and hast eaten bread and 
drunk water in the place, of which he had spoken to thee, Thou shalt not eat bread, nor 
drink water: thy dead body shall not come unto the sepulchre of thy fathers. 23 And it 
came to pass, after he had eaten bread, and after he had drunk, that he saddled for him 
the ass, [to wit,] for the prophet whom he had brought back. 24 And when he was gone, 
a lion met him on the way, and slew him; and his corpse remained cast down on the way, 
and the ass stood by it, the lion also stood by the corpse. 25 And, behold, men passed by, 
and saw the corpse cast down on the way, and the lion standing by the corpse; and they 
came and spoke of it in the city where the old prophet dwelt. 26 And when the prophet 
that had brought him back from the way heard it, he said, It is the man of God who was 
disobedient unto the order of the Lord; wherefore the Lord hath given him up unto the 
lion, who hath torn him, and slain him, according to the word of the Lord, which he 
had spoken unto him. 27 And he spoke to his sons, saying, Saddle me the ass. And they 
saddled him. 28 And he went and found his corpse cast down on the way, and the ass 
and the lion standing by the corpse: the lion had not eaten the corpse, nor torn the ass. 
29 And the prophet took up the corpse of the man of God, and laid it upon the ass, and 
brought it back; and he came to the city of the old prophet, to lament for, and to bury 
him. 3° And he laid his corpse in his own sepulchre; and they lamented over him, “Alas, 
my brother!” 31 And it came to pass, after he had buried him, that he spoke to his sons, 
saying, When I am dead, then bury me in the sepulchre wherein the man of God is buried; 
beside his bones lay ye my bones; >? For the thing which he called out by the word of the 
Lord against the altar which is in Beth-el, and against all the houses of the high-places 
which are in the cities of Samaria, will surely come to pass. 33 After this event Jerobo'am 
returned not from his evil way; but made again of the lowest of the people priests of 
the high-places: whosoever desired it, he consecrated, that he might become one of the 
priests of the high-places. 34 And he became through this thing the cause of sin unto the 
house of Jerobo'am, and to cause that it was blotted out, and destroyed from off the face 
of the earth. 


14 

1 At that time Abiyah the son of Jerobo'am fell sick. 2 And Jerobo'am said to his wife, 
Arise, I pray thee, and disguise thyself, that people may not know that thou art the wife 
of Jerobo'am; and go to Shiloh: behold, there is Achiyahu the prophet, who spoke of me 
that [I should become] king over this people. 3 And take with thee ten loaves of bread 
and spice-cakes, and a cruise of honey, and go to him: he will tell thee what is to become 
of the lad. 4 And Jerobo'am's wife did so, and arose, and went to Shiloh, and came to the 
house of Achiyahu. But Achiyahu was not able to see; for his eyes were set by reason 
of his high age. 5 And the Lord had said unto Achiyahu, Behold the wife of Jerobo'am is 
coming to inquire a word of thee about her son; for he is sick: thus and thus shalt thou 
speak unto her; for it will be, when she cometh in, that she will feign to be another. © And 
it happened, when Achiyahu heard the sound of her feet, as she came in at the door, that 
he said, Come in, thou wife of Jerobo'am; why is this, that thou feignest to be another? 
but I am sent to thee with a hard message. 7 Go, say to Jerobo'am, Thus hath said the 
Lord the God of Israel, Forasmuch as I exalted thee from the midst of the people, and 
made thee prince over my people Israel, § And I rent the kingdom away from the house 
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of David, and gave it unto thee; whereas thou hast not been like my servant David, who 
kept my commandments, and who followed after me with all his heart, to do only what 
is right in my eyes; 9 And thou hast done more evil than all that were before thee; and 
thou art gone and hast made unto thyself other gods, and molten images, to provoke 
me to anger, and me hast thou cast behind thy back: 1° Therefore, behold, will I bring 
evil upon the house of Jerobo'am, and will cut off from Jerobo'am every male, [also] the 
guarded and fortified in Israel; and I will sweep out after the house of Jerobo'am as one 
sweepeth away the dung till there be nothing left of it. 1! Him that dieth of Jerobo'am in 
the city shall the dogs eat; and him that dieth in the field shall the fowls of the heavens 
eat; for the Lord hath spoken it. 12 But thou, arise now, go to thy own house: when thy 
feet enter into the city, the child shall die. 13 And all Israel shall mourn for him, and bury 
him; for this one alone shall come of Jerobo'am's [family] to the grave; because there 
hath been found in him some good thing toward the Lord the God of Israel in the house 
of Jerobo'am. ! And the Lord will raise up unto himself a king over Israel, who shall cut 
off the house of Jerobo'am what is here this day, and what will be after this. 5 And the 
Lord will smite Israel, as the reed is shaken in the water, and he will pull up Israel out of 
this good land, which he gave to their fathers, and will scatter them on the other side 
of the river; because they have made their groves, provoking the Lord to anger. 16 And 
he will give Israel up for the sake of the sins of Jerobo'am, who did sin, and who induced 
Israel to sin. 17 And Jerobo'am's wife arose, and departed, and came to Thirzah; [and] 
as she came to the threshold of the door, the lad died: 18 And they buried him; and all 
Israel mourned for him, according to the word of the Lord, which he had spoken by the 
hand of his servant Achiyahu the prophet. 19 And the rest of the acts of Jerobo'am, how 
he warred, and how he reigned, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles 
of the kings of Israel. 2° And the days which Jerobo'am reigned were two and twenty 
years; and he slept with his fathers, and Nadab his son became king in his stead. 21 And 
Rehobo'am the son of Solomon reigned in Judah. Rehobo'am was forty and one years old 
when he became king, and seventeen years did he reign in Jerusalem, the city which the 
Lord had chosen out of all the tribes of Israel, to put his name there. And his mother's 
name was Na'amah the 'Ammonitess. 22 And Judah did what is evil in the eyes of the 
Lord, and they moved him to wrath more than all that their fathers had done, with their 
sins which they committed. 23 And they also built themselves high-places, and standing 
images, and groves, on every high hill, and under every green tree. 24 And sodomites also 
were in the land: they acted in accordance with all the abominable deeds of the nations 
which the Lord had driven out before the children of Israel. 2° And it came to pass in the 
fifth year of king Rehobo'am, that Shishak the king of Egypt came up against Jerusalem: 
26 And he took away the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the treasures of the king's 
house; yea, every thing did he take away; and he took away all the shields of gold which 
Solomon had made. 2” And king Rehobo'am made in their stead shields of copper, and 
committed them for keeping into the hand of the chiefs of the runners, who kept guard 
at the door of the king's house. 28 And it happened whenever the king went into the 
house of the Lord, that the runners used to bear them, and carried them then back into 
the apartment of the runners. 2° And the rest of the acts of Rehobo'am, and all that he 
did, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 3° And 
there was war between Rehobo'am and Jerobo'am all the days. 31 And Rehobo'am slept 
with his fathers, and was buried with his fathers in the city of David. And his mother's 
name was Na'amah the 'Ammonitess. And Abiyam his son became king in his stead. 


15 


1 Now in the eighteenth year of king Jerobo'am the son of Nebat became Abiyam king 
over Judah. 2Three years he reigned inJerusalem. And his mother's name was Ma'achah, 
the daughter of Abishalom. 3 And he walked in all the sins of his father, which he had 
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done before him; and his heart was not entire with the Lord his God, like the heart of 
David his father. 4 Nevertheless for the sake of David did the Lord his God give him a 


rule in Jerusalem, to set up his son after him, and to allow Jerusalem to exist. 5 Because 
David did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, and turned not aside from all that he had 
commanded him all the days of his life, save only in the matter of Uriyah the Hittite. 
6 And there had been war between Rehobo'am and Jerobo'am all the days of his life. 7 And 
the rest of the acts of Abiyam, and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book 
of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. And there was [also] war between Abiyam and 
Jerobo'am. 8 And Abiyam slept with his fathers; and they buried him in the city of David: 
and Assa his son became king in his stead. 9 And in the twentieth year of Jerobo'am the 
king of Israel became Assa king over Judah. 1° And forty and one years did he reign in 
Jerusalem. And the name of his mother was Ma'achah, the daughter of Abishalom. 1! And 
Assa did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, like David his father. 12 And he put away the 


sodomites out of the land, and removed all the idols which his fathers had made. 13 And 
also Ma'achah his mother, even her he removed from being queen; because she had made 


a scandalous image for the grove; and Assa cut down her scandalous image, and burnt it 
by the brook Kidron. 14 But the high-places were not removed; nevertheless Assa's heart 
was entire with the Lord all his days. 15 And he brought the things which his father had 
sanctified, and his own sanctified things, into the house of the Lord, silver, and gold, and 
vessels, 16 And there was war between Assa and Ba'sha the king of Israel all their days. 
17 And Ba'sha the king of Israel went up against Judah, and built Ramah, in order not to 
suffer any one to go out or come in to Assa the king of Judah. 18 Then did Assa take all 
the silver and the gold that were left in the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the 
treasures of the king's house, and gave them into the hand of his servants; and king Assa 
sent them to Ben-hadad, the son of Tabrimmon, the son of Chesyon, the king of Syria, 
who dwelt in Damascus, saying, !° A covenant is between me and thee, [as] between my 
father and thy father: behold, I have sent unto thee a present of silver and gold; go and 
do break thy covenant with Ba'sha the king of Israel, that he may withdraw from me. 
20 And Ben-hadad hearkened unto king Assa, and sent the captains of the armies which 
he had against the cities of Israel, and smote 'Iyon, and Dan, and Abel-beth-ma'achah, 
and the whole of Kinneroth, with all the land of Naphtali. 21 And it came to pass, when 
Ba'sha heard this, that he left off the building of Ramah, and remained in Tirzah. 22Then 
king Assa called together by proclamation all Judah, none being exempted: and they 
took away the stones of Ramah, and its timber, wherewith Ba'sha had built; and king 
Assa built with them Geba' of Benjamin, and Mizpah. 23 And the rest of all the acts of 
Assa, and all his mighty deeds, and all that he did, and the cities which he built, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. Nevertheless in the 
time of his old age he became diseased in his feet. 24 And Assa slept with his fathers, 
and was buried with his fathers in the city of David his father: and Jehoshaphat his son 
became king in his stead. 25 And Nadab the son of Jerobo'am became king over Israel in 
the second year of Assa the king of Judah; and he reigned over Israel two years. 26 And 
he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, and he walked in the way of his father, and 
in his sin wherewith he had induced Israel to sin. 27 And Ba'sha the son of Achiyah, of 
the house of Issachar, conspired against him; and Ba'sha smote him at Gibbethon, which 
belonged to the Philistines: while Nadab and all Israel were besieging Gibbethon. 28 And 
Ba'sha slew him in the third year of Assa the king of Judah, and became king in his stead. 
29 And it came to pass, when he reigned, that he smote all the house of Jerobo'am; he 
left not any that breathed unto Jerobo'am, until he had destroyed him, according to the 
word of the Lord, which he had spoken by his servant Achiyah the Shilonite; 3° Because of 
the sins of Jerobo'am which he had sinned, and through which he had induced Israel to 
sin, by his provoking wherewith he provoked the Lord the God of Israel to anger. 3! And 
the rest of the acts of Nadab, and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book of 
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the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 32 And there was war between Assa and Ba'sha the 
king of Israel all their days. 33 In the third year of Assa the king of Judah became Ba'sha 
the son of Achiyah king over all Israel, in Thirzah, [for] twenty and four years. 34 And he 
did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, and walked in the way of Jerobo'am, and in his 
sin wherewith he had induced Israel to sin. 


1 Then came the word of the Lord to Jehu the son of Chanani against Ba'sha, saying, 
2 Forasmuch as I lifted thee up out of the dust, and I set thee as prince over my people 
Israel; and thou hast walked in the way of Jerobo'am, and hast induced my people Israel 
to sin, to provoke me to anger with their sins: 3 Behold, I will sweep out after Ba'sha, and 
after his house; and I will render thy house like the house of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat; 
4Him that dieth of Ba'sha in the city shall the dogs eat; and him that dieth of his in the 


field shall the fowls of the heavens eat. 5 And the rest of the acts of Ba'sha, and what he 
did, and his mighty deeds, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the 


kings of Israel. © And Ba'sha slept with his fathers, and was buried in Thirzah: and Elah 
his son became king in his stead. 7 And also by the hand of Jehu the son of Chanani, the 
prophet, came the word of the Lord against Ba'sha, and against his house, both for all 
the evil that he did in the eyes of the Lord, to provoke him to anger with the work of his 
hands, thus being like the house of Jerobo'am; and because he had killed him. ® In the 
twenty and sixth year of Assa the king of Judah became Elah the son of Ba'sha king over 
Israel in Thirzah, [for] two years. 9 And there conspired against him his servant Zimri, 
captain of half the chariots, as he was in Thirzah, drinking himself drunk in the house of 


Arza, who was set over the house in Thirzah. 1° And Zimri went in and smote him, and 
killed him, in the twenty and seventh year of Assa the king of Judah, and became king in 


his stead. 11 And it came to pass, when he began to reign, as soon as he sat on his throne, 
that he slew all the house of Ba'sha: he left him not a single male, neither of his kinsfolks, 
nor of his friends. 12 Thus did Zimri exterminate all the house of Ba'sha, according to the 
word of the Lord, which he had spoken against Ba'sha by the agency of Jehu the prophet, 
13 For all the sins of Ba'sha, and the sins of Elah his son, by which they had sinned, and by 
which they had induced Israel to sin, to provoke the Lord the God of Israel to anger with 
their vanities. 14 Now the rest of the acts of Elah, and all that he did, behold, they are 
written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 15 In the twenty and seventh 
year of Assa the king of Judah did Zimri reign seven days in Thirzah: and the people 
were encamped against Gibbethon, which belonged to the Philistines. 1© And when the 
people that were encamped heard it said, Zimri hath conspired, and hath also slain the 
king: all Israel made 'Omri, the captain of the army, king over Israel on that day in the 
camp. !7 And 'Omri went up, and all Israel with him from Gibbethon, and they besieged 
Thirzah. 18 And it came to pass, when Zimri saw that the city was captured, that he went 
into the strong-hold of the king's house, and burnt the king's house over him with fire, 
and he died; 19 For his sins which he had sinned, in doing what is evil in the eyes of the 
Lord, to walk in the way of Jerobo'am, and in his sin which he did, to induce Israel to 
sin. 2° And the rest of the acts of Zimri, and his conspiracy that he contrived, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 2! At that time were 
the people of Israel divided into two parts: one half of the people followed Thibni the 
son of Ginath, to make him king; and the other half followed 'Omri. 22 But the people 
that followed 'Omri prevailed against the people that followed Thibni the son of Ginath: 
and Thibni [also] died, and 'Omri became king. 73 In the thirty and first year of Assa the 
king of Judah became 'Omri king over Israel, [for] twelve years; in Thirzah he reigned 
six years. 24 And he bought the mount Samaria, of Shemer for two talents of silver, and 
built on the mount, and called the name of the city which he had built, after the name 
of Shemer, the Lord of the mount, Samaria. 25 And 'Omri did what is evil in the eyes of 
the Lord, and did worse than all that were before him. 26 And he walked in all the way of 
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Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, and in his sin wherewith he induced Israel to sin, to provoke 
the Lord God of Israel to anger with their vanities. 2” Now the rest of the acts of 'Omri 
which he did, and his mighty deeds that he displayed, behold, they are written in the 
book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 28 And 'Omri slept with his fathers, and was 
buried in Samaria: and Achab his son became king in his stead. 2? And Achab the son 
of 'omri became king over Israel in the thirty and eighth year of Assa the king of Judah; 
and Achab the son of 'Omri reigned over Israel in Samaria twenty and two years. 3° And 
Achab the son of 'Omri did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord more than all that had 
been before him. 1 And it came to pass, as if it had been too light a thing for him to 
walk in the sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, that he took for wife Izebel the daughter 
of Ethba'al the king of the Zidonians, and went and served Ba'al, and worshipped him. 


32 And he erected an altar for Ba'al in the house of Ba'al, which he had built in Samaria. 
33 And Achab made a grove; and Achab did yet more, so as to provoke the Lord the God 


of Israel to anger, than all the kings of Israel that had been before him. 34 In his days 
did Chiel the Beth-elite build Jericho: with Abiram his first-born laid he the foundation 
thereof, and with Segub his youngest son set he up the gates thereof, according to the 
word of the Lord, which he had spoken by means of Joshua the son of Nun. 


17 
1 Then said Elijah the Tishbite, who was of the inhabitants of Gil'ad, unto Achab, As the 
Lord the God of Israel liveth, before whom I have stood, there shall not be in these years 
dew or rain, except according to my word. 2 And the word of the Lord came unto him, 
saying, > Go away from here, and turn thyself eastward, and hide thyself by the brook 
Kerith, which is to the east of the Jordan. 4 And it shall be, that out of the brook shalt 


thou drink; and the ravens have I ordained to sustain thee there. 5 And he went and did 
according to the word of the Lord; and he went and remained by the brook Kerith, that is 


to the east of the Jordan. ® And the ravens brought him bread and flesh in the morning, 
and bread and flesh in the evening: and out of the brook he used to drink. 7 And it came 
to pass after a while that the brook dried up; because there had been no rain in the land. 
8 And the word of the Lord came unto him, saying, ° Arise, go unto Zarephath, which 
belongeth to Zidon, and remain there: behold, I have ordained there a widow-woman 
to sustain thee. !°So he arose and went to Zarephath; and when he came to the gate 
of the city, behold, there was there a widow-woman gathering sticks of wood: and he 
called her, and said, Fetch me, I pray thee, a little water in a vessel, that I may drink. 
11 And as she went to fetch it, he called to her, and said, Bring me, I pray thee, a morsel 
of bread in thy hand. 12 And she said, As the Lord thy God liveth, I have nothing baked, 
but a handful of meal in a jar, and a little oil in a cruise: and, behold, I am gathering a 
couple of sticks, that I may go in and prepare it for me and my son; and when we have 
eaten it, we shall have to die. 13 And Elijah said unto her, Fear not; go and do as thou hast 
said; but make me thereof a little cake at first, and bring it out unto me, and for thee 
and for thy son shalt thou prepare [something] afterward. 14 For thus hath said the Lord 
the God of Israel, The jar of meal shall not fail, neither shall the cruise of oil diminish, 
until the day that the Lord giveth rain upon the face of the earth. 15 And she went and 
did according to the word of Elijah: and she, and he, and her household, did eat [many] 
days. 16 The jar of meal failed not, nor did the cruise of oil diminish, according to the 
word of the Lord, which he had spoken through means of Elijah. 17 And it came to pass 


after these events, that the son of the woman, the mistress of the house, fell sick; and 
his sickness became very severe, until that at length there was no breath left in him. 


18 And she said unto Elijah, What have I to do with thee, O man of God? thou art come 
unto me to call my sin to remembrance, and to slay my son! !9 And he said unto her, 
Give me thy son. And he took him out of her bosom, and carried him up into the upper 
chamber, in which he abode, and he laid him upon his own bed. 2° And he called unto the 
Lord, and said, O Lord my God, hast thou also brought evil upon the widow with whom I 
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sojourn, by slaying her son? 2! And he stretched himself out over the child three times, 
and called unto the Lord, and said, O Lord my God, let, I pray thee, the soul of this child 
return again within him. 22 And the Lord listened to the voice of Elijah: and the soul of 
the child returned into him, and he revived. 23 And Elijah took the child, and brought 
him down out of the upper chamber into the house, and gave him unto his mother; and 
Elijah said, See, thy son liveth. 24 And the woman said to Elijah, Now by this do I know, 
that thou art a man of God, and the word of the Lord in thy mouth is truth. 


18 


1 And it lasted many days, when the word of the Lord came to Elijah in the third year, 
saying, Go, show thyself unto Achab; and I will give rain upon the face of the earth. 2? And 
Elijah went to show himself unto Achab; and the famine was grievous in Samaria. 3 And 
Achab called 'Obadiah, who was the superintendent of the house;—(now ‘Obadiah feared 
the Lord greatly; 4 And it happened, when Izebel cut off the prophets of the Lord, that 
‘Obadiah took a hundred prophets, and hid them fifty each in one cave, and provided 
them with bread and water;) 5 And Achab said unto ‘Obadiah, Go through the land, unto 
all the springs of water, and unto all the brooks, peradventure we may find grass and 
keep alive horse and mule, that we lose not all the cattle. © So they divided between 
them the land to pass through it: Achab went one way by himself alone, and 'Obadiah 
went another way by himself alone. 7 And as 'Obadiah was on the way, behold, Elijah 
came toward him; and he recognized him, and fell on his face, and said, Art thou here 
indeed, my Lord Elijah? 8 And he said unto him, I am: go, say unto thy Lord, Behold, 
Elijah is here. 9 And he said, What have I sinned, that thou wouldst deliver thy servant 
into the hand of Achab, to slay me? 1° As the Lord thy God liveth, there is not a nation 
or kingdom whither my Lord hath not sent to seek thee; and when they said, He is not 
here: he caused that kingdom and nation to take an oath, that no one could find thee. 
11 And now thou sayest, Go, say unto thy Lord, Behold, here is Elijah. 12 And it may come 
to pass, that, when I go from thee, the spirit of the Lord may carry thee whither I know 
not; and when I come to inform Achab, and he cannot find thee, he will slay me; but I 
thy servant have feared the Lord from my youth. 13 Hath it not been told unto my Lord 
what I did when Izebel slew the prophets of the Lord, how I hid a hundred men of the 
prophets of the Lord, fifty each in one cave, and provided them with bread and water? 
14 And now thou sayest, Go say to thy lord, Behold, Elijah is here: and he will slay me. 
15 Then said Elijah, As the Lord of hosts liveth, before whom I have stood, surely today 
will I show myself unto him. 1° So 'Ohadiah went to meet Achab, and he told it to him; 
and Achab went to meet Elijah. 1” And it came to pass, when Achab saw Elijah, that Achab 


said unto him, Art thou he that troubleth Israel? 18 And he answered, I have not troubled 
Israel; but thou, and thy father's house, through your forsaking the commandments of 


the Lord, and because thou hast followed the Be'alim. 19 And now send, assemble unto 
me all Israel at Mount Carmel, and the prophets of Ba'al four hundred and fifty, and the 


prophets of the grove four hundred, who eat at the table of Izebel. 2° And Achab sent 
round among all the children of Israel, and he assembled the prophets at Mount Carmel. 
21 And Elijah approached unto all the people, and said, How long halt ye between the two 
opinions? if the Lord be the God, follow him; and if Ba'al—follow him. And the people 
answered him not a word. 2? And Elijah said unto the people, I have been left a prophet 
of the Lord by myself alone; but the prophets of Ba'al are four hundred and fifty men. 
23 Therefore let there be given unto us two bullocks; and let them choose for themselves 
the one bullock, and cut it in pieces, and lay it on wood, and put no fire to it: and I will 
prepare the other bullock, and lay it on wood, and put no fire to it. 4 And do ye call on the 
name of your god, and I will call on the name of the Lord: and it shall be that the God who 
answereth by fire, he shall be the [true] God. And all the people answered and said, The 
proposal is good. 25 And Elijah said unto the prophets of Ba'al, Choose you for yourselves 
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the one bullock, and prepare it first; for ye are the many; and call on the name of your 
god, but put no fire to it. 26 And they took the bullock which he had given to them, and 
they prepared it; and they called on the name of Ba'al from morning even until noon, 
saying, O Ba'al, answer us; but there was no voice, nor any answer: and they danced 
about the altar which had been made. 27 And it came to pass at noon, that Elijah mocked 
at them, and said, Call with a loud voice; for he is a god; either he is holding council, 
or he is busy in some pursuit, or he is on a journey; or peradventure he sleepeth, and 
may thus awaken. 28 And they called with a loud voice and cut themselves after their 
custom with knives and spears, till the blood gushed out over them. 29 And it came to 
pass, when midday was past, that they practised their follies until near [the time of] the 
offering of the evening-sacrifice; but there was neither voice, nor any answer, nor any 
perceptible sound. 3° And Elijah said unto all the people, Come near unto me: and all 
the people came near unto him; and he repaired the altar of the Lord that had been torn 
down. 31 And Elijah took twelve stones, according to the number of the tribes of the sons 
of Jacob, unto whom the word of the Lord was come, saying, Israel shall be thy name. 


32 And he built of the stones an altar in the name of the Lord; and he made a trench as 
great as would contain two seahs of seed round about the altar. 33 And he put in order the 


wood, and cut the bullock in pieces, and laid them on the wood, 34 And he said. Fill four 
jars with water; and they had to pour it on the burnt-offering, and on the wood: and he 
said, Do it the second time: and they did it the second time: and he said, Do it the third 
time; and they did it the third time. °° And the water ran round about the altar; and the 
trench also he filled with water. 3° And it came to pass, at [the time of] the offering of the 
evening-sacrifice, that Elijah the prophet came near, and said, O Lord, God of Abraham, 
of Isaac, and of Israel, this day let it be known that thou art God in Israel, and that I am 
thy servant, and that at thy word I have done all these things. 37 Answer me, O Lord, 
answer me, and let all this people know that thou, O Lord, art the [true] God, and thou 
wilt [then] have turned their heart back again. 38 And there fell a fire of the Lord, and 
consumed the burnt-offering, and the wood, and the stones, and the dust; and the water 
also that was in the trench did it lick up. 39 And when all the people saw this, they fell 
on their faces; and they said, the Lord—he is the God; the Lord—he is the God. 4° And 
Elijah said unto them, Seize the prophets of Ba'al; not one of them must escape; and 
they seized them: and Elijah brought them down to the brook Kishon, and slaughtered 
them there. 41 And Elijah said unto Achab, Go up, eat and drink; for there is a sound of 
abundance of rain. 42 So Achab went up to eat and to drink. And Elijah went up to the 
top of Carmel; and he cast himself down toward the earth, and put his face between his 
knees; 43 And he said to his servant, Go up, I pray thee, look in the direction of the sea. 
And he went up, and looked, and said, Not the least [is visible]. And he said, Go again, 
seven times. 44 And it came to pass at the seventh time, that he said, Behold, there is a 
little cloud like a man's hand arising out of the sea. And he said, Go up, say unto Achab, 
Harness up [thy chariot], and come down, that the rain may not detain thee. 4° And it 
came to pass in the mean while, that the heavens were blackened with clouds and wind, 
and there was a great rain. And Achab rode, and went to Yizre'el. 46 And the inspiration 
of the Lord came over Elijah, and he girded up his loins; and he ran before Achab up to 
the entrance of Yizre'el. 


19 
1 And Achab told Izebel all that Elijah had done, and withal that he had slain all the 
prophets with the sword. 2 Then sent Izebel a messenger unto Elijah, saying, So may 
the gods do to me, and may they thus continue, if about this time tomorrow I do not 
render thy life as the life of any one of them. 3 And when he saw this, he arose, and went 
for his life, and came to Beer-sheba', which belongeth to Judah, and he left his young 
man there. 4 But he himself went forward into the wilderness a day's journey, and he 
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came and sat down under a certain broom-bush: and he requested for himself to die; 
and he said, It is enough, now, O Lord, take away my soul; for I am not better than my 
fathers. > And he laid himself down and slept under a certain broom-bush, and, behold 
then, an angel was touching him, and said unto him, Arise, eat. © And he looked about, 


and, behold, there was at his head a cake baked on coals, and a cruise of water; and he 
ate and drank, and laid himself down again. 7 And the angel of the Lord came again, the 


second time, and touched him, and said, Arise, eat; because the journey is yet far for 
thee. 8 And he arose, and ate and drank; and he went on the strength of that eating forty 
days and forty nights unto the mount of God, Horeb. 9 And he came there unto a cave, 
and remained there over night: and, behold, the word of the Lord came to him, and said 
unto him, What dost thou here, Elijah? 1° And he said, I have been very zealous for the 
Lord, the God of hosts; for the children of Israel have forsaken thy covenant, thy altars 
have they thrown down, and thy prophets have they slain with the sword: and I am left 
by myself alone, and they have sought my life, to take it away. |! And he said, Go forth, 
and stand upon the mount before the Lord: and, behold, the Lord passed by, and a wind, 
great and strong, rending the mountains, and breaking in pieces the rocks [went] before 
the Lord; but not in the wind was the Lord: and after the wind was an earthquake: but 
not in the earthquake was the Lord; 12 And after the earthquake was a fire; but not in the 
fire was the Lord; and after the fire was the sound of a soft whisper. 13 And it came to 
pass, when Elijah heard it, that he concealed his face in his mantle, and went out, and 


stood in the entrance of the cave: and, behold, there came a voice unto him, and said, 
What dost thou here, Elijah? 14 And he said, I have been very zealous for the Lord, the 


God of hosts; because the children of Israel have forsaken thy covenant, thy altars have 
they thrown down, and thy prophets have they slain with the sword: and I am left by 
myself alone, and they have sought my life, to take it away. 1° And the Lord said unto 
him, Go, return on thy way to the wilderness of Damascus; and go, anoint Chazael to be 
king over Syria; © And Jehu the son of Nimshi shalt thou anoint to be king over Israel; 
and Elisha' the son of Shaphat of Abel-mecholah shalt thou anoint to be prophet in thy 
stead. 1” And it shall come to pass, that him that escapeth the sword of Chazael shall 
Jehu slay; and him that escapeth the sword of Jehu shall Elisha' slay. 18 And I will leave 
in Israel seven thousand, all the knees which have not been bent unto Ba'al, and every 
mouth which hath not kissed him. 19 And he departed thence, and found Elisha' the son 
of Shaphat, who was ploughing; twelve yoke of oxen were before him, and he was with 
the twelfth: and Elijah passed up to him, and cast his mantle toward him. 2° And he left 
the oxen, and ran after Elijah, and said, Let me, I pray thee, kiss but my father and my 
mother, and I will [then] follow thee: and he said unto him, Go, return; for what have I 
done to thee? 21 And he returned back from him, and took a yoke of oxen, and slew them, 
and with the instruments of the oxen he boiled the flesh for them, and he gave it unto 
the people, and they did eat; and then he arose, and went after Elijah, and ministered 
unto him. 


20 

1 And Ben-hadad the king of Syria assembled all his host together: and thirty and two 
kings were with him, and horses, and chariots; and he went up and besieged Samaria, and 
made war against it. 2? And he sent messengers to Achab the king of Israel into the city; 
3 And he said unto him, Thus hath said Ben-hadad, Thy silver and thy gold are mine; thy 
wives also and thy children, even the best, are mine. ¢ And the king of Israel answered 
and said, According to thy word, my Lord, O king, thine am I, and all that I have. 5 And the 
messengers returned, and said, Thus hath said Ben-hadad, to say [to thee], I have indeed 
sent unto thee, saying, Thou shalt give unto me thy silver, and thy gold, and thy wives, 
and thy children; © Nevertheless, about this time tomorrow will I send my servants unto 
thee, and they shall search through thy house, and the houses of thy servants; and it 
shall be, that whatsoever is pleasant in thy eyes, they shall place it in their hand, and 
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take it away. 7 Then did the king of Israel call for all the elders of the land, and said, Mark, 
I pray you, and see that this man seeketh mischief; for he hath sent unto me for my wives, 
and for my children, and for my silver, and for my gold, and I have not refused them to 
him. 8 And all the elders and all the people said unto him, Thou must not hearken, nor 
consent. ° Wherefore he said unto the messengers of Ben-hadad, Say to my lord the king, 
all that thou didst send for to thy servant at the first will I do; but this thing I am not able 
to do. And the messengers went away, and brought him word again. 1° And Ben-hadad 
then sent unto him, and said, May the gods do so unto me, and continue to do so, if the 
dust of Samaria shall suffice for handfuls for all the people that are in my train. 1! And 
the king of Israel answered and said, Speak, Let him that girdeth on the armor not boast 
himself as he that putteth it off. 12 And it came to pass, when he heard this message, as he 
was drinking, he and the kings in the pavilions, that he said unto his servants, Get ready 
for the attack. And they got ready for the attack against the city. 13 And, behold, there 
approached a certain prophet unto Achab the king of Israel, and said, Thus hath said the 
Lord, Hast thou seen all this great multitude? behold, I will deliver it into thy hand this 
day; and thou shalt know that I am the Lord. 14 And Achab said, By whom? And he said, 
Thus hath said the Lord, By means of the young men of the princes of the provinces. 
Then said he, Who shall order the battle? And he said, Thou. 45 He then numbered the 
young men of the princes of the provinces, and they were two hundred and thirty-two: 
and after them he numbered all the people, all the children of Israel, seven thousand 
strong. 16 And they went out at midday; while Ben-hadad was drinking himself drunk 
in the pavilions, he and the kings, the thirty and two kings that helped him. 17 And the 
young men of the princes of the provinces went out at first; and Ben-hadad sent out, 
and they told him, saying, Some men are come out of Samaria. 18 And he said, If they 
be come out for peace, catch them alive; and if they be come out for war, alive must 
ye catch them. !9 So these, the young men of the princes of the provinces, came out of 
the city, with the army which followed them. 2° And they slew every one his man; and 
the Syrians fled, and Israel pursued them: and Ben-hadad the king of Syria escaped on 
a horse with the horsemen. 2! And the king of Israel went out, and smote the horses 
and chariots, and inflicted on the Syrians a great defeat. 22 And the prophet approached 
unto the king of Israel, and said unto him, Go, strengthen thyself, and mark, and see what 
thou hast to do; for at the return of the year the king of Syria will come up against thee. 
23 And the servants of the king of Syria said unto him, Gods of the mountains are their 
gods; therefore they prevailed over us; but let us fight against them in the plain, [and 
see] whether we shall not prevail over them. 24 But do this thing, Remove the kings, 
every one from his place, and appoint governors in their rooms; 25 And thou, number 
for thyself an army, like the army that thou hast lost, horse for horse, and chariot for 
chariot: and we will fight against them in the plain, [and see] whether we shall prevail 
over them. And he hearkened unto their voice, and did so. 2° And it came to pass at the 
return of the year, that Ben-hadad numbered the Syrians, and went up to Aphek, to the 
war with Israel. 27 And the children of Israel were numbered, and provisioned, and went 
[out] against them: and the children of Israel encamped opposite to them like two little 
flocks of goats; but the Syrians filled the country. 28 And there approached the man of 
God, and spoke unto the king of Israel, and said, Thus hath said the Lord, Forasmuch as 
the Syrians have said, “A God of the hills is the Lord, but he is not God of the valleys”: 
will I deliver all this great multitude into thy hand; and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 
29 And they encamped one opposite the other for seven days. And it happened, that on 
the seventh day the battle took place: and the children of Israel smote the Syrians a 
hundred thousand men on foot in one day. 3° But those that were left fled to Aphek, into 
the city; but the city-wall fell upon the twenty and seven thousand men that had been 
left. And Ben-hadad fled, and came into the city, into an innermost chamber. *! And his 
servants said unto him, Behold now, we have heard that the kings of the house of Israel 
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are kindly kings; let us, we pray thee, put sackcloth on our loins, and ropes upon our 
heads, and go out to the king of Israel; peradventure he may save thy life. 32 So they 
girded sackcloth on their loins, and ropes on their heads, and came to the king of Israel, 
and said, Thy servant Ben-hadad hath said, I pray thee, let me live. And he said, Is he 
yet alive? he is my brother. 33 Now the men took it for a good sign, and hastened and 
caught at his word, whether it was his earnest; and they said, Thy brother Ben-hadad! 
But he said, Go ye, bring him. Then came Ben-hadad forth to him; and he caused him to 
come up into the chariot. 34 And he said unto him, The cities, which my father took from 
thy father, will I restore; and thou canst lay out for thyself streets in Damascus, as my 
father laid out in Samaria. “And I for my part will send thee away with this covenant.” 
So he made a covenant with him, and sent him away. 25 Anda certain man of the sons of 
the prophets said unto his companion, By the word of the Lord, smite me, I pray thee. 
But the man refused to smite him. 3° Then said he unto him, Forasmuch as thou hast not 
obeyed the voice of the Lord, behold, when thou goest away from me, a lion shall slay 


thee. And he went away from him, when a lion found him, and slew him. 37 Then he met 
with another man, and said, Smite me, I pray thee. And the man smote him, smiting and 
wounding [him]. 38 And the prophet then went, and placed himself before the king on 
the way, and disguised himself with a bandage over his eyes. 39 And as the king passed 
by, he cried unto the king, and said, Thy servant went out into the midst of the battle; 
and, behold, a man turned aside, and brought unto me a man, and said, Guard this man; 
if by any means he be missing, then shall thy life be [forfeit] for his life, or else thou shalt 
weigh me down a talent of silver. 4° But it happened as thy servant was Busy here and 
there, that he was gone. And the king of Israel said unto him, So is thy sentence: thou 
thyself hast decided it. 41 And he hastened, and removed the bandage from his eyes; and 
the king of Israel recognized him that he was one of the prophets. 42 And he said unto 
him, Thus hath said the Lord, Because thou hast let go out of thy hand the man whom 
I had caught in my net, therefore shall thy life be the forfeit for his life, and thy people 
for his people. #3 And the king of Israel went to his house low-spirited and displeased, 
and he came to Samaria. 


1 And it came to pass after these events, that Naboth the Yizre'elite had a vineyard, 
which was in Yizre'el, near the palace of Achab the king of Samaria. 2 And Achab spoke 
unto Naboth, saying, Give me thy vineyard, that it may serve me for a herb-garden, 
because it is near unto my house; and I will give thee in its stead a vineyard better than 
it; [or,] if it seem good in thy eyes, I will give thee the money, the value of the same. 
3 And Naboth said to Achab, Far be it from me before the Lord, that I should give the 
inheritance of my fathers unto thee. 4 And Achab came into his house low-spirited and 
displeased because of the word which Naboth the Yizre'elite had spoken to him, when 
he said, I will not give unto thee the inheritance of my fathers. And he laid himself 
down upon his bed, and turned away his face, and would eat no food. ° But Izebel his 
wife came to him, and spoke unto him, Why is thy spirit so sad! and why eatest thou 
no food? © And he said unto her, Because I spoke unto Naboth the Yizre'elite, and said 
unto him, Give me thy vineyard for money; or else, if it please thee, I will give thee a 
vineyard in its stead; but he hath said, I will not give unto thee my vineyard. 7 Then 
said unto him Izebel his wife, Dost thou now govern the kingdom of Israel? arise, eat 
bread, and let thy heart be merry: I will myself give thee the vineyard of Naboth the 


Yizre'elite. 8 So she wrote letters in Achab's name, and sealed them with his seal; and 
she sent the letters unto the elders and unto the nobles who were in his city, and who 


dwelt near Naboth. ° And she wrote in the letters, saying, Proclaim a fast, and cause 
Naboth to sit at the head of the people; 1° And seat two men, worthless fellows, opposite 
to him, and let them bear witness against him, saying, Thou hast blasphemed God and 
the king; and then lead him forth, and stone him, that he may die. 11 And the men of his 
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city, the elders and the nobles, those who dwelt in his city, did as Izebel had sent unto 
them, as was written in the letters which she had sent unto them. 12 They proclaimed 
a fast, and caused Naboth to sit at the head of the people. 13 And there came in two 
men, worthless fellows, and seated themselves opposite to him; and these worthless 
men testified against him, against Naboth, in the presence of the people, saying, Naboth 
hath blasphemed God and the king. Then they led him forth out of the city, and stoned 
him with stones, that he died. 14 And they sent to Izebel, saying, Naboth hath been 
stoned, and is dead. 15 And it came to pass, when Izebel heard that Naboth had been 
stoned, and was dead, that Izebel said to Achab, Arise, take possession of the vineyard 
of Naboth the Yizre'elite, which he refused to give thee for money; for Naboth is not 
alive, but dead. 1° And it came to pass, when Achab heard that Naboth was dead, that 
Achab rose up to go down to the vineyard of Naboth the Yizre'elite, to take possession 
of it. 17 And the word of the Lord came to Elijah the Tishbite, saying, 18 Arise, go down to 
meet Achab the king of Israel, who is in Samaria; behold he is in the vineyard of Naboth, 
whither he is gone down to take possession of it. 19 And thou shalt speak unto him, 
saying, Thus hath said the Lord, Hast thou murdered, and also taken possession? And 
thou shalt speak unto him, saying, Thus hath said the Lord, In the place where the dogs 
licked the blood of Naboth shall the dogs lick thy blood, yes, thine also. 2° And Achab 
said to Elijah, Hast thou found me, O my enemy? And he answered, I have found thee: 
because thou hast sold thyself to do what is evil in the eyes of the Lord. 2! Behold, I 
will bring evil upon thee, and I will sweep out after thee, and will cut off from Achab 
every male, and the guarded and fortified in Israel, 22 And I will make thy house like the 
house of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, and like the house of Ba'sha the son of Achiyah, for 
the provocation wherewith thou hast provoked [me] to anger, and induced Israel to sin. 
23 And also concerning Izebel hath the Lord spoken, saying, The dogs shall eat Izebel in 
the valley of Yizre'el. 24 Him that dieth of Achab in the city shall the dogs eat; and him 


that dieth in the field shall the fowls of the heavens eat. 25 But indeed there was none 
like unto Achab, who sold himself to do what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, to which 


Izebel his wife incited him. 2° And he acted very abominably in following the idols, in 
all things just as had done the Emorites, whom the Lord had driven out from before the 
children of Israel. 27 And it came to pass, when Achab heard these words, that he rent 
his clothes, and put sackcloth upon his flesh, and fasted, and slept in the sackcloth, and 
walked about barefooted. 28 And the word of the Lord came to Elijah the Tishbite, saying, 


29 Hast thou seen how Achab hath humbled himself before me? therefore, because he 
hath humbled himself before me, will I not bring the evil in his days: in the days of his 


son will I bring the evil upon his house. 


22 


1 And they remained [at rest] three years, there being no war between Syria and Israel. 
2 And it came to pass in the third year that Jehoshaphat the king of Judah came down to 
the king of Israel. 3 And the king of Israel said unto his servants, Know ye that Ramoth in 
Gil'ad is ours, and we remain idle, without taking it out of the hand of the king of Syria? 
4 And he said unto Jehoshaphat, Wilt thou go with me to the battle against Ramoth- 
gil'ad? And Jehoshaphat said to the king of Israel, I [will be] like thee, my people like 
thy people, my horses like thy horses. 5 And Jehoshaphat said unto the king of Israel, 
Inquire, I pray thee, today [first] of the word of the Lord. © Then assembled the king 
of Israel the prophets, about four hundred men, and said unto them, shall I go against 
Ramoth-gil'ad to battle, or shall I forbear? And they said, Go up; and the Lord will deliver 
[it] into the hand of the king. 7 And Jehoshaphat said, Is there not here a prophet of 
the Eternal besides, that we might inquire of him? 8 And the king of Israel said unto 
Jehoshaphat, There is yet one man, by whom we might inquire of the Lord; but I hate 
him; for he will never prophesy good concerning me, but evil: [it is] Michayhu the son 
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of Yimlah. And Jehoshaphat said, Let not the king say so. 9 Then called the king of Israel 
a certain officer, and said, Hasten hither Michayhu the son of Yimlah. 1° And the king 
of Israel and Jehoshaphat the king of Judah were sitting each on his throne, dressed in 
their regal garments, in a threshing-floor at the entrance of the gate of Samaria; and all 
the prophets prophesied before them. 1! And Zedekiah the son of Kena'anah had made 
himself horns of iron; and he said, Thus hath said the Lord, With these shalt thou push 
the Syrians, until thou have made an end of them. 1? And all the prophets prophesied so, 
saying, Go up to Ramoth-gil'ad, and prosper; and the Lord will deliver it into the king's 
hand. 13 And the messenger that went to call Michayhu spoke unto him, saying, Behold 
now, the words of the prophets are with one voice good for the king: do let thy word, 
I pray thee, be like the word of any one of them, and speak something good. 14 And 
Michayhu said, As the Lord liveth, truly, what the Lord may say unto me, that will I 
speak. 15 And when he was come to the king, the king said unto him, Michayhu, shall 
we go against Ramoth-gil'ad to battle, or shall we forbear? And he answered him, Go 
up, and prosper; and may the Lord deliver it into the hand of the king. 1° And the king 
said unto him, How many times yet must I adjure thee that thou shalt not speak to me 
anything but the truth in the name of the Lord? 17 And he said, I saw all Israel scattered 
over the mountains, as flocks that have not a shepherd: and the Lord said, These have 
no master; let them return every man to his house in peace. 18 And the king of Israel said 
unto Jehoshaphat, Did I not say unto thee that he would not prophesy concerning me 
any good, but [only] evil? 19 And he said, Therefore hear thou the word of the Lord, I saw 
the Lord sitting on his throne, and all the host of heaven standing by him on his right 
and on his left. 2° And the Lord said, Who will persuade Achab, that he may go up and fall 
at Ramoth-gil'ad! And one said, In this manner, and another said, In that manner. 21 And 
there came forth a spirit, and placed himself before the Lord, and said, I will persuade 
him. And the Lord said unto him, Wherewith? 22 And he said, I will go forth, and I will 
be a lying spirit in the mouth of all his prophets. And he said, Thou wilt persuade him, 
and also prevail: go forth, and do so. 23 And now, behold, the Lord hath put a lying spirit 
in the mouth of all these thy prophets; but the Lord hath spoken evil concerning thee. 
24 And Zedekiah, the son of Kena'anah, went near, and struck Michayhu on the cheek, 
and said, Which way passed the Spirit of the Lord away from me to speak with thee! 
25 And Michayhu said, Behold, thou shalt see it on that day, when thou shalt go into the 
innermost chamber to hide thyself. 2° And the king of Israel said, Take Michayhu, and 
carry him back unto Amon the governor of the city, and unto Joash the king's son; 2” And 
say, Thus hath said the king, Put this man in the prison, and feed him with sparing bread 
and with sparing water, until I come home in peace. 28 And Michayhu said, If thou return 
at all in peace, then hath the Lord not spoken through me. And he said, Hear it, O all ye 
nations! 29 So the king of Israel went up with Jehoshaphat the king of Judah to Ramoth- 
gil'ad. 3° And the king of Israel said unto Jehoshaphat, I will disguise myself, and enter 
into the battle; but do thou put on thy regal garments. And the king of Israel disguised 
himself, and went into the battle. 31 And the king of Syria had commanded the captains 
over his chariots, thirty-two [in number], saying, Fight neither with a small nor a great 
one, save only with the king of Israel alone. 32 And it came to pass, when the captains of 
the chariots saw Jehoshaphat, that they said, Surely this is the king of Israel. And they 
turned aside against him to fight: and Jehoshaphat cried out. 33 And it came to pass, 
when the captains of the chariots perceived that it was not the king of Israel, that they 
turned back from following him. 34 But a man drew his bow at a venture, and struck 
the king of Israel between the joints and the armor; wherefore he said unto his chariot- 
driver. Turn about, and carry me out of the camp; for I am wounded. 35 And the battle 
increased on that day; and the king was stayed up in his chariot against the Syrians; but 
he died in the evening: and the blood of the wound flowed down into the hollow of the 
chariot. 36 And there went a proclamation throughout the camp at the going down of the 
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sun, saying, Every man to his city, and every man to his own land. 37 So the king died, 
and was brought to Samaria; and they buried the king in Samaria. 38 And the chariot 
was washed out at the pool of Samaria; and the dogs licked up his blood, as they washed 
his armor: according to the word of the Lord which he had spoken. 39 Now the rest of 
the acts of Achab, and all that he did, and the ivory house which he built, and all the 
cities that he built, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings 
of Israel. 40 So Achab slept with his fathers: and Achazyahu his son became king in his 
stead. 41 And Jehoshaphat the son of Assa became king over Judah in the fourth year of 
Achab the king of Israel. 42 Jehoshaphat was thirty and five years old when he became 
king, and twenty and five years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was 
'Azubah the daughter of Shilchi. 42 And he walked in all the ways of Assa his father; he 
turned not aside from it, doing what is right in the eyes of the Lord: (22:44) Nevertheless 
the high-places were not removed; for the people still offered, and burnt incense on the 
high-places. 44 (22:45) And Jehoshaphat made peace with the king of Israel. 45 (22:46) 
Now the rest of the acts of Jehoshaphat, and his mighty deeds that he showed, and how 
he warred, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 
46 (22:47) And the remnant of the sodomites, that had been left in the days of his father 
Assa, did he put away out of the land. 47 (22:48) There was then no king in Edom: a deputy 
was king. 48 (22:49) Jehoshaphat made Tharshish-ships to go to Ophir for gold; but they 
went not; for the ships were wrecked at 'Ezyon-geber. 49 (22:50) Then said Achazyahu 
the son of Achab unto Jehoshaphat, Let my servants go with thy servants in the ships. 
But Jehoshaphat would not. 5° (22:51) And Jehoshaphat slept with his fathers, and was 
buried with his fathers in the city of David his father: and Jehoram his son became king 
in his stead. 5! (22:52) Achazyahu the son of Achab became king over Israel in Samaria in 
the seventeenth year of Jehoshaphat, the king of Judah; and he reigned over Israel two 
years. 52 (22:53) And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, and walked in the way of 
his father, and in the way of his mother, and in the way of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, 
who had induced Israel to sin. 53 (22:54) And he served Ba'al, and bowed down to him, 
and he provoked to anger the Lord the God of Israel, all just as his father had done. 
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The Second Book of the Kings 
Commonly Called the Fourth Book of the Kings 


1 Then did Moab rebel against Israel after the death of Achab. 2 And Achazyah fell 
down through the lattice in his upper chamber that was in Samaria, and became sick; 
and he sent messengers, and said unto them, Go, inquire of Ba'al-zebub the god of 'Ekron 
whether I shall recover from this sickness. 3 But an angel of the Lord spoke to Elijah the 
Tishbite, Arise, go up to meet the messengers of the king of Samaria, and say unto them, 
Is it because there is not a God in Israel, that ye go to inquire of Ba'al-zebub the god of 
'Ekron? 4 Now therefore, thus hath said the Lord, From the bed on which thou art gone 
up shalt thou not come down; for thou shalt surely die. And Elijah departed. ° And the 
messengers returned unto him, and he said unto them, Why is this that ye are already 
returned? © And they said unto him, There came up a man to meet us, and he said unto 
us, Go, return unto the king that hath sent you, and speak unto him, Thus hath said the 
Lord, Is it because there is not a God in Israel, that thou sendest to inquire of Ba'al-zebub 
the god of 'Ekron? therefore from the bed on which thou art gone up shalt thou not 
come down; for thou shalt surely die. 7 And he spoke unto them, What is the manner 
of the man who came up to meet you, and spoke unto you these words? 8 And they said 
unto him, He is a hairy man, with a girdle of leather girded about his loins. And he said, 
It is Elijah the Tishbite. 9 Then did he send unto him a captain of fifty with his fifty: and 
he went up to him, and, behold, he was sitting on the top of the mount; and he spoke 
unto him, O man of God, the king hath commanded, Come down. !° And Elijah answered 
and spoke to the captain of the fifty, And if I be a man of God, let a fire come down from 
heaven and consume thee and thy fifty. And there came down a fire from heaven, and 
consumed him and his fifty. 1! And he sent again unto him another captain of fifty with 
his fifty. And he commenced and spoke unto him, O man of God, thus hath the king said, 
Come down quickly. 12 And Elijah answered and spoke unto them, If I be a man of God, 
let a fire come down from heaven, and consume thee and thy fifty. And the fire of God 
came down from heaven and consumed him and his fifty. 13 And he sent again a captain 
of fifty the third time with his fifty. And the third captain of fifty went up, and came and 
bent down on his knees before Elijah, and besought him, and spoke unto him, 0 man of 
God, I pray thee, let my life and the life of these fifty thy servants be precious in thy eyes. 
14 Behold, there came down a fire from heaven, and consumed the two captains of the 
first fifties with their fifties; and now let my life be precious in thy eyes. 5 And the angel 
of the Lord spoke unto Elijah, Go down with him: be not afraid of him, and he arose, and 
went down with him unto the king. 16 And he spoke unto him, Thus hath said the Lord, 
Forasmuch as thou didst send messengers to inquire of Ba'al-zebub the God of 'Ekron, 
as though there were no God in Israel to inquire of his word: therefore from the bed on 
which thou art gone up shalt thou not come down; for thou shalt surely die. 17 And he 
died, according to the word of the Lord which Elijah had spoken; and Jehoram became 
king in his stead in the second year of Jehoram the son of Jehoshaphat the king of Judah; 
because he had no son. 18 Now the rest of the acts of Achazyahu which he did, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 


1 And it came to pass, when the Lord was about to take up Elijah by a storm-wind 
to heaven, that Elijah went out with Elisha' from Gilgal. 2 And Elijah said unto Elisha’, 
Remain, I pray thee, here; for the Lord hath sent me as far as Beth-el. But Elisha' said, As 
the Lord liveth, and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave thee. So they went down to Beth-el. 
3 And the sons of the prophets that were at Beth-el came forth to Elisha', and said unto 


1491 XRN 


2 Kings 2:4 339 2 Kings 3:4 


him, Knowest thou that today the Lord will take away thy master from thy head? And 
he said, I also know it; be still. 4 And Elijah said unto him, Elisha', remain, I pray thee, 
here; for the Lord hath sent me to Jericho. But he said, As the Lord liveth, and as thy soul 
liveth, I will not leave thee. So they came to Jericho. > And the sons of the prophets that 
were at Jericho came near to Elisha', and said unto him, Knowest thou that today the 
Lord will take away thy master from thy head? And he said, I also know it; be still. © And 
Elijah said unto him, Remain, I pray thee, here; for the Lord hath sent me to the Jordan. 
But he said, As the Lord liveth, and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave thee. So these two 
went on. 7 And fifty men of the sons of the prophets went, and stood opposite [to them] 
afar off: and those two stood by the Jordan. 8 And Elijah took his mantle, and folded 
it together, and smote the waters, and they were divided hither and thither, and they 
went, both of them, over on dry ground. ° And it came to pass, when they passed over, 
that Elijah said unto Elisha', Ask what I shall do for thee, before I shall be taken away 
from thee. And Elisha' said, Let there be, I pray thee, a double portion of thy spirit upon 
me. !0 And he said, Thou hast asked a hard thing: if thou see me when I am taken from 
thee, it shall be so [given] unto thee; but if not, it shall not be. 11 And it came to pass, 
as they went on, speaking as they were going, that, behold, there came a chariot of fire, 
and horses of fire, and parted them both asunder; and Elijah went up by a storm-wind to 
heaven. !2 And Elisha' saw it, and he cried, My father, my father, the chariot of Israel, and 


their horsemen. And he saw him no more; and he took hold of his clothes, and rent them 
in two pieces. 13 And he lifted up the mantle of Elijah that had fallen from him, and went 


back, and stood by the border of the Jordan; 14 And he took the mantle of Elijah that had 
fallen from him, and smote the waters, and said, Where is the Lord the God of Elijah? 
and when he also had smitten the waters, they parted hither and thither; and Elisha' 
passed over. 5 And when the sons of the prophets who were at Jericho, at a distance, 
saw him, they said, The spirit of Elijah Doth rest on Elisha'. And they came forth to meet 
him, and bowed themselves unto him to the ground. !¢ And they said unto him, Behold 
now, there are among thy servants fifty strong men; let them go, we pray thee, and seek 
thy master; peradventure the Spirit of the Lord hath taken him up, and cast him upon 
one of the mountains, or into one of the valleys. And he said, Ye must not send. 1” And 
they urged him till he was ashamed, when he said, Send. And they sent fifty men; and 
they sought three days, but found him not. 18 And they returned again to him, for he 
had remained at Jericho; and he then said unto them, Did I not say unto you, Ye should 
not go? 19 And the men of the city said unto Elisha', Behold, I pray thee, the situation of 
this city is good, as my Lord seeth; but the water is bad, and the land causeth untimely 
births. 2° And he said, Fetch me a new flask, and put salt therein: and they fetched it to 
him. 2! And he went forth unto the spring of the waters, and cast therein the salt, and 


said, Thus hath said the Lord, I have healed these waters; there shall not be from there 
any more death or untimely births. 22 So the waters were healed unto this day, according 
to the word of Elisha' which he spoke. 23 And he went up from there to Beth-el: and as he 
was going up by the way, there came forth young lads out of the city, and they mocked 
him, and said unto him, Go up, bald-head! go up, bald-head! 24 And he turned back, and 
looked on them, and cursed them in the name of the Lord; and there came forth two 
she-bears out of the forest, and tore of them forty and two boys. 25 And he went from 
there to mount Carmel, and from there he returned to Samaria. 


3 
1 And Jehoram the son of Achab became king over Israel in Samaria in the eighteenth 
year of Jehoshaphat the king of Judah, and he reigned twelve years. 2 And he did what is 
evil in the eyes of the Lord; but not like his father, and like his mother; and he removed 
the statue of Ba'al which his father had made. 3 Nevertheless unto the sins of Jerobo'am 
the son of Nebat, who had induced Israel to sin, did he cleave: he departed not therefrom. 
4 And Mesha' the king of Moab was a sheepmaster, and rendered as tribute unto the king 
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of Israel a hundred thousand lambs, and a hundred thousand rams, with the wool. 5 And 
it came to pass, when Achab was dead, that the king of Moab rebelled against the king 


of Israel. © And king Jehoram went out of Samaria at that time, and numbered all Israel. 
7 And he went and sent to Jehoshaphat the king of Judah, saying, The king of Moab hath 
rebelled against me: wilt thou go with me against Moab to battle? And he said, I will go 
up, I as thyself, my people as thy people, my horses as thy horses. 8 And he said, Which 
way shall we go up? And he said, The way through the wilderness of Edom. 9 So the king 
of Israel went with the king of Judah, and the king of Edom: and they took a circuitous 
route, a seven days' journey; and there was no water for the camp, and for the cattle 
that followed in their train. 1° And the king of Israel said, Alas! that the Lord hath called 
these three kings, to deliver them into the hand of Moab! 11 But Jehoshaphat said, Is 
there not here a prophet of the Lord, that we may inquire of the Lord from him? And 
there answered one of the king of Israel's servants and said, Here is Elisha' the son of 
Shaphat, who poured water on the hands of Elijah. 12 And Jehoshaphat said, The word 
of the Lord is with him. And there went down to him the king of Israel and Jehoshaphat 
and the king of Edom. !3 And Elisha' said unto the king of Israel, What have I to do with 
thee? go to the prophets of thy father, and to the prophets of thy mother. And the king of 
Israel said unto him, Not so; for the Lord hath called these three kings, to deliver them 


into the hand of Moab. 14 And Elisha' said, As the Lord of hosts liveth, before whom 
I have stood, surely, were it not that I regard the presence of Jehoshaphat the king of 


Judah, I would not look toward thee, nor see thee. 15 But now bring me a musician. And 
it came to pass, when the musician played, that the inspiration of the Lord came upon 
him. 16 And he said, Thus hath said the Lord, Make this valley full of ditches. !” For thus 
hath said the Lord, Ye shall not perceive wind, nor shall ye see rain; yet this valley shall 
be filled with water, that ye may drink, yourselves, and your flocks, and your cattle. 
18 And this is yet too light a thing in the eyes of the Lord; and he will also deliver the 
Moabites into your hand. !° And ye shall smite every fortified city, and every choice city, 
and every good tree shall ye fell, and all springs of water shall ye stop, and every good 
piece of land shall ye spoil with stones. 2° And it came to pass in the morning, at the 
time when the meat-offering is offered, that, behold, there came water by the way from 
Edom, and the country was filled with the water. 2! And when all the Moabites heard that 
the kings were come up to fight against them, they were called together from every one 
who was girded with a sword, and upward, and they posted themselves on the border. 
22 And when they rose up early in the morning, and the sun shone upon the water, the 
Moabites saw the water at a distance as red as blood. 23 And they said, This is blood; 
the kings have certainly had a contest among themselves, and they have smitten one 
another: and now, up to the spoil, Moab. 24 But when they came to the camp of Israel, 
the Israelites rose up and smote the Moabites, so that they fled before them; and they 
smote the Moabites completely, even in their own country. 25 And the cities they pulled 
down, and into every good piece of land they cast every man his stone, and filled it up, 
and every spring of water they stopped, and every good tree they felled, until they left 
only its stones in Kir-chareseth, and this the slingers encompassed and smote it. 26 And 
when the king of Moab saw that the battle was too strong for him, he took with him 
seven hundred men that drew the sword, to break through unto the king of Edom; but 
they could not. 27 Then took he his eldest son that should have reigned in his stead, and 
offered him for a burnt-offering upon the wall. And there was great indignation against 
Israel: and they departed from him, and returned to their land. 


4 


1 And a certain woman, of the wives of the sons of the prophets cried unto Elisha’, 
saying, Thy servant my husband is dead; and thou well knowest that thy servant was one 
who feared the Lord: and now the creditor is come to take my two sons unto himself for 
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servants. 2 And Elisha' said unto her, What shall I do for thee? tell me, what hast thou 
in the house? And she said, Thy hand-maid hath nothing in the house, save a pot of oil. 


3 And he said, Go, borrow for thyself vessels from abroad from all thy neighbors, empty 
vessels, let them not be a few. 4 And then go home, and lock the door behind thee and 
behind thy sons, and then pour out into all those vessels; and that which is full thou shalt 


set aside. 5 So she went from him, and locked the door behind her and behind her sons, 
who brought the vessels near to her, and she poured out. © And it came to pass, when 


the vessels were full, that she said unto her son, Bring near to me yet another vessel; 
and he said unto her, There is not a vessel more: and the oil stayed. 7 Then came she and 
told it to the man of God; and he said, Go, sell the oil, and pay thy debt, and thou with 
thy children shalt live of the rest. § And it happened one day, that Elisha' passed over 
to Shunem, and there was a great woman, and she constrained him to eat bread; and it 
happened, that as oft as he passed by, he used to turn in thither to eat bread. ? And she 
said unto her husband, Behold now, I perceive that this is a holy man of God, who passeth 
through by us continually. 1° Let us then make a little upper chamber, on the wall; and 


let us set for him there a bed, and a table, and a chair, and a candlestick: and it shall be, 
when he cometh to us, that he shall turn in thither. 1! And it happened one day, that 


he came thither, and he turned into the upper chamber, and lay there. !2 And he said to 


Gechazi his servant, Call this Shunammite: and he called her, and she stood before him. 
13 And he said unto him, Say now unto her, Behold, thou hast been at pains to take all 


this trouble for us: what is to be done for thee? wouldst thou be spoken for to the king, 
or to the chief of the army? And she said, I dwell in the midst of my own people. 14 And 
he said, What then is to be done for her? And Gechazi said, Verily, she hath no son, and 


her husband is old. 15 And he said, Call her: and he called her, and she stood in the door. 
16 And he said, At this season, next year, thou shalt embrace a son. And she said, No, my 


Lord, man of God, do not deceive thy hand-maid. 1” But the woman conceived, and bore 
ason at that season in the following year, as Elisha' had spoken unto her. 18 And the child 
grew up; and it happened one day, that he went out to his father to the reapers. 19 And 
he said unto his father, My head, my head: and he said to a lad, Carry him to his mother. 
20 And he took him up, and brought him to his mother, and he sat on her knees till noon, 
when he died. 21 And she went up, and laid him on the bed of the man of God, and locked 


the door behind him, and went out. 22 And she called unto her husband, and said, Send 
me, I pray thee, one of the young men, and one of the she-asses, that I may hasten as far 


as the man of God, and return. 73 And he said, Wherefore art thou going to him today? it 


is neither new moon, nor sabbath. And she said, It is well. 24 Then she saddled the she- 
ass, and said to her servant, Drive, and go forward; do not restrain me in riding, unless 


I say it to thee. 25 So she went and came unto the man of God to mount Carmel; and it 
came to pass, when the man of God saw her afar off, that he said to Gechazi his servant, 
Behold, yonder that Shunammite. 26 Now do run to meet her, and say unto her, Is it well 
with thee? is it well with thy husband? is it well with thy child? and she answered, It is 
well. 27 And she came to the man of God to the mount, and caught hold of his feet; and 
Gechazi came near to thrust her away; but the man of God said, Let her alone; for her 
soul is grieved within her; and the Lord hath hidden it from me, and hath not told it me. 
28 And she said, Did I request a son from my Lord? did I not say, Do not lead me astray? 
29 Then said he to Gechazi, Gird up thy loins, and take my staff in thy hand, and go thy 
way: if thou meet any man, thou shalt not salute him; and if any salute thee, thou shalt 
not answer him; and lay my staff upon the face of the lad. 3° And the mother of the lad 
said, As the Lord liveth, and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave thee. And he arose and 
followed her. 31 And Gechazi passed on before them, and laid the staff upon the face of 
the lad; but there was neither voice, nor perceptible sound; wherefore he went back to 
meet him, and told him, saying, The lad is not awakened. 32 And when Elisha' was come 
into the house, behold, the lad was dead, laid upon his bed. 33 And he went in and locked 
the door behind both of them, and prayed unto the Lord. 34 And he went up, and laid 
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himself upon the child, and put his mouth upon his mouth, and his eyes upon his eyes, 
and his hands upon his hands; and he stretched himself upon him: and the flesh of the 
child became warm. 25 Then he returned, and walked in the house to and fro; and went 
up, and stretched himself [again] upon him; and the lad sneezed as many as seven times, 
and the lad opened his eyes. 36 And he called Gechazi, and said, Call this Shunammite: 
so he called her, and she came in unto him; and he said, Take up thy son. 37 Then went 
she in, and fell at his feet, and bowed herself to the ground, and took up her son, and 
went out. 38 And Elisha' returned to Gilgal; and there was a famine in the land; and the 
sons of the prophets were sitting before him: and he said unto his servant, Set on the 
large pot, and seethe pottage for the sons of the prophets. 39 And one went out into the 
field to gather herbs, and found a wild vine, and gathered thereof wild colocynths his 
garment full, and came and cut them up into the pot of pottage; for they knew them not. 
40 And they poured it out for the men to eat; and it came to pass, as they were eating of 
the pottage, that they cried out, and said, Death is in the pot, O man of God. And they 
could not eat. 41 But he said, Then bring some meal. And he cast it into the pot; and he 
said, Pour it out for the people, that they may eat. And there was nothing bad in the pot. 
42 And there came a man from Ba'alshalishah, and brought unto the man of God bread 
of the first-fruits, twenty loaves of barley bread, and fresh ears of corn in his scrip: and 
he said, Give it unto the people, that they may eat. 43 And his servitor said, What, shall I 
set this before a hundred men? And he said, Give it unto the people, that they may eat; 
for thus hath said the Lord, They shall eat, and shall leave [thereof]. 44 So he set it before 
them, and they ate, and left thereof, according to the word of the Lord. 


1 And Na'aman, the captain of the army of the king of Syria, was a great man before 
his Lord, and highly honored; because by him had the Lord given victory unto Syria: and 
this man was valiant in war, [but] a leper. 2 And the Syrians had gone out in predatory 
troops, and had brought away captive out of the land of Israel a little maiden; and she 
waited on Na'aman's wife. 3 And she said unto her mistress, Oh that my Lord were but 
before the prophet that is in Samaria! then would he heal him of his leprosy. 4 And he 
went in, and told his lord, saying, Thus and thus hath spoken the maiden that is from 
the land of Israel. 5 And the king of Syria said, Go to, go, and I will send a letter unto the 
king of Israel. And he departed, and took with him ten talents of silver, and six thousand 
pieces of gold, and ten changes of garments. © And he brought the letter to the king of 


Israel, which said, And now when this letter cometh unto thee, behold, I have sent to 
thee Na'aman my servant, that thou mayest heal him of his leprosy. 7 And it came to 


pass, when the king of Israel read the letter, that he rent his clothes, and said, Am I God, 
to kill and to make alive, that this one doth send unto me to heal a man of his leprosy? 
for know to a certainty, I pray you, and see that he but seeketh a quarrel against me. 
8 And it happened, when Elisha' the man of God heard that the king of Israel had rent 
his clothes, that he sent to the king, saying, Wherefore hast thou rent thy clothes? let 
him but come to me, and he shall know that there is a prophet in Israel. 9 And Na'aman 


came with his horses and with his chariot, and remained at the door of the house of 
Elisha’. 1° And Elisha' sent a messenger unto him, saying, Go and bathe seven times in 


the Jordan, and thy flesh shall be restored [healthy] to thee, and thou shalt become clean. 
11 But Na'aman became wroth, and went away, and said, Behold, I had thought, He will 
surely come out to me, and stand, and call on the name of the Lord his God, and swing 
his hand over the place, and heal the leper. 12 Are not Amanah and Pharpar, the rivers 
of Damascus, better than all the waters of Israel? may I not bathe in them, and become 
clean? and he turned and went away ina rage. !° And his servants came near, and spoke 
unto him, and they said, My father, if the prophet had bidden thee a great thing, wouldst 


thou not do it? how much rather then, when he hath said to thee, Bathe, and become 
clean? 14 Then went he down, and dived seven times in the Jordan, according to the 
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word of the man of God: and his flesh was restored [healthy] like the flesh of a little boy, 
and he became clean. 15 And he returned to the man of God, he with all his camp, and 
came and stood before him, and said, Behold, now I know that there is no god on all 
the earth, but in Israel; and now, I pray thee, take a present from thy servant. !°But he 
said, As the Lord liveth before whom I have stood, I will take none: and he urged him 
to take it; but he refused. 17 And Na'aman said, If [thou wilt] not, [then] let there be 
given, I pray thee, unto thy servant two mules' burden of earth; for thy servant will not 
offer henceforth either burnt-offering or peace-sacrifice unto other gods, except unto 
the Lord. 18 For this thing may the Lord pardon thy servant, that when my Lord goeth 
into the house of Rimmon to prostrate himself there, and he leaneth on my hand, and I 
prostrate myself also in the house of Rimmon: when I prostrate myself in the house of 
Rimmon, may the Lord pardon thy servant for this thing. 19 And he said unto him, Go in 
peace: so he departed from him some distance. 2° But Gechazi, the servant of Elisha' the 
man of God, said, Behold, my master hath spared Na'aman, this Syrian, in not receiving 
from his hand what he had brought; but, as the Lord liveth, I will run after him, and take 
some little thing from him. 2! So Gechazi hurried after Na'aman; and when Na'aman 
saw him running after him, he lighted doom from the chariot to meet him, and said, Is 
[all] well? 22 And he said, [all] is well. My master hath sent me, saying, Behold, even 
now there are come to me from the mountain of Ephraim two young men of the sons of 
the prophets: do give them, I pray thee, a talent of silver, and two changes of garments. 
23 And Na'aman said, Give thy assent, take two talents. And he urged him, and bound up 
two talents of silver in two bags, with two changes of garments, and he gave them unto 
his two young men, and they carried them before him. 24 And when he came to the hill, 


he took them from their hand, and bestowed them in the house: and he dismissed the 
men, and they departed. 25 But he went in, and stood before his master. And Elisha' said 


unto him, Whence comest thou, Gechazi? And he said, Thy servant went not hither or 
thither. 26 And he said unto him, My mind was not gone, when the man turned round 
from his chariot to meet thee. Is it a time to take money, and to take garments, and 
oliveyards, and vineyards, and sheep, and oxen, and men-servants, and maid-servants? 
27 May then the leprosy of Na'aman cleave unto thee, and unto thy seed for ever. And he 
went out from his presence a leper [as white] as snow. 


6 


1 And the sons of the prophets said unto Elisha', Behold now, the place where we dwell 
before thee is too narrow for us. 2 Let us go, we pray thee, as far as the Jordan, and take 
thence every man one beam, and let us prepare for us there a place to dwell therein. 
And he said, Go. 3 And one said, Give thy assent, I pray thee, and go with thy servants. 
And he said, I will indeed go. 4 So he went with them; and they came to the Jordan, and 
they cut down trees. > But as one was felling a beam, the axe-head fell into the water: 
and he cried, and said, Alas, my Lord! it was also borrowed. © And the man of God said, 
Where did it fall? And he showed him the place. And he cut down a stick, and cast it 
in thither, and he caused the iron to swim. 7 And then said he, Lift it up to thee. And 
he stretched out his hand, and took it. 8 And the king of Syria made war against Israel, 
and took counsel with his servants, saying, In such and such a place shall be my camp. 
9 And the man of God sent unto the king of Israel, saying, Beware that thou pass not 
that place; for thither the Syrians are come down. !° And the king of Israel sent to the 
place, which the man of God had told him and warned him of, and he took care of himself 
there: not once nor twice. 1! Therefore the heart of the king of Syria was sorely troubled 
concerning this thing; and he called for his servants, and said unto them, Can ye not 
tell me who of us is for the king of Israel? 12 And one of his servants said, Not so, my 
Lord, O king; but Elisha', the prophet that is in Israel, can tell unto the king of Israel 
the words that thou mayest speak in thy sleeping-chamber. 13 And he said, Go and see 
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where he is, that I may send and fetch him. And it was told unto him, saying, Behold, 
he is in Dothan. 14 And he sent thither horses, and chariots, and a strong army: and 
they came by night, and surrounded the city. 15 And the servant of the man of God rose 
early, and went forth, when, behold, an army compassed the city both with horses and 
chariots. And his servant said unto him, Alas, my master! how shall we do? 16 And he 


said, Fear not: for those that are with us are more than those that are with them. 17 And 
Elisha' prayed, and said, O Lord, open, I pray thee, his eyes, that he may see. And the 


Lord opened the eyes of the young man: and he saw, and behold, the mountain was full 
of horses and chariots of fire round about Elisha’. 18 And when they came down to him, 
Elisha' prayed unto the Lord, and said, Smite, I pray thee, this people with blindness. 
And he smote them with blindness according to the word of Elisha’. 19 And Elisha' said 
unto them, This is not the way, neither is this the city: follow me, and I will lead you to 
the man whom ye wish to seek. And he led them thus to Samaria. 2° And it came to pass, 
when they were come into Samaria, that Elisha' said, Lord, open the eyes of these, that 
they may see. And the Lord opened their eyes, and they saw, and, behold, they were in 
the midst of Samaria. 21 And the king of Israel said unto Elisha', when he saw them, Shall 
I smite them? Shall I smite them, my father? 2? But he said, Thou shalt not smite them: 
wouldst thou smite those whom thou hast taken captive with thy sword and with thy 
bow? set bread and water before them, that they may eat and drink, and go [back] to 
their master. 23 And he prepared for them a great meal; and they ate and drank, and he 
sent them away, and they went [back] to their master. And the predatory bands of Syria 
came no more into the land of Israel. 24 And it came to pass after this, that Ben-hadad 
the king of Syria assembled all his camp, and went up, and besieged Samaria. 25 And 
there was a great famine in Samaria; and, behold, they besieged it, until an ass's head 
was sold for eighty pieces of silver, and the fourth part of a kab of dove's dung for five 
pieces of silver. 26 And it happened as the king of Israel was passing along upon the wall, 
that a woman cried unto him, saying, Help, my Lord, O king. 2” And he said, If the Lord 
do not help thee, whence shall I help thee? shall it be out of the threshing-floor, or out 
of the wine-press? 28 And the king said unto her, What aileth thee? And she said, This 
woman said unto me, Give up thy son, that we may eat him today, and my son we will 
eat tomorrow. 29 So we boiled my son, and ate him; but when I said unto her on the next 
day, Give up thy son, that we may eat him: she hid her son. °° And it came to pass, when 
the king heard the words of the woman, that he rent his clothes, as he was passing along 
upon the wall: and the people looked, and, behold, he had sackcloth beneath upon his 
flesh. 31 Then said he, May God do so unto me and continue so yet farther, if the head 
of Elisha' the son of Shaphat shall remain on him this day. 32 But Elisha' was sitting in 
his house, and the elders were sitting with him; and he sent a man from before him; but 
before the messenger could yet come to him, he said to the elders, See ye how this son 
of the murderer hath sent to remove my head? look, when the messenger cometh, shut 


the door, and hold him back with the door: is not the sound of his master's feet behind 
him? 33 And while he was yet speaking with them, behold, the messenger came down 


unto him: and he said, Behold, this evil is of the Lord; what shall I hope for in the Lord 
any longer? 


7 

1 Then said Elisha', Hear ye the word of the Lord: Thus hath said the Lord, About this 
time tomorrow a seah of fine flour shall be sold for a shekel, and two seahs of barley for 
a shekel, in the gate of Samaria. 2? Then answered the lord of the king, on whose hand 
he used to lean, the man of God, and said, Behold, will the Lord make windows in the 
heavens, that this thing shall be? And he said, Behold, thou shalt see it with thy eyes, 
but thereof shalt thou not eat. 3 And there were four leprous men at the entrance of the 
gate: and they said one to another, Why do we remain here until we die? 4If we say, We 
will enter into the city, then is the famine in the city, and we shall die there; and if we 
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remain here, we die [also]: now therefore come, and let us go over unto the camp of the 
Syrians; if they will let us live, we shall live; and if they kill us, we shall but die. 5 And 
they rose up in the twilight, to go unto the camp of the Syrians; and when they were 
come to the uttermost part of the camp of the Syrians, behold, there was no man there. 
6 For the Lord had caused the camp of the Syrians to hear a noise of chariots, and a noise 
of horses, the noise of a large army: and they said one to the other, Lo, the king of Israel 
hath hired against us the kings of the Hittites, and the kings of the Egyptians, to come 
upon us. 7 And they were arisen and fled in the twilight, and had left their tents, and 
their horses, and their asses, the camp as it was, and fled for their life. 8 And so came 
these lepers to the uttermost part of the camp, and they went into one tent, and ate and 
drank, and carried away thence silver, and gold, and garments, and went and hid them; 
and they returned, and entered into another tent, and carried away [something] thence, 
and went and hid it. 9 And then they said one to the other, We do not act correctly; this 
day is a day of good tidings; and if we remain silent, and tarry till the morning-light, we 
shall incur guilt: now then come, and let us go and tell it at the king's house. 1° So they 
went and called unto one of the gate-keepers of the city, and they told them, saying, We 
came to the camp of the Syrians, and, behold, there was no man there, nor the voice of 
man; but the horses were tied, and the asses were tied, and the tents as they had been. 
11 And he called the gate-keepers; and they told it at the king's house within. 12 And 
the king arose in the night, and said unto his servants, I can easily tell you what the 
Syrians have done to us: they know that we are hungry; and they are therefore gone out 
of the camp to hide themselves in the field, saying, If they should come out of the city, 
we will catch them alive, and enter into the city. 13 And one of his servants answered 
and said, Let some take, I pray thee, five of the horses that remain, which are left in the 
city, let it fare with them as with all the multitude of Israel that are left in it, [or] let it 
fare with them as with all the multitude of Israel that have perished: and let us send out 
and see. 14 And they took two chariots with horses; and the king sent after the camp of 
the Syrians, saying, Go and see. 15 And they went after them as far as the Jordan; and, 
lo, the whole way was full of garments and vessels, which the Syrians had cast away in 
their haste: and the messengers returned, and told it to the king. 1° And the people went 
out, and plundered the camp of the Syrians: and a seah of fine flour was to be had for a 
shekel, and two seahs of barley for a shekel, according to the word of the Lord. 17 And 
the king had appointed the lord on whose hand he used to lean to have the charge of 
the gate; and the people trod him down in the gate, and he died; as the man of God had 
spoken, which he spoke when the king came down to him. !8 And it came to pass as the 
man of God was speaking to the king, saying, Two seahs of barley for a shekel, and a 
seah of fine flour for a shekel, shall be about this time tomorrow in the gate of Samaria: 


19 That the Lord had answered the man of God, and said, Now, behold, if even the Lord 
were to make windows in the heavens, would such a thing be? And he had said, Behold, 


thou shalt see it with thy eyes, but thereof shalt thou not eat. 2° And it happened unto 
him so; for the people trod him down in the gate, and he died. 


8 


1 And Elisha' spoke unto the woman, whose son he had restored to life, saying, Arise, 
and go, thou and thy household, and sojourn wheresoever thou canst sojourn; for the 
Lord hath called for a famine, and it is also coming in the land for seven years. 2 And 


the woman arose, and did after the word of the man of God; and she went, she with her 
household, and sojourned in the land of the Philistines seven years. 3 And it came to pass 


at the end of seven years, that the woman returned out of the land of the Philistines; and 
she went forth to cry unto the king for her house and for her land. 4 And the king was just 
speaking with Gechazi the servant of the man of God, saying, Relate to me, I pray thee, 
all the great things that Elisha' hath done. > And it came to pass, as he was just relating 
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to the king how he had restored the dead to life, that, behold, the woman, whose son he 
had restored to life, cried to the king for her house and for her land. And Gechazi said, 
My lord, O king, this is the woman, and this is her son, whom Elisha' restored to life. 
6 And the king asked of the woman, who related it to him. So the king appointed unto 
her a certain officer, saying, Restore all that belongeth to her, and all the products of the 
field since the day that she left the land, even until now. 7 And Elisha' came to Damascus; 
and Ben-hadad, the king of Syria, was sick; and it was told him, saying, The man of God 
is come even hither. 8 And the king said unto Chazael, Take a present in thy hand, and go 
to meet the man of God, and inquire of the Lord from him, saying, Shall I recover from 
this sickness? 9 So Chazael went to meet him, and took a present in his hand, and all 
manner of good things of Damascus, a burden for forty camels, and he came and stood 
before him, and said, Thy son Ben-hadad the king of Syria hath sent me to thee, saying, 
Shall I recover from this sickness? 1° And Elisha' said unto him, Go, say unto him, Thou 
mayest certainly recover; nevertheless the Lord hath shown me that he shall surely die. 
11 And he restrained his countenance, and held back as long as he could: and then wept 
the man of God. !2 And Chazael said, Why doth my Lord weep? And he said, Because 
I know what evil thou wilt do unto the children of Israel: their strong-holds wilt thou 
set on fire, and their young men wilt thou slay with the sword, and their children wilt 
thou dash, and their pregnant women wilt thou rip up. 13 And Chazael said, But what is 
thy servant, the dog, that he should do this great thing? And Elisha' said, The Lord hath 
caused me to see thee as king over Syria. 14 So he went away from Elisha', and came to 


his master; who said to him, What hath Elisha' said to thee? And he said, he said to me 
that thou couldst surely recover. 5 And it came to pass on the morrow, that he took a 


cover lid, and dipped it in water, and spread it over his face, and he died: and Chazael 
became king in his stead. 1° And in the fifth year of Joram the son of Achab the king of 
Israel, Jehoshaphat being yet king of Judah, Jehoram the son of Jehoshaphat the king of 
Judah became king. !” Thirty and two years old was he when he became king, and eight 
years did he reign in Jerusalem. !8 And he walked in the way of the kings of Israel, as the 
house of Achab had done; for a daughter of Achab had he for wife: and he did what is evil 
in the eyes of the Lord. !9 Yet would the Lord not destroy Judah for the sake of David his 
servant, as he said unto him, to give him a government and to his children at all times. 
20In his days Edom revolted from under the power of Judah, and they appointed a king 
over themselves. 2! And Joram went over to Za'ir, and all the chariots were with him; and 
he rose up by night, and smote the Edomites who compassed him about, and the captains 
of the chariots: and the people fled unto their tents. 22 Yet Edom revolted from under 
the power of Judah even until this day; then did Libnah revolt at the same time. 23 And 
the rest of the acts of Joram, and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book of 
the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 24 And Joram slept with his fathers, and was buried 
with his fathers in the city of David: and Achazyahu his son became king in his stead. 
25 In the twelfth year of Joram the son of Achab the king of Israel became Achazyahu, 
the son of Jehoram the king of Judah, king. 2° Two and twenty years old was Achazyahu 
when he became king; and one year did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name 
was 'Athalyahu, the [grand-]daughter of 'Omri the king of Israel. 2” And he walked in the 
way of the house of Achab, and did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, like the house 
of Achab; for he was the son-in-law of the house of Achab. 28 And he went with Joram 
the son of Achab to the war against Chazael the king of Syria at Ramoth-gil'ad: and the 
Syrians smote Joram. 29 And king Joram returned to be healed in Yizre'el of the wounds 
which the Syrians had inflicted on him at Ramah, when he was fighting against Chazael 
the king of Syria. And Achazyahu the son of Jehoram the king of Judah went down to see 
Joram the son of Achab in Yizre'el, because he was sick. 
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1 And Elisha' the prophet called one of the children of the prophets, and said unto 
him, Gird up thy loins, and take this flask of oil in thy hand, and go to Ramoth-gil'ad: 
2 And when thou art come thither, look out there for Jehu the son of Jehoshaphat the 
son of Nimshi, and go in, and cause him to stand up from the midst of his brethren, and 
bring him in to the innermost chamber; 3 And thou shalt then take the flask of oil, and 
pour it on his head, and say, Thus hath said the Lord, I have anointed thee as king over 
Israel. Then must thou open the door, and flee, and not wait for any thing. 4So the young 
man, the disciple of the prophet, went to Ramoth-gil'ad. 5 And when he came, behold, 
the captains of the army were sitting; and he said, I have a word for thee, O captain. 
And Jehu said, For whom of all of us? And he said, For thee, O captain. ® And he arose, 
and went into the house: and he poured the oil on his head, and said unto him, Thus 
hath said the Lord the God of Israel, I anoint thee as king over the people of the Lord, 
over Israel. 7 And thou shalt smite the house of Achab thy master, that I may avenge 
the blood of my servants the prophets, and the blood of all the servants of the Lord, at 
the hand of Izebel. § And the whole house of Achab shall perish: and I will cut off from 
Achab every male, and the guarded and fortified in Israel; 9 And I will make the house 
of Achab like the house of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, and like the house of Ba'sha the 
son of Achiyah; !° And Izebel shall the dogs eat in the field of Yizre'el, with none to bury 
her. And he [then] opened the door, and fled. 11 But Jehu came forth to the servants 


of his Lord: and one said unto him, Is all well? wherefore came this madman to thee? 
And he said unto them, Ye yourselves know the man, and his talk. 12 And they said, It 


is false: only tell us, we pray thee. And he said, So and so did he speak to me, saying, 
Thus hath said the Lord, I anoint thee as king over Israel. 13 Then they hastened, and 
they took every man his garment, and put it under him on the top of the stairs; and 
they blew the cornet, saying, Jehu is king. 14 So Jehu the son of Jehoshaphat the son of 
Nimshi conspired against Joram. (Now Joram had kept guard at Ramoth-gil'ad, he and 
all Israel, because of Chazael the king of Syria. 15 But king Jehoram was returned to be 
healed in Yizre'el of the wounds which the Syrians had inflicted on him, when he was 
fighting with Chazael the king of Syria.) And Jehu said, If this be your mind, then let 
none that escapeth go forth out of the city to go to tell it in Yizre'el. 1° So Jehu rode ina 
chariot, and went to Yizre'el; for Joram was lying there. And Achazyah the king of Judah 
was come down to see Joram. 17 And the watchman stood on the tower in Yizre'el, and 
he saw the company of Jehu as he came; and he said, A company do I see, And Jehoram 
said, Take a horseman, and send out to meet them, and let him say, Is it peace? 18 So 
there went one riding on horseback to meet him, and said, Thus hath said the king, Is it 
peace? And Jehu said, What hast thou to do with peace? turn thee about behind me. And 
the watchman told, saying, The messenger came up to them, but he hath not returned. 


19 Then sent he out a second rider on horseback, who came to them, and said, Thus hath 
said the king, Is it peace? And Jehu answered, What hast thou to do with peace? turn 


thee about behind me. 2° And the watchman told, saying, He came up to them, but he 
hath not returned: and the driving is like the driving of Jehu the son of Nimshi; for he 
driveth as though he were mad. 2! And Jehoram said, Harness up. And his chariot was 
harnessed up. And Jehoram the king of Israel and Achazyahu the king of Judah went 
out, each in his chariot, and they went out to meet Jehu, and found him in the portion 
of land of Naboth the Yizre'elite. 22 And it came to pass, when Jehoram saw Jehu, that 
he said, Is it peace, Jehu? And he said, What peace can there be with the acts of incest 
of thy mother Izebel and her many witchcrafts? 23 And Jehoram turned about, and fled, 
and said to Achazyahu, Treachery, Achazyahu. 24 And Jehu grasped the bow with his full 
strength, and struck Jehoram between his arms, and the arrow went out at his heart, and 
he sunk down in his chariot. 25 Then said he to Bidkar his officer, Lift up, [and] cast him 
down in the part of the field that was Naboth's the Yizre'elite; for remember how that 
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I and thou rode alongside each other after Achab his father, when the Lord pronounced 
over him this fatal decree: 2° Surely I have seen yesterday the blood of Naboth, and the 
blood of his sons, saith the Lord; and I will repay thee in this part of the field, saith 
the Lord. And now lift up, [and] cast him down into the field, according to the word of 
the Lord. 27 And when Achazyahu the king of Judah saw this, he fled by the way of the 
garden-house; but Jehu pursued after him, and said, Also him smite in the chariot. [And 
they did so] on the ascent to Gur, which is by Yible'am. And he fled to Megiddo, and died 
there. 28 And his servants carried him in a chariot to Jerusalem, and buried him in his 
sepulchre with his fathers in the city of David. 29 And in the eleventh year of Joram the 
son of Achab became Achazyah king over Judah. 3° And Jehu came to Yizre'el; and when 
Izebel heard of it, she painted her eyes, and ornamented her head, and looked out at the 
window. 31 And as Jehu entered in at the gate, she said, Is it peace, O Zimri, who hath 
slain his master? 32 And he lifted up his face to the window, and said, Who is on my side? 
who? And there looked out to him two or three chamberlains. 33 And he said, Pitch her 
down. So they pitched her down: and some of her blood was sprinkled on the wall, and 


on the horses; and he trod her under foot. 34 And he came in, and ate and drank; and 
then said he, Look, I pray you, after this accursed one, and bury her; for she is a king's 


daughter. 35 And they went to bury her: but they found nothing of her but the skull, and 
the feet, and the palms of the hands. 3° And they returned, and told him; and he said, 
It is the word of the Lord, which he spoke by means of his servant Elijah the Tishbite, 
saying, In the field of Yizre'el shall the dogs eat the flesh of Izebel: 37 And the carcass of 
Izebel shall be as dung upon the face of the field in the portion of Yizre'el; so that they 
shall not say, This is Izebel. 


1 And Achab had seventy sons in Samaria. And Jehu wrote letters and sent them to 
Samaria, unto the rulers of Yizre'el, the elders, and to those that brought up Achab's 
children, saying, 2 And now as soon as this letter cometh to you, seeing that there are 
with you your master's sons, and there are with you the chariots and the horses, and the 
fortified city, and the armor: ? Select then the best and the most fitting of your master's 
sons, and set him on his father's throne, and fight for your master's house. 4 But they 
were exceedingly much afraid, and said, Behold, the two kings could not stand before 
him: how then shall we be able to stand? > And the superintendent over the house, and 
the commander over the city, and the elders, and the bringers up of the children, sent 
to Jehu, saying, We are thy servants, and all that thou mayest say unto us will we do; we 
will not set up any one as king: do what is good in thy eyes. © Then wrote he to them 
a letter the second time, saying, If ye be for me, and if ye will hearken unto my voice, 
then take the heads of the men, your master's sons, and come to me to Yizre'el by this 
time tomorrow. Now the king's sons, seventy persons, were with the great men of the 
city, who brought them up. 7 And it came to pass, when the letter came to them, that 
they took the king's sons and slaughtered them, seventy persons, and put their heads 
in baskets, and sent them to him to Yizre'el. 8 And the messenger came, and told him, 
saying, They have brought the heads of the king's sons. And he said, Place ye them 
in two heaps at the entrance of the gate until the morning. ° And it came to pass in the 
morning, that he went out, and stood, and said to all the people, Ye are righteous: behold, 
I conspired against my master, and slew him; but who hath killed all these? 1° Know now 
that there shall not fall of the word of the Lord unto the earth, the least that the Lord 
hath spoken concerning the house of Achab; and the Lord hath done that which he spoke 
by means of his servant Elijah. }! And Jehu smote all that yet remained of the house of 
Achab in Yizre'el, and all his great men, and his acquaintance, and his priests, until he 
had left him none that escaped. 12 And he arose and departed, and came to Samaria; he 
was just at the binding-house of the shepherds, on the way: 13 When Jehu met with the 
brothers of Achazyahu the king of Judah, and he said, Who are ye? And they said, The 
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brothers of Achazyahu are we; and we are come down to salute the children of the king 
and the children of the queen. 14 And he said, Seize them alive. And they seized them 
alive, and slaughtered them at the pit of the binding-house, two and forty men; and he 
left not one of them remaining. 15 And he went away thence, and met Yehonadab the 
son of Rechab coming to meet him: and he saluted him, and said to him, Is all right in 
thy heart, as my heart is with thy heart? And Yehonadab answered, It is; it is: give me 
thy hand. And he gave him his hand; and he took him up to him into the chariot. 1° And 
he said, Come with me, and behold my zeal for the Lord. So they made him ride in his 
chariot. 17 And when he came to Samaria, he smote all that yet remained unto Achab in 
Samaria, till he had exterminated him, according to the word of the Lord which he had 
spoken to Elijah. 18 And Jehu assembled all the people, and said unto them, Achab hath 
served Ba'al a little: Jehu will serve him much. 19 And now call unto me all the prophets 
of Ba'al, all his worshippers, and all his priests: let no one be missing; for I have a great 
sacrifice to make for Ba'al; whosoever will be missing, shall not live. But Jehu did it in 
subtilty, in order to destroy the worshippers of Ba'al. 2° And Jehu said, Sanctify a solemn 
assembly for Ba'al. And they proclaimed it. 21 And Jehu sent throughout all Israel: and 
there came all the worshippers of Ba'al, so that there was not a man remaining that came 
not; and they came into the house of Ba'al; and the house of Ba'al was full from one end 
to another. 22 And he said unto him that was over the wardrobe, Bring forth vestments 
for all the worshippers of Ba'al. And he brought forth for them the vestments. 23 And 
Jehu went, with Yehonadab the son of Rechab, into the house of Ba'al, and he said unto 
the worshippers of Ba'al, Search, and look that there be not here with you any of the 
servants of the Lord, but the worshippers of Ba'al entirely alone. 24 And they went in to 
prepare sacrifices and burnt-offerings; but Jehu had set for himself without eighty men, 
and said, [If there be] a man that escapeth from the men whom | deliver into your hands, 
[there shall be given] life for his life. 25 And it came to pass, as soon as they had made an 
end of preparing the burnt-offering, that Jehu said to the runners and to the officers, Go 
in, smite them: let none come forth. And they smote them with the edge of the sword; 
and the runners and the captains cast them out, and went as far as the city of the house 
of Ba'al. 26 And they brought forth the statues out of the house of Ba'al, and burnt every 
one of them. 2” And they broke down the statue of Ba'al, and broke down the house of 
Ba'al, and made it a common sewer unto this day. 28 Thus Jehu exterminated Ba'al out 
of Israel. 29 Nevertheless the sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to 
sin, Jehu departed not from in following them, [namely,] the golden calves that were in 
Beth-el, and that were in Dan. 3° And the Lord said unto Jehu, Forasmuch as thou hast 
acted well in doing what is right in my eyes, and hast done in accordance with all that 
was in my heart unto the house of Achab: children of the fourth generation after thee 
shall sit upon the throne of Israel. 31 But Jehu took no heed to walk in the law of the Lord 
the God of Israel with all his heart: he departed not from the sins of Jerobo'am, who 
induced Israel to sin. 32 In those days the Lord began to cut Israel short; and Chazael 
smote them in all the boundary of Israel; 33 From the Jordan to the rising of the sun, 


all the land of Gil'ad, the Gadites, and the Reubenites, and the Menassites, from 'Aro'er 
which is by the river Arnon, both Gil'ad and Bashan. 34 Now the rest of the acts of Jehu, 


and all that he did, and all his mighty deeds, behold, they are written in the book of the 
chronicles of the kings of Israel. 35 And Jehu slept with his fathers, and they buried him 
in Samaria. And Jehoachaz his son became king in his stead. 3° And the time that Jehu 
reigned over Israel in Samaria was twenty and eight years. 


11 


1 And when 'Athalyah the mother of Achazyahu saw that her son was dead, she arose 
and destroyed all the seed royal. 2 But Yehosheba', the daughter of king Joram, the sister 
of Achazyahu, took Joash the son of Achazyahu, and stole him away from among the 
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king's sons that were slain, him and his nurse into the bed-chamber: and they hid him 
from 'Athalyah, so that he was not slain. 3 And he was with her in the house of the Lord 
hidden for six years, while 'Athalyah was reigning over the land. 4 And in the seventh 
year Yehoyada' sent and fetched the rulers over the hundreds, of the guards and the 
runners, and brought them to him into the house of the Lord, and made a covenant 
with them, and made them swear in the house of the Lord, and showed them the king's 
son. 5 And he commanded them, saying, This is the thing that ye shall do: A third part 
of you that enter in on the sabbath shall even be keeping watch in the king's house; 
6 And a third part shall be at the gate of Sur; and a third part at the gate behind the 
runners; so shall ye keep watch at the house, as a defence. 7 And two parts of you all 
that are relieved on the sabbath, even they shall keep watch in the house of the Lord 
about the king. 8 And ye shall encompass the king round about, every man with his 
weapons in his hand; and he that cometh within the ranges shall be put to death: and 
be ye with the king when he goeth out and when he cometh in. 9 And the captains over 
the hundreds did in accordance with all that Yohayada' the priest had commanded: and 
they took every man his men that came in on the sabbath, with those that were to be 
relieved on the sabbath, and came to Yehoyada' the priest. 1° And the priest gave to the 
captains over the hundred the spears and shields that had belonged to king David, that 
were in the house of the Lord. 11 And the runners stood every man with his weapons 
in his hand, from the right side of the house to the left side of the house, by the altar 
and within, round about the king. 12 And he brought forth the king's son, and put the 
crown upon him, and [gave him] the testimony, and they made him king, and anointed 
him; and they clapped their hands, and said, Long live the king. 13 And when 'Athalyah 
heard the noise of the runners [and] of the people, she came to the people in the house 
of the Lord. 44 And she looked, and, behold, the king stood upon a stand, according to 
custom, and the princes and the trumpeters were by the king, and all the people of the 
land were rejoicing, and blowing with trumpets: and 'Athalyah then rent her clothes, 
and cried, Conspiracy! conspiracy! 15 But Yehoyada' the priest commanded the captains 
of the hundreds, the commanders of the army, and said unto them, Lead her forth to 
within the ranges: and him that followeth her put to death with the sword. For the 
priest had said, She shall not be slain in the house of the Lord. 16 And they made way for 
her; and she went by the way of the entrance of the horses into the king's house: and 
she was put to death there. 1” And Yehoyada' made a covenant between the Lord and 
between the king and between the people, that they should be a people unto the Lord; 
and between the king and between the people. !8 And then came all the people of the 
land into the house of Ba'al, and pulled it down: his altars and his images they broke in 
pieces thoroughly, and Mattan the priest of Ba'al they slew before the altars. And the 
priest appointed superintendents over the house of the Lord. !9 And he took the chiefs 
over hundreds, and the guards, and the runners, and all the people of the land, and they 
brought down the king from the house of the Lord, and came by the way of the gate of 
the runners to the king's house: and he sat on the throne of the kings. 2° And all the 
people of the land rejoiced, and the city was quiet; but 'Athalyah they had slain with the 
sword at the king's house. 2! (12:1) Seven years old was Jehoash when he became king. 


1 (12:2) In the seventh year of Jehu became Jehoash king; and forty years did he reign 
in Jerusalem; and the name of his mother was Zibyah of Beer-sheba'. 2(12:3) And Jehoash 
did what is right in the eyes of the Lord all his days, that Yehoyada' the priest instructed 
him. 3 (12:4) Only the high-places were not removed: the people as yet sacrificed and 
burnt incense on the high-places. 4 (12:5) And Jehoash said to the priests, all the money 
of the dedicated things that may be brought into the house of the Lord, the money of 
every one that passeth the numbering, the money any man is valued at, and all the 
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money that cometh into any man's heart to bring into the house of the Lord, 5 (12:6) 
The priests shall take to themselves, every man from his acquaintance; and they shall 
repair the breaches of the house, wheresoever any breach may be found. © (12:7) But 
it happened, that in the three and twentieth year of king Jehoash the priests had not 
repaired the breaches of the house. 7 (12:8) Then called king Jehoash for Yehoyada' the 
priest, and the [other] priests, and he said unto them, Wherefore do ye not repair the 
breaches of the house? and now ye shall take no more money from your acquaintances, 
but ye shall give it up [at once] for the breaches of the house. 8 (12:9) And the priests 
consented neither to take any more money from the people, nor to repair the breaches 
of the house. 9 (12:10) But Yehoyada' the priest took a chest, and bored a hole in its lid, 
and he placed it beside the altar, on the right side as one cometh into the house of the 
Lord: and the priests that kept watch at the threshold put therein all the money, that 
was brought into the house of the Lord. !° (12:11) And it happened, when they saw that 
there was much money in the chest, that the king's scribe and the high-priest came up, 
and they put up in bags, after having counted, the money that was found in the house 
of the Lord. 1 (12:12) And they gave the money, after it was counted, into the hands of 
those who overlooked the workmen, that had been appointed as overseers of the house 
of the Lord: and they laid it out to the carpenters and to the builders, that wrought on 
the house of the Lord, !2 (12:13) And to the masons, and the hewers of stone, and for 
the purchase of timber and hewn stones to repair the breaches of the house of the Lord, 
and for all that was laid out for the house to repair it. 13 (12:14) Nevertheless there were 
not made for the house of the Lord bowls of silver, knives, basins, trumpets, all kinds of 
vessels of gold, or vessels of silver, from the money that was brought into the house of the 
Lord; 14 (12:15) But they gave it to those who overlooked the workmen, and they repaired 
therewith the house of the Lord. 15 (12:16) And they reckoned not with the men, into 
whose hand they delivered the money to give it to those who overlooked the workmen; 
for they acted in good faith. 1° (12:17) The money for trespass-offerings and the money 
for sin-offerings was not brought into the house of the Lord: it belonged to the priests. 
17 (12:18) At that time Chazael the king of Syria went up, and fought against Gath, and 
captured it: and Chazael directed his face to go up against Jerusalem. 18 (12:19) Then 
took Jehoash the king of Judah all the hallowed things that Jehoshaphat, Jehoram, and 
Achazyahu, his fathers, the kings of Judah, had dedicated, and his own hallowed things, 
and all the gold that was found in the treasures of the house of the Lord, and in the 
king's house, and sent it to Chazael the king of Syria: and he withdrew from Jerusalem. 
19 (12:20) And the rest of the acts of Joash, and all that he did, behold, they are written 
in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 2° (12:21) And his servants arose, 
and formed a conspiracy, and smote Joash in Beth-millo, which [lieth on the road] that 
goeth down to Silla. 21 (12:22) And Yozachar the son of Shim'ath, and Yehozabad the son 
of Shomer, his servants, smote him, and he died; and they buried him with his fathers 
in the city of David: and Amazyah his son became king in his stead. 


13 

1 In the three and twentieth year of Joash the son of Achazyahu the king of Judah 
became Jehoachaz the son of Jehu king over Israel in Samaria [for] seventeen years. 2 And 
he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, and followed the sins of Jerobo'am the son of 
Nebat, who induced Israel to sin: he departed not therefrom. 3 And the anger of the 
Lord was kindled against Israel; and he gave them up into the hand of Chazael the king 
of Syria, and into the hand of Ben-hadad the son of Chazael, all the time. 4 And Jehoachaz 
besought the Lord; and the Lord hearkened unto him; for he saw the oppression of Israel, 
how the king of Syria oppressed them. 5(And the Lord gave Israel a deliverer, so that they 
came out from under the power of the Syrians: and the children of Israel dwelt in their 
tents, as in times past. © Nevertheless they departed not from the sins of the house of 


1504 XRN 


2 Kings 13:7 352 2 Kings 14:6 


Jerobo'am, who induced Israel to sin, therein the people walked: and the Asherah also 
remained standing in Samaria.) 7 For he had left of people to Jehoachaz none but fifty 
horsemen, and ten chariots, and ten thousand men on foot; for the king of Syria had 
destroyed them, and had made them like the dust at threshing. 8 Now the rest of the 
acts of Jehoachaz, and all that he did, and his mighty deeds, behold, they are written in 
the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 9 And Jehoachaz slept with his fathers; 
and they buried him in Samaria: and Joash his son became king in his stead. 1° In the 
thirty and seventh year of Joash the king of Judah became Jehoash the son of Jehoachaz 
king over Israel in Samaria, [for] sixteen years. 11 And he did what is evil in the eyes of 
the Lord; he departed not from all the sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced 
Israel to sin: therein he walked. 12 And the rest of the acts of Joash, and all that he did, 
and his mighty deeds wherewith he fought against Amazyah the king of Judah, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 13 And Joash slept 
with his fathers; and Jerobo'am sat upon his throne: and Joash was buried in Samaria 
with the kings of Israel. 14 Now Elisha! was fallen sick of his sickness whereof he had to 
die. And Joash the king of Israel came down unto him, and wept over his face, and said, O 
my father, my father, the chariot of Israel, and their horsemen. 15 And Elisha' said unto 
him, Fetch a bow and arrows. And he fetched unto him a bow and arrows. 16 And he 
said to the king of Israel, Place thy hand upon the bow. And he placed his hand [upon 
it]: and Elisha' laid his hands upon the king's hands. 17 And he said, Open the window 
eastward. And he opened it. Then said Elisha', Shoot. And he shot. And he said, The 
arrow of victory from the Lord, and the arrow of victory over Syria; and thou shalt smite 
the Syrians in Aphek, till they be consumed. 18 And he said, Take the arrows. And he took 
them. And he said unto the king of Israel, Strike upon the ground. And he struck three 
times, and stopped. !° And the man of God was angry with him, and said, Thou shouldst 
have struck five or six times; then wouldst thou have smitten the Syrians till they had 
been consumed: whereas now thou shalt smite the Syrians three times. 2° And Elisha' 
died, and they buried him. And the predatory bands of Moabites frequently invaded the 
land at the coming in of the year. 21 And it came to pass, as they were burying a man, that, 
behold, they saw the band; and they cast down the man into the sepulchre of Elisha': and 
as the man came, and touched the bones of Elisha', he revived, and rose up on his feet. 
22 But Chazael the king of Syria oppressed Israel all the days of Jehoachaz. 23 And the 
Lord became gracious unto them, and had mercy on them, and turned his regard unto 
them, because of his covenant with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and would not destroy 
them, and he cast them not off from his presence even until now. 24 And Chazael the 
king of Syria died: and Ben-hadad his son became king in his stead. 2° And Jehoash the 
son of Jehoachaz took again the cities out of the power of Ben-hadad the son of Chazael, 
which he had taken out of the power of Jehoachaz his father in the war. Three times did 
Joash beat him, and he recovered the cities of Israel. 


14 


1 Tn the second year of Joash the son of Joachaz the king of Israel became Amazyahu, 
the son of Joash the king of Judah, king. 2 Twenty and five years was he old when he 
became king, and twenty and nine years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's 
name was Yeho'addan of Jerusalem. 3 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, 
yet not like David his father: in accordance with all that Joash his father had done, [so] 
did he. Nevertheless the high-places were not removed: as yet the people sacrificed and 
burnt incense on the high-places. ° And it came to pass, when the kingdom was firmly 
established in his hand, that he slew his servants who had slain the king his father. ° But 
the children of the murderers he put not to death: as it is written in the book of the law 
of Moses, that the Lord commanded, saying, The fathers shall not be put to death for the 
children, nor shall the children be put to death for the fathers; but every man shall be put 


1505 XRN 


2 Kings 14:7 353 2 Kings 15:4 


to death for his own sin. 7 He it was that smote of Edom in the valley of salt ten thousand 
men, and seized Sela' in the war, and called its name Yoktheel until this day. Then sent 
Amazyah messengers to Jehoash, the son of Jehoachaz the son of Jehu, the king of Israel, 
saying, Come, let us look one another in the face. 9 And Jehoash the king of Israel sent 
to Amazyahu the king of Judah, saying, The thornbush that was in the Lebanon sent to 
the cedar that was in the Lebanon, saying, Give thy daughter to my son for wife. And 
there passed along the wild beasts that were in Lebanon, and trod down the thornbush. 
10 Thou hast indeed smitten Edom, and thy heart hath lifted thee up: keep thy glory 
and stay in thy house; and why wilt thou meddle with misfortune, that thou mayest fall, 
thou, and Judah with thee? !1 But Amazyahu would not hear. Therefore Jehoash the king 
of Israel went up; and he and Amazyahu the king of Judah looked one another in the face 
at Beth-shemesh, which belongeth to Judah. 12 And Judah was defeated before Israel; and 
they fled every man to his tents. 13 And Jehoash the king of Israel caught Amazyahu the 
king of Judah, the son of Jehoash, the son of Achazyahu, at Beth-shemesh; and he came 
to Jerusalem, and made a breach in the wall of Jerusalem from the gate of Ephraim unto 
the corner-gate, four hundred cubits. 14 And he took all the gold and the silver, and all 
the vessels that were found in the house of the Lord, and in the treasures of the king's 
house, and the children of the chiefs as hostages, and returned to Samaria. 15 Now the 
rest of the acts of Jehoash which he did, and his mighty deeds, and how he fought with 
Amazyahu the king of Judah, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of 
the kings of Israel. 1° And Jehoash slept with his fathers, and was buried in Samaria with 
the kings of Israel: and Jerobo'am his son became king in his stead. 17 And Amazyahu 
the son of Joash the king of Judah lived after the death of Jehoash, the son of Jehoachaz 
the king of Israel, fifteen years. 18 And the rest of the acts of Amazyahu, behold, they 
are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 19 Now they raised a 
conspiracy against him in Jerusalem: wherefore he fled to Lachish; but they sent after 
him to Lachish, and slew him there. 2° And they brought him on horses: and he was 
buried at Jerusalem with his fathers in the city of David. 2! And all the people of Judah 
took 'Azaryah, who was sixteen years old, and they made him king instead of his father 
Amazyahu. 2? He it was that built Elath, and brought it back to Judah, after the king slept 
with his fathers. 2° In the fifteenth year of Amazyahu the son of Joash the king of Judah 
became Jerobo'am the son of Joash the king of Israel king in Samaria, [for] forty and one 
years. 24 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord: he departed not from all the sins 
of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to sin. 25 He restored the boundary of 
Israel from the entrance of Chamath unto the sea of the plain; in accordance with the 
word of the Lord God of Israel, which he had spoken by means of his servant Jonah the 
son of Amitthai, the prophet, who was of Gathchepher. 2° For the Lord saw the affliction 
of Israel, which was very bitter; that the guarded was no more, and that the fortified 
was no more, and there was no helper for Israel. 2” And the Lord had not spoken that 
he would blot out the name of Israel from under the heavens; but he helped them by 
means of Jerobo'am the son of Joash. 28 Now the rest of the acts of Jerobo'am, and all 
that he did, and his mighty deeds, how he warred, and how he brought back Damascus 
and Chamath, [which had belonged] to Judah, to Israel, behold, they are written in the 
book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 2? And Jerobo'am slept with his fathers, with 
the kings of Israel: and Zechariah his son became king in his stead. 


15 
1 In the twenty and seventh year of Jerobo'am the king of Israel became 'Azaryah, the 
son of Amazyah king of Judah, king. 2 Sixteen years old was he when he became king, and 
two and fifty years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Yecholyahu 
of Jerusalem. 3 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, in accordance with all 
that Amazyahu his father had done; 4 Nevertheless the high-places were not removed: as 
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yet the people sacrificed and burnt incense on the high-places. > And the Lord afflicted 
the king with leprosy, and he was a leper unto the day of his death, and he dwelt in the 
leper-house. And Jotham the king's son was over the house, [and] judged the people of 
the land. © And the rest of the acts of 'Azaryahu, and all that he did, behold, they are 
written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 7 And 'Azaryah slept with his 
fathers; and they buried him with his fathers in the city of David: and Jotham his son 
became king in his stead. ® In the thirty and eighth year of 'Azaryahu the king of Judah 
became Zechariah the son of Jerobo'am king over Israel in Samaria [for] six months. 
9 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, as his fathers had done: he departed not 
from the sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to sin. 1° And Shallum 
the son of Yabesh conspired against him, and smote him before the people, and put him 
to death, and became king in his stead. 1! And the rest of the acts of Zechariah, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Israel. 12 This was the word 
of the Lord which he spoke unto Jehu, saying, Sons of the fourth generation shall sit 
after thee on the throne of Israel. And so it came to pass. 13 Shallum the son of Yabesh 
became king in the nine and thirtieth year of 'Uzziyah the king of Judah; and he reigned 
for the space of one month in Samaria. !4Then went up Menachem the son of Gadi from 
Thirzah, and came to Samaria, and smote Shallum the son of Yabesh in Samaria, and put 
him to death, and became king in his stead. 15 And the rest of the acts of Shallum, and his 
conspiracy which he made, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the 
kings of Israel. 16 At that time did Menachem smite Thiphsach, and all that was therein, 
and its territory from Thirzah; because they opened not to him, he smote it; and all 
the pregnant women therein he ripped up. !” In the nine and thirtieth year of 'Azaryah 
the king of Judah became Menachem the son of Gadi king over Israel, [for] ten years, in 
Samaria. 18 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord: he departed not from the 
sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to sin, all his days. 19 [Then] came 
Pul the king of Assyria against the land: and Menachem gave Pul a thousand talents of 
silver, that his hand might be with him to strengthen the kingdom in his hand. 2° And 
Menachem exacted the money from all Israel, from all the mighty men of the army, to 
give to the king of Assyria, fifty shekels of silver from every man; and the king of Assyria 
then returned and stayed not there in the land. 2! And the rest of the acts of Menachem, 
and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of 
Israel. 22 And Menachem slept with his fathers; and Pekachyah his son became king in 
his stead. 23 In the fiftieth year of 'Azaryah the king of Judah became Pekachyah the son 
of Menachem king over Israel in Samaria, [for] two years. 24 And he did what is evil m 
the eyes of the Lord: he departed not from the sins of Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who 
induced Israel to sin. 25 And Pekach the son of Remalyahu, an officer of his, conspired 
against him, and smote him in Samaria, in the fortress of the king's house, with the aid 
of Argob and the Aryeh, and with him were fifty men of the children of the Gil'adites: 
and he put him to death, and became king in his stead. 2 And the rest of the acts of 
Pekachyah, and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles 
of the kings of Israel. 27 In the fifty-second year of 'Azaryah the king of Judah became 
Pekach the son of Remalyahu king over Israel in Samaria, [for] twenty years. 28 And 
he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord: he departed not from the sins of Jerobo'am 
the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to sin. 29 In the days of Pekach the king of Israel 
came Tiglath-pilesser the king of Assyria, and took 'Iyon, and Abel-beth, ma'achah, and 
Yanoach, and Kedesh, and Chazor, and Gil'ad, and Galilee, all the land of Naphtali, and led 
them away as exiles to Assyria. 3° And Hoshea' the son of Elah made a conspiracy against 
Pekach the son of Remalyahu, and smote him, and put him to death, and became king 
in his stead, in the twentieth year of Jotham the son of 'Uzziyah. 31 And the rest of the 
acts of Pekach, and all that he did, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles 
of the kings of Israel. 32 In the second year of Pekach the son of Remalyahu the king of 
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Israel became Jotham, the son of 'Uzziyah the king of Judah, king. 33 Five and twenty 
years old was he when he became king, and sixteen years did he reign in Jerusalem. And 
his mother's name was Yerusha, the daughter of Zadok. 34 And he did what is right in 
the eyes of the Lord: in accordance with all that 'Uzziyahu his father had done, [so] did 
he. 35 Nevertheless, the high-places were not removed: as yet the people sacrificed and 
burnt incense on the high-places. He it was that built the upper gate of the house of the 
Lord. 3°Now the rest of the acts of Jotham, and all that he did, behold, they are written in 
the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 3” In those days began the Lord to send 
against Judah Rezin the king of Syria, and Pekach the son of Remalyahu. 38 And Jotham 
slept with his fathers, and was buried with his fathers in the city of David his father: and 
Achaz his son became king in his stead. 


16 


1 In the seventeenth year of Pekach the son of Remalyahu, became Achaz, the son of 
Jotham the king of Judah, king. 2 Twenty years old was Achaz when he became king, and 
sixteen years did he reign in Jerusalem; and he did not what is right in the eyes of the 
Lord his God, like David his father. 3 But he walked in the way of the kings of Israel, and 
even his son he caused to pass through the fire, after the abominable acts of the nations 
whom the Lord had driven out from before the children of Israel. 4 And he sacrificed and 
burnt incense on the high-places, and on the hills, and under every green tree. 5 Then 
came up Rezin the king of Syria and Pekach the son of Remalyahu the king of Israel to 
Jerusalem to war: and they besieged Achaz, but were not able to make an attack. ° At that 
time did Rezin the king of Syria bring Elath back to Syria, and drove the Jews from Elath: 
and the Edomeans came to Elath and dwelt there, even until this day. 7 And Achaz then 
sent messengers to Tiglath-pilesser the king of Assyria, saying, Thy servant and thy son 
am I: come up, and help me out of the hand of the king of Syria, and out of the hand of 
the king of Israel, who rise up against me. § And Achaz took the silver and the gold that 
were found in the house of the Lord, and in the treasures of the king's house, and sent 
[the same] to the king of Assyria as a bribe. 9 And the king of Assyria hearkened unto 
him; and the king of Assyria went up against Damascus, and captured it, and led [the 
people of] it away captive to Kir, and Rezin did he put to death. !° And King Achaz went 
to meet Tiglath-pilesser the king of Assyria to Damascus, and he saw the altar that was 
at Damascus: and king Achaz then sent to Uriyah the priest the form of the altar, and its 
pattern, after all its workmanship. 1! And Uriyah the priest built the altar; in accordance 
with all that king Achaz had sent from Damascus, so did Uriyah the priest make it against 
the arrival of king Achaz from Damascus. !2 And when the king came from Damascus, the 
king saw the altar; and the king approached to the altar and offered thereon. !° And he 
burnt his burnt-offering and his meat-offering, and poured out his drink-offering, and 
sprinkled the blood of his peace offerings upon the altar. 14 And as respecteth the copper 
altar which was before the Lord, he moved it back from the forefront of the house, from 


between the altar and the house of the Lord, and set it on the side of the altar to the 
north. 45 And king Achaz commanded Uriyah the priest, saying, Upon the great altar 


burn the morning burnt-offering, and the evening meat-offering, and the king's burnt- 
offering, and his meat-offering, with the burnt-offering of all the people of the land, and 
their meat-offering, and their drink-offerings; and all the blood of the burnt-offering, 
and all the blood of the sacrifices shalt thou sprinkle on it; and the copper altar shall be 
for me to visit occasionally. 1° And Uriyah the priest did in accordance with all that king 
Achaz had commanded. !’ And king Achaz cut off the borders of the bases, and removed 
the lavers from off them; and the sea he took down from off the copper oxen that were 
under it, and placed it upon a pavement of stones. 18 And the covered passage for the 
sabbath that they had built on the house, and the outer king's entrance, turned he from 
the house of the Lord, on account of the king of Assyria. 19 Now the rest of the acts of 
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Achaz which he did, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings 
of Judah. 2° And Achaz slept with his fathers, and was buried with his fathers in the city 
of David: and Hezekiah his son became king in his stead. 


17 

1 In the twelfth year of Achaz the king of Judah became Hoshea' the son of Elah king in 
Samaria over Israel, [for] nine years. 2 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, but 
not like the kings of Israel that were before him. 3 Against him came up Shalmanesser, 
the king of Assyria; and Hoshea' became his servant, and rendered him tribute. 4 And the 
king of Assyria discovered a conspiracy on Hoshea'; for he had sent messengers to So the 
king of Egypt, and had raised no tribute for the king of Assyria, as [before] year by year; 
and the king of Assyria made him prisoner, and shut him up ina prison-house. > And the 
king of Assyria came up over all the land, and went up to Samaria, and besieged it three 
years. ©In the ninth year of Hoshea' did the king of Assyria capture Samaria, and he led 
Israel away as exiles into Assyria, and settled them in Chalach and in Chabor by the river 
of Gozan, and in the cities of Media. 7 This took place, because the children of Israel had 
sinned against the Lord their God, who had brought them up out of the land of Egypt, 
from under the hand of Pharaoh the king of Egypt, and had feared other gods, ® And 


had walked in the customs of the nations whom the Lord had driven out from before 
the children of Israel, and in those of the kings of Israel, which they had made. 9 And 


[because] the children of Israel had secretly done things that are not right against the 
Lord their God, and had built themselves high-places in all their cities, from the tower 
of the watchmen up to fortified cities; 1° And had set themselves up statues and groves 
on every high hill, and under every green tree; ! And had burnt there incense on all the 
high-places, like the nations that the Lord had led away exiles before them; and wrought 
wicked things to provoke the Lord to anger; 2 And had served the idols, whereof the Lord 
had said unto them, Ye shall not do this thing. > The Lord had indeed warned Israel and 
Judah, by means of all the prophets, all the seers, saying, Turn ye back from your evil 
ways, and keep my commandments [and] my statutes, in accordance with all the law 
which I commanded your fathers, and which I have sent to you by means of my servants 
the prophets. 14 But they would not hear, and hardened their neck, like the neck of their 
fathers, who had not believed in the Lord their God; 15 And they despised his statutes, 


and his covenant which he had made with their fathers, and his testimonies which he 
had entrusted to them; and they followed after what is vanity, and became vain, and 


followed after the nations that were round about them, concerning whom the Lord had 
charged them, not to do like them. 1° And they forsook all the commandments of the 
Lord their God, and made themselves molten images, two calves, and made a grove, and 
bowed down to all the host of the heavens, and served Ba'al; 17 And they caused their sons 
and their daughters to pass through the fire, and used divinations and enchantments, 
and sold themselves to do what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, to provoke him to anger. 
18 Therefore became the Lord very angry with Israel, and he removed them from his 
presence: there was none left but the tribe of Judah alone. 19 Also Judah kept not the 
commandments of the Lord their God, but walked in the customs of Israel which they had 
made. 2° Therefore did the Lord reject all the seed of Israel, and he afflicted them, and 
gave them up into the hand of spoilers, until that he had cast them out of his presence. 
21 For Israel had torn themselves from the house of David, and they made Jerobo'am the 
son of Nebat king: and Jerobo'am misled Israel from following the Lord, and caused them 
to commit a great sin; 22 And the children of Israel walked in all the sins of Jerobo'am 
which he did; they departed not therefrom. 23 Until that the Lord removed Israel out of 
his presence, as he had spoken by means of all his servants the prophets; and Israel was 
led away as exiles out of their own land to Assyria even until this day. 24 And the king 
of Assyria brought [men] from Babylon, and from Cuthah, and from 'Avva, and from 
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Chamath, and from Sepharvayim, and settled them in the cities of Samaria in the room 
of the children of Israel: and they took possession of Samaria, and dwelt in its cities. 
25 And it happened at the beginning of their dwelling there, that they feared not the Lord; 
wherefore the Lord sent among them lions, which slew some of them. 2° And they said to 
the king of Assyria, as followeth, The nations that thou hast led away, and settled in the 


cities of Samaria, know not the manner of the God of the land; wherefore he hath sent 
among them lions, and, behold, they are slaying them, since they know not the manner 


of the God of the land. 2? Then commanded the king of Assyria, saying, Carry thither one 
of the priests whom ye led away from there; and let them go and dwell there, and let him 
teach them the manner of the God of the land. 28 And there came one of the priests whom 
they had led away as exiles from Samaria, and dwelt in Beth-el; and he taught them how 
they should fear the Lord. 29 Yet they made, every nation, their own gods; and they put 
them in the houses of the high-places which the Samaritans had made, every nation 
in their cities wherein they dwelt. 3° And the men of Babylon made Succoth-benoth, 
and the men of Cuth made Neregal, and the men of Chamath made Ashima. 31 And the 
'Avvites made Nibchaz and Tharthak, and the Sepharvites burnt their children in fire to 
'‘Adrammelech and 'Anammelech, the gods of Sepharvayim. 32 And they feared [also] the 
Lord; and they made unto themselves of the lowest of them priests of the high-places, 
and these sacrificed for them in the houses of the high-places. 33 The Lord did they fear, 
and their own gods did they serve, after the manner of the nations whence they had 
been led away. °4 Even until this day do they act after the former manners: they fear not 
the Lord, neither do they act after their own customs, and after their manner, nor after 


the law and after the commandment which the Lord commanded the children of Israel, 
whose name he styled Israel; 35 With whom the Lord had made a covenant, and charged 


them, saying, Ye shall not fear other gods, nor bow yourselves down to them, nor serve 
them, nor sacrifice to them; 3° But the Lord, who hath brought you up out of the land 
of Egypt with great might and with an outstretched arm, him alone shall ye fear, and 
to him shall ye bow yourselves down, and to him shall ye sacrifice; 37 And the statutes, 
and the ordinances, and the law, and the commandment, which he hath written for you, 
shall ye observe to do for all time; and ye shall not fear other gods. 38 And the covenant 
that I have made with you shall ye not forget; and ye shall not fear other gods. 39 But the 
Lord your God shall ye fear; and he will deliver you out of the hand of all your enemies. 
40 Nevertheless they have not hearkened, but they act after their former manner. 41 So 
were these nations, while they feared the Lord, also serving their graven images; and 
both their children and their children's children do until this day as their fathers have 
done. 


1 And it came to pass in the third year of Hoshea' the son of Elah the king of Israel, 
that Hezekiah, the son of Achaz the king of Judah, became king. ? Twenty and five years 
old was he when he became king, and twenty and nine years did he reign in Jerusalem; 
and his mother's name was Abi, the daughter of Zechariah. 3 And he did what is right 
in the eyes of the Lord, in accordance with all that David his father had done. 4 He it 
was that removed the high-places, and broke the statues, and cut down the groves, and 
stamped in pieces the copper serpent that Moses had made; for unto those days were 
the children of Israel burning incense to it; and he called it Nechushtan. 5 In the Lord 
the God of Israel did he trust; and after him there was not his like among all the kings 
of Judah, nor among those that were before him. © And he adhered to the Lord, and 
turned not away from following him; but he kept his commandments, which the Lord 


had commanded Moses. 7 And the Lord was with him; whithersoever he went forth 
he prospered: and he rebelled against the king of Assyria, and served him not. 8 He 


it was that smote the Philistines, as far as Gazzah, and its territory, from the tower of 
the watchmen up to the fortified city. 9 And it came to pass in the fourth year of king 
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Hezekiah, which was the seventh year of Hoshea' the son of Elah the king of Israel, that 
Shalmanesser the king of Assyria came up against Samaria, and besieged it. 1° And they 
captured it at the end of three years,—in the sixth year of Hezekiah, that is the ninth year 
of Hoshea' the king of Israel, was Samaria captured. 11 And the king of Assyria led away 
Israel as exiles unto Assyria, and transported them to Chalach and to Chabor, by the river 
of Gozan, and to the cities of Media; 12 Because they had not obeyed the voice of the Lord 
their God, but had transgressed his covenant, all that Moses the servant of the Lord had 
commanded; and had not obeyed, nor done accordingly. 13 And in the fourteenth year 
of king Hezekiah did Sennacherib the king of Assyria come up against all the fortified 
cities of Judah, and seized on them. !4 And Hezekiah the king of Judah sent to the king 
of Assyria to Lachish, saying, I have sinned; retire from me: what thou wilt impose on 
me will I bear. And the king of Assyria exacted from Hezekiah the king of Judah three 
hundred talents of silver and thirty talents of gold. 15 And Hezekiah gave up all the silver 
that was found in the house of the Lord, and in the treasures of the king's house. 1° At that 
time did Hezekiah cut off [the gold from] the doors of the temple of the Lord, and from 
the door-sills which Hezekiah the king of Judah had overlaid, and gave the same to the 
king of Assyria. 1” And the king of Assyria sent Tharthan and Rub-sariss and Rabshakeh 
from Lachish to king Hezekiah with a strong army against Jerusalem. And they went 
up and came to Jerusalem; and when they were come up, they came and halted by the 
aqueduct of the upper pool, which is on the highway of the washer's field. 18 And they 
called for the king, when there came out to them Elyakim the son of Chilkiyahu, who was 
superintendent over the house, and Shebnah the scribe, and Yoach the son of Assaph 
the recorder. 19 And Rabshakeh said unto them, Say ye now to Hezekiah, Thus hath 
said the great king, the king of Assyria, What confidence is this wherewith thou hast 
trusted? 2° Thou saidst, but it was only a word uttered with the lips, [I have] counsel and 
strength for the war. Now on whom didst thou trust, that thou rebelledst against me? 
21 Now, behold, thou trustedst thee upon yon cracked reed-staff, upon Egypt, which, if 
a man lean on it, will enter into his hand, and pierce it: so is Pharaoh the king of Egypt 
unto all that trust on him. 2? But if ye should say unto me, In the Lord our God have we 
trusted: is he not the one whose high-places and whose altars Hezekiah hath removed, 
when he said to Judah and to Jerusalem, Before this altar shall ye prostrate yourselves 
in Jerusalem? 23 And now, I pray thee, enter into a contest with my master the king 
of Assyria, and I will give thee two thousand horses, if thou be able on thy part to set 
riders upon them. 24 How then wilt thou turn back the face of a single chieftain among 
the least of my master's servants, while thou hast put thy trust on Egypt for chariots 
and for horsemen! 25 Now am I come up without the Lord ['s will] against this place to 
destroy it? The Lord hath said to me, Go up against this land, and destroy it. 26 Then 
said Elyakim the son of Chilkiyahu, and Shebnah, and Yoach, unto Rabshakeh, Speak, we 
pray thee, to thy servants in the Syrian language; for we understand it: and speak not 
with us in the Jewish language before the ears of the people that are on the wall. 2” But 
Rabshakeh said unto them, Hath my master then sent me to thy master, and to thee, to 
speak these words? is it not rather to the men who sit on the wall, that they may eat 
their own excrement, and drink their own urine with you? 28 Then stood Rabshakeh up 
and called out with a loud voice in the Jewish language, and spoke, and said, Hear ye the 
word of the great king, the king of Assyria: 2? Thus hath said the king. Let not Hezekiah 
deceive you; for he will not be able to deliver you out of his hand; 3° Neither let Hezekiah 
induce you to trust in the Lord, saying, The Lord will surely deliver us, and this city will 
not be given up into the hand of the king of Assyria: 31 Hearken not to Hezekiah; for thus 
hath said the king of Assyria, Make a treaty of peace with me, and come out to me, and 
eat ye every man of his own vine, and every man of his fig-tree, and drink ye every man 
the waters of his cistern; 32 Until I come and take you away to a land like your own land, 
a land of corn and wine, a land of bread and vineyards, a land of oil-olive trees, and of 
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honey, that ye may live, and not die; and hearken not unto Hezekiah; for he will mislead 
you, saying, The Lord will deliver us. 33 Have the gods of the nations delivered in anywise 
each his land out of the hand of the king of Assyria? 34 Where are the gods of Chamath, 
and of Arpad? where are the gods of Sepharvayim, Hena', and 'Ivvah? have they then 
delivered Samaria out of my hand? 35 Who are they among all the gods of the countries, 
that have delivered their country out of my hand, that the Lord should deliver Jerusalem 
out of my hand? °¢ But the people remained silent, and answered him not a word; for 
it was the king's command, saying, Ye shall not answer him. 37 Then came Elyakim the 
son of Chilkiyah, who was superintendent over the house, and Shebnah the scribe, and 
Yoach the son of Assaph the recorder, to Hezekiah with their clothes rent; and they told 
unto him the words of Rabshakeh. 


1 And it came to pass, when king Hezekiah heard it, that he rent his clothes, and 


covered himself with sackcloth, and went into the house of the Lord. 2 And he sent 
Elyakim, who was superintendent over the house, and Shebnah the scribe, and the elders 


of the priests, covered with sackcloth, to Isaiah the prophet the son of Amoz. 3 And they 
said unto him, Thus hath said Hezekiah, A day of trouble, and of rebuke, and derision 
is this day; for the children are come to the birth, and there is not strength to bring 
forth. 4 Perhaps the Lord thy God will hear all the words of Rabshakeh, whom the king 
of Assyria his master hath sent to blaspheme the living God; and who hath reproached 
with the words which the Lord thy God hath heard: wherefore lift up a prayer in behalf 
of the remnant that is still found here. ° And the servants of king Hezekiah came to 
Isaiah. © And Isaiah said unto them, Thus shall ye say to your master, Thus hath said the 
Lord, Be not afraid because of the words which thou hast heard, with which the boys of 
the king of Assyria have blasphemed me. 7 Behold, I will put an [other] spirit in him, that 


when he will hear a rumor, he shall return to his own land; and I will cause him to fall 
by the sword in his own land. 8 And Rabshakeh returned, and found the king of Assyria 


warring against Libnah; for he had heard that he was departed from Lachish. 9 And he 
heard it said of Thirhakah the king of Ethiopia, Behold, he is come out to fight with thee; 
and he again sent messengers unto Hezekiah, saying, !° Thus shall ye say to Hezekiah the 
king of Judah, as followeth, Let not thy God in whom thou trustest deceive thee, saying, 
Jerusalem shall not be given up into the hand of the king of Assyria. 1! Behold, thou 
thyself hast heard what the kings of Assyria have done to all the lands, by destroying 
them utterly: and thou alone shouldst be delivered? 12 Have the gods of the nations 
which my fathers destroyed delivered them; as Gozan, and Charan, and Rezeph, and the 
children of 'Eden, who were in Thelassar? 13 Where is the king of Chamath, and the king 
of Arpad, and the king of the city of Sepharvayim, of Hena', and 'Ivvah? 14 And Hezekiah 
took the letters out of the hand of the messengers, and read them: and Hezekiah went up 
into the house of the Lord, and spread them out before the Lord. 15 And Hezekiah prayed 
before the Lord, and said, O Lord God of Israel, who dwellest between the cherubims, 
thou art the [true] God, thou alone, for all the kingdoms of the earth; for it is thou who 
hast made the heavens and the earth. 1° Bend down, O Lord, thy ear, and hear! open, O 
Lord, thy eyes, and see! and hear the words of Sennacherib, that which he hath sent to 
blaspheme the living God. 1’ Truly, Lord, the kings of Assyria have devastated the nations 
and their land, 18 And they have placed their gods into the fire; for they are no gods, but 
the work of man's hands, wood and stone: and these have they destroyed. 19 And now, O 
Lord our God, save us, I beseech thee, out of his hand, that all the kingdoms of the earth 
may know that thou art the Lord God, thou alone. 2° Then sent Isaiah the son of Amoz 
to Hezekiah, saying, Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, What thou hast prayed to 
me concerning Sennacherib the king of Assyria have I heard. 2! This is the word that the 
Lord hath spoken over him: She despiseth thee, she laugheth thee to scorn, the virgin 
daughter of Zion; behind thee shaketh her head the daughter of Jerusalem. 22 Whom 
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hast thou blasphemed, and [whom] hast thou scorned? and against whom hast thou 
raised thy voice, and lifted up thy eyes on high? against the Holy One of Israel. 23 By 
thy messengers thou hast blasphemed the Lord and hast said, With the multitude of my 
chariots am I indeed come up to the height of the mountains, to the sides of Lebanon, and 
I will cut down its tall cedars, the choice of its fir-trees: and I will enter into the lodgings 
on its summit, the forest of its fruitful soil. 241 have dug and drunk strange waters, and I 
will dry up with the sole of my feet all the streams of besieged places. 25 Hadst thou not 
heard that in distant ages I had prepared this? in the times of antiquity when I formed 
it? now have I brought it along, and it came to pass, to desolate into ruinous heaps 
fortified cities. 2° And thus their inhabitants were short of power, they were dismayed 
and confounded; they were as the herbs of the field, and as the green grass; as the moss 
on the housetops, and as corn blasted before the ear appeareth. 27 But thy abiding and 
thy going out and thy coming in do I know, and thy raging against me. 28 Because of thy 
raging against me and thy tumult that is come up into my ears, will I put my hook in thy 
nose, and my bridle between thy lips; and I will cause thee to turn back on the way by 
which thou camest. 29 And this shall be unto thee the sign, Ye shall eat this year what 
groweth of itself, and in the second year what springeth up after the same; and in the 
third year sow and reap, and plant vineyards, and eat their fruit. 3° And the remnant of 
the house of Judah that is escaped shall yet again strike root downward, and bear fruit 
upward. 31 For out of Jerusalem shall go forth a remnant, and that which escapeth out of 


mount Zion: the zeal of the Lord of hosts will do this. 32 Therefore thus hath said the Lord 
concerning the king of Assyria, He shall not come into this city, and he shall not shoot 


an arrow thereon, nor come before it with shield, nor cast up against it an embankment. 
33 On the way by which he came, by the same shall he return, and into this city shall he 
not come, saith the Lord. 34 And I will shield this city, to save it, for my own sake, and for 
the sake of David my servant. 3° And it came to pass, on the same night, that an angel of 
the Lord went out and smote in the camp of the Assyrians one hundred eighty and five 
thousand men: and when people arose early in the morning, behold, they were all dead 
corpses. 3 And Sennacherib the king of Assyria then departed, and went and returned, 
and dwelt at Nineveh. 37 And it came to pass, as he was prostrating himself in the house 
of Nisroch his god, that Adrammelech and Sharezer his sons smote him with the sword: 
and they escaped into the land of Ararat. And Essar-chaddon his son became king in his 
stead. 


20 

1 In those days Hezekiah fell sick unto death; and there came to him Isaiah the son of 
Amoz the prophet, and said unto him, Thus hath said the Lord, Give thy charge to thy 
house; for thou shalt die, and not live. 2 Then did he turn his face to the wall, and prayed 
unto the Lord, saying, 31 beseech thee, O Lord, remember now that I have walked before 
thee in truth, and with an undivided heart, and have done what is good in thy eyes. And 
Hezekiah wept aloud. 4 And it came to pass, before Isaiah was gone out into the middle 
court, that the word of the Lord came to him, saying, 5 Return, and say to Hezekiah the 
ruler of my people, Thus hath said the Lord, the God of David thy father, I have heard 
thy prayer, I have seen thy tears; behold, I will heal thee: on the third day shalt thou go 
up unto the house of the Lord. © And I will add unto thy days fifteen years; and out of 
the hand of the king of Assyria will I deliver thee and this city; and I will shield this city 
for my own sake, and for the sake of David my servant. 7 And Isaiah said, Fetch a lump of 
figs. And they fetched and laid it on the inflammation, and he recovered. ® And Hezekiah 
said unto Isaiah, What sign shall there be that the Lord will heal me, and that I shall go 
up into the house of the Lord the third day? 9 And Isaiah said, This shall be unto thee the 
sign from the Lord, that the Lord will do the thing that he hath spoken: Shall the shadow 
go forward ten degrees, or go back ten degrees? 1° And Hezekiah said, It is a light thing 
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for the shadow to go forward ten degrees: no; but let the shadow return backward ten 
degrees. 11 And Isaiah the prophet called unto the Lord; and he caused the shadow to 
return, by the degrees which the [sun] was gone down on the dial of Achaz, backward, 
ten degrees. 12 And at that time sent Berodach-baladan, the son of Baladan, the king of 
Babylon, letters and a present unto Hezekiah; for he had heard that Hezekiah had been 
sick. 13 And Hezekiah listened unto them, and showed them the whole of his treasure- 
house, the silver, and the gold, and the spices, and the precious oil, and the whole of his 
armor-house, and all that was found in his treasures: there was nothing that Hezekiah 
showed them not, in his house and in all his dominion. 4 Then came Isaiah the prophet 
unto king Hezekiah, and said unto him, What did these men say? and whence did they 
come unto thee? And Hezekiah said, Froma far off country are they come, from Babylon. 
15 And he said, What did they see in thy house? And Hezekiah answered, All that is in 
my house have they seen: there was nothing that I did not show them in my treasures. 
16 And Isaiah said unto Hezekiah, Hear the word of the Lord, 1” Behold, days are coming, 
when all that is in thy house, and that which thy fathers have laid up in store until this 
day, shall be carried to Babylon: nothing shall be left, saith the Lord. 18 And of thy sons 
that will issue from thee, whom thou wilt beget, shall they take; and they shall be court- 
servants in the palace of the king of Babylon. 19 Then said Hezekiah unto Isaiah, Good is 
the word of the Lord which thou hast spoken. And he said, Is it not so, if there be peace 
and stability in my days? 2° And the rest of the acts of Hezekiah, and all his mighty 
deeds, and how he made the pool, and the aqueduct, and brought the water into the 
city, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 2! And 
Hezekiah slept with his fathers: and Menasseh his son became king in his stead. 


21 
1 Twelve years old was Menasseh when he became king, and fifty and five years did 
he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Chephzi-bah. 2 And he did what is 
evil in the eyes of the Lord, after the abominable acts of the nations whom the Lord had 
driven out before the children of Israel. 3 And he built up again the high-places which 
Hezekiah his father had destroyed; and he reared up altars for Ba'al, and made a grove, 
as Achab the king of Israel had done; and he bowed down to all the host of heaven, and 


served them. 4 And he built altars in the house of the Lord, of which the Lord had said, 
In Jerusalem will I put my name. ° And he built altars for all the host of heaven in the 
two courts of the house of the Lord. © And he caused his son to pass through the fire, and 
observed times, and used enchantments, and dealt with familiar spirits and wizards: he 
wrought much that is evil in the eyes of the Lord, to provoke him to anger. 7 And he set a 
hewn image of the Asherah that he had made in the house, of which the Lord had said to 
David, and to Solomon his son, In this house, and in Jerusalem, which I have chosen out of 
all tribes of Israel, will I put my name for ever: 8 And I will not cause any more the foot of 
Israel to move out of the land which I gave their fathers; only if they will observe to act in 


accordance with all that I have commanded them, and in accordance with all the law that 
my servant Moses commanded them. ? But they hearkened not: and Menasseh seduced 


them to do what is evil more than the nations whom the Lord had destroyed before the 
children of Israel. 1° And the Lord spoke by means of his servants the prophets, saying, 
11 Forasmuch as Menasseh the king of Judah hath done these abominations, having done 
wickedly more than all that the Emorites had done, who were before him, and hath 
induced Judah also to sin with his idols: 12 Therefore thus hath said the Lord the God 
of Israel, Behold, I will bring evil upon Jerusalem and Judah, at which both the ears of 
every one that heareth it shall tingle. 13 And I will stretch over Jerusalem the measure- 
line of Samaria, and the plummet of the house of Achab: and I will wipe off Jerusalem 
as one wipeth off a dish, wiping it, and turning it on its face. 14 And I will forsake the 
remnant of my inheritance, and give them up into the hand of their enemies; and they 
shall become a prey and a spoil to all their enemies; !5 Forasmuch as they have done what 
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is evil in my eyes, and have been provoking me to anger, from the day that their fathers 
came forth out of Egypt, even until this day. 1° And also innocent blood did Menasseh 
shed in very great abundance, till he had filled [therewith] Jerusalem from one end to 
another; beside his sin wherewith he induced Judah to sin, to do what is evil in the eyes 
of the Lord. 17 Now the rest of the acts of Menasseh, and all that he did, and his sin 
that he committed, behold, they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of 


Judah. 18 And Menasseh slept with his fathers, and was buried in the garden of his own 
house, in the garden of 'Uzza: and Amon his son became king in his stead. 19 Twenty and 
two years old was Amon when he became king, and two years did he reign in Jerusalem. 
And his mother's name was Meshullemeth, the daughter of Charuz of Yotbah. 2° And 
he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, as his father Menasseh had done. 2! And he 
walked in all the way that his father had walked in, and served the idols that his father 


had served, and bowed himself down to them; 22 And he forsook the Lord the God of his 
fathers, and walked not in the way of the Lord. 23 And the servants of Amon conspired 


against him, and put the king to death in his own house. 24 And the people of the land 
slew all those that had conspired against king Amon; and the people of the land made 
Josiah his son king in his stead. 25 Now the rest of the acts of Amon which he did, behold, 
they are written in the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 2° And they buried 
him in his sepulchre in the garden of 'Uzza: and Josiah his son became king in his stead. 


22 


1 Fight years old was Josiah when he became king, and thirty and one years did he 
reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Yedidah, the daughter of 'Adayah of 
Bozkath. 2 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, and walked in all the way of 
David his father, and turned not aside to the right or to the left. 3 And it came to pass 
in the eighteenth year of king Josiah, that the king sent Shaphan the son of Azalyahu, 
the son of Meshullam, the scribe, to the house of the Lord, saying, 4 Go up to Chilkiyahu 
the high-priest, that he may collect up all the money which is brought into the house 
of the Lord, which the door-keepers have gathered from the people: 5 And let them 
deliver it into the hand of those who overlook the workmen, that have been appointed 
as overseers of the house of the Lord; and let them give it to those who do the work who 
are in the house of the Lord, to repair the breaches of the house: ° Unto the carpenters, 
and the builders, and the masons, and to buy timber and hewn stones to repair the 
house. 7 Nevertheless shall there be no reckoning made with them for the money that 
is delivered into their hand, because they deal faithfully. 8 And Chilkiyahu the high- 
priest said unto Shaphan the scribe, A book of the law have I found in the house of the 
Lord. And Chilkiyah gave the book to Shaphan, and he read it. 9 And Shaphan the scribe 
came to the king, and brought the king word again, and said, Thy servants have taken 
out all the money that was found in the house, and have delivered it into the hand of 
those who overlook the workmen, that have been appointed overseers of the house of 
the Lord. 1° And Shaphan the scribe also told the king, saying, A book hath Chilkiyahu 
the priest given me. And Shaphan read it before the king. 11 And it came to pass, when 
the king had heard the words of the book of the law, that he rent his clothes. 12 And the 
king commanded Chilkiyah the priest, and Achikam the son of Shaphan, and 'Achbor the 
son of Michayah, and Shaphan the scribe, and 'Assahyah a servant of the king's, saying, 
13 Go ye, inquire of the Lord in my behalf, and in behalf of the people, and in behalf of 
all Judah, concerning the words of this book that hath been found; for great is the wrath 
of the Lord that hath been kindled against us, because our fathers did not hearken unto 
the words of this book, to do in accordance with all that is prescribed concerning us. 
14 And Chilkiyahu the priest, and Achikam, and 'Achbor, and Shaphan, and 'Assahyah, 
went unto Chuldah the prophetess, the wife of Shallum the son of Tikvah the son of 
Charchass, the keeper of the wardrobe; [now she dwelt in Jerusalem in the suburb;] and 
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they spoke unto her. 15 And she said unto them, Thus hath said the Lord the God of 
Israel, Say unto the man that hath sent you to me, 1¢ Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I 
will bring evil upon this place, and upon its inhabitants, all the words of the book which 
the king of Judah hath read; 17 Because they have forsaken me, and have burnt incense 
unto other gods, in order to provoke me to anger with all the works of their hands: 
therefore is my wrath kindled against this place, and shall not be quenched. !8 But with 
respect to the king of Judah who sendeth you to inquire of the Lord, thus shall ye say to 
him, Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, Concerning the words which thou hast 
heard; 19 Because thy heart was tender, and thou hast humbled thyself before the Lord, 
when thou heardest what I had spoken against this place, and against its inhabitants, 
that they should become an astonishment and a curse, and hast rent thy clothes, and 
wept before me: I also have heard it, saith the Lord. 2° Therefore, behold, I will gather 
thee unto thy fathers, and thou shalt be gathered unto thy graves in peace; and thy eyes 
shall not look on all the evil which I am bringing over this place. And they brought the 
king word again. 


3 

1 And the king sent, and they gathered unto him all the elders of Judah and Jerusalem. 
2 And the king went up into the house of the Lord, and all the men of Judah and all the 
inhabitants of Jerusalem with him, and the priests, and the prophets, and all the people, 
from the small to the great: and he read before their ears all the words of the book of 
the covenant which had been found in the house of the Lord. 3 And the king stood upon 
the stand, and he made a covenant before the Lord, to walk after the Lord, and to keep 
his commandments, and his testimonies and his statutes with all [their] heart and all 
[their] soul, to maintain the words of this covenant that are written in this book. And 
all the people entered into the covenant. 4 And the king commanded Chilkiyahu the 
high-priest, and the priests of the second order, and the door-keepers, to carry forth 
out of the temple of the Lord all the vessels that had been made for Ba'al, and for the 
Asherah, and for all the host of heaven: and they burnt them without Jerusalem in the 
fields of Kidron, and carried their ashes unto Beth-el. 5 And he put down the idolatrous 
priests, whom the kings of Judah had appointed that they might burn incense on the 
high-places in the cities of Judah, and in the places round about Jerusalem; those also 
that burnt incense unto Ba'al, to the sun, and to the moon, and to the planets, and to 
all the host of heaven. © And he brought out the Asherah from the house of the Lord, 
without Jerusalem, unto the brook Kidron, and burnt it at the brook Kidron, and ground 
it small to powder, and cast its powder upon the graves of the children of the people. 
7 And he pulled down the houses of the sodomites, that were by the house of the Lord, 
where the women wove hangings for the Asherah. ® And he brought all the priests out 
of the cities of Judah, and defiled the high-places where the priests had burnt incense, 
from Geba' to Beer-Sheba', and he pulled down the high-places of the gates that were at 
the entrance of the gate of Joshua the governor of the city, which were on a man's left at 
the gate of the city. 9 Nevertheless the priests of the high-places came not up to the altar 
of the Lord in Jerusalem; but they ate unleavened bread in the midst of their brethren. 
10 And he defiled the Thopheth, which was in the valley Ben-hinnom, so that no man 
should cause his son or his daughter to pass through the fire to Molech. ! And he put 
down the horses that the kings of Judah had dedicated to the sun, from the entrance 
of the house of the Lord, by the chamber of Nethan-melech the chamberlain, who was 


over the suburbs; and the chariots of the sun he burnt with fire. 12 And the altars that 
were on the roof of the upper-chamber of Achaz, which the kings of Judah had made, 


and the altars which Menasseh had made in the two courts of the house of the Lord, did 
the king pull down, and tore them away from there, and cast their dust into the brook 


Kidron. 13 And the high-places that were before Jerusalem, which were to the right of 
the mount of destruction, which Solomon the king of Israel had built for 'Ashtoreth the 
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abomination of the Zidonians, and for Kemosh the abomination of the Moabites, and 
for Milcom the abomination of the children of 'Ammon, did the king defile. 14 And he 


broke in pieces the standing images, and cut down the Asherah-groves, and filled their 
places with the bones of men. 15 So also the altar that was at Beth-el, the high-place 
which Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, who induced Israel to sin, had made,—also that altar 
and the high-place did he pull down; and he burnt the high-place, ground it small to 
powder, and burnt then the Asherah. 1° And Josiah turned about, and beheld the graves 
that were there in the mount, and he sent, and took the bones out of the sepulchres, and 
burnt them upon the altar, and polluted it, according to the word of the Lord which the 
man of God proclaimed, who had proclaimed these events. 17 Then said he, What kind 
of monument is that which I see? And the men of the city said to him, It is the grave 
of the man of God, who came from Judah, and proclaimed these things which thou hast 
done against the altar of Beth-el. 18 And he said, Let him rest: no man shall disturb his 
bones. So they saved his bones, with the bones of the prophet that came out of Samaria. 
19 And also all the houses of the high-places that were in the cities of Samaria, which the 
kings of Israel had made as provocations to anger, did Josiah remove, and did to them in 
accordance with all the acts that he had done in Beth-el. 2° And he slaughtered all the 
priests of the high-places that were there upon the altars, and burnt men's bones upon 
them, and returned [then] to Jerusalem. 2! And the king commanded all the people, 
saying, Keep the passover unto the Lord your God, as it is written in this book of the 
covenant. 22 For there had not been holden such a passover from the days of the judges 
that judged Israel; nor in all the days of the kings of Israel, and of the kings of Judah; 23 But 
in the eighteenth year of king Josiah was this passover holden to the Lord in Jerusalem. 
24 And also the men of familiar spirits, and the wizards, and the teraphim, and the idols, 
and all the abominations that were to be seen in the land of Judah and in Jerusalem, did 
Josiah clear away; in order that he might accomplish the words of the law which were 
written in the book that Chilkiyahu the priest had found in the house of the Lord. 25 And 
like unto him there was no king before him, that returned to the Lord with all his heart, 
and with all his soul, and with all his might, according to all the law of Moses; and after 
him there arose none like him. 2° Notwithstanding this the Lord turned not from the 
fierceness of his great anger, since his anger was kindled against Judah, because of all 
the provokings wherewith Menasseh had provoked him to anger. 27 And the Lord said, 
Also Judah will I remove out of my sight, as I have removed Israel, and will cast off this 
city which] have chosen, even Jerusalem, and the house of which I said, My name shall be 
there. 28 Now the rest of the acts of Josiah, and all that he did, behold, they are written in 
the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. 29 In his days went up Pharaoh-nechoh 
the king of Egypt against the king of Assyria to the river Euphrates: and king Josiah 
went against him; and he slew him at Megiddo, when he saw him. 3° And his servants 
carried him dying in a chariot from Megiddo, and brought him to Jerusalem, and buried 
him in his own sepulchre. And the people of the land took Jehoachaz the son of Josiah, 
and anointed him, and made him king in his father's stead. 3! Twenty and three years 
old was Jehoachaz when he became king; and three months did he reign in Jerusalem. 
And his mother's name was Chamutal, the daughter of Jeremiah of Libnah. 32 And he 
did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, all just as his fathers had done. 33 And Pharaoh- 
nechoh put him in fetters at Riblah in the land of Chamath, that he should not reign in 
Jerusalem, and imposed a fine on the land of a hundred talents of silver, and a talent of 
gold. 34 And Pharaoh-nechoh made Elyakim the son of Josiah king in the room of Josiah 
his father, and changed his name to Jehoyakim, and took Jehoachaz away: and he came 
to Egypt, and died there. 35 And Jehoyakim gave the silver and the gold to Pharaoh; but 
he taxed the land to give the money by the order of Pharaoh: from every one according 
to his estimation did he exact the silver and gold from the people of the land, to give 
it unto Pharaoh-nechoh. 3° Twenty and five years old was Jehoyakim when he became 
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king; and eleven years did be reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Zebudah, 
the daughter of Pedayah of Rumah. 37 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, all 
just as his fathers had done. 


24 

1 Tn his days came up Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon, and Jehoyakim became his 
servant for three years: and then he returned and rebelled against him. 2 And the Lord 
sent against him predatory bands of the Chaldeans, and predatory bands of the Syrians, 
and predatory bands of the Moabites, and predatory bands of the children of 'Ammon, 
and sent them against Judah to destroy it, according to the word of the Lord, which he 
had spoken by means of his servants the prophets. 3 But only at the order of the Lord 
came this upon Judah, to remove the same out of his sight, for the sins of Menasseh, in 


accordance with all that he had done; 4 And also for the innocent blood that he had shed; 
for he had filled Jerusalem with innocent blood; wherefore the Lord would not pardon. 


5 Now the rest of the acts of Jehoyakim, and all that he did, behold, they are written in 
the book of the chronicles of the kings of Judah. © And Jehoyakim slept with his fathers: 
and Jehoyachin his son became king in his stead. 7 And the king of Egypt came no more 
again out of his land; for the king of Babylon had taken from the brook of Egypt unto 
the river Euphrates all that had pertained to the king of Egypt. § Eighteen years old was 
Jehoyachin when he became king, and three months did he reign in Jerusalem. And 
his mother's name was Nechushta, the daughter of Elnathan of Jerusalem. 9 And he did 
what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, all just as that his father had done. 1° At that time 
the servants of Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon came up against Jerusalem, and the 
city was put in a state of siege. 1! And Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon came against 
the city, while his servants were besieging it. 12 And Jehoyachin the king of Judah went 
out to the king of Babylon, he, and his mother, and his servants, and his princes, and his 
court-officers: and the king of Babylon took him [captive] in the eighth year of his reign. 


13 And he carried out thence all the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the treasures 
of the king's house, and cut in pieces all the vessels of gold which Solomon the king of 


Israel had made in the temple of the Lord, as the Lord had spoken. ! And he led away as 
exiles all Jerusalem, and all the princes, and all the mighty men of valor, ten thousand 
exiles, and all the craftsmen and locksmiths: there was none left, save the poorest sort 
of the people of the land. 45 And he led away Jehoyachin as exile to Babylon; and the 
king's mother, and the king's wives, and his court-officers, and the mighty men of the 
land, he led into exile from Jerusalem to Babylon. 16 And all the men of might, seven 
thousand [in number], and the craftsmen and the locksmiths a thousand [in number], 
all strong men, apt for war; and the king of Babylon brought them into exile to Babylon. 
17 And the king of Babylon made Mattanyah his uncle king in his stead, and changed 
his name to Zedekiah. 18 Twenty and one years old was Zedekiah when he became king, 
and eleven years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Chamutal, the 
daughter of Jeremiah of Libnah. !9 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, all just 
as Jehoyakim had done. 2° For through the anger of the Lord it occurred in Jerusalem 
and Judah, until he had cast them out from his presence, that Zedekiah rebelled against 
the king of Babylon. 


1 And it came to pass in the ninth year of his reign, in the tenth month, on the tenth of 
the month, that Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon came, he, and all his host, against 
Jerusalem, and encamped against it; and they built a mound all around about it. 2 And 
the city was put in a state of siege until the eleventh year of king Zedekiah. 3 And on 
the ninth of the month, when the famine prevailed in the city, and there was no bread 
for the people of the land: 4 The city was broken into, and all the men of war [fled] in 
the night by the way of the gate between the two walls, which was by the king's garden; 
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[while the Chaldeans were all round about the city;] and the people went the way toward 
the plain. 5 And the army of the Chaldeans pursued after the king, and overtook him in 
the plains of Jericho: and all his army were scattered from around him. © And they seized 
the king, and brought him up to the king of Babylon to Riblah; and they called him to 
account. 7 And they slaughtered the sons of Zedekiah before his eyes, and he blinded the 
eyes of Zedekiah, and bound him with fetters of brass, and carried him to Babylon. 8 And 
in the fifth month, on the seventh day of the month, which was the nineteenth year of 
king Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon, came Nebusaradan, the chief of the guard, a 
servant of the king of Babylon, unto Jerusalem: 9 And he burnt the house of the Lord, and 
the king's house; also, all the houses of Jerusalem, and every great man's house burnt 
he with fire. 1° And the walls of Jerusalem round about did all the army of the Chaldeans 
that were with the captain of the guard tear down. " And the rest of the people that 
were left in the city, and the deserters that had run over to the king of Babylon, with the 
remnant of the multitude, did Nebusaradan the captain of the guard lead away into exile; 
12 But from the poorest of the land the captain of the guard left some to be vine-dressers 
and husbandmen. 13 And the pillars of copper that were in the house of the Lord, and the 
bases, and the copper sea that was in the house of the Lord, did the Chaldeans break up, 
and they carried the copper thereof to Babylon. 14 And the pots, and the shovels, and the 
knives, and the spoons, and all the vessels of copper wherewith they ministered, took 
they away. 15 And the censers, and the bowls, the gold of the golden things, and the silver 
of the silver things, took the captain of the guard away. 16 The two pillars, the one sea, 
and the bases which Solomon had made for the house of the Lord: the copper of all these 
vessels was too much to be weighed. !” Eighteen cubits was the height of the one pillar, 
and the capital upon it was copper; and the height of the capital was three cubits; and the 
wreathed work, and the pomegranates upon the capitals round about, were all of copper: 
and the same had the second pillar together with the wreathed work. 18 And the captain 
of the guard took Serayah the chief-priest, and Zephanyahu the second priest, and the 
three door-keepers; 19 And out of the city he took one court-officer that was appointed 
over the men of war, and five men of those that could come into the king's presence, 
who were found in the city, and the scribe of the chief of the army, who ordered to the 
army the people of the land, and sixty men of the people of the land that were found in 
the city: 2° And Nebusaradan the captain of the guard took these, and conducted them 
to the king of Babylon to Riblah; 21 And the king of Babylon smote them, and put them to 
death at Riblah in the land of Chamath. So did Judah wander away into exile out of their 
land. 22 And as for the people that were left in the land of Judah, whom Nebuchadnezzar 
the king of Babylon had left, he appointed over them Gedalyahu the son of Achikam, the 
son of Shaphan. 23 And when all the captains of the armies, they and their men, heard 
that the king of Babylon had appointed Gedalyahu, they came to Gedalyahu to Mizpah; 
even Ishma'el the son of Nethanyah, and Jochanan the son of Kareach, and Serayah the 
son of Tanchumeth the Netophathite, and Jaazanyahu the son of a Ma'achathite, they 
and their men. 24 And Gedalyahu swore to them, and to their men, and said unto them, 
Be not afraid of the servants of the Chaldeans: remain in the land, and serve the king of 
Babylon; and it will be well with you. 25 But it happened in the seventh month, that there 
came Ishma'el the son of Nethanyah, the son of Elishama', of the seed royal, and ten men 
with him, and they smote Gedalyahu, so that he died, also the Jews and the Chaldeans 
that were with him at Mizpah. 2° And then arose all the people, from small to great, and 
the captains of the armies, and went to Egypt; for they were afraid of the Chaldeans. 
27 And it came to pass in the seven and thirtieth year of the captivity of Jehoyachin the 
king of Judah, in the twelfth month, on the seven and twentieth [day] of the month, that 
Evil-merodach the king of Babylon in the year that he became king did lift up the head 
of Jehoyachin the king of Judah out of the prison; 28 And he spoke kindly to him, and set 
his chair above the chair of the kings that were with him in Babylon: 29 And changed his 
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prison garments: and he ate bread continually before him all the days of his life. 3° And 
his allowance was a continual allowance given him by the king, the necessary ration for 
the day on its day, all the days of his life. 
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The Book of the Prophet Isaiah 


1 The vision of Isaiah the son of Amoz, which he saw concerning Judah and Jerusalem 
in the days of 'Uzziyahu, Jotham, Achaz, and Hezekiah, the kings of Judah. 2 Hear, O ye 
heavens, and give ear, O earth; for the Lord hath spoken: Children have I nourished and 
brought up, but they have rebelled against me. > The ox knoweth his owner, and the 
ass his master's crib: Israel doth not know, my people doth not consider. 4 Woe! sinful 
nation, people laden with iniquity, seed of evil-doers, children that are corrupt: they 
have forsaken the Lord, they have incensed the Holy One of Israel, they are departed 
backward. 5 Why will ye be stricken yet more? [that] ye increase the revolt? every head 
is sick, and every heart is faint. © From the sole of the foot even unto the head there is 
no soundness in it; but wounds, and bruises, and putrefying sores: they have not been 
closed, nor bound up, nor mollified with oil. 7 Your country is desolate, your cities are 
burnt with fire; your soil—in your presence, strangers devour it, and it is desolate, as 
overthrown by strangers. 8 And left is the daughter of Zion as a hut in a vineyard, as a 
lodge in a cucumber field, as a besieged city. 9 Unless the Lord of hosts had left unto us 


a remnant ever so small, like Sodom should we have been, unto Gomorrah should we 
have been compared. 1° Hear the word of the Lord, ye rulers of Sodom: give ear unto the 


law of our God, ye people of Gomorrah. 1 For what serveth me the multitude of your 
sacrifices? saith the Lord: I am sated with the burnt-offerings of rams, and the fat of 
fatted beasts; and the blood of bullocks, and of sheep, and of he-goats, I do not desire. 
12 When ye come to appear in my presence—who hath required this at your hand, to 
tread down my courts? 13 Continue no more to bring an oblation of deceit; incense of 
abomination is it unto me: new moon and sabbath, the calling of assemblies—I cannot 
bear misdeed with festive gathering. 14 Your new moons and your appointed feasts my 
soul hateth; they are become a burden unto me; I am weary to bear them, 15 And when 
ye spread forth your hands, I will withdraw my eyes from you; yea, when ye make ever 
so many prayers, I will not hear: your hands are full of blood. 1° Wash yourselves, make 
yourselves clean; put away the evil of your deeds from before my eyes; cease to do evil; 
17 Learn to do well; seek for justice, relieve the oppressed, do justice to the fatherless, 
plead for the widow. 18 Come now, and let us reason together, saith the Lord: though 
your sins should be as scarlet, they shall become white as the snow; though they should 
be red like crimson, they shall become like wool. 19 If ye be willing and obey, the best 
of the land shall ye eat; 2° But if ye refuse and rebel, by the sword shall ye be devoured; 
for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it. 21 How is she become a harlot, the faithful 
town! she, that was full of justice; righteousness lodged therein; but now murderers. 
22 Thy silver is become dross, thy wine is drugged with water; 23 Thy princes are rebels, 
and companions of thieves; every one loveth brides, and runneth after rewards; to the 
fatherless they will not do justice, and the cause of the widow doth not come unto them. 
24 Therefore saith the Lord, the Eternal of hosts, the mighty One of Israel, Ah, I will take 
satisfaction on my adversaries, and be avenged on my enemies. 2° And I will turn my 
hand against thee, and purge away as with lye thy dross, and remove all thy tin: 26 And I 
will restore thy judges as at the first, and thy counsellors as at the beginning; after that 
shalt thou be called, The city of righteousness, the town that is faithful. 27 Zion shall be 
redeemed through justice, and her converts through righteousness. 28 But destruction 
shall come over transgressors and sinners together, and those that forsake the Lord shall 
perish. 29 For people shall be ashamed because of the terebinths which ye had desired, 
and ye shall be put to the blush because of the gardens that ye had chosen. 2° For ye shall 
be as a terebinth the leaves of which wither, and as a garden that hath no water. 31 And 
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the mighty oppressor shall become as tow, and his workman as a spark; and they shall 
both burn together, with none to quench. 


2 


1 The word that Isaiah the son of Amoz foresaw concerning Judah and Jerusalem. 2 And 
it shall come to pass in the last days, that the mountain of the Lord's house shall be firmly 
established on the top of the mountains, and shall be exalted above the hills; and unto 
it shall flow all the nations. 3 And many people shall go and say, Come ye, and let us go 
up to the mountain of the Lord, to the house of the God of Jacob; that he may teach us 
of his ways, and we may walk in his paths; for out of Zion shall go forth the law, and the 
word of the Lord out of Jerusalem. 4 And he will judge among the nations, and decide 
for many people; and they shall beat their swords into ploughshares, and their spears 
into pruning-knives: nation shall not lift up sword against nation, and they shall not 
learn any more war. 50 house of Jacob, come ye, and let us walk in the light of the 
Lord. © For thou hast abandoned thy people, the house of Jacob, because they are full of 
[witchcraft] more than the east, and are soothsayers like the Philistines, and with the 
children of strangers they unite themselves. 7 And full became their land of silver and 
gold, and there is no end to their treasures; and full became their land of horses, and 


there is no end to their chariots; 8 And full became their land of idols; to the work of 
their own hands they bow themselves, to what their own fingers have made. ° And so 


is bent down the son of earth, and humbled the man; and thou wilt not forgive them. 


10 Enter into the rock, and hide thee in the dust, because of the dread of the Lord, and 
because of the glory of his majesty. 11 The looks of human pride shall be humbled, and 


the haughtiness of men shall be bent down: and exalted shall be the Lord alone on that 
day. 1? For there is a day [of judgment] unto the Lord of hosts over every proud and lofty 
one; and over every exalted one, that he be brought low; !3 And over all the cedars of the 
Lebanon, the high and exalted, and over all the oaks of Bashan; !4 And over all the high 
mountains, and over all the exalted hills; 15 And over every high tower, and over every 
fortified wall; 1° And over all the ships of Tharshish; and over all desirable palaces. !7 And 
the pride of man shall be bent down, and the haughtiness of men shall be humbled: and 
exalted shall be the Lord alone on that day. 18 And the idols will he utterly abolish. 19 And 


men shall enter into the caverns of rocks, and into the rifts of the earth, because of the 
dread of the Lord, and because of the glory of his majesty, when he ariseth to terrify the 


earth. 2°On that day shall a man cast away his idols of silver, and his idols of gold, which 
have been made for him to worship, to the moles and to the bats; 2! To enter into the 


clefts of the rocks, and into the hollows of the cliffs, because of the dread of the Lord, 
and because of the glory of his majesty, when he ariseth to terrify the earth. 22 Withdraw 


yourselves [then] from man, whose breath is in his nostrils; because, for what is he to be 
esteemed? 


1 For, behold, the Lord, the Eternal of hosts, doth remove from Jerusalem and from 
Judah stay and staff, every stay of bread, and every stay of water. 2 The hero, and 
the man of war, the judge, and the prophet, and the prudent, and the ancient, 3? The 
captain of fifty, and the honorable man, and the counsellor, and the skilful artificer, 
and the eloquent orator. 4 And I will set up boys as their princes, and children shall 
rule over them. 5 And so shall the people press man against man, and one against the 
other: the boy shall demean himself proudly against the ancient, and the base against 
the honorable. 6 When a man will seize hold on his brother in the house of his father, 
[saying,] Thou hast a garment, thou shalt be our ruler, and let this ruin be under thy 
hand: 7 He will swear on that day, saying, I will not be a chief; and in my house is neither 
bread nor clothing; you shall not appoint me a ruler of the people. ® For Jerusalem is sunk 
to decay, and Judah is fallen; because their tongue and their doings are against the Lord, 
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to incense the eyes of his glory. 9 The boldness of their face testifieth against them; and 
like Sodom they tell openly their sin, they conceal it not. Woe unto their soul! for they 
have prepared evil unto themselves. 1° Say ye to the righteous, that he hath done well; 
for the fruit of their doings shall they eat. 11 Woe unto the wicked who doeth evil; for 
the recompense of his hands shall be bestowed on him. 12 My people! their oppressors 
are children, and women rule over them. O my people! thy leaders cause thee to err, 
and the direction of thy paths they corrupt. !° The Lord is stepped forth to plead, and 
standeth up to judge the people. 4 The Lord will enter into judgment with the ancients 
of his people, and their princes; but ye—ye have eaten up the vineyard; the plunder of 
the poor is in your houses. 5 What mean ye that ye crush my people, and grind down the 
faces of the poor? saith the Lord the Eternal of hosts. 1¢ And the Lord said, Forasmuch 
as the daughters of Zion are proud, and walk with stretched forth necks and casting 
about their eyes, walking and mincing as they go, and making a tinkling with their feet: 
17 Therefore will the Lord smite with leprosy the crown of the head of the daughters of 
Zion, and the Lord will lay open their nakedness. 18 On that day will the Lord take away 
the beauty of their tinkling shoe-buckles, and the hair-nets, and the crescent-shaped 
ornaments, !9 The drops, and the bracelets, and the mufflers, 2° The bonnets, and the 
foot-chains, and the head-bands, and the tablets, and the earrings, 21 The finger-rings, 
and nose-jewels, 22 The changeable suits of apparel, and the mantles, and the shawls, 
and the pockets. 23 The mirrors, and the chemisettes, and the turbans, and the long 
vails. 24 And it shall come to pass, that instead of sweet smell there shall be corruption; 
and instead of a girdle a rope; and instead of curled hair baldness; and instead of a wide 
garment a girding of sackcloth, a mark of burning instead of beauty. 25 Thy men shall 
fall by the sword, and thy mighty ones in the war. 2° And then shall her gates lament 
and mourn; and stript of all shall she sit upon the ground. 


1 And seven women shall take hold of one man on that day, saying, We will eat our own 
bread, and wear our own apparel: only let us be called by thy name, take but away our 
reproach. 2 On that day shall the sprout of the Lord be for ornament and for honor, and 
the fruit of the land for excellence and for glory for the escaped of Israel. 3 And it shall 
come to pass, that whoever is left in Zion, and he that remaineth in Jerusalem, shall be 
called holy, every one that is written down unto life in Jerusalem: 4 When the Lord shall 
have washed away the filth of the daughters of Zion, and shall have scoured away the 
blood-guiltiness of Jerusalem from her midst, by the spirit of judgment, and by the spirit 
of destruction. * And then will the Lord create upon every dwelling of mount Zion, and 
upon her places of assembly, a cloud and smoke by day, and the brightness of a flaming 
fire by night; for over all the glory shall be a covering. © And a tabernacle shall it be for a 
shade in the daytime from the heat, and for a refuge, and for a covert from tempest and 
from rain. 


1 | will sing now for my beloved, the song of my dear one touching his vineyard. 
A vineyard had my beloved on a rich hill-top; 2 And he fenced it in, and cleared it of 
stones, and planted it with the choicest vines, and built a tower in its midst, and also a 
winepress he hewed out therein: and he hoped that it should bring forth grapes, and 
it brought forth worthless fruit. 3 And now, O inhabitants of Jerusalem, and men of 
Judah, judge, I pray you, between me and my vineyard. 4 What more was to be done 
to my vineyard, that I had not done in it? Why then did I hope that it should bring forth 
grapes, while it brought forth worthless fruit? > And now I will let you know also what 
I will do to my vineyard: I will take away its hedge, and it shall be eaten off; I will break 
down its wall, and it shall be trodden down; © And I will lay it quite waste; it shall not 
be pruned, nor hoed around; and it shall be overgrown with briers and thorns; and the 
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clouds will I command that they send down no rain upon it. 7 For the vineyard of the 
Lord of hosts is the house of Israel, and the men of Judah are the plant of his delight: 
and he hoped for justice, but behold injustice; for equity, but behold iniquity. 8 Woe 
unto those that cause house to join on house, bring field near to field, till there is no 
more room, so that ye may be left alone as the inhabitants in the midst of the land! 9 In 
my ears [spoke] the Lord of hosts, Truly many houses shall become desolate, yea, great 
and beautiful ones without an inhabitant. 1° Yea, ten acres of vineyard shall yield [but] 
one bath, and a chomer-seed shall yield [but] an ephah. 1! Woe unto those that rise up 
early in the morning, that they may run after strong drink; that continue until late in 
the twilight, till wine inflame them! 12 And there are harp and psaltery, tambourine 
and flute, and wine at their drinking-feasts; but the deeds of the Lord they regard not, 
and the works of his hands they behold not. 13 Therefore are my people led into exile, 
for want of knowledge: and their honorable men suffer of famine, and their multitude 
are panting with thirst. 14 Therefore hath the deep enlarged her desire, and opened her 
mouth without measure: and there descend [Jerusalem's] glory, and her multitude, and 
her noise, and whoever rejoiced therein. 15 And bent down shall be the son of earth, and 
humbled shall be the man, and the eyes of the lofty shall be humbled; 1¢ And the Lord of 
hosts shall be exalted in judgment, and the holy God shall be sanctified by [displaying 
his] righteousness. !7 Then shall the sheep feed according to their wont, and the ruins 
of the fat ones shall sojourners eat. 18 Woe unto those that draw iniquity with the cords 
of falsehood, and as with a wagon-rope, sinfulness; 19 That say, Let him make speed, let 
him hasten his work, that we may see it: and let draw nigh and come the counsel of the 
Holy One of Israel, that we may know it! 2° Woe unto those that say of the evil it is good, 
and of the good it is evil; that put darkness for light, and light for darkness; that put 
bitter for sweet, and sweet for bitter! 21 Woe unto those that are wise in their own eyes, 
and intelligent in their own esteem! 22 Woe unto those that are heroes to drink wine, and 
men of might to mingle strong drink; 23 Who justify the wicked in lieu of a bribe, and who 
deprive the righteous of their right! 24 Therefore as the tongue of the fire devoureth the 
stubble, and dry hay sinketh before the flame: so shall their root be as rotten things, 
and their blossom shall fly up as the dust; because they have despised the law of the 
Lord of hosts, and the word of the Holy One of Israel they have rejected. 2° For this cause 
is kindled the anger of the Lord against his people, and he stretcheth forth his hand 
against them, and he smiteth them; and the mountains tremble, and their carcasses lie 
like sweepings in the midst of the streets: with all this his anger is not turned away, but 
still is his hand stretched out. 26 And he will lift up an ensign to the nations from afar, 
and will call for one of them from the end of the earth; and, behold, with speed, swiftly, 
it cometh; 27 There is none weary, nor stumbling among its men; it slumbereth not, it 
sleepeth not; not loosened is the girdle of its loins, not broken is the latchet of its shoes; 
28 Whose arrows are sharpened, and all whose bows are bent; its horses hoofs are hard 


like the flint, and its wheels like the whirlwind; 29 It hath a roar like the lioness, it roareth 
like the young lions: yea, it growleth, and layeth hold of the prey, and carrieth it safely 


off, with none to deliver. 3° And it will rage against them on that day like with the raging 
of the sea: and if one look unto the earth, behold, there is darkness, oppression, and the 
light is darkened through the darkness of its clouds. 


6 


1 In the year of king 'Uzziyahu's death I saw the Lord sitting upon a high and exalted 
throne, and his train filled the temple. 2 Seraphim were standing around him, each one 
had six wings; with two he covered his face, and with two he covered his feet, and with 
two did he fly. 3 And one called unto the other, and said, Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of 
hosts; the whole earth is full of his glory. 4 And the posts of the threshold shook at the 
voice of those that called aloud, and the house was filled with smoke. 5 And I said, Woe 
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is me! for I am lost; because a man of unclean lips am I, and in the midst of a people of 
unclean lips do I dwell; for the King, the Lord of hosts have my eyes seen. © Then flew 
unto me one of the seraphim, and in his hand was a live coal, with the tongs had he taken 
it from off the altar: 7 And he touched therewith upon my mouth, and said, Lo, this hath 
touched thy lips; and thy iniquity is departed, and thy sin is forgiven. ® And I heard the 
voice of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I send, and who will go for us? AndI said, Here am 
I: send me. ? And he said, Go, and say unto this people, Hear indeed, but understand not; 
and see indeed, but know not. !° Obdurate will remain the heart of this people, and their 
ears will be heavy, and their eyes will be shut: so that they will not see with their eyes, 
nor hear with their ears, nor their hearts be understanding, so that they be converted, 
and healing be granted them. ! And I said, How long, O Lord? And he said, Until that 
cities be left waste without an inhabitant, and houses without man, and the soil be made 
desolate as a wilderness, !2 And the Lord will have removed far away the men, and the 


depopulation be great in the midst of the land. 1° And should a tenth part thereof yet 
remain, it will again be swept away: [yet] like the terebinth and the oak, which, when 
they cast their leaves, retain their stems, so remaineth the holy seed, its stem. 


7 
1 And it came to pass in the days of Achaz the son of Jotham, the son of 'Uzziyahu, 
the king of Judah, that Rezin the king of Syria, and Pekach the son of Remalyahu, the 
king of Israel, went up toward Jerusalem to war against it; but were not able to make an 
attack upon it. 2 And it was told unto the house of David, saying, Syria is encamped with 
Ephraim; and his heart trembled, with the heart of his people, as the trees of the forest 


are shaken before the wind. 3 And the Lord said unto Isaiah, Go forth now to meet Achaz, 
thou with Shear-yashub thy son, to the end of the aqueduct of the upper pool, on the 


highway of the washer's field; 4 And thou shalt say unto him, Take heed, and be quiet; 
fear not, and let thy heart not become faint because of these two stumps of smoking 
firebrands, before the fierce anger of Rezin with Syria, and of the son of Remalyahu. 
5 Forasmuch as Syria, [with] Ephraim and the son of Remalyahu, have taken evil counsel 
against thee, saying, © Let us go up against Judah, and besiege it, and let us make a breach 
therein for us, and set up as king in the midst of it the son of Tabeal: 7 Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, It shall not succeed, and it shall not come to pass. ® For the head of Syria 
is Damascus, and the head of Damascus is Rezin: and within sixty and five years shall 
Ephraim be broken, to be no more a people. ? And the head of Ephraim is Samaria, and 
the head of Samaria is Remalyahu's son. If ye will not believe, surely ye shall not have 
permanence, !° And the Lord continued to speak unto Achaz, saying, !! Ask thee a sign 
from the Lord thy God; ask it in the depth, or high up above. 2 But Achaz said, I will not 
ask, and I will not tempt the Lord. 13 And he said, Hear ye now, O house of David! Is it 
too little for you to weary men, that ye will weary also my God? ! Therefore will the 
Lord himself give you a sign: behold, this young woman shall conceive, and bear a son, 
and she shall call his name 'Immanu-el, [God with us]. 15 Cream and honey shall he eat, 
so soon as he knoweth to refuse the evil, and to choose the good. 1° For before yet the 
child shall know to refuse the evil, and to choose the good, shall be forsaken the land, 
of the kings of which thou feelest dread. 17 The Lord will bring over thee, and over thy 
people, and over thy father's house, days that have not come, from the day that Ephraim 
withdrew from Judah,—the king of Assyria. 18 And it shall come to pass on that day, that 
the Lord will call for the fly that is in the uttermost end of the streams of Egypt, and for 
the bee that is in the land of Assyria. 19 And they shall come, and shall encamp, all of 
them, in the desolate valleys, and in the clefts of the rocks, and upon all thorn-hedges, 
and upon all bushes. 2° On the same day will the Lord shave with the razor that is hired, 
from among those on the other side of the river, with the king of Assyria, the head, and 
the hair of the feet: and also the beard shall it entirely remove. 21 And it shall come to 
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pass on that day, that a man shall nourish [but] one young cow, and two sheep; 22 And it 
shall happen, that for the abundance of milk which they shall give he shall eat cream; 
for cream and honey shall eat every one that is left in the midst of the land. 23 And it 
shall come to pass on that day, that every place, where there are [now] a thousand vines 
worth a thousand silver shekels, shall be,—yea, this shall be [given up] to briers and 
thorns. 24 With arrows and with bows shall men enter thither; because all the land shall 
become [covered with] briers and thorns. 25 And all mountains that are worked with the 
mattock, there shall not come thither the fear of briers and thorns: and they shall serve 
for the pasture of oxen, and for the treading of sheep. 


8 

1 And the Lord said unto me, Take thyself a large table, and write on it with distinct 
letters, Lemaher-shalal-chash-bas. 2 And I was to summon for myself trustworthy 
witnesses, Uriyah the priest, and Zecharyahu the son of Yeberechyahu. 3 And I came 
near unto the prophetess; and she conceived, and bore a son. Then said the Lord to me, 
Call his name Maher-shalal-chash-bas. 4 For before yet the boy shall know to call, My 
father, and my mother, the wealth of Damascus and the spoil of Samaria shall be carried 
away before the king of Assyria. ° And the Lord continued to speak unto me again, saying, 
6 Forasmuch as this people despiseth the waters of Shiloach that flow softly, and rejoice 
in Rezin and Remalyahu's son: ” Yea therefore behold, the Lord bringeth up over them 
the strong and many waters of the river,—the king of Assyria, and all his glory; and he 
shall come up over all his channels, and step over all his banks; § And he shall penetrate 
into Judah, overflow and flood over, even to the neck shall he reach; and his outstretched 
wings shall fill the breadth of thy land, O 'Immanu-el. ? Associate yourselves, O ye people, 
yet shall ye be broken in pieces; and give ear, all ye of the far portions of the earth: gird 
yourselves, yet shall ye be broken in pieces; gird yourselves, yet shall ye be broken in 
pieces. 1° Take counsel together, yet shall it come to naught; speak the word, and it shall 
not stand firm; for with us is God. 11 For thus said the Lord to me with the strength of 
prophecy, and warned me not to walk in the way of this people, saying, 12 Call ye not 
a conspiracy all that this people may call a conspiracy, and what it feareth shall ye not 
fear, and be not terrified [thereat]. 12 The Lord of hosts, him shall ye sanctify; and let him 
be your fear, and let him be your terror. 14 And he will be for a sanctuary; but also for a 
stone of stumbling and for a rock to fall over unto both the houses of Israel, for a gin and 
for a snare to the inhabitants of Jerusalem. 15 And many shall stumble over them, and 
fall, and be broken, and snared, and be caught. !° Bind up the testimony, seal up the law 
among my disciples. 17 And I will wait for the Lord, that hideth his face from the house 
of Jacob, and I will hope for him. 18 Behold, I and the children whom the Lord hath given 
me are for signs and for tokens in Israel, from the Lord of hosts who dwelleth on mount 
Zion. !9 And when they shall say unto you, “Inquire of those that have familiar spirits, 
and of the wizards, that whisper, and that mutter:” should not a people inquire of their 
God? [should we then] in behalf of the living [inquire] of the dead? 2° [Hold] to the law 
and to the testimony: if they are not to speak according to this word, in which there is 
no light. 21 And the [people] shall pass through [the land], hard oppressed and hungry: 
and it shall come to pass, that when they shall be hungry, they will become enraged, and 
curse their king and their god, and turn toward on high [for aid]. 22 And they will look 
unto the earth; and behold there are trouble and darkness, dimness of oppression, and 
they shall be scattered into obscurity. 


1 (8:23) For no fatigue [befalleth] him that oppresseth it; in the first time he made light 
of the land of Zebulun, and the land of Naphtali, and at the last he will deal hard, with the 
way by the sea, on the other side of the Jordan, [up to] the Galilee of the nations. 2 (9:1) 
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The people that walk in darkness have seen a great light: they that dwell in the land of 
the shadow of death—a light shineth brightly over them. 3 (9:2) Thou hast multiplied 
the nation, made great their joy: they rejoice before thee as with the joy in harvest, as 
men are glad when they divide the spoil. 4 (9:3) For the yoke of their burden, and the 
staff on their shoulder, the rod of their oppressor, hast thou broken, as on the day of 
Midian. 5 (9:4) For all the weapons of the fighter in the battle's tumult, and the garment 
rolled in blood, shall be burnt, become food for fire. § (9:5) For a child is born unto us, 
a son hath been given unto us, and the government is placed on his shoulders; and his 
name is called, Wonderful, counsellor of the mighty God, of the everlasting Father, the 
prince of peace, 7 (9:6) For [promoting] the increase of the government, and for peace 
without end, upon the throne of David and upon his kingdom, to establish it and to 
support it through justice and righteousness, from henceforth and unto eternity: the 
zeal of the Lord of hosts will do this. 8 (9:7) A word hath the Lord sent against Jacob, 
and it hath alighted upon Israel. 9 (9:8) And experience it shall all the people together, 
Ephraim and the inhabitants of Samaria; because they say, in the pride and haughtiness 
of heart, 1° (9:9) “The bricks are fallen down, but with hewn stones will we re-build: the 
sycamores are cut down, but with cedars will we replace them.” 1! (9:10) Therefore will 
the Lord strengthen the adversaries of Rezin above him, and will stir up his enemies; 
12 (9:11) The Syrians in front, and the Philistines behind; and they shall devour Israel 
with a full mouth. For all this his anger is not turned away, but his hand still remaineth 
stretched out. 13 (9:12) And the people return not unto him that smiteth them, and the 
Lord of hosts do they not seek. 14 (9:13) And the Lord cutteth off from Israel head and 
tail, palm-branch and rush, on one day. 15 (9:14) The ancient and honorable is the head; 
and the prophet that teacheth lies is the tail. 1° (9:15) And the guides of this people are 
those that guide to error; and those that are led of them are misled. 17 (9:16) Therefore 
will the Lord have no joy in their young men, and on their fatherless and widows will he 
have no mercy; for every one is a hypocrite and an evil-doer, and every mouth speaketh 
scandalous words. For all this his anger is not turned away, but his hand still remaineth 
stretched out. 18 (9:17) For wickedness burneth like the fire; it shall devour the briers 
and thorns: and it shall kindle [a flame] in the thickets of the forest, and they shall be 
shrouded by the wreaths of smoke. 19 (9:18) Through the fury of the Lord of hosts is the 
land scorched, and the people have become as food for the fire; no man will spare his 
brother. 2° (9:19) And he snatcheth on the right hand, and is [yet] hungry; and he eateth 
on the left hand, and are not [yet] satisfied; they shall eat every man the flesh of his 
own arm: 2! (9:20) Menasseh [against] Ephraim: and Ephraim [against] Menasseh; and 
they together against Judah. For all this his anger is not turned away, but his hand still 
remaineth stretched out. 


10 


1 Woe unto those that decree decrees of unrighteousness, and the writers who write 
down wrongful things; 2 To turn aside from judgment the needy, and to rob the just due 
of the poor of my people, that widows may be their prey, and [that] they may plunder 
the fatherless! 3 And what will ye do on the day of the visitation, and at the desolation 
which will come from afar? to whom will ye flee for help? and where will ye leave your 
glory? 4 Without me they shall kneel down under the prisoners, and under the slain 
shall they fall. For all this his anger is not turned away, but his hand still remaineth 
stretched out. 5 Woe over Asshur, the rod of my anger; and a staff is in their hand my 
indignation. ° Against a hypocritical nation will I send him, and against the people of my 
fury will I give him a charge, to take the spoil, and to carry off the prey, and to render 


them trodden down like the mire of the streets. 7 But he deemeth it not so, and his 
heart doth not think so; but to destroy is in his heart, and to cut off nations not a few. 


8 For he saith, “Are not my princes altogether kings? 9 Is not Calno like Karkemish? is 
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not Chamath like Arpad? is not Samaria like Damascus? 1° As my hand hath reached 
the kingdoms of the idols, whose graven images exceeded in number those of Jerusalem 


and of Samaria: ! Shall I not, as I have done unto Samaria and her idols, do so unto 
Jerusalem and unto her idols?” 12 Wherefore shall it come to pass, that when the Lord 


hath completed all his work on mount Zion and in Jerusalem, I will punish the fruit of 
the haughtiness of the king of Asshur, and the vain-glory of his proud looks. 13 For he 
hath said, “By the strength of my hand have I done it, and by my wisdom, for I have 
intelligence; and I have removed the boundaries of nations, and their laid-up treasures 
have I plundered, and brought down low those that were powerfully seated. 14 And my 
hand hath reached, as a bird's nest, the wealth of the people: and as one gathereth up 
eggs that are forsaken, have I myself gathered up all the earth: and there was not one 
that moved the wing, or opened the mouth, or chirped.” 15 Shall the axe boast itself over 
him that heweth therewith? or shall the saw magnify itself against him that swingeth 
it? as if the rod should swing about those that lift it up, or as if the staff should lift up 
him who is no wood. !° Therefore will the Lord, the Eternal of hosts, send forth among 
his fat ones leanness; and under his glory shall be kindled a burning like the burning of 
a fire. 17 And the light of Israel shall become a fire, and his Holy One a flame; and it shall 
burn and devour his thorns and his briers on one day. !8 And the glory of his forest, and 
of his fruitful field, both soul and body, will he destroy: and he shall be as [a tree] eaten 
to powder by the worms. !° And the rest of the trees of his forest shall be few in number, 
so that a boy may write them down. 2° And it shall come to pass on that day, that the 
remnant of Israel, and such as are escaped of the house of Jacob, shall not farther lean 
for support upon him that smiteth them; but they shall lean upon the Lord, the Holy one 
of Israel, in truth. 2! The remnant shall return, the remnant of Jacob, unto the mighty 
God. 22 For though thy people Israel should be as the sand of the sea, [yet] a remnant 
[only] of them shall return: destruction is decreed, it overfloweth with righteousness. 
23 For it is completed and decreed: the Lord, the Eternal of hosts will do it in the midst 


of all the land. 24 Therefore thus hath said the Lord the Eternal of hosts, Be not afraid, O 
my people that dwellest in Zion, of Asshur, who will smite thee with the rod, and lift up 


his staff against thee, after the manner of Egypt. 25 For yet but a very little while more, 
and the indignation shall cease, and my anger shall be for their destruction. 2 And the 
Lord shall lift up a scourge over him like [at] the smiting of Midian at the rock of 'Oreb: 
and as his staff was lifted over the sea, so will he carry him off after the manner of Egypt. 
27 And it shall come to pass in that day, that his burden shall be removed from off thy 
shoulder, and his yoke from off thy neck, and the yoke shall be broken because of the 
fatness. 28 He cometh to 'Ayath, he passeth on to Migron; at Michmash he layeth up 
his baggage; 2° They go through the pass; they take up their lodging at Geba'; Ramah 
trembleth; Gib'ah of Saul fleeth. °° Let thy voice resound, O daughter of Gallim; listen 
Layshah; O poor 'Anathoth! 3! Madmenah is in motion; the inhabitants of Gebim are 
assembled to flee. 32 As yet today will he remain at Nob: then will he swing his hand 
against the mount of the daughter of Zion, the hill of Jerusalem. 3° Behold, the Lord, the 
Eternal of hosts, will lop off the fruitful bough with terrific might: and those of towering 
growth shall be hewn down, and the high shall be laid low. 34 And he will cut down the 
thickets of the forests with iron, and the Lebanon shall fall by [means of] a mighty one. 


11 


1 And there shall come forth a shoot out of the stem of Jesse, and a sprout shall spring 
out of his roots. 2 And there shall rest upon him the spirit of the Lord, the spirit of wisdom 
and understanding, the spirit of counsel and might, the spirit of knowledge and of the 
fear of the Lord; 3 And he shall be animated by the fear of the Lord; and not after the 
sight of his eyes shall he judge, and not after the hearing of his ears shall he decide; 4 But 
he shall judge with righteousness the poor, and decide with equity for the suffering ones 
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of the earth; and he shall smite the earth with the rod of his mouth, and with the breath 
of his lips shall he slay the wicked. 5 And righteousness shall be the girdle of his loins, 


and faithfulness the girdle of his hips. ® And the wolf shall dwell with the sheep, and the 
leopard shall lie down with the kid; and the calf and the young lion and the fatling [shall 
be] together, and a little boy shall lead them. 7 And the cow and the she-bear shall feed, 
together shall their young ones lie down: and the lion shall like the ox eat straw. § And 
the sucking child shall play on the hole of the asp, and on the basilisk's den shall the 
weaned child stretch out his hand. ? They shall not do hurt nor destroy on all my holy 
mountain: for the earth shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord, as the waters cover the 
sea. 10 And it shall happen on that day, that [he of] the root of Jesse, who shall stand as an 
ensign of the people, to him shall nations [come to] inquire: and his resting-place shall 
be glorious. "And it shall happen on that day, that the Lord will put forth his hand again 
the second time to acquire the remnant of his people, which shall remain, from Asshur 
and from Egypt, and from Pathros, and from Cush, and from 'Elam, and from Shin'ar, 
and from Chamath, and from the islands of the sea. 12 And he will lift up an ensign unto 
the nations, and will assemble the outcasts of Israel; and the dispersed of Judah will he 
collect together from the four corners of the earth. 13 And then shall depart the envy of 
Ephraim, and the adversaries of Judah shall be cut off: Ephraim shall not envy Judah, and 
Judah shall not assail Ephraim. 14 But they shall fly upon the shoulders of the Philistines 
toward the west; together shall they spoil the children of the east: upon Edom and Moab 
shall they lay their hands; and the children of 'Ammon shall obey them. 45 And the Lord 
will destroy the tongue of the Egyptian sea; and swing his hand over the river with his 
mighty wind, and will smite it into seven streams, and render it passable with shoes. 
16 And there shall be a highway for the remnant of his people, which shall remain from 
Asshur, like as it was to Israel on the day that they came up out of the land of Egypt. 


12 

1 And thou shalt say on that day, “I will thank thee, O Lord, that thou wast angry 
with me: thy anger [now] is turned away, and thou comfortest me. 2 Behold, God is my 
salvation; I will trust him; for my strength and song is Yah the Eternal: and he is become 
my salvation.” 3 And ye shall draw water with gladness out of the springs of salvation. 
4 And ye shall say on that day, “Give thanks unto the Lord, call on his name, make known 
his deeds among the people, keep it in remembrance that exalted is his name. 5 Sing 
unto the Lord; for he hath wrought a stupendous thing: known is this on all the earth.” 
6 Call aloud and shout, inhabitress of Zion; for great is in the midst of thee the Holy One 
of Israel. 


1 The doom of Babylon, which Isaiah Amoz' son foresaw. 2 Upon a high mountain lift 
ye up a banner, raise high your voice unto them, wave the hand, that they may enter 
into the gates of the princes. 31 have charged my prepared ones, I have also called my 
heroes for my anger, those that rejoice in my highness. 4 There is a noise of tumult 
on the mountains, like that of a numerous people; a noise of shouting of kingdoms of 
nations assembled; the Lord of hosts mustereth a host of battle. They are coming from 
a far-off country, from the end of the heavens, [here is] the Lord, with the weapons of 
his indignation, to destroy all the land. © Wail ye; for nigh is the day of the Lord; like 
wasting from the Almighty shall it come. ” Therefore all hands shall become weak, and 
every mortal's heart shall melt; 8 And they shall be affrighted, pangs and pains shall seize 
on them; they shall have throes as a woman that travaileth; one at the other shall they 
look amazed; red like flames shall their faces glow. ? Behold, the day of the Lord cometh, 
direful, [laden] with wrath and the fierceness of anger, to render the earth desolate: and 
its sinners will he destroy out of it. 1° For the stars of the heavens and their constellations 
shall not give forth their light: the sun shall be darkened in his going forth, and the 
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moon shall not shed abroad her light. 11 And I will visit on the world its evil, and on 
the wicked their iniquity; and I will stop the arrogance of the presumptuous, and the 
haughtiness of the tyrants will I humble. 121 will make the mortal more precious than 
fine gold; and man, more than the valued metal of Ophir. ° Therefore will I shake the 
heavens, and the earth shall start quaking out of her place, at the wrath of the Lord of 
hosts, and on the day of his fierce anger. 14 And the people shall be as the chased roe, and 
as flocks which no one gathereth up; every man to his own people shall they turn, and 
every man into his own land shall they flee. 15 Every one that is found shall be thrust 
through; and every one that is joined unto them shall fall by the sword. 1° And their 
babes shall be dashed to pieces before their eyes: spoiled shall be their houses, and their 
wives ravished. 17 Behold, I will stir up against them the Medes; who will not regard 
silver, and who will not delight in gold. 18 And their bows will dash young men to pieces; 
and on the fruit of the womb will they have no mercy; on children their eye will not look 
with pity. 19 And [thus] shall Babylon, the glory of kingdoms, the proud ornament of the 
Chaldeans, become like the overthrow through God of Sodom and Gomorrah. ?° It shall 
not be inhabited for ever, and it shall not be dwelt in from generation to generation; nor 
shall the Arabian pitch there his tent; and shepherds shall not let their flocks rest there. 


21 But there shall rest the wild beasts of the desert; and their houses shall be full of owls; 
and ostriches shall dwell there, and evil spirits shall dance there. 22 And jackals shall 


howl in her palaces, and monsters in the temples of pleasure; and near to come is her 
time, and her days shall not be extended. 


14 


1 For the Lord will have mercy on Jacob, and will again make choice of Israel, and 
replace them in their own land: and the strangers shall be joined unto them, and they 
shall attach themselves to the house of Jacob. 2 And nations shall take them, and bring 
them to their own place; but the house of Israel shall obtain possession of them in the 
land of the Lord for men-servants and for maid-servants; and they shall take captive 
their captors, and they shall rule over their oppressors. 3 And it shall come to pass on 
the day when the Lord will give thee rest from thy trouble, and from thy vexation, and 
from the hard bondage wherein thou wast made to serve, 4 That thou wilt take up this 
parable against the king of Babylon, and say, How hath ceased the oppressor! ceased 
the exactress of gold! 5 Broken hath the Lord the staff of the wicked, the sceptre of 
rulers; © He who smote people in wrath, blows without intermission, he that ruled in 
anger nations, persecuting without restraint. 7 At rest, quiet is all the earth; men break 
forth into loud song. 8 Also, the fir-trees rejoice at thee, the cedars of Lebanon, “Since 
thou wast laid low, no feller is come up against us.” 9? The nether world from below is in 
motion concerning thee to meet thee at thy coming: it stirreth up the departed for thee, 
all the chief ones of the earth; it hath caused to rise up from their thrones all the kings 
of nations. !° They all will commence and say unto thee, “Thou—thou also art become 
weak like us; similar unto us art thou become!” " Into the nether world is brought down 
thy pride, the clatter of thy psalteries: beneath thee is spread the worm, and thy cover 
is the moth. !2 How art thou fallen from heaven, O morning-star, son of the dawn! how 
art thou hewn down to the ground, crusher of nations! 13 And thou—thou hadst said in 
thy heart, “Into heaven will I ascend, above the stars of God will I exalt my throne; and 
I will sit also upon the mount of the assembly, in the farthest end of the north; 41 will 
ascend above the heights of the clouds; I will be equal to the Most High.” 15 But into the 
nether world shalt thou be brought down, into the lowest depth. 1° They that see thee 
will gaze at thee, will regard thee well, [saying,] “Is this the man that caused the earth 
to tremble, that made kingdoms quake? 1” That rendered the world as a wilderness, and 
pulled down its cities: never opened the prison-house of his prisoners?” !8 All the kings 
of nations, all of them, lie in glory, every one in his own [eternal] house. 19 But thou 
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—thou art cast out of thy grave like a discarded offshoot, as a garment of those that are 
slain, pierced by the sword, that go down to the stones of the pit, as a carcass trodden 
under foot. 2° Thou shalt not be united with them in burial; because thy land hast thou 
destroyed, thy people hast thou slain: to eternity shall not be called the seed of evil- 
doers. 21 Prepare for his children the slaughter, for the iniquity of their fathers: that 
they may not rise, and possess the land, and fill the face of the world with enemies [of 
mankind]. 22 And I will rise up against them, saith the Lord of hosts; and I will cut off from 
Babylon name, and remnant, and son, and grandson, saith the Lord. 231 will also make 
it a possession for the hedgehog, and pools of water: and I will sweep it with the besom 
of destruction, saith the Lord of hosts. 24 Sworn hath the Lord of hosts, saying, Surely as 
I have purposed, so doth it come to pass; and as I have resolved, so shall it occur: 25 To 
break Asshur in my own land, and upon my mountains will I tread him under foot; then 
shall his yoke be removed from off them, and his burden from off their shoulders. 2° This 


is the resolve that is resolved over all the earth: and this is the hand that is stretched out 
over all the nations. 27 For the Lord of hosts hath resolved, and who shall frustrate it? 
and it is his hand which is stretched out, and who shall turn it back? 28 In the year king 


Achaz died was this prophecy [given]. 2° Rejoice not, thou entire Palestine, because the 
rod of him that smote thee is broken; for out of the serpent's root shall come forth an 
adder, and its fruit shall be a flying dragon. 3° And the first-born of the poor shall feed, 
and the needy shall rest in safety: and I will kill with famine thy root, and men shall slay 
thy remnant. 31 Wail, O gate; cry out, O city; thou art dissolved, O thou entire Palestine; 
for from the north a smoke is coming, and there is no one solitary among those that 
are bidden to come. 32 And what will each one of the messengers of the nation answer? 
That the Lord hath founded Zion; and that therein shall find protection the poor of his 
people. 


5 

1 The doom of Moab. Truly in a night is 'Ar of Moab plundered, it is laid waste; truly 
in a night is Kir of Moab plundered, it is laid waste. 2 It goeth up to the [idol-]house, and 
Dibon [goeth] up to the high-places to weep, on Nebo and on Medeba shall Moab wail: 
on all its heads there is baldness, and every beard is hewn off. > In its streets they are 
girded with sack-cloth, on its roofs, and in its public places every one shall wail, groan 
with weeping. 4 And loud crieth Cheshbon with El'aleh; as far as Yahaz is heard their 
voice: therefore the armed men of Moab shall howl; its soul is grieved for itself. ° My 
heart will cry for Moab, whose fugitives are as far as Zo'ar, [and] the third 'Eglarth; for 
the ascent of Luchith—with weeping is it ascended; for on the way to Choronayim they 
let resound the cry of defeat [in battle]. ° For the waters of Nimrim shall be desolate; 
for dry is the grass, gone are the herbs, and green things are no more. 7 Therefore the 
rest of their acquisitions and what they possess shall they carry away over the brook of 
the willows. 8 For the cry hath encompassed the boundary of Moab; up to Eglayim [is 
heard] its wail, and at Beer-elim [is heard] its wail. 9 For the waters of Dimon are filled 
with blood; for I will bring over Dimon armed bands; over the escaped of Moab [cometh] 
a lion, and over the remnant of the land. 


1 Send ye the lambs of the ruler of the land from Sela', through the wilderness, unto 
the mount of the daughter of Zion. ? For it shall be, that, as a fugitive bird, as a chased 
nest, so shall be the daughters of Moab at the fords of Arnon. 3 Bring counsel, execute 
justice; render like the night thy shadow in the midst of the noonday; conceal the 
outcasts; betray not the fugitive. 4 Let my outcasts sojourn with thee, Moab; be thou 
a covert to them from the face of the waster: till ceaseth the extortion, past be the 
wasting, and vanished be the oppressor out of the land. 5 And there shall be founded 
through kindness a throne; and there shall sit upon it in truthfulness in the tent of 
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David a judge who seeketh justice, and is quick in righteousness. © We have heard of 
the pride of Moab; [that] he is very proud: of his haughtiness, and his pride, and his 
wrath, his groundless lies. 7 Therefore shall Moab wail for Moab, every one shall wail; 
for the strong walls of Kir-charesseth shall ye lament, deeply stricken. 8 For the fields 
of Cheshbon are withered, the vine of Sibmah —the lords of nations have beaten down 
its branches, they did reach as far as Ya'zer, into the wilderness did they wander; its 
tendrils were stretched forth, they passed over the sea. ? Therefore will I weep, when 
weeping for Ya'zer, for the vine of Sibmah: I will moisten thee richly with my tears, O 
Cheshbon, and El'aleh; for over [the gathering of] thy summer fruits and over thy harvest 
the battle-cry is fallen. 1° And [thus] are taken away joy and gladness out of the fruitful 
field; and in the vineyards shall be no singing, shall be no joyful shout: in the presses 
shall the treader not tread out wine; I have stopped the harvest-call. 11 Therefore my 
bowels shall groan for Moab like a harp, and my inward parts for Kir-charess. 12 And it 
shall come to pass, that it shall be seen that Moab is weary on the high-places; and he 
will come to his sanctuary to pray; but he shall not accomplish [aught]. 13 This is the 
word that the Lord hath spoken concerning Moab in former times. 14 But now hath the 
Lord spoken, saying, Within three years, as the years of a hired laborer, shall the glory 
of Moab be rendered mean with all this [his] great multitude; and the remnant shall be 
very small and inconsiderable. 


1 The doom of Damascus. Behold, Damascus is deprived of being a city, and it shall 
become decaying ruins. 2 Forsaken are the cities of 'Aro'er: they shall be [given up] to 


flocks, which shall lie down, and none shall make them afraid. 3 And there shall cease 
the fortress from Ephraim, and the kingdom from Damascus, and the remnant of Syria: 


like the glory of the children of Israel shall they be, saith the Lord of hosts. 4 And it shall 
come to pass on that day, that the glory of Jacob shall vanish, and the fatness of his flesh 
shall become lean. 5 And it shall be as when the harvestman gathereth the standing- 
corn, and reapeth the ears with his arm; and it shall be as when one gleaneth ears in 
the valley of Rephaim. © And there shall be left on it gleaning-fruit, as one shaketh an 
olive-tree, two or three berries on the top of the uppermost bough, four or five on the 
outmost branches of a fruitful tree, saith the Lord the God of Israel. 7 On that day shall a 
man turn his regard up to his Maker, and his eyes shall look toward the Holy One of Israel. 
8 And he shall not turn his regard to the altars, the work of his hands; and he shall not 
look at what his fingers have made, both the groves and the sun-images. ? On that day 
shall his strong cities be as a forsaken ruin in a forest, and on a mountain-peak, which 
they left because of the children of Israel: and the land shall be desolate. 1° Because 
thou hast forgotten the God of thy salvation, and the rock of thy strength thou hast not 
remembered; therefore wouldst thou plant luxuriant plantings, and wouldst set out the 
shoots of the stranger therein. 11 [Already] on the day that thou plantedst thou causedst 
to grow, and in the morning thou madest thy seed to blossom; but now fleeth the harvest 
on the day of disease and of incurable pain. 12 Woe to the raging of many people, who 
rage like the raging of the seas; and to the noise of nations, that make a noise like the 
roar of mighty waters! 13 The nations will make a noise like the roaring of many waters; 
but He will rebuke it, and it shall flee afar off, and shall be chased as the chaff of the 
mountains before the wind, and as thistle-down before the tempest. !4 At eveningtide, 


behold, there is trouble; before yet it is morning it is no more. This is the portion of our 
spoilers, and the lot of those that plunder us. 


1 Woe to the land with spreading wings, which is beyond the rivers of Cush, 2 That 
sendeth on the sea ambassadors, and in vessels of bulrushes messengers over the face 
of the waters. Go, ye swift messengers, to a nation pulled and torn, to a people terrible 
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from their beginning and onward; a nation meted out and trodden down, whose land the 
rivers have spoiled! 3 All ye inhabitants of the world, and dwellers on the earth, when the 
ensign is lifted up on the mountains, see ye; and when the cornet is blown, hear ye. 4 For 
so hath said the Lord unto me, I will take my rest, and I will look down on my dwelling- 
place like a clear heat upon herbs, and like a cloud of dew in the heat of harvest. > For 
before the harvest, when the blossom is past, and the flower becometh a ripening grape, 
will he both cut off the tendrils with pruning-knives, and the sprigs will he remove and 
cut down. © They shall be left together unto the birds of prey of the mountains, and to 
the beasts of the earth: and the birds of prey shall summer upon them, and all the beasts 
of the earth shall winter upon them. ’ At that time shall be brought as a present unto the 
Lord of hosts a people pulled and torn, and a people terrible from their beginning and 
onward; a nation meted out and trodden under foot, whose land the rivers have spoiled, 
to the place of the name of the Lord of hosts, the mount Zion. 


19 


1 The doom of Egypt. Behold, the Lord rideth upon a swift cloud, and is coming to 
Egypt: and the idols of Egypt shall be moved because of his presence, and the heart of 
Egypt shall melt in its inward parts. 2 And I will stir up Egyptians against Egyptians: 
and they shall fight every one against his brother, and every one against his fellow; city 
against city, kingdom against kingdom. 3 And the spirit of Egypt shall be emptied out 
in its inward parts, and its counsel will I frustrate; and they will inquire of the idols, 
and of the charmers, and of those that have familiar spirits, and of the wizards. 4 And 
I will surrender the Egyptians into the hand of a cruel lord; and a rigorous king shall 


rule over them, saith the Lord, the Eternal of hosts. 5 And the waters shall fail from the 
sea, and the river shall be wasted and dried up. © And the rivers shall become foul; and 


shallow and dried up shall become the deep streams: reeds and flags shall wither. 7 The 
well-rooted plants by the stream, by the mouth of the stream, and every thing sown by 
the stream, shall dry up, be scattered [by the wind,] and be no more. 8 The fishermen 
also shall lament, and all they that cast an angle into the stream shall mourn; and they 
that spread nets upon the face of the waters shall languish. ° And ashamed shall be they 
that work in fine flax, and they that weave white cloth. !° And its foundations shall be 
beaten down, all that build sluices shall be grieved in soul. 14 Surely fools are the princes 
of Zo'an, !!the wise of the counsellors of Pharaoh [impart] silly counsel: how can ye say 
unto Pharaoh, I am a son of the wise, a son of the ancient kings? 12 Where are they, 
these, thy wise men? that they may tell thee now, that they know what the Lord of 
hosts hath resolved on over Egypt. 13 The princes of Zo'an are become fools, deceived 
are the princes of Noph; and Egypt is led astray by the chiefs of its tribes. 14 The Lord 
hath poured out in the midst thereof a spirit of perverseness: and they have led Egypt 
astray in all its work, as a drunkard reeleth astray in his vomit. 15 And there shall not be 
for Egypt [successful] work, which the head or tail, palm-branch or rush, may do. 16On 
that day shall Egypt be like the women: and it shall tremble and be in dread because of 
the waving of the hand of the Lord of hosts, which he waveth over it. 17 And the land of 
Judah shall become unto Egypt a terror, every one that maketh mention thereof shall be 
in dread, because of the counsel of the Lord of hosts, which he hath resolved against it. 
18 On that day shall be five cities in the land of Egypt speaking the language of Canaan, 
and swearing by the Lord of hosts; “The city of destruction” shall one be called. 19 On 
that day shall there be all altar to the Lord in the midst of the land of Egypt, and a pillar 
at its border to the Lord. 2° And it shall be for a sign and for a testimony unto the Lord 
of hosts in the land of Egypt; for they shall cry unto the Lord because of the oppressors, 
and he will send them a helper, and a chief, and he shall deliver them. 21 And the Lord 
will be made known to the Egyptians, and the Egyptians shall know the Lord on that day, 
and will do service [with] sacrifice and oblation; yea, they will make vows unto the Lord 
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and perform [them]. 22 And the Lord will thus strike Egypt, striking and healing it: and 
they will return unto the Lord, and he will be entreated of them, and heal them. 23 On 
that day there shall be a highway out of Egypt to Asshur, and Asshur shall come into 
Egypt, and the Egyptians into Asshur, and the Egyptians shall serve with Asshur [the 
Lord]. 24 On that day shall Israel be the third with Egypt and with Asshur, a blessing in 
the midst of the earth. 25 Whom the Lord of hosts will have blessed, saying, Blessed be 
my people Egypt, and Asshur the work of my hands, and my heritage Israel. 


20 

1 In the year that Tharthan came unto Ashdod, when Sargon the king of Assyria sent 
him, and fought against Ashdod, and captured it; 2 At the same time spoke the Lord by 
means of Isaiah the son of Amoz, saying, Go and loosen the sackcloth from off thy loins, 
and thy shoe shalt thou pull off from thy foot. And he did so, walking naked and barefoot. 
3 And the Lord said, Just as my servant Isaiah hath walked naked and barefoot three years 
as a sign and token for Egypt and for Cush: 4 So shall the king of Assyria lead away the 
prisoners of Egypt, and the exiles of Cush, young and old, naked and barefoot, even with 
uncovered buttocks, to the disgrace of Egypt. 5 And they shall be terrified, and ashamed 
of Cush their trust, and of Egypt their vaunt. © And the inhabitant of this isle shall say 
on that day, Behold, such is our trust, whither we fled for help to be delivered from the 
king of Assyria: and how shall we then escape? 


21 

1 The doom of the desert by the sea. As tempests in the south blow with fury; so doth 
it come from the desert, from a terrible land. 2 A hard vision hath been told unto me; 
the traitor dealeth treacherously, and the spoiler spoileth. “Go up, O 'Elam; besiege, O 
Media;” all sighing have I caused to cease. 3 Therefore are my loins filled with pain; pangs 
have seized me, like the pangs of a woman that travaileth: I am too much cramped to 
hear; [am too much dismayed to see. 4 My heart wandereth astray, dread affrighteth me: 
the evening of my pleasure hath he turned unto me into terror. ° Prepare the table, put 
on the candlesticks, eat, drink: arise, ye princes, and anoint the shield. © For thus hath 
said unto me the Lord, Go, set the watchman, what he seeth let him tell. 7 And he will 
see chariots, horsemen in couples, riders on asses, riders on camels; and he shall listen 
diligently with much heed: 8 And he calleth [like] a lion, Upon the watchtower, O Lord, do 
I stand continually in the daytime, and on my ward am I set all the nights. ? And, behold, 
here cometh a chariot with men, horsemen in couples, and he commenceth and saith, 
Fallen, fallen is Babylon; and all the graven images of her gods hath he shivered unto the 
ground. 1°O my down-trodden [people,] and the son of my threshingfloor: that which I 
have heard from the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, have I told unto you. 11 The doom 
of Dumah. Unto me one calleth out of Se'ir, Watchman, what of the night? Watchman, 
what of the night? 12 The watchman said, The morning cometh, and also the night: if 
ye will desire, desire ye; return, come again. 13 The doom upon Arabia. In the forest 
in Arabia shall ye lodge, O ye caravans of Dedanim. 14 Toward him that is thirsty they 
bring water; the inhabitants of the land of Thema meet with suitable bread the fugitive. 
15 Because from the swords are they fled, from the drawn sword, and from the bent bow, 
and from the pressure of war. 16 For thus hath said the Lord unto me, Within yet one 
year, like the years of a hired laborer, shall all the glory of Kedar be at an end: 1” And the 
residue of the number of bows of the mighty men of the children of Kedar shall be small; 
for the Lord the God of Israel hath spoken it. 


1 The doom of the valley of vision. What aileth thee now, that thou art wholly gone 
up to the roofs? 2 0 noiseful, tumultuous city, joyous town? thy slain ones are not slain 
with the sword, and not those that die in battle. 3 All thy rulers are fled together, they are 
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made prisoners by the bowmen: all that are found in thee are made prisoners together, 
who have run away from afar. 4 Therefore said I, Look away from me; I will weep bitterly; 
be not urgent to comfort me, because of the wasting of the daughter of my people. >For 
a day of confusion, and of treading down, and of perplexity hath the Lord Eternal of 
hosts in the valley of vision; walls are broken, and crying is heard against the mountain. 
6 And 'Elam beareth the quiver, [cometh] with men in chariots and horsemen, and Kir 
uncovereth the shield. 7 And it is so, that thy choicest valleys are full of chariots, and 
the horsemen set themselves in array against the gate. 8 And he laid open the covering 
of Judah; and thou didst look on that day toward the armor of the house of the forest. 
9 And the breaches of the city of David have ye seen, that they are many: and ye gathered 
together the waters of the lower pool. 1° And the houses of Jerusalem have ye numbered, 
and ye have pulled down the houses to fortify the wall. 11 And a tank have ye made 
between the two walls for the water of the old pool; but ye have not looked at the Maker 
thereof, him that fashioned it in distant times have ye not regarded. 12 And the Lord 
Eternal of hosts called on that day for weeping, and for mourning, and for baldness, 
and for girding with sackcloth. 13 And behold [there are] gladness and joy, slaying of 
oxen, and killing of sheep, eating flesh, and drinking wine: “Let us eat and drink; for 
tomorrow we must die.” 14 And it was revealed in my ears by the Lord of hosts: Surely 
this iniquity shall not be forgiven unto you until ye die, said the Lord the Eternal of 
hosts. 5 Thus hath said the Lord, Go, get thee unto this treasurer, even unto Shebna, 
who is [superintendent] over the house; !¢ What hast thou here? and whom hast thou 
here, that thou hast hewn out for thyself here a sepulchre, [the man] that hath hewn out 
on high his sepulchre, that holloweth out in the rock a habitation for himself? 17 Behold, 
the Lord will thrust thee about with a mighty throw, O man! and will lay fast hold of thee; 
18 He will roll thee up as a bundle, and [toss thee] like a ball into a country of ample space: 
there shalt thou die, and there shall [remain] the chariots of thy glory, thou disgrace of 
the house of thy lord. 19 And I will cast thee out from thy station, and from thy post shall 
he pull thee down. 2° And it shall come to pass on that day, that I will call my servant, 
for Elyakim the son of Chilkiyahu. 2! And I will clothe him with thy robe, and thy girdle 
will I fasten around him, and thy government will I place into his hand: and he shall be 
as a father to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and to the house of Judah. 2? And I will lay 
the key of the house of David upon his shoulder; so that he shall open, and none shall 
shut; and he shall shut, and none shall open. 23 And I will fasten him as a tent-nail in a 
sure place; and he shall be for a chair of honor to his father's house. 24 And they shall 
hang upon him all the glory of his father's house, the shoots and offshoots, all the small 
vessels, from the vessels of basins, even to all the vessels of flagons. 25 On that day, saith 
the Lord of hosts, shall be removed the nail that is fastened in the sure place, and be cut 


down, and fall; and the burden that is upon it shall be cut off; for the Lord hath spoken 
it. 


23 


1 The doom of Tyre. Wail, ye ships of Tharshish; for it is laid waste, without house, 
without entrance: from the land of Kittim hath it been revealed to them. ?Be silent, ye 
inhabitants of the coast-land: the merchants of Zidon, that pass over the sea [formerly] 
filled thee. 3 And on mighty waters [came] the seed of Shichor, the harvest of the 


stream, as her revenue; and she became the mart of nations. 4 Be ashamed, O Zion; for 
spoken hath the sea, the stronghold of the sea, saying, I travailed not, nor brought forth 


children, neither did I nourish up young men, nor bring up virgins. 5 As at the report 
concerning Egypt, so shall they tremble at the report of Tyre. ° Pass ye over to Tharshish; 
wail, ye inhabitants of the coast-land. 7 Is this your fate, ye of the joyous [city]? she 
whose antiquity is of ancient days—her own feet shall carry her, afar off to sojourn. 
8 Who hath resolved this against Tyre, the crowning city, whose merchants are princes, 
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whose traders are the honorable of the earth? ° The Lord hath resolved it, to dishonor 
the pride of all ornament, to make of light esteem all the honorable of the earth. 1° Pass 


through thy land as a stream, O daughter of Tharshish: there is no more strength. 11 He 
hath stretched out his hand over the sea, he hath shaken kingdoms; the Lord hath given 
a command against Canaan, to subvert its strongholds. 12 And he said, Thou shalt no 
longer rejoice any more, O thou oppressed virgin, daughter of Zidon: arise, pass over 
to the Kittim; also there shalt thou have no rest. 13 Behold the land of the Chaldeans 
—this people which was not, Asshur founded it for the dwellers in the wilderness—they 


have set up their watchtowers, have overthrown its palaces, have rendered it a heap of 
ruins. 14 Wail, ye ships of Tharshish; your stronghold is laid waste. }5 And it shall come 
to pass on that day, that Tyre shall be forgotten seventy years, like the days of one king: 
at the end of seventy years shall it happen to Tyre as in the song of the harlot. 1° “Take 
the harp, go round about the city, thou forgotten harlot; make sweet music, sing many 
songs, in order that thou mayest be remembered.” 17 And it shall come to pass after 
the end of seventy years, that the Lord will visit Tyre, and she shall return to her hire, 
and shall have commerce with all the kingdoms of the world upon the face of the earth. 
18 And her gain and her hire shall be holy to the Lord: it shall not be treasured nor laid 
up; but for those that dwell before the Lord shall her gain be, to eat to fulness, and for 
magnificent clothing. 


1 Behold, the Lord maketh empty the land, and layeth it waste, marreth its surface, 
and scattereth abroad its inhabitants. 2 And it shall be with the people as with the priest; 


with the servant as with his master; with the bondwoman as with her mistress; with the 
buyer as with the seller; with the lender as with the borrower; with the debtor as with 


his creditor. 3 Empty, emptied out shall be the land, and spoiled, utterly spoiled; for the 
Lord hath spoken this word. 4 The land mourneth, withereth away, the world languishes, 
withereth away, the high ones of the people of the land do languish. 5 For the land 
was defiled under its inhabitants; because they had transgressed the laws, neglected the 
statutes, broken the everlasting covenant. ° Therefore hath the curse devoured the land, 
and they that dwell therein suffer for their guilt; therefore are the inhabitants of the land 
dried up, and but few men are left. 7 The new wine mourneth, the vine languisheth, all 
the merry-hearted sigh. 8 At rest is the mirth of the tambourines; ceased hath the tumult 
of the joyful; at rest is the mirth of the harp. °? Amidst singing shall they no [more] drink 
wine; bitter shall be the strong drink to those that drink it. 1° Broken down is the city of 
desolation; shut up is every house that none can enter. ! A [painful] cry for wine is in 
the streets; darkened is all joy; banished is the mirth of the land. 12 Destruction is left in 
the city, in ruins is beaten the gate. 1 For thus shall it be in the midst of the land among 
the nations, as [at] the shaking of an olive-tree, as [at] the gleaning of grains when the 
vintage is done. 14 These shall lift up their voice, they shall sing; because of the majesty 
of the Lord, they shout aloud from the sea. 15 Therefore in the valleys honor ye the Lord; 
in the isles of the sea, the name of the Lord the God of Israel. 16 From the edge of the 
earth have we heard songs, “Glory to the righteous.” But I said, “Evil is mine, evil is 
mine, woe is me! the treacherous have dealt treacherously; yea, the treacherous have 
dealt very treacherously.” 17 Fear, and the pit, and the snare are upon thee, O inhabitant 
of the land. 18 And it shall come to pass, that he who fleeth from the call of the fear shall 
fall into the pit; and he that cometh up out of the midst of the pit shall be caught in 
the snare; for the windows from on high are opened, and there quaked the foundations 
of the earth. !° Crushed entirely is the earth, split in pieces is the earth, shaken to its 


centre is the earth. 2° The earth reeleth to and fro like a drunkard, and vibrateth like a 
watch-hut; and heavily lieth upon it its transgression; and it shall fall, and not rise again. 


21 And it shall come to pass on that day, that the Lord will visit punishment on the host 
of heaven in heaven, and on the kings of the earth upon the earth. 22 And they shall be 


1536 XRN 


Isaiah 24:23 384 Isaiah 26:15 


gathered in heaps, as prisoners, in the prison, and shall be shut up in the dungeon, and 
thus after many days shall they be punished. 23 And the moon shall be put to the blush, 
and the sun be made ashamed; for the Lord of hosts will reign on mount Zion, and in 
Jerusalem, and before his ancients in glory. 


10 Lord, my God art thou; I will exalt thee, I will praise thy name; for thou hast done 
wonderful things, resolves of distant times [are become] faithful confirmation. 2 For 
thou hast made of a city a stone-heap; of a fortified town a falling ruin; the palace of 
barbarians ceaseth out of the city, to eternity shall it not be rebuilt. 3 Therefore shall a 
strong people honor thee; the town of the tyrannical nations shall fear thee. 4 For thou 
hast become a stronghold to the poor, a stronghold to the needy when he is distressed; 
a protection from the tempest, a shadow from the heat; for the [wrathful] breath of the 
tyrants is like the tempest against a wall. 5 Like heat in a dry land, wilt thou subdue the 
tumult of the barbarians; as the heat [is lessened] by the shadow of the cloud, so will he 
subdue the song of the tyrants. © And the Lord of hosts will make unto all the nations 
on this mountain a feast of fat things, a feast of wines on the lees, of fat things full of 
marrow, of wines on the lees well refined. 7 And he will destroy on this mountain the 
face of the covering which covereth all the people, and the vail that is spread over all 
the nations. ® He will destroy death to eternity: and the Lord Eternal will wipe away the 
tear from off all faces; and the shame of his people will he remove from off all the earth; 
for the Lord hath spoken it. 9 And men will say on that day, Lo, this is our God, for whom 
we have waited that he would help us; this is the Lord for whom we have waited, we will 
be glad and we will rejoice in his salvation. 1° For the hand of the Lord will rest on this 
mountain, and Moab shall be trodden down on his own place, even as straw is trodden 
down upon the dunghill. 1! And he will spread forth his hands in the midst thereof, as 
the swimmer spreadeth them forth to swim: and he will bring down his pride together 
with the joints of his hands. 12 And the fortress of the stronghold of thy walls he bringeth 
down, layeth low, casteth it to the ground, even to the dust. 


26 

1 On that day shall this song be sung in the land of Judah: A strong city have we; his 
aid will he grant [us] as walls and defence. 2 Open ye the gates, that there may enter in 
the righteous nation which guardeth the truth. 3 The confiding mind wilt thou keep in 
perfect peace; because he trusteth in thee. 4 Trust ye in the Lord unto eternity; for in 
Yah the Lord is everlasting protection. >For he bendeth down the dwellers of the height; 
the lofty fortress—he layeth it low; he layeth it low, along the ground; he casteth it down 
to the dust. © The foot shall tread it down, the feet of the poor, the steps of the needy. 
7 The path of the just is straight: thou, most upright, dost ever level the road of the just. 
8 Yea, on the path of thy judgments, O Lord, have we waited for thee; for thy name, and 
for the remembrance of thee, was the longing of our soul. 9 In my soul have I longed 
for thee in the night; yea, with my spirit within me will I seek for thee; for when thy 
judgments are [sent] on the earth, the inhabitants of the world learn righteousness. !°If 
favor be shown to the wicked, he will not learn righteousness; in the land of uprightness 
will he deal unjustly, and will not regard the majesty of the Lord. 1! Lord, thy hand 
was raised high, but they would not see: oh that they might see, and be ashamed, [thy] 
zeal for the people; yea, the fire which shall devour them—thy enemies. !2 Lord, thou 
wilt ordain peace for us; for also all our works hast thou accomplished for us. !3 0 Lord 
our God, lords have had dominion over us beside thee; [but] of thee only would we make 
mention,—of thy name. !4[They are] dead, they will not live [again]; [they are] departed, 
they will not rise [again]; therefore hast thou visited and destroyed them, and made to 
perish every memorial of them. 15 Thou hast done more for the nation, O Lord, thou hast 
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done more for the nation; thou hast glorified thyself: thou hast enlarged all the ends of 
the earth. 16 Lord, in trouble have they sought thee, they poured out earnest prayers 
when thy chastening was upon them. 1” Like as a pregnant woman, that is near giving 
birth, is in pain, [and] crieth out in her pangs: so have we been in thy presence, O Lord. 
18 We have been pregnant and in pain, [but it was] as though we brought forth wind; we 
have not wrought any deliverance in the land; and the inhabitants of the world have not 
fallen. 19 Thy dead shall live, my dead bodies shall arise. Awake and sing ye, that dwell in 
the dust; for a dew on herbs is thy dew, and the earth shall cast out the departed. 2°Go, 
my people, enter thou into thy chambers, and shut thy door behind thee: hide thyself 
but for a little moment, until the indignation be passed away. 2! For, behold, the Lord 
cometh out of his place to visit the iniquity of the inhabitants of the earth on them: and 
the earth shall disclose her blood, and shall no more be a cover over her slain. 


1 On that day will the Lord punish with his heavy and great and strong sword leviathan 
the flying serpent, and leviathan the crooked servant; and he will slay the crocodile that 
is in the sea. 2 On that day sing ye a song of the vineyard of excellent wine. 3 “I the 
Lord do keep it; every moment will I water it: that no one shall hurt it, night and day 
will I keep it. 4 Wrath have I not: who would set the briers and thorns against me in 
battle? I would pass through them, and I would burn them altogether. 5° If he but take 
hold of my strength, make peace with me; make peace with me.” °In the future shall 
Jacob yet take root; Israel shall bud and blossom, and shall fill the face of the world with 


fruit. 7 Hath he smitten him, as he smote the one that smote him? or was he slain with 
the same slaughter as those of him that were slain? ®In measure, by driving him forth, 


thou strivest with him: he removed him with his violent storm on the day of the east 
wind. ? Therefore by this [only] shall the iniquity of Jacob be atoned; and this shall be 
all the fruit of the taking away of his sin; when he maketh all the stones of the altar as 
limestones that are beaten in pieces, when there shall not arise again any groves and sun- 
images. 1° For [by this] the fortified city shall be desolate, the habitation be forsaken, and 


left like a wilderness; there shall the calf feed, and there shall it lie down, and consume 
its branches. 11 When its boughs are withered, they shall be broken off; women will come 


and set them on fire; for it is not a people of understanding; therefore he that made it 
will not have mercy on it, and he that formed it will show it no favor. 12 And it shall come 
to pass on that day, that the Lord will beat off [the fruit] from the channel of the River 
up to the brook of Egypt; but ye shall be gathered up one by one, ye children of Israel. 
13 And it shall come to pass on that day, that the great cornet shall be blown, and then 


shall come those who are lost in the land of Asshur, and those who are outcasts in the 
land of Egypt, and they shall prostrate themselves before the Lord on the holy mount at 


Jerusalem. 


1 Woe to the crown of pride, of the drunkards of Ephraim, and to the fading flower of 
his glorious ornament, which is on the eminence of the fat valley of those who are struck 
down by wine! 2 Behold, [it cometh] mighty and strong from the Lord, as a tempest of 
hail, a storm of destruction; as a tempest of mighty overflowing waters, will he cast it 
down to the earth with force. 3 Under feet shall be trodden the crown of pride of the 
drunkards of Ephraim: 4 And the fading flower of his glorious ornament, which is on 
the eminence of the fat valley, shall be as its early ripe fruit before the summer; which 
one, when he just seeth it, while it is scarcely in his hand, hastily devoureth. 5 On that 
day will the Lord of hosts be for a crown of glory, and for a diadem of beauty, unto the 
residue of his people, © And for a spirit of judgment to him that sitteth in judgment, 
and for strength to those that drive back the battle to the gate [of the enemy]. 7 But 
these also are now stumbling through wine, and reeling through strong drink: priest 
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and prophet are stumbling through strong drink, they are overpowered with wine, they 
reel through strong drink; they stumble in [divine] vision, they are unsteady in giving 
judgment. ®For all tables are full of vomit of filthiness, there is no place [clean]. > Whom 
shall he teach knowledge? and whom shall he give to understand doctrine? those that 
are weaned from the milk, those that are taken from the breasts. 1° For precept must 
be upon precept, precept upon precept; line upon line, line upon line; here a little, and 
there a little. 4 For [as] with stammering lips and a foreign tongue will he speak to this 
people; 12 When he said unto them, This is the rest, cause ye the weary to rest; and this 
is the refreshing; but they would not hear. !3 Therefore shall be unto them the word of 
the Lord, precept upon precept, precept upon precept; line upon line, line upon line; 
here a little, and there a little; in order that they may go, and stumble backward, and 
be broken, and snared, and caught. !4 Therefore hear the word of the Lord, ye scornful 
men, who rule this people that is in Jerusalem. 1° Because ye have said, “We have entered 
into a covenant with death, and with the nether world have we made an agreement; the 
overflowing scourge, when it passeth by, shall not come at us; for we have made lies 
our refuge, and under falsehood have we sought a hiding-place.” 1° Therefore thus hath 


said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I have laid in Zion as a foundation a stone, a tried stone, 
a costly corner-stone, well founded: he that believeth will not make haste. !” And I will 


make of justice a measuring line, and of righteousness a plummet: and the hail shall 
sweep off the refuge of lies, and the hiding-place against the waters shall these flood 
away. 18 And your covenant with death shall be annulled, and your agreement with the 
nether world shall not have permanence; the overflowing scourge, when it passeth by 
—then shall ye be trodden down by it. 19 As often as it passeth by shall it take you; for 
morning by morning shall it pass by, by day and by night; and the mere understanding 
of the report shall cause terror. 2° For the bed shall be too short for [a man] to stretch 
himself out [on it]: and the covering too narrow to wrap himself in. 21 For as on mount 
Perazim will the Lord rise up, as in the valley of Gib'on will he be wroth, that he may do 
his work, his singular work; and to accomplish his labor, his strange labor. 22 And now 
be ye no longer scornful, lest your bonds be made strong; for as completed and fully 
decreed have I heard it from the Lord Eternal of hosts over all the earth. 23 Give ye ear, 
and hear my voice; listen, and hear my speech. 24 Doth the ploughman plough all the 
time to sow? doth he open and harrow his ground [continually]? 25 Is it not so? that, 
when he hath made level its surface he scattereth fennel, and streweth about cumin, 
and planteth the wheat in rows, and barley on its assigned [place], and millet on its 
proper spot? 2° For his God instructed him rightly, taught him [so to do]. 2? Truly not 
with a threshing instrument is fennel threshed, and a wagon-wheel is not turned about 
upon cumin; but fennel is beaten out with a staff, and cumin with a stick. 28 Bread-corn 
is crushed; but not for ever doth [man] keep threshing it; and though he drive over it 
the wheel of his wagon and his horses, he will not [thereby] crush it. 29 This also cometh 
forth from the Lord of hosts; wonderful is he in counsel, and excellent in [his] wise deeds. 


29 


1 Woe to Ariel, to Ariel, the town where David dwelt! add ye year to year; let the 
festivals come round in order; ? Yet will I distress Ariel, and there shall be groaning and 
wailing: and it shall be unto me like Ariel. 3? And I will encamp against thee round about, 
and will lay siege against thee with hostile posts, and I will raise up entrenchments 
against thee. 4 And brought down low, shalt thou speak [as though] out of the earth, 
and out of the dust shall come forth thy speech; and like one of a familiar spirit out of 
the earth shall be thy voice, and out of the dust shalt thou whisper forth thy speech. 
5 And like the small dust shall be the multitude of thy barbarian enemies, and like the 
passing chaff the multitude of tyrants; and [this] shall be at unawares, suddenly. ¢ From 
the Lord of hosts shall the visitation come with thunder, and with earthquake, and great 
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noise, with storm and tempest, and the devouring flame of fire. 7 And as a dream of a 
night-vision shall be the multitude of all the nations that go to war against Ariel, even 
all that fight against her and raise towers against her, and that distress her. 8 And it 
shall even be as when a hungry man dreameth, that, behold, he eateth; but he awaketh, 
and his soul is empty; or as when a thirsty man dreameth, that, behold, he drinketh; 
but he awaketh, and, behold, he is faint, and his soul yet longeth: so shall it be with 
the multitude of all the nations, that go to war against mount Zion. ° Stay but still and 
wonder; turn your eyes away, and be blinded; they are drunken, but not with wine; they 
stagger, but not with strong drink. 1° For the Lord hath poured out over you the spirit 
of deep sleep, and hath closed your eyes: [over] the prophets, and your chiefs, the seers, 
hath he cast a vail. 1! And the vision of every thing is become unto you as the words of 
a book that is sealed, which men deliver to one that can read, saying, Read this, I pray 


thee; and he saith, I cannot; for it is sealed: 12 And the book is then delivered to one 
that cannot read, saying, Read this, I pray thee; and he saith, I cannot read. 13 And the 


Lord said, Forasmuch as this people draw near with their mouth, and with their lips do 


honor me, but have removed their heart far from me, and their fear toward me is but 
the acquired precept of men; 14 Therefore, behold, I will do yet farther a marvelous work 


with this people, doing wonder on wonder; so that the wisdom of their wise men shall 
be lost, and the understanding of their prudent men shall be hidden. !5 Woe unto those 
that seek to hide deeply their counsel from the Lord, so that their works may be in the 
dark, and they say, Who seeth us? and who knoweth us? 16 Oh your perverseness! shall 
the potter be esteemed as the clay? that the work shall say of its maker, He hath not 
made me? or shall the thing framed say of its framer, He had no understanding? 17 Lo! 
but yet a very little while more, and Lebanon shall be turned into a fruitful field, and 
the fruitful field shall be esteemed as a forest! 18 And on that day shall the deaf hear 
the words of the book, and out of obscurity, and out of darkness, shall the eyes of the 
blind see. !9 And the sufferers shall have abundant joy in the Lord, and the needy among 
men shall be glad in the Holy One of Israel. 2° For the tyrant is no more, and consumed 
is the scorner, and cut off are all that watch for injustice; 2! That cause mankind to sin 
by [their] word; and lay a snare for him that reproveth [them] in the gate; and pervert 
through fraud the cause of the just. 22 Therefore thus hath said the Lord unto the house 
of Jacob, he who hath redeemed Abraham, Not now shall Jacob be ashamed, and not now 
shall his face be made pale. 23 For when he seeth his children, the work of my hands in 
the midst of him, how they sanctify my name: then will they sanctify the Holy One of 
Jacob, and the God of Israel will they reverence. 24 They also that were erring in spirit 
shall acquire understanding, and they that murmured shall obtain instruction. 


1 Woe to the rebellious children, saith the Lord, that take counsel, but not from me; 
and that set themselves a ruler, but not by my spirit, in order that they may add sin 


to sin: 2 That travel to go down into Egypt, and have not asked my will; to strengthen 
themselves through the strength of Pharaoh, and to seek shelter in the shadow of Egypt! 
3 Therefore shall the strength of Pharaoh become your shame, and the shelter in the 
shadow of Egypt your disgrace. 4 For his princes were at Zo'an, and his ambassadors had 
reached Chanes. 5 They all are ashamed because of a people that cannot profit them, 
neither be a help nor give profit; but [bringeth] shame, and also a reproach. The doom 
of the beasts of the south: Through the land of trouble and anguish, whence come the 
lioness and the lion, the viper and flying dragons, they will carry upon the shoulders 
of young asses their riches, and upon the humps of camels their treasures, to a people 
that cannot profit. 7 And the Egyptians will help in vain, and to no purpose; therefore 
have I called this, Boasters they are in sitting still. 8 Now go, write it before them on 
a table, and note it in a book, that it may be for the latest time to come, for ever, and 
to eternity: 9 For this is a rebellious people, lying children, children that will not hear 
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the law of the Lord: 1° Who have said to the seers, Ye shall not see; and to the prophets, 
Reveal not unto us true things, speak unto us smooth things, reveal deceits; 11 Depart 
you out of the way, turn aside out of the path, remove from before us the Holy One of 
Israel. 12 Therefore thus hath said the Holy One of Israel, Because ye despise this word, 
and trust in oppression and perverseness, and lean thereon for aid: 13 Therefore shall 
this iniquity be to you as a threatening breach, swelling out in a high-towering wall, the 
fall of which will come unawares, suddenly. 14 And he will break it, as one breaketh a 
potter's vessel, dashing it in pieces without sparing it; so that there cannot be found 
among its fragments a sherd to rake fire from a hearth and to draw water from a pit. 
15 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, the Holy One of Israel, In repose and rest shall 
ye be helped; in quietness and in confidence shall be your strength; and ye would not. 
16 And ye said, “No; for upon horses will we flee;” therefore shall ye flee: and, “Upon 
swift beasts will we ride;” therefore shall your pursuers be swift. 17 One thousand [shall 
flee] at the threatening of one; at the threatening of five shall ye [all] flee: till ye be 
left as a pole upon a mountain-top, and as an ensign on a hill. 18 And therefore will the 
Lord wait, to be gracious unto you, and therefore will he exalt himself, to have mercy 
upon you; for a God of justice is the Lord: happy are all those that wait for him. 1° For 
O people of Zion that shall dwell at Jerusalem! thou shalt indeed not weep: he will be 
surely gracious unto thee at the voice of thy cry; so soon as he heareth it, he answereth 
thee. 2° And the Lord will give you bread [in] adversity, and water [in] oppression; and 
thy teachers shall not have to hide themselves in a corner any more, but thy eyes shall 
see thy teachers: 2! And thy ears shall hear the word behind thee, saying, “This is the 
way, walk ye init,” when ye turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to the left. 22 And ye 
will regard as unclean the covering of thy graven idols of silver, and the ornament of thy 
molten images of gold: thou wilt cast them away as a filthy thing; “Get thee hence,” wilt 
thou say unto them. 73 Then will he give the rain for thy seed, that thou mayest sow in 
the ground; and bread—the produce of the ground—this shall be fat and nutritious: thy 
cattle shall feed on that day in extensive pastures. 24 The oxen likewise and the young 
asses that till the ground shall eat salted provender, which hath been winnowed with 
the shovel and with the fan. 25 And there shall be upon every high mountain, and upon 
every prominent hill, rivulets, streams of waters on the day of the great slaughter, when 
towers fall. 2° And the light of the moon shall be as the light of the sun, and the light of 
the sun shall be sevenfold, as the light of the seven days, on the day that the Lord bindeth 
up the broken [limbs] of his people, and healeth the bruise of their wound. 27 Behold, the 
name of the Lord cometh from afar, burning is his anger, and heavy the smoke; his lips 
are full of indignation, and his tongue is like a devouring fire; 28 And his breath, like an 
overflowing stream, shall reach to the midst of the neck, to toss the nations with the van 
of falsehood: and [to place] a deceiving bridle on the jaws of the people. 29 [Then] shall 
ye have a song, as in the night when a festival is ushered in, and joy of heart, as when 
one goeth with the flute to come unto the mountain of the Lord, to the Rock of Israel. 
30 And the Lord will cause his majestic voice to be heard, and will show the stretching 
down of his arm, in the indignation of [his] anger, and in the flame of a devouring fire, 
in flood, and tempest, and stones of hail. 31 For because of the voice of the Lord shall be 
terrified Asshur, that smote [you] with the rod. 32 And at every passage of the appointed 
staff which the Lord will let fall on him, there shall be [music] on tambourine and harp; 
and in the tumult of battles will he fight with them. 33 For already of old is Topheth made 
ready; also this is prepared for the king—deep and wide; its pile hath fire and wood in 
plenty, the breath of the Lord, like a stream of sulfur, will kindle it into a flame. 


31 
1 Woe to those that go down to Egypt for help; and depend for support on horses, 
and trust on chariots, because they are many; and on horsemen, because they are very 
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strong; but who turn not unto the Holy One of Israel, and seek not the Lord! 2 Yet he 
also is wise, and bringeth evil, and taketh not back his words; and riseth up against 
the house of evil-doers, and against the help of those that work injustice. 3 But the 
Egyptians are men, and not God; and their horses are flesh, and not spirit; and the Lord 
will stretch out his hand, and there shall stumble the helper, and he that is helped shall 
fall down, and they all shall perish together. 4 For thus hath said the Lord unto me, Just 
as the lion or the young lion growleth over his prey, against whom is called forth the 
company of shepherds, of whose voice he is not afraid, and is not depressed because of 
their multitude: thus will the Lord come down, to fight on mount Zion and on its hill. 
5 As fluttering birds, so will the Lord of hosts shield Jerusalem; shielding and delivering; 
sparing and preserving. ©Turn ye unto him from whom the children of Israel have deeply 
revolted. ’ For on that day shall every man despise his idols of silver, and his idols of gold, 
which your own hands have made unto you for asin. Then shall Asshur fall by the sword 


of one who is not a man; and the sword of one who is not ason of earth shall devour him; 
and he shall flee him from the sword, and his young men shall become tributary. 9 And 


his stronghold shall pass away for fear, and his princes shall be terrified because of the 
ensign, saith the Lord, who hath a fire in Zion, and a furnace in Jerusalem. 


32 
1 Behold, a king shall reign in righteousness, and princes shall rule in justice. 2 And 
every one shall be as a hiding-place from the wind, and a covert from the tempest; as 
rivulets of water ina dry place, as the shadow ofa large rock in a languishing land. ? And 
the eyes of those that see shall not be blinded again, and the ears of those that hear 


shall hearken. 4 The heart also of the rash shall be attentive in order to know, and the 
tongue of the stammerers shall be ready to speak plainly. 5 The worthless person shall 


be no more called liberal, and the avaricious man shall not be said to be bountiful. § For 
the worthless person ever speaketh villany, and his heart will work injustice, to practise 


hypocrisy, and to speak error against the Lord, to leave empty the soul of the hungry, 
and the drink of the thirsty will he take away. 7 The instruments also of the avaricious 
man are evil: he deviseth wicked resolves to destroy the poor with words of falsehood, 
even when the needy speaketh what is right. 8 But the liberal deviseth liberal things; 
and he ever persisteth by liberal things. ° Ye careless women rise up, hear my voice; 
ye daughters that are secure, give ear unto my speech. !° After days and years shall ye 
shudder, ye women that are secure; for ended is the vintage, the fruit gathering shall 
nowise come. !! Tremble, ye careless women; shudder, ye that are secure, strip off your 
garments and make yourselves bare, and gird [sackcloth] upon the loins. 12 [They shall 
strike] on the breast, lamenting, for the pleasant fields, for the fruitful vine. 13 Upon the 
soil of my people thorns and briers shall come up; yea, upon all the houses of joy of the 
gladsome town. | Because the palace is abandoned, the tumult of the city is forsaken; 
the hill and watch-tower are become dens for a long time, a joyous haunt for wild asses, 
a pasture for flocks. 15 Until a spirit be poured upon us from on high, and the wilderness 
be changed into a fruitful field, and the fruitful field be accounted as a forest. 16 Then 
shall justice dwell in the wilderness, and righteousness abide in the fruitful field. 17 And 
the work of righteousness shall be peace; and the effect of righteousness quietness and 
security for ever. 18 And then shall my people abide in peaceful dwellings, and secure 
abodes, and in undisturbed resting-places. !° And it shall spread itself out in the declivity 
of the forest; and far down in the lowlands shall the city descend. 2° Happy are ye that 
sow beside all waters, freely sending forth the feet of the ox and the ass. 


1 Woe to thee that wastest, while thou wast not wasted; and traitor, while men dealt 
not treacherously with thee! when thou shalt have made an end of wasting, thou shalt 


be wasted, and when thou shalt have finished to deal treacherously, men shall deal 
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treacherously with thee. 2 0 Lord, be gracious; we have waited for thee: be thou their 
support every morning, also our salvation in the time of trouble. 3 At the noise of 
[thy] thunder people fled; when thou liftedst thyself up nations were scattered. 4 And 
your spoil shall be gathered as the cricket gathereth: as locusts run about, so shall 
people hasten after it. 5 The Lord is exalted; for he dwelleth on high; he hath filled 
Zion with justice and righteousness. © And the stability of thy times and the strength 
of thy happiness shall be wisdom and knowledge; the fear of the Lord is his treasure. 
7 Behold, their valiant ones cry without: the ambassadors of peace weep bitterly. ® The 
highways lie waste, ceased hath the wayfaring traveler: he hath broken the covenant, he 
despiseth cities, he regardeth not man. ? It mourneth, it languisheth—the land: Lebanon 
is ashamed, it is withered away; Sharon is become like a wilderness; and bereft of their 
fruits are Bashan and Carmel. !° Now will I arise, saith the Lord; now will I raise myself; 
now will I lift myself up. ' Ye shall be pregnant with hay, [and] ye shall bring forth 
stubble: your breath is a fire, which shall devour you. !2 And the people shall be burnt 
as lime: as cut-off thorns shall they blaze up in fire. 13 Hear, ye distant ones, what I 
have done; and acknowledge ye that are near my might. In Zion sinners are in dread; 
trembling hath seized on hypocrites. “Who among us shall abide with the devouring 
fire? who among us shall abide with everlasting burnings?” 15 He that walketh in 
righteousness, and speaketh uprightly; he that despiseth the gain of oppressions, that 
shaketh his hands against taking hold of bribes, that stoppeth his ears against hearing 
of blood, and shutteth his eyes against looking on evil; !® He shall dwell on high; rocky 
strongholds shall be his refuge: his bread shall be given him; his water shall be sure. 
17 The king in his beauty shall thy eyes behold: they shall see a far-off land. 18 Thy heart 
shall meditate [on past] terror. “Where is who wrote down? where is he that weighed? 
where is he that counted the towers?” 19 The barbarous people shalt thou not see any 
more, the people of a speech too obscure to be understood, of a stammering tongue, 
without meaning. 2° Look on Zion, the town of our solemn assemblies; thy eyes shall see 
Jerusalem as an undisturbed residence, a tent that shall not be struck for removal; not 
one of the stakes of which shall ever be moved, and all the cords of which shall never 
be torn loose. 21 But there will the Lord [show himself] mighty unto us, [in] a place of 
rivers and streams of ample breadth; wherein no oared galley shall go, and a gallant ship 
shall not pass thereby. 2? For the Lord is our judge, the Lord is our lawgiver, the Lord is 
our king; he will save us. 23 Loose hang thy tacklings; they cannot well uphold strongly 
their mast, they cannot spread the sail. Then are divided booty and spoil in abundance, 
[even] the lame take the booty. 24 And no inhabitant shall say, I am sick: the people that 
dwell therein shall be one whose iniquity is forgiven. 


34 

1 Come near, ye nations, to hear; and ye people, hearken: let the earth hear, and all 
that filleth it; the world, and all things that spring forth of it. 2 For the indignation of the 
Lord is [enkindled] over all the nations, and his fury over all their army: he hath devoted 
them, he hath given them up to the slaughter: 3 And their slain also shall be cast out, 
and as regardeth their carcasses their stench shall ascend upward, and the mountains 
shall be melted through their blood. 4 And all the host of heaven shall be dissolved, and 
the heavens shall be rolled together like a book: and all their host shall wither, as the 
leaf withereth from the vine, and as withering fruit from the fig-tree. 5 For my sword 
is sated in heaven: behold, it shall come down upon Edom, and upon the people I have 
devoted to punishment. © The sword of the Lord is full of blood, it is enriched with fat, 
with the blood of lambs and goats, with the fat of the kidneys of rams; for the Lord hath 
a sacrifice in Bozrah, and a great slaughter in the land of Edom. 7 And wild oxen shall 


sink down with them, and steers with bullocks; and their land shall be sated with blood, 
and their dust enriched with fat. 8 For it is the day of vengeance unto the Lord, and 
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the year of recompense for the controversy of Zion. ° And its brooks shall be changed 
into pitch, and its dust into sulfur, and its land shall become burning pitch. 1° Night and 
day shall it not be quenched; for ever shall ascend the smoke thereof: from generation to 
generation shall it lie waste; no one shall for ever and ever pass through it. But pelican 
and hedgehog shall take possession of it; night-owl also and raven shall dwell in it: and 
he shall stretch out over it the line of destruction, and the weights of desolation. 12 Their 
nobles—no one is there they could call [to] the kingdom, and all its princes shall be no 
more. !3 And thorns shall spring up in its palaces, nettles and brambles in its fortresses: 


and it shall be a habitation of monsters, and a court for ostriches. 14 And the martens 
shall meet with the jackals, and one goat shall call to his fellow; only the screech-owl 


shall rest there, and find for herself a place of repose. 15 There shall nestle the arrow- 
snake, and lay eggs, and hatch, and gather its young under its shadow: only vultures 
shall assemble there, every one with her mate. 1° Inquire out of the book of the Lord, 
and read: not one of these shall be absent, not one shall miss her mate; for my mouth it 
is that hath ordained it, and its breath it is that hath gathered them. 1” And he hath cast 
the lot for them, and his hand hath divided it out unto them by the measuring line: for 
ever shall they possess it, from generation to generation shall they dwell therein. 


35 

1 The wilderness and the dry land shall be glad thereat; and the desert shall rejoice, 
and blossom as the lily. 2 It shall blossom abundantly, and rejoice, yea, with joy and 
singing; the glory of the Lebanon shall be given unto it, the elegance of Carmel and 
Sharon; they indeed shall see the glory of the Lord, and the excellency of our God. 
3 Strengthen ye weak hands, and stumbling knees make ye firm. 4 Say to the timid of 
heart, Be strong, fear not: behold, your God, [with] vengeance will he come, with God's 
recompense; it is he who will come and save you. ° Then shall the eyes of the blind be 
opened, and the ears of the deaf shall be unstopped. © Then shall the lame leap as a hart, 
and the tongue of the dumb shall sing; for in the wilderness shall waters break out, and 
brooks in the desert. 7 And the sandy waste shall be changed into a pool, and the thirsty 
land into springs of water: in the habitation of monsters, where each one used to lie, 
shall be a court for reeds and rushes. ® And there shall be a highway and a way, and The 
holy way, shall it be called; no unclean one shall pass over it; but it shall be [only] theirs; 
the wayfaring man, and those unacquainted [therewith], shall not go astray. 9 No lion 
shall be there, and no ravenous beast shall go up thereon, shall not be found there; but 


there shall walk the redeemed: !° And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to 
Zion with song, with everlasting joy upon their head; gladness and joy shall they obtain, 


and sorrow and sighing shall flee away. 


1 And it came to pass in the fourteenth year of king Hezekiah, that Sennacherib the 
king of Assyria came up against all the fortified cities of Judah, and seized on them. And 
the king of Assyria sent Rabshakeh from Lachish to Jerusalem to king Hezekiah with a 
strong army. And he halted by the aqueduct of the upper pool on the highway of the 
washer's field. 3? Then came forth unto him Elyakim, the son of Chilkiyahu, who was 
superintendent over the house, and Shebna the scribe, and Yoach the son of Assaph, 
the recorder. * And Rabshakeh said unto them,—Say ye now to Hezekiah, Thus hath 
said the great king, the king of Assyria, What confidence is this wherewith thou hast 
trusted? 51 have said, but it was only a word uttered with the lips, [I have] counsel and 
strength for the war. Now, on whom didst thou trust, that thou rebelledst against me? 
6 Behold, thou trustedst on yon cracked reed-staff, on Egypt; which, if a man lean on it, 
will enter into his hand, and pierce it: so is Pharaoh the king of Egypt to all that trust 
on him. 7 But if thou shouldst say to me, In the Lord our God have we trusted: is he not 
the one whose high-places and whose altars Hezekiah hath removed, when he said to 
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Judah and to Jerusalem, Before this altar shall ye prostrate yourselves? § And now I pray 
thee, enter into a contest with my master the king of Assyria, and I will give thee two 
thousand horses, if thou be able on thy part to set riders upon them. ? How then wilt 
thou turn back the face of a single chieftain of the least of my masters' servants, while 
thou hast put thy trust on Egypt for chariots and for horsemen? 1° And now am I come 
up without the Lord ['s will] against this land to destroy it? The Lord hath said unto 
me, Go up against this land, and destroy it. 1! Then said Elyakim and Shebna and Yoach 
unto Rabshakeh, Speak, we pray thee, unto thy servants in the Syrian language; for we 
understand it: and speak not to us in the Jewish language, before the ears of the people 
that are on the wall. 12 But Rabshakeh said, Hath my master then sent me to thy master 
and to thee to speak these words? is it not rather to the men who sit upon the wall, that 
they may eat their own excrements, and drink their own urine with you? }3 Then stood 
Rabshakeh up, and called out ina loud voice in the Jewish language, and said, Hear ye the 
words of the great king, the king of Assyria. 14Thus hath said the king, Let not Hezekiah 
deceive you; for he will not be able to deliver you; }5 Neither let Hezekiah induce you to 
trust in the Lord, saying, The Lord will surely deliver us; this city shall not be given up 
into the hand of the king of Assyria. 1° Hearken not to Hezekiah; for thus hath said the 
king of Assyria, Make a treaty of peace with me, and come out to me; and eat ye every 
one of his vine, and every one of his fig-tree, and drink ye every one the waters of his 
cistern; 17 Until I come and take you away to a land like your own land, a land of corn and 
wine, a land of bread and vineyards. 18 So that Hezekiah may not mislead you, saying, 
The Lord will deliver us. Have the gods of the nations delivered each his land out of the 
hand of the king of Assyria? 19 Where are the gods of Chamath and Arpad? where are the 
gods of Sepharvayim? and have they then delivered Samaria out of my hand? 2° Who 
are they among all the gods of these countries, that have delivered their country out of 
my hand, that the Lord should deliver Jerusalem out of my hand? 21 But they remained 
silent, and answered him not a word; for it was the king's command, saying, Ye shall not 
answer him. 22 Then came Elyakim the son of Chilkiyahu, that was superintendent over 
the house, and Shebna the scribe, and Yoach the son of Assaph, the recorder, to Hezekiah 
with their clothes rent; and they told him the words of Rabshakeh. 


37 


1 And it came to pass, when king Hezekiah heard it, that he rent his clothes, and 
covered himself with sackcloth, and went into the house of the Lord. 2 And he sent 
Elyakim, who was superintendent over the house, and Shebna the scribe, and the elders 


of the priests, covered with sackcloth, to Isaiah the son of Amoz, the prophet. 3 And they 
said unto him, Thus hath said Hezekiah, A day of trouble, and of rebuke, and of derision 
is this day; for the children are come to the birth, and there is not strength to bring forth. 
4 Perhaps the Lord thy God will hear the words of Rabshakeh, whom the king of Assyria 
his master hath sent to blaspheme the living God, and who hath reproached with the 
words which the Lord thy God hath heard: wherefore lift up a prayer for the remnant 
that is still found here. ° And the servants of king Hezekiah came to Isaiah. © And Isaiah 
said unto them, Thus shall ye say unto your master, Thus hath said the Lord, Be not afraid 
because of the words which thou hast heard, with which the boys of the king of Assyria 
have blasphemed me. 7 Behold, I will put an [other] spirit in him, and when he will hear a 
rumor, he shall return to his own land; and I will cause him to fall by the sword in his own 
land. 8 And Rabshakeh returned, and found the king of Assyria warring against Libnah; 
for he had heard that he was departed from Lachish. ° And he heard it said of Thirhakah 
the king of Ethiopia, He is come out to fight with thee. And when he had heard it, he sent 
messengers to Hezekiah, saying, 1° Thus shall ye say to Hezekiah the king of Judah, as 
followeth, Let not thy God, in whom thou trustest, deceive thee, saying, Jerusalem shall 
not be given up into the hand of the king of Assyria. 11 Behold, thou thyself hast heard 
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what the kings of Assyria have done to all the lands by destroying them utterly: and thou 
alone shouldst be delivered? 12 Have the gods of the nations which my fathers destroyed 
delivered them, as Gozan, and Charan, and Rezeph, and the children of 'Eden, who were 
in Thelassar? 13 Where is the king of Chamath, and the king of Arpad, and the king of 
the city of Sepharvayim, of Hena', and 'Ivvah? 14 And Hezekiah took the letter out of the 
hand of the messengers, and read it: and Hezekiah went up unto the house of the Lord, 
and spread it out before the Lord. !5 And Hezekiah prayed unto the Lord, saying, !©O Lord 
of hosts, the God of Israel, who dwellest between the cherubim, thou art the [true] God, 
thou alone, for all the kingdoms of the earth; [for] it is thou who hast made the heavens 
and earth. 17 Bend down, O Lord, thy ear, and hear; open, O Lord, thy eye, and see: 
and hear all the words of Sennacherib, which he hath sent to blaspheme the living God. 
18 Truly, Lord, the kings of Assyria have devastated all the nations, and their land; 19 And 
they have placed their gods into the fire; for they are no gods, but the work of man's 
hands, wood and stone; and these have they destroyed. 2° And now, O Lord our God, save 
us out of his hand, that all the kingdoms of the earth may know that thou art the Lord, 
thou alone. 2! Then sent Isaiah the son of Amoz unto Hezekiah, saying, Thus hath said 
the Lord the God of Israel, Whereas thou hast prayed to me concerning Sennacherib the 
king of Assyria: 22 This is the word that the Lord hath spoken over him: She despiseth 
thee, she laugheth thee to scorn, the virgin daughter of Zion; behind she shaketh her 
head, the daughter of Jerusalem. 23 Whom hast thou blasphemed, and [whom] hast thou 
scorned? and against whom hast thou raised thy voice, and lifted up thy eyes on high? 
against the Holy One of Israel. 24 Through thy servants hast thou blasphemed the Lord, 
and hast said, With the multitude of my chariots am I indeed come up to the height of 


the mountains, to the sides of Lebanon; and I will cut down its tall cedars, the choice of 
its fir-trees: and I will enter into the height of its summit, the forest of its fruitful soil. 


25] have dug, and drunk water; and I will dry up with the sole of my feet all the streams 
of besieged places. 26 Hadst thou not heard, that in distant ages I had prepared this? in 
the times of antiquity when I formed it? now have I brought it along, and it came to 
pass to desolate into ruinous heaps fortified cities. 27 And thus their inhabitants were 
of short power, they were discouraged and confounded: they were as the herbs of the 
field, and as the green grass; as the moss on the housetops, and as corn blasted before 
the ear appeareth. 28 But thy abiding, and thy going out, and thy coming in do I know, 
and thy raging against me. 29 Because of thy raging against me, and thy tumult, that is 
come up into my ears, will I put my hook in thy nose, and my bridle between thy lips, 
and I will cause thee to turn back on the way by which thou camest. 3° And this shall be 
unto thee the sign, Ye shall eat this year what groweth of itself, and in the second year 
what springeth after the same; and in the third year sow, and reap, and plant vineyards, 
and eat their fruit. 31 And the remnant of the house of Judah that is escaped shall yet 
strike root downward, and bear fruit upward. 32 For out of Jerusalem shall go forth a 
remnant, and that which escapeth out of Mount Zion: the zeal of the Lord of hosts will 
do this. 33 Therefore thus hath said the Lord concerning the king of Assyria, He shall not 
come into this city, and he shall not shoot an arrow thereon, nor come before it with 
shields, nor cast up an embankment against it. 34 On the way by which he came, by the 
same shall he return, and into this city shall he not come, saith the Lord. 35 And I will 
shield this city to save it for my own sake, and for the sake of David my servant. 3°Then 
went out an angel of the Lord, and smote in the camp of the Assyrians one hundred and 
eighty and five thousand men; and when people arose early in the morning, behold, they 
were all dead corpses. 37 And Sennacherib the king of Assyria departed, and went and 
returned, and dwelt at Nineveh. 3° And it came to pass, as he was prostrating himself in 
the house of Nisroch his god, that Adrammelech and Sharezer his sons smote him with 
the sword; and they escaped into the land of Ararat. And Essar-chaddon his son became 
king in his stead. 
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38 


1 In those days Hezekiah fell sick unto death; and there came unto him Isaiah the son 
of Amoz, the prophet, and said unto him, Thus hath said the Lord, Give thy charge to 
thy house; for thou shalt die, and not live. Then did Hezekiah turn his face to the wall, 
and prayed unto the Lord. 3 And he said, O Lord, I beseech thee remember now that I 


have walked before thee in truth, and with an undivided heart, and have done what is 
good in thy eyes. And Hezekiah wept aloud. Then came the word of the Lord to Isaiah, 


saying, ° Go, and say to Hezekiah, Thus hath said the Lord, the God of David thy father, 
I have heard thy prayer, I have seen thy tears: behold, I will add unto thy days fifteen 
years. © And out of the hand of the king of Assyria will I deliver thee and this city; and 
I will shield this city. 7 And this shall be unto thee the sign from the Lord, that the Lord 
will do this thing which he hath spoken: ® Behold, I will cause the shadow of the degrees, 
which is gone down on the dial of Achaz by the sun, to return backward ten degrees. So 
the sun returned ten degrees, by the degrees which he was gone down. ? The writing of 
Hezekiah the king of Judah, when he had been sick, and was recovered of his sickness: 
10] had said, In the midst of my days, must I enter the gates of the nether world; I am 
deprived of the residue of my years. !1I had said, I shall not see the Lord, the Lord, in the 
land of the living: I shall not behold man any more among the inhabitants of the regions 
of death. 12 My dwelling is broken down, and is removed from me as a shepherd's tent: 
I have cut off, like a weaver, my life; with pining sickness will he snatch me away: from 
day until night wilt thou make an end of me. 131 waited [with patience] till morning, 
[whether] as a lion, so would he break all my bones: from day until night wilt thou make 
an end of me. 14 Like a swallow or a crane, so did I chirp; I did moan like a dove; my eyes 
were lifted up on high: O Lord, I am oppressed; grant me ease. 15 What shall I speak? 
he hath promised it unto me, and he hath also accomplished it; I will make pilgrimages 
[to God's house] all my years because of the bitterness of my soul. 160 Lord, by these 
[things men] will live, and in all these [things] is the life of my spirit: so wilt thou give 
me health, and cause me to live. 1” Behold, for peace I had great bitterness; but thou 
hast, in loving my soul, delivered it from the pit of corruption; for thou hast cast behind 
thy back all my sins. !8 For the nether world will not thank thee, death will not praise 
thee: they that go down into the pit will not hope for thy truth. 19 The living, the living 
alone shall thank thee, like me this day: the father to the children shall make known thy 
truth. 2° The Lord is there to help me; therefore we will play my hymns all the days of 
our life in the house of the Lord. 2! And Isaiah had said, Let them take a lump of figs, and 
lay it for a plaster upon the inflammation, and he shall recover. 22 And Hezekiah had 
said, What is the sign that I shall go up to the house of the Lord? 


39 

1 At that time sent Merodach-baladan, the son of Baladan, the king of Babylon, letters 
and a present to Hezekiah; for he had heard that he had been sick, and was become strong 
again. 2 And Hezekiah was rejoiced on their account, and showed them his treasure- 
house, the silver, and the gold, and the spices, and the precious oil, and the whole of his 
armor-house, and all that was found in his treasures: there was nothing that Hezekiah 
showed them not, in his house, and in all his dominion. 3 Then came Isaiah the prophet 
unto king Hezekiah, and said unto him, What did these men say? and whence did they 
come unto thee? And Hezekiah said, From a far-off country are they come unto me, 
from Babylon. 4 And he said, What did they see in thy house? And Hezekiah said, all 
that is in my house have they seen; there is nothing that I did not show them in my 


treasures. > And Isaiah said to Hezekiah, Hear the word of the Lord of hosts, © Behold, 
days are coming when all that is in thy house, and that which thy fathers have laid up 


in store until this day, shall be carried to Babylon: nothing shall be left, saith the Lord. 
7 And of thy sons that will issue from thee, whom thou wilt beget, shall they take; and 
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they shall be court-servants in the palace of the king of Babylon. Then said Hezekiah 
to Isaiah, Good is the word of the Lord which thou hast spoken. He said moreover, For 
there shall be peace and stability in my days. 


40 


1 Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith your God. 2 Speak ye [comfort] to the heart 
of Jerusalem, and call out unto her, that her time of sorrow is accomplished, that her 
iniquity is atoned for; for she hath received from the hand of the Lord double for all 
her sins. 3 A voice calleth out, In the wilderness make ye clear the way of the Lord, 
make straight in the desert a highway for God. 4 Every valley shall be raised, and every 
mountain and hill shall be made low; and the crooked shall be made a straight path, 
and the rough places a plain: 5 And the glory of the Lord shall be revealed; and all flesh 
shall see it together; for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it. © A voice saith, Proclaim; 
and he saith, What shall I proclaim? all flesh is grass, and all its goodliness is as the 
flower of the field: 7 The grass withereth, the flower fadeth; because the breath of the 
Lord hath blown upon it; surely the people is grass. 8 The grass withereth, the flower 
fadeth; but the word of our God will stand firm for ever. 9? Upon a high mountain get 
thee up, thou that bringest good tidings to Zion; lift up with strength thy voice, thou 
who bringest good tidings to Jerusalem; lift it up, be not afraid; say unto the cities of 
Judah, Behold, [here is] your God! !° Behold, the Lord Eternal will come with might, and 
his arm ruleth for him: behold, his reward is with him, and his recompense before him. 
11 Like a shepherd will he feed his flock: with his arm will he gather the lambs, and in 
his bosom will he carry them, will he lead gently those that suckle their young. 12 Who 


hath measured in the hollow of his hand the waters, and meted out the heavens with 
the span, and comprised in a measure the dust of the earth, and weighed in the scale- 


beam the mountains, and the hills in balances? 13 Who hath meted out the Spirit of the 
Lord? and [who was] his counsellor that he could have given him information? 14 With 
whom took he counsel, that he gave him understanding, and taught him the path of 
justice, and taught him knowledge, and caused him to know the way of understanding? 
15 Behold, nations are as a drop out of a bucket, and as the small dust of the balance are 
they accounted: behold, isles are like the flying dust. 1° And Lebanon is not sufficient for 
burning, and its beasts do not suffice for burnt-offering. !7 All the nations are as naught 
before him; less than nothing, and vanity are they accounted to him. !8To whom then 
will ye liken God? or what likeness will ye compare unto him? !9 The graven image the 
artificer hath cast and the goldsmith hath overspread it with gold, and fabricated [on 
it] silver chains. 2° He that is skilled in the choice chooseth a wood that will not rot; 
he seeketh unto himself a skilful workman to prepare a graven image, that shall not be 
moved. 21 Know ye not? hath it not been told you from the beginning? have ye not 
paid attention to the foundations of the earth? 22 [It is he] that dwelleth above the circle 
of the earth, while its inhabitants are as grasshoppers; that stretched out the heavens 
as a curtain, and spreadeth them out as a tent to dwell in; 23 That bringeth princes to 
naught; rendering the judges of the earth as vanity. 24 Yes, they were not yet planted; 
yea, they were not yet sown; yea, their stem had not yet taken root in the earth: when he 
but breathed upon them, and they withered, and the storm-wind carrieth them away as 
stubble. 25> To whom then will ye liken me, that I should be equal to? saith the Holy One. 
26 Lift up your eyes on high, and see who hath created these? he that bringeth out their 
host by number; that calleth them all by name; from the Mighty One not one escapeth. 
27 Why wilt thou say, O Jacob, and speak, O Israel, My way is hidden from the Lord, and 
my cause hath passed from the cognizance of my God? 28 Dost thou not know? hast thou 
not heard? The God of everlasting is the Lord, is the Creator of the ends of the earth; he 
will not be faint and weary; unsearchable is his understanding. 29 He giveth to the faint 
strength; and to the powerless he imparteth much might. 3° Though youths should grow 
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faint and be weary, and young men should utterly stumble: 31 Yet they that wait upon 
the Lord shall acquire new strength, they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall 
run and not be weary, they shall walk, and not become faint. 


4l 


1 Keep silence before me, O islands; and let nations acquire new strength: let them 
approach, then let them speak, together let us come near to judgment. 2 Who waked up 
from the east the man whom righteousness met in his steps? he giveth up nations before 
him, and maketh him rule over kings; that his sword may render them as the dust, as 
driven stubble, his bow. 3 He pursueth them, passeth along in safety, by a path which 
his feet have not gone over before. 4 Who hath wrought and done it? he who called the 
generations from the beginning; I the Lord, [who am] the first, and with the latest I am 
the same. * The isles saw it, and are afraid; the ends of the earth tremble; they draw near, 
and come. © They help one another; and each one saith to his brother, Be strong! 7 So 
the smith encouraged the melter, he that smootheth with the hammer him that striketh 
on the anvil; saying of the solder, It is good; and he fastened it with nails, that it should 
not be moved. 8 But thou, Israel, art my servant, Jacob whom I have chosen, the seed 
of Abraham my friend; ? Thou, whom I have taken hold of from the ends of the earth, 
and called thee from the midst of its chiefs, and said unto thee, Thou art my servant, I 
have chosen thee, and not cast thee away. !° Fear thou not, for I am with thee; be not 
dismayed, for I am thy God; I strengthen thee, yea, I help thee, yea, I uphold thee with 
the right hand of my righteousness. !! Behold, ashamed and confounded shall be all that 
were incensed against thee; they shall be as naught and perish—the men that strive with 


thee. 12 Thou wilt seek them, and shalt not find them, the men that contend with thee; 
they shall be as naught and as nothing, the men that make war against thee. }3 For I 


the Lord thy God lay hold of thy right hand; [I am he] who saith unto thee, Fear not, I 
help thee. 14 Fear not, thou worm Jacob, ye few men of Israel: I myself help thee, saith 
the Lord, and thy redeemer is the Holy One of Israel. 15 Behold, I have rendered thee a 
threshing instrument, sharp, new, having many teeth: thou shalt thresh mountains, and 


beat them small, and shalt render the hills as chaff. 16 Thou shalt scatter them, and the 
wind shall carry them away, and the storm shall disperse them; but thou shalt rejoice in 


the Lord, in the Holy One of Israel shalt thou glorify thyself. 17 The poor and the needy 
seek water, and there is none; their tongue is dried up with thirst: I the Lord will answer 
them, I the God of Israel will not forsake them. 181 will open on naked mountain-peaks 
rivers, and in the midst of valleys fountains; I will change the wilderness into a pool of 
water, and the dry land into springs of water. 191 will place in the wilderness the cedar, 
the acacia, and the myrtle, and the oil-tree; I will set in the desert the fir-tree, the pine 
and the box-tree together; 2° In order that they may see, and know and take [it to heart], 
and comprehend together, that the hand of the Lord hath done this, and the Holy One of 
Israel hath created it. 21 Produce your cause, saith the Lord: bring forward your strong 
reasons, saith the King of Jacob. 22 Let them bring them forward and tell us what shall 
happen: the former things—what are they?—tell us, that we may take it to heart, and 
know the result of them; or let us hear the things that are to come. 23 Tell the events that 
are to happen hereafter, that we may know that ye are gods: yea, do good, or do evil, that 
we may be astonished, and see it together. 24 Behold, ye are less than nothing, and your 
work less than a breath: [he that is] an abomination [alone] chooseth you. 251 have waked 
up one from the north, and he cometh; from the rising of the sun one who will call on 
my name: and he shall [over-]come princes as mortar, and as the potter treadeth down 
the clay. 2 Who hath told it from the beginning, that we may know it? and aforetimes, 
that we may say, “it is right?” but indeed there is none that telleth, indeed there is none 
that letteth us hear, indeed there is none that heareth your words. 2’ The first [was I to 
say] to Zion, Behold, there they are; and to Jerusalem will I give one that bringeth good 
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tidings. 28 And I ever look, and there is no man; and among these there is no counsellor, 
that they could answer a word. 29 Behold, they all are naught; their works are nothing: 
wind and vanity are their molten images. 


42 
1 Behold my servant, whom will uphold; my elect, in whom my soul delighteth: I have 
put my spirit upon him, that he may bring forth justice to the nations. 2 He shall not cry, 


nor call out aloud, nor cause his voice to be heard in the street. 3 A cracked reed will 
he not break, and a dimly burning wick will he not quench: unto truth shall he bring 


forth justice. 4He shall not become fatigued and not be faint, till he have established 
justice on earth; and the isles shall wait for his law. 5 Thus hath said God the Lord, he 
that created the heavens, and stretched them out; he that spread forth the earth, and 
the things which come out of it; he that giveth breath unto the people upon it, and spirit 
to those that walk thereon: °1 the Lord have called thee in righteousness, and will lay 
hold on thy hand, and will keep thee, and appoint thee for a covenant of the people, for 
a light of the nations; ’ To open blind eyes, to bring out from the dungeon the prisoner, 
and out of the prison-house those that dwell in darkness. §I am the Everlasting One, that 
is my name; and my glory will I not give to any other, nor my praise to graven images. 
° The former things, behold, are come to pass; and new things do I announce; before 
they spring forth I let you hear of them. 1° Sing unto the Lord a new song, his praise 
from the end of the earth; ye that go down to the sea, and all that filleth it; the isles, 
and their inhabitants. 1! Let resound with song the wilderness anzd its cities, the villages 
which Kedar inhabiteth: let the inhabitants of the rocks sing, let them shout forth from 
the top of the mountains. !2 Let them give glory unto the Lord, and in the islands declare 
his praise. 1? The Lord—as a mighty one will he go forth, like a man of war will he arouse 
his vengeance: he will shout, yea, raise the war-cry; against his enemies will he show 
his strength. !4I have a long time held my peace; I have been still, and refrained myself: 
[now] like a travailing woman will I cry; I will destroy and devour [all] together. 151 will 
lay waste mountains and hills, and all their herbs will I dry up; and I will change the 
rivers into islands, and pools will I dry up. 16 And I will cause the blind to walk on a way 
that they have not known; on paths that they have not known will I lead them: I will 
change darkness before them into light, and crooked places into plains. These are the 
things which I will do, and not leave them [unfulfilled]. 17 They shall be turned back, 
they shall be ashamed, that trust in graven images, that say to molten idols, Ye are our 
gods. 18 Ye deaf, hear; and ye blind, look up, that ye may see. 19 Who is blind, but my 
servant? or deaf, as my messenger whom I send? who is blind as he that is perfect, 
and blind as the servant of the Lord? 2° Thou seest many things, but observest not; the 
ears are open, but he heareth not. 2! The Lord willed [to do this] for the sake of his 
righteousness; [therefore] he magnifieth the law, and maketh it honorable. 2? But it is a 
people robbed and spoiled; they are all of them ensnared in holes, and in prison-houses 
are they hidden: they are become for a prey, and none delivereth; for a spoil, and none 
saith, Restore. 23 Who among you will give ear to this? will hearken and listen, for the 
time to come? 24 Who gave up Jacob for a spoil, and Israel to plunderers? was it not the 
Lord? he it is against whom we have sinned; for they would not walk in his ways, neither 
did they hearken unto his law. 25 Therefore hath he poured out over him the fury of his 
anger, and the strength of battle: and it blazed all round about him, yet he regarded it 
not; and it burnt on him, yet he laid it not to heart. 


43 
1But now thus hath said the Lord that created thee, O Jacob, and he that formed thee, O 
Israel, Fear not; for I have redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy name; mine art thou. 
2 Whenever thou passest through the waters, I am with thee; and through the rivers, 
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—they shall not overflow thee: whenever thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt not 
be scorched; neither shall the flame burn on thee. 3 For I am the Lord thy God, the Holy 
One of Israel, thy Saviour; I have given Egypt for thy ransom, Cush and Seba in place 
of thee. 4 Since thou art precious in my eyes, art honorable, and I indeed do love thee: 
therefore will I give men in place of thee, and nations instead of thy soul. > Fear not, for I 
am with thee; from the east will I bring thy seed, and from the west will I gather thee. °1 
will say to the north, Give up; and to the south, Withhold not: bring my sons from afar, 
and my daughters from the ends of the earth; 7 Every one that is called by my name, and 
whom I have created for my glory; whom I have formed; yea, whom I have made. ® Bring 
forward the blind people that have eyes, and the deaf that have ears. ° Let all the nations 
be gathered together, and let the people be assembled: who among them can announce 
this? and cause us to hear former things? let them bring forth their witnesses, that they 
may be justified: or let them hear, and say, It is truth. 1° Ye are my witnesses, saith the 
Lord, and my servant whom I have chosen: in order that ye may know and believe me, 
and understand, that I am he; before me there was no god formed, and after me there will 
be none. 111, 1 am the Lord; and beside me there is no saviour. 121 myself have announced 
it, and I have saved, and I have let it be heard, and there was no strange [god] among you; 
and ye are my witnesses, saith the Lord, and I am God. 13 Yea, from the [first] day am I 
he; and there is none that can deliver out of my hand: if I will work, is there one that can 
hinder it? 14 Thus hath said the Lord, the Holy One of Israel, For your sake did I send to 
Babylon, and in swift vessels brought I them all down, and the Chaldeans, in the ships of 
their joyful song. 151 am the Lord, the Holy One, the Creator of Israel, your King. © Thus 
hath said the Lord, who maketh a way in the sea, and a path in the mighty waters; 1? Who 
bringeth forth chariot and horse, army and power: together shall they lie down, they 
shall not rise up again; they are extinct, like a wick are they quenched. 18 Remember not 
the former things, and ancient events regard no more. 19 Behold, I will do a new thing; 
now shall it spring forth; will ye not acknowledge it? I will even make in the wilderness a 
way, and in the desert rivers. 2° The beasts of the field shall honor me, the monsters and 
the ostriches; because I give waters in the wilderness, rivers in the desert, to give drink 
to my people, my elect; 21 This people which I have formed for myself; my praise shall 
they relate. 22 But on me hast thou not called, 0 Jacob; for thou art become weary of me, 
O Israel. 23 Thou hast not brought unto me the lamb of thy burnt-offerings; and with thy 
sacrifices hast thou not honored me: I have not troubled thee with meat-offerings, nor 
wearied thee with frankincense. 24 Thou hast not bought for me sweet cane, and with 
the fat of thy sacrifices hast thou not satisfied me; but thou hast troubled me with thy 
sins, thou hast wearied me with thy iniquities. 251, it is I that blot out thy transgressions 
for my own sake, and thy sins I will not remember. 2° Put me in remembrance; let us 
plead together: relate thou, in order that thou mayest be justified. 2” Thy first father did 
sin, and they that plead for thee transgressed against me. 28 Therefore do I profane the 
holy princes, and I give up Jacob to the curse, and Israel to reproaches. 


44 

1 Yet now hear, O Jacob my servant; and Israel, whom I have chosen: ? Thus hath said 
the Lord thy Maker, and he that formed thee from the womb, who will help thee, Fear 
not, O my servant Jacob; and thou Jeshurun, whom I have chosen. 3 For [as] I pour water 
upon the thirsty [land], and rain-droppings upon the dry ground: [so] will I pour my 
spirit over thy seed, and my blessing over thy offspring. 4 After they shall spring up [as] 
among grass, like willows by the water-courses. >This one will say, I belong to the Lord; 
and the other will call himself by the name of Jacob; and the other will inscribe himself 
with his hand unto the Lord, and surname himself by the name of Israel. © Thus hath 
said the Lord, the king of Israel, and his Redeemer, the Lord of hosts, I am the first, and 
Iam the last; and beside me there is no god. 7 And who, like me, will announce, and will 
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tell it, and set it in order for me, since I appointed the people of ancient times? and the 
future things, and those which are to happen,—let them foretell unto them. ® Have no 
dread, and do not despond; have I not long since informed thee, and have told it? and 
ye are my witnesses: Is there a god beside me? yea, there is no rock, whom I know not. 
° The makers of graven images are all vanity; and their costly idols cannot profit; and 
they are their own witnesses, that they see not and know not, in order that they may be 
ashamed. !° Who hath formed a god, or cast an image that profiteth nothing? 1! Behold, 


all his associates shall be ashamed, for the workmen themselves are but men: let them all 
be gathered, let them stand up, they shall be terrified, they shall be ashamed together. 


12 The iron-smith [maketh] an axe and worketh it in the coals, and with hammers he 
fashioneth it, and worketh it with his powerful arm; he also, when he is hungry, loseth 
his strength: when he drinketh no water, he becometh faint. 13 The worker in wood 
stretcheth out the rule; he marketh it out with chalk; he fitteth it with planes, and he 
marketh it out with the compass, and maketh it after the figure of a man, after the beauty 
of a child of earth, that it may dwell in a house. ™ He felleth for himself cedars, and 
taketh cypress and oak, and he chooseth for himself the strongest among the trees of the 
forest; he planteth an ash, and the rain causeth it to grow. 5 Then doth it serve a man 
for burning; and he taketh thereof, and warmeth himself; he also heateth therewith, 
and baketh bread; he also worketh out a god, and boweth himself; he maketh of it an 
image, and kneeleth down thereto. !©The half thereof hath he burnt in fire; with the half 


thereof will he eat flesh; he will roast food, and be satisfied; he will also warm himself, 
and say, Aha, I am warm, I have felt the fire: 17 And the residue thereof hath he made 


into a god, his graven image; he kneeleth down unto it, and boweth himself, and prayeth 
unto it, and saith, Deliver me; for my god art thou. 18 They know not, they understand 
not; for their eyes are daubed over, that they cannot see; their hearts, that they cannot 
understand. 19 And he layeth it not to heart, and hath no knowledge, no understanding, 
to say, The half thereof have I burnt in fire; and I have also baked upon its coals bread; I 
[now] will roast flesh, and eat it: and shall I make of its residue an abomination, before 
a block of wood shall I kneel? 2° He pursueth ashes; a deceived heart hath turned him 
aside; and he cannot deliver his soul, and will not say, Is there not a lie in my right hand? 
21 Remember these things, O Jacob; and Israel, for thou art my servant: I have formed 
thee to be my servant, thou [art this]; O Israel, thou shalt not be forgotten by me. 221 
have blotted out, as a vapor, thy transgressions, and, as a cloud, thy sins: return unto 
me; for I have redeemed thee. 23 Sing, O ye heavens; for the Lord hath done it; shout, ye 
lowest depths of the earth; break forth into singing, ye mountains, O forest, and every 
tree therein; for the Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and on Israel will he glorify himself. 
24 Thus hath said the Lord, thy Redeemer, and he that formed thee from the womb, I 
am the Lord that hath made all things; that hath stretched forth the heavens by myself 
alone; that hath spread abroad the earth from my own self; 25 That frustrate the tokens 


of the liars, and confuseth diviners; that turneth the wise backward, and maketh their 
knowledge foolish; 2° That fulfilleth the word of his servant, and performeth the counsel 


of his messengers; that saith of Jerusalem, It shall be inhabited; and of the cities of Judah, 
They shall be built, and their ruins will I raise up. 2” That saith to the deep, Be dry, and 
thy rivers will I dry up; 28 That saith of Cyrus, [He is] my shepherd, and all my pleasure 
shall he perform: even saying of Jerusalem, It shall be built; and the temple's foundation 


shall be laid. 


A5 
1 Thus hath said the Lord to his anointed, to Cyrus, whom I have taken hold of by his 
right hand, to subdue nations before him, even the loins of kings will I ungird, to open 
before him [city-]doors, and gates that they shall not be shut; 21 myself will go before 
thee, and proud eminences will I level: doors of brass will I break in pieces, and bolts of 
iron will I cut asunder. 3 And I will give unto thee the treasures of darkness, and riches 
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hidden in secret places; in order that thou mayest know that I am the Lord, who call thee 
by thy name, the God of Israel; 4 For the sake of my servant Jacob, and Israel my elect; 
and I have called thee by thy name: I have designated thee, though thou hast not known 
me. >I am the Lord, and there is none else, beside me there is no god; I assisted thee, 
though thou hast not known me. © In order that they may know from the rising of the 
sun, and from its setting, that there is nothing without me. I am the Lord, and there is 
no one else; 7 Forming the light, and creating darkness; making peace, and creating evil: 
I the Lord do all these things. § Drop down ye heavens, and let the skies distil blessing; let 
the earth open and let them [all] be fruitful of prosperity, and let righteousness spring 
up likewise: I the Lord have created it. 9 Woe unto him that contendeth with the one 
who formed him—a potsherd among the potsherds of the earth. Shall the clay say to 
him that fashioneth it, What makest thou? or thy work, He hath no hands? 1° Woe unto 
him that saith unto [his] father, What begettest thou? or to the woman, What bringest 
thou forth? 11 Thus hath said the Lord, the Holy One of Israel, and he who hath formed 
him, About events to come will you ask me? concerning my sons, and concerning the 
work of my hands will ye command me? !2[When] I myself have made the earth, and 
created man upon it; [when] I, even my hands, have stretched out the heavens, and I 
have ordained all their host. 131 myself have waked him up in righteousness, and all 
his ways will I make straight: he shall build my city, and my exiles shall he dismiss free, 
not for purchase-money nor for presents, saith the Lord of hosts. 14 Thus hath said the 
Lord, The labor of Egypt, and the merchandise of Ethiopia, and of the Sabeans, men of 
high stature, shall pass over unto thee, and thine shall they be: behind thee shall they 
walk; in chains shall they pass along, and unto thee shall they bow, unto thee shall they 
pray, [saying] Yea, only among thee is God; and there is no one else beside God. 15 Verily 
thou art a God that hidest thyself, O God of Israel, the Saviour. 1° They are ashamed, 
and also confounded, all of them: together shall they go to confusion that are makers of 
idols. 17 [But] Israel shall be helped by the Lord with an everlasting salvation: ye shall 
not be ashamed and not be confounded unto all eternity. 18 For thus hath said the Lord 
the creator of the heavens; he, the God that formed the earth and made it; he that hath 
established it,—not for naught did he create it, to be inhabited did he form it: I am the 
Lord; and there is no one else. 19 Not on a secret spot have I spoken, in a dark place 
of the earth; I said not unto the seed of Jacob, Seek ye me for naught; [but] I the Lord 
speak righteousness, I declare things that are right. 29 Assemble yourselves and come; 
draw near together, ye escaped fugitives of the nations! They have no knowledge that 
carry the wood of their graven image, and pray unto a god that cannot save. 2! Tell ye, 
and bring them near; yea, let them take counsel together: Who hath announced this in 
ancient times? told it from the beginning? is it not I the Lord? and there is no other 
god without me, a just god and a saviour; there is none beside me. 22 Turn unto me, so 
that ye may be helped, all ye ends of the earth; for I am God, and there is no one else. 
23 By myself have I sworn, righteousness is gone out of my mouth, a word [which] shall 
not return, That unto me every knee shall bend, every tongue shall swear. 24 Only in the 
Lord,—shall men say of me,—there are righteousness and strength. Unto him shall come 
and be ashamed all that are incensed against him. #5 In the Lord shall be justified, and 
shall glory themselves all the seed of Israel. 


46 
1 Bel is bowed down, Nebo sinketh, their idols are [delivered] unto the beasts, and 
unto the cattle; those which were once carried by you are now laden up a burden to the 
weary beasts. 2 They are sunk, they are bowed down together; they could not deliver 
the burden, but they themselves are gone into captivity. 3 Hearken unto me, O house 
of Jacob, and all the remnant of the house of Israel, who are borne [by me] from their 
birth, who are carried from the womb; 4 And even unto old age I am the same; and even 
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unto the time of hoary hairs will I bear: | have done it, and I will carry [you]; even I will 
bear, and deliver you. >To whom will ye liken and assimilate me, and compare me, that 
we may be like? © [There are those] that lavish gold out of the bag, and weigh silver in 
the balance; that hire a melter, that he may make of it a god; they [then] bend the knee, 
yea, they bow themselves down; ” They carry him, upon the shoulder they bear him, 
and set up him in his spot, and he remaineth standing, from his place he doth not move: 
yea, though one should cry unto him, he cannot answer, out of his trouble he cannot 
help him. § Remember this, and take courage: take it again to heart, O ye transgressors. 
9 Remember the former things of olden times; for I am God, and there is no one else; 
I am God, and there is nothing like me. 1° Declaring from the beginning the end, and 
from the earliest days the things that have not yet been done, saying, My counsel shall 
stand firm, and all my pleasure will I do: ! Calling from the east the eagle, from a far-off 
country the man of my counsel; yea, I have spoken it, I will also bring it to pass; I have 
purposed it, I will also execute it. 12 Hearken unto me, ye stout of heart, that are far from 
righteousness: 131 have brought near my righteousness; it shall not be far off, and my 
salvation shall not tarry: and I will grant unto Zion salvation, unto Israel my glory. 


1Come down, and sit in the dust, O virgin daughter of Babylon; sit on the ground, there 
is no throne, O daughter of the Chaldeans; for men shall nevermore call thee, Tender and 
delicate. 2 Take the mill, and grind meal: uncover thy locks, lift up the train, uncover 
the thigh, pass over the rivers. 3 Thy nakedness shall be uncovered, yea, thy shame 
shall be seen: I will take vengeance, and I will not regard any man. 4 Our redeemer— 
the Lord of hosts is his name, the Holy One of Israel. 5 Sit thou silent, and enter into 
darkness, O daughter of the Chaldeans; for men shall never more call thee, The mistress 
of kingdoms. ©I was wroth over my people, I defiled my inheritance, and gave them 
into thy hand: [yet] thou didst grant them no mercy; upon the aged hast thou laid very 
heavily thy yoke. 7 And thou saidst, For ever shall I be mistress; until that thou didst not 
lay these things to thy heart, thou didst not call to mind the result thereof. 8 And now 
hear this, luxurious one, that dwellest in security, that sayest in thy heart, I am, and 
there is nothing else beside me; I shall not sit as a widow, neither shall I know the loss 
of children: 9 Yet both these things shall come to thee in a moment in one day, the loss 
of children, and widowhood; in their full measure shall they come upon thee, despite of 
the multitude of thy sorceries, despite of the very great abundance of thy enchantments. 
10 And thou didst trust in thy wickedness: thou saidst, No one seeth me. Thy wisdom and 
thy knowledge,—these were they that seduced thee; and thou saidst in thy heart, I am, 
and there is nothing else beside me. 1! And there shall come upon thee an evil, which 
thou shalt not know how to remove it by prayer; and there shall fall upon thee mischief, 
which thou shalt not be able to atone for; and there shall come upon thee suddenly 
desolation, which thou shalt not know. !2 Stand now with thy enchantments, and with 
the multitude of thy sorceries, wherein thou hast labored from thy youth; peradventure 
thou mayest be able to profit, peradventure thou mayest withstand. !3 Thou art wearied 
with the multitude of thy counsels. Do let now those that divide off the heavens, that 
look at the stars, that announce [coming] events at new moons, stand up, and save thee 
from the things that are to come over thee. !4 Behold, they are become as stubble; the 
fire burneth them; they shall not deliver themselves from the power of the flame: not 
a coal shall be left to warm at, no blaze to sit before it. 5 Thus are they become unto 
thee with whom thou hast labored; those that had commerce with thee from thy youth, 
wander away every one on his road: there is no one to save thee. 


1 Hear ye this, O house of Jacob, who are called by the name of Israel, and are come 
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forth out of the spring of Judah, who swear by the name of the Lord, and make mention 
of the God of Israel,—not in truth, nor in righteousness. ? For of the holy city they call 
themselves, and upon the God of Israel they stay themselves,—The Lord of hosts is his 
name. 3 The former things have I declared from the beginning; and out of my mouth 
went they forth, and I announced them: suddenly did I accomplish them, and they came 
to pass; 4 Because I knew that thou art obstinate, that like an iron sinew is thy neck, and 
thy brow of copper; 5 And I declared it to thee from the beginning; before yet it came to 
pass did I let thee hear it: lest thou should say, My idol hath done these things, and my 
graven image, and my molten image, have ordained them. © Thou hast heard it; see it all 
now; and you—will you not declare it? I caused thee to hear new things, from this time, 
even hidden things which thou hadst not known. 7 Now are they created, and not from 
the beginning; and before the day [that I announced them] thou heardest them not; lest 
thou shouldest say, Behold, I knew them. 8 But neither hadst thou heard it; nor didst thou 
know; nor had in ancient times thy ear been opened; for I knew that thou wouldst deal 
very treacherously, and a transgressor wast thou called from thy birth. ? For the sake of 
my name will I defer my anger, and because of my praise will I restrain it toward thee, so 
that I may not cut thee off. 1° Behold, I have refined thee, though not into silver: I have 
approved thee in the crucible of affliction. !! For my own sake will I do it: for how would 
[my name] be dishonored? and my glory will I not give unto another. !2 Hearken unto 
me, O Jacob, and Israel, my called one; I am he; I am the first, I also am the last. 13 My 
hand also hath laid the foundation of the earth, and my right hand hath spanned out 
the heavens: I call unto them, they stand forward together. !4 Assemble yourselves, all 
of you, and hear: Who among them hath told these things? He whom the Lord loveth, 
will do his pleasure on Babylon, and [display] his arm [on] the Chaldeans. 151, even I, 
have spoken it, I have also called him: I have brought him, and he shall be prosperous on 
his way. 16 Come ye near unto me, hear ye this; never from the beginning have I spoken 


in secret; from the time that it occurred, was I there. And now the Lord Eternal hath sent 
me, and his Spirit. 17 Thus hath said the Lord, thy Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel, I am 


the Lord thy God who teach thee for thy profit, who lead thee by the way thou shouldst 
go. 18Oh that thou hadst but listened to my commandments! then would have been as a 
river thy peace, and thy prosperity as the waves of the sea: 19 And then would have been 
as the sand thy seed, and the offspring of thy body like the pebbles of the sea-shore; yet 
shall his name not be cut off nor destroyed from before me. 2° Go forth out of Babylon, 
flee away from the Chaldeans, with the voice of singing declare, announce this, carry 
it forth as far as the end of the earth; say, The Lord hath redeemed his servant Jacob. 
21 And they thirsted not when he led them through the deserts; waters out of the rock 
he let drop down for them: and he cleaved the rock, and the waters gushed out. 22 There 
is no peace, saith the Lord, unto the wicked. 


49 


1 Hearken, O isles, unto me; and listen, ye people, from afar: The Lord hath called me 
from my birth; from my mother's womb hath he made mention of my name. 2 And he 
hath rendered my mouth like a sharp sword; in the shadow of his hand hath he hidden 
me: and he hath rendered me as a polished arrow; in his quiver hath he concealed me; 
3 And said unto me, My servant art thou, O Israel, thou on whom I will be glorified. 4 But 
I had indeed said, For no purpose have I labored, for naught and vanity have I spent my 
strength; yet surely my cause is with the Lord, and the recompense of my work with my 


God. 5 And now hath said the Lord that formed me from the womb to be his servant, to 
bring Jacob again to him, that Israel may be gathered unto him, that I should be honored 


in the eyes of the Lord, while my God was my strength,— © And he said, It is too light 
a thing that thou shouldst be my servant to raise up the tribes of Jacob, and to bring 
back the preserved of Israel! but I will [also] appoint thee for a light to the nations, 
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that my salvation may reach as far as the end of the earth. 7 Thus hath said the Lord, the 
Redeemer of Israel, his Holy One, to him who is despised by men, to him who is abhorred 
by nations, to the servant of rulers, Kings shall see it and rise up, princes, and they shall 
prostrate themselves, for the sake of the Lord, who is faithful, the Holy One of Israel, 


who hath made choice of thee. 8 Thus hath said the Lord, In the time of favor have I 
answered thee, and on the day of salvation have I helped thee; and I will preserve thee, 


and I will appoint thee as a people of my covenant to raise up the land, to divide out 
desolate heritages; 9 When I say to the prisoners, Go forth; to those that are in darkness, 
Show yourselves. On the roads shall they feed, and on all mountain-peaks shall be their 
pasture. 10 They shall not be hungry nor thirsty, and neither heat nor sun shall smite 
them; for he that hath mercy on them will lead them, and by springs of water will he 
guide them. 1 And I will change all my mountains into a road, and my highways shall be 
lifted up. 12 Behold, these shall come from afar; and, lo, these from the north and from 
the west; and these from the land of Sinim. 13 Sing, O heavens; and be joyful, O earth; and 
break forth, O mountains, into song; for the Lord hath comforted his people, and upon 
his oppressed will he have mercy. 14 Yet Zion said, the Eternal hath forsaken me, and the 
Lord hath forgotten me. 15Can a woman forget her sucking child, not to have mercy on 
the son of her body? yea, should these even forget, yet would I not forget thee. 16 Behold, 
upon the palms of my hands have I engraved thee; thy walls are continually before me. 
17 Thy children come in haste; thy destroyers and they that laid thee waste shall go away 
from thee. 18 Lift up thy eyes round about, and see; they all are assembled together, they 
come to thee: as I live, saith the Lord, thou shalt surely clothe thyself with them all, as 
with an ornament, and bind them on thee, as a bride. 19 For thy ruins and thy desolate 
places, and thy wasted land,—yea, now shall it be too narrow for thee by reason of the 
inhabitants, and thy destroyers shall be far away. 2° Yet again will say before thy ears 
the children of whom thou wast deprived, The place is too narrow for me; make room 
for me that I may dwell. 2! And thou wilt say in thy heart, Who hath born me these, 
seeing I was bereft of my children, and was solitary, an exile, and outcast? and who 
hath brought up these? Behold, I was left entirely alone; these, where have they been? 
22 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will lift up to the nations my hand, and to 
the people will I raise up high my standard; and they shall bring thy sons in [their] arms, 
and thy daughters shall be carried upon shoulders. 23 And kings shall be thy nursing- 
fathers, and their princesses thy nursing-mothers; with the face toward the earth shall 
they bow down to thee, and the dust of thy feet shall they lick up: and thou shalt know 
that I am the Lord, who will not suffer those who hope in me to be ashamed. 24 Shall the 
prey be taken from the mighty, or shall the captive of the victor escape? 2° For thus hath 
said the Lord, Also the captive of the mighty shall be taken away, and the prey of the 
powerful shall escape; and with those who contend against thee will I contend, and thy 
children will I indeed save. 26 And I will feed thy oppressors with their own flesh; and 
as with new wine shall they be made drunken with their own blood: and all flesh shall 
know that I the Eternal am thy Saviour, and thy Redeemer the Mighty One of Jacob. 


50 


1 Thus hath said the Lord, Where is your mother's bill of divorcement, wherewith I 
have sent her away? or who of my creditors is it to whom I have sold you? behold, for 
your iniquities were ye sold, and for your transgressions was your mother sent away. 
2 Why did I come and no man was there, did I call, with none to answer? hath my hand 
become too short for redeeming? or is there no power in me to deliver? behold, through 
my threatening I can dry up the sea, I can change the rivers into a wilderness: their fish 


stink for want of water, and die for thirst. 31 can clothe the heavens with blackness, 
and I can make sackcloth their garment. 4 The Lord Eternal hath given me a tongue for 


teaching, that I should know how to strengthen the weary with the word: he wakeneth 
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morning by morning, he wakeneth my ear to listen like those who are well taught. >The 
Lord Eternal hath opened me my ear, and I resisted not: I turned not backward. ® My 
back I gave up to the smiters, and my cheeks to those that plucked off the hair: my face I 
hid not from abuse and spitting. 7 But the Lord Eternal ever helpeth me; therefore was I 
not confounded; therefore have I rendered my face like a flint, and I knew that I should 
not be made ashamed. 8 He that justifieth me is near; who will contend with me? let us 
stand forward together: who hath a dispute with me? let him come near to me. ° Behold, 
the Lord Eternal will help me; who is the man that will condemn me? lo, they all shall 
wear out as a garment: the moth shall eat them up. 1° Who is among you that feareth the 
Lord, that hearkeneth to the voice of his servant? though he have walked in darkness, 
and had no light: let him trust in the name of the Lord, and lean for support upon his 
God. " Behold, all ye that kindle fire, that urge on the brands: walk by the blaze of your 
fire, and by the brands ye have kindled; from my hand hath this been bestowed on you; 
in pain shall ye lie down. 


1 Hearken to me, ye that pursue righteousness, that seek the Lord: look unto the rock 
whence ye were hewn, and to the hole of the pit whence ye were dug up. 2 Look unto 
Abraham your father, and unto Sarah that bore you; for he was one when I called him, 
and I blessed him, and I increased him. 3 Yea, the Lord hath comforted Zion; he hath 
comforted all her ruins; and he hath made her wilderness like Eden, and her desert like 
the garden of the Lord: gladness and joy shall be found therein, thanksgiving, and the 
voice of song. 4 Listen unto me, my people; and O my nation, give ear unto me; for a 
law shall proceed from me, and my justice will I establish as a light of the people. ° My 
righteousness is near; my salvation goeth forth, and my arms shall judge the people: 
on me the isles shall wait, and for my arm shall they hope. © Lift up your eyes to the 
heavens, and look upon the earth beneath; for the heavens shall vanish away like smoke, 
and the earth shall wear out like a garment, and they that dwell thereon shall die in 
like manner; but my salvation shall exist for ever, and my righteousness shall not be 
delayed. 7 Hearken unto me, ye that know righteousness, O people in whose heart my 
law is: ye must not fear the reproach of men, and of their revilings shall ye not be in 
dread. ® For like a garment shall the moth eat them up, and like wool shall the worm 
eat them; but my righteousness shall exist for ever, and my salvation from generation to 
generation. ° Awake, awake, put on strength, O arm of the Lord: awake, as in the ancient 
days, in the generations of olden times. Art thou not it that struck down Rahab, that 
pierced the crocodile? !° Art thou not it that dried up the sea, the waters of the great 
deep; that rendered the depths of the sea a road for the redeemed to pass through? 
11 And [so] shall the ransomed of the Lord return, and come to Zion with song, with 
everlasting joy upon their head; gladness and joy shall they obtain, while sorrow and 
sighing shall have fled away. 121, 1 am he that comforteth you: who art thou, that thou 


shouldst be afraid of a mortal that must die, and of a son of man who will wither as the 
grass? 13 And thou forgettest the Lord, thy Maker, who hath spread out the heavens, and 


laid the foundations of the earth; and thou dreadest continually, all the day, because of 
the fury of the oppressor, whenever he aimeth to destroy: and where is [now] the fury of 
the oppressor? 14 The exile will be speedily set free; and he shall not die in the dungeon, 
and his bread shall not fail. 15 For I am the Lord thy God, who stirreth up the sea that its 
waves roar: the Lord of hosts is his name. 1° And I have placed my words in thy mouth, 
and with the shadow of my hand have I covered thee: to plant the heavens, and to lay the 
foundations of the earth, and to say to Zion, Thou art my people. !” Rouse up, rouse up, 
arise, O Jerusalem, thou who hast drunk from the hand of the Lord the cup of his fury: 
the deep cup of confusion hast thou drunk, hast thou drained. 18 There is none to lead 
her, from all the children whom she hath born; and there is none that taketh her by the 
hand, from all the children whom she hath brought up. 19 Two things are these which 
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have befallen thee: who will have compassion for thee? desolation and destruction, and 
famine and sword—with whom shall I comfort thee? 2° Thy children have fainted, they 
lie at the entrance of all streets, as a wild bull caught in a net, [they are those] who are 
full of the fury of the Lord, the threatening of thy God. 21 Therefore hear now this, 0 
thou afflicted, and drunken, but not with wine. 2? Thus hath said thy Lord, the Eternal, 
and thy God, who will ever plead for his people, Behold, I have taken out of thy hand the 
cup of confusion, the deep cup of my fury: thou shalt never more drink it again. 23 And 
I will place it in the hand of those who have tortured thee, that have said to thy soul, 
Bend thee down, that we may pass over; and thou madest like the earth thy back, and 
like the street for those that passed over. 


52 

1 Awake, awake, put on thy strength, O Zion; put on thy beautiful garments, O 
Jerusalem, thou holy city; for no more shall enter into thee henceforth the uncircum- 
cised and the unclean. 2 Shake thyself free from the dust, arise, sit down, O Jerusalem: 
loosen thyself from the bands of thy neck, O captive, daughter of Zion. 3 For thus hath 
said the Lord, For naught were you sold, and without silver shall ye be redeemed. 4 For 
thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Into Egypt went my people down aforetimes, to sojourn 
there, and Asshur hath oppressed it without cause. 5 And now what have I here, saith 
the Lord, since my people hath been taken away for naught? its rulers vaunt aloud, 
saith the Lord, and continually, all the day, is my name blasphemed. © Therefore shall 
my people know my name, therefore on that day, that I am he that speaketh it: here 
am I. 7 How beautiful are upon the mountains the feet of the messenger of good tidings, 
that publisheth peace, that announceth tidings of happiness, that publisheth salvation, 
that saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth. ® The voice of thy watchmen,—they raise their 
voice, together shall they shout; for eye to eye shall they see, when the Lord returneth 
unto Zion. ° Break forth [in song], shout together, ye ruins of Jerusalem; the Lord hath 
comforted his people, he hath redeemed Jerusalem. !°The Lord hath made bare his holy 
arm before the eyes of all the nations; and all the ends of the earth shall see the salvation 
of our God. 1! Depart ye, depart ye, go out from there, touch no unclean thing; go ye out 
from the midst of it; cleanse yourselves, ye bearers of the vessels of the Lord. 12 Not in 
haste shall ye go out, and not in flight shall ye go; for before you goeth the Lord, and 
your rereward is the God of Israel. 13 Behold, my servant shall be prosperous, he shall 
be exalted and extolled, and be placed very high. 14 Just as many were astonished at 
thee, so greatly was his countenance marred more than any [other] man's, and his form 
more than [that of] the sons of men,— 15 Thus will he cause many nations to jump up 
in [astonishment]; at him will kings shut their mouth; for what had not been told unto 
them shall they see, and what they had never heard shall they understand. 


1 Who would have believed our report? and the arm of the Lord—over whom hath it 
been revealed? 2 Yea, he grew up like a small shoot before him, and as a root out of a dry 


land: he had no form nor comeliness, so that we should look at him; and no countenance, 
so that we should desire him. 3 He was despised and shunned by men; a man of pains, 


and acquainted with disease; and as one who hid his face from us was he despised, and 
we esteemed him not. 4 But only our diseases did he bear himself, and our pains he 


carried: while we indeed esteemed him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted. 5 Yet he 
was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement 


for our peace was upon him; and through his bruises was healing granted to us. © We all 
like sheep went astray; every one to his own way did we turn; and the Lord let befall 
him the guilt of us all. 7 He was oppressed, and he was also taunted, yet he opened 
not his mouth; like the lamb which is led to the slaughter, and like an ewe before her 
shearers is dumb; and he opened not his mouth. 8 Through oppression and through 
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judicial punishment was he taken away; but his generation—who could tell, that he was 
cut away out of the land of life, [that] for the transgressions of my people the plague was 
laid on him? 9 And he let his grave be made with the wicked, and with the [godless] rich at 
his death; although he had done no violence, and there was no deceit in his mouth. !°But 
the Lord was pleased to crush him through disease: when [now] his soul hath brought 
the trespass-offering, then shall he see [his] seed, live many days, and the pleasure of 
the Lord shall prosper in his hand. 11 [Freed] from the trouble of his soul shall he see 
[the good] and be satisfied: through his knowledge shall my righteous servant bring 
the many to righteousness, while he will bear their iniquities. 12 Therefore will I divide 
him [a portion] with the many, and with the strong shall he divide the spoil; because he 
poured out his soul unto death, and with transgressors was he numbered: while he bore 
the sin of many, and for the transgressors he let [evil] befall him. 


1 Sing, O barren one, that thou hast not born: break forth into song, and rejoice aloud, 


that thou hast not travailed; for more are the children of the desolate than the children 
of the married wife, saith the Lord. 2 Enlarge the space of thy tent, and let them stretch 


forth the curtains of thy habitations,—spare not: lengthen thy cords, and strengthen 
thy stakes; 3 For to the right and to the left shalt thou spread forth; and thy seed shall 
drive out nations, desolate cities shall they repeople. 4 Fear not, for thou shalt not be 
made ashamed; and be not confounded, for thou shalt not be put to the blush; for the 
shame of thy youth shalt thou forget, and the reproach of thy widowhood shalt thou not 
remember any more. ° For thy husband is thy Maker, the Lord of hosts is his name; and 
thy Redeemer is the Holy One of Israel, “The God of all the earth,” shall he be called. 
6 For as a woman forsaken and grieved in spirit did the Lord call thee back, and as a wife 
of youth, that was rejected, saith thy God. 7 But for a brief moment have I forsaken thee; 
but with great mercies will I again receive thee. ®In a little wrath did I hide my face for 
a moment from thee; but with everlasting kindness will I have mercy on thee, saith thy 


Redeemer the Lord. ? For as the waters of Noah is this unto me; as I have sworn that the 
waters of Noah should no more pass over the earth: so have I sworn that I would not be 


wroth with thee, nor rebuke thee. 1° For the mountains may depart, and the hills may 
be removed; but my kindness shall not depart from thee, neither shall the covenant of 
my peace be removed, saith he that hath mercy on thee, the Lord. 1! 0 thou afflicted, 
tossed by the tempest, and not comforted, behold, I will lay thy stones with fair colors, 
and lay thy foundations with sapphires. 12 And I will make of rubies thy battlements, and 
thy gates into carbuncle-stones, and all thy borders into precious stones. 13 And all thy 
children shall be disciples of the Lord; and great shall be the peace of thy children. 14In 
righteousness shalt thou be established: keep far from oppression, for thou shalt not 
fear; and from terror, for it shall not come near unto thee. 15 Behold, they that assemble 
together, are nothing without me: whatsoever assembleth together against thee shall 
fall under thy power. 16 Behold, I have created the smith that bloweth the coals in the 
fire, and that bringeth forth an instrument for his work; and I have also created the 
waster to destroy. 17 No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper; and every 
tongue that will rise against thee in judgment thou shalt condemn. This is the heritage 
of the servants of the Lord, and their due reward from me, saith the Lord. 


55 
1 Ho, every one of ye that thirsteth, come ye to the water, and he too that hath no 
money: come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, buy without money and without price wine 
and milk. 2 Wherefore will ye spend money for what is not bread? and your labor for 
what satisfieth not? hearken then unto me, and eat what is good, and let your soul 
delight itself in fatness. 3 Incline your ear, and come unto me, hear, and your soul shall 
live; and I will make with you an everlasting covenant, the promised mercies of David, 
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which are sure. 4 Behold, for a lawgiver unto the people have I appointed him, a prince 
and commander to the people. 5 Behold, a nation thou knowest not shalt thou call, and 
a nation that knew thee not shall run unto thee; for the sake of the Lord thy God, and 
for the Holy One of Israel, for he hath glorified thee. © Seek ye the Lord, while he may 
be found, call ye on him, while he is near. 7 Let the wicked forsake his way, and the 
man of unrighteousness his thoughts; and let him return unto the Lord, and he will 
have mercy upon him, and unto our God, for he will abundantly pardon. ® For not my 
thoughts are your thoughts, and not your ways are my ways, saith the Lord. 9 For as 
high as the heavens are above the earth, so high are my ways above your ways, and my 
thoughts above your thoughts. !°For as the rain and the snow come down from heaven, 
and return not thither, but water the earth, and render it fruitful, and cause it to bring 
forth plants; and give seed to the sower and bread to him that eateth: !! So shall ever be 
my word which goeth forth from my mouth, it shall not return unto me without effect; 
but it accomplisheth what I desire, and it prospereth in that whereto I have sent it. 12 For 
in joy shall ye go out, and in peace shall ye be brought home: the mountains and the hills 
shall break forth before you into song, and all the trees of the field shall clap their hands. 
13 Instead of the thorn shall come up the fir-tree, and instead of the nettle shall come up 
the myrtle; and it shall be unto the Lord for a name, for a sign of everlasting that shall 
not be cut off. 


1 Thus hath said the Lord, Keep ye justice, and do equity; for near is my salvation to 
come, and my righteousness to be revealed. ? Happy is the mortal that ever doth this, and 
the son of man that ever layeth hold on it; that keepeth the sabbath by not violating it, 
and keepeth his hand from doing any evil. 3 And let not say the son of the stranger, that 
joineth himself unto the Lord, saying, Surely the Lord will exclude me from his people; 
nor let the eunuch say, Behold, I am a dry tree. 4 For thus hath said the Lord concerning 
the eunuchs that keep my sabbaths, and make choice of what pleaseth me, and take hold 
of my covenant. 51 will indeed give unto them in my house and within my walls a place 
and a name, better than sons and daughters: an everlasting name will I give them, that 
shall not be cut off. © Also the sons of the stranger, that join themselves unto the Lord, to 
serve him, and to love the name of the Lord, to be unto him as servants, every one that 
keepeth the sabbath by not violating it, and those who take hold of my covenant: 7 Even 
these will I bring to my holy mountain, and make them joyful in my house of prayer; 
their burnt-offerings and their sacrifices shall be accepted upon my altar; for my house 
shall be called a house of prayer for all the nations. ® Thus saith the Lord Eternal who 
gathereth the outcasts of Israel, I will yet gather [others] to him, beside his own gathered 
[outcasts]. ° All ye beasts of the field, come to devour, [yea,] all ye beasts in the forest. 
10 His watchmen are all of them blind, they know nothing; they all are dumb dogs, they 
cannot bark; dreamers, lying down, loving to slumber. 11 But the dogs are of a greedy 
disposition, they know not how to be satisfied; and those are shepherds that know how 
to understand: they all turn to their own way, every one after his gain, from all quarters. 
12 Come ye, I will fetch wine, and let us swallow abundantly of strong drink; and like this 
day shall it be tomorrow, excellent and in very great abundance. 


1 The righteous perisheth, and no man layeth it to heart: and pious men are taken 
away, without one considering that before the evil the righteous is taken away. 2 He shall 
come [to his fathers] in peace: they shall repose in their resting-place, every one that 
walketh in his uprightness. 3 But ye draw near hither, sons of the sorceress, the seed of 
the adulterer and the harlot. 4 Over whom will you make yourselves merry? concerning 
whom will you open wide your mouth, stretch out your tongue? are ye not children of 
transgression, a seed of falsehood, > That are inflamed after the idols under every green 
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tree; that slaughter the children in the valleys under the clefts of the rocks? ° Of the 
smooth stones of the valley is thy portion; they, they are thy lot: even to them hast 
thou poured out a drink-offering, hast thou offered a meat-offering. Shall I for these 
things repent me [of the evil]? 7 Upon a high and lofty mountain hast thou placed thy 
couch: even thither wentest thou up to offer sacrifice. 8 And behind the doors and the 
door-posts hast thou placed thy [mark of] remembrance; for [departing] from me, thou 
hast laid open, and art gone up,—hast enlarged thy couch, and made thee a covenant 
with some of them; thou hast loved their lying with thee, hast selected a fitting place. 
9 And thou didst show thyself unto the king without ointment, and thou didst multiply 
thy perfumes, and thou didst send out thy messengers even into the far-off distance, 
and didst debase thyself even down to the nether world. 1° Though thou art wearied 
by the length of thy way, yet saidst thou not, It is useless: thou hadst found enough for 
thy hand; therefore didst thou feel no care. 1! And of whom hadst thou dread or fear, 
that thou becamest false, and didst not remember me, nor lay it to thy heart? is it not 
so? I kept silence, and this from earliest times, and therefore thou fearest me not! 121, 
I ever tell thee [what deeds would be] thy righteousness; but thy works—these indeed 
will not profit thee. 13 When thou criest, let thy masses of idols deliver thee; but all of 
them will the wind carry away, a breath will take them off; but he that putteth his trust 
in me shall possess the land, and shall inherit my holy mountain. ‘4 And he will say, 
Cast ye up, cast ye up, clear out the way, lift up every stumbling block out of the way of 
my people. 15 For thus hath said the high and lofty One, who inhabiteth eternity, whose 
name is Holy, In the high and holy place do I dwell, yet also with the contrite and humble 
of spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble, and to revive the heart of the contrite. 1° For 
not to eternity will I contend, neither will I be for ever wroth: when the spirit from 
before me is overwhelmed, and the souls which I have made. 1” Because of the iniquity 
of his covetousness was I wroth, and I smote him, hiding my face, and was wroth: while 
he went on frowardly in the way of his own heart. 181 [now] see his ways, and I will 
heal him; and I will guide him, and bestow full comforts on him and on his mourners; 
19 Creating the fruit of the lips: Peace, peace to him that is afar off, and to him that is 


near, saith the Lord; and I will heal him. 2° But the wicked are like the troubled sea; for it 
can never be at rest, but its waters cast up mire and dirt. 2! There is no peace, saith my 


God, to the wicked. 


58 


1 Cry with a full throat, spare not, like the cornet lift up thy voice, and declare unto 
my people their transgression, and to the house of Jacob their sins. 2 Yet me do they ever 
seek day by day, and to know my ways do they always desire; as a nation that hath done 
righteousness, and hath not forsaken the ordinance of their God: continually do they 
ask of me the ordinances of justice—do they desire to draw nigh unto God. 3 “Wherefore 
have we fasted, and thou seest it not? have we afflicted our soul, and thou regardest it 
not?” Behold, on the day of your fasting ye follow your business, and all your acquired 
gains do ye exact. Behold, for contention and strife do ye fast, and to smite with the fist 
of wickedness: ye fast not so at this day, to cause your voice to be heard on high. 51s such 
then the fast which I can choose? a day that a man afflicteth his soul? to bend his head 
as a bulrush, and to spread sackcloth and ashes for his couch? wilt thou call this a fast, 
and a day of acceptability unto the Lord? Is not this [rather] the fast that I will choose? 
to open the snares of wickedness, to undo the bands of the yoke, and to let the oppressed 
go free, and that ye should break asunder every yoke? 7 Is it not to distribute thy bread 
to the hungry, and that thou bring the afflicted poor into thy house! when thou seest 
the naked, that thou clothe him; and that thou hide not thyself from thy own flesh? 
8 Then shall break forth as the morning-dawn thy light, and thy healing shall speedily 
spring forth; and before thee shall go thy righteousness, the glory of the Lord shall be 


1561 XRN 


Isaiah 58:9 409 Isaiah 59:19 


thy rereward. ? Then shalt thou call, and the Lord will answer; thou shalt cry, and he will 
say, Here am I. If thou remove from the midst of thee the yoke, the stretching out of the 
finger, and speaking wickedly; 1° And if thou pour out to the hungry thy soul, and satisfy 
the afflicted soul: then shall shine forth in the darkness thy light, and thy obscurity be as 
the noonday; " And the Lord will guide thee continually, and will satisfy thy soul in times 
of famine, and will strengthen thy bones; and thou shalt be like a well-watered garden, 
and like a spring of water, the waters of which will never deceive. 12 And they that spring 
from thee shall build up the ancient ruins; the foundations of many generations shalt 
thou raise up again: and thou shalt be called, The repairer of the breaches, The restorer 
of paths to the dwelling-place. 13 If thou restrain thy foot for the sake of the sabbath, not 
doing thy business on my holy day; and if thou call the sabbath a delight, the holy day 
of the Lord, honorable; and honor it by not doing thy usual pursuits, by not following 
thy own business, and speaking [vain] words: !4Then shalt thou find delight in the Lord; 
and I will cause thee to tread upon the high places of the earth, and I will cause thee to 
enjoy the inheritance of Jacob thy father; for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it. 


59 


1 Behold, the Lord's hand is not too short to save; neither his ear too heavy for hearing; 
2 But your iniquities have ever made a separation between you and your God, and your 
sins have caused him to hide his face from you, so that he would not hear. 3 For your 
hands are defiled with blood, and your fingers with iniquity: your lips have spoken 
falsehood, your tongue uttereth deception. 4 No one admonisheth with righteousness, 
and no one executeth justice in truth; men trust in naught, and speak lies; they have 
conceived mischief, and bring forth wickedness. 5 Basilisk's eggs do they hatch, and 
spider's webs do they weave: he that eateth of their eggs must die, and if one be crushed, 
a viper will break forth. © Their webs cannot serve for garments, and they cannot clothe 


themselves with their works: their works are works of wickedness, and the deed of 
violence is in their hands. 7 Their feet run to what is evil, and they make haste to shed 


innocent blood: their thoughts are thoughts of wickedness; wasting and destruction are 
on their highways. 8 The way of peace they know not; and there is no justice on their 
tracks: their paths they have made unto themselves crooked; whosoever walketh therein 
knoweth not peace. ? Therefore is justice far from us, nor will happiness overtake us: we 
ever hope for light, but behold there is darkness; for brightness, but in obscurity must 
we walk. 1° We grope like the blind on the wall, and as if we had no eyes do we grope: we 
stumble at noonday as in the twilight; we are in complete darkness like the dead. 11 We 
growl all of us like bears, and like doves do we moan sorely; we ever hope for justice, but 
there is none; for aid, but it is far from us. 12 For our transgressions are numerous in 
thy presence, and our sins testify against us; for of our transgressions are we aware; and 
our iniquities—we know them; 1° We transgressed and denied the Lord, and departed 
away from our God; we spoke oppression and revolt, conceived and brought forth in our 
heart words of falsehood. 14 And justice is forced to turn backward, and righteousness 
standeth afar off; for truth stumbled in the street, and equity is not able to enter. 15 And 
thus is the truth missing; and he that departeth from evil is regarded as foolish: and 
the Lord saw it, and it was displeasing in his eyes that there was no justice. 1° And he 
saw that there was no man, and wondered that there was no intercessor; therefore his 
arm brought him aid, and his righteousness,—yea, this sustained him. 17 And he put 
on righteousness as a coat of mail, and [placed] the helmet of salvation upon his head; 
and he put on the garments of vengeance as raiment, and wrapped himself with zeal as 
with a cloak. 18 According to the demerits, so will he repay [all], fury to his adversaries, 
recompense to his enemies; to the islands will he repay what they have merited. 19 And 
they shall fear from the west the name of the Lord, and from the rising of the sun his 
glory; for there shall come distress like the stream which the Spirit of the Lord urgeth 
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forward. 2° But unto Zion shall come the redeemer, and unto those who return from 
transgression in Jacob, saith the Lord. 21 And as for me, this is my covenant with them, 


saith the Lord, My spirit that is upon thee, and my words which I have put in thy mouth, 
shall not depart out of thy mouth, nor out of the mouth of thy children, nor out of the 
mouth of thy children's children, saith the Lord, from henceforth and unto all eternity. 


1 Arise, give light, for thy light is come; and the glory of the Lord is shining forth 
over thee. 2 For behold, the darkness shall cover the earth, and a gross darkness the 
people; but over thee will shine forth the Lord, and his glory will be seen over thee. 
3 And nations shall walk by thy light, and kings by the brightness of thy shining. 4 Lift 
up thy eyes round about and see, they all are assembled, they come to thee, thy sons 
are coming from afar, and thy daughters are brought along in arms. 5 Then wilt thou 
see and be filled with light, and thy heart will dread and be enlarged; because unto thee 


shall be turned the abundance of the sea, the riches of nations shall come unto thee. 
6 The multitude of camels shall cover thee, the dromedaries of Midian and 'Ephah; they 


all from Sheba shall come: gold and frankincense shall they carry, and the praises of the 
Lord shall they announce. 7 All the flocks of Kedar shall be assembled unto thee, the 
rams of Nebayoth shall minister unto thee: they shall come for a favorable acceptance 
[unto me] upon my altar, and the house of my glory will I glorify. Who are these that 
fly like a cloud, and like the doves, to their windows? ° Yea, unto me [the inhabitants 
of] the isles shall hasten, and the ships of Tharshish at first, to bring thy sons from afar, 
their silver and their gold with them, unto the name of the Lord thy God, and to the Holy 
One of Israel; because he hath glorified thee. 1° And the sons of the stranger shall build 
up thy walls, and their kings shall minister unto thee; for in my wrath did I smite thee, 
but in my favor have I had mercy on thee. 11 And thy gates shall stand open continually, 
day and night shall they not be closed, to bring unto thee the wealth of nations, and 
their kings led [captive]. 12 For the nation and the kingdom that will not serve thee shall 
perish; and the nations shall be utterly destroyed. 13 The glory of Lebanon shall come 
unto thee, the fir, the cypress, and the box together, to adorn the place of my sanctuary, 
and the [resting] place of my feet will I glorify. 14 And then shall come unto thee bent 
down the sons of those who afflicted thee, and there shall bow themselves down at the 
soles of thy feet all thy revilers; and they shall call thee, The city of the Lord, Zion of 
the Holy One of Israel. 15 Instead that thou wast forsaken and hated, without one to pass 
through [thee], will I render thee an excellency of everlasting, a joy of all generations. 
16 And thou shalt suck the milk of nations, and the breast of kings shalt thou suck; and 
thou shalt know that I the Lord am thy Saviour, and thy Redeemer, the Mighty One of 
Jacob. 17 Instead of the copper will I bring gold, and instead of the iron will I bring silver, 
and instead of wood copper, and instead of the stones iron; and I will set peace as thy 
authorities, and righteousness as thy taskmasters. !8 There shall not be heard any wore 
violence in thy land, wasting and destruction within thy boundaries; but thou shalt call, 
Salvation, thy walls, and thy gates, Praise. 19 The sun shall not be unto thee any more for 
a light by day, and for brightness shall the moon not give light unto thee; but the Lord 
will be unto thee for a light of everlasting, and thy God as thy glory. 2° Thy sun shall 
not go down any more, and thy moon shall not be withdrawn; for the Lord will be unto 
thee for a light of everlasting, and ended shall be the days of thy mourning, 2! And thy 
people—they all will be righteous, for ever shall they possess the land, the sprout of my 
planting, the work of my hands, that I may glorify myself. 22 The little one shall become 
a thousand, and the small, a mighty nation: I the Lord will hasten it in its time. 


61 
1 The Spirit of the Lord Eternal is upon me; because the Lord hath anointed me to 
announce good tidings unto the meek: he hath sent me to bind up the broken-hearted, 


1563 XRN 


Isaiah 61:2 411 Isaiah 63:1 


to proclaim to captives Liberty, and to prisoners Release; 2 To proclaim a year of favor of 
the Lord, and the day of vengeance of our God, to comfort all mourners; 3 To grant unto 
the mourners of Zion,—to give unto them ornament in the place of ashes, oil of gladness 
in the place of mourning, garments of praise in the place of a grieved spirit; that they 
may be called, Oaks of righteousness, the planting of the Lord, that he may be glorified. 
4 And they shall build up the ancient ruins, desolate places of former times shall they 
raise up, and they shall renew ruined cities, the desolate places of many generations. 
5 And strangers shall stand and feed your flocks, and the sons of the alien shall be your 
ploughmen and your vintners. © But ye, ye shall be called, Priests of the Lord; Ministers 
of our God, shall be said unto you: the wealth of nations shall ye consume, and in their 
glory shall ye be placed as possessors. 7 In the place of your twofold shame,—and the 
confusion of which they loudly complained as their portion: therefore in their land shall 
they possess a twofold [portion]; everlasting joy shall be granted unto them. 8 For I 
the Lord love justice, I hate robbery with burnt-offering: therefore will I give them the 
recompense of their work in truth, and an everlasting covenant will I make with them. 
9 And among the nations shall their seed be known, and their offspring in the midst of the 
people: all that see them shall acknowledge them, that they are the seed whom the Lord 
hath blessed. 1° will be greatly glad in the Lord, my soul shall be joyful in my God; for he 
hath clothed me with the garments of salvation, with the mantle of righteousness hath 
he enveloped me, as a bridegroom decketh himself with elegant attire, and as a bride 
adorneth herself with her bridal array. 1! For, as the earth bringeth forth her growth, 
and as a garden causeth what is sown therein to spring forth: thus will the Lord Eternal 
cause righteousness and praise to spring forth in the presence of all the nations. 


1 For the sake of Zion will I not be silent, and for the sake of Jerusalem will I not be 
quiet; until its righteousness go forth as the brightness [of light], and its salvation as a 
burning torch. 2 And nations shall see thy righteousness, and all kings thy glory; and 
men shall call thee by a new name, which the mouth of the Lord shall pronounce. 3 And 
thou shalt be a crown of ornament in the hand of the Lord, and a royal diadem in the 
hand of thy God. 4 Thou shalt not be termed any more “Forsaken,” and thy land shall not 
be termed any more “Desolate;” for thou shalt be called “My delight in her” [[Chephzi- 
bah]], and thy land “Espoused” [[Be'ulah]]; for the Lord will have delight in thee, and 
thy land shall be espoused. ° For as a young man espouseth a virgin, so shall thy sons 
espouse thee; and as the bridegroom is glad over the bride, so will be glad over thee 
thy God. © Over thy walls, O Jerusalem, have I appointed watchmen, all the day and all 
the night, continually, shall they not be silent: ye that make mention of the Lord, take 
ye no rest. 7 And give him no rest, until he have established, and until he have set up 
Jerusalem as a praise on the earth. ® Sworn hath the Lord by his right hand, and by the 
arm of his strength, I will not give thy corn any more as food for thy enemies, and the 
sons of the stranger shall not drink thy young wine for which thou hast labored; ? But 
they who gather it shall eat it, and praise the Lord; and they who bring it together shall 
drink it in the courts of my sanctuary. !° Pass, pass through the gates, make clear the 
way of the people, cast up, cast up the highway, remove away the stones, lift up a banner 
over the nations. 11 Behold, the Lord hath caused to be heard unto the ends of the earth, 
“Say ye to the daughter of Zion, Behold, thy salvation cometh; behold his reward is with 
him, and his recompense before him.” !2 And they shall call them, The holy people, The 
redeemed of the Lord; and thou shalt be called, Sought for, [[Derusha,]] The city never 
forsaken. 


1 Who is this that cometh from Edom, dyed red in his garments from Bozrah? this 
—glorious in his apparel, moving along in the greatness of his strength? “I who speak 
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in righteousness, mighty to save.” 2 Why is redness on thy apparel, and [why are] thy 
garments as of one that treadeth the wine-press? 3 “I have trodden the vat alone, and of 
the nations there was no man with me; and! trod them down in my anger, andI trampled 
on them in my fury; and their blood was sprinkled on my garments, and all my raiments 
have I stained. 4 For the day of vengeance was in my heart, and the year of my redeemed 
was come. > And I looked, and there was no one to help, and I was astonished, and there 
was no one to support; and then my own arm aided me, and my fury—this it was that 
upheld me. © And I stamped down nations in my anger, and I made them drunken with 
my fury, and brought down to the earth their victorious strength.” 7 The kindnesses of 
the Lord will I mention, the praises of the Lord, in accordance with all that the Lord hath 
bestowed on us, and the abundant goodness toward the house of Israel, which he hath 
bestowed on them according to his mercies, and the abundance of his kindnesses. ® And 
he said, Surely they are my people, children that will not lie; and he became to them a 
Saviour. ? In all their affliction he was afflicted, and the angel of his presence saved them; 
in his love and in his pity he redeemed them; and he bore them, and he carried them all 
the days of old. 1°But they rebelled, and grieved his holy Spirit; and he changed himself 
to become their enemy, and he fought against them. 11 Then remembered his people 
the ancient days of Moses, Where is he that brought them up out of the sea with the 
shepherd of his flock? where is he that put within him his holy Spirit? 12 That displayed 
by the right hand of Moses his glorious arm; that divided the water before them, to 
make unto himself an everlasting name? 13 That led them through the deeps, as a horse 
through the wilderness, that they should not stumble? 14 As a beast goeth down into the 
valley, so did the spirit of the Lord bring them to rest; thus didst thou guide thy people, 
to make unto thyself a glorious name. 15 Look down from heaven, and behold, from 
the habitation of thy holiness and of thy glory: where are thy zeal and thy mights, the 
yearning of thy bowels and of thy mercy which are now restrained from me? 16 For thou 
art our father; for Abraham knoweth nothing of us, and Israel recogniseth us not: thou, 
O Lord, art our father, our Redeemer from everlasting is thy name. 1!” Why hast thou let 
us go astray, O Lord, from thy ways, suffered our heart to be hardened against thy fear? 
Return for the sake of thy servants, the tribes of thy heritage. 18 But a brief space were 
thy holy people in possession, when our adversaries trod down thy sanctuary. 19 We are 
become as though we are those over whom thou hast never ruled, over whom thy name 
hath not been called. 


64 

1 (63:19) Oh that thou mightest rend the heavens, come down: at thy presence would 
mountains [then] melt away. 2 (64:1) As fire is kindled on brushwood, as water is made 
to bubble up by fire—to make thy name known to thy adversaries, that at thy presence 
nations might tremble! 3 (64:2) [As] when thou didst fearful deeds which we had not 
looked for, thou camest down, [while] at thy presence mountains melted away; 4 (64:3) 
Yea! what from the beginning of the world men had not heard, not perceived by their 
hearing; no eye [also] had seen a god beside thee, who could do [the like] for the one that 
waiteth for him. ° (64:4) Thou acceptest him that rejoiceth and worketh righteousness, 
those that remember thee in thy ways: behold, thou wast wroth, for we had sinned on 
them continually; and can we thus be saved? © (64:5) And we are become like an unclean 
man all of us, and like a soiled garment, all our righteousness; and we wither like a leaf 
all of us; and our iniquities, like the wind, will bear us away. 7 (64:6) And there is none 
that calleth upon thy name, that stirreth himself up to lay hold of thee; for thou hast 
hidden thy face from us, and hast let us melt away, through the force of our iniquities. 
8 (64:7) But now, O Lord, our father art thou; we are the clay, and thou our fashioner; and 
the work of thy hand are we all. 9 (64:8) Be not wroth, O Lord, so very greatly, and do not 
for ever remember [our] iniquity: behold, look, we beseech thee, thy people are we all. 
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10 (64:9) Thy holy cities are become a wilderness, Zion is become a wilderness, Jerusalem, 
a desolate place. 1! (64:10) Our holy and beautiful house where our fathers praised thee, 
is burnt up with fire; and all our costly things are become ruins. 12 (64:11) Wilt thou for 
these things refrain thyself, O Lord? wilt thou be silent, and afflict us so very greatly? 


65 


1] allowed myself to be sought by those that asked not; I let myself be found by those 
that sought me not: I said, Here am I, here am I, unto a nation that called itself not 
by my name. 71 spread out my hands all the time unto a rebellious people, that walk 
in the way which is not good, after their own thoughts; 3 [To] the people that provoke 
me to anger to my face continually; that sacrifice in gardens and burn incense upon 
[altars of] brick, 4 That sit about among the graves, and lodge in the vaults, that eat the 
flesh of the swine, and [have] broth of abominations [in] their vessels; 5 That say, Stand 
by thyself, come not near to me; for I am holier than thou. These are a smoke in my 
nose, a fire that burneth all the time. © Behold, it is written before me; I will not keep 
silence, till I have recompensed, yea, recompensed into their bosom.— 7 Your iniquities 
and the iniquities of your fathers together, saith the Lord, who have burnt incense upon 
the mountains, and upon the hills have blasphemed me: and I will measure out their 


work at first into their bosom. ® Thus hath said the Lord, As the new wine is found in 
the cluster of grapes, and one saith, Destroy it not, for a blessing is in it; so will I do for 


the sake of my servants, that I will not destroy the whole; 9 And I let come forth out of 
Jacob a seed, and out of Judah an inheritor of my mountains; and my elect shall inherit 
it, and my servants shall dwell there. 1° And Sharon shall become a fold of flocks, and 
the valley of 'Achor a resting-place for herds, for my people that have sought me. 11 But 
ye who forsake the Lord, who forget my holy mountain, that set out a table for the god 
of Fortune, and that fill for Destiny the drink-offering.— 12 Yea, I will destine you to the 
sword, and all of you shall kneel down to the slaughter; because when I called, ye did 
not answer; when I spoke, ye did not hear; but ye did what is evil in my eyes, and that 
wherein I had no delight did ye choose. 13 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Behold, my servants shall eat, but ye shall be hungry; behold, my servants shall drink, 
but ye shall be thirsty; behold, my servants shall rejoice, but ye shall be made ashamed; 
14 Behold, my servants shall sing for joy of heart, but ye shall cry out from pain of heart, 
and from a broken spirit shall ye howl; 15 And ye shall leave behind your name for an 
oath unto my elect ones, when the Lord Eternal will slay thee; but his servants will he 
call by another name. 1° Whoever there be that blesseth himself on the earth shall bless 
himself by the true God; and that sweareth on the earth shall swear by the true God; 
because the former troubles are forgotten, and because they are hidden from my eyes. 


17 For, behold, I will create new heavens and a new earth; and the former shall not be 
remembered, nor come into mind; !8 But be ye glad and rejoice unto all eternity in what 


I create; for, behold, I will create Jerusalem for rejoicing, and her people for gladness. 
19 And I will rejoice over Jerusalem, and be glad in my people: and there shall not be 
heard in her any more the voice of weeping, nor the voice of complaint. 2° There shall 
no more come thence an infant of few days, nor an old man that shall not have the full 
length of his days; for as a lad shall one die a hundred years old; and as a sinner shall 
be accursed he who [dieth] at a hundred years old. 21 And they shall build houses, and 
inhabit them; and they shall plant vineyards, and eat their fruit. 22 They shall not build, 
and another inhabit; they shall not plant, and another eat; for as the days of a tree are 
the days of my people, and the work of their hands shall my elect wear out. 23 They shall 
not toil in vain, nor bring forth unto an early death; for the seed of the blessed of the 
Lord are they, and their offspring with them. 24 And it shall come to pass, that before yet 
they call will I answer; and while they are still speaking will I hear. 25 The wolf and the 
lamb shall feed together, and the lion shall like the bullock eat straw: and the serpent 
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—dust shall be his food. They shall not hurt nor destroy in all my holy mountain, saith 
the Lord. 


66 


1 Thus hath said the Lord, The heaven is my throne, and the earth is my footstool: 
where is there a house that ye can build unto me? and where is the place of my rest? 
2For all these things hath my hand made, that all these things came into being, saith the 
Lord; but upon such a one will I look, upon the poor, and him who is of a contrite spirit, 
and who trembleth at my word. 3 He that slaughtereth the ox, slayeth a man; he that 
sacrificeth a lamb, breaketh the neck of a dog; he that offereth a meat-offering, [offereth] 
swine's blood; he that burneth incense, blesseth an idol: yea, they have made choice of 
their own ways, and in their abominations doth their soul delight. 4 So will I also make 
choice of their misfortune, and what they dread will I bring upon them; because I called, 
and none did answer; I spoke, and they did not hear; and they did what is evil in my eyes, 
and that in which I delighted not did they choose. 5 Hear the word of the Lord, ye that 
tremble at his word: Your brethren that hated you, that cast you out for the sake of my 
name, said, “Let the Lord be glorified;” but he will appear to your joy, and they shall be 
made ashamed. © [There is] a voice of tumult from the city, a voice from the temple, the 
voice of the Lord who rendereth recompense to his enemies. 7 Before she had travailed 
she brought forth; before yet her pain was come, she was delivered of a man-child. ® Who 
hath heard the like? who hath seen such things? shall a land be made to travail in one 
day? or shall a nation be born at once? that Zion hath travailed, also brought forth her 
children? 9 Shall I bring to the birth, and not cause to bring forth? saith the Lord; or shall 
I who cause to bring forth, now prevent it? saith thy God. 1° Rejoice ye with Jerusalem, 
and be delighted over her, all ye that love her; be highly glad with her, all ye that mourn 
for her. ! In order that ye may suck, and be satisfied with the breast of her consolations; 
in order that ye may sip, and find pleasure from the abundance of her glory. 12 For thus 
hath said the Lord, Behold, I will extend to her peace like a river, and like a rapid stream 
the glory of nations, that ye may suck: upon the arm shall ye be borne, and upon knees 
shall ye be dandled. 13 As one whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort you; and 
in Jerusalem shall ye be comforted. !4 And ye shall see this, and your heart shall be glad, 
and your bones shall flourish like the grass; and then will be known the hand of the Lord 
on his servants, and he will be indignant toward his enemies. 15 For, behold, the Lord will 
come with fire, and his chariots will be like the storm-wind, to send forth his anger with 
fury, and his threatening with flames of fire. !° For by fire will the Lord judge, and by 
his sword against all flesh: and many shall be the slain of the Lord. 1” They that sanctify 
themselves, and purify themselves for the gardens, behind one tree in the midst, they 
who eat the flesh of the swine, and the abomination, and the mouse, together shall they 
perish, saith the Lord. 18 And 1, because of their works and their thoughts, will let it come 
to pass to gather all the nations and tongues; and they shall come, and shall see my glory. 
19 And I will display a sign on them, and I will send from them those that escape unto the 
nations, Tharshish, Pul, and Lud, that draw the bow, Thubal, and Javan, the isles afar off, 
that have not heard my fame, and have not seen my glory; and they shall proclaim my 
glory among the nations. 2° And they shall bring all your brethren out of all nations as 
an offering unto the Lord, upon horses, and in chariots, and in litters, and upon mules, 
and upon dromedaries, to my holy mountain Jerusalem, saith the Lord, as the children of 
Israel bring the offering in a clean vessel into the house of the Lord. 2! And of them also 
will I take for priests and for Levites, saith the Lord. 2? For as the new heavens and the 
new earth, which I will make, shall have permanence before me, saith the Lord, so shall 
exist permanently your seed and your name. 2° And it shall come to pass, that from one 


new moon to the other new moon, and from one sabbath to the other sabbath, shall all 
flesh come to prostrate themselves before me, saith the Lord. 24 And they shall go forth, 
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and look upon the carcasses of the men that have transgressed against me; for their 
worm shall not die, nor shall their fire be quenched; and they shall be an abhorrence 
unto all flesh. 
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The Book of the Prophet Jeremiah 


1 The words of Jeremiah the son of Chilkiyahu, one of the priests that were in 
'Anathoth in the land of Benjamin; 2 To whom the word of the Lord came in the days 
of Josiah the son of Amon the king of Judah, in the thirteenth year of his reign, 3 And 
who continued [prophet] in the days of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah, 
until the end of the eleventh year of Zedekiah the son of Josiah the king of Judah, until 
the carrying away into exile of Jerusalem in the fifth month. 4 And the word of the Lord 
came unto me, saying, ° Before yet I had formed thee in thy mother's body I knew thee; 
and before thou wast yet come forth out of the womb I sanctified thee: a prophet unto 
the nations did I ordain thee. © And I said, Ah, Lord Eternal! behold, I know not how to 
speak; for I am [but] a lad. 7 And the Lord said unto me, Say not, I am [but] a lad; but to 
whomsoever I may send thee shalt thou go, and whatsoever I may command thee shalt 
thou speak. ® Be not afraid because of them; for I am with thee to deliver thee, saith 
the Lord. ° And the Lord stretched forth his hand, and touched [me] therewith on my 
mouth; and the Lord said unto me, Behold, I have put my words in thy mouth. 1° See, I 
have appointed thee this day over the nations and over the kingdoms, to root out, and 
to pull down, and to destroy, and to throw down: to build up, and to plant. 1! And the 
word of the Lord came unto me, saying, What seest thou, Jeremiah? And I said, A staff 


of all almond-tree do I see. 12 And the Lord said unto me, Thou hast well seen; for Iam 
watching over my word to perform it. 13 And the word of the Lord came unto me the 


second time, saying, What seest thou? And I said, A seething pot do I see; and the front 


thereof is turned from the north. 14 And the Lord said unto me, Out of the north shall 
the evil break forth over all the inhabitants of the land, 15 For, lo, I will call unto all the 
families of the kingdoms of the north, saith the Lord; and they shall come, and they 


shall set every one his throne at the entrance of the gates of Jerusalem, and upon all 
its walls round about, and upon [those of] all the cities of Judah. 16 And I will call them 
to account touching all their wickedness, in that they have forsaken me, and have burnt 
incense unto other gods, and have bowed down unto the works of their own hands. 17 But 
do thou gird up thy loins, and arise, and speak unto them all that I may command thee; 
be not discouraged because of them, lest I humble thee before them. 18 But I, behold, I 
have made of thee this day a fortified city, and an iron pillar, and brazen walls over the 
whole land, against the kings of Judah, against its princes, against its priests, and against 
the people of the land. 9 And [although] they fight against thee, they shall not prevail 
against thee; for with thee am I saith the Lord, to deliver thee. 


2 

1 And the word of the Lord came to me, saying, 2 Go and call out before the ears of 
Jerusalem, saying, Thus hath said the Lord, I remember unto thee, the kindness of thy 
youth, the love of thy espousals, thy going after me in the wilderness, through a land 
that is not sown. 3 A holy thing is Israel unto the Lord, the first of his fruits: all that 
devour him shall incur guilt; evil shall come over them, saith the Lord. 4 Hear ye the 
word of the Lord, O house of Jacob, and all ye families of the house of Israel. > Thus hath 
said the Lord, What fault did your fathers find in me, that they went away far from me, 
and walked after vanity, and became vain? © That they said not, Where is the Lord that 
brought us up out of the land of Egypt, that led us through the wilderness, through a 
land of deserts and of wildness, through a land of drought, and of the shadow of death, 
through a land through which no one had passed, and where no man had dwelt? 7 And 
I brought you into the land of fruitful fields, to eat its fruit and its goodly products; but 
ye came and ye made unclean my land, and my heritage ye rendered an abomination. 
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8 The priests said not, Where is the Lord? and they that handle the law knew me not; 
and the shepherds transgressed against me, and the prophets prophesied in the name 
of Ba'al, and after things that cannot profit did they walk. 9 Therefore will I contend 
yet farther with you, saith the Lord, and with your children's children will I contend. 
10 For pass over to the isles of the Chittites, and see; and unto Kedar send, and consider 
well and see if any thing like this hath happened. ! Hath a nation exchanged its gods, 
which are yet no gods? and [still] my people hath exchanged its glory for that which 
can not profit. 12 Be astonished, O ye heavens, at this, and let your hair stand at an 
end, be ye greatly terrified, saith the Lord. 13 For two evils have my people committed: 
me have they forsaken, the source of living waters, to hew out for themselves cisterns, 
broken cisterns, that cannot hold water. 14 Is Israel a servant? or one born [to servitude] 
in the house? why hath he been given up to plunder? 15 [That] over him young lions 
roared, let their voice resound, and changed his land into a waste, that his cities are 
burnt, left without an inhabitant? 1° Even the children of Noph and Thachpanches have 
crushed the crown of thy head. 17 Hast thou not procured this unto thyself, through 
thy forsaking the Lord thy God, while he was leading thee on the [right] way? 18 And 
now what hast thou to do on the way of Egypt, to drink the waters of Shichor? and 
what hast thou to do on the way of Asshur, to drink the waters of the river? 19 Thy 
own wickedness shall chastise thee, and thy backslidings shall correct thee; and thou 
shalt know and see that evil and bitter was thy forsaking the Lord thy God, while the 
dread of me was not upon thee, saith the Lord Eternal of hosts. 2° Because from yore did 
I break thy yoke, did I burst asunder thy bands; and thou saidst, I will not transgress: 
nevertheless upon every high hill and under every green tree thou makest thy bed, as 
harlot. 21 Yet I had planted thee as a branch of a noble vine, wholly of the proper seed; 
but how art thou changed unto me into a degenerate plant of an ignoble vine? 22 For 
though thou wash thyself with natron, and take for thyself much soap: yet would the 
stain of thy iniquity remain before me, saith the Lord Eternal. 23 How canst thou say, I 
am not become unclean, after the Be'alim have I not gone? see thy way in the valley, 
know what thou hast done: [like] a swift dromedary bound fast to her ways; 24 [Like] a 
wild ass used to the wilderness, that at her pleasure snuffeth up the wind; her lust—who 
can turn this away? all they that seek her will not weary themselves; in her month will 
they find her. 25 “Prevent thy foot from being unshod, and thy throat from being thirsty;” 
but thou saidst, It is useless; no, for I have loved strangers, and after them will I go. 2° As 


the thief is ashamed when he is found, so have the house of Israel been made ashamed, 
they, their kings, their princes, and their priests, and their prophets, 2”? Who say to the 


wood, Thou art my father; and to the stone, Thou hast brought us forth; for they have 


turned their back unto me, and not their face; but in the time of their misfortune will 
they say, Arise, and save us. 28 But where are then thy gods that thou hast made for 


thyself? let them arise, if they can save thee in the time of thy misfortune; for equal 
to the number of thy cities were thy gods, O Judah. 2? Wherefore will ye contend with 
me? all of you have transgressed against me, saith the Lord. 3° To no purpose have I 
smitten your children; correction they accepted not: your sword hath devoured your 
prophets, like a destroying lion. 31 0 [present] generation, regard ye the word of the 
Lord. Have I been a wilderness unto Israel? a land of deep darkness? wherefore say my 
people, We wander about; we cannot come any more unto thee? 2 Cana virgin forget her 
ornament, or a bride her decorations? yet my people have forgotten me days without 
number. 33 Why ornamentest thou thy way to seek for love? truly even the worst hast 
thou used thyself as thy ways. 34 Also on thy skirts is found the blood of the souls of the 
innocent needy ones: not while breaking in [thy house] didst thou find them; but for all 
these things. 35 Yet thou sayest, Yea, I am innocent, surely his anger is already turned 
away from me. Behold, I will hold judgment with thee, because thou sayest, I have not 
sinned, 36 Why makest thou thyself so very low to change thy way? also because of Egypt 
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shalt thou be made ashamed, as thou wast put to shame because of Assyria. 37 Also from 
this one shalt thou go forth, with thy hands [clasped] over thy head; for the Lord hath 
rejected those on whom thou trustest and thou shalt not prosper with them. 


3 


1 One could say, Behold, if a man send away his wife, and she go from him, and become 
another man's, can he return unto her again? would not that land be greatly polluted? 
and thou hast played the harlot with many companions, and wilt yet return to me, saith 
the Lord. ? Lift up thy eyes unto the mountain-tops, and see where thou hast not been 
lain with. On public roads hast thou sat for them, as the Arab in the wilderness; and thou 
hast polluted the land with thy incests and with thy wickedness. 3 And [though] the early 
showers were withholden, and the latter rain came not: yet hadst thou a forehead of an 


incestuous wife, thou refusedst to feel shame. 4 Wilt thou not from this time call out 
unto mem My father, the guide of my youth art thou? 5 Will he bear grudge for ever? 


will he keep it to eternity? Behold, thou hast spoken [this], and yet hast done the things 
that are evil as much as thou wast able. ¢ And the Lord said unto me in the days of Josiah 
the king, Hast thou seen what backsliding Israel hath done? she is gone upon every 
high mountain and under every green tree, and hath played the harlot there. 7 And I 
thought that after she had done all these things, she would return unto me. But she 
returned not. And this saw her treacherous sister Judah. 8 And I saw, that, although 
because backsliding Israel had committed adultery, I had sent her away, and given her 
bill of divorce unto her, still treacherous Judah her sister feared not, but went and played 
herself the harlot also. 9 And it came to pass through her giddy incest, that she defiled 
the land, and committed adultery with stone and with wood. 1° And yet with all this 
her treacherous sister Judah hath not returned unto me with all her heart, but with 
falsehood, saith the Lord. ! And the Lord said unto me, The backsliding Israel hath 
justified herself through the treacherous Judah. 12 Go and proclaim these words toward 
the north, and say, Return, thou backsliding Israel, saith the Lord: I will not cause my 
anger to fall upon you; for I am full of kindness, saith the Lord, I will not hear grudge for 
ever. 13 Only acknowledge thy iniquity, that against the Lord thy God thou hast rebelled, 
and hast scattered thy ways to the strangers under every green tree, and that unto my 
voice ye have not hearkened, saith the Lord. 14 Return, O backsliding children, saith the 
Lord; for Iam become your husband; and I will take you one of a city, and two of a family, 
and bring you to Zion: 15 And I will give you shepherds after my own heart, and they 
shall feed you with knowledge and intelligence. 1° And it shall come to pass, when ye 
multiply and increase in the land, in those days, saith the Lord, that men shall not say 
any more, “The ark of the covenant of the Lord;” nor shall it come any more to mind; 
nor shall they remember it; nor shall they mention it; nor shall any thing be done any 
more [with it]. 17 At that time shall they call Jerusalem, The throne of the Lord; and all 
the nations shall be gathered unto it, to the name of the Lord, to Jerusalem: and they 
shall not walk any more after the stubbornness of their evil heart. 18 In those days shall 
the house of Judah walk with the house of Israel, and they shall come together out of the 
land of the north unto the land that I have given for an inheritance unto your fathers. 
19 But I had thought, How shall I establish thee among the [other] sons [of man], and 
give thee a desirable land, a heritage of glory of the hosts of nations? and I thought, My 
father thou wouldst call me, and that from me thou wouldst not turn away. 2° But truly 
as a wife treacherously departeth from her husband, so have ye dealt treacherously with 
me, O house of Israel, saith the Lord. 21 A voice is now heard upon the mountain-tops, 
the supplicatory weeping of the children of Israel; for they have perverted their way, 
they have forgotten the Lord their God. 22 Return, ye backsliding children, I will heal 
your backslidings. “Behold, we come unto thee; for thou art the Lord our God. 23 Truly 
deceptive was [what we hoped for] from the hills, and the multitude on the mountains; 
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truly in the Lord our God is the salvation of Israel. 24 And shame hath devoured the 
acquisition of our fathers from our youth, their flocks and their herds, their sons and 
their daughters. 25 We lie down in our shame, and our confusion covereth us; for against 
the Lord our God have we sinned, we and our fathers, from our youth even until this day; 
and we have not hearkened to the voice of the Lord our God.” 


1 If thou wilt return, O Israel, saith the Lord, unto me must thou return; and if thou 
wilt put away thy abominations out of my sight, then shalt thou not wander about 


[any more]. 2 And if thou wilt swear, As the Lord liveth, in truth, in justice, and in 
righteousness: then shall nations bless themselves in him, and in him shall they glorify 
themselves. 3 For thus hath said the Lord to the men of Judah and to Jerusalem, Plough 
up your fallow ground, that ye may not sow among thorns. 4 Circumcise yourselves to 
the Lord, and remove the obduracy of your heart, O ye men of Judah and inhabitants 
of Jerusalem: lest my fury come forth like fire, and burn so that none can quench it, 
because of the evil of your doings. ° Tell ye in Judah, and publish in Jerusalem, and say, 
Blow ye the cornet in the land: call out, gather together, and say, Assemble yourselves, 
and let us go into the fortified cities. © Set up the standard toward Zion; save yourselves 
by flight, stay not; for evil do I bring from the north, and a great destruction. 7 The lion 
is come up from his thicket, and the destroyer of nations hath commenced his march, 
he is gone forth from his place, to make thy land desolate; and thy cities shall be laid 
waste, left without an inhabitant. For this gird yourselves with sackcloths, lament and 
wail; for the fierce anger of the Lord is not turned away from us. ° And it shall come to 
pass on that day, saith the Lord, that the heart of the king and the heart of the princes 
shall fail; and the priests shall be astonished, and the prophets shall wonder. 1° Then 
said I, Ah, Lord Eternal! surely thou hast greatly deceived this people and Jerusalem, 
saying, Ye shall have peace; whereas the sword reacheth unto the soul. 11 At that time 
shall be announced to this people and to Jerusalem a dry wind from the mountain-peaks 
in the wilderness, [coming] on the road to the daughter of my people; not to winnow, 
nor to cleanse [the corn], 12 A strong wind from these places shall come unto me: now 
also will I myself pronounce judgment against them. 13 Behold, like clouds shall he come 
up, and like a whirlwind shall be his chariots: swifter than eagles are his horses. “Woe 
unto us! for we are wasted.” !4 Wash from wrong doing thy heart, O Jerusalem, in order 
that thou mayest be saved. How long wilt thou let lodge within thee the thoughts of 
thy wickedness? 15 For a voice declareth from Dan, and publisheth unhappiness from 
the mountain of Ephraim. 1° Make ye mention of it to the nations; behold, let it be 
heard against Jerusalem, that beleaguerers come from a far-off country, and send forth 
their voice against the cities of Judah. 1” As keepers of a field are they against her round 
about; because against me hath she been rebellious, saith the Lord. 18 Thy way and thy 
doings have procured these things unto thee: this is thy wickedness, which is so bitter, 
which so reacheth unto thy heart. !9 My bowels, my bowels! I am shaken, at the very 
chambers of my heart; my heart beateth tumultuously in me; I cannot remain silent; 
because the sound of the cornet hast thou heard, O my soul, the alarm of war. 2° Ruin 
upon ruin is called out; for the whole land is wasted: suddenly are my tents wasted, and 
in a moment, my curtains. 2! How long shall I see the standard, hear the sound of the 
cornet? 22 “Because my people is foolish, me have they not known; sottish children are 
they, and they have not any understanding: wise are they to do evil, but how to do good 
they do not know.” 231 look at the earth, and, lo, it is without form and void; and toward 
the heavens, and their light is gone. 241 look at the mountains, and, lo, they tremble, and 


all the hills are moved. 251 look, and, lo, there is no man, and all the birds of the heavens 
are fled. 261 look, and, lo, the fruitful country is a wilderness, and all its cities are laid 


waste at the presence of the Lord, because of the fierceness of his anger. 27 For thus hath 
said the Lord, Desolate shall be the whole land; yet a full end will I not make. 28 For this 


1572 XRN 


Jeremiah 4:29 420 Jeremiah 5:22 


shall mourn the earth, and black shall be the heavens above; because I have spoken it, 
I have purposed it, and I will not repent, and I will not turn back from it. 2° From the 
noise of horsemen and those that shoot with the bow fleeth the whole city; they go into 
thickets, and climb up upon the rocks: every city is forsaken, and not a man dwelleth 
therein. 3° And thou, O wasted one, what wilt thou do? Though thou clothe thyself with 
scarlet, though thou adorn thyself with ornaments of gold, though thou encircle with 
paint thy eyes: in vain shalt thou make thyself beautiful; the adulterers will despise thee, 
thy life will they seek. 31 For a voice as of a woman in travail have I heard, the anguish as 
of one that bringeth forth her first child, the voice of the daughter of Zion, that groaneth, 
that spreadeth out her hands, [saying,] “Woe is me now! for my soul succumbeth to the 
murderers.” 


1 Roam about through the streets of Jerusalem, and see now, and notice, and search 
in its broad places, if ye can find one man, if there be one that executeth justice, that 
searcheth for truth: and I will pardon it. 2 And though they say, “As the Lord liveth!” 
surely they only swear to a falsehood. 3 0 Lord, are not thy eyes [directed] to the truth? 
thou didst strike them, but they felt it not; thou didst make an end of them, [yet] they 
refused to accept correction: they made their faces harder than a rock, they refused to 
return. 4 Yet I myself thought, Oh these are but poor; they are foolish; for they knew not 
the way of the Lord, the ordinance of their God. 5I had better go unto the great men, and 
let me speak with them; for these surely know the way of the Lord, the ordinance of their 
God; but these altogether have broken the yoke, burst the bands. © Therefore slayeth 
them the lion out of the forest, the wolf of the deserts wasteth them, the leopard lieth 
in wait against their cities: every one that cometh out thence shall be torn in pieces; 
because many are their transgressions, very numerous are their backslidings. 7 How 
shall I for this pardon thee? thy children have forsaken me, and sworn by those that are 
not gods: when I had fed them to the full, they then committed adultery, and assembled 
themselves by troops in the harlot's house. ® As robust horses they rose by times in the 
morning: every one neighed after the wife of his neighbor. ? Shall I not for these things 
inflict punishment? saith the Lord: and shall on a nation such as this my soul not be 
avenged? 1° Scale ye her walls, and destroy; but make not a full end: remove her young 
shoots; for they are not the Lord's. 11 For the house of Israel and the house of Judah have 
dealt very treacherously against me, saith the Lord. 12 They have denied the Lord, and 


said, “He existeth not; nor will evil come over us; and the sword and famine shall we not 
see. 13 And the prophets shall become wind, and the word is not in them:” thus shall it be 


done unto them. !* Therefore thus hath said the Lord the God of hosts, Because ye speak 
this word, behold, I will make my words in thy mouth to be a fire, and this people wood, 
and it shall devour them. !5 Lo, I will bring over you a nation from afar, O house of Israel, 
saith the Lord: it is a mighty nation, it isa most ancient nation, a nation whose language 
thou wilt not know, and thou wilt not understand what they speak. 1° Their quiver is as 
an open sepulchre: they are all mighty men. !’ And they shall consume thy harvest, and 
thy bread; they shall consume thy sons and thy daughters; they shall consume thy flocks 
and thy herds; they shall consume thy vines and thy fig-trees; they shall depopulate thy 


fortified cities, those wherein thou trustedst, with the sword. 18 Nevertheless even in 
those days, saith the Lord, will I not make a full end of you. 19 And it shall come to 


pass, when ye will say, For what reason hath the Lord our God done all these things unto 
us? that thou shalt say unto them, In the same manner as ye have forsaken me, and 
served strange gods in your land, so shall ye serve strangers in a land that is not yours. 
20 Announce this in the house of Jacob, and publish it in Judah, saying, 21 Do now hear 
this, O sottish people, who have no heart; who have eyes, and see not; who have ears, 
and hear not; 22 Will ye not fear me? saith the Lord; will ye not tremble at my presence, 
who have placed the sand as a bound for the sea by an everlasting law, which it can 
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never pass over? and though the waves thereof be upheaved, yet can they not prevail; 
though they roar, yet can they not pass over it. 23 But this people hath a stubborn and 
a rebellious heart: they have departed [from the right] and have gone their way. 24 And 
they have not said in their heart, Let us now fear the Lord our God, that giveth rain, the 
early and the latter rain, in its season: the appointed weeks of the harvest doth he ever 
preserve for us. 25 Your iniquities have turned away these things, and your sins have 
withholden what is good from you. 2° For there are found among my people wicked 
men: they lie in wait, as he that layeth snares; they set a trap, they catch men. 27 As a 
coop is full of birds, so are their houses full of deceit: therefore are they become great, 
and grown rich. 28 They are grown fat, they are stout; yea, they surpass even the deeds 
of the wicked: they pronounce no [just] sentence, the sentence of the fatherless, that 
they might prosper; and the cause of the needy do they not judge. 29 shall I not for these 
things inflict punishment? saith the Lord: or shall on a nation suchas this my soul not be 
avenged? 20 An astonishing and horrible thing is committed in the land; 3! The prophets 
prophesy falsely, and the priests bear rule by their means; and my people love to have it 
so; but what will ye do in the end thereof? 


1 Assemble, O ye children of Benjamin, to flee out of the midst of Jerusalem, and 
in Tekoa, blow the cornet, and on Beth-hakkerem set up a fire signal; for evil is seen 
[coming] out of the north, and great havoc. ? The comely and the delicate, the daughter 
of Zion do I destroy. 3 Unto her shall come shepherds with their flocks; they shall pitch 
their tents against her round about; they shall feed off every one his own place. 4Prepare 
ye war against her! “Arise, and let us go up at noon. Woe unto us! for the day waneth, for 
the shadows of the evening are stretched out. ° Arise, and let us go up by night, and let us 
destroy her palaces.” © For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Cut ye down trees, and cast 
up a mound against Jerusalem: this is the city whose time of punishment is come; she 
is full of oppression in her midst. 7 As a well sendeth forth its waters, so doth she cause 
her wickedness to spring forth: violence and robbery are heard in her; in my presence 
there are continually disease and wounds. 8 Be thou instructed, O Jerusalem, that my 
soul tear itself not away from thee; that I render thee not desolate, a land which is not 
inhabited. 9 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, They shall thoroughly glean like a vine the 
remnant of Israel: carry back thy hand as a grape-gatherer frequently to the baskets. 
10 To whom shall I speak, and give warning, that they may hear? behold, their ear is 
uncircumcised, and they cannot be attentive: behold, the word of the Lord is become 
unto them a reproach; they have no delight in it. 11 And I am full of the fury of the Lord; 
Iam weary with sustaining it: [I must] pour it out over the child in the street, and over 
the assembly of young men together; for even the husband with the wife shall be seized, 
the aged with him that is full of days. 12 And their houses shall be transferred unto 
others, fields and wives together; for I will stretch out my hand over the inhabitants of 
the land, saith the Lord. !° For from their least even unto their greatest, every one is 
given to covetousness; and from the prophet even unto the priest every one practiseth 
falsehood. 14 And they heal the breach of the daughter of my people very lightly, saying, 
Peace, peace: when there is no peace. !° They should have been ashamed, because they 
had committed an abomination; but they neither felt the least shame, nor did they know 
how to blush: therefore shall they fall among those that fall; at the time that I punish 
their sin shall they stumble, saith the Lord. 1° Thus hath said the Lord, Place yourselves 
on the ways, and see, and ask after the ancient paths, where is the way which is good, 
that ye may walk thereon, and find rest for your soul. But they said, We will not walk 
[thereon]. 17 Then did I set watchmen over you, [saying,] Listen to the sound of the 
cornet. But they said, We will not listen. 18 Therefore hear, ye nations, and know, O 
assembly, what [guilt] is among them. 1° Hear, O earth! behold, I will bring evil upon this 
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people, the fruit of their thoughts; because unto my words have they not been attentive, 
and as regardeth my law,—that have they despised. 2° To what purpose serveth me the 
frankincense which cometh from Sheba, and the sweet cane from a far-off country? 
your burnt-offerings are not acceptable, and your sacrifices are not agreeable unto me. 
21 Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will place before this people stumbling- 
blocks, and thereon shall stumble the fathers and the sons together, the neighbor and 
his friend, and they shall perish. 22 Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, a people is coming 
from the north country, and a great nation shall wake up from the farthest ends of the 
earth. 23 Bow and spear shall they firmly grasp; cruel are they, and will have no mercy; 
their voice roareth like the sea; and upon horses do they ride; set in array as one man 
for the war, against thee, O daughter of Zion. 24 We have heard the fame of him—our 
hands grow feeble: anguish hath taken hold of us, pain, as of a woman in giving birth. 
25 Go not forth into the field, on the road must ye not walk; for [there is] the sword of the 
enemy, terror on every side. 2° 0 daughter of my people, gird thyself with sackcloth, and 
roll thyself in the ashes: a mourning as for an only son prepare unto thee, a most bitter 
lamentation; for suddenly will the destroyer come over us. 2” I have set thee for a tower 
and a fortress among my people, that thou mayest know and probe their way. 28 They all 
are grievous revolters, going about as talebearers, copper and iron: they all are corrupt. 
29 The bellows are burnt, by the fire the lead is consumed: in vain the melter refineth; 
for the wicked are not separated away. 3° Refuse silver men call them; because the Lord 
hath rejected them. 


7 

1 The word that came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, * Place thyself in the gate of 
the house of the Lord, and proclaim there this word, and say, Hear the word of the Lord, 
all ye of Judah, that enter in by these gates to bow down before the Lord. 3 Thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Amend your ways and your deeds, and I will 
permit you to dwell in this place. 4 [But] do not rely on the words of falsehood, saying, 
The temple of the Lord, The temple of the Lord, The temple of the Lord, [as] they [say]. 
5 For if ye thoroughly amend your ways and your deeds; if ye thoroughly execute justice 
between a man and his neighbor; © If ye oppress not the stranger, the fatherless, and the 
widow, and shed not innocent blood in this place, and walk not after other gods to your 
own hurt: 7 Then will I permit you to dwell in this place, in the land that I have given 
to your fathers, from eternity to eternity. ® Behold, ye rely on the words of falsehood, 
that cannot profit. 9 How? will ye steal, murder, and commit adultery, and swear falsely, 
and burn incense unto Ba'al, and walk after other gods of which ye have no knowledge; 
10 And [then] come and stand before my presence in this house, which is called by my 
name, and say, “We are delivered;” in order to do all these abominations? 11 Is then this 
house, which is called by my name, become a den of robbers in your eyes? [But] I also, 
behold, I have seen it, saith the Lord. !2For go ye now unto my place which was in Shiloh, 
where I caused my name to dwell at the first, and see what I did unto it because of the 
wickedness of my people Israel. 13 And now, whereas ye have done all these acts, saith the 
Lord, and I spoke unto you, causing [the prophets] to rise up early and speaking, while 
ye would not hear; and I called you, but ye would not answer: 14 Therefore will I do unto 
this house, which is called by my name, whereon ye rely, and unto the place which I have 
given to you and to your fathers, as I have done to Shiloh. 15 And I will cast you out of 
my presence, as I have cast out all your brethren, all the seed of Ephraim. 1° But thou 
—pray not thou in behalf of this people, nor lift up in their behalf entreaty or prayer, 
nor make intercession to me; for I will not hear thee. 17 Dost thou not see what they 
are doing in the cities of Judah and in the streets of Jerusalem? 18 The children gather 
wood, and the fathers kindle the fire, and the women knead dough, to make cakes for the 
queen of heaven, and they pour out drink-offerings unto other gods, in order to provoke 
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me to anger. 19 Do they provoke me to anger? saith the Lord, [and] not themselves, to 
the shame of their own faces? 2° Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold my 
anger and my fury shall be poured out upon this place, over man, and over beast, and 
over the trees of the field, and over the fruit of the ground; and it shall burn, and it shall 
not be quenched. 21 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Add your burnt- 
offerings unto your peace-sacrifices, and eat the flesh thereof. 22 For I spoke not with 
your fathers, and I commanded them not on the day of my bringing them out of the land 
of Egypt, concerning burnt-offering or sacrifice; 23 But this thing did I command them, 
saying, Hearken to my voice, and I will be unto you for a God, and ye shall be unto me for 
a people; and walk ye altogether on the way which I may command you, in order that 
it may be well unto you. 24 Yet they hearkened not, and inclined not their ear; but they 
walked in the counsels, in the stubbornness of their evil heart; and they went backward, 
and not forward: 25 Since the day that your fathers came forth out of the land of Egypt 
until this day; and I sent unto you all my servants the prophets, sending them daily in 
the morning early; 2° Yet they hearkened not unto me, and inclined not their ear; but 
they hardened their neck; they did worse than their fathers. 2” And if thou speak unto 
them all these words, and they will not hearken to thee; and if thou call unto them, 
and they will not answer thee: 28 Then shalt thou say unto them, This is the nation that 
hearken not to the voice of the Lord their God, and accept not correction; lost is the 
truth, and is obliterated from their mouth. 29 Cut off thy flowing hair, and cast it away, 
and take up on mountain-tops a lamentation; for rejected hath the Lord and forsaken 
the generation of his wrath. 3° For the children of Judah have done what is evil in my 
eyes, saith the Lord: they have set up their abominations in the house which is called 
by my name, to pollute it. 31 And they have built the high-places of Thophet, which is 
in the valley of Ben-hinnom, to burn their sons and their daughters in the fire; which 
I had not commanded, and which never came into my mind. 3? Therefore, behold days 
are coming, saith the Lord, that it shall not be called any more Thophet, or The valley 
of Ben-hinnom, but The valley of slaughter: and they shall bury in Thophet, for want 
of room. 33 And the carcasses of this people shall become food unto the fowls of the 
heavens, and unto the beasts of the earth, with none to chase them away. 34 And I will 
cause to cease from the cities of Judah, and from the streets of Jerusalem, the voice of 
gladness, and the voice of joy, the voice of the bridegroom, and the voice of the bride; 
for a desert shall the land become. 


8 

1 At that time, saith the Lord, shall they bring out the bones of the kings of Judah, and 
the bones of his princes, and the bones of the priests, and the bones of the prophets, and 
the bones of the inhabitants of Jerusalem, out of their graves. 2 And they shall spread 
them out before the sun, and the moon, and all the host of heaven, which they have 
loved, and which they have served, and after which they have walked, and which they 
have sought, and to which they have prostrated themselves: they shall not be gathered 
up, and they shall not be buried; dung upon the face of the ground shall they become. 
3 And death shall be preferable to life, for all the residue of those that are left of this 
evil family, who are left in all the places whither I shall have driven them, saith the 
Lord of hosts. 4 And thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord, Shall they fall, 
and not arise? will he turn away, and not return? ° Why then remaineth this people, 
Jerusalem, rebellious by a perpetual backsliding? they hold fast on deceit, they refuse to 
return. °I listened and heard, but they would not speak aright; no man repented him of 
his wickedness, saying, What have I done? every one turned again to his course, as the 
impetuous horse in the battle. 7 Yea, the stork in the heavens knoweth her appointed 
times; and the turtle, and the swallow, atad the crane observe the time of their coming 
home; but my people know not the ordinance of the Lord. 8 How can ye say, We are wise, 
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and the law of the Lord is with us? Truly, behold in vain wrought the pen, in vain the 
writers. ° The wise men are ashamed, they are discouraged and caught, lo, the word 
of the Lord have they rejected; and what wisdom have they [now]? 1° Therefore will I 
give their wives unto others, their fields to conquerors; for from the least even unto the 
greatest, every one is seeking his own gain: from the prophet even unto the priest every 
one practiseth falsehood. 11 And they heal the breach of the daughter of my people very 
lightly, saying, Peace, peace: when there is no peace. !* They should have been ashamed, 
because they had committed abomination; but they neither felt the least shame, nor did 
they know how to blush: therefore shall they fall among those that fall; at the time of 
their punishment shall they stumble, saith the Lord. 131 will surely make an end of them, 
saith the Lord: [there shall be left] no grapes on the vine, and no figs on the fig-tree, and 
the leaf shall wither; and the things that I have given them shall pass away from them. 
14 “Why do we sit still? assemble yourselves, and let us enter into the fortified cities, and 
let us be silent there; for the Lord our God hath put us to silence, and given us poison- 
water to drink; because we have sinned against the Lord. !5 We hoped for peace, but no 
happiness is here; for a time of cure, and behold here is terror.” !© From Dan was heard 
the snorting of his horses; at the sound of the neighing of his war-steeds trembleth the 
whole land: and they are come, and devour the land, and all that filleth it; the city, and 
those that dwell therein. 17 For, behold, I will send out against you serpents, basilisks, for 
which there is no charm, and they shall bite you, saith the Lord. 18 When I would cheer 
myself up against sorrow, my heart within me is pained. !° Behold [I hear] the voice of 
the complaint of the daughter of my people [coming] out of a far-off land: “Is the Lord 
not in Zion? is her king no more in her?” “Why have they provoked me to anger with 
their graven images, and with the vanities of the stranger?” 2° “The harvest is past, the 
summer is ended, and we are not yet helped.” 2! Because of the breach of the daughter 
of my people am I broken: I am grieved; astonishment hath taken fast hold on me. 22 Is 
there no [more] balm in Gil'ad? or is no physician there? why then is there not placed a 
plaster [on the wound of] the daughter of my people? 


1 (8:23) Oh that one would make my head water, and my eyes a fountain of tears, 
that I might weep day and night for the slain of the daughters of my people! 2 (9:1) Oh 
that one would place me in the wilderness in a lodging-place of wayfaring men. that 
I might leave my people, and go from them! for all of them are adulterers, a band of 
traitors. 3 (9:2) And they bend their tongues, their bow of falsehood, and not for the 
truth are they valiant in the land; for from evil to evil do they proceed, and me they 
know not, saith the Lord. 4 (9:3) Take ye heed every one of his neighbor, and on any 
brother place ye no reliance; for every brother will surely supplant, and every neighbor 
will go about as a talebearer. 5 (9:4) And they will deceive every one his neighbor, and 
the truth will they not speak: they have taught their tongue to speak falsehood, they 
weary themselves to commit iniquity. ° (9:5) Thy habitation is in the midst of deceit: 
through deceit they refuse to know me, saith the Lord. 7 (9:6) Therefore thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, Behold, I will melt them, and probe them; for how [else] shall I do 
because of the daughter of my people? 8 (9:7) A murderous arrow is their tongue; [every 
one] speaketh deceit: with his mouth speaketh he peaceably to his neighbor, but in his 
heart he layeth wait for him. ° (9:8) Shall I not for these things inflict punishment on 
them? saith the Lord: or shall not on a nation such as this my soul be avenged? 1° (9:9) 
For the mountains will I take up a weeping and wailing, and for the habitations of the 
wilderness a lamentation; because they are burnt up, so that no man can pass through 
them; and they hear not the voice of the cattle: both the fowls of the heavens and the 
beasts are fled; they are gone away. 1 (9:10) And I will change Jerusalem into heaps of 
ruins, a dwelling for monsters: and the cities of Judah will I make desolate, without an 
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inhabitant. 12 (9:11) Who is the wise man, that may understand this? and who is he to 
whom the mouth of the Lord hath spoken, that he may declare it: for what is the land 
destroyed, burnt up like the wilderness, without one that passeth through? 13 (9:12) And 
the Lord said, Because they forsook my law which I had set before them, and hearkened 
not to my voice, and walked not therein; !4 (9:13) But have walked after the stubbornness 
of their own heart, and after the Be'alim, which their fathers had taught them. 15 (9:14) 
Therefore thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Behold, I will feed them 
—this people, with wormwood, and give them poison-water to drink. 16 (9:15) And I will 
scatter them among the nations, whom neither they nor their fathers have known: and 
I will send out after them the sword, till I have consumed them. 17 (9:16) Thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, Consider it well, and call for the mourning women, that they 
may come; and send for the women skilled in lament, that they may come; 18 (9:17) And 
let them make haste, and take up for us a lamentation, that our eyes may run down 
with tears, and our eyelids drop down water. 19 (9:18) For a voice of wailing is heard 
out of Zion, How are we wasted! we are greatly ashamed; because we have forsaken 
the land, because they have cast down our dwellings. 2° (9:19) For hear, O ye women, 
the word of the Lord, and let your ear perceive the word of his mouth, and teach your 
daughters wailing, and every one her neighbor lamentation. 21 (9:20) For death is come 
up through our windows, is entered into our palaces; to cut off the children from the 
street, the young men from the open places. 22 (9:21) Speak, Thus saith the Lord, Yea, the 
carcasses of men shall lie as dung upon the open field, and as the sheaves [left] after the 
harvestman, with none to gather them. 23 (9:22) Thus hath said the Lord, Let not the wise 
glorify himself in his wisdom, neither let the mighty man glorify himself in his might, 
let not the rich glorify himself in his riches; 24 (9:23) But let him that glorifieth himself 
glory in this, that he understandeth and knoweth me, that I am the Lord who exercise 
kindness, justice, and righteousness, on the earth; for in these things I delight, saith the 
Lord. 25 (9:24) Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, that I will send punishment on all 
the circumcised who are [yet] uncircumcised; 26 (9:25) On Egypt, and on Judah, and on 


Edom, and on the children of 'Ammon, and on Moab, and all who have the locks of their 
hair cut off round that dwell in the wilderness; for all these nations are uncircumcised, 
and all the house of Israel are uncircumcised in the heart. 


1 Hear ye the word which the Lord hath spoken concerning you, O house of Israel: 
2 Thus hath said the Lord, Do not habituate yourselves on the way of the nations, and at 
the signs of the heavens be ye not dismayed; although the nations should be dismayed 
at them. 3 For the statutes of these people concern what is vanity; for it is but a tree 


which a man hath cut out of a forest, the work of the hands of the workman, with the 
axe. 4 With silver and with gold do they ornament it; with nails and with hammers do 


they fasten it, that it move not from its place. 5 As a wrought-out palm-like column are 
they, and cannot speak; they must needs be borne, because they cannot step along. Be 
not afraid of them; for they cannot do any harm, so also to do any good is not in them. 
6 Forasmuch as there is none like unto thee, O Lord: thou [alone] art great, and great is 
thy name in might. 7 Who would not fear thee, O King of the nations? for to thee doth 
it appertain; because among all the wise men of the nations, and in all their kingdoms, 
[they say] there is none like unto thee. 8 But at once shall they be shown to be brutish 


and foolish: it is a doctrine of vanities, it concerneth but wood. 9 The beaten out silver 
is brought from Tharshish, and gold from Uphaz, the work of the workman, and of the 


hands of the goldsmith: blue and purple is their clothing; the work of skilful men are 
they all. 1° But the Lord God is the truth, he is the living God, and the everlasting king: 
at his wrath the earth shall quake, and nations cannot endure his indignation. 11 Thus 
shall ye say unto them, The gods that have not made the heavens and the earth, shall 
perish away from the earth, and from under these heavens. !2 He made the earth by his 
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power, he established the world by his wisdom, and by his understanding he stretched 
out the heavens. 13 At the sound when he giveth a multitude of waters in the heavens, 
and causeth clouds to ascend from the ends of the earth; when he maketh lightnings 
with rain, and bringeth forth the wind out of his treasures: 14 Then standeth every man 
as brutish without knowledge; ashamed is every goldsmith because of the graven image; 
for falsehood is his molten work, and there is no breath therein. 15 They are vanity, the 
work of deception; in the time of their punishment shall they vanish. 1° Not like these 
is the portion of Jacob; for he is the former of all things; and Israel is the tribe of his 
inheritance: The Lord of hosts is his name. 17 Gather up thy wares from the ground, O 
inhabitress of the beleaguered city. 18 For thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will cast 
forth as with a sling the inhabitants of the land at this time, and I will enclose them, in 
order that they may find them. !9 Woe is me for my breach! my wound is painful; but I 
thought, This is but pain, and I shall be able to bear it. 2° [But now] my tent is laid waste, 
and all my cords are torn asunder; my children are gone away from me, and they are not 
[here]; there is no one to stretch forth my tent any more, and to set up my curtains. 2! For 
the shepherds were brutish, and the Lord had they not sought; therefore have they not 
prospered, and all their flocks are scattered. 2 Behold, the noise of the report is come, 
and a great commotion out of the north country, to render the cities of Judah desolate, 
a dwelling for monsters. 231 know, O Lord, that the way of man is not in his own power: 
it is not in man that passeth away to direct his own steps. 24 Correct me, O Lord, but 
with justice; not in thy anger, lest thou bring me to nothing. 25 Pour out thy fury over 
the nations that know thee not, and over the families that have not called on thy name; 
for they have eaten up Jacob, and devoured him, and consumed him, and have made his 
dwelling desolate. 


11 


1 The word that came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, 2 Hear ye the words of this 
covenant, and speak unto the men of Judah, and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem; 3 And 
say thou unto them, Thus hath said the Lord God of Israel, Cursed be the man that 
hearkeneth not to the words of this covenant, 4 Which I commanded your fathers on the 
day that I brought them forth out of the land of Egypt, out of the iron furnace, saying, 
Hearken to my voice, and do the same, in accordance with all which I may command you; 
and so shall ye be to me for a people, and I will be to you for a God; 5 In order that I may 
fulfill the oath which I have sworn unto your fathers, to give unto them a land flowing 
with milk and honey, as it is this day. And I answered, and said, So be it, O Lord. Then 
said the Lord unto me, Proclaim all these words in the cities of Judah, and in the streets 
of Jerusalem, saying, Hear ye the words of this covenant, and do them. 7 For I earnestly 
warned your fathers on the day that I brought them up out of the land of Egypt even 
until this day, sending out early and warning, saying, Hearken to my voice; ® Yet they 
hearkened not, and inclined not their ear, but walked every one in the stubbornness of 
their evil heart: therefore did I bring over them all the words of this covenant, which 
I commanded them to do; but which they did not. 9 And the Lord said unto me, A 
conspiracy hath been found among the men of Judah, and among the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem. !° They are returned again to the iniquities of their earlier forefathers, who 
had refused to hearken to my words; and they themselves are [also] gone after other 
gods to serve them: the house of Israel and the house of Judah have broken my covenant 


which I made with their fathers. 1! Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will 
bring an evil upon them, from which they shall not be able to rid themselves; and they 


will cry unto me, but I will not hearken unto them. 12 Then let the cities of Judah and 
the inhabitants of Jerusalem go, and cry unto the gods unto whom they offer incense; 
but they shall not save them in the least in the time of their distress. 13 For equal to 
the number of thy cities were thy gods, O Judah; and equal to the number of the streets 
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of Jerusalem have ye set up altars to the disgraceful idol, altars, to burn incense unto 
Ba'al. '4 But thou—thou must not pray in behalf of this people, neither lift up in their 
behalf entreaty or prayer; for I will not hear at the time that they call unto me, because 
of their distress. 15 What hath my beloved to do in my house, while she executeth the 
evil counsel of so many [sinners]? Yea, the holy flesh passeth away from thee; for even 
with thy wickedness, thou rejoicest still. 1° An ever-green olive-tree, beautiful in fruit 
and form, did the Lord call thy name: with the noise of a great tumult hath he kindled 
fire around it, and they break off its branches. !” And the Lord of hosts, that planted 
thee, hath decreed evil against thee; on account of the wickedness of the house of Israel 
and of the house of Judah, which they have done against themselves, to provoke me to 
anger in offering incense unto Ba'al. !8 And the Lord hath given me knowledge of it, and 
I know it: then didst thou let me see their doings. 19 But I was like a sheep or an ox that 
is brought to the slaughter; and I knew not that they had devised devices against me, 
[saying,] “Let us destroy the tree with its fruit, and let us cut him off from the land of 
the living, that his name may not be remembered any more.” 2° But, O Lord of hosts, 
that judgest righteously, that triest the reins and the heart, let me see thy vengeance 
on them; for unto thee have I entrusted my cause. 2! Therefore thus hath said the Lord 
concerning the men of 'Anathoth, that seek thy life, saying, “Thou shalt not prophesy in 
the name of the Lord, that thou mayest not die by our hand:” 22 Therefore thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, Behold, I will inflict punishment on them: the young men shall die by 
the sword; their sons and their daughters shall die by the famine; 23 And no remnant 
shall remain of them; for I will bring evil upon the men of 'Anathoth, in the year of their 
punishment. 


12 

1 [Too] righteous art thou, O Lord, that I could plead with thee; yet must I speak of [the 
principles of] justice with thee: Wherefore is the way of the wicked happy? do all those 
prosper that deal treacherously? 2 Thou hast planted them; they have also taken root; 
they grow; they also bring forth fruit: thou art near, in their mouth, and far from their 
mind. 3 But thou, O Lord, knowest me; thou seest me, and probest my heart toward thee; 
set them apart like sheep for the slaughter, and destine them for the day of slaying. 
4 How long shall the land mourn, and the herb of all the field wither? Because of the 
wickedness of those that dwell therein are wholly removed the beasts and the birds; 
because they said, He will not see our last end. >If thou hast run with the footmen, and 
they have wearied thee, how then canst thou contend with the horses? and if in the 
land of peace, [wherein] thou trustedst, [they wearied thee,] how then wilt thou do in 
the swelling of the Jordan? © For even thy brethren, and the house of thy father, even 
they have dealt treacherously with thee; yea, even they have called forth a crowd of men 
after thee: believe them not, though they speak kindly unto thee. 71 have forsaken my 
house, I have abandoned my heritage; I have given up the most dearly beloved of my soul 
into the hand of her enemies. 8 My heritage is become unto me as a lion in the forest; it 
sent forth its voice against me: therefore do I hate it. 9Is my heritage become unto me 
as a bird of prey stained with blood? so that the birds of prey are all around it? Come ye, 
assemble all the beasts of the field, bring them hither to devour. !° Many shepherds have 
destroyed my vineyard, they have trodden under foot my field, they have rendered my 
pleasant field a desolate wilderness. 1! They have made it a desert, and being desolate it 


mourneth before me: the whole land is made desolate, because no man laid it to heart. 
12 Over all the mountain-peaks in the wilderness did the destroyers come; for the sword 


of the Lord devoureth from the one end of the land even to the other end of the land: 
there is no peace to any flesh. 13 They have sown wheat, but they reap thorns; they have 


put themselves to pain [but] have no profit; be therefore ashamed of your products, 
because of the fierce anger of the Lord. 14 Thus hath said the Lord against all my bad 
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neighbors, that touch the inheritance which I have caused my people Israel to inherit, 
Behold, I will pluck them out of their land, and the house of Judah will I pluck out from 
the midst of them. 5 And it shall come to pass, that, after I have plucked them out, and 
I will again have mercy on them, and will restore them, every man to his heritage, and 
every man to his land. 16 And it shall come to pass, if they will truly learn the ways of my 
people, to swear by my name, As the Lord liveth; as they had taught my people to swear 
by Ba'al: that they shall then be built up in the midst of my people. 17 But if they will not 
hearken, then will I pluck out that nation, plucking out and exterminating [them], saith 
the Lord. 


13 


1 Thus said the Lord unto me, Go and buy thee a linen girdle, and put it around thy 
loins, and lay it not in water. 2 So I bought the girdle, according to the word of the Lord, 
and put it around my loins. 3 And the word of the Lord came unto me the second time, 
saying, 4 Take the girdle that thou hast bought, which is around thy loins; and arise, go 
to the Euphrates, and hide it there in a cleft of the rock. 5 So I went, and hid it by the 
Euphrates, as the Lord has commanded me. © And it came to pass at the end of many days, 
that the Lord said unto me, Arise, go to the Euphrates, and take from there the girdle, 
which I commanded thee to hide there. 7 And I went to the Euphrates, and dug, and took 
the girdle from the place where I had hidden it: and, behold, the girdle was spoiled, it was 
useful for nothing. Then came the word of the Lord unto me, saying, ? Thus hath said 
the Lord, After this manner will I destroy the pride of Judah, and the pride of Jerusalem, 
which is great. 1° And this bad people, who refuse to hearken to my words, who walk 
in the stubbornness of their heart, and have followed other gods, to serve them, and to 
bow down to them, shall even be as this girdle which is useful for nothing. 11 For as the 
girdle cleaveth to the loins of a man, so had I caused to cleave unto me all the house of 
Israel and all the house of Judah, saith the Lord,—to become unto me a people, and [to 
be] for aname, and for praise, and for honor; but they would not hear. 12 Therefore shalt 
thou say unto them this word, Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, Every bottle 
shall be filled with wine: and when they will say unto thee, Do we not know full well 
that every bottle shall be filled with wine? 13 Then shalt thou say unto them, Thus hath 
said the Lord, Behold, I will fill all the inhabitants of this land, even the kings that sit 
after David upon his throne, and the priests, and the prophets, and all the inhabitants 
of Jerusalem, with drunkenness. !4 And I will dash them one against the other, even the 
fathers and the sons together, saith the Lord: I will not pity, nor spare, nor have mercy, 
so as not to destroy them. 15 Hear ye, and bend your ear: be not proud; for the Lord hath 
spoken. !¢ Give unto the Lord your God glory, before he cause darkness, and before your 
feet strike upon the mountains of twilight, and [where], while ye look for light, he turn 
it into the shadow of death, and change it into gross darkness. 1” But if ye will not hear 
it, my soul shall weep in secret places because of [your] pride; and my eye shall weep 
sorely, and run down with tears, because the flock of the Lord is driven away captive. 
18 Say unto the king and to the queen-mother, Sit down very lowly; for sunk down are 
your head-attires, the crown of your ornament. 19 The cities of the south are shut up, 
and there is no one to open them: Judah is carried away into exile altogether, it is carried 
into exile completely. 2° Lift up your eyes, and see those that are coming from the north: 
where is the flock that was given thee, thy splendid flock? 21 What wilt thou say when 
he will punish thee? since thou hast accustomed them to be over thee captains, and 
chiefs? shall not pangs seize upon thee, as on a woman in travail? 22 And if thou wilt say 
in thy heart, Wherefore come these things upon me? For the greatness of thy iniquity 
are thy skirts laid open, thy heels are made bare violently. 23 Can the Ethiopian change 
his skin, or the leopard his spots? [then] may ye also do good, that are accustomed to do 
evil. 24Therefore will I scatter them as the stubble that passeth away before the wind of 
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the wilderness. 25 This is thy lot, the portion of thy measures from me, saith the Lord; 
because thou hast forgotten me, and trusted in falsehood. 2° Therefore do I also strip 
up thy skirts over thy face, that thy shame may be seen. 27 Thy adulteries and thy loud 
shoutings, the lewdness of thy incest, thy abominations on the hills in the fields have I 
seen. Woe unto thee, O Jerusalem! thou wilt not be made clean after ever so longa time. 


14 

1 The word of the Lord that came to Jeremiah concerning the drought. 2 Judah 
mourneth, and her gates languish; they lie grieved on the ground; and the distressed cry 
of Jerusalem ascendeth upward. 3 And their nobles have sent out their subordinates for 
water: they come to the pits, they find no water; they return with their vessels empty; 
they are ashamed and confounded, and cover their head. 4 Because of the ground which 
is cracked open, since there hath been no rain in the land, are the ploughmen ashamed, 
they cover their head. 5 Yea, the hind also bringeth forth her young in the field, and 
forsaketh [them], because there is no grass. © And the wild asses stand on the mountain- 
tops, they snuff up the wind like serpents: their eyes fail, because there are no herbs. 
7If our iniquities testify against us, O Lord, do thou act for the sake of thy name; for our 
backslidings are many; against thee have we sinned. 80 thou hope of Israel, his saviour 
in time of trouble, why shouldst thou be as a stranger in the land, and as a wayfarer that 
turneth aside to lodge for a night? 9 Why shouldst thou be as a man that is surprised, 
as a mighty man that cannot save? yet thou art in the midst of us, O Lord, and we are 
called by thy name: abandon us not. !° Thus hath said the Lord unto this people, Thus 
have they loved to wander about, their feet have they not restrained: therefore the Lord 
doth not receive them in favor; now will he remember their iniquity, and will punish 
their sins. 11 Then said the Lord unto me, Pray not in behalf of this people for their 
good. 12 When they fast, I will not hear their entreaty: and when they offer burnt- 
offering and meat-offering, I will not receive them in favor; but by the sword, and by 
the famine, and by the pestilence, will I make an end of them. 13 Then said I, Ah, Lord 
Eternal! behold, the prophets say unto them, Ye shall not see the sword, neither shall ye 
have famine; but a permanent peace will I give you in this place. 14 Then said the Lord 
unto me, Falsehood do the prophets prophesy in my name; I have not sent them, neither 
have I commanded them, neither have I spoken unto them: a vision of falsehood, and 
divination, and idolatrous folly, and the deceit of their heart do they prophesy unto you. 
15 Therefore thus hath said the Lord concerning the prophets that prophesy in my name, 
when I have not sent them, while they say, Sword and famine shall not come in this land: 
By the sword and by the famine shall these prophets come to their end. 16 And the people 
to whom they prophesy shall lie cast down in the streets of Jerusalem by means of the 
famine and the sword; and they shall have none to bury them, them, their wives, and 
their sons, and their daughters; for I will pour out their wickedness over them. 1” But 
thou shalt say unto them this word. My eyes shall run down with tears night and day, 
and they shall not cease; for with a great breach is the virgin-daughter of my people 
broken, with a very painful blow. !8IfI go forth into the field, behold, there are the slain 
with the sword! and if I enter into the city, behold, there are those that are sick with 
famine! for both the prophet and the priest travel round into a land that they know 
not. 19 Hast thou entirely rejected Judah? or hath thy soul loathing on Zion? why hast 
thou smitten us, so that there is no healing for us? we hoped for peace, and there is no 
good; and for the time of healing, and behold, there is terror! 2° We know, O Lord, our 
wickedness, the iniquity of our fathers; for we have sinned against thee. 2! Do not cast us 
off, for the sake of thy name, do not disgrace the throne of thy glory: remember, break 
not thy covenant with us. 22 Are there any among the vanities of the nations those that 
bestow rain? or can the heavens give forth showers? Behold, thou art this, O Lord our 
God, and we will hope in thee; for thou hast done all these things. 


1582 XRN 


Jeremiah 15:1 430 Jeremiah 16:4 


1 And the Lord said unto me, If Moses and Samuel were to stand before me, my favor 
would [still] not be toward this people: send them away out of my sight, that they may 
go forth. 2 And it shall come to pass, if they should say unto thee, Whither shall we go 
forth, that thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord, Such as are destined to 


death, to death; and such as are destined to the sword, to the sword; and such as are 
destined to famine, to famine; and such as are destined to captivity, to captivity. 3 And 


I will appoint over them four species, saith the Lord: The sword to slay, and the dogs 
to drag away, and the fowls of the heaven, and the beasts of the earth, to devour and to 
destroy. 4 And I will cause them to become a horror unto all the kingdoms of the earth, 
on account of Menasseh the son of Hezekiah the king of Judah, because of what he did 
in Jerusalem. 5 For who will have pity upon thee, O Jerusalem? or who will condole with 
thee? or who will go aside to ask after thy welfare? © Thou hast indeed forsaken me, 
saith the Lord, thou art gone backward; therefore do I stretch out my hand against thee, 
and destroy thee: I am weary with repenting. 7 And I winnow them with a fan in the 
gates of the land: I make childless, I annihilate my people, [since] from their ways they 
have not turned away. 8 Their widows are more numerous before me than the sand of 
the seas: I bring unto them, over the mothers of the young men, a waster at noonday; I 
cause to fall upon her suddenly the enemy with [his] terrors. 9 She that had born seven 
children fadeth away; she breatheth out her soul, her sun is set while it is yet day; she is 
made ashamed and put to the blush:—and their residue will I give up to the sword before 
their enemies, saith the Lord. 1° Woe is me, my mother, that thou hast born me, a man 
of contention and a man of strife to the whole land! I have not lent, nor have men lent 
to me: [yet] every one of them curseth me. !! The Lord said, Truly I will release thee for 
[thy] good; truly I will cause the enemy to meet thee in the time of distress and in the 
time of affliction. 12Can iron break in pieces the northern iron and copper? !3Thy wealth 
and thy treasures will I give up as spoil without price, and this for all thy sins, even in 
all thy borders. 14 And I will cause them to pass over with thy enemies into a land which 
thou knowest not; for a fire is kindled in my anger, over you shall it burn. 5 Thou well 
knowest it, O Lord! remember me and think of me, and avenge me on my persecutors; 
not according to thy long-suffering act thou for me: know, that for thy sake I have borne 
shame. !6When thy words were made manifest to me, then I greedily received them; and 
thy word became unto me the gladness and joy of my heart; for thy name is called upon 
me, O Lord of hosts. 171 sat not in the assembly of the mirthful, and was rejoiced; because 
of thy inspiration I sat solitary; for thou hadst filled me with indignation. 18 Why is my 
pain perpetual, and my wound incurable? it refuseth to be healed; it is truly become 
unto me as a deceptive spring, as waters that are not reliable. 19 Therefore thus hath 
said the Lord, If thou return, and I bring thee back again, then shalt thou stand before 
me; and if thou bring forth the precious from the vile, thou shalt be as my mouth: these 


shall return unto thee; but thou shalt not return unto them. 2° And I will make thee unto 
this people as a fortified brazen wall; and they will fight against thee, but they shall not 


prevail against thee; for I am with thee to save thee and to deliver thee, saith the Lord. 


21 And I will deliver thee out of the hand of the wicked, and I will redeem thee out of the 
grasp of the tyrants. 


16 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Thou shalt not take thyself a 
wife, neither shalt thou have sons or daughters in this place. 3 For thus hath said the 
Lord concerning the sons and concerning the daughters that are born in this place, 
and concerning their mothers that bear them, and concerning their fathers that beget 
them in this land: 4 A death through diseases of famine shall they die; they shall not be 
lamented for; nor shall they be buried; for dung upon the face of the earth shall they 
be: and by the sword and by famine shall they come to their end; and their carcasses 
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shall be for food unto the fowls of heaven, and unto the beasts of the earth. 5 For thus 
hath said the Lord, Enter not into the house of mourning, neither go to lament nor to 


condole with them; for I have taken away my peace from this people, saith the Lord, 
yea, kindness and mercy. © And both the great and the small shall die in this land,— they 
shall not be buried, and men shall not lament for them, nor cut themselves, nor make 
themselves bald for them; 7 Nor shall they break bread for them at their mourning, to 


comfort them for the dead; nor shall they give them to drink the cup of consolation for 
their father and for their mother. ® And into the house of feasting shalt thou not enter, 


to sit with them, to eat and to drink. ? For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of 
Israel, Behold, I will cause to cease out of this place before your eyes, and in your days, 


the voice of gladness, and the voice of joy, the voice of the bridegroom, and the voice of 
the bride. 1° And it shall come to pass, when thou shalt tell this people all these words, 
and they should say unto thee, Wherefore hath the Lord spoken against us all this great 
evil? and what is our iniquity? and what is our sin that we have committed against the 
Lord our God? ! That thou shalt say unto them, Because your fathers forsook me, saith 
the Lord, and walked after other gods, and served them, and bowed down unto them, and 
me they forsook, and my law they kept not; 12 And ye act worse than your fathers; for, 
behold, ye walk every one after the stubbornness of his evil heart, so as not to hearken 
unto me; 13 Therefore will I hurl you out of this land into the land of which ye had no 
knowledge, neither ye nor your fathers; and ye will serve there other gods by day and 
by night; so that I will not grant you any favor. 14 Therefore, behold, days are coming, 
saith the Lord, when it shall not he said any more, As the Lord liveth, who hath brought 
up the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt; 15 But, As the Lord liveth, who hath 
brought up the children of Israel from the land of the north, and from all the countries 
whither he had driven them: and I will cause them to return unto their land which I 
have given unto their fathers. 1° Behold, I will send for many fishermen, saith the Lord, 
and they shall fish them; and after that will I send for many hunters, and they shall 
hunt them from every mountain, and from every hill, and out of the clefts of the rocks. 
17 For my eyes are directed upon all their ways, they are not hidden from my face, nor 
is their iniquity concealed from my eyes. !8 And [thus] will I pay them at the first their 
two-fold iniquity and their sin; because they have defiled my land, filling my heritage 
with the carcasses of their detestable and abominable idols. 19 0 Lord, my strength, and 
my fortress, and my refuge on the day of trouble, unto thee shall nations come from 
the ends of the earth, and say, Nothing but falsehood had our fathers inherited, vanity, 
wherein there is no profit. 2° How? can aman make unto himself gods, which are yet no 
gods? 2! Therefore, behold, I will cause them to know, at this time will I cause them to 
know, my hand and my might: and they shall know that my name is The Eternal. 


Z7. 

1 The sin of Judah is written down with a pen of iron, with the point of a diamond: 
it is engraved upon the table of their heart, and on the horns of your altars. 2 Like 
their remembrance of their children, so are [to them] their altars and their groves by 
[every] green tree upon the high hills. 30 my mountain in the field, thy substance, all 
thy treasures will I give up for spoil, thy high-places [reared] with sin, throughout all thy 
borders. 4 And thou shalt be cast out, yea through thy own guilt, from thy heritage which 
I have given thee; and I will cause thee to serve thy enemies in a land which thou knowest 
not; for a fire have ye kindled in my anger, for ever shall it burn. 5 Thus hath said the 
Lord, Cursed is the man that trusteth in man, and placeth on flesh his dependence, while 
from the Lord his heart departeth. ° And he shall be like a lonely tree in the desert, which 
feeleth not when the good cometh; but abideth in the parched places in the wilderness, 
in a salty land which cannot be inhabited. 7 Blessed is the man that trusteth in the Lord, 
and the Lord will be his trust. 8 And he shall be like a tree that is planted by the waters, 
and by a stream spreadeth out its roots, which feeleth not when heat cometh, but its 
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leaf remaineth green; and in a year of drought it is undisturbed by care, and ceaseth not 
from yielding fruit. 9 Deceitful is the heart above all things, and sick: who can know it? 
10] the Lord search the heart, probe the reins: yea, to give unto every man according to 
his ways, according to the fruit of his deeds. !! As a cuckoo that sitteth on eggs which he 
hath not laid, so is he that get the riches, and not by right; in the midst of his days shall 
he leave them, and at his end shall be called wicked. 12 A throne of glory, exalted from 
the beginning, is the place of our sanctuary! 13 Hope of Israel, O Lord, all that forsake 
thee shall be made ashamed, and the backsliders among me shall be written down on 
the earth; because they have forsaken the fountain of living waters, the Lord. 14 Heal 
me, O Lord, and I shall be healed: save me, and I shall be saved; for my praise art thou. 
15 Behold, they say unto me, Where is the word of the Lord? let it come now. 1° As for 
me, I have not hastened to be a shepherd to follow thee; and the woeful day have I not 
longed for; thou knowest it: what came out of my lips was known before thee. 17 Be 
not a terror unto me: thou art my protection on the day of evil. 18 Let those be made 
ashamed that persecute me, but let not me be made ashamed: let them be dismayed, 
but let me not be dismayed: bring upon them the day of evil, and strike them with a 
double breach. 19 Thus said the Lord unto me, Go and stand in the gate of the children of 
the people, whereby the kings of Judah usually enter, and by which they usually go out, 
and in all the gates of Jerusalem; 2° And say unto them, Hear ye the word of the Lord, 
ye kings of Judah, and all Judah, and all inhabitants of Jerusalem, that enter in by these 
gates. 21 Thus hath said the Lord, Take heed for your souls, and bear no burden on the 
sabbath-day, nor bring it in through the gates of Jerusalem; 22 Nor shall you carry forth 
a burden out of your houses on the sabbath-day, and no manner of work shall ye do, but 
hallow ye the sabbath-day, as I have commanded your fathers; 23 But they hearkened 
not, and inclined not their ear; and they made their neck stiff, so as not to hearken, 
and not to receive instruction. 24 And it shall come to pass, if ye will diligently hearken 
unto me, saith the Lord, so as to bring in no burden through the gates of this city on 
the sabbath-day, and to hallow the sabbath-day, so as to do no work thereon: 2° Then 
shall there enter through the gates of this city kings and princes sitting upon the throne 
of David, riding in chariots and on horses, they, and their princes, the men of Judah, 
and the inhabitants of Jerusalem; and this city shall be inhabited for ever. 2° And there 
shall come from the cities of Judah, and from the environs of Jerusalem, and from the 
land of Benjamin, and from the lowlands, and from the mountain, and from the south, 
those that bring burnt-offerings, and sacrifices, and meat-offerings, and frankincense, 
and those that bring thanksgiving-offerings, unto the house of the Lord. 27 But if ye will 
not hearken unto me to hallow the sabbath-day, and not to bear a burden, and to enter 
in at the gates of Jerusalem on the sabbath-day: then will I kindle a fire in its gates, and 
it shall devour the palaces of Jerusalem, and it shall not be quenched. 


18 

1 The word which came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, 2 Arise, and go down to 
the potter's house, and there will I let thee hear my words. 3? Then went I down to the 
potter's house, and, behold, he was doing work on the wheels. 4 And the vessel that he 
was making became spoiled as [happeneth] with the clay in the hand of the potter; and 
he made again thereof another vessel, as it seemed good in the eyes of the potter to make 
it. 5Then came the word of the Lord to me, saying, © Shall I not be able to do unto you as 
this potter, O house of Israel? saith the Lord. Behold, as the clay is in the potter's hand, 
so are ye in my hand, O house of Israel. 7 At one instant I speak concerning a nation, and 
concerning a kingdom, to root out, and to pull down, and to destroy it; 8 But should that 
nation, against whom I have spoken, return from their wrong-doing: then will I bethink 
me of the evil that I had thought to do unto them. ? Andat one instant I speak concerning 
a nation, and concerning a kingdom, to build and to plant it; 1° But should it do what is 
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evil in my eyes, so as not to hearken to my voice: then will I bethink me of the good, 
wherewith I had thought to benefit the same. !! And now do say to the men of Judah, 
and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, as followeth, Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I form 
against you evil, and devise against you a device: do but return now every one from his 
evil way, and amend your ways and your deeds. 12 And they said, It is useless: for after 
our own thoughts will we walk, and we will every one do after the stubbornness of his 
evil heart. 13 Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Only ask among the nations, Who hath 
heard the like things? a very horrible act hath the virgin of Israel committed. 14 Doth 
the snow of Lebanon ever quit the rock of the field? or do the far-coming, cold, flowing 
waters ever fail? 5 That my people have forgotten me, that they have burnt incense to 
false gods, and are made to stumble on their ways, the ancient beaten tracks, to walk 
in paths, on a road which is not leveled? 1° To make their land desolate, a perpetual 
derision: every one that passeth thereby shall be astonished, and shake his head. 17 Like 
an east wind will I scatter them before the enemy; with the back, and not the face, will 
I regard them on the day of their calamity. 18 And they said, Come, and let us contrive 
devices against Jeremiah; for the law will not be lost from the priest, nor counsel from 
the wise, nor the word from the prophet. Come, and let us smite him with the tongue, 
and let us not listen to any of his words. 19 Listen to me, O Lord, and hearken to the voice 
of those that contend with me. 2° Shall evil be recompensed instead of good, that they 
have dug a pit for my life? Remember my standing before thee to speak good concerning 
them, to cause thy wrath to turn away from them. 2! Therefore give up their children 
to the famine, and let their life ebb out by means of the sword; and let their wives be 
bereaved of their children, and widows; and let their men be slain by death; their young 
men smitten by the sword in the battle. 22 Let a cry be heard from their houses, when 
thou bringest a troop over them suddenly; for they have dug a pit to catch me, and laid 
concealed snares for my feet. 23 Yet thou, Lord, knowest well all their counsel against 
me to [procure my] death: forgive not their iniquity, and let their sin not be blotted out 
from before thee; but let them be brought to stumbling before thee; in the time of thy 
anger deal thus with them. 


19 

1 Thus said the Lord, Go and buy a bottle from a maker of earthenware, and [take] 
some of the elders of the people, and of the elders of the priests; 2 And go forth unto the 
valley of the son of Hinnom, which is by the entry of the gate Charsith, and proclaim 
there the words that I will speak unto thee. 3 And say, Hear ye the word of the Lord, 
O kings of Judah, and inhabitants of Jerusalem, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the 
God of Israel, Behold, I will bring evil over this place, so that the ears of every one that 
heareth it shall tingle. 4 For the reason that they have forsaken me, and have defiled this 
place, and have burnt incense in it unto other gods, which they had not known, either 
they or their fathers, or the kings of Judah, and have filled this place with the blood of 
innocents; 5 And they have built the high-places of Ba'al, to burn their sons with fire 
as burnt-offerings unto Ba'al, which I had not commanded, nor spoken, and which had 
not come into my mind: © Therefore, behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, that this 
place shall no more be called The Thopheth, nor The valley of the son of Hinnom, but, 
The valley of slaughter. 7 And I will make void the counsel of Judah and Jerusalem in this 
place; and I will cause them to fall by the sword before their enemies, and by the hand 
of those that seek their life: and I will give their carcasses as food unto the fowls of the 
heaven, and unto the beasts of the earth. 8 And I will render this city desolate, and an 
[object of] derision: every one that passeth thereby shall be astonished and hiss because 
of all its plagues. ° And I will cause them to eat the flesh of their sons and the flesh of 
their daughters, and they shall eat every one the flesh of his associate, in the siege and 
straitness, wherewith their enemies, and those that seek their life, shall distress them. 
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10 Then shalt thou break the bottle before the eyes of the men that are going with thee. 
11 And thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, In this manner will I 
break this people and this city, as one breaketh a potter's vessel, that cannot be restored 
again; and in Thopheth shall they bury, for want of room to bury. 12 Thus will I do unto 
this place, saith the Lord, and to its inhabitants, and to make this city as Thopheth: 13 And 
the houses of Jerusalem, and the houses of the kings of Judah, which are unclean, shall 
become as the place of the Thopheth, with all the houses upon the roofs of which they 
have burnt incense to all the host of heaven, and have poured out drink-offerings to 
other gods. !4Then came Jeremiah from the Thopheth, whither the Lord had sent him 
to prophesy; and he placed himself in the court of the house of the Lord; and said to 
all the people, 5 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Behold, I will bring 
upon this city and upon all its towns all the evil that I have spoken against it; because 
they have hardened their neck, so as not to hear my words. 


20 

1 But when Pashchur the son of Immer the priest, who was chief superintendent in 
the house of the Lord, heard Jeremiah prophesying these words: 2 Then smote Pashchur 
Jeremiah the prophet, and put him in the stocks that were in the upper gate of Benjamin, 
which was in the house of the Lord. 3 And it came to pass on the morrow, that Pashchur 
brought forth Jeremiah out of the stocks. And Jeremiah said unto him, Not Pashchur 
[Fulness of Freedom] hath the Lord called thy name, but Magor-missabib [[Terror all 
around]]. 4 For thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will make thee a terror to thyself, and 
to all thy friends; and they shall fall by the sword of their enemies, and thy eyes shall 
see it; and all Judah will I give into the hand of the king of Babylon, and he shall lead 
them into exile to Babylon, and shall smite them with the sword. 5 And I will give up 
all the wealth of this city, and all its acquisitions, and all its precious things; and all 
the treasures of the kings of Judah will I give into the hand of their enemies, who shall 
plunder them, and take them and carry them away to Babylon. © And thou, Pashchur, 
and all the inhabitants of thy house, shall go into captivity; and to Babylon shalt thou 
come, and there thou shalt die, and there shalt thou be buried, thou, and all thy friends, 
to whom thou hast prophesied with falsehood. 7 Thou didst persuade me, O Lord, and I 
was persuaded; thou laidst thy [hand] strongly on me, and didst prevail: I am laughed at 
all the time, every one mocketh me. ® For as often as I speak must I cry out, violence and 
wasting must I proclaim; because the word of the Lord is become unto me a disgrace, and 
a derision, all the time. 9 And I thought, I will not make mention of him, and I will not 
speak any more in his name. But it became in my heart as a burning fire enclosed within 
my bones, and I was weary with enduring, and I could not overcome it. 1° For I heard 
the defaming of many, angry assemblies on every side, “Tell, and we will tell of him.” 
All the men who ought to seek my welfare, watch for my fall; saying, “Peradventure he 
may he enticed, and we shall prevail against him, and we will then take our revenge on 
him.” 1 But the Lord is with me as a mighty powerful one; therefore my persecutors 
will stumble, and they will not prevail: they will be greatly ashamed, for they will not 
prosper; [it is] an everlasting confusion which will never be forgotten. !2 But, O Lord of 
hosts, that probest the righteous, seest the reins and the heart, let me see thy vengeance 
on them; for unto thee have I laid open my cause. !3 Sing unto the Lord, praise ye the 
Lord; for he hath delivered the soul of the needy from the hand of evil-doers. 14 Cursed be 
the day whereon I was born: the day on which my mother bore me shall not be blessed. 
15 Cursed be the man who brought tidings to my father, saying, A man-child is born 
unto thee. How very glad did he make him! !¢ And may that same man become like the 
cities which the Lord overthrew, and bethought himself not; and may he hear a cry of 
anguish in the morning, and a tumultuous noise at noontide; 1” Because I was not slain 
[as I escaped] from the womb; or that my mother might have become unto me my grave, 
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and her womb have been affected with a perpetual pregnancy. 18 Wherefore was this 
that I came forth out of the womb to see trouble and sorrow, that my days should pass 
away in shame? 


21 

1 The word which came unto Jeremiah from the Lord, when king Zedekiah sent unto 
him Pashchur the son of Malkiyah, and Zephanyah the son of Ma'asseyah the priest, 
saying, 2 Inquire, I pray thee, in our behalf of the Lord; for Nebuchadrezzar the king of 
Babylon maketh war against us; peradventure the Lord will deal with us according to 
all his wondrous deeds, so that he may withdraw from us. 3 Then said Jeremiah unto 
them, Thus shall ye say to Zedekiah: 4 Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, Behold, 
I will turn back the weapons of war that are in your hands, wherewith ye fight against 
the king of Babylon, and against the Chaldeans, who besiege you without the walls, and 
I will assemble them into the midst of this city. 5 And I myself will fight against you 
with an outstretched hand and with a strong arm, and in anger, and in fury, and in great 
wrath. © And I will smite the inhabitants of this city, both man and beast: of a great 
pestilence shall they die. 7 And afterward, saith the Lord, will I give up Zedekiah the 
king of Judah, and his servants, and the people, and those that are left in this city from 
the pestilence, from the sword, and from the famine, into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar 
the king of Babylon, and into the hand of their enemies, and into the hand of those that 
seek their life: and he shall smite them with the edge of the sword; he will not spare 
them, nor have pity, nor have mercy. 8 And unto this people shalt thou say, Thus hath 
said the Lord, Behold, I set before you the way of life, and the way of death. ° He that 
remaineth in this city shall die by the sword, or by the famine, or by the pestilence; but 
he that goeth out, and runneth away to the Chaldeans that besiege you, shall remain 
alive, and his life shall be unto him as a booty. 1° For I have set my face against this city 
for evil, and not for good, saith the Lord: into the hand of the king of Babylon shall it be 
given up, and he will burn it with fire. 1! And to the house of the king of Judah [say], Hear 
ye the word of the Lord: 120 house of David, thus hath said the Lord, Exercise justice on 
[every] morning, and deliver him that is robbed out of the hand of the oppressor; lest 
my fury go forth like fire, and burn so that none can quench it, because of the evil of 
your doings. 13 Behold, I am against thee, O inhabitress of the valley, [about] the rock 
of the plain, saith the Lord; who say, Who shall descend down against us? or who shall 
enter into our habitations? 14 But I will inflict punishment on you according to the fruit 


of your doings, saith the Lord: and I will kindle a fire in its forest, and it shall devour all 
its environs. 


ZZ 

1 Thus said the Lord, Go down to the house of the king of Judah, and speak there this 
word; ? And thou shalt say, Hear the word of the Lord, O king of Judah, that sittest upon 
the throne of David, thou, and thy servants, and thy people that enter in by these gates: 
3 Thus hath said the Lord, Execute ye justice and righteousness, and deliver him that 
is robbed out of the hand of the oppressor; and the stranger, the fatherless, and the 
widow shall ye not oppress, and do them no violence, and shed no innocent blood in 
this place. 4 For if ye indeed will do this thing, then shall enter in through the gates of 
this house kings sitting after David upon his throne, riding in chariots and on horses, he, 
and his servants, and his people. * But if ye will not hear these words, then do I swear by 
myself, saith the Lord, that this house shall become a ruin. © For thus hath said the Lord 
concerning the house of the king of Judah, A Gil'ad [though] thou art unto me, a summit 
of the Lebanon: yet I will surely change thee into a wilderness, cities which are not 
inhabited. 7 And I will make ready against thee destroyers, every one with his weapons: 
and they shall cut down the choice of thy cedars, and cast them into the fire. ® And 
[when] many nations [then] pass by this city, they will say every man to his neighbor, 
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Wherefore hath the Lord done the like unto this great city? 9 Then shall they say, Because 
they had forsaken the covenant of the Lord their God, and bowed down unto other gods, 
and served them. 1° Weep not for the dead, and do not bemoan him: weep sorely for 
him that goeth away; for he shall never return any more, and see the land of his birth. 
11 For thus hath said the Lord respecting Shallum the son of Josiah the king of Judah, 
who reigneth in the place of Josiah his father, who is gone forth out of this place, He 
shall never return thither any more; !2 But in the place whither they have led him into 
exile, there shall he die; but this land shall he not see any more. 13 Woe unto him that 
buildeth his house by unrighteousness, and his chambers by injustice; that maketh his 
neighbor work without wages, and giveth him not the reward for his labor; '4 That saith, 
I will build me a roomy house, and ample chambers, and cutteth himself out windows, 
and ceileth it with cedar, and painteth it with colors. 15 Shalt thou reign, because thou 
strivest to excel with cedar buildings? behold, thy father ate and drank, but he executed 
justice and righteousness: then was it well with him! 1° He judged the cause of the poor 
and needy; then was it well: is not this the proper knowledge of me? saith the Lord. 
17 But thy eyes and thy heart are directed on nothing but upon thy own gain, and upon 
innocent blood to shed it, and upon oppression, and upon extortion, to practise them. 
18 Therefore thus hath said the Lord concerning Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of 
Judah, They shall not lament for him, with, “Woe, my brother!” and, “Woe, sister!” they 
shall not lament for him, with “Woe, lord!” and, “Woe, to his glory!” 19 With the burial 
of an ass shall he be buried, dragged about and cast forth beyond the gates of Jerusalem. 
20 Ascend the Lebanon, and cry aloud; and let thy voice resound in Bashan; and cry aloud 
from 'Aharim; for crushed are all thy lovers. 211 spoke unto thee in thy prosperity; but 
thou saidst, I will not hear. This hath been thy manner from thy very youth, that thou 
didst not hearken to my voice. 22 The wind shall scatter abroad all thy shepherds, and 
thy lovers shall go into captivity: surely then shalt thou be ashamed and confounded 
because of all thy wickedness. 23 0 inhabitress of Lebanon, that makest thy nest in the 
cedars, how full of grace wilt thou be !!when pangs come upon thee, the pain as of a 
woman in travail! 24 As I live, saith the Lord, though Conyahu the son of Jehoyakim the 
king of Judah were a signet upon my right hand, yet for a surety would I thence pluck 
thee; 25 And I will give thee into the hand of those that seek thy life, and into the hand of 
those of whom thou art afraid, and into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, 
and into the hand of the Chaldeans. 2° And I will hurl thee out, and thy mother that hath 
born thee, into another country, where ye were not born; and there shall ye die. 27 But 
to the land whitherward they direct their soul to return, thither shall they not return. 
28 Is this man Conyahu a despised broken image? or a vessel without value? wherefore 
are they hurled out, he and his seed, and are cast forth into a land which they know not? 
29 O land, land, land! hear the word of the Lord. 3° Thus hath said the Lord, Write ye 
down this man as childless, as a man that shall not prosper in his days; for no man of his 
seed shall succeed to sit upon the throne of David, and to rule any more in Judah. 


Zo 

1 Woe unto the shepherds that destroy and scatter the flocks of my pasture! saith the 
Lord. 2 Therefore thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel concerning the shepherds 
that feed my people, Ye have scattered my flocks, and driven them away, and have not 
taken care of them: now, behold, I will visit upon you the evil of your doings, saith the 
Lord. 3 And] will indeed gather the remnant of my flock together out of all the countries 
whither I have driven them; and I will bring them back again to their folds: and they 
shall be fruitful and multiply. 4 And I will raise up over them shepherds who shall feed 
them: and they shall fear no more, nor be dismayed, and none of them shall be missing, 
saith the Lord. 5 Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will raise up unto David 
a righteous sprout, and he shall reign as king, and prosper, and he shall execute justice 
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and righteousness on the earth. In his days shall Judah be helped, and Israel shall dwell 
in safety: and this is his name whereby he shall be called, The Lord is our righteousness. 
7 Therefore, behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when they shall no more say, As the 
Lord liveth, who hath brought up the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt; 8 But, 
As the Lord liveth, who hath brought up and who hath led forth the seed of the house 
of Israel out of the north country, and out of all countries whither I had driven them: 
and they shall dwell in their own land. ° To the prophets—Broken is my heart within 
me; all my bones shake; I am like a drunken man, and like a person whom wine hath 
overcome, because of the Lord, and because of his holy words. 1° For of adulterers is the 
land full; for because of false swearing mourneth the land, dried up are the pastures in 
the wilderness; because their course was for evil, and their strength was for injustice. 
11 For both prophet and priest are hypocrites: yea, in my own house have I found their 
wickedness, saith the Lord. 12 Therefore shall their way be unto them as slippery ways in 
the darkness; they shall be pushed forward, and fall thereon; for I will bring upon them 
evil, the year of their punishment, saith the Lord. 13 And on the prophets of Samaria 
have I seen absurdity: they prophesied by Ba'al, and misled my people Israel. 14 But on 
the prophets of Jerusalem have I seen a horrible thing; they commit adultery, and walk 
in falsehood; and they strengthen the hands of evil-doers, so that not one of these doth 
return from his wickedness: they are become unto me all of them as Sodom, and its 
inhabitants as Gomorrah. 15 Therefore thus hath said the Lord of hosts concerning the 
prophets, Behold, I will feed them with wormwood, and make them drink poison-water; 
for from the prophets of Jerusalem is hypocrisy gone forth over all the land. 1°Thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, Hearken not unto the words of the prophets that prophesy unto 
you, they bring you unto vanity: a vision of their own heart do they ever speak, not out 
of the mouth of the Lord. 17 They say indeed unto those that incense me, The Lord hath 
spoken, Peace shall ye have; and unto every one that walketh in the stubbornness of his 
own heart, they said, There shall come no evil upon you. 18 For who hath stood in the 
secret counsel of the Lord, that he could perceive and hear his word? who hath listened 
to his word and heard it? 19 Behold, the storm-wind of the Lord is gone forth in fury, yea, 
a whirling storm: upon the head of the wicked shall it fall grievously. 2° The anger of the 
Lord will not return, until he have executed, and until he have fulfilled the purposes 
of his heart: in the end of days shall ye understand this fully. 211 had not sent these 
prophets, yet they ran: I had not spoken to them, yet they prophesied. 22 But if they had 
stood in my secret counsel, they should have announced my words to my people, and 
have caused them to turn back from their evil way, and from the wrongfulness of their 
doings. 23 Am I a God for those near at hand, saith the Lord, and not a God for those 
who are afar off? 24If a man should hide himself in secret places should I not then see 


him? saith the Lord. Do I not fill the heavens and the earth? saith the Lord. 251 have 
heard what the prophets have said, that prophesy falsely in my name, saying, I have 


dreamt, I have dreamt. 26 How long shall it be in the heart of the prophets that prophesy 
falsehood? yea, the prophets of the deceit of their own heart,— 2” [How long] do they 
think to cause my people to forget my name by their dreams which they relate every 
man to his neighbor, as their fathers forgot my name for the sake of Ba'al? 28 The prophet 
that hath had a dream, let him relate his dream; and he that hath received my word, let 
him speak my word of truth. What hath the straw to do with the corn? saith the Lord. 
29 Is not thus my word, like the fire? saith the Lord, and like a hammer that shivereth the 
rock? 3° Therefore, behold, I am against the prophets, saith the Lord, that steal my words 
every one from his neighbor. 31 Behold, I am against the prophets, saith the Lord, that 
use their own word, and say, [The Lord] saith. 32 Behold, I am against those that prophesy 
with false dreams, saith the Lord, and do relate them, and mislead my people by their 
falsehoods, and by their vain boasting: while I have not sent them, nor commanded 
them; and they cannot bring the least profit to this people, saith the Lord. 33 And if this 
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people, or the prophet, or a priest, should ask thee, saying, What is the message of the 
Lord? then shalt thou say unto them, Because of this “What is the message?” will I even 
cast you off, saith the Lord. 34 And as for the prophet, and the priest, and the people, 
that will say, “A message of the Lord,” I will even inflict punishment on that man and on 
his house. 35 Thus shall ye say every one to his neighbor, and every one to his brother, 
What hath the Lord answered? and, What hath the Lord spoken? 3 But “A message of 
the Lord” shall ye not mention any more; for the message cometh indeed to the man 
of his [prophetic] word; but ye pervert the words of the living God, of the Lord of hosts 
our God. 3” Thus shalt thou say to the prophet, What hath the Lord answered thee? and, 
What hath the Lord spoken? 38 But if ye will say, “A message of the Lord,” then thus saith 
the Lord, Because ye say this word, “A message of the Lord,” and I have sent unto you, 
saying, Ye shall not say, “A message of the Lord:” 39 Therefore, behold, I am here, and I 
will tear you completely away, and I will cast you off, and the city that I have given to 
you and to your fathers, out of my presence; *° And I will lay upon you an everlasting 
disgrace, and a perpetual shame, which shall not be forgotten. 


24 

1 The Lord caused me to see, and, behold, there were two baskets of figs placed before 
the temple of the Lord, after Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon had carried away into 
exile Yechonyahu the son of Yehoyakim the king of Judah, and the princes of Judah, with 
the carpenters and the locksmiths, from Jerusalem, and had brought them to Babylon. 
2 The one basket [had] very good figs, like the figs that are first ripe: and the other basket 
[had] very bad figs, which could not be eaten, from being so bad. 3 Then said the Lord 
unto me, What seest thou, Jeremiah? And I said, Figs: the good figs, are very good; and 
the bad ones, are very bad, which cannot be eaten, from being so bad. 4 And the word of 
the Lord came unto me, saying, ° Thus hath said the Lord, the God of Israel, Like these 
good figs, so will I acknowledge the exiles of Judah, whom I have sent away from this 
place into the land of the Chaldeans, for good. © And I will set my eye upon them for 
good, and I will cause them to return again to this land; and I will build them up, and not 
pull them down; and I will plant them, and not pluck them up. 7 And I will give them a 
heart to know me, that I am the Lord: and they shall be unto me for a people, and I will 
be unto them for God! for they will return unto me with all their heart. 8 And like the 
bad figs, which cannot be eaten, from being so bad, surely thus hath said the Lord, So 
I will render Zedekiah the king of Judah, and his princes, and the residue of Jerusalem, 
that remain in this land, and those that dwell in the land of Egypt; 9 And I will make them 
a horror because of [their] mishaps unto all the kingdoms of the earth, a disgrace and a 
proverb, a byword and a curse, in all the places whither I will drive them. 1° And I will 
send out against them the sword, the famine, and the pestilence, till they be destroyed 
from off the land that I had given unto them and to their fathers. 


the 

1 The word that came to Jeremiah concerning all the people of Judah, in the fourth 
year of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah, which is the first year of 
Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon; 2 Which Jeremiah the prophet spoke concerning all 
the people of Judah, and to all the inhabitants of Jerusalem, saying, >From the thirteenth 
year of Josiah the son of Amon the king of Judah, even until this day, that is now three and 
twenty years, the word of the Lord hath come unto me, and I have spoken unto you, rising 
early and speaking; but ye have not hearkened. 4 And the Lord hath sent unto you all 
his servants the prophets, making [them] rise early and sending [them]; but ye have not 
hearkened, and have not inclined your ear to hear. 5 They said, O do turn away every one 
from his evil way, and from the wrongfulness of your doings; and ye shall remain in the 
land that the Lord hath given unto you and to your fathers, for from eternity to eternity; 
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6 And go not after other gods to serve them, and to bow down to them, and provoke me 
not to anger with the works of your hands; and I will not injure you. 7 Yet have ye not 
hearkened unto me, saith the Lord: in order that ye might provoke me to anger with 
the works of your own hands to your own injury. 8 Therefore thus hath said the Lord 
of hosts, Because ye have not hearkened to my words: 9 Behold, I will send and take all 
the families of the north, saith the Lord, and to Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, my 
servant, and I will bring them over this land, and over its inhabitants, and over all these 
nations round about, and I will utterly destroy them, and make them an astonishment, 
and a derision, and perpetual ruins. 1° And I will banish from them the voice of gladness, 
and the voice of joy, the voice of the bridegroom, and the voice of the bride, the sound 
of the mill, and the light of the lamp. 1! And this whole land shall become a ruin and 
an [object of] astonishment; and these nations shall serve the king of Babylon seventy 
years. 12 And it shall come to pass, when seventy years are completed, that I will visit on 
the king of Babylon, and on that nation, saith the Lord, their iniquity, and on the land 
of the Chaldeans, and will change it into perpetual desolations. !3 And I will bring over 
that land all my words which I have spoken concerning it, all that is written in this book, 
which Jeremiah hath prophesied concerning all the nations. 14 For when many nations 
and great kings shall have made them also serve: I will then recompense them according 
to their deeds, and according to the work of their own hands. 1° For thus hath said the 
Lord the God of Israel unto me, Take the cup of the wine of this fury out of my hand, 
and cause all the nations to whom I send thee to drink it. 1° And they shall drink, and 
reel about, and be mad, because of the sword that I will send among them. !7 And I took 
the cup out of the hand of the Lord, and caused to drink all the nations, unto whom the 
Lord had sent me: 18 Jerusalem, and the cities of Judah, and its kings, and its princes, to 
make them a ruin, an astonishment, a derision, and a curse; as it is this day; 19 Pharaoh 
the king of Egypt, and his servants, and his princes, and all his people; 2° And all the 
confederated nations, and all the kings of the land of 'Uz, and all the kings of the land 


of the Philistines, and Ashkelon, and Gazzah, and 'Ekron, and the remnant of Ashdod; 
21 Edom, and Moab, and the children of 'Ammon; 2? And all the kings of Tyre, and all the 


kings of Zidon, and the kings of the isle which is beyond the sea; 23 Dedan, and Thema, 
and Buz, and all those that have their hair cut round; 4 And all the kings of Arabia, and 
all the kings of the confederated nations that dwell in the wilderness; 25 And all the kings 
of Zimri, and all the kings of 'Elam, and all the kings of Media; 26 And all the kings of the 
north, that are far and that are near, one with another, and all the kingdoms of the world, 
which are upon the face of the earth; and the king of Sheshach shall drink after them. 
27 And thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Drink 
ye, and become drunken, and vomit, and fall, and rise no more, because of the sword, 
which I am sending among you. 28 And it shall be, if they refuse to take the cup of thy 
hand to drink, that thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Ye must 
certainly drink; 2? For lo, on the city which is called by my name, I begin to inflict evil, 
and ye will remain utterly unpunished? Ye shall not remain unpunished; for a sword am 
I calling up over all the inhabitants of the earth, saith the Lord of hosts. 3° But thou, do 
thou prophesy concerning them all these words, and say unto them, The Lord will cry 
aloud from on high, and from his holy habitation will he send forth his voice; he will cry 
out very loudly over his habitation; the vintner's call, as they that tread out the grapes, 
will he lift up against all the inhabitants of the earth. 3! A tumultuous noise cometh even 
to the ends of the earth; for the Lord hath a controversy with the nations, he holdeth 
judgment over all flesh: the wicked,—these he giveth up to the sword, saith the Lord. 
32 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Behold, evil goeth forth from nation to nation, and a 
great storm-wind waketh up from the farthest ends of the earth. 3° And the slain of the 
Lord shall be on that day from one end of the earth even unto the other end of the earth: 
they shall not be lamented, nor gathered up, nor buried; they shall be as dung upon the 
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surface of the ground. 34 Wail, ye shepherds, and cry; and roll yourselves about [in the 
dust], ye leaders of the flocks; for full are your days for you to be slaughtered, and I will 
scatter you; and you shall fall like a costly vessel. 35 And lost shall be the place of refuge 
for the shepherds, and the escape for the leaders of the flocks to escape. 36 There is the 
voice of the cry of anguish of the shepherds, and the wailing of the leaders of the flocks; 
for the Lord hath devastated their pasture. 37 And in silent desolation lie the pasture- 
lands of peace, because of the fierceness of the anger of the Lord. 38 He hath forsaken his 
covert, like the young lion; for their land is become desolate, because of the fierceness 
of the wasting [sword], and because of the fierceness of his anger. 


26 

1 In the beginning of the reign of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah came 
this word from the Lord, saying, 2 Thus hath said the Lord, Place thyself in the court of 
the house of the Lord, and speak against all of the cities of Judah, who come to prostrate 
themselves in the house of the Lord, all the words that I have commanded thee to speak 
unto them: omit not a word [thereof]; 3 Perhaps it be that they will hearken, and return 
every man from his evil way, that I may bethink me of the evil, which I purpose to do unto 
them, because of the wrongfulness of their doings. 4 And thou shalt say unto them, Thus 
hath said the Lord, if ye will not hearken unto me, to walk in my law, which I have set 
before you, >To hearken unto the words of my servants the prophets, whom I send unto 
you, yea, making them rise up early, and sending them, while ye have not hearkened: 
6 Then will I render this house like Shiloh, and this city will I render a curse unto all 
the nations of the earth. 7 And the priests and the prophets and all the people heard 
Jeremiah speaking these words in the house of the Lord: ® And it came to pass, when 
Jeremiah had finished speaking all that the Lord had commanded [him] to speak unto 
all the people, that the priests and the prophets and all the people seized on him, saying, 
Thou shalt surely die. ? Why hast thou prophesied in the name of the Lord, saying, Like 
Shiloh shall this house be, and this city shall be ruined, [left] without an inhabitant? And 
all the people assembled themselves against Jeremiah in the house of the Lord. 1° But 
when the princes of Judah heard these things, they came up from the king's house unto 
the house of the Lord, and sat down at the entrance of the new gate of the Lord's house. 
11 Then said the priests and the prophets unto the princes and unto all the people, as 
followeth, This man deserveth the punishment of death; for he hath prophesied against 
this city, as ye have heard with your own ears. !2 Then said Jeremiah unto all the princes 
and unto all the people, as followeth, The Lord hath sent me to prophesy against this 
house and against this city all the words that ye have heard. 1° But now amend your 
ways and your doings, and hearken to the voice of the Lord your God: and the Lord will 
bethink him of the evil that he hath spoken against you. !4 As for me, behold, Iam in your 
hand: do with me as seemeth good and just in your eyes. !5 But know ye for certain, that 
if ye put me to death, ye will surely place [the guilt of] innocent blood upon yourselves, 
and upon this city, and upon its inhabitants; for in truth hath the Lord sent me unto you 
to speak in your ears all these words. !6Then said the princes and all the people unto the 
priests and to the prophets, This man is not deserving the punishment of death; for in 
the name of the Lord our God hath he spoken unto us. !7 And then rose up certain men of 
the elders of the land, and said to all the assembly of the people, as followeth, 18 Michah 
the Morashthite prophesied in the days of Hezekiah the king of Judah. and said to all the 
people of Judah, as followeth, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Zion shall be ploughed up 
like a field, and Jerusalem shall become heaps of ruins, and the mountain of the house, 
woody high-places. 19 Did Hezekiah the king of Judah and all Judah attempt to put him to 
death? behold, he did fear the Lord, and besought the Lord, and the Lord bethought him 
of the evil which he had spoken against them. And shall we bring a great wickedness on 
our souls? 2° And there was also a man that prophesied in the name of the Lord, Uriyah 
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the son of Shema'yahu of Kiryath-ye'arim, who prophesied against this city and against 
this land in accordance with all the words of Jeremiah; 2! And when king Jehoyakim, with 
all his mighty men, and all the princes, heard his words, the king sought to put him to 
death; but when Uriyahu heard it, he was afraid, and fled, and arrived in Egypt; 2? But 
king Jehoyakim sent some men into Egypt, namely, Elnathan the son of 'Achbor, and 
some men with him into Egypt: 23 And they fetched Uriyahu out of Egypt, and brought 
him unto king Jehoyakim, who slew him with the sword, and cast his dead body upon 
the graves of the common people. 24 But the hand of Achikam the son of Shaphan was 
with Jeremiah, so as not to give him up into the hand of the people to put him to death. 


27 


1 In the beginning of the reign of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah came 
this word unto Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, 2 Thus said the Lord to me, Make for 
thyself bands and yoke-bars, and put them around thy neck, ? And send such to the king 
of Edom, and to the king of Moab, and to the king of the children of 'Ammon, and to 
the king of Tyre, and to the king of Zidon, by means of the messengers who come to 
Jerusalem unto Zedekiah the king of Judah; 4 And thou shalt charge them unto their 
masters, saying, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Thus shall ye say 
unto your masters, ° It is I who have made the earth, the men, and the beasts that are 
upon the face of the earth, by my great power and by my outstretched arm, and I have 
given it unto the one who seemeth proper in my eyes. ® And now it is I who have given all 
these countries into the hand of Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon, my servant; and 
also the beasts of the field have I given him to serve him. 7 And all nations shall serve 


him, and his son, and his son's son, until the time of his land is also come in its turn: 
when many nations and great kings shall make it serve. 8 And it shall come to pass, 


that the nation and the kingdom which will not serve him, Nebuchadnezzar the king of 
Babylon, and that will not put its neck in the yoke of the king of Babylon,—even that 
nation will I punish with the sword, and with the famine, and with the pestilence, saith 
the Lord, until I have made an end of them by his hand. ° But do ye not hearken to your 
prophets, and to your diviners, and to your dreamers, and to your enchanters, and to 
your sorcerers, who speak unto you, saying, Ye shall not serve the king of Babylon; !° For 
falsehood do they prophesy unto you, in order to remove you far from your land; and 
that I might drive you out, and that ye might perish. 1! But the nation that will bring its 
neck into the yoke of the king of Babylon, and serve him,—that one will I then let remain 
quietly in its own land, saith the Lord: and it shall till it, and dwell therein. !2 And unto 
Zedekiah the king of Judah did I speak in accordance with all these words, saying, Bring 
your neck into the yoke of the king of Babylon, and serve him and his people, that ye 
may live. 13 Why will ye die, thou and thy people, by the sword, by the famine, and by 
pestilence, as the Lord hath spoken concerning the nation that will not serve the king of 
Babylon? !4 And do ye not hearken unto the words of the prophets that say unto you, as 
followeth, Ye shall not serve the king of Babylon; for a falsehood do they prophesy unto 
you. !5For I have not sent them, saith the Lord, yet they prophesy in my name falsely: 
in order that I might drive you out, and that ye might perish, ye, and the prophets that 
prophesy unto you. !¢ And unto the priests and unto all this people did I speak, saying, 
Thus hath said the Lord, Do not hearken to the words of your prophets that prophesy 
unto you, saying, Behold, the vessels of the house of the Lord shall be brought again from 
Babylon now speedily; for a falsehood do they prophesy unto you. !” Hearken not unto 
them; serve the king of Babylon, that ye may live: wherefore should this city become a 
ruin? 18 And if they be prophets, and if the word of the Lord be with them, let them now 
make intercession with the Lord of hosts, that the vessels which are left in the house of 
the Lord, and in the house of the king of Judah, and at Jerusalem, may not be carried to 
Babylon. 19 For thus hath said the Lord of hosts of the pillars, and concerning the sea, and 
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concerning the bases, and concerning the residue of the vessels that are left in this city, 
20 Which Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon did not take away, when he carried away 
into exile Jechonyah the son of Jehoyakim the king of Judah from Jerusalem to Babylon, 
with all the nobles of Judah and Jerusalem; 21 [Yea] for thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
the God of Israel, concerning the vessels that are left in the house of the Lord, and in the 
house of the king of Judah and in Jerusalem, 22 Unto Babylon shall they be carried, and 
there shall they remain until the day that I think of them, saith the Lord, when I will 
bring them up, and restore them to this place. 


28 

1 And it came to pass in the same year, in the beginning of the reign of Zedekiah the 
king of Judah, in the fourth year, in the fifth month, that there said unto me Chananyah 
the son of 'Azzur the prophet, who was from Gib'on, in the house of the Lord, before the 
eyes of the priests, and of all the people, as followeth, 2 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
the God of Israel, saying, I have broken the yoke of the king of Babylon; 3 Within yet two 
years' time will I cause to be brought back unto this place all the vessels of the house of 
the Lord, which Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon hath taken away from this place, 
and which he hath carried to Babylon: 4 And Jechonyah the son of Jehoyakim the king of 
Judah, and all the exiles of Judah that are gone to Babylon, will I cause to return to this 
place, saith the Lord; for I will break the yoke of the king of Babylon. °Then said Jeremiah 
the prophet unto Chananyah the prophet before the eyes of the priests, and before the 
eyes of all the people that stood in the house of the Lord, ® Yea, then said Jeremiah the 
prophet, Amen, may the Lord do so: may the Lord fulfill thy words which thou hast 
prophesied, to cause the vessels of the Lord's house, and all that have been carried into 
exile, to be brought back from Babylon unto this place. 7 Nevertheless hear thou now 
this word which I speak before thy ears, and before the ears of all the people: ® The 
prophets that have been before me and before thee from olden times prophesied both 
concerning many countries, and against great kingdoms, respecting war, and respecting 
evil, and respecting pestilence. ? The prophet who prophesieth of peace, when the word 
of the prophet doth come to pass, then shall the prophet be known, [as the one] whom 
the Lord hath sent in truth. 1° Then took Chananyah the prophet the yoke-bar from off 
the neck of Jeremiah the prophet, and broke it. 1! And Chananyah said before the eyes 
of all the people, as followeth, Thus hath said the Lord, Even so will I break the yoke 
of Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon within two years' time from the neck of all the 
nations. And Jeremiah the prophet went his way. 12 Then came the word of the Lord 
unto Jeremiah, after Chananyah the prophet had broken the yoke-bar from off the neck 
of Jeremiah the prophet, saying, 13 Go and say unto Chananyah as followeth, Thus hath 
said the Lord, Yoke-bars of wood hast thou broken; but thou shalt make in their stead 
yoke-bars of iron. !4For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, A yoke of iron 


have I placed upon the neck of all these nations, that they may serve Nebuchadnezzar 
the king of Babylon; and they shall work for him: and also the beasts of the field have I 
given him. !5 Then said Jeremiah the prophet unto Chananyah the prophet, Hear now, 
Chananyah, The Lord did not send thee; but thou hast caused this people to trust on a 
falsehood. 1° Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will send thee away from off 
the face of the earth: this year shalt thou die, because thou hast spoken rebellion against 
the Lord. !7 So Chananyah the prophet died in that same year, in the seventh month. 


1 And these are the words of the letter that Jeremiah the prophet sent from Jerusalem 
unto the residue of the elders of the exiles, and to the priests, and to the prophets, and 
to all the people whom Nebuchadnezzar had carried away into exile from Jerusalem 
to Babylon; 2 (After king Jechonyah and the queen-mother, and the court-officers, the 
princes of Judah and Jerusalem, and the carpenters, and the locksmiths, were departed 
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from Jerusalem;) 3 By the hand of El'assah the son of Shaphan, and Gemaryah the son of 
Chilkiyah, [whom Zedekiah the king of Judah sent unto Babylon to Nebuchadnezzar the 
king of Babylon,] saying, 4 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, unto all the 
exiles, whom I have caused to be carried into exile from Jerusalem unto Babylon, ° Build 
ye houses, and dwell therein; and plant gardens, and eat their fruit; © Take ye wives, 
and beget sons and daughters; and take wives for your sons, and give your daughters 
to husbands, that they may bear sons and daughters; that ye may multiply there, and 
not be diminished. 7 And seek the welfare of the city whither I have banished you, and 
pray in its behalf unto the Lord; for in its welfare shall ye fare well. ® For thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Let not your prophets, that are in the midst 
of you, and your diviners, deceive you, and do not hearken to your dreams which ye 
cause to be dreamt; ? For with falsehood do they prophesy unto you in my name: I have 
not sent them, saith the Lord. !°For thus hath said the Lord, Because only after the 
accomplishment of seventy years for Babylon, will I visit you, and fulfill respecting you 
my good word, in causing you to return to this place. 1! For I alone know the thoughts 
that I entertain respecting you, saith the Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, to 
give you a [happy] future and hope. 2 And you will call upon me, and ye will go and 
will pray unto me, and I will hearken unto you. 13 And ye will seek me, and shall find 
me, for ye will search for me with all your heart. 14 And I will be found of you, saith 
the Lord; and I will bring back your captivity, and I will gather you from all the nations, 
and from all the places whither I have driven you, saith the Lord; and I will cause you 
to return unto the place whence I have banished you. ! Because ye have said, The Lord 
hath raised us up prophets in Babylon. 16 But thus hath said the Lord concerning the 
king that sitteth upon the throne of David, and concerning all the people that dwell in 
this city, your brethren that are not gone forth with you into exile; 17 Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, Behold, I will send out against them the sword, the famine, and the 
pestilence; and I will render them like the detestable figs, that cannot be eaten, from 
being so bad. 18 And I will pursue after them with the sword, with the famine, and with 
the pestilence, and will make them a horror unto all the kingdoms of the earth, a curse, 
and an astonishment, and a derision, and a disgrace, among all the nations whither I 
have driven them; !° For the reason that they have not hearkened to my words, saith the 
Lord, since I sent unto them my servants the prophets, causing them to rise up early and 
sending them; but ye would not hear, saith the Lord. 2° But ye—hear ye the word of the 
Lord, all ye exiles whom I have sent away from Jerusalem to Babylon. 21 Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, concerning Achab the son of Kolayah, and of Zedekiah 
the son of Ma'asseyah, who prophesy unto you in my name falsehood, Behold, I will give 
them up into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon: and he shall smite them 
before your eyes. 22 Anda curse shall be derived from them for all the exiles of Judah who 
are in Babylon, saying, “May the Lord make thee like Zedekiah and like Achab, whom the 
king of Babylon roasted in the fire;” 23 Because they have done scandalous deeds in Israel, 
and have committed adultery with the wives of their neighbors, and have spoken in my 


name falsehood, which I had not commanded them; whereas I am the one that know, and 
am the witness, saith the Lord. 24 And to Shema'yahu the Nechelamite shalt thou say, as 


followeth, 2° Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saying, Because thou hast 
sent in thy name letters unto all the people that are at Jerusalem, and to Zephanyah the 
son of Ma'asseyah the priest, and to all the priests, saying, 2° The Lord hath appointed 
thee priest in the place of Jehoyada' the priest, that ye should be superintendents in the 
house of the Lord, for every man that is mad, and that prophesieth, that thou shouldst 
put him in the stocks, and in prison: 2” And now, why hast thou not rebuked Jeremiah 
of 'Anathoth, who prophesieth to you? 28 For the reason that he hath sent unto us to 
Babylon saying, It will last a long time: build ye houses, and dwell therein; and plant 
gardens, and eat the fruit thereof. 29 And Zephanyah the priest read the letter before 


1596 XRN 


Jeremiah 29:30 444 Jeremiah 30:23 


the ears of Jeremiah the prophet. 3° Then came the word of the Lord unto Jeremiah, 
saying, 3! Send to all the exiles, saying, Thus hath said the Lord concerning Shema'yah 
the Nechlamite, Whereas Shema'yah hath prophesied unto you, while I have not sent 
him, and he hath caused you to rely ona falsehood: 32 Therefore thus hath said the Lord, 
Behold, I will inflict punishment on Shema'yah the Nechlamite, and on his seed; he shall 
not have a man to dwell in the midst of this people; and he shall not behold the good 
that I am doing for my people, saith the Lord; because he hath spoken revolt against the 
Lord. 


1 The word that came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, 2? Thus hath said the Lord the 
God of Israel, saying, Write thee all the words that I have spoken unto thee in a book. 
3 For, behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will bring back again the captivity 
of my people Israel and Judah, saith the Lord; and I will cause them to return to the land 
that I have given to their fathers, and they shall possess it. 4 And these are the words that 
the Lord spoke concerning Israel and concerning Judah; ° For thus hath said the Lord, 
A voice of terror have we heard, dread, and no peace. © Ask ye now, and see whether 
a male doth give birth to a child? wherefore do I see every man with his hands on his 
loins, as a woman in giving birth? and why are all faces turned pale? 7 Alas, for that day 
is great, there is none like it; and a time of distress it is unto Jacob; yet out of it shall 
he be saved. 8 And it shall come to pass on that day, saith the Lord of hosts, that I will 
break his yoke from off thy neck, and thy bands will I burst asunder; and strangers shall 
not make him serve any more; ? But they shall serve the Lord their God, and David their 
king, whom I will raise up unto them. 1° And thou—do not fear, O my servant Jacob, 
saith the Lord; and be not dismayed, 0 Israel; for, behold, I will save thee from afar, and 
thy seed from the land of their captivity: and Jacob shall return, and shall be at rest, 
and be secure, with none to terrify him. ! For with thee am I, saith the Lord, to save 
thee: though I make a full end of all the nations whither I have scattered thee, yet of 
thee will I not make a full end; but I will correct thee in moderation, and will not leave 
thee altogether unpunished. 12 For thus hath said the Lord, Incurable is thy bruise, and 
painful, thy wound. 13 There is no one to plead thy cause, to bind up [thy wound]: useful 
remedies there are none for thee. ! All thy lovers have forgotten thee; thee they seek 
not; for with the blow of an enemy have I smitten thee, with cruel chastisement, for 
the multitude of thy iniquity, because thy sins were so numerous. !5 Why wilt thou cry 
out because of thy breach? for thy pain which is incurable? because of the multitude 
of thy iniquity, because thy sins were so numerous, have I done these things unto thee. 
16 Nevertheless all they that devour thee shall be devoured; and all thy adversaries, all of 
them, shall go into captivity; and they that plunder thee shall be [given up] to plunder, 
and all that prey upon thee will I give up for a prey. 17 For I will place a healing plaster on 
thy bruise, and of thy wounds will I cure thee, saith the Lord; because they called thee 
“an Outcast.” “This is Zion, whom no one seeketh after.” 18 Thus hath said the Lord, 
Behold, I will bring back again the captivity of the tents of Jacob, and on his dwelling- 
places will I have mercy; and the city shall be rebuilt upon her own heap of ruins, and 
the palace shall be inhabited after its [ancient] manner. 1° And there shall proceed out 
of them thanksgiving, and the voice of those that make merry: and I will multiply them, 
and they shall not be diminished; I will also make them numerous, and they shall not be 
made few in number. 2° And their children shall be as aforetimes, and their congregation 
shall be firmly established before me, and I will punish all that oppress them. 21 And their 
leader shall be of themselves, and their ruler shall proceed from the midst of them; and 
I will cause him to draw near, and he shall approach unto me; for who is this that will 
venture of his own heart to approach unto me? saith the Lord. 22 And ye shall be unto 
me for a people, and I will be unto you for a God. 23 Behold, the storm-wind of the Lord 
goeth forth with fury, an abiding storm-wind: upon the head of the wicked shall it fall. 
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24 The fierceness of the anger of the Lord will not turn back, until he have done, and until 
he have fulfilled the purposes of his heart: in the latter days shall ye understand this. 


1 (30:25) At the same time, saith the Lord, will I be the God for all the families of Israel, 
and they shall be unto me for a people. 2 (31:1) Thus hath said the Lord, The people of 
those that are escaped of the sword found grace in the wilderness,—even Israel, when 
it went to find rest. 3 (31:2) “From afar is the Lord appeared unto me,” [saying,] Yea, 
with an everlasting love have I loved thee; therefore have I guided thee with loving- 
kindness. 4 (31:3) Yet again will I build thee up, and thou shalt be built, 0 virgin of Israel: 
yet again shalt thou adorn thy timbrels, and go forth in the dances of those that make 
merry. > (31:4) Yet again shalt thou plant vineyards upon the mountains of Samaria: the 
planters shall plant, and shall redeem the fruit. © (31:5) For there cometh a day, that the 
watchers call out upon the mountain of Ephraim, Arise ye, and let us go up to Zion unto 
the Lord our God. 7 (31:6) For thus hath said the Lord, Sing for Jacob with joy, and shout at 
the head of the nations: publish ye, praise ye, and say, The Lord hath helped thy people, 
the remnant of Israel. 8 (31:7) Behold, I will bring them from the north country, and will 
gather them from the farthest ends of the earth, among them the blind and the lame, 
the pregnant woman and she that travaileth with child together: a great assembly shall 
they return hither. 9 (31:8) With weeping shall they come, and with supplications will I 
bring them in: I will lead them by brooks of water in a straight way, whereon they shall 
not stumble; for Iam become a father to Israel, and Ephraim is my first-born. 1° (31:9) 
Hear the word of the Lord, O ye nations, and tell it in the isles afar off, and say, He that 
scattereth Israel will gather him, and keep him, as a shepherd his flock. 11 (31:10) For the 
Lord hath ransomed Jacob, and redeemed him out of the hand of one stronger than he. 
12 (31:11) And they shall come and sing on the height of Zion, and shall come together 
as a stream to the goodness of the Lord, for wheat, and for wine, and for oil, and for the 
young of the flocks and of the herds, and their soul shall be as a well-watered garden; and 
they shall not farther experience grief any more. !3 (31:12) Then shall the virgin rejoice 
in the dance, and youth and old men together: and I will change their mourning into 
gladness, and I will comfort them, and make them rejoice from their sorrow. 14 (31:13) 
And I will satiate the soul of the priests with fatness, and my people shall be satisfied 
with my goodness, saith the Lord. 5 (31:14) Thus hath said the Lord, A voice is heard in 
Ramah, groaning, weeping, and bitter lamentation; Rachel is weeping for her children: 
she refuseth to be comforted for her children because they are not [here]. 16 (31:15) Thus 
hath said the Lord, Refrain thy voice from weeping, and thy eyes from tears; for there is 
a reward for thy work, saith the Lord, and they shall return from the land of the enemy. 
17 (31:16) And there is hope for [thee in] thy future, saith the Lord, and thy children shall 
return to their own borders. 18 (31:17) I have indeed heard Ephraim bemoaning himself, 
“Thou hast chastised me, and I was chastised, as an untamed calf; cause me to return, 
and I will return; for thou art the Lord my God. 19 (31:18) Surely after my returning, I 
repent; and after I am made conscious [by punishment], I smite upon my thigh: I am 
ashamed, yea, I am confounded, because I bear the disgrace of my youth.” 2° (31:19) 
Is not Ephraim a dear son unto me? or a child that I dandle? for whenever I speak of 
him, I do earnestly remember him again: therefore are my inward parts moved for him; 
I will surely have mercy upon him, saith the Lord. 2! (31:20) Set thyself up waymarks, 
place thyself pillars; direct thy heart toward the highway, the way which thou didst go: 
return, O virgin of Israel, return to these thy cities. 22 (31:21) How long wilt thou roam 
about, O thou backsliding daughter? for the Lord hath created a new thing on the earth, 
The woman will go about [seeking for] the husband. 23 (31:22) Thus hath said the Lord 
of hosts, the God of Israel, Yet again shall they say this word in the land of Judah and 
in the cities thereof, when I will bring back again their captivity,—May the Lord bless 
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thee, O habitation of righteousness, O holy mountain. 24 (31:23) And there shall dwell 
therein Judah, and in all his cities together, husbandmen, and they that move about 
with the flocks. 25 (31:24) For I have satiated the weary soul, and every grieving soul 
have I gratified. 26 (31:25) For this did I awake, and looked about, and my sleep was sweet 
unto me. 27 (31:26) Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will sow the house of 
Israel and the house of Judah with the seed of man; and with the seed of cattle. 28 (31:27) 
And it shall come to pass, that just as I have watched over them, to pluck up, and to pull 
down, and to overthrow, and to destroy, and to do harm: so will I watch over them, to 
build up, and to plant, saith the Lord. 29 (31:28) In those days shall they not say any more, 
The fathers have eaten sour grapes, and the children's teeth are set on edge; 3° (31:29) 
But every one shall die for his own iniquity: every man that eateth the sour grapes—his 
teeth shall be set on edge. 3! (31:30) Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will 
make with the house of Israel, and with the house of Judah, a new covenant; 32 (31:31) 
Not like the covenant that I made with their fathers on the day that I took hold of them 
by the hand to bring them out of the land of Egypt; which my covenant they have broken, 
although I was become their husband, saith the Lord; 33 (31:32) But this is the covenant 
that I will make with the house of Israel, after those days, saith the Lord, I place my law 
in their inward parts, and upon their heart will I write it; and I will be unto them for 
a God, and they shall be unto me for a people. 34 (31:33) And they shall not teach any 
more every man his neighbor, and every man his brother, saying, Know the Lord; for 
they all shall know me, from the least of them even unto their greatest, saith the Lord; 
for I will forgive their iniquity, and their sin will I not remember any more. 35 (31:34) 
Thus hath said the Lord, who bestoweth the sun for a light by day, the ordinances of the 
moon and of the stars for a light by night, who stirreth up the sea that its waves roar 
—The Lord of hosts is his name: 3¢ (31:35) If these ordinances ever depart from before 
me, saith the Lord, then also shall the seed of Israel cease from being a nation before 
me during all time. 37 (31:36) Thus hath said the Lord, If the heavens can be measured 
above, and the foundations of the earth searched out beneath: then also will I reject 
all the seed of Israel, for all that they have done, saith the Lord. 38 (31:37) Behold, days 
are coming, saith the Lord, when the city shall be built up to the Lord from the tower 
of Chananel unto the corner-gate. 39 (31:38) And the measuring-line shall yet again go 
forth opposite it over the hill Gareb, and shall take a turn to Go'ath. 4° (31:39) And the 
whole valley of the dead bodies, and of the ashes, and all fields as far as the brook Kidron, 
unto the corner of the horse-gate toward the east, shall be holy unto the Lord: it shall 
not be plucked up, nor overthrown any more to eternity. 


32 

1 The word that came to Jeremiah from the Lord in the tenth year of Zedekiah the king 
of Judah, which is the eighteenth year of Nebuchadrezzar. 2 And at that time the king of 
Babylon's army was besieging Jerusalem; and Jeremiah the prophet was shut up in the 
court of the prison, which was in the house of the king of Judah; 3 Because Zedekiah the 
king of Judah had shut him up, saying, Wherefore art thou prophesying, saying, Thus 
hath said the Lord, Behold, I will give up this city into the hand of the king of Babylon, 
and he shall capture it. 4 And Zedekiah the king of Judah shall not escape out of the 
hand of the Chaldeans, because he shall surely be given up into the hand of the king of 
Babylon, and his mouth shall speak to his mouth, and his eyes shall behold his eyes; 5 And 
to Babylon shall he lead Zedekiah, and there shall he remain until I think of him, saith 
the Lord: though ye fight with the Chaldeans, ye shall not prosper. © And Jeremiah said, 
The word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 7 Behold, Chanamel the son of Shallum thy 
uncle is coming unto thee, saying, Buy for thyself my field that is in 'Anathoth; for unto 
thee belongeth the right of redemption to buy it. § And there came to me Chanamel my 
uncle's son according to the word of the Lord into the court of the prison, and he said 
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unto me, Buy, I pray thee, my field, that is in 'Anathoth, which is in the land of Benjamin; 
for to thee belongeth the right of inheritance, and to thee belongeth the redemption, 
buy it for thyself: then did I know that it was the word of the Lord. 9 And I bought the 
field from Chanamel my uncle's son, that is in 'Anathoth; and I weighed out unto him 
the money, seven shekels, and ten pieces of silver. 1° And I wrote it in a deed, and sealed 
it, and had it certified by witnesses, and weighed the money in balances. 11 And I took 
the deed of the purchase, both that which was sealed, according to the law and custom, 
and that which was open; 12 And I gave the deed of the purchase unto Baruch the son 
of Neriyah, the son of Machseyah, before the eyes of Chanamel my kinsman, and before 
the eyes of the witnesses that had signed the deed of the purchase, before the eyes of all 
the Jews that were sitting in the court of the prison. 13 And I charged Baruch before their 
eyes, saying, 14Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Take these deeds, this 
deed of the purchase, both the sealed, and this open deed, and place them in an earthen 
vessel, in order that they may last many days. 5 For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the 
God of Israel, Yet again shall there be bought houses and fields and vineyards in this land. 
16 And I prayed to the Lord after I had delivered the deed of the purchase unto Baruch 
the son of Neriyah, saying, 1” Ah Lord Eternal! behold, it is thou that hast made the 
heavens and the earth by thy great power and by thy outstretched arm; nothing is too 
wonderful for thee; 18 Thou exercisest kindness unto the thousandth [generation], and 
recompensest the iniquity of the fathers unto the bosom of their children after them; 
[thou art] the Great, the Mighty God, the Lord of hosts is his name; 1° Great in counsel, 
and mighty in execution: [thou] whose eyes are open over all the ways of the sons of man, 
to give unto every one according to his ways, and according to the fruit of his doings; 
20 Who hast displayed signs and wonders in the land of Egypt, up to this day, and in Israel, 
and among other men; and thou hast made thyself a name, as it is at this day; 2! And thou 
didst bring forth thy people Israel out of the land of Egypt with signs, and with wonders, 
and with a strong hand, and with an outstretched arm, and with great terror; 22 And 
thou gavest them this land, which thou hadst sworn to their fathers to give unto them, 
a land flowing with milk and honey; 23 And they came in, and took possession of it; but 
they hearkened not to thy voice, and in thy law they did not walk; all that thou hadst 
commanded them to do they did not do: and thou hast therefore caused all this evil to 
befall them. 24 Behold the mounds reach unto the city to capture it; and the city is given 
up into the hand of the Chaldeans, who fight against it, because of the sword, and of the 
famine, and of the pestilence: and what thou hast spoken is come to pass; and, behold, 
thou seest it. 25 And yet thou hast said unto me, O Lord Eternal, Buy for thyself the field 
for money, and have it certified by witnesses: while the city is given up into the hand 
of the Chaldeans. 2° Then came the word of the Lord unto Jeremiah, saying, 27 Behold, I 
am the Lord, the God of all flesh: shall any thing be too wonderful for me? 28 Therefore 
thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will give up this city into the hand of the Chaldeans, 
and into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, and he shall capture it: 2? And 
the Chaldeans, that fight against this city, shall come and set this city on fire, and burn 
it, with the houses upon the roofs of which they have offered incense unto Ba'al, and 
have poured out drink-offerings unto other gods, in order to provoke me to anger; 2° For 
the children of Israel and the children of Judah have been doing only what is evil in my 
eyes from their youth; for the children of Israel have been only provoking me to anger 
with the work of their hands, saith the Lord. 31 For to excite my anger and my fury hath 
been unto me this city from the day that they built it, even until this day; so that I will 
remove it from before my presence: 32 Because of all the wickedness of the children of 
Israel and of the children of Judah, which they have done to provoke me to anger, they, 
their kings, their princes, their priests, and their prophets, and the men of Judah, and 
the inhabitants of Jerusalem; 33 And they turned unto me the back, and not the face: 
though [my prophets] taught them, rising up early and teaching; yet they hearkened 
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not to receive instruction. 34 But they placed their abominations in the house, which is 
called by my name, to defile it. 35 And they built the high-places of Ba'al, which are in 
the valley of the son of Hinnom, to cause their sons and their daughters to pass through 
[the fire] unto Molech; which I had not commanded them, and which had not come 
into my mind, to practise this abomination, in order to mislead Judah to sin. 3° But now, 
therefore, thus hath said the Lord, the God of Israel, concerning this city, whereof ye say, 
it is given up into the hand of the king of Babylon through the sword, and through the 
famine, and through the pestilence: 37 Behold, I will gather them out of all the countries, 
whither I have driven them in my anger, and in my fury, and in great wrath; and I will 
bring them back again unto this place, and I will cause them to dwell in safety; 38 And 
they shall be unto me for a people, and I will be unto them for a God: 39 And I will give 
them one heart, and one manner, to fear me at all times, that it may be well with them, 
and with their children after them; 4° And I will make with them an everlasting covenant, 
that I will not turn away from them, to do them good on my part; and my fear will I place 
in their heart, so that they may not depart from me. *! And I will be glad over them to do 
them good; and I will plant them in this land in truth, with all my heart and with all my 
soul, 42 For thus hath said the Lord, Just as I have brought upon this people all this great 
evil, so will I bring upon them all the good that I speak concerning them. 43 And the field 
shall yet be bought in this land, whereof ye say, It is desolate without man or beast, it 
is given up into the hand of the Chaldeans. 44 Men shall buy fields for money, and write 
it in deeds, and seal it, and certify it by witnesses, in the land of Benjamin, and in the 
environs of Jerusalem, and in the cities of Judah, and in the cities of the mountain, and 
in the cities of the lowlands, and in the cities of the south; for I will cause their captivity 
to return, saith the Lord. 


33 
1 And the word of the Lord came unto Jeremiah the second time, while he was yet 
shut up in the court of the prison, saying, Thus hath said the Lord who doth this, the 


Lord that formeth it, to establish it: the Eternal is his name; 3 Call unto me, and I will 
answer thee, and I will tell thee great and unheard of things, which thou knowest not. 


4For thus hath said the Lord, the God of Israel, concerning the houses of this city, and 
concerning the houses of the kings of Judah, which are thrown down by means of the 
mounds, and by means of the sword; ° As they come to fight with the Chaldeans, but 
only to fill those with the corpses of the men whom I slay in my anger and in my fury, 
and for all whose wickedness I have hidden my face from this city: ® Behold, I will bring 
it healing and cure, and I will cure them, and I will display unto them the abundance of 
peace and truth. 7 And I will cause to return the captivity of Judah and the captivity of 
Israel, and I will build them up, as at the first. ® And I will cleanse them from all their 
guiltiness, whereby they have sinned against me; and I will pardon all their iniquities, 
whereby they have sinned toward me, and whereby they have transgressed against me. 
9 And it shall be to me for a name of gladness, a praise and an honor with all the nations 
of the earth, who will hear all the good that I am doing unto them: and they shall dread 
and tremble because of all the good and because of all the happiness that I prepare unto 
it. 10 Thus hath said the Lord, Yet again shall there be heard in this place, of which ye 
say, “It is ruined, without man and without beast” [[[even] in the cities of Judah, and 
in the streets of Jerusalem, that are desolate, without man, and without inhabitant, and 
without beast,]] 11 The voice of gladness, and the voice of joy, the voice of the bridegroom, 
and the voice of the bride, the voice of those that say, “Give thanks unto the Lord of 
hosts; for the Lord is good; because to eternity endureth his kindness:” of those that 
bring thanksgiving-offering unto the house of the Lord. For I will cause to return the 
captivity of the land, as at the first, saith the Lord. 12 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
Yet again shall there be in this place, which is ruined, without man and even without 
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beast, and in all its cities, a habitation of shepherds who cause their flocks to lie down. 


13 In the cities of the mountain, in the cities of the lowlands, and in the cities of the 
south, and in the land of Benjamin, and in the environs of Jerusalem, and in the cities 


of Judah, shall the flocks yet pass again under the hands of him that counteth them, 
saith the Lord. !4 Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will fulfill that good 
word which I have spoken concerning the house of Israel and respecting the house of 
Judah. 15 In those days, and at that time, will I cause to grow up unto David the sprout 
of righteousness: and he shall execute justice and righteousness in the land. 1° In those 
days shall Judah be helped, and Jerusalem shall dwell in safety: and this is what she shall 
be called, The Lord is our righteousness. 17 For thus hath said the Lord, There shall never 
be wanting unto David a man to sit upon the throne of the house of Israel; 18 And unto the 
priests the Levites there shall not be wanting a man before me, to offer burnt-offerings, 
and to burn meat-offerings, and to prepare sacrifices at all times. 19 And the word of the 
Lord came unto Jeremiah, saying, 2° Thus hath said the Lord, If ye can break my covenant 
with the day, and my covenant with the night, and so, that there be not day and night in 
their season: 2! Then also shall my covenant be broken with David my servant, that he 
should not have a son to reign upon his throne; and [that] with the Levites the priests, 
my ministers. 22 As the host of heaven cannot be numbered, and the sand of the sea 
not be measured: so will I multiply the seed of David my servant, and the Levites that 
minister unto me. 23 And the word of the Lord came to Jeremiah, saying, 24 Hast thou not 
observed what this people have spoken, saying, The two families which the Lord hath 
made choice of, even these hath he rejected: and they [thus] have despised my people, 
that they should be no more a nation before them. *5 Thus hath said the Lord, If my 
covenant be not with day and night, if I have not appointed the ordinances of heaven 
and earth: 2° Then also will I reject the seed of Jacob, and David my servant, so as not 
to take any of his seed to be rulers over the seed of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; for I will 
cause their captivity to return, and have mercy on them. 


34 

1 The word which came unto Jeremiah from the Lord, when Nebuchadnezzar the king 
of Babylon, and all his army, and all the kingdoms of the country ruled by his power, and 
all the people, fought against Jerusalem, and against all its cities, saying, ? Thus hath 
said the Lord, the God of Israel, Go and speak to Zedekiah the king of Judah, and say to 
him, Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will give up this city into the hand of the king of 
Babylon, that he may burn it with fire: 3 And thou thyself shalt not escape out of his hand; 
but thou shalt surely be caught, and be delivered into his hand; and thy eyes shall see the 
eyes of the king of Babylon, and his mouth shall speak with thy mouth, and to Babylon 
shalt thou go. 4 Yet hear the word of the Lord, 0 Zedekiah king of Judah, Thus hath said 
the Lord respecting thee, Thou shalt not die by the sword: >In peace shalt thou die; and 
as burnings were made for thy fathers, the former kings who were before thee, so shall 
they make burnings for thee; and “Ah lord” shall they lament for thee; for I have spoken 
the word, saith the Lord. © And Jeremiah the prophet spoke unto Zedekiah the king of 
Judah all these words in Jerusalem, 7 When the army of the king of Babylon was fighting 
against Jerusalem, and against all the cities of Judah that were left, against Lachish, and 
against 'Azekah; for these had been left of the cities of Judah as fortified cities. ’The word 
which came unto Jeremiah from the Lord, after king Zedekiah had made a covenant with 
all the people who were at Jerusalem, to proclaim among themselves freedom; ? That 
every man should dismiss his man-servant, and every man his maid-servant, being a 
Hebrew man or a Hebrew woman, free; so that no man among them should exact labor 
of a Jew, his brother. 1° And all the princes had hearkened, with all the people, who had 
entered into the covenant, that every one should dismiss his man-servant, and every one 
his maid-servant, free, that no one should exact labor of them any more: and they had 
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obeyed, and dismissed them. 1! But they had turned afterward, and they had brought 
back the men-servants and the maid-servants whom they had dismissed as free, and 
had subjected them to become men-servants and maid-servants. 12 And the word of the 
Lord [then] came to Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, !3 Thus hath said the Lord, the God 
of Israel,—I myself made a covenant with your fathers on the day that I brought them 
forth out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of bondmen, saying, 14 At the end of 
seven years shall ye dismiss every man his brother the Hebrew, who may have been sold 
unto thee; and when he hath served thee six years, then shalt thou dismiss him from 
thee; but your fathers hearkened not unto me, and inclined not their ear. 15 And ye had 
turned this day, and done what is right in my eyes, to proclaim freedom every man to 
his neighbor; and ye had made a covenant before me in the house over which my name 
is called; 1° But ye have turned again, and profaned my name, and ye have brought back 
every man his man-servant, and every man his woman-servant, whom ye had dismissed 
as free at their pleasure, and have subjected them to be unto you for men-servants and 


for women-servants. 17 Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Ye indeed have not hearkened 
unto me, to proclaim freedom, every one to his brother, and every one to his neighbor: 


behold, I proclaim a freedom over you, saith the Lord, to the sword, to the pestilence, 
and to the famine; and I will make you a horror unto all the kingdoms of the earth. 
18 And I will give up the men that have transgressed my covenant, who have not fulfilled 
the words of the covenant which they had made before me, at the calf which they cut 
in twain, and between the parts whereof they passed, !9 The princes of Judah, and the 
princes of Jerusalem, the court-servants, and the priests, and all the people of the land, 
who have passed between the parts of the calf; 2° [Yea] I will give them up into the hand 


of their enemies, and into the hand of those that seek their life; and their dead bodies 
shall become food unto the fowls of the heavens, and to the beasts of the earth. 21 And 
Zedekiah the king of Judah and his princes will I give up into the hand of their enemies, 


and into the hand of those that seek their life, and into the hand of the army of the king 
of Babylon, that are [now] gone away from you. 2? Behold, I will command, speaketh the 
Lord, and I will bring them back to this city; and they shall fight against it, and capture it, 
and burn it with fire: and the cities of Judah will I make a desert without an inhabitant. 


35 

1 The word that came to Jeremiah from the Lord, [in] the days of Jehoyakim the son 
of Josiah the king of Judah, saying, 2 Go unto the house of the Rechabites, and speak 
with them, and bring them into the house of the Lord, into one of the chambers, and 
offer them wine to drink. 3 Then I took Yaazanyah the son of Jeremiah, the son of 
Chabazzinyah, and his brethren, and all his sons, and the whole house of the Rechabites; 
4 And I brought them into the house of the Lord, into the chamber of the sons of Chanan, 
the son of Yigdalyahu, the man of God, which was alongside of the chamber of the 
princes, which was above the chamber of Ma'aseyahu the son of Shallum, the keeper 
of the door: 5 And I set before the sons of the house of the Rechabites goblets full of 
wine, and cups; and I said unto them, Drink wine. © But they said, We will not drink 
wine; for Jonadab the son of Rechab our father hath laid a charge on us, saying, Ye shall 
not drink wine, neither ye, nor your sons for ever; 7 Nor shall ye build any house, nor 
sow seed, nor plant a vineyard, nor have [any such]; but in tents shall ye dwell all your 
days, in order that ye may live many days on the face of the land where ye may sojourn. 
8 And we have hearkened unto the voice of Jehonadab the son of Rechab our father in 
all that he hath charged us, not to drink any wine all our days, we, our wives, our sons, 
and our daughters; ° And not to build houses for our dwelling: and we never had any 
vineyard, or field, or seed; !° But we have dwelt in tents, and have obeyed, and done in 
accordance with all that Jonadab our father commanded us. |! But it came to pass, when 
Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon came up into the land, that we said, Come, and let 
us go into Jerusalem because of the army of the Chaldeans, and because of the army 
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of the Syrians; and so we dwell at Jerusalem. 12 Then came the word of the Lord unto 
Jeremiah, saying, 13 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Go and say to 
the men of Judah and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, Will ye not receive instruction to 
hearken to my words? saith the Lord. 14 Fulfilled are the words of Jehonadab the son of 
Rechab, that he hath commanded his sons not to drink wine: and they have not drunk 
any even unto this day; because they have obeyed the commandment of their father; 
but I, I have spoken unto you, early in the day and speaking; but ye have not hearkened 
unto me. 15 And I have sent unto you all my servants the prophets, making them rise up 
early and sending them, saying, Do but return every man from his evil way, and amend 
your deeds, and go not after other gods to serve them: and so shall ye remain in the land 
which I have given to you and to your fathers; but ye have not inclined your ear, and 
have not hearkened unto me. 16 Because the sons of Jehonadab the son of Rechab have 
fulfilled the commandment of their father, which he hath commanded them; but as this 
people have not hearkened unto me: !” Therefore thus hath said the Lord, the God of 
hosts, the God of Israel, Behold, I will bring upon Judah and upon all the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem all the evil that I have spoken concerning them; because I spoke unto them, 
but they would not hear; and I called unto them, but they would not answer. 18 And unto 
the house of the Rechabites said Jeremiah, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of 
Israel, Whereas ye have hearkened to the charge of Jonadab your father, and have kept 


all his commandments, and have done in accordance with all that he hath commanded 
you: 19 Therefore thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, There shall not be 


wanting unto Jehonadab the son of Rechab a man to stand before me at all times. 


36 

1 And it came to pass in the fourth year of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of 
Judah, that this word came unto Jeremiah from the Lord, saying, 2? Take thee a roll-book, 
and write therein all the words that I have spoken unto thee against Israel, and against 
Judah, and against all the nations, from the day that I spoke unto thee, from the days 
of Josiah, even until this day. 3 Peradventure it be that the house of Judah will hear all 
the evil which I purpose to do unto them: in order that they may return every man 
from his evil way; that I may forgive their iniquity and their sin. 4 Then did Jeremiah 
call Baruch the son of Neriyah: and Baruch wrote from the mouth of Jeremiah all the 
words of the Lord, which he had spoken unto him, upon a roll-book. 5 And Jeremiah 
commanded Baruch, saying, I am shut up; I am not able to enter into the house of the 
Lord: © Therefore go thou, and read in the roll, which thou hast written from my mouth, 
the words of the Lord before the ears of the people in the house of the Lord on the fast- 
day; and also before the ears of all Judah that come out of their cities shalt thou read 
them. 7 Perhaps it may be that they will humbly present their supplication before the 
Lord, and will return every one from his evil way; for great are the anger and the fury 
that the Lord hath decreed against this people. 8 And Baruch the son of Neriyah did in 
accordance with all that Jeremiah the prophet had commanded him, to read in the book 
the words of the Lord in the house of the Lord. ? And it came to pass in the fifth year of 
Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah, in the ninth month, that they proclaimed 
a fast before the Lord for all the people in Jerusalem, and for all the people that came 
from the cities of Judah unto Jerusalem. 1° And Baruch read in the book the words of 
Jeremiah in the house of the Lord, in the chamber of Gemaryahu the son of Shaphan the 
scribe, in the upper court, at the entrance of the new gate of the Lord's house, before 
the ears of all the people. 1! And when Michayhu the son of Gemaryahu, the son of 
Shaphan, had heard all the words of the Lord out of the book: 12 He went down into 
the king's house, into the scribe's chamber; and, lo, all the princes were sitting there, 
even Elishama' the scribe, and Delayahu the son of Shema'yahu, and Elnathan the son of 
'‘Achbor, and Gemaryahu the son of Shaphan, and Zedekiah the son of Chananyahu, and 
all the princes. 13 And Michayhu told unto them all the words which he had heard, when 
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Baruch read in the book before the ears of the people. 14Thereupon sent all the princes 
Jehudi the son of Nethanyahu, the son of Shelemyahu, the son of Cushi, unto Baruch, 
saying, The roll wherein thou hast read before the ears of the people,—this take in thy 
hand, and come. So Baruch the son of Neriyahu took the roll in his hand, and came unto 
them. 15 And they said unto him, Sit down, we pray thee, and read it before our ears. So 
Baruch read it before their ears. !° Now it came to pass, when they heard all the words, 
they looked terrified at each other, and they said unto Baruch, We will surely tell the 
king of all these words. 1” And they asked Baruch, saying, Do tell us, How didst thou 


write down all these words from his mouth? 18 Then said Baruch unto them, With his 
mouth did he utter clearly all these words unto me, and I wrote them in the book with 


ink. 19 Then said the princes unto Baruch, Go, hide thyself, thou with Jeremiah; and let 
no man know where ye are. 2° And they went in to the king into the court, but the roll 
they had put in safe keeping in the chamber of Elishama' the scribe; and they told before 
the ears of the king all the words. 2! But the king sent Jehudi to fetch the roll; and he 
took it out of the chamber of Elishama' the scribe. And Jehudi read it before the ears of 
the king, and before the ears of all the princes who stood around the king. 22 Now the 
king was sitting in the winter-house in the ninth month: and a pan of coals was burning 
before him. 23 And it came to pass, when Jehudi had read three or four pages, that he 
cut it with the writer's knife, and cast it into the fire that was in the coal-pan, until all 
the roll was consumed in the fire that was in the coal-pan. 4 Yet they were not terrified, 
nor did they rend their garments, either the king, or any of his servants that had heard 
all these words. 25 And although Elnathan and Delayahu and Gemaryahu had also made 
intercession with the king that he might not burn the roll, he would not listen to them. 
26 And the king commanded Yerachmeel the son of the king, and Serayahu the son of 
‘Azriel, and Shelemyahu the son of 'Abdeel, to seize on Baruch the scribe and Jeremiah 
the prophet; but the Lord hid them. 2”? Then came the word of the Lord to Jeremiah, 
after the king had burnt the roll, and the words which Baruch had written down from 
the mouth of Jeremiah, saying, 28 Take thee again another roll, and write on it all the 
former words that have been on the first roll, which Jehoyakim the king of Judah hath 
burnt. 29 And concerning Jehoyakim the king of Judah shalt thou say, Thus hath said the 
Lord, Thou hast indeed burnt this roll, saying, Why hast thou written therein, saying, 
The king of Babylon shall certainly come and destroy this land, and shall cause to cease 
therefrom man and beast! 3° Therefore thus hath said the Lord concerning Jehoyakim 
the king of Judah, He shall have no one to sit upon the throne of David; and his dead body 
shall be cast out to the heat in the day, and to the cold in the night. 31 And I will visit on 
him and on his seed and on his servants their iniquity; and I will bring over them, and 
over the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and against the men of Judah, all the evil that I have 
spoken against them, while they did not hearken. 32 And Jeremiah took another roll, and 
gave it to Baruch the son of Neriyahu the scribe; who wrote thereon from the mouth of 
Jeremiah all the words of the book which Jehoyakim the king of Judah had burnt in the 
fire: and there were yet added unto them many words like them. 


37 


1 And Zedekiah the son of Josiah reigned as king in the place of Conyahu the son of 
Jehoyakim, whom Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon made king in the land of Judah. 
2But neither he, nor his servants, nor the people of the land, did hearken unto the words 
of the Lord, which he had spoken by means of Jeremiah the prophet. 3 And king Zedekiah 
sent Jehuchal the son of Shelemyah and Zephanyahu the son of Ma'asseyah the priest 
unto Jeremiah the prophet, saying, Pray now in our behalf unto the Lord our God. 4Now 
Jeremiah came and went out among the people; and they put him not into the prison- 
house. 5 But the army of Pharaoh was come forth out of Egypt: and when the Chaldeans 
that besieged Jerusalem heard the report of them, they withdrew from Jerusalem. ®Then 
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came the word of the Lord unto Jeremiah the prophet, saying, 7 Thus hath said the Lord, 
the God of Israel, Thus shall ye say to the king of Judah, that hath sent you unto me to 
inquire of me, Behold, Pharaoh's army, which is come forth to help you, returneth into 
its own land to Egypt. 8 But the Chaldeans will come again, and fight against this city, 
and capture it, and burn it with fire. 9 Thus hath said the Lord, Deceive not yourselves, 
saying, The Chaldeans will certainly go away from us; for they will not go away. 1° For if 
even ye had smitten the whole army of the Chaldeans that fight against you, and there 
remained among them [only such] men as are pierced through: yet should they rise up, 
every man in his tent, and burn this city with fire. !! And it came to pass, when the army 
of the Chaldeans had withdrawn from Jerusalem because of the army of Pharaoh, 2 That 
Jeremiah went forth out of Jerusalem to go into the land of Benjamin, to make his escape 
thence in the midst of the people. 15 But as he was in the gate of Benjamin, there was 
there a captain of the guardsmen, whose name was Yiriyah, the son of Shelemyah, the 
son of Chananyah; and he seized hold of Jeremiah the prophet, saying, Thou runnest 
away to the Chaldeans. 14 But Jeremiah said, It is false; I am not running away to the 
Chaldeans. But he listened not to him; and Yiriyah seized hold of Jeremiah, and brought 
him to the princes. 5 Thereupon were the princes wroth with Jeremiah, and struck him, 
and put him in prison in the house of Jonathan the scribe; for that had they made into 
a prison-house. 16 When Jeremiah had been placed in the dungeon, within the traders' 
shops, where Jeremiah remained many days: 17 King Zedekiah sent, and had him taken 
out, and the king asked him in his house in secret, and said, “Is there any word from the 
Lord?” And Jeremiah said, “There is:” and he said, Into the hand of the king of Babylon 
shalt thou be given up. 18 And Jeremiah said unto king Zedekiah, What have I sinned 
against thee, and against thy servants, and against this people, that ye have put me into 
the prison-house? 19 And where are now your prophets who have prophesied unto you, 
saying, The king of Babylon will not come against you, and against this land? 2° Yet now, 
do but hear, I pray thee, O my lord the king: let me offer my humble supplication, I 
pray thee, before thee, that thou wilt not make me return to the house of Jonathan the 
scribe, lest I die there. 21 Then commanded king Zedekiah that they should put Jeremiah 
in ward in the court of the prison, and that they should give him a loaf of bread for every 
day out of the bakers' street, until all the bread was spent out of the city. Thus Jeremiah 
remained in the court of the prison. 


38 

1 And Shephatyah the son of Matthan, and Gedalyahu the son of Pashchur, and Juchal 
the son of Shelemyahu, and Pashchur the son of Malkiyah, heard the words that Jeremiah 
was speaking unto all the people, saying, 2? Thus hath said the Lord, He that remaineth 
in this city shall die by the sword, by the famine, and by the pestilence; but he that 
goeth forth to the Chaldeans shall live; and he shall have his life as a booty, and shall 
live. 3 Thus hath said the Lord, This city shall surely be given up into the hand of the 
army of the king of Babylon, and he shall capture it. 4 Thereupon said the princes unto 
the king, We beseech thee, let this man be put to death; for the cause that he weakeneth 
the hands of the men of war that are yet left in this city, and the hands of all the people, 
by speaking such words unto them; for this man seeketh not the welfare of this people, 
but their hurt. 5 Then said king Zedekiah, Behold, he is in your hand; for the king is not 
able to do any thing against you. © Then did they take Jeremiah, and cast him into the 
pit of Malkiyahu the son of the king, that was in the court of the prison: and they let 
Jeremiah down with cords; but in the pit there was no water, but mire; so that Jeremiah 
sunk into the mire. 7 Now when 'Ebed-melech the Cushi, a eunuch who was in the king's 
house, heard that they had placed Jeremiah into the pit; while the king was sitting in 
the gate of Benjamin: 8 'Ebed-melech went forth out of the king's house, and spoke to 
the king, saying, 9 My lord, O king, these men have done wrong in all that they have 
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done to Jeremiah the prophet, whom they have cast into the pit; and he would have had 
to die [as it is] in the place where he was for hunger; for there is no more bread in the 
city. 10 The king then commanded 'Ebed-melech the Cushi, saying, Take with thee from 
here thirty men, and bring up Jeremiah the prophet out of the pit, before he die. 11 So 
'Ebed-melech took the men with him, and went into the house of the king under the 
treasury, and took thence cast-off clothes and old rags, and let them down into the pit to 
Jeremiah by cords. !2 And Ebed-melech the Cushi said unto Jeremiah, Put, I pray, these 
cast-off clothes and old rags under thy arm-pits beneath the cords. And Jeremiah did so. 
13 So they drew up Jeremiah with cords, and brought him up out of the pit: and Jeremiah 
remained in the court of the prison. !4 Then sent king Zedekiah, and took Jeremiah the 
prophet unto him into the third entry that was in the house of the Lord; and the king 
said unto Jeremiah, I will ask thee something: conceal nothing from me. } Then said 
Jeremiah unto Zedekiah, If I should tell it unto thee, behold, thou wilt surely put me 
to death; and if I should give thee counsel, thou wilt not hearken unto me. !¢ So king 
Zedekiah swore unto Jeremiah secretly, saying, As the Lord liveth, who hath made for 
us this soul, I will not put thee to death, nor will I give thee up into the hand of these 
men that seek thy life. 17 Then said Jeremiah unto Zedekiah, Thus hath said the Lord, 
the God of hosts, the God of Israel, If thou wilt indeed go forth unto the princes of the 
king of Babylon, then shall thy soul live, and this city shall not be burnt with fire; and 
thou shalt live, thou with thy household; 18 But if thou wilt not go forth to the princes 
of the king of Babylon, then shall this city be given up into the hand of the Chaldeans, 
and they shall burn it with fire, and thou thyself shalt not escape out of their hand. 
19 Then said king Zedekiah unto Jeremiah, I am in dread of the Jews that have run away 
to the Chaldeans, lest these deliver me into their hand, and they might ill-use me. 2° But 
Jeremiah said, They will not give [thee] up. Obey, I beseech thee, the voice of the Lord, in 
that which I speak unto thee; so it shall be well unto thee, and thy soul shall live. 21 But 
if thou refuse to go forth, this is the word that the Lord hath shown me: 22 And behold, 
all the women that are left in the house of the king of Judah shall be led forth to the 
princes of the king of Babylon; and these women shall say, “They have enticed, and have 
overpersuaded thee—thy men that should have sought thy welfare; thy feet are [now] 
sunk in the mire, and they have withdrawn themselves backward.” 23 And all thy wives 
and thy children shall they bring out to the Chaldeans; and thou thyself shalt not escape 
out of their hand; for by the hand of the king of Babylon shalt thou be caught; and this 
city wilt thou cause to be burnt with fire. 24 Then said Zedekiah unto Jeremiah, Let no 
man know of these words, that thou mayest not die. 25 And if the princes should hear 
that I have spoken with thee, and they come unto thee, and say unto thee, tell us, we 
pray thee, what thou hast spoken unto the king, conceal it not from us, and we will not 
put thee to death; also what the king hath spoken unto thee: 2°Then shalt thou say unto 
them, I presented my humble supplication before the king, that he would not send me 
back to the house of Jonathan, to die there. 27 And all the princes came unto Jeremiah, 
and asked him: and he told them in accordance with all these words that the king had 
commanded. And they turned away silent from him; for the matter had not been made 
public. 28 And Jeremiah remained in the court of the prison until the day that Jerusalem 
was taken. And it came to pass when Jerusalem was captured, 


39 
1 In the ninth year of Zedekiah the king of Judah, in the tenth month, that 
Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon came with all his army against Jerusalem, and they 
besieged it. 2 [And] in the eleventh year of Zedekiah, in the fourth month, on the ninth 
day of the month, was the city broken in. 3 And then came all the princes of the king 
of Babylon, and sat down in the middle gate; [namely,] Neregal-sharezer, Samgar-nebu, 
Sarsechim, the chief of the eunuchs, Neregal-sharezer, the chief of the magi, with all the 
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residue of the princes of the king of Babylon. 4 And it came to pass when Zedekiah the 
king of Judah saw them, and all the men of war, that they fled, and went forth out of 
the city by night, by the way of the king's garden, by the gate between the two walls: 
and he went out by the way of the plain. 5 But the army of the Chaldeans pursued 
after them, and they overtook Zedekiah in the plains of Jericho; and they took him, 
and brought him up to Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon to Riblah in the land of 
Chamath: and he called him to account. © And the king of Babylon slaughtered the sons 
of Zedekiah in Riblah before his eyes; also all the nobles of Judah did the king of Babylon 
slaughter. 7 And the eyes of Zedekiah did he blind; and he bound him with brazen fetters, 
to carry him to Babylon. 8 And the house of the king, and the houses of the people did 
the Chaldeans burn with fire, and the walls of Jerusalem did they pull down. 9 And the 
rest of the people that remained in the city, and those who had run away that had run 
away to him, with the rest of the people that remained, did Nebuzaradan the captain 
of the guard carry off into exile to Babylon. 1° But of the poorest of the people, who 
had nothing, did Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard leave some in the land of Judah, 
and gave them vineyards and arable fields at the same time. 4 And Nebuchadrezzar 
the king of Babylon gave charge concerning Jeremiah through means of Nebuzaradan 
the captain of the guard, saying, 12 Take him, and direct thy eyes to him, and do him 
not the least harm; but as he may speak unto thee, even so do thou with him. 13 Then 
sent Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard, and Nebushazban, the chief of the eunuchs, 
and Neregal-sharezer, the chief of the magi, and all the chiefs of the king of Babylon,— 
14 Even they sent, and took Jeremiah out of the court of the prison, and they committed 
him unto Gedalyahu the son of Achikam the son of Shaphan, to carry him home: and he 
remained in the midst of the people. !5 But unto Jeremiah was come the word of the Lord 
while he was shut up in the court of the prison, saying, 1° Go and say to 'Ebed-melech 
the Cushi as followeth, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Behold, I will 
bring my words [to fulfillment] against this city for evil, and not for good; and they shall 
be accomplished before thee on that day. !” But I will deliver thee on that day, saith the 
Lord; and thou shalt not be given up into the hand of the men of whom thou hast dread. 
18 For I will surely let thee escape, and thou shalt not fall by the sword; but thy life shall 
be unto thee as a booty; because thou hast put thy trust in me, saith the Lord. 


40 

1 The word that came unto Jeremiah from the Lord, after Nebuzaradan the captain of 
the guard had dismissed him from Ramah, when he had taken him as he was bound in 
chains in the midst of all the exiles of Jerusalem and Judah, who were carried away into 
exile unto Babylon. 2 Then took the captain of the guard Jeremiah, and said unto him, 
The Lord thy God had spoken this evil over this place; 3 Now the Lord hath brought it [to 
fulfillment], and hath done according as he had spoken; because ye had sinned against 
the Lord, and had not hearkened to his voice; and therefore is this thing come upon you. 
4 And now, behold, I have freed thee this day from the chains which were upon thy hand. 
If it seem good in thy eyes to come with me to Babylon, come, and I will direct my eye 
unto thee; but if it seem ill in thy eyes to come with me to Babylon, forbear: behold, all 
the land is before thee; whither it seemeth good and proper in thy eyes to go, thither go. 
5 Andas he did not yet turn about, [he said,] Go then back to Gedalyah the son of Achikam 
the son of Shaphan, whom the king of Babylon hath appointed governor over the cities of 
Judah, and dwell with him in the midst of the people; or wheresoever it seemeth proper 
in thy eyes to go, go. And the captain of the guard gave him an allowance and a present, 
and then dismissed him. © So did Jeremiah come unto Gedalyah the son of Achikam to 
Mizpah; and he dwelt with him in the midst of the people that had been left in the land. 
7 Now when all the captains of the armies who were in the field, they and their men, 
heard that the king of Babylon had appointed Gedalyahu the son of Achikam governor 
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over the land, and that he had entrusted unto him men, and women, and children, and 
these of the poorest of the land, of those that had not been carried away into exile to 


Babylon: ® Then came they to Gedalyah to Mizpah, even Ishmael the son of Nethanyahu, 
and Jochanan and Jonathan the sons of Kareach, and Serayah the son of Tanchumeth, 
and the sons of 'Ephai the Netophathite, and Yezanyahu the son of a Ma'achathite, they 
and their men. ° And Gedalyahu the son of Achikam the son of Shaphan swore unto 
them and unto their men, saying, Have no fear to serve the Chaldeans: remain in the 
land, and serve the king of Babylon, and it will be well with you. 1° As for me, behold, 
I will dwell at Mizpah, to stand before the Chaldeans, who will come unto us; but ye, 
gather ye together wine, and summer-fruits, and oil, and put them in your vessels, and 
dwell in your cities of which ye have taken possession. 1! And so likewise all the Jews that 
were in Moab, and among the children of 'Ammon, and in Edom, and that were in all the 
countries, heard that the king of Babylon had left a remnant unto Judah, and that he had 
appointed over them Gedalyahu the son of Achikam the son of Shaphan; !2 And then did 
all the Jews return out of all places whither they had been driven, and came to the land 
of Judah, to Gedalyahu, unto Mizpah, and gathered together wine and summer-fruits in 
very great abundance. !3 And Jochanan the son of Kareach, and all the captains of the 
armies that were in the field, came to Gedalyahu to Mizpah, 4 And they said unto him, 
Dost thou at all know that Ba'alis the king of the children of 'Ammon hath sent Ishmael 
the son of Nethanyah to deprive thee of life? But Gedalyahu the son of Achikam believed 
them not. 15 And Jochanan the son of Kareach said to Gedalyahu secretly in Mizpah, as 
followeth, Let me go, I pray thee, and I will slay Ishmael the son of Nethanyah, and no 
man shall know of it: wherefore should he deprive thee of life, whereby all the Jews who 
are gathered unto thee would be scattered, and the remnant of Judah be lost? 1° But 
Gedalyahu the son of Achikam said unto Jochanan the son of Kareach, Thou shalt not do 
this thing; for thou speakest a falsehood concerning Ishmael. 


4l 


1 Now it came to pass in the seventh month, that Ishmael the son of Nethanyah the 
son of Elishama', of the royal seed, and the chiefs of the king, even ten men with him, 
came unto Gedalyahu the son of Achikam to Mizpah; and they ate there bread together in 
Mizpah. 2 Then arose Ishmael the son of Nethanyah, and the ten men that were with him, 
and smote Gedalyahu the son of Achikam the son of Shaphan with the sword, and put 
to death him, whom the king of Babylon had appointed governor over the land. 3 And 
all the Jews that were with him, even with Gedalyahu, at Mizpah, and the Chaldeans 
that were found there, even the men of war, did Ishmael slay. 4 And it came to pass on 
the second day after he had put Gedalyahu to death, while no man knew of it, > That 
there came certain men from Shechem, from Shiloh, and from Samaria, eighty men [in 
all], having their beards shaven, and their clothes rent, and having cut themselves, with 
meat-offerings and frankincense in their hand, to bring the same to the house of the 
Lord. © And Ishmael the son of Nethanyah went forth from Mizpah to meet them, going 
along and weeping: and it came to pass as he met them, that he said unto them, Come 
to Gedalyahu the son of Achikam. 7 And it happened, as they entered into the midst of 
the city, that Ishmael the son of Nethanyah slaughtered them, [and cast them] into the 


midst of the cistern, he, and the men that were with him. 8 But ten men were found 
among them that said unto Ishmael, Slay us not; for we have some things hidden in the 


field, [such as] wheat, and barley, and oil, and honey. So he forbore, and slew them not in 
the midst of their brethren. ° And the cistern wherein Ishmael cast all the corpses of the 
men, whom he had slain in company with Gedalyahu, is the same which king Assa had 
made on account of Ba'sha the king of Israel: this did Ishmael the son of Nethanyah fill 
with slain persons. 1° Then did Ishmael carry away captive all the residue of the people 
that were in Mizpah, the king's daughters, and all the people that were remaining in 
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Mizpah, whom Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard had entrusted to Gedalyahu the 
son of Achikam: and Ishmael the son of Nethanyah carried them away captive, and went 
off to pass over to the children of Ammon. 1 But when Jochanan the son of Kareach, and 
all the captains of the armies that were with him, heard of all the evil that Ishmael the 
son of Nethanyah had done: 12 Then did they take all the men, and went to fight with 
Ishmael the son of Nethanyah, and found him by the great water[-pool] that is near 
Gib'on. 1° And it came to pass, when all the people who were with Ishmael saw Jochanan 
the son of Kareach, and all the captains of the armies that were with him, that they were 
rejoiced. 14 And all the people that Ishmael had carried away captive from Mizpah turned 
about and returned, and went unto Jochanan the son of Kareach. 15 But Ishmael the son 
of Nethanyah escaped with eight men from the presence of Jochanan, and he went to 
the children of 'Ammon. 16 Then took Jochanan the son of Kareach, and all the captains 
of the armies that were with him, all the remnant of the people whom he had recovered 
from Ishmael the son of Nethanyah, from Mizpah, after he had slain Gedalyah the son 


of Achikam, the adult males, the men of war, and the women, and the children, and the 
eunuchs, whom he had brought back from Gib'on; 1” And they went, and remained in 


Geruth-Kimham, which is by Beth-lechem, to go to enter into Egypt, 18 Because of the 
Chaldeans; for they were afraid of them; because Ishmael the son of Nethanyah had slain 
Gedalyahu the son of Achikam, whom the king of Babylon had appointed governor over 
the land. 


1 Then came near all the captains of the armies, and Jochanan the son of Kareach, and 
Yezanyah the son of Hosha'yah, and all the people from the least even unto the greatest, 
2 And said unto Jeremiah the prophet, Let, we beseech thee, our humble supplication be 
accepted before thee, and pray in our behalf unto the Lord thy God, in behalf of all this 
remnant; [for we are left but a few of many, as thy own eyes do see us:] 3 That the Lord 
thy God may tell us the way whereon we should walk, and the thing that we should do. 
4Then said Jeremiah the prophet unto them, I have heard you: behold, I will pray unto 
the Lord your God according to your words; and it shall come to pass, that whatsoever 
thing the Lord will answer you, I will tell unto you; I will withhold not a word from you. 
5 But they said to Jeremiah, May the Lord be a true and faithful witness against us, if we 
do not act entirely according to all the word with which the Lord thy God may send thee 
to us: Whether it be good, or whether it be evil, we will hearken to the voice of the Lord 
our God, to whom we send thee; in order that it may be well with us, when we hearken 
to the voice of the Lord our God. 7 And it came to pass at the end of ten days, that the 
word of the Lord came unto Jeremiah. ® Then called he Jochanan the son of Kareach, and 
all the captains of the armies who were with him, and all the people from the least even 
to the greatest, ° And he said unto them, Thus hath said the Lord, the God of Israel, unto 
whom ye sent me to present your humble supplication before him: 1° If ye will indeed 
remain in this land, then will I build you up, and I will not pull you down, and I will plant 
you, and not pluck you up; for I have bethought me of the evil that I have done unto you. 
11 Be ye not afraid because of the king of Babylon, of whom ye are afraid: have no fear 
of him, saith the Lord; for I am with you to save you, and to deliver you out of his hand. 
12 And I will give unto you mercy, that he may have mercy upon you, and let you return 
to your own land. !° But if ye say, We will not remain in this land, so as not to hearken to 
the voice of the Lord your God, 4 Saying, No; but into the land of Egypt will we go, that 
we may not see war, nor hear the sound of the cornet, and that we may not have hunger 
for bread; and there will we dwell; 15 And now therefore hear the word of the Lord, ye 
remnant of Judah, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, If ye will indeed set 
your faces to enter into Egypt, and go thither to sojourn there: 16 Then shall the sword, 
of which ye are afraid, there overtake you in the land of Egypt; and the famine, whereof 
ye are in dread, shall there cleave close unto you in Egypt; and there shall ye die. 17 So 
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shall be all the men that have set their faces to go into Egypt to sojourn there,—they 
shall die by the sword, by the famine, and by the pestilence; and they shall have none 
that remaineth or escapeth from the evil that I am bringing over them. 18 For thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, As my anger and my fury were poured forth 
over the inhabitants of Jerusalem: so shall my fury be poured forth over you, when ye 
enter into Egypt; and ye shall become an oath, and an astonishment, and a curse, and 
a disgrace; and ye shall never see this place again. 19 The Lord hath spoken concerning 
you, O ye remnant of Judah, “Ye shall not go into Egypt:” ye must know for certain that 
I have warned you this day. 2° For ye have dissembled in regard to what your intentions 
are; for ye sent me unto the Lord your God, saying, Pray in our behalf unto the Lord our 
God: and in accordance with all that the Lord our God may say, so tell unto us, and we 
will do it. 21 And I have told it to you this day; but ye have not hearkened to the voice 
of the Lord your God, and this in all with which he hath sent me unto you. 2? But now 
know for certain that ye shall die by the sword, by the famine, and by the pestilence, in 
the place whither ye desire to go to sojourn there. 


43 

1 And it came to pass, when Jeremiah had made an end of speaking unto the whole 
people all the words of the Lord their God, with which the Lord their God had sent him 
to them, [namely,] all these words, 2 That then spoke 'Azaryah the son of Hosha'yah, and 
Jochanan the son of Kareach, and all the presumptuous men, saying unto Jeremiah, Thou 
speakest falsely: the Lord our God hath not sent thee to say, Ye shall not go into Egypt 
to sojourn there; 3 But Baruch the son of Neriyah setteth thee on against us, in order 
to deliver us into the hand of the Chaldeans, that they may put us to death, or carry 
us away as exiles to Babylon. 4 So Jochanan the son of Kareach, and all the captains of 
the armies, and all the people, hearkened not to the voice of the Lord, to remain in the 
land of Judah. ° But Jochanan the son of Kareach, and all the captains of the armies, 
took all the remnant of Judah, that were returned from all the nations, whither they 
had been driven, to sojourn in the land of Judah; * The men, and the women, and the 
children, and the king's daughters, and every person that Nebuzaradan the captain of 
the guard had left with Gedalyahu the son of Achikam the son of Shaphan; and Jeremiah 
the prophet, and Baruch the son of Neriyah; 7 And they entered into the land of Egypt; 
for they hearkened not to the voice of the Lord; and they came as far as Thachpanches. 
8 Then came the word of the Lord unto Jeremiah in Thachpanches, saying, 9 Take great 
stones in thy hand, and hide them in the mortar in the brick-kiln which is at the entrance 
of Pharaoh's house in Thachpanches, before the eyes of the Jewish men; !° And thou shalt 
say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Behold, I will send for 
and take Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, my servant, and I will set his throne above 
these stones that I have hidden; and he shall spread his royal pavilion over them. !! And 
he shall come and smite the land of Egypt: such as are destined for death shall be given 
to death; and such as are destined for captivity, to captivity; and such as are destined 
for the sword, to the sword. 12 And I will kindle a fire in the houses of the gods of Egypt, 
and he shall burn them, and carry them away captive: and he shall wrap around him the 
land of Egypt, as a shepherd wrappeth his garment around him; and he shall go forth 
from there in peace. 13 And he shall break the statues of Bethshemesh, which is in the 
land of Egypt; and the houses of the gods of the Egyptians shall he burn with fire. 


44 
1 The word that came to Jeremiah for all the Jews who dwell in the land of Egypt, 
who dwell at Migdol, and at Thachpanches, and at Noph, and in the country of Pathros, 
saying, 2 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, You yourselves have seen all 
the evil that I have brought over Jerusalem, and over all the cities of Judah; and, behold, 


1611 XRN 


Jeremiah 44:3 459 Jeremiah 44:22 


they are ruins this day, and no man is dwelling in them; 3 Because of their wickedness 
which they had committed to provoke me to anger, by going to burn incense, to serve 
other gods, whom they did not know, either they, you, or your fathers. 4 And I sent unto 
you all my servants the prophets, making them rise early and sending them, saying, 
Oh, do not commit this abominable thing which I hate. > But they hearkened not, and 
inclined not their ear to turn away from their wickedness, so as not to burn incense unto 
other gods. Whereupon my fury and my anger were poured forth, and were enkindled 
in the cities of Judah and in the streets of Jerusalem: and they are become ruins, a desert, 
as at this day. 7 And now thus hath said the Lord, the God of hosts, the God of Israel, 
Wherefore do ye commit so great an evil against your souls, so as to cut off unto you 
man and woman, child and suckling, out of the midst of Judah, so as not to leave you 
any remainder, § By provoking me unto wrath with the works of your hands, in burning 
incense unto other gods in the land of Egypt, whither ye are come to sojourn there, in 
order to cut yourselves off, and in order that ye might become a curse and a disgrace 
among all the nations of the earth? 9 Have ye forgotten the wickedness of your fathers, 
and the wickedness of the kings of Judah, and the wickedness of their wives, and your 
own wickedness, and the wickedness of your wives, which they had committed in the 
land of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem? 1° They are not humbled even up to this 
day, and they are not afraid, and they walk not in my law, nor in my statutes, that I have 
set before you and before your fathers. 11 Therefore thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
the God of Israel, Behold, I will set my face against you for evil, and to cut off all Judah. 
12 And I will take the remnant of Judah, that have set their faces to go into the land of 
Egypt to sojourn there, and they shall all come to their end, and in the land of Egypt 
shall they fall: by the sword [and] by the famine shall they come to their end; from the 
least even unto the greatest, by the sword and by the famine shall they die; and they 
shall become an oath, an astonishment, and a curse, and a disgrace. !3 And I will inflict 
punishment on those that dwell in the land of Egypt, as I have inflicted punishment on 
Jerusalem, through the sword, through the famine, and through the pestilence: 14 So 
that there shall be no one that escapeth or remaineth of the remnant of Judah, who are 
gone into the land of Egypt to sojourn there, that they should return into the land of 
Judah, to which they direct [the desire of] their soul to return thither to dwell there; for 
they shall not return, but such as shall escape. 15 Then did all the men who knew that 
their wives were burning incense unto other gods, and all the women that stood by, a 
great multitude, and all the people that dwelt in the land of Egypt, in Pathros, answer 
Jeremiah, saying, !° Respecting the word that thou hast spoken unto us in the name of 
the Lord, we will not hearken unto thee. !’ For to a surety we will do all the word that 
is gone forth out of our own mouth, to burn incense unto the queen of heaven, and to 
pour out drink-offerings unto her, as we have done, we, and our fathers, our kings, and 
our princes, in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem: when we had plenty 


of food, and fared well, and saw no evil. 18 But since the time we have left off to burn 
incense to the queen of heaven, and to pour out drink-offerings unto her, have we had 


a lack of every thing; and we have come to our end through the sword and through the 
famine. 19 And when we burnt incense to the queen of heaven, and poured out drink- 
offerings unto her,—was this without [the consent of] our husbands, that we did make 
cakes for her to make her image, and pour out drink-offerings unto her? 2° Then said 
Jeremiah unto all the people, to the men, and to the women, and to all the people who 
had answered him [with that] word, saying, 21 Behold, it was the incense that ye burnt 
in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem, ye, and your fathers, your kings, 
and your princes, and the people of the land, which the Lord remembered, and which 
came into his mind; 2? So that the Lord could no longer endure it, because of the evil of 
your doings, because of the abominations which ye had committed: therefore is your 
land become a ruin, and an [object of] astonishment, and a curse, without an inhabitant, 


1612 XRN 


Jeremiah 44:23 460 Jeremiah 46:10 


as at this day. 23 Because that ye had burnt incense, and because ye had sinned against 


the Lord, and had not hearkened to the voice of the Lord, and had not walked in his law, 
in his statutes, and in his testimonies: therefore did this evil befall you, as it is this day. 


24 And Jeremiah said [farther] to all the people, and to all the women, Hear the word of 
the Lord, all Judah that are in the land of Egypt, 25 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the 
God of Israel, saying, Ye and your wives have both spoken with your mouth, and fulfilled 
with your hands, saying, We will surely perform our vows that we have vowed, to burn 
incense to the queen of heaven, and to pour out drink-offerings unto her: ye will fully 
accomplish your vows, and fully perform your vows. 2¢ Therefore hear ye the word of 
the Lord, all Judah that dwell in the land of Egypt, Behold, I have sworn by my great 
name, saith the Lord, that my name shall no more be called by the mouth of any man 
of Judah, saying, “As the Lord Eternal liveth,” in all the land of Egypt. 2” Behold, I will 
watch over them for evil, and not for good: and all the men of Judah that are in the land 
of Egypt shall come to their end through the sword and through the famine, until they 
be destroyed. 28 Yet some that escape the sword shall return out of the land of Egypt into 
the land of Judah, but few in number; and all the remnant of Judah, that are come into 
the land of Egypt to sojourn there, shall know whose words shall stand firm, mine, or 
theirs. 29 And this shall be unto you the sign, saith the Lord, that I will inflict punishment 
on you in this place, in order that ye may know that my words shall surely stand firm 
against you for evil: 3° Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will give Pharaoh-chophra' 
the king of Egypt into the hand of his enemies, and into the hand of those that seek his 
life, as I gave Zedekiah the king of Judah into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of 
Babylon, his enemy, and who had sought his life. 


1 The word which Jeremiah the prophet spoke unto Baruch the son of Neriyah, when 
he wrote these words in a book out of the mouth of Jeremiah, in the fourth year of 
Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah, saying, 2 Thus hath said the Lord, the 
God of Israel, concerning thee, O Baruch: 3 Thou didst say, Woe is me now! for the Lord 
hath added grief to my pain; I am wearied in my sighing, and rest have I not found; 
4 Thus shalt thou say unto him, Thus hath the Lord said, Behold, what I have built will 
I pull down, and what I have planted I will pluck up; and so it is with this whole land. 
5 And wouldst thou indeed seek great things for thyself? seek them not; for, behold, I 
will bring evil upon all flesh, saith the Lord; but I will give thy life unto thee as a booty 
in all the places whither thou mayest go. 


1 The word of the Lord which came to Jeremiah the prophet against the nations: 
2 Concerning Egypt, against the army of Pharaoh-necho the king of Egypt, which was 
[posted] by the river Euphrates in Karkemish, which Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon 
smote in the fourth year of Jehoyakim the son of Josiah the king of Judah. 3 Make ye 
ready shield and buckler, and draw near to the battle. 4 Harness the horses, and mount, 
ye horsemen, and stand forth with helmets: sharpen the spears, and put on the coats 
of mail. > Wherefore have I seen them dismayed, moving backward? while their mighty 
ones are beaten down, and seek safety in flight, and look not back? There is terror round 
about, saith the Lord. © The swift cannot flee away, nor can the mighty man escape: 
toward the north by the shore of the river Euphrates do they stumble and fall. 7 Who is 
this that cometh up like a stream, whose waters are upheaved like the rivers? ® Egypt 
cometh up like a stream, and like the rivers are the waters upheaved; and he saith, I will 
go up, I will cover the land; I will destroy the city and those that dwell therein. 9? Come 
up, ye horses; and rush along wildly, ye chariots; and let the mighty men come forth: 
Cush and Put, that grasp the shield, and the Ludim, that grasp and bend the bow. 1° And 
this same day is for the Lord, the Eternal of hosts, a day of vengeance, to be avenged on 
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his adversaries; that the sword may devour, and may be satiated and made drunken with 
their blood; for there is a sacrifice for the Lord the Eternal of hosts in the north country 
by the river Euphrates. 11 Go up into Gil'ad, and fetch balm, O virgin, daughter of Egypt: 
in vain usest thou many remedies; there is no recovery for thee. 12 Nations have heard 
of thy shame, and thy cry of anguish hath filled the earth; for the mighty man over the 
mighty have they stumbled, together are both of them fallen. 13 The word which the 
Lord spoke to Jeremiah the prophet, concerning the coming of Nebuchadrezzar the king 
of Babylon, to smite the land of Egypt. 14 Announce ye in Egypt, and publish in Migdol, 
and publish in Noph and in Thachpanches: say ye, Stand fast, and prepare thyself; for 
the sword devoureth round about thee. 5 Why are thy valiant men swept away? not 
one hath stood, because the Lord did drive him off. 16 He caused many to stumble; yea, 
one also fell over the other; and they said, Arise, and let us return to our own people, 
and to the land of our birth, from before the wasting sword. 1” They called out there, 
Pharaoh is king of Egypt, it was but vaunting, he hath let the time appointed pass by. 
18 As I live, saith the King, the Lord of hosts is his name, Surely as Thabor is among the 
mountains, and as Carmel is by the sea, so shall he come. 1° Appurtenances of exile make 
for thyself, O thou inhabitress, daughter of Egypt; for Noph shall be made a waste and be 
left desolate without an inhabitant. 2°O fairest heifer, Egypt! the butcher from the north 
cometh, he cometh. 21 Also her hired troops in the midst of her are like fatted calves; 
for they also are turned round, are fled away together, they do not stand; because the 
day of their calamity is come upon them, the time of their punishment. 2? Her cry shall 
come like [the hissing of] a serpent; for with an army shall they march, and with axes 
do they come against her, like hewers of wood. 23 They cut down her forest, saith the 
Lord, though it cannot be searched out; because they are more than the grasshoppers, 
and there is no number to them. 24 Ashamed hath been made the daughter of Egypt: she 
hath been given up into the hand of the people of the north. 25 The Lord of hosts, the 


God of Israel, hath said, Behold, I will send visitation on Ahmon of No, and on Pharaoh, 
and on Egypt, and on her gods, and on her kings; even on Pharaoh, and on those that 


trust on him; 2° And I will give them up into the hand of those that seek their life, and 
into the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, and into the hand of his servants: 
and afterward shall she be inhabited, as in the days of old, saith the Lord. 27 But thou, 
—fear thou not, O my servant Jacob, and be not dismayed, 0 Israel; for, behold, I will save 
thee from afar off, and thy seed from the land of their captivity: and Jacob shall return, 


and he shall be at rest and at ease, with none to make him afraid. 28 Thou,—fear thou 
not, O Jacob my servant, saith the Lord; for I am with thee: and although I make a full 


end of all the nations whither I have driven thee, yet of thee will I not make a full end; 
and I will correct thee in measure; yet wholly will I not leave thee unpunished. 


47 
1 The word of the Lord that came to Jeremiah the prophet against the Philistines, 


before the time that Pharaoh smote Gazzah. 2 Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, waters 
are coming up out of the north, and they shall become an overflowing stream, and 


shall overflow the land, and what filleth it; the city, and those that dwell therein: and 
the men shall cry aloud, and every inhabitant of the land shall wail. 3 Because of the 
noise of the stamping of the hoofs of his stud-horses, because of the rushing sound of 
his chariots, the rumbling of his wheels, fathers do not turn round to their children 
from their feebleness of hands; 4 Because of the day that cometh to devastate all the 
Philistines, to cut off from Tyre and Zidon every helper that remaineth; for the Lord 
devastateth the Philistines, the remnant of the isle of Caphthor. 5 Baldness is come 
upon Gazzah; ruined is Ashkelon with the remnant of their valley: how long yet wilt 
thou cut thyself? © Woe! thou sword of the Lord, how long yet wilt thou not be quiet? 
withdraw thyself into thy scabbard, take thee rest, and be still. 7 Yet how canst thou 
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be quiet? When the Lord hath given it a charge, against Ashkelon, and against the sea- 
coast—thither hath he destined it. 


48 

1 Against Moab. Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, Woe unto Nebo! 
for it is wasted; made ashamed, captured is Kiryathayim; made ashamed is Misgab and 
dismayed. 2 There is no more praise of Moab: in Cheshbon have they devised evil 
against it, “Come, and let us cut it off from being a nation.” Also thou Madmen shalt be 
ruined; after thee shall pursue the sword. 3 There is a voice of crying from Choronayim, 
destruction and a great breach. 4 Broken down is Moab: her little ones send forth a cry 
of distress. 5 For the ascent of Luchith is ascended with weeping and tears; for on the 
descent of Choronayim the enemies have heard the cry of destruction. ® Flee, save your 
life, and be ye like the solitary tree in the wilderness. ’ For, because thou hast trusted 
in thy works and in thy treasures, thou also shalt be conquered: and Kemosh shall go 
forth into exile, [with] his priests and his princes together. ® And the water shall come 
over every city, and no city shall escape: and lost shall be the valley, and destroyed shall 
be the plain, as the Lord hath said. 9 Give wings unto Moab, that she may flee and get 
away; since her cities shall become desolate, without any to dwell therein. 1° Cursed be 
he that doth the work of the Lord negligently, and cursed be he that withholdeth his 
sword from blood. 11 Moab was ever at ease from his youth, and he was resting on his 
lees, and was not emptied from vessel to vessel, and had not gone into exile: therefore 
had his taste remained in him, and his scent was not changed. 12 Therefore, behold, 
days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will send unto him tappers, that shall tap him, 
and they shall empty his vessels, and dash in pieces their bottles. 13 And Moab shall be 


ashamed of Kemosh, as the house of Israel were made ashamed because of Beth-el their 
confidence. 14 How can ye say, We are mighty and men of bravery for the war? 5 Moab 


is wasted, and into his cities hath [the enemy] ascended, and his chosen young men are 
gone down to the slaughter, saith the King, the Lord of hosts is his name. 1 Near is the 
calamity of Moab to come, and his misfortune hasteneth fast. 17 All ye that are about 
him bemoan him; and all ye that know his name: say, How is the strong staff broken, the 
beautiful stick! 18 Come down from thy glory, and sit in thirst, thou inhabitress, daughter 
of Dibon; for the waster of Moab cometh up against thee, he destroyeth thy strong-holds. 
19 Stand by the way, and look out, O inhabitress of 'Aro'er: ask him that fleeth, and her 
that escapeth, say, What hath been done? 2° Moab hath been made ashamed; for it is 
broken down; wail, and cry aloud: tell ye it by the Arnon, that Moab is wasted, 2! And 
punishment is come over the land of the plain, over Cholon, and over Yahzah, and over 
Mepha'ath, 22 And over Dibon, and over Nebo, and over Beth-diblathayim, 23 And over 
Kiryathayim, and over Beth-gamul, and over Beth-me'on, 24 And over Keriyoth, and over 


Bozrah, and over all the cities of the land of Moab, that are far and that are near. 25 Hewn 
away is the horn of Moab, and his arm is broken, saith the Lord. 2° Make him drunken; 


for he magnified himself against the Lord: and Moab shall wallow in his vomit, and he 
also shall become [an object] of derision. 27 For was not Israel a derision unto thee? or 
was he found among thieves? that whenever thou spokest of him, thou hadst to shake 
[thy head]? 28 Leave the cities, and dwell on rocks, O ye that dwell in Moab; and be ye like 
the dove that maketh her nest in the sides of the mouth of rocky clefts. 2? We have heard 
the pride of Moab, who is so exceedingly proud, his haughtiness, and his pride, and his 
arrogance, and the overbearingness of his heart. 3°I will know, saith the Lord, his wrath, 
and how causeless it is: his liars have done what is not right. 3! Therefore will I wail for 
Moab, and for all Moab will I cry out; for the men of Kir-cheres shall people moan. 32 With 
the weeping of Ya'zer will I weep for thee, O vine of Sibmah; thy tendrils [once] passed 
over the sea, they reached as far as to the sea of Ya'zer: over thy summer-fruits and over 
thy vintage the waster is fallen. 33 And banished are joy and gladness from Carmel, and 
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from the land of Moab; and I have caused the wine to cease from the wine-presses; none 
shall tread the press with the vintner's call; battle cry—nor vintner's call. 34 From the 
loud cry of Cheshbon as far as El'aleh, even unto Yahaz, have they sent forth their voice, 
from Zo'ar even unto Choronayim, to the third 'Eglath; for the waters also of Nimrim 


shall become desolate. 35 Moreover will I cause to cease unto Moab, saith the Lord, him 
that offereth on the high-places, and him that burneth incense to his gods. 3° Therefore 


shall my heart groan for Moab like flutes, and my heart shall groan like flutes for the 
men of Kir-cheres; for the cause that the remnant of the riches he had gotten are lost. 
37 For every head is bald, and every beard is shorn: upon all the hands are cuttings, and 
upon the loins is sackcloth. 38 Upon all the roofs of Moab, and in her streets, there is 
everywhere lamentation; for I have broken Moab like a vessel which hath no value, saith 


the Lord. 39 Oh, how is it broken down! wail! how hath Moab turned the back with 
shame! and Moab shall be a derision and a dismay to all those around him. 4° For thus 


hath said the Lord, Behold, as the eagle shall he fly, and he shall spread out his wings 
over Moab. *! Captured are the fortresses, and the strong-holds are conquered: and the 
heart of the mighty men of Moab shall be on that day as the heart of a woman in her 
pangs. 42 And Moab shall be destroyed from being a people; because it hath magnified 
himself against the Lord. 43 Terror, and the pit, and the snare, shall be upon thee, O 


inhabitant of Moab, saith the Lord. 44 He that fleeth from the terror shall fall into the 
pit; and he that getteth up out of the pit shall be caught in the snare; for I will bring upon 


it, even upon Moab, the year of their visitation, saith the Lord. 4° Under the shadow of 
Cheshbon stand still, deprived of strength, those that flee; but a fire cometh forth out of 


Cheshbon, and a flame from the midst of Sichon, and it devoureth the corner of Moab, 
and the crown of the head of the children of vaunting. 4° Woe unto thee, O Moab! lost is 


the people of Kemosh; for thy sons are taken captives, and thy daughters into captivity. 
47 Yet will I bring back again the captivity of Moab in the end of days, saith the Lord. 
Thus far is the punishment of Moab. 


49 
1 Against the children of 'Ammon, Thus hath said the Lord, Hath Israel no sons? or 
hath he no heir? why then doth Malcolm possess Gad, and why do his people dwell in his 
cities? 2 Therefore, behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will cause an alarm 


of war to be heard in Rabbah of the children of 'Ammon; and it shall become a desolate 
heap, and its villages shall be burnt with fire: then shall Israel drive out those that drove 


them out, saith the Lord. 3 Wail, O Cheshbon, for 'Ai is wasted; cry aloud, ye daughters of 
Rabbah, gird yourselves with sackcloth; lament, and roam about among the sheepfolds; 
for Malcolm shall go into exile, [with] his priest and his princes together. * Wherefore 
gloriest thou in the valleys? thy valley floweth [with blood], 0 backsliding daughter, that 
trusted in her treasures, saying, Who can come unto me? ° Behold, I will bring terror 
upon thee, saith the Lord the Eternal of hosts, from all those that are around thee: and 
ye shall be driven out every man in his own way; and none shall gather up the fugitive. 
6 And afterward will I bring back again the captivity of the children of 'Ammon, saith 
the Lord. 7 Concerning Edom, thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Is there no more wisdom 
in Theman? is counsel vanished from the prudent? is their wisdom become corrupt? 
8 They flee, turn round, seek their abode in deep places,— the inhabitants of Dedan; for 
the calamity of Esau do I bring upon him, the time when I visit him with punishment. ? If 
grape-gatherers had come to thee, would they not have left some gleanings? if thieves 
by night, they would destroy only till they had satisfied themselves; !° But I have made 


Esau bare, I have uncovered his secret haunts, so that he will not be able to hide himself: 
his seed is wasted, and his brethren, and his neighbors, and he is no more. 11 Leave thy 


fatherless children, I will have to preserve them alive: and thy widows must trust in me. 
12 For thus hath said the Lord, Behold, they whose right it was not to drink the cup have 
been compelled to drink it, and art thou he that shall altogether go unpunished? thou 
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shalt not go unpunished, but thou shalt surely drink it. 13 For by myself have I sworn, 
saith the Lord, that Bozrah shall become an astonishment, a disgrace, a ruin, and a curse; 
and all its cities shall become perpetual ruins. 14 A report have I heard from the Lord, 
and an ambassador is sent among the nations, [saying,] Gather yourselves together, and 
come against her, and rise up to the battle. 15 For, lo, I render thee small among the 
nations, despised among men. 16 Thy hastiness hath deceived thee, the presumption 
of thy heart, O thou that dwellest in the clefts of the rock, that holdest the height of 
the hill: though thou shouldst make thy nest as high as the eagle, thence would I bring 
thee down, saith the Lord. 17 And Edom shall become [an object of] astonishment: every 
one that passeth by it shall be astonished, and shall hiss at all its wounds. 18 Like the 
overthrow of Sodom and Gomorrah and their neighbors, saith the Lord, so shall no man 
dwell there, nor shall a son of man sojourn therein. 19 Behold, like a lion will he come up 
from the overflow of the Jordan against the strong habitation; for I will hasten him, [and] 
make him suddenly prevail against her; and him who is chosen will I array against her; 
for who is like me? and who will challenge me to battle? and who is that shepherd that 


can stand before me? 2° Therefore hear the counsel of the Lord, that he hath resolved 
against Edom; and his purposes, that he hath devised against the inhabitants of Theman: 


Surely the least of the flocks shall drag them away; surely he will devastate over them 
their habitation. 21 At the noise of their fall the earth quaketh: [there is] an outcry,—at 
the Red Sea their voice is heard. 22 Behold, like the eagle shall he come up and fly along, 
and spread out his wings over Bozrah: and the heart of the mighty men of Edom shall 
be on that day as the heart of a woman in her pangs. 23 Concerning Damascus. Chamath 
and Arpad are made ashamed; for evil tidings have they heard, they are fainthearted: 
on the sea there is care, it is not able to be quiet. 24 Damascus is become feeble, she 
turneth about to flee, and trembling hath taken hold on her: pangs and throes have 
seized her, as a woman in travail. 25 “How is the city of praise not forsaken, the town 
of my joy!” 2° Therefore shall her young men fall in her streets, and all the men of war 
shall perish on that day, saith the Lord of hosts. 27 And I will kindle a fire on the wall 
of Damascus, and it shall consume the palaces of Ben-hadad. 28 Concerning Kedar, and 
concerning the kingdoms of Chazor, which Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon smote, 
thus hath said the Lord, Arise ye, go up to Kedar, and devastate the men of the east. 
29 Their tents and their flocks shall they take away; their curtains, and all their vessels 
and their camels shall they take to themselves: and they shall call out over them, Terror 
is on every side. 3°Flee, fly away far off, seek your abode in deep places, O ye inhabitants 
of Chazor, saith the Lord; for Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon hath taken counsel 
against you, and hath conceived a device against you. >! Arise, get you up unto the nation 
that is at ease, that dwelleth in security, saith the Lord, which hath neither gates nor 
bars, which dwelleth alone. 32 And their camels shall become a booty, and the multitude 
of their cattle a spoil: and I will scatter unto all winds those that have the hair cut round; 
and from all sides will I bring their calamity, saith the Lord. 33 And Chazor shall become 
a dwelling for monsters, a desolation for ever: there shall no man dwell there, nor shall 
a son of man sojourn therein. °4 The word of the Lord that came to Jeremiah the prophet 
concerning 'Elam, in the beginning of the reign of Zedekiah the king of Judah, saying, 


35 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Behold, I will break the bow of 'Elam, the chief of 
their strength. 3° And I will bring over 'Elam the four winds from the four quarters of the 


heavens, and will scatter them toward all these winds: and there shall not be any nation 
whither shall not come the outcasts of 'Elam. 37 For I will cause 'Elam to be dismayed 
before their enemies, and before those that seek their life: and I will bring over them 
evil, the fierceness of my anger, saith the Lord: and I will send out after them the sword, 
till I have made an end of them. 38 And I will set up my throne in 'Elam, and I will destroy 
thence king and princes, saith the Lord. 39 But it shall come to pass in the latter days, 
that I will bring back again the captivity of 'Elam, saith the Lord. 


1617 XRN 


Jeremiah 50:1 465 Jeremiah 50:25 


50 


1 The word that the Lord spoke concerning Babylon, concerning the land of the 
Chaldeans, by means of Jeremiah the prophet. 2 Announce ye among the nations, and 
publish, and lift up a standard; publish, conceal not; say, Babylon is captured, Bel is put to 
shame, Merodach is broken in pieces; put to shame are her idols; broken in pieces are her 
images. 3 For there is come up against her a nation out of the north, which will change 
her land into a desert, so that there shall not be any one dwelling therein: both man 
and beast are fled away, they are departed. 4 In those days, and at that time, saith the 
Lord, shall the children of Israel come, they and the children of Judah together, going 
and weeping shall they go, and the Lord their God shall they seek. 5° After Zion shall 
they ask, with their faces on the way thitherward, [saying,] Come: and they will join 
themselves to the Lord in a perpetual covenant that shall not be forgotten. © Lost sheep 
were my people; their shepherds had caused them to go astray, they had let them roam 
wildly on the mountains: from mountain to hill did they go, they forgot their resting- 
place. 7 All that found them devoured them; and their adversaries said, We offend not, 
because they have sinned against the Lord, the habitation of righteousness, and the hope 
of their fathers, the Lord. 8 Fly away out of the midst of Babylon, and go forth out of 
the land of the Chaldeans, and be ye as the he-goats before the flocks. 9 For, lo, I will 
awaken and cause to come up against Babylon an assemblage of great nations from the 
north country; and they shall set themselves in battle-array against her; from there shall 
she be captured: their arrows are as those of a skilful mighty one, none of which ever 
returneth in vain. 1° And Chaldea shall be given up to spoil: all that spoil her shall be 
satisfied, saith the Lord. !! Though ye rejoice, though ye be glad, O ye plunderers of 
my heritage, though ye be grown fat as the heifer at grass, and neigh as stud-horses: 
12 Your mother is made greatly ashamed; she that bore you is put to the blush; behold, 
the end of nations shall be wilderness, dry land, and desert. 13 Because of the wrath of 
the Lord shall it not be inhabited, and it shall be wholly desolate: every one that passeth 
by Babylon shall be astonished, and hiss over all her wounds. !4 Put yourselves in battle- 
array against Babylon round about, all ye that bend the bow, shoot at her, spare not the 
arrows: for against the Lord hath she sinned. 15 Shout against her round about; she hath 


stretched out her hand: fallen are her foundations, thrown down are her walls; for it is 
the vengeance of the Lord; take vengeance upon her; as she hath done, so do unto her. 


16 Cut off the sower from Babylon, and him that handleth the sickle in the time of harvest; 
because of the wasting sword shall they turn about every one to his people, and every 
one to his own land shall they flee. !” A scattered lamb is Israel; the lions have driven him 
away: first the king of Assyria devoured him; and this last one broke his bones, [even] 
Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon. 18 Therefore thus hath said the Lord of hosts, the 
God of Israel, Behold, I will inflict punishment on the king of Babylon and on his land, as 
I have punished the king of Assyria. 19 And I will bring Israel back again to his habitation, 
and he shall feed on Carmel and Bashan: and upon the mountain of Ephraim and Gil'ad 
shall his soul be satisfied. 2° In those days, and at that time, saith the Lord, shall the 
iniquity of Israel be sought for, and it shall not be there; and the sins of Judah, and they 
shall not be found; for I will pardon those whom I will leave remaining. #1 Against the 
land of twofold rebellion—even against it go thou up, and against the inhabitants of 
the country of punishment: lay in ruins and utterly destroy their offspring, saith the 
Lord, and do in accordance with all that I have commanded thee. 22 A sound of battle 
[is heard] in the land, and of great destruction. 23 How is cut asunder and broken the 
hammer of all the earth! how is Babylon become an astonishment among the nations! 
24] have laid a snare for thee, and thou art also captured, O Babylon, while thou wast 
not aware: thou art found, and also caught, because thou hadst entered into a contest 
against the Lord. 25 The Lord hath opened his treasury, and hath brought forth the 
weapons of his indignation; for it is a work for the Lord, the Eternal of hosts, in the 
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land of the Chaldeans. 26 Come against her from the end of the earth, open her garners; 
tread her down as sheaves of corn, and destroy her utterly: let there not be left of her 
a remnant even. 27 Destroy all her bullocks; let them go down to the slaughter: Woe 
unto them! for their day is come, the time of their visitation. 28 There is the voice of 
those that flee and escape out of the land of Babylon, to tell in Zion the vengeance of 
the Lord our God, the vengeance for his temple. 29 Call together the archers against 
Babylon; all ye that bend the bow, encamp against her round about; let there be no 
escape for her: recompense her according to her work; in accordance with all that she 
hath done, do unto her; for against the Lord hath she acted presumptuously, against 
the Holy One of Israel. 3° therefore shall her young men fall in her streets, and all her 
men of war shall perish on that day, saith the Lord. 31 Behold, I am against thee, 0 
presumptuous one! saith the Lord, the Eternal of hosts; for thy day is come, the time 
that I will visit thee [with punishment]. 32 And the presumptuous shall stumble and fall, 
with none to raise him up: and I will kindle a fire in his cities, and it shall devour all 


his environs. 33 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, The children of Israel and the children 
of Judah are oppressed together: and all that took them captive hold them fast; they 


refuse to dismiss them. 34 Their Redeemer is strong; The Lord of hosts is his name: he 
will surely contend in their cause, in order that he may give rest to the land, and make 
the inhabitants of Babylon tremble. 35 The sword is upon the Chaldeans, saith the Lord, 
and against the inhabitants of Babylon, and against her princes, and against her wise 
men. 3° The sword is against the lying soothsayers, and they shall be made foolish: the 
sword is against her mighty men, and they shall be dismayed. 3” The sword is against 
their horses, and against their chariots, and against all the confederates that are in the 
midst of her, and they shall become as women: the sword is against her treasures, and 
they shall be plundered. °° The drought is against her waters, and they shall be dried 
up; for it is the land of graven images, and with their horrid idols do they play the 
madman. 3° Therefore shall martens dwell [there] with jackals, and the ostriches shall 
dwell therein: and it shall be not inhabited any more for ever; and it shall not be dwelt 
in from generation to generation. 4° Like the overthrow by God of Sodom and Gomorrah 
and their neighbors, saith the Lord, so shall no man dwell there, nor shall any son of 
man sojourn therein. 4! Behold, a people cometh from the north, and a great nation, 
and many kings shall be awakened from the farthest ends of the earth. 42 Bow and lance 
do they firmly grasp; they are cruel, and show not any mercy; their voice roareth like the 
sea, and upon horses do they ride, placed in array, like one man, for the battle, against 
thee, O daughter of Babylon. 43 The king of Babylon hath heard the report of them, and 
his hands are grown feeble: anguish hath taken fast hold of him, pangs as of a woman 
in travail. 44 Behold, like a lion shall he come up from the overflow of the Jordan unto 
the strong habitation; for I will hasten them [and] make them suddenly prevail over her, 
and him who is chosen will I array against her; for who like me? and who will challenge 
me to battle? and who is that shepherd that can stand before me? # Therefore hear ye 
the counsel of the Lord, that he hath resolved against Babylon; and his purposes, that he 
hath devised against the land of the Chaldeans: Surely the least of the flock shall drag 
them away; surely he will devastate over them their habitation. 4° At the noise of the 
conquest of Babylon the earth quaketh, and the outcry is heard among the nations. 


51 
1 Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will awaken against Babylon, and against those 
that dwell in the midst of my opponents, a destroying wind; 2 And I will send out unto 
Babylon fanners, and they shall fan her, and shall empty out her land; for they shall be 
against her round about on the day of trouble. 3 Let the archer come against any one 
that bendeth his bow, and against him that lifteth himself up in his armor: and spare ye 
not her young men: destroy ye utterly all her host. 4 And the slain shall fall in the land 
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of the Chaldeans, and they that are pierced through, in her streets. 5 For not widowed 
are Israel and Judah of their God, of the Lord of hosts; for the land of those was filled 
with guiltiness against the Holy One of Israel. © Flee ye out of the midst of Babylon, and 
save ye every man his life: perish not for her iniquity; for this is a time of vengeance 
unto the Lord; a recompense is he paying out unto her. 7 A golden cup hath Babylon 
been in the hand of the Lord, that made drunken all the earth: of her wine have nations 
drunk; therefore are the nations rendered mad. ® Suddenly is Babylon fallen and broken: 


wail ye for her; fetch balm for her wound, perhaps she may be healed. ° “We would have 
healed Babylon, but she was not healed: forsake her, and let us go every one unto his own 
country; for her punishment reacheth unto the heavens, and it is lifted up even to the 
skies.” 1° The Lord hath brought forth our righteousness: come, and let us relate in Zion 
the work of the Lord our God. 1! Make bright the arrows; fill the quivers: the Lord hath 
awakened the spirit of the kings of Media; for against Babylon is his intention, to destroy 
it; because it is the vengeance of the Lord, the vengeance for his temple. !2 Against the 
walls of Babylon lift up the standard, strengthen the watch, set up the watchmen, make 
ready the ambushes; for the Lord hath both intended and done what he had spoken 
against the inhabitants of Babylon. !° 0 thou that dwellest upon many waters, great in 
treasures, thy end is come, the full measure of thy selfish robbery. 14 Sworn hath the 
Lord of hosts by himself, Surely I will fill thee with men, as with locusts: and they shall 
lift up the battle-cry against thee. 5 He made the earth by his power, he established the 
world by his wisdom, and by his understanding he stretched out the heavens. !¢ At the 
sound when he giveth a multitude of waters in the heavens, and causeth clouds to ascend 
from the ends of the earth; when he maketh lightnings with rain, and bringeth forth the 
wind out of his treasures: !7 Then standeth every man as brutish without knowledge; 
ashamed is every goldsmith because of the graven image; for falsehood is his molten 
work, and there is no breath therein. 18 They are vanity, the work of deception: in the 
time of their punishment shall they vanish. 19 Not like these is the portion of Jacob; for 
He is the former of all things, and Israel is the tribe of his inheritance: The Lord of hosts 
is his name. 2° Thou art a hammer unto me, weapons of war; and I strike down with thee 
nations, and I destroy with thee kingdoms; 2! And I strike down with thee the horse and 


his rider; and I strike down with thee the chariot and its rider; 22 And I strike down with 
thee man and woman; and I strike down with thee the aged and the lad; and I strike down 


with thee the young man and the virgin: 23 And I strike down with thee the shepherd 
and his flock; and I strike down with thee the husbandman and his yoke of oxen; and I 
strike down with thee governors and rulers. 24 But [now] will I repay unto Babylon and 
to all the inhabitants of Chaldea all their evil that they have done in Zion before your 
eyes, saith the Lord. 25 Behold, I am against thee, O destroying mountain, saith the Lord, 
which destroyest all the earth; and I will stretch out my hand over thee, and I will roll 
thee down from the rocks, and will render thee a burnt mountain. 26 And they shall 
not take from thee a stone for a corner, nor a stone for foundations; but everlasting 
ruins shalt thou be, saith the Lord. 27 Lift ye up a standard in the land, blow ye the 
cornet among the nations, make ready against her nations, call together against her the 
kingdoms of Ararat, Minni, and Ashkenaz; appoint against her a commander; cause the 
horses to come up like the hairy locusts. 28 Make ready against her the nations with 
the kings of Media, its governors, and all its rulers, and all the land of their dominion. 
29 And the earth quaketh and trembleth; for every one of the purposes of the Lord is 
fulfilled against Babylon, to change the land of Babylon into a desolate country without 
an inhabitant. 3° The mighty men of Babylon have ceased to fight, they sit still in [their] 
strongholds; their might is vanished; they are become as women: they have burnt her 
dwelling-places; her bars are broken. 31 One runner shall run to meet another runner, 
and one messenger to meet another messenger, to tell unto the king of Babylon that his 
city is captured at all ends, 32 And that the passages have been seized, and that they have 
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burnt the reeds with fire, and that the men of war are affrighted. 3° For thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, the daughter of Babylon is like a threshing-floor, 
at the time they thresh therein; but yet a little while more, when the time of harvest 
shall come for her. 34 “Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon devoured me, he crushed 
me, he set me down as an empty vessel, he swallowed me up like a huge serpent, he 
filled his belly with my delicacies: he drove me out. *5 the violence done to me and to 
my flesh be upon Babylon,” will the inhabitress of Zion say; and “My blood be upon the 
inhabitants of Chaldea,” will Jerusalem say. 3° Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Behold, 
I will contend in thy cause, and execute vengeance for thee; and I will dry up her sea, and 
cause her springs to fail. 37 And Babylon shall become ruinous heaps, a dwelling-place 
for monsters, an astonishment, and a derision, without an inhabitant. 38 Together like 
lions shall they roar: they shall yell like the lions' whelps. 39 When they are heated will 
I prepare their drinking-feasts, and I will make them drunken, in order that they may 
be joyful, and [then] sleep a perpetual sleep, and not awake again, saith the Lord. 4°I 
will bring them down like lambs to the slaughter, like wethers with he-goats. 4! How is 
Sheshach captured! and how is conquered the praise of the whole earth! how is Babylon 
become an astonishment among the nations! 42 The sea is come up over Babylon: with 
the multitude of its waves is she covered. 43 Her cities are become desolate places, a dry 
land, and a wilderness, a land wherein not any man shall dwell, and through which no 
son of man shall pass along. 44 And I will inflict punishment on Bel in Babylon, and I will 
bring forth what he hath swallowed up out of his mouth; and nations shall not assemble 
together like a stream unto him any more; yea, the wall of Babylon also is fallen. 45 Go 
ye out of the midst of her, my people, and save ye every man his life from the fierceness 
of the anger of the Lord. 4° And so that your heart may not faint, and ye fear at the 
report that is heard in the land: when the report cometh in one year, and after that in 
another year cometh another report, and when violence [be done] in the land, [by] ruler 
against ruler. 47 Therefore, behold, days are coming, when I will inflict punishment on 
the graven images of Babylon, and her whole land shall be put to shame, and all her slain 


shall fail in the midst of her. 48 And then shall the heaven and the earth, and all that is 
therein, sing because of Babylon; for from the north shall come unto her the destroyers, 


saith the Lord. 49 Also Babylon is destined to fall, O ye slain ones of Israel, also at Babylon 
fall the slain of all the land. 5° [But] ye that have escaped the sword, go away, stand not 
still: remember afar off the Lord, and let Jerusalem rise up in your heart. 5! “We had 
been made ashamed, because we had heard reproach: confusion had covered our faces; 
because strangers were come into the sanctuaries of the Lord's house.” 52 Therefore, 
behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when I will inflict punishment on her graven 
images: and through all her land shall groan the deadly wounded. 53 Though Babylon 
should mount up to heaven, and though she should fortify the height of her strength; 
yet from me should destroyers come unto her, saith the Lord. 54 A sound of a painful cry 
cometh from Babylon, and of a great breach from the land of the Chaldeans; 5° Because 
the Lord wasteth Babylon, and destroyeth out of her the loud noise; but their waves 
roar like great waters, the noise of their voice is sent forth; 5° Because the destroyer is 
come over her, over Babylon, and her mighty men are caught, every one of their bows 
is broken; for the God of recompenses, the Lord, will surely requite. 57 And I will make 
drunken her princes, and her wise men, her governors, and her rulers, and her mighty 
men: and they shall sleep a perpetual sleep, and not awake again, saith the King, The 
Lord of hosts is his name. 58 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Every one of the broad 
walls of Babylon shall be utterly overthrown, and her high gates shall be burnt with fire; 
so that nations shall have labored in vain, and the people for the fire, and so shall they 
have wearied themselves. 59 The word which Jeremiah the prophet commanded Serayah 
the son of Neriyah, the son of Machseyah, when he went with Zedekiah the king of Judah 
unto Babylon in the fourth year of his reign. And this Serayah was chief chamberlain. 
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60 And Jeremiah wrote down all the evil that should come upon Babylon in one book, 
namely, all these words that are written concerning Babylon. 1 And Jeremiah said to 
Serayah, As thou comest to Babylon, see to it, that thou read all these words; ®? And thou 
shalt say, O Lord, thou thyself hast spoken concerning this place, to cut it off, so that 


there shall not be in it an inhabitant, either man or beast; but that it shall become a 
desolate place for ever. ©3 And it shall be, when thou hast finished reading this book, 


that thou shalt bind a stone to it, and throw it into the midst of the Euphrates; °4 And 
thou shalt say, Thus shall Babylon sink, and shall not rise again from the evil that I will 
bring upon her: and her people shall be wearied. Thus far are the words of Jeremiah. 


52 

1 One and twenty years was Zedekiah old when he became king, and eleven years did 
he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Chamutal the daughter of Jeremiah 
of Libnah. 2 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, in accordance with all 
that Jehoyakim had done. 3 For through the anger of the Lord it came to pass against 
Jerusalem and Judah, till he had cast them out of his presence, that Zedekiah rebelled 
against the king of Babylon. 4 And it came to pass in the ninth year of his reign, in the 
tenth month, on the tenth day of the month, that Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon 
came, he and all his army, against Jerusalem, and they encamped against it, and built 
against it works of attack round about. ° So the city was placed in a state of siege until 
the eleventh year of king Zedekiah. © And in the fourth month, on the ninth day of the 
month, when the famine was severe in the city, so that there was no bread for the people 
of the land: 7 The city was broken in, and all the men of war fled, and went forth out of 
the city by night by the way of the gate between the two walls, which was near the king's 
garden; [while the Chaldeans were round about the city;] and they went by the way of 
the plain. 8 But the army of the Chaldeans pursued after the king, and they overtook 
Zedekiah in the plains of Jericho: and all his army was scattered from him. 9 And they 
caught the king, and they brought him up unto the king of Babylon to Riblah in the land 
of Chamath: and he called him to account. 1° And the king of Babylon slaughtered the 
sons of Zedekiah before his eyes: and also all the princes of Judah did he slaughter in 
Riblah. “ And the eyes of Zedekiah did he blind; and the king of Babylon bound him 
with brazen fetters, and carried him to Babylon, and put him in the ward-house till the 
day of his death. 12 And in the fifth month, on the tenth day of the month, which was 
the nineteenth year of king Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, came Nebuzaradan, 
the captain of the guard, [who] served the king of Babylon, unto Jerusalem. 13 And he 
burnt the house of the Lord, and the king's house: and all the houses of Jerusalem, and 
all the houses of the great men, did he burn with fire: 14 And all the walls of Jerusalem 
round about did all the army of the Chaldeans, that were with the captain of the guard, 
pull down. 4 And certain of the poorest of the people, and the residue of the people that 
had been left in the city, and the deserters, that had run away to the king of Babylon, 
and the rest of the multitude, did Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard carry away into 
exile. !© But certain of the poorest of the land did Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard 
leave for vine-dressers and for husbandmen. !” Also the pillars of copper that were in the 
house of the Lord, and the bases, and the copper sea that was in the house of the Lord, did 
the Chaldeans break, and they carried off all their copper to Babylon. 18 And the pots, and 
the shovels, and the knives, and the bowls, and the spoons, and all the vessels of copper 
wherewith they used to perform the service, did they take away. !° And the basins, and 
the censers, and the bowls, and the pots, and the candlesticks, and the spoons, and the 
purifying-tubes: of what was of gold the gold, and of what was of silver the silver, did 
the captain of the guard take away. 2° The two pillars, the one sea, and the twelve copper 
oxen that served instead of the bases, which king Solomon had made for the house of 
the Lord: the copper of all these vessels could not be weighed. 21 And as regardeth the 
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pillars, eighteen cubits was the height of each one pillar; and a thread of twelve cubits 
would compass it; and its thickness was four fingers: it was hollow. 22 And a capital was 
upon it of copper; and the height of the one capital was five cubits, with network and 
pomegranates upon the capital round about, all of copper. And the like was the case 
with the second pillar and the pomegranates. 23 And the pomegranates were ninety 
and six on every side: all the pomegranates upon the network were one hundred round 
about. 24 And the captain of the guard took Serayah the chief priest, and Zephanyah the 
priest second in rank, and the three door-keepers; 25 And out of the city he took a certain 
court-officer, who had the supervision of the men of war: and seven men of those that 
had free access to the kings presence, who were found in the city; and the scribe of the 
chief of the army, who ordered to the army the people of the land; and sixty men of 
the people of the land, that were found in the midst of the city; 2° And Nebuzaradan the 
captain of the guard took them, and led them away unto the king of Babylon to Riblah. 
27 And the king of Babylon smote them, and put them to death in Riblah in the land 
of Chamath. Thus Judah was carried away into exile out of his own country. 2° This is 
the people whom Nebuchadrezzar carried away into exile: in the seventh year, three 
thousand and twenty and three Jews; 29 In the eighteenth year of Nebuchadrezzar from 
Jerusalem, eight hundred thirty and two persons; 3° In the three and twentieth year of 
Nebuchadrezzar, did Nebuzaradan the captain of the guard carry away into exile of the 
Jews seven hundred forty and five persons; all the persons were four thousand and six 
hundred. 3! And it came to pass in the seven and thirtieth year of the exile of Jehoyachin 
the king of Judah, in the twelfth month, on the five and twentieth day of the month that 
Evil-merodach the king of Babylon in the [first] year of his reign lifted up the head of 
Jehoyachin the king of Judah, and brought him forth out of the prison-house; 32 And he 
spoke kindly with him, and set his throne above the throne of the kings that were with 
him in Babylon, 33 And he changed his prison-garments: and he ate bread before him 
continually all the days of his life. 34 And his allowance was a continual allowance given 
him by the king, the necessary ration for the day on its day, until the day of his death, 
all the days of his life. 
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The Book of the Prophet Ezekiel 


1 And it came to pass in the thirtieth year, in the fourth month, on the fifth day of 
the month, as I was in the midst of the exiles by the river Kebar, that the heavens were 
opened, and I saw divine visions. 2On the fifth day of the month, which was the fifth year 
of the exile of king Jehoyachin, 3 Came the word of the Lord expressly unto Ezekiel the 
son of Buzi, the priest, in the land of the Chaldeans by the river Kebar; and there came 
upon him there the inspiration of the Lord. 4 And I saw, and behold, a storm-wind came 
out of the north, a great cloud, and a flaming fire, and a brightness was on it round about; 
and out of the midst of it was like the glitter of amber, out of the midst of the fire. > And 
out of the midst thereof [I saw] the likeness of four living creatures. And this was their 
appearance: They had the likeness of a man. © And every one had four faces, and every 
one of them had four wings. 7 And their feet were straight feet; and the sole of their feet 
was like the sole of a calf's foot: and they sparkled like the glitter of burnished copper. 
8 And hands of man [were visible] from beneath their wings on their four sides: and 
their faces and their wings [were alike] on all these four. ? Their wings were joined one 
to the other: they turned not about in their going; they went every one in the direction 


of one of their faces. 1° And the likeness of their faces was the face of a man; and the 
face of a lion, on the right side for all four of them; and the face of an ox on the left 


side for all four of them; and the face of an eagle for all four of them. 11 Thus were their 
faces: and their wings were spread out upward; every one had two joined one to another, 
and two covered their bodies. 12 And they went every one in the direction of one of his 
faces: whither the spirit was directed to go, they went; they turned not about in their 
going. !3 As for the likeness of the living creatures, their appearance was like coals of fire, 
burning as with the appearance of torches; this [fire] it was which passed along between 
the living creatures: and a brightness was about the fire, and out of the fire went forth 
lightning. 14 And the living creatures ran backward and forward like the appearance 
of a flash of lightning. !5 And I looked on the living creatures, and, behold, there was 
one wheel upon the earth close by the living creatures, by their four front faces. 1 The 
appearance of the wheels and their work was like the color of a chrysolite; and all four 
had one likeness: and their appearance and their work was as though it were a wheel in 
the middle of a wheel. !” Toward their four sides they went in their going: they turned 
not round in their going. 18 As for their circumferences, they were so high that they 
excited fear: and their felloes were full of eyes round about on all these four. 19 And when 
the living creatures went, the wheels went near to them: and when the living creatures 
lifted themselves up from the earth, the wheels lifted themselves up. 2° Whithersoever 
the spirit was to go, they went; [for] thither was [their] spirit to go: and the wheels lifted 
themselves up at the same time with them; for the spirit of the living creatures was in 


the wheels. 21 When those went, these went; and when those stood, these stood; and 
when those lifted themselves up from the earth, the wheels lifted themselves up at the 


same time with them; for the spirit of the living creatures was in the wheels. 2? And the 
likeness of a vault was over the head of the living creatures, [shining] like the glitter of 
the purest crystal, stretched forth over their heads above. 23 And under the vault their 
wings were straight, the one toward the other: every one had two, which covered them, 
and every one had two, which covered them,—[namely,] their bodies. 24 And I heard the 
sound of their wings, like the sound of great waters, as the voice of the Almighty, when 
they went, the sound of [their] speech, as the noise of an army: when they stood still, 
they let down their wings. 25 And there was a voice from the vault that was over their 
head: when they stood still, they let down their wings. 26 And above the vault that was 
over their head was like the appearance of a sapphire-stone, the likeness of a throne: 
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and upon the likeness of the throne was a likeness as the appearance of a man above 
upon it. 27 And I saw as if it were the glitter of amber, as the appearance of fire within 
it round about, from the appearance of his loins upward; and from the appearance of 
his loins downward, I saw as it were the appearance of fire, and it had brightness round 
about. 28 Like the appearance of the bow that is in the cloud on the day of rain, so was 
the appearance of the brightness round about: this was the appearance of the likeness 
of the glory of the Lord. And when | saw it, I fell upon my face, and I heard the voice of 
one that spoke. 


1 And he said unto me, Son of man, stand up upon thy feet, and I will speak with 
thee. 2 Anda spirit entered into me as he spoke unto me, and it placed me upon my feet, 
and I heard him that spoke unto me. 3 And he said unto me, Son of man, I send thee to 
the children of Israel, to rebellious tribes that have rebelled against me: they and their 
fathers have transgressed against me, even until this very day. 4 And the children are 
impudent of face, and obdurate of heart: I send thee unto them; and thou shalt say unto 
them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal. 5 And they, whether they will hear, or whether 
they will forbear, [for they are a rebellious family,] shall yet know that a prophet hath 
been among them. © And thou, son of man,—thou shalt not be afraid of them, and of their 
words thou shalt have no fear, though they be briers and thorns with thee, and thou 
dost dwell among scorpions: of their words be not afraid, and at their presence be not 
dismayed; for they are a rebellious family. 7 And thou shalt speak my words unto them, 
whether they will hear, or whether they will forbear; for they are rebellious. 8 But thou, 
son of man, hear what I am speaking unto thee, Be not thou rebellious like this rebellious 
family: open thy mouth, and eat what I give unto thee. ° And then I looked, and behold, 
a hand was stretched out toward me; and, lo, a roll-book was therein; 1° And he spread 


it out before me; and it was written within and without: and there were written therein 
lamentations, and dirges, and woe. 


1 And he said unto me, Son of man, eat what thou findest: eat this roll, and go, speak 
unto the house of Israel. 2So I opened my mouth, and he caused me to eat this roll. 3 And 
he said unto me, Son of man, feed thy belly, and fill thy bowels with this roll that I am 
giving unto thee. And I ate it; and it was in my mouth like honey in sweetness. 4 And 
he said unto me, Son of man, go, get thee unto the house of Israel, and speak with my 
words unto them. 5 For not to a people of an obscure speech and of a difficult tongue 
art thou sent, but to the house of Israel; © Not to many people of an obscure speech and 
of a difficult tongue, whose words thou canst not understand. Surely, had I sent thee 
to them, they would truly have hearkened unto thee. 7 But the house of Israel will not 
hearken unto thee; for they will not hearken unto me; for all the house of Israel have 
a bold forehead, and a hard heart. ® Behold, I have made thy face strong against their 
face, and thy forehead strong against their forehead. ° As an adamant harder than flint 
have I made thy forehead: thou shalt not fear them, nor shalt thou be dismayed at their 
presence, though they be a rebellious family. }° And he said unto me, Son of man, all my 
words that I will speak unto thee receive in thy heart, and hear [them] with thy ears. 
11 And go, get thee to those in exile, unto the children of thy people, and speak unto 
them, and say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal: whether they will hear, or 
whether they will forbear. 12 Then a spirit took me up, and I heard behind me a voice of 
a great rushing, [saying,] Blessed be the glory of the Lord from his place. 13 [I heard] also 
the sound of the wings of the living creatures that touched one another, and the sound 
of the wheels at the same time with them, and the sound of a great rushing. !4So a spirit 
lifted me up, and took me away, and I walked in bitterness, in the heat of my spirit, and 
the inspiration of the Lord was strong upon me. 15 Then came I to the exiles at Tel-abib, 
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who dwelt by the river Kebar, and I remained where they dwelt, and I remained there in 
a state of confusion among them seven days. 1° And it came to pass at the end of seven 
days, That the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 1” Son of man, I have made thee a 
watchman unto the house of Israel: and thou shalt hear the word out of my mouth, and 
give them warning from me. 18 When I say unto the wicked, Thou shalt surely die; and 
thou dost not give him warning, and speakest not to warn the wicked from his wicked 
way, to save his life: the same wicked man shall die through his iniquity; but his blood 
will I require at thy hand. 19 But thou,—if thou hast warned the wicked, and he turn not 
from his wickedness, nor from his wicked way: he shall indeed die in his iniquity; but 
thou hast surely delivered thy soul. 2° Again, When a righteous man do turn from his 
righteousness, and do what is wrong: then will I lay a stumbling-block before him, [so 
that] he shall die; yet if thou hast not given him warning, he shall die in his sin, and his 
acts of righteousness which he hath done shall not be remembered; but his blood will 
I require from thy hand. 2! But if thou hast truly warned him,—the righteous, that the 
righteous should not sin, and he doth not sin: he shall surely live, because he attended to 
the warning, and thou hast surely delivered thy own soul. 2? And the inspiration of the 
Lord came there over me; and he said unto me, Arise, go forth into the valley, and there 
will I speak with thee. 23 And I arose, and went forth into the valley; and, behold, there 
was the glory of the Lord standing, like that glory which I had seen by the river Kebar: 
and I fell down on my face. 24 Then entered a spirit into me, and placed me upright on my 
feet, and spoke with me, and said unto me, Go, shut thyself up within thy house. 25 But 
thou, O son of man, behold, they put ropes upon thee, and bind thee with them, that 
thou canst not go out among them: 2° And I will let thy tongue cleave to the roof of thy 
mouth, that thou shalt be dumb, and shalt not become to them a man who reproveth; 
for they are a rebellious family. 2” But when I speak with thee, I will open thy mouth, 
and thou shalt say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, He that heareth, let him 
hear; and he that forbeareth, let him forebear; for they are a rebellious family. 


1 But thou, O son of man, take thyself a tile, and lay it before thee, and engrave upon 
it a city, [namely,] Jerusalem: 2 And place around it a siege, and build works of attack 
against it, and cast up a mound against it; and arrange around it encampments, and 
place against it battering rams round about. 3 Moreover take thou unto thyself an iron 
pan, and set it up as a wall of iron between thee and the city: and direct thy face against 
it, that it may be placed ina state of siege, and lay siege against it. This shall be a sign for 
the house of Israel. 4 And as for thyself, lie upon thy left side, and lay the iniquity of the 
house of Israel upon it: [after] the number of the days that thou shalt lie upon it shalt 
thou bear their iniquity. 5 But as for myself, I lay upon thee the years of their iniquity, 
after the number of the days, three hundred and ninety days: so shalt thou bear the 
iniquity of the house of Israel. © And when thou hast made an end of them, thou shalt 
lie on thy right side, the second time, and thou shalt bear the iniquity of the house of 
Judah forty days: a day each for a year, a day for a year do I lay it on thee. 7 And toward 
the siege of Jerusalem shalt thou direct thy face with thy arm uncovered, and thou shalt 
prophesy against it. 8 And, behold, I will lay ropes upon thee, that thou mayest not turn 
thyself from one side to the other, till thou hast made an end of the days of thy siege. 
9 But thou take unto thee wheat, and barley, and beans, and lentiles, and millet, and 
spelt, and put them in one vessel, and make thyself bread thereof, [after] the number 
of the days that thou shalt lie upon thy side, three hundred and ninety days, shalt thou 
eat it. 10 And thy food which thou shalt eat shall be by weight, twenty shekels for every 
day: from one time to the other time shalt thou eat it. 11 And water shalt thou drink by 
measure, the sixth part of a hin: from one time to the other time shalt thou drink [it]. 
12 And in form of a barley-cake shalt thou eat it, and this shalt thou bake with balls of 
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human excrement before their eyes. 13 And the Lord said, Even thus shall the children of 
Israel eat their bread unclean among the nations whither I will drive them. 14Then said 
I, Ah Lord Eternal! behold, my soul hath not been defiled; and that which dieth of itself, 
or is torn in pieces, have I never eaten from my youth up even until now; and never is 
flesh of abomination come into my mouth. 5 Then said he unto me, Lo, I have given thee 
cow's dung instead of human excrement; and thou shalt prepare thy bread thereupon. 
16 And he said unto me, Son of man, behold, I will break the staff of bread in Jerusalem; 
and they shall eat bread by weight, and with anxious care; and they shall drink water 
by measure, and in confusion; 1” In order that they may want bread and water, and be 
confounded one with the other, and pine away for their iniquity. 


5 


1 And thou, son of man, take unto thyself a sharp sword, a barber's razor shalt thou 
take for it unto thyself, and cause it to pass over thy head and over thy beard: then take 
unto thee balances for weighing, and divide the hair. 2 One third part shalt thou burn 
with fire in the midst of the city, when the days of the siege are completed; and thou shalt 
take another third part, and smite [it] round about it with the sword; and the other third 
part shalt thou scatter to the wind: and I will draw out a sword after the same. 3 And take 
thence a few in number, and tie them up in the corners of thy garment. 4 And from these 
again shalt thou take some, and cast them into the midst of the fire, and burn them in the 
fire: therefrom shall a fire go forth unto all the house of Israel. 5 Thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, This is Jerusalem, which I had set it in the midst of the nations and countries 
that are round about her. © But she rebelled against my ordinances more wickedly than 
the nations, and against my statutes, more than the countries that are round about her; 
for my ordinances they have despised, and as for my statutes, they have not walked in 
them. 7 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because ye have given yourselves up 
to evil more than the nations that are round about you, have not walked in my statutes, 
and have not executed my ordinances, and not even acted according to the ordinances 
of the nations that are round about you: ® Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Behold, I, also I am against thee, and I will execute judgments in the midst of thee before 
the eyes of the nations. ? And I will do in thee that which I have never done, and the like 
of which I will never do any more, because of all thy abominations. !° Therefore fathers 


shall devour their children in the midst of thee, and children shall devour their fathers: 
and I will execute judgments on thee, and I will scatter all thy remnant unto all the winds. 


11 Therefore, as I live, saith the Lord Eternal, Surely, because thou hast made unclean my 
sanctuary with all thy detestable things, and with all thy abominations: therefore will I 
also diminish [thee]; and my eye shall not show pity, and I also will not spare. 12 A third 
part of thee shall die through the pestilence, and come through famine to their end in 
the midst of thee; and another third part shall fall by the sword round about thee; and 
the other third part will I scatter unto all the winds, and a sword will I draw out after 
them. !° Thus shall my anger be accomplished, and I will cause my fury to rest upon 
them, and I will satisfy myself: and they shall know that I the Lord have spoken it in my 
zeal, when I have let out all my fury on them. ! Yea, I will render thee a ruin, and a 
disgrace among the nations that are round about thee, before the eyes of every one that 
passeth by. 45 And she shall be a disgrace and a taunt, a warning and an astonishment 
unto the nations that are round about thee, when I execute judgments on thee in anger 
and in fury and in furious chastisements,—I the Lord have spoken it,— 1 When I send out 
among them the dreadful arrows of famine, which [ever] were the cause of destruction, 
which I will send out to destroy you; and I will increase the famine upon you, and will 
break unto you the staff of bread: 17 So will I let loose over you famine and wild beasts, 
and they shall make thee childless; and pestilence and blood shall pass through thee; 
and the sword will I bring over thee. I the Lord have spoken it. 
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6 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, Son of man, set thy face against 
the mountains of Israel, and prophesy against them, 3 And thou shalt say, O mountains 
of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord Eternal! Thus hath said the Lord Eternal to the 
mountains, and to the hills, to the brooks, and to the valleys, Behold, I, even I, will bring 
over you the sword, and I will destroy your high-places. 4 And your altars shall be made 
desolate, and your sun-images shall be broken: and I will cause your slain ones to fall 
before your idols. ° And I will lay the carcasses of the children of Israel before their 
idols; and I will scatter your bones round about your altars. °In all your dwelling-places 
the cities shall be laid in ruins, and the high-places shall be made desolate; in order that 
your altars may be laid in ruins and made desolate, and your idols may be broken and 
annihilated, and your sun-images may be cut down, and your works may be blotted out. 
7 And the slain shall fall in the midst of you: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. ® Yet 
will I leave [some]; that ye shall have some that escape the sword among the nations, 
when ye shall be scattered in the [various] countries. ? And those of you that escape shall 
remember me among the nations among whom they shall have been carried captive, 
when I shall have broken their licentious heart, which had departed from me, even with 
their eyes, which were gone astray after their idols: and they shall loathe themselves 
on account of the evil deeds which they have committed with all their abominations. 
10 And they shall know that I am the Lord: not for naught have I spoken that I would 
do unto them this evil. 1! Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Strike thy hands together, 
and stamp with thy foot, and say, Alas for all the dreadful abominations of the house of 
Israel! who will have to fall by the sword, by the famine, and by the pestilence. 12 He 
that is afar off shall die of the pestilence; and he that is near shall fall by the sword; 
and he that remaineth and is besieged shall die by the famine: thus will I let out all my 
fury on them. 13 And ye shall know that I am the Lord, when their slain ones shall lie 
in the midst of their idols round about their altars, on every high hill, upon all the tops 
of the mountains, and under every green tree, and under every thick-branched oak,— 
places where they presented sweet savor to all their idols. 14 And I will stretch out my 


hand over them, and I will render the land desolate and waste, more than the wilderness 
toward Diblath, in all their habitations: and they shall know that I am the Lord. 


7 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 And thou, son of man, thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal concerning the land of Israel, There is an end! the end is coming 
over the four corners of the land. 3 Now cometh the end over thee, and I will let loose my 
anger against thee, and will judge thee according to thy ways, and 1 will lay upon thee all 
thy abominations. 4 And my eye shall not show pity upon thee, and I will not spare thee; 
for thy own ways will I lay upon thee, and thy abominations shall come in the midst of 
thee: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 5 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, An evil, a 
peculiar evil, behold, is coming. ® An end is coming, there is coming the end: it waketh 
up against thee; behold, [the evil] cometh. 7 The evil decree is come against thee, 0 thou 
inhabitant of the land: the time is come, near is the day of tumult, and not the joyful 
call on the mountains. ® Now will I in a short time pour out my fury over thee, and I 
will let out all my anger against thee, and I will judge thee according to thy ways, and I 
will lay upon thee all thy abominations. ? And my eye shall not show pity, and I will not 
spare: according to thy ways will I lay [evil] on thee, and thy abominations shall come in 
the midst of thee: and ye shall know that I am the Lord that smiteth. !° Behold the day, 
behold, it is coming; the evil decree is gone forth; the staff hath blossomed, presumption 
hath budded; 11 The violence is grown up into the staff of wickedness: nothing is left 
of them, and nothing of their multitude, and nothing of theirs; and there shall be no 
lamenting for them. 12 The time is coming, the day occurreth; let the buyer not rejoice, 
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and let the seller not mourn; for wrath is against all her multitude. 1° For the seller 
shall not return to that which is sold, although their soul were yet alive; for the vision is 
against all her multitude; no one shall return; but the soul of every one is fastened to his 
iniquity, they do not strengthen themselves [to repent]. 14 They have blown the cornet, 
every one maketh himself ready; but no one goeth to the battle; for my wrath is against 
all her multitude. 15 The sword is without, and the pestilence and the famine are within: 
he that is in the field shall die by the sword; and he that is in the city, him shall famine 
and pestilence devour. 16 But they that escape of them shall escape, and they shall be 
on the mountains like the doves of the valleys, all of which are moaning, every one in 
his iniquity. 17 All hands become feeble, and all knees go into water. 18 And people gird 
themselves with sackcloth, and shuddering covereth them: and upon all faces there is 
shame, and upon all their heads there is baldness. 19 Their silver shall they cast into 
the streets, and their gold shall be as though it were unclean: their silver and their gold 
shall not be able to deliver them on the day of the wrath of the Lord; they shall not 
satisfy their souls, and not fill their bowels; because it was the stumbling-block for their 
iniquity. 2° And as for the beauty of his ornament, which he had instituted for [their] 
pride: even therein did they make the images of their abominations, their detestable 
things; therefore have I rendered it unclean for them. 2! And I will give it up into the 
hands of the strangers for a prey, and to the wicked of the earth for a spoil: and they shall 
pollute it. 22 And I will turn away my face from them, and they shall pollute my place 
where | dwelt in secret; and therein shall barbarians enter and pollute it. 23 Make chains; 
for the land is full of blood-guiltiness, and the city is full of violence. 24 Therefore will I 
bring the worst of nations, and they shall take possession of their houses: I will also cause 
the pride of the mighty to cease; and their holy places shall be polluted. 25 Destruction 
cometh: and they will seek peace, but there shall be none. 26 Mishap shall come upon 
mishap, and report shall be spread upon report: and then will they seek a vision from 
the prophet; but the law shall be lost from the priest, and counsel from the ancients. 
27 The king shall mourn, and the prince shall be clothed with distress, and the hands 
of the people of the land shall be powerless: after their way will I do unto them, and 
according to their own manners will I judge them; and they shall know that I am the 
Lord. 


8 

1 And it came to pass in the sixth year, in the sixth month, on the fifth day of the 
month, that I was sitting in my house, and the elders of Judah were sitting before me; 
and there fell upon me there the inspiration of the Lord Eternal. 2 And I saw, and, behold, 
there was a likeness similar to the appearance of fire; from the appearance of his loins 
downward, it was fire; and from his loins upward, it was similar to the appearance of a 
bright light, like the glitter of amber. 3 And he stretched forth the form of a hand, and 
took me by the locks of my head; and a spirit bore me between the earth and the heaven, 
and brought me in the visions of God to Jerusalem, to the door of the inner gate that 
looketh toward the north, where was the seat of the image of jealousy, which provoketh 
to wrath. 4 And, behold, there was the glory of the God of Israel, like the appearance 
which I had seen in the valley. 5 And he said unto me, Son of man, do but lift up thy 
eyes in the direction toward the north. So I lifted up my eyes in the direction toward the 
north, and behold northward at the gate of the altar [there was] this image of jealousy 
at the entrance. © Then said he unto me, Son of man, seest thou what they are doing? 
great abominations are they that the house of Israel commit here, to make me go far 
away from my sanctuary; but thou shalt yet see still other great abominations. 7 And he 
brought me to the door of the court: and I looked, and behold there was a hole in the 
wall. 8 Then said he unto me, Son of man, do break [an opening] in the wall: and I broke 
[an opening] in the wall, and, behold, there was a door. 9 And he said unto me, Go in, and 
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see the wicked abominations which they are doing here. 1° So I went in and saw; and 
behold there was every form of creeping things, and cattle, abominations, and all the 
idols of the house of Israel, engraven upon the wall all round about. 11 And seventy men 
of the elders of the house of Israel, and Yaazanyahu the son of Shaphan standing in the 
midst of them, were standing before them, and every man had his censer in his hand; 
and a thick curling cloud of incense was ascending upward. 12Then said he unto me, Son 
of man, hast thou seen what the elders of the house of Israel are doing in the dark, every 
man in his image-chambers? for they say, The Lord seeth us not: the Lord hath forsaken 
the earth. 13 And he said unto me, Thou shalt yet again see still other great abominations 
that they are doing. !4 And he brought me to the entrance of the gate of the Lord's house 
which was on the north side: and, behold, there sat the women weeping for Thammuz. 
15 Then said he unto me, Hast thou seen this, O son of man? Thou shalt yet again see still 
other greater abominations than these. 16 And he brought me into the inner court of the 
Lord's house, and, behold, at the door of the temple of the Lord, between the porch and 
the altar, were about five and twenty men, with their backs toward the temple of the 
Lord, and their faces toward the east; and they were prostrating themselves eastward to 
the sun. !” Then said he unto me, Hast thou seen this, O son of man? Is it too light a thing 
for the house of Judah to commit the abominations which they commit here? for they 
have filled the land with violence, and they constantly repeat to provoke me to anger; 
and, lo, they stretch forth the branch to their nose. 18 Therefore I also will deal in fury; 
my eye shall not look with pity, and I will not spare: and though they call before my ears 
with a loud voice, will I still not hear them. 


1 And he called before my ears with a loud voice, saying, Let those come near that 
have charge to punish the city, and every man with his destroying weapon in his hand. 
2 And, behold, six men came from the direction of the upper gate, which is turned toward 
the north, and every man with his weapon of destruction in his hand; and one man in 
the midst of them was clothed in linen, with a writer's materials by his side: and they 
went in, and placed themselves beside the copper altar. 3 And the glory of the God of 
Israel ascended up from the cherub, whereupon it had been, to the threshold of the 
house. And he called to the man clothed in linen, who had the writer's materials by his 
side. 4 And the Lord said unto him, Pass through the midst of the city, through the midst 
of Jerusalem, and inscribe a mark upon the foreheads of the men who sigh and who 
complain because of all the abominations which are done in the midst of it. > And to the 
others he said before my ears, Pass ye through the city after him, and smite: let your eye 
not look with pity, and do not spare; © The aged, youth, and virgin, and little children, 
and women shall ye slay and destroy; but come not near any man upon whom the mark 
is; and at my sanctuary shall ye begin. Then they began with the ancient men who were 
before the house. 7 And he said unto them, Make unclean the house, and fill the courts 
with the slain: go forth. And they went forth, and they smote in the city. ® And it came 
to pass, while they were smiting them, and I alone was left, that I fell upon my face, and 
cried out, and said, Ah Lord Eternal! wilt thou destroy all the residue of Israel when 
thou pourest out thy fury over Jerusalem? ° Then said he unto me, The iniquity of the 
house of Israel and of Judah is exceedingly great, and the land is full of blood-guiltiness, 
and the city full of injustice; for they have said, The Lord hath forsaken the land, and 
the Lord seeth not. 1° And as for me also, my eye shall not look with pity, and I will not 
spare; but I will bring their course upon their own head. " And, behold, the man clothed 
in linen, who had the writing materials by his side, brought back word, saying, I have 
done according to all that thou hast commanded me. 


10 
1 Then I saw, and, behold, on the vault that was above the head of the cherubim, there 
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appeared over them something like a sapphire stone, something similar in appearance 
to the likeness of a throne. 2 And he said unto the man clothed in linen, and said, Go in 
between the wheels, under the cherub, and fill thy hands with coals of fire from between 
the cherubim, and throw [them] over the city. And he went in before my eyes. 3 Now the 
cherubim were standing on the right side of the house, when the man went in: and the 
cloud filled the inner court. 4 Then the glory of the Lord rose upward from the cherub, 
toward the threshold of the house: and the house was filled with the cloud, and the 
court was full of the brightness of the Lord's glory. 5 And the sound of the wings of the 
cherubim was heard as far as the outer court, like the voice of the Almighty God when he 
speaketh. © And it came to pass, when he commanded the man clothed in linen, saying, 


Take fire from between the wheels, from between the cherubim, that he went in, and 
stood beside the wheel. 7 And the one cherub stretched forth his hand from between 
the cherubim unto the fire that was between the cherubim, and lifted it up, and placed 


it into the hands of the one clothed in linen; who took it, and went out. 8 And there 
became visible on the cherubim the form of a man's hand beneath their wings. ° And I 


saw, and, behold, there were four wheels by the cherubim, one wheel by the one cherub, 
and another wheel by the other cherub: and the appearance of the wheels was like the 
glitter of a chrysolite stone. 1° And as for their appearances, the whole four had one 
likeness, as if a wheel were in the midst of another wheel. "In their going, they went 
toward their four sides, they turned not round in their going; but to the place whither 
the head was turned they followed it, they turned not round in their going. !2 And their 
whole body, and their back, and their hands, and their wings, as also the wheels, were 
full of eyes round about, [even] the wheels that belonged to all four of them. 13 As for the 
wheels, they were called Galgal before my ears. 14 And every one had four faces: the one 


face was the face of a cherub, and the second face was the face of a man, and the third 
face was the face of a lion, and the fourth the face of an eagle. 15 And the cherubim lifted 


themselves up. This is the living creature that I saw by the river Kebar. 1° And when the 
cherubim went forward, the wheels went close by them; and when the cherubim lifted 
up their wings to mount up from the earth, the wheels also did not turn away from 
beside them. 17 When those halted, these halted; and when those lifted themselves up, 
these lifted themselves up with them; for the spirit of the living creature was in them. 
18 And the glory of the Lord went forth from off the threshold of the house, and halted 
over the cherubim. 19 And the cherubim lifted up their wings, and mounted up from the 
earth before my eyes as they went forth, and the wheels at the same time with them, 
and halted at the entrance of the east gate of the house of the Lord: and the glory of the 
God of Israel was over them above. 2° This is the living creature that I saw under the God 
of Israel by the river Kebar; and I understood that they were cherubim. 2! Every one had 
four faces apiece, and every one had four wings; and the likeness of the hands of a man 
was under their wings. 22 And the likeness of their faces was the same as the faces which 
I had seen by the river Kebar, their appearances and themselves: they went every one 
in the direction of his face. 


11 


1 Anda spirit bore me up, and brought me unto the east gate of the house of the Lord, 
which looketh eastward: and behold, there were at the entrance of the gate five and 
twenty men; and I saw in the midst of them Yaazanyah the son of 'Azzur, and Pelatyahu 
the son of Benayahu, princes of the people. ? Then said he unto me, Son of man, these are 
the men that devise wickedness, and give evil counsel in this city; ? Who say, [The evil] 
is not near; so let us build houses: this [city] is the pot, and we are the flesh. 4 Therefore 
prophesy against them, prophesy, O son of man. 5 And the Spirit of the Lord fell upon 
me, and said unto me, Speak, Thus hath said the Lord, Thus have ye said, O house of 
Israel; and whatever cometh into your mind, do I know full well. © Ye have multiplied 
those slain by you in this city, and ye have filled its streets with the slain. 7 Therefore 
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thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Those slain by you whom ye have struck down in the 
midst of it, —they are the flesh, and this place is the pot; but you are to be removed out 
of the midst of it. The sword have ye feared: and the sword will I bring over you, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 9 And I will remove you out of the midst of it, and I will give you up into 
the hand of strangers, and will execute punishments among you. 1° By the sword shall 
ye fall; on the boundary of Israel will I judge you: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 
11 This place shall not be unto you as a pot, so that you should be as flesh in the midst of 
it; but on the boundary of Israel will I judge you. 12 And ye shall know that I am the Lord: 
because in my statutes have ye not walked, and my ordinances have ye not executed; but 
ye have done after the ordinances of the nations that are round about you. !3 And it came 
to pass, as I was prophesying, that Pelatyahu the son of Benayah died. Then fell I down 
upon my face, and cried with a loud voice, and said, Ah Lord Eternal! wilt thou make a 
full end of the remnant of Israel? 14 Then came the word of the Lord unto me, saying, 
15 Son of man, thy brethren, even thy brethren, the men of thy kindred, and the whole 
house of Israel altogether, are they unto whom the inhabitants of Jerusalem have said, 
Remain you far from the Lord: unto us is this land given for a possession. 1° Therefore 
say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Although I have removed them far away among 
the nations, and although I have scattered them among the countries: yet will I be to 
them as a minor sanctuary in the countries whither they are come. 1” Therefore say, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will both gather you from the people, and assemble 
you out of the countries whether ye have been scattered, and I will give you the land 
of Israel. 18 And they shall come thither, and they shall remove all its detestable things, 
and all its abominations out of it. 19 And I will give them one single heart, and a new 
spirit will I put within you; and I will remove the heart of stone out of their body, and 
I will give unto them a heart of flesh: 2° In order that they may walk in my statutes, 
and keep my ordinances, and do them; and they shall be unto me for a people, and I 


will indeed be unto them for a God. 21 But as for those whose heart walketh after the 
heart of their detestable things and their abominations, their way do I bring upon their 


own head, saith the Lord Eternal. 22 Then did the cherubim lift up their wings, and the 
wheels at the same time with them; and the glory of the God of Israel was over them 
above. 23 And the glory of the Lord ascended from the midst of the city, and halted upon 
the mount which is on the east side of the city. 24 But a spirit bore me up, and brought 
me into Chaldea, to those in exile, in the appearance through the spirit of God: and then 
ascended away from me the appearance which I had seen. 25 Then did I speak unto those 
in exile all the things that the Lord had shown me. 


12 


1 The word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, in the midst of a rebellious 
family art thou dwelling, who have eyes to see, and see not; who have ears to hear, 
and hear not; for they are a rebellious family. > But thou, O son of man, prepare for 
thyself vessels for going into exile, and wander away by day before their eyes; and thou 
shalt wander away from thy place to another place before their eyes: perhaps they may 
become aware that they are a rebellious family. 4Then shalt thou carry forth thy vessels, 
like vessels of exile, by day before their eyes: and thou shalt go forth at evening before 
their eyes, as they do that go forth into exile. 5 Before their eyes break a hole through the 
wall, and carry [them] through it. © Before their [eyes] shalt thou bear them upon thy 
shoulders, in the dark shalt thou carry them forth: thy face shalt thou cover, that thou 
mayest not see the ground; for as a token have I set thee unto the house of Israel. 7 And 
I did so as I had been commanded; my vessels I carried forth by day, like vessels of exile, 
and in the evening I broke a hole for myself through the wall with my hand: in the dark 
I brought them forth, and I bore them upon my shoulder before their eyes. § And the 
word of the Lord came unto me in the morning, saying, ? Son of man, have not the house 
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of Israel, the rebellious family, said unto thee, What doest thou? 1° Say thou unto them, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, For the prince in Jerusalem is the doom, and for all the 
house of Israel, [and those] that are in the midst of them. 1 Say, I am your token; just as 
I have done, so shall it be done unto them: into exile, into captivity, shall they wander. 
12 And the prince that is among them shall bear upon his shoulder in the dark, and shall 
go forth; through the wall shall they break a hole to carry [things] through it: his face 
shall he cover up, that he may not see the ground with his eyes. 13 And I will spread out 
my net over him, and he shall be caught in my snare: and I will bring him to Babylon 
into the land of the Chaldeans; yet shall he not see it, and there shall he die. 14 And all 
that are round about him, those who assist him, and all the wings of his armies will I 
disperse toward every wind; and the sword will I draw out after them. 15 And they shall 
know that I am the Lord, when I scatter them among the nations, and disperse them in 


the countries. 16 But I will leave of them men few in number from the sword, from the 
famine, and from the pestilence: in order that they may relate all their abominations 


among the nations whither they shall have come; and they shall know that I am the 
Lord. 17 And the word of the Lord came to me, saying, 18 Son of man, thy bread shalt 
thou eat with quaking, and thy water shalt thou drink with trembling and with anxious 
care. 19 And thou shalt say unto the people of the land, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal 
concerning the inhabitants of Jerusalem, [and] concerning the land of Israel, Their bread 
shall they eat with anxious care, and their water shall they drink with confusion, for the 
cause that her land will be desolate, deprived of its plenteousness because of the violence 


of all those that dwell therein. 2° And the cities that are inhabited shall be laid in ruins, 
and the land shall be made desolate: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 21 And the 


word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 22 Son of man, what sort of proverb is that which 
ye have in the land of Israel, saying, The days are lasting long, and lost is every vision? 
23 Therefore say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will cause this proverb to 
cease, and they shall no more use it as a proverb in Israel; but speak unto them, The days 
are coming nigh, and the word of every vision. 24 For there shall be no more any false 
vision and a deceptive divination within the house of Israel. 2° For I am the Lord,—I do 
speak, and whatever word I do speak shall be done; it shall not be delayed any more; for 
in your days, O rebellious family, will I speak the word, and I will execute it, saith the 
Lord Eternal. 2° And the word of the Lord came to me, saying, 2” Son of man, behold, the 
house of Israel say, The vision that he foreseeth is for distant days, and for times that are 
far off doth he prophesy. 28 Therefore say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
There shall not be delayed any more one of all my words; but whatever word I do speak 
shall be done, saith the Lord Eternal. 


13 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, prophesy against the 
prophets of Israel that prophesy, and say thou unto those that prophesy out of their 
own heart, Hear ye the word of the Lord: 3 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Woe unto 
the scandalous prophets, that follow their own spirit, without having seen any thing! 
4 Like foxes among the ruins have been thy prophets, O Israel! 5 Ye did not go up into 
the breaches, nor did ye make a fence around the house of Israel to stand in the battle 
on the day of the Lord. © They saw falsehood and lying divination, they who say, “The 
Lord saith,” when the Lord had not sent them; and yet they made others hope for the 
fulfillment of the word. 7 Had ye not seen a false vision, and had ye not said a lying 
divination? and ye say, “The Lord saith,” when I have not spoken. 8 Therefore thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, Whereas ye have spoken falsehood, and have seen lies: therefore, 
behold, I am against you, saith the Lord Eternal. 9 And my hand shall be against the 
prophets that see false-hood, and that divine lies; in the secret council of my people 
shall they not be, and in the register of the house of Israel shall they not be written, and 
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into the land of Israel shall they not come: and ye shall know that I am the Lord Eternal. 
10 Because, even because they have seduced my people, saying, “Peace,” when there was 
no peace: and [my people] build a protecting wall, and lo, they plaster it with unadhesive 
mortar. 11 Say unto those who plaster it with unadhesive mortar, that it shall fall: there 
cometh an overflowing rain-shower; and ye, O great hailstones, shall fall; and a storm- 
wind shall rend it. 12 And, lo, the wall is fallen down; will it not now be said unto you, 
Where is the plastering wherewith ye have plastered? !3 Therefore thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, I will even rend it with storm-winds in my fury; and an overflowing rain- 
shower shall come in my anger, with great hailstones in my fury to destroy it. 14 And I 
will pull down the wall that ye have plastered with unadhesive mortar, and I will cast 
it down to the ground, so that the foundation thereof shall be laid open; and it shall 
fall, and ye shall be destroyed in the midst of it: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 
15 Thus will I let out all my wrath upon the wall, and upon those that have plastered it 
with unadhesive mortar; and I will say unto you, Gone is the wall, and gone are they that 
plastered it; 1°[Namely,] the prophets of Israel who prophesy concerning Jerusalem, and 
who see for her a vision of peace, when there is no peace, saith the Lord Eternal. !” But, 
thou son of man, set thy face against the daughters of thy people, who prophesy out of 
their own heart: and prophesy against them, 18 And say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Woe to the women that sew bolsters together for the armpits of all, and make cushions 
for the head of every stature, to hunt souls! Will ye hunt the souls of my people, that 
ye may keep your own soul alive? 19 And ye profane me among my people for handfuls 
of barley and for bits of bread, to slay the souls that should not die, and to keep alive 
the souls that should not live, by your lying to my people that listen to lies! 2° Therefore 
thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I am against your bolsters, whereon ye hunt 
the souls that they may flutter [in your net], and I will tear them away from your arms; 
and I will let the souls go free, even the souls that ye hunt that they may flutter [in your 
net.] 21 And I will tear away your cushions, and deliver my people out of your hand, and 
they shall be no more in your hand to be hunted: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 
22 Because ye grieve the heart of the righteous with falsehood, when I have not given 
him pain; and strengthen the hands of the wicked, so that he should not return from his 
wicked way, through which he might live. 23 Therefore shall ye see no more falsehood, 
and tell no more divinations; and I will deliver my people out of your hand: and ye shall 
know that I am the Lord. 


14 

1 Then came there unto me certain men of the elders of Israel, and sat down before 
me. 2 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 3 Son of man, these men have set 
up their idols in their heart, and the stumbling-block of their iniquity have they placed 
before their faces: shall I in any wise let myself be inquired of by them? 4 Therefore 
speak with them and say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Whatever man it 
be of the house of Israel that setteth up his idols in his heart, and layeth the stumbling- 
block of his iniquity before his face, and cometh to the prophet: I the Lord will answer 
him, although he cometh with the multitude of his idols; 5 In order that I may grasp 
the house of Israel by their heart, those who are separated from me through all their 
idols. © Therefore say unto the house of Israel, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Return, 
and cause [your heart] to turn away from your idols: and from all your abominations 
turn away your faces. 7 For whatever man it be of the house of Israel, or of the stranger 
that sojourneth in Israel, that separateth himself from me, and setteth up his idols in his 
heart, and layeth the stumbling-block of his iniquity before his face, and then cometh 
to the prophet to inquire through him of me: I the Lord will answer him through my 
word; 8 And I will set my face against that man, and will make him an astonishment 
for a sign and for proverbs, and I will cut him off from the midst of my people; and ye 
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shall know that I am the Lord. 9 And when the prophet suffereth himself to be deceived, 
and he speaketh a word: I the Lord have suffered that prophet to be deceived: and I 
will stretch out my hand against him, and will destroy him from the midst of my people 
Israel. 1° And they shall bear their guilt: as the guilt of the inquirer is, so shall the guilt 
of the prophet be; 11 In order that the house of Israel may go no more astray by not 
following me, and not pollute themselves any more with all their transgressions; but 
that they may become unto me a people, and I may be unto them a God, saith the Lord 
Eternal. 12 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 13 Son of man, if a land should 
sin against me by trespassing grievously, and I stretch out my hand against it, and break 
unto it the staff of bread, and send out famine against it, and cut off from it man and 
beast; 4 And if there be these three men, Noah, Daniel, and Job, in the midst of it: these 
through their righteousness should save but their own soul; saith the Lord Eternal. 15 If 
I cause wild beasts to pass through the land, and they depopulate it, and it becometh 
desolate, without any one to pass through because of the beasts: 1° These three men [if 
they were] in it, as I live, saith the Lord Eternal, should not save either sons or daughters: 
they only should be saved, but the land should be made desolate. !” Or, if I should bring a 
sword over that land, and say, The sword shall pass through the land, and I cut off from it 


man and beast; 18 And if these three men should be in it: as I live, saith the Lord Eternal, 
they should not save either sons or daughters, but they alone should be saved. 19 Or, if I 


should send out the pestilence against that land, and pour out my fury over it in blood, 
to cut off from it man and beast; 2° And if Noah, Daniel, and Job, should be in the midst 
of it: as I live, saith the Lord Eternal, they should not save either son or daughter; they 
through their righteousness should save their own soul. 2! For thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Although I send my four dreadful means of punishment over Jerusalem, the 
sword, and the famine, and the wild beasts, and the pestilence, to cut off from it man 
and beast: 2? Still, behold, there are left therein some that escape who shall be carried 
forth, both sons and daughters; behold, they are coming forth unto you, and ye will see 
their way and their doings; and then will ye be comforted concerning the evil that I have 
brought upon Jerusalem, yea, concerning all that I have brought upon it; 23 And they will 
comfort you, when ye see their way and their doings; and ye shall know that I have not 
done without cause all that I have executed in it, saith the Lord Eternal. 


iS 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, What shall become 
of the wood of the vine more than of any other wood, of the branch which was standing 
among the trees of the forest? 3Can wood be taken therefrom to employ it for any work? 
or will men take from it a pin to hang thereon any vessel? 4 Behold, if it be given up to 
the fire to be consumed,—[and] the fire have consumed both its ends, and the middle of 
it be scorched; will it be fit for any work? 5° Behold, when it was yet entire, it could not 
be employed for any work: how much more [must this be] when the fire hath consumed 
it, and it is scorched,—and shall it yet be employed for any work? © Therefore thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, As the wood of the vine among the trees of the forest, which I have 
given up to the fire to be consumed: so do I give up the inhabitants of Jerusalem. 7 And 
I will set my face against them: from the fire have they gone forth, yet the fire shall 
devour them; and ye shall know that I am the Lord, when I set my face against them. 
8 And I will render the land a desert; because they have committed a trespass, saith the 
Lord Eternal. 


16 
1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, make known unto 
Jerusalem her abominations, 3 And thou shalt say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal unto 
Jerusalem, Thy origin and thy birth are out of the land of Canaan: thy father was an 
Emorite, and thy mother a Hittite. 4 And as for thy birth, on the day thou wast born 


1635 XRN 


Ezekiel 16:5 483 Ezekiel 16:31 


thy navel was not cut, nor wast thou washed in water to he cleansed; and thou wast not 
rubbed with salt, nor wrapt in swaddling clothes. > No eye looked with pity on thee, to do 
any of these things unto thee, to have compassion upon thee; but thou wast cast out on 
the open field, with a loathing of thy body, on the day that thou wast born. © But I passed 
then by thee, and I saw thee stained with thy own blood, and I said unto thee, In thy 
blood, live; yea, I said unto thee, In thy blood, live. 7 Myriads, like the vegetation of the 
field, did I make of thee, and thou didst increase and become great, and thou attainedst 
the highest attractions: with thy breasts developed, and thy hair full grown; but thou 
wast still naked and bare. 8 But I passed then by thee, and saw thee, and, behold, thy 
time was the time of love; and I spread the skirt of my garment over thee, and covered 
thy nakedness: yea, I swore unto thee, and entered into a covenant with thee, saith 
the Lord Eternal, and thou becamest mine. 9 Then did I bathe thee with water, yea, I 
thoroughly washed away thy blood from thee; and I anointed thee with oil. 1°I clothed 
thee also with broidered work, and made thee shoes of badger's skin, and I placed on 
thy head a turban of fine linen, and I covered thee with silk. 11 And I decked thee with 
ornaments, and I placed bracelets upon thy hands, and a chain around thy neck. 12 And 
I placed a ring on thy nose, and earrings in thy ears, and a crown of splendor on thy 
head. 13 Thus wast thou ornamented with gold and silver; and thy garments were of fine 
linen, and silk, and broidered work; fine flour, and honey, and oil didst thou eat: and 
thou wast exceedingly beautiful, and thou didst succeed to acquire dominion. 14 And 
thy fame went forth among the nations because of thy beauty; for it was perfect through 
my glorious ornament, which I had put upon thee, saith the Lord Eternal. 15 But thou 
didst trust in thy beauty, and play the harlot because of thy fame, and lavish thy lewd 
caresses on every one that passed by—on him they were bestowed. !¢ And thou didst take 
from thy garments, and deck thee high-places with divers colors, and play the harlot 
thereupon: never should the like come to pass, and never should it be so. 1” And thou 
didst take thy elegant ornaments of my gold and of my silver, which I had given thee, 
and make for thyself male images, and play the harlot with them; 18 And thou didst take 
thy broidered garments, and cover them: and my oil and my incense didst thou place 
before them. 19 And my bread which I had given thee, fine flour, and oil, and honey, 
which I had let thee eat, even this didst thou set before them for a sweet savour: yes, so 
was it, saith the Lord Eternal. 2° And thou didst take thy sons and thy daughters, whom 
thou hadst born unto me, and didst slaughter these unto them to be devoured; [but] 
were thy acts of lewdness not yet enough? 21 That thou didst slay my children, and give 
them up to cause them to pass through the fire for them? 2? And in all thy abominations 
and thy acts of lewdness thou didst not remember the days of thy youth, when thou 
wast naked and bare, when thou wast stained with thy blood. 23 And it came to pass 
after all thy wickedness,—[woe, woe unto thee! saith the Lord Eternal;]— 24 That thou 
didst build unto thyself eminences, and make thyself elevations in every street. 2° On the 
corner of every road didst thou build thy elevations, and make thy beauty abominable, 
and spread out thy feet to every one that passed by, and multiply thy acts of lewdness. 
26 And thou didst play the harlot with the Egyptians, thy neighbors, with large limbs, 
and multiply thy acts of lewdness, to provoke me to anger. 27 And, behold, I stretched 
out my hand over thee, and diminished thy stated portion; and I gave thee up unto the 
will of those that hate thee, the daughters of the Philistines, who were made to blush 
for thy incestuous course. 28 Then didst thou play the harlot with the sons of Asshur, 
because thou wast unsatiable: yea, thou didst play the harlot with them, and wast even 
then not satisfied. 2° And thou didst multiply thy lewdness with the traders' land as 
far as Chaldea; and even with this wast thou not satisfied. 3° How very corrupt is thy 
heart, saith the Lord Eternal, seeing thou didst all these things, deeds of an abandoned 
lewd woman; 2! Seeing that thou didst build thy eminences at the corner of every road, 
and make thy elevations in every street; and wast not like a harlot, as thou scornedst 
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the wages. 320 thou adulterous wife! who, while bound to her husband, receiveth 
strangers! 33 Unto all harlots they give presents; but thou hast given thy presents to 
all thy lovers, and hast bribed them, that they might come unto thee from every side in 
thy acts of lewdness. 34 And the reverse was the case with thee from [other] women in 
thy acts of lewdness, that men did not follow thee to seek thy lewd caresses; and because 
thou gavest the wages, and no wages were given thee: so was it the reverse with thee. 


35 Therefore, O harlot, hear the word of the Lord! 3° Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Whereas thy wealth was squandered, and thy nakedness was uncovered through thy 


lewd acts with thy lovers, and with all thy abominable idols, and for the blood of thy 
children, whom thou didst give unto them: 3” Therefore, behold, I will gather all thy 
lovers, whom thou hast given pleasure, and all whom thou hast loved, together with all 
whom thou hast hated,—yea, I will gather them all round about thee, and will uncover 
thy nakedness unto them, that they may see all thy nakedness. 38 And I will judge thee, 
as adulteresses and women that shed blood are judged; and I will bring upon thee the 
blood of fury and jealousy. 39 And I will also give thee up into their hand, and they shall 
pull down thy eminences, and shall break down thy elevations; and they shall strip thee 
of thy clothes, and they shall take thy elegant ornaments, and leave thee naked and 
bare. 4° And they shall bring up against thee an assembly, and they shall stone thee with 
stones, and thrust thee through with their swords; +1 And they shall burn thy houses 
with fire, and execute punishments on thee before the eyes of many women: and I will 
cause thee to cease from being a harlot, and also the wages [of sin] shalt thou not give 
any more. 42 And then will I assuage my fury on thee, and my jealousy shall depart 
from thee, and I will be quiet, and will be no more angry. 43 Because that thou didst 
not remember the days of thy youth, but didst irritate me with all these things: behold, 
therefore I also will bring thy course upon thy head, saith the Lord Eternal, and thou 
shalt no more commit incest with all thy [other] abominations. 44 Behold, every one 
that speaketh in proverbs shall use this proverb against thee, saying, As the mother is, 
so is her daughter. 4° Thou art thy mother's daughter, loathing her husband and her 
children; and thou art the sister of thy sisters, who have loathed their husbands and 
their children: your mother was a Hittite, and your father an Emorite. 4° And thy elder 
sister is Samaria, she with her daughters, that dwelleth at thy left hand, and thy younger 
sister, that dwelleth at thy right hand, is Sodom with her daughters. 47 Yet not even in 
their ways didst thou walk, nor act according to their abominations: as though this were 
quite too little, and thou wast more corrupt than they in all thy ways. 48 As I live, saith 
the Lord Eternal, Sodom thy sister, she with her daughters, hath not done as thou hast 
done, thou with thy daughters. 49 Behold, this was the iniquity of thy sister Sodom: 
Pride, abundance of food, and prosperous security were hers and her daughters'; but 
the hand of the poor and needy did she not strengthen. 5° And they became haughty, 
and committed abominations before me: therefore did I remove them when I saw their 
course. 5! And Samaria hath not committed even the half of thy sins; but thou didst 


multiply thy abominations more than they; and thou hast justified thy sisters through all 
thy abominations which thou hast done. °? Bear then thou also thy own confusion, which 
thou didst adjudge unto each of thy sisters; through thy sins, which thou hast committed 
more abominably than they, are they made more righteous than thou: therefore thou 
also—be ashamed, and bear thy confusion, since thou hast justified thy sisters. 53 And I 
will bring back again their captivity, the captivity of Sodom and her daughters, and the 
captivity of Samaria and her daughters, and the captivity of the captives in the midst 
of them: °4 In order that thou mayest bear thy confusion, and mayest be confounded 
because of all that thou hast done, when thou art a comfort unto them. °° And thy 
sisters, Sodom and her daughters, shall return to their former state, and Samaria and 
her daughters shall return to their former state, and thou and thy daughters shall return 
to your former state. 5° And was not thy sister Sodom a report in thy mouth in the days 
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of thy pride, 5” Before yet thy wickedness was discovered, as at the time of the reproach 
of the daughters of Syria, and all those round about her, the daughters of the Philistines, 
who taunted thee on all sides? 58 Thy incest and thy abominations,—thou thyself hadst 


to bear them, saith the Lord. 59 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will even deal 
with thee as thou hast done, thou who hast despised the oath by breaking the covenant. 


60 Nevertheless will I indeed remember my covenant with thee in the days of thy youth, 
and I will establish unto thee an everlasting covenant. ©! And thou shalt then remember 
thy ways, and be confounded, when thou receivest thy sisters, both those that are older 
than thou and younger than thou: and I will give them unto thee for daughters, though 
not because thou wast faithful to the covenant. © And I will establish my covenant with 
thee; and thou shalt know that I am the Lord: © In order that thou mayest remember, 
and feel ashamed, and never open thy mouth any more because of thy confusion, when 
I forgive thee for all that thou hast done, saith the Lord Eternal. 


7 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, put forth a riddle, and 
propound a parable unto the house of Israel; 3 And say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
The great eagle with large wings, long winged, full of feathers, who is rich in many colors, 
came unto the Lebanon, and took the highest branch of the cedar: 4 The topmost of its 
young twigs did he crop off, and carry it into the traders' land; and he set it in a city 
of merchants. 5 And he took some of the seed of the land, and planted it in a fruitful 
field: he placed it by great waters, he transplanted it among the willow-trees. © And it 
grew, and became a trailing vine of low stature, the tendrils of which should turn toward 
him, and the roots of which should be under him: so it became a vine, and brought forth 
branches, and sent out shoots. 7 There was also another great eagle with large wings 
and many feathers: and, behold, this vine did bend its roots famishing toward him, and 
shot forth its tendrils toward him, that he might water it, from the beds where it was 
planted; 8 [Although] it was planted in a good field by great waters, that it might produce 
boughs, and that it might bear fruit, that it might become an elegant vine. ? Say now, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Shall it prosper? Behold the other will pull up its roots, 
and its fruit will he cut away, that it may dry up; every one of its growing leaves shall 
dry up; and not with great power and numerous people [will he have to come] to tear it 
away from its roots. !° Yea, behold, although it is planted, shall it prosper? Lo, as soon 
as the east wind toucheth it, shall it be utterly dried up: in the beds where it groweth 
shall it dry up. 1! And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, !2 Do now say to the 
rebellious family, Know ye not what these things mean? Say, Behold, the king of Babylon 
came to Jerusalem, and took away its king and its princes, and he brought them unto 
himself to Babylon; }3 And he took one of the royal seed, and made a covenant with him, 
and bound him with an oath; but the mighty of the land did he take away; !4 That the 
kingdom should be debased, so as not to lift itself up; that it should keep his covenant 
that it might continue to exist. 15 But he rebelled against him by sending his messengers 
into Egypt, that they might give him horses and numerous people. Shall he prosper? 
shall he escape that doth such things? yea, he hath broken the covenant, and shall he 
escape? !¢ As I live, saith the Lord Eternal, surely in the residence of the king that hath 
made him king, whose oath he hath despised, and whose covenant he hath broken, even 
near him in the midst of Babylon shall he die. !” And not with a mighty army and a large 
assembly shall Pharaoh labor for him in the war, when [the other] casteth up mounds, 
and buildeth works of attack, to cut off many souls. 18 Yea, he that hath despised the 
oath by breaking the covenant, when, lo, he had given his hand, and hath done all these 
things, shall not escape. 19 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, As I live, surely 
my oath that he hath despised, and my covenant that he hath broken,—even this will I 
bring upon his own head. 2° And I will spread my net over him, and he shall be caught 
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in my snare, and I will bring him to Babylon, and will hold judgment with him there 
for his trespass which he hath committed against me. 2! And all his fugitives with all 
the wings of his army shall fall by the sword, and those that remain shall be dispersed 
toward all winds: and ye shall know that I the Lord have spoken it. 22 Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, But I myself will take [a part] of the highest branch of the high cedar, and 
will preserve it; from the topmost of its young twigs will I crop off a tender one, and I 
myself will plant it firmly upon a high and eminent mountain: 23 On the mountain of 
the height of Israel will I plant it firmly; and it shall produce boughs, and bear fruit, and 
become an elegant cedar; and there shall dwell under it all fowls, every thing that hath 
wing; in the shadow of its light branches shall they dwell. 24 And all the trees of the field 
shall know that I the Lord have made low the high tree, have made high the lowly tree, 
that I have dried up the green tree, and have caused to flourish the dry tree: I the Lord 
have spoken and have done it. 


18 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 What mean ye, that ye use this 
proverb in the country of Israel, saying, The fathers have eaten sour grapes, and the 
teeth of the children are set on edge? ? As I live, saith the Lord Eternal, ye shall not have 
any more to use this proverb in Israel. 4 Behold, all the souls are mine; as the soul of 
the father, so also the soul of the son—mine are they: the soul which sinneth that alone 
shall die. 5 But if a man be righteous, and execute justice and righteousness; © Upon 
the mountains he eateth not, and his eyes he lifteth not up to the idols of the house of 
Israel, and the wife of his neighbor he defileth not, and unto a woman in her separation 
he cometh not near; 7 And he over-reacheth no man, he restoreth his pledge for a debt, 
a robbery he doth not commit, his bread he giveth to the hungry, and the naked he 
covereth with a garment; ® Upon interest he giveth not forth, and increase he doth not 
take, from wrong he withdraweth his hand, true judgment he executeth between man 
and man; ? In my statutes he walketh steadfastly, and my ordinances he keepeth to deal 
truly: he is righteous, he shall surely live, saith the Lord Eternal. 1° If he [now] beget 
a dissolute son that sheddeth blood and doth to [his] brother any one of thee things; 
11 And he is one that doth not any of these [duties]; but eateth even upon the mountains, 
and defileth the wife of his neighbor; 12 The poor and needy he over-reacheth, he is 
guilty of robberies, the pledge he restoreth not, and to the idols he lifteth up his eyes, 
abominations he committeth: 13 Upon interest he giveth forth, and increase he taketh: 
and he should live? he shall not live; all these abominations hath he done, he shall surely 
die; his blood shall be upon him. 14 And behold, if he beget a son, who seeth all the sins 


of his father which he hath done, and he considereth, and doth not the like of them; 
15 Upon the mountains he eateth not, and his eyes he lifteth not up to the idols of the 


house of Israel, the wife of his neighbor he defileth not; 1° And he over-reacheth no man, 
a pledge he withholdeth not, and of a robbery he is never guilty, his bread he giveth to the 
hungry, and the naked he covereth with a garment; !” From the poor he withdraweth his 
hand, interest and increase he taketh not: my ordinances he executeth; in my statutes he 
walketh:—he shall not die for the iniquity of his father, he shall surely live. 18 His father, 
because he unjustly withheld [wages], was guilty of robbery on his brother, and did that 
which is not good in the midst of his people,—and lo, he died through his iniquity. 19 Yet 
say ye, Why doth not the son bear part of the iniquity of the father? when the son hath 
executed justice and righteousness, all my statutes hath he kept, and hath done them: 
he shall surely live. 2° The soul that sinneth, she alone shall die; the son shall not help 
to bear the iniquity of the father and the father shall not help to bear the iniquity of 
the son: the righteousness of the righteous shall be upon him, and the wickedness of 
the wicked shall be upon him. 21 And the wicked, when he turneth away from all his 
sins that he hath committed, and keepeth all my statutes, and executeth justice and 
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righteousness, shall surely live, he shall not die. 22 All his transgressions which he hath 
committed shall not be remembered unto him: through his righteousness which he hath 
done shall he live. 23 Have I then the least pleasure in the death of the wicked? saith 
the Lord Eternal: and not in his turning away from his ways, that he may live? 24 But 
when the righteous turneth away from his righteousness, and committeth wrong, and 
doth according to all the abominations that the wicked man doeth, shall he live? all his 
righteousness that he hath done shall not he remembered: through his trespass which 
he hath committed, and through his sin that he hath done,—through them shall he die. 
25 Yet ye say, The way of the Lord is not equitable: hear now, O house of Israel, Is not my 
way equitable? is it not your ways which are not equitable? 2° When a righteous man 
turneth away from his righteousness, and doth wrong, and dieth therefore: through his 
wrong which he hath done must he die. 2” Again, when the wicked turneth away from his 
wickedness which he hath committed, and executeth justice and righteousness: he shall 
indeed preserve his soul alive. 28 Because he hath considered, and turned away from all 
his transgressions which he had committed: he shall surely live, he shall not die. 29 Yet 
say the house of Israel, The way of the Lord is not equitable: are not my ways equitable, 
O house of Israel? is it not your ways which are not equitable? 3° Therefore will I judge 
you, every one according to his ways, O house of Israel, saith the Lord Eternal: return ye, 
and cause others to return from all your transgressions, that iniquity may not become 
your stumbling-block. 31 Cast away from yourselves all your transgressions, whereby ye 
have transgressed; and make yourselves a new heart and a new spirit; for why will ye 
die, O house of Israel? 32 For I have no pleasure in the death of him that deserveth to die, 
saith the Lord Eternal: therefore convert yourselves, and live. 


19 

1 And thou,—do thou lift up a lamentation for the princes of Israel, ? And say, What 
a noble lioness was thy mother! among lions did she lie down, in the midst of young 
lions did she raise her whelps! 3 And she brought up one of her whelps: he became a 
young lion, and he learned to tear in pieces the prey; [even] men he devoured. 4 And 
when nations heard of him, he was caught in their pit, and they brought him with nose- 
rings unto the land of Egypt. > Now when she saw that she had long waited, [that] her 
hope was lost, she took another one of her whelps, and made him a young lion. © And 
he went up and down in the midst of lions, he became a young lion; and he learned to 
tear in pieces the prey; even men he devoured. 7 And he broke down their palaces, and 
their cities laid he in ruins: and then was terrified the land, with all that filled it, because 
of the noise of his roaring. ® Then set themselves the nations against him on every side 
from the provinces; and they spread over him their net: in their pit was he caught. ° And 
they put him in a cage with nose-rings [in his nose], and they brought him to the king 
of Babylon: they brought him into strong-holds, in order that his voice should no more 
be heard on the mountains of Israel. !° Thy mother was like a vine, if I compare thee 
to aught, planted by the waters: fruitful and full of boughs was she by reason of many 
waters. 11 And she had strong branches [fit] for the sceptres of rulers, and her stature 
grew up high between the thick-branched [trees], and she was seen through her height 
by means of the multitude of her tendrils. 12 But she was plucked up in fury, to the ground 
was she cast down, and the east wind dried up her fruit: and torn off and dried up were 
her strong branches, a fire consumed them. !° And now is she planted in the wilderness, 
in a dry and thirsty land. 14 And fire is gone out of a branch of her boughs, and hath 
devoured her fruit, so that there is no more on her a strong branch for a sceptre to rule. 
This is a lamentation, and it is become a lamentation. 


20 
1 And it came to pass in the seventh year, in the fifth month, on the tenth day of the 
month, that certain men of the elders of Israel came to inquire of the Lord, and they 
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sat down before me. 2 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, ? Son of man, 
speak unto the elders of Israel, and say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Is 
it to inquire of me that ye are coming? as I live, I will not let myself be inquired of by 
you, saith the Lord Eternal. 4 Wilt thou take them to task, wilt thou take them to task, 
son of man? then cause them to know the abominations of their fathers; > And say unto 
them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, On the day when I made choice of Israel, I lifted 
up my hand unto the seed of the house of Jacob, and I made myself known unto them 
in the land of Egypt: and I lifted up my hand unto them, saying, I am the Lord your 
God. © On the same day I lifted up my hand unto them, to bring them forth from the 
land of Egypt into a land that I had selected for them, flowing with milk and honey, 
which is an ornament among all the countries. 7 And I said unto them, Cast ye away 
every one of the abominations of his eyes, and on the idols of Egypt shall ye not defile 
yourselves: I am the Lord your God. 8 But they rebelled against me, and they would not 
hearken unto me; they did not cast away every one the abominations of their eyes, and 
the idols of Egypt did they not forsake: and I thought then to pour out my fury over 
them, to let out all my anger against them in the midst of the land of Egypt. ° But I 
acted for the sake of my name, so as not to profane it before the eyes of the nations, 
in the midst of whom they were; because I had made myself known unto them before 
their eyes, to bring them forth out of the land of Egypt. 1°I therefore caused them to 
go forth out of the land of Egypt, and brought them into the wilderness. 1! And I gave 
them my statutes, and my ordinances made I known to them, which a man is to do, that 
he may live through them. 12 And also my sabbaths gave I unto them, to be as a sign 
between me and between them, that they might know that I am the Lord who sanctify 
them. !° But the house of Israel rebelled against me in the wilderness; in my statutes 
they walked not, and my ordinances they despised, which a man is to do, that he may 
live through them; and my sabbaths they greatly profaned: and I then thought to pour 
out my fury over them in the wilderness, to make an end of them. ! But I acted for the 
sake of my name, so as not to profane it before the eyes of the nations, before whose eyes 
I had brought them forth. 15 Yet did I also lift up my hand unto them in the wilderness, 
that I would not bring them into the land which I had given [them], flowing with milk 
and honey, which is an ornament among all the countries. 1© Because my ordinances 
they had despised, and in my statutes they had not walked, and my sabbaths they had 
profaned; for after their idols did their heart go. !” Nevertheless my eye looked pityingly 
on them, so as not to destroy them, and I did not make an end of them in the wilderness. 
18 And I said unto their children in the wilderness, In the statutes of your fathers shall 
ye not walk, and their ordinances shall ye not keep, and on their idols shall ye not defile 
yourselves. !9I am the Lord your God: in my statutes must ye walk, and my ordinances 
must ye keep, and do them; 2° And my sabbaths must ye sanctify; and they shall be as 
a sign between me and between you, that ye may know that I am the Lord your God. 
21 Nevertheless the children rebelled against me; in my statutes did they not walk, and 
my ordinances they kept not to do them, which a man is to do, that he may live through 
them; my sabbaths they profaned: and I then thought to pour out my fury over them, 
to let out all my anger against them in the wilderness. 2? But I withdrew my hand, and 
acted for the sake of my name, so as not to profane it before the eyes of the nations, 
before whose eyes I had brought them forth. 231 also lifted up my hand unto them in the 
wilderness, that I would scatter them among the nations, and disperse them through 
the countries; 24 Because my ordinances they had not executed, and my statutes they 
had despised, and my sabbaths they had profaned, and after the idols of their fathers 
their eyes were directed. 25 And I also let them follow statutes that were not good, and 
ordinances whereby they could not live; 2° And I let them be defiled through their gifts, 
in that they caused to pass [through the fire] all that openeth the womb, in order that I 
might destroy them, to the end that they might know that I am the Lord. 27 Therefore, 
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speak unto the house of Israel, O son of man, and say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Yet in this too did your fathers blaspheme me, by their committing a trespass 
against me: 28 When I had brought them into the land, for which I had lifted up my hand 
to give it to them, they saw every high hill, and all the thick-branched trees, and they 
offered there their sacrifices, and presented there their provoking offerings, and they 
brought there their sweet savor, and poured out there their drink-offerings. 29 Then 
said I unto them, What is this high-place whereunto ye go? And its name was called 
“The height” until this day. 3° Therefore say unto the house of Israel, Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Ha! do you pollute yourselves after the manner of your fathers; and after 
their abominations do ye go astray? 31 And when ye offer up your gifts, when ye make 
your sons pass through the fire, ye pollute yourselves with all your idols, even until this 
day: and I should allow myself to be inquired of by you, O house of Israel? As I live, saith 
the Lord Eternal, I will not let myself be inquired of by you. 32 And that which cometh 
up into your mind shall not at all come to pass, [namely,] that ye say, We will be like the 
nations, like the families of the [other] countries, to serve wood and stone. 33 As I live, 
saith the Lord Eternal, surely, with a mighty hand, and with an outstretched arm, and 
with fury poured out, will I rule over you: 34 And I will bring you out from the people, 
and I will gather you out of the countries wherein ye are scattered, with a mighty hand, 
and with an outstretched arm, and with [my] fury poured out. 35 And I will bring you 
into the wilderness of the people, and I will hold judgment over you there, face to face. 
36 As I held judgment over your fathers in the wilderness of the land of Egypt, so will I 
hold judgment over you, saith the Lord Eternal. 37 And I will cause you to pass under the 
rod, and I will bring you into the bond of the covenant; 38 And I will separate from you 
those that have rebelled, and those that have transgressed against me: out of the country 
where they sojourn will I cause them to go forth, but into the land of Israel shall not one 
[of them] enter; and ye shall know that I am the Lord. 39 As for you, O house of Israel, 
thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Go ye, serve ye every one his idols, and hereafter [also], 
if ye will not hearken unto me; but my holy name do not profane any more with your 
gifts, and with your idols. 4° For on my holy mountain, on the mountain of the height of 
Israel, saith the Lord Eternal, there shall serve me all the house of Israel, altogether, in 
the land: there will I accept them in favor, and there will I require your heave-offerings, 
and the first-fruits of your oblations, with all your holy things. 4! With your sweet savor 
will I accept you in favor, when I bring you out from the people, and gather you out 
of the countries wherein ye have been scattered: and I will be sanctified through you 
before the eyes of the nations. 42 And ye shall know that I am the Lord, when I bring you 
into the land of Israel, into the country for which I have lifted up my hand to give it to 
your fathers. #3 And ye shall remember there your ways, and all your doings, whereby 
ye have been defiled; and ye shall loathe yourselves, because of all your evil deeds that 
ye have committed. #4 And ye shall know that I am the Lord, when I deal with you for the 
sake of my name, not in accordance with your wicked ways, and in accordance with your 
corrupt doings, O ye house of Israel, saith the Lord Eternal. 45 (21:1) And the word of the 
Lord came unto me, saying, 4¢ (21:2) Son of man, set thy face in the direction toward the 
south, and preach toward the south, and prophesy against the forest of the field in the 
south. 47 (21:3) And say to the forest of the south, Hear the word of the Lord, Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will kindle a fire in thee, and it shall devour in thee every 
green tree, and every dry tree: the glowing flame shall not be quenched, and there shall 
be burnt therein all faces from the south to the north. 48 (21:4) And all flesh shall see 
that I the Lord have kindled it: it shall not be quenched. 49 (21:5) Then said I, Ah Lord 
Eternal! they say of me, Behold, he speaketh but in parables! 


21 


1 (21:6) And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, ? (21:7) Son of man, direct 
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thy face toward Jerusalem, and preach toward the holy places, and prophesy against the 
land of Israel, 3 (21:8) And say to the land of Israel, Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will 
be against thee, and will draw forth my sword out of its sheath; and I will cut off from 
thee the righteous and the wicked. 4 (21:9) But because I shall have cut off from thee the 
righteous and the wicked: therefore shall my sword go forth out of its sheath against all 
flesh from the south to the north; > (21:10) That all flesh may know that I the Lord have 
drawn forth my sword out of its sheath; it shall not return any more. 6 (21:11) But thou, 
son of man, do thou sigh: as though with broken loins, and with bitterness [of grief] shalt 
thou sigh before their eyes. 7 (21:12) And it shall be, when they say unto thee, Wherefore 
sighest thou? that thou shalt say, For the report, because it cometh, when every heart 
shall melt, and all hands shall be made feeble, and every spirit shall become faint, and all 
knees shall be changed into water: behold, it cometh, and shall be brought to pass, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 8 (21:13) And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, ?(21:14) Son of 
man, prophesy, and say, Thus hath said the Lord, Say, The sword, the sword is sharpened, 
and also polished; 1° (21:15) In order to make a thorough slaughter is it sharpened; in 
order that it may glitter is it polished: how can we now rejoice, [when] the rod which 
reacheth my son excelleth in hardness every tree? 11 (21:16) And he hath given it to 
be polished, to make it fit to grasp it in the hand: it is the sword which is sharpened, 
and it is polished, to place it into the hand of the slayer. 12 (21:17) Cry aloud and wail, O 
son of man; for it cometh against my people, it cometh against all the princes of Israel; 
brought together for the sword are they with my people: therefore strike [thy hand] 
upon thy thigh. 13 (21:18) For a purification taketh place: and what if the irresistible rod 
will also come? [my son] would not be able to exist, saith the Lord Eternal. 14 (21:19) 
But thou, son of man, prophesy, and strike thy hands together, and let “The sword” be 
repeated the third time, the sword of the slain: it is the sword of the great that are slain, 
which lieth in wait for them everywhere. 15 (21:20) In order to make timid the heart, and 
to multiply the stumbling-blocks, do I bring the howling of the sword against all their 
gates: ah! it is made bright, it is made thin-edged for the slaughter. 16 (21:21) Gather 
up thy strength, go to the right hand, direct thyself, go to the left, whithersoever thy 
edge is turned. 17 (21:22) And I also,—I will strike my hands together, and I will cause 
my fury to be assuaged: I the Lord have spoken it. 18 (21:23) And the word of the Lord 
came unto me, saying, 19 (21:24) But thou, O son of man, appoint thee two ways, that the 
sword of the king of Babylon may come; out of one land shall both of them come forth: 
and select a place; at the head of the way to a city do thou select it. 2° (21:25) A way shalt 
thou appoint, that the sword may come against Rabbah of the children of 'Ammon, and 
[the other] against Judah [dwelling] in Jerusalem the fortified. 21 (21:26) For the king of 
Babylon hath halted at the parting of the way, at the commencement of the two ways, 
to use divination: he shaketh the arrows, he consulteth with images, he looketh at the 
liver. 22 (21:27) At his right hand was the divination for Jerusalem, to erect battering- 
rams, to open the mouth with the [cry for] murder, to lift up the voice with shouting, 
to place battering-rams against the gates, to cast up a mound, and to build works of 
attack. 23 (21:28) And it will appear unto them as a false divination in their eyes, to those 
that had sworn oaths; but he will bring to remembrance their iniquity, that they may 
be caught. 24 (21:29) Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because ye have brought 
your iniquity to remembrance, as your transgressions are discovered, so that your sins 
do appear in all your doings: because ye are thus brought to remembrance, ye shall be 
caught by [his] hand. 25 (21:30) And thou, death-deserving wicked one, prince of Israel, 
whose day is come, at the time of the iniquity of the end,— 2¢ (21:31) Thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, Remove the mitre, and take off the crown: this shall not be always so; 
exalt him that is low, and make him low that is high. 27 (21:32) Overthrown, overthrown, 
overthrown will I render it: also this shall not belong [to any one], until he come whose 
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right it is, and I will give it him. 28 (21:33) And thou, son of man, prophesy, and say, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal concerning the children of ‘Ammon, and concerning 
their reproach: even say thou, The sword, the sword is drawn; for the slaughter is it 
polished, to destroy, that it may continue to glitter; 29 (21:34) While they foresee unto 
thee falsehood, while they divine unto thee lies, to lay thee by the necks of the slain 
wicked, whose day is come, at the time of the iniquity of the end. 3°(21:35) Put back [the 
sword] into its sheath! in the place where thou wast created, in the land of thy origin, 
will I judge thee. 31(21:36) And I will pour out over thee my indignation, with the fire of 
my wrath will I blow against thee, and I will give thee up into the hand of brutish men, 
skilful in destroying. 32 (21:37) To the fire shalt thou be given to be devoured; thy blood 
shall be in the midst of the land: thou shalt not be remembered [any more]; for I the 
Lord have spoken it. 


22 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 And thou, son of man, wilt thou 
take to task, wilt thou take to task the city of blood? and wilt thou make her know all her 
abominations? 3 Then say thou, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, O city that sheddeth 
blood in her midst, that her time [of sorrow] may come, and that hath made idols for 
herself to become unclean: 4 Through thy blood which thou hast shed, are thou become 
guilty; and through thy idols which thou hast made art thou become unclean; and thou 
hast caused thy days [of destruction] to draw near, and thou art come even unto thy 
years; therefore do I make thee a disgrace unto the nations, and a mocking to all the 
countries. > Those who are near, and those who are far from thee, shall mock thee, 0 thou 
unclean in name, and great in confusion! ® Behold, the princes of Israel were each [ready] 
with his arm within thee, in order to shed blood. 7 Father and mother they esteemed 
lightly within thee, toward the stranger they acted with extortion in the midst of thee, 
the fatherless and the widow they oppressed within thee. 8 My holy things thou didst 
despise, and my sabbaths thou didst profane. ° Tale-bearers [also] were within thee, in 
order to shed blood; and upon the mountains did they eat within thee; incest did they 
commit in the midst of thee. !° Their father's nakedness they uncovered within thee; 
her that was unclean in her separation did they violate within thee. !! And one with 
his neighbor's wife did commit abomination; and another did defile his daughter-in-law 
with incest; and another did violate his sister, the daughter of his father, within thee. 
12 Bribes they took within thee, in order to shed blood; interest and increase didst thou 
take, and thou didst acquire gain off thy neighbors by extortion: and me thou didst 
forget, saith the Lord Eternal. 13 And behold, I have struck my hands together at thy 
wrongful gain which thou hast acquired, and at thy blood-guilt which hath been in the 
midst of thee. !4 Will thy courage endure, or will thy hands remain strong, on the days 
that I will deal with thee? I the Lord have spoken, and will do it. 15 And I will scatter thee 
among the nations, and disperse thee in the countries, and I will entirely remove thy 
uncleanness out of thee. 16 And thou shalt be degraded through thyself before the eyes 


of nations, and thou shalt know that I am the Lord. 17 And the word of the Lord came 
unto me, saying, 18 Son of man, the house of Israel are become to me dross: they all are 


copper, and tin, and iron, and lead, in the midst of the furnace; the dross of silver are 
they become. 19 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because ye are all become 
dross, therefore, behold, I will gather you into the midst of Jerusalem. 2° As silver, and 
copper, and iron, and lead, and tin are gathered into the midst of the furnace, to blow 
the fire upon it, to melt it: so will I gather you in my anger and in my fury and I will 
lay you down there, and melt you. 21 Yea, I will assemble you in a heap, and blow upon 
you with the fire of my wrath, and ye shall be melted in the midst of it. 22 As silver is 
melted in the midst of the furnace, so shall ye be melted in the midst of it: and ye shall 
know that I am the Lord who have poured out my fury over you. 23 And the word of 
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the Lord came unto me, saying, 24 Son of man, say unto her, Thou art a land that is not 
cleansed; [and] which is not rained upon on the day of indignation. 25 The banded troop 
of her prophets in the midst of her is like a roaring lion that teareth in pieces the prey: 
souls do they devour; wealth and precious things do they take away; the number of her 
widows do they increase in the midst of her. 2° Her priests violate my law, and profane 
my holy things: between the holy and profane do they make no distinction, and the 
difference between the unclean and the clean do they not make known, and from [the 
violation of] my sabbaths do they turn away their eyes, so that I am profaned among 
them. 27 Her princes in her midst are like wolves that tear in pieces the prey, to shed 
blood, to destroy souls, in order to obtain selfish gain. 28 And her prophets plastered for 
them with unadhesive mortar, foreseeing falsehood, and divining unto them lies, saying, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal; when the Lord had not spoken. 29 The people of the land 
are guilty of extortion, and practise robbery, and the poor and the needy they defraud: 
and they extort from the stranger with injustice. 3° And I seek now among them for a 


man, that could erect a fence, and stand in the breach before me in behalf of the land, 
so that I should not destroy it; but I find none. 3! And I therefore pour out over them 


my indignation; with the fire of my wrath do I make an end of them: their own way do I 
bring upon their head, saith the Lord Eternal. 


23 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, there were two women, 
the daughters of one mother; 3 And they played the harlot in Egypt; in their youth they 
played the harlot: there were their breasts pressed, and there they suffered their virgin 


bosoms to be touched. 4 And their names were Aholah the elder, and Aholibah her sister; 
but they became mine, and they bore sons and daughters: and their names are, Samaria 


is Aholah, and Jerusalem, Aholibah. 5 And Aholah played the harlot while she was mine; 
and she longed for her lovers, for the Assyrians that were near [her], © Clothed [as they 
were] in blue, governors, and rulers, attractive youths all of them, horsemen riding upon 
horses. ’ Thus she played the harlot with them, all of them the chosen ones of the sons 
of Asshur: and with all for whom she longed,—with all their idols did she defile herself. 
8 But also her lewdness from Egypt forsook she not; for they had lain with her in her 
youth, and they had touched her virgin bosom, and had lavished their lewd caresses on 
her. ° Therefore did I give her up into the hand of her lovers, into the hand of the sons 
of Asshur, after whom she longed. 1° These were they that laid open her nakedness; her 
sons and her daughters did they take away, and her they slew with the sword: and she 
became infamous among women, when they inflicted the decreed punishments on her. 
11 And when her sister Aholibah saw this, she became more corrupt in her longing than 


she, and in her lewd acts more than her sister's lewdness. 12 For the sons of Asshur did 
she long, the governors and rulers that were near, clothed as they were most gorgeously, 


horsemen riding upon horses, attractive youths all of them. 13 Then saw I that she was 
defiled, that they followed both one way. 14 But she added still more to her acts of 
lewdness; for when she saw men engraved upon the wall, the images of the Chaldeans 
portrayed with color, 15 Bound with girdles on their loins, with hanging down colored 
turbans on their heads, in appearance like commanders, all of them, in the likeness of the 
sons of Babylon of the Chaldeans, the land of their birth: 1° Then did she long for them 
as soon as she saw them with her eyes, and she sent messengers unto them to Chaldea. 
17 And the sons of Babylon came to her unto the couch of love, and they defiled her with 
their lewd caresses; and [yet] when she had been defiled with them, she tore her soul 
away from them. 18 And when she had laid open her lewdness, and had uncovered her 
nakedness: then my soul tore itself away from her, as my soul had torn itself away from 
her sister. 19 Yet she multiplied her deeds of lewdness, in calling to remembrance the 
days of her youth, when she had played the harlot in the land of Egypt. 2° And she longed 
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for her paramours, whose flesh is as the flesh of asses, and whose lustfulness is like the 
lustfulness of horses. 2! And thou calledst to mind the incest of thy youth, when thy 
bosom was touched by the Egyptians for the sake of thy youthful breasts. 22 Therefore, 
O Aholibah, thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will wake up thy lovers against 
thee, from whom thy soul hath torn itself away, and I will bring them against thee from 
every side; 23 The sons of Babylon, and all the Chaldeans, Pekod, and Shoa and Koa, and 
all the sons of Asshur with them, attractive youths, governors and rulers all of them, 
commanders and chiefs, riding upon horses all of them. 24 And they shall come over 
thee with weapons, chariots, and wheels, and with an assembly of people, buckler and 
shield and helmet shall they set up against thee round about: and I will give up before 
them the right to judge, and they shall judge thee according to their ordinances. 25 And 
I will set my zealousness against thee, and they shall deal with thee in fury; thy nose 
and thy ears shall they cut off; and what is left of thee shall fall by the sword: thy sons 
and thy daughters shall they take away; and what is left of thee shall be devoured by 
the fire. 26 And they shall strip thee of thy clothes, and take away thy ornamental attire. 
27 Thus will I make thy incest to cease from thee, and thy lewdness brought from the 
land of Egypt: and thou shalt not lift up thy eyes unto them, and Egypt shalt thou not 
remember any more. 28 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will give thee up 
into the hand of those whom thou hatest, into the hand of those from whom thy soul 
hath torn itself away; 29 And they shall deal with thee in hate, and shall take away all 
[things acquired by] thy labor, and they shall leave thee naked and bare: and thus shall be 
uncovered the nakedness of thy lewdness, and thy incest and thy lewd deeds. 3°I will do 
these things unto thee, because thou hast gone with vile lust after the nations, because 
thou hast defiled thyself with their idols. 31 On the way of thy sister hast thou walked; 
therefore will I place her cup into thy hand. 32 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, The cup 
of thy sister shalt thou drink, the deep and wide one: thou shalt become to be laughed 
to scorn and to be held in derision, more than thou canst bear. 33 With drunkenness 
and sorrow shalt thou be filled, [out of] the cup of astonishment and confusion, the 
cup of thy sister Samaria. 34 Thou shalt even drink it and drain it out, and thou shalt 
break in pieces its fragments, and tear thy own breasts; for I have spoken it, saith the 
Lord Eternal. 35 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because thou hast forgotten 
me, and cast me behind thy back: therefore bear thou also thy incest and thy acts of 


lewdness. 36 The Lord said moreover unto me, Son of man, wilt thou call Aholah and 
Aholibah to account? then tell them of their abominations; 3” That they have committed 


adultery, and there is blood on their hands, and with their idols have they committed 
adultery, and also their sons whom they had born unto me have they caused to pass for 
them through [the fire], to devour them. 38 Moreover this have they done unto me: they 
have defiled my sanctuary on the same day, and my sabbaths have they profaned. 39 And 
when they had slain their children to their idols, then came they into my sanctuary on 
the same day to profane it: and, lo, thus have they done in the midst of my house. 4° And 
farthermore yet, because they sent for men who were to come from afar, unto whom 
messengers were sent; and, lo, they came, for whom thou didst bathe thyself, paint thy 
eyes, and deck thyself with ornaments; 4! And thou didst sit upon a stately bed, with a 
table spread before it, and my incense and my oil didst thou set upon it. 42 And the shout 
of a peaceful joyous multitude was [heard] within her; and with the men of the masses 
of the common people were brought Sabeans from the wilderness; and these women 
placed bracelets on their hands, and crowns of glory upon their heads. 43 Then thought 
I of her that was worn out in adulteries, Will they now [still] commit lewdness with her, 
when she [is thus]? 44 But men went in unto her, as they go in unto a faithless wife: 
thus went they in unto Aholah and unto Aholibah, the incestuous women. *° Righteous 
men, however—these shall judge them as adulteresses are judged, and as women that 
shed blood are judged; because adulteresses are they, and blood is on their hands. 4° For 
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thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will bring up against them an assemblage of men, and I 
will give them up to ill-usage and plunder. 4” And the assemblage shall stone them with 
stones, and cut them down with their swords: their sons and their daughters shall they 
slay, and their houses shall they burn with fire. 48 Thus will I cause incest to cease out of 
the land, that all women may be warned by example, and not do after your incestuous 
course. 4? And they shall lay your incest upon you, and the sins of your idols shall ye 
bear: and ye shall know that I am the Lord Eternal. 


24 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me in the ninth year, in the tenth month, on the 
tenth day of the month, saying, Son of man, write thee down the name of this day, of this 
same day: the king of Babylon hath advanced against Jerusalem on this same day. 3 And 
speak concerning the rebellious family a parable, and say unto them, Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Set on the pot, set it on, and also pour water into it; 4 Gather the proper 
pieces into it, every good piece, the thigh, and the shoulder; fill it up with the choice 
bones. 5 Take the choice of the flock, and make also a fire for the bones under it: cause 
it to seethe well, that even the bones therein may be fully boiled through. © Therefore 


thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Woe to the city of blood-guiltiness, to the pot the scum 
of which is yet in it, and the scum of which is not gone out of it! one of its pieces after 


the other take out from it: no lot is cast for it. 7 For her blood was in the midst of her; on 
the naked rock did she place it: she poured it not upon the ground, to cover it over with 


dust. To cause my fury to arise to take vengeance, do I place her blood upon the naked 
rock, so that it shall not be covered up. ° Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Woe 
to the city of blood-guiltiness! I also will myself build up a large burning pile, 1° Heaping 
on the wood, kindling the fire, thoroughly boiling the flesh, and stirring the mixture, 
that the bones may be scorched. !! Then will I set it empty upon its coals, in order that it 
may become hot, and its copper be made to glow, and its uncleanness may be molten in 
it, that its scum may be consumed. ! With fraud hath she wearied [the poor]; therefore 
shall not go forth from her the greatness of her scum: through fire shall her scum [be 
removed]. 13 In thy uncleanness is [thy] incest; because I endeavored to cleanse thee, 
and thou wouldst not be clean, thou shalt not be cleansed from thy uncleanness any 
more, until I have assuaged my fury on thee. I the Lord have spoken it; it cometh 
to pass, and I will do it; I will not recall my decree, and I will not have pity, nor will I 
repent: according to thy ways, and according to thy doings, shall men judge thee, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 5 And the word of the Lord came to me, saying, ! Son of man, behold, I 
will take away from thee the desire of thy eyes by a sudden death; but thou shalt neither 
mourn nor weep, nor shalt thou shed a tear. 17 Sigh in silence, make no mourning for the 
deceased, thy bonnet bind around thy head, and thy shoes put on thy feet, and cover not 
thyself to thy upper lip, and eat not the bread of [other] men. 18 And when I had spoken 
unto the people in the morning, my wife died at evening: and I did in the morning as I 
had been commanded. 19 And the people said unto me, Wilt thou not tell us what these 
things mean for us, that thou doest so? 2° And I said unto them, The word of the Lord 
came unto me, saying, 21 Speak unto the house of Israel, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Behold, I will profane my sanctuary, the pride of your strength, the desire of your eyes, 
and the darling of your soul: and your sons and your daughters whom ye have left behind 
shall fall by the sword. 22 And ye shall do as I have done: ye shall not cover yourselves to 
your upper lip, and the bread of other men shall ye not eat. 23 And your bonnets shall be 
around your heads, and your shoes shall be on your feet: ye shall not mourn nor shall 
ye weep; but ye shall pine away in your iniquities, and groan, looking one at the other. 
24 Thus shall Ezekiel be unto you for a token; in accordance with all that he hath done 
shall ye do: when this cometh, then shall ye know that I am the Lord Eternal. 25 Also, 
thou son of man, behold, on the day when I take from them their stronghold, the joy of 


1647 XRN 


Ezekiel 24:26 495 Ezekiel 26:6 


their glory, the desire of their eyes, and the coveted object of their soul, their sons and 
their daughters,— 2¢ On that day there shall come one that hath escaped unto thee, and 
announce it to thy ears. 27 On that day shall thy mouth be opened through him that hath 
escaped, and thou shalt speak, and thou shalt not be silenced any more: and thou shalt 
be a token unto them, and they shall know that I am the Lord. 


ZS 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, set thy face against the 
sons of 'Ammon, and prophesy against them; 3 And say unto the sons of 'Ammon, Hear 
ye the word of the Lord Eternal, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because thou hast said, 
Aha, concerning my sanctuary, when it was profaned; and concerning the land of Israel, 
when it was made desolate; and concerning the house of Judah, when they went into 
exile: 4Therefore, behold, I will give thee up to the children of the east for a possession, 
and they shall set up their towers in thee, and place in thee their dwellings; they shall 
indeed eat thy fruit, and they shall surely drink thy milk. 5 And I will change Rabbah 
into a pasture for camels, and [the land of] the sons of ‘Ammon into a resting-place 
for flocks: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. © For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Whereas thou didst clap thy hands, and stamp with thy feet, and rejoice with all thy 
derision in the soul over the land of Israel: 7 Therefore, behold, will I stretch out my 
hand over thee, and will give thee up for a spoil to the nations; and I will cut thee off 
from the people, and I will cause thee to perish out of the countries; I will destroy thee, 


and thou shalt know that Iam the Lord. ® Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because Moab 
and Se'ir do say, Behold, the house of Judah is like all the nations: 9 Therefore, behold, 


I will open the side of Moab from the cities, from his cities on his frontiers, the glory 
of the country, Beth-ha-yeshimoth, Ba'al-me'on, and Kiryathayim, !° Unto the children 
of the east [coming] against the sons of 'Ammon, and I will give them in possession; in 
order that the sons of 'Ammon may not be remembered among the nations. " And on 
Moab will I execute judgments: and they shall know that I am the Lord. 12 Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, Because the Edomites have acted revengefully against the house 
of Judah, and have greatly offended, and have taken vengeance on them: !° Therefore 
thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will also stretch out my hand against Edom, and cut 
off from it man and beast; and I will make it a ruined land from Theman; and they of 
Dedan shall fall by the sword. 14 And I will display my vengeance on Edom by the hand 
of my people Israel; and they shall do in Edom according to my anger and according to 
my fury: and they shall feel my vengeance, saith the Lord Eternal. 15 Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Because the Philistines have acted in revenge, and have taken vengeance 
with derision in their soul, to destroy out of ancient enmity: 1° Therefore thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will stretch out my hand against the Philistines, and I will cut 
off the Kerethim, and destroy the remnant of the [dwellers] of the sea-coast. 17 And I 
will execute on them great vengeances with furious chastisements: and they shall know 
that I am the Lord, when I display my vengeance on them. 


1 And it came to pass in the eleventh year, on the first day of the month, that the 
word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, because Tyre hath said concerning 
Jerusalem, Aha, she is broken that was the gates of the people; she is turned unto me; I 
shall be made full, now she is laid in ruins: 3? Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Behold, I am against thee, O Tyre, and will bring up against thee many nations, as the sea 
causeth its waves to come up. 4 And they shall destroy the walls of Tyre, and pull down 
her towers: I will also flood away her earth from her, and I will change her into a naked 
rock. >A place for the spreading out of nets shall she be in the midst of the sea; for I have 
spoken it, saith the Lord Eternal: and she shall become a spoil to the nations. ® And her 
daughters that are in the field shall be slain with the sword: and they shall know that 


1648 XRN 


Ezekiel 26:7 496 Ezekiel 27:11 


I am the Lord. 7 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will bring against Tyre 
Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon, from the north, the king of kings, with horses, and 
with chariot's, and with horsemen, and an assemblage, and a numerous people. ® Thy 
daughters in the field will he slay with the sword: and he shall place around thee works 
of attack, and cast up against thee a mound, and erect against thee a target-fence. 9 And 
his catapults shall he set against thy walls, and thy towers shall he break down with his 
axes. 10 By reason of the abundance of his horses shall the dust they raise cover thee: by 
reason of the noise of horsemen, and wheels, and chariots, shall thy walls quake, when 
he entereth into thy gates, as men enter into a city that is broken in. !! With the hoofs of 
his horses shall he tread down all thy streets: thy people will he slay with the sword, and 
the statues of thy strength shall come down to the ground. !2 And they shall plunder thy 
riches, and make a spoil of thy merchandise; and they shall break down thy walls, and 
thy pleasure-houses shall they pull down: and thy stones and thy timber and thy earth 
shall they throw into the midst of the water. 13 And I will cause the sound of thy songs 
to cease: and the tones of thy harps shall not be heard any more. !4 And I will change 
thee into a naked rock; a place to spread out nets upon shalt thou be; thou shalt not 
be rebuilt any more; for I the Lord have spoken it, saith the Lord Eternal. 1° Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal to Tyre, Truly at the noise of thy fall, when the deadly wounded 
whine, when the slaughter taketh place in the midst of thee, shall the islands quake. 
16 Then shall all the princes of the sea come down from their thrones, and lay aside their 
robes, and their broidered garments shall they put off: with trembling shall they clothe 
themselves; upon the ground shall they sit, and shall tremble at every moment, and be 
astonished concerning thee. 17 And they shall lift up over thee a lamentation, and say to 
thee, How art thou lost, that wast inhabited [safely] by reason of the seas: O renowned 
city, which was strong on the sea, she and her inhabitants, who caused their terror to be 
on all that dwelt around her! 18 Now shall the isles tremble on the day of thy fall; yea, 
the isles that are in the sea shall be troubled at thy end. 19 For thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, When I render thee a ruined city, like the cities that are not inhabited; when I 
bring up over thee the deep, and when the great waters cover thee: 2° Then will I bring 
thee down with those that descend into the pit, unto the people of olden time, and I 
will cause thee to dwell in the land of the nether world, among ruins of ancient days, 
with those that go down to the pit, in order that thou mayest not be inhabited; but I will 
bestow glory in the land of life. 2! As though thou hadst not been will I render thee, and 
thou shalt be no more: and thou shalt be sought for, but thou shalt never be found any 
more to eternity, saith the Lord Eternal. 


27 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 But thou, O son of man, take up a 
lamentation for Tyre; 3 And say unto Tyre, O thou that art situated at the entrances of 
the sea, the merchant of the people unto many isles, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 0 
Tyre, thou hast indeed said, I am perfect in beauty. 4 In the heart of the seas were thy 
boundaries, thy builders had perfected thy beauty. > Of the fir-trees from Senir had they 
built thee all thy woodwork: cedars from Lebanon had they taken to make masts for 
thee. © Of the oaks of Bashan had they made thy oars; thy rudder had they made inlaid 
with ivory of boxwood, brought out of the isles of the Kittim. 7 Fine linen with broidered 
work from Egypt was thy flag to be unto thee a sign: of blue and purple from the isles 
of Ellishah was thy cover. ® The inhabitants of Zidon and Arvad were thy oarsmen: thy 
wise men, O Tyre, that were in thee, these were thy pilots. 9 The elders of Gebal and her 
wise men were in thee thy caulkers: all the ships of the sea with their mariners were in 
thee to carry on thy commerce. 1° They of Persia and of Lud and of Put were in thy army, 
thy men of war: the shield and the helmet did they hang up in thee; these gave thee thy 
elegance. 1! The men of Arvad with thy army were upon thy walls round about, and the 
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Gammadim were in thy towers: their quivers they hung upon thy walls round about; 
these made perfect thy beauty. 12 Tharshish was thy merchant through the abundance 
of all kind of wealth: with silver, iron, tin, and lead, they supplied thy markets. 1° Javan, 
Thubal, and Meshech; these were thy merchants: with the persons of men and vessels of 
copper they carried on thy commerce. !4 They of the family of Thogarmah furnished thy 
supplies in horses and horsemen and mules. 15 The men of Dedan were thy merchants; 
many isles fetched the merchandise from thy place: chamois horns, ivory, and ebony 
did they bring as presents for thee. 1° Syria was thy trader by reason of the multitude of 
thy productions: with emeralds, purple, and broidered work, and fine linen, and coral, 
and rubies they made deposits in thy treasuries. 17 Judah, and the land of Israel, these 
were thy merchants: in wheat of Minnith, and balsam, and honey, and oil, and balm 
they carried on thy commerce. 18 Damascus was thy trader in the multitude of thy 
productions, for the multitude of all wealth, with the wine of Chelbon, and white wool. 
19 Dan also and Javan brought silken goods into thy warehouses: hardened iron, cassia, 
and calamus came among thy commerce. 2° Dedan was thy merchant in precious clothes 
for riding on. 2! Arabia, and all the princes of Kedar, these were the traders of thy place 
in lambs, and wethers, and he-goats: in these were they thy traders. 22 The merchants 
of Sheba and Ra'mah,—these were thy merchants: in the best of all spices, and with 
all precious stones, and gold, they furnished thy supplies. 23 Charan, and Canneh, and 
‘Eden, the merchants of Sheba, Asshur, [and] Kilmad, were thy merchants. 24 These were 
thy merchants in ornamental wares, in cloaks of blue, and broidered work, and in chests 
of damask cloth, bound with cords, and packed in cedar, in thy market-place. 25 The 
ships of Tharshish were thy caravans in thy commerce: and thou wast made full, and 
becamest very rich in the heart of the seas. 2° Into great waters brought thee those 
that were thy rowers: the east wind hath broken thee in the heart of the seas. 27 Thy 
wealth, and thy warehouses, thy commerce, thy mariners, and thy pilots, thy caulkers, 
and the conductors of thy commerce, and all thy men of war that were in thee, and in 
all thy assemblage which was in the midst of thee, fell into the heart of the seas on the 
day of thy downfall. 28 At the sound of the painful cry of thy pilots quake [thy] rural 
districts. 29 And all that handle the oar, the mariners, and all the pilots of the sea, come 
down from their ships, they stand upon the land; 3° And cause their voice to be heard 
concerning thee, and cry bitterly, and cast up dust upon their heads, they wallow in 
the ashes; 31 And they make themselves utterly bald for thee, and gird themselves with 
sackcloth, and they weep for thee with bitterness of heart in a bitter complaint. 32 And 
they take in their wailing a lamentation for thee, and lament over thee, saying, Who is 
like Tyre, who is so utterly destroyed in the midst of the sea? 33 When thy supplies went 
forth out of the seas, thou didst satisfy many people: with the multitude of thy wealth 
and of thy commerce thou didst enrich the kings of the earth. 34 [Now] at the time thou 
art broken by the seas in the depths of the waters, thy commerce and all thy assemblage 


fell in the midst of thee. 35 All the inhabitants of the isles are astonished at thee, and 
the hair of their kings stand at an end, grieved are their countenances. 3° The traders 


among the people shall hiss concerning thee: thou wast rendered as though thou hadst 
not been, and thou shalt not be any more for ever. 


28 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, say unto the prince 
of Tyre, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Whereas thy heart was lifted up, and thou 
saidst, A god am I, on the seat of the gods do I dwell, in the heart of the seas; yet thou 
art but a man, and not God, while thou esteemest thy mind equal to the mind of God; 
3 Behold, thou wast wiser than Daniel; no secret was obscure to thee; 4 With thy wisdom 
and with thy understanding hadst thou gotten thee riches, and hadst gotten gold and 
silver into thy treasuries; ° By the abundance of thy wisdom in thy traffic hadst thou 
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increased thy riches; and thy heart was lifted up because of thy riches: ® Therefore thus 
hath said the Lord Eternal, Because thou hast esteemed thy mind equal to the mind of 
God, 7 Therefore, behold, will I bring over thee strangers, the fiercest + of nations; and 
they shall draw their swords against the beauty of thy wisdom, and they shall profane 
thy elegance. § Down to the grave will they cast thee, and thou shalt die the deaths of 
the slain in the heart of the seas. 9 Wilt thou then say, I am God, before him that slayeth 
thee? when thou art but a man, and no God, in the hand of him that fatally wounded 
thee. 1° The deaths of the uncircumcised shalt thou die by the hand of strangers; for 
I have spoken it, saith the Lord Eternal. 1! And the word of the Lord came unto me, 
saying, !2 Son of man, take up a lamentation concerning the king of Tyre, and say unto 
him, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Thou wast complete in outline, full of wisdom, and 
perfect in beauty. 13 In 'Eden the garden of God didst thou abide; every precious stone 
was thy covering, the sardius, the topaz, and the diamond, the chrysolite, the onyx, and 
the jasper, the sapphire, the emerald, and the carbuncle, and gold; thy tabrets and thy 
flutes of artificial workmanship were prepared in thee on the day thou wast created. 
14 Thou wast a cherub with outspread covering [wings]; and I had set thee upon the holy 
mountain of God [as] thou wast; in the midst of the stones of fire didst thou wander. 
15 Perfect wast thou in thy ways from the day that thou wast created, till wickedness was 
found in thee. 16 By the abundance of thy commerce thou wast filled to thy centre with 
violence, and thou didst sin: therefore I degraded thee out of the mountain of God; and I 
destroyed thee, O covering cherub, from the midst of the stones of fire. 17 Thy heart was 
lifted up through thy beauty, thou didst corrupt thy wisdom by reason of thy elegance: 
[therefore] I cast thee down to the ground, before kings did I set thee that they might 
gaze on thee. 18 Through the abundance of thy iniquities, through the wickedness of thy 
commerce didst thou profane thy sanctuaries: therefore brought I forth fire from the 
midst of thee, this devoured thee, and I changed thee to ashes upon the earth before the 
eyes of all those that saw thee. 19 All that know thee among the people are astonished 
concerning thee: thou art as though thou hadst not been, and thou shalt not be any 
more for ever. 2° And the word of the Lord came to me, saying, 21 Son of man, set thy 
face against Zidon, and prophesy against it, 22 And thou shalt say, Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Behold, I am against thee, O Zidon, and I will be honored in the midst of 
thee: and they shall know that I am the Lord, when I execute judgments on her, and will 
be sanctified on her. 23 And I will send out against her pestilence, and blood-[shedding] 
into her streets; and the deadly wounded shall be felled in the midst of her by the sword 
[that is] against her from every side: and they shall know that I am the Lord. 24 And 
there shall be no more unto the house of Israel a pricking brier, nor painful thorn from 
all that are round about them, that despoil them: and they shall know that I am the 
Lord Eternal. 25 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, When I gather the house of Israel from 
the people among whom they are scattered, and shall be sanctified on them before the 
eyes of the nations: then shall they dwell in their land that I have given to my servant 
Jacob. 26 And they shall dwell thereupon in safety, and they shall build houses, and plant 
vineyards; yea, they shall dwell in safety; when I execute judgments on all those that 
despoiled them from round about them: and they shall know that I am the Lord their 
God. 


29 
1 Tn the tenth year, in the tenth month, on the twelfth day of the month, came the 
word of the Lord unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, set thy face against Pharaoh the king 
of Egypt, and prophesy against him, and against all Egypt. 3 Speak and say, Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will be against thee, O Pharaoh king of Egypt, the great 
crocodile that lieth in the midst of his streams, who hath said, Mine is my stream, and I 
have made it for myself. 4 But I will put hooks in thy jaws, and I will fasten the fish of thy 
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streams on thy scales; and I will bring thee up out of the midst of thy streams, with all 
the fish of thy streams which shall stick fast on thy scales. 5 And I will cast thee out into 
the wilderness, thee with all the fish of thy streams; upon the open field shalt thou fall; 
thou shalt not be brought in, nor gathered up: to the beasts of the field and to the fowls 
of the heaven have I given thee for food. © And all the inhabitants of Egypt shall know 
that I am the Lord; because they have been a reed-staff to the house of Israel. 7 When 
they took hold of thee with the hand, thou wast cracked, and didst rend for them all the 
shoulder: and when they leaned upon thee, thou wast broken, and madest all their loins 
to be at a stand. § Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will bring a sword 
upon thee, and I will cut off out of thee man and beast. ° And the land of Egypt shall be 
changed into a waste and ruin, and they shall know that I am the Lord; because he hath 
said, The stream is mine, and I have made it. 1° Therefore, behold, I will be against thee, 
and against thy streams, and I will render the land of Egypt a mass of ruins, a waste, and 
a wilderness, from Migdol to Seveneh even up to the border of Ethiopia. 11 There shall 
not pass through it the foot of man, and the foot of beast shall not pass through it, and 
it shall not be inhabited forty years. 12 And I will render the land of Egypt a desolate 
land in the midst of desolated countries, and her cities among the cities that are ruined 
shall be desolate forty years: and I will scatter the Egyptians among the nations, and 
will disperse them through the countries. 13 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, [only] 
at the end of forty years will I gather the Egyptians from the people whither they shall 
have been scattered; !4 And I will bring back the captivity of Egypt, and will cause them 
to return into the land of Pathros, into the land of their own origin: and they shall be 
there an unimportant kingdom. 5 Among the kingdoms it shall be the lowest; neither 
shall it raise itself any more above the nations: and I will diminish them, that they shall 


no more rule over the nations. 1° And it shall be no more unto the house of Israel for 
a dependence, bringing [their] iniquity to remembrance, when they turned after them: 


and they shall know that I am the Lord Eternal. 1” And it came to pass in the seven and 
twentieth year, in the first month, on the first of the month, that the word of the Lord 
came unto me, saying, !8 Son of man, Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon hath caused 
his army to perform a great service against Tyre; every head hath been made bald, and 
every shoulder hath been rubbed sore: yet no reward hath come to him or to his army 
from Tyre, for the service that he hath performed against it. 1 Therefore thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will give unto Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon the land of 
Egypt; and he shall carry away its multitude, and take its spoil, and plunder its prey: and 
this shall be the reward for his army. 2° As his recompense for that which he hath served 
against it, have I given him the land of Egypt, for that which they had done against me, 
saith the Lord Eternal. 21 On that day will I cause to grow a horn for the house of Israel, 
and unto thee will I open the mouth in the midst of them: and they shall know that I am 
the Lord. 


30 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, prophesy and say, 
Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Wail ye, Woe unto the day! 3 For nigh is the day, yea 
nigh is the day of the Lord; a cloudy day; the time of the nations' [misfortune] shall it be. 
4 And the sword shall come into Egypt, and there shall be trembling in Ethiopia, when 
the slain fall in Egypt, and when they take away its multitude, and its foundations shall 
be broken down. 5 Ethiopia, and Put, and Lud, and all the confederates, and Cub, and 
all the men of the leagued land, shall fall with them by the sword. ® Thus hath said the 
Lord, Yea, there shall fall those that uphold Egypt; and there shall come down the pride 
of her strength: from Migdol to Seveneh shall they fall in her by the sword, saith the Lord 
Eternal. 7 And they shall be made desolate in the midst of the desolate countries, and its 
cities shall be counted in the midst of the cities that have been laid in ruins. 8 And they 
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shall know that I am the Lord, when I set fire to Egypt, and when all her helpers shall 
be broken. 9 On that day shall messengers go forth from my presence in ships to terrify 
the secure Ethiopians, and there shall be trembling among them, as on the day of Egypt; 


for, lo, it cometh. 1° Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will also cause the multitude of 
Egypt to cease through the hand of Nebuchadrezzar the king of Babylon. 1! He and his 


people with him, the fiercest of nations, shall be brought to destroy the land; and they 
shall draw their swords against Egypt, and they shall fill the land with the slain. 12 AndI 
will render the streams dry, and sell the land into the hand of evil men; and I will make 
the land desolate, and all that filleth it, by the hand of strangers: I the Lord have spoken 
it. 13 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will also destroy the idols, and I will cause false 
gods to cease out of Noph; and a prince out of the land of Egypt shall there not be any 
more: and I will lay fear on the land of Egypt. 14 And I will make Pathros desolate, and 
set fire to Zo'an; and I will execute judgments in No. 5 And I will pour my fury over Sin, 
the stronghold of Egypt; and I will cut off the multitude of No. 1° And I will set fire to 
Egypt: Sin shall have great pain, and No shall be broken in, and [over] Noph shall the 
besiegers [prevail] by broad day. 17 The young men of Aven and of Pi-besseth shall fall 
by the sword; and they themselves shall go into captivity. 18 And at Thechaphneches the 
day shall be darkened, when I break there the yoke-bars of Egypt, and the pride of her 
strength ceaseth therein: as for her, a cloud shall cover her, and her daughters shall go 
into captivity. 19 Thus will I execute judgments on Egypt: and they shall know that I am 
the Lord. 2° And it came to pass in the eleventh year, in the first month, on the seventh 
day of the month, that the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 21 Son of man, the 
arm of Pharaoh the king of Egypt have I broken; and lo, it shall not be bound up to apply 
remedies, to put ona bandage to bind it up, to make it strong that it may grasp the sword. 
22 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will be against Pharaoh the king of 
Egypt, and will break his arms, both the strong, and that which was already broken; and 
I will cause the sword to fall out of his hand. 23 And I will scatter the Egyptians among 
the nations, and I will disperse them through the countries. 24 And I will strengthen the 
arms of the king of Babylon, and will put my sword in his hand; but I will break the arms 
of Pharaoh, and he shall groan, with the groanings of a deadly wounded man before him. 
25 Yea I will make strong the arms of the king of Babylon, but the arms of Pharaoh shall 
fall down: and they shall know that I am the Lord, when I place my sword into the hand 
of the king of Babylon, that he may stretch it out over the land of Egypt. 26 And I will 
scatter the Egyptians among the nations, and disperse them among the countries: and 
they shall know that I am the Lord. 


31 


1 And it came to pass in the eleventh year, in the third month, on the first day of the 
month, that the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, say unto Pharaoh 
the king of Egypt, and to his multitude, Unto whom art thou like in thy arrogance? 
3 Behold, Asshur was a cedar in Lebanon beautiful in its boughs, and a shadowing thicket, 
and high in stature; and among the thick-boughed trees was its highest branch. 4 The 
waters made it great, the deep made it high, with its rivers it was flowing round the 
place where it was planted, and its ditches it sent forth unto all the trees of the field. 
5 Therefore became its stature higher than all the trees of the field, and its boughs were 
multiplied, and its branches became long because of the multitude of waters, when it 
stretched itself forth. In its boughs made all the fowls of heaven their nest, and under 
its branches did all the beasts of the field bring forth their young, and under its shade 
dwelt all great nations. 7 And it was beautiful in its greatness, in the length of its light 
branches; for its root was by many waters. ® The cedars could not obscure it in the garden 
of God; the firs were not like its boughs, and the chestnut-trees were not like its branches: 
not any tree in the garden of God was like unto it in its beauty. ° Beautiful had I made 
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it by the multitude of its light branches: so that all the trees of 'Eden that were in the 
garden of God, envied it. 1° Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because thou 
wast so high in stature, and it had placed its highest branch between the thick-boughed 
trees, and its heart was lifted up through its height: 11 Therefore do I give it up into the 
hand of the mighty one of the nations; he shall surely deal with it at his pleasure; for its 
wickedness do I drive it out. 12 And strangers, the fiercest of nations, cut it down, and 
cast it to the ground: on the mountains and in all the valleys fall its light branches, and 
its boughs are [lying] broken in all the ravines of the land; and all the people of the earth 
are gone away from its shade, and have cast it to the ground. !3 Upon its fallen fragments 


dwell all the fowls of the heaven, and on its branches are all the beasts of the field: 14 In 
order that none of all the trees by the waters shall exalt themselves for their height, nor 


place their highest branch among the thick-boughed trees, and that all those that are 
nourished by water shall not place themselves erect, because of their height; for they 
are all given up unto death, to the land of the nether world, in the midst of the children 
of men, with those that go down to the pit. 15 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, On the 
day when it went down to the grave I caused a mourning; I covered the deep for its sake, 
and I restrained its rivers, and the great waters were withheld; and I caused Lebanon to 


be clothed in black attire for its sake, and all the trees of the field were famished because 
of it. 1 Through the noise of its downfall I caused nations to quake, when I cast it down 


into the tomb with the [others] that descend into the pit: and in the land of the nether 


world comforted themselves all the trees of 'Eden, the choice and best of Lebanon, all 
that were nourished by water. 1” They also went down with it into the tomb unto those 


that were slain with the sword, and its helpers that had dwelt under its shade in the 
midst of the nations. 18To whom art thou then like in glory and in greatness among the 
trees of 'Eden? And thou too shalt be brought down with the trees of 'Eden unto the land 
of the nether world: in the midst of the uncircumcised shalt thou lie with those slain by 
the sword; yes, he, Pharaoh, and all his multitude, saith the Lord Eternal. 


32 

1 And it came to pass in the twelfth year, in the twelfth month, on the first day of 
the month, that the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, take up a 
lamentation for Pharaoh the king of Egypt, and say unto him, Thou didst deem thyself 
like a young lion among the nations: while thou art as a crocodile in the seas; and thou 
issuedst forth with thy rivers, and madest turbid the waters with thy feet, and didst stir 
up their rivers. 3 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I will therefore spread out my net over 
thee through the assemblage of many people, and they shall draw thee up in my net. 
4Then will I cast thee upon the land, upon the open field will I hurl thee, and will cause 
all the fowls of the heaven to dwell upon thee, and I will satisfy off thee the beasts of 
all the earth. 5 And I will lay thy flesh upon the mountains, and fill the valleys with thy 
carcass. °I will also saturate the land wherein thou swimmest with thy blood, even to the 
mountains; and the ravines shall be full of thee. 7 And I will cover up the heavens, when 
thou art quenched, and make their stars obscure: the sun will I cover up with a cloud, 
and the moon shall not let shine her light. 8 All the light-dispensing lights of the heavens 
—these will I make obscure because of thee, and I will lay darkness upon thy land, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 9 And I will aggrieve the heart of many people, when I bring those who 
are broken off from thee among the nations, into countries which thou hast not known. 
10 Yea, I will make many people amazed at thee, and on their kings the hair shall stand 
on end because of thee, when I brandish my sword before their faces: and they shall 
tremble at every moment, every man for his own life, on the day of thy downfall. 11 For 
thus hath said the Lord Eternal, The sword of the king of Babylon shall come over thee. 
12 By the swords of the mighty will I cause thy multitude to fall, the fiercest of nations 
are all of them: and they shall destroy the pride of Egypt, and all her multitude shall be 
annihilated. 13 And I will cause to vanish all her beasts from beside the great waters; and 
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the foot of man shall not make them turbid any more, nor shall the hoofs of beasts make 


them turbid. 14 Then will I make clear their waters, and cause their rivers to flow like 
oil, saith the Lord Eternal; 15 When I render the land of Egypt desolate and wasted, the 


country bereft of what now filleth it, when I smite all those that dwell therein: and they 
shall know that I am the Lord. 1 This is the lamentation wherewith they shall lament 
for her; the daughters of the nations shall lament for her: for Egypt, and for all her 
multitude, shall they lament with it, saith the Lord Eternal. 1” And it came to pass in the 
twelfth year, on the fifteenth day of the month, that the word of the Lord came unto me, 
saying, 18 Son of man, moan for the multitude of Egypt, and say that it shall go down, 
yea, she, and the daughters of powerful nations, unto the land of the nether world, with 
those that go down to the pit. 19 Whom dost thou surpass in loveliness? go down [then], 
and be thou laid with the [other] uncircumcised. 2° In the midst of those that are slain 
by the sword shall they fall: to the sword is she given up; drag her away and all her 
multitudes. 2! Then will speak of him the strongest among the mighty out of the midst 
of the nether world with those that once helped him, They are gone down, there lie the 
uncircumcised,—slain by the sword. 2? There is Asshur and all his assemblage; round 
about him are his graves; all of them the slain that are fallen by the sword; 23 Whose 
graves are placed in the lowest depth of the pit, and his assemblage is round about his 
grave; all of them are slain, fallen by the sword, who once spread terror in the land of 
the living. 24There is 'Elam and all her multitude round about her grave, all of them the 
slain, that are fallen by the sword, who are gone down uncircumcised into the land of 
the nether world, who once spread their terror in the land of the living; and they have 
borne their confusion with those that go down to the pit. 25 In the midst of the slain 
have they set a couch for her with all her multitude; all round about are her graves; all 
of them are uncircumcised, slain by the sword; because their terror was once spread in 
the land of the living; and they have borne their confusion with those that go down to 
the pit: in the midst of the slain was she placed. 2° There is Meshech, Thubal, and all her 
multitude; all round about her are her graves: all of them are the uncircumcised, slain by 
the sword; because they once spread their terror in the land of the living. 2” And those 
who are fallen of the uncircumcised shall not lie with the mighty, who are gone down 
to the nether world with their weapons of war, while men laid their swords under their 
heads, and the [instruments of] their iniquities were upon their bones; for the terror of 
the mighty was in the land of the living. 28 But thou shalt be broken in the midst of the 
uncircumcised, and shalt lie with those that are slain by the sword. 2° There are Edom, 
her kings, and all her princes, who are laid despite their prowess by those that are slain 
by the sword: they shall lie with the uncircumcised, and with those that go down to the 
pit. 3° There are the chieftains of the north, all of them, and all the Zidonians, who are 
gone down with the slain: despite the terror they excited through their prowess are they 
made ashamed; and they lie uncircumcised with those that are slain by the sword, and 
bear their confusion with those that go down to the pit. 3! These shall Pharaoh see, and 
he shall be comforted over all his multitude: slain by the sword are Pharaoh and all his 
army, saith the Lord Eternal. 32 For I spread my terror in the land of the living; and he 
shall be laid in the midst of the uncircumcised with those that are slain by the sword, 
—yea, Pharaoh and all his multitude, saith the Lord Eternal. 


33 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, speak to the children 
of thy people, and say unto them, If there be a land over which I bring the sword, and the 
people of the land take a man from among themselves, and appoint him unto themselves 
for a watchman; ? And if he see the sword coming over the land, and blow the cornet, 
and warn the people; 4 And whosoever heareth the sound of the cornet, and taketh no 
warning; and the sword cometh, and taketh him away: his blood shall be upon his own 
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head. > The sound of the cornet hath he heard, and he hath taken no warning; his blood 
shall be upon him. But had he taken warning he would have delivered his soul. © But 
if the watchman see the sword coming, and blow not the cornet, so that the people be 
not warned, and the sword cometh, and taketh away from among them some person: 
this one is taken away for his iniquity; but his blood will I require from the watchman's 
hand. 7 But as for thee, O son of man, I have appointed thee a watchman unto the house 
of Israel: so that when thou hearest a word from my mouth, thou shalt warn them from 
me. ® When I say unto the wicked, O wicked one, thou shalt surely die; and thou dost not 
speak to warn the wicked from his way: that wicked one shall die for his iniquity; but his 
blood will I require from thy hand. ° Nevertheless, if thou hast indeed warned the wicked 
of his way to turn away from it, and he do not turn from his way: he shall certainly die 
for his iniquity; but thou hast delivered thy soul. 1° But thou, O son of man, speak unto 
the house of Israel, Thus do ye speak, saying, Truly our transgressions and our sins are 
upon us, and through them do we pine away: how then shall we live? ! Say unto them, 
As I live, saith the Lord Eternal, I have no pleasure in the death of the wicked; but in the 
return of the wicked from his way that he may live: return ye, return ye from your evil 
ways; for why will ye die, O house of Israel? !2But thou, son of man, say unto the children 
of thy people, The righteousness of the righteous shall not deliver him on the day of his 
transgression; and as for the wickedness of the wicked, he shall not stumble through 
it on the day that he returneth from his wickedness; nor shall the righteous be able to 
live through the other on the day that he sinneth. 13 When I say of the righteous, that 
he shall surely live, and he trusteth to his own righteousness, and committeth what is 
wrong: all his righteous deeds shall not be remembered, and for his wrong that he hath 
committed,—through this shall he die. 14 Again, when I say unto the wicked, Thou shalt 
surely die; and he turneth from his sin, and executeth justice and righteousness; 15 If the 
wicked restore the pledge, make restitution for what he hath robbed, walk in the statutes 
of life, so as not to do any wrong: he shall surely live, he shall not die. 1° All his sins 
that he hath committed shall not be remembered unto him: justice and righteousness 
hath he executed, he shall surely live. !” Yet say the children of thy people, The way 
of the Lord is not equitable: while, as to them, their way is not equitable. 18 When the 
righteous turneth away from his righteousness, and doth what is wrong, he shall even 


die therefore. 19 And when the wicked returneth from his wickedness, and executeth 
justice and righteousness, he shall surely live therefore. 2° Yet ye say, The way of the 


Lord is not equitable. Every one after his own ways will I judge you, O house of Israel. 
21 And it came to pass in the twelfth year, in the tenth month, on the fifth day of the 
month after our exile, that there came unto me one that had escaped out of Jerusalem, 
saying, The city hath been smitten. 22 Now the inspiration of the Lord was come upon 
me in the evening, before the coming of the one who had escaped; and he had opened 
my mouth, before he was come to me in the morning; and my mouth was opened and I 
was not kept dumb any more. 23 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 24 Son 
of man, they that dwell in these ruins in the land of Israel say as followeth, But one 
man was Abraham, and he obtained the land as an inheritance; and as we are many, the 
land must [surely] be given to us for an inheritance. 25 Therefore say unto them, Thus 
hath said the Lord Eternal, By the blood do ye eat, and your eyes do you lift up toward 
your idols, and blood do ye shed: and ye expect to possess the land? 2° Ye depend upon 
your sword, ye commit abomination, and ye defile every one his neighbor's wife: and ye 
expect to possess the land? 27 Thus shalt thou say unto them, Thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, As I live, surely those that are in the ruined places shall fall by the sword, and 
him that is in the open field will I give to the beasts that they may devour him, and those 
that are in the strongholds and in the caves shall die through the pestilence. 28 And I will 
render the land desolate and wasted, and the pride of her strength shall cease; and the 
mountains of Israel shall be desolate, with none to pass through them. 2? And they shall 
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experience that I am the Lord, when I render the land desolate and wasted, because of all 
their abominations which they have committed. 3° And thou, son of man, [there are] the 
children of thy people, who are talking about thee by the walls and in the entrances of 
the houses, and speak one to another, every one to his brother, saying, Do come, and hear 
what the word is which cometh forth from the Lord. 31 And then they come unto thee 
as the people come, and they sit before thee [as] my people, and they hear thy words, 
but do not execute them; for as merry songs they carry them in their mouth, while their 
heart goeth after their unlawful gains. 32 And, lo, thou art unto them as a merry song of 
one that hath a pleasant voice, and can play well: and [thus] they hear thy words, but 
execute them not. 33 But when it cometh to pass, [lo, it will come,] then shall they know 
that a prophet hath been among them. 


34 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, prophesy concerning 
the shepherds of Israel; prophesy, and say unto them, unto the shepherds, Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, Woe to the shepherds of Israel who do feed themselves! should not 
the shepherds feed the flocks? 3 The fat ye eat, and with the wool ye clothe yourselves, 
those that are well fed ye slaughter; but the flock ye feed not. 4The diseased have ye not 
strengthened, and the sick have ye not healed, and that which had a limb broken have ye 
not bound up, and the strayed have ye not brought back again, and what was lost have 
ye not sought for; but with force have ye ruled them and with rigor. 5 And they were 
scattered for want of a shepherd; and they became food unto all the beasts of the field, 
and they were scattered. © My sheep have to wander about on all the mountains, and 
upon every high hill: yea, over all the face of the land are my flock scattered, and there 
is none that inquireth and none that seeketh [after them]. ’ Therefore, ye shepherds, 
hear the word of the Lord, 8 As I live, saith the Lord Eternal, surely because my flock 
became a prey, and my flock became food unto every beast of the field, because there 
was no shepherd, and my shepherds did not inquire for my flock, but the shepherds 
fed themselves, and my flock they fed not: 9 Therefore, O ye shepherds, hear the word 
of the Lord, !° Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will be against the shepherds, 
and I will require my flock from their hand, and I will stop them from feeding the flock; 
neither shall the shepherds feed themselves any more: and I will deliver my flock out 
of their mouth, that they may not serve them for food. 1! For thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Behold, I am here, and I will both inquire for my flocks, and search for them. 
12 As a shepherd searcheth for his flock on the day that he is among his flocks that are 
scattered: so will I search for my flocks; and I will deliver them out of all places whither 
they have been scattered on the day of clouds and [tempestuous] darkness. }3 And I will 
bring them out from the people, and gather them from the countries, and I will bring 
them to their own land; and I will feed them upon the mountains of Israel, in the ravines, 
and in all the inhabited places of the country. !4 On a good pasture will I feed them, and 
upon the high mountains of Israel shall be their fold: there shall they lie in a good fold, 
and in a fat pasture shall they feed on the mountains of Israel. 151 myself will feed my 
flock, and I myself will cause them to lie down, saith the Lord Eternal. 1° That which was 
lost will I seek for, and that which was gone astray will I bring back again, and that which 
had a limb broken will I bind up, and the sick will I strengthen: but the fat and the strong 
will I destroy; I will feed them in justice. 17 And as for you, O my flock, thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Behold, I will judge between lamb and lamb, between the wethers and the 
he-goats. 18 Is it too little for you that ye can feed on the good pasture, that ye must tread 
down the residue of your pastures with your feet? and that ye can drink clear waters, 
that ye must render muddy with your feet what is left? 19 And as for my flock, what ye 
have trodden with your feet must they eat; and what ye have made muddy with your feet 
must they drink. 2° Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal unto them, Behold, I am 
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here, and I will judge between the fat lamb and the lean lamb. 21 Because ye thrust with 
side and with shoulder, and push with your horns all the diseased, till ye have scattered 
them abroad: 22 Therefore will I save my flock, and they shall no more be a prey; and I 
will judge between lamb and lamb. 23 And I will appoint over them one shepherd, and 
he shall feed them, namely, my servant David: he it is that shall feed them, and he it is 
that shall be unto them for a shepherd. 24 And I the Lord—I will be unto them for a God, 
and my servant David shall be a prince in their midst: I the Lord have spoken it. 25 And 
I will make with them a covenant of peace, and I will cause the wild beasts to cease out 
of the land: and they shall dwell in the wilderness in safety, and sleep in the forests. 
26 And I will make them and the environs of my hill a blessing; and I will cause the rain 
to come down in its season; rains of blessing shall they be. 27 And the tree of the field 
shall yield its fruit, and the earth shall yield her products, and they shall be on their land 
in safety: and they shall know that I am the Lord, when I break the bands of their yoke, 
and deliver them out of the hand of those that had made them labor for them. 28 And 
they shall be no more a prey to the nations, and the beasts of the land shall not devour 
them; but they shall dwell in safety, with none to make them afraid. 29 And I will raise up 
for them a plantation for a [perpetual] renown, and they shall be no more taken away by 
hunger in the land, neither bear the shameful reproach of the nations any more. 3° Thus 
shall they experience that I the Lord their God am with them, and that they, the house of 
Israel, are my people, saith the Lord Eternal. ?! And ye my flock, the flock of my pasture, 
are men, [and] I am your God, saith the Lord Eternal. 


35 

1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, set thy face against 
the mountain of Se'ir, and prophecy against it, 3? And say unto it, Thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Behold, I will be against thee, O mountain of Se'ir, and I will stretch out my hand 
over thee, and I will render thee desolate and wasted. 4 Thy cities will I lay in ruins, and 
thou thyself shalt be desolate, and thou shalt know that I am the Lord. > Because thou 
hast had an undying hatred, and didst surrender the children of Israel to the power of 
the sword, at the time of their calamity, at the time of the iniquity of the end: © Therefore, 
as I live, saith the Lord Eternal, I will surely let thy blood flow, and blood shall pursue 
thee; since thou didst not hate blood-shedding, so shall blood pursue thee. 7 Thus will I 
change the mountain of Se'ir into a desolate land and a waste, and I will cut off from it 
him that travelleth forward and backward. 8 And I will fill his mountains with his slain: 
as regardeth thy hills, and thy valleys, and all thy ravines, in them shall fall those that 
are slain by the sword. ? Into perpetual desolations will I change thee, and thy cities shall 
not be restored: and ye shall know that I am the Lord. !° Because thou hast said, These 
two nations and these two countries shall indeed be mine, and we will take possession 


thereof; whereas the Lord was there: 11 Therefore, as I live, saith the Lord God, I will 
even do according to thy anger, and according to thy envy which thou didst use out of 


thy hatred against them; and I will make myself known among them, when I judge thee. 
12 And thou shalt know that I am the Lord: I have heard all thy blasphemies which thou 
hast spoken against the mountains of Israel, saying, They are laid desolate, they are given 
unto us to consume them. 13 And ye boasted greatly against me with your mouth, and 
have multiplied against me your words: I have indeed heard them. 14 Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, When the whole earth rejoiceth, I will make thee desolate. 15 As thou didst 
rejoice over the inheritance of the house of Israel, because it was made desolate: so will 
I do unto thee; desolate shalt thou be, O mountain of Se'ir, and all Idumea—altogether; 
and they shall know that I am the Lord. 


36 


1 But thou, son of man, prophesy unto the mountains of Israel, and say, O mountains 
of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord. 2 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because the 
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enemy hath said regarding you, Aha, even the ancient high-places are become ours as 
a possession: 3 Therefore prophesy and say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because, 
even because men have made you desolate, and sought to swallow you up on every side, 
that ye might become a possession unto the residue of the nations, and ye are taken 
up as a talk for tongues, and an evil report of the people: 4 Therefore, O mountains 
of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord Eternal, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal to the 
mountains, and to the hills, to the ravines, and to the valleys, to the desolate ruins, and 
to the cities that are forsaken, which are become a prey and derision to the residue of 
the nations that are round about: > Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Surely in 
the fire of my jealousy have I spoken against the residue of the nations, and against all 
Idumea, that have appropriated my land unto themselves as a possession with the joy of 
all their heart, with derision in their soul, in order to drive it out that it may be for a prey. 
6 Therefore prophesy concerning the land of Israel, and say unto the mountains, and to 
the hills, to the ravines, and to the valleys, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, In 
my zealousness and in my fury have I spoken, because ye have borne the reproach of the 
nations: 7 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, I have indeed lifted up my hand, 
that the nations who are round about you— these shall bear their shame. 8 But ye, O 
mountains of Israel, ye shall send forth your boughs, and your fruit shall ye bear for my 
people Israel, for they are near at hand to come. ? For, behold, I will be for you, and I will 
turn unto you, and ye shall be tilled and ye shall be sown; 1° And I will multiply upon 
you men, all the house of Israel— altogether; and the cities shall be inhabited again, and 
the ruins shall be rebuilt; 11 And I will multiply upon you men and beast, and they shall 
increase and be fruitful; and I will cause you to be inhabited after your old estates, and 
will do more good unto you than at your beginnings: and ye shall know that I am the 
Lord. }2 Yea, I will cause to walk upon you men, even my people Israel, and they shall 
possess thee, and thou shalt be unto them as an inheritance, and thou shalt not any 
more henceforth cast them out. 13 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Because they say 
unto you, Thou land devourest up men, and hast been one that hath ever cast out thy 
nations: !4Therefore shalt thou not devour up men any more, and thy nations shalt thou 
not cast out any more, saith the Lord Eternal. 45 And I will not let be heard against thee 
any more the reproach of the nations, and the disgrace of the people shalt thou not bear 
any more, and thy nations shalt thou not cast out any more, saith the Lord Eternal. !6And 
the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, !” Son of man, the house of Israel, when they 
dwelt in their own land, defiled it through their way and through their doings: like the 
uncleanness of a woman in her separation was their way before me. !8 And I poured out 
my fury over them because of the blood that they had shed in the land, and because 
through their idols they had polluted it; 9 And I scattered them among the nations, and 
they were dispersed through the countries: according to their way and according to 
their doings did I judge them. 2° And when they were come unto the nations, whither 
they were gone, they profaned my holy name; because they said of them, These are the 
people of the Lord, and out of his land are they gone forth. 21 But I had pity for my holy 
name, which the house of Israel had profaned among the nations, whither they were 
gone. 2 Therefore say unto the house of Israel, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Not 
for your sake do I this, O house of Israel, but for the sake of my holy name, which ye 
have profaned among the nations, whither ye are gone. 23 And I will sanctify my great 
name, which was profaned among the nations, which ye have profaned in the midst of 


them; and the nations shall know that I am the Lord, saith the Lord Eternal, when I 
will be sanctified through you before your eyes. 24 And I will take you from among the 


nations, and I will gather you out of all the countries, and I will bring you unto your own 
land. 25 And I will sprinkle upon you clean water, and ye shall be clean: from all your 
impurities, and from all your idols, will I cleanse you. 2° And I will give you a new heart, 
and a new spirit will I put within you; and I will remove the heart of stone out of your 
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body, and I will give you a heart of flesh. 2” And my spirit I will put within you, and I will 
cause that you shall walk in my statutes, and that my ordinances ye shall keep, and do 
them. 28 And ye shall dwell in the land which I gave to your fathers; and ye shall be unto 
me for a people, and I truly will be unto you as a God. 29 And I will save you from all kinds 
of your impurities; and I will call unto the corn, and increase it, and I will not lay famine 
upon you. 3° And I will multiply the fruit of the trees, and the products of the field: in 
order that ye may receive no more reproach on account of famine among the nations. 
31 Then shall ye remember your ways that they were evil, and your doings that were not 
good; and ye shall loathe yourselves on account of your iniquities and on account of your 
abominations. 32 Not for your sake do this, saith the Lord Eternal, be it known unto you: 
be ashamed and confounded because of your ways, O house of Israel. 33 Thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, On the day of my cleansing you from all your iniquities, when I cause 
the cities to be inhabited, and when the ruins are built up, 34 And when the desolate 
land is tilled, instead that it was a waste before the eyes of every passer by: 35 Then shall 
they say, This land, that was desolate, is become like the garden of 'Eden; and the cities 


that were ruined, and desolate, and broken down, are become fortified, and inhabited. 
36 And the nations that are left round about you shall know that I the Lord have built up 


the broken-down [places], have planted the desolate [land]: I the Lord have spoken this, 
and have done it. 37 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Also in this will I yet suffer myself 
to be entreated of by the house of Israel, to do it for them, I will increase them with men 
like flocks [in multitude]. 38 As the flocks of the holy things, as the flocks of Jerusalem 
on her appointed feasts, so shall the ruined cities be full of flocks of men: and they shall 
know that I am the Lord. 


1 There came over me the inspiration of the Lord, and he carried me out in the spirit 
of the Lord, and set me down in the midst of the valley which was full of bones; 2 And he 
caused me to pass by them all round about; and, behold, there were very many of them 
on the surface of the valley; and, lo, they were very dry. 3 And he said unto me, Son of 


man, can these bones live! And I said, O Lord Eternal, thou alone knowest this. 4 And he 
said unto me, Prophesy over these bones, and say unto them, O ye dry bones, hear ye 


the word of the Lord. 5 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal unto these bones, Behold, I will 
bring a spirit into you, and ye shall live; © And I will lay sinews upon you, and bring up 
flesh upon you, and draw over you a skin, and put a spirit in you, and ye shall live: and 
ye shall experience that I am the Lord. 7 And so I prophesied as I had been commanded: 
and there was a sound, as I prophesied, and behold there was a rustling noise, and the 
bones came together, bone to its bone. 8 And I looked, and behold, there were sinews 
upon them, and the flesh came up, and the skin was drawn over them above; but no 
spirit was in them. ? Then said he unto me, Prophesy unto the spirit; prophesy, son of 
man, and say to the spirit, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, From the four winds come, 
O spirit, and breathe into these slain ones, that they may live. !° And I prophesied as he 
had commanded me, and there came into them the spirit, and they lived, and stood up 
upon their feet, an exceedingly great army. ' Then said he unto me, Son of man, these 
bones are the whole house of Israel: behold, they say, Dried are our bones, and lost is 
our hope; we are quite cut off. 12 Therefore prophesy and say unto them, Thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will open your graves, and I will cause you to come up out 
of your graves, O my people, and I will bring you into the land of Israel. 13 And ye shall 
know that I am the Lord, when I open your graves, and when I cause you to come up out 
of your graves, O my people. 14 And I will put my spirit in you, and ye shall live, and I 
will place you in your own land: and ye shall acknowledge that I the Lord have spoken 
it, and done it, saith the Lord. 15 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 16 But 
thou, son of man, take unto thyself one stick of wood, and write upon it, “For Judah, 
and for the children of Israel his companions;” then take another stick, and write upon 
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it, “For Joseph,—the stick of Ephraim, and for all the house of Israel his companions:” 
17 And join them one to the other unto thee as one stick; and they shall become one in 
thy hand. !8 And if the children of thy people should say unto thee, saying, Wilt thou 
not tell us what thou meanest by these? 19 [Then] speak unto them, Thus hath said the 
Lord Eternal, Behold, I will take the stick of Joseph,—which is in the hand of Ephraim, 
—and the tribes of Israel his companions, and will lay them upon him, even the stick of 
Judah, and make them into one stick, and they shall be one in my hand. 2° And the sticks 
whereon thou shalt have written shall be in thy hand before their eyes. 2! And speak 


unto them, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will take the children of Israel 
from among the nations, whither they are gone, and I will gather them from every side, 


and bring them unto their own land; 2? And I will make them into one nation in the land, 
on the mountains of Israel; and one king shall be to them all for king; and they shall 
not be any more two nations, nor shall they at any time be divided into two kingdoms 
any more: 23 Neither shall they defile themselves any more with their idols, and with 
their detestable things, and with all their transgressions; but I will save them out of all 
their dwelling-places, wherein they have sinned, and I will cleanse them, and they shall 
be unto me for a people, and I will be to them for a God. 24 And my servant David shall 
be king over them; and one shepherd shall be for them all: and in my ordinances shall 
they walk, and my statutes shall they observe, and do them. 2° And they shall dwell in the 
land that I have given unto my servant, unto Jacob, wherein your fathers have dwelt; and 
they shall dwell therein, they, and their children, and their children's children for ever: 
and David my servant shall be prince unto them for ever. 2° And I will make with them 
a covenant of peace, an everlasting covenant shall it be with them: and I will multiply 
them, and I will set my sanctuary in the midst of them for evermore. 2” My dwelling also 
shall be with them, and I will be unto them for a God; and they shall be unto me as a 
people. 28 And the nations shall know that I am the Lord who sanctify Israel, when my 
sanctuary will be in the midst of them for evermore. 


38 


1 And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 2 Son of man, direct thy face against 
Gog of the land of Magog, the prince of Rosh, Meshech and Thubal, and prophesy against 
him, 3? And say, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, I will be against thee, O Gog, 
the prince of Rosh, Meshech and Thubal; 4 And I will derange thee, and put hooks into 
thy jaws, and I will bring thee forth, and all thy army, horses and horsemen, all of 
them clothed in elegant attire, a great assemblage with bucklers and shields, all of them 
grasping swords. 5 Persia, Cush, and Put [shall be] with them; all of them with shield and 
helmet; © Gomer and all of its armies; the house of Thogarmah out of the farthest north, 
and all its armies; many people shall be with thee. 7 Be thou ready, and prepare thyself, 
thou, and all thy assemblages that are assembled about thee, and be thou a guard unto 
them. 8 After many days shalt thou be ordered forward; in the end of years shalt thou 
come into the land that is recovering from the sword, and is gathered together out of 
many people, against the mountains of Israel, which have been ruined for a very long 
time: [to a people] that are brought forth out of the nations, and that now dwell in safety, 
all of them. ? Thou wilt ascend and come like a tempest, like a cloud to cover the earth 
wilt thou be, thou, and all thy armies, and the many people with thee. 1° Thus hath said 
the Lord Eternal, It will also come to pass, at the same time, that things will come into 
thy mind, and thou wilt entertain an evil device; 11 And thou wilt say, I will go up over the 
land of open towns; I will come against those that are careless, that dwell in safety, all 
of whom dwell without walls, and have neither bars nor gates, 12To snatch up the spoil, 
and to take away the prey; to turn thy hand against the ruined places now inhabited, 
and against the people that are gathered out of the nations, that have gotten cattle and 
goods, that dwell in the highest part of the land. 13 Sheba, and Dedan, and the traders 
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of Tharshish, with all her young lions, will say unto thee, Art thou come to plunder the 
spoil? hast thou gathered thy company to carry off the prey? to bear away silver and 
gold, to take away cattle and goods, to plunder a great spoil? 14 Therefore, prophesy, son 
of man, and say unto Gog, Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Behold, on the day when my 
people of Israel dwelleth in safety, shalt thou know [my power]. 15 And thou wilt come 
from thy place out of the farthest ends of the north, thou, and many people with thee, 
all of them riding upon horses, a great assemblage, and a mighty army; !6 And thou wilt 
come up against my people of Israel, like a cloud to cover the land; in the latter days 
will this be, and I will bring thee over my land, in order that the nations may know me, 
when! am sanctified on thee, before their eyes, O Gog. !” Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, 
Art thou [not] he of whom I have spoken in ancient days through means of my servants 
the prophets of Israel, who prophesied in those days [many] years, that I would bring 
thee against them? 18 And it shall come to pass at the same time, on the day of Gog's 
coming over the land of Israel, saith the Lord Eternal, that my fury shall be kindled in 
my nose. 19 And in my zealousness, in the fire of my wrath, have I spoken, Surely on that 
day there shall be a great earthquake in the country of Israel; 2° And there shall quake 
at my presence the fishes of the sea, and the fowls of the heaven, and the beasts of the 
field, and every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth, and all the men that are 
upon the face of the earth, and the mountains shall be thrown down, and the cliffs shall 
fall, and every wall shall fall to the ground. 2! And I will call against him throughout all 
my mountains for the sword, saith the Lord Eternal: every man's sword shall be against 
his brother. 22 And I will hold judgment over him with pestilence and with blood [- 
shedding]; and an overflowing rain, and great hailstones, fire, and sulfur will I let rain 
over him and his armies, and over the many people that are with him. 23 Thus will I 
magnify myself, and sanctify myself, and make myself known before the eyes of many 
nations: and they shall know that I am the Lord. 


39 

1 But thou, O son of man, prophesy against Gog, and say, Thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Behold, I will be against thee O Gog, the prince of Rosh, Meshech and Thubal; 
2 And I will derange thee, and lead thee astray, and will cause thee to come up from the 
farthest ends of the north; and I will bring thee upon the mountains of Israel; 3 And I 
will strike thy bow out of thy left hand, and thy arrows will I cause to fall out of thy 
right hand. 4 Upon the mountains of Israel shalt thou fall, thou, and all thy armies, and 
the people that are with thee: unto the ravenous birds, to every thing that hath wings, 
and to the beasts of the field, do I give thee for food. 5 Upon the open field shalt thou 
fall; for I have spoken it, saith the Lord Eternal. © And I will send a fire against Magog, 
and against those that dwell in the isles in safety: and they shall know that I am the 
Lord. 7 And my holy name will I make known in the midst of my people Israel; and I 
will not permit my holy name to be profaned any more: and the nations shall know 
that I am the Lord, Holy in Israel. ® Behold, it cometh, and it taketh place, saith the 
Lord Eternal; this is the day whereof I have spoken. ° And the inhabitants of the cities 
of Israel shall go forth, and shall burn and make fire for heating of the weapons, and 
shields and bucklers, of bows and of arrows, and of hand-staves, and of spears; and they 
shall feed with them the fire for seven years; 1° And they shall take no wood out of the 
field, nor cut down any out of the forests; for with weapons shall they feed the fire: and 
they shall spoil those that spoiled them, and plunder those that plundered them, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 1! And it shall come to pass on that day, that I will give unto Gog a 
place there for a grave in Israel, the valley where people pass over to the east of the sea; 
and it shall stop the passengers [from passing]: and they shall bury there Gog and all his 
multitude, and they shall call it The valley of the multitude of Gog. 12 And the house of 
Israel shall be burying them, in order to cleanse the land, during seven months. 13 Yea, 


1662 XRN 


Ezekiel 39:14 510 Ezekiel 40:7 


all the people of the land shall bury them; and it shall be to them as a renown on the day 
that I glorify myself, saith the Lord Eternal. 14 And men constantly devoted to this shall 
they set apart to pass through the land, to bury with those that pass through those that 
remain upon the face of the earth, to cleanse it; at the end of seven months shall they 
make a search. 15 And those that thus travel will pass through the land; and when any 
one seeth a human bone, then will he set up a sign by it, till the buriers have buried it 
in the valley of the multitude of Gog. 1° And also the name of the city shall be Hamonah. 
Thus shall they cleanse the land. 17 And thou, O son of man, thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Say unto the birds, to every thing that hath wings, and to every beast of the 
field, Assemble yourselves, and come; gather yourselves from every side to my sacrifice 
that I do slaughter for you, as a great sacrifice upon the mountains of Israel, that ye may 
eat flesh, and drink blood. 18 The flesh of the mighty shall ye eat, and the blood of the 
princes of the earth shall ye drink,—wethers, lambs, and he-goats, bullocks, fatlings of 
Bashan are they all of them. 19 And ye shall eat fat till ye be sated, and ye shall drink 
blood till ye be drunken, from my sacrifice which I have slaughtered for you. 2° And ye 
shall be sated at my table on horses and chariot-teams, on mighty men, and on all men 
of war, saith the Lord Eternal. 2! And I will display my glory among the nations: and all 
the nations shall see my punishment that I execute, and my hand that I lay on them. 
22 And the house of Israel shall acknowledge that I am the Lord their God from that day 
and forward. 23 And the nations shall know that for their iniquity did the house of Israel 
go into exile; because they had trespassed against me, and I had hidden my face from 
them; and I gave them up therefore into the hand of their oppressors, and they all fell 
by the sword. 24 According to their uncleanness, and according to their transgressions 
did I deal with them, and hid my face from them. #5 Therefore thus hath said the Lord 
Eternal, Now will I bring back again the captivity of Jacob, and I will have mercy upon 
the whole house of Israel, and will be zealous for my holy name; 2° And they shall feel 
their disgrace, and all their trespass whereby they had trespassed against me, when they 
dwelt in their land in safety, with none to make them afraid: 2” When I bring them back 
again from the people, and gather them out of the land of their enemies, and sanctify 
myself on them before the eyes of the many nations. 28 And they shall know that I am 
the Lord their God; because I had exiled them among the nations, but gather them now 
unto their own land, and leave none of them any more there. 2 And I will not hide my 
face any more from them; for I will have poured out my spirit over the house of Israel, 
saith the Lord Eternal. 


40 


1 In the five and twentieth year of our exile, in the beginning of the year, on the tenth 
day of the month, in the fourteenth year after the city had been smitten, on the selfsame 
day came the inspiration of the Lord upon me, and brought me thither. 2 In the visions of 
God brought he me unto the land of Israel, and set me down upon a very high mount, on 
which there was built something like a city on the south. 3 And when he had brought me 
thither, behold, there was a man, whose appearance was like the appearance of copper, 
with a line of flax in his hand, and a measuring-rod: and he was standing in the gate. 
4 And the man spoke unto me, Son of man, behold with thy eyes, and hear with thy ears, 
and direct thy heart unto all that I am about to show thee; for in order to show it unto 
thee art thou brought hither: tell all that thou seest to the house of Israel. ° And behold 


there was a wall on the outside of the house all round about, and in the man's hand was 
a measuring-rod of six cubits long by the cubit which was a hand's breadth longer than 


usual; and he measured the breadth of the building, one rod, and the height, one rod. 
6 Then came he unto the gate which looked in the direction toward the east, and went 
up its steps, and measured the threshold of the gate, one rod in breadth, and the other 
threshold one rod in breadth. 7 And every cell was one rod long, and one rod broad; and 
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between the cells were five cubits: and the threshold of the gate near by the porch of the 
gate within was one rod. 8 He measured also the porch of the gate within, one rod. ?Then 
measured he the porch of the gate, eight cubits, and its door-posts, two cubits: and the 
porch of the gate was inward. 1° And the cells of the gate in the eastern direction were 


three on this side, and three on that side, one measure was for all the three; and there 
was one measure for the door-posts on this side and on that side. 1! And he measured 


the breadth of the entrance of the gate, ten cubits, [and] the length of the gate, thirteen 
cubits. 12 And there was a space before the cells of one cubit on this side, and one cubit 
space was there on that side: and every cell was of six cubits on this side, and of six 
cubits on that side. 13 And he measured the gate from the roof of [one] cell to the roof 
of [another], in breadth five and twenty cubits, one door being against [the other] door. 
14 And he made door-posts of sixty cubits, and around the door-posts the court and the 
gate all round about. 15 And the height of the gate of the entrance as also the height of the 
porch of the inner gate was fifty cubits. 1° And there were narrow windows in the cells, 
and by their door-posts within the gate all round about, and likewise in the porches: 
and windows were all round about inward; and on each door post were palm-shaped 
[capitals]. 17 Then brought he me into the outward court, and, lo, there were chambers, 
and a pavement made for the court all round about: thirty chambers were upon the 
pavement. 18 And the pavement by the side of the gates was all along the whole length 
of the gates: this was the lower pavement. 19 Then measured he the breadth from the 
front of the lower gate unto the front of the inner court, without, one hundred cubits, 
eastward and northward. 2° And the gate of the outer court that looked in a northern 
direction, he measured after its length, and its breadth. 21 And its cells were three on this 
side and three on that side; and its door-posts and its porches were after the measure of 
the first gate: fifty cubits was its length, and its breadth five and twenty cubits. 22 And its 
windows, and its porches, and their palm-shaped capitals, were after the measure of the 
gate that looked in an eastern direction: and by seven steps did they go up unto it, and 
to its porches which were before them. 23 And the gates of the inner court were opposite 
the gates on the north, and on the east: and he measured from gate to gate one hundred 
cubits. 24 After that he led me forth to the south side, and behold there was a gate on the 
south side: and he measured its door-posts and its porches after these measures. 25 And 
there were windows in it and in its porches all round about, like the other windows: it 
was fifty cubits in length, and in breadth five and twenty cubits. 26 And by seven steps 
was the ascent to it, and to its porches which were before them; and it had palm-shaped 
capitals, one on this side, and another on that side, upon its door-posts. 2” And there 
was a gate in the inner court on the south side: and he measured from gate to gate on 
the south side one hundred cubits. 28 And he brought me to the inner court by the south 
gate; and he measured the south gate after these measures; 29 And its cells, and its door- 
posts, and its porches were after these measures; and there were windows in it and in 
its porches all round about: it was fifty cubits in length, and in breadth five and twenty 
cubits. 3° And arched passages were all round about, five and twenty cubits long, and five 
cubits broad. 3! And its porches were toward the outer court; and palm-shaped capitals 
were upon its door-posts: and its ascent was by eight steps. 32 And he brought me into 
the inner court on the east side; and he measured the gate after these measures; 33 And 
its cells and its door-posts, and its porches, were according to these measures; and there 
were windows in it and in its porches all round about: its length was fifty cubits, and its 
breadth five and twenty cubits. 34 And its porches were toward the outward court; and 
palm-shaped capitals were upon its door-posts, on this side, and on that side: and by 
eight steps was the ascent to it. 35 And he brought me to the north gate, and he measured 
it after these measures; 3° Its cells, its door-posts, and its porches; and the windows in it 
were all round about: its length was fifty cubits, and its breadth five and twenty cubits. 
37 And its door-posts were toward the outer court; and palm-shaped capitals were upon 
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its door-posts, on this side, and on that side: and by eight steps was the ascent to it. 
38 And there was a chamber with its door by the door-posts of the gates, where they 
washed off the burnt-offerings. 39 And in the porch of the gate were two tables on this 
side, and two tables on that side, to slaughter thereon the burnt-offerings and the sin- 
offerings and the trespass-offerings. 4° And at the side without [the porch], as one went 
up to the entrance of the north gate, were two tables; and on the other side of the porch 
of the gate were two tables; *! Four tables being on this side, and four tables on that side, 
by the side of the gate, eight tables, whereupon they slaughtered [the sacrifices]. 42 And 
there were four tables of hewn stone for the burnt-offerings, of a cubit and a half long, 
and a cubit and a half broad, and one cubit high: whereupon they laid the instruments 
wherewith they slaughtered the burnt-offerings and the sacrifices. 43 And hooks, a hand 
long, were fastened within all round about: and on the tables was placed the flesh of the 
offerings. 44 And without the inner gate were the chambers of the singers in the inner 
court, which was at the side of the north gate; and their front was toward the south side: 
one was at the side of the east gate having the front toward the north side. 45 And he 
spoke unto me, This chamber, the front of which is toward the south, is for the priests 
who have the charge of the house. 46 And the chamber, the front of which is toward the 
north, is for the priests who have the charge of the altar: these are the sons of Zadok, 
who come near, from among the sons of Levi, to the Lord to minister unto him. 47 So he 
measured the court, in length one hundred cubits, and in breadth one hundred cubits, 
foursquare: and the altar [stood] before the house. 48 And he brought me to the porch of 
the house, and measured each door-post of the porch, five cubits on this side, and five 
cubits on that side: and the breadth of the gate was three cubits on this side, and three 
cubits on that side. 49 The length of the porch was twenty cubits, and the breadth eleven 
cubits, together with the steps whereby they went up to it: and there were pillars by the 
door-posts, one on this side, and another on that side. 


1 And he brought me to the temple: and he measured the door-posts, six cubits broad 
on the one side, and six cubits broad on the other side, [as also] the breadth of the 
tabernacle. 2 And the breadth of the door was ten cubits; and the sides of the door 
were five cubits on the one side, and five cubits on the other side: and he measured 
its length, forty cubits, and the breadth, twenty cubits. 3 Then went he inward, and 


measured the posts of the door, two cubits; and the door was six cubits high; and the 
breadth of the door, was seven cubits. 4 And he measured its length, twenty cubits; and 
the breadth, twenty cubits, fronting on the temple: and he said unto me, This is the most 
holy place. 5 After this he measured the wall of the house, six cubits; and the breadth of 
every side-chamber was four cubits, all round about the house on every side. © And the 
side-chambers were one over another, three and thirty times; and they entered into the 
wall which was on the house for the side-chambers all round about, that they might be 
fastened on, but they were not fastened on the wall of the house. 7 And as one wound 
upward it became continually wider for the side-chambers; for the row of chambers 
about the house went more and more upward round about the house; therefore was the 
breadth of the house greater upward: and so they ascended from the lowest chambers to 
the highest through the middle ones. 8 And I saw the height of the house all round about: 
the foundations of the side-chambers were a full rod of six cubits under ground. 9 The 


thickness of the wall, which was for the side-chambers without, was five cubits, as also 
the space which was left open by the row of the side-chambers that were on the house. 


10 And between the chambers there was a width of twenty cubits round about the house 
on every side. !! And the doors of the side-chambers were on the open space, one door 
was ina northern direction, and another door on the south; and the breadth of the place 
that was left open was five cubits all round about. 12 Now the building that was before 
the main wing on the west side was seventy cubits broad; and the wall of the building 
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was five cubits thick round about, and its length, ninety cubits. 13 So he measured the 
house, in length one hundred cubits; and the main wing, and the building, with its walls, 
in length one hundred cubits; 14 Also the breadth in the front of the house, and of the 
main wing on the east, was one hundred cubits. 15 And he measured the length of the 
building on the front side of the main wing which was behind it, and its corner-pillars 


on the one side and on the other side, one hundred cubits; and this included the inner 
temple, and the porches of the court; 1° The thresholds, and the narrow windows, and 


the corner-pillars were round about on their three sides: opposite the threshold there 
was a wainscoting of wood all round about, and so from the ground up to the windows; 
and the windows were covered. 17 On the part above the door, and as far as the inner 
house, and the outer [house], was [a wainscoting], and on all the wall round about within 
and without, by [the same] measure; 18 And it was ornamented with cherubim and palm- 
trees, a palm-tree being between two cherubim; and every cherub had two faces; 19 So 
that a human face was toward the palm-tree on the one side, and a young lion's face 
toward the palm-tree on the other side: it was so made on all the house round about. 
20 From the ground to the part above the door were the cherubim and the palm-trees 
made, and so on the wall of the temple. 2! The temple had four-cornered door-posts, 
and the front of the holy of holies had the [same] appearance as the appearance [of the 
other]. 22 The altar was of wood, three cubits high, and its length was two cubits; and 
its corners, and its top-piece, and its walls, were of wood: and he spoke unto me, This is 
the table that is before the Lord. 23 And the temple and the holy of holies had two doors. 
24 And the doors had two leaves [apiece], two turning leaves, two [leaves] for the one 
door, and two leaves for the other. 25 And there were made on them, on the doors of the 
temple, cherubim and palm-trees, as they were made upon the walls; and [a covering of] 
thick wooden planks was upon the front of the porch without. 2° And there were narrow 
windows and palm-trees on the one side and on the other side, on the sides of the porch, 
and on the side-chambers of the house, and the [covering of] thick planks. 


42 


1 And he led me forth into the outer court, on the way to the north side; and he brought 
me into the [row of] chambers that was opposite the main wing, and which was opposite 
the building toward the north; 2 On the front side the length [of which] was a hundred 
cubits, [up to] the north door, while the breadth was fifty cubits. 3 Opposite the twenty 
cubits which were for the inner court, and opposite the pavement which was for the 
outer court, was corner-pillar before corner-pillar in the three stories. 4 And before 
the chambers was a walk of ten cubits in breadth toward the inner house, a way of one 
cubit [in width]; and their doors were toward the north. 5 Now the upper chambers 
were shorter [for the corner-pillar took away part of the space from them] than the 
lowest and than the middle chambers of the building. ° For they were in three stories, 
but had not pillars like the pillars of the courts: therefore was something taken off the 
lowest and the middle ones [as one ascended] from the ground. 7 And the wall that was 
without alongside the chambers, toward the outer court in front of the chambers, was 
in its length fifty cubits. 8 For the length of the chambers that were in the outer court 
was fifty cubits; and lo, [the whole space] in front of the temple was one hundred cubits. 
9 And beneath these chambers was the entrance from the east side, as one goeth into 
them from the outer court. 1° On the breadth of the wall of the court in an eastern 
direction before the main wing, and before the building, were chambers. 1! And the way 
before them was of like appearance as that for the chambers which were on the north 
side, of the same length and the same breadth; and all their means of egress, and their 
arrangement, and their doors were of the like manner. 12 And so also were the doors of 
the chambers that were on the south side, a door being on the head of the way, of the way 
directly before the wall on the east side, as one entereth into them. 13 And he said unto 
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me, The north chambers and the south chambers which are in front of the main wing,— 
these are the holy chambers, where the priests that approach unto the Lord shall eat the 
most holy things: there shall they lay the most holy things, namely, the meat-offering, 
and the sin-offering, and the trespass-offering; for the place is holy. 14 When the priests 
enter therein, then shall they not go out of the sanctuary into the outer court; but there 
shall they lay down their garments wherein they may have ministered; for they are holy: 
and they shall put on other garments, and shall then approach to [the court] which is 
for the people. !5 Now when he had finished the measurings of the inner house, he led 
me forth by the way of the gate which looked in an eastern direction, and measured 
it all round about. 1° He measured the east side with the measuring-rod, five hundred 
rods, with the measuring-rod round about. 1” He measured the north aide, five hundred 
rods, with the measuring-rod round about. 18 The south side he measured, five hundred 
rods, with the measuring-rod. !° He turned about to the west side, and measured five 
hundred rods with the measuring-rod. 2° On the four sides did he measure it by the wall 
that was all round about, five hundred rods in length, and in breadth five hundred, to 
make a separation between the holy place and the profane. 


43 


1 Then did he lead me to the gate, even the gate that was turned in an eastern 
direction. 2 And, behold, the glory of the God of Israel came from the way of the east; and 
his voice was like a noise of many waters; and the earth gave light from his glory. 3 And it 
was like the appearance of the vision which I had seen, yea, like the vision that I had seen 
when I came to destroy the city; and the visions were like the vision that I had seen by 
the river Kebar: and I fell upon my face. 4 And the glory of the Lord came into the house 
by the way of the gate which was turned in an eastern direction. 5 Then did the Spirit 
take me up, and bring me into the inner court: and, behold, the glory of the Lord filled 
the house. © And I heard him speaking unto me out of the house; and a man was standing 
alongside of me. 7 And he said unto me, Son of man, [this] is the place of my throne, and 
the place of the soles of my feet, where I will dwell in the midst of the children of Israel 
forever: and the house of Israel shall not defile any more my holy name, neither they, 
nor their kings, by their lewdness, nor by the carcasses of their kings on their high- 
places. 8 Inasmuch as they placed their threshold by my threshold, and their door-posts 
close by my door-posts, and the wall being only between me and them, and they defiled 
my holy name by their abominations which they committed; so that I made an end of 
them in my anger. ? Now will they have to put away their lewdness, and the carcasses 
of their kings, far from me, and I will dwell in the midst of them for ever. 1° Thou, son of 
man, tell the house of Israel of the house, that they may be confounded because of their 
iniquities: and let them measure the outlines. 1! And if they be confounded because of 
all that they have done: then let them know the form of the house, and its arrangements, 
and its means of egress, and its entrances, and all its forms, and all its statutes, and all 
its forms, and all its laws, and write them down before their eyes; that they may observe 
the whole of its form, and all its statutes, and carry them out. 12 This is the law for the 
house, Upon the top of the mount shall its whole limit all round about be most holy: 


behold, this is the law for the house. 13 And these are the measures of the altar in cubits, 
The cubit is a cubit and a hand-breadth; and the bottom shall be a cubit high, and a cubit 


broad, and its border on its edge round about shall be a span: and this shall be the outside 
of the altar. !4 And from the bottom upon the ground up to the lower projection shall be 
two cubits, and the breadth one cubit; and from the lesser projection up to the greater 
projection shall be four cubits, and the breadth one cubit. 15 And the upper portion of 
the altar shall be four cubits; and from the upper surface of the altar and upward shall 
be the four horns. 16 And the upper surface of the altar shall be twelve cubits long, by 
twelve broad, square on its four sides. 17 And the projection shall be fourteen cubits in 
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length, by fourteen in breadth on its four sides; and the border round about it shall be 
half a cubit; and its bottom shall be a cubit round about; and its steps shall look toward 


the east. 18 And he said unto me, Son of man, thus hath said the Lord Eternal, These 
are the statutes of the altar on the day when it shall be finished, to offer thereon burnt- 


offerings, and to sprinkle thereon blood. !9 And thou shalt give to the priests the Levites 
that are of the seed of Zadok, who approach unto me, saith the Lord Eternal, to minister 
unto me, a young bullock for a sin-offering. 2° And thou shalt take of his blood, and put it 
on its four horns, and on the four corners of the projection, and upon the border round 


about; and thou shalt cleanse it and make an atonement for it. 21 And thou shalt take 
the bullock of the sin-offering, and some one shall burn him at an appointed place of 


the house, without the sanctuary. 22 And on the second day shalt thou offer a he-goat 
without blemish for a sin-offering: and they shall cleanse the altar, as they did cleanse 
it with the bullock. 23 When thou hast made an end of cleansing it, shalt thou offer a 
young bullock without blemish, and a ram out of the flock without blemish. 24 And thou 
shalt bring them near before the Lord, and the priests shall throw salt upon them, and 
they shall offer them up as a burnt-offering unto the Lord. #5 Seven days shalt thou 
prepare a goat for a sin-offering every day; and a young bullock, and a ram out of the 
flock, without blemish shall they prepare. 2° Seven days shall they atone for the altar 
and purify it; and they shall consecrate the same. 2” And when these days are expired, it 
shall be, that on the eighth day, and thenceforward, the priests shall prepare upon the 
altar your burnt-offerings, and your peace-offerings: and I will accept you in favor, saith 
the Lord Eternal. 


44 

1 And he brought me back by the way of the outer gate of the sanctuary which looked 
toward the east: and it was locked. 2? Then said the Lord unto me, This gate shall remain 
locked, it shall not be opened, and no man shall enter in by it; because the Lord, the 
God of Israel, hath entered in by it, therefore shall it remain locked. 3 As for the prince, 
being the prince, he shall sit in it to eat bread before the Lord: by the way of the porch 
of that gate shall he enter, and by the way of the same shall he go out. 4Then brought he 
me by the way of the north gate before the house; and I looked, and, behold, the glory 
of the Lord filled the house of the Lord: and I fell upon my face. 5 And the Lord said 
unto me, Son of man, direct thy mind, and see with thy eyes, and hear with thy ears 
all that I am speaking with thee concerning all the ordinances of the house of the Lord, 
and of all its laws; and direct thy mind to the entrance of the house, with every place of 
egress of the sanctuary. © And thou shalt say to the rebellious, to the house of Israel, Thus 
hath said the Lord Eternal, Ye have done enough with all your abominations, 0 house 
of Israel! 7 In your having brought the sons of the stranger, uncircumcised in heart, and 
uncircumcised in flesh, to be in my sanctuary, to pollute it, even my house, while you 
were offering my food, the fat and the blood: so that they broke my covenant because 
of all your abominations. 8 And [because] ye have not kept the charge of my holy things; 
but ye have set [those unworthy ones] as keepers of my charge in my sanctuary at your 
own pleasure. ? Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, No son of the stranger, uncircumcised 
in heart, or uncircumcised in flesh, shall enter into my sanctuary, of all the sons of the 
stranger that are in the midst of the children of Israel. 1° But as respecteth the Levites 
that were gone away far from me, when Israel went astray, who went astray away from 
me, after their idols, they shall surely bear their iniquity; 11 And they shall be in my 
sanctuary, servants, appointed to watch at the gates of the house, and to be servants 
for the house: these are they that shall slay the burnt-offerings and the sacrifices for 
the people, and they shall stand before them to do the service for them. !? Because that 
they used to serve them before their idols, and have been unto the house of Israel as a 
stumbling-block of iniquity; therefore have I lifted up my hand against them, saith the 
Lord Eternal, and they shall bear their iniquity; 13 And they shall not come near unto me, 


1668 XRN 


Ezekiel 44:14 516 Ezekiel 45:5 


to officiate as priests unto me, nor to come near to any of my holy things, to the most 
holy things; but they shall bear their shame, yea, for their abominations which they have 
committed. 14 And I will appoint them to be keepers of the charge of the house, for all 
the service thereof, and for all that shall be done therein. 4 But the priests the Levites, 
the sons of Zadok, that kept the charge of my sanctuary when the children of Israel went 
astray from me,—these are they that shall come near unto me to minister unto me, and 
they shall stand before me to offer unto me the fat and the blood, saith the Lord Eternal: 
16 These are they that shall enter into my sanctuary, and these shall come near to my 
table, to minister unto me; and they shall keep my charge. !” And it shall come to pass, 
that, when they enter in at the gates of the inner court, they shall clothe themselves 
with linen garments; and there shall no wool come upon them, when they minister in 
the gates of the inner court, and within the house. 18 Linen bonnets shall be upon their 
heads, and linen breeches shall be upon their loins: they shall not gird themselves with 
any thing that causeth sweat. !9 And when they go forth into the outer court, into the 
outer court to the people: then shall they put off their garments wherein they have 
ministered, and they shall lay them down in the holy chambers; and they shall put on 
other garments, and they shall not mingle among the people with their garments. 2° And 
their heads shall they not shave close, nor suffer their hair to grow long: they shall only 
crop [the hair of] their heads. 21 And wine shall none of the priests drink when they enter 
into the inner court. 2? And a widow, or one that is divorced from her husband shall they 
not take to themselves as wives; but only virgins of the seed of the house of Israel; but 
whatever widow it may be, the [common] priests may take. 23 And my people shall they 
teach the difference between the holy and profane, and that between the unclean and 
the clean shall they make known unto them. 24 And ina controversy shall they stand up 
to judge, according to my ordinances shall they decide it: and my laws and my statutes 
at all my festivals shall they observe, and my sabbaths shall they sanctify. 25 And to a 
dead person shall they not come to defile themselves; but on father, or on mother, or on 
son, or on daughter, on brother, or on sister that hath had no husband, may they defile 
themselves. 26 And after he is become clean,—they shall reckon unto him seven days,— 
27 Then shall he on the day that he cometh into the sanctuary, into the inner court, to 
minister in the sanctuary, offer his sin-offering, saith the Lord Eternal. 28 And it shall 
be unto them as an inheritance, I am their inheritance: and any possession shall you 
not give them in Israel, I am their possession. 2? The meat-offering, and the sin-offering, 
and the trespass-offering—these shall they eat; and every devoted thing in Israel shall 
belong to them. °° And the first of all kinds of first-fruits of all, and every kind of heave- 
offering of every thing of all your heave-offerings, shall belong to the priests; and the 
first of your dough shall you give to the priest, to cause a blessing to rest on thy house. 


31 Any thing that hath died of itself, or that is torn, whether it be fowl or beast, shall the 
priests not eat. 


45 

1 And when ye divide the land by lot for an inheritance, shall ye offer an oblation unto 
the Lord, as a holy portion of the land, five and twenty thousand rods in length, and in 
breadth ten thousand. This shall be holy in all its extent round about. 2 Of this there shall 
be for the sanctuary five hundred [rods] by five hundred, square round about; and fifty 
cubits as an open space for it round about. 3 And of this measure shalt thou measure, in 
length five and twenty thousand, and in breadth ten thousand [rods]: and in it shall be 
the sanctuary [and] the holy of holies. 4 The holy portion of the land shall it be, for the 
priests the ministers of the sanctuary shall it be, who come near to minister unto the 
Lord; and it shall be unto them a place for houses, and a holy place for the sanctuary. 
5 And five and twenty thousand [rods] in length, and ten thousand in breadth, shall also 
belong unto the Levites, the servants of the house, for themselves, as a possession, with 
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twenty chambers. © And as the possession of the city shall ye assign five thousand rods 
broad, and five and twenty thousand long, alongside the holy oblation: unto the whole 
house of Israel shall it belong. 7 And the prince shall have that on the one side and on 
the other side of the holy oblation, and of the possession of the city, in front of the holy 
oblation, and in front of the possession of the city, on the west side westward, and on the 
east side eastward; and in length alongside one of the portions, both on the west border 
and on the east border. 8 As landed property shall it be his possession in Israel: and my 
princes shall no more wrong my people; but the land shall they give to the house of Israel 
according to their tribes. 9 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, Ye have done enough wrong, 
O princes of Israel: remove violence and robbery, and execute justice and righteousness; 
take away your exactions from my people, saith the Lord Eternal. 1° Just balances, and 
a just ephah, and a just bath shall ye have. 11 The ephah and the bath shall contain the 
same quantity, that the bath may contain the tenth part of a chomer, and the ephah the 
tenth part of a chomer: after the chomer shall the measure of contents be. 12 And the 
shekel shall be twenty gerahs: [in pieces of] twenty shekels, five and twenty shekels, 
fifteen shekels, shall be your maneh. 13 This is the heave-offering that ye shall offer; The 
sixth part of an ephah of a chomer of wheat; and ye shall give the sixth part of an ephah 
of a chomer of barley; 14 And the fixed portion of oil shall be after the bath of oil, the 
tenth part of a bath out of the cor, ten baths reckoned to the chomer; for ten baths are a 
chomer; }5 And one lamb out of the flock, out of two hundred, out of the fat pastures of 
Israel, for meat-offerings, and for burnt-offerings, and for peace-offerings, to make an 
atonement for them, saith the Lord Eternal. 16 All the people of the land shall be held 
bound for this heave-offering for the prince in Israel. 7 And upon the prince shall be 
the duty to furnish the burnt-offerings, the meat-offerings, and the drink-offerings, on 
the feasts, and on the new-moon days, and on the sabbaths, on all the festive seasons 
of the house of Israel: he himself shall prepare the sin-offering, and the meat-offering, 
and the burnt-offering, and the peace-offerings, to make an atonement in behalf of the 


house of Israel. 18 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, In the first month, on the first of 
the month, shalt thou take a young bullock without blemish, and make an expiation for 


the sanctuary. 19 And the priest shall take some of the blood of the sin-offering, and put 
it upon the door-post of the house, and upon the four corners of the projection of the 
altar, and upon the door-post of the gate of the inner court. 2° And so shalt thou do on 
the seventh day of the month for every one that erreth, and for him that hath sinned 
unawares; so shall ye atone for the house. 2! In the first month, on the fourteenth day 
of the month, shall ye have the passover: a feast of seven days; unleavened bread shall 
be eaten. 22 And the prince shall prepare on that day in behalf of himself and in behalf 
of all the people of the land a bullock for a sin-offering. 23 And on the seven days of 
the feast shall he prepare a burnt-offering to the Lord, seven bullocks and seven rams 
without blemish on every day of the seven days; and for a sin-offering a he-goat on every 
day. 24 And as a meat-offering an ephah for a bullock, and an ephah for a ram shall he 
prepare, and a hin of oil for each ephah. 25 In the seventh month, on the fifteenth day 
of the month, on the feast, shall he prepare the like during the seven days, both the 
sin-offering, as also the burnt-offering, and the meat-offering, and the oil. 


46 

1 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, The gate of the inner court that looketh toward the 
east shall remain locked the six working days; but on the sabbath day shall it be opened, 
and on the new-moon day shall it be opened. 2 And the prince shall enter by the way 
of the porch of the gate, from without, and shall stand by the door-post of the gate, 
and the priests shall prepare his burnt-offering and his peace-offerings, and he shall 
bow himself down at the threshold of the gate, and he shall then go forth; but the gate 
shall not be locked until the evening. 3 And the people of the land shall bow themselves 
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down at the door of this same gate on the sabbaths and on the new-moons before the 
Lord. 4 And the burnt-offering which the prince is to offer unto the Lord, shall be on 
the sabbath-day six sheep without blemish, and a ram without blemish; 5 And as a meat- 
offering an ephah for the ram, and for the sheep a meat-offering as his hand may be 
able to give, and a hin of oil for every ephah. © And on the day of the new moon, a young 
bullock without blemish, and six sheep and a ram; without blemish shall they be. 7 And 
an ephah for the bullock, and an ephah for the ram, shall he prepare as a meat-offering, 
and for the sheep according as his means may reach, and a hin of oil for every ephah. 
8 And when the prince doth enter, he shall go in by the way of the porch of the gate, and 
by the same way shall he go forth. 9 But when the people of the land come before the 
Lord on the appointed feasts, he that entereth in by the way of the north gate to bow 
himself down shall go out by the way of the south gate; and he that entereth by the way 
of the south gate shall go out by the way of the north gate: he shall not return by the 
way of the gate whereby he came in; but by that opposite to him shall he go out. 1° And 
as for the prince—in the midst of them, when they go in, shall he go in; and when they 
go out, shall they go out [together]. 1! And on the feasts and on the appointed festivals 
shall the meat-offering be an ephah for each bullock, and an ephah for each ram, and 
for the sheep as his hand may be able to give, and a hin of oil for every ephah. !2 And 
when the prince doth prepare as a voluntary gift a burnt-offering, or a peace-offering, 
as a voluntary gift unto the Lord: then shall be opened for him the gate that looketh 
toward the east, and he shall prepare his burnt-offering and his peace-offering, as he 
usually doth on the sabbath-day; and he shall go out, and the gate shall be locked after 
his going out. 13 And a sheep of the first year without blemish shalt thou prepare as 
a burnt-offering every day unto the Lord: morning by morning shalt thou prepare it. 
M4 And as a meat-offering shalt thou prepare with it, morning by morning, the sixth part 
of an ephah, and the third of a hin of oil, to mingle with the fine flour—a meat-offering 
unto the Lord, as ordinances for ever continually. 15 Thus shall they prepare the sheep, 
and the meat-offering, and the oil, morning by morning, as a continual burnt-offering. 
16 Thus hath said the Lord Eternal, If the prince make gift unto any one of his sons, it is his 
inheritance, it shall belong to his sons: it shall be their possession as their inheritance. 
17 But if he make a gift of his inheritance to one of his servants: then shall it remain his 
to the year of freedom, when it shall return to the prince; but his inheritance shall only 
remain for his sons. 18 But the prince shall not take any thing from the inheritance of the 
people, to wrong them out of their possession: out of his own possession can he give an 
inheritance to his sons; in order that not one of my people be deprived of his possession. 
19 And then he brought me through the entry, which was at the side of the gate, into the 
holy chambers for the priests, which looked toward the north: and, behold, there was a 
place by the back wall on the west side. 2° And he said unto me, This is the place where 
the priests shall boil the trespass-offering and the sin-offering, where [also] they shall 
bake the meat-offering; so as not to carry the same out into the outer court, to mingle 
with the people. 2! Then did he lead me forth into the outer court, and caused me to pass 
along the four corners of the court; and, behold, in every corner of the court there was 
a court. 22 In the four corners of the court there were uncovered courts of forty cubits 
in length and thirty in breadth: there was one measure for all these four in the corners. 
23 And there was a shelf of masonry round about in them, round about all these four, and 
it was furnished with hearths for boiling under the shelves round about. 24 Then said he 
unto me, These are the places of those that boil, where the servants of the house shall 
boil the sacrifice of the people. 


47 
1 And he brought me back again unto the door of the house: and, behold, water was 
issuing out from under the threshold of the house eastward; for the front of the house 
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stood toward the east; and the water came down from under [the threshold], from the 
right side of the house, to the south of the altar. 2 Then did he bring me out by the way 
of the gate northwards and led me about the way without unto the outer gate by the 
way that looked eastward: and, behold, the water was running on the right side. 3 When 
the man went forth eastward, having the measuring-line in his hand, he measured a 
thousand cubits, and he led me through the water, the water reaching to the ankles. 
4 Again he measured a thousand [cubits], and led me through the water, the water 
reaching to the knees. Again he measured a thousand [cubits], and led me through, 
the water reaching to the loins. 5 And he measured again a thousand [cubits], it being 
a stream that I could not wade through; for the water was increased, being water fit 
to swim in, a stream that could not be waded through. © And he said unto me, Son of 


man, hast thou seen this: Then did he lead me, and caused me to return to the bank of 
the stream. 7 Now when I returned, behold, there were at the banks of the stream very 


many trees, on the one side and on the other. ® Then said he unto me, These waters 
issue out toward the eastern district, and go down into the plain, and fall into the sea, 
[the waters] being carried forth into the sea, so that the waters shall be healed. ° And 
it shall come to pass, that every thing that liveth, which moveth, whithersoever the 
double-stream shall come, shall live: and the fish shall be [therein] in great abundance; 
for when this water shall have come thither, [the waters of the sea] shall be healed, and 
every thing shall live whither the stream cometh. 1° And it shall come to pass, that the 
fishers shall stand by it; from 'En-gedi even unto 'En-'eglayim, there shall be places for 
the spreading out of nets: after their various kinds shall the fish thereof be, like the 
fish of the great sea, exceedingly many. 1! But its swamps and its lagoons shall not be 
healed, for [the production of] salt are they destined. 12 And by the stream upon its 
banks, on this side and on that side, shall grow up all kinds of trees for food, the leaves 
of which shall not fade, and the fruit of which shall not come to an end, every month 
shall they bring forth new ripe fruit; because its water is that which issueth out of the 
sanctuary; and their fruit shall serve for food, and their leaves for remedies. 13 Thus hath 
said the Lord Eternal, This shall be the boundary, whereby ye shall divide out the land 
unto the twelve tribes of Israel: Joseph shall have two portions. 14 And ye shall inherit 
it, every one like the other, [the land] concerning which I lifted up my hand to give it 
unto your fathers: and this land shall fall unto you for an inheritance. 15 And this shall 
be the boundary of the land: On the north side, from the great sea, the road to Chethlon, 
as far as to Zedad; 16 Chamath, Berothah, Sibrayim, which is between the boundary of 
Damascus and the boundary of Chamath; Chazar-hattichon, which is by the boundary 
of Chavran. !7 And the boundary shall be from the sea to Chazar-'enon, the boundary of 
Damascus, and the northern part on the north, and the boundary of Chamath. And this 
is the north side. 18 And the east side shall ye measure between Chavran and Damascus 
[on the one side], and between Gil'ad and the land of Israel [on the other side] by the 
Jordan, from the [north] boundary unto the east sea. And this is the east side. 19 And 
the south side; on the south, from Thamar even to the waters of contention at Kadesh, 
toward the brook [flowing] into the Great Sea. And this is the south side on the south. 
20 And the west side shall be the great sea from the [southern] boundary, as far as straight 
up to Chamath. This is the west side. 2! And ye shall divide this land among yourselves 
according to the tribes of Israel. 22 And it shall come to pass, that ye shall divide it by lot 
for an inheritance among yourselves, and to the strangers that sojourn in the midst of 
you, who shall have begotten children in the midst of you; and they shall be unto you as 
the native born among the children of Israel: with you shall they obtain an inheritance 
in the midst of the tribes of Israel. 23 And it shall come to pass that in whatever tribe the 
stranger sojourneth, there shall ye give him his inheritance, saith the Lord Eternal. 
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48 


1 Now these are the names of the tribes: At the edge, on the north side, along the road 
on the way to Chethlon, as far as Chamath, Chazar-'enan, the boundary of Damascus 
northward, alongside of Chamath, there shall be from the east side to the west for Dan 
one portion. 2 And by the boundary of Dan, from the east side unto the west side, for 
Asher one portion. 3 And by the boundary of Asher, from the east side even unto the 
west side, for Naphtali one portion. 4 And by the boundary of Naphtali, from the east 
side unto the west side, for Menasseh one portion. ° And by the boundary of Menasseh, 
from the east side unto the west side, for Ephraim one portion. ® And by the boundary of 
Ephraim, from the east side even unto the west side, for Reuben one portion. 7 And by the 
boundary of Reuben, from the east side unto the west side, for Judah one portion. ® And 
by the boundary of Judah, from the east side unto the west side, shall be the oblation 
which ye shall set aside of five and twenty thousand rods in breadth, and in length as 
one of the other parts, from the east side unto the west side: and the sanctuary shall be in 
the midst of it. The oblation that ye shall set aside unto the Lord shall be in length five 
and twenty thousand [rods], and in breadth ten thousand. 1° And to these shall belong 
the holy oblation,—namely to the priests, toward the north, five and twenty thousand 
rods [in length], and on the west ten thousand in breadth, and on the east ten thousand 
in breadth, and on the south five and twenty thousand in length: and the sanctuary of 
the Lord shall be in the midst of it. 11 Unto the priests, that are sanctified, of the sons of 
Zadok, who have kept my charge, who went not astray when the children of Israel went 
astray, as the Levites went astray. !2 To them shall thus belong the portion set aside of 
the oblation of the land as a most holy thing by the boundary of the Levites. !° And the 
Levites shall have alongside the boundary of the priests five and twenty thousand rods 
in length, and in breadth ten thousand; the whole in length five and twenty thousand, 
and in breadth ten thousand. 14 But they shall not sell aught thereof, or exchange, or 
alienate this first portion of the land; for it is holy unto the Lord. !5 And the five thousand 
rods, that are left in the breadth, with a length of five and twenty thousand, shall be an 
unconsecrated land for the city, for dwelling, and for an open space: and the city shall be 
in the midst thereof. 1° And these shall be its measures: The north side four thousand and 
five hundred [rods], and the south side four thousand and five hundred, and on the east 
side four thousand and five hundred, and the west side four thousand and five hundred. 
17 And the open space of the city shall be toward the north two hundred and fifty [rods], 
and toward the south two hundred and fifty, and toward the east two hundred and fifty, 
and toward the west two hundred and fifty. 18 And the produce of the residue in length 
alongside the holy oblation ten thousand rods eastward, and ten thousand westward, 
that which is alongside the holy oblation, shall be for food unto the laborers of the city. 
19 And the laborers of the city, men taken out of all the tribes of Israel, shall till it. 2° All 
the oblation, five and twenty thousand [rods] by five and twenty thousand square, shall 
ye set apart as the holy oblation, with the possession of the city. 21 And the residue shall 
belong to the prince, on the one side and on the other of the holy oblation, and of the 
possession of the city, alongside of the five and twenty thousand of the oblation toward 
the eastern boundary, and westward alongside the five and twenty thousand toward the 
western boundary, alongside the portions [of the tribes]; for the prince [shall it be]: and 
so shall be the holy oblation; and the sanctuary of the house shall be in the midst thereof. 
22 And both the possession of the Levites, and the possession of the city, shall be in the 
midst of that which belongeth to the prince: between the boundary of Judah and the 
boundary of Benjamin, shall be for the prince. 23 As for the rest of the tribes, from the 
east side unto the west side, shall be for Benjamin one portion. 24 And by the boundary 
of Benjamin, from the east side unto the west side, for Simeon one portion. 25 And by 
the boundary of Simeon, from the east side unto the west side, for Issachar one portion. 
26 And by the boundary of Issachar, from the east side unto the west side, for Zebulun one 
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portion. 27 And by the boundary of Zebulun, from the east side unto the west side, for Gad 
one portion. 28 And by the boundary of Gad, on the southern side toward the south, shall 
be the boundary from Thamar unto the waters of contention of Kadesh, unto the brook 
by the Great Sea. 29 This is the land which ye shall divide by lot for an inheritance to the 


tribes of Israel, and these are their allotted divisions, saith the Lord Eternal. 3° And these 
are the outlines of the city: On the north side, five hundred and four thousand rods, by 


the measure. 31 And of the gates of the city, being after the names of the tribes of Israel, 
shall be three gates on the north: the gate of Reuben one, the gate of Judah one, the gate 
of Levi one. 32 And on the east side, five hundred and four thousand rods, with three 
gates: namely, the gate of Joseph one, the gate of Benjamin one, the gate of Dan one. 
33 And the south side, five hundred and four thousand rode by the measure, with three 
gates: the gate of Simeon one, the gate of Issachar one, the gate of Zebulun one. °4 The 
west side, five hundred and four thousand rods, with their three gates: the gate of Gad 
one, the gate of Asher one, the gate of Naphtali one. *5 All around it shall be eighteen 
thousand rods: and the name of the city shall be from that day “The Lord is there.” 
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Hosea 


1 The word of the Lord that came unto Hosea the son of Beeri, in the days of 'Uzziyah, 
Jotham, Achaz, [and] Hezekiah, the kings of Judah, and in the days of Jerobo'am the son 
of Joash the king of Israel. 2 The beginning of the word of the Lord by Hosea was, that the 
Lord said to Hosea, Go, take unto thee a wife of prostitution and children of prostitution; 
for the [inhabitants of the] land go far astray, departing from the Lord. 3 So he went and 
took Gomer the daughter of Diblayim, and she conceived and bore him a son. 4 And the 
Lord said unto him, Call his name Yizre'el; for but yet a little while, when I will visit the 
blood of Yizre'el upon the house of Jehu, and I will cause to cease the kingdom of the 
house of Israel. 5 And it shall come to pass on that day, that I will break the bow of Israel 
in the valley of Yizre'el. © And she conceived again, and bore a daughter: and he said 
unto him, Call her name Lo-ruchamah [[Not finding mercy]]; for I will not farther have 
any more mercy upon the house of Israel; but I will give them their full recompense. 
7 But upon the house of Judah will I have mercy, and I will save them through the Lord 
their God, and I will not save them by the bow, or by the sword, or by battle, by horses, or 
by horsemen. 8 Now when she had weaned Lo-ruchamah, she conceived, and bore a son. 
° Then said he, Call his name Lo-'ammi [[Not my people]]; for ye are not my people, and! 
will indeed not be unto you [a God]. 1° (2:1) Yet shall the number of the children of Israel 
[once] be like the sand of the sea, which cannot be measured nor numbered; and it shall 
come to pass, that instead that people say of them, Ye are not my people [[Lo-'ammi]], 
shall they call them, The sons of the living God. 1 (2:2) Then shall the children of Judah 
and the children of Israel be gathered together, and they will appoint for themselves one 
head, and they shall go up out of the land, for great shall be the day of Yizre'el. 


1 (2:3) Call ye your brothers, 'Ammi [[my people]]; and your sisters, Ruchamah [[That 
hath obtained mercy]]. 2 (2:4) Contend with your mother, contend; for she is not my 
wife, and I am not her husband; but let her put away her prostitution from her face, and 
her adulteries from between her breasts: 3 (2:5) Lest I strip her naked, and set her, as 
on the day that she was born, and make her as a wilderness, and render her like a dry 
land, and let her die with thirst. 4 (2:6) And upon her children will I not have mercy; for 
they are children of prostitution; 5 (2:7) For their mother hath played the harlot; she that 
conceived them hath done shamefully; for she said, I will go after my lovers, that give 
me my bread and my water, my wool and my flax, my oil and my drink. 6 (2:8) Therefore, 
behold, I will hedge up thy way with thorns, and I will close it up with a fence, that 
she shall not find her paths. 7 (2:9) And she will make pursuit after her lovers, but she 


shall not overtake them; and she will seek them, but shall not find them: then will she 
say, I will go and return to my first husband; for it was better with me then than now. 


8 (2:10) But she indeed did not acknowledge, that it was I that had given her the corn, 
and the wine, and the oil, and multiplied for her silver and gold, which they devoted 
for Ba'al. 9 (2:11) Therefore will I turn back, and take away my corn in its time, and my 
wine in its season, and I will snatch away my wool and my flax, [given] to cover her 
nakedness. 1° (2:12) And now will I lay open her disgrace before the eyes of her lovers, 
and no man shall deliver her out of my hand. 11 (2:13) And I will cause to cease all her 
mirth, her festival, her new-moon, and her sabbath, and all her appointed feasts. 12 (2:14) 
And I will make desolate her vine and her fig-tree, whereof she hath said, These are my 
reward which my lovers have given me: and I will change them into a forest, and the 
beasts of the field shall devour them. 13 (2:15) And I will visit upon her the days of the 
Be'alim, to which she used to burn incense, when she decked herself with her earrings 


1675 XRN 


Hosea 2:14 523 Hosea 4:11 


and her jewels, and went after her lovers, and me she forgot, saith the Lord. 1 (2:16) 
Therefore, behold, will I allure her, and lead her forth into the wilderness, and I will 
speak comfortingly unto her heart. 45 (2:17) And I will give her [again] her vineyards 
from there, and the valley of 'Achor [[sorrow]] as an entrance for hope: and she shall 
sing there, as in the days of her youth, and as on the day of her coming up out of the 
land of Egypt. 16 (2:18) And it shall happen at that day, saith the Lord, that thou shalt 
call me Ishi [[my husband]], and shalt not call me any more Ba'ali [[my lord]]. 17 (2:19) 
For I will remove the names of the Be'alim out of her mouth, and they shall no more be 
mentioned by their name. !8 (2:20) And I will make for them a covenant on that day with 
the beasts of the field, and with the fowls of the heaven, and with the creeping things 
of the ground: and bow, and sword, and war I will break away out of the land, and I will 
cause them to lie down in safety. 19 (2:21) And I will betroth thee unto me for ever: yea, 
I will betroth thee unto me in righteousness, and in justice, and in loving-kindness, and 
in mercy. 2° (2:22) And I will betroth thee unto me in faithfulness; and thou shalt know 
the Lord. 21 (2:23) And it shall come to pass on that day, that I will answer prayer, saith 
the Lord, I will answer the heavens, and they shall answer the earth; 22 (2:24) And the 
earth shall answer the corn, and the wine, and the oil; and they shall answer Yizre'el. 
23 (2:25) And I will sow her for me in the land; and I will have mercy upon “Her that had 
not obtained mercy” [[Lo-ruchamah]]; and I will say to those who were “Not my people” 
[LLo-'ammi]], Thou art my people: and they shall say, Thou art my God. 


3 


1 Then said the Lord unto me, Go once more, love a woman beloved of her husband, 
yet committing adultery; like the love of the Lord toward the children of Israel, who turn 


themselves after other gods, and love flagons of wine. 2 So I bought me such a one for 
fifteen pieces of silver, and for a chomer of barley, and half a chomer of barley. 3 And I 
said unto her, Many days shalt thou abide [true] for me: thou shalt not play the harlot, 
and thou shalt not belong to any man, and so will I also be toward thee. 4 For many days 
shall the children of Israel abide without a king, and without a prince, and without a 
sacrifice, and without a standing image, and without an ephod and theraphim. ° After 


that will the children of Israel return, and seek for the Lord their God and David their 
king; and fearing will they hasten to the Lord and to his goodness in the latter days, 


4 

1 Hear the word of the Lord, ye children of Israel; for the Lord hath a controversy with 
the inhabitants of the land; because there is no truth, nor kindness, nor knowledge of 
God in the land. 2 There is false swearing, and lying, and murdering, and stealing, and 
committing adultery: they break the bounds, and blood toucheth on blood. 3 Therefore 
shall the land mourn, and every one that dwelleth therein shall languish, with the beasts 
of the field, and with the fowls of the heaven; yea, also the fishes of the sea shall perish. 
4 Yet let no man strive, let no man reprove another: and thy people are contentious 
equally with the priest. > Therefore shalt thou stumble in the daytime, and the prophet 
also shall stumble with thee in the night; and I will destroy thy mother. © My people 
are destroyed for lack of knowledge; because thou hast rejected knowledge, so will I 
also reject thee, that thou shalt not be a priest to me; and as thou hast forgotten the 
law of thy God, so will I myself also forget thy children. 7 The more they increased, the 
more did they sin against me: therefore will I change their glory into shame. ® The sin- 
offering of my people do they eat, and for their iniquity doth the soul of each one of them 
long. ? Therefore shall the same befall both people and priest: and I will punish every 
one of them for his ways, and recompense every one for his doings. 1° And they will 
eat, and shall not be satisfied; they will commit lewdness, and they shall not increase; 
because the Lord have they forsaken [not] keeping [his law]. 1! Lewdness and wine and 
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new wine take away the heart. 12 My people ask counsel of their stick of wood, and their 
staff shall tell them [the future]: for the spirit of lewdness hath caused them to err, and 
they are gone astray unfaithful to their God. !3 Upon the tops of the mountains do they 
sacrifice, and upon the hills burn they incense, under oaks and poplars and terebinths, 
because their shadow is good: therefore will your daughters play the harlot, and your 
daughter-in-law will commit adultery. 141 cannot inflict punishment on your daughters 
when they play the harlot, nor on your daughters-in-law when they commit adultery; 
for they themselves associate with lewd women, and with harlots do they sacrifice: and 
so doth the people that doth not understand stumble. 15 Yet though thou play the harlot, 
O Israel, let not Judah offend: and come not ye unto Gilgal, nor go ye up to Beth-aven, 


nor swear, As the Lord liveth. 1° For like an untamable cow is Israel disobedient: now 
would the Lord have fed them as a sheep in a wide pasture. 17 Ephraim is bound to idols: 


let him alone. !8 Their drinking bout will come to an end: while they are so often guilty 
of lewdness, their rulers love, prepare themselves but shame. !9 The wind seizeth fast 
on them with its wings, and they shall be ashamed because of their sacrifices. 


1 Hear this, O ye priests; and listen well, O ye house of Israel; and give ye ear, O house of 
the king; for the punishment threateneth you; because ye have been a snare on Mizpah, 
and a net spread out upon Thabor. 2 And for murdering they who had rebelled [against 
God] concealed themselves in deep places; but I will inflict correction on them all. 31 
well know Ephraim, and Israel is not hidden from me; for now, O Ephraim, hast thou 
played the harlot, [and] Israel is defiled. 4 Their doings will not permit them to return 
unto their God; for the spirit of lewdness is in their bosom, and the Lord they have not 
known. 5 Therefore shall the pride of Israel be humbled before his face: and Israel and 
Ephraim shall stumble in their iniquity; Judah also shall stumble with them. © With their 
flocks and with their herds will they go to seek the Lord; but they shall not find him: he 
hath withdrawn himself from them. 7 Against the Lord have they dealt treacherously; for 
strange children have they begotten: now shall one month devour them together with 
their possessions. 8 Blow ye the cornet in Gib'ah, the trumpet in Ramah: blow the alarm 
at Beth-aven, [The enemy is] after thee, O Benjamin. 9 Ephraim shall be made desolate 
on the day of chastisement: among the tribes of Israel had I made known that which 
is true. 1° The princes of Judah were like those that remove the landmark: my wrath, 
therefore, will I pour out upon them like water. 1! Oppressed is Ephraim, broken through 
punishment; because he willingly walked after the commandment [of false prophets]. 
12 But like the moth became I unto Ephraim, and like rottenness to the house of Judah. 
13 Then saw Ephraim his sickness, and Judah his wound, and Ephraim went to Asshur, 
and [the other] sent to the king that should contend [[Jareb]]; but he will never be able 
to heal you, nor remove from you your wound. 4 For I am as a lion unto Ephraim, and 
as a young lion to the house of Judah: I, even I myself will tear in pieces and go away; I 
will bear away, and none shall deliver. 151 will go [from here, and] return to my place, 
till they acknowledge their guilt, and seek my presence: in their affliction will they seek 
for me. 


1“Come, and let us return unto the Lord; for he hath torn, and he will heal us; he hath 
smitten, and he will bind up our wounds. ? He will revive us after two days: on the third 


day he will raise us up, and we shall live in his presence. 3 And let us feel it, that we may 
strive to know the Lord; bright as the morning-dawn is his rising; and he will come as 


the rain unto us, as the latter rain that maketh fruitful the earth.” 4What shall I do unto 
thee, O Ephraim? what shall I do unto thee, 0 Judah? for your piety is as a morning cloud, 


and as the early dew that passeth away. > Therefore did I hew [them] down by means of 
the prophets; I slew them by the words of my mouth: and thy punishments go forth 
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like the light. © For piety I desired, and not sacrifice; and the knowledge of God, more 
than burnt-offerings. 7 But they, like an ordinary man, have transgressed the covenant: 
there have they dealt treacherously against me. 8 Gil'ad is become a city of workers of 
wickedness, is full of traces of blood. 9 And as troops that lie in wait for a man, so is the 
band of priests, they murder on the way in unison; for they commit scandalous deeds. 
10 On the house of Israel have I seen a horrible thing: there is lewdness in Ephraim, Israel 
is become defiled. !! Also for thee, O Judah, will a harvest be prepared, when I bring back 
the captivity of my people. 


7 

1 Should I desire to heal Israel, then would the iniquity of Ephraim and the wickedness 
of Samaria be laid open; for they commit falsehood; and the thief entereth [secretly], and 
the troop of robbers is spread abroad without. 2 And they never think in their own heart 
that I remember all their wickedness: though now their own doings are all round about 
them; before my face are they present. 3 With their wickedness they make the king glad, 
and with their lies the princes. 4 They are all adulterers, as an oven well heated by the 
baker: [when] he that stirreth [the fire] resteth awhile from kneading the dough, until 
it be leavened. 5 On the day of our king's [entering on his rule] the princes are made 
sick with the fumes of wine: [the king] joineth his hand with scorners. ° For they make 
ready their heart for their tricky deeds, like the oven, the baker whereof sleepeth all 
the night, while in the morning it gloweth as a flaming fire. 7 They are all hot as an 
oven, they devour their judges; all their kings are fallen: there is none among them 
that calleth unto me. 8 Ephraim mixeth himself indeed among the nations: Ephraim is 
a cake not turned. ° Strangers devour his strength, and he knoweth it not: yea, gray 
hairs are sprinkled about on his [head], yet he knoweth not. 1° And humbled was the 
pride of Israel before his own face; but they did not return to the Lord their God, and 
sought him not, notwithstanding all this. 1! And Ephraim is become like a silly dove 
without understanding: Egypt did they call hither, to Assyria did they go. 12 As they 
go, so will I spread out my net over them; as the fowls of the heaven will I bring them 
down: I will chastise them, as it hath been announced to their congregation. 13 Woe unto 
them! for they have fled from me; destruction shall come unto them, because they have 
transgressed against me: though I desired to redeem them, they yet spoke lies against 
me. 14 And they cried not unto me with their heart, when they howled upon their beds: 
for corn and new wine they assemble themselves, and they rebel against me. 4 And 
I desired to instruct and to strengthen their arms; yet would they devise evil against 
me. 16 They never return upward: they are like a deceitful bow: by the sword shall their 
princes fall because of the rage of their tongue; this shall be their derision in the land of 
Egypt. 


1 Set the cornet to thy mouth. [Let the enemy come] like the eagle against the house 
of the Lord: because they have transgressed my covenant, and against my law have they 
trespassed. 2 To me will they then cry, My God, we, Israel, know thee. 3 [But] Israel did 
reject the good; so let the enemy pursue him. 4 They set up kings, but not my advice: they 
chose princes and I knew it not: of their silver and their gold have they made themselves 
idols so that they will be cut off. 5 Thy calf, O Samaria, hath caused thy rejection; my 
anger is kindled against them: how long will it be that they cannot cleanse themselves? 
6 For whom Israel did also that [idol] spring; an artisan made it, and no God is it: so then 
shall it become broken in splinters— that calf of Samaria. 7 For the wind do they sow, 
and the whirlwind shall they reap: [their seed] bringeth no standing corn; the plant 
yieldeth no meal; but should it yield it, strangers would swallow it up. 8 Swallowed up 
is Israel: now are they among the nations as a vessel without any value. 9 For they are 
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needs gone up to Assyria, they who like a wild ass should dwell alone: Ephraim spendeth 
lovers' gifts. 1° But even though they should spend gifts among the nations, now will 
I gather them: and they shall be humbled a little through the burden of the king of 
princes. 1! Because Ephraim hath multiplied altars to sin, the altars have been unto 
him the means of sinning. !21 ever wrote down for him the great things of my law; but 
as a strange thing are they accounted. !3 My sacrificial offerings they slay as common 
flesh that they may eat it; the Lord accepteth them not in favor: now will he remember 
their iniquity, and visit their sins; they shall indeed return to Egypt. 14 For Israel forgot 
his Maker, and built palaces; and Judah multiplied fortified cities; but I will send a fire 
among his cities, and it shall devour their fine edifices. 


9 

1 Rejoice not, O Israel, for gladness, as other people; for thou art gone astray, unfaithful 
to thy God: thou hast loved the wages of sin upon every corn-filled threshing-floor. The 
threshing-floor and the wine-press shall not feed them, and the new wine shall deceive 
them. 3 They shall not dwell in the land of the Lord; but Ephraim shall return to Egypt, 
and in Assyria will they eat unclean things. 4 They shall not pour out wine to the Lord, 
and [their offerings] shall not be pleasing unto him; their sacrifices shall be unto them as 
the bread of mourners; all that eat thereof shall be polluted: for this their food can only 
be for themselves, it shall not come into the house of the Lord. > What will ye do on the 
day of the appointed festival, and on the day of the feast of the Lord? © For, lo, they are 
gone forth because of the desolation: Egypt will gather them up, Moph will bury them: 
the pleasant chambers for their silver,—these shall nettles take possession of; thorns 
shall [grow] in their tents. 7 Come are the days of the visitation, come are the days of thy 
recompense; this shall Israel experience: a fool was the prophet, mad the inspired man, 
because of the greatness of thy iniquity, and the great hatefulness. ’ The watchman of 
Ephraim with my God, the prophet, was a snare of the fowler on all his ways, a hateful 
thing in the house of his god. ? They are deeply corrupt, as in the days of Gib'ah: he will 
remember their iniquity, he will visit their sins. 1° Like grapes in the wilderness had I 
found Israel; as the first ripe fruit on the fig-tree in the first of the season had I seen your 
fathers; but they too went to Ba'al-pe'or: and devoted themselves unto that shameful 
idol, and became abominations as those they loved. 1! As for Ephraim, their glory shall 
fly away like a bird: there is no more birth, and no pregnancy, and no conception. !% But 
though they were to bring up their children, yet would I bereave them, that there should 
be no man: yea, woe also to themselves, when I depart from them! !3 Ephraim, as I have 
seen him like Tyre, planted in a pleasant meadow,—yet this Ephraim shall lead forth 
to the murderer his children. ! Give them, O Lord, what thou wilt give! give them a 
miscarrying womb and dried-up breasts. 15 All their wickedness is in Gilgal; for there 
I [learnt to] hate them; for the wickedness of their doings will I drive them out of my 
house: I will love them no farther; all their princes are rebels. !© Smitten is Ephraim, 
their root is dried up, they shall bear no fruit; yea, though they should bring forth, yet 
would I slay the beloved fruit of their body. 17 My God will reject them, because they did 
not hearken unto him: and they shall be wanderers among the nations. 


1 An emptied vine is Israel; how should he bring forth fruit for himself? the more 
numerous was his fruit the more he increased the altars; the more prosperous was his 
land, the more they made goodly statues. ? Their heart is divided; now shall they bear 
their guilt: this will break down their altars, will devastate their statues. 3 For now will 
they say, We have no king; because we fear not the Lord: and the king—what can he 
do for us? 4 They have spoken [vain] words, swearing falsely in making a covenant: 
therefore springeth up the punishment as poison in the furrows of the field. 5 For the 
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calves of Beth-aven are terrified the inhabitants of Samaria: yea, the people thereof 
mourn over them, and also its false priests that [before] rejoiced over them, for its glory, 
because it is departed from it. © Also this shall be carried unto Assyria for a present to 
the contentious king: Ephraim shall receive shame, and Israel shall be ashamed because 
of his own counsel. 7 As for Samaria, her king shall vanish like the foam upon the surface 
of the water. 8 And destroyed shall be the high-places of Aven, [the cause of] the sin of 
Israel; the thorn and the thistle shall grow upon their altars: and they shall say to the 
mountains, Cover us; and to the hills, Fall upon us. ? More than in the days of Gib'ah hast 
thou sinned, O Israel! there they stood; and the battle in Gib'ah against the children 
of wickedness did not overtake them. 1° [But now] after my desire will I chastise them: 
and the people shall be gathered against them, when they harness them [for labor] in 
their two furrows. ! And Ephraim is as a well-taught heifer that loveth to tread out 
the corn; and I passed over her fair neck: now will I make Ephraim draw the wagon, 
Judah shall plough, and Jacob shall harrow the field for the enemy. 12 Sow then for 
yourselves after righteousness, that you may reap [the fruit] of kindness; cultivate your 
fallow field; for it is time to seek the Lord, till he come and rain righteousness down for 
you. 13 [But] ye have ploughed wickedness, iniquity have ye reaped, ye have eaten the 
fruit of lies; because thou didst trust in thy own way, in the multitude of thy mighty 
men: !4 Therefore shall a tumult arise among thy people, and all thy fortresses shall be 
wasted, as Shalman devastated Beth-arbel on the day of battle, [when] the mother was 
dashed in pieces upon her children. 15 The like of this doth Beth-el procure unto you 
because of your great wickedness: in the early morning shall utterly pass away the king 
of Israel. 


11 

1 When Israel was yet young, then I loved him, and out of Egypt did I call my son. 2 The 
[prophets] called them; but the more they went from them: unto the Be'alim would they 
sacrifice, and to the graven images would they burn incense. 3 Yet I myself appointed a 
leader for Ephraim, who took them up in his arms; but they would not acknowledge that 
I healed them. 4 With human cords I ever drew them forward, with leading-strings of 
love: and I was to them as those that lift off the yoke from their jaws, and I held out unto 
them food. > He should not return unto the land of Egypt: yet [now] is the Assyrian his 
king; because they refused to repent. © And the sword shall fall on his cities, and shall 
make an end of his boughs, and consume them, because of their [evil] counsels. 7 For my 
people are only bent on backsliding from me; and though upward they call them, they 
altogether will not elevate themselves. § How shall I give thee up, Ephraim? how shall 
I surrender thee, Israel? how shall I make thee as Admah? how shall I change thee as 
Zeboyim? turned is my heart within me, all my compassion is enkindled together. 91 
will not execute the fierceness of my anger, I will not again destroy Ephraim; for God am 
I, and not man, the Holy One in the midst of thee, and I will not come with an enemy's 
hatred. 1° They shall follow after the Lord, when he will roar like a lion; for he will roar, 
and the children shall hasten together from the west; 1! They shall hasten together as 
birds out of Egypt, and as doves out of the land of Assyria: and I will cause them to dwell 
in their houses, saith the Lord. 12 (12:1) With lies hath Ephraim encompassed me about, 
and with deceit, the house of Israel; but Judah yet ruleth with God, and is faithful to the 
Holy One. 


12 
1 (12:2) Ephraim feedeth on wind, and pursueth the east wind; the whole day he 
increaseth deceit and corruption; and a covenant do they make with Assyria, and oil 
is carried into Egypt. 2 (12:3) But with Judah also hath the Lord [to hold] a controversy; 
and to punish Jacob according to his ways, according to his doings will he recompense 
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him. 3 (12:4) In the womb he took his brother by the heel, and in his strength he 
strove with an angel. 4 (12:5) Yea, he strove with an angel, and prevailed; he wept, and 
made supplication unto him: in Beth-el he should find him, and there he will speak 
with us. 5 (12:6) And the Lord God of hosts, the Eternal One is his memorial. © (12:7) 
Therefore do thou return to thy God: keep goodness and justice, and wait on thy God 
continually. 7 (12:8) But like a merchant, who hath the balances of deceit in his hand, 
loving to overreach, 8 (12:9) Did Ephraim say, I am certainly become rich, I have acquired 
substance unto myself: it is all through my labors; they will find no iniquity in me, that 
could be sin. 9 (12:10) And I am the Lord thy God from the land of Egypt: I will yet make 
thee dwell in tents, as in the days of antiquity. !° (12:11) And I have spoken through the 
prophets, and I myself have multiplied visions, and by the means of the prophets have 
I spoken in similitudes, 11 (12:12) If in Gil'ad there was misfortune, [it is because] there 
was naught but idolatry; in Gilgal they sacrificed bullocks [to idols]: their altars also 
are as stone-heaps on the furrows of the fields. 12 (12:13) And Jacob fled into the fields 
of Syria, and Israel served for a wife, and for a wife he kept [the flocks]. 13 (12:14) And 
by a prophet did the Lord bring Israel out of Egypt, and by a prophet was he guarded. 
14 (12:15) [Yet] Ephraim provoked [him] to anger most bitterly: therefore will his Lord 
cast his blood-guiltiness upon him, and his reproach will he recompense unto him. 


1 When once Ephraim spoke, [all] trembled, so high was he exalted in Israel; but he 
offended through Ba'al, and he died. 2 And now they yet continue to sin, and have made 
themselves molten images of their silver, idols according to their own imagining, every 
one of them the work of the artisan: they say to them, They that sacrifice men may kiss 
the calves. 3 Therefore shall they be as the morning cloud, and as the dew that early 
passeth away, as the chaff that is driven by the whirlwind out of the threshing-floor, and 
as smoke out of a window. 4 Yet I am the Lord thy God from the land of Egypt: and no 
god but me shalt thou know, and there is no saviour beside me. °I myself did provide for 
thee in the wilderness, in the land of great drought. © When they came to their pasture, 
they became sated; they were sated, and their heart was lifted up: therefore have they 
forgotten me. 7 And now I will be unto them as a lion: as a leopard will] lie in wait by the 
way. ®I will meet them as a bear bereaved of her whelps, and I will rend their closed-up 
heart; and I will devour them there like a lioness, the beasts of the field shall rend them. 
° Thou hast destroyed thyself, O Israel; for against me, against thy helper [didst thou 
rebel.] 1° Where then is now thy king, that he may save thee in all thy cities? and thy 
judges, since thou saidst, Give me a king, and princes? 111 give thee a king in my anger, 
and take him away in my wrath. !? Bound up is the iniquity of Ephraim, treasured up is 
his sin. !3 The pains of a travailing woman shall come upon him; he is an unwise son; for 
he will not remain steadfast at the time of the breaking forth of the child. 14 From the 
power of the grave would I ransom them, from death would I redeem them; [but now] 
where are thy plagues, O death, where is thy pestilence, O grave? compassion shall be 
hidden from my eyes. 5 Though he grow luxuriantly in the green meadows, the east 
wind shall come, the wind of the Lord, rising up from the wilderness, and his spring 
shall become dry, and his fountain shall be dried up: the same shall plunder the treasure 
of all precious vessels. 1¢ (14:1) Samaria shall meet her punishment; for she hath rebelled 
against her God: by the sword shall they fall; their infants shall be dashed in pieces, and 
their pregnant women shall be ripped up. 


1 (14:2) Return, O Israel, even unto the Lord thy God; for thou hast stumbled through 
thy iniquity. 2 (14:3) Take with you swords, and return to the Lord: say unto him, “Pardon 
all [our] iniquity, and accept [our return to] good; and let us repay the steers [of sacrifice] 
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with [the prayer of] our lips. 3 (14:4) Asshur shall not help us; upon horses will we not 
ride: and we will no more say, Ye are our gods, to the work of our hands; for in thee 
alone the fatherless obtaineth mercy.” 4 (14:5) I will heal their backsliding, I will love 
them freely; for my anger is turned away from them. 5 (14:6) I will be as the dew unto 
Israel: he shall bloom as the lily; and he shall strike his roots as [the forests of] Lebanon. 
6 (14:7) His suckers shall spread out, and his beauty shall be as that of the olive-tree, and 
his smell as that of the Lebanon. 7 (14:8) They shall return that sat under his shade; they 
shall revive as corn, and bloom as the vine: the scent of which shall be as that of the wine 
of Lebanon. 8 (14:9) Ephraim [shall say], What have I to do any more with idols? I have 
answered, and will observe him; I will be [to him] like a green fir-tree; through me is thy 
fruit found. 9 (14:10) Who is wise, that he may understand these things? intelligent, that 
he may know them? for righteous are the ways of the Lord; and the just shall walk in 
them; but the transgressors will stumble through them. 
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Joel 


1 The word of the Lord that came to Joel the son of Pethuel. 2 Hear this, ye old men, 
and give ear, all ye inhabitants of the land. Did ever such a thing as this come to pass 
in your days, or ever in the days of your fathers? 3 Tell ye of it to your children, and 
let your children tell it to their children, and their children to another generation. 
4 What the caterpillar left hath the locust eaten; and what the locust left hath the 


cankerworm eaten; and that which the cankerworm left hath the cricket eaten. > Wake 
up, ye drunkards, and weep; and wail, all ye drinkers of wine, because of the sweet new 


wine, that it is taken away from your mouth. © For a nation is come up over my land, 
strong, and without number; its teeth are the teeth of a lion, and it hath the cutting- 
teeth of the lioness. 7 It hath laid my vine waste, and barked my fig-tree: it hath peeled 
it clean bare, and cast it down; made white are its light branches. ® Lament like a virgin 
girded with sackcloth for the betrothed of her youth. ° Cut off are the meat-offering and 
the drink-offering from the house of the Lord: now mourn the priests, the ministers of 
the Lord. 1° Wasted is the field, the land mourneth; for wasted is the corn: dried up is the 
new wine, withered is the oil. 11 Be ashamed, O ye husbandmen; wail, O ye vinedressers, 
for the wheat and for the barley; because lost is the harvest of the field. 12 The vine is 
made ashamed, and the fig-tree is withered; the pomegranate-tree, the palm-tree also, 
and the apple-tree, even all the trees of the field, are dried up; because joy hath ceased 
from the children of men. ! Gird yourselves [with sackcloth], and lament, ye priests; 
wail, ye ministers of the altar: come, remain all night in sackcloth, ye ministers of my 
God; for there are withholden from the house of your God the meat-offering and the 
drink-offering. 14 Sanctify ye a fast, proclaim a solemn assembly, gather the elders, all 
the inhabitants of the land, into the house of the Lord your God, and cry aloud unto the 
Lord. !5 Alas for the day! for the day of the Lord is at hand, and like destruction from the 
Almighty will it come. !°Is not before our eyes the food cut off, from the house of our 
God joy and gladness? !’ The grains of seed are rotten under their clods, laid desolate 
are the garners, pulled down are the barns; for the corn is dried up. 18 How do the beasts 
groan! how do the herds of cattle roam about; because there is no pasture for them: 
yea, the flocks of sheep are made to perish. 19 To thee O Lord, will I cry; for the fire hath 
devoured the pastures of the wilderness, and the flame hath singed all the trees of the 
field. 2° Also the beasts of the field cry unto thee panting; for the brooks of waters are 
dried up, and a fire hath devoured the pastures of the wilderness. 


Z 

1 Blow ye the cornet in Zion, and sound an alarm on my holy mount; let all the 
inhabitants of the land tremble; for the day of the Lord cometh, for it is nigh; 2 It is a 
day of darkness and of gloom, a day of clouds and of tempestuous obscurity, like the 
morning-dawn spread out upon the mountains: a people numerous and strong, the like 
of which hath never been and after it there will be none any more, even to the years of 
all coming generations. 3 Before it devoureth a fire; and behind it singeth a flame: like 
the garden of 'Eden was the land before it [came], and after it is a desolate wilderness; 
yea, and nothing escapeth from it. 4 Like the appearance of horses is its appearance; and 
like horsemen, so do they run. 5 Like the noise of chariots on the tops of mountains do 
they leap; they are like the noise of a flame of fire consuming the stubble, as a strong 
people arrayed for a battle. At its presence the people are much pained: all the faces are 
covered with blackness. 7 Like mighty men do they run; like men of war they climb up 
a wall; and they march every one on his own ways, and they turn not aside on their 
paths. 8 And they do not press one another; every one on his beaten track do they 
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go forward: and they pass through between war-like weapons, and change not their 
purpose. ? Into the city they hasten forward; on the wall they run; into the houses they 
climb up; through the windows they make their entrance like a thief. 1° Before them 
trembleth the earth; the heavens quake; the sun and the moon are obscured, and the 
stars withdraw their brightness. 1 And the Lord uttereth his voice before his army; for 
very numerous is his camp; for strong is he that executeth his word; for great is the day 
of the Lord and very terrible; and who is able to endure it? 12 But even now also, saith 
the Lord, return ye fully to me with all your heart, and with fasting, and with weeping, 
and with mourning: !° And rend your heart, and not your garments, and return unto 
the Lord your God; for gracious and merciful is he, long suffering, and of great kindness, 
and he bethinketh himself of the evil. 14 He that is conscious [of guilt], let him return 
and repent: when [the plague] may leave behind it a blessing; even a meat-offering and 
a drink-offering unto the Lord your God. 15 Blow the cornet in Zion, sanctify a fast, 
proclaim a solemn assembly; 1¢ Gather the people, sanctify the congregation, assemble 
the elders, gather the children, and those that suck the breasts; let the bridegroom go 
forth out of his chamber, and the bride out of her closet. 17 Between the porch and the 
altar let the priests weep, the ministers of the Lord, and let them say, Spare, O Lord, thy 
people, and give not up thy heritage to reproach, for nations to make a by-word of them: 
wherefore should they say among the people, Where is their God? 18 And the Lord was 
zealous for his land, and he had pity for his people. 19 And the Lord answered and said 
unto his people, “Behold, I will send you the corn, and the young wine, and the oil, and ye 
shall be satisfied therewith; and I will not give you up any more to be a reproach among 
the nations: 2° And the host of the north will I remove far away from you, and I will drive 


it off into a land barren and desolate, with its advance toward the eastern sea, and its 
rereward toward the western sea; and its stench shall ascend, and its ill savor shall come 
up, because it hath done great things.” 21 Fear not, O land; be glad and rejoice; for the 


Lord hath done great things. 22 Be not afraid, ye beasts of the field; for the pastures of 
the wilderness have become green; for the tree beareth its fruit, the fig-tree and the vine 
yield their strength. 23 And ye children of Zion, be glad, and rejoice in the Lord your God; 
for he hath given you the first rain in beneficence, and he hath caused to come down for 
you the rain, the first rain, and the latter rain in the first [month]. 24 And the threshing- 
floors are full of corn, and the vats overflow with young wine and oil. 25 And I will repay 
to you the years [in] which the locust hath eaten [all], with the cankerworm, and the 
cricket, and the caterpillar, my great army, which I had sent against you. 26 And ye shall 
eat in plenty, and be satisfied, and praise the name of the Lord your God, who hath dealt 
wondrously with you: and my people shall not be made ashamed unto eternity. 2? And 
ye shall know that I am in the midst of Israel, and that I am the Lord your God, and none 
else; and my people shall not be made ashamed unto eternity. 28 (3:1) And it shall come 
to pass after this, that I will pour out my spirit over all flesh: and your sons and your 
daughters shall prophesy: your old men shall dream dreams: your young men shall see 
visions: 29 (3:2) And also over the men-servants and over the maid-servants in those days 
will I pour out my spirit. 2° (3:3) And I will display wonderful tokens in the heavens and 
on the earth, blood, and fire, and pillars of smoke. 3! (3:4) The sun shall be changed into 
darkness, and the moon into blood, before the coming of the day of the Lord, the great 
and the terrible. 32 (3:5) And it shall come to pass, that whosoever shall call on the name 
of the Lord shall escape; for on mount Zion and in Jerusalem there shall be deliverance, 
as the Lord hath said, and among the remnant whom the Lord calleth. 


3 


1 (4:1) For, behold, in those days, and in that time, when I will cause to return the 
captivity of Judah and Jerusalem, 2 (4:2) Then will I assemble all the nations, and I will 
bring them down into the valley of Jehoshaphat, and I will hold judgment with them 
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there because of my people and my heritage Israel, whom they have scattered among 
the nations, and for my land [which] they have divided out. 3 (4:3) And for my people 
did they cast lots; and gave a boy for a harlot, and sold a girl for wine, and drank it. 
4(4:4) And also ye, what have ye to do with me, O Tyre, and Zidon, and all ye districts 
of Philistia? is this the recompense which ye repay me? or do ye only commence to 
render me evil?— swiftly and speedily will I bring back your recompense upon your own 
head; > (4:5) Because my silver and my gold have ye taken, and the handsomest of my 
precious things have ye carried into your temples; ¢ (4:6) And the children of Judah and 
the children of Jerusalem have ye sold unto the sons of the Jevanim, in order to remove 
them far from their borders. 7 (4:7) Behold, I will awaken them out of the place whither 
ye have sold them, and I will bring back your recompense upon your own head; 8 (4:8) 
And I will deliver your sons and your daughters into the hand of the children of Judah, 
and they shall sell them to the Sabeans, to a nation far off; for the Lord hath spoken 
it. 9 (4:9) Proclaim ye this among the nations, Prepare war, wake up the mighty men; 
let them draw near; let them come up—all the men of war. 1° (4:10) Beat your plough- 
shares into swords, and your pruning-knives into spears: let the weak say, I am a hero. 
11 (4:11) Assemble hastily together, and come, all ye nations from every side, and gather 
yourselves together: there doth the Lord strike down thy mighty ones. 12 (4:12) Let the 
nations awake, and come up to the valley of Jehoshaphat; for there will I sit to judge 
all the nations from every side. 13 (4:13) Put forth the sickle; for the harvest is ripe: 
come, tread down [the grapes]; for the press is full; the vats overflow; for great is their 
wickedness. 14 (4:14) Multitudes, multitudes are in the valley of decision; for near is the 
day of the Lord in the valley of decision. 15 (4:15) Sun and moon are obscured, and stars 
withdraw their brightness. 16 (4:16) And the Lord will cry aloud out of Zion, and from 
Jerusalem will he send forth his voice; and the heavens and the earth shall quake; but the 
Lord will be a refuge for his people, and a stronghold for the children of Israel. 17 (4:17) 
So shall ye know that I am the Lord your God, dwelling on Zion, my holy mount: and 
Jerusalem shall be holy, and strangers shall not pass through her any more. 18 (4:18) 
And it came to pass on that day, that the mountains shall drop down sweet new wine, 
and the hills shall flow with milk, and all the ravines of Judah shall flow with water; 
and a spring shall come forth out of the house of the Lord, and shall water the valley of 
Shittim. 19 (4:19) Egypt shall become a desolate land, and Edom shall become a desolate 
wilderness; because of the violence against the children of Judah, in whose land they 
have shed innocent blood. 2° (4:20) But Judah shall be inhabited for ever, and Jerusalem 
from generation to generation. 21 (4:21) And I will avenge their blood that I have not yet 
avenged; for the Lord dwelleth in Zion. 
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Amos 


1 The words of 'Amos, who was among the herdmen of Tekoa, which he foresaw 
concerning Israel in the days of 'Uzziyah the king of Judah, and in the days of Jerobo'am 
the son of Joash the king of Israel, two years before the earthquake. 2 And he said, The 
Lord will cry aloud out of Zion, and from Jerusalem will he send forth his voice; and 
then shall mourn the pastures of the shepherds, and then shall dry up the top of Carmel. 
3 Thus hath said the Lord, For three transgressions of Damascus, and for four, will I not 
turn away their punishment; because they have threshed [the inhabitants of] Gil'ad with 
threshing instruments of iron; 4 And I will send a fire into the house of Chazael, which 
shall devour the palaces of Ben-hadad. 5 And I will break the bars of Damascus, and cut off 
the inhabitants from the valley of Aven, and him that holdeth the sceptre from the house 
of 'Eden: and the people of Syria shall be exiled unto Kir, saith the Lord. © Thus hath said 
the Lord, For three transgressions of Gazzah, and for four, will I not turn away their 
punishment; because they carried away exiles in full numbers, to deliver them up to 
Edom; 7 And I will send a fire against the wall of Gazzah, which shall devour her palaces; 
8 And I will cut off the inhabitants from Ashdod, and him that holdeth the sceptre from 
Ashkelon, and I will turn my hand against 'Ekron: and the remnant of the Philistines 
shall perish, saith the Lord Eternal. 9 Thus hath said the Lord, For three transgressions 
of Tyre, and for four, will I not turn away their punishment; because they delivered up 
the exiles in full numbers to Edom, and remembered not the brotherly covenant; 1° And 
I will send a fire against the walls of Tyre, which shall devour her palaces. !! Thus hath 
said the Lord, For three transgressions of Edom, and for four, will I not turn away their 
punishment; because he pursued with the sword his brother, and disregarded his mercy, 
and his anger tore in pieces continually, and he kept his wrath for ever: 12 And I will send 
out a fire against Theman, which shall devour the palaces of Bozrah. 13 Thus hath said 
the Lord, For three transgressions of the children of 'Ammon, and for four, will I not turn 
away their punishment; because they have ripped up the pregnant women of Gil'ad, in 
order to enlarge their own territory; !4 And I will kindle a fire within the walls of Rabbah, 
which shall devour her palaces, with shouting on the day of battle, with a storm on the 
day of the tempest; !5 And their king shall go into exile, he and his princes together, 
saith the Lord. 


1 Thus hath said the Lord, For three transgressions of Moab, and for four, will I not 
turn away their punishment; because he burnt the bones of the king of Edom into lime; 
2 And I will send a fire against Moab, which shall devour the palaces of Keriyoth: and 
Moab shall die in the tumult, in the shouting, amidst the sound of the cornet; 3 And I 
will cut off the judges from her midst, and all her princes will I slay, with him, saith the 
Lord. 4 Thus hath said the Lord, For three transgressions of Judah, and for four, will I not 
turn away their punishment; because they have despised the law of the Lord, and did 
not keep his statutes, and their lying idols caused them to err, after which their fathers 
had walked; 5 And I will send out a fire against Judah, which shall devour the palaces 
of Jerusalem. © Thus hath said the Lord, For three transgressions of Israel, and for four, 
will I not turn away their punishment; because they sold for silver the righteous, and 
the needy for a pair of shoes; 7 That are eager after the dust of the earth on the head 
of the poor, and turn aside the way of the meek: and a man and his father will go in 
unto the same young woman, in order to profane my holy name. 8 And upon pledged 
garments they stretch themselves out by every altar, and the wine of the condemned 
do they drink in the house of their gods. 9 Yet have I destroyed the Emorite from before 
them, whose height was like the height of cedars, and who was strong as the oaks; but 
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I destroyed his fruit from above, and his roots from beneath. 1° And it was I who have 
brought you up from the land of Egypt, and led you forty years through the wilderness, 
to take possession of the land of the Emorite. 1! And I have raised up of your sons for 
prophets, and of your young men for nazarites: is it not even thus, O ye children of 
Israel? saith the Lord. 12 But ye have given the nazarites wine to drink; and concerning 
the prophets have ye commanded, saying, Ye shall not prophesy. 13 Behold, I press down 
[the ground] under you, as the wagon presseth [it] down that is full of sheaves. 14 And 
refuge shall vanish from the swift, and the strong shall not make use of his force, neither 
shall the mighty man escape with his life. 5 And he that handleth the bow shall not be 
able to stand; and he that is swift of foot shall not escape: neither shall he that rideth the 
horse escape with his life. 1© And he that is most courageous hearted among the mighty 
shall flee away naked on that day, saith the Lord. 


1 Hear this word which the Lord hath spoken concerning you, O children of Israel, 
concerning the whole family which I have brought up from the land of Egypt, saying, 
2 Only you have I loved out of all the families of the earth: therefore will I visit upon you 
all your iniquities. 3 Will two walk together, except they had agreed [to do so]? 4 Will 
a lion roar in the forest, when he hath no prey? will a young lion send forth his voice 
out of his den, unless he have caught something? ° Can a bird fall in a snare upon the 
earth, when there is no gin for him? is ever a snare taken up from the ground, when 
it hath caught nothing at all? © Shall a cornet be blown in a city, and the people not 
become afraid? shall there be evil in a city, and the Lord have not done it? 7 For the 
Lord Eternal will do nothing, unless he have revealed his secret unto his servants the 
prophets. 8 The lion hath roared, who will not fear? the Lord Eternal hath spoken, who 
will not prophesy? ° Publish at the palaces in Ashdod, and at the palaces in the land 
of Egypt, and say, Assemble yourselves upon the mountains of Samaria, and behold the 
great confusions in her midst, and the oppressions [that are] within her. 1° For they 
know not how to act rightly, saith the Lord, who treasure up violence and robbery in 
their palaces. 11 Therefore thus hath said the Lord Eternal, The adversary [is there] and 
surroundeth the land: and he shall bring down from thee thy strength, and thy palaces 
shall be plundered. 12 Thus hath said the Lord, As the shepherd snatcheth out of the 
mouth of the lion [at most] two leg-bones, or a tip of the ear: so shall be delivered the 


children of Israel that sit in Samaria on the corner of a bed, and on Damascus couches. 
13 Hear ye, and give warning in the house of Jacob, saith the Lord Eternal, the God of 


hosts. 14 For on the day when I visit the transgressions of Israel upon him, will I also 
inflict punishment on the altars of Beth-el: and then shall be hewn off the horns of the 
altar, and they shall fall to the ground. ! And I will smite the winter-house together 
with the summer-house: and the houses of ivory shall disappear, and the great houses 
shall be no more, saith the Lord. 


4 


1 Hear this word, O ye cows of Bashan, that are on the mount of Samaria, who oppress 
the poor, who crush the needy, who say to their lords, Bring, and let us drink. 2? Sworn 
hath the Lord Eternal by his holiness, that, lo, days are coming over you, when men will 
carry you away with hooks, and your posterity with fishhooks. 3 And through breaches 
in the wall shall ye go out, every one through that before her: and ye shall cast off 
your proud greatness, saith the Lord. 4 Go then to Beth-el, and transgress; to Gilgal, 
[and] multiply transgression; and bring in the morning your sacrifices, after three days 
your tithes: > And burn of leaven a sacrifice of thanksgiving, and proclaim and publish 
freewill-offerings; for so do you love [to do], 0 ye children of Israel, saith the Lord Eternal. 
6 But, I also had indeed given you cleanness of teeth in all your cities, and want of bread 
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in all your places: and yet have ye not returned unto me, saith the Lord. 7 And I also 
had indeed withholden from you the rain, when it was yet three months to the harvest; 
and I caused it to rain upon one city, and upon another city I caused it not to rain; one 
piece of land was rained upon, and another piece whereupon it rained not became dried 
up; 8 And two or three cities wandered unto one city, to drink water; but they were not 
satisfied: and yet have ye not returned unto me, saith the Lord. °I had smitten you 
with blasting and mildew; the multitude of your gardens and your vineyards and your 
fig-trees and your olive-trees did the caterpillar devour: and yet have ye not returned 
unto me, saith the Lord. !°I had sent out against you the pestilence after the manner of 
Egypt; I slew your young men with the sword, together with your captive horses; and I 
had caused the stench of your camps to ascend even into your nostrils; and yet ye have 
not returned unto me, saith the Lord. "I had produced an overthrow among you, like 
the overthrow by God of Sodom and Gomorrah, and ye became like a fire-brand snatched 
out of the burning: and yet have ye not returned unto me, saith the Lord. 12 Therefore 
thus will I do unto thee, O Israel: because then I will do this unto thee, prepare to meet 
thy God, O Israel. 13 For, lo, he that formeth the mountains, and createth the wind, and 
declareth unto man what is his thought, that maketh the morning-dawn [and] darkness, 
and treadeth upon the high places of the earth, — The Lord, the God of hosts, is his name. 


5 


1 Hear ye this word which I take up against you, as a lamentation, O house of Israel. 
2 She is fallen, she will not rise again—the virgin of Israel: she is thrown down upon her 
land; there is none to raise her up. 3 For thus hath said the Lord Eternal, The city that 
goeth forth with a thousand shall retain but a hundred, and she that goeth forth with a 
hundred shall retain but ten, [left] to the house of Israel. 4 For thus hath said the Lord 
unto the house of Israel, Seek ye for me, and ye shall live; 5 But seek not for Beth-el, 
and into Gilgal enter not, and to Beer-sheba' do not pass over; for Gilgal shall surely go 
into exile, and Beth-el shall become naught. © Seek for the Lord, and ye shall live: so 
that he come not suddenly like fire over the house of Joseph, and it devour, and there 
be none to quench it in Beth-el; 7 Ye who change justice into wormwood, and cast down 
righteousness to the earth! 8 [But] he maketh the seven stars and Orion, and changeth 
into morning the shadow of death, and maketh the day dark into night; he it is that 
calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth them out over the face of the earth: The 
Lord is his name; ° That causeth wasting to prevail against the strong, so that wasting 
shall come against the fortress. 1° They hate him that rebuketh in the gate, and him 
that speaketh uprightly they abhor. !! Therefore forasmuch as you tread down upon the 
poor, and ye take from him onerous contributions of corn: if ye have built houses of hewn 
stone, ye shall not dwell in them; if ye have planted pleasant vineyards, ye shall not drink 
their wine. !2 For I know your manifold transgressions and your numerous sins: ye are 
those that are the adversaries of the just, that take a ransom, and that wrest [the cause 
of] the needy in the gate. 13 Therefore will the intelligent keep silence in that time; for 
it is an evil time. 14 Seek for the good, and not the evil, in order that ye may live: and so 
will the Lord, the God of hosts, be with you, as ye have said. 15 Hate the evil, and love the 
good, and establish justice firmly in the gate: perhaps the Lord the God of hosts will be 
gracious unto the remnant of Joseph. 1° Therefore thus hath said the Eternal, the God of 
hosts, the Lord, On all public places there is lamentation, and in all the streets they cry, 
Woe! woe! and they call the husbandman to mourning, and to lamentation those skilled 
in wailing. 17 And in all vineyards there is lamentation; for I will pass through thy midst, 
saith the Lord. 18 Woe unto you that long for the day of the Lord! for what do you wish 
the day of the Lord? it is [one of] darkness, and not of light. 19 As if a man were to flee 
from a lion, and a bear should meet him; and he enter into the house, and lean his hand 
against the wall, and a serpent should bite him. 2° Behold the day of the Lord is [one of] 
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darkness, and not of light; yea, it is obscure, and hath no brightness. 211 hate, I despise 
your feast-days, and I will not smell [the sacrifices] on your festive assemblies. 22 For 
though ye should offer me burnt-offerings and your meat-offerings, I will not accept 
them in favor: and the peace-offerings of your fatted cattle will I not look at. 23 Remove 
thou from around me the noise of thy songs: and the playing of thy psalteries I will 
not hear. 24 But let justice roll along like water, and righteousness like a mighty stream. 
25 Have ye offered unto me sacrifices and meat-offerings in the wilderness [during] forty 
years, O house of Israel? 2° Bear then the canopy of your chief idol, and the figure of your 
images, the star of your god, which ye have made for yourselves. 2” And I will cause you 
to go into exile far beyond Damascus, saith the Lord, The God of hosts is his name. 


1 Woe to those that are free from care in Zion, and that are in safety on the mount 


of Samaria, who are named the chief of the nations, to whom the house of Israel come! 
2 Pass ye over unto Calneh, and see; and go from there to Chamath-rabbah; then go down 


to Gath of the Philistines: whether they be better than these kingdoms? or whether their 
territory be greater than your territory? 3[Ye] that deem far away the evil day, and cause 
the seat of violence to come near; * That lie upon beds of ivory, and are stretched out 
upon their couches, and eat lambs out of the flock, and calves out of the midst of the 
stall; 5 That chant to the sound of the psaltery, and like David's do they imagine their 
instrument of music to be; © That drink out of wine-bowls, and anoint themselves with 
the costliest of ointments; but who feel no pain for the wound of Joseph. ? Therefore now 
shall they go into exile at the head of exiles, and the noisy banquet of those that were 
stretched out shall pass away. ® The Lord Eternal hath sworn by his own existence, saith 
the Lord the God of hosts, I abhor the pride of Jacob, and his palaces do I hate: therefore 
will I surrender up [to the enemy] the city with all that filleth it. 9 And it shall come to 
pass, that if there remain ten men in one house, they shall die. 1° And should a man's 
uncle or relative carry him forth, to bring out the bones out of the house, and say unto 
him that is in the recesses of the house, Is there yet any one with thee? he will say, There 
is no one left. Then will he say, Be silent; for we may not make mention of the name of 
the Lord. 1! For, behold, the Lord commandeth, and he will smite the great house with 
breaches, and the little house with clefts. 12 Do horses ever run upon the rock? or will 
one plough there with oxen? that ye have turned justice into poison, and the fruit of 
righteousness into wormwood; !3 Ye who rejoice for a thing of naught, who say, Have we 
not through our own strength procured ourselves horns? 14 For, behold, I will raise up 
against you a nation, O house of Israel, saith the Lord the God of hosts, and they shall 
oppress you from the entrance of Chamath unto the brook of the wilderness. 


1 Thus did the Lord Eternal show unto me: and, behold, he was forming locusts in 
the beginning of the sprouting up of the latter groweth; and, lo, it was the latter growth 
after the king's mowings [was over]. 2 And it came to pass, when they had made an end of 
eating up the herbs of the earth, that I said, O Lord Eternal, forgive, I beseech thee: how 
should Jacob be able to endure, since he is so small! >The Lord bethought himself of this: 


It shall not be, said the Lord. 4 Thus did the Lord Eternal show unto me: and, behold, the 
Lord Eternal called forth the punishment by fire, and it devoured the great deep, and 


consumed the ploughed field. 5 Then said I, O Lord Eternal, forbear, I beseech thee: how 
should Jacob be able to endure, since he is so small! ©The Lord bethought himself of this: 
Also this shall not be, said the Lord Eternal. 7 Thus he showed unto me: and, behold, the 
Lord was standing upon a wall [made] by a plumbline, and in his hand was a plumbline. 
8 And the Lord said unto me, What dost thou see, 'Amos? And I said, A plumbline. Then 
said the Lord, Behold, I will set a plumbline in the midst of my people Israel; I will not 
farther indulge them any more. ? And the high places of Isaac shall be made desolate, 


1689 XRN 


Amos 7:10 537 Amos 9:3 


and the sanctuaries of Israel shall be laid in ruins: and I will rise up against the house 
of Jerobo'am with the sword. 1° Then sent Amazyah, the priest of Beth-el, to Jerobo'am 
the king of Israel, saying, 'Amos hath conspired against thee in the midst of the house 
of Israel: the land is not able to bear all his words. 11 For thus hath 'Amos said, By the 
sword shall Jerobo'am die, and Israel shall surely be led away into exile out of their own 
land. 12 And Amazyah said unto 'Amos, Seer, go, flee thee away into the land of Judah, 
and eat there [thy] bread, and there prophesy; !° But at Beth-el prophesy not farther any 
more; for it is the king's sanctuary, and it is a royal residence. 14 Then answered 'Amos, 
and said to Amazyah, I am no prophet, nor am I a prophet's son; but I am a herdman, 
and a gatherer of wild figs; !5 But the Lord hath taken me away from behind the flocks, 
and the Lord said unto me, Go, prophesy unto my people Israel. !° And now hear thou 
the word of the Lord, Thou sayest, Prophesy not against Israel, and preach not against 
the house of Isaac. !” Therefore thus hath said the Lord, Thy wife will play the harlot 
in the city, and thy sons and thy daughters shall fall by the sword, and thy land shall be 
divided out by the line; and thou shalt die in an unclean land; and Israel shall surely be 
led forth into exile out of their land. 


1 Thus did the Lord Eternal show unto me: and, behold, there was a basket of summer 
fruit. 2 And he said, What dost thou see, 'Amos? And I said, A basket of summer fruit. 
Then said the Lord unto me, The end is come for my people Israel: I will not farther 


indulge them any more. ? And the songs of the temple shall become a wailing on that 
day, saith the Lord Eternal: many shall be the dead bodies; in every place shall men throw 
them down, [saying,] Be silent. 4 Hear this, O ye that are greedy to swallow the needy, 
and to ruin the poor of the land, 5 Saying, When will the new moon be gone, that we 
may sell provision? and the sabbath, that we may open the corn-warehouses, making 
the ephah small, and increasing the shekel, and cheating with deceitful balances? © That 
we may buy the poor for silver, and the needy for a pair of shoes; and even sell the refuse 
of the corn? 7 Sworn hath the Lord by the excellency of Jacob, Surely I will not forget to 
eternity all their works. 8 Shall because of this the land not tremble, and mourn every 
one that dwelleth therein? and shall it not rise up like a stream wholly, and roll onward 
and sink again like the stream of Egypt? 9 And it shall come to pass on that day, saith 
the Lord Eternal, that I will cause the sun to set at noon, and I will bring darkness over 
the earth on a bright day; !° And I will change your feasts into mourning, and all your 
songs into lamentations; and I will bring upon all loins sackcloth, and upon every head 
baldness; and I will cause [the land] to mourn as one doth for an only son, and its end 
to be as a day of bitter [complaint]. !! Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord Eternal, 


when I will send a famine in the land, not a famine for bread, nor a thirst for water, but 
to hear the words of the Lord: !2 And they will wander about from sea to sea, and from 


the north even to the east, they will roam about to seek the word of the Lord; but they 
shall not find it. 13 On that day shall the fair virgins and the young men faint for thirst; 
14 Those that swear by the guilt of Samaria, and say, As thy god liveth, O Dan; and, As 
liveth the worshipped idol of Beer-sheba',—yea, they shall fall, and never rise up again. 


1] saw the Lord standing upon the altar; and he said, Smite the capital, that the sills 
may quake; and break them in pieces over the head of all of them; and their posterity 
will I slay with the sword: there shall not flee away from them one that fleeth, and there 
shall not escape from them one that is saved. 2 Though they were to creep down into 
the nether world, thence would my hand fetch them; and though they were to climb 
up to the heavens, thence would I bring them down; 3 And though they were to hide 
themselves on the top of Carmel, thence would I search and take them out; and though 
they were to conceal themselves from before my eyes in the bottom of the sea, thence 
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would I command the serpent, that he should bite them; 4 And though they were to go 
into captivity before their enemies, thence would I command the sword, that it should 
slay them: and I will set my eye upon them for evil, and not for good. 5 And the Lord 
Eternal of hosts it is that toucheth the earth, and she melteth away, and all that dwell 
thereon shall mourn; and she riseth up like a stream wholly; and she sinketh like the 
stream of Egypt; © That buildeth in the heavens his steps, and hath founded his vault 
over the earth; that calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth them out over the face 
of the earth: The Lord is his name. 7 Are ye not like the children of the Ethiopians unto 
me, O children of Israel? saith the Lord: have I not brought up Israel out of the land of 
Egypt? and the Philistines from Caphtor, and the Syrians from Kir? ® Behold, the eyes of 
the Lord Eternal are upon the sinful kingdom, and I will destroy it from off the face of the 
earth; save only that I will not utterly destroy the house of Jacob, saith the Lord. ° For, lo, 
I will give the command, and I will shake about among all the nations the house of Israel, 
as one shaketh things in a sieve, while not the least piece falleth down upon the earth. 
10 By the sword shall die all the sinners of my people, who say, The evil will not come 
near [us], nor hasten along for our sake. 11 On that day will I raise up the tabernacle of 
David which is fallen; and I will close up its breaches; and its ruins will I raise up, and I 
will rebuild it as in days of old: 12 In order that they may take possession of the remnant 
of Edom, and of all the nations, which are called by my name, saith the Lord that doth 
this. 13 Behold, days are coming, saith the Lord, when the ploughman shall come close 
up to the harvester, and the treader of the grapes to the one that scattereth the seed: 
and the mountains shall drop with sweet new wine, and all the hills shall melt away. 
14 And I will bring back the captivity of my people Israel, and they shall build the wasted 
cities, and dwell therein; and they shall plant vineyards, and drink their wine; and they 
shall lay out gardens, and eat their fruit. 5 And I will plant them upon their own soil, 
and they shall not be pulled up any more out of their land which I have given unto them, 
saith the Lord thy God. 
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Obadiah 


1 The vision of ‘Obadiah: Thus hath said the Lord Eternal concerning Edom, A rumor 
have we heard from the Lord, and an ambassador is sent among the nations, Arise ye, 
and let us rise up against her to war. 2 Behold, I make thee small among the nations: 
thou shalt be greatly despised. 3 The presumption of thy heart hath beguiled thee, thou 
that dwellest in the clefts of the rock, whose habitation is high; that saith in his heart, 
Who shall bring me down to the ground? 4 Though thou wert to rise as high as the 
eagle, and though thou set thy nest among the stars, thence will I bring thee down, 
saith the Lord. 5 How? are thieves come to thee? or night-prowling robbers? how 
destroyed art thou! would they not have stolen till they had enough? if grape-gatherers 
had come to thee, would they not have left some gleanings? ® How are [the treasures] 
of Esau searched out! how are his hidden things laid open! 7 Up to the border have 
accompanied thee all the men of thy confederacy; beguiled, overcome thee have the 
men that were at peace with thee: [they that eat] thy bread have struck thee secretly 
a wound. There is no understanding in him. Shall I not on that same day, saith the 
Lord, even destroy the wise men out of Edom, and understanding out of the mount of 
Esau? ° And thy mighty men, O Theman, shall be dismayed, in order that every one 
from the mount of Esau may be cut off by slaughter. !° Because of thy violence against 
thy brother Jacob shall shame cover thee, and thou shalt be cut off for ever. 11 On the 
day that thou stoodest on the other side, on the day that strangers carried away captive 
his army, and foreigners entered into his gates, and cast lots over Jerusalem, also thou 
wast as any one of them. 12 But thou shouldst not have looked on [pleased] at the day 
of thy brother, on the day that he was delivered up to strangers; neither shouldst thou 
have rejoiced over the children of Judah on the day of their destruction; nor should thou 
have spoken proudly on the day of distress. 13 Thou shouldst not have entered into the 
gate of my people on the day of their calamity; yea, thou too shouldst not have looked 
[pleased] on their affliction on the day of their calamity; nor have laid hands on their 
army on the day of their calamity; 14 Neither shouldst thou have stood in the crossway, 
to cut off those of his that did escape; neither shouldst thou have delivered up those of 
his that did remain on the day of distress. 15 For near is the day of the Lord over all the 
nations: as thou hast done, shall it be done unto thee; thy deeds shall return upon thy 
own head. 1° For as ye have drunk upon my holy mount, so shall all the nations drink 
continually; yea, they shall drink, and they shall reel about, and they shall be as though 
they had not been. 1” But upon mount Zion shall be deliverance, and it shall be holy: and 
the house of Jacob shall again possess their inheritances. 18 And the house of Jacob shall 
be a fire, and the house of Joseph a flame, and the house of Esau become stubble, and 
they shall set them on fire, and devour them; and there shall not be any one remaining 
of the house of Esau; for the Lord hath spoken it. 19 And they of the south shall possess 
the mount of Esau; and they of the lowlands, the Philistines; and they shall possess the 
fields of Ephraim, and the fields of Samaria: and Benjamin [shall possess] Gil'ad. 2° And 
the exiles of this host of the children of Israel that are [with] the Canaanites, as far as 
Zarephath, and the exiles of Jerusalem, who are in Sepharad, shall possess the cities of 
the south. 21 And deliverers shall go up on mount Zion to judge the mount of Esau: and 
the kingdom shall be the Lord's 
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Jonah 


1 The word of the Lord also came unto Jonah the son of 'Amitthai, saying, 2 Arise, Go 
unto Nineveh, the great city, and proclaim against her; for their wickedness is come up 
before me. 3 But Jonah rose up to flee unto Tharshish from the presence of the Lord; and 
he went down to Joppa, and found a ship going to Tharshish, and paid the fare thereof, 
and went down into it, to go with them unto Tharshish, from the presence of the Lord. 
4But the Lord excited a great wind upon the sea, and there was a mighty tempest on the 
sea; and it was thought that the ship would be broken in pieces. 5 And the mariners were 
afraid, and called every man unto his god; and they cast forth the articles which were in 
the ship into the sea, to be lightened of them. But Jonah was gone down into the hold of 
the ship, and lay down, and was fast asleep. © So the ship-master came near unto him, 
and said unto him, Why dost thou sleep? arise, call upon thy God: perhaps it be that God 
will think of us, that we may not be lost. 7 And they said one to the other, Come, and let 
us cast lots; that we may know for whose cause this evil hath happened unto us. And 
they cast lots, and the lot fell upon Jonah. 8 Then said they unto him, Tell us, we pray 
thee, thou for whose cause this evil hath happened unto us, What is thy business? and 
whence comest thou? what is thy country? and of what people art thou? 9 And he said 


unto them, Iam a Hebrew; and I fear the Lord, the God of heaven, who hath made the sea 
and the dry land. 1° Then were the men exceedingly afraid and they said unto him, What 


is this thou hast done? for the men knew that he was flying from the presence of the 
Lord; because he had told them. 1! And they said unto him, What shall we do unto thee, 
that the sea may become calm around us? for the sea grew more and more tempestuous. 
12 And he said unto them, Take me up, and cast me forth into the sea: so shall the sea 
be calm around you; for I know well that because of me is this great tempest upon you. 
13 Nevertheless the men rowed hard to bring [the ship] back to the land; but they could 
not; for the sea grew more and more tempestuous around them. 14 And they called unto 
the Lord, and said, We beseech thee, O Lord, let us not be lost, we pray thee, for the life 
of this man, and lay not upon us [the guilt of] innocent blood; for thou art the Lord, as 
it pleaseth thee so dost thou do. 1° And they took up Jonah, and cast him forth into the 
sea: and the sea ceased from its raging. 16 And the men feared the Lord very greatly; and 
they offered a sacrifice unto the Lord, and made vows. 17 (2:1) And the Lord made ready 
a large fish to swallow up Jonah: and Jonah was in the belly of the fish three days and 
three nights. 


2 

1 (2:2) Then prayed Jonah unto the Lord his God out of the belly of the fish. 2 (2:3) 
And he said, I called from the midst of my distress unto the Lord, and he hath answered 
me: out of the depth of the grave have I cried, and thou hast heard my voice. 3 (2:4) For 
thou hast cast me into the deep, in the heart of the seas; and the stream compasseth me 
about: all thy billows and thy waves have passed over me. 4 (2:5) And I thought indeed, I 
am driven out from before thy eyes: yet I again shall look toward thy holy temple. 5 (2:6) 
The waters surrounded me, to the peril of my life; the deep compassed me about: sea- 
weeds were bound about my head. © (2:7) To the bottoms of the mountains did I go down; 
the earth [closed] her bars about me for ever: when thou broughtest up my life from the 
pit, O Lord my God! 7 (2:8) When my soul fainted within me I remembered the Lord: and 
my prayer came unto thee, unto thy holy temple. 8 (2:9) They that guard false vanities 
forsake [the source of] their kindness. ° (2:10) But I will sacrifice unto thee with the voice 
of thanksgiving; that which I have vowed will I pay; [for] help is with the Lord. 1° (2:11) 
And the Lord commanded the fish, and it vomited out Jonah upon the dry land. 
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1 And the word of the Lord came unto Jonah the second time, saying, 2 Arise, go unto 
Nineveh, the great city, and proclaim unto it the proclamation which I shall speak unto 
thee. 3 And Jonah arose, and went unto Nineveh, according to the word of the Lord. 
Now Nineveh was a great city before God, a three days' journey. 4 And Jonah began to 
go through the city one day's journey, and he called out, and said, Yet forty days more, 
and Nineveh shall be overthrown. > And the men of Nineveh believed in God; and they 
proclaimed a fast, and put on sackcloth, from the greatest of them to the least of them. 
6 For when the matter was come unto the king of Nineveh, he arose from his throne, and 
put off his mantle from him, and covered himself with sackcloth, and sat down on ashes. 
7 And he caused to be proclaimed and he published through Nineveh, By the decree of 
the king and his chief men, it is said, Neither man nor beast, neither herds nor flocks, 
shall taste any thing; they shall not feed, nor drink water; § But let man and beast be 
covered with sackcloth, and let [men] call unto God with might; and let them turn every 
one from his evil way, and from the violence which is in their hands. 9 Who knoweth, 
but God may turn and bethink himself, and turn away from the fierceness of his anger, 
that we perish not? 1° And God saw their works, that they had turned from their evil 
way: and God bethought himself of the evil, which he had spoken that he would do unto 
them, and he did it not. 


1 But it displeased Jonah exceedingly; and he was wroth. 2 And he prayed unto the 
Lord, and said, I pray thee, O Lord, was not this my word, while I was yet in my own 
country? Therefore made I haste to fly unto Tharshish; for I knew that thou art a 
gracious God, and merciful, long-suffering, and abundant in kindness, and repentant 
of the evil. 3 And now, O Lord, take, I pray thee, my soul from me; because it is better 
for me to die, than to live. 4 And the Lord said, Art thou very wroth? 5 Now Jonah was 
gone out of the city, and dwelt on the east side of the city; and he had made himself 


there a booth, and sat under it in the shade, till he should see what would become of 
the city. © And the Lord God made ready a gourd, and it grew up over Jonah, to be a 


shade over his head, to relieve him from his affliction. And Jonah rejoiced because of 
the gourd exceedingly. 7 But God made ready a worm when the morning dawned on the 
morrow, and it smote the gourd that it withered. 8 And it came to pass, when the sun 
arose, that God made ready a hot east wind; and the sun beat upon the head of Jonah, 


that he became faint; and he wished for himself to die, and said, It is better for me to die 
than to live. ? And God said unto Jonah, Art thou very wroth for the gourd? And he said, 


Iam very wroth, even unto death. !° And the Lord said, Thou wouldst have spared the 
gourd, for which thou hadst not labored, neither hadst thou made it grow; which came 
up in one night, and perished in one night; '! And shall I not spare Nineveh, that great 
city, wherein are more than twelve times ten thousand persons, who know not how to 
discern between their right hand and their left hand, and also much cattle? 
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Micah 


1 The word of the Lord that came to Micah the Morashthite in the days of Jotham, 
Achaz, [and] Hezekiah, the kings of Judah, which he foresaw concerning Samaria and 
Jerusalem. 2 Hear, ye people, altogether; listen, O earth, with all that filleth it: and let 
the Lord Eternal be witness against you, the Lord from his holy temple. 3 For, behold, 
the Lord cometh forth out of his residence; and he will come down, and will step along 
upon the high places of the earth. 4 And the mountains shall melt beneath him, and 
the valleys shall cleave in twain, like wax [melteth] before the fire, like water poured 
out on a declivity. ° For the transgression of Jacob is all this, and for the sins of the 
house of Israel. Who caused the transgression of Jacob? is it not Samaria? and who 
caused the high-places of Judah? is it not Jerusalem? © Therefore will I change Samaria 
into stone-heaps on the field, into vineyard plantations: and I will hurl down into the 
valley her stones, and her foundations will I lay open. 7 And all her graven images shall 
he beaten to pieces, and all her wages of sin shall be burnt with the fire, and all her 
idols will I make desolate; for from harlot's wages she gathered them, and for harlot's 
wages shall they be used again. 8 For this will I lament and wail; I will go confused and 
naked: I will make a lament like the crocodiles, and mourning like the ostriches. ° For her 
wounds arc incurable; for [the evil] is come even unto Judah; [the enemy] hath reached 
as far as the gate of my people, even up to Jerusalem. !° Tell it not at Gath, weep ye not 
loudly [there]: in Bethle'aphrah roll thyself in the dust. 11 Pass ye away, ye inhabitants 
of Shaphir, having your shame laid bare: the inhabitress of Zaanan cometh not forth 
[any more]; the mourning of Beth-haezel taketh from you its halting place. 12 For the 
inhabitress of Maroth is grieved for the [lost] good; because evil came down from the 
Lord unto the gate of Jerusalem. !° Bind the chariot to the swift horses, O inhabitress 
of Lachish: the beginning of sin was she to the daughter of Zion; for in thee were found 
the transgressions of Israel. !4 Therefore shalt thou have to give presents to Moresheth- 
gath: the houses of Achzib shall become a deception to the kings of Israel. 15 Yet will I 
bring an [enemy as] heir unto thee, O inhabitant of Mareshah: as far as 'Adullam shall 
withdraw the glory of Israel. !° Make thyself bald, and cut off thy hair for the children 
of thy delight; enlarge thy baldness like the eagle; because they are gone into exile from 
thee. 


1 Woe to those that devise wickedness, and resolve on evil upon their couches! by 
the first light of the morning they execute it, if they have it in the power of their hand. 
2 And they covet fields, and rob them; and houses, and take them away: so they defraud 
the master and his house, and the man and his heritage. 3 Therefore thus hath said the 
Lord, Behold, I will devise against this family an evil, from which ye shall not remove 
your necks; nor shall ye go erect; for it is an evil time. 4 On that day shall one take up a 
parable against you, and lament with a mournful lamentation, and say, “We are utterly 
wasted: the portion of my people hath he exchanged; how hath he removed it from 
me! instead of restoring [them to us] he divideth our fields.” 5 Therefore shalt thou 
have none that shall draw the [measuring] cord in [his] lot in the congregation of the 
Lord. © “Preach not;” [but] they shall preach: they shall not preach [indeed] to these, 
that reproach may not overtake them. 7 Shall it be said [in] the house of Jacob, Is the 
spirit of the Lord straightened? are these his doings? Do not my words do good to him 
that walketh uprightly? ® But long since is my people risen up as an enemy: from the 
garment do you pull off the ornament; of those that pass by securely [ye make] men 
returned from war. 9 The wives of my people do you drive out of their delightful houses; 
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from their children do ye take away my ornament for ever. 1° Arise ye, and depart; for 
this is not your resting-place; because it is polluted, it shall destroy [you], even with a 
grievous destruction. !! If a man that goeth after wind and lieth with falsehood [should 
say], “I will preach unto thee of wine and of strong drink:” he would be a preacher for 
this people. 121 will [once] surely assemble, O Jacob, all of thee; I will surely gather up the 
remnant of Israel; I will place them together as flocks in the fold, as droves in the midst 
of their pen: they shall be crowded with men. 13 The wall-breaker cometh up before 
them; they break in and pass through the gate, and go out by it: and their king passeth 
on before them, and the Lord at their head. 


1 And I said, Hear, I pray you, O ye heads of Jacob, and ye princes of the house of Israel! 
Is it not for you to know what is justice? 2 [But they are those] who hate the good, and 


love the evil; who tear their skin from off them, and their flesh from off their bones; 
3 Who also eat the flesh of my people, and flay their skin from off them; and who crush 


their bones, and chop them in pieces, as that to be put in a pot, and as flesh within 
acaldron. 4 Then will they cry unto the Lord, but he will not hear them; and he will 
hide his face from them at that time, as they have committed their evil deeds. 5 Thus 
hath said the Lord concerning the prophets that mislead my people, who, when they 
have something to bite with their teeth, cry, Peace; but who prepare war against him 
who putteth nothing in their mouth: © Therefore shall the night be unto you, without a 
vision; and it shall be dark unto you, without divining; and the sun shall go down around 
the prophets, and the day shall be obscured around them. 7 Thus shall the seers be made 
ashamed, and the diviners be put to the blush: yea, they shall all wrap themselves up 
to the upper lip; for there is no answer of God. ® But truly I am indeed full of strength 
by the spirit of the Lord, and [of power] of judging, and of might, to tell unto Jacob his 
transgression, and to Israel his sin. ° Hear this, I pray you, ye heads of the house of 
Jacob, and ye princes of the house of Israel, that abhor justice, and make crooked all 
that is straight. 1° They build up Zion with blood-guiltiness, and Jerusalem with wrong. 
11 Her heads judge for bribes, and her priests teach for reward, and her prophets divine 
for money: and yet will they lean upon the Lord, and say, Is not the Lord among us? evil 
cannot come over us. !* Therefore for your sake shall Zion be ploughed up as a field, 
and Jerusalem shall become ruinous heaps, and the mount of the house, forest-covered 
high-places. 


4 

1 And it shall come to pass in the last days, that the mountain of the Lord's house shall 
be firmly established on the top of the mountains, and shall be exalted above the hills; 
and unto it shall people flow. 2 And many nations shall come, and say, Come ye, and let us 
go up to the mountain of the Lord, and to the house of the God of Jacob; that he may teach 
us of his ways, and we may walk in his paths; for out of Zion shall go forth the law, and the 
word of the Lord out of Jerusalem. ? And he shall judge between many people, and decide 
for strong nations even afar off; and they shall beat their swords into plough-shares, and 
their spears into pruning-knives: nation shall not lift up sword against nation, and they 
shall not learn any more war. 4 But they shall sit every man under his vine and under his 
fig-tree, with none to make them afraid; for the mouth of the Lord of hosts hath spoken 
it. > [But] though all the people should walk every one in the name of his god, yet will 
we walk in the name of the Lord our God for ever and ever. © On that day, saith the Lord, 
will I assemble her that halteth, and her that is driven out will I gather, and her to whom 


I have done evil; 7 And I will make of her that halted a remnant, and of her that was cast 
off far away a strong nation: and the Lord will reign over them on mount Zion, from this 


time and unto eternity. 8 And thou, O tower of flocks, the strong-hold of the daughter of 
Zion, unto thee shall go, and shall come, the former dominion, the kingdom belonging 
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to the daughter of Jerusalem. 9 Now why dost thou cry aloud? is there no king in thee? 
is thy counsellor lost? that pangs have seized on thee as on a woman in travail? 1°Be 
in pain, and labor to bring forth, O daughter of Zion, like a woman in travail; for now 
shalt thou go forth out of the town, and thou shalt dwell in the field, and thou shalt go 
as far as Babylon; there shalt thou be delivered; there will the Lord redeem thee from 
the grasp of thy enemies. 11 And now many nations are gathered against thee, that say, 
Let her be defiled, and let our eye look with pleasure on Zion. 12 But they know not the 
thoughts of the Lord, and they understand not his counsel: that he will [once] gather 
them as the sheaves into the threshing-floor. !3 Arise and thresh, O daughter of Zion; 
for I will render thy horn iron, and thy hoofs will I render copper, and thou shalt beat 
in pieces many people: and I will devote unto the Lord their ill-gotten gain, and their 
substance unto the Lord of the whole earth. 


5 

1 (4:14) Now gather thyself in troops, O daughter of troops; they lay siege against us: 
with the rod they smite upon the cheek the judge of Israel. 2 (5:1) But thou, Beth-lechem 
Ephratah, the least [though] thou be among the thousands of Judah, [yet] out of thee 
shall he come forth unto me that is to be ruler in Israel, whose origin is from olden 
times, from most ancient days. 3 (5:2) Therefore will he give them up, until the time that 
she who travaileth hath brought forth: then shall the remnant of his brethren return 
with the children of Israel. 4 (5:3) And he shall stand forward and feed [Israel] through 
the strength of the Lord, through the excellency of the name of the Lord his God: and 
they shall abide [safely]; for now shall he be great even unto the ends of the earth. 5 (5:4) 
And in this [manner] shall there be peace: If Asshur should come into our land; and if 
he should tread in our palaces, then will we raise up against him seven shepherds, and 
eight anointed men. © (5:5) And they shall lay waste the land of Asshur with the sword, 
and the land of Nimrod in the gates of its [cities]: thus will he deliver us from Asshur, 
if he should come into our land, and if he should tread within our borders. 7 (5:6) And 
the remnant of Jacob shall be in the midst of many people like dew from the Lord, like 
showers upon the herbs, that wait not for man, nor hope for the sons of man. 8 (5:7) And 
the remnant of Jacob shall be among the nations, in the midst of many people, like a lion 
among the beasts of the forest, like a young lion among flocks of sheep: who, if he break 
in, both treadeth down, and teareth in pieces, while none can deliver. 9 (5:8) High shall 
thy hand be lifted up above thy adversaries, and all thy enemies shall be cut off. 1° (5:9) 
And it shall come to pass on that day, saith the Lord, that I will cut off thy horses out of 
the midst of thee, and I will destroy thy chariots; 11 (5:10) And I will cut off the cities of 
thy land, and I will throw down all thy strongholds; 1? (5:11) And I will cut off the arts of 
witchcraft out of thy hand; and soothsayers shalt thou have no more; 3 (5:12) And I will 
cut off thy graven images, and thy statues out of the midst of thee; and thou shalt no 
more prostrate thyself to the work of thy hands; !4 (5:13) And I will pluck up thy groves 
out of the midst of thee; and I will destroy thy enemies. 45 (5:14) And I will in anger and 
in fury execute vengeance upon the nations, upon those that have not hearkened. 


1 Do but hear now what the Lord saith, Arise, contend thou before the mountains, and 
let the hills hear thy voice. 2 Hear ye, O mountains, the controversy of the Lord, and ye 


strong foundations of the earth! for the Lord hath a controversy with his people, and 
with Israel will he plead. 30 my people, what have I done unto thee? and wherewith 
have I wearied thee? testify against me. 4 Although I had brought thee up out of the 
land of Egypt, and redeemed thee out of the house of bond-men; and I sent before thee 
Moses, Aaron, and Miriam. >O my people, do but remember what Balak the king of Moab 
resolved, and what Bil'am the son of Be'or answered him, from Shittim unto Gilgal, in 
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order that ye may know the gracious benefits of the Lord. © Wherewith shall I come 
before the Lord, bow myself before the God on high? shall I come before him with burnt- 
offerings, with calves of a year old! 7 Will the Lord be pleased with thousands of rams, 
or with myriads of streams of oil? shall I give my first-born for my transgression, the 
fruit of my body for the sin of my soul? 8 He hath told thee, O man, what is good; and 
what the Lord doth require of thee: [nothing] but to do justice, and to love kindness, 
and to walk humbly with thy God. ? The voice of the Lord calleth unto the city,—and [the 
man of] wisdom shall see thy name:—hear ye the rod [of punishment], and who hath 
ordained it. 1° Are there yet in the house of the wicked man the treasures of wickedness, 
and the scant accursed measure? 11 Can I be pure with wicked balances, and with a bag 
[full] of deceptive weights? 12 For her rich men are full of violence, and her inhabitants 
have spoken falsehood, and their tongue is deceit [itself] in their mouth. 3 Therefore 
have I also smitten thee with sore wounds, making [thee] desolate because of thy sins. 
14 Thou wilt indeed eat, but not be satisfied; and what thou hast eaten shall bend thee 
down; and thou wilt overtake [the enemy], but thou shalt not deliver; and that which 
thou deliverest will I give up to the sword. 15 Thou wilt indeed sow, but thou shalt not 
reap; thou wilt indeed tread out olives, but thou shalt not anoint thyself with oil; and the 
juice of the grapes, but thou shalt not drink wine. 1° For there are observed the statutes 
of ‘Omri, and all the works of the house of Achab, and ye walk in their counsels: in order 
that I should give thee up unto desolation, and thy inhabitants to derision; and ye shall 
bear the reproach of my people. 


1 Woe is me! for I am as in the gathering of the summer-fruits, as in the grape- 
gleanings of the vintage: there is no cluster to eat, no first-ripe fruit for which my 
soul longeth. 2 The pious hath disappeared out of the land; and the upright among 
men there is none; all of them lie in wait for blood; they hunt every man his brother 
with a net. 3 For the evil of your hands you expect good? while the prince demandeth 
[bribes], and the judge acteth for pay; and the great man is only speaking the wilful 
pleasure of his soul: and so do they make a network [of wrong]. 4 The best of them is like 
a brier; the most upright is [sharper] than a thorn-hedge: the day of thy watchmen, thy 
punishment, is come; now shall be perplexity among them. > Trust ye not ina friend, put 
ye not confidence in a confidant: from her that lieth in thy bosom guard the doors of thy 
mouth. © For the son disgraceth the father, the daughter riseth up against her mother, 
the daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law; a man's enemies are the men of his own 
house. 7 But I—I will look unto the Lord; I will wait for the God of my salvation: my 
God will hear me. 8 Rejoice not, O my enemy, over me: though I am fallen, I rise again: 
though I should sit in darkness, the Lord will be a light unto me. ° The indignation of 
the Lord will I bear, because I have sinned against him; until that he plead my cause, and 
execute justice for me: [when] he will bring me forth to the light, and I shall behold his 
righteousness. !° Then she that is my enemy will see it, and shame shall cover her, who 
said unto me, Where is the Lord thy God? My eyes shall complacently see her [suffer]: 
now shall she be trodden down as the mire of the streets. !! The day that thy fences are 
to be built—that same day, the ordained, is yet far removed. 12 It is a day when men shall 
come to thee from Assyria, and the cities of Mazor, and from Mazor even to the river, 
and from sea to sea, and [from] mountain to mountain. 13 While the land [of the nations] 
shall be made desolate because of its inhabitants, for the fruit of their doings. 14 Feed 
thy people with thy rod, the flock of thy heritage, which dwell in solitude in the wood, 
in the midst of Carmel: let them feed in Bashan and Gil'ad, as in the days of old. 15 As 
in the days of thy coming out of the land of Egypt will I let them see marvelous things. 
16 Nations shall see and be ashamed of all their might: they shall lay their hand upon 
their mouth, their ears shall be deafened. 17 They shall lick the dust like the serpent; like 
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those that crawl on the earth, shall they come forth trembling out of their close places: 
unto the Lord our God shall they hasten in dread, and shall be afraid of thee. 18 Who is a 
god like unto thee, pardoning iniquity, and forgiving transgression to the residue of his 
heritage? he retaineth not his anger for ever, because he delighteth in kindness. 19 He 
will again have mercy on us, he will suppress our iniquities; yea, thou wilt cast all their 
sins into the depths of the sea. 2° Thou wilt show faithfulness unto Jacob, and kindness 
unto Abraham, which thou hast sworn unto our fathers in the days of old. 
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Nahum 


1 The doom of Nineveh, The book of the vision of Nahum the Elkoshite. 2 A God 
watchful and avenging is the Lord; an avenger is the Lord, and full of fury; the Lord 


taketh vengeance on his adversaries, and keepeth in mind the deeds of his enemies. 
3 The Lord is long-suffering, and great in power, but he will by no means clear the guilty: 
the Lord—in the whirlwind and in the storm is his way, and the clouds are the dust of 
his feet. 4 He rebuketh the sea, and maketh it dry, and all the rivers he drieth up: Bashan 
then withereth, with Carmel, and the flowers of Lebanon wither. 5 Mountains quake 
before him, and the hills melt away; and the earth is lifted up at his presence, yea, the 
world, and all that dwell therein. © Before his indignation who can stand? and who can 
subsist before the fierceness of his anger? his fury is poured out like fire, and the rocks 
are broken down by him. 7 The Lord is good, a strong-hold on the day of distress; and he 
knoweth those that trust in him. § But with an overflowing flood will he utterly destroy 
the place of [Nineveh], and his enemies will he pursue with darkness. ? What will you 
devise against the Lord? he is bringing about an utter destruction, the distress shall not 
rise up twice. 1° For they, like thorns interwoven, and as men made drunken in their 
drinking bout, shall be entirely consumed as dry stubble. !! There is gone forth out of 
thee he that devised evil against the Lord, the counsellor of infamous things. 12 Thus 
hath said the Lord, Though they be complete, and ever so many, nevertheless shall they 
be cut down, and it shall be over [with them]: and if even I have afflicted thee, I will afflict 
thee no more. ! For now will I break his yoke from off thee, and thy bonds will I tear 
asunder. !4But against thee hath the Lord decreed, that no heir of thy name shall be any 
more: out of the house of thy gods will I cut off the graven and the molten image; I will 
prepare thy grave [there]; for thou art made vile. 15 (2:1) Behold, upon the mountains are 
the feet of him that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace, Celebrate thy feasts, 
O Judah, fulfill thy vows; for never more shall the wicked pass again through thee, he is 
utterly cut off. 


1 (2:2) The destroyer is come up against thee to enclose [thee] with works of siege: look 
out on the way, make thy loins strong, strengthen [thyself] greatly with power. 2 (2:3) For 
the Lord bringeth back again the excellency of Jacob, as also the excellency of Israel; for 
the plunderers have plundered them, and have wasted branches of their vines. 3 (2:4) 
The shields of his mighty men are made red, the valiant men are [clothed] in scarlet: 
with the fire of the steel the chariots [glitter] on the day when he prepareth himself [for 
battle], and the spears are shaken. 4 (2:5) In the streets the chariots rush madly along, 
they rattle through the public places: their appearance is like torches, they run along 
like the lightnings. 5 (2:6) He will summon his valiant men, they shall stumble in their 
walk: they hasten to her walls, and the covering for defence is prepared. © (2:7) The gates 
of the rivers are opened, and the palace is dissolved. 7 (2:8) And the queen is carried away 
into exile stripped of her attire, and her maids moan as with the voice of doves, striking 
their hand upon their breast. 8 (2:9) And Nineveh was like a pool of water from the days 
that she existed: yet now they flee. “Stand, stand,” [shall they cry,] but none shall look 
back. ° (2:10) Plunder silver, plunder gold; for without end are the treasures, there is an 
abundance of all precious vessels. 1° (2:11) She is void, and emptied out, and wasted; and 
the heart melteth, and the knees totter, and trembling is in all loins, and the faces of 
them all are covered with blackness. (2:12) Where is [now] the dwelling of the lions, 
and what was the feeding-place of the young lions, where the lion, the lioness, and the 
lion's whelp walked, and none made them afraid? 12 (2:13) The lion tore in pieces [prey] 
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enough for his whelps, and strangled for his lionesses, and filled with prey his holes, and 
his dens with what he had torn. 13 (2:14) Behold, I will be against thee, saith the Lord 
of hosts, and I will burn into smoke thy chariots, and thy young lions shall the sword 
devour: and I will cut off from the earth thy preying, and no more shall be heard the 
voice of thy messengers. 


3 

1 Woe to the city of blood! it is all full of lies and robbery; never ceaseth the preying; 
2 The noise of a whip, and the noise of the rattling of wheels, and of prancing horses, and 
of the skipping chariots. 3 Horsemen mount, and there are the flaming sword and the 
glittering spear: and there is a multitude of slain, and heaps of carcasses; and without 
end are the corpses; they stumble on their corpses; 4 Because of the multitude of the 
lewd deeds of the harlot, that is rich in gracefulness, the mistress of witchcrafts, that 
selleth nations through her lewd deeds, and families through her witchcrafts. 5 Behold, 
I will be against thee, saith the Lord of hosts; and I will lay thy skirts open over thy 
face, and I will let nations see thy nakedness, and kingdoms thy shame. © And I will cast 
abominable filth upon thee, and defile thee, and will render thee a dirt-heap. 7 And it 
shall come to pass, that all they that see thee shall flee from thee, and say, Laid waste is 


Nineveh: who will condole with her? whence shall I seek comforters for thee? 8 Art thou 
better than No-amon, that was situated on the rivers, that had water round about her, 
the rampart of which was the sea, and the walls of which rose out of the sea? ? Ethiopia 


the numerous, and Egypt that was without end, Put and Lubim were thy helpers. 1° Yet 
also she was exiled, was carried away into captivity; also her young children were dashed 
in pieces at the corners of all streets: and for her honorable men they cast lots, and all 
her great ones were bound with chains. !! Thou also shalt be made drunken, thou shalt 
be hidden from view: thou also shalt seek refuge because of the enemy. 12 All thy strong- 
holds shall be like fig-trees with the first ripe figs, which, if they be shaken, will fall into 
the mouth of the eater. 13 Behold, thy people are become women in the midst of thee: 
unto thy enemies are the gates of thy land set wide open; the fire hath devoured thy 
bars. 14 Water for the siege draw for thyself, fortify thy strongholds: go into the clay, 
and tread the mortar, make strong the brick-kiln. ‘5 There shall the fire devour thee; 
the sword shall cut thee off, it shall devour thee up like the cankerworm: [though] thou 
make thyself many as the cankerworm; make thyself many as the locusts. 16 [Though] 
thou hadst multiplied thy merchants more than the stars of heaven: the cankerworm 
spreadeth itself out, and flieth away. !” Thy crowned ones are like the locusts, and thy 
leaders like the swarms of locusts, which camp in the hedges on a cold day, but when the 
sun ariseth they flee away, and their place is not known where they are. 8 Thy shepherds 
slumber, O king of Assyria; thy valiant men are at rest: scattered are thy people upon the 
mountains, and there is none that gathereth them. !° There is no healing for thy breach; 
fatal is thy wound: all that hear the report of thee will clap their hands over thee; for 
over whom did not thy wickedness pass continually? 


1701 XRN 


Habakkuk 1:1 549 Habakkuk 2:9 


Habakkuk 


1 The prophecy which Habakkuk the prophet foresaw. 2 How long, O Lord, have 
I entreated [thee], and thou wouldst not hear? [how long] shall I cry out unto thee 
[because of] violence, and thou wilt not save? 3 Why wilt thou let me see wickedness, 
and wilt look on trouble, and the robbery and violence [that are] before me: while there 
is strife, and contention lifteth up [its head]? 4 Therefore is the law powerless, and 
justice cometh not forth victorious; for the wicked encompasseth about the righteous; 
therefore doth justice come forth perverted. ° Look ye about among the nations, and 
behold and be astonished and astounded; for [God] will fulfill a work in your days, ye 
would not believe it, if it were only told you. © For, lo, I will raise up the Chaldeans, 
that bitter and impetuous nation, that march to the wide spaces of the earth to conquer 
dwelling-places that are not theirs. ’ Terrible and dreadful are they: from themselves go 
forth their judicial laws and their dignity. ® And swifter than leopards are their horses, 
and fiercer than the evening wolves; and their horsemen spread themselves abroad: and 
their horsemen will come from afar; they will fly like the eagle hastening to eat. ? They 
all will come for violence: the front of their faces is like the east wind, and they gather 
captives as the sand. !° And they will make sport with kings, and princes will be a play 
unto them: at every strong-hold will they laugh, and they will cast up earth-mounds and 
capture it. !! Then doth their spirit become arrogant, and they are surpassingly proud, 
and offend, [imputing] this their power unto their god. !? Art thou not from everlasting, 
O Lord my God, my Holy One? we shall not die. O Lord, thou hast ordained them for 
judgment; and, O Protector, thou hast appointed them to correct [nations]. 13 Thou, who 
art too pure of eyes to behold evil, and canst not look on trouble, wherefore wilt thou 
look upon those that deal treacherously, be silent when the wicked swalloweth up him 
that is more righteous than he? 4 And [why] makest thou men as the fishes of the sea, 
as the creeping things, that have no ruler over them? 15 All of them he bringeth up with 
the angle, he draggeth them up in his net, and gathereth them in his drag: therefore 
he rejoiceth and is glad. 1° Therefore he sacrificeth unto his net, and burneth incense 
unto his drag; because through them is his portion fat, and his food marrowy. 17 Shall 
he therefore [always] empty his net, and continually slay nations without sparing? 


1 Upon my watch will I stand, and place myself upon the tower, and will watch to 
see what he will speak with me, and what I shall answer to my reproof. 2 And the Lord 
answered me, and said, Write down the vision, and make it plain upon the tables, that 
everyone may read it fluently. ° For there is yet a vision for the appointed time, and it 
speaketh of the end, and it will not deceive: though it tarry, wait for it; because it will 
surely come, it will not be delayed. 4 Behold, disturbed, not at rest is the soul of [the 
wicked] in him; but the righteous ever liveth in his [trustful] faith. 5 And though the 
wine-[drunken] traitor, the proud man, whose house will not stand, who enlargeth his 
desire as the grave, and is like death, which cannot be satisfied,—though he gather unto 
him all the nations, and assemble unto him all the people: © Will not all these take up a 
parable against him, and a proverb anda satire concerning him? and they will say, Woe 
to him that increaseth what is not his! for how long? and to him that loadeth himself 
with a burden of guilt! 7 Behold, suddenly will rise up those that afflict thee, and awake 
those that plague thee, and thou shalt become a booty unto them. 8 Because thou hast 
despoiled many nations will all the remnant of the people despoil thee; because of the 
blood of men, and the violence against the land, the town, and all that dwell therein. 
9 Woe to him that obtaineth an evil gain for his house, that he may set his nest on high, 
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that he may be delivered from the grasp of the wicked! 1° Thou hast counselled shame 
to thy house, by cutting off many people, and sinning [against] thy soul. "For the stone 
will cry out of the wall, and the beam out of the wood [-work] will answer it. 12 Woe to 
him that buildeth a city with blood-guiltiness, and layeth the foundation of a town by 
wrong-doing. 13 Behold, is it not from the Lord of hosts that people shall labor for the 
very fire, and nations shall weary themselves for naught but vanity! 14 For the earth shall 
be filled with knowledge of the glory of the Lord, as the waters cover the sea. 15 Woe unto 
him that maketh his neighbors drink, [to thee] that pourest out thy poisonous [wine], 


and makest them also drunken, in order to look on their nakedness! 1° Thou art filled 
with shame instead of glory; drink thou also, and let thy nakedness be uncovered: there 


shall be turned around thee the cup of the Lord's right hand, and filthy spittle shall be 
on thy glory. !” For the violence against Lebanon shall cover thee, and the destruction 
of beasts, which he terrified away; because of the blood of men, and the violence against 
the land, the town, and all that dwell therein. 18 What profiteth the graven image that 
its maker hath graven it? the molten image, and a teacher of falsehood? that the maker 
of his image trusteth therein, while making dumb idols? 19 Woe unto him that saith to 
the wood, Awake! Rouse up to the dumb stone. Shall this teach? Behold, it is overlaid 
with gold and silver, and no breath whatever is in its bosom. 2° But the Lord is in his holy 
temple: be silent before him all the earth. 


3 


1 A prayer of Habakkuk the prophet upon Shigyonoth. ? 0 Lord, I have heard thy 
fame, [and] was afraid: O Lord, thy work—in the midst of the years [of sorrow] revive 
thou it, in the midst of the years make it known; in wrath remember mercy. 3 [When] 
God from Theman came, and the Holy One from mount Paran, Selah: his glory covered 
the heavens, and of his praise the earth was full. 4 And [his] brightness was like the 
sunlight; rays streamed forth out of his hand unto them; and there was the hiding of his 
power. ° Before him went the pestilence, and burning coals went forth in his steps. ° He 
stood forward, and made the earth tremble; he looked and dispersed nations; and there 
burst asunder the everlasting mountains; there sunk the perpetual hills: the ways of the 
world are his. 7 In affliction I saw the tents of Cushan: they trembled—the curtains of 
the land of Midian. 8 Was the Lord wroth against the rivers? yea, was against the rivers 
thy anger [kindled]? was against the sea thy wrath that thou rodest upon thy horses, 
thy chariots of victory! 9 Laid quite bare is thy bow, like severe rods of punishment 
[goeth forth] thy word, Selah: into rivers thou splittest the earth. !° The mountains saw 
thee, they trembled; the flowing waters passed along: the deep issued forth its voice, 
the height lifted up its hands. 1! The sun and moon stood still in their dwelling: at the 
light of thy arrows they walked along, at the shining of the flaming glitter of thy spear. 
12 Tn indignation thou marchest through the earth, in anger thou treadest down nations. 
13 Thou wentest forth to the assistance of thy people, to the assistance of thy anointed: 
thou didst wound the head out of the house of the wicked, destroy the foundation with 
the high-towering walls. Selah. 14 Thou didst strike through with his own spears the 
chiefs of his villages, who rushed out furiously to scatter me; who rejoiced greatly as 
though they were to devour the poor in secret. 15 [But] thou didst pass along over the 
sea with thy horses, over the piled up billows of great waters. 1°I heard it, and my inmost 
parts trembled; at the report my lips quivered; rottenness entered into my bones, and 
I trembled in my place, that I should rest till the day of distress, till the withdrawing of 
the people that will invade us with its troops. !’ For the fig-tree doth not bud, and no 
fruit is on the vines; the productiveness of the olive deceiveth, and the fields yield no 


food; from the fold the flocks are cut off, and there are no herds in the stalls. 18 Yet will 
I rejoice in the Lord, I will exult in the God of my salvation. 19 The Lord Eternal is my 
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strength, and he maketh my feet fleet as those of the hinds, and he will cause me to tread 
upon my high places. To the chief musician of my songs. 
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Zephaniah 


1 The word of the Lord which came unto Zephanyah the son of Cushi, the son of 
Gedalyah, the son of Amaryah, the son of Chizkiyah, in the days of Josiah the son of 
Amon the king of Judah. 21 will remove, utterly remove all things from off the face of 


the earth, saith the Lord. 31 will remove man and beast; I will remove the fowls of the 
heaven, and the fishes of the sea, and the stumbling blocks together with the wicked; 


and I will cut off man from off the face of the earth, saith the Lord. 4 And I will stretch 
out my hand over Judah, and over all the inhabitants of Jerusalem; and I will cut off 


the remnant of Ba'al from this place, the name of his ministers with his priests; > And 
those that bow themselves down on the roofs of houses to the host of heaven; and those 
that bow themselves down that are sworn [to be true] to the Lord and still swear by 
Malkom; ¢ And those that are turned away from following the Lord; and those that have 
not sought for the Lord, and have not inquired of him. ’ Be silent in the presence of 
the Lord Eternal; for nigh is the day of the Lord; for the Lord hath prepared a slaughter, 
he hath bidden his invited guests. 8 And it shall come to pass on the day of the Lord's 
slaughter, that I will inflict punishment on the princes, and on the king's sons, and on 
all such as are clothed in garments of a foreign land. ? And I will inflict punishment on 
all those that leap over the threshold on that day, who fill the house of their master with 
violence and deceit. !° And it shall come to pass on that day, saith the Lord, that there 
shall be a loud cry of lamentation from the fish-gate, and a wailing from the second, and 
[that of] a great breach from the hills. 1! Wail, ye inhabitants of the mortar-street, for 
destroyed are all the trading people; cut off are all that were laden with silver. 12 And 
it shall come to pass at that time, that I will search Jerusalem through with lights; and I 
will inflict punishment on the men that are at rest on their lees, that say in their heart, 
The Lord will not do good, nor will he do evil. 13 And their wealth shall become a booty, 
and their houses shall be made desolate; and they will build houses, but they shall not 
inhabit them; and they will plant vineyards, but they shall not drink their wine. 14 Nigh 
is the great day of the Lord, it is nigh, and hasteneth greatly, [there is] the noise of the 
day of the Lord: bitterly crieth there the mighty man. 1° A day of wrath is that day, a day 
of distress and anxiety, a day of wasting and desolation, a day of darkness and obscurity, 
a day of clouds and tempestuous gloom, 1 A day of the cornet and alarm, against the 
fenced cities, and against the high battlements. 17 And I will bring distress upon men, 
that they shall walk about like the blind, because against the Lord have they sinned: and 
their blood shall be poured out like the dust, and their flesh like the dung. 18 Neither 
their silver nor their gold shall be able to deliver them on the day of the Lord's wrath; 
through the fire of whose zeal the whole land shall be devoured; for destruction, yea, 
quite sudden, will he prepare for all the inhabitants of the land. 


2 

1 Gather yourselves together, yea, gather together, O nation without desire [for 
repentance]; 2 Before the decree is brought forth—like the chaff the day passeth away— 
before yet there be come over you the fierce anger of the Lord, before yet there be come 
over you the day of the anger of the Lord. 3 Seek ye the Lord, all ye meek of the earth, 
who have fulfilled his ordinances; seek righteousness, seek meekness: perhaps ye will 
be protected on the day of the Lord's anger. 4 For Gazzah shall become forsaken, and 
Ashkelon a desolate place: Ashdod shall they drive out at the noon of day, and Ekron 
shall be rooted up. > Woe unto the inhabitants of the district by the sea, the nation of 
the Kerethites! the word of the Lord is against you, O Canaan, the land of the Philistines, 
I will even destroy thee, that no inhabitant shall remain. © And the district by the sea 
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shall become places for pens of shepherds, and folds for flocks. 7 And this district shall 
be for the remnant of the house of Judah; thereupon shall they feed their flocks: in the 
houses of Ashkelon shall they lie down in the evening; for the Lord their God will think 
of them, and bring back their captivity. §I have heard the reproach of Moab, and the 
revilings of the children of 'Ammon, wherewith they have reproached my people, and 
made themselves great against their border. ? Therefore as I live, saith the Lord of hosts, 
the God of Israel, Surely Moab shall become like Sodom, and the children of ‘Ammon 
like Gomorrah, overgrown with nettles, and [filled with] salt-pits, and a desolation to 
eternity; the residue of my people shall plunder them, and the remnant of my nation 
shall possess them. 1° This shall they have in recompense for their pride; because they 
have reproached and made themselves great against the people of the Lord of hosts. 
11 Terrible will the Lord [appear] over them; for he will cause to vanish all the gods of the 
earth; and then shall prostrate themselves before him, every one from its place, all the 
isles of the nations. 12 Also ye Ethiopians shall be those slain by my sword. 13 And he will 
stretch out his hand against the north, and destroy Assyria; and he will make Nineveh a 
desolate place, dry, like the wilderness. 14 And there shall lie down in the midst of her 
flocks, all the beasts of the nations; both the pelican and the hedgehog shall lodge in 
the capitals of her columns; singing-birds shall sing in the windows; ruin shall be on the 
thresholds; for the cedar wainscoting shall be torn away. 1 This is the joyful city that 
dwelt in security, that said in her heart, I am, and there is none else beside me: how is 
she become desolate, a resting-place for beasts! every one that passeth by her will hiss, 


and shake his hand. 


3 


1 Woe to her that is rebellious and polluted, to the oppressing city! 2 She hearkened 
not to any voice; she accepted no correction; in the Lord she did not trust; to her God 
she drew not near. 3 Her princes in her midst are roaring lions: her judges are evening 
wolves, they leave not a bone for the morning. 4 Her prophets are thoughtless men of 
treachery: her priests have profaned the sanctuary, they have done violence to the law. 
5 The just Lord is in her midst, he will not do wrong; morning after morning doth he bring 
his justice to the light [of day], it never faileth; but the unjust knoweth no shame. °I have 
cut off nations; destroyed are their battlements; I have laid in ruins their streets, so that 
none passeth through; their cities are wasted, without a man, without an inhabitant. 71 
said, Surely thou wilt fear me, thou wilt accept correction; so that her dwelling should 
not be cut off, all that I had decreed to bring over her; but they rose up early, they acted 
corruptly in all their doings. Therefore wait but for me, saith the Lord, for the day that I 
rise up to the prey; for my judgment [cometh] to gather the nations, for me to assemble 
the kingdoms, to pour over them my indignation, all the fierceness of my anger; for 
through the fire of my jealousy shall all the earth be devoured. ? Yea then will I change 
unto the people a pure language, that they may all call on the name of the Lord, to serve 
him with one accord. 1° From beyond the rivers of Cush shall they bring my suppliants, 
even the assembly of my dispersed, as an offering unto me. 11 On that day shalt thou 
not be ashamed because of all thy doings, whereby thou hast transgressed against me; 
for then will I remove out of the midst of thee those that rejoice in thy pride, and thou 
shalt never more be haughty again on my holy mount. 12 And I will leave remaining 
in the midst of thee a humble and poor people, and they shall trust in the name of the 
Lord. 13 The remnant of Israel shall not do injustice, nor speak lies; and there shall not 
be found in their mouth a deceitful tongue; for they shall feed and lie down, with none 
to make them afraid. 14 Sing, O daughter of Zion; shout, O Israel; rejoice and be glad with 
all thy heart, O daughter of Jerusalem! 15 The Lord hath removed thy punishment, he 
hath cleared away thy enemy: the king of Israel, the Lord, is in the midst of thee; thou 
shalt not see evil any more. 16 On that day shall it be said to Jerusalem, Fear thou not: 
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[to] Zion, Let not thy hands become weak. 17 The Lord thy God is in the midst of thee, 
the mighty one who will save; he will be glad over thee with rejoicing; he will be silent 
in his love, he will exult over thee with song. 18 Those that mourn far away from the 
festive assembly do I gather, those that were separated from thee, [that have borne] for 
thee the burden of reproach. 1° Behold, I will deal [severely] with all that afflict thee at 
that time: and I will save her that halteth, and her that was driven off will I gather; and I 
will render them a praise and a famous name on all the earth where they have been put 
to shame. 2° At that time will I bring you back, even in the time that I gather you; for I 
will make you for a name and for a praise among all people of the earth, when I bring 
back again your captives before your eyes, saith the Lord. 
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Haggai 


1 In the second year of king Darius, in the sixth month, on the first day of the month, 
came the word of the Lord through means of Haggai the prophet unto Zerubbabel the 
son of Shealthiel, the governor of Judah, and to Joshua the son of Jehozadak, the high 
priest, saying, 2? Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, saying, This people have said, The time 
is not yet come, the time for the Lord's house to be built. 3 And the word of the Lord came 
by means of Haggai the prophet, saying, 4Is it time for you, O ye, to dwell in your ceiled 


houses, while this house lieth in ruins? 5 Now therefore, thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
Direct your heart unto your ways. © Ye have sown much, and bring in little; ye eat, but it 


doth not satisfy hunger; ye drink, but it doth not appease thirst; ye clothe yourselves, but 
no one is warm; and he that earneth something earneth it for a bag with holes. 7 Thus 
hath said the Lord of hosts, Direct your heart to your ways. 8 Go up to the mountain, and 
bring wood, and build the house: that I may take pleasure in it, and be glorified, saith the 
Lord. [Till now] ye looked for much, and lo, it came to be little; and when ye brought it 
home, I blew upon it. For what cause? saith the Lord of hosts. Because of my house that 
lieth in ruins, while ye run every man unto his own house. !° Therefore do the heavens 
for your sake withhold the dew, and the earth withholdeth her products. " And I called 
for a drought over the land, and over the mountains, and over the corn, and over the 
new wine, and over the oil, and over what the ground bringeth forth, and over men, and 


over cattle, and over all the labor of the hands. 12 Then hearkened Zerubbabel the son of 
Shealthiel, and Joshua the son of Jehozadak, the high priest, with all the remnant of the 


people, unto the voice of the Lord their God, and to the words of Haggai the prophet, as 
the Lord their God had sent him, and the people were afraid of the Lord. !° Then said 
Haggai the messenger of the Lord by the Lord's message unto the people saying, I am 
with you, saith the Lord. 14 And the Lord stirred up the spirit of Zerubbabel the son of 
Shealthiel, the governor of Judah, and the spirit of Joshua the son of Jehozadak, the high 
priest, and the spirit of all the remnant of the people, and they came and did work on 
the house of the Lord of hosts, their God. 15 On the four and twentieth day of the sixth 
month, in the second year of king Darius. 


1 In the seventh [month], on the one and twentieth day of the month, came the word 
of the Lord by means of Haggai the prophet, saying, 2 Do say to Zerubbabel the son of 
Shealthiel, the governor of Judah, and to Joshua the son of Jehozadak, the high priest, 
and to the residue of the people, saying, >? Who is there yet left among you that hath 
seen this house in its first glory? and how do ye see it now? is it not in comparison 
with it as nothing in your eyes? 4 Yet now be strong, O Zerubbabel, saith the Lord, and 
be strong O Joshua, the son of Jehozadak, the high priest, and be strong, all ye people 
of the land, saith the Lord, and do; [for I am with you, saith the Lord of hosts,] 5 [In 
accordance with] the word that I covenanted with you when ye came out of Egypt, so 
[will] my spirit remain among you: fear nought. © For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
Yet one thing more [will I do], it is but little, when I will cause to quake the heavens, 
and the earth, and the sea, and the dry land; ? And I will cause to quake all the nations, 
and the precious things of all the nations shall come [hither]: and I will fill this house 
with glory, saith the Lord of hosts. 8 Mine is the silver, and mine is the gold, saith the 
Lord of hosts. ° Greater shall be the glory of this latter house than that of the former, 
saith the Lord of hosts: and in this place will I give peace, saith the Lord of hosts. 1°On 
the four and twentieth day of the ninth month, in the second year of Darius, came the 
word of the Lord by means of Haggai the prophet, saying, 11 Thus hath said the Lord of 
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hosts, Do ask the priests concerning the law, saying, !2 Lo! if one should carry holy flesh 
in the corner of his garment, and touch with his corner bread, or pottage, or wine, or 
oil, or any food, shall it become holy? And the priests answered and said, No. 13 Then 
said Haggai, If one that is unclean by a dead body shall touch any of these, will it become 
unclean? And the priests answered and said, It will become unclean. 14 Then answered 
Haggai, and said, So is this people, and so is this nation before me, saith the Lord; and 
so are all works of their hands; and what they offer there is unclean. 1° And now direct, 
I pray you, your heart from this day and upward, before the time that a stone was laid 
upon a stone in the temple of the Lord: 1° Since those days were, when one came to a 
heap of sheaves of twenty [in number], and there were but ten; when one came to the 
winepress for to draw off fifty measures out of the vat, and there were but twenty. 171 
smote you with blasting and with mildew and with hail in all the labors of your hands: 
yet ye [turned] not [back] to me, saith the Lord. 18 Direct, I pray you, your heart from 
this day and upward, from the four and twentieth day of the ninth month, even from the 
day that the foundation of the Lord's temple was laid, direct your heart [to this]. 19 Is 
the seed yet in the barn? yes, as yet the vine, and the fig-tree, and the pomegranate, 
and the olive-tree, have not brought forth; [but] from this day will I bless you. 2° And 
the word of the Lord came the second time unto Haggai on the four and twentieth day 
of the month, saying, 21 Speak to Zerubbabel the governor of Judah, saying, I will cause 
to quake the heavens and the earth; 22 And I will overthrow the throne of kingdoms, and 
I will destroy the strength of the kingdoms of the nations; and I will overthrow chariots, 
and those that ride in them; and the horses and their riders shall come down, every one 
by the sword of his brother. 23 On that day, saith the Lord of hosts, will I take thee, O 
Zerubbabel, the son of Shealthiel, my servant, saith the Lord, and I will place thee as a 
signet; for of thee have I made choice, saith the Lord of hosts. 
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Zechariah 


1 In the eighth month, in the second year of Darius, came the word of the Lord unto 
Zechariah, the son of Berechyah, the son of 'Iddo the prophet, saying, 2 The Lord hath 
been greatly angry with your fathers. 3 And [now] say thou unto them, Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, Return ye unto me, saith the Lord of hosts, and I will return unto 
you: so hath said the Lord of hosts. 4Be ye not like your fathers, unto whom the former 
prophets proclaimed, saying, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Do return from your evil 
ways, and your evil doings; but they did not hear, nor listen unto me, saith the Lord. 
5 Your fathers,—where are they! and the prophets,— could they live for ever! © But 
my words and my decrees, which I commanded my servants the prophets, behold, they 
did overtake your fathers: and [then] they returned and said, Just as the Lord of hosts 
had purposed to do unto us, in accordance with our ways, and in accordance with our 
doings, so hath he dealt with us. 7 On the four and twentieth day of the eleventh month, 
which is the month of Shebat, in the second year of Darius, came the word of the Lord 
unto Zechariah, the son of Berechyahu, the son of 'Iddo the prophet, saying, °I saw this 
night, and behold there was a man riding upon a red horse, and he was standing among 
the myrtle-trees that were in the deep valley; and behind him were red, pale, and white 
horses. ? And I said, What are these, O my lord? Then said unto me the angel that spoke 
with me, I will show thee what these are. !° And the man that stood among the myrtle- 


trees answered and said, These are those whom the Lord hath sent to traverse the earth. 
11 And they answered the angel of the Lord that stood among the myrtle-trees, and said, 


We have traversed the earth, and, behold, all the earth is inhabited quietly, and is at 
rest. 12Then commenced the angel of the Lord, and said, O Lord of hosts, how long yet 
wilt thou not have mercy on Jerusalem and on the cities of Judah, against which thou 
hast been indignant these seventy years? 13 And the Lord answered the angel that spoke 
with me with good words and comforting words. And the angel that spoke with me 
said unto me, Proclaim thou, saying, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, I am jealous for 
Jerusalem and for Zion with a great jealousy. 15 And with a great anger will I be angry 
with the nations that are at ease; for I was but a little angry [with Zion], and they helped 
forward the mischief. 1° Therefore thus hath said the Lord, I am returned to Jerusalem 
in mercy: my house shall be rebuilt in it, saith the Lord of hosts, and the measuring-line 
shall be stretched forth over Jerusalem. 17 Proclaim yet [farther], saying, Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, My cities shall again overflow with prosperity: and the Lord will again 
comfort Zion, and make choice again of Jerusalem. !8 (2:1) And I lifted up my eyes, and 
saw, and behold, there were four horns. 19 (2:2) And I said unto the angel who spoke 
with me, What are these? And he said unto me, These are the horns that have dispersed 
Judah, Israel, and Jerusalem. 2° (2:3) And the Lord showed me four carpenters. 2! (2:4) 
Then said I, What are these coming to do? And he said as followeth, These are the horns 
that have dispersed Judah, to the extent that no man could lift up his head; but these are 
come to terrify them, to cast off the horns of the nations, that have been lifting up their 
horn over the land of Judah to disperse it. 


1 (2:5) And I lifted up my eyes, and looked, and behold, there was a man with a 
measure-cord in his hand. 2 (2:6) Then said I, Whither art thou going? And he said unto 
me, To measure Jerusalem, to see what is her breadth, and what is her length. 3 (2:7) And, 
behold, the angel that spoke with me went out, and another angel came out to meet him; 
4 (2:8) And he said unto him, Run, speak to this young man, saying, Without walls shall 
Jerusalem be inhabited because of the multitude of men and cattle in her midst. 5 (2:9) 
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But I—I will be unto her, saith the Lord, a wall of fire round about, and for glory will I 
be in the midst of her. © (2:10) Up! up! and flee away from the land of the north saith 
the Lord; for as the four winds of the heaven have I spread you abroad, saith the Lord. 
7 (2:11) Up, Zion, escape, thou that dwellest with the daughter of Babylon. 8 (2:12) For 
thus hath said the Lord of hosts, For the sake of [your] glory hath he sent me unto the 
nations that have despoiled you; for whoever toucheth you, toucheth the apple of his 
eye. 9 (2:13) For, behold, I will swing my hand over them, and they shall be a spoil to 
those that served them: and ye shall acknowledge that the Lord of hosts hath sent me. 
10 (2:14) Sing, and rejoice, O daughter of Zion; for, lo, | am coming, and I will dwell in 
the midst of thee, saith the Lord. 11 (2:15) And many nations will join themselves to the 
Lord on that day, and they shall be unto me for a people: and I will dwell in the midst of 
thee, and thou shalt know that the Lord of hosts hath sent me unto thee. 12 (2:16) And 
the Lord will take Judah as his inheritance upon the holy land; and he will again make 
choice of Jerusalem. 13 (2:17) Be silent, all flesh! before the Lord; for he is waked up out 
of his holy habitation. 


1 And he showed me Joshua the high priest standing before the angel of the Lord, 
and the accuser standing at his right hand to accuse him. 2 And the Lord said unto the 
accuser, The Lord rebuke thee, O Accuser; yea, the Lord rebuke thee that hath chosen 
Jerusalem: is not this a brand plucked out of the fire? 3 Now Joshua was clothed with 
filthy garments, and was standing before the angel. 4 And he commenced and said unto 
those that stood before him, saying; Take away the filthy garments from him. And he 
said unto him, Behold, I have caused thy iniquity to pass from off thee, and I clothe thee 
with festive garments. > And I said, Let them place a clean mitre upon his head. So they 
placed the clean mitre upon his head, and clothed him with garments; rind the angel of 
the Lord stood by. © And the angel of the Lord forewarned Joshua, saying, 7 Thus hath 
said the Lord of hosts, If thou wilt walk in my ways, and if thou wilt keep my charge, 
then shalt thou also judge my house, and shalt also keep my courts, and I will give thee 
places to walk among these that stand by. ® Do but hear, O Joshua the high priest, thou, 
and thy fellows that sit before thee; for distinguished men are they; for, behold, I will 
bring my servant Zemach [[the Sprout]]. 9 For behold [here is] the stone that I have laid 
before Joshua; upon one stone shall be seven eyes: behold, I will engrave thereon its 
inscription, saith the Lord of hosts, And I will remove the iniquity of that land in one 
day. 1° On that day, saith the Lord of hosts, shall ye call every man to his neighbor under 
the vine and under the fig-tree. 


4 

1 And the angel that spoke with me came back again, and waked me up, as a man that 
is wakened up out of his sleep; 2 And he said unto me, What art thou seeing? And I said, 
I have looked, and behold, there is a candlestick all of gold, with a bowl upon its top, and 
its seven lamps are thereupon, and seven pipes to the seven lamps, which are upon its 
top: 3 And two olive-trees are by it, one upon the right side of the bowl, and the other 
upon the left side thereof. 4 And I commenced and said unto the angel that spoke with 
me, saying, What are these, my lord? 5 Then the angel that spoke with me answered 
and said unto me, Knowest thou not what these are? And I said, No, my lord. © Then 
answered he and spoke unto me, saying, This is the word of the Lord unto Zerubbabel, 
saying, Not by might, nor by power, but by my spirit, saith the Lord of hosts. 7 Who art 
thou, O great mountain? before Zerubbabel thou wilt become a plain: and he shall bring 
forth the headstone with shoutings of, Grace, grace unto it. 8 And the word of the Lord 
came unto me, saying, 9 The hands of Zerubbabel have laid the foundation of this house, 
and his hands shall complete it: and thou shalt know that the Lord of hosts hath sent 
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me unto you. 1° For whoever even despised the day of [its] small beginning: yet will they 
rejoice when they see the plummet in the hand of Zerubbabel, with those seven; they 
are the eyes of the Lord, which hold a survey through all the earth. 1! And I began, and 
said unto him, What are these two olive-trees upon the right side of the candle-stick and 
upon its left? 12 And I began a second time, and said unto him, What are these two olive- 
branches, which are close by the two golden pipes which empty out of themselves the 
gold-colored oil? 13 And he said to me as followeth, Knowest thou not what these things 
are? And I said, No, my lord. 14Then said he, These are the two sons of the clear oil, that 
stand by the Lord of the whole earth. 


S) 

1 And | again lifted up my eyes, and looked, and behold there was a flying roll[-book]. 
2 And he said unto me, What seest thou? And I answered, I see a flying roll, its length is 
twenty cubits, and its breadth ten cubits. 3 Then said he unto me, This is the curse that 
goeth forth over the face of all the earth; for every one that stealeth as it is on this side 
shall be in an equal degree entirely destroyed, as also every one that sweareth [falsely] 
as it is on that side shall be likewise entirely destroyed. 41 bring it forth, saith the Lord 
of hosts, and it shall enter into the house of the thief, and into the house of him that 
sweareth falsely by my name: and it shall remain in the midst of his house, and shall 
consume it with its timber and its stones. > Then went forth the angel that spoke with 
me, and said unto me, Do but lift up thy eyes, and see what is this that goeth forth. And 
I said, What is it? And he said, This is an ephah that goeth forth. He said moreover, 
This is their appearance through all the earth. 7 And, behold, there was lifted up a heavy 
[cover] of lead: and there was a certain woman sitting in the midst of the ephah. § And 
he said, This is the wickedness. And he cast her into the midst of the ephah; and he cast 
the weighty lead cover upon the mouth thereof. ° Then did I lift up my eyes, and looked, 
and, behold, there came out two women, having the wind in their wings, and they had 
wings like the wings of a stork: and they lifted up the ephah between the earth and the 
heaven. 1° Then said I to the angel that spoke with me, Whither are these bearing away 
the ephah? 11 And he said unto me, To build for it a house in the land of Shin'ar: and 
when this is erected, then will the other be set there upon its own base. 


1 And | again lifted up my eyes, and looked, and behold, there came out four chariots 
from between two mountains; and the mountains were mountains of copper. ? In the 


first chariot were red horses; and in the second chariot, black horses: 3 And in the third 
chariot, white horses; and in the fourth chariot, grizzled, ash-colored horses. 4 And I 


began and said unto the angel that spoke with me, What are these, my lord? 5 And the 
angel answered and said unto me, These are the four spirits of the heavens, which go 
forth after having stood before the Lord of all the earth. © The [chariot] on which are 
black horses—these go forth into the north country; and the white go forth after them; 
and the grizzled go forth toward the south country. 7 And the red-colored were gone 
forth, and sought to traverse the earth: and he said, Go, traverse the earth. So they 
traversed the earth. § Then cried he loudly unto me, and spoke unto me, saying, Behold, 
these that are going toward the north country, have quieted [the indignation of] my 
spirit in the north country. ° And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying, 1° Take 
from the exiles, from Cheldai, from Tobiyahu, and from Yeda'yah, and thou shalt come 
on the same day, and go into the house of Josiah the son of Zephanyah, whither they 
have arrived from Babylon; !! Take also silver and gold, and make crowns, and set them 
upon the head of Joshua, the son of Jehozadak the high priest; !2 And thou shalt say unto 
him as followeth, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, saying, Behold a man, Sprout is his 
name; since out of his own place shall he sprout up, even he shall build the temple of 
the Lord: 13 Yea, he shall build the temple of the Lord; and he shall bear the glory, and 
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shall sit and rule upon his throne; and a priest shall be upon his own throne; and the 
counsel of peace shall be between both of them. !4 And the crowns shall be for Chelem, 
and for Tobiyah, and for Yeda'yah, and for Chen the son of Zephanyah, as a memorial in 
the temple of the Lord. 15 And distant ones shall come and build on the temple of the 
Lord, and ye shall know that the Lord of hosts hath sent me unto you. And this shall 
come to pass, if ye will diligently hearken to the voice of the Lord your God. 


1 And it came to pass in the fourth year of king Darius that the word of the Lord came 
unto Zechariah on the fourth day of the ninth month, in Kislev; 2 When they had sent 
unto Beth-el Sherezer and Regem-melech, and his men, to make entreaty before the 
Lord. 3 [And] to say unto the priests who were in the house of the Lord of hosts, and 
to the prophets, saying, Shall I weep in the fifth month with abstinence, as I have done 
already these many years? 4 Then came the word of the Lord of hosts unto me, saying, 
5 Say unto all the people of the land, and to the priests, as followeth, When ye fasted 
and mourned in the fifth and in the seventh [month], already these seventy years, did 
ye in anywise fast for me, yea, for me? © And if ye do eat, and if ye do drink, are ye not 
yourselves those that eat, and yourselves those that drink? 7 Are not these the words 
which the Lord hath proclaimed by means of the former prophets, when Jerusalem was 
inhabited and in prosperity, with her cities round about her, when [men] inhabited the 
south, and the lowlands? 8 And the word of the Lord came unto Zechariah, saying, ? Thus 
hath said the Lord of hosts, saying, Execute true justice, and show kindness and mercy 
every man to his brother; 1° And defraud not the widow, or the fatherless, the stranger, 
or the poor; and imagine not evil in your heart one against the other. !! But they refused 
to listen, and turned away rebelliously the shoulder, and stopped their ears, so as not 
to hear; !2 And their heart they rendered as an adamant, so as not to hear the law, and 
the words which the Lord of hosts had sent through his spirit, by means of the former 
prophets: wherefore came a great anger from the Lord of hosts. 3 And it is come to pass, 
that as he proclaimed, and they would not hear: so had they to call, andI would not hear, 
saith the Lord of hosts; !4 And I resolved to scatter them with a storm-wind among all the 
nations that they had not known; and the land was left desolate after them, without any 
one to pass through it forward or backward; and the pleasant land have they changed 
into a desert. 


8 

1 And the word of the Lord of hosts came, saying, 2 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, I 
am jealous for Zion with a great jealousy, and with great fury am I jealous for her. 3? Thus 
hath said the Lord, I return unto Zion, and will dwell in the midst of Jerusalem: and 
Jerusalem shall be called, The city of truth; and the mount of the Lord of hosts, The holy 
mount. 4 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Again shall there sit old men and old women 
in the streets of Jerusalem, and every one with his staff in his hand because of their 
multitude of years. ° And the streets of the city shall be full of boys and girls playing in 
her streets. © Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, If it should be marvelous in the eyes of 
the remnant of this people in those days, should it also be marvelous in my eyes? saith 
the Lord of hosts. 7 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, Behold, I will save my people from 
the east country and from the country of the setting of the sun; ® And I will bring them 
[back], that they may dwell in the midst of Jerusalem: and they shall be unto me for a 
people, and I will be unto them for a God, in truth and in righteousness. ? Thus hath said 
the Lord of hosts, Let your hands be strong, ye that hear in these days these words out 
of the mouth of the prophets, who [spoke] on the day that the foundation of the house 
of the Lord of hosts was laid, when the temple was to be built. 1° For before those days 
there was no reward for man, nor any reward for beast; and for him that went out or 
came in there was no peace, because of the oppressor: and I let loose all men, every one 
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against his neighbor. 11 But now I am no more as in the former days unto the residue of 
this people, saith the Lord of hosts. 12 For the seed shall be undisturbed; the vine shall 
give its fruit, and the ground shall give her production, and the heavens shall give their 
dew: and I will bestow on the remnant of this people all these things. 13 And it shall 
come to pass, that, in the same degree as ye have been a curse among the nations, O 
house of Judah, and house of Israel, so will I save you and ye shall be a blessing: fear not; 
let your hands be strong. 14 For thus hath said the Lord of hosts, As I had purposed to do 
you evil, when your fathers incensed me, saith the Lord of hosts, and I bethought myself 
not: 15 So do I again purpose in these days to do well unto Jerusalem and to the house of 
Judah; fear ye not. 1° These are the things that ye shall do, Speak ye the truth every man 
to his neighbor; [with] truth and the judgment of peace judge ye in your gates; 17 And 
let none of you think evil in your hearts against his neighbor; and love not a false oath, 


for all these are what I hate, saith the Lord. 18 And the word of the Lord of hosts came 
unto me, saying, !9 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, The fast of the fourth, and the fast 


of the fifth, and the fast of the seventh, and the fast of the tenth [month], shall become 
to the house of Judah gladness and joy, and merry festivals: only love ye the truth and 
peace. 2° Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, [A time] shall yet be !!when there shall come 
people, and the inhabitants of many cities; 2! And the inhabitants of one [city] shall go 
to another, saying, Let us only go to pray before the Lord, and to seek the Lord of hosts: I 
too will likewise go. 22 And many people and strong nations shall come to seek the Lord 
of hosts in Jerusalem, and to pray before the Lord. 23 Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, 
In those days [it shall happen], that ten men out of all the languages of the nations shall 
take hold—yea, they shall take hold of the skirt of him that is a Jew, saying, Let us go 
with you; for we have heard that God is with you. 


9 
1 The prophecy of the word of the Lord concerning the land of Chadrach, and 
Damascus his resting-place; for unto the Lord [will look] the eye of men, and [that of] 
all the tribes of Israel; 2 And also concerning Chamath that is bordering thereon, Tyre, 
and Zidon, though it be very wise. 3 And though Tyre have built herself a strong-hold, 
and heaped up silver as the dust, and fine gold as the mire of the streets: 4 Behold, the 
Lord will drive her out, and he will strike down her power into the sea; and she herself 


shall be devoured with fire. 5 Ashkelon shall see it, and fear; Gazzah also, and tremble 
greatly: and 'Ekron, for her trust will be made ashamed: and the king shall vanish from 


Gazzah, and Ashkelon shall not be inhabited. © And aliens shall dwell in Ashdod, and 
I will cut off the pride of the Philistines. 7 And I will remove their bloody [-sacrifices] 
out of their mouth, and their abominations from between their teeth; and their land 
also shall be left for our God, and it shall be as a prince's [dwelling] in Judah, and 'Ekron 
shall be like Jebusi. 8 And I will encamp about my house against armies, against those 
that pass to and fro, and there shall not pass over them any more an oppressor; for 
now do I look [on them] with my eyes. 9 Be greatly glad, O daughter of Zion; shout, O 
daughter of Jerusalem! behold, thy King will come unto thee, righteous and victorious 
is he, lowly, and riding upon an ass, and upon a colt the foal of a she-ass. 1° And I will 
cut off chariots from Ephraim, and horses from Jerusalem, and there shall be cut off the 
battle-bow, and he shall speak peace unto the nations; and his dominion shall be from 
sea to sea, and from the river to the ends of the earth. 11 As for thee also, because of the 
blood of thy covenant, do I send forth thy prisoners out of the pit wherein there is no 
water. !2 Return you to the strong-hold, ye hopeful prisoners: even today do I declare, 
that I will recompense twofold [good] unto thee. 13 For I do bend Judah for me, grasp 
Ephraim [as] a bow; and I will stir up thy sons, O Zion, against thy sons, O Javan, and I 
will render thee as the sword of a mighty man. 14 And the Lord will appear over them, 
and then will go forth like the lightning his arrow: and the Lord Eternal will blow on the 
cornet, and he will go along in the tempests of the south. 15 The Lord of hosts will be 
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a shield over them; and they shall devour [the prey], and subdue the sling-stones; and 
they shall drink, make a noise as one [drunken with] wine; and they shall be filled like 
the offering-bowls, like the corners of the altar. 16 And the Lord their God will save them 
on that day as the flock of his people; for [like] the stones of a crown, will they elevate 
themselves over his land. !” For how great will be [that generation's] happiness, and how 
great its beauty! corn shall make the young men sing joyfully, and new wine the virgins. 


10 

1 Ask from the Lord rain at the time of the latter rain, [from] the Lord who maketh 
lightning-clouds: and he will give unto them showers of rain, to every herb in the field. 
2 For the Theraphim speak vanity, and the diviners foresee a lie, and those that have 
dreams speak what is false, with nought do they comfort: therefore do they move about 
like a flock, they bleat, because [they have] no shepherd. 3 Against the shepherds is 
my anger kindled, and on the he-goats will I inflict punishment; for the Lord of hosts 
thinketh of his flock, the house of Judah, and maketh them as his elegant horse in the 
battle. 4 Out of him cometh forth the corner [-stone], out of him the tent-nail, out of him 
the battle-bow, out of him every ruler [of others] together. 5 And they shall be like mighty 
men, treading down [their enemies] in the mire of the streets in the battle, and they shall 
fight, because the Lord is with them: and the riders on horses shall be made ashamed. 
6 And I will strengthen the house of Judah, and the house of Joseph will I save, and I will 
bring them again to their own homes; for I have mercy upon them, and they shall be as 
though I had never cast them off; for I am the Lord their God, and I will answer their 
prayer. 7 And they of Ephraim shall be like a mighty man, and their heart shall rejoice 
as though from wine: and their children shall see it, and be rejoiced; their heart shall be 
glad in the Lord. 81 will call for them, and gather them; for I have redeemed them: and 
they shall increase as they have increased [formerly]. ? And when I shall have scattered 
them among the people, they will remember me in the far-off countries: therefore shall 
they live with their children, and return again. 1° And I will bring them back again out 
of the land of Egypt, and out of Assyria will I gather them; and into the land of Gil'ad 
and Lebanon will I bring them, and it shall not be sufficient for them. 1! And he will pass 
through the sea [with] distress, and he will smite in the sea the waves, and there shall 
dry up all the deeps of the stream: and there shall be brought down the pride of Assyria, 
and the sceptre of Egypt shall depart away. 12 And I will strengthen them in the Lord, 
and in his name shall they ever walk, saith the Lord. 


11 

1 Open thy doors, O Lebanon, and the fire shall eat on thy cedars. 2 Wail, fir-tree; for 
fallen is the cedar; those that were mighty are despoiled: wail, O ye oaks of Bashan; for 
the impervious forest is come down. 3[There is] the noise of the wailing of the shepherds; 
for wasted is their glory: [there is] the noise of the roaring of young lions; for wasted 
is the pride of the Jordan. 4 Thus hath said the Lord my God, Feed the flocks [that are 
destined for] the slaughter; 5 Whom their buyers slay, and hold themselves guiltless; and 
whose sellers say, Blessed be the Lord, for I am rich: and none of whose shepherds have 
pity on them. © For I will no more have pity on the inhabitants of the land, saith the Lord: 
but, lo, I will deliver the men every one into the hand of his neighbor, and into the hand 
of his king: and they shall beat down the land, and I will not deliver out of their hand. 
7 And I had fed the flocks [that were destined for] the slaughter,—indeed, the poorest of 
the flocks; and I had taken unto me two staves; the one I called Mildness [[No'am]], and 
the other I called Concord [[Choblim]]: and I fed the flocks. 8 And I removed the three 
shepherds in one month; and my soul was tired of them, and also their soul abhorred 
me. ? Then said I, I will not feed you: what is dying may die; and what is to be lost may 
be lost; and those that are left may eat every one the flesh of the other. 1° And I took 
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my staff, namely, Mildness, and cut it to pieces, to annul my covenant which I had made 
with all the tribes. 11 And when it was annulled on that day, then knew they well, truly 
the poorest of the flocks that waited for me, that it was the word of the Lord. 12 And I 
said unto them, If it be good in your eyes, give me my reward; and if not, forbear. So they 
weighed out as my reward thirty pieces of silver. 13 And the Lord said unto me, Cast it 
unto the treasurer, the precious price which I am prized at by them. And I took the thirty 
pieces of silver, and cast them in the house of the Lord unto the treasurer. 4 Then I cut 
in pieces my second staff, namely, Concord, to annul the brotherhood between Judah 
and Israel. 15 And the Lord said unto me, Take unto thee yet the instruments of a foolish 
shepherd. 1° For, lo, I raise up a shepherd in the land, who will not think of those that 
are lost, nor seek for that which is gone astray, nor heal that which hath [a limb] broken; 


who will not care for that which hath stood still; but who will eat the flesh of the fat, and 
devour all even to their claws. 1” Woe to the worthless shepherd that leaveth the flock! 


the sword shall be upon his arm, and upon his right eye: his arm shall utterly wither, 
and his right eye shall be completely blinded. 


1 The prophecy of the word of the Lord concerning Israel, Saith the Lord, who 
stretcheth forth the heavens, and layeth the foundation of the earth, and formeth the 
spirit of man within him: 2 Behold, I will make Jerusalem a cup of confusion unto 
all the people round about; and also against Judah, who will have to be at the siege 
against Jerusalem. 3 And it shall come to pass on that day that I will make Jerusalem a 
burdensome stone for all the people; all that burden themselves with it shall be severely 
cut: yet then will be gathered together against it all the nations of the earth. 4 On that 
day, saith the Lord, will I smite every horse with dizziness, and his rider with madness; 
but over the house of Judah will I open my eyes, while I will smite every horse of the 
people with blindness. > And the chiefs of Judah will say in their heart, A strong support 
for me are the inhabitants of Jerusalem through the Lord of hosts their God. © On that 
day will I make the chiefs of Judah like a fire-hearth among the wood, and like a torch 
of fire among sheaves; and they shall devour on the right hand and on the left all the 
people round about; and Jerusalem shall be inhabited again in her own place, even in 
Jerusalem. 7 The Lord also will save the tents of Judah first: in order that the glory of the 
house of David and the glory of the inhabitants of Jerusalem shall not become boastful 
over Judah. ® On that day will the Lord be a shield around the inhabitants of Jerusalem: 
and the feeblest among them shall be on that day like David; and the house of David shall 
be like divine beings, like an angel of the Lord before them. ° And it shall come to pass on 
that day, that I will seek to destroy all the nations that are come against Jerusalem. !°But 
I will pour out over the house of David, and over the inhabitants of Jerusalem, the spirit 
of grace and of supplications: and they will look up toward me [for every one] whom 
they have thrust through, and they will lament for him, as one lamenteth for an only 
son, and weep bitterly for him, as one weepeth bitterly for the first-born. !! On that day 
will the lamentation be great in Jerusalem, like the lamentation at Hadadrimmon in the 
valley of Megiddon. !2 And the land will mourn, every family apart by itself: the family 
of the house of David apart, and their wives apart; the family of the house of Nathan 
apart, and their wives apart; 13 The family of the house of Levi apart, and their wives 
apart; the family of Shim'i apart, and their wives apart; /4 All the families that remain, 
every family apart by itself, and their wives apart. 


13 
1 On that day shall there be a fountain opened to the house of David and to the 
inhabitants of Jerusalem, for cleansing from sin and for purification. 2 And it shall come 
to pass on that day, saith the Lord of hosts, that I will cut off the names of the idols out 
of the land, and they shall not be remembered any more: and also the prophets and the 
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unclean spirit will I remove out of the land. 3 And it shall come to pass, if any one should 
yet prophesy, that his father and his mother who have begotten him shall say unto him, 
Thou shalt not live; for falsely hast thou spoken in the name of the Lord: and his father 
and his mother who have begotten him shall thrust him through when he prophesieth. 
4 And it shall come to pass on that day, that the prophets shall be ashamed every one 
because of his vision, when he prophesieth; and they shall not clothe themselves with a 
hairy cloak in order to deceive. > But he will say, Iam no prophet, a man that tilleth the 
ground am I; for some one hath taught me to keep cattle from my youth. © And should 
some one say unto him, What are these wounds between thy hands? Then will he say, 
Those with which I have been wounded in the house of my [vicious] friends. 7 Awake, 
O sword, against my shepherd, and against the man whom I have associated with me, 
saith the Lord of hosts: smite the shepherd, and the sheep shall be scattered; but I will 
turn my hand toward the feeble ones. 8 And it shall come to pass, that in all the land, 
saith the Lord, two parts [of those] therein shall be cut off, shall perish; but the third 
part shall be left therein. 9 And I will bring the third part into the fire, and I will refine 
them as one refineth silver, and will probe them as gold is probed: they will call on my 
name, and I will answer their prayer; I will say, They arc my people; and they will say, 
The Lord is my God. 


14 


1 Behold, a day is coming unto the Lord, when thy spoil shall be divided in the midst 
of thee. 2 And I will assemble all the nations against Jerusalem to battle; and the city 
shall be captured, and the houses plundered, and the women ravished; and half of the 
city shall go forth into exile, and the residue of the people shall not be cut off from the 
city. 3 Then will the Lord go forth, and fight against these nations, as on the day when he 
fought on the day of battle. 4 And his feet will stand on that day upon the mount of Olives, 
which is before Jerusalem on the east, and the mount of Olives shall be split in twain in 
its middle eastward and westward, making a very great valley; and half of the mount 
shall remove northward, and half of it southward. > And ye shall flee [from] the valley of 
my mountains; for the valley of the mountains shall reach unto Azal; and ye shall flee, 
just as ye fled from before the earthquake in the days of 'Uzziyah the king of Judah: and 
then will come the Lord my God, and all the saints with thee. And it shall come to pass 
on that day, that there shall be no light, but fleeting light and thick darkness; 7 But it shall 
be one particular day which shall indeed be known as the Lord's, neither day nor night; 
but it shall come to pass, that at evening-time there shall be light. § And it shall happen 
on that day, that living waters shall go out from Jerusalem, the half of them toward the 


eastern sea, and the other half of them toward the western sea: in summer and in winter 
shall it be so. 9 And the Lord will be king over all the earth: on that day shall the Lord 


be [acknowledged] one, and his name be one. 1° All the land shall be changed as it were 
into a plain from Geba' to Rimmon to the south of Jerusalem; and she herself shall be 
elevated, and be inhabited on her former site, from the gate of Benjamin unto the place 
of the first gate, up to the corner gate, and from the tower of Chananel unto the king's 
wine-presses. 11 And men shall dwell in it, and no destruction shall any more take place; 
but Jerusalem shall be inhabited in safety. 12 And this shall be the plague wherewith 
the Lord will afflict all the people that shall have come to battle against Jerusalem: The 
flesh of every one shall consume away while he standeth upon his feet, and his eyes 
shall consume away in their holes, and the tongue of every one shall consume away in 
his mouth. 13 And it shall come to pass on that day, that a great confusion from the Lord 
shall be among them: and they shall lay hold every one on the hand of his neighbor, 
and his hand shall rise up against the hand of his neighbor. 14 And also Judah will have 
to fight against Jerusalem: and there shall be gathered together the wealth of all the 
nations round about, gold, and silver, and garments, in great abundance. 1 And thus 
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shall be the plague of the horses, of the mules, of the camels, and of the asses, and of all 
the beasts that will be in these camps, just like this plague. 1¢ And it shall come to pass, 
that every one that is left out of all the nations who will have come against Jerusalem, 
yea, these shall go up year by year to bow down before the King, the Lord of hosts, and 
to celebrate the feast of tabernacles. 17 And it shall happen, that whoso will not come up 
out of the families of the earth unto Jerusalem to bow down before the King, the Lord 
of hosts,—even upon these there shall be no rain. 18 And if the family of Egypt go not 
up, and come not, then shall not [any rain fall] upon them also: this shall be the plague, 
wherewith the Lord will afflict the nations that will not come up to celebrate the feast 
of tabernacles. 19 This shall be the punishment of Egypt, and the punishment of all the 
nations that will not come up to celebrate the feast of tabernacles. 2° On that day shall 
[every thing], even to the bells of the horses, be holy unto the Lord; and the pots in the 
Lord's house shall be like the bowls before the altar. 2! And every pot in Jerusalem and in 
Judah shall be holy unto the Lord of hosts; and all those that sacrifice will come and take 
some of them, and seethe therein: and on that day there shall be no more any trader in 
the house of the Lord of host. 
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Malachi 


1 The prophecy of the word of the Lord to Israel by means of Malachi. 21 have loved 
you, so hath said the Lord: yet ye say, Wherein hast thou loved us? Is not Esau brother to 
Jacob? saith the Lord: yet I loved Jacob; 3 And Esau I hated; and I rendered his mountains 
a desert, and his heritage a dwelling for the monsters of the wilderness. 4 Should Edom 
even say, We are impoverished; but we will return and build the ruined places: thus 
hath said the Lord of hosts, They may indeed build, but I will surely throw down; and 
men shall call them, The territory of wickedness, and, The people against whom the 
Lord hath indignation to eternity. 5 And your eyes shall see it; and ye shall then say, The 
Lord will be magnified beyond the territory of Israel. © A son honoreth his father, and a 
servant his master: if then I be a father, where is my honor? and if I be a master, where 
is my fear? saith the Lord of hosts unto you, O priests, that despise my name; and ye say, 
wherein have we despised thy name? ” Ye offer upon my altar polluted bread; and ye say, 
Wherein have we polluted thee? In that ye say, The table of the Lord is contemptible. 
8 And if ye bring near the blind to sacrifice it, is this not evil? and if ye bring near the 
lame and the sick, is this not evil? do but present it unto thy governor, will he be pleased 
with thee, or receive thee with favor? saith the Lord of hosts. ° And now, I pray you, 
beseech the presence of God that he may be gracious unto us; from your hand hath this 
thing come: will he receive one of you with favor? saith the Lord of hosts. 1° Oh that 
there were some one among you that would lock up the doors [of the sanctuary], that ye 
might not light up my altar for nought: I have no pleasure in you, saith the Lord of hosts, 
neither will I accept in favor an offering from your hand. 1! For from the rising of the 
sun even unto his going down my name is great among the nations; and in every place 
incense is burnt and there is offered unto my name, even a pure offering; for great is 
my name among the nations, saith the Lord of hosts. 12 But ye profane it, in that ye say, 
The table of the Lord is polluted, and by the assertion, Its food is contemptible. 13 And 
ye have said, Behold, what a wearisome task is it! and ye have left it to famish, saith the 
Lord of hosts; and ye have brought what was robbed, and the lame, and the sick, and 
thus ye have brought an offering: should I accept this in favor from your hand? saith 


the Lord. 14 But cursed be the deceiver, who hath in his flock a male, and voweth, and 
sacrificeth a corrupt thing unto the Lord; for I am a great king, saith the Lord of hosts, 


and my name is feared among the nations. 


1 And now, this commandment is for you, O ye priests. 2 If ye will not hear, and if ye will 
not lay it to heart, to give glory unto my name, saith the Lord of hosts: I will even send 
out against youa curse, and will curse your blessings; yea, I will curse the same, because 
ye do not lay it to heart. 3 Behold, I will destroy unto you the seed, and spread dung upon 
your faces, even the dung of your festive offerings; and one shall take you away with it. 
4 And ye shall thereby know that I have sent out unto you this commandment, that my 
covenant might be with Levi, saith the Lord of hosts. > My covenant was with him life and 
peace; and I gave them to him for the fear wherewith he feared me, and because of my 


name he had dread. © The law of truth was in his mouth, and falsehood was not found on 
his lips: in peace and equity he walked with me, and many did he turn away from iniquity. 


7For the priest's lips are ever to keep knowledge, and the law are they to seek from his 
mouth; for he is the messenger of the Lord of hosts. 8 But ye are indeed departed out 
of the way; ye have caused many to stumble in the law; ye have corrupted the covenant 
of the Levite, saith the Lord of hosts. 9 Therefore have I also made you contemptible 
and low before all the people, in the same measure as ye do not keep my ways, but act 
with partiality in the law. 1° Have we not all one father? hath not one God created us? 
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[then] why shall we deal treacherously every man against his brother, to profane the 
covenant of our fathers? ' Judah hath dealt treacherously, and an abomination hath 
been committed in Israel and in Jerusalem; for Judah hath profaned the sanctuary of 
the Lord which he loveth, and hath married the daughter of a strange god. 12 The Lord 
will cut off unto the man that doth this, son and grandson, out of the tents of Jacob, and 
him that bringeth near an offering unto the Lord of hosts. 13 And this do ye secondly, 
covering the altar of the Lord with tears, with weeping and with loud complaint, so that 
he turneth not any more his regard to the offerings, nor receiveth it with favor at your 
hand. 14 Yet ye say, Wherefore? Because the Lord hath been witness between thee and 
the wife of thy youth, against whom thou hast indeed dealt treacherously: yet is she thy 
companion, and the wife of thy covenant. !5 And not one doth so who hath a remnant of 
a [good] spirit; for what desireth such a one? he seeketh [to possess] a godly posterity: 
therefore take heed to your spirit, and let none of you deal treacherously against the 
wife of his youth. 1° For he hateth putting away [the wife], so hath said the Lord the 
God of Israel, and him who covereth his garment with violence, so hath said the Lord of 
hosts: therefore take heed to your spirit, and deal not treacherously. 1” Ye have wearied 
the Lord with your words: yet ye say, Wherein have we wearied him? By your saying, 
Every one that doth evil is good in the eyes of the Lord, and in them he findeth delight; 
or else, Where is the God of justice! 


3 


1 Behold, I will send my messenger, and he shall clear out the way before me: and 
suddenly will come to his temple the Lord, whom ye seek; and the messenger of the 
covenant, whom ye desire for, behold, he is coming, saith the Lord of hosts. 2 But who 
can sustain the day of his coming? and who can stand when he appeareth? for he is 
like the fire of the melter, and like the lye of the washers: 3 And he will sit as a melter 
and purifier of silver; and he will purify the sons of Levi, and refine them as gold and 
silver, that they may offer unto the Lord an offering in righteousness 4 And then shall be 
pleasant unto the Lord the offerings of Judah and Jerusalem, as in the days of old, and as 
in former years. 5 And I will come near unto you to [hold] judgment; and I will be a swift 
witness against the sorcerers, and against the adulterers, and against those that swear 
falsely, and against those that withhold the wages of the hired laborer, [oppress] the 
widow, and the fatherless, and that do injustice to the stranger, and fear me not, saith 
the Lord of hosts. © For I the Lord,—I have not changed: and ye sons of Jacob—ye have 
not ceased to be. 7 From the days of your fathers did ye depart from my statutes, and 
did not keep them; return unto me, and I will return unto you, saith the Lord of hosts; 
but ye say, Wherein shall we return? ® Can a man rob God, that ye will rob me? But ye 
say, Wherein have we robbed thee? In tithes and in heave-offerings. 9 With the curse 
are ye cursed, and yet me do ye rob, O ye entire nation! 1° Bring ye all the tithes into the 
store-house, that there may be provision in my house, and prove me but herewith, saith 
the Lord of hosts, if I will not open for you the windows of heaven, and pour out for you 
a blessing, until it be more than enough. ™ And I will rebuke for you the devourer, and 
he shall not destroy for you the fruit of the ground: and the vine shall not cast its fruit 
for you before the time in the field, saith the Lord of hosts. 12 And all the nations shall 
call you blessed; for ye shall be a land of delight, saith the Lord of hosts. !3 Your words 
have been strong against me, saith the Lord; but ye say, What have we spoken among us 
against thee? !4 Ye have said, It is vain to serve God: and what profit is it that we have 
kept his charge, and that we have walked contritely before the Lord of hosts? 15 And now 
we call the presumptuous happy: yea, built up are those that practise wickedness; yea, 
they have even tempted God and are [yet] suffered to escape. 1° Then conversed they 


that fear the Lord one with the other: and the Lord listened and heard it, and there was 
written a book of remembrance before him for those who fear the Lord, and for those 
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who respect his name. 17 And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of hosts, on that day 
which I create as a special treasure: and I will spare them, as a man spareth his son that 
serveth him. !8 And ye shall return, and see the difference between the righteous and 
the wicked, between him that serveth God and him that hath not served him. 


1 (3:19) For, behold, the day is coming, which shall burn as an oven; and all the 
presumptuous, yea, and all who practise wickedness shall be stubble: and the day that 
is coming shall set them on fire, saith the Lord of hosts, who will not leave them root or 
bough. 2 (3:20) But there shall rise unto you that fear my name the sun of righteousness 
with healing in his wings: and ye will go forth, and grow fat as calves of the stall. 3 (3:21) 
And ye will tread down the wicked; for they shall be ashes under the soles of your feet, 
on the day that I create, saith the Lord of hosts. 4 (3:22) Remember ye the law of Moses 
my servant, whom I commanded on Horeb for all Israel, statutes and ordinances. 5 (3:23) 
Behold, I send unto you Elijah the prophet before the coming of the day of the Lord, the 
great and the dreadful. © (3:24) And he shall turn back the heart of the fathers to the 


children, and the heart of the children to their fathers: lest I come and smite the earth 
with a curse. 
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The Book of Psalms 


1 BOOK FIRST: Happy is the man who walketh not in the council of the wicked, and 
standeth not in the way of sinners, and sitteth not in the seat of scorners; * But whose 
delight is in the law of the Lord, and who doth meditate in his law by day and night. 
3 And he shall be like a tree planted by rivulets of water, that yieldeth its fruit in its 
season, and the leaf of which doth not wither; and all that he may do shall prosper. + Not 
so the wicked; but they are like the chaff which the wind driveth away. ° Therefore shall 
the wicked not be able to stand in the judgment, nor sinners in the congregation of the 
righteous. © For the Lord regardeth the way of the righteous; but the way of the wicked 
leadeth to perdition. 


Z 

1 Wherefore do nations rage, and people meditate a vain thing? 2 The kings of the 
earth raise themselves up, and rulers take counsel together, against the Lord, and against 
his anointed: 3 “Let us break asunder their bands, and cast away from us their cords.” 
4 He who dwelleth in the heavens will laugh: the Lord will hold them in derision. 
5 Then will he speak unto them in his anger, and in his displeasure will he terrify them. 
6[Saying,] Yet have I appointed my king upon Zion my holy mount. 71 will announce the 
decree, the Lord hath said unto me, “My son art thou: I have indeed this day begotten 
thee. 8 Ask it of me, and I will give thee nations for an inheritance, and for thy possession 
the uttermost ends of the earth. 9 Thou shalt break them with a rod of iron; like a potter's 
vessel shalt thou dash them in pieces.” !° And now, O ye kings, be wise: take warning, ye 
judges of the earth. 1! Serve the Lord with fear, and rejoice with trembling. 12 Do homage 
to the son, lest he be angry, and ye be lost on the way; for his wrath is so speedily kindled. 
Happy are all they that put their trust in him. 


1 “A psalm of David, when he fled from before Abshalom his son.” (3:2) Lord, how 
numerous are my assailants! how many, that rise up against me! 2 (3:3) Many say of 
my soul, There is no help for him with God. Selah. 3 (3:4) But thou, O Lord, art a shield 
around me, my glory, and he that lifteth up my head. 4 (3:5) With my voice I call unto the 
Lord, and he answereth me out of his holy mountain. Selah. 5 (3:6) I laid myself down and 
slept: I awoke; for the Lord sustaineth me. © (3:7) I will not be afraid of ten thousands of 
people, that have placed themselves round about against me. 7 (3:8) Arise, O Lord, help 
me, O my God; for thou smitest all my enemies upon the cheek bone: the teeth of the 
wicked dost thou break. 8 (3:9) Salvation belongeth unto the Lord: thy blessing be upon 
thy people. Selah. 


1 “To the chief musician on Neginoth, a psalm of David.” (4:2) When I call, answer me, 
O God of my righteousness: amidst distress thou hast [ever] granted me enlargement; 
be gracious unto me, and hear my prayer. 2 (4:3) O ye sons of men, how long shall my 
glory be put to shame? [how long] will ye love vanity, will ye seek for lies? Selah. 3 (4:4) 
But know that the Lord hath set apart the pious for himself: the Lord will hear when I 
call on him. 4 (4:5) Tremble, and sin not: commune with your heart upon your bed, and 
be still Selah. 5 (4:6) Offer the sacrifices of righteousness, and put your trust in the Lord. 
6 (4:7) Many say, “Who will show us happiness? Let shine brightly over us the light of 
thy countenance, O Lord.” 7 (4:8) [But] thou hast placed more joy in my heart than at the 
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time when their corn and their wine were increased. 8 (4:9) In peace, altogether, will I 
lay me down and sleep; for thou, Lord, alone, causest me to dwell in safety. 


1 “To the chief musician upon Nechiloth, a psalm of David.” (5:2) To my words give 
ear, O Lord, have regard to my mediation. ? (5:3) Listen unto the voice of my loud cry, 
my King, and my God, when unto thee I pray. 3 (5:4) O Lord! in the morning do thou 
hear my voice: in the morning will I set in order [my prayer] before thee, and 1ook up 
with hope. 4 (5:5) For thou art not a God that hath pleasure in wickedness: evil cannot 
abide with thee. 5 (5:6) The arrogant cannot stand up before thy eyes: thou hatest all 
workers of wickedness. © (5:7) Thou wilt destroy those that speak lies: the man of blood 
and deceit the Lord abhorreth. 7 (5:8) But as for me—in the abundance of thy kindness 
will I enter thy house: I will bow myself down before thy holy temple in the fear of thee. 
8 (5:9) O Lord, lead me in thy righteousness because of those that regard me enviously; 
make straight before me thy way. ° (5:10) For there is not in their mouth any sincerity; 
their inward part is full of deception; an open sepulchre is their throat: they flatter with 
their tongue. 1° (5:11) Condemn them, O God: let them fall through their own counsels; 
for the multitude of their transgressions cast them down; for they have rebelled against 
thee. 1! (5:12) Then will rejoice all those that put their trust in thee; for ever will they 
shout for joy, when thou protectest them: and then will exult in thee those that love 
thy name. 12 (5:13) For thou wilt bless the righteous, O Lord; as with a shield wilt thou 
encompass him with favor. 


1“To the chief musician on Neginoth upon Sheminith, a psalm of David.” (6:2) O Lord, 
correct me not in thy anger, and chastise me not in thy wrath. 2 (6:3) Be gracious unto 
me, O Lord; for I am withering away; heal me, O Lord; for my bones are terrified. 3 (6:4) 
And my soul is greatly terrified; but thou, 0 Lord, how long yet—? 4 (6:5) Return, O Lord, 
deliver my soul: help me for the sake of thy kindness. 5 (6:6) For in death men do not 
remember thee: in the nether world, who shall give thee thanks? © (6:7) Iam weary with 
my sighing; I flood every night my bed; With my tears I moisten my couch. 7 (6:8) My eye 
is consumed because of grief; it waxeth old because of all my assailants. 8 (6:9) Depart 
from me, all ye workers of wickedness; for the Lord hath heard the voice of my weeping. 
9 (6:10) The Lord hath heard my supplication; the Lord will accept my prayer. 1° (6:11) 
Ashamed and greatly terrified shall become all my enemies; they will turn round, and 
be made ashamed in a moment. 


1 “A Shiggayon of David, which he sang unto the Lord, concerning the affairs of Cush 
the Benjamite.” (7:2) O Lord my God, in thee do I put my trust; save me from every one 
of my persecutors, and deliver me: 2 (7:3) Lest he tear like a lion my soul, rending it in 
pieces, with none to deliver. 3(7:4) O Lord my God, if I have done this; ifthere be injustice 
in my hands; 4 (7:5) If | have recompensed him that was at peace with me with evil; If I 
have taken aught from my assailants without cause: 5 (7:6) May the enemy hotly pursue 
my soul, and overtake it; and tread down upon the earth my life, and cause my honor to 
be in the dust. Selah. (7:7) Arise, O Lord, in thy anger, lift up thyself because of the rage 
of my enemies: and awake for me [to] the judgment that thou hast commanded. 7 (7:8) 
So shall the congregation of nations compass thee about: and for their sakes return thou 
to the height. 8 (7:9) The Lord will judge the people: judge me, O Lord, according to my 
righteousness, and according to my integrity [grant] me [recompense]. 9 (7:10) Oh let the 
evil of the wicked come to an end; but establish the just, O thou, who triest the hearts 
and reins, O righteous God. 1°(7:11) My protection is by God, who saveth the upright in 
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heath. 11 (7:12) God is a righteous judge, and a God who is indignant [with the wicked] 
every day. 12(7:13) If he turn not, He will whet his sword, he bendeth his bow, and maketh 
it ready. 13 (7:14) Also for him he prepareth the instruments of death; he fashioneth his 
arrows against the persecutors. !4(7:15) Behold, he travaileth with wrong doing; but he 
hath conceived mischief, and bringeth forth falsehood. 15 (7:16) He hath hollowed out a 
pit, and dug it, and is fallen into the ditch which he hath wrought. 1¢ (7:17) His mischief 
will return upon his own head, and upon his own skull will his violence come down. 
17 (7:18) I will thank the Lord according to his righteousness; and I will sing praises to 
the name of the Lord the Most High. 


8 

1 “To the chief musician upon Gittith, a psalm of David.” (8:2) O Eternal One our 
Lord, how excellent is thy name on all the earth! thou who hast set thy majesty above 
the heavens. 2 (8:3) Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings hast thou founded [thy] 
might, because of thy opponents, that thou mightest bring to silence the enemy and 
him that seeketh vengeance. 3 (8:4) When I behold thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, 
the moon and the stars, which thou hast established:— 4 (8:5) What is the mortal, that 
thou rememberest him? and the son of man, that thou thinkest of him: 5 (8:6) Yet thou 
hast made him but a little less than angels, and hast crowned him with honor and glory. 
6(8:7) Thou hast given him dominion over the works of thy hands; every thing hast thou 
placed beneath his feet: 7 (8:8) Flocks and herds altogether, and also the beasts of the 
field; 8 (8:9) The birds of heaven, and the fishes of the sea, whatsoever passeth through 
the paths of the seas. 9 (8:10) O Eternal One our Lord, how excellent is thy name on all 
the earth! 


1 “To the chief musician upon Muthlabben, a psalm of David.” (9:2) I will thank the 
Lord with all my heart: I will relate all thy marvelous deeds. 2 (9:3) I will rejoice and 
exult in thee: I will sing praise to thy name, O thou Most High: 3 (9:4) When my enemies 
are turned backward, [when] they fall and perish at thy presence. 4 (9:5) For thou hast 
conducted my dispute and my cause; thou hast sat on the throne as a righteous judge. 
5 (9:6) Thou hast rebuked nations, thou hast caused the wicked to perish, their name 
hast thou blotted out for ever and ever. © (9:7) O thou enemy, the ruins are passed 
away for ever, and the cities which thou hast destroyed,—lost is their memorial, yea, 
theirs. 7 (9:8) But the Lord will sit enthroned for ever: he hath established for giving 
judgment his throne. 8 (9:9) And he will judge the world with righteousness, he shall 
decide for the people, with equity. ? (9:10) The Lord also will be a strong-hold for the 
oppressed, a strong-hold in times of distress. 1° (9:11) And they that know thy name will 
put their trust in thee; for thou hast not forsaken those that seek thee, O Lord. 1! (9:12) 
Sing praises to the Lord, who dwelleth in Zion: announce among the people his deeds. 
12 (9:13) For he, that inquireth after acts of blood, hath remembered them: he hath not 
forgotten the cry of the afflicted. 13 (9:14) Be gracious unto me, O Lord; have regard to 
my affliction [coming] from those that hate me, thou who liftest me up from the gates of 
death: 14 (9:15) In order that I may relate all thy praises in the gates of the daughters of 
Zion: I will be glad in thy salvation. 15 (9:16) Sunk are nations in the ditch that they have 
prepared: in this net which they had laid in secret is their own foot caught. 16 (9:17) 
The Lord is made known: he executed justice: through the doing of his own hands is 
the wicked ensnared. Higgayon, Selah. 17 (9:18) The wicked shall return into hell, all 
the nations that are forgetful of God. 18 (9:19) For not everlastingly shall the needy be 
forgotten: the expectation of the poor shall not perish for ever. !° (9:20) Arise, O Lord; 
let not the mortal boast of his strength; let nations be judged before thy face. 2° (9:21) 
Place, O Lord, fear over them: let nations know, that they are but mortals. Selah. 
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1 Wherefore, O Lord, standest thou afar off? hidest thyself in times of distress? 2 In 
the pride of the wicked doth he hotly pursue the poor: they are seized through the plans 
that those have devised. 3 For the wicked boasteth of the longing of his soul, and the 
robber blesseth himself when he hath despised the Lord. 4 The wicked, according to 
the pride of his wrathfulness, [saith,] He will not require, There is no God [in] all his 
plans. > Prosperous are his ways at all times; far in the height [remain] thy punishments 
away from him: all his assailants—he puffeth at them. © He saith in his heart, I shall not 
be moved; I shall be for many generations, and without adversity. 7 Of the false oaths 
is his mouth full, and deceit and fraud: under his tongue is mischief and wickedness. 
8 He sitteth in the lurking-places of the villages; in the secret places doth he murder the 
innocent: his eyes search for the unfortunate. ° He lieth in wait in a secret place like a 
lion in his den; he lieth in wait to snatch up the poor: he snatcheth up the poor, as they 


draweth him into his net. 1° He croucheth, he bendeth himself, and the unfortunate fall 
through his might. 1! He saith in his heart, God hath forgotten; he hath hidden his face; 


he will never see it. !2 Arise, O Lord; 0 God, lift up thy hand: forget not the afflicted. 13 For 
what doth the wicked despise God? [why] doth he say in his heart, Thou wilt not require 
it? 14Thou hast seen it: for thou beholdest mischief and despiteful acts, to requite it with 
thy hand: unto thee the unfortunate committeth himself; unto the fatherless hast thou 
[ever] been a helper. !° Break thou the arm of the wicked; and of the bad man—thou wilt 
inquire for his wickedness [till] thou find none. !¢ The Lord is King for ever and ever: 
nations are perished out of his land. !” The longing of the afflicted dost thou hear, 0 
Lord! thou wilt strengthen their heart, thou wilt cause thy ear to listen: 18 To judge the 
fatherless and the oppressed, that not farther more shall be arrogant the mortal from 
the earth. 


1 “To the chief musician, by David.” In the Lord have I put my trust: how can ye 
say to my soul, Flee to your mountain as a bird? 2 For lo, the wicked bend their bow, 
they arrange their arrow upon the string, to shoot in the dark at the upright in heart. 
3 For [if] the foundations be torn down, what can the righteous do? 4 The Lord is in his 
holy temple, the Lord hath his throne in the heavens, his eyes behold, his eyelids prove, 
the children of men. 5 The Lord proveth the righteous; but the wicked and him that 
loveth violence his soul hateth. © He letteth rain upon the wicked burning coals, fire and 
brimstone; and a glowing wind is the portion of their cup. 7 For righteous is the Lord, he 
loveth righteousness: his countenance doth behold the upright. 


1“To the chief musician upon Sheminith, a psalm of David.” (12:2) Help, O Lord; for 
the pious have ceased to be; for the truthful have failed from among the children of men. 
2 (12:3) Deceptively do they speak every one with his neighbor, with flattering lips, with 
a double heart do they speak. 3 (12:4) May the Lord cut off all flattering lips, the tongue 
that speaketh boastful things: 4 (12:5) Who have said, With our tongue will we be mighty; 
our lips are with us; who is Lord over us! 5 (12:6) Because of the oppression of the poor, 
because of the sighing of the needy, now will I arise, saith the Lord: I will grant safety to 
him for whom the other layeth a snare. ¢ (12:7) The words of the Lord are pure words, 
as silver refined in the crucible of earth, purified seven times. 7 (12:8) Thou, O Lord, wilt 
preserve them; thou wilt guard them from this generation for ever. ® (12:9) On every side 
do the wicked walk about, when the vile are exalted over the sons of man. 


1“To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (13:2) How long, O Lord, wilt thou forget 
me continually! how long wilt thou hide thy face from me? 2 (13:3) How long shall I 
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have to devise resolves in my soul, with grief in my heart daily? how long shall my 
enemy exalt himself over me? 3 (13:4) Look down, answer me, O Lord my God! enlighten 
my eyes, that I may not sleep the sleep of death; 4 (13:5) That my enemy may not say, I 
have overcome him; that my assailants may not be glad when I am moved. ° (13:6) But I 
trust in thy kindness, let my heart be glad because of thy salvation: I will sing unto the 
Lord, because he hath dealt bountifully with me. 


1“To the chief musician, by David.” The worthless fool saith in his heart, There is no 
God. They are corrupt, they are abominable [in their] doings, there is none that doth 
good. 2 The Lord looketh down from heaven upon the children of men, to see if there be 
one intelligent, one who seeketh for God. 3 They are all gone aside, they are altogether 
become corrupt: there is none that doth good, no, not even one. ‘Is there no knowledge 
in all the workers of wickedness? who eat up my people as they eat bread; [while] they 
do not call on the Lord. 5 There are they terrified in terror; for God is with the righteous 
generation: © The counsel of the poor [though] you put to shame; because the Lord is 
his protection. 7 Oh that some one might bring the salvation of Israel out of Zion! When 


the Lord bringeth back the captivity of his people, then will Jacob be glad, and Israel will 
rejoice. 


IS 

1 “A psalm of David.” Lord, who may sojourn in thy tent? who may dwell on thy 
holy mount? 2 He that walketh uprightly, and worketh righteousness, and speaketh the 
truth in his heart; 3 That uttereth no calumny with his tongue, that doth no evil to his 
neighbor, and bringeth no reproach on his fellow-man; 4 In whose eyes the despicable 
is despised; but that honoreth those who fear the Lord; that sweareth to his own injury, 
and changeth not; > That putteth not out his money for interest, and taketh no bribe 
against the innocent. He that doth these things shall not be moved to eternity. 


16 

1 “A Michtham of David.” Preserve me, O God; for I have placed my trust in thee. 2[0 
my soul], thou hast said unto the Lord, Thou art my Lord: my happiness is not without 
thee; 3 [But] in the saints who are on the earth, and in the excellent—in them is all my 
delight. 4 Multiplied shall be the sorrows of those who give presents to another god: 
I will not pour out their drink-offerings of blood, nor bear their names upon my lips. 
5 Thou, O Lord, art the portion of my inheritance, and my cup; thou hast drawn my lot. 
6 My possessions are fallen in agreeable places: yea, my heritage is pleasant to me. 71 will 
bless the Lord, who hath given me counsel: also in the night seasons my reins admonish 
me. 81 have always set the Lord before me, that, being at my right hand, I might not be 
moved. ? Therefore is rejoiced my heart, and my spirit is glad: also my flesh shall rest in 
safety. 1° For thou wilt not abandon my soul to the grave: thou wilt not suffer thy pious 
[servant] to see corruption. 1! Thou wilt let me know the path of life: fulness of joy is in 
thy presence; pleasures are at thy right hand for evermore. 


17 

1 “A prayer of David.” Hear, O Lord, [the cause of] righteousness, attend unto my 
entreaty, give ear unto my prayer, coming from lips without deceit. 2 Let from thy 
presence my sentence come forth; let thy eyes behold what is right. ? Thou hast proved 
my heart; thou hast thought of me in the night; thou hast refined me—thou couldst find 
nothing: my purpose doth not pass beyond [the words of] my mouth. 4 Among the deeds 
of men did I observe, by the word of thy lips, the paths of the dissolute. ° My steps held 
firmly to thy tracks, [and] my footsteps did not slip. ©1 call on thee, for thou wilt answer 
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me, O God: incline thy ear unto me, hear my speech. 7 Show marvelously thy loving- 
kindnesses, O thou that savest those who put their trust [in thee] from those that rise 
up [against them] by thy right hand. 8 Keep me as the apple of the eye; conceal me under 
the shadow of thy wings, ° From the wicked that despoil me, my enemies, who, to take 
my life, compass me about. 1° They are enclosed in their own fat: with their mouth they 
speak proudly. 11 On our steps they now encompass us: they direct their eyes to turn 
aside in the land. 12 Every man is just like a lion that is greedy to tear his prey, and like a 
young lion lurking in a covert. 13 Arise, O Lord, prevent him, cast him down; deliver my 
soul from the wicked, who is thy sword,— 14 From these men—thy hand—O Lord, from 
the men of this world, whose portion is in this life, and whose belly thou fillest with thy 
hidden treasure: they have children in plenty, and leave the rest of their substance to 
their babes. 15 As for me, in righteousness shall I behold thy face: I shall be satisfied, 
when I awake, with contemplating thy likeness. 


18 

1 “To the chief musician, by the servant of the Lord, by David, who spoke unto the 
Lord the words of this song on the day that the Lord had delivered him out of the power 
of all his enemies, and from the hand of Saul; (18:2) And he said,” I ever love thee, O 
Lord, my strength. 2 (18:3) The Lord is my rock, and my fortress, and my deliverer; my 
God, my rock, in whom I trust; my shield, and the horn of my salvation, and my high 
tower. 3 (18:4) Praised, I cried, be the Lord, and from my enemies was I saved. 4 (18:5) 
The bonds of death encompassed me, and the floods of destruction made me afraid. 
5 (18:6) The bonds of hell encircled me: the snares of death seized on me. © (18:7) [When] 
in my distress I called upon the Lord, and unto my God I cried: he heard from his temple 
my voice, and my complaint came before him, even into his ears. 7 (18:8) Then shook 
and trembled the earth; and the foundations of the mountains were moved; and they 
were shaken, because he was wroth. 8 (18:9) Smoke went up in his anger and consuming 
fire out of his mouth: coals flamed forth from him. ? (18:10) And he bent the heavens, 
and came down: and thick darkness was under his feet: 1° (18:11) And he rode upon a 
cherub, and flew along, and he flitted by upon the wings of the wind. 11 (18:12) He made 
darkness his hiding-place, round about him as his pavilion, dark waters, thick clouds of 
the skies. 12 (18:13) From the brightness before him his thick clouds passed away, [with] 
hail-stones and coals of fire. 13 (18:14) And the Lord thundered in the heavens, and the 
Most High uttered forth his voice, [with] hail-stones and coals of fire. 14 (18:15) And he 
sent out his arrows, and scattered them; and he shot forth lightnings, and discomfited 
them. 15 (18:16) And then were seen the channels of the waters, and there were laid open 
the foundations of the world, through thy rebuke, 0 Lord, through the blast of the breath 
of thy nostrils. 16 (18:17) He stretched out from above [his hand], he took me; he drew me 
out from mighty waters. !7 (18:18) He delivered me from my enemy, the strong, and from 
those that hated me, when they were too mighty for me. 18 (18:19) They overcame me on 
the day of my calamity; but the Lord became my stay. 19 (18:20) And he brought me forth 
into a large space; he delivered me, because he had delight in me. 2° (18:21) The Lord 
rewarded me according to my righteousness; according to the purity of my hands did 
he recompense me. 2! (18:22) For I have kept the ways of the Lord, and have not wickedly 
departed from my God. 2? (18:23) For all his ordinances were before me, and his statutes 
had I not put away from me. 23 (18:24) I was also upright with him, and I guarded myself 
against my iniquity. 24 (18:25) Therefore did the Lord recompense me according to my 
righteousness, according to the purity of my hands before his eyes. 25 (18:26) With the 
kind thou wilt show thyself kind; with the upright man thou wilt show thyself upright; 
26 (18:27) With the pure thou wilt show thyself pure; and with the perverse thou wilt 
wage a contest. 27 (18:28) For thou wilt indeed save the afflicted people; but haughty 
eyes wilt thou bring down. 28 (18:29) For thou wilt cause my light to shine: the Lord my 
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God will enlighten my darkness. 29 (18:30) For [aided] by thee I run through a troop; and 
[helped] by my God I leap over a wall. 3° (18:31) As for God,—his way is perfect; the word 
of the Lord is tried: he is a shield to all those that trust in him. 31 (18:32) For who is God 
save the Lord? or who is a rock beside our God? 32 (18:33) He is the God that girdeth 
me with strength, and rendereth my way unobstructed. 35 (18:34) He maketh my feet 
like those of the hinds, and upon my high-places he causeth me to stand. 34 (18:35) He 
teacheth my hands for the war, so that a brazen bow is bent by my arms. 25 (18:36) And 
thou gavest me the shield of thy salvation, and thy right hand supported me: and thy 
meekness hath made me great. 36 (18:37) Thou enlargest my steps under me, so that my 
joints do not slip. 37 (18:38) I pursue my enemies, and overtake them; and I return not 
again till I have made an end of them. 28 (18:39) I crush them that they are not able to 
rise: they fall under my feet. 39 (18:40) For thou hast girded me with strength for the 
war: thou subduest my opponents under me. 4° (18:41) And my enemies thou causest to 
turn their back to me; and those that hate me,—that I may destroy them. 41! (18:42) They 
cry, but there is none to help; unto the Lord,—but he answereth them not. 4? (18:43) And 


I beat them small as the dust before the wind: like the dirt in the streets do I cast them 
out. 43 (18:44) Thou deliverest me from the contests of the people; thou appointest me 


to be the head of nations: a people that I know not shall serve me. 44 (18:45) As soon as 
their ear heareth they shall be obedient to me: the children of the stranger shall utter 
flattery unto me. 4° (18:46) The children of the stranger shall fade away, and come forth 
trembling out of their close places. 4° (18:47) The Lord liveth, and blessed be my Rock; 
and exalted be the God of my salvation; 4” (18:48) The God that granteth me vengeance, 
and subdueth nations under me; 48 (18:49) That delivereth me from my enemies: also 
above my opponents thou liftest me up; thou deliverest me from the man of violence. 
49 (18:50) Therefore will I give thanks unto thee among the nations, O Lord, and unto thy 
name will I sing praises,— °° (18:51) [To him] that maketh great the salvation of his king, 
and who sheweth kindness to his anointed, to David, and to his seed for ever. 


1“To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (19:2) The heavens relate the glory of God; 
and the expanse telleth of the works of his hands. 2 (19:3) Day unto day uttereth speech, 
and night unto night showeth knowledge. 3 (19:4) There is no speech, there are no words, 
their voice is not heard. 4 (19:5) [But] their melody extendeth through all the earth, and 
to the end of the world their words. For the sun hath he set a tabernacle among them; 
5 (19:6) And he goeth out as a bridegroom from his chamber, he is glad like a strong man 
to run his course; ° (19:7) From the end of the heavens is his going forth, and his circuit 
is unto their ends: and there is nothing hidden from his heat. 7 (19:8) The law of the Lord 
is perfect, quieting the soul: the testimony of the Lord is sure, making wise the simple. 
8 (19:9) The precepts of the Lord are upright, rejoicing the heart; the commandment of 
the Lord is clear, enlightening the eyes. 9 (19:10) The fear of the Lord is pure, enduring 
for ever: the ordinances of the Lord are the truth, they are just altogether. 1° (19:11) 
They are those which are to be desired more than gold, and much fine gold; and they are 
sweeter than honey and the dropping of honeycomb. 1! (19:12) Moreover thy servant 
is admonished by them: in keeping them there is great reward. 12 (19:13) Who can 
guard against errors? from secret [faults] do thou cleanse me. 13 (19:14) Also from 
presumptuous [sins] withhold thy servant; let them not have dominion over me: then 
shall I be blameless, and I shall be clear from any great transgression. (19:15) May the 
words of my mouth, and the meditation of my heart, be acceptable before thee, O Lord, 
my Rock, and my Redeemer. 


1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (20:2) May the Lord answer thee on the 
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day of distress; may the name of the God of Jacob protect thee; 2 (20:3) May he send 
thee help from the sanctuary, and support thee from Zion; 3 (20:4) May he remember all 
thy meat-offerings, and accept in favor thy burnt-sacrifice. Selah. 4 (20:5) May he grant 
thee according to thy own heart, and fulfill all thy resolves. 5 (20:6) We will rejoice in 
thy salvation, and in the name of our God will we upraise our banners: may the Lord 
fulfill all thy petitions. © (20:7) Now I know that the Lord saveth his anointed: he will 
answer him from his holy heavens, with the saving strength of his right hand. 7 (20:8) 
Some [trust] in chariots, and some in horses; but we will invoke the name of the Lord our 
God. 8 (20:9) They are prostrate and fallen; but we are risen up and stand erect. ? (20:10) 
O Lord, save [us]: may the king answer us on the day when we call [on him]. 


21 

1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (21:2) O Lord, because of thy strength 
will the king rejoice; and through thy salvation how greatly will he be glad! 2 (21:3) 
The longing of his heart hast thou given him, and the request of his lips hast thou 
not withholden. Selah. 3 (21:4) For thou meetest him unasked with the blessings of 
happiness: thou settest on his head a crown of pure gold. 4 (21:5) Life hath he asked 
of thee, thou gavest it to him, length of days for ever and ever. 5 (21:6) Great is his honor 
through thy help: glory and majesty thou layest upon him. 6 (21:7) For thou appointest 
him to be a blessing for ever: thou makest him glad with joy from thy presence. 7 (21:8) 
For the king trusteth in the Lord; and through the kindness of the Most High shall he not 
be moved. 8 (21:9) Thy hand will reach all thy enemies: thy right hand will reach those 
that hate thee. ° (21:10) Thou wilt render them as a fiery oven at the time of thy anger: 
the Lord in his wrath will destroy them, and a fire will devour them. 1°(21:11) Their fruit 
wilt thou cause to perish from the earth, and their seed from among the children of men. 
11 (21:12) For they directed against thee evil: they devised a mischievous purpose, which 
they were not able to perform. !2 (21:13) For thou wilt make them turn their back; upon 
thy bow-strings thou wilt make ready [thy arrows] against their face. 13 (21:14) Exalt 
thyself, O Lord, in thy strength; [and] we will sing and praise thy power. 


Ze 

1 “To the chief musician upon Ayeleth-hashachar, a psalm of David.” (22:2) My God, 
my God, why hast thou forsaken me? why art thou so far from saving me, and from the 
words of my loud complaint? 2 (22:3) O my God! I call in the day-time, but thou answerest 
not; and in the night I find no rest. 3(22:4) But thou art holy, O thou that dwellest amidst 
the praises of Israel. 4 (22:5) In thee did our fathers trust: they trusted, and thou didst 
deliver them. ° (22:6) Unto thee they cried, and were delivered: in thee they trusted, 
and were not put to shame. © (22:7) But I am a worm, and not a man, a reproach of men, 
and despised of people. 7 (22:8) All those who see me laugh me to scorn: they draw 
open their lips, they shake their head, [saying,] 8 (22:9) “Let him throw himself on the 
Lord, that he may deliver him: he will save him, for he delighteth in him.” 9° (22:10) 
Yea, thou art he that took me from the womb: thou hast been my trust when I hung on 
my mother's breasts. 1° (22:11) Upon thee was I cast from my birth: from my mother's 
womb art thou my God. 11 (22:12) Oh be not far from me [now]; for distress is near; for 
there is none to help. 12 (22:13) Many steers have encompassed me: the strong bulls of 
Bashan have beset me round. !3 (22:14) They have opened wide against me their mouth, 
[as] a ravenous and roaring lion. 14 (22:15) Like water am I poured out, and all my bones 
are disjointed: my heart is become like wax, it is melted in the midst of my entrails. 
15 (22:16) Like a potsherd is my strength dried up; and my tongue cleaveth to my palate; 
and into the dust of death hast thou laid me down. 1° (22:17) For dogs have encompassed 
me; the assembly of the wicked have enclosed me: like lions [they threaten] my hands 
and my feet. 17 (22:18) I may number all my bones: [while] they stare and look upon 
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me. 18 (22:19) They divide my clothes among themselves, and for my garment do they 
cast lots. 19 (22:20) But thou, O Lord, be not far from me: O [thou who art] my strength, 
hasten to my aid. 2° (22:21) Deliver from the sword my life, from the power of the dog my 
solitary soul. 21 (22:22) Save me from the lion's mouth; as thou hast answered me from 
the horns of the reem. 22 (22:23) I will relate thy name unto my brethren: in the midst of 
the congregation will I praise thee. 23 (22:24) Ye that fear the Lord, praise him; all ye the 
seed of Jacob, glorify him; and be in dread of him, all ye the seed of Israel. 24 (22:25) For 
he hath not despised nor abhorred the affliction of the poor; neither hath he hidden his 
face from him; but when he cried unto him, he heard. 25 (22:26) Of thee shall be my praise 
in a great assembly: my vows will I pay in the presence of those who fear him. 2° (22:27) 
The meek shall eat and be satisfied; they who seek him shall praise the Lord: may your 
heart live for ever. 27 (22:28) All the ends of the world shall remember and return unto 


the Lord: and all the families of the nations shall bow themselves down before thee. 
28 (22:29) For the kingdom is the Lord's, and he governeth the nations. 29 (22:30) All they 


that eat the fat of the earth shall bow themselves down; before him shall bend the knee 
all that are going down into the dust; for none can keep alive his own soul. 3° (22:31) 
Distant ages shall serve him; there shall be related of the Lord unto future generations. 
31 (22:32) They will come, and will tell his righteousness unto a people yet unborn, that 
he hath done this. 


1 “A psalm of David.” The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 2 In pastures of 
tender grass he causeth me to lie down: beside still waters he leadeth me. 3 My soul he 
refresheth: he guideth me in the tracks of righteousness for the sake of his name. 4 Yea, 
though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will not fear evil; for thou 
art with me: thy rod and thy staff—they indeed comfort me. > Thou preparest before 
me a table in the presence of my assailants; thou anointest with oil my head: my cup 
overfloweth. © Surely, only goodness and kindness shall follow me all the days of my life: 
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord to the utmost length of days. 


1“Of David a psalm.” Unto the Lord belongeth the earth with what filleth it, the world 
and they that dwell therein; 2 For upon seas hath he founded it, and upon rivers hath he 


established it. > Who shall ascend into the mountain of the Lord? and who shall be able to 
stand in his holy place? 4He that is of clean hands, and pure of heart; who hath not lifted 


up his soul unto falsehood, and hath not sworn deceitfully: 5 He shall bear away blessing 
from the Lord, and [the reward of] righteousness from the God of his salvation. © This 
is the generation of those that adore him, that seek thy presence, [the sons of] Jacob. 
Selah. 7 Raise your heads, O ye gates; and be raised wide, ye everlasting doors: and let 
the King of glory enter! 8 Who is this King of glory? The Lord strong and mighty, the 
Lord mighty in battle. 9 Raise your heads, O ye gates; and raise [them] up, ye everlasting 
doors: and let the King of glory enter! 1° Who is then this King of glory? The Lord of 
hosts, he is the King of glory. Selah. 


1 “Of David.” Unto thee, O Lord, do I lift up my soul. 2.0 my God, in thee do I trust, 
let me not be ashamed, let not my enemies triumph over me. 3 Yea, none that wait on 
thee will be put to shame: let those be put to shame who deal treacherously without 
cause. 4 Show me, O Lord, thy ways; teach me thy paths. 5 Lead me in thy truth, and 
teach me; for thou art the God of my salvation: on thee do I wait all the day. °Remember 
thy mercies, O Lord, and thy kindnesses; for they are from everlasting. 7 The sins of my 
youth and my transgressions do not remember: according to thy kindness bear thou me 
in remembrance, for the sake of thy goodness, O Lord. 8 Good and upright is the Lord: 
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therefore he pointeth out to sinners the right way. 9 He guideth the meek in justice, 
and he teacheth the meek his way. 1° All the paths of the Lord are kindness and truth 
unto such as keep his covenant and his testimonies. 11 For the sake of thy name, O Lord, 
pardon my iniquity: although it is great. 12 Who is that man that feareth the Lord? to 
him will he point out the way which he is to choose? !° His soul shall abide in happiness: 


and his seed shall inherit the land. 14 The secret counsel of the Lord is for those that fear 
him, and his covenant—to make it known to them. 15 My eyes are ever [directed] toward 


the Lord; for he will draw out of the net my feet. 1° Turn unto me, and be gracious unto 
me; for I am solitary and afflicted. 1” The distresses of my heart are enlarged: O bring 
thou me out of my afflictions. 18 Look on my misery and my trouble; and forgive all my 
sins. 19 Look at my enemies; for they are many; and they hate me with the hatred of 
violence. 2° Oh, guard my soul; and deliver me: let me not be put to shame; for I put my 
trust in thee. 21 Let integrity and uprightness guard me; for I wait on thee. 22 Redeem, O 
God, Israel out of all his distresses. 


26 


1 “Of David.” Judge me, O Lord; for I have indeed walked in my integrity: and in the 
Lord have I trusted; I shall not slip. 2 Try me, O Lord, and prove me; purify my reins and 
my heart. 3 For thy kindness is before my eyes; and I have walked in thy truth. 41 have 
not sat with men of falsehood, and with dissemblers will I not enter [in communion]. >I 
have hated the assemblage of evil-doers; and with the wicked will I not sit. °1 will wash 
in innocency my hands, and I will compass thy altar, O Lord: 7 That I may publish with 
a loud voice [my] thanksgiving, and relate all thy wondrous deeds. ® Lord, I love the site 
of thy house, and the place where thy glory dwelleth. 9 Take not away with sinners my 
soul, nor with men of blood my life; 1° In whose hands are wicked devices, and whose 
right hand is full of bribes. 11 But as for me, I will walk in my integrity: redeem me, and 
be gracious unto me. 12 My foot standeth on an even place: in assemblies will I bless the 
Lord. 


27 


1 “Of David.” The Lord is my light and my salvation; of whom shall I be afraid? the 
Lord is the fortress of my life; of whom shall I have dread? 2 When evil-doers come near 
against me to eat up my flesh, my assailants and my enemies at me: then do they stumble 
and fall. 3 If an army should encamp against me, my heart shall not fear: if war should 
arise against me, even then will I have trust. 4 One thing have I asked of the Lord, that I 
will seek for: that I may dwell in the house of the Lord all the days of my life, to behold 
the loveliness of the Lord, and to be every morning early in his temple. >For he will hide 
me in his pavilion on the day of evil; he will conceal me in the secret of his tabernacle; 
upon a rock will he place me high. ® And now will my head be lifted up above my enemies 
all round about me; and I will sacrifice in his tabernacle sacrifices of joy: I will sing, and 
I will triumphantly play unto the Lord. 7 Hear, O Lord, my voice, [when] I call, and be 
gracious unto me, and answer me. 8 Of thee, said my heart, “Seek ye my presence”: thy 
presence, Lord, will I seek. 9 Hide [then] not thy face from me; reject not in anger thy 
servant, thou [who] hast been my help: cast me not off, nor forsake me, O God of my 
salvation. !° For my father and my mother have forsaken me; but the Lord will take me 
up. 1! Point me out thy way, O Lord! and guide me on a level path, because of those 
that regard me enviously. 12 Give me not up to the [revengeful] desire of my assailants; 
for there are risen up against me false witnesses, and such as utter violence. 13 Unless I 
had believed to see the goodness of the Lord in the land of life— 14 Wait on the Lord; be 
strong, and let thy heart be of good courage; and only wait on the Lord. 
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1 “Of David.” Unto thee, O Lord, will I call; O my rock, turn not unheeding from me: 
lest thou turn away silent from me, and I become like those that go down into the pit. 
2 Hear the voice of my supplications, when I cry unto thee, when I lift up my hands 
toward the most holy place of thy sanctuary. 3 Snatch me not away with the wicked, 
and with the workers of injustice, who speak peace with their neighbors, with mischief 
in their heart. 4 Give unto them according to their doing, and according to the evil of 
their deeds; according to the work of their hands do thou give unto them: bestow their 
[just] recompense on them. 5 Because they have no regard for the doings of the Lord, nor 
the works of his hands: may he pull them down, and not build them up. © Blessed be the 
Lord, because he hath heard the voice of my supplications. 7 The Lord is my strength and 
my shield; in him hath my heart trusted, and I am helped, and my heart exulteth; and 
with my song will I thank him. ® The Lord is strength unto them, and he is the fortress 
of victory of his anointed. 9 Help thy people, and bless thy heritage: and feed them, and 
exalt them unto all eternity. 


1“A psalm of David.” Ascribe unto the Lord, O ye sons of the mighty, ascribe unto the 
Lord glory and strength. ? Ascribe unto the Lord the glory of his name; bow down to the 
Lord in the beauty of holiness. 3 The voice of the Lord is upon the waters; the God of 
glory thundereth, the Lord—upon mighty waters. 4 The voice of the Lord [resoundeth] 
with power; the voice of the Lord [resoundeth] with majesty. 5 The voice of the Lord 
breaketh in pieces the cedars; yea, the Lord shivereth the cedars of Lebanon; © And he 
maketh them skip like a calf; Lebanon and Siryon like young reems. 7 The voice of the 
Lord heweth out flames of fire. 8 The voice of the Lord shaketh the wilderness; the Lord 
shaketh the wilderness of Kadesh. 9 The voice of the Lord causeth the hinds to start, and 
maketh bare forests: and in his temple every thing speaketh [of his] glory. 1° The Lord 
sat [enthroned] at the flood: and the Lord will sit as King for ever. 11 The Lord will give 
strength unto his people: the Lord will bless his people with peace. 


3 

1“A psalm, a song at the dedication of the temple, of David.” (30:2) I will extol thee, 
O Lord; for thou hast lifted me up, and hast not suffered my enemies to rejoice over me. 
2 (30:3) O Lord my God, I cried loudly unto thee, and thou hast healed me. 3 (30:4) O Lord, 
thou hast brought up from the nether world my soul: thou hast kept me alive, that I 
should not go down to the pit. 4 (30:5) Sing unto the Lord, O ye his pious ones, and give 
thanks to the memorial of his holiness. 5 (30:6) For his anger is momentary, [but] life is in 
his favor: in the evening [cometh] weeping to stay for a night, but in the morning, there 
is joyful song. © (30:7) And I had said indeed in my prosperity, I shall never be moved. 
7 (30:8) Lord, by thy favor hadst thou caused my mountain to stand in strength: thou 
didst hide thy face, [and] I was terrified. 8 (30:9) Unto thee, O Lord, will I call; and unto 
the Lord will I make supplication. ° (30:10) What profit is there in my blood, when I go 
down to the grave? Shall the dust thank thee? shall it announce thy truth? 1° (30:11) 
Hear, O Lord, and be gracious unto me: Lord, be thou a helper unto me. !! (30:12) Thou 
hast changed my mourning into dancing for me; thou hast loosened my sack-cloth, and 
girded me with joy. 12 (30:13) To the end that my glorious soul may sing praise to thee, 
and never be silent. O Lord my God, for ever will I give thanks unto thee. 


31 
1“To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (31:2) In thee, O Lord, doI put my trust; Oh 
that I may never be put to shame: through thy righteousness do thou release me. 2 (31:3) 
Bend unto me thy ear; speedily deliver me: be thou unto me as a rock of protection, as a 
mountain strong-hold to save me. 3 (31:4) For my rock and my stronghold art thou; and 
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for the sake of thy name lead me, and guide me. 4 (31:5) Draw me out of the net which 
they have laid secretly for me; for thou art my protection. 5 (31:6) Into thy hand do I 
commit my spirit: thou redeemest me, O Lord, the God of truth. © (31:7) I hate those that 
depend on lying vanities; but I trust indeed in the Lord. 7 (31:8) I will be glad and rejoice 
in thy kindness; because thou hast seen my misery; thou hast taken cognizance of the 
distresses of my soul; 8 (31:9) And thou hast not surrendered me into the hand of the 
enemy: thou hast caused my feet to stand on an ample space. ? (31:10) Be gracious unto 
me, O Lord, for I am in distress; my eye is consumed through vexation—my soul [too] 
and my body. 1° (31:11) For my life is spent with sorrow, and my years with sighing, my 
strength faileth because of my iniquity, and my bones are consumed. ! (31:12) Because 
of all my assailants am I become a reproach, and unto my neighbors greatly so, and 
a terror to my acquaintance, those that see me abroad flee away from me. 1 (31:13) 
I am forgotten as a dead man out of the heart: I am become like a perishable vessel. 
13 (31:14) For I have heard the slandering of many; terror was on every side, while they 
took counsel together against me: to take away my life did they purpose. !4 (31:15) But 
I trusted well in thee, O Lord: I said, Thou art my God. 15 (31:16) In thy hand are my 
destinies: deliver me from the hand of my enemies, and from my persecutors. 16 (31:17) 
Let thy face shine upon thy servant: save me through thy kindness. 17 (31:18) O Lord, let 
me not be put to shame; for I have called on thee: let the wicked be put to shame, let 
them be silent, [passing] to the nether world. 18 (31:19) Let the lying lips be made dumb, 
which speak hard things against the righteous, with pride and contempt. 19 (31:20) Oh 
how great is thy goodness, which thou hast treasured up for those that fear thee; which 
thou hast wrought for those that trust in thee before the sons of men! 2° (31:21) Thou 
wilt conceal them in the secret of thy presence from the conspiracy of men: thou wilt 
keep them secretly in a pavilion from the strife of tongues. 21 (31:22) Blessed be the 
Lord: for he hath shown me his kindness wonderfully in a beleaguered city. 22 (31:23) 
And yet had I said in my despondency, I am cut off from before thy eyes: nevertheless 
thou didst hear the voice of my supplications when I cried loudly unto thee. 23 (31:24) Oh 
love the Lord, all ye his pious ones: the Lord preserveth the faithful, and recompenses 
the presumption of him that acteth proudly. 24 (31:25) Be strong, and let your heart be 
of good courage, all ye that hope in the Lord. 


32 

1 “Of David: a Maskil.” Happy is he whose transgression is forgiven, whose sin is 
covered, Happy is the man unto whom the Lord imputeth not iniquity, and in whose 
spirit there is no guile. 3 When I kept silence, my bones wasted away through my crying 
all the day. 4For by day and night lay thy hand heavily upon me: my [life's] moisture hath 
been changed through the droughts of summer. Selah. ° My sin do I ever acknowledge 
unto thee, and my iniquity have I not covered up. I said, I will make confession because of 
my transgressions unto the Lord: and thou truly forgavest the iniquity of my sin. Selah. 
6 For this shall every pious one pray unto thee in a time when thou mayest be found: 
surely [then] when great waters overflow, they shall never reach unto him. 7 Thou art 
my hiding-place; from distress wilt thou preserve me; with songs of deliverance wilt 
thou encompass me. Selah. 81 will instruct thee and I will teach thee concerning the 
way which thou oughtest to go: I will counsel thee with my eye. ° Be ye not like the 
horse, or like the mule, who hath no understanding; who must be held in with bit and 
bridle, his ornament, lest he come near unto thee. 1° Many are the pains of the wicked; 
but him that trusteth in the Lord will he encompass with kindness. 11 Rejoice in the Lord, 
and be glad, ye righteous: and shout for joy, all ye that are upright in heart. 


1 Be joyful, O ye righteous, in the Lord; [for] unto the righteous praise is comely. 
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2 Give thanks unto the Lord with the harp: with the ten-stringed psaltery do ye sing 
[praises] unto him. 3 Sing unto him a new song; play beautifully amidst a triumphant 
shout. 4 For the word of the Lord is upright; and all his works [are done] in truth. 5 He 
loveth righteousness and justice: the earth is full of the kindness of the Lord. © By the 
word of the Lord were the heavens made; and by the breath of his mouth all their host. 
7 He gathereth together like heaps the waters of the sea: he layeth up in store-houses 
the depths [of the sea]. ® Let all the earth fear the Lord: of him stand in awe all the 
inhabitants of the world. 9 For he spoke, and it came into being: he commanded, and it 
stood fast. !°The Lord frustrateth the resolves of the nations: he bringeth to nought the 
thoughts of the people. 1! The counsel of the Lord will stand for ever, the thoughts of 
his heart from generation to generation. !2 Happy is the nation whose God is the Lord, 
the people whom he hath chosen for himself as a heritage. 1° The Lord looketh from 
heaven; he seeth all the sons of men. !4 From the place of his habitation he directeth his 
view upon all the inhabitants of the earth; 5 He fashioneth their hearts altogether; he 
hath regard to all their works. 1° The king is not saved by the multitude of an army: a 
mighty man is not delivered by much strength. 17 Vain is the horse for victory: nor shall 
he deliver any by the greatness of his strength. 18 Behold, the eye of the Lord is upon 
those that fear him, upon those that hope for his kindness. 19 To deliver from death their 
soul, and to keep them alive in famine. 2° Our soul waiteth for the Lord: our help and 
our shield is he. 21 For in him shall our heart rejoice: because in his holy name have we 
trusted. 22 Let thy kindness, O Lord, be upon us, even as we hope in thee. 


1 “By David, when he disguised his reason before Abimelech, who drove him away, 
and he departed.” (34:2) I will bless the Lord at all times: continually shall his praise 
be in my mouth. 2 (34:3) My soul shall make her boast in the Lord: the humble shall 
hear it, and be rejoiced. 3 (34:4) Oh magnify the Lord with me, and let us exalt his name 
together. 4 (34:5) I sought the Lord, and he answered me, and from all that I dreaded did 
he deliver me. > (34:6) They [who] looked unto him, were indeed enlightened, and their 
faces were not put to the blush. © (34:7) This poor man cried, and the Lord heard him, 
and out of all his distresses did he save him. 7 (34:8) The angel of the Lord encampeth 
round about those who fear him, and delivereth them. 8 (34:9) Experience and see that 
the Lord is good: happy is the man that trusteth in him. ° (34:10) Oh fear the Lord, ye 
his saints: for there is no want to those who fear him. 1° (34:11) The young lions do 
lack, and suffer hunger; but those who seek the Lord shall not want any good. 11 (34:12) 
Come, ye children, hearken unto me: the fear of the Lord will I teach you. 12 (34:13) Who 
is the man that desireth life, loveth [many] days, that he may see happiness? 13 (34:14) 
Guard thy tongue from evil, and thy lips from speaking deceit. 14 (34:15) Depart from 
evil, and do good; seek peace, and pursue it. 15 (34:16) The eyes of the Lord are directed 
unto the righteous, and his ears unto their cry. 16 (34:17) [But] the anger of the Lord is 
against those that do evil, to cut off from the earth their remembrance. 17 (34:18) Those 
cry, and the Lord heareth, and from all their distresses he delivereth them. 18 (34:19) 
The Lord is nigh unto those that are broken-hearted: and he saveth those that are of a 
contrite spirit. 19 (34:20) Many are the afflictions of the righteous; but out of them all 
the Lord ever delivereth him. 2° (34:21) He watcheth all his bones: not one of them is 
broken. 2! (34:22) The evil will slay the wicked: and they who hate the righteous shall 
incur guiltiness. 22 (34:23) The Lord redeemeth the soul of his servants: and all that trust 
in him shall not incur guiltiness. 


1 “Of David.” Contend, O Lord, with those that contend with me: fight against those 
that fight against me. 2 Take hold of shield and buckler, and rise up for my help. 3 And 
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draw out the spear, and step in against my pursuers; say unto my soul, I am thy salvation. 
4Let those be put to shame and be confounded that seek after my life: let those be turned 
backward and be made to blush, that devise unhappiness for me. 5 Let them be as chaff 
before the wind; and may the angel of the Lord cast them forth. ® May their way be 
dark and slippery: and may the angel of the Lord pursue them. ” For without cause have 
they hidden for me their net in a pit, without cause have they dug [pit-falls] against my 
life. 8 May then destruction come upon each of them at unawares; and may his net that 
he hath hidden catch himself: in [utter] destruction let him fall therein. 9 But my soul 
shall exult in the Lord: she shall be glad through his salvation. 1° All my bones will say, 
Lord, who is like unto thee, who deliverest the poor from him that is too strong for him, 
yea, the poor and the needy from him that robbeth him? 1 There rise up witnesses of 
violence; concerning what I know not they question me. 12 They recompense me with 
evil in place of good, [bringing] bereavement on my soul. !° But as for me, when they 
were sick, my clothing was sackcloth: I afflicted with fasting my soul, and my prayer 
returned into my own bosom. !4 As though he had been to me a friend or a brother did 
I walk about: as one that mourneth for a mother did I sorrowfully bend down my head. 
15 But in my downfall they rejoiced, and gathered themselves together; there gathered 
themselves together against me abject wretches, whom I knew not; they did tear me, 
and ceased not: 1 With hypocritical babbling mockers, they gnashed upon me with their 
teeth. 1” 0 Lord, how long wilt thou look on? rescue my soul from their destructions, 
from the young lions my solitary spirit. 181 will thank thee in the great assembly: among 
a mighty people will I praise thee. 19 Let not rejoice over me those that are my enemies 
wrongfully: [nor] let those who hate me without cause wink with the eye. 2° For they 
speak not peace; but against the quiet in the land they devise deceitful words. 21 Yea, 
they opened wide against me their mouth; they said, Aha, aha, our eye hath seen it. 


22 Thou hast seen it, O Lord! remain not silent: O Lord, be not far from me. 23 Arouse 
thyself, and awake to do me justice, my God and my Lord, unto my cause. 24 Judge me 


according to thy righteousness, O Lord my God; and let them not rejoice over me. 25 Let 
them not say in their heart, Aha, [this is the wish of] our soul: let them not say, We 
have swallowed him up. 2° Let those be made ashamed and put to the blush together 
that rejoice at my mishap; let them be clothed with shame and confusion that magnify 
themselves above me. 27 Let those shout, and rejoice, that desire my righteousness: yea, 
let them say continually, Great is the Lord, who desireth the welfare of his servant. 28 And 
my tongue shall speak of thy righteousness, all the day of thy praise. 


1“To the chief musician, by the servant of the Lord, by David.” (36:2) Saith vice itself 
to the wicked—so I feel it within my heart— that he should have no dread of God before 
his eyes. 2 (36:3) For he flattereth himself in his own eyes [too much] to find out his 
iniquity to hate it. 3 (36:4) The words of his mouth are wickedness and deceit: he hath 
left off to be wise, to do good. 4 (36:5) He deviseth wickedness upon his couch; he placeth 
himself on a way that is not good; evil he despiseth not. 5 (36:6) O Lord, into the heavens 
reacheth thy kindness, thy faithfulness even into the skies. ° (36:7) Thy righteousness 
is like the mountains of God; thy acts of justice like the great deep: man and beast dost 
thou ever help, O Lord. 7 (36:8) How precious is thy kindness, 0 God! And the children of 
men that seek shelter under the shadow of thy wings,— 8 (36:9) These will be abundantly 
satisfied with the fatness of thy house; and of the stream of thy delights wilt thou give 
them to drink. ° (36:10) For with thee is the source of life: in thy light shall we see light. 
10 (36:11) Draw down continuously thy kindness unto those that acknowledge thee; and 
thy righteousness to the upright in heart. 11 (36:12) Let not come against me the foot 
of pride, and let not the hand of the wicked chase me off. 12 (36:13) There are fallen the 
workers of wickedness: they are thrust down, and shall not be able to rise. 
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1 “Of David.” Do not fret thyself because of the evil-doers, neither be thou envious 
against the workers of iniquity. 2 For like the grass they shall soon be mowed down, and 
like the green herb shall they wither. 3 Trust in the Lord, and do good; dwell in the land, 
and feed [thyself] with truthfulness. 4 And delight thyself in the Lord, and he will give 
thee the wishes of thy heart. > Commit thy way unto the Lord, and trust in him: and he 
will accomplish it. © And he will bring forth as the light thy righteousness, and the justice 
of thy [cause] as the noonday. 7 Be silent before the Lord, and wait patiently for him: fret 
not thyself because of him who prospereth in his way, because of the man who practices 
wicked devices. ® Cease from anger, and forsake wrath: fret not thyself in any wise to 
do evil. 9 For evil-doers shall be cut off; but those that wait upon the Lord, these—shall 
truly inherit the land. 1° For yet but for a little while, and the wicked shall be no more: 
yea, thou wilt look carefully at his place, and he shall not be there. 11 But the meek shall 
inherit the land, and shall delight themselves because of the abundance of peace. 12 The 
wicked purposeth evil against the just, and gnasheth against him with his teeth. 13 The 
Lord will laugh at him; for he seeth that his day is coming. 14 The wicked have drawn out 
the sword, and have bent their bow, to cause the poor and needy to fall, and to slaughter 
such as are of an upright course [of life]. 15 [But] their sword shall enter into their own 
heart, and their bows shall be broken. 1 Better is the little that the righteous hath, than 
the great riches of many wicked. !’ For the arms of the wicked shall be broken: but the 
upholder of the righteous is the Lord. 18 The Lord regardeth the days of the upright: 
and their inheritance shall endure for ever. 1° They shall not be made ashamed in the 
time of unhappiness; and in the days of famine shall they be satisfied. 2° But the wicked 
shall perish, and the enemies of the Lord shall be as the beauty of the meadow: they 
pass away; in smoke they pass away. 2! The wicked borroweth, and repayeth not; but the 
righteous is beneficent, and giveth. 2? For those blessed of him shall inherit the land; and 
those cursed of him shall be cut off. 23 By the Lord are the steps of the righteous man 
established; and he findeth pleasure in his course [of life]. 24 Though he fall, he shall not 
be utterly cast down; for the Lord upholdeth his hand. 251 have been young, and I am 
also grown old: yet have I never seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed seeking for 
bread. 2° He is all the time beneficent, and lendeth: and his seed will be for a blessing. 
27 Depart from evil, and do good; and dwell for evermore. 28 For the Lord loveth justice, 
and never forsaketh his pious servants: they are for ever preserved; but the seed of the 
wicked will be cut off. 2? The righteous shall inherit the land, and dwell for ever therein. 
30 The mouth of the righteous uttereth wisdom, and his tongue speaketh what is just. 
31 The law of his God is in his heart: none of his steps shall slip. 32 The wicked looketh 
out for the righteous, and seeketh to slay him. 3° The Lord will not leave him in his hand, 
and will not condemn him when he is judged. 34 Wait on the Lord, and keep his way, and 


he will exalt thee to inherit the land: when the wicked are cut off, shalt thou look on. 351 
have seen the wicked terrible in power, and striking root like a green tree in its native 


soil. 36 Yet he passed away, and, lo, he was no more: and I sought him, but he could not 
be found. 37 Observe the perfect man, and behold the upright; for there is a [happy] 
future for the man of peace. 38 But the transgressors are destroyed together: the future 
of the wicked is cut off. 39 And the salvation of the righteous is from the Lord: he is their 
strong-hold in the time of distress. 4° And the Lord helpeth them, and delivereth them; 
he will deliver them from the wicked, and save them; because they have put their trust 
in him. 


38 


1“A psalm of David, to bring to remembrance.” (38:2) O Lord, correct me not in thy 
wrath, nor chastise me in thy fury. 2 (38:3) For thy arrows have penetrated into me, and 
thy hand presseth down upon me. 3 (38:4) There is no soundness in my flesh because 
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of thy indignation: there is no peace in my bones because of my sin. 4 (38:5) For my 
iniquities are passed over my head, as a heavy burden are they too heavy for me. 5 (38:6) 
Foul, corrupt are my bruises because of my folly. ¢ (38:7) I am bent double; I am bowed 
down to the utmost; all the day long I go about full of grief. 7 (38:8) For my loins are filled 
with a burning disease, and there is no soundness in my flesh. 8 (38:9) I am made faint 
and crushed to the utmost; I cry aloud because of the groaning of my heart. ° (38:10) 
Lord, before thee is all my longing; and my sighing is from thee not hidden. 1° (38:11) 
My heart is restless, my strength hath left me; and the light of my eyes—that also is no 
more with me. ! (38:12) My lovers and my friends stand aloof from my plague; and my 
kinsmen stand afar off. 12 (38:13) They also that seek after my life lay snares; and they 
that wish for my mishap speak wicked falsehoods; and deceits do they devise all the day 
long. 13 (38:14) But I, as a deaf man, hear not; and I am as a dumb man that cannot open 
his mouth. 14 (38:15) Thus am I as a man that heareth not, and in whose mouth are no 
words of defence. 15 (38:16) For in thee, O Lord, do I hope: thou wilt answer, O Lord my 
God. 16 (38:17) For I said, Perhaps they might rejoice over me: when my foot slippeth, 
they might magnify themselves over me. !7 (38:18) For I am prepared for [my] downfall, 
and my pain is continually before me. 18 (38:19) For I will tell of my iniquity; I will be 
grieved because of my sin. 19 (38:20) But my enemies are strong in life; and numerous 
are those that hate me wrongfully; 2° (38:21) They also that repay [me] evil in lieu of 
good; they hate me bitterly because I pursue what is good. 2! (38:22) Forsake me not, 
O Lord: O my God, be not far from me. 2? (38:23) Make haste to help me, O Lord, my 
salvation. 


1 “To the chief musician, to Jeduthun, a psalm of David.” (39:2) I said, I will guard 
my ways, that I sin not with my tongue: I will guard my mouth with a muzzle, while 
the wicked is before me. 2 (39:3) I was dumb in deep silence, I was quite still, even from 
[speaking] good; but my pain was greatly excited; 3 (39:4) My heart was hot within me, 
in my self-communing there burnt a fire: [then] spoke I with my tongue, 4 (39:5) Let me 
know, O Lord, my end, and the measure of my days, what it is: | wish to know when I shall 
cease to be. 5 (39:6) Behold, measured out with the span hast thou made my days; and 
my whole duration is nothing before thee: yea, as nothing but vanity doth every man 
stand here. Selah. 6 (39:7) As nothing but a shadowy image doth man walk about, yea, 
for vanity only do all make a noise: he heapeth up his gains, and knoweth not who shall 
gather them. 7 (39:8) And now, what shall I wait for, O Lord? my hope is in thee. 8 (39:9) 
From all my transgressions deliver thou me: render me not the object of reproach of 
the worthless. ° (39:10) I was dumb, I opened not my mouth; because thou hadst done 
it. 10 (39:11) Remove thou thy plague away from me: from the blows of thy hand am 
I consumed. 1! (39:12) When thou with corrections chastisest man for iniquity, thou 
causest his excellence to melt away as [if eaten by] the moth: yea, nothing but vanity is 
every man. Selah. 12 (39:13) Hear my prayer, O Lord, and give ear unto my cry; be not 
silent at my tears; for a stranger am I with thee, a sojourner, like all my fathers. 13 (39:14) 
Leave off from me, that I may recover strength, before I go hence, and am no more. 


1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (40:2) I had waited patiently for the Lord, 
when he inclined himself unto me, and heard my cry. 2 (40:3) And he brought me up out 
of the noiseful deep, out of the miry clay, and he set up my feet upon a rock, making 
firm my steps. 3 (40:4) And he placed in my mouth a new song, a praise unto our God: 
many will see it, and fear; and they will trust in the Lord. 4 (40:5) Happy is the man 
that maketh the Lord his trust, and turneth not unto the proud, nor such as stray aside 
unto lies. 5 (40:6) Many things hast thou done, O Lord my God; thy wonderful deeds 
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and thy thoughts toward us—there is none to be compared unto thee—will I tell and 
speak of, [though] they are too numerous to be counted. © (40:7) Sacrifice and meat- 
offering thou desirest not—ears hast thou hollowed out unto me—burnt-offering and 
sin-offering thou demandest not. 7 (40:8) Then said I, Lo, I come: in the roll of the book 
it is written down for me; 8 (40:9) To fulfill thy will, O my God, do I desire; and thy law 
is within my heart. 9 (40:10) I announce [thy] righteousness in the great assembly: lo, 
I will not refrain my lips, O Lord, thou well knowest it. 1° (40:11) Thy righteousness 
have I never hidden within my heart; thy faithfulness and thy salvation have I spoken 
of openly: I have not concealed thy kindness and thy truth before the great assembly. 
11 (40:12) Do thou, O Lord, not withhold thy mercies from me: let thy kindness and thy 
truth continually watch over me. 12 (40:13) For evils without number have compassed 
me about; my iniquities have overtaken me, so that I am not able to see: they are more 
numerous than the hairs of my head; and my courage hath forsaken me. 13 (40:14) Be 
pleased, O Lord, to deliver me; O Lord, hasten to my help. 14 (40:15) May those be made 
ashamed and put to the blush together that seek after my soul to take her away: let them 
be driven backward and be confounded, that wish for my mishap. 15 (40:16) May they be 
astonished in consequence of their shame that say unto me, Aha, aha! 1¢ (40:17) [But] 
may all those that seek thee be glad and rejoice in thee: may they say continually, The 
Lord be magnified,—those that love thy salvation. 17 (40:18) But though I be poor and 


needy, the Lord will think of me: my help and my deliverer art thou: O my God, delay 
not. 


1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (41:2) Happy is he that careth for the 
poor: on the day of evil will the Lord deliver him. 2 (41:3) The Lord will preserve him, 
and keep him alive; he shall be made happy on the earth: and thou wilt not deliver him 
unto the revengeful desire of his enemies. 3 (41:4) The Lord will sustain him upon the 
bed of painful disease: thou changest all his couch in his sickness. 4 (41:5) I said, Lord, 
be gracious unto me: heal my soul; for I have sinned against thee. 5 (41:6) My enemies 
speak evil of me, When will he die, and his name perish? © (41:7) And if he come to 
see [me], he speaketh falsely: his heart gathereth wickedness to itself; he goeth abroad 
[and] speaketh it. 7 (41:8) Altogether whisper against me all that hate me: against me do 
they devise my injury. ° (41:9) “His godless deed [say they] is poured out over him: as 
he lieth there he will never more rise up again.” 9 (41:10) Yea, even the man that should 
have sought my welfare, in whom I trusted, who eateth my bread, hath lifted up his heel 
against me. !0(41:11) But thou, O Lord, be gracious unto me, and raise me up, that I may 
requite it unto them. 1 (41:12) By this do I know that thou art pleased with me, that 
my enemy doth not triumph over me. !? (41:13) But as for me, thou upholdest me in my 
integrity, and placest me before thy presence for ever. 13 (41:14) Blessed be the Lord the 
God of Israel from everlasting, and to everlasting. Amen, and Amen. BEGIM 


42 

1 BOOK SECOND: “To the chief musician, a Maskil, for the sons of Korach.” (42:2) As a 
hart panteth after brooks of water, so panteth my soul after thee, O God. 2 (42:3) My soul 
thirsteth for God, for the living God: when shall I go [again] and be seen in the presence 
of God? 3 (42:4) My tears have been my food day and night; because men say unto me all 
the day, Where is thy God? 4 (42:5) These things will I remember, and pour out my soul 
in me: how I was wont to pass along amidst the multitude, journeying with them as a 
pilgrim to the house of God, with the voice of joyful song and thanksgiving, among the 
festive throng. 5 (42:6) Why art thou cast down, O my soul, and disquieted in me? Hope 
thou in God; for I shall yet thank him, because of the salvation of his countenance. © (42:7) 
O my God, my soul is cast down within me: therefore will I remember thee from the land 
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of the Jordan, and from the peaks of Chermon, from the low mount. 7 (42:8) Deep calleth 
unto deep at the noise of thy waterfalls: all thy waves and thy billows have passed over 
me. 8 (42:9) In the daytime the Lord will command his kindness, and in the night his 
song shall be with me, as a prayer unto the God of my life. 9 (42:10) I will say unto God, 
my rock, why hast thou forgotten me? why must I walk grieved, under the oppression of 
the enemy? 1° (42:11) It is as death in my bones, when my assailants reproach me; when 
they say unto me all the day, Where is thy God? 11 (42:12) Why art thou cast down, O my 
soul? and why art thou disquieted within met? Hope thou in God; for I shall yet thank 
him, the salvation of my countenance, and my God. 


43 

1 Judge me, O God, and plead my cause against an ungodly nation: from the deceitful 
and unjust man do thou deliver me. 2 For thou art the God of my fortress: why hast thou 
abandoned me? why must I walk about grieved, under the oppression of the enemy? 
3 Send thou thy light and thy truth, these shall guide me; they shall bring me unto thy 
holy mountain, and to thy dwellings: 4 That I may go unto the altar of God, unto God the 
joy of my gladness; and that I may thank thee upon the harp, O God, my God. 5 Why art 
thou cast down, O my soul? and why art thou disquieted within me? Hope thou in God; 
for I shall yet thank him, the salvation of my countenance, and my God. 


1“To the chief musician, for the sons of Korach, a Maskil.” (44:2) O God, with our ears 
have we heard, our fathers have told us, deeds which thou hadst done in their days, in 
times of old. 2 (44:3) Thou, with thy hand, didst indeed drive out nations, and plant them; 
thou didst ill-treat people, and cause them to spread out. 3 (44:4) For not by their sword 
did they obtain possession of the land, and their own arm brought them no victory; but 
thy right hand, and thy arm, and the light of thy countenance, because thou hadst given 
them thy favor. 4 (44:5) Thou art my King, O God: ordain salvation for Jacob. 5 (44:6) 
Through thee will we butt down our assailants: through thy name will we tread under 
foot our opponents. ¢ (44:7) For not in my bow will I trust, and my sword shall not help 
me. 7 (44:8) But thou helpest us against our assailants, and those that hate us thou puttest 
to shame. 8 (44:9) Of God we boast all the day, and to thy name will we give thanks for 
ever. Selah. 9 (44:10) But [now] thou hast cast off, and put us to the blush, and goest not 
forth with our armies. 1° (44:11) Thou causest us to turn back from before our assailant: 
and they who hate us take spoil for themselves. 1! (44:12) Thou givest us up like sheep for 
food, and among the nations hast thou dispersed us. 12 (44:13) Thou sellest thy people 
for no value, and acquirest no gain by their price. 13 (44:14) Thou renderest us a reproach 
to our neighbors, a scorn and a derision to those that are round about us. !4(44:15) Thou 
renderest us a by-word among the nations, a shaking of the head among the people. 
15 (44:16) All the day is my disgrace before me, and the shame of my face covereth me; 
16 (44:17) Because of the voice of him that reproacheth and blasphemeth; by reason of the 
enemy and him that seeketh vengeance. 17 (44:18) All this is come over us, yet have we 
not forgotten thee; nor have we dealt falsely by thy covenant; 18 (44:19) Our heart is not 
moved backward, nor hath our step turned aside from thy path: !9 (44:20) Even when 
thou didst crush us in the abode of monsters, and cover us with the shadow of death. 
20 (44:21) If we had forgotten the name of our God, or spread forth our hands to a strange 
God: 21 (44:22) Would not God search out this? for he knoweth the secrets of the heart. 
22 (44:23) But for thy sake are we slain all the day; we are counted as flocks [destined] for 
slaughter. 23 (44:24) Awake, wherefore wilt thou sleep, O Lord? arise, abandon us not for 
ever. 24 (44:25) Wherefore wilt thou hide thy face, wilt thou forget our misery, and our 
oppression? 25 (44:26) For our soul is bowed down to the dust; our body cleaveth unto 
the earth. 26 (44:27) Arise unto our help, and redeem us for the sake of thy kindness. 
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1“To the chief musician upon Shoshannim, by the sons of Korach, a Maskil, a song of 
love.” (45:2) My heart swelleth with a good speech; I say, “My works shall be for the 
king:” my tongue is the pen of a ready writer. 2 (45:3) Thou art more fair than the 
children of men; grace is poured out over thy lips: therefore hath God blessed thee 
for ever. 3 (45:4) Gird thy sword upon the thigh, O mighty one, [it is] thy glory and 
thy majesty; 4 (45:5) Yea, it is thy majesty: be prosperous, ride along for the cause of 
truth and meekness and righteousness; and fearful things shall thy right hand teach 
thee. 5 (45:6) Thy sharpened arrows—people will fall down beneath thee—[will enter] 
into the heart of the king's enemies. © (45:7) Thy throne, given of God, endureth for 
ever and ever: the sceptre of equity is the sceptre of thy kingdom. 7 (45:8) Thou lovest 
righteousness, and hatest wickedness: therefore hath God, thy God, anointed thee with 
the oil of gladness above thy associates. 8 (45:9) Of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia are 
[fragrant] all thy garments: out of palaces of ivory have they made thee joyful with 
the sound of music. 9 (45:10) Kings' daughters are among those dear to thee: the queen 
standeth on thy right hand in fine gold of Ophir. 1° (45:11) Hearken, O daughter, and look, 
and incline thy ear, and forget thy own people, and thy father's house: 11 (45:12) Then 
will the king long for thy beauty; for he is thy Lord; and bow thyself to him. 12 (45:13) 
And the daughter of Tyre shall be there with a gift: the rich among the people shall 
entreat thy favor. 13 (45:14) All gloriously attired awaiteth the king's daughter in the 
inner chamber: of wrought gold is her garment. 14 (45:15) In embroidered clothes will 
she be brought unto the king: virgins that follow her, her companions, are brought unto 
thee. 15 (45:16) They are led forth with rejoicings and gladness, they enter into the palace 
of the king. 16 (45:17) Instead of thy fathers shall be thy children: thou wilt appoint 
them as princes in all the land. 17 (45:18) I will make thy name to be remembered in all 
generations: therefore shall the people praise thee for ever and ever. 


46 

1 “To the chief musician: by the sons of Korach, upon 'Alamoth, a song.” (46:2) God is 
our protection and strength, a help in distresses, very readily found. 2 (46:3) Therefore 
will we not fear, even when the earth is transformed, and when mountains are moved 
into the heart of the seas; 3 (46:4) [When] the waters thereof roar and foam, when 
mountains quake before his majesty. Selah. 4 (46:5) [There] is a river, its rivulets cause 
to rejoice the city of God, the sanctuary of the dwellings of the Most High. ° (46:6) God 
is in her midst; she shall not be moved: God will ever help her, at the dawning of [her] 
morning. © (46:7) Nations rage, kingdoms are moved: he letteth his voice be heard, the 
earth melteth away. 7 (46:8) The Lord of hosts is with us; a defense unto us is the God 
of Jacob. Selah. 8 (46:9) Come, look at the deeds of the Lord, who hath made desolations 
on the earth. 9 (46:10) He causeth wars to cease unto the end of the earth; he breaketh 
the bow, and cutteth the spear in pieces; he burneth wagons in the fire. 1° (46:11) Leave 
off, and know that I am God: I will be exalted among the nations, I will be exalted on the 
earth. 11 (46:12) The Lord of hosts is with us; a defence unto us is the God of Jacob. Selah. 


47 

1 “To the chief musician, a psalm for the sons of Korach.” (47:2) All ye people, clap 
your hands; shout unto God with the voice of triumph. 2 (47:3) For the Lord is most 
high, fear-inspiring; he is a great king over all the earth. 3 (47:4) He will subdue people 
under us, and nations under our feet. 4 (47:5) He will choose for us our inheritance, the 
excellency of Jacob which he loveth. Selah. 5 (47:6) God ascendeth amid a triumphal 
shout, the Lord, amid the sound of the cornet. © (47:7) Sing praises to God, sing praises: 
sing praises unto our King, sing praises. 7 (47:8) For God is King of all the earth: sing ye 
praises with understanding. 8 (47:9) God reigneth over the nations; God sitteth upon his 


1740 XRN 


Psalms 47:9 588 Psalms 50:2 


holy throne. 9 (47:10) The nobles of the people are gathered together, [to be with] the 
people of the God of Abraham; for unto God belong the shields of the earth: he is greatly 
exalted. 


48 

1“A song and psalm by the sons of Korach.” (48:2) Great is the Lord, and highly praised 
in the city of our God, [in] his holy mountain. 2 (48:3) A beautiful district, the joy of the 
whole earth, is mount Zion, the farthest north, the city of the great King. 3 (48:4) God is 
become known in her palaces as a defence. 4 (48:5) For, lo, the kings were assembled, they 
are passed away together. 5 (48:6) They indeed saw—[and] so they were astonished; they 
were terrified, they were confounded. © (48:7) Trembling seized on them there, pain, as 
on a woman in travail. 7 (48:8) With the east wind thou breakest the ships of Tharshish. 
8 (48:9) As we have heard, so have we seen [it] in the city of the Lord of hosts, in the city of 
our God: God will establish it for ever. Selah. 9 (48:10) We have reflected on thy kindness, 
O God, in the midst of thy temple. 1° (48:11) As thy name is, O God, so is thy praise over 
the ends of the earth: of righteousness is thy right hand full. 11 (48:12) Let mount Zion 
rejoice, let the daughters of Judah be glad, because of thy judgments. 12 (48:13) Compass 
Zion about, and walk round about her; number her towers. 13 (48:14) Direct your mind 
to her outer wall, mark carefully her palaces: in order that ye may tell it to the latest 
generation. ! (48:15) For this One is God, our God for ever and ever: he will be our guide 
even unto death. 


1“To the chief musician, by the sons of Korach, a psalm.” (49:2) Hear this, all ye people; 
give ear, all ye inhabitants of the perishable world: 2 (49:3) Both the sons of the low and 
the sons of the high, rich and needy, altogether. 3 (49:4) My mouth shall speak wisdom; 
and the meditation of my heart shall be of understanding. 4 (49:5) I will incline my ear 
to a parable: I will open with the harp my riddle. 5 (49:6) Wherefore should I fear in the 
days of evil, when the iniquity of my oppressors encompasseth me?— © (49:7) Of those 
that trust in their wealth, and boast themselves of the multitude of their riches? 7 (49:8) 
No one can in any wise redeem his brother, nor can he give to God redemption money 
for himself; § (49:9) For the ransom of their soul is too costly, and it is omitted for ever. 
9 (49:10) And should he still live for ever? not see the pit? 1° (49:11) For he must see that 
wise men die, that together the fool and the brutish person perish and leave to others 
their wealth. 11 (49:12) Their inward thought is, that their houses are to be for ever, their 
dwelling-places, from generation to generation; they call them by their own names in 
[various] countries. 12 (49:13) Nevertheless man in [his] splendor endureth not: he is 
like the beasts [that] perish. 1 (49:14) This is their way, their folly: yet their posterity 
will take pleasure in their sayings. Selah. 14 (49:15) Like flocks are they thrust into the 
nether world; death will feed them; but the upright shall have dominion over them in 
that morning, and their form wasteth away in the nether world, [taken away] from their 
own dwelling. 15 (49:16) But God will redeem my soul from the power of the nether world; 
for he will take me away. Selah. 1¢ (49:17) Be not thou afraid when a man becometh rich, 
when the glory of his house is increased; 17 (49:18) For when he dieth he can take nothing 
away; his glory will not descend after him. 18 (49:19) For though he bless his soul during 
his life, and men praise thee, when thou doest well to thyself: 19 (49:20) She shall go to 
the generation of his fathers, unto eternity will these never see light. 2° (49:21) Man, 
though in splendor, who understandeth not, is like the beasts that perish. ° 


5 
1 “A psalm of Assaph.” The God of gods, the Lord, speaketh, and calleth the earth, 
from the rising of the sun unto his setting. 2 Out of Zion, the perfection of beauty, God 
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shineth forth. 3 Our God is coming, and will not keep silence: a fire devoureth before 
him, and round him there rageth a mighty storm. 4 He will call to the heavens above, 
and to the earth, to judge his people. 5 “Gather together unto me my pious servants, 
who make a covenant with me by sacrifice.” © And the heavens tell of his righteousness; 
for God is judge himself. Selah. 7 “Hear, O my people, and I will speak; O Israel, and I 
will testify against thee: God, thy God, am I. 8 Not because of thy sacrifices will I reprove 
thee; and thy burnt-offerings are continually before me. 91 will not take a bullock out of 
thy house, nor he-goats out of thy folds. 1° For mine are all the beasts of the forest, the 
cattle upon a thousand mountains. 111 know all the fowls of the mountains: whatever 
moveth on the fields is with me. !2 If I were hungry, I would not say it to thee; for mine 


is the world, and what filleth it. 13 Do I eat the flesh of fatted bulls, or drink the blood of 
he-goats? 14 Offer unto God thanksgiving; and pay unto the Most High thy vows; 15 And 


call on me on the day of distress: I will deliver thee,— and so wilt thou glorify me.” 16 But 
unto the wicked God saith, “What hast thou to do to relate my statutes, and why bearest 
thou my covenant upon thy mouth? 17 And yet thou hatest instruction, and castest my 
words behind thee. 18 When thou seest a thief, then art thou pleased with him, and 
with adulterers hast thou thy portion. !° Thou lettest loose thy mouth with evil, and thy 
tongue frameth deceit. 2° Thou sittest and speakest against thy brother; against thy own 
mother's son thou utterest slander. 2! These things hast thou done, and I kept silence: 
thou didst ween that I am like thyself; [but] I will reprove thee, and set it in order before 
thy eyes.” 22 Do but reflect on this, ye that forget God, lest I tear [you] in pieces, with 
none to deliver. 23 Whoso offereth thanksgiving glorifieth me: and to him that ordereth 
his course aright, will I show the salvation of God. 


51 
1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David, (51:2) When Nathan the prophet came 


unto him, after he had gone in unto Bath-sheba'.” (51:3) Be gracious unto me, O God, 
according to thy kindness: according to the greatness of thy mercies blot out my 
transgressions. 2 (51:4) Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity, and cleanse me from 
my sin. 3 (51:5) For of my transgressions I have full knowledge; and my sin is before me 
continually. 4 (51:6) To thee, thee only, have I sinned, and what is evil in thy eyes have I 
done:—in order that thou mightest be righteous when thou speakest, be justified when 
thou judgest. 5 (51:7) Behold, in iniquity was I brought forth; and in sin did my mother 
conceive me. © (51:8) Behold, thou desirest truth in the inward parts: therefore do thou 
cause me to know wisdom in the recesses [of the heart]. 7 (51:9) Cleanse me from sin 
with hyssop, and I shall be clean: wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 8 (51:10) 
Cause me to hear gladness and joy; that the bones which thou hast crushed may rejoice. 
9 (51:11) Hide thy face from my sins, and all my iniquities do thou blot out. 1° (51:12) 
Create unto me a clean heart, O God; and a firm spirit renew thou within me. 11 (51:13) 
Cast me not away from thy presence; and thy holy spirit do not take from me. 12 (51:14) 
Restore unto me the gladness of thy salvation; and with a liberal spirit do thou support 
me.— 13 (51:15) I will teach transgressors thy ways, and sinners shall return unto thee. 
14 (51:16) Deliver me from blood-guiltiness, O God, thou God of my salvation; [that] my 
tongue may sing aloud of thy righteousness. 15 (51:17) O Lord, open thou my lips, and 
my mouth shall declare thy praise. 1° (51:18) For thou desirest not sacrifice; else would 
I give it: in burnt-offering hast thou no delight. 17 (51:19) The sacrifices of God are a 
broken spirit: a broken and a contrite heart, O God, wilt thou not despise. 18 (51:20) Do 
good in thy favor unto Zion; build thou the walls of Jerusalem. 19 (51:21) Then wilt thou 
be pleased with the sacrifices of righteousness, with burnt-offering and entire offering: 
then shall bullocks be offered upon thy altar. 
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52 

1 “To the chief musician, a Maskil of David, (52:2) When Doeg the Edomite came and 
told Saul, and said unto him, David is come to the house of Achimelech.” (52:3) What 
vauntest thou thyself of wickedness, O mighty man? the kindness of God endureth all 
the time. 2 (52:4) Thy tongue deviseth mischiefs, like a sharpened razor, thou worker 
of deceit. 3 (52:5) Thou lovest evil more than good; falsehood more than speaking 
righteousness. Selah. 4 (52:6) Thou lovest all words of destruction, the tongue of deceit. 
5 (52:7) [Therefore] God will also destroy thee for ever: he will take thee away, and 
pluck thee out of his tent, and root thee out of the land of life. Selah.— ° (52:8) And 
the righteous shall see it, and they will be afraid, and laugh concerning him: 7 (52:9) “Lo, 
this is the man that made not God his fortress; but trusted in the abundance of his riches, 
relied proudly on his mischievous wickedness.” 8 (52:10) But I am like a green olive-tree 
in the house of God: I trust in the kindness of God for ever and ever. 9 (52:11) I will thank 
thee for ever, because thou hast done it: and I will wait on thy name, for [it is] good, 
before thy pious ones. 


1“To the chief musician upon Machalath, a Maskil of David.” (53:2) The worthless fool 
saith in his heart, There is no God. They are corrupt, and they are abominable [in their] 
injustice: there is none that doth good. 2 (53:3) God looketh down from heaven upon the 
children of men, to see if there be one intelligent, one who seeketh for God. 3 (53:4) Every 
one [of them] hath departed [from righteousness]; altogether are they become corrupt: 
there is none that doth good, no, not one. 4 (53:5) Is there no knowledge in the workers 
of wickedness? who eat up my people as they eat bread: [while] they do not call on God. 
5 (53:6) There were they terrified with terror where there was no terror; for God had 
scattered the bones of those that encamped against thee: thou didst put them to shame, 
because God had rejected them. © (53:7) Oh that some one might bring the salvation of 
Israel out of Zion! When God bringeth back the captivity of his people, [then] will Jacob 
be glad, [and] Israel will rejoice. 


5 

1 “To the chief musician on Neginoth, a Maskil of David, (54:2) When the Ziphim came 
and said to Saul, Behold, David is hiding himself with us.” (54:3) O God, by thy name 
save me, and by thy strength grant me justice. 2 (54:4) O God, hear my prayer; give ear 
to the words of my mouth. 3 (54:5) For strangers [to goodness] are risen up against me, 
and powerful oppressors seek after my soul: they have not set God before them. Selah. 
4 (54:6) Behold, God is a helper unto me: the Lord is among those that uphold my soul. 
5 (54:7) He will cause the evil to return upon those that regard me with envy: in thy truth 
cut them off. © (54:8) I will liberally sacrifice unto thee: I will give thanks unto thy name, 
O Lord; for it is good. 7 (54:9) For out of all distress hath he delivered me: and my eye 
hath seen [its desire] on my enemies. 


1 “To the chief musician on Neginoth, a Maskil of David.” (55:2) Give ear, O God, to my 
prayer, and hide not thyself from my supplication. 2 (55:3) Listen unto me, and answer 
me: I mourn in my grief, and moan; 3 (55:4) Because of the voice of the enemy, because 
of the oppression of the wicked; for they cast wrong upon me, and in wrath they attack 
me. 4 (55:5) My heart is sorely pained within me, and the terrors of death are fallen 
upon me. 5 (55:6) Fearfulness and trembling are come upon me, and shuddering hath 
covered me. © (55:7) And I said, Oh that some one would give me wings like a dove! I 
would fly away and dwell [quietly]. 7 (55:8) Lo, I would flee far away, I would spend my 
night in the wilderness. Selah. 8 (55:9) I would prepare hastily a refuge for me from 
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the sweeping wind [and] from storm. ° (55:10) Destroy, O Lord, divide their tongue; for 
I have seen violence and strife in the city; 1° (55:11) Day and night do these encompass 
it upon her walls: and wrong and trouble are in her midst. 1! (55:12) Mischief is in her 
midst: guile and deceit depart not from her streets. 12 (55:13) For it is not an enemy 
that reproached me; then I could bear it: not he that hateth me hath magnified himself 
against me; then I would have hidden myself from him; 13 (55:14) But it is thou, aman my 
equal, my guide, and my acquaintance; 14 (55:15) So that we took sweet secret counsel 
together, and walked unto the house of God in tumultuous company. 1° (55:16) Let him 
dispense death over them; let them go down alive into the nether world; for evil is in 
their dwelling, in the midst of them. 16 (55:17) I, however, will call on God: and the Lord 
will save me. 17 (55:18) At evening and morning and noon will I make my complaint 
and moan: and he heareth my voice.— 18 (55:19) He delivereth my soul in peace from 
the battle against me; for in multitudes are they [contending] with me. 19 (55:20) God 
will hear, and humble them—yea, he that sitteth enthroned from the oldest time Selah 
—those who dread no changes, and fear not God. 2° (55:21) He stretcheth out his hands 
against those at peace with him: he violateth his covenant. 21 (55:22) The creamy words 
of his mouth are smooth, yet there is war [in] his heart; his words are softer than oil, 
yet are they drawn swords. 22 (55:23) Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and he will sustain 
thee: he will never suffer the righteous to be moved. 23 (55:24) But thou, O God, thou wilt 
bring them down into the pit of destruction: let not the men of blood and deceit live out 
half their days; but I will indeed trust in thee. 


1 “To the chief musician upon Jonath-elem-rechokim, by David, a Michtham, when 
the Philistines seized him in Gath.” (56:2) Be gracious unto me, O God; for man longeth 
to swallow me up; all the time he oppresseth me fighting. 2 (56:3) Those that regard me 
with envy long to swallow [me] up all the time; for many are they that fight against me, 
O thou Most High. 3 (56:4) The day [when] I am afraid, I will still trust in thee. 4 (56:5) In 
God will I praise his word, in God I have put my trust; I will not be afraid: what can flesh 
do unto me? 5 (56:6) All the day they wrest my words: against me are all their thoughts 
for evil. © (56:7) They come together in troops, they hide themselves, they are those 
that watch my heels, as though they hoped [to take] my soul. 7 (56:8) Because of their 
wrong-doing let me escape from them: in anger cast down the people, O God. 8 (56:9) My 
wanderings hast thou well numbered: put thou my tears into thy bottle; behold, they 
are numbered by thee. 9 (56:10) Then shall my enemies retire backward on the day when 
I call [on thee]: this I know—that God is for me. 1° (56:11) In God will I praise the word: 
in the Lord will I praise the word. 1 (56:12) In God have I put my trust; I will not be 
afraid: what can man do unto me? !2 (56:13) Upon me, O God, [rest] thy vows: I will pay 
thanksgiving offerings unto thee. 13 (56:14) For thou hast delivered my soul from death 
—yea, behold, my feet from slipping, that I may walk before God in the light of the life. 


5/7 

1“To the chief musician, Al-tashcheth, by David, a Michtham, when he fled from Saul, 
in the cave.” (57:2) Be gracious unto me, O God, be gracious unto me; for in thee my 
soul seeketh protection, and under the shadow of thy wings will I seek protection, until 
the mischief be passed away. 2 (57:3) I will call unto God, the Most High; unto God that 
accomplisheth [his kindness] on me. 3 (57:4) He will send from heaven, and save me, 
though he that longeth to swallow me up utter reproach. Selah. God will send forth his 
kindness and his truth. 4 (57:5) My soul is in the midst of lions; I lie down [in the midst of] 
those that send out flames, [those] sons of men, whose teeth are spears and arrows, and 
whose tongue is a sharpened sword. ° (57:6) Be thou exalted above the heavens, O God: 
above all the earth let thy glory be. © (57:7) A net have they prepared for my steps; my 
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soul hath been bent down; they have dug before me a pit; they are fallen into the midst 
thereof. Selah. 7 (57:8) Firm is my heart, O God, firm is my heart: I will sing and play. 
8 (57:9) Awake, my spirit; awake, psaltery and harp: I will wake up the morning-dawn. 
9 (57:10) I will thank thee among the people, O Lord: I will sing praises unto thee among 
the nations. 1° (57:11) For great, even unto the heavens, is thy kindness, and even unto 
the skies [extendeth] thy truth. 1! (57:12) Be thou exalted above the heavens, O God: 
above all the earth let thy glory be. 


58 

1 “To the chief musician Al-tashcheth, by David, a Michtham.” (58:2) Do you indeed, 
who are dumb, speak righteously? do ye judge in uprightness, O ye sons of men? 2 (58:3) 
Even in [your] heart ye work injustice: on the earth do ye weigh out the violence of your 
hands. 3 (58:4) The wicked are estranged [from goodness] from the womb: those who 
speak lies go astray from their very birth. 4 (58:5) They have poison like the poison of 
a serpent: [they are] like the deaf adder that stoppeth her ear; ° (58:6) Which will not 
hearken to the voice of conjurers, yea, that of the wisest of all charmers. ° (58:7) O God, 
break out their teeth in their mouth: the jaw-teeth of the young lions tear thou out, 0 
Lord. 7 (58:8) Let them melt away as water [which] runneth off: when each one bendeth 
[his bow to shoot] his arrows, let them be as if cut in pieces. 8 (58:9) As a snail which 
melteth, let him pass away; like the untimely birth of a woman which hath not seen 
the sun. ° (58:10) Before your pots can feel the thorns, will he take them away with a 
whirlwind, both the green and the burning. 1° (58:11) The righteous will rejoice when 
he seeth the vengeance: he will bathe his steps in the blood of the wicked. 1! (58:12) So 
that a man shall say, Verily fruit will come for the righteous: verily there is a God that 
judgeth on the earth. 


59 

1 “To the chief musician, Al-tashcheth, by David, a Michtham, when Saul sent, and 
they watched the house to put him to death.” (59:2) Deliver me from my enemies, O my 
God: defend me from them that rise up against me. 2 (59:3) Deliver me from the workers 
of wickedness, and from men of blood do thou save me. 3 (59:4) For, lo, they lie in wait 
for my soul, the mighty are gathered in troops against me: not for my transgression, 
nor for my sin, O Lord. 4 (59:5) Without guilt [in me] they run and make themselves 
ready: awake, [come] toward me, and behold. 5 (59:6) And thou, O Lord God of hosts, 
the God of Israel, awake to punish all the nations: be not gracious to any treacherous 
wicked one. Selah. ¢ (59:7) They will return at evening; they will howl like dogs, and 
go round about the city. 7 (59:8) Behold, they sputter with their mouth: swords are in 
their lips; for who, [say they,] doth hear? 8 (59:9) But thou, O Lord, wilt laugh at theme: 
thou wilt hold in derision all the nations. ° (59:10) Because of [the enemy's] strength will 
I wait upon thee; for God is my defence. 1° (59:11) The God who showeth me kindness 
will go before me: God will let me see [my desire] upon those who regard me with envy. 
11 (59:12) Slay them not, that my people may not forget: drive them about by thy power; 
and bring them down, thou our shield, O Lord. 12 (59:13) The sin of their mouth is the 
word of their lips: let them be caught through their pride, because of the cursing and 
lying which they relate. 13 (59:14) Make an end in fury, make an end [of them], that they 
my be no more, and let them know that God ruleth in Jacob, as far as the ends of the 
earth. Selah. 14 (59:15) And they will return in the evening; they will howl like dogs, and 
go round about the city. 15 (59:16) They will indeed roam about after something to eat, 
if they be not satisfied, so that they can be at rest. 1°(59:17) But I will truly sing of thy 
strength; yea, I will sing joyfully in the morning of thy kindness; for thou hast been a 
defence unto me and a refuge on the day when I was distressed. 17 (59:18) Unto thee, O 
my strength, will I sing; for God is my defence, the God of my kindness. 
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60 


1 “To the chief musician upon Shushan'eduth, a Michtham of David, to teach, (60:2) 
When he fought with Aram-naharayim, and with Aram-zobah, and Joab returned, and 
smote of Edom in the Salt Valley twelve thousand [men].” (60:3) O God, thou hast cast us 
off, thou hast made a breach in us, thou hast been displeased: restore now unto us [thy 
favor]. 2 (60:4) Thou hast caused the earth to quake; thou hast split it: heal her breaches; 
for she is moved. 3 (60:5) Thou hast caused thy people to see hard things: thou hast 
made us to drink the wine of confusion. 4 (60:6) Thou hast given to those that fear thee 
a banner, to elevate themselves, because of the truth. Selah. 5 (60:7) In order that thy 
beloved may be delivered: help with thy right hand, and answer me. © (60:8) God hath 
spoken in his holiness: I will exult, I will divide Shechem, and the valley of Succoth will 
I measure out. 7 (60:9) Mine is Gil'ad, and mine is Menasseh; Ephraim also is the strong- 
hold of my head; of Judah are my chiefs; 8 (60:10) Moab is my washpot; upon Edom will 
I cast my shoe: Philistia, triumph thou but over me. 9? (60:11) Who will bring me into 
the fortified city? who will lead me as far as Edom? 1° (60:12) Behold, it is thou, O God, 
who hast cast us off; and thou, O God, goest not forth with our armies. 1! (60:13) Give us 
help against the assailant; for vain is the help of man. 12 (60:14) Through God shall we 
do valiantly: and he it is that will tread down our assailants. 


61 


1 “To the chief musician upon Neginah, by David.” (61:2) Hear, O God, my entreaty; 
listen to my prayer. ? (61:3) From the end of the earth will I call unto thee, when my 
heart is overwhelmed: lead me to the rock that is too high for me. 3 (61:4) For thou hast 
been a shelter unto me, a strong tower against the enemy. 4 (61:5) Let me sojourn in thy 
tent to all eternity; let me be sheltered under the covert of thy wings. Selah. 5 (61:6) For 
thou, O God, hast truly listened to my vows: thou hast given back the heritage of those 
that fear thy name. © (61:7) Oh, add days unto the king's days: may his years be as of 
many generations. 7 (61:8) May he abide for ever before God: ordain that kindness and 
truth may guard him. 8 (61:9) So will I sing praise unto thy name for ever, that I may pay 
my vows day by day. 


62 


1 “To the chief musician, upon Jeduthun, a psalm of David.” (62:2) Only in God my 
soul trusted in silence: from him cometh my salvation. 2 (62:3) Only he is my rock and 
my salvation; [he is] my defense: I shall not be greatly moved. 3 (62:4) How long will 
ye devise mischief against a man? will ye all assault him murderously, as though he 
were a falling wall, a tottering fence? 4 (62:5) Yea, from his height do they take counsel 
to cast [him] down; they delight in lies: with their mouth do they bless, but inwardly 
do they curse. Selah. 5 (62:6) Yea, in God hope in silence, my soul; for from him is my 
expectation. © (62:7) Only he is my rock and my salvation; [he is] my defence: I shall not 
be moved. 7 (62:8) With God are my salvation and my glory: the rock of my strength 
[and] my protection are in God. 8 (62:9) Trust in him at all times, O ye people; pour 
out before him your heart: God is a protection for us. Selah. ° (62:10) Verily nought 
are the sons of common men, a lie the sons of the great; they must rise in the balance; 
they are altogether [lighter] than nought. 1° (62:11) Do not put your trust in defrauding, 
and be not rendered vain through robbery: if riches flourish, set not your heart [upon 
them]. !! (62:12) Once hath God spoken; [yea,] twice [what] I have heard: that strength 
belongeth unto God. 1? (62:13) And unto thee, O Lord, belongeth kindness; for thou wilt 
recompense every man according to his works. 
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63 

1 “A psalm of David, when he was in the wilderness of Judah.” (63:2) O God, thou art 
my God; early will I seek thee: my soul thirsteth for thee, my flesh longeth for thee in 
a dry land, and it is faint without water. 2 (63:3) As I have beheld thee in the sanctuary, 
seeing thy strength and thy glory; 3 (63:4) Because thy kindness is better than life, my 
lips shall praise thee: 4 (63:5) Thus will I bless thee while I live; in thy name will I lift up 
my hands. 5 (63:6) As with fat and marrow will my soul be satisfied; and with tuneful lips 
shall my mouth praise thee. © (63:7) When I remember thee upon my couch, I meditate 
on thee in the night-watches. 7 (63:8) Because thou hast been a help unto me; and in the 
shadow of thy wings will I sing rejoicingly. 8 (63:9) My soul cleaveth unto following thee: 
me thy right hand upholdeth. ° (63:10) But those that seek my soul, to destroy it, shall 
go down into the lowest deeps of the earth. 1° (63:11) They shall be delivered up to the 
power of the sword: they shall become a prey for jackals. 1 (63:12) But the king shall 
rejoice in God: every one that sweareth by him shall glorify himself; for the mouth of 
those that speak falsehood shall be stopped. 


64 


1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (64:2) Hear my voice, O God, in my 
complaint: preserve my life from the dread of the enemy. 2 (64:3) Hide me from the 
secret counsel of evil-doers, from the tumultuous assault of the workers of wickedness; 
3 (64:4) Who whet their tongue like a sword, who aim with their arrow, the bitter word: 
4 (64:5) To shoot in secret at the innocent; suddenly do they shoot at him, and fear not. 
5 (64:6) They encourage themselves in an evil plan; they tell secretly of laying snares: 
they say, Who will see them? © (64:7) They search out iniquities; “We are ready with 
the carefully searched out device:” and the inward thought and heart of each is deeply 
[hidden]. 7 (64:8) But God shooteth at them suddenly [his] arrow;—[thence] are come 
their wounds. 8 (64:9) And their own tongues will stumble over themselves: all that look 
on them will shake their head. 9 (64:10) All men shall fear, and shall declare the deeds 
of God, and understand his works. 1° (64:11) The righteous shall rejoice in the Lord, and 
shall trust in him; and all the upright in heart shall glorify themselves. 


65 

1“To the chief musician, a psalm [and] song of David.” (65:2) For thee praise is waiting, 
O God, in Zion: and unto thee shall vows be paid. 2 (65:3) O thou that hearest prayer, 
unto thee all flesh shall come. 3 (65:4) The iniquitous things have become too mighty 
for me: our transgressions—these wilt thou wipe away. 4 (65:5) Happy is he whom thou 
choosest, and causest to approach, that he may dwell in thy courts: let us be satisfied 
with the happiness of thy house, the holiness of thy temple. 5 (65:6) With terrific deeds 
in righteousness wilt thou answer us, O God of our salvation, who art the confidence of 
all the ends of the earth, and of the sea, that are far away; © (65:7) Who setteth firmly the 
mountains by his power, who is girded with might; 7 (65:8) Who assuageth the roaring 
of the seas, the roaring of their waves, and the tumult of nations. 8 (65:9) And they 
that dwell in the uttermost parts are afraid of thy wondrous signs: the outgoings of 
the morning and evening thou causest to rejoice. ° (65:10) Thou hast thought of the 
earth, and waterest her abundantly; thou greatly enrichest her; the brook of God is full of 
water: thou preparest their corn, when thou hast thus prepared her. 1° (65:11) Watering 
her furrows abundantly, smoothing down her ridges, thou softenest her with showers; 
thou blessest her growth. 1 (65:12) Thou hast crowned the year of thy goodness; and thy 
tracks drop fatness: !2 (65:13) The pastures of the wilderness are dropping [with plenty]: 
and the hills are girt with gladness. 13 (65:14) The meadows are clothed with flocks, and 
the valleys are enveloped with corn: men shout for joy, [yea,] they also sing. 
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1“To the chief musician, a song or psalm.” Shout joyfully unto God, all ye lands: 2 Sing 
forth the glory of his name; make glorious his praise. 3 Say unto God, How fear-inspiring 
is every one of thy works! through the greatness of thy strength will thy enemies yield 
feigned obedience unto thee. 4 All the lands shall bow themselves down unto thee, and 
shall sing praises unto thee; they shall sing praises to thy name. Selah. > Come and see 
the deeds of God: fear-inspiring is his doing toward the children of men. ® He changed 
the sea into dry land: through the river they went on foot: there did we rejoice in him. 
7He ruleth by his might for ever; his eyes look upon the nations: the rebellious—these 
shall not be exalted. Selah. 8 Bless, O ye people, our God, and cause the voice of his praise 
to be heard: 9 Who hath appointed our soul to life, and hath not suffered our foot to slip. 
10 For thou hast proved us, O God: thou hast refined us, as silver is refined. !! Thou hast 
brought us into the net; thou hast placed fetters upon our loins. 12 Thou hast caused men 
to ride on our head: we entered into fire and into water; but thou broughtest us out to 
[the enjoyment] of overflowing plenty. a 131 will enter thy house with burnt-offerings: I 
will pay unto thee my vows, 14 Which my lips have uttered, and my mouth hath spoken, 
when I was in distress. 15 Burnt-offerings of fatlings will I offer up unto thee, with the 
incense of rams; I will prepare steers with he-goats. Selah. 1° Come, hear, and I will 
relate, all ye that fear God, what he hath done for my soul. 17 Unto him I cried with my 
mouth, and a song of extolling was on my tongue. 18 If I had looked on wickedness with 
my heart, the Lord would not have heard; 19 But verily God hath heard; he hath listened 
to the voice of my prayer. 2° Blessed be God, who hath not removed my prayer [from 
him], nor his kindness from me. 


1“To the chief musician on Neginoth, a psalm or song.” (67:2) May God be gracious 
unto us, and bless us; may he cause his face to shine upon us. Selah. 2 (67:3) That upon 
earth men may know thy way, among all nations thy salvation. 3 (67:4) The people will 
thank thee, O God; the people, all of them together, will thank thee. 4 (67:5) Nations 
will rejoice and sing for joy: when thou judgest the people righteously, and guidest the 
nations upon earth. Selah. > (67:6) The people will thank thee, O God; the people, all of 
them together, will thank thee. ¢ (67:7) The earth yieldeth her products: [yea,] God, our 
own God, bless us. 7 (67:8) God will bless us: and all the ends of the earth shall fear him. 


1“To the chief musician, by David, a Psalm or song.” (68:2) Oh that God would arise, 
that his enemies might be scattered, and those that hate him might flee before him. 
2 (68:3) As smoke is driven off, so drive them away: as wax melteth before the fire, so 
let the wicked perish at the presence of God. 3 (68:4) But the righteous shall rejoice; 
they shall exult before God: yea, they shall be exceedingly joyful. 4 (68:5) Sing unto God, 
sing praises to his name; extol him who rideth upon the heavens: the Everlasting is 
his name, and rejoice before him. 5 (68:6) A father of the fatherless, and a judge of the 
widows, is God in his holy habitation. ° (68:7) God places those who are solitary in the 
midst of their families: he bringeth out those who are bound unto happiness; but the 
rebellious dwell in a dry land. 7 (68:8) O God, when thou didst go forth before thy people, 
when thou didst tread along through the wilderness—Selah— 8 (68:9) The earth quaked, 
also the heavens dropped at the presence of God, yea, this Sinai, at the presence of God, 
the God of Israel. 9 (68:10) Rain of beneficence didst thou pour down, O God, whereby 
thou didst truly strengthen thy heritage, when it was weary. 1° (68:11) Thy assembly 
dwelt therein: thou didst prepare it with thy goodness for the afflicted [people]. O God, 
11 (68:12) The Lord gave [happy] tidings; they are published by the female messengers, 
a numerous host. 12 (68:13) The kings of the armies flee away—flee away: yet she that 
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tarried at home divideth the spoil. 13 (68:14) When ye lie still between the folds [of your 
cattle], [ye will be like] the wings of the dove covered with sliver, and her pinions shining 
with flaming gold. 14 (68:15) When the Almighty scattered kings in the midst of her, 
then even in darkness shone light [as pure] as snow. 1° (68:16) A mountain of God is 
the mount of Bashan; many peaks hath the mount of Bashan. 1¢ (68:17) Why watch ye 
enviously, ye many-peaked mountains, yonder mountain which God hath chosen for 
his residence? yea, the Lord will also dwell [there] for ever. 1” (68:18) The chariots of 
God are two myriads; thousands of angels [follow him]: the Lord is among them: so is 
Sinai holy [among mountains]. 18 (68:19) Thou didst ascend on high, lead away captives, 
receive gifts among men, yea, even the rebellious, to dwell among them. O Lord God. 
19 (68:20) Blessed be the Lord; day by day he loadeth us [with benefits]; our God is our 
salvation. Selah. 2° (68:21) Our God is to us the God of salvation: and by the Eternal the 
Lord are the escapes from death. 2! (68:22) But God will crush the head of his enemies, 
the hairy skull of him who walketh in his guiltiness. 22 (68:23) The Lord hath said, From 
Bashan will I bring back, I will bring back from the depths of the sea: 23 (68:24) In order 
that thou mayest wade with thy feet in blood, feeding the tongue of thy dogs from the 
enemies' blood. 24 (68:25) Men see thy goings forth, O God! the goings forth of my 
God, my King, into the sanctuary. 25 (68:26) First come singers, then follow players on 
instruments, in the midst of maidens playing on timbrels. 26 (68:27) In assemblies bless 
ye God, [praise] the Lord, ye sprung from Israel's fountain. 27 (68:28) There Benjamin the 
youngest leadeth them on, the princes of Judah in purple robes, the princes of Zebulun, 
the princes of Naphtali. 28 (68:29) Thy God hath ordained the rule to thee: strengthen, 
O God, what thou hast wrought for us. 29 (68:30) Because of thy temple over Jerusalem 
shall kings bring presents unto thee. 3° (68:31) Rebuke the wild beasts hiding among the 
reeds, the troops of steers among the calves of nations, that hasten along with presents 
of silver. He scattereth nations that are eager for the fight. 31 (68:32) Nobles will come 
out of Egypt: Ethiopia will stretch forth eagerly her hands unto God. 32 (68:33) Kingdoms 
of the earth, sing unto God; sing praises unto the Lord: Selah; 33 (68:34) To him who rideth 
over the highest heavens, of ancient days: hear! he sendeth forth his voice, the voice 
of might. 34 (68:35) Ascribe ye strength unto God: his excellency is over Israel, and his 
strength is in the skies. 35 (68:36) Thou art tremendous, O God, from thy holy residences: 
O God of Israel, [thou art] he that givest strength and power unto [thy] people. Blessed 
be God. 


69 


1“To the chief musician upon Shoshannim, by David.” (69:2) Save me, O God; for the 
waters are come even to threaten my life. 2 (69:3) Iam sunk in the mire of the deep, where 
there is no standing; I am come into the depths of the waters, and the flood overfloweth 
me. 3 (69:4) I am weary of my calling; my throat is hoarse; my eyes fail, while I hope 
for my God. 4 (69:5) More than the hairs of my head are those that hate me without 
a cause; numerous are those that would destroy me, that are my enemies wrongfully: 
what I have not robbed shall I now restore. 5 (69:6) O God, thou art well aware of my 
folly, and my guilty deeds are from thee not hidden. ¢ (69:7) Let not those that wait on 
thee, O Lord Eternal of hosts, be made ashamed through me: let not those that seek 
thee be confounded through me, O God of Israel. 7 (69:8) Because for thy sake have I 
borne reproach, hath confusion covered my face. 8 (69:9) A stranger am I become unto 
my brothers, and an alien unto my mother's children. 9 (69:10) Because the zeal for thy 
house hath devoured me; and the reproaches of those that reproached thee are fallen 
upon me. !° (69:11) When I wept at the fasting of my soul, it became a reproach to me. 
11 (69:12) And when I made sackcloth my garment, I became a proverb to them. 12 (69:13) 
Those that sit in the gate talk against me; and [about me make] songs the drinkers of 
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strong drink. 13 (69:14) But as for me, I direct my prayer unto thee, O Lord, in a time of 
favor; O God, in the multitude of thy kindness: answer me in the truth of thy salvation. 
14 (69:15) Deliver me out of the mire, that I may not sink: let me be delivered from those 
that hate me, and out of the depths of the waters. 15 (69:16) Let not the flood of waters 
overflow me, and let not the deep swallow me up, and let not the pit close its mouth upon 
me. 16 (69:17) Answer me, O Lord; for thy kindness is good: according to the multitude 
of thy mercies turn thou unto me. 17 (69:18) And hide not thy face from thy servant; 
for Iam in distress: make haste and answer me. 18 (69:19) Draw nigh unto my soul, and 
redeem it: because of my enemies do thou ransom me. 19 (69:20) Thou well knowest my 
reproach, and my shame, and my confusion: before thee are all my assailants. 2° (69:21) 
Reproach hath broken my heart; and I am sick; and I waited for pity, but there was none; 
and for comforters, but I found none. 21 (69:22) And they put into my food gall; and in 
my thirst they give me vinegar to drink. 2? (69:23) May [then] their table become a snare 
before them: and to those that are at peace, a trap. 23 (69:24) May their eyes become 
dark, that they cannot see; and make their loins continually to waver. 24 (69:25) Pour 
out over them thy indignation, and let the heat of thy anger overtake them. 25 (69:26) 
May their palace become desolate: in their tents let no one dwell. 2° (69:27) For whom 
thou hast smitten they persecute; and of the pain of those whom thou but wounded 
do they converse. 27 (69:28) Lay guilt upon their guilt; and let them not come into thy 
righteousness. 28 (69:29) Let them be blotted out of the book of the living; and with the 
righteous let them not be written down. 29 (69:30) But I am poor and suffering: let thy 
salvation, O God, set me up on high. 3° (69:31) I will praise the name of God with song, 
and will magnify him with thanksgiving. 31 (69:32) And this will please the Lord better 
than an ox or bullock having horns and cloven hoofs. 32 (69:33) The meek will see this, 
and be rejoiced: ye that seek God, and your heart shall revive. 33 (69:34) For the Lord 
listeneth unto the needy, and his prisoners he despiseth not. 34 (69:35) Let heaven and 
earth praise him, the seas, and every thing that moveth therein. 35 (69:36) For God will 
save Zion, and will build the cities of Judah: that they may abide there, and have it in 
possession: °¢ (69:37) And the seed of his servants shall inherit it; and they that love his 
name shall dwell therein. 


70 

1 “To the chief musician, by David, to bring to remembrance.” (70:2) O God, [arise] 
to deliver me; O Lord, make haste to help me. 2 (70:3) Let those that seek after my life 
be made ashamed and put to the blush: let those that desire my unhappiness be turned 
backward and put to confusion. 3 (70:4) Let them be turned backward in consequence of 
their shame, that say, Aha, aha. 4 (70:5) Let all those that seek thee be glad and rejoice 
in thee: and let such as love thy salvation say continually, God is great. 5 (70:6) But I am 
poor and needy, O God: come hastily unto me; my help and my deliverer art thou: O 
Lord, do not delay. 


71 

1 In thee, O Lord, do I put my trust; let me never be made ashamed. 2 In thy 
righteousness do thou deliver me and release me: incline thy ear unto me, and save me. 
3 Be thou unto me a rocky habitation, whereunto I may continually resort, which thou 
hast ordained to save me; for my rock and my strong-hold art thou. 40 my God, release 
me out of the hand of the wicked, out of the grasp of the unrighteous and violent man. 
5 For thou art my hope, O Lord Eternal: thou art my trust from my youth. © By thee have 
I been supported from my birth: thou art he that took me out of my mother's womb: of 
thee is my praise continually. 7 As a wonderful token have I been unto many; but thou art 
my strong refuge. § My mouth shall be filled with thy praise, and with thy glory all the 
day. 9 Cast me not off in the time of old age: when my strength faileth, forsake me not. 
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10 For my enemies speak of me; and they that watch for my soul take counsel together, 
11 Saying, “God hath forsaken him: pursue and seize him: for there is none to deliver.” 
12.0 God, be not far from me: O my God, hasten to my help. 1° Let those be made ashamed, 
let them perish, that are adversaries to my soul: let those be covered with reproach and 
dishonor that seek my unhappiness. !4 But I will continually hope, and will add yet more 
to all thy praise. 145 My mouth shall relate thy righteousness, all the day thy salvation; for 
I know not their numbers. 11 will come to praise the mighty deeds of the Lord Eternal: 
I will make mention of thy righteousness, yea, thine only. 17 0 God, thou hast taught me 
from my youth: and hitherto I ever tell of thy wondrous deeds. 18 Therefore also even 
in old age, and when I am grayheaded, O God, forsake me not: until I have told of thy 
strength unto [this] generation, to every one that may come of thy might. !° And thy 
righteousness, O God, reacheth even to the height, thou, who hast done great things: O 
God, who is like thee! 2° Thou, who hast shown me great distresses and misfortunes, wilt 
again revive me; and from the depths of the earth wilt thou bring me up again. 2! Thou 
wilt increase my greatness, and wilt turn round and comfort me. 22 Also I, I will thank 
thee with the psaltery, [for] thy truth, O my God: I will sing unto thee with the harp, 0 
thou Holy One of Israel. 23 My lips shall shout joyfully when I sing unto thee; and my 
soul [too], which thou hast redeemed. 24 Also my tongue shall speak all the day of thy 
righteousness; for ashamed, for put to the blush are those that seek my unhappiness. 


1“By Solomon.” O God, give unto the king thy decisions, and thy righteousness unto 
the king's son. 2 He shall decide for thy people with righteousness, and for thy afflicted 
with justice. 3 The mountains shall bear peace for the people, and the hills [the same], 
through righteousness. 4 He shall judge the afflicted of the people, he shall give help 
to the children of the needy; but he shall crush the oppressor. > They shall fear thee as 
long as the sun shineth, and in the presence of the moon, throughout all generations. 
6 He shall come down like rain upon the mown grass, as showers which are dropping on 
the earth. 7 In his days shall the righteous flourish; and abundance of peace [shall be] 


till the moon shall be no more. 8 And he shall have dominion from sea to sea, and from 
the river unto the ends of the earth. ? Before him shall bend down those that dwell in 
the wilderness; and his enemies shall lick the dust. 1° The kings of Tharshish and of the 


isles shall bring presents: the kings of Sheba and Seba shall offer gifts. 11 Yea, there shall 
bow down before him all kings: all nations shall serve him. 12 For he will deliver the 
needy when he crieth; the afflicted also, who hath no helper. 13 He will spare the poor 
and needy; and the souls of the needy will he assist. 14 From wrong and violence will he 
deliver their soul; and precious shall their blood be in his eyes. 15 And he shall live; and 
he will give him of the gold of Sheba: and he will pray in his behalf continually; all the 
time will he bless him. 1° There shall be an abundance of corn in the land; upon the top 
of the mountains its fruit shall shake like [the trees of] Lebanon; and [men] shall blossom 
out of the city like herbs of the earth. !” His name will endure for ever; in the presence 


of the sun his name shall flourish: and men shall bless themselves with him: all nations 
shall call him happy. !8 Blessed be the Lord the God, the God of Israel, who alone doth 


wondrous things. !9 And blessed he his glorious name for ever; and with his glory may 
the whole earth be filled: Amen, and Amen. 2° Here are ended the prayers of David the 
son of Jesse. 


1 BOOK THIRD: “A Psalm of Assaph.” Truly God is good to Israel, to such as are pure of 
heart. 2 But as for me, it lacked but little that my feet had been moved: almost nothing 
was needed that my steps had slipped. 3 For I was envious at the arrogant, when I saw the 
prosperity of the wicked. 4 For there are no deadly fetters for them, but their strength 
is firm. 5 They share not in the trouble of mortals, and with men are they not afflicted. 
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6 Therefore is pride their neck-chain: violence envelopeth them as a garment. 7 Their 
eyes start out from fatness: they have exceeded their heart's imaginings. 8 They scorn, 
and speak wickedly of oppression: loftily do they speak. 9 They set their mouth in the 
heavens, and their tongue walketh busily on the earth. 1° Therefore do his people turn 
away hither: and waters of a full cup are drained by them. 1 And they say, How should 
God know? and is there knowledge in the Most High? 12 Behold, these are the wicked; 
and yet prospering continually they increase in wealth. 13 Verily in vain have I thus 
cleansed my heart, and have washed in innocency my hands: 4 While I was afflicted 
all the day, and my chastisement [came] every morning. 1 But if I were to say, I will 
speak thus: behold, I would be treacherous against the generation of thy children. !°And 
when! should think to know this, it would be trouble in my eyes; 7 Until I enter into the 
sanctuary of God; and understand what their future will be. 18 Surely thou placest them 
on slippery spots: thou lettest them fall down into destruction. 19 How are they brought 
into desolation, as ina moment! they perish, they come to their end with terrific events. 
20 As a dream after awaking, O Lord, reject thou in wrath their image. 2! For it fermented 
in my heart, and in my reins I felt sharp thrusts; 2? But I was indeed foolish, and I knew it 
not: I was as a [thoughtless] beast with thee. 23 Nevertheless I am continually with thee: 
thou hast seized hold of me by my right hand. 24 With thy counsel wilt thou guide me, 
and afterward take me on to glory. 25 Whom have I in heaven? and beside thee I desire 
nothing upon earth. 2° Though my flesh and my heart should fall; yet the rock of my 
heart, and my portion will be God for ever. 27 For, lo, those that are far from thee shall 
perish: thou destroyest every one that strayeth away from thee. 2° But as regardeth me, 
to draw near to God is good for me: I have put in the Lord Eternal my trust, that I may 
relate all thy works. 


74 

1“A Maskil of Assaph.” Why, O God, hast thou cast us off for ever? why will thy anger 
smoke against the flock of thy pasture? 2 Remember thy congregation, which thou didst 
acquire of old; which thou didst redeem as the tribe of thy inheritance: this mount Zion, 
whereon thou hast dwelt. 3 Lift up thy steps unto the perpetual heaps of ruins: the 
enemy hath ill-used every thing in the sanctuary. 4 Thy adversaries have roared in the 
midst of thy places of assembly: they have set up their signs for signs. 5 [The enemy] is 
known as one that lifteth up high axes against the thickets of a forest. © And now they 
hew in pieces the carved work thereof altogether with hatchets and hammers. 7 They 
have set on fire thy sanctuary; to the ground have they profaned the dwelling-place of 
thy name. 8 They have said in their heart, We will oppress them altogether: they have 
burnt up all the places of assembly of God in the land. ° Our signs do we not see: there 
is no more any prophet: and there is no one among us that knoweth how long. 1° How 
long, O God, shall the adversary utter defiance? shall the enemy blaspheme thy name 
for ever? 11 Why withdrawest thou thy hand, and thy right hand? [draw it] out of thy 
bosom—exterminate [them]; !2 Since [thou] God art my King from olden days, working 
salvation in the midst of the earth. !° It was thou that didst divide by thy strength the 
sea: thou brokest in pieces the heads of the crocodiles on the waters. 14Thou didst crush 
the heads of leviathan, and gavest them as food to the people inhabiting the wilderness. 
15 Thou didst cleave fountain and stream: thou didst dry up ever-flowing rivers. 1° Thine 
is the day and thine is the night: it is thou who hast prepared the luminary and the sun. 
17 Tt is thou who hast set up all the boundaries of the earth: summer and winter—thou 
thyself hast formed them. 18 Remember this, that the enemy hath defied the Lord, and 
that a worthless foolish people have blasphemed thy name. 19 Oh give not up unto the 
multitude of enemies the soul of thy turtle-dove: the congregation of thy afflicted do 
not thou forget for ever. 2° Look unto the covenant; for the dark places of the earth are 
full of habitations of violence. 21 Oh let not the oppressed return confounded: let the 
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poor and needy praise thy name. 22 Arise, O God, plead thy own cause: remember thy 
defiance from the worthless fool all the day. 23 Forget not the voice of thy adversaries: 
the tumult of those that rise up against thee ascendeth continually. 


7 
1 “To the chief musician, Al-tashcheth, a psalm or song of Asaph.” (75:2) We give 
thanks unto thee, O God, we give thanks, and nigh is thy name: men relate thy wondrous 
deeds. 2 (75:3) “For I will take up a fixed time when I will judge uprightly. 3 (75:4) The 
earth and all her inhabitants are melting away: I myself establish firmly her pillars.” 
Selah. 4 (75:5) I said unto the arrogant, Deal not arrogantly: and to the wicked, Lift not 
up the horn. 5 (75:6) Lift not up on high your horn, speak not with a stiffly erect neck. 
6 (75:7) For neither from the rising [of the sun], nor from [his] setting, nor from the 
wilderness of mountains [cometh this]; 7 (75:8) But God is the judge: he lowereth one, 
and lifteth up another, 8 (75:9) For there is a cup in the hand of the Lord, and the wine 
foameth, it is full of mixture: and he poureth out of the same; but its lees they drain, 
they drink—all the wicked of the earth. ° (75:10) But I will declare for ever, I will sing 
praises to the God of Jacob. 1° (75:11) And all the horns of the wicked will I hew off; but 

the horns of the righteous shall be exalted. 


76 

1 “To the chief musician on Neginoth, a psalm or song of Assaph.” (76:2) In Judah 
hath God been made known: in Israel is his name great. 2 (76:3) And in Salem was his 
tabernacle made, and his dwelling-place in Zion. 3 (76:4) There broke he the shining 
arrows of the bow, shield, and sword, and battle. Selah. 4 (76:5) Thou art more brilliant, 
more excellent than the mountains [full] of prey. 5 (76:6) Bereft of reason are the 
stouthearted, they slumber their sleep: and none of the men of might have found [the 
use of] their hands. ° (76:7) From thy rebuke, O God of Jacob, lie in deep sleep both chariot 
and horse. 7 (76:8) Thou—thou art to be feared: and who may stand in thy sight when 
once thy anger [is kindled]? 8 (76:9) From heaven hast thou caused [thy] sentence to be 
heard: the earth feared, and became still, 9 (76:10) When God rose to judgment, to save 
all the lowly of the earth. Selah. 1° (76:11) For the fury of man shall praise thee: the 
remainder of the fury wilt thou gird about thee. 1 (76:12) Make vows, and pay [them] 
unto the Lord your God, all ye that are round about him: let men bring presents unto him 
that exciteth fear. 12 (76:13) He will cut down the spirit of the powerful: he is terrible to 
the kings of the earth. 


1 “To the chief musician on Jeduthun, by Assaph a psalm.” (77:2) [I lift up] my voice 
unto God, and I cry; [I lilt up] my voice unto God: do then give ear unto me. 2 (77:3) On 
the day of my distress I sought the Lord; in the night my hand was stretched out, and did 
not cease: my soul refused to be comforted. 3 (77:4) I think of God, and moan: I reflect, 
and my spirit is overwhelmed. Selah. 4 (77:5) Thou holdest my eyes awake: I am troubled 
and I cannot speak. 5 (77:6) I think over the days of old, the years of ancient times. (77:7) 
I call to remembrance my song in the night; with my own heart I reflect: and my spirit 
maketh diligent search. 7 (77:8) Will the Lord cast me off for ever? and will he never 
more give his favor again? 8 (77:9) Is his kindness spent for ever? is his promise come 
to an end for all generations? ° (77:10) Hath God forgotten to be gracious? or hath he 
shut up in anger his mercies? Selah. !°(77:11) And I said, This shall be my entreaty, [for] 
the years of the right hand of the Most High. 11 (77:12) I will remember the deeds of the 
Lord; for I will remember out of ancient times thy wonders. !2 (77:13) I will meditate also 
of all thy work, and on thy deeds will I reflect. 13 (77:14) O God, in holiness is thy way: 
where is there a god so great as God? 14(77:15) Thou art the God that dost wonders: thou 
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hast made known among the people thy strength. 15 (77:16) Thou hast redeemed with 
[a mighty] arm thy people, the sons of Jacob and Joseph. Selah. 1° (77:17) The waters 
saw thee, O God, the waters saw thee; they shook: also the depths trembled. 17 (77:18) 
The clouds poured out water; the skies sent forth thunder: also thy arrows sped along. 
18 (77:19) The voice of thy thunder was in the whirlwind; lightnings gave light to the 
world; the earth trembled and quaked, 1° (77:20) Through the sea led thy way, and thy 
path was through mighty waters, and thy footsteps could not be known. 2° (77:21) Thou 
didst lead like a flock thy people by means of Moses and Aaron. 


78 


1 “A Maskil of Assaph.” Give ear, O my people, to my instruction: incline thy ear to 
the words of my mouth. 21 will open with a parable my mouth: I will utter riddles out of 


ancient times; 3 Which we have heard and know, and which our fathers have related unto 
us. 4 We will not conceal them from their children, relating to the latest generation the 


praises of the Lord, and his strength, and his wonderful deeds which he hath done. 5 Yea, 
he established a testimony in Jacob, and instituted a law in Israel, which he commanded 
our fathers, that they should make them known to their children: © In order that the 
latest generation might know them, even the children that are to be born; that they 
may arise and relate them to their children; 7 That they may place in God their hope, 
and not forget the doings of God, but observe his commandments; § And that they may 
not be like their fathers, a stubborn and rebellious generation; a generation that had not 
directed their heart firmly, and whose spirit was not faithful to God. 9 The children of 
Ephraim, like well-armed archers, that turn round on the day of battle, 1° Kept not the 
covenant of God, and in his law they refused to walk; 11 And they forgot his deeds, as also 
his wonders, which he had permitted them to see. !2In the presence of their fathers did 
he do wonders, in the land of Egypt, in the fields of Zo'an. 15 He divided the sea, and 
caused them to pass through; and he made the waters stand upright as a wall. !4 And 
he led them with the cloud by day, and all the night with a light of fire. 15 He split rocks 
in the wilderness, and gave them drink as out of the mighty deep. 1° And he brought 
forth running streams out of the rock, and caused water to run down like rivers. 17 But 
they repeated to sin yet more against him, rebelling against the Most High in the desert. 
18 And they tempted God in their heart, by asking food for their desire. 19 Yea, they 
spoke against God: they said, Will God be able to set in order a table in the wilderness? 
20 Behold, he smote the rock, so that waters gushed out, and streams overflowed: shall 
he also be able to give bread? or can he provide flesh for his people? 2! Therefore, when 
the Lord heard this, he became wroth: and a fire was kindled against Jacob, and anger 
also ascended against Israel, 22 Because they had not believed in God, and had not trusted 


in his salvation. 23 Then he ordained the skies from above, and the doors of heaven he 
opened; 24 And he let rain down upon them manna to eat, and the corn of heaven gave 


he unto them. 25 Angels' bread did man eat: he sent them provision to satisfaction. 2° He 
caused an east wind to pass along the heavens; and he led forth by his strength the south 
wind. 27 And he let rain upon them flesh [as plentiful] as the dust, and winged birds like 
the sand of the sea; 28 And he let them fall in the midst of their camp, round about their 
habitations. 29 And they ate, and were greatly satisfied, and what they longed for he 
brought unto them. 3° They were not estranged from their longing, yet was their food 
in their mouth: 3! When the wrath of God ascended against them, and he slew some of 
the fattest of them, and the young men of Israel did he strike down. 32 With all this they 
sinned again, and believed not in his wonders. 33 Therefore he caused their days to come 
to an end in nought, and their years in dread. 34 When he slew them, then did they seek 
him, and they returned and inquired earnestly after God. 35 And they remembered that 
God was their rock, and the most high God their redeemer. 3° Nevertheless they prayed 
insincerely to him with their mouth, and with their tongue they lied unto him. 37 For 
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their heart was not firm with him, and they were not faithful in his covenant. 38 But 
he, being merciful, forgave the iniquity, and destroyed [them] not: yea, many a time 
turned he his anger away, and did not awaken all his fury. 39 And he remembered that 
they are but flesh, a spirit that passeth away, and returneth not again. 4° How oft did 
they rebel against him in the wilderness, grieve him in the desert! 41 Yea, they once 
more tempted God, and set limits to the Holy One of Israel. 42 They remembered not 
his hand, the day when he ransomed them from the adversary; 42 When he displayed 
in Egypt his signs, and his wonderful tokens in the fields of Zo'an. 44 And he changed 
their rivers into blood; and their running streams, that they could not drink [of them]. 
45 He sent out among them various wild beasts, which devoured them; and frogs, which 
destroyed them. 4° And he gave unto the cricket their products, and their labor unto the 
locust. 47 He slew with hail their vines, and their sycamore-trees with ice-bolts. 48 And 
he surrendered to the hail their cattle, and their herds to the lightning's flashes. 49 He 
let loose against them the fierceness of his anger, wrath and indignation, and distress, 
a host of angels of misfortune. °° He leveled a path for his anger; he withheld not from 
death their soul, and their life he surrendered to the pestilence; 5! And he smote all 
the first-born in Egypt; the first of their strength in the tents of Ham; 52 But he caused 
his own people to depart like flocks, and guided them like a drove in the wilderness. 
53 And he led them in safety, so that they felt no dread; but the sea covered over their 
enemies. 54 And he brought them to his holy territory, even to this mount, which his 
right hand had acquired. 55 And he drove out from before them nations, and divided 
them by the measuring-line as an inheritance, and he caused to dwell in their tents the 
tribes of Israel. 5° Yet they tempted and rebelled against the most high God, and his 
testimonies they kept not; >” But swerved aside, and dealt unfaithfully like their fathers; 
they turned about like a deceitful bow. 58 And they provoked him to anger with their 
high-places, and with their graven images they moved him to jealousy. 59 God heard 
this, and he became wroth, and felt greatly disgusted with Israel; ©° And he cast off the 
dwelling at Shiloh, the tabernacle where he had dwelt among men; ®! And he gave up his 
strength unto captivity, and his glory into the adversary's hand. ® And he surrendered 
his people unto the sword; and with his inheritance was he wroth. ®3 His young men the 
fire devoured; and his virgins were not demanded in marriage. “ His priests fell by the 
sword; and his widows did not weep. © Then awoke the Lord as one that sleepeth, like a 
mighty man that shouteth by reason of wine. And he smote his enemies backward: a 
perpetual disgrace on them. ©” Yet was he disgusted with the tent of Joseph, and of the 
tribe of Ephraim he made not choice; ©8 But he chose the tribe of Judah, the mount Zion 
which he loved. ©? And he built like high [mountains] his sanctuary, like the earth which 


he hath founded for ever. 7° And he made choice of David his servant, and took him from 
the sheep-folds: 71 From following the ewes with young he brought him, to feed Jacob 


his people, and Israel his inheritance. 72 And he fed them according to the integrity of 
his heart; and by the skilfulness of his hands did he lead them. 


79 


1 “A psalm of Assaph.” O God! nations have entered into thy heritage; they have 
profaned thy holy temple; they have rendered Jerusalem heaps of ruins. 2 They have 
given the dead bodies of thy servants as food unto the fowls of the heaven, the flesh of 
thy pious ones unto the beasts of the earth. 3 They have shed their blood like water all 
round about Jerusalem: and there is no one to bury them. 4 We are become a reproach 
to our neighbors, a scorn and derision to those that are round about us. > How long, 
Lord? wilt thou be indignant for ever? shall thy jealousy burn like fire? © Pour out 
thy fury over the nations that acknowledge thee not, and over the kingdoms that have 
not called on thy name. 7 For they have devoured Jacob, and laid waste his dwelling- 
place. §Oh remember not against us the iniquities of our fathers: make haste, let thy 
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mercies come to our aid; for we are very miserable. ° Help us, O God of our salvation, 
because of the glory of thy name; and deliver us, and atone for our sins, for the sake of thy 
name. 1° Wherefore shall the nations say, Where is their God? let there be made known 
among the nations before our eyes, the vengeance for the blood of thy servants which 
hath been shed. 1 Let the sighing of the prisoner come before thee: according to the 
greatness of thy almighty power preserve thou those that are doomed to death; 12 And 
recompense unto our neighbors sevenfold into their bosom their defiance wherewith 
they have defied thee, O Lord. 13 But we thy people and the flock of thy pasture will give 
thanks unto thee for ever: from generation to generation will we relate thy praise. 


80 

1 “To the chief musician upon Shoshannim; an 'Eduth by Assaph; a psalm.” (80:2) O 
Shepherd of Israel, give ear, thou that leadest Joseph like a flock; thou that dwellest 
between the cherubims, shine forth. 2 (80:3) Before Ephraim and Benjamin and 
Menasseh awaken thy might, and come to our help. 3 (80:4) O God, cause us to return, and 
let thy countenance shine, that we may be saved. 4 (80:5) O Lord of hosts, how long shall 
thy anger smoke against the prayer of thy people? 5 (80:6) Thou feedest them with the 
bread of tears, and givest them tears to drink in great measure. ©(80:7) Thou renderest us 
a contest unto our neighbors: and our enemies hold derision among themselves. 7 (80:8) 
O God of hosts, cause us to return, and let thy countenance shine, that we may be saved. 
8 (80:9) A vine didst thou remove out of Egypt: thou drovest out nations, and plantedst 
it. ° (80:10) Thou didst clear out a place before it, and it struck its root deeply, and it 
filled the land. 1° (80:11) Mountains were covered with its shadow, and with its boughs 
the cedars of God. 1 (80:12) It sent out its tendrils as far as the sea, and unto the river 
its suckers. 12 (80:13) Wherefore hast thou now broken down its fences, so that all who 
pass by the way pluck the fruit from it? 13 (80:14) The boar out of the forest doth gnaw 
at it, and what moveth on the field feedeth on it. 14 (80:15) O God of hosts, return; I pray 
thee, look down from heaven, and behold, and think of this vine; 15 (80:16) And of the 
sprout which thy right hand hath planted, and of the branch that thou hast made strong 
for thyself. 16 (80:17) It is burnt with fire, it is hewn down; because of the rebuke of thy 
countenance do they perish. 17 (80:18) Let thy hand be over the man of thy right hand, 
over the son of man whom thou hast made strong for thyself. 18 (80:19) Then will we not 
swerve from thee: revive us again, and we will call on thy name. 19 (80:20) O Lord God of 
hosts, cause us to return: let thy countenance shine, that we may be saved. 


81 

1 “To the chief musician upon Gittith; by Assaph.” (81:2) Sing aloud unto God our 
strength: shout joyfully unto the God of Jacob. ? (81:3) Lift up psalm, and bring hither 
the timbrel, the pleasant harp with the psaltery. 3 (81:4) Blow on the new moon the 
cornet, at the time appointed, on the day of our feast. 4 (81:5) For this is a statute for 
Israel, an ordinance by the God of Jacob. 5 (81:6) As a testimony in Joseph did he ordain 
it, when he went out over the land of Egypt. The language of one I had not known did I 
hear. © (81:7) removed from the burden his shoulder: his hands left behind the burden- 
basket. 7 (81:8) In distress thou didst call, and I delivered thee; I answered thee in the 
secret of the thunder: I proved thee at the waters of Meribah. Selah. 8 (81:9) Hear, O 
my people, and I will give warning unto thee; 0 Israel, if thou wouldst but hearken unto 
me! 9 (81:10) There shall not be among thee a foreign God; nor shalt thou bow thyself 
down to any strange God. 1° (81:11) I am the Lord thy God, who have brought thee up 
out of the land of Egypt: open wide thy mouth, and I will fill it. 11 (81:12) But my people 
did not hearken to my voice; and Israel was not willing [to follow] me. !2 (81:13) So I let 
them go in the stubbornness of their own hearts: and they walked in their own counsels. 
13 (81:14) Oh that my people would hearken unto me, that Israel would walk in my ways! 
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14 (81:15) In a little while would I subdue their enemies, and against their adversaries 
would I turn my hand. 15 (81:16) The haters of the Lord should offer flattery unto him; 
but their time should endure for ever. 1° (81:17) And he would feed him with the best of 
wheat: and out of the rock would I satisfy thee with honey. 


82 

1“A psalm of Assaph.” God standeth in the congregation of God, in the midst of judges 
doth he judge. 2 How long will ye judge unjustly, and treat with favor the face of the 
wicked? Selah. 3 Judge uprightly the poor and fatherless: do justice to the afflicted 
and indigent. 4 Release the poor and needy: deliver them out of the power of the 
wicked. 5 They know not, nor will they understand; in darkness do they walk on: all 
the foundations of the earth are moved. °I have indeed said, Ye are gods; and children of 
the most High are all of you. 7 But verily like men shall ye die, and like one of the princes 
shall ye fall. 8 Arise, O God, judge the earth; for thou wilt possess all the nations. 


1 “A song or psalm of Assaph.” (83:2) O God, take no rest for thyself: be not silent and 
keep not still, O God! 2 (83:3) For, lo, thy enemies make a tumult, and they that hate thee 
have lifted up their head. 3 (83:4) Against thy people they take crafty secret device, and 
they consult against those whom thou protectest. 4 (83:5) They have said, Come, and 
let us cut them off from being a nation; and the name of Israel shall be remembered 
no more. ° (83:6) For they have consulted cordially together; against thee they make a 
covenant: © (83:7) The tents of Edom, and the Ishmaelites: Moab, and the Hagarenes; 
7 (83:8) Gebal, and 'Ammon, and 'Amalek; the Philistines with the inhabitants of Tyre; 
8 (83:9) Also Asshur is joined with them; they have become an arm unto the children 
of Lot. Selah. 9? (83:10) Do unto them as [unto] Midian; as to Sissera, as to Jabin, at the 
brook Kishon: 1° (83:11) Who were annihilated at 'En-dor; they became as dung for the 
ground, 11 (83:12) Render them, their nobles, like 'Oreb, and like Zeeb; yea, like Zebach 
and like Zalmunna' all their princes; 12 (83:13) Who said, Let us conquer for ourselves 
the dwellings of God, 13 (83:14) O my God, render them like the thistle-down, like stubble 
before the wind. 14 (83:15) As the fire burneth up a forest, and as the flame setteth the 
mountains on fire: 45 (83:16) So pursue them with thy storm, and with thy whirlwind do 
thou terrify them. 16 (83:17) Fill their faces with shame, that they may seek thy name, O 
Lord! 17 (83:18) Let them be made ashamed and terrified for ever and aye; yea, let them 
be put to the blush and perish: 18 (83:19) That they may know that thou, whose name is 
the Eternal, art by thyself alone, the Most High over all the earth. 


1 “To the chief musician upon Gittith, by the sons of Korach, a psalm.” (84:2) How 
lovely are thy dwelling-places, O Lord of hosts! 2(84:3) My soul desired, yea, it also longed 
for the courts of the Lord: my heart and my flesh shout with joy unto the living God. 
3 (84:4) Even as the sparrow hath found a house, and the swallow a nest for herself, where 
she may lay her young:—[have I found] thy altars, O Lord of hosts, my King, and my God. 
4 (84:5) Happy are they who dwell in thy house: they will be continually praising thee. 
Selah. 5 (84:6) Happy is the man whose strong confidence is in thee, [all] whose heart 
reflecteth on the paths [of righteousness]. °(84:7) Passing through the valley of weeping, 
they will change it into a spring: also the early rain covereth it with blessings. 7 (84:8) 
They go from strength to strength, each of them appeareth before God in Zion. 8 (84:9) 
O Lord God of hosts, hear my prayer: give ear, O God of Jacob. Selah. ° (84:10) [Thou,] 
our shield, behold, 0 God, and look upon the face of thy anointed. 1° (84:11) For better 
is a day in thy courts than a thousand [elsewhere]: I would rather choose to wait at the 
threshold of the house of my God, than to dwell in the tents of wickedness. 11 (84:12) For 
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a sun and shield is the Lord God; grace and glory will the Lord give; he will not withhold 
any good from those that walk with integrity. 12 (84:13) O Lord of hosts, happy is the man 
that trusteth in thee. 


85 

1 “To the chief musician, by the sons of Korach, a psalm.” (85:2) Thou hast been 
favorable, O Lord, unto thy land: thou hast brought back the captivity of Jacob. 2 (85:3) 
Thou hast forgiven the iniquity of thy people: thou hast covered over all their sin. Selah. 
3 (85:4) Thou hast taken away all thy wrath: thou hast relinquished the fierceness of thy 
anger. 4 (85:5) Return to us, O God of our salvation, and cause thy ill-will toward us to 
cease. 5 (85:6) Wilt thou be wroth with us for ever? wilt thou extend thy anger from 
generation to generation? © (85:7) Wilt thou not [now] revive us again, that thy people 
may rejoice in thee? 7 (85:8) Show us thy kindness, O Lord, and grant us thy salvation. 
8 (85:9) I will hear what God the Lord will speak; for he will speak peace unto his people, 
and to his pious ones: only let them not turn again to folly. ° (85:10) Surely, nigh is his 
salvation unto those that fear him: that glory may dwell in our land. 1°(85:11) Kindness 
and truth are met together: righteousness and peace kiss each other. 11 (85:12) Truth 
will grow up out of the earth, and righteousness will look down from heaven. 2 (85:13) 
Yea, the Lord will also give the good, and our land will yield its products. 1 (85:14) 
Righteousness will walk firmly before him, and will make [level] the way by its steps. 


86 

1“A prayer of David.” Incline, O Lord, thy ear, answer me; for poor and needy am I. 
2Preserve my soul; for 1am pious: help thy servant, O thou my God, that trusteth in thee. 
3 Be gracious unto me, O Lord; for unto thee I call all the time. 4 Cause to rejoice the soul 
of thy servant; for unto thee, O Lord, do I lift my soul. 5 For thou, O Lord, art good and 
forgiving, and abundant in kindness unto all that call on thee. © Give ear, O Lord, unto 
my prayer, and attend to the voice of my supplications. 7 On the day of my distress will I 
call on thee; for thou wilt answer me. ® There is none like unto thee among the Gods, O 
Lord; and there is nothing like thy works. ? All the nations whom thou hast made shall 
come and bow themselves down before thee, O Lord; and they shall ascribe honor unto 
thy name. !° For great art thou, and doing wondrous things: thou art God by thyself 
alone. !! Teach me, O Lord, thy way; I will walk firmly in thy truth: unite my heart to 
fear thy name. !21 will thank thee, O Lord my God, with all my heart, and I will honor thy 
name for evermore. !3 For thy kindness is great toward me: and thou hast delivered my 
soul from the grave of the lower world. !4 0 God, the presumptuous are risen up against 
me, and the assembly of the powerful wicked have sought after my life, and have not set 
thee before them. !5 But thou, O Lord, art God, full of mercy, and gracious, longsuffering, 
and abundant in kindness and truth. 1° Oh turn unto me, and be gracious unto me: give 
thy strength unto thy servant, and save the son of thy handmaid. !7 Display on mea sign 
for good, that those who hate me may see it, and be ashamed; because thou, Lord, hast 
helped me, and comforted me. 


87 
1 “By the sons of Korach; a psalm or song.” It is founded by him on holy mountains. 
2 The Lord loveth the gates of Zion more than all the dwellings of Jacob. 3 Glorious things 
are spoken of thee, O city of God. Selah. 41 will make mention of Rahab and Babylon as 
those that know me; behold, here is Philistia, and Tyre, with Ethiopia: “This man was 


born there.” 5 But of Zion will it be said, “This and that man were born in her:” and the 
Most High himself doth establish her. © The Lord will number when he writeth down 


nations. “This man was born there.” Selah. 7 And the singers as well as the players on 
instruments shall be there: all my springs [of joy] are in thee. 
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88 

1 “A song or psalm of the sons of Korach, to the chief musician upon Machalath- 
le'annoth, a Maskil of Heman the Ezrachite.” (88:2) O Lord the God of my salvation, 
by day do I cry, [and] at night I am before thee. 2 (88:3) Let my prayer come unto thy 
presence; incline thy ear unto my entreaty. 3 (88:4) For my soul is sated with troubles; 
and my life draweth nigh unto the nether world. 4 (88:5) I am counted with those that 
descend into the pit; I am become as a man without vigor: 5 (88:6) Free among the dead, 
like the slain that dwell in the grave, whom thou rememberest no more; and those that 
are cut off by thy hand. © (88:7) Thou hast laid me in the pit of the lower world, in 
darkness, in the depths. 7 (88:8) Upon me lieth heavily thy fury, and with all thy billows 
hast thou afflicted me. Selah. 8 (88:9) Thou hast removed my acquaintances far from 
me; thou hast rendered me an abomination unto them: I am imprisoned, and I cannot 
go forth. ° (88:10) My eye languisheth by reason of affliction: I call on thee, 0 Lord, every 
day, I stretch out unto thee my hands. 1° (88:11) Wilt thou display wonders to the dead? 
shall the departed arise [and] thank thee? Selah. 11 (88:12) Shall thy kindness be related 
in the grave? thy faithfulness in the place of corruption? 12 (88:13) Shall thy wonders 
be acknowledged in the darkness? and thy righteousness in the land of forgetfulness? 
13 (88:14) Yet I cry indeed aloud unto thee, O Lord; and in the morning shall my prayer 
come before thee. !4 (88:15) Why, O Lord, wilt thou cast off my soul? [why] wilt thou 
hide thy face from me? 15 (88:16) I am afflicted and perishing from my youth up: I bear 
thy terrors, I am distracted. 16 (88:17) Over me have the fires of thy wrath passed; thy 
terrors have destroyed me; !7 (88:18) They encompass me like water all the time; they 
have closed in round about me together. 18 (88:19) Thou hast removed far from me lover 
and friend, my acquaintances [are in] darkness. 


89 

1 “A Maskil of Ethan the Ezrachite.” (89:2) The kindnesses of the Lord will I for ever 
sing: from generation to generation will I make known thy faithfulness with my mouth. 
2 (89:3) For I have said, To eternity will kindness be built up: the heavens—yea, in these 
wilt thou establish thy faithfulness. 3 (89:4) “I have made a covenant with my elect, I have 
sworn unto David my servant, 4 (89:5) Unto eternity will I establish thy seed, and I will 
build up thy throne, from generation to generation.” Selah. 5 (89:6) And the heavens 
praise thy wonder, O Lord: also thy faithfulness in the assembly of holy ones. © (89:7) 
For who in the sky can be compared unto the Lord? who can be likened unto the Lord 
among the sons of the mighty? 7 (89:8) God is greatly terrific in the secret council of the 
holy ones and fear-inspiring over all that are about him. 8 (89:9) O Lord God of hosts, 
who is powerful, like thee, Eternal! and thy faithfulness is round about thee. 9 (89:10) 
Thou rulest over the pride of the sea: when its waves are lifted up, thou assuagest them. 
10 (89:11) Thou didst crush Rahab as one that is slain: with thy strong arm didst thou 
scatter thy enemies. 1 (89:12) Thine are the heavens, also thine is the earth: as for the 
world and what filleth it, thou hast founded them. 12 (89:13) The north and the south— 
these hast thou created: Tabor and Chermon shall rejoice in thy name. 13 (89:14) Thine is 
the powerful arm, with might: strong is thy hand, and exalted is thy right hand. 14 (89:15) 
Righteousness and justice are the prop of thy throne: kindness and truth precede thy 
presence. 15 (89:16) Happy is the people that know the cornet's sound: O Lord, in the light 
of thy countenance will they ever walk firmly. 16 (89:17) In thy name will they be glad all 
the day, and in thy righteousness will they be exalted. 17 (89:18) For thou art the glory of 
their strength; and through thy favor will our horn be exalted. 18 (89:19) For of the Lord 
is our shield; and of the Holy One of Israel is our king. 19 (89:20) Then spokest thou in a 
vision to thy pious [servant], and saidst, “I have bestowed help to one that is mighty; I 
have exalted a youth out of the people; 2° (89:21) I have found David my servant; with my 
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holy oil have I anointed him; 21 (89:22) With whom my hand shall be firmly established; 
also my arm shall strengthen him; 22 (89:23) The enemy shall not exact from him like 
a lender: and the son of injustice shall not afflict him: 23 (89:24) And I will beat down 
before his face his assailants, and those that hate him will I plague. 24 (89:25) But my 
faithfulness and my kindness shall be with him: and through my name shall his horn 
be exalted. 25 (89:26) And I will place on the sea his hand, and on the rivers his right 
hand. 26 (89:27) He will call unto me, Thou art my father, my God, and the rock of my 
salvation. 27 (89:28) Also I will appoint my first-born, the highest among the kings of the 
earth. 28 (89:29) For evermore will I keep for him my kindness, and my covenant shall 
stand faithfully with him. 29 (89:30) And I appoint for ever his seed, and his throne as the 
days of heaven. 2° (89:31) If his children forsake my law, and walk not in my ordinances; 
31 (§9:32) If they profane my statutes, and keep not my commandments: °2 (89:33) Then 
will I visit with the rod their transgressions, and with plagues their iniquity. 33 (89:34) 
Nevertheless my kindness will I not make utterly void from him, and I will not act falsely 
against my faithfulness. 34 (89:35) I will not profane my covenant, and what is gone out 
of my lips will I not alter. 35 (89:36) One thing have I sworn by my holiness, that I will 
not lie unto David. 3° (89:37) His seed shall endure for ever, and his throne shall be like 
the sun before me. 37 (89:38) Like the moon shall it be firmly established for ever, and as 
this faithful witness in the sky.” Selah. 38 (89:39) And yet thou hast east off and despised, 
thou hast become wroth with thy anointed. 39 (89:40) Thou hast made void the covenant 
of thy servant: thou hast profaned, down to the ground, his crown. 4° (89:41) Thou hast 
broken down all his fences: thou hast brought his strong-holds to terror. 41 (89:42) All 
that pass by the way plunder him: he is become a reproach to his neighbors. 42 (89:43) 
Thou hast raised up the right hand of his assailants: thou hast caused all his enemies 
to rejoice. 43 (89:44) Thou hast also turned the edge of his sword, and hast not let him 
stand erect in the battle. 4 (89:45) Thou hast made his brilliancy cease; and his throne 
hast thou thrown down to the ground. 4° (89:46) Thou hast shortened the days of his 
youth: thou hast enshrouded him with shame. Selah. 4¢ (89:47) How long, Lord, wilt thou 
hide thyself, continually? how long shall thy fury burn like fire? 47 (89:48) Remember 
[what] I am, what my duration is [here], for what nothingness thou hast created all sons 
of men! 48 (89:49) What man is there that can live, and shall not see death? that can 
deliver his soul from the power of the nether word? Selah. 49 (89:50) Where are thy 
former kindnesses, O Lord, which thou hast sworn unto David by thy truth? 5° (89:51) 
Remember, Lord, the disgrace of thy servants; that I bear in my bosom the [burden] of all 
the many nations; 51 (89:52) That thy enemies have defied, O Lord; that they have defied 


the footsteps of thy anointed. 52 (89:53) Blessed be the Lord for evermore. Amen, and 
Amen, 


1 BOOK FOURTH: “A prayer of Moses the man of God.” Lord, a place of refuge hast thou 
been unto us in all generations. 2 Before yet the mountains were brought forth, or thou 
hadst ever produced the earth and the world, even from everlasting to everlasting, thou 
art God. 3 Thou turnest man to contrition, and sayest, Return ye children of men. 4For a 
thousand years are in thy eyes but as the yesterday when it is past, and as a watch in the 
night. °Thou carriest them away as witha flood; they are as a sleep: in the morning [they 
grow] like the grass which changeth. °In the morning it blossometh, and is changed: in 
the evening it is mowed off, and withereth. 7 For [thus] are we consumed by thy anger, 
and by thy fury are we terrified. 8 Thou hast set our iniquities before thee, our concealed 
sins before the light of thy countenance. ?For all our days are passed away in thy wrath: 
we consume our years like a word that is spoken. 1° The days of our years in this life are 
seventy years; and if by uncommon vigor they be eighty, yet is their greatness trouble 
and mishap; for it soon hasteneth off, and we fly away. 11 Who knoweth the strength 
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of thy anger, and thy wrath which is like the fear of thee? 12 Let us then know how to 
number our days, that we may obtain a heart endowed with wisdom. 13 Return, O Lord, 
how long yet? and bethink thee concerning thy servants. 140 satisfy us in the morning 
with thy kindness, that we may be glad and rejoice throughout all our days. 15 Cause us 
to rejoice as many days as those wherein thou hast afflicted us, the years wherein we 
have seen unhappiness. 1° Let thy act be visible on thy servants, and thy majesty over 
their children. 17 And may the beauty of the Lord our God be upon us; and the work of 
our hands do thou firmly establish upon us: yea, the work of our hands—firmly establish 
thou it. 


91 


1 He who sitteth under the secret protection of the Most High, shall rest under the 
shadow of the Almighty. 21 will say of the Lord, who is my refuge and my stronghold, 
my God, in whom I ever trust, 3 That he will surely deliver thee from the snare of the 
fowler, and from the pestilence of destruction. 4 With his pinions will he cover thee, 
and under his wings shalt thou find shelter: shield and buckler is his truth. > Thou shalt 
not be afraid of the terror of the night; nor of the arrow that flieth by day; © Nor of the 
pestilence that stalketh in darkness; nor of the deadly disease that wasteth at noonday. 
7 There shall fall at thy side a thousand, and ten thousand at thy right hand; unto thee 
[however] shall it not come nigh. 8 Only with thy eyes shalt thou behold it, and see the 
recompense of the wicked. ° Because thou hast [said], The Lord is my protection, the 
Most High hast thou made thy refuge: !° No evil shall befall thee, nor shall any plague 
come nigh unto thy tent. 11 For his angels will he give charge concerning thee, to guard 
thee on all thy ways. !2 Upon [their] hands shall they bear thee, that thou mayest not 
dash against a stone thy foot. 13 Upon the fierce lion and asp shalt thou tread: thou shalt 
trample under foot the young lion and serpent. 14 Because he hath fixed his desire upon 
me, therefore will I release him: I will set him on high, because he knoweth my name. 


15 He will call on me, and I will answer him: with him will I be in distress; I will deliver 
him, and grant him honor. !¢ With length of days will I satisfy him, and I will let him see 
my salvation. 


92 


1“A psalm or song for the sabbath day.” (92:2) It is a good thing to give thanks unto the 
Lord, and to sing praises unto thy name, O Most High: 2 (92:3) To tell in the morning of thy 
kindness, and of thy faithfulness in the nights. 3 (92:4) Upon a ten-stringed instrument, 
and upon the psaltery; and with the sweet sound of the harp. 4 (92:5) For thou hast 
caused me to rejoice, O Lord, through thy doing: because of the works of thy hands 
will I triumph. > (92:6) How great are thy works, O Lord! exceedingly profound are 
thy thoughts. ° (92:7) A brutish man knoweth it not, and a fool cannot understand this. 
7 (92:8) When the wicked spring up like herbs, and when all the workers of wickedness 
do flourish; it is that they may be destroyed evermore. 8 (92:9) But thou art exalted to 
eternity, O Lord! 9 (92:10) For, lo, thy enemies, O Lord, for, lo, thy enemies shall perish: 
all the workers of wickedness shall be scattered. 1° (92:11) But thou exaltest my horn 
like that of a reem: I am anointed with fresh oil. 1! (92:12) And my eye looketh on [the 
punishment of] those that regard me with envy: of the evildoers that rise up against 
me my ears shall bear it. 12 (92:13) The righteous shall spring up like the palm-tree: like 
a cedar in Lebanon shall he grow high. 1 (92:14) Planted in the house of the Lord, in 
the courts of our God shall they spring up. !4 (92:15) They shall still flourish in high old 
age; they shall be vigorous and covered with foliage; 15 (92:16) To declare that the Lord 
is upright: he is my rock, and there is no faultiness in him. 
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1 The Lord reigneth, he is clothed with excellency; the Lord is clothed, he hath girded 
himself with strength: [therefore] also the world is firmly established, that it cannot be 
moved. 2 Firmly established is thy throne from the beginning: from everlasting art thou 
[God]. 3 The rivers have lifted up, O Lord, the rivers have lifted up their voice; the rivers 
lift up their waves. 4 [But] more than the noise of great waters, than the mighty billows 
of the sea, is the Lord excellent on high. 5 Thy testimonies are exceedingly steadfast: in 
thy house abideth holiness, 0 Lord! to the utmost length of days. 


1 O God, of vengeance, Lord! O God of vengeance, shine forth. 2 Lift up thyself, 0 
judge of the Earth! bring a recompense upon the proud. 3 How long shall the wicked, 
O Lord—how long shall the wicked exult? 4 They sputter, they speak hard things: all 
the workers of wickedness boast themselves. 5 Thy people, O Lord! they crush, and thy 
heritage they afflict. ©The widow and the stranger they slay, and the fatherless they 
murder. 7 And they say, The Lord will not see, and the God of Jacob will not take notice 
of it. § Understand, ye brutish among the people: and ye fools, when will ye become 
intelligent! ° He that hath planted the ear, shall he not hear? or he that hath formed 
the eye, shall he not see? !° He that admonisheth nations, shall he not correct? is it not 
he that teacheth man knowledge! !! The Lord knoweth the thoughts of man, that they 
are nought. 12 Happy is the man whom thou admonisheth, O Lord, and teachest him out 
of thy law: 13 That thou mayest grant him repose from the days of evil, until the pot 
be dug for the wicked. 14 For the Lord will not cast off his people, and his inheritance 
will he not forsake. 15 For unto righteousness will justice return; and it shall be followed 
by all the upright in heart. 1° Who will rise up for me against evil-doers? or who will 
stand forward for me against the workers of wickedness? 17 Unless the Lord had been 
a help unto me, but a little would have been wanting that my soul had dwelt in the 
silence of death. 18 When I said, My foot hath slipped: thy kindness, O Lord, sustained 
me. 19 In the multitude of my [painful] thoughts within me, thy consolations delight my 


soul. 20 Can there be associated with thee the throne of destructive wickedness, which 
frameth mischief as a law? 21 They band themselves together against the soul of the 


righteous, and innocent blood do they condemn. 22 But the Lord is become my defence, 
and my God, the rock of my refuge. 23 And he will bring back upon them their own 
injustice, and in their own wickedness will he destroy them: [yea], he will destroy them 
—the Lord our God. 


10 come, let us sing unto the Lord: let us shout joyfully to the rock of our salvation. 
2 Let us come before his presence with thanksgiving, and shout joyfully unto him with 
psalms. 3 For a great God is the Lord, and a great King above all Gods; 4 In whose hand 
are the deep places of the earth; and whose are the heights of mountains; > Whose is the 
sea, and who hath made it; and whose hands have formed the dry land. © Oh come, let 
us prostrate ourselves and bow down: let us kneel before the Lord our Maker. ” For he is 
our God; and we are the people of his pasture, and the flock of his hand: yea, this day, if 
ye will hearken to his voice, ® Harden not your heart, as at Meribah, as on the day of the 
temptation in the wilderness: 9? When your fathers tempted me, proved me, although 
they had seen my doing. 1° Forty years long did I feel loathing on that generation, and 
I said, It is a people of an erring heart; and they truly acknowledged not my ways: 11 So 
that I swore in my wrath, that they should not enter into my rest. 


96 
1 Oh sing unto the Lord a new song: sing unto the Lord, all the lands. 2 Sing unto 
the Lord, bless his name: announce from day to day his salvation. 3 Relate among the 
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nations his honor, among all the people his wonders. 4 For the Lord is great, and greatly 
praised: he is to be feared above all gods. 5 For all the gods of the nations are idols; 
but the Lord hath made the heavens. © Glory and majesty are before him: strength and 
beauty are in his sanctuary. 7 Ascribe unto the Lord, O ye families of the people, ascribe 
unto the Lord honor and strength. 8 Ascribe unto the Lord the honor [due unto] his 
name: bear hither a present, and come unto his courts. 9 Bow down unto the Lord in 
the beauty of holiness: tremble before him, all ye lands. 1° Say among the nations, “The 
Lord reigneth;” [therefore] also the world is ever firmly established that it shall hot be 
moved: he will judge the people in equity. 11 Let the heavens rejoice, and let the earth be 
glad: let the sea roar, with all that filleth it. 12 Let the field exult, and all that is therein: 
then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy, 13 Before the Lord; for he cometh, for he 
cometh to judge the earth: he will judge the world with righteousness, and people in his 
truth. 


1 The Lord reigneth: let the earth be glad; let the multitude of isles rejoice. 2 Clouds 
and thick darkness are round about him: righteousness and justice are the support of 
his throne. 3A fire goeth before him, and burneth up round about his adversaries. 4 His 
lightnings give light to the world: the earth seeth it, and trembleth. 5 The mountains 
melt away like wax at the presence of the Lord, at the presence of the Lord of all the earth. 
6 The heavens tell of his righteousness, and all the people his glory. 7 Made ashamed shall 
be all that serve graven images, that boast themselves of idols: unto him bow down all 
the gods. ® Zion heareth it, and rejoiceth; and glad are the daughters of Judah, because 
of thy decrees, O Lord. ? For thou, O Lord, art the most high above all the earth: thou art 
greatly exalted above all gods. 1° Ye that love the Lord, hate ye the evil: he preserveth the 
souls of his pious ones; out of the hand of the wicked he ever delivereth them. ! Light is 
sown for the righteous, and joy for the upright in heart. 12 Rejoice, ye righteous, in the 
Lord, and give thanks to his holy memorial. 


1“A psalm.” Oh sing unto the Lord a new song; for he hath done wonderful things: his 
right hand and his holy arm have gotten him the victory. 2? The Lord hath made known 
his salvation: before the eyes of the nations hath he revealed his righteousness. 3 He 


hath remembered his kindness and his truth toward the house of Israel: all the ends of 
the earth have seen the salvation of our God. 4 Shout joyfully unto the Lord, all the lands: 


break forth, and rejoice, and sing praises. > Sing praises unto the Lord with the harp,— 
with the harp, and the voice of psalmody. © With trumpets and the sound of cornet shout 
joyfully before the King, the Lord. 7 Let the sea roar, with all that filleth it; the world, 
with those that dwell therein. 8 Let the rivers clap their hands; let the mountains be 
joyful together, ° Before the Lord; for he cometh to judge the earth: he will judge the 
world with righteousness, and people with equity. 


99 

1 The Lord reigneth; people tremble: he sitteth enthroned over the cherubim; the 
earth is moved. 2 The Lord is great in Zion; and he is exalted above all the people. 3 They 
will give thanks to thy name, great, and terrible, [and] holy it is. 4 And to the power of 
the king who loveth justice and righteousness hast thou truly executed in Jacob. ° Exalt 
ye the Lord our God, and bow yourselves down before his footstool: he is holy.— ® Moses 
and Aaron were among his priests, and Samuel among those that call on his name; they 
called on the Lord, and he answered them. ” In the pillar of cloud he used to speak unto 
them: they kept his testimonies, and the statutes which he had given unto them. 80 
Lord, our God, thou didst answer them: thou wast a forgiving God unto them, yet also 
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an avenger for their wrong doings. ? Exalt the Lord our God, and bow yourselves down 
before his holy mount; for holy is the Lord our God. 


100 
1 “A psalm of thanksgiving.” Shout joyfully unto the Lord, all ye lands. 2 Serve the 
Lord with joy; come before his presence with triumphal song. 3 Know, that the Lord is 
God indeed: it is he that hath made us, and his are we—his people and the flock of his 
pasture. 4 Enter his gates with thanksgiving, his courts with praise: give thanks unto 
him, bless his name. 5 For the Lord is good; to eternity endureth his kindness; and unto 
the latest generation his truth. 


101 

1 “By David, a psalm.” Of kindness and justice will I sing: unto thee, O Lord, will I sing 
praises. 21 will carefully regard the way of the perfect: oh when will thou come unto 
me? I will walk in the integrity of my heart in the midst of my house. 31 will not set 
before my eyes a godless thing; to commit a departure [from righteousness] do I hate; 
it shall not cleave to me. 4A perverse heart shall depart from me: evil will I not know. 
5 Whoso slandereth in secret his neighbor, him will I destroy: whoso hath proud eyes 
and a haughty heart, him will I not suffer. © My eyes shall be upon the faithful of the 
land, that they may abide with me: he that walketh in the way of the perfect, he it is 
that shall serve me. ’ He that practiseth deceit shall not dwell within my house: he that 
speaketh falsehoods shall not succeed before my eyes. ®Every morning will I destroy all 
the wicked of the land, cutting off from the city of the Lord all the wrong-doers. 


102 

1 “A prayer of the afflicted, when he is overwhelmed, and poureth out before the Lord 
his complaint.” (102:2) O Lord, hear my prayer, and let my cry come unto thee. ? (102:3) 
Hide not thy face from me on the day when I am distressed; incline unto me thy ear; on 
the day when I call, answer me speedily. 3 (102:4) For my days vanish in smoke, and my 
bones are burning like a hearth. 4 (102:5) Struck [by heat] like the herb and dried up is 
my heart; for I forget to eat my bread. 5 (102:6) Because of the voice of my groaning my 
bones cleave to my flesh. ¢ (102:7) I am like the pelican of the wilderness: I am become 
like the owl amid ruins. 7 (102:8) I watch, and I am become like a [night-]bird sitting alone 
upon the housetop. 8 (102:9) All the day my enemies reproach me: they that mock me 
swear by me. °(102:10) For ashes do I eat like bread, and my drink I mingle with weeping; 
10(102:11) Because of thy indignation and thy wrath; for thou hadst lifted me up, and hast 
cast me down. 11 (102:12) My days are like a shadow that declineth; and like the herb I 
wither. 12(102:13) But thou, O Lord, wilt sit enthroned for ever; and thy memorial is unto 
all generations. 13 (102:14) Thou wilt indeed arise; thou wilt have mercy upon Zion; for 
it is time to favor her, for the appointed time is coming. !4(102:15) For thy servants hold 
dear her stones, and her very dust they cherish. 15 (102:16) Then shall nations fear the 
name of the Lord, and all the kings of the earth thy glory: 1¢(102:17) When the Lord shalt 
have built up Zion, he appeareth in his glory; 17 (102:18) [When] he hath regarded the 
prayer of the forsaken, and doth not despise their prayer. 18 (102:19) This shall be written 
down for the latest generation; and the people which shall be created shall praise the 
Lord. 19(102:20) For he hath looked down from the height of his sanctuary; the Lord hath 
cast from heaven his view to the earth: 2° (102:21) To hear the sighing of the prisoner; 
to loosen those that are doomed to death: 21 (102:22) That men may proclaim in Zion 
the name of the Lord, and his praise in Jerusalem; 2 (102:23) When people are gathered 
together, and kingdoms, to serve the Lord.— 3 (102:24) He hath weakened on the way my 
strength; he hath shortened my days. 4 (102:25) I will say, O my God! take me not away 
in the midst of my days: throughout all generations are thy years. 25 (102:26) In olden 
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times didst thou lay the foundations of the earth; and the heavens are the work of thy 
hands. 2¢ (102:27) These will indeed perish, but thou wilt ever exist: yea, all of them will 
wear out like a garment; as a vesture wilt thou change them, and they will be changed; 
27 (102:28) But thou art ever the same, and thy years will have no end. 28 (102:29) The 
children of thy servants will dwell [securely], and their seed will be firmly established 
before thee. 


1 “Of David.” Bless, O my soul, the Lord, and all that is within me, his holy name. 
2 Bless, O my soul, the Lord, and forget not all his benefits: 3 Who forgiveth all thy 
iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases; 4 Who redeemeth from the pit thy life; who 
crowneth thee with kindness and mercies; 5 Who satisfieth with happiness thy spirit, so 
that thy youth is renewed like the eagle's [plumage]. ©The Lord executeth righteousness, 
and justice for all that are oppressed. 7 He made known his ways unto Moses, unto 
the children of Israel his acts. ® Merciful and gracious is the Lord, long-suffering and 
abundant in kindness. ? Not for all eternity will he contend; nor will he for ever retain 
his anger. !° Not in accordance with our sins hath he dealt with us; nor according to our 
iniquities hath he requited us. 1! For as high as heaven is above the earth, so mighty is his 


kindness toward those that fear him. 1? As far as the east is from the west, so far hath he 
removed from us our transgressions. !3 As a father hath mercy on his children, so hath 


the Lord mercy on those that fear him. !4 For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth 
that we are dust. 45 As for man, like the grass are his days: as the blossom of the field, so 
doth he bloom. !°When a wind but passeth over it, it is gone, and its place will recognize 
it no more. !” But the kindness of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting over those 
that fear him, and his righteousness unto children's children, !8 To such as keep his 
covenant, and to those who remember his precepts to execute them. !9 The Lord hath 
established in the heavens his throne; and his kingdom ruleth over all. 2° Bless the Lord, 
ye his angels, mighty in strength, that execute his word, hearkening unto the voice of 
his word. 21 Bless ye the Lord, all his hosts, ye his ministers, that execute his will. 22 Bless 
the Lord, all his works, in all the places of his dominion; bless, O my soul, the Lord. 


104 
1Bless, O my soul, the Lord. O Lord my God, thou art very great; with glory and majesty 
art thou clothed. 2 [Thou art he] who wrappeth himself in light as with a garment; 


who stretcheth out the heavens like a curtain; 3 Who frameth of the waters the beams 
of his upper-chambers; who maketh the clouds his chariot; who walketh along upon 


the wings of the wind: 4 Who maketh the winds his messengers; the flaming fire his 
ministers; ° Who hath founded the earth upon her bases, that she should not be moved 
to all eternity. © Thou hadst covered the deep as with a garment: above the mountains 
stood the waters. 7 At thy rebuke they fled, at the voice of thy thunder they hastened 
away. 8 They ascended mountains; they went down valleys, unto the place which thou 
hadst founded for them. ? Bounds hast thou set which they cannot pass over, that they 
return not again to cover the earth. 1°[Thou art he] who sendeth springs into the valleys, 
between mountains they run along. 11 They give drink to all the beasts of the field: 
the wild asses quench [thereon] their thirst. 12 By them have the fowls of the heaven 
ever their habitation, from between the branches they send forth their voice. 13 Who 
watereth the mountains from his upper-chambers: from the fruit of thy works is the 
earth satisfied. 14[Thou art he] who causeth grass to grow for the cattle, and herbs by the 
service of man, that he may bring forth bread out of the earth; !5 And wine that maketh 
joyful the heart of man, [and] oil to brighten his face, and bread which strengtheneth the 
heart of man. 16Full of sap are the trees of the Lord, the cedars of Lebanon which he hath 
planted; !7 Where the birds make their nests: the stork—fir-trees are her house. 18 The 
high mountains are for the wild goats: the rocks are a shelter for the conies. 19 He hath 
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made the moon for seasons: the sun knoweth his going down. 2°Thou causest darkness, 
and it becometh night, wherein creep forth all the beasts of the forest. 21 The young lions 
roar after their prey, and ask from God their food. 22 The sun ariseth, they withdraw [to 
their lairs], and lie down in their dens. 23 Man goeth [then] forth unto his work, and to 
his labor until the evening. 24 How manifold are thy works, O Lord! in wisdom hast thou 
made them all: the earth is full of thy riches. 25 Here is this great and wide-extended 
sea; therein are moving things without number, living creatures both small and great. 
26 There the ships make their way: [there also] is the leviathan, whom thou hast made 
to sport therein. 27 All of these wait upon thee, to give them their food in its due season. 
28 What thou givest them they gather: thou openest thy hand, they are satisfied with 
good. 2? Thou hidest thy face, they suddenly vanish: thou takest away their spirit, they 
perish, and to their dust they return. 3° Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they are created; 
and thou renewest the face of the earth. 3! The glory of the Lord will endure for ever; the 
Lord will rejoice in his works: 32 He who looketh down on the earth, and she trembleth; 
who toucheth the mountains, and they smoke. 331 will sing unto the Lord while I live: 
I will sing praises to my God while I exist. 34 May my speech be agreeable to him: I will 
indeed rejoice in the Lord. 35 May the sinners cease from off the earth, and the wicked 
be no more. Bless, O my soul, the Lord. Hallelujah. 


105 
1 O give thanks unto the Lord; call on his name: make known among the people his 
deeds. 2 Sing unto, him, sing praises unto him: speak of all his wonderful works. 3 Glorify 
yourselves in his holy name: let the heart of those rejoice that seek the Lord. 4 Inquire 
after the Lord and his strength: seek his presence evermore. > Remember his wonderful 
works which he hath done; his tokens, and the decrees of his mouth; © O ye seed of 
Abraham his servant, ye children of Jacob, his elect. 7 He is the Lord our God: over all 


the earth are his decrees. 8 He remembereth his covenant for ever, the word which he 
hath commanded, to the thousandth generation. 9 Which he covenanted with Abraham; 


and his oath unto Isaac; 1° And which he established unto Jacob as a statute, unto Israel 
as an everlasting covenant: 11 Saying, “Unto thee will I give the land of Canaan, as 
the portion of your inheritance.” 12 When they were but a few men in number; yea, 
very few, and strangers in it; 13 And when they wandered from one nation to another, 
from one kingdom to another people: 14 He suffered no man to oppress them; yea, he 
reproved kings for their sake; !5[Saying,] “Touch not my anointed, and do my prophets 
no harm,”— !¢ And he called for a famine over the land; every staff of bread he broke. 
17 He sent a man before them; for a servant was Joseph sold; 18 They forced into fetters 
his feet; in iron was his body put: 19 Until the time that his word came to pass, [when] 
the saying of the Lord had purified him. 2° The king sent and unfettered him; the ruler 
of people, and let him go free. 21 He appointed him lord of his house, and ruler of all 
his possession: 22 That he might bind his princes at his pleasure; and teach his ancients 
wisdom. 23 Then came Israel into Egypt, and Jacob sojourned in the land of Ham. 24 And 
he increased his people greatly, and made them stronger than their adversaries. 25 He 
turned their heart to hate his people, to deal subtilely with his servants. 2° He sent Moses 
his servant, Aaron also whom he had made choice of. 2”? They displayed among them his 
effective signs, and wonders in the land of Ham. 28 He sent darkness, and made it dark; 
and they rebelled not against his word. 29 He changed their waters into blood, and slew 
their fish. 3° Their land brought forth frogs in abundance, in the very chambers of their 
kings. 3! He spoke, and there came various wild beasts, lice also within all their boundary. 
32 He gave them as their rain hail, and flames of fire in their land. 33 And he smote their 
vines and their fig-trees, and broke the trees within their boundary. 34 He spoke, and the 
locusts came, and crickets, and that without number; 35 And they ate up all the herbs in 
their land, and ate up the fruit of their ground. 3° And he smote all the first-born in 
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their land, the first of all their strength. 37 And he brought them forth with silver and 
gold: and there was not one that stumbled among his tribes. 38 Egypt rejoiced when 
they departed; for the dread of them was fallen upon them. 39 He spread out a cloud 
for a covering, and fire to give light in the night. 4° The people asked, and he brought 
quails, and with heavenly bread he satisfied them. 41 He opened the rock, and the waters 
gushed out: they ran in the dry places like a river. 42 For he remembered his holy word 
given to Abraham his servant. 43 And he brought forth his people with gladness, with 
joyful song his elect. 44 And he gave them the lands of nations; and the labor of people 
they obtained as an inheritance: # So that they might observe his statutes, and keep his 
laws. Hallelujah. 


106 

1 Hallelujah. Oh give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good: for to eternity endureth 
his kindness. 2 Who can utter the mighty acts of the Lord? who can publish all his 
praise? 3 Happy are those that observe justice, that execute righteousness at all times. 
4Remember me, O Lord, when thou favorest thy people: oh visit me with thy salvation; 
5 That I may look on the happiness of thy elect, that I may rejoice in the joy of thy 
nation, that I may glorify myself with thy inheritance. © We have sinned together with 
our fathers, we have committed iniquity, we have done wickedly. 7 Our fathers did not 
reflect on thy wonders in Egypt: they remembered not the multitude of thy kindnesses; 


but rebelled at the sea, even at the Red Sea. 8 Nevertheless he saved them for the sake of 
his name, to make known his might. ? He rebuked the Red Sea also, and it was dried up; 


and he led them through the depths, as through the wilderness. 1° And he saved them 
from the hand of him that hated them, and redeemed them from the hand of the enemy. 


11 And the waters covered their adversaries: not one of them was left. 12 Then believed 
they in his words, they sang his praise. 13 Speedily they forgot his works, they waited 


not for his counsel; 14 And they felt a lustful longing in the wilderness, and tempted God 
in the desert. 15 And he gave them what they had asked; but sent dryness into their 
soul. 1° Moreover they envied Moses in the camp, and Aaron the holy one of the Lord. 
17 The earth opened and swallowed up Dathan, and covered over the company of Abiram. 
18 And a fire was kindled in their company: the flame burnt up the wicked. 19 They made 
a calf in Horeb, and bowed themselves down to a molten image. 2° And they exchanged 
their glory for the similitude of an ox that eateth herbs. 2! They forgot God their saviour, 
who had done great things in Egypt, 22 Wonders in the land of Ham, terrible things by 
the Red Sea. 23 He therefore spoke of destroying them: had not Moses his elect stood 
in the breach before him, to turn away his fury, that he might not destroy. 24 And 
they despised the pleasant land, they believed not in his word; 25 But they murmured 
in their tents, they hearkened not unto the voice of the Lord. 2° He therefore lifted up 
his hand against them, to cause them to fall in the wilderness; 2” And to let their seed 
fall among the nations, and to scatter them in the lands. 28 And they joined themselves 
unto Ba'al-pe'or, and ate the sacrifices of the dead. 29 And they provoked him to anger 
with their deeds: and there broke in among them the plague. 2° Then stood up Phinehas, 
and executed judgment: and the plague was stayed. 31 And it was accounted unto him for 
righteousness, unto all generations for evermore. 32 They angered him also at the waters 
of Meribah, and evil happened to Moses for their sake; 33 Because they had embittered 
his spirit, and so he spoke thoughtlessly with his lips. 34 They did not exterminate the 
nations, that the Lord had indicated to them; 35 But they mingled themselves among 
the nations, and learned their doings. 3° And they served their idols, and these became 
unto them a snare. 37 Yea, they sacrificed their sons and their daughters unto the evil 
spirits; 38 And they shed innocent blood, the blood of their sons and of their daughters, 
whom they sacrificed unto the idols of Canaan: and the land was polluted with blood- 
guiltiness. 3? Thus were they made unclean through their own doings, and went astray 
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with their own deeds. 4° therefore was the wrath of the Lord kindled against his people, 
and be felt disgust for his own inheritance. 4! And he gave them up into the hand of the 


nations: and there ruled over them those that hated them. 42 And their enemies also 
oppressed them: and they were subdued under their hand. 43 Many times did he deliver 


them; but they rebelled with their counsel, and they were brought low through their 
iniquity. 44 Nevertheless he looked on when they were in distress, when he heard their 
entreaty. 45 And he remembered unto them his covenant, and he bethought himself 
according to the abundance of his kindnesses; 4° And be caused them to find mercy 
before all those that had carried them away captive. 4” Save us, O Lord our God, and 
gather us from among the nations, to give thanks unto thy holy name, to triumph in thy 
praise. 48 Blessed be the Lord the God of Israel from everlasting even to everlasting: and 
let all the people say, Amen, Hallelujah. 


107 

1 BOOK FIFTH: Oh give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good; for unto eternity endureth 
his kindness. 2 Thus let the Lord's redeemed say, even those whom he hath redeemed 
from the hand of the adversary; 3 And whom he hath gathered out of the [various] 
lands, from the east, and from the west, from the north, and from the sea. 4 They 
wandered about in the wilderness, in the desert path; they could not find an inhabited 
city: > Hungry and thirsty, their soul within them fainted. © Then they cried unto the 
Lord when they were in distress, [and] out of their afflictions he delivered them. 7 And 
he led them forth on the right way, that they might go to an inhabited city. ® They 
[therefore] shall give thanks unto the Lord for his kindness, and [proclaim] his wonders 
to the children of men! ° For he satisfied the longing soul, and the hungry soul he filled 
with good.— !° Such as sit in darkness and in the shadow of death, bound in misery 
and [fetters of] iron;— 1! Because they have rebelled against the words of God, and 
have contemned the counsel of the Most High; 12 And he humbled with trouble their 
heart; they stumbled, and there was none to help; !° But when they cry unto the Lord 
when they are in distress, he saveth them out of their afflictions; 14 He bringeth them 
out of darkness and the shadow of death, and teareth their bands asunder. 15 They 
[therefore] shall give thanks unto the Lord for his kindness, and [proclaim] his wonders 
to the children of men! 1¢ For he hath broken the doors of copper, and the bolts of iron 
hath he hewn asunder.— !’ Fools, because of their transgression, and because of their 
iniquities, are afflicted. 18 All manner of food their soul abhorreth; and they draw near 
unto the gates of death; 19 But when they cry unto the Lord when they are in distress, 
he saveth them out of their afflictions. 20 He sendeth his word and healeth them, and 
delivereth them from their graves. 21 They [therefore] shall give thanks unto the Lord 
for his kindness, and [proclaim] his wonders to the children of men! 22 They shall also 
sacrifice the sacrifices of thanksgiving, and relate his deeds with joyful song.— 23 They 
who go down to the sea in ships, who do business on great waters;— 24 These have seen 
the works of the Lord, and his wonders on the deep. 2° For he spoke, and he raised the 
stormy wind, which lifteth up its waves. 26 They would mount up to heaven, they would 
go down to the depths: their soul was melted because of their danger. 2” They would 
reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, and all their wisdom was exhausted. 
28 And they cried unto the Lord when they were in distress, and he brought them out of 
their afflictions. 2? He calmed the storm into a whisper, and stilled were the waves of the 
sea. 30 And they were rejoiced because they were silent: and then he guided them unto 
their desired haven. 3! They [therefore] shall give thanks unto the Lord for his kindness, 
and [proclaim] his wonders to the children of men! 32 And they must exalt him in the 
congregation of the people, and in the assembly of the elders must they praise him.— 
33 He changeth rivers into a wilderness, and water-springs into parched ground; 34 A 
fruitful land into a salty waste, for the wickedness of those that dwell therein. 35 He 
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changeth the wilderness into a pool of water, and desert land into water-springs. 3¢ And 
there he causeth to dwell the hungry, that they may found an inhabited city; 37 And they 
sow fields, and plant vineyards, that they may yield the fruits of the [annual] product. 
38 He also blesseth them, and they multiply greatly, and he suffereth not their cattle to 
diminish. 39 They were also diminished and bowed low through oppression, misfortune, 
and sorrow: 4° He [then] poureth contempt upon princes, and causeth them to wander 
in a pathless wilderness. 4! And he exalteth the needy from misery, and maketh [his] 
families like flocks. 42 The righteous shall see it, and rejoice; but all wickedness shall stop 
her mouth. “ Whoever is wise, let him observe these things, and let [all] understand the 
kindness of the Lord. 


108 

1“A song or psalm of David.” (108:2) My heart is firm, O God; I will sing and give praise, 
even with my spirit. 2 (108:3) Awake, psaltery and harp: I will wake up the morning- 
dawn. 3(108:4) I will give thee thanks among the people, O Lord: and I will sing praises 
unto thee among the nations. 4 (108:5) For great above the heavens is thy kindness, and 
thy truth reacheth even unto the skies. 5 (108:6) Exalt thyself above the heavens, O God; 
and above all the earth thy glory. © (108:7) In order that thy beloved may be delivered: 
help with thy right hand, and answer me. 7 (108:8) God hath spoken in his holiness: I will 
exult, I will divide Shechem, and the valley of Succoth will I measure out. 8 (108:9) Mine 
id Gil'ad, and mine is Menasseh; Ephraim also is the strong-hold of my head; of Judah are 
my chiefs. ° (108:10) Moab is my washpot; upon Edom will I cast my shoe; over Philistia 
will I triumph. !°(108:11) Who will bring me into the fortified city? who will lead me as 
far as Edom? 11 (108:12) Behold, it is thou, O God, who hast cast us off; and thou, O God, 
goest not forth with our armies. !2 (108:13) Give us help against the assailant; for vain is 
the help of man. 13 (108:14) Through God shall we do valiantly; for he it is that will tread 
down our adversaries. 


109 

1“To the chief musician, by David, a psalm.” O God of my praise, do not keep silence. 
2For the mouth of the wicked and the mouth of deceit are opened against me: they have 
spoken with me with the tongue of falsehood. 3 Also with words of hatred have they 
encompassed me, and they fight against me without a cause. 4In recompense for my 
love are they my accusers, while I have nothing but prayer. 5 And they impose evil on 
me in recompense for good, and hatred in lieu of my love. © Appoint thou a wicked man 
over him: and let an accuser stand at his right hand. 7 When he is to be judged, let him 
go forth guilty, and let his prayer become sin. ® Let his days be few, and let another take 
his office. 9 Let his children be fatherless, and his wife a widow. 1° Let his children be 
continually moving about, and beg, and let them seek [their bread] out of their ruined 
places. 1 Let the creditor lay snares after all that he hath, and let strangers plunder 


his labor. 12 Let him have none that extendeth kindness, and let there be none that is 
gracious to his fatherless children. !° Let his posterity be cut off: in another generation 


let their name be blotted out. 1 Let the iniquity of his fathers be remembered by the 


Lord, and let the sin of his mother not be blotted out. 15 Let them be before the Lord 
continually, that he may cut off from the earth their memory. 1° For the reason that he 


remembered not to show kindness; but persecuted the poor and needy man, and the 
grieved in heart to put him to death. 1’ As he loved cursing, so let it come over him: and 
as he delighted not in blessing, so let it be far from him. 18 And he clothed himself with 
cursing as with his garment, and it cometh like water within him, and like oil into his 
bones. !9 Let it be unto him as a garment in which he wrappeth himself, and for a girdle 
let him be continually girded with it. 2° Let this be the reward of my accusers from the 
Lord, and of those that speak evil against my soul. 21 But thou, O Eternal Lord, deal with 
me for the sake of thy name: because thy kindness is good, deliver thou me. 2? For poor 
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and needy am I, and my heart is deeply wounded within me. 23 Like the shadow when 
it declineth do I hasten away: I am driven suddenly off like the locusts. 24 My knees 
stumble through fasting, and my flesh faileth of fatness. 25 And Iam become a reproach 
unto them: when they see me, they shake their head. 26 Help me, O Lord my God: O save 
me according to thy kindness: 27 That they may know that this is thy hand: that thou, 
Lord, hast truly done it. 28 Let them then curse, but do thou bless: when they arise, let 
them be made ashamed; but let thy servant rejoice. 2? Let my accusers be clothed with 
confusion, and let them wrap themselves, as with a mantle, in their own shame. 3°I will 
thank the Lord greatly with my mouth, and in the midst of many will I praise him. 3! For 
he ever standeth at the right hand of the needy, to save him from those that judge his 
soul. 


110 


1 “By David, a psalm.” The Eternal saith unto my Lord, Sit thou at my right hand, until 
I place thy enemies as a stool for thy feet. 2 The staff of thy strength will the Eternal 
stretch forth out of Zion: rule thou in the midst of thy enemies. 3 Thy people will bring 
freewill-gifts on the day of thy power, in the ornaments of holiness: as out of the bosom 
of the morning-dawn so is thine the dew of thy youth. 4 The Lord hath sworn, and will 
not repent of it, Thou shalt be a priest for ever after the order of Malki-zedek. 5 The 
Lord at thy right hand crusheth kings on the day of his wrath. © He will judge among the 
nations—there shall be a fulness of corpses—he crusheth heads on a wide-spread land. 
7 From the brook will he drink on the way: therefore will he lift up the head. 


111 

1 Hallelujah. I will thank the Lord with all [my] heart, in the council of the upright, and 
in the congregation. 2 Great are the works of the Lord, they are sought for [by them] in 
all their desires. 3 Glorious and majestic is his doing, and his righteousness endureth for 
ever. “He hath made a memorial for his wonderful works: gracious and merciful is the 
Lord. 5 He hath given sustenance unto those that fear him: he will for ever be mindful of 
his covenant. © The power of his works hath he told unto his people, that he might give 
them the heritage of nations. 7 The works of his hands are truth and justice: faultless 
are all his precepts. ® They are well supported for ever and eternally: they are framed in 
truth and uprightness. ? Redemption hath he sent unto his people: he hath commanded 
his covenant for ever: holy and to be feared is his name. !° The beginning of wisdom is 
the fear of the Lord; a good understanding have all that fulfill [his commandments]: his 
praise endureth for ever. 


112 

1 Hallelujah. Happy is the man that feareth the Lord, that greatly delighteth in his 
commandments. 2 His seed shall be mighty upon earth: the generation of the upright 
shall be blessed. 3 Plenty and riches shall be in his house, and his righteousness shall 
endure for ever. 4 There ariseth in the darkness a light to the upright: he is gracious, 
and merciful, and righteous. 5 Well will it be with the man who is kind, and lendeth: 
he will guide his affairs with justice. © Surely unto eternity shall he not be moved: in 
everlasting remembrance shall the righteous be held. 7 Of an evil report shall he not be 
afraid: his heart is firm, trusting in the Lord. 8 Well supported is his heart, he shall not 
be afraid, until he looketh on [the punishment of] his assailants. 9 He distributeth, he 
giveth to the needy: his righteousness endureth for ever; his horn shall be exalted in 
honor. 1° The wicked shall see it, and be vexed; he will gnash with his teeth, and melt 
away: the longing of the wicked shall perish. 
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113 

1 Hallelujah. Praise, O ye servants of the Lord, praise ye the name of the Lord. ? Let the 
name of the Lord be blessed from this time forth and for evermore. ? From the rising of 
the sun unto his going down the name of the Lord is praised. 4 High above all nations is 
the Lord, above the heavens is his glory. ° Who is like the Lord our God, who dwelleth on 
high? © Who condescendeth to view what is done in the heavens, and on the earth? 7 He 
raiseth up out of the dust the poor, from the dunghill he lifteth up the needy: 8 That 
he may set him with princes, even with the princes of his people. ® He causeth the 
barren woman to dwell in the midst of [her] household, the joyful mother of children. 
Hallelujah. 


114 

1 When Israel went forth out of Egypt, the house of Jacob from a people of a strange 
language: 2 Judah became his sanctuary, [and] Israel his dominion. 3 The sea beheld it, 
and fled: the Jordan was driven backward. 4 The mountains skipped like wethers, the 
hills like lambs. 5 What aileth thee, O sea, that thou fleest? thou, O Jordan, that thou art 
driven backward? © Ye mountains, that ye skip like wethers? ye hills, like lambs? 7 At 
the presence of the Lord tremble, O earth, at the presence of the God of Jacob; 8’ Who 
changeth the rock into a pool of water, the flint into a fountain of water. 


115 
1 Not for our sake, O Lord, not for our sake, but unto thy name give glory, for the sake 
of thy kindness, for the sake of thy truth. 2 Wherefore should the nations say, Where now 


is their God? 3 Whereas our God is in the heavens: whatsoever he desireth hath he done. 
4 Their idols are sliver and gold, the work of the hands of man. 5 A mouth they have, but 


speak not; eyes they have, but see not; © Ears they have, but hear not; a nose they have, 
but smell not. 7 They have hands, but they touch not; they have feet, but they walk not: 
nor do they give any utterance by their throat. ® Like them are those that make them, 
every one that trusteth in them. 90 Israel, trust thou in the Lord—he is their help and 
their shield. 1°0 house of Aaron, trust ye in the Lord—he is their help and their shield. 
11 Ye that fear the Lord, trust ye in the Lord—he is their help and their shield. 12The Lord 
hath even been mindful of us, he will bless [us]; he will bless the house of Israel; he will 
bless the house of Aaron; 13 He will bless those that fear the Lord, the small together with 
the great. 14 May the Lord increase you more and more, you and your children. 5 Blessed 
are ye of the Lord, who made heaven and earth. !© The heavens are the heavens of the 
Lord; but the earth hath he given to the children of men. !’ Not the dead can praise the 
Lord, nor all those that go down into the silence [of death]. 18 But as for us, we will bless 
the Lord from this time forth and for evermore. Hallelujah. 


116 
1 Tt is lovely to me that the Lord heareth my voice, my supplications. 2 For he hath 
inclined his ear unto me: therefore throughout all my days will I call on him. 3 The bands 
of death had compassed me, and the pangs of the nether world had overtaken me; I had 


met with distress and sorrow: 41 then called on the name of the Lord, I beseech thee, 
O Lord, release my soul. > Gracious is the Lord, and righteous; and our God is merciful. 


6 The Lord preserveth the simple: I was in misery, and he helped me. 7 Return, O my soul, 
unto thy rest; for the Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee. ® For thou hast delivered my 
soul from death, my eyes from tears, my feet from falling. ?I will walk before the Lord in 
the land of life. 1°I believe, therefore will I speak: I was greatly afflicted; 111 indeed said 
in my despondency, Every man is a liar. !2 What shall I give in return unto the Lord for 
all his bounties toward me? !° The cup of salvation will I lift up, and on the name of the 
Lord will I call. 14 My vows will I pay unto the Lord, yea, in the presence of all his people. 
15 Grievous in the eyes of the Lord is the death of his pious ones. 160 Lord, truly am I 
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thy servant, I am thy servant,—the son of thy handmaid: thou hast loosened my fetters. 
17 Unto thee will I offer the sacrifice of thanksgiving, and on the name of the Lord will I 
call. 18 My vows will I pay unto the Lord, yea, in the presence of all his people, 19 In the 
courts of the house of the Lord, in thy midst, O Jerusalem. Hallelujah. 


117 
1 Praise the Lord, all ye nations: praise him, all ye people. 2 For mighty is his kindness 
over us: and the truth of the Lord endureth for ever. Hallelujah. 


1 O give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good; because unto eternity endureth his 
kindness. 2 Let Israel then say so; because to eternity endureth his kindness. 3 Let the 
house of Aaron then say so; because to eternity endureth his kindness. 4 Let those who 
fear the Lord then say so; because to eternity endureth his kindness. 5 From the midst 
of distress I called on the Lord; the Lord answered me with enlargement. © The Lord is 
for me; I will not fear: what can a man do unto me? ” The Lord is for me, among those 
that help me: therefore shall I indeed look on [the punishment of] those that hate me. 
8 It is better to seek shelter with the Lord than to trust in man. ° It is better to seek 
shelter with the Lord than to trust in princes. 1° All nations encompassed me about; but 
in the name of the Lord I will surely cut them off. 11 They encompassed me about: yea, 
they compassed about, but in the name of the Lord I will surely cut them off. 12 They 
encompassed me about like bees; they blazed up like the fire of thorns; but in the name 
of the Lord I will surely cut them off. 13 Thou hast thrust violently at me that I might 
fall; but the Lord assisted me. 14 My strength and song is the Lord, and he is become my 
salvation. 15 The voice of rejoicing and salvation is in the tents of the righteous: the right 
hand of the Lord doth valiantly. 1° The right hand of the Lord is exalted: the right hand 
of the Lord doth valiantly. 171 shall not die, but I shall live, and relate the works of the 
Lord. 18 Severely hath the Lord chastised me; but unto death hath he not given me up. 
19 Open to me the gates of righteousness: I will enter into them. I will give thanks unto 
the Lord. 2° This is the gate which belongeth unto the Lord, the righteous shall enter 
thereby. 211 will thank thee: for thou but answered me, and art become my salvation. 
22 The stone which the builders rejected is become the chief corner-stone. 23 From the 
Lord is this come to pass, it is marvelous in our eyes. 24 This is the day which the Lord 
hath made, we will be glad and rejoice thereon. 25 We beseech thee, O Lord, save [us] 
now: we beseech thee, O Lord, send [us] now prosperity. 26 Blessed be he that cometh in 
the name of the Lord: we bless you out of the house of the Lord. 27 God is the Lord, and 
he giveth us light: bind the festive sacrifice with cords, [leading it] up to the horns of 
the altar. 28 Thou art my God, and I will thank thee: my God, I will exalt thee. 29 Oh give 
thanks unto the Lord; for he is good; because to eternity endureth his kindness. 


119 

1 ALEPH. Happy are they whose way is perfect, who walk in the law of the Lord. 
2 Happy are they who keep his testimonies, that seek him with all their heart. > They 
also commit no injustice; in his ways do they walk. 4 Thou thyself hast commanded 
us thy precepts, that we might keep [them] diligently. > Oh that my ways were firmly 
directed to observe thy statutes! © Then would I not be made ashamed, while I look 
at all thy commandments. 71 will thank thee with uprightness of heart, when I learn 
thy righteous ordinances. 8 Thy statutes will I observe: oh forsake me not too greatly. 
9 BETH. Wherewithal shall a youth keep his way pure? by guarding it according to thy 
word. 1° With all my heart have I sought thee: oh let me not wander astray from thy 
commandments. 11 In my heart have I treasured up thy saying, in order that I may not 
sin against thee. 12 Blessed art thou, O Lord: teach me thy statutes. 13 With my lips have 
I related all the ordinances of thy mouth. 14 On the way of thy testimonies have I been 
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glad, as over all wealth. 15 On thy precepts will I meditate, and direct my look unto thy 
paths. 1° In thy statutes will I seek my delight: I will not forget thy word. 17 GIMEL. 
Deal bountifully with thy servant: let me live, that I may observe thy word. 18 Open 
thou my eyes, that I may behold wondrous things out of thy law. 19 A stranger am I on 
the earth: hide not from me thy commandments. 2° My soul is broken from longing for 
thy ordinances at all times. 21 Thou hast rebuked the accursed proud, who go erringly 
astray from thy commandments. 22 Roll away from me reproach and contempt; for thy 
testimonies have I kept. 23 Although even princes should sit and speak against me, thy 
servant would still meditate on thy statutes. 24 Also thy testimonies are my delight, my 
counsellors. 25> DALETH. My soul cleaveth unto the dust: revive thou me according to thy 
word. 26 My ways do I relate [to thee], and thou answerest me: teach me thy statutes. 
27 Cause me to understand the way of thy precepts, that I may meditate on thy wonders. 
28 My soul droppeth away from grief: sustain me according to thy word. 2? The way 
of falsehood do thou remove from me, and grant me graciously thy law. 3° The way of 
truth have I chosen: thy ordinances have | set [before me]. 3! 1 have adhered unto thy 
testimonies: O Lord, put me not to shame. 32 The way of thy commandments will I run; 
for thou wilt enlarge my heart. 33 HE. Teach me, O Lord, the way of thy statutes, and I 
shall keep it in all its windings. 34 Give me understanding, that I may keep thy law, and 
I will observe it with all [my] heart. 35 Guide me on the path of thy commandments; 
for therein do I find my delight. 3° Incline my heart unto thy testimonies, and not to 
desire for gain. 37 Turn away my eyes from beholding vanity: on thy way do thou give 
me life. 38 Fulfill unto thy servant thy promise for those who are devoted to thy fear. 
39 Cause to pass away my disgrace of which I have dread; for thy ordinances are good. 
40 Behold, I have longed after thy precepts: through thy righteousness do thou give my 
life. 41 VAV. And let thy kindness come unto me, O Lord, thy salvation, according to thy 
promise. 42 Then shall I have a word to answer the one that reproacheth me; for I trust 
in thy word. 43 And snatch not the word of truth out of my mouth too greatly; for I wait 
for thy ordinances. 44 So shall I observe thy law continually for ever and ever. # And 
I will walk in an open space; for thy precepts have I sought. 4° And I will speak of thy 
testimonies before kings, and will not be ashamed. 47 And I will delight myself in thy 
commandments, which] love. 48 And so will I lift up my hands unto thy commandments, 
which I love, and I will meditate on thy statutes. 4? ZAYIN. Remember thy word unto 
thy servant, upon which thou hast caused me to wait. 5° This is my comfort in my 
affliction, that thy promise hath revived me. °! The presumptuous have held me too 
greatly in derision: yet have I not departed away from thy law. 521 remembered thy 
decrees [which were] from olden times, 0 Lord, and thus comforted myself. 53 Horror 
seized on me because of the wicked that forsake thy law. 54 Songs have thy statutes been 
unto me in the house of my pilgrimage. 5° I remembered in the night thy name, O Lord, 
and observed thy law. 5° This came to pass unto me, because I had kept thy precepts. 
57 CHETH. My portion is the Lord, have I said, that I might observe thy words. °8I make 
entreaty before thee with all my heart: be gracious unto me according to thy promise. 
59 | have thought over my ways, and made my feet return unto thy testimonies. I 
hastened, and delayed not to observe thy commandments. °! Companies of wicked men 
have surrounded me; but I have not forgotten thy law. ® At midnights do I constantly 
rise to give thanks unto thee, because of thy righteous decrees. ©3 An associate am I 
unto all that fear thee, and unto those that keep thy precepts. ° Of thy kindness, O 
Lord, is the earth full: teach me thy statutes. °° TETH. Thou hast shown goodness on 
thy servant, O Lord, according to thy word. © The best of discernment and knowledge 
do thou teach me; for in thy commandments do I believe. 7 Before I was afflicted I 
was in error; but now I observe thy saying. ©’ Thou art good, and doing good: teach 
me thy statutes. ©? The presumptuous have invented falsehoods against me; but I will 
with all my heart indeed keep thy precepts. 7° Gross as fat is their heart; but I take truly 
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delight in thy law. 7! It is well for me that I have been afflicted, in order that I might 
learn thy statutes. 72 Better is unto me the law of thy mouth than thousands of gold and 
silver. 73 YOD. Thy hands have made me and established me: give me understanding, 
that I may learn thy commandments. 74 Those that fear thee will see me and be rejoiced; 
because I have waited for thy word. 751 know, O Lord, that thy decrees are righteous, 
and that in faithfulness thou hast afflicted me. 7° Let, I pray thee, thy kindness come to 
comfort me, according to thy promise unto thy servant. 77 Let thy mercies come unto 
me, that I may live; for thy law is my delight. 78 Let the presumptuous be made ashamed; 
because they have without a cause dealt perversely with me; but I will indeed meditate 
on thy precepts. 79 Let those that fear thee return unto me, and those that know thy 
testimonies. 8° Let my heart be entire in thy statutes, in order that I may not be put 
to shame. ®1 CAPH. My soul ardently desireth for thy salvation: for thy word do I wait. 
82 My eyes look eagerly for thy promise, saying, When wilt thou comfort me? 83 For I 
am become like a bottle in the smoke: [yet] do I not forget thy statutes. 84 How many 
are the days of thy servant? when wilt thou execute justice on my persecutors? 8° The 
presumptuous have dug pits for me, which is not in accordance with thy law. ® All thy 
commandments are founded on truth: without cause they persecute me; help thou me. 
87 But little was wanting that they had consumed me upon earth; but I have truly not 
forsaken thy precepts. ®8 According to thy kindness give me life, that I may observe the 
testimony of thy mouth. ®° LAMED. To eternity, O Lord, standeth firm thy word with 
the heavens. °° Unto all generations endureth thy faithfulness: thou hast established 
the earth, and she standeth. %! According to thy ordinances they exist this day: for all 
are thy servants. °2 Unless thy law had been my delights, I should long since have been 
lost in my affliction. °° Never will I forget thy precepts; for with them thou hast kept 
me alive. °4 Thine am I, save me; for thy precepts have I sought. °° Wicked men have 
waited for me to destroy me; [but] I will reflect on thy testimonies. °° Of all perfection 
have I seen the end; [but] thy commandment is exceedingly extended. 97 MEM. Oh how 
do I love thy law! all the day is it my meditation. °° Wiser than my enemy doth thy 
commandment make me; for it is perpetually with me. 99 Above all my teachers have I 
obtained intelligence; for thy testimonies are my meditation. 1°° More than the elders do 
I possess understanding; because thy precepts do I keep. 1°! From every evil path have I 
withholden my feet, in order that I might observe thy word. 1°2 From thy ordinances 
have I not departed; for thou hast instructed me. 1°3 How much sweeter are to my 
palate thy sayings than honey to my mouth! 1°4 Through thy precepts shall I obtain 
understanding: therefore do I hate every path of falsehood. 1°5 NUN. A lamp unto my 
feet is thy word, and a light unto my path. 11 have sworn, and I will perform it, to 
observe thy righteous ordinances. 1°71 am afflicted exceedingly much: O Lord, revive 
me, according to thy word. 1°8 Receive in favor the freewill-offerings of my mouth, I 
beseech thee, O Lord, and teach me thy ordinances, 1°9 My life is in my hand continually: 
yet thy law do I not forget. 11° The wicked have laid a snare for me: yet have I not erred 
from thy precepts. 111] have taken thy testimonies as a heritage to eternity; for they are 
the joy of my heart. 1121 have inclined my heart to perform thy statutes always, in all 
their ways. 113 SAMECH. Those of divided thoughts I hate; but thy law do I love. 114 My 
shelter and my shield art thou: for thy word do I wait. 115 Depart from me, ye evildoers, 
that I may keep the commandments of God. 116 Uphold me according to thy promise, 
that I may live, and let me not be made ashamed of my hope. 117 Support me that I may 
be placed in safety, and I will direct my regard unto thy statutes continually. 148 Thou 
hast trodden down all that erringly stray from thy statutes; for falsehood is their deceit. 
119 Like dross dost thou put away all the wicked of the earth: therefore do I love thy 
testimonies. 120 My flesh trembleth shudderingly from dread of thee, and of thy decrees 
am I afraid. 121 'AYIN. I have executed justice and righteousness: leave me not to those 
who oppress me. 12? Protect thy servant for good: let not the presumptuous oppress 
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me. 123 My eyes look eagerly for thy salvation, and for thy righteous promise. 124 Deal 
with thy servant according to thy kindness, and thy statutes do thou teach me. 1251 am 
thy servant: give me understanding, that I may know thy testimonies. 12° It is time to 
act for the Lord: they have broken thy law. 127 Therefore do I love thy commandments 
more than gold, and more than fine gold. 128 Therefore do I esteem all thy precepts in all 
things as right: every path of falsehood do I hate. 129 PE. Wonderful are thy testimonies: 
therefore doth my soul keep them. 13° The opening of thy words giveth light, it giveth 
understanding unto the simple. 1311 opened my mouth, and panted for breath; because 
for thy commandments did I long. 132 Turn thou unto me, and be gracious unto me, as is 
thy wont unto those that love thy name. 133 My steps establish thou through thy promise, 
and suffer not any wrong to have dominion over me. !°4 Deliver me from the oppression 
of man, and I will observe thy precepts. 135 Let thy face shine upon thy servant, and 
teach me thy statutes. 13° Streams of water have run down my eyes; because they had not 
observed thy law. 137 TZADDE. Righteous art thou, O Lord, and upright are thy decrees. 
138 Thou hast commanded thy testimonies, as righteous and faithful exceedingly. 139 My 
zeal destroyeth me; because my assailants have forgotten thy words. 14° Thy promise is 
greatly refined, and thy servant loveth it. 1411 am little and despised: yet thy precepts 
have I not forgotten. 142 Thy righteousness is an everlasting righteousness, and thy law 
is the truth. 143 Distress and trouble have overtaken me: [yet] are thy commandments my 
delights. 144 Righteous are thy testimonies for everlasting: give me understanding, that 
I may live. 145 KOPH. I have called with all my heart: answer me, O Lord: thy statutes 
will I keep. 1461 have called on thee, save me, and I will observe thy testimonies. 147 I 
come before thee in the dawn of morning, and cry: for thy word do I wait. 148 My 
eyes are awake before the night-watches, that I may meditate in thy saying. 149 Hear 
my voice according to thy kindness: O Lord, according to thy decree do thou grant me 
life. 5° They that pursue mischievous devices draw nigh: from thy law are they far. 
151 Near art thou, O Lord; and all thy commandments are the truth. 152 Of old already I 
knew of thy testimonies; because for eternity hast thou founded them. 53 RESH. Look 
on my affliction, and release me; for thy law have I not forgotten. 154 Plead my cause, 
and deliver me: according to thy promise do thou revive me. 155 Far from the wicked is 
salvation; because thy statutes have they not sought for. 5©Thy mercies are abundant, 
O Lord; according to thy decrees do thou revive me. !5? Many are my persecutors and my 
assailants: yet from thy testimonies do I not turn away. !5°1I beheld the treacherous, and 
felt disgust; because they observed not thy saying. 15° Behold that I love thy precepts: 
O Lord, according to thy kindness do thou revive me. !© The summit of thy word is 
truth: and the whole of thy righteous judgment endureth for ever. 1° SHIN. Princes 
have persecuted me without a cause; but of thy word standeth my heart in dread. 1621 am 
rejoiced over thy promise, as one that findeth great spoil. 16° Falsehood I hate and abhor: 
but thy law do I love. 164 Seven times in the day do I praise thee because of thy righteous 
decrees. 165 Abundant peace have they who love thy law; and thee is nothing that causeth 
them to stumble. 1°°I have hoped for thy salvation, O Lord, and thy commandments 
have I fulfilled. 167 My soul hath observed thy testimonies, and I love them exceedingly. 
168 | have observed thy precepts and thy testimonies; because all my ways are before 
thee. 169 TAV. Let my entreaty come near before thee, O Lord: according to thy word 
grant me understanding. 17° Let my supplication come before thee: according to thy 
promise do thou deliver me. 171 My lips shall utter praise; because thou wilt teach me 
thy statutes. 172 My tongue shall speak loudly of thy promise; for all thy commandments 
are righteous. 173 Let thy hand be [ready] to help me; for thy precepts have I chosen. 1741 
have longed for thy salvation, O Lord; and thy law is my delights. 175 Let my soul live, 
and it shall praise thee: and let thy decrees help me. 1761 have gone erringly astray like 
a lost sheep: seek thy servant; for thy commandments have I not forgotten. 
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1 “A song of the degrees.” Unto the Lord, when I was in distress, did I call, and he 
hath answered me. 20 Lord, deliver my soul from lips of falsehood, and from a tongue 
of deceit. 3 What will [God] give unto thee? or what will he add unto thee, thou tongue 
of deceit? 4 Sharpened arrows of the mighty, with coals of the broom-bush. 5 Woe is me, 
that I sojourn in Meshech, that I dwell in the tents of Kedar! © Too long for herself hath 
my soul dwelt with him that hateth peace. 71 am for peace; but when I speak, they are 
for war. 


121 

1“A song for the degrees.” I lift up my eyes unto the mountains: whence shall come my 
help? 2 My help is from the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth. 3 He will not suffer thy 
foot to slip: thy keeper doth not slumber. 4 Behold, he slumbereth not, and he sleepeth 
not—the keeper of Israel. 5 The Lord is thy keeper: the Lord is thy shade, he is on thy 
right hand. © By day the sun shall not strike thee, nor the moon by night. 7 The Lord will 
guard thee against all evil: he will guard thy soul. § The Lord will guard thy going out 
and thy coming in from this time forth and for evermore. 


22 

1“A song of the degrees by David.” I was rejoiced when they said unto me, Unto the 
house of the Lord let us go. 2 Our feet are now standing within thy gates, O Jerusalem! 
3 Jerusalem, which art built as a city wherein all associate together. 4 For thither go up 
the tribes of the Lord, as a testimony for Israel, to give thanks unto the name of the Lord. 
5 For there are placed chairs for [giving] judgment, the chairs for the house of David.— 
6 Pray ye for the peace of Jerusalem; may those that love thee prosper. 7 May there be 
peace within thy walls, prosperity within thy palaces, 8 For the sake of my brethren and 
my friends, let me now speak, Peace be within thee. 9 For the sake of the house of the 
Lord our God, will I seek thy good. 


123 
1“A song of the degrees.” Unto thee do I lift up my eyes, O thou that dwellest in the 


heavens. 2 Behold, as the eyes of servants are directed unto the hand of their masters, as 
the eyes of a maiden unto the hand of her mistress: thus are our eyes directed unto the 
Lord our God, until he be gracious unto us. 3 Be gracious unto us, O Lord! be gracious 
unto us; for we are overburdened with contempt. 4 Our soul is overburdened with the 
scorn of those who are at ease, with the contempt of the proud oppressors. 


124 

1 “A song of the degrees by David.” If it had not been the Lord who was for us, so 
should Israel say; 2 If it had not been the Lord who was for us, when men rose up against 
us: 3 Then would they have swallowed us up alive, when their wrath was kindled against 
us; 4Then would the waters have overwhelmed us, the stream would have passed over 
our soul; > Then would have passed over our soul the presumptuous waters. © Blessed be 
the Lord, who hath not given us up as a prey to their teeth. 7 Our soul is escaped like a 
bird out of the snare of the fowlers: the snare is broken, and we are escaped. ® Our help 
is in the name of the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth. 


125 
1 “A song of the degrees.” Those who trust in the Lord are like mount Zion, which will 
not he moved, which endureth for ever. 2 Jerusalem hath mountains round about her: 
and [so] is the Lord round about his people, from this time forth and for evermore. 3 For 
the sceptre of wickedness shall not rest upon the lot of the righteous: in order that the 
righteous may not stretch forth their hands unto wrong-doing. 4 Do good, O Lord, unto 
the good, and to those that are upright in their hearts. > But as for those who turn aside 
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unto their crooked ways, them will the Lord drive away with the workers of wickedness; 
but peace shall be upon Israel. 


126 

1 “A song of the degrees.” When the Lord bringeth back again the captivity of Zion, 
then shall we be like dreamers. 2 Then shall our mouth be filled with laughter, and our 
tongue with singing: then shall they say among the nations, Great things hath the Lord 
done for these. 3 Great things would the Lord have done for us, [whereat] we should be 
joyful. 4 Bring back again, O Lord, our captivity, like rivulets in arid land. 5 Those that sow 
in tears shall reap with joyful song. © He goeth forth indeed and weepeth, that beareth 
the seed for sowing; but he will surely come with joyful song when he beareth [home] 
his sheaves. 


127 

1“A song of the degrees for Solomon.” Unless the Lord do build the house, in vain labor 
they that build on it: unless the Lord guard the city, in vain is the watchman wakeful. 
2It is in vain for you to be early in rising, to be late in sitting up, eating the bread of 
painful toils; [for] so doth he give unto his beloved during sleep. 3 Lo, children are an 
inheritance from the Lord: a reward is the fruit of the body. 4 Like arrows in the hand 
of a mighty man, so are the children of youth. ° Happy is the man that hath his quiver 
filled with them: they shall not be put to shame, when they do speak with the enemies 
in the gate. 


128 

1 “A song of the degrees.” Happy is every one that feareth the Lord, that walketh in 
his ways. 2 When thou eatest the labor of thy hands: [then] wilt thou be happy, and it 
shall be well with thee. 3 Thy wife is [then] as a fruitful vine in the recesses of thy house: 
thy children, like olive-plants round about thy table. 4 Behold, truly thus shall be blessed 
the man that feareth the Lord. 5 May the Lord bless thee out of Zion: and see thou the 
happiness of Jerusalem all the days of thy life. © And see thou thy children's children: 
may there be peace upon Israel. 


129 


1 “A song of the degrees.” Many a time have they assailed me from my youth, so 
should Israel say; 2 Many a time have they assailed me from my youth: yet have they not 
prevailed against me. 3? Upon my back have ploughmen ploughed; they have drawn long 
their furrows: 4 [Yet] the Lord is righteous; he hath cut asunder the cords of the wicked. 
5 May all be put to shame and turned backward that hate Zion; ® May they become like 
the grass of the roofs, which withereth before it is pulled up; 7 Wherewith the mower 
filleth not his hand; nor his arm he that bindeth sheaves. 8 Nor do they who pass by say, 
The blessing of the Lord be with you: we bless you in the name of the Lord. 


130 

1 “A song of the degrees.” Out of the depths have I called thee, O Lord. 2 Lord, listen 
to my voice: let thy ears be attentive to the voice of my supplications. 3 If thou, Lord, 
shouldst treasure up iniquities, O Lord, who would be able to stand? 4But with thee there 
is forgiveness, in order that thou mayest be feared. °I hope for the Lord, my soul doth 
hope, and for his word do I wait. ® My soul [waiteth] for the Lord, more than they that 
watch for the morning expect the morning. 7 Let Israel wait for the Lord; for with the 
Lord there is kindness, and with him is redemption in abundance; 8 And he wilt surely 
redeem Israel from all his iniquities. 
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1 “A song of the degrees by David.” O Lord, my heart was not haughty, nor were my 
eyes lofty: neither have I walked after matters too great, or those too wonderful for me. 
2 Surely I have pacified and stilled my soul, like the suckling on its mother's breast: like 
a suckling is in me my soul. 3 Let Israel wait for the Lord from this time forth and for 
ever more. 


132 

1“A song of the degrees.” Remember, O Lord, unto David all his afflictions; 2 How he 
swore unto the Lord; how he vowed unto the mighty One of Jacob: 3 Surely, I will not 
enter into the tent of my house, nor ascend the couch of my repose; 41 will not grant 
any sleep to my eyes, nor to my eyelids any slumber: 5 Until I shall have found out a 
place for the Lord, a dwelling-place for the mighty One of Jacob. © “Lo, we heard of it 
at Ephratah: we met with it in the fields of the forest: 7 let us then go into his dwelling: 
let us prostrate ourselves before his footstool.” 8 Arise, O Lord, unto thy resting-place: 
thou, and the ark of thy strength. ° Let thy priests be clothed with righteousness; and 
let thy pious servants shout for joy. 1° For the sake of David thy servant turn not away 
the face of thy anointed. 11 The Lord hath sworn unto David in truth; he will not turn 
from it: “From the fruit of thy body will I set [some one] on the throne to succeed thee. 
12 Tf thy children will observe my covenant and this my testimony which I teach them: 
then also shall their children sit for evermore upon the throne to succeed thee.” !° For 


the Lord hath made choice of Zion: he hath desired it as a habitation for himself. 14 This 
is my resting-place for evermore: here will I dwell; for I have desired it. 5 Her provision 


will I bless abundantly: her needy ones will I satisfy with bread. 1° And her priests will I 
clothe with salvation: and her pious ones shall shout aloud for joy. 17 There will I cause 
to grow a horn unto David: I arrange a lamp for my anointed. 18 His enemies will I clothe 
with shame; but upon himself shall his crown shine brilliantly. 


133 
1“A song of the degrees by David.” Behold, how good and how pleasant it is !!when 
brethren dwell closely together [in union]! ? [It is] like the precious oil upon the head, 
running down upon the beard, yea, Aaron's beard, which runneth down upon the upper 
border of his garments; 3 Like the dew of Chermon, running down upon the mountains 
of Zion; for there hath the Lord commanded the blessing, even life for evermore. 


134 
1 “A song of the degrees.” Arise! bless ye the Lord, all ye servants of the Lord that 
stand in the house of the Lord in the nights. 2 Lift up your hands toward the sanctuary, 
and bless the Lord. 3 May the Lord bless thee out of Zion, he that is the maker of heaven 
and earth. 


135 

1 Hallelujah. Praise ye the name of the Lord; praise him, O ye servants of the Lord; ? Ye 
that stand in the house of the Lord, in the courts of the house of our God. 3 Hallelujah; 
for the Lord is good: sing praises unto his name; for it is lovely. 4 For Jacob hath the Lord 
chosen unto himself, Israel, as his peculiar treasure. 5 For I well know that the Lord is 
great, and that our Lord is above all gods. © Whatsoever the Lord willeth, hath he done 
in the heavens, and on the earth, in the seas, and in all the deeps. 7 He causeth clouds 
to ascend from the ends of the earth; he maketh lightnings with the rain; he bringeth 
forth the wind out of his treasuries. 8 [He it is] who smote the first-born of Egypt, both 
of man and of cattle; 9 Who sent signs and wonderful tokens into the midst of thee, O 
Egypt, against Pharaoh, and against all his servants; 1° Who smote many nations, and 
slew mighty kings; 1! Sichon the king of the Emorites, and 'Og the king of Bashan, and 
all the kingdoms of Canaan; !2 And gave their land as an inheritance, an inheritance 
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unto Israel his people. 13 0 Lord, thy name [endureth] for ever: O Lord, thy memorial 
is throughout all generations. 14 For the Lord will espouse the cause of his people, and 
concerning his servants will he bethink himself. 15 The idols of the nations are silver and 
gold, the work of the hands of men. 16 Mouths they have, but they speak not; eyes they 
have, but they see not; 17 Ears they have, but they hear not; neither is there any breath 
in their mouth. 18 Like them are those that make them, every one that trusteth in them. 
190 house of Israel, bless ye the Lord; O house of Aaron, bless ye the Lord. 2°0 house of 
Levi, bless ye the Lord; ye that fear the Lord, bless the Lord. 21 Blessed be the Lord out of 
Zion, even he that resideth at Jerusalem. Hallelujah. 


10 give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 2.0 
give thanks unto the God of gods; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 3 0 give thanks 
to the Lord of lords; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 4 To him who doth great 
wonders alone; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 5 To him that made the heavens 
with understanding; for to eternity endureth his kindness. © To him that stretched out 
the earth above the waters; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 7 To him that made 
great lights; for to eternity endureth his kindness; * The sun for the rule by day; for 
to eternity endureth his kindness; 9? The moon and stars for the rule by night; for to 
eternity endureth his kindness. 1°To him that smote Egypt in their first-born; for to 
eternity endureth his kindness; 1! And brought out Israel from the midst of them; for to 
eternity endureth his kindness; 12 With a strong hand, and with an outstretched arm; 
for to eternity endureth his kindness. !3 To him who divided the Red Sea into parts; for 
to eternity endureth his kindness; !4 And caused Israel to pass through the midst of it; 
for to eternity endureth his kindness; 15 But overthrew Pharaoh and his host in the Red 
Sea; for to eternity endureth his kindness. 1° To him who led his people through the 
wilderness; for to eternity endureth his kindness. !” To him who smote great kings; for 
to eternity endureth his kindness; 18 And slew mighty kings; for to eternity endureth his 
kindness. !9 Even Sichon the king of the Emorites; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 
20 And 'Og the king of Bashan; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 2! And gave their 
land as an inheritance; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 2? As an inheritance unto 
Israel his servant; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 2? Who hath in our low estate 
remembered us; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 24 And hath freed us from our 
assailants; for to eternity endureth his kindness; 25 Who giveth food unto all flesh; for 
to eternity endureth his kindness. 2° 0 give thanks unto the God of the heavens; for to 
eternity endureth his kindness. 


137 

1 By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat, and we also wept when we remembered Zion. 
2 Upon the willows in her midst had we hung up our harps. 3 For there our captors 
demanded of us the words of song; and those that mocked us, joy, [saying,] Sing for 
us one of the songs of Zion. 4 How should we sing the song of the Lord on the soil of the 
stranger? >If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, may my right hand forget—. ® May my tongue 
cleave to my palate if I do not remember thee: if I recall not Jerusalem at the head of my 
joy. 7Remember, O Lord, unto the children of Edom the day of Jerusalem; who said, Raze 
it, raze it, even to her very foundation. § 0 daughter of Babylon, who art wasted: happy 
he, that repayeth thee thy recompense for what thou hast done to us. ? Happy he, that 
seizeth and dasheth thy babes against the rock. 


138 
1 “By David.” I will praise thee with my whole heart: before [thee], O God, will I sing 
praise unto thee. 21 will bow myself down before thy holy temple, and I will thank thy 
name for thy kindness and for thy truth; for thou hast magnified above all thy name thy 
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promise. 3On the day when I called didst thou answer me, and raise me up with strength 
in my soul. 4 All the kings of the earth will give thanks unto thee, O Lord, when they hear 
the promises of thy mouth. 5 And they will sing on the ways of the Lord; for great is the 
glory of the Lord. © For exalted is the Lord, yet doth he regard the lowly; but the proud 
he punisheth from afar. 7 If I should walk in the midst of distress, thou wilt revive me: 
against the wrath of my enemies wilt thou stretch forth thy hand, and thy right hand 
will save me. ® The Lord will accomplish [all] in my behalf; 0 Lord, thy kindness endureth 
for ever: the works of thy own hands do not abandon. 


139 

1“To the chief musician, by David, a psalm.” O Lord! thou hast searched me through, 
and thou knowest [me]. 2 Thou indeed knowest my sitting down and my rising up, thou 
understandest my thinking while yet afar off. 3 My walking and my lying down hast thou 
limited, and with all my ways art thou acquainted. 4 For, while there is not a word on 
my tongue, lo, thou, O Lord, knowest it entirely. > Behind and before hast thou hedged 
me in, and thou placest upon me thy hand. © Too wonderful is such knowledge for me: 
it is too exalted, I cannot attain unto it. 7 Whither shall I go from thy spirit? or whither 
shall I flee away from thy presence? 8 If I should ascend into heaven, thou art there; 
and if I should make my bed in the nether world, behold, thou art there. 9 If I should 
lift up the wings of the morning-dawn, if I should dwell in the uttermost parts of the 
sea: 10 Even there would thy hand lead me, and thy right hand would seize hold of me. 
11]f1 said, Surely darkness shall enshroud me, and into night [be turned] the light about 
me: !2 Yet even darkness can obscure nothing from thee; but the night will shine like 
the day; both the darkness and the light are alike [to thee]. 13 For thou possessest my 
reins: thou hast covered me in my mother's womb. 11 will thank thee therefore, that 
I am [so] fearfully [and] wonderfully made: wonderful are thy works; and that my soul 
knoweth right well. 15 My being was not concealed from thee, when I was made in secret, 
when I was [so to say] embroidered in the lowest parts of the earth. 1° My undeveloped 
substance did thy eyes see; and in thy book were all of them written down—the days 
which have been formed, while yet not one of them was here. 1” And how precious are 
unto me thy thoughts, 0 God! how mightily great is their sum! 18 Should I count them, 
they would be more numerous than the sand: I awake, and I am still with thee. 19 If thou 
wouldst but slay the wicked, O God! and ye men of blood, depart from me. 2° Who speak 
of thee for a wicked end, thy enemies, that bear [thy name] for a vain purpose. 2! Behold, 
those that hate thee I ever hate, O Lord; and for those that rise up against thee do I feel 
loathing. 22 With the utmost hatred do I hate them: enemies are they become unto me. 
23 Search me through, O God, and know my heart; probe me, and know my thoughts: 
24 And see if there be a way of perverseness in me, and lead me on the way of eternity. 


140 

1 “To the chief musician, a psalm of David.” (140:2) Deliver me, O Lord, from an evil 
man; from a man of violence do thou keep me; 2 (140:3) Who think over evil [resolves] 
in their heart, [who] every day are gathered together for war. 3 (140:4) They have 
sharpened their tongues like a serpent: the poison of the adder is under their lips. Selah. 
4 (140:5) Preserve me, O Lord, from the hands of the wicked, from the man of violence 
do thou keep me, who think of overthrowing my steps. ° (140:6) The proud have hidden 
a snare for me, and cords; they have spread a net by the side of [my] track; traps have 
they set for me. Selah. © (140:7) I have said unto the Lord, Thou art my God: give ear, 
O Lord, to the voice of my supplications. 7 (140:8) O thou Eternal Lord, the strength of 
my salvation, thou hast covered my head on the day of battle. 8 (140:9) Grant not, O 
Lord, the longings of the wicked; suffer not his wicked device to succeed: lest they exalt 
themselves. Selah. 9 (140:10) [As for] the heads of those that encompass me about, let the 
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mischief of their own lips cover them. 1° (140:11) Let burning coals be cast upon them: 
let them be thrown into the fire; into deep pits, that they rise not up again. 1 (140:12) 
Let not the man of an [evil] tongue be established on the earth: may evil hunt down the 
violent man to his downfall. 12 (140:13) I know that the Lord will procure right for the 
afflicted, [and] justice for the needy. 13 (140:14) Surely the righteous shall give thanks 
unto thy name: the upright shall dwell before thy presence. 


141 

1“A psalm of David.” O Lord, I call thee, hasten unto me: give ear unto my voice, when 
I call unto thee. 2 May my prayer be valued as incense before thee, the lifting up of my 
hands, as the evening offering. ° Set, O Lord, a watch unto my mouth: keep a guard at the 
door of my lips. 4 Permit not my heart to incline after any evil thing, to practise deeds 
in wickedness with men that are doers of wrong: and let me not eat of their dainties. ° If 
the righteous strike me, it is a kindness; and if he reprove me, it is [as] oil poured on the 
head, my head shall not refuse it; for yet my prayer also [is offered] in their sufferings. 
6 Are their judges fallen down through means of a rock: then will they listen to my words; 
for they are pleasant. 7 As when one cutteth in and splitteth open the earth: so are our 
bones scattered for the mouth of the grave. 8 For unto thee, O Eternal Lord, are my eyes 
directed; in thee doI trust: pour not out my life. >Guard me from the power of the snare 
which they have laid for me, and the traps of the wrong-doers. 1° Let the wicked fall into 
their own nets, altogether—while I pass safely by. 


142 

1 “A Maskil of David, when he was in the cave. A prayer.” (142:2) With my voice I 
cry unto the Lord: with my voice I make supplication unto the Lord. 2 (142:3) I pour 
out before him my grief: my distress I recite before him. 3 (142:4) When my spirit was 
overwhelmed within me—and thou knowest well my path—on the way whereon I desired 
to walk they had secretly laid a snare for me. 4 (142:5) Look to the right, and behold, yea, 
there is no man that recognizeth me: [every] refuge is lost to me; there is no one that 
careth for my soul. 5 (142:6) I cried unto thee, O Lord: I said, Thou art my refuge, my 
portion in the land of life. © (142:7) Listen unto my entreaty; for I am very miserable: 
deliver me from my pursuers; for they are too mighty for me. 7 (142:8) Bring forth 
out of prison my soul, that I may thank thy name: with me shall the righteous crown 
themselves, when thou wilt deal bountifully with me. 


143 

1 “A psalm of David.” O Lord, hear my prayer, give ear to my supplications: in thy 
faithfulness answer me, in thy righteousness. 2 And enter not into judgment with thy 
servant; for no living man can be regarded righteous before thee. 3 For the enemy hath 
pursued my soul; he hath crushed to the ground my life; he hath made me dwell in 
darkness, as those that are dead eternally. 4 And my spirit within me is overwhelmed: 
in my bosom is my heart astounded. 5I remember the days of olden times: I meditate 
on all thy doings: on the work of thy hands do I reflect. I spread forth my hands unto 
thee: my soul [longeth] for thee, as a thirsty land. Selah. 7 Hasten, answer me, O Lord, 
my spirit falleth: hide not thy face from me, that I may not become like those that go 
down into the pit. § Cause me to hear in the morning thy kindness; for in thee do I trust: 
cause me to know the way whereon I should walk; for unto thee do I lift up my soul. 
° Deliver me, O Lord, from my enemies: by thee do I seek shelter. }° Teach me to do thy 
will; for thou art my God: thy spirit is good; guide me on a level land. 1! For thy sake, O 
Lord, revive me: in thy righteousness bring forth out of distress my soul. !2 And in thy 


kindness destroy my enemies, and annihilate all the adversaries of my soul; far I am thy 
servant. 
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144 

1“By David.” Blessed be the Lord my Rock, who exerciseth my hands for the battle, my 
fingers for the war: 2 My kindness, and my strong-hold; my high tower, and my deliverer; 
my shield, and he in whom I trust; who subdueth my people under me. 3 Lord, what is 
man, that thou takest cognizance of him: the son of a mortal, that thou regardest him! 
4 Man is like the breath: his days are like a passing shadow. 50 Lord, bend thy heavens, 
and come down: touch the mountains, that they may smoke. © Cast forth lightning, and 
scatter them: send out thy arrows, and confound them. 7 Stretch out thy hands from 
above; rid me, and deliver me out of great waters, from the hand of the children of the 
stranger. ® Whose mouth speaketh vanity, and whose right hand is the right hand of 
falsehood. ° 0 God, a new song will I sing unto thee: upon the ten-stringed psaltery will 
I sing praises unto thee. 1° [Thou art he] that giveth victory unto kings: who riddeth 
David his servant from the evil-bringing sword. !! Rid me, and deliver me from the hand 
of the children of the stranger, whose mouth speaketh vanity, and whose right hand is 
the right hand of falsehood. !2 So that our sons may be like plants, grown up in their 
youth: our daughters, like corner-pillars, sculptured in the model of a palace. 13 May 
our garners be full, furnishing all manner of store: our sheep bringing forth thousands 
and ten thousands in our open pastures. !4 May our oxen be strong to labor: may there 
be no breach, nor migration, nor loud complaint in our streets. 15 Happy the people, that 
fare thus: happy the people, whose God is the Lord. 


145 

1 “A hymn of praise by David.” I will extol thee, my God, O king; and I will bless thy 
name for ever and ever. 2 Every day will I bless thee, and I will praise thy name for ever 
and ever. 3Great is the Lord, and greatly praised, and his greatness is unsearchable. “One 
generation shall praise thy works to the other, and thy mighty acts shall they declare. 
5 On the majestic glory of thy excellence, and on thy wondrous deeds will I meditate. 
6 And of the might of thy terrible acts shall men converse: and thy greatness will relate. 
7The memorial of thy abundant goodness shall they loudly proclaim, and they shall sing 
joyfully of thy righteousness. ® Gracious and merciful is the Lord, long-suffering, and 
great in kindness. ? The Lord is good to all, and his mercies are over all his works. !° All 
thy works shall thank thee, O Lord; and thy pious servants shall bless thee. 1! Of the 
glory of thy kingdom shall they converse, and of thy might shall they speak: !12To make 
known to the sons of men his mighty acts, and the glorious majesty of his kingdom. 
13 Thy kingdom is a kingdom of all eternities, and thy dominion [subsisteth] throughout 
all generations. 14The Lord upholdeth all who are falling, and raiseth up all those who 
are bowed down. 15 The eyes of all wait hopefully upon thee, and thou givest them their 
food in its due season. 1° Thou openest thy hand, and satisfiest the desire of every living 
thing. 17 Righteous is the Lord in all his ways, and beneficent in all his works. 18 The Lord 
is nigh unto all those who call on him, to all who call on him in truth. 19 The desire of 
those who fear him will he fulfill, and their cry will he hear, and save them. 2° The Lord 
preserveth all those who love him; but all the wicked will he destroy. 21 The praise of the 
Lord shall my mouth speak: and let all flesh bless his holy name for ever and ever. 


146 

1 Hallelujah. Praise, O my soul, the Lord. 71 will praise the Lord throughout my life: I 
will sing praises unto my God while I have any being. 3 Put not your trust in princes, 
in the son of man, in whom there is no salvation. 4 When his spirit goeth forth, he 
returneth to his [native] earth: on that very day perish his thoughts. 5 [But] happy is he 
who hath the God of Jacob for his help, whose hope is on the Lord his God; § Who hath 
made heaven, and earth, the sea, and all that is therein; who keepeth truth for ever; 
7 Who executeth justice for the oppressed: who giveth bread to the hungry: the Lord 
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looseneth the prisoners; 8 The Lord causeth the blind to see; the Lord raiseth up those 
who are bowed down; the Lord loveth the righteous: ? The Lord guardeth the strangers; 
the fatherless and widow he helpeth up; but the way of the wicked he maketh crooked. 
10 The Lord will reign for ever, even thy God, O Zion, unto all generations. Hallelujah. 


147 

1 Hallelujah; for it is good to sing praises unto our God; for it is comely; [him] becometh 
praise. 2 The Lord buildeth up Jerusalem: the outcasts of Israel will he gather together; 
3 He that healeth the broken-hearted, and bindeth up their hurts; 4 Who counteth the 
number of the stars; who calleth them all by [their] names. ° Great is our Lord, and 
abundant in power: his understanding is immeasurable. © The Lord helpeth up the 
meek: he bringeth down the wicked to the ground. 7 Lift up a song unto the Lord with 
thanksgiving; sing praises unto our God with the harp; ® Who covereth the heaven with 
clouds, who prepareth rain for the earth, who causeth grass to grow upon the mountains; 
° Who giveth to the beast its food, to the young ravens which cry. 1° Not in the strength 
of the horse hath he delight: nor in the [swiftness of the] legs of man taketh he pleasure. 
11 The Lord taketh pleasure in those that fear him, that wait for his kindness. 12 Glorify, O 
Jerusalem, the Lord: praise thy God, O Zion. 1° For he hath strengthened the bars of thy 
gates; he hath blessed thy children in the midst of thee; 14He who bestoweth peace in thy 


borders, who satisfieth thee with the best of wheat; 15 He who sendeth forth his decree 
unto the earth: how swiftly speedeth his word along! 1° He who dispenseth snow like 


wool; who streweth about the hoarfrost like ashes; 17 He who casteth down his ice like 
pieces: before his cold who can stand? 18 He sendeth out his word, and melteth them: 


he causeth his wind to blow, and waters run along. 19 He declareth his word unto Jacob, 
his statutes and his ordinances unto Israel. 2° He hath not done so unto any nation: and 
[his] ordinances— these they know not. Hallelujah. 


148 

1 Hallelujah. Praise ye the Lord from the heavens: praise him in the heights. ? Praise 
ye him, all his angels: praise ye him, all his hosts. 3 Praise ye him, sun and moon: praise 
him, all ye stars of light. 4 Praise him, ye heavens of heavens, and ye waters that are 
above the heavens. ° Let them praise the name of the Lord; for he commanded and they 
were created. © And he established them for ever and to eternity: he gave a decree which 
none shall transgress. 7 Praise the Lord from the earth, ye sea-monsters, and all deeps; 
8Fire, and hail, snow, and vapor; thou storm-wind that fulfillest his word; ? Ye mountains, 
and all hills; fruitful trees, and all cedars; 1° Ye beasts, and all cattle; creeping things, 
and winged birds; 11 Ye kings of the earth, and all nations; ye princes, and all judges 
of the earth; 12 Young men and also virgins; old men, together with boys:— 13 Let them 
praise the name of the Lord; for his name alone is exalted; his majesty is above earth and 
heaven. 14 He also exalteth the horn of his people, a praise unto all his pious servants, 
[even] unto the children of Israel, a people near unto him. Hallelujah. 


149 

1 Hallelujah. Sing unto the Lord a new song, his praise in the congregation of the 
pious. 2 Let Israel rejoice in his Maker: let the children of Zion exult in their King. 3 Let 
them praise his name in the dance: with the timbrel and harp let them sing praises 
unto him. 4 For the Lord taketh pleasure in his people; he will adorn the meek with 
salvation. 5 Let the pious be joyful in glory: let them sing aloud upon their couches. 
6 The exalted praises of God are in their mouth, and a two-edged sword is in their hand; 
7To execute vengeance on the nations, and chastisements on the people: ® To bind their 
kings with chains, and their nobles with fetters of iron: 9 To execute upon them the 
judgment [which is] written: this is an honor for all his pious servants. Hallelujah. 
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1 Hallelujah. Praise ye God in his sanctuary: praise him in the expansion of his power. 
2Praise him for his acts of might: praise him according to the abundance of his greatness. 
3 Praise him with the blowing of the cornet: praise him with the psaltery and harp. 
4 Praise him with the timbrel and dance: praise him with stringed instruments and 
pipe. > Praise him upon the clear-ringing cymbals: praise him upon the high-sounding 
cymbals. © Let every thing that hath breath praise the Lord. Hallelujah. 


XRN 


After Diederick Kastner fell to the lure of the Dark 
Gods, he began his rise as Archaon, the would-be 
Everchosen. Now his former comrades hunt him 
across the Chaos Wastes, determined to ensure that 
he falls again... 

The events depicted hereafter take place during 
Archaon's time in the northern realms, between 
chapters X and XI of Archaon: Everchosen. 


The Wastes. The name was well-earned; a blasted, howling wilderness of 
twilight, blizzard and mind-numbing temperatures. Helmut Horrwitz considered 
the waste through which he hacked. The squandered humanity. The cost in 
blood. He tore a rag from a misshapen torso that, moments before, had served as 
a scabbard for his crusader blade. The material was filthy and rigid with the 
scalding cold of the place, but it was all he had to wipe the gelatinous ichor from 
his blessed sword. 

They just kept coming. Marauders in spikes and furs. Brute beastmen. Chaos 
warriors in the dark plate of an even darker calling. Horrors of the flesh. Fiends 
of the beyond. Wanton monstrosity. The servants of Sigmar might have been in 
a god-forsaken wilderness, but there was no shortage of wretched foes for 
consecrated steel. If more of these miserable, misguided things had indeed been 
forsaken by their gods then there would be precious little work for Horrwitz and 
his knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb to do there. The favours of corruption were 
everywhere to behold. Things that had long since shed their humanity begged 
the Ruinous Powers of this dark place to be twisted in their own inconstant 
image. 

Horrwitz fought on and his templars fought beside him, hacking, thrusting and 
smashing their way through the hordes. Horrwitz had never seen such a place. 
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‘he very earth beneath his boots, the sky above his helm, the howling insanity in 
between: it was all an affront to nature. To the God-King’s servants. To the God- 
King himself. 

Horrwitz had fought the threat of corruption beyond his Empire, at its borders 
and within its rich and dark forests. He had been Sigmar’s shield against the 
witch, the greenskin barbarian, the altered and the warriors of the Dark Gods. 
Here, in this benighted place, he found all the horrors of his imaginings: the 
twisted of mind and body; the half-breed; the wielders of gifts abominable and 
powers unnatural; dark templars, clad in battle-scarred plate and bearing the 
nauseating sigils of the Ruinous Powers. They swung their blades with a belief 
as strong as Horrwitz’s own, their souls offered to their monstrous sponsors. 
Their lice-infested cloaks of fur and ragged mantles flowed about them like the 
sails of damned galleons as they expertly put their shields between the knight’s 
blessed blade and their foetid existence. It was a life of perpetual battle and 
savagery, however, and the warriors of darkness did not make it easy for him. 

They pressed him and they died. Between the filth of horned half-breeds, who 
came at him with their rude flails, and marauder madmen, mounted on deranged 
steeds, Horrwitz put down a knight, a champion, a misshapen monster of cursed 
blessings, somehow still strapped into its plate. The templar’s heavy blade 
turned aside the savage swordcraft of men who had forgotten themselves in the 
Wastes. It penetrated steel eaten through with rust and an eternity’s service at the 
top of the world, and squealed through armoured torsos and cleaved helms to 
bring an end to the feverish nightmare of half-lived lives. 

And then there was him. Horrwitz steadied himself with panting breaths of 
exertion echoing about the darkness of his knightly helm, the Wastes whirling 
before his eye-slits and his templar blade flashing forth in frantic service, the 
creatures came at him, all fang, claw and madness. Amongst blood-stained 
spear-points, spiked balls on rusted chains, serrated swords and rune-glowing 
blades, all vying for his death, a death that was only ever moments away, 
Horrwitz saw him. 

It was the strangest thing. Amongst the ferocity and the smash of steel on steel, 
Horrwitz saw a warrior of ruin take to his knees. The sight almost cost the 
templar his head. His blade only just turned aside the wicked point of a spear, 
aimed squarely at the faceguard of his helm. He split the weapon down its shaft 
and then, with a twist of the hilt, the heavy sword snapped the spear in two. 
Heaving the knightly weapon down and back, Horrwitz did the same to its 
owner, before pommel-smashing a half-breed thing of horn and snout into the 
ground and stabbing a Chaos knight straight through the eight-pointed star of his 
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rusted breastplate. As the warrior crashed to one side with a cacophonous clatter, 
the nameless warrior was revealed once more. 

Several of Horrwitz’s brother templars lay before the figure, disarmed and 
disembowelled. Some of their heavy blades had found the warrior wanting. His 
plate was buckled and split where cleaving chops and thrusts had found their 
mark. His mauled shield had been smashed from him and his helm was a 
shattered mess, barely held together with aged rivets and rust. The force of a 
blow had knocked him all but senseless, demolishing one half of the helm, and a 
blade tip had nicked his brow. The deep gash leaked blood down his face and 
through a ragged beard. Blood dripped from his hair and down onto the 
collection of medallions, charms and Ruinous symbols that hung about his neck 
on loose chains, twine and sinew. 

Horrwitz had seen such dread iconography on the armour and banners of many 
he had killed in the Wastes. It was quite a collection. Horrwitz thought it 
impossible to honour so many gods and powers, even if they were Ruinous ones. 
The kneeling knight blinked blood from his eye and leant on his tarnished 
weapon, blade in his gauntlets, sword point nestled in the gore-stained earth, 
with hilt and guard forming a cross before his smashed helm. Horrwitz took 
several savage steps towards him, hefting the weight of his own blade above his 
head. 

‘Defend yourself, slave to darkness!’ the templar roared, but the knight didn’t 
move. Blinking blood that went on to steam from his cheek, the Chaos warrior 
watched Horrwitz advance, but remained still. Within his helm, the templar 
snarled. Not in fury. Not in rage. His arm wouldn’t move. He wasn’t afflicted by 
injury or witchcraft. It was conscience. ‘Up, I say, and fight me!’ 

Another knight of the Dark Gods swept in with an axe, which he ponderously 
swung at Horrwitz. No less ponderously, Horrwitz moved to one side of the 
weapon. Moving his eye-slits between the kneeling knight and his attacker, 
Horrwitz brought his blade down hard on the axe-wielder. The expert and 
cleaving force of the sword, which he had initially intended for the defenceless 
warrior, cut down through his attacker. 

Hissing through clenched teeth, Horrwitz kicked the demolished knight back 
off his blade before swinging it about him and cutting down a thrice-cursed 
altered form. As he completed the turn he found the knight still kneeling before 
him. He had not moved. He had not taken his chance to escape. He seemed to 
welcome death. 

Horrwitz felt the white heat of his arm. His templar blade was weighty and in 
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his armoured plate it helped to Keep the blade moving. His conscience doused 
the instinct like ice water. He would not become that which he had sworn to 
destroy. He was a templar of Sigmar. A knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb. He 
would not become a mindless killer in the Wastes. He would not join the ranks 
of the lost and the damned. 

‘Fight me!’ Horrwitz roared, but the warrior would not. The templar stomped 
forward and landed a kick on the kneeling knight, who crumbled with a clatter. 
Horrwitz smashed the tarnished blade aside with his own before stepping over 
the prone and armoured figure. Horrwitz turned his blade around and held it over 
the smashed helm of the warrior. The sword point dangled above his blood- 
washed face. ‘You will oblige me, damn you...’ 

The Chaos warrior looked up at Horrwitz along the length of his Templar 
blade. 

‘I was once a man,’ the warrior said, his lips red with blood. ‘An honourable 
man, like yourself. Do me the honour of ending this. I beg of you. Grant me 
peace.’ 

Horrwitz went to lean into the thrust, to put his whole weight behind the blade, 
but he felt suddenly weak. Exhausted. Battle-drunk. He swayed for a moment. 
The warrior blurred before him but then came back into searing focus. He looked 
up and about him. His Sigmarite knights had broken the warband. Their 
unstoppable advance had crushed the corrupted. Their champion had fled and all 
about them templars were finishing the enemy: bludgeoning with blades, 
stabbing the last of the life out of felled warriors, bringing peace to the altered 
and half-breeds where they lay. He turned back to the dark warrior at his feet. He 
was begging for death. A snarl crossed Horrwitz’s features behind his helm. 

‘T wouldn’t waste my honour on you, filth,’ Horrwitz told him. ‘I won’t serve 
at the pleasure of a man who himself has been a heretic servant of the Dark 
Gods. You will get no swift and merciful death from me, friend.’ 

Horrwitz brought up his blade and stepped back. The two warriors stared at 
each other. ‘If you won’t fight me then you can take your chances with the 
Witch Hunter General.’ Helmut Horrwitz grunted. ‘See if you find any mercy 
with him.’ 


Horrwitz was dragging blade-mulched corpses and twitching sacks of warped 
flesh to the fiery mounds they had built on the edge of the Sigmarite camp. Even 
with blessed oils, the crackling tongues of flame that felt their way through the 
twisted limbs were finding it difficult in the plummeting temperature. Above the 
tarment of the fire Harrwitz. cauld hear the saund af warherds in the distance 
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the furious braying of beastmen on the wind. The dreadful sound seemed to 
follow the Sigmarites everywhere, as if the creatures knew the God-King’s 
servants didn’t belong in the hellish environs of the Wastes and could smell the 
purity of their purpose. 

Horrwitz dropped the butchered carcass before Sieurs Stenzel and Oberndorff. 
It was work for menials, but the camp had precious few to service such needs, 
leaving men of noble birth to stack corpses and stoke burning flesh. The servants 
had been first to lose their battle with the Shadowlands, either succumbing to the 
madness the place had to offer or being dragged off into the frozen maelstrom by 
things that defied description. Anyone not living by the blade or the vigilance of 
their hate-honed faith became prey. As a result, the camp of gale-savaged tents 
and wagons was largely made up of hammer-wielding priests of Sigmar, whose 
ceaseless consecrations made the frozen earth beneath their boots split, 
Eisenkramer’s dour witch hunters and the knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb. 

Stenzel and Oberndorff took the corpse Horrwitz had been hauling and, 
between them, threw it onto the smouldering mound, which was no easy feat in 
full plated armour. The templars were exhausted and miserable. 

‘Sigmar’s blood!’ Sieur Oberndorff spat with the effort. ‘I can’t stand the god- 
forsaken noise of those mongrels.’ 

‘It’s always there,’ Sieur Stenzel said. ‘Like it’s part of the place itself.’ 

“Whatever possessed the gods to make such a place?’ Oberndorff groaned. 

‘The Wastes were not made,’ Horrwitz told them grimly. ‘They were unmade.’ 

For a moment, the templars said nothing. 

“You’ll speak to Eisenkramer?’ Stenzel asked. Horrwitz nodded slowly, his 
eyes downcast. 

‘T’ll talk to him.’ 


After checking in with the knight-sentries and Father Gerschel, who had taken 
over the quartermaster’s duties, Horrwitz made his weary way across to the 
tabernacle. The canvas of the large tent was filthy with ash, dust and blood, 
which sometimes fell as rain from the angry heavens. It was supposed to be a 
holy place. A mobile temple to house the God-King’s war altar that Eisenkramer 
had insisted they transport through Kislev, the Troll Country and into the 
Northern Wastes. The tabernacle didn’t smell very holy, Horrwitz decided as he 
pushed through the canvas and entered the stale darkness beyond. 

Within the altar chamber, braziers bathed witch hunters and priests in an 
infernal glow as they conferred in conspiratorial whispers. Father Sternthal, the 
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Witch Hunter General’s most senior and surviving priest, swung an incense 
bummer about him on a pair of chains in honour of the twin-tailed comet that 
heralded the birth of Sigmar. Horrwitz walked through the smoke and knelt 
before the war altar, the care and attention having been paid to its immaculate 
workmanship at odds with the mulch-splattered wheels of its wagon flat-bed. 
The Master of Blades bowed his head and traced a hammer across his heart, 
asking the God-King for his blessing in this most benighted of places. 

The templar’s devotions were interrupted by sounds from beyond the canvas 
partition at the rear of the altar chamber. Behind it he could hear one of 
Eisenkramer’s prisoners being tortured and interrogated. He could hear the 
harsh, honeyed insistence of the witch hunters, guiding heretic hearts through the 
trials of forced attrition. He could hear the thunder of the Witch Hunter General 
himself, compelling his victims to live on through their tortures, so that they 
might endure more and welcome the light of God-King back into the miserable 
excuse for their lives. Getting back to his feet, Horrwitz approached one of 
Witch Hunter General’s men. Eisenkramer’s torturer put up a filthy hand and 
gave the templar a surly look before ducking in to inform his master of 
Horrwitz’s arrival. The templar had little taste for the necessities of torture and 
secretly welcomed the insult. 

A few moments later, Wolfram Eisenkramer came forth from the shadows and 
stood between the flapping curtains. Despite the filth of corruption that he was 
usually up to his elbows in, the black velvets and white silks that made up 
Eisenkramer’s plain finery were taintless. He ran the finger and thumb of a 
gloved hand down his starched length of lustrous grey moustache and into a 
beard that he kept neat. He gave Horrwitz the flint of his eyes from beneath the 
brim of his conical hat and lit a long-stemmed smoking pipe with an equally 
long taper. 

‘A word with you, general?’ 

Eisenkramer said nothing. He received the questioning glances of exiting 
witch hunters and a scribe who had been charged with taking down prisoner 
testimonials in a black, leather tome. The Witch Hunter General dismissed them 
all with a slow nod, but took the tome from the departing scribe. 

As Ejisenkramer’s staff pushed through the canvas curtains, Horrwitz caught a 
glimpse of the torturer’s equipment that cluttered the chamber beyond. As the 
witch hunters walked by, he caught the scent of sweat and the fug of blood and 
violence. 

‘Master Horrwitz,’ Eisenkramer said, drawing on his foul tobacco. He picked 
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prisoner you brought me for interrogation...’ 

The templar ignored him. 

‘General, there are matters of grave import that demand your attention,’ 
Horrwitz told him. 

‘Oh, there are,’ Eisenkramer said, flicking through the pages and replacing the 
tome, ‘are there?’ 

“Yes, sir.’ 

‘See, I thought the only matter of import here was the hunting down and 
destruction of the thrice-cursed abominate known as Archaon.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ Horrwitz agreed. The templar bridled. Eisenkramer puffed on his 
pipe. 

“You have news?’ 

Horrwitz hesitated. It was nothing the Witch Hunter General didn’t already 
know. 

‘The half-breeds close on us, general.’ 

‘That is not news,’ Eisenkramer told him. “The beastmen are the very children 
of Chaos. This ruinous land is the cradle of their degenerate civilisation. What 
else?’ 

‘Bar the altar steeds,’ the templar told him, ‘we have eaten all of the other 
horses.’ 

‘The men are strong,’ Eisenkramer said. ‘They shall endure. Sigmar wishes it 
SO.’ 

‘The quartermaster doesn’t think we can trust the local food sources.’ 

‘I agree.’ 

‘He suspects the water is contaminated.’ 

‘Then it would be a mistake to drink it,’ Eisenkramer insisted, relighting his 
pipe. ‘Go on.’ 

‘Eschenback and Strauss are dead,’ Horrwitz said. ‘As well as your priest, 
Lowinger.’ 

‘Lowinger... was found wanting,’ the Witch Hunter General informed him. 

Horrwitz hesitated. Then he told Eisenkramer, ‘General, I think that we have 
pushed north into the Wastes in pursuit of Archaon as far as our resources will 
allow us. I recommend that we turn back and return to more civilised lands.’ 

Eisenkramer’s eyes narrowed. Smoke coiled like an angry serpent from his 
pipe. Horrwitz added cautiously, ‘At least until we can re-supply, take on horses 
and replace our losses.’ 
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“You think he will stop?’ Eisenkramer asked him. ‘For water? For horses? 
You think he’ Il run for the safety of more civilised lands, Master Horrwitz?’ 

‘No, general, I do not,’ the templar admitted. ‘But the men’ 

‘Send you as the emissary of their cowardice?’ Eisenkramer hissed. 

‘No, general,’ Horrwitz cut back. 

‘There is dissention in your ranks, master...’ 

‘There is fear,’ Horrwitz admitted. ‘Not fear of the traitor Archaon, for whom 
their hatred burns bright and in whose end lies the hard-won honour of their 
order. Nor is it for foes faced across the blade in the feverish madness of this 
place. It is fear that those who lead them in this endeavour have caught such a 
fever that they lead them about in circles to their doom. But perhaps, God-King 
willing, we can acquire fresh steeds to speed our progress, and provisions and 
water to sustain us. We can pick up the trail—’ 

‘The monster is here now,’ Eisenkramer seethed. ‘Don’t you see? We’ve never 
been closer. We’|l have him. Today. Tomorrow. The next day. We’ve come too 
far to abandon the rank scent of his dark deeds, to turn back. This beast is the 
harbinger of the apocalypse. We take him now, for if we don’t, if we let slip the 
days and fail in this most sacred and required of duties, we shall run out of 
todays and tomorrows. I will have this heretic under a Sigmarite sword. This star 
that has fallen so far. I will. P’ll give him the cold comfort of Sigmar’s 
vengeance.’ 

“Your threats are no comfort to my men, general,’ Horrwitz said, interrupting 
Eisenkramer’s venom. 

“Your men,’ the witch hunter spat, ‘will only find comfort on their estates, safe 
within the borders of their motherland.’ 

‘I’m going to require more than that,’ the templar told him with steel in his 
voice. 

‘Or what?’ Eisenkramer dared. ‘You and your men will turn your back on your 
duty and your God-King? Succumb to the madness of this place? There would 
be a terrible price to be paid for such heresy...’ 

The Witch Hunter General’s gloved hand snatched at the brace of pistols that 
sat cross-holstered on his thick leather belt, but the palm of the Master of 
Blades’s gauntlet was already resting like a casual threat on the pommel of his 
sword. 

‘As there would be for indulging madness in the one that leads us,’ Horrwitz 
told him. The two men burned into each other. Somehow, Horrwitz had known it 
would come to this. 


Tt urarild talen tima ta clanr tha amicindar hlada af hice canhhard Darhane tan 


1792 XRN 


it WUULU LANT LLLIIT LU LITA! UIT LCLUDSGUTL VIGUT VI LLIO OLaAVUUVUALU. rutidaps LUU 
much time. Eisenkramer’s pistol would be ungainly out of its holster and 
sluggish in its priming. Then there was the question of whether it would deliver 
its charge at all, the damned things being so unreliable. In truth, Horrwitz didn’t 
want to know who would be swifter in the awkward draw. He didn’t want to find 
out whether his cleaving blade out of its sheath would cut the witch hunter down 
faster than he could punch his lead shot through Horrwitz’s breastplate and 
chest. 

Across the twilight fug of the chamber, the pair heard a dark chuckle. 
Someone was laughing, the sound slow and shot through with pain. They turned 
to find that the brawny warrior that Horrwitz had spared out on the Wastes was 
standing between the curtains, in the entrance to the altar chamber. He looked a 
mess. Eisenkramer’s men had not bothered to clean the prisoner up. He still 
wore the remains of his plate, including his smashed helm. His face was caked 
with blood and his ragged beard was sticky and matted. By the look of him, and 
the slow fashion in which he limped into the chamber, Horrwitz suspected that 
Eisenkramer’s witch hunters had long gone to work on him with their barbarous 
instruments of interrogation and torture. He jangled as he moved. Thick chains 
of blessed iron weighed him down, winding about his arms, shoulders and 
buckled plate like a great metal serpent. A robust lock dangled from the back of 
the prisoner’s neck. Horrwitz had seen heretics in Altdorf imprisoned for months 
in such crushing restraints before being hung by them from the cathedral walls. 
Beneath the chains, Horrwitz could see the charms, medallions and dread 
symbols of the prisoner’s many Dark Gods. 

‘The degenerate mocks us,’ Eisenkramer said dangerously. His hand came off 
his ugly pistol. Horrwitz allowed his palm to slip from the pommel of his sword. 
The Witch Hunter General narrowed his eyes at the templar again. 

‘The degenerate is free,’ Horrwitz indicated. 

‘Well, I wouldn’t call him free.’ Eisenkramer took a fat key from a chain about 
his neck. He tossed the key to Horrwitz. ‘Here, he was your prisoner.’ 

The templar looked down at the key. ‘You are finished with him?’ 

The question was genuine. He had seen very few prisoners walk away from 
Eisenkramer and his witch hunters, whether they were guilty or innocent. 

‘Far from it,’ the Witch Hunter General said. ‘Master Horrwitz, may I 
introduce Rhaanoc.’ 

‘T don’t need to know the heretic’s name,’ Horrwitz said shuddering. ‘And he 
certainly doesn’t need to know mine.’ 

Eisenkramer ignored him. ‘Rhaanoc here is a turncoat,’ he told Horrwitz. The 
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witch hunter pointed at the tangled collection of talismans, charms and 
medallions hanging about the marauder’s neck with the bit of his pipe. ‘He 
moves from warband to warband, champion to dark champion, offering his 
talents to any and all of the Ruinous Powers.’ 

Eisenkramer tapped the bowl of his pipe out on a scrap of plate still dangling 
from the marauder’s shoulder, before re-filling it with foul-smelling tobacco 
from a pouch on his belt. ‘This is not double-dealing or cowardice. Ruinous 
champions rise and then they inevitably fall — and when they do it does not go 
well for their followers. No, what we have here is not cowardice. It’s stubborn 
pragmatism. A most Imperial virtue,’ Eisenkramer said, directing the insult at 
the Chaos warrior. 

‘He has given you information?’ Horrwitz asked. 

‘Of all my miserable specimens,’ Eisenkramer said, speaking of his prisoners 
and torturer’s devices, ‘this wasteland wretch tested us, and himself. He 
screamed, but did not speak. He thrashed, but did not yield. He bled, but did not 
break. No, Rhaanoc is no coward.’ 

‘Then why waste time torturing him?’ the templar asked. ‘Why not simply 
grant him the God-King’s peace?’ 

‘That was your duty, sir,’ Eisenkramer warned. The witch hunter pointed with 
the length of his pipe at a talisman in the shape of an eight-point star. It was a 
variation on a symbol Horrwitz had seen on a number of savages from the 
Shadowlands. 

‘This mark, in this crude design, has been observed by my priests and witch 
hunters on the dead and dying left behind in the wake of Archaon’s progress. It 
is found about the necks, on the armour and in the flesh of his fell followers.’ 

‘This wretch has travelled with Archaon?’ 

‘Aye,’ Eisenkramer confirmed. ‘For a time.’ 

‘And he confessed to this truth?’ Horrwitz asked. Eisenkramer moved around 
the chained Rhaanoc. He nodded his acknowledgement as he re-lit his pipe. 

‘A witch or heretic is a receptacle of lying flesh, containing the treasure of 
secrets within, like a chest. And like a chest, an interrogator need only find the 
right key to unlock the secrets inside. But there are oh so many keys.’ 

Eisenkramer was suddenly animated as he spoke about his work. His passion. 
His calling. Horrwitz’s knew his face was a mask of disgust. Eisenkramer 
nodded to the templar, and a little to himself. 

‘T know you’re upset about Eschenback and Strauss. Strauss particularly,’ 
Eisenkramer said. He moved over to the black leather tome his scribe had been 
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hundred and thirty-two for that. He claimed that his master...’ Eisenkramer 
consulted the confessional entries. ‘... Diomedyss the Faceless, believed himself 
to be the Everchosen of the Dark Gods. That he attempted to bring Archaon’s 
warband to battle in the frosted highlands from which we have descended. At the 
standing stones of Akhorax. According to the Faceless One’s acolyte, Archaon 
and his brutes ambushed them en route, leaving naught but this miserable wretch 
alive.’ 

‘The highlands,’ Horrwitz repeated absently. “The standing stones...’ Where 
Eshenback and Strauss had lost their lives and what was left of their humanity in 
the desperation of slaughter. Their own and that of the warrior wretches about 
them. 

‘As you know,’ Eisenkramer went on, taking slow steps back towards 
Rhaanoc, ‘we did not find the abominate Archaon there either.’ 

‘We found death,’ Horrwitz said. It sounded like an accusation. Again, 
Eisenkramer consulted his record of forced attrition. 

‘Arashaq Var,’ the Witch Hunter General said. ‘Another degenerate warlord 
with false hope in his Kurgan heart. Like Archaon, a servant of the eight-point 
star and a champion of evil in all its dread forms.’ 

‘But not Archaon,’ Master Horrwitz shot back. The two men locked gazes. 

‘No,’ Eisenkramer admitted. ‘To my lasting regret. The traitor must have 
bypassed the highlands.’ 

“You sent my men to their slaughter.’ 

‘T sent them to slaughter,’ the Witch Hunter General shot back. ‘It is their 
hallowed duty to bring the God-King’s vengeance to the half-breeds, altereds 
and marauding savages of this benighted realm.’ 

“Yet you allow entire hosts to pass us unmolested,’ the templar accused, ‘on 
their way south to bring flame and the blade to Sigmar’s lands. You trust the 
word of prisoners without names and pieces of filth like this thing here.’ 

Horrwitz burned into Rhaanoc with his gaze. Through the discomfort of his 
agonies and the unbearable weight of the chains, Rhaanoc attempted to hold the 
gaze, but Horrwitz turned it back on Eisenkramer. 

‘Only Archaon matters...’ the Witch Hunter General said. 

‘To you!’ Horrwitz barked. ‘To you he is all that matters. How can you spend 
time here, in your torturer’s tent, trusting the fanciful tales of the damned over 
the recommendations of your own men?’ 

‘Do you know where I may find the abominate Archaon?’ Eisenkramer roared 
at the templar knight. ‘Do you know where the doom of all the world resides, so 
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that I may inflict upon him the wrath of a God-King betrayed, or the necessity of 
an empire spared its end?’ 

‘No,’ Horrwitz admitted. 

‘This wretch, this coward — who dare face us not — has run for the north. He 
hides in the land of shadow, where no scout can track his step nor hound follow 
his rancid scent. All the witch hunter has are the secrets unlocked and 
intelligence confessed on the frame, on the rack, on the precipice of pain 
unbearable and agonies traded for truth.’ 

‘The souls of Sigmar’s servants cannot be wagered on the word of the 
damned,’ Horrwitz insisted. ‘Men will say anything on the rack. Anything to end 
their sufferings.’ 

‘And they do,’ Eisenkramer told him. ‘But do you think our questions stop 
there? Do you think the liar plain, the heretic that lies to himself or the living lies 
that are the warriors of ruin, are granted their wish? No. The false are granted 
false respite. For their afflictions must endure as long as they do. Until we find 
our way together... to the truth.’ 

Horrwitz watched the dull glow of the brazier glint off the witch hunter’s eyes 
like madness. ‘It is a journey shared. Take the turncoat here,’ Eisenkramer said, 
moving towards the chained Rhaanoc standing nearby. ‘Apart from the spoiled 
meat about his heart — where his fell bargain with the Ruinous pantheon resides 
—he is all muscle. Flesh scarred, inked and tempered by time and brutal 
necessity. If you are a wanton savage, wandering through the Wastes — fighting 
for your life and taking the lives of others — you need to be. Without the spiritual 
safeguards of civilised men and the patronage of gods to be feared rather than 
appeased, they are but animals, seeking the protection of packs of similar beasts. 
Like a wild stallion, such creatures must be broken. And when they are, they will 
take you further. Eh, Rhaanoc?’ 

‘He knows where Archaon is?’ 

‘So he claims...’ 

‘How can you trust the word of the corrupted?’ Horrwitz challenged. 

Eisenkramer walked over to the altar. Using a silver ladle he poured holy 
water into a bowl. 

‘Rhaanoc and I have been through so much together,’ Eisenkramer told the 
templar, but with his eyes firmly on the brawny warrior. ‘Isn’t that right, 
Rhaanoc?’ 

Rhaanoc gave the Witch Hunter General a stabbing glare. Eisenkramer ladled 
in another slurp of priest-blessed water. 
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‘Are you thirsty, Rhaanoc?’ Eisenkramer asked. ‘Can I get you some more 
water? To drink? To bathe your wounds? To clean the blood of battle and the 
grime of the Wastes from your body?’ 

“You would waste our meagre supplies of water on this sack of corruption?’ a 
furious Horrwitz spat. 

‘And do you, Master Horrwitz,’ Eisenkramer snarled, holding the bowl 
between them, ‘have any idea what such holy water does to the flesh of the 
corrupted?’ 

Horrwitz did not. But he could imagine. Eisenkramer leant in. 

‘He does,’ the Witch Hunter General seethed. Then he turned back to his 
prisoner. ‘Rhaanoc?’ 

‘No, my lord,’ the warrior said, nibbling at his parched lips. A shudder jangled 
the chains of blessed steel about his bruised and beaten form. The metal of the 
thick links was already starting to tarnish and brown. 

‘See, Master Horrwitz,’ Eisenkramer said, ‘Even small mercies have their 
place in the arsenal of the interrogator. We can behave like civilised men, even 
out here in the Northern Wastes.’ 

Horrwitz watched Rhaanoc’s face. He saw the recent memory of unspeakable 
pain there, the ghost of a warrior’s defiance fading before them. He was a 
fortification overrun. A ship that had been swamped. Rhaanoc the turncoat — 
who had turned so many times before — had turned again. 

‘God’s bones,’ Horrwitz murmured. 

“You see?’ Eisenkramer said, putting the bowl of blessed water aside and re- 
lighting his pipe. ‘The stallion... broken. We have burned away the lies. Now 
witness the God-King’s power, acting within this unfortunate and forcing the 
truth from where it was hiding. He has pledged allegiance to just about everyone 
else in this benighted place and now he pledges it to us.’ 

Eisenkramer moved about the chained warrior, puffing on his pipe, filling the 
tent with a silky fug of foul-smelling smoke. He came in close. ‘Now, sell-soul, 
if you don’t mind, let us continue our conference. For Master Horrwitz here — to 
prove your worth to our venture.’ 

“Yes, my lord,’ Rhaanoc told him in a hoarse, strangled whisper. ‘Diomedyss 
the Faceless...’ Eisenkramer was back at his book. “The Faceless One,’ Rhaanoc 
croaked, his broad chest rising and falling with the effort beneath the sapping 
weight of the chains. 

“Yes?” 

‘Thought himself Everchosen of the Dark Gods,’ Rhaanoc wheezed. ‘His fell 
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master had deceived him as such.’ 

‘Go on.’ 

‘Arashaq Var traced his bloodline to the warlord Asavar Kul,’ the Chaos 
warrior told the Witch Hunter General. ‘He thought to unite the tribes of the 
Anointed.’ 

‘Hordes Magnus the Pious has long since sent packing back into the 
Shadowlands,’ Eisenkramer said with sickly satisfaction. ‘But what of Archaon? 
Speak of him, turncoat.’ 

‘Archaon is a rising star in the Wastes,’ Rhaanoc admitted. 

“Yet you left his warband,’ Horrwitz added. Eisenkramer stung the templar 
with a severe gaze. He did not appreciate the knight’s interference. 

‘The bleak skies of the north are afflicted with many such stars,’ the Chaos 
warrior coughed. ‘Archaon has many enemies more fearful than Sigmarite 
servants far from home. Champions, sorcerers and warlords who would wrestle 
his destiny from him.’ 

‘So, Diomedyss? Arashaq Var?’ Eisenkramer asked, tapping his pipe 
imperiously on the side of the warrior’s shattered helm. 

‘He set one against the other,’ the prisoner said. “Taking the Faceless One 
himself and sending the Kurgan into harm’s way.’ 

‘Into our way,’ Horrwitz snapped, the loss of Sieur Eschenback and Sieur 
Strauss still burning in his chest. Eisenkramer gave the templar a wolfish smile. 

‘Cold, eh?’ the Witch Hunter General said. ‘This is why we need intelligence. 
The Fell Powers twist not only the abominate Archaon’s body into a living 
weapon. They do so with his mind. They cultivate within their servant a savage 
cunning.’ 

‘He...’ Horrwitz said, hesitating. ‘He was always a gifted tactician. Not to be 
underestimated.’ 

‘And we aren’t,’ Eisenkramer said, before re-directing his questions to the 
wretch. ‘He is close, then?’ Rhaanoc nodded slowly. ‘Beyond ourselves, who 
hunts Archaon through the Wastes?’ 

‘There are many.’ 

‘Names.’ 

‘Warriors, sorcerers, daemons—’ 

“Your mouth seems full of things I don’t wish to hear, minion,’ the witch 
hunter said. ‘Perhaps a drink to clear your throat?’ 

“You hear that?’ Rhaanoc asked. 

Horrwitz listened to the bellows of half-breeds that seemed perpetually on the 
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‘Beastmen?’ the templar asked. 

‘The Beastlord Khazgar of the Brazen Tusk,’ the marauder told them. 

‘That’s better,’ Eisenkramer soothed. ‘He hunts Archaon?’ 

‘He and his numberless hordes,’ Rhaanoc said, ‘for the bloody glory of his fell 
god.’ 

‘The abominate runs before this threat?’ Eisenkramer asked. 

‘He cannot face Khazgar’s number without great loss to his own,’ Rhaanoc 
said, lowering his smashed helm and the gaze of his eye through the mangled 
rent. ‘Or else cannot afford to face them at all.’ 

The Witch Hunter General moved in close. 

‘Tell me, turncoat,’ Eisenkramer seethed. ‘You have fought under Archaon’s 
banner?’ 

“Yes.” 

“You know him.’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Hunted by the bestial host,’ Eisenkramer said, ‘without the numbers to 
engage the Blood God’s mongrel... where would he run?’ 

Rhaanoc said nothing at first. Then, ‘Archaon’s not much for running.’ 

‘Then what would he do?’ Eisenkramer put to him. 

‘He would hole up somewhere,’ Horrwitz said, half to himself. Eisenkramer 
turned to him before returning the intensity of his gaze to the turncoat. Slowly, 
the Chaos warrior nodded. 

‘Where?’ 

When Rhaanoc said nothing, Eisenkramer brought his lips to one of the 
marauder’s battered ears. ‘Like a waterskin, I’ II fill you to the brim with the 
God-King’s love. Do you hear me, minion? Don’t burn for a master you no 
longer serve.’ Eisenkramer brought them face to face again. ‘Where?’ 

Horrwitz had no wish to see further suffering. He willed the prisoner to speak. 

‘Rathskorn.’ 

The word fell from the warrior’s lips like defeat. Acceptance. ‘Rathskorn 
Keep.’ 

A vicious smile spread across the Witch Hunter General’s face. 

“You know this keep?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘And you will take us there, as Master Horrwitz’s prisoner?’ 

Rhaanoc nodded slowly. Eisenkramer looked at the templar. A nasty chuckle 
escaped the witch hunter. 
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‘T know you will,’ he told the chained Rhaanoc. 


The Sigmarites left the highlands behind and descended into the mist-smothered 
valleys below. Helmut Horrwitz listened to the rhythmic clunk of his armour as 
he trudged through the ice and grit. Without his horse he was back to walking in 
full plate. The cold went through him with its frozen claws and the wind howled 
through his visor. Rocky rises enclosed the miserable track. Everything felt like 
a trap. Above was the dark claustrophobia of cloud cover. Meanwhile, every 
rattling step took the templar deeper within the sea of misty murk into which the 
Sigmarite cavalcade was descending. 

Things moved in the obscurity, prompting Horrwitz to trudge with the length 
of his gleaming blade out before him. Nothing moved the cloying miasma, 
however — not the shadows slipping through it, nor the wind or the movement of 
Imperials through its gloom. Not the remaining horses dragging the deadweight 
of the altar wagon, packed tents and supplies. Not the warrior priests in mail and 
robe or the Knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb in their noisy plate and bascinet 
helms. Not even the witch hunters, wrapped up in their cloaks, their eyes just 
visible beneath the wide brims of their conical hats. 

Horrwitz turned to see that Eisenkramer wasn’t too far behind him. Flanked by 
one of his grim witch hunters and Father Sternthal, the length of the general’s 
pipe protruded from between his hat and the scarf about his neck. Buckled boots 
crunched through the rime while the leather of one gloved hand rested on a 
belted pistol. He saw Eisenkramer give him a slow nod. 

Turning back, Horrwitz saw the marauder Rhaanoc stumble through the mist. 
He was still buried in his winding load of heavy chain, the weight of which 
tumbled him from one side to the other of the path. It was truly a feat of 
endurance and a wonder that the prisoner hadn’t collapsed. 

As the templar contemplated the burden of dragging such heavy chains across 
the Wastes, he felt a pleasant sensation across his own shoulders. A warmth, like 
sinking into a tavern bathtub, flowed through him. He felt fingers, delicate but 
strong, knead his aching shoulders and neck. Lighter fingertips traced patterns 
down his back and across the flat of his stomach. Horrwitz groaned. He was 
there, in the mist, in the privacy of his helm, in the silky down of his mind — a 
place he kept safe from the hunger, the biting cold, the torments of battle and the 
mind-numbing soreness of expanses traversed. 

He had only known such a touch once. His cousin Trudi. A forbidden 
afternoon in the Reikwald, long ago, before the call of squiredom, the chapter 
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nouse and the Goa-kKing. 

‘Helmut...’ 

Trudi... 

It was as though she were there with him, inside his plate. His true love 
returned. She kissed him and he responded. His affections were hers and her lips 
were his. 

‘Trudi...’ 

‘Knight!’ 

“My love...’ 

‘Master Horrwitz!’ 

The ruinous warrior Rhaanoc was suddenly and inexplicably between then. 
His shattered helm. His blood-encrusted face. His ragged beard. His teeth were 
bared and his voice loud. ‘Master Horrwitz!’ He was shaking his head and his 
chains. Horrwitz felt Trudi’s light touch on his grizzled chin. She turned it away 
from the wretch Rhaanoc and back to her own heavenly features. Once again she 
leant in and kissed him. They were there, in the Reikwald, under the dappled 
light coming through the trees, with birdsong in their ears. 

The templar felt a tug from around his neck. He pulled away. There was the 
warrior Rhaanoc again. He had forced his fingers between his chains and had 
pulled the key to his restraints from Horrwitz. Like a contortionist he was 
attempting to get the key to its chunky lock. The ghost of a warning echoed 
through the templar’s mind. A fire of outrage rose within him. 

‘Kiss me, my love...’ 

They were swiftly doused by the intoxicating touch of Trudi’s lips on his own. 
A scream suddenly escaped her. She roared her anguish, almost into his mouth. 
Horrwitz’s eyes fluttered open. The cold was suddenly back. The mist parted and 
Rhaanoc was there. The heavy chains were coiled at his feet. He was bleeding 
through his shattered plate. Horrwitz’s templar blade was in his hand, stained red 
with Trudi’s blood. With horror, he realised that he had been disarmed, that his 
prisoner were free and that he held in his arms the murdered Trudi. 

‘Knight!’ Rhaanoc roared again. ‘Look down.’ 

Horrwitz allowed his dreamy gaze to travel to his armoured boots. They were 
splashed with blood and grit. The floor was littered with shattered bone and 
skulls. He was half standing in a ribcage. 

Horrwitz looked up at the marauder and then back at the cavalcade. Priests, 
knights and witch hunters were all but lost in the mist, but the templar could hear 
groaning. Raven-haired beauties of sickly white flesh writhed about them, 
seemingly inside their robes, cloaks and plate, mesmerising the Sigmarites. The 
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things were a living temptation, all sick beauty and obscene claws. Horrwitz 
returned to his senses. Trudi suddenly felt cold, clammy and alien on his skin. 

‘Daemonbreeds!’ Horrwitz roared, alerting the cavalcade to the doom of their 
desires. Trudi’s pleasant features drew back like a snarling dog to reveal the 
daemonette wrapped about him. The knight threw the murderous thing off. It 
screeched the horror of its unnatural life away before squirming into the blood- 
soaked soil at Horrwitz’s feet. His warning had unleashed simultaneous 
realisation and disgust in the entranced priests and witch hunters. 

There were screams. The screams of templars and priests being feasted upon 
by their dark fantasies. The screams of expectation and ecstasy all about. Ahead, 
Horrwitz could see svelte shadows in the mist. Things of unimaginable horror 
and attraction. Creatures of pale beauty, moving lightly on unguligrade legs and 
bi-clawed feet. Their sensual forms moved with grace and speed, their lustrous 
lengths of hair trailing behind them through the mist and wicked pincer- 
appendages carried like lethal weapons at their slender sides. They were 
spellbinding and it took everything Horrwitz had left to drag his eyes from the 
depraved doom of the oncoming daemonettes. 

Stumbling at Sieur Stenzel, he helped drag away the monstrous thing that had 
turned from kissing to tearing out the templar’s throat. He drew Stenzel’s sword 
as the knight fought to stem the bleeding, and went to work slaying the infernal 
creatures that had the Sigmarites in their claws. 

As he despatched the lewd monstrosities he saw Rhaanoc swinging the heavy 
length of his chain about his head. Daemonettes swept in on the warrior, but he 
smashed them aside with savage arcs of the chain, the unforgiving weight of the 
chunky padlock like a flail or morning star, bludgeoning the daemons back into 
obscurity. 

With his lip wrinkling in disgust, Horrwitz tore a temptress monstrosity from 
Wolfram Eisenkramer. As the Witch Hunter General blinked his 
incomprehension, the horror turned her venomous charms on the templar, 
snapping at him with her slender pincers. Horrwitz smacked the shears aside 
with Stenzel’s sword. Turning, he swung wildly at another daemonette and 
another as they came at him. They were fast and moved with a dreamlike grace. 
Moans and screams scorched Horrwitz’s ears as he clipped a serrated claw from 
one creature’s arm before braining another. 

Eisenkramer kicked away from an entrancing horror that crawled through the 
grit and bones towards him. The lustrous river of black hair that flowed from a 
homed head and trailed behind it gave the monster the appearance of a sensual 
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serpent. AS Sne slithered up on E1lsenkramer, ner jaw alsiocated and a torked 
tongue escaped her rows of perfect needle teeth. The Witch Hunter General drew 
his pistol and aimed it squarely at the daemon’s grinning face. With a snarl, 
Eisenkramer pulled on the trigger. The mechanism clunked. The primer hissed. 
The pistol, however, remained silent. This seemed to amuse the thing as it 
writhed towards him. 

With daemon ichor flying through the mist in a stringy drizzle, Horrwitz ended 
a warped seductress. The creatures were everywhere, tearing at knights in their 
plate, screeching after confounded priests, feasting on witch hunters. Like the 
twilight of some damned womb, the miasma brought them forth. The air stung 
with their cackling, their passionate shrieks and the snicker-snack of their 
pincers. The Sigmarites were overrun. 

With cat-like agility, a daemonette leapt from boulder to altar, altar to Father 
Sternthal, and Father Sternthal to Sieur Oberndorff. It was in the air before 
Horrwitz could work his blade free of the last infernal carcass in which he had 
buried it. Suddenly his own sword flashed past. The weapon had been tossed 
through the air, passing blade over pommel. Trailing a black drizzle of daemon 
blood, the blade took the pouncing creature in mid-air. Abandoning Stenzel’s 
sword, Horrwitz drew back to allow the monster to land in an ugly, dead heap. 
He turned to find Rhaanoc working up behind him. He had returned the blade to 
the templar and in doing so had saved his life. 

‘This doesn’t change anything,’ Horrwitz roared as he rested his boot on the 
daemonette and slid his sword from her body. 

‘My lord,’ the Chaos warrior simply acknowledged as he bludgeoned svelte 
daemons aside. With the monstrosities coming in with their claws under the 
reach of his improvised flail, Rhaanoc had coiled the lengths of heavy chain 
about one fist and whipped it left and right with devastating force. Horrwitz 
found himself biting back an admiration that made him nauseous. The warrior 
was fearless in the face of the daemon horde. He shattered razor claws to 
uselessness. He smashed the groaning beasts into the frosted grit of their feeding 
grounds. He tore predatory daemons from the backs of Sigmarites and chain- 
mashed them back to their unforgiving god. 

As daemonettes died and their ear-bleeding shrieks died away with them, 
Horrwitz grunted. Such fearlessness and savage confidence no doubt came of 
making a life in the barbaric insanity of the Wastes. Horrwitz had misjudged the 
wairior’s refusal to fight. He had done more with a simple chain than the warrior 
priests of Sigmar and the knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb had achieved with their 
consecrated steel. Eisenkramer had been right. Rhaanoc was no coward. 
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Eisenkramer... 

Horrwitz finished a claw-snapping horror with his sword and turned. His boots 
took him through the mist, through the disorder and chaos, towards the Witch 
Hunter General. Eisenkramer was almost lost in the flowing black hair of a 
serpentine daemon. His arms trembling with exertion, Eisenkramer held the 
temptress’s elongated jaws a fang-scrape from his neck. Horrwitz stamped on 
through the blood and bones but Rhaanoc got there before him. 

Straddling the daemonette, Rhaanoc threw several coils of his tarnished chain 
about her neck. Hauling her to him, the Chaos warrior wrangled with the 
monstrosity like some dangerous reptile. He held her there for a moment. 
Eisenkramer’s arms shook before him. The Witch Hunter General found his way 
to a Savage nod, prompting Rhaanoc to drag the horrific creature back into the 
mist. 

Horrwitz offered Eisenkramer his gauntlet, which he took. As the two men 
stood amongst the bodies of Sigmarites and seductresses, they heard the crunch 
of Rhaanoc finishing the daemon in the murk. About them, surviving pistols put 
blessed shot through surviving monsters, while consecrated blades and the 
unrelenting force of hammers pummelled the creatures into the earth of their 
daemon graves. 

Both Horrwitz and Eisenkramer were surprised to see the turncoat Rhaanoc 
reappear, his chains dripping with ichor. It didn’t take the Witch Hunter General 
long to collect himself and find his way back to the imperious fury of his station. 

“You led us into this,” Eisenkramer accused Rhaanoc, but Horrwitz stepped 
between them. 

‘It was the prisoner who alerted us to the danger,’ Horrwitz told him. The 
Witch Hunter General looked from the templar to the Chaos warrior. 

‘They are called the Rapture,’ Rhaanoc told them. “The daemons of Phasma 
Klatsch, sorceress of the Prince of Pleasure.’ The Chaos warrior looked back to 
where he had despatched the daemonette monstrosity. “They haunt the trails 
thereabouts, waylaying travellers.’ 

Eisenkramer looked about them, up and down the valley. The humiliation of 
the attack was still fresh on his face and his anger was swiftly spent. He looked 
to Horrwitz, who gave an all but imperceptible nod. 

‘How far to the keep?’ Eisenkramer put to the Chaos warrior. 

‘Rathskorn’s not far,’ Rhaanoc told him. 

And it wasn’t. 
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Horrwitz was relieved to see the claustrophobic murk of the mist clear. Behind 
he could hear the squeak of one of the altar’s wheels as priests and the remaining 
horses dragged it through the frozen mud. He didn’t want to think about what 
such a noise might attract in the highlands around them. The templar cast a 
glance about their depleted number. The party had paid for their righteous hubris 
and still the Witch Hunter General was leading them north. North, after 
Archaon. 

Warrior priests and witch hunters seemed to be staying near to the God-King’s 
altar. Some limped close to its blessed form to ensure its protection, while others 
remained close to ensure their own. Only the knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb 
advanced beyond the altar’s sanctified influence, their blades drawn and their 
plate bloody with punctures and oozing injuries. 

Ahead, Rhaanoc the turncoat led them. The Chaos warrior had tossed his 
chains at the templar’s feet. Horrwitz saw little point in putting him back in 
restraints. With their grievous losses, they would need every able-bodied man to 
repel an attack or ambush. He fell short of providing the damned warrior with a 
weapon, however, and instead walked closely behind the warrior as he tracked 
them across the Wastes. Rhaanoc said little to draw the displeasure of 
Eisenkramer or Horrwitz, so it was a surprise when he spoke. 

‘Tell me, my lord,’ Rhaanoc said, his blood-soaked boots crunching through 
the grit. ‘Why do you travel to the top of the world in search of Archaon? 
Forgive me, but it is plain to see that you do not wish to be here.’ 

Horrwitz went to answer the prisoner with a brutal rebuke, something to 
remind him of his place and his lowly station. But exhaustion sapped the 
templar’s remaining strength and the cold chilled his bones. He could barely 
muster the indignation. He found the question went some way to distract him 
from the agonies of hiking in full battleplate. 

“We’re all here to save our souls, turncoat,’ Horrwitz grizzled, his breath 
escaping as a fine mist. ‘You. Me. The Witch Hunter General.’ 

‘But Archaon is just one man—’ 

‘He is not just a man,’ Horrwitz continued miserably. ‘Don’t you realise? 
There are texts. There are prophecies. Your former master is not just some 
wandering madman, seeking the favour of heretic gods, a chosen of some fell 
power. The Grand Theogonist himself believes that Archaon is the end to all the 
world. He is a living doom that must be destroyed.’ 

‘And you believe you are the one to do so?’ Rhaanoc asked. 

‘If I get the opportunity, then I will not flinch,’ Horrwitz told the prisoner. ‘I 
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considered. ‘But if you think me a glory hunter then you would be wrong. Even 
if I were, I wouldn’t seek it out in this benighted realm. No. I long for my bed. I 
long for the ancient forests of the Empire. After a lifetime of battle, more than 
anything else, I long for peace.’ 

‘T would have you get what you want, my lord.’ 

‘Don’t blow smoke up my mail skirts, prisoner,’ Horrwitz said, his voice 
trailing off. It was too weak for a warning. It was a forlorn announcement. 

‘Still,’ Rhannoc pressed as he walked on, ‘you speak like a man who did not 
choose his fate.’ 

Horrwitz grunted. ‘I am the Master of Blades,’ he said with feeble pride. ‘A 
servant of Sigmar. A knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb. I did not choose this fate. 
The one we seek chose it for me.’ 

“How so?’ 

‘My templars and I were selected for this as part of a penitent crusade.’ 

‘Penitence for what, my lord?’ 

‘For the sins of another,’ Horrwitz said hopelessly. ‘For the sins of Archaon. 
The man you followed was no northern marauder, No warlord of the steppes or 
twisted tribesman. He was a son of the Empire. A devout Sigmarite.’ Horrwitz 
shook his head within his helm. 

‘Is that why you fear him so?’ the turncoat asked. ‘He knows the Empire. He 
knows you. He’s one of you.’ 

‘One of us,’ Horrwitz almost laughed. ‘Aye, he’s one of us, alright. He was a 
templar of the God-King...’ 

Rhaanoc nodded. ‘A knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb.’ 

‘Aye,’ Horrwitz confirmed, his words laced with shame. ‘That.’ 

“You are here to atone for his fall?’ Rhaanoc asked. 

‘All are to atone for his ruin,’ Horrwitz said. ‘See, turncoat, it matters not if I 
fail here. Daily, witch hunters, warrior priests of Sigmar and knights of the 
Twin-Tailed Orb are despatched to the Wastes to hunt down the traitor. To 
destroy him. The Grand Theogonist will not stop.’ Horrwitz sighed. ‘There is the 
world to save.’ 

‘Master Horrwitz,’ the Witch Hunter General called ahead to them, ‘about 
what do you speak to the prisoner?’ 

The templar pulled back but made the witch hunter wait for an answer. 

‘Nothing of consequence,’ he called back finally. 


Following Rhaanoc step by weary step, the Sigmarites were led north. As the 
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valley trail started to descend and the temperature began to climb above a mind- 
numbing freeze, the brawny warrior came to a stop in his ruined armour. 

‘Get up here,’ Rhaanoc called, but Eisenkramer was loath to take orders from 
a heretic prisoner. Leaving the witch hunter behind, Horrwitz crunched up 
through the frosted grit at a rattling jog. There were two armoured figures 
wandering about their path. They seemed to smell Horrwitz and the turncoat 
before they saw them and made for the pair with predatory speed and intent that 
bellied their corpulent forms. 

Rhaanoc began to back from their stinking forms. As the Chaos warriors 
closed, Horrwitz could see they were victims of some dreadful affliction or 
plague. They had once been knights. Their plate was rusted to ruin, while their 
hairless skulls sat on swollen throats and multiple chins, and the teeth of their 
decaying maws were stained red. Their flesh was a stretched canvas of scab, 
weeping infection and burrowing parasites, while their disease had seemingly 
caused their bellies to bloat with explosive gases that had eventually burst. 

The plague knights groaned ravenously as they stumbled at Horrwitz and 
Rhaanoc. With ragged, gut-trailing cavities for stomachs, the templar knew the 
knights could never satisfy their diseased hunger. He could see the insatiability 
of the unfortunates in their yellowing eyes. 

‘Don’t get too close,’ Rhaanoc warned as Horrwitz moved forward with his 
blade. The plague knights reached out for him with rusted gauntlets, stained 
black from rooting around in cadavers. They had no knightly weapons. They 
didn’t need them. As wandering plague bearers of infectious flesh, they were a 
weapon. 

‘Don’t tell me my business,’ Horrwitz told Rhaanoc, before sweeping forward 
with his sword. The templar’s movements were confident and executed with 
knightly grace. He cleaved through the limbs of the first before taking its teeth- 
chattering head. The second lunged for him and he knocked it back, allowing the 
thing to come at him and impale itself on his broad blade. With the Sigmarite 
sword buried in the diseased warrior of Chaos, Horrwitz could only watch as it 
worked its jaw feverishly and hauled itself up the length of the blade towards 
him. The templar thought he was going to have to abandon his weapon to the 
thing but something burst or gave within the bloated torso and the monstrosity 
died right before him. Horrwitz looked at Rhaanoc, who gave an approving nod 
of respect. 

With the threat despatched, Eisenkramer came forward, prompting Rhaanoc 
on with him. Dumping the diseased cadaver to one side, Horrwitz joined them. 
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Eisenkramer and Horrwitz crouched with the prisoner at the bluff. Below them 
the valley dropped and widened, once again succumbing to the damp haze of an 
unnatural mist. Using a brass eyeglass, Eisenkramer peered down before passing 
the device to the templar. Even without the glass, the knight could see the 
crumbling black stone of a fat, round keep at the head of the valley. 

‘That’s Rathskorn?’ Horrwitz asked. 

“What’s left of it,’ Rhaanoc told him. ‘It may not look like much but its walls 
are thick and have stood not only the ravage of time but also everything the 
Wastes have thrown at it.’ 

‘Even the abominate Archaon?’ Eisenkramer put to him. 

‘The Wastes are ever changing,’ the warrior replied. ‘You trust what you 
know. Archaon favours the keep.’ 

‘He’ll be there?’ 

‘He’ ll be there,’ Rhaanoc confirmed. 

Horrwitz couldn’t see much activity on the walls of the derelict keep. He 
turned the eyeglass on the open ground before it. He could see shapes and 
silhouettes moving in the miasma and sickly mist. A host moving on the keep, 
intending to assault the thick stone of its walls. There were savage marauders, 
responding to threats and orders. Mounted warriors of Chaos riding up the 
flanks. Champions of the host in conference with sorcerers beneath shredded 
banners. 

‘Who are they?’ Horrwitz asked. 

‘Their banners betray them,’ the turncoat said, peering down at the ominous 
symbol on the warband’s standard. Three filthy circles had been stained into the 
mildewed cloth, forming the wings and body of a fat, black fly. ‘It is the host of 
Lebrus Wormshroud, favoured of the great Lord of Decay.’ Rhaanoc nodded at 
the plague knights Horrwitz had expertly despatched. “The diseased belong to 
him.’ 

‘He lays siege to the abominate Archaon?’ Eisenkramer asked. 

‘There can only be one chosen of the Ruinous Powers,’ the marauder told 
them. ‘One Everchosen of Chaos. There are few champions in these parts who 
do not lay claim to such a title.’ 

‘The competition must be eliminated,’ Horrwitz said, prompting Rhaanoc to 
nod in agreement. 

‘Indeed.’ 

Horrwitz turned to the Witch Hunter General. “This could work for us.’ 

‘T’m listening,’ Eisenkramer hissed absently. Horrwitz nodded. The pair of 
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them had come so far in search of Archaon, and now that he was close, now that 
they had him cornered, the Sigmarites could almost taste the prospect of victory. 
Horrwitz looked back down the eyeglass at the valley floor swarming with the 
Chaos host and the ancient fortitude of the keep’s great, rusted portcullis. 

‘Tell me there’s another way in,’ the templar put to Rhaanoc. When the 
warrior said nothing, Horrwitz pulled his eye from the lens and gave him a stony 
gaze. 

‘Perhaps his mouth is dry,’ Eisenkramer threatened. ‘I have water. Sweet and 
pure.’ 

‘Tell me,’ Horrwitz implored. He would spare them all the time wasted and 
sheer wretchedness of unnecessary torture. 

‘For my sins,’ the miserable turncoat told him, ‘I’1! do more than tell you. I'll 
show you.’ 


‘Where is he?’ Eisenkramer roared. 

Horrwitz swung his lantern about this way and that, his templar blade glinting 
with the meagre light it offered. Dust stung his eyes and his nose was fixed in a 
perpetual wrinkle at the stench. The dark bowels of the keep were thick with the 
stench of the grave. ‘Where’s my prisoner?’ the witch hunter seethed. 

Horrwitz didn’t know. The warrior had made his way underground, leading 
the Sigmarites into a crooked subterranean cave system. As warrior priests and 
witch hunters lit torches and lanterns to light the way, Rhaanoc had plunged on 
through the darkness along a route Horrwitz assumed he must know well, a 
secret way into the keep. An entrance Archaon used to enter the ruins and 
routinely usurp whatever beastmen or warbands were settled there. With every 
twist and turn the prisoner’s shattered plate had caught on outcrops, crannies and 
narrowings, prompting from him grunts of pain. 

Finally the rough, jagged tunnel worming its way through the valleyside gave 
way to collapsed passageways. The stone was ancient and crumbling but 
essentially angular, betraying the architectural flourishes of dark siegecraft. It 
was there and then, under the crushing weight of the tumbledown keep, that the 
turncoat disappeared. He became one with the darkness. It could have been an 
accident. It could have been by design. Horrwitz couldn’t tell. He had almost lost 
his way several times himself, taking a turn left through some demolished 
opening when the passage led right. He had almost vanished like Rhaanoc, 
except down one of the rubble-strewn shafts that seemed to gape open at his feet. 
Eisenkramer would not be placated, however. 
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‘You have lost my prisoner,’ the Witch Hunter General accused, as they made 
their way blindly through the derelict foundations of Rathskorn Keep, their 
lanterns guttering in the foetid stench. ‘No doubt he sends for his master, to bury 
us alive in this godless place.’ 

Horrwitz wasn’t so sure. Rhaanoc had been gone some time and there seemed 
little evidence of the presence of Archaon and his warriors of Chaos. True, the 
demolished catacombs rang with the screams of priests falling to their deaths and 
Eisenkramer’s witch hunters being crushed beneath collapsing walls. 

Enemies announced themselves with their stink. As Horrwitz pushed on — half 
searching for his lost prisoner, half trying to crawl out of the labyrinthine death- 
trap — a terrible stench greeted him. It was the mouldy fug of grave earth 
punctuated with the sweeter zest of corruption. Like fruit that had gone off, the 
sickly sting of disease reached Horrwitz’s nostrils. 

Each time his senses were assaulted by the repugnance, he would find an 
unfortunate, quietly dying in the darkness. Like the things they had encountered 
above, the afflicted shambled towards them, their bottomless hunger driving 
them to crave the freshness of flesh. Some of the diseased seemed genuinely 
lost, while others fed on each other, their ravenous sickness driving them to feast 
on their own. How a god, even a Ruinous one, could take pleasure in such 
degradation, Horrwitz could not fathom. He ended each shuffling victim as he 
encountered them, granting them the God-King’s peace with his blade. 
Unfortunately, the confines did not allow Horrwitz to maintain as much distance 
from the infected foes as he might like, and before long he was covered with 
their gore. 

Finally, his exhausting advance slowed to a halt. Casting the light of the 
lantern behind him he saw the ghoulish faces of Sigmarite priests, templars and 
witch hunters in half-shadow. Eisenkramer said nothing. He just gave Horrwitz 
the stabbing glare of his eyes, puffing aggressively on his pipe. The foul- 
smelling tobacco went some way to masking the scent of corruption. 

‘What?’ Eisenkramer said finally, unable to hide his disappointment and 
disgust from Horrwitz. 

‘We’re going around in circles,’ the templar said. He was watching the silky 
smoke trail from the witch hunter’s pipe. The smoke was drifting away from 
him. There was a breeze. Horrwitz turned around to find a crack running through 
the stone wall. It didn’t appear to be an exit and Horrwitz had discounted it 
before. Evidence of a breeze sealed it for the templar, however. Leading with his 
sword and angling his plate, Horrwitz scraped his way through the narrow 
opening. 
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‘What are you doing, you damned fool?’ Eisenkramer hissed. But Horrwitz 
pushed on, grunting and heaving, his pauldrons all but becoming trapped 
between the shattered stone. He could feel the breeze getting stronger on his 
filthy face. Finally, with one plate-crumpling heave, Horrwitz extricated himself 
from the gap and stepped out onto what his lantern revealed to be a demolished 
stone stairwell. 

‘Steps,’ the templar managed, prompting Eisenkramer and his priests to 
follow. ‘Leading up.’ 

Stumbling up the smashed stone of the collapsed stairwell with the Sigmarites 
at his back, Horrwitz found that both the breeze and the stench got stronger. The 
air was rank in a different way: ripe, heavy. The knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb 
froze as a crack in the wall revealed what passed for daylight in the Wastes. 
They were above ground, but that was the only good news. 

Eisenkramer pushed past the templar. The Witch Hunter General was almost 
quaking with furious disbelief. Through the gap they could see the keep 
courtyard. It both smelled and appeared like a temple-hospice during an outbreak 
of pox or plague. The diseased dominated the scene. The infected were 
everywhere. Stout warriors stood on the derelict battlements, still and quiet in 
their rusting armour. The festering bodies of the afflicted were laid across almost 
every surface. Starving. Listless. Devoid of energy. They were all bloated and 
displayed the same rotting cavity where their guts and stomach had been. 
Several were feeding on unfortunates who were so torpid they could not even 
bring themselves to escape the cannibalistic frenzy. 

At the centre of the insanity was a corpulent sorcerer, his mangy robes barely 
covering his distended form. He sat upon a throne of sloth, his bloated form 
settled on a mound of similarly suffering followers. His colossal stomach had 
ruptured and burst in several places but continued to fill with a terrible green gas 
that leaked from the ragged tears. The symbol of the fat, black fly on his robes 
identified him as Lebrus Wormshroud, whose banners Rhaanoc had pointed out 
to them before. 

‘No...’ Eisenkramer hissed as he stepped out through the gap. 

‘General!’ Horrwitz called, trying to grab for the witch hunter. Flies that had 
previously been content to feed and lay their eggs in the flesh of the afflicted 
rose in a droning cloud of blackness. 

‘No,’ Eisenkramer rumbled again. He strode across the courtyard with the 
noses of Wormshroud’s diseased unfortunates rising in the presence of fresh 
meat. Eisenkramer slid a huge silver broadsword from his back. The crossguard 
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was almost the width ot his shoulders and the pommel was a decorative 
Sigmarite hammerhead. As the diseased shambled at him, reaching out with 
ravenous hands and claws, the Witch Hunter General went to work with the 
immaculate blade. It seemed like suicide or at least the insanity of blind devotion 
to his God-King. 

It was neither. 

Horrwitz understood. Rhaanoc had led them into a trap and, worse, had 
escaped. The traitor Archaon, who seemed to evade them at every step, was 
nowhere to be found in the keep. To seal the Sigmarites’ fate, they were 
surrounded by the Lord of Decay’s ruinous servants. 

‘For the God-King!’ Horrwitz bellowed as he stepped through the crack in the 
stairwell wall, just in time to see Eisenkramer draw the long barrel of his pistol 
and put a single blessed shot straight through Lebrus Wormshroud’s bulbous, 
frog-like throat. As it hit the favoured of Nurgle, the gases within the bloated 
sorcerer ignited, blasting foul pieces of Lebrus Wormshroud all over the 
courtyard. 

Suddenly the afflicted were everywhere, stumbling at Eisenkramer, reaching 
out for Horrwitz or scrabbling to feast on the remains of their leader. Warrior 
priests of Sigmar descended upon them with skull-smashing hammer blows 
while templars cleaved the diseased in two and witch hunters drew pistols and 
blasted through the plague carriers. The diseased were up. The all-but-dead were 
upon them. The infected buried Sigmarites in the corpulence of their rancid flesh 
and bit into Eisenkramer’s men with rotten maws. 

It was a massacre. A stinking bloodbath that painted the courtyard of 
Rathskorn Keep a bilious red. 

Moving about the ruined architecture, Horrwitz buried his blade in the dying 
and half-eaten. He granted the God-King’s peace to both the Lord of Decay’s 
diseased unfortunates and his own men. Helmut Horrwitz would not see the 
knights of Sigmar suffer as the Dark Gods intended. He would not see 
Eisenkramer’s screaming witch hunters become that against which they had 
fought. He would not see the God-King’s priests rewarded with agonies for a 
lifetime’s service. As Sieur Oberndorff, Father Sternthal and the last of the 
Sigmarites became the instruments of brute mercy about him, Horrwitz found 
Wolfram Eisenkramer standing before the keep’s rusted portcullis. Outside, the 
mist was clearing. The host that had laid siege to Rathskorn Keep did so no 
more. The ghostly silhouettes of marauders and beastmen were turning and 
leaving. Knights on horseback turned their mounts from the keep and the 
champions of Chaos took their leave. 
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The Witch Hunter General took the bars of the portcullis in his hands and 
stared at the departing warhost. They had left a small fire, built on the churned- 
up track leading to the keep entrance. Standard bearers came forward and 
dumped the banners of Lebrus Wormshroud in the flames. A cluster of Chaos 
watriors parted and lowered their helms in almost mongrel-like deference. 

A brawny figure came forward. He squinted at Eisenkramer and Horrwitz 
through the dancing flames of the fire. The pair watched as he tensed his 
powerful body. His form was battered black and blue. Biceps and pectorals 
bulged. Fresh scars split. With a grunt, Rhaanoc broke the shattered remains of 
his plate across his brawny back. Eisenkramer and Horrwitz watched in stunned 
silence. Rhaanoc pulled rancid steel plate and threadbare mail from his brute 
form and threw them into the fire. He turned his muscular back to them and 
removed the rent helm from his head, allowing it to clatter at his feet. The 
watriors of Chaos came forward with fresh standards. With armour. With horned 
helm. Furs. Cloak. Shield and sword. They began to dress the prisoner. 

‘Rhaanoc...” Eisenkramer hissed to himself. 

Horrwitz joined him at the portcullis. ‘Rhaanoc...’ 

The men pictured the letters of the prisoner’s name falling from the pages of 
black leather tome in which the Witch Hunter General recorded his confessions. 
As the letters tumbled they spelled out a different word. The cursed word that 
fell from their lips together. 

‘Archaon.’ 

‘Impossible,’ Horrwitz said, a sickening feeling spreading up through his 
torso. ‘It can’t be.” Archaon turned in his fell plate and horned helm. The armour 
of Ruinous royalty. He stared at Horrwitz. Horrwitz stared back. 

‘Get this portcullis raised,’ Eisenkramer snarled. Horrwitz felt the witch hunter 
haul at the rusted gate and swore that his seething efforts moved it ever so 
slightly. As Eisenkramer’s priests and witch hunters went to work on the 
portcullis windlass, the two men watched Archaon’s own men bring forth an 
armoured steed. ‘Come on!’ Eisenkramer roared. 

‘General,’ Horrwitz said as the prospect of what Eisenkramer was doing 
dawned on him. They had a handful of men but the Witch Hunter General 
intended to lead them into battle against Archaon’s battle-hardened warhost. 
‘Wolfram, listen to me.’ 

Eisenkramer wouldn’t, though. His gaze burned into the doom of all the world. 
The chosen of the Dark Gods. The warrior who had fooled them so completely, 
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‘Woltram, this is suicide,’ said Horrwitz. ‘lhe Witch Hunter General did not 
seem to hear him. His whole world was the warrior before him. Obendorff and 
the warrior priests looked to Horrwitz. With grim acceptance, the templar 
nodded and the Sigmarites lent their weight to the wheel-crank. 

Settling into the saddle, Archaon stared straight back at Eisenkramer. Horrwitz 
watched as the warrior of Chaos gave him a slow nod before turning his steed 
around. Eisenkramer went wild, tearing at the portcullis as it shuddered upwards, 
raining rust down on him. Archaon, chosen of the Dark Gods, followed his men 
into oblivion. As Eisenkramer roared after him, the living apocalypse became 
one with the mist. Like a rabid animal wanting to be free, Eisenkramer 
scrambled under the rising spikes of the portcullis. 

‘General!’ Horrwitz called, but he was away, his silver sword glinting in the 
half-light of day. Struggling to get through the gap in his plate, the templar broke 
into a heavy run. Within moments the mist had claimed him. He found 
Eisenkramer staring wildly about, searching for any sign of Archaon. 

Then they heard it. The bellowing. The braying. The roars of warrior gors, 
beastmen and Khazgar of the Brazen Tusk. Horrwitz heard the thunder of 
hooves down the side of the valley. The beastlord had come to claim Archaon’s 
skull for his Blood God. Archaon, however, was gone, the whisper of a dark and 
forgotten rumour, lost to the breeze. But he had not left his foe wanting. He had 
left them Sigmarites who would fight hard for their lives. 

Horrwitz brought up his blade, the blade with which Archaon had saved his 
life, the blade the traitor had returned to him. The bestial bellows were 
deafening. Silhouettes closed on them: a wall of ferocious horn, muscle and 
man-hate. 

‘We’ ve got to get back,’ Horrwitz called. The templar knew that the keep was 
their only chance of survival and the tunnels below it their only chance of 
escape. Back to the valley. To the God-King’s altar. Wolfram Eisenkramer fell 
to his knees. 

‘General,’ Horrwitz roared, ‘we’ve got to go, right now!’ The knight of the 
Twin-Tailed Orb could feel the quake bestial charge through the ground. 
‘Wolfram, come on!’ The Witch Hunter General was down in the dirt. His blade 
was buried in frozen grit of the Wastes and the Sigmarite held onto the weapon’s 
great cross guard, his head resting against the sword hilt and the decorative 
hammer-head that formed the pommel. Eisenkramer was done. 

Horrwitz wanted to run, but knew he couldn’t. With the rumble of charging 
monsters closing, the templar tried to steel himself. They were a handful against 
an armv. Death was certain. Horrwitz cast a glance after the ghostlv shape of 
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Archaon and his warriors of Chaos. He was about to pay his penance for his 
comrade’s fall in full. The Everchosen of the Dark Gods had set his enemies one 
against the other. Eisenkramer and Horrwitz had thought of him as their prisoner 
when they, in fact, had been his. Shackled to the doom he had planned for them 
all along. 

Horrwitz thought on the words he had exchanged with Archaon on the rise. 
The lies that had passed between them. 

‘More than anything else, I long for peace,’ Horrwitz had said. 

‘I would have you get what you want,’ Archaon had told him. 

Horrwitz’s sufferings were all but done. Kissing the flat of his templar blade, 
the Sigmarite prepared himself for the horror to come, and the peace that would 
inevitably follow. In that, at least, Archaon — Everchosen of Chaos — had spoken 
true. 
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Proverbs 1:1 632 Proverbs 2:10 


The Proverbs 


1 The proverbs of Solomon the son of David, the king of Israel: 2 To know wisdom and 
instruction; to comprehend the sayings of understanding; 3 To accept the instruction of 
intelligence, righteousness, and justice, and equity; 4 To give to the simple prudence, 
to the youth knowledge and discretion. 5 The wise will hear, and will increase [his] 
information; and the man of understanding will obtain wise counsels: © To understand 
a proverb, and a sage sentence; the words of the wise, and their riddles. 7 The fear of 
the Lord is the beginning of knowledge: wisdom and instruction fools [alone] despise. 
8 Hear, my son, the instruction of thy father, and cast not off the teaching of thy mother; 
9 For a wreath of grace are they unto thy head, and chains for thy throat. 1° My son, if 
sinners wish to entice thee, consent thou not. !! If they should say, Come with us, let us 
lie in wait for blood, let us watch in concealment for the uselessly innocent; !2 We will 
swallow them up like the grave alive; and the men of integrity, as those that go down 
into the pit; 13 We shall find all [kinds of] precious wealth, we will fill our houses with 
booty; 14 Thy lot must thou cast in our midst; one purse shall be for us all: 45 My son, 
walk not thou on the way with them; withhold thy foot from their path; !¢ For their feet 
run after evil, and they make haste to shed blood. 7 For uselessly is the net spread out 
before the eyes of every winged bird: 18 While they lie in wait for their [own] blood; they 
watch in concealment for their [own] lives. 19 So are the paths of every one that is greedy 
after [unlawful] gain; it taketh away the life of those that own it. 2° Wisdom crieth loudly 
without; in the public places she uttereth her voice; 2! At the corner of noisy streets she 
calleth, at the entrances of gates; in the city she sayeth her speeches: 22 How long, ye 
simple ones, will ye love simplicity? and the scorners take their delight in scorning, and 
fools hate knowledge? 23 Turn back to my admonition: behold, I will pour out my spirit 
unto you, I will make known my words unto you. 24 Whereas I called, and ye refused; I 
stretched out my hand, and no man was attentive; 25 And ye have set at nought all my 
counsel, and would not accept my admonition: 2¢ [Therefore] I also will truly laugh at 
your calamity; I will deride [you] when your terror cometh; 2” When your terror cometh 
like the tempest-cloud, and your calamity hasteneth like a whirlwind; when there come 
upon you distress and affliction. 28 Then will they call me, but I will not answer; they 
will seek me earnestly, but they shall not find me; 29 For the reason that they hated 
knowledge, and the fear of the Lord they did not choose; 3° [That] they would not attend 
to my counsel: [that] they rejected all my admonition. 31 Therefore shall they eat of the 
fruit of their own way, and from their own counsels shall they be satisfied. 32 For the 
defection of the simple will slay them, and the prosperity of fools will cause them to be 
lost. 33 But he that hearkeneth unto me shall dwell safely, and shall be at rest from the 
dread of evil. 


1 My son, if thou wouldst but accept my words, and treasure up my commandments 
with thee; 2 To let thy ear listen unto wisdom: [if] thou wouldst incline thy heart to 
understanding. 3 For if thou wilt call after intelligence; if after understanding thou 
wilt lift up thy voice; 4 If thou wilt seek her as silver, and search for her as for hidden 
treasures: > Then wilt thou understand the fear of the Lord, and the knowledge of God 
wilt thou find. © For the Lord giveth wisdom: out of his mouth [come] knowledge and 
understanding. 7 He treasureth up sound wisdom for the righteous, as a shield to those 
that walk in integrity: That men may keep the paths of justice; and the way of his pious 
servants doth he guard. 9 Then wilt thou understand righteousness, and justice, and 
equity: yea, every track of goodness. 1° For wisdom will enter thy heart, and knowledge 
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Proverbs 2:11 633 Proverbs 3:35 


will be pleasant unto thy soul; 1! Discretion will watch over thee, understanding will 
keep thee; 12 To deliver thee from the way of the bad, from the man that speaketh 
perverse things; 13 [From those] who leave the paths of uprightness, to walk in the ways 
of darkness; 14 Who rejoice to do evil, who are delighted in the perverseness of the bad; 
15 Who as regardeth their paths are crooked, and froward in their tracks. 16 To deliver 
thee from the adulteress, from the alien woman that useth flattering speeches; 17 That 
forsaketh the friend of her youth, and forgetteth the covenant of her God. 18 For she 
sinketh unto death—her house, and unto the departed [lead] her tracks. 19 All that come 
unto her return not again, and they will not reach the paths of life. 2°In order that thou 
mayest walk in the way of good men, and observe the paths of the righteous. 21 For the 
upright will dwell on the earth, and the perfect will be left remaining on it. 22 But the 
wicked will be cut off from the earth, and the treacherous shall be plucked up therefrom. 


3 


1 My son, forget not my teaching, and let thy heart keep my commandments; 2 For 
length of days, and years of life, and peace, will they increase unto thee. 3 Let kindness 
and truth not forsake thee; bind them about thy throat; write them upon the table of 
thy heart: 4 So shalt thou find grace and good favor in the eyes of God and man. 5 Trust 
in the Lord with all thy heart: and upon thy own understanding do not rely. © In all thy 
ways acknowledge him, and he will make level thy paths. 7 Be not wise in thy own eyes: 
fear the Lord, and depart from evil. ° It will be healing to thy body, and marrow to thy 
bones. ° Honor the Lord with thy wealth, and with the first-fruits of all thy products: 
10 So shall thy storehouses be filled with plenty, and with new wine shall thy presses 
overflow. 1! The correction of the Lord, my son, do not despise; and feel no loathing for 
his admonition; 12 Because whomever the Lord loveth he admonisheth; and as a father 
who delighteth in [his] son. 13 Happy the man that hath found wisdom, and the man 
that acquireth understanding. 14 For the obtaining of her is better than the obtaining of 
silver, and better than fine gold is her product. 15 She is more precious than pearls; and 
all the things thou valuest are not equal unto her. 1° Length of days is in her right hand: 
in her left are riches and honor. 1” Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths 
are peace. !8 A tree of life is she to those that lay hold on her: and every one that firmly 
graspeth her will be made happy. 19 The Lord hath through wisdom founded the earth: 
he hath established the heavens through understanding. 2° By his knowledge were the 
depths split open, and the skies drop down the dew. 21 My son, let them not be removed 
from thy eyes; keep [before thee] sound wisdom and discretion: 2? And they will be life 
unto thy soul, and grace to thy throat. 23 Then wilt thou walk in safety on thy way, and 
thy foot will not strike [against aught]: 24 When thou layest thyself down, thou shalt feel 
no dread; and as thou liest down, thy sleep shall be pleasant. 25 Thou needest not to be 
afraid of sudden dread, neither of the [unlooked-for] tempest over the wicked, when it 
cometh. 2¢ For the Lord will be thy confidence, and he will guard thy foot from being 
caught. 2” Withhold not a benefit from him who is deserving it, when it is in the power 
of thy hand to do it. 28 Say not unto thy neighbor, Go, and return, and tomorrow will 
I give: when thou hast it by thee. 29 Contrive not against thy neighbor any evil, when 
he dwelleth in safety with thee. °° Quarrel not with any man without cause, if he have 
done thee no harm. 3! Envy not the man of violence, and choose none of his ways. 3 For 
the froward is an abomination to the Lord; but with the upright is his good-will. 33 The 
curse of the Lord is in the house of the wicked; but the habitation of the righteous will 
he bless. 34 If [it concern] the scornful he will himself render them a scorn; but unto the 
lowly doth he give grace. 35 The wise shall inherit glory; but fools shall obtain disgrace 
as their portion. 


1817 XRN 


Proverbs 4:1 634 Proverbs 5:21 


1 Hear, ye children, the correction ofa father, and attend to know understanding. 2 For 
good information do I give you: my teaching must ye not forsake. 3 For I was a son unto 
my father, a tender and an only child before my mother. 4 And he instructed me, and 
said unto me, Let thy heart grasp firmly my words: observe my commandments and live. 
5 Acquire wisdom, acquire understanding: forget not, and depart not from the sayings 
of my mouth. °Forsake her not, and she will watch over thee: love her, and she will keep 
thee. 7 The beginning of wisdom is, Acquire wisdom: and with all thy acquisition acquire 
understanding. ® Hold her in high esteem, and she will exalt thee: she will bring thee to 
honor, when thou embracest her. 9 She will give to thy head a wreath of grace: a crown 
of ornament will she deliver to thee. 1° Hear, O my son, and accept my sayings: and they 
will increase unto thee the years of life. 1! In the way of wisdom have I instructed thee: 
I have led thee in the tracks of uprightness. 12 When thou walkest, thy step shall not be 
narrowed; and when thou runnest, thou shalt not stumble. 13 Lay fast hold of correction; 
let her not go: keep her; for she is thy life. 14 Enter not into the path of the wicked, and 
step not on the way of the bad. 15 Avoid it, pass not through by it, turn off from it, and 
pass away. !° For they sleep not, except they have done evil, and their sleep is robbed 
away, unless they cause some to stumble. 1” For they eat the bread of wickedness; and the 
wine of violence do they drink. !8 But the path of the righteous is as the early morning 
light, that shineth more and more brightly until the height of noonday. !° The way of 
the wicked is like darkness: they know not against what they stumble. 2° My son, attend 
to my words, unto my sayings incline thy ear. 2! Let them not slip away from thy eyes: 
guard them in the midst of thy heart. 2? For they are life unto every one of those that 
find them, and to all his body a healing. 23 Above all that is to be guarded, keep thy 


heart, for out of it are the issues of life. 24 Remove from thee frowardness of mouth; and 
perverseness of lips put away far from thee. 25 Let thy eyes look right forward, and let 


thy eyelids see straight out before thee. 2° Balance well the track of thy foot, and let all 
thy ways be firmly right. 2” Turn not to the right hand nor to the left: remove thy foot 
from evil. 


1 My son, attend unto my wisdom; to my understanding incline thou thy ear: 2 That 
thou mayest observe discretion, and that thy lips may keep knowledge. 3 For as of fine 
honey drop the lips of an adulterous woman, and smoother than oil is her palate; 4 But 
her end is bitter as wormwood, it is sharp as a two-edged sword. > Her feet go down to 
death, her steps take firm hold on the nether world: © So that she cannot balance the 
path of life; her tracks are unsteady, and she knoweth it not. 7 And now, O ye children, 
hearken unto me, and depart not from the sayings of my mouth. ® Remove far from her 
thy way, and come not nigh to the door of her house; ° That thou mayest not give up 
unto others thy vigor, and thy years unto the cruel; 1° That strangers may not satisfy 
themselves with thy strength, and with thy exertions, in the house of an alien: !1 While 
thou moanest at thy end, when thy flesh and thy body are coming to their end, 12 And 
thou sayest, How have I hated correction, and how hath my heart rejected reproof; 
13 While I hearkened not to the voice of my instructors, and to my teachers I inclined 
not my ear; 14 But little more was wanting, and I had been in all [kinds of] unhappiness 
in the midst of the congregation and assembly. 15 Drink water out of thy own cistern, 
and running waters out of thy own well. 1° So will thy springs overflow abroad; and 
in the open streets will be thy rivulets of water; 1” They will be thy own only, and not 
those of strangers with thee. 18 Thy fountain will be blessed: and rejoice with the wife 
of thy youth,— 19 The lovely gazelle and the graceful chamois: let her bosom satisfy 
thee abundantly at all times; with her love be thou ravished continually. 2° And why 
wilt thou, my son, be ravished with an adulteress, and embrace the bosom of an alien 
woman? 21 For before the eyes of the Lord are the ways of man, and all his tracks doth 
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he weigh in the balance. 22 His own iniquities will truly catch the wicked, and with the 
cords of his sin will he be held firmly. 23 He will indeed die for want of correction; and 
through the abundance of his folly will he sink into error. 


1 My son, If thou hast become surety for thy friend, if thou hast struck thy hand for 
a stranger; 2 If thou art ensnared through the words of thy mouth, if thou art caught 
through the words of thy mouth: 3 [Then] do this by all means, my son, and deliver 
thyself, because thou art come into the power of thy friend, Go hasten to him, and urge 
thy friend. 4Grant not any sleep to thy eyes, nor slumber to thy eyelids. 5 Deliver thyself 
as a roebuck from the hand [of the hunter], and as a bird from the hand of the fowler. 
6 Go to the ant, thou sluggard; look on her ways, and become wise. 7 She, that hath no 
prince, officer, or ruler, § Provideth in the summer her provision, gathereth in harvest- 
time her food. 9 How long, O sluggard, wilt thou lie down? when wilt thou arise out of 
thy sleep? 1°“A little [more] sleep, a little slumber, a little folding of the hands in lying 
down;” 11 But then will thy poverty come like a rover, and thy want as a man armed 
with a shield. 12 A Godless person is a man of injustice, who walketh with a distorted 
mouth. 13 He blinketh with his eyes, he scrapeth with his feet, he pointeth with his 
fingers; 14 Perverseness is in his heart, he contriveth evil at all times; he scattereth 
abroad discord. 15 Therefore shall suddenly come his calamity: unawares shalt he be 
broken without a remedy. !¢ Six things there are which the Lord hateth; and seven are an 
abomination unto his spirit: 17 Haughty eyes, a tongue of falsehood, and hands that shed 
innocent blood, 18 A heart that contriveth plans of injustice, feet that hasten to run after 
evil, 19 A false witness that eagerly uttereth lies, and him that scattereth abroad discord 
among brethren. 2° Keep, O my son, the commandment of thy father, and reject not 
the teaching of thy mother: 21 Bind them upon thy heart continually, tie them about thy 
throat. 22 When thou walkest, it shall lead thee; when thou liest down, it shall watch over 


thee; and when thou art awake, it shall converse with thee. 23 For the commandment is 
a lamp, and the law is light; and the way of life are the admonitions of correction: 24 To 


guard thee against a bad woman, from the flattery of an alien tongue. 25 Covet not her 
beauty in thy heart, and let her not conquer thee with her eyelids. 2° For by means of a 
harlot [one is brought down] to the last loaf of bread: and an adulterous woman will even 
hunt for the precious life, 27 Can a man gather up fire in his lap, and shall his clothes not 
be burnt? 28 Can a man walk along upon hot coals, and shall his feet not be burnt? 29 So 
it is with him that goeth in to his neighbor's wife: no one that toucheth her shall remain 
unpunished. 3° Men do not despise the thief, if he steal, to gratify his craving when he 
is hungry: 31 And if he be found, he must pay sevenfold; all the wealth his house must 
he give. 32 But whoso committeth adultery with a woman lacketh sense: he that is the 
destroyer of his soul, will alone do this. 33 Plague and disgrace will he meet with; and his 
reproach will not be blotted out. 34 For jealousy is the fury of a husband, and he will not 
spare on the day of vengeance. 35 He will not regard the appearance of any ransom; and 
he will not be content, though thou give ever so many bribes. 


1 My son, observe my sayings, and my commandments must thou treasure up with 
thee. 2 Observe my commandments, and live: and my teaching as the apple of thy eyes. 
3 Bind them around thy fingers, write them upon the table of thy heart. 4 Say unto 
wisdom, Thou art my sister; and call understanding thy kinswoman: ° That they may 
keep thee from an adulterous woman, from an alien that useth flattering speeches. ° For 
through the window of my house, through my lattice did I [once] look out, 7 And I beheld 
among the simple ones, I discerned among the youths, a lad void of sense; § He was 
passing through the market-place near her corner; and he stepped along on the way to 
her house, ? In the twilight, in the evening of the day, in the depth of the night and when 
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it was dark: 1° And, behold, a woman came to meet him with the attire of a harlot, and 
obdurate of heart. !! (She is noisy and ungovernable; in her house her feet never rest; 
12 At one time she is in the street, at another in the open places, and near every corner 
doth she lurk,) 13 And she caught hold of him, and kissed him, and with an impudent face 
she said to him, 14 “I had bound myself to bring peace-offerings; this day have I paid my 
vows: }5 Therefore am I come forth to meet thee, to seek thy presence diligently, and 
I have found thee. 1° With tapestry coverings have I decked my bed, with embroidered 
coverlids of the fine linen of Egypt. 171 have sprinkled my couch with myrrh, aloes, and 
cinnamon. 18 Come, let us indulge in love until the morning: let us delight ourselves 
with dalliances. 19 For the man is not in his house, he is gone on a journey a great way 
off: 2° The bag of money hath he taken with him, by the day of the new-moon festival 
only will he come home.” 21 She seduced him by the abundance of her reasoning: by the 
flattery of her lips she misguided him. 2? He followed after her suddenly, as an ox goeth 
to the slaughter, and as in fetters to his correction, the fool: 23 Till an arrow cleaveth 
through his liver; as a bird hasteneth into the snare, and knoweth not that it is done to 
take his life. 24 And now, O children, hearken unto me, and listen to the sayings of my 
mouth. 25 Let not thy heart turn aside to her ways, do not go astray on her paths. 26 For 
many deadly wounded hath she caused to fall: yea, very numerous are all those slain 
by her. 27 The ways to the nether world is her house leading down to the chambers of 


death. 
8 


1 Behold, wisdom calleth, and understanding sendeth forth her voice, 2 On the top of 
high places, by the wayside, at the house where there are [many] paths doth she place 
herself. 3 Alongside of gates, at the opening of the city, at the entrance of the town|- 
doors] doth she call loudly, 4 Unto you, O men, I call, and my voice [goeth forth] to the 
sons of men, ° Learn, O ye simple, to understand prudence: and, ye fools, be ye of an 
understanding heart. ® Hear! for of noble things will I speak; and the opening of my lips 
shall be of what is equitable. 7 For truth uttereth my palate ever, and the abomination of 
my lips is wickedness. 8 In righteousness are all the sayings of my mouth, there is in them 
nothing crooked or perverse. ° They are all evident to the man of understanding, and 
correct to those that have obtained knowledge. 1° Accept my correction, and not silver; 
and knowledge rather than choice gold. 11 For wisdom is better than pearls; and all the 
things that men wish for are not equal to her. !21 wisdom dwell with prudence, and the 
knowledge of discreet thoughts do I discover. !3 The fear of the Lord is to hate evil, pride 
and arrogance, and the evil way: and the mouth of perverseness do I hate. 14 Mine are 
counsel and sound wisdom: I am understanding; mine is might. 5 Through me do kings 
reign, and chieftains give decrees [in] righteousness. !6Through me do princes rule, and 
the nobles, even all the judges of the earth. 171 indeed love those that love me: and those 
that seek me earnestly shall find me. 18 Riches and honor are with me, yea, enduring 
wealth and righteousness. 19 My fruit is better than gold, and than fine gold; and my 
products, than choice silver. 2° On the road of righteousness do I walk firmly, in the midst 
the paths of justice: 21 That I may cause those that love me to inherit a lasting possession; 
and their treasures will I fill 22 The Lord created me as the beginning of his way, the first 
of his works from the commencement, 23 From eternity was I appointed chief, from the 
beginning, from the earliest times of the earth. 24 When there were yet no depths, was 
I brought forth; when there were yet no springs laden heavily with water. 25 Before 
the mountains were yet sunk down, before the hills was I brought forth: 2° While as 
yet he had not made the land and open fields, nor the chief of the dust of the world. 
27 When he prepared the heavens, I was there; when he drew a circle over the face of 
the deep; 28 When he fastened the skies above; when the springs of the deep became 
strong; 29 When he assigned to the sea his decree, that the waters should not transgress 
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his order: when he established firmly the foundations of the earth: 3° Then was I near 
him, as a nursling: and I was day by day [his] delights, playing before him at all times; 
31 Playing in the world, his earth; and having my delights with the sons of men. 32 And 
now, O children [of men], hearken unto me! for happy those that observe my ways. 
33 Hear correction, and be wise, and reject it not. 34 Happy is the man that hearkeneth 
unto me, watching day by day at my gates, waiting at the posts of my doors. 35 For he 


who findeth me findeth life, and he obtaineth favor from the Lord. 3° But he that sinneth 
against me doth violence to his own soul: all those that hate me love death. 


9 

1 Wisdom hath built her house; she hath hewn out her seven pillars; 2 She hath killed 
her cattle; she hath mingled her wine; she hath also set in order her table. 3? She hath 
sent forth her maidens: she inviteth [her guests] upon the top of the highest places of the 
town. 4Whoso is simple, let him turn in hither: as for him that is void of sense, she saith 
to him, 5 “Come, eat of my bread, and drink of the wine which I have mingled. © Forsake 
simplicity, and live; and go onward on the way of understanding. 7 He that correcteth a 
scorner acquireth for himself abuse; and he that reproveth the wicked getteth himself a 
blemish. ®Do not correct a scorner, lest he hate thee: reprove a wise man, and he will love 
thee. ° Give to the wise [instruction], and he will become yet wiser: impart knowledge 
to the righteous, and he will increase his information. 1°The commencement of wisdom 
is the fear of the Lord; and the knowledge of the Most Holy One is understanding. " For 
through me shall thy days be multiplied, and the years of thy life shall be increased unto 
thee. 12If thou art become wise, thou art wise for thyself; but if thou art a scorner, thou 
alone wilt have to bear it.” 17 The woman of folly is noisy: she is simple, and knoweth not 
what [to do]. #4 And she sitteth at the door of her house, upon a chair in the high places 
of the town. !° To call the wayfarers who go straight forward on their paths. 1 Whoso 
is simple, let him turn in hither; and as for him that is void of sense, she saith to him, 
17 “Stolen waters are sweet, and bread of secrecy is pleasant.” 18 But he knoweth not that 
the departed are there; that in the depths of the nether world are her guests. 


10 

1 The proverbs of Solomon. A wise son causeth [his] father to rejoice; but a foolish 
son is the grief of his mother. 2 Treasures of wickedness will not profit aught; but 
righteousness will deliver from death. 3 The Lord will not suffer the soul of the righteous 
to famish; but the sinful desires of the wicked will he cast away. 4He becometh poor 
that laboreth with an indolent hand, but the hand of the diligent maketh rich. 5 He 
that gathereth in summer is an intelligent son; [but] he that sleepeth in harvest is a son 
that causeth shame. © Blessings come upon the head of the righteous; but the mouth of 
the wicked covereth violence. 7 The memory of the just is [destined] to be blessed; but 
the name of the wicked shall rot. § The wise in heart will accept commandments; but 
he that is a fool in his speaking will stumble. 9 He that walketh uprightly ever walketh 
securely; but he that perverteth his ways will be punished. 1° He that winketh with the 
eye causeth vexation; and he that is a fool in his speaking will stumble. 11 A source of life 
is the mouth of the righteous; but the mouth of the wicked covereth violence. 12 Hatred 
stirreth up strifes; but love throweth a cover over all transgressions. 13 On the lips of 
the man of understanding there is found wisdom: but a rod is for the back of him that 
is void of sense. 14 Wise men treasure up knowledge; but the mouth of the foolish is 
an approaching terror. !5 The wealth of the rich man is his strong town: the terror of 
the poor is their poverty. 1° The labor of the righteous [tendeth] to life: the product 
of the wicked is for sin. 1” On the way unto life is he that observeth correction; but he 
that forsaketh reproof is in error. 18 He that hideth hatred hath lips of falsehood; and he 
that spreadeth abroad an evil report, is a fool. 19 In a multitude of words transgression 
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cannot be avoided; but he that refraineth his lips is intelligent. 2° [Like] choice silver 
is the tongue of the righteous: the heart of the wicked is worth but very little. 21 The 
lips of the righteous feed many: but fools die through lack of sense. 22 The blessing of 
the Lord it is which maketh rich, and painful labor addeth nothing thereto. 23 It is as 
sport to a fool to do wicked deeds; but a man of understanding hath wisdom. 24 What 
the wicked dreadeth, that will come upon him: but the longing of the righteous will 
God grant. 25 As the whirlwind passeth by, the wicked is no more; but the righteous is an 
everlasting foundation. 2° As vinegar is to the teeth, and as smoke is to the eyes: so is the 
sluggard to those that send him. 27 The fear of the Lord increaseth [man's] days; but the 
years of the wicked will be shortened. 28 The expectation of the righteous is joy; but the 
hope of the wicked shall perish. 2° The way of the Lord is a stronghold to the upright; but 
terror is destined to the workers of injustice. 3° The righteous shall never be removed; 
but the wicked shall not inhabit the earth. 3! The mouth of the just uttereth wisdom; 
but the tongue of perverseness shall be cut out. 32 The lips of the righteous know [how 
to obtain] favor; but the mouth of the wicked [speaketh] perverseness. 


11 


1 Balances of deceit are an abomination of the Lord; but a full weight [obtaineth] 
his favor. 2 When pride cometh, then cometh disgrace; but with the modest there is 
wisdom. >The integrity of the upright guideth them; but the cunning of the treacherous 
destroyeth them. 4 Wealth cannot profit on the day of wrath; but righteousness deliver 
from death. > The righteousness of the perfect maketh even his way; but by his own 
wickedness will the wicked fall. © The righteousness of the upright will deliver them; 
but through their own sinful desires are the treacherous caught. 7 When a wicked man 
dieth, [his] hope vanisheth; and the expectation of his children is lost. 8 The righteous 


is delivered out of distress, and the wicked cometh in his stead. 9 With his mouth doth 
the hypocrite destroy his neighbor; but through knowledge are the righteous delivered. 


10 When it goeth well with the righteous, the town rejoiceth loudly: and when the wicked 
perish, there is joyful shouting. 1! Through the blessing of the upright a city is exalted; 
but through the mouth of the wicked it is pulled down. 12 He that despiseth his neighbor 
is void of sense; but a man of understanding maintaineth silence. 13 He that walketh 
about as talebearer revealeth secrets; but he that is of a faithful spirit concealeth the 
matter. 4 Where there is no wise guidance, a people must fall: but [it will obtain] help 
through the multitude of counsellors. 15 With evil will he be overwhelmed that is surety 
for a stranger: but he that hateth giving the hand as pledge is safe. 1© A woman endowed 
with grace will surely obtain honor; and the powerful will obtain riches. 17 The man of 
kindness doth good to his own soul; but he that troubleth his own flesh is cruel. 18 The 
wicked practiseth a work of falsehood; but he that soweth righteousness [obtaineth] 
the reward of truth. 19 He who is firm in righteousness attaineth to life: and he that 
pursueth evil [doth it] to his own death. 2° An abomination of the Lord are those of a 
perverse heart; but his favor is for those who are unblemished in their way. 21 The hand 
[of God] being against [his] hand, the bad man shall not go unpunished; but the seed 
of the righteous shall escape. 22 As a golden ring in a swine's snout, so is a handsome 
woman that hath thrown off discretion. 23 The desire of the righteous is only good: but 
the hope of the wicked is the wrath [of God]. 24 There is a man that scattereth gifts, 
and yet his wealth is increased: and there is one that withholdeth more than is proper, 
and still cometh only to want. 25 A beneficent soul will be abundantly gratified; and he 
that refresheth [others] will be also refreshed himself. 26 Him that withholdeth corn, 
the people will denounce; but blessing will be heaped upon the head of the one that 
selleth it. 2” He that diligently searcheth after good seeketh favor; but if one inquireth 
after evil, it will come unto him. 2° He that trusteth in his riches will surely fall; but the 
righteous shall grow like the leaves [of a tree]. 2? He that troubleth his own house will 
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inherit the wind; and the fool will become the servant to the wise of heart. 3° The fruit 
of the righteous is of the tree of life, and the wise draweth souls to himself. 31 Behold, 


the righteous is recompensed on the earth: how much more the wicked and the sinner. 


12 
1 wWhoso loveth correction loveth knowledge; but he that hateth reproof is brutish. 
2 The good obtaineth favor of the Lord; but a man of wicked devices will he condemn. 
3 A man cannot be firmly established by wickedness; but the root of the righteous will 


not be moved. 4 A virtuous woman is a crown to her husband: but as rottenness in his 
bones is one that bringeth shame [on him]. 5 The thoughts of the righteous are justice: 


the best counsels of the wicked are deceit. ©The words of the wicked are of lying in wait 
for blood; but the mouth of the upright will deliver them. 7 The wicked are suddenly 
overthrown, and are no more; but the house of the righteous will endure. ® In accordance 
with his intelligence is a man praised; but he that is perverse of heart will come to be 
despised. ° Better is he that is lightly esteemed who hath a servant, than he that aimeth 
after honor, and lacketh bread. 1° A righteous man careth for the life of his beast; but 
the mercies of the wicked are cruelty. 1! He that tilleth his ground will be satisfied with 
bread; but he that runneth after idle persons is void of sense. 12 The wicked is covetous 
for the net of evil men; but [God] giveth root to the righteous. 3 In the transgression 
of his lips is the snare of the wicked; but the righteous cometh out of distress. 14 From 
the fruit of his mouth will a man be satisfied with what is good; and the recompense 
of a man's hands will be brought back unto him. !5 The way of a fool is straight in his 
own eyes; but he that hearkeneth unto counsel is wise. !® The wrath of the fool is known 
on the very day; but he that concealeth the disgrace is prudent. 1” He that uttereth 
truth announceth righteousness; but a false witness, deceit. 18 There is some one that 
useth words [which are] like the thrusts of a sword; but the tongue of the wise is healing. 
19 The lip of truth will stand firm for ever; but only for a moment the tongue of falsehood. 
20 Deceit is in the heart of those that contrive evil; but for the counsellors of peace there 
is joy. 21 No wrong can come unawares to the righteous; but the wicked are full of evil. 
22 An abomination of the Lord are lips of falsehood; but they that deal in faithfulness 
[obtain] his favor. 23 A prudent man concealeth [his] knowledge; but the heart of fools 
proclaimeth [their] folly. 24The hand of the diligent will bear rule; but the indolent must 
become tributary. 25 If there be care in the heart of man, let him suppress it; and a good 
word will change it into joy. 2° The righteous is more excellent than his neighbor; but 
the way of the wicked leadeth them astray. 2? The indolent roasteth not that which he 
hath caught in hunting; but the most precious wealth of man is diligence. 28 On the path 
of righteousness there is life; and on her pathway there is immortality, 


1 A wise son [becometh so] by the correction of his father; but a scorner hearkeneth 
not to rebuke. 2From the fruit of aman's mouth doth he eat what is good; but the longing 
of the treacherous is for violence. 3 He that watcheth his mouth guardeth his soul; but 
he that openeth wide his lips [prepareth] himself destruction. 4 The sluggard longeth 
[in] his soul, and there [cometh] nothing; but the soul of the diligent will be abundantly 
gratified. > The righteous hateth the word of falsehood; but the wicked bringeth shame 
and dishonor. © Righteousness keepeth [him that is] upright on his way; but wickedness 
perverteth the [man of] sin. 7 There is some one that pretendeth to be rich without 
having any thing; another that pretendeth to be poor while having abundant wealth. 
8 As the ransom of a man's life [hath he often to give] his riches; but the poor heareth no 
threat. ? The light of the righteous burneth joyfully; but the lamp of the wicked will be 
quenched. 1° Only through presumptuous conduct doth man produce contention; but 
with the well-advised is wisdom. 1! Wealth [gotten] by vain deeds will be diminished; 
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but he that gathereth by close labor will increase it. 12 Expectation long deferred maketh 
the heart sick; but a tree of life is a desire which is fulfilled. 13 Whoso despiseth the word 
shall fall in debt to it; but he that feareth the commandment will be rewarded. 14 The 
instruction of the wise is a source of life, [teaching] to avoid the snares of death. 5 Good 
intelligence giveth grace; but the way of the treacherous is hard. 1° Every prudent man 
acteth with knowledge; but a fool spreadeth abroad his folly. 17 A wicked messenger 
falleth into unhappiness; but a faithful ambassador [bringeth] healing. 18 Poverty and 
disgrace will overtake him that rejecteth correction; but he that observeth admonition 
will be honored. 19 A desire accomplished is pleasant to the soul; but it is abomination to 
fools to depart from evil. 2° He that walketh with wise men will become wise; but he that 
associateth with fools will be destroyed. 2! Evil pursueth the sinners; but the righteous 
will [God] repay with happiness. 22 A good man leaveth an inheritance to his children's 
children; but the wealth of the sinner is treasured up for the righteous. 23 Much food 
bringeth the new-tilled ground of the poor; but there are many others that are taken 
away through injustice. 24 He that withholdeth his rod hateth his son; but he that loveth 
him chastiseth him betimes. 25 The righteous eateth to satisfy his desire [to eat]; but the 
belly of the wicked always suffereth want. 


14 

1 The wise among women buildeth her house; but the foolish pulleth it down with her 
own hands. 2 In his uprightness walketh he that feareth the Lord; but perverse in his 
ways is he that despiseth him. 3 In the mouth of the foolish is a stick [for his] pride; but 
the lips of the wise will preserve them. 4 Where no oxen are, is the crib clean; but the 
abundance of harvests is [only] through the strength of the ox. > A faithful witness will 
not lie; but a false witness constantly uttereth lies. ©A scorner seeketh wisdom, and there 
is none; but knowledge is easy to the man of understanding. 7 Go far away from a foolish 
man, else thou wilt [never] know the lips of knowledge. The wisdom of the prudent is to 
understand his way; but the folly of fools is deceit. 9 The fool maketh a mockery of guilt; 
but among the upright there is good will. 1° The heart knoweth its own bitterness; and 
with its joy can no stranger intermeddle. 1! The house of the wicked will be destroyed: 
but the tent of the upright will flourish. 12 There is many a way which seemeth even 
before a man; but its end are ways unto death. 1° Even in laughter the heart feeleth pain; 
and at its end joy is sorrow. !4The backslider in heart will have enough of his own ways; 
and from him [departeth] the good men. 5 The simple believeth every word; but the 
prudent man understandeth his steps. 1° A wise man is fearful, and departeth from evil; 
but the fool exciteth himself, and is confident. 17 He that is soon angry committeth folly; 
and a man of wicked devices is hated. 18 The simple inherit folly; but the prudent crown 
themselves with knowledge. 19 The bad sink down before the good; and the wicked are 
at the gates of the righteous. 2° Even to his own neighbor is the poor man hateful; but 
the friends of the rich are many. 21 He that despiseth his neighbor is a sinner; but he 
that is gracious to the poor—happiness attend him! 22 Behold, those who contrive evil 
are in error; but kindness and truth attend on those who contrive what is good. 23 In 
all painful labor there is profit; but mere words of the lips [lead] only to want. 24 The 
crown of the wise is their riches; but the folly of fools is [only] folly. 25 A deliverer of 
souls is the true witness; but a witness of deceit uttereth lies. 26 In the fear of the Lord is 
the strong confidence [of man], and unto his children will it be a place of shelter. 2” The 
fear of the Lord is the source of life, [teaching] to avoid the snares of death. 28 In the 
multitude of people is the king's glory; but in the want of a population is the downfall of 
the prince. 29 He that is slow to anger is of great understanding; but he that is hasty of 
spirit holdeth up [to view] his folly. 3° A sound heart is the life of the body; but jealousy 
is the rottenness of the bones. 3! He that oppresseth the poor blasphemeth his Maker; 
but he that is gracious to the needy honoreth him. 32 Through his own evil is the wicked 


1824 XRN 


Proverbs 14:33 641 Proverbs 16:5 


thrust down; but even in his death doth the righteous have confidence. 33 In the heart 
of the man of understanding resteth wisdom: but [the little which is] in the bosom of 
fools is made known. 34 Righteousness exalteth a people; but the disgrace of nations is 
sin. 35 The king's favor is bestowed on an intelligent servant; but his wrath is against 
him that deserveth shame. 


15 

1 A soft answer turneth away fury; but a mortifying word stirreth up anger. 2 The 
tongue of the wise maketh knowledge acceptable; but the mouth of fools sputtereth 
out folly. 3 In every place are the eyes of the Lord, looking on the bad and the good. 
4 A healing [word] of the tongue is a tree of life; but perverseness therein is a breach 
to the spirit. 5 A fool contemneth the correction of his father; but he that observeth 
admonition will become prudent. °In the house of the righteous there is much treasure; 
but in the income of the wicked is trouble. 7 The lips of the wise scatter knowledge; 


but the heart of fools is not reliable. 8 The sacrifice of the wicked is an abomination 
of the Lord: but, the prayer of the upright [obtaineth] his favor. ° An abomination of 


the Lord is the way of the wicked; but him that pursueth righteousness will he love. 
10 An evil correction is [destined] for him that forsaketh the [right] path; he that hateth 
admonition will die. 11 The nether world and corruption are open before the Lord: how 


much more then the hearts of the children of men! 12 A scorner loveth not that one 
should admonish him: unto the wise doth he not go. 13 A merry heart cheereth up the 


countenance; but when the heart feeleth pain the spirit is depressed. 14 The heart of 
the man of understanding seeketh knowledge; but the mouth of fools feedeth on folly. 
15 All the days of the afflicted are evil; but he that is of a cheerful heart hath a continual 
feast. 16 Better is little with the fear of the Lord, than great treasure and confusion 


therewith. 17 Better is an allowance of herbs when love is there, than a stall-fed ox 
and hatred therewith. 18 A man of fury stirreth up strife; but he that is slow to anger 


assuageth contention. 19 The way of the slothful man is like a hedge of thorns; but the 
path of the upright is a levelled [road]. 2° A wise son causeth his father to rejoice; but a 
foolish man despiseth his mother, 2! Folly is joy to him that is void of sense; but a man of 
understanding walketh straight forward. 22 Plans are frustrated without consultation; 
but through a multitude of counsellors canst thou maintain thyself. 23 A man hath joy 
by the answer of his mouth; and a word [spoken] at the proper time, how good is it! 
24 The path of life [leadeth] upward for the intelligent, in order that he may avoid the 
nether world beneath. 25 The Lord, will tear down the house of the proud; but he will 
set up firmly the boundary [-stone] of the widow. 26 An abomination of the Lord are 
the thoughts of the bad man; but pleasant speeches are pure [before him]. 2” He that is 
greedy after gain troubleth his own house; but he that hateth gifts will live. 28 The heart 
of the righteous reflecteth to answer; but the mouth of the wicked sputtereth out evil 
things. 29 The Lord is far from the wicked; but the prayer of the righteous doth he hear. 
30 [What is pleasant to] the light of the eyes rejoiceth the heart: a good report giveth 


marrow to the bones. 3! The ear that heareth the admonition of life will ever abide in 
the midst of the wise. 32 He that rejecteth correction despiseth his own soul; but he that 


heareth admonition acquireth intelligence. 33 The fear of the Lord is the correction for 
wisdom; and before honor there must come humility. 


1 Unto man belong the resolves of the heart; but from the Lord cometh the expression 
of the tongue. 2 Every one of the ways of a man is pure in his own eyes; but the Lord 
measureth the spirits. 3 Commit unto the Lord thy works, and thy plans will be firmly 
established. 4 Every thing hath the Lord wrought for its destined end; yes, even the 
wicked for the day of unhappiness. 5 An abomination of the Lord is every one that is 
proud of heart: the hand [of God] being against [his] hand, he shall not go unpunished. 
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6 Through kindness and truth is iniquity atoned for; and by the fear of the Lord [men] 
depart from evil. 7 When the Lord receiveth in favor a man's ways, he maketh even 
his enemies to be at peace with him. 8 Better is a little with righteousness, than great 
incomes through injustice. 9 A man's heart deviseth his way; but the Lord directeth 
firmly his steps. 1° There should be a wise sentence on the lips of the king: his mouth 
should never commit a trespass in judging. 11 A just balance and scales belong to the 
Lord: his work are all the weights in the bag. 12 It should be an abomination to kings 
to commit wickedness; for through righteousness [alone] can a throne be established. 
13 Righteous lips [should obtain] the favor of kings; and him that speaketh uprightly 
should they love. !4 The fury of a king is like the messengers of death; but a wise man 
will appease it. 15In the light of the king's countenance there is life; and his favor is as 
a cloud of the latter rain. © How much better is it to obtain wisdom than gold! and to 
obtain understanding is preferable to silver! 1” The highway of the upright is to depart 
from evil: he preserveth his soul that watcheth his way. 18 Before downfall [goeth] pride, 
and before stumbling, haughtiness of spirit. 19 Better is it to be of a humble spirit with 
the lowly, than to divide spoil with the proud. 2° He that reflecteth on a matter wisely 
will find happiness; and whoso trusteth in the Lord—happiness attend him! 2! The wise 
in heart is called a man of understanding; and the sweetness of the lips increaseth 
information. 22 Intelligence is a source of life unto its possessor; but the correction 
of fools is folly. 23 The heart of the wise maketh his mouth intelligent, and upon his 
lips he increaseth information. ”4 [Like] the droppings of honey are pleasant sayings, 
sweet to the soul, and healing to the bones. 25 There is many a way which seemeth even 
before a man, but its end are the ways unto death. 26 The desire of the laborer laboreth 
for him; for his mouth imposeth it on him. 2” An ungodly man diggeth up mischief, 
and on his lips there is as it were a scathing fire. 28 A perverse man scattereth strife; 
and a whisperer separateth confident friends. 2? The man of violence misleadeth his 
neighbor, and maketh him go on a way which is not good. 3° He shutteth his eyes to 
devise perverse things: when he compresseth his lips then hath he fully resolved on 
evil. 31 An ornamental crown is the hoary head, on the way of righteousness can it be 
found. 32 One that is slow to anger is better than a hero; and he that ruleth his spirit, 
than the conqueror of a city. 33 In the lap the lot is cast: but from the Lord cometh the 
whole of its decision. 


17 


1 Better is a piece of dry bread, and quiet therewith, than a house full of the sacrifices 
of contention. ? An intelligent servant will have rule over a son that bringeth shame, and 
among the brothers will he have part of the inheritance. 3 The crucible is for silver, and 
the furnace for gold; but the Lord probeth the hearts. 4 An evil-doer listeneth to unjust 
lips: falsehood giveth ear to a tongue that bringeth destruction. ° Whoso mocketh the 
poor blasphemeth his Maker: he that is glad at calamities will not remain unpunished. 


6 The crown of old men are children's children; and the ornament of children are their 
fathers. 7 High-toned language is not seemly to a worthless fool: and yet much less the 


language of falsehood to a noble. 8 As a precious stone appeareth a bribe in the eyes 
of him that obtaineth it: whithersoever it turneth, it prospereth. 9 He that covereth a 
transgression seeketh love; but he that repeateth a matter separateth confident friends. 
10 A reproof penetrateth more deeply into a wise man, than a hundred stripes into a 
fool. 1! Only rebellion doth a bad man seek: therefore a cruel messenger will be sent out 
against him. 12 A man may meet a she-bear robbed of her whelps, but not a fool in his 
folly. 13 Whoso bestoweth evil in return for good—evil shall not depart from his house. 
14 As one letteth loose [a stream] of water, so is the beginning of strife: therefore before it 


be enkindled, leave off the contest. 15 He that declareth the wicked innocent, and he that 
condemneth the righteous, yea, both of them are equally an abomination to the Lord. 
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16 Wherefore is the purchase-money in the hand of a fool to acquire wisdom, seeing he 
hath no sense? !7 A friend loveth at all times, and as a brother is he born for [the time of] 
distress. 18 A man void of sense pledgeth his hand, and becometh surety for his friend. 
19 He loveth transgression that loveth quarrel; and he that maketh high his door seeketh 
destruction. 2° He that hath a froward heart will not find happiness; and he that hath a 
perverse tongue will fall into evil. 21 He that begetteth a fool [doth it] to his sorrow; and 
the father of a worthless fool cannot have any joy. 22 A merry heart causeth a healthy 
appearance of the countenance, but a depressed spirit drieth up the bones. 23 A wicked 
man taketh a bribe out of the bosom, to pervert the paths of justice. 24 Wisdom is before 
him that hath understanding; but the eyes of a fool are at the ends of the earth. 2A 
foolish son is a vexation to his father, and bitterness to her that hath born him. 2° To 
punish the just with a fine even is not good, nor to strike the noble [-hearted] for [their] 
equity. 27 He that holdeth back his speeches hath knowledge; and he that is sparing of 
his spirit is a man of understanding. 28 Even a fool, when he keepeth silence, is counted 
wise: he that shutteth his lips [is esteemed] a man of understanding. 


1 He that separateth himself [from God] seeketh his own desires: at every sound 
wisdom is he enraged. 2 A fool hath no delight in understanding, but in laying open 
what is in his heart. 3 When the wicked cometh, then cometh also contempt, and with 
dishonorable acts, disgrace. 4 Like deep waters are the words of a [wise] man's mouth, 
and a bubbling brook is the well-spring of wisdom. ° It is not good to favor the person 
of the wicked, to wrest [the cause of the] righteous in judgment. © The lips of the fool 


come with contention, and his mouth calleth for blows. 7 The mouth of the fool is a 
destruction to himself, and his lips are the snare of his soul. ’ The words of a whisperer 


are as wounds, and they go down indeed into the innermost parts of the body. ? He also 
that showeth himself slothful in his work is a brother to the destroyer. 1°The name of the 
Lord is a strong tower, whereunto the righteous runneth, and is placed in safety. 1! The 
rich man's wealth is his strong town, and as a towering wall in his own conceit. !2 Before 
downfall the heart of man becometh haughty, and before honor goeth humility. 13 When 
one returneth an answer before he understandeth [the question], it is folly unto him and 
shame. The spirit of a man will readily bear his disease; but a depressed spirit who can 
bear: 5 The heart of the man of understanding will obtain knowledge, and the ear of the 
wise seeketh knowledge. 1°A man's gift maketh room for him, and before great men will 
it lead him. 17 He that is first in his cause seemeth just; but when his neighbor cometh, 
then will it be investigated. 18 The lot causeth disputes to cease, and it decideth between 
the mighty. 19 A brother offended is harder [to be won] than a strong town; and quarrels 
[among brothers] are like the bars of a castle. 2° From the fruit of a man's mouth is his 
body satisfied; with the product of his lips doth he satisfy himself. 21 Death and life are 
in the power of the tongue, and they that love it will eat its fruit. 22 Whoso hath found a 
wife hath found happiness, and hath obtained favor from the Lord. #3 The poor speaketh 
entreatingly; but the rich answereth roughly. 24 A man's many companions are hurtful 
to him; but there is many a friend that cleaveth closer than a brother. 


19 

1 Better is the poor that walketh in his integrity, than one of perverse lips, who is a fool. 
2 Also in the want of knowledge in the soul there is nothing good; and he that hasteneth 
with his feet misseth the right path. 3 The folly of a man perverteth his way, and against 
the Lord will his heart rage. 4 Wealth bringeth many friends; but the poor becometh 
separated from his [only] friend. 5 A false witness shall not remain unpunished, and 
he that uttereth lies shall not escape. © Many will entreat the favor of the liberal man; 
and every one is the friend to him that bestoweth gifts. 7 All the brothers of the poor 
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hate him: how much more do his friends go far away from him! he pursueth [their] 
promises; but these are [all] that he hath. 8 He that getteth intelligence loveth his own 
soul: he that guardeth understanding will find happiness. 9 A false witness shall not 
remain unpunished, and he that uttereth lies shall perish. 1° Delicacy is not seemly for 
a fool: much less for a servant to have rule over princes. ! It is intelligence in man to be 
slow in his anger, and it is his glory to pass over a transgression. 12 Like the roaring of a 
young lion is the wrath of a king: as dew upon the herbs is his favor. 13 A calamity unto his 
father is a foolish son; and a continual dropping are the quarrels of a wife. 14 House and 
wealth are an inheritance from fathers; but from the Lord [cometh] an intelligent wife. 
15 Slothfulness casteth [man] into a deep sleep; and an indolent soul will suffer hunger. 
16 He that observeth the commandment guardeth his own soul: but he that disregardeth 
[directing] his ways [aright] shall die. 17 He lendeth unto the Lord that is liberal to the 
poor, and his good deed will he repay unto him. 18 Chastise thy son, for there is hope; and 
let not thy soul spare [him] for his crying. 19 A man of great fury must suffer punishment; 
for if thou deliver him, thou must still do it again. 2° Hear counsel, and accept correction, 
in order that thou mayest be wise in thy latter end. 21 There are many thoughts in a 
man's heart; but the counsel of the Lord alone will stand firm. 22 The longing of a man 
is [to exercise] his kindness; and a poor man is better than a liar. 23 The fear of the Lord 
leadeth unto life: and he [that hath it] shall abide satisfied; he shall not be visited with 
evil. 24 When a slothful man hath hidden his hand in the dish, then will he not even 
bring it back to his mouth. 25 Smite a scorner, and the simple will become prudent; and 
if one that hath understanding be admonished, he will understand knowledge. 2° He 
that plundereth his father, and chaseth away his mother, is a son that bringeth shame 
and dishonor. 2” Cease, my son, to hear the instruction that causeth [thee] to err from 
the sayings of knowledge. 28 An ungodly witness scorneth at justice, and the mouth of 


the wicked swalloweth mischief. 29 Punishments are prepared for scorners, and stripes 
for the back of fools. 


20 


1 Wine is a mocker, strong drink is noisy; and whosoever indulgeth therein will never 
be wise. 2 Like the roaring of a young lion is the dread of a king: whoso provoketh him to 
anger sinneth against his own soul. ?It is an honor for a man to cease from a contest; but 
every fool enrageth himself. 4 Because it is winter's cold, will the sluggard not plough: 
when he therefore seeketh in the harvest time, there will be nothing. > Like deep water 
is counsel in the heart of man; but the man of understanding will draw it out. © Most 
men will proclaim every one his own kindness; but who can find a faithful man? 7 The 
righteous walketh in his integrity: happy will be his children after him. ° A king that 
sitteth on the throne of justice scattereth away with his eyes all evil. ? Who can say, I have 
made my heart pure, I am cleansed from my sin. 1° Divers weights, and divers measures, 


are both of them alike an abomination of the Lord. !! Even a child maketh himself known 
by his doings, whether his work will be pure, and whether it will be upright. !2 The ear 


that heareth, and the eye that seeth, the Lord hath made both of them alike. 13 Love 
not sleep, lest thou come to poverty: open thy eyes, so wilt thou be satisfied with bread. 
14 It is bad, it is bad, saith the buyer; but when he is gone his way, then doth he boast. 
15 There is gold, and a multitude of pearls; but a precious vessel are the lips of knowledge. 
16 Take away his garment, because he hath become surety for a stranger; and on account 
of a strange woman take a pledge from him. !7 Bread of falsehood is pleasant to a man; 
but afterward his mouth will be filled with gravel-stones. 18 Plans are established by 
counsel; and with wise reflection conduct war. 19 He that goeth about as a talebearer 
revealeth secrets: therefore meddle not with him that enticeth with his lips. 2° Whoso 
curseth his father or his mother—his lamp shall be quenched in obscure darkness. 21 An 
inheritance hastily gotten at the beginning will at its end not be blessed, 22 Do not say, 


1828 XRN 


Proverbs 20:23 645 Proverbs 22:5 


I will recompense evil; [but] wait on the Lord, and he will help thee. 23 Divers weights 
are an abomination of the Lord; and a deceitful balance is not good. 24 From the Lord 
are the steps of man [ordained]; but man— how can he understand his own way? 25 It is 
a snare to a man to sanctify things hastily, and to make inquiry only after having made 
vows. 2° A wise king scattereth the wicked, and turneth over them the threshing-wheel. 
27 A lamp of the Lord is the soul of man, searching all the inner chambers of the body. 
28 Kindness and truth will watch over a king, and he will prop up through kindness his 
throne. 2? The ornament of young men is their strength; and the glory of old men is a 
hoary head. 3° The bruises of a wound are cleansing means for the bad, and stripes [will 
reach] the inner chambers of the body. 


1 Like brooks of water is a king's heart in the hand of the Lord: whithersoever it 
pleaseth him doth he turn it. 2 Every way of a man is straight in his own eyes; but the 
Lord weigheth the hearts. 3 To exercise righteousness and justice is more acceptable to 
the Lord than sacrifice. 4 Haughtiness of the eyes, and an immoderate heart, are the 
sinful field of the wicked. ° The plans of the diligent tend only to plenty; but every hasty 
man is [destined] only to want. ©The getting of treasures by a tongue of falsehood is like 
the fleeting breath of those that seek death. 7 The robbery of the wicked will drag them 
away; because they refuse to execute justice. 8 Perverse is the way of the man that is 
estranged [from goodness]; but as for the pure, his work is upright. 9 It is better to dwell 
in a corner of a roof, than with a quarrelsome woman in a roomy house. 1! The soul 
of the wicked longeth for evil: his neighbor findeth no grace in his eyes. 11 When the 
scorner is punished, the simple is made wise: and when the wise is taught intelligence, 
he receiveth knowledge. 12 The righteous regardeth attentively the house of the wicked; 
[but God] overturneth the wicked into unhappiness. 13 Whoso stoppeth his ears against 
the cry of the poor, he also will cry himself, but shall not be answered. 1“ A gift in secret 
pacifieth anger, and a bribe in the bosom, strong fury. 15 It is joy to the righteous to 
execute justice; but it is a terror to wrong-doers. !©The man that wandereth astray out 
of the way of intelligence shall rest in the assembly of the departed. !” He that loveth 
pleasure will be a man of want: he that loveth wine and oil will not become rich. 18 The 
wicked shall be a ransom for the righteous, and the treacherous shall be put in the stead 
of the upright. 19 It is better to dwell in a desert land, than with a quarrelsome and 
vexatious woman. 2° There are a desirable treasure and oil in the dwelling of the wise; 
but a foolish man will swallow it up. 21 He that pursueth righteousness and kindness 
will find life, righteousness, and honor. 22 A wise man scaleth the city of the mighty, 
and casteth down the strength in which they trusted. 23 Whoso guardeth his mouth and 
his tongue guardeth his soul against distresses. 24The presumptuous and proud, scorner 
is his name, dealeth in the wrath of presumption. 25 The longing of the slothful will kill 
him; for his hands refuse to labor. 2¢ All the day he feeleth a great longing; but the 
righteous giveth and withholdeth not. 27 The sacrifice of the wicked is an abomination: 
how much more, when he bringeth it with a sinful purpose? 28 A lying witness shall 
perish; but the man that is obedient [to the law] can speak for ever. 29 A wicked man 
showeth impudence in his face; but as for the upright, he will consider well his way. 
30 There is no wisdom nor understanding nor counsel against the Lord. 3! The horse is 
prepared for the day of battle; but with the Lord is the victory. 


Zz 
1 A good name is preferable to abundant riches, and good grace, to silver and to 
gold. 2 The rich and poor meet together: the Lord is the maker them all. 3 The prudent 
foreseeth the evil, and hideth himself; but the simple pass on, and are punished. 4 The 
reward of humility [and] the fear of the Lord are riches and honor, and life. Thorns and 
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snares are on the way of a perverse man: he that doth guard his soul will keep far from 
them. © Train up the lad in accordance with his course: even when he groweth old, will 
he not depart from it. 7 A rich man ruleth over the poor, and the borrower is servant to 
the man that lendeth. ® He that soweth injustice will reap wrong-doing; and the rod of 
God's wrath will not fail. 9A man of a benevolent eye will indeed be blessed; for he giveth 
of his bread to the poor. 1° Drive away the scorner, and strife will go off; and then will 
cease contention and dishonor. 1! He that loveth with a pure heart, and hath grace on 
his lips, will have the king as his friend. 12 The eyes of the Lord guard knowledge, and he 


overturneth the words of the treacherous. !3 The slothful saith, There is a lion without, 
in the midst of the streets shall I be murdered. 14 A deep pit is the mouth of adulterous 


women: he that hath obtained the indignation of the Lord will fall thereinto. 15 When 
folly is bound fast to the heart of a lad, the rod of correction must remove it far from 
him. !¢ He that oppresseth the poor to increase his riches, [must at length] give to the 
rich, and come only to want. ! Incline thy ear, and hear the words of the wise, and apply 
thy heart unto my knowledge. !8 For it is a pleasant thing if thou keep them within thy 
bosom, if they be altogether firmly seated upon thy lips. 19 That thy trust may be in the 
Lord, have I made them known to thee this day, yea, even to thee. 2° Have not I written 
for thee excellent things in counsels and knowledge, 21 That I might make thee know 
rectitude, the sayings of truth; that thou mightest bring back answers of truth to those 
that send thee? 22 Rob not the poor, because he is poor, neither crush the afflicted in 
the gate; 23 For the Lord will plead their cause, and despoil the life of those that despoil 
them. 24 Make no friendship with a man given to anger; and with a man of fury thou 
must have no intercourse: 25 Lest thou learn his ways, and get a snare for thy own soul. 
26 Be not one of those that pledge their hand, or of those that are sureties for debts. 27 If 
thou have nothing to pay, why should he take away thy bed from under thee? 28 Remove 
not the ancient landmark, which thy fathers have established. 29 Seest thou a man that 
is diligent in his work? before kings may he place himself: let him not place himself 
before obscure men. 


1 When thou sittest to eat with a ruler, consider diligently what is before thee: 2 For 
thou puttest a knife to thy throat, if thou be a man of a craving desire. 3 Do not long for 
his savory meats; they are deceitful food. 4 Fatigue thyself not to become rich; because 
thou hast understanding, forbear. 5 When thou lettest merely thy eyes fly over it, it is 
no more: for it will ever make itself wings: like an eagle will it fly toward heaven. © Eat 
not the bread of a man with an evil eye, and do not long for his savory meats; 7 For as 
though there were a division in his soul, so doth he act: Eat and drink, saith he to thee; 
but his heart is not with thee. ® Thy morsel which thou hast eaten must thou spit out, 
and thou hast wasted thy pleasant words. ° Speak not before the ears of a fool; for he 
will despise the intelligence of thy words. 1° Remove not the ancient landmark, and into 
the fields of the fatherless must thou not enter; 11 For their redeemer is strong; he will 
indeed plead their cause with thee. 12 Apply thy heart unto instruction, and thy ears to 
the sayings of knowledge. 13 Withhold not from a lad correction; for if thou beat him 
with the rod, he will not die. 14 Thou wilt indeed beat him with the rod; but thou wilt 
deliver his soul from perdition. !5 My son, If thy heart be wise, my heart shall rejoice, 
even mine. 16 And my reins shall exult when thy lips speak what is equitable. !” Let not 
thy heart be envious against sinners; but [remain] in the fear of the lord all the time. 
18 For surely there is a future, and thy hope will not be cut off. !9 Hear thou, my son, and 
become wise, and guide thy heart on the right way. 2° Be not among those that drink 
wine immoderately, among those that over-indulge in eating flesh: 21 For the drunkard 
and the glutton will come to poverty; and drowsiness clotheth a man in rags. 2 Hearken 
unto thy father that hath begotten thee, and despise not thy mother although she be 
old. 23 Buy the truth and sell it not; [also] wisdom, and instruction, and understanding. 
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24 The father of the righteous will be greatly glad, and he that begetteth a wise child will 
have joy through him. 25 Let [then] thy father and thy mother rejoice, and let her that 
hath born thee be glad. 2° Give, my son, thy heart unto me, and let thy eyes watch my 
ways. 27 For a harlot is a deep ditch, and a strange woman is a narrow well. 28 She also 
lieth in wait like a robber, and she increaseth the treacherous among men. 2? Who hath 
woe? who hath sorrow? who hath quarrels? who hath complaints? who hath wounds 
without cause? who hath redness of eyes? 3° They that tarry late over the wine: they 


that come to seek for mixed drink. 31 Do not look on the wine when it looketh red, when 
it giveth its color in the cup, when it glideth down so readily. 32 At the last it will bite 


like a serpent, and like a basilisk will it sting. 33 Thy eyes will see strange forms, and thy 
heart will speak perverse things. 34 And thou wilt be like one that lieth down in the heart 
of the sea, or as he that lieth on the top of a mast. 35 “They smote me, [but] I suffered no 
pain; they struck me hard, [but] I felt it not: when shall I awake? I will continue to seek 
it again.” 


24 

1 Be thou not envious of bad men, and do not long to be with them. ? For their heart 
meditateth destruction, and of mischief do their lips speak. 3 Through wisdom is a house 
built; and through understanding is it firmly established; 4 And through knowledge are 
chambers filled with all manner of precious and pleasant wealth. > A wise man is [always] 
in power; and a man of knowledge fortifieth [his] strength. ° For by wise counsel canst 
thou conduct thy war; and there is help in a multitude of counsellors. 7 Wisdom is too 
high for a fool: in the gate can he not open his mouth. ® Him that deviseth to do evil, men 
call a master of wicked devices. ? The counsel of folly is sin; and an abomination to men 
is the scorner. 1°If thou despond on the day of distress, thy strength is small. 11 Deliver 
those that are taken unto death, and those that are moved away to the slaughter hold 
back. !21If thou shouldst say, Behold, we know not this man: lo, he that weigheth hearts 
will truly regard it, and he that keepeth thy soul will surely know it; and he will give 
a recompense to man according to his doing. 13 Eat honey, my son, because it is good; 
and the fine honey, which is sweet to thy palate: !4 So obtain the knowledge of wisdom 
for thy soul: when thou hast found her, then shall there be a [happy] future, and thy 
hope shall not be cut off. 15 Lie not in wait, O wicked man! against the dwelling of the 
righteous; waste not his resting-place; 1° For though the righteous were to fall seven 
times, he will rise up again; but the wicked shall stumble into misfortune. 17 At the fall 
of thy enemy do not rejoice; and at his stumbling let not thy heart be glad: 18 Lest the 
Lord see it and it be displeasing in his eyes, and he turn away from him his wrath. 19 Fret 
not thyself because of evil-doers, neither be thou envious of the wicked; 2° For there will 
be no [happy] future for the bad man: the lamp of the wicked will be quenched. 21 My 
son, fear the Lord and the king: with those that are desirous to change do not mingle 
thyself; 22 For suddenly will their calamity arise; and who knoweth the ruin of both of 
them! 23 These things also are for the wise. To have respect of persons in judgment is not 
good. 24 Him that saith unto the wicked, Thou art righteous, will the people denounce, 
him will nations hold accursed; 2° But to those that punish delight shall be given, and 
upon them shall come the blessing of the good. 2°Men will kiss the lips of him that giveth 
a proper answer. 27 Prepare without thy work, and make it fit in the field for thyself: and 
afterward build thy house. 28 Be not without cause a witness against thy neighbor; for 
wouldst thou beguile with thy lips? 29 Say not, As he hath done to me so will I do to him: 
I will recompense every man according to his doing. 3° By the field of a slothful man 
I once passed along, and by the vineyard of a man void of sense: 3! And, lo, it was all 
grown over with thorns, nettles had covered its surface, and its stone-wall was broken 
down. 32 And when I had indeed beheld [this] I took it to my heart: I saw it, and received 
a warning. 33 “A little [more] sleep, a little slumber, a little folding of the hands in lying 
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down;” 34 But then will thy poverty come like a rover; and thy wants as a man armed 


with a shield. 


1 Also these are the proverbs of Solomon, which the men of Hezekiah the king of Judah 
have collected. 2 It is the honor of God to conceal a thing; but the honor of kings is to 
search out a matter. 3 As are the heavens for height, and the earth is for depth, so should 
the heart of kings be unsearchable. 4 Take away the dross from the silver, and there will 
come forth a vessel for the melter. 5 Take away the wicked from before the king, and 
his throne will be firmly established in righteousness. © Do not glorify thyself in the 
presence of the king, and force thyself not into the place of great men; ’ For better it 
is that it be said unto thee, “Come up hither,” than that thou shouldst be put lower in 
the presence of the prince, which thy own eyes have [often] seen. § Do not proceed to 
a contest hastily, lest [thou know not] what thou wilt have to do at its end, when thy 
neighbor hath put thee to confusion. 9 Carry on thy cause with thy neighbor; but lay not 
open the secret of another: !° Lest he that heareth it put thee to shame, and thy infamy 
never be removed. ! Like apples of gold among figures of silver is a word spoken in a 
proper manner. !? As an earring of gold, and a pendant of fine gold, so is a wise reprover 
toward an ear that listeneth. 1° As the cooling of snow on a harvest-day, so is a faithful 
messenger to those that send him; for he refresheth the soul of his master. !4 Like clouds 
and wind without rain, so is a man that vaunteth falsely of a gift. 1° By long forbearing 
is a prince persuaded, and a soft tongue breaketh bones. 1° Hast thou found honey: eat 


so much as is sufficient for thee: lest thou consume too much of it, and have to vomit 
it forth. 1” Make thy foot scarce in the house of thy friend: lest he have too much of 


thee, and so hate thee. !8 A battle-axe, and a sword, and a sharpened arrow is a man that 
testifieth as a false witness against his neighbor. 19 Like a broken tooth and a foot out of 
joint, is confidence in a treacherous man in a time of distress. 2° [As] he that taketh off 
his garment on a cold day, [as] vinegar is upon natron: so is he that singeth songs before 
an unhappy heart. 2! If thy enemy be hungry, give him bread to eat; and if he be thirsty, 
give him water to drink; 22 For though thou gatherest coals of fire upon his head, yet 
will the Lord repay it unto thee. 23 The north wind bringeth forth rain: so doth secret 
talking, angry countenances. 24 It is better to dwell in the corner of a roof, than with 
a quarrelsome woman even in a roomy house. ”° As cold water is to a fainting soul, so 
are good news from a far-off country. 26 Like a turbid spring and a corrupt fountain, is a 
righteous man that giveth way before the wicked. 27 To eat too much honey is not good: 
so is it honor to set a limit to men's honor. 28 Like a city that is broken in, and is without 
walls: so is the man that hath no control over his spirit. 


1 As snow is in summer, and as rain in harvest: so is honor not seemly to a fool. 2 As 
the bird [cometh] to flit away, as the swallow, to fly off: so will an undeserved curse not 
come [to fulfillment]. 3 A whip is for the horse, a bridle for the ass, anda rod for the fool's 
back. 4Do not answer a fool according to his folly, lest thou also become equal unto him. 
5 Answer a fool according to his folly, lest he be wise in his own eyes. © He choppeth off 
the feet, and drinketh vexation, that sendeth important messages by the hand of a fool. 
7Too feebly hang down the thighs on a lame man: so is a parable in the mouth of fools. 
8 As is the one that bindeth a stone fast in a sling, so is he that giveth honor to a fool. 
9 [As] a thorn that is come into the hand of a drunkard, so is a parable in the mouth of 
fools. 1° A master injureth all things when he hireth a fool or hireth mere rovers. !! As a 
dog returneth to his vomit, so doth a fool repeat to act in his folly. 12 When thou seest a 
man wise in his own eyes, then is there more hope for a fool than for him. 13 The slothful 
saith, There is a leopard in the way: a lion is between the streets. 14 As a door turneth 
upon its hinges, so doth the slothful upon his bed. 15 Hath the slothful hidden his hand 
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in the dish, it wearieth him to bring it back again to his mouth. 1° The slothful is wiser 
in his own eyes, than seven men that can give wise answers. 7 As is one that taketh 
hold of a dog by the ears, so is he that passing by becometh excited about a dispute 
which concerneth him not. 18 As one fatigueth himself shooting off firebrands, arrows, 
and death: 19 So is the man that hath cheated his neighbor, and saith, Behold, I am only 
jesting. 2° Where there is no wood, the fire goeth out: so where there is no whisperer, 
strife is silenced. 21 As charcoals are added to burning coals, and wood to fire, so is a 
contentious man fitted to enkindle a dispute. 22 The words of a whisperer are as wounds, 
and they go down into the innermost chambers of the body. 2° Like silver dross laid over 
an earthen vessel, so are burning lips with a bad heart. 24 With his lips dissembleth he 
that hateth, and within himself layeth he up deceit: 2° Though he make his voice sound 
ever so graciously, believe him not; for there are seven abominations in his heart. 2¢ If 
one's hatred be covered by deception, then shall be laid bare his wickedness before a 
[whole] assembly. 2? Whoso diggeth a pit will fall therein; and upon him that rolleth a 
stone, will it return. 28 A lying tongue hateth those that are crushed by it; anda flattering 
mouth prepareth [others'] downfall. 


27 


1 Make no boast for thyself of the coming day; for thou knowest not what a day may 
bring forth. 2 Let another man praise thee, and not thy own mouth; a stranger, and not 
thy own lips. 3A stone hath heaviness, and the sand, weight; but a fool's wrath is heavier 
than both of them. 4 Fury hath its cruelty, and anger its overwhelming power; but who 
is able to stand before jealousy? 5 Better is open reproof than concealed love. Faithful 
are the wounds of a friend; but deceptive are the kisses of an enemy. 7 The satisfied 
soul treadeth under foot fine honey; but to the hungry soul every bitter thing is sweet. 
8 As a bird that wandereth away from her nest, so is a man that wandereth away from 
his place. ° Oil and perfume cause the heart to rejoice, and so do the sweet words of a 
friend more than one's own counsel. !° Thy own friend, and thy father's friend, thou 
must not forsake; but into thy brother's house enter not on the day of thy calamity: 
better is a near neighbor than a distant brother. 1! Become wise, my son, and cause my 
heart to rejoice, that I may give an answer to him that reproacheth me. 12 The prudent 
foreseeth the evil, and hideth himself; but the simple pass on, and are punished. 13 Take 
his garment, for he became surety for a stranger; and on account of an alien woman take 
a pledge of him. 14 When one saluteth his friend with a loud voice, when rising early in 
the morning, it will be counted a curse to him. 1° A continual dropping on a very rainy 
day and a contentious woman are alike. 1° He that would conceal her might conceal 
the wind, and as [fragrant] oil on his right hand, which would betray itself. 17 Iron is 
sharpened by iron: so doth a man sharpen himself on the countenance of his friend. 
18 Whoso guardeth the fig-tree will eat its fruit: so he that watcheth over his master will 
be honored. 19 As the water [showeth] to the face the [reflected] face: so doth the heart 
of man show itself to man. 2° The nether world and the place of corruption are never 
satisfied: so are the eyes of man never satisfied. 2! [As] the fining-pot is for silver, and the 
furnace for gold: so is a man [proved] according to his praise. 22 Though thou shouldst 
pound the fool in a mortar, in the midst of grains of wheat with a pestle: still would his 
folly not depart from him. 23 Endeavor to know well the appearance of thy flocks, direct 
thy attention to thy herds; 24 For property endureth not for ever, nor doth the crown 
remain for all generations. 2° When the grass is past, young verdure showeth itself, and 
then are gathered the herbs of the mountains. 26 The sheep are for thy clothing, and 
he-goats are the purchase-price of a field. 27 And thou wilt have enough of goats' milk 
for thy food, for the food of thy household, and the support for thy maidens. 
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1 Every wicked fleeth when no man pursueth; but the righteous are like the confident 
young lion. 2 When there is transgression in a land, it hath many for its princes; but 
under a man of understanding and knowledge [its] prosperity will long continue. 3 A 
poor man that oppresseth the indigent is like a sweeping rain which bringeth no bread. 
4 They that forsake the law praise the wicked; but such as observe the law contend with 
them. > Bad men understand not justice; but they that seek the Lord understand all 
things. © Better is the poor that walketh in his integrity, than he that is perverse in 
his ways, though he be rich. 7 Whoso keepeth the law is an intelligent son; but he that 
is a companion of gluttons bringeth dishonor on his father. 8 He that increaseth his 
wealth by interest and usury will gather it for him that will be kind to the poor. 9 When 
one turneth away his ear so as not to listen to the law, even his prayer becometh an 
abomination. 1° Whoso causeth the upright to go astray on an evil way, will surely fall 
into his own ditch; but the men of integrity will inherit what is good. 1! The rich man is 
wise in his own eyes; but the indigent that hath understanding can search him through. 
12 When the righteous exult, there is great splendor; but when the wicked rise up, a 
man hath to be sought for. 13 He that concealeth his transgressions will not prosper; but 
whoso confesseth and forsaketh them will obtain mercy. !4 Happy is the man that always 
dreadeth [to do evil]; but he that hardeneth his heart will fall into unhappiness. 15 As a 
roaring lion, and a greedy bear, so is a wicked ruler over an indigent people. 1°The prince 
that is void of understanding is also a great oppressor; [but] he that hateth unjust gain 
will prolong his days. 17 A man oppressed by the load of having shed human blood will 
flee even to the pit: let no man hold him. 18 Whoso walketh in integrity will be saved; but 
he that walketh perversely on two paths, will fall on one. 19 He that tilleth his ground 
will have plenty of bread; but he that runneth after idle persons will have enough of 
poverty. 2° A faithful man will abound with blessings; but he that maketh haste to be 
rich will not go unpunished. 2! To have respect to persons is not good; because even 
for a piece of bread will a man transgress. 22 He that is eager for wealth is a man of 
an evil eye, and he knoweth not that want will come upon him. 23 He that reproveth a 
man after [my example] will obtain more grace than he that flattereth with the tongue. 
24 Whoso robbeth his father or his mother, and saith, it is no transgression,—the same 
is a companion of a destroyer. 25 He that hath an insatiable desire stirreth up strife: but 
he that putteth his trust in the Lord will be abundantly gratified. 26 He that trusteth in 
his own sense is a fool; but whoso walketh in wisdom, will ever escape. 2” He that giveth 
unto the poor will not have any want; but he that hideth his eyes will have an abundance 
of curses. 28 When the wicked rise, men conceal themselves; but when they perish, the 
righteous increase. 


Z9 

1 A man that, having received many admonitions, still hardeneth his neck, will 
suddenly be broken, and this without remedy. 2 When the righteous are in authority, 
the people will rejoice; but when the wicked beareth rule, the people groan. 3? The man 
that loveth wisdom causeth his father to rejoice; but he that keepeth company with 
harlots wasteth [his] wealth. 4 A king will through the exercise of justice establish [the 
welfare of] a land; but one that loveth gifts overthroweth it. 5 A man that flattereth his 
neighbor spreadeth a net for his steps. © In the transgression of a man there is an evil 
snare: but the righteous ever singeth and rejoiceth. 7 The righteous considereth the 
cause of the indigent: but the wicked will not understand the knowledge [of justice]. 
8 Scornful men will kindle [confusion] in a town; but the wise turn away wrath. °If a 
wise man contend with a foolish man, whether he be angry or whether he laugh, [he will 
have] no rest. 1° Men of blood hate the guiltless one; but the upright seek [to preserve] 
his life. 11.A fool uttereth all his mind; but the wise holdeth it back. 12 If a ruler listen 
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to the word of falsehood, all his servants become wicked. 13 The poor and the man of 
exactions meet together: the Lord enlighteneth the eyes of both of them. !4 When a 
king judgeth in truth the indigent, his throne shall stand firmly for ever. 1 The rod and 
reproof impart wisdom; but a lad abandoned to himself bringeth shame on his mother. 
16 With the increase of the wicked transgression increaseth; but the righteous shall yet 
look on their downfall. 17 Correct thy son, and he will procure thee rest: yea, he will 
give delight unto thy soul. 18 Without a prophetic vision a people become unruly; but 
when it observeth the law, then will it be happy. 1° Not with words [alone] can a servant 
be corrected; for though he understand, there will be no response. 2° Seest then a man 
that is hasty in his words? there is more hope for a fool than for him. 2! If one rear his 
servant delicately from his youth, then will he at length become as [his] son. 22 A man 
of anger stirreth up strife; and a man of fury aboundeth in transgression. 23 The pride of 
a man will humble him; but the humble in spirit will attain to honor. 24 Whoso divideth 
with a thief hateth his own soul: he heareth the adjuration and dareth not to tell. 25 The 
dread of man bringeth a snare; but whoso putteth his trust in the Lord will be upheld 
in safety. 2° Many seek the favor of a ruler; but from the Lord cometh justice for man. 
27 An abomination of the righteous is an unjust man: and an abomination of the wicked 
is one who is upright in [his] way. 


30 


1 The words of Agur the son of Yakeh, even the prophecy: the man said unto Ithiel, 
even unto Ithiel and Ukkal, 2 “Surely I am more brutish than any man, and have not 
the understanding of a common man. 3 Nor have I learned wisdom, so that I should 
have knowledge of the Holy One. 4 Who was it that ascended into heaven, and came 
down again? who gathered the wind in his fists? who bound the waters in a garment? 
who set up all the ends of the earth? what is his name, and what is his son's name, 
if thou knowest it?” 5 Every saying of God is purified: he is a shield unto those that 
put their trust in him. © Do not add aught unto his words: lest he reprove thee, and 
thou be found a liar. 7 Two things do I request of thee: deny them not to me before I 
die. ® Vanity and lying words do thou remove far from me: neither poverty nor riches 
give thou unto me; let me eat the bread appointed unto me: ° Lest I become over-full, 
and deny thee, and say, Who is the Lord? or lest I become poor, and steal, and trespass 
against the name of my God. !°Do not calumniate a servant unto his master: lest he 
curse thee, and thou incur guilt. 1! There is a generation that curseth its father, and 
doth not bless its mother. !2 There is a generation that is pure in its own eyes, and yet 
is not washed [clean] of its filthiness. 13 There is a generation—O how lofty are its eyes! 
and its eyelids are so lifted up. 14 There is a generation, whose teeth are as swords, and 
whose string teeth are as knives, to devour the poor from off the earth, and the needy 
from among men. 15 Insatiability hath two daughters, [crying,] Give, give. There are 
three things that are never satisfied, yea, four things which never say, Enough: 16 The 


nether world; and a barren womb; the earth which is not satisfied with water; and the 
fire which never saith, Enough. 17 The eye that mocketh at his father, and despiseth to 


obey his mother, this shall the ravens of the valley pick out; and the young eagles shall 
eat it. 18 Three things there are which are too wonderful for me; and four, which I know 
not: 19 The way of the eagle in the air; the way of a serpent upon a rock; the way of a 
ship in the heart of the sea; and the way of a man with a young woman. 2° Such is the 
way of an adulterous woman: she eateth, and wipeth her mouth, and saith, I have done 
no wrong. 2! Under three things the earth trembleth, and under four which she cannot 
bear: 22 Under a servant when he becometh king, and a worthless fool when he hath 
eaten enough bread; 2? Under an odious woman when she is married, and a bond-woman 
when she dispossesseth her mistress. 24 There are four which are the little ones of the 
earth, and they are nevertheless exceedingly wise: 25 The ants are a people not strong, 
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therefore do they prepare in the summer their food; 2°The conies are but a feeble people, 
therefore do they place on the rocks their houses; 2? The locusts have no king, and yet 
they go forth in troops altogether; 28 The spider thou canst catch with [thy] hands, and 
yet she is in the palaces of a king. 29 Three there are that have a stately step, and four, 
that are stately in going: 3°The lion, the mightiest among beasts, who turneth not round 
from before any one; 31 The light-legged greyhound, and the he-goat; and a king, against 
whom there is no rising up. 2 If thou hast become degraded by lifting up thyself, or if 
thou hast devised evil, put thy hand to thy mouth: 33 For the pressure of milk bringeth 
forth butter, and the pressure of the nose bringeth forth blood: so the pressure of wrath 
bringeth forth strife. 


1 The words of king Lemuel, the prophecy with which his mother instructed him. 
2 What [hast thou done], O my son: and what, O son of my body? and what, O son of my 
vows? 3 Give not unto women thy vigor, nor thy ways to those that ruin kings. 4 Not 
for kings, O Lemoel, not for kings [it is fitting] to drink wine, nor for princes, strong 
drink: 5 Lest either might drink, and forget what is written in the law, and pervert the 
cause of all the afflicted. ° Give strong drink unto him that is ready to perish, and wine 
unto those who have an embittered soul. 7 Let such a one drink, and forget his poverty, 
and remember his trouble no more. 8 Open thy mouth for the dumb, for the cause of 
all fatherless children. ° Open thy mouth, judge righteously, and decide the cause of 
the poor and needy. 1° Who can find a virtuous woman: for far above pearls is her 
value. 1! The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her, and he will not see his gain 
diminish. 12 She treateth him well and not ill, all the days of her life. 13 She seeketh for 
wool and flax, and worketh with her willing hands. 14 She is become like the merchant's 
ships: from afar doth she bring her food. !5 And she riseth while it is yet night, and 
giveth provision to her household, and a task to her maidens. 1° She thinketh of a field, 
and buyeth it: with the fruit of her hands she planteth a vineyard. 1” She girdeth with 
strength her loins, and giveth vigor to her arms. 18 She perceiveth that her profit is 
good: [therefore] her lamp goeth not out by night. 19 She stretcheth out her hands to 
the spindle, and her palms hold fast the distaff. 2° She spreadeth out wide her open palm 
to the poor: yea, her hands she stretcheth forth to the needy. 2! She hath no fear for her 
household of the snow: for all her household are clothed in scarlet. 2 Tapestry-covering 
she maketh for herself: of linen and purple is her attire. 23 Well known is in the gates 


her husband, when he sitteth with the elders of the land. 24 Fine tunics she maketh, and 
selleth them, and girdles she furnisheth unto the merchant. 25 Strength and dignity are 


her clothing: and she smileth at the coming of the last day. 2 She openeth her mouth 
with wisdom, and the law of kindness is on her tongue. 2” She looketh well to the ways 
of her household, and the bread of idleness she doth not eat. 28 Her children rise up, and 
call her blessed; her husband, also, and he praiseth her: 29 “Many daughters have done 
virtuously; but thou excellest them all.” 3° False is grace, and vain is beauty: a woman 
only that feareth the Lord shall indeed be praised. 3! Give her of the fruit of her hands, 
and let her own works praise her in the gates. 
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The Book of Job 


1 There was a man in the land of 'Uz, Job was his name; And this man was perfect and 
upright, and fearing God, and eschewing evil. 2 And there were born unto him seven 
sons and three daughters. 3 And his cattle consisted of seven thousand sheep, and three 
thousand camels, and five hundred yoke of oxen, and five hundred she-asses, and he had 
a very great store of servants: so that this man was greater than all the sons of the east. 
4 And his sons used to go and prepare a feast in the house of every one on his day; and 
they sent and invited their three sisters to eat and to drink with them. ° And it happened, 
when the days of the feast were gone round, that Job sent and sanctified them, and he 
then rose up early in the morning, and offered burnt-offerings according to the number 
of all of them; for Job said, It may be that my sons have sinned, and have renounced 
God in their heart. In this manner used Job to do all the time. ® Now it happened on a 
certain day, when the sons of God came to present themselves before the Lord, that the 


Accuser also came in the midst of them. 7 Then said the Lord unto the Accuser, Whence 
comest thou? And the Accuser answered the Lord, and said, From roaming over the 


earth, and from wandering through it. § Then said the Lord unto the Accuser, Hast thou 
directed thy attention toward my servant Job; for there is none like him on the earth, 
a man perfect and upright, who feareth God, and escheweth evil? ? Then answered the 
Accuser the Lord, and said, Is it for nought that Job feareth God? 1° Behold, thou hast 
indeed placed a fence about him, and about his house, and about all that he hath, on 
every side: the work of his hands hast thou blessed, and his cattle are far spread out in 
the land. ! But stretch only forth thy hand and touch all that he hath, and [see] whether 
he will not renounce thee to thy face. !2 Then said the Lord unto the Accuser, Behold, all 
that is his be in thy power; only against himself shalt thou not stretch forth thy hand. 
The Accuser went thereupon away from the presence of the Lord. 13 And it happened 
on a certain day, when his sons and his daughters were eating and drinking wine in the 
house of their first-born brother, !4 That a messenger came unto Job, and said, The oxen 
were ploughing, and the she-asses were feeding beside them: !5 When the Sabeans made 
an incursion, and took them away, and the young men they slew with the edge of the 
sword; and I am escaped, none but myself alone, to tell it unto thee. 1° This one was yet 
speaking, when another came, and said, A fire of God fell from heaven, and burnt among 
the sheep and the young men, and consumed them; and I am escaped, none but myself 
alone, to tell it unto thee. !” This one was yet speaking, when another came, and said, 
The Chaldeans posted themselves in three divisions, and made an inroad against the 
camels, and took them away, and the young men they slew with the edge of the sword; 
and I am escaped, none but myself alone, to tell it unto thee. 18 While this one was yet 
speaking, there came also another, and said, Thy sons and thy daughters were eating 
and drinking wine in the house of their first-born brother: !9 When, behold, a violent 
wind came from the direction of the wilderness, and struck against the four corners of 
the house, so that it fell upon the young men, and they died; and I am escaped, none 
but myself alone, to tell it unto thee. 2° Then arose Job, and rent his robe, and shaved 
his head, and fell down upon the ground, and prostrated himself. 21 And he said, Naked 
came I out of my mother's womb, and naked shall I return thither: the Lord gave, and 
the Lord hath taken away; may the name of the Lord be blessed. 22 With all this did Job 
not sin, and attributed no injustice to God. 


2 
1 And it happened [again] on a certain day, when the sons of God came to present 
themselves before the Lord, that the Accuser also came in the midst of them to present 
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himself before the Lord. 2 Then said the Lord unto the Accuser, Whence comest thou 
now? And the Accuser answered the Lord, and said, From roaming over the earth, and 


from wandering through it. 3 Then said the Lord unto the Accuser, Hast thou directed 
thy attention toward my servant Job: for there is none like him on the earth, a man 
perfect and upright, who feareth God, and escheweth evil? and he is still holding fast to 
his integrity, and thou hast incited me against him, to destroy him without cause. 4Then 
answered the Accuser the Lord, and said, Skin for skin: yea, all that a man hath will he 
give in behalf of his life. 5 But stretch only forth thy hand, and touch his bone and his 
flesh, and [see] whether he will not renounce thee to thy face. © Then said the Lord unto 
the Accuser, Behold, he is in thy hand: only take care of his life. 7 Thereupon went the 
Accuser forth from the presence of the Lord, and he smote Job witha sore inflammation, 
from the sole of his foot unto the crown of his head. 8 And [Job] took himself a potsherd 
to scrape himself there with, while he was sitting down among the ashes. ? Then said his 
wife unto him, Art thou still holding fast to thy integrity? renounce God, and die. 1° But 
he said unto her, Thou speakest as one of the worthless women would speak. What? 
should we accept the good alone, from God, and the evil we should not accept? With all 
this did Job not sin with his lips. 1! When now the three friends of Job had heard of all 
this evil that was come over him, they came every one from his own place, Eliphaz the 
Themanite, and Bildad the Shuchite, and Zophar the Na'amthite; and they met together 
to come to condole with him and to comfort him. 12 And when they lifted up their eyes 
afar off, and they recognised him not, they lifted up their voice, and wept; and they rent 
every one his robe, and strewed dust upon their heads toward heaven. 13 They likewise 
sat down with him on the ground seven days and seven nights; but no one spoke a word 
unto him; for they saw that his pain was very great. 


3 
1 After this time Job opened his mouth, and cursed his day. 2 And Job commenced, and 


said, 3 Oh that the day whereon I was born might perish, and the night when it was said, 
There hath been a male child conceived. 4 May that day be [covered with] darkness; may 
not God from above inquire for it, and may no light beam upon it. > Oh that darkness 
and the shadow of death might defile it; may a cloud rest upon it; may the blackness of 
the day terrify it. © Yon night — let darkness seize upon it; let it not be united to the days 
of the year; let it not come into the number of the [periods lighted by the] moon. 7 Lo, 
may that night be solitary, let no song of joy occur thereon. 8 Let those denounce it that 
curse the day, who are ready to raise up their mourning cry. 9 Let the stars of its twilight 
be darkened; let it hope for light, and there be none; and let it not behold the eyelids 
of the morning-dawn; 1° Because God closed not against me the doors of the womb, and 
thus concealed trouble from my eyes. 1! Why did I not die [the moment I issued] from 
the womb, and [why] was I not born merely to perish at once? !2 Wherefore were knees 
ready to receive me? and for what purpose were breasts there that I might suck? !3 For 
now should I be lying still and be quiet; I should sleep: then would I be at rest, 14 With 
kings and counsellors of the earth, who build up ruined places for themselves; 15 Or with 
princes possessing gold, who fill their houses with silver; 1° Or as an untimely birth, 
hidden [from view] I should not exist; as infants that never have seen the light; 1” There 
[where] the wicked cease from troubling; and where the exhausted weary are at rest; 
18[ Where] the prisoners repose together, [and] they hear no more the taskmaster's voice. 
19 The small with the great is there, and the servant free from his master. 2° Wherefore 
giveth He now light to the labor-laden, and life unto the bitter in soul? 2! Who wait for 
death, which [cometh] not; and who dig for it sooner than for hidden treasures; 22 Who 
would rejoice even to exulting, who would be glad could they but find a grave? 23 [Why 
is light given] to a man whose way is hidden, and around whom God hath placed a fence? 
24 For before my food cometh my groaning, and like the water are poured forth my loud 
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complaints. 25 Because what I greatly dreaded is come upon me, and what I apprehended 
is come unto me. 2°I have had no safety, and no quiet, and no rest; and [now] harrowing 
trouble is come. 


4 
1 Then answered Eliphaz the Themanite, and said, 2 If we essay to address a word to 
thee, wilt thou be wearied? yet who is able to refrain from speaking? 3 Behold, thou hast 
[ere this] corrected many, and weak hands thou wast wont to strengthen. 4 Him that 
stumbled thy words used to uphold, and to sinking knees thou gavest vigor. > Yet now, 


when it cometh to thee, thou art wearied: it toucheth even thee, and thou art terrified. 
6 Is not then thy fear of God still thy confidence, thy hope equal to the integrity of thy 


ways? 7 Remember, I pray thee, who ever perished, being innocent? or where were the 
righteous destroyed? 8 Even as I have seen, that those who plough wrong-doing, and sow 
trouble, have to reap the same. ° Before the breathing of God they perish, and before the 
breath of his nostrils they come to their end. 1° The roaring of the lion, and the voice of 
the fierce lion, and the teeth of the young lions, are broken. 11 The old lion perisheth for 
lack of prey, and the whelps of the lioness have to scatter themselves abroad. !2But to me 
a word came by stealth, and my ear took ina scarcely perceptible whisper thereof. 13 In 
intense thoughts out of visions of the night, when deep sleep falleth on men: 14 Dread 
came over me, with trembling, and it caused all my bones to shudder. 15 Then flitted a 
spirit past before my face; the hair of my body stood up: !¢It stood still, but I could not 
recognize its form; a figure was before my eyes, a slight whisper, then a [louder] voice I 
heard, saying, 17 Can a mortal be more righteous than God? or can a man be more pure 
than his Maker? 18 Behold, in his servants he putteth no trust, and his angels he chargeth 
with folly: 19 How much less in those that dwell in houses of clay, whose foundation is 
in the dust, who are crushed till they come to be eaten by the moth? 2° From morning 
to evening are they broken to pieces: without laying it [to heart] they perish for ever. 
21 Behold, their excellency which is in them is torn away: they die, and this without 
wisdom. 


1 Do but call: is there one that will answer thee? and to whom of the saints wilt thou 
turn thyself? 2 For vexation will prove death to a foolish man, and jealousy will slay the 
simple. 31 have myself seen the foolish taking root; but I suddenly held his habitation 
as accursed. 4 His children are far from help, and men crush them in the gate, with no 
one to deliver them. ° [He it is] whose harvest the hungry eateth up, and taketh it even 
out of the thorns, and the robber snatcheth eagerly after their substance. © For wrong 
doth not come forth out of the dust, neither doth trouble grow up out of the ground; 
7But man is born unto trouble, as young birds take up their flight. °1, however, would 
have besought God, and unto God would I have committed my cause; ° Who doth great 
things which are unsearchable, marvelous things till they are without number; 1° Who 
giveth rain upon the surface of the earth, and sendeth out waters over the face of the 
fields; 11 To set up the lowly on high, that those who mourn may rise high to happiness; 
12 [But] who frustrateth the plans of the crafty, so that their hands cannot execute their 


well-devised counsel; 13 Who catcheth the wise in their own craftiness; and the advise of 
the perverse is hastened on headlong; 14 By day they meet with darkness, and as though 


it were night they grope about in the noon of day; !5 But who saveth from the sword, 
from their mouth, and from the hand of the mighty, the needy one: 16 And so cometh to 
the indigent hope, and iniquity stoppeth her mouth. 17 Behold, happy is the man whom 
God admonisheth: despise then not the correction of the Almighty. 18 For he it is that 
woundeth, and bindeth up: he smiteth, and his hands do heal. 19 In six distresses will 


he deliver thee; and in seven there shall no evil touch thee. 2° In famine he redeemeth 
thee from death; and in war from the power of the sword. 21 Against the scourge of 
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the tongue shall thou he hidden; and thou needest not be afraid of destruction when 
it cometh. 22 At destruction and famine canst thou laugh; and thou needest not have 
any fear of the beasts of the earth. 23 For with the stones of the field shalt thou have 
thy covenant; and the beasts of the field shall be at peace with thee. 24 And thou shalt 
know that there is peace in thy tent; and thou wilt look over thy habitation, and shalt 
miss nothing. 25 And thou shalt know that thy seed is numerous, and thy offspring as 
the herbage of the earth. 2° Thon wilt go in a ripe age unto the grave, as a shock of corn 


is carried home in its season. 27 Behold this, we have searched it out, so it is: hear it, and 
do thou note it well for thyself. 


6 

1 Then answered Job, and said, 2 Oh that my vexation could be truly weighed, and my 
calamity; oh that men might lift it up in the balances at once! 3 For now it is already 
heavier than the sand of the sea: therefore are my words confused. 4 For the arrows 
of the Almighty are within me, the poison whereof my spirit drinketh it: the terrors 
of God set themselves in array against me. > Doth the wild ass bray over the grass? or 
loweth the ox over his fodder? © Is ever tasteless food eaten without salt? or is there any 
flavor in the white of an egg? 7 My soul refuseth to touch them: they are unto me like 
disgusting food. ®Oh that some one would grant the accomplishment of my request; and 
that God would grant me the fulfillment of my hope! 9 Yea, that it would please God that 
he might crush me: that he would let loose his hand, and make an end of me! 1° Then 
would this be still my comfort; yea, I would rejoice in my pain while be would not spare: 
that I have not gainsaid the commands of the Holy One.— 11 What is my strength, that 
I should wait? and what my end, that I should yet longer retain my patience? 12 Is the 
strength of stones my strength? or is my flesh brazen? 13 Truly, am I not without my help 
in me? and is not wise counsel driven far away from me? 14 As though I were one who 
refuseth kindness to his friend, and forsaketh the fear of the Almighty: 15 My brothers 
are treacherous as a brook, like flowing brooks they pass along; 16 Which are made turbid 
by reason of the ice, wherein the snow hideth itself; 17 At the time when they feel the 
warmth, they vanish; when it is hot, they are quenched out of their place. 18 The paths 
of their course wind themselves along; they go in the wilderness and are lost. 19 The 
caravans of Thema look hither, the travelling companies Sheba hope for them; 2° But 
they stand ashamed because they had trusted; they come thither and are made to blush. 
21 For truly now ye are like such a one: ye see my terrible state and are afraid. 22 Have I 
then ever said, Give me something, and out of your property offer a bribe in my behalf? 
23 And deliver me from the hand of the adversary? and redeem from the hand of tyrants? 
24Teach me, and I will indeed remain silent; and wherein I erred give me to understand. 
25 How pleasant are straightforward words! but what doth arguing prove? 26Do ye think 
to reprove words, and [to regard] as wind the speeches of one that is despairing? 27 Yea, 
ye would cast any thing upon the fatherless, and ye would dig a pit against your friend. 
28 But now, if it please you, turn yourselves toward me, and [say] whether I would lie 
before your face. 29 Reflect again, I pray you, there will be no wrong: yea, reflect once 
more, my righteousness [will be found] therein. 3°Is there any wrong on my tongue? or 
should my palate not understand [if I spoke] what is iniquitous? 


7 
1 Ts there not a limited time of service to a mortal upon the earth? Are not his days 
also like the days of a hired laborer? 2 As a servant eagerly longeth for the shadow, and as 
a hired laborer hopeth for his reward: 3 So was I compelled to possess months of vanity, 
and nights of trouble were counted out unto me. 4 When I He down, I say, When shall 
I arise, and the night be gone? and I am wearied with tossings about till the dawn of 
day. > My flesh is covered with worms and clods of dust: my skin is burst open, and 
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become loathsome. © My days hasten away more swiftly than a weaver's shuttle, and 
they come to an end in the absence of hope. 7 Oh remember that nothing but a breath 
is my life; that my eye will not again see happiness; 8 The eye of him that seeth me now 
will not behold me again: [thou fixest] thy eyes upon me, and I am no more. ? As the 
cloud vanisheth and passeth away: so will he that goeth down to the nether world not 
come up again. !°He will return no more to his house, and his place will not recognize 
him any more. ! Therefore will 1 also not restrain my mouth: I will speak in the anguish 
of my spirit: I will complain in the bitterness of my soul. 2 Am1I a sea, or a monster, that 
thou settest a watch over me? 13 For should I say, My bed shall comfort me, my couch 
shall help me bear my complaint: !4 Then wouldst thou frighten me with dreams, and 
with visions wouldst thou terrify me; !5 So that my soul would choose strangling, death 
rather than these limbs of mine. 161 loathe it; I cannot live for ever: let me alone; for my 
days are but nought. 1” What is the mortal, that thou shouldst make him great? and that 
thou shouldst direct thy heart toward him? 18 And that thou shouldst visit him every 
morning, probe him every moment? 19 How long wilt thou not turn thy regard from me, 
nor let; me loose till I swallow down my spittle? 2° If I have sinned, what [injury] can I 
cause unto thee, O thou Guardian of men? why hast thou set me as an object for thee to 
strike at, so that Iam become a burden to myself? 2! And why wilt thou not forgive my 
transgression, and let my iniquity pass away? for soon must I lie down in the dust; and 
thou wilt seek for me, but I shall be no more. 


1 Then answered Bildad the Shuchite, and said, 2 How long wilt thou speak these 
things? and [let] like a mighty wind be the words of thy mouth? 3 Should God pervert 
justice? or should the Almighty pervert righteousness? 4 If thy children have sinned 
against him, then did he send them off through the means of their transgression. 5 If 
thou wilt earnestly seek for God, and make thy supplication to the Almighty; ° If thou 
become pure and upright: surely then will he watch over thee, and restore thy righteous 
habitation. 7 And thy beginning will have been small; because thy latter end will grow up 
greatly. For ask, I pray thee, of an earlier generation, and prepare thyself to [stand by] 
the research of their fathers;— 9 For we are but of yesterday, and know nothing, because 
a [mere] shadow are our days upon earth;— !° Behold, these will truly teach thee, they 
will speak unto thee, and out of their very heart will they bring forth words: 1! Can the 
bulrush shoot upward without mire? can the meadow-grass grow up without water? 
12 Tt is yet in its greenness, not yet cut down, when it withereth before any other grass. 
13 So are the paths of all that forget God; and the hope of the hypocrite will perish: 1 [It is 
he] whose trust will be cut off, and but a spider's web is that in which he confideth. 15 He 
leaneth against his house, but it shall not stand: he layeth fast hold on it, but it shall 
not remain erect. ! He is in full vigor before the sun, and over his garden his shoots 
go forth. 17 His roots are twisted about a stoneheap, he selecteth [for himself] a place 
of stones. 18 But when men destroy him from his place, then will it deny him, saying, 
I have never seen thee. 19 Behold, this is the joy of his way, and out of the [same] dust 
others will grow up. 2° Behold, God will not reject a perfect man, and will not hold fast 
by their hand the evil-doers: 2! Till he fill thy mouth with laughing, and thy lips with 
joyful shouting. 22 They that hate thee shall be clothed with shame; and the tent of the 
wicked shall be no more. 


9 
1 Then answered Job, and said, 2 Truly I know that it is so: and how could a mortal be 
righteous before God? 3If he were desirous to enter into a contest with him, he could not 
give him one answer out of a thousand. 4 He is wise of heart, and mighty in strength: who 
hath hardened himself against him, and escaped unscathed? 5 [He it is] who removeth 
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mountains, and they know it not, yea, when he overturneth them in his anger; © Who 
shaketh the earth loose out of her place, that her pillars tremble; 7 Who speaketh to 
the sun, and he shineth not, and around the stars he placeth a seal; ® Who spread out 
the heavens by himself alone, and treadeth upon the hillocks of the sea; 9 Who made 
the Bear, Orion, and the Pleiades, and the chambers the south; !° Who doth great things 
which are quite unsearchable, and wonders which are quite without number. 1! Lo, were 
he to go past by me, I should not see him; and were he to pass along, I should not perceive 
him. 12 Behold, were he to snatch aught away, who could hold him back? who would say 
unto him, What dost thou? !3 God will not withdraw his anger: beneath him sink down 
the helpers of the proud. 14 How much less then could I answer him, and select my 
words [to contend] with him? 15 Whom, were I even righteous, I could not answer? to 
him that condemneth me I could [only] make supplication. 16 Or were I to call, and he 
would answer me, I could yet not believe that he would give ear unto my voice— !7 He 
that bruiseth me with [his] tempest, and multiplieth my wounds without a cause. 18 He 
suffereth me not to recover my breath; but feedeth me overmuch with bitter things. 
19 If it regard strength, lo, he is the powerful; and if justice, who will cite him for me to 
appear? 2°IfI were righteous even, my own mouth would condemn me: were I innocent, 
it would still prove me perverse. 211 am innocent; I will not have regard for myself: I will 
despise my life. 22 One thing is [certain], therefore have | said it, The innocent and the 
wicked he bringeth to their end. 23 If a scourge should slay suddenly, he will mock at 
the trial of the guiltless. 241s a land given up into the hand of the wicked? he covereth 
the faces of its judges: if this be not the truth, who is it then? 25 And my days pass 
swifter than a runner: they flee away, they see no happiness, 26 They hasten along like 
pirate ships: like the eagle that stoopeth down upon his food. 27 If I say, I will forget my 
complaint, I will leave off my sorrowful countenance, and recover my cheerfulness: 28 0 
then would I be in dread of all my pains; I know that thou wilt not declare me innocent. 
29T must ever be guilty: why then should I fatigue myself for nought? 3° If I were to wash 
myself in snow-water, to cleanse myself in the purity of my hands: 31 Even then wouldst 
thou plunge me in the ditch, that my own clothes would render me abhorred. 32 For 
he is not a man, like me, that I could answer him, that we should enter together into a 
contest. 33 There is no one who can decide between us, who could lay his hand upon us 
both. 34 Let him but remove from me his rod, and let not his dread terrify me: 35 Then 
would I speak, and not fear him; for the like I feel not within me. 


10 


1 My soul is disgusted with my life; I will give free vent to my complaint over myself; I 
will speak in the bitterness of my soul. 21 will say unto God, Do not condemn me; let me 
know for what cause thou contendest against me. 3 Is it well for thee that thou shouldst 
oppress, that thou shouldst reject the labor of thy hands, and shed light upon the counsel 
of the wicked? 4 Hast thou eyes of flesh? or wilt thou see as a mortal seeth? ° Are thy days 
as the days of a mortal, or are thy years as the days of a man, ® That thou inquirest after 
my iniquity, and searchest after my sin? 7 Still it is within thy knowledge that I am not 
wicked, and there is none that can deliver me out of thy hand. ®Thy hands have carefully 
fashioned me and made me; every thing is in harmony all round about; and yet thou dost 
destroy me! ? Remember, I beseech thee, that as though I were clay hast thou made me; 
and wilt thou cause me to return again unto the dust? !° Behold, like milk didst thou pour 


me out, and like cheese didst thou curdle me. !! With skin and flesh didst thou clothe me, 
and with bones and sinews didst thou cover me. !*Life and kindness didst thou grant me, 


and thy providence watched over my spirit. 13 And yet these things hadst thou treasured 
up in thy heart: I know that this was [resolved] within thee. '4IfI have sinned, then dost 
thou watch me, and from my iniquity thou wilt not declare me guiltless. 15 If I be wicked, 
woe unto me: and if Ibe righteous, I can still not lift up my head; I am sated with disgrace, 
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and ever seeing my affliction; 1° And it constantly increaseth; like a fierce lion dost thou 
hunt for me; and again thou showest thyself continually wonderful on me; !” Thou ever 
renewest thy witnesses against me, and causest thy indignation to grow strong against 
me; changes and multitudes [of sufferings] are around me. 18 Wherefore then didst thou 
bring me forth out of the womb? Oh that I had perished, and that no eye had seen me! 
19 That I were as though I had not been,—had been borne from the womb to the grave. 
20Lo! my days are but few: cease, then, withdraw from me [thy hand], that I may recover 
my cheerfulness a little. 21 Before I go, and return not, to the land of darkness and the 
shadow of death, 22 A land of utter gloom, as of the darkness of the shadow of death, 
without any order, and the light of which is like utter gloom. 


11 
1 Then answered Zophar the Na'amathite, and said. 2 Shall a multitude of words not 
be answered? and is it so that a man full of talk shall be deemed in the right? 3 Thy 
inventions are to bring men to silence; and when thou utterest thy mocking no one is to 
cause thee to feel abashed! 4 For thou hast said [to God], My doctrine is pure, and I am 
become clean in thy eyes. 5 But oh that God would but speak, and open his lips against 


thee; © And that he would declare unto thee the secrets of wisdom; for it is double to that 
which is really in our possession: and thou wouldst experience that God overlooketh 


unto thee much of thy iniquity. 7 Canst thou find out the experience of God? or canst 
thou find [the way] unto the utmost limit of the Almighty? 8 It is as high as heaven; what 
canst thou effect? it is deeper than the nether world; what canst thou know? ° Longer 
than the earth is its measure, and broader than the sea. !°If he pass by, and surrender 
[one to suffering], and call together an assembly, who can hinder him? 11 For he knoweth 
the men of vanity: he seeth the wrong-doer and him who considereth not; 12 And the 
heartless who acquireth intelligence, and him who is [like] the colt of the wild ass who 
is transformed into a man. !° If thou truly direct [aright] thy heart, and spread out thy 
hands toward him: — !4 If wrong be in thy hand, put it far away, and let not wickedness 
dwell in thy tents. 15 For then canst thou lift up thy face free from blemish: yea, thou 
wilt stand steadfast, and needest not to fear; !® Because thou wilt truly forget thy trouble, 
and as a waterflood that is passed away wilt thou remember it; !” And brighter than the 
noon of day will thy earthly existence arise; and thy obscurity will be like thy morning. 
18 And thou wilt feel trust, because there is hope: yea, thou wilt search about carefully, 
and thou wilt lie down in safety. 19 Also thou wilt stretch thyself out [to rest], with none 
to make thee afraid; and many will entreat thy favor. 2° But the eyes of the wicked shall 
fail, and the means of escape will vanish from them, and their [sole] hope shall be the 
breathing out of their soul. 


1 Then answered Job, and said, “Truly ye are indeed the [right kind of] people, and with 
you wisdom must die out. 31 also have sense like you; I do not fall short compared with 
you: and who possesseth not such things as these? 41 am as one laughed at by his friend, 
who calleth upon God, while he answered him: [yea,] a laughing-stock though righteous 
and innocent. °To the unfortunate there is given contempt— according to the thoughts 
of him that is at ease— prepared [also] for those whose foot slippeth. Prosperous are the 
tents of robbers, and security is given to those that provoke God. to him who carrieth his 
god in his hand. 7 Yet, do only ask of the beasts, and they will instruct thee; and the fowls 
of the heavens, and they will tell it thee; ® Or speak to the earth, and she will instruct 
thee; and the fishes of the sea will inform thee ? Who knoweth not through all these that 
the hand of the Lord hath wrought this? !°[He] in whose hand is the soul of every living 
thing, and the spirit of all the bodies of men? " Doth not the ear try words, as the palate 
tasteth food for itself? 12 So It with the ancients wisdom, and with [those of] length 
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of days understanding, 13 That with him are wisdom and strength, his are counsel and 
understanding. 14 Behold, he pulleth down, and there can be no rebuilding: he locketh 
[the prison] upon a man, and there can be no opening, 15 Behold, he restraineth the 
waters, and they dry up; or he suffereth them to flow, and they overturn the earth. 
16 With him are strength and counsel: his are the deceived and the deceiver. 17 He 
leadeth counsellors away bereft of sense, and maketh the judges fools. 18 He looseth 
the bond of kings, and bindeth a girdle around their loins. !9 He leadeth priests away 
bereft of sense, and the powerful he causeth to walk on crooked paths. 2° He removeth 
the speech from trusty speakers, and taketh away the intelligence of the aged. 21 He 
poureth contempt upon princes, and the belt of the mighty be looseneth. 2? He layeth 
open deep things from the midst of darkness, and bringeth out unto light the shadow of 
death. 23 He permitteth the nations to become great, and destroyeth them: he spreadeth 
out the nations, and leadeth them away. 24 He taketh away the sense of the chiefs of the 
people of the land, and causeth them to wander astray in a wilderness when there is no 
way. 25 They grope in the dark without light, and he causeth them to wander astray like 
a drunken man. 


13 

1 Lo, all [this] hath my eye seen, my ear hath heard and noted it for itself; 2 As much 
as ye know, do I also know: I do not fall short compared with you. 3 However, I would 
gladly speak to the Almighty; and to argue with God do I desire. 4 But ye are inventors 
of falsehood, physicians of no value are all of you. 5 Oh, who would grant that ye might 
keep a profound silences! and it would he accounted unto you as wisdom. © Do hearken 
but to my reasoning, and listen to the pleadings of my lips. 7 Will ye speak wrong things 
for God? and will ye speak for him deceitfully? 8 Will ye show him undue favor, when ye 
contend for God? 2 Will it be well if he should search you out? or as one overreacheth 
another mortal, do ye expect to overreach him? !°He will surely reprove you, if in secret 
you show him undue favor. !! Doth not his excellency terrify you? and his dread fall upon 
you? !2The things you remember are mere proverbs of ashes, your high-places are high- 
places of clay. 13 Keep silence toward me, that I may indeed speak, and let pass over me 
what will. 14 Whatever it may cost, I will take my flesh in my teeth, and my life will I 
put in my hand. 15 Lo, though he slay me, yet will I trust in him: only I will argue my 
own ways before him. 16Even he will come to my assistance; for a hypocrite cannot come 
before him. 17 Listen well to my word, and to my demonstration with your ears. 18 Behold 
now, I have arrayed my cause: I know that I shall be indeed justified. 19 Who is he that 
will contend with me? for now, if I keep silence, I must perish. 2° Only two things do not 
unto me: then will I not hide myself from thy presence. 2! Remove thy hand far from me; 
and let not thy dread terrify me. 22 Then call thou, and I will answer; or let me speak, 
and do thou reply to me. 23 How many are my iniquities and sins? my transgression and 
my sin let me know. 24 Wherefore wilt thou hide thy face, and regard me as an enemy 
unto thee? 25 Wilt thou terrify a leaf driven about [by the wind]? and wilt thou pursue 
dry stubble? 2° That thou writest bitter decrees against me, and assignest unto me the 
iniquities of my youth; 27 And [that] thou puttest my feet in the stocks, and watchest 
narrowly all my paths; [and] settest for thyself a mark upon the soles of my feet? 28 And 
yet the body decayeth like a rotten thing, as a garment that the moth hath eaten. 


1 Man born of a woman is short of days, and sated with harrowing trouble. 2 Like a 


flower he cometh forth, and is cut down: and he fleeth like a shadow, and remaineth not. 
3 And yet on such a one dost thou open thy eyes, and me thou bringest into judgment 


with thee? 4 Who can make a clean thing out of an unclean? not one [thing]. 5 Seeing 
that his days are determined, the number of his months are [fixed] with thee, that thou 
hast set his bounds which he cannot pass: © Turn thyself from him that he may recover 
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from his pain, and be able to enjoy like a hired laborer his day. 7 For there is hope for 
the tree: if it be cut down, it may still sprout again, while its young shoot will not cease. 
8 If even its root become old in the earth, and its stock die in the dust: 9 Yet through 
the scent of water will it flourish [again], and produce boughs as though It were newly 
planted. 1° But man dieth, and lieth powerless: yea, the son of earth departeth—and 
where is he? 1! The waters run off from the sea, and the river faileth and drieth up: 12 So 
doth man lie down, and riseth not: till the heavens be no more, they will not awake, and 
will not be roused out of their sleep. 13 Oh who would grant that thou mightest hide me 
in the nether world, that thou mightest conceal me, until thy wrath be appeased, that 
thou mightest set for me a fixed time, and remember me then! 14 Or, when a man dieth, 
will he live again? all the days of my time of service would I then wait, till [the hour of] 
my release were come. }5 Do thou call, and I will truly answer thee: have a desire for the 
work of thy hands. 1° Yet now thou numberest my steps: and thou waitest not with [the 
punishment of] my sin. 17 Sealed up in a bag is my transgression, and thou yet addest 
to my iniquity. 18 But truly a falling mountain will crumble, and [even] a rock is moved 
out of its place. 19 The water weareth out stones; thou sweepest away their fragments 
[like] the dust of the earth: and so thou destroyest the hope of man. 2° Thou assailest 
him with might without ceasing, till he passeth away: thou changest his countenance, 
and sendest him off. 21 His children acquire honor, but he knoweth it not: and they are 
esteemed little, but he perceiveth nothing of them. 2? But his body. on him, feeleth pain, 
and his soul will mourn for him. 


1 Then answered Eliphaz the Themanite, and said, 2 Should a wise man utter windy 
knowledge, and fill his inward parts with the east wind? 3 Should he reason witha speech 
which availeth nothing? and with words in which there is no profit? 4 Yea, thou truly 
makest void the fear [of God], and diminishest devotion before God. 5 For thy iniquity 
teacheth thy mouth, so that thou choosest the language of the crafty. Thy own mouth 
must condemn thee, but not I: yea, thy own lips will testify against thee. 7 Wast thou 
born as the first man? or wast thou brought forth before the hills? 8 Hast thou listened 


to the secret counsel of God? and is wisdom therefore of little esteem with thee? 9 What 
knowest thou, that we do not know? what understandest thou, which is not with us? 
10 Both the grayheaded and the very aged are among us,— richer than thy father in days. 
1 Are the divine consolations too little for thee? and the word that was so mild with 
thee? 12 Whither doth thy heart carry thee away? and what do thy eyes gaze at? 13 That 
thou shouldst turn against God thy spirit, and utter [such] words out of thy mouth? 
14 What is man, that he should be pure? and that he who is born of woman should be 
declared righteous? 15 Behold, in his holy ones he putteth no trust; and the heavens are 
not pure in his eyes: © How much more then the abominable and corrupt, the man who 
drinketh like water wrong-doing? !71 will instruct thee, hear me; and what I have seen 
will I relate; !8 Which wise men have ever told, and have not concealed, as they obtained 
it from their fathers; 19 Unto whom alone the earth was given, and into whose midst no 
stranger ever entered. 2° All his days is the wicked plagued with pain, and the number 
of years which are laid by for the tyrant. 21 A sound of terrors is in his ears: during peace 
will the waster come over him. 22 He believeth not that he shall return out of darkness, 
and he is looked for by the sword. 23 He wandereth abroad for bread, [saying,] Where is 
it? he knoweth that there is ready at his hand the day of darkness. 24Distress and anguish 
terrify him: they assail him with might, as a king prepared for the battle. 25 Because he 
had stretched out against God his hand, and strengthened himself against the Almighty; 
26 [And] he had run against him, with an [extended] neck, with the thick roundings of 
his bucklers; 2” Because he had covered his face with his fat, and had made thick folds of 
fat on his flanks; 28 And he dwelt in abandoned cities, in houses which none inhabited, 
which were destined to be ruinous heaps. 29 [Yet] will he not remain rich, neither will 
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his wealth endure, nor will he attain their perfection on earth. 3° He will never depart 
out of darkness: the flame shall dry up his shoots, and he will depart by the breath of 
God's mouth. 3! Let him that goeth astray not trust in vanity; for vanity will be what he 
obtaineth thereby. 32 Even before his time will it be overfull, and his branches will not be 
green. 33 He will shake off like the vine his unripe grapes, and cast off like the olive his 
blossoms. 34 For the assembly of hypocrites will remain desolate, and fire will consume 
the tents of bribery. 35 They conceive trouble, and bring forth wrong-doing, and their 
body prepareth deceit. 


16 

1 Then answered Job, and said, 21 have heard many things such as these: troublesome 
comforters are ye all. 3 Shall there be any end to words of wind? or what compelleth 
thee that thou shouldst answer? 41 also could well speak as ye do: if your soul were 
but in my soul's stead, I could overwhelm you with words, and could shake my head at 
you. > But I would strengthen you with my mouth, and the condolence of my lips should 
restrain [your grief]. © Though I were to speak, my pain would not be restrained; and 
though I should forbear, what will go away from me? 7 But now he hath made me weary: 
thou hast made desolate all my company. ® And thou hast filled me with wrinkles, they 
are my witnesses; and my leanness riseth up for me, giveth its testimony to my face. 
9 In his wrath he teareth me to pieces, and assaileth me: he gnasheth over me with his 
teeth; my adversary sendeth threatening looks at me. 1° They now open wide against me 
their mouth; reproachfully they smite my cheek: altogether do they assemble against 
me. 11 God hath surrendered me to the unjust, and cast me down into the hands of the 
wicked. 121 was at ease, but he hath crushed me; he hath also grasped me by the neck, 
and shaken me to pieces, and set me up unto himself as a mark; 13 His archers encompass 
me round about; he cleaveth my reins sunder, and doth not pity; he poureth out upon the 
ground my gall; 14 He breaketh me down with breach upon breach; he runneth against 
me like a mighty man. ! Sackcloth have I sewed upon my skin, and my horn I roll in the 
dust. 1° My face gloweth from weeping, and on my eyelids resteth the shadow of death: 
17 Not because any violence is in my hands, and while my prayer is pure. 18 Earth! do 
thou not cover up my blood, and let no place restrain my cry. 19 Even now, behold, my 
witness is in the heavens, and one that testifieth for me is on high. 2° Are my friends my 
defenders? unto God my eye poureth out [its tears]. 21 And oh that a man might plead 
with God, as one son of earth with the other! 2? For when the numbered years are passed, 
then must I travel a path whence I cannot return. 


17 

1 My spirit is broken, my days are cut short, the grave is ready for me. 2 Yet truly those 
that mock are with me, and on their offendings must my eye rest. 3 And thou, [Creator!] 
attend, I pray thee, be my surety with thyself: who else is there that would strike hands 
with me? 4 For thou hast concealed their heart against intelligence: therefore art thou 
not exalted [through them]. 5 Every one of them speaketh deceptively to his friends: may 
also the eyes of his children fail. And he hath placed me here as a by-word unto nations; 
and I become openly as a place of abomination. ? Therefore is my eye dim from vexation, 
and my limbs are all of them like a shadow. ® Upright men must be astonished at this, 
and the innocent must arouse himself against the hypocrite. ? Yet will the righteous 
hold firmly on to his way; and he that is clean of hands will acquire additional strength. 
10 But all of you, do only return, and come but [to me]: and yet I shall not find among 
you one wise man. 1! My days are past, my resolves are broken off, [even the thoughts] 
—the possessions of my heart. 12 These would change the night into day, the light as 
near in the presence of darkness.— 13 When I hope for the nether world as my house; in 
the darkness have I spread my couch; !4 When I call to corruption, Thou art my father: 


1846 XRN 


Job 17:15 663 Job 19:21 


Thou art my mother, and my sister, to the worms. 15 Ay, where is then my hope? as for 
my hope, who will see it [fulfilled]? 16 Let then my limbs sink down to the nether world: 
truly in the dust alone there is rest for all. 


18 

1 Then answered Bildad the Shuchite, and said, 2 When will ye at length put an end 
to words? Come to an understanding, and afterward let us speak. 3 For what cause are 
we counted as beasts, reputed stupid your eyes? 4 Thou, the one that teareth himself 
to pieces in his anger— shall for thy sake the earth be forsaken, and the rock be moved 
away out of its place? 5 Ah, truly the light of the wicked will be quenched, and the spark 
of his fire shall not give light. © The light becometh dark in his tent, and his lamp will 
be quenched above him. 7 His powerful steps will be narrowed, and his own counsel will 
cast him down. 8 For he is driven into the net by his own feet, and he taketh his walk 
upon a snare. ? The trap will seize him by the heel, and the robber will prevail over him. 
10 The cord is hidden for him in the ground, and a trap is set for him on the pathway. 
11 All around do terrors scare him, and chase him as he walketh along. 12 His first-born 
will suffer hunger, and calamity will be ready for his wife. 13 It will devour the limbs of 
his body: yea, the first-born of death will devour his limbs. 14 Then will be plucked up 
out of his tent his confidence, and [the evil] will urge him forward to the king of terrors. 
15 Tt will dwell in his tent, because it is no more his: there will be strewed sulphur on 
his habitation. 1° Beneath, his roots will be dried up, and above will his boughs he cut 
away. 17 His resemblance vanisheth from the earth, and no name remaineth for him in 
the streets. 18 Men will thrust him out from light into darkness, and out of the world 
will they drive him. 19 He will have neither son nor grandson among his people, nor any 
that escapeth in the places of his sojourning. 2° Because of his [calamitous] day are they 
that come after him astonished, and they that went before are seized with shuddering. 
21 Yea, such are the dwellings of the unjust, and this is the place of one that knew not 
God. 


19 

1 Then answered Job, and said, 2 How long will ye grieve my soul, and crush me with 
words? 3 These ten times have ye reproached me: ye are not ashamed when ye show 
yourselves as strangers to me. 4 Yea, if it be indeed that I have erred, let my error remain 
with myself. > But if indeed ye wish to magnify yourselves above me, and to prove against 
me my disgrace: © Then know for certain that God hath bent me down, and hath laid 
his net all around me. 7 Behold, I cry out concerning the violence [done me], but I am 
not answered: I entreat aloud, but there is no justice. § My road hath he fenced up, 
so that I cannot pass out; and on my paths he placeth darkness. 9 My glory hath he 
stripped from me, and removed the crown of my head. 1° He hath pulled me down on 
every side, and I am going hence; and he hath rooted up like a tree my hope. 1! He 
hath also kindled against me his wrath, and he counteth me with himself as one of his 
adversaries. 12 Altogether come on his troops, and make level against me their way, and 
encamp round about my tent. 13 My brothers hath he removed far from me, and my 
acquaintance are entirely estranged from me. 14 My near of kin have withdrawn, and 
those befriended by me have forgotten me. 1 Ye that sojourn in my house, and my 
maid-servants, regard me as a stranger: an alien am I become in their eyes. 1°I call for 
my servant, but he will not answer, though I were to entreat him with my mouth. 17 My 
breath is become nauseous to my wife, and my caressing, to the children of my own 
body. 18 Yea, children even despise me: I rise up, but they speak against me. 19 All that 
have had my confidence abominate me; and those whom I have loved are turned against 
me. 2° To my skin and to my flesh my bones do cleave, and I must sustain myself with 
the gums of my teeth. 21 Spare me, spare me, O ye, my friends; for the hand of God hath 
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touched me. 22 Why will ye persecute me as God [hath done], and will never be satisfied 
with my flesh? 23 Oh who would but grant, that my words might be written down! oh 
who would grant that they were entered in a book! 24 That they were hewn with an 
iron pen and [blackened with] lead for eternity in the hard rock! 25 And well I know that 
my redeemer liveth, and that he will remain as the last after the creatures of the dust 
[are passed away]; 2° And after my skin is cut to pieces will this be: and then freed from 
my body shall I behold God; 27 Whom I shall myself behold to my happiness, and whom 
my eyes will see, and not as a stranger, [when even] my reins are consumed within my 
bosom. 28 But if ye should say, How will we pursue him? seeing the root of the matter 
is found in me: 2? Then have dread for yourselves of the sword; for the wrath [which ye 
excite] is an iniquity that bringeth the sword; in order that ye may know there is one 
that judgeth [in the world]. 


1 Then answered Zophar the Na'amathite, and said, 2 Even therefore do my inmost 
thoughts give me an answer, and for this reason do I feel a strong excitement within me. 
3 Reproof which casteth shame on me must I hear; yet out of my understanding will the 
spirit give me an answer. 4 Dost thou know this? from the very beginning of things, from 
the very time when man was placed upon earth it was, > That the triumphal shouting of 
the wicked is ever of but a recent date, and the joy of the hypocrite endureth only for a 
moment. © Though his exaltation should mount up to the heavens, and his head should 


reach unto the clouds; 7 Yet when he but turneth round will he vanish for ever; those 
who have seen him will say, Where is he? 8 Like a dream will he fly away, and men will 


find him no more; yea, he will be chased away like a vision of the night. 9 If an eye 
have surveyed him, it will not do so again, and it will not behold him any more in his 
place. 1° His children will suffer oppression from the indigent, and his hands will have 
to restore his [ill-gotten] wealth. 1! [Now] his bones are full of his youthful vigor; but 
it will [suddenly] lie down with him in the dust. 1 If the evil be sweet in his mouth, 
he will conceal it under his tongue; !° He will cherish it, and not forsake it; and hold 
it back within his palate; 14 His food is thus changed within his bowels, and becometh 
the venom of asps within him. !5 The wealth which he hath swallowed, will he have to 
vomit up again; God will drive it out of his belly. 1° The poison of asps will he have to 
suck; the viper's tongue will slay him. 17 He shall not look with pleasure on streams, on 
flowing brooks of honey and cream. 18 He restoreth what he hath labored for, and will 
not swallow it down; however much he may have obtained by toil, he will not have any 
joy of it. 19 Because he oppressed and forsook the indigent; because he took violently 
away a house, shall he not rebuild it; 2° Because he knew not quietness in his bosom, 
shall he not escape through what is the most precious to him. 21 Nothing was spared 
from his craving to eat: therefore shall his wealth not prosper. 22 In the fulness of his 
abundance will distress assail him: every hand of [those he] troubled will come against 
him. 23 In order to fill his belly, [God] will send out against him the fury of his wrath, and 
will rain it upon him for his eating. 24 If he flee from the iron weapon, the brazen bow 
will strike him through. 25 He draweth it, and it cometh out of the body; yea, out of his 
gall the glittering [arrow] cometh forth: over him come the terrors [of death]. 2° Entire 
darkness is laid by for his treasures: a fire not urged by blowing will consume him; it 
will destroy any one that is left in his tent. 2” The heavens will lay open his iniquity; and 
the earth will raise herself up against him. 28 The product of his house will be banished, 
flowing away on the day of his wrath. 29 This is the portion of a wicked man from God, 
and his decreed heritage from God. 


21 


1 Then answered Job, and said, 2 Hear, O hear my speech, and let this be wherewith 
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you give consolations. 3 Bear with me that I may indeed speak: and after my speaking, 
then canst thou mock. 4 As for me,—is against man my complaint? and if this be so, why 
should my spirit not be impatient? > Turn yourselves unto me, and be astounded, and 
lay your hand upon your mouth. © Yea, when I think of it, lam terrified, and shuddering 
seizeth hold of my flesh. 7 Wherefore do the wicked live, become old, yea, grow strong 
in power? 8 Their seed is firmly established in their presence with them. their offspring 
are before their eyes. 9 Their houses are at peace without any dread, and no rod of God 
[cometh] over them. !° The bull of each one gendereth, and disappointeth not: the cow 
of each one calveth, and casteth not her young. !! They send forth their little ones like 
a flock, and their children skip about [with joy]. 12 They sing to the timbrel and harp, 
and rejoice at the sound of the pipe. 13 They wear out their days in happiness, and in 
a moment they go down to the nether world. 14 And yet they say unto God, “Depart 
from us; and the knowledge of thy ways we desire not. 15 What is the Almighty, that we 
should serve him? and what profit shall we have, if we entreat him urgently?” 1° Lo, not 
in their hand doth their happiness rest! The counsel of the wicked be [still] far from me. 
17 How often is the lamp of the wicked quenched? and how often cometh over them their 
calamity? and doth [God] distribute their lot in his anger? 18 Are they as straw before 
the wind, and as chaff which the stealeth away? 19 Should God lay up for his children his 
wrong-doing? it were better that he reward him, that he might know it himself. 2° His 
own eyes ought to see his downfall, and from the wrath of the Almighty ought he to 
drink. 2! For what care hath he for his household after him, when the number of his 
months is all apportioned to him? 22 Is this fitting God, who teacheth knowledge? him 
who judgeth those that are highest? 23 That this one dieth in his full strength, being 
wholly at ease and quiet; 24 His vessels being full of healthy fluid, and the marrow of his 
bones being well moistened: 2° While this other dieth with an embittered soul, and hath 
never partaken of any happiness; 2° [And yet] together they must lie down in the dust, 
and the worms will cover them? 27 Behold, I know your thoughts, and the opinions which 
ye wrongfully devise against me. 2° For ye say, Where is the house of the noble-minded? 
and where is the tent of the dwelling-places of the wicked? 29 Have ye not asked the 
wayfarers? surely their token ye cannot disregard, 3° That the bad man is reserved for 
the day of calamity, [that the wicked] are carried forward to the day of wrath. 31 [But] 
who will tell him to his face of his way? and who will repay him what he hath done? 
32 Yea he will indeed be carried to the grave, and men will quickly think of his monument: 
33 Sweet are to him the clods of the valley; and after him succeedeth every man, as those 
that were before him are without number. 34 How then will ye comfort me with vanity? 
and of your answers there remaineth only deception. 


22 


1 Then answered Eliphaz the Themanite, and said, 2? Can a man be serviceable unto 
God? Truly the intelligent is serviceable unto himself. 31s it any pleasure to the Almighty 
that thou art righteous? or is it any gain to him, that thou makest thy ways perfect? Is it 
out of fear of thee that he will reproach thee? or go with thee into judgment? 5Is not thy 
evil great? and no end to thy iniquities? © For thou hast taken a pledge from thy brothers 
for nought, and stripped the naked of their clothing. ’ Thou hast not given water to 
the weary to drink, and from the hungry thou hast withholden bread. 8 But as for the 
man of a strong arm, he obtained the land, and the highly honored could dwell therein. 
9 Widows hast thou sent away empty, and the arms of the fatherless have been broken. 


10 Therefore are snares round about thee, and sudden dread terrifieth thee. 11 Or seest 
thou not the darkness? and the abundance of water which covereth thee? 12 Is not God 
in the height of heaven? and beholding the highest elevation of the stars, however high 


they are? 13 But thou sayest, “What doth God know? can he judge behind the darkness? 
14 Thick clouds are a covering for him, so that he will not see; and he walketh along 
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on the circle of heaven.” 15 Wilt thou [thus] observe the path of ancient times which 
the men of injustice have trodden? 1° Who were shrivelled up before their time, whose 
foundation was flooded away like a river; 1” Who said unto God, “'Depart from us:” and 
what wrought the Almighty for them? 18 And yet it was he that filled their houses with 
good things; but the counsel of the wicked be [still] far from me. 19 The righteous will 
see it, and be glad; and the innocent will laugh them to scorn. 2° “Is not he destroyed 
that rose up against us, and hath not the fire consumed what they had left?” 21 Do but 
become acquainted with him, and be at peace: thereby will happiness come unto thee. 
22 Do but accept instruction from his mouth, and lay up his saying in thy heart. 23 If thou 
return to the Almighty, thou shalt be built up, so thou wilt but remove wrong-doing far 
away from thy tents. 24 And throw down in the dust precious metals, and [the gold of] 
Ophir to the stones of the brooks: 25 Then will the Almighty be thy precious metal, and 
brightly-shining silver unto thee. 2° For then wilt thou have in the Almighty thy delight, 
and thou canst lift up unto God thy face. 27 Thou wilt make entreaty unto him, and he will 
hear thee, and thy vows wilt thou pay. 28 And if thou decree a thing, it will be fulfilled 
unto thee; and upon thy ways the light will shine. 29 For when men are brought low, 
thou wilt say, Pride [hath done it]; but those of lowly eyes [God] will help. 3° He will even 
deliver him who is not guiltless: and thou wilt be delivered by the purity of thy hands. 


23 

1 Then answered Job, and said, 2 Even now is my complaint bitter: my suffering is 
heavier than my groans. 3? Oh who would grant that I knew where I might find him! 
that I might attain to his Judgment throne! 41 would put in order before him my cause, 
and my mouth would I fill with arguments. 51 should know the words which he might 
answer me, and understand what he might say unto me. © Would he with his power 
contend against me? he would truly not lay such doings to my charge. 7 There would 
an upright one argue with him; and I should be allowed to escape for ever by my judge. 
8 But, lo, I go eastward—and he is not there; and to the west— and I cannot perceive 
him; 9 When he doth great things at the north, I behold him not; he hideth himself in 
the south—and I see him not. 1° But he knoweth the way that I take: were he to probe 
me, I should come forth as gold. 11 On his steps my foot hath held fast: his way have 
I kept, and swerved not. 12 From the commandment of his lips have I also not moved 
away: as a fixed statute for me have I treasured up the sayings of his mouth. 13 But he 
is unchangeably one, and who can turn him? And what his will desireth, even that he 
doth. !4 For he will bring to completion what hath been destined for me: and like these 
hath he many other things with him. 15 Therefore am I terrified at his presence: I will 
reflect, and be in dread of him. 1° Still God hath made timid my heart, and the Almighty 
hath terrified me; 17 Because I was not destroyed before this darkness, and because he 
hath not hidden from my face [this] gloom. 


1 Why are not times [of punishment] treasured up by the Almighty, and why do his 
adorers not see his days [of retribution]? ? [The wicked] remove landmarks: they rob 
flocks, and feed them. 3 They drive away the ass of the fatherless, they take in pledge 
the widow's ox. 4 They chase the needy out of the highway: altogether hide themselves 
the poor of the earth. ° Behold, as wild asses in the wilderness go they forth to their 
work, rising betimes after [their] prey: the desert yieldeth food for them and for their 
young men. © In the field they reap their food; and in the vineyard of the wicked they 
gather the fruit. 7 They cause [the poor] to spend the night naked, without clothing and 
without any covering in the cold. 8 Through the sweeping rain of the mountains are 
they made wet, and for want of a shelter do they embrace the rock. 9 The others pluck 
from the breast the fatherless, and the garment of the poor they take in pledge. 1° They 
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cause him to go naked without clothing, and from the hungry they take away the sheaf: 
11 Within their walls do they make oil, they tread their wine-presses, and suffer thirst. 
12 Out of a populous city is groaning heard, and the soul of the deadly wounded crieth 
out: yet God regardeth it not as an offence. 13 Yon men are of those that rebel against the 
light: they know not its ways, nor abide in its paths. 14 With the earliest light riseth the 
murderer, he slayeth the poor and needy, and in the night he becometh like the thief. 
15 And the eye of the adulterer watcheth for the twilight, saying, No eye will see me; and 
placeth a covering on his face. 1° They break into houses in the dark, in the daytime they 
lock themselves in: they know not the light. 1’ For to all of these alike is the morning 
as the shadow of death; for they are familiar with the terrors of the shadow of death. 
18 Swift are such men [to flee] on the face of the water; accursed is their field on the 
land; none of them turneth himself to the way, of the vineyards. !° Drought and heat 
speedily consume the snow-waters: so doth the grave those who have sinned. 2° The 
mother that bore such a one will forget him; the worm will feed sweetly on him; he will 
be no more remembered; and like a tree will wickedness be broken. 2! He ill-treateth the 
barren that heareth not; and to the widow he acteth not well. 2? But he also draweth 
down the mighty with his power: he riseth up, no one is sure of life. 23 To such [God] 
granteth to be in safety, that he may find support; and His eyes are upon their ways. 
24 They are exalted; in but a little while they are no more; and they are brought down 
low: like all others are they gathered in, and like the top of the ear of corn are they cut 
off. 25 But if it be not so, who will prove me a liar, and render nought my word? 


25 


1 Then answered Bildad the Shuchite, and said, 2 Dominion and dread are with him: 
he maketh peace in high places. 3 Can the number of his hosts be given? and over whom 


riseth not his light? How then can man be justified with God? or how can be one that is 
born of woman? ° Behold, even as regardeth the moon, that is not bright; yea, the stars 
are not pure in his eyes. © How much less the mortal, the mere worm? and the son of 
earth, the mere maggot? 


1 Then answered Job, and said, 2? What assistance hast thou given to the powerless? 
[how] hast thou helped the arm without strength? 3 How hast thou counselled the 
unwise? and what sound wisdom hast thou made known so plentifully? 4To whom 
hast thou told words? and whose spirit came from thee? 5 The departed are called into 
being beneath the waters, and their inhabitants. ° Naked is the nether world before 
him, and there is no covering for the place of corruption. 7? He stretched out the north 
over empty space; he suspended the earth on nothing; ® He bound up the waters in his 
clouds; and the cloud bursteth not under their weight; ? He closed up the surface of his 
throne, spreading over it his cloud; 1° A fixed limit he compassed off over the face of 
the waters, for the division of the light and darkness. 11 The pillars of heaven tremble 
greatly, and are astounded at his rebuke. 12 By his power he split in pieces the sea, and 
by his understanding he crushed [its] pride: 13 By his breath the heavens [acquired] 
beauty; his hand hath created the flying serpent. 14 Lo, these are ends of his ways; for 
how slight a whisper is heard [by us] of him! but the thunder of his mighty deeds who 
can understand? 


zy 
1 And Job continued taking up his parable, and said, 2 As God liveth, who hath removed 
justice from me; and by the Almighty, who hath embittered my soul: 3 All the while my 
breath is in me, and the spirit of God is in my nostrils; 4 Shall my lips not speak any 
wrong, nor shall my tongue utter deceit. 5 Far be it from me that I should justify you; 
till I depart hence will I not allow [any one] to take my integrity away from me. °I have 
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laid fast hold on my righteousness, and I will not let it go: my heart shall not reproach 
me [for my conduct] during all my life. 7 Like the wicked is [therefore] my enemy, and 
he that riseth up against me like a wrong-doer. 8 For what is the hope of the hypocrite, 
when he hath gained unjust wealth, when God casteth forth his soul? 9 Will God hear 
his cry, when distress cometh upon him? 1° Or can he find delight in the Almighty? can 
he call on God at all times? 111 will instruct you concerning what is in the hand of God: 
[the way] which is with the Almighty will I not conceal. 12 Lo! ye yourselves have all 
beheld it: why is it then that ye deal in such vanities? 1° This is the portion of a wicked 
man with God, and the portion of tyrants, which they shall receive from the Almighty. 
14 Tf his children be multiplied, it is only for the sword; and his offspring will not be 
satisfied with bread. !5 Those of his that are left to escape will be buried by death; and 
his widows will not be able to weep. !° Though he heap up silver as the dust, and prepare 
garments [as plentifully] as the clay: 17 He may prepare, but the righteous will clothe 
himself [therewith], and the silver the innocent will divide. 18 He buildeth his house like 
the moth, and like a hut that a keeper hath made. 19 Rich will he lie down, but will not 
be gathered [into the grave]: one openeth his eyes, and he is no more. 2° Like a flood will 
terror overtake him, in the night a tempest will steal him away. 21 The east wind will lift 
him up, and he must be gone; and it hurleth him like a storm out of his place. 22 And 
[God] will cast [evil] upon him, and bare no pity: out of his hand [his wealth] will surely 
escape. 23 Men will clap their hands over him, and will hiss after him out of his place. 


28 

1 For truly there is a source for the silver, and a place for the gold which men refine. 
2Tron is taken out of the dust, and the stone is melted into copper. 3 An end doth he set 
to darkness, and the very utmost limit doth he search out, the stones of darkness, and 
of the shadow of death. 4 He breaketh a channel far from the inhabited place; those 
of unsteady foot, the poorest of men move [there about]. 5 The earth, out of which 
cometh forth bread, is under its surface turned up as it were with fire. © Her stones 
are the place whence the sapphire cometh; and golden dust is also there; 7 [On the] 
path which no bird of prey knoweth, and which the vulture's eye hath not surveyed; 
8 [Which] ravenous beasts have never trodden, over which the lion hath never passed. 
° To the flinty rock he stretcheth forth his hand; he overturneth the mountains from 
the root. 1° Amid rocks he heweth out canals: and every precious thing doth his eye 
behold. !! The various droppings of water he uniteth into streams, and what is hidden 
he bringeth forth to light. 12 But wisdom—where shall she he found? and where is the 
place of understanding? !3 Man knoweth not her value: and she is not to be found in 
the land of the living. 14 The deep saith, Not in me is she: and the sea saith, She is not 
with me. 15 No fine gold can be given in lieu of her, and silver cannot be weighed out 
as her price. 1° She cannot be valued with the gold of Ophir, with the precious onyx, 
or the sapphire. !” She cannot be estimated after gold and glass; and not in exchange 
for her [can] vessels of refined gold [be taken.] !8 Coral and crystal will not be thought 
of; and the value of wisdom is above pearls. !9 She cannot be estimated after the topaz 
of Ethiopia, nor can she be valued with pure gold. 2° But wisdom—whence cometh she? 
and where is the place of understanding? 2! Yea, she is hidden from the eyes of all living, 
and from the fowls of the heavens is she concealed. 2? Perdition and death say, With 
our ears have we heard a report of her. 23 God [alone] understandeth her way, and he 
knoweth her place; 24 For he looketh to the ends of the earth, [whatever is] under the 
whole heaven doth he see. 2° When he imparted weight unto the wind; and [when] the 
waters he established by measure; 26 When he made a law for the rain, and a way for the 
lightning of [his] thunders; 2” Then did he see her, and make her known; he established 


her, and also searched her out. 28 And he said unto man, Behold, the fear of the Lord, 
that is wisdom; and to eschew evil is understanding. 
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29 


1 And Job continued to take up his parable, and said, 2 Who will give me back months 
like those which are past, days like those when God guarded me; 3 When his lamp shone 
over my head, when by his light I could walk in darkness; 4 As I was in the days of my 
abundance, when the confidence of God was upon my tent: > When the Almighty was yet 
with me, when my servants stood round about me; © When I bathed my steps in cream, 
and the rock poured out near me streamlets of oil! 7 When I went out to the gate close 
by the city, when in the open place I established my seat: 8 Young men saw me, and hid 
themselves; and the aged rose up, and remained standing; ° Princes stopped in the midst 
of [their] words, and laid their hand on their mouth: 1° The voice of nobles was arrested, 
and their tongue cleaved to their palate. !! For the ear that heard me called me happy; 
and the eye that saw me bore witness for me; !2 Because I delivered the poor that cried, 
and the fatherless, yea, that had none to help him. !° The blessing of him that was ready 
to perish came upon me; and the heart of the widow I caused to sing for joy. 141 took 
righteousness as my garment, and it clothed me: as a robe and a mitre was justice unto 
me. 15 Eyes was I to the blind; and feet to the lame was I. 6 A father was I to the needy; 
and the cause of him I knew not I used to investigate. !7 And I broke the cutting-teeth 
of the wrong-doer, and out of his teeth I cast down his prey. 18 And I said then, “In the 
midst of my nest shall I depart hence, and like the sand shall I have many days. 19 My 
root will stand open for the water, and the dew will lodge on my boughs. 2° My glory will 
ever be new with me, and my bow will acquire fresh strength in my hand.” 2! Unto me 
men listened, and waited, and watched in silence for my counsel 22 After my words they 
made no reply, and my speech dropped on them [like dew]. 23 And they waited for me 
as for the rain, and they opened wide their mouth as for the latter rain. 241 smiled on 
those that had lost their confidence; and the light of my countenance they never cast 
down. 251 chose their way for them, and I sat as chief, and dwelt as king in his army, as 
one that comforteth mourners. 


30 


1 But now they who are younger than I in years laugh at me, whose fathers I scorned 
to put as equals with the dogs of my flocks. 2 Yea, what possible use can the strength 
of their hands be unto me, over whom old age hath passed fruitlessly? 3 Who suffer for 
want and famine in solitude; who flee into the wilderness [where all is] darkness, ruin, 
and desolation; 4 Who crop off mallows by the bushes, and have broom-bush roots as 
their bread; ° Who are driven forth from among [men], who are shouted after as though 
they were thieves, © To dwell in the caverns of the valleys, in holes of the earth, and on 
naked cliffs. 7 Among the bushes they shriek; under briers they are huddled together, 
8 The children of the worthless, yea, the children of the nameless, who were outcasts 
from the land. ° But now I am become their song, and I am become a byword unto them. 
10 They loathe me, they keep themselves far from me, and from my face they withhold 
not their spittle. 11 Because he hath loosened the cord of my bow, and afflicted me, they 
have also cast off the bridle before me. 12 Against my right hand rise up this swarm of 
worthless youths: they push away my feet, and they level against me their calamity- 
bringing paths. 13 They destroy my footpath, they help forward my downfall, without 
any one to aid them. 14 As [through] a broad breach they come: amidst a loud noise they 
rolled themselves along. Terrors have turned their face against me; they chase like 
the wind my glory: and like a cloud is my happiness passed away. 16 And now my soul 
is poured out over me; the days of affliction have seized on me; 17 All night it holloweth 
out my bones out of my body; and my pursuers take no rest. 18 Through the Almlghty's 
power is my garment made unknown: like the opening of my coat hath he enclosed me. 
19 He hath cast me into the mire, and I am become like dust and ashes. 2°I cry aloud 
unto thee, but thou answerest me not: I stand up, and thou fixest thy regard against 
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me. 2! Thou art changed into a cruel master toward me: with the strength of thy hand 
thou assailest me. 22 Thou liftest me up to the wind; thou causest me to pass away, and 
dissolvest in me all wise counsel. 23 For I know that thou wilt bring me back to death, 
and to the house of assembly for all the living. 24 But doth not a man stretch out his 
hand among ruins? or doth one not cry out therefrom [for help] when he meeteth his 
downfall? 25 Did I not weep for him that was hard pressed by misfortune? was not my 
soul grieved for the needy? 26 That I hoped for good, but there came evil; and I waited for 
light, and there came darkness! 2” My bowels heave, and rest not: the days of affliction 
have overcome me. 281 walk about mournfully without sunlight: when I rise up, in the 
assembly, I cry with pain. 291 am a brother to [howling] monsters, and a companion to 
ostriches. °° My skin hangeth down black from me, and my bones are burnt from heat. 
31 And thus is changed to mourning my harp, and my pipe to the sound of weeping. 


1 A covenant had I made with my eyes: how then should I fix my look ona virgin? 2 And 
what then would have been my portion of God from above? and what lot of the Almighty 
from on high? 3Is not calamity [ready] for the unjust? and misfortune for the wrong- 
doers? 4 Behold, he truly seeth my ways, and numbereth all my steps; 5 [And knoweth] 
whether I have walked with vain desires, or if my foot hath hastened after deceit. © Let 
him weigh me then in a righteous balance, and let God acknowledge my integrity, 7 If my 
step have turned aside from the [proper] way, and my heart have walked after my eyes, 
and if any blemish have cleaved to my hands: 8 Then let me sow, and let another eat; and 
let what I have growing be rooted out. ° If my heart have been beguiled toward a woman, 
or if I have lain in wait at my neighbor's door: 1° Then may my wife labor at the mill for 
another, and may strangers ill-use her; 1! For this would be incest; yea, it would be an 
iniquity [to be punished by] the judges; 12 For it would be a fire that consumeth down 
to the place of corruption, and would root out all my products. 13 If ever I cast aside the 
justice due to my man-servant and my maid-servant, when they contended with me: 
14 What then could I do when God should rise up? and when he should investigate, what 


could I answer him? 15 Did not he that made me make him born or a woman? and did not 
the same one fashion us in the womb? !°If ever I denied the wish of the indigent, or ever 


allowed the eyes of the widow to fall [in vain hopes]; 1” Or if ever I ate my bread by myself 
alone, and the fatherless did not eat thereof; 18 (For from my youth he was brought up 
with me, as though we were of one father, and I have guided her [as though she was 
sprung] from my mother's womb;) 19 If ever I saw any one perishing for want of clothing, 
or the needy without covering: 2° If his loins have not blessed me, and if he have not been 
warmed with the fleece of my sheep; 2! If I have swung my hand against the fatherless, 
because I saw in the gate those that would help me: 22 Then may my shoulder fall from 
my shoulder-blade, and my arm be broken from the channel-bone; 23 For dreaded by 
me was the calamitous punishment of God, and against his highness I can accomplish 
nothing. 24If 1 have made gold my confidence, or have said to the fine gold, Thou art my 
trust: 25If ever I rejoiced because my wealth was abundant, and because my hand had 
gotten much; 2° If ever I looked at the light [of the sun] when he shone brightly and on 
the moon walking in splendor: 2” And my heart became misled in secret, and my hand 
kissed my mouth: 28 This also were an iniquity to be punished by the judge; for thus 
would I have denied the God that is above. 29 If ever I rejoiced at the downfall of him that 
hated me, or was elated when evil befell him;— 3° But I suffered not my mouth to sin 
by denouncing with a curse his soul:— 31 If the men of my tent said not, Oh is there one 
that is not satisfied of his flesh;— 32 In the street a stranger had not to lodge; my doors 
I held open to the roadside; 33 If I covered up my transgressions like a common man, by 
hiding in my bosom my iniquity; 34 Because I dreaded the great multitude, or because 
the contempt of families did terrify me, so that I kept silence, and dared not to go out 
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of the door;— 35 Oh who will bring me one that would hear me! behold, here is my plea; 
may the Almighty answer me; and any record which my opponent may have written,— 
36 Surely upon my shoulder would I carry it: I would bind it as a crown unto me. 37 The 
number of my steps would I tell him: as [to] a prince would I go near unto him.— 38 If my 
land ever cried out because of me, or if its furrows wept together; 39 If I ever consumed 
its strength without payment, or caused the soul of its owners to grieve: 4° Then may 
instead of wheat, thorns come forth, and instead of barley, cockle. (Here end the words 


of Job.) 
32 


1 So had these three men abstained from answering Job; because he was righteous 
in his own eyes. 2? Thereupon was kindled the wrath of Elihu the son of Barachel the 
Buzite, of the family of Ram: against Job was his wrath kindled, because he had declared 
himself more righteous than God. 3 And against his three friends was his wrath kindled; 
because they had found no answer, and yet had condemned Job. 4 Now Elihu had held 
back toward Job [his] words; because the others were older in days than he. 5 But when 


Elihu saw that there was no answer in the mouth of these three men, then was his wrath 
kindled. © And Elihu the son of Barachel the Buzite commenced, and said, Young am I 


in days, and ye are very old: therefore I hesitated and feared to show you what I know. 
71 had said, Days shall speak, and multitude of years shall make wisdom known. ® But it 
is the spirit in man, and the breath of the Almighty which giveth them understanding. 
° Not those rich in years must be always wise: neither do the aged constantly understand 
what is just. 1° Therefore do I say, Hearken to me: I also will show forth what I know 
myself. 1! Behold, I waited for your words: I gave an attentive ear to your reasonings, 
till you might have searched out the [proper] words. 12 And now I understand you fully, 
and, behold, there is none that convinceth Job, or, that answereth his speeches among 
you. 13 Say then not, We have found wisdom: God will thrust him down, not man. 14 But 
he hath not directed any words against me: and with your speeches will I not answer 
him. 15 They are dismayed, they answer no more: words have escaped away from them. 
16 And should I wait [longer], because they cannot speak, because they stand stilt and 
answer no more? !7 [But] I also will surely answer my part, I myself also will show forth 
what I know; !8 For I am full of words, the spirit in my bosom urgeth me hard. !9 Behold, 
my bosom is like [fresh] wine which hath not been opened: like new bottles it is ready 
to burst. 2°I will speak, that I may breathe freer: I will open my lips and answer. 21On no 
account will I show undue favor to any man, and to no son of earth will I give flattering 


titles. 22 For I know not to give flattering titles; [for else] my Maker would speedily carry 
me away. 


33 

1 Therefore do thou but hear, O Job, my speeches, and give ear to all my words. 
2 Behold now, I have opened my mouth, my tongue speaketh in my mouth. 3 Out of 
my straightforward heart [come] my sayings, and my lips utter knowledge clearly. 4The 
spirit of God hath made me, and the breath of the Almighty giveth me life. 5 If thou 
canst, answer me, array thyself before me, stand forward. © Behold, I am in the same 
relation as thyself toward God: I myself also am cut out of the clay. 7 Behold, dread of 
me cannot terrify thee, and my pressure will not be too heavy upon thee. ® But thou 
hast said before my ears, and the sound of the words I still hear, ° “I am pure without 
transgression, I am quite clean; and there is no iniquity in me: !° Yet, behold, he findeth 
hateful backsliding on me, he regardeth me as an enemy unto him; !! He putteth my feet 
in the stocks, he watcheth all my paths.” !2 Behold, In this thou art not just: I will answer 
thee; for God is far greater than a mortal. 13 Why dost thou contend against him? for 
with all his words will he not give an answer. 14 For God speaketh once, yea twice: [yet 
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man] regardeth it not. In a dream, in a vision of the night, when deep sleep falleth 
upon men, in slumbers upon the couch: 1° Then doth he lay open the ear of men, and 
sealeth it with their warning; 17 To remove the son of earth [from his intended] deed and 
he covereth up pride from man; 18 He withholdeth his soul from the pit, and his life from 
passing away by the sword. 19 And so is he admonished by pain upon his couch, and all 
his bones with violent [aches]. 2° So that his inclination abhorreth bread, and his soul, 
the most agreeable food. 21 His flesh is consumed away, that it cannot be seen, and his 
bones that were not seen stick out. 22 Yea, his soul draweth near unto the pit, and his 
life to those that slay. 23 If there be now about him one single angel, as defender, one 
out of a thousand, to tell for man his uprightness: 24 Then is he gracious unto him, and 
saith, Release him from going down to the pit, I have found an atonement. 25 His flesh 
becometh full again as in youth: he returneth to the days of his boyhood. *° He will offer 
his entreaty unto God, and he will receive him in favor, that he may see his face with joy: 
so doth He recompense unto the mortal his righteousness. 2” He then should assemble 
men around, and say, “I had sinned, and perverted what is right, yet have I not received 
a like return.” 28 Thus he redeemeth his soul from passing into the pit, and his life will 
look joyously on the light. 29 Lo, all these things doth God two or three times with man; 
30 To bring back his soul from the pit, that she may shine in the light of life. 31 Listen 
well, O Job, hearken unto me: keep silence, and I will truly speak. 32 If thou hast any 
words, answer me: speak, for I wish to justify thee. 33 If not, hearken thou unto me: keep 
silence, and I will teach thee wisdom. 


34 

1 And Elihu commenced, and said, 2 Hear, O ye wise men, my words; and ye that have 
knowledge, give ear unto me. 3 For the ear proveth words, as the palate tasteth the food. 
4 Let us choose for ourselves what is just: let us acknowledge between ourselves what 
is good. > For Job hath said, “I am righteous; and God hath taken away justice from me. 
6 Should I lie concerning the justice due me? incurable is [my wound from] the arrow 
I bear in me without any transgression.” 7 What man is there like Job, who drinketh 
scorning like water, § And is on the road to keep company with the wrong-doers, and to 
walk with men of wickedness? ? For he hath said, “It profiteth a man nothing when he 
acteth according to the pleasure of God.” !°Therefore ye men of sense hearken unto me: 
far is it from God to practise wickedness; and from the Almighty to do wrong! 1! For the 
work of a son of earth doth he recompense unto him, and according to the path of man 
doth he permit things to occur to him. ! Yea, surely God will not condemn unjustly, 
nor will the Almighty pervert justice. 3 Who hath given him a charge concerning the 
earth? or who hath intrusted [him] the whole world? !4If he were to set his heart upon 
man, he would gather unto himself his spirit and his breath: 15 All flesh would perish 
together, and the son of earth would return again unto dust. 1¢If then thou wishest to 
understand, hear this: give ear to the sound of my words. 17 Is it possible that he who 
hateth justice should govern? or wilt thou condemn the righteous mighty One? 18 [Is 
it fit] to say to a king, Thou art worthless? and to princes, Ye are wicked? 19 Whereas 
he is one that showeth no favor to chieftains, and distinguisheth not the rich before 
the indigent; for all of them are the work of his hands. 2° In a moment will they die, 
and in the midst of the night; people are moved, and pass away: and the mighty will be 
removed without a human hand. 2! For big eyes are upon the ways of man, and all his 
steps doth he see. 2There is no darkness, nor shadow of death, where the evil-doers can 
hide themselves. 23 For he need not direct [his attention] a long time upon man, that he 
should enter into judgment before God. 24 He breaketh down mighty men without [long] 
searching, and placeth others in their stead. 2° For the reason that he knoweth their 
deeds: therefore he overturneth them in the night, and they are crushed. 2° Among 
wicked men doth he strike them, in the place where [many] see them: 27 Because they 
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have departed from following him, and have not considered all his ways. 28 Bringing 
before them the cry of the indigent, and the cry of the afflicted which he had to hear. 
29 When he now granteth rest, who will condemn [him]! and when he hideth his face, 
who can behold him? whether it be against a nation, or against one man, it is the same: 
30 That no hypocritical man may reign, that such shall not be a mare to the people. 31 For 
truly it is only fitting to say unto God, “I bear [cheerfully], I will not do any wrong; 32 What 
I cannot see myself, do thou truly teach me; if I have done what is unjust, I will do so no 
more.” 3° Should he then according to thy view send a recompense, because thou hast 
rejected him? “Because thou must choose, and not I?” and what thou knowest, do speak. 
34 Men of sense will say unto me, and every wise man who heareth me, 25 That Job hath 
not spoken with knowledge, and that his words are without intelligence. 3° Oh that Job 
may therefore be probed continually, in order to give answers against sinful men. 37 For 
he addeth unto his sin transgression: among us he uttereth too many loud words, and 
multiplieth his speeches against God. 


1 Then commenced Elihu, and said, 2 Dost thou deem this to be just, that thou hast 
said, “My righteousness is more than God's?” 3 For thou sayest, “What benefit will it be 
unto thee? what more profit shall I have, than if 1 had sinned?” 41 will truly reply unto 
thee with words, and unto thy friends with thee. > Look unto the heavens, and see; and 
gaze on the skies which are higher than thou. °If thou sin, what dost thou effect against 
him? and if thy transgressions be multiplied, what canst thou do unto him? 7 If thou 
be righteous, what givest thou him? or what doth he accept out of thy hand? 8 A man 
like thyself thy wickedness may reach, anda son of earth thy righteousness. 9 By reason 
of the multitude of oppressions [the wicked] cause men to cry: these complain aloud 
because of the arm of the mighty. !°But [man] saith not, Where is God my maker, who 
bestoweth joyful songs even in the night; ! Who teacheth us more than the beasts of the 
earth, and maketh us wiser than the fowls of the heavens? !2 There do they cry, but he 
answereth not: because of the pride of evil men. !3 Only what is false will God not hear, 
nor will the Almighty regard it. 14 Although thou sayest, thou canst not see him: yet 
the decision is before him; and do thou wait for him. 5 But now, because his anger hath 
punished nothing, shall he not greatly take cognizance of the multitude of sins? 1° But 
Job openeth wide his mouth for nought: without knowledge he heapeth up words. 


36 

1 Then continued Elihu, and said, 2 Wait for me a little, and I will instruct thee; for 
[I have] still some words on God's behalf. 31 will lift up my knowledge for him who is 
afar, and for my Maker will I obtain righteousness. 4 For truly no falsehood is [in] my 
words: one that is upright in [his] opinions [dealeth now] with thee. 5 Behold, God is 
mighty, and despiseth not any: he is mighty in strength of intellect. ©He permitteth not 
the wicked to live; but he procureth justice for the afflicted. 7 He withdraweth not his 
eyes from the righteous; but [he placeth them] with kings on the throne; yea, he doth 
establish them for ever, and they are exalted. ® And if they be bound in fetters, and if 
they be entangled in the cords of affliction: ° Then doth he tell them of their work, and 
of their transgressions, when they had become strong. 1° And he openeth thus their ear 
to correction, and saith that they should return from wrong-doing. ™ If they hearken 
and serve [him], they will spend their days in happiness, and their years in pleasures. 
12 But if they hearken not, they will pass away through the sword, and they will perish in 
want of knowledge. 13 But the hypocrites in heart persevere in wrath; they will not offer 
entreaty when he bindeth them: "Their soul will die in youth, and their life, among the 
incestuous. } He delivereth the afflicted through his affliction, and openeth through 
oppression his ear. 16 And also thee hath he incited away from the jaws of distress into a 
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wide space, on the site of which there is no straitness; and what is set on thy table is full 
of fatness. 17 But if thou art full of the judgment of the wicked: [divine] judgment and 
decree will support each other. 18 For there would be fury, If aught were to incite thee 
to utter an abundance [of rebellious words]; and the greatness of the infliction must 
not mislead thee. 19 Will he esteem thy riches? no, not gold ore, nor all the highest 
forces of strength. 2° Desire then not eagerly the night, when nations pass away in their 
place. 2! Take heed, turn not thyself to wrong-doing, so that thou wouldst choose this 
because of [thy] affliction. 22 Behold, God is exalted by his power: who is an instructer 
like him? 23 Who hath given him a charge concerning his way? or who hath ever said, 
Thou hast acted unjustly? 24 Reflect, that thou shouldst magnify his work, which [other] 
men have beheld. 25 All men have looked at it [with astonishment]; the mortal gazeth 
at it from afar. 2° Behold, God is great, and we comprehend him not, the number of his 
years can truly not be searched out. 27 For he taketh away drops of water, which are 
purified into rain in his mist: 28 These drop down out of the skies; they distil upon the 
multitude of men. 29 But [what man] can understand the outspreadings of the clouds? 
the tumult of his tabernacle? 3° Behold, he spreadeth out over it his light, and covereth 
up the roots of the sea. 3! For by means of them he judgeth nations, he giveth food in 
superfluity. 32 [His] hands he covereth with light; and he commandeth it to strike the 
one who striveth against him. 33 The noise of his storm telleth of it, yea, the cattle also, 
of the rising tempest. 


a7 


1 At this also my heart trembleth, and is moved upward out of its place. * Hear, O hear, 
the rattling of his thunder, and the storm's roar that goeth out of his mouth. 3 Under the 
whole heavens he letteth it loose, and his lightning over the ends of the earth. 4 Behind 
it roareth the thunder; he thundereth with his majestic voice; and he holdeth them not 
back when his voice is heard. 5 God thundereth with his marvelous voice: he doth great 
things, which we cannot comprehend. © For to the snow he saith, Be thou on the earth: 
likewise the pouring rain, and to the pouring rains of his strength. 7 He sealeth it on 
the hand of every man, that all men whom he hath made may know it. 8 Then retire 
the beasts into [their] dens, and rest in their lairs. 9 Out of [his] chamber cometh the 
whirlwind, and out of the north, the cold. 1° From the breathing of God ice is given, 
and the broad waters become solid. 11 Also with moisture he loadeth the cloud; [and] 
he scattereth the cloud of his lightning; 12 And it is turned round about by his guidance, 
to execute what he commandeth it upon the face of the world, the earth. 13 Whether it 
be as a chastising rod—if this be destined for his earth—or for kindness, doth he cause 
it to come. Give ear unto this, O Job: stand still, and consider well the wonders of 
God. 15 Dost thou know how God hath imposed [a law] on them, and [how] he hath 
caused the light of his cloud to shine? 1° Dost thou know aught about the balancings 
of the clouds, the wondrous works of him who is perfect in knowledge? 17 [Thou] who 
clothest thyself with warm garments, when He giveth the earth rest from the south 
wind? 18 Hast thou with him spread out the skies, which are strong even as a molten 
mirror? 19 Let us know what we shall say unto him: we cannot set aught in order [before 
him] because of darkness. 2° Can [all] be related of him, when I speak [ever so much]? or 
if a man talk [of him] even till he be swallowed up [in death]? 21 Yet now men see not the 
light which is bright in the skies, when the wind hath passed along, and purified them. 
22 The golden [light] that cometh out of the north: around God is terrible majesty. 23 The 
Almighty, whom we cannot find out, excellent in power, and in justice, and abounding 
in righteousness, will not afflict: 24 Therefore do men fear him; he respecteth not any 
that are wise of heart. 
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38 

1 Then did the Lord address Job out of the storm-wind, and said, 2 Who is this that 
casteth darkness [on my] counsel by words without knowledge? 3 Do but gird up like a 
mighty man thy loins: and I will ask thee, and do thou inform me. 4 Where wast thou 
when I laid the foundations of the earth? tell it, if thou hast any understanding [of it]. 
5 Who fixed her measurements, if thou knowest it? or who stretched the measuring- 
line over her? © Upon what are her foundation-pillars placed at rest? or who laid her 
corner-stone: 7 When altogether sang the morning stars in gladness, and shouted for 
joy all the sons of God? 8 And who closed up with doors the sea, when, issuing forth, it 
came out of the deep bosom of the earth? ° When I made the clouds its garment, and 
thick fog its swaddling-cloth, 1° And when! decreed for it my law, and set [for it] bars and 
doors, !! And said, Thus far mayest thou come, but no farther; and here shall be stayed 
[thy strength] in the pride of thy waves? 12 Didst thou ever, in all thy days, command 
the morning; didst thou ever assign the morning-dawn its place: 13 That it might lay 
hold of the ends of the earth, so that the wicked might be shaken out therefrom? 14 She 
is changed as the sealing-clay: and [all things] stand as though newly clad. 4 And from 
the wicked is their light withdrawn, and the high-raised arm is broken. !°Didst thou ever 
penetrate as far as the springs of the sea? or wander through the bottom of the deep? 
17 Were the gates of death ever laid open unto thee? or canst thou see the doors of the 
shadow of death? 18 Hast thou a clear understanding of the breadth of the earth? Tell 
it, if thou knowest it all. 19 Where is the way [to the spot where] the light dwelleth? and 
the darkness—where is its place, 2° That thou mightest take each to its boundary, and 
that thou mightest mark the pathways to its house? 2! Thou [surely] knowest it; because 
thou wast then born, and the number of thy days is great! 22 Didst thou ever enter into 


the treasuries of the snow? or canst thou see the treasuries of the hail, 23 Which I have 
reserved for the time of distress, for the day of fight and battle? 24 Where is the way 


[to the spot where] the light divideth itself, [where] the east wind is scattered over the 
earth? 25 Who hath divided off watercourses for the overflowing rain, and a way for 
the lightning [that is followed by] thunders, 2° To bring rain on a land, void of men; on 
a wilderness wherein no son of earth [is found]; 2” To satisfy waste and desolate lands; 
and to promote the growth of the tender grass? 28 Hath the rain a father? or who hath 
begotten the drops of the dew? 2? Out of whose womb cometh forth the ice? and the 
hoary frost of heaven—who giveth birth to it? 3° [When] like a stone the waters are 
congealed, and the face of the deep is bound in fetters? 31 Canst thou bind together 
the chains of the Pleiades, or loosen the bands of Orion? 32 Canst thou bring forth the 
constellations of the zodiac, each in its season? or canst thou guide the Bear with its 
young? 33 Knowest thou the laws of heaven? or dost thou appoint its rule on the earth? 
34 Canst thou lift up to the clouds thy voice, that the abundance of waters may cover 
thee? 35 Canst thou send out lightnings, that they may go, and say unto thee, Here are 
we? 36 Who hath put wisdom in the dark clouds? or who hath given understanding to 
the bright meteors? 37 Who ordaineth the skies with wisdom? or who emptieth out the 
bottles of heaven. 38 When the dust is poured out as molten metal, and the clods are 
made to cleave fast together? 39 Dost thou hunt for the lioness her prey? and suppliest 
thou the food for the young lions, 4° When they are couched in their lairs, rest in the 
thicket, lying in wait? 41 Who provideth for the raven his provision? when his young 
ones cry unto God, and wander about for lack of food? 


39 
1 Knowest thou the time when the chamois of the rock bring forth? or markest 
thou when the hinds do calve? 2 Numberest thou the months of gestation which they 
complete and knowest thou the time when they bring forth? 3 They bend themselves: 
they drop their young ones; throw off their pains. 4 Their little ones become strong; 
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they grow up in the open field; they go forth, and return not unto them. > Who sent out 
the wild ass free? or who loosened the bonds of the forest-ass? © To whom I assigned 
the wilderness as his house, and the salty land as his dwellings. 7 He laugheth at the 
noise of a town, and the shoutings of the driver he heareth not. § What he espieth on the 
mountains is his pasture, and after every green thing doth he search. ° Will the forest- 
ox be willing to serve thee, or will he stay over night at thy crib? 1° Canst thou bind 
the forest-ox with a rope [to labor] in the furrow? or will he harrow valleys, following 
after thee? 1 Wilt thou trust him, because his strength is great? and wilt thou leave 
to him thy labor? 12 Wilt thou confide in him, that he should bring home thy seed, and 
gather it into thy threshing-floor?— 13 The wing of the ostrich moveth joyfully: hath she 
the pinions and plumage of the careful stork? !4[No,] for she intrusteth her eggs to the 
earth, and letteth them be hatched out on the dust: 15 And she forgetteth that a foot may 
crush them, or that the beast of the field may stamp them down. 1° He hath made her 
callous against her young, as though they were not hers: her labor is in vain, [but she 
feeleth] no dread; 17 Because God hath denied her wisdom, and he hath not imparted 
to her understanding. !8 At the time she raiseth herself up on high, she laugheth at the 
horse and his rider. 19 Dost thou give the horse strength? dost thou clothe his neck 
with the rolling mane? 2° Canst thou make him jump like a locust? his majestic snort is 
terrible. 21 Men spy about in the valley, and he rejoiceth in his strength: he goeth forth 
to meet the armed array. 22 He laugheth at fear, and is not dismayed; and turneth not 
back from before the sword. 23 Over him rattle the quiver, the glittering spear and the 
lance. 24 With impatient noise and rage he holloweth [with his hoof] the ground, and 
keepeth not quiet when the cornet's voice [is heard]. 25 Midst the sound of the cornet 
he uttereth his joyful neigh; and from afar he perceiveth the battle, the loud call of the 
captains, and the battle-cry.— 2° Is it through thy understanding that the hawk flieth 
along, and spreadeth out his wings toward the south? 27 Or is it by your order that the 
eagle doth mount upward, and buildeth high up his nest? 28 On a rock he dwelleth, and 
spendeth his nights, on a rocky crag and mountain fastness. 2? From there he espieth 
his food, from afar can his eyes behold. 3° His young ones, also, sip up blood: and where 
the slain be, there is he. 


40 

1 And the Lord addressed Job, and said, 2 Will he that contendeth with the Almighty 
yet find fault? him that reproveth God answer this. 3 Then answered Job the Lord, and 
said, 4 Behold, I am too vile: what shall I answer thee? my hand do I place on my mouth. 
5 Once have I spoken; but I will not answer: yea, twice; but I will not repeat it again. 
6 Then answered the Lord unto Job out of the storm-wind, and said, 7 Do but gird up 
like a mighty man thy loins: I will ask thee, and do thou inform me. 8 Wilt thou indeed 
annul my decree? wilt thou condemn me, in order that thou mayest appear righteous? 
9 But if thou hast an arm like God, or if thou canst thunder loudly like him: 1° Then 
do deck thyself with excellence and greatness, and clothe thyself in majesty and glory. 
11 Scatter abroad the ragings of thy wrath, and look on every proud one, and humble 
him. 12 Look on every proud one, and bend him low; and tread down the wicked in their 
place. 13 Hide them in the dust altogether: bind up their faces in concealment. 14Then 
will I also myself praise thee, when thy own right hand hath helped thee. 45 Only behold 
Behemoth, which I made near thee: grass he eateth like the ox. 16 Only see, [how great] 
is his strength in his loins, and his force, in the muscles of his belly. 1” He stretcheth 
out his tail like a cedar: the sinews of his loins are closely wrapped together. 18 His 
bones are like pipes of brass: his frame is like bars of iron. 19 He is the first in rank of 
the works of God: he that made him can alone bring his sword near unto him. 2° But 
truly the mountains bear for him his food, and all the beasts of the field play there. 
21 Under shady trees he lieth down, in the covert of the reeds, and swamp. 22 Shady 
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trees cover him as his shadow: willows of the brook encompass him about. 23 Behold, a 
river sweepeth violently along, but he hasteneth not away: he remaineth quiet, though 
a Jordan rusheth up to his mouth. 24 Can one catch him before his eyes? pierce his nose 
by means of snares?— 


1(40:25) Canst thou draw out the crocodile with a fishhook? or cause his tongue to sink 
into the batted rope? 2 (40:26) Canst thou put a reed through his nose? or bore his jaw 
through with a thorn? 3 (40:27) Will he address many supplications unto thee? or will 
he speak submissively unto thee? 4 (40:28) Will he make a covenant with thee? that thou 
couldst take him as a servant for ever? > (40:29) Canst thou play with him as with a bird? 
and tie him up for thy maidens? © (40:30) Can companions waylay him? can they divide 
him among merchants? 7 (40:31) Canst thou fill his skin with barbed irons? and [pierce] 
with a fish-spear his head? 8 (40:32) Lay thy hand upon him; think of the battle: thou 
wilt never do it again. 9 (41:1) Behold, his expectation was deceived: even at his mere 
sight is he cast down. 1° (41:2) None is so daring that he would stir him up: and who is 
there that will stand up before me? " (41:3) Who hath shown me favor, that I should 
repay him! whatsoever is under the whole heaven is mine.— 12 (41:4) I will not conceal 
[the account of] his limbs, nor the relation of his might, nor the grace of his proportion. 
13 (41:5) Who hath ever laid open the front of his garment? or who can penetrate into 
his double row of teeth? 14 (41:6) Who hath opened the doors of his face? all round 
about his teeth abideth terror. 1 (41:7) What pride is there in [his] strong shields; he is 
locked up as with a close seal. 1¢ (41:8) One is joined to another; and no breath can come 
between them. 17 (41:9) They are fitted closely one to another: they are interlocked, 
that they cannot be severed. 18 (41:10) From his sneezing there beameth forth a light, 
and his eyes are like the eyelids of the morning-dawn. 19 (41:11) Out of his mouth issue 
burning torches, sparks of fire escape [therefrom]. 2° (41:12) Out of his nostrils cometh 
forth smoke, as out of a seething pot or caldron. 21 (41:13) His breath kindleth coals, and 
a flame cometh out of his mouth. 2? (41:14) In his neck abideth strength, and before him 
danceth terror joyfully. 23 (41:15) The flakes of his flesh are fitted closely together: they 
are as molten metal on him, immovable. 24 (41:16) His heart is firm like a stone: yea, as 
firm as the nether millstone. 25 (41:17) At his lifting himself up the mighty are terrified: 
the waves also are lessened. 26 (41:18) If one overtake him with the sword, it cannot hold; 
nor the spear, the dart, and armor. 27 (41:19) He esteemeth iron as straw, [and] brass as 
rotten wood. 28 (41:20) The child of the bow cannot make him flee: into stubble are 
slingstones changed unto him. 29 (41:21) Clubs are esteemed as stubble, and he laugheth 
at the whirring of the lance. 3° (41:22) Beneath him are sharp-pointed potsherds, he 
spreadeth out, [as it were, a] threshing-roller upon the mire. 31 (41:23) He causeth the 
deep to boil like a pot: he rendereth the sea like an apothecary's mixture. 32 (41:24) 
Behind him he causeth his pathway to shine, [so that] men esteem the deep to be hoary. 
33 (41:25) There is none upon earth that ruleth over him, who is made to be without 
dread. 34 (41:26) He looketh upon all that is high: he is the king over all the ravenous 
beasts. 


1 Then answered Job unto the Lord, and said, 2 I acknowledge that thou art able to do 
every thing, and that no deep plan of thine can be restrained. 3 Who is he that dareth 
to conceal [thy] counsel without knowledge? Truly I have spoken of what I understood 
not, of things too wonderful for me, which I knew not. 4 Oh do but hear [me], and I will 
indeed speak: I will ask of thee, and do thou inform me. 51 had only heard of thee by the 
hearing of the ear; but now my eye hath seen thee. © Therefore I reject [what I have said], 
and repent; because I am dust and ashes. 7 And it came to pass, after the Lord had spoken 
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these words unto Job, that the Lord said to Eliphaz the Themanite, My wrath is kindled 
against thee, and against thy two friends; because ye have not spoken of me properly, 
like my servant Job. 8 And now take unto yourselves seven bullocks and seven rams, 
and go to my servant Job, and offer up a burnt-offering in your behalf; and my servant 
Job shall pray for you; for him alone will I receive favorably, so as not to deal with you 
after your folly; because ye have not spoken of me properly, like my servant Job. Then 
went Eliphaz the Themanite and Bildad the Shuchite and Zophar the Na'amathite, and 
did in accordance with what the Lord had spoken to them: and the Lord received Job in 
favor. 1° And the Lord brought back the captivity of Job, when he prayed in behalf of his 
friends; and the Lord increased all that Job had had twofold. 11 And then came unto him 
all his brothers, and all his sisters, and all that had been of his acquaintance before, and 
ate bread with him in his house; and they condoled with him, and comforted him for all 
the evil that the Lord had brought upon him; and they gave him, every one, a kessitah, 
and every one an earring of gold. 12 And the Lord blessed the latter end of Job more 
than his beginning: and he had fourteen thousand sheep, and six thousand camels, and 
a thousand yoke of oxen, and a thousand she-asses. 13 He had also seven sons and three 
daughters. 4 And he called the name of the first Jemimah; and the name of the second, 
Keziah; and the name of the third, Keren-happuch. 15 And there were not found such 
handsome women as the daughters of Job in all the land; and their father gave them 
an inheritance among their brothers. 1° And Job lived after this one hundred and forty 
years: and he saw his sons, and his sons' sons, even four generations. !” Then died Job, 
being old and full of days. 
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The Lamentations of Jeremiah 


1 Oh how doth she sit solitary—the city that was full of people is become like a widow! 
she that was so great among the nations, the princess among the provinces, is become 
tributary! 2 She weepeth sorely in the night, and her tears are on her cheeks; she 
hath none to comfort her among all her lovers; all her friends have dealt treacherously 
toward her, they are become her enemies. 3 Exiled is Judah because of affliction, and 
because of the greatness of servitude she dwelleth indeed among the nations, she findeth 
no rest: all her pursuers have overtaken her between the narrow passes. “The ways 
to Zion are in mourning, because none come to the solemn feasts; all her gates are 
desolate; her priests sigh; her virgins moan, and she suffereth herself from bitter grief. 
5 Her adversaries are become chiefs, her enemies prosper; for the Lord hath caused 
her to grieve because of the multitude of her transgressions: her babes are gone into 
captivity before the adversary. © And there is gone forth from the daughter of Zion all 
her splendor: her princes are become like harts that have found no pasture, and they 
flee without strength before the pursuer. 7 Jerusalem remembereth in the days of her 
affliction and of her miseries all her magnificent things which have been in the days of 
old: when her people fell into the hand of the adversary, with none to help her, the 
adversaries looked at her, they laughed at the cessation [of her glory]. 8 A grievous 
sin did Jerusalem commit, therefore is she become a wanderer: all that honored her 
hold her in contempt, because they have seen her nakedness; she also sigheth, and 
turneth [ashamed] backward. ° [With] her uncleanness on her skirts, she thought not 
of her latter end: therefore is she come down wonderfully, without one to comfort her. 
Behold, O Lord, my affliction; for the enemy hath become great [above me]. !° His hand 
hath the adversary spread out over all her magnificent things; for she hath seen nations 
entering into her sanctuary, of whom thou didst command that they should not enter 
into thy congregation. "all her people sigh, they are seeking bread; they have given 
their precious things for food to refresh their soul: see, O Lord, and look, how I have 
been brought low. 12 “I adjure you, all that pass this way, behold, and see if there be 
any pain like unto my pain, which hath been inflicted on me, wherewith the Lord hath 
aggrieved me on the day of his fierce anger. 13 From on high hath he sent a fire into 
my bones, and breaketh [them] one by one: he hath spread a net for my feet, he hath 
caused me to return backward; he hath made me desolate, sick all the day. 14 Bound fast 
is the yoke of my transgressions by his hand,— they are wreathed, and come up upon my 
neck; he hath made my strength to stumble: the Lord hath given me up into the hands 
of [those against whom] I am not able to rise up. 1° The Lord hath trodden under foot all 
my mighty men in the midst of me; he hath called an assembly against me to crush my 
young men: a winepress hath the Lord trodden over the virgin, the daughter of Judah. 
16 For these things do I weep; my eye, my eye runneth down with water; because far from 
me is the comforter that should refresh my soul: my children are in misery, because the 
enemy hath prevailed.” 1” Zion spreadeth forth her hands, without one to comfort her; 
the Lord hath given a charge concerning Jacob to all his adversaries round about him: 
Jerusalem is become as an unclean woman among them. 18 “Righteous is the Lord; for 
against his orders have I rebelled: oh do hear, all ye people, and see my pain! my virgins 
and my young men are gone into captivity. 19I called for my lovers, but they deceived 
me: my priests and my elders perished in the city; for they sought food for themselves to 
refresh their soul. 2° See, O Lord! how I am in distress; my bowels are heated; my heart 
is turned round within me; because I have grievously rebelled: abroad bereaveth the 
sword, at home, like the pestilence. 21 They hear how greatly I sigh, [yet] there is none 
to comfort me; all my enemies have heard of my misfortune, they are glad that thou 
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hast done it: oh that thou wouldst bring the day which thou hast proclaimed [against 
me], that they may become like me. 2? Let all their wickedness come before thee, and do 
unto them as thou hast done unto me because of all my transgressions; for many are my 
sighs, and my heart is sick.” 


Z 

1 Oh how hath the Lord covered in his anger the daughter of Zion with a cloud; he 
hath cast down from heaven unto the earth the ornament of Israel; and he hath not 
remembered his footstool on the day of his anger! 2 The Lord hath destroyed and hath 
not pitied all the habitation of Jacob: he hath thrown down in his wrath the strong-holds 
of the daughter of Judah: he hath thrown them down to the ground; he hath defiled the 
kingdom and its princes. 3 He hath hewn away in his fierce anger the whole horn of 
Israel; he hath drawn back his right hand before the enemy; and he burnt against Jacob 
like a flaming fire, which devoureth round about. 4 He bent his bow like an enemy; he 
held out his right hand as an adversary, and slew all that were pleasant to the eye: in 
the tent of the daughter of Zion did he pour out like fire his fury. > The Lord became 
like an enemy; he destroyed Israel, he destroyed all her palaces, he ruined her strong- 
holds, and he increased in the midst of the daughter of Judah groaning and wailing. 
6 And he violently wasted, as if it were a garden, his tabernacle; he destroyed his place of 
assembly: [yea,] the Lord hath caused to be forgotten in Zion the solemn feast and the 
day of rest, and hath despised in the indignation of his anger both king and priest. 7 The 
Lord hath cast off his altar, he hath made void his sanctuary, he hath surrendered into 
the hand of the enemy the walls of her palaces: they have made their voice to resound in 
the house of the Lord, as on a day of a solemn feast. ® The Lord hath resolved to destroy 
the wall of the daughter of Zion; he stretched out the measuring-line, he withdrew not 
his hand from destroying: and he caused the rampart and the wall to mourn; together 
they languish. 9 Sunk into the ground are her gates, he hath ruined and broken her 
bars: her king and her princes are among the nations without any law; her prophets 
also obtain no more any vision from the Lord. 1° The elders of the daughter of Zion 
sit upon the ground, they keep silence: they have thrown dust upon their head; they 
have girt themselves with sackcloth: the virgins of Jerusalem have brought down low 
their head to the ground. !! My eyes do fail with tears, my bowels are heated, my liver 
is poured upon the earth because of the breach of the daughter of my people; because 
babes and sucklings faint away in the streets of the town. !2 To their mothers they say, 
Where is corn and wine? when they faint away like the deadly wounded in the streets of 
the city, when their soul is poured out on the bosom of their mother. 13 What shall I take 
to witness for thee? what shall I compare unto thee, O daughter of Jerusalem? what shall 
I find equal to thee, that I may comfort thee, O virgin daughter of Zion? for great like the 
sea is thy breach; who can bring healing to thee? 14 Thy prophets foresaw for thee vain 
and deceptive things; and they did not lay open thy iniquity, to cause thy backsliders to 
return: but they foresaw for thee prophecies of falsehood and seduction. 15 All that pass 
by [this] way clap their hands on account of thee; they hiss and shake their head over the 
daughter of Jerusalem: [saying,] Is this the city that men called The perfection of beauty. 
The joy for all the earth? 16 All thy enemies open wide their mouth against thee; they 
hiss and gnash their teeth; they say, We have swallowed her up: ah, truly this is the day 
that we hoped for; we have found, we have seen it. !” The Lord hath done what he had 
resolved; he hath accomplished his word which he had ordained already in the days of 
old; he hath thrown down, and hath not pitied; and he hath caused to rejoice over thee 
thy enemy, he hath raised on high the horn of thy adversaries. 18 Their heart crieth unto 
the Lord, O thou wall of the daughter of Zion, let tears run down like a stream day and 
night; allow thyself no rest; let not the apple of thy eye be still. 19 Arise, complain aloud 
in the night, in the beginning of the watches; pour out like water thy heart before the 
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face of the Lord: lift up toward him thy hands because of the life of thy babes, that faint 
away for hunger at the corner of all the streets. 2° See, O Lord, and behold! to whom 
hast thou ever done the like? Shall women, then, eat their own fruit, the babes they 
have tenderly nursed? or shall there be slain in the sanctuary of the Lord the priest and 
the prophet? 21 There lie down on the ground in the streets the lad and the ancient: my 
virgins and my young men are fallen by the sword: thou hast slain on the day of thy 
anger; thou hast slaughtered, thou hast not pitied. 22 Thou hast called, as it were on a 
festive day, my evil neighbors from round about; and there was not on the day of the 
Lord's anger one that escaped or remained: those that I had tenderly nursed and reared 
up my enemy brought to their end. 


17 am the man who hath seen affliction by the rod of his wrath. 2 Me hath he driven 
out, and led into darkness, but not into light. 3? Surely against me doth he turn again 
and again his hand all the day. 4 He hath caused my flesh and my skin to wear out, he 
hath broken my bones. ° He hath built around me, and encompassed me with poison 
and hardship. © In dark places hath he set me to dwell, like the dead of olden times. 
7He hath placed a fence round about me, that I cannot get out; he hath made heavy my 
chain. 8 Also when I cry aloud and make entreaty, he shutteth out my prayer. 9 He hath 
fenced up my ways with hewn stone, my paths hath he made crooked. 1° A bear lying in 
wait is he to me, a lion in secret places. 11 On my ways hath he placed thorns, and torn 
me in pieces: he hath made me desolate. 12 He hath bent his bow, and placed me as a 
mark for the arrow. !3 He hath caused to enter into my reins the children of his quiver. 
141 am become a laughing-stock to all my people, their [jeering] song all the day. 15 He 
hath sated me with bitter things, he hath made me drunken with wormwood. !¢ He hath 
also broken my teeth with gravel-stones, he hath covered me with ashes. !” And my soul 
hath given up all thoughts of peace: I forget happiness. 18 And I said, Lost is my strength, 
my expectation also from the Lord. 19 Remembering my affliction and [the cause of] my 
complaint, wormwood and poison. 2? Remembering [this] continually my soul is bowed 
down deeply within me. #! [Yet] this answer will I give to my heart: therefore will I wait 
[in confidence]. 2? It is through the Lord's kindness that we are not consumed, because 
his mercies have no end; 23 They are new every morning: great is thy faithfulness. 24 The 
Lord is my portion, saith my soul, therefore will I wait for him. 2° The Lord is good unto 
those that hope in him, to the soul that seeketh him. 2° It is good that one should wait 
and this in silence for the salvation of the Lord. 27 It is good for a man that he bear the 
yoke in his youth; 28 That he sit in solitude and be silent; because He hath laid it upon 
him; 2? That he put his mouth in the dust; perhaps there still is hope; 3° That he offer 
his cheek to him that smiteth him; that he be satisfied with reproach. 31 For the Lord 
will not cast off for ever; 32 But though he have caused grief, yet will he have mercy 
according to the abundance of his kindnesses. 3° For he doth not afflict of his own will, 
and aggrieve the children of men. 34To crush under his feet all the prisoners of the earth, 
35 To pervert the justice [due to man] before the face of the Most High. 3° To subvert a 
man in his contest—should the Lord not see this? 37 Who is he that saith aught, and 
it cometh to pass, when the Lord hath not ordained it? 38 Do not out of the mouth of 
the Most High come both the evil things and the good? 3° Wherefore should a living 
man complain? let every man complain because of his sins. 4° Let us search through 
and investigate our ways, and let us return to the Lord. 4! Let us lift up our heart with 
our hands unto God in the heavens. 42 We have indeed transgressed and rebelled: thou 
hast truly not pardoned. 43 Thou hast covered [us] with thy anger, and made pursuit 
after us: thou hast slain, thou hast not pitied. 44 Thou hast covered thyself with a cloud, 
that no prayer should pass through. #5 As something loathsome and rejected hast thou 
rendered us in the midst of the people. 4° Wide have all our enemies opened against us 
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their mouth. 47 Terror and a snare are come upon us, [with] desolation and breaches. 
48 With streams of water runneth my eye down, because of the breach of the daughter of 
my people. 49 My eye trickleth down, and resteth not, without any intermission, °° Till 
the Lord look down, and behold from heaven. >! My eye affecteth my soul because of all 
the daughters of my city. 52 Those who are my enemies, without a cause, have chased 
me about like a bird. °? They have shut up in the dungeon my life, and have cast stones 
upon me. *4 Waters streamed over my head: I said, I am cut off. 551 called on thy name, O 
Lord, out of the dungeon of the lowest depth. 5° Thou didst hear my voice: hide not thy 
ear to give me enlargement at my cry. °” Thou wast ever near on the day that I called on 
thee: thou saidst, Fear not. 5® Thou didst plead, O Lord, the causes of my soul: thou didst 
[before this] redeem my life. 5? Thou hast [now] seen, O Lord, the wrong I suffer: judge 
thou my cause. © Thou hast seen all their vengeance, all their plans against me. ®! Thou 
hast heard their reviling, O Lord, all their plans against me, © The speeches of these that 
rise up against me, and their device against me all the day. © Oh look upon their sitting 
down, and their rising up: I am their [jeering] song. 6! Render unto them a recompense, 
O Lord, according to the work of their hands. © Give them confusion of heart, thy curse 
he upon them. © Pursue them in anger and destroy from under the heavens of the Lord. 


4 


1 Oh how is the gold become dim! how is the most fine gold changed! how are the 
stones of the sanctuary poured out at the corners of every street. 2 The precious sons 
of Zion, valued equal to pure gold, how are they now esteemed as earthen pitchers, the 
work of the hands of the potter! 3 Even wild beasts offer the breast, they give suck to 
their young ones: the daughter of my people is become cruel, like the ostriches in the 
wilderness. 4 The tongue of the suckling cleaveth to its palate by reason of thirst: babes 
ask for bread, there is not one to break it for them. > Those that used to eat dainty food 
are desolate in the streets: they that were reared up on scarlet now embrace dunghills. 
6 For greater is the iniquity of the daughter of my people than the sin of Sodom, that was 


overthrown as it were ina moment, and no human hands were laid on her. 7 Her crowned 
princes were purer than snow, they were whiter than milk, they were more brilliant in 


body than pearls, more than the sapphire, their countenance: 8 Darker than black is 
now their visage; they are not to be recognized in the streets: their skin is shriveled fast 
upon their bones; it is dry, it is become like wood. 9 Happier are those slain by the sword 
than those slain by hunger; for those poured forth their blood, being pierced through, — 
[these perished] without the fruits of the field. 1° The hands of merciful women cooked 
their own children: they became food unto them in the downfall of the daughter of 
my people. !! The Lord hath let loose all his fury: he hath poured out the fierceness 
of his anger: and he hath kindled a fire in Zion, which hath devoured her foundations. 
12 The kings of the earth, and all the inhabitants of the world, would not believe that an 
adversary or an enemy could ever enter within the gates of Jerusalem. 13 [But it hath 
happened] because of the sins of her prophets, the iniquities of her priests, that had 
shed in the midst of her the blood of the righteous. 14 They wandered about blindly in 
the streets, they became defiled with blood; so that men were not able to touch their 
garments. 15 Depart, ye unclean, they called out unto them: depart, depart, touch not. 
So they flee away and also wander about: men say among the nations, They shall no 
more sojourn there. 16 The anger of the Lord hath divided them; he will no more look at 
them: the faces of the priests they respected not, and the elders they spared not. 17 Even 
now our eyes anxiously wait for our valueless help: in our waiting have we waited for a 
nation that cannot help. 18 They hunt our steps, that we cannot walk in our streets: our 
end is near, our days are full: for our end is come. 19 Swifter were our pursuers than the 
eagles of heaven: upon the mountains did they hotly follow us: in the wilderness did 
they lie in wait for us. 2° The breath of our nostrils, the anointed of the Lord, was caught 
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in their pits, he, of whom we said, Under his shadow shall we live among the nations. 
21 Be glad and rejoice, O daughter of Edom, that dwellest in the land of 'Uz: also unto 
thee shall the cup pass; thou wilt be drunken, and make thyself naked. 22 Brought to an 
end is thy iniquity, O daughter of Zion; He will no more carry thee away into exile: He 
visiteth thy iniquity, O daughter of Edom; He layeth open thy sins. 


1 Remember, O Lord, what hath occurred to us, look down, and behold our disgrace. 
2 Our inheritance is turned over to strangers, our houses to aliens. 3 Orphans are we 
become, and [we are] without a father, our mothers are like widows. 4 Our water have 
we drunk for money: our wood cometh to us for a purchase price. 5 Up to our necks are 
we pursued: we are fatigued, and no rest is allowed us. © To Egypt do we stretch out our 
hand, to Asshur, to be satisfied with bread. 7 Our fathers have sinned, and are no more; 
but we have indeed to bear their iniquities. ® Servants rule over us: no one delivereth 
us out of their hand. ° At the peril of our life must we bring home our bread, because 
of the sword of the wilderness. 1° Our skin gloweth like an oven, because of the heat of 
famine. 11 Women have they ravished in Zion, virgins, in the cities of Judah. 12 Princes 
were hanged up by their hand: the faces of elders were not honored. 13 Young men they 
bore to the mill, and boys stumbled under the wood. !4 The elders have ceased from the 
gate, young men, from their singing. 15 Ceased hath the joy of our heart: our dance is 
changed into mourning. ¢Fallen is the crown of our head: woe to us, for we have sinned. 
17 Because of this is our heart made sick; for these things are our eyes dimmed; 18 Because 
of the mount of Zion which is wasted, foxes walk about on it. 190 thou, Lord, wilt truly 
abide for ever, thy throne existeth throughout all generations. 2° Wherefore wilt thou 
forget us for ever! wilt thou forsake us for so long a time? 21 Cause us to return, O Lord, 
unto thee, and we will return: renew our days as of old. 22 For wouldst thou entirely 
reject us, be wroth with us to the uttermost? 
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Ecclesiastes or, the Preacher 


1 The words of Koheleth, the son of David, the king in Jerusalem. 2 Vanity of vanities, 
saith Koheleth, vanity of vanities: all is vanity. 3 What profit hath a man of all his toil 
which he toil-eth under the sun? 4 One generation passeth away, and another generation 
cometh; but the earth endureth for ever. 5 The sun also riseth, and the sun goeth down, 
and striving to reach his place he riseth again there. © Going toward the south, and 
turning round toward the north, the wind moveth round about continually; and around 
its circles doth the wind return again. ” All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is never 
full: unto the place whither the rivers go, thither will they continue to go. All things 
weary themselves [constantly]; man can not utter them: the eye is never satisfied with 
seeing, nor the ear filled with hearing. ? That which hath been, is the same which will be; 
and that which hath been done, is the same which will be done; and there is nothing new 
under the sun. !°If there be any thing whereof it is said, See, this is new: It hath already 
been in olden times which were before us. 11 [Only] there is no recollection of former 
[generations]; and also of the later ones, that are to be—of these [likewise] there will 
be no recollection with those that will be still later. 121 Koheleth was king over Israel in 
Jerusalem. 13 And I directed my heart to inquire and to search out by wisdom concerning 
all that is done under the heavens: this is an evil employment which God hath given to 
the sons of man to busy themselves therewith. !4I saw all the deeds that are done under 
the sun: and, behold, all is vanity and a torture of the spirit. 15 What is crooked cannot 
be made straight; and that which is defective cannot be numbered. 1¢1 spoke with my 
own heart, saying, Lo, I have truly obtained greater and more wisdom than all those 
who have been before me over Jerusalem: yea, my heart had seen much wisdom and 
knowledge. 17 And I directed my heart to know wisdom, and to know madness and folly; 
[but] I have perceived that this also is a torture of the spirit. 18 For where there is much 
wisdom there is much vexation: and he that increaseth knowledge increaseth pain. 


1 Come, then, I said in my heart, I will have a taste of joy, and thou shalt see what is 
good; but, behold, this also was vanity. 2 Of laughter I said, It maketh one mad: and of 
joy, What doth this do? 31 resolved in my heart to indulge my body with wine, while my 
heart guideth itself with wisdom; and to lay fast hold on folly, till 1 might see what it is 
that is good for the sons of men, which they should do under the heavens during the 
number of the days of their life. 41 made great works: I built myself houses; I planted 
myself vineyards; 5 I made myself gardens and orchards, and I planted therein trees of 
all kinds of fruit; ©I made myself pools of water, to water therewith the forest overgrown 
with trees; 7 I bought men-servants and maid-servants, and I had likewise those born in 
my house; I had also great possessions of cattle and flocks above all that had been before 
me in Jerusalem. 81 gathered unto myself also silver and gold, and the choice treasures 
of kings and of the provinces: I procured myself male singers and female singers, and 
the delights of the sons of men, wagons and chariots. 9 So was I great, and obtained 
more than all that had been before me in Jerusalem: also my wisdom remained with me. 
10 And whatsoever my eyes desired I refused them not; I withheld not my heart from any 
joy; for my heart was rejoiced with all my toil, and this was my portion of all my toil. 
11 But when I turned myself [to look] on all my works that my hands had wrought, and 
on the toil that I had toiled to accomplish: then, behold, all was vanity and a torture of 
the spirit, and there was no profit under the sun. 12 And then I turned myself to behold 
wisdom, and madness, and folly; for what [can] the man [do] that cometh after the king? 
[only] that which [others] have done already. 13 But I saw indeed that wisdom hath the 
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advantage over folly, as great as the advantage of light over darkness. 14 The wise man 
hath his eyes in his head, while the fool walketh in darkness; but I myself perceived then 
also that one occurrence will befall all of them. 15 Then said 1 in my heart, The same that 
befalleth the fool will also befall even me: and why have I then been wiser? Then spoke 
lin my heart, that this is also vanity. 1° For there is no recollection of the wise any more 
than of the fool for ever: seeing that which hath long ago been will, in the days that are 
coming, all be forgotten. And how doth the wise die equally with the fool! 1” Therefore 
I hated life; because I felt displeased with the work that is wrought under the sun; for 
all is vanity and a torture of the spirit. 18 Yea, I hated also all my toil with which I had 


toiled under the sun; because I should have to leave it unto the man that will be after me. 
19 And who knoweth, whether he will be a wise man or a fool? yet will he have full sway 


over all my toil wherein I have toiled, and wherein I have shown myself wise under the 
sun. Also this is vanity. 2° Therefore I turned about to cause my heart to give up thinking 
of all the toil wherewith I had toiled under the sun. 2! For there is many a man whose 
toil is in wisdom, and in knowledge, and with energy; yet to a man that hath not toiled 
therefore must he give it as his portion. Also this is vanity and a great evil. 22 For what 
doth a man obtain of all his toil, and of the torture of his heart, wherewith he toileth 
under the sun? 23 For all his days are full of pains, and vexation is [mingled with] his 
employment: yea, even in the night his heart taketh not rest. Also this is vanity. 24 It 
is not a good thing [inherent] in man that he should eat and drink, and that he should 
make his soul enjoy happiness for his toil. Also this have I seen, that it cometh out of 
the hand of God. 25 For who can well eat, or who can enjoy earthly things more than I? 
26 For to a man who is good in his presence [God] giveth wisdom, and knowledge, and 
joy; but to the sinner he giveth employment, to gather up and to bring together, that he 
may give it to him that is good before God. Also this is vanity and a torture of the spirit. 


3 


1 For every thing there is a season; and a [proper] time is for every pursuit under the 
heavens. 2 [There is] a time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time 
to pluck up what hath been planted; 3 A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to break 
down, and a time to build up; 4 A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, 
and a time to dance; 5 A time to throw away stones, and a time to gather up stones; a 
time to embrace, and a time to be far from embracing; © A time to seek, and a time to 
let things be lost; a time to keep, and a time to throw away; A time to rend, and a time 
to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; ® A time to love, and a time to hate; 
a time of war, and a time of peace. ? What profit hath [now] he that worketh in that 
wherein he toileth? 1°I have seen the employment, which God hath given to the sons of 
men to busy themselves therewith. 1! Every thing hath he made beautiful in its [proper] 
time: he hath also placed the eternity in their heart, without a man's being able to find 
out the work that God hath made from the beginning to the end. 121 know that there 
is nothing good [inherent] in them, but for every one to rejoice and to do what is good 
during [all] his life. 1° For also that every man should eat and drink, and enjoy what is 
good for all his toil, is likewise a gift of God. 41 know that whatsoever God doth, that will 
be for ever; to it nothing can be added, and from it there is nothing to be diminished: 
and God hath so made it, that men should be afraid of him. 15 That which hath been 
hath long since appeared [again]; and what is to be hath already been; and God seeketh 
[again] that which is sped away. 1° And moreover I have seen under the sun, [that in] 
the place of justice, even there was wickedness; and [that in] the place of righteousness, 
even there was wickedness. !71 said in my heart, God will judge the righteous and the 
wicked; for there is a time for every pursuit; and on account of every deed there [will 
he judge]. 181 said in my heart concerning the speaking of the sons of men, that God 
might make it clear to them, and that they might see that they by themselves are but 
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beasts. 19 For that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; even the same thing 
befalleth them; as the one dieth, so dieth the other; yea, they have all one kind of spirit: 
so that the preeminence of man above the beast is nought; for all is vanity. 2° Every thing 
goeth unto one place: every thing came from the dust, and every thing returneth to the 
dust. 21 Who knoweth the spirit of the sons of man that ascendeth upward, and the spirit 
of the beast that descendeth downward to the earth? 2? And so did I perceive that there 
is nothing better, than that a man should rejoice in his own works; for that is his portion; 
for who can bring him to look with pleasure on what will be after him? 


1 AndI turned about, and beheld all the oppressed that are made so under the sun: and, 
behold, there are the tears of the oppressed, and they have no comforter; and from the 
hand of their oppressors they suffer violence; and they have no comforter. ? Thereupon 
praised I the dead that are already dead, more than the living who are still alive; 3 And 
as happier than both of them, him who hath not yet come into being, who hath not 
seen the evil-doing that is done under the sun.— 4 Again, I beheld all the toil, and all 
the energy in doing, that it is [from] the envy of one man of his neighbor. Also this is 
vanity and a torture of the spirit. > The fool foldeth his hands together, and eateth his 
own flesh. © Better is a handful of quiet, than both the hands full of toil and torture of 
spirit. 7 Then I turned about, and I saw a vanity under the sun. 8 There is one alone, and 
he hath not a companion; yea, he hath neither son nor brother: yet is there no end to all 
his toil; his eye also is not satisfied with riches. Yet for whom do I toil, and deprive my 
soul of good? Also this is vanity, yea, it is a bad employment. ? Two are better than one; 
because they will have a good reward for their toil. 1° For if they fall, the one will lift up 
his fellow; but woe to the single one that falleth; for he hath no companion to lift him up. 
11 Also, if two lie together, then will they become warm; but how can one person alone 
become warm? 12 And if a man could overpower him, the single one, two would stand up 
against him: and a threefold cord cannot quickly be torn asunder. 13 Better is a poor and 
a wise youth than an old and foolish king, who knoweth not how to be admonished any 
more. !4For out of the prison cometh the one to reign: whereas also in his kingdom the 
other becometh poor. 151 have seen all the living who walk under the sun, being with 
the second child that is to stand up in his stead. 16 There was no end to all the people, 
[belonging] to all that have been before them: they also that come after will not rejoice 
in him. Surely this also is vanity and a torture of the spirit.— 


1 (4:17) Watch thy foot when thou goest to the house of God, and be near to hearken 
[to his will], more than to give the sacrifice of fools; for they consider not that they 
do evil [to themselves]. 2 (5:1) Suffer not thy mouth to be rash, and let thy heart not 
be hasty to utter any word before God; for God is in the heavens, and thou art upon 
the earth: therefore let thy words be few. 3 (5:2) For a dream cometh through being 
much employed [with something], and the voice of a fool cometh with a multitude of 
words. 4 (5:3) When thou makest a vow unto God, do not delay to pay it; for he hath no 
pleasure in such fools: that which thou hast vowed must thou pay. 5 (5:4) It is better that 
thou shouldst not vow, than that thou shouldst vow and not pay. ° (5:5) Suffer not thy 
mouth to cause thy body to sin; and say thou not before the messenger, that it was an 
error: wherefore should God be angry because of thy voice, and destroy the work of thy 
hands? 7 (5:6) For in the multitude of dreams and vanities there are also many words; 
but rather fear thou God. 8 (5:7) If thou see the oppression of the poor, and violence 
done to justice and righteousness in a province, do not feel astounded at the matter; for 
one that is high watcheth over the high; and over them, the highest Power. 9? (5:8) But 
the advantage of a land in all things is, a king who is subject to the country. 1° (5:9) He 
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that loveth money will never be satisfied with money; nor he that loveth abundance, 
with any increase. Also this is vanity. 11 (5:10) When prosperity increaseth, those that 
consume it [likewise] increase: and what advantage is there to its owner, saving to see 
[it] with his eyes? 12 (5:11) Sweet is the sleep of the laboring man, whether he eat little 
or much; but the overabundance of the rich will not suffer him to sleep. 13 (5:12) There 
is a sore evil which I have seen under the sun, [namely,] riches reserved for their owner 
to his own hurt. 14 (5:13) And these riches are lost through an unfortunate event; and he 
begetteth a son, and hath not the least in his hand: 15 (5:14) As he came forth out of his 
mother's womb, naked will he return to go as he came; and not the least will he carry 
off for his toil, which he might take away with him. 1° (5:15) And also this is a sore evil, 
that in all points as he came, so must he go: and what profit hath he that hath toiled 
for the wind? 17 (5:16) All his days also had he to eat in darkness, and hath had much 
vexation and wrath with his sickness. 18 (5:17) Behold, what I have truly seen as a good 
thing, that it is fitting to eat and to drink, and to enjoy the good of all one's toil that he 
taketh under the sun the number of the days of his life, which God hath given him; for 
this is his portion. 19 (5:18) Also every man to whom God hath given riches and property, 
and hath given him power to eat thereof, and to take his portion, and to rejoice in his 
toil— this is the gift of God. 2° (5:19) Let him then remember, that the days of his life are 
not many, that God hath answered him with the joy of his heart. 


1 There is an evil which I have seen under the sun, and it is great on men: 2 [There 
is many] a man to whom God hath given riches, property, and honor, and nothing is 
wanting for his soul of all that he longeth for: yet God empowereth him not to eat 
thereof, but a stranger will consume it. This is vanity, and it is an evil disease. >If a 
man were to beget a hundred children, and live many years, so that the days of his years 
were many, and his soul were not satisfied with what is good, and he have not had even 
a burial: then do I say, that an untimely birth is better than he. 4 For in vanity it came, 
and in darkness it departeth, and with darkness will its name be covered. 5 Moreover it 
never saw the sun, and knew nothing: this hath more rest than the other. © Yea, though 
he were to live a thousand years twice told, and had not seen any good— doth not every 
one go to one place? 7 All the toil of a man is for his mouth; and yet is his desire never 
filled. 8 For what hath the wise more than the fool? what hath the poor, that knoweth 
to walk [properly] before the living? ° Better is what one seeth with the eyes than the 
wandering of the desire. Also this is vanity and a torture of the spirit. 1° That which hath 
been is already called by its name, and it is known that he is a man: and he is not able 
to contend with him that is mightier than he. 11 For there are many things that increase 
vanity: what advantage [cometh thence] for man? 12 For who knoweth what is good for 
man in this life, the number of the days of his vain life, that he should spend them as a 
shadow? for who can tell a man what will be after him under the sun? 


7 

1 A good name is better than precious oil, and the day of death, better than the day 
of one's birth. 2 It is better to go to the house of mourning than to go to the house of 
feasting; inasmuch as that is the end of all men: and let the living lay it to his heart. 
3 Better is vexation than laughing; for through the sadness of the countenance the heart 
is made better. 4 The heart of the wise is in the house of mourning; but the heart of 
fools is in the house of joy. It is better to hear the rebuke of the wise, than that a man 
should hear the song of fools. © For as the crackling of thorns under a pot, so is the 
laughter of the fool. Also this is vanity. 7 For [exercising] oppression maketh a wise man 
mad; and bribery corrupteth the heart. 8 Better is the end of a thing than the beginning 
thereof: better is the patient in spirit than the proud in spirit. 9 Be not rash in thy spirit 
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to be angry; for anger resteth in bosom of fools. 1° Thou must not say, How was it that 
the former days were better than these? for it is not out of wisdom that thou askest 
concerning this. 11 Wisdom is better than an inheritance, yea, preferable for those that 
see the sun; 12 For under the shadow of wisdom [a man is equally well as] under the 
shadow of money; but the superior excellency of knowledge is, that wisdom giveth life 
to him that possesseth it. 13 Consider [then] the work of God; for who can make straight 
what he hath made crooked? ! On the day of prosperity be happy, but on the day of 
adversity look on: also this hath God made in equal measure with the other, to the end 
that man should not find the least to censure him. 15 All things have I seen in the days of 
my vanity: there is many a righteous man that perisheth in his righteousness, and there 
is many a wicked man that liveth long in his wickedness.— 1° Be not righteous over much; 
neither show thyself over wise: why wouldst thou destroy thyself? 1” Be not wicked over 
much, and be no fool: why wouldst thou die before thy time? 18 It is good that thou 
shouldst take hold of that, and that also from this thou withdraw not thy hand; for he 
that feareth God will come forth out of them all. !° Wisdom giveth more strength to the 
wise than ten rulers which were in the city. 2° For no man is so righteous upon earth, 
that he should do always good, and never sin.— 2! Also take no heed unto all the words 
that are spoken: lest thou hear thy servant cursing thee. 22 For oftentimes also doth thy 
own heart know that thou thyself likewise hast cursed others.— 23 All this have I proved 
by wisdom: I said, I will be wise; but it was far from me. 24 Far is what formerly was so, 
and what was deep remaineth deep: who can find it out? 25 Then I turned myself about 
together with my heart to know, and to search, and to seek out wisdom, and experience, 
and to know the wickedness of folly, and the foolishness of madness. 2° And I find as 


more bitter than death the woman, whose heart is snares and nets, and whose hands 
are bonds: he that is deemed good before God will escape from her; but the sinner will 


be caught by her. 27 Behold, this have I found, saith Koheleth, [adding] one to the other, 
to find experience, 28 What my soul constantly sought, but I found it not; one man among 
a thousand did I find; but a woman among all these did I not find. 29 Lo, this only did I 
find, that God hath made man upright; but they have sought for many [sinful] devices. 


8 


1 Who is like the wise? and who knoweth [as well] the explanation of a thing? a man's 
wisdom enlighteneth his face, and the boldness of his face will be lessened. 21 [counsel 
thee], Keep the king's command, and that which regardeth the oath [to him taken] by 
God. 3Be not hasty to go out of his presence; engage not in an evil thing; for whatsoever 
pleaseth him, can he do; 4 Because the word of a king is powerful; and who may say unto 
him, What doest thou?— > Whoso keepeth the commandment will experience no evil 
thing: and a wise man's heart knoweth both time and the just consequence. © Because 
for every pursuit there is a time and a just consequence; for the evil of man [resteth] 
heavily upon him. 7 For he knoweth not that which will be; for who can tell him how it 
will be? 8No man hath control over the spirit to detain the spirit; and there is no control 
over the day of death; and there is no representation in that war; and wickedness will 
not deliver those that practise it. ° All this have I seen, and directed my heart unto every 


work that is done under the sun: there is a time when one man ruleth over another to 
his own injury. 1° Then also did I see the wicked buried, who had gone to their rest; but 


those who had acted correctly had to go away from the holy place, and were forgotten in 
the city. Also this is vanity. ! Because the punishment against evil deeds is not executed 
speedily, therefore is the heart of the sons of men filled up in them to do evil. !2 But let a 
sinner do evil a hundred times, and [God] withhold long his punishment from him; still 
do I truly know for certain that it will be well with those that fear God, because they 


are afraid of him; 13 And that it will not be well with the wicked, and that he will not 
endure many days, like the shadow; because he is not afraid of God. 14 There is a vanity 
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which is done upon the earth, that there are righteous men, unto whom it happeneth 
in accordance with the deeds of the wicked; again, there are wicked men, to whom it 
happeneth in accordance with the deeds of the righteous. I said that this also is vanity. 
15 Therefore do I praise joyfulness, that there is nothing better for man under the sun, 
than to eat, and to drink, and to be joyful; for this will adhere to him in his toil, during 
the days of his life which God hath given him under the sun.— 16 When I applied my 
heart to know wisdom, and to see the employment that is done upon the earth, how 
even neither by day nor by night sleep is seen in the eyes of some men: !7 Then did I see 
[in] the whole work of God, that a man is not able to find out the work that is done under 
the sun; inasmuch as though a man were to toil to seek for it, he would yet not find it; 
and even if the wise were to think to know it, he would yet not be able to find it. 


9 
1 For all this did I reflect over in my heart and to explain all this, that the righteous, 
and the wise, and their services, are in the hand of God: that man knoweth neither love 
nor hatred; it is all [ordained] before them; 2 Every thing as it is to happen to all; there is 
but one occurrence for the righteous, and for the wicked; for the good and for the clean, 


and for the unclean; and for him that sacrificeth, and for him that sacrificeth not; as is 
the good, so is the sinner; he that sweareth, as he that feareth an oath. 3 This is an evil 


among all things that are done under the sun, that there is one occurrence for all, and 


that also the heart of the sons of men is full of evil, and that madness is in their heart 
while they live, and after this they go to the dead. 4 For whoever is yet united with all the 


living hath still hope; for a living dog fareth better than a dead lion. For the living know 
that they will die; but the dead know not the least; nor have they longer any reward; for 
their memory is forgotten. © Also their love, and their hatred, and their envy, are now 
already lost; and they will have never more a portion in all that is done under the sun. 
7 Go, eat with joy thy bread, and drink with a merry heart thy wine, if God have already 
received thy works in favor. ® At all times let thy garments be white, and let oil not be 
wanting on thy head. ? Enjoy life with the wife whom thou lovest all the days of the life 
of thy vanity, which God hath given thee under the sun, [yea,] all the days of thy vanity; 
for this is thy portion in this life, and in thy toil with which thou toilest under the sun. 
10 Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do with thy might, that do; for there is no work, nor 
experience, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in the nether world, whither thou goest.— 111 


turned about, and saw under the sun, that the race is not to the swift, nor the battle 
to the mighty; and that also the wise have no bread, nor yet the men of understanding 


riches, nor yet men of knowledge favor; but time and fate will overtake them all. 12 For 
man also knoweth not his time, like the fishes that are caught in an evil net, and like the 
birds that are caught in the snare: like these are the sons of men ensnared at an evil time, 
when it falleth upon them suddenly. 13 Also in this manner have I seen wisdom under 
the sun, and it seemed great unto me: !4There was a little city, and the men therein were 
few; and there came against it a great king, who enclosed it, and built around it great 
works of siege; 15 But there was found in it a poor wise man, and he delivered the city by 
his wisdom; yet no man had thought of that same poor man. 1¢ Then said I, Wisdom is 
better than might: although the poor man's wisdom is held in contempt, and his words 
are not heard. 17 The words of wise men heard in quiet are better than the cry of him 
that ruleth among fools. 18 Wisdom is better than weapons of war; but one sinner causes 
much good to be lost. 


1 Dead flies cause the precious oil of the apothecary to become stinking and foaming; 
so doth a little folly him that is valued for wisdom and honor. ? The heart of a wise man 
is at his right hand; but the heart of a fool is at his left. 3 Yea also, on whatever way the 
fool walketh, doth he lack proper sense, and he saith to all that he is a fool. 4If the spirit 
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of the ruler rise up against thee, leave not thy place; for submissiveness causeth great 


offences to be avoided. 5 There is an evil which I have seen under the sun, like an error 
which proceedeth from the ruler: ¢ Folly is set in great high places, and the rich sit in 


lowness. 71 have seen servants on horses, and princes walking like servants upon the 
ground.— ® He that diggeth a pit will fall into it; and him who breaketh down a fence—a 
serpent will bite him. 9 Whoso removeth stones will be hurt through them; and he that 
cleaveth wood will be endangered thereby. 1° If the iron be blunt, and man do not whet 
the edge, then must he exert more strength; but the advantage of making it properly 
sharp is wisdom. 11 If the serpent do bite because no one uttered a charm, then hath 
the man that can use his tongue [in charming] no preference.— 12 The words of a wise 
man's mouth [bring] grace; but the lips of a fool will destroy himself. 13 The beginning of 
the words of his mouth is foolishness; and the last that cometh out of his mouth is evil- 
bringing madness. !4 The fool also multiplieth words; [but] a man cannot know what is 
to be; and what is to be after him, who can tell him? 15 The toil of the foolish will weary 
every one of them, because he knoweth not how to go to the city.— 16 Woe to thee, O 
land, when thy king is lowminded, and when thy princes eat in the morning! 17 Happy 
art thou, O land, when thy king is noble-spirited, and thy princes eat in proper time, for 
strengthening, and not for gluttony!— 18 Through slothful hands the rafters will sink; 
and through idleness of the hands the house will become leaky. 19 For gay pleasure they 
prepare a feast, and wine is to make the living joyful; but money procureth all things. 
20 Even in thy thought thou must not curse a king; and in thy bed-chambers do not curse 
the rich; for a bird of the air can carry the sound, and that which hath wings can tell the 
word. 


1 Cast thy bread upon the face of the waters; for after many days wilt thou find it 
again. 2 Give a portion to seven, and also to eight: for thou knowest not what evil may 
come upon the earth.— 3 If the clouds be full of rain, they will empty it out upon the 
earth; and if the tree fall toward the south, or toward the north, on the place where the 


tree falleth, there will it remain. 4 He that watcheth the wind will not sow; and he that 
gazeth on the clouds will not reap. > As thou knowest not which is the way of the wind, 


as little as what is enclosed in the womb of her that is with child: even so thou canst 
not know the works of God who maketh all. © In the morning sow thy seed, and in the 


evening let not thy hand rest; for thou knowest not which will succeed, whether this or 
that, or whether both of them will be alike good. 7 Truly the light is sweet, and it is a 
pleasant thing for the eyes to see the sun; ® For if a man live [even] many years, let him 
rejoice in them all; and let him remember the days of darkness; for they will be many; all 
that cometh is vanity. 9 Rejoice, O young man, in thy childhood; and let thy heart cheer 
thee in the days of thy youthful vigor, and walk firmly in the ways of thy heart, and in 
[the direction which] thy eyes see: but know thou, that concerning all these things God 
will bring thee into judgment. 1° And remove vexation from thy heart, and cause evil to 
pass away from thy body; for childhood and the time when the head is black are vanity. 


12 
1 But remember also thy Creator in the days of thy youthful vigor, while the evil days 
are not yet come, nor those years draw nigh of which thou wilt say, I have no pleasure in 
them; 2 While the sun, and the light, and the moon, and the stars, are not yet darkened, 
and the clouds return not again after the rain; 3 On the day when the watchmen of 
the house will tremble and the men of might will bend themselves, and the grinders 
stand idle, because they are become few, and those be darkened that look through the 


windows; 4 And when the two doors on the streets will be locked, while the sound of the 
mill becometh dull, and man riseth up at the voice of the bird, and all the daughters of 


song are brought low; 5 Also when men will be afraid of every elevation, and are terrified 
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on every way, and the almond-tree will refuse [its blossom], and the locust will drag itself 
slowly along, and the desire will gainsay compliance; because man goeth to his eternal 
home, and the mourners go about the streets; While the silver cord is not yet torn loose, 
and the golden bowl is not crushed, and the pitcher is not broken at the fountain, and 


the wheel is not crushed at the cistern; 7 When the dust will return to the earth as it was, 
and the spirit will return unto God who gave it.— 8 Vanity of vanities, saith Koheleth: all 


is vanity.— 9 And in addition to this that Koheleth was wise, he continually also taught 
the people knowledge, and he probed, and searched out, and composed many proverbs. 
10 Koheleth sought to find out acceptable words, and that which would be written down 
uprightly, even words of truth. 11 The words of the wise are like goads, and like nails 
fastened [are the words of] the men of the assemblies, which are given by one shepherd. 
12 But more than all these, my son, take warning for thyself: the making of many books 
would have no end; and much preaching is a weariness of the flesh. 13 The end of the 
matter is, let us hear the whole: Fear God, and keep his commandments; for this is the 
whole [duty of] man. 1 For every deed will God bring into the judgment concerning 
every thing that hath been hidden, whether it be good, or whether it be bad. 
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The Book of Esther 


1 And it came to pass in the days of Achashverosh, of the same Achashverosh who 
reigned, from India even unto Ethiopia, over a hundred and seven and twenty provinces, 
2In those days, when this king Achashverosh was sitting on the throne of his kingdom, 
which was in Shushan the capital, 3 That, in the third year of his reign, he made a feast 
unto all his princes and his servants, the army of Persia and Media, the nobles and the 
princes of the provinces who were near him: 4 When he showed the riches and the glory 
of his kingdom, and the brilliance [and] the splendor of his greatness, during many days, 
a hundred and eighty days. > And when these days were completed, the king made 
unto all the people that were found in Shushan the capital, unto every one, from the 
great even to the small, a feast of seven days, in the court of the garden of the king's 
palace; © [Where were] white, green, and blue [hangings], fastened with cords of fine 
linen and purple, on rollers of silver and pillars of marble; couches of gold and silver, 
upon a pavement of green, and white, and yellow, and black marble. 7 And they gave 
them to drink in vessels of gold,—the vessels being diverse one from the other,—and the 
royal wine was in abundance, according to the ability of the king. ® And the drinking 
was, according to the [king's] order, without compulsion; for so had the king enjoined 
on all the officers of his house, to do according to the pleasure of every man. ° Also 
Vashti the queen made a feast for the women, in the royal house which belonged to king 
Achashverosh. !°On the seventh day, when the heart of the king was merry with wine, 
he commanded Mehuman, Biztha, Charbona, Bigtha, and Abagtha, Zethar, and Carcass, 
the seven chamberlains that served in the presence of king Achashverosh, 1 To bring 
Vashti the queen before the king [ornamented] with the royal crown, to show the people 
and the princes her beauty; for she was handsome in appearance. 12 But queen Vashti 
refused to come at the word of the king brought by the hand of the chamberlains; and 
the king was very wroth, and his fury burnt in him. 13 Then said the king to the wise men, 
who knew [the occurrences of] the times; for so [came] every affair of the king before all 
acquainted with law and state institutions; 14 And those next unto him were Carshena, 
Shethar, Admatha, Tharshish, Meress, Marsena, and Memuchan, the seven princes of 
Persia and Media, who could see [at all times] the king's face, who sat in the first rank 
in the kingdom: 15 What should according to law be done with queen Vashti; because 
she had not fulfilled the order of king Achashverosh by the hand of the chamberlains? 
16 Then said Memuchan before the king and the princes, Not against the king alone hath 
Vashti the queen done wrong, but also against all the princes, and against all the people 
that are in all the provinces of king Achashverosh. !7 For the conduct of the queen will go 
abroad unto all the women, so that they will despise their husbands in their eyes, when 
it shall be reported, King Achashverosh ordered Vashti the queen to be brought into his 
presence, but she came not. 18 And even this day will the ladies of Persia and Media, 
who have heard of the conduct of the queen, say this unto all the princes of the king; 
and there will arise too much contempt and quarrel. 19 If it please the king, let there go 
forth a royal order from him, and let it be written among the laws of the Persians and the 
Medes, that no one transgress it, That Vashti come no more before king Achashverosh: 
and let the king give her royal dignity unto another that is better than she. 2° And when 
the king's decree which he will make shall be published throughout all his kingdom, 
however great it is: all the wives will show respect to their husbands, unto every one, 
from the great even to the small. 21 And the speech was pleasing in the eyes of the king 
and of the princes; and the king did according to the speech of Memuchan. 22 And he sent 
letters unto all the provinces of the king, unto every province according to its writing, 
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and to every people according to its language, that every man should bear rule in his 
own house, however he may speak according to the language of his people. 


2 


1 After these events, when the fury of king Achashverosh was appeased, he remem- 
bered Vashti, and what she had done, and what had been decreed concerning her. 
2 Thus said the king's young men, his servants, Let there be sought for the king virgins 
handsome in appearance; 3 And let the king appoint officers in all the provinces of his 
kingdom, that they may gather together all the young virgins, handsome in appearance, 
unto Shushan the capital, into the house of the women, under the custody of Hege the 
king's chamberlain, the keeper of the women; and let them give them their customary 
anointings; ¢ And let the maiden who may be pleasing in the eyes of the king become 
queen instead of Vashti: and the speech was pleasing in the eyes of the king, and he 
did so. 5 There was a certain Jew in Shushan the capital, whose name was Mordecai, 
the son of Yair, the son of Shim'i, the son of Kish, a Benjamite; © Who had been carried 
away into exile from Jerusalem with the exiles who had been exiled with Jeconyah, 
the king of Judah, whom Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon had carried into exile. 
7 And he had brought up Hadassah, that is Esther, the daughter of his uncle; for she 


had neither father nor mother, and the maiden was beautiful in form and handsome 
in appearance; and when her father and mother were dead, Mordecai had taken her to 


himself as a daughter. ® And it came to pass, when the king's order and his decree were 
heard, and when many maidens were brought together unto Shushan the capital, under 
the custody of Hegai, that Esther also was brought unto the king's house, under the 
custody of Hegai, the keeper of the women. ° And the maiden was pleasing in his eyes, 
and she obtained favor before him; and he made haste to give her her anointings, with 
her presents, and the seven maidens, who were selected to be given her, out of the king's 
house: and he preferred her and her maidens with the best things in the house of the 
women. !°Esther told nothing of her people or of her descent; for Mordecai had charged 
her that she should not tell. 11 And day by day did Mordecai walk before the court of the 
house of women, to ascertain the well-being of Esther, and what would be done with her. 
12 And when the turn of every maiden was come to go in unto king Achashverosh, at the 
expiration [of the time] that she had been treated according to the custom of the women, 
twelve months; for so were the days of their anointings accomplished, six months with 
the oil of myrrh, and six months with sweet odors, and with other ointments of the 
women; 13 And thus came the maiden unto the king; [and] whatsoever she asked for 
was given her to go with her out of the house of the women as far as the house of the 
king. 14In the evening she went, and in the morning she returned unto the second house 
of the women, to the custody of Sha'ashgas, the king's chamberlain, the keeper of the 
concubines: she used not to come again unto the king, except the king desired for her, 
and she was called by name. ! And when the turn of Esther, the daughter of Abichayil, 
the uncle of Mordecai, who had taken her to himself as a daughter, was come to go in 
unto the king, she required nothing but what Hegai the king's chamberlain, the keeper 
of the women, said: and Esther obtained grace in the eyes of all those that beheld her. 
16 And Esther was taken unto king Achashverosh, unto his royal house, in the tenth 
month, which is the month Tebeth, in the seventh year of his reign. 1” And the king 
loved Esther above all the women, and she obtained grace and favor before him more 
than all the virgins; and he placed the royal crown upon her head, and made her queen 
instead of Vashti. 18 And the king made a great feast unto all his princes and his servants, 
the feast of Esther; and he made a release of taxes to the provinces, and gave presents, 
according to the ability of the king. 19 And when virgins were gathered together the 
second time, then was Mordecai sitting in the king's gate. 2° [But] Esther had not yet 
told of her descent nor her people; as Mordecai had charged her; and Esther did [fulfill] 
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the order of Mordecai, equally as when she was under his guardianship. 21 In those days, 
while Mordecai was sitting in the king's gate, Bigthan and Theresh, two chamberlains 
of the king, of those who kept the door, became wroth, and sought to lay [their] hand 
on king Achashverosh. 22 And the thing became known to Mordecai, and he told it unto 
Esther the queen; and Esther said it to the king in the name of Mordecai. 23 And the thing 
was inquired into and found true; and they were both of them hanged on a gallows; and 
it was written in the book of chronicles before the king. 


3 

1 After these events did king Achashverosh make great Haman the son of Hammedatha 
the Agagite, and he advanced him; and he placed his seat above that of all the princes 
that were with him. 2 And all the king's servants, that were in the king's gate, bent the 
knee and prostrated themselves to Haman; for so had the king commanded concerning 
him; but Mordecai bent not the knee nor prostrated himself. 3 Then said the king's, 
servants, who were in the king's gate, unto Mordecai, Why transgressest thou the king's 
command? 4 Now it came to pass, when they spoke unto him day by day, and he 
hearkened not unto them, that they told it to Haman, to see whether the words of 
Mordecai would be able to stand; for he had told them that be was a Jew. > And when 
Haman saw that Mordecai bent not the knee, nor prostrated himself to him, Haman 
became full of fury. © But it appeared too contemptible in his eyes to lay his hand on 
Mordecai alone: for they had told him of the people of Mordecai: therefore Haman 
sought to destroy all the Jews that were throughout all the kingdom of Achashverosh, 
the people of Mordecai. 7 In the first month, that is the month Nissan, in the twelfth year 
of king Achashverosh, some one cast the Pur, that is, the lot, before Haman from day to 
day, and from month [to month], to the twelfth month, which is the month Adar. Then 
said Haman unto king Achashverosh, There is one people scattered yet separate among 
the nations in all the provinces of thy kingdom; and their laws are different from those 
of every people; while they do not execute the laws of the king; and it is no profit for the 
king to tolerate them. ° If it be pleasing to the king, let [a decree] be written to destroy 
them; and ten thousand talents of silver will I weigh out into the hands of those that have 
the charge of the business, to bring [the same] into the king's treasuries. !° And the king 
drew his signet-ring from off his hand, and gave it unto Haman the son of Hammedatha 
the Agagite, the adversary of the Jews. 1! And the king said unto Haman, The silver is 
given to thee, that people also, to do therewith as it seemeth good in thy eyes. !2 Then 
were called the king's scribes in the first month on the thirteenth day thereof, and there 
was written all just as Haman had commanded unto the king's lieutenants, and to the 
governors that were over every province, and to the princes of every people, to every 
province according to its writing, and to every people according to its language: in the 
name of king Achashverosh was it written, and it was sealed with the king's signet-ring. 
13 And the letters were sent by the runners unto all the king's provinces, to destroy, 
to kill, and to exterminate all the Jews, from young to old, little ones and women, on 
one day, on the thirteenth day of the twelfth month, which is the month Adar, and to 
plunder their property as spoil. 14 A copy of the writing, to be given out as a law in every 
province, was published unto all the nations, that they might be ready against that day. 
15 The runners went out with all speed with the king's decree, and the law was given 
out in Shushan the capital: and the king and Haman sat down to drink; but the city of 
Shushan was perplexed. 


4 


1 When Mordecai ascertained all that had been done, Mordecai rent his clothes, and 
put on sackcloth [strewed] with ashes, and went out into the midst of the city, and cried 
with a loud and bitter cry; 2 And thus he came up to the front of the king's gate; for 
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none dared to enter into the king's gate clothed with sackcloth. 3 And in each and every 
province, in every place whither the king's decree and his law had reached, there was 
great mourning for the Jews, with fasting and weeping and wailing; and a sackcloth 
[strewed] with ashes became the bed of the great. 4 Then came the maidens of Esther 
with her chamberlains and told it her; and the queen was exceedingly terrified; and 
she sent garments to clothe Mordecai, and to remove his sackcloth from him, but he 
accepted them not. 5 Then called Esther for Hatach, one of the king's chamberlains, 
whom he had appointed to attend upon her, and gave him a charge for Mordecai to 
know what this was, and why this was. © So Hatach went forth to Mordecai unto the 
street of the city, which was before the king's gate. 7 And Mordecai told him all that 
had happened unto him, and of the fixed sum of money which Haman had promised to 
weigh out into the treasuries of the king for the Jews, to destroy them. 8 Also the copy 
of the writing of the law that had been given out in Shushan to destroy them he gave to 
him, to show it unto Esther, and to tell her [all], and to charge her that she should go in 
unto the king, and to make supplication unto him, and to present a request before him 
for her people. ? And Hatach came and told Esther the words of Mordecai. !° And Esther 
said unto Hatach, and gave him a charge unto Mordecai, 1! All the king's servants, and 
the people of the king's provinces, do know, that every one, whether man or woman, 
who should come unto the king into the inner court, who is not called, there is but one 
law for him, to put him to death, except the one to whom the king should hold out the 
golden sceptre, for he will be suffered to live; but I have not been called to come in unto 
the king these thirty days. 12 And they told Mordecai the words of Esther. !3 Then said 
Mordecai to bring this answer back to Esther, Imagine not in thy soul to be able to escape 
in the king's house out of all the Jews. 14 For if thou do indeed maintain silence at this 
time, enlargement and deliverance will arise to the Jews from another place; but thou 
and thy father's house will perish: and who knoweth whether thou hast not for a time 
like this attained to the royal dignity? 15 Then said Esther to bring this answer back to 
Mordecai, !°Go, assemble together all the Jews who are now present in Shushan, and fast 
ye for me, so that ye neither eat nor drink three days, either night or day; also I myself 
with my maidens will fast in like manner; and then will I go in unto the king, which is 
not according to the law; and if I then perish, I perish. !”7 And Mordecai went about, and 
did in accordance with all that Esther had charged him. 


5 

1 And it came to pass on the third day, that Esther put on her royal apparel, and placed 
herself in the inner court of the king's house, opposite the king's apartment; and the 
king was sitting upon his royal throne in the royal apartment, opposite to the entrance 
of the house. 2 And it happened, when the king saw Esther the queen standing in the 
court, that she obtained grace in his eyes; and the king held out to Esther the golden 
sceptre that was in his hand; and Esther drew near, and touched the top of the sceptre. 
3 Then said the king unto her, What wilt thou, queen Esther? and what is thy request? if 
it be equal to half of the kingdom it shall still be given thee. 4 And Esther said, If it seem 
good unto the king, let the king and Haman come this day unto the banquet which I have 
prepared for him. 5 Then said the king, Bring Haman quickly hither to fulfill the word of 
Esther: so came the king with Haman to the banquet which Esther had prepared. © And 
the king said unto Esther at the banquet of wine, What is thy petition? and it shall be 
granted thee: and what is thy request? even if it be equal to half of the kingdom, it shall 
still be done. 7 Then answered Esther, and said, My petition and my request are, ° If I 
have found grace in the eyes of the king, and if it please the king to grant my petition, 
and to fulfill my request, that the king may come with Haman to the banquet which will 
prepare for them, and tomorrow will I do according to the word of the king. ? And Haman 
went forth on that day joyful and with a glad heart; but when Haman saw Mordecai in 
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the king's gate, who did not rise up, nor move out of the way for him, then was Haman 
filled against Mordecai with fury. !° Nevertheless Haman refrained himself, and went 
to his house: he then sent and had his friends brought in with Zeresh his wife. 11 And 
Haman recounted to them the glory of his riches, and the multitude of his children, and 
all the things wherein the king had made him great, and how he had advanced him above 
the princes and the servants of the king. 12 And Haman said [farther], Yea, Esther the 
queen did not let any one come in with the king unto the banquet that she had prepared 
but myself: and also for tomorrow am I invited unto her with the king. }° Yet all this 
profiteth me nothing, every time that I see Mordecai the Jew sitting in the king's gate. 
14 Then said unto him Zeresh his wife with all his friends, Let them make a gallows of 
fifty cubits high, and in the mourning speak unto the king that they may hang Mordecai 
thereon; and then go thou in with the king unto the banquet joyfully. And the thing 
pleased Haman; and he had the gallows made. 


6 

1 In that night sleep fled from the king, and he ordered to bring in the book of 
the memorable events of the chronicles; and they were read before the king. ? And it 
was found written, that Mordecai had told of Bigthana and Theresh, two chamberlains 
of the king, of those who kept the door, who had sought to lay [their] hand on king 
Achashverosh. 3 And the king said, What honor and distinction have been done to 
Mordecai for this? Then said the king's young men, his servants, There hath nothing 
been done with him. 4 And the king said, Who is in the court? Now Haman was come 
into the outer court of the king's house, to say unto the king to hang Mordecai on the 
gallows which he had prepared for him. ° And the king's young men said unto him, 
Behold, Haman is standing in the court. And the king said, Let him come in. ®So Haman 
came in; and the king said unto him, What shall be done with the man whom the king 
desireth to honor? And Haman said in his heart, To whom would the king desire to do 
honor more than to myself? 7 Haman therefore said to the king, [For] the man whom the 
king desireth to honor, ® Let them bring a royal apparel which the king hath worn, and a 
horse on which the king hath ridden, and let there be placed a royal crown on his head. 
9 And let the apparel and the horse be given into the hand of one of the king's princes, of 
the most noble, that they may array the man whom the king desireth to honor, and let 
them cause him to ride on the horse through the streets of the city, and proclaim before 
him, Thus shall be done to the man whom the king desireth to honor. 1° Then said the 
king to Haman, Make haste, take the apparel and the horse, as thou hast spoken, and do 
thus to Mordecai the Jew, that sitteth at the king's gate: leave out nothing of all that thou 
hast spoken. 11 And Haman then took the apparel and the horse, and arrayed Mordecai, 
and caused him to ride through the streets of the city, and proclaimed before him, Thus 
shall be done unto the man whom the king desireth to honor. 12 And Mordecai thereupon 
returned to the king's gate; but Haman hastened to his house, mourning, and having his 
head covered. 13 And Haman related to Zeresh his wife and to all his friends all that had 
befallen him: then said unto him his wise men and Zeresh his wife, If Mordecai, before 
whom thou hast begun to fall, be of the seed of the Jews, thou wilt not prevail against 
him, but thou wilt surely fall before him. !4 They were yet speaking with him, when the 
king's chamberlains arrived, and they hastened to bring Haman unto the banquet which 
Esther had prepared. 


7 
1 And the king came with Haman to drink with Esther the queen. 2 And the king said 
unto Esther also on the second day at the banquet of wine, What is thy petition, queen 
Esther? and it shall be granted thee: and what is thy request? even if it be equal to half 
the kingdom, it shall still be done. 3 Then answered Esther the queen and said, If I have 
found grace in thy eyes, O king! and if it be pleasing unto the king, let my life be given me 
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at my petition, and my people at my request; 4 For we have been sold, I and my people, 
to be destroyed, to be slain and to be exterminated; and if we had been only sold for 
bondmen and bondwomen, I would have remained silent; for the adversary regardeth 
not the damage of the king. 5 Then spoke king Achashverosh and said unto Esther the 
queen, Who is this, and where is he, whose heart hath emboldened him to do so? © And 
Esther said, An adversary, and inimical man, this wicked Haman. Then became Haman 
terrified before the king and the queen. ” And the king arose in his fury from the banquet 
of wine, and went into the palace-garden: and Haman remained behind to make request 
for his life of Esther the queen; for he saw that there was evil fully determined. ® And 
when the king returned out of the palace-garden into the apartment of the banquet of 
wine, Haman was fallen upon the couch whereon Esther was: then said the king. Will he 
even do violence to the queen before me in the house? The word had just come out of 
the king's mouth, when they covered Haman's face. 9? Then said Charbonah, one of the 
chamberlains, before the king, Behold, there is also the gallows, which Haman hath had 
made for Mordecai, who hath spoken well for the king, standing in the house of Haman, 
fifty cubits high. And the king said, Hang him thereon. !°So they hanged Haman on the 
gallows which he had prepared for Mordecai, and the fury of the king was appeased. 


8 


1 On that day did king Achashverosh give the house of Haman the adversary of the 
Jews unto Esther the queen: and Mordecai came before the king; for Esther had told 
what he was unto her. 2 And the king took off his signet-ring which he had taken away 
from Haman, and gave it unto Mordecai: and Esther appointed Mordecai over the house 
of Haman. 3 And Esther spoke again before the king, and fell down at his feet, and wept, 
and besought him to do away the evil of Haman the Agagite, and his device which he had 
devised against the Jews. 4 And the king held out toward Esther the golden sceptre; and 
Esther arose, and stood up before the king; > And she said, If it be pleasing to the king, 
and ifI have found grace before him, and the thing seem proper before the king, and I be 
pleasing in his eyes, let it be written to recall the letters, the device of Haman the son of 
Hammedatha the Agagite, which he hath written to exterminate the Jews who are in all 
the provinces of the king. ® For how could I endure to look on the evil that is to befall my 
people? and how could! endure to look on the extermination of my kindred? 7 Then said 
king Achashverosh unto Esther the queen and to Mordecai the Jew, Behold, the house 
of Haman have I given to Esther, and him have they hanged on the gallows, because 
he had stretched out his hand against the Jews. ® But ye write yourselves concerning 
the Jews, as it may be good in your eyes, in the king's name, and seal it with the king's 
signet-ring; for a writing which is written in the king's name, and sealed with the king's 
signet-ring, cannot be recalled. ? Then were called the king's scribes at that time in the 
third month, that is, the month Sivan, on the three and twentieth day thereof; and it 
was written all just as Mordecai commanded to the Jews, and to the lieutenants, and 
the governors and the princes of the provinces who were from India unto Ethiopia, one 
hundred and twenty-seven provinces, unto every province according to its writing, and 
unto every people according to its language, and to the Jews according to their writing, 
and according to their language. 1° And he wrote in the name of king Achashverosh, 
and sealed it with the king's signet-ring, and he sent letters through means of the 
swift messengers on horseback, and riders on mules, camels, and young dromedaries: 
11 That the king had granted to the Jews who were in every city to gather themselves 
together, and to stand forward for their life, to destroy, to slay, and to exterminate all 
the military strength of the people and province that would assault them, both little ones 
and women, and to plunder their property as spoil, 12 On one day in all the provinces of 
king Achashverosh, on the thirteenth day of the twelfth month, which is the month 
Adar. 13 A copy of the writing to be given out as a law in every province, was published 
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unto all nations, and that the Jews should be ready against that day to avenge themselves 
on their enemies. 14 The swift messengers that rode upon mules and camels went out, 
being hastened and hurried forward with the command of the king: and the law was 
given out at Shushan the capital. 15 And Mordecai went out from the presence of the 
king in a royal apparel of blue and white, and with a great crown of gold, and with a 
cloak of fine linen and purple: and the city of Shushan was glad and joyful. 1° For the 
Jews there was light, with joy and gladness, and honor. 17 And in every province, and in 
every city, whithersoever the king's command reached with his law, there were joy and 
gladness for the Jews, entertainments and a feast-day: and many of the people of the 
land became Jews; for the dread of the Jews had fallen upon them. 


1 And in the twelfth month, that is, the month Adar, on the thirteenth day thereof, 
when the king's command with his law drew near to he put into execution, on the 
day that the enemies of the Jews had hoped to have power over them, which had been 
changed nevertheless, so that the Jews had power over those that hated them, The Jews 
assembled together in their cities, throughout all the provinces of king Achashverosh, to 
stretch out their hand against those that had sought their injury: and no man could keep 
standing before them; for the dread of them had fallen upon all the nations. 3 And all the 
rulers of the provinces, and the lieutenants, and the governors, and the superintendents 
of the affairs of the king, elevated the Jews; because the dread of Mordecai had fallen 
upon them. 4For Mordecai was great in the king's house, and his fame went throughout 
all the provinces; for the man Mordecai became greater and greater. 5 And the Jews 
smote all their enemies with the stroke of the sword, and slaughter, and extermination; 
and they acted with those that hated them according to their pleasure. © And in Shushan 
the capital the Jews slew and exterminated five hundred men. ” And Parshandatha, and 
Dalphon, and Aspatha, § And Poratha, and Adalya, and Aridatha, ? And Parmashtha, and 
Arissai, and Aridai, and Vayzatha, 1° The ten sons of Haman the son of Hammedatha, the 
adversary of the Jews, did they slay; but to the spoil did they not stretch forth their hand. 
11 On that same day came the number of those that were slain in Shushan the capital 
before the king. 12 Then said the king unto Esther the queen, In Shushan the capital 
have the Jews slain and exterminated five hundred men, and the ten sons of Haman: 
what have they done in the rest of the king's provinces? Now what is thy petition? and 
it shall be granted thee: and what is thy request farther? and it shall be done. 13 Then 
said Esther, If it please the king, let it tomorrow also be granted to the Jews who are in 
Shushan to do according to the law of this day, and let the ten sons of Haman be hanged 
on the gallows. 14 And the king ordered that it should be done so; and the law was given 
out at Shushan; and the ten sons of Haman were hanged. 1} And the Jews that were in 
Shushan assembled together also on the fourteenth day of the month Adar, and slew 
at Shushan three hundred men; but to the spoil they did not stretch forth their hand. 
16 And the remaining Jews that were in the king's provinces assembled together, and 
stood forward for their life, and procured rest from their enemies, and slew of those that 
hated them seventy and five thousand; but to the spoil did they not stretch forth their 
hand, 1” On the thirteenth day of the month Adar, and they rested on the fourteenth 
day thereof, and made it a day of entertainment and joy. 18 But the Jews that were 
at Shushan assembled together on the thirteenth day thereof, and on the fourteenth 
thereof, and rested on the fifteenth thereof, and made it a day of entertainment and 
joy. 19 Therefore do the Jews of the villages, that dwell in the unwalled towns, make 
the fourteenth day of the month Adar as one of joy and entertainment, and a feast-day, 
and of sending portions one to another. 2° And Mordecai wrote down these events; and 
he sent letters unto all the Jews that were in all the provinces of king Achashverosh, 
those nigh and those far away, 21 To take it on themselves as a duty, that they should 
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celebrate the fourteenth day of the month Adar, and the fifteenth day of the same in 
each and every year, 22 Like those days whereon the Jews had rest from their enemies, 
and the month which was changed unto them from sorrow to joy, and from mourning 
into a feast-day: to make them days of entertainment and joy, and of sending portions 
one to the other, and gifts to the needy. 23 And the Jews took upon themselves that 
which they had begun already to do, and that which Mordecai had written unto them. 
24 Because Haman the son of Hammedatha, the Agagite, the adversary of all the Jews, 
had devised against the Jews to exterminate them, and had cast the Pur, that is, the lot, 
to destroy them, and to exterminate them. 25 But when [Esther] came before the king, 
he ordered by that letter that his wicked device, which he had devised against the Jews, 
should return upon his own head: and they hanged him and his sons on the gallows. 
26 Therefore did they call these days Purim, after the name of Pur: therefore, because of 
all the words of this letter, both for that which they had experienced thereby, and for 
that which had occurred unto them, 2” The Jews confirmed it as a duty, and took upon 
themselves, and upon their seed, and upon all such as join themselves unto them, so that 
no one should fail therein, that they would celebrate these two days according to their 
prescription, and at their appointed time, in each and every year. 28 And these days are 
remembered and celebrated throughout each and every generation, every family, every 
province, and every city; and these days of Purim will not pass away from the midst of 
the Jews, nor will their memorial cease from their seed. 2? Then wrote Esther the queen, 
the daughter of Abichayil, with Mordecai the Jew, with all due strength, to confirm this 
letter of Purim the second time. 3° And he sent letters unto all the Jews, to the hundred 
and twenty-seven provinces of the kingdom of Achashverosh, word's of peace and truth, 
31To confirm these days of Purim in their times, just as Mordecai the Jew and Esther the 
queen had enjoined on them, and as they had confirmed for themselves and for their 
seed, the matters of the fastings and their prayers. 32 And the order of Esther confirmed 
these matters of Purim; and it was written in the book. 


1 And king Achashverosh imposed a tribute upon the land, and the isles of the sea. 
2 And all the acts of his strength and of his might, and the exposition of the greatness 
of Mordecai, wherewith the king made him great, behold they are written in the book 
of the chronicles of the kings of Media and Persia. 3 For Mordecai the Jew was the 
second in rank after king Achashverosh, and great among the Jews, and acceptable to 
the multitude of his brethren, a promoter of good to his people, and speaking peace to 
all its seed. 
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The Book of Daniel 


1 In the third year of the reign of Jehoyakim the king of Judah came Nebuchadnezzar 
the king of Babylon unto Jerusalem, and besieged it. 2 And the Lord gave up into his 
hand Yehoyakim the king of Judah, with part of the vessels of the house of God: and he 
brought them into the land of Shin'ar into the house of his god, namely, he brought the 
vessels into the treasure-house of his god. 3 And the king said unto Ashpenas, the chief 
of his eunuchs, that he should bring out of the children of Israel, and of the royal seed, 
and of the nobles, 4 [Certain] lads in whom there should be no kind of blemish, but who 
should be handsome in appearance, and intelligent in all wisdom, and acquainted with 
knowledge, and understanding science, and such as should have the ability to serve in 
the king's palace, and that these should be taught the learning and the language of the 
Chaldeans. 5 And the king ordered for them a daily provision for its day of the king's 
food, and of the wine which he drank, and to educate them three years, so that at the 
end thereof they should serve before the king. © Now there were among these of the 
children of Judah, Daniel, Chananyah, Mishael, and 'Azaryah. 7 And the chief of the 
eunuchs assigned them names; and he assigned to Daniel the name of Belteshazzar; and 
to Chananyah, of Shadrach; and to Mishael, of Meshach; and to 'Azaryah, of 'Abed-nego. 


8 But Daniel resolved in his heart that he would not defile himself with the food of the 
king, nor with the wine which he drank: and therefore he requested of the chief of the 


eunuchs that he might not need to defile himself. 9 And God gave Daniel kindness and 
mercy before the chief of the eunuchs. 1° And the chief of the eunuchs said unto Daniel, I 
fear my lord the king, who hath ordered your food and your drink; for why should he see 
your face sadder looking than that of the lads who are of your age? and ye would thus 
endanger my head with the king. !§ Then said Daniel to the steward whom the chief of 
the eunuchs had given charge over Daniel, Chananyah, Mishael, and 'Azaryah, 12 Prove, I 
beseech thee, thy servants, ten days; and let them give us vegetables to eat, and water to 
drink; 13 And then let our countenances be looked at before thee, and the countenance 
of the lads that eat the food of the king: and as thou mayest see [fitting], so deal with 
thy servants. !4 And he hearkened unto them in this matter, and proved them ten days. 
15 And at the end of ten days their countenances appeared better and fuller in flesh than 
[that of] all the lads who ate the food of the king. 16 And the steward took away their 
[apportioned] food, and the wine that they were to drink, and gave them vegetables. 
17 But as regardeth all these four lads, God gave them knowledge and intelligence in all 
learning and wisdom; and Daniel had understanding in all visions and dreams. 18 And 
at the end of the days [after] which the king had said that they should be presented, 
the chief of the eunuchs presented them before Nebuchadnezzar. 19 And the king spoke 
with them; and there was not found among them all any one like Daniel, Chananyah, 
Mishael, and 'Azaryah: and so they served before the king. 2° And in every matter of 
wise understanding, which the king required of them, he found them ten times superior 
above all the magicians and astrologers that were in all his kingdom. 2! And Daniel 
continued even unto the first year of king Cyrus. 


Z 
1 And in the second year of the reign of Nebuchadnezzar, Nebuchadnezzar dreamed 
dreams, whereat his spirit was troubled, and his sleep that was upon him was gone. 
2 Then said the king to call the magicians, and the astrologers and the sorcerers, and 
the Chaldeans, to solve for the king his dreams: and they came and placed themselves 
before the king. 3 And the king said unto them, I have dreamed a dream, and my spirit 
is troubled to know the dream. 4 Then spoke the Chaldeans to the king in Aramic, O 
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king, live for ever: recite the dream to thy servants, and we will tell the interpretation. 
5 The king answered and said to the Chaldeans, The decree is firmly resolved on by me: 
If ye do not make known unto me the dream with its interpretation, ye shall be cut 
in pieces, and your houses shall be changed into a dunghill. © But if ye tell the dream 
and its interpretation, then shall ye receive gifts and rewards and great honor from me. 
Therefore tell me the dream and its interpretation. 7 They answered the second time 
and said, Let the king recite the dream to his servants, and we will tell its interpretation. 
8 The king answered and said, I know of a certainty that ye wish to gain time, because 
ye see the decree is firmly resolved on by me: ? That if ye do not make known unto me 
the dream, there is but one sentence for you; for ye have prepared lying and deceptive 
words to speak before me, till the time be changed. Therefore relate to me the dream, 
and I shall know that ye can tell me its interpretation. 1° The Chaldeans answered before 
the king, and said, There is not a man upon the habitable earth that can tell the king's 
matter: wherefore no mighty and powerful king ever hath asked such a thing of any 
magician, or astrologer, or Chaldean. 1! And the matter which the king requireth is 
difficult, and there is no other that can tell it before the king, except the gods, whose 
dwelling is not with flesh. 12 For all this cause the king became angry, and very furious; 
and he commanded to destroy all the wise men of Babylon. 13 And the law went forth and 
[some of] the wise men were slain: and they sought Daniel and his companions to slay 
them. !4 Then made Daniel representations with intelligence and prudence to Aryoch 
the captain of the king's guard, who was gone forth to slay the wise men of Babylon. 
15 He commenced and said to Aryoch the king's commander, Wherefore is the law so 
hasty from the king? Then made Aryoch the matter known to Daniel. 1° But Daniel 
went in, and requested of the king that he would give him time, that he might tell the 
interpretation to the king. !” Then went Daniel to his house, and made the matter known 
to Chananyah, Mishael, and 'Azaryah, his companions. 8 In order that they might pray 
for mercy of the God of heaven concerning this secret: so that Daniel and his companions 
might not be destroyed with the rest of the wise men of Babylon. !9 Thereupon was the 
secret revealed unto Daniel in a vision of the night. Then did Daniel bless the God of 
heaven. 2° Daniel commenced and said, May the name of God be blessed from eternity 
and to all eternity; for wisdom and might are his; 2! And he changeth times and seasons; 
he removeth kings, and raiseth up kings: he giveth wisdom unto the wise, and knowledge 
to those that possess understanding. 2 He it is that revealeth what is deep and secret; 
he knoweth what is in the darkness, and the light dwelleth with him. 23 To thee, O God 
of my father, do I give thanks, and I praise thee, who hast given me wisdom and might, 
and because thou hast made known unto me what we prayed for of thee; for thou hast 
made known unto us the king's matter. 24Therefore did Daniel go in unto Aryoch, whom 
the king had ordered to destroy the wise men of Babylon, He went and said thus unto 
him, the wise men of Babylon must thou not destroy: bring me before the king, and I 
will tell unto the king the interpretation. 2° Then did Aryoch bring Daniel before the 
king in haste, and thus he said unto him, Here have I found a man out of the children 
of the exiles of Judah, who will make known unto the king the interpretation. 2° The 
king answered and said to Daniel, whose name was Belteshazzar, Art thou able to make 
known unto me the dream which I have seen, and its interpretation? 27 Daniel answered 
in the presence of the king, and said, The secret which the king hath demanded no wise 
men, astrologers, magicians, or soothsayers, can tell unto the king; 28 But there is a God 
in heaven that revealeth secrets, and he hath made known to king Nebuchadnezzar what 
is to be in the latter days. Thy dream, and the visions of thy head upon thy couch, were 
these. 29 As for thee, O king, thy thoughts, when thou wast on thy couch, rose [within 
thee] concerning what is to come to pass hereafter; and the Revealer of secrets hath 
made known to thee what is to come to pass. 3° But as for me, this secret hath not been 
revealed to me because of any wisdom that is in me more than in all other living; but 
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for the sake that men might make known the interpretation to the king, and that thou 
mightest understand the thoughts of thy heart. 31 Thou, O king, sawest, and behold 
there was a large image; this image was mighty, and its brightness was excellent; it stood 
opposite to thee; and its form was fear-inspiring. 32 As regardeth this image, its head was 
of fine gold, its breast and its arms were of silver, its belly and its thighs of copper, 33 Its 
legs of iron, its feet part of them of iron and part of them of clay. 34 Thou didst look on 
till the moment that a stone tore itself loose, not through [human] hands, and it struck 
the image upon its feet that were of iron and clay, and ground them to pieces. 35 Then 
were the iron, the clay, the copper, the silver, and the gold ground up together, and 
became like the chaff of the summer threshing-floors; and the wind carried them away, 
that no trace was found of them; and the stone that had stricken the image became a 
mighty mountain, and filled the whole earth. 3° This is the dream; and its interpretation 
will we relate before the king. 37 Thou, O king, art a king of kings, to whom the God of 
heaven hath given kingdom, power, and strength, and honor: 38 And wheresoever the 
children of men dwell, hath he given the beasts of the field and the fowls of the heaven 
into thy hand, and hath made thee ruler over them all. Thou art the head of gold. 39 And 
after thee there will arise another kingdom inferior to thee; and another third kingdom 
of copper, which will bear rule over all the earth. 4° And the fourth kingdom will be as 
strong as iron; forasmuch as iron grindeth up and beateth down all things, and as iron 
that breaketh [every thing], will it grind up and break all these. 4! And that thou sawest 
the feet and toes, and part of them of potter's clay, and part of them of iron, [signifieth] 
that it will be a divided kingdom, although there will be in it of the strength of the iron; 
forasmuch as thou sawest the iron mingled with miry clay. 42 And as the toes of the 
feet were part of them of iron, and part of them of clay: so will the kingdom be partly 
strong and partly brittle. 42 And whereas thou sawest iron mingled with miry clay: so 
will they mingle themselves among the seed of men; but they will not cleave firmly one 
to another, even as iron cannot be mingled with clay. 44 But in the days of these kings 
will the God of heaven set up a kingdom: which shall to eternity not be destroyed, and 
its rule shall not be transferred to any other people; [but] it will grind up and make an 
end of all these kingdoms, while it will itself endure for ever. *° Whereas thou sawest 
that out of the mountain a stone tore itself loose, not through [human] hands, and that 
it ground up the iron, the copper, the clay, the silver, and the gold: the great God hath 
made known to the king what is to come to pass after this. And the dream is reliable, 
and its interpretation certain. “© Then did king Nebuchadnezzar fall upon his face, and 
he bowed down to Daniel, and ordered that they should offer an oblation and sweet odors 
unto him. 47 The king answered unto Daniel, and said, Of a truth it is, that your God is 
the God of gods, and the Lord of kings, and the revealer of secrets; because thou hast 
been able to reveal this secret. 48 Then did the king elevate Daniel, and gave him many 
great presents, and made him ruler over the whole province of Babylon, and chief of the 
superintendents over all the wise men of Babylon. 49 Then requested Daniel of the king, 
that he might appoint Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, over the public service of 
the province of Babylon; but Daniel remained in the gate of the king. 


1 King Nebuchadnezzar made an image of gold, the height of which was sixty cubits, 
and the breadth of which was six cubits: he set it up in the valley of Dura, in the 
province of Babylon. 2 And king Nebuchadnezzar sent to assemble [his] lieutenants, 
the superintendents, and the governors, the judges, the treasurers, the counsellors, 
those learned in the law, and all the rulers of the provinces, to come to the dedication 
of the image which king Nebuchadnezzar had set up. 3 Thereupon were assembled 
the lieutenants, the superintendents, and the governors, the judges, the treasurers, 
the counsellors, those learned in the law, and all the rulers of the provinces unto the 
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dedication of the image that king Nebuchadnezzar had set up; and they stood opposite to 
the image that Nebuchadnezzar had set up. 4 Then a herald called out with a loud voice, 
To you it is commanded, O people, nations, and languages, ° That at the time when ye do 
hear the sound of the cornet, flute, guitar, harp, psaltery, bagpipe, and all kinds of music, 
ye shall fall down and bow yourselves to the golden image which king Nebuchadnezzar 
hath set up: © And whoso doth not fall down and bow himself shall in the same hour be 
cast into the midst of a burning fiery furnace. ” Therefore at the same time, when all the 
people heard the sound of the cornet, flute, guitar, harp, psaltery, and all kinds of music, 
all the people, the nations, and the languages fell down bowing themselves to the golden 
image which king Nebuchadnezzar had set up. ® Therefore at the same time certain 
Chaldean men came near, and accused the Jews treacherously. ? They commenced and 
said to king Nebuchadnezzar, O king, live for ever. 1° Thou, O king, hadst made a decree, 
that every man that should hear the sound of the cornet, flute, guitar, harp, psaltery, and 
bagpipe, and all kinds of music, should fall down and bow himself to the golden image; 


11 And that whoso should not fall down and bow himself should be cast into the midst 
of a burning fiery furnace. 12 There are certain Jewish men whom thou hast appointed 


over the public service of the province of Babylon, Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego: 
these men, O king, have not paid any regard to thee; thy god they do not worship, and to 
the golden image which thou hast set up they do not bow themselves. !3 Then ordered 
Nebuchadnezzar in rage and fury to bring Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego. Then 
were these men brought before the king. 14 Nebuchadnezzar commenced and said unto 
them, Is it out of disrespect, O Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego? My god ye do not 
worship, and to the golden image which I have set up ye do not bow yourselves? 15 Now 
then if ye be ready at the time when ye hear the sound of the cornet, flute, harp, guitar, 
psaltery, and bagpipe, and all kinds of music, to fall down and bow yourselves to the 
image which I have made, [well]; but if ye bow yourselves not, ye shall be cast in the 
same hour into the midst of a burning fiery furnace: and who is the God that can deliver 
you out of my hand? 1¢ Then answered Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, and said 
to the king, O Nebuchadnezzar, we have no need to answer thee a word in this matter. 
17 Behold, there is our God whom we worship, he is able to deliver us from the burning 
fiery furnace: and out of thy hand, O king, will he deliver us. 18 But if not, then be it 
known unto thee, O king, that thy god will we not worship, and to the golden image 
which; thou hast set up will we not bow ourselves. !9 Then was Nebuchadnezzar filled 
with fury, and the form of his countenance was changed because of Shadrach, Meshach, 
and 'Abed-nego; [and] he commenced and ordered that they should heat the furnace 
thoroughly seven times more than it was wont to be heated. 2° And he ordered the 
mightiest men in strength that were in his army, to bind Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed- 
nego, [and] to cast them into the burning fiery furnace. 2! Then were these men bound 
in their mantles, their under-garments, and their turbans, and their other garments, 
and were cast into the midst of the burning fiery furnace. 22 Now, because the king's 
command was so urgent, and the furnace exceedingly heated, the flame of the fire slew 
those men that carried up Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego. 23 And these three men, 
Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, fell down bound into the midst of the burning 
fiery furnace. 24 Then was king Nebuchadnezzar astonished, and he rose up in haste, 
[and] commenced, and said unto his counsellors, Did we not cast three men bound into 
the midst of the fire? They answered and said unto the king, Certainly, O king. 25 He 
answered and said, Lo, I see four men unbound, walking in the midst of the fire, and there 
is no injury on them; and the appearance of the fourth is like a son of the gods. 2° Then 
came Nebuchadnezzar near to the door of the burning fiery furnace, commenced, and 
said, Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, ye servants of the most high God, step forth, 
and come hither. Then stepped Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego forth out of the 
midst of the fire. 27 And the lieutenants, superintendents, and governors, and the king's 
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counsellors, being assembled together, saw these men, over whose bodies the fire had 
had no power, and the hair of whose head was not singed, whose mantles were not 
changed, and on whom there was not come the smell of fire. 28 Then commenced 
Nebuchadnezzar, and said, Blessed be the God of Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, 
who hath sent his angel, and delivered his servants that had trusted in him, and had 
transgressed the king's word, and yielded up their bodies, that they might not worship 
no bow themselves to any god, except their own God. 29 Therefore do I make a decree, 
That every people, nation, and language, that may speak any thing disrespectful against 
the God of Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, shall be cut in pieces, and their houses 
shall be changed into a dunghill; because there is no other God that can deliver like this 
one. 3° Then did the king promote Shadrach, Meshach, and 'Abed-nego, in the province 
of Babylon. 


1 (3:31) Nebuchadnezzar the king, unto all people, nations, and languages, that dwell 
on all the earth, May your welfare increase. 2 (3:32) The signs and wonders which the 
most high God hath wrought toward me I find it for good to make known. 3 (3:33) His 
signs—how great are they! and his wonders— how mighty are they! his kingdom is an 
everlasting kingdom, and his rule is over every generation. 4 (4:1) Nebuchadnezzar was 
at rest in my house, and flourishing in my palace. 5 (4:2) I saw a dream which terrified 
me; and the thoughts upon my couch and the visions of my head troubled me. © (4:3) 
Therefore made I a decree to bring before me all the wise men of Babylon, that they 
might make known unto me the interpretation of the dream. 7 (4:4) Then came up the 
magicians, the astrologers, the Chaldeans, and the soothsayers; and the dream did I 
recite before them; but its interpretation did they not make known unto me. 8 (4:5) But 
at the last came up before me Daniel, whose name was Belteshazzar, after the name of 
my god, and in whom is the spirit of the holy gods; and the dream did I recite before him, 
[saying,] 9 (4:6) O Belteshazzar, chief of the magicians, of whom I know that the spirit of 
the holy gods is in thee, and that no secret is concealed from thee, tell me the visions of 
my dream which I have seen, with its interpretation. 1° (4:7) And the visions of my head 
on my couch were, [that] I saw, and behold, there was a tree in the midst of the earth, and 
its height was great. | (4:8) The tree grew, and was strong, and its height reached unto 
heaven, and it was visible to the end of all the earth. 12 (4:9) Its foliage was splendid, and 
its fruit large, and on it was food for all: under it sought the beasts of the field for shade, 
and in its boughs dwelt the fowls of heaven, and from it was fed all flesh. 13 (4:10) I saw 
in the visions of my head on my couch, and, behold, a watcher who was also a holy one 
came down from heaven. ! (4:11) He called with might, and thus he said, Hew down the 
trees and lop off its branches, strip off its leaves, and scatter its fruit; let the beasts flee 
away from under it, and the fowls from among its branches: 15 (4:12) Nevertheless leave 
the body of its roots in the earth, but [bound] with fetters of iron and copper, among 
the grass of the field; and let it be made wet with the dew of heaven, and let its portion 
be with the beasts on the herbage of the earth; 16 (4:13) Let his heart be changed not 
to be human, and let a beast's heart be given unto him; and let seven times elapse over 
him. 17 (4:14) Through the resolve of the watchers is this decree, and by the order of the 
holy ones is this decision: to the intent that the living may know that the Most High 
ruleth over the kingdom of men, and that he can give it to whomsoever he pleaseth, and 
can set up over it the lowest of men. 18 (4:15) This dream have I, king Nebuchadnezzar, 
seen; but thou, O Belteshazzar, relate its interpretation, forasmuch as all the wise men 
of my kingdom are not able to make known unto me the interpretation; but thou art 
able; for the spirit of the holy gods is in thee. 19 (4:16) Then was Daniel, whose name 
was Belteshazzar, astounded for one hour, and his thoughts troubled him. The king 
then commenced, and said, Belteshazzar, let not the dream, or its interpretation, trouble 
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thee. Belteshazzar answered and said, My lord, O that the dream might be for those that 
hate thee, and its interpretation for thy enemies. 2° (4:17) The tree that thou hast seen, 
which grew, and was strong, the height of which reached unto the heaven, and which 
was visible to all the earth; 2! (4:18) The foliage of which was splendid, and the fruit of 
which was large, and on which was food for all; under which dwelt the beasts of the field, 
and in the boughs of which nestled the fowls of the heaven:— 2? (4:19) It is thou, O king, 
that art grown and become strong; and thy greatness is grown apace, and reacheth unto 
heaven, and thy dominion is to the end of the earth. 23 (4:20) And whereas the king saw 
a watcher and a holy one coming down from heaven, who said, Hew the tree down, and 
destroy it; yet leave the body of its roots in the earth, but [bound] in fetters of iron and 
copper, among the grass of the field; and let it be made wet with the dew of heaven, and 
let its portion be with the beasts of the field, till seven times elapse over it:— 24 (4:21) 
This is the interpretation, O king, and this is the resolve of the Most High, which will 
come over my lord the king: 25 (4:22) They will drive thee away from men, and with the 
beasts of the field is thy dwelling to be, and they will suffer thee to eat herbs like oxen, 
and they will suffer thee to be made wet with the dew of heaven, and seven times will 
elapse over thee; until that thou wilt know that the Most High ruleth over the kingdom 
of men, and giveth it to whomsoever he pleaseth. 2° (4:23) And whereas they ordered 
to leave the body of the roots of the tree: thy kingdom will remain unto thee, as soon 
as thou wilt know that the Heavens do rule. 27 (4:24) Therefore, O king, let my counsel 
be agreeable unto thee, and atone for thy sins by righteousness, and for thy iniquities 
by showing kindness to the poor: perhaps thy prosperity may [thereby] endure long. 
28 (4:25) All this came over king Nebuchadnezzar. 29 (4:26) At the end of twelve months 
he was walking upon the royal palace at Babylon. 3° (4:27) The king commenced, and 
said, Is not this Babylon the great, that I myself have built for a royal residence by the 
might of my power, and for the honor of my majesty? 31 (4:28) The word was still in the 
king's mouth, when there fell a voice from heaven, [saying,] To thee it is said, O king 
Nebuchadnezzar, The kingdom departeth from thee. 32 (4:29) And from men will they 
drive thee away, and with the beasts of the field shall thy dwelling be; herbs like oxen will 
they suffer thee to eat, and seven times shall elapse over thee: until thou wilt know that 
the Most High ruleth over the kingdom of men, and giveth it to whomsoever he pleaseth. 
33 (4:30) At the same hour the word was fulfilled upon Nebuchadnezzar; and from men 
was he driven away, and herbs like oxen had he to eat, and with the dew of heaven was 
his body made wet: till his hair was grown like eagles' [feathers], and his nails were like 
birds' [claws].— 34 (4:31) But at the end of the days I Nebuchadnezzar lifted up my eyes 
unto heaven, and my understanding returned unto me, and I blessed the Most High, and 
I praised and glorified the Everliving, whose dominion is an everlasting dominion, and 
whose kingdom is over every generation; 5 (4:32) And [by whom] all the inhabitants of 
the earth are regarded as nought; and [who] according to his pleasure doth with the host 
of heaven and the inhabitants of the earth; while there is none that can stay his hand, or 
say unto him, What doest thou? 3¢ (4:33) At the same time my understanding returned 
unto me; and with the glory of my kingdom, my honor and my splendor returned unto 
me; and my counsellors and my lords sought for me: and I was replaced in my kingdom, 
and additional greatness was added unto me. 37 (4:34) Now I Nebuchadnezzar praise and 
extol and glorify the King of heaven, all whose works are truth, and whose ways are 
justice; and who is able to bring low those that walk in pride. 


1 King Belshazzar prepared a great feast for a thousand of his lords, and before these 
thousand did he drink wine. 2 Belshazzar ordered, through the counsel of the wine, to 
bring in the golden and silver vessels which his father Nebuchadnezzar had taken away 
out of the temple which was in Jerusalem: that the king, and his lords, his wives, and 
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his concubines, might drink therefrom. 3 Then they brought in the golden vessels that 
were taken away out of the temple of the house of God which was at Jerusalem; and 
the king, and his lords, his wives, and his concubines, drank from them. 4 They drank 
wine, and praised their gods of gold, and of silver, of copper, of iron, of wood, and of 
stone. > At that same hour came forth fingers of a man's hand, and wrote opposite to the 
chandelier upon the plaster of the wall of the king's palace: and the king saw the part 
of the hand that wrote. © Then was the king's color changed, and his thoughts troubled 
him: so that the bands of his loins were loosed, and his knees knocked one against the 
other. 7 the king called with might to bring in the astrologers, the Chaldeans, and the 
soothsayers. The king commenced, and said to the wise men of Babylon, Whatsoever 
man will read this writing, and tell me its interpretation, shall be clothed with purple, 
and have a chain of gold about his neck, and shall rule as the third in the kingdom. Then 
came in all the wise men of the king; but they were not able to read the writing, nor to 
make its interpretation known to the king. 9 Then was king Belshazzar greatly terrified, 
and his color was changed on him, and his lords were confounded. 1° [Now] the queen in 
consequence of the words of the king and of his lords came into the banquet-house; the 
queen commenced and said, O king, live for ever; let thy thoughts not trouble thee, nor 
let thy color be changed: ™ There is a man in thy kingdom in whom is the spirit of the 
holy gods; and in the days of thy father enlightenment and intelligence and wisdom, 
like the wisdom of the gods, were found in him: and king Nebuchadnezzar thy father 
appointed him chief of the magicians, astrologers, Chaldeans, and soothsayers:—yes, 
thy father, O king.— !2 Forasmuch as a superior spirit, and knowledge, and intelligence, 
interpreting of dreams, and solving of riddles, and of untying knotty [doubts], were 
found in him, in Daniel, to whom the king assigned the name of Belteshazzar: now 
let Daniel be called, and he will tell the interpretation. 13 Then was Daniel brought in 
before the king: the king commenced and said unto Daniel, Art thou Daniel, who art 
of the children of the exiles of Judah, whom the king my father brought out of Judah? 
14 And I have heard of thee, that the spirit of the gods is in thee, and that enlightenment 
and intelligence and superior wisdom are found in thee. 15 And now the wise men, the 
astrologers, had been brought before me, that they should read this writing, and make 
known unto me its interpretation; but they were not able to tell the interpretation 
of the matter. 1° But I have truly heard concerning thee, that thou art able to give 
interpretations, and untie knotty [doubts]: now if thou art able to read the writing, and 
make known to me its interpretation, thou shalt be clothed with purple, with a chain of 
gold about thy neck, and shalt rule as the third in the kingdom. !” Then answered Daniel 
and said before the king, Let thy gifts remain in thy possession, and bestow thy bounty 
on another: nevertheless will I read the writing unto the king, and make known to him 
the interpretation. 180 thou king! the most high God gave kingdom, and greatness, and 
glory, and honor unto Nebuchadnezzar thy father; 19 And because of the greatness that 
he had given unto him, all people, nations, and languages trembled and shook before 
him: whom he pleased he slew; and whom he pleased he kept alive; and whom he pleased 
he lifted up; and whom he pleased he brought low. 2° But, when his heart was lifted up, 
and his spirit hardened to deal presumptuously, he was cast down from the throne of 
his kingdom, and his dignity did they take from him; 2! And from the sons of men was he 
driven forth, and his heart became equal with [that of] the beasts, and with the wild asses 
was his dwelling; they suffered him to eat herbs like oxen, and with the dew of heaven 
was his body made wet: till he acknowledged that the most high God ruleth over the 
kingdom of men, and that he appointeth over it whomsoever he pleaseth. 22 And thou 
his son, O Belshazzar, hast not humbled thy heart, though thou knewest all this; 23 But 
against the Lord of heaven hast thou lifted thyself up; and the vessels of his house have 
they brought before thee, and thou, and thy lords, thy wives, and thy concubines, have 
drunk wine from them; and the gods of silver, and gold, of copper, iron, wood, and stone, 
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which neither see, nor hear, nor know, hast thou praised; and the God in whose hand 
thy soul is, and whose are all thy ways, hast thou not glorified: 24 Thereupon was sent 
from before him the part of the hand, and this writing was noted down. 2° And this is the 
writing that was noted down, M'ne, M'ne, T'kel, Upharsin. 2° This the interpretation of 
the matter: M'ne, God hath numbered thy kingdom, and made an end of it. 2” T'kel, Thou 
least been weighed in the balances, and been found wanting. 28 P'ress; Thy kingdom hath 
been divided, and is given to the Medes and Persians. 2° Then gave Belshazzar the order, 
and they clothed Daniel with purple, with a chain of gold about his neck, and they made 
a proclamation concerning him, that he should rule as the third in the kingdom. 2° In 
that very night was Belshazzar the king of the Chaldeans slain. 31 (6:1) And Darius the 
Median obtained the kingdom, when he was sixty and two years old. 


1 (6:2) Darius deemed it proper, and he set over the kingdom one hundred and twenty 
lieutenants, who should be over all the kingdom; ? (6:3) And over these, three presidents, 
of whom Daniel was one; that these lieutenants should give accounts unto them, so that 
the king might suffer no damage. 3 (6:4) Then did this Daniel excel [all] the presidents 
and lieutenants, because a superior spirit was in him: and the king thought to appoint 
him over the whole kingdom. 4 (6:5) Then sought the presidents and lieutenants to find 
a pretext against Daniel on account of the management of the kingdom; but they were 
not able to find any pretext or fault, forasmuch as he was faithful, and no kind of error or 
fault was to be found on him. 5 (6:6) Then said these men, We shall not find any pretext 
against this Daniel, except we find it against him in the law of his God. ° (6:7) Then came 
these presidents and lieutenants tumultuously to the king, and thus said they unto him, 
King Darius, live for ever. 7 (6:8) All the presidents of the kingdom, the superintendents, 
and the lieutenants, the counsellors, and the governors, have consulted together to 
establish a royal statute, and to make a firm prohibition, that whosoever will ask any 
thing by prayer of any God or man within thirty days, save of thee, O king, shall be 
cast into the den of lions. 8 (6:9) Now, O king, establish the prohibition, and sign the 
writing, that it cannot be changed, according to the law of the Medes and Persians, 
which is not to be repealed. ° (6:10) In view of this king Darius signed the writing and 
the prohibition. 1° (6:11) Now when Daniel knew that the writing was signed, he went 
up unto his house, where he had open windows in his upper chamber in the direction 
of Jerusalem; and three times every day he kneeled upon his knees, and prayed, and 
offered thanks before his God, as he had been doing before that time. 1 (6:12) Then 
came in these men tumultuously, and found Daniel praying and making supplication 
before his God. 12 (6:13) Then came they near, and spoke before the king concerning the 
king's prohibition, Hast thou not signed a prohibition, that every man that will pray [for 
aught] of any God or man, within thirty days, save of thee, O king, shall be cast into the 
den of lions? The king answered and said, The thing is certainly so, according to the law 
of the Medes and Persians, which cannot he repealed. 13 (6:14) Then answered they and 
said before the king, That Daniel, who is of the children of the exiles of Judah, hath paid 
no regard to thee, O king, nor to the prohibition which thou hast signed; but three times 
every day he offereth up his prayer. 4 (6:15) Then the king, when he heard this matter, 
felt very much distressed within himself, and on account of Daniel he sought an excuse 
to deliver him; and till the going down of the sun he strove hard to rescue him. 15 (6:16) 
Then came these men tumultuously unto the king, and said unto the king, Know, O king, 
that it is the law of the Medes and Persians. That every prohibition and statute which 
the king hath established is not to be changed. 1° (6:17) Then gave the king the order, 
and they brought Daniel, and cast him into the den of lions. The king commenced and 
said unto Daniel, May thy God whom thou worshippest continually, truly deliver thee. 
17 (6:18) And a stone was brought, and placed upon the mouth of the den; and the king 
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sealed it with his own signet-ring, and with the signet-ring of his lords, that nothing 
should be changed in the purpose concerning Daniel. 18 (6:19) Then went the king to 
his palace, and passed the night fasting: and no food was brought before him; and his 
sleep fled from him. 19 (6:20) Then arose the king by the morning-dawn, as soon as it 
was light, and went in great haste unto the den of lions. 2° (6:21) And when he came 
near to the den, he cried with a mournful voice unto Daniel: the king commenced and 
said to Daniel, O Daniel, servant of the living God, hath thy God, whom thou worshippest 
continually, been able to deliver thee from the lions! 21 (6:22) Then spoke Daniel with 
the king, O king, live for ever. 22 (6:23) My God sent his angel, and locked up the mouths 
of the lions, and they have not hurt me; forasmuch as before him innocency was found 
in me; and also before thee, O king, had I done nothing injurious. 23 (6:24) Then was the 
king exceedingly glad within himself, and concerning Daniel he ordered to bring him 
up out of the den. So was Daniel brought up out of the den, and no manner of hurt was 
found upon him, because he had trusted in his God. 24 (6:25) And the king gave the order, 
and they brought those men who had accused Daniel treacherously, and they cast into 
the den of lions them, their children, and their wives; and they had not yet touched 
the bottom of the den when the lions had the mastery over them, and ground up all 
their bones. 25 (6:26) Then wrote king Darius unto all people, nations, and languages, 
that dwell on all the earth, May your welfare increase. 26 (6:27) From me is it decreed, 
That in all the dominion of my kingdom men shall tremble and have fear before the God 
of Daniel; for he is the living God, and endureth for ever, and it is his kingdom which 
will not be destroyed, and his dominion will be unto the end [of things]. 27 (6:28) He 
delivereth and rescueth, and he displayeth sings and wonders in heaven and on earth, he 
who hath delivered Daniel from the power of the lions. 28 (6:29) So this Daniel prospered 
in the reign of Darius, and in the reign of Cyrus the Persian. 


vi 


1 In the first year of Belshazzar the king of Babylon, Daniel saw a dream and the 
visions of his head while on his couch: afterward he wrote down the dream, relating 
the principal things. 2 Daniel commenced and said, I saw in my vision by night, and, 
behold, the four winds of heaven blew fiercely on the great sea. 3 And four great beasts 
came up from the sea, differing one from another. 4 the first was like a lion, and had 
eagle's wings: I looked till its wings were plucked out, and it was lifted up from the 
earth, and was placed upon its feet as a man, and a human heart was given to it. 5 And 
behold there was another, a second beast, like a bear, and on one side was it placed, 
with three ribs in its mouth between its teeth: and thus they said unto it, Arise, eat 
much flesh. © After this I looked, and lo there was another, like a leopard; and it had 
four wings of a bird on its back: the beast had also four heads; and dominion was given 
unto it. 7 After this I looked in the night visions, and behold there was a fourth beast, 
dreadful and terrible, and strong exceedingly; and it had great iron teeth: it devoured 
and ground up, and what was left it stamped with its feet; and it was different from all 
the beasts that were before it; and it had ten horns. °1I looked carefully at the horns, 
and, behold, another little horn came up between them, and three of the first horns 
were plucked up by the roots before the same; and, behold, there were eyes like the eyes 
of man in this horn, with a mouth speaking presumptuous things. 91 was looking until 
chairs were set down, and an Ancient of days seated himself, whose garment was white 


as snow, and the hair of whose head was like clean wool; his chair was like flames of fire, 
and his wheels like fire that burnt; 1° A stream of fire issued and came forth from before 
him; thousand times thousands ministered unto him, and myriad times myriads stood 


before him: they sat down to hold judgment, and the books were opened. !!1 looked 
then, because of the sound of the presumptuous words which the horn had spoken,—I 
looked till the beast was slain, and its body destroyed, and given over to the burning 
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fire. 12 But concerning the rest of the beasts, they had their dominion taken away: yet 
a longer duration of life was given unto them until the time and period. 1°31 looked in 
the nightly visions, and, behold, with the clouds of heaven came one like a son of man, 
and he attained as far as the Ancient of days, and they brought him near before him. 
14 And there were given him dominion, and dignity, and government, and all people, 
nations, and languages had to serve him: his dominion is an everlasting dominion, which 
shall not pass away, and his kingdom is one which shall never be destroyed. 15 My spirit 
was deeply shaken within me, Daniel, in the midst of its tenement, and the visions of 
my head troubled me. 16I came near unto one of those that stood by, and asked him 
something certain concerning all this: and he spoke to me, and made known unto me 
the interpretation of the things. 17 These great beasts, of which there are four, are four 
kings, who are to arise on the earth. 18 But the saints of the Most High will obtain the 
kingdom, and possess the kingdom to eternity, even to all eternity for ever. 19 Then I 
desired what is certain concerning the fourth beast, which was different from all these 
others, exceedingly dreadful, whose teeth were of iron, and whose nails of copper; which 
devoured, ground up, and stamped with its feet what was left; 2° And concerning the ten 
horns that were in its head, and concerning the other which came up, and before which 
three fell down, even concerning that horn which had eyes, and a mouth which spoke 
presumptuous things, and whose appearance was greater than that of its companions. 
21] had seen how the same horn had made war with the saints, and had prevailed against 
them: 22 Until the Ancient of days came, and procured justice unto the saints of the Most 
High; and the time came and the saints took possession of the kingdom. 23 Thus said he, 
The fourth beast [signifieth that] a fourth kingdom will be upon earth, which is to be 
different from all kingdoms, and will devour all the earth, and will tread it down, and 
grind it up. 24 And the ten horns out of this kingdom [signify] that ten kings will arise; 
and another will rise after them, and he will be different from the first, and three kings 
will he bring low. 25 And he will speak words against the Most High, and the saints of the 
Most High will he oppress, and think to change the festivals and the law: and they will 
be given up into his hand until a time and times and half a time. 2¢ But they will sit down 
to hold judgment, and they will take away his dominion, to destroy and to annihilate it 
unto the end. 27 And the kingdom and the dominion, and the power over the kingdoms 
under the whole heaven, will be given to the people of the saints of the Most High, whose 
kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and all governments are to worship and obey him. 
28 Thus far is the end of the speech. As for me Daniel, my reflections troubled me greatly, 
and my color was changed on me; but I kept the speech in my heart. 


8 


1 In the third year of the reign of king Belshazzar a vision appeared unto me, to me 
Daniel, after that which had appeared unto me at the first. 2 And I saw in the vision—and 
it came to pass, in my seeing, that I was at Shushan the capital, which is in the province 
of 'Elam;—and I saw in the vision, as though I was by the river Ulai. 3 And I lifted up my 
eyes, and saw, and, behold, there was a ram standing before the river, and he had two 
horns; and the horns were high; but one was higher than the other, and the higher one 
came up last. 4I saw the ram butting westward, and northward, and southward; so that 


all the beasts could not stand before him, and no one was there to deliver out of his hand: 
and he did according to his will, and became great. > And as I was looking attentively, 


behold, there came a shaggy, he-goat from the west over the face of the whole earth, 
without touching the ground; and the goat had a sightly large horn between his eyes. 
6 And he came as far as the ram that had two horns, that I had seen standing before the 
river, and ran at him with his furious power. 7 And I saw him coming close unto the ram, 
and he became bitterly enraged against him, and he struck the ram, and broke his two 
horns: and there was no power in the ram to stand forward before him: and he cast 
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him down to the ground, and stamped upon him; and there was no one to deliver the 
ram out of his hand. 8 And the shaggy he-goat became very great: but when he was 
grown strong, the great horn was broken; and there came up four slightly large ones in 
its place toward the four winds of heaven. 9 And out of them came forth a little horn, 
which became exceedingly great, toward the south, and toward the east, and toward the 
glorious land. !° And it became great, even up to the host of the heavens; and it cast 
down to the ground some of the host and of the stars, and trod them under foot. !! Yea, 
it magnified itself even up to the prince of the host, and by it the continual sacrifice was 
taken away, and the place of his sanctuary was cast down. !2 And the host is given up 
together with the continual sacrifice, by reason of transgression: and it casteth down 
the truth to the ground, and it doth [this], and is prosperous. 13 Then did I hear a certain 
holy one speaking, and a holy one said unto the unknown one who was speaking, For how 
long is the vision concerning the continual sacrifice, and the wasting transgression, to 
give up both the sanctuary and the host to be trodden under foot? 4 And he said unto 
me, Until two thousand and three hundred evenings and mornings, when the sanctuary 
shall be justified. 15 And it came to pass, when I, even I Daniel, saw the vision, and sought 
for understanding, that, behold, there was standing opposite to me something like the 
appearance of a man. !¢ And I heard the voice of a man between [the banks of] the Ulai, 
and it called, and said, Gabriel, cause this one to understand this appearance. !7 So he 
came close to where I stood: and when he came, I was terrified, and I fell upon my face; 


but he said unto me, Mark it well, O son of man; because for the time of the end is the 
vision. 18 Now as he was speaking with me, I fell down in amazement on my face to the 
ground: but he touched me, and set me upright where I had been standing. !° And he 
said, Behold, I will make known unto thee what is to be at the last end of the indignation; 
for it is for the appointed time of the end. 2° The ram that thou hast seen, him with the 
two horns, [signifieth] the kings of Media and Persia. 21 And the shaggy he-goat is the 
king of Javan; and the great horn which is between his eyes is the first king. 22 But that 
it was broken, and that four sprung up in its stead, [signifieth that] four kingdoms will 
spring up out of the nation, but not with his power. 23 And in the latter time of their 
kingdom, when the transgressors have filled their measure of guilt, there will arise a 
king of an impudent face, and understanding deep schemes. 24 And his power will be 
mighty, but not by his own power; and he will destroy wonderfully, and will prosper 
while he doth [this]; and he will destroy very many and the people of the saints. 25 And 
through his intelligence, and because he prospereth, is craftiness in his hand; and in his 
heart will he magnify himself, and in peace will he destroy many: he will also stand up 
against the Prince of princes; but without a human hand will he be broken. 2° And the 
appearance of the evening and the morning which was spoken of is true: but do thou 
keep the vision closed up; 2” And I Daniel grieved, and was sick several days; afterward I 
rose up, and did the king's business; and I was depressed because of the appearance; but 
no one observed it. 


9 

1 Tn the first year of Darius the son of Achashverosh, of the seed of the Medes, who 
was made king over the kingdom of the Chaldeans, 2 In the first year of his reign, I 
Daniel searched in the books for understanding concerning the number of the years 
whereof the word of the Lord had come to Jeremiah the prophet, that he would let pass 
full seventy years over the ruins of Jerusalem. 3 And I directed my face unto the Lord 
God, to ask by prayer and supplications, with fasting, and in sackcloth, and ashes. 4 And 
I prayed unto the Lord my God, and made my confession, and said, O Lord, the great 
and terrible God, who keepeth the covenant and kindness to those that love him, and 
to those that keep his commandments: > We have sinned, and have committed iniquity, 
and have done wickedly, and have rebelled, and have departed from thy commandments 
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and from thy ordinances; © Nor have we hearkened unto thy servants the prophets, who 
spoke in thy name to our kings, our princes, and our fathers, and to all the people of 
the land. 7 Thine, O Lord, is the righteousness, but unto us belongeth the shame of face, 
as it is this day,—to the men of Judah, and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and unto all 
Israel, those that are near, and those that are far off, through all the countries whither 
thou hast driven them, because of their trespass which they have trespassed against 
thee. 80 Lord, to us belongeth the shame of face, to our kings, to our princes, and to our 
fathers; because we have sinned against thee. 9 To the Lord our God belong mercies and 
pardonings; for we have rebelled against him; !° And we have not obeyed the voice of the 
Lord our God, to walk in his laws, which he set before us through means of his servants 
the prophets. 1 Yea, all Israel have transgressed thy law, and have departed so as not to 
obey thy voice: therefore was poured out over us the curse, with the oath that is written 
in the law of Moses the servant of God; because we had sinned against him. 12 And he 
hath accomplished his words, which he had spoken concerning us, and concerning our 
judges that judged us, by bringing upon us a great evil, which was never done under the 
whole heaven as it hath been done in Jerusalem. 13 As it is written in the law of Moses; 
all this evil came over us: yet offered we not any entreaty before the Lord our God, to 
return from our iniquities, and to become intelligent in thy truth. !4 Therefore did the 
Lord watch over the evil, and he brought it upon us; for the Lord our God is righteous 
because of all his deeds which he hath done; but we have not obeyed his voice. 15 And 
now, O Lord our God, who hast brought forth thy people out of the land of Egypt with 
a strong hand, and hast made thyself a [great] name, as it is this day: we have sinned, 
we have done wickedly. 1° 0 Lord, according to all thy righteousness, I beseech thee, 
let thy anger and thy fury be turned away from thy city Jerusalem, thy holy mountain; 
because through our sins, and through the iniquities of our fathers, Jerusalem and thy 
people are become a reproach to all who are round about us. !” And now listen, O our 
God, to the prayer of thy servant, and to his supplications, and cause thy face to shine 
upon thy sanctuary which is desolate, for the sake of the Lord. 18 Incline, O my God, thy 
ear, and hear; open thy eyes, and look on our desolations, and the city whereupon thy 
name is called: for not [relying] on our acts of righteousness do we present humbly our 
supplications before thee, but [relying] on thy great mercies. 190 Lord, hear; O Lord, 
forgive; O Lord, hearken and do it; delay it not; for thy own sake, O my God; for thy name 
is called upon thy city and upon thy people. 2° And while I was yet speaking, and praying, 
and confessing my sin and the sin of my people Israel, and presenting my supplication 
humbly before the Lord my God because of the holy mountain of my God: 2! Yea, while 
I was yet speaking in prayer, the man Gabriel, whom I had seen in the vision at the 
beginning, came, flying swiftly, near me about the time of the evening oblation. 22 And 
he gave me understanding, and spoke with me, and said, O Daniel, now am I come forth 
to make thee intelligent with understanding. 23 At the beginning of thy supplications 
the word went forth, and I am come to tell it; for thou art greatly beloved: therefore 
understand the matter, and have understanding of the appearance. 24 Seventy weeks are 
determined upon thy people and upon thy holy city, to close up the transgression, and to 
make an end of sins, and to atone for iniquity, and to bring in everlasting righteousness, 
and to seal up the vision and prophecy, and to anoint the most holy thing. 25 Know 
therefore and comprehend, that from the going forth of the word to restore and to build 
Jerusalem unto the anointed the prince will be seven weeks: and during sixty and two 
weeks will it be again built with streets and ditches [around it], even in the pressure of 
the times. 2° And after the sixty and two weeks will an anointed one be cut off without 
a successor to follow him: and the city and the sanctuary will the people of the prince 
that is coming destroy; but his end will come in a violent overthrow; but until the end of 
the war devastations are decreed [against it]. 2” And he will make a strong covenant with 
the many for one week; and in the half of the week will he cause the sacrifice and the 
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oblation to cease, and this because of the prevalence of the abominations which bringeth 


devastation, and until destruction and what is decreed shall be poured out upon the 
waster. 


10 

1 Tn the third year of Cyrus the king of Persia a word was revealed unto Daniel, whose 
name was called Belteshazzar; and the word is the truth, but the time appointed is long 
off: and he noted the word, and took notice of it in the appearance. 2 In those days 
I Daniel was mourning three full weeks. 3 Costly food did I not eat, and flesh and wine 
came not in my mouth, nor did I at all anoint myself, till three whole weeks were elapsed. 
4 And onthe four and twentieth day of the first month, while I was by the side of the great 
river, which is Chiddekel, °1 lifted up my eyes, and looked, and behold there was a certain 
man clothed in linen, and his loins were girded with fine gold of Uphaz; © And his body 
was also like the chrysolite, and his face, like the appearance of lightning, and his eyes 
were like torches of fire, and his arms and his feet, like the color of polished copper, and 


the sound of his words was like the noise of a multitude. 7 And I Daniel saw alone this 
appearance; but the men that were with me did not see the appearance: nevertheless 


a great terror fell upon them, so that they fled to hide themselves. 8 And I was left by 
myself alone, and I saw this great appearance, and there remained no strength in me; 
and my healthy color was changed on me into corruption, and I retained no strength. 


9 Then heard I the sound of his words; and as I heard the sound of his words, I sank in 
amazement on my face, with my face toward the ground. !° And, behold, a hand touched 


me, and it moved me upon my knees and the palms of my hands. ' And he said unto me, 
O Daniel, the man greatly beloved, mark well the words that I speak unto thee, and stand 
on thy standing-place; for now have I been sent unto thee. And when he had spoken this 
word unto me, I stood up trembling. !2 And he said unto me, Fear not, Daniel; for from 
the first day that thou didst set thy heart to obtain understanding, and to fast before 
thy God, were thy words heard: and I am come in consequence of thy words. 13 But 
the prince of the kingdom of Persia stood up against me one and twenty days: but, lo, 
Michael, one of the chief princes, came to help me; and I obtained the victory there with 
the kings of Persia. 14 Now am I come to make thee understand what is to befall thy 
people, in the latter days; for the vision is yet for the [coming] days. 15 And when he 
spoke unto me such words, I directed my face toward the ground, and I became dumb. 
16 And, behold, something like the form of the sons of men touched my lips; andI opened 
my mouth, and I spoke, and said unto him that stood opposite to me, O my lord, because 
of the appearance my pains suddenly overcame me, and I have retained no strength. 
17 And how shall the servant of this my lord be able to speak with this my lord? And as 
for me, from that moment there remained no strength in me, and no breath was left in 
me. 18 Then there touched me again something like the appearance of a man, and he 
strengthened me; 19 And he said, Fear not, O man greatly beloved: peace be unto thee, 
be strong, yea, be strong. And when he spoke with me, I felt myself strengthened, and 
said, Let my lord speak; for thou hast strengthened me. 2° Then said he, Knowest thou 
wherefore I am come unto thee? and now will return to fight with the prince of Persia; 
and as I am going forth, lo, the prince of Javan is coming. 21 Nevertheless will I tell thee 
what is noted down in the writing of truth:—and there is none that holdeth with me [to 
assist me] against those, except Michael your prince. 


11 
1 And I in the first year of Darius the Mede had my station to assist and to protect 
him. 2 And now will I tell thee the truth. Behold, there will stand up yet three kings 
of Persia: and the fourth will obtain far greater riches than all [these]: and when he is 
strong through his riches will he stir up all, [namely,] the kingdom of Javan. 3 And then 
will stand up a mighty king, who will rule with great dominion, and do according to 
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his pleasure. 4 And when he shall have stood, his kingdom will be broken, and will be 
divided toward the four winds of the heavens, and not to his posterity, nor according to 
his dominion which he ruled; for his kingdom will be torn asunder even for others beside 
those. 5 And the king of the south will become strong, yea, he who is one of his princes; 
but [another] will become strong against him, and will rule: a great dominion will his 
dominion be. © But at the end of [some] years will they associate themselves together; 
and the daughter of the king of the south will come to the king of the north to make a 
settlement of difficulties; but she will not retain the power of the support; neither will 
he stand, nor his support: but she will be given up with those that had brought her, 
and he that begat her, and he that strengthened her in those times. 7 But there will up 
a sprout of her roots in his place, and he will come to the army, and will enter into the 
stronghold of the king of the north, and will deal with them, and prevail: § And also their 
gods with their molten images, with their precious vessels of silver and of gold, will he 
carry into captivity to Egypt; and he will stand off some years from the king of the north. 
9 But this one will then enter the kingdom of the king of the south, and then return into 
his own land. 1° But his sons will commence a war, and assemble a multitude of great 
armies; and one will certainly enter, and overflow, and pass along: then will he return, 
and make war again, even to his stronghold. !! And the king of the south will be moved 
with bitter wrath, and go forth and fight with him, even with the king of the north: and 
he will set forth a great multitude; but the multitude [of the other] will be given up into 
his hand. 12 And the multitude will be lifted up, and his heart will become proud; and 
he will cast down myriads; but he will not be strengthened by it. 13 And the king of the 
north will return, and set forth a multitude greater than the former; and at the end of the 
times, of years, will he certainly come with a great army and with much riches. 14 And 
in those times many will stand up against the king of the south: also the rebellious sons 
of thy people will lift themselves up to establish the vision; but they will stumble. 15 And 
the king of the north will come, and cast up a mound, and capture the city defended by 
fortifications: and the arms of the south will not withstand, and as regardeth his chosen 
people, there will be no power [in them] to withstand. 1° But he that cometh against 
them will do according to his pleasure, and none will stand before him; and he will place 
himself in the glorious land, which will be altogether in his hand. 17 He will also direct 
his face to enter with the strength of his whole kingdom, having professions of peace 
with him; and thus will he do it: and he will give him the daughter of his wife to destroy 


it: but it will not stand, and it will not remain his. 18 And he will direct his face unto 
the isles, and capture many; but a chieftain will cause to cease his reproach against him: 


without his giving back to him his own reproach. 19 Then will he direct his face toward 
the strong-holds of his own land; but he will stumble and fall, and will no more be found. 
20 And there will stand up in his place one who will cause the exactor [of taxes] to pass 
through the glorious [land] of the kingdom; but within a few days will he be broken, but 
not in anger, nor in battle. 2! And there will stand up in his place a despicable person, 
to whom they assigned not the honor of the kingdom; but he will come in quietly, and 
lay hold of the kingdom by flatteries. 22 And the powers of the overflow will be swept 
away from before him, and will be broken: yea, so also the prince in covenant [with him]. 
23 And from the time of his associating with him will he deal deceitfully; and he will come 
up, and obtain the victory with a small number of people. 24 In quiet and into the fattest 
portion of the province will he enter; and he will do what his fathers have not done, 
nor his fathers' fathers: the prey, and spoil, and riches will he divide freely to them, and 
against the strong-holds will he devise his plans, but only till a certain time. 25 And he 
will then stir up his power and his courage against the king of the south with a great 
army: and the king of the south will prepare himself for the war with an exceedingly 
great and mighty army; but he will not stand; for they will devise [evil] plans against 
him. 2° Yea, they that eat of his food will bring his downfall, and the army of the other 
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will overflow; and many will fall down slain. 2” And as for both these kings, their heart 
is bent on mischief, and at one table will they speak lies; but it shall not prosper; for the 
end is yet for the time appointed. 28 Then will he return into his land with great riches, 
and his heart will be against the holy covenant: and he will do it, and return to his own 
land. 29 At the time appointed will he return, and enter into the south; but not as in the 
former will it be in the latter time. °° For there will come against him the ships of Kittim; 
and he will become faint-hearted, and return, and will rage against the holy covenant; 
and he will do it: and he will return, and have an understanding with those that forsake 
the holy covenant. 3! And the army divisions will proceed from him, and they will defile 
the sanctuary, the fortress, and remove the continual sacrifice, and they will set up the 
desolating abomination. 32 And suchas act wickedly against the covenant will he corrupt 
by flatteries; but the people that do know their God will be strong, and deal [valiantly]. 
33 And the intelligent among the people will impart understanding to many: yet they will 
stumble through the sword, and through flame, through captivity, and through being 
plundered for some time. 34 But in their stumbling will they be aided with a little help: 
but many will join themselves to them with deceptive flatteries. >> And some of the 
intelligent will stumble, to make a purification among them, and to select and to cleanse 
them, until the time of the end; because it is yet for the time appointed. 3¢ And the king 
will do according to his pleasure; and he will exalt and magnify himself above every god, 
and against the God of gods will he speak incredible things, and he will prosper till the 
indignation be at an end; for that which is determined will be accomplished. 37 And to 
the gods of his fathers will he pay no regard; and to the desire of women, or to any god 
whatever will he not pay any regard; for above all will he magnify himself. 38 But in his 
place he will pay honor to the god of the fortresses; and to a god whom his fathers knew 
not will he pay honor with gold, and silver, and with precious stones, and costly things. 
39 This will he do for the very strong fortresses together with the strange god: whoever 
will acknowledge him, him will he give much honor; and he will cause such to rule over 
many, and he will divide out the land for a price. 4° And at the time of the end will the 
king of the south push against him; and the king of the north will come against him like a 
storm-wind, with chariots, and with horsemen, and with many ships; and he will enter 
into some countries, and will overflow and press along. 41 And he will enter into the 
glorious land, and much will be overthrown; but these will escape out of his hand, even 
Edom, and Moab, and the first portion of the children of 'Ammon. 42 And he will stretch 
forth his hand against some countries, and the land of Egypt will not escape. #3 And he 
will have control over the treasures of gold and of silver, and over all the costly things 
of Egypt: and the Libyans and the Ethiopians will follow at his steps. 44 But reports out 
of the east and out of the north will terrify him; and he will go forth with great fury to 
destroy, and to exterminate many. 45 And he will pitch the tents of his palace between 
seas and the glorious holy mountain; and he will come to his end, without one to help 
him. 


12 

1 And at that time will Michael, the great prince who standeth for the children of thy 
people, stand forth; and there will be a time of distress, such as hath never been since 
the existence of any nation, until that same time; and at that time shall thy people be 
delivered, every one that shall be found written in the book. 2 And many of those that 
sleep in the dust of the earth shall awake, some to everlasting life, and some to disgrace 
and everlasting abhorrence. 3 And the intelligent shall shine brilliantly like the brilliance 
of the expanse [of the sky]; and they that bring many to righteousness shall be like the 
stars, for ever and ever. 4 But thou, O Daniel, close up the words, and seal the book, until 
the time of the end: many will roam about, yet shall knowledge be increased. 5 Then I 
Daniel looked, and behold, there were two others standing, the one on this side of the 


1898 XRN 


Daniel 12:6 723 Daniel 12:13 


bank of the stream, and the other on that side of the bank of the stream. © And one said 
to the man clothed in linen, who was above the waters of the stream, How long shall it be 


to the end of these wonders? 7 Then heard I the man clothed in linen, who was above the 
waters of the stream; and he lifted up his right hand and his left hand unto the heavens, 


and swore by the Everliving One that after a time, times, and a half, and when there 
shall be an end to the crushing of the power of the holy people, all these things shall 
be ended. 8 And I heard indeed, but I understood it not: then said I, O my lord, what 
shall be the end of these things? 9 And he said, Go [thy way], Daniel; for the words are 
closed up and sealed till the time of the end. !° Many shall be selected and cleansed, and 
purified; but the wicked will deal wickedly, and none of the wicked will understand: but 
the intelligent will understand. 1! And from the time that the continual sacrifice will 
be removed, even to set up the desolating abomination, there will be a thousand two 
hundred and ninety days. 12 Happy is he that waiteth, and attaineth to the thousand 
three hundred and five and thirty days. 13 But thou, go [thy way] toward the end; and 
thou shalt rest, and arise again for thy lot at the end of the days. 
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Ezra 


1 And in the first year of Cyrus the king of Persia, at the time the word of the Lord 
by the mouth of Jeremiah was accomplished, the Lord awakened the spirit of Cyrus the 
king of Persia; and he caused a proclamation to be made throughout all his kingdom, 
and also by means of writing, saying, 2? Thus hath said Cyrus the king of Persia, All the 
kingdoms of the earth hath the Lord the God of heaven given unto me; and he hath 
directed me to build for him a house at Jerusalem, which is in Judah. 3 Whoever among 
you that is of all his people, may his God be with him, and let him go up to Jerusalem, 
which is in Judah, and build the house of the Lord the God of Israel, he is the God who 
is in Jerusalem. 4 And whosoever remaineth out of any place where he hath sojourned, 
him shall the men of his place assist with silver, and with gold, and with goods, and with 
beasts, beside the freewill offering for the house of God which is in Jerusalem. 5° Then 
rose up the chiefs of the divisions of Judah and Benjamin, and the priests, and the Levites, 
with all those whose spirit God had awakened, to go up to build the house of the Lord 
which is in Jerusalem. © And all those that were round about them supplied them with 
vessels of silver, with gold, with goods, and with beasts, and with precious things, beside 
all that was willingly offered. 7 Also king Cyrus brought forth the vessels of the house of 
the Lord, which Nebuchadnezzar had brought away out of Jerusalem, and had placed in 
the house of his god: ® Even these did Cyrus the king of Persia bring forth through the 
hand of Mithredath the treasurer, and counted them out unto Sheshbazzar the prince 
for Judah. 9 And this is their number: Thirty chargers of gold, a thousand chargers of 
silver, nine and twenty knives, 1° Thirty cups of gold, silver cups of a second degree four 
hundred and ten, other vessels a thousand. 1! All the vessels of gold and of silver were 
five thousand and four hundred. All these did Sheshbazzar bring up with the exiles that 
were brought up from Babylon unto Jerusalem. 


1 Now these are the children of the province who went up out of the captivity of 
the exiles, whom Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon had carried away into exile 
unto Babylon, and who returned unto Jerusalem and Judah, every one unto his city; 
2Who came with Zerubbabel, Jeshua', Nehemiah, Serayah, Re'elayah, Mordecai, Bilshan, 
Misspar, Bigvai, Rechum, Ba'anah. The number of the men of the people of Israel was: 
3 The children of Par'osh, two thousand one hundred seventy and two. 4 The children 
of Shephatyah, three hundred seventy and two. ° The children of Arach, seven hundred 
seventy and five. © The children of Pachath-moab, of the children of Jeshua' and Joab, 
two thousand eight hundred and twelve. ’ The children of 'Elath, one thousand two 
hundred fifty and four. ® The children of Zatthu, nine hundred and forty and five. ? The 
children of Zaccai, seven hundred and sixty. !° The children of Bani, six hundred forty 
and two. 1! The children of Bebai, six hundred twenty and three. 12 The children of 
'Azgad, one thousand two hundred twenty and two. 13 The children of Adonilam, six 
hundred sixty and six. 14 The children of Bigvai, two thousand fifty and six. 15 The 
children of 'Adin, four hundred fifty and four. 1° The children of Ater of Hezekiah, ninety 
and eight. 17 The children of Bezai, three hundred twenty and three. 18 The children 
of Jorah, one hundred and twelve. 19 The children of Chashum, two hundred twenty 
and three. 2° The children of Gibbar, ninety and five. 21 The people of Beth-lechem, 
one hundred twenty and three. 22 The men of Netophah, fifty and six. 23 The men of 
'‘Anathoth, one hundred twenty and eight. 24 The people of 'Azmaveth, forty and two. 
25 The people of Kiryath-'arim, Kephirah, and Beeroth, seven hundred and forty and 
three. 26 The people of Ramah and Geba', six hundred twenty and one. 27 The men of 
Michmass, one hundred twenty and two. 28 The men of Beth-el and 'Ai, two hundred 
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twenty and three. 29 The people of Nebo, fifty and two. 3° The children of Magbish, 
one hundred fifty and six. 3! The children of the other 'Elam, one thousand two hundred 
fifty and four. 32 The children of Charim, three hundred and twenty. 33 The people of Lod, 
Chadid, and Ono, seven hundred twenty and five. 34 The people of Jericho, three hundred 
forty and five. 35 The people of Senaah, three thousand and six hundred and thirty. 3° The 
priests were: The children of Jeda'yah, of the house of Jeshua', nine hundred seventy 
and three. 37 The children of Immer, one thousand fifty and two. 38 The children of 
Pashchur, one thousand two hundred forty and seven. 39 The children of Charim, one 
thousand and seventeen. 4° The Levites were: The children of Jeshua, and Kadmiel, of 
the children of Hodavyah, seventy and four. 4! The singers were: The children of Assaph, 
one hundred twenty and eight. 42 The children of the gate-keepers were: The children 
of Shallum, the children of Ater, the children of Talmon, the children of 'Akkub, the 
children of Chatita, the children of Shobai, in all one hundred thirty and nine. 4? The 
temple-servants were: The children of Zicha, the children of Chassupha, the children 
of Tabba'oth. 44 The children of Keross, the children of Si'aha, the children of Padon. 
45 The children of Lebanah, the children of Chagabah, the children of 'Akkub. 4° The 


children of Chagab, the children of Shalmai, the children of Chanan. 47 The children 
of Giddel, the children of Gachar, the children of Reayah. 48 The children of Rezin, the 
children of Nekoda, the children of Gazzam. 49 The children of 'Uzza, the children of 
Paseach, the children of Bessai, 5° The children of Assnah, the children of Me'unim, the 
children of Nephussim, °! The children of Bakbuk, the children of Chakupha, the children 
of Charchur, 5? The children of Bazluth, the children of Mechida, the children of Charsha, 
53 The children of Barkoss, the children of Sissera, the children of Thamach, 54 The 
children of Neziach, the children of Chatipha. °° The children of Solomon's servants 


were: The children of Sotai, the children of Sophereth, the children of Peruda. °° The 
children of Ja'alah, the children of Darkon, the children of Giddel. 57 The children of 
Shephatyah, the children of Chattil, the children of Pochereth-hazzebayim, the children 
of Ami. °° All the temple-servants, and the children of Solomon's servants, were three 
hundred and ninety and two. 59 And these are those who went up from Thel-melach, 
Thelcharsha, Kerub, Addan, and Immer; but they could not tell their family division, 
and their descent, whether they were of Israel: ©° The children of Delayah the children of 
Tobiyah, the children of Nekoda, six hundred fifty and two. ®! And of the children of the 
priests: The children of Chabayah, the children of Hakkoz, the children of Barzillai, who 
had taken a wife from the daughters of Barzillai the Gil'adite, and was called after their 
name. © These sought for their family-registers, but they were not found: wherefore 
they were excluded, as unfit, from the priesthood. ® And the Thirshatha said unto 
them, that they should not eat of the most holy things, till there should stand up a 
priest with the Urim and Thummim. ® The whole congregation together was forty and 
two thousand three hundred and sixty. °° Besides their men-servants and their maid- 
servants, of whom there were seven thousand three hundred thirty and seven: they had 
also two hundred singing men and singing women. ° Their horses were seven hundred 
thirty and six; their mules, two hundred forty and five; ©” Their camels, four hundred 
thirty and five; their asses, six thousand seven hundred and twenty. °8 And some of the 
chiefs of the divisions, when they came to the house of the Lord which is at Jerusalem, 
offered freewill gifts for the house of God to set it up in its place: ©? After their ability 
they gave unto the treasure for the work sixty and one thousand drachms of gold, and 
five thousand manehs of sliver, and one hundred coats for the priests. 7° And the priests, 
and the Levites, and some of the people, and the singers, and the gate-keepers, and the 
temple-servants, dwelt in their cities, and all Israel in their cities. 


3 


1 And when the seventh month drew near, and the children of Israel were in the cities, 
the people gathered themselves together as one man to Jerusalem. 2 Then arose Jeshua' 
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the son of Jozadak, and his brethren the priests, and Zerubbabel the son of Shealthiel, 
and his brethren, and they built the altar of the God of Israel, to offer thereon burnt- 
offerings, as it is written in the law of Moses the man of God. 3 And they erected the 
altar upon its foundations; for there was fear upon them because of the people of these 
countries; and they offered thereon burnt-offerings unto the Lord, burnt-offerings at 
morning and at evening. 4 And they celebrated the feast of tabernacles, as it is written, 
and [offered] the daily burnt-offerings by number, according to the prescribed manner, 
the offering of every day on its day; ° And afterward the continual burnt-offering, and 


that for the new moons, and for all the feasts of the Lord that are hallowed, and that 
of every one who willingly offered a free-will offering unto the Lord. © From the first 


day of the seventh month began they to offer burnt-offerings unto the Lord: although 
the foundation of the temple of the Lord had not yet been laid. ’ Then did they give 
money unto the masons, and to the carpenters; and food, and drink, and oil, unto the 
Zidonians and Tyrians, to bring cedar-trees from the Lebanon by sea to Joppa, according 
to the permission of Cyrus the king of Persia for them. ® And in the second year of their 
coming unto the house of God at Jerusalem, in the second month, did Zerubbabel the 
son of Shealthiel and Jeshua' the son of Jozadak, and the remainder of their brethren the 
priests and the Levites, and all they that were come out of the captivity unto Jerusalem 
make a beginning; and they appointed the Levites, from twenty years old and upward, 
to superintend the work of the house of the Lord. ® Then stood forward Jeshua' with 
his sons and his brethren, Kadmiel and his sons, the sons of Judah, as one man, to 
superintend the workmen in the house of God; [also] the sons of Chenadad, their sons 


and their brethren the Levites. 1° And when the builders laid the foundation of the 
temple of the Lord, they placed the priests in their apparel with trumpets, and the 


Levites the sons of Assaph with cymbals, to praise the Lord, after the manner of David the 
king of Israel. 11 And they sang responsively in praise and thanksgiving unto the Lord; 
because he is good, for unto everlasting endureth his kindness toward Israel. And all the 
people shouted with a great shout, while praising the Lord; because the foundation of 
the house of the Lord had been laid. 12 But many of the priests and Levites and chiefs of 
the divisions, the aged, who had seen the first house, when the foundation of this house 
was laid before their eyes, wept with a loud voice, while many, shouting for joy, raised 
aloud their voice: 13 So that the people could not distinguish the noise of the shout of joy 
from the noise of the weeping of the people; for the people shouted with a loud shout, 
and the noise was heard ever so far off. 


4 
1 Now when the adversaries of Judah and Benjamin heard that the children of the 
exile were building the temple unto the Lord the God of Israel: Then came they near 


to Zerubbabel, and to the chiefs of the divisions, and said unto them, Let us build with 
you; for like you will we seek your God; and unto him do we sacrifice since the days of 


Essar-chaddon the king of Asshur, who hath brought us up hither. 3 But Zerubbabel, and 
Jeshua', and the rest of the of the divisions of Israel, said unto them, It is not obligatory 
on you and on us to build a house unto our God; but we ourselves together must build 
unto the Lord the God of Israel, as king Cyrus the king of Persia hath commanded us. 
4Then did the people of the land weaken the hands of the people of Judah, and frightened 
them off from building; 5 And they hired against them counsellors, to frustrate their 
purpose, all the days of Cyrus the king of Persia, and even until the reign of Darius the 
king of Persia. © And in the reign of Achashverosh, in the beginning of his reign they 
wrote an accusation against the inhabitants of Judah and Jerusalem. 7 And in the days of 
Artaxerxes wrote Bishlam, Mithredath, Tabeel, and the rest of their companions, unto 
Artaxerxes the king of Persia: and the writing of the letter was written in Aramic, and 
interpreted in Aramic. §’Rechum the counsellor and Shimshai the scribe wrote a certain 
letter against Jerusalem to Artaxerxes the king, as followeth: ° Then [wrote] Rechum 
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the counsellor, and Shimshai the scribe, and the rest of their companions, from Din, and 
Apharsathach, Tarpel, Apharass, Erech, Babylon, Shushan, Dehay, and 'Elam, !° And the 
rest of the nations whom the great and honored Assnapper had brought into exile, and 


settled in the cities of Samaria, and the rest that are on this side the river, and so forth. 
11 This is the copy of the letter which they sent unto him, even unto king Artaxerxes: 


Thy servants the men on this side the river, and so forth. !2 Be it made known unto 
the king, that the Jews who removed away from thee are come up to us unto Jerusalem: 
they are building the rebellious and the bad city, and are completing the walls, and are 
joining together the foundations. 13 Be it now known unto the king, that, if this city be 
rebuilt, and the walls be completed, they will not give tax, tribute, and toll, and the royal 
revenues will suffer damage. 14 Now because we eat the salt of the palace, and it is not 
proper for us to see the king's dishonor, therefore have we sent and let the king know 
this: 15 That search may be made in the book of the memorable events of thy fathers, and 
thou wilt find in the book of the memorable events, and know that this city is a rebellious 
city, and hurtful unto kings and provinces, and that they have practised sedition within 
the same from the most ancient time; for which cause this city was destroyed. 16 We let 
the king know that, if this city be rebuilt, and its walls be completed, by this means thou 
wilt have no more any portion on this side of the river. 17 Then sent the king a reply unto 
Rechum the counsellor, and to Shimshai the scribe, and to the rest of their companions 
that dwell in Samaria, and unto the rest of those beyond the river, Peace, and so forth. 
18 The letter which ye have sent unto us hath been plainly read before me. 19 And an 
order was given by me, and search was made, and it was found that this city from the 
most ancient time hath lifted itself up against kings, and that rebellion and sedition have 
been practised therein. 2° And that mighty kings have been over Jerusalem, who ruled 
over all the countries beyond the river; and that tax, tribute, and toll was given unto 
them. 2! Now give ye the order to stop these men, and this city shall not be built, until 
the order be given from me. 22 Take heed now that ye commit no error in this: that not 
any injury may grow [out of this] to the damage of the kings. 23 Thereupon so soon as 
the copy of king Artaxerxes! letter was read before Rechum, and Shimshai the scribe, 
and their companions, they did go up in haste to Jerusalem unto the Jews, and stopped 
them by force and power. 24 Then was stopped the work of the house of God which is at 
Jerusalem, and it remained interrupted until the second year of the reign of Darius the 
king of Persia. 


5 


1 Then prophesied Haggai the prophet, and Zechariah the son of 'Iddo, the prophets, 
unto the Jews that were in Judah and Jerusalem, in the name of the God of Israel, 
concerning them. 2 Then rose up Zerubbabel the son of Shealthiel, and Jeshua' the son 
of Jozadak, and began to build the house of God which is in Jerusalem; and with them 
were the prophets of God helping them. 3 At this same time came to them Thathnai, 
the governor on this side of the river, and Shethar-bozenai, and their companions, and 
thus they said unto them, “Who hath given you an order to build this house, and to 
complete these walls?” 4Then said we unto them after this manner, what are the names 
of the men that erect this building. 5 But the eye of their God was upon the elders of 
the Jews, so that they did not stop them, till the matter came to Darius; and they then 
returned an answer by letter concerning this. © A copy of the letter which Thathnai, 
the governor on this side of the river, and Shethar-bozenai, and his companions, the 
Apharsachites, who were on this side of the river, sent unto king Darius. 7 They sent a 
report unto him, and thus was it written therein: Unto king Darius be all peace. 8 Be 
it known unto the king, that we went into the province of Judah, to the house of the 
great God, which they are building with heavy stones, and timber is laid in the walls, 
and this work is urged with speed, and it prospereth in their hands. 9 Then asked we 
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these elders, and after this manner said we unto them, Who hath given you the order to 
build this house, and to complete these walls? 1° Also their names did we ask of them, 
to let thee know them, that we might write down the names of the men that are at their 
head. ! And in this manner did they return us answer, saying, We are the servants of the 
God of heaven and earth, and we build the house that was built before this many years, 
and a great king of Israel built and completed it. 12 But since our fathers had provoked 
the God of heaven unto wrath, he gave them up into the hand of Nebuchadnezzar the 
king of Babylon, the Chaldean, and he destroyed this house, and carried the people as 
exiles into Babylon. !3 However, in the first year of Cyrus the king of Babylon, king Cyrus 
gave an order to build this house of God. !4 And also the vessels of gold and silver of the 
house of God, which Nebuchadnezzar had taken out of the temple that was in Jerusalem, 
and brought into the temple of Babylon, these did king Cyrus take out of the temple of 
Babylon, and gave them unto one, Sheshbazzar by name, whom he had appointed as 
governor; 15 And he said unto him, Take these vessels, go, carry them into the temple 
which is in Jerusalem, and let the house of God be built on its site. 1° Then came this 
same Sheshbazzar, [and] laid the foundation of the house of God which is in Jerusalem; 
and from that time even until now they have been building it, but it is not yet finished. 
17 And now, if it seem good to the king, let search be made in the king's treasure-house, 
which is there at Babylon, whether it be so, that an order was given by king Cyrus to 
build this house of God at Jerusalem, and let the king send to us his pleasure concerning 
this matter. 


6 


1 Then gave king Darius an order, that they should make search in the house of the 
books, where the treasures were laid up there in Babylon. 2 And there was found at 
Achmetha, in the castle that is in the province of Media, a roll, and therein was thus 
written: A record. 3 In the first year of king Cyrus, king Cyrus gave an order concerning 
the house of God at Jerusalem, Let the house be built, the place where they used to 
offer sacrifices, and let its foundations be strongly laid: its height shall be sixty cubits, 
its breadth sixty cubits, 4 With three rows of heavy stones, and a row of new timber; 
and let the expenses be given out of the king's house. 5 And also let the golden and 
silver vessels of the house of God, which Nebuchadnezzar took away out of the temple 
which is in Jerusalem, and brought unto Babylon, be restored, and brought back unto 
the temple which is in Jerusalem, every one to its place, and let them be put in the 
house of God. © Now Thathnai, governor beyond the river, Shethar-bozenai, and your 
companions the Apharsachites, who are beyond the river, be ye far from there: 7 Let 
the work of this house of God alone; let the governor of the Jews and the elders of the 
Jews build this house of God on its site. ® And by me is the order given what ye shall do 
to the elders of these Jews for the building of this house of God, that out of the king's 
property, arising out of the tax beyond the river, the expenses shall forthwith be given 
unto these men, that they be not hindered. ° And what they have need of, both young 
bullocks, and rams, and lambs, for the burnt-offerings unto the God of heaven, wheat, 
salt, wine, and oil, according to the requirement of the priests who are a Jerusalem, 
shall be given unto them day by day, without fail. 1° That they may offer sacrifices of 
sweet savors unto the God of heaven, and pray for the life of the king and of his sons. 
11 Also is by me the order given, that if any man should alter this command, timber shall 
be pulled down from his house, and being set up, he shall be hanged thereon; and his 
house shall be made a dunghill for this. 12 And may the God that causeth his name to 
dwell there cast down every king and people that will stretch forth their hand to alter, 
to destroy this house of God which is in Jerusalem. I Darius have given the order: let it 
be done speedily. 13 Then did Thathnai the, governor on this aide of the river, Shethar- 
bozenai, and their companions, in accordance with what king Darius had sent, act in 
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this manner speedily. 14 And the elders of the Jews built, and they prospered, through 
the prophesying of Haggai the prophet, and Zechariah the son of 'Iddo. And they built, 
and completed it, according to the order of the God of Israel, and according to the order 
of Cyrus, and Darius, and Artaxerxes the king of Persia. 15 And this house was finished 
on the third day of the month Adar, which was in the sixth year of the reign of king 
Darius. 1° Then celebrated the children of Israel, the priests, and the Levites, and the 
rest of the children of the exile, the dedication of this house of God with joy; !” And 
they offered for the dedication of this house of God one hundred bullocks, two hundred 
rams, four hundred lambs; and for a sin-offering for all Israel, twelve he-goats, according 
to the number of the tribes of Israel. !8 And they stationed the priests in their orders, 
and the Levites in their divisions, for the service of God, which is in Jerusalem, as it is 
written in the book of Moses. 19 And the children of the exile prepared the passover- 
[sacrifice] on the fourteenth day of the first month. 2° For the priests and the Levites 
had purified themselves, as one man were all of them clean; and they slaughtered the 
passover-sacrifice for all the children of the exile, and for their brethren the priests, and 


for themselves. 21 And then did the children of Israel, who were returned out of the exile, 
and all such as had separated themselves unto them from the uncleanness of the nations 


of the earth, to seek the Lord the God of Israel, eat thereof. 22 And they celebrated the 
feast of unleavened bread seven days with joy; for the Lord had made them joyful, and 
had turned the heart of the king of Asshur toward them, to strengthen their hands in 
the work of the house of God, the God of Israel. 


7 

1 And after these things, in the reign of Artaxerxes the king of Persia, Ezra the son of 
Serayah, the son of 'Azaryah, the son of Chilkiyah, 2 The son of Shallum, the son of Zadok, 
the son of Achitub, ? The son of Amaryah, the son of 'Azaryah, the son of Merayoth, The 
son of Zerachyah, the son of 'Uzzi, the son of Bukki, ° The son of Abishua', the son of 
Phinehas, the son of Elazar, the son of Aaron the chief priest: © This 'Ezra went up from 
Babylon; and he was a practised expounder in the law of Moses, which the Lord the God 
of Israel hath given; and the king gave him, according to the hand of the Lord his God 
upon him, all his request. 7 And there went up some of the children of Israel, and of the 
priests, and the Levites, and the singers, and the gate-keepers, and the temple-servants, 
unto Jerusalem, in the seventh year of king Artaxerxes. ® And he came to Jerusalem in 
the fifth month, which was in the seventh year of the king. ° For on the first day of 
the first month was the commencement of the expedition from Babylon, and on the 
first day of the fifth month came he to Jerusalem, according to the good hand of his 
God upon him. !°For 'Ezra had directed his heart to inquire in the law of the Lord, and 
to do it, and to teach in Israel statutes and ordinances. ' Now this is the copy of the 
letter which king Artaxerxes gave unto 'Ezra the priest, the expounder of the law, the 
expounder of the words of the commandments of the Lord, and of his statutes for Israel. 
12 Artaxerxes, the king of kings, unto 'Ezra the priest, the expounder of the law of the 
God of heaven, the perfect, and so forth. 13 By me is the order given, that every one 
who is freely willing in my kingdom out of the people of Israel, and their priests and 
Levites, to go up to Jerusalem, may go up with thee: !4 Forasmuch as thou art sent on 
the part of the king, and of his seven counsellors, to make inquiry concerning Judah 
and Jerusalem, according to the law of thy God which is in thy hand; 15 And to carry the 
silver and gold, which the king and his counsellors have freely offered unto the God of 
Israel, whose habitation is in Jerusalem. 1¢ And all [freewill offerings of] silver and gold 
that thou canst find in all the province of Babylon, with the freewill offerings which the 
people and the priests offer willingly for the house of their God which is in Jerusalem. 
17 Therefore mayest thou buy speedily with this money bullocks, rams, lambs, with their 
meat-offerings and their drink-offerings, and offer them upon the altar of the house of 
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your God which is in Jerusalem. 18 And whatsoever shall seem good to thee, and to thy 
brethren, to do with the rest of the silver and the gold, that do according to the will of 
your God. 19 And the vessels which have been given unto thee for the service of the house 
of thy God, deliver thou before the God of Jerusalem. 2° And the remainder that will yet 
be needful for the house of thy God, which thou shalt have occasion to procure, procure 
out of the King's treasure-house. 2! And by me, me King Artaxerxes, is the order given 
unto all the treasurers who are beyond the river, that whatsoever 'Ezra the priest, the 
expounder of the law of the God of heaven, may demand of you, shall be done speedily. 
22 Up to one hundred talents of silver, and up to one hundred cors of wheat, and up to one 
hundred baths of wine, and up to one hundred baths of oil, and salt without prescribing 
it. 23 Whatsoever is ordered by the God of heaven shall be carefully done for the house 
of the God of heaven; for why should there be wrath against the kingdom of the king 
and his sons? 24 And to you make we it known, that on any of the priests and Levites, 
singers, gate-keepers, and temple-servants, or ministers of this house of God, no one 
shall be empowered to impose any tax, tribute, or toll. 2° And thou, 'Ezra, according 
to the wisdom of thy God which is in thy hand, appoint judges and magistrates, who 
are to judge all the people that are beyond the river, all such as know the laws of thy 
God; and make ye them known to those that know them not. 2¢ And if there be any one 
who will not execute the law of thy God, and the law of the king, let justice be speedily 
executed upon him, whether it be unto death or to banishment, or to a fine on goods, or 
to imprisonment. 27 Blessed be the Lord the God of our fathers, who hath put the like of 
this in the heart of the king, to glorify the house of the Lord which is in Jerusalem; 28 And 
who hath extended kindness unto me before the king and his counsellors, and before all 
the mighty princes of the king: and I strengthened myself according to the hand of the 


Lord my God upon me, and I gathered together out of Israel principal men to go up with 
me. 


1 Now these are the chiefs of their divisions, and this is the genealogy of those that 
went up with me, in the reign of king Artaxerxes, from Babylon. 2 Of these sons of 
Phinehas, Gershom; of the sons of Ithamar, Daniel; of the sons of David, Chattush; 3 Of 
the sons of Shechanyah, [who was] of the sons of Par'osh, Zechariah; and with him were 
recorded by genealogy of males one hundred and fifty. 4 Of the sons of Pachath-moab, 
Elyeho'enai the son of Zerachyah, and with him were two hundred males. ° Of the sons 
of Shechanyah, the son of Yachaziel, and with him were three hundred males. © And of 
the sons of 'Adin, 'Ebed the son of Jonathan, and with him were fifty males. 7 And of the 
sons of 'Elam, Jesha'yah the son of 'Athalyah, and with him were seventy males. 8 And of 
the sons of Shephatyath, Zebadyah the son of Michael, and with him were eighty males. 
9 Of the sons of Joab, ‘Obadiah the son of Jechiel, and with him were two hundred and 
eighteen males. 1° And of the sons of Shelomith, the son of Jossiphyah, and with him 
were one hundred and sixty males. !! And of the sons of Bebai, Zechariah the son of 
Bebai, and with him were twenty and eight males. !2 And the sons of 'Azgad, Jochanan 


the son of Hakkatan, and with him were one hundred and ten males. 13 And of the sons of 
Adonikam the last; and those are their names, Eliphelet, Je'iel, and Shema'yah, and with 


them were sixty males. 14 And of the sons of Bigvai, 'Uthai, and Zabbur, and with them 
were seventy males. 15 And I gathered them together to the river that runneth into the 
Ahava, and we encamped there three days: and I looked about among the people, and 
the priests, but of the sons of Levi I found none there. 1° Then sent I for Eli'ezer, for 
Ariel, for Shema'yah, and for Elnathan, and for Jarib, and for Elnathan, and for Nathan, 
and for Zechariah, and for Meshullam, the head men; also for Joyarib, and for Elnathan, 
men of understanding. !” And I sent them with a charge unto Iddo the chief at the place 
Cassiphia, and I laid the words in their mouth to speak unto Iddo, and to his brother, 
who were appointed at the place Cassiphia, that they should bring unto us ministers for 
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the house of our God. 18 And they brought unto us according to the good hand of our God 
upon us a man of intelligence, of the sons of Machli, the son of Levi, the son of Israel, 
namely, Sherebyah, with his sons and his brothers, eighteen; 19 And Chashabyah, and 
with him Jesha'yah of the sons of Merari, his brothers and their sons, twenty. 2° Also 
of the temple-servants, whom David and the princes had assigned for the service of the 
Levites two hundred and twenty temple-servants, all of whom were expressed by names. 
21 Then did I proclaim a fast there, at the river Ahava, that we might afflict ourselves 
before our God, to request from him a prosperous journey for us, and for our little ones, 
and for all our substance. 2? For I was ashamed to ask of the king an army and horsemen 
to assist us against an enemy on the way; because we had spoken unto the king, saying, 
The hand of our God is upon all those that seek him for good; but his power and his 
wrath are against all those that forsake him. 23 So we fasted and besought our God for 
this, and he suffered himself to be entreated by us. 24 Then set I apart of the chiefs of the 
priests twelve persons, Sherebyah, Chashabyah, and with them ten of their brethren. 
25 And I weighed out unto them the silver, and the gold, and the vessels, the offering for 
the house of our God, which the king, and his counsellors, and his princes, and all Israel 
there present, had offered. 26 And I weighed out into their hand of silver six hundred 
and fifty talents, and of silver vessels one hundred talents, of gold one hundred talents; 
27 Also twenty cups of gold, of a thousand drachms; and two vessels of fine polished 
copper, valuable as gold. 28 And I said unto them, Ye are holy unto the Lord; and the 
vessels are holy; and the silver and the gold are a freewill offering unto the Lord the 
God of your fathers. 29 Watch ye, and guard them, until ye weigh them out before the 
chiefs of the priests and the Levites, and the chiefs of the divisions of Israel, at Jerusalem, 
into the chambers of the house of the Lord. 3° And the priests and the Levites accepted 
what was weighed out of the silver, and the gold, and the vessels, to bring the same 
to Jerusalem to the house of our God. 3! And we departed from the river Ahava on the 
twelfth day of the first month, to go unto Jerusalem: and the hand of our God was over 
us, and he delivered us from the hand of any enemy, and of such as lie in wait on the 
way. 22 And we came to Jerusalem, and remained there three days. 33 And on the fourth 
day were the silver and the gold and the vessels weighed out in the house of our God 
into the hand of Meremoth the son of Uriyah the priest; and with him was El'azar the 
son of Phinehas; and with them was Jozabad the son of Jeshua', and No'adyah the son of 
Binnui, the Levites; 34 By number and by weight of everything: and all the weight was 
written down at the same time. 35 Those that came out of the captivity, the children of 
the exile, offered burnt-offerings unto the God of Israel, twelve bullocks for all Israel, 
ninety and six rams, seventy and seven sheep, twelve he-goats for a sin-offering: all 
as burnt-offerings unto the Lord. 36 And they delivered the king's commands unto the 
king's lieutenants, and to the governors on this side of the river; and these endowed the 
people, and the house of God. 


9 


1 Now when these things were accomplished, the princes approached me, saying, The 
people of Israel, and the priests, and the Levites, have not separated themselves from 
the nations of the lands, notwithstanding their abominations, from the Canaanites, the 
Hittites, the Perizzites, the Jebusites, the 'Ammonites, the Moabites, the Egyptians, and 
the Emorites; ? For they have taken of their daughters for themselves and for their sons; 
and the holy seed have mingled themselves with the nations of these lands; and the 
hand of the princes and rulers hath been the first in this trespass. 3 And when I heard 
this thing, I rent my garment and my mantle, and I plucked out some of the hair of my 
head and of my beard, and sat down astounded. 4 And then assembled themselves unto 
me every one that trembled at the words of the God of Israel, because of the trespass of 
the exiles; and I sat astounded until the evening sacrifice. 5 And at the evening sacrifice 
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I rose up from my fasting, and while rending my garment and my mantle, I knelt down 
upon my knees, and spread out my hands unto the Lord my God. © And I said, O my God, 
Iam ashamed and confounded to lift up my face unto thee, my God! for our iniquities 
are increased above our head, and our guiltiness is grown up as far as the heavens. 
7 From the days of our fathers have we been in a great guiltiness even until this day; 
and through our iniquities have we been delivered, we, our kings, and our priests, into 
the hand of the kings of the lands, to the sword, to captivity, and to a spoil, and to the 
shame of face, as it is this day. 8 And now for a little moment hath grace been extended 
from the Lord our God, to preserve us a remnant to escape, and to give us a stake in his 
holy place, that our God might enlighten our eyes, and give us a little reviving in our 
bondage. ° For we are bondmen: yet in our bondage hath our God not forsaken us, but 
hath extended unto us kindness before the kings of Persia, to give us a reviving, to exalt 
the house of our God, and to erect again its ruins, and to give us a fence in Judah and 
in Jerusalem. 1° And now what shall we say, O our God, after this? for we have forsaken 
thy commandments, !! Which thou hast commanded through means of thy servants the 
prophets, saying, The land, unto which ye go to take possession thereof, is a land defiled 
through the defilement of the nations of the lands, through their abominations, with 
which they have filled it from one end to another through their uncleanness. 12 And 
now your daughters shall ye not give unto their sons, and their daughters shall ye not 
take for your sons, and ye shall not seek their peace and their welfare unto eternity: in 
order that ye may be strong, and eat the best of the land, and leave it for an inheritance 
to your children unto eternity. 13 And after all that is come over us for our evil deeds, and 
for our great guiltiness, seeing that thou our God hast spared us [punishing us] less than 
our iniquities [deserved], and hast given us such deliverance as this: 14 Should we again 
make void thy commandments, and make marriage with these people of abominations? 
wouldst thou not be angry with us even to make an end of us, so that there would not be 
any remnant or escape? 150 Lord, God of Israel, thou art righteous; for we have been left 
aremnant that hath escaped, as it is this day; behold, we are before thee in our guiltiness; 
for there is no standing before thee because of this. 


10 

1 Now when 'Ezra prayed, and when he made his confession, weeping and casting 
himself down before the house of God, there gathered themselves unto him out of Israel 
a very large assembly of men and women and children; for the people wept exceedingly 
much. 2 Thereupon commenced Shechanyah the son of Jechiel, of the sons of 'Elam, 
and said unto 'Ezra, we have indeed trespassed against our God, and have brought home 
strange wives of the nations of the land: yet now there is hope in Israel concerning this 
thing. 3 And now let us make a covenant with our God to put away all the wives, and such 
as are born of them, according to the direction of the Lord, and of those that tremble at 
the commandment of our God: and let it be done according to the law. 4 Arise; for this 
matter is obligatory upon thee; and we will be with thee: be strong, and do it. > Then 
arose 'Ezra, and caused the princes of the priests, the Levites, and of all Israel, to swear 
to do according to this word. And they swore. © Then arose 'Ezra from before the house 
of God, and went into the chamber of Jochanan the son of Elyashib; and he went thither 
without having eaten bread, or having drunk water; for he was mourning because of the 
trespass of the exiles. 7 And they made proclamation throughout Judah and Jerusalem 
unto all the children of the exile, to gather themselves together at Jerusalem; ® And that 
whosoever should not come within three days, according to the resolve of the princes 
and the elders, all his substance should be devoted, and himself separated from the 
congregation of the exiles. ° Then were all the men of Judah and Benjamin gathered 
together unto Jerusalem within three days: it was in the ninth month, on the twentieth 
day of the month; and all the people sat in the open place before the house of God, 
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trembling because of this matter, and by reason of the showers of rain. 1° And 'Ezra 
the priest rose up, and said unto them, Ye have acted unfaithfully, and have brought 
home strange wives, to increase yet more the guiltiness of Israel. 11 Now therefore 
make confession unto the Lord the God of your fathers, and do his will; and separate 
yourselves from the nations of the earth, and from the strange wives. 12 Then answered 
all the assembly and said with a loud voice, So be it: according to thy word it is our 
duty to do. 13 But the people are many, and it is the rainy season, and we have not the 
strength to remain in the street, nor is this a work for one day or for two days; for we are 
many that have transgressed in this matter. 14 Let however our princes stand forward 
for all the congregation, and let all those in our cities who have brought home strange 
wives come at appointed times, and with them the elders of each and every city, and its 
judges, until the fierce wrath of our God be turned away from us for this whole matter. 
15 Only Jonathan the son of 'Assahel and Jachzeyah the son of Thikvah withstood this 
[proposal]: and Meshullam and Shabbethai the Levite assisted them. !¢ And the children 
of the exile did so. And then were set apart 'Ezra the priest, [and] certain chiefs of the 
divisions, for their family divisions, and all of them [designated] by their names; and 
they sat down on the first day of the tenth month to examine the matter. 17 And they 
made an end with all, with the men that had brought home strange wives, not before 
the first day of the first month. 18 And there were found among the sons of the priests 
that had brought home strange wives, namely, of the sons of Jeshua' the son of Jozadak, 
and his brethren: Ma'asseyah, and Eli'ezer, and Jarib, and Gedalyah. 19 And they gave 
their hand to put away their wives, and being guilty, [they offered] a ram of the flock for 
their trespass. 2° And of the sons of Immer: Chanani, and Zebadyah. 21 And of the sons 
of Charim: Ma'asseyah, and Elijah, and Shema'yah, and Jechiel, and 'Uzziyah. 22 And of 
the sons of Pashchur: Elyo'enai, Ma'asseyah. Ishmael, Nethanel, Jozabad, and El'assah. 
23 Also of the Levites: Jozabad, and Shim'i, and Kelayan, the same is Kelita, Pethachyah, 
Judah, and Eli'ezer. 24 And of the singers, Elyashib; and of the gate-keepers, Shallum, 
and Telem, and Uri. 25 And of Israel: Of the sons of Par'osh, Ramyah, and Yizziyah, 
and Malkiyah, and Miyamin, and El'azar, and Malkiyah, and Benayah. 2° And of the 
sons of 'Elam; Matthanyah, Zecharyah, and Jechiel, and 'Abdi, and Jeremoth, and Eliyah. 
27 And of the sons of Zatthu: Elyo'enai, Elyashib, Matthanyah, and Jeremoth, and Zabad, 
and 'Aziza. 28 And of the sons of Bebai: Jehochanan, Chananyah, Zabbai, and '‘Athlai. 
29 And of the sons of Bani: Meshullam, Malluch, and 'Adayah, Jashub, and Sheal, and 
Ramoth. 3° And of the sons of Pachath-moab: 'Adna, and Kelal, Benayah, Ma'asseyah, 
Matthanyah, Bezalel, and Binnui, and Menasseh. *! And of the sons of Charim: Eli'ezer, 
Yishiyah, Malkiyah, Shema'yah, Shim'on, 32 Benjamin, Malluch, and Shemaryah. 3° Of 
the sons of Chashum: Matthenai, Matthathah, Zabad, Eliphelet, Jeremai, Menasseh, and 
Shim'i. 34 Of the sons of Bani: Ma'adai, 'Amram, and Uel, 35 Benayah, Bedeyah, Keluhu, 
36 Vanyah, Meremoth, Elyashib, 37 Matthanyah, Matthenai, and Ja'assai, 3° And Bani, and 
Binnui, and Shim'i, 39 And Shelemyah, and Nathan, and 'Adayah, 4° Machnadbai, Shashai, 
Sharai, 41 'Asar'el, and Shelemyahu, Shemaryah, 42 Shallum, Amaryah, and Joseph. 43 Of 
the sons of Nebo: Je'iel, Matthithyah, Zabad, Zebina, Jaddai, and Joel, Benayah. *4 All 
these had taken strange wives; and some of them had wives by whom they had children. 
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The Book of Nehemiah 


1 The words of Nehemiah the son of Chachalyah. And it came to pass in the month 
Kislev, in the twentieth year, as I was in Shushan, the capital, 2 That there came Chanani, 
one of my brethren, himself with certain men of Judah: and I asked them concerning the 
Jews that had escaped, who were left of the captivity, and concerning Jerusalem. 3 And 
they said unto me, The remnant that are left of the captivity there in the province are 
in great misery and in disgrace; and the wall of Jerusalem is broken down, and her gates 
are burnt with fire. 4 And it came to pass, when I heard these words, that I sat down and 
wept, and mourned some days, and I was fasting, and praying before the God of heaven. 
5 And I said, I beseech thee, O Lord the God of heaven, the great and terrible God, that 
keepeth the covenant and kindness for those that love him and for those that keep his 
commandments: © Let thy ear now be attentive, and thy eyes be open, I entreat thee, 
to hearken unto the prayer of thy servant, which I am praying this day before thee, by 
day and by night, in behalf of the children of Israel thy servants, and [as] I confess for 
the sins of the children of Israel, [with] which we have sinned against thee: yea, I also 
and my father's house have sinned. 7 We have dealt very corruptly toward thee: and 
we have not kept the commandments, and the statutes, and the ordinances, which thou 
didst command Moses thy servant. 8 Remember, I beseech thee, the word with which 
thou didst charge Moses thy servant, saying, If ye become truly unfaithful, I will indeed 
scatter you among the nations. 9 But if ye return unto me, and keep my commandments, 
and do them: [then] though your outcasts should be at the utmost parts of heaven, from 
there will I gather them, and I will bring them unto the place which I have chosen to 
let my name dwell there. !° And they are thy servants and thy people, whom thou hast 
redeemed by thy great power, and by thy strong hand. I beseech thee, O Lord, do let 
thy ear be attentive to the prayer of thy servant, and to the prayer of thy servants, who 
are desirous to fear thy name; and grant success, I pray thee, to thy servant this day, and 
let him find mercy in the sight of this man —But I was butler by the king. 


Z 

1 And it came to pass in the month Nissan, in the twentieth year of king Artaxerxes, 
that wine [stood] before him; and I took up the wine, and gave it unto the king. But I had 
never been sad in his presence. 2 Then said the king unto me, Why is thy countenance 
sad, seeing thou art not sick? this is nothing but an illness of heart. Then was I very 
greatly afraid. 3 And I said unto the king, May the king live for ever: why should not my 
countenance be sad, when the city, the place of my fathers' sepulchres, lieth ruined, and 
her gates are consumed by fire? 4 Then said the king unto me, For what then dost thou 
make request? Then did I pray to the God of heaven. > And I said unto the king, If it seem 
good to the king, and if thy servant might be pleasing in thy presence, [I desire] that thou 
wouldst send me unto Judah, unto the city of my fathers' sepulchres, that I may build it. 
6 And the king said unto me, while the queen was sitting beside him, When is thy journey 
to be undertaken? and when wilt thou return? So it pleased the king to let me go; and I 
indicated to him a time. 7 And I said unto the king, If it seem good to the king, let letters 
be given unto me for the governors beyond the river, that they may convey me over 
till the time that I come into Judah; ° Also a letter unto Assaph the keeper of the king's 
forests, that he may give me timber to make beams for the gates of the fortress which 
appertaineth to the house, and for the wall of the city, and for the house that I shall move 
into. And the king gave [them] to me, according to the good hand of my God upon me. 
9 And [so] came I to the governors beyond the river, and I gave them the king's letters. 
Now the king had sent with me captains of the army and horsemen. !° When Sanballat 
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the Choronite, and Tobiyah the servant, the 'Ammonite, heard of it, it displeased them 
exceedingly, that there was come a man to seek the welfare of the children of Israel. 11 So 
came I to Jerusalem, and remained there three days. 12 Then arose I in the night, I and 
some few men with me; but I had not told any man what my God had put in my heart 
to do for Jerusalem: nor was there any beast with me, save the beast on which I rode. 
13 And I went out through the gate of the valley by night, even toward the direction of 
the dragon-well, and to the dung-gate; and I was viewing the walls of Jerusalem, which 
were broken down, and the gates whereof were consumed by fire. 14 Then passed I on to 
the gate of the fountain, and to the king's pool; but there was no space for the beast that 
was under me to pass through. 15 Then went I up through the valley in the night, and I 
was viewing the wall, and I returned and entered through the gate of the valley, and so 
returned home. !¢ And the rulers knew not whither I was gone, or what I was doing: nor 
had I as yet told it to the Jews, and to the priests, and to the nobles, and to the rulers, 
and to the rest of the superintendents of the work. 17 Then said I unto them, Ye see the 
misery in which we are, how Jerusalem lieth in ruins, and its gates are burnt with fire: 
come, and let us build up the wall of Jerusalem, that we may no more be for a reproach. 
18 And I told them of the hand of my God, which was good upon me, as also the king's 
words which he had spoken unto me. And they said, We will rise up and build. So they 
strengthened their hands for the good work. 19 But when Sanballat the Choronite, and 
Tobiyah the servant, the 'Ammonite, and Geshem the Arabian, heard it, they laughed us 
to scorn, and despised us, and said, What is this thing that ye are doing? are ye rebelling 
against the king? 2° And I returned them an answer, and said unto them, The God of 
heaven will indeed give us prosperity, and we his servants will truly rise up and build; 
but ye have no portion, nor right, nor memorial, in Jerusalem. 


3 

1 Then rose up Elyashib the high priest with his brethren the priests, and they built the 
sheep-gate; they sanctified it, and set up its doors: even as far as the tower of Meah did 
they sanctify it, as far as the tower of Chananel. 2 And by his side built the men of Jericho. 
And by his [other] side built Zaccur the son of Imri. 3 But the fish-gate did the sons of 
Hassenaah build: they also laid its beams, and set up its doors, its locks, and its bars. 
4 And alongside of them repaired Meremoth the son of Uriyah, the son of Kakkoz. And 
alongside of them repaired Meshullam the son of Berechyah, the son of Meshezabel. And 
alongside of them repaired Zadok the son of Ba'ana. ° And alongside of them repaired 
the Teko'ites; but their principal men put not their necks to the work of their Lord. 
6 Moreover the old gate repaired Yoyada' the son of Passeach, and Meshullam the son of 
Bessodeyah: they laid its beams, and set up its doors, and its locks, and its bars. 7 And 
alongside of them repaired Melatyah the Gib'onite, and Jadon the Meronothite, men of 
Gib'on and of Mizpah, unto the seat of the governor on this side of the river. § Alongside 
of him repaired 'Uzziel the son of Charhayah, of the goldsmiths. And alongside of him 
repaired Chananyah the son of one of the apothecaries, and they fortified Jerusalem as 
far as the broad wall. ° And alongside of them repaired Rephayah the son of Chur, the 
chief of the half of the district of Jerusalem. 1° And alongside of them repaired Jedayah 
the son of Charumaph, and this opposite to his house. And alongside of him repaired 
Chattush the son of Chashabneyah. ! Another division did Malkiyah the son of Charim, 
and Chashub the son of Pachathmoab, repair, as also the tower of the ovens. 12 And 
alongside of him repaired Shallum the son of Hallochesh, the chief of the other half of 
the district of Jerusalem, he and his daughters. 13 The gate of the valley repaired Chanun, 
and the inhabitants of Zanoach: they built it, and set up its doors, its locks, and its bars, 
and a thousand cubits of the wall as far as the dung-gate. !4 And the dung-gate repaired 
Malkiyah the son of Rechah, the chief of the district of Beth-hakkerem: he built it, and set 
up its doors, its locks, and its bars. 5 And the gate of the fountain repaired Shallum the 
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son of Col-chozeh, the chief of the district of Mizpah: he built it and covered it, and set up 
its doors, its locks, and its bars, and the wall of the pool of Shelach by the king's garden, 
and as far as the stairs that lead down from the city of David. 1° Next to him repaired 
Nehemiah the son of 'Azbuk, the chief of the half district of Beth-zur, as far as the place 
opposite to the sepulchres of David, and as far as the pool that was [newly] made, and as 
far as the house of the mighty men. 1” Next to him repaired the Levites: Rechum the son 
of Bani. Alongside of him repaired Chashabyah, the chief of the half district of Ke'ilah, for 
his district. 18 Next to him repaired their brethren: Bavai the son of Chenadad, the chief 
of the [other] half district of Ke'ilah. 19 And there repaired alongside of him 'Ezer the son 
of Joshua, the chief of Mizpah, another division, opposite to the ascent to the armory at 
the angle. 2° Next to him did Baruch the son of Zaccai' earnestly repair another division, 
from the angle as far as the door of the house of Elyashib the high priest. 21 Next to 
him repaired Meremoth the son of Uriyah the son of Hakkoz another division, from the 
door of the house of Elyashib even as far as the end of the house of Elyashib. 22 And next 
to him repaired the priests, the men of the plain [of Jordan]. 23 Next to him repaired 
Benjamin and Chashub opposite to their house. Next to him repaired 'Azaryah the son 
of Ma'aseyah the son of 'Ananyah alongside of his house. 24 Next to him repaired Binnui 
the son of Chenadad another division, from the house of 'Azaryah as far as the angle, 
and as far as the corner. 2° Palal the son of Uzai [repaired] from opposite to the angle, 
and the tower which standeth out from the king's upper house, that was by the court of 
the prison. Next to him Pedayah the son of Par'osh. 26 And the temple-servants dwelt on 
the hill fort, [and they built] as far as opposite to the water-gate toward the east, and the 
tower that standeth out. 2” Next to them repaired the Teko'ites another division from 
opposite the great tower that standeth out, and as far as the wall of the hill fort. 28 From 
above the horse-gate repaired the priests, every one opposite to his house. 29 Next to 
this repaired Zadok the son of Immer opposite to his house. And next to him repaired 
Shema'yah the son of Schechanyah, the keeper of the east gate. 3° Next to him repaired 
Chananyah the son of Shelemyah, and Chanun the sixth son of Zalaph another division. 
Next to him repaired Meshullam the son of Berechyah opposite to his chamber, 3 Next 
to him repaired Malkiyah the goldsmith's son as far as the house of the temple-servants, 
and of the merchants, opposite to the mustering-gate, and to the upper chamber of the 
corner. °2 And between the upper chamber of the corner and the sheep-gate repaired 
the goldsmiths and the merchants. 


1 (3:33) And it came to pass, when Sanballat heard that we were building the wall, that 
it displeased him, and he became very angry, and he mocked at the Jews. 2 (3:34) And 
he spoke before his brethren and the army of Samaria, and said, What are these feeble 
Jews doing? will people suffer them [to build]? will they sacrifice? will they complete 
it in one day? will they revive the stones out of the heaps of the rubbish, seeing that 
they have been burnt? 3 (3:35) And Tobiyah the 'Ammonite was near him, and he said, 
Even what they are building, if a fox were to run up, he would readily break through 
their stone wall. 4 (3:36) Hear, O our God! how we are become a scorn; and bring their 
reproach back upon their own head, and give them up for prey in the land of captivity. 
5 (3:37) And cover not up their iniquity, and let not their sin be blotted out from before 
thee; for they have taunted [us] in the presence of the builders. ¢ (3:38) But we built the 
wall; and all the wall was joined together up to the half thereof; for the people had a heart 
to work. 7 (4:1) And it came to pass, when Sanballat and Tobiyah, and the Arabians, and 
the 'Ammonites, and the Ashdodites, heard that the walls of Jerusalem were restored, 
and that the breaches began to be closed up, that it displeased them greatly. ® (4:2) And 
they conspired all of them together to come to fight against Jerusalem, and to do it an 
injury. ° (4:3) But we prayed unto our God, and set a watch over them day and night, 
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because of the others. 1° (4:4) And Judah said, The strength of the bearers of the burden 
is failing, and there is much rubbish; and we are not able to build on the wall. 1 (4:5) 
And our adversaries said, “They shall not know, nor see until we come in the midst of 
them, and slay them, and so stop the work.” 12 (4:6) And it came to pass, when the Jews 
who dwelt near them came, that they said unto us ten times, “From all places whence 
ye may return home [they intend to come] over us.” 13 (4:7) I placed therefore on the 
lower parts of the place on the naked rocks behind the wall—there I placed the people 
after their families with their swords, their spears, and their bows. 14 (4:8) And I looked 
[about], and rose up, and said unto the nobles, and to the rulers, and to the rest of the 
people, Be not afraid of them: think on the Lord, the great and terrible, and fight for 
your brethren, your sons, and your daughters, your wives, and your houses. 15 (4:9) And 
it came to pass, that, when our enemies heard that it was known unto us, God frustrated 
their counsel: and we returned, all of us, to the wall, every one unto his work. 1° (4:10) 
And it came to pass from that day forth, that the half of my young men wrought at the 
work, while the other half of them were holding the spears, the shields, and the bows, 
and the coats of mail; and the princes stood behind all the house of Judah. 17 (4:11) Those 
that built on the wall, and those that bore burdens, with those that loaded,—every one 
with one of his hands wrought on the work, and with the other hand held a weapon. 
18 (4:12) And the builders had every one his sword fastened around his loins while they 
were building; and he that blew the cornet stood alongside of me. 19 (4:13) And I said 
unto the nobles, and to the rulers, and to the rest of the people, The work is great and 
extensive, and we are separated upon the wall, distant one from another. 2° (4:14) In 
what place [then] ye hear the sound of the cornet, thither must ye assemble unto us: 
our God will fight for us. 21 (4:15) So we labored at the work, while the half of them were 
holding the spears from the rising of the morning-dawn till the stars appeared. 22 (4:16) 
Likewise at the same time said I unto the people, Let every one with his young man lodge 
within Jerusalem, so that they may be in the night a guard to us, and during the day for 
the labor. 23 (4:17) And neither I, nor my brothers, nor my young men, nor the men of 
the guard who followed me—none of us took off our clothes, no one leaving them off 
even for washing himself. 


1 And there arose a great outcry of the people and of their wives against their brethren 
the Jews. 2 And there were some that said, Our sons, and our daughters, [and] ourselves 
are many; and we must buy corn, that we may eat, and live. 3 And others there were that 
said, We must pledge our fields, our vineyards, and our houses, that we may buy corn, in 
the famine. 4 And others there were that said, We have borrowed money for the king's 
tax on our fields and vineyards. > Yet now our flesh is like the flesh of our brethren, our 
children are like their children: and, lo, we must force our sons and our daughters to 
become servants, and some of our daughters are forced [to become so], and our hand 
is powerless; and our fields and our vineyards belong to others. © And it displeased me 
greatly when I heard their complaint and these words. 7 Then did I consult with my 
heart, and I upbraided the nobles, and the rulers, and said unto them, “Ye exact usury, 
every one of his brother!” And I brought together a great assembly against them. ® And 
I said unto them, We have indeed ransomed our brethren the Jews, who had been sold 
unto the various nations, as far as our means went: and will ye yourselves even sell your 
brethren, so that they will be sold again unto us? And they remained silent, and found 
no answer. ? Then said I, The thing is not good which ye are doing: ought ye not to walk 
in the fear of our God, because of the taunting of the nations, our enemies? 1° And also 
I, my brothers, and my young men, have lent them money and corn: I pray you, let us 
relinquish this loan. 11 Give back to them, I pray you, even this day, their fields, their 
vineyards, their oliveyards, and their houses, also the hundredth part of the money, and 
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of the corn, the wine, and the oil, that ye have lent them. 12 Then said they, We will 
give [all] back, and of them will we require nothing: so will we do as thou sayest. Then 
I called the priests, and made them swear, that they would do in accordance with this 
promise. 13 Also my lap did I shake out, and said, So may God shake out every man that 
performeth not this promise, from his house and of his toil-gotten wealth, and so let him 
remain shaken out, and empty. And all the assembly said, Amen, and they praised the 
Lord. And the people did according to this promise. !4 Moreover from the day that [the 
king] had enjoined on me to be governor in the land of Judah, from the twentieth year 
up to the two and thirtieth year of king Artaxerxes, [full] twelve years, neither I nor my 
brothers ate the food of the governor. 15 But the former governors that had been before 
me had made it heavy for the people, and had taken of them bread and wine, beside 
forty shekels of silver: yea, even their young men ruled over the people; but I myself 


did not act so, because of the fear of God. 16 And in the work of this wall also did I labor 
actively; and we bought not any fields; and all my young men were assembled there by 


the work. 17 Moreover of the Jews and rulers, one hundred and fifty men, besides those 
that came unto us from the nations that are about us, [ate] at my table. 18 And that which 
was prepared for one day was one ox and six choice sheep; also birds were prepared for 
me, and once in ten days all sorts of wine in abundance: yet with all this I required not 
the food of the governor; because the service lay heavily upon this people. 1? Remember 
for me, my God, for good, all that I have done for this people. 


6 


1 Now it came to pass, when it came to the hearing of Sanballat, and Tobiyah, and 


Geshem the Arabian, and the rest of our enemies, that I had built the wall, and that there 
was no breach left therein, although up to that time I had not yet set up the doors in the 


gates. 2 That Sanballat and Geshem sent unto me, saying, Come, let us meet together 
in Kephirim, in the plain of Ono. But they were thinking of doing me mischief. 3 And I 
sent messengers unto them, saying, I am doing a great work, and I cannot come down: 
why should the work cease, while I leave it lying, and come down to you? 4 And they 


sent unto me after this manner four times; and I answered them after the same manner. 
5 Then sent Sanballat unto me in like manner the fifth time his young man with an open 


letter in his hand: © Therein was written, It hath been heard among the nations, and 
Gashmu saith it, that thou and the Jews think of rebelling; wherefore thou art building 
up the wall; and that thou art to be king unto them, according to these reports. 7 And 
that thou hast also set up prophets to proclaim concerning thee at Jerusalem, saying, He 
is king in Judah: and now there may be reported to the king something like these words. 
Now therefore come, and let us take counsel together. ® Then I sent unto him, saying, 
“There hath been done nothing like these reports of which thou speakest; but out of 
thy own heart thou inventest them.” 9 For they all wished to make us afraid, thinking, 
Their hands will be withdrawn from the work, so that it will not be done. Now therefore, 
[O God,] strengthen my hands. 1° And I came also into the house of Shema'yah the son 
of Delayah the son of Mehetabel, who had shut himself up; and he said, Let us meet 
together in the house of God, within the temple, and let us lock the doors of the temple; 
for they are coming to slay thee: yea, in the night are they coming to slay thee. !! AndI 
said, Should a man like me flee? and who is there that is like me, that would go into the 
temple and live? I will not go in. 12 And I perceived that, lo, God had not sent him; but 
that he pronounced this prophecy over me, because Tobiyah and Sanballat had hired 


him. 13 Therefore was he hired, in order that I should become afraid, and do so, and sin, 
and that it might serve them for an evil report, so that they might cast reproach upon 


me. Think, O my God, of Tobiyah and Sanballat according to these their works, and also 
of No'adyah the prophetess, and the rest of the prophets, who wished to make me afraid. 
15 And so was the wall finished on the twenty and fifth day of the month Elul, in fifty and 
two days. 16 And it came to pass, when our enemies heard this, and all the nations that 
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were about us saw it, that they sank greatly in their own eyes; and they perceived that 
by the aid of our God had this work been wrought. 17 Moreover in those days the nobles 
of Judah despatched frequently their letters unto Tobiyah, and those of Tobiyah came 
unto them. 18 For many in Judah were sworn friends unto him; because he was the son- 
in-law of Shechanyah the son of Arach, and Jehochanan his son had taken the daughter 
of Meshullam the son of Bercehyah. 19 Also his good deeds were they reporting before 
me, and my words they used to carry out to him: also Tobiyah sent letters to make me 
afraid. 


1 And it came to pass, when the wall was built, that I set up the doors; and then were 
appointed the gatekeepers and the singers and the [other] Levites [to their office]. 2? And 
I gave my brother Chanani, and Chananyah the commander of the fortress, charge over 
Jerusalem; for he was esteemed a faithful man, and one that feared God these many 
days. 3 And I said unto them, The gates of Jerusalem must not be opened until the sun 
be hot; and while ye stand by, let them shut the doors, and do ye bar them; and station 
watches of the inhabitants of Jerusalem, every one in his watch, and every one opposite 
to his house. 4 But the city was roomy in space and large: while the people therein were 
few, and the houses were not yet built. 5 Then did my God put it into my heart, and I 
assembled together the nobles, and the rulers, and the people, that they might give in 
their genealogy; and I found a register of the genealogy of those who were come up at 
the first, and I found written therein: © These arc the children of the province, that came 
up out of the captivity of the exiles, whom Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon had 
carried into exile, and who returned to Jerusalem and to Judah, every one unto his own 
city; 7 Who came with Zerubbabel, Jeshua', Nehemiah, 'Azaryah, Ra'amyah, Nachamani, 
Mordecai, Bilshan, Misspereth, Bigvai, Nechum, Ba'anah. The number of the men of the 
people of Israel was: ® The children of Par'osh, two thousand one hundred and seventy 
and two. ? The children of Shephatyah, three hundred seventy and two. !° The children 
of Arach, six hundred fifty and two. 1! The children of Pachath-moab, of the children of 
Jeshua' and Joab, two thousand and eight hundred and eighteen. !2The children of 'Elam, 
one thousand two hundred fifty and four. 13 The children of Zatthu, eight hundred forty 
and five. 14 The children of Zaccai, seven hundred and sixty. 5 The children of Binnui, 
six hundred forty and eight. 1° The children of Bebai, six hundred twenty and eight. 
17 The children of 'Azgad, two thousand three hundred twenty and two. 18 The children 
of Adonikam, six hundred sixty and seven. 19 The children of Bigvai, two thousand 
sixty and seven. 2° The children of ‘Adin, six hundred fifty and five. 21 The children of 
Ater of Hezekiah, ninety and eight. 22 The children of Chashum, three hundred twenty 
and eight. 23 The children of Bezai, three hundred twenty and four. 24 The children of 
Chariph, one hundred and twelve. 25 The children of Gib'on, ninety and five. 2° The men 
of Beth-lechem and Netophah, one hundred eighty and eight. 27 The men of 'Anathoth, 
one hundred twenty and eight. 28 The men of Beth-'azmaveth, forty and two. 29 The 
men of Kiryath-ye'arim, Kephirah, and Beeroth, seven hundred forty and three. 3° The 
men of Ramah and Gaba', six hundred twenty and one, 3! The men of Michmass, one 
hundred twenty and two. ?2The men of Beth-el and 'Ai, one hundred twenty and three. 
33 The men of the other Nebo, fifty and two. 34 The children of the other 'Elam, one 
thousand two hundred fifty and four. °° The children of Charim, three hundred and 
twenty. 36 The people of Jericho, three hundred forty and five. 37 The people of Lod, 
Chadid, and Ono, seven hundred and twenty and one. 38 The people of Senaah, three 
thousand nine hundred and thirty. 3? The priests: the children of Jeda'yah, of the house 
of Jeshua', nine hundred seventy and three. *° The children of Immer, one thousand 
fifty and two. 4! The children of Pashchur, one thousand two hundred forty and seven. 


42 The children of Charim, one thousand and seventeen. 43 The Levites: The children 
of Jeshua', of Kadmiel, of the children of Hodevah, seventy and four. 44 The singers: 
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The children of Assaph, one hundred forty and eight. 45 The gatekeepers: The children 


of Shallum, the children of Ater, the children of Talmon, the children of 'Akkub, the 
children of Chatita, the children of Shobai, one hundred thirty and eight. 4° The temple- 


servants: The children of Zicha, the children of Chassupha, the children of Tabba'oth, 


47 The children of Keross, the children of Si'a, the children of Padon, 48 The children 
of Lebana, the children of Chagaba, the children of Salmai, 49 The children of Chanan, 


the children of Giddel, the children of Gachar, 5° The children of Reayah, the children 


of Rezin, the children of Nekoda. 5! The children of Gazzam, the children of 'Uzza, the 
children of Passeach. 52 The children of Bessai, the children of Me'unim, the children 
of Nephishessim, 53 The children of Bakbuk, the children of Chakupha, the children of 


Charchur. 54 The children of Bazlith, the children of Mechida, the children of Charsha, 
55 The children of Barkoss, the children of Sissera, the children of Thamach, 5° The 
children of Neziach, the children of Chatipha. 57 The children of Solomon's servants: 


The children of Sotai, the children of Sophereth, the children of Perida, 58 The children 
of Ya'ala, the children of Darkon, the children of Giddel, 5° The children of Shephatyah, 
the children of Chattil, the children of Pochereth-hazzebayim, the children of Amon. 
60 All the temple-servants, and the children of Solomon' servants, were three hundred 
ninety and two. ®! And these were they who came up from Thel-melach, Thelcharsha, 
Kerub, Addon, and Immer, but they could not tell their family division and their descent, 
whether they were of Israel. © The children of Delayah, the children of Tobiyah, the 
children of Nekoda, six hundred forty and two. © And of the priests: The children of 
Chobayah, the children of Hakkoz, the children of Barzillai who had taken a wife from 
the daughters of Barzillai the Gil'adite, and was called after their name. °4 These sought 
for their family register, but it was not found: wherefore they were excluded, as unfit, 
from the priesthood. ® And the Thirshatha said unto them, that they should not eat of 
the most holy things, till there should stand up a priest with the Urim and Thummim. 
66 The whole congregation together was forty and two thousand three hundred and 
sixty: ©” Besides these were their man-servants and their maid-servants, of whom there 
were seven thousand three hundred thirty and seven: and they had two hundred and 
forty and five singing men and singing women. ° Their horses were seven hundred 
thirty and six; their mules, two hundred forty and five; °° [Their] camels, four hundred 
thirty and five: [their] asses, six thousand seven hundred and twenty. 7° And a portion 
of the chiefs of the divisions gave unto the work. The Thirshatha gave to the treasure, 
of gold one thousand drachms, fifty bowls, five hundred and thirty coats for the priests. 
71 And some of the chiefs of the divisions gave to the treasury of the work, of gold twenty 
thousand drachms, and of silver two thousand and two hundred manehs. 72 And what 
the rest of the people gave was, of gold twenty thousand drachms, and of silver two 
thousand manehs, and priests coats sixty and seven. 7° So the priests, and the Levites, 
and the gatekeepers, and the singers, and some of the people, and the temple-servants, 


and all Israel, dwelt in their cities: and so came round the seventh month, while the 
children of Israel were in their cities. 


1 And all the people gathered themselves together as one man into the open place 
which is before the water-gate; and they said unto 'Ezra the expounder that he should 
bring forward the book of the law of Moses, which the Lord commanded to Israel. 2Then 
did 'Ezra the priest bring forward the law before the congregation both of men and 
women, and every one that had understanding to listen [attentively], on the first day of 
the seventh month; 3 And he read therein in the open place which is before the water- 
gate from the first daylight until midday, before the men and the women, and those 
that could understand: and the ears of all the people were directed unto the book of the 
law. 4 And 'Ezra the expounder stood upon an elevated stand of wood, which they had 
made for the purpose: and beside him stood Matthithyah, and Shema', and 'Anayah, and 
Uriyah, and Chilkiyah, and Ma'asseyah, on his right hand; and on his left, Pedayah, and 
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Mishael, and Malkiyah, and Chashum, and Chashbadanah, Zechariah, [and] Meshullam. 
5 And 'Ezra opened the book before the eyes of all the people; for he was [standing] 
higher than all the people; and as he opened it, all the people became silent. ® And 'Ezra 
blessed the Lord, the great God: and all the people answered, Amen, Amen, with lifting 
up their hands; and they bowed their heads, and prostrated themselves before the Lord 
with their faces to the ground. 7 Also Jeshua', and Bani, and Sherebyah, Jamin, 'Akkub, 
Shabbethai, Hodiyah, Ma'asseyah, Kelita, 'Azaryah, Jozabad, Chanan, Pelayah, and the 
Levites, explained to the people the law: while the people remained where they stood. 
8 So they read in the book, in the law of God distinctly, and exhibiting the sense: so that 
[the people] understood what was read. ° Then said Nehemiah, that is the Thirshatha, 
and 'Ezra the priest the expounder, and the Levites that explained to the people, unto 
all the people, This day is holy unto the Lord your God: mourn not, and weep not. For 
all the people were weeping, when they heard the words of the law. 1° Then said he 
unto them, Go your way, eat fat things, and drink sweet drinks, and send portions unto 
him for whom nothing is prepared; for this day is holy unto our Lord: and do not grieve 
yourselves; but let the joy of the Lord be your stronghold. ! So the Levites quieted all 
the people, saying, Be still! for the day is holy: and do not grieve yourselves. !2 And 
all the people went their way to eat, and to drink, and to send out portions, and to 
prepare for themselves great joy: because they had understood the words which [the 
others] had made known unto them. 13 And on the second day there gathered themselves 
together the chiefs of the divisions of all the people, the priests, and the Levites, unto 
'Ezra the expounder, to obtain again intelligence of the words of the law. 14 And they 
found written in the law that the Lord had commanded through means of Moses, that 
the children of Israel should dwell in booths during the feast in the seventh month. 
15 And [they ordered] that they should publish and have proclamation made throughout 
all their cities, and through Jerusalem, saying, Go forth unto the mountain and fetch 
olive-leaves, and oleaster-leaves, and myrtle-leaves, and palm-leaves, and leaves of the 
three-leaved myrtle, to make booths, as it is written. 1° And the people went forth, and 
brought them; and they made themselves booths, every one upon his roof, and in their 
courts, and in the courts of the house of God, and in the open place by the water-gate, 
and in the open place by the gate of Ephraim. 1” And all the congregation that were 
returned out of the captivity made booths, and dwelt in the booths; for since the days of 
Jeshua' the son of Nun until that day the children of Israel had not done so. And there 
was very great joy. 18 And he read in the book of the law of God, day by day, from the 
first day until the last day. And they celebrated the feast seven days, and on the eighth 
day the solemn assembly, after the prescribed manner. 


9 
1 And onthe twenty and fourth day of this month were the children of Israel assembled 


with fasting, and in sackclothes, and with earth upon them. 2 And the seed of Israel 
separated themselves from all children of the strangers: and they stood forward and 
made confession for their sins, and the iniquities of their fathers. 3 And they stood up in 
their standing-place, and read in the book of the law of the Lord their God the fourth part 
of the day; and another fourth part they made confession, and prostrated themselves 
before the Lord their God. 4 Then stood up upon the stairs of the Levites, Jeshua' and 
Bani, Kadmiel, Shebanyah, Bunni, Sherebyah, Bani, and Kenani, and they cried with a 
loud voice unto the Lord their God. 5 Then said the Levites, Jeshua', and Kadmiel, Bani, 
Chashabneyah, Sherebyah, Hodiyah, Shebanyah, and Pethachyah, Arise! bless ye the 
Lord your God from eternity to eternity. And let men bless thy glorious name, which 
is exalted above all blessing and praise. © Thou indeed art the Eternal One alone: It is 
thou that hast made the heavens with all their host, the earth, and all that is upon her, 
the seas, and all that is in them, and thou givest life to them all; and the host of the 
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heavens bow down before thee. 7 Thou art indeed the Lord the [true] God, who didst 
choose Abram, and bring him forth out of Ur of the Chaldeans, and change his name 


to Abraham; ® And thou didst find his heart faithful before thee: and thou madest with 
him the covenant to give the land of the Canaanites, the Hittites, the Emorites, and the 


Perizittes, and the Jebusites, and the Girgashite—to give it to his seed: and thou hast 
performed thy words; for thou art righteous. ° And thou didst see the affliction of our 
fathers in Egypt, and their cry didst thou hear by the Red Sea; !° And thou didst display 
signs and wonders on Pharaoh, and on all his servants, and on all the people of his land: 
for thou knewest that they had dealt presumptuously against them; and thou didst [thus] 
make thyself a name, as it is this day. 1! And the sea didst thou divide before them, so 
that they passed through the midst of the sea on dry land; and their pursuers didst thou 
throw into the deeps, like a stone in mighty waters. !2 And by a pillar of cloud didst thou 
lead them in the day, and by a pillar of fire in the night, to give light unto them on the 
way whereon they should go. 13 Also on mount Sinai camest thou down, and spokest 
with them from heaven; and thou gavest them upright ordinances, and truthful laws, 
good statutes and commandments; !4 And thy holy sabbath madest thou known unto 
them, and commandments, statutes, and a law didst thou enjoin on them, by the hand 
of Moses thy servant. 15 And bread from heaven didst thou give them for their hunger, 
and water out of the rock broughtest thou forth for them for their thirst; and thou didst 
order them to go in to take possession of the land concerning which thou hadst lifted up 
thy hand to give it unto them. !¢ And they and our fathers acted presumptuously, and 
hardened their neck, and hearkened not to thy commandments. !’ And they refused to 
obey, and remembered not thy marvelous deeds which thou hadst done with them; but 
they hardened their neck, and [spoke of] appointing a chief to return to their bondage, 
in their rebellion; but thou art a God ready to pardon, gracious and merciful, long- 
suffering, and abundant in kindness, and forsookest them not. 18 Yea, although they had 
made for themselves a molten calf, and said, 'This is thy god that hath brought thee up 
out of Egypt,' and had practised great provocations: 19 Yet in thy abundant mercies didst 
thou not forsake them in the wilderness: the pillar of cloud departed not from them by 
day, to lead them on the way; nor the pillar of fire by night, to give them light on the way 
whereon they should go. 2° And thy good spirit thou gavest to make them intelligent, 
and thy manna thou withheldest not from their mouth, and water thou gavest them 
for their thirst. 21 And forty years didst thou provide for them in the wilderness; they 
lacked nothing; their clothes did not wear out; and their feet swelled not. 22 Thou gavest 
them also kingdoms and nations, which thou didst divide into various corners: and they 
took possession of the land of Sichon, even the land of the king of Cheshbon, and the 
land of 'Og the king of Bashan. 23 And their children didst thou multiply like the stars of 
heaven, and then broughtest them into the land, concerning which thou hadst ordered 
their fathers to enter in to take possession of it. 24 And the children entered in and 
took possession of the land; and thou didst humble before them the inhabitants of the 
land, the Cana'anites, and gavest them up into their hands, with their kings, and the 
nations of the land, that they might do with them according to their pleasure. 25 And 
they captured fortified cities, and a fat soil; and they took possession of houses full of all 
good things, hewn-out wells, vineyards, and olive-yards, and fruit trees in abundance; 
and they ate, and were satisfied, and became fat, and delighted themselves in thy great 
goodness. 2° Then became they disobedient, and rebelled against thee, and cast thy law 
behind their back, and they slew thy prophets who had warned them to bring them back 
unto thee, and they practised great provocations. 27 Thereupon thou gavest them up into 
the hand of their adversaries, who oppressed them: and in the time of their distress they 
used to cry unto thee, and thou ever heardest them from heaven; and according to thy 
abundant mercies thou wast wont to give them helpers, who helped them out of the 
hand of their adversaries. 28 But when [once more] they had rest, they did again evil 
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before thee: wherefore thou didst leave them in the hand of their enemies, so that they 
had dominion over them; and when they returned, and cried unto thee, thou wast wont 
to hear them from heaven, and thou didst ever deliver them according to thy mercies 
many times. 29 And thou gavest them warning to bring them back unto thy law: yet 
they acted presumptuously, and hearkened not unto thy commandments, and sinned 
against thy ordinances, which a man is to do that he may live through them: and they 


rendered their shoulder rebellious, and hardened their neck, and would not hear. 3° Yet 
thou gavest them indulgence many years, and didst warn them through thy spirit by 


means of thy prophets; but they gave no ear: therefore didst thou give them up into the 
hand of the nations of the lands. 31 Yet in thy abundant mercies hast thou not made an 
entire end of them, and thou hast not forsaken them; for a gracious and merciful God 
art thou. 32 And now, our God, the great, the mighty, and the terrible God, who keepest 
the covenant and kindness, let not be esteemed as little before thee all the hardship that 
hath befallen us, on our kings, on our princes, and on our priests, and on our prophets, 
and on our fathers, and on all thy people, from the days of the kings of Assyria until this 
day. 33 Nevertheless thou art righteous in all that is come over us; for thou hast acted 
[according to] truth, but we have done wickedly. 34 Also our kings, our priests, and our 
fathers have not executed thy law, and have not listened unto thy commandments and 
thy testimonies, wherewith thou didst warn them. 35 But they in their kingdom, and 
in thy abundant goodness which thou hadst given unto them, and in the ample and fat 
land which thou hadst given up before them, did indeed not serve thee, and they turned 
not away from their wicked deeds. 36 Behold, we are this day servants: and as regardeth 
the land that thou gavest unto our fathers to eat its fruit and its good things, behold, we 
are servants in it; 37 And it yieldeth its products in abundance for the kings whom thou 
hast set over us because of our sins; also over our bodies have they dominion, and over 
our cattle [also] at their pleasure, and we are in great distress. 38 (10:1) And because of 


all this, we make a faithful covenant, and write it down; and on the sealed document are 
our princes, our Levites, and our priests. 


10 

1 (10:2) And with those whose seal was affixed were, Nehemiah the Tirshatha the 
son of Chachalyah, and Zidkiyah. 2 (10:3) [Then] Serayah, 'Azaryah, Jeremiah, 3 (10:4) 
Pashchui, Amaryah, Malkiyah, 4 (10:5) Chattush, Shebanyah, Malluch, ° (10:6) Charim, 
Meremoth, ‘Obadiah, © (10:7) Daniel, Ginnethon, Baruch, 7 (10:8) Meshullam, Abiyah, 
Miyamin, 8 (10:9) Ma'azyah, Bilgai, Shema'yah: these were the priests. ° (10:10) And 
the Levites: Jeshua' the son of Azanyah, Binnui [[of]] the sons of Chenadad, Kadmiel; 
10 (10:11) And their brethren, Shebanyah, Hodiyah, Kelita, Palayah, Chanan, 1 (10:12) 
Micha, Rechob, Chashabyah, !2 (10:13) Zaccur, Sherebyah, Shebanyah, 13 (10:14) Hodiyah, 
Bani, Beninu. !4 (10:15) The chiefs of the people: Par'osh, Pachath-moab, 'Elam, Zatthu, 
Bani, }5 (10:16) Bunni, 'Azgad, Bebai, 1° (10:17) Adoniyah, Bigvai, ‘Adin, 17 (10:18) Ater, 
Chizkiyah, 'Azzur, 18 (10:19) Hodiyah, Chashum, Bezai, 19 (10:20) Chariph, 'Anathoth, 
Nebai, 2° (10:21) Magpi'ash, Meshullam, Chezir, 21 (10:22) Meshezabel, Zadok, Jaddua', 
22 (10:23) Pelatyah, Chanan, 'Anayah, 23 (10:24) Hoshea', Chanayah, Chasshub, 24 (10:25) 
Hallochesh, Pilcha, Shobek, 25 (10:26) Rechum, Chashabnah, Ma'asseyah, 2° (10:27) And 
Achiyah, Chanan, 'Anan, 27 (10:28) Malluch, Charim, Ba'anah. 28 (10:29) And the rest of 
the people, the priests, the Levites, the gate-keepers, the singers, the temple-servants, 
and all those that had separated themselves from the nations of the lands unto the 
law of God, their wives, their sons, and their daughters, every one having knowledge, 
and having understanding, 29 (10:30) Held firmly with their brethren, their nobles, and 
entered into a curse, and into an oath, to walk in the law of God, which was given through 
means of Moses the servant of God, and to observe and to do all the commandments of 
the Eternal One, our Lord, and his ordinances and his statutes; 3° (10:31) And that we 
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would not give our daughters unto the people of the land, nor take their daughters for 
our sons; 31 (10:32) And that ifthe people of the land should bring wares or any provisions 
onthe sabbath day to sell, we would not buy of them on the sabbath, or on [another] holy 
day; and that we would leave [the fields without reaping in] the seventh year, and [give 
up] every loan of hand. 32 (10:33) And we established for us as one of the commandments 
to impose on ourselves [to give] the third part of a shekel in every year for the service of 
the house of our God; 33 (10:34) For the shew-bread, and for the continual meat-offering, 
and for the continual burnt-offering, [for those of] the sabbaths, of the new-moons, 
for the appointed feasts, and for the holy things, and for the sin-offerings to make an 
atonement for Israel, and [for] all the work of the house of our God. 34 (10:35) And we, 
the priests, the Levites, and the people, cast lots concerning the procuring of the wood, 
to bring it into the house of our God, unto the house of our fathers, at fixed times, year 
by year, to burn upon the altar of the Lord our God, as it is written in the law; 35 (10:36) 
And to bring the first-fruits of our ground, and the first-fruits of all fruit of all trees, year 
by year, unto the house of the Lord; 3 (10:37) And also the first-born of our sons, and for 
our [unclean] cattle, as it is written in the law, and to bring the first-born of our herds 
and of our flocks to the house of our God, unto the priests that minister in the house 
of our God; 37 (10:38) And that we would bring the first portion of our dough, and our 
heave-offerings, and this of the fruit of all manner of trees, of wine and of oil, to the 
priests, unto the chambers of the house of our God, and the tithes of our ground unto 
the Levites; and that these same Levites should be the receivers of the tithes in all the 
cities of our land-tillage; 38 (10:39) And that the priest the son of Aaron should be with 
the Levites, when the Levites receive the tithes; and that the Levites should bring up 
the tithe of the tithes unto the house of our God, to the chambers, into the treasure- 
house. 39 (10:40) For into the chambers shall the children of Israel and the children of 
Levi bring the heave-offering of the corn, of the new wine, and the oil, and there shall 
be the vessels of the sanctuary, and the priests that minister, and the gatekeepers, and 
the singers: and that we will not forsake the house of our God. 
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1 And the rulers of the people dwelt at Jerusalem: and the rest of the people cast 
lots, to bring one of every ten to dwell in Jerusalem the holy city, and the nine parts 
to [remain] in the [other] cities. 2 And the people blessed all the men, that offered 
themselves voluntarily to dwell at Jerusalem. 3 Now these are the chiefs of the province 
that dwelt in Jerusalem; but in the cities of Judah dwelt every one in his possession in 
their cities, [to wit,] Israel, the priests, and the Levites, and the temple-servants, and 
the children of Solomon's servants. 4 And at Jerusalem dwelt certain of the children of 
Judah, and of the children of Benjamin. Of the children of Judah: 'Athayah the son of 
'Uzziyah, the son of Zechariah, the son of Amaryah, the son of Shephatyah, the son 
of Mahalalel, of the children of Perez: ° And Ma'asseyah the son of Baruch, the son 
of Kol-chozeh, the son of Chazayah, the son of 'Adayah, the son of Joyarib, the son of 
Zechariah, the son of Hashiloni; © All the sons of Perez that dwelt at Jerusalem were four 
hundred sixty and eight valiant men. 7 And these are the sons of Benjamin: Sallu the 
son of Meshullam, the son of Jo'ed, the son of Pedayah, the son of Kolayah, the son of 
Ma'asseyah, the son of Ithiel, the son of Jessha'yah; ® And next to him Gabbai, Sallai; 
nine hundred twenty and eight. ? And Joel the son of Zichri was overseer over them; 
and Judah the son of Hassenuah was second over the city. 1° Of the priests: Jedayah the 
son of Joyarib, Jachin: 1! Serayah the son of Chilkiyah, the son of Meshullam, the son 
of Zadok, the son of Merayoth, the son of Achitub, the superintendent of the house of 
God; 12 And their brethren who did the work of the house, eight hundred twenty and 
two; and 'Adayah the son of Jerocham, the son of Pelalyah, the son of Amzi, the son 
of Zechariah, the son of Pashchur, the son of Malkiyah; 13 And his brethren, chiefs of 
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the divisions, two hundred forty and two; and 'Amashsai the son of 'Azarel, the son of 
Achsai, the son of Meshillemoth, the son of Immer; 4 And their brethren, mighty men 
of valor, one hundred twenty and eight; and the overseer over them was Zabdiel, the 
son of Haggedolim. 15 Also of the Levites: Shema'yah the son of Chasshub, the son of 
'Azrikam, the son of Chashabyah, the son of Bunni; 16 And Shabbethai and Jozabad, of 
the chiefs of the Levites, had the oversight of the outward business of the house of God; 
17 And Matthaniah the son of Micha, the son of Zabdi, the son of Assaph, the principal 
to begin the thanksgiving at prayer; and Bakbukyah the second among his brethren and 
'Abda the son of Shammua', the son of Galal, the son of Jeduthun. 18 All the Levites 
in the holy city were two hundred eighty and four. !° And the gatekeepers, Akkub, 
Talmon and their brethren that watched at the gates, were one hundred seventy and 
two. 2° And the residue of Israel, of the priests, and the Levites, were in all the cities 
of Judah, every one in his inheritance. 2! But the temple-servants dwelt in the hill-fort; 
and Zicha and Gishpa were over the temple-servants. 22 And the overseer of the Levites 
at Jerusalem was 'Uzzi the son of Bani, the son of Chashabyah, the son of Matthanyah, 
the son of Micha, one of the sons of Assaph, the singers, over the business of the house 
of God. 23 For the king's command was obligatory on them; and there was a fixed rate 
for the singers, the requirement of every day on its day. 24 And Pethachyah the son of 
Meshezabel, of the children of Zerach the son of Judah, was at the king's hand in every 
thing concerning the people. 25 And respecting the villages with their fields, some of 
the children of Judah dwelt at Kiryath-arba' and in its villages, and at Dibon and in its 
villages, and at Jekabzeel and in its villages. 2° And at Jeshua', and at Moladah, and at 
Beth-phelet, 27 And at Chazar-shu'al, and at Beer-sheba' and in its villages, 28 And at 
Ziklag, and at Mechonah and in its villages, 29 And at 'En-rimmon, and at Zor'ah, and at 
Yarmuth, 3° Zanoach, 'Adullam, and in their villages, at Lachish and its fields, at 'Azekah 
and in its villages. And they dwelt from Beer-sheba' as far as the valley of Hinnom. 31 And 
the children of Benjamin [dwelt], beginning from Geba', at Michmash, and 'Ay-ya, and 
Beth-el, and in their villages, 32 'Anathoth, Nob, 'Ananyah, 33 Chazor, Ramah, Gittayim. 
34 Chadid, Zebo'im, Neballat, 35 Lod, and Ono, the valley of the carpenters. 3¢ And of the 
Levites dwelt certain divisions in Judah, and in Benjamin. 
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1 And these are the priests and the Levites that came up with Zerubbabel the son 
of Shealthiel, and Jeshua': Serayah, Jeremiah, 'Ezra, 2 Amaryah, Malluch, Chattush, 
3 Shechanyah, Rechum, Meremoth, 4 'Iddo, Ginnethoy, Abiyah, 5 Miyamin, Ma'adyah, 
Bilgah, © Shema'yah, and Joyarib, Jed'ayah, 7 Sallu, 'Amok, Chilkiyah, Jed'ayah. These 
were the chiefs of the priests and of their brethren in the days of Jeshua'. ® And the 
Levites: Jeshua', Binnui, Kadmiel, Sherebyah, Judah, and Matthaniah, who was over 
the songs of thanksgiving, he and his brethren; ° And Bakbukyah and 'Unni, their 
brethren, were opposite to them in the watches. 1° And Jeshua' begat Joyakim, and 
Joyakim begat Elyashib, and Elyashib begat Joyada'. 1! And Joyada' begat Jonathan, 
and Jonathan begat Jaddua'. !2 And in the days of Joyakim were priests, as chiefs of 
the divisions: Of Serayah, Merayah; of Jeremiah, Chananyah; !3 Of 'Ezra, Meshullam; 
of Amaryah, Jehochanan; !4 Of Mellchu, Jonathan; of Shebanyah, Joseph; 15 Of Charim, 
'Adna; of Merayoth, Chelkai; 1° Of 'Iddo, Zechariah; of Ginnethon, Meshullam; 17 Of 
Abiyah, Zichri; of Minyamin, of Mo'adyah, Piltai; 18 Of Bilgah, Shammua'; of Shem'ayah, 
Jehonathan; 19 And of Joyarib, Matthenai; of Jeda'yah, 'Uzzi; 2° Of Sallai, Kallai; of 'Amok, 
'Eber; 21 Of Chilkiyah, Chashabyah; of Jeda'yah, Nethanel. 22 Of the Levites in the days 
of Elyashib, Yoyada', and Yochanan, and Jaddua', are written down the chiefs of the 
divisions: also those of the priests to the reign of Darius the Persian. 23 The sons of 


Levi, the chiefs of the divisions were written down in the book of the chronicles, even 
until the days of Jochanan the son of Elyashib. 24 And the chiefs of the Levites were: 
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Chashabyah, Sherebyah, and Jeshua' the son of Kadmiel, with their brethren opposite 
to them, to praise and to give thanks, according to the command of David the man of 
God, section by section. 25 Matthanyah, and Bakbukyah, 'Obadiah, Meshullam, Talmon, 
'Akkub, were watching gatekeepers on the watch at the thresholds of the gates. 2° These 
were in the days of Joyakim, the son of Jeshua', the son of Jozadak, and in the days of 
Nehemiah the governor, and of 'Ezra the priest, the expounder. 27 And at the dedication 
of the wall of Jerusalem they sought the Levites out of all their places, to bring them 
to Jerusalem, to celebrate the dedication with joy, with thanksgivings, and with singing, 
cymbals, psalteries, and with harps. 28 And there gathered themselves together the sons 
of the singers, both out of the district round about Jerusalem, and from the villages of 
Netophah; 29 Also from Beth-hagilgal, and out of the fields of Geba' and Azmaveth; for 
the singers had built themselves villages round about Jerusalem. 3° And the priests and 
the Levites purified themselves, and then they purified the people, and the gates, and 
the wall. 3! Then brought I up the princes of Judah upon the wall, and stationed two great 
companies for thanksgiving, and trains to walk on the right hand upon the wall by the 
dung-gate; 32 And after them walked Hosha'yah, and half of the princes of Judah, 33 And 
'Azaryah, 'Ezra, and Meshullam, 34Judah, and Benjamin, and Shema'yah, and Jeremiah; 
35 And of the sons of priests' with trumpets, Zechariah the son of Jonathan, the son of 
Shema'yah, the son of Matthanyah, the son of Michayah, the son of Zaccur, the son of 
Assaph; 36 And his brethren, Shema'yah, and 'Azarel, Milalai, Gilalai, Ma'ai, Nethanel, 
and Judah, Chanani, with the musical instruments of David the man of God; and 'Ezra 
the expounder walked before them. 37 And over the fountain-gate, and straight before 
them, they went up by the stairs of the city of David, at the ascent of the wall, above 
the house of David, even as far as the water-gate, eastward. 38 And the other company 
for thanksgiving that walked in the opposite direction to them,—this one did I follow, 
and the half of the people upon the wall, from beyond the tower of the ovens even as 
far as the broad wall; 39 And above the gate of Ephraim, and above the old gate, and 
above the fish-gate, and the tower of Chananel, and the tower of Meah, even as far as 
the sheep-gate; and they halted at the prison-gate. 4° So did the two companies for 
thanksgiving place themselves in the house of God, and I, and the half of the rulers with 
me. 41 And the priests, Elyakim, Ma'asseyah, Minyamin, Michayah, Elyo'enai, Zechariah, 
and Chananiah, with trumpets; 42 And Ma'asseyah, and Shema'yah, and El'azar, and 
'Uzzi, and Jehochanan, and Malkiyah, and 'Elam, and 'Ezer. And the singers sang aloud, 
with Yisrachyah as their overseer. 43 And they sacrificed on that day great sacrifices, 
and rejoiced; for God had caused them to rejoice with great joy; and also the women and 
the children rejoiced: so that the [shout of] joy of Jerusalem was heard even at a great 
distance off. 44 And there were appointed at that day certain men as superintendents 
over the chambers for the treasuries, for the heave-offerings, for the first-fruits, and for 
the tithes, to gather into them out of the fields of the cities the portions according to the 
law for the priests and the Levites; for Judah had joy on the priests and on the Levites 
that stood there, 4° And kept the charge of their God, and the charge of the purification, 
and as singers and gatekeepers, according to the command of David, [and] of Solomon 
his son. 4° For in the days of David and Assaph of old there were chiefs of the singers, and 
songs of praise and thanksgiving unto God. 47 And all Israel in the days of Zerubbabel, 
and in the days of Nehemiah, gave the portions of the singers and the gatekeeper, what 
was required for every day on its day; and they sanctified things for the Levites: and the 
Levites sanctified [the portion due] for the children of Aaron. 


13 


1 On that day there was read in the book of Moses before the ears of the people; and 


there was found written therein, that no 'Ammonite or Moabite should come into the 
congregation of God for ever; 2 Because they had not met the children of Israel with bread 
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and with water, but had hired Bil'am against them, that he should curse them; although 
our God had changed the curse into a blessing. 3 And it tame to pass, when they had 
heard the law, that they separated all the alien mixture from Israel. 4 And before this, 
Elyashib the priest, appointed over the chambers of the house of our God, and a near 
[of kin] unto Tobiyah, 5 Had prepared for him a large chamber, where they had laid in 
former times the meat-offerings, the frankincense, and the vessels, and the tithes of the 
corn, the new wine, and the oil, which was ordained for the Levites, and the singers, 
and the gatekeepers, and the heave-offering of the priests. © But during all this I was 
not at Jerusalem; for in the two and thirtieth year of Artaxerxes the king of Babylon I 
went back unto the king, and after the lapse of some time I obtained by request [leave] 
of the king; 7 And I came to Jerusalem, and perceived the evil that Elyashib had done 
for Tobiyah, in preparing for him a chamber in the courts of the house of God. ® And it 
displeased me greatly: wherefore I cast forth all the household vessels of Tobiyah away 
out of the chamber. ° And I gave the order, whereupon they cleansed the chambers; and 
I had brought thither again the vessels of the house of God, with the meat-offering and 
the frankincense. 1° And I perceived that the portions of the Levites had not been given 
[them]: so that the Levites and the singers, that used to do the work, were fled every 
one to his field. 11 Then contended I with the rulers, and said, Why hath the house of 
God become forsaken? And I gathered them together, and placed them on their posts. 
12 And all Judah brought the tithe of the corn and the new wine and the oil unto the 
treasuries. 13 And I appointed receivers over the treasuries, Shelemyah the priest and 
Zadok the scribe, and Pedayah of the Levites; and with them acted Chanan the son of 
Zaccur, the son of Matthanyah; for they were accounted as faithful, and it was their duty 
to make a distribution among their brethren. 14 Remember me, O my God, concerning 
this, and wipe not out my pious deeds which I have done for the house of my God, and 
for those that had charge of it. 15 In those days I saw in Judah some treading wine- 
presses on the sabbath, and bringing in sheaves, and lading burdens on asses, as also 
wine, grapes and figs, and all manner of burdens, which they brought into Jerusalem on 
the sabbath day; and I warned them on the day whereon they sold provisions. 1° Also 
the men of Tyre [that] dwelt therein brought fish and all kinds of wares, and sold [them] 
on the sabbath unto the children of Judah and in Jerusalem. 17 Then I contended with 
the nobles of Judah, and said unto them, What evil thing is this which ye are doing, and 
profaning [thereby] the sabbath day? 18 Did not your fathers act thus, wherefore our 
God brought over us all this evil, and over this city? and ye bring yet more wrath over 
Israel by profaning the sabbath. 1° And it came to pass, that, when the shadows were 
lengthened in the gates of Jerusalem before the sabbath, I gave the order, whereupon the 
gates were locked, and I ordered that they should not be opened till after the sabbath: 
and some of my young men did I place at the gates, that there should be brought in no 
burden on the sabbath-day. 2° But the merchants and sellers of all kinds of wares lodged 
outside of Jerusalem once or twice. 2! Thereupon did I warn them, and said unto them, 
Why do ye lodge along the wall? if ye do so again, I will lay hands on you. From that time 
forth they came no more on the sabbath. 22 And I ordered the Levites that they should 
cleanse themselves, and that they should come and keep watch at the gates, to sanctify 
the sabbath-day. Also this remember unto me, O my God, and shield me according to 
the abundance of thy kindness. 23 In those days also I saw certain Jews that had brought 
home wives of Ashdod, of ‘Ammon, and of Moab: 74 And their children spoke partly 
in the speech of Ashdod, and did not understand to speak in the Jewish language, but 
according to the language of one or the other people. 25 And I contended with them, 
and cursed them, and smote certain of them, and plucked out their hair, and made them 
swear by God, saying, Ye shall not give your daughters unto their sons, nor take their 
daughters for your sons, nor for yourselves. 26 Did not Solomon the king of Israel sin 
by these things? and although among the many nations there was never a king like 
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him, and beloved as he was by his God, and God had placed him as king over all Israel: 


nevertheless even him did the alien women mislead to sin. 27 Shall we then hear it said 
of you, that ye do all this great evil, to trespass against our God in bringing home alien 


wives? 28 And one of the sons of Joyada', the son of Elyashib the high priest, was son- 
in-law to Sanballat the Choronite; wherefore I chased him away from me. 2? Remember 
[this] unto them, O my God, because of the defilements of the priesthood, and of the 
covenant of the priesthood, and of the Levites. 2° Thus cleansed I them from all aliens, 
and I appointed the watches of the priests and the Levites, every one in his work; 31 And 
for the procuring of the wood, at fixed time, and for the first-fruits. Remember this unto 
me, O my God, for good. 
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The First Book of the Chronicles 


1 Adam, Sheth, Enosh, 2 Kenan, Mehalalel, Jered, 3 Enoch, Methushelah, Lemech, 
4Noah, Shem, Ham, and Japheth. 5 The sons of Japheth: Gomer, and Magog, and Madai, 
and Javan, and Thubal, and Meshech, and Thirass. © And the sons of Gomer: Ashkenas, 
and Diphath, and Thogarmah. 7 And the sons of Javan: Elishah, and Tharshishah, Kittim, 
and Rodanim. ® The sons of Ham: Cush, and Misrayim, Put, and Canaan. ? And the sons 


of Cush: Seba, and Chavilah, and Sabta, and Ra'mah, and Sabtecha. And the sons of 
Ra'mah: Sheba, and Dedan. !° And Cush begat Nimrod: this one began to be a mighty 


man upon the earth. !! And Mizrayim begat the Ludim, and there the 'Anamim, and 
the Lehabim, and the Naphtuchim, ! And the Pathrussim, and the Cassluchim, of whom 
came the Philistines, and the Caphthorim. 13 And Canaan begat Zidon, his first-born, and 
Heth. 14 And the Jebusite, and the Emorite, and the Girgashite, 15 And the Hivite, and the 


Arkite, and the Sinite, 16 And the Arvadite, and the Zemarite, and the Chamathite. 17 The 
sons of Shem: 'Elam, and Asshur, and Arpachshad, and Lud, and Aram, and 'Uz, and 


Chul, and Gether, and Meshech. 18 And Arpachshad begat Shelach, and Shelach begat 
‘Eber. 19 And unto 'Eber were born two sons: the name of the one was Peleg; because 
in his days the earth was divided; and his brother's name was Joktan. 2° And Joktan 
begat Almodad, and Sheleph, and Chazarmaveth, and Jerach, 21 And Hadoram, and Uzal, 
and Diklah, 22 And 'Ebal and Abimael, and Sheba, 23 And Ophir, and Chavilah, and Jobab. 
All these were the sons of Joktan. 24 Shem, Arpachshad, Shelach, 25 'Eber, Peleg, Re'u, 
26 Serug, Nachor, Terach, 2” Abram, the same is Abraham. 28 The sons of Abraham: Isaac, 
and Ishma'el. 2° These are their generations: The first-born of Ishma'el, Nebayoth, then 
Kedar, and Adbeel, and Mibsam, 3° Mishma', and Dumah, Massa, Chadad, and Thema, 
31 Jetur, Naphish, and Kedemah. These are the sons of Ishma'el. 32 And the sons of 
Keturah, the concubine of Abraham: she bore Zimran, and Jokshan, and Medan, and 
Midian, and Yishbak, and Shuach. And the sons Jokshan: Sheba, and Dedan. 33 And the 
sons of Midian: 'Ephah, and 'Epher, and Chanoch, and Abida', and Elda'ah. All these are 
the sons of Keturah. 34 And Abraham begat Isaac. The sons of Isaac: Esau and Israel. 
35 The sons of Esau: Eliphaz, Re'uel, and Ye'ush, and Ya'lam, and Korach. 36 The sons of 
Eliphaz: Theman, and Omar, Zephi, and Ga'tam, Kenas, and Thimna', and 'Amalek. 3” The 
sons of Re'uel: Nachath, Zerach, Shammah, and Mizzah. 38 And the sons of Se'ir: Lotan, 
and Shobal, and Zib'on, and 'Anah, and Dishon, and Ezer, and Dishan. 39 And the sons 
of Lotan: Chori, and Homam: and the sister of Lotan: Thimna'. 4° The sons of Shobal: 
'Alyan, and Manachath, and 'Ebal, Shephi, and Onam. And the sons of Zib'on: 'Ayah, and 
'Anah. 41 The sons of 'Anah: Dishon. And the sons of Dishon: Chamran, and Eshban, and 
Yithran, and Cheran. 42 The sons of Ezer: Bilhan, and Za'avan, and Ja'akan. The sons 
of Dishan: 'Uz, and Aran. 43 And these are the kings that reigned in the land of Edom 
before there reigned any king over the children of Israel: Bela' the son of Be'or; and the 
name of his city was Dinhabah. “4 And Bela' died, and there reigned in his stead Jobab 
the son of Zerach of Bozrah. 45 And Jobab died, and there reigned in his stead Chusham 
of the land of Theman. 4° And Chusham died and there reigned in his stead Hadad the 
son of Bedad, who smote Midian in the field of Moab; and the name of his city was 'Avith. 
47 And Hadad died, and there reigned in his stead Samlah of Massrekah. 48 And Samlah 
died, and there reigned in his stead Saul of Rechoboth by the river. 4? And Saul died, and 
there reigned in his stead Ba'al-chanan the son of 'Achbor. °° And Ba'al-chanan died, 
and there reigned in his stead Hadad; and the name of his city was Pa'i; and the name 
of his wife was Mehetabel, the daughter of Matred, the daughter of Me-zahab. 5! Hadad 
died also. And the dukes of Edom were: Thimna', duke 'Alvah, duke Jetheth, 52 Duke 


Aholibamah, duke Elah, duke Pinon, 53 Duke Kenas, duke Theman, duke Mibzar, °4 Duke 
Magdiel, duke 'Iram. These are the dukes of Edom. 
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1 These are the sons of Israel: Reuben, Simeon, Levi, and Judah, Issachar, and Zebulun, 
2 Dan, Joseph, and Benjamin, Naphtali, Gad, and Asher. 3 The sons of Judah: 'Er, and 
Onan, and Shelah, the three [who] were born unto him of the daughter of Shua' the 
Canaanitess. And 'Er, the first-born of Judah, was evil in the eyes of the Lord: and he 
slew him. 4 And Thamar his daughter-in-law bore unto him Perez and Zerach. All the 
sons of Judah were five. 5 The sons of Perez: Chezron and Chamul. © And the sons of 
Zerach: Zimri, and Ethan, and Heman, and Calcol, and Dara’; all of them five. 7 And the 
sons of Carmi: 'Achar the troubler of Israel, who trespassed against the devoted things. 
8 And the sons of Ethan: 'Azaryah. ° And the sons of Chezron, that were born unto him: 
Jerachmeel, and Ram, and Kelubai. !° And Ram begat 'Amminadab, and 'Amminadab 
begat Nachshon, the prince of the children of Judah; " And Nachshon begat Salma, and 
Salma begat Bo'az, !2 And Bo'az begat 'Obed, and 'Obed begat Jesse, 13 And Ishai begat his 


first-born Eliab, and Abinadab the second, and Shim'a the third, 14 Nathanel the fourth, 
Raddai the fifth, 5 Ozem the sixth, David the seventh; 1° And their sisters were Zeruyah, 


and Abigayil. And the sons of Zeruyah: Abshai, and Joab, and 'Assahel, three. 1” And 
Abigayil bore 'Amassa: and the father of 'Amassa was Jether the Ishme'elite. 18 And 
Caleb the son of Chezron begat [children] of 'Azubah his wife, and of Jeri'oth; and these 
are her sons: Jesher, and Shobab, and Ardon. 19 And 'Azubah died, when Caleb took unto 
himself Ephrath, who bore unto him Chur. 2° And Chur begat Uri, and Uri begat Bezalel. 
21 And afterward came Chezron to the daughter of Machir the father of Gil'ad, and he 
took her [for wife] when he was sixty years old: and she bore unto him Segub. 22 And 
Segub begat Jair, who had three and twenty cities in the land of Gil'ad. 23 But Geshur and 
Aram took the small towns of Jair from them, with Kenath, and the villages thereof, even 
sixty cities. All these [belonged to] the sons of Machir the father of Gil'ad. 24 And after 
Chezron was dead in Calebephratah, then bore Chezron's wife Abiyah unto him Ashchur 
the father of Thekoa'. 25 And the sons of Jerachmeel the first-born of Chezron were, Ram 
the first-born, and Bunah, and Oren, and Ozem, and Achiyah. 2° Yerachmeel had also 
another wife, whose name was 'Atarah; she was the mother of Onam. 27 And the sons of 
Ram the first-born of Jerachmeel were, Ma'‘az, and Jamin, and 'Eker. 28 And the sons of 
Onam were, Shammai, and Jada'. And the sons of Shammai: Nadab, and Abishur. 29 And 
the name of the wife of Abishur was Abichayil, and she bore unto him Achban, and Molid. 
30 And the sons of Nadab: Seled, and Appayim; and Seled died without children. 31 And 
the sons of Appayim: Yish'i. And the sons of Yish'i: Sheshan. And the sons of Sheshan: 
Achlai. 32 And the sons of Jada' the brother of Shammai: Jether, and Jonathan; and Jether 
died without children. 33 And the sons of Jonathan: Peleth, and Zaza. These were the 
sons of Jerachmeel. 34 Now Sheshan had no sons, but daughters. And Sheshan had a 
servant, an Egyptian, whose name was Jarcha'. 35 And Sheshan gave his daughter unto 
Jarcha' his servant for wife: and she bore unto him 'Attai. 3° And 'Attai begat Nathan, 
and Nathan begat Zabad. 37 And Zabad begat Ephlal, and Ephlal begat 'Obed. 38 And 
‘Obed begat Jehu, and Jehu begat 'Azaryah, 39 And 'Azaryah begat Chelez, and Chelez 
begat El'assah, 4° And El'assah begat Sissmai, and Sissmai begat Shallum. 41 And Shallum 
begat Jekamyah, and Jekamyah begat Elishama'. 42 Now the sons of Caleb the brother 
of Jerachmeel were, Mesha’, his first-born, who was the father of Ziph, and of the sons 
of Mareshah the father of Hebron. 4? And the sons of Hebron: Korach, and Thappuach, 
and Rekem, and Shema'. 44 And Shema' begat Racham, the father of Jorke'am; and Rekem 
begat Shammai. 45 And the son of Shammai was Ma'on; and Ma'on was the father of Beth- 
zur. 46 And 'Ephah, Caleb's concubine, bore Charan, and Moza, and Gazez; and Charan 
begat Gazez. 47 And the sons of Jahdai: Regem, and Jotham, and Gesham, and Pelet, 
and 'Ephah, and Sha'aph. 48 Ma'achah, Caleb's concubine, bore Sheber, and Tirchanah. 
49 She bore also !!Sha'aph the father of Madmannah. Sheva the father of Machbena, 
and the father of Gib'a: !!and the daughter of Caleb was 'Achsah. 5° These were the 
sons of Caleb: Benchur, the first-born of Ephratah, Shobal the father of Kiryath-ye'arim, 
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51 Salma the father of Beth-lechem, Chareph the father of Beth-gader. 52 And Shobal 
the father of Kir'yath-ye'arim had sons: Haroeh, and Chazi-hammenuchoth. °° And the 
families of Kir'yath-ye'arim are the Yithrites, and the Puthites, and the Shumathites, 


and the Mishra'ites: from these came the Zor'athites, and the Eshthaulites. 54 The sons 
of Salma: Beth-lechem, and the Netophathites, 'Ataroth of the house of Joab, and Chazi- 


hammanachthi, the Zor'ite. 55 And the families of the scribes who dwelt at Jabez: the 


Thirathites, the Shim'athites, and Suchathites. These are the Kenites that came from 
Chammath, the father of the house of Rechab. 


1 And these were the sons of David, who were born unto him in Hebron: The first-born, 
Amnon, of Achino'am the Jizre'elitess; the second, Daniel, of Abigayil the Carmelitess; 


2 The third, Abshalom the son of Ma'achah the daughter of Thalmai the king of Geshur; 
the fourth, Adoniyah the son of Chaggith; 3 The fifth, Shephatyah of Abital; the sixth, 
Yithre'am of 'Eglah his wife. 4 Six were born unto him in Hebron: and he reigned 
there seven years and six months; and thirty and three years he reigned in Jerusalem. 
5 And these were born unto him in Jerusalem: Shim'a, !!and Shobab, and Nathan, and 
Solomon, four, of Bathshua' the daughter of 'Ammiel; © And Yibchar, and Elishama', 
and Eliphelet, 7 And Nogah, and Nepheg, and Japhia'. § And Elishama', and Elyada', and 
Eliphelet, nine. ? [These were] all the sons of David, beside the sons of the concubines, 
and Thamar their sister. 1° And Solomon's son was Rehobo'am. Abiyah his son, Assa his 
son, Jehoshaphat his son. !!Joram his son, Achazyahu his son, Joash his son, 2 Amazyahu 
his son, 'Azaryah his son, Jotham his son, !3 Achaz his son, Hezekiah his son, Menasseh 
his son, 4 Amon his son, Josiah his son. 15 And the sons of Josiah were, the first-born 
Jochanan, the second Jehoyakim, the third Zedekiah, the fourth Shallum. 1° And the sons 
of Jehoyakim: Jechonyah his son, Zedekiah his son. !” And the sons of Jechonyah: Assir, 
Shealthiel his son, 18 And Malkiram, and Pedayah, and Shenazzar, Jekamyah, Hoshama', 
and Nedabyah. 19 And the sons of Pedayah were, Zerubbabel, and Shim'i: and the sons 
of Zerubbabel were, Meshullam, and Chananyah, and Shelomith their sister; 2° And 
Chashubah, and Ohel, and Berechyah, and Chassadyah, Jushab-chessed, five. 21 And the 
sons of Chananyah: Pelatyah, and Jesha'yah; the sons of Rephayah, the sons of Arnan, the 
sons of 'Ohadiah, the sons of Shechanyah. 22 And the sons of Shechanyah: Shema'yah: 
and the sons of Shema'yah were Chattush, and Yigal, and Bariach, and Ne'aryah, and 
Shaphat, six. 23 And the sons of Ne'aryah: Elyo'enai, and Hezekiah, and 'Azrikam, three. 
24 And the sons of Elyo'enai were, Hodavyahu, and Elyashib, and Pelayah, and 'Akkub, 
and Jochanan, and Delayah, and 'Anani, seven. 


1 The sons of Judah: Perez, Chezron, and Carmi, and Chur, and Shobal. 2 And Reayah 
the son of Shobal begat Jachath, and Jachath begat Achumai, and Lahad. These are the 
families of the Zor'athites. 3 And these were [those of] the father of 'Etam, Jizre'el, and 
Yishma, and Yidbash: and the name of their sister was Hazzelelponi. 4 And Penuel the 


father of Gedor, and 'Ezer the father of Chushah. These are the sons of Chur, the first- 
born of Ephratah, the father of Beth-lechem. 5 And Ashchur the father of Thekoa' had 


two wives. Chelah and Na'arah. © And Na'arah bore him Achuzzam, and Chepher, and 


Themeni. and Haachashthari. These were the sons of Na‘arah. 7 And the sons of Chelah 
were, Zereth, and Zochar, and Ethnan. 8 And Koz begat 'Anub and Hazzobebah, and 


the families of Acharchel the son of Harum. ? And Ja'bez was more honorable than his 
brothers; and his mother called his name Ja'bez, saying, Because I bore him in pain. 
10 And Ja'bez called on the God of Israel, saying, Oh that thou wouldst bless me indeed, 
and enlarge my boundary, and that thy hand might be with me, and that thou wouldst 
act for me against the evil, that it may not give me pain! And God granted him what he 
had asked for. 11 And Kelub the brother of Shuchah begat Mechir, who was the father of 
Eshthon. 12 And Eshthon begat Beth-rapha, and Passeach, and Techinnah the father of 
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'Irnachash. These are the men of Rechah. 13 And the sons of Kenas: 'Othniel and Serayah. 
And the sons of 'Othniel: Chathath. 14 And Me'onothai begat 'Ophrah: and Serayah 
begat Joab, the father of the valley of the carpenters; for they were carpenters. 15 And 
the sons of Caleb the son of Jephunneh: 'Iru, Elah, and Na'am. And the sons of Elah: 
Ukenas. 1° And the sons of Jehalelel: Ziph, and Ziphah, Thireya, and Assarel. 1” And the 
sons of 'Ezrah: Jether, and Mered, and 'Epher, and Jalon. And she conceived [and bore] 
Miriam, and Shammai, and Yishbach the father of Eshthemoa’. 18 And his wife the Jewess 
bore Jered the father of Gedor, and Cheber the father of Socho, and Jekuthiel the father 
of Zanoach. And these are the sons of D the daughter of Pharaoh, whom Mered had 
taken [for wife]. 19 And the sons of the wife of Hodiyah the sister of Nacham: The father 
of Kei'lah the Garmite, and Eshthemoa' the Ma'achathite. 2° And the sons of Shimon: 
Amnon, and Rinnah, Ben-chanan, and Thilon. And the sons of Yish'i were, Zocheth, 
and Benzocheth. 21 The sons of Shelah the son of Judah: 'Er the father of Lechah, and 
La'dah the father of Mareshah, and the families of the house of those that wrought fine 
linen, of the house of Ashbea'. 22 And Jokim, and the men of Cozeba, and Joash, and 
Saraph, who had dominion in Moab, and Jashubi-lechem. And these are ancient things. 
23 There were the potters, and those that dwelt in plantations and sheepfolds: for the 
king's sake to do his work they dwelt there. 24 The sons of Simeon: Nemuel, and Jamin, 
Jarib, Zerach, and Saul. 25 Shallum his son, Mibsam his son, Mishma' his son. 26 And 
the sons of Mishma': Hamuel his son, Zaccur his son, Shim'i his son. 27 And Shim'i had 
sixteen sons and six daughters; but his brethren had not many children, nor did all their 


family multiply, equal to the children of Judah. 28 And they dwelt at Beer-sheba', and 


Moladah, and Chazar-shu'al. 29 And at Bilhah, and at 'Ezem, and at Tholad, 3° And at 
Bethuel, and at Chormah, and at Ziklag. 31 And at Beth-marcaboth, and Chazar-sussim, 


and at Beth-biri, and at Sha'arayim. These were their cities until the reign of David. 
32 And their villages were 'Etam, and 'Ayin, Rimmon, and Tochen, and 'Ashan, five cities; 
33 And all their villages that were round about these same cities as far as Ba'al. These 
were their dwelling-places, and after them are they recorded. 34 And Meshobab, and 
Jamlech, and Joshah the son of Amazyah, 35 And Joel, and Jehu the son of Joshibyah, the 
son of Serayah, the son of 'Assiel. 36 And Elyo'enai and Ja'akobah, and Jeshochayah, and 
'Assayah, and Adiel, and Jessimiel, and Benayah. 37 And Ziza the son of Shiph'i, the son of 
Allon, the son of Jedayah, the son of Shimri, the son of Shema'yah: 38 These mentioned by 
their names were princes in their families; and their family divisions spread themselves 
out greatly. 3° And they went to the entrance of Gedur, as far as the east side of the valley, 
to seek pasture for their flocks. 4° And they found a fat and good pasture, and the land 
was roomy, and quiet, and peaceable; for descendants of Ham dwelt there before that 
time. 4! And then came these written down by name in the days of Hezekiah the king of 
Judah, and smote their tents, and the habitations that were found there, and destroyed 
them utterly unto this day, and dwelt in their stead; because there was pasture there for 


their flocks. 42 And some of them, even of the sons of Simeon, five hundred men, went 
to mount Se'ir having at their head Pelatyah, and Ne'aryah, and Rephayah, and 'Uzziel, 


the sons of Yish'i. 42 And they smote the rest of the 'Amalekites that were escaped, and 
dwelt there unto this day. 


5 


1 And the sons of Reuben the first-born of Israel—for he was the first-born; but, when 
the defiled his father's bed, was his birthright given unto the sons of Joseph the son 


of Israel: so that the genealogy is not to be reckoned after the first-birth. 2 For Judah 
became the mightiest of his brothers, and the prince descended from him: while the 
first-birthright belonged to Joseph,— 3 The sons of Reuben the first-born of Israel were, 
Chanoch, and Pallu, Chezron, and Carmi. 4 The sons of Joel: Shema'yah his son, Gog 
his son, Shim'i his son, 5 Michah his son, Reayah his son, Ba'al his son, ° Beerah his son, 
whom Tilgath-pilneesser the king of Assyria carried into exile: he was the prince of the 
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Reubenites. 7 And his brethren by their families, according to their genealogy after their 
generations, were, the chief, Je'iel, and Zecharyahu, And Bela' the son of 'Azaz, the son 
of Shema', the son of Joel, who dwelt in 'Aro'er, and as far as Nebo and Ba'al-me'on; 
9 And to the eastward he dwelt as far as the entrance of the wilderness from the river 
Euphrates; because their cattle were numerous in the land of Gil'ad. 1° And in the days of 


Saul they made war with the Hagarenes, who fell by their hand; and they dwelt in their 


tents in the whole front of the land to the east of Gil'ad. 11 And the children of Gad dwelt 
alongside of them, in the land of Bashan as far as Salchah. !2 Joel the chief, and Shapham 


the next, and Ja'nai, and Shaphat in Bashan. 13 And their brethren according to their 
family divisions were, Michael, and Meshullam, and Sheba’, and Jorai, and Ya'kan, and 
Zia', and 'Eber, seven. !4 These are the children of Abichayil the son of Churi, the son of 
Jaroach, the son of Gil'ad, the son of Michael, the son of Jeshishai, the son of Jachdo, the 
son of Buz: }5 Achi the son of Abdiel the son of Guni, the chief of their family division. 
16 And they dwelt in Gil'ad, in Bashan, and in its minor towns, and in all the open districts 
of Sharon, as far as their terminations. !7 All these were recorded by their genealogies 
in the days of Jotham the king of Judah, and in the days of Jerobo'am the king of Israel. 


18 The sons of Reuben, and the Gadites, and the half tribe of Menasseh, of valiant men, 
men able to bear shield and sword, and to draw the bow, and practised in war, were four 


and forty thousand seven hundred and sixty, that went out to the army. 19 And they 
made war with the Hagarenes, and Jetur, and Naphish, and Nodab. 2° And they obtained 
help against them, and the Hagarenes were delivered into their hand, and all that were 
with them; for to God they cried in the battle, and he was entreated by them; because 
they put their trust in him. 2! And they led away captive their cattle: of their camels 
fifty thousand, and of sheep two hundred and fifty thousand, and of asses two thousand, 
and of human beings one hundred thousand. ”2 For there fell down many slain; because 
the war was of God. And they dwelt in their stead until the exile. 23 And the children 


of the half tribe of Menasseh dwelt in the land: from Bashan unto Ba'al-chermon and 
Senir and mount Chermon were they numerous. 24 And these were the heads of their 


family divisions: namely, 'Epher, and Yish'i, and Eliel, and ‘Azriel, and Jeremiah, and 
Hodavyah, and Jachdiel, mighty men of valor, famous men, [and] heads of their family 
divisions. 25 But they trespassed against the God of their fathers, and went astray after 
the gods of the people of the land, whom God had destroyed from before them. 26 And 
the God of Israel stirred up the spirit of Pul the king of Assyria, and the spirit of Tilgath- 
pilnesser the king of Assyria, and he carried them into exile, even the Reubenites, and 
the Gadites, and the half tribe of Menasseh, and brought them unto Chalach, and Chabor, 
and Hara, and to the river Gozan, even until this day. 


6 

1 (5:27) The sons of Levi: Gershon, Kehath, and Merari. 2 (5:28) And the sons of 
Kehath: ‘Amram, Yizhar, and Chebron, and 'Uzziel. 3 (5:29) And the children of 'Amram: 
Aaron, and Moses, and Miriam. And the sons of Aaron: Nadab, and Abihu, El'azar, and 
Ithamar. 4 (5:30) El'azar begat Phinehas, Phinehas begat Abishua', > (5:31) And Abishua' 
begat Bukki, and Bukki begat 'Uzzi, ® (5:32) And 'Uzzi begat Zerachyah, and Zerachyah 
begat Merayoth, 7 (5:33) Merayoth begat Amaryah, and Amaryah begat Achitub, 8 (5:34) 
And Achitub begat Zadok, and Zadok begat Achima'az, 9 (5:35) And Achima'az begat 
'Azaryah, and 'Azaryah begat Jochanan, !° (5:36) And Jochanan begat 'Azaryah, he it is 
that officiated as priest in the house that Solomon had built in Jerusalem; 1! (5:37) And 
'Azaryah begat Amaryah, and Amaryah begat Achitub, !2 (5:38) And Achitub begat Zadok, 
and Zadok begat Shallum, 13 (5:39) And Shallum begat Chilkiyah, and Chilkiyah begat 
'Azaryah, 14 (5:40) And 'Azaryah begat Serayah, and Serayah begat Jehozadak, 15 (5:41) 
And Jehozadak went away, when the Lord carried Judah and Jerusalem into exile through 
the hand of Nebuchadnezzar. 1° (6:1) The sons of Levi: Gershom, Kehath, and Merari. 
17 (6:2) And these are the names of the sons of Gershom: Libni, and Shim'i. 18 (6:3) And 
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the sons of Kehath were, 'Amram, and Yizhar, and Chebron, and 'Uzziel. 19 (6:4) The 
sons of Merari: Machli, and Mushi. And these are the families of the Levites according 
to their fathers. 2° (6:5) Of Gershom: Libni his son, Jachath his son, Zimmah his son, 
21 (6:6) Yoach his son, 'Iddo his son, Zerach his son, Yeatherai his son. 22 (6:7) The sons of 
Kehath: 'Amminadab his son, Korach his son, Assir his son, 23 (6:8) Elkanah his son, and 
Ebyassaph his son, and Assir his son, 24 (6:9) Tachath his son, Uriel his son, 'Uzziyah his 
son, and Saul his son. 25 (6:10) And the sons of Elkanah: 'Amassai, and Achimoth, 26 (6:11) 
[And] Elkanah. The sons of Elkanah: Zophai his son, and Nachath his son. 27 (6:12) Eliab 
his son, Jerocham his son, Elkanah his son. 28 (6:13) And the sons of Samuel: the first- 
born Vashni, and Abiyah. 29 (6:14) The sons of Merari: Machli, Libni his son, Shim'i his 
son, 'Uzzah his son, 3° (6:15) Shim'a his son, Chaggiyah his son, 'Assayah his son. 31 (6:16) 
And these are those whom David appointed for the purpose of conducting the singing 
in the house of the Lord, after the ark had a resting-place. 32 (6:17) And they ministered 
before the tabernacle of the tent of the congregation with singing, until Solomon built 
the house of the Lord in Jerusalem; and they acted according to their prescribed manner 
in their service. 33 (6:18) And these are those that so acted with their sons. Of the sons 
of the Kehathites: Heman the singer, the son of Joel, the son of Samuel, 34 (6:19) The son 
of Elkanah, the son of Jerocham, the son of Eliel, the son of Toach, 35 (6:20) The son of 
Zuph, the son of Elkanah, the son of Machath, the son of 'Amassai, 3¢ (6:21) The son of 
Elkanah, the son of Joel, the son of 'Azaryah, the son of Zephanyah, 37 (6:22) The son of 
Tachath, the son of Assir, the son of Ebyassaph, the son of Korach, 38 (6:23) The son of 
Yizhar, the son of Kehath, the son at Levi, the son of Israel. 39 (6:24) And his relative 
Assaph was he, who stood on his right hand, [even] Assaph the son of Berachyah, the 
son of Shim'a, 4° (6:25) The son of Michael, the son of Ba'asseyah, the son of Malkiyah, 
41 (6:26) The son of Ethni, the son of Zerach, the son of 'Adayah. 4? (6:27) The son of 
Ethan, the son of Zimmah, the son of Shim'i, 43 (6:28) The son of Jachath, the son of 
Gershom, the son of Levi. 44 (6:29) And their brethren the sons of Merari [stood] on the 
left hand: Ethan the son of Kishi, the son of 'Abdi, the son of Malluch, 45 (6:30) The son 
of Chashabyah, the son of Amazyah, the son of Chilkiyah, 4° (6:31) The son of Amzi, the 
son of Bani, the son of Shamer, 47 (6:32) The son of Machli, the son of Mushi, the son 
of Merari, the son of Levi. 48 (6:33) And their brethren the Levites were superadded for 
all manner of service of the tabernacle of the house of God. 49 (6:34) But Aaron and his 
sons offered upon the altar of the burnt-offering, and upon the altar of incense, [and 
were] for all the work of the most holy place, and to make an atonement for Israel, in 
accordance with all that Moses the servant of God had commanded. 5° (6:35) And these 
are the sons of Aaron: El'azar his son, Phinehas his son, Abishua' his son, 5! (6:36) Bukki 
his son, 'Uzzi his son, Zerachyah his son, 52 (6:37) Merayoth his son, Amaryah his son, 
Achitub his son, 53 (6:38) Zadok his son, Achima'az his son. 54 (6:39) And these are their 
dwelling-places with their castles in their boundaries; unto the sons of Aaron, of the 
families of the Kehathites; for theirs was the [first] lot,— 5° (6:40) And they gave unto 
them Hebron in the land of Judah, with its open spaces round about it. 5° (6:41) But the 
fields of the city, and its villages, they gave to Caleb the son Jephunneh. °” (6:42) And to 
the sons of Aaron they gave [of] the cities of refuge Hebron, and Libnah with its open 
spaces, and Jattir, and Eshthemoa, with its open spaces. 58 (6:43) And Chilen with its 
open spaces, Debir with its open spaces, 59 (6:44) And 'Ashan with its open spaces, and 
Beth-shemesh with its open spaces. ©° (6:45) And from the tribe of Benjamin, Geba' with 
its open spaces, and 'Alemeth with its open spaces, and 'Anathoth with its open spaces. 
And all their cities were thirteen cities after their families. © (6:46) And unto the sons 
of Kehath that were left of the family of that tribe, [were given] from the half tribe, the 
half tribe of Menasseh, by lot, ten cities. ®2 (6:47) And to the sons or Gershom after their 
families, from the tribe of Issachar, and from the tribe of Asher, and from the tribe of 
Naphtali, and from the tribe of Menasseh in Bashan, [were given] thirteen cities. ©3 (6:48) 


1930 XRN 


1 Chronicles 6:64 755 1 Chronicles 7:14 


Unto the sons of Merari after their families, from the tribe of Reuben, and from the tribe 
of Gad, and from the tribe of Zebulun, [were given] by lot, twelve cities. 4 (6:49) And the 
children of Israel gave to the Levites these cities with their open spaces. © (6:50) And 
they gave by lot from the tribe of the children of Judah, and from the tribe of the children 
of Simeon, and from the tribe of the children of Benjamin these cities, which they called 
by names. © (6:51) And some of the families of the sons of Kehath had the cities of their 
territory from the tribe of Ephraim. ©7 (6:52) And they gave unto them, [of] the cities 
of refuge Sechem with its open spaces in the mountain of Ephraim, and Gezer with its 
open spaces. ©8 (6:53) And Jokme'am with its open spaces, and Beth-choron with its open 
spaces, © (6:54) And Ayalon with its open spaces, and Gath-rimmon with its open spaces. 
70 (6:55) And from the half tribe of Menasseh: 'Aner with its open spaces: and Bil'am with 
its open spaces, for the family of the remaining portion of the sons of Kehath. 71 (6:56) 
Unto the sons of Gershom [were given] from the family of the half tribe of Menasseh, 
Golan in Bashan with its open spaces, and 'Ashtaroth with its open spaces. 72 (6:57) And 
from the tribe of Issachar: Kedesh with its open spaces, Dobrath with its open spaces, 
73 (6:58) And Ramoth with its open spaces, and 'Anem with its open spaces. 74 (6:59) And 
from the tribe of Asher: Mashal with its open spaces, and 'Abdon with its open spaces, 
75 (6:60) And Chukok with its open spaces, and Rechob with its open spaces. 7° (6:61) 
And from the tribe of Naphtali: Kedesh in Galilee with its open spaces, and Chammon 
with its open spaces, and Kiryathayim with its open spaces. 77 (6:62) Unto the remaining 
portion of the children of Merari [were given] from the tribe of Zebulun, Rimmono with 
its open spaces, Tabor with its open spaces. 78 (6:63) And on the other side the Jordan 
by Jericho, on the east side of Jordan, from the tribe of Reuben, Bezer in the wilderness 
with its open spaces, and Jahzah with its open spaces, 79 (6:64) And Kedemoth with its 
open spaces, and Mepha'ath with its open spaces. ®° (6:65) And from the tribe of Gad: 
Ramoth in Gila'd with its open spaces, and Machanayim with its open spaces. 8! (6:66) 
And Cheshbon with its open spaces, and Ja'azer with its open spaces. 


7 

1 And the sons of Issachar were, Tola', and Puah, Yashub, and Shimron, four. 2? And the 
sons of Tola': 'Uzzi, and Rephayah, and Jeriel, and Jachmai, and Yibsam, and Shemuel, 
heads of their family divisions, of Tola', being valiant men of might, after their descent. 
Their number in the days of David was two and twenty thousand and six hundred. 3 And 
the sons of 'Uzzi: Yizrachyah. And the sons of Yizrachyah: Michael, and 'Obadiah, and 
Joel, Yishiyah, five, chief men all of them. 4 And with them according to their descent, 
after their family divisions, were bands of the army for war, six and thirty thousand men; 
for they had many wives and sons. > And their brethren of all the families of Issachar 
were valiant men of might, eighty and seven thousand reckoned by their genealogies in 
all. © Of Benjamin: Bela', and Becher, and Jedi'ael, three. 7 And the sons of Bela': Ezbon, 
and 'Uzzi, and 'Uzziel, and Jerimoth, and 'Iri, five, heads of family divisions, being mighty 
men of valor; and they were reckoned by their genealogies twenty and two thousand and 
thirty and four. 8 And the sons of Becher: Zemirah, and Jo'ash, and Eli'ezer, and Elyo'enai, 
and 'Omri, and Jeremoth, and Abiyah, and 'Anathoth, and 'Alemeth. All these are the 
sons of Becher. 9 And reckoned by their genealogy after their descent, heads of their 
family divisions, mighty men of valor, there were twenty thousand and two hundred. 
10 And the sons of Jedi'ael: Bilhan. And the sons of Bilhan: Je'ush, and Benjamin, and 


Ehud, and Kena'anah, and Zethan, and Tharshish, and Achishachar. " All these the sons 
of Jedi'ael by the heads of their divisions, being mighty men of valor, were seventeen 


thousand and two hundred, fit to go out to the army for war. 12 And Shuppim, and 
Chuppim, the children of 'Ir, and Chushim, the sons of Acher. 13 The sons of Naphtali: 
Jachziel, and Guni, and Jezer, and Shallum, the sons of Bilhah. 14 The sons of Menasseh: 
Assriel, whom [his wife] bore; his concubine the Aramitess bore Machir the father of 
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Gil'ad. 45 And Machir took for wife [the sister] of Chuppim and Shuppim, whose sister's 
name was Ma'achah. And the name of the second was Zelophehad: and Zelophehad 
had daughters. 16 And Ma'achah the wife of Machir bore a son, and she called his name 


Peresh; and the name of his brother was Sheresh; and his sons were Ulam and Rekem. 
17 And the sons of Ulam: Bedan. These were the sons of Gil'ad, the son of Machir, the son 
of Menasseh. 18 And his sister Hammolecheth bore Isshod, and Abi'ezer, and Machlah. 
19 And the sons of Shemida' were, Achyan, and Shechem, and Likchi, and Ani'am. 2° And 


the sons of Ephraim: Shuthelach, and Bered his son, and Tachath his son, and El'adah his 


son, and Tachath his son, 2! And Zabad his son, and Shuthelach his son, and 'Ezer, and 
El'ad, whom the men of Gath that were born in that land slew, when they came down to 
take away their cattle. 22 And Ephraim their father mourned many days, and his brethren 
came to comfort him. 23 And he went in to his wife, and she conceived, and bore a son, 
and he called his name Beri'ah, because misfortune had come into his house. 24 And 
his daughter was Sheerah, who built Beth-choron the lower, and the upper, and Uzzen- 


sheerah. 2° And Rephach was his son, also Resheph, and Telach his son, and Tachan his 
son. 26La'dan his son, 'Ammihud his son, Elishama' his son, 2” Non his son, Jehoshua' his 
son. 28 And their possessions and dwelling-places were, Beth-el and its villages, and at 
the east Na'aran, and at the west Gezer, with its villages, and Shechem with its villages, 
as far as Gazzah and its villages. 29 And by the borders of the children of Menasseh: 
Beth-shean and its villages, Ta'nach and its villages, Megiddo and its villages, Dor and 
its villages. In these dwelt the children of Joseph the son of Israel. 3° The sons of Asher: 
Yimnah, and Yishvah, and Yishvi, and Beri'ah, and Serach their sister. 31 And the sons 
of Beri'ah: Cheber, and Malkiel, who is the father of Birzavith. 32 And Cheber begat 
Yaphlet, and Shomer, and Chotham, and Shu'a their sister. 33 And the sons of Yaphiet: 
Passach, and Bimhal, and 'Ashvath. These are the children of Yaphlet. 34 And the sons 
of Shemer: Achi, and Rohgah, and Chubbah and Aram. 3° And the sons of his brother 
Helem: Zophach, and Yimna', and Shelesh, and 'Amal 3° The sons of Zophach: Suach, 
and Charnepher, and Shu'al, and Berl, and Yimrah, 37 Bezer, and Hod, and Shamma, and 
Shilshah, and Yithran, and Beera. 38 And the sons of Jether: Jephunneh, and Pisspah, 
and Ara. 39 And the sons of 'Ulla: Arach, and Chaniel, and Rizya. 4° All these were the 
children of Asher, heads of their family divisions, selected mighty men of valor, chiefs 
of the princes. And being recorded according to their genealogy for the army for the 
war, their number was of men twenty and six thousand. 
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1 And Benjamin begat Bela' his first-born, Ashbel the second, and Achrach the third, 
2 Nochah the fourth, and Rapha the fifth. 3 And Bela' had sons, Addar, and Gera, and 
Abihud, 4 And Abishua', and Na'aman, and Achoach, * And Gera, and Shephuphan, and 
Churam. © And these are the sons of Echud: these are the heads of the family divisions of 
the inhabitants of Geba', who were exiled to Manachath; 7 Both Na'aman, and Achiyah; 
and Gera,—he exiled them, and begat 'Uzza, and Achichud. 8 And Shacharayim begat 
children in the fields of Moab, after he had sent them away—Chushim and Ba'ara his 
wives. ? And he begat of Chodesh his wife, Jobab, and Zibya and Mesha, and Malkam, 
10 And Je'uz, and Shabyah, and Mirmah. These were his sons, heads of family divisions. 
11 And of Chushim he begat Abitub, and Elpa'al. 12 And the sons of Elpa'al: ‘Eber, 
and Mish'am, and Shemer, who built Ono, and Lod, with its villages; 13 And Beri'ah, 
and Shema', who were the heads of the family divisions of the inhabitants of Ayalon; 
these were those who drove away the inhabitants of Gath; 14 And Achyo, Shashak, and 
Jeremoth. 15 And Zebadyah, and ‘Arad, and 'Eder, !° And Michael, and Yishpah, and 
Jocha, the sons of Beri'ah; 1” And Zebadyah, and Meshullam, and Chiski, and Cheber, 
18 And Yishmerai, and Yizliah, and Jobab, the sons of Elpa'al: 19 And Jakim, and Zichri, 
and Zabdi, 2° And Eli'enai, and Zillethai, and Eliel, 21 And 'Adayah, and Berayah, and 
Shimrath, the sons of Shim'i: 22 And Yishpan, and 'Eber, and Eliel, 23 And 'Abdon, and 
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Zichri, and Chanan, 24 And Chananyah, and 'Elam, and 'Anthothiyah, 25 And Yiphdeyah, 
and Penuel, the sons of Shashak: 2° And Shamsherai, and Shecharyah, and Athalyah, 
27 And Ja'areshyah, and Eliyah, and Zichri, the sons of Jerocham. 28 These were the 
heads of the family divisions, by their generations, chief men. These dwelt in Jerusalem. 
29 And at Gib'on dwelt the father of Gib'on, whose wife's name was Ma'achah; 3° And 
his first-born son 'Abdon, then Zur, and Kish, and Ba'al, and Nadab, 3! And Gedor, and 
Achyo, and Zecher. 3? And Mikloth begat Shimah. And these also dwelt alongside of their 
brethren in Jerusalem, with their brethren. °3 And Ner begat Kish, and Kish begat Saul, 
and Saul begat Jehonathan and Malkishua', and Abinadab, and Eshba'al. °4 And the son 
of Jehonathan was Merib-ba'al; and Merib-ba'al begat Michah. 35 And the sons of Michah 
were, Pithon, and Melech, and Tarea', and Achaz. 3° And Achaz begat Jeho'addah; and 
Jeho'addah begat 'Alemeth, and 'Azmaveth, and Zimri; and Zimri begat Moza; 3” And 
Moza begat Bin'ah; Rapha was his son, El'assah his son, Azel his son. 38 And Azel had 
six sons, and these are their names, 'Azrikam, Bocheru, and Ishmael, and She'aryah, and 
‘Obadiah, and Chanan. All these were the sons of Azel. 39 And the sons of 'Eshek his 
brother were, Ulam his first-born, Je'ush the second, and Eliphelet the third. 4° And the 
sons of Ulam were mighty men of valor, who drew the bow, and had many sons, and 
sons' sons, one hundred and fifty. All these are of the sons of Benjamin. 


1 So all Israel were recorded by their genealogies, and, behold, they are written in 
the book of the Kings of Israel; but [the men of] Judah were carried away into exile to 
Babylon for their unfaithfulness. 2 And the first inhabitants that [dwelt again] in their 
possessions in their cities, were the Israelites, the priests, the Levites, and the temple- 
servants. 3 And in Jerusalem dwelt some of the children of Judah, and of the children of 
Benjamin, and of the children of Ephraim, and Menasseh. 4'Uthai the son of 'Ammihud, 
the son of 'Omri, the son of Imri, the son of Bani, of the children of Perez the son of Judah. 
5 And of the Shilonites: 'Assayah the first-born, and his sons. © And of the sons of Zerach: 
Je'uel, and their brethren, six hundred and ninety. 7 And of the sons of Benjamin: Sallu 
the son of Meshullam, the son of Hodavyah, the son of Hassenuah, ® And Yibneyah the 
son of Jerocham, and Elah the son of 'Uzzi, the son of Michri, and Meshullam the son 
of Shephatyah, the son of Re'uel, the son of Yibniyah; 9 And their brethren, according 
to their generations, nine hundred and fifty and six. All these men were chiefs of the 
divisions of their family divisions. 1° And of the priests: Jeda'yah, and Jehoyarib, and 
Jachin. 11 And 'Azaryah the son of Chilkiyah, the son of Meshullam, the son of Zadok, 
the son of Merayoth, the son of Actitub, the ruler of the house of God. 12 And 'Adayah 
the son of Jerocham, the son of Pashchur, the son of Malkiyah, and Ma'sai the son of 
'Adiel, the son of Jachzerah, the son of Meshullam, the son of Meshillemith, the son 
of Immer: }° And their brethren, chiefs of their family divisions, were one thousand 
and seven hundred and sixty, very able men for the work of the service of the house 
of God. 14 And of the Levites: Shema'yah the son of Chasshub, the son of 'Azrikam, 
the son of Chashabyah, of the sons of Merari; 1° And Bakbakkar, Cheresh, and Galal, 
and Matthanyah the son of Micha, the son of Zichri, the son of Assaph; 1° And 'Obadiah 
the son of Shema'yah, the son of Galal, the son of Jeduthun; and Berechyah the son of 
Assa, the son of Elkanah, that dwelt in the villages of the Netophathites. 17 And the 
gatekeepers were Shallum, and 'Akkub, and Talmon, and Achiman, and their brethren, 
Shallum being the chief; !8 And up to this time they are in the king's gate to the eastward: 
they are the gatekeepers for the camps of the children of Levi. 19 And Shallum the son of 
Kore, the son of Ebyassaph, the son of Korach, and his brethren, of the house of his father, 
the Korchites, being over the work of the service, were the watchmen at the threshold of 
the tabernacle: and their fathers, being over the camp of the Lord, were the watchmen 
at the entrance [thereof]. 2° And Phinehas the son of El'azar was the ruler over them 
in times past; [and] the Lord was with him. 21 [And] Zechariah the son of Meshelemyah 
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was gatekeeper at the entrance of the tabernacle of the congregation. 2? All of these 
selected to be gatekeepers at the thresholds were two hundred and twelve. These were 
recorded according to their genealogy in their villages; [and they were] those [whom] 
David and Samuel the seer did ordain in their trust. 23 Both they and their children 
had the oversight over the gates of the house of the Lord, [namely,] the house of the 
tabernacle, as watches. 24 On four quarters were the gatekeepers, toward the east, the 
west, the north, and the south. 25 And their brethren, who were in their villages, had 
to come after every seven days from time to time in common with these. 2° For in 
[their] trust were these four chief gatekeepers— these Levites, and they were [appointed] 
over the chambers and treasuries of the house of God. 2” And they lodged round about 
the house of God; because upon them rested the duty of watching, and they had the 
supervision of the opening thereof each and every morning. 28 And some of them had 
the charge of the vessels for the service; for by number did they bring them in, and by 
number did they carry them out. 2? Some of them also were appointed over the vessels, 
and over all the vessels of the sanctuary, and over the fine flour, and the wine, and the 
oil, and the frankincense, and the spices. 3° And some of the sons of the priests prepared 
the mixture of the spices. 31 And Matthithyah, one of the Levites, who was the first-born 
of Shallum the Korchite, had the trust over the meat-offerings that were baked in the 
pans. 32 And others of their brethren, of the sons of the Kehathites, were over the orders 
of the shew-bread, to prepare it every sabbath. 33 But these the singers, the chiefs of the 
divisions of the Levites, remained in the chambers free of service; for day and night were 
they obliged to engage in that work. 34These are the chiefs of the divisions of the Levites, 
being the chiefs for their generations: these dwelt at Jerusalem. 35 And in Gib'on dwelt 
the father of Gib'on, Je'iel; and the name of his wife was Ma'achah; 3¢ And his first-born 


son was 'Abdon, then Zur, and Kish, and Ba'al, and Ner, and Nadab, 37 And Gedor, and 
Achyo, and Zechariah, and Mikloth. 38 And Mikloth begat Shimam. And they also dwelt 


alongside of their brethren at Jerusalem, with their brethren. 39 And Ner begat Kish; 
and Kish begat Saul; and Saul begat Jehonathan, and Malki-shua', and Abinadab, and 
Eshba'al. 4° And the son of Jehonathan was Merib-ba'al: and Merib-ba'al begat Michah. 
41 And the sons of Michah were, Pithon, and Melech, and Thachrea'. 42 And Achaz begat 
Ja'rah; and Ja'rah begat 'Alemeth, 'Azmaveth, and Zimri; and Zimri begat Moza; 43 And 
Moza begat Bin'a; !!and Rephayah his son, El'assah his son, Azel his son. 44 And Azel had 
six sons, and these are their names, 'Azrikam, Bocheru, and Ishmael, and She'aryah, and 
‘Obadiah, and Chanan: these were the sons of Azel. 


10 


1 Now the Philistines fought against Israel: and the men of Israel fled before the 
Philistines, and there fell down [many] slain on mount Gilboa'. 2 And the Philistines 
pursuing them overtook Saul and his sons; and the Philistines smote Jonathan, and 
'‘Abinadab, and Malkishua', the sons of Saul. 3 And the battle was heavy against Saul, 
and he was found by the archers, and he was greatly in dread of the archers. 4 And 
Saul said to his armor-bearer, Draw thy sword, and thrust me through therewith; lest 
these uncircumcised come and wantonly ill-use me. But his armor-bearer would not; 
for he was greatly afraid: wherefore Saul took the sword and fell upon it. 5 And when 


the armor-bearer saw that Saul was dead, then fell he likewise on the sword, and died. 
© Thus died Saul and his three sons; and all his household died together. 7 And when all 


the men of Israel that were in the valley saw that they had fled, and that Saul and his 
sons were dead: they forsook their cities, and fled, and the Philistines came and dwelt in 
them. ® And it came to pass on the morrow, that the Philistines came to strip the slain; 
and they found Saul and his sons fallen on mount Gilboa'. 9 And they stripped him, and 
they carried away his head, and his armor, and sent them into the land of the Philistines 
round about, to publish it to their idols, and to the people. 1° And they put his armor in 
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the house of their gods, and his skull they fastened in the temple of Dagon. !! And when 
all Yabesh-gil'ad heard all the Philistines had done to Saul: !2 Then arose all the valiant 
men, and carried away the body of Saul, and the bodies of his sons, and brought them 
to Yabesh; and they buried their bones under the terebinth in Yabesh, and they fasted 
seven days. 13 And [so] died Saul for his unfaithfulness which he had committed against 
the Lord, because of the word of the Lord which he had not kept, and also for asking one 
of a familiar spirit to inquire of the same; 4 And had not inquired of the Lord: therefore 
he slew him, and turned over the kingdom unto David the son of Jesse. 


11 


1 Then did all Israel gather themselves unto David unto Hebron, saying Behold, thy 
bone and thy flesh are we. 2 Already yesterday and even before, even when Saul was 
king, thou wast he that led out and brought in Israel; and the Lord, thy God, said unto 
thee, Thou shalt indeed feed my people Israel, and thou shalt be truly a chief over my 
people Israel. 3 Thus came all the elders of Israel to the king to Hebron; and David made 
a covenant with them in Hebron before the Lord; and they anointed David as king over 
Israel, according to the word of the Lord through means of Samuel. 4 And David and all 
Israel went to Jerusalem, which is Jebus; and there were the Jebusites, the inhabitants 
of the land. 5 And the inhabitants of Jebus said to David, Thou shalt not come in hither. 
Nevertheless David captured the strong-hold of Zion, the same is the City of David. © And 
David said, Whosoever doth smite the Jebusites at first shall be head and chief. Then did 
Joab the son of Zeruyah go up at first, and became head-man. 7 And David dwelt in the 
castle: therefore they called it, “The City of David.” 8 And he built the city round about, 
even from the Millo as far as the surrounding district, and Joab repaired the rest of the 
city. 9 And David want on, and became greater and greater, and the lord of hosts was 
with him. 1° These also are the principals of the mighty men whom David had, who 
held firmly with him in his kingdom, with all Israel, to make him king, according to the 
word of the Lord concerning Israel. !! And this is the number of the mighty men whom 
David had: Jashoh'am, the son of Chachmoni, the chief of the captains, who lifted up 
his spear against three hundred slain at one time. 12 And after him was El'asar the son 
of Dodo, the Achochite, who was one of the three mighty men. 13 He was with David 
at Pass-dammim, and the Philistines were gathered together there to battle, and there 
was a piece of ground full of barley; and the people had fled from before the Philistines. 
14 And they placed themselves in the midst of that piece [of ground], and they delivered 
it, and smote the Philistines: and the Lord helped [them] with a great victory. 5 And 
these three, the chiefs of the thirty, went down to the rock to David, to the cave of 
'Adullam; and the camp of the Philistines was pitched in the valley of Rephaim. 1° And 
David was then in the strong-hold, and an outpost of the Philistines was then at Beth- 
lechem. 1” And David longed, and said, Oh that some one would bring me water to drink 
out of the well of Beth-lechem, which is by the gate! 18 And the three broke through the 
camp of the Philistines, and drew water out of the well of Beth-lechem, which was by 
the gate, and carried it, and brought it to David; but David would not drink thereof, and 
poured it out unto the Lord. !9 And he said, Far be it from me, before my God, that I should 


do this: shall I drink the blood of these men that went at the risk of their lives? for at the 
risk of their lives did they bring it; and thus he would not drink it. These things did the 


three mighty men. 2° And Abshai the brother of Joab was the chief of these three; and he 
lifted up his spear against three hundred slain, and had a name among the three. 2! Of 
the three, he was more honored than the two, wherefore he became their captain; he 
nevertheless attained not unto the three [in prowess]. 22 Banayah the son of Jehoyada', 
the son of a valiant man, great in many acts, of Kah-zeel: he it was that smote the two 
lion-like heroes of Moab; he also went down and smote a lion in the midst of a pit on 
a day when it snowed. 23 And he smote an Egyptian, a man of great stature, five cubits 
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high; and in the Egyptian's hand was a spear like a weaver's beam; and he went down 
to him with a staff, and he snatched the spear out of the Egyptian's hand, and slew him 
with his own spear. 24 These things did Benayah the son of Jehoyada'; and he had a 
name among the mighty men. 25 Behold, he was indeed more honored than the thirty; 
but he attained not to the first three. And David appointed him over his private council. 
26 And the mighty men of the armies were, 'Assahel the brother of Joab, Elchanan the 


son of Dodo of Beth-lechem. 27 Shammoth the Harorite, Chelez the Pelonite, 28 'Ira the 
son of 'Ikkesh the Theko'ite, Abi'ezer the 'Antothite, 2? Sibbechai the Chushathite, 'Ilai 
the Achochite, 3° Maharai the Netophathite, Cheled the son of Ba'anah the Netophathite, 


31 [thai the son of Ribai of Gib'ah, of the children of ‘Benjamin, Benayah the Pir'athonite. 


32 Churai of the Nachale-Ga'ash, Abiel the 'Arbathite, 33 'Azmaveth the Bacharumite, 
Elyachba the Sha'albonite, 34 Bnai-hashem the Gizonite, Jonathan the son of Shage the 


Hararite. 35 Achiam the son of Sachar the Hararite, Eliphal the son of Ur, °° Chepher the 
Mecherathite, Achiyah the Pelonite. 37 Chezro the Carmelite, Na'arai the son of Ezbai, 
38 Joel the brother of Nathan, Mibchar the son of Hagri, 3° Zelek the 'Ammonite, Nachrai 
the Berothite, the armor bearer of Joab the son of Zeruyah, *° 'Ira the Yithrite, Gareb 
the Yithrite, 41 Uriyah the Hittite, Zabad the son of Achlai, 42 'Adina the son of Shiza the 
Reubenite, a chief of the Reubenites, and with him were thirty [men]. 42 Chanan the son 
of Ma'achah, and Joshaphat the Mithnite. 44'Uzziya the 'Ashterathite, Shama' and Je'iel 
the sons of Chothan the 'Aro'erite, # Jedi'ael the son of Shimri, and Jocha his brother, 
the Thizite, 4° Eliel the Machavite, and Jerihal, and Joshavyah, the son of Elna'am, and 
Yithmah the Moabite, 47 Eliel, and 'Obed, and Ja'assiel the Mezobayite. 


12 

1 And these are those that came to David to Ziklag, while he yet kept himself close 
because of Saul the son of Kish: and they were among the mighty men, confederates for 
the war, 2 Who were armed with bows, and could use both the right and the left hand in 
[hurling] stones and shooting arrows with the bow, even of the brethren of Saul out of 
Benjamin. 3 The chiefs were Achi'ezer, then Joash, the sons of Hashema'ab the Gib'athite; 
and Jeziel, and Pelet, the sons of 'Azmaveth; and Berachah, and Jehu the 'Anthothite, 
4 And Yishma'yah the Gib'onite, a mighty man among the thirty, and over the thirty; 
and Jeremiah, and Jachaziel, and Jochanan, and Jozabad the Gederathite, 5 El'uzai, and 
Jerimath, and Be'alyah, and Shemaryahu, and Shephatyahu, the Chariphite, ¢ Elkanah, 
and Yishiyahu, and 'Azarel, and Jo'ezer, and Jashob'am, the Korchites, 7 And Jo'elah, 
and Zebadyah, the sons of Jerocham of Gedor. ® And of the Gadites there separated 
themselves unto David into the strong-hold in the wilderness mighty men of valor, and 
men of the army for the war, that could handle shield and lance, whose faces were like 
the faces of lions, and were as the roebucks upon the mountains in swiftness. 9 'Ezer 
was the chief, 'Ohadiah the second, Eliab the third, 1° Mishmannah the fourth, Jeremiah 
the fifth. 11 'Attai the sixth, Eliel the seventh, 12 Jochanan the eighth, Elzabad the ninth, 
13 Jirmiyahu the tenth, Machbanai the eleventh. 14 These were of the sons of Gad, the 
chiefs of the army, one of the least could fight with a hundred, and the greatest with a 
thousand. !5 These are those that passed over the Jordan in the first month, when it had 
overflowed all its banks; and they put to flight all the men of the valleys, both toward 
the east, and toward the west. 16 And there came some of the children of Benjamin and 
of Judah as far as the strong-hold unto David. 1” And David went out to meet them, and 
commenced and said unto them. If ye be come for peace unto me, to help me, my heart 
shall be inclined toward you to unite with you; but if it be to betray me to my adversaries 
while there is no violence in my hands, then may the God of our fathers look on and 
decide it. 18 Then a spirit invested 'Amassai, the chief of the captains, [who said,] Thine 
are we, David, and with thee, O son of Jesse: peace, peace be unto thee, and peace be to 
every one that helpeth thee; for thy God helpeth thee. Then David received them, and 
placed them at the head of the troop. 19 And some of Menasseh went over to David, when 
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he came with the Philistines against Saul to battle; but he helped them not; for upon 
consultation did the lords of the Philistines send him away, saying, With our heads will 
he go over to his master Saul. 2° As he was going over to Ziklag, there went over to him 
of Menasseh, 'Adnach, and Jozabad, and Jedi'ael, and Michael, and Jozabad, and Elihu, 
and Zillethai, captains of the thousands that belonged to Menasseh. 21 And they were 
those that helped David against the band [of 'Amelekites]; for they were all mighty men 
of valor, and they became officers in the army. 2? For all the time, day by day, people 
used to come to David to help him, until the camp became great, like the camp of God. 
23 And these are the numbers of the heads of those ready armed for the host that came to 
David to Hebron, to turn over the kingdom of Saul to him, according to the order of the 
Lord. 24 The children of Judah that bore shield and spear were six thousand and eight 
hundred, ready armed for the host. 25 Of the children of Simeon, mighty men of valor for 


the host, seven thousand and one hundred. 2° Of the children of Levi four thousand and 
six hundred. 27 And Jehoyada' was the leader of the family of Aaron, and with him were 


three thousand and seven hundred. 28 Also Zadok, a young man, mighty of valor, and his 
family division twenty and two chiefs. 29 And of the children of Benjamin, the brethren 
of Saul, three thousand; for till that time the greatest part of them had kept the charge of 
the house of Saul. 3° And of the children of Ephraim twenty thousand and eight hundred, 
mighty men of valor, men of fame in their family divisions. 3! And of the half tribe of 
Menasseh eighteen thousand, who had been expressed by name, to come to make David 
king. 32 And of the children of Issachar, those who had understanding of the times, to 
know what Israel ought to do,—their heads were two hundred; and all their brethren 
were ready at their order. 3° Of Zebulun, such as went forth to the host, arrayed for 
battle, with all manner of weapons of war, fifty thousand; and these were ready to place 
themselves in battle array with an undivided heart. 34 And of Naphtali one thousand 
captains, and with them were with shield and spear thirty and seven thousand. 35 And 
of the Danites arrayed for battle twenty and eight thousand and six hundred. 3¢ And of 
Asher, such as went forth to the host to put themselves in battle array, forty thousand. 
37 And from the other side of the Jordan, of the Reubenites, and the Gadites, and the half 
tribe of Menasseh, with all manner of weapons of the host for war, one hundred and 
twenty thousand. 38 All these men of war, that placed themselves in battle array, came 
with an entire heart to Hebron, to make David King over all Israel; and also all the rest 
of Israel were of one heart to make David king. 39 And they were there with David three 
days eating and drinking; for their brethren had prepared for them. 4° And also those 
that were nigh unto them, as far as Issachar and Zebulun and Naphtali, brought in bread 
on asses, and on camels, and on mules, and on oxen, food made of meal, cakes of figs, 
and bunches of raisins, and wine, and oil, and oxen, and sheep in abundance; for there 
was joy in Israel. 


13 


1 And David consulted with the officers of the thousands and hundreds, and with every 
leader. 2 And David said unto all the congregation of Israel, if it seem good unto you, and 
if it be of the Lord our God, let us send widely about unto our brethren who are left in 
all the lands of Israel, and with them unto the priests and Levites who are in their cities 
and open districts, that they may gather themselves together unto us. 3 And let us bring 
round the ark of our God to us; for we have inquired not at it in the days of Saul. 4 And all 
the congregation said that this should be done; for the king was right in the eyes of all 
the people. 5 So David assembled all Israel together, from Shichor of Egypt even unto the 
entrance of Chemath, to bring the ark of God from Kiryath-ye'arim. © And David went up, 
with all Israel, to Ba'alah, [that is] to Kiryath-ye'arim, which belonged to Judah, to bring 
up thence the ark of God the Lord, that dwelleth between the cherubim, whose name 
is called [on it]. 7 And they conveyed the ark of God in a new wagon out of the house 
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of Abinadab: and 'Uzza and Achyo guided the wagon. 8 And David and all Israel played 
before God with all their might, and with singing, and on harps, and on psalteries, and 
on tambourines, and with cymbals, and with trumpets. ? And when they came as far as 
the threshing-floor of Kidon, 'Uzza put forth his hand to take hold of the ark; for the 
oxen shook it. 1° And the anger of the Lord was kindled against 'Uzza, and he smote him, 
because he had put forth his hand toward the ark: and he died there before God. 11 And 
it was grievious to David, because the Lord had suddenly taken away 'Uzza; and he called 
that place Perez-'uzza [[Breach of 'Uzza]] until this day. 12 And David was afraid of God 
that day, saying, How shall I bring home to me the ark of God? 13 So David removed not 
the ark unto himself into the city of David, but had it carried round into the house of 


'Obed-edom the Gittite. 14 And the ark of God remained in the house of 'Obed-edom, in 
his house, three months. And the Lord blessed the house of 'Obed-edom, and all that 
belonged to him. 


14 

1 And Churam the king of Tyre sent messengers to David, and trees of cedars, and 
masons and carpenters, to build him a house. 2 And David felt conscious that the Lord 
had established him as king over Israel; for his kingdom was exalted on high, because of 
his people Israel. 3? And David took yet more wives at Jerusalem; and David begat more 
sons and daughters. 4 And these are the names of the children that he had in Jerusalem: 
Shammua', and Shobab, Nathan, and Solomon, ° And Yibchar, and Elishua', and Elpalet, 
6 And Nogah, and Nepheg, and Yaphia', 7 And Elishama', and Be'elyada', and Eliphalet. 
8 But when the Philistines heard that David had been anointed as king over all Israel, all 
the Philistines came up to seek David: and David heard of it, and went out against them. 
9 And the Philistines came and spread themselves out in the valley of Rephaim. 1° And 
David asked counsel of God, saying, Shall I go up against the Philistines? and wilt thou 
deliver them into my hand? And the Lord said unto him, Go up; and I will deliver them 
into thy hand. And they came up to Ba'al-perazim; and David smote them there. Then 
David said, God hath broken down my enemies through my hand as a breach [is made] 
by water: therefore they called the name of that place Ba'al-perazim. 12 And they left 
behind there their gods, and David gave the order, and they were burnt with fire. 1? And 
the Philistines [came] once again, and spread themselves out in the valley. 4 And David 
asked again counsel of God; and God said unto him, Thou shalt not go up after them: 
turn about from them, and come upon them opposite the mulberry-trees, 15 And it shall 
be, when thou hearest the sound of walking on the tops of the mulberry-trees, that then 
thou shalt go out to battle; for God will be gone forth before thee to smite the camp of 
the Philistines. 1° And David did as God had commanded him; and they smote the camp 


of the Philistines from Gib'on as far as Gezer. 17 And the fame of David went out into all 
the lands; and the Lord laid the dread of him upon all the nations. 


15 

1 And [David] made himself houses in the city of David, and he prepared a place for 
the ark of God, and pitched for it a tent. 2 Then said David, None shall carry the ark 
of God but the Levites; for of them hath the Lord made choice to carry the ark of God, 
and to minister unto him for ever. 3 And David assembled all Israel to Jerusalem, to 
bring up the ark of the Lord unto its place, which he had prepared for it. 4 And David 
gathered together the children of Aaron, and the Levites. 5 Of the sons of Kehath: Uriel 
the chief, and his brethren one hundred and twenty. © Of the sons of Merari: 'Assayah 
the chief, and his brethren two hundred and twenty. 7 Of the sons of Gershom: Joel the 
chief, and his brethren one hundred and thirty. ® Of the sons of Elizaphan: Shema'yah 


the chief, and his brethren two hundred. ° Of the sons of Hebron: Eliel the chief, and 
his brethren eighty. 1° Of the sons of 'Uzziel: 'Amminadab the chief, and his brethren 


one hundred and twelve. 1 And David called for Zadok and Ebyathar the priests, and 


1938 XRN 


1 Chronicles 15:12 763 1 Chronicles 16:9 


for the Levites, for Uriel, 'Assayah, and Joel, Shema'yah, and Eliel, and 'Amminadab, 
12 And he said unto them, Ye are the chiefs of the family divisions of the Levites: sanctify 
yourselves, ye and your brethren, and bring up the ark of the Lord the God of Israel 
unto [the place which] I have prepared for it. 13 For, because ye [did] it not at the first, 
the Lord our God made a breach among us; because we had not sought him after the 
prescribed manner. 14 So the priests and the Levites sanctified themselves to bring up 


the ark of the Lord the God of Israel. 45 And the children of the Levites bore the ark of 
God, as Moses had commanded according to the word of the Lord, on their shoulders, 


by means of barrows placed upon them. !¢ And David said to the chiefs of the Levites to 
appoint their brethren the singers with instruments of music, psalteries and harps and 
cymbals, to sing aloud, by lifting up the voice for joy. 1” So the Levites appointed Heman 
the son of Joel, and of his brethren, Assaph the son of Berechyahu, and of the sons of 
Merari their brethren, Ethan the son of Kushayahu; !8 And with them their brethren of 
the second degree, Zecharyahu, Ben, and Ja'aziel, and Shemiramoth, and Jechiel, and 
‘Unni, Eliab, and Benayahu, and Ma'asseyahu, and Matthithyahu, and Eliphelehu, and 
Mikneyahu, and 'Obed-edom, and Je'iel, the gatekeepers. 19 Namely, the singers, Heman, 
Assaph, and Ethan, to play aloud with cymbals of copper; 2° And Zechariah, and 'Aziel, 
and Shemiramoth, and Jechiel, and 'Unni, and Eliab, and Ma'asseyahu, and Benayahu, 
with psalteries on 'Alamoth; 2! And Matthithyahu, and Eliphelehu, and Mikneyahu, and 
'Obed-edom, and Je-iel, and 'Azazyahu, with harps on the Sheminith to play as leaders. 
22 And Kenanyahu was the chief of the Levites in conducting the singing: he instructed 
in conducting the singing, because he was skilful. 23 And Berechyah and Elkanah were 
gatekeepers for the ark. 24 And Shebanyahu, and Joshaphat, and Nethanel, and 'Amassai, 
and Zecharyahu, and Benayahu, and Eli'ezer, the priests, did blow on the trumpets before 
the ark of God; and 'Obed-edom and Jechiyah were gatekeepers for the ark. 25 And it was 
David, with the elders of Israel, and the officers over the thousands, who went to bring 
up the ark of the covenant of the Lord out of the house of 'Obed-edom with joy. 26 And 
it came to pass, when God helped the Levites who carried the ark of the covenant of the 
Lord, that they offered seven bullocks and seven rams. 27 And David was clothed with a 
robe of fine linen, and [so were] all the Levites that carried the ark, and the singers, and 
Kenanyahu the chief in conducting the singing of the singers; but David had also upon 
him an ephod of linen. 28 Thus all Israel brought up the ark of the covenant of the Lord 
with shouting, and with the sound of the cornet, and with trumpets, and with cymbals, 
playing aloud on psalteries and harps. 29 And it happened, as the ark of the covenant of 
the Lord came as far as the city of David, that Michal the daughter of Saul looked through 
the window, and saw king David dancing and playing, and she despised him in her heart. 


16 

1 And they brought in the ark of God, and set it in the midst of the tent that David had 
pitched for it; and they offered burnt-offerings and peace-offerings before God. 2 And 
when David had made an end of offering the burnt-offerings and the peace-offerings, 
he blessed the people in the name of the Lord. 3 And he dealt out to every one of Israel, 
both man and woman, to every one a loaf of bread, and a piece of flesh, and a flagon 
of wine. 4 And he placed before the ark of the Lord several of the Levites as ministers, 
and to chaunt hymns, and to give praise and thanks unto the Lord the God of Israel: 
5 Assaph the chief, and next to him Zechariah; Je'iel, and Shemiramoth, and Jechiel, and 
Matthithyah, and Eliab, and Benayahu, and 'Obed-edom; and Je'iel with psalteries and 
with harps; but Assaph played aloud with the cymbals. ¢ And Benayahu and Jachaziel the 
priests were with the trumpets continually before the ark of the covenant of God. 70n 
that day—then did David appoint for the first time to give thanks to the Lord through 
means of Assaph and his brethren. 8 0 give thanks unto the Lord; call on his name; make 
known among the people his deeds. 9 Sing unto him, sing praises unto him: speak of 
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all his wonderful works. 1° Glorify yourselves in his holy name: let the heart of those 
rejoice that seek the Lord. !! Inquire after the Lord and his strength: seek his presence 


evermore. !2 Remember his wonderful works which he hath done, his tokens, and the 
decrees of his mouth; 13 0 ye seed of Israel his servant, ye children of Jacob, his elect. 


14 He is the Lord our God: over all the earth are his decrees. 15 Remember ye for ever his 
covenant, the word which he hath commanded to the thousandth generation. 1° Which 


he covenanted with Abraham, and his oath unto Isaac; 17 And which he established unto 
Jacob as a statute, unto Israel as an everlasting covenant; 18 Saying, Unto thee will I give 


the land of Canaan, as the portion of your inheritance; !9 When ye were but few men 
in number; yea, very few, and strangers in it. 2° And when they wandered from one 
nation to another, and from one kingdom to another people: 2! He suffered no man to 
oppress them; yea, he reproved kings for their sake. 22 Saying, “Touch not my anointed, 
and do my prophets no harm.”— 23 Sing unto the Lord all ye lands: announce from day 
to day his salvation. 24 Relate among the nations his glory: among all the people his 
wonderful deeds. 25 For great is the Lord, and greatly praised; and he is to be feared 
above all gods. 2¢ For all the gods of the people are idols: but the Lord hath made the 
heavens. 27 Majesty and honor are in his presence, strength and gladness are in his 
place. 28 Ascribe unto the Lord, O ye families of people, ascribe unto the Lord glory and 
strength. 2? Ascribe unto the Lord the glory due unto his name; take up an offering, and 
come into his presence; bow down before the Lord in the beauty of holiness. 3° Tremble 
before him, all ye lands! Also the world standeth firmly, that it be not moved. 3! Let 
the heavens rejoice, and let the earth be glad; and let men say among the nations, The 
Lord reigneth. 32 Let the sea roar, with all that filleth it: let the fields rejoice, and all 
that is therein. 33 Then shall the trees of the forest sing joyfully at the presence of 
the Lord; because he cometh to judge the earth. 34 0 give thanks unto the Lord; for 
he is good; because unto everlasting endureth his kindness. 35 And say ye, Save us, O 
God of our salvation, and gather us together, and deliver us from the nations, that we 
may give thanks to thy holy name, to glorify ourselves in thy praise. 3° Blessed be the 
Lord the God of Israel from everlasting even unto everlasting. And all the people said, 
Amen, and praise unto the Lord. 37 And he left there in charge before the ark of the 
covenant of the Lord Assaph and his brethren, to minister before the ark continually, 
at the work of every day on its day, 38 And 'Obed-edom with their brethren, sixty and 
eight, and 'Obed-edom the son of Jeduthun and Chossah to be gatekeepers; 3° And Zadok 
the priest, and his brethren the priests, before the tabernacle of the Lord, in the high- 
place that was at Gib'on, 4° To offer burnt-offerings unto the Lord upon the altar of the 
burnt-offering continually at morning and at evening, and this in accordance with all 
that is written in the law of the Lord which he had commanded concerning Israel; 41 And 
with them Heman and Jeduthun, and the rest that were selected who were expressed by 
name, to give thanks to the Lord, because unto everlasting endureth his kindness; 42 And 
with them, with Heman and Jeduthun, the trumpets and cymbals to play aloud, and the 
musical instruments of God; and the sons of Jeduthun to be for the service at the gate. 
43 And all the people went every man to his house; and David turned about to bless his 
house. 


1 And it came to pass, when David dwelt in his house, that David said unto Nathan the 
prophet, Lo, I dwell in a house of cedar, while the ark of the covenant of the Lord is under 
curtains. 2 And Nathan said unto David, All that is in thy heart do; for God is with thee. 
3 And it came to pass during that night, that the word of God came unto Nathan, saying, 
4Go and say unto David my servant, Thus hath said the Lord, Not thou shalt build for 
me the house to dwell in; > For I have not dwelt in a house since the day that I brought 
up Israel even until this day; but have been [moving] from tent to tent, and from [one] 
tabernacle [to another]. © In all the places where I moved about among all Israel, did I 
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speak a word to any one of the judges of Israel, whom I had ordained to feed my people, 
saying, Why have ye not built for me a house of cedar? 7 Now therefore, thus shalt thou 
say unto my servant, to David, Thus hath said the Lord of hosts, I took thee away from 
the sheepcote, from behind the flocks, to be a ruler over my people Israel; 8 And I have 
been with thee withersoever thou didst go, and I have cut off all thy enemies from thy 
presence, and I have made thee a name; like the name of the great men who are on the 
earth; 9 And I have procured a place for my people Israel, and I have planted them, that 
they may dwell in a place of their own, and be no more troubled; and that the children 
of wickedness shall not waste them any more, as aforetimes, !° And [as it was] since 
the time that I ordained judges to be over my people Israel; and I have humbled all thy 
enemies; and now | tell thee that the Lord will build for thee a house. !! And it shall 
come to pass, that, when thy days will be completed that thou must go [to sleep] with 
thy fathers, I will set up thy seed after thee, who shall be of thy sons, and I will establish 
his kingdom. 12 He it is that shall build for me a house, and I will establish his throne for 
ever. 131 too will be to him as a father, and he shall indeed be unto me as a son: and my 
kindness will I not cause to depart from him, as I caused it to depart from him that was 
before thee; !4 But I will place him firmly in my house and in my kingdom for evermore; 


and his throne shall be established for ever. 5 In accordance with all these words, and 
in accordance with all this vision, so did Nathan speak unto David. !° Then went king 


David in and sat down before the Lord, and he said, Who am I, O Lord God, and what 
is my house, that thou hast brought me as far as hitherward? 17 And this was [yet] too 
small a thing in thy eyes, O God, and thou hast spoken concerning thy servant's house 
for a distant time, and hast regarded me as though I belonged to the rank of a man of 
high degree, O Lord God. 18 What can David add yet more [to speak] unto thee of the 
honor of thy servant? since thou knowest well thy servant. 190 Lord, for the sake of 
thy servant, and in accordance with thy own heart, hast thou done all this great thing, 
to make known all these great things. 2°O Lord, there is none like thee, and there is no 
god beside thee, in accordance with all that we have heard with our ears. 2! And who 
is like thy people Israel, the only nation on the earth which God went to redeem for 
himself as a people, to acquire for thyself a name for great and terrible deeds, by driving 
out nations from before thy people, which thou hadst redeemed out of Egypt? 22 And 
thou hast instituted thy people Israel unto thyself as a people for ever; and thou, Lord, 
art indeed become their God. 2° And now, O Lord, let the thing that thou hast spoken 
concerning thy servant and concerning his house be verified for ever, and do as thou 
hast spoken. *4 Yea, let it be verified, and let thy name be magnified unto everlasting, 
that men may say, The Lord of hosts is the God of Israel, even a God for Israel; and may 
the house of David thy servant be established before thee. 2° For thou, O my God, hast 
revealed to the ear of thy servant, that thou wilt build for him a house; therefore hath 
thy servant found himself able to pray before thee. 2° And now, O Lord, thou art the 
[true] God, and thou hast spoken concerning thy servant this goodness: 27 And now hast 
thou been pleased to bless the house of thy servant, that it may continue for ever before 
thee; for thou, O Lord, hast blessed, and [it will remain] blessed for ever. 


18 

1 And it came to pass after this, that David smote the Philistines, and humbled them; 
and he took Gath and its dependent towns out of the hand of the Philistines. 2 And he 
smote Moab, and the Moabites became David's servants, bringing presents. 3 David also 
smote Hadar'ezer the king of Zobah, at Chamath, as he went to establish his dominion 
at the river Euphrates. ¢ And David captured from him a thousand chariots, and seven 
thousand horsemen, and twenty thousand men on foot; and David hamstringed all the 
chariot-teams, but reserved of them a hundred chariot-teams. 5 And the Syrians of 
Damascus came to aid Hadar'ezer the king of Zobah, when David slew of the Syrians two 
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and twenty thousand men. © Then did David put [garrisons] in Syria of Damascus, and 
the Syrians became unto David servants, bringing presents. And the Lord helped David 
withersoever he went. 7 And David took the quivers of gold that were on the servants of 
Hadar'ezer, and brought them to Jerusalem. 8 And from Tibchath, and from Kun, cities of 
Hadar'ezer, did David take exceedingly much copper; thereof made Solomon the copper 
sea, and the pillars, and the vessels of copper. 9 And when To'u the king of Chamath 
heard that David had smitten all the host of Hadar'ezer the king of Zobah: !° Then did 
he send Hadoram his son unto king David, to ask him after his well-being, and to bless 
him, because he had fought against Hadar'ezer, and smitten him: for Hadar'ezer had 
been engaged in wars with To'u; and [he had with him] all manner of vessels of gold and 
silver and copper. ! Also these did king David sanctify unto the Lord, with the silver and 
the gold that he had carried away from all the nations, from Edom, and from Moab, and 
from the children of 'Ammon, and from the Philistines, and from 'Amalek. 12 And Abshai 
the son of Zeruyah smote of the Edomites in the valley of salt eighteen thousand [men]. 
13 And he put garrisons in Edom, and all the Edomites became servants unto David. And 
the Lord helped David withersoever he went. 14 And David reigned over all Israel, and he 
did what is just and right unto all his people. 15 And Joab the son of Zeruyah was over the 
army, and Jehoshaphat the son of Achilud, recorder. 1° And Zadok the son of Achitub, 
and Abimelech the son of Ebyathar, were [the] priests; and Shavsha was scribe; 17 And 
Benayahu the son of Jehoyada' was over the Kerethites and the Pelethites; and the sons 
of David were the first at the side of the king. 


1 And it came to pass after this, that Nachash the king of the children of ‘Ammon 
died, and his son became king in his stead. 2 And David said, I will show kindness unto 


Chanun the son of Nachash, because his father showed kindness unto me. And David 
sent messengers to comfort him concerning his father. And the servants of David came 


unto the land of the children of 'Ammon to Chanun, to comfort him. 3 And the princes 
of the children of 'Ammon said unto Chanun, Doth David honor thy father in thy eyes, 


that he hath sent comforters unto thee? are not his servants come unto thee in order to 
search out, and to overthrow, and to spy out the land? 4 Chanun thereupon took David's 


servants, and shaved them, and cut off their garments in the middle as far as the hip- 
bone, and sent them away. 5 And some people went and told David concerning these 
men. And he sent [persons] to meet them: because the men were greatly ashamed; and 
the king said, Tarry at Jericho until your beard be grown, and then return. © And when 
the children of 'Ammon saw that they were become in bad odor with David, Chanun and 
the children of 'Ammon sent a thousand talents of silver to hire for themselves from 
Mesopotamia, and from Syria-ma'achah, and from Zobah, chariots and horsemen. 7 And 
they hired for themselves thirty and two thousand [warriors in] chariots, and the king 
of Ma'achah and his people: and they came and encamped before Medeba. And the 
children of 'Ammon gathered themselves together out of their cities, and came to the 
battle. 8 And when David heard of it, he sent Joab, and all the army [and] the mighty 
men. 9 And the children of 'Ammon came out, and put themselves in battle array at 
the entrance of the city: and the kings that were come were by themselves in the field. 
10 When now Joab saw that the front of battle was against him before and behind, he 
made a selection from all the chosen men of Israel, and arrayed himself against the 
Syrians. 11 And the rest of the people he delivered into the hand of Abshai his brother, 
and they arrayed themselves against the children of 'Ammon. 12 And he said, If the 
Syrians be too strong for me, then shalt thou bring me help; but if the children of 
‘Ammon be too strong for thee, then will I help thee. 13 Be strong, and let us strengthen 
ourselves in behalf of our people, and in behalf of the cities of our God, and may the Lord 
do that which seemeth good in his eyes. 14 And Joab drew nigh and the people that were 
with him in front of the Syrians unto the battle, and they fled from before him. 15 And 
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when the children of 'Ammon saw that the Syrians were fled, then did they also fly before 
Abshai his brother, and entered into the city. And Joab went back to Jerusalem. 16 And 
when the Syrians saw that they were smitten before Israel, they sent messengers, and 
brought out the Syrians that were beyond the river: and Shophach the captain of the 
army of Hadar'ezer went before them. 17 And when it was told to David, he gathered all 
Israel together, and passed over the Jordan, and came up with them, and arrayed himself 
against them. So when David had arrayed himself against the Syrians [for] battle, they 
fought with him. 18 And the Syrians fled from before Israel: and David slew of the Syrians 
[the men of] seven thousand chariots, and forty thousand men on foot, and Shophach 
the captain of the army he put to death. !9 And when the vassals of Hadar'ezer saw that 
they were smitten before Israel, they made peace with David, and served him: and the 
Syrians would not help the children of 'Ammon any more. 


1 And it came to pass, at the time of the return of the same season of the year, at 
the time when kings go forth, that Joab led out the power of the army, and destroyed 
the country of the children of 'Ammon, and he came and besieged Rabbah. But David 
remained behind at Jerusalem. And Joab smote Rabbah, and pulled it down. 2 And David 
took the crown of Malkam from off his head, and found it to weigh a talent of gold, and 
thereon a precious stone; and it was set on the head of David: and the booty of the city he 
brought out in great abundance. 3 And the people that were therein he brought forward, 
and cut them with saws, and with iron threshing-wagons, and with axes; and thus did 


David unto all the cities of the children of 'Ammon; and David returned then with all the 
people unto Jerusalem. 4 And it came to pass after this, that there arose a battle at Gezer 


with the Philistines: then smote Sibbechai the Chushathite Sippai, one of the children of 
the Rapha; and they were humbled. 5 And there was again a battle with the Philistines, 


when Elchanan the son of Yair smote Lachmi the brother of Goliath the Gittite, the staff 
of whose spear was like a weaver's beam. © And there was again a battle at Gath, where 


was a man of [great] stature, whose fingers and toes were six on each [hand and foot], 
four and twenty [in all]; and he also was born to the Rapha. 7 And he defied Israel; but 
Jonathan the son of Shim'a the brother of David smote him. 8 These were born unto the 
Rapha in Gath, and they fell by the hand of David, and by the hand of his servants. 


21 

1 And the Accuser stood up against Israel, and incited David to count Israel. * And 
David said to Joab, and to the princes of the people, Go, number Israel from Beer-sheba' 
even to Dan, and bring their number to me, that I may know it. 3 Then said Joab, May 
the Lord add unto his people, how many soever they be, a hundred-fold more: are they 
not all, my lord the king, my lord's servants? why then will my lord require this thing? 
why shall it be a cause of guiltiness for Israel? 4 Nevertheless the king's word remained 
firm against Joab; and Joab went out, and moved about throughout all Israel, and came 
[back] to Jerusalem. > And Joab gave up the sum of the number of the people unto David: 
and there were [in] all Israel a thousand times thousand and one hundred thousand men 
that drew the sword: and [of] Judah were four hundred and seventy thousand men that 
drew the sword. © But Levi and Benjamin did he not count among them: for the king's 
word was abominable to Joab. 7 And this thing was displeasing in the eyes of God, and 
he smote Israel. § And David said unto God, I have sinned greatly, because I have done 
this thing; but now, I beseech thee, cause the iniquity of thy servant to pass away; for I 
have acted very foolishly. 9 And the Lord spoke unto Gad, David's seer, saying, 1° Go and 
speak unto David, saying, Thus hath said the Lord, Three things do I offer thee: choose 
for thyself one of them, and I will do it unto thee. 1! So Gad came to David, and said unto 
him, Thus hath said the Lord, Select for thyself, 12 Whether there shall be three years 
famine; or three months, to be destroyed before thy adversaries, so that the sword of 
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thy enemies overtake thee; or that during three days the sword of the Lord, even the 
pestilence, shall be in the land, and an angel of the Lord destroying throughout all the 
boundaries of Israel? And now reflect what word I shall bring back to him that hath sent 
me. 13 And David said unto Gad, I am in a great strait: let me fall then into the hand 
of the Lord; for his mercies are very great; but let me not fall into the hand of man. 
14 So the Lord sent a pestilence in Israel, and there fell of Israel seventy thousand men. 
15 And God sent an angel unto Jerusalem to destroy it; but as he was destroying, the Lord 
looked on, and he bethought himself of the evil, and said to the angel that destroyed, It 
is enough: now stay thy hand. And the angel of the Lord was standing by the threshing- 
floor of Ornan the Jebusite. 1° And David lifted up his eyes, and saw the angel of the 
Lord standing between the earth and the heavens, with his sword drawn in his hand, 
stretched out over Jerusalem. Then fell David, with the elders wrapt in sackcloth, upon 
their faces. 17 And David said unto God, Was it not I that ordered to count the people? 
and I am the one that have sinned and have done evil indeed; but these sheep, what 
have they done? O Lord my God, let thy hand, I pray thee, be against me, and against my 
father's house, but not against thy people, that there should be a plague. !8 And the angel 
of the Lord spoke to Gad to say to David, that David should go up, to erect an altar unto 
the Lord on the threshing-floor of Ornan the Jebusite. 19 And David went up by the word 
of Gad, which he had spoken in the name of the Lord. 2° And when Ornan turned back, 
and saw the angel, then did he and his four sons with him hide themselves. Now Ornan 
was threshing wheat. 21 And as David came up to Ornan, Ornan looked up and saw David; 
and he went out of the threshing-floor, and bowed himself to David with his face to the 
ground. 22 Then said David to Ornan, “Grant me the site of this threshing-floor, that I 
may build thereon an altar unto the Lord: for the full price shalt thou give it unto me, so 
that the plague may be stayed from the people.” 23 And Ornan said unto David, Take it for 
thyself, and let my lord the king do what is good in his eyes: lo, I give the oxen for burnt- 
offerings, and the threshing-rollers for wood, and the wheat for the meat-offering; the 
whole do I give [thee]. 24 And king David said to Ornan, No: but I will surely buy it at 
the full value; for I will not take what is thine for the Lord, so as to offer burnt-offerings 
without paying therefore. 25 So David gave to Ornan for the place six hundred shekels 
of gold by weight. 2° And David built there an altar unto the Lord, and offered burnt- 
offerings and peace-offerings, and he called on the Lord: and he answered him from 
heaven by fire upon the altar of burnt-offering. 2” And the Lord spoke to the angel, and 
he put back his sword into its sheath. 28 At that time when David saw that the Lord had 
answered him on the threshing-floor of Ornan the Jebusite, then did he sacrifice there. 
29 But the tabernacle of the Lord, which Moses had made in the wilderness, and the altar 
of the burnt-offering, were at that time in the high-place at Gib'on. 3° But David was not 
able to go before it to inquire of God; for he was afraid because of the sword of the angel 
of the Lord. 


Zed 

1 And David said, This is the house of the Lord the [true] God, and this is the altar for 
the burnt-offering for Israel. 2 And David ordered to gather together the strangers that 
were in the land of Israel: and he appointed [them] to be masons to hew cut stones to 
build the house of God. 3 And iron in abundance for the nails for the doors of the gates, 
and for the joinings, did David prepare; and copper in abundance, [which] could not 
be weighed; 4 Also cedar-trees [which] could not be counted; for the Zidonians and the 
Tyrians had brought cedar-trees in abundance to David. 5 And David said, Solomon my 
son is young and tender, and the house that is to be built [in honor] of the Lord must be 
exceedingly great, for fame and for glory throughout all the countries: I will therefore 
make preparation for it. So David made abundant preparation before his death. ® And 
he called for Solomon his son, and charged him to build a house for the Lord the God of 
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Israel. 7 And David said to Solomon, My son, as for me, it was in my mind to build a house 
unto the name of the Lord my God; 8 But there came concerning me the word of the Lord, 
saying, Blood in abundance hast thou shed, and great wars hast thou made: thou shalt 
not build a house unto my name, because much blood hast thou shed upon the earth 
before me. 2Behold, ason will be born to thee, he it is who shall be a man of rest; and I will 
give him rest from all his enemies on every side; for Solomon [[The Peaceful]] shall be 
his name, and peace and quietness will I bestow on Israel in his days. !°He it is who shall 
build a house unto my name; and he shall be unto me as a son, and I will be unto him as a 
father; and I will establish the throne of his kingdom over Israel for ever. !! Now, my son, 
may the Lord be with thee, that thou mayest prosper, and build the house of the Lord thy 
God, as he hath spoken concerning thee. !2 Only may the Lord give thee intelligence and 
understanding, and give thee charge over Israel, so that thou mayest observe the law of 
the Lord thy God. 13 Then wilt thou prosper, if thou observe to practise the statutes and 
the ordinances which the Lord commanded Moses concerning Israel: be strong, and of 
good courage; be not afraid, nor be thou dismayed. 1 And, behold, during my affliction 
have I prepared for the house of the Lord one hundred thousand talents of gold, and a 
thousand times thousand talents of silver; and of copper and iron [as much as] cannot be 
weighed; for in [such] abundance was it: and wood and stone have I prepared; and thou 


must add thereto. 45 Moreover there are with thee in abundance workmen, hewers and 
workers of stone and timber, and all manner of skilful men for every kind of work. 1©The 


gold, the silver, and the copper, and the iron cannot be numbered: arise, [therefore,] and 
be doing, and may the Lord be with thee. 17 And David gave a charge to all the princes of 
Israel to help Solomon his son, [saying,] 18 Behold the Lord your God is with you; and he 
hath given you rest on every side; for he hath given up into my hand the inhabitants of 
the land, and the land is subdued before the Lord, and before his people. !9 Now direct 
your heart and your soul to seek the Lord your God; and arise, and build ye the sanctuary 
of the Lord the [true] God, [in order] to bring the ark of the covenant of the Lord, and 
the holy vessels of God, into the house that is to be built unto the name of the Lord. 


23 


1 And when David was old and full of days, he made Solomon his son king over Israel. 
2 And he gathered together all the princes of Israel, with the priests and the Levites. 
3 And then were numbered the Levites from thirty years old and upward: and their 
number by their polls, of men, was thirty and eight thousand. 4 Of these were twenty and 
four thousand to superintend the work of the house of the Lord; and six thousand were 
officers and judges; 5 And four thousand were gatekeepers: and four thousand those 
who praised the Lord with the instruments which I have made, to praise therewith. 
6 And David divided them into divisions after the sons of Levi, after Gershon, Kehath, 
and Merari. 7 Of the Gershunites: La'dan, and Shim'i. The sons of La'dan: The chief was 
Jechiel, and Zetham, and Joel, three. ° The sons of Shim'i: Shelomith, and Chaziel, and 
Haran, three. These were the chiefs of the families of La'dan. 1° And the sons of Shim'i 
were, Jachath, Zina, and Je'ush, and Beri'ah. These four were the sons of Shim'i. 1! And 
Jachath was the chief, and Zizah the second; but Je'ush and Beri'ah had not many sons: 
therefore were they accounted as one family division in the numbering. !2 The sons of 
Kehath: ‘Amram, Yizhar, Hebron, and 'Uzziel, four. 13 The sons of 'Amram, Aaron and 
Moses: and Aaron was set apart, to sanctify him as most holy, he with his sons for ever, 
to burn incense before the Lord, to minister unto him, and to bless in his name for ever. 
14 But as regardeth Moses the man of God, his sons were named after the tribe of Levi. 
15 The sons of Moses were, Gershom, and Eli'ezer. 1° Of the sons of Gershom, Shebuel 
was the chief. 17 And the sons of Eli'ezer were, Rechahyah the chief. And Eli'ezer had no 
other sons; but the sons of Rechahyah became exceedingly numerous. 18 Of the sons of 
Yizhar, was Shelomith the chief. 19 The sons of Hebron: Jeriyahu the chief, Amaryah the 
second, Jachaziel the third, and Jekam'am the fourth. 2° The sons of 'Uzziel: Michah the 
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chief, and Yishiyah the second. 21 The sons of Merari: Machli, and Mushi. The sons of 
Machli: El'azar, and Kish. 22 And El'azar died, and had no sons, but daughters; and the 
sons of Kish, their brethren, took them [for wives]. 23 The sons of Mushi: Machli, and 
'Eder, and Jeremoth, three. 24 These were the sons of Levi after their family divisions, 
even the chiefs of the families, as they were counted by numbering the names after their 
polls, that did the work for the service of the house of the Lord, from twenty years old 
and upward. 25 For David said, The Lord the God of Israel hath given rest unto his people, 
and he dwelleth in Jerusalem for evermore. 2° And also the Levites are no more bound 
to carry the tabernacle, and all its vessels for the service thereof. 2” Therefore by the 
last words of David were there numbered of the Levites those who were from twenty 
years old and above; 2° Because their station was to be at the side of the sons of Aaron 
for the service of the house of the Lord, in the courts, and in the chambers, and by the 
purification of all holy things, and the work of the service of the house of God; 2° And 
for the shew-bread, which was put in rows, and for the fine flour for meat-offering, and 
for the unleavened cakes, and for that which is baked in the pan, and for that which 
is sodden, and for all manner of dry and wet measure; 3° And to stand every morning 
to thank and praise the Lord, and so also at evening, 31 And at all the offering of burnt- 
offerings unto the Lord on the sabbaths, on the new moons, and on the appointed feasts, 
according to the number, and after the manner prescribed for them, continually before 
the Lord; 32 And that they should keep the charge of the tabernacle of the congregation, 
and the charge of the sanctuary, and the charge of the sons of Aaron their brethren, in 
the service of the house of the Lord. 


24 


1 And the divisions of the sons of Aaron were: The sons of Aaron were Nadab, and 
Abihu, El'azar, and Ithamar. ? But Nadab and Abihu died before their father, and they 
had no children: and El'azar and Ithamar became priests. 3 And David divided them 
off with Zadok of the sons of El'azar', and Achimelech of the sons of Ithamar, to their 
office in their service. 4 And the sons of El'azar were found more numerous in the chiefs 
of males than the sons of Ithamar; and they divided them accordingly. Of the sons of 


El'azar there were sixteen chiefs of the family divisions, and of the sons of Ithamar, eight 
for their family divisions. ° And they divided them off by lot, both the first and the last; 
for the governors of the sanctuary, and governors [of the house] of God, were from the 
sons of El'azar, and from the sons of Ithamar. © And Shema'yah the son of Nethanel 
the scribe, one of the Levites, wrote them down before the king, and the princes, and 
Zadok the priest, and Achimelech the son of Ebyathar, and the chiefs of the families 
of the priests and Levites: one family division being drawn of El'azar, and one being 
equally drawn of Ithamar. 7 And there came out the first lot for Jehoyarib, for Jeda'yah 
the second, ® For Charim the third, for Se'orim the fourth, ? For Malkiyah the fifth, for 
Miyamin the sixth. 1° For Hakkoz the seventh, for Abiyah the eighth, !! For Jeshua' the 
ninth, for Shechanyahu the tenth, !2 For Elyashib the eleventh, for Jakim the twelfth, 
13 For Chuppah the thirteenth, for Jeshehah the fourteenth, !4 For Bilgah the fifteenth, 
for Immer the sixteenth, }5 For Chezir the seventeenth, for Happizzez the eighteenth, 
16 For Pethachyah the nineteenth, for Ezekiel the twentieth. 1’ For Jachin the one and 
twentieth, for Gamul the two and twentieth, 18 For Delayahu the three and twentieth, 
for Ma'azyahu the four and twentieth. !° This was their office in their service to come 
into the house of the Lord, according to the manner prescribed to them, under the 
supervision of Aaron their father, as the Lord the God of Israel had commanded him. 


20 And of the rest of the sons of Levi there were, of the sons of 'Amram: Shubael. Of the 
sons of Shubael: Jechdeyahu. 21 Concerning Rechabyahu, of the sons of Rechabyahu the 


chief was Yishiyah. 22 Of the Yisharites was Shelomoth: of the sons of Shelomoth was 
Jachath. 23 And the sons [of Hebron]: Jeriyah, Amaryahu the second, Jachaziel the third, 
Jekam'am the fourth. 24 [Of] the sons of 'Uzziel, Michah: of the sons of Michah, Shamir. 
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25 The brother of Michah was Yishiyah; of the sons of Yishiyah, Zecharyahu. 26 The sons 
of Merari were Machli and Mushi: the sons of Ja'aziyahu, Beno. 27 The sons of Merari by 
Ja'aziyahu: Beno, and Shoham, and Zaccur, and 'Ibri. 28 Of Machli: El'azar, who had no 
sons. 29 Of Kish: The son of Kish was Jerachmeel. 3° And the sons of Mushi were Machi, 
and 'Eder, and Jerimoth. These were the sons of the Levites after their family divisions. 
31 These likewise cast lots in the same manner as their brethren the sons of Aaron in the 
presence of king David, and Zadok, and Achimelech, and the chiefs of the families of the 
priests and Levites, even the principal of the families equally with his youngest brother. 


1 David also divided off with the chiefs of the host for the service of the sons of 
Assaph, and of Heman, and of Jeduthun, those who uttered praise [accompanied] with 
harps, with psalteries, and with cymbals: and their number was of the men [that did] 
the work in their service. 2 Of the sons of Assaph: Zaccur, and Joseph, and Nethanyah, 
and Asharelah, the sons of Assaph under the supervision of Assaph, who uttered praise 
under the supervision of the king. 3 Of Jeduthun, the sons of Jeduthun: Gedalyahu, and 
Zeri, and Jesha'yahu, Chashahyahu, and Matthithyahu, six, under the supervision of 
their father Jeduthun, who uttered praise with a harp, in order to give thanks and to 
utter praise unto the Lord. 4 Of Heman, the sons of Heman: Bukkiyahu, Matthanyahu, 
'Uzziel, Shebuel, and Jerimoth, Chananyah, Chanani, Eliathah, Giddalti, and Romamti- 
'ezer, Joshbekashah, Mallothi, Hothir, and Machaz'oth; > All these sons of Heman the 
king's seer in the words of God, were to lift up the horn. And God gave to Heman fourteen 
sons and three daughters. © All these were under the supervision of their father at the 
singing in the house of the Lord, with cymbals, psalteries, and harps, for the service 
of the house of God, under the supervision of the king, Assaph, Jeduthun, and Heman. 
7 And their number, with their brethren that were practised in singing unto the Lord, 
even all that were acquainted [therewith], was two hundred eighty and eight. § And they 
cast lots, division against [division], the small well as the great, the one acquainted with 
his business together with the scholar. 9 And there came forth the first lot for Assaph 
for Joseph; Gedalyahu was the second, he with his brethren and sons, being twelve: 
10 The third was Zaccur, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve: 1! The fourth was for 
Yizri, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; !2 The fifth was Nethanyahu, his sons, 
and his brethren, being twelve: 5 The sixth was Bukkiyahu, his sons, and his brethren, 
being twelve: 14 The seventh was Jessarelah, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 
15 The eighth was Jesha'yahu, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 1° The ninth 
was Matthanyahu, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 1” The tenth was Shim'i, 
his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 18 The eleventh was 'Asarel, his sons, and his 
brethren, being twelve; 19 The twelfth was for Chashahyah, his sons, and his brethren, 
being twelve; 2° The thirteenth was Shuhael, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 
21 The fourteenth was Matthithyahu, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 22 The 
fifteenth was for Jeremoth, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 23 The sixteenth 
was for Chananyahu, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 24 The seventeenth was 
for Joshbekashah, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 25 The eighteenth was for 
Chanani, his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 2° The nineteenth was for Mallothi, 
his sons, and his brethren, being twelve; 2” The twentieth was for Eliyathah, his sons, 
and his brethren, being twelve; 28 The one and twentieth was for Hothir, his sons, and 
his brethren, being twelve; 2° The two and twentieth was for Giddalthi, his sons, and his 
brethren, being twelve; 2° The three and twentieth was for Machasioth, his sons, and his 
brethren, being twelve; 3! The four and twentieth was for Romamthi-'eser, his sons and 
his brethren, being twelve. 


1 Concerning the divisions of the gatekeepers [who were] of the Korchites: Meshele- 
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myahu the son of Kore, of the sons of Assaph. 2 And Meshelemyahu had sons: 
Zecharyahu the first-born, Jedi'ael the second, Zebaiyahu the third, Jathniel the fourth, 
3 Elam the fifth, Jehochanan the sixth, Elyeho'enal the seventh, 4 And 'Obed-edom had 
sons: Shema'yah the first-born, Jehosabad the second, Joach the third, and Sachar the 


fourth, and Nethanel the fifth, 5 'Ammiel the sixth, Issachar the seventh, Pe'ulthai the 
eighth; for God had blessed him. © Also unto Shema'yah his son there were born sons, 


that were rulers for the house of their father; for they were mighty men of valor. 7 The 
sons of Shema'yah were 'Othni, and Rephael, and 'Obed, [and] Elsahad, his brothers 
[were] valiant men, Elihu, and Semachyahu. 8 All these were of the sons of 'Obed-edom: 
they and their sons and their brethren were valiant men in strength for the service, 
being sixty and two [descendants] of 'Obed-edom. ° And Meshelemyahu had sons and 
brethren, valiant men, eighteen. 1° Also Chossah, of the children of Merari, had sons: 
Shimri the chief, for [though] he was not the first-born, yet his father made him the 
chief; 11 Chilkiyahu the second, Tehalyahu the third, Zecharyahu the fourth; all the sons 
and brethren of Chossah were thirteen. 12 These divisions of the gatekeepers, after the 
chief men, had the watch along with their brethren, to minister in the house of the 
Lord. 13 And they cast lots, the small as well as the great, according to their family 
divisions, for each and every gate. 14 And the lot at the east fell for Shelemyahu. And 
for Zecharyahu his son, an intelligent counsellor, they cast lots, and his lot came out 
at the north. 1! For 'Obed-edom at the south; and to his sons [was assigned] the house 
of Assuppim. 1° For Shuppim and for Chossah at the west, by the gate Shallecheth, on 
the ascending causeway, watch alongside of watch. !” At the east were six Levites, at the 
north four for every day, at the south four for every day, and for [the house of] Assuppim 
always two. !8 At the Parbar on the west, four at the causeway, and two at the Parbar. 
19 These are the divisions of the gatekeepers of the sons of the Korchites, and of the sons 
of Merari. 2° And of the Levites, Achiyah was over the treasuries of the house of God, 
and over the treasuries of the holy things. 21 [As concerning] the sons of La'dan, the 
sons of the Gershunites of La'dan, the chiefs of the families of La'dan the Gershunite, 
were the Jechielites. 22 The sons of Jechieli, Zetham, and Joel his brother, were over 
the treasuries of the house of the Lord. 23 Of the 'Amramites, of the Yizharites, of the 
Hebronites, and of the 'Uzzielites, 24 [Was] even Shebuel the son of Gershom, the son of 
Moses, superintendent of the treasuries. 2° And his brethren by Eli'ezer: Rechabyahu his 
son, and Jesha'yahu his son, and Joram his son, and Zichri his son, and Shelomoth his 
son. 26 This Shelomoth and his brethren were over all the treasuries of the holy things, 
which king David had sanctified, together with the chiefs of the family divisions, the 
captains over the thousands and the hundreds, and the captains of the army. 27 Out of 
the wars, and out of the booty did they sanctify to maintain the house of the Lord. 28 And 
all that Samuel the seer, and Saul the son of Kish, and Abner the son of Ner, and Joab 
the son of Zeruyah, had sanctified, whatsoever [any one] had sanctified, was under the 
supervision of Shelomoth and of his brethren. 29 Of the Yizharites were Kenanyahu and 
his sons for the outward business over Israel, for officers and judges. 3° Of the Hebronites 
were Chashabyahu and his brethren, valiant men, a thousand and seven hundred [in 
number], appointed over the affairs of Israel on this side of the Jordan to the west, for 
all the business of the Lord, and for the service of the king. 31 Of the Hebronites was 
Jeriyah the chief, for the Hebronites, according to their generations by families. In the 
fortieth year of the reign of David were they inquired into, and there were found among 
them mighty men of valor at Ja'zer of Gil'ad. 32 And his brethren, valiant men, were two 
thousand and seven hundred chiefs of families: and king David appointed them over the 
Reubenites, the Gadites, and the half tribe of Menasseh, for every matter pertaining to 
God, and the affairs of the king. 
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1 And [these are] the children of Israel after their number; [to wit,] the chiefs of the 
family divisions and the captains of the thousands and the hundreds, and their officers 
that served the king in every matter of the divisions, that came in and went out month 
by month, throughout all the months of the year, every division being twenty and four 
thousand. 2 Over the first division for the first month was Jashob'am the son of Zabdiel; 
and in his division were twenty and four thousand. 3 [He] of the children of Perez was 
the chief of all the captains of the armies for the first month. 4 And over the division 


of the second month was Dodai the Achochite, and of his division was Mikloth also the 
ruler; and in his division were twenty and four thousand. 5 The third captain of the 


army for the third month was Benayahu the son of Jehoyada', the priest, the chief; and 
in his division were twenty and four thousand. © This Benayahu was the mighty among 
the thirty, and [set] over the thirty'; and of his division was 'Ammizabad his son. 7 The 
fourth for the fourth month was 'Assahel the brother of Joab, with Zebadyah his son 
after him; and in his division were twenty and four thousand. 8 The fifth for the fifth 
month was the captain Shamhuth the Yizrachite; and in his division were twenty and 


four thousand. ? The sixth for the sixth month was 'Ira the son of 'Ikkesh the Theko'ite; 
and in his division were twenty and four thousand. 1°The seventh for the seventh month 


was Chelez the Pelonite, of the children of Ephraim; and in his division were twenty and 
four thousand. 1! The eighth for the eighth month was Sibbechai the Chushathite, of 
the Zarchites: and in his division were twenty and four thousand. !2 The ninth for the 
ninth month was Abi'ezer the 'Anthothite, of Benjamin; and in his division were twenty 
and four thousand. !3 The tenth for the tenth month was Maharai the Netophathite, 
of the Zarchites; and in his division were twenty and four thousand. 14 The eleventh 
for the eleventh month was Benayah the Pir'athonite, of the children of Ephraim; and 
in his division were twenty and four thousand. 15 The twelfth for the twelfth month 
was Cheldai the Netophathite, of 'Othniel; and in his division were twenty and four 


thousand. 1° Moreover over the tribes of Israel: Of the Reubenites was ruler Eli'ezer 
the son of Zichri; of the Simeonites, Shephatyahu the son of Ma'achah; 1’ Of the Levites, 


Chashabyah the son of Kamuel; of [the sons of] Aaron, Zadok; 18 Of Judah, Elihu, one of the 
brothers of David; of Issachar, 'Omri the son of Michael; 19 Of Zebulun, Yishma'yahu the 
son of 'Obadyahu; of Naphtali, Jerimoth the son of 'Azriel; 2° Of the children of Ephraim, 
Hoshea, the son of 'Azazyahu; of the half tribe of Menasseh, Joel the son of Pedayahu; 
21 Of the half tribe of Menasseh in Gil'ad, Yiddo the son of Zecharyahu; of Benjamin, 
‘Ja'assiel the son of Abner; 22 Of Dan, 'Azarel the son of Jerocham. These were the princes 
of the tribes of Israel. 23 But David took not their number from twenty years old and 
under; because the Lord had said he would multiply Israel like the stars of the heavens. 
24 Joab the son of Zeruyah began to number [them]; but he finished not, and there came 
wrath because of it against Israel: and the number was not entered in the account of the 
chronicles of king David. 25 And over the king's treasures was 'Azmaveth the son of 'Adiel; 
and over the storehouses in the fields, in the cities, and in the villages, and in the castles, 
was Jehonathan the son of 'Uzziyahu. 2° And over those that did the work of the field, 
in the tillage of the ground, was 'Ezri the son of Kelub. 27 And over the vineyards was 
Shim'i the Ramathite; and over what was in the vineyards, as regardeth the supplies of 
wine, was Zabdi the Shiphmite. 28 And over the olive-trees and the sycamore-trees that 
were in the lowlands was Ba'al-chanan the Gederite: and over the supplies of oil was 
Jo'ash. 29 And over the herds that fed in Sharon was Shitrai the Sharonite; and over the 
herds that were in the valleys was Shaphat the son of ‘Adlai. 3° And over the camels was 
Obil the Ishma'elite; and over the she-asses was Yechdeyahu the Meronothite. 31 And 
over the flocks was Jaziz the Hagerene. All these were the rulers of the property which 
belonged to king David. 32 Also Jonathan David's uncle was a counsellor, being a man of 
understanding and acquainted with law; and Jeshiel the son of Chachmoni was with the 
king's sons; 33 And Achithophel was the king's counsellor; and Chushai the Arkite was 
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the king's friend; 34 And after Achithophel [came] Jehoyada' the son of Benayahu and 
Ebyathar; and the captain of the king's army was Joab. 


28 


1 And David assembled all the princes of Israel, the princes of the tribes, and the 
captains of the divisions that ministered to the king, and the captains of the thousands, 
and the captains of the hundreds, and the rulers of all the property and the cattle of 
the king and of his sons, with the court-servants, and the mighty men, and with all the 
valiant men of the army, unto Jerusalem. 2 Then arose king David upon his feet, and 
said, Hear me, my brethren, and my people! I had in my heart to build a house of rest 


for the ark of the covenant of the Lord, and for the footstool of our God, and I had made 
preparations to build; 3 But God said unto me, Thou shalt not build a house unto my 


name; because thou art a man of war, and blood hast thou shed. 4 Yet the Lord the God 
of Israel made choice of me out of all the house of my father to be king over Israel for ever; 


for of Judah had he made choice as ruler, and among the house of Judah, of the house 
of my father; and among the sons of my father had he pleasure in me to make [me] king 
over all Israel: 5 And of all my sons,—for the Lord hath given me many sons,— hath he 
made choice of Solomon my son, to sit upon the throne of the kingdom of the Lord over 
Israel. © And he hath said unto me, Solomon thy son it is that shall build my house and my 


courts; for I have made choice of him to be as a son unto me, and I will be indeed to him 
as a father. 7 Moreover, I will firmly establish his kingdom for everlasting, if he be strong 


to execute my commandments and my ordinances as it is this day. 8 And now before the 
eyes of all Israel, the congregation of the Lord, and in the hearing of our God, [I admonish 
you] observe and seek for all the commandments of the Lord your God: in order that ye 
may keep possession of this good land, and leave it for an inheritance unto your children 
after you forever. ° And thou, Solomon my son, know thou the God of thy father, and 
serve him with an entire heart and with a willing soul; for all hearts doth the Lord search, 
and every imagination of the thoughts doth he understand; if thou seek him, he will let 
himself be found by thee; but if thou forsake him, he will cast thee off for ever. !° See 
now that the Lord hath made choice of thee to build a house for the sanctuary: be strong 
and do it. 1! Then gave David to Solomon his son the pattern of the porch, and of its 
apartments, and of its treasuries, and of upper chambers, and of its inner chambers, and 
of the place of the cover of the ark. 12 And the pattern of all that he had in his spirit, 
concerning the courts of the house of the Lord, and concerning all the chambers round 
about, concerning the treasuries of the house of God, and concerning the treasuries of 
the holy things: 13 Also concerning the divisions of the priests and the Levites, and 
concerning all the work of the service of the house of the Lord, and concerning all 
the vessels of service of the house of the Lord; 14 Concerning the golden vessels, after 
the weight of the gold, for all the vessels of all manner of service; concerning all the 
vessels of silver after the weight, for all the vessels of every kind of service; 15 Also the 
weight for the candlesticks of gold, and for their lamps of gold, after the weight for every 
candlestick, and for its lamps; and concerning the candlesticks of silver after the weight, 
for the candlestick, and for its lamps, according to the use of every candlestick; 1° And 
the gold after the weight for the tables of the rows of shewbread, for every table; and 
the silver for the tables of silver; 17 Also [concerning] the forks, and the bowls, and the 
supporters of pure gold; and concerning the golden cups after the weight for every cup; 
and concerning the silver cups after the weight for every cup; !8 And concerning the 
altar of incense the refined gold after the weight; and concerning the pattern of the 
chariot of the golden cherubim, which spread out [their wings], and over the ark of the 
covenant of the Lord. 1° All [this, said David,] was put in writing from the hand of the 
Lord, who gave me instruction [respecting] all the works of the pattern. 2° And David 
said to Solomon his son, Be strong, and of good courage, and do [the work]; fear not, 
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and be not dismayed; for the Lord God, [yea,] my God is with thee: he will not fail thee, 


nor forsake thee, until thou have finished all the work for the service of the house of 
the Lord. 2 And, behold, the divisions of the priests and the Levites are there for all the 


service of the house of God; and with thee are in all manner of workmanship all kinds of 
men distinguished in wisdom, for every manner of service; and the princes and all the 
people are ready [to obey] all thy words. 


29 


1 And king David said unto all the assembly, Solomon, the only son of mine whom 
God hath made choice of, is yet young and tender, and the work is great; because not 
for man is the palace to be, but for the Lord God. 2 But with all my might have I made 
ready for the house of my God, the gold for the things of gold, and the silver for the 
things of silver, and the copper for the things of copper, the iron for the things of iron, 
and the wood for the things of wood, onyx stones, and stones to be set, bright stones, 
and stones of divers colors, and all manner of precious stones, and marble stones in 
abundance. 3 Moreover, because I have set my affection on the house of my God, have I 
acquired as my own property gold and silver; [and this] have I given to the house of my 
God, over and above all that I have prepared for the holy house: Three thousand talents 
of gold, of the gold of Ophir, and seven thousand talents of refined silver, to overlay the 
walls of the houses; > All that is needed of gold and of silver, and for every manner of 
work [to be made] by the hands of artificers. And who [now] is willing to consecrate his 
hand this day unto the Lord? © Thereupon offered voluntarily the chiefs of the family 
divisions and the princes of the tribes of Israel, and the captains of the thousands and of 
the hundreds, with the supervisors of the king's work; 7 And they gave for the service of 
the house of God of gold five thousand talents and ten thousand drachms, and of silver 
ten thousand talents, and of copper eighteen thousand talents, and of iron one hundred 
thousand talents. § And those with whom stones were found gave them to the treasury 
of the house of the Lord, under the supervision of Jechiel the Gershunite. ? Then did the 
people rejoice, because they had voluntarily offered: for with an undivided heart did 
they offer to the Lord: and also king David rejoiced with great joy. 1° And David blessed 
the Lord before the eyes of all the congregation; and David said, Blessed be thou, O Lord 
the God of Israel our father, from everlasting even unto everlasting. 11 Thine, O Lord, 
are the greatness, and the might, and the glory, and the victory, and the majesty, yea, 
all that is in the heavens and on the earth: thine, O Lord, is the kingdom, and thou art 


exalted as the head above all. 12 And riches and honor come from thee, and thou rulest 
over all; and in thy hand are power and might; and it is in thy hand to make great, and 


to give strength unto all. 13 And now, O our God, we give thanks unto thee, and praise 
thy glorious name. 14 For who am I, and what is my people, that we should possess the 
power to offer voluntarily after this sort? for from thee is every thing, and out of thy 
own have we given unto thee. 15 For strangers are we before thee, and sojourners, as 
were all our fathers: like a shadow are our days on the earth, and there is no hope [of 
abiding]. 160 Lord our God! all this abundant store which we have prepared to build for 
thee a house for thy holy name, is out of thy own hand, and thine is all. 17 And I know, 
my God, that thou probest the heart, and uprightness thou receivest in favor. As for me, 
in the uprightness of my heart have I voluntarily offered all these things; and now thy 
people, that are present here, do I see with joy offering voluntarily unto thee. 180 Lord, 
God of Abraham, Isaac, and of Israel, our father, preserve this for ever as the imagination 
of the thoughts of the heart of thy people, and direct their heart firmly unto thee. 19 And 
unto Solomon my son do thou give an undivided heart to keep thy commandments, thy 
testimonies, and thy statutes, and to do all, and to build the palace, for which I have made 
preparation. 2° And David said to all the assembly. Bless now the Lord your God. And all 
the assembly blessed the Lord the God of their fathers, and bent down their heads, and 
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prostrated themselves to the Lord, and to the king. 21 And they sacrificed sacrifices unto 
the Lord, and they offered burnt-offerings unto the Lord, on the morrow after that day, 
one thousand bullocks, a thousand rams, a thousand sheep, with their drink-offerings, 
and [other] sacrifices in abundance for all Israel; 22 And they ate and drank before the 
Lord on that day with great joy. And they declared the second time Solomon the son of 
David to be king, and they anointed him unto the Lord as chief ruler, and Zadok as priest. 
23 Then sat Solomon on the throne of the Lord as king instead of David his father, and he 
was prosperous; and all Israel obeyed him. 24 And all the princes, and the mighty men, 
and also all the sons of king David, submitted themselves unto king Solomon. 2° And the 
Lord made Solomon exceedingly great before the eyes of all Israel; and he bestowed upon 
him a royal majesty such as had not been on any king over Israel before him. 2° Thus did 
David the son of Jesse reign over all Israel. 2” And the time that he reigned over Israel 
was forty years: in Hebron he reigned seven years, and in Jerusalem he reigned thirty 
and three [years]. 28 And he died in a good old age, full of days, riches, and honor: and 
Solomon his son became king in his stead. 29 And the acts of king David, the first and 
the last, behold, they are written in the history of Samuel the seer, and in the history of 
Nathan the prophet, and in the history of Gad the seer, 3° Together with all his reign and 
his mighty deeds, and the times that passed over him, and over Israel, and over all the 
kingdoms of the [various] countries. 
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The Second Book of the Chronicles 


1 And Solomon the son of David strengthened himself in his kingdom, and the Lord his 
God was with him, and caused him to become exceedingly great. 2 Then said Solomon 
unto all Israel, to the captains of the thousands and of the hundreds, and to the judges, 
and to every prince in all Israel, the chiefs of the family divisions [that they should go 
with him]. 3 Thereupon went Solomon, and all the assembly with him, to the high-place 
that was at Gib'on; for there was the tabernacle of the congregation of God, which Moses 


the servant of the Lord had made in the wilderness. 4 Nevertheless the ark of God had 
David brought up from Kiryath-ye'arim to [the place which] David had prepared for it; 


for he had pitched a tent for it at Jerusalem. 5 But the copper altar, which Bezalel the 
son of Uri, the son of Chur, had made, he placed before the tabernacle of the Lord: and 
Solomon and the assembly sought for it. © And Solomon sacrificed there on the copper 
altar before the Lord, which was at the tabernacle of the congregation, and offered upon 
it a thousand burnt-offerings. 7 In that night did God appear unto Solomon, and said 
unto him, Ask what I shall give thee. 8 And Solomon said unto God, Thou hast shown 
unto David my father great kindness, and hast made me king in his stead. 9 Now, O Lord 
God, let thy word unto David my father be verified; for thou hast made me king over a 
people as numerous as the dust of the earth. !° Give me now wisdom and knowledge, 
that I may go out and come in before this people; for who could [otherwise] judge 
this thy great people? 1! And God said unto Solomon, Whereas this hath been in thy 
heart, and thou hast not asked riches, wealth, or honor, nor the life of thy enemies, 
and hast not even asked long life; but hast asked for thyself wisdom and knowledge, 
that thou mayest judge my people, over whom I have made thee king: 12 [Therefore] are 
the wisdom and the knowledge granted unto thee; and riches, and wealth, and honor, 
will I give thee, such as no kings that have been before thee have had, and the like of 
which after thee none shall have. 13 Then came Solomon from the high-place that was 
at Gib'on to Jerusalem, from before the tabernacle of the congregation, and reigned over 
Israel. 14 And Solomon brought together chariots and horsemen; and he had a thousand 
and four hundred chariots, and twelve thousand horsemen, and he placed them in the 
chariot-cities, and with the king at Jerusalem. 15 And the king rendered the silver and 
gold at Jerusalem like stones, and cedar-trees he rendered as the sycamore-trees that 
are in the lowlands for abundance. !6 And Solomon had his horses brought out of Egypt; 
a company of the king's merchants bought a quantity at a price. !” And they brought 
up, and fetched out of Egypt a chariot for six hundred shekels of silver, and a horse for a 
hundred and fifty; and so for all the kings of the Hittites, and for the kings of Syria, did 
they bring them out by their means. 


ps 

1 (1:18) And Solomon ordered to build a house for the name of the Lord, and a house 
for his royal residence. 2 (2:1) And Solomon numbered seventy thousand men to bear 
burdens, and eighty thousand stonecutters in the mountain, and as superintendents 
over them three thousand and six hundred. 3 (2:2) And Solomon sent to Churam the king 
of Tyre, saying, As thou hast dealt with David my father, and didst send him cedars to 
build him a house to dwell therein, [even so deal with me]. 4 (2:3) Behold, I am building a 
house to the name of the Lord my God, to sanctify it to him, to burn before him incense of 
spices, and for the continual rows of show-bread, and for the burnt-offerings at morning 
and evening, on the sabbaths, and on the new-moons, and on the stated festivals of the 
Lord our God: this being for ever obligatory on Israel. > (2:4) And the house which I am 
building is great; for greater is our God than all the gods. ® (2:5) But who possesseth the 
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power to build him a house? for the heavens and the heavens of heavens cannot contain 
him: and who am I then, that I should build him a house, save only to burn incense 
before him? 7 (2:6) And now send me a skilful man to work in gold, and in silver and in 
copper, and iniron, and in purple, and crimson, and blue, and that understandeth how to 
engrave with the skilful men that are with me in Judah and in Jerusalem whom David my 
father hath provided. 8 (2:7) Send me also cedar-trees, fir-trees, and sandal-wood, from 
the Lebanon; for I know well that thy servants have the skill to cut the trees of Lebanon: 
and, behold, my servants shall be with thy servants, 9 (2:8) Even to prepare for me timber 
in abundance; for the house which I am building is to be wonderfully great. 1°(2:9) And, 
behold, for the hewers that cut the timber will I give unto thy servants twenty thousand 
cors of threshed wheat, and twenty thousand cors of barley, and twenty thousand baths 
of wine, and twenty thousand baths of oil. 11 (2:10) Then answered Churam the king of 
Tyre in writing, and he sent it to Solomon, Out of the love of the Lord for his people 
hath he set thee as king over them. 12 (2:11) And Churam said, Blessed be the Lord the 
God of Israel, that hath made the heavens and the earth, who hath given to king David 
a wise son, endowed with intelligence and understanding, who is to build a house unto 
the Lord, and a house for royal residence. 13 (2:12) And now have I sent a skilful man, 
endowed with understanding, namely, Churam-Abi, !4 (2:13) The son of a woman from 
the daughters of Dan, while his father was a man of Tyre, skilful to work in gold, and 
in silver, in copper, in iron, in stone, and in wood, in purple, in blue, and in fine linen, 
and in crimson; also to execute any manner of engraving, and to devise every kind of 
work of art which may be given to him, together with thy skilful men, and skilful men 
of my lord David thy father. 15 (2:14) And now the wheat, and the barley, the oil, and 
the wine, of which my lord hath spoken, let him send unto his servants: 16(2:15) And we 
will truly cut down trees out of the Lebanon, as much as thou mayest need; and we will 
bring them to thee in boats by sea to Joppa; and thou shalt carry them up to Jerusalem. 
17 (2:16) And Solomon numbered all the strange men that were in the land of Israel, after 
the numbering wherewith David his father had numbered them; and they were found to 
be one hundred and fifty thousand and three thousand and six hundred. 18 (2:17) And he 
made of them seventy thousand bearers of burdens, and eighty thousand stonecutters 
in the mountain, and three thousand and six hundred superintendents to set the people 
to work. 


1 And Solomon began to build the house of the Lord in Jerusalem on mount Moriah, 
where He had appeared unto David his father, on the place that David had prepared in 
the threshing-floor of Ornan the Jebusite. 2 And he began to build on the second day 
of the second month, in the fourth year of his reign. 3 Now in this manner was the 
foundation laid of the house of God [at its] building [by] Solomon: The length by cubits 
after the first measure was sixty cubits, and the breadth twenty cubits. 4 And the porch 
that was in the front of the length was according to the breadth of the house, twenty 
cubits, and the height was a hundred and twenty: and he overlaid it within with pure 
gold. 5 And the great house he ceiled with fir-wood, which he overlaid with pure gold, 
and he wrought thereon palm-trees and chains. © And he overlaid the house with costly 
stones for ornament: and the gold was gold of Parvayim. 7 And he covered the house, 
the beams, the sills, and its walls, and its doors, with gold: and he engraved cherubim 
on the walls. ® And he made the most holy house, its length being in front of the breadth 
of the house, twenty cubits, and its breadth twenty cubits: and he covered it with fine 
gold, [amounting] to six hundred talents. ° And the weight of the nails [amounted] to 
fifty shekels of gold. And the upper chambers he covered with gold. 1° And he made in 
the most holy house two cherubim of sculpture work, and they overlaid them with gold. 
11 And regarding the wings of the cherubim their length was twenty cubits; the wing of 
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the one amounting to five cubits, reaching to the wall of the house: and the other wing of 
five cubits, reaching to the wing of the other cherub. 12 And the wing of the other cherub 
was five cubits, reaching to the wall of the house; and the other wing of five cubits was 
joined closely to the wing of the other cherub. 13 The wings of these cherubim [as they 
were] spread out were twenty cubits: and they were standing on their feet, and their 
faces were inward. !4 And he made the vail of blue, and purple, and crimson, and fine 
linen, and wrought thereon cherubim. 15 And he made before the house two pillars of 
thirty and five cubits in length, and the capital that was on the top of each of them was 
five cubits. 16 And he made chains in the debir; and [others which] he placed on the top 
of the pillars; and he made a hundred pomegranates, and placed them on the chains. 
17 And he set up the pillars in front of the temple, one on the right hand, and the other 
on the left; and he called the name of that on the right hand Jachin, and the name of 
that on the left Bo'az. 


4 


1 He made also an altar of copper, twenty cubits being its length, and twenty cubits 
its breadth, and ten cubits its height. 2 He made also the molten sea, being ten cubits 
from the one brim to the other, rounded all about, and it was five cubits in height: anda 
line of thirty cubits did encompass it round about. 3 And likenesses of oxen were under 
it, encompassing it all round about, ten in a cubit, encircling the sea round about: the 
oxen were in two rows [and were] cast [with it], when it was cast. 4It was standing 
upon twelve oxen, three looking toward the north, and three looking toward the west, 
and three looking toward the south, and three looking toward the east; and the sea was 
resting above upon them, and all their hinder parts were inward. > And its thickness was 
a hand's breadth, and its brim like the brim of a cup, with lily-buds; and it could hold 
and contain three thousand baths. © He made also ten lavers; and he placed five on the 
right hand, and five on the left, to wash in them: what belonged to the burnt-offering 
they rinsed off at them; but the sea was for the priests to wash in. 7 And he made ten 
candlesticks of gold according to their prescribed manner: and he placed [them] in the 
temple, five on the right side, and five on the left. 8 He made also ten tables, and he set 
them in the temple, five on the right side, and five on the left. And he made a hundred 
bowls of gold. 9 And he made the court of the priests, and the great out-court, and doors 
for the out-court, and their doors he overlaid with copper. 1° And the sea he placed on 
the right side toward the east, opposite to the south. !! And Churam made the pots, and 
the shovels, and the basins. And Churam made an end of doing the work which he made 
for king Solomon in the house of God: !2 The two pillars, and the bowls, and the capitals 
on the top of the two pillars, and the two networks to cover the bowl-shaped capitals 
which were on the top of the pillars; 13 And the four hundred pomegranates for the two 
networks, two rows of pomegranates for each network, to cover the two bowl-shaped 
capitals which were upon the front of the pillars. 14 The bases also did he make, and 
the lavers made he upon the bases. 15 The one sea, and the twelve oxen under it, 1° And 
the pots also, and the shovels, and the forks, and all their instruments, did Churam-Abiv 
make for king Solomon for the house of the Lord, of polished copper. 17 In the plain of 
the Jordan did the king cast them, in the clay-ground between Succoth and Zeredathah. 
18 And Solomon made all these vessels in very great abundance; for the weight of the 
copper was not inquired into. 19 And Solomon made all the vessels that pertained to the 
house of God; and the altar of gold also, and the tables whereon the show-bread [was 
set]; 2° And the candlesticks with their lamps, to light them after the prescribed manner 
before the debir, of pure gold. 21 And the flowers, and the lamps, and the tongs, were 
of gold, the purest of gold; 22 And the knives, and the basins, and the spoons, and the 
censers were of pure gold; and the entrance of the house, its inner doors for the most 
holy place, and the doors of the house of the temple, were of gold. 
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1 And so was ended all the work which Solomon made for the house of the Lord; and 
Solomon brought in the things sanctified by David his father; and the silver, and the gold, 


and all the vessels he placed in the treasuries of the house of God. 2 Then did Solomon 
assemble the elders of Israel, and all the heads of the tribes, the princes of the divisions 
of the children of Israel, unto Jerusalem, to bring up the ark of the covenant of the Lord 
out of the city of David, which is Zion. 3 And all the men of Israel assembled themselves 
unto the king at the feast which is [in] the seventh month. 4 All the elders of Israel came, 
and the Levites took up the ark. > And they brought up the ark, and the tabernacle of the 
congregation, and all the holy vessels that were in the tabernacle: these did the priests 
and the Levites bring up. And king Solomon, and all the congregation of Israel that were 
assembled unto him were before the ark, sacrificing sheep and oxen, which could not be 
numbered nor told for multitude. 7 And the priests brought in the ark of the covenant of 
the Lord unto its place, into the debir of the house, into the most holy place, under the 
wings of the cherubim. 8 And the cherubim spread forth their wings over the place of the 
ark, and the cherubim covered the ark and its staves from above. 9 And they had made 
the staves so long that the ends of the staves were seen [standing out] from the ark in the 
front of the debir; but they were not seen without; and they have remained there until 
this day. !° There was nothing in the ark save the two tables which Moses had placed 
[therein] at Horeb, where the Lord made a covenant with the children of Israel, when 
they came out of Egypt. 1! And it came to pass, when the priests were come out of the 
holy place; for all the priests that were present had sanctified themselves, the divisions 
not having been observed;— 12 And the Levites the singers, all together, of Assaph, of 
Heman, of Jeduthun, with their sons and their brethren, arrayed in white linen, having 
cymbals and psalteries and harps, stood at the east side of the altar, and with them were 
one hundred and twenty priests blowing on trumpets;— 1° And it came thus to pass, as 
the trumpeters and singers were as one, to make one sound to be heard in praising and 
thanking the Lord; and when they lifted up their voice [accompanied] with trumpets 
and cymbals and instruments of music, and in praising the Lord, For he is good; because 
unto everlasting endureth his kindness: that the house, even the house of the Lord, was 
filled with a cloud; 14 And the priests were not able to stand to minister because of the 
cloud; for the glory of the Lord had filled the house of God. 


1 Then said Solomon, “The Lord said that he would dwell in the thick darkness. 2 And 
I have indeed built a dwelling-house for thee, and have settled a place for thy abode for 


ever.” 3 And the king turned his face, and blessed the whole congregation of Israel, and 
all the congregation of Israel was standing. 4 And he said, Blessed be the Lord, the God of 
Israel, who spoke with his mouth unto David my father, and hath with his hands fulfilled 
it, when he said, 5 Since the day that I brought forth my people out of the land of Egypt, 
I did not make choice of any city out of all the tribes of Israel to build a house, that my 
name might be therein; nor did I make choice of any man to be a ruler over my people 
of Israel; But I have made choice of Jerusalem, that my name might be there; and I have 
made choice of David to be over my people Israel, 7 And it was in the heart of David my 


father to build a house for the name of the Lord the God of Israel. ® But the Lord said unto 
David my father, Whereas it was in thy heart to build a house unto my name, thou didst 


well in that it was in thy heart: ° Nevertheless thou shalt not thyself build the house; but 
thy son that shall come forth out of thy loins, he shall build the house unto my name. 
10 And the Lord hath fulfilled his word that he hath spoken; andI am risen up in the stead 
of David my father, and I sit on the throne of Israel, as the Lord hath spoken, and I have 
built the house unto the name of the Lord the God of Israel. 11 And I have placed there 


the ark, wherein is the covenant of the Lord which he hath made with the children of 
Israel. 12 And he now placed himself before the altar of the Lord in the presence of all the 


1956 XRN 


2 Chronicles 6:13 781 2 Chronicles 6:34 


congregation of Israel, and spread forth his hands; 13 For Solomon had made a laver of 
copper, and had placed it in the midst of the out-court, five cubits being its length, five 
cubits its breadth, and three cubits its height; and he placed himself upon it, and kneeled 
down upon his knees in the presence of all the congregation of Israel, and spread forth 
his hands toward heaven; 14 And he said, O Lord God of Israel, there is no god like thee in 
the heavens, or on the earth, thou who keepest the covenant, and the kindness for thy 
servants that walk before thee with all their heart; 15 Who has kept for thy servant David 
my father that which thou hadst promised him; and thou spokest with thy mouth, and 
hast fulfilled it with thy hand, as it is this day. 1 And now, O Lord, God of Israel, keep for 
thy servant David my father that which thou hast spoken concerning him, saying, There 
shall never fail thee a man in my sight who sitteth on the throne of Israel, if thy children 
but take heed to their way to walk in my law, as thou hast walked before me. 17 And 
now, O Lord, the God of Israel, let thy word be verified, which thou hast spoken unto thy 
servant, unto David. 18 For, in truth, will God then dwell with men on the earth? behold, 
the heavens and the heavens of heavens cannot contain thee: how much less then this 
house that I have built! 19 Yet wilt thou turn thy regard unto the prayer of thy servant, 


and to his supplication, O Lord my God, to listen unto the entreaty and the prayer which 
thy servant prayeth before thee: 2° That thy eyes may be open toward this house day and 
night, toward the place of which thou hast said that thou wouldst put thy name there; 
that thou mayest listen unto the prayer which thy servant will pray at this place. 21 And 
listen thou to the supplications of thy servant, and of thy people Israel, which they will 
pray at this place: and oh, do thou hear from thy dwelling-place, from heaven; and hear, 
and forgive. 22 If any man trespass against his neighbor, and an oath be laid upon him 
to cause him to swear, and the oath come before thy altar in this house: 23 Then do thou 
hear from heaven, and act, and judge thy servants, by requiting the wicked, to bring 
his way upon his own head; and by justifying the righteous, to give him according to 
his righteousness. 24 And if thy people Israel be struck down before the enemy, because 
they have sinned against thee, and they return and confess thy name, and pray, and 
make supplication before thee in this house: 25 Then do thou hear from heaven, and 
forgive the sin of thy people Israel, and cause them to return unto the land which thou 
hast given to them and to their fathers. 2° When the heavens be shut up, and there he 
no rain, because they have sinned against thee, and they pray toward this place, and 
confess thy name, and turn from their sin, because thou hast afflicted them: 27 Then do 
thou hear in heaven, and forgive the sin of thy servants, and of thy people Israel; for thou 
wilt direct them unto the good way, wherein they should walk; and give then rain upon 
thy land, which thou hast given unto thy people for an inheritance. 28 If there be famine 
in the land, if there be pestilence, blasting, or mildew, if there be locusts, or caterpillars; 
if their enemies besiege them in their land, in their gates at whatsoever plague, and at 
whatsoever sickness; 29 What prayer and what supplication soever be made by any man, 
or by all thy people Israel, when they shall be conscious every man of his plague and 
his pain, and he then spread forth his hands toward this house: 3° Then do thou hear 
from heaven the place of thy dwelling, and forgive, and give to every man in accordance 
with all his ways, as thou mayest know his heart; for thou, thyself alone, knowest the 
heart of the children of men; 3! In order that they may fear thee, to walk in thy ways, all 
the days that they live on the face of the land which thou hast given unto our fathers. 
32 But also to the stranger, who is not of thy people Israel, but cometh out of a far-off 
country for the sake of thy great name, and of thy mighty hand, and of thy outstretched 
arm,— if they come and pray in this house,— 33 Mayest thou likewise listen from heaven, 
from the place of thy dwelling, and do according to all that the stranger will call on 
thee for: in order that all people of the earth may know thy name, both to fear thee, as 
do thy people Israel, and to understand that this house, which I have built, is called by 
thy name. 34 If thy people go out to battle against their enemies on the way on which 
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thou mayest send them, and they do pray unto thee in the direction of this city which 
thou hast chosen, and of the house that I have built unto thy name: 35 Then hear thou 
from heaven their prayer and their supplication, and procure them justice. 3° If they 
sin against thee—for there is no man that may not sin,—and thou be angry with them, 
and give them up before the enemy, so that their captors carry them away captive unto a 
land far off or near; 37 And if they then take it to their heart in the land whither they have 
been carried captive, and repent and make supplication unto thee in the land of their 
captivity, saying, We have sinned, we have committed iniquity, and have acted wickedly; 
38 And they return unto thee with all their heart and with all their soul in the land of 
their captivity, whither they have been carried captive, and they pray in the direction 
of their land, which thou hast given unto their fathers, and of the city which thou hast 
chosen, and toward the house which I have built unto thy name: 3? Then hear thou from 
heaven, from the place of thy dwelling, their prayer and their supplications, and procure 
them justice, and forgive thy people for what they have sinned against thee. 4° Now, my 
God, let I beseech thee, thy eyes be open, and thy ears be attentive unto the prayer on 
this place. 41 And now arise, O Lord God, unto thy resting-place, thou, and the ark of thy 
strength: let thy priests, O Lord God, clothe themselves with salvation, and let thy pious 
servants rejoice in happiness. 42 O Lord God, turn not away the face of thy anointed: 
remember the pious deeds of David thy servant. 


7 

1 And when Solomon had made an end of praying, a fire came down from heaven, 
and consumed the burnt-offering and the sacrifices; and the glory of the Lord filled the 
house. 2 And the priests were not able to enter into the house of the Lord; because the 
glory of the Lord had filled the Lord's house. ? And all the children of Israel were looking 
on as the fire came down, and the glory of the Lord [was resting] upon the house; and 
they kneeled down with their faces to the ground upon the pavement, and prostrated 
themselves, and gave thanks unto the Lord, for he is good; because unto everlasting 
endureth his kindness. 4 And the king and all the people offered sacrifices before the 
Lord. 5 And king Solomon offered a sacrifice of twenty and two thousand oxen, and a 
hundred and twenty thousand sheep: and so they dedicated the house of God, the king 
and all the people. © And the priests were standing on their stations, and the Levites 
with the instruments of the music of the Lord, which king David had made to give thanks 
unto the Lord, because unto everlasting endureth his kindness, with the song of praise of 
David in their hand; and the priests blew the trumpets opposite to them, and all Israel 
were standing. 7 And Solomon hallowed the interior of the court that was before the 
house of the Lord; for he prepared there the burnt-offerings, and the fat of the peace- 
offerings; because the copper altar which Solomon had made was not able to contain 
the burnt-offerings, and the meat-offerings, and the fat. § And Solomon held the feast at 
that time seven days, and all Israel with him, a very great assembly, from the entrance of 
Chamath unto the river of Egypt. ° And they held on the eighth day a solemn assembly; 
for the dedication of the altar they held seven days, and the feast seven days. 1° And on 
the three-and-twentieth day of the seventh month he dismissed the people unto their 
tents, joyful and glad of heart because of the good that the Lord had done for David, and 
for Solomon, and for Israel his people. !! Thus did Solomon complete the house of the 
Lord, and the king's house; and [in] all that came into Solomon's heart to make in the 
house of the Lord, and in his own house, he prospered. 12 Then appeared the Lord to 
Solomon during the night, and said unto him, I have heard thy prayer, and I have made 
choice of this place for myself as a house of sacrifice. 13 If I shut up the heavens that 
there be no rain, or if I give a charge to the locusts to devour off the land, or if I send 
a pestilence among my people: !4 And if my people, over whom my name is called, do 
then humble themselves, and pray, and seek my presence, and turn away from their evil 
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ways: then will I also hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin, and will heal their 
land. 15 Now, my eyes shall be open, and my ears attentive unto the prayer on this place. 
16 And now I have chosen and hallowed this house, that my name may be there for ever; 
and my eyes and my heart shall be there at all times. 17 And as for thee, if thou wilt walk 
before me, as David thy father hath walked, so as to do in accordance with all that I have 
commanded thee, and wilt keep my statutes and my ordinances: 18 Then will I establish 
the throne of thy kingdom, just as I have covenanted with David thy father, saying, There 
shall never fail thee a man to be ruler in Israel. 19 But if ye will indeed turn away, and 
forsake my statutes and my commandments, which I have set before you, and will go 
and serve other gods, and bow down to them: 2° Then will I pluck them up out of my 
land which I have given unto them; and this house, which I have hallowed for my name, 
will I cast away from my sight, and I will render it to be for a proverb and for a by-word 
among all the people. 2! And this house, which hath been so exalted, shall become an 
astonishment to every one that passeth by it: so that he will say, Why hath the Lord done 
thus unto this land, and unto this house? 22 And men shall then say, For the cause that 
they forsook the Lord the God of their fathers, who had brought them forth out of the 
land of Egypt, and they took hold of other gods, and bowed down to them, and served 
them: therefore hath he brought upon them all this evil. 


8 
1 And it came to pass at the end of twenty years, when Solomon had built the house of 
the Lord, and his own house, 2 That [as regardeth] the cities which Churam had restored 


to Solomon, Solomon built them, and caused the children of Israel to dwell there. 3 And 
Solomon went to Chamath-zobah, and prevailed against it. 4 And he built Thadmor in 


the wilderness, and all the treasure-cities, which he built in Chamath. 5 And he built 
the upper Beth-choron, and the lower Beth-choron, fortified cities, with walls, gates, 
and bars; © And Ba'alath, and all the treasure-cities that Solomon had, and all the cities 
for chariots, and the cities for horsemen, and all the [other] desire of Solomon which 
he desired to build in Jerusalem, and in the Lebanon, and throughout all the land of 
his dominion. 7 All the people that were left of the Hittites, and the Emorites, and the 
Perizzites, and the Hivites, and the Jebusites, who were not of Israel, ® Out of their 
children, who were left after them in the land, whom the children of Israel had not 
destroyed—these did Solomon levy as tributary [laborers] until this day. 9 Yet of the 
children of Israel did Solomon make no bondmen for his work; but they were men of war, 
and chiefs of his captains; and officers of his chariots and of his horsemen. 1° And these 
were the chiefs of the superintendents whom king Solomon had, [even] two hundred 
and fifty, who ruled over the people. !! And the daughter of Pharaoh did Solomon bring 
up out of the city of David unto the house that he had built for her; for he said, No wife 
of mine shall dwell in a house of David the king of Israel, because they are holy, because 
there came [once] unto them the ark of the Lord. 12 Then did Solomon offer burnt- 
offerings unto the Lord on the altar of the Lord, which he had built before the porch, 
13 Even according to what was the due of [every] day on its day, offering according to 
the commandment of Moses, on the sabbaths, and on the new-moons, and on the stated 
festivals, three times in the year, on the feast of unleavened bread, and on the feast of 
weeks, and on the feast of tabernacles. !4 And he stationed, according to the prescription 
of David his father, the divisions of the priests at their service, and the Levites at their 
stations, to praise and minister next to the priests, in the requirement of every day on 
its day, and the gate-keepers in their divisions at every gate; for so was the charge of 
David the man of God. 15 And they departed not from the charge of the king concerning 
the priests and Levites respecting every matter, and respecting the treasuries. 16 And 
[so] was all the work of Solomon successful from the day of founding the house of the 
Lord, even until it was finished. [So] was perfected the house of the Lord. !7 Then went 
Solomon to 'Ezyon-geber, and to Eloth, at the sea-shore in the land of Edom. 18 And 
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Churam sent him by means of his servants ships, and servants that had knowledge of 
the sea; and they went with the servants of Solomon to Ophir, and they fetched away 
thence four hundred and fifty talents of gold, and brought the same to king Solomon. 


1 And when the queen of Sheba heard of the fame of Solomon, she came to prove 
Solomon with riddles at Jerusalem, with a very great train, and with camels bearing 
spices, and gold in abundance, and precious stones: and when she was come to Solomon, 
she spoke with him of all that was on her heart. 2 And Solomon solved for her all her 
questions; and there was nothing hidden from Solomon which he did not tell her. 3 And 
when the queen of Sheba saw the wisdom of Solomon, and the house that he had built, 
4 And the food of his table, and the sitting of his servants, and the attendance of his 
ministers, and their apparel, and his cup-bearers, and their apparel; and his ascent by 
which he went up into the house of the Lord: there was no more spirit in her. > And she 
said to the king, The truth [only] was the word that I heard in my own land of thy acts, 
and of thy wisdom. © And I believed not in their words, until I came, and my eyes saw 
[all]; and, behold, the one-half of the greatness of thy wisdom hath not been told me: 
thou excellest the report which I have heard. ’ Happy are thy men, and happy are these 
thy servants, who stand before thee continually, and hear thy wisdom. ® Blessed be the 
Lord thy God, who hath had delight in thee to place thee on his throne, as a king for the 
Lord thy God; because thy God loved Israel, to sustain them for ever, therefore hath he 
placed thee over them as king, to exercise justice and righteousness. ° And she gave to 
the king one hundred and twenty talents of gold, and spices in very great abundance, and 
precious stones: and there never were any such spices as those which the queen of Sheba 
gave to king Solomon. !° And also the servants of Churam, and the servants of Solomon, 
who brought gold from Ophir, brought sandal-trees and precious stones. 1! And the king 
made of the sandal-trees steps for the house of the Lord, and for the king's palace, and 
harps and psalteries for singers: and there were never seen the like of them before in 
the land of Judah. !2 And king Solomon gave unto the queen of Sheba all her pleasure, 
whatsoever she asked, beside [a return for] that which she had brought unto the king. 
And she turned about and went away to her own country, she and her servants. !3 Now 
the weight of gold that came to Solomon in one year was six hundred and sixty and six 
talents of gold; 14 Besides what the travelling tradesmen and the merchants brought. 
And all the kings of Arabia and the governors of the country brought gold and silver to 
Solomon. 15 And king Solomon made two hundred targets of beaten gold: six hundred 
shekels of beaten gold he used for each one target. 1° And [he made] three hundred 
shields of beaten gold; three hundred shekels of gold he used for each one shield. And 
the king put them in the house of the forest of Lebanon. 17 The king also made a great 
throne of ivory, and overlaid it with pure gold. 18 And the throne had six steps, with a 
footstool of gold, fastened into the throne; and there were arms on either side, on the 
place of the seat; and two lions stood beside the arms; 19 And twelve lions stood there 
upon the six steps on both sides: there was not the like made in any kingdom. 2° And 
all king Solomon's drinking vessels were of gold, and all the vessels of the house of the 
forest of Lebanon were of pure gold: no silver was valued in the days of Solomon at the 
least. 21 For the king's ships went to Tharshish with the servants of Churam; once in 
three years did the Tharshish-ships use to come home laden with gold, and silver, ivory, 
and apes, and peacocks. 22 And king Solomon became greater than all the kings of the 
earth for riches and wisdom. 2? And all the kings of the earth sought the presence of 
Solomon, to hear his wisdom, which God had put in his heart. 24 And they brought every 
man his present, vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, and garments, armor, and spices, 
horses, and mules; [and] so year by year. 25 And Solomon had four thousand stalls for 
horses and chariots, and twelve thousand horsemen, whom he quartered in the cities for 
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chariots, and near the king at Jerusalem. 26 And he was ruling over all the kings from the 
river even unto the land of the Philistines, and as far as the boundary of Egypt. 27 And 
the king rendered silver in Jerusalem like stones, and the cedar-trees he rendered like 
the sycamore-trees that are in the lowlands, for abundance. 28 And men were bringing 
out horses for Solomon from Egypt and from all lands. 29 And the remainder of the acts 
of Solomon, the first and the last, behold, they are written in the history of Nathan the 
prophet, and in the prophecy of Achiyah the Shilonite, and in the visions of Ye'do the 
seer concerning Jerobo'am the son of Nebat. 3° And Solomon reigned in Jerusalem over 
all Israel forty years. 31 And Solomon slept with his fathers, and they buried him in the 
city of David his father: and Rehobo'am his son became king in his stead. 


1 And Rehobo'am went to Shechem: for to Shechem were all Israel come to make him 
king. 2 And it came to pass, when Jerobo'am the son of Nebat heard of it, for he was in 


Egypt, whither he had fled from the presence of king Solomon, that Jerobo'am returned 
out of Egypt. 3 And they sent and called him: and so came Jerobo'am with all Israel and 
spoke to Rehobo'am, saying, 4 Thy father made our yoke hard; but now do thou make 
lighter the hard service of thy father, and his heavy yoke which he put upon us, and we 
will serve thee. ° And he said unto them, After but three days, then return unto me. 
And the people went away. © Then consulted king Rehobo'am with the old men that had 
stood before Solomon his father while he yet lived, saying, How do you advise that I 
should return an answer to this people? 7 And they spoke unto him, saying, If thou wilt 
be kind to this people, and please them, and speak to them good words: then will they 


be servants unto thee for all times. ® But he forsook the counsel which the old men had 
given him, and consulted with the young men that were grown up with him, and who 


stood before him. ° And he said unto them, How do you counsel how we should give an 
answer to this people, who have spoken to me, saying, Make lighter the yoke which thy 
father did put upon us? !° Then spoke with him the young men that were grown up with 
him, saying, Thus must thou say unto the people that have spoken unto thee, saying, Thy 
father made our yoke heavy, but do thou make it lighter unto us: thus must thou say unto 
them, My little finger is thicker than my father's loins. 11 And now [if] my father hath 
burdened you with a heavy yoke, I will add to your yoke: [if] my father hath chastised 
you with whips, then will I [do it] with scorpion-thorns. 12 When now Jerobo'am and all 
the people came to Rehobo'am on the third day, as the king had spoken, saying, Return 
to me on the third day: !3 The king answered them harshly; and king Rehobo'am forsook 
the counsel of the old men; ™ And he spoke to them after the counsel of the young men, 
saying, My father made your yoke heavy, and I will add thereto; my father chastised you 
with whips, but I will [do it] with scorpion-thorns. 15 And the king hearkened not unto 
the people; for it was so brought about from God, in order that the Lord might fulfill his 
word, which he had spoken by means of Achiyahu the Shilonite unto Jerobo'am the son 
of Nebat. !©So when all Israel saw that the king hearkened not unto them, the people 
answered the king, saying, What portion have we in David? nor have we an inheritance 
in the son of Jesse: every man to your tents, O Israel; now, see to thy own house, David. 
So did all Israel go to their tents. 17 But as for the children of Israel who dwelt in the 
cities of Judah, over them did Rehobo'am reign. 18 Then sent king Rehobo'am Hadoram 


who was over the tribute; but the children of Israel stoned him with stones, that he died. 
Therefore king Rehobo'am made speed with his might to get upon his chariot, to flee to 


Jerusalem. 19 So did Israel rebel against the house of David unto this day. 


1 And when Rehobo'am was come to Jerusalem, he assembled the house of Judah and 
Benjamin a hundred and eighty thousand chosen men, warriors, to fight against Israel, 
to bring back the kingdom again to Rehobo'am. 2 But the word of the Lord came unto 
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Shema'yahu the man of God, saying, 3 Say unto Rehobo'am the son of Solomon, the king 
of Judah and Benjamin, saying, 4 Thus hath said the Lord, Ye shall not go up, nor fight 
with your brethren: return every man to his house; for from me hath this thing been 
brought about. And they hearkened to the words of the Lord, and returned from going 
against Jerobo'am. ° And Rehobo'am dwelt in Jerusalem, and built cities as fortresses 
in Judah. © He built, namely, Beth-lechem, and 'Etam, and Thekoa'. 7 And Beth-zur, and 
Socho, and 'Adullam, 8 And Gath, and Mareshah, and Ziph, 9 And Adorayim and Lachish, 
and 'Azekah, 1° And Zor'ah, and Ayalon, and Hebron, which are in Judah and in Benjamin, 
fortified cities. 11 And he strengthened the strong-holds, and put commanders in them, 
and stores of food, and oil and wine; !2 And in each and every city [he placed] shields 
and spears, and made them exceedingly strong: and thus remained with him Judah and 
Benjamin. ! And the priests and the Levites that were in all Israel presented themselves 
to him out of all their territory. !4 For the Levites left their open districts and their 
possession, and went to Judah and Jerusalem; because Jerobo'am and his sons cast them 
off from executing the priest's office unto the Lord, 15 And [because] he ordained for 
himself priests for the high-places, and for the evil spirits, and for the calves which he 
had made. 1° And after them [came] out of all the tribes of Israel such as directed their 
heart to seek the Lord the God of Israel: these came to Jerusalem, to sacrifice unto the 
Lord, the God of their fathers. 1” And they strengthened the kingdom of Judah, and 
brought power to Rehobo'am, the son of Solomon, during three years; for they walked 
in the way of David and Solomon during three years. 18 And Rehobo'am took himself as 
wife Machalath the daughter of Jerimoth the son of David, [and] Abichayil the daughter 
of Eliab the son of Jesse; 19 And she bore to him sons: Je'ush, and Shamaryah, and Zaham. 
20 And after her did he take Ma'achah the daughter of Abshalom; and she bore to him 
Abiyah, and 'Attai, and Ziza, and Shelomith. 21 And Rehobo'am loved Ma'achah the 
daughter of Abshalom more than all his wives and his concubines; for he had taken 
eighteen wives and sixty concubines; and he begat twenty and eight sons, and sixty 
daughters. 22 And Rehobo'am appointed Abiyah the son of Ma'achah to be the chief, to 
be ruler among his brethren; because [he desired] to make him king. 23 And he dealt 
understandingly, and dispersed all his children throughout all the countries of Judah 
and Benjamin, unto all the fortified cities; and he gave them food in abundance and he 
required [for them] a multitude of wives. 


12 

1 And it came to pass, when Rehobo'am had established the kingdom, and when he 
had become strong, that he forsook the law of the Lord, and all Israel with him. 2 And it 
came to pass in the fifth year of king Rehobo'am, that Shishak the king of Egypt came up 
against Jerusalem,—because they had acted faithlessly against the Lord,— 3 With twelve 
hundred chariots and sixty thousand horsemen: and innumerable were the people that 
came with him out of Egypt—the Lubim, the Sukkiyim, and the Ethiopians. 4 And he 
captured the fortified cities which pertained to Judah, and he came as far as Jerusalem. 
5 And Shem'ayah the prophet came to Rehobo'am, and the princes of Judah, that were 
gathered together to Jerusalem because of Shishak, and said unto them, Thus hath said 
the Lord, Ye have indeed forsaken me, and therefore have I also relinquished you into 
the hand of Shishak. °Thereupon the princes of Israel and the king humbled themselves; 
and they said, The Lord is righteous. 7 And when the Lord saw that they had humbled 
themselves, then came the word of the Lord to Shem'ayah, saying, “They have humbled 
themselves: I will not destroy them; but I will permit some little to escape from them; 
and my wrath shall not be poured out over Jerusalem by the hand of Shishak.” However 
they shall be servants unto him, and they shall know my service, and the service of the 
kingdoms of the [various] countries. 9 And so came up Shishak the king of Egypt against 
Jerusalem, and he took away the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the treasures 
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of the king's house: every thing did he take away; and he took away the shields of gold 
which Solomon had made. 1° And king Rehobo'am made in their stead shields of copper, 
and committed them for keeping into the hand of the chiefs of the runners, who kept 
guard at the door of the king's house. 11 And it happened whenever the king went into 


the house of the Lord, that the runners came and bore them, and carried them back into 
the apartment of the runners. 12 And when he had humbled himself, the wrath of the 


Lord turned from him, so that he destroyed him not to make an end [of him]: and also 
in Judah were some good things [found]. 13 And king Rehobo'am strengthened himself 
in Jerusalem, and reigned; for Rehobo'am was one and forty years old when he became 
king, and seventeen years did he reign in Jerusalem, the city which the Lord had chosen 
out of all the tribes of Israel, to put his name there. And his mother's name was Na'amah 


the 'Ammonitess. 14 And he did the evil; because he directed not his heart to seek the 
Lord. 15 And the acts of Rehobo'am, the first and the last, behold, they are written in the 


history of Shem'ayah the prophet, and of 'Iddo, the seer concerning the genealogies. 
And the wars of Rehobo'am and Jerobo'am [lasted] all the days. 16 And Rehobo'am slept 
with his fathers, and was buried in the city of David: and Abiyah his son became king in 
his stead. 


13 


1 In the eighteenth year of king Jerobo'am became Abiyah king over Judah. 2 Three 
years he reigned in Jerusalem: and his mother's name was Michayahu the daughter of 
Uriel of Gib'ah. And there was war between Abiyah and Jerobo'am. 3 And Abiyah joined 
the battle with an army of valiant men of war, even of four hundred thousand chosen 
men: Jerobo'am also set the battle in array against him with eight hundred thousand 
chosen men, being mighty men of valor. 4 And Abiyah stood up above mount Zemarayim, 
which is in the mountain of Ephraim, and said, Hear me, O Jerobo'am, and all Israel; 
5 Ought ye not to know that the Lord the God of Israel hath given the kingdom over Israel 
to David for eternity, yea, to him and to his sons by a covenant of salts? © But there rose 
up Jerobo'am the son of Nebat, the servant of Solomon the son of David, and rebelled 
against his lord. 7 And there were gathered unto him idle men, worthless persons, 
and put themselves in violent resistance against Rehobo'am the son of Solomon: while 
Rehobo'am was young and tender hearted, and could not sustain himself before them. 
8 And now ye think to sustain yourselves before the kingdom of the Lord in the hand of 
the sons of David; and ye are a great multitude; and with you are golden calves, which 
Jerobo'am hath made for you as gods. ? Have ye not cast out the priests of the Lord, the 
sons of Aaron, and the Levites, and have made yourselves priests like the people of the 
[various] lands? so that whosoever cometh to consecrate himself with a young bullock 
and seven rams can become a priest to things that are no gods? 1° But as for us, the Lord 
is our God, and we have not forsaken him; and the priests, who minister unto the Lord, 
are the sons of Aaron; and the Levites are at their [appointed] work; 11 And they burn 
unto the Lord burnt-offerings every morning and every evening and incense of sweet 
spices; and the rows of the show-bread [do they place] upon the pure table; and there is 
the candlestick of gold with its lamps, to light the same every evening; for we keep the 
charge of the Lord our God, while ye have truly forsaken him. 12 And, behold, with us 
at our head, is the [true] God, with his priests with trumpets for blowing the alarm, to 
sound an alarm against you. O children of Israel, do not fight against the Lord the God of 
your fathers; for ye will not prosper. 13 But Jerobo'am caused an ambush to come around 
behind them: so they themselves were before Judah, and the ambush was behind them. 
14 And when Judah turned round, behold, they had the battle before and behind: and 
they cried unto the Lord, and the priests blew with the trumpets. 15 And then gave the 
men of Judah a shout: and it came to pass, as the men of Judah shouted, that God struck 
down Jerobo'am and all Israel before Abiyah and Judah. 16 And the children of Israel 
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fled from before Judah, and God gave them up into their hand. 17 And Abiyah and his 
people smote them with a great defeat, and there fell down slain of Israel five hundred 


thousand chosen men. 18 Thus were the children of Israel humbled at that time: and 
the children of Judah became powerful, because they relied upon the Lord the God of 


their fathers. 19 And Abiyah made pursuit after Jerobo'am, and captured cities from him, 
Bethel with its villages, and Jeshanah with its villages, and 'Ephrayin with its villages. 
20 And Jerobo'am did not recover strength again in the days of Abiyahu: and the Lord 
struck him, and he died. 21 But Abiyahu became strong, and he took himself fourteen 
wives, and begat twenty and two sons, and sixteen daughters. 22 And the rest of the acts 
of Abiyah, and his ways, and his speeches, are written in the writing of the prophet 'Iddo. 


14 

1 (13:23) And Abiyah slept with his fathers, and they buried him in the city of David: 
and Assa his son became king in his stead. In his days the land had repose ten years. 
2 (14:1) And Assa did what is good and right in the eyes of the Lord his God. 3 (14:2) 
And he removed the altars of the strange [gods], and the high-places, and broke up the 
statues, and cut down the groves; 4 (14:3) And he ordered Judah to seek the Lord the God 
of their fathers, and to execute the law and the commandment. 5 (14:4) Also he removed 
out of all the cities of Judah the high-places and the sun-images: and the kingdom had 
repose before him. ° (14:5) And he built fortified cities in Judah; for the land had repose, 
and no one had war with him in those years; because the Lord had given him rest. 7 (14:6) 
Therefore he said unto Judah, Let us build these cities, and surround them with walls, 
and towers, gates, and bars: the land is yet before us; because we have sought the Lord 
our God,—we have sought him, and he hath given us rest on every side. So they built 
and prospered. 8 (14:7) And Assa had an army that bore targets and spears, out of Judah 
three hundred thousand; and out of Benjamin, that bore shields and drew the bow, two 
hundred and eighty thousand: all these were mighty men of valor. 9 (14:8) And there 
came out against them Zerach the Ethiopian with an army of a thousand times thousand, 
and three hundred chariots; and he came as far as Mareshah. 1° (14:9) Then went Assa 
out against him, and they set themselves in battle-array in the valley of Zephathah near 
Mareshah. © (14:10) And Assa called unto the Lord his God, and said, Lord, nothing 
can hinder thee to help, whether it be the mighty, or those that have no power: help 
us, O Lord our God; for on thee do we rely, and in thy name are we come against this 
multitude. O Lord, thou art our God! no mortal can place a restraint against thee. 
12 (14:11) Thereupon did the Lord strike down the Ethiopians before Assa, and before 
Judah: and the Ethiopians fled. 13 (14:12) And Assa and the people that were with him 
pursued them as far as Gerar: and there fell of the Ethiopians [so many], that they could 
not recover themselves; for they were broken down before the Lord, and before his camp; 
and they carried away exceedingly much booty. 1 (14:13) And they smote all the cities 
round about Gerar; for the dread of the Lord was upon them: and they plundered all 
the cities; for abundant spoil was in them. 15 (14:14) And also the tents of [the owners 
of] cattle did they smite, and they carried away sheep in abundance, and camels, and 
returned to Jerusalem. 


dite: 

1 Andas for 'Azaryahu the son of 'Oded—on him came the spirit of God; 2 And he went 
out to meet Assa, and said unto him, Hear me, O Assa, and all Judah and Benjamin, The 
Lord is with you, while ye remain with him; and if ye seek him, he will let himself be 
found by you; but if ye forsake him, he will forsake you. 3 And many days [had elapsed] 
for Israel, [they being] without the true God, and without a teaching priest, and without 
law. 4 But they returned when they were in distress unto the Lord, the God of Israel, and 
they sought him, and he let himself be found by them. ° And in those times there was 
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no peace to him that went out, and to him that came in; but there were great confusions 
among all the inhabitants of the countries. © And nation was dashed to pieces against 
nation, and city against city; for God did confound them with all kind of distress. 7 But 
as for you, be ye strong, and let not your hands be weak; for there is a reward for your 
doing. 8 And when Assa heard these words, and the prophecy of 'Oded the prophet, he 
was strengthened, and he put away the abominable idols out of all the land of Judah and 
Benjamin, and out of the cities which he had captured from the mountain of Ephraim; 
and he renewed the altar of the Lord, that was before the porch of the Lord. 9 And he 
assembled all Judah and Benjamin, and those that sojourned with them out of Ephraim 
and Menasseh, and out of Simeon; for they had joined him out of Israel in abundance, 
when they saw that the Lord his God was with him. 1° And so they assembled themselves 
at Jerusalem in the third month, in the fifteenth year of the reign of Assa. ! And they 
sacrificed unto the Lord on the same day, of the booty which they had brought, seven 
hundred oxen and seven thousand sheep. !? And they entered into the covenant to seek 


the Lord the God of their fathers with all their heart and with all their soul; 3 So that 
whosoever would not seek the Lord the God of Israel should be put to death, from the 


small even up to the great, whether it be man or woman. 4 And they swore unto the 
Lord with a loud voice, and with [joyful] shouting, and with trumpets, and with cornets. 
15 And all Judah rejoiced because of the oath; for with all their heart had they sworn, and 
with their whole desire did they seek him, and he let himself be found by them: and the 
Lord gave them rest on every side. 16 And also concerning Ma'achah the mother of king 
Assa, he removed her from being queen, because she had made a scandalous image for 
the grove; and Assa cut down her scandalous image, and had it ground up, and burnt it 
by the brook Kidron. 1” But the high-places were not removed out of Israel; nevertheless 
the heart of Assa was entire all his days. 18 And be brought the things which his father 
had sanctified, and his own sanctified things, into the house of God,—silver, and gold, 
and vessels. 19 And there was no war until the five-and-thirtieth year of the reign of Assa. 


16 


1 In the six-and-thirtieth year of the reign of Assa, came up Ba'sha the king of Israel 
against Judah, and built Kamah, in order not to suffer any one to go out or come in to 
Assa the king of Judah. 2 Then did Assa bring out silver and gold out of the treasuries of 
the house of the Lord and of the king's house, and sent [them] to Ben-hadad the king of 
Syria, who dwelt at Damascus, saying, 3 A covenant is between me and thee, as between 
my father and thy father: behold, I have sent unto thee silver and gold; go, break thy 
covenant with Ba'sha the king of Israel, that he may withdraw from me. 4 And Ben-hadad 
hearkened unto king Assa, and sent the captains of the armies that he had against the 
cities of Israel, and they smote 'Iyon, and Dan, and Abel-mayim, and all the treasure- 
cities of Naphtali. 5 And it came to pass, when Ba'sha heard this, that he left off the 
building of Ramah, and stopped his work. © And king Assa took then all Judah; and they 
carried away the stones of Ramah, and its timber, wherewith Ba'sha had built; and he 
built therewith Geba' and Mizpah. 7 And at that time came Chanani the seer to Assa the 
king of Judah, and said unto him, Because thou hast relied on the king of Syria, and hast 
not relied on the Lord thy God: therefore is the army of the king of Syria escaped out of 
thy hands. 8 Were not the Ethiopians and the Lubim a numerous army, with chariots and 
horsemen in great abundance? yet, because thou didst rely on the Lord, he gave them up 
into thy hand. ? For as regardeth the Lord, his eyes roam throughout the whole earth, to 
hold strongly with those whose heart is entire toward him: thou hast done foolishly for 
this reason; because from this time forth there will be wars with thee. 1° Then became 
Assa incensed toward the seer, and put him in a prison-house; for he was in a rage with 
him because of this. And Assa oppressed some of the people at the same time. ! And, 
behold, the acts of Assa, the first and the last, lo, they are written in the book of the kings 
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of Judah and Israel. 12 And Assa became sick in the thirty-and-ninth year of his reign in 
his feet, his disease being exceedingly severe: yet even in his disease he sought not to 
the Lord, but [applied] to the physicians. 13 And Assa slept with his fathers, and died in 
the one-and-fortieth year of his reign. 14 And they buried him in his own sepulchres, 
which he had dug for himself in the city of David, and they laid him in the couch which 
was filled with sweet odors and divers kinds of spices mixed by the apothecary's art; and 
they made for him a burning uncommonly great. 


17 

1 And Jehoshaphat his son became king in his stead, and strengthened himself against 
Israel. 2 And he placed forces in all the fortified cities of Judah, and placed garrisons in 
the land of Judah, and in the cities of Ephraim, which Assa his father had captured. 3? And 
the Lord was with Jehoshaphat; because he walked in the first ways of David his father, 
and sought not after the Be'alim; 4 On the contrary, after the God of his father did he seek, 
and in his commandments did he walk, but not after the doings of Israel. > Therefore did 
the Lord establish the kingdom in his hand; and all Judah gave presents to Jehoshaphat; 
and he had riches and honor in abundance. And his heart raised itself up in the ways of 
the Lord, and he removed moreover the high-places and groves out of Judah. 7 And in the 
third year of his reign he sent his princes, even Ben-chayil, and ‘Obadiah, and Zechariah, 
and Nethanel, and Michayahu, to teach in the cities of Judah. § And with them were the 
Levites, Shema'yahu, and Nethanyahu, and Zebadyahu, and 'Assahel, and Shemiramoth, 
and Jehonathan, and Adoniyahu, and Tobiyahu, and Tobadoniyah, the Levites; and with 
them Elishama' and Jehoram, the priests. 9 And they taught in Judah, and with them was 
the book of the law of the Lord, and they moved about through all the cities of Judah, and 
taught the people. 1° And the dread of the Lord was upon all the kingdoms of the lands 
that were round about Judah, so that they made no war with Jehoshaphat. 11 Also from 
the Philistines did people bring unto Jehoshaphat presents and silver, as tribute: also 
the Arabians brought him small cattle, rams seven thousand and seven hundred, and 
he-goats seven thousand and seven hundred. 12 And Jehoshaphat went on becoming 
exceedingly great, and he built in Judah castles and treasure-cities. 13 And he had great 
works in the cities of Judah, and men of war, mighty in valor, in Jerusalem. 14 And 
these are their numbers according to their family divisions: Of Judah, of the captains 
of the thousands was 'Adnah the chief, and with him were mighty men of valor, three 
hundred thousand. 15 And next to him was Jehochanan the chief, and with him were two 
hundred and eighty thousand. 1° And next to him was 'Amassyah the son of Zichri, who 
voluntarily offered himself unto the Lord; and with him were two hundred thousand 
mighty men of valor. 17 And of Benjamin, the mighty valiant Elyada', and with him were 
those armed with bow and shield two hundred thousand. 18 And next him was Jehozabad, 
and with him were one hundred and eighty thousand ready armed for the host. 19 These 
were those that ministered to the king, besides those whom the king had placed in the 
fortified cities throughout all Judah. 


18 

1 And Jehoshaphat had riches and honor in abundance, and he intermarried with 
Achab. 2 And he went down after [some] years to Achab to Samaria. And Achab killed for 
him sheep and oxen in abundance, and for the people that were with him, and persuaded 
him to go up to Ramoth-gil'ad. 3 Then said Achab the king of Israel unto Jehoshaphat 
the king of Judah, Wilt thou go with me against Ramoth-gil'ad! And he said to him, I 
[will be] like thee, and my people [shall be] as thy people; and we will be with thee in the 
battle. 4 And Jehoshaphat said unto the king of Israel, Inquire, I pray thee, today [first] of 
the word of the Lord. > Then did the king of Israel assemble the prophets, four hundred 
men, and said unto them, Shall we go to Ramoth-gil'ad to battle, or shall I forbear? And 
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they said, Go up, and God will deliver [it] into the hand of the king. 6 And Jehoshaphat 
said, Is there not here a prophet of the Eternal besides, that we might inquire of him? 
7 And the king of Israel said unto Jehoshaphat, There is yet one man, by whom we may 
inquire of the Lord; but I hate him; for he never prophesieth any good concerning me, 
but at all times evil: it is Michayhu the son of Yimla. And Jehoshaphat said, Let not the 
king say so. 8 Then called the king of Israel a certain court-officer, and said, “Hasten 
hither Michayhu the son of Yimla.” 9 And the king of Israel and Jehoshaphat the king of 
Judah were sitting each on his throne, dressed in their royal garments, and they were 
sitting in a threshing-floor at the entrance of the gate of Samaria: and all the prophets 
prophesied before them. 1° And Zedekiah the son of Kena'anah had made himself horns 
of iron; and he said, Thus hath said the Lord, With these shalt thou push the Syrians 
until thou have made an end of them. !! And all the prophets prophesied so, saying, Go 
up against Ramoth-gil'ad, and prosper, and the Lord will deliver it into the king's hand. 
12 And the messenger that went to call Michayhu spoke to him, saying, Behold, the words 
of the prophets are with one voice good for the king: so do let thy word, I pray thee, be 
like [that of] any one of them, and speak something good. 13 And Michayhu said, As the 
Lord liveth, truly what my God may say, that will I speak. 14 And when he was come to 
the king, the king said unto him, Michah, shall we go to Ramoth-gil'ad to battle, or shall 
I forbear? And he said, Go ye up, and prosper, and may they be delivered into your hand. 
15 And the king said to him, How many times yet must I adjure thee that thou shalt not 
speak to me any thing but the truth in the name of the Lord? 16 Then said he, I saw all 
Israel scattered over the mountains, as flocks that have not a shepherd: and the Lord 
said, These have no master; let them return every man to his house in peace. !7 And the 
king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, Did I not say unto thee that he would not prophesy 
concerning me any good, but [only] for evil? 18 And he said, Therefore hear ye the word 
of the Lord: I saw the Lord sitting on his throne, and all the host of heaven standing on his 
right and his left. 19 And the Lord said, Who will persuade Achab the king of Israel, that 
he may go up and fall at Ramoth-gil'ad? And one said—one saying after this manner, and 
another saying after that manner. 2° Then came there forth a spirit, and placed himself 
before the Lord, and said, I will persuade him. And the Lord said unto him, Wherewith? 
21 And he said, I will go forth, and I will become a lying spirit in the mouth of all his 
prophets. And he said, Thou wilt persuade him, and also prevail: go forth, and do so. 
22 And now, behold, the Lord hath put a lying spirit in the mouth of these thy prophets: 
but the Lord hath spoken evil concerning thee. 23 And Zedekiah the son of Kena'anah 
went near, and struck Michayhu on the cheek, and said, Which is the way the Spirit of 
the Lord passed away from me to speak with thee? 24 And Michayhu said, Behold, thou 
shalt see it on that day when thou shalt go into the innermost chamber to hide thyself. 
25 And the king of Israel said, Take ye Michayhu, and carry him back unto Amon the 
governor of the city, and to Joash the king's son; 26 And say ye, Thus hath said the king, 
Put this man in the prison, and feed him with sparing bread and with sparing water, until 
I return in peace. 2” And Michayhu said, If thou return at all in peace, then hath the Lord 
not spoken through me. And he said, Hear it, O all ye nations! 28 And the king of Israel 
went up with Jehoshaphat the king of Judah to Ramoth-gil'ad. 29 And the king of Israel 
said unto Jehoshaphat, I will disguise myself, and enter into the battle; but do thou put 
on thy royal garments. And the king of Israel disguised himself, and they went into the 
battle. 3° And the king of Syria had commanded the captains of the chariots that he had, 
saying, Fight ye not with the small or with the great, save only with the king of Israel 
alone. 3! And it came to pass, when the captains of the chariots saw Jehoshaphat, that 
they said, This is the king of Israel. And they encompassed him to fight; and Jehoshaphat 
cried out, and the Lord helped him; and God induced them to go away from him. 32 And 
it came to pass, when the captains of the chariots perceived that it was not the king of 
Israel, that they turned back from following him. 33 But a certain man drew his bow at 
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a venture, and struck the king of Israel between the joints and the armor: wherefore he 
said to the chariot-driver, Turn about, and carry me out of the camp; for I am wounded. 
34 And the battle increased on that day: and the king of Israel stayed [himself] up in the 
chariot against the Syrians until the evening, and he died at the time of the sun's going 
down. 


19 
1 And Jehoshaphat the king of Judah returned to his house in peace, to Jerusalem. 
2 And there came out to meet him Jehu the son of Chanani the seer, and said to king 
Jehoshaphat, Shouldst thou help the wicked, and love those that hate the Lord? and 


because of this there is wrath over thee from before the Lord. 3 Nevertheless there are 
good things found on thee; because thou hast removed the Asheroth out of the land, and 


hast directed thy heart firmly to seek God. 4 And Jehoshaphat remained at Jerusalem; 
but he went out again through the people from Beer-sheba' as far as the mountain of 
Ephraim, and caused them to return unto the Lord the God of their fathers. 5 And he 
appointed judges in the land in all the fortified cities of Judah, in city by city. © And he 
said to the judges, Look [well] at what ye are doing; because not for man are ye to judge, 
but for the Lord, who is with you in pronouncing judgment. 7 And now let the dread of 
the Lord be upon you: take heed and act; for with the Lord our God there is no injustice, 
nor respect for persons, nor taking of bribes. ® But also in Jerusalem did Jehoshaphat 
appoint some of the Levites, and the priests, and of the chiefs of the family divisions 
of Israel, for the [giving of] the judgment of the Lord, and for controversies, when they 
returned to Jerusalem. ? And he charged on them, saying, Thus shall ye do in the fear of 
the Lord, in faithfulness, and with an undivided heart. 1° And whatsoever controversy 
may come to you from your brethren that dwell in their cities, between blood and blood, 
between law and commandment, statutes and ordinances, ye shall truly warn them that 
they incur not guilt against the Lord, and so there come wrath over you, and over your 
brethren: so must ye do, and ye will not incur guilt. 11 And, behold, Amaryahu the chief 
priest is over you for every matter of the Lord; and Zebadyahu the son of Yishma'el, the 
ruler for the house of Judah, for every matter of the king; and the Levites are officers 
before you. Be strong and act, and may the Lord be with the good. 


20 

1 And it came to pass after this, that the children of Moab, and the children of 'Ammon, 
and with them some of the 'Ammonim, came against Jehoshaphat to battle. 2 And there 
came some and told unto Jehoshaphat, saying, There is coming against thee a great 
multitude from beyond the sea, from Syria; and, behold, they are in Chazazon-thamar, 
which is 'En-gedi. 3 Then became Jehoshaphat afraid, and he directed his face to seek 
the Lord; and he proclaimed a fast over all Judah. 4 And [the people of] Judah gathered 
themselves together, to ask [help] of the Lord: also out of all the cities of Judah did they 
come to seek the Lord. 5 And Jehoshaphat stood forward in the assembly of Judah and 
Jerusalem, in the house of the Lord, before the new court. © And he said, O Lord, the God 
of our fathers, thou art God in the heavens, and thou rulest over all the kingdoms of the 
nations; and in thy hand are the power and might, and there is none that can withstand 


thee. 7 Behold, it is thou, O our God, who hast driven out the inhabitants of this land 
from before thy people Israel; and thou gavest it to the seed of Abraham thy friend to 


eternity. 8 And they have dwelt therein, and have built for thee therein a sanctuary for 
thy name, saying, 9 If there should come over us any evil, the sword, punishment, or 
pestilence, or famine, [then] will we stand before this house, and in thy presence, for 
thy name is in this house, and we will cry unto thee out of our distress, and thou wilt 
hear and help. !° And now, behold, the children of 'Ammon and Moab and mount Se'ir, 
against whom thou wouldst not suffer Israel to come, when they came out of the land of 
Egypt, but they turned aside from them, and destroyed them not:— 11 And behold, they 
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recompense us, by coming to drive us out of thy inheritance, which thou hast given us to 
possess. 120 our God, wilt thou not execute justice on them? for there is no power in us 
against this great multitude that is coming against us; and we indeed know not what we 
are to do: but upon thee are our eyes [directed]. 13 And all Judah were standing before 
the Lord, also their little ones, their wives, and their sons. 14 And upon Jachaziel the son 
of Zecharyahu, the son of Benayah, the son of Je'iel, the son of Matthanyah, the Levite, 
of the sons of Assaph, came the spirit of the Lord in the midst of the assembly; 15 And he 
said, Listen ye, all Judah, and ye inhabitants of Jerusalem, and thou king Jehoshaphat, 
Thus hath said the Lord unto you, Be ye not afraid and be not dismayed because of this 
great multitude; for not unto you belongeth the battle, but unto God. 16 Tomorrow go 
ye down against them behold, they come up by the ascent of Ziz; and ye will find them 
at the end of the valley, in front of the wilderness of Jeruel. 17 Ye shall not need to fight 
in this place: stand firmly, stand still, and see the salvation of the Lord with you, O 
Judah and Jerusalem: fear not, and be not dismayed; tomorrow go out to meet them, 
and the Lord will be with you. 18 And Jehoshaphat bowed his head with his face to the 
ground: and all Judah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem fell down before the Lord, to 
prostrate themselves unto the Lord. 19 And then arose the Levites, of the children of 
the Kehathites, and of the children of the Korehites, to praise the Lord the God of Israel 
witha very loud voice. 2° And they rose up early in the morning, and went forth into the 
wilderness of Thekoa': and as they went forth, Jehoshaphat stood forward and said, Hear 
me, O Judah, and ye inhabitants of Jerusalem; believe in the Lord your God, and ye will 
have permanence; believe his prophets, and ye will prosper. 21 And he consulted with his 
people, and he appointed singers unto the Lord, and those that should praise in the holy 
ornaments, as they went out before the armed array, and said, Give thanks unto the Lord; 
for unto everlasting endureth his kindness. 2? And at the time when they began with the 
song and the praise, the Lord set an ambush against the children of 'Ammon, Moab, and 
mount Se'ir, who were come against Judah, and they were smitten. 23 And the children of 
‘Ammon and Moab stood up against the inhabitants of mount Se'ir, utterly to annihilate 
and to destroy them; and when they had made an end of the inhabitants of Se'ir, they 
helped to destroy one another. 24 And when Judah came toward the watchtower in the 
wilderness, they looked toward the multitude, and, behold, they were dead bodies fallen 
to the earth, and none had escaped. 25 And then came Jehoshaphat and his people to 
plunder their booty, and they found among them in abundance both riches and dead 
bodies, and costly vessels, which they stript off for themselves, more than they could 
carry away: and they were three days in plundering the booty, for it was so much. 26 And 
on the fourth day they assembled themselves in the valley of Berachah; for there they 
blessed the Lord: therefore did they call the name of this place, The valley of Berachah 
[[Blessing]], until this day. 27 Then returned all the men of Judah and Jerusalem, and 
Jehoshaphat at their head, to return to Jerusalem with joy; for the Lord had caused them 
to rejoice over their enemies. 28 And they came to Jerusalem with psalteries and with 
harps and with trumpets unto the house of the Lord. 29 And a dread from God was on all 
the kingdoms of [those] countries, when they heard that the Lord had fought with the 
enemies of Israel. 3° So the kingdom of Jehoshaphat had repose, and his God gave him 
rest all round about. 31 And [so] did Jehoshaphat reign over Judah; thirty and five years 
old was he when he became king, and twenty and five years did he reign in Jerusalem. 
And his mother's name was 'Azubah the daughter of Shilchi. 32 And he walked in the 
way of his father Assa, and turned not aside from it, doing what is right in the eyes of 
the Lord. 33 Nevertheless the high-places were not removed; for the people had not yet 
directed their heart firmly unto the God of their fathers. 34 And the rest of the acts of 
Jehoshaphat, the first and the last, behold, they are written in the history of Jehu the 
son of Chanani, which was entered into the book of the kings of Israel. 35 And after this 
did Jehoshaphat the king of Judah connect himself with Achazyah the king of Israel, the 
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same who acted very wickedly; 36 And he connected himself with him to make ships to 
go to Tharshish: and they made ships in 'Ezyon-geber. 37 Then prophesied Eli'ezer the 
son of Dodavahu of Mareshah against Jehoshaphat, saying, Because thou hast connected 
thyself with Achazyahu, the Lord hath broken down thy works. And the ships were 
wrecked, so that they were not able to go to Tharshish. 


21 

1 And Jehoshaphat slept with his fathers, and was buried with his fathers in the city 
of David. And Jehoram his son became king in his stead. 2 And he had brothers the sons 
of Jehoshaphat: 'Azaryah, and Jechiel, and Zecharyahu, and 'Azaryahu, and Michael, 
and Shephatyahu, all these being sons of Jehoshaphat the king of Israel. 3 And their 
father gave them many gifts [consisting] of silver, and of gold, and of precious things, 
with fortified cities in Judah; but the kingdom gave he to Jehoram; because he was the 
first-born. 4Now when Jehoram was risen up over the kingdom of his father, and had 
strengthened himself, he slew all his brothers with the sword, and also some of the 
princes of Israel. 5 Thirty and two years was Jehoram old when he became king, and 
eight years did he reign in Jerusalem. © And he walked in the way of the kings of Israel, 
as had done the house of Achab; for the daughter of Achab had he for wife: and he did 
what is evil in the eyes of the Lord. 7 Yet would the Lord not destroy the house of David, 
on account of the covenant which he had made with David, and as he had said to give to 
him a government and to his sons at all times. § In his days Edom revolted from under 
the power of Judah, and they appointed a king over themselves. 9 Then did Jehoram 
go over with his princes, and all the chariots were with him; and he rose up by night, 
and smote the Edomites who compassed him about, and the captains of the chariots. 
10 Yet Edom revolted from under the power of Judah even until this day: then did Libnah 
revolt at the same time from under his power; because he had forsaken the Lord the God 
of his fathers. 11 He also made high-places in the mountains of Judah, and caused the 
inhabitants of Jerusalem to go astray, and misled Judah. 12 And there came unto him a 
writing from Elijah the prophet, saying, Thus hath said the Lord the God of David thy 
father, Inasmuch as thou hast not walked in the ways of Jehoshaphat thy father, and in 
the ways of Assa the king of Judah, 13 But hast walked in the way of the kings of Israel, 
and hast caused Judah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem to go astray, as the house of 
Achab hath caused [others] to go astray, and hast also slain thy brothers of thy father's 
house, who were better than thyself: 14 Behold, the Lord will inflict a great plague on 
thy people, and on thy children, and on thy wives, and on all thy possessions; 5 And 
thou shalt be [afflicted] with great diseases by a disease of thy bowels, until thy bowels 
pass out [from thee] by reason of the disease days upon days. 1¢ And the Lord stirred 
up against Jehoram the spirit of the Philistines, and of the Arabians, that are alongside 
of the Cushim: 17 And they went up against Judah, and made an incursion into it, and 
carried away all the substance that was found in the king's house, and also his sons, and 
his wives; and there was not left unto him any son, save Jehoachaz, the youngest of his 
sons. 18 And after all this did the Lord afflict him in his bowels with a disease which 
was incurable. 19 And it came to pass, from days to days, and when the [fixed] time was 
expired, after two years, that his bowels passed out [from him] by reason of his disease: 
so he died of evil diseases. And his people made no burning for him, like the burning 
for his fathers. 2° Thirty and two years old was he when he became king, and eight years 
did he reign in Jerusalem, and departed without joy: and they buried him in the city of 
David, but not in the sepulchres of the kings. 


Z2 


1 And the inhabitants of Jerusalem made Achazyahu his youngest son king in his stead; 
for the predatory band that was come with the Arabians to the camp had slain all the 


1970 XRN 


2 Chronicles 22:2 795 2 Chronicles 23:10 


eldest. So became Achazyahu, the son of Jehoram the king of Judah, king. 2 Forty and two 
years old was Achazyahu when he became king, and one year did he reign in Jerusalem: 
and his mother's name was Athalyahu the [grand-]daughter of 'Omri. 3 Also he walked in 
the ways of the house of Achab; for his mother was his counsellor to act wickedly. 4 And 
he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord like the house of Achab; for these were his 


counsellors after the death of his father to his destruction. 5 He walked also after their 
counsel, and went with Jehoram the son of Achab the king of Israel to war against Chazael 


the king of Syria at Ramoth-gil'ad: and the Syrians smote Joram. © And he returned 
to be healed in Yizre'el because of the wounds which had been given him at Ramah, 
when he fought with Chazael the king of Syria. And 'Azaryahu the son of Jehoram the 
king of Judah went down to see Jehoram the son of Achab at Yizre'el, because he was 
sick. 7 But from God was the confusion of Achazyahu that he should come to Joram: and 
when he was come, he went out with Jehoram against Jehu the son of Nimshi, whom 
the Lord had anointed to cut off the house of Achab. 8 And it came to pass, when Jehu 
was executing judgment on the house of Achab, that he found the princes of Judah, and 
the sons of the brothers of Achazyahu, that ministered to Achazyahu, and he slew them. 
9 And he sought Achazyahu, and they caught him while he was hiding himself in Samaria, 
and they brought him to Jehu, and they slew him, and buried him; because they said, 
He is son of Jehoshaphat, who sought the Lord with all his heart. And there was none 
of the house of Achazyahu who had sufficient power [to obtain] the kingdom. !° And 
when 'Athalyahu the mother of Achazyahu saw that her son was dead, she arose and 
exterminated all the royal seed of the house of Judah. !! But Yehoshab'ath, the daughter 
of the king, took Joash the son of Achazyahu, and stole him away from the midst of the 
king's sons that were slain, and put him and his nurse into the bed-chamber. So did 
Yehoshab'ath, the daughter of king Jehoram, the wife of Yehoyada' the priest,—for she 
was the sister of Achazyahu,—hide him from 'Athalyahu, so that she slew him not. !4 And 
he was with them in the house of God hidden six years, while 'Athalyah was reigning over 


the land. 


23 


1 And in the seventh year Yehoyada' strengthened himself, and took the captains of 
the hundreds, 'Azaryah the son of Jerocham and Yishma'el the son of Jehochanan, and 
'Azaryahu the son of 'Obed, and Ma'asseyahu the son of 'Adayahu, and Elishaphat the 
son of Zichri, with him into a covenant. 2 And they moved about in Judah, and gathered 
the Levites together out of all the cities of Judah, and the heads of the families of Israel; 
and they came to Jerusalem. 3 And all the congregation made a covenant in the house 
of God with the king. And he said unto them, Behold, the king's son shall be king, as 
the Lord hath spoken concerning the sons of David. 4 This is the thing that ye shall 
do, A third part of you that enter in on the sabbath, of the priests and of the Levites, 
shall be gatekeepers at the thresholds; 5 And a third part shall be at the king's house; 
and a third part at the foundation-gate; and all the people shall be in the courts of the 
house of the Lord. © But let none come into the house of the Lord, save the priests, and 
they that minister of the Levites: they shall enter, for they are holy; but all the people 
shall keep the charge of the Lord. 7 And the Levites shall encompass the king round 
about, every man with his weapons in his hand: and he who cometh into the house shall 
be put to death; and be ye with the king when he cometh in, and when he goeth out. 
8 And the Levites and all Judah did in accordance with all that Yehoyada' the priest had 
commanded, and they took every man his men that came in on the sabbath, with those 
that were to be relieved on the sabbath; for Yehoyada' the priest had not dismissed the 
divisions. 9 And Yehoyada' the priest gave to the captains of the hundreds the spears, and 
the shields, and the quivers, that belonged to king David, which were in the house of God. 
10 And he placed all the people, every man having his weapon in his hand, from the right 
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side of the house to the left side of the house, along by the altar and the temple, all round 
about the king, !1 Then did they bring forth the king's son, and put upon him the crown, 
and [gave him] the testimony, and they made him king. And Yehoyada' and his sons 
anointed him, and said, Long live the king. 12 And when 'Athalyah heard the noise of the 
people running and praising the king, she came to the people into the house of the Lord. 
13 And she looked, and behold, the king stood upon his stand at the entrance, and the 
princes and the trumpets were around the king; and all the people of the land rejoiced, 
and blew on trumpets; also the singers [were there] leading with instruments of music in 
the songs of praise; and 'Athalyah rent her clothes, and said, “Treason, treason.” !4 But 
Yehoyada' the priest ordered the captains of the hundreds, the commanders of the army, 
to go out, and said unto them, Lead her forth to within the ranges; and he that followeth 
her shall be put to death with the sword. For the priest had said, Ye shall not put her 
to death in the house of the Lord. 15 And they made way for her: and she went to the 
entrance of the horse-gate by the king's house, and they put her to death there. 16 And 
Yehoyada' made a covenant between him, and between all the people, and between the 
king, that they should be a people unto the Lord. 17 And then came all the people into the 
house of Ba'al, and pulled it down, and his altars and his images did they break in pieces, 
and Mathhan the priest of Ba'al they slew before the altars. 18 And Yehoyada' placed the 
supervision over the house of the Lord into the hand of the priests, the Levites, whom 
David had divided off over the house of the Lord, to offer the burnt-offerings of the Lord, 
as it is written in the law of Moses, with rejoicing and with singing, after the manner of 
David. 19 And he appointed the gatekeepers over the gates of the house of the Lord, 
that none unclean in any thing should enter therein. 2° And he took the captains of the 
hundreds, and the nobles, and the governors over the people, and all the people of the 
land, and he brought down the king from the house of the Lord, and they came through 
the midst of the upper gate into the king's house; and they caused the king to sit upon 
the throne of the kingdom. 21 And all the people of the land rejoiced, and the city was 
quiet; but 'Athalyahu they had slain with the sword. 


24 

1 Seven years old was Joash when he became king, and forty years did he reign in 
Jerusalem: and the name of his mother was Zibyah of Beer-sheba'. 2 And Joash did what 
is right in the eyes of the Lord, all the days of Yehoyada' the priest. 3 And Yehoyada' took 
for himself two wives, and he begat sons and daughters. 4 And it came to pass after this, 
that Yoash had it in his mind to renew the house of the Lord. > And he gathered together 
the priests and the Levites, and said to them, Go out unto the cities of Judah, and gather 
from all Israel money to repair the house of your God from year to year, and ye shall 
make haste in this matter. But the Levites made no haste. © Then called the king for 
Yehoyada' the chief, and said unto him, Why hast thou not required from the Levites to 
bring in out of Judah and out of Jerusalem the contribution [fixed by] Moses the servant 
of the Lord, and of the congregation of Israel, for the tabernacle of the testimony? ’ For 
the sons of the wicked 'Athalyahu have made breaches [in] the house of God; and also 
the holy things of the house of the Lord have they applied to the Be'alim. ® And at the 
king's order they made a chest, and placed it at the gate of the house of the Lord on the 
outside. ? And they made a proclamation through Judah and Jerusalem, to bring in to the 
Lord the contribution [fixed by] Moses the servant of God upon Israel in the wilderness. 
10 And all the princes and all the people rejoiced, and they brought it in, and cast it into 
the chest, until it was full. 11 Now it came to pass, that at what time the chest was brought 
unto the king's office by the hand of the Levites, and when they saw that there was much 
money, then came the king's scribe and the high-priest's officer and emptied the chest, 
and took it up, and brought it back to its place. Thus did they day by day, and gathered 
money in abundance. 12 And the king and Yehoyada' gave it to those who overlooked 
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the service of the house of the Lord, and these hired masons and carpenters to renew 
the house of the Lord, and also to the workers in iron and copper to repair the house of 
the Lord. 13 So the workmen wrought, and the work was restored through their means, 
and they replaced the house of God in its [former] state, and strengthened it. 14 And 
when they had completed it, they brought before the king and Yehoyada' the rest of the 
money, and they made of it vessels for the house of the Lord, the vessels of the service 
and for the sacrificing, and the spoons, and [other] vessels of gold and silver. And they 
offered burnt-offerings in the house of the Lord continually all the days of Yehoyada'. 
15 And Yehoyada' became old, and was full of days, and died: he was old one hundred 
and thirty years when he died. 16 And they buried him in the city of David among the 
kings; because he had done a good thing in Israel, and toward God, and his house. !” But 
after the death of Yehoyada' came the princes of Judah, and bowed themselves down to 
the king. Then did the king hearken unto them. 18 And they forsook the house of the 


Lord the God of their fathers, and served the Asherim and the idols: and there came 
wrath over Judah and Jerusalem for this their guiltiness. 19 And he sent prophets among 


them, to bring them back again unto the Lord; and they gave them warning; but they 
did not give ear. 2° And the spirit of God endued Zechariah the son of Yehoyada' the 
priest, and he stood up above the people, and he said unto them, Thus hath said the 
[true] God, Why transgress ye the commandments of the Lord? ye cannot prosper so; 
because [as] ye have forsaken the Lord, he hath also forsaken you. 21 And they conspired 
against him, and stoned him with stones at the command of the king in the court of the 
house of the Lord. 22 And king Joash did not remember the kindness which Yehoyada' 
his father had shown to him, but slew his son. And when he died, he said, The Lord will 
see [this], and require [my blood]. 23 And it came to pass at the expiration of the year, 
that the army of Syria came up against him: and they came to Judah and Jerusalem, and 
destroyed all the princes of the people from among the people, and all their spoil they 
sent off unto the king of Damascus. 24 Indeed with a small company of men did the army 
of Syria come; but the Lord delivered into their hand an army exceedingly numerous; 
because they had forsaken the Lord the God of their fathers. And on Joash they executed 
punishment. 2° And when these were gone away from him—for they left him [suffering] 
with great diseases—his own servants conspired against him because of the blood of the 
sons of Yehoyada' the priest, and slew him on his bed, and he died: and they buried 
him in the city of David, but they buried him not in the sepulchres of the kings. 2° And 
these are those that conspired against him; Zabad the son of Shim'ath the 'Ammonitess, 
and Yehozabad the son of Shimrith the Moabitess. 2”? Now concerning his sons, and the 
great prophecy concerning him, and the founding of the house of God, behold, they are 
written in the story of the book of the kings. And Amazyahu his son became king in his 
stead. 


25 


1 When twenty and five years old did Amazyahu become king, and twenty and nine 
years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Yeho'addan of Jerusalem. 
2 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, yet not with an entire heart. 3 And it 
came to pass, when the kingdom was firmly established to him, that he slew his servants 
that had killed the king his father. 4 But their children he put not to death; but [did] as 
it is written in the law in the book of Moses, that the Lord had commanded, saying, The 
fathers shall not die for the children, nor shall the children die for the fathers, but every 
man shall die for his own sin. 5 And Amazyahu gathered Judah together, and stationed 
them after the family divisions, after the captains over the thousands, and after the 
captains over the hundreds, of all Judah and Benjamin; and he numbered them from 
twenty years old and upward, and found them [to be] three hundred thousand chosen 
men, able to go forth to the army, that could handle spear and shield. ° He hired also out 
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of Israel one hundred thousand mighty men of valor for one hundred talents of silver. 
7But aman of God came unto him, saying, O king, let not the army of Israel go with thee; 
for the Lord is not with Israel, [with] all the children of Ephraim. 8 But if thou wilt go, 
[and be ever so] active [and] strong for the battle: God will cause thee to stumble before 
the enemy; for there is power with God to help, and to cause to stumble. 9 Then said 
Amazyahu to the man of God, But what is it to be done for the hundred talents which 
I have given to the band of Israel? And the man of God said, The Lord hath [enough in 
his power] to give thee much more than this. 1° Then did Amazyahu separate them, [to 
wit,] the band that was come to him out of Ephraim, that they might go to their place: 
wherefore their anger was greatly kindled against Judah, and they returned to their 
home in burning anger. !! And Amazyahu strengthened himself, and led forth his people, 
and went to the Valley of Salt, and smote of the children of Se'ir ten thousand [men]. 
12 And ten thousand did the children of Judah take captive alive, and brought them to 
the top of the rock, and cast them down from the top of the rock, so that they all were 
crushed. 13 But the men of the band whom Amazyahu had sent back, that they should 
not go with him to battle, spread themselves about in the cities of Judah, from Samaria 
even unto Beth-choron, and smote of them three thousand [persons], and plundered 
much spoil. 14 And it came to pass, after Amazyahu was come home from smiting the 
Edomites, that he brought the gods of the children of Se'ir, and set them up unto himself 
as gods, and before them he used to prostrate himself and unto them he used to burn 
incense. !5 Wherefore the anger of the Lord was kindled against Amazyahu, and he sent 
unto him a prophet, who said unto him, Why hast thou sought after the gods of the 
people, that have not delivered their own people out of thy hand? 1¢ And it came to 
pass, as he was speaking unto him, that he said unto him, Have we ever appointed thee 
as a counsellor to the king? forbear this: why shouldst thou be smitten? Then did the 
prophet forbear; and he said, I know that God hath resolved to destroy thee, because 
thou hast done this, and hast not hearkened unto my counsel. !” Then held Amazyahu 
the king of Judah a council, and sent to Joash, the son of Jehoachaz, the son of Jehu, the 
king of Israel, saying, Come, let us look one another in the face. 18 And Joash the king 
of Israel sent to Amazyahu the king of Judah, saying, The thorn-bush that was in the 
Lebanon sent to the cedar that was in the Lebanon, saying, Give thy daughter to my son 
for wife. And there passed along the wild beasts that were in the Lebanon, and trod down 
the thorn-bush. !° Thou hast thought, Lo, thou hast smitten Edom; and thy heart hath 
lifted thee up to acquire much glory: now stay in thy house; why wilt thou meddle with 
misfortune, that thou mayest fall, thou, and Judah with thee? 2° But Amazyahu would 
not hear; for it was [ordained] by God, in order to deliver them into the hand [of Joash]; 
because they had sought after the gods of Edom. 2! Thereupon did Joash the king of Israel 
go up: and they looked one another in the face, he and Amazyahu the king of Judah, at 
Beth-shemesh, which belongeth to Judah. 22 And Judah was defeated before Israel, and 
they fled every man to his tents. 23 And Joash the king of Israel caught Amazyahu the 
king of Judah, the son of Joash, the son of Jehoachaz, at Beth-shemesh; and he brought 
him to Jerusalem, and made a breach in the wall of Jerusalem, from the gate of Ephraim 
unto the corner-gate, four hundred cubits. 24 And [taking] all the gold and the silver, and 


all the vessels that were found in the house of God with 'Obed-edom, and the treasures 
of the king's house, and the children of the chiefs as hostages, he returned to Samaria. 


25 And Amazyahu the son of Joash the king of Judah lived after the death of Joash the 
son of Jehoachaz the king of Israel fifteen years. 26 And the rest of the acts of Amazyahu 
the first and the last, behold, they are fully written in the book of the kings of Judah 
and Israel. 2”? Now from the time that Amazyahu departed from following the Lord, they 
raised a conspiracy against him in Jerusalem: wherefore he fled to Lachish; but they sent 
after him to Lachish, and slew him there. 28 And they carried him on horses, and buried 
him with his fathers in the city of Judah. 
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26 

1 Andall the people of Judah took 'Uzziyahu, who was then sixteen years old, and made 
him king instead of his father Amazyahu. 2 He it was that built Eloth, and brought it back 
to Judah, after the king slept with his fathers. 3 Sixteen years old was 'Uzziyahu when 
he became king, and fifty and two years did he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's 
name was Yecholyah of Jerusalem. 4 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, 
in accordance with all that his father Amazyahu had done. 5 And he was [inclined] 
to seek God in the days of Zecharyahu, who had understanding in the visions of God; 
and during the time that he sought the Lord, God caused him to prosper. © And he 
went forth and made war against the Philistines, and he broke down the wall of Gath, 
and the wall of Jabneh, and the wall of Ashdod; and he built cities in [the country of] 
Ashdod, and among the Philistines. 7 And God helped him against the Philistines, and 
against the Arabians that dwelt in Gur-ba'al, and the Me'unim. 8 And the 'Ammonites 
gave presents to 'Uzziyahu: and his name extended even to the entrance of Egypt; for 
he became exceedingly strong. ° And 'Uzziyahu built towers in Jerusalem, above the 
corner-gate, and above the valley-gate, and at the angle, and made them strong. !° He 
built also towers in the desert, and hewed out many wells; for he had much cattle, both 
in the lowlands and in the plain; [also] husbandmen, and vintners in the mountains, 
and in Carmel; for he loved husbandry. !! Moreover 'Uzziyah had an army of fighting 
men, that went out to the host by bands, according to the number of those mustered 
of them through the hand of Je'iel the scribe and Ma'asseyahu the overseer, under the 
supervision of Chananyahu, one of the king's captains. !2The whole number of the chiefs 
of the family divisions of the mighty men of valor was two thousand and six hundred. 
13 And under their supervision was an efficient army, [of] three hundred thousand and 
seven thousand and five hundred, that made war with mighty power, to help the king 
against the enemy. ! And 'Uzziyahu prepared for them, for all the host, shields, and 
spears, and helmets, and coats of mail, and bows, and stones for slinging. !5 And he 
made in Jerusalem artificial contrivances, contrived by a skilful man, to be [stationed] 
on the towers and upon the ramparts, to shoot off arrows and great stones. And his name 
extended ever so far abroad; for he was marvelously assisted, till he became strong. 
16 But when he was strong, his heart was lifted up to his destruction; and he became 
unfaithful against the Lord his God, and went into the temple of the Lord to burn incense 
upon the altar of incense. 17 And there went in after him 'Azaryahu the priest, and with 
him were priests of the Lord, valiant men, [to the number of] eighty; 18 And they stood 
forward against king 'Uzziyahu, and they said unto him, It is not for thee, O 'Uzziyahu, to 
burn incense unto the Lord, but for the priests the sons of Aaron, who are consecrated to 
burn incense: go out of the sanctuary; for thou hast trespassed; and it will not be for thy 
honor from the Lord God. 19 But 'Uzziyahu became wroth, and in his hand was a censer 
to burn incense: and while he was wroth with the priests, the leprosy even broke out on 
his forehead before the priests in the house of the Lord, above the altar of the incense. 
20 And when 'Azaryahu the chief priest, with all the priests, turned about toward him, 
behold, he was leprous on his forehead, and they hurried him away from there: yea, he 
also made haste to go out, because the Lord had afflicted him. 21 And king 'Uzziyahu 
was a leper until the day of his death, and dwelt in the leper-house, as a leper; for he 
was excluded from the house of the Lord: and Jotham his son was over the king's house, 
[and] judged the people of the land. 22 And the rest of the acts of 'Uzziyahu, the first and 
the last, did Isaiah the prophet, the son of Amos write. 23 And 'Uzziyahu slept with his 
fathers, and they buried him with his fathers in the burial-field which belonged to the 
kings; for they said, He is a leper: and Jotham his son became king in his stead. 


27 


1 Twenty and five years old was Jotham when he became king, and sixteen years did 
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he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Yerushah, the daughter of Zadok. 
2 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, in accordance with all that his father 
'Uzziyahu had done: only he entered not into the temple of the Lord. But the people 
acted still corruptly. 3 He it was that built the upper gate of the house of the Lord, and 
on the wall of the hill-fort he built much. 4 Moreover he built cities in the mountain of 
Judah, and in the forests he built castles and towers. 5 And he likewise fought with the 
king of the sons of 'Ammon, and prevailed against them. And the children of 'Ammon 
gave him in that same year one hundred talents of silver, and ten thousand kors of wheat, 
and ten thousand of barley. So much did the children of 'Ammon pay unto him again, 
both in the second year, and in the third. © So Jotham became strong; because he directed 
his ways before the Lord his God. 7 And the rest of the acts of Jotham, and all his wars, 
and his ways, lo, they are written in the book of the kings of Israel and Judah. 8 Five 
and twenty years old was he when he became king, and sixteen years did he reign in 
Jerusalem. ° And Jotham slept with his fathers, and they buried him in the city of David: 
and Achaz his son became king in his stead. 


28 
1 Twenty years old was Achaz when he became king, and sixteen years did he reign in 
Jerusalem; and he did not what is right in the eyes of the Lord, like David his father; 2 But 
he walked in the ways of the kings of Israel, and made also molten images for the Be'alim. 
3 And he also burnt incense in the valley of the son of Hinnom, and burnt his sons in the 


fire, after the abominable acts of the nations that the Lord had driven out from before 
the children of Israel. 4 And he sacrificed and burnt incense on the high-places, and on 


the hills, and under every green tree. ° Wherefore the Lord his God gave him up into 
the hand of the king of Syria; and they defeated his people, and carried away a great 
multitude of them captives, and brought them to Damascus. And also into the hand of 
the king of Israel was he given up, and he defeated his people with a great slaughter. 
6 And Pekach the son of Remalyahu slew in Judah one hundred and twenty thousand 
in one day, all being valiant men; because they had forsaken the Lord, the God of their 
fathers. 7 And Zichri, a mighty man of Ephraim, slew Ma'asseyahu the king's son, and 
'Azrikam the governor of the house, and Elkanah the second in rank to the king. ®And the 
children of Israel led away captive from their brethren two hundred thousand, women, 
sons, and daughters, and also much booty did they plunder from them, and they brought 
the booty to Samaria. ° But there was a prophet of the Lord, 'Oded was his name; and 
he went out to meet the host that was coming to Samaria, and said unto them, Behold, 
because of the fury of the Lord the God of your fathers against Judah, hath he given them 
up into your hand, and ye have slain among them in a rage that reacheth as far as the 
heavens. 1° And now ye think to force the children of Judah and Jerusalem to become 
bond-men and bond-women unto you; but surely are there not with you, even with you, 
trespasses against the Lord your God? 11 And now hear me, and restore the captives, 
whom ye have taken captive from your brethren; for the fierce wrath of the Lord is over 
you. !2 Then arose certain men of the heads of the children of Ephraim, 'Azaryahu the 
son of Jehochanan, Berechyahu the son of Meshillemoth, and Jechizkiyahu the son of 
Shallum, and 'Amassa the son of Chadlai, against those that were come from the army. 
13 And they said unto them, Ye shall not bring in the captives hither; for in addition to 
the guiltiness against the Lord [resting] on us, ye think to add unto our sins and unto 
our guiltiness; for great is the guiltiness [resting] on us, and there is fierce wrath over 
Israel. 14 So the armed men abandoned the captives and the spoil before the princes 
and all the assembly. 15 And then arose the men who have been expressed by name, 
and took hold of the captives, and all that were naked among them they clothed from 
the booty; and they gave them garments and shoes, and gave them to eat and to drink, 
and anointed them, and carried all the feeble of them upon asses, and brought them to 
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Jericho, the city of palm-trees, near their brethren; and then did they return to Samaria. 
16 At that time sent king Achaz unto the kings of Assyria to help him. 17 Moreover the 
Edomites came again and defeated [the men of] Judah, and carried away captives. 18 And 
the Philistines invaded the cities of the lowlands, and of the south of Judah, and captured 
Beth-shemesh, and Ayalon, and Gederoth, and Socho with its villages, and Thimnah with 
its villages, and Gimzo with its villages; and they dwelt there. 19 For the Lord humbled 
Judah on account of Achaz the king of Israel; for he made Judah unruly, and acted very 
faithlessly against the Lord. 2° Then came against him Tilgath-pilneesser the king of 
Assyria, and distressed him, but strengthened him not. 21 Although Achaz took away 
a portion [out] of the house of the Lord, and [out] of the house of the king, and of the 
princes, and gave it unto the king of Assyria: he yet gave him no assistance. 22 And in the 
time that he distressed him, became he yet more faithless against the Lord,—yea, he, king 
Achaz; 23 And he sacrificed unto the gods of [the people of] Damascus, who had smitten 
him; and he said, Because the gods of the kings of Syria do help them, [therefore] will I 
sacrifice unto them, that they may help me. But they only became to him a stumbling- 
block for him and for all Israel. 24 And Achaz gathered up the vessels of the house of 
God, and cut in pieces the vessels of the house of God, and locked up the doors of the 
house of the Lord, and he made for himself altars in every corner of Jerusalem. 25 And 
in each and every city of Judah made he high-places to burn incense unto other gods; 
and he provoked to anger the Lord the God of his fathers. 26 And the rest of his acts and 
of all his ways, the first and the last, behold, they are written in the book of the kings 
of Judah and Israel. 27 And Achaz slept with his fathers, and they buried him in the city, 
in Jerusalem; for they brought him not into the sepulchres of the kings of Israel: and 
Hezekiah his son became king in his stead. 


29 


1 Hezekiah became king when five and twenty years old, and twenty and nine years did 
he reign in Jerusalem. And his mother's name was Abiyah, the daughter of Zecharyahu. 
2 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, in accordance with all that David his 
father had done. ? He it was that in the first year of his reign, in the first month, opened 
the doors of the house of the Lord, and repaired them. 4 And he brought in the priests 
and the Levites, and gathered them together into the open place at the east; 5 And he 
said unto them, Hear me, ye Levites, sanctify yourselves now, and sanctity the house of 
the Lord the God of your fathers, and carry forth the unclean thing out of the sanctuary. 
6 For our fathers have dealt faithlessly, and have done what is evil in the eyes of the 
Lord our God, and have forsaken him; and they have turned away their faces from the 
habitation of the Lord, and turned their backs. 7 They had also locked up the doors of the 
porch, and put out the lamps, and incense have they not burnt, and the burnt-offerings 
have they not offered in the sanctuary, unto the God of Israel. ® Wherefore the wrath 
of the Lord is upon Judah and Jerusalem. and he hath rendered them to be a horror, an 
astonishment, and a hissing, as ye see with your eyes. ? And, lo, our fathers have fallen 
by the sword, and our sons, and our daughters, and our wives are in captivity because of 
this. 1° Now it is in my heart to make a covenant for the Lord the God of Israel, that his 
fierce wrath may turn away from us. 11 My sons, be not negligent now; for of you hath the 
Lord made choice to stand before him, to minister unto him, and that ye might be unto 


him ministers and those that burn incense. 12 Then arose the Levites, Machath the son of 
'‘Amassai, and Joel the son of 'Azaryahu, of the sons of the Kehathites; and of the sons of 


Merari, Kish the son of 'Abdi, and 'Azaryahu the son of Jehallelel; and of the Gershunites, 
Joach the son of Zimmah, and 'Eden the son of Joach: 13 And of the sons of Elizaphan, 
Shimri, and Je'iel; and of the sons of Assaph, Zecharyahu and Matthanyahu; 14 And of the 
sons of Heman, Jechiel and Shim'i; and of the sons of Jeduthun, Shema'yah and 'Uzziel; 
15 And they gathered together their brethren, and they sanctified themselves, and came, 
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according to the command of the king, by the words of the Lord, to cleanse the house of 
the Lord. 16 And the priests went into the inner part of the house of the Lord, to cleanse 
it; and they brought out every thing unclean which they found in the temple of the Lord 
into the court of the house of the Lord; and the Levites received it, to carry it out abroad 
unto the brook Kidron. 1” And they commenced on the first day of the first month to 
sanctify; and on the eighth day of the month they came to the porch of the Lord, and 
they sanctified the house of the Lord in eight days; and on the sixteenth day of the first 
month they made an end. 18 Then went they in the inner part [of the palace] to king 


Hezekiah, and said, We have cleansed all the house of the Lord, and the altar of burnt- 
offering, and all its vessels, and the table of shewbread, and all its vessels. 19 Moreover 


all the vessels, which king Achaz had cast aside during his reign in his faithlessness, have 
we put in order and sanctified: and, behold, they are before the altar of the Lord. 2°Then 
arose king Hezekiah early, and gathered together the princes of the city, and went up to 
the house of the Lord. 21 And they brought seven bullocks, and seven rams, and seven 
sheep, and seven he-goats, as a sin-offering for the kingdom, and for the sanctuary, and 
for Judah. And he ordered the sons of Aaron the priests to offer [them] on the altar of 
the Lord. 22 So they slaughtered the bullocks, and the priests received the blood, and 
sprinkled it on the altar; and they slaughtered the rams, and they sprinkled the blood 
upon the altar; they also slaughtered the sheep, and they sprinkled the blood upon the 
altar. 23 And they brought near the he-goats of the sin-offering before the king and the 
congregation; and they laid their hands upon them: 24 And the priests slaughtered them, 
and they made an expiation with their blood upon the altar, to make an atonement for 
all Israel; because for all the people, said the king, should be the burnt-offering and the 
sin-offering. 25 And he stationed the Levites in the house of the Lord with cymbals, with 
psalteries, and with harps, according to the command of David, and of Gad the king's 
seer, and Nathan the prophet: because from the Lord was this commandment by means 
of his prophets. 2° And the Levites stood with the instruments of David, and the priests 
with the trumpets. 2” And Hezekiah ordered to offer the burnt-offering on the altar. And 
when the burnt-offering began, the song of the Lord began [also] with the trumpets, 
and with the instruments of David the king of Israel. 28 And all the assembly prostrated 
themselves, and the song sounded, and the trumpeters blew; all this [continued] until 
the burnt-offering was completed. 29 And when they had made an end of offering, the 
king and all that were present with him kneeled down and prostrated themselves. 3° And 
king Hezekiah and the princes then said to the Levites to sing praises unto the Lord with 
the words of David, and of Assaph the seer. And they sang praises with great joy, and 
they bowed their heads and prostrated themselves. 3! Then commenced Hezekiah, and 
said, Now have ye consecrated yourselves unto the Lord: come near and bring sacrifices 
and thanksgiving-offerings unto the house of the Lord. And the assembly brought in 
sacrifices and thanksgiving-offerings, and every one who was liberal of heart, burnt- 
offerings. 32 And the number of the burnt-offerings, which the assembly brought, was 
seventy bullocks, one hundred rams, [and] two hundred sheep: as a burnt-offering unto 
the Lord were all these. 33 And the hallowed sacrifices were six hundred oxen and three 
thousand sheep. 34 Only the priests were too few, so that they could not flay all the 


burnt-offerings: wherefore their brethren the Levites assisted them, till the work was 
ended, and until the other priests could sanctify themselves, for the Levites were of 
upright heart to sanctify themselves more than the priests. 2° But there were also burnt- 
offerings in abundance, with the fat of the peace-offerings, and the drink-offerings for 
the burnt-offerings. So was [again] established the service of the house of the Lord. 
36 And Hezekiah rejoiced, with all the people, over that which God had prepared for the 
people; because the thing occurred suddenly. 
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30 


1 Then sent Hezekiah to all Israel and Judah, and he also wrote letters to Ephraim and 
Manasseh, that they should come to the house of the Lord at Jerusalem, to prepare the 
passover-sacrifice unto the Lord the God of Israel. 2 And the king held a consultation, as 
also his princes, and all the assembly in Jerusalem, to prepare the passover-sacrifice in 
the second month. 3For they were not able to prepare it at that time; because the priests 
had not sanctified themselves sufficiently, nor had the people gathered themselves 
together to Jerusalem. 4 And the thing seemed right in the eyes of the king and in the 
eyes of all the assembly. 5 So they established a decree to cause a proclamation to be 
made throughout all Israel, from Beer-sheba' even as far as Dan, that they should come 
to prepare the passover-sacrifice unto thy Lord the God of Israel at Jerusalem; because 
for a long time past they had not prepared it as it was written, © So the runners went 
with the letters from the hand of the king and his princes throughout all Israel and 
Judah, and according to the command of the king, saying, O children of Israel, return 
unto the Lord the God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Israel, and he will return to the 
remnant of you, that are escaped out of the power of the kings of Assyria. 7 And be 


net like your fathers, and like your brethren, who acted faithlessly against the Lord the 
God of their fathers, wherefore he gave them up to become an [object of] astonishment, 
as ye see. ® Now do ye not harden your necks, like your fathers: hold out your hand unto 
the Lord, and come unto his sanctuary, which he hath sanctified for ever, and serve the 
Lord your God, and so will he turn away from you the fierceness of his wrath. °? For If ye 
return unto the Lord, your brethren and your children will find mercy in the presence 
of their captors, so that they may return to this land; for the Lord your God is gracious 
and merciful, and will not turn away his countenance from you, if ye return unto him. 
10 And as the runners were passing from city to city through the country of Ephraim 
and Menasseh and as far as Zebulun, they were laughing them to scorn, and mocking 


at them. 11 Nevertheless some men of Asher and Menasseh and of Zebulun humbled 
themselves, and came to Jerusalem. 12 Also over Judah came the hand of God to give 


unto them one heart to do the command of the king and of the princes, by the word of 
the Lord. 13 And there was gathered together at Jerusalem a numerous people to keep 
the feast of unleavened bread in the second month, a very great assembly. 14 And they 
arose and removed the altars which were in Jerusalem, and all the vessels for burning 
incense did they take away, and they threw them into the brook Kidron. 15 And they 
slaughtered the passover-sacrifice on the fourteenth day of the second month: and the 
priests and the Levites were ashamed, and sanctified themselves, and brought burnt- 
offerings unto the house of the Lord. 1¢ And they stood on their station after their 
prescribed manner, according to the law of Moses the man of God, the priest sprinkling 
the blood, [which they received] out of the hand of the Levites. 17 For there were many in 
the assembly that had not sanctified themselves: therefore the Levites had the charge of 
the slaughtering of the passover sacrifices for every one that was not clean, to sanctify 
[the same] unto the Lord. !8For a large portion of the people, even many out of Ephraim, 
and Menasseh, Issachar, and Zebulun, had not cleansed themselves, but ate the passover 
not as it is written. However Hezekiah prayed for them, saying, The Lord who is good 
will grant pardon for this. 19 To every one that hath directed his heart to seek God, the 
Lord the God of his fathers; though he be not [cleansed] according to the purification of 
the sanctuary. 2° And the Lord hearkened to Hezekiah, and he healed the people. #1 And 
the children of Israel that were present at Jerusalem celebrated the feast of unleavened 
bread seven days with great joy; and the Levites and the priests praised the Lord day 
by day, with loud instruments before the Lord. 22 And Hezekiah spoke comfortingly 
unto all the Levites that had good intelligence of the Lord: and they ate the festive- 
offerings during seven days, offering peace-offerings, and making confession to the Lord 
the God of their fathers. 23 And the whole assembly took counsel to celebrate other seven 
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days: and they celebrated [these] seven days with joy. 24 For Hezekiah king of Judah had 
provided for the assembly one thousand bullocks and seven thousand sheep; and the 
princes had provided for the assembly one thousand bullocks and ten thousand sheep: 
and the priests sanctified themselves in great numbers. 25 And thus rejoiced all the 
assembly of Judah, and the priests and the Levites, and all the assembly that was come 
out of Israel, and the strangers that were come out of the land of Israel, and those that 
dwelt in Judah. 2° And there was great joy in Jerusalem: for since the time of Solomon 
the son of David the king of Israel had the like not been in Jerusalem. 27 Then arose the 
priests the Levites and blessed the people: and their voice was listened to, and their 
prayer came to His holy dwelling-place, even unto heaven. 


31 

1 And when all this was finished, all Israel that were present went out to the cities of 
Judah, and broke in pieces the statues, and cut down the groves, and pulled down the 
high-places and the altars out of all Judah and Benjamin, and in Ephraim and Menasseh, 
until they had made an end of them all. Then returned all the children of Israel every 
man to his possession, to their own cities. 2 And Hezekiah stationed the divisions of 
the priests and the Levites after their divisions, every man according to his service, 
of the priests and the Levites, for burnt-offerings and for peace-offerings, to minister, 
and to give thanks, and to praise in the gates of the camps of the Lord. 3 The king also 
gave a portion from his own property for the burnt-offerings, [namely,] for the morning 
and evening burnt-offerings, and the burnt-offerings for the sabbaths, and for the new- 
moons, and for the appointed feasts, as it is written in the law of the Lord. 4 Moreover 
he said to the people, to those who dwelt in Jerusalem, to give the portion of the priests 
and the Levites, in order that they might hold firmly to the law of the Lord. > And 
when the matter was spread abroad, the children of Israel brought in abundance the 
first-fruits of corn, of the new wine, and of oil, and of honey, and of all the products 
of the field: and the tithe of all things did they bring [likewise] in abundance. © And as 
for the children of Israel and Judah, that dwelt in the cities of Judah, they also brought 
in the tithe of oxen and sheep, and the tithe of holy things which were hallowed unto 
the Lord their God, and gave [them] by heaps. 7 In the third month did they begin to 
lay the foundation of the heaps, and in the seventh month did they finish them. 8 And 
when Hezekiah and the princes came and saw the heaps, they blessed the Lord, and his 
people Israel. Then made Hezekiah inquiry of the priests and the Levites concerning 
the heaps. 1° Then spoke to him 'Azaryahu the chief priest of the house of Zadok, and 
said, Since it was begun to bring the heave-offerings into the house of the Lord, there 
hath been enough to eat, and to leave in great abundance; for the Lord hath blessed his 
people: and that which is left is this great mass. 1! Then ordered Hezekiah to prepare 
chambers in the house of the Lord: and they prepared them. !2 And they brought 
in the heave-offerings, and the tithes, and the sanctified things, in faithfulness: and 
over them were appointed the ruler Conanyahu the Levite, and Shim'i his brother the 
second in rank. !3 And Jechiel, and 'Azazyahu, and Nachath, and 'Assahel, and Jerimoth. 
and Jozabad, and Eliel, and Yissmachyahu, and Machath, and Benayahu, were overseers 
under the supervision of Conanyahu and Shim'i his brother, by the appointment of king 
Hezekiah, and 'Azazyahu the ruler of the house of God. !4 And Kore the son of Yimnah 
the Levite, the gatekeeper at the east side. was over the freewill-offerings of God, to 
give [to him] the heave-offerings of the Lord, and the most holy things. !5 And under his 
supervision were 'Eden, and Minyamin, and Jeshua', and Shema-yahu, Amaryahu, and 
Shechanyahu, in the cities of the priests, in faithfulness, to give to their brethren after 
the divisions, equally to the great as to the small; 1° Besides [these] to those recorded 
by their genealogies of males, from three years old and upward, of all that entered into 
the house of the Lord, the daily portion on its day, for their service in their charges 
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according to their divisions. 17 And likewise to the priests recorded by their genealogies 
after their family divisions, and the Levites from twenty years old and upward, in their 
charges by their divisions; 18 And to those recorded by their genealogies of all their little 
ones, their wives, and their sons, and their daughters, of all the assembly; for in their 
faithfulness they devoted themselves in the sanctuary. 19 Also of the sons of Aaron the 
priests, who were in the fields of the open districts of their cities, in each and every city, 
there were men, expressed by name, who had to give portions to all the males among 
the priests, and to all that were recorded by their genealogies among the Levites. 2° And 
the like did Hezekiah in all Judah, and he did what is good and right and true before the 
Lord his God. 21 And in every work that he began in the service of the house of God, and 


in the law, and in the commandments, to seek his God, he acted with all his heart, and 
prospered. 


32 


1 After these things and veritable events came Sennacherib the king of Assyria, and 
invaded Judah, and encamped against the fortified cities, and thought to break them 
open for himself. 2 And when Hezekiah saw that Sennacherib was coming, and that 
his face [was directed] for war against Jerusalem, 3 He consulted with his princes and 
his mighty men to stop up the waters of the springs which were without the city: 
and they helped him. 4 And there were gathered together a very numerous body of 
people, and they stopped up all the springs, and the brook that flowed through the 
midst of the land, saying, Why should the kings of Assyria come, and find much water? 
5 Also he strengthened himself, and built up all the wall where it was broken down, and 
heightened the towers, and [built] without another wall, and fortified the Millo of the 
city of David, and made weapons in abundance and shields. * And he appointed war- 
officers over the people, and gathered them together unto him in the open place at the 
gate of the city, and spoke comfortingly to them, saying, 7 Be strong and of good courage, 
do not fear and be not dismayed because of the king of Assyria, and because of all the 
multitude that is with him; for with us there is One greater than with him: 8 With him 
there is an arm of flesh; but with us is the Lord our God to help us, and to fight our 
battles. And the people relied upon the words of Hezekiah the king of Judah. 9 After 
this did Sennacherib the king of Assyria send his servants to Jerusalem, while he was 
himself lying before Lachish, and all [the chief troops of] his dominion with him, against 
Hezekiah the king of Judah, and against all Judah that were at Jerusalem, saying, }°Thus 
hath said Sennacherib the king of Assyria, On what do ye trust, that ye remain besieged 
in Jerusalem? 1 Doth not Hezekiah mislead you to give you up to die by famine and 
by thirst, when he saith, The Lord our God will deliver us out of the grasp of the king of 
Assyria? 121s it not this Hezekiah that hath removed his high-places and his altars, when 
he said to Judah and to Jerusalem, saying, Before one altar shall ye prostrate yourselves, 
and upon it shall ye burn incense? 13 Know ye not what I have done, I and my fathers, 
unto all the people of [other] lands? were the gods of the nations of those lands at all able 
to deliver their land out of my hand? 4 Who among all the gods of those nations that 
my fathers utterly destroyed, was it, that was able to deliver his people out of my hand, 
that your God should be able to deliver you out of my hand? 45 And now let not Hezekiah 
deceive you, and let him not mislead you in this manner, nor believe him; for no god 
of any nation or kingdom whatever was able to deliver his people out of my hand, and 
out of the hand of my fathers: how much less will you Gods, deliver you out of my hand! 
16 And yet more did his servants speak against the Lord God, and against his servant 
Hezekiah. 1” He wrote also letters to blaspheme against the Lord the God of Israel, and 
to speak against him, saying, As the gods of the nations of [other] lands, who have not 
delivered their people out of my hand, so will the God of Hezekiah not deliver his people 
out of my hand. !8 Then did they call out with a loud voice in the Jewish language unto 
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the people of Jerusalem that were on the wall, to frighten them, and to terrify them: in 
order that they might capture the city. 19 And they spoke of the God of Jerusalem, as 
concerning the gods of the nations of the earth, the work of the hands of man. 2° And 
king Hezekiah and Isaiah the son of Amos the prophet prayed for this cause, and they 
cried to heaven. 2! And the Lord sent an angel, who cut off every mighty man of valor 
and leader and captain in the camp of the king of Assyria: and when he was returned 
with shame of face to his own land, he went into the house of his god, and [those] that 
were come forth from his own bowels felled him there with the sword. 22 Thus did the 
Lord save Hezekiah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem out of the hand of Sennacherib the 
king of Assyria, and out of the hand of all, and guided them [safely] on every side. 23 And 
many brought presents unto the Lord to Jerusalem, and precious things to Hezekiah the 
king of Judah: so that he was exalted before the eyes of all the nations after that time. 
24 In those days fell Hezekiah sick to the death; and he prayed unto the Lord: and he 
spoke unto him, and he gave him a wonderful token. 25 But not according to the mercy 
shown unto him did Hezekiah act in return; for his heart was lifted up: wherefore there 
came wrath over him, and over Judah and Jerusalem. 26 Then became Hezekiah humbled 
because of the lifting up of his heart, both he and the inhabitants of Jerusalem; and the 
wrath of the Lord came not upon them in the days of Hezekiah. 2” And Hezekiah had 
riches and honor in exceeding abundance; and he made himself treasuries for silver, 
and for gold, and for precious stones, and for spices, and for shields, and for all manner 
of costly vessels; 28 And storehouses for the produce of corn, and new wine, and oil; and 
stalls for all kinds of cattle, and sheepfolds for flocks. 29 Moreover he erected for himself 
cities, and [acquired] possessions of flocks and herds in multitude; for God had given 
him wealth in great abundance. 3° This same Hezekiah also stopped up the upper mouth 
of the waters of Gichon, and brought them straight down to the west side of the city 
of David. And Hezekiah prospered in all his works. 3! And in the same manner in the 
business of the ambassadors of the princes of Babylon, who sent unto him to inquire 
concerning the wonder that had happened in the land, God left him, to prove him, to 
know all that was in his heart. 32 And the rest of the acts of Hezekiah, and his pious 
deeds, behold, they are written in the vision of Isaiah the son of Amoz, the prophet, 
[and] in the book of the kings of Judah and Israel. 33 And Hezekiah slept with his fathers, 
and they buried him in the highest place of the sepulchres of the sons of David: and all 
Judah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem showed him honor at his death. And Manasseh 
his son became king in his stead. 


33 


1 Twelve years old was Manasseh when he became king, and fifty and five years did he 
reign in Jerusalem. 2 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, after the abominable 


acts of the nations whom the Lord had driven out from before the children of Israel. 
3 And he built again the high-places which Hezekiah his father had broken down, and 


he erected altars for the Be'alim, and made Asheroth, and bowed himself down to all 
the host of heaven, and served them. 4 And he built altars in the house of the Lord, 
whereof the Lord had said, In Jerusalem shall my name be for ever. 5 And he built altars 


for all the host of heaven in the two courts of the house of the Lord. © And he caused his 
children to pass through the fire in the valley of Ben-hinnom: he also observed times, 


and employed enchantments, and used witchcraft, and dealt with [those of] a familiar 
spirit, and with wizards: he did much that is evil in the eyes of the Lord, to provoke him 
to anger. ’ And he placed a carved image of the idol which he had made in the house 


of God, of which God had said to David and to Solomon his son, In this house, and in 
Jerusalem, which I have made choice of out of all the tribes of Israel, will I place my 


name for ever. 8 Nor will I any more remove the foot of Israel from off the land which 
I have appointed for your fathers; but only if they will take heed to do all that I have 
commanded them, according to the whole law and the statutes and the ordinances by 
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the hand of Moses. 9 But Menasseh led Judah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem astray, 
to do worse than the nations whom the Lord had destroyed from before the children 
of Israel. 1° And the Lord spoke to Menasseh, and to his people; but they listened not. 
11 Wherefore the Lord brought over them the captains of the army belonging to the king 
of Assyria: and they took Menasseh prisoner with chains, and bound him with fetters, 
and led him off to Babylon. 12 And when he was in distress, he besought the Lord his 
God, and humbled himself greatly before the God of his fathers. 13 And he prayed unto 
him, and he permitted himself to be entreated by him, and heard his supplication, and 
brought him back to Jerusalem, unto his kingdom. Then did Menasseh feel conscious 
that the Lord is indeed the [true] God. 14 And after this he built a wall without the city 
of David, on the west side of Gichon, in the valley, even to the entrance of the fish-gate, 
and about the hill-fort, and raised it up to a very great height; and he placed captains of 
the army in all the fortified cities of Judah. 1° And he removed the strange gods and the 


idol out of the house of the Lord, and all the altars that he had built on the mount of the 
house of the Lord, and in Jerusalem, and he cast them forth to without the city. 1© And he 


rebuilt the altar of the Lord, and sacrificed thereupon peace-offerings and thanksgiving- 
offerings, and he ordered Judah to serve the Lord the God of Israel. 1” Nevertheless the 
people sacrificed on the high-places, but only unto the Lord their God. 18 And the rest 
of the acts of Menasseh, and his prayer unto his God, and the words of the seers that 
spoke to him in the name of the Lord the God of Israel, behold, they are in the history 
of the kings of Israel. 19 His prayer also, and [how God] was entreated of him, and all 
his sins and his faithlessness, and the places whereon he built high-places, and set up 
the Asherim and the graven images, before he was humbled: behold, they are written 
in the history of Chozai. 2° And Menasseh slept with his fathers, and they buried him 
in his own house. And Amon his son became king in his stead. 21 Two and twenty years 
old was Amon when he became king, and two years did he reign in Jerusalem. 22 And he 
did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord, as Menasseh his father had done; and unto all 
the carved images which Menasseh his father had made did Amon sacrifice, and them 


he served; 23 But he did not humble himself before the Lord, as Menasseh his father had 
humbled himself: for he, Amon, made his guiltiness great. 24 And his servants conspired 


against him, and put him to death in his own house. 25 But the people of the land slew 
all those that had conspired against king Amon; and the people of the land made Josiah 
his son king in his stead. 


34 


1 Fight years old was Josiah when he became king, and thirty and one years did he 
reign in Jerusalem. 2 And he did what is right in the eyes of the Lord, and walked in 
the ways of David his father, and turned not aside to the right or to the left. 3 And in 
the eighth year of his reign, while he was yet a lad, he began to seek after the God of 
David his father; and in the twelfth year he began to purify Judah and Jerusalem from 
the high-places, and the Asherim, and the carved images, and the molten images. 4 And 
they broke down in his presence the altars of the Be'alim, and the sun-images, that 
were set above them, he cut down; and the Asherim, and the carved images, and the 
molten images, he broke in pieces, and ground down, and strewed [the same] upon the 
graves of those that had sacrificed unto them. 5 And the bones of priests did he burn 
upon their altars; and he purified Judah and Jerusalem. © And [so did he] in the cities of 
Menasseh and Ephraim and Simeon, even as far as Naphtali, with their mattocks, round 
about. 7 And when he had broken down the altars and had beaten the Asherim and the 
graven images into powder, and cut down all the sun-images throughout all the land of 
Israel, he returned to Jerusalem. 8 And in the eighteenth year of his reign, when he had 
purified the land and the house, he sent Shaphan the son of Azalyahu, and Ma'asseyahu 
the governor of the city and Joach the son of Joachaz the recorder, to repair the house 


1983 XRN 


2 Chronicles 34:9 808 2 Chronicles 34:30 


of the Lord his God. 9 And they came to Chilkiyahu the high-priest, and gave up the 
money that had been brought into the house of God, which the Levites that watched at 
the threshold had gathered from the hand of Menasseh and Ephraim, and from all the 
remnant of Israel, and from all Judah and Benjamin, and were returned to Jerusalem.— 
10 And they delivered it into the hand of those who overlooked the workmen that had 
been appointed as overseers of the house of the Lord: and those who overlooked the 
workmen, who did the work in the house of the Lord, gave it out, to repair and to restore 
the house, " And they gave it to the carpenters and to the builders to buy hewn stone 
and timber for joists, and to lay the beams in the houses which the kings of Judah had 
destroyed. 12 And the men acted faithfully in the work: and over them were appointed 
Jachath and 'Obadyahu, the Levites, of the sons of Merari; and Zechariah and Meshullam, 
of the sons of the Kehathites, to supervise; and every one of these Levites was skilful on 
instruments of music. !3 They were also over the bearers of burdens and supervisors 
over all that did the work in every manner of service: and from the Levites there were 
also scribes, and officers, and gatekeepers. !4 And when they took out the money that 
had been brought into the house of the Lord, Chilkiyahu the priest found the book of 
the law of the Lord through the hand of Moses. 1° Then commenced Chilkiyahu and 
said to Shaphan the scribe, The book of the law have I found in the house of the Lord. 
And Chilkiyahu gave the book to Shaphan. 1¢ And Shaphan carried the book to the king, 
and brought the king also word back again, saying, All that was put in the hand of thy 
servants, have they truly done. 17 And they have taken out the money that was found in 
the house of the Lord, and have delivered it into the hand of the appointed overseers, and 
into the hand of those who overlook the workmen. 18 Then told Shaphan the scribe the 
king, saying, A book hath Chilkiyahu the priest given me. And Shaphan read in it before 
the king. 19 And it came to pass, when the king heard the words of the law, that he rent his 
clothes. 2° And the king commanded Chilkiyahu, and Achikam the son of Shaphan, and 
'Abdon the son of Michah, and Shaphan the scribe, and 'Assayah a servant of the king's, 
saying, 2! Go ye, inquire of the Lord in my behalf, and in behalf of those that are left in 
Israel and in Judah, concerning the words of the book that hath been found; for great is 
the fury of the Lord that is poured out against us, because our fathers did not keep the 
word of the Lord, to do in accordance with all that is written in this book. 22 Then went 
Chilkiyahu with those whom the king [had appointed], to Chuldah the prophetess, the 
wife of Shallum the son of Thoknath, the son of Chassrah, the keeper of the wardrobe; 
—now she dwelt in Jerusalem in the suburb;—and they spoke to her in that wise. 23 And 
she said unto them, Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, Say unto the man that 
hath sent you to me, 24 Thus hath said the Lord, Behold, I will bring evil upon this place, 
and upon its inhabitants, all the curses that are written in the book which they have 
read before the king of Judah; 25 Because they have forsaken me, and have burnt incense 
unto other gods, in order to provoke me to anger with all the works of their hands: 
therefore is my fury poured out upon this place, and it shall not be quenched. 26 And with 
respect to the king of Judah, who sendeth you to inquire of the Lord, thus shall ye say to 
him, Thus hath said the Lord the God of Israel, Concerning the words which thou hast 
heard; 2” Because thy heart was tender, and thou didst humble thyself before God, when 
thou heardst his words against this place, and against its inhabitants, and didst humble 
thyself before me, and rend thy clothes, and weep before me: I have also truly heard it, 
saith the Lord. 28 Behold, I will gather thee unto thy fathers, and thou shalt be gathered 
to thy graves in peace, and thy eyes shall not look on all the evil which I am bringing 
over this place, and over its inhabitants. And they brought the king word again. 2° And 
the king sent and gathered together all the elders of Judah and Jerusalem. 3° And the 
king went up into the house of the Lord, with all the men of Judah, and the inhabitants 
of Jerusalem, and the priests, and the Levites, and all the people, from the great to the 
small; and he read before their ears all the words of the book of the covenant which had 
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been found in the house of the Lord. 31 And the king stood up on his stand, and he made 
a covenant before the Lord, to walk after the Lord, and to keep his commandments, and 
his testimonies, and his statutes, with all his heart and with all his soul, to perform the 
words of the covenant that are written in this book. 32 And he caused to accede to it every 
one that was present in Jerusalem and Benjamin. And the inhabitants of Jerusalem acted 
in accordance with the covenant of God, the God of their fathers. 33 And Josiah removed 
all the abominations out of all the countries that belonged to the children of Israel, and 
caused all that were present in Israel to serve, even to serve the Lord their God. All his 
days did they not depart from following the Lord God of their fathers. 


35 


1 And Josiah kept in Jerusalem the passover unto the Lord: and they slaughtered the 
passover-sacrifice on the fourteenth day of the first month. 2 And he placed the priests 
in their charges, and strengthened them for the service of the house of the Lord. 3 And 
he said unto the Levites that instructed all Israel, who were holy unto the Lord, Set the 
holy ark in the house which Solomon the son of David the king of Israel did build; you 
have not to carry it any more upon your shoulders; now serve the Lord your God, and 
his people Israel. 4 And prepare yourselves by your family divisions, according to your 
courses, after the written order of David the king of Israel, and after the written order 
of Solomon his son; 5 And stand in the holy place according to the divisions of the family 
divisions of your brethren the sons of the people, and after the division of the families of 
the Levites; © And slaughter the passover-sacrifice, and sanctify yourselves, and prepare 
it for your brethren, to do according to the word of the Lord by the hand of Moses. 
7 And Josiah set apart for the sons of the people, of the flock, lambs and kids, all for 
the passover-sacrifices, for all that were present, to the number of thirty thousand, and 
of steers three thousand: these were of the king's property. 8 And his princes set apart 
[much] as a freewill gift for the people for the priests, and for the Levites: Chilkiyah, and 
Zecharyahu, and Jechiel, the rulers of the house of God, gave unto the priests for the 
passover-sacrifices two thousand and six hundred [lambs and kids], and three hundred 
steers. ? And Conanyahu, and Shema'yahu and Nethanel, his brothers, and Chashabyahu 
and Je'iel and Jozabad, the chiefs of the Levites, set apart unto the Levites for passover- 
sacrifices five thousand [lambs and kids], and five hundred steers. 1° So the service was 
established, and the priests stood on their station, and the Levites in their divisions, 
according to the king's command. 1 And they slaughtered the passover-sacrifice, and 
the priests sprinkled [the blood received] from their hands, and the Levites did the 
flaying. 12 And they removed the burnt-offerings to give them to the divisions of the 
family divisions of the sons of the people, to offer [them] unto the Lord, as it is written 
in the book of Moses. And so did they with the steers. 13 And they roasted the passover by 
the fire in accordance with the prescribed manner; but the holy offerings they seethed 
in pots, and in caldrons, and in pans, and divided them speedily among all the sons of 
the people. 14 And afterward they prepared for themselves, and for the priests; because 
the priests the sons of Aaron [were busied] in offering the burnt-offerings and the fat 
until night: therefore the Levites prepared for themselves and for the priests the sons 
of Aaron. 1! And the singers the sons of Assaph were on their station, according to 
the command of David, and Assaph, and Heman, and Jeduthun the king's seer; and the 
gatekeepers were at every gate: they had no need to depart from their service; because 
their brethren the Levites prepared for them. 1° So was established all the service of 
the Lord on the same day, to prepare the passover-sacrifice, and to offer burnt-offerings 
upon the altar of the Lord, according to the command of king Josiah. 17 And the children 
of Israel that were present prepared the passover-sacrifice at that time, and [kept] the 
feast of unleavened bread seven days. !8 And there was not holden any passover like this 
in Israel from the days of Samuel the prophet; and all the kings of Israel did not keep 
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such a passover as Josiah kept, with the priests, and the Levites, and all Judah and Israel 
that were present, and the inhabitants of Jerusalem. 19 In the eighteenth year of the 
reign of Josiah was this passover holden. 2° After all this, when Josiah had restored the 
temple, came up Necho the king of Egypt to fight against Karkemish by the Euphrates, 
and Josiah went out against him. 2! But he sent ambassadors to him, saying, What have 
I to do with thee, thou king of Judah? I come not against thee this day, but against the 


house wherewith I have war, and God hath commanded me to make haste: forbear thee 
from meddling with God who is with me, that he may not destroy thee. 22 Nevertheless 


did Josiah not turn his face away from him, but disguised himself, to fight with him, and 
hearkened not unto the words of Necho from the mouth of God; and he came to fight 
in the valley of Megiddo. 23 And the archers shot at king Josiah: and the king said to 
his servants, Carry me away: for I am sorely wounded. 24 And his servants carried him 
away out of that chariot, and conveyed him in the second chariot that he had: and they 
brought him to Jerusalem, and he died, and was buried in the sepulchres of his fathers. 
And all Judah and Jerusalem mourned for Josiah. 25 And Jeremiah lamented for Josiah; 
and all the singing men and the singing women spoke of Josiah in their lamentations to 
this day, and they instituted them as a custom in Israel: and, behold, they are written in 
the lamentations. 2° And the rest of the acts of Josiah, and his pious deeds, in accordance 


with what is written in the law of the Lord, 27 And his acts, the first and the last, behold, 
they are written in the book of the kings of Israel and Judah. 


36 

1 And the people of the land took Jehoachaz the son of Josiah, and made him king in his 
father's stead in Jerusalem. 2 Twenty and three years old was Joachaz when he became 
king, and three months did he reign in Jerusalem. 3 And the king of Egypt deposed him 
at Jerusalem, and imposed a fine on the land of a hundred talents of silver and a talent of 
gold. 4 And the king of Egypt made Elyakim his brother king over Judah and Jerusalem, 
and changed his name to Jehoyakim. And Joachaz his brother did Necho take away, and 
bring him to Egypt. ° Twenty and five years old was Jehoyakim when he became king, 
and eleven years did he reign in Jerusalem: and he did what is evil in the eyes of the 
Lord his God. ® Against him came up Nebuchadnezzar the king of Babylon, and he bound 
him with fetters, to carry him away to Babylon. 7 And some of the vessels of the house 
of the Lord did Nebuchadnezzar carry to Babylon, and he placed them in his temple at 
Babylon. 8 And the rest of the acts of Jehoyakim, and his abominable deeds which he did, 
and that which was found concerning him, behold, they are written in the book of the 
kings of Israel and Judah. And Jehoyachin his son became king in his stead. ° Eight years 
old was Jehoyachin when he became king, and three months and ten days did he reign in 
Jerusalem: and he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord. !° And with the expiration of 
the year did king Nebuchadnezzar send and had him brought to Babylon, with the costly 
vessels of the house of the Lord: and he made Zedekiah his brother king over Judah and 
Jerusalem, !! Twenty and one years old was Zedekiah when he became king, and eleven 
years did he reign in Jerusalem. !2 And he did what is evil in the eyes of the Lord his 
God: he humbled himself not before Jeremiah the prophet, according to the order of the 
Lord. 13 And also against king Nebuchadnezzar did he rebel, who had made him swear by 


God; but he stiffened his neck, and hardened his heart so as not to return unto the Lord 
the God of Israel. 14 Also all the chiefs of the priests and the people committed manifold 


trespasses, like all the abominable acts of the [foreign] nations: and they defiled the 
house of the Lord which he had hallowed in Jerusalem. 15 And the Lord the God of their 
fathers sent to them by means of his messengers, making [them] rise early, and sending 
[them]: because he had compassion on his people, and on his dwelling-place; 16 But they 
mocked at the messengers of God, and despised his words, and scorned his prophets, 
until the fury of the Lord arose against his people, till there was no remedy. 17 And he 
brought over them the king of the Chaldeans, who slew their young men with the sword 
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in the house of their sanctuary, and had no compassion upon young man or virgin, the 
old man, and the aged: all did he give up into his hand. 18 And all the vessels of the 
house of God, the great and the small, and the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the 
treasures of the king and of his princes,—all these did he carry to Babylon. 19 And they 
burnt the house of God, and broke down the wall of Jerusalem, and all her palaces they 
burnt with fire, and all her costly vessels they gave up to destruction. 2° And those that 
had escaped from the sword did he carry into exile to Babylon: and they were servants 
to him and to his sons until the kingdom of Persia came to the government: 2! To fulfill 
the word of the Lord by the mouth of Jeremiah, until the land had satisfied its sabbaths: 
all the days of its desolation it rested, till seventy years were completed. 22 And in the 
first year of Cyrus the king of Persia, at the completion of the word of the Lord by the 
mouth of Jeremiah, did the Lord stir up the spirit of Cyrus the king of Persia, so that 
he caused a proclamation to be made throughout all his kingdom, and also by means of 
writing, saying, 23 Thus hath said Cyrus the king of Persia, All the kingdoms of the earth 
hath the Lord the God of heaven given me, and he hath charged me to build him a house 
in Jerusalem, which is in Judah. Whoever there is among you of all his people, may the 
Lord his God be with him, and let him go up. 
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ONE 
A Prayer Before Battle 


The Oasis of Zedri, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


Akhmen-hotep, Beloved of the Gods, Priest King of Ka-Sabar and Lord of 
the Brittle Peaks, woke among his concubines in the hours before dawn and 
listened to the faint sounds of the great army that surrounded him. Sounds 
carried far in the desert stillness; he could hear the distant lowing of the 
oxen as the priests moved among the herds, and the whickering of the 
horses in their corral at the far side of the oasis. From the north came the 
reassuring tinkle of silver bells and the ringing of brass cymbals as the 
young acolytes of Neru walked the perimeter of the camp and kept the 
hungry spirits of the desert at bay. 


The priest king breathed deeply of the perfumed air, filling his lungs with 
the sacred incense smouldering in the tent’s three small braziers. His mind 
was Clear and his spirit untroubled, which he took to be a good omen on the 
verge of such a momentous battle. The chill of the desert night felt good 
against his skin. 


Moving carefully, Akhmen-hotep disentangled himself from the arms of his 
women and slid from beneath the weight of the sleeping furs. He sank to his 
knees before the polished brass idol at the head of the bed and bowed 
before it, thanking the shedu for guarding his soul while he slept. The priest 
king dipped a fingertip in the small bowl of frankincense at the foot of the 
idol and anointed the brow of the stern, winged bull. The idol seemed to 
shimmer in the faint light as the spirit within accepted the offering, and the 
cycle of obligation came full circle. 


There was a scratching at the heavy linen covering the entrance to the 
chamber. Menukhet, favoured servant to the priest king, crawled inside and 
pressed his forehead to the sandy floor. The old man wore a white linen kilt 
and fine leather sandals whose wrappings rose almost to his knees. A broad 
leather belt circled his waist, and a leather headband set with semiprecious 
stones sat upon his wrinkled brow. He’d wrapped a short woollen cape 
around his narrow shoulders to keep the cold from his bones. 
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“The blessings of the gods be upon you, great one,” the servant whispered. 
“Your generals, Suseb and Pakh-amn, await you without. What is your 
wish?” 


Akhmen-hotep raised his muscular arms over his head and stretched until 
his hands brushed the tent’s ceiling. Like all the people of Ka-Sabar, he was 
a giant, standing almost seven feet tall. At eighty-four he was in the prime 
of his life, still lean and strong despite the luxuries of the royal palace. His 
broad shoulders and the flat planes of his face bore the scars of many 
battles, each one an offering to Geheb, God of the Earth and Giver of 
Strength. The Priest Kings of Ka-Sabar had long been accounted as 
fearsome warriors and leaders of men, and Akhmen-hotep was a true son of 
the city’s patron deity. 


“Bring me my raiment of war,” he commanded, “and let my generals attend 
upon me.” 


The favoured slave bowed his shaved head once more and withdrew. Within 
moments, half a dozen body slaves entered the chamber, bearing wooden 
chests and a cedar stool for the king to sit upon. Like Menukhet, the slaves 
were clad in linen kilts and sandals, but their heads were covered by 
hekh’em, the fine ceremonial veils that kept the unworthy from viewing the 
priest king in all his glory. 


The slaves worked swiftly and silently, preparing their master for war. More 
incense was cast upon the coals, and wine was offered to Akhmen-hotep in 
a golden cup. As he drank, nimble hands cleaned and oiled his skin, and 
bound his short beard into a queue with braided strips of glossy leather. 
They dressed him in a pleated kilt of the finest white linen, placed red 
leather sandals upon his feet, and set around his waist a belt formed of 
plates of hammered gold, inlaid with lapis lazuli. Wide gold bracelets, 
inscribed with the blessings of Geheb, were pressed around his wrists, and a 
bronze helmet crowned with a snarling lion was set upon his shaven head. 
Then a pair of older slaves placed his armour of woven leather bands 
around his powerful torso, and a broad necklace of gold, inlaid with glyphs 
of protection against arrow and sword, around his neck. 


As the armourers finished their tasks a pair of veiled slaves entered the 
sleeping chamber with trays of dates, cheese and honeyed bread for their 
master to break his fast. They were followed by a pair of armoured 
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Nehekharan nobles, who fell to their knees before the priest king and 
touched their foreheads to the floor. 


“Rise,” Akhmen-hotep commanded. As the generals straightened, sitting 
back on their haunches, the priest king settled onto his cedar chair. “What 
are the tidings of the foe?” 


“The army of the usurper has encamped along the ridge north of the oasis, 
as we expected,” answered Suseb. Akhmen-hotep’s champion was called 
the Lion of Ka-Sabar, and was tall even among his own people; at a crouch, 
his head was nearly level with the seated priest king, forcing him to bend 
his neck ever so slightly to show proper deference. The champion carried 
his helmet tucked beneath one powerful arm. His handsome, square-jawed 
face was clean-shaven, as was his dark-skinned head. “The last of their 
wairiors arrived only a few hours ago, and they appear to have suffered 
greatly on their long march.” 


Akhmen-hotep frowned, and asked, “How do you know this?” 


“Our sentries along the northern perimeter can hear groans and fearful 
murmurs rising from the enemy camp,” Suseb explained, “and there are no 
signs of tents or camp-fires being lit.” The priest king nodded. 


“What do our scouts report?” 


Suseb turned to his companion. Pakh-amn, the army’s Master of Horse, was 
one of the wealthiest men of Ka-Sabar. His black hair was curled into 
ringlets and oiled, falling over his sloping shoulders, and his armour was 
ornamented with lozenges of gold. The general cleared his throat. “None of 
our scouts have returned as yet,” he reported, bowing his head. “No doubt 
they will arrive at any time.” 


Akhmen-hotep waved the news away with a sweep of his hand. “What of 
the omens?” he asked. 


“The Green Witch has hidden her face,” Pakh-amn declared, referring to 
Sakhmet, the baleful green moon, “and a priest of Geheb claimed that he 
saw a desert lion hunting alone among the dunes to the west. The priest said 
that the lion’s jaws were dark with blood.” The priest king scowled at the 
two generals. 
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“These are fine portents, but what of the oracles? What do they say?” he 
asked. It was Suseb’s turn to bow his head regretfully. 


“The Grand Hierophant assures me that he will perform a divination, after 
the morning’s sacrifices,’ the champion said. “There has been little 
opportunity up to this point. Even the senior priests are occupied with 
menial tasks—” 


“Of course,” Akhmen-hotep interjected, grimacing slightly at the memory 
of the shadow that had fallen over Ka-Sabar and the other cities across 
Nehekhara barely a month past. Every priest and acolyte touched by that 
tide of darkness had died within moments, leaving the great temples 
decimated. 


Akhmen-hotep was in no doubt that the foul shadow had been spawned in 
blighted Khemri. All of the evils plaguing the Blessed Land for the last two 
hundred years could be laid at the feet of the tyrant that ruled there, and the 
priest king had vowed that Nagash would at long last answer to the gods for 
his crimes. 


The priests of Ptra greeted the dawn with the blare of trumpets. On the plain 
to the north of the great oasis, the assembled warriors of Ka-Sabar’s Bronze 
Host shone like a sea of golden flames. To the east, the weathered line of 
the Brittle Peaks was etched in harsh, yellow light, while the endless, 
rolling dunes of the Great Desert off to the west was still cloaked in 
shadow. 


Akhmen-hotep and the nobles of the great army gathered by the waters of 
the oasis, glittering in their martial finery, and offered up sacrifices to the 
gods. Rare incense was burned to win the favour of Phakth, the god of the 
sky and bringer of swift justice. Nobles cut their arms and bled upon the 
sands to placate great Khsar, god of the desert, and beg him to scourge the 
army of Khemri with his merciless touch. Young bullocks were brought 
stumbling up to Geheb’s stone altar, and their lifeblood was poured out into 
shining bronze bowls that were then passed among the assembled lords. 
The nobles drank deep, beseeching the god to lend them his strength. 


The last and greatest sacrifice was saved for Ptra, mightiest of the gods. 
Akhmen-hotep came forward, surrounded by his towering Ushabti. The 
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priest king’s devoted bodyguards bore the marks of Geheb’s favour; their 
skin was golden and their bodies moved with the fluid power of the desert 
lion. They stalked around the priest king with massive, two-handed blades 
gleaming in their taloned hands. 


A great pit had been dug at the edge of the oasis, in full view of the 
gathered army, and seasoned wood brought all the way from Ka-Sabar had 
been piled in it and set alight. The priests of the sun god surrounded the 
blaze, chanting the Invocation of Going Forth to Victory. Akhmen-hotep 
stood before the hungry flames and spread his powerful arms. At his signal, 
shouts and screams shook the air as the Ushabti dragged a score of young 
slaves forward and cast them into the flames. 


Akhmen-hotep joined the chanting of the priests, calling upon Ptra to 
unleash his wrath upon Nagash the Usurper. As the smoke darkened above 
the fire and the air grew sweet with the smell of roasted flesh, the priest 
king turned to Memnet, the Grand Hierophant. “What are the portents, holy 
one?” he asked respectfully. 


The high priest of Ptra shone with the Sun God’s reflected glory. His short, 
round frame was clothed in a robe woven with threads of gold, and golden 
bracelets pinched the soft flesh of his brown arms. Upon his chest lay the 
polished golden sun-disk of the temple, inscribed with sacred glyphs and 
showing the likeness of Ptra and his fiery chariot. His fleshy face was 
covered in a sheen of sweat, even at this early hour. 


Memnet licked his lips nervously and turned his face to the flames. His 
deep-set eyes, shadowed by a thick band of black kohl, betrayed none of the 
priest’s inner thoughts. He studied the shapes in the smoke for a long time, 
his mouth set in a grim line. 


Silence fell upon the scattered nobles, broken only by the hungry crackle of 
the flames. Akhmen-hotep frowned at the Grand Hierophant. 


“The warriors of Ka-Sabar await your word, holy one,” he prompted. “The 
foe awaits.” 


Memnet squinted at the curling ribbons of smoke. “I...” he began, and then 
fell silent. He wrung his podgy hands. 


The priest king stepped close to the smaller man.. 
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“What do you see, brother?” he asked, feeling the expectant stares of a 
thousand nobles weighing upon his shoulders. Cold fingers of dread tickled 
at his spine. 


“Tt... it is not clear,” Memnet said hollowly. He glanced up at the king, and 
there was a glint of fear in his dark-rimmed eyes. The Grand Hierophant 
glanced back at the sacrificial fire. He took a deep breath. “Ptra, Father of 
All, has spoken,” he said, his voice gathering strength as he fell into the 
ceremonial cadences. “So long as the sun shines on the warriors of the 
faithful, victory is certain.” 


A great sigh passed through the assemblage, like a breath of desert wind. 
Akhmen-hotep turned to his noblemen and raised his great bronze khopesh 
up to the sky. The light of the sun god blazed from its keen, curved edge. 


“The gods are with us!” he cried, his powerful voice carrying over the 
murmurs of the throng. “The time has come to cleanse the stain of 
wickedness from the Blessed Land! Today, the reign of Nagash the Usurper 
will come to an end!” 


The assembled nobles answered with a great cheer, raising their scimitars 
and crying out the names of Ptra and Geheb. Trumpets sounded, and the 
Ushabti threw back their golden heads and roared, baring their leonine 
fangs at the cloudless sky. North of the oasis, the serried ranks of the great 
army took up the cry, clashing their weapons against the faces of their 
bronze-rimmed shields and shouting a challenge in the direction of the 
enemy camp, more than a mile away. 


Akhmen-hotep strode back in the direction of his tents, calling for his 
chariot. The assembled noblemen followed suit, eager to join their warriors 
and reap the glory that awaited them. No one paid any more heed to 
Memnet, except his fearful and exhausted priests. The Grand Hierophant 
continued to stare into the flames, his lips working soundlessly as he tried 
to puzzle out the portents contained within. 


A mile distant, along the rocky ridge that sat astride the ancient trade road 
leading to far-off Ka-Sabar, the warriors of Khemri lay like an army of 
corpses upon the dusty ground. 
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They had marched night and day, burnt by sun and frozen by darkness, 
driven by the lash of their generals and the implacable will of their king. 
League after league passed beneath their sandalled feet, with scant pause 
for rest or food. Years of famine and privation had rendered their bodies 
down to little more than sinew and bone. The army moved swiftly, winding 
down the road like a desert adder as it bore down on its foe. They travelled 
light, unburdened by the weight of a baggage train or extravagant retinues 
of priests. When the army stopped, the warriors sank to the earth and slept. 
When it was time to move again, they rose silently to their feet and shuffled 
onwards. They ate and drank on the move, eating small handfuls of raw 
grain and washing it down with sips of water from the leather flasks at their 
hips. 


Those that died on the march were left by the side of the road. No rites were 
spoken for them, nor were any gifts offered to propitiate Djaf, the god of 
death. Such things had long been forbidden to the citizens of the Living 
City. 


The corpses withered under the merciless heat of the sun. Not even the 
vultures would touch them. 


As the light of dawn stole across the stony earth and the warriors of the 
Bronze Host shouted the names of their gods to the sky, the warriors of 
Khemri stirred from their exhausted slumber. They raised their heads and 
blinked dully at the sound, turning their dust-streaked faces to the oasis and 
the shining army that awaited them. 


A dry, rustling sound, like a chorus of swarming locusts, rose from the 
shadows of the dark pavilions erected behind the army’s silent ranks. 
Moving slowly, as though in a dream, the army of Nagash rose once more 
to its feet. 


“Tt’s as if they’re marching to their deaths,’ Suseb the Lion declared, 
watching the shambling ranks of the enemy army descend from the ridge 
and form up at the edge of the shimmering plain. 


The tall champion stood beside his king in the bed of Akhmen-hotep’s 
armoured chariot, taking advantage of the slight elevation to look over the 
heads of their assembled troops. Double lines of archers formed the front 
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ranks of the army, their tall bows of wood and horn held ready as the enemy 
slowly drew within range. The companies of spearmen, nearly twenty 
thousand in all, waited behind them, stretching like a wall of flesh and 
bronze nearly two miles long. Gaps between the companies created lanes 
for the bands of light horsemen and charioteers that the priest king chose to 
hold in reserve at the rear of the waiting host. Once the Khemri army broke, 
he intended to unleash his cavalry upon the fleeing warriors and slaughter 
them to a man. 


No quarter would be asked, and none given. Such was not the usual way of 
war in the Blessed Land, but Nagash was no true king. His nightmarish 
reign in the Living City was an abomination, and Akhmen-hotep intended 
to erase its taint for all time. 


The priest king and his bodyguard were drawn up at the centre of the 
battleline, athwart the old trade road. The priests and their retinues were 
still streaming out of the oasis and making their way to the rear of the army, 
wreathed in clouds of incense and bearing the icons of their gods before 
them. Hashepra, bronze-skinned Hierophant of Geheb, had arrived first, and 
was already deep in prayer. His bare chest was striped with sacrificial 
blood, and his deep voice was intoning the Invocation of Unconquerable 
Flesh. 


Akhmen-hotep studied the mass of dark figures that was flowing sluggishly 
onto the plain before his army Spearmen and axe-men gathered together in 
ragged companies, intermingled with small bands of dusty archers. Their 
shambling march kicked up a haze of dust that masked the movements of 
other units still on the ridge. The priest king thought he saw small units of 
cavalry moving slowly along the ridge line, but it was difficult to tell for 
certain. 


There was some kind of activity behind the centre of the enemy host. It 
looked like a mass of slaves, carrying a number of dark shapes, palanquins, 
perhaps, and arranging them in groups at the crest of the ridge. The sight of 
them sent an unaccountable chill down the priest king’s spine. 


Suseb sensed the king’s disquiet. 


“Your strategy has worked to perfection, great one,” he said. “The enemy is 
exhausted, and their ranks have been thinned by their headlong march. See 
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how far the people of the Living City have fallen! We have nearly twice as 
many companies at our command.” The champion pointed to the army’s 
flanks. “Let us order our left and right wings forward. When the battle is 
joined we can encircle the Usurper’s army and grind them to dust.” 


Akhmen-hotep nodded thoughtfully. He had counted upon this when he’d 
raised the banner of war against distant Khemri and called upon the other 
priest kings to unite against the Usurper. Nagash would not tolerate 
defiance. He’d shown that at Zandri, more than two hundred years ago. So, 
Akhmen-hotep had made no secret of his advance on the Living City, 
knowing that Nagash would hasten to meet him before his spark of 
rebellion could ignite the rest of Nehekhara. Here, then, was the fiend, 
hundreds of leagues from home, having pushed his army past all human 
endurance in a fit of tyrannical fury. 


Nagash had played directly into his hands. It was like a gift from the gods, 
and yet, Akhmen-hotep could not shake a powerful sense of foreboding as 
he watched his foes array for battle. 


“Have there been any reports from our scouts?” the king asked. Suseb 
paused. 


“None, great one,” he admitted, and then shrugged. “Likely, the Usurper’s 
patrols chased them into the desert during the night, and they are still 
making their way back to us. No doubt we will hear from them soon.” The 
priest king’s lips drew into a grim line. 


“And no news of Bhagar, yet?” he asked. 


Suseb shook his head. Bhagar was the closest Nehekharan city, still little 
more than a merchant town, perched at the edge of the Great Desert. Its 
princes had pledged their small army to Akhmen-hotep’s cause, but there 
had been no sign of their forces since the Bronze Host had begun its slow 
march. The champion shrugged. 


“Who can say?” he said. “They might have been delayed by sandstorms, or 
perhaps Nagash sent a punitive expedition against them as well. It matters 
little. We don’t need their help against a rabble such as this.” 


Suseb folded his powerful arms and glared disdainfully at the Usurper’s 
approaching warriors. “This won’t be a battle, great one. We will slaughter 
them like lambs.” 
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“Perhaps,” the priest king said. “But you have heard the stories from 
Khemri as well as I. If half of what the traders say is true, the Living City 
has become a dark and terrible place, indeed. Who knows what awful 
powers the Usurper is consorting with?” Suseb chuckled. 


“Look around, great one,” he said, indicating the growing assembly of 
priests with a sweep of his hand. “The gods are with us! Let Nagash consort 
with his daemons; the power of the Blessed Land burns in our veins!” 


Akhmen-hotep listened and took heart from Suseb’s words. He could feel 
the power of Geheb burning in his limbs, waiting to be unleashed upon the 
foe. With such blessings at their command, who could stand against them? 


“Wise words, my friend,” he said, gripping Suseb’s arm. “The gods have 
delivered the foe into our hands. It is time for us to strike the killing blow. 
Go, and take command of the chariots. When I give the signal, grind the 
enemy beneath your wheels.” 


Suseb bowed his head respectfully, but his handsome face was lit with a 
joyful grin at the prospect of battle. The Lion leapt gracefully from the 
chariot, and immediately one of the Ushabti and a tall, keen-eyed archer 
took his place in the king’s chariot. 


Alone with his thoughts, Akhmen-hotep resumed his study of the 
approaching enemy force. He was a skilled and experienced general; the 
sight of the enemy’s silent, shambling ranks should have filled him with 
eager joy. Once again, he tried to shake a creeping sense of dread. 


The priest king beckoned to one of his runners, and said, “Inform the 
Master of the Bow to begin firing as soon as the enemy comes into range.” 


The boy nodded, repeating the order word-for-word, and ran off towards the 
battleline. 


Akhmen-hotep turned his face to the fierce light of the sun and waited for 
the battle to be joined. 


The warriors of Khemri poured down off the ridge like water spilling from 
a cup, spreading in a dark arc across the white plain and flowing inexorably 
towards the Bronze Host. Hollow-eyed nobles paced along behind their 
ragged companies, cymbals clashing and drums pounding, setting a funereal 


1997 XRN 


pace. Squadrons of bedraggled horsemen followed behind the footmen, 
slipping like ghostly shadows in and out of the dusty haze kicked up by the 
infantry’s marching feet. 


Horns wailed along the length of the opposing battleline, barely a hundred 
and fifty yards distant. The archers of Ka-Sabar stood twenty yards ahead of 
the regular infantry: three thousand men, arrayed in three companies, with a 
dozen arrows per man driven into the sand by their feet. At the signal, the 
archers plucked the first of their arrows from the sand and fitted it to their 
powerful composite bows. Bronze arrowheads glinted angrily as they were 
aimed into the cloudless sky. The archers paused for a single heartbeat, 
muscles bunched along their arms and shoulders, and then a single, piercing 
note from the signal-horn rang out and the bowmen loosed as one. 
Bowstrings hummed, and three thousand reed arrows, sped by prayers to 
Phakth, god of the sky, fell hissing among the enemy ranks. 


The warriors of Khemri crouched low and raised their rectangular shields. 
Arrowheads punched through laminated wood with an angry rattle. Men 
screamed and fell, shot through the arm or leg, or collapsed lifeless to the 
broken ground. The infantry slowed momentarily beneath the awful rain, 
but continued to press grimly forwards. Within moments of the first volley, 
a second was arcing skyward, and then a third. Still the enemy pressed 
forwards, their companies withering slowly under the steady rain of fire. 


Then came the thunder of hooves, and several squadrons of light horsemen 
charged out of the haze towards the line of archers. The cavalrymen 
wielded compact horn-bows of their own, and the Khemri warriors 
unleashed a ragged volley as they bore down on the bowmen. Arrows sped 
back and forth across the killing ground. Horses and men went down in a 
spray of dirt and rock, but the bowmen of the Bronze Host shrugged off the 
enemy fire. Protected by the invocations of their holy priests, most of the 
Khemri arrows broke or glanced harmlessly from their bare skin. 


Still the horsemen bore down on the thin line of archers, heedless of the 
appalling losses inflicted by the bowmen. Bronze scimitars flashed in the 
riders’ hands as they closed in. At thirty yards the archers fired a last volley 
into the front ranks of the horsemen, and then turned and raced for the 
safety of their battleline. 
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An eager cheer went up from the front ranks of the Bronze Host as they 
made ready for the enemy charge. The Khemri horsemen lashed at the 
flanks of their mounts, but the weary horses could not catch up to the 
fleeing bowmen. Frustrated, they reined in less than a dozen yards from the 
shouting infantry, and then wheeled about and withdrew, leaving several 
hundred of their fallen brethren littering the battlefield. 


The sacrifices of the cavalry, however, bought time and distance for the 
Usurper’s infantry, who were almost upon their foes. With a final clash of 
cymbals and a rattle of hide drums the silent companies surged forwards, 
brandishing stone axes and short-handled maces above their arrow-studded 
shields. The two armies came together with a hollow crash of flesh, wood 
and metal, punctuated by fierce shouts and the screams of the dying. 


The warriors of the Bronze Host moved back not a single step from the 
force of the enemy’s charge. Filled with the vigour of Geheb, their patron 
god, they splintered shields and shattered bones, dashing their foes to the 
ground. Decades of pent up anger against the tyrant of Khemri found its 
voice in a hungry, wordless roar that reverberated from the warriors of Ka- 
Sabar. Akhmen-hotep and the chanting priests felt the echoes reverberate 
across their skin and were awed by the sound. 


Dust was thickening around the churning mass of warriors, making it 
difficult to see. Akhmen-hotep scowled, studying the rearmost ranks of his 
footmen. They were pressing forwards, eager to join in the killing, which he 
took to be a good sign. The priest king sought out the priests of Phakth. He 
saw them a short distance away, shrouded in plumes of fragrant incense. 


“Glory to the god of the sky, who sped our arrows in flight!” he shouted. 
“Will great Phakth stretch forth his hand and wipe the dust from our eyes?” 


Sukhet, High Priest of Phakth, stood in the centre of the chanting priests, 
his shaven head bowed in prayer. He opened one eye and arched a thin 
eyebrow at the priest king. 


“The dust belongs to Geheb. If you would have it lie still, importune him 
instead of the Hawk of the Air,” the priest said in his nasal voice. The priest 
king scowled at Sukhet, but did not press further. Instead, he turned to his 
trumpeter. 


“Sound the general advance,” he commanded. 
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Horns wailed, echoing up and down the line. The champions of the infantry 
companies raised their blood-streaked swords and shouted orders to their 
men. Shouting, the warriors took one step forward, and then another. 
Bronze-tipped spears jabbed and thrust, streaming blood, and the exhausted 
warriors of the Living City gave ground. 


Step by step, the warriors of Ka-Sabar drove the enemy back the way they 
had come. They climbed over the bloodied corpses of the fallen until blood 
stained the wrappings of their sandals up to their ankles. Meanwhile, the 
companies at the far ends of the battleline began to curve inwards, trying to 
surround the retreating enemy. The Khemri light cavalry harassed the flanks 
of the spearmen with arrow fire, but did little to slow the inexorable 
advance. 


Akhmen-hotep gestured to his charioteer, who took up the double reins and 
lashed the team of horses into motion. The chariot rolled forward with a 
clatter of bronze-rimmed wheels, keeping pace with the advancing army. 


A runner appeared from the right flank, his face flushed with excitement. 


“Suseb asks permission to attack!” he cried in a piping voice. The priest 
king considered this for a moment, cursing the dusty haze. Finally he shook 
his head. 


“Not yet,” he answered. “Tell the Lion to bide his time a little longer.” 


So, the advance continued. The Bronze Host moved inexorably across the 
plain, drawing slowly but steadily closer to the ridge line. Akhmen-hotep’s 
chariot bounced and lurched over the corpses left behind by the fighting. 
The priests of the city were far behind him, hidden by the dust of the 
advance, while the churning haze continued to mask the fighting to the fore. 
He could hear the rattling of chariot wheels off to his left and right, and the 
nervous whicker of horses as the cavalry kept pace with the footmen. The 
priest king listened intently to the timbre of battle, waiting for the first signs 
that the enemy companies were broken and in full retreat. 


Despite the steady, remorseless slaughter, the warriors of the Living City 
refused to break. The closer they drew to the silent, black pavilions lining 
the ridge, the harder they fought. They pressed against the shields of the 
enemy spearmen, as though the death looming before them was preferable 
to what waited at their backs. 
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Within an hour, the fighting was nearly at the foot of the low ridge line. 
From the rocky summit, the battle resembled nothing so much as the 
swirling edge of a sandstorm, lit from within by hard glints of flashing 
bronze. 


Figures waited silently on the slope, watching the approaching storm. 
Companies of heavy horsemen waited among the dark linen tents, their 
banners hanging listlessly in the hot, still air. Smaller bands of heavy 
infantry, clad in leather armour and bearing bronze-rimmed shields, knelt 
stoically before the great pavilions, awaiting the call to battle. 


A group of priests stood together at the centre of the line, outside the largest 
of the tents. Tall and regal, they wore the black robes of Khemri’s mortuary 
cult, circlets set with sapphires and rubies adorning their shaved heads, and 
their narrow beards bound with strips of hammered gold. Their dusky skin 
was pale, and their hawk-like faces were gaunt, but dark power hung over 
them like an invisible shroud, causing the morning air to shimmer around 
them like a mirage. 


These terrible men waited upon a stooped, elderly slave that crouched at 
their feet and watched the progress of the battle on the plain below. Blind 
and nearly toothless, the slave’s blue eyes were clouded with milky 
cataracts, and his brown skin was dried and wrinkled like aged parchment. 
His bald head was cocked to one side, balanced precariously on his scrawny 
neck. A thin line of drool hung from his trembling lips. 


Slowly, the wrinkled head straightened. A ripple went through the 
assembled priests, and they shuffled forward, their faces expectant. The 
slave’s mouth worked. 


“Tt is time. Open the jars,” he said, in a voice ravaged with pain and the 
weight of too many years. 


Silently, the priests bowed to the blind slave and went inside the tent. A pair 
of sarcophagi stood within, carved from glossy black and green marble, fit 
for the bodies of a mighty king and his queen. Baleful glyphs of power were 
etched upon their surfaces, and the air surrounding the coffins was as cold 
and dank as a tomb. The priests averted their eyes from the dreadful figure 
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carved upon the king’s sarcophagus, kneeling instead before eight heavy 
jars nestled at its feet. 


The priests picked up the dusty jars in their hands and carried them out into 
the open air. Each of the clay vessels vibrated invisibly in their grasp, 
sending a deep, unsettling hum reverberating through their bones. 


Slowly, fearfully, the priests set the jars down on the uneven ground. Each 
vessel was sealed shut with a thick band of dark wax, engraved with rows 
of intricate glyphs. When all of the jars were in place, the men drew their 
irheps, the curved ceremonial daggers used to remove the organs of the 
dead for interment. Steeling their nerves, the priests cut away the wax seals. 
At once, the buzzing grew louder and more insistent, like the drone of 
countless angry wasps. The heavy clay lids rattled violently atop the jars. 


Nearby, horses shied violently away from the unsealed vessels. With 
trembling hands, the priests reached forwards and pulled the lids away. 


Akhmen-hotep raised his hand to signal his trumpeter. Now was the time to 
send the chariots and horsemen forwards to break the enemy line once and 
for all. 


All at once, the swirling haze of dust was swept away. The priest king felt a 
cold wind rushing over the skin of his upraised arm, goose bumps prickling 
his bare flesh. 


The pall of dust flowed up the rocky slope of the ridge in a single, indrawn 
rush. For a dizzying instant, Akhmen-hotep could see the battlefield in 
every detail. He saw the struggling companies of enemy foot-sloggers, 
reduced to ragged bands of tormented warriors forced back almost to the 
very foot of the ridge line. Beyond them, the priest king saw the rocky 
slope, leading upwards to a long line of black linen tents, and squadrons of 
rearing, plunging horsemen. 


Then he saw the priests and their tall, heavy jars. The dust formed whirling 
cyclones over the open vessels, and then Akhmen-hotep watched them 
darken, turning from a pale tan to deep brown, and then to a slick, glossy 
black. 
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A seething, whirring drone radiated down the rocky slope and washed over 
the combatants, sinking through armour and flesh, and vibrating along their 
bones. Horses bucked and screamed, their eyes white with terror. Men 
dropped their spears and clapped their hands over their ears to try to shut 
out the awful noise. 


The priest king watched in growing terror as the ebon pillars stretched 
upwards and poured out a pall of roiling darkness that spread like ink across 
the sky. 
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TWO 
Second Sons 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 44th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1968 Imperial Reckoning) 


On the seventh day after his death, the body of the Priest King Khetep was 
taken from the temple of Djaf, in the southern quarter of the Living City, 
and borne within an ebon palanquin to the House of Everlasting Life. The 
palanquin was carried not by slaves, but upon the shoulders of Khetep’s 
great Ushabti, and the king’s mighty champions marched with their heads 
hung low and their once-radiant skin stained with ash and dust. 


Throngs of mourners crowded the streets of the Living City to pay homage 
to Khetep as the palanquin passed by. Men and children fell to their knees 
and pressed their faces to the dust, and mothers wept and tore at their hair, 
calling to Djaf, god of the dead, to return their monarch to the land of the 
living. Water drawn from the River Vitae, the great Giver of Life, was cast 
upon the sides of the palanquin amid tearful prayers. Potters brought out the 
cups and bowls that had been fired on the day of Khetep’s death and dashed 
them to pieces on the street in the wake of the priest king’s passage. In the 
merchant’s quarter, wealthy traders tossed gold coins into the dust before 
the cortege, where the polished metal caught the light of Ptra’s holy fire and 
blazed beneath the Ushabti’s marching feet. 


By comparison, the streets of the noble districts surrounding the palace to 
the north were silent and still. Many of the households were in mourning, or 
preparing the exorbitant ransoms expected to redeem their lost kin after the 
disastrous defeat outside Zandri a week before. The atmosphere of sadness 
and dread settled over the procession like a shroud, weighing heavily on the 
shoulders of the devoted. Khetep had ruled over Khemri for more than 
twenty-five years, and through a mix of diplomacy and military prowess 
he’d forced the cities of Nehekhara to put aside their feuds and live together 
in peace. Nehekhara had enjoyed an age of prosperity not seen since the 
great Settra, five hundred years before. 


All that had been swept away in the space of a single afternoon on the 
banks of the Vitae. Khetep’s great army had been broken by the warriors of 
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Zandri, and the Ushabti had failed in their sacred duty to protect the king. 
The news had spread across the Blessed Land like a dust storm, sweeping 
all before it, and the future was uncertain. 


The silent procession made its way into the palace grounds, where the 
king’s household lined the great avenue leading to Settra’s mortuary temple. 
Noblemen and slaves alike prostrated themselves in the dust as the 
palanquin approached. Many wept openly, knowing that they would soon 
be joining their great king on his journey into the afterlife. 


Settra had built his temple to the east of the palace, facing downriver where 
the Vitae led to the foot of the Mountains of the Dawn, and symbolic of the 
journey of the soul after death. The avenue led to a massive, roofed plaza, 
supported by ranks of huge sandstone columns that led all the way to the 
temple’s grand entrance. The shadows beneath the broad cedar roof were 
cool and fragrant after the fierce, dry heat of the day. Their footsteps echoed 
strangely among the columns, transforming their heavy, measured tread into 
mournful drum beats. 


A thirty foot high doorway stood open at the far end of the plaza, densely 
carved with sacred glyphs and flanked by towering basalt statues of 
fearsome warriors with the heads of owls, the horex, servants of Usirian, the 
god of the underworld. 


A procession of solemn figures strode from the shadows beyond the great 
doorway as the Ushabti approached. The priests were clad in ceremonial 
robes of purest white, and their dusky skins were marked with hundreds of 
painted henna glyphs, sacred to the cult. Each priest wore a mask of beaten 
gold, identical to the burial masks of the great kings who lay in their tombs 
in the sands to the east, and wide belts of gold adorned with topaz and lapis 
lazuli encircled their waists. 


The priests waited in silence as the Ushabti laid the palanquin down at last 
and drew open the heavy curtains that concealed the priest king’s body from 
view. Khetep had been tightly wrapped in a white burial shroud, his hands 
folded across his narrow chest. The great king’s shrouded face was covered 
in an ornate burial mask. 


For the only time in their lives, the great Ushabti sank to their knees and 
prostrated themselves before someone other than their king and master. The 
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mortuary priests ignored the mighty champions. They drew near the 
palanquin and carefully removed the body of their exalted charge. Two by 
two they bore the shrouded corpse upon their shoulders, and took it into 
Settra’s temple, where only the dead and their eternal servants were 
allowed. 


Once upon a time, the services of the mortuary cult were reserved for the 
Priest Kings of Khemri alone. Over time, their practices had spread across 
all Nehekhara, and grew to encompass noble families who enjoyed the 
priest kings’ favour. Now, even the lowliest families could purchase the 
services of a priest to attend upon their loved ones, though the price was 
steep. No one begrudged the cost, even though a man might scrimp and 
save for a lifetime for the privilege. The promise of immortality was a gift 
beyond price. 


The priests carried the body of the king into the depths of the great temple, 
through vast, sandstone chambers whose walls were covered with intricate 
mosaics depicting the great Pilgrimage from the East and the Covenant of 
the Gods, wrought more than seven centuries before. On those walls, great 
Ptra led the people to the great, life-giving River Vitae, and Geheb sowed 
the dark earth with rich crops to make them healthy and strong. Tahoth the 
Wise showed the people the secrets of shaping stone and raising temples, 
and when the first cities had been built, glorious Asaph rose from the reeds 
beside the river and beguiled the people with the wonders of civilisation. 


Another chamber lay beyond these wondrous halls, low-ceilinged and dark. 
Smooth red sandstone gave way to glossy blocks of polished basalt, joined 
together so cunningly that no seams between the stones were visible. The 
carvings were highlighted here and there with faint touches of silver dust or 
precious crushed pearl: landscapes of fertile plains and a wide river, 
presided over by a mighty range of mountains that dominated the distant 
horizon. The details were vague, made all the more ephemeral by the 
shifting light of the oil lamps that flickered around the marble bier at the 
centre of the room. The Land of the Dead was a beguiling image, like a 
mirage of the deep desert, beckoning seductively to the viewer only to fade 
once he drew near. 


The priests laid the body of the king upon the bier, and reverently pulled 
away the linen shroud. Khetep’s body had been cleaned by his attendants at 


2006 XRN 


the battlefield, and the priests of Djaf had further washed it in a solution of 
ancient herbs and earth salts. The great king’s angular face appeared serene, 
though the cheeks and eyes were already sunken and there was a strange, 
bluish-black tint to his thin lips. 


A silent procession of acolytes filed in and out of the room as the priests 
worked. They bore clay pots of expensive ink and fine brushes of camel 
hair to paint Khetep’s skin with glyphs of preservation and sanctity, as well 
as jars of raw herbs, perfumed water and still more earth salts. Finally came 
a procession of four young priests carrying intricately carved alabaster jars 
that would store Khetep’s vital organs until his eventual resurrection. 


The senior priests worked swiftly, preparing the body for preservation. The 
priests of the city temples had declared that the coronation of Khetep’s heir 
and his sacred marriage must proceed at sunset, only seven hours away, so 
there was little time before the dead king’s interment. Once the burial 
shroud was removed, they gathered in a circle around the bier and faced the 
statues of Djaf and Usirian, which flanked a ceremonial doorway on the 
eastern wall of the chamber. The senior priest, Shepsu-het, raised his 
stained hands and prepared to utter the Invocation of the Open Door, the 
first step in securing Usirian’s permission to one day return Khetep’s spirit 
to the Blessed Land. 


Just as the priest began to speak he felt a chill race down his spine. The 
back of his neck prickled beneath the weight of a cold, inimical stare, much 
as a mouse might suffer under the unblinking gaze of a cobra. 


Shepsu-het turned to face the shadowy figure standing in the chamber’s 
entrance. The other priests followed suit, and sank quickly to their knees as 
they recognised the figure. 


Nagash, son of Khetep, Grand Hierophant of the Living City’s mortuary 
cult, favoured the kneeling priests with a disdainful glare. 


“What is the meaning of this?” he demanded in a clear, resonant voice. 


The senior priests looked to one another apprehensively, their disquiet 
evident in the set of their hunched shoulders and furtive movements. 
Finally, they turned to Shepsu-het, who gathered his courage and spoke. 


“Time is of the essence, holy one,” he said, his old voice muffled by the 
mask he wore. “I thought you would wish us to begin the rites at once.” 
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Nagash considered the priest for a long moment, and then favoured Shepsu- 
het with a mirthless smile. At only thirty-two, Nagash was the youngest 
Grand Hierophant of any city in Nehekharan history, and his physical 
presence filled the funeral chamber. He was tall for the people of Khemri, 
and preferred the attire of a warrior prince to the staid robes of a priest. His 
white linen kilt was bound with a broad belt of fine leather, studded with 
rubies and gold ornaments in the shape of scarabs. Fine sandals of red 
leather covered his feet, and a wide-sleeved open robe covered his broad 
shoulders and the upper part of his muscular arms. His broad, tanned chest 
bore the scars of battle, earned in the wild years of early adulthood and still 
stark against his nut-brown skin. 


He had his father’s handsome features but none of Khetep’s warmth, with a 
square chin and an aquiline nose, but a pair of eyes the colour of polished 
onyx. His narrow beard was bound in a queue with strips of hammered 
gold, in the manner of the royal household, and his scalp was shaven and 
oiled to a lustrous sheen. 


“Once again, you demonstrate why I am Grand Hierophant instead of you,” 
Nagash said, stepping deeper into the room. He moved with a jungle cat’s 
grace, gliding almost soundlessly across the stone floor. “You are an old 
fool, Shepsu-het. I choose to attend upon my father alone.” He waved his 
arm at the doorway behind him. “Begone. If I need the assistance of a pack 
of prattling monkeys, I shall send for you.” 


The senior priests quailed before Nagash’s forbidding stare. They rose 
quickly, as one, and shuffled out of the room. Shepsu-het went last, his 
expression unreadable beneath the smooth, golden features of his mask. As 
he departed, the figure of a young priest slipped quietly through the 
doorway into the chamber. Unlike Nagash, the young man was 
conservatively attired in a white robe and simple gold belt, but his scarred 
face was lit with an impudent grin, and his brown eyes were sharp and 
calculating. 


“That one means you trouble, master,” he murmured, watching Shepsu-het 
disappear from sight. 


Nagash stepped around the foot of the bier and folded his arms, studying 
the body of his dead father in detail. 
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“T suppose you think I should kill him,” he said absently. 


The young priest shrugged, and said, “He must be a hundred and fifty years 
old. There are herbs that could find their way into his wine: simple things 
you could find in the temple kitchens, but deadly when combined in the 
right way. Or an asp could wind up underfoot in the priests’ baths. It’s been 
known to happen.” 


Nagash shrugged slightly, listening with only half an ear. His attention was 
focused on the body before him, looking for clues that would reveal how 
the priest king had died. Khetep’s skin had a yellow tinge from the natron 
wash the priests had given the corpse, but it could not fully disguise the 
body’s grey pallor. Though well advanced in years, at the age of one 
hundred, Khetep still possessed a measure of the fighting strength he’d 
enjoyed in his prime. Nagash studied the formation of the king’s muscles, 
noting with a frown the dark lines of the corpse’s veins and the body’s 
distended belly. 


“Too much wine and luxury,” he muttered. “Your defeat was written in the 
sagging lines of your body, father. Your glories made you weak.” 


The young priest chuckled, and said, “I thought that was the point of 
glories, master.” 


Khefru was the first son of a wealthy merchant family, who had enjoyed 
spending his father’s coin on wine and games of dice. He’d got the scar that 
disfigured the left side of his face in a drunken knife fight outside a 
gaminghouse. His opponent, the son of a powerful noble in Khetep’s court, 
died a few days later. Rather than face execution, Khefru had begun a new 
life in the mortuary cult. He was a terrible scholar and an indifferent priest, 
but possessed a sharp wit and a singular bloody-mindedness that Nagash 
found useful. He’d chosen Khefru as his personal servant on the same day 
he’d become Khemri’s Grand Hierophant. 


“Glory is for fools,” Nagash declared. “It’s a poison that saps the will and 
diminishes one’s resolve. Khetep learned that to his cost.” 


Khefru arched an eyebrow at his master, and said, “No doubt you would 
have ruled differently.” 


Nagash glared balefully at the young priest. At sixteen he’d followed his 
father’s army east through the ancient Valley of Kings, and then south 
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towards the steaming jungles that, according to legend, had been the 
birthplace of their people. For three years Khetep had fought against the 
hordes of lizardmen that lurked there, beginning construction of the great 
fortress of Rasetra as a bastion against their constant raids against the allied 
city of Lybaras. When Khetep was stricken down with the fever, Nagash 
assumed command of the expedition. For almost six months he’d led his 
father’s warriors in a merciless campaign against their enemies, finally 
culminating in the brutal battle that had broken the backs of the local lizard 
chieftains and pacified the region. 


For those six months, he’d ruled like a king, and held the land in an iron 
grip, but when Khetep had recovered enough to begin the long trek home, 
he’d given Rasetra to one of his generals, and brought Nagash back to the 
Living City with him. The surviving members of the expedition had been 
forbidden to speak of Nagash’s brief rule. He had been praised as a mighty 
warrior, but no more, and upon their arrival in Khemri the king sent Nagash 
to Settra’s temple to begin his studies. Now, thirteen years later, Rasetra was 
a small but thriving city with a priest king of its own. 


The Grand Hierophant rested his palm on the hilt of the jewelled irheps at 
his belt. 


“If noble families passed their inheritance to their firstborn, as they do in 
the barbarian tribes to the far north, things would be very different indeed,” 
Nagash said. “Instead, fortunes are passed to second sons, and we are shut 
up in temples.” 


“The firstborn are given to the gods, in return for the Blessed Land they 
have given us,” Khefru said, reciting the old saying with no small amount 
of bitterness. “It could be worse. At least they don’t sacrifice us, like they 
did in the old days.” 


“The gods should take goats, and be content,” Nagash snapped. “They need 
us far more than we need them.” 


Khefru shifted from one foot to the other, suddenly uncomfortable. He 
glanced worriedly at the grim-looking statues on the other side of the room. 


“Surely you don’t mean such a thing,” he said quickly. “Without them, the 
land would wither. The ancient compact—” 
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“The ancient compact sold us a bowl of sand in exchange for eternal 
servitude,” Nagash declared. “The gods offered to make our fields bloom 
and hold the desert at bay in exchange for worship and devotion. Think on 
that, Khefru. They were willing to give us paradise in exchange for prayers 
and the gifts of our firstborn. The gods were desperate. Without us, they 
were weak. We could have enslaved them, bent them to our will. Instead, 
we are in bondage, giving them strength that we could better use ourselves. 
Real power lies here, in this world,” Nagash said, tapping the marble bier 
for emphasis, “not in the next. Settra understood this, I think. That was why 
he sought the secret to eternal life. Without the fear of death, the gods 
would have no hold over us at all.” 


“A secret that has eluded the mortuary cult for more than five hundred 
years,” Khefru pointed out. 


“That is because our sorcery depends upon the beneficence of the gods,” 
Nagash said. “All our rites and invocations are fuelled by their energies. Do 
you imagine they will help us escape their clutches?” The Grand 
Hierophant clenched his fists. “Do not think I flatter myself when I say I 
possess the greatest mind in all Nehekhara. In thirteen years I have learned 
everything the cult knows about the process of life and death. I have the 
knowledge, Khefru. What I lack is power.” 


As he spoke, Nagash’s eyes grew fever-bright, and his voice rose until it 
was almost a shout. The intensity of the Grand Hierophant’s emotions 
stunned Khefru. 


“One day you will find it, master,” the young priest stammered, suddenly 
afraid. “No doubt it’s only a matter of time.” 


Nagash paused. He blinked, and seemed to collect himself, and said, “Yes. 
Of course. Merely time.” The Grand Hierophant glanced down at his 
father’s body. He drew the curved bronze knife at his belt. 


“Bring the first jar,” he commanded. “I won’t have Shepsu-het accuse me of 
failing in my duties.” 


Khefru went quickly to the waiting alabaster jars and picked one carved 
with the likeness of a hippo. The canopic jars were made to hold the dead 
king’s four vital organs, the liver, lungs, stomach and intestines, and were 
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carved with glyphs that would preserve them until such time as they were 
needed once more. 


The young priest set the heavy jar beside Nagash, and murmured a prayer to 
Djaf, god of the dead, before pulling off the lid. Nagash held the bronze 
blade over his father’s belly. He paused briefly, savouring the moment. 


“No sign of a wound at all,” he observed. “Perhaps his heart gave out in the 
heat of battle.” Khefru shook his head. 


“Tt was sorcery, master,” he said. “I heard that the army of Zandri called 
down a spell that smote the priest king and his generals, far behind the 
battleline. None of the wards laid by our priests could stop it. When Khetep 
fell, our army lost its heart, and the Zandri warriors hurled our men back in 
disarray.” 


Nagash considered this, and said, “But Zandri’s patron is Qu’aph. That does 
not sound like the subtlety of the Serpent God.” 


“Even so, master, this is what I was told,” Khefru said, shrugging. 


Scowling, Nagash reached down and made the first cut, slitting the 
abdomen from navel to sternum. At once, the king’s belly deflated, spilling 
a foul, bubbling flood of tarry fluid over the edge of the bier and onto the 
floor. 


Khefru reeled back from the stinking liquid with a muttered curse. Nagash 
stepped back as well, frowning in surprise. After a moment, the viscous 
flood subsided, and the Grand Hierophant stepped carefully through the 
sticky pool back to Khetep’s body. 


Using the tip of his knife, he added four perpendicular cuts to widen the 
incision, and pulled one of the flaps of skin aside. The sight of what lay 
within caused Nagash to hiss in surprise. 


The priest king’s organs had been fused together by some magical force. 
His intestines and stomach were shrivelled into a knotted ball, until there 
was no way to tell where one ended and the other began. Likewise, the 
diaphragm and lungs had been warped into bulbous masses of diseased 
flesh. It was as though a great cancer had eaten Khetep from within. 


The Grand Hierophant knew of no god who could do such a thing. 
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Gingerly, Khefru eased up to the table. When he saw what had become of 
Khetep, his face twisted in disgust. 


“What foul sorcery could do such a thing?” he gasped. 


Nagash was no longer listening. The Grand Hierophant was bending low 
over his father’s corpse, studying the great king’s twisted remains with rapt 
fascination. A strange, hungry gleam shone from the depths of his dark 
eyes. 


By noonday, the great plaza outside the palace was full of noblemen and 
their retinues, waiting to offer gifts for Khetep’s interment and to pledge 
their fealty to his heir. Small tents of brightly coloured linen had been 
erected by the royal household to shield the nobles from the worst of the 
sun’s heat, and slaves bustled to and fro with jugs of watered wine cooled 
by the cisterns deep beneath the palace. The stink of sacrificial animals 
hung heavy in the still air, as each of the noble families sought to outdo 
their rivals with lavish gifts of lambs, oxen and even a few precious horses. 
Nagash scowled forbiddingly at the noxious spectacle as he and Khefru 
made their way to Settra’s Court. He knew that by the end of the 
ceremonies the grand plaza would resemble a stockyard on market day. The 
stench would linger for weeks. 


The crowd grew thicker the closer they came to the king’s audience 
chamber. A dozen of Thutep’s Ushabti bodyguards lined the broad steps 
leading into the echoing hall, resplendent in their polished gold breastplates 
and gleaming swords. The faces of the devoted were young and fierce. Still 
little more than acolytes, their skin shone with Ptra’s holy blessing, but their 
bodies had yet to develop the perfectly muscled physiques of the Great 
Father’s chosen warriors. A hectic knot of palace slaves stood behind the 
rank of bodyguards, bearing wax tablets and rolls of fine parchment. They 
circled around a tall, dignified figure of middle years, wearing the gold 
circlet of Khetep’s grand vizier. 


Nagash moved effortlessly through the multitude, like a crocodile knifing 
through the dark waters of the Vitae. Slaves scattered from the Grand 
Hierophant’s path and prostrated themselves on the hot, filthy ground, while 
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their masters fell silent and bent their heads in respect. Khetep’s eldest son 
ignored them, one and all. 


The Ushabti bowed their heads in turn as Nagash glided smoothly up the 
sandstone steps, and the palace servants withdrew swiftly into the shadows 
of the court. That left only the grand vizier, who folded his hands calmly 
and awaited Nagash’s approach. 


“The blessings of the gods be upon you, holy one,” Ghazid said, bowing his 
head respectfully to the Grand Hierophant. Though at least a hundred and 
ten, the grand vizier was still lean and fit, with the quick, hawklike energy 
of the desert tribes from which he was born. Legend said he’d been a bandit 
in his early years, but had allied himself with Khetep when the young priest 
king had tried to bring the desert tribes to heel. Khetep quickly found 
himself confiding in the bold, clever tribesman, and when the army returned 
to Khemri, Ghazid went with them. In short order Ghazid was named grand 
vizier, and he had served the royal household ever since. He proved to be an 
able advisor and stalwart friend to the king, and many believed that much of 
the city’s resurgent glory could be rightly attributed to him. His keen blue 
eyes missed nothing, and he feared neither man nor beast. Nagash had hated 
him since childhood. 


“Pray, reserve those well wishes for yourself, grand vizier,” Nagash said 
with a cold smile. “I come to tell my brother that the rites for our great 
father are complete. He will be laid to rest in the Great Pyramid in just a 
few hours, in accordance with the wishes of the priests.” The Grand 
Hierophant bent his head in a semblance of respect. “It will be yet another 
loss to Khemri when you go into the darkness alongside him.” 


“Alas, holy one, you are misinformed,” Ghazid replied smoothly, “no doubt 
due to your grief and the duties of your station. Alas, Khetep has forbidden 
me from accompanying him into the underworld. As he lay dying on the 
battlefield, he commanded that I remain to guide his son through the early 
days of his reign.” 


“I... see,” Nagash replied. “Such a thing is unprecedented. It is a great 
honour, of course.” 


“And a great responsibility,” Ghazid added. His blue eyes regarded Nagash 
steadily. “Times of peace and prosperity tempt otherwise reasonable people 
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to make rash decisions.” 


The Grand Hierophant nodded gravely, and said, “Wise words as ever, 
Ghazid. I can see why my father valued your counsel so much.” 


Ghazid waved his hand dismissively. “Your father never truly needed my 
counsel,” he replied. “If anything, he often brooded too much over his 
decisions. If I did anything for him, it was to prompt him to take action 
when the situation warranted it. Better a swift blow to kill a viper before it 
can rear up and threaten to strike.” Nagash’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. 


“Well said, Ghazid. Well said.” 


The vizier smiled, saying, “I am pleased to be of service, as always,” he 
replied, bowing his head once more. He stepped aside, gesturing to the 
court’s open doorway. “Your brother is receiving offerings from the city’s 
embassies as we speak. He will be pleased to hear your news.” 


Nagash nodded brusquely and resumed his swift pace, passing between the 
massive sandstone columns supporting the roof of Settra’s Court and into 
the presence of the towering basalt statues of Asaph and Geheb, who stood 
to either side of the towering doorway. Geheb stood to the doorway’s right, 
his left hand clutching the sickle of the harvest and his right hand held up in 
a gesture of warding, keeping out spirits of misfortune or malevolence. 
Asaph held her hands crossed over her breast in greeting, her glorious face 
serene and inviting. Gold leaf decorated the goddess’ headdress and the 
bracelets upon her wrist, and shone from the curved blade in Geheb’s hand. 
The idols were a display of enormous wealth and power. The rough basalt 
alone had taken ten years and cost the lives of more than four thousand 
Slaves to bring it from the Brittle Peaks to the east, but they paled in 
comparison to the great hall that lay beyond. 


Settra’s Court was a rectangular chamber more than two hundred paces long 
and forty paces wide, bordered by great columns of polished marble that 
supported a ceiling forty-eight feet above the gleaming stone floor. The 
sandstone walls and floor had been faced with square sections of rich, 
purple marble, shot through with veins of onyx and gleaming gold that 
glowed in the light of scores of polished bronze oil lamps situated along the 
length of the chamber. The air inside the grand, echoing space was cool and 
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fragrant, perfumed with costly incense burnt in braziers near the grand dais 
at the far end of the hall. 


In ages past, Settra’s Court had been the grandest audience chamber in all 
Nehekhara, surpassed only by the extravagance of the White Palace at 
Quatar some centuries after Settra’s death. In these times, the entire nobility 
of Khemri could fit inside the lofty space, with room to spare for their 
families and slaves. Today, however, the audience chamber was crowded 
nearly to bursting, the murmur of voices mingling together in a steady, surf- 
like roar that echoed in the space between the huge pillars. Even Nagash 
was, for a moment, taken aback by the sheer spectacle that lay before him. 


During Khetep’s reign his tireless efforts to unite all of Nehekhara, if not as 
an empire then as a confederation of allied city-states, had involved so 
much negotiation and statecraft that the other Nehekharan cities had been 
obliged to create permanent embassies within the Living City. Delegates 
from each of these embassies filled the hall, each of them bearing lavish 
gifts to accompany Khetep into the afterlife and cement their relationship 
with his successor. From where he stood, Nagash could see a delegation 
from Bhagar in their black desert robes and head wrappings, whispering to 
one another in the company of a dozen slaves bearing urns of rich spices 
brought by caravan from the south. Nearby, the golden-skinned giants of 
Ka-Sabar folded their massive arms and watched the proceedings intently, 
beside them open chests containing ingots of polished bronze. Farther down 
the hall on the right, the Grand Hierophant spied a crowd of courtiers and 
noblemen clad in the silk robes and long kilts of distant Lahmia. Their 
expressions were guarded as ever, but Nagash noted the weariness that 
hooded their eyes and dulled their expressions. No doubt many of the 
Lahmians had escorted Thutep’s young bride up the great river to Khemri, a 
difficult journey in the best of times, but all the more gruelling when it had 
to be done in haste. Idly, he wondered what other gifts the rich and decadent 
Lahmians had brought to honour his dead father. 


At the moment, the attention of the Lahmians, and indeed that of nearly 
everyone else in the chamber, was focused on the great procession currently 
making its way towards the grand dais. Ranks of noblemen clad in plain, 
white kilts and shoulder capes were being led forward, escorted by tall 
Ushabti with gleaming green skin and long, fine black hair. Nagash 
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recognised the devoted with a start. They were the chosen warriors of 
Zandri, the architect of Khemri’s defeat. 


Khefru had noticed the procession as well, and whispered, “What can this 
mean, master?” 


Nagash gestured to his servant for silence. Frowning, he slipped quickly to 
the right and began working his way through the deep shadows behind the 
pillars along the great wall. Dozens of royal slaves bustled past them in the 
darkness, each intent on his own business and unaware of the personage 
who moved in their midst. 


“Nekumet, the Priest King of Zandri, is a thoughtful and devious man,” 
Nagash hissed. “He invited the war with Khemri over those absurd trade 
disputes last year, and now he seeks to supplant us as the pre-eminent 
power in Nehekhara. This is but the next step in his grand strategy.” 


The Grand Hierophant moved as swiftly as his station allowed, reaching the 
far end of the audience chamber in a few minutes, where the shadows were 
watched over by alert, keen-eyed Ushabti. The young bodyguards bowed 
their heads at Nagash’s approach and let him slip quietly into the crowd of 
viziers and courtiers in attendance at the foot of the dais. 


Nagash noted at once that the viziers were troubled men. They whispered 
quietly to one another, their hands moving in urgent, impassioned gestures 
as they discussed the events unfolding before them. Impatient, the Grand 
Hierophant pushed his way through the crowd of grey-bearded officials 
until he was nearly standing before the king’s throne. 


The throne of the Living City was ancient, carved from an elegant, fine- 
grained dark wood not found anywhere in Nehekhara. Legend said it had 
been brought from the jungles south and east of the Blessed Land, during 
the mythical Great Migration, while some claimed it had been built from 
wood taken from the south in the early years of Settra’s reign. It rested at 
the top of the grand dais, beneath a massive statue of Ptra, the Great Father. 
Reaching nearly to the ceiling, the idol was made of sandstone plated in 
sheets of hammered gold. The sun god’s right hand was clasped against his 
chest in welcome, while the left hand was held out in a gesture of warding, 
protecting the Priest King of Khemri from the evils of the world. 
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There was also a lesser throne upon the dais, set off to the right and two 
steps lower, closer to the floor where Khemri’s citizens attended upon their 
king. In the early days of the Living City, Khemri’s patron god was Ptra, 
and under the auspices of the Sun God, Settra the Great was able to forge 
Nehekhara into a mighty empire. This was not enough for the mighty king, 
however, and in time, his power and his pride grew so great that he believed 
that he could find a way to defy death, and reign over the Blessed Land 
until the end of time. That was when the city’s mortuary cult was born, 
more than seven hundred years ago, and in Settra’s lifetime its high priest 
supplanted Ptra’s, becoming Khemri’s Grand Hierophant. 


The ruling house of Khemri still owed a tremendous obligation, not just to 
Ptra, but to all the gods of the Blessed Land. Though the people of 
Nehekhara first encountered the gods near where the city of Mahrak now 
stood, many hundreds of leagues to the east, it was at Khemri, upon the 
banks of the River Vitae, that they entered into the great covenant that gave 
birth to the Blessed Land. Ptra and the gods swore to provide a paradise for 
the Nehekharans to live in, so long as the Nehekharans worshipped them 
and raised temples in their name. In addition every noble house would 
provide their firstborn as a gift to the gods, to serve as their priests and 
priestesses. In Khemri, the firstborn child was given to Ptra as the living 
embodiment of the great promise sworn between men and gods. 


When Settra founded the mortuary cult he risked breaking the sacred 
covenant that made his glorious empire possible. Since he could not give 
his firstborn child to the gods, he chose to honour his promise in another 
way, by taking a priestess of Ptra as his wife. Settra’s queen, the great 
Hatsushepra, was a daughter of the royal court of Lahmia. Ever since, a 
daughter of Lahmia was wed to the Priest King of Khemri to ensure the 
prosperity of the Blessed Land. 


The queen’s throne sat empty. Khetep’s wife, Sofer, was praying at the 
temple of Djaf in preparation for joining her husband that afternoon, but 
there was someone standing beside the lesser throne, her hand resting 
almost possessively on its ornately carved arm. The strange breach of 
decorum caught the Grand Hierophant’s eye, and he glanced up at the figure 
on the steps, less than a dozen feet away. Nagash’s breath caught in his 
throat. 
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She was very young, Nagash noted at once, still a long way off the full 
flowering of her beauty. Her lithe body was clad in glorious yellow silk, 
brought all the way from the strange land that lay across the seas east of 
Lahmia. Bracelets of delicate, honey-coloured amber decorated her brown 
wrists, and a necklace of gold and fiery rubies encircled her slender neck. 
She had a small mouth and a pointed nose that accentuated her high, fine 
cheekbones and large, almond-shaped eyes that were the colour of polished 
emeralds. Despite her youth, she stood beside the empty throne with great 
poise and dignity. She was serene and utterly radiant. In time, Thutep’s 
betrothed might become the greatest queen Nehekhara had ever known. 


Nagash had never felt beguiled by a woman at any point in his life. The 
thought of emotional attachment or dependency was repellent to him, and 
could only be a hindrance to his ambitions, and yet, the moment he saw the 
queen, Nagash found himself gripped with a terrible, burning desire. His 
hands, hidden within the depths of his voluminous sleeves, clenched into 
grasping claws. The thought of the horrors he could inflict on such 
sanctified flesh nearly swept every other ambition out of the Grand 
Hierophant’s mind. Only the thunderous cheer of the assembled throng 
brought Nagash out of his cruel reverie and focused him once more on the 
matter at hand. 


The priest king’s throne also stood empty. Thutep, the heir apparent, stood 
at the foot of the dais before a richly dressed dignitary from Zandri. 
Nagash’s brother still wore the ceremonial finery of a royal prince, clad in a 
kilt and shoulder cape of white linen worked with gold thread. Gold 
bracelets were clasped around his brown arms, and a circlet set with a 
single ruby rested upon his brow. Though he did not possess the refined 
features of his father and older brother, Thutep’s face was expressive and 
his eyes twinkled with easy charm. The ambassador from Zandri, whose 
sea-green robes were decorated with fine pearls and smooth, teardrop- 
shaped emeralds, bowed deeply to the king. The ambassador’s dark hair and 
beard were tightly curled and glistened with fragrant oil, and his face was lit 
with a happy smile. 


Nagash scowled as he recognised many of the faces of the young men who 
stood in serried ranks behind the ambassador. Many of the men bore livid 
bruises on their limbs or chests, and several sported fresh bandages spotted 
with blood. To a man, their faces were downcast, their chins hanging low in 
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shame. They were the noblemen taken prisoner in the disastrous defeat just 
a short month ago. Nagash grasped the nature of Zandri’s plan at once, and 
eyed his brother speculatively. 


“The people of the Living City thank Nekumet, your great king, for this 
expression of charity and mercy,” Thutep declared, his hands clasped across 
his chest as he bowed, deeply. “Let their return signal a new era of peace 
and prosperity for the people of the Blessed Land!” 


Cheers rang out, once more. Khefru leaned close to his master, saying, 
“Zandri is giving back all their prisoners without asking even a token 
ransom? It’s madness!” 


Nagash was careful to keep his bitter dismay secret. 


“Not at all,” the Grand Hierophant said. “The gesture wasn’t made for 
Thutep’s benefit, but for the other ambassadors.” When Khefru gave his 
master a blank stare, Nagash shot him an irritated look. “Can’t you see? It’s 
a carefully calculated insult, and Nekumet’s opening diplomatic gambit. By 
making a great show of handing back our noblemen without demanding a 
punishing ransom, he’s telling the rest of Nehekhara that we’re no threat to 
him.” He took in the entire chamber in a sharp sweep of his hand. “Khetep 
is dead, and the jackals are circling, looking to grab whatever influence they 
can. Zandri just leapt to the front of the pack, and Thutep is too naive to see 
it.” 

Suddenly, Thutep turned, as though he’d caught the sound of his name. His 
gaze alighted on Nagash, and after a moment, his smile widened. 


“Welcome, brother,” he said, beckoning to the Grand Hierophant. “I’m glad 
you were here to witness the end of our feud with Zandri. Now the past can 
be put aside and forgotten.” Nagash favoured the ambassador from Zandri 
with a cold, implacable stare. 


“T have come to tell you that our father’s body has been prepared for its 
journey,” he said to his brother. “We will bear him to the Great Pyramid an 
hour before sunset, in accordance with the wishes of the priests.” 


The ambassador heard the news and his expression grew sombre. He bowed 
his head to Thutep, and said, “Although we marched to war against your 
father, he was a bold warrior and a great king, and we mourn his death 
along with the rest of Nehekhara. We would therefore humbly offer a gift 
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on behalf of the people of Zandri, to accompany Khetep on his journey into 
the afterlife.” 


Thutep received the news with a grave nod. “Very well,” he said. “Let us 
see this gift.” 


The ambassador beckoned, and a stir went up at the far end of the 
procession. The former prisoners, who were awaiting Thutep’s leave to 
return to their families, were brushed to either side by a knot of burly, bare- 
chested slaves, dragging a trio of black-garbed figures, whom they 
deposited quickly at the ambassador’s feet before hurriedly withdrawing. 


Nagash studied the three figures carefully. They were tall and slender, clad 
in a strange combination of tattered woollen robes and some kind of dark 
leather armour that covered their torsos and abdomens. Two of them were 
female, with long, white hair that hung in unkempt tangles down to their 
waists. The male’s hair was black as jet, almost as long and equally tangled. 
Their skin, what little Nagash could see of it, was whiter than alabaster. 
Their features were fine-boned and delicate, with pointed chins, sharp noses 
and angular cheekbones. They were beautiful, in a strange, almost dreadful 
way, and for all that they appeared fragile compared to the Nehekharans 
around them, they carried an aura of menace that somehow unsettled him. 
The male glanced up at Nagash. His expression was slack, and his black 
eyes were vacant. All three of them had been heavily drugged. 


Curious whispers spread through the court. Thutep stared at the strange 
creatures with a mix of fascination and revulsion, as though he had come 
upon a clutch of cobras. 


“What are they?” he asked. 


“They call themselves druchii, great one,” the ambassador said quickly. 
“Their ship grounded off our coast during a terrible storm only a few 
months ago, and they have served as slaves in the royal household ever 
since.” 


At the sound of the word “slave”, the male druchii turned his head to the 
ambassador and hissed something in a sibilant, snakelike tongue. The man 
from Zandri blanched at the sound, but quickly recovered. 


“They are a wonder, are they not?” he said. “It is our king’s wish that they 
attend upon Khetep’s spirit in the afterlife.” Thutep was taken aback by the 
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offer. Material goods were one thing, an outsider offering slaves for the 
service of a dead king was something else. 


“Well, it’s certainly a generous gift,” he said slowly, unwilling to give 
offence. 


Nagash watched the entire exchange with increasing interest. What was the 
Zandri delegation playing at? Obviously there was much more to this than 
met the eye. Then he noticed one of the females steady herself and bend her 
head in concentration. She tried to speak, slurring the words of her chilling 
language, but nevertheless Nagash sensed a faint wave of power emanate 
from her like an icy desert wind. 


He stiffened, suddenly alert. Could it be? 
The Grand Hierophant turned to Thutep. 


“Zandri’s offer is unprecedented,” he said, struggling to keep his voice 
even, “but that does not make it unwelcome. I say we should accept their 
gift in the spirit it was given, great one.” Thutep beamed. 


“So be it,” he declared. “The slaves should be conducted to the temple,” he 
said to Nagash. “Will you see to it?” Nagash smiled. 


“T should like nothing more,” he replied. 
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THREE 
The Black Vizier 


The Oasis of Zedri, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


Shouts of anguish and fear rent the air above the battlefield as unearthly 
darkness rolled like a swift tide down the rocky slope and across the 
bloodstained sands. Akhmen-hotep, Priest King of Ka-Sabar, watched the 
companies of enemy infantry find new strength as the terrible shadow swept 
over their heads. They surged forwards against the front ranks of the Bronze 
Host, chopping and stabbing fiercely at the giant warriors before them. 
Whether their new-found ferocity was born of courage, or terror, the king 
could not say. 


The chariot beneath Akhmen-hotep lurched backwards as the driver cursed 
and wrestled with his frenzied horses. The terrible, droning sound pulsed 
and sawed rhythmically around the struggling warriors, making it difficult 
to think. The priest king saw warriors in twos and threes racing past his 
chariot, running away from the fighting, back towards the sunlit oasis. His 
companies were wavering, their courage pressed to the limit by the sudden 
change of circumstance. 


Darkness engulfed the ranks of the enemy warriors and swept over the 
battle line. Men cried out in terror. More and more warriors in the rear ranks 
of Akhmen-hotep’s companies turned and fled rather than face the 
sorcerous shadow. 


The priest king cursed and looked around in growing desperation. The tide 
of blackness would sweep over him in seconds. He had to act quickly and 
regain control of his troops before their resolve collapsed entirely. 


His Ushabti bodyguards were already reacting, drawing their chariots 
around the priest king in a tighter defensive formation. Akhmen-hotep 
caught sight of his remaining messengers, standing just a few yards behind 
his chariot and eyeing the coming darkness with palpable dread. 


“Runners!” he called out, beckoning to them. “Here! Quickly!” 
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The four boys gladly raced for the safety of the chariot. Akhmen-hotep held 
out his hand. “Up here! Grab hold,” he shouted above the din. As they 
climbed aboard, he stole a quick glance to the east, searching for Suseb’s 
company of chariots. If the front lines broke, the Lion and his men would 
have to countercharge Nagash’s warriors to give the infantry time to retreat 
and re-form their units. The chariots, however, were nowhere to be seen. 
The dust was rising once again, and all the priest king could see were vague 
shapes dashing back and forth through the haze. 


There was no time to waste. He had to issue orders to his men at once, or 
they would take matters into their own hands. The priest king tasted bile in 
the back of his throat as he searched for his trumpeter’s chariot. Thankfully, 
the man had kept his head and ordered his driver to remain close to 
Akhmen-hotep’s left. 


“Sound the call to withdraw!” the priest king shouted. Five yards away, the 
trumpeter nodded and put his bronze horn to his lips. 


The long, wailing note rang out across the battlefield, and then the tide of 
unearthly shadow swept over them. 


Akhmen-hotep felt a chill wind brush across his bare neck, and the air 
above him rustled and clattered with the whir of insectile wings. For a few 
moments, the priest king was blind as the spreading cloud blotted out the 
blazing sun, and a wave of childlike terror closed like a vice around his 
throat. Sounds became strangely magnified in the darkness. He heard the 
savage curses of his driver and the terrified panting of the horses over the 
clash of arms, and the shouting of warriors from the battleline dozens of 
yards distant. If anything, it sounded as though the fighting had redoubled 
its intensity, coming from every direction at once. 


The priest king’s eyes gradually adjusted to the change, and details of the 
battlefield took shape around him. The shroud of darkness above the 
walriors was in constant, seething motion, which allowed just enough light 
to seep through so that the plain was plunged into a sort of perpetual 
twilight. He could see the faint gleam of the spears and helmets of the 
Bronze Host, still struggling with the warriors of the Usurper. His 
companies were giving ground, slowly but surely, but the command to 
withdraw had restored some of their former spirit and discipline. Still, from 
what the priest king could see, there were scores upon scores of stragglers 
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staggering across the battlefield. Akhmen-hotep took heart from the fact 
that many of them seemed to be heading back to their companies along the 
line, but others were milling about in apparent shock or confusion. 


All was not lost, the priest king reckoned. Off to the south, he could still see 
the oasis, bathed in Ptra’s light. If the host could fall back to the sunlight in 
good order, they could stand their ground and repel the Usurper’s sudden 
assault, but Akhmen-hotep knew they could not do it without help. 


The priest king glanced down at his messengers, and asked, “Which of you 
is the swiftest runner?” All four boys looked to one another. Finally, the 
smallest of them raised his hand. 


“They call me Dhekeru, great one,” he said, with a small amount of pride, 
“because I am as fleet as a mountain deer.” Akhmen-hotep smiled. 


“Dhekeru. That’s good.” He laid a broad hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Go 
and tell the priests to hurry north and join us. The gods must be with us if 
we are to prevail.” 


Dhekeru nodded. The young boy’s face was set in a determined scowl, but 
the priest king could feel the runner’s little body trembling in his grip. 
Akhmen-hotep gave the boy’s shoulder a reassuring squeeze, and then 
Dhekeru was gone, leaping from the back of the chariot and dashing off into 
the gloom. 


The priest king straightened and tried to take stock of the battle. The 
battleline was a swirling mob of silhouettes just to the north. Experience 
told him that they had fallen back perhaps fifty yards so far, and were 
giving ground quickly. More screams of terror rang through the air, and 
confused shouts echoed up and down the line. 


Akhmen-hotep frowned. There were still more stragglers stumbling across 
the plain behind the retreating army. Where were they all coming from? 


Then, something heavy crashed against the side of the chariot to the priest 
king’s right, next to his bowman. The archer let out a startled shout and 
stumbled backwards as a figure tried to climb over the bronze-armoured 
side. Akhmen-hotep saw a bloody hand reach for the bowman and grab 
hold of his leather armour, and then, to the priest king’s horror, the figure 
hauled back with surprising strength and pulled the archer over the side. 
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Horses screamed in terror. Akhmen-hotep heard the driver curse fearfully 
and crack his whip, jolting the chariot forwards. The priest king staggered, 
groping for the khopesh by his side as the silhouetted figure dragged itself 
further over the rim of the chariot and reached out to him. A terrible stink 
emanated from the attacker, and Akhmen-hotep smelled bitter blood and 
ruptured bowels, like a freshly killed corpse. 


Then the figure drew nearer with a gurgling hiss, and the priest king peered 
through the gloom and realised that was exactly what it was. 


It was one of the Usurper’s tormented soldiers, clad only in a ragged, 
bloodstained kilt. Its chest was misshapen, having been crushed by the 
bronze-shod wheel of a chariot, and a spear point had torn open the 
watrior’s cheek before deflecting downward into the base of its neck, 
leaving a gaping, bloody hole. A flap of bloody skin dangled from the side 
of the creature’s pallid face, and the priest king could glimpse pale bone as 
its jaw gaped in another reptilian hiss. 


Before the creature could reach him, Akhmen-hotep’s Ushabti stepped 
between them with a liquid growl and a blur of his ritual blade. Bronze rang 
against bone and the undead monster fell back over the side of the chariot. 
Its severed head bounced once off the vehicle’s wooden bed and 
disappeared into the darkness. 


The sounds of battle raged all around them as the rest of Akhmen-hotep’s 
retinue found itself under attack. A chariot raced past, heading south, with a 
trio of clawing fiends hanging from its sides. The priest king realised that 
one of the creatures was wearing the leather and bronze harness of his own 
army. 


Akhmen-hotep choked back a cry of horror. Nagash’s unholy powers were 
far greater than he imagined. The dead rose from the bloodied earth to do 
his foul bidding! 


One of the messengers let out a terrified scream. The priest king whirled, 
but the boy was gone, snatched into the darkness. The other children wailed 
in terror, crowding towards the front of the chariot. At the priest king’s side, 
his devoted bodyguard stood with his feet wide apart and his ritual sword 
raised, ready to protect his master against any foe, living or otherwise. 
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They heard the sound of splintering wood and the frenzied cries of 
maddened horses off to their left. Akhmen-hotep saw that one of the chariot 
drivers had lost control of his animals and the panicked beasts had turned 
too tightly, flipping the chariot onto its side. His stomach fell as he saw a 
flash of bronze cartwheel across the sand. It was the trumpeter’s signal- 
horn. More than a dozen walking corpses were converging on the broken 
chariot and its stunned occupants. They reached the chariot’s archer first, 
chopping his unconscious form to pieces with their stone axes. 


Akhmen-hotep heard the chariot’s driver shriek in terror, but then the 
Ushabti assigned to protect the trumpeter reared up among the undead 
warriors with a leonine roar and laid about them with his ritual sword. The 
giant warrior sent broken bodies spinning through the air with each sword- 
stroke, reaping a terrible harvest among the blasphemous throng, but more 
and more of the fallen warriors were closing in from all sides, brandishing 
bloodied weapons or reaching for the devoted bodyguard with grasping, 
claw-like hands. 


Akhmen-hotep fought to keep his balance as his chariot turned sharply 
about and began to head back in the direction of the oasis. He craned his 
neck, trying to see what was happening along the battleline. From what he 
could see, the withdrawal had ground to a halt, and his companies were 
being attacked from in front and behind, sowing deadly confusion through 
the ranks. The priest king clenched his fists in frustration; with his 
trumpeter gone, he had no way of communicating with his men. He thought 
of poor, brave Dhekeru, racing unarmed across a plain swarming with the 
walking dead, and his expression turned bleak. 


There was nothing more he could do. Their survival rested in the hands of 
the gods. 


Back along the shadowed ridge, the air trembled with another seething, 
locust-like drone. Each of the silent tents surrounding the army’s central 
pavilion contained an upright sarcophagus of polished basalt, attended upon 
by a cowering knot of dull-eyed slaves. The rising drone spurred these 
wretched figures to fearful action, clawing at the heavy stone lids and 
pulling them aside. 
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Serpentine hisses and cruel, hungry laughter welled up from the depths of 
the stone coffins, causing the slaves to fall upon their knees and press their 
faces to the rocky ground. Pale, black-veined hands grasped the rims of the 
sarcophagi, and one by one, a score of monsters who wore the shapes of 
men climbed from their cold beds and stepped out into the welcoming 
darkness. 


They moved with the arrogance of princes, who knew no law but their own. 
Their skin was white as chalk, and their lips and fingertips were bluish- 
black with the stain of old, dead blood. Rings of gold and silver glittered on 
their clawed fingers, and jewelled circlets rested upon their alabaster brows. 
All of them were garbed for war, with studded leather bindings covering 
their torsos and skullcaps of hammered bronze. 


One among them was taller than the rest, gaunt and vulture-like even in his 
fine armour and heavy, black cape. His tent stood at the right hand of the 
great pavilion, and he wore the ornate circlet of a vizier upon his bald head. 
The noble’s cheeks were sunken, emphasising his sharply angled 
cheekbones and pointed chin. 


Arkhan the Black looked out upon the battlefield and was pleased with 
what he saw. His lips drew back in a malevolent grin, revealing a mouthful 
of stained, pointed teeth. The Vizier of Khemri ran a blue-black tongue over 
those jagged points as he felt the unspoken commands of his master. 


“Tt shall be done,” he whispered in a thin, croaking voice. Then he 
beckoned to a messenger waiting in the shadow of the master’s pavilion. 
“Go to the Master of Skulls and tell him to begin,” he told the frightened 
boy. Then he turned and strode swiftly to a waiting squadron of heavy 
horsemen formed up on the slope before his tent. 


Horses and riders alike hung their heads and trembled at the undead lord’s 
approach. Arkhan’s mount was a half-mad black mare, branded with 
sorcerous glyphs that bound it to his will. It rolled its eyes fearfully at its 
master’s approach, tossing its head and clashing its chisel-like teeth as the 
warrior climbed gracefully into the saddle. The vizier turned to his men, 
smiling cruelly at the way they flinched beneath his stare. 


“The Bronze Host has been laid against the anvil,” he growled. “Now 
comes the hammer.” 
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Arkhan pointed a clawed finger at his trumpeter, and said, “Signal the 
cavalry to wheel right. We will charge their left flank and put them to 
flight.” 


The Usurper’s vizier drew a wicked-looking bronze scimitar from its 
scabbard and put his heels to his horse’s flanks. It lurched forwards with a 
tormented squeal, and the ranks of heavy horsemen followed suit. All along 
the ridge-line, Nagash’s immortal champions took charge of their warriors 
and heeded the wailing call of the trumpet. 


Arkhan’s messenger raced between the funereal tents and picked his way 
across the rocky summit until he disappeared behind the ridge’s northern 
face, out of sight of the battling armies. There, along the opposite slope, 
waited a dozen wheeled war machines built of heavy cedar logs and 
ensorcelled bronze nails. 


A single, dust-covered tent waited beside the ancient trade road, which ran 
squarely between the line of war machines and their silent crews. A short, 
broad-shouldered man with small, dark eyes set in a round, jowly face 
emerged from the tent at the boy’s approach, and replied to the vizier’s 
message with a single grunt. He was a master engineer, chosen by Nagash 
to master the secrets of the fearsome machines as depicted in ancient 
manuscripts looted from a necropolis in far-off Zandri. For his success, 
Nagash tore out the man’s tongue so that he could not share what he had 
learned with anyone else. 


The Master of Skulls dismissed the messenger and walked up the road. The 
crews of the war machines went to work at once. Some bent to the task of 
cranking back the throwing arm of each catapult, while others turned to the 
dozen large wicker baskets and pulled away their lids, revealing heaped 
piles of leering skulls marked with clusters of arcane glyphs. 


Within minutes, the catapult arms had been locked back, and their leather 
baskets filled with their grisly ammunition. When all was ready, the 
engineer raised his hand and let out a wordless, ululating cry. 


Flickering green fire burst from each of the catapult baskets, and the chief 
of each crew hurriedly pulled back on the lanyards. The catapult arms 
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banged against their braces, and hundreds of fiery, shrieking skulls streaked 
through the darkness over the ridge. 


Akhmen-hotep brought his khopesh down upon the skull of one of his 
fallen soldiers as the corpse-thing tried to claw its way onto his chariot. The 
enchanted bronze sword sheared away the top of the warrior’s head, 
splattering brain matter onto the king’s bare shins. The thing collapsed, 
sliding from the back of the chariot, while the king’s bodyguard hacked 
apart two more that were trying to climb aboard from the other side. 


The king and his retinue had been retreating steadily across the plain, 
hoping to find the city priests making their way north from the edge of the 
oasis. Corpses assailed them from all sides. Many were crushed beneath the 
chariot’s wheels, but others tried to leap upon the backs of the horses or get 
inside the chariot. The last two messenger boys had been dragged away by 
the undead creatures, and the horses were staggering from exhaustion and 
scores of minor wounds. Most of his Ushabti were still with him, as far as 
he could see, but they were almost half a mile away from the struggling 
army, and still there was no sign of Ka-Sabar’s holy men. 


Suddenly, the priest king heard a strange, piping chorus of unearthly cries 
coming from the direction of the ridge. Akhmen-hotep looked back the way 
they’d come, and saw a flickering rain of fiery green orbs arcing down onto 
the struggling companies. 


The hail of screaming skulls scattered widely over the clashing armies, 
falling among friend and foe alike, but where the warriors of Khemri were 
inured to their horror, the Bronze Host was not. The grisly missiles 
exploded among their ranks, showering them with blazing fragments and 
filling their ears with shrieks of agony and despair. Beset on all sides by 
warriors living and dead, including the bloodied corpses of their kinsmen, 
the Bronze Host had been pushed far beyond the limits of its courage. Cries 
of horror went up from the men, and the embattled companies began to 
disintegrate as the warriors turned their backs upon the foe and ran for their 
lives. 


Too late, Akhmen-hotep saw the trap that the Usurper had laid for him. 
Nagash had drawn his forces across the plain, through a field littered with 
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Khemri dead, and the panicked warriors of the Bronze Host would retreat 
into the murderous arms of those they had already slain. The priest king’s 
mind reeled at the disaster unfolding before him. 


Just as all hope was lost, the piercing note of a trumpet sounded on the right 
flank, and the rumble of chariot wheels shook the ground behind the 
retreating army. Suseb the Lion had seen the peril as well, and he led his 
warriors in a sweeping charge across the battlefield. Akhmen-hotep 
watched as the champion and his two hundred chariots rumbled out of the 
haze, their scythed wheels tearing through the undead warriors caught in 
their path. Archers fired from the backs of the chariots, sending bronze- 
tipped arrows through the skulls of the slow-moving monsters as they rode 
past. 


The chariots thundered off to the left flank, leaving a swathe of mangled 
bodies in their wake. Many of the army’s companies were in full flight, but 
at least Akhmen-hotep had a chance to rally the survivors and perhaps turn 
the tide of battle once more, if only he could find the damned priests! 


“Keep going!” the priest king called to his driver. The charioteer lashed his 
whip and drove his staggering horses into a trot, heading further south 
towards the oasis. 


Arkhan the Black watched a second wave of shrieking skulls streak through 
the air overhead and fall upon the enemy’s fleeing ranks. The centre had 
broken, but the flanks were still holding out against the onslaught. 
Somewhere behind the enemy lines he heard the wail of trumpets, and the 
muted thunder of chariot wheels. Was Ka-Sabar’s heavy cavalry making a 
hasty retreat, or a desperate countercharge? At this distance, there was no 
way to tell. 


Gripping the reins, the vizier surveyed the twenty squadrons of heavy horse 
massed along the western end of the ridge. Five hundred yards to the south, 
the left flank of the enemy army was locked in a relentless struggle with the 
Khemri infantry. They were heedless of the danger gathering like a cobra on 
the slope before them. 


They would sweep down in an unstoppable wave, riding through their 
troops and crashing against the weakened ranks of the enemy like a 
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thunderbolt. The infantry would break, and the slaughter would begin. 
Arkhan imagined the spray of hot blood against his skin, and shivered with 
anticipation. 


Arkhan raised his curved sword and bared his blackened teeth. “Charge!” 
he cried, and brazen trumpets wailed. Slowly at first, and then gathering 
speed in an avalanche of flesh and bronze, five thousand horsemen bore 
down on the unsuspecting warriors of Ka-Sabar. 


Trumpets howling like the souls of the damned, the horsemen of Khemri 
thundered down the rocky slope towards the beleaguered companies of the 
Bronze Host. Arkhan the Black lashed at his enchanted mount, drawing 
ahead of his charging warriors in his hunger to bathe in human blood. The 
air rang with frenzied shouts as the heavy horsemen gave vent to their anger 
and fear and hurled themselves into the storm of battle. 


The wings of the Bronze Host had curled inwards during the course of the 
battle as the warriors sought to encircle the smaller Khemri army; its 
battleline curved into a long, glinting crescent, with the ends still struggling 
to force their opponents in towards the army’s centre. This presented the 
charging horsemen with an opportunity to turn the tables on the spearmen 
of the enemy’s left flank, striking the companies both from the front and the 
side. 


The warriors of Ka-Sabar were tough and resolute fighters, however, skilled 
in the arts of war. Even as Arkhan’s cavalry reached the base of the ridge, 
the enemy companies sensed the danger bearing down on them and tried to 
shift their lines to face the new threat. With his one good eye, Arkhan saw 
the ranks of spearmen waver and fragment as they tried to disengage from 
the relentless attacks of the Khemri infantry and prepare for the shock of the 
cavalry attack, but Nagash’s footmen, both living and dead, drove 
inexorably against the struggling enemy formations. They dragged down 
shields and impaled themselves on spears, forcing their way among the 
giant warriors and breaking their cohesion still further. Seconds before 
impart, Arkhan saw the looks of despair on his enemies’ faces as they 
realised that their frantic manoeuvres had been for nought. 


Laughing cruelly, Arkhan led his horsemen through the thin ranks of his 
infantry and into the midst of the warriors of Ka-Sabar. Khemri footmen, 
too exhausted or too preoccupied to avoid the charge, were smashed aside 
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by the weight of the horses or trampled beneath their hooves. Their deaths 
were meaningless to him, for within moments their corpses would rise and 
begin the assault anew. 


The vizier’s first blow was struck against one of his own men, his scimitar 
flashing down and smiting a staggering axe-man who stood between him 
and his chosen foe. The blade bit deep at the juncture of the man’s neck and 
shoulder, spinning him off his feet with a scream and a welter of blood. The 
smell of it maddened Arkhan. Roaring hungrily he spurred his horse 
forward into the thicket of spears before him, his blade sweeping left and 
right in devastating strokes. All around him, the charge of the Khemri 
horsemen crashed home, fracturing the companies into knots of desperately 
struggling men. Swords and axes flashed, hacking down at spear hafts and 
crashing against the edges of bronze-rimmed shields. Spearmen fell with 
shattered skulls or torn throats, or clutching the stumps of severed arms. 
Horses thrashed and screamed, impaled on bronze spearheads or pulled to 
the ground by the fearsome strength of the giant warriors. To Arkhan’s 
right, a veteran spearman grabbed the reins of a rearing warhorse and jerked 
its head with such power that its neck broke with a brittle crunch of bones, 
and then stabbed his spear through the rider’s chest as the dead mount 
collapsed to the ground. 


Even astride his powerful horse, Arkhan found himself looking his towering 
Opponents nearly eye-to-eye. Even as they reeled from the force of the 
cavalry charge, they struck at the vizier from every side. A flashing spear 
point drove into his left side, just beneath the ribs, and another punched 
through his right thigh and dug into his horse’s ribs. Hissing like a viper, 
Arkhan decapitated a man to his right and took a hand off a spearman to his 
left. His sword flashed and spun, scattering ribbons of steaming blood in a 
wide arc as he toppled one foe after another. The necromantic power 
burning in his veins lent him equal strength and greater speed than his 
enemies, and his foes toppled like wheat before the vizier’s bloodstained 
blade. 


The enemy recoiled from Arkhan’s terrible might, shouting the names of 
their gods or crying out in dismay. A flung spear struck the vizier full in the 
chest, piercing his lung. He tore it free with his left hand and hurled it back 
with a bloody sneer, and then stood high in the saddle and began to chant in 
a harsh, sibilant hiss. The air around Arkhan crackled with invisible power 
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as he spoke the necromantic spell, and the men he’d slain began to stir. 
Streaming blood from their terrible wounds, the dead warriors climbed 
numbly to their feet amid the horrified cries of their kinsmen. 


The shock of the terrible charge and the fate of their fallen brothers were 
too much for the enemy to endure. The spearmen broke, piling back upon 
the company next to them and disrupting the formation in their haste to 
escape. Arkhan’s horsemen rode the spearmen down as they tried to flee, 
spurring their horses forward into the press and hacking away with their 
bloodstained swords. The panic of the fleeing men was contagious, 
affecting every warrior they came into contact with. The advancing cavalry 
had barely reached the second enemy company when it, too, wavered and 
broke in the face of the onslaught. They, in turn, fell back against the third 
company in line, their numbers so great that even stalwart warriors were 
Swept away in the press. 


Exultant, the horsemen continued their advance, sowing terror and panic 
among their foes. Several squadrons had already worked their way around 
the growing mob of fleeing troops and had encountered a screen of light 
cavalry. The enemy riders fired a volley of arrows point-blank into the 
flanks of the Khemri horsemen, toppling more than a score of men from 
their saddles or sending their mounts thrashing to the ground. One of 
Arkhan’s squadrons wheeled to face the light cavalry and made to charge 
them, but the horsemen of Ka-Sabar broke off at once, galloping south for 
the safety of the oasis. 


The third company was struggling to hold together against the tide of their 
retreating comrades. The formation had already fragmented into large bands 
of isolated watriors, but these men were made of sterner stuff than their 
fellows, and struggled to stand their ground against all odds. Horsemen 
circled them like wolves, darting in and striking a few swift blows before 
dashing away again, but the longer reach of the spear and the strength of the 
men of Ka-Sabar worked to their advantage. Dead men and horses were 
piling up around the grim spearmen, slowing down the weight of Arkhan’s 
charge and allowing the retreating warriors the opportunity to escape. 
Cursing hatefully, the vizier weighed his options. The cavalry’s charge had 
all but spent its strength. Should he withdraw, regroup, and charge again, or 
summon his fellow immortals and grind these stubborn holdouts into the 
dust? 
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Arkhan hesitated, and in those few moments his opportunity was lost. With 
the thunder of bronze-rimmed wheels and the deadly hum of bowstrings, a 
dark mass of armoured chariots charged out of the haze from behind the 
centre of the retreating enemy army, rushing to the rescue of the wavering 
left flank. 


Arrows buzzed through the milling crowd of horsemen, wreaking deadly 
havoc among their ranks, and then the scythe-armed chariots plunged into 
their midst. The whirling blades mounted on the chariot axles, each as long 
as the blade of a sword, tore through the legs of the Khemri horses, mortally 
wounding dozens and filling the air with their chilling screams. Great 
bronze scimitars flashed in the hands of the warriors riding in the backs of 
these heavy war machines, cutting down horsemen and walking corpses 
alike. 


The force of the enemy charge shocked Arkhan’s horsemen. The bronze- 
sheathed chariots of Ka-Sabar were unlike the lighter, swifter machines 
found in the armies of other Nehekharan cities, and in the hands of a 
competent commander their impact was devastating. A cheer went up from 
the Bronze Host at their sudden appearance, and the wavering spear 
companies appeared to regain a measure of their lost courage. Arkhan knew 
that he had to act quickly before the chariots caused so much damage that 
he would have to withdraw back to the ridge. The thought of facing his 
master and admitting his defeat was too terrible to contemplate. 


Arkhan uttered a savage curse and spurred his wounded horse forward, 
galloping headlong into the midst of the enemy chariots. Arrows buzzed 
angrily around him. One buried itself in his shoulder, but he scarcely felt the 
blow. He was searching among the thundering war machines, seeking the 
champion who led them. If he could find that man and slay him it would 
surely dismay the rest. 


He saw the man almost at once: a lean, dark-skinned giant at the forefront 
of the enemy attack, wielding a two-handed khopesh as though it were no 
more than a hollow reed. The champion was already splashed with gore, 
and a dozen horses and their riders lay smashed and bloodied in his wake. 


Arkhan knew that this was Suseb the Lion. It could be no other. Ka-Sabar’s 
Master of Horse was accounted as one of the greatest living warriors in all 
Nehekhara. 
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The vizier smiled coldly. He had been murdering men like Suseb for a 
hundred years before the Lion was even born. 


Across the battlefield, the mighty champion caught sight of the vizier’s dark 
form. The Lion’s eyes widened at the sight of the pale immortal. 


Arkhan raised his bloody scimitar in challenge and put his spurs to his 
horse’s flanks. 
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FOUR 
The Fickle Tide 


The Oasis of Zedri, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


Akhmen-hotep heard the thunder of hooves to the west and gritted his teeth 
in helpless rage. Pakh-amn’s light cavalry was retreating from the Usurper’s 
sudden attack. The shouts and screams from the far end of the battleline had 
merged into a formless, toneless roar of pure noise. It was not the dull metal 
clatter of battle, but the sound of pure butchery. If the left flank had not 
already collapsed, it was teetering on the brink. 


Men were pouring past the priest king’s chariot in an apparently endless 
flood, their faces slack with terror and exhaustion. Behind them came an 
inexorable tide of walking death, a new army of undead flesh, animated by 
a soulless, evil will. 


He had shouted himself hoarse, trying to rally his men and return them to 
the fight. At first, he enjoyed some success, collecting stragglers here and 
there and ordering them back into threadbare companies, but as soon as the 
shambling corpses appeared, they lost their nerve once more. 


Unless something could be done to hold the undead creatures at bay, the 
Bronze Host would be utterly destroyed, and if the fearsome warriors of 
Ka-Sabar were no match for Nagash the Usurper, Nehekhara was surely 
doomed. 


There had been no sign of the priests in the long retreat across the plain. 
Akhmen-hotep resigned himself to the fact that young Dhekeru had stood 
no chance against the horrors lurking in the darkness. All that remained was 
to reach the oasis and make his stand, hoping that the foul stain of darkness 
would not spread further. 


Then, a pearlescent glow flared to life, just a few yards ahead of the 
retreating chariot. The driver called out in alarm, but the priest king laid a 
reassuring hand on the frightened man’s shoulder. He could hear the sound 
of voices mingled in a steady, determined chant. 
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“The priests!” he cried, his heart lifting. His message had won through after 
all! 


Within moments, Akhmen-hotep and his Ushabti led their chariots past a 
line of Neru’s white-robed priests, all standing fearlessly in the path of the 
oncoming creatures and chanting the Invocation of the Vigilant Sentinel. 
The pearly light of the moon goddess radiated from their skin, pushing back 
the darkness and giving the frightened warriors a place of refuge. Beyond 
the line of stalwart priests, Akhmen-hotep spied their High Priestess, 
Khalifra, offering prayers and sacrifice to her goddess. Farther off, he saw 
Memnet and the priests of Ptra, gathered in grim debate with Sukhet and the 
priests of Phakth. 


A booming, bull-like voice rose above the distant roar of battle and the 
confused shouts of the retreating warriors. Hashepra, the iron-thewed high 
priest of Geheb, was bellowing to the soldiers of the Bronze Host. 


“Darkness comes and darkness goes, but the great earth is not moved,” he 
called. “Stand fast, like the mountains, and Geheb will bless you with the 
strength to defeat your enemies!” The power of Hashepra’s voice and his 
stern, intimidating presence had the desired effect on the men, restoring 
their courage and stopping their headlong flight. Slowly, but surely, 
discipline was being restored, but would it be in time? 


Strange, unearthly moans rose from the gloom as the first of the undead 
reached the barrier of moonlight cast by the priests of Neru. The creatures 
hesitated, raising their bloody limbs to shield their faces from the glow. 
They hissed and cried, but for the moment they could advance no further. 
Akhmen-hotep offered a prayer of thanks to the Heavenly Consort, and then 
directed his driver to take him to Memnet. 


The priests of sun and sky put aside their heated words at the priest king’s 
approach, but Akhmen-hotep could see the strain etched deeply on their 
faces. He dismounted from his chariot before it had fully stopped and 
rushed up to the grim-faced men. 


“Thank all the gods that you got my message,” he began. Memnet frowned. 
“Message? There was no message.” 


“When we saw the darkness unleashed, we knew that we would be called 
upon,” Sukhet interjected, “though none of us could have expected the 


2038 XRN 


blasphemous sorceries the Usurper now possesses.” 


“T see,” Akhmen-hotep said quietly. “What about this foul darkness? Can 
you not disperse it?” 


“Tt is all we can do to keep it from spreading further,” Sukhet snapped, 
giving the king a sour look. “It is no mere cloud of dust or ash, but a living 
thing, perhaps a swarm of beetles or locusts, marshalled by diabolical 
intent. It rides upon the wind, and cannot be easily swept aside.” 


“Then what of the Great Father’s light?” Akhmen-hotep asked the Grand 
Hierophant. “Can you not invoke Ptra to burn this devilry from the sky?” 


“Do you not think I have tried, brother?” Memnet said bleakly. The Grand 
Hierophant’s face was pale, and his eyes were wide with fear. “I have made 
entreaties. I have made sacrifices. I fed my body servants to the flames, but 
Ptra does not heed me!” 


Akhmen-hotep shook his head, and said, “You’re not making sense. The 
covenant—” 


“What the Grand Hierophant means is that we are being interfered with,” 
Sukhet said darkly. “I do not know how.” He cast a worried look in the 
direction of the distant ridge. “There is sorcery at work unlike anything I 
have ever known. It is the foulest sort of magic, the work of the devils!” 


“Then you must strike at it with all the power you have available!” 
Akhmen-hotep said. “Call upon the lightning! Sear the sky with Ptra’s fire! 
Strike at the Usurper with all the wrath of the gods!” 


“You don’t know what you are asking,” Sukhet answered, genuinely shaken 
by the priest king’s demand. “The price of such power—” 


“Pay it!” the king commanded. “No cost is too great to rid the Blessed Land 
of such a monster! He has bled our cities white, terrorised our people and 
emptied our treasuries, and if we are defeated here, do you imagine that 
Nagash will be content with a ransom of gold, or ingots of bronze? Have 
you forgotten what he did to Zandri, back in the days of our fathers? That 
will pale in comparison to the vengeance he will wreak upon us for our 
defiance.” 


“But the omens,” Memnet moaned. “I tried to warn you. While the sunlight 
shone, we had our way, but now—” 
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Akhmen-hotep took a menacing step towards his older brother. 
“Then make it shine again,” he snarled. 


The Grand Hierophant started to protest, but suddenly a faint, skirling 
sound rose wild and clear above the tumult, echoing from the dunes to the 
west. Heads turned, searching for the source of the sound. Sukhet, whose 
ears were keener by the grace of his god, cocked his head attentively. 


“Horns,” he said, “but made of bone, not bronze.” 
“Another trick of the Usurper?” Memnet asked. 


“No, not this time,” Akhmen-hotep said. His face creased in a triumphant 
smile. “The princes of Bhagar have arrived at last!” 


Three-quarters of a mile distant, hidden from sight by the Usurper’s 
unnatural shadow, four thousand robed horsemen rode out of the blinding 
desert sands, hastening to the fight. The merchant princes of Bhagar had 
sent every fighting man they could spare to aid their allies in the struggle 
against Nagash, and there were no better horsemen in all the Blessed Land. 
In ancient times, they had been bandits, preying upon Nehekharan caravans 
and slipping like ghosts back into the dunes, but in the time of Settra they 
had been tamed and welcomed into the Empire. Since then, they had 
prospered as traders, but they had never forgotten their warlike ways. 


The horsemen of Bhagar knew the Great Desert as a man knows his first 
wife. They were privy to its changing ways and its fierce temper, its hidden 
gifts and shadowy secrets, and yet, as they rode to the aid of Ka-Sabar, they 
were bedevilled again and again by fierce sandstorms and false trails that 
cost them precious days amid the burning sands. When their outriders 
caught sight of the spreading darkness staining the horizon, they had feared 
the worst, and pushed their fiery desert steeds to the utmost. 


Led by the bold Shahid ben Alcazzar, first among equals in Bhagar and 
called the Red Fox by his kin, the desert horsemen plunged fearlessly into 
the unnatural darkness hanging over the great plain, and found themselves 
behind a swirling mass of cavalrymen threatening the Bronze Host’s left 
flank. Calling upon the spirits of their ancestors, they winded their bone war 
horns and raced into battle. The lead riders drew short, barbed javelins from 
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quivers hanging by their knees and let fly into the packed mass of heavy 
horsemen, while those further behind unlimbered powerful composite horse 
bows and thick, red-fletched arrows. The powerful missiles could punch 
through a wooden shield at forty paces, and the riders knew how to use 
them to deadly effect. 


The sudden attack sowed death and confusion among the enemy ranks, and 
the squadrons of heavy horsemen scattered before the onslaught. Swift as a 
pack of wolves, the desert raiders wheeled about and dashed back the way 
they’d come, leaving a hundred dead cavalrymen littering the bloody 
ground. Then, after a hundred yards they stopped, turned about, and came at 
the enemy once more, weaving effortlessly among the heavier warhorses 
and toppling men from their saddles. Furious, the Khemri horsemen tried to 
give chase, and the desert raiders began, slowly but surely, to draw them off 
to the west, away from the embattled spear companies. 


Arkhan heard the wailing horns of the desert riders just as he began his 
charge, and realised the peril his warriors were in. They were caught 
between two enemy forces, and if the chariots could regroup and charge his 
men once more, they could very well break under the pressure. Without 
warning, the tide of battle threatened to turn against them. 


Hissing like an adder, the vizier bore down on Suseb the Lion. The 
champion of the Bronze Host likewise ordered his chariot forward, raising 
his mighty khopesh. The archer beside him raised his bow, but Suseb 
stopped him with a forbidding glare. This would be a battle between heroes, 
or so the Lion thought. 


As the distance between them dwindled, Arkhan began to chant. He felt the 
dark power bubbling in his veins, and at the last moment he stretched out 
his left hand and unleashed a storm of crackling ebon bolts at the occupants 
of the chariot. Screams and shouts of fury answered the vizier as he veered 
away from the onrushing chariot and its scything blades. 


After a dozen yards, he swung about and saw that the champion’s armoured 
chariot had come to a halt. Its driver lay at Suseb’s feet, his body a smoking 
husk, and the Lion was struggling to untangle the chariot’s reins from the 
corpse’s shrivelled hands. The champion’s archer, meanwhile, leapt from 
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the back of the chariot and stood between Arkhan and his foe. The vizier 
laughed at the sight and spurred his mount forward. 


The bowman was a man of courage. His face was a mask of rage, but he 
moved with calm efficiency, drawing a long reed arrow to his cheek and 
letting fly at the onrushing immortal. Arkhan jerked the reins at the last 
minute, trying to dodge aside, and the arrow struck him in the left arm 
instead of burying itself in his heart. 


Before the archer could draw another arrow, Arkhan was upon him. His 
scimitar hissed through the air, and the bowman’s headless body fell 
forward into the dust. 


The archer’s death had given the Lion the time he needed, however, and 
with an angry cry he lashed the reins and the chariot lurched into motion 
once more. Suseb handled the huge machine masterfully, turning it in a 
tight circle, but not before Arkhan dashed past. Once again, his scimitar 
whirred in a decapitating arc, but the blade shivered in his hand as though 
he’d struck solid teak. The Lion, it appeared, ranked high in the earth god’s 
favour. 


Despite the speed of Arkhan’s charge he still felt the wind of Suseb’s blade 
slicing through the air a fraction of an inch behind him. He continued on 
past the champion for less than ten feet before hauling furiously on the 
reins. His steed tossed its head angrily and pawed at the earth as the vizier 
hauled it back around for another pass. 


Suseb was still struggling to control the chariot with one hand while 
looking over his shoulder at Arkhan. He was bringing the war machine 
about, but too slowly. Grinning like a devil, Arkhan bore down on the 
Lion’s back, sword poised above his head. Once again he began to chant. 
Wisps of foul, black vapour began to curl from the edge of his blade. 


The Lion watched the vizier approach with an expression of stoic resolve. 
At the last moment, Arkhan’s sense of triumph turned to trepidation. When 
Suseb let go of the chariot’s reins he knew that he’d been tricked. The 
champion became a blur of motion, spinning on his heel and bringing his 
massive sword around in a whirling, backhanded blow. 


It was only the immortal’s unnatural reflexes that saved him. He tore at the 
reins, once more, and the warhorse’s charge was halted for the space of a 
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single moment. Suseb’s blade fell in a glittering arc, passing before Arkhan 
instead of through him, and sliced through the animal’s thick neck instead. 
The horse’s headless body lurched drunkenly to the right, sending mount 
and rider crashing full-force into the Lion’s chariot. There was the sound of 
splintering wood and tearing metal. Arkhan struck the side of the war 
machine in a bone-crushing impact and knew no more. 


A cheer went up from the beleaguered ranks of the Bronze Host at the 
sound of Bhagar’s war horns. Their allies had arrived in the nick of time, 
just where they were needed. Akhmen-hotep felt a wild surge of hope. 
Could they snatch victory from the jaws of defeat? 


The priest king regarded Memnet and Sukhet once more. 


“You see? The gods have not abandoned us!” he said. “Now it is up to us to 
show that we are worthy of their aid. Call upon their power, and let us 
destroy the Usurper once and for all!” 


A terrible look came over Sukhet’s face as he heard Akhmen-hotep’s plea, 
but he nodded nevertheless. 


“So be it,” he said in a leaden voice, and led his priests some distance away 
to begin the invocations. 


The priest king turned to Memnet, and asked, “And what of you, Grand 
Hierophant? Will the Great Father Ptra aid us in our time of need?” 


Memnet stepped close to the king. 


“Don’t take that tone with me, little brother,” he said in a low voice. “Did 
you not hear Sukhet? The gods are not soldiers to be commanded, like your 
warriors. They will exact a heavy price for such power, and we will be the 
ones to pay it, not you!” 


The king was unmoved. 


“Tf you fear to call upon your god, Memnet, then go and bend your knee to 
Nagash. Those are the only choices any of us have left.” 


Memnet’s face twisted into a mask of rage, so sudden and so intense that 
the Ushabti took a protective step towards the king, his fleshy hands 
clenching into trembling fists. The Grand Hierophant’s jaw bunched 
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angrily, but when he spoke, it wasn’t to utter imprecations against the priest 
king. Instead, he began to chant in a heated voice. 


Akhmen-hotep saw beads of sweat gather on Memnet’s round face, and 
then felt a puff of hot air brush against his skin that quickly became a 
whirling, restless wind. The clacking, chattering cloud of darkness overhead 
roiled like a stormy sea. Narrow spears of fierce sunlight stabbed through 
the churning mass, touching the ground for an instant before the shadow 
swallowed them. Black, smouldering shapes fell to the earth around 
Akhmen-hotep and his warriors in a steadily building rain. The king 
realised that they were the husks of tomb scarabs, each as large as a grown 
man’s fist. 


Memnet’s voice grew louder, rising over the howling wind in counterpoint 
to Sukhet’s piercing, nasal voice. The priest of Phakth, the sky god, 
sounded as though he were in terrible pain. 


Akhmen-hotep started as he felt his ears pop, and then he heard his soldiers 
cry out in fear and awe as a forked bolt of lightning crashed down on the 
distant ridge. 


The crash of thunder that followed sounded like the end of the world. 


Arkhan’s eyes snapped open at the crescendo of noise, the thunder’s 
concussion so great that for a moment the vizier thought someone had 
struck him. 


He was lying on his back a few yards from the twisted wreckage of his 
enemy’s chariot. The impact of his dead horse had splintered the war 
machine’s left wheel and flipped the heavy vehicle onto its side, and the 
four horses that had drawn it were galloping away in terror, dragging the 
broken yoke behind them. Horses and men were screaming all around him 
in the gloom, and his cavalry, beset from two sides, were struggling to 
survive. 


Cursing, Arkhan struggled to regain his feet. His right leg was weak and 
stiff. Belatedly, he realised that a dagger-sized shard of bronze was jutting 
from his right thigh. He tore it free with his left hand and forced himself 
upright. A shudder passed through the immortal, and he felt the familiar, 
dreadful ache begin in his guts. The exertions and the wounds he’d received 
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had consumed much of his master’s vital elixir, and a deadly lassitude 
began to steal along his limbs. 


Feeling a tremor of fear, Arkhan surveyed the wreckage of Suseb’s chariot. 
Had the champion survived? 


He saw the mass of wood and metal shift. Twisted bronze plates groaned 
and popped, and Arkhan felt a surge of dread as the Lion’s head and 
shoulders struggled into view. 


Desperate, the vizier raised his sword and chanted the Incantation of 
Summoning. The dark magic was fickle, resisting his control due to his 
weakened state, but three of Arkhan’s dead cavalrymen stirred and 
struggled to their feet. 


“Kill him!” the vizier commanded, pointing to Suseb. 


The undead warriors lurched forwards. One cavalryman pulled a javelin 
from his chest and hurled it at the pinned champion. It struck Suseb in the 
left shoulder, piercing his armour but not the blessed flesh beneath. The 
Lion roared in anger and redoubled his efforts, pushing himself onto his 
knees. With his right hand, he tore a jagged piece of bronze plate from the 
wreckage and hurled it end-over-end at the nearest walking corpse. The 
impact crushed the revenant’s skull, dashing it to the ground. 


Cursing, Arkhan charged in alongside his remaining warriors, hoping to 
slay the champion before he could free himself. 


One of the dead cavalrymen lunged at Suseb, chopping down at him with 
an axe. The stone blade glanced from the Lion’s skull, leaving a shallow 
gash along the side of his head. The other reached for the champion’s throat 
with bloodied hands. Suseb grabbed the empty-handed creature by the arm 
and hurled it into the axe-wielding wartrior’s path. The clumsy revenants 
tangled together and fell in a squirming heap, and before they could rise 
again the Lion snatched up his massive khopesh and cut through both 
bodies in a single, ringing stroke. 


Sensing an opening, Arkhan leapt forwards and slashed at Suseb’s face. The 
champion saw the blow coming and tried to twist away, but the scimitar left 
a deep slash across the warrior’s brown cheek. The vizier laughed at the 
sight of the wound, but his triumph was short-lived. The Lion’s khopesh 
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flickered through the air, and the immortal darted backwards barely in time 
to avoid having both legs cut from under him. 


With a lusty roar, Suseb flexed his powerful legs and burst free from the 
wreckage. His huge sword wove a deadly pattern through the air as he 
advanced fearlessly upon the vizier. 


“Vile, godless coward,” he growled. “It’s a disgrace to stain my blade with 
such an unworthy foe, but I’ll do it gladly if it will rid the world of you and 
your ilk.” 


Arkhan spat a swift incantation and hurled a bolt of necromantic power at 
the Lion. It struck Suseb full in the chest. The champion bellowed in pain, 
but continued his implacable advance. 


Another bolt of lightning smote the earth, this time striking in the midst of a 
company of Khemri warriors near the centre of the battleline. Shouts of 
wonder and dismay were drowned in the peal of thunder that followed. 


Then, to Arkhan’s horror, a shaft of sunlight pierced his master’s shroud of 
darkness and glinted from the Lion’s blade. His cold flesh trembled at the 
sight, and for the first time he feared the possibility of defeat. 


An angry wind rushed northward across the battlefield, howling with the 
fury of a god. Lightning scourged the earth like a taskmaster’s lash, clawing 
along the ridge line amid a growing hail of burning scarab husks. More and 
more sunlight made its way through the writhing cloud, striking down the 
walking dead wherever it touched. 


Within the black pavilion, a crowd of slaves grovelled in the dust before the 
king’s grim sarcophagus and begged for their deliverance. In the shadows at 
the back of the chamber, the Usurper’s ancient slave turned his blind face 
skywards and uttered a terrible, croaking laugh. 


There was a hiss of air and the grating of stone, and the lid of the king’s 
sarcophagus slid open. A shrieking chorus of tormented spirits and a gust of 
freezing air washed over the terrified slaves, who raised their hands in 
supplication to their lord and master. 


Nagash the Immortal, Priest King of Khemri, stepped from his ensorcelled 
coffin amid a whirling nimbus of shrieking souls. Wreathed in roiling, 
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ethereal vapour, the master of the Living City paid no heed to the 
worshipful entreaties of his slaves. Green bale-fire blazed from his sunken 
eyes and crackled along the staff of dark metal clutched in his left hand. 
The faces of the four skulls that topped the fearsome stave glimmered with 
unearthly power, blurring the air around it. 


The king’s handsome, lined face and strong hands were the colour of 
alabaster, gleaming like polished bone from the folds of his dark, crimson 
robes. His bald head was covered by a skullcap of hammered gold, 
inscribed with strange glyphs in a tongue unknown to civilised men. 


Cowering slaves scattered from the immortal king’s path as Nagash turned 
to the smaller sarcophagus that waited beside his own. The figure carved 
upon its surface was serene and beautiful: a goddess of the Blessed Land in 
the bloom of her youth. 


A cold smile bent the necromancer’s thin lips. He stretched forth his right 
hand, and the spirits surrounding him flowed down his arm and played 
across the coffin’s surface. The marble lid shivered, and then slowly drew 
aside. 


A faint, tortured moan rose up from the depths of the sarcophagus. Nagash 
listened, savouring the sound. His smile turned cruel. 


“Come forth,” he commanded. The king’s voice was bubbling and raspy, 
wheezing up from a pair of ruined lungs. 


Slowly, painfully, the figure emerged. She was clad in priceless samite, with 
a queen’s golden headdress set upon her brow. Bracelets set with brilliant 
sapphires hung from her fragile wrists, wrinkling the dry, parchment-like 
skin beneath. She clutched her claw-like hands painfully to her withered 
chest, and her head was bowed beneath the weight of her royal finery. 
Wisps of faded, brittle hair had escaped from the folds of her headdress and 
curled against her sunken, yellowed cheeks. Time had eaten away the gentle 
curves of her face, leaving only sharp edges and a thin, almost lipless 
mouth. Her joints creaked like dried leather as she moved, drawn to the 
necromancer as though by an invisible cord. 


Bright, beautiful green eyes shone like emeralds from the queen’s 
mummified face, etched with suffering so deep that it defied human 
comprehension. 
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The slaves grew silent as their queen walked among them. They buried their 
faces in the dust and pressed their hands to their ears to shut out her pitiful 
cries. 


Nagash waved his hand once more, and the tent’s heavy flap was pushed 
aside. He led his queen into the raging tumult, heedless of the wrath of gods 
or men. The necromancer looked out across the battlefield, and his smile 
twisted into a hateful sneer. 


“Show them,” he commanded his queen, and she raised her withered arms 
to the sky and let out a long, heartrending wail. 


Akhmen-hotep felt the change, more than a mile away. The wind and the 
lightning stopped in a single instant, so suddenly that the king found 
himself questioning his senses. Then the rustling darkness overhead seemed 
to swell, filling his ears with its buzzing drone, and the priests began to 
scream. 


He had tumed his back on Sukhet and Memnet when the fire and lightning 
had begun, leaving them to their incantations while he tried to gauge their 
effect upon the battle. Now he whirled at their agonised cries, and saw that 
both men had fallen to their knees. A shiver went down the king’s spine at 
the look of absolute horror writ upon their faces. 


“What is it?” he asked. “In the name of all the gods, what’s happened?” 


For a moment, it seemed that neither man heard him. Then Memnet 
whispered, “We are undone.” 


“Undone?” the priest king echoed. Mounting fear tightened like a fist 
around his heart. “What does that mean? Tell me!” 


“The Daughter of the Sun,” Memnet groaned. The Grand Hierophant’s skin 
was flushed, and his eyes bright with fever. Akhmen-hotep could feel heat 
radiating from him in palpable waves. 


“Neferem?” the priest king asked, surprised. “What of her? Does she still 
live?” 


“He has enslaved her!” hissed the Grand Hierophant. “Nagash has bound 
her, body and soul!” 
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The news stunned Akhmen-hotep. 


“That’s not possible. She’s the covenant made flesh. Her spirit binds the 
gods.” 


“Do not ask me how,” the Grand Hierophant said. He sounded like a 
frightened child rather than a living embodiment of Ptra. He stretched a 
trembling hand to the north. “I can feel her, brother! You cannot imagine 
her pain. The things he has done to her... I cannot bear it!” 


“Then we must do something!” the king declared. 


“Our power cannot touch her,” Memnet cried, “nor can the blessings of the 
gods be arrayed against her. Look! Even the light of Neru fails in her 
presence!” 


Horrified, Akhmen-hotep turned his gaze to the north. Memnet was right, 
the Consort’s potent ward had failed, and the undead were dosing in once 
more. The acolytes of the goddess had retreated to their high priestess, their 
faces pale with shock. Khalifra was weeping openly, her hands clenched to 
her belly as though stabbed. 


The king’s body felt cold and leaden. With a shock, he realised that even 
Geheb’s gift of strength had failed him. 


The gods had abandoned the men of Ka-Sabar. 


Suseb’s massive sword crashed against Arkhan’s guard, hard enough to 
drive the vizier to his knees. The immortal struck the ground hard and 
rolled aside barely in time to avoid another blurring stroke aimed at his 
head. In desperation, Arkhan threw a backhanded slash at the champion’s 
ankle, but the scimitar turned awkwardly in his hand and glanced off 
Suseb’s calf. Arkhan realised, with a shock, that the champion’s blow had 
bent his prized blade. 


Arkhan kept rolling, narrowly avoiding another cut that struck a glancing 
blow against his shoulder. The Lion was as swift and as strong as his 
namesake, his god-given gifts rivalling even those of the Ushabti. Thinking 
quickly, he flipped onto his back and threw out his left hand, spitting words 
of power. A single bolt of energy leapt from his fingers and struck the 
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champion in the chest. Suseb let out a pained grunt, but his stride never 
wavered. The vizier’s power was almost spent. 


“You cannot escape judgement so easily,” the Lion roared. “The time of 
your reckoning is at hand!” 


Suseb reached the vizier in a single, swift step and brought down his 
terrible blade. Once again, Arkhan tried to parry the blow, but this time his 
weakened scimitar snapped with a discordant clang. 


The immortal threw the broken blade aside and threw up his empty hand. 


“T yield!” he cried, sliding his left hand behind his back to the dagger 
concealed in his belt. “Have mercy. Lion of Ka-Sabar! Nagash will pay any 
ransom you choose!” 


Suseb’s face lit with righteous anger as he spoke. “You dare to plead for 
mercy, servant of the Usurper? If the gods see fit to spare you, let them stay 
my hand!” 


The Lion drew back his blade. For the briefest instant, he seemed to stagger, 
as though the sword was suddenly heavier than before, and Arkhan saw his 
opportunity. His left hand snapped up in an underhand throw, and there was 
a heavy thunk, like a knife sinking deep into wood. 


Suseb paused, his mouth hanging open. Slowly, his gaze fell to the hilt of 
the dagger jutting from his chest. Hurled with superhuman strength, the 
needle-sharp blade had driven deep into his body. 


The champion took a half-step forwards, his face etched with strain as he 
tried to draw one more breath, but the dagger had pierced the Lion’s heart. 
Suseb’s great sword tumbled from his grasp, and the champion sank slowly 
to his knees. 


Arkhan bared his jagged teeth in a slow, wicked grin. Slowly and 
deliberately, he rose to his feet and picked up Suseb’s blade. Then he bent 
down and whispered softly in the Lion’s ear. 


“Tt seems the gods have spoken,” he said. 


Cries of dismay went up from Suseb’s men as the vizier brought the heavy 
blade down on the Lion’s neck. Weak as Arkhan was, it took two clumsy 
blows to hack the champion’s head from his shoulders. 
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Akhmen-hotep heard the shouts of despair from the army’s left flank and 
knew that the battle was lost. The acolytes of Neru had fled, bearing away 
their high priestess as the marauding undead closed in. The king’s Ushabti 
had dismounted and encircled him with bared swords, awaiting his 
command. 


Hashepra, high priest of Geheb, approached the king. The burly priest’s 
face was stricken, his tanned cheeks wet with tears, but his voice was as 
strong as ever. 


“T have four companies of spearmen formed up and waiting for your orders, 
great one,” he declared. “What would you have us do?” 


The priest king felt cast adrift in the unnatural darkness. The foundations of 
his world had been torn away in a single morning, leaving him bereft. 


“Save yourselves,” he said numbly. “Order the trumpets to sound the 
retreat. Nagash has won the day.” 


Hashepra recoiled in surprise, as though Akhmen-hotep had struck him. 
The priest started to protest, but there was no denying the disaster unfolding 
around them. Finally he nodded and went to pass the word to the trumpeter. 


The Ushabti led the priest king back to his chariot and sped him away, in 
the direction of the oasis. Memnet had disappeared, evidently carried away 
by his own priests. 


Akhmen-hotep caught sight of Sukhet’s corpse as the chariot passed by. The 
priest of Phakth lay upon his back, his face a mask of despair. The living 
embodiment of the god of justice had slit his own throat. 


An hour later, Arkhan limped up the rocky slope in the direction of his 
master’s pavilion. The last surviving companies of the Bronze Host had 
fought their way out of the darkness and fallen to their knees in the bright 
sunlight of the oasis. Nagash’s undead minions halted at the shadow’s edge, 
unable to pursue any further. The vizier doubted there were more than a 
hundred living Khemri warriors scattered across the entire plain. 
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Nearly a dozen alabaster-skinned figures waited hungrily outside their 
master’s tent. They glared at Arkhan with barely concealed hatred as he 
brushed past his brethren and entered the master’s tent unannounced. 


Nagash waited within, surrounded by his retinue of ghosts and attended 
upon by his queen and his slaves. Three immortals knelt at their master’s 
feet, gulping noisily from golden goblets held in their trembling hands. 


Arkhan smelled the heady perfume of the life-giving elixir and fell to his 
knees. He crawled through the dust to Nagash’s feet, the ghosts circling 
him, touching his skin with fingers of ice and keening in his ears. 


“T bring news of your victory, master,” he said hoarsely. 
“Speak, then,” Nagash said coldly. 


Arkhan ran his tongue over his cold lips. The thirst was terrible. Every vein 
in his body was shrivelled and aching. With an effort, he continued, “The 
Bronze Host is in flight, and Bhagar’s horsemen have been forced to quit 
the field.” 


“Your cavalry pursues them even now,” Nagash said. 


“Even so, master, even so,” the vizier replied, raising his eyes to the king. 
The queen stood to Nagash’s right and a little behind the necromancer. 
Arkhan avoided her unblinking, agonised stare. “We should recall our 
horsemen at once, before they become too spent,” he said. “The Bronze 
Host is in disarray, fleeing for their lives down the trade road to Ka-Sabar. 
At least half their number lies dead on the plain below. If we pursue them, 
we might destroy them utterly—” 


The king shook his head. 


“There will be no pursuit,” Nagash declared. “The army must return to 
Khemri at once. The Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras have risen against us as 
well, and even now their armies are marching through the Valley of Kings.” 


Arkhan was taken aback by the news. For a moment, even his dreadful 
thirst was forgotten. 


“What of our allies at Quatar?” he asked. 


“Tl have sent a message to Priest King Nemuhareb,” Nagash replied. “He is 
marching to block the western end of the valley, and is certain that he can 
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turn back the rebels.” 
The vizier studied his master’s face. “You are not convinced,” he said. 


“We must confront this rebellion from a position of strength,” the 
necromancer replied. “This battle today was but the first of many. I foresee 
a long, bitter war to come. We must gather our allies and prepare for the 
storm.” A hungry glint shone in Nagash’s dark eyes. “We will deal with Ka- 
Sabar later. Before we are done, all Nehekhara will lie beneath our heel, and 
Settra’s great empire will be restored!” 


“From your lips to the gods’ ears,” Arkhan might once have said. Now, the 
vizier only smiled, and asked, “What would you have me do, master?” 


“For now, drink. Then go and summon your errant horsemen. We depart for 
Khemri at dusk,” Nagash said, stretching forth his hand. 


Ghazid, the king’s blue-eyed slave, shuffled from the darkness at the far 
side of the tent with a golden goblet in his wrinkled hands. The vessel 
brimmed with a thick, crimson liquid. Arkhan’s hands clenched spastically 
as it drew near. 


The vizier tore the goblet from the mad slave’s hands and gulped greedily at 
its contents, all thoughts of war and conquest forgotten. 
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FIVE 
A Storm out of the East 


The Valley of Kings, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


Something was moving beyond the Gates of the Dawn. 


It was almost noon. Rakh-amn-hotep, the first of his name, Priest King of 
Rasetra, rubbed a calloused hand over his shaven scalp and squinted in the 
fierce sunlight. The air shimmered in the confines of the Valley of Kings, 
flashing brightly against the drifting clouds of chalky dust stirred up by the 
movement of the allied army. The fine, glittering dust had become their 
worst enemy during the long, punishing march down the winding valley. It 
clung to the skin, clogged throats and eyes, and sawed at the axles of the 
chariots. From where the king stood, surrounded by his Ushabti atop a low 
hill just off the wide temple road, he could see great clouds of dust 
shrouding the narrow pass at the western end of the valley, concealing 
whatever dangers might be arrayed against them. 


Something was out there. That much was certain. But what? 


Rakh-amn-hotep hooked his blunt thumbs into the arm holes of his heavy 
scale shirt and tried to shift it into a more comfortable position. It had been 
a long time since he’d marched through the sands of central Nehekhara, and 
he could stand the heat, but his skin was afire from the thick layer of dust 
chafing beneath the weight of his armour. The priest king was a short, very 
stout man, with a wide barrel chest and a blunt, pugnacious face. The point 
of a lizardman’s spear had left a permanent dimple in his left cheek, 
creating the illusion of a smile. He was a savage, cunning man, cruel to his 
enemies and relentless when his anger was aroused, and the Priest King of 
Rasetra was frequently angry about something. His small city, situated near 
the edge of the steaming southern jungles, was constantly under threat from 
tribes of savage lizardmen. Not a year went by when the Rasetrans weren’t 
fending off raiding parties, or leading punitive expeditions into the wilds to 
burn villages and take hostages from the larger tribes. 


Years of fighting against the tribesmen had left their mark on the priest king 
and his warriors. They wore longer, heavier kilts of thick cotton that 
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stretched below their knees, overlaid with cured leather taken from the 
massive thunder lizards that crashed their way through the thick jungle 
growth. Their torsos were covered in thick shirts of scaly lizard hide, with 
overlapping, bony plates to turn aside tooth or claw. The strange armour 
lent Rasetrans a savage, exotic appearance, which contrasted dramatically 
with the simple, conventional attire of their allies. 


The city of Lybaras, on the other hand, was not known for its prowess in 
war. Their patron was Tahoth, the god of knowledge and learning, and their 
wealth, such as it was, stemmed from their great academies and craftsmen 
rather than from fierce raids or conquest. Their nobles had little use for 
jewels or fine clothes, but rather, invested their fortunes in scrolls and 
strange tools, vessels of rare glass and arcane devices of bronze and wood. 


From where the King of Rasetra stood, it was difficult to tell a Lybaran 
noble from a slave. Both favoured a simple, dun-coloured kilt and 
functional leather sandals, with a dark brown cape that hung below the 
waist. The only difference, Rakh-amn-hotep noted with a scowl, was the 
amount of glass baubles and metal trinkets the nobles carried wherever they 
went. Even their Ushabti were strange, their bodies bearing none of the 
physical blessings of the other gods, and their weapons a motley assortment 
of sticks, knives and coils of tightly braided rope. Only their eyes betrayed 
their divine nature. They were a piercing, almost luminous grey, as hard and 
incisive as sharpened stone. Nothing seemed to escape their notice, much 
less catch them unprepared. 


Hekhmenukep, Priest King of Lybaras, stood amid a bustling throng of 
chattering viziers and nervous scribes just a few yards to Rakh-amn-hotep’s 
right. The king was peering intently through a long, wooden tube rimmed 
with polished brass, balanced on the bare shoulder of a waiting slave. 
Hekhmenukep was tall and lean to the point of being skeletal. His kilt hung 
listlessly down to the top of his bony knees, and the fall of his cape only 
accentuated the slope of his narrow shoulders. A fine gold chain lay around 
the king’s long neck, from which hung a strange assortment of glass discs 
edged in copper, silver and brass wire. He looked more like a mason than 
the ruler of a mighty city, Rakh-amn-hotep mused. 


“Well?” the King of Rasetra demanded. “Do you see anything or not?” 
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The viziers surrounding Hekhmenukep shifted uneasily at Rakh-amn- 
hotep’s peremptory tone, but the king himself appeared unfazed. 


“The sunlight turns the dust into a swirling curtain,” he said, squinting into 
his strange contraption. “There are flashes of light and the occasional 
shadow, but it’s difficult to discern what any of it means.” The priest king 
straightened. “Perhaps you would care to try?” he offered, gesturing at the 
tube. 


Rakh-amn-hotep scowled at the strange object. 


“IT know little about Tahoth and his ways,” he granted. “I doubt he would 
bless me with any special sight.” The comment drew a laugh from 
Hekhmenukep. 


“There is no need for special prayers in this case,” he said. “Merely look 
into the tube. The glass will aid the working of your eye.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep was dubious, but the need for information spurred him to 
try. On the level ground west of the hill, the armies of Rasetra and Lybaras 
were hastily turning off the road and forming their battleline to the shrill 
wailing of trumpets. Somewhere up ahead, in that swirling mass of dust at 
the end of the valley, was the army’s advance guard of light horsemen. Half 
an hour ago, a rider from the advance guard had come galloping down the 
road with a message from his commander: enemy troops had been sighted 
at the Gates of the Dawn. There had been no word since. Had the light 
horsemen encountered a small detachment of troops and driven them off, or 
were they fighting for their lives against the entire army of Quatar? 


He’d known from the beginning that the march down the valley would be a 
race against time. The Valley of Kings was an ominous place, fraught with 
old magics and restless spirits that haunted the tombs of the ancient 
Nehekharans. Nothing grew there, and the nearest water was almost a 
hundred leagues away. The high, sheer walls of the valley forced travellers 
to traverse it from one end to the other. The eastern end, known as the Gates 
of the Dusk, was guarded by the city of Mahrak and its army of warrior 
priests. The western end, known as the Gates of the Dawn, was guarded by 
the Tomb Guard of Quatar. Rakh-amn-hotep knew that if their campaign 
were to have any chance of success, they would have to reach the Gates of 
the Dawn before Quatar got word of their approach and moved to block the 
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mouth of the valley. If the Tomb Guard controlled the Gates of the Dawn, 
the allied army would either have to risk a brutal, bloody assault or else turn 
around and retreat back the way they’d come. Since leaving Mahrak, the 
allied army had moved with surprising speed down the winding valley, 
thanks largely to the Lybarans’ strange, floating wagons. Suspended high 
above the valley floor by the hot desert wind, the wagons were able to carry 
the army’s supplies and keep pace with the troops instead of being slowed 
to a crawl by unruly teams of camels or oxen. The army had covered almost 
a hundred leagues in just the first five days, and Rakh-amn-hotep had dared 
to believe that his gamble would succeed. 


How the gods laughed when men dared to hope, the priest king mused 
sourly. He strode over to Hekhmenukep’s odd invention and reluctantly 
peered into the end of the wooden tube. 


At first, all he could see was a blurry circle of white. Frowning, he started 
to pull away from the tube, and suddenly the image cleared somewhat. 
Rakh-amn-hotep grew still, and noticed that he was seeing the swirling 
clouds across the valley almost as clearly as if they were just a few yards 
away. The priest king glanced back at Hekhmenukep. 


“How is it that the gods share such power without requiring something in 
return?” he asked. 


The King of Lybaras folded his thin arms and smiled. Like a tutor 
addressing a young student, he said, “Tahoth teaches us that the gifts of 
creation are hidden in the world around us,” he said. “If we are clever, we 
can uncover their mysteries and claim them for our own. In this way, we 
honour the gods.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep tried to make sense of this, but gave up with a shrug. 
When they made camp that night he would make a sacrifice to Tahoth and 
consider the debt settled. 


When he turned back, the King of Rasetra found that he’d lost the image 
once more. Frowning, he carefully drew back from the tube until once again 
the far end of the valley came into view. 


Dust and more dust, the king observed irritably. Then he saw a glint of 
bronze wink from the murk, a reflection from a helmet, perhaps, or the tip 
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of a blade. Then a vague shadow darkened the haze for a fleeting instant. 
Large and swift-moving, it was undoubtedly a man on horseback. 


“The advance guard is engaged,” he muttered darkly, “and they’re fighting 
on our side of the valley mouth.” Rakh-amn-hotep rubbed his scarred chin 
thoughtfully. Years of battlefield experience suggested what was happening 
behind the curtain of dust. The advance guard numbered five thousand light 
horsemen, more than enough to overwhelm a small garrison of unprepared 
infantry within the space of half an hour. Instead, they were still fighting, 
riding madly back and forth through the thick haze rather than pushing their 
way through the mouth of the valley as they’d been ordered. 


“Khsar flay their hides,” Rakh-amn-hotep cursed. “The Tomb Guard has 
beaten us to the Gates of the Dawn.” Hekhmenukep’s eyes widened in 
surprise. 


“How is this possible?” he exclaimed. “We moved faster than any army has 
ever marched, and our scouts encountered no sentries along the way.” 


“Who can say what powers the foul Usurper possesses?” said a sharp voice 
behind the two kings. “He has ruled unjustly in Khemri for more than two 
hundred years. It would not surprise me if every evil thing in Nehekhara is 
his to command.” 


The kings turned as Nebunefer the Just struggled the last few yards up to 
the summit of the hill and limped painfully into their midst. The elderly 
priest was covered in a fine dusting of grit, coating his seamed face and 
dulling his bronze skullcap. He was attended by half a dozen senior priests 
and priestesses, each one raised in the great temples of Mahrak, the City of 
the Gods. Each of the hierophants wore fine linen robes in a variety of rich 
colours, from the Sun God’s gleaming yellow to Geheb’s mix of dark brown 
and vivid green. Rakh-amn-hotep noted their fierce expressions with secret 
amusement. How long had the Hieratic Council at Mahrak urged restraint in 
the face of Nagash’s mounting crimes, saying that the gods would see 
justice done? That was before the shadow spread from Khemri, felling 
thousands of priest and acolytes all across Nehekhara. Within days of that 
terrible event, the council was beating the drum of war. Using the 
Hierophants of Rasetra and Lybaras as go-betweens, they had hammered 
out a hasty alliance between the three cities and opened their immense 
coffers to finance a campaign to liberate Khemri once and for all. 
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Unfortunately, gold was all that the Hieratic Council seemed willing to 
provide. Rakh-amn-hotep had requested a contingent of Mahrak’s fabled 
wairior-priests to accompany the allied army, but Nebunefer and his small 
retinue were all that the city could spare. 


“If Nagash knows we’re coming we could be facing the combined armies of 
Khemri and Quatar,” Rakh-amn-hotep growled. “We can’t possibly defeat 
them both.” 


Nebunefer shook his head decisively, saying, “Our spies in Khemri report 
that the Usurper has taken his army south to fight the Bronze Host of Ka- 
Sabar. The massacre of holy men across Nehekhara has spurred Akhmen- 
hotep to declare war against the Living City.” 


Hekhmenukep nodded thoughtfully. 
“That’s welcome news,” he said, “but what of the remaining cities?” 


“Numas and Zandri side with Nagash, along with Quatar,’ Nebunefer 
replied. “Of the minor cities, Bhagar will probably follow Ka-Sabar, while 
Bel Aliad remains loyal to Khemri.” 


“And what of Lahmia?” the King of Rasetra asked. “Their army is as large 
as mine and Hekhmenukep’s combined.” 


“We have sent an embassy to Lahmia to urge them to action,” Nebunefer, 
said, shrugging, “but so far they remain neutral.” 


“Waiting to see which side gains the upper hand,” Rakh-amn-hotep 
grumbled. 


“Perhaps,” Nebunefer said. “Lahmia has ancient ties to the Living City. It is 
possible they are reluctant to take up arms against Neferem.” Hekhmenukep 
frowned. 


“No one’s seen Neferem for more than a century. Surely she’s free of 
Nagash by now,” he said. 


“No,” Nebunefer said uneasily. “The Queen of the Dawn is not dead. We 
would know it if she were.” 


Suddenly, a chorus of wailing trumpets echoed up and down the allied 
battleline. Rakh-amn-hotep turned back to the swirling chaos at the western 
end of the valley. He could see the black specks of figures dancing at the 
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ragged edges of the cloud. Scowling, he put his eye to Hekhmenukep’s 
device to try to see who they were. For a few moments, all he could see was 
a panorama of boiling dust, but then he caught sight of a horseman of the 
advance guard. The warrior’s horse was lathered and the rider was covered 
in dust. As the king watched, the warrior fitted an arrow to his bow and 
fired into the swirling dust, before retreating a dozen yards from the edge of 
the cloud. The same thing was happening all along the length of the dust 
cloud as the battered squadrons of light horsemen withdrew in the direction 
of their army. 


Within moments, Rakh-amn-hotep saw why. A wall of white shields took 
shape out of the haze, growing larger and more distinct from one moment to 
the next. Slowly, inexorably, the first companies of the Tomb Guard 
advanced into the valley to meet their waiting foes. 


“What is it?” Hekhmenukep asked. “What do you see?” 
For a moment, Rakh-amn-hotep could not believe his eyes. 


“The King of Quatar is impatient,” he said. “Instead of waiting for an 
assault, he’s chosen to come and fight us here.” He shook his head in 
wonder. “Nemuhareb has made a reckless mistake. With luck, we can make 
him pay for it.” 


“How?” the King of Lybaras asked. 


Rakh-amn-hotep glanced through the viewing-tube again. Strange as it was, 
he had to admit it was a damned useful tool. He gauged the speed of the 
enemy’s march and reckoned they had another half an hour before the Tomb 
Guard was in range. The king turned back to Hekhmenukep, and asked, 
“How quickly can your war machines be made ready?” The King of 
Lybaras looked to his viziers. 


“Thirty minutes,” he said. “Perhaps a little less. They should only be half a 
mile behind us at this point.” Rakh-amn-hotep smiled. 


“Then we’re going to get to see if they’re half as clever as you claim they 
are,” he replied, and then called out to the messengers waiting at the bottom 
of the hill. 
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The next thirty minutes passed in a flurry of movement as the allied army 
prepared for the coming battle. Companies of archers advanced twenty 
paces in front of the infantry and made ready to fire. Behind them the 
battleline stretched for a mile and a half across the valley, with the Temple 
Road running roughly down its centre. The infantry companies of Rasetra 
took up the army’s centre and left flank, while the warriors of Lybaras took 
up the right. The beleaguered light horsemen of the advance guard 
withdrew off to the north, further reinforcing the right flank. The army’s 
heavy cavalry waited a hundred yards behind the left flank: some two 
hundred Rasetran chariots, drawn by vicious, two-legged jungle lizards 
instead of horses. The warriors of Rasetra had been using the lizards in 
battle for more than a hundred years, but this was the first time they would 
be employed against another Nehekharan army. Rakh-amn-hotep kept them 
well back, hidden behind a low ridge just out of sight. His champion, 
Ekhreb, would lead them into battle. 


Behind the left flank, the Lybarans were still wrestling their catapults into 
position. They had brought eight of the massive war machines with the 
army, and their crews were hastily readying piles of stone to load into their 
broad wicker baskets. 


The full weight of Quatar’s Tomb Guard marched against the allied force. 
Quatar’s patron was Djaf, the god of death, and the city’s warriors were 
justly feared for their prowess on the field of battle. Their infantry wore 
white-painted leather armour and carried heavy wooden shields, and their 
massive swords were capable of splitting a man in two with a single blow. It 
was Said that their Ushabti bore the faces of jackals, and could kill with the 
lightest touch of their blades. 


The Tomb Guard advanced on a wide front, with companies of archers 
interspersed among the heavy infantry. A large force of light horsemen and 
two great companies of chariots rode behind them. The light cavalry and 
one company of chariots swung to the north, threatening the allied right 
flank, while the remaining chariot company was held back in reserve, close 
to the Priest King Nemuhareb and his retinue. 


Rakh-amn-hotep studied the enemy army carefully. The Tomb Guard was 
easily the size of his combined force, and had more heavy cavalry. He 
turned to his trumpeter. 
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“Signal the archers to fire when ready,” he said, and then turned to 
Nebunefer. “Do you imagine the King of Quatar will follow the old 
customs, or will he fight us to the death?” 


“Tt would depend on whether he has any of Nagash’s lieutenants among his 
retinue,” the old priest said, shrugging. “We should know soon enough once 
you spring your trap.” 


The King of Rasetra grunted to himself. “Assuming it works,” he muttered. 
Down on the field, the archers drew back their bows and began to fire. 
Showers of arrows darkened the sky and fell among the warriors of Quatar, 
who raised their shields to protect them from the deadly rain. Here and 
there a warrior fell with an arrow lodged in his chest or his neck, but the 
rest continued to press forward. The enemy archers returned fire while still 
on the move, and Rakh-amn-hotep was impressed at the steadiness and 
accuracy of their volleys. Bowmen from both sides fell as the archery duel 
began in earnest. 


To the right, the first of the catapults lofted its load of stones high into the 
air with a muffled bang. The projectiles spread out in flight, each as large as 
a man’s head, and fell among the advancing infantry. Shields splintered and 
men were dashed to the ground, but the advance continued. Rakh-amn- 
hotep turned to Hekhmenukep. 


“What of the other war machines?” he asked. 


The King of Lybaras responded with an enigmatic smile. “They will make 
their appearance known when they are ready.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep frowned. When they were ready? What kind of an answer 
was that? Concealing a flash of irritation, he gestured once more to his 
trumpeter. 


“Signal the left flank to advance,” he ordered. 


The horn rang out at once. On the left flank, the warriors of Rasetra 
marched forward, raising their shields and readying heavy, stone-headed 
maces. The archers in their path fired off one last volley before gathering 
their unspent arrows and retreating down the narrow lanes between the 
infantry companies. When the last bowmen had passed, the companies 
closed ranks and presented a solid front to the enemy. Within minutes their 
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shields were studded with arrow shafts as the Quatari bowmen continued 
their fire. 


Moments later, the two forces on the left came together in a grinding crash 
of flesh, metal and stone. The echoing roar of battle resounded across the 
open ground, in counterpoint to the steady banging of the catapults off to 
the right. On that flank, the enemy light horsemen were trying to push 
around the edge of the allied lines, but so far the cavalry of the advance 
guard was keeping them at bay. The enemy infantry was staggering under 
the hail of heavy stones, but with great determination they continued to 
press forward. Behind them, the chariots made ready to add their power to 
the inevitable charge. 


Rakh-amn-hotep studied the course of the battle so far and was satisfied. 
The troops on the left were struggling against the Tomb Guard, and the 
Rasetran companies were already shrinking as a steady stream of wounded 
men staggered away from the fight and sought safety behind their battleline. 
The king looked for the Quatari reserves. The chariots were still in the rear, 
close to the enemy king. 


Long minutes passed. The companies in the centre met with a grinding roar, 
while the enemy advance on the right foundered under the ceaseless 
bombardment. On the left, the Rasetran companies were starting to waver. 
Still there was no sign of the remaining war machines. Rakh-amn-hotep 
shot a worried glance at Hekhmenukep, but held his tongue. 


Another minute passed, and the first companies on the left flank began to 
fall back. The Tomb Guard pushed forward, hacking relentlessly with their 
heavy blades. The carnage was terrible. Men fell with their skulls split or 
their arms hacked away, and rivers of blood stilled the clouds of dust 
around the struggling warriors. 


The retreat on the left began to gather speed. As one company fell back, the 
ones on either side hurriedly withdrew as well. Within moments, the whole 
flank was falling swiftly to the rear. 


Rakh-amn-hotep heard the faint wail of trumpets in the direction of the 
enemy centre. The reserve chariots were moving, bouncing quickly across 
the rocky ground towards the left flank. The enemy king sensed victory. 


“Order the left flank to begin a general withdrawal,” he ordered. 
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Events on the ground, however, were moving with a speed of their own. 
The retreating companies were picking up speed, stumbling over 
themselves in their haste to escape the blades of the Tomb Guard. The 
enemy pressed forward hungrily, and more horns wailed as the Quatari 
chariots raced to join the impending slaughter. 


Rakh-amn-hotep turned to the trumpeter. 
“Send the signal!” he shouted. 


The complex notes rang out across the battlefield. At once, the retreating 
companies picked up the pace and curved backwards, like a gate swinging 
on a hinge, to clear the path for the Rasetran chariots. Rakh-amn-hotep 
heard a wild, moaning cry of jungle horns as his heavy cavalry swept over 
the ridge and bore down on the unsuspecting Tomb Guard. 


Then, a great commotion went up on the right flank. The King of Rasetra 
turned to see a pair of towering dust plumes rising up behind the enemy 
battleline, nearly in the midst of the advancing Quatari chariots. A faint, 
thready hiss carried over the tumult of battle, and huge shadows moved 
within the cloaking dust. Then there was a rending crash, and the king 
watched with amazement as a chariot and its horses were hurled like toys 
into the air. 


The Lybaran war machines had made their appearance at last. 


They crawled from huge pits in the soft earth on clanking legs of wood and 
bronze. Steam, heated by the blessings of Ptra, hissed in bronze pipes and 
drove segmented legs and huge, sweeping pincers. A tail the size of a 
battering ram curled over each machine, lashing out and smashing chariots 
to flinders with each blow. Fashioned in the shape of enormous tomb 
scorpions, the constructs fell upon the rear of the enemy companies with 
disconcerting speed and power. Within moments, chariots and infantry alike 
were in full retreat. 


On the left, the charge of the Rasetran chariots had inflicted a similar shock. 
The Quatari infantry staggered under the sudden counterattack, and the 
chariots had broken through their lines. The Quatari chariots, meanwhile 
had fallen into disarray, their horses terrified by the huge, fanged lizards 
drawing the enemy cavalry. A wild melee was in progress, but the Quatari 
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forces were caught between the Rasetran chariots and their infantry, which 
had begun to advance once more. 


The final blow came on the right flank. The enemy light horsemen panicked 
at the sight of the huge Lybaran war machines and quit the field. Seeing 
their opportunity, the horsemen of the advance guard swept around the 
Quatari flank and bore down on the enemy king and his retinue. 
Surrounded, cut off from retreat, Nemuhareb, Priest King of Quatar, offered 
his surrender. 


The way to Khemri had been opened. 
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SIX 
Death and Life 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 44th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1968 Imperial Reckoning) 


In the waning hours of the day, Khetep, Priest King of Khemri, was brought 
forth from the House of Everlasting Life to begin his journey into the 
afterlife. The body of the king was wrapped in strips of the finest white 
linen, each one marked with the Glyphs of the River and the Earth in 
careful, precise script to sustain Khetep’s flesh against the passage of ages. 
The hands of the king were folded across his chest, and a long, golden chain 
called the ankh’ram was twined about his wrists. The chain would anchor 
Khetep’s spirit to his body so that he could find it again after centuries in 
the afterlife. His gold burial mask, shaped with care during the king’s life 
by the finest craftsmen in the Living City, shone warmly in the late 
afternoon light. Garlands of fragrant blossoms surrounded the king’s body, 
filling the air with their vibrant perfume. 


The palanquin was borne by eight priests clad in white robes and a cape 
made of fluttering linen strips that symbolised the resurrection of the flesh. 
Their faces were hidden behind serene golden masks, and their movements 
were slow and ritually precise. Thirteen white-robed acolytes followed the 
palanquin, their heads covered in white ash and their eyes painted black 
with kohl, chanting the Invocation of Going Forth Into the Dusk to the beat 
of hide-wrapped drums. Last of all strode the Grand Hierophant in all his 
funereal splendour, bearing in his left hand the great Staff of the Ages. 
Nagash wore the ritual white robe and cape, its fabric strips embroidered 
with sacred glyphs in golden thread, and a golden pectoral inscribed with 
the sun, the jackal and the owl. White ash covered the Grand Hierophant’s 
face, lending an otherworldly cast to his coldly handsome features. 


A silent multitude awaited the slow-moving cortege in the great plaza 
outside the temple. Thutep and the royal household waited upon the right 
side of the procession, their regal finery clashing with the rough smudges of 
ash that blackened their cheeks and forehead. A hundred servants waited 
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behind the household, bearing the grave goods that would accompany 
Khetep into the afterlife. 


All those who had served the king in life stood to the left of the procession, 
and would continue to provide for him in death. Two score elderly servants 
and scribes, all of them bearing the respective tools of their trade in neat, 
cloth-wrapped bundles; more than a hundred slaves, their eyes hollow and 
their expressions bleak; and last of all, the stoic figures of the two dozen 
Ushabti that had survived their king’s last battle on the banks of the River 
Vitae. The Ushabti stood in a hollow square formation, clad in all their 
battle finery, their gleaming ritual swords held ready. Within the square 
stood the trio of barbarians that the Priest King of Zandri had given to 
honour the death of Khetep. The druchii were still bound in chains, their 
expressions dulled by the effects of drugged wine. The barbarians stood 
apart from one another, their heads unbowed and their dark eyes 
smouldering with hate. 


Moving to the measured beat of the drums, the cortege made its way across 
the plaza and into the city proper, followed by the mournful throng. They 
walked in echoing silence. The shops were all shuttered and the great 
bazaar had been emptied; even the distant docks, normally bustling with 
life, were empty. The people of the Living City had paid their respects to 
their king in the morning, as, by ancient law, they were forbidden to witness 
the final journey to his crypt. The gold coins scattered by the merchants 
earlier in the day still lay in the dusty street, untouched by beggar or thief. 


At the centre of the city the cortege turned east, making their way beyond 
the city walls through the Gate of Usirian into the fertile fields beyond. To 
the north, a flock of herons took wing from the reeds along the banks of the 
Vitae, paralleling the cortege for a short way and then sinking back out of 
sight. To the east, the land sloped gently upwards. In the distance, the 
largest of the tombs were already visible, crowding the horizon like the 
rooftops of a sprawling city. Above them all loomed the Great Pyramid, its 
sloping sides painted crimson by the light of the setting sun. 


The road was well-kept, formed of packed sand and stone, and tended to 
yearly by citizens as part of their compulsory service to the king. Within 
half an hour they came upon the first of the shrines: a tall, basalt statue of 
Usiris, just a few paces off the side of the road. Offerings of food and wine 
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had been left at the statue’s feet by travellers on their way to or from the 
great necropolis. Further on, the procession passed shrines to Neru and 
Djaf, Ualatp the Carrion God and even the dreadful Sokth, God of 
Poisoners. Everyone had a reason to fear one god or another as they made 
their way into the great city of tombs. 


After an hour on the road, the cortege reached the rough edge of the 
necropolis. The procession crested a low hill, and the plain before them was 
crowded with small, square tombs, built of sandstone and crudely 
ornamented with sacred scripts or religious imagery. These were the vaults 
of the poor, those who spent their entire lives saving enough coin to 
purchase the ministrations of a mortuary priest. One tomb might hold thirty 
or forty bodies: an entire extended family, stacked one atop the other like 
mud bricks. The vaults grew in a chaotic sprawl across the uneven ground, 
often built by the families themselves, on whatever plot of clear, mostly 
level ground they could find. Some of the crude tombs had broken open 
over the years, allowing vermin and scavengers to eat away at the bodies 
inside. Huge, black vultures glided low across the tops of the tombs, or 
perched on the weathered roofs and eyed the procession with frank interest 
as the sarcophagus went by. 


The road ended, for all intents and purposes, and the cortege was forced to 
wind its way carefully through the maze of narrow lanes and blind alleys 
between the shabby crypts. It was not unheard of for citizens to become lost 
if they wandered too deeply into the necropolis, and those that could not 
find their way out by nightfall were sometimes never seen again. However, 
the priests knew every twist and turn of the great city, for, in many ways, 
the necropolis was as much their home as the House of Everlasting Life. 


The further in they went, the larger and finer the tombs became. They came 
upon grand structures of basalt or sandstone, inscribed with glyphs of 
protection and engravings of the gods in all their forms. Here were 
entombed the families of prosperous merchants or tradesmen, surrounded 
by shrines and statuary that both proclaimed their piety and forced their 
neighbours to keep a respectful distance. Even then, the crypts were 
crowded as closely together as possible, filling every square foot of 
available space. 
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Finally, as the sun was casting long shadows among the jumbled stone 
crypts, the procession reached a great plain at the centre of the necropolis, 
where the great kings of old built their tombs. The black tomb of Settra rose 
at the centre of the plain: a massive, square structure of black marble as 
large as the palace in Khemri. The great king and his household were 
contained within, as well as slaves, soldiers, bodyguards, chariots and 
horses, all in readiness for the day when they would be called to walk upon 
the earth once more. The doors to the great tomb were made of stone plated 
in raw gold, and the massive walls were carved with thousands of potent 
glyphs and invocations against harm. 


Settra’s Tomb took twenty years to build, and more than two thousand 
slaves perished before the labour was done. Every king that followed 
sought to outdo him, spending vast sums to create ever larger and more 
lavish crypts to proclaim their greatness to future generations. Thus it was 
that Khetep began building his tomb from the first day he became Priest 
King of Khemri. The Great Pyramid took twenty-five years to complete and 
cost the lives of close to a million slaves. No one but the king knew how 
much treasure had gone to build it. On the very day of its completion 
Khetep had ordered its chief architect strangled and entombed in a special 
chamber within. 


The structure dominated the western edge of the plain, rising more than four 
hundred feet into the air and dwarfing every tomb around it. There were 
eight separate levels within the pyramid and two more tunnelled into the 
earth below it: room enough for an entire dynasty and their households. 


A broad path of white stone led to the Great Pyramid’s entrance, which had 
been built to resemble the facade of Settra’s Court. At the top of the steps 
waited a score of mortuary priests, like silent ghosts lingering in the 
shadows of the great statues of Neru and Geheb, a dozen tall urns of wine 
resting on the stones before them. 


A dozen armed priests from the temple of Usirian stood vigil outside the 
tomb, their faces hidden behind gold owl-masks. As the procession came to 
a stop at the foot of the steps, the leader of the horex stepped forwards and 
called out in a loud voice, “Who comes here?” 


Nagash raised the Staff of Ages and answered, “The king has come. His 
time on earth has passed, and his spirit goes forth into the dusk. This is the 
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house where he will take his rest.” 
The horex bowed deeply and stepped aside. 


“Let the king come in,” their leader intoned. “A place has been made for 
him.” 


Silently, the palanquin bearers made their way past the guardians and up the 
steps into the tomb, accompanied by the acolytes who would assist the 
priests in completing the interment. 


Nagash climbed the steps to the tomb and took his place beside the wine- 
bearers. The Grand Hierophant turned to the waiting throng and spread his 
arms. 


“The king has gone into his house,” he intoned. “Where are the faithful, 
who will honour and serve him for all the ages to come?” 


At once, a tall, dignified figure stepped forwards from the throng and 
ascended the wide steps. Khetep’s wife, Sofer, wore a gown of samite 
bound by a belt of gold set with sapphires and emeralds. Her long, black 
hair was bound up in tight curls and oiled, and the circlet of a queen sat 
upon her brow. She was no more than a hundred and twenty years old, and 
her face was still unlined and beautiful. The queen stood before Nagash and 
said, “I am Khetep’s wife. My place is by his side. Let me go in and lie with 
him.” 


Nagash bowed his head respectfully and stretched out his hand. Khefru 
emerged from the crowd of waiting priests, bearing a golden goblet. He 
filled the cup with poisoned wine and passed it to his master. The Grand 
Hierophant held out the wine to his mother. 


“Drink, faithful wife,’ he said with a smile, “and enter your husband’s 
house.” 


Sofer looked at the goblet and hesitated for just a moment. Then she drew a 
deep breath and took the poison from her son. The queen closed her eyes, 
drained the goblet dry, and handed it back to Nagash. Immediately, another 
priest came forwards and took her by the hand. He led her into the crypt, 
where linen wrappings and a sarcophagus awaited her. 


Next came the Ushabti. Each one took the poisoned cup almost gratefully, 
glad to escape the accusing eyes of the living and resume their watch upon 
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the king. Even before the last of the devoted was gone, a stir went up 
among the slaves as they sensed that their time was drawing near. More 
than one had to be dragged up the stone steps and forced to drink the sacred 
wine, much to the consternation of the royal household. 


When the last of the slaves had been taken into the crypt it was time for the 
sacrifices. Once more, Nagash spread his arms before the diminished 
crowd, and proclaimed, “Let us make offerings to Usirian, he who leads the 
souls through the darkness, so that Khetep may enjoy a peaceful journey 
into the afterlife.” 


Nagash turned to Khefru. 


“Bring forth the barbarians,” he commanded. Khefru nodded and gestured 
to three of the waiting priests. They quickly descended the steps and took 
hold of the insensate druchii. The barbarians hissed and spat like angry cats 
as they were dragged before the Grand Hierophant. 


Khefru stepped forwards with the cup. At once, the two females began to 
curse at Nagash in their cruel, sibilant tongue. The male bared his teeth in a 
silent snarl. 


“Kill us and be done with it,” he said, “but know this: he who slays us will 
be cursed, now and forever more. His lands will turn to ash, and his flesh 
will shrivel from his bones.” 


At this, Khefru hesitated, until Nagash spurred him to motion with a heated 
glare. The druchii made no move to resist, and when the cup was placed to 
their lips they drank their measure, staring Nagash in the eye all the while. 
One by one, they sank to the stones and grew still. 


By the time the last sacrifice had been made it was nearly twilight. Thutep 
and the royal household were left to race north though the necropolis, 
guided by fleet-footed acolytes until they made their way to the river’s 
edge. There, his bride awaited. 


While the cortege bore Khetep to his tomb, a different kind of procession 
left Khemri in a fleet of richly appointed barges, working their way 
downstream to prepare for the wedding. All of the Nehekharan ambassadors 
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were present to bear witness, as well as all the noble families of the Living 
City. 


Thutep reached the reed-choked banks of the Vitae just as the last rays of 
sunlight touched the water with flashes of mellow gold. Neferem stood in 
the shallows, her hands crossed over her breast in greeting, a smile upon her 
radiant face. She was the gift of the Sun and the River, the daughter of the 
Earth and the bearer of beauty and wisdom. Thutep waded ponderously 
through the water to take her hand and lead her to shore, where Amamutrti, 
Hierophant of Ptra, waited. 


When the marriage was sealed and the covenant between the Nehekharans 
and the gods had been renewed, a great cheer went up from the assembled 
nobles, and the new king took his queen aboard the royal barge and bore her 
back to the celebrations that awaited them in Khemri. 


No one noticed that Nagash was not among the well-wishers accompanying 
his brother back home. He stood in the shadows by the river bank watching 
the barges pole away upriver. The white moon had risen, and bats swooped 
low over the shore, hunting insects. Further downstream a crocodile slid 
into the water with a faint splash. 


The Grand Hierophant smiled faintly and made his way back to the 
necropolis. 


Reed torches dipped in pitch hissed and spat from the sconces along the 
walls of the stone chamber. It was a large room, forty paces to a side, but 
unfinished, the walls still undressed sandstone, and the chamber completely 
bare except for the three bodies stretched out on the floor. 


The stone door to the chamber grated open. Khefru stepped inside, holding 
his torch high. Nagash followed swiftly behind him. 


The Grand Hierophant walked quickly to the three lifeless druchii and 
studied them for a long moment. 


“There were no problems?” he asked Khefru. 


“None, master,” the priest replied with a smirk. “I just waited until everyone 
had left for the city, and then dragged them inside.” 
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Nagash nodded thoughtfully. He knelt first beside the druchii male and 
pulled a tiny vial from his belt. He pulled open the barbarian’s mouth, 
carefully, and poured two drops of greenish liquid on his tongue. Then he 
moved on to the first of the females. He had just finished with the second 
when the male drew in a great, whooping breath and sat bolt upright. The 
barbarian spat a stream of curses in his native tongue, and his eyes were 
wild as he looked around the room. 


“Where am I?” the barbarian asked. He spoke passable Nehekharan, though 
his accent made him sound like the hissing of a cobra. 


“Deep beneath the earth,” Nagash replied. “You are in a vault in the lowest 
recesses of the Great Pyramid.” The barbarian frowned. 


“The wine...” he began. 


“You drank from a different urn than all the rest. Khefru made sure you 
drank a potion that created the illusion of death, rather than inflict it 
outright.” 


“For what purpose?” the druchii asked warily. 


Nagash smiled, and said, “For what other purpose? You have something I 
want. I’m prepared to make a trade in order to get it.” 


“What is it that we could possibly offer you?” 


“The Priest King of Zandri slew my father with sorcery: dark, fearsome 
magic that our priests had no means to prevent.” He glanced knowingly at 
the barbarian. “You performed that spell for him, did you not?” 


“Perhaps,” the druchii said, smiling coldly. 


Nagash glared at the barbarian, and said, “Don’t dissemble. The facts are 
obvious. Nekumet doesn’t possess the skill to master such magic, and the 
effects of the spell were unlike anything I’ve ever seen. He persuaded you 
to use your sorcery to aid him in battle, and then, when he realised the true 
extent of your power, he betrayed you.” 


“Go on,” said the druchii, his smile fading. 


“Nekumet didn’t want your blood on his hands. I expect you threatened to 
curse him, too, at some point in your captivity, so he sent you to Khemri 
instead. That way, we would kill you and suffer the consequences instead.” 


2073 XRN 


“Clever, clever little human,” the druchii hissed, “and all of this theatre was 
simply to satisfy your curiosity?” 


“Of course not,” Nagash snapped. “I want the secrets of your sorcery. Show 
me how to wield the power you command, and in return I will set you free.” 


The druchii laughed. 


“How delightful,” he said with a sneer. “Nekumet said almost exactly the 
same thing. Why should I trust you?” 


“Why, isn’t that obvious?” Nagash asked, his smile widening. “Because 
you’re forty feet below the earth, in a tomb designed to kill those who 
wander its halls.” The Grand Hierophant folded his arms. “I’ve already 
buried you alive, druchii. The only choice you’ve got left is to give me what 
I want.” 
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SEVEN 
The Wrath of Nagash 


The Khemri trade road, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Usurper’s army was more dead than alive after the bloody battle at 
Zedri. The bodies of the dead, animated by Nagash’s sorcery, could move 
only in darkness, and so the host rose at sunset and marched until just 
before dawn, when they would pitch the tents in the centre of the army for 
their master and his champions. When the sunlight broke over the Brittle 
Peaks to the east, the rotting corpses sank slowly to the earth, until the trade 
road resembled nothing so much as a corpse-strewn battlefield. Meanwhile, 
the dwindling ranks of living horsemen and warriors ate what they could 
and slept in shifts, waiting for the next attack. 


Although they had arrived too late to turn the tide of battle at Zedri, the 
horsemen of Bhagar were determined to make Nagash’s army pay dearly 
for its victory. Moving invisibly among the dunes, the desert raiders 
shadowed the slow-moving host and bit at its flanks in an endless series of 
hit-and-run raids. They would ride out of the desert in a sudden rush, 
flinging javelins and firing arrows into the enemy ranks, and then turn and 
flee back into the desert west of the trade road before an effective defence 
could be organised. When Arkhan’s horsemen tried to pursue, they more 
often than not rode into a carefully laid ambush. Losses mounted, but to the 
desert raiders’ chagrin the dead would simply rise up and march back to the 
Usurper’s encampment. 


As the days wore on, the raiders’ tactics evolved. Scouts would follow the 
progress of the army at night, and report back to Shahid ben Alcazzar just 
after dawn. The desert wolves would then strike the camp at around 
noontime, knowing that they would be facing less than a third of the 
Usurper’s warriors. Sometimes they ambushed Arkhan’s mounted patrols. 
At other times they would seize a few score of Nagash’s lifeless warriors 
and drag them off into the sands, where they would be dismembered and set 
ablaze. At still other times they would strike for the heart of the 
encampment, attempting to reach the tents and the monstrosities slumbering 
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within. Each time, the raiders managed to penetrate a little further into the 
camp. 


Nearly a week after the great battle at the oasis, the Red Fox judged that it 
was time to strike in earnest. Five days of constant skirmishing had left 
Nagash’s living warriors exhausted, and their numbers were only slightly 
larger than the numbers of ben Alcazzar’s remaining horsemen. The Prince 
of Bhagar summoned his chieftains and laid out his plan. 


Dawn on the sixth day found the army of the Usurper encamped across a 
rocky plain where the road passed close to the foothills of the Brittle Peaks. 
The desert to the west receded at this point, until the edge of the sands lay 
several miles distant. For the first time, the living remnant of Khemri’s 
army was able to relax somewhat, believing that their camp was far more 
secure. 


Behind the line of distant dunes, ben Alcazzar and two-thirds of his 
chieftains gathered before Ahmet ben Izzedein, Bhagar’s Hierophant of 
Khsar. The desert prince and his chosen men bared their arms and made 
long cuts with their bronze daggers, letting the blood flow into a golden 
bowl at ben Izzedein’s feet. The god of the desert was a hungry one, and his 
gifts were given only to those who were willing to make personal sacrifices 
on his behalf. 


Ahmet ben Izzedein knelt before the bowl and began to chant the 
Invocation of the Raging Wind. Drawing his knife, he added his own blood 
to the bowl, and then drew up a fistful of sand and blew it in a hissing spray 
across the surface of the crimson pool. 


At once, the desert wind stirred around the assembled warriors, raising a 
pall of stinging sand into the air. By the rime they had leapt into the saddles 
of their graceful steeds the whirlwind was raging around them. Their war 
shouts were lost amid Khsar’s hungry roar, but their bone horns cut like 
blades through the noise and sent the raiders sweeping over the dunes and 
racing across the rocky plain towards the enemy army. 


The living warriors of Nagash’s host saw the hissing cloud sweeping down 
upon them and knew what it portended. They leapt, fearfully, to their feet, 
reaching for their weapons or the reins of frightened horses. Trumpets 
blared in alarm, and the warriors of the Living City responded as swiftly as 
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their exhausted bodies would allow. Within minutes, ragged bands of heavy 
cavalry were racing headlong into the storm, while spear companies formed 
up amid the decaying bodies of their kinsmen and prepared to receive the 
enemy charge. 


Of all the gods, Khsar the Faceless was the least inclined towards 
humankind, and honoured the great covenant grudgingly at best. His gifts 
were often two-edged, and his worshippers called upon him only when they 
must. The raging storm called up by the Hierophant ben Izzedein lashed at 
both friend and foe, concealing the battle between the raiders and the 
cavalry in a hissing, knife-edged maelstrom. Riders literally crashed 
together out of the murk, striking at one another with a handful of frenzied 
blows, before pulling apart and disappearing once again. The screams of the 
dying were torn apart by the hungry wind, and the bodies of the dead were 
reduced to scoured bones within moments. 


The desert raiders of Bhagar were in their element, however. With their 
faces hidden by their head scarves in a sign of devotion to their god, they 
read the shifting pattern of the winds and knew how to peer through the 
haze to find their foes. They rode with supernatural skill, as though their 
steeds could read their very thoughts. The desert horses were a breed apart, 
thought to be the only gift Khsar ever truly gave to his people, and they 
were prized above rubies by their masters. Time and again the raiders 
clashed with their foes, and more often than not they left a horseman of 
Khemri reeling in the saddle or bleeding out his life upon the ground. 


Riderless horses stumbled out of the storm, galloping for the relative safety 
of the Usurper’s camp. The spear companies watched the storm draw 
steadily closer and clenched their weapons fearfully. Their champions 
snarled orders to tighten the ranks, forming a solid wall of shields and 
spears in the face of the raging wind. 


The sandstorm swept over the warriors in a hissing, blinding wave, stabbing 
at their eyes and clawing at every inch of exposed skin. The front ranks 
recoiled, as though from the impact of an enemy charge, but the rear ranks 
ducked their heads behind their shields and pushed back, keeping the line 
intact. Javelins flew out of the murk and fell among the ranks, sticking in 
shields or sinking through leather and into the flesh beneath. Men screamed 
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and fell, their cries both painful and joyous, as though death was not so 
much an end as a release from the horrors they had endured. 


Riders appeared like ghosts out of the storm, rearing their mounts before the 
shield wall and slashing down with scimitar and axe. They hacked off 
spearheads and dented helms, and, here and there, they bit into unprotected 
arms or necks. More men fell, but before their fellows could react, the 
riders had turned about and disappeared once more into the whirlwind. 


Still, the line held, forming an arc of bronze between the storm and the 
silent pavilions along the road behind them. Warriors shouted 
encouragement to the men in front of them and leapt forward to fill the gaps 
left by their dead comrades. Their courage was desperate and unrelenting, 
each man knowing what would happen to their families at home if they 
failed to keep the raiders at bay. 


They were so determined to stand in the face of the whirlwind that they 
failed to notice the silent band of raiders sweeping over the foothills to the 
east and charging into the opposite side of the camp. Only a handful of 
heavy horsemen stood in their path, and they quickly fell, riddled by arrows 
from the raiders’ powerful horse bows. The raiders swept over the corpse- 
strewn ground and raced for the undefended tents just a few hundred yards 
away. 


Shouts of alarm and strident trumpet calls rose from the centre of the camp. 
Slaves staggered from the tents into the bright sunlight, brandishing knives 
and wooden clubs in defence of their masters. The men of Bhagar cut them 
down like reeds, or pinned them to the earth with their barbed javelins, but 
the slaves’ sacrifice delayed the attackers for a few, precious seconds. As 
the last of them fell, the air seethed with the hissing of countless wings, and 
the raiders cried out in dismay as a swirling pillar of scarabs spread above 
the cluster of tents and blocked the noonday sun. 


Arkhan hurled the heavy lid of the sarcophagus aside and leapt to his feet, 
his brain aching from his master’s blistering command. The sounds of battle 
were very close, and the vizier understood at once what had happened. 
Snatching Suseb’s blade from the hands of a kneeling servant, the immortal 
dashed out into the unnatural darkness. 
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Two javelins struck him at once, punching into his chest from both the left 
and the right. The vizier staggered under the twin blows, but stretched out 
his left hand and hissed a dreadful incantation. A storm of magical bolts 
sped from his fingertips and slashed through the mass of horsemen before 
him, pitching men and horses shrieking to the ground. 


A desert raider swept in from the right, slashing at Arkhan with his scimitar. 
The vizier spun on his heel, swinging his massive bronze khopesh and 
cutting off the horse’s forelegs. The screaming, thrashing animal crashed to 
the ground and pitched the rider from the saddle. The raider landed nimbly 
and whirled to face Arkhan, but the last thing he saw was the immortal’s 
flashing blade as it crashed into his skull. 


Javelins and arrows buzzed through the air, and the shouts of horsemen 
filled the air. The raiders were among the tents, striking at anyone they 
could find, and the screams of men and horses echoed through the darkness 
as the immortals rose from their sleep and joined the swirling battle. 
Snarling a savage curse, the vizier leapt at the enemy. Fuelled by the fire of 
Nagash’s unholy elixir, Arkhan plunged into the reeling crowd of desert 
raiders before him. Men fell dead from their saddles or found themselves 
pinned beneath the thrashing bodies of their mounts as the vizier cut a 
bloody path through their midst. 


Then came a rising chorus of wailing, angry cries, and an eerie green glow 
suffused the darkness to Arkhan’s left. The ghostly chorus swelled to a 
maddening crescendo, quickly joined by the frenzied screams of living 
men. A shock went through the crowd of raiders surrounding the vizier, and 
then suddenly they were gone, galloping madly in the direction of the 
desert. Arkhan whirled, searching for the cause of their sudden retreat, and 
saw Nagash, surrounded by almost a score of writhing, screaming men. The 
necromancer’s hands were raised to the sky, and his eyes blazed with 
baleful light as he unleashed his retinue of ghosts upon his foes. As the 
vizier watched, the spirits wound around the shrieking men like snakes, 
pouring through their open mouths and into the corners of their eyes in 
search of their living souls. They left behind shrivelled, smoking husks, 
contorted in poses of agonising death. 


The sudden, unnatural darkness and the wrath of the awakened 
necromancer set the desert raiders to flight. The sandstorm was already 
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receding as the worshippers of Khsar fled back to the safety of the dunes. 
Arkhan raised his stolen sword and jeered at the fleeing raiders. Then he 
nearly staggered beneath his master’s wordless, furious summons. 


The vizier made his way swiftly across the battlefield and fell to his knees 
before the king. His mind raced, trying to puzzle out Nagash’s sudden fury. 


“What is your bidding, master?” he asked, pressing his forehead to the 
ground. 


“Quatar has fallen,” Nagash declared. “Nemuhareb and his entire army 
have been overthrown.” The ghosts surrounding the necromancer echoed 
his rage, hissing like a clutch of angry vipers. “The rebel kings have placed 
him under arrest and seized control of the city.” 


The vizier was stunned by the news. Seizing the city? Such a thing was 
unheard of. Battles between kings were settled on the field of battle, and the 
loser paid a ransom or other reparations to the victor. Sometimes territory or 
other rights were forfeited, but unseating a king and taking his city was 
unprecedented. 


“These rebels have no respect for the law,” Arkhan replied carefully, 
running his tongue over his jagged teeth. It also went without saying that 
the enemy was within a few weeks’ marching distance of Khemri, far closer 
than Nagash’s own battered army. 


“They think to weaken me by depriving me of Quatar,” Nagash said, “but 
instead they have delivered themselves into my hands. The Kings of Numas 
and Zandri will not stand for the seizure of the White Palace, and will 
gladly join their armies with mine to drive the rebels back across the Valley 
of Kings.” The necromancer clenched his fist and smiled hungrily. “Then 
we will march on Lybaras and Rasetra in turn and bring them to heel. This 
will be the first step in building a new Nehekharan empire.” 


Arkhan gazed across the battlefield at the remnants of Khemri’s conscript 
army. Nearly all of the Living City’s resources had gone into Nagash’s 
grand design for the last hundred years. This pitiful force of infantry and 
cavalrymen was the most that could be mustered to challenge Ka-Sabar, and 
that army was a horror-stricken remnant of what it had been. The vizier 
knew all too well how heavily Numas and Zandri had been called upon to 
provide tribute to fund construction of the living god’s mighty pyramid. 
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Their armies would be in little better condition than Khemri’s, and while 
Nagash’s terrible power could bestir the bodies of fallen warriors, Arkhan 
could see that the exertions of the campaign had drained even the king’s 
prodigious reserves of strength. With Rasetra and Lybaras in control of the 
White Palace, they were in a precarious position indeed. 


“Numas and Zandri will need time to raise their armies,” Arkhan said, “and 
time is something we do not have in abundance. Our foes are in position to 
reach Khemri even now, while these desert wolves dog our every step—” 


The priest king cut him off with a cruel chuckle. 
“Do you doubt me, vizier?” he asked. 


“No, great one!” Arkhan replied quickly. “Never! You are the living god, 
master of life and death!” 


“Indeed,” Nagash replied. “I have defied death and laid the gods low. I am 
the master of this land, and all that it contains.” The necromancer stretched 
out his hand, pointing a pale finger at Arkhan’s head. “You look about you 
and see calamity, our small army in tatters, surrounded by our foes, but that 
is because your mind is weak, Arkhan the Black. You let the world bend 
you to its whims. That is the thinking of a mere mortal,” he spat. “I do not 
heed the voice of this world, Arkhan. Instead, I command it. I shape it to 
my will.” 


Nagash’s cold, handsome face was alight with passion. The cloak of spirits 
surrounding him writhed and wailed in despair, and Arkhan could feel the 
power of the grave radiating from the king like a cold desert wind. 


The vizier pressed his face to the dust once more. 

“T hear you, master,” he said fearfully. “Victory will be yours, if you will 
it.” 

“Yes,” Nagash hissed. “So it will. Now rise, vizier,” he said, abruptly 


turning away and striding in the direction of his pavilion. “Our foes have 
made their move. Now we shall counter it.” 


Arkhan fell into step behind the king. Every now and then his boot would 
fall upon one of the desert raiders that Nagash had slain, their bodies 
crunching like burnt wood beneath his feet. 
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“Summon your horsemen,” the king said. “You will ride at once to Bhagar 
and visit my wrath upon the home of the desert princes.” 


The vizier nodded, fighting to keep his face from betraying his trepidation. 
After the bloody battle at Zedri and the constant skirmishes since, he was 
left with just under three thousand cavalrymen, living and dead. 


“Tt will be a long ride through enemy territory,” he replied, dreading the 
idea of crossing harsh desert terrain that his foes knew all too well. He and 
the other immortals would have to bury themselves deep in the sand to 
escape the sun’s merciless glare. 


“You will conquer Bhagar in five days’ time,” Nagash declared. Arkhan’s 
good eye widened. 


“But we would have to ride day and night,” he said, before he could catch 
himself. 


The necromancer paid no heed to the vizier’s impertinence, saying, “You 
will take two of the Sheku’met along with you. Use only one at a time, to 
preserve their strength.” 


Arkhan looked up at the swirling, chittering shadow overhead. The Jars of 
Night were a potent tool, but the great scarabs had to be fed a steady diet of 
flesh to maintain their sorcerous bond. There had been no lack of food on 
the battlefield of Zedri, and since then Nagash had set the scarabs to feast 
upon the bodies of his undead warriors. Arkhan had watched soldiers 
covered in a writhing carpet of beetles, still marching stolidly down the 
trade road as the scarabs burrowed deep into their putrefying organs and 
flensed the skin from their skulls. 


“Tt will be done, master,” the vizier replied. There was nothing else to say. 
“What of you and the rest of the army?” 


“The Master of Skulls will take charge of the living warriors and return the 
army to Khemri,” Nagash said as they reached the great pavilion. Slaves 
prostrated themselves at the king’s approach, and a pair of moaning spirits 
flew from the king’s side to peel back the tent’s heavy linen entry flap. The 
tortured figure of Neferem stood just inside, and when the king beckoned, 
the queen shuffled painfully to his side. 
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“T shall return to Khemri at once,” Nagash said, “and summon the Kings of 
Numas and Zandri to a council of war.’ The king turned to Arkhan. 
“Remember, you must seize Bhagar in five days’ time: no more, no less. 
When the moon rises on the fifth day, this is what you must do.” 


The vizier listened to the king’s instructions without expression. He fixed 
his gaze on the necromancer’s glowing eyes and tried to push the image of 
Neferem from his mind. 


“As you wish,” he said, when Nagash was finished. “Bhagar’s fate is 
sealed.” 


The king fixed his vizier with a soul-searching stare, and seemed content to 
find none. “Remember, Arkhan the Black, go and bend the world to my 
liking, and you will continue to enjoy my favour.” 


Then the living god raised his hand to the sky and shouted a string of 
rasping syllables with his ruined voice. At once, the swarm above him 
thrummed and spun like a gyre balanced on the necromancer’s palm. The 
leading edges of the great shadow shrank inwards as a torrent of flashing, 
buzzing scarabs descended in a swirling column around Nagash and his 
queen. The two figures grew indistinct, and then disappeared altogether. 


Arkhan felt the desert air rush past his shoulders, drawn from all directions 
towards the seething funnel before him. Then, in an instant, the pillar of 
glittering chitin leapt skywards like the cracking lash of a taskmaster’s 
whip, drawing a column of roiling dust in its wake. 


Nagash and the Daughter of the Sun were gone. 


The vizier studied the empty space where the king had been, and a bleak 
look passed across his scarred face. Around him, slaves rose quickly to their 
feet and went to work striking the tents they had raised only a few hours 
before. Overhead, the living shadow began to constrict further as the 
insects, freed from Nagash’s will, began to settle to the earth in search of 
food. The steady approach of sunlight shook Arkhan from his reverie. 
Slowly at first, and then with growing speed, he began issuing orders. 


Within two hours the vizier and his horsemen were heading west, into the 
unforgiving desert. A restless cloud of hungry scarabs swirled over the 
centre of the column, shielding Arkhan and his immortal lieutenants from 
Ptra’s searing light. 
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By mid afternoon, the army was on the march again, shuffling wearily north 
along the old trade road. 


The companies of the dead, no longer animated by the will of their master, 
were left to fester in the hot desert sun. More than one weary soul looked 
back at the still figures and envied their fate. 


A ribbon of seething, chittering shadow passed low over the Living City 
shortly after dusk. It raced over the top of the southern wall, past the 
huddled sentries crouching atop the battlements, and down the neglected 
streets of the Potter’s Quarter. The rooftops of the crumbling, mud-brick 
homes were deserted, despite the heat of the long day, and not even dogs 
prowled among the piles of refuse strewn down the narrow lanes. The 
Merchant Quarter was likewise silent and shuttered tight. The squares of the 
Grand Bazaar were empty, its stalls dilapidated and its flagstones covered 
with sand. Only the noble districts further north showed any signs of life, 
where the city watch patrolled the streets in large, well-armed groups past 
barricaded courtyards and high walls topped with shards of broken pottery 
and glass. Even the sprawling complex of Settra’s Palace was dark and 
empty of life. The only light to be seen anywhere on the horizon was off to 
the east, beyond the city walls, where serpentine flickers of indigo-coloured 
lightning crawled along the sides of a massive, black pyramid that rose 
from the centre of Khemri’s great necropolis. 


The hissing swarm of scarabs wound like a serpent towards the great 
palace, shedding streamers of smoking insect husks as it went. Finally, it 
plunged like an arrow into the great plaza outside Settra’s Court and poured 
a flood of wriggling, dying beetles onto the silent square. Their life energies 
spent on the gruelling northward flight, the last of the scarabs clattered 
lifelessly to the ground around Nagash and his queen. 


Even as the king came to earth, hundreds of slaves were hurrying down the 
steps from the court and abasing themselves before their master. In their 
wake came a pallid immortal clad in a crimson-dyed kilt and red leather 
sandals. The warrior’s torso was wrapped in strips of banded leather 
armour, and wide leather bracers covered his forearms. A cape of flayed 
human skin fluttered in his wake as he strode swiftly up to Nagash and sank 
to his knees in supplication. 
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The priest king acknowledged the immortal with a nod. 
“Rise, Raamket,” he commanded. “How has the city fared in my absence?” 


“Order has been restored, great one,” the immortal said at once. Raamket 
had broad, blunt features, like a rough-hewn statue, with heavy brows and a 
bulbous, oft-broken nose. His dark eyes held little imagination or wit, but 
were cold and steady as stone. “There have been no further riots since the 
army went south.” 


“And the ringleaders?” 


“Some have been captured,” Raamket said. “Others took their lives before 
we could seize them. The rest have fled the city.” 


“How can you be so certain?” Nagash asked, his eyes narrowing in 
suspicion. 


Raamket shrugged, and said, “Because we have not found them, master. 
The city has been searched thoroughly, from one end to the other.” A faint 
smile crossed the immortal’s stolid face. “I personally questioned many of 
the city’s merchants. They swore that many of the priests fled east, towards 
Quatar.” 


Nagash considered the news. “Relax our patrols,” he ordered, “and then 
offer a double ration of grain for anyone that offers information on 
dissenters still hidden in the city. If there are any rebels left they will grow 
bold once they learn that the White Palace has fallen.” 


Raamket’s dark eyes glittered at the sudden news. 


“The east has risen against us?” he asked. The savage immortal sounded 
pleased at the prospect. 


“Lybaras and Rasetra have chosen to defy me,” the king answered darkly, 
“and I suspect they are not alone.” 


Nagash set off quickly towards the steps to Settra’s Court, leaving the 
servants to surround the queen and escort her into the palace. Raamket fell 
into step behind his master. “How shall we deal with these traitors?” the 
warrior asked. 


“Send messengers to Numas and Zandri,” Nagash commanded. “Summon 
the kings to attend upon me at Settra’s Court in four days’ time to attend a 
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council of war. Quatar will be retaken, and then the east will drown in a sea 
of blood.” 


Raamket smiled, revealing white teeth filed to needle-sharp points, and 
said, “It will be done, master.” 
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EIGHT 
Red Rain 


The desert city of Bhagar, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


On the morning of the fifth day, Arkhan’s horsemen crested the dunes east 
of Bhagar and found Shahid ben Alcazzar and his horsemen awaiting them 
just beyond the green expanse of the city’s caravanserai. 


The vizier reined in his rune-marked warhorse at the top of the furthest 
dune and spat a stream of incredulous curses into the shadow-bound sky. He 
had pushed his warriors relentlessly, pausing only at dawn and dusk to open 
the Jars of Night and then seal them up again. He killed horses and men by 
the score along the way, returning their corpses to the ranks when their 
exhausted bodies could withstand no more. Still others were sacrificed to 
the ravening scarabs. Their bones now gleamed white in the preternatural 
gloom, knit together by black sorcery alone. All so that he could outpace 
ben Alcazzar’s horsemen and strike at their home before they could mount a 
proper defence, and yet they had still managed to outpace him! 


When he’d run out of curses to hurl at the uncaring heavens, Arkhan sat 
back in his saddle and took quick stock of his situation. His horsemen, 
almost two thousand in all, were spread in a rough arc along the line of 
dunes to his left and right. Five hundred yards distant, the desert raiders 
waited in a ragged line, grouped around the fluttering banners of their 
chieftains. Arkhan’s advance guard, consisting of little more than two 
hundred horsemen, formed a thin screen in the middle ground between the 
two forces. 


“Signal Shepsu-hur to fall back,” the vizier ordered, gesturing angrily to his 
trumpeter. Nodding wearily, the musician brought the horn to his lips and 
blew a complex series of notes. Within moments, the advance guard was 
withdrawing across the rolling terrain. Arkhan noted that the desert raiders 
made no attempt to pursue. 


Shepsu-hur left his horsemen at the bottom of the dune and spurred his 
struggling mount up the sandy slope to make his report. The immortal was 
wrapped in bindings of linen and leather from neck to toe, covering nearly 
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every inch of his exposed skin. Only his ruined face was left uncovered, 
revealing the terrible injuries he’d received in the battle at the palace only a 
few weeks before. No amount of Nagash’s sorcerous elixir had been enough 
to seal up the gaping wounds in the nobleman’s cheeks and forehead, or 
restore his shrivelled lips and the ragged stub of his nose. Charred bone 
showed through the tear in the immortal’s square chin as he spoke. 


“The horsemen arrived less than an hour ahead of us,” the maimed 
immortal rasped. “Some of them withdrew into the city when we arrived.” 


“No doubt telling their kin to flee into the desert,” Arkhan said. He knew 
that some of the citizens would escape; it could not be avoided. The people 
of Bhagar were devout followers of Khsar, and they knew the ways of the 
desert well. Most, however, were trapped. If they tried to run, his men 
would ride them down. “How many riders?” he asked. 


Leather wrappings creaked as the immortal shrugged. 


“Perhaps three thousand,” he said, “but their horses are blown. They pushed 
themselves past the point of exhaustion getting here ahead of us.” 


“Then this won’t last long,” the vizier said, nodding grimly. 


Drawing his huge khopesh, Arkhan called to his trumpeter. “Sound the 
charge!” he commanded. “We will press on to the city, regardless of the 
cost!” 


Trumpet notes sang their clarion call along the dunes, and the mass of 
horsemen started to move down the sandy slope. Shepsu-hur wheeled his 
mount and raced ahead to catch up with his squadron. Arkhan kneed his 
warhorse forwards at a trot, his attendants closing ranks around him. 


Bhagar was a prosperous city, but a small one. Its princes had nothing to 
fear from bandits, and it had never been so wealthy as to attract the 
attention of the larger cities to the north and the east. As a result, its leaders 
had never seen the need to spend vast sums building a wall around the city. 
Now, its horsemen tried to form a living barrier against the vizier’s 
warriors, but Arkhan could see how the proud raiders slumped in their 
saddles, and the heads of their magnificent horses hung low to the ground. 
Better for Shahid ben Alcazzar to have preserved his men, Arkhan thought. 
He might not have saved his city, but at least he might have lived to avenge 
it another day. Now the proud desert prince would die along with them. 
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The Khemri horsemen spread out across the rolling, sandy terrain as they 
reached the bottom of the dunes, the immortals leading the way, followed 
by the grim, silent corpses of men that had belonged to their squadrons. The 
living cavalrymen fell behind, unnerved by the dead comrades riding in 
their midst. Far ahead, the proud desert horses of their enemies tossed their 
heads and pawed at the sand as the scent of rotting flesh reached them. 


Still, the desert raiders waited, taking no action as their foes drew nearer. 
Arkhan peered through the gloom with his one eye, trying to locate ben 
Alcazzar and his retinue. What was the prince’s standard? The vizier 
couldn’t recall. 


Three hundred yards... two hundred and fifty. Maddened shouts and 
wailing cries went up from the immortals, and the horses quickened their 
pace to a canter. A shadow passed over the desert raiders as the leading 
edge of the scarab cloud swept over them. Arkhan watched them become 
forbidding silhouettes, standing starkly against the lush greenery of the 
caravan oasis at their back. 


Then, a figure at the rear of the desert horsemen raised a shining scimitar to 
the heavens. It caught the last of the sunlight, flashing with Ptra’s angry 
fire, and then Arkhan heard a faint shout that cut through the mounting 
thunder of hoof beats. 


A hot wind hissed through the oncoming cavalry. Arkhan felt its rasping 
touch slide across his cheeks. Then the hissing rose to a full-throated roar, 
and the world disappeared in a raging maelstrom of sand. 


Arkhan raised a hand to his face with a bitter curse. Horses and men 
screamed in surprise and fright. The sandstorm lashed at exposed skin with 
a million invisible knives, clothing and even leather fraying beneath its 
unrelenting touch. The vizier’s ensorcelled mount reared and tossed its head 
in pain. Arkhan pulled savagely at the reins and fought to keep his seat. 


The onslaught lasted only a few seconds. It crashed through the Khemri 
force with all the power of a cavalry charge, and when the wall of sand had 
Swept past, the heavy cavalry was scattered and disoriented, their forward 
momentum lost. The next sound they heard was the deadly hum of arrows 
and the spine-chilling wail of the desert raiders as they charged in behind 
Khsar’s savage wind. 
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Shahid ben Alcazzar was called the Red Fox for a reason. Though nearly 
spent, the horsemen of Bhagar were far from helpless. 


A hail of arrows and throwing javelins raked the stunned Khemri force. 
Men and animals fell to the ground, dead or thrashing in their death throes. 
Then the charge of the desert raiders struck home, and bronze clashed 
against bronze in a swirling, furious melee. 


The ferocity of the Bhagar attack might have broken the Khemri force at the 
outset, had the riders all been living flesh and blood, but the immortals and 
their dead warriors were impervious to fear and contemptuous of javelins 
and arrows. The living cavalrymen reeled from the attack, but the dead 
raised their weapons and fought on. 


A trio of panicked cavalrymen raced past Arkhan’s plunging mount. With a 
snarl, the vizier cut them down with a volley of sorcerous bolts, and then 
spat Nagash’s dread incantation and returned their corpses to the battle. The 
horses’ smoking bodies clambered awkwardly upright, and the blackened 
husks of their riders climbed back into their saddles. The cavalrymen turned 
their melted faces to the vizier for a moment, and then, as one, they wheeled 
about and charged into the fray. 


With a shout, a desert raider broke free from a pair of Khemri horsemen and 
bore down on Arkhan, his dark eyes blazing with hate. The vizier brought 
his horse around and called upon the power of Nagash’s elixir. His blood 
burned, and the attacking rider seemed to move in slow, languid motion. 
Arkhan swatted aside the rider’s blade and then slashed open his chest as 
the warrior lumbered past, once more uttering the arcane incantation that 
would bind the dead to his bidding. The raider’s blood-soaked corpse had 
barely struck the ground before it was moving once more, rising clumsily 
onto its feet and staggering off in search of its former kinsmen. 


Across the battlefield, the dead rose from the ground and threw themselves 
at the living. The men of Bhagar cried out in terror as the bloody corpses 
clung to their legs, snatched at reins or struck at them with knife and fist. 
The raiders slashed at the undead with swords and axes, severing arms and 
caving in skulls, but for every corpse that fell, another waited to take its 
place, and the men of Bhagar had precious little strength left after their 
long, wild ride across the desert. 
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Still the battle raged, with neither side willing to give ground. The forces 
were intermingled, and there was no telling who had the upper hand. 
Arkhan looked around for his trumpeter, and found the boy on the ground a 
short distance away with an arrow through his eye. With a snarl, the vizier 
realised that he scarcely needed the horn any more. The dead would do his 
bidding according to his will, and there were more of them joining his side 
with every passing minute. 


Suddenly, Arkhan heard a whistling roar off to his right, and a plume of 
dust and sand rose like a fist into the sky. Men and horses were caught up in 
it and flung through the air like toys. The vizier bared his jagged teeth. That 
had to be the city’s Hierophant of Khsar, and ben Alcazzar would no doubt 
be somewhere close by. Spurring his horse with a shout, Arkhan headed 
towards the slowly collapsing pillar of earth with the surviving members of 
his retinue in close pursuit. 


Once again, he called upon the power of the elixir in his blood, and Arkhan 
waded through a sea of turgid bodies and drifting blades. He cut down 
everything in his path, be it enemy or friend. Every man he slew rose in his 
wake and rejoined the battle, their expressions still fixed in the agonising 
moment of death. 


After what seemed like an eternity of slaughter, Arkhan came upon a knot 
of desert horsemen surrounded by a rising tide of slashing, snapping 
corpses. The vizier recognised ben Alcazzar at once, with his black leather 
armour and flowing head scarf. The prince rode a fiery white warhorse 
whose flanks were near pink with gore, and his scimitar was red and 
notched nearly to the hilt. He was surrounded by a dozen of his kinsmen, 
who slashed and stabbed at the encircling horde with grim, silent 
determination. The warriors had learned that a corpse without a head would 
not rise again, and they plied their blades like executioners, striking down 
one slow-moving undead warrior after another. The mindless corpses were 
already being forced to climb over the mounded heaps of their fellows in 
order to reach their prey Arkhan noted with surprise that two of the headless 
bodies near the prince had the alabaster skin of immortals. 


Next to ben Alcazzar sat a brown-robed man on a dusty steed, wielding a 
curled wooden staff instead of a blade. As the vizier watched, the man 
pointed his staff at a cluster of nearby riders and bellowed an entreaty to 
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Khsar. At once, the sand beneath the riders exploded upwards with a roar 
like a storm wind, hurling their broken bodies more than thirty feet into the 
air. 


Cursing, Arkhan cast around for something he could throw. He caught sight 
of the body of a warhorse nearby with a javelin jutting from its side, and 
rode over to grab it. The barbed shaft did not come free easily, even with 
the vizier’s more-than-human strength, but finally he held the bloodstained 
weapon in his hands. 


There was another blast of air just a few dozen paces to Arkhan’s right, 
sweeping up half of the vizier’s retinue and crushing the life out of them. 
With a savage shout, Arkhan turned in the saddle and hurled the javelin at 
the hierophant with all of his might. 


The priest saw the weapon streak towards him at nearly the last moment 
and raised his staff in a desperate attempt to block Arkhan’s throw. Had the 
javelin been cast by a mortal hand, the priest might have succeeded; as it 
was, the hierophant simply wasn’t fast enough to keep the weapon’s bronze 
head from punching into his chest and hurling him from his saddle. 


Shahid ben Alcazzar saw the priest fall, and followed the path of the javelin 
back to Arkhan, some ten yards away. The vizier met the prince’s dark eyes, 
smiled, and then spoke the Incantation of Summoning. 


A moment later the prince’s horse reared in fright, and ben Alcazzar 
staggered as the corpse of the priest tried to pull him from the saddle. The 
two figures struggled for a moment. Then, with a savage cry, ben Alcazzar 
drew back his sword and buried it in his older brother’s skull. 


As the priest’s body fell limply to the ground, the prince glanced wildly 
around, and saw only a sea of grasping, bloody hands and slack, lifeless 
faces. Some of those who reached hungrily for him were once his friends or 
his cousins. Finally, ben Alcazzar turned back to Arkhan and shouted, 
“Enough! Stop this tide of horrors, and I will yield!” The prince reached up 
and tore away his head scarf, revealing the anguish etched deep into his 
handsome face. 


Arkhan raised his hand, and with a single thought his undead warriors 
retreated a step and grew still. Across the battlefield, the clamour of battle 
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abruptly tapered off. The vizier edged his horse forwards until he was just a 
few yards from the prince. He smiled. 


“What will you give so that your people may survive?” he asked. 


“Take whatever you want,” ben Alcazzar said thickly. Tears stained his 
tanned cheeks. “There is gold enough in Bhagar to make you a king, 
Arkhan the Black. I'll pay any price you name.” 


Arkhan’s dark eyes glittered. 


“Done,” he said, and the fate of Bhagar was sealed. 


The kings arrived in Khemri at roughly the same time, early on the evening 
of the fifth day after Nagash’s return. The twin Priest Kings of Numas, 
Seheb and Nuneb, travelled south through the fertile river lands north of the 
Vitae with a mounted retinue of Ushabti, viziers, scribes and slaves. They 
crossed the great river by ferry, arriving at the empty city docks just as the 
royal barges of Zandri were poling their way to shore. The viziers of the 
two royal parties eyed one another with diplomatic reserve, and then hissed 
sharp orders to their slaves to begin disembarking as quickly as possible. 


Within minutes, the square began filling with horses, chariots, palanquins 
and scores of frantic slaves as each procession sought to gain the advantage 
of precedence over the other. Zandri’s chief vizier took the tactical step of 
ordering the king’s wardrobe to be left aboard his barge, saving nearly half 
an hour of unloading. Not to be outdone, the chief vizier for the horse lords 
noted the surreptitious manoeuvre and sent a message across the river that 
only the chariots of the twin kings should be brought across, consigning the 
rest of the retinue to walk the rest of the way to the palace. Gold was 
pressed into the palms of the ferrymen to redouble their efforts, and 
bargemen were pulled from their duties and pressed into service unloading 
the royal household. Slaves lost their footing and fell into the river, and no 
one could spare a moment to aid them. 


In the end, despite heroic efforts and great sacrifice on both sides, the kings 
reached the docks at very nearly the same time. The viziers had fought to a 
draw, bowing curtly to one another across the open square. 
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It was only then that the functionaries noticed the unease of the royal 
bodyguards, and realised how silent and dark the Living City had become. 
They looked around the deserted wharves, lit only by Neru’s silver glow, 
and wondered at all the rumours they had heard about Khemri’s ageless 
king. 


No sooner had the royal personages set foot on the docks than a single, pale 
figure appeared at the southern edge of the square. Raamket, approached 
the three kings, his cloak of flayed skin spreading like ghastly wings around 
his shoulders. 


“Nagash the Living God welcomes you,” he said, bowing deeply. “It is my 
honour to escort you into his presence.” 


Before the shocked kings could offer a reply, the vizier beckoned to the 
twin Kings of Numas, and then turned and set off at a brisk stride towards 
the palace. The order of precedence had been set, and a hissed command 
from the vizier set the royal chariots rattling forwards across the paving 
stones, leaving Amn-nasir and his scowling retainers to follow as best they 
could. 


The procession made its way down the empty streets of the noble district, 
wondering at the walled compounds and bronze-studded gates. At the 
palace, the great gates stood open, but no guards stood watch at the 
entrance. Likewise, the great plaza outside Settra’s Court was deserted, save 
for swooping bats and scuttling lizards hunting among the drifts of sand. 
There were no trumpets to announce their arrival, nor white-robed acolytes 
to bless them with salt and the joyous clash of cymbals. Unnerved, the twin 
Kings of Numas stepped from their chariots and joined Raamket at the steps 
to Settra’s Court to await Amn-nasir’s arrival, leaving their viziers to mutter 
fearfully and oversee the unpacking of gifts to present to Khemri’s king. 
The twin kings’ keen-eyed Ushabti, clad in white kilts and leather armour 
omamented with medallions of turquoise and gold, surrounded their royal 
charges and glared forbiddingly into the deep shadows surrounding the 
square. 


Fifteen minutes later, the Zandri delegation wound its way into the plaza, 
and Amn-nasir joined his royal peers with as much affronted dignity as he 
could manage. The Priest King of Zandri was stocky and walked with the 
rolling gait of a lifelong sailor. At the venerable age of a hundred and 


2094 XRN 


twenty, his years at sea were long behind him, but his frame was still lean 
and strong. By contrast, the twin horse lords were tall and fey, with darting 
eyes and sharp, angular features. Bands of hammered gold decorated their 
slim arms, and their black hair was bound in identical horsetail queues. The 
rulers of both cities owed their wealth to trade: slaves from the wild north in 
the case of Zandri, and herds of fine horses raised on the plains around 
Numas. Together, they represented the richest cities in all of Nehekhara, 
and they remained so because they allied themselves with the Priest King of 
Khenri. 


Raamket wasted no time on ceremony. As soon as Amn-nasir joined them, 
the vizier bowed silently and led the way past the tall pillars and into 
Settra’s Court. The statues of Asaph and Geheb were lost in shadow, their 
feet covered by piles of charred and broken stone. 


Beyond, the great hall was as dark as a tomb. The only light came from the 
Priest King of Khemri, sitting upon the ancient wooden throne and 
surrounded by the restless glimmer of his ghostly retinue. 


Raamket stepped swiftly into the hall, his sandals whispering softly across 
the marble floor. The three kings stared at one another uncertainly, all 
thought of precedence forgotten, until by silent agreement they entered the 
court together with their bodyguards close behind. Their footsteps echoed in 
the vast space, and the Ushabti nervously fingered their weapons as they 
felt unseen eyes watching them from the darkness along the length of the 
hall. 


At the foot of the dais, Raamket fell to his knees before his master. The 
swirling nimbus of glowing spirits regarded the three kings with empty eyes 
and faint, fearful moans. Their funereal glow silhouetted the lower legs of 
the great statue of Ptra behind the wooden throne, revealing jagged scars 
and pockmarks blasted into the gold-plated sandstone. To Nagash’s right, 
the ghostly luminescence outlined the edge of the queen’s lesser throne. 
From time to time, the ebb and flow of the unearthly light would play 
across the bony tip of a shoulder clad in spotless samite, or the edge of a 
resplendent golden headdress. 


Nagash slouched upon Settra’s ornate throne, resting his head on the palm 
of his hand in contemplation. He studied the three kings coldly, his eyes like 
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flecks of polished obsidian. “Greetings, kings of the north and west,” the 
necromancer rasped. “The Living City welcomes you.” 


The regal twins of Numas paled at the sound of Nagash’s rained voice, and 
could not manage a reply Amn-nasir, older and made of sterner stuff, 
mastered his deep unease and said, “Your summons came as a great 
surprise. We thought you were far to the south, answering the challenge of 
Ka-Sabar.” 


“Circumstances to the east compelled my return,” Nagash replied. “No 
doubt you have learned of the battle at the Gates of the Dawn.” Amn-nasir 
shot a sidelong glance at the twin Kings of Numas. 


“There are rumours,” he admitted. “It is said that the Tomb Guard has been 
overthrown, and the Priest Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras have seized the 
White Palace.” 


“Tt is no rumour,” Nagash declared. “Hekhmenukep and Rakh-amn-hotep, 
that treacherous son of Khemri, have broken the ancient code of warfare 
laid down by Settra and deposed Quatar’s rightful ruler. Now they are 
poised to march upon the Living City.” The Priest King of Khemri 
straightened slowly upon the ancient throne and stared intently at his guests. 
“This is no mere feud between kings. These reckless men have invited 
chaos upon all of Nehekhara, and we must give answer to them!” 


“But... what would you have us say?” Nuneb stammered. “Your warriors 
are many days away, are they not?” 


“And we have neither the gold nor the time to raise an army,” Seheb added. 


“Tt is the same with Zandri,” Amn-nasir said. “As you know very well, 
great one.” 


“Once a crocodile tastes human flesh, it wants nothing else,” Nagash 
growled. “These outlaw kings have taken Quatar, and intend to seize 
Khemri next. Do you imagine they will stop there? If we do not stand 
together against them they will surely conquer us one by one.” 


“What of Lahmia?” Seheb asked. The young king’s gaze flicked nervously 
to the hunched silhouette upon Neferem’s throne. “Where does 
Lamashizzar stand?” 
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“Or Mahrak?” Nuneb said. “Surely the Hieratic Council will repudiate what 
Rasetta and Lybaras have done.” 


“The Hieratic Council,” Nagash said with a bubbling sneer. “Hekhmenukep 
and Rakh-amn-hotep are their pawns. They intend to destroy me, and 
because you are my allies, they will supplant you as well!” 


“Ts this because of what you did to Khemri’s temples?” Amn-nasir asked. 
“Or does it have to do with the darkness that fell across Nehekhara several 
weeks past? The one that slew so many young priests and acolytes?” 


“Tt is because the Hierophants of Mahrak see me as a threat to their corrupt 
rule,” Nagash said, his eyes narrowed angrily at the Priest King of Zandri. 


“Because you are a living god?” Amn-nasir asked archly. 


A flicker of triumph shone in the necromancer’s dark eyes, and he replied, 
“Because I have conquered death itself.” 


“Be that as it may, it does not change the fact that the armies of Rasetra and 
Lybaras are within a few weeks’ march of Khemri,” the Priest King of 
Zandri said, unmoved. “The warriors of Zandri have not fought a battle in 
centuries. Our weapons are dulled and our armour lies in tatters.” 


“Numas is little better,” Seheb said. “Our nobles are poor, and our treasury 
all but exhausted.” He spread his hands helplessly. “We would need years to 
rebuild our neglected army.” 


The Priest King of Khemri listened to the kings, and nodded. 


“Then you shall have it,” he said. “I shall keep our foes at bay while you 
prepare your cities for war.” 


Seheb and Nuneb glanced nervously at one another, and then looked to 
Amn-nasir. The Priest King of Zandri eyed Nagash warily. 


“How is such a thing possible?” Amn-nasir asked. 


Nagash rose to his feet and smiled mirthlessly down at the three kings. “Go 
home and ask your priests, Amn-nasir. Ask how their gods used to punish 
those who defied them. Then consider how fortunate you are to be an ally 
of Khemri.” 
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Within hours the three kings were gone, heading back to their homes with 
their gifts still in hand and their minds troubled with thoughts of war. 
Darkness fell heavy upon the Living City as midnight drew near, and an 
ebon palanquin borne by a dozen pallid and shuffling slaves made its way 
from Settra’s Palace through the empty streets, heading in the direction of 
the Gate of Usirian. To the east, the night sky was lit with strange, shifting 
lights and crackling lashes of indigo-coloured lightning. 


Inside the swaying conveyance, Nagash sat cross-legged upon the cushions 
with the Staff of the Ages by his side and a great book lying open before 
him. Dark glyphs and arcane diagrams stood out starkly from the brittle 
pages of yellow papyrus, lit by the swirling aura of spirits that surrounded 
the King of the Living City. The necromancer traced their curving lines 
with a meditative fingertip, preparing for the ritual to come. 


The slaves carried their master down the long road towards the necropolis, 
their feet slapping rhythmically on the clean-swept stones. The broad fields 
to the south of the road, once vibrant with grain, now lay mostly fallow. To 
the north, along the banks of the river, the reeds grew unchecked. The 
ancient shrines were abandoned and showed signs of neglect, and the slaves 
gazed fearfully into the darkness, wondering what evil spirits might be 
watching them from the shadows. 


At length, they drew near to the vast city of the dead. The crowded tombs 
shone beneath the shifting veils of light that hung above the centre of the 
necropolis: strange, ominous curtains of green and purple that seemed to 
coalesce out of the air and twist in strange patterns above the enormous 
pyramid at the city’s heart. Greater than Settra’s Tomb, greater even than 
the Great Pyramid of Khemri, the sloped sides of Nagash’s Black Pyramid 
towered above them all. Wrought from black marble quarried in the 
Mountains of the Dawn, the pyramid was darker than the night; indeed, the 
eerie storm of lights swirling above it made no reflection in its matte black 
surface. Ribbons of indigo lightning curled and crackled up the pyramid’s 
four sides, coming together at its needle-pointed peak and coruscating 
through the sheets of colour swirling high above. Power radiated from the 
monument in palpable waves, washing over the surrounding tombs and 
down the twisting lanes of the necropolis. 
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The slaves bore the palanquin to the base of the ebon pyramid and sank 
silently to their knees, their limbs trembling not from inertia, but from pure, 
atavistic fear. Nagash emerged from the palanquin at once, the great book 
hanging in the air by his side, and strode swiftly through the monument’s 
shadow-haunted archway. 


Beyond lay a narrow corridor of close-fitting black stones, carved with row 
upon row of carefully ordered glyphs. No golden statues or colourful 
mosaics adorned the walls of the crypt, and no torch sconces broke the 
seamless procession of arcane symbols. The Black Pyramid was no palace 
to house the body of a dead king; it was built to tap the energies of the 
otherworld. 


The vast structure held more than a hundred rooms, both within the pyramid 
and dug deep into the earth beneath. Terrible spells of misdirection and 
death had been laid upon its corridors and intersections, and all the devious 
arts of Khemri’s tomb builders had been brought to bear to kill unwanted 
intruders with subtle, deadly traps. Only Nagash knew them all, and he 
made his way swiftly down the dark hallways and through huge, echoing 
chambers crowded with occult tomes and centuries of arcane experiments. 
He made his way towards the very centre of the pyramid, to a small room of 
stone that lay precisely beneath the peak of the towering structure more 
than four hundred feet above. The chamber was pyramidal in shape, the 
floor and walls each constructed of a single slab of black marble, carved 
with hundreds of sigils and glyphs. A vast, complex sign had been incised 
into the stone floor and inlaid with gold by the priest king. He had spent 
twenty years learning the art of its construction before hazarding the 
attempt. No one else could be trusted with such a delicate, precise task. 


Nagash stepped carefully across the lines of the great symbol and stood in 
its centre. Midnight was almost at hand. At the heart of the pyramid he 
could sense the movement of the moons and stars overhead, moving in their 
careful, measured paths. Currents of dark magic, drawn through the air 
from the very crown of the world, swirled and seethed against the tomb’s 
black flanks. 


Raising his hands to the sky, Nagash spoke the first words of the great ritual 
in his broken, rasping voice. 
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Far to the south, the sky was clear, with a vault of glittering stars high 
overhead. Neru, the bright moon, was sinking low to the west, and baleful 
Sakhmet, the Green Witch, shone cruelly overhead as Arkhan and his 
warriors led the people of Bhagar out onto the plain between the city and 
the caravanserai. 


Shahid ben Alcazzar and his desert princes had been bound with ropes, 
along with their families and slaves, and surrounded by a cordon of undead 
riders. Behind them came the traders, the craftsmen, the farmers, beggars 
and thieves: all the people of the city, in a shuffling, heartbroken mass. 
They were bound in huge slave coffles that stretched for more than a mile, 
leading back along the trade road into the heart of the city. 


The remnants of Arkhan’s mounted force waited upon the plain with the 
city’s wealth gathered in their midst: a stamping, wide-eyed herd of 
magnificent desert horses, the wondrous gifts of Khsar. In Nehekhara, 
where a noble’s status was measured in part by the number of horses in his 
stable, the herd was practically worth its weight in gold. The princes and 
their sons wept openly at the sight of their beloved companions in the hands 
of their foes. 


Ben Alcazzar walked at the head of the vast procession, surrounded by his 
wives and children. His face was like stone, but his dark eyes were full of 
pain. Any price, he had said to Arkhan upon the battlefield, with the blood 
of his own brother staining his hands: anything, so that his people might 
survive. Terrible as his fears had been, he’d never dreamt it would come to 
this. 


Arkhan waited with his horsemen upon the plain. Less than two thousand 
remained, and nearly all of those were bloodied and dead. The desert 
raiders had fought like daemons to defend their home, plunging knives into 
their foes even as they died. More than a quarter of the immortals 
accompanying the force had been slain, their decapitated bodies buried 
under piles of the enemy dead. The vizier’s force had been wiped out twice 
over, he estimated, and only dark sorcery and pure, black will had saved the 
day. 


The desert princes were led out into the centre of the plain by the undead 
horsemen. The slave coffles were herded to the left and right some fifty 
yards distant, forming long processions of weeping, distraught figures. 
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Arkhan nudged his horse forwards, followed by Shepsu-hur and a score of 
grim-faced immortals bearing naked blades in their hands. The vizier could 
feel the blood start to pound in his veins, a slow, relentless rhythm, pulsing 
like a dark tide through his brain. Words, too faint to understand, whispered 
dreadfully in his ears. 


Arkhan reined in before Shahid ben Alcazzar. The desert prince watched 
him approach, and for a moment the fire of defiance lit his dark eyes. 


“May all the gods curse you, Arkhan the Black,” he said in a voice grown 
hoarse with sadness. “What mercy is this, turning my people into slaves?” 


“At least they will survive,” the vizier said coldly, “for a time, at least. Such 
is the mercy of Nagash.” 


The pulse was growing stronger, rippling through his body in waves. The 
other immortals felt it, too, their bodies swaying in their saddles, caught in 
the grip of its power. Arkhan’s hand tightened on the hilt of his blade. 


“TI have kept my promise,” he said, baring his jagged teeth. “Now you must 
pay the price.” 


Shahid’s defiant expression faltered. He glanced down at his chained hands. 
“You have taken my freedom,” he cried. “What more must I pay?” 


The words were ringing in Arkhan’s ears, rasping and insistent. His vision 
reddened under the pounding of blood in his temples, and his reply came 
out as a wordless growl as he raised his sword to the sky. 


Behind the vizier, bronze flashed in the green moonlight as the horsemen 
drew their curved daggers and plunged them into the necks of the desert 
herd. Horses screamed and tossed their heads, scattering ribbons of 
steaming blood across the sands, and still the knives flashed and fell, 
slaughtering Bhagar’s priceless steeds. 


Howls of shock and despair went up from the people of the city as they saw 
their horses slain. Shahid ben Alcazzar’s face turned ashen at the sight. The 
shock of the slaughter pierced his heart deeper than any blade. Arkhan saw 
the light go out of the desert prince’s eyes long before his sword plunged 
into ben Alcazzar’s neck. 
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Screams and wailing pleas went up from the chieftains and their households 
as the immortals waded in among them, their swords hacking down left and 
right in brutal, bloody strokes. Men threw themselves in front of the falling 
blades, protecting their wives with their last breaths, and mothers tried to 
cover the bodies of their stunned and silent children. The fetlocks of the 
immortals’ horses turned red with steaming gore. 


The people of Bhagar rent their clothes and tore at their hair in misery as 
they were forced to witness the massacre. As terrible as the bloodletting 
was, worse still were the spectral figures that rose in torment from the 
mutilated bodies and were drawn into a swirling pillar of shrieking souls 
that rose into the starlit sky and sped in a twisting ribbon off to the distant 
north. 


A howling wind stirred the space within the Black Pyramid, stirring 
Nagash’s robes as the necromancer’s ritual neared its peak. Dark magic 
flowed down the sides of the great crypt, drawn by the arcane symbols 
carved into its vast flanks, and were channelled through conduits worked 
cunningly into the stone. The power flowed into Nagash, and with it he 
reached out with his will across hundreds of leagues and seized upon the 
death energies of Bhagar’s noble houses and their enchanted steeds. He 
drew their tormented spirits to him, down into the black stone of the 
pyramid, and fed them to the ritual he had painstakingly built. 


Above the massive pyramid, the night sky grew heavy with dark, swirling 
clouds. Indigo lightning leapt from the black stone into the sky, kindling 
unholy fires deep within the boiling mist. Pain, agony and death, distilled 
from a thousand tormented spirits, was poured into the growing storm. 


Deep in the pyramid, Nagash raised the Staff of the Ages to the stone peak 
above him and shouted a single, arcane syllable. There was a flash of light, 
and a rushing chorus of wailing souls, and then, in an instant, the roiling 
storm overhead vanished, leaving the world stunned and silent in its wake. 


Hundreds of leagues distant, sentries pacing the walls of Quatar noticed the 
dark clouds gathering over the city from the west. Many of them were from 
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Rasetra, and were used to the sudden storms of the southern jungle, so they 
paid little heed to the building storm. 


Slowly and steadily, the clouds piled up over the city, blotting out the stars 
above. Hours later, the first, heavy drops began to fall. They pattered 
thickly against the stones and splashed on the helmets of the soldiers. Some 
turned their faces towards the sky and tasted the rain on their lips. It was 
warm and bitter, tasting of copper and ash. They wiped their chins and, 
holding up their hands to the guttering torches, they saw that their palms 
were slick with blood. 


Red rain fell across Quatar, staining the White Palace crimson and filling 
the streets with puddles of gore. It fell upon the citizens sleeping on their 
roofs and spattered the faces of the priests who hurried from their temples 
and stared wide-eyed at the heavens. 


The ghastly downpour lasted until a minute before dawn. When it was 
done, the entire city was steaming like a sacrificial altar. 


By nightfall the first people began to sicken and die. 
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NINE 
Secrets within the Blood 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 44th year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1966 Imperial Reckoning) 


The emissary of Quatar approached the king’s throne to the beat of hide 
drums and the tolling of a deep, bronze bell, leading a procession of 
courtiers garbed in bone-coloured linen and fine, golden masks. Behind 
them came a score of pale-skinned barbarian slaves, naked but for colourful 
strips of cotton tied to their throats and arms like the feathers of singing 
birds. They carried open chests of sandalwood and polished bronze in their 
calloused hands, filled with gold coins, precious spices and other exotic 
treasures. It was mid-afternoon, and the air inside Settra’s Court was hazy 
with swirling clouds of incense. The grand assembly had been in progress 
for more than four hours, and the city’s nobles were casting impatient 
glances towards the dais and shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the 
other. Outside, a new acolyte had taken up the role of the Ptra’khaf, 
summoning the wealthy and powerful to attend upon their king in a sweet, 
singsong voice. Nagash fancied he heard a note of desperation in the young 
boy’s call. 


The Grand Hierophant moved amid the deep shadows behind the court’s 
towering marble columns, watching the games of state play out on the 
grand processional before the dais. In Khetep’s time, the court would have 
been easily three-quarters full during the monthly grand assembly, with the 
second sons of every noble family and emissaries from all of Nehekhara’s 
Cities in attendance. The last time the chamber had known such a throng 
had been on the day of the old king’s interment, but, two years later, the 
great hall was little more than a third full. Ghazid and the king’s servants 
had spread out the attendants from the dais to nearly the middle of the room 
to make the assembly seem larger than it truly was. 


“Beware of nobles bearing gifts,’ Khefru murmured over Nagash’s 
shoulder. “It looks as though old Amamurti has decided he’s had enough. I 
wonder if he’ll head back to the White Palace, or decamp to Zandri’s court 
next?” 
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Near-invisible in the deep shadows, Nagash sneered in the direction of the 
emissary and his entourage, and said, “Judging by the richness of his gifts, 
Amamurti will be boarding a barge for Zandri by sunset. He’ll regret his 
lavishness once he reaches the coast. The old goat will have to pay dearly to 
gain Nekumet’s favour over the embassies already camped there.” 


From the moment of Khetep’s death by the banks of the Vitae, Khemri’s 
power and influence had slipped like grains of sand from the weak hands of 
his successor. Rasetra’s envoy had been the first to take his leave of 
Thutep’s court, amid promises of eternal goodwill and support for Khemri’s 
policies. Then the desert princes of Bhagar had departed, followed by the 
envoys of Bel Aliad and Lybaras. Within months, word reached Khemri that 
the dignitaries had taken up residence in Zandri instead, paying homage to 
Nekumet’s court. Slowly but surely, the locus of power was shifting away 
from the Living City for the first time in history, and for all his impassioned 
speeches and lofty ideals, Thutep seemed powerless to stop it. 


Even Khemri’s noble houses had begun to lose their respect for the king’s 
authority. None of the most powerful families chose to attend the royal 
summons to the grand assembly. At first there had been elaborate excuses 
and sincere regrets, but now they simply ignored the call of the Ptra’khaf in 
favour of other pursuits. Many of the lesser houses had followed suit, and as 
the Grand Hierophant surveyed the bored-looking nobles gathered in the 
hall he found that he recognised less than half of them. 


Not that Nagash had been a fixture in Thutep’s court since his brother’s 
ascension. For the last two years he had spent nearly every night in the 
secret chambers within the Great Pyramid, seeking to master the sorcerous 
arts of the druchii. He’d spent months learning their degenerate tongue, and 
hours listening to their hissing discourses on the nature of magic. 
Everything they told him confirmed his beliefs: the gods were not the 
wellsprings of the world’s power. Magic permeated the land, invisible and 
omnipresent as the desert wind. Those that were sensitive to its touch could 
direct its flow, providing they had a keen mind and a potent will. So the 
druchii said, and yet, despite his every effort, Nagash felt nothing. 


The Grand Hierophant paused beside the rounded bulk of a marble column, 
his handsome face hidden in shadow. 
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“A court full of jackals and mangy dogs,” he observed, studying the crowd 
with a sour expression. “Who are these fools?” 


Khefru stepped up to his master’s side, and said, “Third and fourth sons, 
mostly, with no prospects or inheritance. Most of them are here because of 
public debts or other minor crimes. Your brother requires them to attend the 
grand assembly to help atone for their misdeeds.” The young priest 
smirked. “I know many of them quite well.” 


“Such as?” the Grand Hierophant asked, his eyes narrowing thoughtfully. 


“Well,” Khefru murmured. He nodded his head at a group of noblemen 
standing on the opposite side of the hall. “Take that pack of rats over there,” 
he said. “You won’t find a worse lot of drunkards and gamblers in all of 
Khemri. The tall one in the middle is named Arkhan the Black. He’d cut his 
own mother’s throat for a bag of coin.” 


Nagash arched a narrow eyebrow, and said, “Arkhan the Black?” 


“If we were close enough to see his teeth, you wouldn’t have to ask,” 
Khefru said, chuckling softly. “He chews jusesh root like a common 
fisherman, and he’s got a smile like a smashed wine cup. Spends most of 
his ill-gotten coin on favours at Asaph’s Temple, and word is that he has to 
pay double before any of the priestesses will go near him.” 


“My brother makes a mockery out of all of us,” Nagash hissed, shaking his 
head in disgust. His hands clenched angrily at the thought of his father’s 
blasted corpse and the terrible power that had destroyed him: power that 
remained stubbornly out of his reach! Bile burned at the back of his throat 
at the thought of all he could do with but a sliver of that awful strength. He 
turned to Khefru. “Any one of these will do,” he said with a disdainful 
sweep of his hand. “Promise whatever you must, but be discreet.” 


“T know just the person, master,” Khefru said, nodding quickly. “You may 
rely upon me.” The expression on his face told Nagash that the young priest 
knew very well what would happen in the event that he failed. 


Nagash dismissed Khefru with a curt nod of his head and the two parted 
ways, the young priest slipping silently into the rear of the crowd while the 
Grand Hierophant continued his journey through the shadows towards the 
great dais. The envoy of Quatar had reached the far end of the hall, and his 
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deep, practised voice was echoing from the columns and the high, dark 
ceiling. 


“Great King of the Living City, on behalf of Quatar I offer up these 
treasures and a coffle of fine northern slaves to you as a measure of our 
esteem. It is with great regret that we must take our leave of you, and we 
hope that these gifts will recommend us fondly to you in our absence.” 


It was nearly mid-afternoon, and once the emissary had been given leave to 
depart, the grand assembly would conclude. Then, Thutep’s queen would be 
brought forth to offer blessings upon any children born since the last new 
moon. Nagash planned to settle in the shadows and watch the Daughter of 
the Sun for a time. He had not seen her since Khetep’s interment, but he 
thought of her often. She was exquisite, a perfect blossom tended in the 
temples of Lahmia since her youth, and unlike any woman he had ever 
known. The Grand Hierophant wondered what it would be like to possess 
one such as her. 


Lost in his covetous reverie, Nagash failed to notice the white-robed figure 
waiting in his path until he was nearly on top of her. She wore the 
ceremonial vestments of a matron of Ptra, her stout figure entirely 
concealed except for her strong, wrinkled hands, which were clasped tightly 
at her waist. Her face was concealed behind a gold mask that glimmered 
faintly in the reflected light of the court’s oil lamps. The matron bowed 
deeply at Nagash’s approach. 


“The blessings of the Great Father be upon you, holy one,” she said in a 
deep voice. The matron spoke with a Lahmian’s singsong accent. Nagash 
scowled at the woman. 


“T require no blessing from you, matron,” he replied curtly. The answer 
seemed to amuse the matron. 


“Be that as it may,” she said. “I stand before you on behalf of the queen. 
Neferem wishes to speak with you.” 


“Indeed?” Nagash murmured, his handsome face betraying a hint of 
surprise. “This is an unexpected honour. When am I to meet with her?” 


“Now, if it please you,” the matron answered, gesturing into the darkness 
beyond the dais. “She waits in the antechamber beyond the great hall. Shall 
I escort you there?” Nagash let out a snort. 
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“T was born in these halls, woman. I can find my own way,” he said, and 
left the matron bowing awkwardly in his wake as he strode swiftly off into 
the gloom. His dark eyes were pensive as he contemplated the reasons for 
this surprise summons. The Daughter of the Sun did not, as a rule, hold 
private audiences with anyone save the king. 


The shadows grew deeper as Nagash passed by the great dais. Thutep was 
perched at the edge of Settra’s throne, smiling politely at the Quatari 
emissary as the man continued his lengthy farewell speech. A small crowd 
of bodyguards and functionaries waited upon the king’s pleasure in the 
darkness just past the dais. Nagash moved swiftly past them and 
approached a trio of wide-spaced stone doors set into the chamber’s far 
wall. Statues of the gods stood watch beside each of the doorways: Neru at 
the door to the far left, Ptra in the centre, and Geheb to the right. A pair of 
Ushabti stood guard at the centre door with their huge ritual swords in their 
hands, their skin glowing softly with the sun god’s blessing. A matron 
waited with them, poised and patient. She bowed gracefully as Nagash 
came forwards, and she spoke quietly to the devoted, who nodded solemnly 
and stepped aside. The Grand Hierophant acknowledged the matron with a 
passing glance and pushed the stone door open. 


The antechamber was small and brightly lit, with more than a dozen oil 
lamps guttering in niches from the sandstone walls. Fine Lahmian rugs, 
imported from the Silk Lands to the east, covered the floor, and the air was 
thick with a haze of pungent incense. Low divans had been arranged in a 
loose circle in the centre of the room, all facing towards a cushioned chair 
ornamented in gold leaf. Neferem, Daughter of the Sun, sat facing the door, 
her back straight and her arms resting lightly on the arms of her chair. She 
wore the dazzling golden headdress of Khemri’s queen, and a broad 
pectoral of gold studded with gemstones and lapis lazuli lay upon her 
breast. Her eyes were shadowed with dusky kohl, and her skin shone like 
bronze in the firelight. She smiled slightly as Nagash approached, and the 
Grand Hierophant was surprised to feel his pulse quicken in response. A 
fool like Thutep did not deserve such a wife! 


Nagash approached the queen, taking note of the half a dozen matrons 
resting upon their knees at a discreet distance on the far side of the room. 
He bowed smoothly before the Daughter of the Sun. 
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“You summoned me, holy one?” he said. 


“The blessings of the Great Father be upon you, Grand Hierophant,” 
Neferem replied, in a voice as dark and rich as honey. She spoke with the 
musical accent of the Lahmians, and her every movement was graceful and 
poised. The queen indicated a divan to her right. “Please, sit. Would you 
care for wine, or perhaps some food?” 


“T do not partake of wine,” Nagash said. “It clouds the senses and corrupts 
the mind, and I can abide neither.” The Grand Hierophant settled on the 
edge of the divan. “But I thank you, nonetheless.” 


Across the room, the matrons shifted uncomfortably, but the queen was 
unruffled. 


“My husband was speaking of you the other day,” she began. “He has seen 
very little of you since your great father’s death.” 


Nagash shrugged. “My brother and I have never been close,” he said, “and 
my duties with the cult demand much of my time.” His eyes narrowed 
thoughtfully. He had been careful to conceal his trips to the Great Pyramid 
these last couple of years. Was it possible Thutep was spying on him? 


“IT certainly understand the demands that gods and men place upon the 
priesthood,” the queen said with a knowing look, “and as the Grand 
Hierophant of Khemri’s Mortuary Cult your influence extends beyond the 
Living City, to liche priests all across Nehekhara. Some might even say 
your power rivals that of the Hieratic Council in Mahrak.” Nagash smiled 
faintly. 


“All men die, holy one,” he said. “That alone is the source of our 
influence.” He waved his hand dismissively. “The great mysteries of life 
and death occupy my interest. I have no time for the petty politics of the 
priesthood.” 


Once more a stir went through the silent matrons. Neferem studied the 
Grand Hierophant for a moment, resting her chin on the tips of her fingers, 
and said, “But the kings of Nehekhara rely upon priests for their insight and 
wisdom, do they not?” 


“Some more than others,” Nagash observed. “The Priest Kings of Lahmia 
are notably indifferent to the demands of their holy men, for example.” 
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“That depends upon the advice, I think,” the queen countered, “and its 
source.” Nagash folded his arms across his chest and regarded Neferem 
coolly. 


“And what advice would you have me give, holy one?” The Daughter of the 
Sun smiled at him. 


“Your brother has a bold vision for the Blessed Land,” she said. “Your 
father brought an era of peace and prosperity to Nehekhara. Thutep wants to 
build upon that and unify the land once more.” Nagash arched an eyebrow 
at the queen. 


“He would restore Settra’s empire?” 


“Not an empire,” Neferem said, “a confederation of equals, bound by ties of 
trade and mutual self-interest.” Her eyes glittered with passion. “We are all 
one people, Grand Hierophant, bound to the gods in a covenant of faith. 
The Blessed Land belongs to all of us. Settra’s empire only hinted at the 
glories we could achieve once our rivalries were put aside.” The Grand 
Hierophant let out a derisive snort. 


“You would have the people of Khemri believe that they are the equal of 
those flea-bitten horse thieves in Bhagar? It’s outrageous!” Neferem 
straightened in her seat, and her beautiful face took on a haughty cast. 


“They are equal,” she said, “and both cities could profit from such an 
understanding. What has Nehekhara gained from centuries of warfare 
except stagnation and death?” 


“Death is the way of the world,” Nagash said. “Why should a man trade for 
something when he can seize it instead?” The Grand Hierophant rose to his 
feet. “Khetep understood this. The Priest Kings of Nehekhara yielded to his 
authority because he was a great general, and they feared the might of his 
army.” 


“And look at how long his achievements lasted after his death,” Neferem 
answered. “Khemri’s court is all but emptied. Fear can compel men, but it 
cannot bind them together for long.” 


“Not without constant reinforcement,” Nagash hissed. “Thutep surrendered 
what authority Khemri possessed when he chose not to seek revenge against 
Zandri for the death of our father.” He gestured sharply in the direction of 
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the court. “The great houses disdain him, and he does nothing. At this point, 
I would not be surprised if more than one of them was plotting against him. 
How does he expect to forge a grand confederation of kings when he cannot 
manage his own court?” The queen stiffened. 


“And what would you have him do?” 


“What I wish is not relevant,” Nagash snapped. “If Thutep hopes to rule 
over Khemri, he must spill his share of blood. Heads must roll, both here 
and abroad. That is how cities grow wealthy and powerful, not because they 
went to their neighbours and begged for aid.” 


Neferem’s jaw tightened fractionally at Nagash’s contemptuous tone, but 
her voice was steady as she spoke. “I can’t deny that my husband’s vision 
grows harder to achieve with each passing day,” she said. “We are not blind 
to Zandri’s ambitions, Grand Hierophant. I hoped that you could be 
persuaded to intervene on your brother’s behalf. If the other cities would 
agree to help form a united front against Nekumet—” 


“To what end? So they could throw away their swords and become a nation 
of merchants?” Nagash’s lip curled in distaste. “And you thought I would 
lend my voice to such foolishness? You insult me, holy one.” 


Neferem’s face grew still. 


“Then I regret having given offence,” she said neutrally. “I shall take up no 
more of your time, Grand Hierophant. My husband had spoken to me at 
length of your brilliance, and I know what it is like to put aside ambition 
and serve the needs of a temple. I had hoped to give you a role in shaping 
the future of Khemri.” The Grand Hierophant bowed deeply to the queen. 


“For me to shape the future of Khemri I would require a crown,” he said 
coldly. “For now, that privilege belongs to the Priest King of Zandri.” 


Nagash tured on his heel and took his leave of the queen. The startled 
whispers of the matrons followed after him as he returned to the shadows of 
Settra’s Court. While he had been with Neferem the grand assembly had 
concluded, and the hall buzzed with the murmur of voices as the young 
nobles of the city hurried out into the sunlit afternoon in search of better 
entertainment. A handful of nervous young mothers clutched their babes at 
the foot of the great dais, awaiting the blessing of the Daughter of the Sun. 
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Thutep was already gone, having exited the court through Neru’s door at the 
rear of the chamber. 


The great dais was deserted. Nagash paused nearby. 
“A crown,” he murmured thoughtfully, looking up at Settra’s throne. 


Unnoticed by the dwindling crowd, Nagash climbed the stone steps and 
stood beside the ancient chair. He rested his hand on the arm of the throne 
and contemplated the backs of the milling nobles, his eyes full of dark and 
terrible thoughts. 


The druchii warlock frowned at the centre of the chamber’s stone. 


“You’re certain this faces directly north?” Malchior said in his sibilant 
tongue. Nagash glanced up from the pages of the book. 


“Of course,” he said. “The pyramid is precisely aligned with the four 
comers of the earth. It’s vital to maintaining the aura of preservation within 
the tomb. Have you no understanding of geomancy in your homeland?” 


“Geomancy,” the warlock sneered, “how quaint.” He stepped forwards and 
laid a black-gloved fingertip against the sandstone. “Never mind the fact 
that this material is a poor conductor of magic. Marble works far better.” 


Nagash scowled at the pale-skinned figure. Two years of imprisonment had 
done little to blunt the arrogance of the three druchii. Once they had 
accepted the terms of Nagash’s agreement they had quickly demanded 
everything from fine foods to books and other entertainments, which they 
seemed to regard as nothing more than their due. The Grand Hierophant had 
humoured them, within reason. Over time, their prison had expanded to 
include more than a dozen adjoining chambers, and he had taken pains to 
furnish them so that they would enjoy some measure of comfort. 


The great chamber where he had first revived the druchii had become their 
work room, and the margins were crowded with bookshelves, tables and 
chairs. Nagash crouched in the centre of the space, with a large, leather- 
bound book open before him. The thick pages were covered in copious 
notes dictated by the druchii and copied down in Nagash’s hand. Since he 
had begun his training, Nagash had committed everything he’d been taught 
to paper, both for his own reference and to ensure that his tutors remained 
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honest. A horsetail brush and a small pot of ink sat on the floor beside his 
knee. 


“Marble, and gold,” Drutheira hissed. The lithe, white-haired witch was 
lounging like a sunning cobra on a low divan across the chamber, tracing a 
set of Nehekharan glyphs with an elegantly pointed fingernail. “This cursed 
land is too far from the north. I can barely sense a glimmer of power here.” 


“Perhaps it is this pyramid,” Ashniel said, raising her dark eyes from the 
book she was reading and regarding Nagash hatefully. The druchii 
straightened, extending her slim white arms over the reading table in a 
catlike stretch. “We should be teaching you out in the open air, not shut up 
in this awful barrow.” Nagash grunted in amusement as he reached for the 
brush and ink. 


“So the lion said from the hunter’s pit,” he replied. “Perhaps the fault lies in 
your perceptions, druchii; the pyramid is a potent focus for mystical 
energies. The mortuary cult has interred our kings in such crypts for 
centuries to maintain the invocations of restoration.” 


Within the first few days of their imprisonment, the barbarians seemed to 
have appointed roles for themselves. Malchior took on the lion’s share of 
Nagash’s tutelage, setting a difficult and demanding pace of lectures and 
exercises. Drutheira assisted Malchior during the more complicated lessons, 
but preferred to focus her energies on more physical pursuits, and despite 
repeated failures, her attempts at seduction continued unabated. Meanwhile, 
Ashniel treated the Grand Hierophant with nothing but contempt, keeping 
to her books and reading voraciously about Nehekharan culture, religion 
and, most importantly, the construction of their crypts. 


It was clear to Nagash from the beginning that Malchior and Drutheira were 
meant to distract him, each in their own ways, while Ashniel kept to herself 
and looked for a way to free them from Khetep’s tomb. The hateful witch 
had been careful to cover her tracks, but not quite careful enough, and 
Nagash and Khefru had found evidence that Ashniel had managed to breach 
the first layer of traps surrounding their apartments and was making slow 
but steady progress exploring the lower level of the crypt. The battle of 
wits, keeping one step ahead of the witch by changing the location and 
nature of the traps, had become a diverting pastime for Nagash and his 
favoured servant. 
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The Grand Hierophant dipped the brush in the black ink, consulted the tome 
open before him, and began to paint the sigil on the floor. 


“You are certain this will work?” he asked, tracing the complicated lines 
with care. 


“T am certain of nothing in this place,’ Malchior growled. The warlock 
folded his arms and watched the sigil take shape on the stone floor. 
“Drutheira is right, this land is a desert in more ways than one. The winds 
of magic are very weak, scarcely stirring the aether, and, as I’ve said often 
enough, your kind has a feeble grasp of magic at the best of times.” 


The warlock let the implication of his statement hang in the air between 
them: you may not be capable of this. Nagash clenched the brush tightly in 
his hand and focused on crafting the sigil. 


“Tf this does not work, what then?” he asked curtly. Malchior shrugged. 


“There is nothing else,” he said. “This ritual isn’t even an accepted part of 
our magical lore. It’s the sort of thing practised by shade-casters and gutter 
witches, who lack the will to harness the winds of magic.” He spread his 
hands. “If this attempt fails, the fault lies with you, human. I’ve tried 
everything I can think of.” 


Then, a murmur of voices echoed from the passageway beyond the work 
room. Nagash glanced up from his work as Khefru entered the room with a 
hooded figure in tow. 


“Here he is, master,” Khefru said with a bow. “Allow me to present Imhep, 
of the House of Hapt-amn-kesh. He should serve your purposes in every 
particular.” 


The hooded figure swayed slightly on his feet. Imhep reached up and bared 
his head with shaking hands. He was young, only sixty or so, with large, 
watery eyes and a receding chin. A short, black wig sat askew on his shaven 
head. 


“Tt is an honour, Grand Hierophant,” he said in a slightly slurred voice. 
“Your servant said you requested me personally?” 


“Did you drug him?” Nagash asked, frowning at Khefru. 
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“Well... yes,” the young priest replied. “I thought it prudent, all things 
considered.” The Grand Hierophant glanced worriedly at Malchior. 


“Will that cause problems?” 


The notion seemed to amuse the druchii, who said, “That depends on how 
much effort you intend to put into your lesson.” He pointed to the flowing 
black lines. “Just be careful that the fool doesn’t scuff your hard work with 
his plodding feet.” Imhep was glancing around the dimly lit chamber with 
befuddled interest, taking special note of the two witches. 


“What... That is... How may I be of service to you, holy one?” he asked. 
“My friend Khefru mentioned a reward of some kind.” 
“He has debts,” Khefru interjected. “Imhep is something of a gambler, you 
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see. 


Nagash eyed the young noble closely, noting the lack of rings or other 
jewellery, and the man’s worn kilt and sandals. 


“T take it he’s the sort that loses a great deal. Won’t his debtors inquire after 
him?” Khefru shrugged. 


“Perhaps, but what will they learn? No one saw me with him, master. I was 
most careful.” 


“We had some very fine wine,” Imhep said, his slack face quirking into a 
grin. “Where was that again, friend Khefru?” 


Nagash bent and finished the sigil with a few deft strokes of his brush, and 
then beckoned impatiently to his servant. 


“Bring him here,” he said, “but be careful of the glyphs.” Khefru took 
Imhep’s arm and led the drugged man across the room as though he were a 
child. 


“Mind your step,” he told the noble as they approached the edge of the sigil. 
“That’s it. Right into the centre.” 


Imhep swayed drunkenly in the middle of the circle, forcing Nagash to grip 
his arms and hold him steady. 


“Forgive me, holy one,” the young man said with a chuckle. “I’m not 
certain how much help I am going to be at the moment. As I said, it was 
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very fine wine.” 


“Get that cape off him,” Malchior commanded. At a nod from Nagash, 
Khefru darted forwards and jerked the cape from Imhep’s shoulders, 
revealing the noble’s narrow, bony chest. 


“Careful!” Imhep barked. “That’s my good cape! I’ ll be needing that back.” 
The warlock paced slowly around the edge of the sigil. 


“Where are the implements?” he asked. Imhep turned his head at the sound 
of Malchior’s voice. 


“What’s the barbarian saying?” he asked. 


Khefru reached into his belt and drew out a pair of long bronze needles. The 
young noble’s eyes widened. 


“Merciful Ptra! What are those for?” 


Malchior glided like a snake towards Khefru, his eyes glinting. He reached 
out and delicately pulled them from the priest’s grip. 


“Yes,” he murmured. “These will do.” He turned to Nagash. “Hold him.” 


Nagash seized Imhep’s lower jaw and wrenched his head around, until they 
were looking eye to eye. The noble let out a startled cry, which turned to a 
scream of agony as the druchii stepped inside the sigil and drove the first 
needle into Imhep’s lower back. 


The young noble collapsed to his knees, shrieking in agony. Nagash 
watched as Malchior put his free hand against the side of Imhep’s head and 
bent it to the side, exposing the tendons of the noble’s thin neck. With a 
hungry smile, the warlock plunged the second needle into the juncture of 
shoulder and throat, and Imhep’s entire upper body went rigid. Malchior 
worked the needle deeper into Imhep’s chest. 


“Remember our discussions on nerve clusters and their uses,” he said 
dispassionately. “This will keep your subject alert and suffering, but unable 
to interfere.” Nagash looked into Imhep’s eyes, drawn by the gleam of pain 
radiating from their depths. 


“And the suffering is important?” he asked. 


Drutheira chuckled. 
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“Tt is not vital,” she admitted, “but it is certainly entertaining.” The warlock 
frowned at the interruption. 


“We were speaking of sandstone earlier,” he said. “Some physical objects 
channel and store magic better than others, but none work so well as flesh 
and bone. Humans, as I said, have a poor grasp of magic, but like all living 
things, their bodies accumulate power over time.” Malchior traced a 
fingernail across Imhep’s cheek. “Can you feel it?” he asked. 


Fascinated, Nagash reached out and laid a hand on the noble’s forehead. He 
cleared his mind and tried to employ the techniques the warlock had taught 
him. After a moment, he shook his head, and said, “I feel nothing.” 


Malchior smiled. 
“Touch your fingers to the needle, then,” he said. 


The Grand Hierophant’s gaze fell to the needle jutting from Imhep’s torso. 
Tentatively, he reached out and laid a finger on its round end. The noble 
stiffened, his eyes widening in pain. 


The metal trembled against Nagash’s fingertip. It was cold to the touch... 
and then he felt it, like a faint thread of fire pulsing against his skin. 


“Yes,” Nagash whispered. “Yes...” A terrible, hungry light grew in his 
eyes. “At last.” 


The warlock loomed over Imhep’s shoulder, his face lit with ghastly joy. 
“Give me your knife,” he said. 


Nagash’s hand fumbled at his belt. The pulse of power sent a tremor 
through his frame, quickening along with Imhep’s pulse. He handed over 
his curved knife without hesitation, ignoring Khefra’s quiet protest. 
Malchior pulled away the noble’s wig and cast it aside. 


“Now we shall draw that power to the surface,” he said, laying the point of 
the knife against Imhep’s scalp. “Hours of agony will shape it, and 
strengthen it as your victim struggles to survive. When the time is ripe, we 
will cut his throat and his life force will pour over your hands. Then your 
education will begin in earnest.” 


Slowly, carefully, the druchii began to cut into Imhep’s skin. Nagash 
watched the warlock work. After a moment, he turned a page in his book 
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and began to make careful notes. 
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TEN 
Tidings of War 


Ka-Sabar, the City of Bronze, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The wind from the east in the City of Bronze was called Enmesh-na Geheb, 
for it was the eastern quarter of the city that contained the majority of Ka- 
Sabar’s complex of foundries. The Breath of Geheb reeked of cinders and 
the smell of scorched copper, as ingots of ore carved from the Brittle Peaks 
were melted in great crucibles and combined with bars of nickel to produce 
high-quality bronze. For centuries Ka-Sabar had been known as a city of 
industry, and had made its wealth by trading everything from belt buckles 
and wheel rims to fine swords and scale armour. In these dark days the 
demand for her goods was greater than ever. The city’s furnaces lit the 
eastern skies by night, and her smithies were shrouded in a perpetual mantle 
of acrid smoke. Heavily armed caravans made their way down the trade 
road from Quatar bearing chests of gold and silver, and returned laden with 
swords and axes, scale shirts and shields, bronze-tipped spears and baskets 
of arrowheads. Rasetra and Lybaras were spending enormous sums, much 
of it borrowed from the Hieratic Council in Mahrak, to equip their growing 
armies. Akhmen-hotep’s viziers were stunned at the huge influx of wealth, 
but the king understood the desperation that drove such furious spending. 
He, too, had been feverishly rebuilding his shattered forces after the 
devastating defeat at Zedri, six years earlier. So long as that unholy monster 
Nagash ruled over the Living City, not a single soul in Nehekhara was safe. 


News of the slaughter at Bhagar had arrived with the first of the desert 
city’s hollow-eyed refugees, less than three weeks after Akhmen-hotep had 
returned to Ka-Sabar. For weeks the city was paralysed with terror and 
grief, and its citizens looked to the north with mounting dread as they 
awaited the arrival of the Usurper’s nightmarish horde. Then a messenger 
travelled the trade road bearing letters from the Kings of Rasetra and 
Lybaras. They had risen up against the Usurper and taken Quatar by storm, 
and were poised to liberate Khemri! Akhmen-hotep swiftly drafted a letter 
declaring his support for the western kings and then spent the rest of the day 
in the Temple of Geheb, thanking the gods for his people’s deliverance. 
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A month passed with no news as Ka-Sabar mourned its dead sons and 
contemplated the future. Akhmen-hotep sent one messenger after another to 
the White Palace, seeking word from his new-found allies. None returned. 
Finally, after six long months, the king despatched a small force of his 
Ushabti and a squadron of horsemen to Quatar to learn what they could. 


Two months later, the Ushabti returned, on foot, bearing a tale of horror and 
despair. On the very night of the slaughter at Bhagar, the skies above Quatar 
had wept blood, and within days the entire city was consumed by a plague 
the likes of which the Blessed Land had never known before. The sickness 
struck man and animal with equal ferocity, maddening them with a violent, 
savage fever. Within a week the city was consumed in an orgy of murder 
and destruction. The allied armies were decimated, torn apart from within 
as entire companies succumbed to the fever and turned upon their fellow 
warriors. The Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras had been forced to flee the city, 
abandoning their armies for the safety of Mahrak at the other end of the 
Valley of Kings. According to rumour, they intended to raise more warriors 
and return with a contingent of warrior priests from the Hieratic Council to 
cleanse the city and resume the advance upon Khemri, but as the months 
turned to years, it became clear that the priests at Mahrak could not find a 
way to counter the curse that had befallen the city. 


Akhmen-hotep had no doubt that Nagash was the source of the terrible 
plague. The thought chilled him to the depths of his soul. Grimly, the king 
began to rebuild his shattered army and prepare for the worst. 


Nagash did not stir from Khemri in the wake of the terrible plague. 
Although the armies of his enemies had been devastated, it appeared that 
the Usurper’s army had fared little better. To make matters worse, a season 
of terrible sandstorms had risen from the Great Desert and swept across 
central Nehekhara, making travel all but impossible for weeks on end. The 
result was a stalemate of sorts. A tattered remnant of the western armies 
still held the White Palace at Quatar, while Nagash was free to work his 
evils in the Living City. The fate of the Blessed Land hung in the balance as 
both sides raced to rebuild their devastated forces and start the war anew. 


The vizier rose slowly into view as he ascended the sandstone steps leading 
to the council hall, his robes fluttering in the hot wind blowing across the 
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city from the east. Slanting beams of sunlight shone on the functionary’s 
bronze skullcap and glittered from the gold rings adorning the man’s wide, 
scarred hands. He bowed low to the king and the small group of nobles who 
sat or paced around the windswept chamber. 


“The emissary from Mahrak has arrived, great one,” he said. 


Akhmen-hotep turned at the sound of the vizier’s rough voice. He was 
pacing, as was his wont, striding along the wide flagstones beside the short, 
squat columns that supported the eastern edge of the council hall’s roof. The 
chamber had no walls, resting as it did atop the royal palace in the centre of 
the city, which was itself at the summit of one of the Brittle Peaks’ many 
foothills. The King of Ka-Sabar could look out across the width and breadth 
of his domain, from the forges spread in a smoking crescent to the east to 
the brooding stone temples of the gods that filled the Priests’ Quarter to the 
west. A fine layer of soot coated the round sides of the eastern columns, and 
swirling drifts of sand and grit blew across the small chamber’s stone floor, 
reminding the king and his nobles of the earth god whom they worshipped. 


The king’s chair, a massive thing made from pieces of petrified wood and 
heavy bronze fittings, faced the stair from the far end of the room. A score 
of smaller chairs were arrayed in a rough circle before it, reserved for the 
city’s major nobles and the king’s closest allies. Less than half were 
occupied. 


On the left hand of the king’s chair sat Memnet, the Grand Hierophant of 
Ptra. On the right slouched Pakh-amn, the king’s Master of Horse, along 
with half a dozen young sons of the city’s noble families. A great many of 
Ka-Sabar’s great lords had not returned from the debacle at Zandri, and the 
mantle of leadership had fallen on largely inexperienced shoulders. Neither 
Khalifra, the Priestess of Neru, nor Hashepra, the Hierophant of Geheb, 
were in attendance, and the king felt their absence keenly. The emissary’s 
sudden arrival had left Akhmen-hotep with little time to gather his advisors, 
and the religious leaders were rarely seen outside their temples these days. 
The new Hierophant of Phakth, a priest named Tethuhep, had not been seen 
in public at all. His spokesman claimed that Tethuhep was occupied with 
prayers for the defence of the city, but Akhmen-hotep suspected that 
Sukhet’s successor was not yet ready to assume his official duties. 
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Truth be told, Pakh-amn and Memnet were in little better shape. It was 
plain to Akhmen-hotep that both men had been deeply scarred by the 
horrors they had witnessed six months before. The Grand Hierophant was a 
gaunt, hollow-eyed figure, his face aged beyond his years since the fateful 
battle. Though still a powerful and influential figure in the city, Memnet 
had grown increasingly distant and withdrawn with each passing year. 
Pakh-amn had suffered even worse since his return to the city. Akhmen- 
hotep had made no secret of the young noble’s precipitous withdrawal from 
the battlefield, and his early return to Ka-Sabar, more than three days ahead 
of the king, caused many in the city to question Pakh-amn’s courage. For 
more than a year after the battle he was absent from the king’s court, and 
rumours circulated that he had turned to the milk of the black lotus to 
escape the pain of his disgrace. He, too, was sunken-eyed and brooding, his 
fingers trembling as he held a cup of wine with both hands. 


Akhmen-hotep studied the council for a moment, and then nodded gravely 
to his vizier. 


“Bring him forth,” the king commanded. The vizier bowed once more and 
withdrew down the stairs. Less than a minute later they heard the measured 
tread of the king’s Ushabti, and four of the devoted rose into view, escorting 
a very old priest, who wore the vibrant yellow robes of a servant of Ptra. 
Despite his advanced years, the emissary moved with surprising confidence 
and strength, and his dark eyes were keen and bright. His gaze fell upon 
Memnet, and the Grand Hierophant leapt from his chair as though stung. 


“Nebunefer! The blessings of Ptra be upon you, holy one,” Memnet 
stammered. “The Grand Hierophant clutched at his hands and bowed 
deeply. This is an unexpected honour—” 


Mahrak’s emissary forestalled Memnet with an upraised hand. 


“Be still,” he commanded roughly. “I haven’t come to inspect your coffers, 
Grand Hierophant. I bring tidings to your brother the king.” Nebunefer 
inclined his head respectfully to Akhmen-hotep. “Blessings of the Great 
Father be upon you, King of the Bronze City.” 


“And to you,” Akhmen-hotep replied neutrally. “It has been some time 
since an emissary arrived from the City of Hope. Do the desert storms 
scourge Mahrak as well?” Nebunefer arched a thin eyebrow at the king. 
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“The storms are our creation, great one. The Hieratic Council has gone to 
great lengths to keep the blasphemer in Khemri at bay so that you and your 
allies can recover from your terrible losses.” The king considered 
Nebunefer for a moment. 


“We thank the council for its aid,” he said carefully. “Does this mean that 
Mahrak is ready to send its warrior-priests into battle against the Usurper?” 
Nebunefer gave the king a terse shake of the head. 


“The time is not yet right,” he replied. “The Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras 
have raised new armies and are ready to resume the crusade against the 
blasphemer.” 


“Ah. I see,’ Akhmen-hotep said. “So the Hieratic Council has at last 
cleansed Quatar of its terrible curse?” The emissary paused. 


“The plague has been allowed to run its course,” he replied. “Many of the 
city’s noble families survived, including Nemuhareb and the royal family, 
as well as a few hundred soldiers that had been quartered inside the White 
Palace, but the rest suffered terribly,” Akhmen-hotep nodded gravely. 


“The caravans from the north brought terrible stories: streets covered in ash 
and human bones, houses barricaded from within and filled with mutilated 
bodies, and Charnel pits filled with burned skulls. In truth, Quatar is a city 
of the dead.” 


“And so the monster’s army grows,” Pakh-amn said, raising his red-rimmed 
eyes to stare at the emissary. His voice was little more than a croak, and his 
teeth were stained a dark blue from years of drinking the milk of the lotus. 
“The dead in their tens of thousands are his to command, priest. Quatar is 
under siege even as we speak!” For a brief moment Nebunefer was taken 
aback by the vehemence in Pakh-amn’s voice. 


“The Hieratic Council has heard the stories of the battle at Zandri,” he said, 
“and steps have been taken to put the citizens of Quatar beyond Nagash’s 
reach. The surviving members of the city’s mortuary cult worked day and 
night to seal the dead into carefully warded tombs in the city necropolis.” 
The emissary turned his attention back to the king. “What is more, the 
accounts of fighting at Zandri and Bhagar tell us that either Nagash or one 
of his so-called immortals must be present to raise the bodies of the dead, 
and he will not have that opportunity at Quatar.” The king clasped his broad 
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hands behind his back and looked out across the eastern quarter of the city, 
feeling the breath of Geheb against his skin. 


“You said that Rasetra and Lybaras have raised new armies.” 


“Rasetra marches for the Valley of Kings even as we speak. Rakh-amn- 
hotep has mustered every warrior his city possesses, and even includes 
companies of savage jungle beasts in his army. Hekhmenukep and the 
wairior-engineers of Lybaras have emptied their fabled arsenals and are 
hastening to Quatar with a legion of dreadful war machines to counter the 
blasphemer’s undead horde. Within the month they will be encamped 
outside Quatar, and will march upon the Living City as soon as the signs are 
propitious.” 


Pakh-amn muttered darkly into his wine cup and took a long swallow. 
Akhmen-hotep shot the nobleman a hard look, but said nothing. Instead, he 
drew a deep breath and turned to Nebunefer. 


“What does the Hieratic Council want from Ka-Sabar?” he asked. The 
emissary smiled faintly at the king’s frank manner. 


“Our spies in Khemri have reported that Nagash has not been idle since he 
laid his curse upon Quatar. He has bent the Kings of Numas and Zandri to 
his will and emptied his coffers to raise a mighty army. They are 
marshalling on the plains outside the Living City, though the constant 
storms have slowed their movements considerably,” Nebunefer paused. “It 
is possible that the army is intended for Ka-Sabar, great king, but the 
council thinks it more likely that they will head for Quatar first and seal off 
the Valley of the Kings.” Akhmen-hotep nodded. 


“Nagash is no fool,” he said. “If he can hold Rasetra and Lybaras at bay by 
seizing the Gates of the Dawn, then he can deal with us at his leisure.” The 
king considered the situation. The size of the eastern armies would work 
against them on the march, slowing their progress almost to a crawl. The 
armies of the Usurper, on the other hand, were closer to Quatar, and could 
move with much greater speed. Nagash did not have to burden himself with 
food and water for his troops, after all. The thought sent a shudder down the 
king’s spine. 


“The next few weeks will be crucial,” Nebunefer continued. “Rasetra and 
Lybaras must safely cross the Valley of Kings. Once they have reached the 
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plains beyond, the advantage in battle will be theirs. Thus, we must take 
steps to draw Nagash’s attention away from Quatar for a time.” A heavy 
silence descended upon the council chamber, broken only by the hissing 
breath of the god. Memnet glanced fearfully from his brother to Nebunefer. 


“What would you have us do, holy one?” he asked in a wavering voice. 


“We propose attacking Nagash from an unexpected quarter,” the emissary 
replied, his dark eyes glinting. “For all his supposed genius, the blasphemer 
is also a petty and arrogant king. Any defeat, no matter how small, is an 
insult to his overweening pride, and he will be compelled to respond.” 
Nebunefer spread his hands. “The Bronze Host is in an ideal position to 
launch such a blow.” Akhmen-hotep frowned at the man. 


“And where would you have us strike?” he asked. 
“At Bel Aliad, on the other side of the Great Desert.” 


Pakh-amn let out a choking sound, spraying wine over the rim of his tilted 
cup. The haggard nobleman’s gasping coughs quickly dissolved into 
mirthless laughter as he lurched drunkenly from his chair. Many of the 
council’s young noblemen looked to one another in embarrassment and 
dismay, but some few joined Pakh-amn in laughter, believing they 
understood the point of the joke. 


“A daring plan from a bunch of cowering priests,” Pakh-amn spat, fixing 
Nebunefer with a hateful glare. “Your precious council sits on perfumed 
cushions and leaves us to do battle with the armies of the damned! You’ve 
heard stories of what happened at Zandri, but you weren’t there! The sky 
didn’t boil with darkness over your head! Your friends weren’t turned into 
hissing, clawing corpses!” 


Akhmen-hotep took two long strides across the council chamber and smote 
the Master of Horse on the side of the head. The nobleman was knocked 
from his feet, his empty goblet clattering musically across the stones. 
Swords flashed as the king’s Ushabti stepped forwards, ready to act upon 
Akhmen-hotep’s command. 


“Shame me once more, Pakh-amn, and I will kill you,” the king said coldly. 
“Now begone. The council has no further need for you.” 
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At a nod from the king, the four Ushabti stepped forwards and surrounded 
the nobleman. Pakh-amn climbed unsteadily to his feet, rubbing his hand 
over the red welt left by the king’s open hand. With a last, hateful look at 
Nebunefer, the Master of Horse was escorted swiftly from the hall. 


The king waited until Pakh-amn had disappeared from sight before bowing 
his head to the emissary. 


“My apologies,” he said. “Ka-Sabar means no insult to our honoured allies. 
That said, surely you must appreciate the... challenges... of such an 
undertaking. As you said, Bel Aliad lies on the other side of the Great 
Desert. Travelling around it would take months, and would bring us 
dangerously close to Khemri along the way.” 


“We do not propose travelling around the desert, but through it,” Nebunefer 
replied. “There are ancient routes across the sands that caravans used to 
travel in centuries past.” 


“Many of the oases along those routes have long since dried up,” the king 
said, “and they would not have been enough to support an army in any 
case.” The emissary smiled. 


“The desert holds more secrets than you know, Akhmen-hotep. The bandit 
princes of Bhagar could and did move large bands of horsemen across the 
desert virtually at will, and we know that there are almost a hundred 
Bhagarite refugees here in the city. Put the question to them, great one. 
They can lead you across the desert.” 


“Why should they?” the king asked. The question took the priest aback. 


“Why? For revenge, of course,” he said. “Nagash must pay for what he did 
to Bhagar. Do you not agree?” Akhmen-hotep ignored the emissary’s 
question. 


“And if we attack Bel Aliad, what then?” he asked. 


“You occupy the city for a time,” the emissary said. “Loot the homes of the 
noblemen and the spice markets. Slay those who support the blasphemer in 
Khemri. When word reaches the Living City that you have conquered the 
city, Nagash will be forced to order his army to move against you. From Bel 
Aliad you could threaten the city of Zandri, and that is something that he 
cannot allow. By the time his warriors arrive, you will have already 


2126 XRN 


disappeared back into the desert, and the blasphemer’s army will have been 
drawn hundreds of leagues in the opposite direction from Quatar.” 


Nebunefer’s proposition deeply unsettled the king. Occupy the city? Loot 
its riches and slay its leaders out of hand? That was the way of barbarians, 
not civilised Nehekharans, but the Usurper had done far worse at Bhagar, 
and would not stop there. As king, he had a duty to defend his people, 
regardless of the cost. He could only hope that the gods would forgive him 
when it came time for his soul to be judged. Akhmen-hotep turned to his 
brother. “What say you, Grand Hierophant?” he asked. 


Memnet blanched under the king’s searching gaze. The Grand Hierophant 
was but a shadow of his former self. Gone was the proud, confident 
religious leader that six years ago had demanded vengeance for the deaths 
of his fellow priests. He had come away from the battlefield at Zandri a 
changed man, wounded to his very soul by what he had seen and done. He 
had grown distant from the king since then, and had never spoken of the 
price he’d paid for calling down the fires of his god against the Usurper. 


The Grand Hierophant tucked his hands into his sleeves and once more 
glanced fearfully from the king to Nebunefer. With an effort of will, he 
gathered his courage and said, “Lead us, oh king, and we will follow.” 


Akhmen-hotep drew a deep breath and nodded gravely. Outside, the breath 
of the god fell still. 


“Then it is decided,” the priest king said. “Sound the trumpets and call forth 
our warriors. The Bronze Host marches once again to war.” 
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ELEVEN 
The Game of Kings 


Quatar, the White Palace, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


Rakh-amn-hotep, Priest King of Rasetra, clenched the railing of the sky- 
boat with his scarred, stubby fingers the moment he heard the warning 
grumble of the wind spirits overhead. Sure enough, there was a crackle of 
canvas and the huge air bladder contracted along its thirty-yard length, 
pitching the wooden hull of the sky-boat downwards like a ship cresting the 
peak of a towering wave. The king bit back a startled shout as the craft 
descended in a swift, graceful arc out of the Valley of Kings and over the 
crescent-shaped wall of the Gates of the Dawn. 


Standing at the prow of the sky-boat, Rakh-amn-hotep felt hot, chalky wind 
buffet his face and watched the dusty ground race past with terrifying 
speed. They were past the fortifications sealing the western end of the 
valley in less than a minute, and through teary eyes he could see the 
gleaming stones of the Temple Road winding down the gentle slope 
towards the city of Quatar. The walls of the city and the central palace were 
a faint cream colour, Ptra’s blessed sun having bleached away much of the 
ghastly red stains left by Nagash’s cursed rain. If the god was kind, within 
another ten years there would be no sign of the nightmare that the Usurper 
had inflicted upon the city. 


The great plains of central Nehekhara stretched beyond the city, a vast, 
rolling vista of sandy soil marked with trade roads in lines of white stone. 
To the king’s relief, the air bladder overhead swelled once more in answer 
to the chorus of chanting priests at the craft’s notional stern, and the sky- 
boat levelled out several hundred feet above the ground. Fighting to control 
his lurching stomach, the king could see the sharp-edged flanks of the 
Brittle Peaks stretching in a vast line to the north and south, and the broad 
ribbon of the life-giving River Vitae winding off to the west, towards the 
distant sea. The southern flank of the river was bordered with a thick band 
of vibrant green, while to the north stretched the rich fields of the Plains of 
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Plenty, where the horse lords of Numas tended their herds and harvested the 
grain that fed much of Nehekhara. 


To the king’s relief, he saw no columns of dust or swarms of metal-clad 
figures making their way across the plains towards Quatar. The rolling 
plains were empty, all the way to the glinting, mist-wrapped Fountains of 
Eternal Life, many leagues to the north-west. Nagash’s armies still had not 
stirred from the fields outside Khemri, which lay hidden behind a smudge 
of ominous purple clouds just at the edge of the north-west horizon. For the 
moment at least, Quatar and the forces encamped outside it were safe. 


A vast, orderly camp had sprung up in the wide fields west of the city. Lines 
of dun-coloured tents were laid in neat rows, organised by company and 
arrayed around a central square containing parade grounds, supply tents and 
portable smithies. Neat columns of unhitched chariots filled an open square 
near a makeshift horse corral, and three adjoining fields were filled with 
huge, hulking shapes wreathed in tendrils of steam and thin wisps of darker 
sacrificial smoke. Rakh-amn-hotep saw huge catapults, war scorpions and 
towering giants made of carved wood and bronze plates. The army of 
Lybaras had arrived with all its strength, and it was a fearsome sight to the 
battle-hardened king. 


The air spirits hissed and grumbled overhead, and with a creak of timbers 
and a groan of cables the great sky-boat swung around and began to 
descend. Rakh-amn-hotep saw that they were making for a large plain to the 
south of the Temple Road, less than a mile from the perimeter of the 
Lybaran camp. Three other sky-boats were already grounded on the sandy 
plain, unloading jars of supplies to long lines of waiting slaves. The sky- 
boats were hidden beneath the vast bladders of canvas, which contained the 
air spirits that kept the craft aloft. Built from modified river boat hulls, they 
hung beneath the bladders from a web of stout cables thicker than a man’s 
arm. Each hull could carry a huge amount of cargo in its holds, including an 
entire company of soldiers, if their stomachs were up to the trip. 


When the Lybaran sky-boat had found the Rasetran army a week ago and 
offered to carry Rakh-amn-hotep ahead to Quatar, the king had left much of 
his baggage behind and loaded the boat with a mixed company of Ushabti 
and heavy infantry. Their frightened cries and queasy groans had been a 
never-ending source of amusement to the sky-boat’s small crew. The king 
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didn’t envy the slaves who would be given the task of washing out the 
cargo holds. 


The craft sank in a slow, graceful arc towards the field, drifting slightly 
south and gliding to a stop with a crunch of sand and gravel, just like a river 
boat sliding up to the shore. By the time that one of the boat’s acolytes had 
thrown a rope ladder over the side, the first of the king’s Ushabti were 
staggering up onto the deck and turning their faces gratefully to the sun. 
Smothering a wry grin at their discomfort, the king ordered his troops to 
disembark first. He did not have long to wait. 


During the disembarkation, a trio of chariots arrived from the city, driven 
by members of Hekhmenukep’s royal household. One of the king’s viziers 
climbed carefully down from the lead chariot and waited patiently for 
Rakh-amn-hotep to descend from the sky-boat. He bowed low as the King 
of Rasetra stepped clear of the ladder. 


“My master the Priest King of Lybaras sends you greetings, great one,” the 
vizier said. “He asks you meet with him in the White Palace, where he 
would offer you some refreshment after your journey.” 


The stout king planted his feet on the sand and swayed drunkenly. His body 
felt like it was still falling through the air, and his knees were as weak as a 
newborn’s. 


“Lead on,” he said with a distracted wave, and tried to concentrate on 
walking the ten yards to the waiting chariots without pitching forwards onto 
his face. 


Once the king and his Ushabti were aboard, the chariots wheeled around in 
a tight circle and clattered across the landing field towards the Temple 
Road. The ride smoothed out considerably once they reached the road’s 
stone surface, and soon the drivers had their horses dashing down the road 
at a ground-eating canter. After the heady rush of air travel the pace seemed 
sluggish to the men of Rasetra. 


Within half an hour the stained walls of Quatar loomed before the chariots, 
and Rakh-amn-hotep saw that the city gates were open and empty of traffic, 
even though it was early afternoon. Only a handful of warriors stood guard 
upon the walls, and the king noted that they wore the dun kilts of Lybaran 
soldiers rather than the bleached white of Quatar’s tomb guard. 
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He had heard that the city had suffered greatly in the grip of Nagash’s foul 
curse, but Rakh-amn-hotep had no idea what that truly meant until the 
chariots passed through the open gate and onto an empty street that had 
once led to the city’s bustling marketplace. The houses and shops lining the 
road were covered in a fine layer of white ash, and many doorways were 
streaked with soot from fires set during the plague. Piles of desiccated 
refuse lay heaped in the narrow alleys or along the sides of the street, but 
there were no animals rooting through the mess in search of a meal. A 
heavy pall of silence hung over the scene, muffling even the rattle and 
squeak of the chariot wheels. The acrid reek of burnt wood and charred 
flesh permeated the still air. Far off to the north-east, pillars of grey smoke 
rose languidly into the sky as the priests of the mortuary cult committed still 
more corpses to Ptra’s cleansing flames. 


The plague had been over for more than a year, and the survivors were still 
dealing with the bodies that had been left behind. 


They rode on through the empty bazaar, stirring up clouds of ash and dust, 
and then through the Merchants’ Quarter. Here the king’s experienced eye 
saw the telltale signs of past violence. Many of the homes had been looted 
by bands of maddened plague victims, and piles of broken furniture and 
shattered pottery lay in drifts outside the smoke-stained doorways. Ominous 
Stains against the walls of some homes hinted at the dire fates of their 
owners. 


As bad as the destruction was in the Merchants’ Quarter, the noble districts 
beyond had suffered even worse, as though the citizens pinned the blame 
for their misery squarely on their king and his supporters. All of the homes 
had been broken into and burned, and even the walls of some estates had 
been torn open by frenzied work with picks and spades. Walls had been 
toppled and roofs had fallen in when their wooden supports had finally 
burned through. Some time in the past, workers had cleared a path through 
the debris in the centre of the street, and the chariots were forced to ride 
single file past mounds of broken bricks and charred, splintered wood. 


It was only when they were nearly upon the stained walls of the White 
Palace that they came upon the first signs of life. The grand structure, built 
to rival then ultimately surpass the glories of Settra’s palace in Khemri, was 
surrounded by small ornamental parks and wide squares set with fountains 
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that were fed by springs running beneath the city. The parks were filled 
with weathered, ash-covered tents and ramshackle huts made from 
crumbling mud bricks, and gaunt, hollow-eyed figures in tattered robes 
clustered wearily around the dust-covered fountains, washing clothes or 
filling jugs with water. The few survivors of the plague years watched the 
chariots roll past with expressions of misery and dread. 


The White Palace rose like an island of stability amidst the squalor and 
despair of Quatar. Though its walls still bore the stains of Nagash’s vile 
curse, the palace had been completely untouched by the chaos and savagery 
that had gripped the rest of the city. Warriors of Quatar’s royal household 
stood guard at the palace gates, garbed in white leather armour and bearing 
their huge, curved swords. They bowed their heads gravely as the chariots 
rolled past, and the procession continued on down a wide avenue lined with 
towering statues of Djaf’s jackal-headed servants. To the west, Rakh-amn- 
hotep could see the white bulk of the mortuary temple, while to the east 
rose the forbidding Palace of the Dusk, the temple to the God of Death. The 
palace lay ahead, a sprawling structure faced with white marble that 
towered like a sphinx above every other building in the city. 


Rakh-amn-hotep’s escort carried him down the wide avenue and into a 
small square that opened before the palace’s wide steps. There, arrayed in 
serried ranks ten men deep, waited a company of warriors clad in the heavy 
scale armour of Rasetran infantry. A tall, broad-shouldered warrior whose 
skin glowed with the might of the sun god stood at their head. The 
champion raised his sword in salute as the chariots approached, and as one, 
the warriors let out an exultant cheer at the sight of their king. 


The chariots reined in before the assembled troops, and Rakh-amn-hotep 
ordered his driver to turn around so that he could better see and be seen by 
the Rasetran warriors. Smiling fiercely, the king raised his arms in greeting. 


“Stalwart souls!” he cried. “It has been too long since I have seen your 
faces, and I rejoice to see you in such fine spirits. For six long years you 
few have held this city in the face of calamity. For six long years you alone 
stood between the monster at Khemri and the kingdoms of the east. All of 
Rasetra knows of your brave deeds! Your names have been spoken with 
honour in the temples, and your families have been richly rewarded by my 
hand in gratitude for your service. Our brothers and cousins are on the 
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march, shaking the earth with their fury. Soon they will stand among you, 
and we will march east to finish the work we started so long ago!” 


Once more, the warriors let out a great cheer and clashed their maces 
against their shields in salute. Their faces split in proud smiles to hear of the 
king’s esteem, and only the hard look in their dark eyes hinted at the ordeal 
they had been forced to endure. Ekhreb, the king’s champion and 
commander of the detachment, sank to one knee as the king descended from 
the chariot. 


“None of that, by the gods!” Rakh-amn-hotep declared, waving his hand 
impatiently at his champion. “For all that you and your men have faced, you 
should never be asked to bow to another man again.” The king strode 
forwards and gripped the champion’s arms, nearly dragging the taller man 
onto his feet. 


“Welcome back, great one,” Ekhreb replied in a deep voice. The champion 
was powerfully built, blessed with the strength and vitality of one of Ptra’s 
favoured sons. His face was wide and his jaw square, and his dark eyes 
glinted beneath a heavy, jutting brow. Sunlight shone on his shaven head, 
and gleamed from the gold rings in his ears. 


His wide mouth quirked in a wry grin. “Six years is too long to be without 
your presence.” 


“You are too kind, my friend,” Rakh-amn-hotep replied. 


“Not at all. We thought you’d be back within the year. In fact, you said 
something along those lines just before you left.” 


“It’s possible that I might have been a bit optimistic in my estimate.” 


“We came to that same conclusion after the fourth year or so.” The two men 
chuckled, and then the king’s expression turned serious once more. 


“How bad was it?” he asked quietly. The grin left Ekhreb’s face, and his 
expression turned bleak as he struggled for the right words. Finally he 
sighed. 


“It was terrible,” he said. “None of us will lead virtuous lives after this. 
There is no hell that the gods can make that could equal what we faced here 
in Quatar.” Rakh-amn-hotep grimaced at the look in his champion’s face. 
He looked over the ranks of jubilant men at Ekhreb’s back. 
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“Is this all that remains? Barely a company of men out of forty thousand 
souls?” The champion nodded. 


“Only the gods know how many deserted and headed for home during the 
early months. We tried to stop them, but once the fever took hold of the 
populace it was all we could do just to stay alive. The Lybaran army was all 
but destroyed within the first six months. We survived only because we fell 
back and shut the palace gates against the mob.” Ekhreb shrugged. “Would 
that I could regale you with tales of courage, but the truth is that we hid 
behind these walls and prayed for our survival. Eventually we realised that 
the plague couldn’t find its way into the palace.” Rakh-amn-hotep frowned. 


“Why was that?” he asked. Ekhreb’s expression darkened. 


“We wondered about that as well,” he said. “In the end, the only 
explanation that made any sense was that Nagash didn’t want it to. 
Nemuhareb fears that the Usurper has a special fate in mind for him and his 
family.” The king’s frown deepened. 


“Has Nemuhareb caused any trouble?” Ekhreb shook his head. 


“None,” he said. “He is a broken man, drowning his nightmares in wine and 
the milk of the black lotus. We’re the only reason he hasn’t been deposed.” 


“I’m surprised there is anyone willing to take his place,” Rakh-amn-hotep 
muttered darkly. “How many citizens are left?” 


“The gods alone know,” Ekhreb replied. “Less than a thousand, for certain. 
We have search parties combing each district of the city, and we’re still 
finding bodies. The city is one vast tomb. It will take generations for the 
city to recover, if at all.” The king nodded. 


“T can see why the Lybarans chose to camp outside the walls,” he said. 
“What of our own army?” the champion inquired. “When will they arrive?” 


“It will be some weeks yet,” the king said with a sigh. “We were still 
several days from the Valley of Kings when the Lybaran sky-boat found us. 
It’s been slow going, all the way from Rasetra. We’ve got sixty thousand 
infantry and horsemen, plus another twelve thousand barbarian troops and 
their thunder lizards.” Rakh-amn-hotep shook his head. “I never should 
have let Guseb talk me into bringing the lizards along. So far, they’ve been 
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more trouble than they’re worth. Fortunately, it appears that Nagash is in no 
hurry to march on the city, which had been my greatest cause for concern.” 


“You can thank Hekhmenukep and Nebunefer for that,” Ekhreb said. 


“Nebunefer?” the king asked, his eyebrows rising in surprise. “What’s that 
old schemer doing back here?” 


“He arrived with the Lybarans,” the champion replied, “and then left almost 
at once for Ka-Sabar. Rumour has it, they’ve hatched a plan to keep Nagash 
distracted while we marshal our forces.” 


“I’m not sure I like the sound of that,” the king said, scowling up at the 
palace. “Come on, old friend,” he growled, beckoning to Ekhreb. “Time to 
find out what our allies have been up to while I’ve been away.” 


The black tower rose like a blade of stone in a swirling sea of sand. Just on 
the edge of the Great Desert, it was constantly assailed by the storms that 
howled across the hot dunes. The great blocks of basalt that comprised the 
tower’s outer surface had been smoothed to a mirror finish by the scouring 
sand. The sound it made against the stone was like the hissing of a hundred 
thousand hungry snakes, seeking the slightest crack or flaw to work their 
way inside. 


Yet, work on the tower continued, even in the teeth of the raging wind. Day 
and night it went on. An army of slaves shaped stones and carried them to 
the base of the tower, where still more labourers dragged them up a vast, 
spiral ramp that wound sinuously around the tall spire to a height of more 
than two hundred feet. The ramp was made of wood and hides, and lashed 
together with thick coils of rope, and it wavered and trembled appallingly in 
the storm. It had collapsed many times, toppled by raging gales of wind or 
sawn through by the abrasive sand, and each time, scores of labourers were 
crushed beneath the weight of fallen timbers and splintered stone. 


The lucky ones did not rise again. Most, however, pushed aside the fallen 
beams or clawed their way out through the sand, digging with ragged hands 
or the pointed tips of finger bones. Some squirmed right out of the ragged 
scraps of flesh and muscle that had once clothed their gleaming bones. 
Their strength was born of pure, relentless will, lashing at their trapped 
souls like a scourge. 
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The people of Bhagar did not know hunger, or pain, or fatigue. The last of 
them had died more than three years before at the feet of Arkhan’s black 
tower, fitting the foundation stones into place. The breath of their god raged 
impotently around them, scourging their bodies and hollowing out their 
eyes, and yet the tower continued to grow. 


Constructing the tower had been an idea of Arkhan’s for some time, dating 
back to the early construction of his master’s mighty pyramid. When he 
found himself in possession of several thousand slaves after the conquest of 
Bhagar, the vizier saw his opportunity. While his master focused on raising 
his armies at Khemri, Arkhan proposed building the citadel to guard the 
city’s southern approaches against another attack from distant Ka-Sabar, or 
perhaps even a revolt in the Spice City of Bel Aliad. The Undying King 
considered this, and agreed. 


In truth, Arkhan wished to distance himself from Nagash for an entirely 
different reason: namely, the king’s life-giving elixir. He chafed at the 
power that Nagash had over him by virtue of that terrible draught, but still 
its sorcerous formula eluded him. If he were to continue to serve the king 
from his seat at the black tower then Nagash would have no choice but to 
show the vizier how to craft the elixir for himself, or so he had thought. 


Every six months a courier arrived from Khemri bearing a sealed chest that 
contained six vials of the elixir, just enough for one drink per month. The 
privation left him weak and thirsty all the time, and despite his best efforts 
he could never save enough of the liquid to study its properties for any 
length of time. 


For the first two years after the slaughter at Bhagar the slaves had dug deep 
into the rocky soil with crude picks and shovels, creating the first of the 
tower’s many floors more than fifty feet underground. Arkhan summoned 
stonemasons from Khemri to guide the slaves in their work, while his 
undead horsemen stood watch from the surrounding dunes. Later, the slaves 
were sent back to their home city and set to work demolishing their homes 
for the stone needed to shape the tower’s foundation. 


The deepest of the underground vaults was set aside for Arkhan. Although 
nothing like the grand eminence of his master’s marble crypt, the chambers 
served the immortal’s immediate needs. It had taken most of a year to move 
his household from the Living City to the distant tower due to the raging 


2136 XRN 


storms, and many loyal servants perished along the way. The rest he killed 
with poison as soon as they arrived. They waited upon him in the gloom of 
his sanctum, their shrivelled bodies wrapped in robes of blackest linen and 
wrought with arcane sigils of preservation. 


Arkhan was within his inner sanctum, poring over scrolls of arcane lore and 
studying the ruby depths of one of his precious vials of elixir when he heard 
a faint, hissing rustle in the dark comers of the room. For the briefest instant 
he thought that the questing sand had finally found its way inside the black 
tower, driven by the implacable hate of Khsar the Faceless, whose people 
Arkhan had murdered. Pure terror coursed through the immortal’s veins. 
Then, in a flash he snatched up a guttering lamp and advanced across the 
room, banishing the deep shadows before him. 


Lamplight glittered on shining black carapaces. Scarabs were pouring from 
cracks in the stonework and flowing in a seething carpet across the 
sanctum’s floor. 


Arkhan took a step back, clenching the vial of elixir tightly in his hand as 
he prepared to cast a fiery incantation. The scarabs came together in the 
centre of the chamber, leaping into the air with a dry clatter of wings and 
Swirling into a seething, glittering cloud. 


The words of the incantation died upon Arkhan’s lips as the cloud took on a 
familiar shape. 


“Loyal servant,” said a voice from the depths of the rustling cloud. It was 
born of scraping mandibles and buzzing wings, scrabbling legs and dusty 
carapaces, but its identity was unmistakeable. Stunned, Arkhan bowed 
before the visage of Nagash. 


“T am here, master,” the vizier said, tucking the vial into his sleeve. “What 
is your command?” 


“Our enemies march against us once more,” the necromancer said. The 
vague outline of Nagash’s face turned towards the vizier. “New armies are 
gathering at Quatar, and the Bronze Host crosses the Great Desert to strike 
at Bel Aliad.” 


“Crossing the desert? Impossible!” Arkhan exclaimed. “The storms—” 
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“The storms are the work of the craven priests of Mahrak,” Nagash hissed. 
“They hope to hinder our efforts and conceal the movements of their troops. 
Even now, refugees from Bhagar are leading the warriors of Ka-Sabar along 
the secret pathways of the desert tribes. They will reach Bel Aliad within a 
fortnight. They do not know, however, that there is a traitor in their midst, 
one who has worshipped me for many years, since the defeat at Zedri. He 
will deliver the Bronze Host into our hands, and then the City of Bronze 
itself!” 


Arkhan’s mind raced as he considered the sudden turn of events. 
“My watriors stand ready, master,” he said. “What would you have us do?” 


“Take your undead horseman and ride for Bel Aliad,” the necromancer said. 
“Once you arrive, this is what you must do.” 


The necromancer told Arkhan of his plan in hissing, crackling tones. The 
vizier listened with his head bowed low, contemplating the downfall of 
Akhmen-hotep and the people of Ka-Sabar. 
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TWELVE 
Designs upon a Crown 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 44th year of Geheb the Mighty 
(-1962 Imperial Reckoning) 


The slave girl knelt on the stone floor in the centre of the magical circle, her 
body rigid with agony as Nagash intoned the Incantation of Reaping. Only 
two days before, she had arrived in the Living City on a slave ship from 
Zandri, taken in a raid on the barbarian lands to the far north. Bright blue 
eyes stared up at Nagash in mindless terror. Her mouth gaped wide in a 
frozen shriek of pain, revealing fine, white teeth and a squirming tongue. 
Her shoulders trembled as she struggled for breath. The Grand Hierophant 
had been careful to allow her muscles just enough flexibility for her to 
breathe enough air so that she could remain conscious and alert. It had 
taken many months and countless experiments before he was capable of 
such precise control. 


Nagash’s powerful voice echoed from the stone walls of his sanctum 
beneath the Great Pyramid as he continued the remorseless, savage chant. 
He spoke in Nehekhem, not in the debased, snake-like tongue of his 
prisoners. His knowledge of their barbaric magic had grown in leaps and 
bounds in the three years since he’d slain that hapless fool Imhep. The 
spilling of blood, the unwinding of a living spirit from its bindings of flesh 
and bone, these things were second nature to him now. 


The words of the ritual rang like the tolling of a bell, rising in tempo as 
Nagash focused his will upon the slave girl’s labouring heart. Her heartbeat 
began to hammer in time with his chanting voice, and the air between them 
crackled with invisible power. The Grand Hierophant clenched his fists and 
felt the warmth of the girl’s life force against his skin. His voice rose to an 
exultant shriek as the chant rose in tempo, and wisps of smoke began to curl 
from the slave’s pale skin. Her trembling ceased. Veins stood out starkly at 
her temples and along the sides of her throat. Nagash felt the beat of her 
heart rise to a glorious crescendo. Then her body gave a single, violent 
spasm and exploded into a column of hissing green flame. 
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Nagash plunged his hands into the seething inferno, feeling the power race 
along his skin as he seized the slave girl’s throat. With an inhaled breath and 
an exertion of will, he drew her life force into him. His veins burned, and 
her final cries rang soundlessly along his bones. It was over in a moment, 
and her body, drained of every dreg of power, collapsed in a heap of 
steaming bones at Nagash’s feet. 


This was but a prelude, a gathering of strength for the real work that was 
about to begin. Wrapped in ethereal mist and glowing with unholy energy, 
the Grand Hierophant stretched out his arms once more and turned his 
attention to the wooden cage just a few feet beyond the edge of the magic 
circle. Dusky figures stirred inside, half-hidden by the shifting shadows cast 
by the room’s guttering oil lamps. They were siblings, a young man and a 
woman in the full bloom of youth and of noble birth, whom Khefru had 
found in the wine houses near the docks. The discovery had been a stroke of 
luck. Nagash’s requirements for his next experiment had been very specific, 
and he had been forced to wait months for the pair to fall into the young 
priest’s clutches. 


With the last syllables of the Incantation of Reaping still echoing in the 
chamber, Nagash began his next ritual. The first phrases were simple 
enough, serving to focus the Grand Hierophant’s concentration, but grew 
swiftly in cadence and complexity as the first stages of the transformation 
began. 


He had learned very quickly that there were limits to the power of a human 
soul. When Imhep breathed his last and poured out his lifeblood onto 
Nagash’s hands, the Grand Hierophant felt his veins turn to fire and 
believed himself a god, but that wondrous energy faded all too quickly. A 
single human life could fuel a minor druchii spell, but no more. Malchior 
had responded to his frustrations with a shrug. A soul was but a puff of 
breath compared to the wild winds of magic that fuelled the druchii’s 
greater rituals. 


The warlock had known this all along. It was yet another of the barbarians’ 
devious traps. Malchior could fulfil the letter of their agreement by teaching 
Nagash the incantations and rituals of druchii magic lore in the full 
knowledge that the Grand Hierophant would never amass enough power to 
attempt the more potent spells. Such an effort would require scores, if not 
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hundreds of souls, a process that was far too unwieldy to perform in a single 
rite, and on too large a scale to avoid notice by Thutep and the city nobles. 
No doubt Malchior hoped that Nagash’s lust for power would tempt him to 
recklessness and self-destruction. Instead, the Grand Hierophant began to 
apply his new-found powers in another direction, namely the accumulated 
arcane lore of Settra’s mortuary cult. 


For more than two thousand years, the cult of eternal life had plumbed the 
dark mysteries of life and death. Their ancient tomes were filled with 
theoretical rituals to harness the soul and manipulate the invisible workings 
of flesh and bone. Until now, however, their practical rites were minor in 
comparison to those of the druchii, because the liche priests depended on 
the gifts of the gods to fuel their incantations. All that had changed when 
Imhep had poured out his lifeblood over Nagash’s hands. 


This new incantation was based upon an older rite found in the cult’s body 
of arcane lore. Nagash had spent the better part of a year altering and 
refining the ritual to suit his plans. Now he would put it to the test. 


The arcane chant rolled like thunder from Nagash’s tongue, driven by the 
energies stolen from the slave girl. He focused on the two shadowy forms 
crouching at the far end of their cage and extended his hands towards them. 
At once, the young siblings collapsed to the floor, moaning in fear and pain. 
Power flowed from his fingertips and played across their naked forms. 


Nagash performed the incantation for nearly an hour, until the last vestiges 
of stolen energy sped from his fingertips. As the rite concluded, he spoke a 
single name. 


“Shepresh,” he said, and lowered his arms. Silence fell, punctuated by soft, 
choking sounds from inside the cage and the swish of an ink brush from the 
corner of the sanctum to Nagash’s left. 


Khefru continued to note his observations in a huge, leather-bound book for 
several long minutes after the rite was completed. Nagash’s erstwhile tutors 
were absent. Since he had begun to apply his new-found abilities to the lore 
of the mortuary cult, the Grand Hierophant found that he required the 
presence of the druchii less and less. Soon, Nagash suspected that their 
long-term arrangement would finally come to an end. 
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The young priest made a final note with his brush and glanced up at his 
master. 


“Was the rite successful?” he asked. Nagash spared a final glance towards 
the mewling figures at the bottom of the cage and waved dismissively. 


“Tt is too early to tell,” he said, striding carefully from the circle. “The 
transformation has only begun to take root. I shall know more when I return 
later tonight.” The Grand Hierophant folded his arms across his chest. 
“Have you seen to the preparations inside the city?” 


Khefru nodded gravely as he capped the ink-pot and set his brush aside. 
The past six years had taken a toll upon the former noble. Though still very 
young by Nehekharan standards, the priest had grown haggard and sunken- 
eyed in service to his master’s increasingly dangerous pursuits. His face 
was Sallow and puffy from too many nights spent in wine houses searching 
for his master’s victims, and he’d taken to shaving his head to conceal the 
streaks of grey that had begun to sprout at his temples. The long scar on the 
left side of his face cut a jagged white furrow across his fleshy cheek. 


“All is in readiness, master,” he replied. “The house has been made ready, 
and the slaves know their tasks.” Nagash studied Khefru warily. 


“You sound reluctant,” he said. Khefru closed the tome carefully and lifted 
it from the writing table. 


“Tt is not for me to say, master,” he answered, returning it to a shelf laden 
with similar volumes. 


“True enough,” the Grand Hierophant replied. “Tell me, nonetheless.” 


The young priest considered his words carefully. “What you are 
contemplating is reckless,” he began. “These men are cowards and fools. 
They will betray you in an instant—” 


“They will have far more to gain from me than from my brother,” Nagash 
cut in. “Just as you did, if you recall.” 


“That’s not how they will see it,” Khefru persisted. “They have no power, 
no wealth or influence. Thutep and the great houses would crush them, and 
they know it. No amount of persuasion will convince them otherwise.” 
Nagash smiled coldly. 
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“Persuade them? Hardly. When the time comes, they will have persuaded 
themselves.” 


Khefru’s gaze drifted to the cage at the far side of the room. His expression 
grew Strained. 


“Haven’t we tempted fate enough?” he asked. “I’ve lost count of all the 
people we’ve killed. Rumours are starting to spread through the river 
districts.” 


“Fate?” Nagash spat. “Fate is a notion that weak minds use to excuse their 
failures.” The Grand Hierophant stepped close to the young priest. “Have 
you grown weak, Khefru? Our work has only just begun.” The young priest 
met Nagash’s eyes, and his face went pale. 


“No, master,” he said quickly. “I’m not weak. Command me, and I will 
serve.” Nagash studied Khefru’s face for a long moment. 


“Let us go, then,” he said, and turned away. 


Khefru watched the Grand Hierophant leave the dimly lit chamber and 
begin the long, winding trek to the surface. A wet, gurgling cough came 
from the deep shadows within the cage. With a last, dreadful look at the 
squirming forms inside, the priest hurried quickly after his master. 


It was approaching midnight in the world beyond the crypt. Neru hung, 
bright and full, above the vast necropolis, limning the stone structures in 
ghostly silver light and creating pools of inky blackness in the narrow lanes 
between, while Sakhmet, the Green Witch, shone baleful and red just above 
the eastern horizon. Nagash and Khefru made their way alone among the 
houses of the dead, listening to the chatter of jackals among the poorer 
crypts to the south-west. They encountered no dangers on their trek to the 
distant road. In times past it was not unknown for gangs of thieves and 
grave robbers to prowl among the vast city of tombs, but that had come to 
an end within the last few years. Rumours abounded in the city that 
something dark and terrible had taken root in Khemri’s necropolis, and 
those who braved its streets after dark were never seen again. 


The Grand Hierophant had certainly not lacked for subjects in the early 
days of his studies, nor had his tutors lacked for entertainment. 
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They walked in silence along the mortuary road, past neglected shrines 
half-covered in sand and marked with bird droppings. Bright moonlight 
painted the slopes of the distant dunes and silhouetted the broad sweep of a 
heron’s wings as it took flight from the river bank to the north. A pack of 
jackals followed the pair a short way from the necropolis, their low-slung 
forms loping along the crests of the dunes and their eyes shining like 
polished coins as they studied the two men. With every mile, the scavengers 
edged closer and closer to the pair, until finally Nagash turned and fixed the 
largest of the pack with a challenging glare. The pack leader held the 
necromancer’s stare for a few moments, and then let out a ghoulish, 
yapping cry and disappeared over the crest of a sand dune with the rest of 
the pack close behind. 


The gates to the Living City were shut for the night, but the Grand 
Hierophant was allowed in without so much as a challenge. By ancient 
tradition, the priests of Settra’s cult were allowed to come and go through 
the Gates of Usirian at any time of the day or night, owing to their duties 
among the crypts outside the city. Beyond the gate, the streets of the Temple 
district were quiet. Distantly, the two men could hear the faint chants of the 
priestesses of Neru rising from their temple compound as they went about 
their nightly vigil, warding Khemri from the spirits of the wastes. 


Just beyond the temple district, Khefru led his master to a predetermined 
alley, where a palanquin and eight nervous-looking bearers waited. Nagash 
was ushered quickly inside and the bearers set off at once, making their way 
into the Merchant’s District and turning north, where wine houses and dens 
of vice lined the side streets just south of the city’s wealthy 
neighbourhoods. 


Here the streets were still well-travelled, even at such a late hour. Groups of 
drunken men staggered to and from the taverns and gambling houses, or 
crouched outside the shops and passed jars of beer or played games of dice. 
Young, grubby-faced children ran along the lanes, offering to help the 
drunkest souls find their destinations, and relieving them of their coin along 
the way. Fights broke out as dice games grew heated or drunken arguments 
got out of hand. Small bands of dour city watchmen prowled the area armed 
with lanterns and stout, bronze-capped staves, scattering the worst 
troublemakers with angry shouts and sharp blows to the offenders’ 
shoulders and legs. 
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The palanquin made its way unnoticed among the late-night revellers and 
scowling watchmen, finally turning right down a narrow alley close to 
Coppersmith Street. Khefru jogged ahead of the palanquin to a recessed 
door lit by a small, hanging oil lamp. The priest rapped softly as the bearers 
lowered the palanquin to the ground. With a rattle of bolts, the door swung 
open just as Nagash emerged into the night air. Glancing warily up and 
down the dark alley, the Grand Hierophant stepped quickly through the 
doorway into a small, rubbish-strewn courtyard. Two of Nagash’s 
household slaves bowed low to their master and quickly secured the door 
behind him. 


The Grand Hierophant took in the courtyard with a single, disdainful 
glance. Sand covered the cracked flagstones, and weeds grew in the 
stagnant water of a long-dead fountain. Rats scuttled through the shadows 
along the foot of the pockmarked walls. 


“This hovel was the best you could find?” he asked Khefru. 


“You wanted anonymity, did you not?” Khefru said archly. “Would you 
have preferred a manor in the noble districts, in full view of every gossiping 
slave and meddlesome widow?” He surveyed the decaying home with a 
satisfied nod. “Places like this are common near the seedier quarters. 
Nobles or traders buy them up and use them for trysts, and then sell them 
off again when the mood suits them. The locals see people come and go 
from them at all hours and don’t think twice, and it’s just down the street 
from some of your guests’ favourite haunts.” 


“Fine, fine,” Nagash snapped. He turned to the two slaves. “Are all in 
attendance?” he asked. 


“The last arrived an hour ago, master,” one slave said as he shot the last bolt 
home. 


“No doubt they’ve drunk most of the wine by now,” Khefru said darkly. 
“Not a good way to begin a conspiracy, master.” The Grand Hierophant 
ignored the priest’s impertinence. 


“Take me to them,” he commanded the slaves. 


Nagash followed the two men across the courtyard and through an open 
doorway, into a narrow, unfurnished corridor lit by a pair of guttering oil 
lamps. More slaves were bustling up and down the passageway, bearing 
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empty jars of wine or platters of half-eaten food. The sound of a muffled 
voice emerged from the far end of the corridor, followed by raucous 
laughter. 


The slaves led the Grand Hierophant down the passageway and through a 
series of small, empty rooms cluttered with bits of broken furniture. Each 
room was more brightly lit than the last, until Nagash found himself in a 
well-lit antechamber adjoining the house’s large common room. The buzz 
of voices and the clink of metal cups sounded from the other side of a pair 
of curtained doorways on the opposite side of the antechamber. 


Nagash waved the slaves aside and, with a brief glance back at Khefru, he 
straightened his robes and stepped quietly through the nearest doorway. 


Unlike the rest of the house, the common room had been richly appointed 
with furnishings from the Grand Hierophant’s apartments at the royal 
palace. The floor was covered in fine rugs made in distant Lahmia, and fine 
divans set with silk cushions had been arranged in a rough circle around an 
imposing chair made of dark, polished wood. A dozen young noblemen 
lounged on the divans or sprawled on the rugs, drinking wine and picking at 
scraps of fish or fowl from copper plates laid out among the revellers. The 
aromatic smoke from expensive incense curled from braziers in the corners 
of the room. 


Heads turned as the Grand Hierophant entered the room. Faces flush with 
wine and ribaldry wore expressions of bemusement, and then surprise, as 
the guests recognised the man who had come late to the feast. 


Nagash stepped forwards, pausing beside the chair of dark wood reserved 
for the dinner’s host. As the drunken voices fell silent, the man reclining in 
the chair straightened with a chuckle. 


“What now? Will we have dancing girls?” he asked, glancing over his 
shoulder. “With skin as pale as moonlight and hair as black as—” His 
lecherous smirk turned to wide-eyed shock as he saw who stood beside him. 


Nobleman and priest stared at one another for a long moment. Then Arkhan 
the Black began to laugh. The Grand Hierophant’s expression turned grim. 


“Do I amuse you?” he asked in a quiet voice. Arkhan smiled, revealing his 
ruined teeth. 
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“We were speculating who our mysterious host might be,” he said, lapsing 
once again into laughter. “Raamket thought it might be another attempt by 
the king to keep us out of the wine houses.” He raised his glass to Nagash. 
“And here you are.” 


Raamket, a dark-eyed brute of a man with the face of a dockside brawler, 
glared daggers at Arkhan. The other nobles burst into drunken laughter at 
their friend’s discomfort. Another noble, a man named Meruhep, fished a 
baby eel from a bowl in his lap and studied it in the lamp light. 


“Our friend Raamket seems to know a bit too much. Perhaps we have a spy 
in our midst!” he said, tilting his head back and noisily slurped the eel 
down. 


More laughter filled the room. Nagash waited in silence until the merriment 
died away. He eyed Arkhan coldly. After a moment, the nobleman’s smirk 
faded and he rose sullenly from the chair. Nagash settled gracefully into the 
Seat. 


“A crude attempt at humour, but the sentiment is accurate,” the Grand 
Hierophant said. “In fact, the reason you are here is because you know 
firsthand how misguided and dangerous my brother’s rule has become.” 
Arkhan snorted into his wine cup. 


“The only danger I can see is death by boredom,” he said. “Those Grand 
Assemblies get more excruciating by the month.” 


“My brother treats you all like children,” Nagash said. “It’s humiliating, not 
just for you, but for Khemri as well, because it reveals to the world that our 
king is a weak man.” 


“What would you do in his place?” Meruhep asked with a smirk. “Drag us 
all into the bazaar and cut off our hands?” The Grand Hierophant ignored 
the question. 


“Thutep has convinced himself that humans are innately compassionate and 
charitable,” he said. “He thinks that if you sit through enough royal courts 
the virtues of civic responsibility will seep into your heads like drops of 
cool water. He fancies that he can persuade the kings of Nehekhara to put 
aside centuries of warfare out of enlightened self-interest and the 
temptations of trade.” The words dripped like venom from Nagash’s 
tongue. “And how has our city profited in the last six years? The great 
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houses of Khemri ignore his royal summons whenever they see fit and act 
according to their own interests. Entire neighbourhoods in the noble 
districts lie empty because the embassies of our brother cities have been 
seduced away by Zandri. The City of the Waves has usurped Khemri as the 
greatest city in Nehekhara for the first time in centuries. And for what? So 
that Thutep can negotiate lower grain prices with Numas and import rugs 
tax-free from Lahmia. That is what we have traded our pre-eminence for, 
beads on an abacus.” 


Several of the nobles shifted uneasily at the vehemence in Nagash’s speech. 
One of the men, a handsome, easygoing rake named Shepsu-hur, leaned 
back on his divan and eyed the Grand Hierophant warily. 


“Tf things are as dire as you paint them, holy one, why haven’t the great 
houses moved against Thutep?” he asked. “Wasn’t that how your dynasty 
came to exist in the first place?” 


Nagash gave Shepsu-hur a sharp glance, but then a reluctant nod. Khetep 
had been of royal blood, but he was not the son of Rakaph, the previous 
king. When Rakaph had finally died his wife, Queen Rasut, had defied 
ancient law and claimed the throne for a short time, fearing that the kings of 
Numas or Zandri would try to supplant her infant son and claim the city for 
their own. Ultimately, the Hieratic Council of Mahrak managed to persuade 
Rasut to yield the throne and return to Lahmia, where she died a short time 
later. Khetep, Rakaph’s trusted vizier, was appointed to rule the city as its 
regent until Rasut’s son reached adulthood. 


Within a month of Rasut’s death, her young son died of a sudden fever, and 
Khetep became Priest King of Khemri. 


“For the moment, the current situation favours the great houses,” Nagash 
continued. “Under my father’s rule, their power and influence were kept in 
check, but now they can flout the king’s law and build their fortunes 
however they choose.” He shrugged. “No doubt in time one of the houses 
would believe itself strong enough to seize the throne, but they will never 
get the opportunity. Zandri means to become the pre-eminent power in 
Nehekhara, but for that to be possible, Khemri must be forever broken. 
King Nekumet is gathering his strength even now. In a short time, perhaps a 
few years, he will grow bold enough to march against us. When that 
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happens, the Living City will bow its knee to Zandri and forever become its 
vassal.” 


The assembled noblemen did not know how to respond to Nagash’s bald 
declaration. Many looked to their wine cups or glanced surreptitiously at 
their fellows. Only Arkhan ventured a reply. 


“These are grim tidings indeed, holy one, but what do you expect us to do 
about it?” he asked. “We have no power, wealth or influence.” The 
nobleman gave the Grand Hierophant a ruined grin. “I suppose we could 
challenge Nekumet to a drinking contest, or a game of dice. How would 
that be?” Raamket glowered at Arkhan. 


“T wouldn’t try,” he muttered. “I’ve seen the way you throw dice.” 


The room erupted in gales of laughter at Arkhan’s expense. The nobleman 
bared his blackened teeth and snarled drunken oaths at his friends, and for a 
few moments all the talk of kings and conquests was forgotten. Nagash 
simply sat, patient and unblinking as a snake, until finally the laughter died 
and the faces of his guests were solemn once more. 


“Power is a fluid thing,” he continued, as though the interruption hadn’t 
occurred. “It changes hands more easily than one might think. Surely my 
brother is a prime example of that.” Nagash studied each of the assembled 
nobles in turn. “You are powerless now, that is true, but that could change.” 
Arkhan leaned forwards, setting his cup on the floor. 


“You could arrange such a thing?” he asked. 


The Grand Hierophant smiled coldly. “Of course,” he replied. “The old 
ways are coming to an end. Khemri will have a new king, and he must be 
served by cruel and ruthless men, men who are not afraid to bloody their 
hands and make people fear the Living City once more.” Nagash studied his 
assembled guests in turn. “You can be wealthy and powerful beyond your 
wildest dreams, if you are the ruthless men I seek,” Meruhep noisily slurped 
down another eel. 


“You’re a fool if you think you can become king,” he sneered. “You’re a 
priest. The Council at Mahrak would never allow it.” 


“Those frauds have no power over me!” Nagash snarled, his hands 
clenching the grips of his chair. “Their authority is a lie, and one day I will 
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cast them into the dust. They have bound us to the will of the false gods for 
long enough!” 


The young noblemen stared wide-eyed at the Grand Hierophant, too 
shocked to speak. Meruhep shook his head disdainfully, fishing about in the 
bowl at his lap. After a long moment, Arkhan broke the silence. 


“T am a ruthless man, holy one,” he said quietly, “but you knew that already, 
or else I would not be here.” 


“T am as well,” Raamket said heatedly. “See if I am not.” Shepsu-hur 
chuckled softly. 


“T can be ruthless when the mood takes me, holy one,” he said. 


One by one, the other nobles added their voices to the chorus. Arkhan had 
been correct, Nagash had chosen each man carefully, based on 
recommendations from Khefru. For all their youthful bravado, they were 
desperate and wretched men, deep in debt and lost in their vices. The 
promise of wealth and power tempted them beyond reason, and none of 
them had much to lose beyond their wasted lives. 


Only one man held his tongue. Meruhep’s expression turned more and more 
scornful as the cacophony around him grew. He set his bowl aside, sloshing 
wine and limp eels onto the floor. 


“You are all fools!” he snapped, glaring angrily at his fellows. The young 
noble pointed angrily at Nagash. “He has no power! His cult is a sham, 
made to satisfy the vanity of a king. Do you think the great houses will sit 
idly by and let him depose his brother? Do you imagine even Thutep will be 
merciful when he learns of this? No. Your heads will sit atop spikes outside 
the palace.” Meruhep turned back to Nagash. “And believe me, the king 
will find out, one way or the other. These things never remain secret for 
long...” 


The young noble stopped in mid-sentence, his brow furrowing. For a 
moment, it looked as though he’d lost his train of thought, and then his eyes 
widened and he doubled over with a gasp of pain that quickly gave way to 
agonised screams. 


Men scrambled to their feet with surprised shouts. Some threw their wine 
cups to the floor, fearing some kind of poison. One man, a distant cousin of 
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Meruhep, tentatively approached the stricken noble’s side, but stopped dead 
when he caught the look on Nagash’s face. The Grand Hierophant was 
Staring intently at the writhing nobleman, his lips moving in a silent 
recitation. 


Shepsu-hur caught the look on Nagash’s face as well. His gaze fell on 
Meruhep, and his eyes widened in horror. 


“Blessed Neru,” he said, pointing to the floor. “The eels!” 


The assembled nobles followed Shepsu-hur’s gesture. Meruhep’s 
overturned bowl lay in the centre of the floor, and a knot of boiled eels 
writhed and snapped like a clutch of snakes in the spreading pool of wine. 


Cries of horror and dismay filled the common room, and the young men 
recoiled in terror from Meruhep’s thrashing body. Within seconds, his 
screams turned to gurgling, gasping cries, and blood began to soak through 
his linen robes. His movements became uncontrolled, turning into death 
spasms as the eels chewed through his abdomen. 


Within a few minutes, Meruhep was dead, lying in a pool of his bodily 
fluids. Long, pale shapes squirmed through the blood and bile, falling still 
one by one. When the last of the creatures had returned to lifelessness, 
Nagash raised his eyes to the shaken crowd. 


“No doubt you all understand the need for secrecy in this endeavour,” he 
said calmly. He beckoned to the shadows at the corners of the room, and 
slaves rushed forwards to drag Meruhep’s body away. “For the moment, 
you need do nothing but wait.” 


Nagash raised his hand again, and Khefru appeared from the antechamber. 
The young priest carried a roll of papyrus in his hands. 


“At present, all I need from you are your names,” said Khefru. “Write them 
down on this scroll, along with the names of any other noblemen whom you 
believe can be persuaded to our cause.” 


Khefru went to Arkhan first, handing over the papyrus and reaching for an 
ink brush tucked into his sleeve. The nobleman was staring at the trail of 
blood left behind by Meruhep’s corpse with a mixture of avid interest and 
revulsion. With an effort, he tore his gaze away from the nightmarish scene 
and glanced at the blank papyrus. 
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“Do we... do we sign this in blood?” Arkhan asked hesitantly. The question 
surprised Nagash. 


“Blood?” he said archly. “Certainly not. What do you take me for, some 
kind of barbarian?” 


Hours later, Nagash emerged from the decrepit house and directed the 
palanquin bearers to return to the necropolis. They did so fearfully, their 
footfalls echoing down the city’s deserted streets. It was nearing the hour of 
the dead, when Neru’s light was nearly gone and the spirits of the wastes 
could roam the land in search of prey. Sakhmet burned brightly, just above 
the western horizon, and the bearers kept throwing frightened glances over 
their shoulders, as though the Green Witch was dogging their heels. When 
they finally returned to the Great Pyramid, Khefru had to promise to double 
the men’s wages to keep them waiting among the jackal-haunted tombs. 


Nagash noticed none of this. He rose from the palanquin without a word 
and dashed swiftly inside the huge tomb. The oil lamps were still burning 
inside his sanctum. He snatched one up and rushed forwards, holding it 
high above his head and banishing the shadows that concealed the contents 
of the wooden cage on the opposite side of the room. 


Mewling cries of terror greeted Nagash as he reached the enclosure. Yellow 
light gleamed from the wide, maddened eyes of a young man, who had 
pressed his trembling body into the furthest corner of the cage to try to 
escape the fate that had befallen his sister. Her body lay almost at the Grand 
Hierophant’s feet, surrounded by a pool of congealing blood and bodily 
fluids. Her skin had swollen like a sausage and then burst, spilling a foul 
slurry of cancerous flesh and reeking blood onto the stone floor. The stained 
bones amid the gore were the only indication that the corpse was even 
human. 


Nagash fumbled quickly at the lock securing the cage door. Then he 
reached in and seized the young man by the hair. He dragged the screaming 
figure out of the cage like a butcher selecting a kid for the slaughter, and 
examined every inch of his naked body. 


The Grand Hierophant smiled. The young man, Shepresh by name, was 
completely unharmed. The curse that had slain his sister had not touched 
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him, despite the noble blood they shared. 


Still smiling, Nagash dragged the mewling figure into the ritual circle to 
begin the Incantation of Reaping once more. Then, Khefru entered the 
room, carrying the rolled-up papyrus they’d brought from the meeting. 


“The names!” Nagash said, stretching out his hand. “The names! Bring 
them here!” 


The hour of the dead was at hand, and there was terrible work to be done. 
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THIRTEEN 
The Two-edged Blade 


Bel Aliad, the City of Spices, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Bhagarite horseman raced effortlessly down the narrow lanes of the 
army camp, glimmering like a ghost in the predawn gloom. Silver bells 
attached to the leather tack of the desert horse made a strange, unearthly 
counterpoint to the animal’s drumming hoofbeats, sending a shiver of dread 
through the warriors of the Bronze Host as he raced towards the centre of 
the camp. New recruits rose from their bedrolls and stumbled out into the 
horseman’s wake, wondering what all the urgency was about, while the 
veterans shared grim looks and reached for their whetstones, or began 
making last-minute repairs to their armour. 


The Bronze Host of Ka-Sabar was encamped at the western edge of the 
Great Desert, their tents spilling in a great crescent from the mouth of a 
narrow wadi that had sheltered them for the last ten miles of their trek. The 
journey across the dunes had taken many weeks, even with the unerring 
guidance of nearly a hundred Bhagarite riders. They marched by night and 
took shelter during the searing heat of the day, and within the first week 
even the strongest warriors looked out across the endless expanse of sand 
and feared that they would never find their way out again. Their guides 
were as good as their word, however, and the Bronze Host was never more 
than three days from a desert oasis or a hidden cache of sealed water jars, 
preserved food and even feed for their horses. The guides entered each oasis 
and opened each cache with an eerie, keening wail, drawing their knives 
and slicing their cheeks in an offering to their faceless, hungry god. By the 
time the army reached the far edge of the desert their guides were pale and 
wide-eyed, shivering as though with fever and muttering prayers to Khsar 
under their breath. 


The Bhagarites had guided the army to a rocky plain just a mile from the 
Spice Road that ran along the western edge of the desert, little more than 
five miles from Bel Aliad. As the warriors of the Bronze Host stumbled 
onto the plain like men woken rudely from sleep, the Bhagarites wrapped 
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themselves in funereal robes of the purest white and wound their 
headscarves round their heads in the complicated arrangement called the 
Eshabir el-Hekhet, the Merciless Mask. They prepared to avenge their 
slaughtered kin in an orgy of righteous bloodshed. 


The order to attack had not come. Instead, Akhmen-hotep ordered the army 
to make camp and offer prayers to the gods. They had just completed a 
gruelling trek across the merciless sands of the Great Desert, and even the 
Bhagarites reluctantly admitted that the army could stand to wait a day and 
regain some of its strength. 


One day passed and then two. A third day came and went, and still the army 
did not stir. The Bhagarites grew restless. Did the priest king not realise that 
sooner or later a caravan or a shepherd could stumble across the camp and 
send a warning to their foes? They tried to make their case to the king, but 
Akhmen-hotep was unmoved. He sent the riders from the camp, ordering 
them northwards to scout the terrain and bring back news of the city and its 
people. 


Five days after the army’s emergence from the desert, a Bhagarite horseman 
was riding for the king’s tent as though the howling spirits of the waste 
were hot upon his heels. 


The rider came upon Akhmen-hotep and his generals as they were 
beginning their morning prayers. A young bull, one of five precious animals 
brought with them across the desert, had been sacrificed to Geheb. 
Hashepra, the Hierophant of the Earth God, was standing before the 
kneeling noblemen, his muscular arms outspread and the bloody sacrificial 
knife held high. Two young acolytes, neither one more than twelve years 
old, held the great bronze bowl with trembling hands to catch the dying 
animal’s blood. 


Heads rose curiously at the sound of the hoofbeats, and the king’s Ushabti 
rose to their feet and formed a forbidding line in the rider’s path. The 
Bhagarite reined in a discreet distance from the bodyguards and leapt 
gracefully from the saddle. 


“Great king!” the horseman cried. “Your camp has been discovered! The 
warriors of Bel Aliad are assembling on the plains south of the city and 
making ready to attack!” 
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Startled shouts and calls to battle rang out from the assembled nobles, some 
even going so far as to dash off across the camp to ready their warriors for 
the coming battle. Among their number, only Akhmen-hotep remained on 
his knees, his hands held out in supplication and his head bent in prayer. 
Those noblemen nearest the king eyed Akhmen-hotep, worried, uncertain 
what they should do. 


Among them was Pakh-amn. The Master of Horse was still out of favour 
with the king, but Akhmen-hotep insisted that he be brought along when the 
army marched on Bel Aliad. By ancient custom, the Master of Horse was 
one of the king’s chief generals in times of war, and Akhmen-hotep had 
commanded that all the old traditions be upheld. For his part, Pakh-amn had 
performed his duties with cold-hearted diligence and devotion. 


The Master of Horse took in the unfolding scene and drew a deep breath. 


“What is your command, great one?” he asked stiffly. His cheeks were still 
hollow and his eyes sunken from the touch of the lotus, but his voice was 
sober and strong. 


Akhmen-hotep did not answer at first, his lips moving in a silent prayer. He 
passed his hands over his face and across his shaven scalp, as though 
washing himself clean of fear and doubt. 


“We shall finish making our obeisance to Geheb,” he said quietly, “and then 
we Shall summon the Grand Hierophant and offer sacrifices to Ptra so that 
he will guide us to victory.” As he spoke, the king bent his head to 
Hashepra. The hierophant nodded and beckoned to his acolytes, who 
brought forward the wide, brimming bowl. Pakh-amn’s stained lips pressed 
into a thin, angry line. 


“Time is of the essence,” he said. “The enemy could be upon us within the 
hour. Since they willingly serve the Usurper, I doubt they will trouble 
themselves with lengthy prayers to the gods.” 


“All the more reason for us to demonstrate our devotion,” the king replied 
calmly. “We are not fighting for glory, or for gold. We are fighting to defend 
the Blessed Land, and to honour the covenant between gods and men.” 


“The warriors of Bel Aliad will not appreciate the distinction,” Pakh-amn 
said sourly, “when they are scattering our disorganised companies and 
setting fire to our tents.” Unperturbed, Akhmen-hotep accepted the 
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sacrificial bowl and raised it to his lips. When he passed it back to the 
acolytes his chin was wet with blood. 


“What happens today is the will of the gods,” the king said. He looked 
pointedly at the waiting acolytes. “Will you show your devotion to the 
Earth God, Pakh-amn, or do you intend to continue the debate and delay the 
army further?” 


Pakh-amn glared hotly at the king. He started to reply, but caught himself at 
the last moment, and instead reached impatiently for the red-rimmed bowl. 
Casting apprehensive glances to the north, the rest of the assembled nobles 
followed suit. 


The early morning sunlight rested like a red-hot iron across Akhmen- 
hotep’s face and neck. Around him, the Bronze Host surged forwards to the 
tramp of thousands of feet and the heavy beat of drums. The air above the 
army was thick with swirling dust that coated a man’s throat and gummed 
up his eyes. They were three miles north of camp, advancing in a steady, if 
ragged line towards the City of Spices and its waiting army. As it happened, 
Pakh-amn’s fears had been for naught. Although the warriors of Ka-Sabar 
had taken more than two hours to form up and make ready to depart, the 
army of Bel Aliad was no faster. By the time the two armies came within 
sight of one another the defending army had managed to travel just a single 
mile. 


They came together on a rocky plain bordered by the Spice Road to the 
west and the desert fringe to the east. Akhmen-hotep could just see the 
walls of Bel Aliad rising along the horizon to the north. The fighting men of 
the City of Spices were advancing in rough order, slowly but surely driving 
back the hundred Bhagarite horsemen who were trying to screen the Bronze 
Host’s approach. Bel Aliad boasted its own light horsemen. The city had 
been originally founded by exiles from Bhagar, after all, more than four 
hundred years past, but their mounts were ordinary animals bought from 
Numas, rather than gifts from the desert god. Their squadrons advanced in 
fits and starts, wheeling across the plain like flights of angry birds before 
racing back to the safety of their advancing army. The desert horsemen 
retreated slowly but steadily, greeting the enemy movements with derisive 
jeers and the occasional bowshot. 
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The main body of the enemy army numbered eight thousand strong, or so 
the Bhagarite scouts claimed: a large force, but like their light cavalry, it 
lacked quality. Bel Aliad was the smallest city worthy of the name in all of 
Nehekhara. To defend itself from desert raiders and to protect its numerous 
merchant caravans, the city’s princes spent a fortune maintaining a standing 
army of sell-swords and hired thugs. Their bowmen were drawn from the 
fearsome sea archers of Zandri, and their two large City Companies were 
bolstered by four thousand northern mercenaries, hired from the barbarian 
tribes and brought south aboard chartered merchant ships to take up arms 
under Bel Aliad’s banner. 


The barbarians were huge, stinking, hairy brutes, clad in matted furs and 
long, oily tunics cinched with wide leather belts around their waists. 
Though primitive and ignorant of the proper arts of war, these mercenaries 
were fearsome fighters with shield and spear, or wielding deadly, leaf- 
shaped bronze swords brought from their rugged homeland. Leading the 
army were the merchant princes and their retainers, who disdained the 
cavalry tactics of their ancestors and instead fought from the back of light, 
swift chariots like other civilised armies. 


Against this army the Bronze Host could muster only four thousand men, 
plus the hundred Bhagarite horsemen who had served as their guides. Six 
years had not been enough time for Ka-Sabar to restore its shattered forces, 
for the heavy infantry companies of the City of Bronze demanded lengthy 
training and conditioning to fight with spear, shield and scale armour. 
Akhmen-hotep had managed to field only two full infantry companies, plus 
a large force of five hundred chariots and a thousand trained bowmen. The 
rest of his army was comprised of loose companies of warrior-aspirants 
who had been pressed into service as improvised light infantry. Each 
aspirant carried only a small, round shield, a short sword and a quiver of 
light, barbed javelins, identical to the hunting weapons that many of them 
had used as children. They had been drilled relentlessly on the training 
fields outside the city, but no one knew for certain how effective they would 
be on the field of battle. 


When the Bronze Host had left Ka-Sabar, it had been generally hoped that 
they would not see action at all. Now the companies were ranged just ahead 
and to the sides of the slow-moving heavy infantry, each man holding a 
javelin loosely in his hand. The army’s bowmen formed a long line behind 
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the heavy companies, their bows strung and ready, while behind them came 
the army’s chariots. 


The army of Bel Aliad had come to an unsteady halt across the plain, and 
was re-forming its companies. Two lines of mercenary archers were far out 
in front, their arrows placed and ready to fire. Behind them crowded noisy 
mobs of barbarian warriors, their faces painted with blue and red dyes and 
their shaggy faces alight with the prospect of bloodshed. 


At the sight of the Bronze Host, the mercenaries began to clash their 
weapons against the rims of their shields and howl like a pack of hyenas, 
filling the air with strange war cries spoken in their guttural tongue. 
Akhmen-hotep thought he could see the standards of the City Companies, 
beyond the milling barbarians, and a roiling plume of dust that had to come 
from the army’s chariots. Bel Aliad’s light horsemen crowded around the 
army’s flanks, threatening to charge once again at the thin line of Bhagarite 
cavalry occupying the middle ground between the two armies. 


Raising his hand, Akhmen-hotep ordered the army to halt. Trumpets 
sounded, and the king turned and leapt from the back of his armoured 
chariot. His Ushabti joined him at once, ringing the priest king in gleaming 
bronze. Pakh-amn dismounted his chariot nearby and hastened to the king’s 
side, along with his other generals, members of his retinue and Ka-Sabar’s 
religious leaders. Hashepra was garbed for war, clad in bronze scale armour 
and bearing his customary hammer, and Khalifra, high priestess of Neru, 
carried a blessed spear in her slender hand. Only Memnet was unarmed, his 
face pale and waxy in the fierce light of day. 


The king waited until the assembly had gathered and nodded gravely. 


“The blessings of the gods be upon you,” he said to them. “The day of 
battle is upon us, and so far, all is proceeding as expected.” Pakh-amn 
folded his arms. 


“You mean to say you planned this?” he asked. “Instead of sweeping down 
on Bel Aliad and taking it by storm, you wanted to fight their army in the 
open field, where their greater numbers would tell against us?” Akhmen- 
hotep eyed the Master of Horse coldly. 


“You expected us to steal upon Bel Aliad like thieves in the night and 
slaughter its citizens while they slept? That is the way of the Usurper, Pakh- 
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amn. We will fight the men of Bel Aliad according to the proper rules of 
war, as the priest kings have done since the time of Settra. Quarter will be 
given if asked, and ransoms will be claimed.” A stunned expression crossed 
Pakh-amn’s face, followed by one of dawning comprehension. 


“That’s why you tarried in camp for so long,” he said scornfully. “You 
wanted them to discover us. Why didn’t you just send a messenger inviting 
them to battle? Wouldn’t that have been the civilised thing to do?” 
Hashepra took a step towards Pakh-amn, glowering forbiddingly at the 
young nobleman. 


“You forget yourself once again,” he warned. “Here, on the field of battle, 
you can be slain outright for such talk.” 


“No doubt that would suit the king well,” Pakh-amn snapped, “but it won’t 
change the truth of what’s before us. Have you all forgotten what happened 
at Zedri? The old ways are gone! If we don’t accept that, Nagash will 
destroy us!” 


“The old ways are all that separate us from that monster!” the king cried. “If 
we abandon our beliefs and fight like the Blasphemer, how are we any 
better than him?” He raised his fist to the sky. “So long as we live, the old 
ways survive! So long as I draw breath, the Blessed Land lives within me.” 
Pakh-amn’s dark eyes glittered with contempt, but he bowed to the king. 


“Lead on, then,” he said, “for so long as you live.” 


Hashepra growled angrily and began to raise his hammer, but the king 
stopped him with a raised hand. 


“Return to your chariots!” he commanded his warriors, and then turned to 
the assembled hierophants. “Remain here and summon the powers of the 
gods to aid us,” he said. “If Bel Aliad has truly turned to Nagash, there will 
be no priests among them. Your blessings may well turn the tide in our 
favour.” Khalifra folded her arms regally, but her face was lined with strain. 
The beautiful priestess seemed to have aged decades since the terrible battle 
at the oasis. 


“We will give what we can,” she said gravely. Hashepra folded his powerful 
arms and nodded as well. 
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“If Bel Aliad has turned to Nagash, they won’t need priests,” Memnet said 
in a leaden voice. “They will have the Usurper’s power to call upon.” The 
king looked his older brother in the eye, and a bleak look came over his 
face. 


“Then we will have to trust in courage and god-given bronze,” he said. 
“That is all any man can do.” 


Akhmen-hotep considered his gathered generals, particularly his belligerent 
Master of Horse. The defeat at Zedri had left wounds that ran deeper than 
flesh. He knew that the confidence of the army was shaken, nearly to the 
point of rebellion. Pakh-amn in particular had been badly scarred by what 
he had seen. Could he be trusted? For a fleeting moment, Akhmen-hotep 
was tempted to remove the Master of Horse from his position and send him 
back to camp, but immediately he realised that doing so would send the 
wrong signal to the rest of the army. If they saw that the king’s faith in them 
was so shaken that he would arrest one of his generals, their resolve might 
vanish like wax under the midday sun. He had to believe that there was still 
strength in the old ties of duty and piety, that the covenant between men and 
gods was still strong, and that there were some things in the world that not 
even Nagash the Usurper could sweep aside. 


Drawing a deep breath, the king made his decision. He beckoned to his 
trumpeter. “Order the Bhagarites to probe the enemy horsemen to the right,” 
he said, “and then withdraw to the rear by way of the desert.” Hashepra 
frowned as he listened to the king’s order. 


“You would deprive us of our light cavalry at the start of battle?” 


“Our guides have clad themselves in white once more, and wear the 
Merciless Mask,” Akhmen-hotep said. “They hunger for vengeance, but I 
will not allow our cause to be tainted by a massacre of innocents. The 
Bhagarites will have to bide their time until Nagash and his immortals are 
made to account for their crimes.” 


The trumpeters raised their curved, bronze horns and blew an intricate 
series of notes. As the sounds faded, the king turned to Pakh-amn. 


“T will lead half the chariots forward, comprising the centre of the army,” 
the king said. “When we start to move, and the dust fills the air, take the 
remaining half and head for the left flank. Take care to conceal your 
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movements behind the aspirant companies, so that the enemy does not 
suspect you are there. I’ll draw the attention of the prince and his chariots. 
Wait and watch for the opportune moment to strike.” 


Pakh-amn stared into the king’s eyes, and seemed to understand what 
Akhmen-hotep was giving him. He nodded slowly. 


“T will not fail you, great one,” he said. 


“Then return to your chariots,” the king ordered, “and may the gods grant 
us victory.” As the generals and the king’s retinue raced to their posts, 
Akhmen-hotep turned to the hierophants. “Will the gods lend their favour 
today, holy ones?” he asked quietly. “I drank deep of the bull’s blood this 
morming, and yet I felt nothing. Geheb’s strength does not burn in my 
veins.” 


Memnet refused to meet his brother’s eyes. 


“T warned you,” he said softly. “I told you at the oasis that there would be 
consequences for presuming upon the power of the gods.” Hashepra gave 
the Grand Hierophant a sour look, and then bowed his head to the king. 


“Fear not, great one,” he said. “Geheb has not forgotten his favoured sons. 
You will feel his presence among you as you race forth to battle.” 


Khalifra touched the king’s muscular arm and smiled warmly. 


“Neru is always with us, great one,” she said. “Her light ever burns in the 
darkness. Do not fear.” 


The Priest King of Ka-Sabar bowed to the holy ones, and his heart felt light. 
Smiling, he turned and strode quickly for his chariot, trailed by his leonine 
Ushabti. With every step, his doubts and fears were swept away by the 
measured tramp of feet and the clatter of arms and armour. The clamour of 
the battlefield beat against his bones like a drum. For a moment, he was 
able to forget the horrors he had witnessed, and the great suffering that the 
Blessed Land had witnessed in the course of his life. For a moment, he was 
back in the times of his father, and his father’s father, waging war for 
wealth and power, and the glory of his gods. 


Akhmen-hotep climbed aboard his heavy chariot and grasped the hilt of his 
gleaming sword. He signalled his trumpeter with a flourish. 
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“Order the army to advance!” he called. 


Trumpets called across the battlefield, and as one the companies of the 
Bronze Host began to move. As the king’s chariot lurched forwards with a 
rumble of bronze-rimmed wheels, Akhmen-hotep stood tall and surveyed 
the disposition of his and the enemy’s forces. The City Companies of Bel 
Aliad were mustered behind a rough line of four large mercenary bands. 
Between the two large infantry units Akhmen-hotep could see a profusion 
of banners, no doubt adorning the chariots of the merchant princes and their 
leader: Suhedir al-Khazem, the Keeper of the Hidden Paths. 


To the far right of the enemy line, Akhmen-hotep could see a swirling 
smudge of dust. The Bhagarites were withdrawing towards the desert, 
hopefully drawing the enemy light horsemen on that flank along with them. 
Mirroring the Bel Aliad formations on the other side of the plain, the two 
heavy companies of the Bronze Host marched at the centre of the battleline, 
and in between them advanced half of Ka-Sabar’s feared chariots. Pakh- 
amn and the other half of the chariot force were already on the move, 
shifting off to the left behind two marching companies of aspirants. Still 
further back came the host’s company of archers, still hidden from the 
enemy’s view. 


The warriors of the Bronze Host continued forwards, advancing slowly but 
steadily. The king peered off to the left, trying to catch a glimpse of the 
enemy light cavalry on that side, but he couldn’t see them. Shouted 
warnings from the ranks of the infantry companies brought the king’s 
attention back to the front, and he saw a cloud of dark, flickering reeds 
arcing high into the sunlit sky ahead of them. Men cursed and raised their 
round-topped wooden shields, and the warriors in the chariots crouched low 
behind the bronze-clad walls of their machines. The arrows fell, whirring 
malevolently through the air, and Akhmen-hotep felt his skin prickle with 
heat as the blessings of Geheb came upon him. 


Bronze arrowheads cracked against shield faces or smacked into scale and 
leather armour. Men grunted and stumbled beneath the fearsome rain, but 
the warriors plucked the arrows from their vests and tossed them 
contemptuously aside. Shafts struck their tanned skin and glanced aside, 
turned by the power of the God of the Earth. Cheers went up from the 
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Bronze Host as they discovered that Geheb was with them. Akhmen-hotep 
bared his teeth and signalled to his trumpeters again. 


“Order the aspirants forward!” he cried. “Archers, make ready!” 


Two signals rang out along the length of the host, and were answered by 
lusty shouts from the young men of the aspirant companies, javelins ready, 
the lightly armoured warriors quickened their pace, jogging swiftly across 
the plain towards the mercenary archers and footmen. The Zandri bowmen, 
shaken by the failure of their first volley, made ready to fire again, while the 
barbarian troops howled like beasts and shook their weapons eagerly as 
they watched the light infantry approach. 


The enemy bowmen fired off one more volley, and then swiftly retreated 
down prepared lanes between the barbarian mobs as the aspirants drew 
near. At sixty paces, the javelin throwers quickened their pace. At fifty, they 
drew back their arms and hurled a shower of barbed weapons at the waiting 
barbarians. The javelins fell among the mercenaries, sticking into shields or 
punching through furs and thick tunics. Men roared and fell to the ground, 
clutching at the wooden shafts. 


At forty paces, the aspirants drew more javelins from their quivers and let 
fly, and then again at thirty. At twenty paces they cast again. Then, they 
turned tail and ran back in the direction of their lines. Jeers and obscenities 
followed, until, seventy paces away, the aspirants turned, drew more 
javelins, and advanced once more. Flights of javelins fouled the 
mercenaries’ shields, inflicted terrible wounds and killed a few score men, 
and again, just as the aspirants were nearly within reach of the barbarians’ 
weapons, they turned and ran. 


On the fourth such attack Akhmen-hotep heard trumpets and the sounds of 
battle off to his left. The enemy light horsemen had intervened on that 
flank, attempting to run down the light infantry companies. In the centre 
and on the right, however, the barbarians had taken all they could stand. 
Prodded to the point of distraction, the mercenaries abandoned all sense of 
discipline and charged forwards, eager to strike back at the javelin throwers. 


Their job done, the aspirants turned tail and kept on running, drawing the 
barbarians across the plain towards the heavy infantry of the Bronze Host 
and the bowmen behind them. 
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Akhmen-hotep raised his sword. 


“Archers, make ready!” he ordered. The king watched as the line of 
mercenaries rushed towards his companies in a seething wave of flesh and 
bronze. At fifty yards he brought down his blade. “Fire!” 


A rain of deadly arrows leapt from the rear of the Bronze Host and fell 
among the charging mercenaries, sowing death through the swarming mobs. 
Men fell by the hundreds, and for a moment the pursuit faltered in the face 
of mounting casualties. The mercenaries were more than two hundred yards 
away from the rest of their army, however, beyond the reach of their 
bowmen and the support of the City Companies. Trumpets blew urgently 
from the midst of the enemy chariots, vainly trying to call the warriors back 
and re-form their disorganised companies, but Akhmen-hotep was not about 
to give them the chance. 


The Priest King of Ka-Sabar threw back his head and gave a fierce shout. 


“Warriors of the Bronze Host! Strike now, and redeem your honour! For the 
glory of the Earth God, charge!” 


The earth shook with the roar of two thousand voices and the thunder of 
hooves as the army of Ka-Sabar sprung its trap. 
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FOURTEEN 
The Bloodstained Sands 


The Western Trade Road, near the Fountains of 
Eternal Life, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


“Someone is signalling,” Ekhreb said, straightening gracefully from the 
low, leather-covered divan and gesturing with his wine cup at the sky. 


Rakh-amn-hotep glanced up from his maps with a weary grunt, squinting 
into the dust-stained air. The Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras had made their 
midday camp in the shelter of a pair of dunes just off the side of the western 
trade road, drawing the huge, creaking wagons of the Lybaran court into a 
defensible circle beneath the shade of a small grove of palm trees. Within 
the circled wagons the Lybaran servants had spread thick rugs over the 
sandy ground and set out tables and divans for the comfort of the kings and 
their generals. When the King of Rasetra had first laid eyes on the massive 
wagons he’d sneered quietly to Ekhreb about the soft ways of 
Hekhmenukep and the Lybaran nobles, but after more than a week on the 
march to Khemri, the bellicose Rasetran had to admit that there were far 
worse ways to conduct a campaign. 


For all their zeal to reach the Living City and cleanse the Blessed Land of 
Nagash and his minions, the movement of the allied armies had been 
dreadfully slow. It had taken almost two weeks for the Rasetran army to 
make its way along the Valley of Kings, even with the help of the Lybaran 
sky-boats, and once the two armies were united at Quatar, the march slowed 
nearly to a crawl. The heavy catapults and other war machines crafted by 
the Lybarans frequently broke down, requiring hours to replace warped 
axles or broken wheels, and the jungle auxiliaries of the Rasetran army 
could only face the searing heat of the desert for short periods of time 
before they had to rest and take on more water. 


The allied armies stretched back along the trade road for many miles. Like 
an inchworm, the tail end of the host would leave its camp in the morning, 
and by evening it would be settling into the camp of the army’s lead 
elements from the night before. 
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At such a slow pace, the kings and their retinues rose from their furs at 
dawn, lingered over their morning meals and devotions and got a start on 
the business of the day while the troops marched slowly past. When the last 
elements of the army came into view by late afternoon, the court would 
spend an hour or two consulting with the commanders of the rearguard and 
baggage train. Then, as the sun set behind the veil of dust to the west, the 
camp would travel for a few hours and catch up with the army’s lead 
companies. 


According to Rakh-amn-hotep’s original estimations, the allied armies 
should have been on the outskirts of Khemri by now. As it was, they were 
still roughly two days’ march from the Fountains of Eternal Life, little more 
than halfway to their goal. The two forces, and the Rasetran auxiliaries in 
particular, were consuming supplies at a staggering rate, especially fresh 
water. The huge thunder lizards had to be literally doused with it at regular 
intervals to keep their thick skins from drying out, to the point that their 
handlers had been on half-rations for days so that they could keep their 
charges alive. 


“What now, by all the gods?” Rakh-amn-hotep grumbled, peering up at the 
silhouetted bulk of the Lybaran skybox. The contraption was very small by 
comparison to the great sky-boats: a box, slightly smaller than a chariot, 
suspended by cables from a spherical bladder filled with air spirits. The 
whole thing could be loaded into the back of one of the huge Lybaran 
wagons, and was drawn out each time the kings made camp. The box was 
kept tethered to a pair of wagons by a length of stout rope, and raised to a 
height of more than a hundred feet. 


The Lybarans kept a trio of boys up in the box at all times, scanning the 
countryside for miles with their clever seeing-tubes and watching for 
messages from the army’s vanguard. As Rakh-amn-hotep watched, one of 
the boys raised a platter-sized dish of polished bronze and caught the rays 
of Ptra’s glorious light, aiming a series of brilliant flashes off to the west. 
After a moment, the boy lowered the signalling device and the lookouts 
watched intently for an answer. Ekhreb took a sip of wine and wiped the 
sweat from his eyes. 


“Perhaps it’s just the cavalry reporting that they’ve reached the springs,” he 
said. The king snorted in bitter amusement. 
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“Your optimism never ceases to amaze me,” he said. Ekhreb shrugged 
philosophically. 


“T survived six years at Quatar. Nothing much worries me any more.” 


“That’s right. Rub some more salt in the wound,” the king growled. He 
levered himself to his feet and shrugged his heavy scale coat back into 
place. “You keep going on like that, and I’ll petition the Grand Hierophant 
to make you priest king instead of me. Then I could go live the carefree life 
of a king’s champion.” 


“Gods forfend!” Ekhreb said in mock horror. “You’re far too ugly to be a 
proper champion.” 


“Don’t I know it,” the king said with a chuckle. His grin faded as one of the 
boys climbed fearlessly over the edge of the skybox and slid nimbly down 
one of its long ropes. The young messenger disappeared from sight behind 
one of the hulking wagons, and Rakh-amn-hotep made his way across the 
expanse of rugs to await the boy’s arrival next to the Lybaran king. 


As he did nearly every day of the march, Hekhmenukep sat before a low, 
broad table covered in sheets of papyrus inscribed with all manner of arcane 
diagrams and invocations. Half a dozen of his retainers crowded around the 
edges of the table, deep in discussions about strange subjects of engineering 
or alchemy, while the king studied the diagrams through one of his bronze- 
rimmed disks and made annotations with a fine-haired ink brush. A slave 
knelt at Hekhmenukep’s left, holding a wine goblet for the king’s 
refreshment, while another stirred the air above the royal scholar’s head 
with a fan made of peacock feathers. He seemed entirely at ease, immersed 
in a world of ratios and calculations. Rakh-amn-hotep felt a bitter surge of 
envy at the Lybaran’s detachment. 


Hekhmenukep glanced up from his work just as the messenger wound his 
way nimbly past the parked wagons and raced past the watchful Ushabti 
into the king’s court. The Lybaran king glanced bemusedly from Rakh-amn- 
hotep to the wide-eyed boy. 


“Yes? What is it?” he asked. 


“There is a sun-sign from Shesh-amun,” the boy said, referring to the 
Lybaran champion in charge of the allied vanguard. “He says: enemy 
horsemen east of the sacred springs.” 
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“Damnation,” Rakh-amn-hotep growled, his scarred hands clenching into 
fists. “Is the enemy present in strength?” The messenger took a step back at 
the king’s fierce tone. 


“A thousand pardons, great one. He did not say.” 


“Shesh-amun wouldn’t have reported otherwise,” Hekhmenukep said 
calmly. The news did not please the Rasetran king. He turned to 
Hekhmenukep. 


“T thought you said that the Bronze Host was drawing Nagash’s army to Bel 
Aliad,” he said. 


“Indeed,” the Lybaran king replied, and then gave a thoughtful shrug. 
“Perhaps Nagash chose to split his forces instead. If so, that could still work 
in our favour.” 


“If we were in possession of the sacred springs, I would agree with you,” 
Rakh-amn-hotep growled. “As it is, our stocks of water are very low. If we 
don’t get to the springs very soon, the heat will kill our troops quicker than 
Nagash could.” 


Hekhmenukep frowned. “How long?” he asked. 


The Rasetran king bit back a surge of irritation. How could he not know the 
needs of his own army? 


“A day or two. Certainly no more,” Rakh-amn-hotep declared, “and it’s 
nearly mid-afternoon now.” The king began to pace across the rugs, 
considering his options. If they were very, very lucky, the enemy cavalry 
was nothing more than a scouting force, or the vanguard of the Khemri 
army. Reaching a decision, he glanced back at the Lybaran king. “I’m going 
forward to take command of the vanguard and see what we’re facing,” he 
declared, and then turned to Ekhreb. “Gather up a mixed force of light 
infantry and bowmen, plus all the horsemen you can lay your hands on, and 
join me as quickly as you are able,” he ordered. Ekhreb nodded, rising 
swiftly to his feet. 


“What is your plan?” the champion asked. 


The question seemed to amuse the Rasetran king. “My plan?” he said. “I’m 
going to head down the road with all the warriors I can muster and kill 
every living thing between me and the springs.” He slapped Ekhreb on the 
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shoulder. “Don’t tarry, old friend,” he said, and hurried from the camp, 
shouting for his charioteers in a gruff voice. 


Warning shouts rose above the clamour as trumpets wailed across the 
battlefield and Bel Aliad’s barbarian troops let out a ragged, hungry shout. 
Akhmen-hotep hefted his notched and bloodstained khopesh and bellowed 
hoarsely, “Here they come again! Make ready!” 


Horns blared, signalling the Bronze Host and the distant priests, and with a 
clatter of metal and wood the infantry companies made ready once more. 
The battle had raged for hours, ebbing and flowing across the corpse-strewn 
plain. Akhmen-hotep’s plan to put the barbarian mercenaries to flight with a 
single, swift charge had failed, and despite heavy losses the barbarians had 
refused to break. They fought with a reckless courage that bordered upon 
desperation. 


More than once over the course of the bloody battle, the king wondered 
what fearful things the merchant princes had told them about their overlord 
in Khemri. Had it not been for a timely charge by Pakh-amn’s chariots on 
the left flank, the army would have been surrounded during the first attack. 
The Master of Horse had proven his worth time and again over the course 
of the day, driving off cavalry attacks and saving the light infantry on his 
flank from utter destruction. 


Except for the discipline and skill of the veteran companies of the Bronze 
Host, the battle would have already been lost. Time and again they 
withstood showers of deadly arrows and the crushing weight of the 
barbarian infantry attacks. The enemy mercenaries had been reduced to four 
ragged companies, and the fire from the Zandri archers had dwindled, 
suggesting that they were running low on arrows. 


A unit of light horsemen still lurked at the edge of the enemy’s right flank. 
They had already caught Akhmen-hotep’s light infantry in two surprise 
charges and mauled them severely, and were watching for another chance to 
strike. The king regretted having sent the Bhagarite horsemen to the rear 
and had despatched a messenger to recall them, but that had been nearly 
two hours ago, and they had yet to reappear. 
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As the weary veterans closed ranks and readied their spears, Akhmen-hotep 
caught sight of a ripple of movement across the battlefield. Bel Aliad’s 
chariots and its two City Companies, which had been held in reserve since 
the battle began, were marching forward in the centre of the enemy 
battleline. It was late in the afternoon, and his troops were exhausted, as 
were the enemy mercenaries. The merchant princes had come to the 
conclusion that the next attack would decide the battle. Looking over his 
battered troops, the king thought that they were probably right. 


“Messenger!” Akhmen-hotep cried, and a boy dashed up to the side of the 
king’s chariot. “Tell the archers to concentrate their fire on the City 
Companies,” he ordered. The runner repeated the order word-for-word and 
dashed off to the waiting bowmen. For a moment, the king debated on 
sending another messenger back to the priests, to beg for one more appeal 
to the gods, but he changed his mind with a shrug. The gods were not blind. 
They could see how desperate the situation was. If they withheld their 
power the war was already lost. The king swept his blade down in a wide 
arc. 


“Forward!” he called to his men, and the formation of chariots began to 
move. They were a few dozen yards behind the main battleline, positioned 
between the two veteran companies. The gap was currently being covered 
by a small company of light infantry the king had shifted over from the left 
flank. The weary aspirants felt the chariots approaching and gratefully 
withdrew. Their capes were torn and bloodstained, and many of them 
carried bent or splintered javelins recovered from the bodies of the slain. A 
few raised their weapons in salute to the king as they filed past the 
advancing chariots and went into reserve. 


The clamour of the enemy troops grew louder as the barbarians picked up 
the pace. Their savage nature drew them to battle like moths to a flame, and 
they began to outstrip the measured pace of the City Companies. Then the 
first volley of arrows from the Ka-Sabar archers hissed overhead, plunging 
in a deadly rain among the enemy infantry. Men staggered, pierced through 
their thin leather vests or bronze skullcaps. The screams of the wounded 
galvanised the mercenaries, who had suffered one terrible volley after 
another for most of the day. Their hoarse war cries turned to frenzied 
screams as they broke into a wild charge, hoping to come to grips with their 
enemies before the archers could fire again. 
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Men shouted orders among the veteran companies, and the Bronze Host 
steeled itself to receive the charge. Akhmen-hotep felt a glimmer of hope as 
the mercenaries broke ranks with the city troops. He watched the advancing 
chariots carefully, waiting to see how the merchant princes would react. The 
line of war machines hesitated for a moment, and then a ragged chorus of 
war-horns sounded and the chariots surged forwards, trying to lend their 
weight to the mercenaries’ attack. 


Akhmen-hotep smiled fiercely. It appeared that the gods were smiling on 
them after all. The king studied the pace of the charging enemy troops, 
waiting for the moment when the mercenaries had committed to their 
attacks. 


The enemy infantry swept in from left and right, converging on the solid 
ranks of bronze-armoured spearmen. They ignored the aspirants, having 
learned from bitter experience that the javelin men would only fall back in 
the face of their charge and leave them exposed to further arrow fire. For 
their part, the aspirants waited patiently, hefting their barbed weapons. Once 
the melee began, they would rush in and hurl their shafts point-blank into 
the mercenaries’ flanks. 


The two forces came together in a thunderous crash of wood and metal. 
Both veteran companies staggered under the impact, but the strength of 
Geheb filled them, and they bore up beneath the assault. Barbarians fell 
beneath the Host’s stabbing spears or were dashed to the ground by bronze- 
rimmed shields, but they pressed forwards in a bestial frenzy, hacking with 
notched axes and blunted blades. Though their limbs were hard as teak and 
their bodies clad in fine bronze scales, here and there a foe-man’s weapon 
would find its mark, and a warrior of Ka-Sabar would topple to the ground. 


In that moment of contact, while the barbarians were focused on the 
enemies before them and the City Companies were struggling beneath a hail 
of arrows, the chariots of the merchant princes were in the middle ground 
between the two forces, alone and unsupported. Akhmen-hotep grinned 
fiercely and raised his sword. 


“Charge!” he ordered. 


Trumpets wailed, and with a fierce shout the heavy chariots of the Bronze 
Host thundered forwards, passing between the struggling infantry 
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companies and crashing into the mingled flanks of two barbarian 
companies. Heavy, bronze-rimmed wheels and scythe-like blades tore 
through the milling troops, crushing limbs and splitting torsos. Bowstrings 
hummed as archers fired into the howling mass of warriors. At such close 
range the powerful arrows punched clean through their targets and often 
struck the man next in line. Noblemen and Ushabti lashed out at the 
mercenaries with their curved swords, striking down at their exposed heads 
and shoulders and inflicting terrible wounds. 


The barbarians gave way before the fearsome charge within moments, 
retreating away to either flank of the terrible chariots, and Akhmen-hotep 
drove them onwards, through the enemy battleline and directly at the 
advancing merchant princes. The nobles of Bel Aliad saw the huge bronze 
war machines bearing down on them and their formation came to a 
panicked halt, like a caravan in the face of a sudden, vicious sandstorm. 
Though greater in number than the chariots of Ka-Sabar, they were far 
lighter and no real match for the veteran warriors of the Bronze Host. 
Several noblemen around the edges of the formation tried to turn their 
machines around and scurry out of the way of the oncoming wall of flesh 
and metal, while others surged forwards in a bold display of resolve. The 
result was disorder and chaos, robbing the formation of much of its strength 
at a critical moment. 


Arrows snapped back and forth through the air as bowmen of both 
formations traded shots. One arrow struck the lip of Akhmen-hotep’s 
chariot and ricocheted, striking him in the hip. The king swatted the arrow 
away as though it were a stinging fly. Horses and men screamed as other 
arrows found their marks, but the sounds were lost in a swirling, crashing 
roar as the formations came together. 


Akhmen-hotep heard his charioteer let out a warning yell, and the chariot 
swerved to the right. An enemy chariot swept past, almost too fast to 
follow. The scythe-like blade fixed to the hub of the heavier Ka-Sabar 
chariot struck the enemy machine in the flank and ripped the wicker hull 
apart in a shower of splintered reeds. The bowman in the chariot let fly a 
wild shot that snapped past the king’s head, and then they were lost in the 
dust of the swirling melee. 
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The battlefield shook with the clash of arms and the screams of the dying. 
To Akhmen-hotep’s left, the Ushabti in his chariot lashed out with his ritual 
sword at a passing enemy machine, his fearsome strength slashing open the 
enemy chariot’s hull and chopping apart its driver. Off to the right, lost in 
the haze, there was a splintering of wood and a broken chariot wheel soared 
through the air behind the king’s speeding chariot. 


Akhmen-hotep leaned against the front of his chariot and tried to make 
sense of the confusion around him. He searched for the blurry shapes of 
banners, trying to find Bel Aliad’s leader. One quick challenge could end 
the battle, if the merchant princes still possessed a shred of honour. 


A rumble of wheels thundered in from the right, and a Bel-Aliad chariot 
charged out of the dust. The charioteer angled his machine expertly, passing 
the king’s vehicle on the right quarter. The archer in the back of the chariot 
drew his bow and fired, just as Akhmen-hotep lashed out with his sword. 
The arrow struck the king at the rounded part of his shoulder, punching 
through the bronze scales and sinking deep into the flesh beneath, but not 
before the king’s sword had sliced through the charioteer’s right arm. The 
man let out an anguished scream and fell onto his side, causing the horses to 
veer suddenly to the left and flip the chariot over. 


The king pulled the arrow free with a snarl and cast it aside, feeling hot 
blood spread across the inside of his armour. As near as he could reckon, 
they had penetrated nearly all the way through the enemy formation. He 
heard a distant, surf-like surge of noise, to his left, but it was too far away to 
matter to the king at that moment. He glanced wildly in every direction, 
looking for a sign of the enemy leader. 


There! Off to the right and a few dozen yards ahead, he spied a knot of 
stationary chariots flying a profusion of brightly coloured banners. It had to 
be the enemy prince and his bodyguards. Akhmen-hotep brought them to 
the attention of his charioteer by gesturing with his sword, and the man 
swung the war machine around. They bore down on the enemy like a hurled 
spear, aimed directly for the chariot in the centre of the group. 


The prince and his retinue saw the danger at once, but there was little time 
to get their horses moving. Two of the bodyguards tried to push forwards 
and bar Akhmen-hotep’s path, but their horses could not get moving 
quickly enough. Instead, the king’s chariot struck the prince’s machine like 
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a thunderbolt, smashing the wicker hull to pieces and flipping it onto its 
side. 


Akhmen-hotep leapt from the still-moving chariot and rushed towards a tall, 
lean warrior clad in burnished bronze armour and desert robes of brilliant 
yellow and blue. His men, an archer whose arm had been clearly broken in 
the crash and his unarmed charioteer, both threw their bodies into the king’s 
path, but Akhmen-hotep hurled them aside like children. Still, it bought the 
prince enough time to draw his blade and prepare for the king’s attack. 


The prince of Bel Aliad was a brave man, but no warrior. His scimitar 
Slashed at Akhmen-hotep’s face in a clumsy, backhand blow that the king 
smashed contemptuously aside. His return stroke blurred through the air 
and came to rest against the prince’s throat. 


“Yield to me, Suhedir al-Khazem,” Akhmen-hotep growled, “or prepare to 
greet your ancestors in the afterlife.” 


The prince swayed on his feet. His sword fell from his trembling hand. 


“T yield. By all the gods, I yield!” he said, sagging to his knees, as though 
overcome by a terrible burden, and reaching up to pull away his yellow 
head scarf. The prince’s face was youthful but haggard, gaunt and pinched 
with strain. “Spare my people, great one, and all the riches of Bel Aliad will 
be yours!” Relief washed over the King of Ka-Sabar, but he kept his 
expression stern and inscrutable. 


“We are not monsters,” he said to the prince. “You have dealt with us 
honourably, and we will treat you in kind. Signal your men to cease 
fighting, and we will discuss terms of ransom.” 


The prince called to his trumpeter, and gladly gave the order. From the look 
on the man’s face, Akhmen-hotep thought that he was happy to have lost 
the battle. He no longer had to heed the orders of the monster that crouched 
on the throne at Khemri. 


Horns sounded again and again, cutting through the din of battle. It was 
several long minutes before the clamour subsided and the dust began to 
settle. A cheer went up from the Bronze Host, and then was suddenly cut 
short by confused shouts and angry cries. Bemused, Akhmen-hotep looked 
to the prince, but Suhedir al-Khazem looked mystified as well. 
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The rumble of a chariot approached hurriedly from the north-west. Within 
moments Akhmen-hotep spied Pakh-amn’s battered chariot racing towards 
them across the battlefield. As he drew nearer, the king could see the 
stricken expression on the young noble’s face. 


“What is it?” Akhmen-hotep cried as the chariot rumbled to a halt. “What 
has happened?” Pakh-amn looked in dread at Suhedir-al-Khazem, and then 
addressed his king. 


“The messenger has returned from camp,” the nobleman replied. Akhmen- 
hotep frowned. 


“Well? What of it?” he asked. 


“He could not find the Bhagarite horsemen,” Pakh-amn said in a grim 
voice. “The camp guards said they never arrived.” 


The king was confused for a moment. 


“But where else would they go?” he began, and then his blood ran cold. 
Slowly, he turned, casting his eyes to the north, in the direction of Bel 
Aliad. Suhedir al-Khazem, listening to the exchange, let out a despairing 
cry. 


The first tendrils of smoke were rising above the distant City of Spices. 
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FIFTEEN 
Lessons in Death 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 45th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1959 Imperial Reckoning) 


The great architects of Khemri had spared no expense to provide for the late 
King Khetep’s every spiritual need in the afterlife. They built vaults within 
the Great Pyramid to hold tall jars of grain and dried fish, candied dates, 
wine and honey. There were rooms filled with luxurious furnishings, and 
chests of cedar wood packed with rich garments for the king to wear. 
Another chamber held a brace of mummified falcons and the king’s 
favourite bow, in case he wished to go hunting in the fields of paradise. Still 
other chambers contained the king’s mummified horses, and a great chariot 
made of bronze and gilded wood. 


There was even a long, low chamber containing a fine river boat, complete 
with mummified oarsmen, in the event that the mighty king desired to ply 
the great River of Death. 


The finest chamber of all was built far above the king’s burial vaults, set in 
the very heart of the Great Pyramid. There, the architects had built a 
glorious throne room, complete with soaring columns and flagstones of 
polished marble. A noble dais stood at the far end of the throne room, and 
upon it stood a single throne, wrought not of wood but of darkest, polished 
obsidian. Flanking the throne stood towering statues of Ptra and Djaf, their 
faces stern, but their hands raised in welcome. 


More statues were interspersed among the columns that ran to either side of 
the chamber: Neru and Asaph, Geheb and Tahoth, all of the gods of 
Nehekhara, each one awaiting the arrival of the dead king’s spirit. For the 
throne at the far end of the room was not meant for Khetep, but for Usirian, 
the baleful god of the Underworld. 


It was in this great hall that Khetep would come to be judged by the gods. If 
he had lived a virtuous life, he would be allowed into the golden fields of 
paradise. Otherwise, Usirian would drive the king’s spirit into the howling 
wastes of the Underworld, there to suffer for all time, or at least until such 
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time as the mortuary priests could summon back his soul and return him to 
the land of the living. 


It was here that Nagash would summon his noble allies, more than forty in 
number, and, presiding from Usirian’s black throne, he would work to 
undermine his brother’s tenuous rule. If Arkhan, Raamket or the other 
young nobles were discomfited by the necromancer’s profound display of 
sacrilege, none of them were foolish enough to share it. There was also the 
fact that he had kept his word and made them all very rich, very powerful 
men. 


It had been three years since they had signed their names in that run-down 
house off Coppersmith Street, and in that time a terrible plague had swept 
through the great houses of Khemri. The sickness literally dissolved its 
victims from the inside out over a period of days or sometimes weeks. Vast 
fortunes were paid to the temples of Asaph and Tahoth to cure the sick, but 
the best that the priests could manage was to prolong the agony of the 
afflicted. No one survived the plague’s touch, and the healers could not 
fathom how the sickness spread. Slaves, guards and functionaries were 
untouched, and only those born of noble blood seemed to be at risk. All, 
that is, except for those whose names were written on Nagash’s list. 


As the death toll mounted and the great houses became decimated, many 
vital positions in Thutep’s court, some of which had been kept in the same 
family for centuries, were left vacant. Finally, the desperate king had little 
choice but to hand these titles to the only noblemen who still answered the 
call to the Grand Assembly. Khemri’s fortunes were fading all too quickly. 
Other than a brief show of esteem from the other great cities upon the birth 
of his young son Sukhet five years before, the Living City had been all but 
forgotten by its peers. 


“How fares the caravan trade?” Nagash asked, studying the assembled 
nobles over steepled fingers. The braziers in the great throne room had been 
lit, casting long fingers of light past the towering columns and throwing the 
ominous shadows of the stone gods across the marble flagstones. Khefru 
moved silently among the necromancer’s allies, providing refreshment to 
those who wished it. 


Shepsu-hur plucked a goblet of wine from the priest’s wooden tray as he 
went past. Thutep had named him master of the gates, which gave him 
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responsibility over levying taxes on the merchant caravans that came and 
went from Khemri. This included the river traffic from Zandri and the grain 
shipments that came south from Numas. 


“Prices have nearly doubled in the bazaar,” he said, sampling the wine. 
“Grain, spices, bronze: traders from every city are making life hard in the 
marketplace.” 


The necromancer nodded. 


“Zandri’s work,” he declared. “King Nekumet is tightening his fist around 
us. He’s convinced the other kings to raise tariffs on exports to Khemri in 
order to choke off our trade.” Nagash turned his gaze to Raamket. “No 
doubt it has increased smuggling tenfold.” 


Raamket folded his thick arms. The burly nobleman had been appointed 
master of rods, making him responsible for the City Watch. With Nagash’s 
help, Raamket had quickly used his authority to establish control of 
Khemri’s criminal gangs as well. 


“The gangs on the docks and the south gate district are doing a brisk trade,” 
he said with a chuckle. “They plan on passing the goods on to the traders in 
the marketplace at half again the normal rate, a bargain these days, but the 
gangs will grow rich off it.” Nagash shook his head. 


“No,” he said. “Inform the gangs to sell their goods at the same price as the 
foreign traders. It serves our purpose for the city to suffer for a while.” 
Raamket frowned at the news. 


“They won’t want to hear that,” he said. 


“If they won’t listen, then relieve them of their ears,” the necromancer said. 
“When the time comes for Thutep to yield his crown, it would be... 
preferable... if the populace supported his removal.” He turned to Arkhan. 
“What is the mood of the people at present?” 


Arkhan waited until Khefru approached, and then took a goblet. He drained 
half of the wine in a single draught and glowered at the rest. As master of 
the levy, it was his responsibility to maintain the yearly census and ensure 
that every adult citizen fulfilled his annual civil service. In times of war, he 
would also be required to marshal the spear levies that would form the bulk 
of Khemri’s army. 
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“The rumours are circulating, as you requested,” he said. “The great houses 
are being punished by the gods for permitting Thutep to bargain away 
Khemri’s pre-eminence. It didn’t take much effort to get people to start 
repeating it.” 


Shepsu-hur sipped his wine thoughtfully. “If we make the people think that 
the plague is the work of the gods,” he said, “won’t that drive them into the 
arms of the priesthood? I thought that was something we didn’t want.” 
Nagash smiled coldly. 


“They can give the priests all the coin and devotion they wish,” he said, “so 
long as the holy men are helpless to stop the plague.” The necromancer 
leaned forwards upon the ebon throne. 


“Thutep’s time on Settra’s throne has nearly run its course. The people are 
restive. A few more weeks of hunger and destitution and they will be ready 
for my brother to fall. For now, we must recoup our strength and prepare for 
one last outbreak of the so-called plague. This time, the sickness will spread 
beyond the great houses and afflict the city merchants. That should be 
sufficient to ignite the fires of unrest.” Nagash waved a dismissive hand. 
“Tomorrow is the new moon. Return here at midnight with your offerings 
and we will perform the Incantation of Reaping.” 


With that, the audience was at an end. The noblemen drained their goblets 
and set them on the marble floor. Then, they retired from the echoing 
chamber without a word. Moments later, only Khefru remained, dutifully 
picking up goblets and setting them on a wooden tray balanced upon his 
hip. Nagash studied his servant thoughtfully. 


“There is something you are not telling me,” he said. Khefru shook his 
head. 


“T don’t know what you mean, master.” 


“T can see it in the stiffness of your posture and the way you carefully avoid 
my gaze,” the necromancer said coldly. “Don’t insult me with your pitiful 
attempts at subterfuge, Khefru. It would not be wise.” 


A faint shudder caused the young priest’s shoulders to tremble. He paused 
for a moment, collecting himself, and then set down the wooden tray and 
straightened. “I fear you are growing too bold, master,” he said. “Thutep 
isn’t as blind or as foolish as you think. The disappearances are gaining 
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more and more attention. Your supposed allies are dragging dozens of 
victims off the streets each month for your rituals—” 


“Arkhan and the rest must learn the rudiments of the necromantic arts if 
they are to be useful to me,” Nagash growled, cutting him off, “and the 
curse requires a great deal of power to maintain it through the turning of the 
moon.” The necromancer shifted irritably upon the throne. “The energy 
dissipates too quickly. It’s like filling a wine jar using one’s bare hands.” 


“But the risk...” Khefru began, spreading his hands helplessly. “Your allies 
are growing too bold. They’re seizing the first victims they come upon, and 
many of them have families who take note of their disappearance. I know 
for a fact that people have gone to the temples begging for a formal inquiry. 
It’s only a matter of time before a wealthy merchant or a neighbourhood full 
of grieving families pays the priesthood enough to start a serious 
investigation. After that it’s only a matter of time before the king becomes 
involved.” 


“And what of it?” Nagash snarled. “We’ve spent the last three years 
stripping away the king’s power. The great houses are all but extinct, and 
my men control all the vital functions of the city. If anything, I expect we 
could find a way to turn the inquiry to our own ends, embarrassing the 
priesthood as a pack of corrupt, meddling fools.” As he said this, Nagash 
saw Khefru blanch. The necromancer leaned forward intently. “Ah. Now I 
see the heart of it. After everything we have learned, everything we’ve 
done... you’re still afraid of the priesthood.” 


“No... no, it’s not them,” Khefru stammered. His sallow face grew pinched 
with fear. “I fear no man in this world save you, master, but what of the 
gods? We’ve cheated Djaf and Usirian of dozens of human souls. By now, 
their wrath must be very great.” 


“And yet they have done nothing,” Nagash said scornfully. “Do you know 
why? Because we stand to usurp them of their power. We are plumbing the 
secrets of life and death, Khefru. Without the fear of dying, and the threat of 
judgement, the gods will lose their hold over mankind.” 


“Yes. Yes, I see all that,” the young priest said, his knife-scar accentuating 
the pained look on his face, “but we’re not immortal yet. Death still waits 
for us, and beyond that, divine judgement. We... we’ve done awful things, 
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master. There is no hell in Usirian’s teachings terrible enough to suit our 
crimes.” 


“Leave such things to me, Khefru,” Nagash said coldly. “All things in due 
time. For now, we must focus on taking Thutep’s crown. Do you 
understand?” 


Khefru nodded reluctantly. “I understand, master.” He bowed quickly, and 
returned to his work. The young priest gathered up the wine cups and made 
for the side passage that led down to the lower levels, where Khetep’s crypt 
and Nagash’s study were located. Just as he reached the columns along the 
north side of the room, he paused. 


“One more thing, master,” he said. “Your guests have made a great deal of 
progress exploring the crypt over the last few days. I believe Ashniel has 
almost found the way out. Should I introduce the next set of traps?” Nagash 
leaned back upon the throne, his face lost in thought. 


“Leave that to me as well,” he said. 


The braziers had been left to burn out in the Great Pyramid’s grand throne 
room. Nearly four hours past midnight they gave off a sullen red glow that 
lent the huge chamber an ominous blood-hued cast. The ruddy light 
scarcely reached above head-height along the towering stone columns, and 
pooled on the broad steps of the great dais. 


Silence stretched through the chamber’s chill air, broken only by the furtive 
sounds of burrowing tomb beetles. 


Then there was a faint sound, like the whisper of skin across stone, and a 
thin hissing that nearly resolved into words. 


Dark forms moved in the shadows beyond the columns on the north side of 
the room. The sibilant whispers rose again, like a conversation between a 
trio of vipers. Then a lithe shape glided from the darkness and stepped into 
the centre of the throne room. Pale hands reached up and pulled back a 
black cotton hood, revealing the sharp-edged features of Ashniel, the 
druchii witch. She turned slowly in place, as though trying to deduce where 
the chamber was in relation to the rest of the huge pyramid, and how close 
she might be to freedom. 
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Within moments, Ashniel was joined by her companions. Drutheira had her 
hood back, letting her white hair tumble across her narrow shoulders. Her 
ethereal beauty had been transformed into a tight mask of strain, and she 
clutched an improvised dagger chipped from a broken shard of obsidian. 
Malchior limped along in her wake, cursing softly under his breath. The 
shaft of a barbed dart jutted from the druchii’s left thigh, and every step left 
a small pool of blood gleaming upon the marble. Clearly, Ashniel’s mastery 
of the crypt’s many traps still left something to be desired. 


The three druchii came together and whispered once more, clearly arguing 
about which way they should go. Then a cold voice echoed from the 
darkness, transfixing them with its predatory intensity. 


“You’re very close,” Nagash said from the darkness surrounding the ebon 
throne. 


Cloth whispered against stone as the necromancer rose to his feet and 
slowly descended the steps into the ruddy light. In his left hand he held the 
Staff of the Ages, and his dark eyes were intent upon the barbarians. 
Nagash smiled, a gesture devoid of warmth or humour. 


“Shall I tell you which direction to go?” he asked, pointing to the doorway 
at the far end of the hall. “When the spirit of the dead king was judged and 
accepted into paradise, he could leave the Great Pyramid and travel to the 
afterlife. So the architects built a long, sloping corridor there, to facilitate 
his passage.” Ashniel gave Nagash a look of purest hate. 


“A pity that a spirit has no need for an actual door,” she hissed. “The 
passageway is purely symbolic, and ends at a stone wall.” She drew herself 
to her full height and sneered at the necromancer. “I’ve spent a great deal of 
time reading about your people’s bizarre burial rites.” The witch turned and 
pointed into the shadows along the chamber’s southern wall. “There will be 
another doorway there, leading into the upper vaults. Beyond that will be 
the corridor to the outside.” 


Nagash inclined his head mockingly. “The passage awaits, witch. All that 
stands between you and your freedom... is me.” He spread his arms 
expansively. “Defeat me with your sorceries, and you may go free.” 


Malchior took a limping step towards the dais. “What kind of trick is this?” 
he spat, but the movement was nothing more than a feint. Quicker than the 
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eye could follow, the warlock threw up his hand and hissed a stream of 
liquid syllables that caused the air to crackle with magical power. 


Nagash reacted without hesitation, bringing around the Staff of Ages and 
chanting an abjuration just as a bolt of blue-white light shot from 
Malchior’s hand. The destructive spell leapt at Nagash. Then it seemed to 
unravel midway to its target as it encountered the necromancer’s counter- 
spell and dissipated with a thunderous crack! 


As the ragged tendrils of sorcerous energy washed over him, Nagash 
Switched tactics, thrusting his open hand forwards and barking out a spell. 
There was a flash of heat, and darts of glimmering fire stitched the air 
between the necromancer and the druchii. The barbarians scattered, 
deflecting the magical bolts with counter-spells. The darts etched molten 
craters in the marble flagstones and blew fragments from the towering stone 
columns that flanked the throne room. 


Ashniel circled to Nagash’s left, spitting out a blasphemous incantation and 
hurling a bolt of hissing blackness from her open hands. Nagash turned it 
aside with another quick counter-spell. It struck the Staff of the Ages and 
deflected past the necromancer with a thunderous roar, striking the ebon 
throne of Usirian and melting it into a steaming puddle of liquid rock. 


Malchior struck Nagash a moment later, hitting the necromancer in the side 
with a spear of crackling energy. Nagash, still focusing on his counter-spell, 
was able to dissipate most of its power, but the rest of the spell’s energy 
raked across his ribs like a lion’s claws, and set his robes ablaze. 


The necromancer staggered. With a roar, he barked a stream of syllables. 
The fire licking at his robes guttered and went out, channelled into a 
whipcord of flames that he unleashed upon Ashniel. The witch severed the 
stream of energy with contemptuous ease. 


Suddenly, a storm of whirling shadows surrounded Nagash. A pale figure 
emerged from the darkness, appearing to dance past the necromancer, and 
fiery pain tore through the necromancer’s arm. Nagash whirled, but 
Drutheira was already out of reach, vanishing into the magical darkness 
with a hateful laugh. Blood poured down his arm from a gash left by the 
witch’s dagger. 
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The air in the chamber quivered with the crash and roar of sorcerous power. 
Another bolt of power tore through Drutheira’s cloak of shadow, and 
Nagash felt his entire left side explode in pain as the spell grazed his hip. It 
spun him around like a child’s toy, nearly pitching him from the dais. He 
landed hard on his right side, sparing him from a stream of crackling darts 
flung by Ashniel. 


Nagash bit back the pain that clawed at his nerves and tried to collect his 
wits. The druchii were far more experienced with sorcery than he was, but 
he’d thought that without raw magic—the winds of magic, as they called it 
—to draw on, he would be able to counter their spells with ease. Clearly, 
the barbarians hadn’t shared everything they knew. Nagash, however, 
possessed secrets of his own. 


Once more, the inky shadows closed in around him. The necromancer 
abandoned his counter-spells and clutched the staff with both hands, 
watching for a telltale flicker of pale skin. 


Drutheira seemed to dance through the darkness towards him, approaching 
Nagash from the side. He let her draw close, and then lashed out at her with 
his staff. The witch saw the blow coming and tried to leap aside, but the 
necromancer caught her right ankle and caused her to stumble. She fell with 
a screech, rolling painfully down the stone steps of the dais. 


As she fell, Nagash rose to one knee and barked out a counter-spell that 
scattered the shadows like smoke. His throat was tight and painful and his 
body was starting to tremble from strain. Immediately, he felt a sense of 
pressure against his skin and he brandished the Staff of the Ages in front of 
him as bolts of power struck him from the front and the side. Claws of fire 
tore at the side of Nagash’s face, and he was deafened by twin concussions 
that hammered at his body. Agonising pain lanced into his chest, as though 
iron fingers tore deep into the flesh and muscle beneath his skin. 


For a dizzying instant Nagash wavered on the edge of unconsciousness. He 
clawed his way back by sheer force of will and sought out the wounded 
figure of Malchior, still standing at the centre of the throne room. Clenching 
his right fist, the necromancer began to chant. 


Nagash knew that the barbed spike in the warlock’s leg was tainted with 
poison, a painful, debilitating venom that was even now coursing through 
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the druchii’s veins. Somehow the warlock was able to continue fighting 
despite the agony of the poison, but now the necromancer enhanced its 
virulence tenfold. The druchii stiffened in mid-chant, his muscles tightening 
like cables beneath his skin. Foam burst from the warlock’s mouth, and he 
toppled over and began to writhe across the cratered stone, until a flurry of 
searing bolts from the necromancer’s fingers tore the druchii’s body open 
like knives. Boiling blood spattered across the floor, and the warlock’s 
flayed body stilled. 


Nagash wasn’t finished with Malchior yet. He tasted blood as he spat the 
Incantation of Reaping and consumed the warlock’s soul. Malchior’s life 
essence flowed into him like a river of ice, banishing the pain of his wounds 
and filling his veins with power. 


Drutheira lay at the foot of the dais, doubled over in pain. She had landed 
on her right arm, which was bent at an awkward angle. With a snarl, Nagash 
jabbed a finger at her and spat a vicious spell. The witch threw up her good 
arm and screamed a counter-spell, but the force of the necromancer’s attack 
struck her like a desert storm. Drops of blood appeared on the witch’s pale 
skin, spreading rapidly as her flesh was stripped away in twisting ribbons 
by a furious magical wind. In the blink of an eye the witch was shredded, 
her entrails spread in a gory fan behind her steaming bones. Once again, 
Nagash chanted the Incantation of Reaping and ate the barbarian’s life 
essence. 


A bolt of searing power smashed into the necromancer, but Nagash scarcely 
felt it. The energy dissipated like smoke, cancelled by the inrush of power 
from Drutheira’s soul. He turned to Ashniel, who still stood near the 
chamber’s southern wall, and unleashed a rippling string of magical bolts. 
The witch countered his attacks with fearsome speed, deflecting many of 
the bolts and dissipating the rest. Crackling detonations split the stones and 
sent puffs of dust into the air around the druchii, but Ashniel was unharmed. 


With a screech, the witch struck back. Nagash felt the dais beneath him start 
to shift and give way. He focused his will on the stones, which were turning 
black and melding together like the maw of a gaping pit. The necromancer 
barked a counter-spell and poured his newly gathered energies into the 
incantation, fixing the stones once more into solidity. 
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Before Ashniel could launch another attack, Nagash unleashed another 
torrent of bolts at the witch. Once again, she deflected them with almost 
casual skill. More concussions reverberated across the chamber, sending 
razor-sharp flecks of stone whickering through the air. 


Ashniel staggered beneath the onslaught, but she gave the necromancer a 
malicious smile. 


“A clever trick, human,” she shouted, “but those two were amateurs 
compared to me. Your attacks are potent but clumsy, and your energies are 
finite. I can counter your spells indefinitely, and when you have exhausted 
yourself, I will make a new pair of gloves from your hide.” 


Nagash’s face twisted in rage and he began to chant again. A wild, howling 
wind rushed from the necromancer, roaring down the dais towards the 
witch. Ashniel threw up her hands and the wind curled around her. The 
flagstones beneath her feet erupted in fragments, and the sharp echoes of 
splintering stone filled the air. 


“You see?” she said with a laugh. “Your spells can’t touch me.” 


Nagash drew a deep breath. The power of the druchii souls was fading, 
leaving his throat feeling raw and torn. 


“What makes you think that spell was meant for you?” he croaked. 


Ashniel’s smile faltered. Her eyes narrowed warily, and with a hiss like an 
angry cat she whirled to see the cracked and splintered feet of Asaph, 
goddess of love. 


Baffled, she spun back to Nagash, just as the head of the goddess landed on 
her. The stone head, the size of a chariot, smashed to pieces, crushing the 
druchii to a pulp. 


Nagash uttered the Incantation of Reaping one last time, and drank deep of 
Ashniel’s life essence. Pain faded, replaced by the cold bliss of triumph. 


The necromancer surveyed the scene of carnage. Veils of dust hung in the 
air, tinged red by the banked light of the braziers. 


“My thanks for the lesson,” Nagash said with a smile. 
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SIXTEEN 
The Creeping Darkness 


Bel Aliad, the City of Spices, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


By the time Akhmen-hotep and his warriors reached Bel Aliad, the 
Bhagarite horsemen had killed every living thing they could. Bodies lay in 
heaps along the narrow streets, cut down as they tried to flee the swift- 
riding desert raiders. When the panicked citizens fled into their homes the 
merciless Bhagarites flung torches and looted oil lamps through the 
windows and waited with their bows at the ready. Old men, women and 
children lay huddled by the doors of their homes, pierced by arrows and 
spears. The Bhagarites had waded into the slaughter until their white robes 
and the withers of their horses were drenched in innocent blood. 


The stench of spilled blood hung heavy in the air, even in the famous Spice 
Bazaar. The brightly coloured awnings of the spice market had been slashed 
apart, and a king’s ransom worth of exotic herbs had spilled from broken 
urns and been trampled into the dirt. Bel Aliad had been cast to ruin in the 
space of a single afternoon. The desert raiders had cut out its heart to 
answer for all that they had lost, and now, the horsemen sat their mounts 
and stared dumbly at the horror they had wrought, their sword-arms 
hanging limp and their dark eyes empty of thought or feeling. 


Akhmen-hotep strode heavily into the Spice Bazaar, surrounded by his 
Ushabti and Pakh-amn’s light horsemen. They’d left their chariots at the 
edge of the town, for there had been no way to guide the heavy war 
machines down the streets without riding over Bel Aliad’s massacred 
people. 


The king’s bloodstained sword quivered in his hand as he saw the milling 
figures of the horsemen. Rage and despair flooded through Akhmen-hotep, 
and when he tried to speak all he could manage was a wordless roar of 
anguish that echoed in the corpse-strewn square. The desert horses shied at 
the terrible sound, tossing their heads and backing away from the advancing 
king, but the Bhagarites stilled the animals with leaden voices and slid from 
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the saddles with funereal grace. They walked a few steps towards the king 
and carefully laid their swords on the ground beside their feet. 


Some of the men reached up and tugged their head-scarves loose, baring 
their necks, while others pulled open their gore-spattered robes and revealed 
their heaving chests. They had avenged their murdered kin, and now 
prepared to join them in the afterlife. 


At that moment, Akhmen-hotep would have gladly obliged them. He stared 
into their dead eyes and felt sick with fury. 


“What infamy is this?” he cried. “These people did nothing to you! Do you 
imagine your loved ones are pleased with what you’ve done? You’ve 
murdered mothers and their babes! This is not the work of warriors, but of 
monsters. You’re no better than the Usurper!” 


The imprecation struck the Bhagarites like the lash of a whip. One of the 
horsemen screeched like a desert cat and snatched up his blade, but he took 
no more than two steps towards the king before one of Akhmen-hotep’s 
Ushabti stepped forwards and cut him down. The king’s bodyguards swept 
forwards in a single mass, their ritual swords flickering, but they were 
halted by a commanding shout, not from Akhmen-hotep, but from Pakh- 
amn, the Master of Horse. 


“Stay your hands!” the young nobleman shouted. “The lives of the 
horsemen are for the king to take, not your own!” 


True to their oaths, the devoted paused, awaiting their master’s order. 
Akhmen-hotep turned at the sound of Pakh-amn’s approach, glaring up at 
the nobleman as he reined in his horse beside the king. 


“Do you mean to plead for their lives, Pakh-amn?” he snapped. “Their lives 
are forfeit for what they have done!” 


“Do you think me blind, great one?” the nobleman shot back. “I have seen 
the slaughter just the same as you, but their executions must wait if you and 
I hope to see Ka-Sabar once more.” 


Akhmen-hotep bit back a savage reply. As terrible as it was to hear, Pakh- 
amn was right. Without the Bhagarites they would never find their way 
back across the trackless sands of the Great Desert, and the king’s duty to 
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his people came before all other considerations. Justice for the people of 
Bel Aliad would have to wait. 


“Seize them,” he told the Ushabti in a hollow voice. “Take away their 
horses and their swords, and return them to camp.” 


The Ushabti lowered their blades reluctantly, but did as the king 
commanded. The desert horsemen offered no resistance as their hands were 
bound behind their backs with rope taken from their saddles, and strange 
hands took hold of the bridles of their sacred horses. As far as they were 
concerned, their lives were at an end. 


“We should take them back by a circuitous route,” Pakh-amn suggested. 
“Lest the city nobles catch sight of them. I’ll round up some troops and see 
about putting out the fires.” Akhmen-hotep nodded heavily. 


“What will I tell Suhedir al-Khazem?” he asked, unable to take his eyes 
from the torn and twisted bodies filling the square. 


The Master of Horse drew a deep breath. “We will say that some of our 
horsemen got carried away during the battle and that there was some 
looting. Nothing more. If we tell them the truth there will be a riot.” Even 
battered and disarmed, the city nobles and the surviving members of the 
City Companies made for a large body of men, and the terms of ransom that 
the king offered meant that they would be held in camp under minimal 
guard. The barbarian mercenaries would be chained into slave coffles and 
marched back with the army: such were the wages of war in the Blessed 
Land. 


Akhmen-hotep considered this, and nodded. The prince and his men would 
have to be told the truth eventually, but not today. He did not have the heart 
for it. 


“See to it,” he said wearily, and waved Pakh-amn away. 


The king stood alone in the blood-soaked square as the Bhagarite horsemen 
were led away and Pakh-amn snapped orders to his horsemen. His broad 
shoulders sagged, and Akhmen-hotep sank to his knees among the bodies of 
the innocent. 


“Forgive me,” he said, bending down to press his forehead to the hot stones. 
“Forgive me.” 
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The setting sun was red as fresh blood as it sank behind the mists above the 
Springs of Eternal Life. The hazy white clouds roiled slowly in the hot air, 
winding in thick tendrils around the tops of the high dunes just a few miles 
distant from where Rakh-amn-hotep stood. He was coated in a paste of 
sweat, dust and grit from the swirling cavalry skirmishes of the late 
afternoon, and his left shoulder ached from the sting of a horseman’s arrow 
that had penetrated a few inches past the heavy scales of his armoured vest. 
His throat and nostrils were caked with mud, and it felt as though his eyes 
would stick shut if he closed them for more than a few moments. To his 
tired mind the mists seemed to curl and stretch towards him like the 
welcoming arms of a lover. He longed to feel that cool, clean touch, but it 
remained just out of his reach, guarded by a long, thin line of Numasi 
horsemen and Khemri spears. 


The enemy force stretched along the base of a line of low dunes running 
roughly southwards, with their left flank standing astride the Western Trade 
Road that led to the Living City. The bulk of the enemy cavalry had 
withdrawn to the north side of the road, no doubt to discourage flanking 
efforts in that direction. The Numasi cavalrymen were devils on horseback, 
almost the equal of the desert princes of Bhagar, and despite being 
significantly outnumbered they’d got the better of the Lybarans in most of 
the day’s skirmishes. 


Rakh-amn-hotep had pressed them hard, believing at first that the Numasi 
cavalry was no more than a large scouting party sent to gather intelligence 
on the situation at Quatar. The enemy had retreated slowly but steadily in 
the face of his advance, sometimes wheeling and dashing forwards to 
unleash a volley of arrows or clash swords with a squadron of Lybarans 
who pressed too close. He had been certain that they would eventually 
break off and retreat north and west once the day was nearly over, but now 
he realised bitterly that the horsemen were merely a vanguard like his own, 
and they’d held him up just long enough for the rest of their force to form 
up for battle. 


The majority of the Lybaran cavalry was arrayed in a broad crescent to 
either side of the Rasetran king: close to three thousand light cavalry and a 
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striking force of fifteen hundred heavy cavalry. The heavy horse was 
situated to the king’s left, still relatively fresh at the end of the day. 


Rakh-amn-hotep had kept them and his Ushabti in reserve, unwilling to 
wear them out on constant pursuits when he might have need of them later. 
To the king’s right, the horses of the light cavalry squadrons waited with 
their heads drooping and their flanks dappled with foam. Their riders 
poured precious water from the leather flasks at their hips onto thick cotton 
rags and held them up for their weary mounts to lick. 


Rakh-amn-hotep scowled up at the lowering sun. There were perhaps two 
hours left before sunset. If they could not find a way to break through the 
enemy line it would mean another day out in the sands, consuming the last 
of the army’s water. The Usurper’s troops appeared to number at least 
fifteen thousand men, including the two thousand Numasi cavalry they’d 
skirmished with earlier, mostly light infantry and a few companies of 
archers. The Rasetran king would generally be tempted to put his faith in 
Ptra and try a massed charge, but the majority of his force was all but 
exhausted. Did they have enough strength left to break the enemy line? 


The king turned and beckoned to the commander of the Lybaran contingent, 
who stood with his retinue only a few paces away. Shesh-amun was one of 
Hekhmenukep’s staunchest allies, and despite his advanced years he carried 
himself with a young man’s strength and vigour. He was lean and rangy like 
old leather, his skin burned almost black by long decades labouring under 
the desert sun. The champion was a bluff, forthright man who did not suffer 
fools gladly, and didn’t think so much of himself that he couldn’t be 
persuaded to listen to reason. The Rasetran had warmed to him at once. 
Rakh-amn-hotep leaned over the side of his chariot as Shesh-amun 
approached. 


“We need to get past these jackals,” the king said quietly. “Are your men up 
to one more fight?” 


“Oh, they’d welcome the chance to fight someone that doesn’t wheel away 
and run at the first sign of trouble,” 


Shesh-amun growled. “Those Numasi horse thieves have got their blood up, 
but I suspect that was the whole point.” The champion turned his head and 
spat into the dust. “They’re willing, and the horses, too, but don’t be 
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surprised if they start dropping dead if the fight goes on too long.” The 
Rasetran king nodded grimly. 


“Well, promise them all the water they can drink, if only we can break 
through and reach the springs. Maybe that will keep them alive a few 
moments more.” 


“T’ll pass the word,” Shesh-amun said. Just as he began to turn away, a horn 
sounded beyond the dunes to the east of the weary horsemen. The champion 
peered off into the distance. “Are you expecting someone?” he asked. 
Rakh-amn-hotep straightened and looked eastward. Sure enough, a winding 
ribbon of dust was rising from the direction of the trade road. 


“Indeed I am, but I’d nearly given up on him,” he said. “Reinforcements are 
coming,” the king told Shesh-amun. “Ready your men for action.” 


The champion bowed quickly and hastened off to spread the word. Minutes 
later Rakh-amn-hotep heard the rumble of hooves, and a squadron of light 
cavalry raced over the dunes to join the line of weary horsemen. Tired 
cheers went up from the vanguard as the reinforcements began to arrive, 
and the king waited for the sight of Ekhreb’s chariot among the column of 
troops. He saw it at once, bouncing along in the light cavalry’s wake. Rakh- 
amn-hotep raised his sword in greeting, and the light chariot angled off the 
line of march and reined in beside the king. 


“T left you back at camp three hours ago!” Rakh-amn-hotep shouted to the 
champion. “Did you get lost? All you had to do was follow the damned 
road!” Ekhreb leapt from the back of the chariot and reached the king in 
two quick strides. 


“That’s rich,” the champion replied mildly. “You, lecturing me about 
arriving late. I marshalled six thousand men for you on two hours’ notice. 
Shall I send them back to camp?” 


“Don’t be churlish,” the king replied. “I can have you beheaded for that, 
you know.” 


“So you’ve said,” Ekhreb replied. “Many, many times.” Rakh-amn-hotep 
caught sight of a company of Rasetran light infantry jogging over the dunes 
to the east. 


“What have you brought me, exactly?” he asked. 
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“A thousand light horsemen, four thousand light infantry, and a thousand of 
our jungle auxiliaries,” Ekhreb said. “I thought the scaly-skins might strike 
some fear into the enemy’s hearts.” 


“No archers?” the king asked sharply. The champion made a visible effort 
not to roll his eyes. 


“You said nothing about bowmen, great one.” 
The king bit back a sarcastic reply. Ekhreb was right, after all. 


“We’ll have to rely on the bows of the light cavalry then,” he muttered. 
Ekhreb folded his arms and stared at the distant enemy line. 


“Not much of a force,” he said. “It seems that Akhmen-hotep’s diversion 
was successful.” 


“Perhaps,” the king replied, “but it doesn’t need to be very large, so long as 
they keep us from the springs.” Rakh-amn-hotep studied the enemy 
dispositions and made his plans. “Form the infantry into line right here,” he 
told his champion, “and put the auxiliaries on the right.” Then he beckoned 
to Shesh-amun. When the Lybaran arrived, he told him, “Pull your light 
horsemen back over the dunes behind us, and start circling around to our 
right, towards the road.” Shesh-amun frowned. 


“But they’ll be expecting that,” he said. The king waved his concerns away. 


“Sometimes we must give the enemy what he’s looking for,” he told the 
champion. “Don’t commit your men to pitched battle unless you must. Just 
push as far as you can around the edge of their line. I’ll give you ten 
minutes to get your riders moving before we advance.” 


Though clearly still doubtful, Shesh-amun bowed to the king and began 
shouting orders to his troops. Ekhreb had already passed the king’s 
commands to the allied reinforcements. The light infantry companies were 
already forming a rough line before the allied cavalry, and the dark green 
shapes of the jungle auxiliaries were moving between the king’s chariots 
and the Lybaran light cavalry. The lizardmen were huge, hulking creatures, 
their scaly skins tattooed in strange spiral patterns that stretched across their 
rolling muscles. They carried massive clubs in their taloned hands, made of 
heavy pieces of wood studded with jagged chips of glossy black stone. 
Human skulls hung from rawhide cords around their naked waists, and their 
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powerful, wedge-shaped heads bore a fearsome resemblance to the great 
crocodiles of Nehekharan legend. The trained warhorses rolled their eyes 
and shifted nervously at the creatures’ acrid stink, but the lizardmen paid 
them little heed. 


As the infantry were forming up for battle the light horsemen on the right 
flank began to slowly withdraw over the dunes to the east. Rakh-amn-hotep 
expected some kind of reaction from the enemy line, but the Usurper’s 
troops made not a sound. 


Ekhreb folded his muscular arms and surveyed the troops’ movements with 
a practised eye. 


“Where do you want me?” he asked the king. 


“You?” Rakh-amn-hotep grunted. “I want you right beside me, of course. 
That way you can’t claim you got lost heading to the battle.” Ekhreb gave 
the king an arch expression. 


“T live to serve, great one,” he said wryly. “What now?” Rakh-amn-hotep 
counted off the minutes in his head. 


“Order the centre and the left flank forwards,” he commanded. “The heavy 
cavalry will charge along with the infantry.” 


The champion nodded and passed the orders at once. Trumpets sounded, 
and the ragged line of warriors raised their shields and marched towards the 
foe, followed by the light horsemen a dozen yards behind. Across the 
broken ground between the two armies, the enemy bowmen waited in two 
long skirmish lines before the infantry companies. As the king watched the 
distance between the two forces shrink he found himself wishing for a few 
Lybaran sky-priests to spoil the enemy’s aim. The thought stirred a faint 
twinge of suspicion in the king’s mind: where were the enemy sorcerers? 
He’d heard the stories of what had happened at Zedri, years before. Now 
that his forces had been committed, he found himself wondering what 
terrible surprises the Usurper’s army had in store. 


The air darkened above the closing armies as the enemy bowmen loosed 
their first volley. The Rasetran infantry quickened their pace at once, 
throwing up their wooden shields against the deadly rain. The shower of 
arrows struck their targets with a dreadful rattle of bronze against wood. 
Men screamed, and gaps showed in the advancing companies, but the rest 
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pressed on. More arrows flickered through the air as the light horsemen 
returned the enemy fire, shooting high over the heads of the advancing 
infantry. Far to the left, a low rumble began as the heavy cavalry spurred 
their mounts into a ground-eating canter, and the enemy companies on that 
flank lowered their glinting spears to receive the inevitable charge. 


The enemy bowmen fired a second volley and then withdrew to safety as 
the Rasetran warriors bore down upon them. Rakh-amn-hotep nodded 
thoughtfully. 


“All right,” he said to Ekhreb. “Order the auxiliaries to attack.” 


Ekhreb called out, and a heavy drum answered, beating out a low, dreadful 
cadence. With a hiss like a desert wind, the company of lizardmen rose 
from their haunches and loped towards the enemy battleline, covering the 
ground swiftly with their long strides. The air filled with screeches and 
dreadful, warbling cries as the jungle warriors advanced, and Rakh-amn- 
hotep was pleased to see the troops on the left waver at the sound. 


All along the battleline the warriors of the opposing armies crashed together 
in a resounding clatter of wood and bronze. The screams of the dead and 
dying carried clearly above the din, and badly wounded men began to break 
away from the struggling companies and stagger back the way they’d come. 
On the left, the heavy cavalry thundered home against the enemy shield 
wall, flinging broken bodies back onto their fellows as they drove a wedge 
into two of the enemy companies. Swords flashed down in brilliant arcs, 
splitting skulls and cleaving torsos, and frenzied horses reared and lashed at 
the screaming throng with their terrible hooves. 


On the right, the lizardmen leapt at their foes with a bloodcurdling chorus 
of hissing screeches and inhuman wails. Their scaly skin turned aside all 
but the strongest spear-thrust, and their war clubs smashed wooden shields 
and bones alike into ragged splinters. The king watched the enemy infantry 
reel in terror from the onslaught, but the majority of his attention was 
focused on the light horsemen still further down the right flank. Their 
horses were rearing and screaming at the scent of the strange lizardmen, but 
as yet they held their position at the opposite end of the road. A few of the 
cavalrymen loosed wild shots into the frenzied creatures, to no discernible 
effect. 
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Minutes passed, and the fighting continued. The enemy forces had wavered 
under the initial ferocity of the allied attack, but they had regained their 
resolve and their greater numbers were beginning to tell against the 
Rasetran infantry. The heavy cavalry on the left were being slowly 
surrounded by a sea of roaring, stabbing warriors and were trying to 
extricate themselves from the mob. The infantry companies on the left and 
in the centre were being driven back by the sheer weight of their foes. Only 
on the right were there still signs of success, as the lizardmen took a terrible 
toll of the lightly armoured humans. Rakh-amn-hotep, however, knew from 
experience that the lizardmen could not sustain such efforts for long, 
especially in this searing heat. Before too much longer they would start to 
falter, and he would have to pull them back or risk seeing them 
overwhelmed. 


Then the king caught a glimpse of movement further to the right. A 
squadron of the enemy cavalry was wheeling away, heading further off to 
the north. A minute later another squadron followed, and then another. They 
had spotted the flanking movement by the Lybaran horsemen and were 
moving to counter the attempt, leaving the battered infantry on the right 
without any support. 


Rakh-amn-hotep smiled and drew his sword. 


“Time to end this,” he growled. To Ekhreb he said, “The Ushabti will 
advance upon the right,” pointing his sword at the junction where the 
enemy right met the centre. “Push through and drive for the springs!” 


As one, the Ushabti shouted the name of Ptra the Glorious and raised their 
gleaming blades to the sky. With a peal of trumpets the company started 
forwards, gathering speed as the charioteers lashed the flanks of their 
horses. As they rumbled forwards the chariots altered their formation, 
stretching into a wedge aimed like a spear at the vulnerable point of the 
enemy line. 


The earth shook beneath the thundering wheels of the war machines. 
Rasetrans in the rear ranks of their struggling companies saw their king 
approach and raised their voices in a lusty cheer that spurred the efforts of 
their fellows. For a brief moment the allied line surged forwards a single 
step, and then the chariots smashed into the battleline. Light infantrymen 
were smashed aside by teams of charging horses, or trampled beneath 
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hooves and bronze-rimmed wheels. Bowstrings snapped as archers in the 
chariots fired point-blank into the massed enemy troops, and the armoured 
figures of the Ushabti reaped a terrible harvest with their huge, sickle- 
shaped swords. Rakh-amn-hotep chopped down with his sword and 
smashed a screaming warrior’s skull. Then he swept aside the jabbing point 
of a spear. 


“Keep going!” he roared to his charioteer, and the man cracked his whip 
with a will, shouting to Ptra to strengthen his arm. 


The infantrymen reeled from the impact, and the battle-hardened Rasetrans 
pressed the advantage, driving the wedge still deeper into the line. The 
enemy troops on the right flank were cut off from their neighbouring 
companies and left to the mercy of the ravening lizardmen, who tore heads 
from the dead and dying and crushed them in their terrible jaws. Without 
the support of the light cavalry, the spearmen began to waver, and a moment 
later their resolve failed them and they began to run, stumbling and clawing 
up the slope behind them. The jungle warriors gave chase, hissing and 
screeching their savage war cries. 


Rakh-amn-hotep roared in triumph. 


“Wheel right!” he ordered, and slowly the chariots began to press upon the 
unprotected flank of the companies in the enemy centre. Arrows scythed 
into the sides and rear of the enemy formations, and panic took hold. When 
the enemy warriors saw that their left flank had crumbled they turned and 
ran, and within minutes the slopes were swarming with fleeing troops. The 
Rasetrans snapped at their heels like wolves, slaying every man they could 
reach. Exhaustion alone held back the struggling allied troops, and was all 
that kept the retreat from becoming a blood-soaked rout. 


Relief and a sense of triumph flooded the king’s tired body. The battle had 
lasted less than half an hour, judging by the height of the sun. Ptra’s burning 
orb had vanished into a pool of crimson light along the western horizon. 
With luck, the king thought, the vanguard would reach the life-giving pools 
by nightfall. 


The Rasetran infantry clambered up the slope after their foes and 
disappeared over the summit of the dunes. For the cavalry and the chariots 
it was harder going, as the sands gave way beneath the plunging hooves of 
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the horses. Rakh-amn-hotep was busy contemplating how he would press 
the pursuit with fresh elements of the army’s light cavalry when his chariot 
finally crested the rise, and slid to an awkward halt. 


Rakh-amn-hotep threw out a hand to steady himself at the sudden stop, a 
curse halfway to his lips, when he realised that the entire allied pursuit had 
pulled up short. The survivors of the enemy army were running pell-mell 
across a wide, rocky plain, in the direction of the springs, And, with a cold 
sense of realisation, the king saw why. 


Across the broad plain, arrayed at the very edge of the mist-wrapped 
springs, stretched a line of infantry and bowmen that ran from one end of 
the horizon to the other. The bloody sunlight shone on thickets of spears 
and round, polished helms, tens of thousands strong. Huge blocks of heavy 
cavalry waited beyond the line of spears, and smaller squadrons of light 
horsemen prowled along the front of the battleline like packs of hungry 
jackals. 


“In the name of all the gods,” Rakh-amn-hotep whispered in awe. Now he 
understood. The enemy force he’d just defeated was just the vanguard for 
the Usurper’s main host. 


Ekhreb reined in his chariot alongside the king. “What do we do now?” he 
called. 


Rakh-amn-hotep shook his head at the legions of silent warriors waiting 
across the plain. 


“What can we do?” he said bitterly. “We must retreat and carry news back 
to the rest of the army. Tomorrow we must summon all our strength and 
fight for our very lives.” 
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SEVENTEEN 
Attack and Retreat 


Bel Aliad, the City of Spices, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The date wine was thick and cloyingly sweet. Akhmen-hotep grimaced as 
he raised the cup to his lips and took another draught. Inside the king’s tent, 
the air was cold and still. No oil lamps had been lit, nor were there any 
coals banked against the night’s chill. Only a pair of wide-eyed slaves 
attended upon the king, kneeling fearfully at either side of the tent’s 
entrance. 


Akhmen-hotep’s tent faced west, letting in long, slanting beams of 
moonlight as the linen entry flap was pulled aside. Outside, the camp was 
quiet save for the distant music of Neru’s acolytes as they performed their 
midnight vigil. The king raised his eyes to the round figure silhouetted in 
the moon’s cold radiance. 


“What do you want, brother?” he asked, in a voice roughened by many cups 
of wine. 


Memnet did not reply at first. The Grand Hierophant stood in the entryway 
for a few moments, letting his eyes adjust to the gloom, and then shuffled 
wearily inside and settled in a chair close to the king. He gestured, and a 
slave crawled swiftly across the sandy floor to press a cup into the high 
priest’s hand. 


“T thought you and I could share a drink,” Memnet said thoughtfully, 
sniffing at the strong smell of the dates. He made a face. “No water for the 
wine?” Akhmen-hotep took another sip. 


“T do not drink it for the taste,” he said quietly. 


The Grand Hierophant nodded, but said nothing. He took a tentative sip of 
the wine, before saying, “You cannot blame yourself for what happened. It’s 
the nature of war.” 


“War,” Akhmen-hotep growled into his cup. “This is not war as our fathers 
knew it. This... this is grotesque!” He drained the dregs and glared at one of 
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the slaves, who crawled forwards with a fresh jug of wine. “And the harder 
we fight, the worse it becomes.” He tumed abruptly, causing the slave to 
slosh the syrupy wine over the king’s hand. 


“What is happening to us, brother?” Akhmen-hotep asked. His handsome 
features were etched with despair. “Have the gods forsaken us? Everywhere 
I turn, all I see is death and ruin.” He held the brimming cup before him, his 
dark eyes bleak. “Sometimes I fear that even if we do defeat the Usurper, 
we’ ll never be free of his taint.” Memnet stared into his cup for some time. 
He took another sip. 


“Perhaps we are not meant to be,” he said quietly. The king grew very still. 
“What do you mean?” he asked. 


Memnet did not answer at first. His expression grew haunted, and Akhmen- 
hotep saw how ravaged his features had become since that fateful day at 
Zedri. The priest’s face was like an ill-fitting mask, resting uneasily upon 
his skull. He took a deeper draught of the wine and sighed heavily. 


“Nothing is eternal,” he said at last. “No matter what we believe.” The high 
priest sat back in his chair, turing the polished cup in his hands. “Who 
remembers the names of the gods we worshipped in the jungles, before we 
came to the Blessed Land? No one. Not even the oldest scrolls in Mahrak 
speak of them.” He glanced up at the king. “Did they abandon us, or did we 
abandon them?” Akhmen-hotep scowled at his brother. 


“Who knows?” he said. “That was a different age. We are not the people we 
once were.” 


“That is my point,” the high priest said. “You ask if the gods have forsaken 
us. Perhaps it would be better to ask if we have grown estranged from them. 
Nagash may be the herald of a new age for our people.” 


“How can you say that?” Akhmen-hotep snarled. “You, of all people!” 
Memnet was unfazed by the king’s accusatory tone. 


“The role of a priest is about more than making sacrifices and collecting 
tithes,” he said. “We are also the bearers of deeper truths. That is the charge 
that the gods lay upon us.” His gaze fell to the shadows upon the ground. 
“Those truths are not always pleasant to hear.” 
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Akhmen-hotep considered this as he peered into the depths of his cup. 
Despair ate at him, draining the colour from his face. Then, slowly but 
surely, his expression hardened. His brows drew together and his lips 
pressed into a thin, determined line. 


“T will tell you what I think,” he said slowly. “I think that the truth is what 
we make of it. Else, why would we have need for kings at all?” He raised 
the cup to his lips and emptied it in one long swallow, and then held the 
empty vessel up to his eyes. His fist tightened, the tendons on the back of 
his scarred hand growing as taut as cords as he slowly crushed the metal 
cup. “Nothing is preordained, so long as we have the courage to fight for 
what we believe.” He tossed the lump of metal onto the ground. “We will 
cast down the Usurper and drive his spirit into the wastes where he belongs. 
We will make this land right again, because I am the king and I command 
that it be so!” 


Memnet raised his eyes to the king and studied him for a long moment. His 
eyes were like dark pools, depthless and inscrutable. A ghost of a smile 
flitted across his face. 


“T expected no less from you, brother,” he said. 


The king made to reply, but faint sounds beyond the confines of the tent 
made him pause. He scowled, listening intently. Memnet cocked his head to 
one side and listened as well. 


“Someone is shouting,” he said. 


“Not just one,” the king answered thoughtfully. “Perhaps it is Pakh-amn, 
leading his soldiers back into camp. They’ve been putting out fires in the 
city all evening.” The Grand Hierophant stared at the dregs in his cup. 


“Keep a close eye on that one, brother,” he warned. “He grows more 
dangerous every day.” 


Akhmen-hotep shook his head dismissively, saying, “Pakh-amn is young 
and proud, to be sure, but dangerous?” Yet even as he said it, he recalled the 
tense confrontation just before the battle today. Lead on then. For so long as 
you live. 


“He has regained some of the respect he lost at Zedri,” the high priest said. 
“His cavalrymen cheered his name when the battle was done.” 
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“And what is wrong with that?” the king asked, though he could not help 
but feel a twinge of apprehension. 


“The Master of Horse has made it plain that he opposes the war against the 
Usurper,” the Grand Hierophant said. “Who can say what he might do if he 
found himself in a position of influence over much of the army?” 


The shouts were still distant, but growing more intense by the moment. 
Finally the king could stand it no longer. 


“What would you have me do, brother?” he asked, reaching for his sword. 
“Pakh-amn served me well on the battlefield today. I have no reason to 
suspect him.” 


“Nor will you, if he is clever,” Memnet pointed out. “Watch him closely. 
That is all I ask.” 


Akhmen-hotep glowered at the priest. “Bad enough that we must guard 
against the schemes of the Blasphemer,” he growled. “Now you would have 
me question the honour of my noblemen.” 


Before Memnet could reply, the king snatched up his sword from a nearby 
table and strode swiftly out into the cold night air. With an effort of will he 
tried to banish his brother’s dire observations from his mind as he hurried in 
the direction of the voices, flanked by four Ushabti who had been standing 
guard outside the king’s tent. 


The shouts carried easily in the chill air, coming from the western edge of 
the camp. Akhmen-hotep quickened his pace at the sounds of alarm that 
were spreading among the tents of the Bronze Host. Men were stumbling 
out into the darkness, their armour half-on and their weapons in their hands. 
A flash of movement to the king’s right drew his eye. He saw a pair of 
Neru’s acolytes stumbling down an adjoining lane, half-carrying a third 
acolyte between them. Their ceremonial garments were speckled with 
blood. Muttering a curse, the king broke into a run. 


As he drew near the edge of the camp, Akhmen-hotep began to encounter 
groups of panicked men running the other way. Their kilts were stained 
with dust and soot, and their faces were pale with fright. The men were 
blind to the presence of the king in their midst, rushing past him like a flock 
of startled birds, intent on nothing more than running east as quickly as they 
could. 
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Five minutes later the king found himself at the edge of the sprawling 
camp. He came upon a scene of chaos and confusion. A nobleman on 
horseback was shouting orders and trying to control his plunging mount at 
the same time, while a small group of warriors was pulling open the crude 
enclosure holding the barbarian prisoners they’d taken in battle. A second 
enclosure, built to contain the imprisoned members of Bel Aliad’s City 
Companies, had already been opened, and the prisoners were milling 
around the moonlit plain in confusion. 


Akhmen-hotep ran up to the shouting horseman, realising at the last 
moment that it was Pakh-amn. 


“What is going on?” he shouted up at the Master of Horse. 


Pakh-amn twisted in the saddle and stared wide-eyed at the sudden 
appearance of the king. “They’re coming!” he said hoarsely. 


“What?” the king asked. He looked around, trying to make sense of the 
scene. “Who is coming?” The young nobleman eyed the throng of milling 
prisoners and cursed under his breath. He leaned down until his face was 
just inches from the king’s. 


“Who do you think?” he hissed. “The people of Bel Aliad have risen in 
their multitudes, great one. They set upon us as we were leaving the city 
and killed a third of my men. The rest of us ran the entire way back to 
camp, but even so, we haven’t much time. The dead are rising from the 
battlefield, too, and are heading this way even as we speak.” 


Akhmen-hotep felt his blood turn to ice as he heard the news. “But there 
were no sorcerers in the city,” he protested numbly. “Suhedir al-Khazem 
swore an oath on it.” 


“Go and see the carnage at the city gates if you don’t believe me,” Pakh- 
amn snarled. “Old men with their stomachs torn open, mothers with slit 
throats and trampled children. They came at us out of the side streets and 
alleys and tore my men apart with their bare hands!” 


The king’s shock melted beneath the young noble’s acid tone. He glowered 
up at the Master of Horse, and replied, “Even so, we have the wards. The 
priests of Neru—” 
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“Are dead or dying,” Pakh-amn shot back. “They were ambushed a short 
while ago as they walked their circuit. We heard hoof beats off to the north, 
probably light horsemen armed with bows. Neru’s holy wards have no 
power over a flight of arrows.” 


The king gritted his teeth at the news, remembering the trio of wounded 
acolytes he’d seen earlier. He considered the unfolding situation quickly, 
and his heart sank at the realisation that he’d been caught in the jaws of a 
trap. The battle they’d fought earlier in the day had only been a prelude, 
meant to wear his men out and swell the numbers of the enemy’s forces 
even further. The king drew a deep breath. 


“Tt’s good that you thought to free the prisoners,” he said heavily. 


Pakh-amn bared his teeth. “If the gods are good, the fiends will go for them 
first and give us time to get out of here,” he hissed. The nobleman’s cold- 
blooded tactic took the king aback. 


“We’ll form up the host here,” he said, “between Bel Aliad and the camp. 
Perhaps we can find some spare weapons and arm the City Companies—” 


Forgetting himself completely, Pakh-amn glowered at the king. 


“Are you mad?” he snapped. “Even had we the time to form up the army, 
the men are exhausted and the horses are blown, and the dead won’t bother 
forming into companies and marching to battle. They’ll lap around our 
flanks and swarm like ants over the camp.” 


“Then what would you have me do, Master of Horse?” Akhmen-hotep 
growled threateningly. 


Pakh-amn blinked at the king’s tone, perhaps realising how far he’d 
overstepped his bounds. 


“We must flee,” he answered, his voice more subdued, “right now, while 
there’s still time. Gather the Bhagarites and see if they can lose us among 
the sands.” 


The king’s lip curled in distaste, but there was some sense in the young 
noble’s words. If he offered battle he risked playing further into his enemy’s 
hands. The thought of such an ignominious flight went ill with the king, but 
they’d done what they’d come to do. They’d fulfilled their obligation to 
their allies. Now, their only obligation was to themselves and their city. 
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To the king’s left, a group of barbarians began to shout, pointing off to the 
west and babbling in their guttural tongue. Akhmen-hotep stepped away 
from Pakh-amn’s horse and peered westward. 


At first, it seemed as if the broken plain was slowly undulating, like 
sluggish waves along the surface of a river, but as the king’s eyes adjusted 
to the shadows he could make out round, drooping heads and slumped 
shoulders, dark and tattered beneath Neru’s silver light. A shambling mob 
of figures limped and lurched its way silently towards the camp. Some 
brandished axes or spears, while others reached for their distant prey with 
bare and bloodied hands. The leading edge of the horde was less than a mile 
away, advancing at a slow, relentless pace. Akhmen-hotep felt their 
mindless hunger like a cold blade pressed against his skin. 


The men of the City Companies saw the undead creatures too. Some of the 
men called out tentatively to the approaching figures, thinking that their kin 
had come to pay the ransom for their release. 


In a few more minutes the slaughter would begin, and panic would spread 
like a desert wind through the camp. If they were to have any chance to 
escape at all, the king knew that they would have to act quickly. Sick at 
heart, the king turned back to Pakh-amn. 


“Go and rouse your horsemen,” he told the young nobleman. “You’ll have 
to be our rearguard as we try to withdraw.” 


Pakh-amn stared at the king for a long moment, his dark eyes hidden by 
shadow. Finally he gave a curt nod and kicked his horse into a gallop. The 
king watched the Master of Horse disappear deeper into the camp, and then 
began issuing orders to his bodyguards. 


“Rouse the company commanders at once,” he told them. “Tell them to 
muster their troops and gather everything they can carry. We move out in 
fifteen minutes.” 


The Ushabti bowed quickly and raced off into the darkness. Akhmen-hotep 
looked around and saw that the mercenaries were already gone, fleeing pell- 
mell off to the south. The warriors of Bel Aliad were heading westwards in 
a ragged mob, calling out to figures that they vaguely recognised among the 
approaching horde. 
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Burning with shame, Akhmen-hotep said a short prayer to Usirian, that their 
souls might find their way safely into the afterlife. Then he turned and raced 
for the centre of the camp. 


The walking dead of Bel Aliad were methodical in their work. They 
stumbled after their screaming kinsmen, dragging them to the ground and 
stabbing them with spears or tearing them open with tooth and claw. The 
warriors of the City Companies fled in every direction, but they were weary 
from a long day of battle and terrified beyond reason at the sight of the 
bloodstained monsters that had once been their wives and children. Some 
tried to fight, taking up rocks or pieces of wood and striking in vain at the 
tide of relentless corpses. Others tried to hide amid the broken ground, 
cowering behind boulders or burying themselves in drifts of sand, until 
clumsy, grasping fingers closed around their throats. Still others begged for 
mercy, appealing to those among the horde whom they knew by name. In 
every case, the result was the same. The men died, slowly and terribly, and 
then, within minutes, they rose anew and joined in the hunt. 


When the men of the City Companies were no more, the undead army 
combed the darkness for the pale-skinned northmen. The hulking barbarians 
swore wild oaths and called upon their rough-hewn gods as they fought, 
smashing skulls and breaking bones even as cold, dry teeth closed upon 
their throats. For all their struggles, the horde claimed them as well. 


The last to die were the city’s proud rulers. They stumbled from the empty 
camp of the Bronze Host and found their people waiting for them on the 
broken plain. Silently, reverently, the dead of Bel Aliad surrounded the 
princes and tore them limb from limb. Suhedir al-Khazem was eaten alive 
by his three daughters, watching in mute, insensate horror as they dug their 
fingers into his abdomen and tore his entrails free. 


All the while the Bronze Host of Ka-Sabar was fleeing further and further 
into the desert, carrying only what the weary soldiers could sling upon their 
backs. They moved in silence, casting fearful glances back at their 
abandoned tents and wondering when the first packs of shambling corpses 
would find their trail, and the long hunt would begin. 
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Sitting atop his rotting horse on a sand dune to the north, Arkhan the Black 
watched the army retreat into the merciless desert, and smiled. For a 
moment, just before the city’s dead reached the enemy camp, he’d feared 
that Akhmen-hotep would offer battle instead of retreating. That would 
have complicated his master’s plans. Fortunately, the doomed king had 
chosen to enter the trap instead. 


The immortal waited with deathless patience until the last of the enemy 
warriors had vanished across the rolling hills of sand. Then he nudged his 
dead mount forwards with a creak of old leather and a rattle of bones. At 
once, his squadron of skeletal horsemen followed, their harnesses rattling 
hollowly in the waning moonlight. 
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EIGHTEEN 
Sealed in Stone 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 45th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1959 Imperial Reckoning) 


The wails of drugged and terrified victims created a shrill counterpoint to 
the furious chants echoing in the great throne room deep within the Great 
Pyramid. Nagash stood within a carefully marked ritual circle, not far from 
where the barbarian witch Drutheira had met a gruesome end not twenty- 
four hours before. Khefru had worked frantically to clear away the bodies, 
and then find an unmarked part of the floor where he could inscribe the 
ritual circle. Only the remnants of Asaph’s shattered head, and the grisly 
remains beneath, still remained as proof of the magical duel waged on the 
previous night. 


The braziers were burning brightly, and clouds of incense hung above the 
gathered nobles. All forty of Nagash’s allies were in attendance, in two 
groups of twenty. While a score of the noblemen stood around the perimeter 
of the circle and joined in the invocations, the rest kept a close watch on the 
waiting sacrifices. Many of the victims were slaves, bought in the market 
near the docks that very day. Others were drunkards or gamblers, who had 
the misfortune of being in the wrong place at the wrong time when one of 
Nagash’s men passed by. Their senses were dulled by wine or black lotus 
root, or numbed by the mild narcotic mixed with the burning incense, but 
even so they could not help but be aware of the terrible fate that awaited 
them. 


Nagash led each ritual, his powerful voice rising to a crescendo as the 
victim caught within his grip began to burn. He drank deeply of their souls 
and wove the energy into the greater incantation that he’d begun hours 
earlier, feeding the curse that continued to plague the noble-born of Khemri. 
Beneath his ritual robes his torso was bandaged from his shoulders to his 
waist, and his cheeks were burned from the touch of the druchii’s sorcery. 
His arms, particularly the one that Drutheira had cut, ached down to the 
very bone. It was all he could do to move them, much less grip each 
squirming slave and tear free his soul. What sustained him was the memory 
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of his victory over his erstwhile tutors, and the knowledge that the throne 
he’d coveted for so long was nearly within his grasp. Another week, 
perhaps two, enough time for the plague to claim the last of the city’s high 
nobility and provoke the angry citizens to riot, and he would be ready to 
make his move. 


The victim within his hands went limp, his screams dwindling to a 
breathless whimper as his body burst into a hissing plume of green flame. 
Nagash felt the sorcerous fire lick up his arms and threw back his head in 
exultation as the young man’s lifeforce passed through him. Not for the first 
time, he felt the heady, fleeting rush of youth and wondered if there might 
be some way to make that vigour his own. 


Nagash scarcely felt the slave’s body crumble to ash in his hands. He added 
the stolen life-force to the fabric of the curse and brought the Incantation of 
Reaping to a conclusion. The necromancer swayed slightly, drunk from the 
taste of so much power. By his count they had sacrificed half of the night’s 
bounty so far. 


“You are dismissed,” he told the men standing around the circle. “Go and 
send the others to me.” Then he beckoned to Khefru, who waited in the 
shadows near the dais. “Wine,” he commanded. 


The servant approached with a small jug and a goblet made of beaten gold. 
Nagash snatched the jug from Khefru’s hand and raised it to his lips. He 
drank deep, slaking his burning thirst. 


“Better,” he said huskily, handing the jug back to his servant. The vessel fell 
through Khefru’s slack fingers and smashed upon the stones, mingling wine 
with the piled ash of the sacrifices. 


“Clumsy fool!” Nagash snarled. “Sop it up at once. Drink it down if you 
have to! If your act of carelessness breaches the ritual inscriptions...” The 
necromancer paused, suddenly noticing the look of dumb horror on the 
young priest’s face. Nagash cuffed his servant on the ear. “Have you not 
heard a single thing I’ve said to you?” Khefru’s sallow face had turned pale. 
He pointed a trembling finger at the knot of wailing victims. 

“That girl there,” he said. “The young one, with the gold circlet around her 


bB) 


arm. 
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Nagash scowled irritably at the huddled mass of wretches. After a moment, 
he caught sight of the one to whom the priest referred. She was very young, 
supple and strong, with a slightly exotic cast to her eyes. He reckoned a girl 
like her must have been worth her weight in silver on the block. 


“What of her, damn you?” he asked. 


“She’s no slave,” Khefru said, his voice thick with dread. “Can’t you see? 
She’s Lahmian. I’ve seen her before. She’s one of the queen’s personal 
servants!” The news gave Nagash pause. 


“Surely not,” he said, studying the girl more closely. “Perhaps she was 
taken in a raid, part of some caravan bound for Lybaras, or possibly even 
Mahrak.” 


“No!” Khefru moaned. “I’ve seen her at the palace! What slave would be 
put on the block with a gold circlet still around her arm?” Forgetting 
himself, the priest gripped Nagash’s left arm. “I warned you about this, time 
and again! Someone, perhaps Shepsu-hur, perhaps Arkhan, got lazy and 
careless, and took the first person that caught his fancy, and now we’re 
undone! The queen won’t rest until she’s learned who took her maid!” 


Nagash shook off Khefru’s panicked grip. He beckoned impatiently to the 
second group of nobles, which, interestingly, contained both Shepsu-hur 
and Arkhan. 


“Quickly!” he snapped. “Bring her first, the young one, with the gold circlet 
on her arm. Now!” Khefru’s eyes widened in horror. 


“You can’t mean to kill her?” he asked. The necromancer’s hands clenched 
into fists. 


“Do you imagine we can send her back to the palace, after all she’s seen?” 
he hissed. “Gather what’s left of your courage, you simpleton. We’ve 
almost reached the end. In another week, two at most, none of this will 
matter any more.” 


To Nagash’s surprise, Khefru refused to yield. “You can’t do this!” he said. 
a | won’ t—” 


Before he could say any more, a fierce shout rang across the throne room 
from the south side of the chamber, followed by cries of surprise and fear 
from among Nagash’s minions. 
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The crowd along the south side of the chamber seemed to recoil from a 
fierce, golden radiance that shone between a pair of columns at the 
midpoint of the room. Nagash saw Arkhan, who was leading the second 
group of noblemen and dragging the young maid by the arm, glance to his 
right and turn pale with shock. Weeping in relief, the maid tore loose from 
Arkhan’s grip and ran towards the light. 


Nagash turned on his heel and dashed up to the dais, climbing the cracked 
stone steps until he could see over the panicked, milling mob. At once, he 
found himself staring into the angry eyes of his brother, Thutep. 


The young king was dressed as though for war, armoured in a bronze 
breastplate and woven leather bands that covered his arms and legs. He 
carried a gleaming khopesh in his right hand, and the golden headdress of 
Settra rested upon his brow. Thutep was surrounded by a dozen of his 
Ushabti, and it was from them that the golden light of Ptra shone like a 
lamp, chasing back the room’s dreadful shadows. The devoted were armed 
and armoured, too, and their handsome faces were set into masks of 
righteous rage. Within the protective circle of the bodyguards, a few paces 
behind the king, stood the regal figure of Hapshur, the High Priestess of 
Neru. The priestess clutched her slender staff of office and gazed angrily at 
the tumult that surrounded her. On Thutep’s left side, the queen’s young 
maid knelt at the king’s feet, her forehead pressed to the flagstones. 


When Thutep saw his brother, his handsome face twisted into a mask of 
grief-stricken rage. 


“Ghazid tried to warn me about you,” he said to Nagash, his powerful voice 
cutting through the clamour like a knife. “He said you were a threat, not just 
to me, but to Khemri. And gods, now I see that he was right all along!” 


Nagash smiled coldly at the king. “That was your trouble all along, brother. 
You were always too sentimental, too afraid to hurt those around you. You 
wanted to be loved,” he sneered, “but for a king to rule, he must be feared.” 


The necromancer spread his arms wide, encompassing the entire chamber. 
“No one in all of Nehekhara fears you, brother. Least of all me.” 


“Heretic!” Hapshur cried, brandishing her staff at Nagash. “You are an 
abomination before the gods, and a traitor to your priesthood! The hour of 
your reckoning is at hand!” 
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Thutep pointed his curved sword at Nagash, and said, “There is no escape, 
brother. Companies of the City Watch surround the pyramid, and we know 
where all the exits lie. In the name of Ptra, the Great Father, you and your 
followers are under arrest. When the sun rises tomorrow you will be put on 
trial for your crimes in the temple square at Khemri, and the servants of the 
gods will pass judgement upon you.” 


Moans of despair rose from Nagash’s minions, but the necromancer felt 
only a rising tide of icy rage. 


“You would have a reckoning then, brother?” he said. “So be it.” 


The necromancer flung out his hand and spat a string of arcane syllables, 
unleashing a torrent of sizzling, glowing darts that streaked over the heads 
of his men and chewed Hapshur apart. The high priestess let out a single, 
lingering shriek as her body was shredded by sorcerous teeth. Thutep and 
his bodyguards were all caught in the fine spray of blood and minced flesh. 


“Destroy them!” Nagash commanded. 


Faced with such a display of power, his men did not hesitate to obey. The 
noblemen drew knives and swords and rushed at the king’s bodyguards 
from all sides, but despite heavily outnumbering the dozen glowing 
bodyguards, Nagash’s men were completely outmatched. Blessed by Ptra 
with superhuman speed and strength, not to mention a lifetime devoted to 
mastering the arts of combat, the young devoted met the noblemen with a 
fierce shout of joy and began a terrible slaughter. 


As young and relatively inexperienced as the Ushabti were, their skill and 
ferocity were appalling. Noblemen fell like ripe wheat, most cut down 
before they could even lay a single blow. Unless something was done, the 
battle would be over in moments. 


Nagash hissed the Incantation of Reaping and drank in the life energy of the 
slain noblemen. With their raw souls bubbling in his veins, he threw out his 
hands once more and unleashed spell after spell, hurling bolts of pure 
darkness into the tight circle of bodyguards. Each bolt found a mark, 
sinking effortlessly through the armour of the devoted and rending flesh and 
muscle beneath. The Ushabti staggered beneath the blows, but fought on, 
sustained by their vows to Ptra. 


2213 XRN 


The necromancer’s minions grew more cautious, focusing their efforts on 
the most wounded bodyguards. An Ushabti reeled as one of Nagash’s bolts 
peeled back the right side of his face. Sensing an opportunity, one of the 
noblemen lunged forwards, hacking his blade into the bodyguard’s throat. 
Even as the devoted fell, his sword licked out in a backhanded swipe that 
cut his attacker in half, and the two men died at nearly the same moment. 


Nagash reaped the dying nobleman’s soul and continued to punish the 
devoted with a barrage of lethal magic. When the Ushabti surged forwards, 
trying to use Nagash’s men to shield them from his spells, he opened pits of 
shadow at their feet. When the survivors reeled back to safer ground, he 
speared them with bolts of sizzling black flame. It wasn’t just Nagash that 
the Ushabti had to worry about, for Arkhan and a few of the more magically 
adept nobles joined in too. They flung darts point-blank into the 
beleaguered Ushabti, striking them from unexpected directions and creating 
more opportunities for their fellow nobles. 


Thutep stood his ground through it all, shouting encouragement to his men. 
More than once he tried to join the fight, only to be pushed back by his 
men. Their courage and devotion were a wonder to behold, but one by one 
the devoted were overwhelmed. Within minutes after the fight began, the 
last Ushabti succumbed, his sword buried in the chest of another of 
Nagash’s men. 


The surviving noblemen clambered over the bodies of their dead 
compatriots and closed like jackals around the king. Thutep glared defiantly 
at the necromancer’s henchmen, his sword held ready. On impulse, he 
glanced down at the girl, still cowering at his feet, and murmured a quick 
command. Fleet as a deer, she leapt thankfully to her feet and raced into the 
shadows behind Thutep, fleeing to the surface and safety. 


It was the last free act that Thutep ever made. At that moment, Nagash cast 
a powerful spell that gripped his brother’s mind in a vice. He stiffened, his 
face growing slack with horror as Nagash exerted his will over the king. 


The necromancer’s henchmen saw the king’s transformation and stayed 
their hands. Most reeled back in exhaustion, grateful beyond words that the 
battle was done. A circle of torn and bleeding corpses surrounded the king 
and his fallen bodyguards. Slightly more than half of Nagash’s men were 
dead, and the rest counted themselves lucky not to be among them. 
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Nagash descended from the dais, still pinning his brother in place by 
sorcery and the weight of his prodigious will. He approached his brother, 
his cold features lit with triumph. The necromancer stood before Thutep, his 
eyes blazing. Slowly, deliberately, he reached up and lifted away the king’s 
royal headdress. 


Thutep’s body trembled with outrage, but he could not make his muscles 
obey. The necromancer smiled. 


“Go on,” he said. “Strike me down. You still hold your sword. All you need 
is the will to use it.” Nagash took his time arranging Settra’s headdress 
upon his brow, and then reached down and took Thutep’s sword hand by the 
wrist. “Here. Let me help you.” 


He raised Thutep’s sword arm and placed the curved edge of the khopesh 
against his throat. “There. All you need is a simple flick of the wrist and 
you’ ll slice open the artery. What could be simpler than that? Go on. I won’t 
stop you.” 


Thutep’s entire body trembled. His eyes were wide and unblinking, his face 
flushed with effort. A single tear coursed down his cheek. The khopesh did 
not move. 


Nagash sneered in disdain. 
“How pathetic,” he said, and turned away. “Seize him, and follow me.” 


All at once, the force gripping the king vanished. Thutep, still straining at 
his bonds, all but fell into the arms of Nagash’s minions. His sword was 
plucked from his hands and his arms twisted behind his back. The king 
hung limply in their grip as the noblemen followed Nagash from the hall. 


They took the king through the north passage, down into the depths of the 
pyramid where their father Khetep was laid to rest. The dead king’s crypt 
was one among many, set aside for not only his wife, his bodyguards and 
his servants, but for his children as well. The Great Pyramid was meant to 
house not just one king, but an entire dynasty. 


Nagash led the way into the crypts, lighting the path with a pale grave-light 
that seemed to emanate from his skin. Thutep quickly realised what was 
happening, and began to struggle with his captors. 
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“You can’t do this, brother,” he said. “The people won’t permit it! You’re a 
priest, consecrated to the gods. You can’t sit upon the throne!” 


“T am consecrated to no god, brother,” Nagash spat. “I served the will of 
Settra, king of kings, but that time is past. Tonight, a new era has been born. 
It’s a pity you won’t see its glories unfold.” 


Thutep only struggled harder, until two men had to take hold of each of his 
arms and drag him along the dank stones. 


“You’re mad!” he cried. “The other kings will rise against you! Can’t you 
see that?” 


“T understand the political realities far better than you, little brother,” 
Nagash snapped. “Let them come. I will be ready for them.” 


Nagash paused. They had come to the end of a long passageway, lined with 
smooth, blank walls. The architects had left them unadormed on purpose, so 
that after Thutep died a host of artisans could come and create elaborate 
mosaics that would depict the glories of his reign. At the end of the 
passageway stood a narrow doorway, flanked by two stone horex. A huge 
slab of stone rested against the wall to the right of the opening. 


The necromancer’s light penetrated some way into the burial chamber, 
revealing a small room with more bare walls and a pedestal intended to hold 
the king’s sarcophagus. Nagash gestured, and his men shoved Thutep 
inside. He landed hard against the stone pedestal and whirled, his 
expression still defiant. 


“Do you have the nerve to kill me with your own hand, brother?” he 
snarled. “Or will you stand there in the corridor and send in your jackals to 
finish the job? The gods do not countenance the murder of a king. It has 
been that way since the dawn of civilisation. By striking me down, you will 
damn yourself.” 


Nagash only laughed while his men went to work around him. 


“T have no intention of killing you, brother,” he said. “Nor will any of my 
men raise a hand against you. I wouldn’t dare, but not for the reason you 
might think. You see, there’s another law I have to be wary of, even older 
than the one you described: the one that says that a man’s murderer is 
forbidden to marry his widow.” 
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The look of shock and anguish on Thutep’s face was priceless. Nagash 
savoured every moment of it, right up to the point that Arkhan and his men 
pushed the stone slab into the doorway and buried the king alive. 
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NINETEEN 
Blood and Water 


The Fountains of Eternal Life, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The priests were kept busy throughout the night as the army prepared for 
battle. Neru’s acolytes paced the sprawling perimeter of the allied camp, 
raising their eyes to the face of the goddess and filling the cold air with 
song to keep the spirits of the wastes at bay. Around the campfires, 
hammers clattered against bronze as warriors made last-minute repairs to 
chariots or mended their battle-harnesses. Men prayed as they worked. 
Some called upon Ptra to drive their enemies before them, while others 
beseeched mighty Geheb to lend them the strength to overcome their foes. 
Still others made worship to ashen-faced Djaf, God of Death, praying that 
their blows struck clean and true. The rattle and murmur of the enormous 
host mingled with the cries of oxen, goats and lambs as the priests led their 
charges from the sacrificial pens and dragged them before red-stained altars 
in the centre of the camp. The clamour of the army ebbed and flowed across 
the sands like the restless breath of a vast, elemental beast. 


The army of the Usurper waited little more than three miles away, across 
rolling dunes and a broad, rocky plain. Small campfires flickered among the 
hundreds of dark tents, and from time to time the nervous whicker of a 
horse would reach the ears of the allied sentries, but otherwise the enemy 
camp was eerily still. 


At the centre of the vast encampment, ringed by scores of watchful Ushabti, 
Rakh-amn-hotep listened to his scouts’ reports and contemplated the field 
of battle for the coming day. Long after he’d dismissed his captains to their 
tents, the king perched on a camp stool and brooded over the large map 
arrayed before him, studying the positions of his and his enemy’s troops. 
From time to time his champion, Ekhreb, would rise from his chair near the 
entrance to the large tent and fill the king’s empty cup with a mix of herbs 
and watered wine. At the far side of the tent’s central chamber the King of 
Lybaras reclined upon a dust-stained divan. The papyrus sheets resting in 


2218 XRN 


his lap fluttered slightly as Hekhmenukep snored, his chin resting upon his 
narrow chest. 


Two hours before dawn the army’s slaves rose from the cold ground and 
began preparing the morning meal. Bowls of grain porridge were passed out 
to the thousands of grim-faced warriors, along with a palm-sized piece of 
unleavened bread and a single cup of water. Among the tents of the 
noblemen, those who could bring themselves to eat breakfasted on bread 
and olives, goat’s cheese and river fowl. Their wine was thick and resinous, 
for no water could be spared to thin it. 


Half an hour before sunrise, as the sky was paling to the east, the army 
began to muster. Horses thundered down the camp’s narrow lanes as the 
kings despatched the first orders of the day to their companies. File leaders 
bellowed orders to their troops, drawing them from their tents and forming 
them into lines. The rumble of man-made thunder and a furious shriek of 
steam sounded in the north-eastern quarter of the camp, setting the Rasetran 
cavalry rearing and stamping in fright as the Lybaran war machines stirred 
to life. Six huge figures reared slowly into the brightening sky, their heavy 
armour plates grating and groaning as they shifted against one another. 


The earth shook as the giants climbed ponderously to their feet. Their faces, 
carved from wood and sheathed in burnished copper, bore visages meant to 
win the favour of the gods: a snarling hound’s face, in honour of Geheb; the 
cunning, enigmatic jackal favoured by Djaf; or Phakth’s haughty, cruel 
falcon. The warriors of Rasetra and Lybaras stared in awe as the great 
engines hefted massive stone maces and took their first steps towards the 
battlefield. Few noticed that the army’s war scorpions were nowhere to be 
seen. Like their patron, Sokth, the stealthy machines had slipped away in 
the night, leaving only piles of churned sand to show where they had been. 


The stirring of the war machines brought answering bellows from the south- 
eastern quarter of the camp, as the living war machines of the Rasetran 
army raised their armoured snouts and challenged the distant giants. The 
thunder-lizards were massive, humpbacked creatures, with squat legs the 
size of tree trunks and powerful, lashing tails that were knobbed at the end 
like maces. The beasts were sluggish in the early morning chill, despite 
sleeping on sands heated by the warmth of a score of blazing fires. Their 
handlers, lean, agile lizardmen from the southern jungles, prodded the 
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creatures to their feet with long, spearlike sticks and clambered up their 
sides into howdahs of wood and canvas fitted to their armoured backs. 
Packs of lizardman auxiliaries crowded the field around their massive 
cousins, whispering to one another in their hissing, clacking tongue. Some 
showed off the bloodstained skulls they had taken in battle the day before, 
inviting their fellows to taste the trophies with flicks of their dark, forked 
tongues. 


Just as the first rays of sunlight broke over the far horizon, a chorus of 
trumpets pealed from the centre of the camp and the infantry began to 
move. The forward edge of the battleline, twenty thousand men, formed 
into ten companies stretching nearly five miles from north to south, 
advanced under the watchful stares of their noble commanders and the 
leathery curses of their file leaders. The cavalry rode in their wake: eight 
thousand light horsemen, five thousand heavy horse and two thousand 
chariots, plus another twenty thousand reserves and auxiliaries. Behind 
them, striding through swirling clouds of dust, came the titanic war 
machines of Lybaras and the bellowing thunder lizards of Rasetra. Last of 
all came the multicoloured processions of the army’s priests: servants of 
Ptra and Geheb, Phakth and Neru, and even priests of Tahoth the Scholar in 
their gleaming vestments of copper and glass. 


The armies of the East marched to battle with the rising sun at their backs 
and the shadows of night retreating before them. 


The bow of the sky-boat pitched and rolled as the sun churned the air above 
the rolling dunes, making Rakh-amn-hotep glad that he had resisted the 
urge to eat a hearty breakfast before heading for the battleline. Beside him, 
Hekhmenukep swayed like a palm tree in a storm, relaying instructions to 
his signallers as easily as if he were reclining in his tent back at camp. The 
King of Rasetra gripped the bow rail in one white-knuckled hand and 
resolved not to embarrass himself in front of the scholar-king. 


Scores of Lybarans crowded the decks of the sky-ship as it floated along 
behind the advancing army. Four teams of signallers lined the ship’s rails, 
clutching their dish-shaped bronze reflectors and periodically gauging the 
angle of the blazing sun. Behind them, a company of archers sat cross- 
legged down the centre of the deck, their long bows resting within easy 
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reach as they chatted or played at games of dice. At the stern, surrounding 
the sky-boat’s complicated set of rudders, two dozen young priests chanted 
invocations to the air spirits that kept the vessel aloft. Farther off to the east, 
trailing well behind the advancing army, came the remainder of the Lybaran 
sky-boats, the seven stately craft casting long shadows across the rolling 
terrain beneath their keels. 


Two hundred feet below, the allied army advanced steadily across the 
broken plain towards their waiting foe. At such a distance, none of the 
rumble and clatter of an army on the march reached Rakh-amn-hotep’s ears, 
which only served to deepen his unease. 


“T feel like a spectator up here,” he said, half to himself. He glanced at 
Hekhmenukep. “Are you certain this will work? What if the army can’t read 
our signals?” The King of Lybaras gave Rakh-amn-hotep a condescending 
smile. 


“There are Lybaran signallers with every company,” he said, as though 
reassuring an anxious child. “We have spent centuries refining this system 
in elaborate games of war. It cannot fail.” Rakh-amn-hotep stared 
thoughtfully at the Lybraran king. 


“How many times have you used it in a real battle?” he asked. 
Hekhmenukep’s confident smile faltered a bit. 


“Well...” he began. 


“That’s what I was afraid of,” the Rasetran king growled. For a fleeting 
moment he considered asking Hekhmenukep to be set down with the rest of 
the army, but having orders issued from the ground and the air would only 
increase the risk of confusion. Scowling, he turned his attention to the 
battlefield below and tried to work out the enemy’s dispositions. 


From Rakh-amn-hotep’s vantage point, the army of the Usurper was laid 
out before him like tokens on a battle-map. Companies of blue-clad Zandri 
archers formed a skirmish line some fifty yards in front of a veritable wall 
of enemy spearmen, anchored on the trade road to the north and stretching 
for more than four miles in a shallow crescent to the south. The enemy 
companies were less numerous, but individually larger than the allied 
formations, five ranks to the allies’ three. The king spied still more 
companies held in reserve behind the front rank, reinforcing the enemy 
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centre and right. As near as he could reckon, the combined forces of the 
Usurper outnumbered the allied infantry by more than twenty thousand 
men. Large squadrons of Numasi light horsemen prowled along the flanks 
of the enemy army, alert for any attempts to sweep around the battleline, 
and a large block of heavy horsemen waited behind a set of dunes along the 
enemy’s left flank. Two more formations waited at the rear of the Usurper’s 
force, but they were cloaked in the mists rising from the Fountains: 
chariots, or perhaps even catapults, the king surmised. 


“Seventy, perhaps eighty thousand troops,” Rakh-amn-hotep mused. “It 
appears that Ka-Sabar’s diversion to the south wasn’t as successful as we 
hoped. That must be all the fighting men of Khemri, Numas and Zandri 
combined.” He leaned against the rail, studying the formations more 
carefully. “Still no tents, as reported at Zedri. Where are the Usurper and his 
pale-skinned monsters?” Hekhmenukep considered this. 


“Perhaps they are hidden in the mists surrounding the fountains,” he 
suggested. 


“Perhaps,” Rakh-amn-hotep agreed. “At Zedri, he revealed himself only 
when his army was on the verge of defeat. It’s possible that he thinks he can 
carry this battle on the strength of his army alone.” The king folded his 
arms and scowled at the enemy troops. 


“No. There’s more to it than that. Something is wrong here, but I can’t put 
my finger on it.” 


Hekhmenukep joined the Rasetran king at the rail and spent several long 
moments surveying the broken plain. Finally he said, “Where are the 
bodies?” 


“Bodies?” 


The Lybaran king indicated the plain with a sweep of his hand, and said, 
“This is where you fought the enemy vanguard yesterday, correct? You told 
me that there were hundreds of dead from both sides.” 


“More on their side than ours,” Rakh-amn-hotep interjected. 


“But what happened to the bodies?” the Lybaran asked. “The plain should 
be covered in bloating corpses and flocks of vultures, but there’s nothing 
there.” Rakh-amn-hotep considered this. 
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“That’s it,” he said at last. “Yes, it must be! Nagash used his damnable 
sorcery to animate the dead and...” He swept his gaze across the battlefield, 
looking for clues. “He could have marched them into the mists to conceal 
them as a reserve force.” 


“Why not simply bury them in the ground where they fell?” Hekhmenukep 
suggested. “Then they could spring up behind us as our companies 
advanced.” 


The Rasettan king shook his head, and said, “The ground is too rocky to 
allow it, and we’d see the churned ground from here besides.” Once again, 
he studied the enemy’s dispositions. “The enemy has reinforced its lines in 
the centre and on their right, leaving the left flank relatively weak. They 
want us to throw our weight against the left, drawing us forwards as their 
companies retreat, and then counter-charge with their heavy cavalry to stop 
us in our tracks. That leaves us overextended and weak on their right flank, 
ripe for a counter-attack from the south.” Rakh-amn-hotep pointed off into 
the dunes beyond the enemy’s right flank. “The dead are waiting out there 
in the sands,” he declared. “That’s what Nagash is planning. I’d wager my 
life on it.” 


Hekhmenukep considered this, before saying, “I can’t fault your reasoning, 
but how do we counter it?” 


“We shift the bulk of our reserves to the south,” the Rasetran king ordered. 
“Alert the commanders to watch for counter-attacks. Then we see about 
turning the tables on the Usurper’s forces to the north.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep began to issue instructions to the waiting Lybaran 
signallers, his commands growing swifter and more assured as the pieces of 
his battle-plan fell neatly into place. Within minutes the signal-men were at 
work, flashing messages to the troops on the ground, and the Rasetran king 
grinned fiercely as the allied army went into action. 


Even with the wonders of the Lybaran sun-signals, rearranging the 
dispositions of the allied army took up much of the morning. Huge clouds 
of dust churned above the plain, masking the movements of the allied 
companies as they headed to their new positions. Other than a few desultory 
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probes from enemy light horsemen to the south, the Usurper’s army made 
no move to interfere with the allies’ manoeuvres. 


Rakh-amn-hotep sipped watered wine from a golden goblet as the army 
completed its final adjustments along the great plain. Hekhmenukep waited 
alongside the Rasetran, contemplating the waiting enemy forces. 


“Four hours, and they’ve barely moved,” he said. “It’s as though we don’t 
matter to them at all.” 


“Oh, we matter,” Rakh-amn-hotep said, “but it doesn’t profit them to come 
out and challenge us. Remember Nemuhareb’s mistake at the Gates of the 
Dawn? He could have sat and defended the fortifications at the gates and 
probably driven us back, but his pride got the better of him. Nagash knows 
that time is on his side. He’s got the fountains at his back. All he has to do 
is hold us at bay, and the heat will do his work for him.” The Rasetran took 
another sip of wine. “That’s why we have to risk everything on one, fierce 
assault,” he said. “We break through his lines with our first attempt, or 
probably not at all. Each successive attack will be weaker than the one 
before.” 


A signaller on the starboard rail flashed an acknowledgement to the forces 
on the ground. The nobleman in charge of the team strode quickly to the 
waiting kings and bowed deeply, before saying, “All is in readiness, great 
ones.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep nodded. 


“Very well,” he said, and smiled at Hekhmenukep. “Time to roll the dice,” 
he said, turning to the signaller. “Send the order to begin the advance.” 


The command was passed among the men, and within moments all of the 
bronze discs were flashing the signal in hot bursts of light. The kings heard 
the wail of war-horns on the plain below, and with a muted roar the vast 
battleline of the eastern armies began their attack. 


Rakh-amn-hotep had shifted the entire weight of the allied infantry 
southwards, arraying them against the centre and right flank of the 
Usurper’s host. Ten thousand Rasetran warriors marched in the front ranks, 
striding shoulder-to-shoulder with their broad wooden shields raised before 


2224 XRN 


them. Their dark faces were painted in vivid streaks of yellow, red and 
white, in the manner of the barbaric lizardmen, and fetishes of feathers and 
bone joints were bound to the heads of their stone maces. At the rear of 
each company marched groups of Rasetran archers, clad in heavy, ankle- 
length coats of lizard hide. Each archer had a slave who paced alongside 
him, carrying bundles of bronze-tipped arrows so that the bowmen could 
draw and fire on the move. 


Smaller companies of Lybaran light infantry marched behind the Rasetrans, 
armed with heavy swords and hatchets. They advanced close behind the 
heavy infantry, like jackals pacing behind a pride of desert lions. Their task 
was not to confront living foes, but to wield their blades against the bodies 
of fallen warriors, both allied and friendly, who were left in the wake of the 
army’s advance. Still farther east, the infantry reserves of the army were 
arrayed in a crescent covering the advancing army’s southern flank, 
watching for signs of a surprise attack from the dunes. 


As the battlelines advanced, the Lybaran catapults went into action, sending 
rounded stones the size of wagon wheels arcing over the heads of the allied 
troops. The projectiles ploughed into the packed ranks of the enemy 
infantry, crashing everything in their path amid sprays of splintered wood, 
flesh and bone. The screams of wounded and dying men rose above the 
muted tramp of marching feet. 


When the allied companies were two hundred yards from their foes, the 
feared Zandri archers drew back their bows and darkened the skies with 
volley after volley of arrows. Bronze arrowheads crackled against the 
shields of the Rasetran infantry, or buried deep into their thick, scaly coats. 
Here and there a warrior fell as a reed shaft found its way through a chink 
in their heavy armour, but soon the Rasetran archers were returning fire 
against the Zandri bowmen, and the intensity of the enemy fire began to 
subside. 


The enemy archers gave ground before the advancing allied host, 
continuing to fire until they had exhausted their small store of arrows. Then 
they retreated behind the safety of their battered infantry companies. The 
Rasetrans continued their slow, steady advance, conserving their strength in 
the blistering heat, until the two armies came together in a slow, grinding 
crash of arms and armour. The enemy infantry met the allied warriors 
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shield-to-shield, jabbing at their foes with long, darting spears, while the 
Rasetrans hammered away at the lightly armoured troops with their brutal 
stone-headed weapons. 


The hard-bitten jungle warriors sowed terrible carnage among their less- 
skilled foes, their armour shrugging off all but the strongest blows. The 
enemy line bowed beneath the onslaught, but before long the heavy infantry 
began to tire beneath the weight of their gear and the heat of the sun, and 
the advance began to falter. Enemy reserves streamed to the centre and 
right, shoring up the Usurper’s battleline. 


“The advance is faltering,” Hekhmenukep said. “Your men can’t keep this 
up for much longer.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep rested his hands against the rail of the sky-ship and 
nodded. He could clearly see that the push on the centre and the enemy 
right could not succeed, for the heavy infantry was trying to force its way 
into a veritable sea of enemy troops. The attack had done its job, however, 
drawing off much of the Usurper’s reserve troops, leaving the enemy left 
flank even more vulnerable than before. The enemy commanders on the 
ground could not see the concentrations of the opposing armies as he could, 
and, with the advantage of his god-like vantage point, he knew exactly 
where and when to strike. Had his foe been anyone else, the Rasetran king 
might have pitied him. 


“Any sign of attack from the south?” he asked. 
Hekhmenukep shook his head, saying, “Nothing yet.” 


“Then they’ve waited too long,’ Rakh-amn-hotep said. Satisfied, he turned 
to the signallers. “Signal for the attack on the enemy left to commence.” 


Down on the battlefield, the Lybaran scholar-priests read the winking 
signals and raised their hands to the towering figures before them. Singing 
incantations and carefully worded commands, they unleashed their charges 
upon the enemy line. 


Timbers creaked and giant mechanisms rattled and groaned as the six giant 
war machines lumbered forwards against the enemy’s left flank. Packs of 
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huge lizardmen and their lumbering war beasts loped in their wake, filling 
the air with furious shouts and ululating war cries. 


The skirmish line of enemy archers faltered at the sight of the advancing 
war machines, and when the first volley of arrows clattered harmlessly 
against their wood and bronze frames, the bowmen beat a hasty retreat 
behind the dubious safety of their spearmen. The Khemri infantry held its 
ground as the giant engines approached, perhaps trusting in their Eternal 
King to deliver them. 


The giants covered the intervening distance in a few dozen strides and 
waded into the packed warriors, hurling broken, screaming bodies skywards 
with every sweep of their legs. Their huge maces swept down like 
pendulums, carving bloody swathes through the press. Frantic, screaming 
warriors hurled themselves at the giants, stabbing their spears into the joints 
between the engines’ heavy plates, but their weapons could not penetrate 
deep enough to hit their vulnerable joints. The war machines never slowed, 
driving steadily deeper through the shattered enemy companies, and into the 
deep, bloody furrows ploughed by their feet came the wild lizardmen, who 
fell upon the stunned warriors with their savage, stone-tipped mauls. 


Panic raced like a sandstorm through the enemy’s left flank, and the 
Usurper’s broken line reeled backwards in the face of the overwhelming 
assault. As the Khemri champions tried to re-form their retreating 
companies the ground beneath them exploded in a shower of rock and 
churned sand as the Lybaran war scorpions sprang their ambush. Terrified 
walriors were chopped to pieces by bronze-edged pincers or crushed to pulp 
by the scorpions’ lashing stingers. Within the space of a few minutes, 
organised resistance collapsed as the Khemri spearmen lost their courage 
and fled westwards. 


As the enemy’s left flank collapsed, receding from the giants in a swift- 
flowing tide, the air overhead was rent with unearthly shrieks and arcs of 
flickering green flame that rose from catapults concealed in the mist to the 
rear of the enemy host. Clusters of enchanted, screaming skulls rained down 
upon the striding giants, shattering against their wood-and-bronze plates in 
bursts of sorcerous fire. Within moments, two of the huge machines were 
wreathed in flames as burning fragments found their way through gaps in 
their armoured plates and ignited their vulnerable skeletons. Their advance 
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slowed as the building heat softened their bronze gear wheels and ate at 
their bones. Thick copper cables snapped under the building stress, lashing 
like giant whips and bursting the engines apart from within. A giant with 
the jackal-headed visage of Djaf died first, blowing apart in a shower of 
jagged metal and splintered wood as its steam vessel burst in a thunderous 
explosion. A falcon-headed giant fell next as its bronze knee joints broke 
apart, toppling the machine forwards onto a dozen retreating Khemri 
spearmen. Horrified, the Lybaran priests chanted frantically to their war 
machines, commanding them to withdraw, but not before two more of the 
giants were struck multiple times and set on fire. 


Devastating though the barrage was, it was not enough. As the last two 
surviving giants withdrew, the lizardman auxiliaries pressed their attack 
amid the lashing war scorpions, and the enemy’s left flank continued to 
disintegrate. Farther west, trumpets sounded as the Numasi heavy horse 
were ordered into action to try to save the day. 


Hekhmenukep uttered a stream of vicious curses as the fourth giant 
shuddered to a stop and blew apart, showering the battlefield with 
fragments of molten metal. 


“T told you they weren’t suited for this kind of battle!” he said in dismay. 
“The giants were meant as siege weapons, to break down the city walls 
once we reached Khemri!” 


“If we break the Usurper’s army here, a siege will be unnecessary,” Rakh- 
amn-hotep snapped. “Your machines served us well. The enemy flank is 
shattered, and victory is within our grasp.” The Rasetran king pointed 
westward. “Unleash your sky-boats on the enemy’s catapults and take your 
revenge, Hekhmenukep. It’s time to strike the killing blow.” With that, he 
turned to the signallers and began issuing a third string of orders to the 
troops on the ground. 


The King of Lybaras shook his head sadly at the burning wreckage littering 
the battlefield to the north-west. 


“Such a terrible waste,” he said, watching decades of labour turn to ash 
before his eyes. 
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The Numasi horsemen knew that something had gone terribly wrong by the 
frantic sound of the trumpets calling them to battle. Spurring their horses, 
they crested the ridge to the east and saw devastation and disaster unfolding 
before them. Undaunted, they closed ranks and charged into the teeth of the 
enemy advance. 


Eight thousand of the finest heavy cavalry in Nehekhara swept down upon 
the marauding lizardmen, their spear points glittering balefully in the 
noonday sun. Like an avalanche of flesh and bronze they bore down on the 
howling barbarians, until the last moment, when the galloping horses 
caught the acrid stink of the lizardmen and recoiled in confusion and fright. 
Horsemen cursed and fought their suddenly panicked mounts, and chaos 
spread through the cavalry’s ordered ranks just as the charge crashed home. 


Huge lizardmen were dashed to the ground, impaled on spear points or 
trampled by frenzied horses. Some of the barbarians pulled the screaming 
animals down with them, their reptilian jaws clamped around the horses’ 
necks. Men were smashed from their saddles by stone mauls or dragged to 
the ground by powerful, clawed hands. The huge thunder lizards bellowed 
and lashed at the cavalrymen with their massive tails, crushing man and 
horse alike. 


Like two maddened beasts, the formations tore at one another in a wild, 
swirling melee. The lizardmen and their war beasts were individually more 
powerful and resilient, but they were also vastly outnumbered. The master 
horsemen of Numas quickly regained control of their mounts and pressed 
their advantage against the barbarians, using the speed of their horses to 
launch coordinated attacks against their slower foes. One after another, the 
barbarians sank to the ground, their thick hide pierced by dozens of spears. 


Tormented past endurance by the spears of the horsemen, one of the thunder 
lizards let out a panicked roar and turned tail, thundering back the way it 
had come. Herd beasts at heart, the rest of the massive creatures followed 
suit, chasing after their retreating cousin. The Numasi cavalry, severely 
mauled by the fight, staggered to a halt and tried to re-order their scattered 
formation, until an ominous rumble to the east warned them of impending 
doom. 


The Rasetran chariots, two thousand strong, rumbled across the plain at the 
spent Numasi horsemen. Arrows fell among the exhausted heavy 
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cavalrymen, pitching warriors from their saddles and killing horses. Filled 
with dread, their commanders ordered the cavalry to withdraw in the face of 
the onrushing chariots in the hope of buying time to organise a 
countercharge, but in short order the withdrawal turned into a full retreat as 
the decimated warriors lost their courage in the face of the enemy’s 
relentless advance. 


Behind the charging Rasetran chariots, five thousand Lybaran and Rasetran 
heavy cavalry raced across the plain and turned southwards, driving into the 
enemy’s centre. Struck in the flank by the massed cavalry charge, the 
enemy companies wavered, and then broke. Trumpets signalled frantically 
from the rear of the Usurper’s army, and the remaining reserves rushed 
forwards to form a rearguard and cover the army’s retreat. Overhead, the 
sky-boats of Lybaras glided past the fleeing enemy troops, heading for the 
Usurper’s catapults. As they passed above the siege engines, warriors 
hurled baskets full of stones and sharp pieces of metal over the side, raining 
destruction down upon the war machines. Panicked by the sudden, deadly 
rain, the catapult crews broke and ran, fleeing into the concealing mists of 
the fountains. 


Across the plain, the armies of the east raised their bloodied weapons and 
cheered, shouting the names of their gods into the pale blue sky. Behind the 
exhausted heavy infantry, the warriors of Lybaras continued their grim 
work, plying their heavy blades across a vast field littered with the bodies 
of the dead. 


Cheers resounded from the decks of the sky-boat as the enemy’s 
beleaguered rearguard withdrew under a steady hail of arrow fire into the 
fountains’ concealing mists. Hekhmenukep turned to his ally and bowed in 
admiration. 


“The victory is ours, Rakh-amn-hotep,” he said. “Your strategy was without 
flaw.” 


The Rasetran king shrugged. “Who couldn’t triumph with machines such as 
this at their command?” he said, rapping a knuckle against the rail of the 
floating vessel. “I could see the enemy’s every move laid out before me, as 
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if I was playing a game of Princes and Kings. Perhaps we’ve found the 
answer to Nagash’s vile sorcery at long last.” 


On the plain below, the allied cavalry was pacing after the retreating enemy 
like a pack of wolves, edging closer and closer to the swirling clouds and 
their promise of sweet, life-giving moisture. Hekhmenukep gestured 
towards the horsemen with a wave of his hand. “Will you order a general 
pursuit?” he asked. 


Rakh-amn-hotep shook his head. “Much as I would like to ride the enemy 
into the ground, our troops are tired and half-dead of thirst,” he said, “and 
we must see to the bodies of the dead before we press on.” He nodded 
towards the swirling mists. “We’ll press forwards with the cavalry, seize the 
fountains, and tend to our wounded by the sacred springs.” The Fountains 
of Eternal Life, an ancient gift from the Goddess Asaph, were legendary for 
their healing properties, and only the great River Vitae was more revered in 
Nehekharan lore. Hekhmenukep nodded in agreement. 


“Now that the sky-boats have emptied their holds we could press ahead 
with the horsemen and take on water while the rest of the army deals with 
the dead and wounded,” he said. The Rasetran king considered this. 


“A reasonable plan,” he said. He waved to the nearest signaller. “Send word 
to the cavalry and the chariots to continue the advance.” 


Orders were relayed to the horsemen and the seven sky-boats drifting at the 
edges of the mists. As the kings’ vessel pulled alongside, the entire armada 
began a graceful descent into the pearly white clouds. Men crowded around 
the rails of each ship, eager for the first, blessed caress of cool, damp air. 


Rakh-amn-hotep watched the mist rise past the keel of the sky-boat and 
sweep silently over the rails. It wound around his outstretched arms and 
passed like a veil across his face, but instead of feeling life-giving moisture 
against his parched skin, he felt only dry, dead air and the smell of dusty 
smoke against the back of his throat. Hekhmenukep coughed, and other 
members of the crew cried out in bewilderment. 


Moments later, the sky-boat sank through the layers of mist and broke into 
open air, less than a hundred feet above the ground. Rakh-amn-hotep 
blinked his dry, stinging eyes and looked out across the great, hilly basin 
and its silvery pools of sacred water. What he saw filled him with horror. 
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The great basin, wrought by a holy union between Asaph and mighty 
Geheb, contained dozens of irregular pools, lined by winding paths covered 
in rich, green moss. The sacred, silver waters had been defiled, however. 
Each pool had been filled with the rotting corpses of the men slain in battle 
the previous day. Billowing stains of blood and bile desecrated Asaph’s life- 
giving pools, covering their surface in a scum of foulness and corruption. 
The retreating warriors of the Usurper’s host were filing back across the 
basin. Their former panic had subsided, and their companies were slowly 
re-forming as they withdrew down the once-sacred paths. 


Men fell to their knees aboard the sky-boat, stricken dumb by the enormity 
of Nagash’s crime. Hekhmenukep’s hands trembled upon the rail. 


“How?” he stammered, unable to tear his gaze away from the desecration. 
“How could he do this?” 


Rakh-amn-hotep could not answer. No words could suffice. 


A vast sea of tents lay across the great basin, surrounded by companies of 
heavily armoured swordsmen. Concealed from the sun by the fountains’ 
tainted vapours, Nagash’s pale-skinned immortals stood in plain view, 
surrounding a great black tent that crouched like a spider at the centre of the 
camp. 


The Rasetran king stared down at the distant gathering of monsters, and in 
that instant he felt the weight of a vast and soulless regard, like a cold knife 
pressed against his skin. For the first time in his life, the warrior-king felt 
truly afraid. 


Then, from the midst of the pale immortals, a whirling column of darkness 
soared high into the air. It struck the swirling clouds and spread outwards, 
like a pool of boiling ink. As the leading edge of the wave sped towards the 
drifting sky-boats, Rakh-amn-hotep heard the rising buzz of locusts. 


“Tum us around,” he said breathlessly. “Do you hear? Turn us around! 
Hurry!” 


Men began shouting all around the king as the swarm of ravening insects 
Swept over the sky-boat. Rakh-amn-hotep staggered, feeling thousands of 
tiny legs scrabbling at his skin as the wave washed over him. They battered 
his face, clawing at his eyes and biting at his face. He roared in anger and 
revulsion, sweeping futilely at the swarm with his arms. Stinging pain 
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lanced across his bare hands and wrists. He staggered backwards and fell to 
the deck, crunching hundreds of hungry insects beneath him. 


Above the raging drone of the swarm and the scream of terrified men, the 
Rasetran king heard a crackling, tearing noise overhead. Blood streaming 
down his face, Rakh-amn-hotep clawed the insects from his eyes long 
enough to glimpse a roiling carpet of locusts ravaging the great bladder that 
kept the sky-boat aloft. As he watched, the canvas split and unravelled like 
a rotting carpet, releasing the air spirits trapped within. 


There was an ominous creaking of timbers, and then Rakh-amn-hotep felt 
his stomach lurch as the sky-boat plunged to the ground. 
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TWENTY 
The Long, Bitter Road 


The Great Desert, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The skeletal horsemen attacked again just before dusk, riding down upon 
the retreating army with the blood-red sun at their backs. The desiccated 
horses and their riders seemed to glide across the sands. Their bodies, baked 
by the desert heat, were nothing but tattered leather, bone and cured sinew, 
and together they weighed not much more than a living man. Warriors at the 
head of the column barely had time to shout a warning before the first 
arrows struck home. 


Screams and hoarse cries from the head of the army stirred Akhmen-hotep 
from his stupor. He and the survivors of the army had been on the march 
since midnight, fleeing ever deeper into the desert after the nightmarish 
attack outside Bel Aliad. The enemy cavalry had harried them every step of 
the way, sweeping through the disordered column at will and leaving a trail 
of dead and wounded men in their wake. Barely thirty in number, the 
undead horsemen weren’t numerous enough to cause widespread 
destruction, but what they lacked in numbers they made up for in tireless, 
hateful determination. Fearful of being overtaken by the vengeful dead of 
Bel Aliad, Akhmen-hotep had kept the army on the march, all through the 
night and into the searing heat of the day. Now they staggered drunkenly 
across the sands, delirious from exhaustion and the merciless lash of the 
sun. 


The king raised his head at the clamour from the front of the host. 


“Shields!” he yelled hoarsely as the first of the enemy riders came into 
view. The skeleton’s mount was in full gallop, and Akhmen-hotep could see 
its shoulders working through ragged holes in its hide and hear the faint 
slap of its cracked hooves against the soft ground. Ribbons of parchment- 
like skin flapped like gory pennons from the rider’s bleached skull as it 
raced along the length of the column. Its recurved horn bow was held at the 
ready. As the king watched, the horseman drew back the string in one 
smooth motion and loosed an arrow as it shot past one of the army’s 
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remaining chariots. There was a bloodcurdling scream and one of the 
chariot’s horses collapsed to the ground. 


Cursing through parched lips, Akhmen-hotep staggered towards the 
galloping rider. Shouts filled the air around him, but the king paid them no 
heed. All that mattered to him at that moment was stopping the damned 
monster before it killed another of their horses. Roaring in frustration and 
anger he raised his heavy khopesh and swung at the skeletal rider, but the 
horseman was still out of reach. His blow went wide and the raider swept 
past, readying another arrow for a victim further down the line. 


“Here I am!” Akhmen-hotep cried as the rider galloped away. “Turn about 
and face me, abomination! Slay the King of Ka-Sabar, if you dare—” 


Suddenly the king felt a powerful hand clamp around the back of his neck, 
and he was hauled backwards off his feet as though he were nothing more 
than a child. A weapon hissed through the air. Akhmen-hotep smelled 
musty leather and bone dust, and then he heard a terrible crunch! Something 
sharp struck his cheek and glanced away, and then he saw the smashed 
pieces of a skeletal horse and its rider tumble across the sand in front of 
him. 


“Have a care, great one,” the deep voice of Hashepra, Hierophant of Geheb, 
rumbled in the king’s ear. The huge priest sidled backwards, his hammer at 
the ready, drawing Akhmen-hotep along with him. “Master yourself, lest 
you shake the confidence of your men. We’re in a tough enough position as 
it is.” 

Akhmen-hotep struggled against the roar of impotent rage building in his 
throat. Another enemy horseman rode past, his body pierced by arrows. As 
the king watched, the creature drew one of the long shafts from its chest, 
fitted it to its bow and fired it at a living horse. The strange, almost absurd 
image filled the king with frustration and despair. 


“By all the gods, how are we to fight these things?” he whispered hoarsely. 
“Every man we kill rises again. Every kinsman we lose turns his dead hands 
against us.” With an effort, he planted his feet and twisted out of Hashepra’s 
grip. “And for every one of these monstrosities we slay, ten more spring up 
in its place.” He turned to the hierophant. “Tell me, priest, how does a man 
defeat a foe as numberless as the sands?” 
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The Hierophant of Geheb stared into the king’s eyes for a long moment, and 
Akhmen-hotep saw a reflection of his own despair in the priest’s face. 


“The gods alone know,” he said at last, and then he turned away. “Come 
back to the chariots, great one. The enemy has passed us by for the moment. 
It will be dark soon, and there is much for us to discuss.” 


Akhmen-hotep watched the priest trudge wearily back to the line of battered 
chariots less than a dozen yards away. The bleak look in Hashepra’s eyes 
had chilled him to the bone. “The gods know,” he said, and tried to draw 
some strength from the words. “The gods know.” 


Dazedly, the king joined Hashepra back at his chariot. During the chaos of 
the retreat, the war machines had been pressed into service as makeshift 
wagons to carry whatever supplies they could salvage from the camp, as 
well as providing transport for wounded priests and nobles. Two figures 
rested uneasily among sacks of grain and jars of water in the back of the 
king’s chariot. Khalifra, High Priestess of Neru, had been made as 
comfortable as possible among the cargo. The stub of an arrow jutted from 
her left shoulder, and her face was drawn and feverish as she slept. Memnet 
sat beside her, his sallow features bathed in sweat. The fat priest had a damp 
cloth pressed against Khalifra’s brow. 


“We must make camp soon,” Memnet was saying as Akhmen-hotep 
approached. “The men and animals are past exhaustion. If we continue any 
further we will kill more men than the enemy will.” 


“If we stop, the enemy will attack us in strength,” the king said wearily. 
“They will overwhelm us.” 


“We don’t know if there are any more of them out there besides the damned 
horsemen,” Hashepra said. “Great one, we have to stop sooner or later. 
Better now while we’ ve still got the strength to defend the camp.” 


“Also, we must take stock and see how many men we have left,” Memnet 
pointed out. “Not to mention our supplies.” 


“And we must talk to the Bhagarites,” Hashepra continued. “We will need 
to find a supply cache or an oasis soon.” 


“All right, all right,” Akhmen-hotep said, raising his hands in surrender. 
“We’ll camp here, and move on before first light tomorrow. Pass the word 
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to the men.” 


With the decision made, the king’s strength seemed to leave him. His limbs 
felt as heavy as lead, and at that moment he wanted nothing more than to 
crawl into the dubious shade beneath the chariot and sleep. Hashepra began 
issuing orders to a group of messengers waiting nearby when the sound of 
hoofbeats approached them from the rear of the column. 


Akhmen-hotep whirled, thinking Nagash’s horsemen had decided to turn 
around and strike them again, but even as he raised his blade the king saw 
that both horse and rider were figures of flesh and blood rather than leather 
and bone. As the horseman drew near, Akhmen-hotep saw that it was none 
other than Pakh-amn, and it occurred to the king that he hadn’t seen the 
Master of Horse since the attack the night before. 


“Where have you been?” he asked without preamble as the young nobleman 
reined in his exhausted mount beside the chariot. Pakh-amn’s face betrayed 
a flash of irritation at the king’s tone. 


“I’ve been organising a rearguard and taking stock of our situation,” he 
replied curtly. “I thought you might like to know the state of our army, great 
one.” Hashepra bridled at the young noble’s peremptory tone, but Akhmen- 
hotep forestalled him with a wave of his hand. 


“Well. Let’s have it then,” he said to the Master of Horse. 


“We’ve got two thousand five hundred men left, more or less,” the young 
noble said, “though close to a third of them are wounded to one degree or 
another. No one has any camp gear to speak of, though perhaps a quarter of 
the men managed to escape camp with a couple of days’ worth of food 
stuffed into their belt-pouches.” Pakh-amn nodded in the direction of the 
chariots. “Hopefully you enjoyed better luck with the baggage train before 
we fled.” 


“That remains to be seen,’ Akhmen-hotep replied. “What about the 
Bhagarites?” Pakh-amn’s expression turned grim. 


“Whether it was the will of the gods or Nagash’s own design, the 
Bhagarites suffered dearly during the night,” he answered. “Some of the 
men swear that the skeletal raiders went out of their way to kill the desert 
bandits. Out of the hundred that accompanied us from Ka-Sabar, less than 
twenty remain.” He shrugged. “Perhaps if they’d still had their swords 
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when the attack began, they could have better defended themselves.” 
Hashepra’s face darkened with rage. 


“Tt’s time someone knocked some manners into you, boy,” he said quietly. 


“Enough, holy one,” Akhmen-hotep declared. “Remember what you said 
about setting an example for the men. The Master of Horse offends no one 
but his ancestors with such petty behaviour.” Pakh-amn let out a derisive 
snort. 


“Petty?” he said. “I merely speak the truth. If the king is not strong enough 
to face it, then he’s no true king at all.” 


“There is truth, and then there is sedition,” Memnet said. “The king could 
have you executed for such talk, Pakh-amn.” 


The Master of Horse glared at the Grand Hierophant, and said, “I can think 
of perhaps a thousand men who would disagree with your opinion, priest.” 


Akhmen-hotep stiffened. Suddenly, Memnet’s warning from the night 
before echoed in his mind. Who can say what he might do if he found 
himself in a position of influence over much of the army? 


If he gave the word, Hashepra would strike the young nobleman down with 
a single blow from his hammer. Just as the command rose to his lips, Pakh- 
amn turned to him and said, “Forgive me, great one. Like you, I’m very 
tired, and my nerves are on edge. But I am happy to say that all is not yet 
lost.” 


“And how is that?” the king asked. 


“1 have been speaking to the Bhagarite survivors,” the nobleman said. 
“They know of a supply cache a day’s ride from here.” 


“A day’s ride is two or more days on foot,” Hashepra countered. “Half the 
army will be dead before we get there.” Pakh-amn nodded. 


“Unless we empty the chariots and send them ahead to gather supplies,” he 
said. “I could take the remaining Bhagarites as guides and outriders, plus a 
few hundred picked men. Then in a day’s time you march with the rest of 
the army and meet us halfway back on the return leg. It would be difficult, 
but not impossible.” 
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Akhmen-hotep paused, rubbing at the grit surrounding his eyes as he tried 
to think through the nobleman’s plan. It seemed sound... if he could trust 
the Master of Horse. Could he risk sending off all his chariots and most of 
his guides under Pakh-amn’s command? Even if he chose someone else to 
lead the expedition, how could he know for certain if the man wasn’t one of 
Pakh-amn’s sympathisers? The Master of Horse could then slip away in the 
night and join his compatriots, leaving the army to its fate and returning 
safely to Ka-Sabar. 


The king looked to his brother for advice. Memnet said nothing, but the 
look in his dark eyes spoke volumes. Akhmen-hotep sighed and shook his 
head. 


“We can’t risk the chariots, or the guides,” he said. “We’ll ration our 
supplies and head for the oasis as best we can.” 


Pakh-amn’s eyes widened at the king’s decision, but then his jaw clenched 
in anger. 


“So be it,” he said tightly, “but men will die needlessly as a result. You will 
regret this decision, Akhmen-hotep. Mark my words.” 


The nobleman spun on his heel and strode swiftly to his horse. Akhmen- 
hotep watched him go, debating the idea of ordering Pakh-amn’s arrest. 
Would arresting him prevent a mutiny, or provoke one? 


The next thing he knew, Hashepra was gently shaking his shoulder. 
“What shall we do, great one?” the hierophant asked. 


Akhmen-hotep shook himself, as though waking from a dream. Pakh-amn’s 
galloping horse was already a long distance away, heading back to the rear 
of the host. 


“Make camp,” the king said dully. “Then pick some men you trust and have 
them go over the supplies. We’ll start rationing right away. Send runners 
looking for any servants of Neru that might have survived. We could use a 
ward to protect the camp once it gets dark.” Hashepra nodded. 


“And then?” he asked. The king shrugged. “Then we try to survive the 
night,” he said in a hollow voice. 
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Sensations slowly penetrated the darkness: throbbing pain in his chest, 
shoulders and back, and then the swelling roar of thousands of shouting 
voices. Cool, slightly oily water lapped against his lower legs, caressing his 
parched skin. For an instant, his brain was seized with competing sensations 
of pure terror and giddy relief. 


After a moment, the cacophony of noise surrounding Rakh-amn-hotep 
resolved into the familiar noise of the battlefield. Wounded men screamed 
all around him, begging for help, while off in the distance hundreds of men 
shouted lustily for the blood of their foes. The Rasetran king realised in a 
daze that they were probably referring to him. 


Blinking slowly, the king found himself lying on his stomach at the edge of 
one of the great sacred pools. He couldn’t remember how he’d got there. 
The last thing he knew, he’d watched the sky-ship’s air bladder come apart, 
and felt the deck drop away beneath him as the great craft plunged 
earthwards. 


Wincing, Rakh-amn-hotep got his hands underneath him and tried to push 
himself upright. A stabbing pain lanced through the right side of his chest. 
More than likely, he’d cracked a rib at some point during the crash. No 
doubt he’d been thrown clear when the wooden hull crashed to the ground. 
By the gods’ own grace he’d just managed to clear the deep pool at his feet. 
Had he landed three feet shorter he would have surely drowned in Asaph’s 
sacred water. 


No, not sacred any more, the king corrected himself. With a hiss of 
revulsion he jerked his feet from the corpse-choked water and wiped at the 
oily residue of human rot clinging to his skin. This close to the water the 
stench of corruption was tangible, coating the back of Rakh-amn-hotep’s 
dry throat. 


Coughing raggedly, the king rolled over and tried to take stock of his 
surroundings. The wreckage of the sky-boat lay just ten yards or so away, 
its shattered timbers partially covered by a tattered shroud of canvas and a 
carpet of seething, chewing insects. To his horror the king saw struggling 
figures buried beneath the mass of locusts. One lifted a hand skywards, as 
though beseeching the gods for help. Three of the man’s fingers had been 
gnawed down to the bone. 
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Few of the other Lybaran sky-boats had fared any better. Rakh-amn-hotep 
could see broken hulls scattered across the eastern curve of the great basin, 
and dozens of dazed and injured men were trying to escape the wreckage. 


To the west, waves of sound reverberated across the basin from the massed 
warriors of the Usurper’s host. From what the Rasetran king could tell, the 
retreating companies had fetched up against Nagash’s hidden reserves, and 
the Usurper’s immortal champions were angrily re-forming their ranks. The 
great mass of disordered troops was the only thing standing between the 
allied survivors and Nagash’s eager companies. That would change in a 
matter of minutes. 


Rakh-amn-hotep staggered over to a group of Lybarans crawling away from 
the ruins of his sky-boat. 


“Where is your king?” he asked hoarsely. “Where is Hekhmenukep?” When 
the stunned crewmen stared wordlessly at him, the Rasetran applied his 
sandal to their backsides. “On your damned feet!” he ordered. “We have to 
get out of here, but no one leaves until Hekhmenukep is found!” 


The king’s commanding voice sent the crewmen scrambling back the way 
they’d come, hurriedly searching around the wreckage of the sky-boat. 


“Get the wounded moving!” Rakh-amn-hotep called after them. “Any men 
who can’t move must be carried!” 


As the crewmen searched, the king turned his attention to the survivors of 
the other sky-boats. Many flocked to the sound of his voice, and he put 
them to work as well. Large swathes of torn canvas were gathered off the 
ground to provide crude litters for the most seriously wounded, and the king 
began sending small groups eastwards as soon as they were organised. 


“Over here!” one of the Lybarans called, waving frantically. “He’s here! 
The king is here!” 


Hekhmenukep was lying only a few yards from the smashed prow of the 
sky-boat. Miraculously, he had escaped the ravages of the locust swarm, 
while two men who had come to earth a few feet closer to the crash had 
been reduced to glistening skeletons. When Rakh-amn-hotep reached the 
king, two of Hekhmenukep’s subjects were trying to help him to his feet. 
The Lybaran ruler was pale and hunched with pain, and flecks of bright red 
foam ringed the corners of his mouth. Rakh-amn-hotep muttered a curse. 
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“A rib has pierced one of his lungs,” the veteran warrior said. “Set him on a 
piece of canvas and get him back to the army as quickly as you can. Don’t 
worry too much about his comfort. Right now, speed is what matters.” 


As the crewmen hastened to obey, the air shook with the bellow of war- 
horns and the mingled voices of thousands of eager warriors. Across the 
basin, the Usurper’s army was on the move once more. 


The Rasetran king growled like an old, scarred hound. They had run out of 
time. 


“Get moving,” he said to the remaining men. “Help the wounded as much 
as you’re able. Now, go!” 


The Lybarans needed no further urging, fleeing for their lives in the face of 
the advancing army. In moments, the king stood alone, in the face of the 
Usurper’s distant horde. Beaten but unbowed, he turned his back on his foes 
and headed off after his men. 


Behind him, the Usurper’s warriors let out a wordless roar of bloodlust and 
surged forwards, breaking ranks in their eagerness to catch up to the 
Lybarans. The enemy warriors were more than half a mile away, and were 
forced to follow the twisting trails that surrounded the poisoned fountains, 
but the same could be said for Rakh-amn-hotep and his men, many of 
whom could barely move. With every passing moment, the bestial sounds 
of pursuit grew louder in the king’s ears. 


Then, up ahead, Rakh-amn-hotep spotted horsemen wending their way 
carefully among the pools. They were Lybaran light horsemen, the leading 
edge of the pursuit force that had followed the retreating enemy companies 
into the basin. As he watched, the horsemen helped their fellows onto the 
backs of their horses and began to head back the way they’d come. The 
litter bearers had no choice but to struggle onwards with their burdens, but 
now they marched under the protective gaze of the light horsemen. 


One of the cavalrymen spotted Rakh-amn-hotep and spurred his horse 
forwards with a shout. He reined in alongside the king and slid from the 
saddle without hesitation. 


“Your champion waits with the Rasetran chariots yonder,” he said 
breathlessly, nodding his head in the direction of the mists to the east. “Take 
my horse, great one. The enemy is nearly upon us.” 
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Rakh-amn-hotep glanced back the way he’d come and was shocked to see 
enemy spearmen less than a hundred yards away. “Get back in the saddle,” 
he ordered. “Two can ride as well as one. Besides, I’m like to fall off if I try 
to ride this beast by myself.” 


The cavalryman leapt gratefully back onto his horse’s back and with an 
effort helped the king up behind him. An arrow hissed through the air off to 
their right, and then another. The horseman hauled on the reins and spurred 
his mount away from the advancing host. He wove his mount through the 
press of retreating figures with great skill, occasionally splashing through 
shallow pools to circumvent larger knots of men. 


Many minutes later they reached the far end of the basin and its tendrils of 
swirling mist. A hundred Rasetran chariots waited there in a kind of 
rearguard, their narrow wheels and considerable weight preventing them 
from penetrating further into the basin’s rough terrain. Ekhreb waited 
nearby, ordering litter bearers to load their charges aboard the chariots as 
they arrived. The champion’s expression relaxed considerably when he saw 
his king approaching. 


Rakh-amn-hotep dropped gracelessly from the saddle and clasped the 
cavalryman’s wrist in thanks before walking over to Ekhreb. 


“The damned Usurper was a few steps ahead of us all along,” he snarled. 
“The battle on the plain was just meant to exhaust us and use up the last of 
our water. Now he’s poisoned the only water source for fifty miles. If we 
stay here his reserves will break us by nightfall, and then there will be a 
slaughter.” Ekhreb listened to the dire assessment calmly. 


“What would you have us do?” he asked. Rakh-amn-hotep gritted his teeth. 


“We retreat again, damn it. Back to Quatar, though the gods alone know 
how we’re going to make it. Nagash will pursue us. He’d be a fool not to. 
We’ll draw him against the walls of the city and try to break him there.” 


“What if the Usurper is still thinking a few steps ahead of us?” the 
champion asked. Rakh-amn-hotep scowled at the champion. 


“Well, if it makes you feel any better, we’ll all probably be dead of thirst 
long before that becomes a problem,” he said. Ekhreb chuckled in spite of 
himself. 
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“Now look who’s the optimist,” he said, and lead the king to his waiting 
chariot. 


The tent flaps of heavy canvas swept aside, allowing only the weak grey 
light of the misty basin into the gloom of Nagash’s tent. Raamket hurried 
inside, grateful to escape even the faint glimmer of Ptra’s searing rays. Most 
of his body was shielded by leather wrappings and armour, leaving only his 
head and hands exposed. His cloak of human skin fluttered like vulture’s 
wings in his wake as he approached the Undying King and sank to one 
knee. 


“The enemy host is withdrawing, master,” the immortal said. “What is your 
command?” 


Nagash sat upon the ancient throne of Khemri, displaced from Settra’s 
palace for the first time in centuries. The king’s brooding figure was 
wreathed in the sepulchral tendrils of his ghostly retinue, their faint cries 
weaving a fearful threnody in the oppressive shadows. The necromancer’s 
vassal kings waited upon Nagash’s pleasure: Amn-nasir, the once-proud 
King of Zandri, sat in a low-backed chair at Nagash’s left and drank wine 
laced with the black lotus, his expression haunted. The twin Kings of 
Numas sat next to one another on the necromancer’s right, whispering 
apprehensively to one another. At the rear of the tent the Undying King’s 
marble sarcophagus sat beside his queen’s. Neferem’s sarcophagus was 
shut. Ghazid, the necromancer’s servant, knelt beside the stone coffin and 
stroked its polished surface with a trembling, wrinkled hand, whispering in 
a thin, reedy voice. 


The Undying King rose to his feet amid a swirl of tormented spirits and 
strode to the opening of the tent. With a gesture, the mantle of spirits glided 
forwards and pulled the tent flap aside. 


Nagash stared from the shadows into the failing light of day and smiled. 


“We march to Quatar,” he declared, “where we will grind these rebel kings 
beneath our heel.” 
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TWENTY-ONE 
The Elixir of Life 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 46th year of Ualatp the Patient 
(-1950 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Priest King of Khemri folded his arms and scowled at the large 
parchment map spread before him. 


“Where are they now?” Nagash asked of his vizier. 


Arkhan the Black moved quickly around the corner of the long table and 
stood beside the king. The nobleman referred quickly to a note scrawled on 
ragged parchment, and then traced his finger along the length of the Great 
Trade Road, west of Khemri. 


“According to the latest reports from our scouts, the Zandri army is here,” 
he said, pointing to a spot approximately a week’s march from the Living 
City. 


The other half a dozen noblemen attending upon the king, including the 
thuggish Raamket and a weary-looking Shepsu-hur, leaned over the table to 
better hear Arkhan over the sound of voices and the shuffling of pages in 
the King’s Library. Traditionally a silent, solitary haunt for the king and the 
royal family, the library occupied almost an entire wing of the palace. In his 
youth, Nagash spent many years poring over ancient tomes in the library 
and prowling through the dim, dusty archives in the wing’s sub-levels. Now 
that he was king, the large sandstone chamber had become his chamber of 
office, where he conducted much of the business of the kingdom. 


Though it was already well into the evening, the room was crowded with 
scribes, messengers and _ harried-looking slaves, all going about their 
business under the disapproving glare of the library’s senior clerk. It had 
been much the same for days, ever since the Bhagarite trader had arrived at 
the palace with valuable news to sell: King Nekumet of Zandri had 
mustered his warriors and was preparing to liberate the Living City from 
the clutches of Nagash the Usurper. For the first time in eighteen years, 
Khemri was at war. 
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News of the impending attack had not come as a great surprise. Indeed, 
Nagash had been expecting such a move for quite some time and had been 
making the necessary preparations. The news of Thutep’s fall had spread 
across Nehekhara like a storm wind, prompting cries of outrage and dismay 
in the palaces of the other great cities. 


It was not so much the act of removing Thutep that was so abhorrent, for 
the young king had been widely viewed as foolish and naive, but the fact 
that Nagash had violated the covenant of the gods by claiming the crown. 
As firstborn, his life belonged to the gods, and thus he had set a dangerous 
precedent that the other kings could not abide. To make matters even worse, 
he had forbidden Thutep’s wife, Neferem, to join her husband in the 
afterlife, as custom demanded, jeopardising the covenant and offering a 
grave Offence to the gods. 


Nagash had lost count of the number of angry delegations sent from the 
holy city of Mahrak to demand his immediate abdication in favour of 
Thutep’s son. 


Meanwhile, he suspected, the Hieratic Council had been sending envoys to 
the other cities in the hope of raising an army to remove him from the 
throne by force. Until now, however, the Kings of Nehekhara had preferred 
to bide their time and hope that the gods, or more likely, Khemri’s angry 
populace, would step in and save them the expense of a costly military 
campaign. 


For nine years, the gods had been strangely silent, and the people of Khemri 
had accepted Nagash’s rule with a kind of stunned passivity. His rise to 
power marked the end of years of plague, and had ushered in an era of calm 
and stability. The king replenished the ranks of the nobility by elevating 
prominent members of the merchant class, and suppressed crime through 
quiet arrangements with the city’s criminal elements. Dissenters were 
quickly identified and dealt with quietly by Raamket’s agents, allowing the 
king free rein to pursue his immediate goals. 


Nagash had known from the first that it would only be a matter of time 
before King Nekumet felt strong enough to march on Khemri. Now the 
labour of the past few years would be put to the test. 
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“What have we learned about the composition of the army?” the king 
inquired. Arkhan consulted his notes again. 


“Our scouts report eight thousand foot soldiers, a mix of regular spear 
companies and barbarian auxiliaries, as well as two thousand archers and 
fifteen hundred chariots.” 


Sidelong stares and uneasy murmurs passed among the noblemen. The 
Zandri army was nearly twice as large as Khemri’s. Nagash nodded 
thoughtfully. 


“King Nekumet has assembled an ideal force to combat ours,” he said. 
“Clearly his spies have kept him well-informed.” He glanced up at 
Raamket. “What of our own troops?” 


“The last of our spear companies and archers left the city by mid-afternoon, 
as you commanded,” the nobleman said. “The light horsemen and chariots 
are finishing their final preparations even as we speak.” Nagash 
acknowledged the report with a curt nod, and then turned to Shepsu-hur. 


“And what of your forces?” he asked. The handsome nobleman gave the 
king a rakish smile. 
“All stands in readiness,” he said easily. “We can leave at any time, great 
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one. 


Nagash studied the map for a few moments more, and then nodded in 
satisfaction. 


“There is nothing more to discuss, then,” he said. “The cavalry will depart 
in two hours, as planned. Shepsu-hur, you will leave Khemri an hour after 
midnight. Be at the rendezvous here,” the king continued, indicating a point 
along the banks of the River Vitae, “by dawn.” 


Shepsu-hur bowed to the king, and the rest of the noblemen took this as 
their cue to depart. Arkhan quickly rolled up the map of Nehekhara and 
departed with a hasty bow. Two hours left precious little time to make 
ready, and there was still much to be done. Nagash dismissed them from his 
mind at once, returning his attention to the books and parchments that had 
been covered by the vizier’s map. 


Books and scrolls on architecture lay atop a broad sheet depicting a 
monumental pyramid, larger by far than even the Great Pyramid. The 
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pyramid contained more than a dozen levels of carefully arranged 
chambers, more than half of which penetrated well below ground level, and 
the margins of the architectural plan were filled with precise measurements 
and lists of materials that would go into the pyramid’s construction. Tonne 
upon tonne of black marble, plus hundreds of pounds of silver and jars of 
crushed gemstone. 


The cost of the building materials alone would beggar the great cities of 
Nehekhara twice over. Yet every bit was absolutely vital, in Nagash’s 
estimation. Based on everything he had learned from the druchii, plus the 
observations of his experiments over the last decade and a half, it would 
take nothing less to draw the winds of dark magic to Nehekhara and store 
their power for his use. 


The cost of such an undertaking did not concern him, but was a relatively 
trivial problem, as far as Nagash was concerned. What confounded him, 
time and again, were the calculations of labour that would be required to 
build such a massive edifice. The king traced a fingertip along a series of 
figures in the lower margin of the plan, arriving once again at the inevitable 
conclusion: two hundred to two hundred and fifty years. 


Nagash placed his palms on the tabletop and revisited his calculations once 
again, trying to find a way to complete his grand design in less than a single 
lifetime. So keen was his concentration that it was several long minutes 
before the king realised that the library chamber was completely silent. 


Frowning, the king glanced up from his work to find Neferem and her 
retinue of maidens standing in the centre of the room. The Daughter of the 
Sun was dressed in her royal finery, complete with the ceremonial 
headdress and heavy golden sunburst worn by Khemri’s queen. Her green 
eyes were limned with kohl, and her lips had been dusted lightly with 
crushed pearl, but such adornments seemed cheap compared to Neferem’s 
natural beauty. Not even the cold glare of contempt she focused on the king 
detracted from her tremendous presence. 


Everyone in the chamber: slaves, scholars, even the querulous senior 
librarians, had fallen to their knees and bent their heads to the floor in her 
presence. 
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“Leave us,” Nagash commanded, and the attendants hastened from the 
room. 


The king studied Neferem appraisingly. After almost twenty years she had 
fully blossomed into the legendary beauty the gods had meant for her to be, 
and despite himself Nagash felt the hunger of desire all the more keenly. 


“T see you’ve finally put off those damned mourning robes,” he observed. 
“You look like a queen once more. Does this mean you’ve changed your 
mind?” 


Neferem ignored the king’s question. 


“T want to see my son,” she said. Her voice had deepened over the years, 
roughened by an ocean of bitter tears. 


“That’s out of the question,” Nagash said coldly. 


“You’re taking Sukhet to war with you,” the queen replied, her voice 
quavering with barely repressed anger. “He’s still just a child, you soulless 
monster.” 


“T’m well aware of Sukhet’s age,” the king replied. “Believe me, I would 
just as soon leave him here, for he will no doubt be a burden on my retinue 
during a very difficult campaign, but you give me little choice. How else 
can I guarantee you won’t do something stupid while I’m gone?” 


Neferem’s eyes shone with tears. Defiantly, she held them back, and spoke 
with as much dignity as she could muster. 


“My place is with my husband,” she said. “You of all people should know 
that.” 


“You will join him in time, never fear,” Nagash replied. “How quickly that 
happens depends entirely on you.” 


“T will never marry you!” Neferem cried. The tears came. Hot with rage, 
they traced streaks of black down her perfect cheeks. “Your pathetic 
obsession sickens me. Hold me prisoner in this palace for another hundred 
years and it will only deepen my hatred of you.” 


Nagash was around the table and halfway to the queen before he knew what 
was happening. His hand was raised, ready to strike. Neferem’s maids 
wailed in terror and despair, lunging forwards to put their bodies between 
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Nagash and their beloved queen. The Daughter of the Sun never flinched, 
but simply glared at the king as though daring him to strike her. 


The king went completely still, legs frozen in mid-stride. He breathed 
deeply, and forced his fist to unclench. 


“Shut up, you braying cows!” Nagash snarled at the whimpering maidens, 
and then stared hard at the queen. “Your feelings for me do not matter in the 
least,” the king said through clenched teeth. “And we shall see how 
stubborn you are after fifty years have passed, and your son has forgotten 
everything about you.” He inched closer. “The choice is yours, Neferem. 
Submit to me, now or later.” 


A shudder, born of anger and sorrow combined, wracked the queen’s body. 
Black tears fell from her cheeks and spattered on the stone floor, but 
Neferem did not yield. 


“Let me see my son,” she said again. “Please. Let him have his mother’s 
blessings before he leaves for war.” 


Nagash regarded her for a moment, considering her request. He took 
another step closer, his face mere inches from Neferem’s. He looked into 
the queen’s eyes and smiled. 


“Sukhet has no need of your blessings,” he said softly. “He will be at my 
side the entire time. Think on that while we are away, Neferem, and be 
content.” 


Two hours later, the last elements of Khemri’s small army departed from the 
Living City in a fanfare of trumpets and the thunder of hooves. Arkhan the 
Black was given command of the squadrons of light horsemen, while 
Nagash rode at the head of the chariots, manned by the recently elevated 
noble sons of the new great houses. By the king’s side stood Sukhet, a 
solemn-looking child of fifteen years who wore his father’s ill-fitting 
armour as he rode into battle. Out through the city’s western gate they went, 
down the Great Trade Road, in full view of however many spies King 
Nekumet had inside the city. Delegations from the city’s temples watched 
the king depart, their blessings unspoken. Nagash had made no offerings to 
the gods before leaving for war, nor had he requested the company of the 
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priesthood to support the army. Such a thing, as far as they knew, was 
unprecedented. 


On into the deep desert night they rode, making good time down the broad, 
paved roadway. It wasn’t long before the swift-moving horses caught up 
with the tail end of the army’s infantry. Nagash called a brief halt to impress 
upon the company commanders the need to make the upcoming rendezvous 
on time, and then the cavalry pressed on. 


An hour after midnight, the horsemen reached the main camp of the Khemri 
army, close by the banks of the River Vitae. There the king conferred one 
last time with Arkhan, who would assume command of the entire cavalry 
force, and then there was nothing to do but wait for the coming dawn. 


Shepsu-hur arrived exactly on time, just as the first rays of light were 
breaking across the Brittle Peaks to the east. The huge, broad-bellied cargo 
haulers wallowed like hippos on the wide river, their hulls and long, spider- 
like oars backlit by the rising sun. No sooner had the first of the cargo ships 
pulled up to shore than the king gave the order to embark. 


Over the course of the day, four and a half thousand men struggled through 
the shallow waters along the river-bank and climbed aboard Shepsu-hur’s 
fleet. By late afternoon all fifteen ships were loaded, leaving just the light 
horsemen and chariots behind. Arkhan and the cavalry would continue west 
along the road to harass King Nekumet’s forces and hold the attention of his 
army. 


Four nights later, the fleet of cargo haulers slipped unseen past the watch- 
fires of the Zandri army and continued on to the sea. 


The ships from Khemri reached the mouth of the River Vitae at just past 
dawn of the sixth day and nosed out into the heaving, blue swells of the 
Great Ocean. From there, it was only a few miles to the harbour of Zandri. 
The cargo haulers worked their way past the breakwater in a disorderly mob 
and made for the first empty piers they could find. The bleary-eyed harbour 
master and his apprentices didn’t know what to make of the sudden arrivals 
at first. Were they part of a slaving expedition or a trading fleet that had 
arrived ahead of schedule? The ships flew no flags, and were no different in 
design from the coastal trading ships that Zandri used. So the harbourmaster 
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scratched his head and checked his records, and the first ships had already 
tied up and were disembarking troops before he realised what was 
happening and sounded the alarm. 


The Khemri army took the city by storm. With its entire army far off to the 
east, Zandri was virtually defenceless in the face of Nagash’s attack. The 
few companies of the city watch that attempted to contest the landings were 
broken within an hour, and then Nagash’s troops descended upon the 
helpless inhabitants of the city. 


The sack of Zandri lasted for three horrifying days. Nagash’s forces 
systematically looted and burned their way from one end of the city to the 
other. The great slave markets were emptied and their human chattel loaded 
onto the Khemri ships. The city’s noble houses were pillaged and the 
families enslaved. Warehouses were emptied of valuable goods until the 
army’s ships could hold no more. The rest were put to the torch, along with 
two-thirds of the ships tied up in the harbour. Through it all, the embassies 
of the other great cities took refuge in the city temples and looked on with 
abject terror as Nagash took his revenge for all the humiliations that King 
Nekumet had heaped upon Khemri. 


On the morning of the fourth day, the traumatised survivors of the city crept 
furtively out into the streets to find their tormentors gone. The cargo 
haulers, packed with loot and thousands of slaves, had slipped their 
moorings and departed during the night. Nagash’s army, meanwhile, had 
passed through Zandri’s eastern gate and set out upon the Great Trade Road 
after King Nekumet and his warriors. 


Nagash set a brutal pace for his army, marching them all day and halfway 
through the night in an effort to catch up with the Zandri forces. They 
camped by the side of the road and ate whatever they had to hand before 
catching a few hours’ rest. Then, they rose at dawn and started the process 
again. Along the way they overtook a number of merchant caravans 
heading east with supplies for the Zandrians and relieved them of their 
burdens. 


Two gruelling weeks passed before the Khemri army’s scouts located the 
fires of the Zandri camp. The enemy’s march had been slowed nearly to a 


2252 XRN 


crawl by relentless attacks from Arkhan’s cavalry troops, and there were 
signs that their supplies were running low. With all of the Zandri scouts 
drawn eastwards, searching in the wrong direction for Nagash’s army, King 
Nekumet had no inkling that the bulk of Khemri’s forces were camped just 
a few miles along the road behind his troops. 


As the Khemri army settled wearily onto the sands to either side of the road, 
Nagash ordered his men to erect a tent for him a few hundred yards further 
west, away from the bulk of the army. Sukhet, the young prince, was left in 
the care of Raamket, and the king sent Khefru to go and fetch one of the 
scores of slaves that the army had brought with them from Zandri. The 
battle would begin in earnest after first light, but Nagash intended for the 
opening moves to take place in the cold hours of darkness. 


Creating the ritual circle was difficult on the uneven ground in the centre of 
the tent, and reminded Nagash of the near-insurmountable problem he 
would face on the morrow. His army was still outnumbered two to one, and 
his men were nearly exhausted by the long march. The use of sorcery would 
be vital in the coming battle, but how could he draw upon the necessary life 
force to cast his spells? He would be too far from the battleline to make use 
of the deaths of his and Nekumet’s men, and an elaborate ritual circle would 
be difficult to create and maintain on the open ground. It was a problem he 
had yet to find a solution for. 


Nagash had just completed the circle when Khefru returned, dragging a 
young slave along with him. The young man, a long-limbed northem 
barbarian, was near catatonic with exhaustion, hunger and fear. He 
stumbled into the tent like a sacrificial bull, dull-witted and 
uncomprehending of his fate. The king pictured Khefru slitting the 
barbarian’s throat and emptying his blood into a copper bowl, just like those 
simpering fools in the Zandri camp. 


The king paused, suddenly frowning in thought. Khefru caught the change 
in his master’s demeanour and gave the barbarian a worried glance. 


“Is he not suitable?” the priest asked. “He’s strong and healthy, I assure 
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you. 


Nagash waved Khefru to silence. His mind raced, considering the 
possibilities. The king nodded to himself and dragged his foot through the 
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ritual circle, obliterating its carefully formed lines. 
“What are you doing?” Khefru asked, his brow furrowing in confusion. 


“Get that tunic off of him,” Nagash ordered. He went to a cedar chest by the 
tent flap and drew out a brush and a bottle of ink. “Then go find me a 
copper bowl. I want to try an experiment.” 


The priest shook his head in bemusement, but did as he was commanded. 
Nagash used a pair of copper needles to freeze the slave in place, and then 
began to paint the ritual symbols of the Incantation of Reaping directly onto 
the barbarian’s pale skin. By the time Khefru returned with a suitable bowl, 
the slave’s body was covered in hieroglyphic patterns. 


“What in the name of all the gods?” Khefru asked, staring at the slave’s 
body. 


“The name of the gods, indeed,” Nagash said. During the process he’d 
made refinements to the ritual markings, tailoring the incantation to the new 
process he’d envisioned. “The answer was right in front of me all along, 
Khefru. The priests drain the blood of the sacrificial bull and share it with 
the king and his men before battle. Why?” Khefru frowned thoughtfully. 


“So that they can receive the benefits of the ritual,” he said. 


“Exactly,” Nagash said. “And why the blood? Because it contains the 
animal’s life essence. Do you see? The power lies in the blood!” The 
necromancer straightened and drew his curved dagger. “Come here and 
ready the bowl.” 


The king reached up and grabbed a handful of the slave’s hair, bending the 
head forwards and placing the blade of the knife under his chin. Khefru had 
just enough time to get the bowl in position before Nagash slit the 
barbarian’s throat from ear to ear. As the steaming blood poured into the 
bowl he began to chant the Incantation of Reaping. 


Moments later the slave’s lifeless body toppled onto the ground. Nagash 
wiped the dagger clean using the slave’s hair, and then held a trembling 
hand over the bowl. His eyes lit with avarice. 


“T can feel it,” he whispered. “The power is there, in the blood!” He held 
out his hands. “Give it to me! Quickly!” 
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Khefru offered up the bowl, and without hesitation Nagash brought it to his 
lips. It was hot and bitter, dribbling over his chin and staining his robes, but 
the taste set his nerves on fire. The slave’s vigour flooded into him, filling 
the king with strength unlike any he’d known before. Greedily, he took 
deeper and deeper draughts, until the blood ran in thick streams down his 
chest. 


Nagash let the empty bowl tumble from his fingers. Power radiated from his 
skin like heat from a forge. 


“More,” he hissed. “More!” The look he turned upon Khefru sent the young 
priest stumbling from the tent in terror. 


Burning with stolen vitality, Nagash threw back his head and uttered a 
terrible, triumphant laugh. Then he began to weave the incantations that 
would seal Zandri’s doom. 
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TWENTY-TWO 
Spirits of the Howling Wastes 


The Great Desert, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The skeletal horsemen attacked the army’s makeshift camp many times 
over the course of their first night in the desert, and did so every night 
thereafter. 


They would ride out of the darkness, dry hoofbeats near-silent on the 
shifting sands, and fire a volley or two of arrows into the press of men 
before whirling around and vanishing back into the night. Warriors would 
jerk awake at the screams of wounded men and scramble to their feet, 
believing that the undead hordes of Bel Aliad had caught up with them at 
last. Reeling with exhaustion, shivering with fear, they would clutch their 
weapons in white-knuckled hands and search frantically for the source of 
the attack, but by then the enemy was long gone. Cold and frustrated, the 
men of the Bronze Host eventually wrapped themselves back in their short 
cloaks and tried to calm down enough to sleep once more. Then, an hour or 
two later, the horsemen would attack once again. 


Sometimes the riders fired at random into the camp. Other times they 
sought out specific targets. They shot at any priest they could see, especially 
the handful of Neru’s acolytes who had survived the attack outside Bel 
Aliad. The ward they laid around the camp kept the undead riders at a 
distance, but the magical invocation had to be maintained in a constant, 
nightly vigil. Akhmen-hotep was forced to send a heavily armoured escort 
with the acolytes to shield them from enemy arrows as they walked the 
perimeter beneath the gleaming moon. 


It was a hazardous duty, and one or more of the acolytes’ bodyguards were 
wounded each night, but without the protective ward the army was 
vulnerable to more than just Nagash’s horsemen. The Great Desert was 
home to a multitude of hungry and malevolent spirits that preyed upon the 
living, and their howls could be heard among the dunes when the moon’s 
light was dim. 
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Each dawn, the army would find itself a little diminished from the day 
before. Wounded men died in the night, overcome by their wounds or 
sickened by the chill air. Khalifra’s fever worsened as an infection set in 
around the barbed arrow in her shoulder. She lingered, raving, for four more 
days, but despite Memnet’s constant ministrations the high priestess finally 
succumbed. Her body was prepared as best as her acolytes could manage 
and wrapped in scavenged linen for the long journey home. 


The bodies of the common warriors were removed from the camp by a 
special detail overseen by Hashepra, the Hierophant of Geheb. Out of sight 
of their comrades, the men methodically dismembered the corpses and 
removed their organs, so that Nagash could not add them to his 
blasphemous ranks. Hashepra commended their spirits to Djaf and Usirian, 
and their mutilated bodies were buried beneath the sands. 


There was little water and even less food to keep the army going. Within 
three days they had to begin butchering the wounded horses and ration the 
meat carefully so that every warrior had at least something to eat. Nothing 
was wasted. Even the blood was collected carefully in Geheb’s great 
sacrificial bowls and given to the men a swallow at a time. The constant 
night attacks nevertheless took their toll, sapping the men’s strength and 
slowing their pace. 


It was eight days before the Bronze Host reached the first of the Bhagarite 
supply caches. The surviving desert raiders had turned sullen and 
belligerent since the retreat from Bel Aliad. They were furious with the king 
for taking their swords and leaving them to the mercy of the city’s undead 
citizens, and yet paradoxically resentful that they had not yet been allowed 
to die and join their kin, as they’d expected. The warriors of the host 
regarded them with naked hostility, blaming the Bhagarites more than 
Nagash for their present misery. After one of the guides was set upon by a 
gang of warrior-aspirants and nearly beaten to death, the king was forced to 
use his Ushabti to guard the Bhagarites from his warriors. 


After more than a week in the desert, hungry and fleeing from an 
implacable army of the dead, Akhmen-hotep’s men were becoming their 
own worst enemies. 
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“How much?” the king asked, sitting in the cool shade cast by the gully 
wall. His voice was a dry, rasping croak, and his lips were cracked by thirst. 
Like the rest of the army, he drank only three cups of water per day, and the 
last drink had been more than four hours ago. 


The army had reached the third of the Bhagarite supply caches: a series of 
hidden caves among the narrow defiles of a range of sheer sandstone cliffs 
that rose like weathered monuments from the desert sands. When they’d 
arrived the warriors had scrambled like lizards into the shade of the twisting 
gullies, heedless of the serpents and scorpions that no doubt sheltered 
beneath the rubble at the base of the cliffs. Many of the warriors had cast 
aside their heavy bronze armour days ago, next went the shields, and even 
their polished helmets. Some didn’t even carry weapons any longer, having 
divested themselves of every bit of unnecessary weight that they could 
manage. They were ragged, filthy and dull-eyed, little more than animals 
preoccupied with survival in a hostile land. Only the king’s Ushabti 
maintained their weapons and harness, still true to their sacred oaths of 
service to their god and their king. The leonine devoted seemed untouched 
by the privations of the brutal retreat, sustained in body if not in spirit by 
the gifts of mighty Geheb. They were the king’s strong right hand, and 
perhaps the only thing that held the army together after all that it had 
suffered. 


Hashepra sighed, wiping dirt from his hands, and glanced over his shoulder 
at the low cave gaping on the far side of the gully wall. 


“There’s a spring inside, thank the gods, but only eight jars of grain,” he 
said. 


Akhmen-hotep fought to hide his disappointment. Beside him, Memnet 
shifted silently on his haunches. The Grand Hierophant had lost a great deal 
of weight over the course of the campaign. His once-round face was 
sunken-cheeked, and his wide girth had shrunk so quickly that the skin 
hung from his waist like a half-empty sack. Though he could have claimed 
a greater share of the food as his proper due, the high priest had taken even 
less than the king. If anything, the nightmarish journey across the sands 
seemed to have made the Grand Hierophant stronger and more assured than 
ever before, and Akhmen-hotep had found himself depending heavily on his 
brother as the situation worsened. 
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“The caches are getting smaller,” the king said wearily. Hashepra nodded. 


“Honestly, I don’t think the Bhagarites expected to live long enough to 
worry about a return trip,” he said. “I expect we exhausted the major caches 
on the way to Bel Aliad. All that’s left are bandit hideouts like this one.” 


Akhmen-hotep ran a wrinkled hand over his face, wincing as he brushed the 
sores on his forehead and cheeks. 


“Eight jars won’t last us more than a couple of days. How far to the next 
cache?” 


The Hierophant of Geheb grimaced, and said, “Three days, more or less, 
but the Bhagarites say it lies north of here, not east.” 


“And the closest one further eastward?” 
“A week at least, they said.” 
The king shook his head. 


“We’ll have to kill more of the horses. How many are left?” he asked. 
Hashepra paused, trying to think. Memnet raised his head and cleared his 
throat with a hoarse cough. 


“Twelve,” he said. 


“Twelve horses, out of a thousand,” Akhmen-hotep murmured, musing 
bitterly on so much lost wealth. The retreat had been more ruinous than any 
battlefield defeat. The king couldn’t imagine how his city would recover. 


“The Bhagarites still have twenty,” Memnet replied. “We could start with 
them instead.” 


“The horsemen would sooner give up their right arms,” the king said, “and 
the horses are the only thing we have that ensures their cooperation.” 


Hashepra sank down onto his haunches beside the king. 


“The men won’t see it that way,” he said quietly. “They already grumble 
that the Bhagarite horses are being fed while the army goes hungry. Soon 
you might be forced to put a guard upon them as well.” 


Akhmen-hotep glanced worriedly at the priest, and asked, “Have things got 
as bad as that?” Hashepra shrugged his powerful shoulders. 
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“Tt’s hard to tell,” he said. “My acolytes have heard some talk here and 
there. The men are hungry and afraid. They don’t trust the Bhagarites, and 
they resent your protection of them.” 


“But that’s madness,” the king hissed. “I don’t like it any better than anyone 
else, but without the Bhagarites we won’t make it out of the desert alive.” 


“This doesn’t have anything to do with logic, great one,” Hashepra said, 
shaking his head. “The men are barely rational at this point.” 


“No.” Memnet interjected. “It’s not the men who are the problem. It’s Pakh- 
amn. He’s turning them against you, brother, and you’re letting him do it.” 


Akhmen-hotep scowled at the ground between his feet. He hadn’t seen very 
much of the Master of Horse since their first night in the desert. The young 
nobleman kept to the back of the army, claiming that he maintained a 
rearguard in case Nagash attacked the column in force, but it had been 
weeks, and such a threat had yet to materialise. 


Hashepra eyed Memnet dubiously, and said, “Pakh-amn is an arrogant 
rogue, perhaps, but no traitor. He’s served the king ably since we left Ka- 
Sabar.” 


“Has he? I wonder,” the Grand Hierophant said. “He enjoys the admiration 
of the warriors, without being forced to make the difficult decisions to keep 
the army alive. Has he made any effort at all to curtail the men’s 
resentments?” 


Hashepra had no answer to the priest’s question. Akhmen-hotep set his jaw 
stubbornly. “A mutiny wouldn’t improve our odds of survival,” he 
protested. 


“Pakh-amn doesn’t want an army; he wants a throne,” Memnet said. “He 
wouldn’t care if he walked out of the desert alone, so long as Ka-Sabar was 
his.” 


“Enough!” the king snapped, cutting off his brother with a curt wave of his 
hand. “I’ve heard this all before. If Pakh-amn means to move against me, 
let him come. In the meantime, let’s clean out this cache and move on. 
We’re wasting precious time.” 


The king climbed unsteadily to his feet. As one, his Ushabti rose gracefully 
from the shadows and followed along in Akhmen-hotep’s wake as he made 
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his way back to the army’s remaining chariots. Hashepra watched the king 
go, his expression thoughtful. 


“There is something sinister at work here,” he mused. “The acolytes of 
Neru have found places where their nightly wards have been tampered with. 
Someone is stealing out of the camp late at night, but so far the sentries 
have been unable to catch who it is.” 


Memnet glanced up at Hashepra, his expression intent. 
“Have you told the king?” he asked. 


“Not yet,” the hierophant said. “I have no interest in starting a witch hunt. 
The army’s morale is fragile enough as it is. My acolytes and I are 
investigating the matter quietly. Tell me, do you have any evidence of Pakh- 
amn’s intentions?” 


“No,” Memnet said, shaking his head. “The Master of Horse is too clever 
for that. All we can do is watch for signs that he is about to make his move. 
I fear that we will have little warning, which is why I have begged my 
brother to take action before it is too late.” 


Hashepra nodded. 


“Well, now at least I have a direction to look in,” he said, rising to his feet. 
“T’ll keep a close eye on Pakh-amn and see what the man is up to. Perhaps I 
can uncover enough evidence to expose him.” 


“T will pray to the gods for your success, holy one,” Memnet said, nodding, 
but the Grand Hierophant did not sound too hopeful. 


Three days later, Hashepra was dead. His acolytes found him in the early 
hours of the morning, wrapped tightly in his cloak. When they unwound the 
tattered fabric they discovered a giant black scorpion nestled in the hollow 
between the hierophant’s shoulder and neck. He had not been the first man 
to perish in such a way since the retreat began, for Sokth’s children were 
fond of taking refuge among the living and tormenting them with their 
terrible stings. The venom of the black scorpion turned the body as rigid as 
stone, and Hashepra had died in agonising silence, unable to make a single 
sound as the poison worked its way to his heart. 
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The news of Hashepra’s death filled the rest of the army with superstitious 
dread, and men took to giving offerings to Sokth from their already meagre 
rations, in the hope that the God of Poisoners would spare them. Akhmen- 
hotep tried to prevent the practice, arguing that fear was a poison all its 
own, but the men would not listen, and thus grew weaker still. 


In the end, the king was forced to slaughter four more of the precious horses 
and ration the meat and blood carefully to get the army to the next bandit 
cache, only to find that the caves had been emptied a long time before. The 
anger and despair among the men had been palpable, and resentment 
against the Bhagarites nearly led to a riot. Only the king’s Ushabti managed 
to keep the desert guides alive. That night, however, two of their horses 
were killed and butchered, evincing wails of horror and bitter curses from 
the desert horsemen when the bones were discovered the following 
morning. The perpetrators of the deed remained a mystery. 


On the night of their fifteenth day in the desert, the acolytes of Neru and 
their exhausted bodyguards were slain in a brutal ambush just before dawn. 
The men, well-practised in watching for signs of mounted attackers, were 
caught unawares when a dozen skeletal archers rose from the sands on the 
other side of the camp’s protective ward and fired into their midst. The 
heavy infantry were the first to die, shot through the throat or pierced in the 
back at nearly point-blank range. Then the ambushers turned their bows on 
the fleeing acolytes. By the time reinforcements arrived the skeletons had 
disappeared, and the army had lost what little protection it had against the 
hungry night. 


From that point forward, Akhmen-hotep was forced to keep half the army 
awake while the other half snatched a few hours’ sleep, rotating the groups 
every four hours. Attacks from the skeletal horsemen continued, and 
casualties mounted. Warriors who were caught sleeping on watch forfeited 
their food ration for the next day, which was tantamount to a death 
sentence. With so few chariots remaining, men who could no longer march 
had to be left behind. 


Slowly but surely, the spirits of the desert closed in. Nightmares plagued the 
sleeping men, and strange figures stalked the edges of the camp beneath the 
moonlight. Men sometimes rose from sleep and tried to walk off into the 
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sands, swearing they heard the voices of their wives or children. Those who 
succeeded were never seen again. 


The Bhagarites led the army to one empty cache after another, and bore the 
king’s recriminations with looks of sullen contempt. The number of horses 
dwindled, until by the twenty-fourth day the last of the chariot pullers was 
dead. According to the guides, the next cache was more than five days 
away. The Bhagarites would no longer say for certain how many more days 
it would take for them to reach the far side of the desert. 


Days passed, and the rations dwindled. Groups of men began lurking 
around the picket line where the last Bhagarite horses were kept, despite the 
warning glares of the Ushabti who had been set to guard them. Desperate as 
they were, none of the warriors dared to try their luck against the devoted, 
but the same could not be said of the Bhagarites. 


On the thirtieth night of the retreat, while strange, savage creatures paced 
and howled in the darkness beyond the edge of the camp, the desert raiders 
commended themselves to Khsar and slipped away from the handful of 
Ushabti that still guarded them. Though the devoted were more than 
capable of fending off the advances of their starving kinsmen, their powers 
were not equal to the guile and stealth of the Bhagarites, who were horse 
thieves of nearly supernatural skill. The raiders had reached the pickets and 
climbed bareback onto their mounts before the devoted knew what was 
happening. 


Shouts of alarm rang out across the camp as the desert riders spurred their 
beloved horses past the surprised bodyguards out into the sands. A few of 
the men tried to chase after the riders, but none got very far. Khsar’s divine 
animals were still as swift as the desert wind, and fled like smoke from the 
walriors’ outstretched hands. Their riders, free at last, threw back their 
heads and stretched their arms up to the sky, feeling the pounding of the 
hooves and the whisper of the wind against their skin one last time. 


Without food or water, the last men of Bhagar and their beloved horses rode 
into the trackless desert, commending themselves into the embrace of their 
faceless god. 
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After the men of Bhagar were gone, there was nothing left but to march 
eastwards and pray to the gods for deliverance. 


The army dwindled swiftly, like grains of sand spilling from a broken glass. 
Men died in the night, taken by madness or hunger, or simply fell to the 
ground during the march and refused to get up again. The hostility of the 
wairiors subsided, along with all other emotions. They had been emptied of 
thought and feeling by the desert, and now waited only to die. 


Then, when the Bronze Host was at its weakest, Nagash’s horsemen struck 
the deadliest blow of all. On the night of the thirty-second day they slipped 
easily past the unseeing sentries and left their handiwork to be discovered 
by the stunned warriors at the first light of dawn. 


Ten jars of grain and fifteen jars of water were left in plain sight, distributed 
evenly around the ragged camp. The men fell upon them in a frenzy. When 
the jars were empty, they broke apart the thick vessels and licked the insides 
clean. 


Then, with a little food in their bellies, the warriors of the Bronze Host sat 
down and thought about what the strange gift meant. 


Akhmen-hotep awoke with a start. Overhead, the night sky was bright and 
clear, scattered with a sweep of glittering stars. 


He hadn’t meant to sleep. The king sat up, blinking owlishly into the 
darkness. A handful of his Ushabti surrounded him, staring watchfully 
around the camp. The rest were walking the perimeter, alert for the enemy’s 
next move. If the skeletons meant to repeat the tactic of the night before, the 
king meant to stop it. 


His bodyguards were under strict orders to drive off the skeletons and 
destroy any food or water they left behind. Akhmen-hotep knew that it was 
the only way to deal with the danger. The rations were deadlier than any 
spear or knife. With them, Nagash could tear the Bronze Host asunder. 


Suddenly, three of the Ushabti rose to their feet, blades at the ready. A 
figure was approaching, picking his way carefully past knots of sleeping 
men. As he drew near, the king saw that it was Memnet. Waving for the 
devoted to relax, the king rose to meet his brother. 
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Akhmen-hotep saw that the Grand Hierophant was upset. His haggard face 
was pale, and his eyes were wide with fear. 


“The time has come,” he whispered. “They are making their move even 
now!” 


Fear, and worse, a terrible despair, swept through the king. 
“Who?” he asked. 


Memnet wrung his shaking hands, saying, “A score of lesser nobles and 
their men, a hundred warriors, perhaps more. The water and food were the 
last straw. They believe that if they treat with Nagash they will be allowed 
to return to Ka-Sabar in peace.” 


Akhmen-hotep nodded grimly. If he summoned all of his bodyguards, he 
could cut the heart out of the conspiracy. A dozen Ushabti had little to fear 
from a hundred starving warriors. 


“Where is Pakh-amn?” he asked. 
“Here I am,” the Master of Horse answered. 


Pakh-amn and a dozen noblemen were approaching the king and his guards 
with weapons in their hands. The young nobleman’s face was taut with 
anger. 


“Your men have turned against you, great one,” he declared. “The 
consequences of your folly have caught up with you at last.” 


Akhmen-hotep heard the sounds of fighting and the screams of dying 
warriors echo from across the camp. His bodyguards were under attack by 
the men they had been trying to protect. 


“Did you think to cut my throat while I slept?” he snarled at Pakh-amn. “Or 
did you plan to give me as a gift to your new master in Khemri?” The 
accusation struck the young nobleman like a blow. He paused, his 
expression stricken. Seizing the opportunity, the king reached for his sword. 
“Kill them!” he commanded his Ushabti, and the five bodyguards charged 
forwards without hesitation, their ritual blades flashing. 


Shouts of alarm and the clash of blades filled the air as Pakh-amn and the 
noblemen recoiled from the Ushabti’s fierce assault. Men fell like wheat 
before the blades of the devoted, cut down by blurring strokes that sliced 
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effortlessly through their armour. Pakh-amn fought furiously, shouting 
curses as he turned aside one attack after another. A ritual blade landed a 
glancing blow against his sword-arm, and then another bit deep into his 
thigh. The nobleman staggered, but fought on, parrying furiously as blood 
poured over his knee and spattered onto the sands. 


Within moments Pakh-amn’s warriors had been cut down. The Master of 
Horse lasted a few seconds more, but it was clear that the wound in his leg 
had cut the artery and his life was draining away. He stumbled, and an 
Ushabti’s sword cut deep into his chest. With a groan, Pakh-amn sank 
slowly to the ground. 


Akhmen-hotep walked over to the fallen nobleman. His heart was heavy, 
but his face was a mask of rage. 


“Go and aid your brothers,” he told the devoted. “Return to me as swiftly as 
you can.” With a snarl he kicked the sword from Pakh-amn’s hand. “I?ll 
deal with this one.” 


The Ushabti raced silently into the darkness. Akhmen-hotep watched the 
pulse of blood streaming from Pakh-amn’s leg steadily weaken. The Master 
of Horse stood on the threshold between this world and the next. 


“You damned fool,” Akhmen-hotep said. “I would have honoured you when 
we returned to Ka-Sabar. Why couldn’t you have settled for that? Why did 
you have to try to claim my throne as well?” A strange expression came 
over Pakh-amn’s bloodless face. 


“You’ve gone...” the young nobleman whispered, blood leaking from the 
comer of his mouth, “You’ve gone mad... great one. The gods have... 
abandoned you... at last. I came... to save you.” 


The king’s angry expression faltered. 


“You’re lying,” he said. “I know what you’ve planned. Memnet warned 
me.” He turned to his brother. “Tell him—” 


The knife felt cold as it slid into his chest. The pain was breathtaking. 
Akhmen-hotep’s mouth opened in shock as he stared into his brother’s eyes. 


Memnet, once the Grand Hierophant of Ptra, glared angrily at his brother. 
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“T tried to tell you,” he said. “I tried. Back at Bel Aliad, do you remember? 
The old ways are gone, brother. Nagash has become the master of death. He 
has overthrown the gods! If we are to prosper, we must worship him. Why 
couldn’t you see that?” 


The king’s knees buckled. He fell, dragging Memnet’s knife from his 
trembling hands. Akhmen-hotep landed on his back, next to Pakh-amn’s 
body. The Master of Horse was staring skyward, the tracks of his tears 
drying at the corners of his dead eyes. 


The Priest-King of Ka-Sabar turned his eyes to the stars, seeking the faces 
of his gods. 


Arkhan the Black rode out of the desert with a hundred of his horsemen at 
his back. The fighting in the camp had ended. The Ushabti had wrought a 
fearsome vengeance for the death of their king before they too had 
succumbed. Bodies lay everywhere, providing bloody testament to the 
Bronze Host’s last battle. The vizier bared his black teeth in a gruesome 
smile. 


Men prostrated themselves as the immortal and his retinue approached, 
cowering and trembling with terror. Some clawed at their faces and moaned 
like children, their sanity having fled at last. Of the four thousand warriors 
that had followed Akhmen-hotep on his ill-fated expedition, less than five 
hundred still survived. 


The immortal guided his undead mount down a long, corpse-choked lane 
that ran all the way to the centre of the camp. Memnet the traitor awaited 
him there, standing over the body of his brother. Blood still stained the 
fallen priest’s hands. 


Arkhan reined in his decaying horse before Memnet and gave the wretch a 
haughty stare. 


“Kneel before the Undying King of Khemri,” he commanded. 


Memnet flinched at Arkhan’s voice, but he raised his head in a gesture of 
defiance. 


“T kneel only before my master,” the traitor said, “and you are not him, 
Arkhan the Black.” 
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The immortal chuckled. Suddenly, a harsh, rasping wind rose among the 
company of skeletons at his back. Memnet first took the sound to be a kind 
of laughter, and perhaps it was, but the sound came not from desiccated 
throats, but from the stirring of insects that poured from empty eye sockets 
and gaping mouths, or crawled from the depths of ragged wounds. The 
swarm took flight, swirling into a column of seething life that descended 
before Memnet and assumed the image of Nagash. 


“Bow before your master,” rasped the voice of the necromancer. 


Memnet fell to his knees with a cry of fear, saying, “I hear you, mighty one! 
I hear and obey! All has been done as you commanded,” he said, gesturing 
to the body of the king. “See? Akhmen-hotep, your hated foe, is no more!” 
The head of the construct seemed to regard the dead king, and then turned 
to face Memnet once more. 


“You have done well. Now rise, and claim your reward,” he said. Wringing 
his hands, Memnet struggled to his feet. Arkhan dismounted and stepped 
forwards with a sneer of contempt. Reluctantly he held out a vial of red 
liquid. 

“Immortality is yours,” the king said. “Take it, and go forth to rule Ka- 
Sabar in my name.” 


Memnet took the vial and gazed at its contents with a mixture of awe and 
revulsion. “As you command, Undying One,” he replied. “My men will 
require food and water to complete our march.” Arkhan threw back his head 
and laughed. Memnet cringed at the awful sound. 


“We have given you all the food we had,” he said coldly. “Fear not. Your 
warriors will soon have no need for it.” 


“Do you remember all I taught you?” the necromancer asked. 


“T remember,” Memnet replied. “All the dreams... they are still locked in 
my head. I know the incantations, master, every line, every syllable.” 


“Then drink the elixir, and power over the dead will be yours,” Nagash 
declared. “Drink. Your army awaits.” 


Memnet stared at the vial for a moment longer, and then pulled off the 
stopper and drank the elixir in one swallow. A shudder wracked his wasted 
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frame, and with a cry he fell to the ground, writhing and convulsing as the 
elixir burned through his veins. 


Arkhan turned away from the spectacle with an expression of disgust. He 
looked westwards, where the rest of Memnet’s army was _ slowly 
approaching over the dunes. All the corpses of Bel Aliad, men, women and 
children, plus the city’s slaughtered mercenaries and the Bronze Host’s 
battlefield dead, shuffled silently across the sands. The desert sun had 
rendered them down to nothing more than scraps of leathery flesh and 
bleached bone, and they numbered in the thousands. 


The image of Nagash wavered and broke apart, transforming once again 
into a column of rasping, whirling insect life. It sped across the sands, 
engulfing Arkhan’s form, and then like a desert cyclone it recoiled into the 
night sky, taking the immortal with it. 


When Memnet’s senses finally returned he was alone except for the broken 
souls of his brother’s army and the raw, grinning faces of his own. 
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TWENTY-THREE 
The White Gates 


The Western Trade Road, near Quatar, the City 
of the Dead, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


Like a wounded giant, the allied army stumbled and lurched its way along 
the winding road back to Quatar, leaving a trail of flesh and blood with each 
ponderous step. 


Rakh-amn-hotep kept the army in camp during the worst heat of the day 
and on the march at night, believing that the Usurper’s pursuing army 
couldn’t manage a major attack beneath Ptra’s blazing sun. There had been 
probing attacks by Numasi cavalry at dawn and dusk, but each time they 
were rebuffed with little loss. Nagash’s main force, as far as the Rasetran 
king could gather, was at least half a day’s march to their west, following 
them doggedly along the trade road. 


Rakh-amn-hotep believed that Nagash was biding his time, like a jackal 
waits for its prey to weaken in the desert heat before closing in for the kill. 


The defeat at the Fountains of Eternal Life haunted the Rasetran king, a 
man who had spent his entire adult life on the battlefield. He had plotted 
and planned the western march for more than two years, and in the end 
Rakh-amn-hotep had discovered that he wasn’t even fighting the same sort 
of battle that his enemy was. He had read all the accounts of the battle at 
Zedri and believed himself a better general than either Nagash or Akhmen- 
hotep, but he had still made the fatal error of fighting the Usurper as though 
he were a mortal king in command of a civilised army. 


Nagash, however, was not swayed by furious assaults or swift cavalry 
movements. The thought of seeing thousands of his citizens, the lifeblood 
of his city, cut down on the battlefield was little more than an irritation to 
him. He could suffer blows that would have crushed a mortal king, only to 
rise once more. 


Rakh-amn-hotep had begun to despair that they would ever be rid of 
Nagash. 
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More than three weeks after the battle outside the Fountains, the king could 
only think of keeping the army alive for one more day. The retreat had been 
a bitter, gruelling ordeal, without a doubt the hardest march of Rakh-amn- 
hotep’s long life. Surviving those first days after the battle had been the 
hardest. With the water casks empty, the king had ordered his Ushabti to 
comb the army for every drop of liquid they could find. They confiscated 
all the remaining wine carried by the army’s noblemen, and all the 
sacrificial libations brought by their multitude of priests. 


The cavalrymen kept themselves alive by turning to the old bandit trick of 
drinking a cupful of their horses’ blood each day. Even so, the warriors and 
animals of the host weakened quickly, and many of the wounded 
succumbed within days. It was only by the constant efforts of the Lybaran 
priests that their king, Hekhmenukep, still clung to life. 


With the Lybaran sky-boats destroyed by Nagash’s sorcery, the allied army 
paid the price of travelling without a proper baggage train. There were few 
wagons to draw upon, forcing Rakh-amn-hotep to send detachments of light 
cavalry on a long, dangerous march off to the north to try to draw water 
from the River Vitae, many leagues away. The cavalrymen were harassed 
by Numasi horsemen the entire way, but their courage and determination 
kept the army going long past the point of collapse. 


Still, both armies had suffered greatly in men, animals and materiel. The 
Lybarans had seen every one of their war machines destroyed, for those that 
had survived the battle had exhausted their energies and couldn’t keep pace 
with the army’s swift retreat. Rather than allow the constructs to fall into 
the Usurper’s hands, the army’s engineers had breached the binding wards 
that kept the machines’ fire-spirits in place. The resulting eruptions blew 
the engines apart in thunderous blasts of wood, metal and steam. Some of 
the senior Lybaran engineers, men who had devoted much of their lives to 
creating these wondrous machines, gave themselves up to the fires. 


The Rasetrans suffered as well, particularly their jungle auxiliaries. The 
rationing of water amounted to a virtual death sentence for the giant thunder 
lizards, whose bodies were already taxed near to breaking point by the dry 
climate. The last of the great beasts died within a week after the battle, and 
the numbers of lizardmen dwindled swiftly thereafter. During the long night 
marches the chill desert air carried the eerie, keening sounds of the 
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barbarians’ death songs as they mourned the loss of their kin. The song died 
away a bit at a time, each and every night, until finally it was heard no 
more. 


All that remained of the once-proud allied army was a bedraggled horde of 
wasted men and horses, and Rakh-amn-hotep had to concern himself with 
keeping his warriors from casting away their heavy weapons and armour to 
lighten their load on the march. He had already instituted severe 
punishments for warriors who were found to have abandoned their wargear, 
and still, each night the rearguard came upon bundles of leather armour and 
helmets, bronze swords and spears. The king would have begun ordering 
the offenders impaled if he’d had any wood to spare. He would be damned 
if he got the army back to Quatar only to find that they’d thrown away all 
the tools they would need to keep the city out of Nagash’s hands. 


The army was close to the White City, thank the gods, and the Brittle Peaks 
dominated the eastern horizon, their jagged flanks a dull black against the 
deep blue vault of the heavens. 


Rakh-amn-hotep’s chariot was heading westwards, back along the army’s 
long, sinuous line of march. The king spent most every night ranging back 
and forth along the length of the allied host, checking the state of the 
companies and reminding the nobles of their responsibilities. It was a 
routine born of long habit, forged in the jungle campaigns south of Rasetra, 
and it had served the king well in the past. 


They were nearly at the centre of the slowly marching column, passing 
alongside what was left of the baggage train and the huge wagons of the 
Lybaran court. Priests paced alongside the creaking wagon that held 
Hekhmenukep, their heads bowed as they prayed for the king’s survival. As 
Rakh-amn-hotep’s chariot rumbled past, one of the holy men straightened 
and beckoned to the king, nearly stepping out into the chariot’s path. 


Rakh-amn-hotep stifled a disapproving frown and touched the chariot driver 
on the shoulder, signalling him to stop. The weary horses needed little 
encouragement, their heads drooping as they snuffled about in the dust in 
search of something that might contain a few drops of moisture. 


The Rasetran king squinted in the darkness at the approaching priest. 
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“Nebunefer?” he said, recognising the envoy from Mahrak. “Since when 
did you become a healer?” 


“One doesn’t need the gift of healing to pray for the health of a great king,” 
the old priest said stiffly. His voice was rough and leathery, and his haggard 
face seemed even more careworn and stern after the privations of the long 
retreat, but the gleam in his dark eyes was as indomitable as ever. 


The Rasetran king nodded grudgingly and kept his doubts to himself. 
Nebunefer had kept to the army’s contingent of priests since their departure 
from Quatar, but Rakh-amn-hotep had little doubt that the old schemer was 
still somehow in close contact with the members of the Hieratic Council 
back in Mahrak and his spies scattered across Nehekhara. 


“How is Hekhmenukep doing?” he asked. 


“His condition is grave,” the old priest replied. “His servants fear that an 
infection has settled into his lungs.” Nebunefer folded his arms and stared 
up at the king. “The king needs the services of a temple, and very soon, or I 
fear he will not survive.” Rakh-amn-hotep gestured to the east. 


“Quatar is almost in sight,” he replied. “We should reach its gates early 
tomorrow night.” Nebunefer was unmoved. 


“Tomorrow night may well be too late, great one. If the city is so close, we 
should press on. We could be in Quatar before noon.” The Rasetran king 
bristled at the note of command in the priest’s voice. 


“The men are exhausted,” he growled. “If we keep them going past dawn, 
into the full heat of the day, we could lose many of them. Are the lives of a 
few hundred warriors worth the life of a king?” Nebunefer raised a thin 
eyebrow. 


“I’m surprised you would ask such a question, great one.” Rakh-amn-hotep 
let out a snort. 


“Right now I need spearmen and cavalrymen, not kings,” he said. 


“But the king isn’t just one man, as you well know,” Nebunefer countered. 
“He represents his fighting men as well. If Hekhmenukep dies, there is no 
guarantee that the Lybaran host won’t take his body home and leave you to 
fight Nagash alone.” 
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The old schemer had a point, Rakh-amn-hotep admitted sourly. He turned 
and stared off to the east for a moment, trying to gauge the remaining 
distance to Quatar. He knew that another contingent of horsemen was due 
back from the river sometime near dawn. It might be enough. 


“We’|l see how things stand as we get closer to dawn,” the king said at last. 
“Tf the men are able, we’ll move on. Otherwise, you may have another day 
of praying to do.” 


For a moment it seemed that Nebunefer would continue the argument, but 
after catching the hard look in the Rasetran’s eye, he merely bowed to the 
king and went off to catch up with Hekhmenukep’s wagon. 


Rakh-amn-hotep watched him go, and then tapped his driver’s shoulder. 
“Turn us around,” he growled. “Let’s get back to the head of the column.” 


The driver nodded and popped the reins, chiding the horses back into 
motion. They turned in a bouncing arc eastwards and rejoined the trade road 
once more. Rakh-amn-hotep paid little attention to the trudging men as the 
chariot rumbled down the column, his mind preoccupied with weighing the 
risk of a forced march against the very real possibility of losing 
Hekhmenukep and the Lybarans in the process. 


He hoped the night didn’t have any other surprises in store. 


When Arkhan received the summons he was more than three miles to the 
east, prowling along the trade road with a squadron of Numasi horsemen 
and nipping at the heels of the retreating enemy army. The cloud of locusts 
that swept down upon the immortal out of the darkness had spooked the 
still-living Numasi and their horses. Arkhan glared contemptuously at his 
erstwhile allies as the insects hissed and spun round his head. 


“Return to my tent, favoured servant,” Arkhan heard in the rustle of chitin 
and the buzz of papery wings. “The time of retribution is nigh.” 


Arkhan turned command of the squadron over to its Numasi captain, 
ordering them to close and engage the enemy rearguard throughout the 
night. Then he turned, wheeled his undead horse around and raced off into 
the darkness. 
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The army of the Undying King was arrayed in a crescent formation that 
stretched for more than three miles from tip to tip, its outstretched arms 
reaching hungrily for the fleeing enemy host. Most of the warriors in the 
front lines were long dead, their flesh turned leathery by the desert air and 
their corpses home to burrowing scarabs and black desert scorpions. They 
advanced slowly and stolidly after their foes. When the king and his 
immortals halted the army at dawn they stood in ordered ranks, baking in 
the heat, until the time to march came once again. 


By contrast, the remainder of the host, less than a third of Khemri’s city 
levies and what was left of the allied armies of Numas and Zandri, followed 
a few miles behind the vanguard along the trade road, their heads bowed 
with hunger and fear. The living trembled at the sight of the walking dead, 
furtively making signs to ward off evil when they believed none of 
Nagash’s immortals were looking. The Undying King drove them without 
mercy. Wounds were not tended, nor were they fed more than a meagre 
ration of water and grain each day. Nagash cared little about the condition 
of their flesh, for when the time came his warriors would fight, one way or 
the other. 


The companies of living warriors averted their eyes and clutched their 
spears with trembling hands as Arkhan raced past. He came upon his 
master’s pavilion near the rear of the column, arrayed on a level patch of 
sand a few hundred yards from the road. Other tents had been pitched 
nearby, and Arkhan saw many of the army’s engineers labouring at a frantic 
pace under the stern gaze of several of the king’s immortals. He had heard 
rumours of Nagash’s new battlefield innovations, and presumed that they 
were being made in anticipation of the coming fight at Quatar. 


More than a score of undead mounts waited outside the master’s tent as 
Arkhan approached, and he carefully concealed a frown of disapproval. 
Since rejoining the army a few weeks past, he’d taken pains to avoid his 
fellow immortals. The years of solitude in his black tower had left him 
impatient and mistrustful of the company of others, particularly of his own 
kind. Steeling himself, he slid from the saddle and entered his master’s tent 
without a passing glance at the slaves cowering outside. 


The tent’s main chamber was crowded with kneeling figures, all waiting 
upon the king. Arkhan spied Raamket, garbed in a fresh cloak of flayed 
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human hide, and the bandaged figure of Shepsu-hur. The immortals studied 
Arkhan with the flat, hungry stare of a pack of jackals, and he bared his 
broken teeth in return. 


Nagash, the Undying King, sat upon Khemri’s ancient throne at the rear of 
the chamber, flanked by his uneasy allies. Arkhan could see at once that the 
campaign had left its mark on the three kings. Amn-nasir, the Priest King of 
Zandri, was nearly catatonic, his eyes glazed and his expression slack under 
the effects of the black lotus. Seheb and Nuneb, the twin Kings of Numas, 
had kept their wits so far, but both of the young men were anxious and 
uncharacteristically withdrawn. One of them, Arkhan couldn’t tell which, 
kept biting at his nails when he thought no one was looking. The immortal 
could smell the blood on the king’s fingertips from across the chamber. 


The vizier marched past the kneeling immortals and sank to his knees 
directly at Nagash’s feet. He could hear the faint moans of the 
necromancer’s ghostly retinue swirling above his head. 


“What is your command, master?” he asked. 
Nagash straightened upon the throne. 


“We draw close to Quatar,” the Undying King declared, “and the time has 
come for the craven King of the White City to pay for his surrender at the 
Gates of the Dawn.” The necromancer stretched out his hand. “TI shall send 
you forth with these immortals to Quatar’s great necropolis, and there you 
will raise up an army of vengeance to take the city from our foes. When the 
rebel kings of the east reach Quatar’s walls, you will be there to bar their 
path and seal their doom.” 


Now, Arkhan understood the strategy behind the necromancer’s slow 
pursuit of the enemy army. He had been herding them onwards to Quatar, 
where he planned to trap them against the walls of the city and crush them 
without mercy. The vizier glanced back at the kneeling immortals. With so 
many together, they could raise a considerable army among the houses of 
the dead, easily enough to overwhelm Quatar’s meagre garrison, and 
afterwards, who knew? The White City would be in need of a new king. 


The vizier smiled and bowed his head to Nagash. “It shall be as you 
command, master,” he said. “We are your arrow of vengeance. Release us, 
and we will fly straight to your enemy’s heart.” 
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The Undying King gave the vizier a grim smile. 


“T count upon it, loyal servant,” he said. Then he beckoned, and slaves 
appeared from the shadows bearing goblets brimming with crimson liquid. 
“Drink,” Nagash commanded. “Fill your limbs with vigour for the battle to 
come.” 


Arkhan was on his feet in an instant, feeling the sudden tension in the air as 
the immortals reacted to the presence of the elixir. A slave stepped before 
the vizier and offered him the first taste. Arkhan found himself staring into 
Ghazid’s blue eyes as he took the vessel in both hands and drank deeply, his 
body shuddering with the taste of power. 


The rest of the immortals surged forwards like jackals around a corpse. 
Ghazid watched them drink and cackled with glee, his eyes glittering with 
madness. 


The howling swarm sped across the face of the moon in the early hours of 
the moming, passing undetected over the heads of the enemy army 
retreating to the east. Faster than the flight of a night hawk, they sped to the 
great plain at the foot of the Brittle Peaks, where the towers of Quatar rose 
like white sepulchres beneath the stars. Ribbons of smoke curled into the 
night sky from the poorer districts of the city, where victims of the plague 
were still being found and given to the flames. 


The swirling, seething swarm passed over the near-deserted city and its 
furtive sentries, seeking the vast complex of tombs that spread along the 
foot of the mountains east of Quatar. The huge swarm seemed to hover over 
the necropolis for a moment, billowing this way and that as though 
searching among the maze of crypts. Then the living cloud gathered itself 
and hurtled southwards, crossing the road leading from Quatar to the Gates 
of the Dawn and settling among the shabby, crumbling tombs of the city’s 
poorer citizens. 


Smoking husks of dead insects showered down among the tombs as the 
immortals came to rest after their long flight from Nagash’s pavilion. 
Arkhan paused for a moment to check his bearings and gauge the height of 
the moon. It was less than three hours until dawn, he reckoned. There was 
little time to lose. 
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Hissed commands passed among the immortals. They fanned out quickly 
among the tombs, spacing out in an arcane pattern that they had been taught 
centuries past. Arkhan stood in the centre of this sorcerous web, his veins 
brimming with inhuman power. He reached out with his senses and felt the 
currents of magic rippling through the air. Even hundreds of leagues distant 
he could feel the pulse of the Black Pyramid like the thundering heart of a 
god. 


Arkhan raised his hands to the black sky and began the great invocation, 
and one by one his fellow immortals joined in, until the air shook with their 
dreadful voices. Dark magic spread like a stain among the tombs, seeping 
irresistibly past the cracked facades and flowing over the shrouded bodies 
within. The vizier knew that the poor could not afford the elaborate 
protective wards that were typically worked into the tombs of the nobility, 
making his task that much easier. 


The ritual continued for more than an hour, growing in complexity and 
power until Arkhan thought that he could feel the energy humming along 
his skin. Faint curtains of dust rose above the countless tombs as their 
contents began to shift and press at the thin stone walls. Portals cracked 
apart and collapsed in a shower of rubble as the first warriors of Arkhan’s 
new army shambled out into the darkness. 


Hundreds upon hundreds of skeletal figures clawed their way from their 
tombs, their eye sockets lit with tiny sparks of grave-light. Tattered, filthy 
wrappings fluttered from their limbs as they shuffled silently westwards in 
response to Arkhan’s will. In the broken ground outside the necropolis they 
formed into rough companies, directed by the subordinate efforts of the 
remaining immortals. Within two hours the army of the dead numbered 
thirty thousand strong, testing Arkhan’s necromantic powers to the very 
limit. 

The sky was paling to the east. Arkhan knew that at dawn his control would 
weaken, as he was forced to take shelter from the sun’s rays. Soon the 
people of Quatar would look pleadingly to the east, begging for deliverance 
from the ghastly horde that swept over their walls. 


Not one would live to see the dawn. 
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TWENTY-FOUR 
The Blood of Princes 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 46th year of Ualatp the Patient 
(-1950 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Priest King of Khemri stood beneath the blazing noonday sun and tried 
not to think of blood. 


He stood upon an overseer’s platform at the edge of the Plain of Kings, 
watching the labourers at work on the foundations of the Black Pyramid. At 
Nagash’s command, the great plain at the heart of Khemri’s necropolis had 
been transformed. His plan for the pyramid made use of every last hectare 
of available space set aside for future kings, and demanded still more 
besides. Scores of smaller crypts had been disassembled and relocated to 
other parts of the necropolis in order to make room for stone-carving yards, 
Staging areas and rubbish piles. A wide avenue had been built running north 
from the great plain, requiring the demolition of still more crypts so that 
huge blocks of marble could be brought from the barges tied up along the 
river. At the moment it was being used to remove hundreds of cart-loads of 
sandy soil as Nagash’s army of slaves excavated the pyramid’s subterranean 
chambers. When it was complete, the Black Pyramid would dwarf every 
other structure in the necropolis. Indeed, it would be the largest single 
structure anywhere in Nehekhara. The king’s ambitions required nothing 
less. 


Nagash folded his arms tightly around his chest. Despite the heat of the day, 
his bones felt brittle and cold, and an aching weariness began to sap the 
strength from his limbs. He would need to feed again soon. Months of 
experimentation had allowed Nagash to refine the process of leeching 
vitality from living blood, but its effects were all too fleeting. Depending on 
the quality of the source, the king could enjoy a few days of youthful 
vigour, or a week at most. 


The benefits were astonishing. Nagash could not remember possessing such 
strength or clarity of thought in his entire life, but each time the tide of 
blood receded he was left feeling weaker and more wretched than ever 
before. No amount of food or rest could take away the awful chill that 
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settled into his bones, or the alarming weakness that left him as helpless as 
a child. The only answer was to find another source of blood. 


Fortunately, the king had those in plentiful supply. 


There were half a dozen slave camps situated around the edges of the city’s 
necropolis, enclosed by perimeters of trenches and spiked wooden 
barricades and patrolled by horsemen from the king’s army. Since the sack 
of Zandri, more than thirty thousand labourers had been assembled for 
Nagash’s grand scheme, including the bulk of King Nekumet’s army and 
two-thirds of his citizens. Still more were arriving each day, as Nehekhara’s 
other great cities sent tribute to ensure that they didn’t suffer the same fate 
as Nekumet and his people. 


The battle on the road to Khemri had been swift and decisive, thanks in no 
small part to Zandri’s large force of mercenary troops. The superstitious 
northern barbarians had no faith in the gods of the Blessed Land, and as 
such they enjoyed no protection from the incantations of Neru’s priestesses. 
That left them vulnerable to Nagash’s sorceries, and over the course of the 
night he had tormented the warriors with all manner of ghostly visions and 
portents of doom. By midnight the barbarians were panicked and on the 
verge of riot, and when Nekumet and his noblemen attempted to restore 
order, the mercenaries rose up in revolt. 


Chaos tore through the enemy camp as the Zandri army turned upon itself 
in hours of confused, brutal fighting. By dawn, the surviving mercenaries 
had managed to escape the Zandri camp and blundered southwards, deeper 
into the desert. Nekumet’s remaining troops were exhausted, hungry and 
dispirited, and their camp all but destroyed. At dawn, the dazed survivors 
began to salvage what they could from the wreckage, and then Nagash’s 
army appeared in full battle order on the road behind them. 


Despite everything they had endured the night before, Nekumet’s troops 
still managed to form up and offer battle, but before long they found 
themselves under attack from Arkhan’s cavalry as well, and the Zandrian 
battleline quickly disintegrated under the pressure. By mid-morning King 
Nekumet offered his terms of surrender to Nagash, but the King of Khemri 
refused. There would be no terms. Zandri would surrender unconditionally, 
or they would be slaughtered to a man. Dismayed, Nekumet had no choice 
but to comply. 
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By the end of the day, the survivors of Zandri’s army had been disarmed 
and bound into slave coffles for the long march to Khemri. Nekumet, 
stripped of his crown and royal robes, was dressed in sackcloth and sent 
home on the back of a flea-bitten mule. It was only when he’d arrived at 
Zandri’s broken gate that he learned what Nagash had done to his city. 


News of the battle raced across Nehekhara like a storm wind, borne by the 
shocked ambassadors fleeing the ruin of Zandri. In Khemri, crowds of 
citizens turned out along the great avenues to cheer the return of their 
conquering king. The Living City’s pre-eminence had been restored in a 
single, brutal stroke, and Nagash’s great work could begin in earnest. 


The king surveyed the scope of the excavations once more and nodded 
thoughtfully. A small retinue of scholars and slaves stood next to him, 
bearing copies of the pyramid’s plans for Nagash’s reference. To the king’s 
right stood Arkhan the Black, clad in fine robes and wearing gold rings 
stolen from the defeated Zandrian nobles. He had been rewarded well for 
his efforts against Nekumet’s army, and was the king’s chief vizier, charged 
with overseeing the construction of the Black Pyramid. Also, he had been 
the first of Nagash’s vassals to taste the king’s life-giving elixir and enjoy 
the vigour of youth once more. 


Nagash gauged the progress of the excavations and judged that they were 
proceeding well. 


“Continue as planned,” he told his vizier. “The excavation will proceed 
night and day until completed.” 


“Does that include our citizens, or just the slaves?” the vizier inquired 
carefully. To speed construction further, Nagash had ordered the city’s 
criminals put in the slave camps, and every citizen due to perform his 
annual civil service was sent to the construction site. Until the massive 
structure was finished, Khemri’s roads and infrastructure would go 
untended. 


Nagash considered the question and waved his hand expansively. 


“Save the most difficult and dangerous tasks for the slaves,” he said, “but 
everyone must still do their part.” Arkhan bowed. 


“It shall be as you say,” he replied, “but deaths among the slaves will 
increase. We have lost a sizeable number already due to hunger and 
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disease.” 


“Disease?” the king frowned. “How is that possible?” The vizier shifted 
uncomfortably on his feet. He, too, was showing the first pangs of hunger; 
his eyes were sunken and his hands trembled slightly with cold. 


“The priests of Asaph and Geheb have not been especially diligent in 
cleansing the camps of sickness,” he said. “I have complained to the 
hierophants, but they claim that their priests are occupied with other 
matters.” 


“Such as trying to undermine my rule,” Nagash growled. The temples of the 
city had been a constant nuisance since his ascension. They sent elders to 
the Grand Assemblies, calling on him to relinquish Neferem and agree to 
step aside as soon as Sukhet reached adulthood. Their acolytes spread 
rumours among the populace that the gods were displeased with his rule, 
and would punish Khemri unless he was forced out. No doubt they were 
taking their orders from the Hieratic Council at Mahrak, which had a vested 
interest in maintaining its authority over Nehekharan affairs. If he thought 
he could get away with it, Nagash would have gladly sent his warriors to 
clean out the temples and put the damned priests to work in the slave camp, 
but unfortunately the council still held too much power and influence over 
the other great cities, and so for the moment he had to endure their 
interference. 


A chill wracked the king’s powerful frame. He folded his arms tighter and 
scowled down at the pyramid’s foundations. 


“Any workers who perish, especially those who die at the excavation site, 
are to be added to the pyramid’s inner structure. Bury them in the substrate. 
Mortar the walls with their blood and bones. Exactly how you do it isn’t 
important, so long as their deaths are part of the pyramid’s construction. Do 
you understand?” 


The vizier nodded. Of all the king’s vassals, Arkhan had the strongest grasp 
of the principles of necromancy. The death energies contained within the 
pyramid would help attune the structure to Nagash’s invocations, and make 
it more receptive to the faint winds of dark magic. 


“Tt will be done,” he said, bowing once more. 
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Satisfied, Nagash was about to take his leave and return to his studies at the 
palace when he caught sight of Khefru hurrying up the steps to the 
overseer’s platform. Like Arkhan, the young priest had also been the 
recipient of the king’s sorcerous elixir, though in Khefru’s case he 
participated only at the king’s express command. The servant’s reluctance 
baffled Nagash, but it was clear that Khefru’s ravaged health had benefited 
as much as the rest from the infusion of sorcerous vigour. 


The young priest approached the king and bowed. Nagash studied the man 
intently. 


“Why aren’t you at the palace?” he asked. Among other things, Khefru was 
responsible for keeping watch over Neferem and her son, who were isolated 
from one another in different parts of the palace. Khefru paused for a 
moment to catch his breath. Under the harsh light of the sun, his skin was a 
pale, unhealthy yellow. 


“An advance party arrived in the city an hour ago, with word that a royal 
delegation from Lahmia was on the way. King Lamasheptra is expected to 
arrive by late afternoon, and will request an audience at this evening’s 
Grand Assembly,” he said. 


The king’s expression darkened. 


“Where, no doubt, Lamasheptra will insist upon seeing his sister Neferem, 
and her son.” 


“The advance party didn’t specifically mention such a request,” the young 
priest said carefully. Nagash glared at the man. 


“Don’t be an idiot,” he snarled. “Why else would the Lahmian king leave 
his flesh-pots and travel halfway across the country?” A faint shiver gripped 
Nagash’s frame, which he quelled with gritted teeth. For a moment he 
wondered if perhaps there was time to feed before meeting with 
Lamasheptra, but the notion smacked too much of weakness, and he forced 
it aside. “Frankly, this comes as no surprise,” he continued. “It was only a 
matter of time before Lamasheptra managed to gather his courage and come 
here to test the strength of the old alliances.” He glowered at Khefru. “How 
many warriors has he brought?” 


“A handful of Ushabti and a squadron of horsemen. No more,” the priest 
said with a shrug. 
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Nagash nodded. “Then he won’t be planning on doing anything reckless. 
Very well,” he said, waving impatiently at Khefru. “Inform Neferem and 
Sukhet that they will be attending the Grand Assembly this evening. Who 
knows, perhaps the sight of her son after so many years will break 
Neferem’s resolve at long last. That would almost make the evening’s farce 
worthwhile.” 


The Lahmian delegation arrived at Settra’s Court with a fanfare of trumpets 
and the rhythmic tinkle of ankle bells, accompanied by the whisper of silk 
and the patter of soft flesh on polished marble. Conversations stopped and 
heads turned as half a dozen dancing girls wove their way down the 
gleaming aisle, swirling through twisting ribbons of orange, yellow and red 
like beguiling sun-spirits. Jaded noblemen from all over Nehekhara forgot 
what they’d been saying a moment before as they caught tantalising 
glimpses of bared shoulders, rounded hips and dark, flashing eyes. 


Behind the dancers came the Lahmian king, striding along the aisle in a 
blissful cloud of narcotic incense. Lamasheptra was lean and graceful, his 
steps as light and swift as the dancers that preceded him. He was a young, 
handsome man, little more than a child. The Kings of Lahmia married very 
late in life, claiming that they served their goddess best by drinking deep of 
all the decadence their city had to offer. Lamasheptra still had many 
decades of worship left in him, with a smooth, unlined face the colour of 
dark honey and limpid brown eyes. He had a sharp nose and a full, 
sensuous mouth framed by a close-cropped beard, and tightly curled black 
hair that hung well past his shoulders. Unlike the custom of most young 
nobles, Lamasheptra wore soft, flowing yellow silk robes that hung open at 
the chest, and patterned silk trousers. 


Gold rings glittered on his soft fingers, and an earring set with a gleaming 
ruby hung from his left earlobe. The assembled nobility stared at the 
Lahmian king as though he were some kind of exotic animal, and 
Lamasheptra revelled in the attention. 


Not too long ago the king’s court was an echoing, empty space, even during 
King Thutep’s Grand Assemblies. Now, the space was as full as it had ever 
been. Throngs of newly raised nobility, bedecked in gaudy kilts and half- 
capes, stood and gaped at the Lahmian procession, while the ambassadors 
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of Numas, Rasetra, Lybaras and Ka-Sabar stood in tight, apprehensive 
groups and whispered amongst themselves. The first emissaries had begun 
arriving within a month after the king’s victory over Zandri, and they had 
listened fearfully as Nagash instructed them on the new state of affairs in 
Nehekhara. After what had happened to Zandri, none dared gainsay the man 
some called the Usurper. 


At the far end of the great hall, gathered like a pack of baleful jackals, stood 
the king’s chosen, his viziers and captains, those who served him first and 
best. They watched Lamasheptra and his retinue approach with the sharp 
stares of predators. In their midst, perched upon the dark throne of Settra 
the Great, sat Nagash the king. His eyes were intent upon the approaching 
Lahmians, but his face was coldly neutral. 


A dozen steps from the dais the swirling dancers stopped and bowed, their 
silken ribbons rippling sinuously around them like tongues of flame. 
Lamasheptra passed among them and approached to the foot of the stone 
steps, so close that Arkhan and Shepsu-hur had to bow and give way for the 
king to pass. 


Lamasheptra spread his hands in greeting and gave Nagash a dazzling, 
practiced smile. 


“Greetings, cousin,” he said to the Usurper. “I am Lamasheptra, fourth of 
the name, son of the great Lamasharazz. It is an honour to meet you at long 
last.” 


“Then I am pleased for you,” Nagash said coolly. His smile did not reach 
the depths of his dark eyes. “It has been some time since the sons of Lahmia 
attended upon the King of the Living City. I had begun to believe that you 
and your father meant to offer me insult.” Looks of shock flitted across the 
faces of the dancers, but Lamasheptra would not be baited. 


“It is a long journey to the Living City, cousin,” the Lahmian king said 
smoothly. “You may as well say the slow-moving river or the sandy road 
means to mock you.” Nervous laughter rose from the crowd, earning 
warning stares from the king’s chosen. Lamasheptra pretended not to 
notice. “I would not dream of offending a cousin of mine, especially one 
who has earned for himself such a fearsome throne.” 
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“Well said,” Nagash replied, his voice full of soft menace. “What, then, is 
the reason for this timely visit?” 


“What else, cousin? Duty and loyalty,’ Lamasheptra said, “and love of 
family. Before my blessed father died, he made me swear before the 
goddess to offer his blessings to his nephew Sukhet, whom he never knew. 
He also bade me give his farewells to his sister, Neferem. And so, to honour 
my father, I have made this long journey.” 


“For Neferem, and for Sukhet, but not for me, your cousin?” Nagash asked. 


Lamasheptra laughed, as though Nagash were the soul of wit. “As though I 
could ignore the great Priest King of Khemri! Naturally, I have come to 
honour you, and assure you of Lahmia’s continued esteem.” 


“Nothing would please me more,” Nagash replied. “For centuries, Khemri 
has treasured Lahmia’s esteem greater than any other city’s. I assume, then, 
that Lahmia will join the other cities of Nehekhara in providing a small 
token of this esteem.” The Lahmians smile did not waver. 


“One cannot put a price on esteem, cousin,” he said. “What sort of token 
would satisfy you?” 


“A thousand slaves,” Nagash said with a shrug. “Surely a modest gift for 
such a wealthy city.” 


“A thousand slaves a year?” Lamasheptra asked with a frown. 


“Certainly not,” Nagash replied with a chuckle. “A thousand slaves a 
month, to help with the great work I am building in Khemri’s necropolis, 
and in the interests of peace, of course.” 


“Peace. Of course,” the Lahmian replied, “and a smaller price than Zandri 
was required to pay, I’m sure.” 


“Indeed so,” Nagash said. “I’m pleased to see you understand.” The 
Lahmian nodded. 


“Never fear, cousin. I understand a great many things,” he said. Then he 
nodded to the lesser throne at Nagash’s right. “What I do not see is my 
noble aunt and her son. I have heard so many stories of Neferem’s 
legendary beauty, and I have longed to witness it for myself.” He bowed 
slightly in the direction of the throne. “I have a gift for her from the people 
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of Lahmia, to show their continued love and devotion for the Daughter of 
the Sun. I trust you will permit me to present it to her?” 


“We are always pleased to receive gifts from the great cities,” Nagash said 
dismissively. “Bring it forth, and let us see it.” 


Lamasheptra smiled broadly and beckoned to his retinue. A small figure 
slipped from the midst of the bodyguards, courtiers and slaves and hurried 
to the base of the dais. Nagash saw that it was a young boy, scarcely more 
than fifteen years of age, but he wore the bright yellow robes of a priest of 
Ptra. The boy stood at Lamasheptra’s side and bowed deeply to Nagash. 


The King of Khemri glowered at the boy. “Is this some kind of jest?” he 
asked. 


“An understandable reaction, cousin,” Lamasheptra said with a chuckle, 
“but I assure you, Nebunefer here is a fully sanctified priest. The priests at 
Mahrak proclaim him to be the most gifted young man of his generation, 
and that the Great Father has a special destiny in mind for him. For now, 
though, he will wait upon the queen and see to her spiritual needs, since she 
is unable to attend the rites at the city temple.” 


Nagash fought to conceal his irritation. The Lahmian fop was a clever one, 
he had to admit, but what were his motives? Had the Hieratic Council 
bribed him to send their little spy into the palace, or was Lamasheptra a 
willing ally of the damned priests? 


He could refuse the gift, of course, but doing so would suggest weakness, 
and Mahrak would simply send one after another until they forced his hand. 
Nagash eyed the boy suspiciously. Nebunefer’s face was open and 
confident, full of the self-assurance of youth. The king wondered what the 
boy’s blood would taste like, and smiled. 


“Welcome, boy,” Nagash said to Nebunefer. “Serve the queen well, and in 
time, you will be rewarded.” 


Nebunefer bowed once more. Lamasheptra’s eyes glittered with triumph. 


“Where is my beloved sister and her son?” he asked. “I had thought to find 
her here, presiding over her guests and loyal subjects, as good rulers ought.” 


Nagash considered Lamasheptra for a long, silent moment. Then he raised 
his right hand and beckoned to the shadows behind the throne. 
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Whispers rose from the darkness, followed by the sound of shuffling feet. 
The first person to appear was not Neferem, nor even Sukhet, but an old 
man, limping and broken, as though his bones filled his skin like shards of 
clay. His head was bald and scarred, his lips slack and twitching, but his 
blue eyes were sharp and fever-bright. Ghazid, the last Grand Vizier of 
Khemri, turned and beckoned to the shadows like a child calling for his 
playmates. He was ignorant of the staring faces in the crowd. The looks of 
horror and pity had no meaning for him any more. Nagash had spared his 
life on the night that he had buried his brother alive, but not out of mercy. 
He had given the old man into the hands of his vassals, who had tortured 
him inventively for many years. Age and great pain had worn away his 
once-sharp mind, until he was little more than a child in an old man’s body. 
Then Nagash had returned him to Neferem and Sukhet as a gift. 


Ghazid beckoned a tall, noble-looking young man out into the light. He was 
clad in noble finery, with a kilt and cape of purest samite and a prince’s 
golden headdress on his brow. Sukhet had the handsome features of his 
father and the fierce demeanour of his illustrious grandfather, with piercing 
eyes and a strong, square chin. Gasps rose from the assembled crowd at the 
sight of him. Even Lamasheptra seemed struck by the young man’s regal 
bearing. 


Sukhet, son of Thutep, carried himself with great dignity and poise. He 
Stepped past the great throne as though it were empty and descended the 
stone steps until he stood before the Lahmian king. A ripple of unease 
passed through the king’s chosen at the sight of the young prince. Arkhan in 
particular eyed Sukhet as though he were a form of especially venomous 
snake. 


Lamasheptra smiled warmly at Sukhet, apparently ignorant of the 
apprehensive stares of the noblemen around him. He started to speak, but 
the words dried up in his throat as he saw the Daughter of the Sun emerge 
from the darkness behind Nagash’s throne. 


She wore a simple gown of purest white, cinched by a girdle of leather and 
burnished copper that hung lightly upon her hips. Her long, black hair had 
been washed with scented oils and pulled back in a thick braid that hung 
nearly to her waist. The queen’s green eyes were vivid in their kohl- 
darkened orbits, but no other balms or tinctures had been added to her face. 
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Her feet were bare, as was her brow: the heavy golden cape and wondrous 
headdress of the queen had been left behind, along with the gold bracelets 
and rings that she had brought with her from far-off Lahmia. Neferem, 
Queen of the Living City and Daughter of the Sun, cloaked herself in 
anguish and loss. Her face was a pale mask, beautiful but still, like the 
image carved upon a sarcophagus. 


The queen was not the young maiden she once had been. Life and loss had 
left their mark upon her features, ageing her well beyond her years. Gasps 
filled the echoing court at the sight of her, and even Lamasheptra was taken 
aback. The king staggered a half-step back, as though the sight of her were 
a physical blow. For the briefest instant, his brown eyes glanced at the man 
upon Khemri’s throne, and then slowly, reverently, the King of Lahmia sank 
to his knees before Neferem. 


In a rippling whisper of cloth, the rest of the court followed suit. Some knelt 
gracefully, while others simply fell to their knees in wonder. Within 
moments the only men standing were the king’s chosen, who looked to one 
another with shifting, apprehensive stares, and the queen’s son, Sukhet. 


The prince turned, and saw his mother for the first time in nearly a decade. 


Nagash studied the pair over steepled fingers and fought to stifle his anger. 
This had been a mistake. He should have arranged a private meeting 
between Lamasheptra and Sukhet instead of permitting this spectacle. He’d 
thought to demonstrate his control over Thutep’s wife and heir by allowing 
them a brief moment at court, but he hadn’t counted on the enduring 
superstition and sentimentality of the populace. 


Sukhet stared into his mother’s eyes, and in that moment he forgot himself. 
All dignity fled as he rushed to his mother and reached for her hands. 
Neferem reached for him as though in a dream, a slight frown of 
bemusement penetrating her shock. The prince took her hands in his and 
touched his forehead to them in a sign of reverence. 


The King of Khemri paid no mind to the maudlin scene. His eyes were on 
Lamasheptra alone. The Lahmian was watching mother and son with an 
awestruck expression that could not quite hide the calculating look in his 
dark eyes. 


At that moment Nagash realised that Sukhet had to die. 
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They came for him in the dead of night, when the rest of the palace was 
sleeping. Sukhet’s cell was two levels beneath the sprawling palace, in a 
cramped chamber formerly reserved for storing expensive spices and wines. 
The entire section had been abandoned decades ago, back in Khetep’s time. 
Only Khefru and Ghazid came and went through its darkened corridors 
these days, and Nagash’s servant alone had the key to Sukhet’s chamber. 


Khefru led the way, holding an oil lamp in one trembling hand. The priest 
moved unerringly through the labyrinthine hallways, until he finally came 
upon an unmarked door of heavy, scarred teak. Khefru fumbled in his robes 
for several long moments before producing a long rod of tarnished bronze 
that he fit into the door’s massive wood and bronze lock. 


The mechanism turned with a loud clatter. As Khefru started to pull the 
door open, Arkhan the Black stepped forward and shoved the servant 
roughly aside, sending the oil lamp crashing to the floor. Behind the vizier, 
Raamket and Shepsu-hur rushed silently into the cell. 


The chamber was small, barely twelve paces by six. A narrow bed was set 
against one long wall, with a cedar chest at the end for the prince’s clothes. 
Opposite the bed stood a narrow table with a single chair and a small oil 
lamp, where the prince would take his meals or read books brought to him 
from the library. Though he was allowed to walk the grounds of the palace 
within carefully proscribed limits, the small room had been Sukhet’s home 
for nearly ten years. 


Ghazid rose from his pallet just inside the door, his battered face gaping in 
terror. He let out a wordless, childlike cry of fear as Raamket seized his 
arms and hurled him out of the way. The servant hit the stone wall beside 
the table and crumpled into a senseless heap. 


Sukhet bolted from the narrow bed as the two noblemen closed in on him. 
Raamket reached him first, closing a powerful hand around the prince’s left 
arm. Sukhet’s right arm flashed downwards in a blurring arc, and Raamket 
let out a roar of pain. The handle of a small eating knife jutted from the 
man’s collarbone, just a few inches to the right of his neck. 


Shepsu-hur stepped forwards and smashed his fist into the prince’s face, 
breaking his aquiline nose and splitting his lip. Sukhet’s head jerked back 
and hit the wall over the bed, and the young man collapsed. 
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Raamket and Shepsu-hur grabbed the prince’s legs and dragged him 
roughly onto the floor. Ghazid, regaining his senses, cowered against the 
wall and began to wail in terror. Sukhet spat blood and tried to tear himself 
free from the grip of his assailants, but then a shadow fell over him from the 
doorway of the cell. 


Nagash loomed over the young prince with a pair of long, copper needles 
clutched in his hands. 


“Hold him still!” he snapped. The coppery smell of spilled blood hung in 
the close air of the chamber, making the king almost dizzy with hunger. 


Shepsu-hur and Raamket tightened their grip on the prince’s arms, their 
faces contorted with effort. Nagash lunged forwards like a striking snake 
and drove the needles home. Sukhet’s body went rigid with agony, the sight 
of which made Ghazid wail all the louder. 


“Shut him up!” Nagash snarled, and Raamket began to beat the old man. At 
a nod from the king, Shepsu-hur stripped away the prince’s tunic and threw 
it aside. 


“The ink!” Nagash commanded, turning and stretching his hand to Khefru, 
who still stood in the corridor beyond. 


The young priest hesitated, clutching the brush and ink pot in his hands. A 
look of dread marked his sallow, puffy features, but he had been given a 
taste of the king’s elixir more than once, and a faint gleam of hunger shone 
in his eyes. 


“Surely there is another way,” Khefru stammered. “We can’t do this, master. 
Not to him.” 


“You dare to question me?” the king hissed. “You, of all people? He is flesh 
and blood, just like all the others you stole off the city streets. He is no 
different from the slaves whose blood you drained, and then sipped from a 
golden cup!” 


“He is a prince!” Khefru cried. “The son of Thutep and the Daughter of the 
Sun. The gods will not forgive us!” 


“The gods?” Nagash said incredulously. “You little fool. We are gods now. 
The secret of immortality is ours.” He gestured to the stricken prince. “His 
body is charged with divine power. Imagine how much sweeter, how much 
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more potent it will be. We might not need another taste for a hundred 
years!” 


Anguish wracked Khefru’s face. “If it’s divine blood you want, then kill a 
priest!” he cried. “If he dies, you lose your hold on Neferem, and Lahmia 
may well declare war against us. Is that what you want?” 


“Neferem will not hear of this,” Nagash said coldly, “until such time as I 
choose to tell her. Neither will Lahmia be told.” He took a threatening step 
towards Khefru. “Sukhet has to die. He is too dangerous to be allowed to 
live. Did you not see how the people reacted to him at court?” 


“But the queen—” Khefru stammered. 


“The queen does not rule here!” Nagash roared. “Don’t tell me you have 
fallen under that witch’s spell, have you? Have you? Because if you would 
rather I took the blood of a priest, I will open your veins here and now.” 


Khefru recoiled from the king’s malevolent voice, straight into the arms of 
Arkhan, who held him in an iron grip. The priest glanced up into the 
vizier’s ghoulish face, and the courage went out of him. With trembling 
hands, he held out the ink and brush to the king. 


Nagash took the instruments and turned back to the prince’s rigid body. His 
eyes shone with avarice. 


“Have a bowl ready once I’ve finished with the glyphs,” he said as he knelt 
beside Sukhet. “I don’t want to waste a single drop.” 


Hours later, Nagash swept down the darkened corridor outside the queen’s 
chambers, his robes billowing behind him like the wings of a desert eagle. 
Blood roared in his temples and burned along his veins: stolen blood, hot 
with the vitality of youth and the divinity of royal birth. 


The guards standing outside the queen’s door were hard-bitten men, cruel 
and incorruptible. As the queen’s jailers they were prepared to die at a 
moment’s notice to keep the queen’s chambers sacrosanct, but they all 
quailed like frightened children at the sudden appearance of the king. They 
looked into Nagash’s eyes and glimpsed the terrible power burning in their 
depths, like the fiery gaze of Usirian. As one, the guards sank to their knees 
and pressed their foreheads to the stone, their bodies trembling in fear. The 
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king paid them no mind, sweeping past them like a storm wind and 
knocking the heavy door open with a brush of his left hand. 


At once, a chorus of frightened shouts arose from the maids sleeping in the 
great antechamber beyond. They rose from their couches in terror, crying 
out the name of their mistress and begging the gods for aid. 


“Silence!” Nagash cried, clenching his left hand into a fist and reciting an 
incantation in his mind. At once, the shadows of the great room thickened 
like ink and swallowed the women up in an icy embrace. He glided across 
the piled rugs, past their silent and quaking bodies, and burst into Neferem’s 
bedroom. 


The chamber was luxuriously appointed, with a gleaming marble floor and 
a high terrace that looked northwards towards the great river. Neferem had 
risen swiftly from her bed and covered her naked body with a silk sheet. 
Her black hair was unbound and spilled across her bare shoulders, and her 
eyes gleamed like a cat’s in the moonlight. For the first time, a look of real 
fear shone upon Neferem’s face. 


Once more, Nagash looked upon her and was gripped with desire. With the 
power seething in his body, power drained from her son’s veins he knew 
that he could take whatever he wished from her. He smiled a jackal’s smile. 


“I’ve been thinking,” he said slowly. 


Neferem said nothing. Her body was taut with tension. All at once, Nagash 
realised that she had positioned herself with her back almost to the terrace 
across the room. If he took one step closer, he was certain she would throw 
herself from the balcony. The thought only made him want her even more. 


“When I saw you at the assembly today, alongside your son, I realised that 
what I had done to you was wrong,” Nagash said. He indicated the bedroom 
with a wave of his arm. “It isn’t right to keep you locked up here, like a 
caged bird. I cannot possess you in such a way. Your will is strong, nearly 
as strong as mine, and you have already said that you would sooner die than 
submit to me. Every year that passes only draws you further from my grasp, 
until one day you will shed your mortal flesh and join your husband in the 
afterlife.” 


A wary look came over Neferem’s face. Her body relaxed very slightly. 
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“What you say is true,” she replied. “If you thought to break my will by 
reuniting me with Sukhet this afternoon, it did just the opposite.” 


“Oh, I know,” the king said. “Your will is very strong, nearly as strong as 
mine. I see that now. And so, I’m here to set you free.” 


The Daughter of the Sun gave Nagash a bewildered look. 
“What do you mean?” she asked. 


“T mean you have a choice,” the king said with a smile. “Here and now, I 
swear an Oath before the gods not to harm Sukhet from this moment 
forward. I will not use him to compel you ever again.” He took a slow step 
forwards. “You are free to choose your own fate. Either remain here as you 
are and rule alongside me, or drink this, and life as you know it will end.” 


Nagash raised his right hand. In it he held a small golden cup, half-full with 
dark liquid. The elixir was still warm, fresh from Sukhet’s young heart. The 
queen considered the cup. Her face became very still and calm. 


“You swear that Sukhet will be safe?” 


“From this moment forward he may do as he wishes,” Nagash said. “I 
swear it, by all the gods.” 


The Daughter of the Sun nodded, and came to a swift decision. “Give me 
the cup, then,” she said. 


“Are you certain?” Nagash asked. “Once you have drunk from the cup, 
there will be no turning back.” Neferem raised her chin and gave Nagash a 
haughty look. 


“T have never been more certain of anything in my life,” she replied. “Let 
the darkness come. I weary of this sad and terrible life.” The necromancer 
smiled. 


“As you wish, queen,” he said, and handed the cup to her. “Drink deep, 
loyal wife. The effect will be swift and painless.” 
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TWENTY-FIVE 
The Road of Bones 


Quatar, The City of the Dead, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


The army of the east had marched through the night and on into the sunrise, 
hastening their steps towards the City of the Dead. 


The first companies crested the high dunes at the western edge of the Plain 
of Usirian just before midday, and when they saw the white city 
shimmering in the searing light they raised their hands to the sky and 
thanked the Great Father for their deliverance. They lurched and stumbled 
down the sandy slope, breaking ranks as they succumbed to the promise of 
cool water, fresh food and a pallet in the shade where they could sleep 
without fear. The noblemen in command of the companies made a half- 
hearted effort to restore discipline, but their throats were caked in dust and 
after weeks of strict rations they were hungrier than they had ever been in 
their lives. When the subsequent formations reached the edge of the plain 
and saw the headlong rush for the city they joined in, until by the time 
Rakh-amn-hotep reached the dunes with the army’s centre he saw a 
veritable flood of tanned bodies pouring across the rocky ground towards 
Quatar’s stained walls. 


The king reined in his chariot with a stream of bitter curses. The leading 
edge of the mob was more than a mile away. There was no stopping them, 
but Rakh-amn-hotep vowed that he would have their commanders whipped 
before the day was out. His presence at the dune crest kept the rest of the 
army in line. He could see temptation in the eyes of the men, but one look 
at the king’s furious expression was enough to remind them of their 
training, and their discipline held as they continued on to Quatar. 


Rakh-amn-hotep waited there as the rest of the host filed past, baking in the 
still, dusty air as he watched for the leading elements of the army’s 
rearguard. The long, terrible retreat would not be done until the last man of 
the last company passed through the city gates. 


The king’s chariot driver wiped his gleaming brow and pulled a thin leather 
flask from his belt. He offered it first to the king, but Rakh-amn-hotep 
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stoically declined. 
“Drink your fill,” he told the man. “I can wait.” 


When the creak and rumble of chariot wheels reached the king’s ears 
several minutes later it took Rakh-amn-hotep by surprise. He found himself 
blinking dazedly to the west. 


“So soon?” he murmured. “By the gods, is this all we have left?” 


The army’s remaining chariots and its squadrons of heavy horsemen rode 
past the king in good order, tired but proud of their hard duty covering the 
army’s retreat. The Rasetran chariots were pulled by horses, taken from the 
supply train when their swift jungle lizards had perished in the heat. The 
charioteers raised their weapons in weary salute to the king. 


Ekhreb, the king’s champion, appeared with the last of the rearguard 
squadrons, riding in the saddle of a dust-stained mare. 


“What did you do with your chariot, you damned fool?” the king asked. 


“Traded it to a bandit princess for a cup of cool water,” the champion 
replied in a deadpan voice. 


“She didn’t try to entice you with her other charms?” 
“She may have tried. I was too busy drinking.” 


The king managed a weary chuckle, and asked, “What did happen to your 
chariot?” Ekhreb sighed. 


“We hit one too many rocks cutting back and forth across the road. The left 
wheel was cracked through. Fortunately, the cavalry has plenty of spare 
horses.” 


“Any signs of pursuit?” the king asked, but the champion shook his head. 


“Not since dawn,” he said. “We were probed by some Numasi horsemen 
just before the moons set, but they withdrew off to the west just before 
daybreak.” Rakh-amn-hotep nodded thoughtfully. 


“They assumed we’d make camp at daybreak, like normal,” he said. “Now 
they’re more than half a day’s march behind us. That’s the first good news 
we’ ve had in weeks.” 
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“And not a moment too soon,” Ekhreb agreed. He gestured at the distant 
mob streaming across the plain. “The men are at their breaking point.” 


“Only half of them,” the king replied testily. “It’s a disgrace, but the officers 
are to blame. After we’ve had a day’s rest I intend to sort things out, believe 
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me. 


“And there will be much wailing and gnashing of teeth in the city of 
Quatar,” the champion said with a rueful grin. He watched the running 
figures for a moment, and then his brow furrowed in bemusement. 


Rakh-amn-hotep was just about to order his chariot forwards again when he 
caught the look on his champion’s face. 


“What is it?” he asked. 


“T’m not sure,” Ekhreb said. “Does the city look strange to you?” 


At the far end of the Plain of Usirian the city of Quatar shimmered like a 
desert mirage. Its white walls, once stained with the red rain of Nagash’s 
terrible plague, had been bleached by years of relentless sunlight, and they 
shimmered with heat like clay fresh from the kiln. The City of the Dead 
gleamed like a new sepulchre, and the men of the allied army rushed 
towards it with open arms and hoarse shouts of joy. 


None of the exhausted warriors noticed that Quatar’s gates were still shut, 
at a time when there ought to have been a meagre but steady flow of traffic 
into and out of the city. Nor did they wonder at the lack of smoke hanging 
over the rooftops. The hearths and clay ovens had all gone cold during the 
night. 


The warriors made it to the cool shadow of the city walls and fell to their 
knees, gasping, and in some cases weeping in relief. Red-faced noblemen 
shouted up at the battlements, calling for a guard to throw open the gates. 
After a moment, the rest of the men took up the shout, calling loudly 
enough to wake the dead. 


In the darkness of the city’s eastern gatehouse half a dozen pallid figures 
were startled awake by the clamour. They cursed in surprise at the sound of 
hundreds of shouting voices, and in their fear and confusion they 
commanded their warriors to awaken. 
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All along the broad walkway running atop the western wall, thousands of 
skeletal warriors began to stir. Bleached skulls rose from the stone 
walkway, turning this way and that in search of their foes. Bones clattered 
and scraped as they reached for bows and arrows or bundles of bronze- 
headed javelins. There were no shouted commands, nor the strident call of 
war-horns. Silent and purposeful, the undead warriors climbed to their feet 
and took aim at the helpless men below. 


The first hissing flight of arrows went almost unnoticed by the warriors on 
the plain. Men toppled over dead with scarcely a sound, or collapsed in 
shock as the pain of their wounds took hold. The groans of the dying were 
drowned by the cheers and desperate pleas of their comrades for several 
seconds more, until a ragged volley of javelins darkened the sky overhead 
and fell in a deadly rain among the reeling mob. Shouts of relief turned to 
frightened screams as scores of men were wounded or slain. Warriors 
shouted in panic and confusion. Some waved their arms wildly at the gaunt 
silhouettes atop the wall, believing that the city’s defenders were firing on 
them by mistake. Officers shouted conflicting orders, some acting on 
instinct and trying to form the men into companies, while others screamed 
for a full retreat and fled back towards the rest of the army. The men caught 
in between, dazed with exhaustion and hunger, were cut down where they 
stood. 


When the first arrows started to fly, Rakh-amn-hotep could not believe his 
eyes. He rubbed his hand across his face and squinted into the harsh light, 
convinced that he’d been mistaken. Then he heard the faint sound of 
screams and the strident call of horns from the centre of the army and the 
awful truth struck home. 


“Gods above,” the king said softly, his voice numb with despair. “Nagash 
has taken Quatar. How in the name of all that is holy...” 


Ekhreb cursed, reaching for his sword. 
“What do we do, great one?” he asked. 


The world seemed to spin around the king. He swayed on his feet, clutching 
the side of the chariot to steady himself. 
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“Do?” he echoed, his voice filled with dismay. “What can we do? That 
monster is always one step ahead of us! It’s as though he knows our every 
thought—” 


“If that were true his men would be right on our heels, herding us to 
slaughter,” the champion snapped, his tone so sharp that it struck the king 
like a blow. “Get a hold of yourself. Nagash is no all-seeing god. He’s taken 
Quatar, but we’re not encircled yet. We still have room to manoeuvre, but 
the men need direction. What are your orders?” 


Rakh-amn-hotep recoiled from the champion’s stern tone, but Ekhreb’s 
words had their desired effect. Anger replaced shock and despair, and the 
king began to think. 


“All right,” the king growled. “Let’s get ourselves out of this mess.” He 
stared at the distant city and shook his head bitterly. “We can’t retake the 
city, not in the shape we’re in.” Once more, despair threatened to 
overwhelm him, but the Rakh-amn-hotep pushed the feelings aside. “We’ll 
have to continue the retreat.” 


The champion nodded. “South, down the trade road to Ka-Sabar, or north, 
towards the River Vitae?” he asked. 


“Neither,” Rakh-amn-hotep growled. “If we go north, Nagash can trap us 
against the river and destroy us. And Ka-Sabar lies too far to the south. 
Without supplies we’d lose more than half the army on the march.” With a 
bleak look on his face, he pointed further eastwards, beyond the City of the 
Dead. “No, we’ll have to circle around Quatar and risk the Valley of Kings. 
It’s more defensible, and Mahrak lies at the far end. We know we can find 
safe haven there.” 


The king did not point out that such a retreat would spell the doom of the 
great crusade against the Usurper. Nagash would pursue them eastwards, 
and from this day forward the armies of the east would be fighting, not for 
the sake of Nehekhara, but for the survival of their people. The alliance 
would very likely end, as each king sought to make his own peace with 
Khenri. 


Rakh-amn-hotep looked out across the Plain of Usirian and felt the tides of 
the war turning, flowing inexorably from his grasp. 
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“Form up your horsemen and chariots,” he told Ekhreb, and pointed off to 
the south-east. “You’ll lead the advance around the southern edge of the city 
in case the enemy tries to block our path to the valley. If no one challenges 
you, ride on to the Gates of the Dawn and seize the fortifications. There are 
cisterns and storehouses within the walls. We’ll take all we can carry and 
see if the Lybarans can find a way to collapse the gates behind us. That 
might buy us another day or two.” 


Ekhreb accepted Rakh-amn-hotep’s orders with a curt nod. After all he had 
seen during the battle at the fountains and the grim retreat afterwards, the 
thought of destroying the ancient Gates made no impression on him at all. 


“What about you?” he asked the king. The Rasetran nodded at the chaos 
spreading across the plain. 


“I’m going down there to rally those damned fools and get them moving,” 
he said. He held out his hand. “Get going, old friend,” he told his champion. 
“T’ll see you in the valley beyond the Gates of the Dawn. By then I’Il have 
figured out a proper punishment for giving me the sharp side of your 
tongue.” Ekhreb gathered up his reins. 


“You could relieve me of command and send me home,” he offered. “It 
would be a terrible disappointment, but I imagine I could live with it.” 


“Couldn’t we all,” the king retorted, and the two warriors parted ways, 
racing to pull their army back from the brink of destruction once again. 


Arkhan awoke in darkness, feeling the stirring of his skeletal warriors like 
the buzzing of wasps within his brain. 


He was sitting upon the Ivory Throne of Quatar, his pale face and hands 
stained black with drying blood from the entertainments of the night before. 
A handful of immortals slept upon the blood-spattered floor around the 
throne, surrounded by the detritus of their revels. Most of the vizier’s 
undead brethren had scattered across the city with the coming of the dawn, 
seeking their own solitary havens to wait out the light of day. It appeared 
that he was not the only immortal growing ever more solitary and 
mistrustful as the years went by. 
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The vizier experienced a moment of disorientation, like a man wakened 
suddenly from a dream. He could sense a portion of his makeshift army in 
action off to the west, probably the bowmen he’d situated along the city 
wall. Though the undead were extensions of his will, his ability to sense 
their activities was vague at best despite his growing skill. At the moment 
the connection was more tenuous still, and with a start he realised that it 
was midday, and the hateful sun was almost directly overhead. 


The other immortals were beginning to stir, peering warily into the darkness 
of the throne room. Raamket rose swiftly to his feet, swathed in a fresh kilt 
and a knee-length coat of soft flesh. Nagash had been very specific as to the 
fate of Nemuhareb, the Priest King of Quatar, but less so with the rest of the 
king’s family. The immortal had stripped away the skin of Nemuhareb’s 
children with care. 


“What is happening?” Raamket hissed. Clothed in human skin and dappled 
with dried gore, the noble’s voice was thin and fearful as a child’s. 


“The enemy is here,” Arkhan snarled, leaping from the throne. Behind him 
came a rustle of flesh and the faint drip of blood as the wind of his passing 
stirred what was left of the Lord of Tombs. At the command of the Undying 
King, Nemuhareb had been skinned alive, and his hide, with its nerves 
carefully and magically preserved, had been stretched across a standard 
pole and painted with necromantic runes using the king’s heart blood. When 
Nagash’s army eventually marched from Quatar they would carry the flayed 
skin and tormented soul of Nemuhareb before them as a warning to those 
who would defy the will of Khemri. 


“The damned eastern kings force-marched their armies the rest of the way 
to Quatar instead of waiting one more day as Nagash expected,” Arkhan 
continued, his anger growing by the moment. He cursed himself for a fool. 


After weeks of hounding Akhmen-hotep and the Bronze Host across the 
Great Desert he’d allowed himself to indulge in too much celebration after 
his easy conquest of Quatar. Now, instead of Nagash’s army pinning their 
foes against the city walls and slaughtering them, Arkhan was faced with 
stopping the eastern armies with the scrapings taken from the city 
necropolis. The archers and javelin throwers on the walls were the best- 
armed troops he had, and his immortals were imprisoned inside their own 
havens for as long as the sun burned overhead. 
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The vizier’s blood-smeared hands clenched into impotent fists. Furious, he 
sent a single, burning command to his undead army. 


At this point there was nothing left for Arkhan to do but kill as many of the 
easterners as he could. 


The eastern end of the Plain of Usirian had been transformed into a killing 
ground. Hundreds of dead and dying men littered the rocky field beneath 
the walls of Quatar, and still the arrows arced through the blazing sky. The 
survivors of the allied armies’ ill-fated lead companies were in full flight, 
trampling one another in their haste to escape the rain of death. As they ran, 
bony hands burst from the loose soil and clutched at their ankles. Men fell 
screaming as the earth heaved and countless skeletons burst from the 
ground among the panicked troops and set upon them with jagged teeth and 
claw-like fingers. 


Those few that survived the jaws of Arkhan’s fearsome trap retreated back 
to the main body of the eastern host and sent tremors of terror and despair 
through the ranks. Men wavered, already pushed to the limits of their 
resolve by the hardships of the long retreat. Officers shouted 
encouragement and uttered blistering oaths to try to keep their warriors in 
line, but for a few, desperate moments the allied army teetered on the brink 
of collapse. 


Then, just as all seemed lost, the sound of war-horns carried through the din 
and the earth rumbled like a drum under the beat of thousands of hooves as 
the army’s weary cavalry swept down the column’s right flank and charged 
once more into the fray. They smashed through part of the shambling horde 
of skeletons, smashing their bodies to pieces and grinding them under their 
hooves before swinging to the south and circling around the enemy-held 
city. 


Though the charge had only stopped part of the enemy attack, it restored 
some of the army’s lost courage and halted the mindless spread of panic. 
Moments later Rakh-amn-hotep reached the centre of the army, riding past 
the frightened companies and galvanising them with his presence. He 
roared imprecations at the retreating warriors, halting them in their tracks 
through the sheer, indomitable force of his presence. Oblivious to the 
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arrows hissing through the air around him, he sent the shattered companies 
marching to the rear of the column and formed a battleline to receive the 
advancing horde. 


The skeletons attacked in waves, clawing mindlessly at the shields and 
helms of the exhausted spearmen, but with the king at their back the 
companies stood their ground and they hurled back one assault after the 
next. Men in the rear ranks picked up rocks and hurled them at the 
shambling skeletons, smashing skulls and splitting ribcages. 


After weathering five separate attacks, Rakh-amn-hotep passed a command 
to his signallers, and the army began to advance. The companies pressed 
forwards, a step at a time, carving a path through the skeletal horrors and 
slowly working their way around the perimeter of the city towards the 
Gates of the Dawn. 


Arrows continued to rain down on the warriors from the walls of Quatar, 
but the range was great, and few found their mark. Rakh-amn-hotep rolled 
up and down the length of the advancing army, encouraging them to keep 
pushing forwards against the tide of bones. 


One hour passed, and then another. Weary beyond reason, the army fought 
on, passing south of Quatar and then forcing their way eastwards. The 
Rasetran king turned his attention to forming a rearguard from the mauled 
companies at the back of the column, standing with them and holding off 
what remained of the undead attackers while the rest of the host retreated 
safely beyond their reach. 


The fire of the archers dwindled steadily as their supply of arrows ran low, 
and less than two hundred skeletons remained on the sun-baked plain to 
challenge the retreating host. The ghastly mob made one last attempt 
against the rearguard, and this time the eastern warriors responded with 
such fury that not one of the grisly warriors survived. 


Alone and unchallenged upon the field, the rearguard raised their spears and 
offered praise to the gods and to Rakh-amn-hotep for their victory, but 
when the warriors turned to salute their king they found his chariot empty. 
Rakh-amn-hotep lay upon the ground just a few yards away, his chariot 
driver kneeling at his side. An arrow, one of the very last fired from the city 
walls, had taken the bold king in the throat. 
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TWENTY-SIX 
The City of the Gods 


Quatar, the City of the Dead, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


So long as he drank his master’s elixir, Arkhan the Black was immortal. 
Thus, pain applied in just the right way could be made to last a very, very 
long time. 


The vizier writhed and gurgled in a sticky pool of his own fluids, smothered 
by a wet, chitinous blanket of tomb beetles. His clothes and most of his skin 
had long since been eaten away, and the flesh beneath chewed to a pulp as 
the scarabs worked their way into the tender organs beneath. When he tried 
to keep screaming, the air whistled tunelessly through the gaping holes in 
his throat, and all that emerged from his gaping mouth was the rustling, 
tearing sound of hundreds of pairs of mandibles. 


Nagash sat straight-backed upon the throne of Quatar with the hide of its 
former ruler stirring at his back. His immortals, as well as the vassal Kings 
of Numas and Zandri, all waited upon the king as he meted out his 
displeasure on the vizier. Nagash’s undead champions watched Arkhan’s 
suffering with wary, subdued expressions. Never before had they been 
shown the agonies that one of their own kind could be made to endure, and, 
to a man, they all feared that they could be next. For the kings, however, the 
horror was even worse. Seheb and Nuneb had collapsed early on, their eyes 
wide and feverish with shock. Their Ushabti had little choice but to take the 
twin kings by the arms and hold them bodily upright until Nagash declared 
the audience to be at an end. Amn-nasir drank and drank from the goblet 
clutched in his trembling hand, but no amount of wine and crushed lotus 
could banish the scene unfolding at his feet. 


The beetles had been at work for more than an hour, and yellowed bones 
could be seen amid the tattered scraps of red meat still clinging to Arkhan’s 
frame. With a rustle and a swirl of the necromancer’s ghostly retinue, 
Nagash stretched forth his hand and the swarm of beetles fled the vizier’s 
ruined body in a chittering tide, racing across the marble floor and over the 
sandalled feet of the immortals. 
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“You failed me,” the Undying King said. He rose to his feet and approached 
Arkhan’s ravaged form. “I delivered our enemies into your hands, and you 
let them slip away.” 


Arkhan’s body shivered and twitched. He turned his shredded face to his 
master. Blood and other fluids pooled in the empty eye sockets. His jaw 
worked clumsily, driven by just a few remaining shreds of muscle, but the 
only sound he could manage was a thin, tortured wheeze. 


The Undying King held out his hand, and Ghazid, his servant, appeared 
from the shadows behind the throne. The blind wretch carried a wide 
copper bowl brimming with a thick, steaming crimson fluid, and he walked 
with exaggerated care, as though fearful of spilling a single drop. A shiver 
went through the immortals as they smelled the elixir. One or two even 
forgot themselves and took a step or two towards the bowl, their blue lips 
drawn back in a rictus of thirst. Nagash stilled them with a single look. 


For several long minutes there was only the swish of the servant’s feet upon 
the stones and Arkhan’s jagged, whistling breaths. 


It had been barely seven hours since the ambush outside the city walls. The 
main body of Nagash’s host had arrived within two hours after sunset. As 
soon as the king realised he’d been deceived he’d driven his troops 
forwards with merciless zeal, but by then it was already too late. The armies 
of the east had withdrawn far up into the Valley of Kings, and the Lybarans 
had managed to collapse the Gates of the Dawn behind them. The king’s 
skeletal horde was digging its way through the rubble with the untiring 
energy of the living dead, but it would be hours, perhaps days, before a path 
could be cleared to allow the army through. 


The plain outside the City of the Dead was carpeted with the bodies of the 
fallen. Perhaps five thousand enemy troops had been killed in the battle, but 
many more had managed to escape. The Undying King had not been 
pleased by the news. 


Ghazid came to a halt beside his master. Nagash glanced down into the 
bowl’s depths, and placed his palm against the red, turgid surface. 


The necromancer’s gaze fell to the vizier’s ruined body. His ghostly 
servants reached out to Arkhan, winding ethereal tendrils around his arms 
and legs, and then picking him up off the floor. He hung upright before his 
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master, dangling awkwardly like a smashed puppet. Blood ran from the 
chewed flesh in long, ropy strands. 


Nagash stepped forwards and pressed his bloody hand to Arkhan’s raw 
face. The immortal stiffened, bones and cartilage crackling wetly as the 
sorcerous mixture went to work restoring the vizier’s body. Limbs twisted 
and popped, pulled back into place by knitting muscle and tendons. Blood 
poured in a rush from split arteries and veins as Arkhan’s heart gained 
strength, pouring onto the marble, and then slowing steadily as the vessels 
closed and were covered by a pale film of skin. 


More cartilage popped in Arkhan’s throat. The vizier’s chest swelled with 
an agonised breath, and he let out a single, tortured scream. 


The Undying King took his hand away from Arkhan’s face. The red print of 
his palm and fingertips vanished in moments, like water soaked into 
parched earth. Arkhan shuddered convulsively, and then spoke. His words 
came haltingly as his lips grew back to cover his teeth. 


“We... did... all,” he stammered. “All that... could... be done.” Arkhan 
shuddered again. Newly formed eyes rolled in their sockets. “They... came 
in daylight.” 


“Better you had burned and done my bidding!” Nagash cried, and the 
braziers guttered as though caught in a desert wind. 


“Slay me then!” Arkhan said. “Cast me to the flames if it please you, 
master.” 


Nagash gave his vizier a calculating stare. 


“In time, perhaps,” he said. “For now, you will continue to serve me. We 
march upon Mahrak as soon as a path to the valley has been cleared.” 


A stir went through the assembly, and Amn-nasir’s face rose from the 
depths of his goblet. 


“Mahrak?” he asked hoarsely, as though the name made little sense to him. 
Seheb let out a groan. Nuneb stiffened. 


“We cannot,” Seheb said, his lips trembling with fear. “We dare not march 
upon the City of the Gods! You go too far—” 
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“No city in Nehekhara has need of two rulers,” Nagash said coldly, turning 
and fixing Seheb with a contemptuous stare. The necromancer pointed to 
Nuneb. “Bring him here.” 


At once, half a dozen immortals moved towards the twin kings. Their 
Ushabti moved to shield the kings, their hands darting to the swords slung 
across their backs. 


“No!” Seheb cried. The young king fell to his knees. “Forgive me, great 
one! I... I misspoke. I merely meant to say that we have thrown back the 
invaders. The west is secure, and our cities have been neglected for many 
years.” He cast about fearfully, looking to Amn-nasir for support and 
receiving only a hooded stare in return. “If you would complete the 
destruction of Rasetra and Lybaras, so be it, but what purpose would it 
serve to attack Mahrak?” 


“Who do you imagine we do battle with, you little fool?” Nagash snarled. 
“Do you think these petty kings would dare defy Khemri alone? No, 
Mahrak is the heart of this rebellion. The Hieratic Council fears me, for I 
have learned the truth about them and their feckless gods.” The 
necromancer raised his bloodstained hand and clenched it into a fist. “When 
Mahrak falls, the kings of the east will bow to me, and a new empire will be 
born.” 


Seheb stared up at the Undying King, his eyes bright with fear. The 
immortals were only a few steps away, waiting on Nagash’s command. 
Steeling himself, he pressed his forehead to the marble floor, as a slave 
would before his master. 


“As you command, great one, so shall it be,” he said. “Let Mahrak be 
brought to its knees before your might.” 


Nagash considered the twin kings for a moment more, and then waved the 
immortals away. 


“The last battle is almost at hand,” he said, as the pale figures returned to 
their places. “Serve me well, and you will prosper. Immortality itself will be 
yours.” 


Another wave of the necromancer’s hand, and his spirits released Arkhan. 
The vizier landed in a heap, still too weak to stand, but his skin was whole 
once more. Nagash studied the fallen vizier and nodded thoughtfully. 
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“Great shall be the wonders of the coming age,” he said. 


The gods alone saved the armies of the east, or so its warriors believed. 


They had found the Gates of the Dawn abandoned, a thing unheard of since 
Settra’s time, hundreds of years past. Ekhreb and his riders took the 
fortifications without incident, and found its storehouses well stocked with 
food, water and supplies, enough to sustain the army on the long march to 
Mahrak. The companies each drew their own stores as they passed through 
the gates into the Valley of Kings, and were even able to steal a few hours’ 
rest while the Lybaran engineers searched for a way to bring the 
fortifications down. 


While they waited, the rumour spread that Rakh-amn-hotep, the Rasetran 
king, had been killed by an arrow, fighting alongside the rearguard outside 
Quatar. Hekhmenukep, the Priest King of Lybaras, still clung to life, but 
none knew for how long. The host’s surviving nobles began to talk of 
returning to their homes. For the space of a few hours that afternoon, the 
army once again teetered on the brink of destruction. 


Then the news spread through the ranks: Rakh-amn-hotep still lived! The 
enemy’s arrow had wounded him gravely, but by luck alone the shaft had 
missed the major arteries. The rearguard brought him into the fortifications, 
where the army’s priests took him under their care. 


Then, when the Lybaran engineers had done their work, trumpets blared 
from atop the fortifications, and the army was assembled in ranks on the 
western side of the wall. Amid a fanfare of horns, a column of chariots rode 
through the gates and passed slowly down the length of the column. Cheers 
went up from the weary Lybarans as they saw their king riding in the lead 
chariot. Hekhmenukep’s fever had broken over the course of the afternoon, 
and he had ordered his Ushabti to prepare his chariot so that the men could 
see that he was well. He managed little more than to stay upright as he rode 
all the way to the front of the army, but the gesture had the desired effect. 
Their morale restored, the army resumed their long retreat eastwards, 
towards Mahrak. Behind them, the ancient fortifications built by the first 
king of Quatar collapsed in a rumble of grinding stone and a rising pall of 
chalk-white dust. 
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The destruction of the gates bought the army two full days. The allied host 
made good use of the time, racing all night and half the next day along the 
broad, dusty road that ran the length of the sacred valley. They camped in 
the shadows of the oldest tombs in Nehekhara, where the tribes laid their 
chiefs to rest before the creation of the great cities. There was great power 
invested in the ancient tombs, and the priests of the allied armies drew on 
that power with a willingness they’d never demonstrated in the march to the 
west. They summoned desert spirits and wove cunning illusions to trap and 
confound their pursuers, while mounted raiders laid bloody ambushes for 
any enemy horsemen that pressed too closely to the retreating column. 


Two days after the battle at Quatar the sky to the west tured dark as pitch, 
like the heart of a raging sandstorm, and the allied army knew that Nagash 
and his forces had entered the Valley of Kings. Cloaked in howling 
blackness, the immortals and the companies of the dead pursued the allied 
armies without pause. As the undead horde stumbled onto the traps laid by 
the priests the valley shook with peals of thunder and strange, unearthly 
roars, and lurid flashes of lightning lit the edges of the dust clouds as the 
armies marched at night. 


Slowly but surely, the gap between the two armies closed. The immortals 
learned to defeat the priests’ illusions, and their necromantic powers 
allowed them to banish or destroy the spirits sent against them. They 
ransacked the ancient tombs to find more bodies to replenish their ranks, 
leaving nothing but rubble and ruin in their wake. With each passing night, 
they drew closer to their quarry, until the army’s rearguard was locked in 
constant skirmishes with Numasi scouts and light infantry. 


The terrain in the Valley of Kings was, however, favourable to defensive 
fighting. Clusters of stone crypts prevented massed cavalry charges and 
provided defensible positions for infantry and archers. There was no room 
to outflank the allied rearguard, and the defenders could fall back from one 
line of improvised fortifications to the next. The undead attackers pressed 
hard against the rearguard, and losses mounted, but the stubborn defenders 
succeeded in keeping Nagash’s troops away from the main body of the 
retreating host. 


Two weeks later, with roiling dust clouds looming at their backs, the 
vanguard of the eastern armies reached the Gates of the Dusk, and the 
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warriors of the east fell to their knees and thanked the gods for their 
deliverance. 


The Gates of the Dusk were older by far than their distant cousins to the 
west, some scholars even claiming that the great stone obelisks marking the 
entrance to the valley predated the Great Migration, though none would 
speculate on who could have raised such towering structures, or why. The 
massive stone pillars, eight in all, rose more than a hundred feet above the 
valley floor, and were arrayed side-by-side along the ancient road that 
wound along the base of the valley. During Settra’s time, low walls had 
been built from the sides of the valley up to the base of the obelisks, but 
construction was halted shortly thereafter when a terrible plague swept 
through the work parties. The architects took this to be a sign of the gods’ 
displeasure, and no further attempts were made to fortify the eastern end of 
the valley. A sprawling village of stone and mud-brick buildings that once 
supported the labourers still stood a quarter of a mile to the east of the great 
gates. Over time, it had been taken over by the temples of Djaf and Usirian 
as a stopping place for pilgrims who sought to visit the tombs of their 
ancestors within the valley. The village bustled with activity as the armies 
of the east filled the narrow streets and looked for places to make camp. 


Rakh-amn-hotep had been carried into the centre of the village and placed 
in an abandoned manor that had once belonged to a Lybaran royal architect. 
He was brought aboard an improvised palanquin layered with cloaks and 
cushions, and his Ushabti carried him with the utmost care. Ekhreb and a 
squadron of horsemen kept onlookers and well-wishers at a distance as the 
king was brought into the manor. 


While his miraculous survival was well known among the rank and file of 
the army, and, indeed, served to inspire the warriors many times during the 
hard march down the valley, what was not commonly known was that the 
bronze arrowhead had lodged deep in the king’s spine. Rakh-amn-hotep 
could move his eyes and manage a weak grunt if asked a simple question, 
but that was all. For all intents and purposes he was a living man trapped in 
a lifeless body. 


The king’s servants made Rakh-amn-hotep as comfortable as they could in 
a secluded part of the house, while Ekhreb and the army’s captains gathered 


2310 XRN 


and began making plans to defend the Gates of the Dusk from Nagash’s 
horde. Rakh-amn-hotep lay in the dim light of half a dozen oil lamps and 
listened to the murmuring voices in the manor’s common room, while a 
dozen priests dressed his wound and washed his body in warm water and 
scented oils. 


It was almost dawn. The army was almost fully encamped at the gates, with 
only the last squadrons of the rearguard still arriving from the night’s 
skirmishes. Suddenly, the king heard a commotion in the street outside the 
manor, and surprised shouts at the manor door. Conversation in the 
common room abruptly ceased, and the priests attending the king shared 
wotried glances as the commotion near the front of the old house increased. 


Rakh-amn-hotep’s hearing had grown as sharp as a bat’s since his injury. He 
could tell that the voices were moving, heading deeper into the house. After 
a few moments it became clear that they were, in fact, coming his way. His 
gaze fell upon the room’s single wooden door. 


The assembled priests climbed nervously to their feet as footfalls sounded 
in the corridor beyond. The door latch rattled, and Ekhreb stepped swiftly 
inside. The champion was still covered in white dust from the road, and 
there was an agitated expression on his handsome face. Ignoring the startled 
looks from the priests, he approached the king and bowed. 


“Nebunefer is here, with a delegation from the Hieratic Council at Mahrak,” 
he said gravely. “They wish to see you.” 


The two men locked eyes. It was a shameful thing for a man to be seen in 
such a crippled state, much less a king. Ekhreb looked willing and ready to 
send the delegates back to Mahrak if the king so wished. 


After a moment, Rakh-amn-hotep drew a deep breath, and let out a single 
grunt: Yes. 


Ekhreb bowed his head once more, and returned to the doorway. 
“The Priest King of Rasetra welcomes you,” he said into the darkness. 


The priests in the room bowed their heads and withdrew quickly to the 
edges of the room, and then sank to their knees as Nebunefer strode through 
the doorway. The aged priest had dispensed with his dust-stained robes, and 
wore the golden vestments of a high priest of Ptra. Behind him came four 


2311 XRN 


cloaked and hooded figures, their features completely hidden in layers of 
gauzy cotton. 


The delegation approached the king’s side and bowed deeply. Nebunefer 
raised his hands. 


“The blessings of Ptra the Glorious be upon you, great one,” the priest 
intoned. “Your name is spoken with reverence in the temples of the great 
city, where it rises like pleasing music to fill the ears of the gods.” 
Nebunefer turned and indicated the hooded figures with a sweep of his 
hand. “The Hieratic Council has been informed of your heroic deeds, great 
king,” the priest said gravely, “and they wish to give you this gift as a token 
of their gratitude.” 


Nebunefer bowed once more and stepped aside. As one, the figures reached 
up and drew back their hoods. Several of the priests in the room gasped in 
surprise. 


Rakh-amn-hotep found himself staring up at four identical golden masks, 
each one shaped by a master craftsman to capture the essence of a goddess. 
They were breathtaking in their perfection, from their almond-shaped eyes 
to the sleek curves of their cheeks and the promise of their full lips. The 
hammered gold glowed under the lamplight, and in the shifting shadows it 
seemed as though the masks smiled lovingly down upon the king. Black 
shadows pooled at the base of the priestesses’ long, pale throats. Each 
young woman wore a necklace of black asps to guard her virtue and show 
her devotion to the goddess Asaph. 


The priestesses gathered around the king’s head and stretched forth pale 
hands decorated in sinuous henna tattoos. Rakh-amn-hotep felt their cool 
touch as they peeled away his bandages and brushed lightly at his face. 
Then they laid their hands upon his wound and in a single voice they began 
to chant. 


The incantation was a long and arduous one, requiring a combination of 
timing, finesse and power. The priestesses’ hands wove a delicate web 
around the king’s wound, teasing the bronze arrowhead away from Rakh- 
amn-hotep’s spine and knitting the flesh together in its wake. By the time 
they were done the oil lamps had burnt out and bright moming sunlight was 
slanting into the room from the corridor beyond. 
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Three of the priestesses drew up their hoods and withdrew to the doorway. 
The fourth studied the king in silence for a moment, and then bent towards 
him until her perfect golden mask was scant inches from his face. The 
flickering tongues of asps tickled the king’s chin. 


Large, dark eyes looked into the king’s. The priestess exhaled, and Rakh- 
amn-hotep could somehow feel it through the mask, as though it had 
slipped past the goddess’ rounded lips. Her breath was warm and soft, and 
smelled of vanilla. 


“Rise,” the priestess whispered. “Rise, and give glory to Asaph.” 


With that, the priestess withdrew, drawing her hood up over her head and 
slipping silently from the room with her retinue at her back. 


Rakh-amn-hotep watched them go. He breathed deeply. A faint tremor 
passed through his body. His fingers twitched. Then slowly, painfully, the 
king pushed himself upright. He swung his legs over the edge of the 
palanquin and took another deep, racking breath. Then he pressed his hands 
to his face. 


“Glory be to Asaph,” he said in a ragged voice. 
“Glory be to Asaph,” Ekhreb echoed solemnly. Nebunefer smiled. 


“T am glad to see you well, great king. Given all you and your people have 
done in the long war against the Usurper, this was the least that we could 
do.” The Rasetran king lowered his hands and gave the priest a forbidding 
stare. 


“About damn time,” he growled. Nebunefer’s smile faded. 
“Excuse me?” 


“There are perhaps a thousand men between here and the Fountains of Life 
whose bones are bleaching in the sun because our healers could not save 
them,” the king said. “Where were the priestesses of Asaph then?” With a 
grunt, the king levered himself to his feet. “Where were the priests of 
Mahrak when a plague of madness was raging through Quatar? We have 
marched and fought and bled for your sake, Nebunefer. Nagash is nearly 
upon your doorstep, and it’s past time for you and your holy men to join the 
fight.” 
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The old priest bristled at the king’s tone. 


“We have opened our coffers to you and Hekhmenukep,” he snapped. “We 
paid for your armies twice over!” 


“You can keep your damned gold!” Rakh-amn-hotep shot back. “We would 
have fought that monster even had it beggared us!” The king took a step 
towards the old man, his anger rising. Then he caught himself. With an 
effort, he took a deep breath and continued. “You marched with us, 
Nebunefer. You were at Quatar. You’ve seen the bodies. Tens of thousands 
of dead men... Even if we win, our cities may never be the same again. If 
the Hieratic Council had been with us in the west—” 


“Tt isn’t as simple as that, great one,” Nebunefer said. 


“T’ve heard the stories of the battle at Zedri,” Rakh-amn-hotep said. “I 
know that Nagash’s defilement of Neferem has given him the power to 
negate your invocations, but by the gods! The things that your priests might 
have done to sustain us, far from the battle line...” 


“You know far less than you imagine,” Nebunefer hissed. He started to say 
more, and then paused. The old priest stared hard at the holy men ringing 
the room. “Leave us,” he commanded. 


When the priests were gone, Nebunefer glanced warily at Ekhreb, but 
Rakh-amn-hotep folded his arms stubbornly, and said, “He deserves to hear 
this as much as I do, perhaps more so.” Nebunefer frowned, but finally he 
shrugged his bony shoulders. 


“Very well,” he said with a sigh. “Do you know why Neferem renders our 
invocations powerless?” 


The Rasetran king considered the question, and then answered, “Because 
she represents the covenant between the gods and men, which is why Settra 
coerced the Hieratic Council into allowing his marriage to the Daughter of 
the Sun, hundreds of years ago. He sought to bind the sacred covenant 
governing all of Nehekhara with his household, and to prevent the council 
at Mahrak from ever turning their powers against him.” 


“But,” Nebunefer said with a raised finger, “the great king didn’t fully 
appreciate the significance of his marriage. The Daughter of the Sun does 
not represent the sacred covenant, she is the covenant made flesh.” 
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Rakh-amn-hotep scowled at the priest, and asked, “Why would the gods do 
such a thing?” Nebunefer smiled faintly. 


“As a sign of faith,” he replied. “Faith that our ancestors would honour their 
promise to give offerings and worship to the gods.” The king nodded 
thoughtfully. 


“And Nagash has claimed this covenant for his own. Gods above, he’s a 
usurper in more ways than one.” 


Nebunefer shook his head ruefully, and said, “For all his vaunted 
intelligence, Nagash doesn’t seem to fully appreciate what he’s done. If he 
wished, he could command the powers of the gods, in exchange for 
sacrifice and worship. As terrible as things have been, but for the Usurper’s 
arrogance it could have been far worse.” 


“That remains to be seen,” Rakh-amn-hotep growled. “Since Neferem 
represents the covenant, she is the conduit for the gods’ power. But such 
things work both ways.” 


The old priest nodded. “Our offerings do not reach the gods, nor do their 
gifts bless us in return,” he said. “Nagash has cut us off from our power, 
great one. We have not acted until now because we cannot.” 


The king’s hand strayed to his throat. “But what the priestesses just did...” 
he began. 


Nebunefer sighed. “A lifetime’s devotion to the gods transforms us. Our 
souls become charged with the power of the divine. Now, that is all we have 
left.” He nodded towards the door. “Those four priestesses gave up part of 
their souls so that you could walk again.” 


“Great gods,” Rakh-amn-hotep whispered. “How are we to stop this 
monster? His army will be here an hour after sunset. We must hold him at 
the Gates of the Dusk.” 


“We cannot hold Nagash here,” Nebunefer said. “The gates are poorly 
fortified, and your armies have been badly mauled already.” 


“My men don’t lack for courage,” the Rasetran king growled, “especially 
now that the beast is breathing at their door.” Nebunefer chuckled. 
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“After all that your warriors have done, no one will ever question their 
courage,” he said, “but if they remain here they will be overrun by dawn. 
Ask your man here if you don’t believe me.” 


The king looked to his champion. Ekhreb scowled, but nodded reluctantly. 


“He’s right, great one,” he said, “Those walls weren’t built high enough or 
broad enough to stop a determined army, and the men have nothing left to 
give. They will fight if you give the order, but they won’t last for long.” 


“What would you have us do, then?” Rakh-amn-hotep asked the priest with 
a sigh. 


“Withdraw,” Nebunefer replied. “Return to your cities and rebuild your 
armies.” 


“And what about Nagash?” 


“Nagash means to conquer Mahrak,” the old priest said. “He has dreamt of 
humbling us for a very long time, and now he has the chance.” He faced the 
king. “You are right, great one. The time has come for us to pay our tithe of 
blood. We will fight the Usurper at the City of Hope until you and 
Hekhmenukep can return and break the siege.” 


“That could take years, Nebunefer,” the king replied. “You just said 
yourself that the Hieratic Council is powerless.” Another faint smile crossed 
Nebunefer’s face. 


“T never said the word powerless, great one. We still have our Ushabti, and 
the city is protected by wards that even Nagash would be hard-pressed to 
break. Fear not. We will hold out for as long as we must.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep began to pace around the dimly lit chamber. His knees felt 
weak, but after he’d learned what had been done to restore his limbs, he 
didn’t think he’d ever sit down again. 


“What of Lahmia?” he said. “Those libertines have done nothing, even 
when Nagash took their royal daughter and slew her son. How long do they 
think they can sit by and watch Nehekhara burn?” 


“We have sent emissaries to Lahmia many times,” Nebunefer said. “So long 
as Neferem is tied to the Usurper, they refuse to act.” The king chuckled 
bitterly. 
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“For me, that would be more than enough reason to act.” He glanced at 
Ekhreb. “What is the hour?” 


“An hour before noon, great one.” 
Rakh-amn-hotep sighed. There was much to do, and little time. 


“T want our forces on the march by mid-afternoon,” he told his champion. 
Ekhreb managed a grin. 


“Another long march,” he said. “The men will start to regret all those 
prayers for your swift recovery.” 


“No doubt,” the king said, “but at least this time they’ll be heading home.” 
Rakh-amn-hotep turned to Nebunefer. “Any supplies you could give us—” 


“They are on the way here even now,” the priest interrupted. “You can take 
the wagons, as well. We’ll expert you to return them in due time.” 


The king nodded to Ekhreb, who bowed low and hastened from the room. 
Moments later he could be heard barking orders to the captains waiting in 
the common room. 


Nebunefer bowed low to Rakh-amn-hotep. 


“With your permission, great one, I must depart,” he said. “There is much to 
be done in Mahrak before the Usurper’s army arrives.” The king nodded, 
but his expression turned grave. 


“T cannot speak for Lybaras, but I and my people will not abandon you. 
That said, I can’t guarantee when we will return. You may have to endure 
for a very long time.” 


Nebunefer smiled, and said, “With the gods, all things are possible. Until 
we meet again, Rakh-amn-hotep. In this life, or the next.” 
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TWENTY-SEVEN 
The Undying King 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 62nd year of Qu’aph the Cunning 
(-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 


The evening air blowing through the open entryway of Settra’s Court was 
pungent with the reek of cinders and scorched flesh. Faint shouts and 
terrified screams sounded in the distance. Khemri, the Living City, was on 
fire. 


“Explain this,’ Nagash said to his immortals. His cold voice echoed faintly 
in the cavernous space. “This is the third night in a row that there have been 
riots in the Merchant Quarter.” 


The black-robed noblemen, a hundred in all, shifted uneasily around the 
darkened court and stole wary glances at one another. Finally, Raamket 
stepped forwards and ventured a reply. 


“It’s the same as always,” he grunted. “The harvest was poor. Trade has 
suffered. They crowd together in the marketplace like sheep and bleat the 
same things, over and over again. When darkness falls, they grow bold 
enough to cause trouble.” The nobleman shrugged. “We kill the rabble- 
rousers when we catch them, but the rest of the herd never seems to get the 
message.” 


“Then perhaps you’re being too selective,” the king snapped. He leaned 
forwards on his throne and glared down at Raamket. “Send your men 
through the quarter and kill every man, woman and child you find. Better 
yet, impale them on spikes around the city wells, so that every matron who 
has to come to draw water can listen to their cries of agony. Order must be 
restored. Do you understand? Kill however many you must to put an end to 
this disgraceful unrest.” 


Arkhan the Black stood at Nagash’s right hand, close by the dais. He took a 
long drink from the goblet in his hand and stared into its depths. 


“Killing that many people will be counterproductive,” he said grimly. “Our 
labour pool is small enough as it is, to say nothing of the city watch or the 
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army. Every citizen we put to death only places more strain on those who 
Survive.” 


The emptiness of Settra’s Court attested to the vizier’s observation. Where 
the hall was once packed with obsequious nobles and scheming 
ambassadors, now only the king and his immortals remained, along with a 
handful of slaves and Nagash’s silent queen. One way or another, the Black 
Pyramid had consumed everyone else. 


It had been an epic labour, far in excess of the king’s worst predictions. 
Quarrying the marble and transporting it alone had occupied tens of 
thousands of workers and required expert stonesmiths to properly select and 
shape the massive ebon blocks. Accidents and misfortune took their toll, 
both at the quarry and at the construction site: a cable snapped, or tired 
labourers grew inattentive, and men died in shrieking agony beneath tons of 
black marble. In the first ten years, Nagash had used up half the slaves he’d 
taken from Zandri, and more continued to die every day. 


Nevertheless, the work went on. When setbacks occurred, Nagash ordered 
his taskmasters to work deep into the night. The city watch sent a steady 
stream of gamblers, drunkards and thieves to the slave camps outside the 
necropolis to try to stem the growing tide of casualties. When the criminals 
ran out, they sent anyone they caught on the streets after dark. The great 
cities also continued to send their monthly tithes to Khemri, buying peace 
with the Usurper with a steady flow of blood and coin. 


Still, it wasn’t enough. Construction fell behind schedule, year upon year. 
No one in Khemri believed that the structure would be completed in 
Nagash’s lifetime. Years passed, but the King of the Living City did not 
seem to feel the passage of time, and neither did the king’s chosen vassals, 
whose power and wealth in the city increased with each succeeding decade. 
Rumours were whispered among the lesser nobles of the court: had Nagash 
unravelled the deepest mysteries of the Mortuary Cult? Had he been blessed 
by the gods to lead Nehekhara to a new golden age? 


Then Neferem began appearing at the king’s side during his Grand 
Assemblies, seated upon the lesser throne and assuming the duties of a 
queen, and the rumours took a much darker turn. 
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As the years passed and the number of deaths continued to mount, the 
annual civil service for Khemri’s citizens was extended from a month to six 
months, and then up to eight. Fields outside the city grew fallow for want of 
farmers, and Khemri began to spend a great deal of gold importing more 
grain from the north. Trade suffered for want of craftsmen and artisans, and 
prices increased. Khemri’s new golden age lost its lustre quickly. 


Lahmia was the first of the great cities to withdraw its ambassadors and 
renege on its monthly tithe. Others followed quickly: Lybaras, then Rasetra, 
Quatar and Ka-Sabar. They had calculated that Khemri didn’t have enough 
population left to raise a proper army to enforce their claims, and they were 
right. The king vowed that work on the pyramid would continue, regardless 
of the cost. Nagash modified the civil service decree once more, so that 
every father and eldest son in every household in the city, common or 
noble, would serve continuously until the massive edifice was complete. 


The court emptied quickly. A few noble families tried to flee the city 
entirely, making for the dubious safety of the east. Nagash ordered a 
squadron of light horsemen sent after them, offering a hundred gold coins 
for the head of every man, woman and child they caught. It was a gamble, 
of sorts, for there was no way to be certain that the horsemen would follow 
orders once they had left Khemri behind, and Nagash could not send an 
immortal to command them. For as much as the king and his chosen vassals 
had become ageless and powerful beyond mortal ken, they nevertheless 
paid a steep price for their gifts. The light of Nehekhara’s sun burned their 
skin like a firebrand and sapped their terrible strength, forcing them to seek 
refuge in the deepest cellars or crypts during the day. The problem had 
confounded the king for decades, and the answer continued to elude him. It 
was as though Ptra himself opposed Nagash’s will, scourging him and his 
immortals with fire. 


“The priests,” Nagash muttered darkly. “They are the ones to blame for 
this.” 


He knew it to be true. The priests were immune from conscription or civil 
service, and they spent their days skulking in their temples and looking for 
ways to undermine him. They asked after Sukhet continually, and Nagash 
suspected that they had spies in the palace searching for where he was kept. 


Arkhan shifted uncomfortably. 
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“No doubt you are right, master, but what can we do? Attacking them is 
tantamount to attacking Mahrak, and if we did that, then the whole country 
would rise up against us.” 


Nagash nodded absently, but his gaze drifted to Neferem. The queen sat 
straight-backed in her chair, showing no reaction to what was being said. 
He wondered if perhaps she was in league with the priests as well. 


The gift of the elixir to Neferem had been a necessary one. He was 
determined to possess her beauty, if he had to take a thousand years to wear 
her down. Nagash had seen how the elixir had affected the will of his 
vassals, who were helpless to resist its seductive pull, and he hoped that she 
would succumb as well. Though it made her more agreeable in general, the 
queen’s will was entirely unaffected. 


She had, however, stopped pestering him with questions about her son. That 
at least was a blessing. 


The problem, the king suspected, was that duplicitous priest Nebunefer. 
Nagash was certain that he was a spy sent by Mahrak, and he could come 
and go freely from the palace now that the king and his immortals had to 
sleep through the day. Something was going to have to be done about that 
man, the king decided, something quick and fatal, and it was going to have 
to happen soon. Mahrak could protest all it liked. 


Then, shadows passed across the open entryway to the court. The immortals 
were immediately on their guard, their hands straying to the swords at their 
belts. Nagash frowned curiously. When was the last time a citizen had 
appeared at one of the Grand Assemblies? Twenty years? More? 


“Come forward,” the king called out. His voice rang sharply through the 
stillness. “What do you have to say?” 


There was a few moments’ hesitation, before a solitary figure appeared in 
the entryway. He approached the dais with slow, faltering steps, silhouetted 
by the moonlit entryway behind him. Nagash could tell at once that it was 
an old man, bent and nearly broken by the weight of years. When he was 
three-quarters of the way down the long, echoing aisle, the king recognised 
who it was, and felt a surge of anger. 


“Sumesh? Why aren’t you at the pyramid? What’s happened?” 
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A stir went through the immortals as the pyramid’s last surviving architect 
shuffled painfully into the king’s presence. Sumesh was more than two 
hundred and thirty years old, positively ancient by Nehekharan standards. 
Though Nagash had ensured that he was a very wealthy man, Sumesh was 
haggard and his body twisted with age. His gnarled hands trembled and his 
shoulders were bent. 


Sumesh did not answer at first. The architect strode up to the foot of the 
dais and carefully knelt upon the stone before turning his face up to the 
king. 


“Great one,” he said in a quavering voice, “I have the honour to inform you 
that the last stone was fitted into place an hour past. The Black Pyramid is 
complete.” 


For a moment, Nagash could not believe his ears. A glimmer of triumph 
shone in his dark eyes. 


“You have done very well, master architect,” he said. “I am indebted to you, 
and will ensure that you are well rewarded.” 


No sooner had the words escaped his lips than Arkhan stepped behind 
Sumesh and cut his throat from ear to ear. The immortals growled hungrily 
as the old man’s blood poured out onto the marble steps, and his corpse 
collapsed face-first onto the stones. Nagash studied the spreading pool of 
crimson at his feet and smiled. 


“Tt appears that a solution has presented itself,” he said. 


The king dispatched his orders at once. The slaves were ordered back to 
their camps and given an extra ration of food and wine. Arkhan, Raamket 
and the rest of the immortals were sent out into the city streets to put an end 
to the rioting by any means necessary. Then Nagash left the queen in the 
care of Ghazid, and had Khefru lead him through the fire-lit streets to the 
necropolis, where the new pyramid waited. 


It could be seen for miles along the road to the necropolis, towering high 
above the petty crypts and seeming to swallow the light of the moon. The 
Black Pyramid was darker than the night, its edges knife-sharp against the 
indigo sky. Arcs of pale lightning would occasionally crawl across its 
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polished surface, sending pulses of invisible power washing over Nagash’s 
skin. 


The pyramid was a collector and an attractor of dark magic, and for two 
hundred years it had glutted itself on the spirits of tens of thousands of 
slaves. That energy coursed through its glossy stones, stored for a single 
purpose: a ritual unlike anything Nagash had ever performed. 


The palanquin crossed a vast plaza made of close-set marble flagstones and 
stopped before a featureless, unadorned opening at the base of the pyramid. 
It was no more than a square opening in the side of the great structure, just 
wide enough for two people to enter side-by-side. Nagash and Khefru 
passed through the opening and were swallowed by the darkness beyond. 


At a gesture from the king, the corridor beyond was suffused with a pale 
green grave-light that seeped from the very stones. The floor, walls and 
ceiling of the passageway were intricately carved with thousands of 
hieroglyphics, placed with exacting care by expert stonemasons. Nagash ran 
his fingers along the carvings as he climbed the sloping corridor, tasting the 
enormous power roiling within the structure. 


“Yes,” he whispered. “The alignment is complete. I can feel the energies 
building.” 


Khefru strode along six paces behind the king. His face was a mask of 
dread. 


“Sumesh outdid himself,” he said quietly. “He finished months ahead of 
schedule.” 


“So he did,” Nagash said, and chuckled at the realisation. The power 
coursing through him was far sweeter and more potent than any wine, and 
he drank deeply of it. 


He led Khefru upwards through the nacreous light, through a twisting maze 
of corridors and stark, empty chambers that pulsed with necromantic 
energies. Both master and servant navigated the labyrinth with the ease born 
of familiarity. Nagash had moved his arcane researches, and later, his 
abode, into the pyramid five years before, as the work parties laboured to 
complete the upper quarter of the structure. The labourers knew full well 
the extent of the deadly traps sown throughout the pyramid, and knew better 
than to trespass beyond the unfinished areas of the construction site. 
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Finally, the king reached the heart of the vast pyramid: the ritual chamber. It 
was a large, octagonal room whose walls curved upwards to form a faceted 
dome above a complex ritual circle some fifteen paces across, carved 
directly into the marble floor and inlaid with crushed onyx and silver. 
Thousands of complex hieroglyphs had been carved into the gleaming 
walls, each one painstakingly designed to focus the death energies stored 
within the pyramid and channel them into the ritual circle. Nagash stood in 
the doorway for a moment, studying the interplay of energies that flowed 
across the graven walls and the circle-inscribed floor. Finally, he nodded in 
grim satisfaction. 


“Tt is perfect,” he said with a jackal’s smile. Nagash walked reverently 
across the room and took his place in the centre of the ritual circle. “Go to 
the sanctum and gather my books,” he ordered his servant. “There is much 
work to be done, and not much time before the dawn.” 


Khefru still lingered at the chamber’s entryway, his expression troubled. 
“What ritual, master?” he asked in a dull voice. 


“The one that will usher in a new age,” the king said, fully intoxicated by 
the power at his command. “The false gods must perish to make way for 
mankind’s true master.” 


With his back to Khefru, Nagash could not see the look of horror etched 
into the servant’s ravaged features. 


“You... you cannot think to slay the gods, master. It’s not possible.” 


Even as he said it, Khefru cringed, expecting a furious tirade from his 
master, but it appeared that Nagash was in a magnanimous mood. 


“Kill them? No. At least, not at first,” he said calmly. “First we must starve 
them of the power they have stolen from our people. When the priests of 
Nehekhara are dead, the temples will empty and the gods will no longer 
receive the worship that sustains them.” 


Khefru said, aghast, “That would break the covenant! Without that, the land 
will die!” 


Nagash turned to his servant. 
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“After all this time, you still don’t understand, do you?” he said, as though 
speaking to a child. “Life and death will have no meaning once I am master 
of Nehekhara. There will be no fear of hunger or disease. Think of that! My 
empire will be eternal, and one day it will spread across the entire world!” 


Khefru could only stare in shock at the king’s pronouncement. After a 
moment, the triumphant glow waned from Nagash’s face. 


“Now go,” he said coldly. “It is well past the hour of the dead, and there are 
many preparations to be made.” 


The king laboured for several hours in the ritual chamber, laying the 
groundwork for his incantation. Khefru stood at the margins, taking precise 
notes as ordered and fetching arcane powders and paints from the sanctum 
many levels below. His face, backlit by the flickering energies that 
surrounded his master, was thoughtful and deeply troubled. 


Finally, when dawn broke above the distant mountains, Nagash called a 
halt. 


“Tt is almost complete,” he said. “By tomorrow at midnight, the incantation 
will be ready.” 


As the sun rose into the sky overhead, Nagash left the ritual chamber and 
followed a twisting passageway down one level to his crypt. Many of his 
immortals had taken up residence in the lower levels of the pyramid, at the 
king’s command, and were probably already secured in their stone 
sarcophagi. 


The crypt was a pyramid in miniature, with four slanting walls that came to 
a point over the king’s resting place. Powerful incantations were carved into 
each of the walls and the symbols filled with powdered gem-stone to 
enhance their longevity and potency. They glowed with an inner light as 
Nagash entered the chamber. 


At the centre of the room stood a low stone dais, and upon it rested a marble 
sarcophagus fit for a king. 


Khefru rushed forwards as Nagash strode to the dais, stepping up to the 
sarcophagus and gripping the stone lid. With supernatural strength he lifted 
the covering clear with a smooth, practiced motion and set it aside. 
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Inside the stone coffin were perfumed cushions and sprigs of aromatic 
herbs, laid aside for the comfort of the king. Nagash climbed inside without 
hesitation and lay down. The marble enclosure channelled the energies of 
the pyramid and helped restore his mind and body while he drifted in a kind 
of cataleptic trance. 


As soon as he was settled, Khefru lifted the lid once more and prepared to 
set it into place. At the last moment, he hesitated. Nagash glanced 
impatiently at his servant. 


“What is it?” he snapped. “I can see the questioning look in your eyes. Out 
with it.” 
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I...” he began. “I beg you to reconsider this, master. Your pyramid is 
finished, but Khemri as a whole is weak. If you strike out at the priests, 
there will be no turning back.” The king’s face hardened into a mask of 
rage. 


“With the power at my command, I can take a thousand men and defeat 
every city in Nehekhara. They would not tire, would not fear, would not 
falter, for they would not die. You’re a fool, Khefru. Once I thought you an 
ambitious man, but the truth is that you have always been a coward. You 
don’t have the strength to stand up to the fates and choose your own 
destiny.” 


Khefru stared down at the king for a moment longer, and his expression fell. 


“Perhaps you’re right, master,” he said, as he slid the stone lid back into 
place. “Sleep well.” 


Nagash awoke to a strange, scratching sound above him. For a moment, he 
did not understand what he was hearing. His mind was still immersed in 
heady dreams of vengeance and conquest. Had he imagined the sound? Was 
it borne from dreamlike vistas of burning cities and plains of bleached 
bone? 


Then a thin trickle of stone landed upon his chest and he knew that this was 
no dream, but something altogether worse. Someone was drilling a hole in 
his sarcophagus. 
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There was a scrape of metal as a tool was removed from the breach. His 
mind raced as he tried to understand what was happening, and then 
something thick and cool fell in a steady trickle onto his chest. 


Lamp oil, he realised with a growing sense of horror. Someone meant to 
burn him alive inside his coffin. 


With a wordless snarl, he shoved hard against the stone lid, but the covering 
was held fast. More heated shouts occurred above him, and the pouring oil 
abruptly ceased. The next thing to come through the bore-hole would be a 
red-hot coal. 


Seething with anger, Nagash put his hands against the lid of the 
sarcophagus and roared a furious incantation. The power of the pyramid 
flowed into him like a torrent and the stone lid exploded with a flash of heat 
and a thunderous detonation. 


The blast, in such a confined space, stunned and blinded the king. For a 
fleeting instant there was a flare of searing agony, and then a rush of air and 
the hissing of flames. The blast had ignited the oil soaking into his robes! 
Nagash screamed in anger and pain, breathing in a gust of flame that raked 
red-hot talons down his throat and into his lungs. 


Deaf and blind, Nagash could do nothing but call upon the pyramid’s power 
once more. A cold gust of wind erupted from the sarcophagus, snuffing the 
flames and tearing the oil-soaked robes from his torso. The king croaked 
another incantation and he burst from the smoking coffin like a bat, his 
arms spread wide as he leapt straight up into the air. 


Men were screaming in the small chamber, a confusing babble of orders, 
sacred oaths and bitter curses. Nagash fetched up hard against the ceiling 
and tried to force his eyes to function. Power boiled into his eye sockets, 
causing still more pain but clearing the spots of colour from his vision. 


The smouldering corpses of young men lay scattered around the king’s 
chamber, their bodies torn by shrapnel from the exploding stone lid. Four 
men, who had been standing close to the entrance and had escaped the 
worst of the blast, were fanning out into the room and raising their hands as 
though to abjure the king. Nagash felt their power at once, and then 
recognised the robes they wore. Priests! 


2327 XRN 


One of the men, a young priest of Ptra, raised his hands and uttered a sharp 
invocation. There was a flare of golden light, and a spear of flame jetted 
from the man’s open hands. 


With a curse, Nagash dodged to the right, croaking out a banishment spell 
even as he tumbled through the air. The holy flame struck the ceiling and 
seared his face and hands before it collapsed under the weight of his 
counter-spell. Without hesitation, Nagash flung out his hand and sent a 
flurry of ebon darts from his fingertips. They pierced the young priest like 
arrows, catching him in the right arm, chest and neck. He collapsed, 
writhing and choking on his own blood. 


A booming voice roared out words of power, and Nagash felt the air 
tremble around him. Stone shards on the floor quivered, and then streaked 
through the air towards him. Once again, the king used his power of flight 
to dive across the room and escape the lethal hail. Pellets dug painfully into 
his legs, but the worst of the blast passed him by. 


The surviving priests were all focusing on him. Abruptly, the wind 
supporting him rebelled, as though gripped by another man’s will. Nagash 
was caught unawares and sent plunging to the ground, just as another bolt 
of flame tore through the spot where he had been. He landed painfully on 
his side, listening to the angry shouts of the priests as they tried to 
coordinate their attacks. 


Lying on the stone floor, Nagash was partially hidden behind his 
smouldering sarcophagus. He glimpsed the legs of one of his attackers and 
snapped out a fierce incantation. At once, the floor beneath the attacker 
turned into a pit of darkness, and the priest had time for one terrified scream 
before he disappeared from sight. 


The king heard the startled shouts of the two surviving attackers on the 
opposite side of the sarcophagus. Their voices dropped to a whisper as they 
discussed what to do next. Nagash cast around quickly, looking for some 
means to turn the tables on the two priests. His gaze fell upon a trio of 
bodies to his left, and he was suddenly reminded of his last conversation 
with Khefru, only a few hours before. On impulse, he stretched out his hand 
towards the bodies and began to improvise. 
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The power of the pyramid flowed through his fingertips towards the 
corpses. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, one of the dead men 
stirred. Slowly, clumsily, the corpse rolled onto its stomach and tried to 
clamber to its feet. 


There were more nervous whispers on the other side of the coffin, and then 
silence. Nagash gathered himself, watching the shambling corpse intently. 
As it swayed unsteadily to its feet, the priests saw it and attacked. A gust of 
wind seized the corpse and pulled it up into the air above the sarcophagus, 
where a spear of flame pierced its chest and set it alight. 


The two priests cried out in triumph just as Nagash rose quietly on the right 
side of the coffin and raked the attackers with a storm of necromantic bolts. 


As the dead men collapsed to the ground, Nagash lurched towards the 
entryway. With the rush of battle fading, a flood of agony threatened to 
overwhelm him. Cursing, he drew upon the pyramid still more, silencing 
the pain and trying to heal his wounds. 


A figure stood just outside the entrance. Nagash came up short, his right 
hand rising with a hiss. 


“Tt’s me, master,” Khefru said. The servant stepped into the room, a look of 
shock and surprise on his face. “I... I tried to get to you in time,” he 
stammered. “They got here just ahead of me.” 


“Indeed,” the king growled. His voice, issuing from a flame-scarred throat, 
sounded almost bestial. 


Khefru stared at the king’s burned body, momentarily transfixed by the 
enormity of what had happened. 


“You’re hurt,” he said shakily. “Please. Let me tend to your throat.” 


He stepped closer, tentatively touching the king’s burned neck with his 
fingertips. The gesture covered the movement of his right hand, which 
thrust a needle-pointed dagger straight into the king’s heart. 


The two men froze, locked in a grim tableau. Khefru grunted, trying to 
force the knife deeper, but Nagash had seized his wrist. The point of the 
knife had penetrated little more than an inch into the king’s chest. 
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“Did you think I would not guess?” Nagash said to him, the growl in his 
voice nothing to do with his injuries. “How else could the priests have 
reached my chambers?” 


A flicker of fear played across Khefru’s face, and then his expression 
hardened as he surrendered to the inevitable. 


“You went too far,” he snarled. “You were the most powerful priest in 
Khemri! You could have lived a rich, indolent life. Instead you threw it all 
away for this... this nightmare! It’s obscene!” he cried. “Can’t you see what 
you’ve become? You’re a monster!” 


Khefru heaved on the dagger with the last reserves of his strength, trying to 
finish what he’d begun, but the weapon did not budge an inch. 


Nagash reached up with his left hand and placed it on Khefru’s chest. 


“Not a monster,” he said. “A god, a living god. I am the master of life and 
death, Khefru. Alas, you were too faithless to believe me. So now I must 
show you.” 


The king clenched his left hand and drew upon the power of the pyramid. 
Khefru stiffened, his eyes widening and his mouth gaping in a silent 
scream. Nagash began an incantation, shaping the words as he went along 
and focusing his will with singular intent. The servant’s body began to 
convulse. 


Nagash drew his left hand away from Khefru’s chest, and as he did so, he 
drew a glowing filament of energy along with it. The king’s eyes never left 
Khefru’s as he slowly and remorselessly drew his servant’s soul from his 
body. As he did so, Khefru’s stolen youth fled with it, causing his body to 
shrivel and decay before Nagash’s eyes. When he was done, nothing but a 
stream of dust trickled from his clenched right hand. 


Khefru’s ghost floated before the king, moaning softly in terror and pain. 


“Now you will serve me forever more,” Nagash said to the spirit. “You are 
bound to me. My fate is now yours.” 


The king turned and found Arkhan and the other immortals standing outside 
the doorway to the chamber. They were weak and disoriented, having been 
roused rudely from their slumber. 
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“What has happened?” Arkhan gasped. Nagash eyed his men coldly. 
“We have been betrayed,” he said. 


Filled with icy rage, Nagash climbed the twisting ramps to the pyramid’s 
ritual chamber. His mind worked swiftly, creating a picture of what his 
enemies intended. Khefru’s betrayal was no isolated thing. He had 
approached the priesthood and offered to lead them to the crypt chamber, 
but Nagash had no doubt that the priests had bigger plans of their own. 
Even now they would be in the palace, searching for Neferem and 
persuading her to take control of the city. It was not an assassination, but a 
coup. 


His enemies had acted prematurely, no doubt surprised by the early 
completion of the pyramid. With more time to plan and gather their 
resources, the priests might have succeeded. Instead, they had failed, and 
their doom was sealed. 


The king hastened into the ritual chamber and gathered his concentration. 
All the elements were in place. He had but to utter the incantation, and the 
age of gods and priests would come to a terrible end. 


Power built within the Black Pyramid as Nagash’s incantation began. Every 
slave who died during its construction, more than sixty thousand souls, was 
focused by the king’s fury into a single, terrible spell. 


Above the pyramid, the sky began to warp, and then darken. Black clouds 
boiled into existence where none had been before, lit from within by savage 
bursts of lightning. The density and power of the unnatural storm grew 
more and more intense, casting its shadow in a spreading pool across 
Khemri’s necropolis. Where it fell, the dead trembled uneasily in their 
graves. 


For more than half an hour the energy grew in power, until it seemed that 
the sky would split beneath its awful weight. Then, with a hideous, piercing 
scream the storm burst in an irresistible wave, racing in a series of ebon 
ripples across the sky. 
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The shadow of Nagash’s fury spread to every corner of Nehekhara in the 
space of just a few minutes. Darkness fell across the great cities, and every 
priest or acolyte touched by the shadow died in a single, agonising instant. 
Only those who by sheer fortune were shielded by stone survived the lash 
of the necromancer’s power. 


Nagash knew at once that his ritual had only partially succeeded. He’d 
moved too quickly, and his focus had been tainted by his anger and his lust 
for revenge. Thousands had died, to be sure, but it was not yet enough. 


The reserves of necromantic power inside the temple were weakened, but 
enough remained for a single invocation. Nagash uttered the words of 
power, and a pall of dust and shadow spread from the necropolis and fell 
upon Khemri, cloaking the Living City in artificial night. 


The king turned to his immortals. To Raamket he said, “Take two-thirds of 
the chosen and drown the temples in blood! Slay every holy man or woman 
you find!” 


To Arkhan, Shepsu-hur and the rest, Nagash simply said, “Follow me.” 


Dozens of robed bodies littered the plaza outside the royal palace. Nagash 
led his twenty-five men straight to Settra’s Court, where he found the queen 
and the high priests of the city. They were bickering like children, each one 
with a differing idea of what to do next. Most were ashen-faced, on the 
verge of panic after the king’s shadow had fallen across the city. 


Nagash and Neferem’s eyes met across the length of the vast, shadowy 
court. The queen’s face lit with an expression of pure hatred, and the priests 
turned to face the king with mingled expressions of anger and dread. 

“Kill them,” Nagash commanded his men, “all but Neferem. She belongs to 
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me. 


The immortals did not hesitate. Swords and knives leapt from their 
scabbards as they raced down the length of the court. The high priests all 
began to talk at once, throwing up their hands and uttering a bewildering 
array of invocations, but Nagash was prepared for them. Shadows raced 
across the marble tiles, and sped from the darkness beyond the tall pillars 
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flanking the centre aisle. They swept down on the priests like vultures, 
freezing their hearts just as they had stolen the will of Thutep, the former 
king. 


The high priests of the living city were made of sterner stuff than Nagash’s 
late brother. Amamurti, the aged high priest of Ptra, threw off the king’s fist 
of shadow and hurled a spear of flame the length of the hall. It struck 
Shepsu-hur full in the chest, setting him ablaze in an instant. The immortal 
screamed in terror and pain, his skin melting like tallow in the heat. He 
staggered, pawing desperately at his chest and face, and then with an effort 
of will he collected himself and continued to run, closing the distance with 
the man who had wounded him. 


Another immortal toppled to the floor with his legs nearly cut out from 
under him by a handful of stone projectiles. Wind buffeted the warriors, 
threatening to pull them off their feet. Arkhan caught sight of the 
Hierophant of Phakth and stopped his invocation with a hurled dagger. The 
high priest fell to his knees, clutching at the knife that had sprouted from his 
throat. 


Before the hierophants could ready another wave of spells the immortals 
were upon them. Swords flashed, and men were torn asunder. The 
Hierophant of Djaf met the charge head-on, cutting one immortal down 
with a single stroke of his sword before another buried his knife in the high 
priest’s eye. Arkhan reached the fallen Hierophant of Phakth and 
despatched him with a swift stroke of his blade. 


Nagash paced along the aisle in the wake of his warriors, already casting a 
new incantation. As the priests fell he tore their life essences from their 
bodies and bound them as he had done to Khefru. One by one their moaning 
forms were drawn through the air towards the king and formed an unnatural 
retinue around his body. 


The High Priestesses of Asaph and Basth fell next, their heads severed as 
they tried to fight back-to-back against the immortals. The Hierophant of 
Tahoth fell next, pleading for mercy as Arkhan slit his throat. The rest fell 
back, climbing the dais and forming a barrier between the queen and 
Nagash’s men. As they did, the High Priest of Sokth took a dagger in his leg 
and fell onto the steps. An immortal leapt on him like a desert lion and sank 
his teeth into the man’s face. 
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That left only Amamurti and the Hierophant of Geheb. The high priest of 
the earth god was already bleeding from half a dozen wounds, but he 
continued to fend off his attackers with brutal sweeps of his bloodstained 
hammer. One immortal grew too bold and tried to cut at the hierophant’s 
knees. The high priest smashed the warrior aside with a blow from his 
hammer, but that created the opening Arkhan was looking for. Swift as a 
viper, he leapt forwards and brought down his gleaming khopesh, and the 
hierophant’s hammer, along with his arm, bounced wetly across the stone 
steps. 


The Hierophant of Ptra called out the name of his god and hurled a gout of 
hissing flame down the steps at the advancing immortals. Three of them 
were struck full-force and collapsed in heaps of blackened bones and 
bubbling flesh. Before Amamurti could cast another invocation he was 
struck by three flung daggers, one of which pierced his heart. The high 
priest sank slowly to the dais beside Neferem’s paralysed form, his life 
essence bleeding from his eyes and gaping mouth. 


Nagash stepped slowly through the carnage. With a wave of his hand he 
snuffed the flames that were scourging Shepsu-hur’s body, and then 
climbed the steps until he stood eye-to-eye with the queen. For the first time 
Nagash noticed the terrified form of Ghazid, crouched fearfully in the 
shadow of Settra’s throne. 


The king’s gaze returned to Neferem. The Daughter of the Sun was 
quivering with rage, struggling to break the hold that Nagash had over her. 
Once upon a time she might have succeeded, but decades of drinking 
Nagash’s elixir had taken its toll on her will. 


“Where is that snake, Nebunefer?” the king growled. “I know he had a hand 
in this treachery.” 


“He is not here,” the queen answered defiantly. “I sent him away, in case 
the priests failed to kill you.” She tried to move, to advance upon him with 
clenched fists, but Nagash’s will held her fast. “Whatever happens here, at 
least he will survive to raise the other great cities against you!” 


“You dare defy me, your rightful king?” Nagash roared. 


“You killed my son!” Neferem said through clenched teeth. Her voice 
seethed with hatred. “Khefru told me everything.” 
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“Did he tell you that you drank Sukhet’s blood an hour later?” Nagash 
replied. “Yes. You owe your continued youth to his murder.” 


Tears leaked from the corners of Neferem’s eyes, but the hatred on her face 
remained. 


“Kill me and be done with it,” she hissed. “It doesn’t matter now. You’ve 
spilled the blood of holy men, Nagash. The gods will engineer your ruin far 
better than I.” 


“You think this is terrible?” Nagash said, indicating the pile of torn and 
bleeding bodies. The ghosts shifted around him, wailing piteously. “This is 
but the prologue, my foolish little queen. I have not yet begun to sow the 
seeds of slaughter across Nehekhara. When I am done, Mahrak will lie in 
ruins, and the old gods will be cast down forever. And you will stand by my 
side and watch me do it.” 


Nagash’s left hand shot forwards and closed around Neferem’s throat. 


“From the moment I saw you, I knew that I had to possess you,” he said. 
“That time has now come.” 


Neferem started to speak, but suddenly her body stiffened as Nagash began 
to chant. Power coursed through the queen’s body, bursting from her eyes 
and mouth in a torrent of glowing green light. Her lifeforce was torn from 
her, flowing to Nagash in a slow, inexorable stream. A faint, tortured 
scream rose from the queen’s throat: a sound of terrible anguish and pain 
that seemed to go on and on. 


Tendrils of smoke rose from Neferem’s skin. Her flesh shrank and her skin 
wrinkled like dried leather. The flow of energy from her body began to 
dwindle. Her shoulders drooped and her head bobbed on her almost-skeletal 
neck, but somehow the queen continued to survive. 


Nagash drew the life from her until he could take no more. In the space of a 
minute, the Daughter of the Sun had been transformed into a living horror, 
her body somehow sustained by the bindings of the sacred covenant. Her 
withered legs gave out beneath her, and Neferem sank painfully to the dais, 
right beside Settra’s throne. 


The king studied Neferem in silence. His immortals stared at the king and 
his queen with horror and awe. Behind the king’s throne, concealed in 
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darkness, Ghazid held his head in his hands and wept. 
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TWENTY-EIGHT 
The City of the Gods 


Mahrak, the City of Hope, in the 63rd year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1744 Imperial Reckoning) 


Blue-grey smoke wreathed the thousand temples of the city of Mahrak, 
filling the air with the fragrances of sandalwood, frankincense and myrrh. A 
riot of horns, cymbals and silver bells echoed and re-echoed down the 
narrow streets and across the great plazas where the faithful gathered for 
prayer and sacrifice. Priests slaughtered herds of oxen, goats and lambs, 
casting their flesh and blood into the flames. In some households, young 
Slaves were fed cups of wine laced with the black lotus, and then were led 
to the sacrificial bonfires that burned before the great Palace of the Gods. 
Across the City of Hope, beseeching hands were cast skywards, imploring 
the heavens for deliverance from the terrible darkness approaching from the 
west. 


The people of the city had good reason to believe that the gods would 
intervene. At the centre of the city, surrounded by a walled plaza in the 
heart of the Palace of the Gods, lay the Khept-am-shepret, the miraculous 
Sundered Stone that saved the seven tribes from extinction during the 
darkest days of the Great Migration. 


Bereft of their ancient homes, bereft of their gods, weakened unto death by 
the sun and the endless, scorching sands, the tribes had come to this great 
plain and found that they could walk no more. In ages past their gods had 
been the spirits of the trees and the jungle springs, of the panther, the 
monkey and the python. 


Here, in this great, empty wasteland, the tribes in their desperation prayed 
to the sun and the blue sky for salvation, and Ptra, the Great Father, was 
moved by their pleas. He stretched forth his hand, and a great boulder in the 
tribes’ midst split apart with a sound like a thunderbolt. 


Stunned, the tribes gathered around the sundered stone, and saw fresh, 
Sweet water come welling up through the sharp-edged cracks. The tribes 
drank, cutting their hands on the knife-edged stones and thus offering their 
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first sacrifices to the gods of the desert. In the days that followed the great 
covenant was pledged and the Blessed Land was born. 


Mahrak began as a collection of temples, one for each of the twelve great 
gods, and a glorious palace where the tribes could come together and offer 
worship on the high holy days of the year. Slowly but surely, the city grew 
up around these great structures, as cities are wont to do, first with districts 
of modest dwellings to house the workers building the temples, and then 
with marketplaces and bazaars where traders could come and ply their 
wares. Then, as centuries passed and the tribes spread across Nehekhara to 
found other great cities, Mahrak increased in wealth and influence as distant 
rulers sought the wise counsel and prayers of the temples. 


The temples were gargantuan affairs, having grown along with their 
burgeoning fortunes: Geheb’s temple was a mighty ziggurat that dominated 
the horizon to the east, lit at its summit by a roaring flame that had not been 
extinguished in four hundred years. Nearby, Djaf’s temple was a sprawling 
complex of low, massive buildings built from slabs of black marble, while 
to the west, beyond the perfumed gardens of Asaph, the ivory tower of 
Usirian rose from the midst of a sprawling, intricate labyrinth formed by 
walls of polished sandstone. 


The Palace of the Gods, the seat of power of Nehekhara’s Hieratic Council, 
sat at the feet of a massive pyramid that rose more than two hundred feet 
into the sky. At its summit sat an enormous disk of polished gold that 
caught the sun’s rays and reflected Ptra’s glory in a shimmering beacon that 
could be seen for leagues across the eastern plains. All of the temples, even 
the broad field of black obelisks erected in obeisance to dreadful Khsar, the 
Howling One, glittered with ornaments of gold, silver and polished bronze, 
surrounded by crowded neighbourhoods of mud-brick buildings whose 
narrow streets only saw sunlight when Ptra’s light hung directly overhead. 


Mahrak was the oldest, largest and most splendid of Nehekhara’s great 
cities, home to thousands of priests, priestesses and scholars and the tens of 
thousands of traders, craftsmen, labourers and pilgrims who served them. 
Many of Nehekhara’s wealthiest families maintained residences in the city, 
and in centuries past a constant stream of noble visitors made their way to 
the city in search of blessings or advice. That had been before the rise of the 
Usurper in Khemri. 
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To the west, the swirling, blue-black clouds were already past the Gates of 
the Dusk and bearing swiftly down upon the City of the Gods. Standing 
upon the battlements near Mahrak’s western gate, Nebunefer tucked his thin 
arms into the folds of his robes and nodded in grim satisfaction. The armies 
of Rasetra and Lybaras were withdrawing to the south-east, the dust of their 
passing still hanging in the late afternoon air along the southern horizon, but 
the Usurper’s army showed no signs of pursuing them. 


Nagash wanted a final reckoning with the council and he would have it, 
regardless of the cost. Nebunefer hoped the price would be more than the 
Usurper could afford to pay, not that such a thing would stop him. 


A hot wind gusted over the battlements, full of grit and the musty smell of 
the grave. A thin line of warriors stood along the walls, awaiting the arrival 
of the foe. Mahrak had never needed an army before, and even as the 
Usurper grew in power at Khemri, the Hieratic Council refused to consider 
raising one. That would have been tantamount to admitting that Nagash’s 
power exceeded that of the gods. Each temple did have its own corps of 
Ushabti, however, and there were no finer warriors in all of the Blessed 
Land. 


The devoted were the paladins of the gods, men who dedicated their lives to 
serving their deity and protecting the faithful from harm. In return for their 
devotion the gods gave them wondrous and terrible gifts, in proportion to 
the strength of each Ushabti’s faith and the worthiness of his deeds. In other 
Nehekharan cities the Ushabti guarded the priest king, who was a living 
embodiment of their god’s will, but in Mahrak the devoted guarded the 
temples and the persons of the Hieratic Council, who by virtue of their 
station were second only to the gods. 


In distant Ka-Sabar the Ushabti of Geheb were tawny-skinned giants with 
leonine fangs and lambent eyes; in Mahrak, however, Geheb’s devoted were 
transformed into towering, manlike lions, with a desert cat’s fearsome 
strength and speed and hands tipped in deadly claws. The devoted of Djaf 
had the heads of ebon jackals and the cold touch of death in their fingertips. 
Ptra’s Ushabti were golden-skinned titans too beautiful and terrible to look 
upon. Their voices had the pure tone of trumpets, and their hands could 
shatter swords. 


2339 XRN 


By ancient tradition each temple mustered no more than two score and ten 
of these holy warriors, and they gathered along the wall in all their glory: 
six hundred holy warriors against Nagash’s thousands. 


As mighty as Mahrak’s Ushabti were, they were not the city’s only 
defences. Vast and ageless powers had been woven into the city’s walls and 
foundations: spirits of the desert and divine servants of the gods, who 
stirred awake at the approach of Nagash’s horde. These guardians were not 
bound by the covenant, at least not in any direct sense, and thus they could 
not be turned aside by the will of the Daughter of the Sun. The Usurper was 
about to learn that the gods, though bound, were still far from helpless. 


A stir went through the ranks of the devoted along the battlements to 
Nebunefer’s right. The old priest turned and caught sight of three imperious 
figures clothed in vestments of yellow, brown and black advancing down 
the length of the wall towards him. Nebunefer bowed deeply at the 
approach of his master, Nekh-amn-aten, Hierophant of the great Ptra. 
Flanking the high priest were Atep-neru, the inscrutable Hierophant of Djaf, 
and the scowling, belligerent Khansu, Hierophant of Khsar the Faceless. 


“This is an unexpected honour, holy ones,” Nebunefer said. “No doubt the 
devoted will draw inspiration and courage from your presence.” 


Nekh-amn-aten waved the priest to silence with an irritable hand gesture. 


“Spare us the platitudes,” the hierophant growled. “All that time spent 
among kings has thoroughly corrupted you, Nebunefer. I’ve never heard 
such simpering drivel in my life.” 


Nebunefer spread his wrinkled hands and smiled ruefully. The hierophant 
had been born in Mahrak, and had never once gone abroad. As far as the old 
priest knew, this was the first time Nekh-amn-aten had set foot on the city 
wall. 


“No doubt you are right, holy one,” he said diplomatically. “The courts of 
our allies are rife with all manner of ease and comfort, certainly nothing 
like the stern life we enjoy here.” 


Khansu glowered at Nebunefer’s impertinent tone, but Nekh-amn-aten 
seemed not to hear. Tucking his hands in the sleeves of his heavy cotton 
vestments, the hierophant stepped to the edge of the battlements and stared 
out at the roiling clouds that bruised the western horizon. 
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“T never should have let you talk me into this,” he said sourly. “We ought to 
have kept our allies close by and let Nagash focus his attentions on them.” 


“To what end, holy one?” the old priest asked with a sigh. “The armies of 
Rasetra and Lybaras have fought like lions, but their strength is spent. If 
they had remained, as Rakh-amn-hotep was determined to do, we would be 
standing here witnessing their slaughter.” 


Nekh-amn-aten grunted irritably, and said, “And Nagash would have spent 
much of his army’s strength destroying them, perhaps leaving him too weak 
to challenge us.” 


The anger Nebunefer felt at the hierophant’s callousness, surprised him. 
Perhaps he had spent too much time among the priest kings after all. 


“The advantage is ours, holy one,” he said forcefully. “We will let the 
Usurper break his teeth against our walls, while our allies rebuild their 
armies and return to finish what they have begun.” Atep-neru turned to 
Nebunefer. 


“How long will that be, priest?” he asked in a sepulchral voice. “Two 
months? Ten? A year, perhaps?” 


Khansu growled irritably, and said, “A year? What foolishness. The 
Campaigning season is nearly done. Once Nagash sees he cannot breach our 
defences he will make for Lybaras, or perhaps withdraw to Quatar.” 


Nebunefer took a deep breath and fought to conceal his irritation. How 
many times must he repeat himself? 


“What does Nagash care for seasons of war?” he asked. “His warriors are 
not needed back in Khemri to gather in the harvest.” The old priest 
shrugged. “His miserable subjects can all starve to death for all he cares. 
Indeed, in death they would become more useful to him still. No, he will 
remain here, on this side of the Valley of Kings, until all the eastern cities 
have burnt or bowed before him. And make no mistake, he will start his 
campaign here. He knows we have sent Rasetra and Lybaras against him, 
and may even suspect that we were behind the attack on Bel Aliad. If he 
conquers Mahrak, the war could end in a single stroke. Mark my words, he 
will attack us with everything he possesses, and if he cannot overcome our 
defences we could be facing a long and protracted siege.” 
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Nekh-amn-aten clasped his hands behind his back, still staring out at the 
spreading clouds. 


“How long can the city withstand such a siege?” he asked. Atep-neru 
tapped a long finger against his chin. 


“We will not lack for water,” he said. “Our cisterns are full, and the 
Sundered Stone remains a wellspring for the faithful. If we ration the 
supplies in the storehouses, we could last for three years if we had to.” 


Nekh-amn-aten turned to Nebunefer. “Three years,’ he echoed, his 
expression darkening. “Do you think it will come to that?” The old priest 
thought back to the last time he spoke to the Rasetran king. You may have 
to endure a very long time. Nebunefer met his master’s worried gaze. 


“Only the gods can say,” he replied. 


The armies of the Undying King reached the holy city just a few hours past 
nightfall, pouring over the dunes in a hissing tide of dry leather and dusty 
bones. The ranks of the undead had swelled dramatically over the course of 
the relentless march through the valley. Skeletal archers from Zandri 
formed skirmish lines ahead of the clattering spearmen, and bony Numasi 
horsemen paced silently behind the tireless battleline, escorting Nagash’s 
immortal captains. Further back, towards the rear of the silent, rattling 
horde, other, more terrible creations lumbered across the sands, driven by 
the will of their implacable masters. 


When Nagash’s vast host had left Khemri for the Fountains of Eternal Life 
it had been comprised entirely of living, breathing men. Now, less than a 
quarter of that number remained. Packs of jackals loped in the army’s wake 
by night, and great flocks of carrion birds wheeled silently above them by 
day. The pickings for the scavengers were scarce, but the presence of so 
much death and decay nevertheless proved too great for them to ignore. 


A terrible, keening wind whistled through the undead ranks, plucking at 
frayed tatters of clothing and torn pieces of leather or parchment-like 
human skin. Its breath sucked veils of sand and dust into whirling patterns 
that rose above the bleached skulls of the warriors and fed the roiling 
mantle of darkness that shrouded the host from the burning touch of the 
sun. 
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The constant, howling dust storm forced the immortals and the living 
warriors of the army to march with their shoulders wrapped in capes with 
desert cowls drawn tightly around their faces. The men of Zandri and 
Numas were numbed and half-deafened by the constant roaring of the 
storm, and more than one horse had to be put down after the fine, swirling 
grit had put out their eyes. It had been the same for weeks on end as Nagash 
drove them along the dreadful valley in pursuit of the armies of the east. 


They had expected to find their foes holding onto the Gates of the Dusk in a 
last, desperate attempt to keep the Undying King at bay. For the last few 
days the army had been at a forced march, hoping to reach the end of the 
valley and catch their enemies unawares, but when the vanguard of skeletal 
horsemen reached the gates they’d found the low walls abandoned and the 
village beyond eerily silent. The immortal commanding the vanguard had 
angrily sent a messenger in search of a living Numasi horseman with 
enough of a brain to make sense of the tracks they’d found on the other side 
of the town. From what the exhausted cavalryman could tell, they had 
missed their foes by only a few hours. When Nagash received the news he 
ordered the army forwards in full battle array, expecting to catch the allied 
armies at the gates of Mahrak. 


At a silent command, the vast western host clattered to a halt just over a 
mile from the walls of the holy city. Nagash’s immortal captains reined in 
their mouldering horses and raised their heads, sensing the currents of 
power coiling restlessly through the sands ahead. Halfway between Mahrak 
and the invading army ran a shifting, tenebrous line of demarcation where 
Nagash’s veil of shadow pressed against the city’s ancient wards. Beyond 
that restless line of darkness the plains before the city were pale and 
gleaming beneath Neru’s silver light. 


The sky above Mahrak was a cobalt tapestry, woven with threads of 
glittering diamond. Watch-fires burned from great braziers atop the city 
walls, bathing sections of the battlements in pools of molten orange light. 
There was no mob of panicked soldiers snuggling to pass through Mahrak’s 
western gate, which puzzled the immortals. But for the potent energies 
encircling the city, Mahrak seemed surprisingly quiet. 


Hours passed while the rest of the army moved into position and 
messengers were sent from the vanguard to make their report to the 
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Undying King. Once again, the weary Numasi riders were brought 
forwards, and still more hours passed before the riders established that the 
allied armies had circled around the city to the south and were withdrawing 
in the direction of their homes. As the news filtered down to the king’s 
immortals, many assumed that they would continue the pursuit, and shifted 
their tireless horsemen further down the battleline to the south. 


Nagash’s orders, when they were issued at around midnight, caught many 
of his captains by surprise. The Numasi horsemen were ordered to secure 
the army’s flank to the south-east and keep a watch on the allied armies’ 
retreat, and the reserve companies were brought forwards and arrayed 
behind the main battleline. Quartermasters and their slaves went to work 
pitching tents and creating corrals for their wagon horses a quarter of a mile 
behind the army, while armourers unpacked their portable forges and siege 
engineers went to work hauling their ponderous engines in the direction of 
the waiting city. Groaning wagons rolled along in their wake, laden with 
baskets of grinning skulls and casks of reeking pitch. 


The attack on the City of the Gods would begin in the hours just before 
dawn. 


Arkhan the Black paced through the predawn darkness, wishing for a horse. 


The hungry wind had eased considerably over the last half an hour, leaving 
his ears ringing and his nerves unsettled by the lack of sound and pressure. 
Much of the swirling dust had settled, and had he a mount he could have 
observed the army from one end of the battleline to the other, which was 
entirely the point. The captains would need the visibility to command their 
companies, and the siege engineers would need to observe the fall of their 
artillery during the march to the walls. 


More than eighty thousand corpses stood in tight ranks twenty deep, 
arrayed in a rough crescent formation that stretched for nearly three miles 
north to south. Another forty thousand spearmen waited in reserve, 
surrounding the firing positions of fifty heavy catapults. In between the 
main battleline and the reserves were squadrons of undead horsemen and 
their immortal captains, plus five thousand skeletal archers. The bowmen 
would march close behind the spear companies, raking the enemy 
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battlements with a steady rain of arrows while the assault troops attacked 
the main gate. Only when the gate had fallen would the cavalry spring into 
action, charging through the gap to sow chaos and death across the City of 
Hope. 


Arkhan noted that none of the Undying King’s living allies would take part 
in the attack. The Numasi remained off to the south-east, ostensibly 
guarding the army’s flank from the withdrawing eastern forces. Zandri’s 
troops had been placed upon the northern flank and allowed to remain in 
camp until further orders. 


It was clear that Nagash did not trust his vassals, particularly where Mahrak 
was concerned. The vizier understood his master’s growing paranoia all too 
well. 


Since the debacle at Quatar, Arkhan hadn’t commanded so much as a 
scouting party. Indeed, the king had forbidden him to so much as wear his 
sword and armour during the long march. He was not even allowed to ride a 
horse. Short of ordering him to march naked behind the army’s baggage 
train, Nagash had subjected Arkhan to every possible humiliation. The 
vizier had come to suspect that the only reason he hadn’t been destroyed 
outright was so that he could serve as a constant reminder to the rest of 
Nagash’s captains. 


For a while, Arkhan had believed that the punishment would cease, 
eventually, and he would return to favour once again. Now, he wasn’t so 
sure, and he wondered what, if anything, he was going to do about it. 


The vizier strode down the length of the battleline behind the waiting 
horsemen, seeking one immortal in particular. Most of the pale figures he 
spotted threw a mocking salute or sneered in contempt. Arkhan kept his 
face neutral, but made a note of each and every slight. If I can fall, so can 
you, he thought, and when that happens, I’!l be waiting. 


Finally, near the centre of the line, he caught sight of the one he was 
seeking. Shepsu-hur was sitting in the saddle of his skeletal warhorse, his 
bronze helmet resting on the saddle between his thighs and his hands busy 
running a whetstone along the edge of a sharply pointed knife. He stiffened 
slightly and turned in the saddle, as though sensing the weight of Arkhan’s 
stare. Bits of dry linen flaked away from his bummed limbs as he moved, and 
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his ruined face cocked curiously to one side as he saw his former master. 
After a moment’s consideration the maimed champion sheathed his knife, 
brought his horse about and approached the vizier. Like most of Nagash’s 
immortals, Shepsu-hur no longer bothered using reins: a dead horse cared 
nothing for a bridle, being directed solely by the rider’s will. 


“Not long now,” Arkhan said by way of greeting as the immortal 
approached. Shepsu-hur nodded, his dry leather wrappings crackling and 
creaking as he moved. 


“I’m surprised you won’t be joining us,” he said in his ravaged voice. “I 
expected Nagash to return you to command in time for the assault. It’s 
foolish not to make use of your talents when so much is at stake.” 


The words of rough praise would have heartened a mortal, but Arkhan felt 
only resentment at his master for the obvious slight. 


“Tt’s been weeks,” he growled. “Nagash has forgotten me, I expect. I’m sure 
that Raamket or someone else began scheming to take my place the 
moment I fell out of favour.” Shepsu-hur nodded gravely. 


“Raamket’s the one, which I’m sure comes as no surprise. You did yourself 
no favours by keeping to that tower of yours for so many years.” The vizier 
nodded. 


“True enough,” he said. He eyed Shepsu-hur and wondered if the immortal 
had ever chafed under Nagash’s bond as he had. Was he the only one who 
had sought to free himself from the master’s chains? Surely not. 


“How many allies do you think Raamket has among the court?” he asked. 
The champion shrugged, sending another shower of brittle cloth tumbling to 
the ground. 


“Not many, I expect. He was never that popular, especially in the beginning, 
but now that he has the master’s ear that will no doubt change.” Shepsu-hur 
studied Arkhan thoughtfully. “Why do you ask?” 


“Just considering my options,” Arkhan said carefully. 


Shepsu-hur nodded. As the immortal started to reply there was a shout from 
the rear of the army and a series of heavy thuds rumbled along the length of 
the battleline as the catapults went into action. Streaks of livid green light 
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arced over the waiting spearmen as bundles of enchanted skulls plunged 
towards Mahrak’s walls. 


Horns boomed hollowly nearby, and Arkhan saw a flare of sorcerous fire a 
few score yards to his right. A phalanx of withered corpses bearing white- 
faced shields and great swords had appeared along the slope of a high dune 
at the rear of the waiting horsemen: the corpses of Quatar’s royal 
bodyguard, bound into Nagash’s service and bearing the flayed standard of 
their former king. The Undying King stood behind the ranks of the Tomb 
Guard, surrounded by his spectral retinue and attended closely by Raamket 
and a handful of slaves. Beside Nagash walked the broken figure of 
Neferem, her withered face twisted into a mask of silent grief. 


Arkhan felt the necromancer’s unspoken command buzzing in his brain like 
a swarm of ravening locusts. A stir went through the waiting horsemen. 
Shepsu-hur straightened in his saddle. 


“Tt begins,” he rasped, reaching for his helm. The immortal nodded to 
Arkhan before slipping the helmet onto his head. 


“We’ll speak of Raamket and his allies again once the battle is done,” he 
said. 


The catapults fired again, hurling their screaming projectiles at the city. 
With a clatter of bone, wood and metal the first spear companies began to 
move, rolling in a silent, inexorable tide towards the city walls. Arkhan felt 
the earth tremble at the tread of eighty thousand pairs of feet. 


“How long, do you reckon?” he asked the champion. Shepsu-hur looked 
towards the City of Hope. 


“An hour. Perhaps less. Once the gate is breached, the city is doomed.” He 
shrugged. “Perhaps they will surrender before it comes to that.” 


“Is Nagash interested in surrender?” 
The immortal looked down at Arkhan and gave him a fanged smile. 


“The Undying King has said that every man who brings him a living priest 
will be paid his weight in gold. The rest are to be slain out of hand.” The 
vizier was surprised at the news. 


“Slain? Not enslaved?” he asked. Shepsu-hur shook his head in reply. 
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“Today, the age of the old gods comes to an end,” he said. “The temples 
will burn and the faithful will be put to the sword.” 


“The men of Numas and Zandri will be outraged,” Arkhan declared, 
thinking back to the reaction of the kings in the palace at Quatar. “They 
may well revolt.” 


Shepsu-hur wheeled his horse around. The immortal glanced back over his 
shoulder. 


“The men of Numas and Zandri may well be next,” he said, and went to 
rejoin his troops. 


Arkhan watched the cavalry set off behind the implacable spearmen and 
looked beyond, to the silent walls of the City of the Gods. Invisible energies 
crackled through the air, swirling above the marching army like a building 
storm. A breeze plucked at the vizier’s robes, kicking up tendrils of dust 
and grit. Arkhan couldn’t say if it was Nagash’s doing, or whether some 
other force was stirring as the army began to march. 


Atop the nearby dune, Nagash the Undying King watched his army press 
forwards and contemplated Mahrak’s doom. 


Bale-fires were burning across the plain where bundles of screaming skulls 
had fallen short of the city walls. As the necromancer watched, the catapults 
launched another salvo, and this time many of the projectiles found the 
range. They burst against the walls in sickly green showers of bone and 
broken sandstone, or struck the battlements in blazing sprays of fire. 


The spear companies were moving at a slow, measured pace, advancing ina 
broad line towards Mahrak’s western wall. They had nearly reached the 
demarcation line where the necromancer’s shroud met the city’s defensive 
wards. 


Nagash turned to his queen. 


“Cast them down,” he told Neferem, pointing towards the starlit field. The 
Undying King was already gathering his power, drawing upon the energies 
of the Black Pyramid, hundreds of leagues distant. When the wards fell, his 
sorcerous shroud would rush in, and darkness would fall upon the City of 
Hope. 
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The first ranks of spearmen reached the city’s wards. Neferem raised her 
withered arms and let out a long, despairing cry. 


Down on the plain below, the breeze began to strengthen, pulling ribbons of 
sand into the air towards the waiting city. The spear companies continued 
forwards under the fire of the catapults, followed by thirty squadrons of 
light cavalry led by a third of his immortals. In their wake came thousands 
of skeletal archers, their tall bows held at the ready. They would do the 
majority of the fighting once the companies reached the walls, shooting at 
the city defenders as they fired down at the milling spearmen. 


The march of the spearmen had sent a steady, rolling drumbeat across the 
sandy ground, but that tempo was punctuated by slow, heavy footfalls. 
Thump... thump... thump... 


They crested the line of dunes just as the catapults fired another salvo at the 
city. Eight towering figures, each sixteen feet tall and crafted of fused bones 
and cable-like sinews, the bone giants wielded enormous clubs, fashioned 
from ships’ masts cut down and banded together with thick strips of bronze. 
Fashioned after the complicated metal giants of Lybaras, they would assault 
the city’s gate and hammer it down, paving the way for the cavalry to begin 
the slaughter. 


The wind was continuing to strengthen, drawing more and more dust into 
the air above the plain. The necromancer’s mantle of shadow was starting to 
unravel, drawn inexorably into the building vortex. 


Thousands of skeletons marched forwards, their battered helmets and spear 
tips gleaming dully under the fading starlight. The city’s wards had not 
fallen. 


For a fleeting instant, the Undying King was stunned. He sharpened the 
force of his command, quickening the pace of his troops. The bone giants 
increased their stride, gaining swiftly on the advancing companies. 


Overhead, the clouds of dust were boiling, their insides lit from within by a 
furnace-like glow. The wind had risen in power to an angry, lion-like roar. 
Then came a deafening crack, like a boulder splitting in the sun, and fire 
began to rain down upon the living dead. 


Tumbling pieces of rock the size of wagon wheels arced from the clouds on 
trails of blazing crimson, landing among the tightly ranked spearmen and 
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hurling their pieces skywards in plumes of dirt and flame. Each impact 
reverberated across the plain like a hammer blow, one falling atop another 
so quickly that they merged into a titanic, thunderous roar. 


Huge holes were gouged in the spear companies, but the skeletal warriors 
did not feel hesitation or fear. Driven by the invisible lash of their king’s 
will, the spearmen closed ranks and continued to press forwards. Bodies 
struggled onwards, their wrappings burning away as they walked. The 
catapults continued to fire, but as the skulls streaked through the clouds the 
bundles were burst apart and hurled earthwards, landing upon the skeletons 
below. 


Furious, Nagash whirled upon his queen. He seized Neferem by her hair 
and wrenched her head around, cracking the desiccated skin of her neck. 


“Break their power!” he commanded. “Break it!” 


Neferem raised her arms feebly, her face warped by pain and terror. She 
wailed like a lost soul, crying her torment to the heavens, but to no avail. 


The immortals had penetrated into the wards, and as the fiery stones fell 
around them they quickened their pace, weaving their way past the 
struggling spearmen and racing for the gate. The giants followed suit, in 
some cases ploughing ruthlessly through any spearmen caught in their path. 
One giant was struck squarely in the forehead by a plunging stone, 
shattering its misshapen skull. The headless construct staggered for a 
moment, and then righted itself and continued on. 


When the charging horsemen were less than a hundred yards from the city 
walls the sandy ground before them heaved and burst, throwing a curtain of 
dust high into the sky. The cavalry, going too fast to stop, plunged into the 
billowing wall and disappeared from view. 


For a moment, Nagash could see nothing, and then a small shape came 
spinning out of the cloud like a flung potshard. By luck, it hit a bone giant 
in the chest and shattered in a spray of fragments. Belatedly, the 
necromancer realised that the shape had been one half of an undead horse. 


The dust was starting to thin out, and large, dark shapes could be seen 
stirring within its depths. More bits and pieces were flung from the cloud, 
like fragments scattered by the sweep of heavy blows. 
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The giants had nearly reached the curtain of dust. They raised their clubs 
and swung them in broad, ponderous sweeps, cutting roiling wakes through 
the shroud and revealing massive, leonine shapes whose flanks were the 
colour of the desert sands. One of them rounded on the giants and leapt 
forwards, paws outstretched. 


It struck the giant in the chest, talons shattering the fused ribcage and 
digging furrows in the construct’s pelvis. 


The monster was easily as large as the giant, with a lionlike body and a 
powerful, lashing tail, but the head of the beast was not a lion. It had a 
russet mane and slitted yellow eyes, but the face was that of a man. 


The sphinx bared massive fangs and lunged at the giant’s neck, snapping 
the knobbly vertebrae in a single, powerful bite. The construct toppled 
beneath the monster’s weight and the sphinx tore it apart with sweeps of its 
sabre-like claws. 


More sphinxes leapt from the settling dust cloud, their pelts covered in 
crushed pieces of bone and pale shreds of tissue. They dashed among the 
remaining giants, too fast for their clumsy weapons to touch, and tore at 
their legs with tooth and claw. One by one, the constructs crashed to the 
ground and were ripped to pieces. 


Clouds of arrows arced across the plain and landed among the sphinxes as 
the surviving archers drew into range. The monsters raised their heads and 
snapped at the arrows as though they were no more than stinging flies, and 
then returned to their grisly work. 


The spearmen were still pushing forwards under the hail of fire, but now 
they advanced singly, or in scattered knots of five or ten warriors. Their 
companies had been shattered, and the archers were suffering beneath the 
heavenly assault. The plain was carpeted in smouldering bones and broken 
bits of weapons and armour. 


Baring his teeth in a silent snarl, Nagash raised his face to the heavens and 
roared in anger. Down on the field the surviving skeletons staggered at the 
sound, turned about and began to withdraw. 


The sphinxes paced the broken ground at the foot of Mahrak’s walls like 
hungry cats, staring balefully at the rest of the necromancer’s forces. The 
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remains of the cavalrymen and their immortal captains crunched beneath 
their paws. Not one of the riders had survived. 


The huge beasts tossed their heads and roared defiantly at the retreating 
skeletons, their human-like faces both wrathful and triumphant as they 
stood among the broken bones of the horde. 


Beyond the City of Hope, the first rays of dawn were breaking. 
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TWENTY-NINE 
The Lord of the Dead Lands 


Mahrak, the City of Hope, in the 63rd year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1740 Imperial reckoning) 


The slaves began their work at dusk, edging warily across the shadow line 
as soon as the sun disappeared behind the sorcerous clouds to the west. 
They worked in groups of fifty or sixty, with a third of their number 
dragging hand carts while the rest scooped up armfuls of broken bones or 
torn leather harness and loaded up the conveyances as quickly as they 
could. Companies of skeletal archers watched over the bone gatherers from 
just behind the demarcation line, ready to shoot any slave who lost his 
nerve and tried to return before their cart had been filled. The closer the 
scavengers got to Mahrak’s walls the more fearful they became. 


Arkhan the Black stood atop the same low dune where Nagash had 
unleashed his first attack on the city of priests, and watched the progress of 
one particular band of bone gatherers who were a few hundred yards farther 
ahead than the rest. A scribe sat on the sands nearby with a portable writing 
desk balanced on his knees, ready to record the vizier’s observations. 
Behind them the vast tent city of the besiegers was stirring, rising from the 
long day’s slumber and making ready for another tedious night watching the 
shadow line and waiting for the city to fall. 


Four years after the catastrophic opening of the siege, the western plain of 
Mahrak was carpeted in splintered bone, torn armour and broken weapons. 
Uncounted thousands of warriors had been hurled at the city, only to be 
smashed by fiery stones or shattered beneath the paws of the city’s 
elemental guardians. 


Company after company had been fed into the waiting maw of the city 
defences, using every conceivable tactic that Nagash and his captains could 
devise. They launched elaborate feints and flanking moves, hoping to 
overwhelm the defending wards. They supported the assaults with fierce 
bombardments and scores of lumbering bone giants. They even crafted 
burrowing constructs to try to tunnel across the killing field, all to no avail. 
The defences of Mahrak were as tireless and fierce as Nagash’s undead 
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attackers, and as the months tumed into years the plain outside the city 
became a vast field of bones. 


The carnage had grown so severe that the besiegers had to start using slaves 
to clear lanes through the debris to permit the movement of troops. Cart- 
loads of bones were dumped in huge liche-fields to the rear of the army, 
where the king’s acolytes would pore through the wreckage for suitable 
parts to reassemble useful warriors or larger siege constructs. Further west, 
scavenging parties combed the necropoli of Khemri, Numas and Zandri, 
breaking into peasant crypts and raising new conscripts to restore Nagash’s 
battered army. 


The cost of maintaining the siege had grown so severe that the stored 
energies of the Black Pyramid had been dangerously depleted. Raamket had 
been sent back to Khemri after the first year of the siege to gather fresh 
souls for sacrifice. Rumour had it that barges of northern slaves were 
shipped downriver from Zandri every month to die in the depths of the 
pyramid. 


The Undying King had made it clear to his vassals: if it took ten years, or 
ten thousand years, the siege of Mahrak would continue until the City of the 
Gods was no more. 


Arkhan peered into the deepening gloom beyond the shadow line and 
gauged the progress of the scavenging party. 


“Two hundred yards,” he said, and the scribe’s brush whispered across the 
papyrus. “Nothing yet.” 


The party was well ahead of the other scavengers, wading through drifts of 
splintered bone that rose almost to their knees. The sky above the slaves 
remained clear, as expected. For the last year the besiegers had begun 
probing the city’s wards in various ways, gathering information on how 
they operated in the hope of finding a way to unravel them. They had 
learned that groups of a hundred men or less could cross the shadow line 
without triggering the rain of fire and could move safely up to a quarter of a 
mile from the city. Once past that, however, they fell prey to the sphinxes. 


There was some debate as to how many of those desert spirits protected 
Mahrak. Various observers claimed no more than half a dozen, while others 
insisted there was at least a score. The trouble was that the spirits came and 
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went at will within the quarter-mile zone just outside the city walls. They 
could disappear into the sandy soil and emerge from a dust cloud hundreds 
of yards away, striking with terrible speed, before vanishing once again. 
Despite their best efforts, Nagash’s troops had yet to injure a single sphinx, 
much less slay one. 


The siege wasn’t entirely one-sided, however. If Nagash’s warriors couldn’t 
enter Mahrak, they could at least make certain that nothing got out. Numasi 
patrols had intercepted numerous foraging parties over the last two years, 
and after sufficient torture, the prisoners had confessed to the desperate 
conditions inside the city. Mahrak’s food stores had been exhausted long 
ago. The horses were gone, as were all the rats. Fighting had broken out 
around the temple of Basth when mobs of starving citizens went after the 
temple’s sacred cats. Mahrak’s fearsome Ushabti, the most terrible holy 
warriors in all of Nehekhara, found themselves turning their powers upon 
the city’s faithful in a desperate effort to maintain order. 


Initially, Nagash had been pleased by the news. It seemed as though the city 
might fall at any time, but the king’s anticipation soon turned sour. Mahrak 
continued to endure, night after awful night, while to the south the Kings of 
Rasetra and Lybaras were no doubt rebuilding their broken armies to offer 
battle once more. 


The sound of hooves on the far side of the dune caught Arkhan’s attention. 
He stole a glance over his shoulder and saw a messenger wearing a hooded 
desert cape slide clumsily from the saddle of a sickly looking mare. 
Frowning, Arkhan turned his attention back to the slaves creeping towards 
the distant city. Whatever the rider had to say, he’d hear it soon enough. It 
was unlikely to be of much significance. 


The messenger took his time climbing the rounded dune, his breath rattling 
noisily in his throat. Arkhan heard the man’s laboured footfalls draw near, 
until he could smell the oily stink of sickness seeping from the wretch’s 
pores. The vizier’s pale lips curled in distaste. When the man spoke, his 
voice was a wheezing rattle. 


“First we offer bones. Now we sacrifice flesh and blood to the lions of the 
desert,” he said. Arkhan felt a cold flash of irritation. Once upon a time he 
would have made the man suffer dearly for such impertinence. 
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“Have you a message for me?” he growled. “Or have you chosen to risk 
your life by wasting my valuable time?” The messenger surprised him with 
a phlegmatic chuckle. 


“The sands of time are running swiftly through our fingers, Arkhan the 
Black,” he said quietly. Irritation gave way to outrage. Arkhan rounded 
upon the messenger, his pale hands clenching into fists, and found himself 
staring into the sallow, haunted face of Amn-nasir, the Priest King of 
Zandri. 


The immortal fought to keep the shock from his face. He stole a wary look 
at the nearby scribe, who was watching the exchange with dreadful 
fascination. 


“Leave us,” Arkhan told the man. “I'll relay my observations personally to 
the king.” 


The scribe started to object, but thought better of it when he saw the look of 
menace in Arkhan’s eyes. Without a word, he snatched up his materials and 
hastily withdrew down the far side of the dune. When the scribe was out of 
earshot, Arkhan turned back to the king. 


“What is the meaning of this?” he hissed. 


Amn-nasir’s sunken eyes widened fractionally at the vizier’s tone, although 
perhaps it was simply Arkhan’s words making their way through the fog of 
wine and lotus root gripping the king’s mind. Amn-nasir managed a fleeting 
smile, revealing a mouth full of stained, rotting teeth. 


“T wished to see for myself how far the king’s proud vizier has fallen,” he 
said softly. Some of Arkhan’s former anger returned. He spread his arms 
wide. 


“Then look,” he sneered. “Drink deep, great one.” 


The priest king’s smile returned. A bright thread of drool slipped from the 
comer of his mouth, and he wiped at it absently with a trembling hand. 


“Not even the mightiest among us are safe from Nagash’s wrath,” he 
observed. 


Arkhan bit back a sharp reply. What point was there in denying it? Amn- 
nasir had watched him writhe like a worm in the palace at Quatar. He 
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thought back to Shepsu-hur’s last words, before he’d ridden to his doom 
beneath the walls of Mahrak. 


The men of Numas and Zandri may well be next. 


A distant rumble sounded from the direction of Mahrak, followed by the 
faint sound of screams. With a curse, Arkhan turned back to the plain and 
saw that the carnage had already begun. 


Three sphinxes reared above the panicked slaves, lashing out at the 
screaming men with huge, blood-slicked paws. Bodies spun through the air 
like straw dolls, split wide by the monsters’ talons. It looked as though half 
the slaves were already dead, and the rest were fleeing in panic back 
towards the shadow line. 


“Come on,” Arkhan murmured angrily. He studied the plain of bones 
around the fleeing slaves carefully. “Rise up, damn you!” 


One of the sphinxes seemed to leap lazily forwards among a knot of 
terrified slaves, crushing several beneath the weight of its paws and 
catching another in its fangs. The monster bit the slave in two, spat out the 
pieces, and then started to lunge for another victim, when suddenly the 
ground heaved around the struggling slaves and the sphinx jumped 
skywards like a startled cat. 


Massive, low-slung figures erupted from the earth on either side of the 
sphinx. Jagged pincers the size of a grown man snapped at the monster’s 
legs, and segmented tails made of gleaming bone stabbed at the creature’s 
flanks with stingers as long as swords. Three bone constructs, wrought in 
the shape of huge tomb scorpions, surrounded the desert spirit and stabbed 
its flanks again and again, eliciting terrible, human-like roars of rage and 
pain. 


The wounded sphinx retreated, dragging a paralysed hind leg and snapping 
defiantly at the scuttling constructs. The scorpions pressed forwards 
relentlessly, spreading out to attack the creature from three different 
directions at once. A sudden gust of wind across the plain kicked up a cloud 
of sand around the struggling figures and the sphinx’s pack mates attacked. 
The leonine monsters coalesced out of the swirling sands and leapt onto the 
scorpions, snapping at the constructs’ tails with their powerful jaws. Bone 
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splintered and fragments were hurled into the air as the spirits savaged the 
constructs. 


Within seconds, the ill-fated ambush was over. The six monsters paced 
around the shattered constructs for a few moments more, and then they 
turned their backs on the fleeing slaves and withdrew into the chuming 
clouds of sand. Their dusky hides merged with the swirling dust, and then 
disappeared from view. 


Arkhan studied the broken bodies of the scorpions and shook his head 
irritably. Six months of incantations and labour, all gone in moments. The 
vizier grimaced. 


“Well, we managed to hurt one of the beasts this time,” he muttered bitterly. 
“That’s progress, I suppose.” Amn-nasir grunted scornfully, which in turn 
triggered a fit of painful coughing. 


“Nagash has made a grave miscalculation,” the king finally said. “He has 
kept us here for years, while our cities slide into ruin and our enemies grow 
in strength. If we had marched on Rasetra and Lybaras at once, we would 
have ended this war in a month. But now—” 


“What?” Arkhan interrupted, his eyes narrowing suspiciously. The king 
hesitated. 


“Every man has a limit to what he can endure,” he said, his voice almost too 
faint for the immortal to hear. The vizier studied the king’s tormented face. 


“We either endure, or we perish,” he replied. 


“All men perish,” Amn-nasir said. “Sometimes a good death is preferable to 
a wretched life.” Arkhan shook his head. 


“You had your chance to rise up against Nagash many years ago, but you 
bowed your knee to him instead. Now it’s too late,” he said. 


“Perhaps,” the king said enigmatically, “and perhaps not.” 


“Stop playing children’s games,” Arkhan snapped. “Speak plainly, or not at 
all.” 


“As you wish,” Amn-nasir said. “The Priest King of Lahmia is on his way 
here, with an army at his back.” The vizier’s eyes widened. 
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“Are you certain?” he asked, knowing how foolish he sounded even as the 
question passed his lips. Amn-nasir grinned again, enjoying Arkhan’s 
surprise. 


“My scouts spotted them yesterday. They will be here on the morrow,” he 
replied. 


The failed ambush was forgotten. Arkhan’s mind raced as he tried to grasp 
the implications of the Lahmians’ impending arrival. 


“An army,” he murmured. “Why? Is Lamashizzar coming to side with 
Nagash, or with the people of Mahrak?” Amn-nasir shrugged. 


“The Lahmians are famous opportunists. No doubt Lamashizzar senses that 
the balance of power is shifting, and seeks to exploit it for his own ends.” 


Arkhan considered this, before asking, “How large is the Lahmian army?” 


“Perhaps fifty or sixty thousand troops,” the king replied, “a mix of infantry 
and heavy cavalry, all clad in strange, outlandish armour.” 


The vizier shook his head. Nagash had more than twice that number 
camped outside Mahrak. 


“If Lamashizzar pits himself against the Undying King he will be 
destroyed,” he said. 


“Tf he fights alone, yes,” Amn-nasir said, nodding slowly. 
The immortal and the king stared at one another for a long, fraught moment. 


“Are the men of Numas contemplating revolt as well?” Arkhan asked 
quietly. 

“T do not speak for Numas,” Amn-nasir replied, his expression inscrutable. 
Arkhan stepped close to the king. 


“You’re a fool to tell me this,” he hissed. “Nagash would reward me well 
for such information.” Amn-nasir was unmoved by the threat. 


“Now who is playing children’s games?” he said. “Do you imagine that 
your master is capable of gratitude after all this time? Even if you 
whispered all I’ve said into Nagash’s ear and he somehow trusted you 
enough to act upon it, do you truly think it would change anything?” 
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“Why talk to me at all?” the vizier snarled. “You’re right. I have no 
influence or power any more. The king sets me to menial tasks when it 
pleases him, and provides me only enough sustenance to eke out a weak, 
miserable existence.” He thought to say more, but shame held his tongue. 
For years he had been given little more than drops of the master’s precious 
elixir, leaving him in constant torment. In desperation, he had taken to 
supplementing his meagre sustenance with the blood of animals. The bitter 
blood of horses, jackals, even vultures, partially lessened his terrible thirst, 
but did nothing to restore his vitality. 


More than once over the last few years, Arkhan had contemplated 
disappearing into the desert and making his way back to Khemri. He knew 
where Nagash’s arcane tomes were hidden, deep within the Black Pyramid, 
and somewhere in their pages were the formulas for creating the dreadful 
elixir. Those formulas would free him from Nagash’s clutches forever, but 
the long, burning leagues between Mahrak and the Living City daunted him 
in his weakened state. 


“You know more about Nagash and his powers than anyone,” Amn-nasir 
said, “and you have every reason to desire his downfall. This is your 
chance, possibly your only chance, to be free of him. If you went to 
Lamashizzar and offered to share Nagash’s secrets, it might be enough to 
sway him.” Arkhan frowned. 


“Sway him?” The vizier felt his anger returning. “All this bold talk of revolt 
is a fantasy, isn’t it? You haven’t spoken to Lamashizzar at all. For all you 
know, the Lahmians think Mahrak is on the verge of collapse and they’re 
coming here to curry Nagash’s favour. You want to use me as your stalking 
horse, stirring up the notion of rebellion and gauging Lamashizzar’s 
reaction before you risk your own skin.” 


For the first time, Amn-nasir’s bleary eyes widened in anger. 


“Think what you like, vizier,’ he said coldly. “I never claimed to know 
Lamashizzar’s mind. But that doesn’t change any part of what I’ve said to 
you.” The king reached up with his palsied hands and pulled up his desert 
hood. 


“You and I know better than anyone what Nehekhara will become if Nagash 
triumphs,” Amn-nasir said. “Mahrak cannot endure much longer, and no 
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doubt Lamashizzar senses this. When that happens, darkness will spread 
across the east, and the Undying King will become the lord of a dead land. 
We stand upon the brink, Arkhan. This is our last chance to draw back from 
the brink of ruin.” 


Arkhan did not reply at first. He stared out onto the bone-covered plain, and 
thought of Bel Aliad, and Bhagar, and even of Khemri. 


“Lord of a dead land,” he murmured. He took a deep breath. “I must think 
on this, great one. You say that Lamashizzar will arrive tomorrow?” The 
vizier glanced back at the king, but Amn-nasir was gone, already climbing 
back onto the saddle of his sickly mare. Arkhan watched the king go, and 
contemplated the future. 


A dozen leagues south-east of Mahrak ran a broken range of flat-topped 
hills, separated by narrow, steep-walled canyons and treacherous gullies. 
For centuries the terrain had been a haven for eastern bandits, until 
Nagash’s father Khetep had ruthlessly cleansed it on his southern 
campaigns, more than two hundred years ago. Many of the steep hills were 
honeycombed with caves, some containing hidden wells and supply caches 
built by bandit gangs. A clever general could hide an army in that rugged 
landscape, which is exactly what Rakh-amn-hotep had done. 


It had taken more than three months to move the companies of warriors into 
position. They moved by night to conceal the dust of their march and 
burned no fires save for a handful of meagre ovens set deep in the back of 
the hill caves. First the cavalry arrived, establishing a picket to keep 
Numasi scouts at bay and standing guard over the caches of supplies 
transferred by swift-moving wagon teams sent ahead of the infantry 
companies. By the time the Rasetran king arrived at the sprawling 
encampment, more than forty thousand warriors had been assembled, 
awaiting the call to battle. In the weeks that followed, another twenty 
thousand troops had arrived, bringing the army to nearly its full size. 


The host was but a pale shadow of the proud force that had marched upon 
Khemri four and a half years ago. There were no lizardmen from the deep 
jungle and their massive beasts of war, nor were there squadrons of swift 
chariots drawn by hissing, saw-toothed reptiles. Every horse in Rasetra had 
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been pressed into service, and every old veteran and callow youth had been 
armed and cased in heavy scales and fed into the crucible of war. This was 
the seed corn of his people. If this last campaign failed it would mean the 
end of his city. No one would be left to work the mills, or the smithies, or 
keep the market square going. Within a generation the jungle would claim 
Rasetra once more. 


Rakh-amn-hotep reckoned that the same could be said of Lybaras. The 
warriors of the scholar-city had been arriving for the last month, and there 
was no mistaking the old men and clumsy young scribes filling the ranks of 
their spear companies. He imagined the huge libraries and schools of 
engineering and philosophy echoing and empty. The great war machines 
and wondrous sky-boats of Lybaras were no more, and would perhaps never 
be seen again. 


A gentle wind was blowing off the mountains to the west and Neru was 
high and bright in the sky as the Rasetran king stood atop a low ridge and 
watched for the army’s last expected arrivals. His Ushabti stood close by, 
wrapped in desert robes and hoods to conceal their divine gifts. A pair of 
scribes crouched at the base of a large boulder, comparing supply lists and 
making notations on wax tablets with dull copper styluses. Ekhreb stood to 
one side of the scribes, studying their notations carefully, and then went to 
the king’s side. He nodded his head to Rakh-amn-hotep and the tall, slender 
figure standing at the king’s right. 


“All is in readiness,” the champion said quietly. “The companies have 
drawn their supplies for the march, and will be ready to move at first light.” 
Rakh-amn-hotep nodded gravely. 


“The picket is secure?” he asked. Ekhreb nodded. 


“The Numasi haven’t been patrolling as aggressively for the last few 
months. When they send out patrols at all, they rarely stray more than a few 
leagues from camp.” He sighed. “Hopefully that doesn’t mean that Mahrak 
has finally capitulated.” 


There had been no word from the City of Hope for a very long time. Small 
scouting patrols had managed to steal close to Mahrak over the years and 
bring back news of the siege, but Rakh-amn-hotep had called off the 
missions just before he began sending his troops northwards. He didn’t 
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want to risk having one of his scouts taken prisoner and revealing the 
army’s position. 


After a moment the stout king shook his head. 


“Tf Mahrak had fallen, Nagash’s host would be bearing down on Lybaras 
right now,” he said. Secretly however, the king’s instincts told him that the 
city was close to collapse. That they had endured as long as they had was a 
grim sort of miracle. He thought of Nebunefer, and wondered if the old 
priest still lived. 


A stir went through the Ushabti. One of them pointed southwards, and the 
king peered into the gloom. 


“Here they come,” Rakh-amn-hotep said portentously. 


The plume of dust raised by the column was a faint smudge in the moonlit 
sky. Rakh-amn-hotep first spied a small squadron of chariots, no doubt the 
king’s Ushabti, and then came a single, darkly painted wagon, drawn by a 
team of six horses. A final company of spearmen marched doggedly across 
the rough terrain behind the Lybaran court wagon. 


As the king watched, a pair of Rasetran scouts broke cover from a shadowy 
defile further south and rode out to meet the column. There was a brief 
exchange, and one scout led the wagon and its bodyguards towards the 
ridge where Rakh-amn-hotep waited. The remaining scout wheeled his 
horse around and guided the spear company towards a nearby gully, where 
the troops could eat a decent meal and catch a few hours of sleep before the 
march began the next day. 


Rakh-amn-hotep gestured to his companions and began walking down the 
ridge towards the oncoming wagon. The Lybaran Ushabti arrived first, 
dismounting from their chariots and bowing their heads respectfully to the 
Rasetran king as he approached. 


The wagon, the last, battered remnant of Hekhmenukep’s splendid mobile 
court, rattled to a halt a few moments later. Slaves raced around to the back 
of the conveyance, pulling its wooden doors open and placing a set of steps 
on the ground just as the Lybaran king emerged. 


Hekhmenukep had healed well since the battle at the fountains. Deep 
wrinkles crowded the corners of the priest king’s eyes, and he moved with 
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greater care than he might have done years before, but otherwise he seemed 
in good health. He climbed down onto solid ground and approached Rakh- 
amn-hotep, trailed by an earnest-looking young man in royal robes. 


“Well met, old friend,” Hekhmenukep said sombrely. He turned and 
gestured towards his companion. “Allow me to present my son and heir, 
Prince Khepra.” Khepra stepped forwards and bowed to the Rasetran king. 


“Tt is a great honour,” he said, his voice grave and his expression full of 
youthful seriousness. Rakh-amn-hotep nodded courteously to the young 
man. 


“In return, let me introduce my own son,” he said, indicating the slender, 
robed young man standing nearby. “This is Prince Shepret.” 


At the sound of his name the robed figure stepped forwards and bowed. He 
drew back his desert facecloth, revealing sharp, aquiline features and 
startling green eyes. 


“The honour is ours,” Shepret said. Though physically almost exactly the 
opposite of the stout, craggy-featured Rasetran king, Shepret’s steely tone 
and brusque manner was just like his father’s. Hekhmenukep smiled at 
Rakh-amn-hotep. 


“Tt appears we think alike, you and I,” he said. 


“Indeed,” the Rasetran king replied. “About time for the younger generation 
to make their mark in the world.” But Hekhmenukep could not mistake the 
look that went with Rakh-amn-hotep’s words. 


Both men understood that this was the last chance to save their homes. If 
they failed to break Nagash at Mahrak, the cities of the east were doomed. 
Better that their sons fight and die on the battlefield than bend their knees to 
the Usurper. 


“T trust you’ve taken good care of my troops these last few months,” 
Hekhmenukep said, changing the subject. 


The Rasetran king nodded. “All is in readiness,” he said. “Now that you’ve 
arrived we will march at first light tomorrow. There’s no sense waiting any 
more than we must and risk a chance discovery by Nagash’s scouts.” 


Hekhmenukep nodded. “And the Usurper suspects nothing?” he asked. 
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“As far as we can tell, he has no idea we’re here,” Rakh-amn-hotep replied. 
“His attention is focused entirely on Mahrak, and his Numasi allies are 
doing a poor job of securing his flank. We’ll hit the Numasi encampment 
tomorrow like a thunderbolt, and drive through and into Nagash’s positions 
before they know what is happening.” 


“What of Zandri’s army?” Hekhmenukep asked. “Is there any sign of 
them?” Rakh-amn-hotep shook his head. 


“We assume they are further north, guarding the Usurper’s northern flank, 
too far away to make much difference once the attack begins. By the time 
they are able to join the battle the outcome will have already been decided.” 


Hekhmenukep considered the plan and nodded. Both kings knew that their 
forces were badly outnumbered. Surprise was essential if they were to have 
a hope of defeating Nagash’s horde. 


“Let us pray that we can avoid notice for just a few hours more,” he said. 
“The future of all Nehekhara depends upon it.” 


Thirty yards away, two men lay behind another rocky ridge line, listening 
intently. The voices of the two kings carried easily through the cold night 
air. Eventually, the party climbed aboard the Lybaran court wagon and the 
procession made its way up into a hidden valley, where the bulk of the 
allied army waited. 


The two Numasi scouts waited for more than half an hour, long after the last 
echoes of the wagon’s passage had faded away. Slowly and carefully, they 
eased from their camouflaged holes and slipped like shadows down to the 
base of the ridge, where their horses waited. Without a word, the two men 
climbed into their saddles and parted ways, racing across the desert to carry 
the news to their master. 
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THIRTY 
The End of all Things 


Mahrak, the City of Hope, in the 63rd year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1740 Imperial reckoning) 


The Lahmian army reached Mahrak by mid-morning of the next day, 
arriving with a fanfare of trumpets and the liquid flutter of hundreds of 
yellow silk banners. Squadrons of heavy cavalry came first, riding around 
the northern perimeter of the besieged city in a sinuous column of brightly 
coloured pennons. Silver pendants worked into the horses’ harnesses 
glittered icily in the bright sunlight, contrasting with the strange, coal-black 
scale shirts and greaves that the cavalrymen wore. Behind the heavy 
horsemen rode smaller squadrons of horse archers riding sleek, lean-limbed 
mounts. Short, powerful horse bows rested across their wooden saddles, 
similar to the fearsome weapons of the vanquished Bhagarites. 


Behind the horse archers, long columns of spearmen marched under various 
silk banners that announced the identities of their noble patrons. The 
footmen wore dark metal armour similar to the cavalry, and their swords 
and spear-tips were fashioned from the same ore. 


At first glance, the final Lahmian infantry companies appeared to be 
spearmen as well, except that they bore no shields and were smaller in 
number than the standard foot companies. Each warrior marched with a 
long pole held against his shoulder, but upon closer observation it became 
apparent that these weapons were not spears. In fact, they hardly looked 
like weapons at all. One-third of the object was indeed a pole of hard wood, 
nearly as thick as a man’s forearm and capped at the end by a bulb of dark 
metal. The rest of the object’s length was made of unpolished bronze and 
held in place with more dark metal bands. Artisans had carved the bronze to 
resemble the scaly hide of a fearsome lizard, and the object’s bronze tip 
resembled the leering, fanged mouth of a crocodile. The carved jaws were 
parted, opening to reveal dark hollows within. 


The Zandrian outriders who met the Lahmians studied the strange warriors 
with a mixture of curiosity and dread. It was well-known that Lahmia was a 
distant and exotic place, and its people traded with mysterious barbarians in 
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the Silk Lands in the far east. What they saw only confirmed their 
expectations. 


The army came to a halt within only a few hundred yards of the Zandri 
positions and quickly began to stake out a perimeter as though preparing to 
make camp. Into their midst came a procession of brightly coloured wagons 
that no doubt contained the Lahmian king and his retainers. The newcomers 
appeared to take little notice of the gaunt, staring Zandrians, or the bone- 
covered plain stretching westwards from Mahrak’s walls and the roiling 
clouds of darkness hanging in the sky beyond. 


The same could not be said of the people inside the besieged city. When the 
first yellow banners were seen to the north, word spread like a desert storm 
through Mahrak’s filthy, corpse-choked streets. By the time the Lahmian 
army had drawn up before the Zandri encampment half a dozen tall Ushabti 
had climbed atop the city’s northern wall, bearing a frail, robed figure who 
weighed little more than a child. Slowly and carefully, they set Nebunefer 
onto his feet and helped him lay his wrinkled hands upon the battlements 
for support. Then the withdrew to a respectful distance. 


Nebunefer watched the wagons of the Lahmian king roll into view, 
followed by a long line of heavily laden supply wagons. The old priest’s 
mind was still sharp, almost preternaturally so, these days. Starvation had a 
tendency to focus one’s thoughts, he had come to learn, at least for a short 
time. 


From the evidence, it was clear that Lamashizzar had no intention of lifting 
the siege. For ten long years the Lahmians had watched the war against 
Nagash unfold, refusing to commit to one side or the other. Nebunefer 
believed that they were waiting to see which side gained the upper hand 
before committing themselves. Now, apparently, they had made their 
decision. 


An Ushabti approached and bowed to the priest, offering a small clay cup 
brimming with steaming liquid. Nebunefer took the cup in both hands, 
grateful for its warmth despite the bright, mid-morning sun. He took a small 
sip of the tea, Lahmian tea, he noted sadly, imported at great cost from the 
Silk Lands and purchased for the temple storehouses years before. The tea 
had a delicate, floral taste when combined with water from the Sundered 
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Stone. It was all that the priesthood had left. They steeped the tiny leaves 
until nothing was left, and then ate those as well. 


No one knew how many of Mahrak’s citizens were left. Hundreds had died 
in riots as the food supplies dwindled, and many hundreds more succumbed 
after everyone became too weak to fight. Entire families had retreated into 
their homes, sending out the youngest and strongest in search of food, or 
when hope ran out, to loot an apothecary’s shop for a fast-acting poison. 
There wasn’t a single apothecary shop left intact anywhere in the city. It 
was only by the selfless efforts of the priests of Geheb and Asaph that a 
plague had not broken out years before. 


Rumours were rife of cannibalism in the poorer districts of the city, as 
desperate, starving families fell upon the wasted corpses piled in the streets. 
The Hieratic Council declared such an offence punishable by death, but 
little effort was made to hunt for the perpetrators. No one really wanted to 
know if there was any truth to the tales. 


Nebunefer sipped his tea slowly, wincing at the cramps that gripped his 
belly from time to time as he watched the Lahmians organising a royal 
procession to greet the Usurper. As he watched, his mind drifted back to the 
last time he’d spoken with the Rasetran king. He wondered what had 
become of Rakh-amn-hotep, and where he was now. Much could happen to 
a man in four years. Perhaps the king still intended to keep his old promise. 
If so, Nebunefer feared that the Rasetrans would not arrive in time. 


“T thought that I might find you here,” said a sepulchral voice close to 
Nebunefer’s ear. 


The old priest blinked for a few long moments, unable to puzzle out where 
the sound had come from. He turned his head in a daze and saw the pale, 
hollowed-out face of Atep-neru, the Hierophant of Djaf. The long siege had 
turned the priest even more cadaverous than he had been to start with, but 
the privations of hunger didn’t seem to plague him as much as Nebunefer or 
the other priests. 


“Atep-neru, it’s good to see you,” Nebunefer said. His voice was a thready 
whisper, despite the Lahmian tea. “It’s been some time since you left the 
precincts of your temple. I had begun to fear the worst.” He gestured 
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towards the north. “You’ve come to see the arrival of the Lahmians, I 
expect.” The Hierophant of Djaf frowned worriedly at the old priest. 


“Nothing of the kind,” he said. “I’ve come to summon you to the Palace of 
the Gods. There are important decisions to be made.” Nebunefer sipped his 
tea and winced as another cramp seized his guts. 


“T have nothing useful to add,” he said, shaking his head wearily. “Nekh- 
amn-aten speaks for our temple, as always. He can decide for himself.” 


“Nekh-amn-aten is dead,” Atep-neru said flatly. “He took poison sometime 
during the night. By right of seniority, you are now the Hierophant of Ptra.” 


Nebunefer could not bring himself to reply at first. He looked down at the 
cup in his hands and waited until the terrible pain in his heart subsided. 


“T pray that Usirian will judge him kindly,” he said at last. Then the old 
priest took a deep breath and straightened. “What decisions must be made?” 
Atep-neru folded his thin arms. 


“Nekh-amn-aten insisted upon defiance against Nagash,” he said. “Now 
that he is gone, Khansu is advocating a rash and destructive response.” 


The old priest nodded in understanding. The Hierophant of Khsar had 
grown increasingly intemperate and erratic as the siege wore on. 


“What does he suggest?” he asked. 


“An attack, of course,” Atep-neru said. “With not just the Ushabti, but 
every person left in the city. A last gesture of defiance, while we still have 
the strength to fight.” 


Nebunefer shook his head, and said, “That would be no fight. Just glorified 
mass suicide.” 


“My thoughts exactly,” Atep-neru said. “Khansu is a fool, but he’s won a 
number of council members over to his side. I need your support to suggest 
a more rational course of action.” 


“Such as?” the old priest asked. 


“Why, surrender of course,” Atep-neru replied. “Something we should have 
done long ago and spared our people much suffering.” The hierophant 
spread his hands. “Nagash must see that we are at an impasse. Every day 
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the Usurper lingers here, he and his allies see the fortunes of their home 
cities dwindle. I’m certain he would be willing to negotiate an end to the 
siege.” 


“Assuming that were true, what of our allies? We would be betraying 
them.” Nebunefer replied with a sigh. Atep-neru’s frown deepened. 


“Our allies have abandoned us,” he snapped. “It’s been four years, 
Nebunefer. They are not coming. No one is going to save us but ourselves.” 


Nebunefer stared up at Atep-neru and saw the absolute conviction in the 
hierophant’s eyes. The old priest sighed, feeling more weary than he’d ever 
felt in his long life. He turned, looking out at the Lahmian camp once more, 
and shook his head sadly. 


“Go on,” Nebunefer said. “Convene the council at the Palace of the Gods. 
I...” He stared down at the depths of his cup. “T’ll just finish my tea.” The 
hierophant nodded curtly. 


“T’ll see you at the palace, then,” he said. “Don’t keep us waiting long. With 
Lamashizzar here, our position becomes more perilous by the moment.” 
Atep-neru turned on his heel and hastened towards the battlement stair. 


Nebunefer watched the hierophant go, and then turned back to the Lahmian 
army. He watched their silk banners ripple in the desert wind, and sipped 
the last of his tea. The sense of loss he felt cut clean through him, like a 
flashing blade in the heat of battle. 


This would be Mahrak’s last day. The city’s brave resistance was at an end, 
whether it be thrown away in a single, doomed charge or traded like cheap 
cloth in the marketplace. Those were the only options that remained. 


The old priest drank the last, bitter dregs and studied the empty cup for a 
long moment. Then he stretched forth his hand and let it fly, casting it in a 
plunging arc over the city wall. 


There was, Nebunefer realised, a third option. 


The Lahmians did not bother sending a messenger to the tent of the 
Undying King and waiting to be invited to an audience. Within an hour of 
their arrival a procession was organised and set off towards the centre of 
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Nagash’s camp. They announced their coming with the blare of trumpets 
and the clash of cymbal and bell, filling the air with a riot of celebratory 
noise. The warriors of Zandri stood aside as the procession marched 
through their encampment, marvelling at the dark-armoured horsemen and 
the black lacquered palanquin, leading a procession of brightly clad 
retainers carrying dozens of bundles and wooden chests. 


News of the army’s arrival raced through the camp, drawing Nagash’s 
remaining immortals from their posts to attend upon their master. The 
king’s Tomb Guard, hastily mustered to full strength as the procession 
approached, stepped aside and allowed the pale-skinned nobles to file 
hurriedly into their master’s cavernous tent. 


Arkhan the Black slipped in among them and sidled towards the shadows in 
the far corner of the dimly lit chamber. He searched the growing crowd for 
any sign of Amn-nasir or the twin Kings of Numas, but Nagash’s mortal 
vassals were nowhere to be seen. 


The Undying King was already present, sitting upon Khemri’s throne at the 
far end of the chamber and attended by his blind servant Ghazid. Neferem 
was absent. Even her small throne had been hastily removed. 


Speculation was rampant. Arkhan listened to the sibilant whispers of his 
fellow immortals. Many reasoned that Lamashizzar had reached his 
majority and come to swear his allegiance to Nagash. Others speculated that 
the young king would challenge their master for the return of Neferem. Still 
others believed that Lamashizzar hoped to intercede on behalf of the priests 
of Mahrak. Arkhan folded his arms and settled down to watch the audience 
unfold. 


The blaring horns and ringing cymbals drew near. A hush fell over 
Nagash’s court. At a quiet order from the Undying King, Ghazid limped 
down the aisle between the waiting immortals and made his way outside the 
tent. 


The music outside stopped. Then, after a few moments, it began again, 
softer and more melodious. The tent flaps were drawn aside, and a score of 
colourful musicians entered, filling the dark chamber with the crystal notes 
of silver flutes, cymbals and bells. The Lahmians took no notice of the 
ghastly assemblage filling the shadowy expanse of the chamber. They 
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spread quickly to either side of the opening and continued to play as the 
first courtiers began the long procession towards Nagash’s throne. 


Each silk-clad noble approached the Undying King with a handsome gift: 
bolts of the finest silk, chests of delicate jade or gilt necklaces decorated 
with gleaming gems. The courtiers bowed before the throne and stepped 
alternately left or right, forming ranks that ran the length of the aisle all the 
way back to the tent’s entrance. 


After several long minutes, when the last courtier had bowed and strode 
smoothly to his appointed place, there was another bright flare of trumpets 
and a rising crescendo from the musicians at the entrance. Then, in the 
silence that followed, Lamashizzar, the young Priest King of Lahmia, 
entered the crowded tent. 


Word had reached the besieging army just last year that Lamasheptra, 
former King of the City of the Dawn, had finally succumbed to the strain of 
a long life of indolence and excess. Very late in life he had sired a son and 
daughter by one of his wives, and his heir, Lamashizzar, had only just 
reached adulthood. The young king walked straight-backed and proud 
towards Nagash’s throne, clad in an ornate version of the dark scales worn 
by the rest of his army. The Lahmian king wore no helm, allowing his long, 
curly black hair to spill across his squared shoulders and frame his lean, 
handsome face. His large, brown eyes were sharp and bright, like a hawk’s, 
and the young king favoured Nagash’s court with a warm, dazzling smile. A 
curious wood and metal club was cradled in his left arm, like a sceptre. Like 
the objects carried by his men, the king’s club was worked in the shape of a 
grinning crocodile with a gaping, polished maw. 


The Lahmian king approached Nagash without the slightest sign of fear, 
and bowed respectfully at the foot of the throne. The Undying King 
regarded Lamashizzar with a cold, baleful stare. 


Nagash’s lip curled into a sneer. His ghostly retinue keened fearfully. 


“You forget your place, boy,” Nagash said. “Kneel in the presence of your 
betters.” 


The hateful tone of the necromancer’s voice cut through the air like a knife. 
Then a stir went through the immortals as the Lahmian king threw back his 
head and laughed. 
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“The years have treated you unkindly, cousin,” Lamashizzar said. “Do your 
eyes fail you after so many centuries? I am no boy, but the king of a great 
city, the same as you, and so I greet you warmly, and offer these gifts to 
show you my esteem.” 


Shocked hisses rose from the court. Many looked at Lamashizzar with frank 
astonishment, thinking the young man deranged. Arkhan sidled closer, now 
even more interested in the exchange. Nagash straightened. His hands 
closed on the arms of his throne. 


“What is the meaning of this?” he asked coldly. 


Lamashizzar looked surprised, and said, “Meaning? Why, merely to 
reaffirm the close ties between our two cities. I have watched your 
campaigns with great interest, cousin. It shamed me to see you stymied so 
long here at Mahrak, so my first act as Lahmia’s king was to raise an army 
and march to your aid.” 


Arkhan saw Nagash’s face drain of colour. The necromancer leaned 
forwards slightly. “You are here to aid me?” he asked. 


“Oh, yes,” Lamashizzar said. As he spoke, his demeanour changed slightly. 
The mirth drained from his features, and his voice took on a hard edge. “For 
the love we have for Khemri, and for my aunt, your queen, the warriors of 
Lahmia are prepared to deliver Mahrak into your hands. What the gods 
have denied you for four long years we will give you in the space of an 
afternoon.” 


A shocked silence fell upon the court. Arkhan watched Nagash intently, 
expecting violence. Instead, the ghost of a smile touched the necromancer’s 
lips. 


“What is your price?” the Undying King asked. 
Lamashizzar bowed once more. 


“T wouldn’t dream of taking advantage of you in such a dire circumstance,” 
the young king said. “I merely want Khemri and Lahmia to enjoy the close 
relationship our cities have had since the time of mighty Settra.” 


Nagash’s expression hardened once more. “Enough dissembling,” he 
growled. “What is it you want?” 
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The young king spread his hands. 


“What else is there worth sharing?” he asked, turning to survey the gathered 
immortals with a smile, but Arkhan saw the cold, calculating gleam in 
Lamashizzar’s eye. 


“We want power,” the Lahmian said, turning back to Nagash. “Share with 
us the secret of eternal life, and Mahrak is yours.” The baldness of the 
demand shocked even Nagash. 


“You forget yourself,” declared the Undying King. 
Lamashizzar slowly shook his head. 


“Oh, no,” he countered. “I assure you, cousin. I have forgotten nothing. It is 
you who have lost your way and brought your kingdom to the brink of 
destruction.” 


The young king pointed eastwards, towards Mahrak, before continuing, 
“You have defeated one army after another, but this city of priests continues 
to defy you,” he said. “The plain of bones outside testifies to their power. 
Eventually they will all starve, perhaps in another six months, perhaps in 
another two years, but even then the city will not fall. You won’t be able to 
cast down its gates and loot its great temples, and your enemies will take 
heart from this and continue to resist you while your own cities fall to dust.” 


“And you imagine that you can triumph where I cannot? You are a fool!” 
Nagash spat. 


Lamashizzar smiled once more, but his eyes were intent. 


“Then our bones will litter the field outside Mahrak, and you will have lost 
nothing,” he said. 


The assembled immortals watched, rapt, as the two kings vied with one 
another. The Undying King was furious, but Lamashizzar was undaunted. 
The young king had considered his position carefully, and was confident he 
held the upper hand. Arkhan studied Nagash’s expression closely, and was 
surprised to find a hint of tension that he’d never seen before. It was 
possible that Lamashizzar was right. 


As Nagash considered the young king’s offer, the tent flap was pulled aside 
and an immortal rushed into the chamber. Heedless of the tension in the 
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room, the captain bowed to the king and said loudly, “The Hieratic Council 
has sent a representative to treat with you under a flag of truce!” 


Lamashizzar listened to the news and his eyes widened with surprise. His 
triumphant smile faltered. Behind him, Nagash’s grip on the throne relaxed. 
His eyes glittered like a viper’s. 


“Your offer of assistance is noted,” the Undying King said to Lamashizzar, 
“but will not be required.” 


The Lahmian king turned back to Nagash and bowed. 


“Then I shall take my leave of you,” Lamashizzar answered smoothly. 
“Perhaps later we may speak again.” 


Nagash smiled. The spirits surrounding him whirled about in fear. 
“Oh, most assuredly,” he said. “We shall speak again very soon.” 


Lamashizzar spun on his heel and beat a dignified retreat with his retainers 
close behind him. Their rich gifts lay where they left them, forming crooked 
lines all the way back to the tent’s entrance. Nagash watched the Lahmians 
go, savouring their dismay. 


When the last courtier had fled, the necromancer beckoned with a clawed 
hand. 


“Bring me this emissary,” he commanded. 


Minutes later, the tent flap swept aside again, and a pair of immortals 
escorted a wrinkled old man into the chamber. They held the emissary by 
his arms as they led him down the aisle towards the throne so that his 
sandalled feet scarcely touched the ground. To Arkhan, the frail, withered 
mortal looked like nothing more than a dust-covered beggar, but Nagash 
took one look at the emissary and rose swiftly to his feet. 


The immortals reached the throne and forced the emissary to his knees 
before the Undying King. Nagash looked down on the old man, his face lit 
with triumph. 


“This is an unexpected gift,” he said. “I thought to find you cowering in 
some temple deep within the city, or hiding behind those fools who make 
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up your so-called council. Did they send you to me as some kind of peace 
offering, Nebunefer? A gift to persuade me to stay my wrath?” 


Nebunefer put a hand on his bent knee and slowly, painfully, levered 
himself to his feet. Once more, the immortals reached for him, but this time 
the old priest met them with a stern glare. Waves of heat radiated from his 
skin, which glowed like metal drawn from the forge. The two undead 
champions recoiled, hissing warily. 


The old priest turned his attention back to Nagash. 


“T have come to negotiate on behalf of the people of Mahrak,” he said in a 
voice that was little more than a whisper. 


Nagash’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “The citizens have defied the council 
and wish to surrender?” he asked. Nebunefer sneered at the Undying King. 


“You pompous ass,” he rasped. “I’m here to negotiate the terms of your 
surrender.” 


Heads turned. The immortals gaped at the old priest’s bravado. Then, one 
by one, they began to laugh, until the darkened chamber shook with the 
racket. Nagash silenced them with an unspoken command. 


“Your precious city teeters on the brink of destruction, and you come here 
to mock me?” the necromancer hissed. 


“You think this is a jest?” the old priest snapped. “Think again. Your siege 
has been an utter failure. In four years you haven’t got within ten yards of 
the city walls. There are hundreds of thousands of bones strewn between 
here and Mahrak’s gates. Truth be told, we’ve lost count of the number of 
assaults we’ve defeated.” Nebunefer folded his arms. “The city will not fall 
to the likes of you, Nagash. The gods will not allow it.” 


“The gods,” Nagash sneered. “Those disembodied charlatans. Their time is 
done. The empire to come, my empire, will be eternal.” 


Nebunefer let out a wheezing laugh, and said, “Settra thought the same 
thing, and now the beetles are burrowing into his guts. You won’t be any 
different, Nagash. You’re just another petty tyrant who will rise and fall like 
all the rest, and when you die the gods will await you in the place of 
judgement. No doubt they’re looking forward to seeing you.” 
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“No god may stand in judgement over me!” Nagash roared. “I have burned 
their temples and slain their priests! Soon their precious city will be mine, 
and then their names will be forgotten for all time!” 


Nebunefer shook his head. 


“You are a fool,” he said, “an arrogant, deluded fool who thinks himself the 
equal of the gods. Yet you aren’t clever enough to understand one simple 
fact: so long as the covenant exists, the gods cannot be overthrown. They 
are bound to us, just as we are bound to them, and nothing you can do will 
ever change that. Can’t you see? Your pathetic crusade against the gods was 
doomed from the beginning!” 


The old priest was goading the necromancer. Arkhan saw that at once, but 
could not understand the point to it. Nagash, however, was blind to this. 
How often had he dreamt of getting his hands on Nebunefer after the 
treachery that night in the royal palace? Now he had the old priest in his 
clutches, and Nebunefer had stoked the king’s hatred to the boiling point. 


Nagash’s hands clenched. He took a step towards the priest, and then froze. 
His eyes widened, and his expression turned to one of dawning triumph. 


“Of course,” he whispered. “The answer was right in front of me all along.” 


The Undying King let out a savage cry of joy and lunged forwards, seizing 
the old priest by the throat. 


Nebunefer’s eyes widened. He grabbed Nagash’s wrists, trying to pry 
himself from the necromancer’s grip, but he was no match for the king’s 
unnatural strength. Nagash lifted the priest off the ground and shook him 
like a rag doll. 


“T could not see it!” Nagash said, laughing like a devil. “I had the power of 
the gods in my clutches and never realised it! Mahrak is doomed, 
Nebunefer, and you will die knowing that you made its destruction 
possible!” 


Nebunefer continued to struggle, tearing at Nagash’s wrists with his failing 
strength. Pure hatred glittered in the old priest’s eyes. Then, there was a 
brittle crack, like the snapping of a rotted branch, and Nebunefer’s head 
rolled back at an unnatural angle. 


Nagash tossed the dead priest’s body aside. 
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“Bring me the queen!” he roared. “The fall of the old gods is at hand!” 


At that moment the tent flap was pulled aside once again. A messenger 
staggered inside, stained with dust and half-dead with fatigue. 


“The armies of Rasetra and Lybaras are coming!” he gasped. “They will be 
here within the hour!” 


Surprised hisses rose from the immortals. Nagash, the Undying King, 
merely smiled. “They will be too late,” he said. 


Little more than a league to the south-east, the allied armies swept across 
the rolling plains like a storm wind, bearing down on the Numasi 
encampment. Eight thousand cavalrymen made up the host’s vanguard, led 
by Ekhreb, with the rest of the army advancing close behind. Huge plumes 
of dust were kicked skywards by their advance, but stealth had been cast 
aside in favour of pure speed. If the gods were with them, the Numasi 
would not have time to form a proper defence. 


Ekhreb felt the wind upon his face as the horses raced across the plain, and 
felt a surge of savage joy. The weight of all the bitter defeats seemed to fall 
from his shoulders at long last as they closed for one final battle with the 
enemy. Here, at last, the advantage was theirs. The battle would belong to 
them. 


Riding in the midst of the allied horsemen, Ekhreb guided his powerful 
horse up a high, sandy dune and plunged down the other side. Beyond sat 
another broad plain, perhaps half a mile across, ending in another tall set of 
dunes. Dark clouds swirled past the distant slopes, and the tops of Mahrak’s 
temples dotted the northern horizon. 


In between, arrayed across the plain, were squadrons of Numasi horsemen: 
twelve thousand cavalry, drawn up and arrayed for battle around the 
standards of their twin kings. 


At the sight of the allied vanguard the Numasi drew their swords. Sunlight 
glinted on a thicket of polished bronze. In an instant, Ekhreb’s joy turned to 
ash. Somehow they had been discovered. Rakh-amn-hotep’s gamble had 
failed. 
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In the centre of the enemy battleline, the twin kings raised their hands. War- 
horns bellowed out a single note, and the Numasi began their advance. 


Horns wailed across the vast camp of the besiegers, calling the undead host 
to war. Immortals scattered from the tent of the Undying King, almost too 
fast for the eye to follow. They leapt onto their skeletal horses and sped off 
in a dozen directions, already composing the intricate series of orders that 
would reposition tens of thousands of troops to deal with the sudden arrival 
of the enemy. 


There had been no word from the Numasi kings to the south, but 
fragmentary reports indicated that the cavalry had already assembled and 
advanced to meet the foe. Nagash’s captains chose a line of low ridges a 
few hundred yards behind the Numasi encampment to place their initial 
battleline; companies of spearmen were hastily shifted south-east and 
formed up along the forward slope of the ridge line, while messengers were 
sent racing northwards to summon Zandri’s archers for immediate action. 
Within minutes, the bulk of Nagash’s army, fully a hundred thousand 
undead infantry and horsemen, was on the move, angling south-east to 
present a wall of bone and metal before the advancing eastern forces. 
Farther behind the battleline, siege engineers plied the lash against the 
backs of their slaves as they struggled to orient their massive catapults 
towards the attacking enemy. 


Amid the chaos, eight huge companies of skeletal warriors, the army’s 
entire reserve force of forty thousand troops, stirred beneath Nagash’s 
furious will and began to march towards the shadow line. The Undying 
King stalked behind them, surrounded by his Tomb Guard and a large 
retinue of slaves. A score of the terrified servants carried the stone 
sarcophagus of Nagash’s queen upon their bare shoulders. 


Arkhan the Black trailed behind the grim procession, fiercely wishing for 
his armour and sword. He was tempted to race back to his threadbare tent 
and garb himself for battle despite Nagash’s spiteful orders; better to be 
tortured again than to have his head cut off by a chance encounter with an 
enemy horseman. 
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Not that he had any idea what he might do if he were armed and armoured. 
Who would he fight? Part of him entertained the thought that he could still 
win back the Undying King’s favour if he acquitted himself well in battle, 
but to what end? A return to slavery, begging at his master’s hem for 
droplets of his terrible elixir? 


Power crackled invisibly through the air. Horns wailed, and the earth shook 
beneath the tread of tens of thousands of marching feet. To Arkhan, it felt as 
though the world’s foundations were shifting beneath him. Moving as 
though in a dream, the vizier was pulled along in his master’s wake. 


The army’s reserve companies clattered to a halt mere inches from the 
shadow line, the warriors’ rotting faces lit in shifting tides of light and 
darkness wrought by the warring sorceries. To the west, distant but growing 
ever nearer, came the heavy tread of giants. 


Nagash appeared in the midst of the skeletal companies, his robes flapping 
in the charnel wind rising behind the undead army. In his left hand he held 
the mighty Staff of the Ages, wreathed with the tormented spirits of the 
king’s ghostly retinue. 


The necromancer stepped to the edge of the shadow line and felt the power 
of the city’s wards seething across his skin. As the queen’s sarcophagus was 
set upon the ground behind him, he turned and stretched forth his right 
hand. The spirits surrounding the staff flowed across the stone coffin and 
pulled aside the lid, and then drew out Neferem’s withered body. She hung 
in their grasp like a broken doll, trailing scraps of filthy linen and tattered 
skin. Ghazid, standing close by the coffin, turned his blind face to the 
queen’s drifting form and wailed in misery. 


Nagash drew his queen to him. The shadow line roiled in response to 
Neferem’s presence. 


“You are the key,” he said, looking down upon the queen’s tormented face. 
“You are the covenant made flesh. Go, and open the gates of the city.” 


The necromancer set Neferem on her feet. She swayed unsteadily, her 
shrivelled face turning this way and that, like a lost child. A tortured moan 
escaped her lips. Then, with a rough shove, Nagash drove her across the 
shadow line. 
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At once, a fierce wind sprang up around the queen, and the air crackled 
loudly with building tension. His face set in a hateful mask, Nagash 
followed a few steps behind Neferem. Moments later, his warriors followed 
suit, penetrating the wards in their thousands. 


Arkhan bared his ruined teeth at the sudden surge of energies that rose from 
the sands around Nagash and his warriors. Even the slaves felt it, and they 
cried out and covered their faces, expecting to feel the merciless wrath of 
the gods at any moment. Ghazid let out another despairing wail and lurched 
forwards, his hands raised to the heavens. 


The wind’s fury rose with each step that Neferem took, scattering drifts of 
bleached bones and drawing plumes of sand and dirt into the air. Waves of 
heat began to rise from the ground, even as the building clouds covered the 
face of the sun. 


Undaunted, Nagash drove Neferem and his troops forwards. He could sense 
the strain building on the city’s wards as their carefully worded incantations 
were forced to deal with a paradox. The wards were made to protect the 
faithful from those who threatened the City of the Gods. By virtue of 
Nagash’s bond, the undead queen was both. 


Dark clouds seethed angrily overhead, and the stink of brimstone permeated 
the air. Flashes of orange light blazed within the clouds, and the first streaks 
of fire began to fall on the advancing companies. Fierce thunderclaps smote 
the sky with each falling stone, as though the wards were starting to crack 
beneath the strain. 


Blazing stones carved fiery paths through the advancing companies. One 
burning projectile fell like an arrow directly at Neferem and Nagash, but 
even as it plummeted earthwards the rock began to break apart, until it 
exploded harmlessly a dozen yards from its intended target. A wave of 
fierce heat washed over the queen, curling her dried robes and parchment- 
like skin. Nagash raised his staff skywards and roared in triumph. 


With every step, the roaring wind and blazing heat grew stronger. The 
churning motion of the clouds increased, and the hail of fire dwindled. The 
insides of the clouds were rent by successive concussions that shook the air 
over the advancing troops. Arcs of violet lightning lashed at the plain like a 
taskmaster’s scourge. 
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They were nearly halfway to the city walls when the sphinxes appeared. 
They emerged like wraiths from the whirling dust, roaring and snapping 
their jaws fearfully at the terrible image of the queen. The scouring dust had 
shredded her priceless robes and torn away the queen’s golden headdress, 
and her skin began to unravel like rotting thread. Still she pressed on, lashed 
by the storm and by Nagash’s furious will. Her cries were lost in the roaring 
of the desert spirits and the fury of the wind. Tossing their fearsome heads, 
the sphinxes withdrew before her like whipped dogs. 


The heat had grown intense, like standing at the very mouth of a great 
furnace. Nagash saw his robes begin to smoulder, and staggered to a halt. 
His troops came to a stop behind him, but Neferem he drove ever forwards, 
pressing relentlessly against the ancient wards. Behind the necromancer, the 
shadow line was contracting, its border fraying beneath the onslaught. 
Unholy darkness flowed like ink in its wake. 


There was a peal of thunder, and for an instant Neferem was wreathed in a 
halo of savage lightning. Her body burst into flames, but Nagash’s will 
drove her still onwards. Her arms drooped as fire ate through the tendons 
and leathery muscle, and her lustrous hair burned away in a sudden shower 
of sparks. 


A figure lurched past the Undying King and staggered into the searing heat. 
Ghazid, faithful to the last, followed in his queen’s wake. His skin 
blackened in moments and his robes caught fire, but the former vizier did 
not falter. 


The sphinxes howled and writhed in torment as the magical wards began to 
shatter under the strain. The building heat grew so intense that the air itself 
seemed to glow. Neferem was visible only as a skeletal silhouette, wreathed 
in orange and violet fire. 


From more than half a mile away, Arkhan felt the tension in the air like dull 
knives raking at his skin. The slaves around him fell dead, blood streaming 
from their ears and eyes. 


Then, without warning, the pressure vanished, bursting like a bubble, and a 
deafening silence fell across the field of bones. Neferem was gone, her 
body turned to ash. Ghazid’s blackened corpse lay just a few yards away, 
one outstretched hand still reaching for his beloved queen. 
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Drifts of dirt and sand fell in rattling curtains across the plain. With a last, 
dwindling roar, the sphinxes turned to ribbons of smoke and were scattered 
by the ebbing wind, and darkness fell upon Mahrak, the City of the Gods. 


Out on the plain of bones, Nagash raised his hands to the sky and roared in 
triumph. 


“The age of the gods is at an end!” he cried. “From this day forwards, the 
people of Nehekhara will worship their Undying King!” 


Nagash swept down his ancient staff and his skeletal warriors swept 
forwards. Among them marched three towering giants, who raised their 
massive clubs and advanced upon the city gate. Within minutes, the 
slaughter of Mahrak’s citizens would begin. 


A blare of trumpets sounded to the south-east, and Arkhan realised that the 
armies of the east had arrived, just in time to watch Mahrak’s fall. 


Suddenly the vizier staggered beneath the savage lash of his master’s will. 
From across the chamel plain, Nagash commanded the immortal, Seek out 
Amn-nasir and command him to attack the Lahmians at once. 


The vizier struggled to reply, but the necromancer had already turned his 
thoughts elsewhere. Arkhan found himself on his knees, surrounded by the 
bodies of dead slaves. Their tormented faces stared up at him, their 
expressions of fear and pain no doubt mirroring his own. 


Arkhan the Black staggered to his feet and set off in search of the King of 
Zandri. 


The final destruction of the Daughter of the Sun reverberated across the 
City of the Gods and then spread outwards, across the warring armies and 
on to the far corners of Nehekhara. Every priest and acolyte, every bold 
Ushabti, felt it like a blade of ice, sinking without warning deep into his 
heart. When it withdrew they felt the power of the gods flow out of them 
like their life’s blood, a wound that no healing hand could stanch. Helpless, 
horrified, they knew that the covenant had been broken, and they felt the 
gods receding from them forever. 


It was the beginning of the end. Nehekhara was blessed no more. 
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Rakh-amn-hotep and Hekhmenukep also felt the breaking of the covenant, 
and knew what it portended. Their Ushabti cried out in horror, tearing at 
their beards and beating their breasts in vain as their god-given powers 
began to fade. 


The kings guessed what the terrible change portended, but neither man said 
a word. Their warriors were still advancing, mere minutes away from 
clashing with the Usurper’s undead horde. 


It was the end of all things. All that remained was to fight until the darkness 
overwhelmed them. 


A cheer went up from Nagash’s immortals as the bone giants reached the 
gates of the city to the north-east. The siege was over, and the final victory 
was at hand. 


Across the killing ground in front of the undead battleline, squadrons of 
swift Numasi horsemen were falling back before the advance of the eastern 
armies. A solid wall of Lybaran and Rasetran spearmen more than two 
miles long drove the enemy cavalry back through their own encampment 
and towards their own lines. When the advancing spearmen were fifty yards 
from the waiting skeletons, the twin kings signalled their men and the 
Numasi broke into a full retreat, falling swiftly back through narrow lanes 
between the undead infantry, and forming up to the army’s rear. 


As soon as the Numasi were out of the way, companies of undead archers 
stepped forwards and raised their black bows. Clouds of reed shafts 
darkened the skies over the killing ground, and the final battle was joined. 


To the north, the Zandri encampment was a scene of pandemonium. Men 
fell to their knees and begged the gods for forgiveness, or shook their fists 
and shouted curses at the bone giants and skeletons assaulting Mahrak’s 
walls. The ponderous blows of the giants echoed across the plain as they 
battered down the city gates. 


Consumed with grief and rage, many of the Zandri fighting men turned on 
Arkhan with fists and knives as he tried to fight his way to the king’s tent. 
Snarling with rage, he ignored their feeble blows and hurled the fools out of 
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his path. Once or twice an arrow hissed past, but the vizier paid them no 
mind. 


Another fight seemed to be brewing outside Amn-nasir’s tent. Messengers 
from Nagash’s captains were arguing furiously with the Zandri king’s 
attendants and bodyguards, who were half-mad with anger. The vizier 
noticed a dozen silk-dad Lahmian retainers standing apart from the raging 
dispute. They eyed Arkhan warily as he shoved through the press and 
plunged through the tent entrance. 


Amn-nasir and Lamashizzar stood in the main chamber, surrounded by a 
dozen stricken-looking Ushabti. The bodyguards turned on Arkhan at once, 
drawing their terrible blades, but both kings swiftly intervened. 


As the Ushabti withdrew, Amn-nasir bowed his head gratefully to Arkhan. 
Lamashizzar regarded the immortal inscrutably. Arkhan sensed that he had 
interrupted another heated debate. 


“Have you made your decision?” Amn-nasir asked. Arkhan turned to the 
King of Lahmia. 


“You offered the might of your army in return for the gift of eternal life,” 
the immortal said. “The Undying King will never reveal the secrets of his 
elixir to you, but I can.” 


With a splintering crash, the gates of the city crashed inwards. As one, the 
surviving skeletons outside Mahrak’s walls surged forwards, spilling 
clumsily through the opening as the giants turned their attention to climbing 
over the sandstone battlements. 


Beyond the broken gates lay an open square, where the resolute figures of 
six hundred holy warriors stood. Mahrak’s Ushabti commended their souls 
to gods that no longer heard their prayers, and rushed forwards to fight and 
die according to their vows. They struck the skeletal horde like a ravening 
wind, shattering the undead attackers by the hundreds. When the bone 
giants swung over the city walls the Ushabti hacked at their massive legs 
until one by one they collapsed to the ground. 


The defenders of the city fought like heroes of legend, but their strength 
ebbed with every blow and more and more of the enemy spears found their 
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marks. One by one, the great Ushabti fell, crushed by giant hands or bled 
dry by scores of terrible wounds. Slowly but surely the survivors were 
driven back from the gates by the relentless press of skeletal bodies. Nagash 
guided his warriors expertly, using alleys and side streets to isolate and 
surround the defenders, before burying them beneath a tide of metal and 
bone. 


By the time the last Ushabti fell, all three giants and nearly fifteen thousand 
skeletons had fallen before their flashing blades, a last, doomed gesture of 
faith and honour in the face of all-consuming night. 


Heedless of fallen heroes or forsaken gods, the thousands of remaining 
skeletons marched on the city temples. Nagash, surrounded by his Tomb 
Guard, made his way towards the Palace of the Gods. 


Screaming skulls traced glowing arcs of sorcerous fire over the battlefield 
as the armies of east and west tore at one another with spear, axe and sword. 
The warriors of Rasetra and Lybaras fought like devils, carving deep into 
the ranks of the undead, but their companies were sorely outnumbered. The 
allied kings had committed every company available into the battleline, and 
still the enemy troops were lapping inexorably around the companies 
fighting along the flanks. Slowly but surely, the undead army pressed 
forwards, dosing around the allied troops like the jaws of a crocodile. 


Sensing that they had the upper hand, the immortals sent half their number 
and their cavalry escorts galloping off to the right flank. The Numasi kings 
watched them go, and realised that the pivotal moment was at hand. Once 
the cavalry swept around the allied flank, the fate of the army was sealed. 


Seheb and Nuneb took up their reins and waved to their captains. Without 
any fanfare the cavalry squadrons began to move, edging towards the 
army’s right flank. As the immortals and their light horsemen crossed in 
front of the advancing Numasi cavalry, the twins sent another signal. Blades 
flashed from their scabbards, and the squadrons increased their speed to a 
canter. 


Pale heads turned at the approach of the Numasi horsemen. The immortals 
grinned like jackals, raising their weapons in salute. 
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Seheb and Nuneb grinned back, returning the salute. Then their swords 
Swept down in a vicious arc. 


“Charge!” the twins cried, and their kinsmen replied with a bloodcurdling 
roar and the flare of trumpets. 


The Numasi cavalry took the immortals and their horsemen in the flank, 
isolating the undead squadrons and smashing the warriors to the ground. 
For a few, crucial moments the immortals were caught off-guard by the 
sudden reversal, and their surprise was reflected by the lack of resistance by 
their warriors. The skeletons were reaped like wheat by the veteran 
horsemen, and the pale-skinned captains soon found themselves beset by 
dozens of flickering blades. 


Snarling in fear and rage, the thirty immortals tried to hack their way free of 
the press and rejoin their comrades, who watched the battle helplessly more 
than a mile away. Little more than a handful succeeded. 


On the opposite side of the battlefield, Ekhreb and the waiting allied cavalry 
stirred at the sound of the Numasi trumpets. 


“That’s the signal,” the champion told his lieutenants. “Let’s go.” 


Ekhreb was still somewhat in shock over the Numasi kings’ surprising offer 
of parley. He had been on the verge of ordering the allied vanguard to 
charge the enemy horsemen when the twin rulers suddenly lowered their 
weapons and rode forwards under a sign of truce. They told the Rasetran 
champion that they had seen enough horrors in service to Nagash, and had 
repudiated their oaths to serve him. The whole army was ready to switch 
sides, if the eastern kings would have them. 


The trouble was that there was no time for discussions. The armies were on 
the move, and even with the support of the Numasi horsemen, the 
advantage of surprise was fast slipping away. Ekhreb had to decide whether 
the twin kings could be trusted. One look into their haunted eyes was 
enough to convince the scarred champion. He knew what they were feeling 
all too well. 


The allied cavalry rode westwards along a shallow gully pointed out to 
them by the Numasi horsemen. It concealed their movement for more than a 
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mile, emptying the squadrons out on the enemy army’s far right flank. The 
skeletons had already advanced well forwards, sweeping inexorably around 
the flank of the smaller eastern army. That left their rear ranks exposed to 
the sudden appearance of the allied cavalry. 


The Numasi were moving further east, sowing confusion along the rear of 
the enemy battleline. Seheb and Nuneb had been as good as their word. 
With a fierce grin, Ekhreb raised his heavy sword. 


“For Rasetra! For Lybaras! For the glory of the gods! Charge!” he 
commanded. 


With a wild roar the allied cavalry thundered forwards, their swords 
glimmering balefully in the gloom. The undead spearmen, focused on the 
enemy infantry in front of them with mindless zeal, did not realise their 
peril until it was far too late. 


Nagash found himself at the edge of the great plaza that stretched before the 
Palace of the Gods when he heard the faint clamour of trumpets to the 
south-west and the exultant roar of thousands of living men. He paused, just 
as he was about to give the order for his Tomb Guard to storm the palace of 
the decadent priests, and focused his attention through the eyes of various 
undead champions in his host. What he saw brought a stream of 
blasphemous curses to his lips. 


The Numasi had betrayed him! Already they had killed half of his 
immortals or put them to flight, and were bearing down hard upon the rest. 
The right flank of his vast army had been hit by a surprise charge of enemy 
cavalry and wavered on the brink of collapse. So far, his army’s centre and 
left flanks were holding, but with his captains under direct attack they could 
not guide his mindless companies effectively. 


Pure, venomous fury welled up within the necromancer. How he had longed 
to burst open the doors of the Palace of the Gods and watch those fools on 
the Hieratic Council come crawling on their bellies, pleading with him to 
spare their worthless lives. Now he was to be cheated of his rightful reward, 
a mere hundred yards from his goal! 


There were, however, more pressing matters at hand than simple 
entertainment. His reserves were out of position, rampaging through 
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Mahrak’s streets and wrecking the city’s temples. He would have to assume 
command of the companies on the battleline and then extricate his warriors 
from the city immediately. With their added numbers he would have more 
than enough troops to stop the attack on the right flank and regain the 
initiative against the enemy. First, however, he needed to restore his 
battered forces to full strength. 


Drawing upon the power of the Black Pyramid, Nagash began the 
Incantation of Summoning. Across the city, Mahrak’s dead citizens began 
to stir. 


Out on the charnel plain, the right flank of Nagash’s army rallied briefly 
under the lash of the necromancer’s will, but pressure from Ekhreb’s 
cavalry and the Rasetran spearmen drove the skeletal companies back. The 
surviving immortals, freed from the strain of fighting and simultaneously 
directing the huge host, drove the Numasi horsemen off to the west and kept 
the allied troops from completely turning the right flank. Nagash’s troops 
were effectively cut off from their camp, and slowly but surely they were 
being driven back against Mahrak’s implacable walls. 


The immortals stared furiously off to the north, wondering where the Zandri 
army was. Nearly a dozen messengers had been sent demanding their 
support, but none of the riders had returned. 


In the swirling chaos of battle, the immortals failed to notice that the army’s 
catapults had fallen silent, nor could they see the smoke rising from their 
tents in the sorcerous gloom. 


While the warriors of Zandri were overrunning Nagash’s encampment, 
Lamashizzar’s troops formed up and advanced southwards, closing in on 
the necromancer’s forces from the north. The warriors had furled their 
brilliant yellow banners and smudged their faces with ash, concealing them 
somewhat under the pall of shadow covering the city. They had reached to 
within a hundred yards of the enemy’s struggling right flank just as 
Nagash’s first mob of reinforcements came stumbling through Mahrak’s 
shattered gate. 
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Observing his army’s progress from the back of a coal-black mare, 
Lamashizzar ordered his companies of dragon-men forwards. 


Nagash hurled Mahrak’s dead headlong at the advancing enemy troops, 
seeking to bog down their advance under the weight of thousands of 
shambling bodies. The wasted corpses of men, women and children 
stumbled through the gate and threw themselves upon the eastern spears, 
while the Undying King marshalled his skeletal companies inside the city 
and sent them back out through the gate in good order. 


The king came last, leading his Tomb Guard. His immortals took heart at 
the sight of the Undying King, and redoubled the efforts of the companies 
on the centre and left. The battle had been raging for more than two hours, 
and the eastern troops were weakening steadily. Nagash gathered his 
reserves on the right and prepared for a counter-assault. Controlling such a 
huge force and maintaining the mantle of shadows overhead was fast 
draining his magical reserves, leaving him little in the way of power to 
devote to destructive spells. That would come later, once he’d hurled back 
the enemy assault and regained the offensive. 


Then the king noticed the black-armoured troops advancing slowly from the 
north, nearly perpendicular to Mahrak’s western wall. 


The damned Lahmians! Either they had put the men of Zandri to flight, or 
else Amn-nasir’s men had tured traitor like the cowardly Numasi. 
Regardless, the necromancer knew that they had to be dealt with 
immediately, or else they would leave his army with no room left to 
manoeuvre. They would be trapped against the walls of the city and ground 
to pieces by forces advancing on three sides. 


Nagash shifted the army’s reserve companies to the north, anchored in the 
centre by his elite Tomb Guard. With another set of unspoken commands he 
returned control of the main army to his immortals, and then headed north 
in the wake of his bodyguards. The Undying King drew on the last of his 
dwindling reserves and began to chant a fearsome incantation. 


At Lamashizzar’s command, four companies of dragon-men rushed out in 
front of the set ranks of the spear companies and formed into tightly packed 
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blocks, four ranks deep. The front rank of each company dropped to one 
knee, allowing the rank behind to rest their dragon-staves on the shoulders 
of the men in front. 


Five companies of skeletal warriors advanced upon the dragon-men in a 
thunderous rattle of wood, metal and bone. It was a fearsome sight to 
behold, but the dragon-men were the elite of the Lahmian army, hand- 
picked for their intelligence and strength of will. Few people had the nerve 
to handle the deadly and unpredictable dragon powder made by the 
alchemists of the far east. 


The skeletons approached in tight formation, advancing implacably upon 
the Lahmian lines. As they approached, the dragon-men drew lengths of 
smouldering cotton rope from bottles at their waists. They blew steadily 
upon the wicks to keep the burning ends lit as the distance to the enemy 
dwindled. Two of the four companies aimed the mouths of their dragon- 
Staves at the centre of the enemy line. The white shields of the troops in the 
middle made for excellent targets in the faint light. 


At fifty yards, Lamashizzar ordered the dragon-men into action. Each 
watrior touched his burning wick to a tiny hole drilled in the side of his 
stave. Two thousand dragons spat tongues of fire, and sent balls of lead the 
size of sling stones crashing through the enemy ranks in a wash of 
brimstone and an ear-splitting crescendo of man-made thunder. 


The sound was appalling. Nagash had never heard the like. It was followed 
by a terrible, rending clatter as a hail of invisible projectiles tore through the 
dense formations of his troops. Shields splintered, and limbs and torsos 
exploded in a shower of fragments. The terrible hail ripped through the 
companies from front to back, buzzing malevolently through the air like 
river hornets. A fearsome impact struck the king in the left shoulder, 
punching like a fist through cloth, muscle and bone. The words of his 
incantation were swept away in a furious tide of searing pain. Nagash 
staggered, his right hand rising to his shoulder and coming away slick with 
viscous blood. A hole the size of his thumb had been punched through his 
robe and vestments, and the cloth surrounding it was soaking with gore. 
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For a moment the necromancer’s view was obscured by a pall of stinking 
black smoke. When it cleared, he was stunned to see the extent of the 
damage wrought by the Lahmian attack. His Tomb Guard had suffered the 
worst, nearly three-quarters of the heavy company having been blown apart. 
Nearly a third of his remaining companies had also been destroyed. The 
survivors were still moving doggedly forwards, but the enemy companies 
were moving, shifting so that their front two ranks traded places with those 
behind them, and more of the terrible staves were being brought to bear on 
his warriors. 


Trumpets sounded in the north-east. Nagash could hear a rumble of hooves, 
and knew that the Lahmians had committed their cavalry. The black- 
armoured horsemen charged past their spear companies on the Lahmian 
right flank and slashed through the risen corpses of Mahrak, scattering the 
last of Nagash’s reinforcements and sealing his army’s doom. 


Ahead of the king his skeletons had almost reached the front ranks of the 
Lahmian fire-throwers, but the enemy had readied their second volley. 
Furious, Nagash struggled to force the pain aside and summon forth his 
power, but even as he did so, he knew that he would be too late. 


Overhead, the mantle of shadow was weakening, admitting thin shafts of 
bright, golden sunlight. Shouts of terror and dismay went up from the king’s 
immortals. Nagash, the Undying King of Khemri, roared out a bitter curse 
as the world before him erupted in blooms of hungry flame. 
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EPILOGUE 
The Casket of Souls 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 63rd year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1740 Imperial reckoning) 


Two months after the Battle of Mahrak, the Army of Seven Kings arrived at 
the outskirts of Khemri. There were no armies to contest their approach, nor 
cheering throngs with vessels of sacred water to welcome their liberators. 
The fields outside the great city were barren, and its gates open and 
untended. Vultures perched on the battlements, and jackals stole furtively 
down the sand-choked streets. It was a desolate, haunted place, marked by 
centuries of terror and steeped in innocent blood. The army’s scouts, 
hardened veterans one and all, refused to enter the city at all except when 
the sun was high and bright overhead. 


It had been a long and arduous pursuit from the charnel fields outside the 
City of the Gods. At Mahrak, the dragon-men of the Lahmian army had 
shattered Nagash’s reserves and sent a terrible shock through the rest of the 
Usurper’s host. As the allied armies began to tighten their grip around the 
undead horde, the pall of shadow hanging over the city began to unravel. 
Shafts of lambent sunlight pierced the gloom, heartening the allied warriors 
and filling their enemies with dread. The rumour spread among the eastern 
armies that Nagash had been slain, and a great shout of triumph went up 
from their ranks as they forced the Usurper’s skeletal horrors back against 
the walls of the ravaged city. 


When the sun burst through the failing shadows the surviving immortals in 
the Usurper’s army knew that all was lost. Their only hope of survival was 
to break through the ever-tightening encirclement and try to get away. The 
immortals gathered their remaining cavalry, and with a wail of war-horns 
they threw themselves at the allied warriors stretched across the western 
edge of the plain. These were the spearmen and cavalry of the allied armies’ 
right flank, who had seen the hardest fighting of the day and were on the 
verge of exhaustion. 


The sudden enemy charge caught the warriors by surprise, and despite a 
bitter fight the immortals managed to punch through their lines and break 
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out to the west. They fled through the chaos and flames of their 
encampment and raced for the Gates of the Dusk, hoping to lose themselves 
in the Valley of Kings before the mantle of darkness came completely apart. 


The immortals sacrificed entire companies of infantry to hold their pursuers 
at bay. Fewer than ten thousand undead infantry and horsemen reached the 
Valley of Kings, leaving the bones of more than a hundred thousand 
wairiors littering the fields to the east. By the end of the day the terrible 
army of the Usurper had been all but completely destroyed. 


There were no thoughts of giving chase at first, for merely lifting the siege 
of Mahrak had been daunting enough. Their victory had been greater and 
more total than they had believed possible. Men were sent south to gather 
supplies for the long trek eastwards, and in the meantime, the kings turned 
their attention to the devastated city and its citizens. 


They soon discovered that Mahrak was a city only in name. Its homes and 
marketplaces were empty, and fires burned out of control in many of its 
temples. Late in the evening after the battle had ended, the city’s few 
survivors emerged from the Palace of the Gods and wept for their salvation. 
Half of the once-mighty Hieratic Council, plus a few hundred distraught 
priests and starving citizens were all that remained. A great many of the 
priests died on that first night, unable to bear the knowledge that their gods 
were lost to them forever. 


Out on the charnel plain, companies of soldiers combed the battlefield in 
search of survivors. The bodies of the dead immortals were taken into the 
city and hurled into a roaring bonfire lit in the plaza outside the Palace of 
the Gods. The body of the Usurper could not be found, nor that of his vizier, 
Arkhan the Black. 


So, the allied armies set off in pursuit of the last remnant of the Usurper’s 
host. They chased the fleeing army down the Valley of Kings, encountering 
stubborn resistance from enemy rearguard troops and suffering constant 
ambushes from parties of skeletal horsemen. The bulk of the Usurper’s 
surviving companies fought a bitter holding action at the Gates of the 
Dawn, but the allied troops forced their way through the ruins after three 
days of hard fighting. Outside the gates of Quatar the pursuers came upon 
the Usurper’s terrible battle standard, woven from the living skin of King 
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Nemuhareb. Someone had planted it so that it faced towards the city’s 
deserted streets. Why it had been abandoned like that, none could say. 


Some prisoners were taken on the trade roads west of Quatar, mostly 
terrified merchants carrying ingots of bronze from Ka-Sabar to Khemri. 
From them, the allied kings learned of the treachery of Memnet, the former 
Hierophant of Ka-Sabar, and of his nightmarish rule over the City of 
Bronze. They also learned that Raamket, one of the Usurper’s chief 
lieutenants, still held the Living City with a small garrison of immortals and 
undead warriors. The host continued on, preparing for one final battle 
outside the walls of Khemri, only to discover a city of ghosts and silent, 
echoing streets. 


Raamket and his garrison were nowhere to be found. The great palace of 
Settra was empty. There were signs that it had been looted more than once, 
and after the last attempt someone had tried to set it on fire. The allied 
scouts suspected that Raamket and his warriors had fled more than a week 
before, perhaps to Zandri, or to Numas, or even down the Spice Road 
towards Bel Aliad. None could say for certain. When the garrison left, the 
city’s few remaining inhabitants had fled also, leaving the city to the 
scavengers. 


On the second day after reaching Khemri, allied patrols were ambushed by 
skeletal warriors inside the city’s necropolis. For the rest of the day, allied 
infantry forced their way into the city of the dead, fighting a bloody cat- 
and-mouse game with undead horrors lurking among the crypts. 


Soon it became apparent that the Usurper’s last remaining troops had 
established a ring of defences around the Black Pyramid. It took two more 
days of difficult fighting before the last of the undead warriors were 
destroyed, and the kings turned their attention to the pyramid and the 
secrets it contained. 


Shouts and bestial snarls echoed up from the darkness. A warrior, his face 
gleaming with sweat beneath his conical helmet, turned away from the 
featureless entrance of the pyramid and shouted, “They’re bringing out 
another one!” 
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The seven kings rose from their chairs beneath the shade of a great pavilion 
tent erected a dozen yards from the entrance to the pyramid and stepped 
once more into the blazing sunlight. A thousand warriors filled the great 
marble-flagged plaza outside Nagash’s pyramid. They had been standing 
watch outside the entrance since dawn, observing the heavily armed hunting 
parties and teams of engineers that had come and gone from the crypt over 
the course of the day. They straightened their tired shoulders and readied 
their weapons once more as the pyramid surrendered another of its 
monsters. 


The immortal shrieked in pain as he was driven out into the sunlight. He 
was tall and powerfully built, with a bare chest and gaping jaws dripping 
ribbons of dark blood. The hunting party had bound the undead noble’s 
arms behind his back with loops of heavy rope, and then driven the points 
of two stout spears into his back, just beneath the shoulder blades. With two 
men on each spear they drove the monster into the plaza, towards a 
bloodstained patch of paving stones near the centre. The decapitated bodies 
of twelve other immortals were laid out side-by-side nearby, their pale skin 
blackening in the heat of the day. 


At the place of execution, the hunters bore down on their spears and forced 
the howling immortal to his knees. The kings approached, trailed by their 
bodyguards and champions. Hekhmenukep and Rakh-amn-hotep walked 
side-by-side, accompanied by Khansu, the Hierophant of Mahrak and de 
facto master of the ravaged city. The kings of the west, Seheb and Nuneb of 
Numas and Amn-nasir of Zandri, walked some distance apart from the 
eastern kings, each man lost in his thoughts. Lamashizzar, Priest King of 
Lahmia, kept entirely to himself, sipping wine from a golden cup and 
speaking softly to a number of veiled attendants. When they were close 
enough to clearly see the immortal’s face, they came to a stop. 


Rakh-amn-hotep studied the monster’s features for several moments, and 
then shook his head. 


“T don’t know him,” he said. He turned to Amn-nasir. “Who is he?” 


The King of Zandri frowned. His body was more gaunt and wasted than 
ever, and his left eye twitched feebly. 
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Rumour had it that he was trying to wean himself off the black lotus, but the 
struggle was taking a fearful toll. 


“Tekhmet, I think,’ Amn-nasir croaked. “He was one of the captains at 
Mahrak. A minor lord and an ally of Raamket. No one of importance.” 


“Traitor!” the immortal hissed, spitting gobbets of blood onto the stones. 
“The master will have his revenge upon you! You and the cowards of 
Numas! All of you will suffer an eternity of pain!” 


Rakh-amn-hotep nodded curtly to Ekhreb. The champion stepped forwards, 
a huge, bloodstained khopesh resting against his shoulder. At the sight of 
the blade the immortal began to writhe and howl in fear, pushing back 
against the spears until the points burst through his chest. Ekhreb reached 
the immortal in four measured strides, and without ceremony he swung his 
heavy sword in a flashing arc. Tekhmet’s head bounced twice along the 
stones, and came to rest near Amn-nasir’s feet. 


The men of the hunting party pulled their weapons from Tekhmet’s body 
and bowed to the rulers, their chests heaving with strain. 


“That is the last of them, great ones,” their leader said. “We’ve emptied all 
the crypts at the base of the pyramid. Many looked like they had been 
abandoned some time ago.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep nodded, and said, “This was boldly done. Rest assured, 
you and your men will be well-rewarded for what you’ve done today.” The 
men of the hunting parties had all been volunteers, willing to brave the 
depths of Nagash’s pyramid in search of the king and his servants. Over the 
course of the day more than half of them had met grisly ends in the confines 
of the brooding crypt. 


Khansu studied the bodies stretched out on the paving stones. 


“Thirteen,” the hierophant said. “That still leaves more than a dozen of the 
fiends unaccounted for, including Raamket and that devil Arkhan, to say 
nothing of Nagash.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep saw Amn-nasir stir uncomfortably, and realised that the 
King of Zandri was staring at Lamashizzar. The Rasetran king scowled at 
the Lahmian. 


“Were you going to say something?” he asked. 
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Lamashizzar shrugged. “The rest of the immortals have no doubt gone into 
hiding elsewhere. Perhaps to Ka-Sabar, or even to Zandri or Numas. Didn’t 
those merchants we caught on the trade road mention that Arkhan had a 
citadel somewhere north of Bel Aliad?” The young king shook his head. 
“This war is far from over, my friends. Mark my words: we’ll be hunting 
the last of Nagash’s immortals for many decades to come.” 


Hekhmenukep folded his arms thoughtfully, and said, “But if that’s true, 
then it’s clear that Nagash is no longer in control. He must be dead, or at 
least gravely injured.” 


“He was with the Tomb Guard outside Mahrak’s gates,” Lamashizzar said. 
“1 would swear to it. The Usurper was struck down by my dragon-men, 
along with his bodyguards. Either his immortals recovered his body and 
brought it back with them, or it’s buried beneath heaps of bones outside the 
City of the Gods.” 


“Nagash wasn’t left behind at Mahrak,” Rakh-amn-hotep said doggedly. “I 
had a thousand men searching at the foot of the walls. No. He’s here 
somewhere. Tekhmet and the other immortals returned here for a reason.” 


One of Hekhmenukep’s engineers emerged from the depths of the pyramid 
and approached the assembled kings. The Lybaran bowed to Hekhmenukep 
and said nervously, “We believe we’ve found the king’s chamber, great one. 
It’s in the upper levels, just beneath the ritual chamber at the centre of the 
pyramid.” The scholar pulled a cloth from his belt and wiped the sweat 
from his face. “The approach to the chamber is guarded by a number of 
deadly traps. For your own safety, I beg you to reconsider entering the 
room. Surely a cadre of champions could accomplish the task just as well.” 
Hekhmenukep shook his head, but it was Rakh-amn-hotep who answered 
the engineer. 


“Enough of our men have died inside that damned crypt today,” the 
Rasetran said. “This one thing we must do ourselves.” 


The engineer bowed again and backed away, returning to wait by the 
entrance to the pyramid. 


Rakh-amn-hotep surveyed his fellow kings. “Gather your swords,” he said 
gravely. “It’s time Nagash paid for his crimes.” 
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A servant stepped up to the Rasetran king and handed him his sword. Rakh- 
amn-hotep took it without a word and headed off to the pyramid’s entrance 
with Ekhreb following a pace behind. When he was halfway there he felt a 
tug on his sleeve. 


The king turned and saw Amn-nasir. The King of Zandri was unarmed, and 
his expression was grave. Amn-nasir cast a worried glance back at the other 
kings, still some distance away, and then said, “There is something we must 
speak about, Rakh-amn-hotep.” 


The Rasetran bit back a surge of anger, and said, “I understand your 
reluctance, Amn-nasir, but it’s important that we face Nagash together.” 


“No!” the King of Zandri replied. “It’s not that! There is something you 
must know about Lamashizzar, and what happened during the battle at 
Mahrak. The Lahmian is not to be trusted!” 


Rakh-amn-hotep scowled at Amn-nasir. “What in the name of the gods are 
you talking about?” he asked. 


Amn-nasir started to speak, but Ekhreb made a faint warning gesture. 
“Lamashizzar is coming,” he said quietly. 


The Zandrian nodded. “We’ll speak more tonight,” he told Rakh-amn- 
hotep, and then stepped aside as they were joined by the remaining kings. 


For a moment, the Rasetran was tempted to press Amn-nasir further, but he 
noted that the sun was sinking towards the horizon and he had no desire to 
be caught in the pyramid after nightfall. Whatever the king wanted to tell 
him, it paled next to what waited for them in Nagash’s sanctum. 


“All right,” he said, gesturing to the engineer. “Take us to the chamber.” 


The nervous engineer led the seven kings into the depths of the great crypt, 
navigating by virtue of an oil lamp and a complex map scrawled on a large 
piece of parchment. Rakh-amn-hotep was conscious of few details as they 
worked their way through the maze of corridors, dimly lit chambers and 
winding ramps. The darkness of the place had a weight to it, pushing back 
against the feeble light of the lamps and hanging like a shroud over the 
king. From the hunched shoulders and apprehensive expressions of the 
other rulers, the Rasetran could tell that they felt it, too. 
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After what seemed like an eternity, the engineer stopped at the foot of a 
long, sloping passage that angled upwards for almost sixty feet before 
ending at a pair of towering double doors. Lamps had been laid at ten-foot 
intervals along the passageway, illuminating dozens of chalk marks on the 
intricately carved walls and along the floor. A group of equally nervous 
Lybarans waited at the foot of the passageway, staring apprehensively up at 
the doors. 


“The corridor is lined with many different kinds of traps,” the lead engineer 
said. “We’ve marked all the triggers we can find with chalk, but...” He 
shrugged helplessly. 


The Rasetran nodded, asking, “And no one has been in the king’s 
chamber?” 


“Blessed Tahoth! Of course not!” 


“Good,” Rakh-amn-hotep said. He drew his sword and began to carefully 
make his way up to the doors. 


It was no small feat to avoid the telltale chalk marks inscribed on the floor, 
requiring a slow and careful dance along the passageway. The doors at the 
end of the corridor were made of basalt. Their surfaces had been carved in a 
bas-relief of Nagash, holding the Staff of the Ages and looming over a 
multitude of kneeling kings and priests. Scowling, Rakh-amn-hotep put a 
hand against the door on the left and pushed the heavy portal open. 


Beyond was a four-sided chamber whose basalt walls angled inwards to 
form a second pyramid. Walls, floor and ceiling were inscribed with 
thousands of intricate hieroglyphs, inlaid with crushed gemstones that 
glittered balefully in the lamplight. An intricately carved marble 
sarcophagus rested upon a stone dais at the centre of the chamber. 


Waves of magical energy pulsed inside the chamber, setting Rakh-amn- 
hotep’s nerves on fire. Faint echoes, cries of terror and misery, rose and fell 
in his ears. Each step across the chamber sent waves of despair coursing up 
the king’s spine. 


Gripping his sword tightly, Rakh-amn-hotep approached the dark 
sarcophagus. Some instinct told him that the casket was not empty. The 
final reckoning with the Usurper had come at last. 
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The Rasetran king waited by the side of the sarcophagus until all seven 
kings stood by his side. All but Amn-nasir were armed, and they held their 
weapons ready. 


Rakh-amn-hotep laid his hand on the edge of the casket’s lid. Each of the 
other men did the same. 


“For Ka-Sabar and Bhagar,” the Rasetran said. “For Quatar, and Bel Aliad, 
and Mahrak.” 


“For Akhmen-hotep and Nemuhareb,” Hekhmenukep added. “For Thutep 
and Shahid ben Alcazzar.” 


“For Nebunefer, loyal servant of Ptra,” Khansu said. “And for Neferem, the 
Daughter of the Sun.” 


Rakh-amn-hotep raised his sword. 


“Let justice be done!” he cried, and heaved upon the casket’s lid. The top of 
the sarcophagus slid aside, and a torrent of locusts and glittering beetles 
poured from the darkness, filling the air with the dry rustle of wings. 


The kings staggered away from the casket, batting furiously at the rushing 
wall of insects. The sound of the swarm in the confined space was nearly 
deafening, Then, just as suddenly as it appeared, the cloud of insects was 
gone, racing down the passageway behind them. 


Stunned, Rakh-amn-hotep ran a trembling hand across his face. For a 
moment he’d been transported back in time, when another swarm had swept 
over his sky-boat above the Fountains of Eternal Life. He shook away the 
awful memory and stepped back to the casket once more. This time he 
threw his full weight against the stone lid and sent it crashing to the floor. 
Sword ready, the Rasetran peered inside. 


The sarcophagus of the Undying King was empty. 


An entire company of swordsmen was left to guard the pyramid once night 
had fallen. A bonfire had been built in the centre of the great plaza, and the 
bodies of the immortals had been consigned to the flames. Later, after the 
seven kings had given up and returned to their encampment outside haunted 
Khemri, a team of workmen barred the pyramid entrance with a massive 
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block of granite that had been found elsewhere in the necropolis. It was 
merely a temporary measure, for on the morrow the Lybaran engineers 
would set to work sealing up the pyramid in earnest, ensuring that its evil 
powers could never be used again. 


That mattered little to the small group of men who crept up to the far side of 
the pyramid shortly after midnight. There was more than one entrance into 
the great crypt, if one knew where to find them. The leader of the group 
touched a series of faint indentations on the pyramid’s smooth surface and a 
narrow portal slid open with only the faintest grating of stone. 


Once inside, the group lit small oil lamps and followed their guide through 
a maze of narrow passageways and vast, echoing chambers that led them 
inexorably towards the centre of the pyramid. Finally, their path ended 
when they came to a blank wall at the far end of a long, sloping corridor. 
The guide ran his fingers over the stone until he found a tiny indentation. 
There was a faint click, and a section of the wall swung inwards. 


The cloaked figures slipped silently through the doorway. Their guide was 
already moving around the large chamber beyond, lighting a series of larger 
oil lamps with a practised ease born of long familiarity. The expanding 
glow revealed shelves heaped with scrolls and thick, leather-bound books, 
as well as broad tables cluttered with a plethora of arcane objects made 
from glass, metal and bone. Elaborate skeletons, some human, others 
bestial, were fixed together with wire and stood on display in various 
corners of the room. The men looked around the chamber in awe, amazed at 
the sheer wealth of knowledge contained within. 


One man in the middle of the group reached up and pulled back his hood. 
Lamashizzar raised his oil lamp high above his head and stared covetously 
at the many bookshelves. 


“You never said there would be so much,” he whispered. “We’ll never get 
them all out.” 


“We don’t need all of them,” Arkhan said. The immortal worked his way 
across Nagash’s library until he stood before an apparently bare stretch of 
wall. He felt the stone carefully for the hidden lever, wary of the booby 
traps set in the wall around it. Finally he found what he was looking for, 
and with a gentle tug a part of the wall swung open, revealing a niche that 
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contained four leather-bound tomes. The immortal’s lips pulled back in a 
ghastly smile. “The other books are just records of Nagash’s experiments. 
These are the ones that contain all the things that he learned, including the 
secret of his elixir.” 


Arkhan felt his pulse race as he closed his hands around the books. Here at 
last was the knowledge he craved. He would return to his tower with the 
books and unravel their secrets, starting with the formula for Nagash’s life- 
giving elixir. Already the hunger was so great that it cut into his guts like a 
knife. Soon he would regain his full strength, and then he would plumb his 
master’s more esoteric spells. Who could say what might happen after that? 
The power of the old gods was broken, and the land devastated by war. The 
people of Nehekhara would need a new leader for the dark times to come. 


“You said that the pyramid was to be sealed,” Arkhan said to the Lahmian 
king as he placed the books in a leather bag that hung from his shoulders. 
“What will the kings do then?” 


“The hunt will continue,” Lamashizzar replied. “Rakh-amn-hotep intends to 
march on Ka-Sabar next. Seheb and Nuneb have said they intend to return 
to Numas and scour the city for signs of your fellow immortals, while 
Khansu and Hekhmenukep plan to return to Quatar. There is talk that one of 
the Lybaran king’s sons may become king of the city.” 


Arkhan nodded absently, still with his back to Lamashizzar and his men. 
There were only five of them, and with his preternatural senses he could 
place each and every one of them around the large room. His hand reached 
down and drew a narrow dagger that he’d concealed in his sleeve. Weak as 
he was, he was still a match for five normal men. 


“What of Amn-nasir? Aren’t you afraid he might tell someone about our 
little arrangement?” he asked. 


Lamashizzar affected a sigh, and said, “Unfortunately, the King of Zandri 
suffered a terrible accident as we were leaving the pyramid earlier today. 
I’m afraid I accidentally triggered one of Nagash’s many traps, despite the 
chalk marks left by the Lybaran engineers. Tragically, Amn-nasir was right 
behind me. The poisoned darts missed me, but one of them struck him in 
the arm. He died before we could get him back to the surface.” 
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The vizier’s smile widened. That was one loose end he had no need to 
worry about. Once Lamashizzar and his men were dead, he would take 
Nagash’s tomes and disappear into the desert. 


“Such exceptional treachery,” the vizier said approvingly. “I suppose I 
shouldn’t be surprised.” 


Quick as a snake, the immortal spun and leapt for the first Lahmian. The 
man barely had time to shout before Arkhan seized him by the shoulder and 
spun him around. He slit the man’s throat with a swipe of his dagger and 
started towards Lamashizzar. 


Suddenly there was a flash of orange light and a clap of thunder. A heavy 
impact smashed into Arkhan’s chest, just above his heart. 


The immortal staggered. He looked to the Lahmian king, who was holding 
a miniature version of a dragon-stave in one outstretched hand. Smoke 
curled from the dragon’s bronze jaws. 


Arkhan’s gaze fell to the blackened hole in his chest. Darkness pressed in at 
the corners of his vision. He tried to speak, but his lungs refused to draw 
breath. Slowly, the immortal sank to the floor. 


The Lahmian king walked over to Arkhan’s prone body and carefully 
studied his face. “Take the monster and as many books as you can carry,” he 
said to his servants in a steely voice. “I want to be on the way back to 
Lahmia by mid-morning.” 


Lamashizzar reached down and pulled the books from Arkhan’s bag. While 
his servants looted the necromancer’s library he opened the first of 
Nagash’s arcane tomes and began to read. 


Hundreds of leagues to the north-east, where the Plains of Plenty gave way 
to the broken foothills of the Brittle Peaks, the boiling cloud of locusts used 
up the last of its strength and plunged earthwards on a trail of smoking 
insect husks. With a harsh, chittering buzz the last of the insects struck the 
wasted ground and burst apart in a hideous clatter of chitin and boiling 
fluids. Wreathed in the vapour of thousands of shattered locusts, a human 
figure staggered from the centre of the dying mass and stumbled forwards 
for a few, painful steps before collapsing to his knees. 
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He could not say for certain how he’d come to this wasteland. Memories 
flitted at the edge of his awareness like ghosts, haunting him with meaning 
and then vanishing when he tried to seize them. 


Agony stabbed through him like a hot knife. His left arm was curled tightly 
against his chest, like a rope that had been wound too tight. A ragged hole 
had been blown through his upper arm, shattering the bone and causing the 
muscles to constrict. Two more holes had been driven into his chest, one to 
the right of his breastbone, just below the lung, and the other a hand’s span 
above his navel. Bile and other fluids leaked from the wounds, reeking of 
corruption. 


His face was burning with fever. He reached up with his good hand and 
pressed it to his forehead, where he found another awful wound. A ragged 
hole had been punched into his skull, close to the temple. The edges of the 
bone were splintered, sinking like needles into his fingertips. The touch set 
his head to pounding and sent more waves of hot agony pulsing through his 
brain. 


There had been a battle. He could hear the sounds of it in his head: the 
clatter of bronze and the dry rattle of bones as dead men advanced towards 
the enemy; an army, his army, marching into a wall of orange flame and 
bursting into fragments, and then a series of invisible blows striking him 
one after another, plunging him into darkness. 


He remembered hands pulling at him, dragging him through the blackness, 
and an etermity of shouting voices and the tumult of battle. When light 
finally returned, it was grey and unfocused. Dark figures flitted above him, 
and he could hear harsh whispers that once or twice rose into vicious 
shouts. 


Look at him! His flesh doesn’t heal, no matter how much blood we give 
him! What kind of sorcery is this? 


We’ll take him to the pyramid. There is power enough there to make him 
whole. 


Slay him! Take his blood for our own! If we don’t scatter, the eastern kings 
will kill us all! 


Coward! Go, then, and be damned! When the master is whole again, how 
you will suffer! 
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The arguments continued until he could take no more, and he cursed at the 
voices with words of power until they fled like startled birds. 


Later, much later, he was carried into cool, throbbing darkness. Power, soft 
and sensual, caressed his skin and sank into his wounds. The voices came 
back, whispering entreaties: call upon the pyramid, master. Heal yourself. 
Please! The enemy draws near! 


He called, and the power flowed into him, but it lapped uselessly over his 
wounds. He tried to force it to heal him, but it would not obey no matter 
what he tried. It was as though the secrets to wielding the power had been 
taken from him somehow, leaving him bereft. 


Much had been taken from him, of that he was certain. 


Some time later there had been cries of fear, and the sounds of battle once 
more. A voice called out to him to flee, and then fell silent. For a long time 
afterwards, there was only darkness. 


Then he heard strange voices, full of anger and the promise of destruction. 
His enemies had found him at last. Anger and terror consumed him, until 
the power building beneath his skin threatened to tear him apart. Stone 
grated on stone, letting in a blade of burning light, and then came the rising 
sound of wings. 


Nagash turned his head this way and that, taking in the panoramic sweep of 
the wasteland. Nothing moved among the broken stones and lifeless sand. 
With a sound that was half-groan, half-growl, he forced himself painfully to 
his feet and turned around, looking back at the trail of broken husks that 
stretched towards the green horizon to the south-west. 


His bones were cold and his muscles weak. Only the pain kept him going, 
denying him any chance of peace. Nagash sought the power that he’d felt in 
the cool darkness of the pyramid, but there was nothing there. He was as 
broken and empty as the smoking carapaces at his feet. 


Clenching his one good hand, Nagash the sorcerer threw back his head and 
howled his rage at the heavens. He cursed the green land at the edge of the 
world that had once been his. 


Reeling, exhausted, he spun around and glanced northwards, into the 
wastes. His foes had consigned him to this place somehow. No doubt they 
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expected him to die, and his spirit to be lost forever in this empty land. 


That was when he glimpsed it: a whisper of power, far off among the 
broken peaks to the north-east. It was faint and ephemeral, twisting 
effortlessly away from his mind as he tried to focus on it. Not that it 
mattered. The power was there, beckoning to him in the midst of the 
wasteland. 


His face set in a grim mask, Nagash took one halting step forwards, and 
then another. Pain lanced through his frame, but he drew strength from it, 
driving his legs forwards with bitter strength. A cold wind wracked his 
body and sent fingers of ice into his wounds, but he embraced the pain 
gladly. 


The wasteland would sustain him, and one day, he would revisit it upon his 
foes until all the world was nothing but howling spirits and dry, bleached 
bones. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
Khemri - The Living City, once the capital of Settra’s Empire 


Thutep: Priest King of Khemri. 

Neferem: Daughter of the Sun, Queen of Khemri 
Sukhet: Prince of Khemri, Thutep’s son 

Nagash: Firstborn of Khetep, Grand Hierophant of Khemri 
Amamurti: Hierophant of Ptra 

Khetep: Former priest king, slain in battle 

Ghazid: Khetep’s Grand Vizier 

Arkhan: A dissolute minor noble; later Nagash’s vizier 
Raamket: A dissolute minor noble 

Shepsu-hur: A dissolute minor noble 

Khefru: Servant to Nagash 

Malchior: Druchii warlock 

Drutheira: Druchii witch 

Ashniel: Druchii witch 

Zandri - The City of the Waves, wealthy and powerful 


Nekumet: Priest 

Amn-nasir: King of Zandri, Nekumet’s son 
Shep-khet: Hierophant of Qu’aph 

Lahmia - The City of the Dawn, strange and decadent 


Lamasheptra: Priest King of Lahmia and brother to Neferem 


Lamashizzar: The king’s son 
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Ka-Sabar - The City of Bronze, industrial and militaristic 


Akhmen-hotep: Priest King of Ka-Sabar 

Suseb the Lion: the king’s champion 

Pakh-amn, Master of Horse: a general in the army 
Memnet: Grand Hierophant of Ptra 

Hashepra: High Priest of Geheb 

Sukhet: High Priest of Phakth 

Khalifra: High Priestess of Neru 


Rasetra - Former Khemri colony, now an independent city 


Rakh-amn-hotep: Priest King of Rasetra 
Guseb: Grand Hierophant of Ptra 
Ekhreb: Champion of Rasetra 


Lybaras - City of Scholars and wondrous inventions 


Hekhmenukep: Priest King of Lybaras 
Shesh-amun: Champion of Lybaras 
Mahrak - City of Hope, birthplace of the old religion 


Nekh-amn-aten: Hierophant of Ptra, member of the Hieratic Council 
Atep-neru: Hierophant of Djaf, member of the Hieratic Council 
Khansu: Hierophant of Khsar, member of the Hieratic Council 
Nebunefer: Priest of Ptra and emissary from Mahrak 


Quatar - The White Palace, guardian of the Valley of Kings 
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Nemuhareb: Priest King of Quatar, Lord of the Tombs 
Numas - Breadbasket of the Kingdom 


Seheb and Nuneb: Twin Priest Kings of Numas 
Ankh-memnet: Hierophant of Phakth 


Bhagar - A trading town in the Great Desert 


Shahid ben Alcazzar: Prince of Bhagar 
Bel Aliad - A trading town on the Spice Road to the south 


Suhedir al-Khazem: Keeper of the Hidden Paths, Prince of Bel Aliad 
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THE NEHEKHARAN PANTHEON 


The people of the Blessed Land worship a number of gods and goddesses, 
both major and minor, as part of an ancient pact known as the Great 
Covenant. According to legend, the Nehekharans first encountered the gods 
at the site of what is now Mahrak, the City of Hope; the timeless spirits 
were moved by the suffering of the tribes, and gave them succour amid the 
wasteland of the desert. In return for the Nehekharans’ eternal worship and 
devotion, the gods pledged to make them a great people, and would bless 
their lands until the end of time. 


Each of the great cities of Nehekhara worships one of the great deities as its 
patron, though devotion to Ptra, the Great Father, is pre-eminent. The high 
priest of a Nehekharan temple is referred to as the Hierophant. In every city 
but Khemri, the high priest of Ptra is referred to as the Grand Hierophant. 


In addition to the priesthood, each Nehekharan temple trains an order of 
holy warriors known as the Ushabti. 


Each Ushabti devotes his life to the service of his patron deity, and is 
granted superhuman abilities in return. These gifts make the Ushabti among 
the mightiest warriors in all the Blessed Land. Since the time of Settra, the 
first and only Nehekharan emperor, the Ushabti of each city have served as 
bodyguards to the Priest King and his household. 


The fourteen most prominent gods and goddesses of Nehekhara are: 


Ptra: Also called the Great Father, Ptra is the first among the gods and the 
creator of mankind. Though worshipped all across Nehekhara, the rides of 
Khemri and Rasetra claim him as their patron. 


Neru: Minor goddess of the moon and wife of Ptra. She protects all 
Nehekharans from the evils of the night. 


Sakhmet: Minor goddess of the green moon, also called the Green Witch. 
Ptra’s scheming and vindictive concubine, who is jealous of the Great 
Father ’s love of mankind. 


Asaph: Goddess of beauty, magic and vengeance. Asaph is the patron 
goddess of Lahmia. 
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Djaf: The jackal-headed god of death. Djaf is the patron god of Quatar. 


Khsar: The fierce and malign god of the desert. A cruel and hungry god 
worshipped by the tribes of the great desert. 


Phakth: The hawk-faced god of the sky and the bringer of swift justice. 


Qu’aph: The god of serpents and subtlety. Qu’aph is the patron god of 
Zandri. 


Ualatp: The vulture-headed god of scavengers. 
Sokth: The treacherous god of assassins and thieves. 
Basth: The goddess of grace and love. 


Geheb: The god of the earth and the giver of strength. Geheb is the patron 
god of Ka’Sabar. 


Tahoth: The god of knowledge and the keeper of sacred lore. Tahoth is the 
patron god of Lybaras. 


Usirian: The faceless god of the underworld. Usirian judges the souls of the 
dead and determines if they are fit to enter into the afterlife. 
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ONE 
Balance of Power 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 70th year of Basth the Graceful 
(-1650 Imperial Reckoning) 


The yellow silk roof of the Hall of Rebirth rippled like a great sail in the 
freshening wind blowing from the coast, and its polished cedar timbers 
groaned like a great ship at sea. The comparison seemed particularly apt, 
Neferata thought bitterly, given the legion of shipwrights that had been 
hastily drafted to build it. 


Preparations for the great Council of Kings had gone on for three solid 
months, beginning on the very day that the fateful news had arrived from 
Ka-Sabar. Even as word raced through the winding city streets that the City 
of Bronze had fallen at last, and the long war against the Usurper had 
finally come to an end, King Lamashizzar was already digging into the city 
treasury in anticipation of his royal peers’ arrival. Commissions by the 
hundred flowed from the palace and descended like flocks of sea birds on 
the astonished city merchants and trading factors: jars of fine wine by the 
hundreds; casks of beer by the thousands; cunning gifts of gold, silver and 
bronze; bales of silk by the ton and a queen’s ransom in fine spices and rare 
incense. 


And that was only the beginning. Swift trading ships plied the fickle seas 
between Lahmia and the Eastern Empire’s trading cities to bring back the 
finest, most exotic delicacies that the Silk Lands could produce, while the 
dockyards were stripped of every able hand to build a vast tent city on the 
Golden Plain. As spring gave way to summer it seemed as though every 
able-bodied man, woman and child was working feverishly to complete the 
king’s grand design. 


When the rebel leaders finally arrived, in the last month of summer, they 
were met at the edge of the Golden Plain by Lamashizzar himself, at the 
head of a richly-dressed panoply of courtesans, artists, musicians and 
servants. After being showered with small gifts—from rings and bracelets 
to fine swords and splendid chariots—the rulers were conducted across the 
great, fertile plain to the sprawling city of silk tents set aside for their 
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servants and retainers. The gentle breezes that caressed the plain turned the 
tent city into a rippling banner of festive colour: sea green for Zandri, gold 
for Numas, blue for Lybaras and brilliant red for Rasetra. 


The royal processions descended upon their encampments with weary 
delight, and allowed a few hours to rest and refresh themselves before the 
celebrations began in earnest. Then, at sunset, Lamashizzar and his panoply 
summoned his royal guests with a blare of golden trumpets and led them in 
a triumphant procession through the streets of his city. 


The people of Lahmia commemorated the end of the war for seven ecstatic 
days, and from the halls of the palace to the mean streets near the 
dockyards, the king’s royal guests were treated like saviours. They wanted 
for nothing, except perhaps a few hours’ rest here and there between revels 
and enough room in their baggage to carry all of Lamashizzar’s rich gifts 
back home with them. 


It was only at the end of the week, when the king’s guests were thoroughly 
worn out and more than a little overwhelmed by the Lahmians’ wealth and 
generosity, that Lamashizzar convened the Council of Kings to decide the 
future of Nehekhara. 


The great Hall of Rebirth had been built by the city’s carpenters and 
shipwrights in the space occupied by the palace’s grand royal gardens. In 
fact, the wooden structure encompassed the gardens themselves, creating 
the illusion that the council chamber was surrounded by a tamed 
wilderness. Brilliantly coloured songbirds, many imported at great cost 
from the Silk Lands, filled the space with music, while fountains burbled 
serenely just out of sight. Servants came and went along hidden paths, 
bearing refreshments to the guests, who sat around a huge, circular 
mahogany table in a clearing at the far end of the garden. The effect of so 
much vibrant, harnessed life on the desert rulers was nothing short of 
stunning. 


The entire spectacle, from start to finish, had been calculated as carefully as 
any military campaign, Neferata understood. It was couched to tempt, 
seduce and intimidate the rulers of east and west, and muddle whatever 
alliances they might have forged against Lahmia’s interests. It was also 
stupendously, ruinously expensive. The city’s treasury was virtually empty. 
All of the wealth that their father Lamasheptra had so carefully built during 
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the dark years of Nagash’s reign was gone. Their last reserves had been 
thrown away on a single, extravagant throw of the dice. There was not 
enough gold in the coffers to make even a quarter of the coming year’s 
payment to the Eastern Empire; if Lamashizzar’s negotiations did not bear 
fruit, the City of the Dawn faced certain disaster. 


While the king gambled with his city’s future, Neferata was left to watch 
the proceedings from a broad balcony that spanned the rear of the great hall 
and overlooked the great council table. Her handmaidens lounged on silk 
cushions and ate candied dates while they gossiped in hushed tones about 
the scandals from the previous week’s celebrations. A delicate fog of 
incense curled just above their heads: nryrrh spiced with black lotus, to 
relieve the boredom. Servants knelt at the fringes of the chamber alert to the 
queen’s every need. A low table, with sheets of paper and an ink brush, had 
been hastily set beside her as she studied the visiting rulers from behind a 
polished wooden screen. 


As precarious as Lahmia’s future might be, judging by the appearance of 
their guests it was evident to Neferata that the other great cities were in a far 
worse state. During his unnatural reign, Nagash the Usurper had recreated 
the Nehekharan Empire in principle if not in name, subjugating the other 
great cities through the power he held over Khemri’s hostage queen, 
Neferem. 


For centuries, each city had been forced to pay tribute to the Usurper in the 
form of gold and slaves, driving them to the brink of ruin. When the priests 
of Khemri—at the urging of their superiors on the Hieratic Council in 
Mahrak—finally attempted to unseat Nagash and end his blasphemous 
reign, the Usurper retaliated with a terrible curse that struck down two- 
thirds of Nehekhara’s priesthood in the space of a single day. 


It was that one act of infamy that finally caused the priest kings to rise up in 
revolt, but the Usurper fought back with dark magics and terrible atrocities 
that devastated the Blessed Land and slaughtered thousands. Yet even when 
the Usurper’s army was finally defeated, close to a dozen of his immortal 
lieutenants escaped destruction and continued to bedevil the land for 
decades. 


Rather than celebrate their hard-won triumph at Mahrak, the Priest Kings 
were faced with a long, gruelling campaign of terror and attrition as they 
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hunted down every last one of the Usurper’s minions. Since Nagash’s body 
had never been found, it was secretly feared that one of them still possessed 
the Usurper’s corpse and, if given the opportunity, might be able to restore 
the dreaded necromancer to life. It had taken ninety years to finish the task, 
slaying the last of Nagash’s immortals after a lengthy siege at Ka-Sabar, the 
City of Bronze. 


The long years of war had left an indelible mark on each of Nehekhara’s 
rulers. They were gaunt from strain and deprivation that no amount of easy 
living could ever erase. Few wore jewellery, or gilt adormments on their 
robes of state, and the fine fabrics of their ceremonial attire seemed shabby 
and worn. Even now, amid the verdant luxury of the great hall, their 
expressions were haunted and fretful, as though they expected fresh horrors 
hiding in every shadow. 


Neferata was vividly reminded of that night in the cellars, now decades 
past, when Lamashizzar and his cabal had returned from the war. And 
they’d scarcely fought more than a handful of battles, while these men and 
women have known nothing else their entire lives, she thought. 


Yet as beleaguered and broken as these rulers might be, they were not to be 
underestimated, the queen knew. When the doors to the great hall were 
opened, Lamashizzar’s guests had filed through the gardens in solemn 
procession, led by the Priest Kings of Rasetra and Lybaras and the young 
Queen of Numas. Each of the three rulers bore a sandalwood box in their 
hands, and when they reached the great council table they set the boxes 
before the smiling Lahmian king and drew forth their contents. 


The severed heads of Raamket, the Red Lord, and Atan-Heru, the Great 
Beast, had been treated with nitre and the sacred oils of the mortuary cult, 
and looked much as they had at the moment of their deaths. Their pale skin 
was mottled with burns from the touch of the sun, and their lips were drawn 
back in savage, almost bestial snarls, revealing teeth that had been filed to 
points and stained brown with human blood. The third head, by 
comparison, was round and fleshy as a suckling pig’s, with small, beady 
eyes hidden by a thick band of kohl. 


Memnet, the former Grand Hierophant of Ka-Sabar, who murdered his king 
and served Nagash in exchange for eternal life, had wailed like a babe as he 
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was dragged before the headsman. An expression of craven terror was still 
etched on Memnet’s jowly face. 


The heads still sat in the centre of the table, their hideous expressions 
turned to face Lamashizzar. The message—to Neferata, at least—was clear. 
We’ve done our part, while you sat in your city by the sea. Now you’ll help 
us rebuild, or there might be one more head on this table by day’s end. At 
this point, it was difficult to say whether Lamashizzar’s display of wealth 
had successfully undermined his guests, or simply strengthened their 
resolve. 


The queen bit her lip in irritation. We should be deciding this on the 
battlefield, she thought. We can always make more soldiers. Gold is much 
harder to come by. 


It was mid-afternoon. The council had been in session for almost five hours, 
during which time Lamashizzar enquired of the needs of each of his guests 
and made offers of assistance in the form of monetary loans and trade 
agreements. Dizzying sums of gold were haggled over, while scribes 
hurriedly drafted copies of proposals that would govern the flow of goods 
across Nehekhara for generations to come. 


Trade with the Eastern Empire would rejuvenate the Blessed Land’s 
economy, and open up a vast new realm of markets for Nehekharan goods 
—and all of it would pass through the City of the Dawn. Each of the rulers 
had been given the chance to speak, and a brief lull had settled over the 
table while each of the council members took stock of their current 
positions. Off to the east came a distant grumble of thunder as a late- 
summer rain shower made its way towards the coast. 


Neferata heard a rustle of cushions behind her, followed by a familiar cat- 
like tread as her young cousin Khalida came to sit beside her. 


“Great Gods, is it finally over?” the girl asked, slumping theatrically onto 
the queen’s lap. “We’ve been trapped in here forever. I wanted to go out 
riding before the rain came in.” 


Neferata chuckled despite herself. Khalida hadn’t the least interest in 
courtly gossip or affairs of state. 


At fifteen she was tall and coltish, full of so much restless energy that even 
the sprawling Women’s Palace wasn’t large enough to contain her. She was 
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much like her father, Lord Wakhashem, a wealthy nobleman and close ally 
of King Lamasheptra, who had secured a strategic marriage to Neferata’s 
aunt Semunet. Both had died when Khalida was very young, and according 
to tradition she had been returned to the keeping of the royal family until 
such time as a husband could be found for her. She was passionate about 
horses, archery—even swordplay—and had little interest in the finer 
aspects of courtly behaviour. Lamashizzar dismayed of ever finding a 
nobleman who would take Khalida, but Neferata was secretly proud of her. 


The queen reached down and stroked the girl’s dark hair. She kept it in 
dozens of tight, oiled braids, like the Numasi horse-maidens of legend. 
“The real work has scarcely begun, little hawk,” Neferata said fondly. “Up 
until now, the council has merely argued matters of taxes and trade. Trivial 
matters, in the grander scheme of things.” 


Khalida looked up at the queen. The goddess Asaph hadn’t blessed her with 
the radiant beauty that Neferata and most of the Lahmian royal bloodline 
possessed. She was striking, in a fierce, angular way, with a sharp nose, a 
small, square chin and dark, piercing eyes. She frowned. “Trivial compared 
to what?” 


The queen smiled. “Compared to power, of course. The decisions made 
here will determine the balance of power in Nehekhara for centuries to 
come. Each of the rulers seated below us has their own idea of how that 
balance should be struck.” 


Khalida took the end of one of her braids between her fingers and twirled it 
thoughtfully. “Then who decides which idea is best?” 


“We do, at the moment.” And Lamashizzar had best exploit this opportunity 
to the fullest. Neferata took Khalida by the shoulders and pulled her gently 
upright. “Pay attention to something other than horses for a moment and I’ 11 
try to explain.” 


Khalida sighed heavily. “If it will make the time go faster.” 


The queen nodded approvingly. “It begins with Khemri,” she said. “Since 
the time of Settra the Magnificent, the living city was the centre of power in 
Nehekhara. Even after Settra’s empire fell, the Living City and its mortuary 
cult exerted tremendous political and economic influence from one end of 
the Blessed Land to the other. Their interests were guaranteed before all 
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others, and that translated to power, comfort and security. Next in line came 
Mahrak, the City of the Gods, then Ka-Sabar, Numas, Lybaras, Zandri, 
Lahmia and Quatar.” 


“Numas was more powerful than Lybaras?” Khalida exclaimed. “They’re 
farmers, mostly. Lybaras had airships!” 


“The Numasi provided the grain for most of Nehekhara,” the queen said 
patiently. “You can’t eat an airship, little hawk.” 


“I suppose,” the girl said. “But what about us? Why were we so low on the 
list?” 


Neferata sighed. “Because we were so distant from Khemri, for starters. 
Zandri was closer, and was somewhat richer due to the slave trade. And 
unlike other cities, we preferred to keep to ourselves.” 


“But Nagash changed all that.” 


“That’s right. Khemri is nothing but ruins now, as well as Mahrak, and most 
of the other cities suffered greatly thanks to the Usurper. Now that the war 
is over, everything lies in flux.” 


It was then that King Lamashizzar’s voice rose above the muted murmur of 
the hall. “My honoured friend, Priest King Khepra; do you wish to address 
the council?” 


A heavy wooden chair creaked as Khepra, Priest King of Lybaras, rose 
slowly to his feet. The son of the late King Hekhmenukep looked much like 
his illustrious father: he was tall and lean, with narrow shoulders and a 
square-jawed, hangdog face. Unlike his father, though, Khepra’s arms and 
shoulders were thick with muscle, and his hands and face bore the scars of 
dozens of battlefields. 


Like the kings of Lybaras before him, Khepra wore a fine gold chain about 
his neck, hung with a bewildering assortment of glass lenses bound in gold, 
silver or copper wire. It was a relic from a more prosperous, peaceful age, 
when the engineer-priests of Lybaras crafted wondrous inventions for the 
greater glory of Tahoth, patron god of scholars. 


The king nodded to Lamashizzar. “Great king, on behalf of your esteemed 
guests, I wish to thank you for this splendid display of generosity on our 
behalf. I’m also grateful to see that all of us have come together today to 
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ensure the continued prosperity of our great cities, and the land of 
Nehekhara as a whole. It is a welcome beginning, but there are still very 
serious matters that require our attention.” 


Neferata’s eyes narrowed. “Now it begins, little hawk. Watch the faces of 
the rulers around the table. How are they reacting to the Lybaran king?” 


The young girl frowned, but did as she was told. “Well... they’re looking 
curious, I suppose. Politely interested.” She paused, her head tilting slightly 
to one side. “Except for the King of Rasetra.” 


“Oh?” the queen asked, smiling faintly. 


“He’s not even looking at Khepra. He’s pretending to sip his wine, but 
really he’s watching everyone else.” 


Neferata nodded approvingly. “Now you know who is truly asking the 
question. King Khepra is speaking on Rasetra’s behest, while King Shepret 
can devote his full attention to gauging the reactions of his rivals.” 


Rasetra and Lybaras had been close allies during the war, and had borne the 
brunt of the fighting from beginning to end. Whatever it was that Rasetra 
was now after, King Shepret could almost certainly count on Khepra’s 
support in the council. She’d tried to warn Lamashizzar to find a way to 
drive a wedge between the two kings; if he didn’t one of the other kings 
wouldn’t hesitate to try. 


Neferata turned to the table at her side and picked up the waiting ink brush. 
She wrote hurriedly in the sharp-edged pictographs of the Eastern Empire’s 
trading cant: Divide Rasetra and Lybaras, or they will outmanoeuvre you! 


She paused, tapping the end of the brush against her lower lip as a thought 
occurred to her. King Khepra’s son is in need of a wife. Perhaps Khalida? 


She plucked a pinch of fine-grained sand from a tiny box by the ink-pot and 
scattered it across the pictographs to help set the ink, then held out the page 
for a servant to carry downstairs to the king. 


“While we now have plans in place to ensure the stability of our own 
homes, there are still three cities that are desolate and devoid of leadership,” 
the King of Lybaras said. “We cannot sit idly by and watch them fall to 
ruin.” 
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“Generous words from a man who just spent the last four years desolating 
one of the very cities in question,” Lamashizzar replied good-naturedly. The 
other rulers laughed at the gentle jibe, but for a moment King Khepra was 
put on the back foot. He faltered for a moment, unable to come up with a 
proper response. 


“The city of Ka-Sabar is the least of our concerns at the moment,” King 
Shepret said in a flat voice. He was lean and muscular, with his late father’s 
broad shoulders, but where the legendary king Rakh-amn-hotep was stout 
and pugnacious, Shepret had the aquiline features of an up-country 
patrician. 


Though he was just over a hundred years old, well into middle age, his 
thick black hair only showed a few streaks of grey, and his green eyes were 
as vivid and sharp as cut emeralds. “The Living City has lain in ruins for 
almost a century.” He set down his wine cup and turned his piercing gaze 
on Lamashizzar. “Now that the war is over, we must reclaim the city and 
restore the rightful order of things.” 


Agitated murmurs rose around the council table. Khalida grinned. 
“Lamashizzar made Shepret state his own case,” she said proudly. She 
glanced sidelong at Neferata. “That is what happened, right?” 


Neferata sighed. “With Lamashizzar it’s difficult to tell, sometimes. But 
possibly, yes.” 


“But why does King Shepret care about restoring the Living City? Doesn’t 
he have enough worries with the lizard folk?” 


The queen gave her young cousin an appraising stare. Apparently Khalida 
wasn’t as oblivious to matters of state as she appeared to be. Rasetra was 
the smallest of the great cities, but because of its proximity to the deadly 
southern jungles and its tribes of Lizard Folk, their army was second to 
none. But the war had bled Rasetra white, and now the city was fighting for 
its survival against growing attacks by lizard war parties. 


Neferata considered the question carefully. “It’s not entirely unexpected,” 
she said. “Rasetra was originally settled by Khemri, just a few hundred 
years ago. When King Shepret talks of putting another king on Khemri’s 
throne, he means one of his own sons. They’re directly related to the old 
royal family, and have an unassailable claim. It would give Rasetra a 
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powerful ally on the western side of the Bitter Peaks, and allow it to exert 
its influence across all of Nehekhara.” 


At the council table, Lamashizzar cleared his throat, and the murmurs fell 
silent. “That’s a very noble goal, honoured friend,” the king said, “but also a 
daunting one. Khemri lies empty now. Only jackals and restless ghosts 
prowl the city streets.” 


King Shepret nodded. As a young man, he’d been with his father’s army 
when they’d reached Khemri, just a few months after the battle at Mahrak. 
He’d seen the city’s sand-choked streets firsthand. “According to my 
sources, many of Khemri’s citizens fled to Bel Aliad, hoping to begin a new 
life there.” He shrugged. “They could be resettled again, with the proper 
incentive.” 


Khalida let out a snort. “At the end of a spear, he means.” 


The girl was absolutely right, Neferata realised. She turned quickly and 
took up the ink brush again. Give Shepret what he wants, she wrote. Give 
him Khemri. A servant scurried forwards and plucked the message from the 
queen’s outstretched hand. 


Khalida watched the servant go. “Does the king actually follow your 
advice?” 


“Tt’s been known to happen,” Neferata replied. 


“Ts it true you actually ruled the city when he was fighting against Nagash, 
all those years ago?” 


The question took Neferata aback. “Who told you that?” 


“Oh,” Khalida said, suddenly uncomfortable. “No one in particular. 
Everybody knows it—inside the Women’s Palace, at least.” 


“Well, it’s nothing that needs to be repeated elsewhere,” the queen warned. 
“Other cities may treat their queens differently, but here in Lahmia, such 
things are not done.” She paused, uncertain of how much she should reveal. 
“Let’s just say that it was a difficult time, and we were at a delicate stage of 
negotiations with the Eastern Empire. I... consulted with Grand Vizier 
Ubaid on a number of important matters while the king was away. Nothing 
more.” 
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Khalida nodded thoughtfully, and turned to regard the council once more. 
“Shepret would have been right about my age back then,” she mused. “He 
looks so old now. Yet you and Lamashizzar still look as young as thirty- 
year-olds.” 


Neferata stiffened. “You see much more than I give you credit for, little 
hawk.” 


For the last nine decades, Lamashizzar and his cabal had been hard at work 
deciphering Nagash’s tomes and trying to replicate his elixir of immortality. 
For the first few years the king had consulted her regularly, and despite her 
misgivings, she’d helped explain the necromancer’s basic methods in 
crafting potions and performing incantations. Relinquishing control of the 
city to Lamashizzar had been much harder to bear than she’d imagined; 
experimenting with Nagash’s books had at least given her something to do. 
Returning to a quiet, cloistered life in the Women’s Palace seemed like a 
fate worse than death. 


It had taken them four years of trial and error before they managed to create 
a very weak version of the elixir. After that, Lamashizzar no longer 
summoned her from the Women’s Palace. She received a small bottle of the 
potion every month, which managed to slow the process of ageing, but 
nothing more. As far as she knew, Lamashizzar and his noblemen still 
experimented with the process, in an unused wing of the palace. She had no 
idea what had eventually become of Arkhan, the king’s immortal prisoner. 


“My brother and I have been very fortunate,” Neferata replied, as casually 
as she could manage. “The blessings of Asaph run strong in the royal 
bloodline. They always have.” 


Khalida chuckled. “I hope I’m half so lucky when I’m a hundred years old,” 
she said. 


“Time will tell,” the queen replied, eager to change the subject. “What’s 
was King Teremun saying just now?” 


The young girl blinked. “Ah... I think he asked Shepret what he meant by 
restoring the rightful order. Something to that effect.” 


As Neferata considered the question, Shepret turned to the King of Zandri 
and replied. “The will of the people has been worn thin by a century of 
warfare. We need to send a clear sign that the age of Nagash is no more. 
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There needs to be a new king on Settra’s throne, and a Daughter of the Sun 
at his side.” 


Neferata drew in a sharp breath. That was clever, Shepret, the queen 
thought. Very clever indeed. 


It was a proposal almost guaranteed to win Lahmia’s support. From the time 
of Settra the Magnificent, the Priest Kings of Khemri were married to the 
eldest daughter of the Lahmian royal line. The Lahmian king’s firstborn 
daughter was called the Daughter of the Sun, because she was the living 
embodiment of the covenant between the gods and the people of the 
Blessed Land. The marriage was meant to create a union between the 
spiritual and temporal power of Settra’s throne, and it had been one of the 
cornerstones of Khemri’s power ever since. 


Clearly, the King of Rasetra was proposing an alliance with Lahmia, one 
that, in theory, would benefit both cities. It was also something that none of 
the other great cities would stand for. 


As if on cue, Queen Amunet of Numas turned in her chair to face Shepret. 
She was the daughter of Seheb, one of the twin kings of the city, and the 
only survivor after the vicious cycle of fratricide that occurred in the wake 
of the twins’ sudden deaths. She had eyes as black as onyx and a smile like 
a hungry jackal. 


“You’re putting the chariot before the horse, King Shepret,” the Queen of 
Numas said dryly. “Lamashizzar and his queen have to actually produce 
children before your dream can become a reality.” 


The rest of the council responded with nervous laughter—all except for the 
sickly King Naeem of Quatar, who planted trembling hands onto the table- 
top and pushed himself to his feet. Naeem was of an age with his peers, but 
as a young acolyte he’d been among those trapped at Mahrak during 
Nagash’s ten-year siege, and he’d never truly recovered from the suffering 
he’d endured there. His body was painfully gaunt, his head bald and his 
cheeks sunken. When he spoke, his voice was little more than a whisper, 
but his rheumy eyes burned with conviction. 


“King Shepret speaks of restoring the proper order of things, but his 
priorities are misplaced,” Naeem declared. “The greatest of the Usurper’s 
crimes was that he broke the sacred covenant between the people and their 
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gods. The blessings that have sustained us for millennia are slipping away. 
The sands press a little closer to our cities each year, and our harvests are 
dwindling. Our people suffer a little more each year from sickness, and do 
not live the same span of years as our ancestors. Unless we find a way to 
redeem ourselves in the eyes of the gods, within a few hundred years 
Nehekhara will be a kingdom of the dead.” 


Khalida’s eyes widened. “Is this true?” 


Neferata’s lips pressed together in irritation. “I haven’t had the opportunity 
to measure the size of our fields lately,” she answered. “It certainly sounds 
ominous enough, but remember that Naeem was a priest long before he 
became a king, so his convictions are more than a little suspect.” 


The young girl frowned. “What does that mean?” 
“Wait and listen.” 


Down at the council table, Lamashizzar spoke. “What, then, would you 
have us do?” he said to Naeem. 


From the look on Naeem’s face, the answer seemed obvious to him. “Why, 
the people must first be reminded of their duty to the gods!” he replied. “We 
must spare no effort to rebuild Mahrak, and restore the Hieratic Council to 
its proper place in Nehekharan society.” 


“Now we get to the heart of the matter,” the queen said to Khalida. “Naeem 
has been listening to those bitter old buzzards that have roosted in his 
court.” 


Throughout the history of Nehekhara, the Hieratic Council had presumed to 
speak on behalf of the gods themselves, issuing edicts and meddling in the 
affairs of kings from their seat of power at Mahrak. With temples in every 
one of the great cities and religious advisors in all of the royal courts, their 
wealth and influence had been tremendous. Their grip on Nehekharan 
society had finally been broken by the Usurper, and since the fall of Mahrak 
the remnants of the council had taken refuge at Quatar, where they 
continued to issue dire warnings about the passing of the old ways. As far 
as Nefereta was aware, none of Nehekhara’s rulers seemed willing to listen 
to their harangues anymore. Their divine powers had faded, and the glories 
of the Ushabti, their holy champions, were nothing more than a fading 
memory. Their day was done. 
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Lamashizzar raised a placating hand. “Your piety does you great credit, 
King Naeem,” he said smoothly “and I’m sure that all of our friends here 
would agree that we would like to see the council restored to Mahrak one 
day. Of course, I don’t need to tell you, of all people, how our cities have 
suffered during this long war—” 


“If it wasn’t for the Hieratic Council, none of us would be sitting here 
today!” Naeem shot back. His watery eyes widened in righteous 
indignation. “It was they who forged the great alliance between Rasetra and 
Lybaras! They who financed the building of the armies and the engines of 
war! We owe them—” 


“No one here has claimed otherwise,” Lamashizzar replied, his voice taking 
on a Steely edge. “Just as no one here has claimed to possess the resources 
to rebuild Khemri, either.” 


Neferata straightened. Don’t be a fool, brother, she thought. You have a 
golden opportunity here. Don’t squander it! 


“For a century, everyone here has given much in the service of the common 
good,” Lamashizzar continued, conveniently overlooking the fact that half 
of the cities represented at the table sided with Nagash up until the very last 
moment outside Mahrak. “I think the gods would forgive us if we now 
focussed on regaining our strength, if only for a short while. Vast 
restoration projects are, in my opinion, a bit premature at this point. Does 
anyone disagree?” 


The King of Quatar glared archly at the assembled rulers, but even Shepret 
sat back in his chair and stared silently into his wine cup. Neferata clenched 
her fists in frustration. 


“Then we are all in agreement,” Lamashizzar said. “But I thank both King 
Naeem and King Shepret for making their concerns known to us. I’m 
confident that when the time is right, we will no doubt revisit these 
proposals and give them due consideration.” Smiling, the Lahmian king 
rose to his feet. “For now, though, may I suggest we adjourn and refresh 
ourselves before the evening’s feast?” 


King Naeema looked as though he would protest Lamashizzar’s suggestion, 
but he was pre-empted by Queen Amunet and Fadil, the young King of 
Zandri, who rose to their feet without a word and took their leave of the 
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council. Servants and scribes rose to their feet, swarming around the table, 
and the King of Quatar had no choice but to gather up his retainers and 
leave with what little dignity remained to him. 


“Thank Asaph,” Khalida said with a sigh. “King Naeem looked like he was 
ready to argue all night long.” She turned to Neferata, her expression 
hopeful. “Shall we return to the Women’s Palace now?” 


“Go on,” Neferata told her. “Take the maids with you. I’ll be along 
presently.” 


Khalida’s eyes widened. “I—I mean, I don’t think that’s very wise—” 


“T must speak to Lamashizzar,” the queen said, anger seeping into her voice. 
“In private. Do as I say, little hawk.” 


The young girl shot to her feet as though stung, and within moments she 
was herding the bemused handmaidens from the balcony. As soon as they 
were gone, Neferata snatched her mask from a nervous-looking servant and 
stormed down the stairs to the lower floor. 


She found Lamashizzar along one of the twisting garden pathways that led 
from the council space. The king was surrounded by a number of senior 
scribes, who were presenting drafts of various trade agreements for his 
approval. He looked up as she approached, and the self-satisfied smile on 
his face vanished. 


“T must speak to you,” Neferata said icily. “Now.” 


The king’s eyes narrowed angrily, but Neferata met his stare without 
flinching. After a long moment he dismissed the scribes, who wasted no 
time withdrawing down the garden path. 


“T’m starting to think W’soran was right, all those years ago,” he growled at 
her. “You seem to have a problem with understanding your place, sister.” 


Neferata stepped close to him, turning her masked face up to his. “Did you 
read a single thing I wrote, brother? I made the words as simple as I could,” 
she hissed. The vehemence in her voice surprised even herself, but she was 
too frustrated to hold it back. “Give. Khemri. To. Shepret. Is that too 
complex an idea for you to grasp?” 
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“Why in the name of all the gods would I do such a thing?” Lamashizzar 
snarled. “Hand control of Khemri to Rasetra? It’s ridiculous!” 


“Tt was the perfect opportunity to cripple our most dangerous rival!” 
Neferata shot back, her voice echoing within the confines of the mask. It 
took all of her self-control not to tear the damned thing off and fling it into 
her brother’s smug face. “Don’t you see? Rasetra hasn’t the strength to 
rebuild Khemri and keep the lizard folk at bay simultaneously! Shepret’s 
greed would have been his undoing. All we had to do was sit back and give 
him our blessing!” 


“And deprive ourselves of a major trading partner? Are you insane?” the 
king snapped. “Has the black lotus permanently dulled your senses? These 
trade agreements will pay our debt to the Eastern Empire and cement 
Lahmia as the centre of power in Nehekhara.” 


“Are you really as naive as all that?” the queen replied. “Our honoured 
friends won’t abide by those agreements one moment more than they have 
to. As soon as they’ve restored their cities and rebuilt their armies, they’ ll 
form a coalition and force us to negotiate terms that are more to their liking. 
Did you learn nothing from the war with Nagash?” 


The king’s hand shot out, seizing Neferata’s jaw and gripping it with 
surprising strength. “Don’t speak of things you know nothing about,” he 
warned. “I should never have let you advise Ubaid in my absence. It put too 
many dangerous ideas in your head.” He shoved her roughly backwards. “If 
you know what’s good for you, you’ll concern yourself with more proper 
matters, like providing me with an heir. Or would you rather I stopped 
sending you bottles of elixir every month? I can always marry Khalida once 
you’re dead and gone.” 


Lamashizzar’s words cut through Neferata like a knife. And it was no 
empty threat, she could see the truth of it in his eyes. She was trapped. He 
could withhold Nagash’s elixir any time he liked and simply wait for her to 
die. 


Rapid footfalls sounded down the garden path. Neferata tured to see a pair 
of royal guardsmen appear, obviously drawn by the heated exchange. 
Lamashizzar acknowledged them with a curt nod. 
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“The queen has grown overexcited from the events of the day,” he told 
them. “Conduct her to the Women’s Palace at once, and inform her maids 
that she’s to be given a draught to help her rest.” 


Lamashizzar took the queen by the arm and handed her to the guards as 
though she were a child. Neferata felt herself moving, as though in the grip 
of a dream, as the warriors took her back to her gilded prison. 
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TWO 
The Burning Stone 


The Bitter Sea, in the 76th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1600 Imperial Reckoning) 


As it happened, using the glowing stone never did lead Nagash to the slopes 
of the dark mountain. If anything, it confused his course further, leading 
him ever deeper into the heart of the wasteland. It was a mystery that took 
him more than a hundred years to solve, during which time he was forced to 
re-learn the sorcerous arts that had made him master of Nehekhara. 


The properties of the glowing rock—over time Nagash simply called it abn- 
i-khat, or “the burning stone’—were similar in principle to the winds of 
magic he’d learned from his druchii tutors centuries ago, but not as easily 
manipulated using the rituals he’d mastered in Khemri. As near as he could 
tell, it wasn’t truly a stone at all, but a physical manifestation of pure magic. 
If he used a fragment of stone as the locus of a simple ritual, the mineral 
consumed itself, converting to a dry, ashy substance that flaked away from 
its outer surface. The conversion was proportional to the amount of energy 
used, so far as he could determine; more than once he bitterly regretted the 
lack of paper and ink to document his observations. He’d learned over time 
how to ration the stone perfectly: a single thumbnail-sized chip provided 
him with enough strength and mental acuity to fulfil his needs for as much 
as a month, provided he didn’t need to draw unduly upon its power. The 
flecks sustained him far better than his elixir ever did, but its chaotic 
energies sometimes caused his thoughts to become unmoored, or his 
perceptions to shift in unexpected ways. 


If not kept under careful control, the stone wrought physical changes as 
well. His skin had retained its leathery texture, but it had taken on a green- 
tinged alabaster tone. As soon as he’d understood the stone’s transformative 
properties he focussed his attention on channelling it to good use as much 
as possible; now he was stronger and swifter than ever before, and virtually 
tireless for days at a time. Lately his skin was growing mottled with faintly 
luminescent deposits around his shoulders and midsection, leading him to 
wonder how much of the stone he ate was accumulating in his bones and 
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organs. Would there eventually come a point where its energies became too 
concentrated for him to control? He reluctantly conceded the possibility, 
even as he continued to consume the glowing stone. 


Time had no meaning in the trackless expanse of the wasteland. Nagash no 
longer marked the passage of days, focusing all his attentions on unlocking 
the powers of the stone and shaping rituals to harness its power. The first 
rite he experimented on was creating a resonance between a fleck of stone 
and the source it had stemmed from. 


The results were initially very disappointing. Over time, as he began to 
grasp the mineral’s properties more closely, the experiments became merely 
baffling. It wasn’t that the resonance failed to draw him in a distinct 
direction—it pointed him in a multitude of directions at the same time, 
including straight up and straight down. Following the many paths the ritual 
revealed to him caused Nagash to cross and re-cross the length and breadth 
of the wasteland. From time to time he would find pieces of stone, 
sometimes buried deep beneath the ground, but none led him towards the 
dark mountain. After a time, he began to think that the fickle energies of the 
stone were somehow purposely leading him astray. 


Then one night, he saw a streak of green light arc across the starlit sky, and 
another piece of the puzzle fell into place. 


Whatever the abn-i-khat was, it truly was not of this earth—or at least not 
part of the earth that Nagash knew and understood. He marked the plunging 
arc of green light as a soldier might trace the fall of an arrow shot, and then 
began a long and arduous trek to find where the stone had fallen. Eventually 
he came upon a shallow crater dug into the earth. Pieces of the green stone 
were nowhere to be found, but large, rat-like footprints were in abundance. 
The beasts had made it to the site mere hours before he did. Nagash tried to 
track them further, but soon lost their spoor across the hard, rocky terrain. 
After that, he resolved to kill the rat-beasts wherever he found them, for 
clearly they coveted the stone at least as much as he did. 


Nagash mulled over everything he’d learned, and concluded firstly that if 
he’d been able to detect the power radiating from the mountain at such a 
distance, it must contain a much larger collection of abn-i-khat than he’d 
ever seen before, and its chaotic energies made magical divination difficult, 
if not impossible. So he abandoned his ritual and let his instincts guide him, 
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heading ever eastward over the ridges and foothills and leaving his senses 
open for concentrations of magical power. 


It was the hazy glow to the north-east that drew him first—a faint, greenish 
luminescence that limned the crooked lines of the mountain peaks, almost 
too faint to see against the paling of the early morning sky. He was well 
beyond the foothills now, crossing the first of the Brittle Peaks, and the 
sensations of power seemed to shift directions like the fey mountain wind. 


Like everything else about the wasteland, the glow seemed just a few miles 
distant, but it took him nearly a fortnight to reach the last of the intervening 
peaks. From there, Nagash found himself staring down upon a broad, dark 
sea. The night was early, and the glow he’d seen on previous nights wasn’t 
in evidence yet, allowing him to see a long way in the clear mountain air. 
Marshlands glittered frostily beneath the moonlight along the sea’s south- 
eastern shore, while a broad crescent of watch fires flickered along the 
coastline to the north and north-west. 


None of that mattered to Nagash. To the east, hard by the shores of the 
gloomy sea, rose the dark slopes of the mountain that had called to him for 
more than a hundred years. It was larger and far more imposing than the 
broken peaks that surrounded it; tendrils of steam leaked from fissures 
along its flanks, glowing faintly green in the darkness. It dominated the 
horizon for miles, crouching at the edge of the sea like a brooding dragon 
from some barbarian myth. 


Looking upon the mountain, Nagash realised he had never actually seen it 
with his own eyes before that moment. The shadow of the power buried at 
its heart had somehow etched itself upon his mind’s eye. Now he 
understood why it had always seemed to hide, just out of his grasp, no 
matter how hard he tried to reach it. All this time he’d been chasing a 
phantasm, a ghost of the true mountain. The notion both intrigued and 
troubled him. 


Nagash reckoned that there could be dozens, perhaps even scores of stone 
deposits hidden within the mountain. How could they have been gathered 
all in one place? His gaze strayed to the constellation of watch fires lining 
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the northern coast. Perhaps it was the rat-things. They were gathering up the 
stones faster than he. It all had to be going somewhere. 


He would have to learn more before proceeding. The secrets of the 
mountain would be his, no matter what; he would need every bit of power 
he could muster to re-conquer Nehekhara and punish those who had defied 
him. If the rat-things stood in his way, then he would deal with them as 
well. 


It took most of the night for Nagash to descend the far slope of the 
mountain and make his way to the outskirts of the marshland. In the early 
hours before dawn, when the night was coldest, a thick blanket of glowing 
mist rose from the marshlands and along the shores of the distant sea. The 
vapours curled and shifted across the surface of the water, though there was 
no wind to stir them; the unearthly light created the illusion of half-formed 
shapes capering and whirling madly within the mist. 


The marsh terrain was more dense and treacherous than Nagash realised. 
He sloshed through foul-smelling, scummy water that rose up to mid-thigh 
in places. It was unnervingly warm, and where it touched his skin he felt the 
faintest brush of sorcerous energy. The necromancer considered the tendrils 
of steam writhing like serpents across the flank of the distant mountain. If 
there were enough burning stone buried within the mountain to taint the 
neighbouring sea, his vengeance upon the living world would be great 
indeed. 


He wound between hummocks of thick, yellow marsh grass and stunted 
trees, listening to slithering, splashing creatures hunting through the mist. 
Strange howls and high-pitched cries echoed from the moss-covered 
branches of the trees, and once he saw a pair of faintly glowing yellow eyes 
regarding him intently from the shadows to the left of his path. But the 
creatures of the marsh shunned him, as all living beasts did. More than once 
he heard something huge rise up in the mist ahead of him and go thrashing 
off into the water at his approach. When the sun finally broke over the 
horizon, hours later, he crawled into a muddy hollow formed by the thick 
roots of a half-dead tree and waited for nightfall. 


Voices and the sounds of thrashing water roused him from his meditations, 
many hours later. Darkness had fallen, though the moon was still low in the 
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sky, and as he crept to the edge of the tree’s sheltering roots he could see a 
yellow haze of lantern light playing upon the surface of the water. 


The voices sounded human, guttural and strained with effort. There were at 
least two speakers, perhaps three, calling out to one another in a barbarian 
tongue unlike anything Nagash had heard before. It was difficult to tell how 
far away the voices were, the sounds echoing flatly from the surface of the 
water and the surrounding trees. 


Nagash eased carefully from his hiding place, head low, and searched for 
the source of the noise. The thrashing continued unabated, punctuated by 
grants and muffled blows. It was coming from beyond a screen of moss- 
covered trees just a few dozen yards away. The glow of lanterns seeped 
between the gnarled trunks, flickering crazily as straggling figures moved 
past the source of the light. 


The necromancer still carried two of the large bronze daggers he’d looted 
from the corpses of the rat-things so many years ago. He drew one of the 
blades from his leather belt and crept from tree to tree until finally he 
caught sight of the source of the noise. 


Peering through a screen of hanging moss, Nagash saw a wider patch of 
water just past the hummock where he stood. Perhaps ten yards away a low, 
flat-bottomed boat had poled up close to another small, tree-covered 
hummock, and within the globe of light cast by the lantern set at its bow, 
four men were wrestling with the thrashing body of what appeared to be a 
huge, whiskered fish. Two of the men stood up to their waists in the murky 
water, their arms thrown around the fish’s scaly flanks as they tried to heave 
it up into the boat. A third stood in the boat and tried to grip the creature’s 
flat, toothy head, while the fourth tried to kill it with blows from a short, 
thick club. From where Nagash stood, it was difficult to tell which side was 
winning the fight. 


The men were barbarians; that much he saw at once, but they had little in 
common with the tall, fair-haired northerners sold on the slave block at 
Zandri. Their bodies were short and squat, thick with muscle but deformed 
in different ways. He saw hunchbacks and misshapen skulls, long, ape-like 
arms and bulging, knobby spines. Their heads were hairless, and their skin 
was a Sickly, pale green. The men in the boat wore simple, belted kilts of 
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rough leather that hung below their knees, and their chests were decorated 
in swirling scar patterns similar to Nehekharan tattoos. 


So it wasn’t the rat-creatures who inhabited the north shore after all, Nagash 
realised. Clearly these barbarians had lived close to the tainted waters for 
much, if not all their short, squalid lives. The mutations wrought by the 
burning stone appeared pervasive. The necromancer’s eyes narrowed 
thoughtfully. With a little patient study, these men could teach him a great 
deal. 


Sticking to the deep shadows, Nagash crept around the edges of the wide 
pool while the barbarians straggled to finish off their prey. The noise of 
their struggles masked his movements, until finally he reached the far side 
of the hummock next to their boat. 


The sounds of thrashing abruptly ceased. Nagash heard the barbarians 
whooping and laughing, and then the sounds of feet tramping through 
foliage just a few yards away. Carefully, he eased through the undergrowth 
towards the sounds. 


Within moments, lantern light was seeping between the mossy trees. 
Nagash heard the scrape of wood on soil, and then a meaty thud on the 
ground nearby. Peering around the bole of a gnarled old tree, he saw that the 
barbarians had grounded their little boat and dragged their monster catch up 
onto dry land to clean it and cut away the meat. The fish was huge—easily 
six feet long—and almost as thick as a human torso. The scales along its 
back were a dark grey, grimed with muck from the bottom of the pool, and 
its wide mouth was full of small, black, triangular teeth. 


The two men who had wrestled the thing from its hiding place beneath the 
water had pulled on heavy, oiled leather cloaks and stood tiredly over their 
catch, their mud-streaked chests heaving, filthy water streaming down their 
legs. One of their companions was digging a leather-wrapped bundle out of 
the bottom of the boat, while the fourth man was busy tying the craft to the 
branch of a nearby tree. 


Sensing his opportunity, Nagash slipped silently from the shadows beneath 
the tree and crept across the small clearing where the men had set down 
their catch. Being careful not to startle the barbarians, he walked quietly up 
behind one of the cloaked men. At the last moment, just as Nagash came 
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within arm’s reach, the man must have sensed his presence. The barbarian 
whirled about, his powerful hands poised to seize whatever was creeping up 
behind him. The man must have been expecting an animal of some kind, 
because when he saw Nagash, his beady eyes widened with surprise. 


Before the barbarian could recover, Nagash darted in quickly and slashed 
his throat with the rat-beast’s dagger. Blood splashed across the clearing 
and the man collapsed with a choking scream. 


Nagash turned on the second cloaked man just as the barbarian leapt at him 
with a guttural shout. He managed to get his left hand around the man’s 
throat as they crashed together, nearly knocking him from his feet. A 
stubby-fingered hand seized Nagash’s knife wrist and held it in a vice-like 
grip, while jagged fingernails clawed for his eyes. Nagash tightened his grip 
on the barbarian’s throat and tried to pull his knife hand free, but the man 
refused to let go. A knobby fist smashed into the side of the necromancer’s 
skull; he responded by driving his knee into the barbarian’s groin. The man 
roared in pain, but doggedly hung on. 


The barbarian who had been tying off the boat snatched up a fallen branch 
and charged across the open ground towards Nagash, and the fourth man 
wasn’t far behind. The tide of the battle was rapidly turning against the 
necromancer, and the very idea infuriated him. With a snarl, he drew upon 
the power of the burning stone. 


Fiery strength surged through him. His hand closed about the barbarian’s 
neck, crushing the man’s spine. Nagash hurled the body like a children’s 
doll straight into the third man’s path. Both man and corpse tumbled across 
the ground in a tangle of limbs. 


Nagash pounced on the man before he could pull himself free and drove his 
dagger through the barbarian’s eye. 


The last man stopped dead in his tracks, mouth agape in shock. Without 
thinking, Nagash flung out his hand and hissed a stream of arcane words— 
and the power of the stone responded. The man’s body went suddenly rigid, 
as though gripped in a giant’s invisible fist. The necromancer hissed in 
satisfaction. 


“Good,” Nagash murmured, feeling the power crackling through his 
outstretched hand. “Yes. Very good.” 
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He rose slowly, careful to maintain his focus on the impromptu spell. It was 
more difficult than it once was; the magic was more potent, but less 
controlled, and fought against his will every second. 


Nagash approached the man carefully. The cloth bundle was still clutched in 
the barbarian’s hands. The necromancer reached up and carefully prised it 
from the man’s fingers. The objects wrapped up in the greasy cloth clinked 
metallically. 


He smiled. Kneeling down, he set the bundle on the ground and unrolled it. 
The tools within gleamed in the lamplight. The necromancer nodded 
grudgingly. Crude implements, but suitable to the task. Satisfied, Nagash 
turned his attention back to his prisoner. 


“T have many questions,” he told the terrified barbarian. “This is a strange 
land, and there is much I do not know about you and your people.” 


He drew a long, curved flensing knife from the pouch and inspected the 
bronze blade in the lantern light. 


“Fortunately, I expect you will be a font of useful information,” the 
necromancer said. He rose to his feet and studied his subject carefully. He 
raised his left hand, and with a slight gesture, the barbarian’s arms rose 
from his sides. 


Nagash’s smile widened. It had been a very long time since his last 
vivisection. 


“We shall begin with the muscle groups,” he said to the man, and went to 
work. 
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THREE 
A Silken Betrayal 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1600 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Eastern priests crouched before the queen like great, yellow bullfrogs, 
backs slightly arched and palms pressed to the marble floor as they filled 
the Hall of Reverent Contemplation with their buzzing, wordless song. 
Their eyes were squeezed shut in concentration, perspiration gleaming 
beneath the brim of their outlandish felt hats as the six elderly men emitted 
a basso drone that Neferata could feel against her skin. The delegation from 
the Silk Lands seemed to find it uplifting, judging by the beatific looks on 
their faces. She found the noise deeply unnerving—and it just seemed to go 
on and on. For the first time, Neferata was genuinely glad that she was 
required to wear a mask in public. The longer the Eastern throat music 
went, the more horrified she became. 


The audience with the Imperial delegation had begun in a civilized enough 
fashion, with little of the outrageous fanfare that usually accompanied the 
arrival of a member of the Celestial Household. Normally, the first Imperial 
attendants would arrive well before dawn to decorate the Hall of Reverent 
Contemplation with silk hangings, lacquered screens and an unbroken line 
of royal carpet stretching all the way to the palace gate. Priests would walk 
from one end of the hall to the other, chanting prayers to chase away evil 
spirits and promote harmony, then give way to a procession of musicians 
and artists whose task was to tune the vibrations of the space in a manner 
that was pleasing to Celestial ears. 


When the delegation itself finally arrived, many hours later, it would be 
accompanied by a small army of courtiers, bureaucrats and servants that 
would fill the cramped chamber to capacity. By the time that Neferata met 
the delegates face-to-face, it was only the relative placement of the throne- 
like chairs that made it clear who was actually giving an audience to whom. 


By contrast, the current ambassador had arrived with very little fanfare, 
appearing at the palace gates promptly at midday and pausing only long 
enough to have a brilliant blue carpet unrolled at his feet before continuing 
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onward to the hall. He was accompanied by a very modest retinue: five 
bureaucrats, a handful of courtiers, and a young woman clad in rich robes 
whose face was painted white as alabaster. The entire delegation could be 
seated in a comfortable half-circle before the royal dais, lending the 
proceedings an unusually intimate, almost conspiratorial air. 


Of course, all the usual Imperial proprieties had to be observed. The 
audience had begun with a lengthy recitation of the queen’s lineage, 
followed by an even longer recitation of the ambassador’s ancestry. The 
ambassador, speaking through his senior bureaucrat, then offered a very 
appreciative and long-winded greeting, bestowing upon Neferata the 
acknowledgement of the Imperial Court and the hopes of continued 
harmony with the City of the Dawn. 


Tea was served. The strange Eastern concoction, served in tiny ceramic 
cups, still tasted like little more than heated bathwater to Neferata, but she’d 
learned to nod politely and listen with feigned appreciation as the 
ambassador’s courtiers spoke at length of the refinement of the leaves and 
the delicacy of its flavour. 


Once the cups had been collected and a prayer offered to the Eastern gods 
in thanks for the tea’s many blessings, it was time for the customary tokens 
of esteem. Neferata accepted a fine Eastern bow and a quiver of arrows on 
behalf of the king, as well as a half-dozen scrolls of poetry, three chests of 
fine silk robes and a prince’s ransom in exotic spices from the far corners of 
the Empire. This time the ambassador even brought a gift for the queen’s 
lovely cousin, whom the king had required to attend the audiences as part of 
her courtly education. A servant presented Khalida with a magnificent 
falcon, taken from the Emperor’s personal stock. Evidently, the last 
ambassador had overheard Neferata’s pet name for her cousin, confirming 
the queen’s suspicion that the delegates from the Imperial court spoke 
perfectly good Nehekharan, and insisted on translators for their own 
inscrutable reasons. 


After presenting the gifts, a light meal of Eastern delicacies was served, 
followed by more tea and polite conversation that lasted for two long hours. 
Then came a period of digestion and restful contemplation that normally 
would be accompanied by soft music or recitations of poetry. Neferata 
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grimaced as the droning of the priests continued, and wondered if perhaps 
the Eastern Empire’s culture was on the decline. 


Meeting with the delegates from the Eastern Empire was the only official 
function left to Neferata. King Lamashizzar hadn’t opened the palace to his 
citizens on the high holy days in many decades, and the temples no longer 
had the power to influence court affairs as they once did, so Neferata now 
spent the vast majority of her time locked inside the Women’s Palace. The 
only reason she was still allowed to receive the Easterners was because 
Lamashizzar had never had any patience for the Silk Lords’ tedious social 
rituals, yet couldn’t risk offending his erstwhile allies by fobbing them off 
on one of his viziers. It was the primary reason she’d been given so much 
authority when the king had taken the army to Mahrak. At the time, the risk 
of a royal scandal paled in comparison to a diplomatic incident with the 
Empire. 


Since the war, official visits from the east generally only happened once a 
year, when an Imperial delegation arrived to collect Lahmia’s annual 
payment for the shiploads of iron and dragon-powder that Lamasheptra had 
purchased more than a century before. The next scheduled payment wasn’t 
due for another three months, so the unannounced arrival of an Imperial 
vessel had caused considerable curiosity among the members of the 
Lahmian court. 


Something was definitely going on, the queen knew, studying the 
resplendent figure of the Eastern ambassador. The Empire didn’t send a 
prince of the blood all the way across the Crystal Sea on a mere social call. 


Xia Ha Feng, August Personage of the First Celestial House and Scion of 
Heaven, was young and very handsome, in the coldly detached manner that 
all the Silk Lords affected. He was clad in layered robes of blue and yellow 
silk. The outer robe was embroidered with sinuous, bearded serpents whose 
scales were picked out in tiny garnets, and whose belly plates were 
fashioned from lustrous mother-of-pearl. The prince’s raven-black hair was 
oiled and pulled back in a severe topknot, and a circlet of gold rested upon 
his brow. Long, artificial fingernails, also crafted of fine gold, capped all ten 
of the prince’s fingers. Though a mark of refinement and wealth in the Silk 
Lands, the affectation seemed sinister, even monstrous, to the queen. She 
wondered idly where the young prince fell in the line of succession to the 
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Imperial throne. Despite hundreds of years of trade and diplomatic relations 
with the Silk Lands, the Eastern Empire was still largely a mystery to the 
Lahmians. It was reputed to be vast in size, but foreigners were forbidden to 
travel beyond a handful of sanctioned trade cities situated along their 
westerm coast. 


The Silk Lords claimed that their civilization was far older and more 
advanced than that of the Nehekharans, but Neferata, like most Lahmians, 
doubted the truth of this. If the Eastern Empire was so old and powerful, 
why were they afraid to let foreigners see it? 


All at once, the priests’ disquieting song came to an end. Rather than build 
to a satisfactory conclusion, like proper music did, the droning simply 
stopped. The priests bowed low to the queen and swiftly withdrew. Neferata 
blinked dazedly in the sudden silence, uncertain how to respond. She stole a 
surreptitious glance at Khalida, who sat upon a lesser throne to Neferata’s 
right. Over the last half-century, the little hawk had blossomed into a tall, 
elegant young woman, though somehow she’d never outgrown her love for 
horses, hunting and war. She remained one of Neferata’s favourites, though 
once the queen had given birth to her own children they had grown 
inexorably apart. Soon she would be leaving the City of the Dawn 
altogether, for Lamashizzar had arranged her betrothal to Prince Anhur, the 
son of King Khepra of Lybaras, during the last round of trade negotiations. 


The young princess was sitting very straight in her chair. Like Neferata, her 
face was hidden behind a serene golden mask, but the queen could see that 
her chin was bobbing ever so slightly as she fought to stay awake. 


As one, the Imperial delegates nodded their heads and gave a contented sigh 
as the priests silently left the hall. The prince turned to the bureaucrat at his 
right and spoke softly in his native tongue. The functionary listened 
intently, then bowed his head to Neferata. 


“The Scion of Heaven hopes that this gift of song is pleasing to your ears, 
great queen,” he said in flawless Nehekharan. “The music of the mountain 
priests is reserved only for the gods themselves, and those whom Heaven 
deems worthy.” 


“T can’t imagine what I might have done to deserve such an honour,” 
Neferata replied smoothly. She thought she heard a tiny, muffled snort of 
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amusement from her cousin. “The Scion of Heaven is as discerning as he is 
generous.” 


The Eastern prince listened to the translation and inclined his head to the 
queen. He spoke again, very softly, and the bureaucrat smiled. “The Scion 
of Heaven would be honoured to share the gifts of the gods with you 
whenever you desire, great queen.” 


The statement sent a prickle of alarm racing up Neferata’s spine. “The 
Scion of Heaven’s generosity is truly boundless,” she answered calmly. 
“The court is always honoured to receive a visit from the Celestial 
Household, and we hope he travels to Lahmia often in the coming years.” 


As the functionary related the queen’s words, the prince smiled for the first 
time. The look in his dark eyes as he spoke reminded Neferata very much of 
the cold, predatory stare of the falcon he’d given to Khalida. 


“The Scion of Heaven has no plans to travel in the foreseeable future, great 
queen,” the bureaucrat replied. “And he is looking forward to sharing the 
fruits of our civilization with you in the coming months.” 


Neferata straightened slightly on the throne. “Do I misunderstand?” she 
asked. “Are we to be graced with your august presence for a lengthy stay?” 


This time the functionary didn’t bother to translate. “The Scion of Heaven 
will take residence in Lahmia,” he replied. “His factors are seeking 
appropriate lodgings near the palace even as we speak.” 


For a moment, the queen forgot all sense of Eastern decorum. “Will he be 
staying long?” she asked. 


The bureaucrat frowned ever so slightly at the forwardness of such a direct 
question, but he replied smoothly, “The Scion of Heaven wishes to broaden 
his education of foreign cultures, and hopes to gain a deep understanding of 
your ancient and noble traditions.” 


He means years, Neferata thought with alarm. She hesitated, composing 
herself and considered her reply. “This is unprecedented,” she said 
carefully. “And a momentous event in the history of our two peoples.” 


The prince’s smile widened as the bureaucrat translated. His reply was 
delivered with carefully modulated deprecation. “The Celestial Household 
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merely wishes to become closer to our Western neighbours, and hopes to 
offer what meagre aid we can in this time of transformation and rebirth.” 


Neferata’s unease deepened. “We are naturally deeply grateful to the 
Emperor, and appreciate his interest in our people’s wellbeing,” she replied. 


The bureaucrat bowed deeply. “The Emperor of Heaven and Earth is a 
dutiful son, and is responsible with the gifts that the gods bestow upon 
him,” he replied. “A momentous event in Guanjian province has enriched 
the Empire, and he has taken it as a sign from Heaven that he must turn his 
attentions to our neighbours who are in need.” 


“That is very comforting to know,” the queen replied, though she felt 
anything but. “Might one inquire as to the nature of this blessed 
occurrence?” 


The functionary beamed proudly. “Imperial surveyors have discovered gold 
in the mountains of the province! Even the most pessimistic reports suggest 
that the vein is larger than any found in the Empire’s history. Within two 
years, three at most, the Imperial treasury expects to benefit from the gods’ 
great bounty.” 


Neferata felt her blood run cold. Now she understood the reason behind the 
prince’s sudden arrival. 


“Truly, the fortunes of the Celestial Household are a wonder to the rest of 
the world,” she replied, as calmly as she could manage. 


Prince Xian rose gracefully from his chair and clapped his hands together. 
His translator bowed once again. “The Scion of Heaven thanks you for the 
graciousness of your welcome, and hopes that this audience is but the first 
of many to come.” 


Neferata rose to her feet. “The august personage of Prince Xian is always 
welcome,” she said, “and we hope that he will grace us again with his 
presence soon.” 


The queen remained standing as the prince and his entourage departed. 
When they were gone, Khalida leaned back in her chair and sighed. “What 
an insufferable bunch of fops,” she growled. “I think I fell asleep at some 
point during the meal. Did I miss anything?” 
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Neferata drew in a deep, silent breath. “No, little hawk. You didn’t miss 
anything at all.” 


The prince’s message had been for her and the king alone. Among the Silk 
Lords, even betrayal was delivered by polite implication. 


Rain hissed against the thick glass windows, obscuring the view of the 
predawn city and the sea beyond. Within the bedchamber, Neferata’s 
handmaidens lay sleeping. Every now and then, one of them would whisper 
or sigh, deep in the grips of a lotus-fuelled dream. The queen had pushed 
the bottle of dream-wine on her maids, insisting that they should all drink a 
cup before she partook herself. It was a rare luxury for the maids, who were 
expected to be ready to serve the needs of the queen on a moment’s notice. 
Neferata appeared to sip from her own cup, but scarcely let the bitter liquid 
touch her lips. 


Tephret was the last to succumb. The elderly handmaiden had held on until 
well past midnight, until finally Neferata had been forced to feign sleep 
herself before Tephret would finally give in herself. The queen had lain in 
her bed for several hours afterwards, grim thoughts whirling through her 
head as she listened to the rain steal over the slumbering city. Finally, not 
long past the hour of the dead, she rose and slipped on a robe, then lit a 
small oil lamp and sat down at her writing desk. 


The words had not come easily. The Eastern devils have laid a trap for us, 
she’d written in deft brushstrokes. Within two to three years, the value of 
gold in the Empire will plummet. 


On the surface, the statement seemed innocent enough. She chewed the end 
of the ink brush. Did she need to spell it out for Lamashizzar? She sighed. 
As a result, our annual payment to the Empire is certain to increase well 
beyond our capability to pay. 


What had possessed their late father Lamasheptra into entering such a 
potentially disastrous deal with the Eastern Empire would remain a mystery 
for the ages. He had concocted the scheme not long after Nagash seized the 
throne at Khemri and made the queen—Lamasheptra’s daughter Neferem— 
his hostage. After years of secret negotiations in the Imperial trade cities 
across the sea, the Imperials agreed to share with Lahmia the same arms 
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and armour that equipped their own fearsome legions. This included enough 
of the Easterner’s mysterious and explosive dragon-powder to equip an 
army of warriors, as well as weapons to employ them, which alone would 
be enough to make Lamasheptra’s forces the dominant military power in all 
of Nehekhara. 


In return, the Emperor demanded a staggering sum, equivalent at the time to 
ten tons of gold per year for the next three hundred years, and required 
nothing less than the sovereignty of the city itself as security for the trade. If 
Lahmia failed to make even one payment to the Empire, the city would 
become an Imperial possession from that day forward. Lamasheptra 
accepted the deal without qualm, despite the fact that the amount of money 
owed to the Empire each year was greater than the city’s yearly tax revenue. 


Perhaps the old king had planned to supplement his payments with plunder 
taken from Khemri; possibly he thought to exact tribute from the other great 
cities once the fearsome power of his army became known. As it turned out, 
the delivery of the promised arms and armour had taken more than a 
century. The final shipment, consisting of the dragon-powder itself, reached 
Lahmia some five months after Lamasheptra’s death, and the young king 
Lamashizzar proved far too cautious with the powerful weapons he’d 
inherited. Meanwhile, the city treasury had dwindled steadily away. It was 
only through several shrewd trade deals with Lybaras, Rasetra and Mahrak 
during the war that Lahmia was able to survive at all. 


Of course, the Empire had never intended to deal fairly with Lamasheptra. 
They’d done everything in their power to make it difficult for the city to 
fulfil its financial obligations, and now that there were only a few years left 
before the debt was fully paid, the Silk Lords had gone to extreme measures 
to ensure that Lahmia would be theirs. 


Neferata was sure that the discovery of the gold mine was a lie. The 
Imperial household would flood the market with coin from their own 
treasury to convincingly drive down the value of their currency long enough 
to force Lahmia into default, after which point things would gradually 
return to normal again. It would cause a short period of suffering for the 
Empire’s subjects, but it would be a small price to pay for a strategic 
foothold in Nehekhara. 
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The question, Neferata thought, is how do we get out of the trap before it 
snaps shut? 


The complex web of trade deals that Lamashizzar had built after the war 
had produced dividends, and greatly increased Lahmia’s influence across 
Nehekhara, but it wouldn’t be enough if the Empire demanded more gold. 
The only way to save the city from the hands of the Easterners was to either 
seize more wealth from Lahmia’s neighbours, or defy the Silk Lords, and 
Neferata was certain that Lamashizzar hadn’t the nerve to do either. 


To be honest, she wasn’t even certain if her brother cared what happened to 
the city anymore. 


The confrontation in the council chamber, now a half-century past, had 
ended whatever feelings of affection Neferata had for her brother. There 
was a time once when she thought she might have loved him, when she 
thought he would stand up to centuries of hoary tradition and treat her as a 
co-ruler instead of a mere possession. Now she knew better. All he wanted 
from her were heirs to continue the dynasty, while he fumbled after the 
secrets of immortality. Nothing else mattered. 


Well, Lahmia mattered to her. Neferata would be damned before she saw 
the City of the Dawn become a plaything for foreign lords. She could rule 
the city with a surer hand than her brother ever could. 


The queen set aside the ink brush and listened for a while to the sound of 
the rain on the windowpanes as she turned the problem over in her mind. 
Always, she came back to the same conclusion. 


Something had to be done. If Lamashizzar wouldn’t take action, then she 
must. 


Neferata took up the sheet of paper and considered it for a long moment. 
Her expression hardened. Slowly, carefully, she fed the paper to the flame 
guttering in the oil lamp on her desk. 


It was no more than an hour before dawn when Neferata rose from her 
place by the window and dressed herself in a dark robe and slippers. She 
left her black hair bound up and pulled on a black wool cloak, then picked 
up a small gold box from her dressing table and tucked it into her girdle. 
Her golden mask was left on its wooden stand, its smooth curves masked in 
shadow. 
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Her maids were still sleeping soundly, though she knew that they would 
begin stirring as soon as it was light. There wasn’t any time to waste. The 
queen slipped quietly from her bedchamber and hurried down the dark halls 
of the palace towards the Hall of Restful Contemplation. 


She moved as quickly as she dared, keeping to little-used passageways as 
much as she could. Twice she saw the telltale glow of a lantern crossing 
down an adjoining corridor, but each time she found a pool of deep shadow 
to hide in before the sleepy servant girl passed by. Within minutes she was 
standing before the tall bronze doors of the audience chamber. The metal 
surface was cold to the touch as she pulled one of the doors open just wide 
enough to slip through. 


Heart racing, she dashed down the length of the hall and pressed her ear to 
the outer doors. Would there be guards on the other side? She had no idea. 
After listening in vain for several long moments, she gave up and decided 
to take a chance. She grasped the door’s heavy brass ring and opened it just 
a bit. The corridor beyond was dark and empty. 


Neferata felt a faint thrill as she slipped across the threshold into the palace 
proper. Now she was officially an escapee, in violation of royal and 
theological law. But only if they catch me, she reminded herself, and 
grinned in spite of herself. 


The going was slower once she emerged into the palace proper; she was far 
less familiar with its layout, and not accustomed to its routines. At least 
there were no guards about. Once upon a time the halls would have been 
patrolled by the king’s Ushabti, who were as swift and deadly as Asaph’s 
terrible serpents. She had only the vaguest memories of them now, from 
when she was a young girl. Neferata remembered their silent, graceful 
movements and their depthless, black eyes. All that remained of them now 
were the great statues that guarded the royal tombs outside the city. 


Once again, she kept to deserted hallways and managed to avoid the few 
servants who were up and about at such an early hour. It took her nearly 
half an hour to make her way to the far side of the palace and the dusty, 
deserted wing where Lamashizzar hid his darkest secrets. The main doors to 
the wing were locked, but Neferata expected as much. Within a few minutes 
she located the entrance to the servants’ passageways and felt her way into 
the oppressive darkness that lay beyond. 
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Cobwebs brushed ghostly fingers across the queen’s face. The narrow 
corridor was windowless, and dark as a tomb. Neferata listened to rats 
scuttling across the floor up ahead and cursed herself for not thinking to 
bring a candle stub to light her way. Gritting her teeth, she reached out with 
her hand until she found the wall to her left and let that guide her onwards. 


The air was cold and dank. Now and again her fingertips brushed across a 
slimy patch of mould. Once, something large and many-legged darted out 
from underneath her fingers, and it was all she could do not to let out a 
startled shout. For all she knew, the king or his companions could be 
nearby. If they caught her now, Neferata didn’t care to speculate what they 
might decide to do with her. 


After about twenty feet, her hand encountered a wooden doorframe. She 
continued on, counting each doorway as she went. It had been more than a 
century since she’d last stood inside Lamashizzar’s improvised sanctum, 
but she knew it was in the centre of the wing, far from any windows that 
would reveal the telltale glow of oil lamps burning far into the night. When 
Neferata reached the tenth doorway she stopped and tried the latch. It 
moved with a faint screech of tarnished metal, the sound deafeningly loud 
in the oppressive darkness. She paused, hardly daring to breathe, but several 
seconds passed without any sounds of movement other than the scampering 
of rats. 


The door opened with only the tiniest sound of wood scraping through the 
grit that had accumulated on the sandstone floor. Enough predawn light 
filtered through windows on the eastern face of the palace wing to provide 
some definition to the interior of the building. She saw that she was in a 
narrow corridor facing eastwards that connected to a wide central 
passageway that ran the entire length of the wing. 


Moving as silently as she could, Neferata crept to the end of the servants’ 
corridor. The walls of the central passageway had been stripped of their 
hangings, and every piece of art and furniture had been removed many 
years ago; they had all been surreptitiously sold in the city marketplace 
during lean years to help pay off the debt to the Silk Lords. 


The thick dust that had settled in the central passageway had been churned 
by the regular passage of sandalled feet. Peering through the gloom, 
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Neferata followed the muddled tracks down the wide hall until they stopped 
outside an otherwise unobtrusive door to her right. 


Heart pounding, she laid her hand on the latch. This was the point of no 
return; once she crossed the threshold, there would be no turning back. 


This is not for me, she reminded herself. This is for Lahmia. 


The latch gave an oiled click as she pressed it. She pushed the door open 
with her fingertips, smelling the faint scent of incense and the tang of 
spilled blood. 


There was still a faint red glow emanating from a banked brazier on the far 
side of the room. Neferata paused in the doorway, taking in everything she 
could see. There were more tables than she remembered, most of them 
covered in stacks of paper, collections of papyrus scrolls and jumbled piles 
of leather-bound books. Wooden chairs and tattered divans were scattered 
about the room, with wine goblets and trays of half-eaten food set nearby. 
The queen’s lips curled in distaste. It resembled nothing so much as the 
cluttered library of a wealthy young dilettante. 


Convinced that Lamashizzar and his cronies were nowhere about, Neferata 
stepped inside and shut the door behind her. She navigated carefully around 
the room until she reached the brazier, and within a few minutes she’d 
stoked it carefully back to life. 


The glow of the burning coals reached into the far corners of the large 
room, revealing still more shelves and wide, utilitarian tables set with dusty 
ceramic jars and glass bottles filled with exotic liquids and powders. They 
were set to either side of a cleared patch of floor that had been scrupulously 
swept clean of dust and grime and inlaid with a complicated magical 
symbol the likes of which she had never seen before. 


It took a moment before Neferata spied the figure sprawled in one corner on 
the other side of the sorcerous circle. The queen searched the tables around 
her for an oil lamp. Finding one, she lit the wick using a coal from the 
brazier, and, summoning up her courage, she crept closer to the king’s 
prisoner. 


Arkhan the Black hadn’t changed one bit in the last hundred and fifty years. 
He was clad in filthy rags, and his bluish skin was covered in grime, but his 
face looked exactly as it had when she’d first set eyes on him all those years 
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ago. A thick, iron collar enclosed the immortal’s neck, connected to a heavy 
chain that had been bolted deep into the wall. At his side, an upended wine 
goblet spilled a thick trickle of dark fluid onto the floor. 


The immortal’s lips were stained black by lotus root. Though his chest did 
not rise and fall as a living mortal’s would, Neferata knew that Arkhan was 
deep in a drugged slumber. From the very beginning, Lamashizzar kept his 
prisoner under control by feeding him a mixture of his weak elixir and 
enough lotus root to kill a half-dozen men. When he wasn’t needed to 
translate Nagash’s esoteric writings, Arkhan was kept in a stupor so he 
couldn’t escape. 


Staring at the immortal’s slack features, Neferata wondered how much of 
his sanity still remained. She consoled herself with the thought that if 
Arkhan was of no further use to Lamashizzar, he would have been disposed 
of without a moment’s hesitation. 


The queen took a deep breath and drew the gold box from her girdle. 
Opening the filigreed lid, she withdrew the hixa and pressed it to Arkhan’s 
neck. It took several attempts before the insect’s abdomen arched and drove 
its sting into the immortal’s flesh. 


For a moment, nothing happened. Neferata expected Arkhan to groan as the 
wasp’s venom burned away the effects of the lotus, but the immortal didn’t 
so much as tremble. His eyes simply opened, as though he’d only been 
lightly dozing, and he fixed her with a dull, listless stare. 


Neferata expected Arkhan to wonder at her presence, but the immortal said 
nothing. The unnerving silence stretched for several long minutes, until 
finally the queen could take it no more. Without thinking, she reached out 
and gripped his arm, and to her surprise, Arkhan the Black flinched from 
her touch. 


The Queen of Lahmia struggled to give the ghastly creature a friendly 
smile. “Greetings, Arkhan of Khemri,” she said. “Do you remember me? I 
am Neferata, Queen of Lahmia, and I have a proposition for you.” 
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FOUR 
The Barrow-Lands 


Cripple Peak, in the 76th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1600 Imperial Reckoning) 


Nagash understood now why the barbarians favoured their long, oiled 
cloaks. It was the rain: the steady, invasive, unrelenting rain. 


North of the great sea, the coastline was a mix of flat, marshy plains and 
rolling hills girdled with stunted, grey-green thor trees. The larger of the 
barbarian villages squatted atop these bald hills, their squalid mud-and- 
grass huts crouching like clusters of toadstools beneath the never-ending 
sheets of rain. Smaller villages or clan-like communities hunched amid the 
yellow weeds of the marsh plains, connected by winding, waterlogged foot 
paths wor by generations of hunters and raiding parties. The barbarians 
avoided travelling along those paths at night, Nagash found, for the humans 
were not the only hunters who favoured the paths when the moon was high 
in the sky. More than once, the necromancer heard the caterwauling of great 
cats out in the darkness, and the bellowing of a fierce creature that sounded 
bestial but had the timbre of a human voice. Sometimes he would hear 
stealthy footsteps creeping through the tall weeds as he walked the paths at 
night, but none came close enough to threaten him. 


It had taken weeks to make his way up from the southern marshes to the 
sea’s north coast. Since then, Nagash had moved more cautiously among 
the barbarian settlements, gathering information about them where he could 
and then moving on. They were a primitive, suspicious people, hostile to 
outsiders and capable of the kinds of treachery and cowardly viciousness 
common to the poor and the weak-willed. 


The barbarians were little better than animals, subsisting on what little food 
they could scrape from the land or catch in the dark, bitter waters of the sea. 
They clad themselves in rough leather and worked with crude tools of wood 
and stone for the most part, although occasionally Nagash would peer from 
the shadows into the open doorway of a village hut and spy a tarnished 
bronze sword or spearhead hung from pegs close to the crude stone hearth. 
The style of the metal weapons was crude by Nehekharan standards but 
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entirely functional, and obviously kept as treasures by the barbarians. He 
suspected they were battle-trophies, since the villagers had nothing of 
substance to trade with. That meant there was another, more prosperous and 
advanced barbarian culture somewhere nearby. 


Virtually all of the barbarians he observed bore the mark of the burning 
stone in one fashion or another. The waters of the Sour Sea—or so Nagash 
called it, because it was dark and bitter with mineral salts from the abn-i- 
khat—permeated everything in the region and warped it in uncontrolled 
ways. Physical deformities were commonplace: most were minor, and a few 
even seemed beneficial. One night, as he’d crept up to peer into the 
doorway of a village hetman’s dwelling, he was surprised to find himself 
staring at a young boy of eight whose eyes shone like a cat’s in the reflected 
glow of the hearth-light. The child saw through the darkness with ease, 
raising such a hue and cry at Nagash’s appearance that the entire village 
rose up in arms to try and capture him. The pursuit had lasted most of the 
night, and they’d come close to catching him a number of times. 


At first, his interest in the barbarians had been more a matter of survival and 
a certain degree of scholarly curiosity, but the more Nagash learned, the 
more he saw the potential that lay before him. Here was a vast source of 
magical power, one that might even rival that of the Black Pyramid in 
Khemri, and a primitive people who could provide him with soldiers and 
Slaves. 


He would not necessarily have to return to Nehekhara to continue his quest 
for domination. His empire could begin again here, along the shores of the 
Sour Sea. 


The barbarians were a fractious and tribal lot, not dissimilar to the desert 
tribes he had known in the past. They were led by whoever was strong 
enough and brutal enough to cow the rest into submission, supported by a 
strong cadre of kinsmen and allies who served as the hetman’s warband. 
They posed little threat to Nagash; even the larger, hilltop tribes were still 
isolated from their neighbours, and could be brought down one at a time. 
No, what concerned him most were the totem-shrines of polished wood that 
every village boasted, and the treatment of the itinerant priests that tended 
them. 
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The totems were columns of carved wood more than fifteen feet high—no 
small feat in a land where the trees grew like gnarled fists and were no more 
than eight or nine feet tall—and were shaped to resemble tall, powerfully- 
built men and women. There were four to eight figures carved into each 
totem, always in pairs, facing outward from the trunk in poses that Nagash 
supposed were meant to convey strength, wisdom and prosperity. 


The craftsmanship was crude by Nehekharan standards, and there was no 
common iconography from one totem to the next that might suggest 
anything like a pantheon. The only common factor he could discern was 
that none of the figures bore the deformities common to those who 
worshipped them. 


Villagers made offerings of food and simple, carved tokens to the shrines, 
and Nagash suspected that, given the location of the totems at the centre of 
each village, they were the focal point of the barbarians’ important 
ceremonies. 


The priests who tended the shrines travelled from village to village, never 
staying in one place for more than a few days at a time. Like the priests 
Nagash had known in Khemri, these holy men got the best of everything. 
Their leather kilts were well made and often decorated with pieces of metal 
or polished stones, and carried polished wooden staves that they wielded 
both as weapons and badges of office. They were uniformly tall, well-fed 
and physically fit, and not one of them bore the slightest trace of 
disfigurement. The holy men travelled in groups of six or eight, usually 
with an older priest attended by a pair of functionaries and two or three 
young acolytes. When they stayed at a village they slept in the hetman’s 
hut, even if it meant the hetman and his family slept outside that night. 


From what Nagash could tell, the priests’ duties involved anointing the 
totem shrines with oils and performing prayers over them, collecting tribute 
in the form of food, beer, clothing and tools (which the acolytes carried on 
their backs when the priests left) and occasionally meddling in the affairs of 
the villagers themselves. They decided who could marry whom, settled 
certain disputes involving inheritance, and in one case ordered the death of 
a young man whose ravings suggested that exposure to the burning stone 
had rendered him mad. 
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The priesthood’s influence and authority could be problematic, Nagash 
realised. More importantly, their lack of deformities hinted that they’d 
learned to control the worst effects of the abn-i-khat, just as he had done. 
Potentially that made them very dangerous indeed. 


The barbarian villages grew larger and more elaborate as Nagash drew 
closer to the great mountain. The broad hillsides had been crudely terraced, 
and ranks of round-roofed huts sprawled down and across the sodden fields, 
where crops of rice and tubers were nurtured in paddies of bitter water. The 
tracks were wider and better travelled, and the woodland more sparse. Only 
the constant rain worked in his favour, giving him reason to conceal his face 
beneath the dripping hood of his cloak and discouraging conversation with 
the barbarians he encountered on the muddy tracks. There were times, on 
moonless nights, when he would attach himself to larger groups of 
travellers and follow along with them in silence for many miles, little more 
than another vague, cloaked shape in the darkness. 


Now he stood beneath the dripping branches of a small copse of trees, close 
to the point where the northern coast began to curve south and east towards 
the mountain, and watched a strange procession make its way down the 
switchback trail of one of the largest barbarian villages Nagash had seen 
yet. 


Normally the crude customs of the barbarians were of no interest to him 
whatsoever; what caught his attention this time were the dozens of glowing 
green lights that accompanied the procession down the dark trail. 


The necromancer clutched his sodden cloak tightly around his ever-thinning 
frame and edged back into the shadows of the wood as far as he could 
manage. As far as he could tell, the procession would make its way down 
the muddy trail directly past where he stood, which also meant that they 
were heading towards the mountain. 


The procession was a long one. He reckoned that he was almost two miles 
from the village. The tail end of the line was still working its way down the 
hillside when he began to hear the low, mournful chanting of voices 
emanating from around a curve in the track to his left. Minutes later, a 
familiar glow began to seep around the muddy track, followed by a pair of 
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young priests wearing fine robes and carrying gnarled wooden poles in their 
hands. The acolytes’ heads were bared to the bitter rain as they led the 
procession down the track, their faces turned downward and their shoulders 
heaving as they led the rest in the funereal chant. The green light emanated 
from globular sacks of hide hung from the ends of the wooden poles. Each 
hide sack had been scraped until they were translucent and then filled with 
water. Glowing green shapes stirred within, occasionally darting and 
swimming from one end of their prison to the next. 


Behind the priests and their heavy lamps came a large group of chanting, 
bare-headed holy men, all clad in rough vestments of cloth and hide that 
were decorated in glittering bits of metal and precious stones. Their faces 
had been painted with glowing oil that highlighted their handsome, 
unmarred features. 


After the phalanx of chanting holy men came a column of groaning acolytes 
bearing a rough, wooden palanquin. Upon the palanquin rode an arrogant 
old man that Nagash knew had to be the barbarian high priest. He sat upon 
a straight-backed throne, wreathed in layers of heavy robes festooned with 
chains of actual gold and a kind of polished, ruddy copper. A circlet of gold 
rested upon his brow, inset with a glowing oval stone. The piece of abn-i- 
khat looked to be the size of a bird’s egg; Nagash could feel its crackling 
power from a dozen yards away. His hands clenched hungrily at the sight of 
it. Had he more power at his command, he might have been tempted to lay 
waste to the holy men and take the stone for himself. 


The high priest went by, heedless of the necromancer’s feverish gaze. 
Behind him came another set of lantern-bearing priests, followed by a 
funereal procession uncomfortably similar to those Nagash had once 
presided over in Khemri. 


There had been a battle, Nagash realised at once. The barbarians followed 
the priests in family groups, arranged by order of prominence within their 
village. Their fine clothes had been covered in grey ash, and many of the 
women had cut away their hair in a gesture of grief. They carried the dead 
upon their naked shoulders, resting in a woven litter made from swamp 
reeds. The corpses were naked, and Nagash was surprised to see that none 
of the litters contained trophies or grave gifts to aid their spirits in the 
afterlife. The tribe needed absolutely everything they could get just to 
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survive. The dead, however honoured in life, clearly had to fend for 
themselves afterwards. 


A pair of lantern-bearing priests marched at roughly even intervals along 
the length of the great procession, filling the air with their droning chant. 
Nagash watched the line snake its way southeastward, apparently heading 
for the broken plain at the foot of the great mountain. Intrigued, Nagash 
waited for the end of the procession to go by, then fell into step behind him. 
The darkness and the steady, drizzling rain hid him effectively from view. 


They passed through rocky, flat terrain, devoid of any signs of life. To 
Nagash’s surprise, the path widened after a time and became paved with 
irregular, flat stones. Totem shrines appeared at intervals along the crudely- 
built road. Their faces had been painted some time earlier with the same 
glowing oil that adomed the priests, lending the carved faces an eerie 
semblance of life. 


Hours passed. The barbarians walked for miles in the dark and the rain, 
growing steadily closer to the mountain. Eventually, Nagash saw a glowing, 
greenish nimbus in the air some distance ahead. After about half a mile he 
could see a line of tall, formidable-looking structures that stretched across 
the path ahead. More glowing orbs hung at intervals along their length, or 
shone from the slits of windows set into their flanks. Before long Nagash 
realised that he was looking at a strange kind of fort. From what he could 
tell, it was a series of long, high-walled buildings made of mud, brick and 
wood, connected end to end and stretching from a rocky spur to the north- 
east all the way to the shore of the Sour Sea, perhaps two miles to the south- 
west. A single, wide gateway provided the only access between the 
barbarian villages and the sea’s western coast. It was also the first real 
attempt at fortification Nagash had seen in the entire region. 


The procession led through the wide gate and into the lands beyond. There 
were acolytes waiting to shut the gates as the last of the mourners passed 
by; they had just begun to push the heavy, wooden portals closed when 
Nagash appeared out of the darkness and rain. They stared at the cloaked 
and hooded figure uneasily, but made no move to challenge him. 


Nagash strode down the long, torchlit tunnel between the first and second 
gates as though he had every reason to be there. He studied the iconography 
carved into the support beams and the archways: more perfect faces, and 
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occasionally something akin to a falling star, superimposed against a 
stylised mountain. 


When he emerged from the second gate, Nagash strode a few more yards 
and then turned to stare back at the fort. There were more windows on this 
side, as well as long, roofed galleries that allowed the inhabitants to view 
the mountain and the wide plain. He could see more priests and acolytes up 
there, standing alone or in small groups, watching the procession continue 
towards the foot of the mountain. At once he realised that the huge structure 
was both temple and fortress combined. From here they could control the 
barbarians’ access to the mountain and the evident power it represented. 


Nagash looked up at the priests, smug and comfortable in their fortress of 
wood, and his lips drew back in a ghastly smile. One day he would show 
them the true meaning of power. 


The procession continued across the plain for another ten miles before 
leaving the stone road and travelling across the rocky ground between 
rolling mounds of earth and stone that Nagash had come to realise weren’t 
broken hills at all. 


There were hundreds of them, crowding the plain before the mountain and 
spreading along the eastern coast as far as the eye could see. The barrow 
mounds varied in size: some were not much bigger than a rude barbarian 
hut, while others were the size of hillocks. He supposed the priests 
constructed them, for no one else had access to the plain. Their foundations 
were shaped from fitted stones, and then were roofed over with a cunning 
arrangement of rocks and packed earth. The older ones were hills in truth, 
covered over with yellow grass and even a few small trees. 


It was a necropolis of sorts, similar in some ways to the great cities of the 
dead in far-off Nehekhara. As he worked his way among the great barrows 
his mind reeled with the possibilities. Here, sealed in earth and stone, was 
the beginnings of an army. All that he lacked was the power and the 
knowledge to bring them forth. 


Upon leaving the road, the procession had spread out among the barrow 
mounds. Each family followed a pair of lantern-bearing priests to the 
mound that had been built for their kin. Nagash ignored them, making for a 
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collection of glowing orbs farther across the plain that lay almost at the feet 
of the mountain itself. That was where the high priest and his retinue were 
to be found. 


There were almost a dozen families gathered around the priests; no doubt 
they represented the kinfolk of the hetman and his warband. The bodies 
they’d carried for so long had been laid side-by-side before the dark 
entrance to the mound. Each corpse was naked. Their hair had been shorn 
close to the scalp, and their physical deformities had been covered in dark 
ash, so that they practically vanished in the gloom. All of the men bore 
ghastly wounds; Nagash had seen such things often enough to know the 
marks of spear and axe, expertly delivered. The hetman and his chosen 
warriors had gone to do battle with a far superior foe, and been dealt a bitter 
defeat. 


Nagash kept his distance, sticking to the shadow of an older mound as he 
watched the high priest rise from his chair and spread his arms over the 
dead men. In a guttural yet powerful voice, the old man began to speak. 
Nagash didn’t understand the words, but the cadences and the inflection 
were all too familiar. A rite of some sort was being performed. After a few 
moments, the senior priests joined in, and he could feel the currents of 
invisible power growing between them. 


The chanting went on for many long minutes. The ritual was a simple one. 
It made no use of magical symbols or carefully-inscribed circles, just 
torrents of raw power drawn from the high priest’s circlet and, cleverly, the 
deposits glowing from the skin of the fish held in the priests’ lanterns. 
Slowly, steadily, the rite built to a crescendo—and then he saw one of the 
corpses start to twitch. 


A wail went up from the crowd. As if in response, another corpse began to 
twitch. Then another. Soon, all of them were trembling with invisible 
energies. 


There was a crackle of dead joints as, one by one, the dead men sat upright. 
They moved like statues, stiff and awkward, driven by unseen hands. A 
number of the mourners cried out again. Some tried to crawl across the wet 
ground, reaching for their kin, and had to be dragged back. 
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The corpses paid them no heed. First the hetman clambered slowly to his 
feet, followed by his retainers. Then, without a backwards glance, they 
walked slowly through the doorway of the waiting barrow. 


To Nagash’s surprise, the chanting of the priests continued—and then he 
realised that the wailing of the barbarians was being echoed from all across 
the plain. The high priest wasn’t just animating the bodies of the hetman 
and his retainers—he was interring all the dead at once. Nagash’s mind 
raced. How many bodies had there been? A hundred? More? Enough to 
constitute a small army, he was certain. 


The high priest and his followers weren’t holy men. They were 
necromancers as well, drawing upon the power of the burning stone to 
command the bodies of the dead. And for the moment, they were far more 
powerful than he. 
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FIVE 
The Word of Kings 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1599 Imperial Reckoning) 


Arkhan the Black dreamt of riding beneath an endless desert sky, with 
nothing but the stars and the gleaming moon to watch over him. The 
Bhagarite stallion seemed to float across the rolling dunes, its hooves 
thudding softly like the beat of a living heart. Silver bells were woven into 
the stallion’s mane, jangling a fine counterpoint to the horse’s stride, and a 
dry wind caressed his skin, smelling of dust and faded spice. 


There was no end to the sands, no end to the emptiness of the desert night. 
It was a benediction, a gift that he knew he did not deserve. And yet, when 
rough hands seized Arkhan and shook him awake, the pain of the longing 
he felt was worse than any wound he’d ever known. 


He found himself lying on his side, cheek pressed against the grimy floor of 
the king’s hidden sanctum. His eyelids felt stiff and brittle, like old paper. 
The immortal opened them with effort and peered up at the robed figure 
kneeling beside him. 


W’soran’s bald, bony head and long neck reminded Arkhan of nothing so 
much as a vulture. His wrinkled face, with its deep-set eyes, hooked nose 
and receding chin, would not have looked out of place on a statue of the 
Scavenger God himself. Once upon a time, he might have even been a 
priest of Ualatp. Arkhan knew that the man had come to Lahmia from the 
ruined city of Mahrak, more than a hundred years before, and had 
ultimately thrown himself on the generosity of Lamashizzar’s court when 
none of the city temples would have anything to do with him. Without 
doubt he possessed a wealth of arcane knowledge and sorcerous ability that 
none of Lamashizzar’s other allies could equal, which explained how he’d 
found his way so quickly into the king’s secret cabal. 


Cold, black eyes studied Arkhan with dispassionate interest. “It’s taking 
more effort to wake him with each passing night,” W’soran observed. He 
gripped Arkhan’s shoulders and upper arms, testing the rigidity of the 
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immortal’s muscles and joints. “No obvious signs of morbidity, but his 
vigour is clearly waning,” he said with a sour expression. 


Arkhan heard sounds of movement at the far end of the room. An oil lamp 
flared, filling the space with orange light and the faint reek of melting 
tallow. “Perhaps we’re giving him too much lotus these days,” he heard 
Lamashizzar say. 


W’soran grunted, bending closer and peering into Arkhan’s eyes as though 
searching for signs of deception. “He’s being given the same amount as 
always,” he stated flatly. “So, therefore, his ability to recover from its 
effects has diminished. He’s weakening.” His small, dark eyes narrowed. 
OE ye 


Arkhan heard footsteps draw nearer. A wine bowl clunked down onto a 
nearby table, followed by the dry rustle of papers. “What?” the king said 
irritably. 


W’soran stared into the immortal’s eyes for several long moments, as 
though he could reach inside Arkhan’s mind and read its contents like a 
dusty scroll. Arkhan gave the man a flat, predatory stare. His expression 
was unequivocal. Given half a chance, I’d tear your head off your scrawny 
neck. 


It was nothing that W’soran hadn’t seen every night for decades. What he 
didn’t know was that, for the first time in a century and a half, Arkhan was 
strong enough to actually do it. 


W’soran straightened, his knees popping noisily. He’d been well advanced 
in years when he’d first come to Lahmia, and Lamashizzar’s elixir could 
not completely halt the implacable march of time. He shrugged his knobby 
shoulders. 


“Perhaps the elixir is less effective as the physical body ages,” W’soran 
muttered, turning his back on the immortal. “His flesh and organs are four 
hundred years old. It’s possible that we are approaching the limits of your 
arcane prowess.” 


There was no mistaking the accusatory tone in W’soran’s voice. 
Lamashizzar did not reply at first, but Arkhan could feel the sudden tension 
in the air between the two men. 
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“Come here, Arkhan,” the king said coldly. 


The immortal’s eyes narrowed in concentration as he drew his legs up 
underneath him and pushed himself to his feet. His limbs were stiff and 
clumsy—not due to the effects of the lotus root, but rather the months of 
hixa stings he’d been receiving from Neferata. The wasp’s venom collected 
in his muscles rather than passing away as it would in a living body, making 
even the simplest movements difficult. He tried to turn its debilitating 
effects to his advantage, letting it slow his movements to something 
approximating the lassitude that the king and his cohorts had come to 
expect. If Lamashizzar had even the slightest suspicion that he no longer 
had complete control over his prisoner, Neferata’s scheme would come to 
naught, and he would never be free again. 


The king was standing before a long, wooden table set just a few feet to one 
side of the room’s ritual circle, his expression preoccupied as he tried to 
bring some kind of order to the pile of papers and scrolls spread before him. 
More figures moved about in the shadows at the far end of the room, 
murmuring in low voices and passing jars of wine between one another. 
Lamashizzar was accompanied by nearly his entire cabal: beside W’soran, 
the immortal recognised the tall, muscular outline of Abhorash, the king’s 
champion, as well as the reclining forms of Ankhat and Ushoran, his oldest 
and most powerful allies at court. The king’s grand vizier, Ubaid, stood 
apart from the other men, politely refusing offers of drink and waiting to do 
the king’s bidding. Opposite the doorway, young Zuhras poked at the 
banked coals of a brazier with the point of his dagger, stirring them back to 
life. Grinning slyly, he speared one of the small coals on the point of his 
knife and used it to light the small, clay pipe dangling from his lips. The 
acrid scent of Eastern pipe smoke began to spread throughout the chamber. 


That left only the two libertines, Adio and Khenti. Arkhan suspected they 
were chasing whores or losing their money in the gambling dens of the Red 
Silk District. Likely they would stumble in later, reeking of sour wine and 
cackling like hyenas to claim their share of Lamashizzar’s elixir. Why the 
king hadn’t lost patience with them and had their throats cut remained a 
mystery to Arkhan. He knew all too well that Lamashizzar would turn on 
anyone that he considered a threat. 
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Iron chain links rattled dully as Arkhan shuffled across the floor to stand 
before the king. Arkhan studied the man warily. Outwardly, Lamashizzar 
had aged somewhat, with grey hair streaking his temples and a fleshiness to 
his face that bespoke years of self-indulgence, but he still held himself with 
the easy assurance of a younger, fitter man. The effects of the elixir had left 
its mark on the king in more ways than one, Arkhan knew. He could see it 
in Lamashizzar’s stiff shoulders and the swift, almost furtive movements of 
his eyes. The immortal had seen that look many times, in the court of the 
Undying King. The hunger for immortality turned the strongest men into 
beasts, making them savage, suspicious and unpredictable. If what the 
queen had told him was true, Lamashizzar cared little for the fortunes of his 
kingdom anymore. Mastering Nagash’s terrible incantations was his one 
and only obsession, which made him very dangerous indeed. 


Arkhan clasped his hands together and bowed his head. The iron rim of the 
collar dug into his scarred neck. “How may I serve, great one?” he asked 
his captor. The words burned like molten lead on his tongue. 


“Ts it true?” the king asked. He never took his eyes from the occult 
diagrams laid out on the table. “Does the elixir no longer sustain you as it 
once did?” 


The immortal considered his answer carefully. He knew that the moment he 
was no longer useful to Lamashizzar, the king would have him killed. “I do 
not deny that it is harder to shake off the effects of the lotus,” Arkhan 
replied. “It is possible that the learned W’soran is right. Certainly there is 
much more to be learned from Nagash’s tomes. You have scarcely scratched 
the surface of the Undying King’s power.” 


From the moment that he had awakened in the cellars of the royal palace, 
Arkhan knew that his only hope of survival was to give up Nagash’s secrets 
grudgingly, giving Lamashizzar just enough power to whet the king’s 
appetite while he waited for an opportunity to escape. But Lamashizzar was 
no fool, he saw to it that Arkhan had no personal access to Nagash’s books, 
and the only sustenance allowed to him was the same thin gruel that the 
king and his cohorts drank. It left him with barely enough strength to move, 
much less break free from the iron collar that the king had riveted about his 
neck. Even the black lotus had given him little relief; he was so weak that 
the potion brought no dreams, only cold oblivion. 
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W’soran seized on Arkhan’s reply. “Listen to him, great one,” he said. “We 
must go back to the source and start again.” He stepped forward and laid a 
hand on one of Nagash’s books. “Follow the Usurper’s instructions to the 
letter. We know that the rituals work—Arkhan here is proof of that!” 


“And they also led to the Usurper’s downfall!” Lamashizzar snapped. 
“Everyone knows the horrors that took place in Khemri before the war. 
How long do you think we could prey upon palace servants and criminals 
before people began to take notice?” 


“You can buy slaves from the East!” W’soran exclaimed. “No one would 
care what you did with them! Or round up the hundreds of beggars clogging 
the streets in the lower districts! You’re the king, or have you forgotten?” 


The words had scarcely passed W’soran’s lips when there was a rasp of 
metal and suddenly Abhorash was standing beside the king, his iron sword 
held loosely at his side. There was no expression on the champion’s broad, 
heavy-boned face: he had the look of a man about to kill a snake that had 
slipped inside his house. 


Lamashizzar said nothing to either of the two men. He simply met the older 
man’s stare until W’soran finally looked away. 


“IT apologise, great one,” W’soran growled. “My words were intemperate 
and ill-considered. I meant no disrespect.” 


“Of course,” the king replied, but there was an edge to his smile that belied 
the graciousness of the answer. He gave a sidelong glance to Abhorash, and 
the warrior obediently—although not without some reluctance—slid his 
sword back into its scabbard. It was only then that Arkhan realised how 
tense he had become. His hands had curled into fists, and his jagged teeth 
were on edge. Just like Nagash’s court, so long ago, he thought. How we 
circled each other then, like hungry jackals, ready to sink our teeth into the 
weak the minute their back was exposed. 


Arkhan saw the champion relax slightly. Lamashizzar retumed his attention 
to the papers on the table, and just when it seemed that he confrontation was 
over, Lord Ushoran took a sip from his wine bowl and said, somewhat 
offhandedly, “Our guest from Mahrak does have a point, cousin.” 


The king turned, as did Abhorash, both of them with almost the same look 
of irritation on their faces. W’soran’s eyes narrowed as he tried to divine the 


2464 XRN 


real purpose behind Ushoran’s words. Lord Ushoran was infamous for his 
intrigues, both in and out of court; mostly the king tolerated it because 
Ushoran came from one of the oldest families in Lahmia, and because the 
nobleman was smart enough not to involve any members of the royal 
family in his schemes. 


Though distantly related to the king’s household, Ushoran wasn’t blessed 
with Asaph’s gifts of beauty and charm; he had the sort of face that blended 
easily into a crowd, with close-cropped dark hair and unremarkable brown 
eyes. Arkhan gathered that Ushoran had gone to some effort over the 
decades to keep the cabal’s activities out of the public eye. Lamashizzar 
believed him capable of anything. 


“Do you now question my claim to the throne?” the king asked with a 
brittle smile. 


Ushoran chuckled. “Certainly not, cousin. I merely wish to point out that 
our progress has been almost nonexistent these past fifty years. We continue 
to age, albeit very, very slowly, and possess nothing like the power that his 
ilk—” the nobleman gestured to Arkhan with his wine bowl, “—displayed 
during the war.” He shifted slightly on the divan. “It cannot be argued that 
you aren’t following Nagash’s incantations as they were intended.” 


“Blood is blood!” Lamashizzar snapped, giving in to his anger at last. “It 
carries life in it, whether it’s from a goat or from a man! And no one will 
raise a hue and cry if we decide to sacrifice an animal once a month—if 
anything, they’Il likely laud us for our piety! This way raises less suspicion. 
You all know that.” 


Next to Ushoran, Lord Ankhat straightened and swung his legs over the 
edge of the divan. He was less, the dilettante than Ushoran, though his 
family name was just as old and respected. Though small in stature, he was 
still trim and physically fit, with piercing eyes and a sharp mind that has 
hampered only by his notorious impatience. “I know that power is meant to 
be used, or else it is worthless.” Ankhat said, fixing the king with a steady 
gaze. “If we had the full power of the Usurper at our command, we 
wouldn’t need to fear the other cities.” 


“I’m certain Nagash thought the same thing,” Lamashizzar retorted, 
glancing back at Arkhan as if for confirmation. When the immortal gave no 
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obvious sign of agreement, the king continued. 


“It’s different now,” Ankhat persisted. “The other great cities are but a 
shadow of their former glory, and the power of the priesthood is broken 
forever. They wouldn’t dare defy us.” 


“Not separately, perhaps, but together?” Lamashizzar shook his head. “An 
alliance of the great cities would destroy us as surely as it doomed Nagash.” 


Ankhat snorted in disgust. “Who would lead such an alliance? All the great 
kings are dead. All except you, that is.” 


The king ignored Ankhat’s clumsy praise. “All we need is time,” he said. 
“Every passing year, the cities of Nehekhara grow ever more dependant on 
our trade with the East. Our influence reaches all the way to distant Zandri, 
and as far south as Ka-Sabar. In another hundred years, perhaps two, no one 
will dare to move against us. There is no need for bloody gambles and 
ruinous wars. All we have to do is wait, and everything we want will fall 
into our hands.” 


For a moment, no one spoke. Even the stolid Abhorash seemed 
uncomfortable with the king’s vision. The very idea of restraint was alien to 
these men, who were accustomed to getting what they wanted with a snap 
of their fingers. Yet they could not bring themselves to gainsay the king. At 
least, not for now. 


But for how much longer, Arkhan wondered. How long until they start to 
feel the creeping approach of time, and become obsessed with their fading 
vitality? How long until they realise that Lamashizzar’s carefully reasoned 
caution is a mask for something far more simple and straightforward. The 
man is weak. He inherited his power from Lamasheptra, and the one time 
he tried to gamble with it, he lost his nerve. If I hadn’t arrived at his tent 
outside Mahrak, he might never have committed his army to battle at all, 
and Nagash would very likely have won. 


It still galled the immortal that he’d let Lamashizzar turn the tables on him 
inside the Black Pyramid. Even a weak man can be dangerous in the right 
circumstances, he reminded himself. Greed can sometimes be a courage all 
its own. 


W’soran took a deep breath and folded his hands at his waist, not unlike a 
priest lecturing a group of acolytes. “You mention animal sacrifice and 
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piety, great one,” he said. “Yet you fail to mention that the greatest of holy 
rites specify the spilling of human blood instead.” He spread his hands. “If 
the lifeblood of a goat is no more potent than that of a man, then why do the 
gods make a distinction?” 


The king turned and glared at W’soran, his brow furrowing as he searched 
for a proper rebuttal, but here the former libertine was out of his depth. 
Finally he turned to Arkhan. 


“Ts he right?” Lamashizzar asked. 


The immortal affected a shrug. “I’m no more a priest than you are, great 
one,” he answered carefully. He was treading in dangerous waters now. If 
Lamashizzar ever bothered to read Nagash’s commentaries more 
attentively, he would see the truth of what W’soran was getting at right 
away. “It’s certainly possible that W’soran has the right of it, but that isn’t 
really the point, is it? The question is whether creating the elixir from 
animal blood is potent enough to grant immortality or not. And that is 
something we have yet to prove one way or the other.” Arkhan gave the 
king a black-toothed smile. “Certainly there is still room for improvement 
in your performance of the incantations.” 


Lamashizzar gave Arkhan a hard, penetrating stare, and for a moment the 
immortal thought he’d overplayed his hand. Then, abruptly, the king 
grinned ruefully. “There you have it,” he said, turning back to his cohorts. 
“Tt’s all my fault.” 


Ushoran chuckled politely. “Spoken like a true king,” he said, raising his 
wine bowl in salute. The others joined in, and Arkhan allowed himself to 
relax. He approached the table and pretended to study the ritual symbols. 
He could see places where he could suggest miniscule changes to the 
geometries that would suggest areas of improvement without providing any 
real benefit to the elixir. 


The immortal bowed to the king, and smiled his ghoulish smile. 


“Shall we begin, great one?” he said. 


Raw, burning pain gnawed at Arkhan’s nerves, banishing the thick fog of 
the lotus root. His muscles quivered like plucked bowstrings. Arkhan 
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groaned, baring his ruined teeth against the pounding agony, and with an 
effort of will forced his stiff eyelids open. 


She was standing over him, bathed in warm light from the oil lamp in her 
right hand. A tiny frown pulled at the corners of her perfect lips. 


“Are you well?” Neferata asked. Her voice was dusky and sweet, like rich 
honey. Even in his wretched state, the sound of it was riveting. Large, 
almond-shaped eyes narrowed in concern. She raised a slender hand, and 
for a moment, the immortal thought she might actually reach out and lay 
her palm against his head, like a mother might to a sick child. The queen 
seemed to catch herself at the last moment, her hand pausing scant inches 
from his brow. 


“Tt is nothing,” Arkhan grated. Even his jaw muscles were stiff now, despite 
the taste of the king’s elixir he’d received little more than an hour ago. 


The immortal tore his gaze away from the queen’s face and used the end of 
the iron chain to pull himself to his feet. For a moment he leaned against the 
grimy wall and tried to orient himself. It felt as though he’d only just 
choked down the bitter bowl of wine and lotus root that W’soran had forced 
on him. He blinked in the dim light, still expecting to see the king and his 
cohorts moving about the chamber. “What time is it?” he mumbled. 


“Scarcely an hour before dawn,” the queen replied, a note of tension 
creeping into her voice. “The king was here much longer than usual. I had 
to hide in an adjoining room until he and W’soran left. I think they were 
arguing.” 


Arkhan managed a nod. “W’soran is growing impatient,” he said. “The old 
vulture covets not just Nagash’s elixir, but the rest of his incantations as 
well. The others are starting to agree with him.” 


Neferata’s dark eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “All of them?” she asked. She 
turned and walked back to the paper-strewn worktable where her husband 
had stood just a couple of hours before. Every movement was sensuous and 
fluid, almost hypnotic. Like one of Asaph’s sacred serpents, Arkhan 
thought. The sight of her filled him with a bewildering mix of wonderment, 
hunger and terrible dread. 


She was so like Neferem, he thought, and yet so unlike her at the same 
time. The women of Lahmia were famous for their seductive beauty, but the 
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daughters of the king bore the likeness of the goddess herself. But where 
Neferem’s staggering beauty had been tempered by her role as the Daughter 
of the Sun, Neferata’s allure was darker and far wilder, like Asaph herself. 
A single look from her could topple kingdoms, the immortal thought. No 
wonder the kings of Lahmia keep their daughters locked away and their 
queens hidden behind golden masks. 


“Well, Abhorash still seems loyal, but that’s to be expected,” Arkhan said. 
“Ushoran and Ankhat, on the other hand, are tired of Lamashizzar’s half- 
measures. They were at Mahrak. They know how feeble the king’s elixir 
truly is.” 


Neferata stood beside the table and studied the arrangement of the papers 
carefully, noting their precise order carefully before picking through the 
pile. Lamashizzar would know if a single sheet was out of place when he 
returned the following night. “What of Ubaid>?” 


The immortal shrugged. “I confess I do not know. Lamashizzar only 
brought him into the cabal because he needed the grand vizier’s help to 
maintain his secret. Since then he’s been very circumspect with his 
opinions.” 


“Typical,” the queen observed. “But somewhat encouraging, nonetheless. 
And the others?” 


Arkhan snorted. “The young libertines? Irrelevant. Their loyalties belong to 
whoever supplies them with the elixir. Frankly, you would be better off 
without them.” 


Neferata carefully peeled back several pages until she came to a yellowed 
sheet depicting a complex ritual circle. It was one of several versions of the 
Incantation of Immortality that Arkhan had tried to recreate from Nagash’s 
books. To the immortal’s unending irritation, the Undying King had not 
committed a definitive version of the ritual to paper, no doubt to keep its 
secrets firmly under his control. Lamashizzar could scarcely tell the 
difference between one page and the next without Arkhan’s help, but 
Neferata’s training with the priestesses of Neru gave her a degree of insight 
that her brother lacked. 


Since she’d begun her secret tutelage under Arkhan, some eight months 
before, the queen’s skill in the necromantic arts had grown by leaps and 
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bounds. Sneaking into the cabal’s sanctum each night, right on the heels of 
the king and his cohorts, she learned more in a few stolen hours than 
Lamashizzar had managed in more than a century. 


Of course, it helped that Neferata was far less squeamish about the nature of 
the blood she used. 


The queen studied the page intently. After a few moments, she took a piece 
of chalk from a clay bowl on a nearby shelf and began making precise 
adjustments to the circle laid out on the sanctum floor. 


“Things are coming to a head quicker than I expected,” she said as she 
worked. “We must be ready very soon now.” 


Arkhan caught himself staring at the queen, watching the way her body 
moved in the lamplight. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. “If this 
ritual succeeds, then you will have all the power you need,” he told her. 
Together, they had already created versions of the elixir that were several 
times more potent than anything the king had made. The immortal licked 
his lips. “Much depends on the quality of the base material, of course.” 


Neferata gave Arkhan a sharp look. “The blood of a royal handmaiden is 
sufficient, I should think.” 


The immortal smiled. “Younger is better than older,” he said. “Of course, a 
live victim is better still.” 


The queen made one last change to the circle and rose to her feet. “And 
why is that?” she asked, as she inspected her work. 


“The more youthful the blood, the more of life’s vigour it contains, of 
course,” Arkhan replied. 


“And using a live victim in the ritual grants even more vigour?” 


Arkhan hesitated, uncertain how much he should reveal. Neferata had 
already gleaned far more secrets from him than he’d been willing to share. 
“In a manner of speaking, yes.” 


“Well, that will have to wait for another day,” the queen said. “For now, we 
must be content with what we have.” 


She moved past him, to a table at the far end of the room—one well out of 
reach of his iron chain, Arkhan could not help but note. Neferata picked up 
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a small ceramic jar, not much larger than a nobleman’s wine bowl, and 
carried it to the centre of the ritual circle. The immortal felt his turgid pulse 
quicken. Neferata never told him how she obtained the blood from her 
handmaidens, and, in truth, he didn’t really care. 


Neferata knelt beside the jar and placed a number of additional marks 
around its circumference, then retreated to the edge of the circle. “The sun 
will rise soon,” she said, raising her arms towards the ceiling. “Let us 
begin.” 


Arkhan moved to the far side of the circle, taking care not to drag his iron 
chain across the sorcerous glyphs. He raised his own arms—stiff and yet 
trembling, all the same—to mirror Neferata’s own. And then, together, they 
began to chant. 


The words of power now rolled easily off Neferata’s tongue, and the air 
began to crackle with invisible energies, harnessed to a force of will as great 
as any Arkhan had ever known save for Nagash himself. The immortal 
echoed every syllable, adding his will to her own, until the ritual circle 
seethed with power. 


The incantation was long and complex, stretching for many long minutes, 
and Arkhan felt the energies of the ritual building to a furious crescendo. 
The jar began to tremble, its lid rattling maniacally as gusts of steam 
billowed from the contents within. His lips peeled back in a ghastly, feral 
snarl as he smelled the fragrant odour of the rapidly quickening elixir. 
Arkhan threw back his head and cried out the words of the incantation in an 
exultant voice. The centuries seemed to unwind within him, and for a single 
instant he was once more a mighty warrior, a master of magic and 
conqueror who once made all Nehekhara tremble with fear. 


And then, immortal and queen cried out as one, and the ritual culminated in 
a shower of lambent sparks from the glyphs inscribed on the surface of the 
jar. Neferata staggered, momentarily stunned by the force of the power 
she’d commanded, but Arkhan’s senses were razor-sharp. In an instant he 
was inside the circle, feeling the residual energies of the incantation burn 
across his skin as his hands closed about the curved surface of the jar. 


He felt the queen’s eyes upon him. They cut through his raging thirst like a 
knife. He clutched the jar tightly, imagining that he could feel the strength 
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of the elixir through the glazed walls of clay. If he drank it dry, it might give 
him the strength enough to tear open the collar and finally escape. 


Then again, it might not, and then where would he be? Neferata would not 
take such a betrayal lightly. And she already knew more than enough to 
continue studying Nagash’s books without him, whether she realised it yet 
or not. 


Arkhan sank slowly to his knees. With an effort of supreme will, he raised 
the jar to Neferata, as a servant might proffer wine to his master. “Here, 
great one,” he said in a hollow voice. “Drink of the fruits of your labour. 
Drink, and be restored.” 


Neferata smiled at him, and Arkhan was secretly ashamed how it made his 
dead heart lurch in his chest. She came to him, graceful as a serpent, and 
took the jar from his unwilling hands. 


The queen raised the steaming vessel to her lips and took a long draught. A 
delicious shudder went through her slender frame. “Oh,” she whispered. 
ce Oh! 33 


Arkhan watched in silence, gripped by a helpless despair. She would drink 
it all. He knew it. Months ago, she’d sworn to share every draught of elixir 
they made, just as Lamashizzar had promised him long ago. But promises 
meant nothing to kings and queens, except when it suited them. Nagash had 
taught him that lesson well. 


He was surprised, therefore, when the queen lowered the jar to him once 
more. “Here, favoured servant,” she said with a regal smile, her lips red 
with the sweet wine of stolen life. “Take your due.” 


It took all the remaining willpower he had not to snatch the jar from 
Neferata’s hands. Still, they trembled as he brought the rim of the jar to his 
lips and drank. 


The elixir flowed into his mouth like molten metal, setting every nerve 
alight. He stiffened, gulping greedily, as he felt a fraction of the old power 
return to his wasted limbs. It was a shadow of what he’d once felt as the 
Undying King’s right hand, but it was still greater by far than anything 
Lamashizzar had wrought. 
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When he was done he sat back on his heels, gasping for breath. The queen 
was studying him, her dark eyes thoughtful. He met her gaze directly, too 
intoxicated for the moment to be cowed by her supernatural beauty. 


“Why, great one?” he asked. “What do you wish to gain from all this?” 


Neferata’s lips curved in a crooked smile. “Besides eternal youth and 
power?” she asked. 


“Yes.” 


The queen’s smile faded. “Lahmia is in peril,” Neferata replied, “and her 
king is too weak and too foolish to protect her. So I must instead.” She 
cocked her head and regarded him appraisingly. “What of you? What do 
you wish, now that Nagash is dead and gone?” 


Arkhan did not reply for a moment. He felt the power coursing through his 
veins and drew a heavy breath. “What do I want? I want to ride a horse 
again, and cross the desert sands beneath the moonlight.” 


Neferata quirked a delicate eyebrow. “Is that all?” 


The immortal gave her a tight-lipped smile and hefted a length of iron 
chain. “Forty-seven links,” he said. “That equates to exactly twenty-three 
and a half paces. For the past one hundred and forty years, that has been the 
length and breadth of my entire world. What I wish for, great one, is 
nothing less than paradise.” 


Neferata considered this, and then, to Arkhan’s utter surprise, she reached 
down and laid a hand upon his cheek. Her skin smelled of sandalwood, and 
was watim as a summer breeze. 


She bent close to him, and her eyes seemed to swallow him whole. “I know 
what it’s like to live every day as a prisoner,” she said softly. “Keep your 
oath to me, Arkhan the Black, and I swear you will see your wish fulfilled.” 


Then she was gone, retreating from the circle and returning the ritual 
materials to the way they were as Lamashizzar had left them. Arkhan hadn’t 
felt her pluck the jar from his hands. He hadn’t even noticed it was gone 
until minutes after she’d departed. 


It was a long time before Arkhan crawled from the circle and curled up like 
a dog at the base of the sanctum wall. When his mind finally quieted 
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enough to let him sleep, he dreamt of endless, moonlit sands, and the music 
of silver bells. The warm desert air caressed his face, smelling of 
sandalwood. 
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SIX 
The Barrow-thief 


Cripple Peak, in the 76th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1599 Imperial Reckoning) 


Now that he had reached the mountain at long last, Nagash’s great work 
began in earnest. His first months were spent combing its slopes, crawling 
into each fissure like a spider and searching for ways to reach deeper into 
its heart. He’d hoped that the deposits of abn-i-khat would lie close to the 
surface, and that the vents were signs of ancient impacts that would point 
the way to the burning stone, but within the first few days he realised that 
his theory was only half-right. The fissures were mostly shallow crevices 
that narrowed quickly as they plunged even deeper into the rock. They 
weren’t the scars of multiple impacts, but the marks of a single, giant 
impact some incalculable time in the past. The burning stone had been 
driven deep into the mountain’s guts, cracking its granite flanks like a 
dropped wine bowl. 


He searched the mountain systematically, starting at its foot and working 
upward in a rough spiral. By day he took refuge in one of the deeper 
fissures, breathing in the glowing vapour in an attempt to replenish some of 
the power he’d expended. Already, his exposure to the burning stone was 
beginning to take its toll. He found that he needed to ingest more of the 
abn-i-khat to maintain his strength, which left his skin ravaged by terrible 
lesions and glowing traces of the mineral in his bones. The luminescence 
penetrated his flesh, revealing the workings of his muscles and the 
shrivelled knots of organs nestled in his chest, but so long as his mind 
remained sharp and his limbs obeyed his will, he paid the changes little 
mind. 


Finally, many weeks later, he found a fissure almost two-thirds up the 
mountain that sank crookedly into the stone for more than twenty feet, then 
opened into a wide, low-ceilinged cave that glowed with residue from 
centuries of subterranean vapours. From that moment on, the mountain was 
Nagash’s fortress, his sanctum from the burning sun and the meddling of 
feeble-minded men. 
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Nagash spent months searching the tunnels that branched from the great 
cave, discovering a vast, tangled network of passageways that 
honeycombed the fractured mountain. He marked the passageways with 
hieroglyphs using the point of his bronze daggers, slowly building a map of 
the labyrinth as he made his way ever deeper into its depths. He scraped 
residue from the rock walls and collected the dust in the hood of his cloak, 
and conceived of different ways to strain the mineral from the steam that 
billowed from the deepest parts of the mountain, but he could not find a 
way to reach the deposits themselves. The tunnels would have to be 
extended; exploratory shafts would have to be sunk deeper into the earth, 
and structures built to haul the stone to the surface. He would need an army 
of slaves to conquer the mountain and plunder its treasures, and so the 
necromancer turned his attention back to the surface once more. 


It was very late, and though well past the rainy season the mountainside 
was wreathed in thick layers of mist. Luminous ribbons of steam caused the 
cooler layers of mist to writhe and dance, teasing the eye with ghostly 
images in the fog. Nagash paused at the lip of the fissure and listened. It 
was deathly silent along the slopes of the mountain and the barrow fields 
below. In the distance, he could hear the lapping of waves along the rocky 
shore of the Sour Sea. 


The necromancer clutched his tattered cloak about his chest and made his 
way down the slope. Power crackled along his withered veins. He’d 
ingested the last bits of his scavenged stone and a healthy pinch of the cave- 
dust as well, to ensure that he would have ample strength to complete the 
ritual he’d planned. 


At the foot of the mountain he paused again, his senses stretched to the 
utmost. For the last week he’d crept among the barrows, observing the 
activity of the priests while he searched for the likeliest spot to attempt his 
experiment. He’d learned that groups of acolytes, led by one or more senior 
priests, would patrol the northern edge of the wide plain for several hours 
each night. They rarely ventured further south, where the barrows were 
much older, and they hastened to return to the temple fort before the hour of 
the dead. He suspected that the patrols were more of a punishment for lazy 
acolytes than a genuine attempt to guard the barrow fields from intruders. 
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He’d crossed paths with the patrols more than once during his explorations, 
and they’d never even suspected he was nearby. Nagash had listened to 
their nervous chatter often enough that he thought that he was beginning to 
understand parts of their bestial language. 


He’d decided that it was best to attempt the ritual after the patrols had 
returned to the temple, to minimise the risk of discovery, but that served to 
limit how far he could travel from his mountain lair and still make it back 
before dawn. Satisfied that there was no one about, Nagash headed north 
and west, among the newer barrow mounds. 


The barrow where the high priest had interred the hetman and his warriors 
was still relatively unspoiled. Streaks of mud had drained down over the 
stone foundations during the rainy months, and a layer of sallow, sharp- 
edged grass had grown atop the mound, but the wooden cover that had been 
placed over the entrance was still easily accessible. The cover, round as a 
wagon wheel and made from layers of planed wood, had been wedged into 
the stone frame and the cracks filled with packed earth. 


Nagash stepped into the shadow of the barrow mound’s entrance and 
stretched forth a gaunt, faintly glowing hand. The power flared along his 
limbs as he focussed his will upon the wooden cover. Words of power fell 
like stones from his lips as he unleashed a short, concentrated spell. 


Green light licked from the necromancer’s fingertips and played across the 
surface of the wood. At once, the planks blanched, crackling from within as 
the energies ate through the living matter. The sound of decaying wood 
spread, growing in volume and intensity, until the entire cover collapsed 
with a hollow crash. Nagash hastened through the entrance, his bare feet 
kicking up dry clouds of dust with every step. 


Beyond the opening was a short tunnel made of fitted stones that led into 
the centre of the mound. Nagash moved easily in the darkness, his eyes 
having long since adapted to the conditions of the deep tunnels beneath the 
mountain. After thirty feet or so, the tunnel gave way to the barrow proper: 
a dome-like chamber made of stone and packed earth that stank of mould 
and decay. There was nothing in the way of ornamentation on the walls, or 
the rotting platforms of wood and leather upon which the corpses were laid. 
It was a far cry from even the meanest of Nehekhara’s crypts. 
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The hetman’s body lay on a platform in the centre of the mound, 
surrounded by the bodies of his chosen men. The damp and the ravages of 
beetle and worm had worked their harm upon the corpse, causing flesh and 
muscle to liquefy and slough away from the bone. Much of the skin 
covering the hetman’s skull had been chewed away, revealing part of a 
cheekbone and the warrior’s gap-toothed jaw. 


Nagash’s lip curled in distaste. Amateurs. He’d hoped to find the corpses in 
better condition. It was easier to send power twitching through muscle than 
to animate bare bone. Looking about, he saw that none of the other bodies 
were in any better condition, so with an irritated grimace he drew his 
dagger and bent to work. 


The damp earth made carving the ritual circle a simple task, though filling 
in the magical symbols was much harder to do with the necessary precision. 
He had to cut deeply into the dirt to chisel out the proper lines, taking far 
more time than he’d intended. By the time he was ready to begin, he 
reckoned that dawn wasn’t more than an hour away. He hadn’t even 
properly begun, and already the experiment had run into trouble. 


Tucking away his dagger, Nagash stepped up to the edge of the circle and 
raised his arms. He began with a long litany of curses, focusing his anger 
and his desire by calling up the names of all those, living and dead, who had 
wronged him and cast him out into the wasteland. Khefru. Neferem. 
Nebunefer. Hekhmenukep. Rakh-amn-hotep. Lamashizzar... The litany went 
on and on, until finally he was hissing with rage. At some point the names 
gave way to words of power, and the dank air crackled with the force of the 
necromancer’s will. 


He drew deeply of the power he’d absorbed, pouring it into the circle and 
the hetman’s body. “Rise,” he commanded. “Rise. Your master commands 
it!” 


Slowly the chamber became suffused with a greenish glow, emanating first 
from Nagash, and then from the hetman’s body itself. Green light pooled 
within the corpse’s eye sockets. A tremor went through the rotting flesh: 
muscles constricted, stirring colonies of beetles and wriggling worms. 


Nagash watched in triumph as the corpse’s spine arched. One arm lolled off 
the side of the platform, spilling rotting flesh onto the floor. Then, slowly, 
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as though pulled by an invisible tether, the hetman sat upright. The skull 
oriented on the necromancer, its bare jaw working as though trying to 
speak. 


“Rise!” Nagash ordered. “Come forth!” 


The corpse paused for a moment, as though uncertain of its strength, and 
Nagash redoubled his focus. The hetman’s body shuddered under the lash 
of the necromancer’s will, and haltingly swung its legs over the edge of the 
frame. Wood snapped beneath the shifting weight, all but tumbling the 
corpse to the floor. It tottered unsteadily on bare, uneven feet for a moment, 
but then it seemed to find its balance. Slowly, steadily, its back straightened. 
The corpse turned carefully on its heel to face its summoner, bale-lights 
flickering where its eyes had once been. 


Nagash’s lips peeled back in a ghastly, triumphant grin. Cruel laughter 
bubbled up from his chest. And then the hetman’s corpse raised its bony 
arms and lurched forward, reaching for his throat. 


He was so certain of his control over the corpse that at first he didn’t 
recognise his peril. It was only when the hetman’s grasping fingers were 
scant inches from his throat that Nagash backpedalled in shock. “Back!” he 
commanded with a sweep of his hand, pouring still more energy into the 
spell. 


But the corpse did not cease. It staggered forwards, fingers grasping, bony 
jaws clicking hungrily together. Snarling, Nagash tried to push the 
monster’s arms aside. It tottered unsteadily for a moment, but recovered 
with disturbing speed. With every passing moment it seemed to grow in 
strength and intelligence. Cursing the chaotic energies of the abn-i-khat, 
Nagash angrily banished the energies of the ritual. 


He expected the corpse to collapse at his feet. Instead it leapt forward, 
seizing Nagash by the throat. Bony digits dug deep into the necromancer’s 
own unliving flesh, clawing into the waxy muscle beneath. Stunned, 
Nagash struggled in the hetman’s grip. He stared into the bale-fires that still 
burned in the corpse’s eye-sockets, and suddenly realised that it was being 
directed by a will other than his own. 


The faint sound of chanting echoed down the dark tunnel from the barrow 
entrance. The priests! They hadn’t been so careless or so blind as he’d 
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thought. 


As he struggled with the hetman, Nagash saw that the bodies of the 
retainers were starting to move as well. The energies of his ritual had 
dissipated, but he pressed his hand against the hetman’s chest and lashed 
out with his will. The corpse staggered slightly, but resumed the attack 
almost at once. 


Had he been a living man, Nagash would already have been dead. As it 
was, he would be surrounded within moments and tom to pieces by the rest 
of the hetman’s retinue. 


Rage consumed the necromancer. He, who had mastered the energies of the 
Black Pyramid, and once commanded armies of warriors both living and 
dead, laid low by a handful of corpses and a pack of bawling savages? It 
was unthinkable! 


With a roar, Nagash drew upon his diminished reserves of power and felt 
his limbs burn with unnatural strength. He seized the hetman’s right wrist 
with his left hand and squeezed, shattering the small bones and tearing its 
clenching hand free, then drew one of his bronze daggers and drove it 
through the corpse’s forehead. The monster staggered, but did not fall. 
Snarling, Nagash wrenched the knife left and right until the vertebrae 
snapped, then tore the corpse’s head from its shoulders. At once the body 
collapsed, falling apart as the sorcery that had animated it was suddenly 
dispelled. 


Nagash had time to draw his second knife before the hetman’s retainers 
closed in. There were five of the shambling creatures, their eyes burning 
with malice as they reached for him with claw-like hands. He slashed with 
his heavy blades, severing fingers and shearing through hands, but still the 
corpses closed in. They jabbed at him with splintered bones and snapped at 
him with their rotting jaws. He smashed the skull of one leering corpse, 
obliterating it like a rotting melon, and then shattered the knee of another. It 
fell at his feet, wrapping its mauled arms around his legs. 


Another arm slipped around Nagash’s throat and tightened with frightening 
strength, while a fourth creature fastened its jaws on his left arm. He felt 
himself being dragged off his feet. Snarling, he kicked at the creature 
holding his legs and succeeded in crushing its neck and shoulder with one 
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savage blow. It fell back, one arm hanging uselessly at its side. Free of its 
grasp, Nagash twisted at the waist and drove his dagger into the throat of 
the creature whose teeth were savaging his side. Rotten flesh parted like 
damp cloth; he twisted his wrist and the monster’s head came loose with a 
wet, popping sound. 


The last of the corpses crashed into him, hands pressing on his chest. 
Nagash fell backwards, slashing wildly with his blade as he fell. He landed 
on his back, and the creatures fell atop him, pinning him down and tearing 
at him with their jaws. The necromancer writhed and kicked. Teeth sank 
into his cheek, tearing at the waxy flesh. Nagash brought up his left-hand 
blade, driving it so deeply into one corpse’s ribcage that it became 
hopelessly entangled. Enraged, he let go of the dagger’s hilt and drove his 
hand deeper, past the shrivelled organs and leathery muscles until his 
fingers closed around the creature’s spine. He squeezed, crushing the 
vertebrae, and then shoved the crippled monster aside. Moments later, the 
last corpse collapsed with its skull crushed beneath the pommel of his 
dagger. 


Growling like a beast, Nagash kicked himself free of the corpses and 
staggered back to his feet. Grisly wounds had been gnawed into his face, 
chest and arm, but he felt no pain. His flesh burned and his bones shook. 
Smoke curled from the ragged ends of skin hanging from his cheek. 


He burst from the barrow mound with a Nehekharan war cry on his lips, his 
eyes blazing with wrath. Half a dozen priests were waiting outside, standing 
in a semi-circle and chanting, their arms raised to the sky. Perhaps a dozen 
acolytes attended upon them, holding aloft lantern-globes that were already 
half-dead from the strain of the priests’ incantation. 


Nagash flung out his hand and spat words of power. Arcs of green fire burst 
from his fingertips, spearing half of the priests. They fell screaming, their 
skin blackening as they burned from the inside out. Lantern poles toppled as 
the acolytes fled in panic, the globes bursting as they hit the ground. 


The rest of the priests recoiled in shock and horror. He waited for them to 
strike back, unleashing searing blasts of their own, but no such counter- 
strike came. Nagash advanced on them, dagger poised. He slashed out with 
the blade, and one of the savages toppled with his throat slashed open. The 
last two turned to flee, wailing and babbling imprecations to the heavens. 
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Nagash leapt upon them, hacking and stabbing until both lay silent and 
broken at his feet. 


Nagash staggered, bloody and torn, chest heaving with exertion. His power 
was all but spent, his flesh savaged by combat and the fire of the abn-i-khat. 
He could still hear the screams of the acolytes, fading in the distance off to 
the north-west. Nagash threw back his head and howled after them. I’m 
coming, he thought savagely. There’s nowhere you can run in this forsaken 
place that’s safe from me! 


Muscles quivering, he turned, heading back for the safety of the mountain 
—and saw that he was not alone. A single acolyte stood watching him, eyes 
wide and jaw agape with fear. He was young, scarcely old enough to be a 
man, and he clutched his lantern-pole with a white-knuckled grip. 


When Nagash’s merciless gaze fell upon him, the acolyte sank slowly to his 
knees and bowed low. The necromancer studied him for several moments, 
debating on what to do. Finally he simply nodded silently and walked away. 
Truth be told, he wasn’t certain he had enough strength left to kill the young 
man and still make it back to the foot of the mountain. 


Power. It all came down to power. He’d thought he’d had enough, and 
nearly paid for that mistake with his life. As he lurched across the lifeless 
plain towards the distant mountain, with dawn less than half an hour away, 
Nagash vowed that he would not make the same mistake again. 
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SEVEN 
The Right of Queens 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1599 Imperial Reckoning) 


“Please, great one. Try one of these.” Tephret reached for a golden bowl 
with one ancient, palsied hand and tried to fish out a few candied dates. 
“You’ ll waste away if you don’t eat something.” 


A light supper had been laid out for the queen at the edge of the small pond 
that served as the centrepiece of the palace garden. Neferata leaned against 
the bole of a small ornamental tree, surrounded by a constellation of golden 
dishes laden with uneaten sweetmeats and Eastern delicacies. It was late 
spring, the rainy season, but the night was surprisingly clear. Neru shone 
high in the sky, and drops of rain from the evening’s rainstorm glittered like 
diamonds on the blooming garden flowers. The night air was warm and 
heady with their perfume. Large fish swam in lazy circles just beneath the 
surface of the water, their opalescent scales glimmering ghostly white 
beneath the moonlight. If she listened very closely she could hear the 
whisper of the currents they stirred in their wake. 


Neferata stilled Tephret’s hand with a gentle touch and a warm smile. They 
were alone in the great garden, she’d sent her other handmaidens away as 
soon as the dinner had been laid out. 


“These foreign foods have lost their savour, I’m afraid,” she said to Tephret. 
The woman’s skin was soft and wrinkled beneath the queen’s fingertips. At 
a hundred and sixty-five years of age, her most favoured handmaiden was 
nearing the end of a long and faithful life. The queen had watched her grow 
from a nervous slip of a girl into a grey-haired old woman, and in all that 
time, Tephret’s devotion hadn’t wavered. 


Had she ever wondered why her mistress had never lost the bloom of 
youth? Had she ever resented Neferata’s enduring beauty, even as her own 
faded with the passage of time? If she did, Tephret had never let it show. 
Other handmaidens had come and gone over the decades, but she had 
remained, until now the queen could not imagine life without her. 
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Tephret returned the queen’s smile, her rheumy eyes glittering. “Shall I 
catch you a fish, then?” she said, and a sudden memory made her chuckle. 
“Do you remember that time when you gave little Ismaila that bowl of 
Rasetran liquor, and she got so drunk she waded out into the pond and tried 
to catch the fish with her hands?” 


“And she nearly drowned half of us trying to get her out,” Neferata added. 
“T had weeds in my hair, and a frog went down the front of your robe.” 


“That’s right!” Tephret exclaimed, her face lighting up. “I didn’t realise it 
until we got back to your bedchamber, and then we spent half the night 
chasing the little thing around the room!” She threw back her head and 
laughed, transported by the memory, and Neferata joined in. 


“Oh, she was such a silly one,” Tephret said, wiping tears from the corners 
of her eyes. “But a good girl, bless her. What ever happened to her?” 


Neferata sighed. “Oh, her family had her married off to some petty lordling. 
Suheir, I think his name was. It was years and years ago, now.” 


“Years and years,” Tephret echoed, shaking her head. “It seems like that 
was just yesterday to me.” 


“T know,” Neferata replied softly, feeling a sudden pang at the wistful look 
in Tephret’s eyes. She gently gripped the handmaiden’s arm. “It must have 
been hard for you, watching all the other girls go on to raise their own 
families.” 


“Oh, no,” Tephret replied, slowly shaking her head. “I had no such 
illusions. I had no family after all, no one to search out a suitable husband.” 


“T could have,” the queen said. “I should have. It was my responsibility. I 
just couldn’t bear to part with you.” 
The handmaiden smiled, a little sadly. “That’s very kind of you to say, great 
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one. 


“No,” the queen said. “Call me Neferata. Nothing more. Tonight, let’s talk 
as friends do. All right?” 


At first, Tephret didn’t quite know what to say. Finally, she nodded. “You 
have been a friend to me,” she managed to say. “Perhaps the only friend 
I’ve really known. Does that seem strange?” 
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“Not to me,” Neferata said, and felt tears prickle at the corners of her eyes. 
“Here,” she said, picking up a wine bowl. “Drink with me, and let’s talk a 
little more about old times.” 


The handmaiden hesitated for a moment. Tephret had never much enjoyed 
the taste of wine, and had always been the one to keep her head when 
Neferata and the rest of her handmaidens were deep in their cups. She 
Started to speak, perhaps to voice a polite refusal, but then she met the 
queen’s eyes and her resolve melted away. Without a word, she took the 
wine bowl in both hands and raised it carefully to her lips. 


Neferata smiled to herself as she watched her handmaiden drink. Once upon 
a time, she could have ordered Tephret to partake of the wine, but now she 
could command others with nothing more than a gentle suggestion. 
Moreover, they wanted to obey, as though nothing might please them more. 
It was another gift of Nagash’s elixir, she knew. It had manifested itself over 
time, growing in power as she and Arkhan continued to refine the 
necromancer’s formula. Until now, the queen had been careful to use her 
newfound gift sparingly, but tonight, she would test it to its limits. 


They sat and talked quietly for hours. Tephret drank wine while the two of 
them talked of times past, while Neferata kept a careful watch on the 
moon’s stately progress overhead. As the hour drew close to midnight, she 
took a deep breath and said, “How long has it been since you left the 
Women’s Palace, Tephret?” 


The handmaiden paused, her lips working silently as she tried to puzzle 
through the question. It was fairly late, by the queen’s standards, and 
Tephret had consumed the better part of an entire jar of wine. 


“Blessed Asaph, let me see...” the handmaiden muttered. “It would have 
been the sixty-second year of Geheb, I believe. That was the year I was 
presented to the king, and he made me your handmaiden. I was just eight 
years old. That was...” 


“More than a hundred and fifty years ago,” the queen observed. She 
considered Tephret for a moment, then reached over and plucked the empty 
bowl from the handmaiden’s grasp. “Walk with me,” Neferata said, taking 
Tephret’s hand and gently pulling the old woman to her feet. 
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Tephret frowned in bemusement. “Where? Is it time to return to the 
bedchamber, or do you wish to visit your cousin Khalida?” 


The queen shook her head. “Khalida is gone, remember?” she reminded 
Tephret. “She was married to Prince Anhur, years ago. Now she rules as 
Queen of Lybaras.” 


“Oh, of course,” Tephret said, chiding herself. “Forgive me, great one. My 
memory plays tricks on me sometimes.” 


The queen squeezed her hand. “There’s nothing to forgive, except that you 
forgot to call me by my name. Now come.” 


“Where are we going, then?” 


“Into the palace proper,” the queen replied. “You’ve been shut up in here 
too long, Tephret. It’s time to set you free.” 


To the queen’s surprise, Tephret stopped dead in her tracks, pulling against 
the queen’s grip with surprising strength. “We can’t!” she said, her eyes 
widening. “It’s not allowed!” 


Neferata turned, stepping close to the aged handmaiden and peering deep 
into her eyes. 


“Do you trust me, sweet Tephret?” she asked. 


The handmaiden fell silent, a reply half-formed on her trembling lips. She 
met the queen’s eyes and relaxed at once. 


“With my life,” she answered faintly. “But... but what will the king’s 
servants say? What about your mask?” 


“They will say nothing,” Neferata said firmly. “Tonight of all nights, we 
will go wherever we wish, and we will not hide who we are. Do you 
understand?” 


“No,” Tephret said, shaking her head. “But that’s no matter. I go where you 
go.” 
Neferata squeezed her hand and smiled. “That’s right, dear one. Just follow 


bB) 


me. 


The queen led her most favoured handmaiden down the lamplit corridors, 
through rooms and galleries that they had both known all their lives. 
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Servants made way for the pair, marvelling at how queen and handmaiden 
walked hand-in-hand, like close friends. They spoke to one another as they 
walked, sharing memories and laughing softly at one another’s tales. 


They passed through the Hall of Reverent Contemplation, still lost in times 
past. Tephret barely paused when the queen reached the end of the hall and 
pulled open one of the heavy outer doors. As luck would have it, a pair of 
palace servants were just passing the chamber as the queen emerged. One of 
the servants, a younger woman, took one look at the queen and fainted. The 
other was transfixed, his eyes wide and his jaw hanging open as Neferata 
approached. 


“Tend to your companion,” she said, peering into the servant’s eyes. “And 
tell no one of what you saw.” 


Trembling, speechless, the servant fell to his knees and pressed his forehead 
to the floor as the queen and her companion glided past. 


Tephret followed the queen like an obedient child, clutching the queen’s 
hand and staring openly at the unfamiliar surroundings. Neferata felt giddy, 
her pulse racing as she openly walked the halls that she’d been forced to 
skulk through for nearly a year. Other servants crossed her path, and each 
one she left prostrate on the marble tiles, stunned and quivering in shock. 
She relished their stunned, slack-jawed expressions, their instant 
subservience. This is how it shall be from this night forward, she swore to 
herself. I shall walk these halls whenever it pleases me. I shall see my 
children again. And no one will dare say otherwise. 


Moving openly, Neferata covered the distance to the abandoned wing of the 
palace much faster than expected. For a moment, all she could do was stand 
at the servants’ entrance. Her heart was in her throat. 


Tephret was weaving on her feet. The late hour and the wine were weighing 
heavily on her. “What are we doing here?” she said bemusedly. 


The queen drew a deep breath. “I have a gift for you,” she said. “It’s not 
much further now.” 


The handmaiden peered through the doorway. “It’s so dark in there.” 


“T know,” Neferata said. “I know. Just hold my hand. Everything will be all 
right.” 
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And with that, her course was set. She could not turn back now. If nothing 
else, her pride wouldn’t allow it. 


Tephret followed her into the darkness without hesitation. She said not a 
word as they walked through the dust and debris, nor did she fret at the 
sounds of creatures scurrying just out of sight. All she did was tighten her 
grip on the queen’s hand, and pressed on. 


Neferata scarcely paused as she pushed open the door to the sanctum, as 
though she was entering nothing more than a room inside the Women’s 
Palace. She took Tephret to the banked brazier, and then stirred the coals to 
sluggish life. 


The handmaiden turned slowly in place as the orange light filled the room. 
Her gaze drifted past the laden bookshelves, the stained divans and the 
cluttered worktables. Neferata saw the look of innocent wonder on her face 
and realised that the old woman was looking for the gift she’d been 
promised. She watched as Tephret’s eyes moved to the ritual circle at the far 
side of the room... and then she saw the huddled form of Arkhan, just at the 
edge of the light. Immediately, Tephret turned towards the immortal and 
then gripped the queen’s arm. 


“Someone’s there!” she hissed, her voice quavering. 
“T know,” the queen said. “It’s all right, Tephret. There’s nothing to fear.” 


Arkhan stirred, his head rising slowly at the sound of the handmaiden’s 
voice. He leaned forward, into the firelight, and Tephret saw his face. 


“Oh!” Tephret cried, her eyes widening in terror. She pressed a hand to her 
mouth, even as her voice built to a scream. “Oh, merciful gods. Asaph 
protect us!” 


Neferata batted Tephret’s hand aside and seized her by the chin. “Hush!” 
she commanded, turning the handmaiden’s head so she could stare into her 
eyes. “Do not be afraid. There is nothing to fear, do you understand?” 


Tephret’s voice fell to a whimper. Neferata heard a rattle of heavy, iron 
links, and then Arkhan spoke. 


“What’s going on?” he demanded. “What’s she doing here?” 
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“Tt’s time,” the queen told him, never taking her eyes from Tephret. “It’s 
been a month. Lamashizzar will gather the cabal together to create his 
elixir. Correct?” 


“Yes,” Arkhan replied. “But what does that have to do with her?” 


“Then this is the moment we’ve been waiting for,” Neferata replied. “But 
before we confront the king, we’ll need to be at the peak of our strength.” 


The immortal let out an exasperated sigh. “All right, but that doesn’t 
explain—” 


Neferata tore her gaze away from the handmaiden and fixed Arkhan with 
her stare. “Months ago, you told me that the elixir can be made even more 
powerful using a living vessel.” A small part of her mind was surprised at 
how calm she sounded. 


Arkhan was taken aback. “No,” he stammered, shaking his head. “You 
misunderstand. She... she’s too old—” 


“What’s that got to do with anything?” Neferata snapped. “She’s alive, and 
she’s here. If you are half as skilled as you claim to be, you should be able 
to make this work.” 


A moan slipped past Tephret’s trembling lips. She was weeping now, 
trembling from the strain of containing her fear. “What’s going on?” she 
asked in a fearful, almost childlike voice. “What are you talking about? I 
don’t understand...” 


Neferata touched a finger to the handmaiden’s lips. “Hush, dear one,” she 
said, and forced a smile. “You’re about to receive your gift.” 


She took Tephret’s hand and led her across the room. She held the 
handmaiden’s gaze the entire time. 


“You’ve done so much for me,” Neferata said to her. “For so many years 
you’ve served without hesitation or complaint. And now, dear one, I’m 
going to set you free.” The queen manoeuvred her into the centre of the 
circle and placed her hands on the woman’s cheeks. 


“Don’t be afraid,” the queen said, drawing on the power of the elixir 
coursing in her veins. “Everything is going to be all right. Stand here but a 
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moment, and then no one in all Lahmia will ever command you again. Do 
you understand?” 


Slowly, by degrees, Tephret relaxed. When she spoke again, her voice 
sounded small and frail. “I understand, Neferata.” 


The queen smiled, tasting tears on her lips. “That’s right, dear one.” She 
leaned forward, touching her forehead to Tephret’s. “You’ve done so very 
much for me, for so many years. You’ve earned your rest. Part of you will 
be with me always,” she said, and then stepped back until she stood outside 
the circle. 


Arkhan was waiting for her. The immortal’s expression was strange and 
troubled. “You do not understand,” he said, so softly that only she could 
hear. “If you truly love her, then you must not do this.” 


The queen studied Tephret for a moment, then shook her head. “No,” she 
said. “It’s too late for that. I need her, this one last time.” She turned to the 
immortal, and bore down on him with the full weight of her stare. “Do what 
you must,” she told him. “The king will be here in little more than an hour.” 


Arkhan stiffened. “Very well,” he said in a hollow voice. “Prepare yourself, 
great one.” 


Neferata nodded, wiping more tears from her eyes. “I am ready,” she said. 


The immortal bowed to her, then went to a nearby table. She watched, 
surprised, as he picked up a small knife and tested its edge against the ball 
of his thumb. 


She was not prepared for what happened next. She was not prepared at all. 


The sound of footfalls echoed through the darkness. Neferata focussed on 
the sound. Her senses were sharp as a razor; she could hear nine distinct 
sets of footsteps. One moved with catlike grace, which she took to be 
Abhorash, the king’s champion. Two more were loose-limbed and clumsy. 
The drunkards could be virtually anyone. 


The steps drew closer, then suddenly there was a hiss of surprise, and 
everyone stopped, just outside the sanctum door. Neferata heard 
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Lamashizzar’s voice, whispering urgently. Doubtless he’d seen the light of 
the brazier seeping beneath the sanctum door. 


She heard a rasp of metal—it rang faintly, and she could tell it was sharp 
iron by the note, as distinct as a musical tone. Then came the catlike tread, 
and after a moment the door to the chamber swung slowly open. Abhorash 
entered, sword ready, with the king and the rest of the cabal close behind. 


Neferata waited for them at the edge of the ritual circle, her head held high. 
Arkhan stood to one side, his hands clasped behind his back. Behind them, 
Tephret’s bloody remains still lay sprawled in the centre of the circle. The 
queen’s hands were spread at waist level, palms out, like a welcoming 
goddess. Her linen robe, from neck to sleeves, was stained crimson, and her 
chin was red with fresh blood. 


Abhorash, the grim, implacable warrior, recoiled from the sight of Neferata 
with a cry of shock and wonder. Even Lamashizzar, who had known her all 
his life, was momentarily stunned by the sight of her naked, bloodstained 
face. The rest of the cabal looked upon her as though she was the vision of a 
vengeful goddess, come to wreak a terrible judgment upon them. Ubaid 
sank to his knees with a groan, his face filled with rapturous terror. 


Given the scene spread before him, it was a wonder that the king could 
manage find his voice at all. 


Lamashizzar took a halting step towards Neferata. “How dare you!” he said. 
The words welled up from his throat in a choked whisper. “This is an 
outrage. An offence against the crown!” 


Neferata met his gaze without flinching, yet it was not her husband she saw. 
Her mind’s eye could see little past the horrors of the hour before. She 
could still hear the echoes of Tephret’s screams in her mind. She had 
lingered for a very long time, given the hideous things Arkhan had done to 
her. The queen had watched every agonising second of it. She had owed 
poor Tephret that much. 


“This,” Neferata said in a leaden voice, “is for the future of Lahmia. You 
have forgotten your duties to your people, brother, so I am taking matters 
into my own hands. Starting now.” 


Lamashizzar’s face went pale with rage. “You stupid, arrogant bitch!” he 
growled. He rushed towards her, seizing both of her arms and shaking her 
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roughly. “When I get you back to the Women’s Palace I’m going to flog 
you within an inch of your life! Do you hear—” 


Neferata’s small, slender hand moved too fast for mortal eyes to follow. She 
laid her palm against the king’s chest and pushed, and Lamashizzar was 
hurled backwards as though he were nothing more substantial than a straw 
doll. Abhorash dodged nimbly aside, leaving the king to crash into the 
drunken forms of Lords Adio and Khenti. They fell to the ground in a 
tangle of thrashing limbs. 


“T am the queen,” she said coldly. “And from this night forward, there is no 
place in this palace that is barred to me. You shall remain king over Lahmia, 
brother, but know that I am Queen of Lahmia, and when I speak, you will 
take careful heed of what I say. Henceforth, we shall rule this city together. 
Do you understand me?” 


Lamashizzar broke free of the paralysed libertines. His face was a mask of 
hatred, but Neferata could see a glimmer of fear in his eyes. Still, he 
managed a defiant snarl. 


“Seize her!” he ordered Abhorash. “She has gone mad! Strike her down!” 


“He will do no such thing,” the queen replied calmly. She glanced at the 
king’s champion and smiled. “These men are mine now, brother—each and 
every one of them. They will serve me gladly, because I can give them 
something you cannot.” 


That broke the spell. W’soran stirred, his eyes alight. “The elixir!” he 
hissed. 


Neferata nodded. “I will offer you the power that you have so long craved,” 
she said. “And in return, you will serve me as you would your king.” 


Abhorash stirred. “I want nothing of power,” he said in a deep voice. 


The queen took a step towards him, well within reach of the champion’s 
sword. “No, you crave something far more elusive. You crave perfection, ” 
she said. “It’s not enough to be the champion of the king; there are six 
others in Nehekhara who can rightfully claim such a title. No, you want to 
be the greatest of warriors, the epitome of fighting men. That’s why you 
accepted the king’s offer in the first place, didn’t you? So that you could 
have all eternity to hone your skills beyond mortal ken.” 
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The mighty warrior blanched at the queen’s unsparing assessment. The 
others looked at her as though she was an oracle, never pausing to think 
that, through Arkhan, she had more than a century’s worth of knowledge 
about their every hope and desire. 


She surveyed the assembled noblemen. “Lamashizzar has failed you for the 
last time,” she said to them. “Bow to me, and I will give you all that you 
desire. The choice is yours.” 


W’soran did not hesitate. He sank to his knees and prostrated himself before 
the queen. Ankhat and Ushoran followed suit, and the three young 
libertines, Adio, Khenti and Zuhras followed suit. 


Ubaid, already kneeling, simply nodded deferentially to the queen, as he 
had done so many times before. 


That left only Abhorash. The queen turned to regard him with a raised 
eyebrow. He held her stare for a long, silent moment, then slid his sword 
back into its scabbard. 


Lamashizzar, who only moments before had been the undisputed ruler of 
the greatest city in Nehekhara, could only look on in helpless fury. 


“What is it you want, sister?” he snarled. 
Neferata smiled. 


“For now, fetch a hammer and an iron chisel,” the Queen of Lahmia said, 
savouring her triumph. She pointed a bloodstained finger at Arkhan the 
Black. “You’re going to set him free.” 
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EIGHT 
The Eye of the Burning God 


Cripple Peak, in the 76th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1599 Imperial Reckoning) 


After the ambush at the barrow, the priests organised large hunting parties 
to comb the plains and the mountain slopes to find Nagash’s lair. For weeks 
they searched the mountain, sending acolytes down into the fissures as far 
as they could manage. Almost a score of them died in the attempt, 
overcome by the concentration of glowing vapours, and their bodies were 
never recovered. Despite their best attempts, the hunters never came close 
to him; he’d become far too adept at navigating the labyrinth of tunnels and 
caves beneath the deeper fissures. Whenever they drew too close he would 
simply retreat deeper into the maze until the hunters lost their nerve and 
withdrew. 


Eventually, the barbarians’ hunger for vengeance faded, and they 
abandoned their hunt. The stormy season was about to begin, and the older 
priests had no desire to spend day after day out on the mountain slopes in 
the rain. They retreated back to their temple fort and doubled the patrols out 
on the barrow fields, in case the terrible grave robber should return again. 


Nagash spent weeks studying the movements of the patrols out on the plain, 
sometimes moving among them on nights when the rains were heavy and 
the brassy notes of thunder rumbled across the surface of the Sour Sea. 
He’d come to realise that the priests were not true necromancers; their skills 
were limited and extremely crude compared to his. What they lacked in 
sophistication they made up for in numbers and raw power, though, and the 
priests he encountered on the plain took their duties very seriously indeed. 
They were sharp-eyed and vigilant, even under the worst conditions, and 
they knew the plain far better than he. 


If it came to battle, Nagash had no doubt that he would win, but the fight 
would cost him resources he could ill afford to spare. Though he spent 
nearly every day combing through the tunnels in search of more dust, there 
was now little left to scavenge. He’d filled his cloak hood to almost three- 
quarters full; perhaps two pounds, more or less, and mingled with all 
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manner of impurities. It was his sole source of strength, unless he managed 
to find a way to reach the deposits buried deeper inside the mountain. 


Thus, Nagash was forced to surrender much of the barrow fields to the 
priests, restricting his activities to the southern edge of the plain where they 
rarely patrolled. The barrow mounds there were very old, many having 
collapsed altogether under the weight of centuries and their contents long 
gone to dust. Any corpses left within the mounds would be nothing more 
than bones, and much harder for him to control, but for the moment they 
would have to serve. 


Nagash searched the southern barrow fields for some time, examining the 
barrow mounds carefully before he found one that suited his purposes. Like 
the rest, its stone foundation had settled into the earth over the centuries, 
completely burying its entrance-way, but the weeks of steady rain had 
softened its earthen roof enough that he could dig through it with his bare 
hands. Night after night, he clawed at the soft ground, tearing it away in 
chunks and casting it aside. Flashes of green lightning illuminated him as he 
worked, revealing his grotesque, almost skeletal figure. Sickly emerald light 
seeped from his bones, revealing the dark, rope-like muscles working 
beneath his tattered skin. More skin hung like torn parchment from his 
cheeks and forehead, revealing the leering skull beneath. The 
necromancer’s eyes had long since rotted away, boiled from within by the 
heat of the burning stone. All that remained were twin, green flames, 
flickering coldly from the depth of sunken eye sockets. His limbs were held 
together not by sinew, but by sorcery and willpower alone. 


Finally, late one night, Nagash’s efforts bore fruit. His fingers tore through 
the last layers of root and soil covering the barrow, releasing a hissing cloud 
of noxious air that would have slain a breathing man within moments. 
Redoubling his efforts, Nagash widened the hole far enough to allow him to 
slither his way inside. 


He had chosen this particular barrow because it was one of the largest ones 
still intact on the southern end of the plain. Nagash hoped it had belonged to 
a great warlord or hetman, and thus hold the remains of a large retinue that 
he could raise as well. What he found was far better than he’d hoped for. 


Nagash slid through the muddy channel he’d carved in the barrow’s roof 
and found himself in a moment of freefall as he plunged some twelve feet 
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to the barrow floor. He landed hard, snapping his right collarbone like a dry 
twig; irritated, Nagash focussed his will on the surrounding muscles to pull 
the broken ends of bone back into place, and then healed the break with a 
small measure of his power. Frowning, he bent down and laid a hand on the 
barrow floor. It had been laid with crude paving stones, now cracked and 
slimy with age. 


Lightning flickered high overhead, casting a shaft of brilliant green light 
through the hole in the barrow’s roof. It pierced the gloom, revealing a 
carved stone bier at the centre of the barrow. Laid upon the bier was the 
skeleton of a once-powerful man, clad in a mouldy shell of thick leather 
armour. A belt of heavy gold links hung loosely about the warrior’s 
shrunken waist, and a circlet of gold, tinged black with corruption, lay 
against the corpse’s bony brow. The warrior’s hands were folded over the 
hilt of a long, black sword that had been laid atop his chest. It was straight 
and double-edged, and it seemed as though it had been shaped from a single 
piece of obsidian. Crude glyphs had been carved into the surface of the 
blade and then filled with a familiar green dust. The abn-i-khat still glowed 
faintly after so many years. 


Nagash turned about slowly, his burning stare taking in the rest of the 
chamber. There were no less than a dozen other skeletons interred with the 
warlord, laid on stone biers and arrayed in a circle about their lord with 
their feet pointing towards the walls of the mound. Ten of the skeletons 
were clearly warriors, clad in rotting leather armour and carrying crude 
stone weapons of their own. The other two appeared to be female, judging 
by the tattered scraps of fabric and the tarnished golden jewellery that 
adomed their fingers and necks. Wives perhaps? There was no way to tell, 
and it mattered little to him at any rate. So long as they could dig, they 
would be of use to him. 


Taking out his dagger, Nagash began to carve a ritual circle into the 
barrow’s stone floor. It was different in design and intent than the one he’d 
used months before, and similar to the arcane circles he’d placed in the 
Black Pyramid at Khemri. This circle would not contain magical power; it 
would broadcast it in very specific ways. 


When the circle was complete, Nagash took a moment to inspect it and 
make certain that every line, every symbol was correct and properly 
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aligned. Then he retreated to the far side of the chamber and pulled a tightly 
closed bag from his frayed leather belt. Very carefully, Nagash opened his 
makeshift bag and studied the glowing dust contained within. It was slightly 
less than half-full at this point. 


A growl rose from his ravaged throat. Power. In the end, it all came down to 
power—and the willingness to use it. 


Nagash raised the bag, tilted back his head, and poured a stream of glowing 
dust down his throat. 


A whirlwind of fire burst inside his chest and went howling up into his 
brain. The entire world seemed to shudder under his feet. When he finally 
lowered the bag, he could hear the thunder of rain on the earthen roof of the 
barrow and feel the slightest wrinkles in the leather of the bag clutched in 
his hands. His gaze pierced the gloom of the barrow, until every detail of 
the dank chamber was sharply etched in his brain. 


That’s when Nagash realised that the walls of the chamber were not raw 
earth, as he’d supposed. The builders instead had covered it with a kind of 
lime mixture, creating smooth, white surfaces that they had then decorated 
with paint. He saw crude representations of battles between human tribes, 
focusing on the triumphs of a tall, dark-haired man with piercing eyes: no 
doubt the very warrior whose bones now resided in the tomb. Of greater 
interest to Nagash was the woman depicted next to the warlord, whose eyes 
flashed with green fire and who flung bolts of burning energy to slay the 
warlord’s foes. His gaze turned once again to the two female skeletons, 
whose corpses were arrayed by the warlord’s head—and then he saw the 
mural that had been painted on the wall above them. 


Fiery eyes blazing, Nagash approached the fading mural. At its feet he 
stared up at the curving wall and the image of a dark, broad-shouldered 
mountain, looming up over a bare, rocky plain. A long, burning line, like a 
spear, had been driven into the mountain’s side, piercing it to its heart. At 
the centre of the wound there burned a green, lidless eye. 


Nagash’s burning heart raced. Quickly, he turned and stepped into the ritual 
circle. Raising his arms before the warlord’s corpse, he focussed his mind 
by hissing out the names of those he hated. Then, with visions of dark 
vengeance glimmering in his brain, he began the incantation of awakening. 
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The necromancer infused every arcane syllable with power until his 
shrivelled lips were ragged and the air clashed like a cymbal with every 
word he spoke. Nagash turned his implacable will upon the ancient corpses. 
Rise, he commanded. Your master summons you. Rise! 


More power washed over the skeletons, stirring flakes of decaying leather 
from their armour and scattering scraps of moulding cloth—then the 
blackened bones began to emit a faint, green glow. There was a crackle of 
decaying hide and the creak of bending sinew, and Nagash saw the 
warlord’s hands tighten on the hilt of his blade. 


“Rise!” Nagash said aloud, his voice rising to a furious howl. “The 
Undying King commands you!” 


There was a rasp of metal and bone. Slowly, the warlord rose at the waist, 
like a man sitting up from a long slumber. Tiny points of green fire glittered 
from bony eye sockets as the skeleton regarded Nagash. 


Around the barrow chamber, the other skeletons were doing the same. They 
rose from their beds of stone and studied Nagash in cold, pitiless silence. 
The necromancer clenched his fists in triumph. 


“Come to me!” he ordered. 


Bones clattered as the warlord and his retinue slid from their biers and 
walked haltingly to stand before Nagash. With every passing moment they 
seemed to stand a little straighter, their movements a little stronger and 
more assured. Their bones radiated the chill of the grave, and ancient 
malice gleamed in their flickering eyes. 


Nagash pointed a bony finger at the painting on the far wall. “Now, show 
me,” he told his ghastly retainers. “Take me to the burning eye.” 


The undead took no notice of the rain, or the mud, or the sprawl of barrow 
mounds that had risen up across the plain since their death. They led 
Nagash across the barrow field to the east, and then skirted the southern 
slope of the mountain until they reached a path that only they could 
somehow perceive. Nagash wondered if the warlord and his retainers saw 
the mountain as it had been at the time of their deaths, or if they were 
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simply following the course of ancient memories, heedless of the reality 
laid before them. 


They climbed steadily up the slope through the darkness, and the more that 
Nagash studied the surrounding terrain, the more he began to see faint 
remnants of a roadway, and the outlines of foundations that might have 
once supported wooden structures. He’d paid them no mind during his 
initial searches, focusing on natural caves and fissures instead. Now he 
began to see telltale clues of a large complex—a palace perhaps, or a temple 
—that had once been built into the side of the mountain, many hundreds of 
years ago. 


His servants led him to a wide depression in the mountain’s flank, its edges 
rounded in places by the passage of years. He spied more outlines of 
foundation stones, now that he knew what he was looking for. Once upon a 
time, a huge, wooden structure had been built here—and perhaps there had 
been tunnels as well, burrowing into the mountainside. Clearly this was the 
place where the huge piece of burning stone had impacted, then was buried 
by hundreds of tons of shattered rock and smouldering earth. Apparently 
the barbarians’ ancestors had witnessed the fall of the great stone and had 
decided to worship it, a tradition now aped by their debased descendants. 


The warlord climbed the slope without hesitation, certain of his bearings 
even in the darkness and rain. 


At the base of the depression was a wide, rounded shelf of earth that 
Nagash now realised had been excavated in ages past to form yet more 
building foundations. The rain-slicked skull glanced left and right, as 
though expecting to see squat, wooden towers, or tall statues flanking the 
entrance to a hallowed place of worship. After a moment’s hesitation, the 
warlord continued forward, marching stiffly for another thirty paces into the 
depression before coming to an abrupt halt by a steep slope of grassy earth. 


Nagash smiled in satisfaction. “Dig,” he commanded. At once, the skeletal 
women stepped forward and began clawing at the slope. The warriors 
paused long enough to set aside their weapons before joining in as well. 


By the time dawn broke through the scudding clouds overhead, the 
skeletons had carved a small cave out of the muddy earth. Nagash took 
refuge within and stood watch while his servants worked tirelessly through 
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the day. By late afternoon, the skeletons were digging up squared-off pieces 
of stone that must have once belonged to a building’s foundation. By late 
evening, they’d reached the broken pieces of a collapsed stone arch. 
Whatever passage the archway had once anchored had collapsed during the 
intervening centuries. 


That night, Nagash went out into the barrow fields once more and returned 
with another dozen skeletons to add to his workforce. Less than a handful 
of dust remained in his bag. It was all or nothing now. They had to reach the 
burning stone. They must. 


The skeletons worked through the night and into the following day. They 
shored up the walls with piles of broken stone and packed earth as the shaft 
descended at a steep angle into the side of the mountain. Then, during the 
third night, the skeletons clawed through a layer of earth and rock and 
broke into a narrow tunnel made of closely-fitted stones. 


Nagash heard the hollow clatter of bony feet against flagstones and pushed 
his way to the front of the group. Sensing his thoughts, the skeletons paused 
and stood aside to let him pass. 


The necromancer stood on a broad, stone staircase that sank still deeper into 
the side of the mountain. The walls of the staircase were carved with 
intricate reliefs, depicting men and women carrying offerings of food and 
grain down the stairs to set before the waiting god. Nagash descended the 
slimy steps as quickly as he dared, trying to gauge how much further the 
staircase went before they reached bottom. 


After only a few minutes, the steps led to a small antechamber. Four thick 
stone columns supported the antechamber’s low ceiling; they had been 
carved with reliefs depicting a pair of men and women, their hands held 
against their chests in a gesture of supplication. They reminded Nagash of 
the totem statues in the barbarian villages to the north-west, though these 
figures were not quite so idealised as the others. Wide, earthen bowls were 
scattered across the antechamber floor. The offerings that had once been 
heaped inside them were nothing more than dust now. 


Nagash crossed the small chamber and came to a tall, rectangular doorway. 
The wooden doors that had once sealed the portal lay in heaps of dust 
across the wide threshold. He stepped through the drifts, scattering them 
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with his bare feet, and entered a much larger rectangular chamber. This 
room’s ceiling was supported by four pairs of squat stone columns, each 
one carved to represent a man or a woman kneeling in worship towards an 
undefined point at the far end of the chamber. There, in the darkness, 
Nagash sensed a steady buzz of magical power. 


The necromancer walked carefully past the ancient pillars. Those on the left 
were male likenesses, he noticed, and the ones to the right were female, and 
each pillar represented the same person as the one before it, but with a 
critical difference. As Nagash progressed across the chamber, the carved 
figures grew stronger, more handsome—more perfect in shape. By the time 
he stood at the far end of the chamber, he was flanked by a pair of stone 
gods, still poised in supplication before an invisible god. 


There was a pair of tall doors at the far end of the chamber, made of a grey 
metal that blended cunningly with the stone surrounding them. Nagash ran 
his hands across the surface of the doors, and was surprised to find them 
warm to the touch. There were four holes in each door at shoulder-height, 
arranged to accept a man’s fingers. Without hesitation, the necromancer slid 
his bony fingers into the holes and pulled on the great doors. 


At first, the metal panels refused to budge. Nagash let out an impatient hiss 
and called upon his ebbing power. His muscles burned, and he heaved upon 
the doors with all his might. There was a crack of corroded metal, then a 
squeal of hinges, and the doors began to move. They were immensely 
heavy, Nagash realised, far heavier than bronze, though not quite as heavy 
as gold. As they swung open, a fierce green glow poured out over Nagash 
and spilled into the ancient hall. 


The necromancer felt his skin prickle at the touch of the sorcerous light. 
Beyond the heavy metal doors was an alcove of rough stone that had been 
chipped away to reveal a hemisphere of glowing, green stone as large as a 
wagon wheel. Aeons past, some foolhardy barbarian had braved the stone’s 
searing touch to carve the semblance of a pupil and an iris into the surface 
of the stone, transforming it into an unblinking, blazing eye. 


Nagash raised his hands covetously to the eye of the burning god and began 
to laugh. It was a sound of madness and murder, of devastation and despair. 
It was a ringing portent of ruin for the kingdoms of men. 
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Far up the tunnel, where the storm winds were rising, the warlord and his 
retainers heard the terrible sound and awaited their master’s bidding. 
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NINE 
Among Thieves 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1598 Imperial Reckoning) 


It wasn’t the tireless white horse of his dreams, but the chestnut-coloured 
Numasi warhorse was as fine as any animal Arkhan had ever ridden. Long 
of leg, with a broad chest and powerful hindquarters, the stallion had been 
bred for agility, strength and stamina—dqualities meant to keep it and its 
rider alive on the battlefield. Presented as a gift from the Horse Lords to the 
King of Lahmia, the animal had been stuck in a stable, surrounded by sleek- 
limbed palfreys meant for nothing more demanding than an occasional hunt 
or ceremonial parade. The immortal had taken to the sullen, snappish 
creature at once; both of them had been locked away and largely ignored for 
far too long. 


They passed through the palace gates at a trot, barely eliciting a response 
from the royal guard, and followed the broad processional that wound 
downhill amid the grand villas of the city’s elite. It was just past nightfall, 
and the city’s young lamp-lighters were still making their rounds down the 
narrow city streets. One boy with a long, reed taper had to leap nimbly to 
the side to avoid a bite from Arkhan’s horse as he went by. Sounds of music 
and conversation flowed from the open windows of the walled villas as 
nobles gathered for an early evening meal before heading out into the city 
for a long night of debauchery. For the moment, the streets were relatively 
clear, and the immortal made good time. He was already impatient for the 
wide road and the rolling hills west of the city. 


It had only been six months since Neferata had ordered the king to set him 
free—she’d forced him to wield the chisel personally, to Lamashizzar’s 
utter humiliation—and already his memories of the last hundred and fifty 
years were fading away, like a long and tortured fever-dream. Neferata had 
chosen to maintain her quarters in the Women’s Palace, far from her 
husband, and had been careful not to make too great a spectacle of her own 
newfound freedom. Where he’d once been confined to a single corner of a 
large, dingy room, Arkhan now had the run of the entire palace wing. 
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Servants had been ordered to clean the corridors and begin refurnishing a 
suite of rooms, and he had been provided with a fine wardrobe of rich, dark 
silks and fine leather accoutrements. 


Neferata had even gone so far as to provide him with a sword—not the 
curved, bronze khopesh that most Nehekharan warriors favoured, but a 
heavy, double-edged weapon made from dark Eastern iron. It was more 
than just a gesture of trust and esteem, Arkhan knew. The queen was also 
demonstrating her authority, both to him and to the rest of Lamashizzar’s 
small cabal. 


The queen gave him a weapon as a sign that she had nothing to fear from 
him. She opened the king’s stables to him to show that she understood he 
had nowhere else to go. 


After a short while the processional reached the bottom of the great hill and 
entered the city’s eastern merchant quarter, where fine goods from all over 
Nehekhara were sold to the city’s nobles and wealthier merchants. Business 
was still brisk, despite the hour. Trade with the west was finally on the rise 
again, with caravans arriving every few months from as far away as Numas 
and Zandri. Small crowds of citizens and servants browsed through the 
lamp-lit bazaars, buying bronze goods from Ka-Sabar, leather saddles from 
Numas or exotic spices from the jungles south of Rasetra. Merchants in the 
short capes and linen kilts of the desert cities haggled with silk-clad 
Lahmians and even a few haughty-looking Imperial traders, looking for 
luxury goods to carry back to their homeland. At one point, Arkhan heard a 
loud crash and a series of hoarse shouts across the wide square, and turned 
to see a pair of city guardsmen dragging a struggling, spitting young urchin 
away from a Rasetran spice trader’s stall. If the young thief was very lucky, 
the city magistrates would only sentence him to a year’s labour on a 
Lahmian merchant ship, otherwise, he’d be chained to the rocky shoreline 
north of the city and left for the crabs to eat. 


Beyond the merchant district sprawled the cramped districts that were home 
to the city’s many artisans and labourers. Here the streets were mostly quiet, 
as the tradesmen and their families retired to their rooftops or their small, 
walled courtyards after a long day’s work. Children ran about or played 
games in the cool of the evening, enjoying a few precious hours of freedom. 
One group ran past Arkhan, led by a tall boy wearing a ghastly clay mask. 
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They were pursued by another group of children brandishing sticks and 
wearing crude circlets or crowns woven from river reeds. They were intent 
on catching the masked boy, while his companions brandished sticks of 
their own whenever the pursuers drew too close. 


“After them!” the young kings shouted gleefully. “Death to the Usurper and 
his minions! Death to Nagash!” 


The masked figure turned and made an obscene gesture at his pursuers, 
sparking more laughter and threats. Arkhan reined in his horse as they 
dashed across the street in front of him. The grotesque mask turned his way 
for a brief instant, and then the boy was gone, leading his young immortals 
into the shadows of a nearby alley. 


Arkhan was still shaking his head in bemusement when the tightly packed 
mud-brick homes gave way to the cruder, sprawling mass of huts and 
wicker enclosures that crowded up against the range of rounded hills at the 
western edge of the city. The people here were mostly descendants of 
refugees from distant Mahrak, left to eke out a miserable existence among 
Lahmia’s outcasts. Beggars, whores and would-be thieves skulked around 
the fringes of the trade road, eyeing the immortal’s rich attire with predatory 
interest. Arkhan gave the boldest of them a black-toothed grin and they 
quickly looked away, seeking easier prey. 


He spurred the warhorse to a canter, eager to be free from the stench and 
squalor of the dispossessed. Within minutes he was heading up into the 
wooded hills, leaving the noise and the lights of the city behind at last. 
Scraggly trees pressed close to the trade road, and the sky was just a narrow 
band of stars and moonlight overhead. Arkhan breathed in the cool air, 
fragrant with cedar and pine, and gave the horse its head. The stallion leapt 
eagerly into a gallop, and for a while he was able to put aside thoughts of 
formulae and incantations and simply feel the wind upon his face. 


They had made great progress in the past few months, now that Neferata 
was in the position to obtain human subjects for their experiments. It was 
easy enough for Arkhan to snatch a beggar or a whore from the edge of the 
city, drug them with lotus root and slip back with them into the palace in the 
dead of night. Afterwards, the body could be dumped amid the condemned 
thieves north of the city and within a few days there would be nothing but 
bones, picked clean by the hungry sea. So long as they were suitably 
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cautious, the city’s refugee population would keep them safely supplied for 
hundreds of years. Their mastery of Nagash’s complex ritual was still far 
from complete, but the elixir they created was more than potent enough to 
ensure the continued loyalty of Lamashizzar’s cabal. 


As usurpations went, the queen’s move was as clever as it was subtle. 
Unbeknownst to the rest of the city, Lamashizzar had been transformed 
overnight from a king to a mere figurehead, issuing Neferata’s edicts in his 
own name. He couldn’t expose Neferata’s scheme to the rest of the city 
without implicating himself in the practice of necromancy, and he couldn’t 
move against her in secret without being opposed by the rest of the cabal. 


Now that Ushoran, Abhorash and the rest had been given a taste of what the 
elixir could really do, they would have to be idiots to want a return to the 
thin gruel of goat’s blood offered by the king. So far, Lamashizzar had 
accepted the new balance of power with what little grace he possessed, 
spending most of his time drinking and sulking in his quarters. It was 
possible that the coup had broken his nerve completely; Neferata seemed to 
think so, but Arkhan wasn’t so sure. Losing a crown was one thing; losing 
control over Nagash’s elixir was something else again. 


He rode on, up into the hills and onto the edge of the great Golden Plain, 
where countless farmers reaped harvests of grain, corn and beans from the 
fertile soil. The vast fields now lay dormant and bare, awaiting the return of 
the spring. Arkhan reined in the warhorse and stared in silence, savouring 
the wide-open expanse. The crushed white stone of the trade road 
glimmered like a mirage beneath the moonlight, beckoning him ever 
westward, towards the Brittle Peaks and the lands beyond. 


The stallion slowed to a walk, its flanks heaving from the long ride, and 
Arkhan let the horse choose its own pace as they continued down the road. 
He was tempted, as he was every night, to simply keep going, past Lybaras 
and the desolate streets of Mahrak, through the Valley of Kings and the 
distant Gates of the Dawn. From there, he could slip past hated Quatar, and 
then to the citadel he’d built in the southern desert, or even to the deserted 
streets of Khemri itself. 


The Black Pyramid remained at the centre of the city necropolis; the great 
crypt had been built to defy the ages, and would endure long after the sun 
had gone dark and cold. There were secret ways inside that no mortal knew 
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of, and with the proper sacrifices, the dark winds of magic could be his to 
command once more. 


And then... what? The memory of Nagash’s terrible reign was still fresh in 
the mind of most Nehekharans. If the kings of the great cities knew he still 
survived, they would spare no effort to destroy him. He could either cower 
in the shadows like a rat and hope to escape their notice, or else try to raise 
an army and defy their combined might for as long as he could. 


Lahmia, on the other hand, held out the promise of immortality and the 
comforts of a wealthy and powerful kingdom. He had little doubt that, 
under Neferata’s capable leadership, the city would become the undisputed 
centre of power in all of Nehekhara. Within a few centuries it might even 
become the seat of a new empire, something that not even Nagash had been 
able to achieve. 


When that day finally arrived, Neferata would need a strong right hand to 
lead her armies in the field and expand the borders of her domain; a faithful 
and ruthless lieutenant—perhaps, in time, even a consort. 


Listen to you, he sneered. Arkhan the Black, bald-headed and broken- 
toothed, consort to the Queen of the Dawn. What a fool! The damned 
woman has you under her spell. Can’t you see that? The farther away from 
her you can get, the better! 


Except, of course, that he had nowhere to go. 


Brooding on his fate, Arkhan continued down the road for more than an 
hour, passing farmers’ houses and dark, fallow fields. Dogs barked in the 
distance; owls hooted, hunting prey, and bats flitted across the face of the 
moon. After a while, he came to a section of the plain that was still 
subdivided by stretches of dense woodland. Each time he came upon a 
stand of trees he paused and took a deep draught of night air. 


Soon enough, his preternatural senses detected a faint hint of cooking fires 
and sizzling grease. He turned off the road and headed south, down a game 
trail that led deep into the shadows beneath the trees. The horse picked its 
way forwards carefully: even Arkhan had a hard time seeing much farther 
than the stallion’s drooping head. Yet it wasn’t long before the immortal 
could feel that he was being watched. 
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The camp was large and cunningly concealed within the thick trees. 
Undergrowth had been cleared away to create a series of linked clearings, 
then used to make a cluster of lean-tos and overhangs surrounding a small, 
banked cook fire. More than a dozen gaunt, filthy men—as well as a 
number of women and children—all clad in a motley collection of robes 
and desert kilts stood and stared warily as he emerged from the woods into 
the firelight. The women gathered the children and retreated swiftly into the 
next clearing down the line, while the men drew battered swords or hefted 
spears at his approach. 


Arkhan reined in and gave them all a long, calculating look. Lips pulled 
back in a predatory grin. “Well met, friends,” he said. “I smelled wood 
smoke as I was passing along the road. Is there room for one more traveller 
around the fire?” He drew a fat wineskin from one of his saddle hooks and 
showed it to the men. “I’ve two skins of Lybaran red I’ll be happy to share 
in exchange for a hot meal, and then I’Il be moving on.” 


From where he sat, it was difficult to tell how many people occupied the 
camp: it could be anywhere from a few score to as much as a few hundred. 
Bands such as these moved like nomads up and down the plain, never 
staying in one place for too long lest they draw unwanted attention from the 
city. Mostly they stalked along the edges of the trade road, preying on 
merchant caravans for food, trade goods and horses. Arkhan had been 
seeking out their camps for several months. Many of the bandit gangs had 
grown adept at hiding in the woods and hollows scattered across the plain, 
but he’d learned his trade hunting Bhagarite desert raiders, and there were 
only so many places a large group could make camp without attracting 
attention. 


The brigands cast questioning glances at a short, stocky man standing 
closest to the fire. He studied Arkhan for a moment, then nodded curtly. 
“You can sit by me,” he said, and the rest of the men lowered their 
weapons. “We’ve grain mash and a little rabbit we can share. Where are 
you headed?” 


Arkhan slid easily from the saddle and tossed the wineskin to the brigand 
leader. He shrugged. “Oh, here and there. You know how it is.” 


He might not have any place he could truly go, but in this, Arkhan was far 
from alone. 


2508 XRN 


The brigands drank every last drop of Arkhan’s wine, and in return gave 
him a bowl of greasy stew and some news about the comings and goings of 
bandit gangs across the plain. The immortal chewed his gristle thoughtfully 
and listened to every word. Much of it was lies and exaggerations, he knew, 
coupled with a few honest facts about rival gangs, in the event he was a spy 
for the city guard. Later, when he’d returned to the palace, he would 
compare what he’d learned with the notes he’d taken from previous 
encounters, and look for common threads. 


As the hour drew close to midnight, he took his leave of the brigands. Their 
leader and his lieutenants, who’d gotten the lion’s share of the wine, made 
no protest, friendly or otherwise, as he said his farewells and led his horse 
back into the dark woods in the direction of the trade road. He could sense 
the movements of other bandits pacing him through the darkness, all the 
way to the edge of the wood line and beyond. They shadowed him across 
the bare fields, their brown capes blending with the dark earth. Most likely 
they were making sure he wasn’t reporting back to a waiting troop of city 
guardsmen, but it was also possible that they meant to avail themselves of 
his fine horse and expensive iron sword. It had been tried a few times 
before. 


They followed him all the way to the trade road, but pressed no closer than 
a few dozen yards. Once the horse was back on stable footing, the immortal 
swung into the saddle and waved farewell to his erstwhile shadows before 
setting off towards the city at a brisk trot. 


He gauged that the camp contained a good hundred or so bandits, and a 
third as many women and children. It was one of the largest such gangs 
he’d encountered to date. There were enough armed men wandering the 
Golden Plain to amount to a small army; most were fairly organised and 
they were all heavily-armed. All they lacked was a strong leader to unite 
them under a single banner. 


The more such gangs he encountered, the more Arkhan believed that his 
plan had merit. He could start with the largest gang, gain their loyally 
through a mixture of charisma, fear and bribery, then begin forming ties 
with other, smaller groups. With the right mix of ruthlessness and reward, 
he could build an organization fairly quickly, and having an armed force at 


2509 XRN 


his command occupying the Golden Plain would give him an outside source 
of power that he currently lacked. That was a lever that he could apply to 
any number of inconvenient obstacles. 


Before he knew it, Arkhan was at the edge of the plain and heading 
downward through the wooded hills. The lights of the city glimmered on 
the horizon, unimpeded by the barrier of high city walls. Of all the great 
cities of Nehekhara, only Lahmia disdained such fortifications. Siege 
warfare had been unheard of before the war against the Usurper, and old 
King Lamasheptra trusted in his dragon men to keep the city safe. He 
wondered if the queen would take steps to correct her father’s mistake. 


Suddenly the stallion tossed its head, checking its stride and snorting in 
surprise. It was the only warning the immortal had before the arrows struck 
home. 


Two powerful blows struck him on the left side, one just below his ribcage 
and the other in the side of his thigh. Searing pain stole the wind from his 
lungs. He pitched forward against the horse’s neck, tasting blood in his 
mouth and fumbling at the reins. Gritting his teeth, he tried to spur the horse 
forward, only to find that his left leg wouldn’t move. The arrow had passed 
completely through his thigh and buried itself in the thick leather of his 
saddle, pinning it in place. 


A third arrow hissed out of the darkness, missing him by a hair’s-breadth, 
then a fourth punched deep into his left shoulder. This time he cried out, 
cursing at the ambushers. He’d grown careless during his long confinement, 
letting himself walk into such an obvious trap. With the moonlight glowing 
on the white stone road he might as well have hung an oil lamp around his 
neck. The archers could see him clearly, while he was all but blind. 


The warhorse sidestepped, tossing its head and snorting at his confused 
commands. Even if he managed to get the animal under control the archers 
would put an arrow in its neck before he’d gone half a yard. As near as he 
could reckon, he only had one option left. Gritting his teeth, the immortal 
grabbed the arrow jutting from his thigh and tore it free, then simply let 
himself fall from the saddle. 


He landed on the right side of the horse, striking the road with a bone- 
jarring crunch that consumed him with another wave of blinding pain. Pure 
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reflex forced his limbs to work, rolling him off the road and into the brush. 
He fetched up against a tangle of briars and lay still, pretending to be dead. 
Were it not for the elixir coursing through his veins, he likely would have 
been. 


The stallion bolted as he fell, galloping down the road and out of sight. For 
a moment, nothing moved. Arkhan bit back waves of agony and listened for 
the slightest signs of movement. 


Before long he heard quiet footsteps edging from the tree line on the 
opposite side of the road. It sounded like just two men. The bandits must 
have left camp long before he did in order to set up such an ambush. How 
had they known he would be heading back towards the city? 


He heard the men make their way cautiously nearer. His right hand, 
shielded beneath his body, edged towards the hilt of his sword. 


The ambushers paused in the middle of the road, just a few yards away. 
“Not so tough as we thought,” one of them said. Arkhan thought he 
recognised the voice. 


Arkhan heard the rasp of a sword being drawn. “He’ll want proof,” said 
another familiar voice. “We’ll take back his head. Roll his body out of the 
brush.” 


The two men drew nearer. A hand gripped his right shoulder and pulled. 
Arkhan rolled onto his back, drawing his iron blade with a bestial snarl. The 
two ambushers cursed, their faces exposed by the same lambent moonlight. 


They weren’t bandits at all. Arkhan found himself staring at Adio and 
Khenti, two of the king’s young libertines. 


Arkhan cursed. He’d been a fool. An utter and complete fool. 


The two libertines stared back at the immortal with wide eyes. Khenti still 
clutched a powerful Numasi horse bow in his left hand, while Adio had left 
his on the white stone roadway so he could grip a curved, bronze khopesh 
in both hands. They were both clad head to foot in dark, cotton robes and 
short cloaks. Neither wore armour, as far as Arkhan could tell. No doubt 
they’d expected to kill or incapacitate him with a volley of arrows, then 
collect their trophy and ride back to the city. Had they been proper archers, 
they likely would have succeeded. 
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Careless, the immortal thought angrily. He’d all but planned the ambush for 
them. The cabal knew about his nightly rides out to the plain, and a few 
coins in the hand of the right stableboy would tell them exactly when he 
left. All they would have to do is ride the same route and pick out the best 
place to lie in wait. 


The two fools hadn’t killed him yet, but the powerful, broad-headed arrows 
had done their damage. His left leg felt leaden and unresponsive, and the 
arrow in his left shoulder made it difficult to move his arm. The third arrow 
had sunk deep into his vitals. It and the shaft in his shoulder had snapped 
when he’d rolled off his horse, leaving two bloodied and splintered stubs 
jutting from his robes. Agony washed over his body in cold waves, but he 
scarcely felt its bite. Pain held no power over him anymore, not since the 
war. Not since Quatar. 


He only had moments to act; if he was still on his back when Adio’s shock 
wore off, even a pampered Lahmian libertine would have little trouble 
hacking him to pieces. Gritting his ruined teeth, he rolled onto his right side 
and then, using just his sword arm and his right leg, he pushed himself onto 
his feet. The moment he put any weight on his left leg it began to buckle. 
Desperate, he drew upon the power of the queen’s elixir to lend him 
strength and speed. 


For an instant, the immortal felt his veins catch fire, but the heat began to 
fade almost at once. Neferata’s potion was powerful, but it still had its 
limits. Darkness crowded at the comers of his eyes, until for a moment he 
feared that he’d drawn too much and he was about to do Adio’s work for 
him. The pain ebbed, held for a dizzying instant... and then swept back in 
again, pushing the threatening shadows aside. His leg remained weak, but at 
least the muscles responded to his will. It would have to be enough. 


Adio was already lunging forward with a choked cry. He was a tall man, 
with long, lean arms, narrow shoulders and bony knees. His brown eyes 
were wide with fear, bulging above a long, hooked nose, and his narrow lips 
were stained by years of exposure to lotus root. His swing was swift 
enough, but lacked skill. Arkhan parried it easily with his iron blade and 
countered with a swipe to the nobleman’s throat, but after more than a 
century his skill was little better than Adio’s. The libertine clumsily blocked 
the strike and fell back towards the road, his sandals scuffing across its 
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stone surface. The clash of bronze and iron galvanised Khenti as well. With 
a startled shout the paunchy nobleman turned and ran back the way he’d 
come. 


Cursing, Arkhan charged after his would-be ambushers. He would have just 
as soon see Adio break and run as well, but the nobleman either didn’t like 
his odds in a foot race, or was possessed of much more courage than the 
immortal had given him credit for. Adio threw another wild swing that 
missed the immortal by more than a foot, then abruptly shifted direction, 
swinging around to the immortal’s left. Arkhan tried to match Adio’s 
movements, but his wounded leg hindered him. The libertine slashed at him 
again, and Arkhan’s sword was too far out of position to block it. The 
bronze blade gouged across the immortal’s upper left arm, leaving a 
shallow cut through the muscle. Had the blade been sharper, it would have 
cut him to the bone. 


Snarling, Arkhan planted his right foot and spun on its heel. The iron sword 
flickered in the moonlight, arcing around to catch Adio from an unexpected 
direction. The libertine reacted with surprising speed, just barely raising his 
curved sword in time to block the heavier blade. Still, the nobleman let out 
a high-pitched shriek as Arkhan’s weapon sliced open Adio’s sword arm 
just above the elbow. 


Then a powerful blow hit the immortal in the back, punching into his torso 
just beneath his right shoulder. Arkhan staggered, shouting in surprise and 
anger. Khenti hadn’t been running away at all; the pudgy little bastard had 
simply been getting enough room to start firing arrows again. 


You’ve gotten soft in a century and a half, Arkhan thought, as Adio 
regained his balance and rushed at him, khopesh raised high for a skull- 
splitting blow. In a moment of cold clarity, Arkhan wondered if this was 
how he was going to finally die, struck down by a callow young gambler 
and left in a ditch for the vultures. 


The khopesh swept down, its nicked edge whistling through the air. 
Arkhan’s limbs moved without conscious volition, driven by instincts 
honed on countless battlefields. His iron sword swept up in a sweeping 
block, meeting the khopesh just past the height of its arc. There was a 
discordant clang, and the lighter bronze weapon snapped in two. 
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Adio reeled backwards, staring in shock at the ruined sword, and Arkhan 
was on him like a wolf. A backhanded blow from his heavier sword 
shattered the nobleman’s right elbow, eliciting a scream of raw agony. The 
cry turned to a bubbling wail as the immortal’s second stroke slashed 
Adio’s throat all the way to the spine. The libertine fell backwards, his left 
hand trying to stanch the dark blood pouring from the gaping wound. He 
had no sooner hit the ground than the immortal was standing over him, 
sword raised. Arkhan ended the nobleman’s thrashings with a single blow 
to the head. 


Another arrow hissed out of the darkness, flying a handspan over Arkhan’s 
bent back. The immortal pulled his blade free from Adio’s shattered skull 
and turned, throwing back his head and howling like a fiend as he charged 
across the road. 


His wounded leg hobbled him, turning his charge into a headlong stagger, 
but Arkhan pushed forward as quickly as he could. His bloodcurdling shout 
echoed from the dense trees. It was a calculated move, meant to rattle 
Khenti. Every second brought the immortal closer to his foe, and it took 
nerves of stone to calmly draw and nock an arrow in the face of a charging 
enemy swordsman. 


Arkhan glimpsed movement across the road, then heard a muffled curse. 
Teeth bared, he oriented on the sound and tried to increase his pace. A 
moment later he could make out Khenti’s head and shoulders, then the 
raised arm of his horse bow. The immortal was close enough to hear the 
twang of the bowstring, then Khenti’s arrow smashed into his chest. It 
missed his heart but pierced his left lung; Arkhan staggered, but the sight of 
Khenti reaching for another arrow spurred him forward once more. 


Crying out in fear, Khenti fumbled for another shaft from the hunting quiver 
at his hip. Arkhan reached him in eight long steps and smashed the bow 
from the nobleman’s hand with a sweep of his sword. Forgetting the 
khopesh at his side, the libertine made to turn and run, but Arkhan’s left 
hand seized him by the throat and held him fast. The point of his iron sword 
came to rest against Khenti’s chest, just above his heart. 


“T have some questions for you,” Arkhan grated. Flecks of dark ichor 
stained his pale lips. “How long you live depends on how well you answer.” 
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He drove the point of his sword a fraction of an inch into Khenti’s chest for 
emphasis. The young nobleman moaned in terror. 


“Who else is part of this?” the immortal demanded. He didn’t know 
whether to be relieved or insulted that Lamashizzar had sent the two 
libertines to kill him. Had Abhorash been waiting for him instead, his 
headless body would already be cooling by the side of the road. Did that 
mean the king’s champion might not be a part of the plot, or was he being 
reserved for a more important task? 


Khenti squirmed in Arkhan’s grasp. His puffy features were pale and 
mottled with fright. “The king—” 


Arkhan shook the nobleman like a dog. “I know the king’s involved, you 
idiot,” he snarled, revealing ichor-stained teeth. “Who else?” 


“I—I don’t know,” Khenti stammered, his tiny eyes very wide. “I swear! He 
claimed there were others, but he wouldn’t name them!” 


Which could mean anything, Arkhan mused angrily. It was entirely possible 
that Adio and Khenti were the only ones stupid enough to turn on Neferata, 
and the king lied to lend them some extra courage. 


The immortal’s grip tightened. “Is the queen in danger?” he said. “Was this 
just about killing me, or does the king have plans for Neferata as well?” 


Khenti let out a groan. Tears of fright rolled down his round cheeks. “It’s 
too late,” he said pleadingly. “She’s already dead. You were—ghurrrk!” 


The libertine’s body spasmed. Arkhan hadn’t realised he’d stabbed the man 
until the point of his blade burst from Khenti’s back. The nobleman’s body 
sagged in death, and the immortal let it sink to the ground. He left his blade 
sticking out of Khenti’s chest, reached up with his right hand and grimly 
pulled the arrow shaft from his chest. The arrow in his back was more 
problematic. He groped at it for several moments, only succeeding in 
breaking off the shaft close to his torso. The exertion left him reeling. He 
turned his face to the night sky. How much stolen life did he have left, he 
wondered. More importantly, what should he do with it? 


If Neferata was dead, there was nothing left for him in Lahmia. 
Lamashizzar would have him killed on sight. On the other hand, if Khenti 
was wrong, and the conspirators hadn’t yet reached the queen... 
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For a long while he stood, staring up at the sky, feeling cold and weak. He 
tried to think about endless, rolling dunes, and the citadel he’d built in the 
middle of the empty desert, but Arkhan’s mind kept coming back to the 
startling touch of a hand against his cheek, and the queen’s depthless eyes 
staring into his own. 


It was possible Khenti was wrong. In fact, it was more than possible. There 
could still be a chance to reach Neferata before Lamashizzar’s trap could 
spring shut. Or so Arkhan cared to believe. 


“Damn me,” he snarled up at the cold face of the moon. “First Nagash, and 
now this.” He bent forward and pulled his sword from Khenti’s chest. 
“When will I ever learn?” 


Gritting his teeth, Arkhan staggered down the trade road, towards Lahmia. 
With luck, his damned horse wouldn’t have run too far. 
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TEN 
The Hour of the Dead 


Cripple Peak, in the 76th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1598 Imperial Reckoning) 


The storm was the worst of the season by far, and it broke upon the shores 
of the Sour Sea with little warning. 


It had been a cloudy, windy day, with sudden gusts of rain interspersed with 
long periods of drizzle—nothing out of the ordinary for that time of the 
year. But shortly after sundown the wind picked up, howling like a chorus 
of hungry ghosts across the barrow fields, and flickers of lightning danced 
behind the roiling clouds out to sea. The barbarians along the north coast 
heard the ominous rumble of thunder, saw the height of the waves dashing 
against the shore, and rushed to their low, rounded huts. 


Lowland tribes flocked to the hills, begging the hetmen for shelter from the 
coming storm. 


The reaction was altogether different among the Keepers of the Mountain, 
as the barbarian priests were known. Their lookouts reported the rising 
winds and the ominous clouds to the High Keeper, and after a moment’s 
thought he ordered the patrols of the barrow fields doubled until the storm 
had run its course. The High Keeper was an old and cunning man, or he 
never would have risen to claim the God’s Eye in the first place. The elder 
Keepers were certain that the grave-robbing monster who’d killed their 
brethren had been driven away by their hunting parties, but the High Keeper 
wasn’t convinced. He was certain that the creature was still close by, 
perhaps hiding somewhere on the mountain in spite of his order’s best 
efforts to find it. If so, the storm would draw it out of hiding. The wind and 
the rain would conceal its movements, providing the perfect opportunity to 
resume its grisly deeds. And when it did, the Keepers would be waiting. 


A few hours later, well past nightfall, the storm broke upon the coast in all 
its fury. The wind raged, lashing at the men out on the barrow fields with 
blinding sheets of rain. Visibility dropped to twenty feet, then fifteen, then 
ten; had the Keepers not known the plain like the backs of their hands, they 
would have been utterly disorientated. Even still, the patrols could do little 
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more than huddle together against the furious gale and creep from one 
mound to the next, trusting that the Burning God would lead them to the 
monster if it were about. 


Then, around midnight, with the storm still scouring the plain, the patrols 
spied a pillar of green fire blazing fiercely to the south, towards the older 
barrow mounds. The sight lifted the Keepers’ hearts. At first, they believed 
their prayers had been answered, and, in a bitterly ironic sense, they were 
right. 


The four patrols made their way independently southward, converging on 
the source of the god’s own flame. They had learned their lesson after the 
first disastrous encounter with the monster. The ostentatious lantern-globes 
had been left behind, and the acolytes had been armed with bronze swords 
and spears from the fortress’ ancient armoury. The Keepers in each patrol 
had been entrusted with even more precious treasures: reliquaries of 
tarnished bronze, each more than a thousand years old, containing polished 
spheres of god-stone to fuel their invocations. It was more raw power than 
any of the Keepers had ever seen, much less controlled. Each patrol felt 
confident that they could deal with the monster on their own, and pressed 
forward as quickly as they could in hopes of securing the glory for 
themselves. 


Nagash stood in the eye of the raging storm, shielded on all sides by a 
whirling column of power. Beyond the pillar of fire, the tempest roared, 
clawing at the shield like a frenzied beast, while within the air was still, and 
silent save for the scratching of his dagger through the damp earth. Where 
the bronze knifepoint passed, the earth was left blackened and smouldering 
by its touch. 


The chunk of abn-i-khat burned like molten lead in his shrivelled stomach. 
He had carved a piece of stone the size of his fist from the centre of the 
Burning God’s eye and had forced it down his throat, and the tempest 
raging within his flesh made the storm above seem as gentle as an evening 
breeze. He could feel every nerve, every muscle fibre, every inch of flesh 
and bone with sharp-edged detail. He felt every blade of grass beneath his 
feet, and every tiny mote of power within them—he could even feel the 
lingering vestiges of life force in the hide cloak that lay across his 
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shoulders. A veritable sea of sensations raged within him from one moment 
to the next: it might have been pain, or pleasure, or a mingling of both. 
Nagash could not tell any longer. He was long past the point of making 
distinctions between the two. 


Yet his mind was absolutely, utterly clear. His thoughts were gleaming and 
sharp-etched as obsidian, and beggared the lightning for speed. What 
mighty deeds could he have accomplished in Khemri with such clarity of 
thought? The power of the Black Pyramid paled in comparison. 


The site he’d chosen for the great ritual was a flat region surrounded by 
four barrow mounds near the exact centre of the plain. He’d chosen the spot 
not only because it would allow him to cast his invocation over the entire 
area, but also because the pathways around the barrows would serve to 
channel the barbarian patrols in predictable ways. Nagash had no doubt that 
they would appear, once his work began in earnest. 


There were more of them than he expected, and by either luck or design 
they struck at more or less the same time. Thin cries rose and fell amid the 
howling gale as sword- and spear-wielding acolytes charged blindly across 
the open ground towards the beacon of flame. Behind them, tiny pinpoints 
of green light glowed like sullen coals as a dozen priests brandished their 
bronze reliquaries and made ready for battle. 


The necromancer straightened, gauging the acolytes’ approach. To his 
mind, they seemed ponderous and slow, stumbling haltingly across the wet 
ground towards him. When they were halfway to him, he raised his dagger 
skyward and reached out with his will. 


Slay them! 


Blinded by eagerness and lashing curtains of rain, the acolytes did not 
register the figures rising up from the dark ground until they’d charged in 
among them. The skeletons reared up with disturbing speed, rain coursing 
from their age-darkened bones, and closed in on the barbarians from all 
sides. Obsidian blades flashed, severing limbs and spilling entrails. Bony 
hands grabbed at the acolytes, dragging them to the ground by their robes or 
by their hair. Leering skulls closed in, jaws snapping, their eye sockets 
alight with green flame. In moments, the acolytes’ bloodthirsty shouts had 
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turned to confused and agonised screams, punctuated by the clang and 
clatter of blades as the survivors rallied and fought for their lives. 


It took several long seconds for the priests to grasp what was happening, 
and when they did their response was potent but poorly coordinated. 
Nagash felt a ragged volley of invocations from across the field as the 
priests tried to seize control of his warriors. Here and there one of the 
skeletons stumbled beneath the onslaught, and the acolytes lashed out at 
them, smashing several to pieces. The barbarians took heart, sensing that 
the tide of battle was about to turn—and then Nagash raised his left fist 
skyward and hissed a dreadful invocation of his own. 


An ominous rumble echoed through the clouds overhead, followed by 
stuttering flashes of lightning. Moments later, the priests were stunned by a 
single arc of burning, green light that plunged to earth and struck the 
barrow mound between them with a sputtering hiss. Another glowing mote 
fell from the bruised clouds, then another, and then there was a clap of 
thunder and a shower of burning hail the size of sling stones plunged down 
upon priests and acolytes both. 


Men fell dead with their skulls dashed in or their necks broken. Others 
shrieked in agony as their robes burst into greenish flames that the rain 
could not quench. The priests scattered under the onslaught, running in 
every direction to escape the attack, and the sight of their panic unnerved 
the beleaguered acolytes, who tried to break free from the clutches of the 
undead and escape into the darkness. Many were cut down as they tried to 
flee, or were dragged to the ground by claw-like hands and torn apart. The 
last thing the survivors heard as they fled for their lives was the sound of 
soulless, mocking laughter riding the howling wind. 


The skeletons made no effort to pursue the fleeing barbarians. Heedless of 
the sizzling hail, those undead warriors with no weapons of their own began 
plucking weapons from the bodies of the dead, while the warlord and his 
skeletal retinue went about killing the wounded that had been left behind. 
Perhaps a third of their number had been destroyed in the fighting, their 
bones scattered across the smouldering ground. 


The losses mattered little to Nagash. Close to forty-five dead barbarians 
littered the battleground, some still burning as the magical fire consumed 
their flesh. They would more than make up for the numbers he had lost. 
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Grinning cruelly, Nagash returned his attention to the ritual circle. His army 
had only just begun to grow. 


The great circle took another hour to complete, while the wind and the rain 
raged unabated over the barrow fields. As the hour of the dead approached, 
Nagash cast aside his bronze dagger and drew the oilskin bag from his belt. 
He bent over the great circle and poured the last of the stone dust into the 
channels he’d burned into the earth. When he was done the ritual symbols 
glowed with latent power. 


It was time. The necromancer tossed the bag aside and stepped into the 
centre of the circle. He felt each tiny tremor of energy in the web he’d 
created—a net of sorcerous power that he merely had to speak the proper 
phrases and draw tight over the plain. 


Nagash looked out across the open ground. Skeletal figures waited in the 
darkness, silent and patient as death itself; the hetman stood among them, 
his rune-sword glinting balefully. 


Clenching his fists, Nagash threw back his head and began to chant, spitting 
the arcane words into the sky. The arcane symbols within the ritual circle 
blazed with light, and the bruised clouds recoiled overhead, receding in 
every direction as the power of the necromancer’s invocation spread in a 
great wave across the barrow plain. 


Power flowed in a torrent from Nagash’s body, racing across the fields and 
sinking like claws into the hundreds of barrow mounds. The energies sought 
out every corpse, burrowing into rotting flesh and yellowing bones and 
stirring up the ghosts of old memories buried within. The spell was attuned 
to the worst passions of the human soul: anger, violence, jealousy and hate, 
and it lent those memories a semblance of life. 


Bodies trembled. Limbs twitched. Dead hands clenched, scattering dust 
from decayed joints. Pitiless flames burned in the depths of old, dead eyes. 


Nagash felt them stir, hundreds of them, caught within the strands of his 
sorcerous web. Ragged lips pulled back in a triumphant snarl. “Come 
forth!” he shouted into the tumult. “Your master commands it!” 
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Sealed up in their earthen barrows, the dead heard Nagash’s command, and 
they obeyed. 


Hands clawed at muddy earth, or tore at wooden boards. The earthen 
surfaces of the barrow mounds rippled and heaved. Flashes of lightning 
silhouetted the stark outlines of skeletal figures dragging themselves free 
from their graves. 


Silent figures shambled out of the stormy night, drawn by Nagash’s 
command. When the southern barrows had been emptied, and a horde of 
more than a thousand skeletons stood at his back, the Undying King stepped 
from the glowing circle and ordered his army to advance. 


The undead horde marched northwards, growing in size as it went. Keepers 
and acolytes who’d panicked and lost their bearings in the storm were the 
first to die, their terrified screams rising and then quickly vanishing amid 
the howling wind. The revenants let the bloodied corpses fall where they 
were slain and continued onwards, towards the temple fortress to the north. 
Within minutes the mutilated bodies began to twitch, preparing to join the 
implacable advance. 


The lookouts had all retreated into the safety of the fortress the moment the 
storm had broken, so there was no one to witness the emptying of the sacred 
barrows. It was only when the survivors of the slaughtered patrols came 
stumbling out of the darkness that the rest of the order became aware of the 
doom that approached. Concealing his fear, the High Keeper ordered his 
brethren to the armoury, and them commanded that the ancient alarm-horns 
to be sounded, summoning aid from the villages to the north-east. The great 
horns had not been blown for hundreds of years, and only two out of the 
dozen instruments still worked. The urgent, wailing notes sounded for more 
than an hour, rising and falling with the wind. The hetmen nearest the 
fortress heard the call, but their warriors refused to leave their families and 
brave the fury of the storm. When dawn came, they would march, but until 
then the Keepers would have to fend for themselves. 


Believing that reinforcements would soon arrive, the Keepers emptied the 
armoury and barricaded the southern gates. Lookouts were ordered out onto 
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the walls, but there was little to see in the darkness and the rain until the 
walking dead were almost upon them. 


The men guarding the gates heard the first shouts of terror from the acolytes 
atop the walls, and then, moments later came the eerie sound of fingers 
scratching against the wood. One of the Keepers, hoping to encourage the 
others, laughed at the pitiful noise. 


At once, the scratching fell silent. The men held their breaths, hands 
tightening around the unfamiliar grips of their weapons. A young voice up 
on the wall was babbling in fright, begging for the Burning God to save 
them. 


And then the Keepers felt an invisible wave of power wash over them, and 
the southern gates began to rot before their very eyes. Iron-hard planks 
cracked and splintered, filling the corridors with clouds of dust and snuffing 
out the torches. And then the scratching began again, louder and more 
insistent, followed by the sound of rending wood. 


Within seconds, pairs of flickering, greenish fires shone out of the gloom. 
Claw-like fingers raked across the Keepers’ wooden barricades. Men 
screamed and called out to their god for aid, while those in front who had 
no way to escape hefted their weapons and threw themselves at their foes. 
Bronze and stone blades hacked and stabbed. Ancient bones cracked and 
splintered, and blood spattered across the walls. 


The Keepers of the Mountain were no cowards. Though unused to battle, 
they stood their ground and defended the fortress with strength and 
determination. The gateways limited the number of enemies that could be 
brought to bear against them at any one time, and for a while they managed 
to hold the invaders at bay. Some of the senior Keepers arrived with 
reliquaries of god-stone, and tried to hold back the undead by force of will. 
At some of the gates they were successful, holding the corpses fast so that 
their brethren could strike them down. 


Yet the enemy was implacable. They knew no fear, nor pain, nor fatigue. 
When their legs were smashed, they dragged themselves across the floor 
and grabbed at the Keepers’ legs. When their arms were torn off they 
snapped at the Keepers’ flesh with their broken teeth. 
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Worst of all, every brother who fell rose up and joined their ranks. Before 
long, the Keepers found themselves fighting against the savaged corpses of 
men whom they’d known for years or even decades. It was too much for 
any sane mind to take. 


At one gate after another, exhausted Keepers were overwhelmed, and 
resistance began to collapse. Acolytes fled, shrieking in terror, to the 
deepest parts of the fortress. They hid themselves in wooden chests, in dry 
cisterns and bins of dusty grain, trembling and weeping and whispering 
prayers for their deliverance right up to the moment that bony hands seized 
them and dragged them to their doom. 


The main gate on the temple’s south face was the last to fall. Most of the 
order’s senior priests were marshalled there, aiding in its defence, and they 
had already thrown back three successive assaults. They had learned 
enough from the last few attacks to try a different strategy: instead of 
hurling their energies at the army en masse and trying to halt it in its tracks, 
the priests were focusing their will on isolated elements, attempting to seize 
control and turn them against the rest of the undead horde. Though 
Nagash’s force of will far eclipsed any of the individual priests, he found it 
difficult to control his army and resist a score of individual attacks 
simultaneously, and the cursed priests were starting to inflict significant 
damage. 


A cheer went up from the priests as the third assault foundered. Piles of 
shattered corpses clogged the gateway, and the stink of blood and spilled 
entrails hung heavy in the air. The defenders had paid dearly since the gate 
had fallen, but they’d learned hard lessons since the first assault began. 
More barricades had been erected to break up the undead advance, and the 
priests had organised themselves to operate in three groups. One group 
fought while the second performed the grim task of destroying the corpses 
of their brothers who fell in battle, so that they could not be turned against 
them. The third group rested and tended the wounded, or formed a new set 
of barricades for the defenders to withdraw behind. It was a potent and 
effective defence; so long as they kept their heads, they could hold the gate 
almost indefinitely. 
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Nagash struck them just as the defenders were rotating groups. All at once, 
the piles of old bones glowed a furious green and then exploded, filling the 
tunnel with jagged splinters. Men fell screaming, their bodies raked by the 
needle-like fragments, and the rest reeled back in shock. Before they could 
recover, Nagash himself burst through the gate, his hideous body wreathed 
in sorcerous flame. He spat words of terrible power, and darts of fire shot 
from his fingertips—where they struck, men collapsed in agony, their 
bodies consumed from within. Behind the necromancer came his retinue of 
ancient warriors. The undead warlord stepped past Nagash and began 
slaughtering the stunned priests with his rune-sword. 


The surviving defenders recovered quickly, retreating back to another set of 
barricades and forming another, smaller defensive line. Nagash caught a 
glimpse of the High Priest and his senior servants clustered behind the 
barricade, along with perhaps a few score acolytes and holy men. They had 
been driven back almost the length of the tunnel; the north gate stood only 
ten yards behind them. 


Nagash’s hands clenched in anticipation. Teeth bared in a feral snarl, he 
advanced on the defenders. 


The acolytes and the younger priests gaped in terror at his approach, their 
pale faces lit by the greenish flames wreathing the necromancer’s body. 
Skeletons poured into the tunnel behind Nagash, filling it with the dry 
clatter of bones. 


The High Priest saw his opportunity. Here was the chance to stop the attack 
in its tracks, if the glowing abomination could be destroyed! His old voice 
rang with authority as he shouted exhortations to the elders, and at once 
they linked their voices in a sacred chant. The rest of the defenders took 
heart from this, standing shoulder to shoulder and raising their weapons 
once more as the enemy approached. 


Nagash flung out his hand and spat an angry invocation. A blast of green 
fire sped down the tunnel—and the priests responded, focusing their 
energies in a crude counter-spell. The bolt disintegrated a few feet from the 
terrified defenders, leaving them unharmed. 


Smiling, Nagash hurled another bolt. Then another. Cold, mocking laughter 
echoed down the tunnel. 
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The priests deflected the second blow, and the third, but each one seemed to 
get a bit closer before breaking apart. A fourth bolt came close enough to 
singe the robes of the defenders. Lines of strain appeared on the faces of the 
holy men as they tried to withstand the onslaught. 


A fifth blast was deflected. Then a sixth. Thunder reverberated in the 
confined space, deafening human ears. The seventh blast broke up with a 
blinding flash, close enough to cause the defenders’ robes to smoulder. One 
of the senior priests slumped silently to the ground, blood streaming from 
his nose, eyes and ears. 


The eighth blast slew five acolytes before the rest of its energy was 
dissipated. Another senior priest collapsed with a groan, clutching at his 
chest. The defenders’ lines wavered, and then an acolyte, his mind 
overwhelmed by horror, hurled himself at the oncoming skeletons with a 
wordless shriek of terror and rage. Another acolyte succumbed, then 
another, and then the defenders’ lines broke as they launched a last, 
desperate charge into the face of certain death. 


Nagash blasted a charging acolyte point-blank, scattering burning body 
parts back down the tunnel towards the High Priest. The elders of the order 
began to waver, their minds strained to the breaking point by the contest of 
power. His laughter took on a harsher, wilder edge as he hurled a final bolt, 
straight at the High Priest’s face. 


The holy men summoned the last of their strength, and the bolt dissipated 
with a thunderous crash less than a foot from where they stood. The 
concussion hurled men’s bodies against the tunnel walls, breaking old bones 
and crushing skulls. Others were slain instantly by the sudden flash of heat, 
their bodies charred beyond recognition. 


Only the High Priest survived, his body largely shielded from the blast by 
the men in front of him. His robes smouldering, the old man tried to crawl 
backwards, away from the necromancer. 


Nagash loomed over the barbarian, bending low and seizing him by his 
wrinkled neck. He pulled the old man up until their faces were scant inches 
apart. The High Priest stared into the necromancer’s burning eyes and saw 
in them the death of all living things. Nagash’s fist clenched; old bone 
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snapped, and the High Priest’s head lolled to one side. The barbarian’s feet 
thrashed spasmodically for several seconds more, then went still. 


Slowly, Nagash lowered the old man’s body until his feet touched the stone 
floor. He released his grip, and the High Priest remained upright. Green 
flames flickered in the depths of his glazed eyes. Gripped by the 
necromancer’s will, the old man sank to his knees, then reached up with 
wrinkled hands and gripped the golden circlet set upon his head. Haltingly, 
as though some part of the old priest’s soul still struggled within the broken 
frame, the corpse removed the circlet and offered it to Nagash. 


The necromancer took the symbol of the order in his bony hands, and, 
grinning cruelly, he twisted the soft gold until the setting holding the abn-i- 
khat burst apart. Nagash plucked the burning stone from the circlet, and 
tossed the mangled gold band aside. 


The storm raged through the night and into the dawn of the next day, finally 
spending the last of its strength well past daybreak. As soon as the winds 
had dropped off, the hetmen of the nearby villages summoned their warriors 
and set off as quickly as they could down the muddy tracks towards the 
temple fortress. 


When they arrived, the great fortress was silent and still. The gates along 
the north face were shut and locked, and no amount of shouting would 
bring one of the Keepers out onto the wall. Finally, one of the hetmen 
ordered runners to fetch a tall ladder from his village, and they sent a young 
lad scampering up to the top of the wall to see what he could find. 


The warriors waited in silence as the boy disappeared from sight. The 
minutes stretched, one after another, and the hetmen exchanged nervous 
glances. After half an hour, they knew something had gone terribly wrong. 


Finally, the main gate swung open. The boy appeared, trembling and pale. 
No amount of questions, cajoling or threats could make him relate what 
he’d seen inside, and nothing on earth could get him to go back in again. 


Weapons ready, the hetmen led their troops into the fortress. At once, they 
saw that a terrible battle had raged inside the walls. Blood was splashed on 
the walls and the floors, and the stench of death hung heavy in the air. A 
mere ten yards from the north gate, one of the hetmen let out a cry of 
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dismay and picked up a mangled band of gold. The other village leaders 
recognised it at once. If the God’s Eye had been taken, it meant that the 
High Keeper and the order had been destroyed. 


And yet, no matter how hard they looked, the villagers found no bodies 
inside the temple fortress. None at all. 
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ELEVEN 
Necessary Sacrifices 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1598 Imperial Reckoning) 


Ubaid bowed his tattooed head at the queen’s approach. “All is in readiness, 
great one,” he said, as though he were speaking of nothing more untoward 
than a palace feast. 


Neferata acknowledged the vizier with a nod. It was fast approaching 
midnight; the audience with Xia Ha Feng had lasted much longer than she’d 
expected, but it had been important not to appear rude and hasten away too 
early. She needed the august personage to be receptive to her overtures, to 
believe that he could win her confidence and thus gain a lever to use against 
the king. So long as he believed that he had power over her, she was free to 
lay the trap that would ultimately ensnare him—and possibly the whole 
Eastern Empire as well. 


A thin line of warm light shone beneath the door to the sanctum. Ubaid had 
been busy for hours, preparing for the ritual. The grand vizier was the only 
member of the cabal that she permitted into the chamber; the rest were now 
required to pay their respects and receive their draught of elixir in the 
funereal confines of the Hall of Regretful Sorrows. She’d chosen the 
location for the express reason that it was the least used of the queen’s three 
audience chambers—and also because she wanted Lamashizzar and his 
former allies to never forget that she alone now stood between them and the 
realm of the dead. 


Lamashizzar, of course, was furious at the thought. She knew that it was 
dangerous to provoke him in such petty ways; he lacked ambition, but he 
could be ruthless when his pride was offended. Perhaps, in time, she would 
release him from the obligation, but right now he needed to kneel before her 
and acknowledge her authority. He needed to be humbled. He needed to 
know what it was like to live at the whim of another. It was the one 
concession to her feelings that she allowed herself to make. 


For the most part, she had been careful not to abuse her power. For all their 
reputation for decadence, in some ways the people of Lahmia were just as 
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hidebound as other Nehekharans. None outside the palace knew that she no 
longer confined herself to the Women’s Palace, and none other than the 
members of the cabal knew that the city was ruled by anyone other than its 
king. 


Neferata intended it to remain that way. Nagash might have believed that he 
could rule as an Undying King in Khemri without tempting the wrath of the 
other great cities, but she knew better. Now that she had access to her 
children once more, she had plans to ensure that, to all outward purposes, 
the ruling dynasty would continue as before. When her son Lamasu reached 
marriageable age, she would find him a proper wife, and then it would be 
time for Lamashizzar to join his ancestors in the afterlife. Naturally she, as 
the dutiful wife, would appear to drink from the poisoned cup and join him 
in his journey to the underworld, and to all intents and purposes she would 
be dead and gone. 


The trick would be to convince the other members of the cabal to engineer 
their own deaths as well. Already their long lives—and miraculous vitality 
—were giving rise to unwelcome rumours both at court and even as far 
away as neighbouring Lybaras. According to Lamashizzar’s spies, Queen 
Khalida had hinted at suspicions of her own on more than one occasion, 
though she’d never come out and publicly accused her royal cousins of any 
unnatural dealings. 


Neferata had tried to reach out to Khalida on more than one occasion, 
hoping to use their past friendship to build strong ties between the two 
cities, but so far the Lybaran queen had found compelling reasons not to 
accept any of her cousin’s invitations to court. 


At some point she would also have to decide what to do about Arkhan. For 
now, his knowledge of Nagash’s sorcery still outweighed the risk of 
keeping him alive, but that balance was shifting fast. She was starting to 
grasp the finer nuances of the Usurper’s incantations. Soon she would allow 
W’soran to begin studying the more esoteric aspects of Nagash’s 
necromantic lore, using it to both control him and expand her own base of 
knowledge through his studies. Once that was underway, Arkhan would 
only be useful for his sword arm and his ability to procure victims for the 
cabal, two functions that she was certain Abhorash and Ushoran could 
perform just as well. It had been pathetically easy to win over the monster’s 
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loyalty, though it had required her to open herself to Arkhan far more than 
she would have liked. Neferata was already looking forward to the day that 
she could order Abhorash to put an end to the whole tiresome business. 


The queen pushed open the sanctum door and hastened within, mindful of 
the sands hissing through the hourglass. Ubaid had laid out the ritual 
implements and lit the incense in preparation for the incantation. The 
sacrifice had likewise been prepared and awaited her in the centre of the 
circle. His wounds had been cleaned and he’d been given a potion that 
would banish his fatigue and leave him awake and alert for the ceremony to 
come. 


He was part of an experiment that Neferata was conducting in an attempt to 
better refine the outcome of Nagash’s ritual. Arkhan had found him amid 
the squalid refugee districts west of the city: a young man, relatively fit and 
healthy enough to survive a full week of suffering. The subject was chained 
to an iron ring that had been set in the ceiling at the centre of the ritual 
circle, and the dark stone around his toes was layered with thick spatters of 
blood. The incisions that covered his body in precise, intricate patterns had 
been inflicted according to the diagrams provided in Nagash’s tomes, and 
represented the culmination of the torturer’s art. The wounds left every 
nerve in the victim’s body throbbing and raw, but the injuries themselves 
were not serious enough to kill. 


According to the necromancer’s experiments, no victim had survived the 
nightmare of constant pain for more than eight days. By Neferata’s 
estimation, at seven days the victim’s energies would be at their peak; past 
that point they would start to ebb as the body began to fail. 


Now would come the true test. Neferata crossed to the worktable at the 
edge of the circle. The razor-edged torture knives had been scrupulously 
cleaned and set aside on a clean linen cloth. In their place, Ubaid had set out 
the curved sacrificial blade, the golden bowl and the jewel-encrusted goblet 
that she used to drink the first draught of the elixir. The heavy tome 
containing the great ritual lay open to the proper page at the table’s edge, 
but she hardly spared it a glance. She’d learned the necessary phrases and 
gestures by heart a long time ago. 


Neferata breathed deeply, drinking in the delicate incense that permeated 
the room. She reached down and touched the blade of the sacrificial knife; 
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the sharpened bronze was cold to the touch. The queen smiled, tracing a 
fingertip along the narrow, wooden hilt, then picked it up. It felt light and 
comfortable in her hand. 


She entered the circle with care, and sought the young man’s eyes. His gaze 
was fixed upon her, both terrified and hopeful all at once. A faint groan 
escaped his lacerated lips. 


The queen held him with her gaze. Arkhan had taught her to draw upon the 
power inherent in the elixir. She used it now, and watched a spark of 
longing catch fire in his eyes. He drew in a deep, shuddering breath, and 
from the expression that crossed his tortured face, she knew that the agony 
wracking his body had been transformed into something far sharper, far 
sweeter and much more agonising than anything he’d felt before. How she 
had made him suffer in the last few days of his life. And yet he loved her, 
with all his heart and soul. He ached for her, through and through. 


Smiling, Neferata placed the knife in her belt, and drew so close to him that 
she could feel his laboured breathing against her cheek. She stretched, 
almost languidly, reaching up to undo the chains that held his wrists. He 
staggered as the bonds were released, yet he did not fall. Her gaze held him 
upright. 


Her smile broadened. “You have pleased me,” she told him, and the words 
sent shudders through his frame. “Now there is one last thing you must do, 
and then, my sweet, you will be with me forever.” She drew out the knife. 
“Will you do this for me?” 


His mouth worked. Broken sounds issued forth, until tears of frustration 
gleamed at the corners of his eyes. Finally, he managed a shaky nod. 


“I knew you wouldn’t fail me,” she said softly. “Take this,” she said, and 
held out the knife. 


The young man reached out a trembling hand and grasped the gleaming 
blade. “Good,” Neferata whispered. “Wait here.” 


She retreated to the edge of the circle. The hour had come. Ubaid appeared 
at her side, silent and ready. 


Neferata raised her hands. Her eyes had never left her victim’s. “Now,” she 
told him. “Repeat after me.” 
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And so she began to chant, slowly and purposefully, and the man in the 
centre of the circle joined in. She drew him into the ritual, weaving his pain 
and passion into the incantation, and he surrendered himself to it willingly, 
eagerly. At that moment, he wanted to give her everything her heart desired. 


The incantation built slowly and steadily. Minutes passed into hours, until 
time lost all meaning. The climax, when it came, took both of them by 
surprise. 


“Now!” she gasped. “The knife!” Neferata raised a trembling finger to her 
throat, right over the pulsing artery. “Give me your heart’s blood!” 


A beatific smile crossed the young man’s scarred face. He brought the knife 
to his throat and sliced it open with a single, graceful motion. Ubaid was 
beside him at once, the golden bowl held in his upraised hands. 


The man stood there, bleeding his life away, his face transported in ecstasy. 
She held him with her gaze until his heart ceased to beat, and his lifeless 
body collapsed to the stone floor. 


Neferata let out a long, shuddering breath. Her nerves were afire. She 
reached for the golden goblet as Ubaid rose from the victim’s corpse and 
brought her the brimming, steaming bowl. 


Slowly, carefully, the grand vizier poured a measure of blood into the 
gleaming cup. Neferata inhaled the heady scent. It was sweeter than any 
fragrance she’d ever smelled before. 


Suddenly, there came a sound in the corridor outside the sanctum. It 
sounded to Neferata like the scuff of sandal leather across stone. Ubaid 
frowned, and carefully set the sacrificial bowl upon the floor. The dagger he 
drew from his belt was anything but light and utilitarian. He circled around 
the bowl and moved quietly towards the closed door. 


Neferata turned to watch him go. Something was wrong. She thought of 
Lamashizzar, and felt a sudden sense of foreboding. 


The goblet was warm in her hands. She stared down at the still surface of 
the elixir, sensing the power seething in its depths. Neferata raised the cup 
to her lips and drank deep. The taste was painfully bitter, yet it filled her 
with a power the likes of which she had never known before. 
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Ubaid was struggling with someone at the door. Was it Lamashizzar? She 
could not tell, and at that moment, she did not care. Neferata let out a 
throaty chuckle. “Stand aside,” she said to Ubaid. “Let him pass.” Whoever 
it was, he would bow at her feet and beg her forgiveness for the unwelcome 
intrusion. 


The grand vizier retreated from the doorway, and a lone figure staggered 
into the room. It took her a moment to recognise who it was. 


“Arkhan?” she asked. She could smell the stink of blood on his robes. 
“What is the meaning of this?” 


The immortal lurched towards her. As he stepped further into the light, she 
could see the bloody stubs of arrow shafts jutting from his shoulder and 
side. His ghastly face was paler than usual, and the iron sword she’d given 
him was held in his hand. Its edge was dark with dried blood. 


“The king is moving against you,” Arkhan croaked. He sounded as though 
he was at the very limits of his strength. “Lamashizzar sent Adio and 
Khenti to murder me on the trade road. He means to kill you as well.” 


Neferata shook her head. Arkhan wasn’t making sense. She laughed softly, 
drunk with sudden power—and then a cold spike of pain lanced through her 
heart. 


The queen had time for a single, startled gasp before the poison took hold 
and dragged her down into darkness. 


Arkhan watched in horror as Neferata collapsed. The golden goblet tumbled 
from her hand, spilling the last, thick dregs of elixir at her feet. He lurched 
towards her, his body stiff and clumsy from his wounds. “Help me!” he 
snarled at the grand vizier as he collapsed to his knees beside the queen. 


“There is nothing to be done,” Ubaid replied in a dead voice. 


Neferata lay upon her side, head resting on one out-flung arm. Her skin was 
cold to the touch. Arkhan rested his fingertips against her slender throat, but 
could not feel the pulse of her heart. He brought his cheek close to her lips. 
There was barely a whisper of breath. 
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The immortal’s gaze went to the dented goblet. There were scarlet drops of 
elixir beading its rim. As he watched, they turned dull red, then black. 
Realisation sank into him like a knife. It was one thing to murder a man on 
the trade road and leave his body in the ditch; killing a queen was 
something altogether more risky. Her body would be handled by the priests 
of the mortuary cult, and viewed by thousands of grieving citizens. Her 
death would have to appear natural. 


“This cannot be,” Arkhan snarled. “No poison in all Nehekhara could 
overcome Nagash’s elixir.” 


“Tt is the venom of the sphinx, a poison both natural and supernatural,” 
Ubaid said. “Even before the fall of Mahrak it was vanishingly rare. The 
gods alone know how Lamashizzar obtained it.” The grand vizier 
approached the queen. His expression was inscrutable as he studied 
Neferata’s still form. “According to the old texts, the venom attacks the 
blood, rendering it lifeless. Death is instantaneous.” He shook his head. “It’s 
a wonder that the queen is alive at all.” 


Something in Ubaid’s dispassionate voice kindled a black rage in Arkhan’s 
heart. He surged to his feet, seizing the grand vizier by the throat. The 
immortal could feel the last vestiges of elixir boiling in his veins. Dimly, he 
was aware that Ubaid still held a knife in his hand, but the immortal 
scarcely cared. The point of his own sword was scant inches from Ubaid’s 
belly. 


“Why?” Arkhan growled. 


The grand vizier glowered at the immortal, but his expression was bleak. 
“Because, like Abhorash, I serve the throne,” he replied. “Lamashizzar is 
weak and feckless, but Lahmia has survived such rulers before.” Ubaid 
squirmed a little in Arkhan’s grasp. His voice rose in frustration. “The 
queen did not keep her word. Instead of advising the king, she usurped his 
power entirely. It’s not right—” 


Arkhan’s hand tightened around Ubaid’s throat. “She thinks only of this 
city! Lahmia will prosper under her rule! And for this, you betray her?” 


Ubaid’s eyes widened in anger. “Who are you to judge me?” he hissed. 
“Arkhan the Black, who betrayed his own king in favour of the Usurper, 
then even turned upon Nagash when it suited your purposes. What do you 
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know of loyalty, or devotion?” He spread his arms. “Kill me, if you wish, 
but you may not presume to pass judgement on me.” 


Arkhan’s grip tightened on the hilt of his sword. His mind whirled. Snarling 
in disgust, he turned and shoved the grand vizier towards the door. Ubaid 
staggered a dozen paces, an uncomprehending look on his face. 


“T will leave it up to the queen to decide your fate,” Arkhan said coldly. 
“Now go.” 


Ubaid shook his head. The snake tattoo on his neck seemed to slither in the 
shifting light. “Don’t you understand? The queen will never wake. The 
elixir’s power may slow the venom for a time, but it’s just a matter of hours 
now. Days at the most.” 


“T said get out!” Arkhan roared, and took a step towards Ubaid. The grand 
vizier saw the murderous look in the immortal’s eyes, and his nerve finally 
deserted him. Tucking his knife back into his belt, he fled the room with as 
much dignity as he could muster. 


Arkhan listened to the grand vizier’s footsteps retreat down the corridor. He 
swayed on his feet. I must be out of my mind, he thought. How did I let 
Neferata do this to me? 


He spun on his heel, surveying the chamber. Ubaid would go back to the 
king and report what had happened, and the king would swoop in like a 
hawk to seize the queen’s body and reclaim Nagash’s tomes. There was no 
time to waste. 


With a trembling hand, Arkhan slid his iron blade back into its scabbard, 
and limped over to the golden bowl. The immortal knelt, placed his hands 
against the bowl’s curved surface, and raised it to his lips. The liquid inside 
was still warm and fragrant. 


He drank it all; it was far more than he needed, filling his innards to 
bursting, but he was careful not to waste a single drop. Stolen vigour 
seethed through his veins. The power of the elixir staggered him; it was 
nearly as powerful as Nagash’s own, and far sweeter. Grinning mirthlessly, 
he plucked the remaining arrow stubs from his torso and cast them aside. 


The immortal searched through the room until he found a large, linen sack, 
then filled it with a half-dozen carefully selected tomes. If the elixir was 
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potent enough to resist the effects of the sphinx’s poison, then perhaps there 
was a chance to defeat it entirely. First, however, he needed a place where 
he could work in relative safety. At the moment, only one option seemed 
open to him. 


Arkhan knelt carefully and took the queen in his arms. Her body was 
already stiffening, as though in death, and felt as light and brittle as old 
paper. Once again, the immortal was struck by the sheer folly of what he 
was doing. He ought to be fleeing the city with as many of Nagash’s books 
as he could carry. Once on the Golden Plain he could escape Lamashizzar’s 
wrath with ease. 


The immortal looked down at the queen’s unconscious form and was 
reminded once again of Neferem, another daughter of Lahmia who was a 
pawn of kings and suffered for centuries while he stood by and watched. 


Neferata didn’t have to set you free, he reminded himself. 


Cursing under his breath, Arkhan carried the queen from the room. With 
luck, he could make it to the Women’s Palace before the king realised that 
she still lived. 


It appeared that King Lamashizzar hadn’t entertained the possibility that his 
wife might survive the poisoned cup. There were no palace guards roaming 
the corridors as Arkhan hastened to the southern edge of the palace. Just to 
be safe, he crossed into the Women’s Palace via the rarely used Hall of 
Regretful Sorrows. The immortal fought down a sense of grim foreboding 
as he bore the queen’s body past the great marble bier where the queens of 
Lahmia had been laid in state for millennia. 


The Women’s Palace was echoing and empty. For more than a century, the 
sprawling sanctuary housed only Neferata herself, along with the bare 
minimum of servants and handmaidens that protocol demanded the king 
provide. And yet his presence in the dusty halls was detected almost at 
once. Within minutes, the immortal found himself surrounded on all sides 
by pale, outraged women, some of whom were armed with small, wicked- 
looking knives. Had he been alone, he had no doubt that they would have 
set upon him like a pride of angry lionesses. Only the sight of the queen’s 
motionless corpse held them at bay. They paced alongside him in mute 
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shock for close to an hour while he wandered aimlessly through the 
sprawling palace. 


Finally, his patience stretched to the breaking point, he turned to the women 
and asked where the queen’s bedchamber lay. They stared at him as though 
he were mad—all but one young woman, dressed in fine robes, who 
stepped forward and silently beckoned for him to follow. 


Her name was Aiyah. Much later, Arkhan learned she had served Princess 
Khalida as one of her handmaidens during the last year she’d lived at the 
palace. Despite her youth, she was calm and controlled in the face of 
catastrophe. She led Arkhan to the queen’s chambers, then banished the 
crowd of servants to the outer corridor while the immortal laid out 
Neferata’s body on the bed. The handmaiden returned as the immortal was 
unpacking Nagash’s tomes, and waited quietly by the door. No protests, no 
tedious questions or hysterics. She simply waited, patient and composed, 
ready to serve the queen in whatever capacity she could. Arkhan’s first 
instinct was to dismiss her, but the more he considered the difficulties of 
trying to work inside the confines of the sanctuary, the more he had to admit 
that he was going to need her help. 


He knew that it wouldn’t be very long before Lamashizzar learned where 
he’d taken the queen: hours, perhaps a day at most. So Arkhan told the 
handmaiden a partial truth—that the king had conspired to poison Neferata 
because he resented her claims to equality. Aiyah accepted the story without 
comment while the immortal took ink and brushes and began to inscribe out 
a ritual circle on the bedchamber floor. At some point during the process, 
the handmaiden slipped quietly from the room again, and he knew that his 
tale was winging its way through the Women’s Palace. Arkhan reckoned 
that once the story was known, the palace servants would block any attempt 
by Lamashizzar to enter the sanctuary in search of the queen. As it was, the 
palace guard would baulk at any command to enter the forbidden halls of 
the palace; even though the palace was technically open now, hundreds of 
years of tradition carried a weight that was very difficult to overcome. That 
left only the king’s fellow conspirators, and Arkhan was certain he could 
deal with any of them save for Abhorash—if the king’s champion was even 
involved. He still had no idea how deep the conspiracy went. 
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The rest of that first night was spent sitting vigil at the queen’s side and 
poring through the Usurper’s tomes in search of an incantation or ritual that 
might banish the poison from the queen’s blood. Hours passed, and 
Neferata began to turn pale. Her breath was still very faint, and only 
Arkhan’s preternatural senses allowed him to hear a heartbeat. So far, the 
elixir was holding the poison at bay, but she was clearly weakening. As 
dawn began to break, far out to sea, Arkhan was no closer to finding a 
solution. He had Aiyah draw the curtains tight across the tall windows and 
continued his search. By the time night fell once more, he still had nothing 
to show for his efforts, and the queen’s condition was becoming steadily 
worse. 


Growing desperate, Arkhan set the books aside and placed the queen’s body 
inside the ritual circle. Aiyah watched the immortal spread open three 
magical tomes on the floor by the circle, then gather up the inkpot and 
horsehair brush once more. 


“Undress her,” he said to the handmaiden, and then began riffling through 
the pages of the three books. 


The young woman hesitated. “What do you intend to do?” she asked coolly. 


Arkhan shot the handmaiden a hard stare. “She will need help to overcome 
the poison in her veins,” he said. “So far, her... blood is strong enough to at 
least slow the venom’s progress.” He paused, studying a detailed drawing of 
a human figure on one yellowed page. After a moment he shook his head 
and continued his search. “So I must find a way to increase her vigour 
enough to overcome it.” 


The handmaiden took a step towards the circle and frowned. Her dark eyes 
lingered on the strange markings painted on the floor. “I could send for an 
apothecary,” she offered. “The priestesses of Neru have tended to the health 
of the royal line for centuries. They have experience with poisons—” 


“Tf I thought there was an herb or potion that could save her, I would have 
carried her to the temple myself,” Arkhan snapped. 


Aiyah took a deep breath. “But this,” she began. “What you’re doing—” 


“What I am doing is trying to save your queen,” the immortal said. He 
paused in his search, studied another image, and nodded to himself. Arkhan 
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removed the inkpot’s ceramic stopper. “The longer we wait, the weaker she 
becomes,” he told her. 


The handmaiden hesitated a moment more, brows knitted in consternation, 
before making her decision. She knelt carefully within the circle and began 
to deftly pull away Neferata’s robes. 


Arkhan laid out the runes with care. The work took hours, winding in 
intricate ribbons from Neferata’s scalp to her toes. The immortal was 
conscious of each minute slipping away; it seemed to him that her skin was 
growing steadily cooler beneath his touch. 


It was well past the hour of the dead by the time the preparations were 
complete. Arkhan stood and pressed the book into Aiyah’s, hands. “Go and 
stand at the edge of the circle, by her feet,” he said. “When I begin, repeat 
the words as I say them. They are marked on the page there.” 


Aiyah looked dubious, but accepted the tome nonetheless. “Is that all?” 
“Do you wish the queen to live?” he asked. 
“Of course!” 


“Then make that uppermost in your mind,” Arkhan told her. “Think of 
nothing else. With luck, it will be enough.” 


Arkhan took his place on the opposite side of the circle. Standing at the 
head of the queen, he spread his arms and began to chant. 


The ritual was little different from the incantation of reaping that was used 
to create Nagash’s elixir. He had made several modifications to the 
arrangement of the runes to account for the elixir already present in her 
body. He wasn’t interested in transmutation so much as enhancing what was 
already there. In theory, the problem seemed simple enough. 


Drawing on the surfeit of elixir filling his body, Arkhan poured a steady 
stream of power into the incantation. At once the air grew heavy above the 
circle, and he saw the queen’s body begin to tremble. Tiny wisps of steam 
curled from the sigils painted on her skin. 


The immortal felt the elixir boil inside him and directed the released energy 
into the arcane words rolling from his lips. And, within the circle, 
Neferata’s body suddenly spasmed. Her back arched painfully, arms splayed 
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and chest thrust skyward. Arkhan could see the tendons in her neck and 
along the backs of her hands grow taut as bowstrings; her mouth gaped, 
emitting a billowing gout of black vapour. 


Arkhan watched as the queen’s skin began to change. Her rich, brown skin, 
already pale, began to lose all trace of colour, taking on the cold tone of 
bleached linen or alabaster. He stopped the incantation abruptly, fearing that 
he might already be too late. The backlash of forces tore through him; he 
staggered, his hand going to his chest as invisible knives tore through his 
vitals. A thin trickle of ichor ran down his chin. 


The immortal sank slowly to his knees. Neferata’s body had gone limp 
again, shrouded in tendrils of steam. The runes painted on her skin had 
already begun to fade, running together in dark blue threads that formed 
pools on the stone floor. Aiyah sank to her knees, her eyes wide with shock. 
She crawled gingerly into the circle and laid a trembling hand against 
Neferata’s flank. The handmaiden jerked her fingers away as though stung. 


“She’s cold,” Aiyah said. “Colder than the desert night. What happened? 
What have you done?” 


Arkhan stared at the queen’s near-lifeless form. The runes had all but 
melted away in the heat that had radiated from her skin. Beneath the bluish 
tinge of the ink, he could see that her veins had turned black at her temples 
and throat. 


The immortal rubbed the back of a hand across his lips. It came away slick 
with a film of ichor. Anger and revulsion roiled in his chest. What horror 
had Lamashizzar unleashed? 


“T don’t know,” Arkhan said in a hollow voice. 


Five more days went by. Arkhan never relented, searching through 
Nagash’s books again and again for something he could use to defeat the 
sphinx’s venom. The queen scarcely breathed now; her flesh was cold and 
stiff as marble. Her heart still beat, stubbornly driving the elixir through her 
veins, but it had grown inexorably weaker with each passing night. Every 
ritual he attempted, no matter how great or small, only seemed to worsen 
her condition. It seemed that the sphinx’s deadly venom had somehow 
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bonded with Neferata’s ensorcelled blood, transforming it from within. Any 
attempt to increase the elixir’s vigour empowered the poison as well. 


Now, as the seventh night fell upon the city, Arkhan believed he knew the 
answer. He sat at Neferata’s writing desk and studied the words and 
symbols of the incantation one last time, checking carefully to ensure he’d 
made no errors. Satisfied, he took the large sheet of paper and set it on the 
floor at the edge of the circle. Next, he laid out the tools for the ritual with 
care, and then went to kneel at the queen’s side. The immortal took her limp 
body in his arms and carried Neferata to her bed. He laid her body gently 
upon the silken sheets, and then returned to the freshly-drawn ritual he’d 
made. Arkhan took off his sword belt, and then let his robes fall to the floor. 
He turned to Aiyah and spread his arms. 


“Follow the diagrams exactly,” he said to her. “The symbols and their 
positions are crucial, or the energies will not conduct properly.” 


The handmaiden nodded, but Arkhan could see the weariness and 
apprehension in her eyes. She had laboured every bit as hard as he had, yet 
without the benefits of the elixir to sustain her. When she wasn’t 
participating in Arkhan’s rituals she was trying to glean information about 
Lamashizzar and the other members of the cabal. Despite her best efforts, 
however, there was no way to find out who had chosen to side with the king 
in the wake of Neferata’s disappearance. All that could be learned was that 
the king was incommunicado, conferring with his advisors. Arkhan knew 
he was simply waiting for news that the queen had succumbed at last. With 
luck, the king’s strategy could be used against him. He had ceded the 
initiative to Neferata, if only she could make use of it. 


This was their last chance. If this ritual failed, Arkhan was certain that the 
queen would not last until the dawn. 


Aiyah stepped forward, brush and inkpot in hand. She studied the paper 
carefully for a moment, then dipped the brush in the inkpot and went to 
work. Her brushstrokes were tentative at first, but her confidence increased 
steadily as the hours went by and the ribbons of arcane symbols wove their 
way along Arkhan’s skin. Still, it was close to dawn by the time the last 
symbols were inscribed upon the immortal’s flesh. 
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“Well done,” Arkhan said, and hoped it was true. There was no way he 
could tell for certain. “Now, quickly, take your place at the circle. There is 
very little time left.” 


The immortal went and stood in the centre of the circle. “No matter what 
happens to me, do not falter,” he told the handmaiden. “Complete the 
incantation, no matter what. Do you understand?” 


Aiyah nodded. Her eyes were now wide with fear. 
“Then let us begin,” he said gravely. “We are almost out of time.” 


As before, they chanted the incantation together. At once, the immortal felt 
his veins begin to burn as the ritual tapped into his remaining reserves of 
elixir. But rather than draw out the stolen power, this ritual was meant to 
shape it instead, transforming it into a tool designed for a very specific 
purpose. Arkhan gritted his teeth as stabbing pains shot through his torso 
and limbs. His vision began to dissolve into a reddish fog, and a hollow 
roaring filled his ears. His skin drew painfully tight, until he thought it 
would split apart, but through it all, his chant never faltered. He’d suffered 
far worse in the past. 


Time lost all meaning for the immortal. The incantation went on forever, 
and the agony only grew worse, until it was as boundless as the desert itself. 
Arkhan’s voice was little more than a ragged howl of pain, but he still spat 
out the words that kept the incantation going. His entire body was afire; a 
small part of his mind was certain that his flesh and bones were melting in 
the heat. 


An eternity passed. He did not feel the culmination of the ritual when it 
finally arrived; for him, there was only a shift in the roaring whirlwind that 
filled his ears, signifying that Aiyah had finished her chant. It took several 
long moments before she could make him understand anything else. 


“Now?” her voice echoed in his skull. It sounded small and far away. 


Arkhan tried to see beyond the red mist that filled his vision. He nodded, or 
at least he thought that he did. “The... knife...” he gasped. The words 
sounded impossibly loud. 


Aiyah let the page fall from her fingers. Her gaze fell to the small, curved 
knife at her feet. The edge, honed to a razor’s sharpness, gleamed bright in 
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the lamplight. When she tried to speak again, her voice caught in her throat. 
“Are—are you certain?” 


The immortal responded with a tortured groan that made the handmaiden 
flinch. “Do it!” he moaned. His eyes were orbs of dark red, the pupils 
completely obscured, and yet she could feel the weight of his stare. “This 
is... her only hope,’ Arkhan continued. “She is certain... to die... 
otherwise.” 


Aiyah took a deep breath. Swiftly, she bent and took up the knife. It felt 
terribly heavy in her hand. 


She crossed to the bed. But for her unnaturally white skin, the queen might 
have been sleeping, lost in a deep lotus-dream. Aiyah laid a trembling hand 
upon the queen’s forehead, grimacing at how cold she felt. 


“Asaph forgive me,” the handmaiden said faintly. Then she took the knife 
and sliced open the side of Neferata’s throat. 


Black liquid, hot and foul-smelling, poured from the wound and spread 
across the silken sheets. Neferata shuddered faintly, then went deathly still. 


“Tt’s done,” the handmaiden said, stepping back from the bed to avoid the 
rain of droplets pattering on the floor. 


“Good,” the immortal replied. He climbed unsteadily to his feet. He 
beckoned to her. “Help me. Quickly.” 


Aiyah hurried to Arkhan and took his outstretched hand. She led him, 
stumbling, to the queen’s side. 


The immortal knelt beside her, leaning in until his face was inches from 
hers. He nodded. “Not long now,” he rasped. “Hand me the blade.” 


Aiyah handed over the knife and stepped back, wringing her hands. “I never 
imagined there would be so much,” she said, staring in horror at the 
spreading pool of ichor. “I’ve killed her. She’s going to die!” 


“Tt must be done,” Arkhan insisted. “Her blood has been corrupted. Can’t 
you see? We have to remove it, or she is doomed.” 


The immortal watched in silence for another minute, watching the flood of 
ichor slowly ebb away. When it had become no more than a trickle, he took 
the knife in his left hand and pressed the point into the skin of his right 
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forearm, just behind the wrist. He cut deep, slicing open one of the major 
veins. There was no pain. All he could feel now was fear. 


The knife clanged to the floor. Left hand trembling, he cupped the back of 
Neferata’s head and raised it from the sodden pillow. “Live, oh queen,” he 
said, his voice shaking as he pressed the pulsing wound to her pale lips. 
“Drink of me, and live.” 


Arkhan felt her body tremble as the ichor touched her lips. His skin tingled 
as her lips brushed the inside of his forearm; they moved against his skin, 
almost like a kiss, and then she began to drink. 


“Yes... yes!” Arkhan breathed. The red mist began to recede. “Drink!” 


And she did. Hungrily, greedily, with gathering strength, she drew the liquid 
from the wound. Her mouth opened, teeth pressing into his flesh. Arkhan 
clenched his fist. As he watched, the cut in her neck closed up with startling 
speed. 


“It’s working!” he gasped. “Aiyah, do you see? It’s working!” 


The roaring in his ears was receding. Within seconds he could see clearly 
again, and the pain had begun to fade. Arkhan’s muscles felt loose and 
weak, and a chill settled into his bones. Neferata still drank from him, her 
eyes clamped tightly shut. 


And then, without warning, her body began to convulse. Arkhan felt the 
muscles in her neck writhe like serpents. She tore herself from his grasp, 
her mouth agape and her chin stained dark with fluids. The queen thrashed 
upon the bed, arms and legs flailing. A cloud of steam boiled up from her 
throat, followed by a long, terrible howl. 


Arkhan watched in horror as the queen’s body began to change. Her flesh 
shrivelled, stretching the skin across her bones, and her lustrous, black hair 
grew faded and brittle. Neferata’s eyes sank into their sockets, and her 
cheeks turned gaunt, transforming her face into a ghoulish, bestial mask. 


Shrieking in agony, Neferata reached for him with one flailing hand. It 
clawed at the sheets, just inches away, but Arkhan could not bring himself 
to touch her. 


Neferata’s screams turned to a choking rattle. She collapsed back upon the 
bed. Her head turned towards Arkhan, and the immortal saw that her eyes 
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were wide and staring. They were still vivid green, but the pupils were 
slitted, like those of a cat. 


She stared at him for barely a moment, her expression filled with pain, and 
then all the air went out of her lungs and her body went limp. Arkhan heard 
Aiyah let out a long, heart-wrenching moan. 


Neferata, Daughter of the Moon and Queen of Lahmia, was dead. 
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TWELVE 
Apotheosis 


Cripple Peak, in the 76th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1598 Imperial Reckoning) 


The slaughter of the barbarian priests had been more than just an act of 
vengeance on Nagash’s part; it had served a pragmatic purpose as well. The 
mountain would become the seat of his power, just as the Black Pyramid 
had been in Khemri. From here he would raise the armies that would cast 
down the kings of Nehekhara. He envisioned sprawling mines, foundries, 
armouries and great laboratories from which he would continue to master 
the arts of necromancy. The construction alone would last centuries, and 
occupy his undead army both day and night. Eliminating the priests was 
necessary to keep them from interfering in his designs, and to swell the 
ranks of his workforce. 


Construction began the night after the battle at the fortress temple. The 
undead rose from their beds across the barrow plain and converged on the 
south face of the mountain. Guided by Nagash’s will, they began 
constructing the first stage of fortifications around what would be the first 
of many mine complexes. Within the first month the southern barrows had 
been dismantled, and the foundation stones hauled up to the mountain to 
help form the first buildings. Earth and stone excavated from the mountain 
were used as well, but Nagash knew he would need much more before he 
could say the great work was well and truly begun. The fortress would take 
many centuries before it was complete, and much of it would be 
underground, sheltered from the burning light of the sun. 


At the same time, Nagash kept a close watch on the temple fortress. He 
knew that he hadn’t managed to kill every member of the order. At any 
given time close to a hundred junior priests and acolytes were travelling 
between the barbarian villages, tending to each of the totem statues and 
performing the ceremonial duties of the order. Sure enough, almost two 
months later, a few score of the holy men returned to the fortress and began 
making it fit for habitation again. That night, he sent a large force to slay 
them and add their numbers to his own. Nagash especially savoured the 
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irony of using the undead members of the order to slay their younger 
brethren and deliver them into his hands. After that, no one else attempted 
to take residence in the great fortress. 


Nagash suspected that the superstitious barbarians thought it to be haunted 
and, in a very real sense, they were right. 


Surprisingly, the burials on the barrow plain continued. The families of the 
deceased would cross the Sour Sea in boats, making landfall just after 
sunset and bearing their dead kin to a spot on the northern end of the plain. 
They would bring tools with them, and under the moonlight they would dig 
a deep hole in the ground and lay the body inside. Then, to Nagash’s 
amusement, they would turn their attention to the mountain and utter some 
kind of absurd prayer before filling up the hole again. Once the family had 
gone, Nagash would summon up the corpse and find a place for it on one of 
his work parties. 


A year passed. Work on the mountain continued, and then the rainy season 
returned. Not long after, burials on the plain increased sharply. Scores of 
bodies were brought across the sea and laid to rest, usually in large groups. 
Nagash noted that the corpses were men of fighting age, and all of them had 
been slain by sword, spear or arrow. The barbarian tribes were at war again, 
though against whom Nagash did not know. One night, Nagash saw an 
orange glow on the horizon to the north-west, and realised that one of the 
larger hilltop villages was on fire. 


Another wave of burials occurred, twice as large as the ones before. The 
war continued unabated, Nagash reckoned—and the barbarians were losing 
badly. Their loss was his gain, he reasoned. And then something unexpected 
happened. 


One night, in the midst of another spate of burials, a small group of men 
made their way across the barrow plain in the direction of the mountain. 
They were dragging a large sledge behind them, bearing a large, cylindrical 
object wrapped in ragged sheets of muslin. 


The men hauled the sledge over the muddy ground, until they reached the 
eastern edge of the plain. There, virtually in the shadow of the mountain, 
they took up tools from the sledge and went to work digging a deep hole. 
When one of the men judged the hole deep enough, he gestured for his 
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companions to proceed, then he knelt before the hole and bowed his head, 
spreading his arms as though in supplication, or in prayer. 


The rest of the men returned to the sledge and pulled away the muslin 
sheets. Then they took their places to either side of the cylinder and lifted it 
from its cradle. Struggling under the weight of the object, they inched 
towards the hole. Finally, after long minutes of effort, they let the end of the 
cylinder drop into the cavity and pushed the object upright. The kneeling 
man rose to his feet, his hands turning upwards in a gesture of triumph, as 
the men shovelled loose earth into the hole and stabilised the object. Once 
they were satisfied that the object was secure, the men gathered their tools 
and began the long trek back to the shore. 


Nagash had observed this through the eyes of several of his servants, who 
stood watch over the plain to mark the arrivals of the burial parties. The 
object left at the foot of the mountain intrigued him. When the men had 
disappeared to the west, he sent one of the undead sentinels to inspect it. 


What the sentinel found was a totem-statue, similar to those found in the 
barbarian villages. But where the other statues were four-sided and depicted 
two pairs of men and women, this statue was carved to represent one figure 
only. 


The workmanship was crude. Nagash, looking through his servants’ eyes, 
stared at the statue for some time, until he saw the suggestion of a cloak 
about the figure’s shoulders and realised that the skeletal monster carved 
into the wood was meant to be him! 


Nagash didn’t know what to make of the statue. Was it some pathetic 
attempt at an abjuration, meant to forbid him from trespassing upon the 
plain, or was it simply a crude attempt at defiance on the part of the 
barbarians? At length, he decided to wait and see if the men visited the 
Statue again. 


And visit they did, just a few nights later, when the next wave of burials 
landed upon the shore. Nagash watched the men approach the statue, and 
this time he noted that the men were young and clad in robes—and, most 
importantly, bore none of the physical deformities that marked the rest of 
the villagers. They were members of the old order that Nagash had thought 
extinct! 
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To his amazement, the men surrounded the statue and laid plates heaped 
with offerings at its feet. They knelt in supplication and offered up prayers, 
then anointed the statue with oils. The whole ritual took almost an hour, and 
then the men hurriedly withdrew. 


Nagash continued to study the statue throughout the night, trying to puzzle 
out the meaning of the ritual offerings and prayers. Were they actually 
offering up adulation and worship, or were the offerings more of a bribe to 
keep him from interfering in their business? The fact that the ritual 
coincided with another round of mass burials wasn’t lost on him, but the 
timing didn’t argue one way or the other. 


He continued to watch and wait, though now he made sure that a small 
group of warriors were always kept close by the statue each night. The men 
returned each night that a burial took place, laying out more offerings and 
taking care of the great statue. On the fifth visitation, Nagash’s patience was 
rewarded. 


As the men gathered about the statue and laid out their offerings, another 
group of men and women approached from the north, where the latest round 
of burials were taking place. They accosted the supplicants, brandishing 
cudgels and shouting threats. The leader of the supplicants—a young man 
whose mannerisms seemed strangely familiar to Nagash—seemed to try 
reasoning with the second group, but his arguments fell on deaf ears. There 
were more shouted threats, and finally the supplicants chose to depart. The 
second group pursued them for a while, waving their clubs in the air, then, 
satisfied, they returned to the sombre ceremonies to the north. 


The confrontation suggested a great many things to Nagash. The 
supplicants considered Nagash a god, and sought to worship him, but their 
newfound devotion wasn’t popular with the rest of their kind. What was it 
they hoped to accomplish? Had the confrontation convinced them to 
abandon their heresy? The questions only served to pique his interest 
further. 


Another week passed before the next spate of burials occurred. Again, the 
supplicants journeyed across the plain to kneel before the statue. This time, 
Nagash was ready for them. 
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The supplicants had no sooner begun their rite when a much larger group of 
villagers came charging out of the darkness, brandishing cudgels and knives 
and shouting threats at the kneeling men. The young leader of the 
supplicants rose to his feet and approached the villagers, but it was clear to 
Nagash that the mob wouldn’t be interested in talking this time. They were 
out for blood. 


Nagash issued a series of commands to the warriors that lay in wait just a 
short distance from the totem statue. They rose silently from their places of 
concealment and crept towards the unsuspecting barbarians. 


The leader of the supplicants started to speak, but a burly villager stepped 
from the crowd and lashed out with his cudgel, striking the young man in 
the head and knocking him to the ground. The attack galvanised the rest of 
the mob; they rushed forward, shouting furiously, and fell upon the other 
worshippers. The holy men fell to the ground, covering their heads with 
their arms to ward off the avalanche of blows. 


No one saw the undead warriors until it was too late. Half a dozen skeletons 
appeared out of the darkness, stabbing at the villagers with spears or 
slashing with tarnished bronze blades. Shouts of anger turned to screams of 
fear and pain as the mob was cut apart by the remorseless skeletons. The 
survivors reeled away from the attackers and fled into the darkness, 
abandoning their wounded compatriots to their fate. 


The leader of the mob lingered a moment too long, pausing to deliver a 
final, vicious kick to the leader of the supplicants before trying to make 
good his escape. As he tured and prepared to run, he found himself face- 
to-face with a leering skeleton; the flat of the undead warrior’s blade 
crashed into the side of his head, knocking him senseless. 


The fight was over in seconds. Nagash’s warriors surveyed the scene of 
carnage for a moment, and then a pair of the skeletons seized the leader of 
the mob by the shoulders and dragged him away. Two more of the warriors 
went to the leader of the supplicants, who was trying to force his battered 
body to stand upright. They seized him by the arms and dragged him away 
as well. 


The remaining two skeletons hefted their weapons and slew the wounded 
villagers one by one. As the supplicants watched in horrified wonder, their 
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oppressors died screaming—then, with the last of their lifeblood still 
flowing from their wounds, the corpses rose to their feet and followed their 
killers into the night. 


A single tower reared up from the ugly sprawl of buildings, mine works and 
fortifications that now girdled the mountain’s southern flank. Five storeys 
tall, square and built from stone, it would have been thought crude and 
artless in the civilized cities of Nehekhara, but it dominated the surrounding 
countryside and provided good fields of view over the southern barrow 
fields and the mountains to the south-east. It was no palace, but it allowed 
Nagash to oversee the labours on the mountainside and continue his 
necromantic studies in solitude until such time as a proper sanctum could be 
built. 


The top storey of the tower was a single, window-less chamber, lit only by 
the pulsing green glow of a huge chunk of burning stone that rested on a 
crude metal tripod at the left of Nagash’s new throne. The high-backed 
chair had been wrought of wood and bronze, shaped to resemble the Throne 
of Settra that had once rested in Khemri. The necromancer sat back in the 
tall chair, his hands steepled thoughtfully, as his warriors dragged the two 
barbarians into his presence. 


The former leader of the village mob struggled in the skeletons’ grip, 
spitting curses and roaring oaths in his bestial tongue. Blood flowed freely 
from a cut at his temple, but otherwise he appeared none the worse for his 
experience. The young supplicant, on the other hand, had been beaten 
within an inch of his life. He hung almost limply from the bony arms of the 
watriors. It took all of his strength to hold his head upright and look about 
in dull wonder at the shadowy interior of the tower. 


With a mental command Nagash directed his warriors to drag the mob 
leader into the centre of a ritual circle he’d prepared some time before. 
They forced the man to his knees. When he tried to rise, one of the 
skeletons dashed him to the floor with another blow to the head. 


The supplicant was deposited on the floor a short distance from the circle, 
at the very edge of the light shed by the chunk of burning stone. His wide- 
eyed stare fell upon Nagash, and immediately the young man bent forward, 
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prostrating himself before the throne. The gesture triggered a memory: this 
was the young acolyte he’d seen outside the barrow during the ambush. 
Nagash smiled thinly. His instincts had been correct. This one could prove 
useful. 


Nagash rose slowly from the throne. He was clad in robes that had been 
looted from the temple fortress, which concealed much of the changes that 
time and the abn-i-khat had wrought upon his body. It was only his hands 
and his face that hinted at the horrors concealed beneath the rough-spun 
cloth. His flesh, once paper-thin, had begun to liquefy under the heat 
emanating from his bones, giving it a sickly, gelid appearance. Muscles and 
tendons glistened in the open air where the flesh and skin had been worn 
away, and only the barest shreds of flesh remained at cheek and brow to 
lend the hint of life to Nagash’s skeletal face. 


He approached the leader of the villagers, whose eyes widened in pure 
terror. The barbarian screamed curses at the necromancer, his voice rising in 
pitch as his sanity neared breaking point. When Nagash entered the ritual 
circle, the barbarian surged to his feet, but before he could take a single 
step, the necromancer seized him by the throat. 


Wide-eyed, gasping, the barbarian began to thrash and kick. Nagash spoke a 
single word, and the villager’s muscles contracted savagely, putting so 
much stress on his limbs that the long bones of his arms and legs broke like 
dry twigs. His curses became shrieks of agony, growing ever more shrill 
and frenzied as the necromancer reached up with his left hand and began 
methodically pulling away handfuls of the barbarian’s black hair. When the 
man’s scalp was bald and bleeding, Nagash pulled a knife from his belt and 
began carving runes into the barbarian’s skin. 


The preparations took almost half an hour. When it was complete, Nagash 
dropped the villager in a heap at the centre of the circle and then withdrew. 
Once outside the circle, the necromancer raised his arms and began to 
chant. At once, the sigils etched into the circle flared into life, and the spell 
began to unravel the barbarian’s mind and soul. 


It was a variation on the ritual of reaping that he’d perfected in Khemri, and 
then reconstructed from memory in the years he’d spent wandering the 
wasteland. The difference between this version and the original was the way 
it separated the constituent elements of a victim’s spirit. As he tore the 
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villager’s soul from his body, Nagash picked the elements he wished and 
discarded the rest, like a lord picking at a resplendent feast. 


The barbarian’s memories meant nothing to him; he cast those aside with a 
contemptuous flick of his wrist. Nagash learned that the man was an 
apprentice woodworker by tasting the flavour of his skill with chisel and 
saw. Those, too, he cast aside. 


There! Nagash tasted the rough flavour of language in the stew of the man’s 
thoughts. He drew that out and consumed it. Crude, guttural words came 
and went in his mind, etched one by one into his memory. 


Finally, the necromancer consumed the barbarian’s life essence. He tasted 
its potency and compared it to the power of the burning stone. Nagash’s lip 
curled in distaste. 


“Disappointing,” he sneered, as the shrivelled corpse collapsed onto the 
floor. With a wave of his hand, he sent a flow of power back into the sack of 
bones and sent it shambling off to the mines. 


Nagash turned to the supplicant, who had watched the entire ritual in 
terrified silence. The necromancer searched his memory for the right words. 


“Who are you?” 


The supplicant pressed his forehead to the floor. “Ha... Hathurk, mighty 
one,” he stammered. 


“Hathurk,” Nagash echoed. “Who are you to worship me? You served the 
temple once.” 


The necromancer expected the former acolyte to equivocate, but instead, 
Hathurk nodded matter-of-factly. “I served the Keepers of the Mountain,” 
he admitted readily. “In time, I would have become a Keeper myself. But 
their time is finished. The words of the Ancients have been fulfilled.” 


“How so?” 


Hathurk dared to glance up from the floor. “The Ancients told us that one 
day the mountain would wake,” he explained. “The god would come forth. 
And now you are here.” 


Interesting, Nagash thought. “Where are the words of the Ancients...” he 
paused, realising that the barbarians had no words for the act of writing. 
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“How were the words of the Ancients preserved?” 


“They were passed down, generation to generation, from Keeper to 
acolyte.” 


Nagash nodded thoughtfully. “And do the village hetmen know these 
tales?” 


Hathurk shook his head. “They were not worthy, mighty one. They are 
ignorant, superstitious folk.” 


“Indeed,” Nagash said. 


Sarcasm was lost on the likes of Hathurk. The supplicant nodded quickly. 
“They know of you, though,” he continued. “We have travelled between the 
villages, spreading the word of your coming. We told the hetmen that it was 
you who came for the Keepers, because the High Keeper refused to accept 
that the words of the Ancients had been fulfilled.” 


“Do they believe?” Nagash asked. 


The supplicant shook his head. “Not yet, mighty one. They are stubborn and 
set in their ways. But,” he added quickly, “the war season has begun, and 
the tribes of the Forsaken have come down from the northlands with fire 
and sword. Without the Keepers to aid them, the village warbands have 
suffered many defeats. Already, two villages have been destroyed, their 
women and children slaughtered in their homes. The other hetmen are 
talking openly of an alliance against the Forsaken, but even that will not be 
enough. They will need the power of the mountain if they are to prevail.” 


Nagash considered this. More vassals were needed to labour in the mines 
and seek out sources of stone and timber for constructing the fortress. 
Empires grew on a steady diet of conquest. 


The Undying King crossed the sanctum and settled once more upon his 
throne. His eyes guttered thoughtfully. 


“Tell me more,” he said. 
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THIRTEEN 
Blood for Blood 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1598 Imperial Reckoning) 


“The queen! The queen!” Aiyah wailed in horror. “Blessed gods, what have 
we done?” 


Arkhan reeled backwards, away from the bed and Neferata’s withered 
corpse. The sight of her left him speechless. He shook his head, stunned at 
the enormity of what had happened. 


“T don’t understand,” he finally managed to say. “There were no mistakes. 
The ritual should have worked. It should have worked!” 


The immortal rubbed his face with a bloodstained hand. Belatedly, he 
realised that his arm was still bleeding. With an effort, he focussed his will 
and sealed the wound shut. He felt weak and stiff. His limbs were cold. 
He’d given her almost every ounce of vigour he possessed. All for nothing, 
he thought bitterly. She looks no better than Neferem now. 


Arkhan forced himself to close his eyes. He took a deep breath and forced 
the image of the dead queen from his mind. Almost at once, his sense of 
regret dissipated, like the heat of the desert at sunset, leaving his mind 
sharper and clearer than it had been in years. Neferata was gone, and the 
glamour she’d cast on him had faded along with her. Arkhan was both 
surprised and ashamed at how keenly he felt the loss. Bitterness and hatred 
welled up to fill the void it had left behind. 


He was himself again. And the way ahead was clear. 


The immortal rose slowly to his feet and went to collect his robes. Aiyah 
was Curled into a ball at the foot of the queen’s bed, sobbing despondently. 


“That’s enough,” he said as he dressed. “She’s gone. All the wailing in the 
world won’t bring her back.” 


By the time he had tied on his sword belt, the handmaiden had mastered 
herself. She sat up, rubbing at the tracks of kohl that stained her damp 
cheeks. “What would you have me do?” she asked. 
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Arkhan grabbed a carry-bag from the floor beside Neferata’s writing desk 
and began stuffing Nagash’s books inside. “That’s your concern now,” he 
said. “If I were you, I’d gather up some changes of clothing and as many of 
the queen’s trinkets as I could carry, and then steal a fast horse from the 
royal stable. Any number of merchant caravans would be happy to let you 
ride along with them, for the proper fee. I wouldn’t advise riding the trade 
road alone.” 


The handmaiden stared bemusedly at him. “Leave the city?” she said dully. 
“Where would I go?” 


“Anywhere but here, you little fool,” he snarled, slinging the bulging bag 
over his shoulder. “Unless you’re keen to drink from a poisoned cup and 
follow your queen into darkness.” 


Aiyah watched him as he headed for the chamber door, her expression full 
of dread. “Where are you going?” she asked. 


“To see the king,” Arkhan growled. “There’s something I’ve been wanting 
to give him for a very long time.” 


The halls of the palace were quiet in the small hours before dawn. Arkhan 
slipped from one shadow to the next, his pale face hidden by a desert scarf 
and his hands concealed by dark leather gloves. He disliked the notion of 
creeping through the palace like a rat, but he suspected that if Lamashizzar 
knew he was coming, the feckless king would go into hiding, and the 
immortal did not have time to waste hunting for him across the sprawling 
royal compound. He meant to settle accounts with the king and be well 
away from the city before daybreak. There were secluded spots on the 
Golden Plain where he could lie up until nightfall and contemplate his next 
move. 


Arkhan didn’t plan on going far. He’d already come to that conclusion. 
With the queen dead and the king soon to follow, there would be chaos and 
confusion among the noble houses as the most prominent lords vied to rule 
the city as crown regent until Lamashizzar’s young son reached adulthood. 
The process could last for weeks, even months—more than enough time for 
him to knit the plains outlaws together into something resembling an army. 
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With a little luck, the city nobles would still be scheming against one 
another on the night his cutthroats came scrambling over the city walls. 


The streets of Lahmia would run with rivers of blood. Her villas would go 
up in flame, as would the ships filling her harbour. The sack of the city 
would take days, and when he was done, not one stone would be left 
standing atop another. Then Arkhan would lead his howling mob eastward, 
and woe betide anyone or anything caught in their path. The petty cares of 
mortal men filled him with contempt; he wanted nothing more than to 
scourge mankind for its callowness and stupidity, to bury all of Nehekhara 
under a pall of suffering and despair. By the time he was done, the survivors 
would look back on the reign of Nagash with envy. 


The immortal moved as swiftly as he dared, encountering few servants and 
even fewer palace guards as the crossed the royal compound towards the 
king’s quarters. The royal apartments were a collection of luxurious 
chambers for the ruler, his children and his favoured concubines, connected 
by a sprawling network of common rooms, libraries, small shrines and 
meditative gardens. It occupied the entire north-west corner of the palace 
compound, with views looking out across the city proper and the wide, blue 
sea. What little he knew of it came from Neferata, and she’d only lived 
there during her early childhood. He had no idea where the king’s 
bedchamber lay, but he’d spent enough time in the royal palace at Khemri 
to know how such places operated. When in doubt, follow the servants, he 
thought. 


Once past the great central palace garden and the royal audience chamber, 
Arkhan passed through the palace’s smaller privy chambers, where the king 
met with his councillors to conduct the day-to-day business of the city. 
From there he came upon a series of increasingly well-appointed 
passageways. He began to encounter more and more sleepy-eyed servants, 
hurrying about on one errand or another in anticipation of the coming day. 
Before long, Arkhan came to a tall, wide doorway, flanked by basalt statues 
of Asaph and Ptra. Hieroglyphs carved into the stone lintel proclaimed, 
Here dwell the most favoured of the gods, the mortal seed of Asaph the 
Beautiful and great Ptra in His Glory. With a wolfish smile, the immortal 
drew his iron sword and crept across the threshold. 


2558 XRN 


Beyond the great doorway was a small, silent antechamber, with 
passageways leading off in three directions. Arkhan continued through the 
doorway on the opposite side of the room, and soon found himself in a 
small, shadow-filled garden. Narrow paths wound among the ornamental 
trees and clusters of ferns. Somewhere a fountain chuckled to itself, and 
captive songbirds chirped sleepily in the branches. Was this the central 
garden for the royal apartments, or just one of several? Arkhan’s confidence 
began to ebb. He couldn’t afford the time to search every path and 
passageway until he found the king. The first hints of false dawn were 
already paling the sky overhead. 


Suddenly, he caught the sound of soft voices approaching him from behind. 
Arkhan slipped off the path as quietly as he could and hid behind the bole 
of a palm tree. Moments later, a pair of bare-chested slaves walked past, 
murmuring to each other in quiet tones. One carried a polished bronze bowl 
filled with steaming water, while another bore clean cotton cloths and a 
small, bronze shaving knife. 


The immortal was surprised. He had no idea that Lamashizzar had become 
such an early riser. Arkhan waited until the men had disappeared from sight 
before easing himself back onto the path and following along in their wake. 


It took several minutes to reach the far side of the garden. The paths wound 
a meandering course through the lush foliage, creating the illusion that the 
garden was much larger and more secluded than it actually was, and 
effectively concealed the routes into and out of the open-air space. It had 
been so cunningly designed that Arkhan hadn’t realised he’d reached the 
opposite edge until he rounded another sharp tum in the path and came 
upon another tall, imposing doorway, flanked by a pair of royal guards. 


Arkhan froze, his sword held low at his side. The two men were clad in 
lacquered iron armour and polished skullcaps, and were armed with heavy, 
straight swords like the one he carried. Neither man saw him at first; his 
dark clothing blended well with the shadows, and it was clear that their 
senses were dulled from a long, quiet watch. 


They were less than fifteen paces away. Arkhan gauged the distance 
carefully, and drew upon what little remained of the queen’s elixir. Strength 
swelled in his limbs, and he dashed forward, almost too quickly for the eye 
to follow. His blade whickered through the air. The first man barely had 
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time to register the movement before his head toppled from his shoulders. 
Blood sprayed across the second man; Arkhan saw his eyes widen in shock, 
stunned by the speed and ferocity of the attack. The hesitation was fatal. 


Arkhan paused just long enough to drag the two bodies beneath a nearby 
stand of drooping ferns, then crept carefully through the doorway into the 
king’s personal apartments. Beyond was another dark antechamber, thick 
with a fog of cloying incense. He glimpsed low divans and wooden tables 
arranged together in tight clusters around the room. Empty wine jars and 
bronze trays littered with scraps of food covered most of the tables. 


On the opposite side of the antechamber was another open doorway, filled 
with the shifting orange glow of lit braziers. Arkhan paused at the threshold 
and glimpsed what appeared to be another long rectangular chamber. There 
was a Set of tall blue-painted doors on the far side of the room, and the 
doorway was carved with intricate hieroglyphs of protection, wealth and 
good fortune. The king’s bedchamber had to lie on the other side of those 
doors, he reckoned. Arkhan steeled himself, acutely aware of how little 
vigour remained to him. He would have to make this quick. The thought 
galled him, but better swift vengeance than none at all. Tightening his grip 
on his bloodstained sword, he raced for the doors. 


The guards rushed him the moment he stepped across the threshold. 


There were six of them, waiting with swords drawn, three to either side of 
the doorway. Doubtless one of them had heard something as he’d 
despatched the guards at the edge of the garden, and they’d lain in wait for 
him. Now they leapt at him with triumphant shouts, moving quickly to cut 
him off from the king’s bedchamber. 


Arkhan had little time to curse his own carelessness, and no choice but to 
draw upon the elixir once more. The guardsmen were swift and skilled, but 
lacked experience; in their haste they got in one another’s way, fouling the 
sweep of their own swords. The immortal gave them a bestial snarl and 
struck first, ducking low and spinning on his heel to strike at the man just 
behind and to his right. The heavy iron blade slashed across the guard’s 
thigh, through the narrow gap between the edge of his armoured skirt and 
the top of his iron greaves. The sword sliced through flesh and muscle and 
left him thrashing on the floor in a spreading pool of blood. 
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The guardsman to Arkhan’s immediate left chopped downwards with his 
sword. He parried the blow swiftly and drove the man back with a feint to 
his throat. The warriors shouted curses at him and at one another. A blade 
scored across his back, and another jabbed into his side, just above his hip. 
Arkhan scarcely felt the blows. He whirled left and slashed upwards, 
catching another guardsman’s sword wrist and severing his hand. The man 
reeled backwards with a scream and slipped in the dark blood pouring from 
the other guard’s leg. 


Two down, but now the other guards had more room to manoeuvre. Arkhan 
sidestepped a fearsome downward slash, and then had to whirl out of the 
way of a thrust angling in from his far left. Then a powerful blow on his 
back cut deep into his shoulder blade and nearly sent him sprawling. This 
time he felt the sharp pain of broken bone, but he sealed the wound with a 
thought and kept fighting, lunging upwards and catching a guard in the 
throat with the point of his sword. 


The remaining guards circled around him, harrying him with a flurry of 
strikes that were meant to test his defences and keep him off-balance. He 
kept moving, turning in place and batting the attacks aside, waiting for his 
moment. A warrior lunged at him from the right, thrusting at his sword arm. 
He turned on his heel, sweeping the point aside with his own blade and 
causing the man to stumble slightly forwards. The guard saw his peril and 
moved swiftly to regain his balance, but it was already too late. Arkhan’s 
blade flashed, and the guard’s head bounced across the floor. 


The two surviving guards struck at once, hitting him from behind. One 
sword bit deeply into his right hip, its edge grating against bone, while the 
other stabbed into his back, just below his left shoulder blade. Arkhan 
staggered, tasting blood in his mouth. He turned, almost tearing the sword 
from the grip of the man who’d stabbed him, and slashed his blade across 
the man’s face. The guard fell with a scream, clutching at his ruined eyes. 
His sword was still trapped in Arkhan’s back, lodged between his ribs. 


With a savage jerk, the last guard tore his blade free from Arkhan’s hip. 
Seeing his foe gravely wounded, the guard rained a storm of ringing blows 
down upon the immortal’s guard. Sparks flew as the iron blades clashed, 
and the immortal’s counter-blows began to slacken. The guard cut him three 
times in swift succession, once above the right elbow, once in the left thigh, 
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and once across the chest. Sensing triumph, the warrior redoubled his 
attacks, aiming a lightning-fast blow at Arkhan’s neck that the immortal 
barely turned aside. The block left his torso unprotected, and the guard leapt 
forward with a shout, thrusting his sword straight at Arkhan’s heart. 


But the blow never struck home. Arkhan had given him the opening to draw 
him in, then spun on his heel and let the guard’s sword go past him. His 
own blade smashed into the side of the man’s head, shattering his iron 
skullcap and driving shards of bone into his brain. The warrior was dead 
before his body hit the floor. 


Arkhan staggered, nearly toppling as well. The battle had lasted only a few 
seconds, but no doubt it had woken everyone in earshot. The alarm would 
be spreading through the palace even now. He groped at his back, fumbling 
for the sword that jutted from his ribs. It took several more agonising 
seconds to pull it free, and then a moment more to focus his will and use 
just enough power to seal the wound. He had very little remaining now. If 
he used much more he might not have enough strength left to escape. 


It would be enough, he thought, gritting his ruined teeth. It would have to be 
enough. 


Arkhan lurched forward, gathering speed, and shoved open the doors to the 
king’s bedchamber. 


The room was large, much more so than the queen’s, and dominated by a 
wide bed piled with silken pillows. Two braziers along the walls to the left 
and right had been recently stoked to life, revealing rich, painted carvings 
etched into the sandstone that depicted the great journey of the Nehekharan 
people from the southern jungles millennia ago. Tall, basalt statues of Ptra 
and Asaph stood watch over the royal bed, their stone faces 
uncharacteristically smiling and beneficent. More padded divans and low 
tables were clustered around the edges of the room, along with a little-used 
writing table near the tall windows on the room’s opposite side. Gauzy 
window hangings shifted lazily in the breeze blowing in from the sea. 


The two body servants cowered at the foot of the bed, their eyes wide with 
terror. The upended bowl and the bronze knife gleamed at their feet. Arkhan 
ignored them, searching the room for the king. Just then, the wind shifted, 
drawing back the window hangings, and he caught sight of a silhouette 
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between two of the windows. The figure moved suddenly, raising his right 
arm. 


Arkhan was faster. His left hand shot up, fingers outstretched, and he spoke 
a single word. The last vestiges of his power flowed through his fingertips, 
and the silhouette stiffened. 


A slow, cruel smile crossed the immortal’s face. “Did you imagine I’d 
forgotten?” he told the king. “Oh, no. That little trick won’t work a second 
time.” 


He forced his stiff limbs to move, making his way haltingly across the 
chamber. When he passed the great bed, the two servants bolted from the 
room. He could hear their hysterical shouts receding in the direction of the 
garden. As he drew nearer to the windows he could see the king clearly 
now. Lamashizzar was clad in a silken sleeping robe, stained here and there 
with splashes of wine. The strain of the last week had taken a toll upon him: 
his face was gaunt and sallow, and his eyes were sunken deeply in their 
sockets. Arkhan saw that the king’s lips were stained from the steady use of 
lotus root. How long had Lamashizzar kept himself here, surrounded by 
guards, waiting for word that Neferata had died? 


The short dragon-stave was gripped in the king’s outstretched hand. A faint 
wisp of smoke rose from the wick held in his left hand. The little red coal 
had burned very close to his fingers, but the king could not let it go. He 
stared at Arkhan, his expression transfixed, as a bird watches the dreadful 
approach of the cobra. 


Arkhan stared deep into the king’s eyes, savouring the terror he saw there. 
“As you can see, I’ve learned a few tricks of my own,” he said. “It took 
some time to perfect the technique, but I knew I’d need it when this day 
finally came. Thanks to you, I had plenty of time to practice.” 


Never taking his eyes from the king, Arkhan set his sword carefully upon 
the floor. He straightened, his ghastly smile widening. “There’s something 
I’ve been wanting to share with you for a very long time,” he said. “You 
know, it was very clever of you, shooting me in the heart with that damned 
stave of yours. When the bullet pierced, I honestly thought you’d killed me. 
Everything went black, but then I realised that I could still hear and feel 
everything around me. How I screamed then. How I raged. After a while, I 
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even begged. I called upon gods I’d forsaken centuries ago, praying for the 
mercy of death. Naturally, it never came. It was the worst torture I’d ever 
felt, and if you knew anything about my past, you’d know just exactly how 
profound that statement is.” 


Arkhan reached up and carefully took hold of the dragon-stave. One by one, 
he plucked the king’s stiff fingers from the haft of the weapon. “Do you 
know what sustained me in that darkness? The only thing that allowed me 
to keep what little sanity I had left was the slim hope that one day, I’d visit 
the same awful fate upon you.” 


He took the weapon carefully from the king’s hand. “It was worth it, 
teaching you the secrets of the Undying King’s elixir. Without it, my 
vengeance would not have been possible. Now, when the bullet strikes your 
heart, you’ll know the same smothering darkness, the same helplessness. 
The same despair.” 


The immortal pressed the gaping muzzle of the dragon to Lamashizzar’s 
chest. A faint tremor shook the king’s body. His eyes widened a tiny, 
terrified fraction. It would have taken a prodigious, desperate exertion of 
will to manage even so small a movement. 


Arkhan plucked the wick from the king’s left hand, and blew softly upon 
the end. The tiny coal blazed to life. 


“When your servants find you, they’ll think you’ve been slain, of course,” 
the immortal continued. “Doubtless, they’I| summon the mortuary priests, 
who will bear your body to the House of Everlasting Life and prepare you 
for the ages to come. If you’re lucky, you’ll die when they remove your 
heart and seal it in a canopic jar. If not... you’ll have a very long time to 
regret you ever dreamt of crossing me.” 


Arkhan touched the wick to the stave’s touch-hole. “The queen is dead,” he 
said to Lamashizzar, “but at least she’s free. I hope you rot in darkness until 
the end of time.” 


The weapon discharged with a flash and a muffled thump. The impact 
knocked the king from his feet. 


He hit the wall and slid to the floor, his body going limp. Arkhan knelt, 
staring into the king’s wide eyes, and then reached up with his fingertips to 
slowly push them shut. 
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Arkhan studied his handiwork a moment more, then rose and tossed the 
smoking weapon aside. The sky beyond the windows was paling. He was 
nearly out of time. 


Snatching up his sword, he made his way across the bedchamber. His mind 
was already racing ahead, planning his route to the royal stables, when he 
heard a loud commotion in the chamber beyond. 


Arkhan reached the doorway and saw a score of royal guardsmen dashing 
into the chamber from the direction of the garden, led by the king’s 
champion. Abhorash’s face was pale with fury. Two long iron swords 
gleamed in his scarred hands. 


There would be no escape. Arkhan knew that at once. He was spent, and 
Abhorash was too skilled an opponent to be taken in by his tricks. For a 
moment, the immortal thought wistfully of the warhorse waiting in the 
stables, and the feel of the desert wind on his face. 


He had his revenge upon the king. That would have to be enough. Raising 
his sword, Arkhan went to meet his fate. 


The scope of the tragedy was immense, the carnage terrible to behold. The 
royal apartments looked like a battlefield, heaped with the mangled remains 
of Lamashizzar’s valiant guard. Though Abhorash, the king’s champion, 
had slain the assassin in the end, it was a bitter victory for the people of 
Lahmia. Lamashizzar, the great king, was dead. 


It was a crushing blow for the royal household to bear. Functionaries and 
servants alike were overwhelmed by the news, not realising that it was only 
a fraction of the greater catastrophe. Only Ubaid, the grand vizier, and the 
few remaining servants of the Women’s Palace knew that Neferata was 
dead as well. 


For a handful of hours, just after dawn, Ubaid held the fate of the city—and 
by extension, all of Nehekhara—in his hands. His first act was to order the 
king’s champion to seal off the palace, allowing none to enter or leave upon 
pain of death. One of the queen’s handmaidens was already missing, 
probably having fled in the small hours of the morning, but the rest of the 
household was kept from spreading the word to the city at large. Orders 
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were given not to inform the king’s children of his death, at least not yet. 
That bought the palace precious hours to organise a proper response. 


After careful consideration, the king’s privy council was summoned. Lords 
Ankhat and Ushoran answered the call at once, as well as the old scholar 
W’soran. Lord Zuhras, the king’s young cousin, could not be found for 
hours, having gone drinking with his friends in the Red Silk District the 
night before. It was mid-morning by the time his servants brought him, pale 
and trembling, to the palace gates. 


While the council met in secret to discuss the shocking turn of events, the 
priests of the mortuary cult were quietly summoned to begin their 
ministrations to the dead. Rituals began at once for the great king, preparing 
his body for transfer to the House of Everlasting Life. The protocols for the 
queen were different. By tradition, her body was to be washed and clothed 
by her handmaidens, and at dusk they would bear her upon their shoulders 
to the Hall of Regretful Sorrows. There she would be given into the keeping 
of the priests, who would tend her while her body lay in state for the 
proscribed three days and three nights. Only then, after the citizens had 
been given time to pay their last respects, would Neferata join her husband 
in the House of Everlasting Life. 


Shortly before the appointed hour, just as the sun was setting far out to sea, 
Ubaid, the grand vizier, appeared at the door to the queen’s bedchamber. 


The last of the queen’s handmaidens—half a dozen women ranging in age 
from youthful to elderly—were crouched on their knees around the 
perimeter of the queen’s bed. The traditional preparation of the body had 
lasted for almost the entire day, and most of the handmaidens were slumped 
and silent with exhaustion. The rest rocked slowly on their heels, keening 
softly in mourning. 


Ubaid stood in the doorway and carefully surveyed the room. He’d been 
told what the handmaidens had found when they’d entered the room that 
morning, but all traces of Arkhan’s desperate rituals had been scrupulously 
removed. The ritual circle had been scrubbed away, along with the pools of 
dried blood that had stained the floor around the bed. The bedclothes 
themselves had been stripped away, and now lay in a tightly wrapped 
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bundle in one corner of the room. The grand vizier made a mental note to 
have them burned before the night was out. 


Neferata lay on a bare white mattress, her body wrapped in a fine cotton 
robe that had been marked with hieroglyphs of protection and anointed with 
sacred oils. Her arms were folded across her chest, and her golden mask had 
been laid across her face. Only the bare skin of her hands, marked with 
intricate bands of henna tattoos, showed how cruelly wasted her body had 
been at the time of her death. The sight of it sent a pang of guilt through the 
grand vizier, but he stifled it with an effort of will. What was done was 
done. His responsibility now was to look to the future, and ensure the 
continuation of the dynasty. 


One of the older handmaidens caught sight of Ubaid and straightened. “You 
shouldn’t be here!” she said. “It’s not proper!” 


“These are not proper times,” Ubaid replied. He approached the bed. As 
one, the handmaidens scrambled to their feet, forming an implacable barrier 
between him and their charge. 


The grand vizier addressed the old handmaiden. “Forgive the intrusion,” he 
said, inclining his head respectfully. “I meant no disrespect. This has been a 
hard day for us all, and I wanted to make certain that the queen and her 
quarters had been seen to properly.” 


“We know our duty,” the handmaiden said, folding her arms indignantly. 
“Do you imagine we would allow any slight to her honour?” 


“No, naturally not,” Ubaid replied. “It must have been hard, preparing the 
queen and... restoring her chamber to its proper appearance. Did you 
manage all of it alone?” 


“Just the six of us,” she replied grimly, though her head was held high. “We 
couldn’t trust such an important task to anyone else.” 


“Yes, of course,” the grand vizier said, inwardly breathing a sigh of relief. 
He studied each of the handmaidens in turn, committing their faces to 
memory. All of them would have to die. Hopefully they would all choose to 
follow the queen into the afterlife, but if not, he would take matters into his 
own hands. Once they were gone, there would be no one left who knew the 
real circumstances of Neferata’s death. 
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The cabal—what was left of it—could continue its work in secret. Ubaid 
had little doubt that W’soran would be able to take up where the queen left 
off. Lord Ankhat or Lord Ushoran would be named regent, and life in the 
city would go on much as before. In fact, the grand vizier thought, the 
opportunities for power and influence for the surviving cabal members 
would be even greater. 


Ubaid took a step back and composed himself, then bowed solemnly to the 
handmaidens. “It is time,” he said. “The priests and the privy council await 
in the Hall of Regretful Sorrows. Let the people of Lahmia look upon 
Neferata one final time, and weep.” 


The handmaidens grew subdued at the grand vizier’s solemn words. The old 
one sighed and gestured to her companions, and they turned their attention 
once more to their beloved queen. Three of the women circled around to the 
far side of the bed, then they all hung their heads and intoned a ceremonial 
prayer to Usirian, god of the underworld. Ubaid listened to the low, 
mournful chant, as the sun sank low on the horizon and the light fled from 
the room. The prayer came to an end, and the chamber was plunged into a 
funereal gloom. As one, the handmaidens began their keening wail again, 
and bent over the queen’s recumbent form. 


Suddenly, there came a dreadful sound from the bed. It was a faint, wet, 
rippling crackle, like the popping of joints grown stiff from disuse. Then the 
keening of the handmaidens spiralled into a threnody of horrified screams. 


Bone crunched and flesh parted with a sound like a knife through wet cloth. 
The two handmaidens closest to the head of the bed were hurled backwards 
in a welter of blood, their throats reduced to ragged pulp. Ubaid’s stunned 
mind barely had time to register the horrifying sight before there was a blur 
of motion above the bed and the sickening sound of crunching bone. Two 
more handmaidens collapsed, their skulls crushed by swift and terrible 
blows. 


There was scarcely time to breathe, much less react. The last of the queen’s 
devoted servants seemed to reel away from the bed in slow motion, their 
hands rising to their faces as a lithe, bloodstained figure reached for them 
with gaunt, grasping hands. 
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The grand vizier stared in shock as Neferata lashed out at one of the 
handmaidens with an open hand. The blow crushed the woman’s skull like a 
melon and flung her corpse against the far wall. The last of the 
handmaidens, younger and swifter than the rest, turned and fled towards 
Ubaid, her hands outstretched and her face twisted into a mask of absolute 
terror. 


She managed less than a half-dozen steps before Neferata leapt upon her 
back like a desert lioness. Fingers tipped with long, curving claws sank into 
the handmaiden’s throat. The impact jarred the golden death mask from the 
queen’s face, its cold, smooth perfection falling away to reveal the snarling 
face of a monster. 


The queen’s face was horribly gaunt, her cheeks sunken and the flesh 
stretched like parchment across the planes of her face. Her eyes were twin 
points of cold, pitiless light, shining with animal hunger as she fell upon her 
prey. Neferata’s shrivelled lips were drawn back in a feral snarl, her delicate 
jaw agape to reveal prominent, leonine fangs. The handmaiden scarcely had 
time to scream before the queen’s head plunged downward and those 
terrible fangs sank into the young woman’s throat. Flesh tore and vertebrae 
popped, and the girl’s screams dwindled into a choking rattle. 


Ubaid pressed a trembling fist to his mouth, biting back a scream of his 
own. His legs trembled, threatening to betray him completely as he backed 
towards the bedchamber door. No matter how hard he tried, he could not 
take his eyes from the handmaiden’s body. He dared not turn and run. 


Each step lasted an eternity. The handmaiden’s body twitched as the queen 
worried at her throat, gorging on the young woman’s blood. He had to be 
close to the doorway now, Ubaid thought. Another few feet at most, and 
then— 


Suddenly the grand vizier realised that the sounds of feasting had stopped. 
Neferata’s head was raised, her mouth and chin soaked in bright, red blood. 
His own veins turned to ice as she turned her unearthly gaze upon him. 


“Ubaid,” she said, her voice liquid and menacing. The power of her stare 
left him transfixed. His heart laboured painfully in his chest. “Loyal 
servant. Fall to your knees before your queen.” 
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The grand vizier’s body obeyed. His knees cracked painfully on the stone as 
he all but prostrated himself before Neferata’s terrifying visage. 


The queen smiled, her teeth slick with gore. Her eyes glinted cruelly. 


“Now tell me all that has transpired.” 


The gathering in the Hall of Regretful Sorrows was silent and subdued. The 
only sounds in the vault-like space were the soft sounds of the mortuary 
priests’ robes as they went about their preparations to receive the body of 
the queen. Votive incense had been lit, and the proper sigils of preservation 
had been laid across the marble bier. Lord Abhorash stood at the foot of the 
cold slab of stone, his head bowed and his hands resting upon the hilt of an 
ancient ceremonial sword. Lord Ushoran and Lord Ankhat stood apart from 
one another, each lost in their own thoughts as they contemplated the 
difficult days ahead. 


When news of the king’s death became widely known it would send ripples 
throughout the entire land. It would require adroit manoeuvring to keep the 
other priest kings in check. Behind the powerful nobles, W’soran stood with 
his hands folded at his waist and his head bowed, as though in prayer. The 
old sholar had an impatient expression on his face. He now had unfettered 
access to Nagash’s works, and he was eager to begin his studies. Behind 
W’soran stood young Lord Zuhras, who lingered close to the door as though 
he might bolt from the hall at any second. The king’s cousin looked pale 
and stricken, though from grief or guilt, none could truly say. 


They had been waiting for more than an hour already, having gathered long 
before sunset to view the body of the queen. It had already been decided 
that once Neferata’s body had been laid in state, the word of her and 
Lamashizzar’s death would be announced to the city. When the doors at the 
far end of the chamber swung silently opened, a stir went through the small 
assembly as they braced for the beginning of a new era. 


None expected to see the queen emerge from the shadows of the Women’s 
Palace, pale and terrible in her glory. Her beauty, once the gift of the 
goddess, now took on a divine power all its own. They did not see the dark 
blood that stained her white robes and painted her hands and face. Her eyes, 
dark and depthless as the sea, banished thought and replaced it with a 
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yearning that was deeper and more all consuming than any they had known 
before. 


Beside the queen came Ubaid, the grand vizier. He stepped past Neferata, 
head bowed and shoulders hunched. He descended the shallow steps that 
led to the waiting bier, and regarded the assembly with haunted, hollow 
eyes. 


“Rejoice,” he said in a bleak voice. “Rejoice at the coming of the queen.” 
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FOURTEEN 
The Dark Feast 


The Plain of Skulls, in the 76th year of Phakth the Just 
(-1597 Imperial Reckoning) 


The warriors of the Forsaken had pitched their tents upon the Plain of 
Skulls, a broad, roughly triangular plain some three leagues north-east of 
the Sour Sea. As the only navigable terrain between the coastline and the 
village-forts of the northlanders, the plain was where the barbarians—or the 
Yaghur, as Hathurk knew them—and the Forsaken had met to do battle for 
centuries. By ancient custom, the warbands of both sides normally 
encamped along the northern and southern edges of the plain, but after a 
series of recent victories of the Yaghur, the northlanders were no longer 
abiding by the old rules. They had taken note of the absence of the Keepers, 
and believed that the strength of the tribes had been broken. The destruction 
of the Yaghur was finally at hand. 


For the last month, Forsaken raiding parties had struck southward from the 
plain at will, destroying a number of lowland settlements and storming a 
pair of hilltop villages. They left behind heaps of charred skulls as offerings 
to their four-faced god, Malakh, and sent scouts further westward to test the 
defences of the remaining Yaghur villages. Unless they were driven off the 
plain, the Forsaken would decimate the Yaghur to the point that the 
survivors would have little chance of surviving the winter. 


According to Hathurk, the war between the Forsaken and the Yaghur had 
nothing to do with resources or territory; there was nothing the Yaghur 
possessed that the Forsaken could possibly desire. Indeed, according to 
Hathurk, the Forsaken once ruled the entire coast, down past the great 
mountain where a narrow strait led to the great Crystal Sea. It was they who 
had witnessed the fall of the star-stone that had pierced the side of the 
mountain, and who had built a great temple-city to venerate their newfound 
god. They had used the power of the burning stone to dominate the 
surrounding tribes and carve out a kingdom of their own. In those days, they 
were known as the Yaghur, which in Hathurk’s tongue translated as “the 
faithful”. 


2572 XRN 


But the kingdom’s glory days were short-lived. The noble houses, which 
ruled from the temple-city on the southern flank of the mountain, turned 
paranoid and cruel. Madness infected the ruling clans, and soon the 
kingdom was torn by civil war. Clans fought over the god-stone buried 
beneath the mountain, and thousands died. Finally, the noble houses of the 
Yaghur were overthrown when an exiled prince returned from the 
northlands with the teachings of a new god: Malakh, the Dark One, Master 
of the Fourfold Path. Malakh’s power gained the prince many followers, 
and in time they conquered the temple city and slaughtered the maddened 
Yaghur nobles in a grand sacrifice to their god. 


Afterwards, the prince sealed up the tunnels beneath the temple city and led 
his people northwards, where they settled far from the mountain and its 
corrupting god. But the insatiable desires of Malakh turned out to be just as 
bad—if not worse—than the lunatic rule of the old Yaghur kings, and once 
again the people were torn by civil war. Eventually, a schism occurred. 
Those who rejected Malakh broke away and returned to the shores of the 
Sour Sea in a vain bid to reclaim the glories of the kingdom they had lost. 


The war had raged ever since. The Forsaken would not rest until the last 
Yaghur had been offered up to their four-faced god. Malakh would be 
satisfied with nothing less. 


Watch-fires flickered across the Plain of Bones, picking out the curved 
flanks of hide tents and tall, wooden trophy poles festooned with rotting 
human skulls. Here and there, warriors dozed drunkenly around the fires. 
As far as they knew, there were no Yaghur warbands for miles; had there 
been any, their scouts would have warned them long before. 


Those selfsame scouts now crept silently towards the Forsaken camp, their 
eyes burning with necromantic fire. Nagash’s warriors had hunted down 
every one, tracking them by their life energies across the dark, lifeless plain. 
Now the small, skeletal army was less than fifty yards from the Forsaken 
camp, crawling inexorably across the rocky ground with the tireless 
patience of the dead. 


A hundred yards further south, Nagash and Hathurk waited with the Yaghur 
hetmen. The barbarians had taken too long to unite against the northlanders. 
After months of fighting, the hetmen could barely muster two hundred 
walriors against an enemy force almost ten times that size. Most were 
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armed with nothing more than crude spears and clubs, and none wore 
anything resembling proper armour. Nagash wasn’t surprised that the 
Yaghur had hardly ever won a pitched battle against the Forsaken; indeed, it 
surprised him that they’d survived as long as they had. The Keepers must 
have been hard-pressed indeed just to maintain an uneasy stalemate against 
their foes. 


The hetmen themselves were armed and armoured with bronze wargear that 
had been brought from the northlands during the time of the schism. They 
nervously fingered tarnished bronze swords or clutched at the hafts of 
bronze-tipped spears and cast fearful glances at Nagash and his undead 
bodyguard. Hathurk had suggested to the necromancer that bribery would 
be the best way to win over the hetmen, but Nagash had opted for a more 
direct approach. When the village leaders had gathered to formally seal 
their alliance, he had arrived unannounced during the evening feast, riding 
upon a palanquin borne by the corpses of the High Keeper and his senior 
subordinates. That served to get the village leaders’ attention with a 
minimum of expense and effort. The rest would hinge on the outcome of the 
battle that was about to unfold. 


As before, Nagash sat upon the palanquin that had once belonged to the 
High Keeper, which in turn rested upon the motionless shoulders of his 
servants. It gave him a slightly better view of the battlefield. He could see 
his warriors crawling forward steadily under the fading light of the moon; 
another few minutes and they would be at the edge of the watch fires. The 
necromancer stirred, turning his burning gaze upon the hetmen. 


“The time has come,” he said. “The hour of your victory is at hand. We will 
slaughter the northmen and drive them from the plain, as I have promised.” 


The hetmen shared sidelong glances. Finally, one of them stepped forward. 
He was a large man for the Yaghur, with dark hair and a shelf-like brow. A 
third eye, covered with a cataract-like green film, tracked lazily from his 
forehead. His name was Aighul, and among the barbarians he was reckoned 
a mighty warrior. The hetman threw out his chest and clutched at the haft of 
his bronze axe, but he could not quite bring himself to meet Nagash’s 
burning eyes. 


“What about the rest of your promise?” Aighul replied. “You said—” 
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“T said I would give you the secret of the northmen’s prowess,” Nagash 
almost sneered, “and so I shall. After the battle is won.” 


“And after you bow before great Nagash and accept him as the new god of 
the mountain!” Hathurk added, in the steely tones of a true believer. 


Nagash fought the urge to slay each and every one of them. Men such as 
they weren’t even fit for the slave dock at Zandri. They were little better 
than animals, unworthy of the attentions of a king. Even Hathurk’s 
credulous worship disgusted him. And yet, for the moment, they were all he 
had. 


“Go now,” he told the Yaghur. “My warriors are nearly ready.” 


Aighul looked as though he was about to say something more, but at the 
end his nerve deserted him. He and the other hetmen nodded curtly and 
fanned out into the darkness to meet their warbands. Before long the Yaghur 
were on the move, loping across the stony plain with admirable stealth. 
Nagash watched their progress carefully. The barbarians moved much faster 
than his undead warriors, hence the need to hold them back until his own 
forces were almost on top of the camp. 


Hathurk and his disciples crowded around the palanquin, their expressions 
earnest. “How may we be of help, master?” the young supplicant asked. 


” 


“By doing nothing and saying less,” the necromancer hissed. “I must 


concentrate. ” 


The Yaghur had almost overtaken his warriors. Nagash willed forth his 
commands. As one, a mix of two hundred and fifty skeletons and rotting, 
shambling zombies reared up against the moonlit sky and closed in on the 
northmen sleeping around the watch fires. 


Quick. Quiet. Nagash impressed his will upon his warriors. He’d learned 
long ago that the undead did not need to be guided through each and every 
movement of a given order; there were memories and reflexes that lingered 
in their rotting bodies, though he could not say precisely how. All he needed 
to do was provide the impetus, and the corpses would do the rest. Those 
that performed poorly made good sword-fodder so that the rest could fulfil 
his wishes. 
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Long, angular shadows crept towards the north-men. Nagash watched 
swords rise and fall; powerful hands clamped over mouths and tightened 
about throats. A few northmen thrashed in the grip of the zombies, but 
never for more than a few moments. Nagash smiled to himself, whispering 
an incantation into the night air. Most of the slain northmen rose slowly to 
their feet. 


Now the fire, Nagash ordered. 


Several of the skeletons turned towards the watch fires. They reached their 
hands into the dying flames and drew out pieces of burning wood. One by 
one, they raised their torches skyward, signalling the Yaghur. 


Out on the plain, the barbarians saw the signal fires and broke into a 
ground-eating charge. Then one of the Yaghur, overcome with bloodlust, 
threw back his head a howled a savage war cry. 


“Tdiots!”” Nagash snarled. More and more howls rent the night as the other 
Yaghur gave into their rage and bayed for the blood of their foes. Already, 
shouts of alarm were answering the cries from deeper within the camp. 
Attack! The necromancer commanded. Kill! Burn! His lips moved, hissing 
out another incantation. 


The undead warriors surged forwards, moving with a sudden burst of speed 
and agility. Northmen staggered from their tents, sluggish from sleep and 
the lingering grip of wine. Most barely had time to gape in shock at their 
attackers before they were slain. Torches were pressed against the oily 
hides, and within seconds half a dozen tents were ablaze. 


Howling like fiends, the Yaghur came charging into the camp. They swung 
their clubs at anything that moved, adding to the pandemonium. At 
Nagash’s command, the undead pressed further into the camp. Speed was 
critical, the necromancer knew. The attackers had to stay ahead of the 
enemy’s ability to organise a proper defence, or the defenders’ greater 
numbers would quickly tip the scales against them. 


And yet, many of the Yaghur were milling about the edge of the camp, 
tearing down tents and looting bodies! Nagash’s fingers clawed furrows 
down the arms of his chair. Forward, he commanded the corpses carrying 
his palanquin. If the barbarians were still there when he reached the edge of 
the camp he would slay them where they stood! 
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More fires were spreading through the camp, but now came the sound of 
fighting as well. 


Nagash gazed through the eyes of his warriors, and saw that the Forsaken 
were reacting quickly to the surprise attack. The northmen were huge, 
powerfully-built warriors, far larger than their deformed southern kin and 
almost as large as the giant, bronze-skinned fighting men of faraway Ka- 
Sabar. They wore leather kilts like the Yaghur, studded with wide disks of 
bronze, and broad belts hung with polished skulls and long chains of finger 
bones. Some of the warriors were bare-chested, their skin marked with 
elaborate scar patterns that wound from their thick necks all the way to their 
waists, while others wore heavy leather vests covered in layers of small, 
bronze squares. 


They showed no fear at the sight of Nagash’s warriors. Instead, they 
charged headlong into their midst, swinging huge axes or long-bladed 
swords and screaming the name of their strange god. Bones shattered; 
rotting bodies burst apart. The Forsaken waded through their foes, heedless 
of peril. They fought on despite terrible wounds, intent only on slaying as 
many enemies as they could before they were brought down. 


In the darkness and the confusion the northmen even attacked one another, 
further adding to the chaos. Nagash knew that if the enemy’s confusion 
could be fanned like the flames already consuming the camp, the Forsaken 
would ultimately defeat themselves. 


Then the air over the centre of the enemy camp flickered with orange and 
red light, and series of small thunderclaps shook the air. Nagash felt the 
aether tremble with invisible energies, and knew that dozens of his warriors 
had been obliterated. Hathurk had warned him that the Forsaken warlords 
were often accompanied by a trio of witches, a custom that dated back to 
the earliest days of the Yaghur kingdom. Their power, he saw, was 
considerable. 


On the heels of the detonations came the baying of horns. Nagash spat out a 
curse. The warlords were trying to rally their warriors and organise a 
counterattack. The necromancer knew that he had to deal with the enemy 
leaders, and quickly, or his meagre forces would be quickly overwhelmed. 
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The palanquin had nearly reached the perimeter of the camp. Snarling 
impatiently, Nagash rose from his seat and leap to the ground. Around him, 
Forsaken warriors were charging out of the darkness, their blades glinting 
hungrily in the firelight. The Yaghur attacked them with guttural shouts, but 
the northmen hacked the unarmoured warriors to pieces. 


Snarling, Nagash swept his hand in a wide arc, and unleashed a fan of 
sizzling green bolts that cut down three northmen who sought to bar his 
path. He charged towards the centre of the camp, forcing his limbs to move 
at preternatural speed. The tents weren’t laid out in neat lines, like a proper 
Nehekharan army camp, which forced him to weave his way left and right 
past one shelter after another. Bodies were strewn across the open ground 
between the tents, half-glimpsed in the firelight. 


Another series of flashes lit the air above the camp, followed by a rumble of 
thunder. His warriors were being decimated. Nagash called back the 
survivors, drawing them in towards him in hopes that it would force the 
warlord and his witches to follow. He found a tent blocking his path and 
raced around it, coming upon a small, cleared area where eight or ten 
Yaghur were trading blows with six northmen. Nagash let fly with a volley 
of glowing missiles, spearing friend and foe alike. The survivors scattered 
in every direction, clearing the necromancer’s path. 


Moments later, Nagash found himself at the edge of a much larger, open 
square. Tall trophy poles marked the comers of the square, festooned with 
dozens of fresh skulls. Within the square stood perhaps a score of Nagash’s 
warriors, engaged in a fighting withdrawal with a large force of northmen. 
At the forefront of the enemy warriors was a tall, powerfully muscled 
warrior, clad in bronze scale armour and swinging a huge, bronze sword. 
Runes had been engraved along the length of the heavy blade, and the air 
around the sword seemed to shimmer, like the haze over a desert dune. 


At Nagash’s arrival, the undead warriors halted their retreat and the 
Forsaken crashed against them in a howling wave. Over the heads of the 
warriors, Nagash and the enemy warlord locked eyes, and both recognised 
the other for who and what they were. But the necromancer spared the 
warlord only a moment’s thought. He wasn’t the greatest danger inside the 
enemy camp. Nagash reached out with his arcane senses, seeking the source 
of the magical energies that had destroyed so many of his warriors. 
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There! He sensed swirling vortices of power on the far side of the square, 
well behind the line of savage northmen. Here was the heart of the Forsaken 
host. He had to seize it quickly and tear it apart. 


Nagash reached out across the camp, summoning every one of his surviving 
warriors. Then he uttered a powerful incantation, increasing the vigour of 
the warriors in front of him threefold. They surged forwards, into the 
Forsaken line, their weapons moving almost in a blur. The sudden push 
caught the northmen by surprise. Several of them fell, slain outright or 
bleeding to death from mortal wounds. The rest, including their warlord, 
found themselves on the defensive. It wouldn’t last for long, Nagash knew, 
but it would give him the time he needed to deal with the witches. 


Or so he thought. Almost at once he sensed tendrils of magical energy 
pulling at the forces contained within his invocation, seeking to dispel it. 
Angered, Nagash threw out his hands and hissed out another spell. A trio of 
burning green globes flashed from the space between his hands, arcing like 
arrows over the enemy line and hurtling towards the witches. But before 
they could plunge onto their targets, the spheres burst apart in thunderous 
detonations that buffeted the warriors struggling in the square. The witches’ 
counter-magic was potent indeed. 


Within moments, Nagash discovered that their offensive sorceries were 
deadly as well. Tendrils of dark mist coalesced out of the night air around 
his warriors and wrapped like ropes around their arms and legs. In seconds, 
they were thoroughly enmeshed, limiting their movements and the strength 
of their blows. The Forsaken warriors struck back with bloodthirsty shouts, 
breaking apart many skeletons in the front rank. 


Nagash ignored his warriors’ plight. He could not afford to become 
distracted in a contest of spell and counter-spell with the Forsaken witches. 
So long as the mists clung to his warriors, it meant one or more witches 
were occupied with maintaining the spell. That was one or more witches 
who weren’t able to act directly against him. He hurled another volley of 
magical bolts over the warriors’ heads. Again, the bolts were dissipated 
before they could reach their mark, but only barely so. 


By this time, more undead warriors were converging on both sides of the 
square. Nagash launched another storm of sorcerous missiles, then 
unleashed his reinforcements on the northmen’s flanks. The Forsaken found 


2579 XRN 


themselves beset on three sides. More of the northmen fell, and despite the 
exhortations of their warlord, the courage of the Forsaken began to waver. 


Sensing his opportunity, Nagash hurled another volley of bolts—this time 
aimed right at the faces of the Forsaken warriors. Several of his own 
warriors were caught in the volley, but that mattered little to him. Men fell 
to either side of the warlord, their bodies consumed in burst of green fire; 
the warlord himself was driven back, but some kind of magical protection 
deflected the force of Nagash’s bolts away from his body. 


Through the gap created by the dead men, Nagash caught sight of the 
witches at last. They stood in a loose semicircle, clutching tall, wooden 
staffs topped with skulls and strings of ritual ornamentation. Nagash sent 
another stream of bolts hissing their way, and the witches quickly 
brandished their staffs and chanted counter-spells. The fierce energies burst 
about them, but once again failed to inflict any damage. 


But magic was not the only danger threatening the witches. No sooner had 
they turned aside Nagash’s latest attack than a flight of spears plunged into 
their midst from the northmen’s right flank. One of the weapons struck the 
right-most witch in the chest. She collapsed, blood pouring from her mouth, 
and her sisters recoiled in surprise and fear. 


The cries of horror from the Forsaken witches was the last straw for the 
northmen. The Forsaken warriors fell back in confusion, believing that they 
were on the verge of being surrounded and destroyed. The warlord retreated 
with them, roaring curses at his men, but no amount of shouting or threats 
was enough to get them to stand their ground. 


With a snarl, Nagash drove his warriors forward, pushing them in a rough 
semicircle towards the warlord and the surviving witches. He let fly another 
volley of bolts, and watched as one of the witches was wreathed in green 
flame. The energies set her robes on fire and wracked her with terrible 
burns, but somehow she survived the necromancer’s spell. 


The Forsaken were in full retreat now, fleeing north through the square and 
into the maze of burning tents beyond. The witches held their ground, and 
the warlord retreated to stand among them. He turned, his eyes blazing with 
hatred, and Nagash prepared to crush them beneath an avalanche of 
sorcerous might. Yet no sooner had be begun the incantation than the last of 
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the witches spat a savage string of syllables and smote the ground with her 
staff. The shadows around the two witches seemed to enfold them and their 
master like a cloak. It swallowed them up, and then simply vanished, right 
before Nagash’s eyes. 


What manner of sorcery was this? Nagash had never seen the like. Not even 
his druchii tutors in Khemri had ever hinted at such a thing. What else did 
these barbarians know that he didn’t? 


Nagash ordered his warriors to pursue the retreating northmen. Without 
their leaders, the rest would flee the destruction of their camp, possibly 
even going so far as to return to their homelands beyond the north edge of 
the plain. It had been a close-run thing, Nagash realised, much closer than 
he’d expected. His small force of warriors had been almost destroyed, and 
there was no telling how many of the Yaghur still survived. Had the battle 
in the square lasted another few minutes, the outcome might have been very 
different. 


The necromancer made his way across the square, stepping over crushed 
skeletons and bleeding bodies. He made his way to the witch and stood over 
her, studying the woman’s corpse carefully. She was dressed in fine, dark 
robes, and wore a curved dagger at her hip. A necklace of bronze plates, 
engraved with strange runes, rested against her collarbones. 


Nagash knelt beside her and picked up her staff. The skull that capped the 
length of wood wasn’t human. He studied it for a few moments in the 
flickering light before he realised that it was the skull of a huge rat. 


Shouts split the air behind him. Nagash turned to see Aighul and the rest of 
the Yaghur hetmen come charging into the square. Most of them bore 
battle-wounds, and their weapons dripped with blood. MHathurk 
accompanied them, his eyes blazing with triumph. 


“They’re fleeing!” the supplicant cried. “The north-men are running for 
home! It all happened as you said it would, master!” 


Hardly, Nagash thought. He had underestimated the Forsaken. They were 
far more powerful than he’d expected. They’d won because the enemy had 
been overconfident and unprepared. Next time, things would be different. 


And there would have to be a next time. The fighting would continue until 
the Forsaken had been conquered. There was no choice now. The campaign 
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could take years, or even decades, but it would only end when one side or 
the other was broken. And Nagash intended to make them subjects of his 
growing empire. They would prove far more useful than the Yaghur. 


Aighul approached the necromancer slowly, his expression a mix of fear 
and wonder. He stopped a few yards from Nagash and sank to his knees. 


“All hail the god of the mountain,” he said in a hollow voice. The hetman 
bent at the waist, pressing his forehead to the blood-soaked ground. One by 
one, the other hetmen followed suit. 


Nagash rose to his feet. Their obeisance meant nothing to him. He recalled 
how the barbarians had very nearly ruined the attack at the outset, and felt 
nothing but contempt for them. 


Hathurk approached the necromancer, an ecstatic look on his crude features. 
He came right up to Nagash and bowed deeply. “The hetmen are ready to 
receive their reward, master,” he said proudly. 


Nagash suppressed an angry sneer. When he’d promised to give them the 
secret of the northmen’s strength, he’d meant skills like metalworking and 
simple tactics. But such things were lost on these animals. No doubt they 
expected some kind of magical gift—or worse, a damned miracle! 


A cruel idea came to him then. He looked at Hathurk and smiled, as a man 
might smile at an obedient dog. 


“They want to make the strength of the Forsaken their own? Very well. Tell 
them this: the power of a man lies in his flesh and his bones. His heart is 
the fount of his strength. The liver is the seat of his courage. If you would 
become like them, you must consume them, down to the very bones.” 


Hathurk’s eyes widened in shock. “You... you mean—” 


“Tell them!” Nagash commanded. “I command it! Tell them that they must 
feast upon the dead. It is the only way.” 


The supplicant stared at Nagash. A look of dread crept across his face. After 
a moment, the necromancer thought that Hathurk would refuse, but then the 
fool bowed to him once again and turned to give the hetmen the first 
commandment of their new god. 
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FIFTEEN 
The Shadow of the Hawk 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 76th year of Phakth the Just 
(-1597 Imperial Reckoning) 


The news of King Lamashizzar’s death took flight within hours of the 
announcement by the palace. Swift messengers raced across the Golden 
Plain, carrying word to Lybaras and Rasetra, and then past ruined Mahrak 
to the Valley of the Kings and the cities of the west. Within months, royal 
processions from each of the seven cities were underway, heading east to 
pay their respects to the dead king and to gauge the new state of affairs in 
the City of the Dawn. It was rare for a queen to assume the throne in the 
great cities of Nehekhara, and unheard of in Lahmia itself. Speculation was 
rampant on how this would affect the complex web-work of trade deals that 
the city had woven during Lamashizzar’s reign. The priest kings hastened to 
Lahmia as quickly as they could manage, suspecting that those who reached 
the queen first would stand the best chance of profiting under the new 
regime. 


Queen Amunet of distant Numas was first to arrive, having journeyed by 
barge up the River Vitae and deep into the mountains, where the great trade 
stations had been built around the shores of the wide Vitae Tarn. From there 
the Numasi had off-loaded two score of their fine steeds and rode swiftly 
through the twisting mountain passages until they reached the northern edge 
of the Golden Plain. 


King Teremun of Zandri followed the same path and arrived less than a 
month later, leading a procession of northern slaves laden with gifts for the 
new queen. The delegation from Zandri had been bedevilled by bandit 
raiders as they crossed the plain, losing several of their number along the 
way before finding refuge within the city. 


Next to arrive was dour, white-haired King Naeem of Quatar, accompanied 
by a solemn retinue of ash-daubed priests. Beset on all sides by the 
dispossessed hierophants of Mahrak, the Quatari ruler had spent his entire 
life trying to restore both his city and theirs, with minimal success. Had it 
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not been for a quick-witted captain at the city gates, the delegation might 
have been taken for beggars and turned away. 


Two weeks after the Quatari delegation came a much larger procession, led 
by King Ahmun-hotep of Ka-Sabar and a score of nobles clad in the old 
armour of the once-mighty Legion of Bronze. Though the city still lay 
mostly in ruin following the dreadful siege a half-century before, Ahmun- 
hotep intended to show his peers that he and his city remained a force to be 
reckoned with. His servants bore rich gifts for the queen that likely had 
been stripped from the royal palace itself, and the blood staining the tips of 
his warriors’ spears told of the bandits who’d come to grief trying to wrest 
those treasures from Ahmun-hotep’s grasp. 


Curiously, the cities closest to Lahmia were the last to send delegations to 
honour the queen. First came King Shepret of Rasetra, hard-faced and 
armed for war, at the head of a procession of royal guardsmen armoured in 
glossy lizard-scale. Unlike the other delegations, who bore treasures of gold 
and precious stones, the Rasetrans brought with them the riches of the deep 
jungle: raw amber, polished thunder lizard horn and jars of exotic herbs 
found nowhere else in all of the land. 


As lavish as the gifts were, they were also a message for the queen: Rasetra 
had regained much of its strength since the dark days after the war, driving 
back the lizard tribes and reclaiming much of their lost territory. In short, 
the Rasetrans meant to show the queen that Lahmia would be far better off 
treating them as friends and allies rather than rivals. 


Last of all, more than three months after the arrival of the Numasi 
delegation, came the Priest King of Lybaras and his fierce warrior-queen. 
They arrived with even less pomp than the dour Rasetrans, attended by a 
retinue of nobles and spearmen clad in glossy plates of dark iron. 


The sight was a shock to the Lahmian nobility. For years there had been 
rumours that the Lybarans had been hard at work searching for local 
sources of iron in the Brittle Peaks. Not only had they evidently succeeded, 
they had also divined the art of working the dense metal, something that 
even the Lahmian royal artisans hadn’t been able to achieve. It was also 
clear that the rumours of cooperation with Rasetra was borne out in the 
martial skill of the warriors under the Lybaran king’s command. Unlike 
Lahmia, the City of Scholars had dealt aggressively with the roving bands 
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of raiders that had plagued the trade road within their sphere of control, and 
it was said that on more than one occasion the Lybaran queen herself had 
led expeditions to run down the largest and most stubborn raiders. She rode 
in full armour alongside the marching warriors, her hair bound back in tight 
braids and her expression as unsparing and fierce as her namesake. 


Rather than keep the royal delegations at a lavish remove by housing them 
in tent cities, as Lamashizzar had once done, Neferata instead welcomed 
each procession into the royal palace. They were assigned luxurious 
quarters, as befitted their stations, and treated with generous, if sombre, 
hospitality. The opportunity provided by the queen wasn’t lost on her 
guests, each of whom made use of the proximity to the throne to press for 
their individual agendas. 


For weeks, Neferata met each ruler in private, discussing matters of state 
deep into the night—all but the kings of Rasetra and Lybaras, who treated 
the queen’s representatives with careful courtesy but chose to keep their 
own counsels nonetheless. 


By the time all the kings and queens were assembled, Lamashizzar had 
been more than six months in the tomb. Rather than take part in a funeral 
procession the visiting rulers took part in a solemn ritual of remembrance in 
the great necropolis to the north of the city, then spent another six days 
attending lengthy afternoon councils and sumptuous feasts held in the great 
palace garden. 


The guests used the council meetings to test the success of their private 
dealings with the queen and determine where they stood in relation to their 
peers. Each and every one soon discovered that, no matter how ruthlessly 
they’d pursued their agendas, not one of them had emerged in a better 
position than their peers. If anything, their strengths and weaknesses had 
been carefully exploited to neutralise their counterparts, creating a status 
quo that left each city prosperous and stable only so long as they fulfilled 
their obligations to Lahmia. 


The net of trade and debt, first envisioned by Lamasheptra, then laid down 
by Lamashizzar his son, had finally been drawn tight by Neferata, trapping 
the great cities at last. And not one of Nehekhara’s rulers could say just 
exactly how it had happened. They had understood the danger when they’d 
begun the journey to Lahmia, had plotted and schemed diverse ways to 
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counter it, and yet their cunning had all come to naught when matched 
against the wiles of Lahmia’s canny and seductive queen. 


By the end of the sixth day it was clear to the visiting rulers that they had 
journeyed to Lahmia not just to bear witness to the passing of a king, but to 
also formalise the city’s ascension as the centre of wealth and power in all 
Nehekhara. 


In private councils, sometimes well into their cups, the royal guests 
confessed their dismay to one another in rueful whispers. They wondered 
how all their plans could have gone so wrong, pitted against a cloistered 
and untried queen. The rulers of Rasetra and Lybaras listened closely, but 
kept their suspicions to themselves. 


The Hall of Kings glittered like a treasure vault in the slanting rays of the 
afternoon sun. The gifts of five great kings and queens had been heaped 
upon the gleaming marble floor, at the feet of towering basalt statues that 
flanked the long processional leading to the Lahmian throne. No less than 
eight of Nehekhara’s lost gods looked down upon the supplicants of the 
court. The first two, closest to the chamber’s great double doors, were grim, 
jackal-headed Djaf, the death-bringer, and faceless, hooded Usirian, who 
judges the worth of the souls of the dead. Sixty paces onward stood lion- 
headed Geheb, god of the earth and giver of strength, standing opposite 
Phakth, the hawk-faced bringer of justice. Yet another sixty paces further, at 
the feet of the wide steps leading to the great throne, rose sensuous, cat- 
faced Basth, giver of love and beauty; her feline eyes seemed to stare 
mischievously across the great hall at slender Tahoth, giver of knowledge 
and keeper of lore. Finally, towering to either side of the throne, stood 
Lahmia’s patron goddess Asaph, giver of magic and architect of the sacred 
covenant, and mighty Ptra, god of the sun and father of all Creation. 


The guardians of the throne faced westward, towards the sea. Sunlight 
streamed through high, rectangular openings set above the chamber’s 
entrance, bathing the statues in golden light. Only the great throne room in 
Khemri had rivalled the chamber in splendour and regal glory; now it was 
without equal in all the land. 
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So, too, the great throne of Lahmia had been wrought from the same fine- 
grained, dark wood as the one that had once sat in the palace of Khemri. 
There was nothing like it in all of Nehekhara, and legends said it had been 
brought out of the deep parts of the southern jungles during the Great 
Migration of mankind. The throne was high-backed and deep, shaped in 
sinuous curves that suggested it had been grown rather than carved by the 
hand of man; its thick, rolled arms were glossy and smooth, polished by 
generations of royal hands. They felt warm beneath Neferata’s touch as she 
leaned back in the ancient chair and studied the approaching figures of the 
Imperial delegation. Even at a hundred paces she could read their 
discomfort in the curt swish-swish of their slippered feet and the thin 
whistle of breath through their tightly-pressed lips. 


The queen was clad in her richest robes of state: layers of rich saffron 
embroidered with gold and thousands of tiny pearls. A girdle of gold thread 
and lapis circled her narrow waist, and a thick necklace of gold plate circled 
her alabaster throat. Her lustrous hair had been bound up with golden pins 
and more strands of pearl, and thick bracelets of gold circled her slender 
wrists. Nestled in the crook of her left arm was the sceptre of Asaph, a 
heavy rod of solid gold wrought in the shape of a pair of twining asps and 
inset with tiny scales of onyx. Upon her face rested the cold, lifeless 
contours of her golden mask. It was the first time she had worn it since 
rising from her deathbed. She had resolved that the scheming barbarians of 
the far east deserved nothing more. 


Sunlight shone from the mask’s polished surface, almost too bright to look 
upon. Neferata felt its rays upon her bare hands and felt little more than a 
faint discomfort, like the fading ache of a hixa sting. Even Nagash and his 
immortals had grown to shun Ptra’s searing rays, but the queen found that 
she could move about in the morning and afternoon with little trouble. She 
was nothing like the necromancer or his minions; somehow she had been 
reborn in a crucible of poison, sorcery and death. The interactions of the 
sphinx’s venom with the powers of the elixir and the workings of Arkhan’s 
rituals had transformed her into a being of flesh that existed beyond the 
reach of death. 


She was no mere immortal. Neferata had become like unto Asaph herself, 
and the secrets of the world were laid bare at her feet. She could sense the 
passage of the sun through the sky and feel the rhythm of the tides through 
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the stones beneath her feet. She sensed the presence of each and every 
living thing in the echoing audience chamber, from the members of her 
privy council who stood at the feet of her throne to the Celestial Prince and 
his retainers and even the stolid-faced royal guards who stood just outside 
the chamber door. She could hear their every movement, smell the scents 
upon their skin and taste the rich, sweet blood hissing through their veins. 


It was blood, always blood, that was uppermost in her mind. If there was 
one weakness to her new existence, it was the endless thirst for human 
blood. It was the wellspring of her power, a thousand times purer and more 
potent than Nagash’s petty brew, but almost as soon as she had drunk her 
fill of it, she found herself craving more. Neferata found that she had to 
drink each and every night to sustain her strength. Fortunately, with a city 
of souls at her beck and call she knew that she would never go without. 


The queen smiled languidly behind the implacable curves of her mask and 
studied Prince Xian’s young, handsome face with the cold intensity of a 
hungry lioness. His expression was set in a mask of calculated disdain as he 
and his retinue approached to within a dozen paces of the queen’s privy 
council and came to an abrupt halt, as though noticing the Lahmian nobles 
for the first time. As before, the Scion of Heaven was accompanied by a 
fawning translator, a handful of imperious-looking bureaucrats and a silent, 
demure young woman whose face and hands were painted as white as 
Neferata’s own. The queen could not be certain if she was the prince’s wife 
or merely a favoured concubine. Her hands were clasped at her waist, and 
her eyes were focussed on a point just behind Xian’s heels. 


Xian gestured almost imperceptibly with one long, golden fingernail, and 
his translator immediately took one small step towards the throne. “The 
Scion of Heaven offers his condolences on the death of your husband, the 
king,” he said stiffly. “He cannot help but observe your sorrow, so deep that 
even the simplest ceremonies are too terrible a burden to bear.” 


Neferata’s smile sharpened. “The Scion of Heaven is mistaken,” she said 
simply, careful to keep her tone neutral and unaffected. “I am conscious of 
my obligations as ruler and host. Has he not been treated with all due 
courtesy and respect?” 


The translator paused, pressing his lips together tightly as he struggled for a 
proper response. “It is to my eternal shame that I must inform you that your 
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guards have refused to admit the Scion of Heaven’s servants to prepare the 
hall for his arrival.” He spread his hands. “Where is my lord and master to 
take his ease, while he indulges you with fine tea and civilized 
conversation?” 


“There is but one chair in the Hall of Kings,” Neferata replied coldly, and 
watched with satisfaction as the translator shivered in response. “And it is a 
place for conducting affairs of state, not indulging in idle chatter.” The 
queen waved her hand dismissively. “Though the Scion of Heaven can be 
forgiven his misapprehension, since this is the first time he has been invited 
to attend upon the throne.” 


One of the prince’s bureaucrats let out a strangled gasp; the rest kept their 
composure, but Neferata could hear their hearts beating angrily in their 
chests. She couldn’t have insulted the prince any worse if she’d walked up 
to him and slapped him across the face. 


The translator was completely taken aback. Uncertain how to proceed, he 
turned and stared at Xian, whose own expression might have been carved 
from stone. Once more, the Son of Heaven gestured to the functionary with 
a tiny flick of one curved nail. The man bowed deeply to the prince, then 
drew a deep breath and turned back to the queen. 


“The Scion of Heaven has the honour of bearing tidings from his divine 
father, the Emperor of Heaven and Earth,” the translator said with as much 
affronted dignity as he could muster. “He wishes you to know of the great 
fortune bestowed upon the Empire in the form of the gold mines of 
Guanjian province. So great is their bounty that the value of gold is not as it 
was when your father incurred his debt to the Empire.” A tiny glint of 
satisfaction shone in the functionary’s eyes as he bowed before the throne. 
“A single payment remains to settle the matter between Lahmia and the 
Celestial Household, but it must be no less than triple the agreed upon 
amount in order to satisfy the terms of the debt.” 


Silence fell across the great hall. The prince and his retainers watched and 
waited, expecting cries of outrage and growing ever so slightly concerned 
when none was forthcoming. Finally, after a long moment, the queen shook 
her head. 


“No.” 


2589 XRN 


Now the cries of outrage began in earnest, but it was the prince’s retainers 
who shouted their anger at the insult to the Scion of Heaven’s honour. One 
of the functionaries even went so far as to take a step forward and raise his 
fist to the queen. Before he could take a second step Abhorash was blocking 
the man’s path. The tip of the champion’s iron sword rested in the hollow of 
the bureaucrat’s throat. 


“Enough,” Neferata said, her voice carrying clearly over the tumult. “Prince 
Xian, the insolence of your retainers offends me. They will remove 
themselves at once.” 


The translator puffed up his narrow chest. “It is not for you to dictate—” 


“Go,” Neferata commanded, exerting her will. The Imperial functionaries 
fled, all but stumbling over the hems of their robes in their haste to obey the 
queen’s command. Within moments, the prince and his woman were alone. 


Neferata rose slowly from the throne. Her movements were fluid and 
graceful, as mesmerising as the movements of a cobra. She descended the 
stairs and approached the Scion of Heaven, who held his ground out of 
sheer, stubborn pride. The queen drew close enough to touch him, staring 
deeply into his dark eyes. 


“What your father asks is impossible,” Neferata said softly. She exerted her 
will and listened with satisfaction as the prince’s heart quickened in 
response. “You know that as well as I.” The golden mask cocked slightly to 
one side as she studied him. “You’re a clever man, Prince Xian. Pragmatic 
too, else you’d have never agreed to come here in the first place. So perhaps 
there is a way to settle Lahmia’s debt with a currency other than gold.” 


Prince Xian frowned slightly. He hesitated but an instant before answering 
the queen. “What have you to offer?” he said in fluent Nehekharan. 


The queen took a step closer and laid a hand on his chest, right at the 
juncture of neck and collarbone. She could feel the pulse of blood vessels 
throbbing sweetly beneath the prince’s skin. Her lips parted, brushing 
against the tips of razor-sharp fangs. 


“For you, oh prince,” she whispered. “I offer the gift of life eternal.” 


Xian’s eyes widened. She could sense the struggle within him, as reason 
watred with the seductive force of her will. He wanted to disbelieve her, to 
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heed his father’s wishes and close the trap around Lahmia, but his heart 
refused to obey. 


A tiny frown creased the prince’s smooth forehead. “How?” he asked 
faintly. 


Neferata held up a tiny, ceramic vial. Within lay a single dram of her blood. 
“Take this,” she said. “Return to your home in the city, and when the sun 
has set, drink it down. Then you will understand.” 


Moving as though in a dream, the prince reached out and took the vial from 
her hand. The vigour stored within faded much quicker than Nagash’s elixir, 
but its potency was a hundred times greater. She had tried it already on the 
members of the cabal, and was well pleased with the results. “Return to me 
tomorrow,” she continued, “and we will discuss our arrangement in more 
detail.” 


Xian gripped the vial tightly. His heart bade him obey, but still his mind 
tried to resist. “I... I cannot defy the will of the Emperor,” he protested. 


“Might the Emperor’s will not change when he hears of this?” Neferata 
said, tapping the vial lightly with a lacquered nail. “Or with this power at 
his command, might a son not rise up to supplant the father, and become 
Emperor himself?” 


‘ 


‘I...” the prince began. His expression grew troubled, but then slowly he 
nodded. “I will think on this.” 


Neferata smiled. “Then go,” she said, “but tell no one of what we have 
discussed.” Her gaze drifted to the woman standing in the prince’s shadow. 
On a whim, the queen said, “She will remain here in the meantime, to 
vouchsafe your discretion.” 


Xian turned and looked at the woman, as though suddenly remembering 
that she was there. “Her?” he asked, clearly surprised by the queen’s 
request. “She is nothing to me.” 


Neferata saw the woman stiffen slightly. “Then she will remain here at my 
pleasure,” the queen said coldly. “I thank you for the gift. Now go. Your 
servants await you.” 


Xian turned back to her, as though to protest further, but with one last look 
in Neferata’s eyes, the last of the prince’s resolve was swept away. He 
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sketched an awkward, uncertain bow, and then retreated dazedly from the 
hall. 


The queen contemplated the woman. Her thin shoulders trembled faintly, 
but she continued to stare resolutely at the floor. Neferata frowned slightly. 
She reached out and touched a finger to the woman’s chin and gently raised 
her head. For a moment they regarded one another, their expressions 
concealed by carefully constructed masks. “What is your name?” Neferata 
asked. The woman frowned slightly. The queen sighed. Naturally the 
woman wouldn’t speak Nehekharan. “Ubaid,” Neferata snapped. “Show her 
to the Women’s Palace and see that she’s made comfortable.” 


Ubaid hurried to the woman’s side. The queen’s displeasure had crumpled 
the once-proud grand vizier; he had bent beneath her will to the point that 
he was hunched over like a whipped dog. His eyes were wide and furtive, 
and his hands trembled as though with palsy. Silently he took the young 
woman’s arm and led her into the shadows at the rear of the hall. 


As they left the queen returned to the great throne and stared down at her 
privy council. Not for the first time, she found herself wondering who had 
sided with Lamashizzar. Lord Zurhas, the king’s young cousin, had most 
likely been one of the king’s supporters. Abhorash, perhaps? Certainly not 
W’soran; the king would never have given him the freedom to explore 
Nagash’s works as she had. Or would he? Such an offer would have made 
for a powerful bargaining tool. 


None of them knew how to react to her now. She could sense their unease, 
now matter how hard they worked to conceal it. On one level they were 
repelled by her transformation, while on another level they craved the 
power she possessed. Only Abhorash, the stoic master warrior, seemed 
unaffected by the allure of her newfound power. In the end, all of them 
would have to accept the poisoned cup, Neferata reckoned, whether they 
wanted it or not. She needed their support in order to rule the city; the only 
way she could guarantee that was if they shared the same degree of risk that 
she did. She now had Arkhan’s notes in her possession, and Ubaid had led 
her to the vial of sphinx venom hidden in Lamashizzar’s quarters. In time, 
Neferata was certain that she could reproduce the process. 


Lord Ankhat waited until Prince Xian had left the hall before he spoke. “It 
might work,” he mused. “Much depends on the amount of influence he 
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wields at home. The Emperor might simply send another, more powerful 
envoy to demand payment.” 


Whatever his loyalties might have been, Ankhat had proven invaluable to 
her since Lamashizzar’s death. It was he who concocted the story that a 
priest of Sokth, patron god of assassins, had crept into the palace to murder 
the king in reprisal for his treatment of refugees from Mahrak. As the story 
went, the assassin-priest had attacked the queen first, slaughtering her 
handmaidens and striking her with a poisoned needle, then fighting his way 
to the king’s chambers and slaying him before being slain in turn by 
Abhorash and the royal guard. It was a cunning move, one that focussed the 
need for revenge on a group of outsiders that were already held in contempt 
by much of the populace. More importantly, Neferata’s recovery had been 
touted as nothing less than a miracle, reminding Lahmia and the rest of the 
land of her divine lineage. Support for her rule had been absolute. 


It was also Ankhat who arranged for the disappearance of Arkhan’s 
decapitated corpse. W’soran and even Abhorash had been adamant that the 
immortal’s body should be incinerated, but at the last moment, Neferata 
found that she could not bring herself to permit it. Instead, Ankhat 
discreetly purchased a pauper’s tomb in the great city necropolis and had 
the immortal interred there at the same time King Lamashizzar was being 
placed inside his own, far greater tomb farther north. Neferata felt she owed 
the ghastly creature at least that much. 


The queen considered Ankhat’s counsel and nodded thoughtfully. “Perhaps, 
but it would take many months, possibly even years, for another delegation 
to arrive. That gives us time to build up the treasury and consolidate our 
power.” She shrugged. “If the Emperor is a pragmatic ruler, he’ll take our 
final payment and accept the fact that his gambit failed. If not... well, we 
will be in a far better position to defend our interests.” 


Abhorash turned and looked up at her. He did that very rarely now, which 
hinted at his surprise. “You mean war with the Silk Lands? That would be 
ruinous!” 


“That is certainly not my intent,” Neferata said smoothly. “But I will defend 
this city with every power at my command. You may be assured of that.” 
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“Then you should worry more about enemies closer to home,” Ushoran said 
quietly. 


Neferata straightened. The Lord of Masks was infamous for his intrigues 
within the city, and she knew that he spent lavishly to maintain a vast 
network of spies within Lahmia and elsewhere. “Enemies within the city?” 


“At present, yes,” Ushoran replied. “My sources tell me that the King of 
Lybaras is... uneasy about your ascension to the throne. And he’s been 
sharing his concerns with others.” 


The queen frowned. Ushoran liked to savour his revelations, but she wasn’t 
in a patient mood. “Such as?” 


“The King of Rasetra, for a start. Since he’s been here, he’s also held late- 
night meetings with the King of Quatar and the Queen of Numas.” 


“And what exactly are his concerns?” 


Ushoran shook his head. “That I do not know, great one. But it is safe to 
assume that Rasetra will be sympathetic, if for no other reason than the age- 
old friendship between the two cities. Quatar and Numas might not be 
receptive yet, but...” 


Neferata sighed irritably. “What lies at the heart of this? What are the 
Lybarans’ concerns, exactly?” 


The Lord of Masks shrugged. “That I cannot say, great one. King Anhur has 
been very careful to avoid details.” 


Lord Zurhas shifted uncomfortably, clearly torn between the desire to 
appear useful and the fear of gaining the queen’s attention. “Perhaps you 
could ask Queen Khalida? Surely she would tell you.” 


Neferata sighed under her breath. How long had it been since she’d spoken 
to Khalida? Years, certainly. After a moment, she shook her head. 


“There is no need,” she said, rising from the throne. “As it happens, I had 
already planned on a pair of announcements at tonight’s feast that will put 
an end to these intrigues. No doubt the Lybarans covet Lahmia’s newfound 
power, but we’ve laid our plans with care. The treaties have been signed 
and sealed. Nothing short of war can break them, and no city in Nehekhara 
would contemplate such a thing.” 


2594 XRN 


Neferata reached up and pulled away her mask. As one, the assembled 
nobles lowered their heads—in respect, to be sure, but not without a certain 
amount of fear as well. That was well, as far as she was concerned. 


The queen smiled down at the men. “Lahmia’s time of glory is at hand. 
Savour this, and thank the forgotten gods that you were alive to see it.” 


Neferata’s guests were feted in the great palace garden that night, seated at 
the same wide, circular table that had served them during the long council 
sessions with Lamashizzar more than a half-century before. The feasting 
had begun an hour after sunset and had lasted well into the evening. Rich 
courses of fish and fowl, prepared with fiery spices imported from the Silk 
Lands, were served with jars of fine wine and bowls of thick, yeasty beer. 
Musicians and silk-clad dancers beguiled and entertained the royal guests 
between courses, allowing time for the food to settle and the potent drink to 
mellow their moods. Small braziers had been discretely situated around the 
wide clearing, filling the air with sweet-smelling, slightly narcotic vapours. 


The queen sat in the tall chair that had once belonged to her husband and 
studied her guests from beneath heavy-lidded eyes. She pretended to eat a 
little when each course was served, and the servants were instructed to clear 
her dishes away first. Since her transformation, food and wine had lost their 
savour; in fact, even the smallest taste caused her throat to tighten and her 
stomach to knot in pain. No amount of lotus root or drugged incense could 
dull her senses, either. Fortunately, the small goblets of hot, red liquid 
Ubaid served her between courses more than made up for the absence of 
solid sustenance. 


She watched the gathered rulers closely for signs of suspicion or discontent. 
King Fadil of Zandri was raucously drunk, laughing loudly and hissing 
salacious whispers into the ear of a pale-skinned barbarian concubine. To 
his left, Queen Amunet of Numas made no effort to conceal her disdain as 
she picked at a bowl of spiced eels with a long-tyned copper fork. King 
Naeem, grey-haired and gloomy beyond his years, sat amid a flock of 
querulous old priests who stolidly refused to share in the queen’s 
entertainments. 
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That left the kings of Rasetra and Lybaras. King Shepret sat to Neferata’s 
left, sipping from a jar of beer like a common soldier. The elderly Rasetran 
king, still hale despite the passage of years, had eaten well from all the fine 
offerings at the feast table, and had taken great pleasure in the procession of 
silk-clad dancers that had whirled past him during the course of the 
evening. Yet Neferata could not mistake the tension in the warrior king’s 
shoulders, and the wary glances he cast about the table when he thought no 
one was watching. She also couldn’t help but notice that the dagger hanging 
from the king’s belt was anything but ceremonial. 


The King of Lybaras sat to Shepret’s left, almost close enough to touch, and 
yet they had spoken scarcely two words to one another since the feast 
began. Instead, Anhur had spent nearly the entire time in quiet, sometimes 
heated, conversation with his queen. Neferata hardly recognised her 
beloved cousin; her years in Lybaras had transformed her, not into a quiet, 
submissive queen, but into the fierce, radiant warrior she’d always longed 
to be. She had shed the soft flesh of a cloistered princess and become lean, 
tanned and muscular, with sword-scars on her hands and a Rasetran 
wairior’s tattoo marked in red ink along the right side of her slender neck. 
Her black hair was done up in a score of tight braids and bound with a gold 
pin at the base of her neck, accentuating the sharp lines of her face. She was 
a scandal in royal society; not even the queens of warlike Rasetra were 
permitted to learn the ways of sword and spear, much less march with the 
common soldiery. But Khalida did as she pleased, riding, fighting and 
hunting like any man, and public opinion be damned. Supposedly the 
Lybaran people loved her for it, which filled Neferata with equal measures 
of pride and bitter envy. They hadn’t spoken at all since Khalida had 
returned to the city. Even at the feast table she avoided Neferata’s gaze. 
When she wasn’t speaking to the king she was trading whispers with a 
young, nervous-looking woman that the queen was certain she’d seen 
somewhere before. 


Had she offended Khalida somehow? Neferata couldn’t imagine how such a 
thing was possible, unless her cousin somehow resented her arranged 
marriage to Anhur. She found herself studying the young Lybaran king and 
wondering if perhaps her relationship with her cousin might improve if 
Anhur were to have an unfortunate accident. The idea had its merits, she 
thought. 
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It was late in the evening now. Servants were emerging from hidden paths 
to carry away the last courses of the feast. Ubaid appeared at Neferata’s side 
with another brimming goblet to slake her thirst. She sipped at the hot 
liquid as the servants finished their work, savouring the rush of strength and 
vitality that flooded her limbs and took the chill of the evening away. 


When the servants had finished their work and withdrawn, Neferata 
returned the goblet to Ubaid’s trembling hands and rose smoothly from her 
chair. The nobles of her privy council, who were seated either side of the 
queen, immediately set aside their drinks and gazed at her expectantly. 
Within moments her royal guests took note and paid heed as well. King 
Shepret studied her over the rim of his beer, his expression neutral. Anhur 
folded his arms tightly across his chest, his gaze darting uneasily between 
Khalida and Neferata. Only Khalida failed to meet her gaze; her cousin 
stared stubbornly at the tabletop, tracing patterns across the polished surface 
with a close-bitten thumbnail. 


For a fleeting instant, she was tempted to use her power to bend these kings 
and queens to her will. It was so tempting, so easy... and yet, Ushoran’s 
warnings about Rasetra and Lybaras gave her pause. If she tried, and 
somehow failed, the backlash might be catastrophic. And there was no 
sense taking such a risk when she had other sources of power to draw upon. 


“Beloved friends,” she said, lifting her arms and smiling warmly, as though 
she meant to take them all into a wide embrace. “Words cannot express how 
truly honoured I am that you made such a long and arduous journey to pay 
your respects to my husband, whom we pray has reached the company of 
his ancestors in the Lands of the Dead. His loss is a terrible blow to all of 
Nehekhara, but after speaking to most of you over the course of the last few 
months, I’m hopeful that his legacy of prosperity and renewal will continue 
to live on.” 


Neferata allowed her smile to fade, transforming her luminous expression 
into one of wistful regret. “If there is one thing I have learned from this 
awful experience, it’s that there are still a great many Nehekharans who are 
still suffering from the horrors wrought by the Usurper. The breaking of the 
sacred covenant and the passing of the old gods have left a terrible wound 
on our collective soul. We no longer think of this as a blessed land, nor we a 
blessed people.” 
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That got the attention of King Amunet and his gaggle of priests. Their 
sullen expressions vanished, replaced with looks of genuine surprise and 
faint, dawning hope. That sent a ripple of interest through the other rulers as 
well. Anhur’s bemused expression tured increasingly wary. 


“Beloved friends, honoured kings and queens, I say that the gods are with 
us yet. The bloodline of Lahmia remains strong. The blessings of Asaph 
have not deserted us, even in these dark times! It was she, great goddess of 
beauty and magic, who persuaded great Ptra to take pity on our people and 
make this land a paradise.” 


Neferata’s gaze went around the table, meeting the eyes of each ruler in 
turn. “Hear me, friends. The goddess lives on through me, as she has lived 
in each of my ancestors since the dawn of civilization. We are not forsaken. 
If we come together and restore what Nagash cast down, perhaps we can 
forge a new covenant—one that will lead us into a golden age of rebirth.” 


“Praise the gods!” cried an elderly hierophant. The old man rose to his feet, 
his age-spotted hands rising skyward. “Praise be! We are delivered at last!” 


The queen smiled fondly at the old man. Go on believing that, she thought. 
It will help convince the others. 


“In the past, my husband believed it was wiser and more compassionate to 
focus on the needs of the living rather than the memories of the dead,” the 
queen continued. “And it is not for me to question the wisdom of his 
policies at this late date. But now that our cities are well on their way to 
recovery, and we have a plan to ensure our continued trade and prosperity, I 
believe that now is the time we moved to erase the last traces of Nagash’s 
infamy. Mahrak, the City of Hope, must be rebuilt. Khemri, the Living City, 
must be restored to her former glory once more.” 


Everyone, even drunken King Teremun, stared in shock. Several of the 
priests began to whisper prayers of thanks to their gods, silent tears trickling 
down their lined cheeks. Neferata paused, letting the moment build, until 
finally King Shepret took the bait. 


The old warrior-king of Rasetra put aside his beer and leaned forward, 
resting his elbows on the table. 


“And how do you plan to oversee such a restoration?” he asked. 
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Neferata acknowledged the question with a respectful nod. “In truth, I 
wouldn’t presume to do such a thing at all,” she said, “not when there are 
better people, like yourself, who have already demonstrated a desire to 
undertake the effort. Rasetra was born from distant Khemri; the bloodline of 
her royal house runs in your veins. By rights, it should be for you and your 
children to determine the city’s future. I merely wish to share some of 
Lahmia’s riches to make the task possible.” 


Shepret didn’t know how to respond at first. That wasn’t nearly the 
response he’d expected. “How... how much do you propose?” he asked. 


“Ten thousand talents of gold each year, until such time as we agree that the 
city’s reconstruction is complete,” the queen replied. 


King Telemun gasped in shock. Queen Amunef’s eyes went as wide as 
dinner-plates. 


King Naeem drew in a long breath and pressed his palms against the 
tabletop. The look on his face hinted that he was afraid he might be 
dreaming. “What of Mahrak, great queen?” he said. “Surely you can do no 
less for the City of Hope.” 


Again, Neferata nodded. “Nor shall I. You shall have ten thousand talents of 
gold each year for you and Mahrak’s surviving hierophants to use for the 
city’s reconstruction.” 


Pandemonium ensued. Mahrak’s priests erupted in loud cries of joy, 
praising King Naeem and Queen Neferata with equal fervour. Queen 
Amunet rose from her seat and went around to speak intently to King 
Shepret, whose eyes were half-glazed with shock. King Telemun threw 
back his head and roared for more wine. 


They were fabulous sums of money, far richer than either ruler could have 
reasonably hoped for, but in truth they were little more than half of what 
Lahmia had been paying annually to the Empire. Lahmia would still profit, 
and while Rasetra and Quatar would spend decades, even centuries, 
focusing their efforts on rebuilding two cities that would never again enjoy 
the wealth and power that they’d once possessed. By the time they realised 
they’d been duped, Lahmia’s preeminence would be unassailable. It was the 
crowning triumph to decades of carefully laid schemes. 


“LIES!” 
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The shout cut through the din like the peal of a war horn. Khalida was on 
her feet, hands clenched into fists and trembling with rage. Her face was 
pale and her expression anguished. 


“Queen Neferata lies,” Khalida declared. “It’s not the blessings of Asaph 
that lend her beauty and unnatural youth, but vile necromancy! She consorts 
with monsters, and practises the damned sorcery of Nagash himself!” 


Neferata stared at her cousin in stunned silence. “Khalida?” she finally 
managed to say. “How... how can you say such things?” 


“I have a witness!” Khalida snarled. She pointed to the woman seated 
beside her. “Aiyah was there when the pale-skinned creature appeared at the 
Women’s Palace with your body in his arms! She witnessed the rituals, and 
the obscene bloodletting! It was a miracle she managed to escape the palace 
and reach Lybaras with the truth!” 


Now Neferata knew where she’d seen the girl before. Aiyah the 
handmaiden would not meet the queen’s eyes, as though she feared that her 
very soul would be forfeit if she did so. Betrayed, by a mere handmaiden? 
The very idea galled her. 


“T don’t know what the little fool is talking about,” Neferata shot back. 
“You’d take the word of a handmaiden over that of the rightful Queen of 
Lahmia?” 


Khalida continued, as though she hadn’t heard. “How long?” she 
demanded. “How long had you been worshipping at the feet of the Usurper? 
I always wondered why you never aged, cousin. Did Lamashizzar know? Is 
that why he poisoned you?” 


Neferata’s hand came down on the table like a thunderclap. “You go too 
far!” she snapped, transmuting shock and sudden fear into buring anger. 
“How dare you sit at my table, share my bread and salt, and then accuse me 
of such terrible things, when I alone in all of Nehekhara still bear the mark 
of the gods’ favour!” 


“Beware, cousin! If the gods still hear us, they will not suffer such 
blasphemy lightly!” Khalida shot back. 


“Tt is you who blaspheme, Khalida!” Neferata cried. “The innocent have 
nothing to fear from the gods!” 
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“Then challenge me,” Khalida said. “Prove your innocence beyond a 
shadow of a doubt.” A glint of triumph shone in the warrior queen’s eye. 
“Let us cross blades, and see who the gods truly favour.” 


Too late, Neferata realised she’d gone too far. Khalida had laid the trap, and 
she’d charged headlong into it. She did not dare refuse, especially not in 
front of a gaggle of priests and hierophants. It would undermine everything 
she had worked so hard to achieve. 


“So be it,” she said numbly. “Abhorash, bring me a blade.” 


The preparations were made largely in silence. Lord Ankhat led Neferata 
away from the table to the far side of the garden clearing. For a wonder, 
there were no clouds overhead, and the queen marvelled at the vault of stars 
glittering coldly over the palace. Khalida followed several minutes later; 
King Anhur dogged her heels, whispering urgently, but she paid him no 
mind. She had bound back her voluminous sleeves with a pair of leather 
cords, and the hem of her feast robe had been pinned back so that it 
wouldn’t tangle her feet. Neferata saw that Khalida was wearing sturdy 
leather sandals instead of slippers, the kind that soldiers wore on the 
battlefield. On any other day it might have amused her, but now the sight 
left her cold. She was planning this all along, the queen realised. One way 
or another, this evening was going to end in blood. 


Abhorash appeared before her, gripping a bronze blade in his hands. The 
champion’s expression was stricken. He held out the hilt to her; it took 
Neferata a moment to realise he meant her to take it. The leather wrapping 
felt cold against her palm. The weapon was short and straight, like an 
oversized dagger about two feet long, but it seemed to fit her hand well. She 
stared morbidly at the tip of the blade. “Not iron?” she asked. 


The champion shook his head. “You’ll notice that Khalida isn’t using iron 
either,” he said, nodding slightly in her direction. “Bronze is lighter and 
quicker. She was hoping you’d take iron and give her one more advantage.” 
He paused, pressing his lips together as if uncertain what to say next. “Have 
you any training, great one? Any at all?” 


“Don’t be stupid,” Neferata snapped. 


Abhorash grimaced. “Then you’re going to have to make this quick,” he 
said to her. “You’re faster and stronger than she is. She doesn’t know it yet. 
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Use that to your advantage.” He reached forward and gripped her wrists 
tightly, his gaze burning into hers. “And when you strike, don’t hold back. 
She’s not your cousin any longer. Khalida will kill you if she can.” 


Neferata pulled her hands away. “Let’s be done with this,” she said, and 
stepped into the circle formed by the assembled crowd. 


Khalida gently pushed her husband aside and went to stand before Neferata. 
She carried a bronze sword nearly identical to the queen’s, though Khalida 
held hers easily, as though it were an extension of her hand. Her face was 
emotionless now, her eyes cold and remote, like an executioner. 


Neferata surveyed the crowd, seeking out the priests. There were 
formalities that had to be observed. “Is there a priest or priestess of Asaph 
in attendance?” 


The priests and hierophants shifted uncomfortably. The eldest shrugged his 
narrow shoulders. “That honour falls to you, great one,” he said. 


Neferata growled under her breath. She closed her eyes and raised her 
hands to the heavens, struggling to remember the proper words. 


“Great Asaph, goddess of beauty and the mysteries of the world, we 
beseech you to preside over this contest of arms and judge it fairly, lending 
your strength to the righteous and casting down the false claims of the 
wicked. Let justice prevail in your name.” 


“Let justice prevail,’ Khalida echoed faintly, and rushed forward, her 
sandals gliding on the grass, as though hurrying to her cousin’s embrace. 
Neferata saw the glinting tip of her blade at nearly the last moment and 
tried to leap aside. She swung her own weapon in a wide, clumsy block, and 
connected with a discordant clang of metal. 


Khalida’s blade flickered again, and the point tugged at the billowing sleeve 
of Neferata’s left arm. The queen circled right, trying to get away from the 
slashing sword, her own weapon hanging forgotten in her hand. She felt a 
burning pain in her left hand and jerked it back with a cry. Khalida’s blade 
had slashed cleanly across her palm. Neferata stared at the wound in horror, 
watching beads of dark blood well up from the cut. 


But Khalida never paused. She leapt forward, grabbing Neferata’s sword 
wrist and stabbing at the queen’s chest. Neferata felt the point of Khalida’s 
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sword pierce her robe and sink into the skin beneath her left breast. Without 
thinking, she seized her cousin’s sword wrist with her wounded left hand 
before Khalida could drive her weapon home. 


They grappled for an agonising moment, nose-to-nose, feeling each other’s 
gasping breaths against their skin. Khalida dug in her heels and pushed for 
all she was worth. Neferata could feel the muscles working in her cousin’s 
arms as she tried to drive the sword deeper. Khalida’s lips were drawn back 
in a rictus of fury, her dark eyes burming with battle-lust. 


Cold terror clenched Neferata’s throat. Without thinking, she drew upon her 
power and shoved Khalida backwards. Her cousin was hurled off her feet, 
flying back for nearly five feet before landing hard on her back. Khalida 
turned the impact into a backward shoulder roll and sprang swiftly back 
onto her feet. Blood glistened on the tip of her sword. 


Now she knows how strong I am, Neferata thought. She won’t make that 
mistake again. 


They circled one another for a moment, contemplating their next moves. 
Neferata’s left hand ached dully, and the wound in her chest felt like it was 
on fire. Abhorash’s words echoed dully in her mind. You’re going to have to 
make this quick. 


She stared at Khalida, her eyes pleading. “Don’t do this,” she whispered. 


But Khalida was beyond hearing. With a snarl she rushed forward again, 
sword held low. She was on the queen in moments. Neferata tried to twist 
aside again, but felt the point of Khalida’s blade dig into her hip. She cried 
out, groping instinctively for Khalida’s wrist again, but the attack was only 
a feint. Swift as a snake, Khalida jerked the blade away and brought it 
around in a swift, looping motion, straight for the side of Neferata’s throat. 


She saw the blade arcing towards her out of the corner of her eye. With a 
scream, Neferata called upon her power once more and surged forwards, 
deeper into Khalida’s embrace. Her cousin’s sword missed its mark by 
inches, carving a furrow across the back of Neferata’s neck. 


The queen held her cousin for just a moment, and she could feel Khalida’s 
heart hammering wildly through the thin fabric of her robe. Then they 
parted. Khalida took one step back, her expression slack. Her gaze fell to 
the hilt of Neferata’s blade, jutting at a downward angle from her side. 
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Slowly, wonderingly she grasped the hilt with her left hand and with a 
strangled gasp, pulled the weapon free. Dark blood poured down Khalida’s 
side. 


Neferata watched in horror as her cousin sank to the ground. An agonised 
cry split the stunned silence. It was Anhur, his face a mask of anguish. 


The queen fell to her knees beside Khalida. Her terror was gone, replaced 
with a bottomless well of sorrow. Without thinking, she pressed her hand to 
the wound in her cousin’s side, but the bleeding would not stop. The warm 
fluid ran over her fingers and stained the sleeve of her robe. Khalida made a 
choked sound and tried to move, but she was already growing weak. Her 
eyes were open, searching wildly about for something or someone. 


“Oh, gods,” Neferata whispered. “Oh, great gods.” Her eyes burned, but no 
tears would come. She laid a trembling hand against Khalida’s cheek, 
Staining it with blood. “Forgive me, little hawk. Please, please forgive 
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me... 


She could still be saved, Neferata realised. She took her lower lip in her 
teeth and bit down hard, tasting blood. She bit until her lip was bitter with 
the taste. 


Neferata took Khalida’s head in her hands and turned it until their eyes met. 
She lowered her face, until all they could see was one another’s eyes. 


“Kiss me,” she said to Khalida. “Kiss me, little hawk, and you’ll live 
forever.” 


Khalida stiffened. Tears welled in her eyes. Her head trembled, and her 
hands pressed weakly at Neferata’s shoulders. When she spoke, her voice 
was almost too faint to hear. 


“No,” she said. 


“Please,” Neferata said. She pressed closer, and felt Khalida push back 
with the last of her strength. “I never wanted this. I never wanted any of it, 
but Lahmia needs me. Please, let’s kiss and be friends again, like before.” 


Khalida resisted a moment more, and then Neferata felt her body relax. 
With a gasp of relief, the queen pressed her bloody lips to Khalida’s. 


Her cousin did not return the kiss. Khalida’s body was utterly still. 
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After a long, painful moment, Neferata raised her head again and stared into 
Khalida’s vacant eyes. Slowly, she became aware of people shouting, and a 
man’s voice wailing in misery. Hands grasped Neferata’s shoulders and 
pulled her away from Khalida’s body. Her robe was heavy with blood. 


Ankhat stepped close, whispering in her ear. “Say something,” he urged. 
“Everyone is waiting to hear the goddess’ verdict.” 


Neferata’s gaze fell to her cousin’s body, and felt her heart break. 


“Justice is served,” she said in a hollow voice. 
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SIXTEEN 
The Glory of Nagash 


North of the Plain of Bones, in the 96th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1350 Imperial Reckoning) 


Cold, dead hands seized the priests and dragged them towards the towering 
wooden statue of Malakh that stood in the hill fort’s ceremonial square. 
Pieces of splintered wood, scavenged from the fort’s shattered gates, had 
already been piled around the statue’s base and soaked with pitch from the 
temple’s own storehouses. 


The Forsaken priests screamed and kicked, crying out to their god to bring 
down bloody vengeance on the invaders, but the skeletal executioners paid 
them no heed. The four old men were all that remained of the god’s temple 
at Maghur’kan, the chief hill fort of the northmen’s petty empire. Those 
members of the cult that hadn’t died in the bitter defence of the main gate 
were dragged from the temple cellars and their bodies left to bleed out in 
the muddy street. 


Every man, woman and child still living after the month-long siege of 
Maghur’kan had been herded to the edges of the square to bear witness to 
the death of their god. The night air trembled with their muffled wails. Most 
were so weak from hunger that they could manage little else. 


Nagash sat upon a palanquin of polished oak at the southern end of the 
Square, surrounded by the skeletal warriors of his bodyguard and a score of 
northmen vassals drawn from hill forts conquered during the long war. The 
struggle against the Forsaken hadn’t lasted years, or decades, but centuries 
—nearly two hundred and fifty years since that first, confused night battle 
upon the Plain of Bones. 


The northmen had proven to be mighty warriors, and their witches 
possessed of great skill and cunning. Nagash had lost count of the number 
of battles that had been fought down the years, but in most cases the 
Forsaken had given as good as they’d got. Ultimately, the path to victory 
had rested on the simple fact that the Forsaken had to eat, and his army did 
not. By keeping up constant pressure on one hill fort at a time, he prevented 
the northmen from adequately tending their fields and setting back enough 
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food for the winters to come, until finally they had been so weakened by 
hunger and sickness that they couldn’t resist Nagash’s constant attacks. And 
so the northmen had been enslaved, one hill fort at a time, until only 
Maghur’kan remained. 


The necromancer watched as the priests were lashed to the great totem of 
their god. Off to the east, near the circular wall of the hill fort, one of the 
Yaghur let out a bone-chilling howl. Children squealed in terror, burying 
themselves in their mothers’ skirts. No doubt the barbarians were feasting 
well tonight. 


When the ropes had been drawn tight, Nagash rose from his seat and 
stepped onto the stinking mud of the square. Heavy, leather robes, faced 
with polished bronze medallions inscribed with runes of protection, flapped 
about his lean limbs. A deep hood, its hem ornamented with tiny disks of 
gold, concealed all but the flickering flames of his eyes. There was a dry 
clatter of bone as his bodyguard made to follow him, but he held them back 
with a wave of his hand and a curt mental command. 


His legion of undead servants had grown so vast that he could no longer 
keep them all under control at the same time. Most functioned more or less 
autonomously, operating on a strict set of commands according to their 
function. It was an arrangement he’d perfected out of necessity during the 
long campaigns in the northland. Unfortunately he’d yet to find a way to 
impose the same degree of control on his human minions without ultimately 
killing them. He was instead forced to rely upon intangibles such as loyalty 
and devotion, which, as far as he was concerned, was a kind of sorcery all 
its own. 


Thus, the death of the priests was a ritual in more ways than one, Nagash 
mused, as he approached the condemned men. 


Malakh’s high priest had been lashed to the statue facing Nagash. He and 
the two senior priests to his left and right glared at the necromancer with 
pure, fanatical hatred. 


“You have not won!” the high priest spat. The Forsaken spoke a purer, 
somewhat more cultured form of the tongue once spoken by the Yaghur. 
“You will not defeat great Malakh by ending our lives! He is eternal! He 
will triumph after—” the holy man’s curse faltered. 
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“After my works are dust, and I am nothing but bones,” Nagash chuckled 
cruelly. “Your curses mean nothing to me, old man. I am eternal. What can 
your petty god do to one who has passed beyond life and death?” 


The high priest thrashed against his bonds. “May pestilence find your 
house! May it burrow in the walls and consume your treasures!” 


Nagash shook his head in disgust. The Forsaken had been worthy foes. 
He’d hoped for better from their high priest. He raised his right hand. The 
energies of the burning stone had permeated the flesh that remained, until it 
was swollen and foul with cancerous tumours. Black veins, thick and 
pulsing with unnatural life, penetrated muscle and tendon and sank their 
roots into bone, where they drew sustenance from the deposits of burning 
stone. He reached out and seized the priest’s jaw, cutting off his tirade. 
Nagash’s fingers left streaks of slime on the northman’s cheeks. 


“There is nothing your god can do to me that I have not willingly inflicted 
upon myself,” Nagash said. “Malakh’s days are done. Go and tell him, 
when your soul is wandering the wastelands beyond death’s door.” 


Nagash released the high priest and withdrew a few steps. On cue, Thestus, 
the leader of his Forsaken vassals, came forward with a blazing torch in his 
hand. The northman, once the chieftain of a hill fort nearly as large as 
Maghur’kan, wore leather and bronze armour in the Nehekharan style, and 
his scalp had been shaved bare. His hard, craggy features showed no 
emotion at all as he approached the bound priests and held his brand aloft. It 
was important that the people of Maghur’kan saw one of their own feeding 
their god to the flames. 


“Witness!” Thestus cried. “Malakh rules here no longer! From this moment 
forward, Maghur’kan serves only Nagash, the Undying King!” 


The high priest spat upon Thestus. The Forsaken watrior’s only reaction 
was to bend low and thrust the torch into the wood directly beneath the holy 
man’s feet. 


Flames whooshed through the pitch-soaked wood, until the totem and the 
men tied to it were wreathed in hungry blue flames. The priests began 
screaming at once, their cries of agony piercing the night. From the narrow 
mud lanes of the hill fort, the Yaghur began to howl in reply. Nagash 
listened to the gruesome chorus for a moment, savouring the sound, then 
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left Thestus and his warriors and headed to the opposite side of the square, 
where the warlord’s great hall could be found. 


The Forsaken built their halls the same way they built their barrows. It was 
large and dome-shaped, with a roof of wood and thatch, and the only 
building in the entire fort with a thick, stone foundation. As he approached 
the hall, dark, humanoid shapes glided from the shadows and paced along 
behind the necromancer. They wove back and forth in Nagash’s wake like a 
pack of two-legged hounds, panting and sniffing at the sweet smell of 
roasting flesh. 


There were no guards stationed outside the hall’s large, round door; only a 
pair of lit braziers, vainly trying to hold back the shadows of the night. The 
Yaghur raised clawed hands to shield their faces from the hateful light; their 
eyes shone a pale yellow in the firelight, like a jackal’s. 


Nagash passed through the open door, noting the sorcerous wards that had 
been incised into its wooden foundation. Protection against misfortune, 
against pestilence and evil spirits... he felt not the slightest murmur of 
power from the old symbols. Perhaps they had died along with the men 
burning in the square outside. 


Beyond the door was a wide passageway leading to the centre of the hall, 
flanked by branching corridors that ran left and right around the building’s 
circumference. Tapestries hung along the walls, depicting glorious victories 
against the northmen’s many enemies. Nagash saw human tribes defeated 
and enslaved, and fierce battles against hulking, green-skinned monsters 
that walked upright like men. He also saw one old, threadbare tapestry that 
depicted the Forsaken triumphing over a horde of rat-things like the ones 
he’d encountered in the wasteland. 


Interestingly, there were no tapestries showing mighty victories over their 
old foes, the Yaghur. Nagash wondered what his long-time vassals thought 
of such an omission—if they thought of it at all. 


At the far end of the passageway, Nagash entered a large, circular great 
room, dominated by a crackling fire pit in the centre of the space. A crowd 
of silent, grim-faced warriors stood around the dying flames, their scarred 
faces fixed in masks of anger and despair. They turned as the necromancer 
appeared, and retreated slowly to the perimeter of the room. 
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These were the Forsaken warlord’s few remaining allies, as well as the 
survivors of his own personal warband, gathered together at Nagash’s 
command to bear witness to Braghad Maghur’kan’s submission. 


Over the tips of the crackling flames, he could see Bragadh, the last of the 
Forsaken warlords. Even in defeat, the young leader of the northmen was 
proud and defiant, flanked on his right hand by Diarid, his scarred, grey- 
haired champion, and on his left hand by Akatha, the last of his witches. 
Akatha’s two sisters had died horrible deaths during the battle at the fort’s 
main gate. She had survived Nagash’s sorcerous bolts only because of the 
heroism of another of Bragadh’s champions, who had stepped in front of the 
blast and had died in her place. Like Bragadh, she was very young, perhaps 
twenty-five or twenty-six. In Nagash’s day, as a priest in Khemri, they 
would have been considered little more than children. It was a sign of how 
badly the northmen had suffered during the last, bitter years of the war. 


Nagash paused just inside the great chamber, pointedly ignoring the hateful 
stares of the Forsaken as he studied the many war trophies hung along the 
walls. Eventually his gaze came around to where Bragadh stood. The 
necromancer smiled coldly. 


“T had expected a throne, at the very least,” he said. 


The warlord nodded at the timber crackling in the fire. “You’re looking at 
it,” he growled. He was a huge, broad-shouldered giant, with a forked, red 
beard and a heavy, brooding brow. 


Nagash inclined his head to the warlord. That kind of bitter spite was 
something he could understand. “It is time,” he said. 


Bragadh raised his chin stubbornly. “Let’s hear your terms.” 
“Have I not already given them?” Nagash countered. 
“T want my people to hear you say them as well.” 


Nagash considered the request. Bragadh had been a fearsome war leader in 
his time: bold, cunning and ruthless to a fault. The necromancer did not take 
him for a petty man; that suggested his allies did not necessarily support his 
decision to surrender. 


“Very well,” Nagash said. “You will receive the same terms as every other 
fort which has surrendered to me. To begin with you will reject the worship 
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of Malakh from this night forward. In addition, two-thirds of your fighting 
men will return with me to my fortress, where they will serve in my army 
until death and beyond. The rest will remain here, along with the women 
and children, to tend the fields and grow the population. Two-thirds of each 
male generation will be called to serve, while the village will supply them 
with shipments of meat and grain twice each year. These are the only tithes 
that you will owe to me as your master.” 


The Forsaken glanced sidelong at one another. The terms were very 
generous, as far as Nagash was concerned. 


Diarid folded his muscular arms. Like Bragadh, his long face was framed 
by a dark, forked beard, and polished finger bones were plaited into his hair. 
“How will our people defend themselves against our other enemies?” he 
asked. “You would leave us with too few warriors to survive.” 


Nagash chuckled. “I have walked your lands from one end to the other,” he 
said. “There are a great many graves here. Enough for a very large army 
indeed. They can be called to war at any time.” 


Diarid’s dark eyes narrowed thoughtfully. The implication hadn’t escaped 
the young champion. If any village were foolish enough to rebel, their own 
ancestors would rise up to punish them. 


Bragadh nodded. “All this you will swear to, if our villages submit?” 
“T would not have said so otherwise,” the necromancer replied. 


“No!” cried one of the Forsaken to Nagash’s right. He was an older man, 
with streaks of grey in his beard, and a barrel-like body clad in bronze and 
leather armour. He stepped forward, shaking his fist at Bragadh first, then at 
Nagash. “We are true men, not slaves!” he said. He turned to face Nagash, 
his expression savage. “I would sooner choose death than to betray my god 
and serve the likes of you!” 


Nagash regarded the old village leader for a moment. ’As you wish,” he 
said. 


At once, the Yaghur were upon him. Sleek, misshapen figures burst from 
the passageway, racing past their master and leaping on the man. Their 
bodies were hunched, naked and hairless, covered in layers of dried blood 
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and filth, and they propelled themselves across the packed earth floor using 
all four limbs, like mad, bloodthirsty apes. 


A baying chorus of terrible, ululating howls filled the great hall as they 
seized the old man in their clawed hands and dragged him off his feet. 
Jagged, rotting teeth sank into the barbarian’s face and neck. He tried to 
struggle, screaming in terror and pain, but the creatures held him fast. Flesh 
tore like rotting cloth; hot blood sprayed through the air, and the man’s 
screams became a choking death-rattle. The Yaghur tore at the man’s body 
with their claws, ripping apart his armour to get to the warm meat beneath. 
Their howls transformed into slobbering, chewing sounds as the monsters 
began to feast. 


“Before the sun rises, every man, woman and child in his hill fort will be 
dead,” Nagash said into the stunned silence that followed. “The fields and 
buildings will remain, and will be given to someone with better sense than 
he.” His gaze swept across the crowd. “Your choice here is simple. Serve 
me, and your people will survive. They will even prosper, as well-tended 
vassals should. Otherwise, they will die, and their bones will serve me in 
the mines for centuries to come. Do you understand?!” 


No one spoke. Finally, the witch—a tall, dark-haired woman with large eyes 
and a narrow, pointed face—folded her arms and glared at the men. “Don’t 
be fools,” Akatha snarled. “The time for defiance has passed. We must be 
pragmatic. The True People must survive.” 


One of the Yaghur raised his head as the witch spoke, blood drooling from 
his jaws. His flat nostrils flared, and he growled hungrily. After a quarter 
millennia of feasting on human flesh, the Yaghur had developed an especial 
love for the soft meat of women and children. 


Bragadh glared hatefully at the ghoul, and the Yaghur quickly turned back 
to its meal. The warlord sighed. “The witch speaks true,” he said wearily. 
“We must all take the long view now, and look to our people’s survival.” 


Groans went up from a dozen throats as Bragadh walked around the fire pit 
towards Nagash. When he stood before the necromancer he drew the great, 
bronze rune sword from its sheath and sank to his knees. 


“T am Bragadh Maghur’kan,” he intoned. “Warlord of the True People.” He 
carefully set his blade at Nagash’s feet. “And I submit.” 
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For a moment, no one moved. Then, one by one, the village leaders came 
forward to lay their weapons at the necromancer’s feet. 


Nagash accepted the submissions in silence, his expression of triumph lost 
within the depths of his hood. Across the chamber, Diarid and Bragadh’s 
chosen men watched with stricken expressions as they watched their honour 
and traditions laid at the feet of their long-time foe. 


Only Akatha met the necromancer’s eyes. Her expression was hard as 
stone. Pragmatic, but no less hateful for that, Nagash noted. Well enough, he 
thought. So long as she serves. 


The Yaghur watched the ceremony with feral disinterest, chewing noisily. 


The long procession marched from Maghur’kan just after sunset on the 
following day. First came Nagash, borne upon his oaken palanquin and 
attended by his skeletal bodyguard. Behind them came his vassal 
lieutenants, Bragadh, Thestus and Diarid, and the witch Akatha. They 
marched from their ancestral home with their heads high, but their 
expressions were bleak. 


In their wake marched the columns of Nagash’s infantry—human and 
undead, more than four thousand strong, their ranks replenished by the 
corpses of those they’d slain. Then, shoulders hunched and heads hung low, 
came the remnants of the once-mighty Forsaken host: four hundred 
barbarian warriors, stumbling from exhaustion and the pain of their 
wounds. Not all of them would survive the three-week march to the 
mountain. The Yaghur loped along the army’s flanks, sniffing the air and 
waiting for the first of the barbarians to stumble. 


South the column wound, through conquered territories that had lain under 
Nagash’s hand for many decades. The hill forts were well maintained, the 
fields tended and the muddy lanes kept clean of filth. Silence and despair, 
heavy as a funeral shroud, hung over the entire region. Food and water were 
brought out for the human soldiers by hollow-eyed men and women, none 
of whom seemed to understand the simplest of questions posed by Bragadh 
or his kinsmen. 


After the second week the army was close to the northern end of the Plain 
of Bones, and on bright, moonlit nights they could see a pall of dark grey 
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clouds hanging low on the southern horizon. At first, the enslaved 
barbarians thought they were seeing storm clouds hanging over the Sour 
Sea, but night after night, the sight was still the same. 


Three nights later the army had reached the Plain of Bones. The old 
battlefield had changed a great deal in the last two-and-a-half centuries, as 
Nagash had pursued his campaign against the northmen. A wall of stone 
had been built across the narrow, northern approach to the plain, anchored 
on each end by a citadel garrisoned by human and undead soldiers. A wide 
gate in the centre of the wall creaked open as the army approached, and the 
warriors marched through a tunnel of stone some ten yards long before 
emerging onto a wide expanse of tortured earth. Every square foot of the 
plain had been churned by pick and shovel over the centuries, digging up 
the bones of those who had fallen there over the millennia and adding them 
to Nagash’s undead army. 


A pall of stinking, ashen cloud hung low over the plain, plunging it into 
perpetual darkness, and a heavy, almost tangible silence clung to the broken 
land. Even the baying of the Yaghur was muted beneath the churning 
shadow cast from the south. 


From that point on, the army marched day and night through the perpetual 
gloom. Hard-bitten warriors who had endured the bitter siege and the 
torturous march south became unmanned as they stumbled through the 
nightmarish landscape. Some broke ranks and tried to flee, raving and 
screaming in terror before the Yaghur pulled them down. Others simply fell 
by the wayside, their hearts gone dead between one step and the next as the 
burden of fear and despair simply grew too heavy to bear. 


Two days later, as they crossed the southern edge of the plain and began the 
long descent to the coast, the vassals got their first sight of the great 
mountain. Nagashizzar, it was now called, which in Nehekharan meant “the 
glory of Nagash”’, and a quarter millennium of constant labour had 
transformed it into a vast and impenetrable fortress. High walls girdled the 
wide slopes in seven concentric rings, each one higher and more forbidding 
than the next. Hundreds of towers clawed at the ashen sky, interspersed 
between barracks buildings, storehouses, foundries and mine works. 


Wavering tongues of ghostly green fire flickered from scores of bronze 
forges, and twisting plumes of noxious vapours poured from countless 
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mineshafts carved deep into the mountainside. The great barrow plain that 
once stretched westward towards the coast was now covered in vast piles of 
crushed stone and poisonous tailings from the mines, spilling down into the 
dark waters of the sea. To the north, where the Yaghur still dwelled, the 
marshland had turned into a poisonous waste, devoid of all life save for the 
flesh-eaters and their squalid lairs. 


As the army descended onto the coastal plain the barbarians’ fears mounted. 
Howls rose from the wasteland as the Yaghur sensed the return of their 
master, and shrill, wailing horns echoed them from the phantasmal towers. 
Down they went, across the lifeless slope and through the ruins of the old 
temple fortress, and then along a wide road of crushed stone that led to the 
first of the fortress gates. 


Men began to wail in horror as they approached that dark portal. It yawned 
wide like the mouth of a hungry beast, eager for their souls. And, in a sense, 
they were correct. 


Slowly, inexorably, the fortress gate swallowed them whole. The screams of 
the Forsaken echoed for a long time afterwards, until the huge gates crashed 
shut behind them. 


As vast and ominous as Nagashizzar was upon the surface, the fearsome 
array of walls, towers and industry only represented a fraction of the 
fortress’ true size. Much of the enormous stronghold had been burrowed 
into the mountain itself, with miles upon miles of tunnels, mineshafts, 
laboratories, vaults and storehouses. Night and day, Nagash’s undead 
servants toiled in the darkness, extending tunnels and hollowing out still 
more chambers to support Nagashizzar’s ever-growing population. No one 
knew for certain how deep the tunnels went any more, or even where many 
of them led. There were exploratory tunnels and deep shafts that had not 
been trod in a hundred years or more. 


Deep, deep within the earth, in the very lowest levels of the mighty fortress, 
bare hands clawed relentlessly at dirt and stone. When at last they broke 
through into a vast, half-finished gallery, the exhausted tunnellers all but 
fell onto their snouts in the open, echoing space. They lay there on the 
smooth stone for several seconds, wringing their taloned hands and panting 
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shallowly. Their smooth, pink noses tasted the dank air. Oil and metal, old 
bone and the teasing scent of man-flesh. Could this be the place the Grey 
Seer had sent them to find? 


Yes! The Seekers caught the scent at almost the same moment. Quivering, 
they scrambled to their feet, wringing paw-like hands in excitement. They 
licked their noses, tasting the bitter dust. Sky-stone! Gifts from the Great 
Horned One, in numbers uncounted! 


The Seekers froze, still as statues but for the wrinkling of their noses and 
the twitching of their ears as they searched for signs they’d been 
discovered. 


Always, always there was the risk that something vigilant waited in the 
darkness; some horror with teeth or blades to rend rat-flesh. Such was the 
way Of life in the tunnels. Every one of the Seekers had secretly picked out 
which of their companions they could safely throw in the path of danger so 
they could make good their escape. 


Nothing stirred in the abandoned gallery save for the Seekers themselves. 
Such luck! Such glory to the first one who carried the news back to the 
Council! Minds buzzing with dreams of power and schemes of treachery, 
the Seekers turned about and fled back the way they’d come, their long, 
pink tails twitching behind them. 
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SEVENTEEN 
The Deathless Court 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 96th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1350 Imperial Reckoning) 


By day, Neferata slept, yet she did not dream. Instead, the sounds of the 
great city washed over her, filling her mind with fragments of mortal life 
that existed beyond the cold palace walls. 


Sailors shouted bawdy boasts to whores walking the city docks, or sang 
songs of foreign shores while they made their ships ready for another long 
journey at sea. Servants gossiped in the market squares, or haggled over the 
price of melons or grain. Beggars called out to passers-by, pleading for a 
copper or a crust of bread. A tavern-keeper opened his doors with a 
muttered prayer for a good day’s custom. 


Lovers argued over an imagined slight. A thief jeered at the city guard as he 
made good his escape. A young mother sang a lullaby for her baby. An old 
man wept softly, mourning the wife he’d lost the year before. 


She awoke at sunset, in the utter darkness of her bedchamber, her legs 
tangled in silken sheets. Her limbs were stiff and cold. Thirst tightened her 
throat. No matter how much she drank the night before, the thirst was 
always with her when she woke. 


The faintest sounds of movement came from beyond her bedchamber door. 
Neferata swiftly wiped the tears from her cheeks as her attendants swept 
into the room to prepare her for the long night ahead. 


Lamplight filled the room as the women went about their tasks with swift 
and silent precision. They were all priestesses of the highest order in the 
secretive Lahmian Cult: orphans raised within the precincts of the former 
Women’s Palace and trained to serve the sacred bloodline of Asaph, as 
manifested in the person of the queen. Only the cult’s inner circle knew the 
true nature of the living goddess whom they served, but by that point their 
hearts and minds belonged to Neferata alone. The initiates of the cult wore 
robes of purest samite and masks of fine, beaten gold, wrought in the image 
of Asaph herself. 
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She waited as the priestesses laid out her robes and drew open the heavy, 
bronze shutters that covered the windows and shielded her from the sun. A 
sea breeze stirred the curtains, caressing her icy skin, and she heard the 
distant murmur of waves. The riot of voices in the city below faded to a dull 
roar, not unlike the sound of the restless surf. 


A priestess knelt by the side of her bed, her masked face carefully 
downcast. The mask she wore had been modelled on Neferata’s own face, 
and wrought with exacting detail. With both hands she offered a golden 
goblet brimming with blood. 


“For you, holy one,” she intoned in a hollow voice. “An offer of love, and 
life eternal.” 


Neferata took the goblet from the priestess and held it to her breast, 
savouring its warmth. The thirst grew suddenly, painfully sharp; her hand 
tightened on the metal rim, and she became horribly aware of the curved 
fangs pressing against her lower gums. As she did each night, she forced 
herself to remain still and calm until the feral impulse subsided. Slowly, 
deliberately, she raised the goblet to her lips and drained it in a single 
draught. Not one precious drop escaped her lips. 


When she was done, she handed the vessel back to the priestess. The ritual 
would be repeated again at midnight, and once more just before dawn. 
Bloodletting in small amounts was a central tenet of the Lahmian Cult; 
from the lowliest acolyte to the most senior priestesses, each initiate 
surrendered a small portion each night as part of rituals intended to bring 
them closer to the goddess. 


The cult had been a clever scheme on the part of W’soran, who envisioned 
it as both a cover for their predations and a safe haven from which to 
continue their rule over the city. Under Neferata’s leadership it had also 
become a useful political tool as well, lending the Lahmian throne a degree 
of divine authority that the other Nehekharan cities lacked. The cult boasted 
a single, grand temple, converted from the Women’s Palace during the latter 
days of Neferata’s official reign. The temple’s inner sanctum, a small 
complex of buildings in its own right, encompassed her private apartments 
and the palace’s old central garden and still retained the opulence of its 
former existence. Nagash’s tomes were kept in an arcane laboratory inside 
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the sanctum, its doors sealed by physical and magical locks that only 
Neferata and W’soran together could open. 


Fresh strength flowed through Neferata’s limbs and lent her a small 
measure of warmth. She rose from the bed and spread her arms, allowing 
the priestesses to dress her. They garbed her in the raiment of an empress: 
robes of the finest Eastern silk, in layers of saffron, crimson and sapphire, 
embroidered with gold and silver thread and hundreds of tiny pearls. A 
girdle of fine, hammered gold was draped about her hips, its plates inset 
with dark, polished rubies. Deft hands slid precious bracelets onto her 
wrists, and a necklace made of heavy, gold links was fastened about her 
neck. 


When the priestesses had completed the elaborate costume, they led her to 
the dressing table and bade her sit. Jewelled slippers were placed on her 
feet, and her eyes were darkened with kohl. All the while, Neferata stared 
out the open windows, listening to the sea. The steady whisper of the deeps 
soothed her mind as almost nothing else could. 


As the priestesses worked, another pale figure slipped silently into the room 
and sat gracefully upon the edge of Neferata’s bed. She was slim and 
delicate of feature, like the porcelain dolls from the land of her birth, and 
favoured elegant silk robes cut in the Eastern style. Her raven-black hair 
was swept up behind her head, held there with golden pins and a comb of 
polished jade. It drew attention to her slender neck, and emphasised her 
artful, elegant sense of poise. 


Everything about her was carefully crafted, from the precise angles her 
hands made as they rested in her lap, to the patient, composed tilt of her 
pointed chin. She had been a courtesan once, expensively educated and 
trained from early childhood to be a companion to princes and emperors. 
Her purpose had been to moderate the baser appetites of noble men and 
elevate their public appearance with her refined manner. She had been an 
omament, like a jewelled songbird that hovered about the shoulders of the 
wealthy and powerful. In those days, she hadn’t even had a proper name. To 
her master, Prince Xian, she had simply been known as White Orchid. 
Neferata called her Naaima, and in her court she wanted for nothing. 


The priestesses finished their work and withdrew as silently as they’d come. 
As they left, Naaima rose from the bed and went to her mistress. She ran 
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slender fingers through Neferata’s long hair, deftly teasing out the tangles, 
and then chose a silver-backed brush from the table. 


“You called out in your sleep,” Naaima said softly, in the oddly lilting 
tongue of the Silk Lands. She drew the brush through Neferata’s hair in 
long, smooth strokes. 


Naaima slept in a luxurious bedchamber just across the corridor from 
Neferata’s own. Centuries ago, when Neferata had persuaded her to take the 
poisoned cup, she had kept Naaima as close to her as she could, often 
taking comfort in the former courtesan’s embrace while she slept. It did not 
last, however. As time wore on, Neferata felt only the coldness of Naaima’s 
embrace, the deathly stillness of her body as she slept. There was no 
comfort to the found in the embrace of the dead. 


The question irritated her. “Perhaps I was dreaming,” Neferata said coldly. 
Even after two hundred years, the language of the easterners felt strange on 
her tongue. “Do you always listen to me while I sleep?” 


“Sometimes,” Naaima replied, ignoring the brittle edge in Neferata’s voice. 
She was silent for a time as she finished her brushing, then gathered up a 
handful of golden pins. As she drew back Neferata’s long hair she said, “It 
sounded as though you were calling to a hawk.” 


Neferata’s body betrayed nothing. The pain was still sharp, even now, like a 
needle in her heart. The passage of years wore away the softer emotions 
first, she’d learned, while the harder, crueller ones endured. 


“You must be mistaken,” she managed to say. “I know nothing of hawks. 
Falconry never held any interest for me.” 


“Of course,” Naaima replied smoothly. She did not pursue the matter any 
further. When she was finished with Neferata’s hair, she went to the wooden 
box that sat on a pedestal in one comer of the room. Opening it, she drew 
out Neferata’s golden mask. The delicate metal of the mask bore the weight 
of centuries upon its cold face. She studied it for a moment, frowning 
slightly. “You should have a crown,” she said. “You deserve better than 
this.” 


“The crown is for the Queen of Lahmia,” Neferata replied. “I am merely its 
ruler.” She beckoned to Naaima. “Bring it here. I have work to do.” 
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She forced herself to hold still as Naaima slipped the mask onto her face. 
Every time she felt the touch of metal against her cheeks she was reminded 
of her own funeral. It reminded her now of nothing but death and loss. 
When it was in place she rose without a word and made her way from the 
chamber. Naaima fell into step a precise six paces behind her; the habits of 
a lifetime and were nearly impossible to overcome, and only became more 
so in the unlife that followed. 


The corridors of the inner sanctum were funereal in their stillness. There 
were never more than three hundred acolytes and initiates of the cult at any 
one time, and they were swallowed up whole by the vast size of the temple 
complex. Neferata walked in silence down the dimly lit passageways, then 
across the broad expanse of the former palace garden. The trees and tall 
ferns grew wild and untended now, and many of the rare flowers had died 
without the care of the gardeners. Bats circled overhead, darting and 
dancing in the moonlight. She listened to their strange, almost plaintive 
cries, as she did every night, and wondered who or what it was they were 
calling for. 


They crossed the wild garden, and then entered another set of silent, 
echoing chambers on the far side. Moments later they arrived at a pair of 
bronze doors, attended by silent, masked priestesses. Ubaid waited beside 
them. Though he still looked as young as the day he’d tasted Lamashizzar’s 
elixir, his back was hunched and his hands trembled like that of an old man. 
His eyes were round and bright like polished glass. As Neferata 
approached, he managed a clumsy bow. 


“The court awaits, holy one,” he said in a ragged voice. The former grand 
vizier sounded as though his inner workings had been crushed to pieces, 
then carelessly reassembled. 


Neferata ignored him. With a curt nod, the priestesses pulled open the 
doors. Warm, yellow light poured over her as she crossed the threshold into 
the audience chamber. The blocks of polished sandstone and the lacquered 
wooden screens of the Hall of Reverent Contemplation had been dismantled 
and rebuilt within the inner sanctum when the Women’s Palace had been 
renovated. She knew she would no longer have any need for the vast, 
echoing court chamber that she’d presided from in the palace proper, and 
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she’d thought the familiar surroundings would be a comfort in the ages to 
come. How little she had known. 


She climbed the back of the dais and stepped around the tall, wooden 
throne. It was the one concession to her ego that she’d allowed when she 
surrendered her crown. A vast fortune had been spent to hire a small 
expedition to scour the southern jungles for a match to the wood that had 
been used for the original throne, and a still greater sum paid to find and 
commission an artisan skilled enough to shape it into an exact copy of the 
original. The whole process had taken almost as long as the construction of 
the temple itself. Neferata had never gotten around to asking Lord Ushoran 
what had become of the artisan afterward. Certainly no one ever found the 
body. 


Neferata settled gracefully into the ancient chair and surveyed the audience 
chamber. Lord Ankhat stood closest to the dais, attended by a pair of 
enthralled retainers burdened with stacks of ledgers and bundles of scrolls. 
Lord Ushoran waited at a careful remove from Ankhat, his expression 
distant as he meditated on his intrigues. This evening W’soran was present 
as well, accompanied by an enthralled young scribe who was busily 
copying down his master’s muttered dictation. As always, Lord Zurhas 
lingered furthest from the throne, his arms folded tightly across his chest 
and a look on his face that said he would rather be gambling away his 
fortune in some squalid dice house. 


Each one bore the marks of unlife in their own, unique way. Lord Ankhat, 
was, if anything, more lordly in mien than before, possessing a dominating 
presence that nearly rivalled her own. Ushoran, on the other hand, was just 
the opposite. He seemed more changeable, more chimerical than before. 
There were times that Neferata was certain his features looked subtly 
different from one moment to the next. Unfortunately for Lord Zurhas, his 
features were entirely fixed. Neferata couldn’t help but think he tured 
more craven and rodent-like with each passing year. 


Then there was W’soran. The old scholar had been the first to ask Neferata 
to drink from the poisoned cup, and since rising from his deathbed he had 
grown even more gaunt and skeletal than before. Now, centuries later, he 
was a hideous creature, more resembling a walking corpse than a man. The 
very sight of him filled her with dread. For the longest time, she was afraid 
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that some error in the ritual had caused his transformation, and that he 
secretly hated her for it. But Lord Ushoran insisted that W’soran was 
actually pleased with what he’d become. 


When she was seated, Naaima glided soundlessly around the dais and took 
her place at Neferata’s right, head bowed and hands clasped at her waist. 
Moments later, Ubaid shuffled around to Neferata’s left and cleared his 
gravelly throat. 


“Pay heed to the throne of Lahmia,” the grand vizier intoned, his voice 
echoing in the nearly empty chamber. “The court of Neferata the Eternal is 
convened. Let all bear witness to her glory.” 


“The last of the annual tribute has arrived,” Ankhat said, scanning the 
contents of the ledger in his hands. “Zandri has come up short again.” 


Neferata sighed. “What is the excuse this time?” 


Ankhat shrugged. “Pirates, of course. Cut down profits on the slave trade by 
nearly a third, according to them.” 


Her eyes narrowed. “Are they telling the truth, Ushoran?” 


The Lord of Masks shook his head. His network of spies now reached from 
one end of Nehekhara to the other. Lahmia was the centre of the civilized 
world, richer by far than any of the other great cities combined. The yearly 
tribute to pay off the interest on their debts saw to that. There were a great 
many powerful people who resented that fact. “Zandri’s navy is as strong as 
ever,” he said. “There hasn’t been a pirate spotted in her waters for more 
than a century.” 


“And does Numas support Zandri’s reckless behaviour?” Neferata asked. 


Ankhat snorted. “Given how much we’re paying them for grain? I should 
hope not.” The city of Numas, situated on the wide Plains of Plenty, had 
long been the chief food producer in Nehekhara. Now, with reports that the 
fertile banks of the River Vitae were shrinking, and the desert encroaching 
on the other cities more and more each year, their power and influence had 
grown tenfold. Even Lahmia found itself increasingly beholden to the 
distant city, as increasing numbers of bandit gangs drove farmers off the 
Golden Plain. 
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“Numas has given no sign of support for Zandri,” Ushoran agreed. “The 
west has changed a great deal in the last two hundred years, and the only 
real common ground the two cities ever had was their brief allegiance to 
Nagash. If anything, I suspect that Zandri is growing bold in response to 
Numas’ growing stature.” 


“And does Numas pose a threat to us?” Neferata asked. Naaima chided her 
often that she saw potential threats everywhere these days. When one ruled 
a de facto empire, it was the only way to survive. 


Ushoran gave another of his shrugs. “Now? No. A hundred years from 
now? Perhaps.” 


Neferata sighed. “How quickly they seem to forget,” she growled. “Three 
hundred years of peace and prosperity has evidently spoiled them. Perhaps 
a punitive expedition to Zandri is in order.” 


Ushoran glanced at Ankhat, who shifted uncomfortably. 
“For that, we’ll need an army, I suspect,” Ankhat said. 


Neferata straightened. “What happened to the army we had?” she 
demanded. 


“Three hundred years of peace and _ prosperity,” Ankhat replied. 
“Lamashizzar began reducing the army right after the war, and it was 
allowed to wither ever since. There didn’t seem to be a point to maintaining 
an expensive army when the trade policies were working so well, and 
besides, it’s highly unlikely the dragon power has retained its potency after 
so long in storage.” 


Neferata glowered behind her mask. There likely wouldn’t be any more 
opportunities to buy the exotic powder, either. The Eastern Empire was still 
as secretive and isolationist as it ever had been, but Ushoran’s spies in the 
trade cities hinted that there had been great upheavals inside its borders. 
Prince Xian Ha Feng, scion of the Celestial Household, had defied the 
edicts of the Emperor for two years after his first taste of Neferata’s blood, 
effectively resolving the matter of Lahmia’s debt to the Empire. 


When he was finally recalled by his august father, the prince left for the Silk 
Lands with two more vials of the queen’s blood, and promises of much 
more in the future. But shortly after Xian’s return, all contact with the 
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Empire abruptly ceased, and all foreigners were barred from its trade cities 
on pain of death. It would be more than a century before contact was 
restored, whereupon it was learned that the old emperor had met with 
sudden misfortune, and issues of succession had turned violent. Prince Xian 
disappeared into the chaos of the civil wars that followed, and none knew 
his fate. The current emperor’s view on Nehekhara was one of benign 
disinterest. 


“What have we been doing with all the money that was supposed to be 
going to the army?” she inquired. 


“Some of it went to the navy,” Ankhat said. “Most of it went to expanding 
the City Guard and adding patrols to the trade routes across the Golden 
Plain.” 


“And much good that did us,” Neferata replied sourly. “No wonder Zandri 
feels free to withhold tribute.” She pointed at Ankhat. “That policy changes 
now. How long will it take to raise a new army and train it?” 


Ankhat blinked. “T don’t know for certain,” he replied. “I seem to recall that 
it took your father decades—” 


“That was because he was negotiating with the damned Easterners,” 
Neferata said, and then cast a guilty look at Naaima. 


“Abhorash could tell us,” Ankhat replied. “If he was here, of course.” 


Neferata glanced at Ushoran. “What of Abhorash>?” she asked. “Any 
word?” 


The Lord of Masks shrugged once again. “There are rumours he was 
sighted in Rasetra last year,” he said, “The last I knew for certain, he was 
heading into the jungles, but it’s been twenty years now. He could very well 
be dead.” 


Abhorash had been the last member of the cabal to accept the poisoned cup; 
later even than Naaima by more than a decade. Having witnessed the 
voluntary transformation of the rest of Neferata’s cabal, he wanted no part 
of an existence that would prevent him from fighting on the battlefield. He 
believed that more than a hundred and fifty years of loyal service to the 
throne was enough to ensure that he would never betray the cabal, but 
Neferata was not convinced. Finally, she lost patience. When he came to the 
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palace to receive his elixir from the queen, she gave him the poisoned cup 
instead. 


He had been furious upon awakening as an immortal, and refused to accept 
what he had become. Incredibly, he’d denied his thirst for many nights, as 
though it were a sickness that could be overcome, until Neferata had begun 
to think the mighty warrior might actually waste away. But then, one 
moonless night, Abhorash succumbed. By the time the sun had risen once 
more, twelve people—men, women, even a small child—had been slain 
across the length of the city. Ankhat and Ushoran had scoured the city in 
search of Abhorash on the following night, but the champion was nowhere 
to be found. He’d fled the city, and no one in Lahmia had seen him since. 


“Abhorash isn’t dead,” Neferata declared. “There’s nothing in the southern 
jungles—or anywhere else—capable of killing him. When he discovers that 
for himself, I expect we will see him again.” She glanced at Ankhat. “In the 
meantime, my lord, we need an army.” 


Ankhat bowed. “I will inform the queen of the new policy at once.” 


A group of priestesses slipped into the chamber, bearing goblets to quench 
the court’s thirst. Midnight already. They’d been discussing matters of state 
for six hours. The notion surprised and dismayed her. 


Neferata accepted the first goblet and drank it down, then watched the 
others drink. The transformation affected each of them differently, she 
knew. They all dealt with the thirst in their own ways, and it was reflected 
in the way that they fed. Ankhat took the proffered cup, studied its depths, 
and then drank it slowly, like wine. Lord Ushoran took his cup in an almost 
absent fashion, his brooding mind distracted by one intrigue or another. He 
drank the blood in swift gulps; for him it was fuel, and nothing more. 
Zurhas eyed his goblet with dread, yet he accepted the cup with a grimace 
and drank it down in a single swallow. Naaima accepted hers with studied 
calm, as with everything else she did, and drank it without evident interest 
or emotion. 


W’soran shook his head curtly, refusing the cup as he always did. Neferata 
wondered at his appetites, and how he managed to indulge them. 


Once the priestesses had withdrawn, Neferata sighed. “Is there anything 
else to discuss?” 
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Ankhat and Ushoran consulted their notes. “More reports in Numas of 
strange clouds seen over the mountains to the east,” Ushoran said. “King 
Ahmose is thinking about sending an expedition to find its source.” 


“Much good may it do him,” Neferata said. “Anything else?” 
To her surprise, W’soran spoke up. “I have a request,” he said. 
“Go on.” 


The old scholar raised his chin, almost in challenge. “I would like access to 
Nagash’s books for a time,” he said. “I want to begin a new field of 
research.” 


“And what would that be?” Neferata asked, though she had suspicions of 
what it might be. 


“An aspect of necromancy,” W’soran began. 


B] 


“We’ve discussed this before,” Neferata growled. “Many, many times—’ 


“Not raising the dead,” W’soran interjected. “Not that. My interest lies in 
raising spirits and communicating with them. If I recall, Nagash made some 
notes regarding summoning circles in one of his books.” 


Neferata thought it over. “And what do you hope to gain from this?” she 
asked. 


W’soran shrugged. “Knowledge, of course. What else?” 


Her first instinct was to refuse, but she knew that W’soran would ask for her 
reasons, and she had none. “Very well,” she said. “But I expect to be kept 
apprised of your efforts.” 


“Of course,” W’soran said, and gave a small bow of gratitude. 


“There is also the matter of Khemri,” added Lord Ankhat. “The rebuilding 
of the city is nearly complete, and the inhabitants are clamouring for a king. 
Will you approve of such a thing?” 


The news surprised Neferata, though she chided herself that it had been 
centuries since she’d made her pledge to help the late King Shepret restore 
the ruined city. 


“T see no reason why not,” she said at length. “It’s been almost four hundred 
years. Nagash is nothing more than an evil memory now. And the sooner 
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that Khemri has a king, the sooner we can stop subsidising the city’s 
construction.” 


“Perhaps it’s best to wait and see if the would-be king lives to claim the 
throne,” Ushoran said wryly. 


Neferata turned to the spymaster. “What does that mean?” she asked. 


“The Queen of Rasetra is with child, but she has never been a woman of 
robust health,” Ushoran said. “The pregnancy has been very difficult. From 
what I gather, there is little chance that the baby will survive.” 


Ankhat nodded. “She is here right now, in fact, praying at the temple.” 
“What?” Neferata said, sitting straight upon the throne. 


“She’s holding vigil in the presence of the goddess, praying for her child’s 
life,” Ushoran explained. “A pity it will do her little good.” 


Neferata did not reply at first. The silence stretched, until Ushoran began to 
look uncomfortable. 


“Is there something wrong, great one?” he asked. 


Again, Neferata did not immediately reply. When she did finally speak, it 
caught them all by surprise. 


“Nagash is just an evil memory now,” she repeated. “A legend. One that 
grows more nebulous each year.” 


Ankhat frowned. “So we hope,” he said warily. 


Neferata nodded—thoughtfully at first, then more decisively. “The baby 
will live,” she declared. 


Ushoran gave her a bemused look. “How can you be so certain?” 


“Because I am going to save him,” Neferata replied. As she spoke, the idea 
took shape in her mind. “The queen will remain here in Lahmia as our 
guest, for the duration of the pregnancy, and I will give her an elixir mixed 
with my blood.” 


The news stunned the cabal. Ankhat and W’soran looked visibly shaken. 
“What makes you think she would agree to such a thing?” Ankhat said. 
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“She travelled, heavily pregnant, for weeks, just for the chance to pray for 
her son’s life,” Neferata snapped. “That woman is prepared to do anything 
to save her child.” 


Ushoran frowned. “But to what end?” 


“When the child is born, he will remain here until his majority,” Neferata 
declared. “It’s past time that the heirs apparent to the great cities came to 
Lahmia for their education.” 


The spymaster gaped at her. “Hostages. You’re talking about hostages.” 


“Not at all,” Neferata replied. “I am talking about shaping the future of all 
Nehekhara. Think of it: what if, in a hundred years, we ruled an empire 
from here to Zandri, and we did so openly?” 


“The other cities would never stand for it!” Ankhat exclaimed. 


“They would if the kings supported us, and soon they will,” she countered. 
“We’ve existed under the shadow of Nagash for too long. I’m tired of 
hiding. After everything I’ve done, everything I’ve sacrificed, all I’ve done 
is trade one prison for another.” Her fists clenched. “No more. Do you hear? 
No more.” 


She rose from the throne. “Instruct the queen to draft the summons to the 
other cities,” she said. “I will speak to the Queen of Rasetra personally. I 
want the first children here within the next year. Offer to lower their yearly 
tribute if you must.” 


“And if they refuse?” Ushoran countered. 


“They won’t, once we hear how the temple saved the future King of 
Khemri,” Neferata said. “We will show them that we are not the children of 
Nagash. We are something altogether different. In time, they may even 
worship us as gods.” 


She left them in shocked silence, her mind whirling with possibilities. 
Naaima followed behind her, for once surrendering her composure and 
dashing after her mistress. 


“You’ve frightened them,” she whispered in Neferata’s ear as they rushed 
through the dark halls of the inner sanctum. 
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“We’ve all been afraid for too long,” Neferata replied. “I meant what I said. 
I’m tired of skulking here, while the world turns without me. Perhaps 
Abhorash had the right of it all along, fleeing Lahmia and seeking his 
destiny elsewhere.” 


“This has nothing to do with destiny, or with compassion,” Naaima replied, 
her voice taut. “This is about Khalida—” 


Neferata’s hand blurred through the air, seizing Naaima by the throat. One 
moment they were racing through the inner sanctum, then the next Naaima 
was dangling from Neferata’s iron grip in the middle of the passageway. 


“Never speak that name again,” Neferata hissed. Her fangs glinted in the 
faint light. “Never. Do you understand me?” 


It took all her strength to gasp out her reply. “I... I understand,” Naaima 
said. 


Neferata held her there for several agonising seconds, her face a mask of 
madness and rage. Slowly, one heartbeat at a time, the anger ebbed from her 
face, until she realised what she was doing. With a start, she released the 
former concubine. Naaima hit the floor hard and collapsed, clutching her 
throat. 


“Forgive me,” Neferata said softly. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 
Naaima shook her head. The pain she felt in her heart left her breathless. 


“You can’t bring her back,” Naaima gasped. “Nothing you do will bring 
Khalida back. Why can’t you see that?” 


But there was no answer. Neferata was gone. 
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EPILOGUE 
Portents of Destruction 


Lahmia, The City of the Dawn, in the 98th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1325 Imperial Reckoning) 


“Here they come!” the tutor roared in his leathery, field-of-battle voice. 
“Get on your feet, boy! Get up!” 


Four men in bronze scale armour hefted their weapons and charged across 
the training ground, their sandaled feet kicking up plumes of sand as they 
converged on their prey. The early morning sun slanted across the square, 
leaving much of the ground still in deep shadow except for where young 
Alcadizzar lay. Haptshur’s pupil lay in his back in the rocky sand, half- 
covered by an overturned chariot. His bare legs were wrapped in the 
chariot’s traces, and a heavy sack of grain—representing the body of his 
dead driver—lay across his chest. The young man’s shield was strapped to 
his left arm, but his sword was ten paces away, back along the chariot’s 
imagined trail. As a final touch. Haptshur had smeared pig’s blood over his 
pupil’s face, taking care to dab it liberally in the young man’s eyes. The 
older warrior believed in making his lessons as realistic and messy as he 
possibly could—much like the brutal reality of the battlefield. 


Haptshur’s assistants likewise dispensed with any fanciful notions of 
honour or fair play—they had no intention of giving Alcadizzar the slightest 
chance of extricating himself and getting to his sword. They came at him all 
in a rush, intent on chopping him to pieces as quickly and savagely as they 
could. 


Swathed in deep shadow behind a lacquered wooden screen, Neferata 
watched the oncoming collision with mounting concern. Accidents 
happened in training. Even wooden weapons were more than capable of 
breaking bones or fracturing skulls, and if an infection set it, the results 
were often fatal. It had never happened to any of Haptshur’s royal pupils, 
but... She pressed the fingertips of her right hand against the screen’s 
fragile wooden vine work, as though willing speed and strength into the 
young man’s body. 
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Not that Alcadizzar needed it; despite his age, the Rasetran prince was 
already more than six feet tall, and more powerfully built than the burly 
Haptshur and his men. His mother had done everything Neferata had asked 
of her, remaining at the temple and drinking a vial of elixir each and every 
week until the baby was born, and its effects on the unborn child had been 
profound. 


The young man’s attackers covered the sandy ground in seconds, but 
Alcadizzar was already on the move. Cool and calm despite the angry 
shouts and the blood stinging his eyes, the young man paused for scarcely a 
moment to formulate his plan, and then sprang swiftly into action. Neferata 
watched as he got his hands underneath the heavy bag laid across his chest, 
then with a heave of his shoulders and arms he flung it backwards, over his 
head and into the path of the oncoming men. The projectile caught the 
attackers momentarily by surprise, but they recovered almost at once, 
dodging left and right out of its path, but the diversion bought Alcadizzar a 
few more precious seconds. 


To Neferata’s surprise, the prince didn’t bother untangling his legs from the 
leather traces; instead, he drew back his muscular legs, propped his feet 
against the chariot’s wicker rim, and heaved with all his strength. With a 
creak of wood and leather, the chariot rolled over onto its side, and 
Alcadizzar scrambled after it, disappearing into the open bed. 


Now the prince’s attackers pulled up short, suddenly without an easy target 
to reach. Alcadizzar had backed into the chariot like a cornered viper, and 
his foes could only come at him from one direction. Furthermore, the upper 
side of the chariot provided a roof of sorts over Alcadizzar’s head, 
preventing the men from raining blows down on him from overhead. They 
would have to come right at him, thrusting with their curved khopeshes, 
which made their task that much more difficult. 


The three men spread out, communicating with one another using glances 
and hand gestures. One of the attackers nodded, rushing towards the prince, 
while the other two circled around the opposite side of the chariot. Neferata 
frowned. What were they up to? Then she understood. While one man kept 
Alcadizzar occupied, the others were going to grab the chariot and pull it 
back upright, disorientating the prince and leaving him open for a blow 
from his attacker. 
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But Alcadizzar had plans of his own. As the first man rushed in, stabbing 
awkwardly with his curved blade, his feet came down amid tangled loops of 
leather traces that the prince had trailed behind him. At once, Alcadizzar 
jerked back on the traces, and the man flew backwards with a yell. The 
prince leapt onto him like a desert lion, landing on his chest and 
pummelling him with one powerful blow after another. Snarling, the 
swordsman tried to counterattack, but Alcadizzar caught his sword-hand by 
the wrist and cracked his fist across the other man’s chin, knocking him 
senseless. 


Just then, the chariot lurched, rolling back onto its wheels with a loud crash. 
The traces jerked tight, yanking Alcadizzar away from his foe, but not 
before he plucked the khopesh from the unconscious man’s hand. He 
twisted onto his back as the traces dragged him across the sand, and began 
trying to kick his way free of the tangled leather straps. 


It took the remaining attackers scarcely a moment to realise what had 
happened. They came racing around the back of the chariot, eager to avenge 
their fallen friend. Alcadizzar, his legs still trapped, did the only thing he 
could: he rolled across the sand towards the charging men, closing the 
distance more quickly than they’d expected. The men recovered swiftly, 
trying to circle around the oncoming prince, but the young man moved with 
preternatural speed. His wooden khopesh slashed through the air, feinting 
low at one man’s calf, then cutting suddenly upwards and striking the man 
in the groin. The attacker fell to the sand with a muffled groan. 


There was a whack of wood on flesh. Neferata missed the blow, but saw the 
angry red weal rising on Alcadizzar’s right thigh. The prince didn’t utter a 
sound at the painful hit; his sword blurred, reaching for the last attacker’s 
left arm. The man pulled his arm out of the way just in time—and was 
caught by surprise when the prince’s left leg swept into his right foot and 
knocked him from his feet. The man hit the sand with a whoosh of tortured 
breath as the wind was knocked from his lungs, and before he could 
recover, Alcadizzar had scrambled atop him and laid the khopesh’s blade 
against his throat. 


“Enough!” Haptshur cried. At once, Alcadizzar sat back with a grin and 
tossed the practice weapon aside. Within moments, the three men who’d 
been so intent on giving the prince a thrashing were slapping him on the 
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back and laughing ruefully as they helped to unwind him from the dust- 
Stained traces. 


Haptshur walked over, his leathery face beaming with pride, and tossed the 
prince a cloth to wipe the blood from his face. 


“He has grown into quite the young man,” Lord Ankhat observed quietly. 
“I’m certain his father would be proud if he could see him now.” 


Neferata nearly jumped at the sound of the lord’s voice. Ankhat was 
standing at the far end of the observation gallery, near the door that led to 
the secret corridor back to the temple’s inner sanctum. He was careful to 
remain completely in shadow. Even so, the mere proximity of sunlight 
clearly made him uncomfortable. 


“My lord Ankhat,” Neferata said smoothly. “I didn’t hear your approach.” 
Once upon a time, Naaima would have warned her, but she saw little of the 
former concubine these days. She kept to herself, spending her evenings in 
the wild garden or poring through the tomes in the temple libraries. 
Neferata had been offended at first, but then she had become preoccupied 
with Alcadizzar’s birth, and after a while she hadn’t missed Naaima’s 
presence at all. 


“Forgive me if I startled you,” Ankhat said with a mirthless smile. “No 
doubt your attention was devoted entirely to the young prince.” 


Despite herself, Neferata glanced proudly at the prince. He now stood next 
to Haptshur, towering head and shoulders over his tutor, his expression 
intent as he listened to the burly warrior’s assessment of the fight. Even 
coated with dust and smeared with traces of blood, his face was handsome 
and refined, with a square chin, strong cheekbones and a sharp nose. 
Alcadizzar had black hair and dark, intense eyes that he offset with a 
brilliant, disarming smile. 


“He is a wonder,” Neferata admitted. “A true prince. One day, he will have 
the world at his fingertips.” Certainly he had been given the finest education 
in the land. Alcadizzar and the other royal children who now lived at the 
Lahmian court were lavished with the best of everything. The kings of the 
other great cities might resent sending their children to be raised in a 
foreign court, but they couldn’t say that their sons and daughters weren’t 
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being treated as well—or in most cases, better—than they would have at 
home. 


Ankhat studied Neferata intently. “That day is close at hand,” he said. 
“There have been letters from Rasetra. The king says that it’s time for 
Alcadizzar to assume his duties as King of Khemri.” 


“Now? Nonsense!” Neferata exclaimed. “He’s only twenty-five years old!” 


“His father became King of Rasetra at his age,” Ankhat pointed out. 
“People do not have the span of years that our fathers once did.” 


“He will,” Neferata said. “Look at him. See what the elixir has wrought! 
He’|l live to be a hundred and twenty, perhaps more!” 


Ankhat shrugged. “Perhaps so, great one. Nevertheless, he has reached the 
age when he should be king in his own right.” 


Neferata turned back to the practice field. Alcadizzar was walking away, 
still talking with his tutors and rubbing the thick dust from his bare 
shoulders. His smile was dazzling against his dark skin. Ubaid waited at the 
edge of the field with fresh clothes for the prince; at Neferata’s command, 
the former grand vizier had been Alcadizzar’s personal servant since 
childhood, allowing her to keep a constant watch over the boy. Even Ubaid 
seemed to have been charmed by the young prince’s magnetism; in 
Alcadizzar’s presence he seemed to recover a bit of his former poise and 
presence of mind. 


“No,” she said, shaking her head. “He’s not ready yet. Tell the Rasetrans 
they cannot have him.” 


Ankhat blinked. “He belongs to them—” 


“He belongs to me,” Neferata hissed. “Were it not for me, he would have 
died in the womb! I made him what he is today, and I say I’m not finished 
with him yet!” 


The full force of her will hit Ankhat like a gale. He visibly wavered 
underneath her stare. 


“This is dangerous, great one,” Ankhat managed to say. “The other kings 
already resent sending their children to live here as hostages. Refusing to 
return Alcadizzar will lead to repercussions.” 
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Neferata’s eyes narrowed at Ankhat. Her lips drew back slightly, revealing 
her fangs. “Are you threatening me?” 


Ankhat bristled. “I’m merely pointing out the risks of your... attachment to 
the young prince,” he replied. “It is a danger to us all.” 


“No,” Neferata said. “That’s where you’re wrong. Alcadizzar is the future. 
Through him, we’ll remake all of Nehekhara in our image, and rule over it 
until the end of time.” 


The practice field was empty now. Neferata hurried down the length of the 
gallery, brushing past the stunned Ankhat. 


“Tell the Rasetrans whatever you must,” she said to him as she went by. 
“Khemri will have a king when I say it is time, and not before.” 


Acrid smoke hung in a dense, blue cloud over the ritual circle in the 
temple’s arcane sanctum. The incense braziers still burned after the long 
night’s work, mingling with the candle smoke and the arcane vapours that 
W’soran had learned were efficacious in the summoning of spirits. Over the 
last twenty-five years he had summoned countless spirits from the bleak 
wasteland beyond death’s door, until now he reckoned himself a master of 
the art. And yet his ultimate goal remained stubbornly out of reach. 


The very thought of it galled him. W’soran had never been a strong man, 
but he reckoned that only one man in all of Nehekhara had ever rivalled 
him in matters of intellect. He was not accustomed to the notion of failure 
where his studies were concerned. 


A glassy-eyed scribe shuffled up to him, holding out the transcript of the 
evening’s ritual. W’soran snatched the papyrus from the thrall’s hand and 
compared it to the invocations that Nagash had written in the yellowing 
tome open on the table before him. His lips pulled back in a snarl at the 
scribe’s atrocious handiwork. The thralls made terrible assistants unless the 
lightest amount of pressure was brought to bear on their minds, but W’soran 
had little patience for such foolishness. He would have preferred the steady, 
tireless hand of a skeletal servant, and once again cursed Neferata’s edict 
forbidding such creations. She was little better than her dead husband: 
ambitious, but too timid to make use of the tremendous power that lay in 
their hands. The specific tomes that governed the creation of the undead 
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were locked away in another vault, along with Arkhan’s notes on the 
transformation ritual he had used on Neferata. There they would remain 
until the end of time, if she were allowed to have her way. 


“Stupid, moon-eyed bitch!” he muttered, smoothing out the papyrus next to 
the ancient page and reaching for an ink brush. 


“The evening’s work didn’t go well, I take it?” 


W’soran whirled, hands clenching into claws. Fleshless lips drew back, 
revealing long, needle-like fangs. He didn’t recognise the bland features of 
the man standing just inside the doorway of the sanctum, but he knew the 
voice all too well. “Ushoran!” he exclaimed. “How did you get in here?” 


Lord Ushoran gave the skeletal W’soran a ghostly smile. “The door was 
unlocked long ago,” he said. “You requested it, in fact.” 


“Don’t be impertinent!” W’soran snapped. “You’re not allowed here! If 
Neferata knew—” 


Ushoran’s smile turned cold. “If she knew I was here, she’d no doubt be 
angry. I’ll give you that. But that would be nothing compared to how 
furious she’d be if she knew what you were really up to.” 


W’soran’s anger vanished in an instant. “What are you talking about?” he 
said, suddenly wary. 


Ushoran sighed. “You’ve been summoning and binding spirits for a quarter 
of a century. Do you mean to tell me that you haven’t figured out how to do 
it yet?” 

“Certainly not!” W’soran snapped. “I mastered the art of summoning years 
ago!” 


“Then I have to assume you’re in here, night after night, not because you’re 
still learning how to call up spirits—but because you’re trying to call up a 
very specific spirit instead.” 


W’soran cursed himself for a fool. Ushoran had led him right into the trap, 
and he’d never seen it coming. He affected a sneer, hoping it would hide his 
unease. 


“What of it? Do you think Neferata would care if I was summoning one 
particular spirit over another?” 


2637 XRN 


“Oh, yes,” Ushoran said. “She most definitely would—if the spirit in 
question was Nagash.” 


W’soran froze. How had he been found out? For a wild instant, he 
wondered if he were capable of killing Ushoran and disposing of the body. 
The Lord of Masks would often disappear for weeks, even months at a time. 
No one would notice his absence for a long while. 


He slowly turned back to the table and began casually searching through the 
pile for another one of Nagash’s books. There were offensive spells inside 
that would turn Ushoran to a blackened husk in seconds. 


“How did you find out?” W’soran said, hoping to keep Ushoran distracted. 


The nobleman gave a snort. “It’s my business to know things,” he replied 
casually. “What I don’t understand is why.” 


“Why else?” W’soran exclaimed. “Because we should have crushed the 
other cities long ago and built a new empire on their bones! The whole 
world is ours for the taking, and yet Neferata is content to hide behind her 
descendants and rule over a city of merchants! She might have had potential 
once, but killing that fool Khalida broke her nerve.” He waved his hand 
dismissively. “Look at this foolishness with the Rasetran boy. Pure idiocy.” 


“And how will summoning Nagash’s spirit help us?” 


The spell-book forgotten, W’soran whirled on Ushoran. “Think of the 
knowledge he possessed! He was the only man in the world I would have 
called my equal. To this day I curse the fates that I was born too late to have 
journeyed to Khemri and served him!” He spread his hands, taking in the 
entirety of the room and its shelves of arcane tomes. “With the knowledge 
at my command I could bind even a spirit as powerful as his to serve me.” 
He smiled a death’s head smile. “And then the world would truly change, 
Lord Ushoran. You may be assured of that!” 


Ushoran was silent for a moment, his bland eyes regarding W’soran 
inscrutably. “You’ve been at this a quarter of a century,” he said at last. 
“Why haven’t you been able to summon him yet?” 


The answer stuck in W’soran’s throat. It took an effort of will to get it out. 


“T don’t know,” he said. 
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“How is that possible?” Ushoran asked. 


W’soran turned back to the tome. “It’s not difficult to summon a spirit in 
general,” he said, searching through the pages once more. “The breaking of 
the covenant with the gods resulted in countless numbers of dead souls 
trapped between the world of the living and the lands of the dead; they 
wander in a kind of wasteland between the two, desperate for rest.” 
Suddenly he found the page he’d been seeking. He narrowed his eyes and 
quickly read over the incantation. 


“Summoning a specific spirit is more challenging,” he continued, absently. 
His fingers traced the necromantic writing on the fragile page. “One must 
possess a means of focusing the spell on that one spirit in particular.” 


“Can’t you just call the spirit by name?” Ushoran asked. 


W’soran paused. He’d always taken the Lord of Masks for a dilettante. 
Perhaps there was more to him than met the eye. “I suspected the same 
thing at first,” he continued. “But either the name doesn’t provide a strong 
enough connection, or the rituals I have to work with aren’t as effective as 
they need to be.” 


“All right,” Ushoran said. “For the sake of argument, what would provide a 
stronger connection to the spirit?” 


W’soran gave a bitter bark of laughter. “A piece of his body would suffice. 
Failing that, perhaps a piece of a close family member, like his father.” 


“Or his brother?” 
W’soran paused. Slowly he turned to regard the Lord of Masks. 
“Nagash’s brother is entombed in a crypt outside Khemri,” W’soran said. 


The Lord of Masks smiled and gave an offhanded shrug. “That’s not so 
great an obstacle as you might think.” 


Now he had W’soran’s undivided attention. “You could do this?” 
“Tf I put the right amount of gold into the right hands... yes, it’s possible.” 


Was this a trap? W’soran could not be sure. Temptation warred with his 
sense of preservation. Finally, he concluded that Ushoran already had more 
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than enough to involve Neferata already. He didn’t especially need anything 
more. 


“Why would you do this?” W’soran asked. 
The Lord of Masks gave another shrug. His expression was unreadable. 


“As it stands right now, we’re all hostages to fate,” he said. “Neferata has 
seen to it that our fortunes are inextricably tied to her own. That can’t be 
allowed to continue. We need to find a way to level the field against her 
before this affair with young Alcadizzar drags us all to our doom.” He 
regarded W’soran intently. “Just be certain you have the means to control 
what you call up, sorcerer, or Neferata may well turn out to be the least of 
our problems.” 


Nagashizzar, in the 98th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1325 Imperial Reckoning) 


At first, the Children of the Horned God responded swiftly to the reports of 
god-stone buried beneath the great mountain. Within a year, packs of black- 
garbed scouts were pouring from the first, exploratory tunnel and scuttling 
silently through the lower tunnels of the fortress. Slowly, warily, they 
followed the bitter scent of the Horned God’s spoor until finally they came 
upon the first of the active mine shafts. What they discovered in those 
dimly-lit tunnels sent the first scouts scampering back into the deeps in 
terror. 


Glowing skeletons, they swore to their pack leaders. Skeletons that swung 
picks and hauled away stone, their bones glowing with god-stone dust. The 
first scouts who reported this were slain out of hand, for the pack leaders 
were foul-tempered, suspicious creatures that reacted poorly when they 
thought they were being mocked. The rest were sent back, and warned to 
return with proof if they valued their mangy hides. 


And so the black-cloaks crept about the mine tunnels, whispering and 
watching and waiting for their opportunity. In short order, a trio of tunnel- 
creepers caught sight of a skeleton with a smashed foot that could not keep 
pace with its companions. As soon as the rest of the work party had 
disappeared around a bend in the tunnel the ratmen swarmed over the 
crippled thing. Knives flashed and teeth snapped; within seconds the 
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skeleton had been expertly dismantled. The scouts smashed the thing’s skull 
with a rock for good measure, then stuffed the glowing long bones into their 
packs and scuttled back into the darkness. 


By the end of the day the bones had been snatched from the paws of the 
lowly scouts and were personally rushed back to the Great City by the pack 
leaders themselves. The sight of the bones stunned the Grey Seers, who by 
virtue of their own self-interest were knowledgeable themselves in the 
mining of god-stone. The bones were ground to powder and mixed with 
various potions to determine their potency. The results surpassed their 
wildest expectations. Even assuming that the scouts were wildly 
exaggerating their reports, the amount of dust found upon the bones hinted 
at deposits of god-stone beyond anything the Children of the Horned God 
had ever seen before. At once, the seers knew that the news had to be kept 
secret from the Council of Thirteen at all costs until they could determine 
the best way to exploit it. The pack leaders who had brought the bones to 
the Great City were rewarded with goblets of poisoned wine, and all records 
of their testimony were destroyed, but by that point it was already too late. 
A dozen spies had already drafted coded messages detailing the discovery 
to their masters on the council. 


The Council of Thirteen was the ruling body of the skaven, as the ratmen 
called themselves, and was comprised of the twelve mightiest lords of their 
subterranean empire. The thirteenth seat was a symbolic one, reserved for 
the Horned God himself. The coded messages sped by magical means to the 
far corners of the empire, and within days there were tangled intrigues afoot 
as the council members schemed to seize the mountain’s riches for their 
own. Alliances were forged and subsequently betrayed; bribes and counter- 
bribes changed hands, and acts of assassination and sabotage abounded. 


The great lords assembled expeditionary forces and hastily rushed them to 
the mountain, only to have them collide en route and decimate one another 
in an escalating series of ambushes and ruthless hit-and-run raids before 
ever reaching their destination. This went on for twenty-five years before 
the members of the council surrendered to reason and called for a gathering 
in the Great City to determine who had the best claim to the mountain’s 
riches. 
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Of course, every lord had the best, most compelling claim. Many even had 
elaborately forged documents to prove it. Finally, the Seerlord, who was 
chief among the skaven’s grey seers and a member of the council himself, 
came forward and explained in no uncertain terms how they had received 
signs from the Horned God that had led them to the mountain, and that the 
riches buried there belonged to the skaven as a whole rather than any one 
clan. He concluded his tirade with the very persuasive notion that every day 
they argued gave the skeletons more time to seize the stone for themselves. 


That served to focus the council’s attention. Within three more months, after 
another furious round of politicking, intriguing, bribing and assassinating, 
the skaven lords had agreed to an elaborate and complicated alliance of 
clans. Another expeditionary force was assembled, this time comprising 
warriors from all the great clans and their vassals, and a warlord appointed 
who would ultimately answer to the council as a whole. According to the 
terms of the alliance, every last piece of god-stone recovered from the 
mountain would become the property of the council, and would be shared 
evenly among the clans. 


It was all a bunch of high-handed nonsense of course. Not one of the 
council members had the slightest intention of sharing such a huge treasure 
trove, but they were pragmatic enough to wait until they had the plunder in 
hand before the backstabbing began. 


The mighty expeditionary force left the Great City with much fanfare, and 
Lord Eekrit, the warlord in command of the force, was urged by the council 
to return with his treasures as quickly as possible. The size of the skaven 
force was huge: equal contingents from each of the major clans made it the 
largest army of its kind in their race’s history. With so powerful a force 
under Lord Eekrit’s command, the council members felt certain that the 
looting of the great mountain would scarcely take more than a month to 
complete. 


When Lord Eekrit finally arrived in the deeps of Nagash’s mighty fortress, 
he was greeted by a small colony of scouts who had mapped out much of 
the mountain’s lower tunnels and the routes to each and every mineshaft. 


The number of shafts and the estimates of god-stone being pulled from 
them each day staggered Lord Eekrit. The wealth buried within the 
mountain was beyond his most avaricious dreams. It would take months to 
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haul it all back to the Great City perhaps even years. The treasure trove 
tempted him with feverish ambitions. He had visions of conquering the 
great mountain and claiming it for himself, ruling from the deeps like one 
of the great lords who sat upon the council; there was ample precedent for 
such things in his race’s past. But the composition of the army made such 
an ambition nearly impossible. He could count on the rats of his own clan 
(and only then so far as he could make it worth their while), but the others 
would turn on him in an instant. The council had put a great deal of cunning 
into the creation of the expeditionary force, ensuring that they wouldn’t be 
cheated of the treasure. Eekrit roundly cursed their conniving, black hearts! 


At least victory would be swift and certain. His scouts assured him that 
there were only a few thousand skeletons working in the mines, and there 
wasn’t a single one of them that stood a chance against a pack of stalwart 
clanrats. Lord Eekrit’s force was almost fifty thousand strong, not counting 
the hordes of expendable slaves he could use to soften up any serious 
resistance. They would overrun the skeletons, clear out the lower tunnels, 
then push into the lower levels and see where all that precious stone was 
being taken. Nothing would stand in their way. 


The gifts of the Horned God belonged to the skaven, and to them alone. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
Lahmia—The City of the Dawn, strange and decadent 


Lamashizzar: Priest King of Lahmia 

Neferata: Queen of Lahmia 

Khalida: a young noblewoman and ward of the royal household 
Ubaid: Lamashizzar’s grand vizier 

Tephret: most favoured handmaiden of the queen 
Aaliyah: handmaiden of the queen 

Abhorash: the king’s champion 

Ankhat: a wealthy and powerful noble 

Ushoran: a wealthy and powerful noble 

Zurhas: a dissolute young noble and cousin to the king 
Adio: a dissolute minor noble 

Khenti: a dissolute minor noble 

W’soran: a scholar, formerly of Mahrak 

Prince Xian Ha Feng: emissary of the Eastern Empire 


Rasetra—Former Khemri colony, now an independent city 


Shepret: King of Rasetra 
Lybaras—City of Scholars 


Khepra: Priest King of Lybaras 


Anhur: Prince of Lybaras 
Quatar—The White Palace; Guardian of the Valley of Kings 
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Naeem: Priest King of Quatar 
Numas—Breadbasket of the Kingdom 


Amunet: Queen of Numas 


Zandri—The City of the Waves 


Teremun: Priest King of Zandri 
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THE NEHEKHARAN PANTHEON 


The people of the Blessed Land worship a number of gods and goddesses, 
both major and minor, as part of an ancient pact known as the Great 
Covenant. According to legend, the Nehekharans first encountered the gods 
at the site of what is now Mahrak, the City of Hope; the timeless spirits 
were moved by the suffering of the tribes, and gave them succour amid the 
wasteland of the desert. In return for the Nehekharans’ eternal worship and 
devotion, the gods pledged to make them a great people, and would bless 
their lands until the end of time. 


Each of the great cities of Nehekhara worships one of the great deities as its 
patron, though devotion to Ptra, the Great Father, is pre-eminent. The high 
priest of a Nehekharan temple is referred to as the Hierophant. In every city 
but Khemri, the high priest of Ptra is referred to as the Grand Hierophant. 


In addition to the priesthood, each Nehekharan temple trains an order of 
holy warriors known as the Ushabti. Each Ushabti devotes his life to the 
service of his patron deity, and is granted superhuman abilities in return. 
These gifts make the Ushabti among the mightiest warriors in all the 
Blessed Land. Since the time of Settra, the first and only Nehekharan 
emperor, the Ushabti of each city have served as bodyguards to the priest 
king and his household. 


The fourteen most prominent gods and goddesses of Nehekhara are: 


Ptra: Also called the Great Father, Ptra is the first among the gods and the 
creator of mankind. Though worshipped all across Nehekhara, the rides of 
Khemri and Rasetra claim him as their patron. 


Neru: Minor goddess of the moon and wife of Ptra. She protects all 
Nehekharans from the evils of the night. 


Sakhmet: Minor goddess of the green moon, also called the Green Witch. 
Ptra’s scheming and vindictive concubine, who is jealous of the Great 
Father ’s love of mankind. 


Asaph: Goddess of beauty, magic and vengeance. Asaph is the patron 
goddess of Lahmia. 


2646 XRN 


Djaf: The jackal-headed god of death. Djaf is the patron god of Quatar. 


Khsar: The fierce and malign god of the desert. A cruel and hungry god 
worshipped by the tribes of the great desert. 


Phakth: The hawk-faced god of the sky and the bringer of swift justice. 


Qu’aph: The god of serpents and subtlety. Qu’aph is the patron god of 
Zandri. 


Ualatp: The vulture-headed god of scavengers. 
Sokth: The treacherous god of assassins and thieves. 
Basth: The goddess of grace and love. 


Geheb: The god of the earth and the giver of strength. Geheb is the patron 
god of Ka’Sabar. 


Tahoth: The god of knowledge and the keeper of sacred lore. Tahoth is the 
patron god of Lybaras. 


Usirian: The faceless god of the underworld. Usirian judges the souls of the 
dead and determines if they are fit to enter into the afterlife. 


THE NEHEKHARAN CALENDAR 


The Nehekharan calendar operates on a twelve-year cycle, with each year 
in the cycle devoted to one of the major gods in the Nehekharan pantheon. 
For example, the 62nd year of Qu’aph (-1750 Imperial Reckoning) 
represents the year of Qu’aph in the 62nd calendar cycle. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Nagashizzar 
Nagash, the Undying King, first and greatest of the necromancers 


Bragadh Maghur’kan, Nagash’s chief lieutenant, former chieftain of the 
north 


Diarid, chief lieutenant to Bragadh 
Thestus, another lieutenant, Bragadh’s chief rival 
Akatha, last of the northern witches 

Beneath the Great Mountain 
Eekrit Backbiter, Warlord of Clan Rikek 
Hiirc, a young and callow Lord of Clan Morbus, Eekrit’s lieutenant 
Eshreegar, Master of Treacheries 
Lord Qweeqwol, grey seer 
Vittrik One-Eye, Engine-master of Clan Skryre 
Velsquee, Grey Lord of Clan Abbis 
Shireep, skaven scout-assassin 
Kritchit, a skaven slaver 

Lahmia 

Neferata, immortal Queen of Lahmia, the first vampire 
Ankhat, formerly a wealthy and powerful noble, now a vampire 
Ushoran, the Lord of Masks, now a vampire 
Wssoran, a scholar and necromancer, now a vampire 
Zurhas, a dissolute former noble, now a vampire 
Abhorash, former Captain of the Royal Guard, now a vampire 
Naaima, a former courtesan from the Silken Lands, now a vampire 


Ubaid, Neferata’s chief thrall, Alcadizzar’s personal servant 
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Alcadizzar, Prince of Rasetra, hostage to the Lahmian court 
Upon the Golden Plain 
Faisr al-Hashim, Chieftain of the bani-al-Hashim 
Muktadir al-Hashim, Faisr’s son 
Bashir al-Rukhba, a wealthy and powerful chieftain 
Suleima, bride of Khsar, the Hungry God, and Daughter of the Sands 
Ophiria, Suleima’s successor 
Nawat ben Hazar, bandit leader 
Lybaras 
Ahmenefret, King of Lybaras 
Rasetra 
Asar, King of Rasetra 
Heru, Prince of Rasetra and heir to the throne 
Khenti, a powerful Rasetran lord and Alcadizzar’s uncle 
Quatar 


Nebunefre, King of Quatar, Lord of the Tombs 


Ka-Sabar 
Aten-sefu, King of Ka-Sabar 
Khemri 
Inofre, Grand Vizier and Regent of the city 
Numas 
Omorose, Queen of Numas 
Zandri 


Rakh-an-atum, King of Zandri 


2649 XRN 


6 


PROLOGUE 
Mountain of Sorrows 


Nagashizzar, in the 96th year of Geheb the Mighty 
(-1325 Imperial Reckoning) 


The mountain had many names, stretching back to the dawn of mankind. 


The nomadic herders of the far northern steppes knew it as Ur-Haamash, 
the Hearth-stone; in the autumn they would drive their herds south and 
spend the winter sheltered at the foot of its broad, eastern slope. As the 
centuries passed and the tribes prospered, their relationship to the mountain 
changed; it became Agha-Dhakum, the Place of Justice, where grievances 
were settled in trials of blood. Nearly a thousand years later, after a long 
summer of murder, raids and betrayals, the first high chieftain was 
proclaimed from the mountain slope, and ever after the tribes knew it as 
Agha-Rhul, the Place of Oaths. 


In time, the tribes grew tired of the constant cycle of migration from the 
northern steppes to the foot of the mountain and the shores of the Crystal 
Sea. One winter they built their camps just south-west of the Agha-Rhul and 
decided to stay. The camp grew, transforming over generations from a crude 
settlement into a sprawling, foetid, noisy city. The high chieftain’s territory 
grew to encompass the entire coast of the inland sea and even reached north 
onto the great plateau, within sight of the bleak steppes from whence the 
tribes had come. 


And then came the terrible night that the sky-stone fell from the heavens, 
and the mountain’s name changed once more. 


It came on a night when the awful bale-moon hung low and full in the sky; 
it arced earthwards on a hissing spear of greenish flame. When it struck the 
mountain the blow could be heard for miles; the force of the impact 
reverberated from its slopes and flattened villages on the far side of the 
Crystal Sea. The great city of the tribes was devastated. Buildings were 
shattered or consumed in eerie, green flames. Hundreds died, hundreds 
more suffered hideous diseases and malformations in the months that 
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followed. The survivors looked northwards in terrified wonder at the 
glowing pillar of dust and ash that rose from the great wound carved in the 
mountainside. 


The destruction was so sudden, so terrible, it could only be the work of a 
wrathful god. The following day the high chieftain and his family climbed 
the slope and bowed before the crater, offering up sacrifices to the sky-stone 
so that their people might survive. Agha-Rhul became Khad-tur-Maghran: 
the Throne of the Heavens. 


The high chieftain and his people worshipped the sky-stone. They called 
themselves Yaghur—the Faithful—and over time their priests learned how 
to call upon the power of the sky-stone to perform terrible works of sorcery. 
The Yaghur became great once more and the high chieftain began to refer to 
himself as the chosen of the sky-god. His priests anointed him as a king and 
told the people that he spoke with the voice of the god itself. The priesthood 
of the sky-stone knew that, as the Yaghur kings prospered, their wealth and 
power would grow as well. 


And so it went, for many generations, until the Yaghur kings grew decadent 
and mad, and the people suffered daily under their rule. Finally, they could 
take no more; they forswore their oaths in favour of a new god and cast 
down the king and his corrupt priesthood. The temple on the mountain was 
sealed up and the Yaghur went north once more, following the ancient 
pathways their ancestors had trod thousands of years before in search of a 
better life. When they spoke of the mountain at all in the years that 
followed, they called it Agha-Nahmad: the Place of Sorrows. 


So it remained for centuries. The mountain became a desolate, haunted 
place, wreathed in poisonous vapours from the immense sky-stone buried 
within its heart. The Yaghur settled on a great plateau north of the 
mountain, devolving into a collection of tribes once more. For a time they 
prospered, but their new god proved to be just as hungry and cruel as the 
one they had left behind. The Yaghur were wracked by schism and civil 
war. In the end, those who sought to return to the old ways and worship the 
god of the mountain were cast out. They found their way back to the shores 
of the Crystal Sea and tried to eke out a living in the bleak wetlands, 
offering sacrifices to the mountain and burying their dead at its feet in 
hopes of winning back the sky-god’s favour. 
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Their deliverance came, not from the great mountain, but out of the desolate 
lands to the west: a wretched, shambling corpse of a man, clad in dusty rags 
that had once been the raiment of a king. Feverish, tormented, he was 
drawn to the power of the sky-stone like a moth to the flame. 


He was Nagash the Usurper, lord of the living dead. When the energies of 
the sky-stone were bent to his will he raised a legion of corpses from the 
Yaghur burial grounds and slew their priests in a single night of slaughter. 
He demanded the fealty of the coastal tribes and they bowed before him, 
worshipping him as the god of the mountain made flesh. 


But Nagash was no god. He was something altogether more terrible. 


More than two hundred years after the coming of Nagash, the great 
mountain had been transformed. Night and day the necromancer’s minions 
had carved a vast network of chambers and passageways deep into the 
living rock, and mine shafts were sunk deeper still in search of deposits of 
glowing sky-stone. Seven high walls and hundreds of fearsome towers rose 
from the mountain slopes, enclosing foundries, storehouses, barracks and 
marshalling yards. Black chimneys belched columns of smoke and ash into 
the sky, mixing with the mountain’s own vapours to spread a pall of 
perpetual shadow over the mountain and the sullen waters of the Crystal 
Sea. Polluted run-off from the mine works and the fortress construction 
spread across the empty burial fields at the base of the mountain and spilled 
into the waters of the sea, contaminating everything it touched. 


This was Nagashizzar. In the tongue of the great cities of distant Nehekhara, 
it meant “the glory of Nagash”. 


The great hall of the Usurper lay deep within the fortress mountain, carved 
by skeletal hands from a natural cavern that had never known the light of 
the accursed sun. They had laboured under the mental guidance of their 
master, smoothing the walls, laying flagstones of black marble and carving 
tall, elaborate columns to support the hall’s arched ceiling. And yet, for all 
its artistry, the great, echoing chamber was cold and austere, devoid of 
statuary or braziers of fragrant incense. 


Thin veins of sky-stone glowed from the chamber walls, limning the 
towering columns and deepening the shadows in between. The only other 
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light came from the far end of the hall, where a rough sphere of sky-stone 
the size of a melon sat upon a crude bronze tripod at the foot of a shallow 
dais. A sickly, green glow pulsed from the stone in slow waves, bathing 
Nagash’s throne in shifting tides of light and shadow. 


In the tenuous light the necromancer’s robed form seemed to be carved 
from the same dark, unyielding wood as the chair itself. He sat as still as 
death, his cowled head turned towards the pulsing stone as though 
meditating upon its glowing depths. The hem of the cowl was stitched with 
complex chains of arcane symbols and the thick layers of his outer robe 
were faced with bronze medallions that had been enchanted with potent 
sigils of protection. The skin of his bare hands was dark and leathery, like 
that of a long-buried corpse, and the flesh beneath the robes was twisted 
and misshapen. In place of living eyes, twin green fires flickered coldly 
from the depths of his cowl, hinting at the cruel, unyielding will that 
animated the necromancer’s grotesque frame. 


Once, Nagash had been a mighty prince, scion of a great dynasty in a rich 
and civilised land. By tradition he had been forced to become a priest, 
where otherwise he might have risen to become king, and that he could not 
tolerate. He scored the gods of his people, calling them parasites and 
worse, and sought a new path to power. And so he learned the secrets of 
dark magic, as practised by the cruel druchii of the distant north, and 
combined it with his knowledge of life and death to create something 
entirely new and terrible. The secrets of necromancy granted him the secret 
of eternal life, and dominion over the spirits of the dead. 


In time, he seized his brother’s throne and enslaved his wife, who was 
nothing less than the blessings of the gods made flesh. He subjugated the 
entire land, forging a kingdom the likes of which had not been seen in 
centuries, and still it was not enough. He sought to become something still 
greater... something very like a god. 


Finally, the people of Nehekhara could bear the horrors of his rule no 
longer, and rose up in revolt. The war was more terrible than anything they 
had experienced before: entire cities were devastated and uncounted 
thousands were slain. The greatest wonders of the age were cast down and, 
in the end, even the sacred covenant between the people and the gods was 
sundered forever, but the power of the Usurper was broken. 
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With the kingdom in ruins, Nagash fled into the wastelands to the north, 
where he wandered, wounded and raving, for a hundred years. And there he 
might have perished at last—bereft of power, and without the life-giving 
elixir to restore his vitality, the sun and the scavengers eventually would 
have succeeded where all the kings of Nehekhara could not—but for his 
encounter with a pack of twisted monstrosities that were neither man nor 
rat, but some horrible combination of the two. The creatures were foragers 
of a sort, searching the land for fragments of sky-stone that they took to be 
gifts from their strange, horned god. Nagash slew the creatures in a wild 
frenzy; he sensed the raw power of the stone fragments they possessed, and 
so great was his need that he ate them, choking them down his shrivelled 
throat. And in that terrible moment, the necromancer was reborn. 


His search for more of the burning stone, as Nagash called it, had brought 
him to the shores of the Crystal Sea and the slopes of the ancient mountain. 
And here, his schemes of vengeance against the world of the living had 
taken root. 


From Nagashizzar he would reach forth to choke the life from the world 
and rule the darkness that would follow. And the first to die would be 
Nehekhara, the Once-Blessed Land. 


There were tens of thousands of corpses labouring in the halls of the 
Undying King, each one driven to some degree by a fragment of Nagash’s 
will. The demands upon his awareness created periods of cold reverie, 
scattering his thoughts like sparks from a flame. Time ceased to have any 
real meaning; his world turned upon the progress of construction and 
excavation, of coal fed to the great forges and metal hammered into the 
shapes of axes, spears and swords. From the moment of its construction, 
Nagashizzar had been arming for war. 


Now the creaking of braided sinew and the groan of ponderous hinges 
intruded upon his meditations. His attention shifted, coalescing from 
thousands of scattered motes to focus on the towering doors at the far end 
of the chamber. 


The doors—twin slabs of thick, unfinished bronze more than twenty feet 
high—parted just wide enough to admit four silent figures. They strode 
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swiftly into the darkness of the hall, moving with purpose and a small 
measure of deference. Monsters prowled and snuffled in their wake: naked, 
filthy things whose bodies resembled those of men, but who loped across 
the stone floor like apes. The creatures kept to the deeper shadows of the 
chamber, circling the four interlopers like a pack of hungry jackals. 


The leader of the four was a tall, broad-shouldered man, clad in bronze and 
leather armour in the Nehekharan style whose refinements clashed with the 
wairior’s scarred, heavy-browed face. His wild mane of red hair and long, 
forked beard were streaked with grey; the skin around his deep-set eyes was 
etched by the weight of many years, but the warrior’s thick arms were still 
corded with muscle. Once he had been Bragadh Maghur’kan, a mighty 
warlord and leader of the northern tribes that in ancient times had been 
called the Yaghur. Nagash had conquered the tribes after two and a half 
centuries of bitter warfare and made them vassals of his growing empire. 
Now the hill forts of the northern plateau tithed two-thirds of their men to 
guard the walls of the great fortress until they died and their bones were put 
to work in the mines. 


Beside the former chieftain came Diarid, his chief lieutenant, and a shaven- 
headed barbarian named Thestus. Unlike Bragadh and Diarid, Thestus had 
descended from one of the first conquered tribes and had known nothing 
but servitude to the Undying King, and during the war had risen to 
command the necromancer’s living army. He had been seconded to 
Bragadh, his former enemy, as soon as the former warlord had bent the 
knee. It was clear to Nagash that the two men hated and distrusted one 
another, which was exactly as he wished it. 


The fourth member of the group was a woman, and she walked a measured 
two paces left and one pace behind Bragadh. Unlike the men, she disdained 
civilised attire, clinging stubbornly to the wool-and-leather robes of her 
former station. By tradition, the leaders of the northern tribes were 
counselled by a trio of fierce and cunning witches, who stood at their 
chieftain’s side in times of peace and fought beside them in times of war. 
Akatha’s two sisters had both died in the last battle of the war, when 
Nagash’s warriors broke through the gates of Maghur and defeated 
Bragadh’s exhausted warband. Despite her years, she was still lean and fit. 
Her narrow face might have been attractive once, but the years at 
Nagashizzar had hardened it into something like a blade: cold and sharp and 
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eager to harm. Ever since Bragadh had bent his knee in submission she’d 
worn ashes in her tightly braided hair as a sign of mourning. 


Nagash tolerated her continued existence because she tempered her hatred 
with flinty pragmatism that served to hold the barbarians’ headstrong 
natures in check. 


The northmen approached the dais and knelt. Akatha bent her knee slowly, 
making it yet another gesture of defiance that the necromancer simply 
ignored. 


Joints crackled and muscles creaked as Nagash turned his head to regard 
Bragadh. With a conscious effort, he willed his lungs to draw breath. It 
rasped down his throat like wind skirling over stone. 


“What is the meaning of this?” Nagash said in a sepulchral voice. 


Bragadh raised his head slowly and met his master’s gaze. Whatever else 
the barbarian was, he was not without courage. “I come to speak of your 
army, great one,” he replied, speaking in badly accented Nehekharan. 


Nagash’s irritation grew. When Bragadh spoke of the army, he meant his 
kinsmen. His living kinsmen. It galled him to think that he still needed the 
assistance of flesh-and-blood servants; they reminded him that, despite 
everything, there were still practical limits to his power. 


“Is there an issue with their training?” he asked, his broken voice 
somehow mocking. 


Bragadh visibly steeled himself. “The training is the issue, great one,” he 
replied calmly. “There is no end to it. There are men within the spear 
companies that have known nothing else their entire lives.” 


The northmen were mighty warriors, but they fought like animals, hurling 
themselves wildly at their foes without a thought to the larger battle at hand. 
Nagash wanted soldiers who could fight in disciplined companies and not 
break the first time they faced a cavalry charge. The northmen were 
commanded to learn the proper arts of spear and shield, how to march as a 
unit and respond to trumpet calls just as Nehekharan infantry did. The 
forges of Nagashizzar worked day and night to arm them with the weapons 
that were the equal of anything that the great cities could provide, for in 
time they would march in the vanguard of the vast host that would reduce 
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his former homeland to ruins. Even now, hundreds of years after the war 
against the rebel kings, the taste of his defeat at Mahrak burned like a hot 
coal in his guts. It was not enough to defeat the Nehekharans; Nagash 
wished to destroy them utterly, to crush their armies and grind their cities to 
dust, so that no one would ever doubt that he was the greatest conqueror to 
walk the earth since Settra the Magnificent. 


“Are they not learning as they should?” Nagash rasped. The question was 
as pointed and as menacing as a poisoned blade. 


“They are not learning the ways of war, great one,” Bragadh declared. 
“They march to the trumpets in their sleep, but most of them have yet to 
spill a foeman’s blood. The purpose of an army is to fight.” 


The necromancer’s burning eyes narrowed to pinpoints. “The army will 
fight when I command it,” he replied. He recalled the Bronze Legion of Ka- 
Sabar and the companies of Rasetra, his greatest adversary during the war. 
He had no doubt they could grind the barbarians under their heel. “Your 
companies are brittle. They are not ready to stand against veteran troops.” 


“That can only come with experience,” Bragadh countered. There are tribes 
of rakhads in the mountains, north of the great plateau. They are fearsome 
in battle, but as wild and undisciplined as we were, years ago. We could 
blood the warriors against them, great one. 


“A short campaign, not far from the hill forts. The army would be easy to 
supply, and we could reap a fine harvest of slaves into the bargain.” 


Nagash stared thoughtfully at the barbarian leader. There was some merit to 
the idea; in his day, the great cities would often stage small-scale raids 
against one another to give their young nobles the chance to spill some 
blood and see what battle was like first-hand. 


But was that the only reason for Bragadh’s request? After twenty-five years, 
the northmen had recovered the strength they’d lost in the long war against 
Nagashizzar; now they were better trained and better equipped than they 
had ever been before. Once they had left the shadow of the great fortress, 
would they not be tempted to rebel? It was possible, the necromancer 
thought. 


His gaze shifted from Bragadh to his champion, Diarid, then to Akatha. 
Their faces betrayed no hint of treachery, but that meant little. The 
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northmen were slaves, and what slave didn’t dream of taking a knife to his 
master’s throat? 


Nagash was silent for a moment, considering. “How large a force do you 
propose?” 


Bragadh’s shoulders straightened. “No more than five or six thousand,” he 
replied quickly, his voice growing eager. “A warband that size would be 
small enough to manage in the mountains, yet easily strong enough to deal 
with a single tribe of greenskins.” 


The necromancer nodded slowly. “Very well,” he replied. “How quickly 
can such a force be assembled?” 


Bragadh smiled wolfishly. “The warband could be on the march by the end 
of the day, great one.” 


“Good,” Nagash replied. “Then Thestus and the raiding force should be 
back at Nagashizzar by the end of the summer.” 


Nagash watched Thestus look up in surprise. The lieutenant’s gaze shifted 
from Nagash to Bragadh. A faint grin pulled at the corner of his mouth. 


Bragadh frowned, as though uncertain of what he’d just heard. “Thestus? I 
don’t understand.” 


“Your place is here, training the rest of the army,” Nagash explained. 
“Surely you didn’t intend to lead the raid yourself?” 


Bragadh glanced over at his rival. When he caught the grin on Thestus’ 
face, he ground his jaw angrily. After a moment, he said, “Thestus is... a 
capable warrior. But he knows nothing of the rakhads. The only foes he has 
ever known have been his own people.” 


Thestus bridled at the contempt in the warlord’s voice. Nagash chuckled, a 
sound like grinding stones. “One foe is the same as another,” he observed. 
“All men die in the same way.” 


“The greenskins are more beasts than men,” Bragadh declared. “Sending 
Thestus against them would be a disaster!” 


“Then we will send no one,” Nagash answered coldly. “Your warriors will 
have to wait for battle until we begin the march on Nehekhara.” 
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“And when will that be?” Bragadh demanded, forgetting himself. 


“Soon enough,” Nagash replied. “Do your work well, and you will hasten 
the day.” 


The tone of Nagash’s reply made it clear that there was nothing more to be 
said, but Bragadh was not quite done. As the barbarians rose to their feet, he 
folded his muscular arms across his chest and scowled up at the 
necromancer. 


“Forget the greenskins then, we will continue to train instead,” he said, “but 
mark me, a knife can only be sharpened so much before it’s worn down to a 
splinter. Men live to spill the blood of their enemies! If they aren’t given a 
foe to test their strength against, they’1l make one for themselves.” 


Nagash stared down at the warlord. He leaned forwards slowly, his 
mummified hands clenching the arms of his throne. “If there is blood to be 
spilled at Nagashizzar, I will spill it!” he hissed. “Caution your warriors 
not to crave death too much, Bragadh, or I will give it to them!” 


Thestus blanched at the tone in Nagash’s ghastly voice. Figures stirred in 
the shadows: the misshapen forms of the necromancer’s flesh-eaters edged 
towards the barbarians, their talons scraping across the stone floor. Long, 
black tongues lolled from their fanged mouths, and their pointed, jackal-like 
ears were pressed flat against their bald, bulbous heads. Wet, rasping growls 
rose from their throats as they readied themselves to pounce upon the 
northmen. 


The barbarians glared hatefully at the flesh-eaters. Diarid’s hand strayed to 
the hilt of his sword, but Bragadh forestalled him with a curt shake of his 
head. The warlord tore his gaze away from the monsters and looked up at 
Nagash. 


“T hear, great one,” he said through clenched teeth. “I hear and obey.” 


Satisfied, Nagash leaned back against his throne. “Then go,” he said, 
dismissing the northmen with a wave of one leathery hand. “And remind 
your warriors who is master here.” 


Bragadh bowed his head slowly, then turned his back on the flesh-eaters 
and stomped angrily from the hall. Still growling, the creatures made to 
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follow, but Akatha paused and fixed the pack with a cold-eyed glare that 
stopped them in their tracks. 


Nagash’s eyes narrowed upon the witch. Akatha met his stare fearlessly, 
turning away only a heartbeat before the gesture could be construed as a 
challenge. She fell into step behind the warlord, never once looking back at 
the necromancer or his beasts. 


The flesh-eaters watched them go, growling deep in their throats. 


With miles of walls and hundreds of feet of crenellated towers, Nagashizzar 
was the largest and most terrible fortress ever built—but already there was 
an enemy gnawing at its roots. 


Thousands of feet below the necromancer’s great hall, in vast, dripping 
caverns and half-finished galleries, a mighty host had been gathered. The 
army was so huge it could not be contained in one place. It spread like a sea 
of dark-furred bodies through the deeps, waiting only for word from its 
master to flood the upper levels of the fortress and claim its treasures for the 
glory of the Horned God. 


In one such teeming cavern, the master of the army stood atop a roughly 
hewn dais carved from the living rock and surveyed the stinking multitudes 
arrayed before him. Shifting, greenish light cast by god-stone lanterns 
played across a sea of armoured bodies. Naked, pink tails twitched 
restlessly; long snouts wrinkled, tasting the foetid air. Thin lips drew back 
from long, chisel-shaped teeth. Hungry, chittering whispers filled the 
echoing space with a malevolent, surf-like roar. 


Eekrit Backbiter, Lord of Clan Rikek and master of the largest army of 
skaven assembled in the history of the Under-Empire, rubbed his clawed 
paws together expectantly and thought of the wealth and power that would 
soon be his. There was more god-stone buried within the mountain than his 
people had ever seen before. Its discovery had driven the scheming Grey 
Lords to paroxysms of treachery and murder that had consumed the Great 
Clans for decades before the Seer-lord had finally intervened. The resulting 
alliance had led to the creation of the expeditionary force, comprised of 
massive contingents of warriors from each of the twelve Great Clans and 
their vassals. Arrayed against them—as far as the army’s black-robed scouts 
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were aware—were but a few thousand walking corpses toiling in the mines. 
No one had ever explained to Eekrit’s satisfaction just where those corpses 
had come from, and what exactly they were doing with the god-stone they 
carved out of the mountain’s heart. Old Vittrik One-eye, master of the host’s 
war engines, once surmised that the skeletons might be the remains of slave 
workers from a long-dead kingdom, animated by energies from the very 
stones they mined and driven to toil in the mines for all eternity. Eekrit 
suspected the warlock was talking from the depths of one of his many 
wineskins, but wasn’t so foolish as to point this out to the engine-master. 


Truly, Eekrit didn’t care who the mountain’s skeletal inhabitants were. His 
warriors alone outnumbered them more than ten to one. The mountain 
would be his within a matter of hours; keeping it was likely to be a far more 
dangerous task altogether. 


The dais was crowded with those who would be all too happy to poison his 
wine or slip a dagger between his ribs the instant it became profitable to do 
so. Just to Eekrit’s right was his lieutenant, Lord Hiirc, a young and callow 
little fool from Clan Morbus, currently the most powerful of the Great 
Clans. Outwardly, Hiirc didn’t seem threatening in the least; he had no 
experience as a war leader, no especial prowess as a walrior, nor any 
notable murders attached to his reputation. He was sleek and well fed, his 
face marked with fine scar-tattoos and his chisel-teeth capped with gold, in 
the style of the obnoxiously rich. But Eekrit didn’t mistake the veritable 
treasure-trove of god-stone amulets wound about Hiirc’s scrawny neck; the 
idiot glowed from so much refined stone that he hardly needed lantern- 
bearers to find his way about in the darkness. Of course, Eekrit hadn’t 
gotten a good look at the amulets themselves—that would have been 
considered rude—but he’d heard enough from his spies to know that the 
vast majority of them were wards of protection against everything from 
assassins’ knives to ague. There were clan lords who weren’t so thoroughly 
encased in protective spells, which spoke volumes to the crafty Eekrit. Clan 
Morbus wasn’t protecting Hiirc; they were guarding his position within the 
army. Eekrit had no doubt that Hiirc’s retinue was stuffed to the snout with 
“advisors” far more experienced and capable than the young rat lord, who 
would then direct the course of the campaign from the shadows in the event 
that Hiirc found himself in control of the army. 
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Then there was the army’s black-robed Master of Treacheries, Lord 
Eshreegar, who commanded the companies of scout-assassins. The scout- 
assassins were the army’s eyes and ears—and its left-hand dagger, when the 
situation demanded it. Eshreegar’s rats had spent years exploring the 
tunnels and chambers of the great mountain, until they knew it better than 
their own spawning-nests; for that reason alone Eekrit had made every 
effort to favour, flatter and outright bribe his way into Eshreegar’s good 
graces. Eshreegar had accepted the warlord’s many gifts with great pleasure 
and had deigned to provide a few choice secrets about the workings of his 
rivals, but Eekrit couldn’t be certain exactly whose side the Master of 
Treacheries was on. The warlord had tried to hedge his bets on the march 
from the Great City by attempting to suborn several of Eshreegar’s 
lieutenants, but the three rats who’d accepted his bribes had managed to 
suffer gruesome and wildly implausible accidents before the army reached 
its destination. 


Lord Eshreegar crouched to Lord Eekrit’s left, in whispered consultation 
with several of his black-robed dagger-rats. He was tall and lean for one of 
the rat-people, a veritable giant among the scout-assassins, who as a rule 
tended to be small, swift creatures. 


Though his reputation as a stalker and a slayer was legendary among the 
clans, the expedition to the great mountain was his first in command of a 
scout cadre. It spoke highly of his connections and reputation among the 
secretive assassin clans, if not necessarily his ability as a scout leader. 


And then there was Lord Qweeqwol, the expedition’s representative from 
the grey seers. Ancient, addled and canker-ridden, mad old Qweeqwol was 
believed by many to be well past his prime; most of the rat-lords in the 
Great City assumed that he had been chosen to accompany the expedition 
as a concession to the Council of Thirteen. Since the Seerlord was the 
driving force behind the great alliance that had made the expedition 
possible, the Grey Lords would be exceptionally sensitive to the slightest 
hint that the grey seers were arranging things to their own personal benefit. 
Few skaven imagined old Qweeqwol to be much of a threat in that regard. 


Eekrit was one of the paranoid few. He couldn’t help but take note that 
Qweeqwol had not only been Seerlord himself for more than forty years, he 
had voluntarily retired from that position in favour of Greemon, the current 
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Seerlord. Most skaven thought that only confirmed just how far gone 
Qweeqwol really was. Eekrit wasn’t so certain. 


The warlord cast a wary glance over his shoulder at the aged seer. 
Qweeqwol was at the very rear of the crude dais, his wrinkled paws 
clutching a thick, gnarled staff of black cypress. The entire length of the 
staff had been carved with arcane sigils and inlaid with crushed god-stone, 
so that the air around the wooden shaft shimmered with a haze of magical 
energy. The white-furred skaven had his back to the proceedings, his 
pointed snout wrinkling as he studied the striations in the back wall of the 
cavern. Qweeqwol was muttering to himself, the sibilant words pitched just 
slightly too low for Eekrit to make out. When the warlord’s gaze fell upon 
him, the seer straightened slightly. His mangy head turned to regard Eekrit; 
green light played across patches of bald, greying skin grown misshapen 
with pulsing tumours. Qweeqwol’s ears were ragged and frail, as thin and 
fragile as wet parchment, and where his eyes had once been there were only 
blasted hollows, ringed by ancient, scarred flesh. Twin orbs of pure, 
polished god-stone, carved in the likeness of eyes, glowed from those 
ruined sockets. They fixed Eekrit with an eerie, unblinking stare. 


It was all the warlord could do to keep his tail from lashing with unease. A 
cave-in, he thought. That was what he needed. A shower of sharp rocks on 
the heads of those who vexed him. Sharp, poisoned rocks. Yes, that would 
do. He should speak to Vittrik. Perhaps something could be arranged. 


Lord Vittrik, the engine-master, was nowhere to be seen. Typically the 
warlock-engineer never strayed far from the glowing, spitting contraptions 
he and his clan-mates had brought from the Great City. The god-stone 
machines of Clan Skryre were legendary among the skaven; they were also 
notably capricious and often as deadly to their operators as to anyone else. 
All too frequently, the bronze casings of their fearsome weapons simply 
blew apart in the heat of battle, sending jagged splinters of glowing metal 
tearing through friend and foe. There were many clan lords who scorned the 
upstart warlocks and their unstable inventions; others feared them, 
believing that they could one day become among the most powerful of the 
clans, if only they could obtain enough quantities of god-stone to produce 
their machines en masse. Of all the clans, they had the most to gain from 
the success of the expedition. Eekrit thought that made Vittrik a natural ally, 
but the warlock-engineer was irritatingly oblivious to his overtures. Fiery 
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contraptions or no, if the Skryre clanrats couldn’t master the simplest 
intrigues they would very soon find themselves extinct, Eekrit mused. 


There was a stir from the scout-assassins. Lord Eshreegar was trying to get 
his attention, snout raised, paws resting atop one another, tight against his 
narrow chest. The towering skaven had to hunch his shoulders somewhat to 
lower his eyes to a level just beneath the warlord’s. 


“All is in readiness,” Eshreegar murmured. His voice was not unlike the 
sound of bronze being drawn across a whetstone. “The scouts await your 
signal.” Which was a circumspect way of saying, get on with it. 


Lord Eekrit flicked his ears in agreement, his tail lashing against his heels. 
He was garbed for war, cased in a heavy hauberk of bronze scales over a 
thick jerkin of tanned human hide. A heavy cloak, stitched with runes of 
protection against ambushes and betrayals, lay across his shoulders. An 
amulet inset with a palm-sized piece of god-stone hung from a golden chain 
around his neck. It was both a badge of rank and a token of the Horned 
God’s favour. He reached up to stroke its polished surface with the tip of 
one claw. 


Growling thoughtfully, Eekrit regarded the messengers that knelt at the foot 
of the dais. This would be no field battle, where he could stand atop a piece 
of high ground and take in the movements of his entire force. This assault 
would follow dozens of twisting paths through the labyrinthine fortress, 
directed by a steady flow of messages between Eekrit and his chieftains. He 
would be no closer to the battle than the dais upon which he now stood. 


The warlord rested his paw upon the hilt of his sword. His ears flattened 
against the side of his skull. With a twitch of his tail, the air about Eekrit 
grew heady with musk. A stir went through the skaven assembled upon the 
dais; at the foot of the stone platform the messengers gripped their paws 
against their chests and raised their snouts. Pink noses twitched; lips 
quivered, revealing blunt, yellowed teeth. 


Lord Eekrit stretched out his free paw. “Go!” he commanded in a shrill 
voice. “Carry my command to the chieftains! Swarm through the tunnels! 
Tear apart our foes! Seize the treasures of the Horned God! Strike-strike!” 


Chittering and squealing, the messengers scattered in a blur of dark cloaks 
and whipping tails. They raced down narrow lanes between the great war- 
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packs, sending a ripple of excitement through the restless horde. Within 
seconds, the runners were lost from sight. Then, from the far end of the 
cavern, came a blood-chilling chorus of bone whistles, rising and falling in 
an eerie cadence that never failed to set the warlord’s fur on end. In 
response to the call, pack leaders snarled and spat at their warriors. The 
giant mass of furred bodies began to heave like an angry sea as the army 
began to move. Thousands of clawed feet scraped on stone; the air shivered 
with a cacophony of brass bells and clashing cymbals. Lord Eshreegar 
screeched a command to his scout-assassins and sent them racing after the 
mass of warriors, their black cloaks flapping about their flanks. The army’s 
many scouts would be responsible for leading the scattered contingents of 
clanrats through the maze of tunnels towards their objectives. Lord Eekrit 
turned his attention to one side of the dais and beckoned for a goblet of 
wine. 


The skaven were marching to war. 
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ONE 
War in the Deeps 


Nagashizzar, in the 96th year of Geheb the Mighty 
(-1325 Imperial Reckoning) 


The skaven horde came swarming up out of the bowels of the great 
mountain, pouring in a flood of snarling, snapping, sword-wielding bodies 
into the shadowy corridors and noisy mine works of Nagash’s fortress. 
Guided by Lord Eshreegar’s scout-assassins, they overran level after level 
in a headlong dash for the treasures that Nagashizzar contained. 


Surprise was absolute. The lowest levels of the fortress were all but 
deserted, so the skaven were more than halfway to their objectives before 
they encountered the first of Nagashizzar’s skeletal inhabitants. The handful 
of undead labour parties caught in the horde’s path were literally crushed 
underfoot, trampled by the weight of thousands of charging, brown-furred 
warriors. The momentum of the charge was so great that the old bones were 
crushed to powder within moments. By the time the rear ranks passed over 
the same spot, naught but tendrils of dust remained. 


The attackers reached the deepest of the mine shafts within minutes. The 
dank air trembled with the piping wails of bone whistles and the screech of 
skaven war cries as the clanrats erupted into the flickering light of the 
tunnels and fell upon the slow-moving skeletons. The disparity in numbers 
told against the undead labourers at once: the skaven came at their foes in 
packs, dismembering the skeletons with contemptuous ease. The initial 
encounters were over so quickly that actual skaven casualties occurred only 
in the aftermath, as the clanrats took to squabbling with one another over 
upturned carts of god-stone nuggets, or found a convenient, out-of-the-way 
spot to slip a knife into a troublesome rival. 


As the invaders rose through the many levels of the fortress, resistance 
began to slowly increase. More and more, the skaven would burst into a 
strategic passageway and find a phalanx of skeletons waiting for them. 
Swords, spears, claws and teeth clashed with picks and shovels, or 
sometimes nothing more than bony, grasping hands. In each case, the 
defenders were quickly overrun, scarcely slowing the clanrats’ headlong 
advance. 
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The first real fighting of the skaven assault occurred in the last, highest 
mine shafts. Almost two full hours had passed since the attack had begun, 
and the warriors of Clan Morbus, who had been given the honour of 
running the farthest to seize the most played-out of the mine shafts, found 
themselves up against packed ranks of skeletons armed with spears and 
wearing tattered but functional armour. Here the onslaught faltered, as the 
clanrats were forced to chew their way doggedly through the press of slow- 
moving foes. Before long the passageways became choked with heaps of 
bones and bleeding bodies, but the snarls of the chieftains—and the sharp 
jab of their blades—kept the clanrats fighting towards their goal. 


The skeletons fought to the very last, giving ground only after they had 
been hacked to bits. The clanrats overwhelmed the remaining defenders at 
the very entrances to the topmost mine shafts, only to find the sloping 
tunnels dark and nearly devoid of treasure. The warriors who had been 
fighting in the front ranks slumped wearily against the tunnel walls and 
commenced to lick their wounds, leaving the rest to scuttle about in search 
of some kind of plunder. They cursed and spat, finding only a handful of 
nuggets in the deepest part of the shaft—which found their way unerringly 
into the paws of the much larger and cleverer clan chieftains. 


It wasn’t long at all before small parties of enterprising skaven began 
exploring the branch-tunnels that led to the upper levels of the fortress. All 
of the god-stone carved out of the upper shafts had to have been taken 
somewhere, after all. When the first few parties didn’t return immediately, 
the rest of the clanrats took it as a sign that there were valuables up above, 
and the wretches were helping themselves to as much of it as they could. 
More small groups skulked off and when they didn’t return, still more and 
still larger parties set off after them, until finally the chieftains took notice 
and took out their ire on the lackwits who remained behind. 


That was when they heard the first, faint, bloodcurdling howls—shrieks of 
madness and savagery the likes of which no skaven throat could make— 
echoing from the upper passageways. Moments later came a bare handful of 
hysterical clanrats, covered in gruesome wounds that turned foul with 
poison before the chieftains’ very eyes. 


A cold wind gusted down the branch-tunnels, filling the mine shaft with the 
dusty stench of old death. Over the frenzied howls of the approaching 
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monsters came the eerie wail of horns and the tramp tramp tramp of 
thousands upon thousands of skeletal feet. 


At first, the destruction of his servants in the lowest levels of the fortress 
escaped Nagash’s attention; accidents occurred from time to time, and what 
was the loss of ten or twenty skeletons out of the teeming multitudes under 
his control? 


It was only when the labour parties in the lowest and deepest mine shafts 
vanished that the necromancer realised something was amiss. Treachery, 
Nagash thought at once, immediately suspecting Bragadh and the northmen 
of some kind of coup. Furious, he drew upon the power of the burning 
stone, focussing his awareness on the skeletons toiling in the lower levels so 
he could come to grips with the scope of the attack. Even as he did so, three 
more of the mine shafts were overrun; dozens more skeletons were 
destroyed, but in the split-second before they ceased to exist, Nagash caught 
a glimpse of his foes. They weren’t wild-eyed, bearded northmen, however; 
instead, he saw a seething mass of armoured, dark-furred bodies, wielding 
short, pointed bronze swords or cruel-looking spears. There was a flash of 
beady eyes, red with reflected light, and the snapping of curved, chisel-like 
teeth—and then darkness. 


An angry hiss grated from Nagash’s leathery throat. The ratmen! An army 
of them, loose in the deepest parts of his fortress! It had been centuries 
since he’d set eyes upon the filthy creatures, and then only in small, 
cowardly little packs. They slunk like jackals through the wastelands to the 
west of the great mountain, searching for pieces of burning stone. In those 
days he’d slain each and every one he’d found, whether they carried any 
stone on them or not. Their very existence offended him. 


Somehow they had discovered the great lode of sky-stone buried within the 
mountain—his mountain—and they had come to lay their disgusting hands 
on it. Nagash vowed that when he’d slaughtered these interlopers, he would 
find the stinking holes from whence they’d come and wipe them from the 
face of the earth. Bragadh and his young warriors would have the blood 
they were thirsting for after all. 
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The lash of the necromancer’s will resounded across the length and breadth 
of the fortress, and tens of thousands of skeletons swayed like wheat against 
its invisible weight. They answered the call to arms in silence, save for the 
creak of dried skin or the clatter of bone. 


Not long afterwards came the ominous tolling of alarm gongs from the 
tallest towers of the fortress. The deep, shivering notes reverberated through 
the air and sent a chill down the spines of the living. Across dozens of 
marshalling grounds, companies of northern warriors paused in their 
training and looked skywards, wondering at the sound. How could there be 
an alarm when there was no enemy to be seen for leagues in any direction? 


In the shadowy recesses of the great fortress, packs of Yaghur raised their 
heads and added their howls to the spine-tingling chorus. The noise rolled 
like an avalanche down the mountain slopes and across the grey sea, where 
it reached the ears of hundreds more of the flesh-eaters. Entire tribes 
emptied from their foetid lairs, loping like apes across the reeking, marshy 
ground in response to their master’s call. 


Within the fortress, living messengers ran back and forth from the great 
hall, carrying Nagash’s commands to his barbarian troops. Meanwhile, the 
necromancer threw every available skeleton he could into the ratmen’s path 
to slow them down while he assembled his spearmen into companies near 
the surface. 


His rage grew as one mine shaft after another fell to the swarming 
creatures; their numbers were vast, easily as large as any Nehekharan army, 
and he had to concede that the assault was being carried out with speed and 
skill. Comparing the rate of their advance to the marshalling of his forces 
on the upper levels, Nagash could see that the ratmen would overrun all of 
his mine shafts and possibly even reach the upper levels themselves before 
his army was ready to act. Working quickly, he despatched several large 
companies into the upper mine shafts to slow down the enemy advance and 
keep the monsters bottled up below ground. Nagash meant to keep the 
ratmen penned up in the tunnels, where he could grind the horde to pieces 
under the relentless advance of his spearmen. He had no need of cunning 
manoeuvres or elaborate stratagems; Nagash planned to come at the 
trespassers head-on, crushing the ratmen under the weight of his troops. 
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The necromancer filled the upper tunnels with spearmen and hundreds of 
slavering flesh-eaters, then despatched Bragadh and his warriors to seal off 
the surface exits of each of the mountain’s mine shafts. Any attempt by the 
ratmen to escape his advance—or outflank him along the surface—would 
be met with a thicket of barbarian spears. All too slowly, the units of his 
army moved into position, like pieces on a gaming board, while his 
rearguard troops in the upper mine shafts were slowly but surely cut down 
by the advancing ratmen. When the invaders finally broke through and 
swarmed into the mine shafts, Nagash turned his attention upon the Yaghur. 
Whispering words of power, he exerted his mastery over the foul creatures 
and stirred them to action. 


Gripped by the necromancer’s unyielding will, the flesh-eaters crept silently 
down the dimly lit tunnels towards the invaders. Though they could not be 
controlled as completely or as easily as the true undead, they were swifter, 
stronger and far tougher than his regular troops and their constant hunger 
made them keen predators. At his command, the flesh-eaters found places 
along the tunnels to lie in ambush for any advance parties of ratmen that 
ventured their way. 


The Yaghur didn’t have long to wait. The first, small scouting parties were 
swiftly overwhelmed, succumbing to the flesh-eaters’ filthy talons and 
powerful jaws. Behind them came still more of the invaders, in ever-larger 
and less-cautious bands, until finally there were so many of the rat-creatures 
to contend with that the Yaghur couldn’t possibly take them all at once. A 
handful of survivors managed to escape the flesh-eaters’ clutches, fleeing 
back the way they’d come. With a mental command, Nagash ordered the 
first of his companies to advance, intending to strike before the clanrats 
could organise a proper defence. 


Once again, the Yaghur struck first. The blood-spattered beasts erupted 
from the branch-tunnels hard on the heels of the dying ratmen, sowing 
terror and confusion through the enemy’s ranks. The air shook with the 
baying of bone horns and the tread of marching feet. When the first 
companies of spear-wielding skeletons emerged into the upper mine shafts 
the stunned invaders lost their nerve and fled, trampling one another in their 
haste to escape. From his throne in the great hall many levels above, 
Nagash smiled cruelly and poured the energy of the burning stone into his 
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lead companies, speeding their limbs and pressing hard upon the ratmen’s 
heels. 


The tide of battle, at first so overwhelmingly in favour of the ratmen, turned 
just as swiftly against them. The invaders fled back into the lower levels, 
spreading panic amongst their fellows. The necromancer’s forces reclaimed 
one mine shaft after another; they slew so many ratmen in the process that 
they couldn’t keep up with the survivors in the corpse-choked tunnels. The 
Yaghur, provided with a feast the likes of which their kind hadn’t seen in 
centuries, required constant pressure to keep them focussed on the battle at 
hand, slowing the pursuit still further. 


Lord Eekrit was eating fermented musk-berries and preparing a letter to 
inform the Grey Lords of his great victory when the first of Lord 
Eshreegar’s scout-assassins returned to the great cavern. At first, he paid no 
mind to their near-frantic whispers as they reported to the Master of 
Treacheries. The scouts had been ordered to continue their explorations of 
the levels beyond the mine shafts, in hopes of finding where the skeletons 
were storing the god-stone. From the sound of their voices, he surmised that 
what they’d found was far greater than anyone had expected. 


The first intimation that something was wrong came not from Eshreegar, 
but mad Lord Qweeqwol. The old seer limped up next to Eekrit and leaned 
in close. “It’s begun,” he hissed, his scarred nose twitching. “Time for 
battle. Fight-fight!” 


Eekrit curled his lip in a bemused scowl. What in the Horned One’s name 
was he babbling about? He glanced up, and caught sight of Lord Eshreegar. 
The Master of Treacheries looked like he’d swallowed a live spider. 


The warlord glanced down at the bowl of half-eaten berries in his left paw. 
On impulse, he stuffed the remainder in his mouth and gulped them down. 
Thus fortified, he went over to the scouts. The black-robed underlings 
shrank back at his approach, their tails lashing apprehensively. At once, the 
fermented berry juice curdled in Eekrit’s guts. 


“What is going on?” the warlord asked, his voice deceptively mild. 


The Master of Treacheries turned slowly to regard his commander. The 
skaven’s whiskers twitched. 
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“There... ah,” Eshreegar began. “There is a small problem.” 
Eekrit’s tail twitched. “What kind of problem?” 


“Ah...” the Master of Treacheries considered his reply carefully. “It’s 
possible there are more skeletons here than we thought.” 


The warlord’s beady black eyes narrowed on Eshreegar. “How many 
more?” 


Eshreegar stole a glance at his minions. The scouts focussed their gaze on 
the cavern floor, as though contemplating an escape tunnel. 


“Well. Perhaps... five or six,” Eshreegar said weakly. 


The warlord’s ears flattened against his skull. “You and your rats have had 
years to scout this place,” Eekrit hissed. “There were two thousand of the 
skeletons, you said. And now you tell me you missed five or six hundred 
more?” 


Eshreegar seemed to shrink in on himself. His head drooped below the level 
of the warlord’s snout. His whiskers twitched and he mumbled something 
under his breath. 


“What was that?” Eekrit demanded. “Explain yourself!” 


“Not five or six hundred,” the Master of Treacheries said in a defeated 
voice. “Five or six thousand.” 


The warlord’s eyes widened. “What?” 
“T said—” 


Eekrit cut him off with an upraised paw. “I heard what you said,” the 
warlord snarled. “How... where...” He paused, breathing deeply. His paw 
clenched, as though ready to claw out Eshreegar’s eyes. “Where are they 
now?” 


Speaking quickly, his voice pitched barely above a squeak, Eshreegar 
related what he’d heard from his scouts. “Clan Morbus is in-in full retreat,” 
he finished. “The upper shafts have been retaken.” 


“And what of Rikek and Halghast?” the warlord demanded. They would be 
the next clans in line if the skeletons continued their descent. 


Eshreegar spread his paws helplessly. “There is no-no word yet.” 
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“Find. Out.” Eekrit growled. 


The scouts leapt to obey without waiting for a word from their master. As 
soon as they were gone, the warlord stepped close to Eshreegar, until the 
two skaven were snout-to-snout. He sensed an opportunity here. 


“The Council will want an explanation,” Eekrit hissed. 


Eshreegar made a half-hearted shrug. “One skeleton looks much like 
another,” he said. 


“Tt is your business to tell the difference!” the warlord snapped. “Do you 
imagine the Grey Lords will be sympathetic, Eshreegar?” 


“No bb) 


Eekrit nodded. “Just so. You will need allies if you hope to keep-keep your 
hide.” 


The Master of Treacheries nodded. “Of course,” he replied. “I understand.” 
The warlord nodded. “Good. Then fetch a map. Now.” 


Eshreegar gave a quick nod of obeisance and tumed to bark orders at a 
nearby underling. The warlord folded his paws against his chest and began 
to pace, his mind working quickly. 


The situation could still be salvaged, Eekrit thought. Five or six thousand 
more skeletons were an unwelcome surprise, but his force still outnumbered 
the enemy more than ten to one. That didn’t even count the thousands of 
slaves attached to the army—fodder that he could use to bury the attackers 
by sheer weight of numbers if he wished. 


So far, the enemy had provided him with a solid alliance with Eshreegar, 
and bloody humiliation for Clan Morbus. That would keep Hiirc and his 
minders in check for the foreseeable future. 


A pair of slaves scuttled up onto the dais, carrying a large, rolled parchment 
between them. Eekrit smiled to himself as they unrolled the map at his feet. 


Yes, the warlord thought. This might actually turn out better than he’d 
hoped. 
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Resistance increased steadily the deeper Nagash’s forces went. The ratmen 
holding the lower mine shafts were fresher and forewamed of the counter- 
attack by streams of fleeing survivors from the upper levels. Nagash’s 
warriors began to encounter more prepared defences and formed companies 
of warriors holding key tunnel junctions leading to the lower shafts. 


Nagash drove his troops remorselessly forwards, determined to cleanse 
Nagashizzar of the invaders. When his companies encountered heavy 
resistance, he simply ground the ratmen down; gladly trading one of his 
warriors for one of theirs, until finally the creatures broke and ran. He had 
fewer of the Yaghur to call upon now; most of the surviving flesh-eaters 
were either too gorged or too exhausted to be much use. So far, the 
northmen had successfully held the ends of the mine shafts so that the 
retreating ratmen couldn’t escape the necromancer’s trap. With almost half 
of the mountain’s mine shafts back in his hands, he had a sizeable reserve 
force of living infantry to call upon, but he was loath to trust them unless he 
absolutely had to. 


What troubled Nagash was that he hadn’t yet plumbed the depths of the 
enemy force. Every army had its breaking point, he knew; an invisible line 
where its leaders knew that they’d given all they had and it was time to pull 
back or risk destruction. Gauging an enemy’s breaking point was a fine art, 
one that separated competent generals from great ones. Nagash knew 
without doubt that he was a great leader, but this subterranean battlefield 
offered him no clues as to the dispositions of his foe. 


Though he had a god’s-eye view of the battlefield from his own troops’ 
perspective, he had no idea what the ratmen had waiting for him around the 
next bend in the tunnel. He’d expected fierce resistance in the upper levels 
of the mountain, then less organised resistance as he broke through the 
enemy’s front line and encountered his reserves. But there didn’t seem to be 
a front line that he could discern, not in the manner of a traditional field 
battle. This was an entirely different style of warfare—one that he began to 
suspect the ratmen were better capable of fighting than he was. They 
certainly seemed to know the layout of the lower tunnels as well as he did, 
which led him to wonder just how long they’d been hiding down there, 
biding their time until they chose to strike. 
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Hours passed and the fighting wore on. Nagash breached one defensive line 
after another. Now more than three-quarters of the way through the lower 
levels of the fortress, his troops had reclaimed all but a handful of the 
newest, deepest—and therefore richest—mine shafts. The enemy resistance 
grew clever and more determined. His lead packs of flesh-eaters were lured 
into five separate ambushes and badly mauled by dark-robed rat-creatures 
wielding knives and razor-edged obsidian darts, then a company of ratmen 
attempted to launch an attack at his flank through a network of half-finished 
tunnels. Or they had been half-finished, the last time he’d turned his 
attention to that part of the under-mountain. It appeared that the invaders 
had actually spent some time and effort in expanding the tunnels, displaying 
a kind of instinctive engineering skill that such monsters had no right to 
possess. 


The advance began to lose momentum against a seemingly endless tide of 
screeching, furry bodies. His skeletons were within a few hundred yards of 
the next mine shaft, but no matter how many of the creatures his warriors 
killed, it seemed like three more sprang up to take their places. The 
necromancer’s anger grew. For the first time, he regretted not entering the 
battle himself—but in the close confines of the tunnels, his sorcery would 
only be effective on localised portions of the battle. And as it stood now, he 
was literally miles from the front lines, with no swift way to reach the 
centre of the action. 


Nagash leaned back against his throne and once again considered 
summoning the northmen. A flanking attack down the mouth of the lower 
mine shafts could well tip the balance... but then he remembered the steady 
look of defiance on Akatha’s face, and his paranoia asserted itself once 
more. 


He redoubled his attack on the rat-creatures, fuelling the lead companies 
with still more sorcerous power. The invaders had to be near the limits of 
their strength, he told himself. They had to be. 


The counter-attack couldn’t keep going much longer, Eekrit told himself. 
There had to be an end to the damned skeletons, sooner or later. 
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Hopefully sooner, the warlord thought nervously as he studied Eshreegar’s 
map. The fighting was now less than five levels away. He fancied that if he 
opened his ears fully he could hear the faint sounds of battle, though he 
knew that it was just his imagination. 


At least with the battle close at hand he had a better idea of how things were 
progressing. A steady stream of messengers were running to the front lines 
and making it back to report within minutes. He doubted the master of the 
damned skeletons had half so good a picture of the battlefield as he did. 


The enemy had pushed his clanrats nearly all the way back to the caverns 
where they’d started from. At last count, he had only five mine shafts still 
in his possession, and one of those was about to fall. If he didn’t manage to 
turn things around very quickly, he might as well ask Eshreegar to put a 
poisoned knife between his eyes. Better that than report his defeat to the 
Council. 


The warlord turned to the Master of Treacheries. The counter-move had 
been Eshreegar’s idea; no doubt if it succeeded, he would try to use it to 
balance his utter failure to determine the actual size of the enemy force. 
Unfortunately for him, Eekrit was increasingly certain that the revised 
estimate of five or six thousand skeletons was still woefully inadequate— 
not to mention the reports of howling, ogre-like creatures that seemed to 
accompany the skeletal spear companies like packs of jackals. When all this 
was over, Eshreegar would have a great deal of explaining to do, Eekrit 
thought. 


“What are the reports from the slaves?” he asked. 


Eshreegar paused for a whispered query to one of his scouts. With a curt 
nod, he turned back to Eekrit. “All is in readiness,” he replied. 


Eekrit gave the map one last look and then reached his decision. It was now 
or never. 


“Send word to Clan Snagrit,” he ordered. “Begin the retreat.” 


The change in the tempo of the fighting was palpable. For more than an 
hour, the ratmen had been fighting tooth and nail—sometimes literally—to 
keep the skeletons from forcing their way into the next mine shaft. The 
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branch-tunnels were choked with pieces of bone and heaps of furry bodies, 
and no matter how hard Nagash pushed his troops, the advance ground 
inexorably to a halt. 


Both sides hammered at one another without pause, until the course of the 
battle was measured in mere feet gained or lost. And then, slowly but 
surely, the pressure against the skeletons began to ebb. First the ratmen 
were pushing hard against the skeletons, trying to drive them back; then 
their momentum dwindled until they were at a virtual standstill. It was only 
minutes later, when the invaders actually began to retreat back the way 
they’d come, that Nagash began to suspect that the ratmen had finally 
reached their breaking point. 


The invaders withdrew quickly, but in fairly good order, careful not to 
create any gaps that Nagash could turn to his advantage. That convinced 
him the retreat wasn’t a feint; had they been trying to lure him into an 
ambush, he would have expected to see a tantalising gap open in their lines 
to lure him into a killing zone. Sensing that the endgame was near, Nagash 
drove his companies forwards all the harder, pressing the enemy across the 
entire front in hopes of creating so much strain that it finally shattered. 
Then the slaughter would well and truly begin. 


Nagash’s companies reclaimed yet another mine shaft. There were only four 
left in enemy hands, the excavations begun so recently that they had yet to 
commence full operation—in fact, the mine shafts themselves had yet to be 
extended all the way to the surface of the mountainside. This served to limit 
the avenues of approach and channel the retreating invaders into fewer and 
fewer tunnels, which in turn permitted Nagash to focus his battered forces 
into larger, more powerful columns. The exhausted ratmen would have no 
reprieve as the undead warriors chased them inexorably into the deeps. 


Level by level, the skeletal companies drove the ratmen back. From time to 
time, the enemy lines would halt and resistance would stiffen, but never for 
more than a few minutes at a time. Nagash’s certainty grew: clearly the 
enemy’s troops were exhausted and they had no reserves to call upon. 
Sooner or later, the leader of the ratmen would be forced to either sacrifice a 
rearguard so the rest of his army could escape, or else find a place to make a 
doomed, final stand. 
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Within an hour, Nagash’s troops were closing in on the next mine shaft. 
Here the chambers and passageways were rudimentary in the extreme. 
Nagash’s past philosophy of expansion was predicated on one thing only; 
access to the mountain’s deposits of burning stone. His labourers first 
created exploratory tunnels to locate sources of abn-i-khat, then created 
galleries and chambers around the tunnels in anticipation of mine work to 
come. The necromancer knew that there were numerous natural tunnels and 
caverns throughout the lowest levels, as well as half-finished spaces that the 
enemy had been using for some time. If the ratmen hoped to outflank him 
through one of these natural approaches, he would be ready for them. 


The spear companies reached the branch-tunnels leading into the fourth 
mine shaft and pressed onwards, forcing the ratmen back into the wide, 
echoing tunnel. The invaders continued to fall back across the dimly lit 
mine shaft—and then halted with their backs to the branch-tunnels at the far 
side. The loathsome creatures stood shoulder to shoulder, brandishing their 
weapons and snarling defiantly at the advancing skeletons. 


Nagash smiled, already anticipating the final battle. He poured troops into 
the mine shaft, taking full advantage of the space to bring his greater 
numbers to bear against the enemy. No matter how fierce the ratmen 
thought they were, the fight would be a short one. 


The two sides came together, not with a flurry of war-horns and the thunder 
of charging feet, but with a dreadful, appalling slowness. The ratmen 
watched the thicket of spears press in about them, one slow, implacable step 
at a time. Many became unnerved by the warriors’ soulless advance, but 
there was nowhere left to run. Their angry snarls turned to panicked 
whimpers, then to shouts and screeches of terror as the bronze spear-points 
closed in. 


In seconds, the screams and shouts of the living were drowned by the rising 
clatter of metal and wood, as swords and axes beat against spear-shafts and 
the rims of bronze-edged shields. Ratmen fell, pierced through the neck and 
chest, their blood slicking the stones. Bones cracked like brittle branches. 
The invaders had already learned to focus their attacks against the legs of 
the undead warriors; they toppled to the tunnel floor, rendering their spears 
all but useless and hindering the advance of the troops behind them. 
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More of the ratmen threw themselves desperately at Nagash’s host. They 
came rushing through narrow passageways and rough-hewn tunnels, 
probing for a way to reach the army’s flanks, but in each case their path was 
blocked by a phalanx of skeletal troops. Soon, Nagash knew, the ratmen 
would realise that there was nowhere left to turn and that defeat was 
imminent. 


The enemy fought hard, matching Nagash’s troops blow for blow. The 
battle raged across a two-hundred-yard length of mine shaft and at a score 
of smaller side-tunnels to either flank. The ebb and flow of the fighting 
absorbed the necromancer’s full attention—so much so that by the time he 
saw the ratmen’s trap, it was already too late. 


To either flank of the undead advance, and a full two levels behind the front 
rank of the army, rough stone walls burst apart under the frantic claws of 
digging ratmen. Years before, the invaders had begun expanding side- 
tunnels in anticipation of their own mining operations in the depths of the 
mountain. Now their tunnelling masters skilfully turned those unfinished 
passageways to deadly knives aimed at the centre of the skeletal horde. 


The ratmen broke through into the flanks of Nagash’s forces at almost a 
dozen points. Whips cracked and a storm of snarling, snapping rat slaves 
tore into the packed ranks of skeletal warriors. Armed with picks, shovels, 
heavy rocks and bare paws, the slaves rushed in low, tearing at the 
skeletons’ legs and lower spines. The skeletons, packed tightly into the 
narrow tunnels, couldn’t bring their weapons to bear against the sudden 
onslaught and losses began to mount. 


The first indication Nagash had of trouble was a sudden surge in ferocity 
from the ratmen inside the mine shaft. Where moments before the invaders 
seemed to be locked in a last, desperate stand, now they pushed forwards 
against the undead ranks with steadily mounting fervour. With sheer, 
bloody-minded ferocity the ratmen began to drive wedges into the skeletal 
companies. They scrambled over heaps of their fallen kin, their feet and 
legs coated in crushed bone and gore, and began hacking at every bony 
limb they could reach. Skeletons collapsed by the score and were crushed 
underfoot as the ratmen carved deeper and deeper into the enemy ranks. 


What shocked Nagash more than the wild counter-assault wasn’t the attack 
itself, as much as the waves of attackers that came pouring out of the 
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tunnels and into the mine shaft. These warriors weren’t the exhausted, 
desperate creatures he’d expected; they were fresh troops, well armed and 
eager for a fight. 


For just a moment, the necromancer was incredulous. Somehow, 
somewhere, he had made a miscalculation. 


Thinking swiftly, he ordered his troops to redouble their efforts, determined 
to swallow up the enemy’s counter-attack and smother it by sheer weight of 
numbers. 


Nagash’s awareness swept backwards, along the arteries that supplied his 
advance. It was then he saw the enemy’s flanking attack and realised how 
he had been duped. The sheer scale and complexity of the ambush had been 
greater than anything he’d imagined his foes to be capable of. Worse, their 
numbers seemed endless. 


The enemy had chosen to face his troops inside the mine shaft for the very 
reason that it would draw in as many of Nagash’s warriors as possible. The 
branch-tunnels created choke points both into and out of the long tunnel, 
and now the pincers of the enemy’s flanking movement had effectively cut 
them off from reinforcement. That left fully a third of his army isolated, and 
the rest strung out along miles of connecting tunnels where they couldn’t 
bring their full strength to bear. 


As Nagash watched, the enemy’s flank attacks poured warriors into the 
tunnels in staggering numbers. They fought down the connecting tunnels in 
both directions, tightening the noose around the skeletons trapped inside the 
mine shaft. Immediately, Nagash ordered skeletons from the upper levels to 
push forwards, trying to batter their way through the enemy positions and 
link back up with the front lines, but he could already sense the tide of 
battle starting to flow away from him once more. After another moment’s 
hesitation, he came to a galling decision. 


The necromancer broadcast his orders to the horde. Within the mine shaft, 
half of the warriors formed a rearguard to hold the attacking ratmen at bay, 
while the rest began to withdraw back down the branch-tunnels towards the 
enemy’s flanking units. He had to salvage what forces he could and form a 
defensive line until he knew the full extent of his enemy’s dispositions. 


2680 XRN 


It took almost three hours for his warriors to fight their way out of the trap. 
The enemy’s flanking attacks were finally driven back, but not before the 
skeletal rearguard had been overwhelmed. The ratmen surged forwards, 
scrambling over heaps of shattered bones, and harried the withdrawing 
skeletons until they fetched up against fortified defensive positions three 
levels above. The invaders hurled themselves at the fortifications three 
times, only to be repulsed with heavy losses. After the third attack, the 
survivors paused, muttering and snarling to one another as they considered 
their next move. Nagash used the time to further reinforce his lines and 
prepare for more flanking attacks, but after half an hour the invaders slowly 
withdrew to their own hastily-formed lines. 


The first battle of Nagashizzar had reached its bloody, inconclusive end. 
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TWO 
Manifest Destinies 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 97th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1320 Imperial Reckoning) 


Old Jabari grinned and picked up the wooden cup with one gnarled hand. 
He gave it a good shake, rattling the ivory dice inside. Alcadizzar had 
learned to hate that sound. 


The scarred Rasetran bent forwards and squinted into the depths of the cup. 
“Hmm,” he said cheerfully. “Interesting.” 


Alcadizzar folded his arms, glaring at the dispositions of his army. Four 
Spear companies were arrayed in a slightly curving line before the oasis, 
their left flank anchored by the ruins of the old caravan post, their right 
covered by his chariots, situated on a low dune to the south-east. His 
archers still held the caravan post, despite repeated attacks by enemy 
skirmishers. The survivors of the last attack had retreated to the edge of a 
dune to the north-west, where it looked like they might be re-forming for 
another attack. In the centre, his companies were hard-pressed by enemy 
infantry, and his fourth company was on the verge of breaking. His reserves 
—a single company of spearmen—waited in the shade of the palm trees 
surrounding the oasis. He hesitated on committing them just yet, for the 
enemy cavalry had yet to make an appearance. 


Jabari set the cup aside and plucked a wooden figure from the tray at his 
side. “There’s a thundering of hooves off to your left!” the tutor declared. 
“Bronze glints in the noonday sun! There are shouts and confused cries 
from the ruins!” The Rasetran leaned across the wide sand table and placed 
the elegantly carved figure of a mounted horseman on Alcadizzar’s flank— 
behind the ruins of the caravan post. 


The prince’s eyes widened. “Where in the name of all the gods did they 
come from?” 


Jabari shrugged his wide shoulders in feigned bewilderment, but his deep- 
set eyes glinted with mischief. In his prime, he had been Rasetra’s Master of 
Horse, and had ridden in more than a dozen campaigns against the city’s 
foes. He pointed a scarred finger at the ragged, knife-like cleft carved 
through the sand off to the left of the ruins. “Given the shouts of surprise 
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coming from the ruins, I’d hazard a guess that they came galloping out of 
that wadi.” 


“What? No, that’s not possible!” Alcadizzar sputtered. “Look—the far end 
of the wadi’s in full view of my archers! We’d have seen them coming!” 


Jabari nodded sagely. “So it would seem, so it would seem,” he replied 
agreeably. “Of course, there could also be a narrow branch connecting it to 
that larger wadi further north,” he pointed out, indicating a much wider cleft 
that curved behind the dunes further north. “No way to tell from here, of 
course. Perhaps if your scouts had explored the area more thoroughly the 
day before you might have learned for certain.” 


Alcadizzar sighed. “Very well,” he grumbled. “How many?” 


Jabari smiled and picked up the cup again. The dice rattled. “Thousands, 
your aides say. Many thousands!” 


The prince’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. Jabari always portrayed his aides 
as credulous nitwits. It hardly seemed realistic. He studied the sand table for 
a moment. The carved mahogany figure representing him and his retinue 
was positioned on a low dune just behind the oasis, dangerously close to the 
swift-moving enemy horsemen. “All right. How many can I see?” 


Jabari shook the dice cup. “You can’t tell. Too much dust.” 


Of course, Alcadizzar thought sourly. He studied the battlefield a moment 
longer, then nodded. “Shift the reserve company to the left, double-quick, 
and order them to attack the enemy horsemen.” 


“Very well—” 


“And I send two runners instead of one, to make certain that the order gets 
through,” Alcadizzar interjected. He wasn’t going to make that mistake 
again. 


Jabari’s smile widened. “I hear and obey, great one,” he replied. The tutor 
rattled the dice in the cup a few more times, considered the results, and then 
began shifting the positions of the troops on the table. 


The prince reached for the goblet of watered wine resting on the edge of the 
table and sipped thoughtfully, his gaze wandering to the tall windows that 
lined the western wall of the chamber. There were few clouds in the sky, 
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despite the summer season; the late afternoon sun outlined the dark hills 
beyond Lahmia’s walls and sent shafts of mellow, golden light through the 
tall windowpanes. A good day to be riding, he thought wistfully, watching a 
caravan heading out through the city’s western gate. The traders were 
leaving very late in the day; possibly there had been delays loading their 
goods, or perhaps they’d encountered difficulties obtaining the proper 
permits from the city magistrates. As it was, they would be lucky to make it 
up the winding hill roads and onto the edge of the Golden Plain by nightfall. 
From there, it would be a week to cross the plain—providing they had no 
trouble from the bandit gangs that roamed the area—and then on to 
Lybaras, or Rasetra, or even farther west, past forlorn Mahrak and through 
the Valley of Kings to the great cities of the west. They could even be 
heading for Khemri, he realised, and felt a sharp pang of envy. 


Some day, Alcadizzar told himself. Some day he would be ready. But 
when? 


All roads in Nehekhara led to Lahmia, the opulent City of the Dawn. The 
wealth of the great city and the wise leadership of its rulers had led the 
Nehekharans out of the dark age wrought by Nagash the Usurper; indeed, 
the bloodline of its ruling dynasty was worshipped as the last vestige of 
divinity in a land that had been rendered bereft of its gods. 


Lahmia’s power and influence was so preeminent that it had become 
custom for the ruling families of the other great cities to send their young 
heirs to be educated at the City of the Dawn. They were borne to the great 
city, amid much pomp and ceremony, as soon as they were old enough to 
travel—all except for Alcadizzar, that was. His mother Hathor, Queen of 
Rasetra, had journeyed to Lahmia while he was still in the womb; her 
pregnancy had been fraught with trouble and the royal midwives were 
doubtful that she would deliver her child. Desperate, the queen turned to the 
only source of aid left to her, the Temple of Blood. There, she held a vigil in 
the presence of the goddess, praying for the prince’s life. 


Before the dawn—or so the story went—the high priestess of the temple 
came to Hathor, saying that her pleas had been answered. The goddess had 
spoken, and her child would survive. Every week afterwards, she was 
brought to the temple, where she was given an elixir to drink that had been 
blessed by the goddess herself. Two months later, almost to the very hour 
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that the high priestess first spoke to her, Hathor gave birth to Alcadizzar. 
The queen had remained with him at the temple for a full year afterwards; 
then she placed him in the care of the Lahmian royal household and 
returned to Rasetra. Alcadizzar had never met his father, King Aten-heru, 
nor did he have any memories of his mother, who died in childbirth two 
years after returning home. 


The insistent rattling of dice disturbed the prince’s reverie. Alcadizzar 
turned back to the table and frowned. Jabari smiled, shaking the cup. “What 
are your orders, great one?” he asked. 


On the battlefield, Alcadizzar’s reserve company had obeyed its orders with 
surprising speed, altering their formation to the left and charging over the 
open space behind the oasis to make contact with the oncoming enemy 
horsemen. Now both units were locked in melee. The spearmen had 
suffered the worst of it so far, having borne the brunt of the cavalry’s 
charge, but now the horsemen’s momentum was exhausted. Given time, the 
infantry would gain the upper hand. 


Unfortunately, time was not a luxury that Alcadizzar’s fictional army 
possessed. As the cavalry attack began, the rest of the enemy force renewed 
its attacks all along the length of the battle-line. The skirmishers had rallied 
and once more charged the caravan post, locking his archers in brutal hand- 
to-hand combat. In the centre, the enemy spear companies were driving 
forwards, despite terrible casualties, and his fourth company had broken at 
last. The survivors were retreating into the oasis and the triumphant enemy 
company was swinging to the right, preparing to attack his third company in 
the flank. 


The prince took in the situation at a glance. His army was balanced on a 
knife edge. If he didn’t shore up the centre, he was finished. “Order the 
chariots off the hill,” he said to Jabari. “Have them screen their movements 
behind the oasis, then swing around and charge the enemy spear company 
on our flank. I also send one of my senior nobles to rally the broken spear 
company and hold them in reserve inside the oasis.” 


Jabari nodded sagely and rattled his dice. He peered into the cup. “There is 
a problem,” he replied. 


Alcadizzar gritted his teeth. There were always problems. “What now?” 
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Jabari pointed to his reserve company. “The commander of the unit has 
been killed, as well as his champion. The company is wavering.” 


The prince leaned against the edge of the table, looming over the two 
innocuous-looking wooden figures. If the reserve company broke, the 
cavalry would be free to charge his chariots, preventing them from saving 
his centre. He had to either rally the reserve company somehow, or stop the 
horsemen. Preferably both. Unfortunately, he didn’t have anyone left to 
commit to the fight. 


Alcadizzar paused. That wasn’t entirely true. He reached over the map and 
picked up a small, unassuming piece of wood carved in the shape of a 
sphinx, its fearsome head crowned with a king’s headdress. 


“T and my retinue will attack the enemy horsemen in the flank,” the prince 
said. He repositioned the sphinx next to his embattled reserve unit. 


Jabari rubbed his weathered chin. “Risky,” he said. “Very risky. You could 
get a sword in your guts. And there’s no one giving orders to the rest of the 
army while you’re off playing soldier.” 


“The rest of the army’s committed.” He shrugged. “Time for me to do my 
part.” 


The old Master of Horse shook his head. “A fine thing to say when you’re 
talking about pieces of wood,” he grumbled, but for a moment there was a 
glint of admiration in Jabari’s eye. “Very well, great one. On your head be 
ee 

The dice rattled. Alcadizzar’s tutor contemplated the results, like a long-lost 
oracle. First he moved the prince’s chariots off the hill and placed them 
against the rear ranks of the flanking enemy spear company. Then he bent 
over the map and plucked Alcadizzar’s archers from the caravan post. 


“The enemy’s skirmishers have taken the caravan post,” he told the prince. 
“There’s no way to tell how many of them are left, because none of yours 
lived to tell the tale.” Before Alcadizzar could protest, Jabari turned his 
attention to the chariots. “Your charioteers have taken the enemy spear 
company by surprise; their initial charge has wrought terrible carnage on 
their rear ranks. So far, however, the enemy continues to hold their ground.” 
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Then the old tutor turned to the battle against the enemy horsemen. “Your 
charge here likewise surprised the enemy,” he said. “You and your 
bodyguard have penetrated the formation, but your foes are putting up a 
stiff fight. You are swiftly surrounded.” 


Alcadizzar’s eyes narrowed on Jabari. “What about the spearmen?” 


Jabari nodded. “Your appearance has rallied them. They are pushing back 
hard against the enemy horsemen. Will you withdraw at this point?” 


The prince frowned. “Of course not!” 


Jabari shrugged. He raised the cup. Dice rattled. He thought for a moment, 
then sighed. 


“Most of your bodyguards have fallen, struck down by enemy swords and 
axes,” he said. “You’ve been wounded, but remain in the saddle. Your 
spearmen are fighting to reach you, but they seem a long way off.” 


“What about the chariots?” 


“You have no idea,” the instructor said. “They’re the least of your worries 
right now.” 


“But—surely I can see them?” Alcadizzar stammered. 


“All you can see right now is dust and rearing horses,” Jabari said. “Men 
are screaming. Blows are hammering at your shield and sword. It’s all you 
can do to stay in the saddle.” 


“My bodyguards—” 
“They’re gone,” Jabari said. “All of them.” 


Before Alcadizzar could reply, Jabari rattled the dice again. “There is a 
terrible blow to your side. You tumble from the saddle. Hooves churn the 
ground all around you, missing you by inches.” 


Alcadizzar’s eyes went wide. “Wait. That’s not what I—” 


“Men loom over you, shouting and swearing from their saddles. One of 
them raises his sword. And then...” 


The prince’s heart sank. 
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“There is a mighty shout from your right. Your spearmen hurl themselves at 
the enemy, frantic to save you from their clutches. The enemy horsemen are 
stunned by the ferocity of the attack and as dozens are killed, their courage 
breaks. They break off, fleeing back in the direction of the wadi.” 


Jabari bent over the map, shifting the figure of the enemy cavalry back 
towards the winding gully. Alcadizzar’s mouth was dry. Belatedly, he 
remembered the goblet of wine in his hand and took a quick drink. 


The old cavalryman continued to work. “Your men find you a horse that 
belonged to one of your bodyguards and put you on it.” Jabari turned his 
attention to the centre. “When your messengers are able to reach you again, 
you learn that your chariots have broken the enemy spear company.” He 
picked up the unit’s wooden figure and placed it at the foot of a dune well 
behind the rest of the enemy army. “Your chariots are now poised to strike 
the next enemy company in the flank.” 


The prince felt a flush of triumph. “Give the order to charge!” he said. 
“Meanwhile, I will lead the reserve company back to the oasis and attempt 
to rally the broken spear company there as well.” 


At that point, the battle had turned. Alcadizzar could see that his troops 
were stronger and had momentum on their side. The chariots drove off a 
second enemy company before having to withdraw themselves, but by that 
point he had rallied the survivors of the fourth spear company and sent both 
them and the reserve spear company back into the fray. Their arrival tipped 
the balance, forcing the rest of the enemy army to withdraw. Jabari, ever 
stubborn, fought a bitter rearguard action against Alcadizzar’s warriors. The 
sun had nearly set by the time the old tutor declared that the battle was 
finally over. 


“A narrow victory,” Jabari declared, surveying the battlefield afterwards. 
“You were very lucky. Do you know what you did wrong?” 


“T didn’t scout that damned wadi before the battle,” the prince said ruefully. 


Jabari nodded. “That’s right. You should have never left those horsemen to 
get behind you like that. Always know the site of battle better than your 
enemy.” 


Alcadizzar watched Jabari gather up the wooden figures from the table and 
set them on a shelf along the wall at the far side of the room. “Was it a 
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mistake to charge the enemy horsemen?” he asked. 
The old tutor paused. “What do you think?” 

“Tt seemed like the best chance of winning the battle.” 
“You could have been killed.” 


The young prince shrugged. “Isn’t it a king’s duty to protect his people to 
the death?” 


To Alcadizzar’s surprise, Jabari threw back his head and laughed. “Most 
kings prefer it the other way round.” 


“Well, I’m not afraid to die,” Alcadizzar said haughtily. 


“That’s because right now you’ve got nothing to lose,” Jabari said. “Wait 
until you have a wife and a family. Wait until you have real people 
depending on you, not blocks of wood.” 


Alcadizzar folded his arms stubbornly, stung by the dismissive tone in 
Jabari’s voice. “It wouldn’t make a difference. When I rule Khemri, [ll 
defend the city with my life.” 


“Then no doubt history will remember you as a great king,” Jabari replied. 
“But your reign will be a short one, I fear.” He bowed to the prince. 
“Congratulations on another victory, Alcadizzar. By tomorrow, I expect you 
to be ready to continue your pursuit of the retreating army... and take steps 
to deal with the peasant revolt that has broken out in your capital.” 


Alcadizzar returned the bow, permitting himself a fleeting smile at Jabari’s 
rare praise. “Thank you, Jabari. I—” Suddenly the prince stood bolt upright, 
his brows knitting together in a frown. “Peasant revolt? What peasant 
revolt?” He glanced about, searching for Jabari, but the old cavalry master 
had already slipped silently from the room. 


With a sigh, Alcadizzar set his empty wine cup on the edge of the table. “It 
never ends,” he muttered, shaking his head. “Never.” 


“All things end, master,” said a quiet voice from behind Alcadizzar. “Or so 
the priests say.” 


The prince turned at the sound of the voice. A gaunt, shaven-headed man 
stood just to the right of the doorway at the eastern end of the room, head 
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bowed and hands clasped at his waist. His skin was a peculiar shade of pale 
mahogany, with the shadowy lines of old tattoos twining sinuously along 
his throat and the sides of his skull. 


“Ubaid,” Alcadizzar said, addressing the man. “Forgive me. I didn’t realise 
you were there.” 


“T didn’t wish to disturb your study,” Ubaid answered. He was a man of 
subdued manner and indeterminate age, who had been the prince’s personal 
servant since he was a babe. In all that time, Alcadizzar had never known 
him to smile, or frown, or sneer; his expression was leaden, his movements 
slow and hesitant. Ubaid had the aura of a man burdened by the weight of 
the world. If the man had a family—or a life at all beyond the palace walls 
—he had never spoken of it to Alcadizzar. 


“You fought well,” the servant observed. “Are you not pleased with your 
victory?” 


Alcadizzar ran a fingertip along the metal rim of the cup, his handsome face 
pensive. “Every victory just leads to another set of problems,” he grumbled. 
“T fail to see the point anymore.” 


“The point is to learn,” Ubaid answered patiently. “You are privileged to 
have the very best tutors in the land, master. Their wisdom is worth its 
weight in gold.” 


“Really? It doesn’t feel like wisdom anymore, Ubaid. More like mockery.” 
Alcadizzar glowered at the miniature battlefield. “Jabari never lets up. None 
of them do. What am I doing wrong?” 


“Wrong?” For the first time in Alcadizzar’s memory, Ubaid sounded faintly 
shocked. “How can you say such a thing, master? The blood of the divine 
runs through your veins. You are stronger, swifter and sharper of mind than 
any of your peers, and you well know it.” 


“Then why am I still here?” Alcadizzar rounded on Ubaid, his dark eyes 
flashing. “I’m thirty years old! None of the other heirs remained past their 
eighteenth birthday. If I’m so much better than everyone else, why do I 
remain behind?” 


Ubaid sighed. “Is it not obvious? Because you are meant for greater things, 
Alcadizzar. You alone will one day rise to the throne of Khemri, greatest of 
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the cities of the west. For all the work your father has done to resettle and 
rebuild Khemri, it will fall to you to restore it to its former glory.” The 
servant slowly straightened, folding his thin arms across his chest. “The 
great queen has her eye upon you, master. She... expects great things of 
you.” 


Alcadizzar had a hard time believing that the stiff, somnolent Queen of 
Lahmia paid him any mind at all. For the most part, the royal heirs lived in 
their own world, separate from the affairs of the court, attended by a select 
cadre of servants and tutors. In all his years at the palace, he’d been in her 
presence only a handful of times and she had scarcely spoken to him at all. 


“T know very well what’s expected of me,” the prince answered. “Believe 
me, I do. It’s all I’ve ever known.” He swept his hand over the mock 
battlefield. “Tactics. Strategy. Statesmanship. History, law and commerce. 
Philosophy, theology and alchemy. Within these walls I’ve fought 
campaigns, forged alliances, crafted trade agreements and designed great 
buildings. I’ve learned to fight with sword and spear, learned how to ride, 
how to speak and sing and a hundred other things I can’t ever imagine 
having a use for.” He leaned against the table and sighed. “I’m ready, 
Ubaid. I know I am. Khemri is waiting for me. When will the queen let me 
go?” 


The servant joined Alcadizzar at the table. He leaned forwards slightly, 
studying the prince’s troubled face. “A delegation from Rasetra arrived 
today, led by your uncle Khenti. He was in audience with the queen all 
afternoon.” 


Alcadizzar scowled. He’d never met Khenti, but he knew from Jabari that 
his uncle was one of Rasetra’s most powerful nobles, and a force to be 
reckoned with. “What does he want?” 


“Why, you, of course,” Ubaid replied. A strange expression passed like a 
shadow across the servant’s face. “He must be a very persuasive man. I’ve 
been told to prepare you for a second audience later tonight.” 


Alcadizzar straightened, pulse quickening. “An audience? In the royal 
court?” Such a thing was rare and portentous indeed. 


Ubaid shook his head. “No, master. At the Temple of Blood.” The ghost of 
a smile tugged at the comers of his mouth. “You and your uncle have been 
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summoned by the high priestess herself.” 


“For you, holy one,” the priestess said, her voice muffled by the exquisite 
golden mask she wore. She bowed her head, lifting the golden goblet to 
Neferata with both hands. “An offer of love and life eternal.” 


Neferata favoured the priestess with a faint smile. She reached out with 
long, cold fingers and plucked the goblet from the supplicant’s hands. The 
thin metal was deliciously warm to the touch. As always, the thirst cut 
through her like a knife. No matter how many nights went by, it never lost 
its razor edge. 


Carefully, with perfect, unnatural grace, she raised the cup to her lips. Hot 
and coppery, yet ineffably sweet, it suffused her entire body in moments, 
filling it with heat and strength. She drank slowly but steadily, savouring 
the sensations of mortal life. When she was done, she licked a stray speck 
of red from the goblet’s rim with the tip of her tongue, then handed back the 
empty vessel. She could already feel the blush of vigour fading like heat 
seeping from the sides of a cooling kettle. In just a few hours the thirst 
would return, as sharp and cruel as ever. 


“This isn’t wise,” said Lord Ankhat, scowling into the depths of his own 
cup. In life, he had been a handsome, charismatic nobleman, with a 
charming smile and dark, piercing eyes. Slightly shorter than most 
Nehekharans, but trim and physically fit even into middle age, he acted 
with the casual authority of a man bom to wealth and power. “The 
Rasetrans are out of patience. Just give them the damned boy and be done 
with it.” 


The nobleman’s rich, commanding voice echoed in the dimly lit vault of the 
temple’s inner sanctum. Above them, lit by shafts of moonlight that filtered 
through narrow gaps in the chamber’s ceiling, rose the alabaster statue of 
Asaph, goddess of love and magic and ancient patron of the city itself. The 
blessings of the gods had allowed the Nehekharans to prosper amongst the 
desert sands for thousands of years, and in all that time, the sacred covenant 
between man and the divine had been made flesh in the eldest daughters of 
the Lahmian royal bloodline. Though the covenant had been broken 
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centuries ago during the war against the Usurper, the power of the blood 
remained, and it was this that the temple purported to venerate. 


In truth, the temple served as the secret heart of Lahmia’s de facto empire, 
and provided both fortress and refuge for its immortal masters. When 
Nagash was defeated at the fall of Mahrak, more than four hundred years 
ago, the rebel kings of the east had pursued the Usurper’s defeated army 
back to Khemri. The rulers of Rasetra and Lybaras meant to end Nagash’s 
reign of terror for all time, but their erstwhile ally, young King Lamashizzar 
of Lahmia, had different plans. With the aid of the traitor Arkhan the Black, 
Lamashizzar found the blasphemous Tomes of Nagash and smuggled them 
out of the ruined city. The King of Lahmia sought the secrets of eternal life, 
but in the end his schemes were undone by his young queen, who had 
mastered Nagash’s arts more swiftly than he. Though Lamashizzar had 
struck first, poisoning Neferata with the venom of the long-lost sphinx, she 
had been reborn through a combination of dark sorcery and blood. 


With a gesture from Neferata, the priestess bearing the cup withdrew. She 
turned to a second priestess, who waited with downcast eyes and held a 
curved mask of beaten gold in her hands. The features of the mask were a 
cold reflection of Neferata’s own, crafted by master artisans in her youth to 
conceal her divine beauty from unworthy eyes. She had been forced to wear 
it every day of her life when in public and, like her forebears, she was 
meant to wear it to her tomb. Neferata closed her eyes as the cool metal was 
pressed to her face, reminded, as she always was, of her own death, 
centuries before. 


“Alcadizzar is not ready. Not yet,” she replied. Her tone was smooth and 
melodic, as soothing as cool water in the desert. It was not the sort of tone a 
sane man could resist, no matter what he felt in his heart, but Ankhat was 
unmoved. 


“Then you’re flirting with war,” the nobleman said darkly. “Khenti all but 
Spat at the queen’s feet. He demanded we hand over Alcadizzar 
immediately. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 


Neferata straightened swiftly and glared at Ankhat. Her full lips parted 
behind the concealing mask, revealing a pair of curved, leonine fangs. 
Though he couldn’t see her expression, the force of her stare caused the 
immortal to stiffen. 
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“You forget who rules here, Ankhat.” Her voice lowered to a soft growl. 
“Khenti can say all he likes to the queen. If he wants Alcadizzar, he will 
have to deal with me.” 


A figure stirred from the shadows near the entrance to the sanctum. Lord 
Ushoran came forwards, holding his own empty cup loosely in his hand. 
Though distantly related to the royal family and in life a powerful nobleman 
himself, Ushoran was nothing like the dynamic, charming Ankhat. He was 
of average height, with bland, average features that failed to leave a lasting 
impression in the mind. The Lord of Masks was a man who loved his 
intrigues, and over the centuries his network of spies had spread all over 
Nehekhara. 


“Tt is not merely Khenti that you contend with,” Ushoran said. “My agents 
in Rasetra tell me that Aten-heru has warned his nobles that they could be 
called to arms at any moment. What is more, the king has sent a number of 
letters to the rulers of Lybaras, Ka-Sabar—even far-off Zandri.” He 
shrugged. “It’s possible that Aten-heru expects you to refuse him once 
again. It would give him something to rally the other cities around and force 
a confrontation between us and a coalition of most of the other great cities.” 


“If that happens, we would be undone,” Ankhat declared. “We have no 
means of enforcing our trade agreements and loan obligations at this point, 
also the other cities have grown increasingly resentful of the gold they pay 
us every year. Zandri has been testing our resolve for years now; if Aten- 
heru declares he’ll no longer honour his obligations to us, the other cities 
will surely follow.” 


“And what of the army?” Neferata demanded. “It’s been five years. Are 
they ready to fight, or not?” 


Ankhat sighed. “The process of rebuilding is a slow one. We’ve restored the 
army to its former size, but the troops are inexperienced. They’re a credible 
threat to a weak city like Lybaras or Mahrak, but the Rasetrans are another 
matter entirely.” 


Neferata beckoned, and another group of priestesses hurried from the 
shadows to set a carved mahogany chair at the feet of the great statue. There 
were never more than three hundred priestesses and acolytes in the temple 
at any time, and the highest of the orders served as her personal 
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handmaidens. They were entirely her creatures, bound by Neferata’s 
seductive allure and her implacable will. She settled lightly into the chair 
and allowed the priestesses to hover about her, arranging her golden 
vestments and tugging at the sleeves of her white silk robe. 


“Alcadizzar must remain, whether Khenti wishes it or not,” she told the two 
lords. “And the Rasetrans will have no choice but to accept it. You will 
see.” She waved the priestesses away. “Now go. Khenti and his retainers are 
drawing near.” 


Ushoran withdrew into the shadows without a word. Ankhat remained a 
moment longer, his eyes glinting angrily. 


“Your obsession with this man is going to destroy us all,” he said to her. 
“You mark my words, Neferata. One day, Lahmia will burn, and Alcadizzar 
will be the cause.” 


Neferata straightened, swift as an adder, but before she could snarl a reply 
Ankhat was gone. Moments later, the great doors of the outer sanctum 
swung silently open to admit Lord Khenti and his retinue. 


Khenti was a man of middle years, but like nearly all of Rasetra’s 
noblemen, he was still in fighting trim. He was tall and broad-shouldered, 
with a swordsman’s thick wrists and sinewy forearms, and a _ blunt, 
pugnacious face that harked back to Rakh-amn-hotep, the city’s legendary 
watrior-king. 


Neferata noted with some amusement that Khenti had chosen to attend the 
audience in full battledress; a heavy iron scale vest, no doubt obtained at 
great expense from the new foundries at Ka-Sabar, worn over a thick vest 
and calf-length kilt of thunder-lizard hide. His left hand rested on the worn 
hilt of a heavy khopesh sheathed at his hip and his dark eyes swept the 
shadows of the sanctum, as though expecting some kind of ambush. She 
studied the nobleman’s belligerent expression and smiled mirthlessly, 
running her tongue along the needle-like tips of her fangs. 


“Enter and be welcome,” she said to the Rasetrans. Her rich voice resonated 
through the sanctum, augmented only slightly by the power in her veins. 
Khenti’s bodyguards slowed their swift pace almost at once, their shoulders 
relaxing and their hands sliding from the hilts of their weapons. Their 
master, however, was apparently made of sterner stuff; if anything, Khenti’s 
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suspicious scowl only deepened, though he no longer had eyes for anything 
but Neferata. 


“Be at peace, and know that the power of the divine abides in the blood of 
the chosen,” she continued, focussing a bit more of her attention on Khenti. 
This close, she could hear the whisper of blood in his veins and measure the 
drumbeat of his heart. “You honour us with your presence, Lord Khenti. 
Have you an offering to propitiate the memory of the gods?” 


The nobleman grunted. “I made my offerings to Ptra at noontime,” he said 
disdainfully, “and at a proper temple, down in the city.” 


Neferata gave a faint nod. Though the sacred covenant had been broken and 
the holy city of Mahrak ravaged during the war with the Usurper, the 
temples to the gods still lingered in most of the great cities. Attempts to 
spread Lahmia’s cult across Nehekhara had so far met with little success. “It 
is virtuous to respect the old ways,” she replied neutrally. 


Khenti drew himself straighter, chin raised defiantly. “Would that your 
queen did as well!” he declared. “Bad enough that Lahmia holds the royal 
heirs of the other cities as hostage to its greed; now it denies Khemri its 
rightful king!” 


Neferata folded her hands in her lap. “Greed, my lord?” she said. Her smile 
widened. “Am I mistaken, or was Khemri not rebuilt with Lahmian gold?” 


Khenti folded his muscular arms. “Don’t play games of rhetoric with me, 
priestess,” he growled. “Either the Queen of Lahmia gives up Alcadizzar, or 
else she admits that she’s holding him as a prisoner and accepts the 
consequences of her mistake.” 


Neferata chuckled. Aten-heru had been a fool to send Khenti, she thought. 
This was going to be simpler than she’d imagined. “Blunt, but well said,” 
she told the Rasetran. “I would expect no less from a man such as yourself.” 
She laced the words with another slight caress of power and watched 
Khenti relax slightly. He believed that he had the upper hand now. With the 
right words, she could make him believe anything she wished. 


“The hour grows late, priestess,” Khenti said. “Why is it you wished to see 
me?” 
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Neferata studied the Rasetran thoughtfully. “You came here seeking the 
release of Prince Alcadizzar,” she said carefully. “But there has been a 
misunderstanding, my lord. The queen did not speak of it, because it was 
not her place to do so.” 


Khenti frowned. “Not her place?” 


She met his scowl coolly. “Prince Alcadizzar is not a guest of the royal 
house. For the last twelve years, he has remained in Lahmia at the behest of 
the temple.” 


For a moment, the Rasetran was too stunned to speak. “The temple? How in 
the name of all the gods—” 


“All will be explained in due course,” Neferata said, forestalling Khenti’s 
outrage with an upraised hand. “We await only the arrival of the prince. 
And see—he comes, even now.” 


She could hear Alcadizzar’s approach through the temple’s antechamber; 
swift, sure steps, light and precise as a dancer’s. Neferata could read much 
into those movements; after thirty years, she knew the prince more 
intimately than any lover. The prince was in high spirits, hastening to the 
audience with eagerness and keen interest. She straightened slightly, 
listening to the long, powerful drumbeats of Alcadizzar’s heart, and felt her 
own pulse quicken in response. 


He swept into the outer sanctum like a summer storm. The still air was 
suddenly tense with pent-up energy; heads turned at once, seeking the 
source. A stir went through the Rasetrans. Khenti’s bodyguards sank to their 
knees at once, several of the warriors crying out in wonder at the sight of 
the prince. Khenti gaped at Alcadizzar for a moment, his eyes widening in 
disbelief. Then, with a shout of joy he strode forwards and gripped the 
prince’s forearms in greeting. 


Alcadizzar favoured Khenti and the bodyguards with one of his dazzling 
smiles. Taller even than Khenti and powerfully built, his presence filled the 
shadowy chamber with warmth, vitality and strength. Such was his charm 
that within moments the Rasetrans were smiling and laughing as though in 
the presence of a long-lost friend. 


“Look at you!” Khenti marvelled, staring up at his nephew’s face. He 
gripped Alcadizzar’s muscular forearms tighter, as though fearful that the 
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prince might be a mirage. “Big as a damned thunder-lizard!” He rotated the 
prince’s arms and studied his hands. “You’ve been training hard, I see. 
Good.” The nobleman frowned questioningly. “What about your studies? 
Has that old horse Jabari been keeping you busy?” 


Alcadizzar chuckled. “He vexes me every single day, uncle.” 


“Good, good!” Khenti said with a laugh. “There’s no better campaigner in 
all of Nehekhara. If you can hold your own against the likes of him, there’s 
no army in the land you can’t defeat.” 


“T can well believe it,” the prince replied. Absently, he waved for the 
bodyguards to rise from the floor. The warriors responded at once, 
admiration evident in their eyes. Neferata watched the exchange with 
bemusement, as she always did when Alcadizzar was in the company of 
lesser mortals. Though he’d been exhaustively educated in the social arts, 
the prince still had a disturbing tendency to ignore propriety and treat 
everyone, even servants, as his equals. It was degrading to watch, but 
Alcadizzar didn’t care in the least, and the common folk worshipped him 
for it. Neferata couldn’t fathom it; it was the one aspect of his personality 
that remained a complete mystery to her. 


“How is my father?” the prince asked. Alcadizzar gave Khenti a wink. “He 
hasn’t forgotten about me, has he?” 


“Certainly not!” Khenti said. “He thinks of you always and awaits the day 
of your homecoming.” The nobleman seemed to remember Neferata, and 
turned back to the dais. His good humour evaporated like rain on the desert 
sands. “A homecoming that’s twelve years overdue.” 


“Indeed,” Neferata said. She laced the word with power and savoured its 
effect on the assembled men. They responded to her at once, forgetting their 
high spirits and focussing on her once more. All except Alcadizzar. The 
prince favoured her with a bemused expression and one of his intense, 
curious stares, as though she were a puzzle that demanded a solution. 


The intensity of his stare transfixed her. The power of his intellect was 
almost tangible, gripping her like a pair of invisible hands. Her dead heart 
raced. Was this how mortals felt when she addressed them? Did they feel 
this mixture of anxiety and exaltation? 
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Here was a man to give even the immortals pause, like one of the great 
heroes from Nehekharan legend. But it wasn’t the power of the gods that 
coursed like lightning through Alcadizzar’s veins, but Neferata’s own dark 
magic. While he was still in the womb, his mother had been persuaded to 
drink an elixir of youth and vigour formulated by Neferata herself. It had 
made Alcadizzar a virtual god among men, like the mythical Ushabti of 
ancient times. Now, at last, his abilities were nearly at their peak. The time 
had come to reveal the destiny that awaited him—one she had built 
painstakingly for the last thirty years. 


“Welcome to the Temple of Blood, great prince,” she said, nodding her head 
in greeting. “It gives me great joy to see you here.” She extended her hand 
and pointed to a spot on the stone floor, not far from where Alcadizzar 
stood. “It was not so long ago that your blessed mother knelt here and 
prayed to the goddess to bless you with health and good fortune.” 


Alcadizzar nodded sombrely. “Yes. I’ve heard the tale.” 


“She was very brave,” Neferata said, affecting as much warmth in her voice 
as she could. She had to be careful with the prince; she knew from 
experience that his perceptions were much keener than normal men. “Your 
mother was in ill health, but she braved the long journey from Rasetra to 
pray here, at the temple, in hopes of saving your life.” Neferata inclined her 
head to Khenti. “You remember, don’t you, my lord?” 


Khenti’s pugnacious face turned pinched, as though he’d bit into a lemon. 
“Aye, I recall,” he said, disapproving of the deed but unwilling to speak ill 
of the dead. 


Neferata smiled behind her mask. “The goddess heard your mother’s plea 
and was moved.” She gestured towards Alcadizzar with a sweep of her 
hand. “And look at the man you have become! There is not another like you 
in all of Nehekhara, Prince Alcadizzar. She has seen to that. Now it is 
incumbent upon you to honour the great gifts that you have been given.” 


Khenti frowned. He opened his mouth to protest, but Alcadizzar 
unintentionally cut him off. 


“I’m deeply aware of my obligations to the people of Khemri,” the prince 
said, in that same, sombre tone. “I’ve spent my entire life preparing for the 
day I become king.” 
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“So you have,” Neferata said, and there was no need to manufacture the 
pride in her voice. “You will be a great king, Alcadizzar. But we at the 
temple believe that you are destined for much more.” 


“Destined for what?” Khenti asked, having recovered his composure. 


Neferata leaned back in her chair and fixed Alcadizzar with a steady gaze. 
“What do you know of the Temple of Blood, my prince?” 


Alcadizzar answered at once. “The temple is based on the premise that the 
gods and their gifts have been taken from us, but the bloodlines they have 
blessed throughout Nehekhara’s history remain. They are our sole 
remaining connection to the divine.” 


“Preposterous,” Khenti sneered. 


“And yet the proof stands before you,” Neferata said. “Alcadizzar’s mother 
came here after she’d spent months praying in vain at the old temples of 
Rasetra. It was here that her prayers were answered, were they not?” 


Khenti’s eyes narrowed, but he made no attempt to gainsay her. Alcadizzar, 
on the other hand, rubbed his chin thoughtfully and said, “If the gods no 
longer take an active hand in our affairs, how is it that the goddess 
answered my mother’s prayers?” 


Neferata nodded approvingly. “Remember, oh prince, the gods are gone, but 
the sacred bloodlines remain. Earlier, I spoke in figurative terms. The truth 
is that your mother spoke not to the goddess, but to the nascent power of the 
blood running through your veins.” 


“I’m descended from a sacred bloodline?” Alcadizzar replied, both 
intrigued and dubious at the same time. 


“One of the greatest and most venerated of all,” Neferata replied. “We 
suspected as much when you were born, but it has taken many years to 
produce the evidence.” 


She clapped her hands gently and a priestess appeared from the shadows, 
bearing a newly bound book in her hands. The priestess set the expensive 
tome in the prince’s hands, bowed deeply, and then withdrew. 


“Naturally, both of you are well familiar with the sacred ties between 
Lahmia and Khemri,” Neferata began. “Since the time of Settra the 
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Magnificent, the kings of the Living City have wed the eldest daughters of 
the Lahmian royal house, who were the living embodiment of the covenant 
with the gods.” 


Alcadizzar opened the tome reverently and began to peruse its pages. “So 
the blood of the royal heirs of Khemri was made sacred as well.” 


“Just so,” Neferata replied. “And the Lahmian royal house has gone to great 
pains to record each and every family line that has been produced as a 
result. The documents have been maintained here at the palace for many 
hundreds of years.” 


Neferata considered the book in Alcadizzar’s hands. The information within 
couldn’t be proven beyond a shadow of a doubt, but Lord Ushoran was 
certain that it would survive all but the most learned scrutiny. All that 
mattered to her was that Alcadizzar himself believed it. 


“Now, Rasetra’s origins are well known; the city was originally a colony of 
distant Khemri, founded during the reign of King Khetep, some four-and-a- 
half centuries ago.” During the time of my father, she thought. Neferata still 
remembered how King Lamasheptra had scoffed at the thought of the small 
settlement at the edge of the deadly southern jungle. It was their constant, 
ruthless struggle for survival that had transformed them into a warrior 
culture both respected and feared throughout Nehekhara. 


“When King Khetep made ready to return home, he chose one of his ablest 
lieutenants, a nobleman named Ur-Amnet, to govern the new settlement. 
His son, Mukhtail, became the first king of Rasetra, and every king that 
followed is descended from his line.” 


Now Khenti’s interest was piqued as well. “But Ur-Amnet was not part of 
Khemri’s royal house,” he said. “His family was a noble one, but its lineage 
uncertain.” 


“Until now,” Neferata replied. “We searched the records here at Lahmia and 
despatched agents to search for confirmation among the old temples at 
Khemri. Ur-Amnet is descended from Hapt-amn-koreb, who was a great 
warrior and Master of Horse to the mighty King Nemuret. Hapt-amn- 
koreb’s lineage is murkier still, but after many years of searching it was 
determined why—he was descended from Amenophis, fifth son of Settra 
the Magnificent.” 
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Alcadizzar closed his eyes for a moment. “Amenophis was disowned by 
Settra during the tenth year of his reign,” he said, calling upon his years of 
study. 


“Correct. He was suspected of assassinating his older brother Djoser. 
Though it was never proved, Settra cast him out nonetheless. But that is 
irrelevant. The bloodline remains true. You, Alcadizzar, bear the ancient 
birthright of the gods.” 


“What does this mean?” Khenti asked, taking the bait. 


“That depends on Prince Alcadizzar,” Neferata replied. “There is a unique 
opportunity here to restore Khemri—and by extension, all of Nehekhara— 
to a measure of the glory it once possessed. If the prince proved himself 
worthy, we could witness the dawn of a new golden age of peace and 
prosperity, and put the dark memory of Nagash behind us forever.” 


Alcadizzar raised his head from the book. “What do you propose?” 


Neferata leaned forwards. “A new union,” she said. “One not of flesh, but 
of spirit. Lahmia and Khemri can be united once more by the veneration of 
our shared bloodline.” 


Khenti’s frown deepened. “No, I don’t think—” but Alcadizzar placed a 
hand on his shoulder and the older Rasetran fell silent. 


“What would Khemri stand to gain from such a union?” 


“Why, all of the west,” Neferata said. “Right now, Lahmia rules Nehekhara 
in all but name. What I propose is to divide the land between us. The trade 
and loan obligations of Zandri, Numas and Ka-Sabar would be placed in 
your hands. It would ensure Khemri’s growth and prosperity for centuries, 
and restore a substantial measure of its political power in a single stroke.” 


That got even Khenti’s attention. He looked to Alcadizzar, who’d turned 
pensive once more. 


“What would you require of me in return?” 


“For the union to be consummated, you must pledge yourself to the 
temple,” Neferata said. “Lahmia will have its high priestess, and Khemri its 
priest king.” 


The prince sighed inwardly. “How long would such an initiation take?” 
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Neferata felt a rush of triumph. She knew him better than he knew himself. 
“That is up to you, of course,” she said. “For most initiates, the path to the 
temple’s highest rank is a long and difficult one. What might take them a 
lifetime, you could accomplish in a decade or less.” 


“A decade!” Khenti turned to the prince. “Khemri needs you now, great 
one. This... this is too much!” 


“Khenti is perhaps right,” Neferata said slowly. Her eyes never left 
Alcadizzar’s. “It is a great deal to ask of any man. But the potential is 
equally great, is it not?” 


The prince glanced at Khenti’s worried face. “What if I refuse?” 
“Then your time here in Lahmia will be at an end,” she replied. 
“I’m... free to go?” 


“Of course,” Neferata said. “The choice is yours, oh prince. Do as you think 
best for your city and your people.” 


Khenti gripped Alcadizzar’s shoulders and turned the younger man to face 
him. “You can’t seriously be considering this,” he said. “It’s over! You’re 
free! Come with me now, and we can be on the road to Rasetra by dawn!” 


Alcadizzar stared down at his uncle, and Neferata could see the longing in 
his eyes. For a moment, her heart went out to him; she knew all too well 
what it was like to live as a prisoner, trapped in a gilded cage. One day he 
will thank me, though, she told herself. This is not just for me, or even for 
him, but for all of Nehekhara. 


“What sort of king would I be if I put my own selfishness ahead of my 
city’s future?” Alcadizzar said. His voice was heavy with regret, but he 
gripped his uncle’s arms tightly. “Khemri has survived for decades without 
me. It will last for a few years more.” 


The prince turned to Neferata and bowed his head. “I accept your offer,” he 
told her. “Let Khemri and Lahmia be united once more.” 


Neferata rose from her chair and joined Alcadizzar. Beneath the mask, her 
cheeks were wet with crimson tears as she placed a hand on his cheek. His 
skin felt hot beneath her fingers. She could feel the blood coursing through 
the flesh beneath. The thirst cut through her, slicing deep into her heart. 
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“As you wish, oh prince,” she said softly. 
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THREE 
Deadlock 


Nagashizzar, in the 98th year of Tahoth the Wise 
(-1300 Imperial Reckoning) 


Moving as though in a dream, the barbarian witch crept towards the cavern 
wall. The rough stone had been scribed with angular northern runes in 
complex spiral patterns that radiated from the centre of the wall and 
covered an area broad enough for two men to stand abreast. Akatha paused 
before the strange sigil, her grey-tinged lips working as she murmured 
sibilant words of power. Arcane symbols had been painted on her cheeks 
and down the length of her arms in sinuous patterns; they shone a pale and 
ghostly blue through the fine layer of ash that had been smeared over her 
skin. Tiny charms of yellowed bone had been woven into her tangled, soot- 
stained braids, clattering softly with each measured tread. A faint, greenish 
glow emanated from the whites of her eyes. 


Akatha raised her right hand and reached out palm-first towards the wall. 
Slowly, warily, as though testing the heat of a roaring furnace, she brought 
her hand close to the stone. Her eyes flickered shut. 


She stood that way for several long moments, muttering the words of 
power. Suddenly, her body stiffened. Her eyes flew open, and she retreated 
swiftly and silently from the wall, back to where Nagash and her kinsmen 
waited. 


The cavern was small and low-ceilinged, its floor sloping slightly 
downwards towards the rune-marked wall and the mountain’s distant core. 
Nagash hadn’t known it existed until just the week before; it had been 
separated from the fortress’ passageways by little more than a few feet of 
solid rock at one part of the chamber’s western wall. Akatha had discovered 
it during a casting of runes, as she’d sought to divine the invaders’ next 
move. 


Nagash stood just inside the narrow opening his labourers had dug into the 
chamber. At his back stood Bragadh, Diarid and Thestus, as well as a score 
of Bragadh’s chosen warriors. Like Akatha, the warlord and his men were 
pallid and moved with an eerie, almost dreamlike grace. Their eyes shone 
faintly in the dimness, just as hers did, evidence of the potent elixir that 
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Nagash had created to extend their life spans. Based on the same formula 
he’d used to create his immortals centuries ago, this elixir drew its power 
from a combination of stolen life force and the dust of the burning stone. It 
lent the northmen fearsome strength and vitality, though Nagash suspected 
that, once enough of the dust had collected in their bones, it would begin to 
change them in unpredictable ways. So long as they could take orders and 
lead their men in battle, he would continue to make use of them. 


Hundreds of Bragadh’s best fighting men waited along the passageways just 
outside the cavern, listening intently for the call to action. They all knew 
that, three levels below, the ratmen were launching yet another howling 
assault on the bastions protecting mine shaft number six. 


Akatha approached the necromancer. Daring greatly, the witch met 
Nagash’s coldly glowing eyes. “They are nearly through,” she whispered, 
her voice flat and cold. “A few minutes, perhaps. No more.” 


Nagash raised a leathery hand and waved her aside. As much as her 
insolence irritated him, her sorcerous abilities had proven unexpectedly 
useful in the war against the ratmen. The barbarians, he’d discovered, had a 
long history of dealing with the creatures, and the arcane traditions of 
Akatha’s extinct sisterhood contained several rituals that were designed to 
combat them. The necromancer’s pride prevented him from stooping so low 
as to learn the barbarian rites for himself, and so the damned witch 
continued to survive. 


The war beneath the mountain had raged for twenty-five galling years and 
showed no signs of ending. The ratmen were drawn like moths to the 
burning stone, and no matter how many thousands of the creatures he slew, 
there were always more to take their place. Losses on both sides had been 
staggering. The sheer amount of resources Nagash had expended thus far 
filled him with cold rage. The massive invasion force he’d carefully built 
for centuries was being squandered against a never-ending tide of vermin. 
When the war finally ended, it would take years, perhaps decades, to 
marshal another force capable of destroying Nehekhara. If he did not know 
for a fact that he’d broken the gods of his old homeland, he might have 
suspected some divine power bent on thwarting his dreams of revenge. 


A faint sound echoed across the cavern—a scratching scrabbling sound that 
Nagash and the barbarians had come to know all too well. With neither side 
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willing to concede defeat, the course of the war had been measured in 
tunnels seized and levels taken. Passageways and branch-tunnels leading to 
the all-important mine shafts had been fortified by both sides, with cunning 
barricades and redoubts designed to hinder an enemy advance. Smaller 
tunnels were filled with rubble or sown with vicious traps to slaughter the 
unwary, forcing teams of sappers to reopen them in preparation for a major 
attack. Control of the deeps ebbed and flowed from one week to the next. 
Conquests were made and then lost again, as one side or the other 
exhausted itself in a punishing attack and then lacked the strength to hold 
on to what it had taken. In-between major assaults the two armies would 
pause for weeks or even months at a time, staging punishing raids against 
their enemy’s forwards positions while they rebuilt their shattered forces. 


From time to time, the two armies would try to break the deadlock with 
cunning stratagems. Most often they involved the digging of new tunnels to 
strike at the enemy from an unexpected direction—just as the ratmen were 
attempting now. The assault on mine shaft six was a diversion, meant to pin 
down the necromancer’s troops so that another contingent of warriors could 
emerge behind them and cut them off. 


It was a strategy that had served the ratmen well since the first day of the 
war, and one they returned to time and again when their frontal assaults had 
been stymied for more than a few months at a time. The tactic was effective 
because the creatures could dig tunnels with a speed and skill that beggared 
the imagination; by the same token, it was also largely predictable. 


Nagash had known this was coming for several months now; he’d planned 
for it, in fact, reinforcing the defences around mine shaft six with every 
warrior he could spare and grinding down one frenzied assault after another. 
When the tempo of the attacks tapered off, he set Akatha to watching for 
the signs that the enemy was attempting another tunnel. This time he meant 
to turn their favourite tactic against them. 


A part of the cavern wall across the chamber seemed to shimmer in the 
torchlight as the furious tunnelling stirred up a fine haze of rock dust. There 
was a faint crackling sound. Tiny fragments of stone began to cascade from 
the wall. Nagash smiled mirthlessly and clenched his fists. Power coursed 
through his limbs as he began a soundless chant, summoning up the 
energies of the burning stone. 
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The breach opened in a single instant, with a crash and a rumble of broken 
rock. A cloud of pale dust billowed out into the cavern, followed by the 
swift-moving silhouettes of ratmen. Hissing and chittering turned to 
squeaks of surprise as the attackers realised that they were not alone. 


Words of power boiled up from Nagash’s throat, reverberating painfully in 
the dank air. A surge of savage anticipation gripped him; since the war 
began, he had remained far from the front lines, directing the movements of 
his forces from on high rather than embroiling himself personally in one 
small part of the conflict. As a result, the ratmen had yet to suffer the full 
might of his power. 


With a furious cry of exultation, the Undying King flung out his hands and 
unleashed a storm of death upon his foes. 


Streams of hissing green darts leapt from the necromancer’s fingertips, 
scything through the ranks of the stunned ratmen. The filthy creatures 
screamed as they were struck; their blood boiled, erupting from their bodies 
in glowing, greenish-black mist. Scores fell in the first moments, slain 
before their bodies hit the cavern floor. 


Shrieks of terror rebounded across the chamber as the ratmen who escaped 
the first onslaught fled in panic back through the tunnel and fetched up 
against their comrades advancing in the other direction. Nagash followed 
after them, hurling another volley of magical bolts into the press. In the 
packed confines of the tunnel, the darts savaged the ranks of the ratmen. 
They collapsed where they stood like reaped grain, their corpses blackened 
by heat and hissing with escaping fluids. 


The sight of so much terror and death filled Nagash with ferocious joy. The 
necromancer waded into the windrows of heaped bodies like a starving man 
welcomed to a feast. He seized corpses and flung them out of his way like 
straw dolls, his desiccated flesh buzzing with the unleashed energies of the 
abn-i-khat. Screams of pure, animal terror echoed from the roughly hewn 
walls. Nagash threw back his misshapen skull and howled with dreadful 
laughter as he hounded the ratmen into the depths. 


Roaring wild oaths and battle cries, the northmen followed after their 
master. There was no way to know how far the tunnel went, but it was 
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certain that it led back behind the invaders’ front lines. The avenue of attack 
ran both ways, as the ratmen were about to learn. 


Thoughts of strategy were lost on Nagash at the moment; he was caught up 
completely in the slaughter, hurling one burning volley after another at the 
retreating ratmen. His body was wreathed in a fierce nimbus of crackling 
green fire that grew fiercer with every spell he cast, until the corpses of the 
ratmen smouldered beneath his touch. 


The pursuit stretched into an eternity of thunder, screams and bloodshed. 
Nagash waded through a sea of corpses, his body burning with unleashed 
power. The number of ratmen he slew passed all reckoning. He had grown 
so lost in the grim rhythms of the slaughter that when he finally emerged 
from the far end of the tunnel the transition took him momentarily aback. 


Nagash found himself in a broad, low-ceilinged cavern packed with 
squalling, screeching ratmen. The terrified survivors had fled into the mass 
of warriors waiting their turn to advance up the tunnel, and their panic had 
spread like wildfire through the ranks. Pandemonium reigned as pack 
leaders fought to rally their warriors with snarled threats and the flats of 
their blades. Bone whistles shrieked and the urgent clash of brass gongs 
added to the cacophony. 


The necromancer paused, taking his bearings. The closest of his undead 
walriors was Six levels above him, below even mine shaft number seven. 
He was deep in enemy territory—possibly even behind the bulk of the 
ratmen army. In one swift move he’d turned his enemy’s knife back upon 
their own throat. For the first time in decades, he dared to think that perhaps 
victory finally lay within his grasp. 


With a triumphant shout, Nagash drew upon the burning stone and brought 
down a rain of fire on the milling ratmen. Burning bodies collapsed in 
heaps, adding fuel to the howling panic. He advanced on the stricken horde, 
his warriors filling the space behind him and forming up into companies of 
sword and axemen. Dimly, Nagash could hear Bragadh and Thestus 
shouting orders over the din; their people’s hatred of the ratmen ran so deep 
that their rivalry had all but disappeared in the face of the invasion. 


A dull clatter arose at Nagash’s back—the flat bark of sword and axe 
against the surface of bronze-edged wooden shields, rising in volume and 
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intensity as one northman after another added their weapon to the din. Blue- 
tattooed barbarians threw back their heads and bellowed their bloodlust in a 
swelling roar that could be felt in the bones of man and rat-creature alike. In 
the confines of the cavern it was an awesome, world-shaking sound. 


The noise rose to a fever pitch—and then, cutting through the tumult like a 
knife, came an unearthly, piping wail. Akatha’s voice, charged with 
primitive magics and shaped by the ancient secrets of her sisterhood, calling 
for the spilling of blood and the harvesting of souls. As they had for 
thousands of years, the northmen charged at their foes not to the baying of 
horns, but to the cry of the witch’s war-song. 


A wave of shouting barbarians swept past Nagash in a thundering wave and 
smashed into the corpse-strewn ranks of the ratmen. The broad-shouldered 
walriors towered over their foes; their blows splintered shields and 
shattered swords. They carved their way through the enemy with as much 
joyous savagery as Nagash himself. Bragadh and his chosen warriors were 
in the thick of the fighting, spilling the blood of their foes with every stroke 
of their blades. The necromancer followed close behind them, hurling bolts 
of fire over their heads to fall upon the densely packed mob. 


The ratmen, already well past the limits of their resolve, collapsed 
completely under the weight of the barbarian onslaught. A rout began: 
terrified warriors threw down their weapons and climbed over their fellows 
in an attempt to escape the oncoming northmen. The horde began to 
dissolve before Nagash’s eyes as the ratmen died or fled into the dubious 
safety of the passageways on the far end of the cavern. The murderous 
northmen hounded them mercilessly and the melee seemed to swiftly 
recede away from the necromancer. Behind him, still more of the barbarians 
were charging into the cavern; Nagash paused, his own thirst for slaughter 
ebbing away as he tried to focus on the unfolding battle. From where he 
stood, he had two options: order his warriors to turn aside and cut off the 
ratmen on the levels above, or to press still deeper into the mountain in 
hopes of sowing further chaos and perhaps coming to grips with the leader 
of the enemy army. 


He hesitated for scarcely a moment before reaching a decision, but the 
pause was enough to save him. 
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Across the cavern came a chorus of metallic-sounding shrieks, like steam 
bursting from a dozen copper pots. A furious, greenish glow filled the air at 
the far end of the chamber, and the battle cries of the northmen were 
transformed into screams of horror and pain. 


In an instant, the barbarian charge came to a crashing halt. Warriors piled 
into one another around Nagash, shouting and cursing. The strange, hissing 
shrieks sounded again, followed by more screams and a gust of hot wind 
that carried the sickly-sweet reek of charred flesh. The flickering glow was 
getting closer, spreading over and through the ranks of Nagash’s men. 


The crowd of northmen surrounding Nagash began to surge backwards, 
towards the captured tunnel. Men were shouting in terror up ahead, 
exhorting their fellows in their own crude northern tongue. Furious, the 
necromancer forced himself through the press, searching for the source of 
the panic. 


A figure loomed ahead of him. It was Bragadh, his face streaked with gore. 
The warlord’s eyes were wide with shock. He shouted something in his 
native tongue, then remembered himself and switched to Nehekharan. 
“Back, master!” he cried. “You must go back—” 


Before Nagash could snarl a reply, the shrieks rose again, louder and closer 
than before, and the necromancer saw a dozen northmen in front of Bragadh 
disappear in a roaring blast of green flame. The sorcerous power in the fire 
was as palpable as the heat he felt against his leathery skin. It ate through 
armour, clothing and flesh with appalling swiftness, gnawing the warriors 
down to blackened bones right before his eyes. 


Like the lash of a whip or the flickering tongue of a dragon the flame 
receded with a thin hiss, vanishing even as the charred corpses of the 
northmen collapsed to the ground. With a shock, the necromancer realised 
that the hungry flames had carved a broad swathe through his troops, who 
were now in full retreat from the four contraptions of wood and bronze that 
squatted at the far side of the cavern. 


The devices were each the size of a large war-chariot, and mounted on a 
wooden bed supported by a pair of bronze-rimmed wheels. A sturdy 
wooden yoke extended from the front of the bed, but where a set of horses 
would have been lashed to the post, there were four broad-shouldered 


2711 XRN 


ratmen with push-handles gripped in their clawed paws. Upon the wooden 
bed sat a sealed cauldron of cast bronze, whose curved sides shimmered 
with radiant heat. 


Situated on the rear of the wooden bed, just behind the cauldron, was a 
large box of bronze and wood. Four long, almost oar-like levers extended 
from the box, alternating to the left and right. Two ratmen gripped each 
lever. In that strange, slow-motion clarity brought on by combat, Nagash 
saw the rats lift the great levers so high that they rose onto the tips of their 
toe-claws. There was a muffled whoooosh of indrawn air, like the sound of 
a great furnace bellows. 


Four thick, bronze pipes ran from the box into the sides of the great 
cauldron and a long, oddly flexible pipe of some kind ran from the front of 
the cauldron and was threaded through arched bronze staples hammered 
into the wood. It extended for another six feet from the end of the yoke, 
terminating in a heavy-looking bronze nozzle held by a pair of curiously 
garbed ratmen. The creatures were swathed in heavy robes of leather and 
sturdy cloth, and wore leather gauntlets that reached all the way back to 
their knobby elbows. The skin of their snouts was bald and blistered from 
heat. Strange discs of some dark, glossy material were held over their beady 
eyes by a dark leather band, lending them an unblinking, soulless stare. 


Nagash watched the mouth of one nozzle turn his way. Green fire flickered 
hungrily in its depths, mirroring the hungry leer of the ratmen who wielded 
ie 


There was nowhere to run. Instinctively, Nagash shoved Diarid aside and 
called upon the power of the abn-i-khat. The wild energies burned at his 
fingertips, but at the last moment he hesitated to unleash his sorceries on the 
fire-throwers. If the cauldrons burst, even in such a relatively large space as 
the cavern, the escaping heat might consume everything in the chamber. 
Instead, he turned his attentions on the carpet of mangled bodies that lay 
between him and the ratmen. 


The necromancer clenched one fist. “Rise,” he commanded, just as the 
bellows-rats hauled down their levers and another chorus of draconic 
shrieks filled the cavern. 
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Necromantic energies flowed from Nagash in a torrent, enveloping the 
corpses in an instant. The bodies of human and ratman alike reared up from 
the cavern floor, like mummer’s dolls pulled by invisible strings. They 
caught the blast of sorcerous flames full-on; Nagash heard the buzzing 
sizzle of flesh and the sharp crackle of splintering bone as the heat 
consumed them. The ranks of the undead were cut down by the flames, but 
in so doing they absorbed or deflected enough of the blast to spare their 
master. 


Once more the flames receded with a menacing hiss. Barely a handful of 
Nagash’s newly-animated corpses remained. 


Diarid clambered to his feet and stared at the enemy war engines in evident 
horror. “We must retreat,” he said to Nagash. “Quickly, before those things 
can draw another breath.” 


Nagash clenched his corroded teeth. The barbarian was right. He hadn’t 
imagined the damned ratmen could be so clever. Wordlessly, he ordered the 
remaining corpses forwards in a token charge against the war engines, then 
hastened swiftly back to the far tunnels. 


His token force managed scarcely a dozen steps before they were 
incinerated. Nagash felt the heat of the flames wash over his shoulders, then 
abruptly recede. He glanced over his shoulder to see a semicircle of green 
flame playing across ruined corpses three-quarters of the way across the 
cavern. Realising that their quarry had retreated beyond their reach, the 
nozzle-rats were screeching at the wretches manning the yokes of their war 
engines, urging them forwards. 


Diarid vanished into the tunnel. Moments later, Nagash reached the mouth 
of the sloping passage. Behind him, axles groaned as the war engines began 
to move. 


The necromancer turned back to the ratmen, his rage building. Would the 
damned stalemate never end? 


Nagash raised his arm and pointed at the oncoming ratmen. The fires of the 
burning stone had ebbed to little more than sullen embers. He’d expended 
too much, too quickly. Next time, he would be certain to have greater 
reserves to call upon. 
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His ragged lips curling with contempt, he spat a stream of arcane syllables. 
A handful of darts, larger and brighter than those he’d cast before, streaked 
across the cavern. They flashed past the nozzle-rats of one of the middle 
fire-throwers, missing them by a hair’s breadth—and struck the bronze 
cauldron in a shower of hot green sparks. The cauldron resounded like a 
struck bell and then blew apart in a thunderous detonation. The crew of the 
war engine vanished in a ball of sorcerous fire. Jagged metal fragments 
slashed through the air, striking the engines to either side; less than a second 
later, they detonated too, showering the cavern with curtains of sizzling 
flame. 


Hot air buffeted Nagash, tugging at his hood and the sleeves of his robe. For 
a long moment he stared into the depths of the holocaust he’d unleashed, 
then, muttering venomous curses, he withdrew into the darkness of the 
tunnel. 


The long knife flashed in the firelight, silencing the pack leader’s 
protestations. The warrior stiffened, beady eyes widening as he clawed at 
the gaping wound that stretched across his throat. He collapsed in a welter 
of bitter blood, legs and tail twitching horribly. 


Lord Eekrit stood over the dying clanrat, his tail lashing in fury. The hem of 
his rich robe was soaked in gore. 


“Anyone else?” he hissed, turning to glare at the trio of quivering pack 
leaders left on the dais. Four of their number already sprawled lifelessly on 
the steps behind them. The warlord gave the fifth pack leader a savage kick, 
rolling him off the dais to join the rest. “Does anyone else expect me to 
believe that a burning man with eyes of god-stone killed four hundred of 
our best warriors by himself?” 


The surviving pack leaders—all that remained of those who’d presided over 
the debacle earlier that night—stretched their rangy bodies across the stones 
and bared their necks to Eekrit. Ears flat, tails twitching feverishly, they 
filled the air with fear-musk and made no reply. 


Eekrit had enough. No one was telling him anything useful, and his 
shoulder was getting sore from all the throat-cutting. “Out of my sight!” he 
shrieked. “Out-out! 
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“Tomorrow you fight in the front ranks, with the rest of the slaves!” 


The three pack leaders scrambled off the dais, all but tripping over 
themselves in their haste to escape their master’s rage. Once they were 
gone, packs of slaves hastened from the shadows to drag away the objects 
of Lord Eekrit’s ire. The warlord watched them for a moment then turned 
away in disgust, flinging the bloodstained knife across the dais. It skittered 
over the stones, missing Lord Eshreegar’s foot by a hair’s-breadth. The 
Master of Treacheries never so much as twitched. 


Like everything else in the great cavern, the dais had changed greatly in the 
past quarter-century. Slaves had built three-quarter-height walls from rubble 
and mortar, creating a proper audience chamber without completely 
isolating it from the cacophonous noise of the rest of the space. Rich rugs 
had been laid across the top, flanked by two gilded braziers that filled the 
partially enclosed space with a pleasing mosaic of light and shadow. Heavy 
tapestries hung from the walls, each one commissioned at great expense by 
artisans in the Great City. Tall, broad-shouldered warriors from Eekrit’s 
own clan stood guard at every corner and to either side of the chamber’s 
door, clad in armour of thick leather faced with bronze discs and clutching 
fearsome-looking polearms. 


At the rear of the dais another, smaller platform had been built, upon which 
sat a fine and imposing throne made of teak and inlaid with traceries of 
gold. Growling under his breath, Eekrit stalked back to the throne and 
collapsed angrily onto its cushioned seat. “Idiots,” he muttered darkly. 
“T’m-I’m surrounded by idiots.” 


The tunnel had been a masterstroke. It had taken weeks to gnaw through the 
hard granite closer to the mountain’s heart, but it had positioned his army 
for a devastating thrust into the enemy’s side. While a massive frontal 
assault pinned down the bulk of the mountain’s defenders around mine shaft 
six, Vittrik’s precious war engines would have been positioned to pour fire 
into the rear ranks of the enemy. Meanwhile, the rest of Eekrit’s troops 
would have raced into the upper levels of the fortress, seizing key tunnel 
junctions and disrupting the flow of reinforcements from the surface. He’d 
fully expected to seize at least three of the enemy’s upper shafts by the end 
of the day, possibly even more. With a little luck and the Horned God’s 
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favour, it could even have been the death-stroke that put an end to the whole 
war. 


But of course it hadn’t worked out that way. All he had to show for his 
efforts were another three thousand dead skaven and a raging fire in his 
painstakingly crafted tunnel that was still burning, hours after Vittrik’s 
engines had been blown to scrap. If he cocked his ears just right, Eekrit 
could hear the sounds of crashing metal and panicked squeals in the 
distance as the drunken warlock-engineer took out his rage on his hapless 
slaves. 


Lord Eekrit drummed his claws on the hard wood of the throne’s armrest. 
What could he have possibly done to earn the Horned God’s ire? Had he not 
made all the proper obeisances, given all the proper bribes? What had he 
done to deserve such a perplexing, miserable, expensive war? 


True, he had personally profited greatly from the War beneath the 
Mountain, as it was being called back at the Great City. God-stone was 
being carved from the mine shafts under his control and shipped home in 
staggering amounts. His personal fortunes and those of his clan swelled 
with each passing season; they had grown so great that Rikek was now 
considered among the most powerful of the warlord clans. He could afford 
the best of everything, even sorcerous potions and charms of god-stone to 
preserve his handsome looks and youthful vigour. Eekrit had even begun to 
seriously consider buying his way onto the Great Council once the war 
ended, if it ever ended. 


There was just no end to the damned skeletons. For every one his warriors 
killed, there seemed to be a dozen more ready to take its place. The 
northmen who’d apparently allied themselves with the walking corpses 
were at least something his people knew how to deal with. Long ago they’d 
had a running war with the humans over their meagre store of god-stone, 
and while the barbarians were fearsome warriors in their own right, the fact 
was that they had lost their war with the skaven all those centuries ago. 
They could be beaten. The corpse army, though, that was something else 
again. 


The long war of attrition was consuming skaven lives at a horrifying rate. 
New companies of reinforcements were arriving from the Great City every 
month. When the first loads of god-stone had begun to arrive at home, there 
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had been a massive swell of volunteers from the clans, each seeking to 
make their own fortunes in the war. Now most of those treasure-seekers 
were dead, spitted on enemy spears or eaten by the enemy’s pallid corpse- 
takers, and their gnawed skeletons stood in ranks behind their foe’s tunnel 
redoubts. All that Eekrit got from the clans now were mobs of terrified 
slaves and sullen criminals; he suspected that the Great City hadn’t been so 
free of bandits in centuries. 


So far, the Council of Thirteen had tolerated the bloody stalemate thanks to 
the wealth of god-stone Eekrit provided, but he knew that such tolerance 
had its limits. The Children of the Horned God had never fought so long 
and so bitter a war in the entire history of their people and their resources, 
however vast, were not without their limits. He had to find a way to break 
the deadlock, and soon, before the Grey Lords decided to take matters into 
their own paws. 


Eekrit glanced sullenly at Eshreegar. “What do you make of it?” he asked. 


The Master of Treacheries shrugged. For once, Eshreegar couldn’t be 
blamed for having no news to give the warlord; his scout-assassins had 
been covering the diversionary assault, many levels away from the disaster. 
“We know that the northmen are accompanied by a witch,” he observed. 
“Tt’s said they have powers of divination. She might have predicted the 
attack.” 


“Not that,” Eekrit growled. “The burning man.” 
Eshreegar’s ears rose in surprise. “You believe the pack leaders’ tales?” 


“The fools didn’t have the wit to change their story, no matter how many 
throats I-I cut,” Eekrit grumbled. “So I must assume they were telling the 
truth, strange as-as it seems.” 


The black-robed skaven considered the warlord’s question. “A sorcerer- 
corpse, perhaps?” 


Eekrit’s whiskers twitched. “Is such a thing possible?” 
The Master of Treacheries shrugged again. “Perhaps Qweeqwol knows.” 


The warlord bared his teeth in disgust. “Most days I’m not certain which 
side that-that lunatic is on.” 
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When the war had first begun, Eekrit had made a point of soliciting the old 
seer’s advice, showing him the respect that Qweeqwol’s station deserved; to 
do any less would have tempted the wrath of the Seer Council. All he’d 
gotten for his trouble were riddles, or rambling discourses on treachery and 
death—as though he needed an education on those subjects. Qweeqwol 
came and went as he pleased, roaming the caverns and the lower tunnels at 
will, even occasionally making token appearances along the battle-lines. It 
was as though the seer was searching for something, though what was 
anyone’s guess. And yet, he wasn’t entirely useless. Eekrit could think of at 
least three separate occasions over the years where Qweeqwol had taken an 
interest in the course of the campaign and supported Eekrit’s strategies in 
the army’s war councils. On two of those occasions, Lord Hiirc had very 
nearly turned the army’s chieftains against him, but the seer had stomped 
into the middle of the proceedings and had the would-be rebels baring their 
throats with little more than a hard stare and a few well-chosen words. 
Come to that, Qweeqwol had also been instrumental in persuading Lord 
Vittrik to part with those precious war engines of his. It was as though the 
seer was pursuing an agenda all his own, but Eekrit hadn’t the first clue 
what it might be. 


A thought occurred to the warlord. He tapped a claw meditatively against 
the armrest. “If this magical terror is half as deadly as those fools claimed it 
to be, perhaps I could appeal to the Seer Council for someone...” 


“Younger?” 
“Tess insane.” 


Eshreegar let out a high-pitched snort. “Best of luck with that,” the Master 
of Treacheries said, his pink tail twitching. 


The warlord’s ears flattened in irritation. He raised a paw to summon a 
scribe, and was surprised to see one of his slaves already racing to the foot 
of the dais. Eekrit straightened. 


“What is it?” he demanded. 


The slave stretched himself out at the base of the steps—no mean feat, with 
the puddles of cooling blood scattered across the stones. “New-new 
atrivals, master,” the slave gasped. “From the Great City.” 
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Eekrit’s whiskers twitched. Travellers to the mountain were rare, especially 
these days, and the next contingent of reinforcements weren’t due for 
another few weeks. 


“What manner of arrivals?” he asked. 
“Warriors,” the slave squeaked. “Many-many of them.” 


Eekrit gave the Master of Treacheries a penetrating stare. Eshreegar tucked 
tail and head both. 


“T-I don’t know,” he said weakly. “I’ve heard nothing.” 


Eekrit growled deep in his throat. “One day you’ll have to tell me the story 
of how you came to be a master of scouts,” he said darkly. “I imagine it’s a 
very amusing tale.” 


Without waiting for a reply, the warlord stalked down off the dais and 
across the audience chamber. His bodyguards fell into step behind him in 
ordered ranks, polearms held across their chests and tails lashing 
aggressively. The slave let out a startled squeak and dashed ahead of Eekrit 
to pull open the chamber’s double doors. 


Beyond lay a complex of walled spaces and narrow passageways, framed 
by three-quarter-height walls of mortar and stone, which included lavish 
living quarters for Eekrit and loyal members of his clan who served in his 
retinue. More bodyguards stood watch at strategic locations throughout the 
complex, ever vigilant for signs of treachery. They pounded the ends of 
their polearms on the stone floor as Eekrit approached, sending passing 
slaves scrambling out of the warlord’s way. 


The warlord’s mind raced as he hurried through the maze of dimly lit 
corridors. He wasn’t fool enough to assume that the sudden arrival of troops 
was a good sign, nor was he going to sit idle and wait for their leader to 
come and pay his respects. It was entirely possible that one clan or another 
—possibly Morbus, or even Skryre—had decided to alter the balance of 
power in their favour and claim the mountain’s riches entirely for their own. 
The longer he waited to assert himself, the more time the new arrivals had 
to begin pursuing their own agendas. 


The clangour and stench of the cavern steadily grew as the warlord left his 
clan’s lair behind. The great space, once so vast it easily held as much as a 


2719 XRN 


quarter of the entire skaven expeditionary force, was now sub-divided into 
dense warrens of living quarters, foundries, storage sites and slave pens. 
The labyrinth of chambers and passageways spread outwards from the 
cavern for as much as a mile in every direction—an under-fortress to match 
the sprawl of towers and structures crowding the mountain slopes high 
above. There were even marketplaces stretching back along the wide 
tunnels that led to the Great City, where traders from the lesser clans 
gathered to provide goods and luxuries for the wealthier members of the 
expeditionary force. Eekrit couldn’t even guess how large the population 
under the mountain had grown over the last two decades; in another ten 
years the under-fortress might become a subterranean city every bit as 
tangled, scheming and treacherous as anywhere else in the growing skaven 
empire. 


Hot, dank air swirled around the warlord, reeking of scorched metal, offal 
and old, pungent musk. Skaven screeched imprecations at their slaves; 
somewhere a whip cracked and a young voice cried out in pain. Copper 
furnaces huffed and roared, sending up thin ribbons of acrid smoke and 
casting waves of pulsing green light across the soot-stained roof of the 
cavern. It was the sound and smell of civilisation, Eekrit mused. Whether 
the skeletons wanted it or not, the skaven were here to stay. 


The warlord and his bodyguards cut like a knife through the crowds of 
labourers, slaves and clan warriors milling along the main arteries that led 
across the floor of the cavern. He headed for the broad square that lay just 
inside the cavern opposite the Skaven Gate, which opened onto the wide 
tunnel that led from the mountain back to the Great City. As they 
approached the square he could hear the deep buzz of voices up ahead. 


Eekrit emerged at the side of the square opposite the Skaven Gate and, even 
knowing what to expect, the sight of the warriors assembled there stunned 
him. The entire assembly area was packed from one end to the other, and 
judging by the commotion over by the gate, there were still more arriving. 
Facing him were packs of towering, broad-shouldered skaven warriors, 
armoured in layered plates of bronze and wielding polearms with broad, 
curved blades. They were the heechigar, the elite storm-walkers of the 
warlord clans, rarely seen in the field unless— 
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The warlord felt his hackles rise at the sight of the two skaven standing in 
the shadow of the storm-walkers. One was mad old Qweeqwol. The aged 
seer was standing with his back to Eekrit, his knobby paws gripping the 
ancient wood of his glowing staff as he spoke in low tones to a tall, lean 
skaven lord. 


Eekrit’s tail twitched. The warlord clamped down hard on his musk glands. 
The skaven lord was older than he, and wore a fine harness of bronze plates 
chased with gold. Glowing tokens of god-stone hung about his neck, and 
another god-stone the size of a swamp-lizard egg shone balefully from the 
pommel of a curved sword resting at his hip. His lean, dark-furred head 
bore the marks of the battlefield: a triangular notch had been neatly sliced 
from the skaven’s right ear, and a fearsome old scar spread down his cheek 
and across his throat like a jagged fork of pale lightning. But it wasn’t the 
terrible scars, or the vicious sword and armour that struck terror into 
Eekrit’s ruthless heart, it was the unassuming grey wool robe that hung 
about the lord’s broad shoulders. 


Eekrit’s bodyguards snapped to attention at once, the butts of their polearms 
striking the stone in a single, well-practised motion. The sound caught the 
attention of the skaven lord, whose dark eyes narrowed coldly as they 
regarded the warlord. Noticing the sudden change, Qweeqwol turned about 
slowly and focussed on Eekrit as well, his glowing green eyes unblinking 
and inscrutable. 


Lord Eekrit clasped his paws over his stomach and approached the 
newcomer. Despite his best efforts, his whiskers gave a single, nervous 
twitch. 


“An honour,” Eekrit managed to say. The back of his neck itched as he sank 
to his knees before the Grey Lord. His eyes were on a level with the baleful 
light at the pommel of the skaven’s sword. “A great-great honour, yes.” The 
warlord’s fawning expression faltered. “Ah, my lord—” 


“Velsquee,” Lord Qweeqwol announced. “Grey Lord Velsquee, of Clan 
Abbis.” 


Eekrit stole a glance at the seer. Was the old fool smirking at him? 


“My lord Velsquee,” he continued, pronouncing the name with care. 
“Welcome you to the under-fortress.” The warlord bowed his head. “How 
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may I serve the Council?” 


The Grey Lord stared coldly down at Eekrit. “Under-fortress, eh?” he said. 
“T suppose you’ve scratched out a lair for yourself somewhere in this nest.” 


Eekrit gritted his teeth. The stonecutters had only just finished the last 
touches on his chambers. “I would be pleased to make them available to 
you, my lord,” he managed to say. “Will you be visiting for long?” 


Velsquee rested a clawed paw on the hilt of his sword. “As long as it takes 
to win this war,” he said with a wicked smile. “This stalemate’s gone on 
long enough. It’s time for a change of strategy.” 
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FOUR 
Necessary Evils 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 98th year of Tahoth the Wise 
(-1300 Imperial Reckoning) 


The night air was sultry in the Travellers’ Quarter, redolent with sweat, 
cooking spices and sour wine. Crowds of immigrants—mostly from the 
struggling cities of Mahrak or Lybaras, but also a few from as far away as 
drought-stricken Numas—mingled with dusty caravan drivers and scowling 
sell-swords as they plied the tightly-packed merchant stalls in search of 
everything from fine saddles to silver jewellery. The singsong chants of the 
merchants seemed to drift like smoke through the humid air, rising and 
falling over the muted buzz of the crowd. 


The night bazaar stretched for six winding blocks through the quarter, and 
was anchored at the eastern end by a wide, paved square lined with ale- 
houses, wine-sellers and incense shops. Lord Ushoran sat at a table beneath 
a faded linen awning of a wine-seller’s shop, idly fingering the cracked rim 
of a clay cup filled with date wine as he studied the faces of the passers-by. 


Tonight he chose to wear the face of a well-to-do scholar: a dispossessed 
Lybaran noble, perhaps, driven from his home by the steady decline of the 
collegia there and forced to continue his studies in self-imposed exile. The 
serving girls and the other patrons of the wine shop saw a man of middle 
years, stooped with age, his pate gone bald save for a thin fringe of white. 
His nose was crooked, his eyes watery and deeply set. His cheeks were 
pocked from a bout of river fever, and starting to show the rude blush of a 
man who indulged in too much wine. A dark brown robe hung from his 
hunched shoulders, the fabric rich but faded from years of hard use. Around 
his thick neck hung a chain made of elongated links of gold, decorated with 
more than a dozen brass-rimmed lenses of glass and faceted crystal—one of 
the many tools of the scholar-engineer’s trade. 


In the past, he’d had to be far less ostentatious with his disguises, for there 
was only so much one could do with a change of clothing and a bit of face 
paint. He’d tried to blend with the teeming crowds, quickly dismissed and 
easily forgotten. Now, he was limited only by his imagination and he could 
switch guises with but a moment’s concentration. Ushoran could cloud a 
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mortal’s mind simply by willing it, placing any image in his or her mind 
that suited him. It was a gift that none of his fellow immortals possessed 
and, more importantly, one that not even their supernatural senses could 
penetrate. Which was for the best, as far as he was concerned. He doubted 
that Neferata or Ankhat would approve of what he had become. 


Ushoran was nothing like the acerbic, cerebral W’soran, but he still 
considered himself a scholar of sorts. Mysteries and secrets intrigued him, 
and the process of death and rebirth was one of the greatest mysteries of all. 
Though Neferata had forbidden the cabal to create immortal progeny of 
their own, he had made a few discreet experiments over the centuries and 
suspected that the others—especially W’soran—had as well. He’d made 
good use of the dozen or so safe houses he’d established throughout the 
city, with their deep cellars and sets of stout chains fixed to the walls. 


Along the way, he’d learned a great deal. Their kind could only draw 
sustenance from living blood; animals could serve, but the vigour they 
possessed was far less potent than a human’s. Starvation steadily weakened 
them, but did not bring extinction—merely a kind of nightmarish torpor, 
which could only be broken by the taste of blood. The vigour gleaned from 
living blood gave them strength and speed far surpassing any mortal, and 
allowed them to swiftly heal any wound save outright decapitation. If their 
heart was pierced, or rendered unable to beat, they became torpid until the 
offending object was removed. As a result, they were nearly impossible to 
kill. Fire inflicted lasting injury; direct sunlight sapped their vigour with 
terrible speed, and especially intense sunlight burned like a brand. Ushoran 
suspected that sorcery could harm them as well, but had to wait to test the 
theory himself. 


Such qualities were common to all immortals. In addition were the unique 
gifts that manifested in Neferata and the rest of the cabal—those who were 
transfigured by the complex and gruelling mixture of poison and magical 
ritual that Arkhan the Black had used to resurrect the queen herself. 
Neferata’s goddess-given beauty and allure had increased tenfold, lending 
her powers of seduction and mental domination far beyond mortal ken. 
Arkhan, the aristocrat and political creature that he was, demonstrated his 
own sense of eerie charisma and razor-keen perception. In life, Arkhan had 
been a well-known hunter and breeder of horse and hound, and Ushoran 
wondered if perhaps his gifts had developed along those lines as well. 
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W’soran, the secretive former priest, was entirely the opposite. He had been 
transformed into a repellent, skeletal creature, more corpse than man, but 
his grasp of the arcane—and necromancy in particular—possibly rivalled 
that of the infamous Nagash himself. That left Abhorash, the former king’s 
champion, and Zurhas, the feckless cousin to the late Lamashizzar. 
Abhorash had fled the city almost immediately after his transformation and 
Ushoran could only speculate on the particulars of his transformation, but 
given his dedication to the arts of warfare, Ushoran suspected that 
Abhorash had gained a degree of physical prowess equal to—or possibly 
greater than—the fabled Ushabti themselves. If true, there was no deadlier 
warrior anywhere in the world. 


As for Zurhas, Ushoran hadn’t a clue. The former nobleman seemed more 
furtive and rodent-like with every passing year. Perhaps his gifts extended 
to gambling and whoring, two of his favourite pastimes. It stood to reason. 
Every one of them had changed in ways that reflected their true natures, for 
good or ill. 


Lost in thought, Ushoran didn’t notice the lean, travel-stained man at first. 
He’d slipped from the crowd milling in the square with the practiced ease of 
a cutpurse and unobtrusively ducked beneath the wine shop’s low awning. 
The man’s flinty, appraising stare swept over Ushoran, stirring him from his 
reverie. 


This was the one he’d been waiting for, Ushoran realised at once. The man 
had the look of a desert bandit, clad in dusty, tattered robes and ragged 
leather sandals held together with cheap twine. A battered khopesh and a 
pair of curved daggers hung from a wide leather belt about his waist, partly 
concealed by a thin, sand-coloured cloak that hung nearly to the man’s feet. 
His face was narrow and gaunt, the leathery skin tanned a deep brown by 
years of exposure to the harsh desert sun. With his narrow chin, hooded 
eyes and brooding brow, he reminded Ushoran somewhat of a jackal— 
which, considering his profession, wasn’t all that much of a surprise. The 
Lord of Masks met the tomb robber’s gaze and placed a bulging leather bag 
on the table next to the wine. The coins inside clinked softly as he set the 
bag down. 


Even then, with his reward in sight, the thief didn’t immediately react. His 
gaze swept past Ushoran and studied the rest of the shop for a full minute, 
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searching for signs of a trap. When he found none, the man wove among 
the tables and took the chair opposite Ushoran. He studied the Lord of 
Masks silently for a moment. Ushoran returned the stare with a placid 
smile. 


The thief grunted to himself. “You’re not what I expected,” he said. 


Ushoran chuckled. The thief and his companions had been hired through a 
sprawling network of intermediaries stretching all the way to Khemri, one 
entirely separated from his conventional network of informants and spies. 
He’d been careful and patient, building the links over a period of decades, 
until he was certain that their actions could not be traced back to him. The 
consequences of discovery—for Ushoran, and for Lahmia in general— 
would have been too terrible to contemplate. 


“T hear that quite a lot,” the Lord of Masks said with a smile. “Wine?” 


The thief shrugged. Ushoran beckoned, and a girl quickly appeared at his 
shoulder with another cup of wine. About fourteen, the nobleman reckoned, 
admiring the girl as she bent over the table. Fine skin, firm of flesh and lean 
of limb. A bit old for his tastes; in the old days he might not have cared— 
the older ones lasted longer, after all—but now he could afford to be 
choosy. The girl met his gaze, smiled innocently, and hastily withdrew. 


“To your health,” Ushoran said, raising his cup in a toast. He feigned taking 
a sip. The thief raised his cup and likely did the same. “It’s been months. I 
was beginning to grow concerned.” 


The thief’s upper lip curled in a sneer. “There’s a damned good reason why 
nearly all of the great pyramids are still intact, and Khemri’s are the worst 
of the lot. Go barging inside and you’ll be dead before you’re ten steps past 
the door.” He shook his head. “None of the other fools you hired made it 
past the first antechamber.” 


Ushoran nodded. There had been four other gangs who’d accepted the job 
over the years. Khetep’s pyramid had simply swallowed them up, one after 
the next. “Truth be told, you were my first choice all along, but since you 
proved extraordinarily difficult to contact, I had to make do with lesser 
talents.” 


The thief grunted noncommittally, but Ushoran caught a glint of pride in the 
tomb robber’s eye. 
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The Lord of Masks spread his hands. “So. What do you have for me?” 


Once again, the thief glanced warily at the other tables. When he was 
satisfied that no one was watching them, he reached within his cloak and 
produced an old, wooden box the size of a small wine jar, which he set on 
the table between them. 


Ushoran glanced sceptically at the box. “That’s all?” 


The thief barked a laugh. “If you’d wanted the whole thing, you should 
have said so,” he snarled. “You’re lucky we managed that much.” 


The Lord of Masks sighed. “I suppose it will do,” he said, though in truth 
W’soran would have to be the judge of that. “You’re certain it’s him?” 


The tomb robber shrugged. “As certain as I can be,” he replied. “It was the 
right tomb, sure enough, but... well, let’s just say it wasn’t your typical 
internment.” 


Ushoran cocked his head quizzically. “He wasn’t interred with the typical 
grave goods?” 


“Hardly.” To his surprise, the thief shifted uncomfortably. “He wasn’t even 
dead when they sealed him up.” 


“Ah. I see.” Ushoran had heard tales of Nagash’s brutal usurpation, but 
there had been no way to tell fact from rumour at the time. He picked up the 
heavy bag of coin and set it down beside the thief’s cup. “I’d say you and 
your people earned every bit of this.” 


The man picked up the bag and hefted it. “Only four of us made it out of 
that damned place,” he said grimly. “There were traps everywhere. Poor 
Jebil died on the way out, just three steps from the entrance. Toppled over 
dead with a dart in his neck. Never did find out where it came from.” 


Ushoran nodded sagely. “Sad, indeed,” he agreed. “And your three 
companions?” 


A slow, wolfish smile spread across the thief’s face. “Well. The Golden 
Plain’s a dangerous place,” he said slowly. “Bandits everywhere, you 
know.” 


“How tragic,” the Lord of Masks replied. “I suppose you’ll just have to 
keep their shares as well.” 
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“T suppose so,” the thief said, slipping the bag beneath his cloak. He rose 
quickly from the table. 


Ushoran laid a hand on the wooden box. “You aren’t the least bit curious 
about this?” he asked. 


“T couldn’t care less,” the thief said, his attention already focussed on the 
square. 


“Well, I suppose that’s it, then.” Ushoran leaned forwards, extending his 
hand. “Safe travels, my friend. You have my thanks.” 


The thief turned back to Ushoran, looking down at the immortal’s 
outstretched hand as though it were an especially venomous snake. He 
Started to sneer—but something in the immortal’s eye gave him pause. 
After a moment’s hesitation he reached out and gripped Ushoran’s hand. 


“IT have your gold, and that’s enough,” the thief growled. “Goodbye, 
scholar. I don’t expect we’|l see each other again.” 


With that he turned and slipped into the square without a single backwards 
glance. The thief blended into the milling crowd and within moments was 
lost to sight. 


Ushoran watched him go with a smile. His hand was still faintly damp from 
the thief’s sweaty grip. He raised it, palm inwards, to his face and breathed 
deeply, drinking in the man’s scent. 


“T hear that quite a lot, too,” the immortal said. He chuckled softly to 
himself and licked his palm lightly with the tip of his long, grey tongue. 


The Temple of Blood was a fortress within a fortress. Situated within the 
walls of the Lahmian royal palace, the huge, roughly pyramidal structure 
fully enclosed what had once been the Women’s Palace, where the 
daughters of the royal line were kept in virtual seclusion from the rest of the 
mortal world. The stepped sides of the temple were comprised of solid 
blocks of sandstone, each one twelve feet high and weighing many tons. 
The only entrance was sealed by a pair of immense bronze doors and was 
guarded day and night by a company of dour-looking warriors from the 
queen’s lifeguard. To all outside appearances, the monumental structure 
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seemed more impregnable than the royal palace itself, but, like much else 
about the temple, such impressions were deceiving. 


The hour of the dead was fast approaching as Ushoran stole across the silent 
palace grounds towards the temple. There were few mortals about at such a 
late hour, allowing him to pass unobserved along the north wall of the 
mammoth structure until he reached the hidden entrance set cunningly into 
the stone. The door was very heavy, and set so snugly into its frame that its 
seams were nearly invisible to the naked eye. Pressing with both hands and 
exerting his unnatural strength, he swung the portal silently inwards, 
revealing a dark, narrow passage carved into the foundation stone. 


There were at least a half-dozen secret ways into and out of the temple that 
Ushoran knew of; only Neferata herself could say if there were more. He 
followed the passageway through the temple’s foundation, emerging a short 
while later into the ground level passageways that wound secretly among 
the storerooms, dormitories and halls of meditation used by the initiates of 
the cult. The immortal moved down the dark corridors swiftly and surely, 
aided by supernatural senses and more than two centuries of practice. 
Finally, many minutes later, he passed through another hidden door and into 
the temple’s vast inner sanctum. 


In truth, the inner sanctum was actually a sprawling complex of chambers 
that had once comprised the most opulent rooms of the old Women’s 
Palace. It was here that Neferata ruled, issuing edicts from the Deathless 
Court through successive generations of Lahmian queens who were 
enslaved to her from birth. But that wasn’t the only secret concealed within 
the inner sanctum’s walls—and, in Ushoran’s opinion, far from the worst. 


There were many libraries in the former palace: small, quiet rooms piled 
with sumptuous rugs and surrounded by shelves atop shelves of histories, 
fables, romances and more. They were nothing like the one Ushoran now 
sought. It was located in a largely isolated part of the old palace, far from 
the corridors frequented by the temple priestesses and initiates. Its walls had 
been reinforced with slabs of dark, heavy granite, which in turn had been 
engraved with layer upon layer of arcane wards designed to keep out even 
the most determined intruder. The door, likewise, was stone, and far too 
heavy for mortal hands to open. It was also covered with potent runes of 
binding, strong enough to seal the library shut for all time, but for the last 
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fifty years the sigils had been cold and inert. The Lord of Masks took a 
moment to compose himself, putting on the bland, neutral face that his 
fellow cabal members were accustomed to, then laid a hand upon the door 
and pushed it silently open. 


As always, the chamber was dimly lit and wreathed with acrid incense 
smoke, shrouding the walls and ceiling in darkness and rendering the 
dimensions of the room uncertain. A dense arrangement of worktables and 
reading stands filled the chamber, piled with precise stacks of parchment 
and priceless, leather-bound tomes of varying size. Some of the books were 
fairly new, having been written within the past half-century, while others 
were larger and far, far older. 


Ushoran eyed a stack of such volumes on a nearby table as he slipped inside 
the room. They had been bound in pale leather once, but the centuries had 
caused the covers to wrinkle and darken to a deep reddish-black. Their 
edges were ragged from age and rough treatment; in their time they had 
travelled with armies, and been fought over like ghastly treasures. Their 
thick pages were likewise roughened and rendered grey with age, but 
Ushoran had no doubt that if he were bold enough to turn back one of the 
covers, he would find the notes and diagrams within still perfectly legible, 
despite the passage of years. These tomes had once belonged to Nagash 
himself, plundered from his Black Pyramid outside the ruins of Khemri 
after the war. Some of the volumes were at least five hundred years old, 
Ushoran reckoned, and yet they lingered when other books would have long 
since turned to dust. 


W’soran stood at the far side of the chamber, his macabre form lit by wan 
candlelight as he paced about the perimeter of a complicated magical circle 
that had been laid down with silver dust on the bare stone floor. He was a 
hideous figure, bearing more resemblance to a poorly mummified corpse 
than a living, breathing man. What little flesh he’d possessed had melted 
away, leaving his grey, parchment-like skin stretched tight against ropy 
sinew and sharp-edged bone. The immortal moved with a strange, angular 
gait, almost like a spider, and his bald head swung from side to side in 
furtive arcs as he surveyed the handiwork of his thralls. The circle was, in 
truth, more like a nested set of complex bands of magical runes, each one 
laid down with exacting precision and carefully arranged in relation to one 
another. It was the culmination of a half-century of effort, shaped by the 
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most astute arcane mind in Nehekhara. Ushoran hoped that it would be 
enough. 


W’soran’s head rose as the Lord of Masks stole into the chamber. His 
fleshless lips were plastered against his teeth, exaggerating his needle-like 
fangs and lending the immortal a permanent snarl. He drew a rasping 
breath. “Will you never learn to knock, my lord?” 


Ushoran smiled coldly. “I don’t see why I should,” he replied. “Neferata 
certainly won’t.” 


“Neferata,” W’soran sneered. “She thinks of nothing but her young prince 
these days. I doubt she even recalls opening the library at this point.” 


“Let us hope so. Because we both know what she would do if she realised 
what you’ve been up to these last fifty years.” 


W’soran hissed derisively, but Ushoran caught a flash of unease in the 
immortal’s deep-set eyes. Necromancy had been forbidden even when 
Lamashizzar was master of the cabal, but Neferata had even gone so far as 
to take the worst of Nagash’s tomes and lock them away in a separate vault 
elsewhere in the inner sanctum. W’soran had been trying to circumvent her 
restrictions ever since. He had persuaded her to open the library solely to 
learn the rituals of summoning and communicating with spirits, and so far 
as it went, he had spoken the truth. If she knew precisely who W’soran 
intended to call up from the lands of the restless dead, her wrath would be 
terrible to behold. 


Ushoran had known what he was up to from the beginning. W’soran had 
never been secretive about his ambitions. But instead of betraying the 
would-be necromancer, Ushoran had become an uneasy ally. As terrible as 
the risks were, he was certain that Neferata’s obsession with Alcadizzar 
would ultimately lead to disaster. They needed leverage to persuade her to 
abandon her ridiculous scheme—or, failing that, the power to supplant her 
and seize control of Lahmia themselves. 


W’soran’s gaze fell to the wooden box tucked under Ushoran’s arm. His 
pale eyes narrowed. “Is that it?” 


The Lord of Masks stepped forwards, setting the box on one of the tables. 
“You tell me.” 
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W’soran made his way across the cluttered chamber, weaving among the 
tables and reading stands with his strange, spider-like gait. His ghastly face 
was lit with a dreadful sense of anticipation as he unfastened the catch and 
opened the lid of the box. 


Ushoran folded his arms. “I’d thought he would have brought more,” the 
Lord of Masks said with a scowl. “Will it be enough?” 


A faint, hitching rattle rose from W’soran’s throat. It took a moment before 
Ushoran realised the immortal was chuckling to himself. 


“Oh, yes,” W’soran hissed, reaching into the box with knobby, clawed 
hands. “Yes. This will do.” 


He lifted from the box a human skull, still covered in scraps of yellow flesh 
and matted black hair. The eyes were empty sockets, the nose, lips and ears 
gnawed down to little more than tattered nubs by the work of hungry tomb 
beetles. The jaw hung open, as though frozen in the midst of an agonised 
scream; the taut, leathery tendons of the jaw muscles stood out in sharp 
relief beneath the papery skin. 


Buried alive, Ushoran thought, recalling what the thief had told him. The 
thought sent a chill down his spine. 


“Ts it him?” he asked. 


W’soran nodded. “Thutep, last true king of Khemri,” he said with certainty. 
“And brother to Nagash the Usurper.” 


“How can you be so certain?” 


“Because his death is etched here.” W’soran traced a clawed fingertip along 
Thutep’s skull, from forehead to chin. “The agonies he suffered in the tomb 
left their mark in flesh and bone before Thutep’s spirit passed into the dead 
lands.” He turned away from the table, still holding the king’s skull, and 
beckoned with his free hand. At once a gaunt, robed figure shuffled out of 
the shadows near the circle, bearing a short stand made of bronze. As 
Ushoran watched, W’soran plucked the stand out of the thrall’s hand and 
stepped carefully into the summoning circle. The would-be necromancer set 
the stand at its centre and placed the skull atop it. 


Ushoran’s eyes widened. “You’re going to attempt the summoning now?” 
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“Why not?” W’soran beckoned again, and another pair of thralls placed a 
heavy wooden lectern a few feet from the edge of the summoning circle. 
“The hour is right, and the position of the moons propitious.” 


“Well.” The Lord of Masks eyed the ritual symbols dubiously. “Are you 
certain the wards will hold?” 


“As certain as I can be,” W’soran replied. He opened the heavy tome resting 
upon the stand and began searching through its pages. 


Ushoran fought the urge to start edging towards the door. This was what 
they’d been working towards for decades, after all. If the summoning 
worked, they would finally be in a position to challenge Neferata. “But, 
what if... I mean, suppose there is an accident—” 


The would-be necromancer glanced back at Ushoran. “You wish to leave?” 


Ushoran paused. The smug note in W’soran’s voice was enough to steel his 
resolve. “Certainly not,” he answered coldly. He folded his arms and drew a 
deep breath. “Go on. Call to him. Let’s see what he’s got to say.” 


W’soran’s leathery cheeks wrinkled, creaking like old saddle leather as he 
attempted a smile. “As you wish,” he said. Chuckling to himself, he turned 
back to the open tome and spread his skeletal hands wide. He drew a long, 
whistling breath and then began the invocation. 


The arcane words rolled easily from W’soran’s withered tongue and his 
voice grew stronger as he spoke, until the invocation rang from the chamber 
walls. Ushoran tried to follow the awful litany at first, but the words 
scarcely left an impression upon his mind. The passage of time seemed to 
slow, then failed to register altogether. 


The temperature began to fall within the room. The chill came on quickly, 
like the cold of a desert night. Sheets of parchment fluttered atop the table 
next to Ushoran, stirred by a sudden breeze, and suddenly he realised that 
W’soran’s voice no longer echoed through the shadow-haunted room. 


At some point, the candles had gone out. What little illumination there was 
came from a pillar of pale, shifting blue light that hung in the air above 
Thutep’s screaming skull. As Ushoran focussed on the light, he became 
aware of a faint sibilance emanating from the circle, like the stirring of a 
nest of snakes. The more he listened, however, he realised that it wasn’t 


2733 XRN 


hissing, but whispering. A multitude of voices, young and old; some of 
them were insistent, others fearful. Some were angry. Very angry. 


W’soran’s shout rode above the sea of voices. “Come forth!” he cried. 
“Nagash, son of Khetep, I call you! Nagash, priest of Settra’s cult, I call 
you! Nagash, usurper of Khemri, I call you! Heed my voice and come 
forth!” 


The chorus of spirits broke into wails at the sound of Nagash’s name. 
Sheets of parchment flew into the air; a cold wind rose up, buffeting 
Ushoran’s face. A heavy stack of books tottered, and then fell to the floor 
with a crash. 


“Heed me!” W’soran shouted into the building gale. “By the blood of your 
brother Thutep, I command it! Come forth!” 


The pillar of light began to waver. Thin screams issued from it. Voices 
howled in despair, or spat curses, or begged for release. One of W’soran’s 
thralls was hurled away from the circle like a straw doll; he flew more than 
ten feet through the air and hit one of the wooden tables with a bone-jarring 
thud. 


W’soran flung a hand out towards the shifting column of light, as though he 
could steady it in his grip. “You must obey!” he shouted. “Show yourself!” 


The wind continued to rise, until it roared in Ushoran’s ears like a hungry 
lion. The voices of the dead swelled in volume as well, until he could make 
out individual voices, each one clamouring to be heard above the din. 


Within the circle, Ushoran could see tendrils of smoke curling around 
Thutep’s skull. The hair and skin were blackening, as though from the heat 
of a fire, even though the room was as cold as the abyss itself. The pillar of 
light was growing brighter, even as its outlines grew less stable. Ushoran 
felt a pressure against his chest—light at first, but growing stronger and 
more tangible with every second, until it felt as though dozens of hands 
were clutching at him. The more distinct they became, the more frantically 
they reached for him, as though he were becoming more substantial—more 
solid—to the ghosts themselves. 


There was an anguished cry—for a moment, Ushoran thought he’d uttered 
it himself, but then realised the sound had come from W’soran instead. The 
would-be necromancer clenched his fists and spat a string of angry words 
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and the pillar of light grew tall and thin, as though squeezed in a giant’s fist. 
Ushoran felt the unseen hands clench desperately at his robes, and then they 
were tor away as the pillar vanished in a brittle crack of thunder. 


Darkness fell. Ushoran heard W’soran mutter a sulphurous curse, and then 
the sharp sound of splintering wood. 


By the time the thralls were able to relight the candles, W’soran was 
bending down and picking up Nagash’s tome from the floor. The heavy 
reading stand had been smashed to splinters; jagged bits of wood jutted 
from W’soran’s palm, but the immortal didn’t seem to notice. 


Ushoran smoothed his rumpled robes. Belatedly, he saw that they were torn 
in places. A chill went down his spine. 


“What happened?” he asked. 


W’soran inspected the ancient book carefully for signs of damage and then 
set it aside. The immortal stepped carefully into the circle and picked up 
Thutep’s skull. “I held open the doorway as long as I could,” he said 
absently, studying the grisly artefact. “Much longer, and we might have lost 
the skull. The amount of energy focussed on it was... considerable.” 


“That’s not what I mean,” Ushoran said. “What went wrong? Why couldn’t 
you summon him?” 


The immortal did not reply at first. His shoulders tensed. “I don’t know,” he 
said at last. 


“T thought you said—” 


“I know what I said!” W’soran snapped. He turned to Ushoran, his withered 
face a mask of rage. “The skull was the perfect link to Nagash. It should 
have worked! The rite has never failed me before. Never!” 


Silent, shuffling thralls emerged from the shadows and went to work 
restoring some order to the wind-wracked library. Ushoran absently 
watched them as they worked, trying to force his stunned mind to function. 
“Tf not the rite, then what else could it have been?” 


W’soran shook his head slowly. “An unforeseen complication. A... 
temporary setback. Nothing more,” he said. He stared at the skull for a 
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moment more, then turned and placed it carefully into the hands of a 
waiting thrall. 


“T must think on this,” he said at last. “Perhaps it has to do with the 
vibrations of the third enumeration...” 


The immortal’s voice drifted away as he turned back to the summoning 
circle. He stroked his pointed chin with a clawed hand as he studied the 
dense bands of ritual symbols. It was not a dismissal as such, but Ushoran 
could see that he had been clearly forgotten. 


That suited the Lord of Masks. He slipped silently from the library and 
swung the heavy stone door shut behind him. It was nearing dawn, and he 
had one last bit of business to attend to. 


The tomb thief was clever and cautious, but nevertheless predictable. His 
scent led from the Travellers’ Quarter to the Red Silk Quarter, down by the 
city docks. With little more than an hour to go until dawn, many of the 
district’s dice houses and brothels had shut their doors. Dozens of revellers 
lay in the filthy streets, overcome by too much wine, or lotus root, or both. 
Bored-looking men from the City Guard checked each insensate form in 
turn; those who were clearly members of Lahmia’s noble class were lifted 
from the gutter and urged on their way, while the others were efficiently 
searched for valuables and left where they lay. A few small knots of 
leathery-skinned sailors followed along behind the guardsmen, looking for 
stout bodies to fill the rowing benches of their merchant ships. 


Ushoran took two long steps and leapt from the edge of the dice house’s 
roof, clearing the narrow alley with ease and landing in a crouch on the 
pleasure house next door. He paused there for a moment, his hulking form 
hidden in deep shadow, nostrils flaring as he tasted the hot night air. 


He followed the thief’s scent to the far side of the roof, keeping low and 
creeping along on hands and feet like a jungle ape. It felt good to hunt 
again, he thought, feeling the salt breeze against his bare skin. He found it 
ironic that, despite what he had become, he had less opportunity to indulge 
his appetites now than he’d had as a mortal. 


Ushoran intended to savour the next few minutes as much as possible. The 
failed attempt to summon the Usurper’s spirit had left him deeply unsettled. 
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He and W’soran were playing a dangerous game, one that could threaten 
Lahmia just as much as Neferata’s obsession with Alcadizzar, but what 
other choice did they have? 


Swift and silent, he paused at the low parapet and peered over the edge. The 
rooms on this side of the building looked out over the wide harbour and the 
slate-grey sea. Ushoran paused, his large, lantern-jawed head swinging from 
left to right until he caught the scent of his prey. In one fluid motion, he 
planted a wide, clawed hand on the parapet and swung out over the edge. 
For a delicious instant he hung in empty space, thirty feet above the ground, 
then he dropped like a cat onto the wide ledge of a window directly below. 


The window to the bedchamber had been left open to let in the cool sea 
breeze. Ushoran’s gaze swept across the dimly lit room. The air was still 
tinged with blue streamers of incense and lotus smoke. A trio of figures lay 
tangled in the silk sheets upon the low, wide bed. 


Ushoran ran his tongue along jagged teeth as he climbed silently into the 
chamber. It was the work of a few moments to find the bag of coins he’d 
given the thief just a few hours before. He hefted the bag in his hand and 
smiled, then set it carefully beside the bedchamber door. 


There was more than enough coin left to pay for the mess he was about to 
make. 
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FIVE 
Reversal of Fortunes 


Nagashizzar, in the 99th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1295 Imperial Reckoning) 


The fires could be seen from the tallest tower of the fortress, glittering like a 
necklace of rubies across the hilltops along the northern shore of the Crystal 
Sea. From the dark lanes that ran along the terraced mountain slope, 
hundreds of the Yaghur filled the night air with eerie, ululating howls as 
they caught wind of the devastation that had been wrought on their squalid 
homes. 


Thestus folded his arms and studied the distant lights. “I count six fires,” he 
said grimly. His skin was pale as chalk beneath the moonlight and his once- 
dark eyes were now the colour of eastern jade. But for a few tendrils of 
black hair that fluttered in the breeze rolling in from the sea, the barbarian 
stood with the statue-like stillness common to the undead. “Judging by their 
positions, I would say that the largest of the Yaghur nests have been put to 
the flame.” 


Nagash stood beside Thestus atop the narrow tower, his body shielded from 
the sea breeze by a heavy, hooded cloak. Ancient flesh crackled as he 
clenched his fists in rage. Dimly, the necromancer felt the leathery tendons 
of his right hand start to give way under the pressure; with an act of will he 
exerted his power and re-knit the corded flesh back together. The practice 
had grown so common over the last few years that he performed it almost 
without conscious thought. There was a sound like the tightening of dry 
leather cord, and his fingers curled inwards like a grasping claw. Too much 
of the ancient tissue had disintegrated, leaving the remaining tendons 
foreshortened. The realisation further deepened Nagash’s fury. 


“Despatch ten companies of infantry,” he snarled. “Run the damned ratmen 
to earth and destroy them!” 


Behind Nagash, in the shadow of the tower’s arched doorway, Bragadh 
answered coldly. “Send the Yaghur if you want to chase the ratmen,” he 
said. “It’s their filthy holes that are burning, after all.” 


Nagash rounded on the warlord, his eyes blazing angrily. Words of power 
rose to his fleshless lips, ready to form an incantation that would shrivel the 
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barbarian like a moth in a candle flame. The necromancer’s anger was 
palpable, radiating from his body in icy waves, but the warlord was 
unmoved. He stood with his fists clenched at his side, his expression icy 
and resentful. Diarid stood close by, his expression neutral but his body 
tense, as though ready to throw himself between Bragadh and the 
necromancer’s wrath. 


“You forget yourself, Bragadh,” Nagash hissed. “More important, you 
forget your oaths to me.” The menace in his voice was like a knife, poised 
and ready to strike. 


Yet the warlord seemed heedless of the danger. His voice took on a hard 
edge all of its own. “Not so,” he replied. “Be assured, master, I have 
forgotten nothing. I remember all too well how I swore to obey you—while 
you, in turn, swore to protect the hill forts of our people. And look what 
came of that.” 


Doom had befallen the hill forts of the northmen five years ago, not long 
after Nagash’s failed counter-stroke against the ratmen. In one night, four of 
the largest of the barbarian settlements had been set upon by the enemy, 
who burrowed up into their midst and slaughtered every man, woman and 
child they could find. The hill forts’ small garrisons were totally unprepared 
to deal with the savage raids, and without any sorcery of their own there 
was no way to predict when or where the next attack would occur. More 
settlements were attacked on the following night, and on the night after that. 
By the time that a messenger reached Nagashizzar with the news, nearly a 
dozen of the hill forts had been destroyed. Bragadh and his kinsmen had 
been beside themselves with rage. They begged Nagash for permission to 
march north and protect the hill forts; even though many of the barbarians 
hadn’t seen their homes in decades, their rough sense of honour demanded 
that they take action. Nagash had refused outright. The barbarian companies 
were needed in Nagashizzar, helping to secure the mine shafts still under his 
control. 


Instead, the necromancer had withdrawn to his throne chamber and begun 
working on a great and terrible ritual. The drafting of the sigil alone had 
taken days, marking out a great circle and hundreds of complex runes with 
abn-i-khat dust. Nagash had ingested still more of the dust, until his 
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withered flesh was saturated with it. Then, upon the hour of the dead, he 
entered the great circle and began a fearsome incantation. 


Once, long ago, he’d kept Bragadh and his barbarians in line with the subtle 
threat that their homeland was rich with the bones of their ancestors. Any 
rebellion by the hill forts could be crushed by the simple expedient of 
raising a punitive army drawn from the barrows of their own ancestors. 
Nagash now called forth the bones of the ancients not to punish the hill 
forts, but to protect them from further harm. Across the length and breadth 
of the barbarian lands, hundreds upon hundreds of skeletal warriors rose at 
Nagash’s command and returned to the hills that had once been their homes. 


When next the enemy raiders came pouring up from their tunnels, they ran 
headlong onto the swords and axes of the ancient dead. The few survivors 
were sent screeching back the way they’d come—only to return in greater 
numbers on the following night. Defeat followed defeat, but the enemy was 
undeterred. The raids grew more sporadic and more widely scattered; 
sometimes they inflicted more damage, sometimes less. Always they were 
chased off with substantial loss of life, but the tempo of the attacks never 
abated. They continued for months, then years, and slowly Nagash grasped 
the purpose of the enemy’s strategy. Though they lost nearly every battle 
against his forces, they were succeeding in forcing him to maintain scores 
of large garrisons across the northlands. Relatively small raiding forces 
were requiring him to maintain thousands of undead troops, draining his 
energies at a constant and prodigious rate. Meanwhile, the incessant tunnel 
warfare beneath Nagashizzar ground on and on, further taxing his strength 
and dividing his attentions. 


After five years, the strain had become severe. Worse, it had sowed seeds of 
discord among his barbarian troops. Nagash had watched Bragadh grow 
more sullen with each passing year; the damage inflicted on the hill forts 
had reduced the stream of new recruits to a mere trickle. Now the ratmen 
felt bold enough to strike at the heart of the Yaghur as well. The enemy was 
drawing a noose around the mighty fortress, one agonising inch at a time. 


Before Nagash realised it, his deformed right hand was raised to strike at 
Bragadh. Lambent bale-fire crackled hungrily along the curved fingers, 
increasing in power with each passing moment. Bragadh never flinched; his 
resentful glare practically invited the necromancer’s wrath. 


2740 XRN 


Perhaps Bragadh wanted to be struck down, Nagash thought. Certainly, the 
enemy would wish it. There was no telling what repercussions such a blow 
would have on the rest of the barbarian army. The northmen worshipped 
Bragadh almost like a god at this point; to destroy him might incite the 
barbarians to open revolt. Though Nagash was certain that he could 
ultimately crush such an uprising, doing so would require troops that were 
desperately needed in the tunnels, and he had no doubt that the ratmen 
would take advantage of the crisis. 


The noose around Nagashizzar drew inexorably tighter. 


For a long moment, Nagash struggled to choke back his rage. Slowly, he 
closed his fist and willed the pent-up energies to dissipate. 


“The day will come,” the necromancer grated, “when you will regret having 
spoken thus. For now, you will simply obey.” 


Nagash reached out with his will and seized both of the barbarian warriors. 
Bragadh and Diarid went rigid, their eyes widening in horror as the 
necromancer used the power of his life-giving elixir to reach into their very 
souls. 


“You are mine to command,” Nagash hissed. “Now and forever more. And I 
say take your warriors and go forth.” 


Bragadh’s body trembled as the warlord struggled against Nagash’s grip. A 
low, agonised groan seeped past his tightly clenched lips. But no matter 
how hard he fought, the effort was futile. The warlord’s trembling increased 
and his body began to bend, like a river palm in the face of a howling desert 
storm. 


Just before Bragadh could succumb, a slender figure emerged from the 
shadows beyond the tower doorway. Bone charms clinked softly as Akatha 
interposed herself between the warlord and Nagash. 


“This accomplishes nothing,” she said to the necromancer. Her voice was 
hollow and cold, but her steady gaze and straight-backed pose still held 
some of the witch’s old defiance. “Unless it is your intention to play into the 
enemy’s hands.” 


Fresh rage boiled up from Nagash’s withered heart. His left hand shot out, 
seizing the witch by the throat. Visions of hurling the barbarian woman over 
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the tower battlements danced before his mind’s eye. 


“You dare to speak thus to me?” he hissed. Ancient flesh along the back of 
the necromancer’s hand crackled and flaked away as his bony fingers 
tightened around Akatha’s neck. He felt her body stiffen, but her cool, 
penetrating stare never faltered. 


“I do what I must,” the witch replied, her voice barely louder than a 
whisper. “Despatching the great kan’s warriors is pointless. If the raiders 
still remain, it is only because they have set an ambush for you.” 


Akatha paused, drawing a tortured breath. “The rat-things... have grown 
clever,” she managed to say. “They are... forcing you... to waste your 
power on... futile gestures. You... cannot... react. You... lack... the 
strength.” 


Her words only inflamed Nagash further. With an angry snarl he summoned 
still more power, dragging Akatha to the edge of the battlements as though 
she weighed nothing at all. Behind the necromancer, Bragadh let out a 
startled shout of protest. 


More blackened pieces of skin crumbled away from Nagash’s wrist in puffs 
of faintly glowing dust. The muscles and tendons lying along his arm 
looked like fraying cords of cured leather. All at once, he felt the bones of 
his wrist and hand shift ominously, as though threatening to burst apart 
beneath the strain. Without thinking, he summoned yet more power to force 
the bones into their proper place—and in that fleeting moment of 
concentration he understood that the witch spoke true. Whether the ratmen 
understood it or not, they were pushing him to the point of dissolution. 


Nagash released Akatha. The witch half collapsed, slumping against the 
battlements. She looked up at the necromancer through a fall of tangled 
hair. 


“The ratmen hope you will send warriors out into the hills,” she told him. 
“Ts it not obvious?” 


Nagash had no answer. With an effort, the witch forced herself onto her 
feet. “If you would strike at them, do so at a time and place of your own 
choosing and marshal your strength where it will do the most harm.” 
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The necromancer glared hatefully at the witch. The fact that Akatha was 
right only made him want to destroy her all the more. He relished the 
thought of forcing his will upon her and commanding the witch to cast 
herself from the top of the tower. She would struggle, no doubt, but that 
would make it all the sweeter. Yet was her destruction worth the power it 
would cost? 


Nagash whirled on Bragadh and his champion. “Send word to your 
companies,” he told the warlord. “Any warriors within the tunnels are to 
head for the surface and await my command.” 


Bragadh eyed the necromancer warily. “What are you planning to do, 
master?” he asked. 


“Something the damned ratmen will not expect,” Nagash replied. 


The pale, crescent moon hung low in the sky to the west, casting its glow 
slantwise across the killing ground. Eekrit could hear the snarling howls 
and guttural barks of the flesh-eaters coming from a long way away, the 
maddened sounds carrying easily across the rolling, marshy ground. Like 
all skaven, the warlord could see perfectly in the darkness, and he searched 
the line of sickly yellow trees across from his hiding place for the first signs 
of the monsters’ approach. 


The raid on the flesh-eaters’ foetid nests had unfolded with the mechanical 
precision of one of Lord Vittrik’s tooth-and-gear contraptions. Unlike the 
campaign against the barbarian forts further north, Eekrit had no intention 
of digging his way directly into the monsters’ foul burrows. Instead, his 
force, composed of the entirety of the army’s scout-assassins and half a 
dozen chosen packs of clanrats, had emerged from tunnels at the base of 
each of their hilltop objectives and quickly surrounded them. 


Once upon a time the hilltops had been ringed with protective wooden 
palisades, but centuries of neglect had reduced them to barely-recognisable 
ruins. At the appointed time, bone whistles had skirled faintly along the 
night air and the scattered companies had swept up and over the broad, flat- 
topped hills. The handful of flesh-eaters caught on the surface were swiftly 
and silently despatched, then the skaven spread out and located the many 
entrances to the monsters’ reeking burrows. Heavy bladders of oil were 
brought up and emptied into all but a few of the tunnel mouths. By the time 
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the first howls of alarm began to echo up from the darkness, the skaven had 
torches ready to toss in as well. 


After decades of bitter fighting, the skaven had learned how much the flesh- 
eaters hated and feared the touch of fire. The oil went up with a hollow, 
hungry roar; from there it was merely a matter of lurking outside the unlit 
tunnel mouths and slaying the survivors as they emerged. 


The fighting was as savage as it was merciless. No quarter was expected or 
given; the flesh-eaters were maddened by bloodlust and pain, and the 
skaven had come to fear and hate the unnatural creatures as they did little 
else. The monsters burst from the tunnels singly or in shrieking packs, 
many of them burning with sickly yellow flames, and Eekrit’s warriors 
rushed in and cut them down with spear and blade. After five years of brutal 
raids against the barbarian tribes, the warlord’s troops had become fearless, 
hard-bitten fighters—and Eekrit along with them, much to his surprise. 
Thanks to the thrice-damned Lord Velsquee, there had been little 
alternative. 


Officially, Velsquee had no direct authority over the expeditionary force— 
or so he insisted to Lord Hiirc and the army’s many clan chiefs. Eekrit 
retained his rank and title; Velsquee and his huge contingent of elite troops 
were merely there to observe the course of the campaign and to provide 
advice and assistance where needed. Of course, no one believed a word of 
it, but no one was willing to gainsay the Grey Lord, either. Meanwhile, 
Eekrit had been advised to go and harass the barbarians and the flesh-eaters, 
while Velsquee and that lunatic Qweeqwol discussed strategy and issued 
recommendations to the army from the comfort of Eekrit’s own audience 
chamber. 


Even now, five years on, there was much about Velsquee’s arrival that 
Eekrit didn’t understand. Clearly he and Lord Qweeqwol had been working 
together all along, at least insofar as the grey seers worked with anyone 
outside their own, secretive fraternity. But to what end? The warlord had no 
idea. At least, not yet. 


Marsh grasses thrashed along the far end of the killing ground. Eekrit 
tensed, his paw drifting to the hilt of the sword resting on the damp ground 
at his side. The flesh-eaters burst from cover at a loping, four-limbed run, 
their eyes alight and their hideous faces contorted with bloodlust. Eight of 
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the monsters emerged from the tree line and down into the marshy hollow 
where the raiders waited. 


The skaven waited until their prey reached the very centre of the hollow. 
Black-robed shapes rose from cover, swinging braided leather cords above 
their heads. The slings made a thin, deadly whirring in the night air; the 
flesh-eaters halted at the sound, their gruesome heads swinging about in 
search of the sound, and that sealed their fates. Polished sling stones the 
size of snake eggs hissed through the air and found their mark; bones 
crunched wetly and the monsters collapsed, their limbs twitching. 


More black-robed figures appeared from cover and raced silently across the 
marshy ground. They converged on the flesh-eaters; daggers flashed briefly 
beneath the moonlight as the scout-assassins finished off their victims, then 
the bodies were dragged swiftly out of sight. Whatever their shortcomings 
as scouts and spies, Eshreegar’s rats were nonetheless very enthusiastic and 
capable killers. 


Silence descended again. The ambushers resumed their murderous vigil, 
ears open wide as they strained to hear the faintest sounds of approaching 
troops. After several minutes, Eekrit let go his sword and relaxed once 
more. 


“Another pack of stragglers,” Eshreegar whispered, close to the warlord’s 
left side. “Probably out prowling the wasteland at the foot of the mountain 
when we began the attack.” 


Eekrit’s tail gave a startled twitch. The Master of Treacheries had appeared 
at his side like a ghost. 


Calming his suddenly racing heart, the warlord gave Eshreegar a sidelong 
glance. The black-robed assassin was using a handful of marsh-grass to 
wipe the dark ichor of a flesh-eater from the edge of one of his knives. 


“There’s no sign of a response from the fortress?” Eekrit asked. 


Eshreegar shook his head. “Not since the alarm horns sounded, more than 
two hours ago. The main gate’s still shut.” 


The warlord raised his snout and gauged the height of the moon. “If they 
don’t march soon, it will be dawn before they arrive,” he reckoned. 


“Tf they come at all,” the Master of Treacheries agreed. 
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Eekrit muttered irritably and considered his options. After destroying the 
flesh-eater nests, he’d brought together his forces and arranged them in an 
arc along the most likely avenues of approach from the distant fortress. 
Velsquee and Qweeqwol had been certain that the enemy would respond, 
probably with companies of swift-moving barbarian troops. In the dark and 
upon the unsteady, marshy terrain, Eekrit had expected to give the enemy a 
good mauling, then retreat to the safety of his tunnels, but that was growing 
less likely with each passing hour. To make matters worse, hungry packs of 
flesh-eaters were being drawn to the fires from lesser nests throughout the 
area; the longer his raiders remained in place, the greater the odds that they 
would be hit by the creatures from an unexpected direction, or find their 
escape routes cut off. 


Beside him, Eshreegar raised his head, his ears unfolding completely as he 
listened to the seemingly random animal sounds echoing across the 
marshland. “We’ve a runner from inside the mountain,” he said after a 
moment, then put a clawed paw to his mouth and made a sound very like 
the hiss of a large swamp lizard. The Master of Treacheries listened to the 
plaintive cry of a marsh owl and nodded to himself. “He’s heading this 
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way. 


“Damn it all, what now?” Eekrit muttered. As hard as the campaign against 
the barbarians had been, at least he and his warriors had been far enough 
from the mountain that Velsquee couldn’t stick his snout into things 
whenever he pleased. 


Within moments came the sounds of loud rustling through the marshy 
growth behind the raiders. Gritting his teeth, Eekrit rose carefully to his feet 
and sheathed his blade as a breathless skaven came dashing through a stand 
of dead cypress trees. The messenger came up short as he recognised Eekrit 
and crouched in a posture of subservience, his head cocked to the side and 
his throat bared to the warlord. 


Eekrit scowled at the hapless rat. “Eshreegar, hand this idiot a brass gong,” 
he growled. “Perhaps he could bang it for a while and sing us some songs. I 
think there might still be a few half-deaf flesh-eaters who don’t yet know 
where we’re at.” 


The messenger glanced nervously from Eekrit to the Master of Treacheries. 
“I... [don’t know any songs,” the clanrat protested weakly. 
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“T suppose we should thank the Horned One for small mercies,” Eekrit 
snapped. “Did Velsquee send you here for a reason other than to vex me?” 


The messenger wrung his paws. “Oh, yes-yes, great lord,” he replied. “I-I 
bear a message from him.” 


“Well?” the warlord demanded. “Must we torture it out of you?” 


“No!” the clanrat squeaked. “No-no, great lord! Grey Lord Velsquee, ah, 
suggests that you and your warriors return to the mountain at once! The 
enemy is about to attack!” 


Eekrit frowned. “About to attack? And how does he know this?” 
The clanrat’s whiskers twitched. “That-that he did not say.” 


Eekrit cursed under his breath. “No. Of course not,” he muttered. He waved 
a clawed paw at the messenger. “Tell the great Velsquee that we appreciate 
his advice and we’|l come straight away. Go.” 


The messenger bowed his head and departed in a cloud of terrified musk. 
The noise he made thrashing through the undergrowth made Eekrit wince. 


Eshreegar rose to his feet. “Shall I tell the rest of the warband>?” 


“We certainly can’t stay here anymore,” Eekrit snarled. “They probably 
heard that fool all the way back at the fortress.” 


The Master of Treacheries produced a bone whistle and blew three eerie, 
piercing notes—the signal for the raiders to abandon their positions and 
return to the tunnels. As the skaven made ready to depart, Eekrit glanced 
towards the dark bulk of the mountain and wondered what else Velsquee 
knew but wasn’t saying. 


All labour in mine shaft six had come to an abrupt end. The labourers had 
set aside their dusty picks and shovels and taken their place in the ranks of 
the spear companies massing along the length of the cavernous tunnel. A 
handful of barbarian warriors, hastily returning from a long patrol through 
the treacherous passages of the lower levels, eyed the silent assembly with a 
veteran’s sense of foreboding as they picked their way through the tightly 
packed columns and continued their long journey to the surface. 
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Moments later, a stir went through the spear companies at the centre of the 
mine shaft, and with a clatter of bone they shifted left and right as Nagash 
and the glowing figures of his wight bodyguard emerged from a nearby 
branch-tunnel. Behind the necromancer shuffled a score of broad- 
shouldered ratmen, their muscular bodies stained with gore and their filmy 
eyes glowing faintly green. They laboured under the weight of a massive 
bronze cauldron, appropriated from one of the necromancer’s fearful 
laboratories. The cauldron’s curved flanks were freshly incised with 
hundreds of angular runes and it was sealed with a heavy, ornate lid 
crowned with a cunning representation of four gaping human skulls. Faint 
wisps of vapour curled from the skulls’ open mouths and deep eye sockets. 


At Nagash’s unspoken command, the rat-corpses bore the cauldron into the 
cleared space between the companies and set it upon the stone with a 
dolorous clang, then withdrew to the mouth of the branch-tunnel. As they 
did, the necromancer produced a bag of crushed abn-i-khat from his belt 
and began to pour out a glowing circle of power around the great vessel. 
The sigil was a simple but potent one, designed to shape the workings of a 
spell and increase its potency a hundredfold. 


When all was in readiness, the necromancer stepped up to the great 
cauldron and pressed his ravaged palms against its surface. Then, in a low, 
hateful voice, he began his spell. For many long minutes, arcane words 
spilled from Nagash’s fraying lips, filling the mine shaft with ominous 
power. A deep, low hissing rose from the depths of the great cauldron and 
its sides began to shimmer with steadily mounting heat. Thin wisps of 
smoke rose from the necromancer’s desiccated hands, but Nagash did not 
relent. His chanting grew in speed and intensity, his glowing eyes focused 
intently on the boiling cauldron and its invisible contents. 


Slowly but steadily, the vapours emanating from the leering bronze skulls 
began to take on a luminous, sickly, greenish-yellow hue. The tendrils of 
mist thickened swiftly, flowing heavily across the cauldron’s lid and 
writhing like serpents across the tunnel floor. 


With eerie swiftness, the flow of vapour swelled to a torrent, pouring from 
the skulls in a rushing flood and boiling about the ankles of the waiting 
skeletons. Its touch pitted bone, tarnished bronze and bleached wooden 
spear-hafts and shields, but the undead took no notice. 


2748 XRN 


Nagash’s incantation swelled in volume, and the mist seemed to react to the 
vehemence in his sepulchral voice. Within moments the mists stretched the 
entire length of the mine shaft, rising as high as the knees of the skeletons 
and roiling against the tunnel walls. 


All at once, Nagash threw back his head and roared a stream of arcane 
syllables, and a charnel gust of wind swept down the branch-tunnels from 
the surface. It howled like a tormented spirit in the confines of the mine 
shaft and drove the heavy vapours ahead of it, down the branch-tunnels and 
into the lower levels, where the masses of the ratmen waited. 


By the time Eekrit and his small force had collapsed the raiding tunnels 
behind them and reached the under-fortress, the entire camp was in a state 
of pandemonium. Alarm gongs clashed and bone whistles screeched, 
calling the army’s reserves into action. Slave masters and their gangs were 
driving masses of panicked slaves into the upper access tunnels, lashing the 
backs of their wretched charges with whips or prodding them with wickedly 
pointed spears. The warlord even heard a cacophony of hisses and howling 
shrieks from Clan Skryre’s quarter, hinting that their infernal machines were 
being hastily readied for action. Knowing how jealous Vittrik was of his 
unpredictable creations, the sound raised the hackles on the back of the 
warlord’s neck. 


Eshreegar paused beside the warlord, his ears open and his nose twitching. 
“What’s this?” he mused aloud. 


“Nothing good,” Eekrit answered darkly. He considered the sounds of 
movement on the far side of the cavern; the main tunnels were likely 
crammed with skaven warriors rushing to battle. He had no intention of 
getting caught up in that chaos—especially with Vittrik’s war machines 
coming up behind him. “Get the warriors over to the eastern murder holes 
and wait for me there.” 


“What about you?” Eshreegar said. 
“T’m going to find out what in the Horned God’s name is going on.” 


The warlord broke away from the raiding party and dashed down the maze- 
like tunnels that subdivided the cavern. Minutes later he was standing 
outside his clan’s former quarters. He’d expected to find Velsquee’s 
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personal guard standing watch outside the entrance, but the fearsome- 
looking storm-walkers were nowhere to be seen. 


Tail lashing apprehensively, Eekrit pressed on, heading for the audience 
chamber. The cramped passageways were deserted, as was the hall itself. 
Eekrit stood at the threshold to the chamber and stared possessively at the 
throne at the far end for a moment. 


Eekrit caught a hint of movement at the corner of his eye. He turned swiftly, 
reaching for his sword out of reflex, and saw one of Velsquee’s slaves 
scuttling from a side-passage. The slave caught the sudden motion and let 
out a terrified squeak. Pungent musk filled the air. 


“T’m-I’m on an errand for Lord Velsquee!” the slave bleated, his beady eyes 
wide. “An important errand, yes-yes! Certainly not hiding. No, I’d never—” 


“T don’t care,” Eekrit snarled. He took a step towards the terrified slave. 
“Where is Velsquee now?” 


“Up-up, in the tunnels, with Lord Qweeqwol,” the wretch stammered. “The 
seer said that the skeletons were going to attack, and Velsquee went with 
the heechigar to catch the kreekar-gan.” The fiery-eyed burning man had 
become a baleful legend among the ranks of the army’s veterans. 


Eekrit lips drew back from his chisel-like teeth. Qweeqwol had never been 
half so useful before Velsquee arrived. “Go on,” he growled. 


The slave shuddered and his ears folded back against his head. “Velsquee 
laid-laid a trap for the kreekar-gan, but this time the skeletons have filled 
the tunnels with a killing smoke that slays-slays everyone it touches! Many- 
many are dead, and the rest are in flight! Already, the skeletons have taken 
mine shaft seven, and are drawing close to number eight!” 


The news stunned Eekrit. If Velsquee had laid a trap for the kreekar-gan, he 
would have had his best troops gathered for the ambush. In those tunnels, 
there would have been no escape from any kind of killing gas. The 
heechigar and the clan warriors of Velsquee’s supporters—including the 
insufferable Lord Hiirc—had likely been decimated. 


Like any sensible skaven, Eekrit’s first instinct was to grab everything 
valuable he could find and not stop running until he reached the Great City. 
Yet the warlord also sensed a tantalising opportunity to regain some of his 
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lost stature, if he could but find a way to check the enemy’s advance. 
Eekrit’s mind raced. He could use the murder holes to get in behind the 
skeletons, but what then? A few hundred warriors with hand weapons and a 
few torches wouldn’t do more than slow them down. He would have to do 
something drastic. 


An idea occurred to the warlord. His tail lashed as he formulated the 
outlines of a plan. It could work, he thought, his confidence growing. Of 
course, it could also get him killed. Even if he succeeded, Velsquee might 
have him poisoned just out of spite, but he would worry about that later. 


Eekrit shook himself from his scheming reverie. “You said the skeletons 
were moving on mine shaft eight,” he said, turning his attention back to the 
slave. “Is there any chance of holding the enemy there?” 


The warlord blinked in surprise. He was alone in the antechamber. The 
Slave had fled while he had been lost in his own thoughts. Under the 
circumstances, that seemed to be answer enough for Eekrit’s purposes. 


Eshreegar gripped the sputtering torch uneasily. “Are you certain this is 
wise?” 


“Wise? No,” Eekrit muttered. “But necessary. Of that, I’m certain.” 


The warlord and his raiders were packed into a steep, roughly circular 
passage that had been gnawed through the hard rock that lay deep within 
the great mountain. The tunnel was one of several that had been dug over 
the last decade and set aside in case an enemy attack succeeded in 
overrunning the defensive positions around the lower mine shafts. The 
passages were small enough to avoid detection by the enemy, or so Eekrit 
devoutly hoped, but were positioned to allow for lightning raids behind the 
enemy’s line of advance. The small skaven force had reached the uppermost 
limit of the tunnel they were in, right at the level of mine shaft seven. Only 
a foot of relatively soft rock separated them from the shaft itself. A small 
knot of skaven warriors stood ready, awaiting the order to create the breach. 


Orange light flickered hungrily in the cramped confines of the tunnel. One 
skaven in twenty carried a lit torch—not nearly enough to suit Eekrit, but 
all that they had left after the raid against the flesh-eaters. The rest of the 
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raiders were charged with ensuring that the torchbearers reached their 
targets. The rest was up to luck and the Horned God’s favour. 


From the look on Eshreegar’s face, the Master of Treacheries was far from 
convinced. “What about this killing smoke that the slave mentioned?” 


Eekrit tried to give Eshreegar a nonchalant flick of his whiskers. “If the 
skeletons have such a weapon, it would be down in the lower tunnels by 
now,” he said. “The enemy will be pressing its advantage to gain as much 
ground as it can.” 


The assassin shifted uncomfortably. “But smoke gets everywhere—” he 
protested. 


“Then hold your breath if you like,” Eekrit growled. With a curt nod, he 
ordered the digging party to go to work. 


Eekrit focussed on readying his weapon and clamping down hard on his 
own musk glands. The more he thought about the ways his plan could go 
awry, the more nervous he became. He was gambling heavily that the 
majority of the skeletons would have passed through mine shaft seven by 
now. If he was wrong, there would be no way for the small force to 
extricate itself—and he would have opened up a direct route for the enemy 
all the way to the under-fortress, many levels below. Not that he would live 
long enough to witness such a disaster. 


Within minutes, the sound of splintering stone rose above the scrabbling 
claws of the warriors. Eekrit tried to forget about everything that could go 
wrong and just focus on living through the next few minutes. 


The breach opened with a crash of falling rubble. Eekrit raised his sword. 
“Forwards! ” he cried. 


The skaven warriors who made the breach grabbed up their weapons and 
charged forwards, into the mine shaft. Eekrit and Eshreegar were hard upon 
their heels—and then, without warning, the three skaven at the front of the 
raiding party collapsed to the floor of the mine shaft. 


Eekrit’s blood turned to ice. He caught sight of a very faint, yellow-green 
tinge to the air. The killing smoke! 


The three skaven writhed on the stone floor, clawing at their throats. 
Hideous choking sounds rattled from their gaping mouths for a few 
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heartbeats and then their eyes rolled back and they went still. The skaven 
directly behind them turned and tried to flee back the way they’d come, 
crashing into Eekrit and Eshreegar. The scent of fear-musk was thick in the 
dank air—along with a very faint metallic tang, like burnt copper. 


Eekrit snarled at the warriors, giving the skaven in front of him a rough 
shove that sent him sprawling onto his backside. “Keep going!” he snapped. 
“Tf the smoke is going to kill us, it’s already too late! Go!” 


Without waiting for the warriors to respond, Eekrit rushed past them, 
charging up the gentle slope of the mine shaft. The faint taste of burnt metal 
seared his throat and made his eyes sting, but no more. What little smoke 
remained in the mine shaft was too dispersed to be much threat—although 
he reckoned the dead warriors behind him would disagree. 


After the glare of the torchlight, it took the warlord’s eyes a few seconds to 
adjust to the gloom. He heard the skeletons long before he could see them 
—a rolling, clattering tide of wood and bone filling the mine shaft before 
him. It sounded like thousands of the damned things and they were all 
coming his way. 


The warlord shook his head savagely, trying to blink away the last vestiges 
of the torch glare. The first thing he could make out were green pinpoints of 
light—a veritable sea of them—floating through the air in the tunnel ahead. 
As his eyes adjusted he made out the rounded tops of human skulls and the 
hard outlines of wooden shields. The undead warriors were bearing down 
on the skaven raiders in a relentless tide, but without any sense of 
formation. Their response was daunting in size, but largely uncoordinated. 
It wasn’t much, he reckoned, but it just might be enough. 


“Eshreegar!” the warlord cried. “The supports! Fire the supports!” 
“Now?” The Master of Treacheries gave Eekrit a wide-eyed look. “But—” 
“Do it!” Eekrit ordered. 


Eshreegar looked as though he might argue further, but one look at the 
oncoming horde seemed to persuade him. Barking orders at the raiders, he 
dashed over to the thick wooden support closest to him and placed his torch 
against it. The heavy column, soaked in pitch to prevent rot, erupted in 
hungry blue flames within seconds. 
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Other skaven torchbearers dashed across the mine shaft, lighting every 
support within reach. Eekrit felt waves of heat play across his 
shoulderblades. It was a start, but they had to reach a great many more of 
the wooden beams if they hoped to succeed. He raised his sword. “Fire as 
many supports as you can!” he called out. “Don’t waste time on the 
skeletons! Go!” 


With that, the warlord beckoned to Eshreegar and dashed forwards, hugging 
the right-hand wall of the shaft. Skeletons moved to intercept him; he 
screeched a fierce battle cry and lashed out at their legs with vicious sweeps 
of his sword. Bronze smashed against bone, and undead warriors toppled, 
their spears still jabbing for his chest and throat. Corroded bronze points 
stabbed into his armour, or were turned aside; he stumbled as another point 
gouged a furrow across his left thigh. Snarling, he threw his shoulder 
against the shield of the skeleton in front of him and knocked the undead 
warrior backwards against its companions. With a sweep of his sword he 
hacked off the warrior’s lower legs, then ducked his head and plunged still 
deeper into the shifting mass. 


More screeches and savage cries echoed across the mine shaft as the rest of 
the skaven raiders charged into the press of skeletons. They bent low and 
raced through the crowd at little better than knee-height, breaking leg bones 
and shattering joints with claw and blade. Others plied their torches as 
weapons, setting rotting cloth and shrivelled flesh alight. The skeletons 
hefted their spears and stabbed at the racing skaven, but the press of bodies 
left them with little room to bring their weapons to bear. Still, as swift as 
they were, the thicket of bronze points still drew blood among the raiders. 
Eekrit heard cries of agony as warriors were stabbed again and again by the 
enemy, yet still they pressed on. 


The warlord forced his way further up the mine shaft, past one wooden 
support after another. There wasn’t time to glance back and see if Eshreegar 
was still behind him; it was all he could do to keep pushing forwards, 
staying literally one step ahead of the skeletons and their spears. He tore 
wildly at the undead warriors, savouring the brittle crunch of bone. A spear 
dug into his hip, biting deep into the armour and driving him against the 
wall; he snarled at the sudden bloom of pain, seizing the spear haft with his 
free paw and smashing the skull of the skeleton that wielded it. Eekrit 
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pulled the weapon loose and drove himself forwards with another angry 
shout. 


More skeletons pressed against Eekrit; time blurred, the seconds stretching 
with the dreadful elasticity of combat. He blocked and parried, cut and 
thrust. He lost count of the number of skeletons that fell beneath his blade. 
All that mattered was staying alive from one moment to the next and 
putting one foot resolutely in front of the other. 


Dimly, Eekrit became aware of a constant, breathy roar that rose above the 
clatter and crash of battle. Fierce heat prickled at the back of his neck and 
head, but he paid it little heed. Then, suddenly, a hand tightened on the back 
of his cloak and tried to pull him backwards. With a snarl, the warlord spun, 
brandishing his sword, and saw that it was Eshreegar. The Master of 
Treacheries was bloody and soot-stained and his head was silhouetted by a 
halo of raging flames. 


“Enough!” Eshreegar shouted. “It’s enough! We’ve got to get out of here!” 


For a moment, Eekrit didn’t understand—then he saw the inferno stretching 
behind them. The pitch-soaked columns were fully ablaze and the fire had 
spread to the overhead beams as well. Sheets of hungry flame were 
shooting along the ceiling of the mine shaft, drawn towards the surface by 
thin draughts of air; as Eekrit watched, the fire raced overhead, reaching for 
the next set of supports in line. The intensity of the heat swelled in an 
instant, bearing down on him like a red-hot brand. 


The skeletons were withdrawing as well, retreating farther up the mine shaft 
away from the skaven. From where he stood, Eekrit could see a few score 
of his raiders staggering like drunkards among the heaped bodies. Many of 
them had drawn their cloaks over their snouts to protect them from the heat. 
The warlord nodded, gasping for breath, and fished out a bone whistle. He 
blew three shrill notes and his warriors raced boldly back into the flames. 


As he watched, several of the warriors’ cloaks left trails of smoke and flame 
in their wake. 


“It’s possible that I didn’t think this through very well,” the warlord said, 
shouting over the roar of the flames. 


Eshreegar gave the warlord a look of pure irritation—and then his eyes 
widened in terror. “Down-down!” he cried, jerking hard on Eekrit’s cloak. 
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Eekrit was pulled completely off his feet, just as the world exploded in a 
sizzling crack of thunder and a flash of blinding, green light. 


When his vision returned, Eekrit was on his back, staring up at the inferno 
roaring overhead. Spots of awful heat burned across his chest, like hot coals 
laid atop the surface of his armour. His nerves jangled painfully, like glass 
shattered under a hammer blow. With a groan, Eekrit levered himself onto 
his elbows, and saw that a half-dozen of his god-stone charms had been 
melted into smoking, black lumps. They had saved him—just barely—from 
the blast of sorcery that had struck him from farther up the mine shaft. 


Perhaps twenty yards up the smoke-filled tunnel, surrounded by skeletal 
spearmen and fearsome-looking wights, stood the infamous kreekar-gan. 
The figure was swathed in tattered grey robes and his face concealed within 
the depths of a voluminous hood. Twin points of green flame burned 
hatefully from its depths, their baleful glow fixed on Eekrit’s stunned form. 
The burning man’s mummified hands were stretched towards him, wreathed 
in a terrible aura of sorcerous power. 


Beside Eekrit, Eshreegar moaned, and tried to push himself upright. The 
warlord had caught the brunt of the blast, but the Master of Treacheries had 
suffered a glancing blow that had battered him senseless. Eekrit scrambled 
to his feet, his body given new life by the terrifying figure of the burning 
man. 


“The fire!” Eekrit yelled. “Back into the fire!” He grabbed hold of 
Eshreegar’s smouldering robes and began to drag him bodily down the 
mine shaft. 


A howl of pure rage chased after Eekrit as he fled into the dubious safety of 
the inferno. The heat was nigh unbearable; after only a few seconds it felt as 
though his limbs were aflame. Every breath was an agony of heat and 
choking smoke. All around him, wood burst with loud, blistering cracks, 
showering the tunnel with burning splinters. Fragments of dirt and broken 
stone were falling from the ceiling in a growing tide as the overhead 
supports began to give way. 


Eekrit’s head began to swim. Where was the breach? He couldn’t be certain 
how far he’d gone. Everywhere he turned, there was only fire. A curse 
came to the warlord’s lips, but he hadn’t the breath to voice it. There was a 
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groan above him, a sound so deep he felt it in his bones, and it grew with 
every passing second. The sound was important, the warlord thought dimly, 
but he couldn’t quite understand why. 


It was impossible to breathe. Eekrit heard a pounding in his ears, growing 
louder by the moment. Who in the Horned God’s name would be pounding 
drums in the middle of a roaring fire? 


Eekrit turned about, trying to focus on the sound. Invisible hands plucked at 
him, pulling him this way and that. And then came a thunderous, splintering 
craaaack overhead and the warlord felt himself falling backwards into 
roaring darkness. 
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SIX 
Initiation Rites 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 99th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1295 Imperial Reckoning) 


A dozen pale, blood-streaked hands held the golden goblet aloft. The high 
priestesses lay in a tight circle at the foot of the alabaster goddess, their 
golden faces upturned. Drops of red speckled their smooth cheeks and 
dappled the corners of their eyes like tears. Their chanting swelled, stoked 
to a near-ecstatic pitch by the curling clouds of lotus smoke that permeated 
the inner sanctum. As the rite neared its climax, Neferata, standing upon the 
dais, spread her arms wide and added her voice to the chorus. But it wasn’t 
the goddess she sang to; the sole object of her attention was the handsome 
young man who stood before the offered cup, head bowed and hands 
clasped across his chest. 


Her pulse raced as she watched Alcadizzar gather his focus and begin to 
chant. His rich, deep voice blended harmoniously with the rising and falling 
notes of the priestesses’ chorus, increasing its power and urgency. At the 
proper moment, the prince raised his head and spread his arms in a pose 
identical to Neferata’s. Alcadizzar’s dark eyes met hers, and the intensity of 
his stare sent a frisson of desire through her. 


The wide sleeves of the prince’s white robe had slid back to his elbows, 
revealing tanned, muscular forearms and the thick wrists of a practiced 
swordsman. Reflected moonlight glinted icily off the curved dagger in his 
right hand. Still staring deeply into Neferata’s eyes, he placed the point of 
the dagger against his left wrist and slowly drew it downwards. The razor- 
edged blade cut cleanly through the flesh, drawing a thin line halfway to the 
prince’s elbow. The blood came a heartbeat later, welling up from the cut 
and spilling in thick streams down Alcadizzar’s arm. 


“The glory of the goddess!” cried the priestesses, as the prince’s blood fell 
heavily into the goblet. “Behold the gift of Asaph!” 


A shiver went through Neferata as she watched the prince’s lifeblood 
mingle with the offerings of the high priestesses. Her chest heaved, drawing 
in breath and expelling it in short, ragged gasps. Behind her ancient mask, 
her mouth opened slightly, revealing the tips of her leonine fangs. 
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Alcadizzar bled into the goblet, adding to the offerings there until the cup 
was nearly brimming full. Then he took the goblet from the priestesses and 
they fell away to either side, opening a path for him to ascend the dais and 
offer the cup to Neferata. 


“For you, holy one,” he intoned. “An offer of love and life eternal.” 


Neferata bowed her head solemnly, though her heart was racing and her 
body ached with sudden thirst. With slow, ceremonial restraint, she reached 
out to the prince and took the warm cup from his hands. Sighing faintly, she 
brought the goblet close. With a practiced motion, she shifted her mask 
slightly and raised the cup to her lips. The taste of the blood sent waves of 
delicious heat pulsing through her body. Knowing that part of its power 
came from Alcadizzar himself only added to its savour. 


When she was finished, she raised the empty cup and gazed lovingly on 
Alcadizzar and the cultists. The prince closed his eyes and swayed slightly 
under the full weight of her stare. The priestesses cried out in exultation; 
several succumbed completely, collapsing onto the floor in a dead faint. 


Neferata beckoned, and a high priestess emerged from the shadows to the 
right of the dais with another cup held carefully in her hands. At the same 
time, a second high priestess emerged from the left, bearing an ornately 
carved wooden box. The final act of the initiation was at hand. 


The immortal took the cup from the high priestess, exchanging it for the 
empty goblet in her hand. It brimmed with a dark red elixir crafted from 
Neferata’s own vital fluid. She turned back to Alcadizzar and offered him 
the cup. 


“Drink, faithful servant,” she said, her words crackling with power. “Drink, 
and know the power of the goddess herself.” 


The prince opened his eyes. With solemn ceremony, he accepted the cup, 
and raised it reverently to the white face of Asaph. His gaze then fell to 
Neferata, and he brought the cup to his lips. In one long draught, he drained 
the goblet to the dregs. 


As near to her as Alcadizzar was, Neferata could feel the transformative 
effects of the elixir on his body. The prince’s heart raced and his muscles 
swelled with vigour. Heat radiated from him like metal drawn from the 
forge. Though he had partaken of the elixir almost a dozen times, first as an 
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initiate and later as a priest of the temple, he had never had so much at 
once. The effect on him was profound. His mouth fell open and his eyes 
widened in shock. A low, almost bestial groan rose from his throat. He 
shuddered, his muscles tightening until every tendon stood out like taut 
cords beneath his skin. 


Neferata could feel the torrent of emotions raging through the prince, 
tasting the fear, the wonder and the ecstasy as though they were her own. 
She felt it through the bond forged by the elixir, as though she and 
Alcadizzar now shared the same heart and mind. The intensity of the 
connection stunned her as well; for a moment she was as stricken as he was. 
It was an intimacy unlike anything she had known before. 


They stared at one another for what felt like an eternity. At last, Neferata 
took a long breath and said, “The blessings of the goddess fill you, 
Alcadizzar. Can you not feel the power of Asaph’s gift?” 


Alcadizzar replied in a subdued voice. “I do, holy one.” 


“You are one with the divine, now,” she said. “Do you accept what you 
have been given, with all your heart?” 


“T do.” 
“Then show us your devotion,” she said. “Prepare yourself.” 


The prince nodded solemnly. He handed the empty goblet back to the high 
priestess and then, moving as though in a dream, he unbelted his robe and 
let it fall to the floor. As he did, Neferata turned to the high priestess 
carrying the box and gestured for her to come forwards. She opened the 
cedar lid and reached inside. 


Clad now only in britches, Alcadizzar waited with his hands at his sides, 
breathing deep, calming breaths. Already, the wound on his arm had closed, 
thanks to the power of the elixir. Now he closed his eyes and prepared 
himself for the trial to come. 


Neferata gently lifted out the contents of the box. The asp was blacker than 
night and around three feet long. In ancient times, the queens of Lahmia 
held court with two live asps curled about their wrists as a sign of Asaph’s 
favour. The serpent obediently wound about her forearm and coiled a third 
of its length upon her open palm. Its unblinking eyes glittered like chips of 
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onyx and it tasted the air with a flickering, blue-black tongue as Neferata 
turned to face the prince once more. 


She extended her hand to him. “Prove to us your devotion,” she said. “Trust 
in Asaph’s blessing, and you will prevail.” 


Alcadizzar opened his eyes. His breathing slowed and his body grew still. 
She could sense the tightly harnessed energies of the elixir humming like 
plucked chords along his lean, muscular limbs. Slowly, gracefully, he raised 
his right hand, palm out, and extended it towards the coiled serpent. 


At once, Neferata felt the asp grow tense. The serpent’s head drew back 
slightly as the prince’s hand came closer. The asp was one of the swiftest 
and deadliest serpents in all Nehekhara; a single bite could kill a grown man 
in less than a minute. But Alcadizzar showed no fear. For the last twenty- 
five years he had devoted himself to the teachings of the temple, learning 
through meditation and intense physical training how to hamess the full 
power of both body and mind. The training was not unlike that which the 
great Ushabti received in ancient times; only instead of calling upon the 
blessings of the gods, Alcadizzar drew upon the power of Neferata’s elixir. 


Inch by inch, the prince’s hand drew closer to the serpent. The asp’s coils 
slithered across Neferata’s palm, gathering tightly together. Its tongue 
angrily lashed the air. And then, without warning, it struck. 


The asp’s head darted forwards, almost too fast for Neferata’s eye to follow. 
It closed the distance between her and the prince faster than the blink of an 
eye, mouth open and fangs distended. 


Alcadizzar’s hand snapped shut—and suddenly the asp spasmed, writhing 
impotently in his iron grip. As Neferata watched, the prince bent his head 
and kissed the serpent gently atop its head, and then carefully unwound the 
rest of its length from her arm. 


“Asaph be praised,” she said softly, feeling a flush of heat across her face 
and down her slender neck. Quickly she mastered herself as Alcadizzar 
placed the asp back in its box. “Bear witness, sisters!” she called to the 
other priestesses. “The goddess has shown her favour! Behold Alcadizzar, 
the temple’s first high priest!” 


With cries of joy, the high priestesses rose up and gathered around the 
prince. They touched him lightly and whispered their congratulations as a 
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new robe of purest samite was draped about his broad shoulders. He nodded 
his head and smiled a little sheepishly at the masked women, clearly 
uncomfortable being at the centre of such intimate female attention. 


Neferata dismissed the priestesses with an unspoken command; they 
scattered like a flock of birds, vanishing quietly into the shadows. She 
stepped forwards and held out her hand to Alcadizzar. 


“You are one of us now,” she said. “It is time you were welcomed into the 
inner sanctum.” 


The prince, his face flushed with triumph, gave Neferata a dazzling smile 
and placed his hand in hers. His eyes widened faintly in surprise. 


“Your skin,” he said. “It’s so cold. Are you well, holy one?” 
“T have never been better. Come.” 


Pulling gently on his hand, Neferata led him from the dais and into the 
shadows behind the statue of the goddess. Her hand found the small 
wooden door set into the wall and pushed it open. Orange lamplight spilled 
through the doorway from the corridor beyond. 


They walked in silence for a time, down the narrow, dusty passageways and 
through the richly appointed chambers of the inner sanctum. Alcadizzar 
studied each room with interest, drinking in every detail of his 
surroundings. 


“This part of the temple is much older than the rest,” he observed, brushing 
his fingertips along the curved flank of a marble pillar. 


Neferata nodded approvingly. “So it is. We are walking in what was once 
the Women’s Palace. Now these chambers are set aside for the comfort and 
edification of the temple’s higher orders.” 


“Hmpf,” the prince replied with a frown. “A far cry from the bare walls and 
the wooden cot of an initiate’s cell.” 


“An initiate’s purpose is to learn, not luxuriate,’ Neferata replied. “Now 
that you’re enlightened, you may reap the rewards of your hard work and 
dedication.” 


They passed through a long, columned gallery and found themselves at the 
edge of the former palace’s old garden. Once it had been a carefully 
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manicured refuge, with profusions of gorgeous, exotic plants, rambling 
gravel pathways and serene reflecting pools. Now, after centuries of benign 
neglect, it was a dense wilderness of dark fronds, glossy native vines and 
stands of Eastern bamboo. Frogs chirped to one another in the darkness, 
while late-summer cicadas droned from the depths of the bamboo groves. 


New pathways had been worn through the undergrowth over the decades, lit 
by the faint glow of the moon. Neferata led the prince down one such track, 
navigating more by memory than eyesight. After several minutes, they 
emerged at the centre of the garden. 


Here, the area had been kept mostly clear and remained much as it had been 
centuries before. A dense carpet of soft, springy grass surrounded a broad, 
deep pool, ringed by old, well-tended ornamental trees. Neru was bright and 
full overhead, transforming the surface of the pond to quicksilver. 


Neferata let go of Alcadizzar’s hand and walked towards the still water. The 
tips of the thick grasses brushed her feet through the gaps in her sandals. 
“This has always been one of my favourite places,” she said softly. So many 
memories, she thought, their edges blurring now with the passage of time. 
Neferata could not say for sure whether that was a blessing or a curse. “The 
temple at Khemri will need a place like this as well. Remember that, when 
you lay its foundations.” 


“That’s a long way away,” the prince said with a sigh. “It’s possible that the 
temple won’t even be completed in my lifetime.” 


Neferata laughed at the notion. “Don’t be foolish. Of course it will!” She 
turned back to him. “Look at how far you’ve come since joining the temple. 
In just a few more years, you’ ll be ready for the final initiation, and then the 
west will be yours.” 


Alcadizzar walked towards the moonlit pool, his face pensive. “But for how 
long?” he asked. “I’m fifty-five years old. There is so much to do. I hardly 
know where to begin.” 


Neferata joined him at the edge of the pool. “Look at you,” she said, 
pointing to his reflection. “Still as young and handsome as ever. That’s the 
power of the divine, Alcadizzar. In ancient times, our people lived a much 
longer span of years. A man wasn’t considered to be in his prime until he 
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was eighty. You’ll enjoy a life at least as long,” she said to him, “as a 
hierophant of the temple, perhaps even longer.” 


The prince looked at her wonderingly. “Is such a thing possible?” 


Neferata smiled behind her mask. “That depends upon you, my prince. Tell 
me, if you could rule Khemri for a hundred years, what would you do?” 


Alcadizzar smiled. “Rebuild the city, for a start. There are still entire 
districts inhabited by nothing more than rats.” He folded his arms. “After 
that, focus on the docks, and get the river trade with Zandri going again. If 
Lahmia would permit it, I’d build a trading post along the river, where it 
touches the Golden Plain to the north-west of here. That would bring goods 
to the west far quicker than the overland route through the mountains.” 


“And avoid all those troublesome tolls passing the goods through Quatar,” 
Neferata noted wryly. 


“There is that,” the prince answered slyly. “After that... I don’t know. There 
are so many things I’d like to do. Build a collegium, like the one at Lybaras, 
and a great library that would serve scholars and citizens alike.” His smile 
widened and his voice grew more animated as he continued. “I’d rebuild the 
army, of course, and fund expeditions to explore the lands beyond 
Nehekhara. And of course there’s the matter of stemming the growth of the 
Great Desert...” He spread his hands and gave a shrug. “You see? I don’t 
even think a century would be enough.” 


Neferata slipped her arm around the prince’s broad shoulders. “Two 
centuries, then,” she whispered. “Or five. There are... higher mysteries... 
that you have not yet plumbed, Alcadizzar. There is so much more I can 
teach you, if you are willing. Perhaps... perhaps you need not ever die at 
all.” She leaned close to him, intoxicated by his warmth. “Think of it. You 
would be greater than Settra himself!” 


“Or as terrible as Nagash.” 


The woman’s voice was melodious and yet forbidding, as cold and pure as 
the silvery tones of a bell. Alcadizzar and Neferata jolted apart like a pair of 
guilty young lovers, searching amid the surrounding trees for the source of 
the sound. 
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A lithe figure glided from the shadows on the far side of the glimmering 
pond. She was dressed in fine silken robes from the lands of the Far East 
and moved with an artful, almost mesmerising grace as she stepped into the 
moonlight. Her porcelain features were delicate and exotic, with high, 
rounded cheekbones and large, oval-shaped eyes. Jade pins glowed from 
her raven-black hair, bound tightly atop her head to reveal the slender curve 
of her throat. After spending so many years among the masked priestesses 
of the temple, the woman’s uncovered face both disturbed and fascinated 
Alcadizzar. 


“Death is what separates mankind from the gods, young prince,” the woman 
said. “And for good reason. Immortality brings us nothing but misery.” 


Neferata growled deep in her throat, like an angry lioness. “Naaima!” she 
spat. “What is the meaning of this?” 


Suddenly, the serene atmosphere of the clearing was charged with tension. 
Alcadizzar stiffened, surprised by the vehemence in Neferata’s voice, but 
Naaima’s expression was implacable. 


“There is news from Rasetra,” she said, glaring an accusation at Neferata. 
“The old king, Aten-heru, is dead. He has gone into the realms of the dead, 
never having seen the face of his eldest son.” 


Alcadizzar said nothing. A frown creased his brow, as though the young 
man was uncertain what he should feel. After a moment, he sighed. “Who 
will rule in Aten-heru’s place?” he asked. 


“Your younger brother, Asar,’ Naaima told him. “He sends you his 
greetings and his love, and begs you to quit Lahmia and come home for 
your father’s interment.” 


The prince’s frown deepened into a scowl. “Home?” he said. “No. I cannot. 
I am pledged to the temple—” 


“Cannot?” Naaima said. “You are to be the king of Khemri! There is 
nothing you cannot do! Leave this place, Alcadizzar. Now. Before it’s too 
late—” 


“Silence!” Neferata snarled, and this time Naaima flinched at the power in 
her voice. Eyes glittering like a serpent’s, Neferata turned to Alcadizzar. 
“Leave us,” she said curtly. “Return to the inner sanctum and offer up 
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prayers to the goddess for your father’s safe passage into the underworld. It 
is the proper thing for a son to do.” 


Alcadizzar hesitated for a moment, his gaze shifting from Neferata to 
Naaima as he tried to read the invisible currents of anger between them. 
When no further explanation was forthcoming he gave a reluctant nod. 
“Yes, holy one,” he said at last. 


The prince withdrew quietly from the clearing, casting long glances over 
his shoulder at the rigid, angry figures of the two women. 


Silence descended on the clearing. Neferata said nothing for a long while, 
until Alcadizzar’s stealthy footfalls had faded from the garden entirely. 
Naaima waited for what was to come, her expression calm but her dark eyes 
glinting defiantly. 


“T’m trying to recall the last time I saw you,” Neferata said at last. “How 
long has it been? Forty-five years? Fifty? You’ve avoided me for half a 
century, and now here you are.” She began walking slowly towards 
Naaima, as if the former courtesan were a wild animal that was easily 
spooked. “After everything I’ve done for you, this is how you repay me?” 


“Yes,” Naaima shot back. “How else? Long ago, you saved my life. Can’t 
you see that I’m trying to do the same?” 


“You know how important he is!” Neferata snarled. “Alcadizzar represents 
the future! Together we’ll lead Nehekhara into a golden age—an eternal 
age of peace and prosperity!” 


“No. You won’t.” Naaima shook her head sadly. “Alcadizzar will never be 
your consort, Neferata, no matter what you think. Once he realises what you 
truly are, he will become your sworn enemy.” Tears glimmered at the 
corners of her eyes. “He will have no choice. Can’t you see that? All he 
knows is duty and sacrifice. That’s the way you made him.” Naaima wiped 
at her cheeks. “Then you will have to kill Alcadizzar, or let him go. Either 
way, Lahmia will burn.” 


Neferata reached up and tore off her golden mask. Her fangs glinted coldly 
in the moonlight. “What do you know of Alcadizzar, you Eastern slut?” she 
said. “It was my blood that saved him as a babe, when his own mother could 
not, and it’s my blood that courses through his body even now! His first 
duty is to me, and no other!” 
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More tears stained the former courtesan’s face. This time she did not bother 
to wipe them away. “I’m sorry,” Naaima said. “I know it must be hard for 
you, after everything you’ve lost. But Alcadizzar will not make you a queen 
again. He cannot. Nor will he ever love you.” 


“Get out of my sight,” Neferata said. Her voice had grown as hard and cold 
as stone. “Now. Or so help me, I’ ll rip out your traitorous little heart.” 


Naaima closed her eyes in resignation. “As you wish,” she said, with as 
much dignity as she could muster. She withdrew slowly, stepping back into 
the all-concealing shadows. Her voice rose like a ghost from the darkness. 


“Always, I have loved you,” she said. “And I will do so until the end. 
Remember that, when all the others have betrayed you.” 


“T said go!” Neferata cried. She rushed forwards, claws raised. Night birds 
leapt from the branches of the trees, their forlorn cries echoing from the 
distant garden walls. 
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SEVEN 
Unwelcome Conclusions 


Nagashizzar, in the 99th year of Ualatp the Patient 
(-1290 Imperial Reckoning) 


“Hsst!” The scout-assassin raised a clawed paw and lashed his tail sharply. 
One ear was pressed against the rough, weeping stone of the tunnel, and his 
eyes were shut in concentration as he listened to the faint sounds vibrating 
through the rock. 


A chorus of shrill, serpentine hisses echoed up and down the narrow 
passage, and the dust-covered sappers at the far end froze in place. Bits of 
broken stone spilled from their clenched fingers, the noise magnified a 
thousandfold in the tense air. Down the length of the tunnel, the rest of the 
skaven silently readied their weapons. They were close now; the sappers 
had been digging underneath the foundations of the tower for more than an 
hour and the last of the supports were nearly exposed. This was the point 
where things most often went wrong. 


The scout-assassin held himself absolutely still as he waited for the sound 
to repeat itself. It might have been nothing more than wagon wheels 
rumbling across a paved roadway, just a few dozen feet above them—or it 
might have been a sudden fall of stone from a counter-sapping tunnel 
heading their way. A breach could fill the tunnel with roiling clouds of 
poison gas and spear-wielding skeletons—or worse, packs of howling, 
frenzied flesh-eaters. The campaign against the creatures’ foetid nests had 
driven the flesh-eaters to new depths of savagery against the invaders— 
especially the distinctive, black-robed scouts. Better a swift death than to be 
captured by the monsters and dragged back to their hilltop lairs. 


Long moments passed. Pink noses twitched nervously in the gloom. Clouds 
of fine, grey dust drifted through the air, stirred by the faint exhalations of 
the sappers and their guardians. One of the skaven stirred, ever so slightly, 
drawing savage looks from his companions. 


By degrees, the scout-assassin relaxed. His paw lowered and the skaven let 
out a collective hiss of relief. Moments later, the soft sound of claws on 
stone resumed at the far end of the passageway. 
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Eekrit straightened as the sappers continued their work. “That’s the fifth 
one in the last ten minutes,” he muttered. The warlord grimaced as he tried 
to work a cramp from between his scarred shoulderblades. 


Lord Eshreegar coughed faintly—the closest sound to laughter he could 
manage. “Better than the alternative,” the Master of Treacheries answered. 
Five years after the inferno in mine shaft seven, his voice was still little 
better than a whispering rasp. “The last time we had a breach, the flesh- 
eaters nearly made off with you.” 


The warlord snorted in derision. “They never laid a hand on me. Not that 
you noticed, of course.” Eekrit’s sword paw clenched at the memory of the 
vicious, close-quarters fight. It had been a nearer thing than he cared to 
admit. He attempted a dismissive shrug, wincing as the scar tissue across 
his shoulders drew tight. “I’m more like to die of a heart rupture from all 
these false alarms.” He bared his long teeth at the sharp-eared sentry, 
several dozen paces down the tunnel. “I’m starting to think Velsquee’s put 
him up to it.” 


Eshreegar gave the warlord a sidelong glance. He had to turn his head to do 
it; the left side of his face was a patchwork of bald, pinkish scar tissue, and 
a golden skull gleamed in the ravaged pit where his eye used to be. “We’ve 
been pulling down the burning man’s towers for the last eight months,” the 
Master of Treacheries replied. “We’re outnumbered a thousand to one, and 
his warriors are getting better at catching us with every passing night. You 
think the Grey Lord needs to go to all the trouble of bribing an assassin to 
kill you?” 


Eekrit glowered at Eshreegar. “He might,” the warlord muttered darkly. 
“Tt’s been five years since we brought down mine shaft seven, and we’re 
still alive. He could be getting impatient.” 


There was no doubt in anyone’s mind that Lord Velsquee certainly wanted 
Eekrit dead. By all reports, the Grey Lord had been near apoplectic when 
he’d learned of the mine shaft’s collapse and the attendant destruction that 
had followed. The levels around shaft number seven had grown so 
honeycombed with side-passages and murder holes that the collapse 
touched off a wave of secondary cave-ins for more than a week afterwards. 
The aftershocks reverberated as far down as the under-fortress itself, and 
only the desperate efforts of the army’s engineers prevented the loss of mine 
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shaft eight as well. How the raiding party managed to escape the destruction 
and reach the safety of the lower levels, only the Horned God himself knew. 


Had Eshreegar and a couple of his scouts not pulled Eekrit from the 
collapsing mine shaft, he would not have survived at all. As it was, both he 
and the Master of Treacheries nearly succumbed to their burns during the 
long weeks that followed. Eekrit’s clan spent large sums on his behalf, 
summoning chirurgeons from as far away as the Great City to tend his 
injuries. Eshreegar’s wounds were even more severe; the scout-assassins 
closed ranks around their leader and kept him in seclusion for more than a 
month until they were certain that he would survive. All the while, Velsquee 
seethed, wanting nothing more than to drag them before a summary trial 
and lay the entire blame for the disaster at their feet. 


The Grey Lord was eager to divert attention onto Eekrit and the destruction 
of mine shaft seven and away from the disaster of his would-be ambush of 
the kreekar-gan. The enemy’s poison cloud had decimated the army’s best 
troops, including Velsquee’s own storm-walkers, and sent the rest in a 
panicked retreat that the Grey Lord himself had been hard-pressed to stop. 
Mine shaft eight had fallen to the burning man’s warriors and _ hasty 
defences around mine shaft nine, comprised of shattered warrior packs and 
terrified slave mobs, likely wouldn’t have held for long, even with Velsquee 
and Qweeqwol personally in command. Though stories of Velsquee’s heroic 
stand were now an established part of the lore surrounding the desperate 
fight, the truth was that the army had been pushed to the brink of defeat, 
and the lines had stabilised only after the collapse of the mine shaft had 
thrown the enemy advance into disarray. 


Velsquee had gambled mightily and lost. The near-destruction of the 
heechigar and the severe losses suffered by many of the army’s more 
powerful clans placed the Grey Lord in a precarious position, and it wasn’t 
long before he was forced to abandon the notion of a show trial and focus 
on the intrigues of the army’s many factions. The balance of power among 
the skaven lords shifted many times during the weeks that followed. It was 
only after concluding a hasty alliance with Clan Morbus—and a particularly 
brutal campaign of assassinations—that the Grey Lord was able to secure 
his position and restore order. 
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What mystified Eekrit for a long time afterwards was why Velsquee never 
made the obvious move of stripping him of command. The Grey Lord 
scarcely needed any real justification to do it, and no doubt Lord Hiirc 
thought that the alliance with his clan entitled him to the position. Eekrit 
could only surmise that he was being kept around to hold Clan Morbus in 
check. So long as he remained warlord, Morbus would have to contend with 
Clan Rikek first and foremost if they meant to claim the mountain for their 
own—but even now, five years after the army’s near-defeat, neither clan 
had the strength to hold a clear advantage over the other. 


As soon as Eekrit was fit enough to fight, Velsquee “advised” that he 
resume his dangerous raids against the enemy—only this time, instead of 
striking relatively defenceless villages or flesh-eater nests, the warlord and 
his raiders were aimed straight at the enemy’s heart. They struck at the 
towers and storehouses of the fortress itself, undermining their foundations 
or kindling fires in their bowels. From a purely military standpoint, the 
raids were a bold, aggressive strategy, meant to keep the foe on the back 
foot while the skaven army rebuilt its strength. They were also extremely 
dangerous. One in three of the sappers’ tunnels were discovered by enemy 
search parties and losses among the skaven were heavy, but Eekrit couldn’t 
deny that the tactic had proven successful. It also served to keep him far 
away from the corridors of power in the under-fortress, where his presence 
would lead to a number of awkward questions that Velsquee and Qweeqwol 
could ill afford. 


At the far end of the tunnel, the master sapper paused and made a series of 
paw- and tail-signals. The message was relayed down the line, and within 
moments a handful of scout-assassins were creeping forwards with oil 
bladders to douse the sappers’ temporary supports. Eekrit watched them 
pass and fought down a shudder at the sharp smell of the lamp oil. 


“Any word from the under-fortress>?” Eekrit asked in a low voice. 


The Master of Treacheries folded his arms. His head shifted this way and 
that, making sure none of the sappers were within earshot. “More 
reinforcements have arrived,” he answered in a low voice. “Velsquee sent 
them straight to the upper levels. Mercenaries from the lesser clans plus 
another pack of monstrosities from Clan Moulder, and several large packs 
of slaves.” 
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“All bought and paid for by Lord Hiirc, no doubt,” Eekrit muttered. The 
alliance between Velsquee and Hiirc had opened Morbus’ coffers and the 
clan had spent huge sums to replenish the army’s decimated ranks. Most of 
the replacement troops were sell-swords from the lesser clans, lured to the 
killing grounds by the promise of coin and a share of the plunder from the 
mountain’s vast store of god-stone. Others, like the bizarre beast-masters of 
Clan Moulder, or the fanatics of Clan Pestilens, joined the expeditionary 
force in hopes of enhancing their status amid the ever-shifting currents of 
skaven politics. They were a far cry from the fierce, well-armed packs of 
clanrats that had marched with the army at the beginning of the war. Most 
were dead within a few months, hurled against the enemy’s defensive lines 
in one bloody assault after another, while Eekrit’s raiders continued to gnaw 
away at the foe’s sources of supply. 


So far, Velsquee’s two-pronged strategy seemed to be working. The enemy 
remained on the defensive, unable to replenish its losses, while the skaven 
managed to scrape together enough warm bodies to sustain a slow but 
relentless offensive. Much of mine shaft seven had been cleared over the 
past few years, and the skaven had pushed beyond it into levels that they 
hadn’t reached since the beginning of the war. No one had seen the kreekar- 
gan at all since Velsquee’s abortive ambush, and there hadn’t been a major 
enemy attack for years. Victory now seemed inevitable, and the skaven 
lords were already manoeuvring to take full advantage of the aftermath. 
Between the mercenary companies and the slave troops, nearly half of the 
army had been bought with Morbus gold, and Velsquee couldn’t kill them 
fast enough to blunt Lord Hiirc’s growing influence. Eshreegar thought it 
was only a matter of time before the raiders were pulled from the front lines 
and his assassins put to work by the scheming clan lords. 


“What of Velsquee’s troops?” the warlord inquired. 


The Master of Treacheries gave Eekrit a meaningful look. “Another pack of 
heechigar arrived late last week,” he replied. “They’re still laired up with 
Lord Vittrik’s engineers on the far side of the main cavern.” 


Eekrit’s eyes narrowed as he tallied the numbers. Velsquee had been quietly 
rebuilding his cadre of elite troops since the disaster, bringing them in a 
pack at a time and quartering them in the one place where they would be 
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certain to avoid prying eyes—among the unpredictable and deadly engines 
of Clan Skryre. 


“That brings Velsquee nearly back to full strength,” the warlord mused. 
“And they’re still working closely with the warlocks?” 


“Nearly every day,” Eshreegar confirmed. “There’s no telling what tricks 
they’ve got up their sleeves now. You can bet that the kreekar-gan won’t be 
able to slaughter them like he did last time.” 


“Do you think the other clan lords suspect how many warriors Velsquee’s 
got?” 


Eshreegar shook his head. “Unlikely. The Grey Lord’s been careful, and the 
others are too focussed on positioning themselves for the end game.” His 
tail flicked thoughtfully. “TI still don’t understand why Velsquee’s hiding his 
true strength. A show of force by the storm-walkers would secure his 
position and make the other lords think twice about siding with Hiirc.” 


“That’s true enough in the short term,” Eekrit agreed, “but then it would 
only be a matter of time before Hiirc and the other clan lords began 
pressuring Velsquee to send them into action, and that’s the last thing the 
Grey Lord wants. The heechigar are being saved for one task and one task 
only.” 


“The destruction of the kreekar-gan.” 


Eekrit nodded. “Velsquee overplayed his hand last time. He had good 
reason to believe that the burning man was about to fall into his paws, and 
nearly lost everything as a result. This time, he’s being much more careful.” 
The warlord’s lip curled in irritation. “I just wish I knew where he was 
getting his information from. Or who.” 


The Master of Treacheries sighed irritably. “He does have a grey seer at his 
beck and call, does he not?” 


Eekrit’s tail lashed angrily across the tunnel floor, loudly enough to draw 
apprehensive glances from the scouts. “It’s not Qweeqwol,” he replied. 
“Velsquee would have killed him for failing to predict the poison cloud. No, 
the Grey Lord is getting his information from someone else.” 


“Well, it’s none of my rats,” Eshreegar declared. 
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“Of that I have little doubt,” Eekrit replied, his whiskers twitching 
sarcastically. 


“Then who...” Eshreegar began. His good eye narrowed thoughtfully. “Tt 
would have to be a traitor. Someone within the enemy’s own ranks.” 


The warlord nodded. “And privy to the enemy’s senior councils. Someone 
who has likely been close to the kreekar-gan all along.” 


“But how?” 


“T don’t know for sure,” Eekrit admitted, “but I’?d bet Qweeqwol knows. 
He’s been feeding Velsquee information since the beginning. How else does 
one explain the timing of the Grey Lord’s arrival?” 


The idea made Eshreegar’s ears lie flat. “But, that means—” 


“That means Velsquee and Qweeqwol knew about the burning man from 
the very beginning,” Eekrit said. 


“Then why not tell us?” said the Master of Treacheries. “They want the 
god-stone just as much as the rest of us.” 


The warlord sighed impatiently. “Of course they do,” he snapped. “They 
want all of it. You think it was an accident that Velsquee was the primary 
architect of the expeditionary force?” 


Eshreegar frowned. “I thought the grey seers were behind the alliance?” 


The warlord raised a clawed finger. “Yes, but Velsquee was their chief 
advocate among the Grey Lords. They came to him first, because he had the 
most influence on the Council. No doubt they agreed to split the riches of 
the mountain between them, once the rest of the clans had been bled white 
against the kreekar-gan’s horde.” The warlord shook his head ruefully. “In 
fact, it wouldn’t surprise me if the grey seers were behind the scouts who 
‘discovered’ the mountain in the first place, acting on information supplied 
by the traitor.” 


Eshreegar folded his arms and considered what he’d been told. “A brilliant 
scheme,” he admitted. “Cunning and ruthless beyond belief.” 


“Indeed,” Eekrit snarled irritably. “I couldn’t have done better myself.” 
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There was the sound of movement from the far end of the tunnel. The 
scouts were withdrawing back the way they’d come, followed closely by 
the sappers. They filed past Eekrit and Eshreegar quickly and quietly, eager 
to return to the relative safety of the lower levels. 


The master sapper and his chief assistant were the last in line. “It’s-it’s 
ready,” the grizzled veteran hissed. At a nod from Eekrit, the sappers knelt 
and began fishing a pair of torches from their shoulder bags. Within seconds 
they were striking fat, orange sparks from their flints. Eshreegar and Eekrit 
watched the hungry flickers of light with expressions of sick unease. 


“So now you know Velsquee’s plan,” Eshreegar said faintly. “What do you 
propose to do about it?” 


One of the torches sputtered to life in a flare of crackling flame. Eekrit all 
but flinched at the sight. His teeth clenched in disgust at the smell of fear- 
musk in the close confines of the tunnel. The scars along his paws and 
shoulders itched and ached. He could still remember the searing pain 
gnawing at his limbs; still feel the smoke clawing at his eyes and throat. 
The memories were as vivid now as they’d been five years ago. 


Abruptly, the master sapper straightened, raising his blazing torch over his 
head. The flame made a fearful whoosh and flared angrily as it passed 
through the air only a few feet from Eekrit’s face. Eshreegar made a 
choking sound and flinched a bit himself, haunted by his own memories of 
the inferno. 


Angrily, the warlord reached out and snatched the torch from the master 
sapper’s grip. The scar tissue on the back of his paw tightened painfully, but 
Eekrit forced himself to hold the brand steady. 


“There is-is nothing to be done,” he said in a grim voice. The warlord stared 
hatefully into the hissing flame. “Velsquee believes us powerless. With the 
support of Lord Hiirc, the Grey Lord no doubt thinks he has-has the upper 
hand.” 


The master sapper and his assistant looked on worriedly as Eekrit left them, 
heading up the tunnel towards the oil-soaked supports. At a dozen paces 
from the tower’s foundations he stopped, holding the fire before him like a 
naked blade. 
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“For now, we-we wait,” he said, staring into the fire. “Sooner or later, 
Velsquee will have his reckoning with the kreekar-gan.” He drew back his 
arm, and with a snarl he hurled the torch through the air. The brand spun 
end-over-end and struck the closest support. With a baleful whoosh the 
wooden support was engulfed in a pillar of seething flame. Eekrit forced 
himself to stand still as the bloom of heat washed over him. He closed his 
eyes and counted slowly to five, then let out a slow breath and turned to 
face Eshreegar and his warriors. 


“Let the burning man come. We shall see who survives the flames.” 


The war-witch’s song was all but lost amid the deafening cacophony of the 
fight. Across the mine shaft, four companies of northmen stood shoulder-to- 
shoulder, roaring oaths and hacking away with their blades in the face of a 
howling tide of wide-eyed rat-creatures. The enemy were un-armoured and 
carried little more than crude daggers or heavy rocks, but they attacked the 
towering barbarians with fearless abandon. Their eyes shone a pale green 
and phosphorescent foam flecked their gaping mouths. Whatever they’d 
been fed, it had driven them into a berserker fury that disdained all but the 
most terrible injuries. Even in death, the monsters seized the arms and legs 
of the northmen and tried to pull them to the tunnel floor. The barbarians 
had learned that to fall was to die; if they lost their feet they would be 
seized by a dozen pairs of hands and dragged into the mob. Those that did 
SO were never seen again. 


Standing at the opposite side of the mine shaft, Nagash could see that the 
barbarian formations were already dangerously close to breaking. For more 
than six hours the enemy had launched one wave after another against his 
defensive lines. Once they’d found the points guarded by his living troops, 
they had focussed their efforts on them and increased the pressure. 
Skeletons had no need for food or rest, but flesh and blood did, and now the 
lack was beginning to tell. 


It galled Nagash that he had to depend upon the barbarians at all. When the 
war began, the northmen comprised little more than a third of his vast 
forces. Now, decades later, nearly half of the army was flesh and blood. He 
was forced to position his companies with great care these days, and to 
stand ready to lend his own power when the situation became desperate. 


2776 XRN 


A figure in battered scale armour staggered away from the raging fight and 
hurried across the tunnel towards Nagash. It was Thestus, his heavy sword 
notched and red-stained and every inch of his exposed skin covered in cuts 
and scratches. His pale face was worn and deeply lined; it had been more 
than a month since he’d last been given a draught of the necromancer’s 
elixir and the hunger was taking its toll. 


Thestus pushed his way through ranks of yellowed skeletons massed in 
reserve behind the main battle-line and came to a lurching halt before the 
baleful stares of the necromancer’s wight guard. “The line won’t hold!” he 
said, shouting tonelessly over the din. “Bragadh has fallen and the warriors 
are at their breaking point! If you would strike, master, strike now!” 


For a long moment, Nagash did not stir. Tattered grey robes hung across the 
bony planes of his shoulderblades. The deep hood, stained by old soot and 
frayed along the hem, hung listlessly around his skull. His arms hung 
loosely across his waist, hands hidden within the depths of his long sleeves. 
An aura of power still crackled invisibly about his withered frame, but to 
Thestus the necromancer somehow seemed less substantial than the wights 
surrounding him. 


There was a strange ripple of motion beneath the layers of rotting cloth; 
first the right shoulder, then the upper arm, then down through the elbow 
and the bones of the hand. Nagash’s arm rose, sweeping in an arc to 
encompass the low-slung figures that crouched beside him. The air grew 
dense with sorcerous energies, plucking at the decaying raiment of the 
necromancer’s bodyguards. 


There was a dry, rustling sound in the shadows by Nagash’s side, like the 
sound of old bones being stirred in a fortune-teller’s bowl. Sharp points 
scraped against stone and a rising chorus of ominous, clicking sounds 
swelled at the necromancer’s command. Clusters of small, oval green orbs 
glimmered balefully out of the darkness. 


A single word slithered like a serpent across Thestus’ mind, resonant with 
the tones of Nagash’s sepulchral voice. 


Go. 


With a manic scuttling of bony limbs, a dozen fearsome-looking shapes 
burst into murderous life, like a pack of hounds unleashed by their master. 
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They raced from the shadows with unsettling speed; gleaming figures of 
polished bone and thin plates of bronze, each as big around as a northman’s 
shield. They raced across the tunnel floor on six segmented legs, their 
small, armoured heads swivelling left and right in search of prey. Their 
mandibles, each as long as a desert warrior’s khopesh, trembled at the 
prospect of rending living flesh. 


Had he been a denizen of distant Nehekhara, Thestus would have 
recognised them at once: they were monstrous replicas of tomb beetles, 
cunningly shaped from bits of broken bone and curved metal and animated 
with hideous unlife by the power of the burning stone. But while real tomb 
beetles were scavengers, feasting on the rotting flesh of the dead, these 
constructs had been built for war. 


Directed by the necromancer’s hateful will, the constructs’ carapaces 
opened on cunning hinges, revealing thin, wing-like armatures made of 
metal and tanned human hide. They cracked like sailcloth as rope-like 
musculature shook them out and caused them to beat in a growing, bone- 
chilling hum. The constructs raced forwards, gathering speed, then, with a 
kick of their powerful hind legs, they leapt into the air and plunged like 
catapult stones into the midst of the enemy warriors. They landed in a 
welter of blood and broken bones, knocking the frenzied rat-creatures to the 
ground and slicing them apart with swift, scissor-like blows from their 
mandibles. Within moments, all was confusion behind the enemy lines, as 
the berserk rat-creatures turned on the scarab constructs instead of the 
thinly-stretched line of northmen. 


The carnage was incredible. The scarabs severed legs and arms with terrible 
ease, and their razor-edged carapaces sliced through flesh and muscle as 
though it were old parchment. The constructs had no brain to speak of— 
only a series of commands carved into the inside of their skulls and 
animated by the necromancer’s will. A small piece of abn-i-khat was 
lodged deep inside the thorax of each of the beetles, providing them with 
enough murderous energy to function for the length of a short fight. Nagash 
had envisioned them as shock troops, meant to carve their way through the 
enemy’s defensive lines and open the way for his advancing companies. 
With enough time and resources, he could have built hundreds of the war 
machines; as it was now, he could manage barely a score, and those were 
being hurled into battle in a last-ditch attempt to stem the enemy advance. 


2778 XRN 


He had come close to victory, five years past—bitterly, tantalisingly close. 
The poison vapour had slaughtered the enemy in the tens of thousands and 
sowed terror and confusion in their ranks. His undead warriors had pursued 
the fleeing ratmen into the very roots of the mountain, seizing rich mine 
shafts that he had not possessed in decades. Sensing that the enemy lay 
upon the brink of defeat, he pressed them closely with his skeletons, and it 
had proved to be his undoing. When the rat-creatures launched a desperate 
counter-thrust into mine shaft seven, Nagash had precious few reserves on 
hand to stop them. The collapse of the mine shaft had taken him entirely by 
surprise; it was by luck alone that he had escaped being ground to powder 
beneath tons of collapsing stone. 


Cut off from reinforcements, his advancing troops were eventually stopped 
at mine shaft eight and destroyed over the course of several days by 
repeated enemy counter-attacks. The loss in resources had been staggering, 
so much so that when the enemy struck back the following week, the 
ratmen quickly regained mine shafts five and six, leaving Nagash in even 
worse shape than before. 


Furious, he had lashed out at the enemy with a campaign of sorcerous 
attacks over the next few years, searching for the perfect weapon that would 
finally drive them from the mountain, but the damned rat-creatures adapted 
swiftly to every new tactic he employed, from poison vapours to blood- 
boiling plagues. The ratmen suffered terribly, and occasionally one of the 
upper mine shafts would temporarily fall to his warriors, but every time his 
forces lacked the strength to consolidate his gains, and in short order they 
were lost once again. And all the while, his supply of the precious abn-i- 
khat was dwindling away. Where once he’d thought himself secure for 
millennia thanks to the riches of the great mountain, now he was forced to 
hoard each and every particle of the glowing rock, spending it only when he 
must. 


Nagash had grown so attuned to the ebb and flow of the sorcerous power in 
his bones that he could feel it trickling away while he directed the actions of 
the tomb beetles. Such exacting focus was necessary, because more than 
ever his existence depended on ingesting the stone. After so many centuries, 
his leathery flesh was all but gone, consumed by the rigours of time and the 
strain of countless sorcerous rituals. His bones, permeated by layers of 
stone dust, were held together now by pure sorcery and the necromancer’s 
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implacable will. At first, the amount of power required was negligible, but 
it had grown fractionally with each passing year. 


Nagash directed the movement of his right arm once more, reaching into the 
depths of his left-hand sleeve. He found what he sought by virtue of the 
power it exuded against the bones of his fingers. Grasping the pieces of 
abn-i-khat, he drew them free and raised them to his hooded face. The 
faded sleeve fell away to reveal the bones of hand and forearm, blackened 
with age and centuries of arcane ritual. A faint green aura flickered about 
the outlines of his bones and glowed sullenly in the narrow joints. 


There were two pieces of stone resting in his skeletal palm, shaped into thin 
discs like Nehekharan coins so that they lay flat against the bones. Angrily, 
Nagash closed his fingers about the stones and mentally intoned a swift 
incantation. There was a hissing sound as the abn-i-khat dissolved, its 
power leaching into his bones. 


Faint impurities curled from the gaps between his finger bones in thin wisps 
of smoke. Sorcerous energy flowed through him like molten metal, but its 
potency dissipated all too quickly. It flowed through him and was drawn 
away almost at once by the demands of his army, like water poured onto the 
desert sands. 


Across the tunnel, Nagash saw Diarid force his way out of the press of 
barbarians. Though sorely wounded himself, the champion dragged the 
limp form of his master, Bragadh, behind him. From the necromancer’s left, 
Akatha’s war-song faltered as the witch caught sight of the wounded 
chieftain. Without asking for Nagash’s leave, she pushed through the circle 
of the necromancer’s bodyguard and rushed to Bragadh’s side. For a 
moment, Nagash thought to force her to return to her place, but his 
resources were stretched too thin as it was to risk a battle of wills with the 
barbarian witch. 


Nagash’s hooded head shifted fractionally, focussing on Thestus. Without 
lungs to draw air, or flesh to shape words, he used still more of his precious 
energy to impose his will on the barbarian. Rally the northmen, he 
commanded. Restore the line. 


Thestus recoiled at the lash of the necromancer’s will. “But... what of the 
reserves?” he stammered. “We must commit the spear companies, master! 
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The men are exhausted; they cannot continue much longer—” 
Obey, Thestus! 


The barbarian cried out at the fury in Nagash’s unspoken command. Black 
ichor welled up at the corners of his eyes and mouth. He staggered 
backwards, pressing a hand to his face, then turned away and stumbled 
towards the still-struggling barbarians. 


Beyond the battle-line, the enemy’s foothold in mine shaft four was 
shrinking fast. The maddened ratmen proved their own worst enemy against 
the armoured scarabs, hurling themselves into the path of their snapping 
mandibles or slicing themselves to pieces against the scarabs’ carapaces. 
The gore-streaked constructs scuttled nimbly over heaps of ravaged 
corpses, driving ever deeper into the enemy ranks. 


Nagash poured his rage into his sorcerous engines, doubling, then tripling 
their speed and strength. Still more wild-eyed ratmen poured from the 
branch-tunnels and hurled themselves fearlessly into the path of the scarabs, 
only to be cut down in tum by the buzzing, snapping war engines. The 
enemy assault had been stopped in its tracks, and for the first time in years, 
was being driven back upon itself. 


The necromancer relished the sight of the slaughter. He drove the scarabs 
onwards, pushing for the branch-tunnels, eager to drive the knife deeper 
into the enemy’s line. There was no way to tell what lay behind the hordes 
of drugged ratmen; could there be a flaw in the enemy line that he could 
exploit? If he could push even as far as mine shaft five and hold it for a day 
or so, he might be able to seize enough raw stone to turn the counter-attack 
into a general offensive. After five years of punishing retreats, the urge to 
strike back was almost unbearable. 


Thestus’ dreadful voice rose above the tumult, shouting orders to the 
exhausted northmen. The companies ordered their ranks and slowly pushed 
forwards over the heaped bodies of the ratmen. The constructs had nearly 
reached the mouths of the branch-tunnels; they had been designed with the 
cramped confines of the passageways in mind and would be at an even 
greater advantage over the enemy. 


Nagash considered the waiting ranks of skeletons before him. He had five 
hundred spearmen immediately at hand, plus his fearsome wights. They 
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could pass through the barbarian lines and push into the tunnels behind the 
scarabs. If they cut deeply enough, quickly enough, they might be able to 
cut off a large part of the enemy’s troops... 


Just then, the necromancer caught sight of movement out of the corner of 
his eye. A bloodied barbarian warrior had come running out of one of the 
branch-tunnels and was gasping out a report to Akatha and Diarid. The 
witch rose from beside Bragadh’s unconscious form and reluctantly 
returned to Nagash’s side. Her expression was grim. 


“There is news from the interior,” she said, referring to the end of the 
defensive line anchored at the deepest part of the mine shaft. “The ratmen 
have tunnelled around our warriors and emerged behind them. Our forces 
there have been thrown into confusion.” 


Nagash rounded on the witch, his skeleton warping unnaturally with the 
sudden movement before reasserting itself. Rally them, he seethed. The line 
must hold! 


Akatha groaned at the savage pressure inside her skull, but the witch did not 
falter. “Bragadh himself might have been able to turn the tide, but now...” 
she shrugged. “His wounds are deep. He requires a fresh infusion of your 
elixir before he can fight again.” 


There is none to give! Nagash raged. Thestus will go in Bragadh’s place. 
The companies will follow him, or I will slay them myself! 


Akatha did not reply. Her cold stare was answer enough. Of all his servants, 
she understood best how precarious their situation had become. 


Nagash turned back to the fight at the far side of the tunnel. The advantage 
he’d seen there had been an illusion; the bloody assault had been but a 
diversion to distract him from the enemy’s flanking attack. He had been 
outmanoeuvred again. 


A stream of deadly curses stained the aether. Once again, his position had 
become untenable. He could continue to fight, and possibly even repulse the 
new attack, but the cost in troops would be great. Caught between two axes 
of attack, it was even possible that the barbarians would collapse under the 
strain, and he might find himself cut off from the surface. 
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The enemy war leader was cautious and cunning, Nagash had to admit. His 
slow and steady advance was crushing the necromancer’s troops, like the 
suffocating coils of a river python. The more he fought, the weaker he 
inevitably became. The only viable tactic left to him was to avoid battle as 
much as possible, but even that played into the enemy’s hands. 


Somehow, the enemy understood that the burning stone was the key to 
victory. Every day brought his forces closer to defeat, as the store of abn-i- 
khat dwindled. Before much longer, he would need to hoard the last 
remaining bits of stone not to fight, but to stave off his own extinction. 


Trembling with fury, Nagash brought the bone scarabs to a halt at the edge 
of the branch-tunnels. He had to conserve his strength, to wait for his 
enemy to make a mistake. Then he would strike and he would not stop until 
he held the enemy war leader’s beating heart in his hands. 


Until then, he had no choice but to retreat. 
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EIGHT 
Meditations on Life and Death 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 99th year of Ualatp the Patient 
(-1290 Imperial Reckoning) 


Lightning split the sky over Lahmia, burning white-hot against a backdrop 
of roiling black cloud. For a fraction of an instant the garden clearing was 
thrown into stark relief; each stunted, thrashing branch, each bent blade of 
grass, each frantic ripple across the wide, dark pond—then darkness rushed 
in and thunder beat at the back of Alcadizzar’s head and shoulders. Rain 
lashed at his naked body, coursing down his forehead and into his eyes. 
After the heat of the day, the cold water wracked him with painful spasms 
in his arms and legs. It was all he could do to remain upright, focussing on 
the fading heat in his veins and drawing what little strength he could from 
it. 


This is the day I die. 


The thought echoed over and over in his mind. For seven days and seven 
nights he had been left alone in the garden to purify his mind and body and 
prepare for the ordeal to come. The high priestesses had stripped him of his 
robes and left him with neither food nor water; if he were worthy, the gifts 
of the goddess would be enough to sustain him. 


This is the day I die. 


Surprisingly, he’d felt no hunger. No thirst. After the first few nights, he’d 
felt no fatigue, either. The sun burned his skin by day, until he welcomed 
the thunderstorms that blew in from the sea at evening; then darkness would 
fall and the night air would chill him to the bone. The passage of time had 
become disjointed as he’d withdrawn deeper and deeper into his own mind. 
Meditate, the high priestesses had told him. When one had been cleansed of 
all worldly cares, only the goddess remained. That was the path to 
salvation. 


And so he’d looked inwards, seeking the goddess. For the first time, he 
tried to put aside his dreams and ambitions, to stifle his hunger for a life 
outside the walls of palace or temple, but he found that he could not. The 
fact was that he didn’t want to. He didn’t want the gifts of the goddess. He 
wanted Khemri. He wanted to stride the world as a king and a conqueror, 
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not spend his days pondering the mysteries of some esoteric cult. During 
the long years of study he’d tried to convince himself otherwise, that he 
could balance the duties of a hierophant with the drives of a monarch, but 
after the fourth day in the garden he could no longer deny the truth. 
Alcadizzar was no priest, and never would be. 


The realisation had been a painful one. He could not tur aside now, not 
after pledging himself to the temple. He refused to forswear himself, even 
to save his own life. All that remained now was to endure as long as he 
could, and then go to the lands of the dead with his honour still intact. 


This is the day I die, he thought calmly. Lightning flashed and the rain 
poured down, and he waited for the moment to come. 


After a time, the storm’s fury abated. Night drew on, with a bright, full 
moon rising above the sea to the east. The frogs began to sing from the 
depths of the garden and the cicadas murmured in the trees. Bats whirled 
high overhead, their darting shapes silhouetted against the starlight. 


He was not aware of the high priestesses until they had emerged from the 
trees surrounding the clearing. Their golden masks shone like lamps 
beneath the moon, and their samite robes seemed to float about their bodies 
as they walked bare-footed across the damp grass. Alcadizzar smiled at the 
sight of them after so many days with nothing but his thoughts for 
company. Silently they glided up to the prince, forming a wide circle 
around him. Their eyes were flat and pitiless. 


The prince straightened his back and turned his head up to the sky. He 
breathed deeply, tasting the night air. Salt and stone, green grass and murky 
water; these were the smells he would take with him into the afterlife. 


Between one breath and the next, he felt her enter the clearing. He could 
feel her presence like a weight upon his soul. The pressure increased with 
every step she took, causing his pulse to quicken and a chill to race down 
his spine. He couldn’t say how long she had affected him so; the connection 
he felt had grown slowly over the years, bound ever more tightly together 
with each ritual sharing of the goddess’ cup. Until recently, he’d thought the 
bond was a measure of his devotion to the cult; now he wasn’t sure what to 
believe. 
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The high priestesses seemed to share Alcadizzar’s connection; they bowed 
their heads in unison as she approached the circle and two of the masked 
women stood aside to allow her to pass inside. 


She glided silently across the grass to stand before Alcadizzar. From his 
perspective, she seemed to tower above him, like one of the lost gods. She 
wore a fitted golden breastplate engraved with twining asps, over a robe of 
white samite bordered at the hem and sleeves with bands of gold thread. A 
necklace of fiery rubies encircled her pale throat, glinting like fresh drops of 
blood. Her gold mask seemed to glow against the backdrop of her lustrous 
black hair. A broad-rimmed goblet was clasped reverently against her chest. 
Two high priestesses followed in her wake; one bore a second goblet in her 
hands, while the other held a heavy leather scourge. 


For a moment she said nothing. He could feel her gaze against his skin like 
a caress. Gooseflesh ran along his arms and down the back of his neck. 
Alcadizzar gritted his teeth and tried to suppress a shudder. 


Finally, she spoke. “Prince Alcadizzar of Rasetra, you have spent seven 
days and seven nights in solitary vigil, purifying your mind and body of 
worldly desires. We have gathered here to elevate you to the temple’s 
highest rank, but first you must demonstrate your devotion and piety in a 
trial of suffering. Do you understand?” 


Alcadizzar nodded gravely. “I do, holy one,” he replied, his voice 
roughened by disuse. 


“You will be tested unto destruction, oh prince,” she said. Her voice was 
cold, but her dark eyes smouldered with suppressed emotion. “It is the only 
way. If your heart and mind are pure, the blood of the goddess will sustain 
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you. 


“I know,” he said. Alcadizzar summoned his resolve, determined to accept 
his fate with dignity. “Let it be done.” 


“Then rise, oh prince, and drink from the cup of the goddess.” 


Alcadizzar took a deep breath and forced his cramped limbs to work. 
Slowly, carefully, he rose to his feet. Fiery pain blossomed from his 
shoulders all the way to his toes, but he forced the sensations into the back 
of his mind. Solemnly, he took the proffered cup and raised it to his lips. 
The metal rim was warm and the dark liquid soft. Asaph’s Kiss, he’d heard 
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it called by some of the priestesses. He drank, and this time the ritual 
offering was far more potent than he’d tasted before. Its heat spread through 
his body in an instant, taking away his pain and filling him with strength. 
His mind reeled, borne on a sudden wave of euphoria that seemed to 
emanate, not from the cup, but from her. She took the cup from his hands 
and he knew that she was smiling behind the curve of her mask. 


“Do not be afraid,” she said softly—or perhaps she had merely thought it. 
He could not say for certain anymore. 


She withdrew from him then, and he felt it like an ache in his heart. It took 
all of Alcadizzar’s concentration not to try and follow her. Instead, he 
focussed on the high priestess who stepped up to take her place. Without a 
word, she offered him the second cup. 


“Drink,” the priestess said in a husky voice. 


He took the cup without fear and drained it in a single draught. The wine 
was sweet and spiced with a multitude of herbs, but not enough to hide the 
bitter taste of the poison within. 


When he handed back the goblet, he met the masked priestess’ eyes and 
was surprised to find that they were brimming with tears. Without thinking, 
he tried to give her a reassuring smile. She bowed her head and returned to 
her mistress’ side. As she did so, the rest of the circle began a low, almost 
mournful chant. 


The die was cast. Alcadizzar was surprised at how calm he felt. It might 
have been the effects of the elixir, but the prince wanted to think otherwise. 
Once more, he turned his face to the sky. 


Forgive me father, he thought, and offered himself up for judgement. 


The pain came on quickly. It began as a terrible burning in his guts that 
grew more intense with every passing moment, as though he were 
swallowing one hot coal after another. He clenched his jaw and kept silent 
for what felt like an eternity, thinking that eventually the agony would 
subside, but no such relief came. His body began to tremble uncontrollably 
and a strangled scream forced its way past his lips. 
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Moments later he was lying on the wet grass, his naked form curled into a 
foetal ball as the poison worked its way through his body. The muscles of 
his torso first began to ache, then, like the tightening of ropes, they began to 
contract and stiffen. The suffering spread through his limbs, then up his 
neck and along the muscles of his face. His screams became agonised 
gasps, whistling through clenched teeth as an invisible fist closed about his 
chest. Every beat of his heart was like a red-hot dagger driving into his ribs. 
Darkness began to crowd the edges of his vision, until he was certain that 
he was going to pass out, but somehow the promise of oblivion never came. 


Hours passed. Slowly, gradually, the agony began to ebb away. It receded 
like the tide, shrinking from his head and limbs and drawing back into his 
chest. Little by little his aching muscles sagged; when his head bent far 
enough for his temple to touch the cool grass, the sensation was so shocking 
it caused him to cry anew. 


Slowly, painfully, he began to draw ever-deeper breaths, despite the red-hot 
bands that still wrapped around his chest. Each gulp of air tasted sweet and 
cool, and though it made his throat ache, he found himself gasping for 
more. He scarcely noticed when two of the priestesses came forwards and 
knelt beside him. Still chanting, they each gripped one of his wrists and 
with surprising strength they lifted him until he was able to get his knees 
underneath him and sit back shakily upon his heels. Then the women drew 
apart, stretching his arms to their full length between them. Alcadizzar felt 
their small hands tighten upon his wrists and wondered hazily why—then 
came the first, fiery lash of the scourge. 


The scourge’s seven leather tails—each one a six-foot length of braided 
leather that was studded with dozens of tooth-like shards of glass—raked 
across his shoulders like the claws of a lion. The pain was so sudden and so 
intense that it left him speechless; his whole body spasmed under the blow 
and the priestesses who held him were nearly hauled off their feet. 
Alcadizzar scarcely had time to draw a single breath before the next blow 
struck. Hot blood spattered the backs of his outstretched arms and began to 
flow in rivulets down the small of his back. 


The priestess who wielded the scourge was an expert. By the seventh 
stroke, the skin of his back was in tatters from the nape of his neck to the 
top of his waist. And still the blows kept coming, tearing implacably into 
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flesh and muscle. The agony was beyond anything Alcadizzar had ever 
known. After the tenth stroke he thought he could stand no more and that 
surely he would pass out from the pain, but his mind and body stubbornly 
refused to succumb. He felt each and every blow as vividly as the first. 


In the public squares and aboard the slave galleys of Lahmia, twenty lashes 
with a scourge was regarded as severe punishment. Forty lashes was a death 
sentence. After a hundred lashes, the priestesses finally lowered 
Alcadizzar’s twitching body to the grass. 


He could not say how long he lay there, his blood soaking into the sward. 
Alcadizzar’s entire body felt as though it were on fire. His face was pressed 
to the grass; eyes open and mouth slack, breathing in shallow, ragged gasps. 
He could see the silhouette of a number of the priestesses, but could not 
hear their chanting for the roaring in his ears. Not long now, he thought. 
Soon the stars would go out and blackness fall like a shroud, and then he 
would cross over into the realm of the dead. 


But then Alcadizzar heard her voice. “Rise up, oh prince,” she said. It was 
as though she were whispering softly into his ear. He could almost feel her 
breath on his skin. 


“There is but one final test, Alcadizzar. Rise up.” 


Alcadizzar coughed weakly. It was the nearest to a laugh he could manage. 
And yet, there was something in her voice that compelled him to try. He 
tried to focus on his limbs, using the tricks of concentration he’d learned in 
his years at the temple. After a moment, the searing pain began to ebb. His 
hands and feet twitched, and then, unbelievably, they obeyed his 
commands. Slowly, weakly, he pulled his arms in close, and then, with a 
shuddering breath, he pushed himself up onto his knees. The ground 
beneath him was dark with blood. 
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“That’s it!” he heard her say. “Rise up, beloved! Rise, and come to me 


Another breath and he was rearing shakily to his feet. Alcadizzar’s head 
swam and he staggered backwards a step before catching himself. The pain 
flared again, clawing across his shoulders and down his back in lines of fire. 
His head swam, and for a dizzying second he thought he might fall to the 
ground, never to rise again. 


“Here,” she said. Her words were like honey. “Here I am. Come to me.” 
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Alcadizzar blinked dazedly, struggling to focus on her voice. She was just 
in front of him, radiant in gold and white, her left hand outstretched to 
welcome him. Her dark eyes gleamed with passion from the depths of her 
polished mask. 


He drew a deep breath and pushed back against the tide of pain. His right 
foot twitched and then shuffled forwards a half-step. Another breath, and 
his left foot moved as well. A collective, indrawn breath went up from the 
assembled priestesses. 


His strength began to ebb almost at once. Alcadizzar felt his knees start to 
tremble. Staying upright demanded more and more of his concentration, 
allowing jagged spikes of pain to shoot up his spine with every step. Yet he 
kept moving forwards, his eyes fixed on her pale, slender hand. 


Alcadizzar’s hand trembled as he reached for her. Her palm was cool and 
hard, like marble. The prince’s eyes widened in awe as she gently pulled 
him close, as though to embrace him. 


The sudden pain in his chest was sharp and cold, and for a moment it left 
him baffled. The chanting stopped. Then he looked down and saw the silver 
hilt of the dagger jutting from his breast. The blade had slipped effortlessly 
between his ribs, transfixing his heart. 


Alcadizzar frowned in bemusement. She let go of his hand, reaching up 
instead to grip his ragged shoulder. He looked up at her, trying to speak, but 
his lungs would not draw breath. A terrible ache spread through his chest, 
dulling his nerves and stealing away his strength. His legs buckled. She 
lowered him back to the grass, one hand still gripping the hilt of the dagger. 


Her perfect, golden face floated above him, serene and _ inscrutable. 
Sensation faded swiftly. The last thing Alcadizzar clearly felt was a sharp 
pang of regret. His gaze drifted to the firmament of stars glittering overhead 
as he waited for the end to come. 


Yet darkness did not come rushing in. One moment stretched into another, 
without discernible end. His thoughts drifted, as though in a dream, his 
sense of regret transforming into a leaden feeling of pure, mindless horror. 
He had died, but was not dead. He was not dead! 


And then, faintly, he heard her sigh, and watched as she slowly withdrew 
the dagger from his heart. Inch by inch, the bloodstained bronze emerged 
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from his chest, until the point came free in a single, sharp tug. 


All at once, Alcadizzar felt his heart clench. A spasm of agony wracked his 
chest. His back arched and his lungs filled with air. The prince returned to 
life with a wordless cry of pain. 


Alcadizzar collapsed back against the grass, chest heaving as he gasped for 
air like a drowning man. The pain in his chest spread like a fire through the 
rest of his body and he was powerless to stop it. 


Robed figures crowded in around him, their ecstatic cries drowning out his 
own gasps of pain. Alcadizzar glanced from one identical mask to another, 
trying to make some sense of what was happening. The pain made it nearly 
impossible to think. 


Finally, his eyes met hers. She stared down at him, her entire body radiating 
a terrible, almost primal joy. 


“You see?” she said to the priestesses. Her voice was husky, like the growl 
of a hungry beast. “He was pierced by the knife, and yet he did not die! He 
is worthy, sisters! Alcadizzar has been chosen!” 


And then, at last, the darkness rose up to claim him. 


He awoke to gentle, perfumed breezes and the cool weight of silken sheets 
against his skin. After so many years sleeping on a simple priest’s cot, the 
sensation was both familiar, and yet eerily strange at the same time. 


Alcadizzar slowly opened his eyes. He lay upon a vast feather bed, larger 
and more sumptuous than anything he’d known in the royal palace. The 
hour was very late; he could tell by the hushed sounds of the city that it was 
close to dawn. 


The prince drew a long, deep breath. His chest ached from front to back, all 
the way down to his bones. It reminded him of the time, many years back, 
when he’d been kicked in the ribs by a horse during one of his first riding 
lessons. Moving as though he was in a dream, he rose weakly on his right 
elbow and peered down at his chest. The room was plunged in shadow, but 
he could see enough to tell that he’d been bathed and wrapped in a robe of 
yellow silk. 
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Hesitantly, Alcadizzar pulled back the left side of his robe. The knife 
wound was visible as a neat, dark line of scar tissue incised into the flat 
plane of pectoral muscle just above his heart. 


“Tt is sweet, is it not?” 


Her voice rose from the shadows at the far end of the room, where gauzy 
curtains stirred languidly in the faint sea breeze. Alcadizzar blinked in 
surprise. As his eyes adjusted to the dimness, he could just make out the 
graceful curve of shoulder and hip as she leaned against the frame of one of 
the tall, open windows. 


“Death is more than just an endless night,” she went on. “It’s cold and 
empty, in a way no living man can understand.” Silk rustled as she turned 
slightly, the perfect shape of her profile silhouetted against the pale, night 
sky. “The air tastes like wine now, doesn’t it? The feel of silk is like a 
lover’s caress.” 


She continued to turn, stepping away from the window’s edge and 
regarding Alcadizzar’s recumbent form. The faint glow of false dawn 
limned her in silver. Her dark hair was still bound up in tight curls, but she 
had divested herself of her jewels and ritual finery in favour of a simple, 
diaphanous cotton robe. Her eyes were pools of darkness, her cheek smooth 
and cold. The face of the goddess was inscrutable and alluring, pale as the 
death mask of a queen. 


He watched as she took another step towards him. The breeze shifted the 
curtains behind her, letting in more of the outside light, and Alcadizzar’s 
breath caught in his throat. Gooseflesh prickled his skin. The goddess’ face 
was pale as alabaster and her perfect lips were quirked in a faint, enigmatic 
smile. The prince’s mind reeled. Her unearthly features were not wrought 
from polished gold, but soft flesh and delicate bone. 


“Blessed Asaph,” he whispered. “The—the mask...” 


Her smile widened. “You have endured the Trial of Rebirth, oh prince,” she 
said, misreading the look of shock in Alcadizzar’s eyes. “We are one and 
the same now, so there is no further need for artifice.” 


Before the prince could reply, she raised her arm and beckoned to the 
shadows at Alcadizzar’s left. A robed figure shuffled painfully out of the 
darkness, clutching a golden goblet to his chest. 
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“Your body has already healed the worst of your injuries,” she said, “but the 
ordeal consumed much of your strength. Drink this, and then we will 
discuss your future.” 


The servant approached the bedside. His shoulders were hunched 
awkwardly, as though beneath an invisible weight. Though the man’s head 
was downcast, Alcadizzar recognised the faded tattoos that wound 
sinuously about his shaven skull. “Ubaid?” he said wonderingly. 


Ubaid’s head rose at the sound of his name. The old servant’s expression 
was haggard, his lips slack and faintly trembling, but for all that, he hadn’t 
aged a bit since he’d left the prince outside the temple some thirty years 
before. A tiny flicker of awareness shone in the depths of Ubaid’s watery 
eyes as he offered his cup to the prince. It was all that Alcadizzar could do 
not to recoil from the pathetic figure. 


“J—| don’t understand,” he stammered. 


“He is my gift to you,” she replied. “Ubaid will accompany you to Khemri 
and help you in the construction of the temple.” Her perfect face clouded 
with a momentary frown, causing Ubaid’s bony shoulders to tremble. “Be 
assured, despite his wretched appearance, he is a man of many talents, and 
will serve you in a multitude of ways.” 


It was all too much. The sense of unreality threatened to overwhelm 
Alcadizzar. He raised a trembling hand to his forehead. “How... how can 
this be?” 


“The power of the blood,” she explained, her tone growing slightly more 
insistent. Suddenly, she was standing at Ubaid’s side, crossing the 
bedchamber in the space of a heartbeat. Her pale fingers gripped the rim of 
the heavy cup and plucked it from the servant’s palsied hands. 


“Drink,” she commanded. “And all will be made clear.” 


His hand moved without conscious thought, driven by years of obedience to 
the rites of the temple. But his eyes fell to the dark liquid shifting turgidly in 
the depths of the cup, and for the first time, the sight of it repelled him. 
Alcadizzar lurched from the bed, bare feet scuffing across the rug-covered 
floor as he staggered towards the open windows and the fresh sea air. 
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“You don’t understand,” Alcadizzar told her. He paused just before the 
window and drew in a deep breath. “I should have failed the trial. I 
meditated in the garden, and realised that I could not dedicate myself to the 
temple. By rights, I should have perished—and yet, here I stand!” 


She did not answer at first. When she finally answered, her voice had turned 
hard and cold. 


“You have a great destiny before you, Prince Alcadizzar,” she told him. 
“Your sacred bloodline and the teachings of the temple spared you—” 


Alcadizzar whirled. “Then what of him?” He levelled a finger at Ubaid’s 
pitiful form. “Does he share in the sacred blood of kings?” 


She recoiled slightly at the accusing tone of Alcadizzar’s voice. “Don’t 
blaspheme!” she snapped, her eyes glinting angrily. 


“How then does this poor man still live?” the prince demanded. “Look how 
he suffers! He was an old man when I was but a boy; by rights he should 
have gone on to join his ancestors years ago. Yet he has aged barely a day 
since I first saw him. What manner of sorcery is this?” 


“Enough!” 


The bedchamber suddenly grew cold. Alcadizzar felt his body go rigid, as 
though an invisible hand had reached into his body and taken hold of his 
spine. The shadows deepened and within the darkness her pale skin shone 
like a brand. He felt his eyes drawn irresistibly to hers. Alcadizzar felt as 
though he were being dragged to the edge of a precipice; he gritted his teeth 
and fought with every ounce of his will, but slowly, inexorably, the prince 
was overcome. 


Her voice caressed his aching skin. “Drink,” she said. The word sank into 
his flesh and made his bones ache with need. 


One foot lurched forwards, then the other. It felt as though he were falling, 
drawn unerringly to the waiting cup. And yet, a small part of his mind 
rebelled against its pull. Terror lent his thoughts an icy clarity Alcadizzar 
had never known before. 


“What are you?” he groaned. 


Her smile was terrible. It sank into his heart like a knife. 
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“T am Neferata,” she said. “And I have always ruled here.” 


Alcadizzar tasted metal against his lips. He could smell the bitter tang of the 
liquid inside the golden cup. 


“You are mine, Alcadizzar,” Neferata said. “Together we shall rule 
Nehekhara until the end of time.” 


The prince gasped. Warm fluid poured into his mouth. He choked, spilling 
some of the elixir down his chin, but the rest found its way down his throat. 
His body responded at once, veins singing and muscles swelling with 
vigour. Once, the sensation had exhilarated him; now he felt nothing but 
terror. 


Worse, Alcadizzar could feel her grip on him growing stronger by the 
moment. Her implacable will closed about his brain like a fist, slowly 
crushing all thoughts of resistance. 


And then, abruptly, the crushing pressure was gone. There was a muffled 
ringing sound as the goblet bounced across the layered rugs and a howl of 
bestial rage rent the darkness. Alcadizzar staggered backwards, torn from 
Neferata’s hypnotic grip. The shadows receded once more and he saw what 
had saved him at once. 


It was Ubaid. The old servant had thrown himself at Neferata, catching her 
unawares and knocking her to the floor. He clawed at her face like an 
animal, his nails raking deep into her eyes. Dark ichor flowed down her 
pale cheeks and stained the old servant’s fingers. 


Alcadizzar cried out in horror and rushed forwards, intending to save Ubaid 
from the creature. But the servant rooted him to the spot with a stern glare. 
In that instant, a small measure of the old man’s spirit seemed to return. 


“Go!” Ubaid pleaded. “In the name of all the gods! Run!” 


Before the prince could reply, a slender hand shot upwards and seized the 
old man’s throat. Ubaid’s eyes bulged; cartilage popped wetly and blood 
burst from his lips. Then, with a monstrous howl, Neferata reared up, jaws 
agape, and sank her fangs into the back of his neck. With a single, 
convulsive wrench, she tore the old man’s head from his shoulders in a 
fountain of crimson gore. 
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Ichor streaming from her wounded eyes, Neferata turned to Alcadizzar. A 
bubbling growl rose from her throat. In another moment, he would be lost. 


Without thinking, the prince whirled and leapt for the open window. 
Neferata charged blindly after him, her nails rending the expensive rugs. 


He tore through the thin curtains and lighted on the stone windowsill. A 
long way down spread the sloping flank of the great temple, then the walled 
expanse of the palace grounds. Beyond that lay the great hill, crowded with 
the villas of noblemen and wealthy merchants; then the sprawling coastal 
districts of the city itself. The great sea shone like a polished silver coin in 
the first, feeble rays of dawn. 


Already, a plan was forming in the prince’s mind. Once he escaped the city, 
he would have to make his way to Rasetra. He had to spread the truth about 
the temple and the evil that lurked in its heart. He had to warn the great 
cities about Neferata. 


Cold fingers clutched at his robe. With a prayer to the gods upon his lips, 
Alcadizzar leapt into the morning air. 
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NINE 
Acts of Last Resort 


Nagashizzar, in the 99th year of Usirian the Dreadful 
(-1285 Imperial Reckoning) 


Sound carried a very long way in the bare, stone halls of the kreekar-gan. 
The scout-assassins darted into the deep shadows at the first, faint sounds of 
movement in the corridor ahead. Ears wide, nostrils twitching the veteran 
raiders gauged the nature of the threat. Paw-signs were passed along the 
line: skeletons, small group, coming this way. 


Eekrit shrank back against the cover of a rough-hewn stone column. 
Eshreegar was close by, flattened against the far wall of the wide hallway. 
Next to Eekrit, one of the scout-assassins shifted silently into a fighting 
stance. A pair of needle-pointed daggers slid from the black sheaths at the 
skaven’s belt. The warlord caught the movement out of the corner of his eye 
and gave the raider a baleful glare. 


“Put those damned things away,” Eekrit hissed. “You want to get us all 
killed>” 


The scout-assassin was a young skaven named Shireep, one of a handful of 
new replacements from the Great City. His tail lashed in irritation at the 
tone of Eekrit’s voice. 


“We’re here to kill the enemy,” Shireep replied, his eyes narrowing 
disdainfully. “Lord Hiirc’s orders were clear on that, were they not?” 


Eekrit fought the urge to reach for his own blade. The newcomers were 
properly respectful to their master, Eshreegar, but they regarded the warlord 
with thinly veiled contempt. 


Another of Hiirc’s pawns, Eekrit reckoned. They were turning up with 
irritating regularity now that the end of the war was finally in sight. This 
one clearly had more ambition than guile, which either meant that Lord 
Hiirc was having a hard time finding useful allies, or else his position was 
strong enough now that he didn’t care what Eekrit thought. The warlord 
feared that it was probably the latter. 


“Up here, you take orders from me,” Eekrit snarled. He rose to his full 
height, moving close enough that the two skaven stood almost nose-to-nose. 
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“The kreekar-gan knows everything his skeletons know. Kill one of them— 
just one—and you’|l bring the rest of the fortress down on our heads.” The 
warlord leaned still closer. “Is that what you’re after, ratling? Is it?” 


Shireep’s hackles started to rise. Eekrit tensed slightly, suddenly very much 
aware that the skaven’s twin knives were just inches from his throat. But it 
was the assassin that blinked first. He shrank back slightly beneath the 
warlord’s fierce gaze, ears folding tightly against his head. Without a word, 
he slipped the daggers back into their sheaths. 


Eekrit gave the fool a disdainful flick of the ear and settled back against the 
column, quickly tugging his hood down over his snout and then tucking his 
paws deep within his wide sleeves. No sooner had he done so than the 
corridor was filled with a cacophony of scraping bone, clattering armour 
and the rattle of sword and shield. 


Peering out from beneath the rim of his hood, Eekrit watched a pair of 
skeletons shuffle slowly into view. They were tall and broad of shoulder, 
still covered in places with scraps of rotting flesh, and their heavy, bronze 
blades were notched from hard use. The stench of decomposition hung 
about them in a suffocating fog. Eekrit reckoned that the warriors had been 
dead less than a week; it was likely that one or more of them had died by 
his own paw during the raids of the last fortnight. 


The first pair of corpses shuffled past Eekrit’s hiding place, nearly close 
enough to touch. Another pair followed, then another, and then yet another. 
The rattle of marching feet echoed from the walls and the warlord realised 
with mounting dread that this was no mere patrol. An entire company of 
undead warriors was marching past, no doubt heading for the barricades in 
the lowest vaults of the fortress. 


Eekrit scarcely dared to breathe. His small force was heavily outnumbered, 
and there was nowhere to run. If even one of the scout-assassins were 
noticed, it would be the end of them all. He turned his head fractionally to 
see what the young fool next to him was doing, but of course he couldn’t 
see a thing through the heavy folds of the dark hood. If he gives us away, I 
swear to the Horned One that I’ II kill him myself, Eekrit thought balefully. 


The ghastly procession seemed to continue for hours. Eekrit held absolutely 
still, fighting to keep his whiskers from twitching at the miasmic stench of 
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decay. At one point, he thought he distinctly heard a sneeze somewhere 
close by; fortunately the sound was all but lost amid the noise of the march. 


Finally, the last of the company shambled past and vanished into the gloom 
farther down the passageway. Still Eekrit waited, senses strained to the 
utmost, until well after the sounds of movement had faded away. This deep 
in the heart of the enemy’s defences, there was no such thing as too much 
caution. 


At last, Eekrit allowed himself to relax. His joints ached as his shoulders 
slumped and his paws slipped from the sleeves of his robe. Eshreegar and 
the other scout-assassins were moving as well, edging carefully back out 
into the corridor. The warlord drew back his hood and went to join the 
Master of Treacheries. 


He found Eshreegar and a number of veterans crouched together, muttering 
softly to one another as they studied dozens of small objects scattered along 
the length of the passageway. The Master of Treacheries glanced up at 
Eekrit’s approach, his good eye narrowed thoughtfully. 


“What do you make of this?” he rasped. 


There was a trail of debris littering the corridor. Eekrit saw pieces of rotting 
leather, bits of tarnished bronze scale—and bones. There were scores of 
bones, large and small, left behind by the shambling company of northmen. 
The warlord spied finger bones, ribs, even a few jawbones, their surfaces 
still glistening with vestiges of decay. 


“Not holding together too well, are they?” Eekrit mused, prodding a curved 
rib bone with a clawed toe. That was troubling news, as far as he was 
concerned. 


Shireep crouched next to Eekrit, his paws resting on his knees. His ears 
were folded against his skull and his tail was curled tightly around his feet. 
Clearly the brush with the northmen had unsettled him. “What-what does it 
mean?” he asked in a subdued voice. 


Eekrit gave the rib bone a kick, sending it skittering across the corridor. “It 
means we’re wasting time,” he growled. The warlord reached down and 
hauled Shireep to his feet by the scruff of his neck. “Show us this secret 
chamber you’ve found.” 
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Shireep led the raiding party across the lower levels of the fortress, pausing 
only occasionally to check his bearings against the tiny runes scratched into 
the walls by previous scout parties. For the last year, as skaven forces 
closed in on the last of the kreekar-gan’s mine shafts, Eekrit and his raiders 
had been ordered to penetrate the lower vaults and storehouses of the 
fortress in preparation for the final assault. In addition to building a detailed 
map of the lower levels, the scout-assassins ambushed isolated parties of 
northmen or flesh-eaters, set fires in unguarded warehouses or laboratories, 
and otherwise sowed confusion among the enemy’s ranks. 


It was dangerous, nerve-wracking work; there was no way to create new 
tunnels inside the fortress itself, and for the first time, the enemy knew the 
territory far better than they did. Undead patrols were everywhere and the 
burning man could reinforce them with unsettling speed and efficiency. 
Eekrit had been forced to divide his forces into smaller and smaller packs in 
hopes of avoiding detection, sometimes despatching scout parties of three 
skaven or less into the most heavily patrolled areas. Many of them ventured 
into the dark vaults and were never seen again. 


As bad as things were, Eekrit went to great lengths to make it appear even 
worse to Velsquee and the other skaven lords. After fighting for so long to 
defeat the kreekar-gan and his undead horde, now the warlord found 
himself struggling desperately to delay the inevitable. Over the last few 
years the skaven army had been entirely on the offensive, seizing one mine 
shaft after another in a series of brutal but ultimately victorious battles. The 
speed of the skaven advance had been so swift and decisive that Velsquee 
and the other warlords had been forced to relocate from the under-fortress 
to a temporary camp at mine shaft four, the better to coordinate the 
movements of their far-flung companies. Now they were massing a huge 
force opposite the enemy’s final set of barricades and Velsquee was waiting 
for the opportune moment to strike. 


Eekrit did everything in his power to keep the Grey Lord guessing. He left 
large gaps in his reports to Velsquee, and what information he did share 
hinted at the possibility of unseen enemy reserves and hints of deadly traps 
being readied in the fortress depths. It was a delicate balancing act, playing 
on Velsquee’s calculating nature without exhausting his patience entirely. In 
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the meantime, Eekrit was searching the fortress for anything that would 
give him leverage over Velsquee, Hiirc and the rest of the skaven lords. He 
knew perfectly well that the moment the war was over, his life wouldn’t be 
worth a plugged copper coin. If Velsquee didn’t strip him of his rank and 
title and have him executed outright, he’d be dangled like a prize before 
Hiirc and the other lords, like a piece of meat before a starving pack of 
ratlings. Either way, his future was certain to be as short and brutal as the 
Grey Lord could possibly manage. 


The raiding party crept through the dark and twisting tunnels for more than 
an hour, heading into a series of large, low-ceilinged storehouses that the 
scouts had thoroughly explored many months before. Eekrit reckoned that 
the cavernous rooms had once held tools and supplies meant for the mine 
excavations going on in the lower levels. Here and there one could still find 
coils of rope and stacks of wooden pick handles, rotting wicker baskets and 
the sagging ruins of empty carts. As far as the warlord could tell, the 
chambers hadn’t been used in decades; in fact, that had been the point of 
sending the young fool into this part of the fortress in the first place, so he 
couldn’t report anything useful back to Lord Hiirc. 


They were three levels above the enemy’s barricades, and heading further 
into the heart of the mountain with each passing moment. Eekrit’s 
impatience grew; he was just about to give the order to turn back when 
Shireep gave the paw-sign to halt. Eekrit and the rest of the raiding party 
settled onto their haunches, ears open and noses twitching for signs of 
danger. They were in the centre of one of the storage chambers, surrounded 
by musty darkness on all sides. Eekrit peered warily into the shadows 
around him; though he couldn’t see any obvious signs of danger, there was 
something in the air that raised the hackles on the back of his neck. The 
warlord’s paw crept to the hilt of his sword. 


Faint sounds of movement drifted back from the head of the column. 
Shireep crept back to where Eekrit and Eshreegar waited. 


“Up-up ahead,” the young skaven whispered. “In the chamber next to this 
one. That’s where I saw them.” 


“Skeletons. You’re certain?” Eekrit asked. 
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“Of course!” the scout replied, a trifle impatiently. “A score of them, at-at 
least.” 


Eshreegar leaned forwards. “How do you know they’re guarding 
something?” he asked. 


Shireep sighed. “Why else would they be all-all the way down here?” he 
replied. 


Eekrit gave Eshreegar a sidelong glance. “We’ll see for ourselves,” the 
warlord said. “Show us.” 


Eshreegar passed orders to the rest of the raiding party to find hiding places 
in the deeper shadows surrounding the cavern, then Shireep led Eekrit and 
the Master of Treacheries to the threshold of the chamber just beyond. 
Through the wide entryway the air was as thick and dank as a tomb. 


Shireep lowered himself to all fours, just to one side of the opening. He 
glanced back at Eekrit and Eshreegar, his ears folded tight. “There are three 
skeletons watching the entrance,” he whispered. “Once inside, move to the 
right along the outer wall.” Without waiting for a reply, the scout lowered 
himself even further, until his belly nearly scraped the floor—and then he 
was gone, flitting like a swift, silent shadow into the chamber. A moment 
later, Eshreegar darted after him. 


The warlord shook his head, suddenly feeling very thick-limbed and 
clumsy. He waited for a space of ten heartbeats and then scampered after 
the two scouts as swiftly and as silently as he could. 


Eekrit very nearly ran full-tilt into the side of a stack of rotting wooden 
boxes set just inside and to the right of the entryway. This particular storage 
space was still piled with decaying mounds of mining gear and other 
supplies. The sagging boxes and bulging wicker sacks provided the skaven 
with ample sources of cover, but the same could be said for the undead 
sentries scattered about the cavern. Opening his ears wide and scanning the 
darkness for the glowing pinpoints of unliving eyes, Eekrit scuttled into the 
narrow alley between the stacked supplies and the rough stone of the cavern 
wall where the others waited. 


Eshreegar and Shireep traded a rapid series of paw-gestures, then they 
headed deeper into the cavern. For a time they followed the cavern wall, 
then abruptly cut left down a tunnel-like alley formed by tall stacks of 
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sagging boxes. At times they even crawled through empty containers, or 
wormed their way through narrow gaps between tumbled stacks of spare 
roof-beams. From time to time, Eekrit caught passing glimpses of distant 
pinpoints of green light; the watchful, unblinking eyes of undead guards, 
standing watch over the conventional routes into and out of the cavern. The 
warlord tried to remember the last time that one of his scouts had searched 
the great storehouses. Had it been three months ago, or as much as six? 
Regardless, there hadn’t been reports of activity then. 


After nearly an hour of cautious travel, Shireep emerged warily into another 
narrow aisle, somewhere near the centre of the cavern. Across the aisle was 
a tall stack of rectangular support beams that rose twenty feet into the air. 
He pointed at the pitch-covered beams with a clawed finger. “The wood is- 
is still strong,” he whispered. “It will support our weight, but we should go 
up one at a time.” 


At this point, Eshreegar stepped forwards. “I go first,” he hissed, “then Lord 
Eekrit, and then you.” The scout ducked his head in a nervous bow, and the 
Master of Treacheries crept silently up to the stacked beams. He studied 
them for a moment, tested their surfaces with his claws, then in moments he 
was Climbing up the side of the pile. Seconds later he vanished over the top. 


Eekrit drew a deep breath and flexed his scarred paws. The amulets he wore 
beneath his robes and the potions he drank nearly every day were supposed 
to maintain his youthful vigour in every respect, but the fact was that he’d 
never been particularly vigorous to begin with. Whiskers twitching grimly, 
he stepped up to the stacked beams and searched for a good set of 
pawholds. 


Centuries later, chest heaving and muscles aching, Eekrit dragged himself 
onto the top of the pile. Shireep appeared at his side seconds later. He 
leaned over Eekrit, his beady eyes intent. “Are you well, my lord?” he 
asked. 


Eekrit pushed the skaven away. The question didn’t merit a reply, and he 
didn’t have the wind for it, anyway. 


After a few moments, the warlord composed himself. When he rolled onto 
his belly, he found Eshreegar beckoning to him from the opposite side of 
the wide stack. His paws made a flurry of signals. You need to see this. 


2803 XRN 


His discomfort forgotten, Eekrit squirmed forwards on his belly and settled 
down beside Eshreegar. The stack of roof beams rose nearly to the cavern 
ceiling, giving them a panoramic view of the dimly lit space. 


Eshreegar pointed. Less than ten yards away, a space some twenty paces 
across had been cleared. A large, flat piece of stone, almost like a paving 
stone but the size and shape of a wagon wheel, had been lifted from the 
floor and set to one side, revealing a deep, dark hole. Small units of 
skeletons ringed the hole with shields and spears held ready, watching over 
the opening with deathless vigilance. 


Shireep settled down beside Eekrit. “You see?” he hissed. “It-it must be 
important. A treasure vault, perhaps, or a cache of god-stone?” 


The warlord flicked both ears in irritation. Ever since they had been ordered 
to scout the fortress, the raiders had been searching for the kreekar-gan’s 
god-stone vaults. Short of getting close enough to assassinate the burning 
man himself, seizing his dwindling hoard of the sacred rock was the surest 
way of ending the war that Eekrit could think of. 


“No, I don’t think so,” the warlord said thoughtfully. “Look at the guards. 
They aren’t there to keep people away from the hole; they’re meant to keep 
something inside from getting out.” 


“We’re at the far eastern end of this level,” Eshreegar mused. “What’s 
beneath us at this point?” 


Eekrit tried to visualise their position on the map of the fortress he’d 
memorised. After a moment, he shook his head. “Nothing but rock,” he 
answered. 


“Perhaps a mine shaft?” the young scout suggested. 


“Don’t be stupid...” Eekrit began—and then fell silent as a strange sound 
began to echo up from the darkness of the hole. It was a hollow, rhythmic 
clatter, thin and hollow and yet heavy at the same time. The warlord felt his 
hackles rise once more. He studied the waiting phalanxes of undead 
guardsmen, but they didn’t react to the noise. 


The rattling beat swelled in volume. After a minute, Eekrit thought he could 
see a faint, greenish glow radiating from the depths of the hole. Then a 
long, curved appendage, black as coal and engraved with glowing runes, 
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extended over the rim and rested its tip on the cavern floor. Seven more 
appendages, equally long and curved like sword blades, extended around 
the circumference of the hole. They flexed upwards, dragging the rest of the 
thing’s body into view. 


It was a spider, long-legged and bulbous like the giant hunters of the 
swamps around the Great City—only this one had been fashioned entirely 
from the slender bones and teeth of some huge sea creature. The sight of the 
construct sent a thrill of pure terror through Eekrit’s body. Shireep let out a 
muffled yelp and the pungent smell of fear-musk filled the air. 


The construct was nearly the size of one of Lord Vittrik’s war engines; 
easily the largest that Eekrit had ever seen. The kreekar-gan had seeded 
scores of similar constructs through the lower levels in the wake of his 
retreating forces, where they would lie in wait and ambush unsuspecting 
skaven. Of all the murderous weapons that the burning man had unleashed 
on the skaven, it was the constructs that filled the clan warriors with fear. A 
company of undead spearmen came at you face-to-face, in ordered, 
predictable ranks; even a wall of poison gas could be survived with enough 
caution and a little advance warning. But the constructs could be anywhere, 
sitting in the darkness with absolute, eternal patience, waiting for the 
perfect moment to strike. Some of them had even penetrated as far as the 
under-fortress itself. 


Blade-like legs rattling against the stone, the construct lifted its bulbous 
abdomen from the hole. Like the rest of the body, it was formed from large, 
curving bones instead of flesh. The cold glow of sorcerous runes revealed a 
dark, huddled shape trapped inside. 


Eshreegar stiffened. “That’s a skaven,” he hissed. 

“Are you sure?” Eekrit squinted. He couldn’t tell much at this distance. 
“He’s right,” Shireep confirmed. “I can see a tail.” 

“Slave or clan warrior?” Eekrit asked. 


Eshreegar shook his head. “Neither. He’s wearing armour and decent robes. 
Probably a pack leader of some kind.” 


Down by the hole, the units of undead guards moved aside to let the 
construct pass. It scuttled forwards with surprising speed, bearing its prize 
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down a wide lane across the chamber and into the heart of the fortress. 
Within moments, it was lost from view. 


“T thought the kreekar-gan didn’t take prisoners,” Shireep said, his voice 
heavy with dread. 


“He does now,” Eshreegar said grimly. “The question is why.” 


Eekrit studied the scene, putting the pieces together. “Information,” he said 
at length. “What else?” He pointed to the hole. “That’s a murder hole, just 
like the ones we used to dig in the lower levels. It probably comes out 
somewhere between mine shafts one and four, otherwise we would have 
discovered it by now.” 


The Master of Treacheries shook his head. “They couldn’t have dug that 
deeply that fast,” he said. “We searched this cavern just a few months ago 
and none of this was here.” 


“Yes, it was,” Eekrit replied. “It must have been. They just covered the hole 
with that slab and buried it under debris so we wouldn’t find it.” 


Shireep’s eyes widened. “That means they dug the tunnel long before we’d 
taken the upper mine shafts.” 


Eshreegar gave Eekrit a troubled look. “So the burning man expected us to 
capture the upper levels.” 


“Or he allowed us to,” the warlord replied. Suddenly, the enemy’s swift 
retreat made sense. “Too easy. I knew it was too easy.” He tumed to the 
Master of Treacheries. “How fast can we get back to mine shaft four?” 


“From here? Four or five hours, if we’re lucky,” Eshreegar replied. “A 
single messenger could make the trip faster—” 


“There’s no guarantee a message will reach the Grey Lord,” Eekrit replied. 
“He’ll take an audience from me, though. At least, I hope so.” 


Shireep looked from Eekrit to Eshreegar and back again. “I don’t 
understand. What’s happening?” the young scout asked. 


Eekrit paused, staring at Shireep. He reflected that this was probably as 
good a time as any to cut the skaven’s throat. One quick signal to Eshreegar, 
and Shireep would be dead before he knew what hit him. 
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The warlord started to raise his paw, but abruptly reconsidered. He could 
sort out Shireep later. If his suspicions were right, they were all going to be 
fighting for their lives in the next few hours, and he was going to need 
every able paw he could get. 


He beckoned to the two scout-assassins to follow him. “We’ve got to get 
back to Velsquee,” he told Shireep. “The kreekar-gan’s laid a trap for the 
entire army and the Grey Lord’s marched right into the middle of it.” 


The rat-thing shrieked and squirmed in the grip of the spell. Runes carved 
into its scalp flared with crackling, greenish flames and the stench of burnt, 
greasy fur hung thick in the cold air of the necromancer’s great hall. Nagash 
continued to chant, focussing his will to a razor-keen edge as he tried to 
carve out the knowledge he sought from the wretched creature’s brain. 


A roiling froth of memories and emotions flowed across the surface of his 
mind, rushing past almost too swiftly to grasp. The taste was bitter and 
strangely potent, utterly unlike the human essences he had consumed over 
the centuries. The thought processes were difficult to grasp, much less 
understand. The necromancer redoubled his efforts. This was the highest- 
ranking prisoner his constructs had ever caught. Such an opportunity might 
not come again for months, by which point it would be far too late. The war 
would not—could not—last for more than another thirteen days. His power 
—and by extension, his very existence—would not last beyond that point. 


Glimpses of battles fought in the last few years flitted across Nagash’s 
mind, yet when he tried to grasp them, they broke apart like quicksilver. 
More power, he thought, his anger mounting. I must use more power. 


There had been no new supplies of abn-i-khat since the fall of mine shaft 
three, close to two and a half years ago, and the demands of the war had 
consumed his remaining stores at a prodigious rate. Like a miserly river 
merchant, he knew down to the ounce how much of the stone he had left. 
Every iota he consumed hastened the moment of his extinction. 


Reluctantly, Nagash reached with bony fingers for the small leather bag 
hanging at his waist. With deft, spider-like strokes, he undid the thick cords 
securing the mouth of the bag and reached carefully inside. A moment later 
he drew out a fragment of stone the size of a sesame seed, pinned between 
the pointed tip of thumb and forefinger. A moment later, the piece of abn-i- 
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khat flared like a hot coal. He absorbed the spark of energy hungrily and fed 
it into the ritual circle surrounding the tormented rat-thing. 


At once, the creature’s thoughts took on more weight and clarity, but 
Nagash knew the effects were temporary at best. He reached deeper into the 
prisoner’s mind, mercilessly looting its memories. The creature’s screams 
turned to a choking rattle. Bloody froth tinged the corners of its mouth and 
its tail lashed spasmodically against the stone floor. 


Nagash saw the tunnels leading up to the stone barricades guarding the 
lowest levels of his fortress, only this time it was through the eyes of an 
invader. He saw companies of ratmen crouching in the bastions once held 
by his own warriors, and thousands more teeming in the echoing tunnels of 
mine shafts one, two and three. Excavation work at mine shaft four had 
been suspended, he saw, and the tunnel converted into the invaders’ new 
base camp. Cook-fires burned by the score along the length of the 
passageway, amid the small forges of field armourers and sprawling caches 
of weapons, ammunition and other supplies. 


The necromancer seized on these memories in particular, sifting through 
them carefully for what he sought. And then he saw it—a huge pavilion of 
wood and tanned hides, situated roughly in the centre of the disorderly 
camp. Hulking, broad-shouldered ratmen stood guard at each comer and at 
the entrances to the enclosure. A steady stream of slaves came and went 
from within, bearing trays of food and jars of wine. 


Nagash stopped chanting. Cold, mirthless laughter echoed through the 
minds of the barbarian immortals gathered in the hall. Released from the 
necromancer’s sorcerous grip, the rat-thing’s corpse slumped to the floor. 


A dozen pairs of cold, unblinking eyes watched Nagash as he turned and 
slowly climbed the steps to his shadow-haunted throne. Bragadh, Diarid, 
Thestus and Akatha waited in a loose semicircle on the far side of the ritual 
circle, their pale flesh glimmering faintly in the dim light. Their robes were 
ragged and faded with time; the battered scale armour of the warriors was 
tarnished nearly black. Their faces were etched by the constant thirst for the 
necromancer’s elixir. Grim and tormented as restless ghosts, they waited in 
uneasy silence for their master’s command. 
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Eight of Bragadh’s distant ancestors stood guard around Nagash’s throne, 
gripping bared blades that flickered with baleful corpse-light. The wights 
were the first undead warriors that Nagash had raised from the barrows that 
had once littered the plain at the foot of the great mountain. These days they 
accompanied him wherever he went, for the enemy now infested the halls 
of his own fortress, skulking about and slitting throats with near impunity. 


There were other things abroad in the halls of Nagashizzar as well. Nagash 
settled carefully onto his throne, his burning eyes sweeping the great hall 
for signs of intrusion. For some time now he had been catching glimpses 
from the corners of his vision: fleeting images of distant, glowing forms 
that vanished whenever he tried to focus on them. The figures seemed to 
follow him, dogging his heels like a pack of hungry jackals. 


Of late, the sightings had grown more numerous. They seemed to be edging 
closer, as though sensing that he was reaching the limits of his power. Once, 
on a moonless night close to the hour of the dead, he had roused from his 
meditations and seen a figure staring at him from the shadows at the foot of 
the throne. A woman, clad in the finery of lost Khemri, pale-skinned and as 
beautiful as Asaph herself. Her eyes were pools of darkness, depthless and 
cold as death. By the time he’d roused himself from his throne the 
apparition was gone, but the memory of it troubled him still. 


The last time he’d seen Neferem was in the barren wastes far to the west of 
Nagashizzar and the Sour Sea, when he’d wandered, raving and alone, after 
his defeat in Nehekhara. In life she had been Queen of Khemri and the 
embodiment of the sacred covenant between the Nehekharans and their 
gods; for that he had taken her from her husband and enslaved her, bending 
her divine power to his will. Later, when it suited his purposes, he destroyed 
her, breaking the power of the old gods forever. Now, her soul lingered in 
the dark limbo that lay beyond the realm of the living, unable to find her 
way to the afterlife now that the covenant with the gods had been broken. 


Neferem had haunted his steps through the wasteland, watching him 
weaken with every passing night and savouring his torment. She spoke of 
the thousands of lost souls who waited for him across the threshold and the 
terrible reckoning he would face. But then the ratmen had found him, and 
from their corpses he learned the power of the abn-i-khat. She did not 
appear to him after that. As Nagash regained his strength, he had dismissed 
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the apparition as a fever dream—the by-product of deprivation and a 
festering head wound and nothing more. What her return meant now, at the 
darkest hour of the war, he did not care to speculate. 


The necromancer’s burning gaze raked the shadows of the great hall. 
Finding them empty, he turned his attention to his lieutenants. The time had 
come at last. After five bitter years, he would finally put Bragadh and the 
others to the test. 


The ratmen are at the barricades, Nagash declared, the words grinding 
together like stones in the minds of his immortals. They have massed by the 
tens of thousands in the upper mine shafts. The final assault could come 
within days. The last battle of the war is upon us. Nagash leaned forwards, 
his bony fingertips scraping across the arms of the black throne. Now we 
shall strike. 


A ripple of unease passed through the assembled immortals. Bragadh 
looked to his companions and then gazed bleakly up at the throne. 


“Death in battle is preferable to surrender,” he said, the words bubbling 
thickly from his throat. Both lungs had been ravaged by deep wounds 
during the defence of mine shaft four; the ratmen’s poisoned blades had 
etched scars that never healed, despite the power of Nagash’s elixir. “The 
ratmen will pay a bitter price before we are destroyed.” 


Nagash’s burning eyes narrowed on Bragadh. I do not speak of surrender, 
northman. When we attack, it will be to drive the vermin from the mountain 
once and for all. The necromancer clenched a fist. We will tear the heart out 
of the enemy in a single stroke and send the rest fleeing whence they came. 


Once again, Bragadh exchanged uneasy glances with Diarid and Thestus 
before facing his master. “The enemy outnumbers our warriors almost a 
hundred to one,” he said, “and there is little of the magic stone left. How 
can we possibly defeat them?” 


“Bragadh speaks truly,” Thestus said, stepping forwards and resting his 
hand on the hilt of his sword. “We cannot prevail here, master. If each of us 
killed a score of the creatures before we were slain, it would still not be 
enough.” He hesitated, uncertain how to proceed. “Would... would it not be 
wiser to quit the mountain altogether? What if we took the army north, back 
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to the hill forts? We could make war on the greenskins and replenish our 
depleted warbands. Then, when we had regained our strength, we could—” 


There will be no retreat. 


The words sliced like a knife into their minds. Thestus made a choking 
sound and staggered backwards. Dark ichor oozed from the corners of his 
eyes. 


All is going according to plan, Nagash told them. We are not so weak as the 
enemy has been led to believe, nor quite so desperate. Every defeat, every 
withdrawal for the last five years, was made with one purpose in mind, to 
lure the invaders into a trap from which they will never escape. 


Bragadh frowned. “What trap, master?” he replied. “We were told nothing 
of this.” 


All the better to convince the enemy that they held the upper hand, Nagash 
replied. The ratmen had to believe that our strength was nearly spent. The 
desperation of you and your men no doubt helped to convince them. 


Thestus spread his arms. “But why, master? To what end?” 


To tempt the enemy into carelessness, Nagash said. The speed of our retreat 
has forced the enemy to pursue us, stretching their lines of communication 
and complicating their leaders’ ability to control their troops. The leaders 
of the ratmen have been forced to leave the safety of their subterranean 
fortress and relocate to mine shaft four so they can direct the army and 
further their own petty schemes. 


The necromancer leaned back against his throne. What they do not know is 
that there are hidden tunnels that open into all four of the upper mine 
shafts. The enemy has been too preoccupied to find them, and that will be 
their undoing. Nagash pointed at Bragadh with a skeletal finger. Tonight, 
you will quietly withdraw your warriors from the barricades, and we will 
lead them through the tunnels to mine shaft four. We will overrun the 
enemy’s base camp, kill their leaders, and then fall upon the enemy army 
from the rear. By the end of the day tomorrow, the invaders will be in full 
retreat. 


Bragadh folded his powerful arms. “A cunning plan, but a risky one,” he 
said. “It will leave the barricades very thinly held. If we were to be cut off, 
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even for a short while, the enemy could break through our defences and 
seize the fortress with ease.” He eyed the necromancer warily. “Unless there 
are other reserve forces you’ve kept hidden from us as well.” 


“Tt does not matter. Nagash is right. The time to strike is now.” 


Bragadh turned, his dark eyes widening in surprise as Akatha stepped 
forwards. “It’s not your place to speak of such things, witch,” he said 
darkly. 


“T decide my place in things, Bragadh, and you well know it,” Akatha 
replied. “And I say we must attack. Our people were not born to cower 
behind stone walls, nor slink back to our hill forts and yield our possessions 
to the enemy.” She glared hard at Thestus, who visibly shrank beneath the 
witch’s gaze. “Let the Faithful hear the war-song and spill the blood of their 
foes, as is proper.” 


“We will be beset from all sides!” Bragadh protested. 


Akatha raised her chin defiantly. “It has ever been thus,” she replied. 
“Perhaps you have forgotten, Bragadh Maghur’kan, but I have not.” 


“This could mean the end of us,” Bragadh told her. “Can you not see that?” 


The witch uttered a cold, mirthless laugh. “I see more than you know, 
Bragadh,” she said. “Never doubt that for a moment.” 


Bragadh took a step towards Akatha, his hand falling to the hilt of his 
sword. An angry protest rose to his lips, but suddenly, all of the northmen 
froze, their bodies going rigid as though gripped in the fist of a giant. 


Nagash studied his lieutenants in silence for a moment, watching them 
suffer under the weight of his terrible will. 


Heed the witch, the necromancer told them. For once, she and I are in 
accord. Prepare yourselves, for tomorrow the war ends, in victory or in 
death eternal. 
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TEN 
The Dispossessed 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 99th year of Usirian the Dreadful 
(-1285 Imperial Reckoning) 


Lord Ushoran walked slowly around the blood-spattered wooden frame, 
studying the gasping, wide-eyed wreck of a man hanging from its leather 
straps. The immortal pursed his fleshless lips and reached for the round 
knob of a long, gold needle that jutted from the angle where the man’s neck 
and shoulder met. He twisted it ever so slightly and the victim’s body 
tensed in agony. A thin hiss escaped the man’s ragged lips; leather creaked 
as his back arched in a bow, bringing him up from the frame’s central 
support. Flayed muscles knotted across the man’s chest and shoulders, 
sending fresh rivulets of blood coursing down his bare torso. 


The Lord of Masks smiled. Behind the bland illusion of his handsome 
nobleman’s face, he ran his long tongue over the tips of his fangs. How he 
wished he’d taken more than a cursory interest in Nagash’s books when 
they’d first come into King Lamashizzar’s possession all those centuries 
ago. The necromancer’s druchii tutors had been truly gifted in the arts of 
inflicting pain. 


Ushoran continued to circle around the suffering man, his sandals tracking 
noisily through the puddles of dark blood congealing on the marble floor. 
The stench of death hung heavy in the chamber, its suffocating weight all 
but impervious to the braziers of incense that burned next to the dais at the 
far end of the room. Once upon a time, the Hall of Reverent Contemplation 
had been a grand and refined space, where the cloistered Queen of Lahmia 
would appear on high, holy days and give her blessings to the royal family 
and the city’s most prominent nobles. After the creation of the temple and 
Neferata’s elaborate, illusory funeral, the hall became her throne room, 
where she continued to rule Lahmia through the auspices of her Deathless 
Court. 


All that had been forgotten since the treachery of Ubaid and the 
disappearance of Alcadizzar. Now the chamber was little better than a 
charnel house, devoted to the queen’s insatiable thirst for vengeance. The 
floor beneath the dais was crowded with implements of torture: wooden 
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racks and bronze cages, vats of oil, and tables lined with a grisly array of 
needles, hooks, saws and knives. Day and night, the chamber reeked like an 
abattoir. An ocean of blood had been poured onto its marble floor over the 
last few years, and the tide showed no signs of abating. 


The Lord of Masks counted slowly to five and then twisted the needle once 
more. The man sagged back against the wooden frame with a ragged groan, 
his arms and legs trembling. He was a leather worker, according to his 
agents; by his lean, vulpine features and the dark, weathered cast to his 
skin, Ushoran reckoned he was from the desert tribes of the far west. A 
great many of them had turned up in the city over the last few years, 
seeking whatever work they could find in the Traders’ Quarter. Most turned 
to thievery—something the desert nomads knew well—but this one had 
been carrying a leather satchel and proper tools when he’d been snatched 
from the street by Ushoran’s men. Perhaps he’d lingered too long in his 
shop, finishing a belt or a set of fine boots for a caravan master or a ship’s 
captain, or had decided to stop by one of the local wine shops and lost track 
of the time. Or perhaps he was new to the city, and ignorant of the risk of 
being caught out on the streets after dark. These days, most people knew 
that you didn’t tarry in the Traders’ Quarter or down by the docks after 
nightfall—not if you valued your life. 


Ushoran paused for a few moments, listening carefully to the man’s 
laboured breathing. There was an art to gauging how much real pain 
another person was suffering and how lucid they were from one moment to 
the next. When he judged that the time was right, he circled around to the 
front of the wooden frame and took the man’s narrow chin in his hand. 
Ushoran was pleased to see the man flinch at his touch. He raised the 
leather worker’s chin until he could gaze into the man’s eyes. 


“How long this lasts is entirely up to you,” Ushoran said. “You understand? 
Answer my questions and the pain will end.” 


The man on the frame drew a hitching breath. A thin whine escaped his 
lips. “Don’t—please... I don’t know,” he whispered, the words almost too 
faint to hear. 


Ushoran’s fingers tightened on the man’s jaw. “No, no,” he said slowly, as 
though he were a tutor with an exceptionally slow pupil. “You’re a clever 
fellow. Think. This man has been seen in the Traders’ Quarter before; he is 
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tall and broad of shoulder, and has a grip like a blacksmith. Likely he was 
dressed like a commoner—even, perhaps, like a beggar—but he would have 
been handsome and well spoken, like a noble. Such a one would stand out 
from the crowd, yes? You may have only glimpsed him in passing. Just tell 
us where and when. That is all.” 


The leather worker blinked at Ushoran, his dark eyes wide and unfocussed. 
He groaned, a sound torn from the depths of his soul. Tears of frustration 
trickled from the corners of his eyes. “Please,” he begged. “I don’t know. 
I... I swear it! Why... why won’t you believe m-me?” 


Ushoran sighed in mock disappointment. The fool was too proud to lie, 
even to spare himself further suffering. He would provide hours more 
entertainment before his young heart gave out. Careful to conceal any trace 
of pleasure, the Lord of Masks turned to glance at the dais. 


“He is stubborn, great one,” Ushoran said to the apparition seated upon the 
ancient wooden throne. The Lord of Masks shrugged. “On the other hand, 
it’s possible that he is telling the truth. Shall we release him?” 


Neferata studied the weeping man with the eerie, serpent-like stillness of an 
immortal. She had not worn her golden mask since the night of Alcadizzar’s 
betrayal and her pale, otherworldly face was as cold and pitiless as the 
desert night. Likewise, the eternal queen disdained the gleaming finery of 
the temple; her white silken robe was dingy and tattered, stained at sleeve 
and hem with layers of grime and spots of old blood. In truth, she looked 
like a corpse freshly dug from its tomb, her unblinking eyes brimming with 
hate for the cursed world of men. 


Ushoran watched her fingers slowly tense upon the arms of the throne. 
Long, curved claws scraped faintly over the priceless wood. A slender 
figure in a ragged priestess’ robe stirred at the queen’s feet. Like Neferata, 
the woman was as pale as alabaster, her cheeks smeared with dirt and dried 
blood. Sensing the change in her mistress’ mood, the young immortal fixed 
Ushoran with a feral, catlike gaze and bared her fangs in a silent hiss. The 
Lord of Masks stiffened at the challenge, only just managing to refrain from 
baring his own teeth at the whelp in response. As Neferata’s hatred of the 
mortal world had grown since the betrayal, so too had her distrust of her 
fellow immortals. Now she surrounded herself only with creatures of her 
Own creation—women who had come as orphans to the temple and had 
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risen through the ranks to become its first high priestesses. Their will and 
self-determination crushed long ago by Neferata’s ruthless mental control, 
they were little better than animals, but their loyalty to the queen was 
absolute. 


Lost in her dreams of vengeance, Neferata had withdrawn almost entirely 
from the affairs of the kingdom. In the wake of Alcadizzar’s escape she had 
gone out into the streets herself in search of him; screams would echo from 
the Travellers’ Quarter or the refugee slums in the dead of night and in the 
morning there would be another gruesome spectacle for the City Guard to 
find. 


Wild tales of a savage, flesh-eating spirit gripped the populace. For the first 
time in centuries, terrified citizens flocked to the decrepit temples of Neru 
and Ptra, begging the startled priests for deliverance. When they proved 
powerless to halt the slaughter, the city nobles decided to take matters into 
their own hands. They pointed to the squalid population of immigrants in 
the western part of the city, accusing the former desert dwellers of 
unleashing a curse upon them all. Lost in the hysteria was the simple fact 
that the victims of Neferata’s reign of terror had almost exclusively been 
immigrants themselves; the citizens had rioted, and the slums had burned 
for three straight days. It was only thanks to the sea breeze and the spine of 
hills that cut across Lahmia from north to south that the fire was kept from 
consuming the entire city. The air in the palace had reeked of smoke and 
burning flesh for a week. Afterwards, Lord Ankhat managed to persuade 
Neferata to restrain herself, but only after assuring her that the search for 
the prince would continue without pause. As a result, Ushoran had been 
allowed—nay encouraged—to indulge his secret appetites to a degree he 
had never before imagined possible. For every victim snatched from the 
street to answer the queen’s relentless questions, three more found their way 
into his private houses of amusement. 


At the foot of the gore-spattered dais, Lord Ankhat watched the spectacle 
with sour disapproval. He was the only principal of the Deathless Court 
who still paid any attention to affairs of state, managing the city and its 
affairs through a complex web of ministers and noblemen. Neferata’s 
obsession with the young prince had badly strained her relationship with 
Ankhat, once her staunchest ally in the court. He kept his own counsel for 
the most part these days, making state decisions by fiat and abandoning all 
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pretence of consulting with the queen. The once affable aristocrat had 
grown cold and aloof, eyeing everyone around him with a mix of suspicion 
and arrogant disdain. 


Perhaps it was just the passage of time, Ushoran mused. With every year 
our powers increase, he thought, as do our appetites. We grow ever more 
territorial, ever more jealous of our prerogatives. Before long we will have 
grown too hungry and too paranoid to share the city between ourselves, and 
what then? 


Ankhat folded his arms and glared at the luckless fool on the rack. “This is 
ridiculous,” he spat. “Doesn’t anyone mark the passage of time anymore? 
It’s not been five weeks since he’s been gone, or even five months. It’s been 
five years. No one’s seen or heard from him since. For all we know, his 
bones are lying in a shallow grave somewhere on the Golden Plain.” 


Neferata fixed Ankhat with a smouldering glare. Ushoran cleared his throat. 
“The facts do not support this,” he interjected. “Rasetra has made no 
inquiries about the prince’s wellbeing since his disappearance. Clearly, he 
has been in contact with them somehow—” 


“Then where is he, spymaster?” Ankhat shot back. “Khemri still lacks a 
king. You think he’s taken up work serving tables in the Travellers’ 
Quarter?” He turned and glared back at Neferata. “What in all the world 
could be more important to him than the crown of the Living City?” 


Ushoran turned his attention to his victim in an attempt to conceal his 
unease. Ankhat was right—Alcadizzar ought to be in Khemri now, well on 
his way to restoring the city’s wealth and power. The fact that he hadn’t 
claimed the throne filled the immortal with a growing sense of dread. 


“Alcadizzar is here,” Neferata declared, in a voice as cold and hard as 
stone. “I know it.” She leaned forwards, hands gripping the arms of the 
throne. “Ask him again,” she hissed at Ushoran. “Strip away his flesh until 
he speaks the truth. He will give up his secrets soon enough. They always 
do.” 


Ushoran bowed to the queen and turned his attention to a table lined with 
gleaming tools. Behind him, he heard Ankhat snarl in disgust; there was a 
gust of icy wind as the immortal took his leave. 
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The Lord of Masks selected a long, serrated blade from the table and 
inspected its edge. The man on the rack started to thrash weakly against his 
restraints. 


Neferata was right. Eventually the miserable wretch would talk. He would 
say whatever it took to make the agony stop, and leave the queen with yet 
another wild rumour to pursue. The orgy of blood and pain would continue. 


As Ushoran returned to his labours, he silently prayed that the lost prince 
would never be heard from again. 


The slow-moving caravan raised a pall of churning dust that stretched for 
half a mile down the arrow-straight course of the great trade road that 
travelled westwards along the Golden Plain. It glowed reddish-ochre in the 
sullen light of the setting sun, visible for leagues to the north and south. 


Any bandit worth his salt quickly learned how to gauge the size and speed 
of a caravan based upon the trail of dust it left behind. This one was 
plodding along at barely more than a mile per hour; that meant laden 
wagons and slow, stolid oxen. Half a mile of dust wasn’t much—the huge 
spice caravans that left the city every three months raised a trail that could 
stretch for up to a league or more, depending on the strength of the wind. 
Alcadizzar reckoned there were perhaps a dozen wagons, all told, plus 
outriders ahead and to the flanks. They’d left the city late in the day—far 
later than was wise—so by the time night fell they would be well beyond 
the reach of the Lahmian forts on the eastern edge of the plain. Easy 
pickings for a bandit gang that knew its trade; either the caravan master had 
taken leave of his senses, or there was more going on here than met the eye. 


Nawat ben Hazar did not share in Alcadizzar’s concern. The bandit leader 
fairly rocked in the saddle with anticipation, a gap-toothed grin stretching 
from ear to ear. “Not long now,” he said, breaking into a wheezing chuckle. 
“They’ ll hit the caravan just before sunset, when the fools are thinking of 
nothing but making camp and drinking a little wine.” He shifted his lanky 
body and glanced at Alcadizzar, who walked his horse just a pace or two 
behind Nawat and to his right. The bandit leader’s dark eyes glittered 
beneath shaggy grey eyebrows. He tapped the side of his narrow nose with 
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a grimy fingertip. “Mark my words, khutuf. We’ll have a bit of gold and 
meat for our bellies tonight.” 


The prince nodded absently, his eyes still fixed on the drifting ribbon of 
dust along the northern horizon. The bandits knew him as Ubaid, a former 
soldier and exile from Rasetra, but Nawat called him—and any other man 
not descended from the tribes of the Great Desert—simply khutuf. In the 
dialect of the tribes, the name meant “house dog”, and referred to the 
pampered pets of merchants and other fat, indolent city dwellers. Nawat 
never let his men forget that he was of a different breed than the rest of 
them. He was a nazir, a desert lion, who could trace his lineage back to the 
great chieftains of the bani-al-Akhtar, the fiercest of the desert clans. He 
was as lean and as tough as a strip of rawhide, his dark skin weathered and 
wrinkled by years of exposure to the unforgiving sun. Though he wore 
simple cotton robes of Lahmian cut—plundered from a spice trader’s chest 
and now stained a uniform brown by the dust of the road—the wide leather 
belt of a desert horseman circled his waist. Its cracked surface was tooled 
with precise notches that signified the battles he’d fought as a tribal warrior, 
and the scores of men he’d killed. 


Alcadizzar had no reason to doubt Nawat’s claims. The bandit leader wore a 
fine pair of ivory-hilted daggers tucked into his belt and carried a sleek, 
curved sword of the type favoured by the tribes. The old bandit sat his 
stolen horse with the ease of a man born to the saddle, which was more than 
Alcadizzar could say for himself. But he doubted that Nawat had been 
exiled from his tribe for loving the chieftain’s daughter, as the man so often 
boasted. He suspected it had more to do with the telltale black stain of lotus 
root on the bandit’s few remaining teeth. 


For certain, Nawat’s days of glory were far behind him. His gang, such as it 
was, consisted of barely a score of hungry-looking men and women, clad in 
a motley assortment of grimy rags and bits of finer, recently stolen garb. 
Most of the band struggled along on foot, while Nawat and the best-armed 
men of the gang sat upon lean, dispirited horses stolen from the scenes of 
previous raids. Most of the bandits carried little more than short clubs of 
knotty wood or dull-edged bronze knives; none wore anything resembling 
useful armour. The gang had no bows or spears—not even so much as a 
shepherd’s simple leather sling. They were far and away the most pathetic 
bunch of would-be raiders that Alcadizzar had ever seen, surviving off the 
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leavings that larger, stronger gangs left behind, but they were also the only 
outlaws on the Golden Plain desperate enough to take him in. 


Five years ago, Alcadizzar’s only thought had been to escape from the City 
of the Dawn and warn Nehekhara of the evil that lurked in the depths of the 
Temple of Blood. Ironically, it was only by virtue of Neferata’s terrible 
elixir that he had managed to survive the long drop to the palace courtyard; 
from there, his knowledge of the royal compound had allowed him to evade 
the guards and slip quietly into the city proper. By then, alarm gongs were 
clashing stridently within the palace, and startled City Guardsmen were 
prowling the early morning streets with cudgels in hand. The prince had 
spent his first day of freedom huddled inside an enormous ceremonial urn at 
the back of a potter’s storage shed, his body trembling and his mind numb 
with shock as he struggled to make sense of everything he’d learned. 


Neferata had responded swiftly and decisively to Alcadizzar’s escape. Over 
the course of the day the search for him had intensified, and on several 
occasions he could hear the potter and his son arguing bitterly with City 
Guardsmen who came prowling through his shop. The prince tried to treat it 
as just another of the countless exercises that Haptshur, his battlefield tutor, 
had subjected him to. You’ve been trapped deep in enemy territory with 
nothing but the robes on your back and your foes are hunting you. You must 
find a way to escape and return to your people. 


That was far easier said than done, of course. Alcadizzar had no weapons, 
no gold—not even sandals for his feet. Though his robes were now as filthy 
and torn as a beggar’s, the rich, white silk would attract the attention of 
every watchman in the city. And it was safe to assume that his description 
was being circulated around the docks and at the city gates; there might 
even be a reward offered for his capture. To make matters worse, his nearest 
allies were in Rasetra, hundreds of leagues away. Even if he made it out of 
the city, he would still have a long and gruelling journey to reach the city of 
his people. 


By the end of the first day, Alcadizzar had come to the conclusion that he 
would not be getting out of Lahmia any time soon. He would have to bide 
his time and gather resources while he waited for the search to eventually 
subside. That night, he slipped from the potter’s shed and climbed silently 
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onto the artisan’s roof where freshly cleaned robes had been laid out to dry. 
Alcadizzar took a set of the son’s robes, silently vowing to repay the family 
later, and then slipped into the crowded streets. The stained white robes 
were left in an alley deep inside the Travellers’ Quarter, where he hoped 
they would convince the City Guard that he was trying to slip out of 
Lahmia with one of the many outbound merchant caravans. Instead, the 
prince made his way down to the teeming districts around the docks and 
looked for ways to earn some coin. 


For nearly eight months, Alcadizzar, prince of Rasetra and would-be King 
of Khemri, lived like a harbour rat among Lahmia’s busy docks. He looted 
and he stole; he gambled on games of dice and drank sour beer in reeking 
alehouses no City Guardsman dared enter. He killed his first man in a 
vicious, back-alley brawl, when a gang of sailors tried to pressgang him 
onto their ship. For a time he worked as hired muscle for one of the most 
notorious brothels in the Red Silk District, and there fell into the company 
of a gang of jewel thieves who preyed upon the old noble families who 
lived in the shadow of the royal palace. That association had ended in blood 
and betrayal on a moonless night in early spring; Alcadizzar had escaped 
with nothing more than a handful of copper coins and a dying woman’s 
kiss. She’d been his first love, and she’d nearly been the death of him. 


Finally, the prince judged that his time had come. He was certain that 
Neferata was still looking for him, but her attention was still fixed on the 
caravans and the Travellers’ Quarter. The guards at the city gates had 
slipped back into their daily routine, and his description was changed from 
the night of his escape. He was much thinner now and his features were 
hidden beneath a full, black beard. Dressed in faded desert robes and laden 
with a leather pack filled with food, spare clothing and other supplies, he 
passed through the eastern gate in the middle of a torrential afternoon 
rainstorm. The guardsmen, scowling from the doorway of the gatehouse, 
waved him through without so much as a second glance. 


But the prince soon learned that escaping the city was only the first of many 
challenges that lay between him and distant Rasetra. Beyond the watch- 
forts at the eastern end of the plain the land was wild and lawless, infested 
with roving gangs of outlaws that preyed on unwary travellers. His hopes of 
falling in with an eastbound caravan were quickly dashed, as the paranoid 
merchants and their hired guards feared that he might be a spy for the 
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caravan raiders. Alone and on foot, Alcadizzar’s skills were tested to the 
utmost over the next few months as he struggled his way across the plain. 
He was forced to fight for his life on more than one occasion, but his 
training and the lasting potency of Neferata’s elixir saw him through. 


The road became less dangerous but no less easy once he had left the 
Golden Plain behind. Alcadizzar made his way to Lybaras, thinking that 
Rasetra’s ancient allies would lend him aid, but the prince found the City of 
Scholars in a sad and decrepit state. The famous collegiums were all but 
deserted and the Palace of the Scholar-Kings was closed even to its citizens. 
Alcadizzar lingered there for almost a month, waiting in vain for an 
audience with King Pashet, but the royal viziers refused to even listen to 
him. In the end, he left Lybaras as road-weary and penniless as he’d been 
when he’d arrived. 


Finally, almost a full year and a half after his escape from the Temple of 
Blood, Alcadizzar passed through the formidable gates of Rasetra, the 
warlike city of his people. The prince was pleased to see that the city 
prospered under the rule of his younger brother, Asar. This time, he knew 
better than to approach the palace directly. He was sure that Lahmia had 
agents in the city and they were certain to be on the lookout for him. 
Instead, he made inquiries in the market, and that evening he found his way 
to the home of his uncle Khenti. 


Though Khenti was an old man now, his strength gone and his vision 
fading, he recognised Alcadizzar at once. The prince was welcomed with 
tears of joy. Later, when he had told Khenti of what he’d seen inside the 
temple, his uncle wasted no time in arranging a secret meeting with Asar 
inside the palace. 


Accompanied by Khenti, Alcadizzar was ushered into the king’s privy 
council chamber, where he met his younger brother for the very first time. 
Though Asar did not possess his brother’s extraordinary physique and 
magnetic charisma, the kinship between the two could not be denied. Asar 
welcomed his brother warmly, and over goblets of strong southern wine 
Alcadizzar told Asar his horrifying tale. 


This had been the moment that the prince had been waiting months for. 
Sitting in the filth of Lahmia’s back-alleys, he’d envisioned his brother’s 
face lighting up with righteous rage as he learned of Neferata’s crimes. 
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Swift messengers would be sent across the length and breadth of the land, 
spreading the news and summoning their armies to war. Alcadizzar would 
return to the City of Dawn as a conqueror, at the head of a vast army made 
up of warriors from every city in Nehekhara. 


But Alcadizzar was to be disappointed. The King of Rasetra listened to the 
prince’s tale, his expression thoughtful. When Alcadizzar was finished, 
Asar took a long sip of wine, and then gave his brother a frank stare. 


“Where is your proof?” the king asked him. 


Nawat altered their course as the sun sank behind the hills to the west, 
aiming the bandit gang towards the distant trade road. If the old raider’s 
instincts were correct—and Alcadizzar had to admit, Nawat was rarely 
wrong—then the caravan would be attacked just at sunset, while they were 
busy making camp. Timing was critical; if they arrived too early, they 
risked walking into the middle of a battle. Too late, and they would need 
torches to pick their way through the caravan’s remains, which meant they 
would likely miss what few valuables remained. 


Alcadizzar shifted impatiently in the saddle, his hand falling to the hilt of 
the sword at his hip. It had been the sword of his uncle Khenti, a heavy, 
bronze khopesh that had spilled the blood of countless lizardmen in its time. 
Asar had tried to provide him with a fine gelding from the royal stables and 
a suit of bronze scale to aid him on his mission, but Alcadizzar knew such 
things would attract unwelcome attention on the Golden Plain. Instead, he’d 
gone to Rasetra’s horse market and purchased a sturdy Numasi mare, and 
then plied a desert trader with gold to part with one of his personal 
possessions. 


The rakh-hajib, or raider’s robe, was a heavy cotton outer garment 
reinforced with bronze discs sewn into the inner lining to cover the wearer’s 
vitals. It wasn’t as good as proper armour, but it was proof against arrows, 
spears and knives. Best of all, it was discreet; he could not risk appearing 
too well equipped, or the bandits on the plain would think he was a spy for 
Lahmia’s City Guard. Mistrust and paranoia were the only constants on the 
trade road leading to the City of the Dawn. 
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The same could be said for Nehekhara in general, Alcadizzar had learned. 
That night at the palace, Asar had laid out the political situation among the 
great cities. Though there was a great deal of resentment and discontent 
towards Lahmia, the centuries-old policies of King Lamashizzar and later, 
Queen Neferata had been so effective at playing the other cities against one 
another that none of them were strong enough to challenge the Lahmians 
directly. Even Rasetra, which had clawed its way back from the brink of 
ruin after the war against Nagash and had rebuilt its powerful army, still 
lacked the resources for a protracted war against the Lahmians. And though 
many of the great cities now possessed iron weapons and armour that were 
the equal of Lahmia’s, none of them had a counter for the fearsome dragon 
powder that Lamashizzar’s army had used to destroy the Usurper’s army 
almost five hundred years ago. Not even the Lybaran scholar-priests had 
succeeded in unravelling the secrets of the mysterious eastern powder, and 
no one knew how much of it the City of the Dawn possessed. As Alcadizzar 
knew firsthand, the Lahmians guarded their secrets jealously. 


Of course, a coalition of armies would almost certainly triumph against the 
Lahmians, but there was too much ambition and too little trust among the 
other cities to make such an alliance possible. Of the great cities, only three 
were strong enough to present themselves as possible rivals to Lahmia’s 
power—Rasetra in the east, plus Zandri and Ka-Sabar in the west—but 
none were willing to take the first step and risk standing alone in the face of 
Lahmian reprisal. It would take something truly portentous and terrible to 
persuade the rival kings to put aside their ambitions and come together in a 
common cause against Lahmia. Alcadizzar’s discovery was just such a 
revelation—but only if it could be proven beyond a doubt. Without proof, 
the other kings were just as likely to suspect that it was nothing more than a 
Rasetran ploy to trick them into a ruinous war. 


Asar had made it clear that he believed every word of the prince’s story and 
vowed to send agents to uncover proof of Neferata’s crimes—but 
Alcadizzar knew that such efforts were doomed from the start. No stranger 
to the city would stand a chance of penetrating the palace compound and 
slipping undetected into the temple—and none of the temple’s high 
priestesses could be persuaded to betray their mistress’ secrets. That left 
only one possible alternative. If the great cities needed proof of Lahmia’s 
hidden evil, then Alcadizzar would have to obtain it himself. 


2824 XRN 


He had remained as his uncle’s guest for many months, formulating his 
plans, then slipped quietly from the city amid the guards of a merchant 
caravan bound for Lybaras. Six months later he found himself, once again, 
friendless and alone, upon the lawless expanse of the Golden Plain. 


Alcadizzar had thought that slipping back into Lahmia would have been a 
simple matter. It had been years since his escape; for all that the rest of the 
world knew, he might as well have been dead. But Neferata still hadn’t 
given up looking for him; if anything, her search had turned far darker and 
more terrible than before. The city docks and the poorer districts lay under a 
constant pall of dread. The streets were all but deserted after dark, because 
people were disappearing almost every night and were never seen again. 
Informers were everywhere, searching for men who matched his 
description. The City Guard had tried to detain him at the west gate; when 
no amount of gold would dissuade them, he’d been forced to draw his 
sword and fight his way out. Mounted riders had scoured the trade road for 
weeks afterwards, searching for him. He’d only managed to escape by 
fleeing deep into the abandoned farmland, where the bandits held sway. 


He’d known from his early days inside the city that there were two kinds of 
bandits on the Golden Plain. There were desperate, pitiful folk like Nawat’s 
band of cutthroats, and then there were the descendants of the desert tribes 
who had migrated there in the years after the war against the Usurper. 
Nagash’s armies had shattered the once-proud tribes, and the loss of their 
patron god Khsar had forced them to abandon the burning sands that had 
sheltered them for centuries. In those days, Lahmia had been the richest of 
all the great cities, and caravans journeyed there from as far away as Zandri 
to partake in the exotic goods of the distant east. Where there was wealth, 
there was banditry, and the desert tribes were superlative caravan raiders. 
They struck like lightning out of the scrub forests that now grew wild across 
the plain, taking what they pleased and vanishing before the City Guard 
could respond. There were also many former desert dwellers living inside 
Lahmia as well, eking out a miserable existence in the city slums. The 
Lahmians regarded them with suspicion and thinly veiled hostility, 
suspecting them of spying for the raiders out on the plain. 


Alcadizzar saw at once that the desert tribesmen had the potential of 
becoming powerful allies against the Lahmians, but they were a clannish 
and secretive bunch at the best of times. He had spent a year on the plain 
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trying to earn their trust, but to no avail. When Nawat had agreed to accept 
him into his gang, Alcadizzar had joined up in the hopes that the old raider 
might still have some friends within the tribes, but if he did, Nawat refused 
to speak of them. 


The prince suppressed an irritated sigh. Another dead end, he thought, 
watching the gang slink across a wide, stony field that had once grown corn 
and wheat for nearby Lahmia. He was better off on his own, he reckoned. 
Perhaps it would be easier to move about inside the city now. It had been 
another full year—surely Neferata was growing tired of the search. 


Just then came the distant, skirling cry of a horn, off to the north. Nawat sat 
straight in his saddle, listening then nodded in satisfaction. “It’s begun,” he 
said to the gang. “They’re a little early. We should pick up the pace a bit.” 


The old raider nudged his horse into a faster walk and the bandits limped 
along in his wake as best they could. Alcadizzar touched his heels to his 
mount and she responded at once, breaking into an easy, ground-eating trot. 
He searched the darkening sky above the road where he knew the caravan 
to be. After a few moments, he frowned. “No signal arrow,” he said, half to 
himself. 


Nawat tumed to the prince. “What’s that?” 


Alcadizzar gestured in the direction of the road. They were less than a mile 
away now, their movements concealed by a line of low, wooded hills. “The 
caravan hasn’t called for help.” 


The old raider straightened in the saddle. Every caravan within easy riding 
distance of the Lahmian watch-forts kept a bow and a pitch-soaked arrow 
close to hand, in case of attack. A fire arrow shot skywards would have a 
troop of Lahmian cavalry riding to their aid within minutes. Nawat rubbed 
his chin. “Maybe the arrow failed to light,” he mused. “It’s been known to 
happen.” 


“You think so?” the prince asked, sounding dubious. 
Nawat shrugged. “What else?” 


They rode onwards in tense silence for a bit longer, drawing closer to the 
base of the hills. A horn sounded again—two short notes, then a long one, 
repeated in quick succession. Alcadizzar stiffened. He knew that sequence 
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all too well. Moments later, another horn answered, perhaps a league to the 
west. 


“Those are cavalry signals,” Alcadizzar told Nawat. “The caravan had a 
troop of horsemen trailing them.” 


“Where the dust trail from the wagons would hide their presence.” Nawat 
muttered a curse and spat into the dust. “When did the khutuf get so 
clever?” 


Alcadizzar could hear other sounds coming from the far side of the hill 
now: the faint clatter of blades and the shrill, woman-like shriek of a dying 
horse. The caravan had been nothing but bait, drawing the raiders into a 
deadly ambush. The prince thought quickly, considering his options. He 
reached down and loosened his sword in its sheath. 


Nawat cursed again and turned his horse about. “We’ve got to get out of 
here,” he snarled to his gang. “Back to camp, and quickly. If the Lahmians 
catch us—” 


Suddenly, the old raider’s mount shied sideways as Alcadizzar spurred his 
horse to a gallop and charged up the wooded hillside. 


“Ubaid!” Nawat called after him. “What in the seven hells are you doing?” 


The long-legged Numasi mare lunged up the slope in graceful bounds. 
Alcadizzar gave the horse its head, letting it find its own way amid the 
gnarled, spiky trees. The sounds of battle grew louder as he reached the 
hill’s summit and plunged down the other side. He drew the heavy, bronze 
sword with a graceful sweep of his arm and tried to catch glimpses of the 
battle unfolding along the road below. 


Alcadizzar could see seven or eight wagons—wide-bodied, wooden affairs 
with four wheels and high, wicker sides. Half a dozen archers stood in each 
one, drawing back yard-long reed arrows and loosing them at the swift- 
moving horsemen circling in the open ground north of the road. The desert 
raiders were armed with quivers of bronze-tipped javelins and short, 
recurved bows made of polished horn; they drew and fired on the move, 
sending broad-headed arrows thudding into the wagons’ flanks. But instead 
of plunging through the painted wicker they stuck fast, or the shafts broke 
from the impact. No doubt the wicker was a screen, concealing a wall of 
wooden shields that protected the archers to just above the waist. 


2827 XRN 


The bodies of riders and horses alike littered the ground before the wagons 
and the gaps between them. A favoured tactic of the desert raiders was to 
race in among the wagons and strike down their drivers with a few well- 
placed javelins. The Lahmians had waited until the raiders were virtually in 
their midst before springing their trap, cutting down the first wave of raiders 
at point-blank range. The rest had drawn up short in the killing ground 
north of the road, where they offered more targets for the swift-firing 
bowmen. 


The caravan guards—Lahmian soldiers clad in the motley gear of hired 
blades—had withdrawn behind the wagons as soon as the attack had begun, 
and now they were making short work of the wounded raiders who’d had 
their mounts shot out from under them during the first charge. Alcadizzar 
caught sight of a dozen of these soldiers surrounding a large knot of dead 
horses and their riders. As he watched, a lean, robed figure darted up from 
behind one of the fallen mounts and flung a javelin at one of the Lahmians. 
The soldier screamed and fell, clutching at the shaft protruding from his 
chest. Arrows hissed through the air, but the raider had already ducked back 
down out of sight and the shafts passed harmlessly overhead. 


A shout went up from the raiders north of the road. Alcadizzar watched in 
surprise as a dozen of them broke from the group and charged the line of 
wagons. Horse-bows twanged; one of the Lahmian archers pitched over 
backwards with an arrow in his eye. The raiders closed the distance swiftly, 
their mounts fairly gliding over the stony field. They plunged fearlessly into 
a storm of arrow fire. Horses screamed and plunged to the ground; their 
riders leapt free, only to be shot in turn. Only two of the brave riders made 
it past the wagons, hurling javelins at their tormentors as they raced by. 
Alcadizzar watched them rein in for a moment on the other side of the line, 
their heads turning this way and that as though searching for something. 
One of the riders fell a second later with an arrow in his throat; the second 
man caught sight of the mound of dead horses that the Lahmians had 
surrounded, and spurred his horse towards them with a cry of challenge. 
Three arrows struck the man in quick succession, piercing him in the leg 
and chest. Still, he struggled onwards, driving his mount forwards, until 
another pair of arrows struck him in the side and sent him plunging to the 
ground. The raider’s horse came to a stop, its flanks heaving—but then a 
whistle caused its ears to perk up. At once, it started to trot towards where 
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the stranded raider was hiding, but was brought down by a well-placed 
Lahmian arrow. 


Now Alcadizzar understood why the desert raiders hadn’t simply 
withdrawn as soon as the ambush had been sprung. Their chieftain had been 
brought down in the first charge and was now trapped by the Lahmians 
among the bodies of his retainers. Honour demanded that they rescue him, 
or die in the attempt. 


The Lahmian soldiers pushed forwards, tightening the noose around the 
desert chieftain. To the west, Alcadizzar could hear the faint thunder of 
hooves. The cavalry would arrive in moments and then the raiders would 
have no choice but to withdraw; the chieftain’s fate would be sealed. 


There was no time to think. Alcadizzar raced down the slope, angling his 
course towards the downed chieftain. With the latest rescue attempt having 
failed, the Lahmian archers had turned their attention northwards once 
again. He might succeed where the gallant raiders had failed. 


The prince broke from the concealing woods at a full gallop, his horse 
kicking up a cloud of dust as she raced across the level ground towards the 
encircling soldiers. The Lahmians didn’t see him at first. Alcadizzar crossed 
the intervening distance in the space of a few heartbeats. By the time one of 
the soldiers on the far side of the circle caught sight of him and shouted a 
warning, it was already too late. 


Alcadizzar plunged into the circle of warriors, his bronze sword flashing. 
Blood spattered in a wide arc as he split one soldier’s helmet and carved 
into the skull beneath. The prince jerked his blade free with a bloodthirsty 
shout and struck another man in the shoulder, the sword cutting through the 
watrior’s leather armour and shattering his collarbone. Screams rent the air; 
Alcadizzar spurred his mount forwards, leaping over the bodies of horses 
and men. He caught sight of the chieftain, hunched down next to his dead 
stallion, a sword and dagger clenched in his bloody hands. 


The prince leaned down, extending his left arm. The desert chieftain’s face 
was hidden behind a chequered headscarf, but his dark eyes glinted fiercely 
as he gripped Alcadizzar’s forearm and swung easily onto the back of his 
horse. There were shouts all around them as the Lahmians surged forwards; 
with a cry, Alcadizzar spurred his mount once again—not northwards, into 
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the teeth of the enemy bowmen, or southwards, towards the wooded hill but 
west, down the length of the caravan and in the direction of the oncoming 
Lahmian cavalry. 


Arrows hissed through the air as the wagons flashed by. An arrow struck 
Alcadizzar in the left side, but the point failed to penetrate the rings of mail 
sewn into his raider’s coat. Only a few of the archers could fire on him at 
any one time, and the speed of his horse made him a difficult target. 


In less than a minute he reached the last wagon in line and was galloping 
out into the open. Shouts rose behind him and he expected a fusillade of 
arrows to rain down on him, but just then the Lahmian cavalry arrived on 
the scene, their yellow silk standards flapping in the wind. He charged full 
into their midst, dashing straight down the column of charging riders. The 
Lahmian archers had no choice but to hold their fire, and within moments 
Alcadizzar had vanished in the churning dust cloud kicked up by the 
cavalry troop. 


A fist pounded at the prince’s shoulder and laughter boomed in his ear. 
“That was boldly done!” the chieftain said. Alcadizzar glanced over his 
shoulder and saw that the raider had pulled aside his headscarf. He was a 
young man, no more than twenty-five or so, with a handsome, tanned face 
and a brilliant smile that was more than a little mad. 


“T am Faisr al-Hashim, of the bani-al-Hashim,” the young man said. “And I 
am in your debt, stranger. Ask of me anything, and it is yours.” 


A half-mile down the trade road, the prince reined in his mount. In the 
distance, the Lahmian cavalry were chasing the rest of the bandits 
northwards. Alcadizzar glanced back at the chieftain. Nawat and his rabble 
were forgotten; this was the opportunity he’d been looking for. 


“Anything?” 


The chieftain laughed again, drunk from his close brush with death. 
“Anything, upon my honour! What is your heart’s desire?” 


The prince smiled. “I wish to ride with the bani-al-Hashim. ” 
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ELEVEN 
Into the Trap 


Nagashizzar, in the 99th year of Usirian the Dreadful 
(-1285 Imperial Reckoning) 


“Out of the way, damn you! Move-move!” Eekrit laid about with the flat of 
his blade, striking shoulders and backsides. The clanrats yelped and snarled, 
glaring back at the warlord with pure murder in their eyes—then lowering 
their heads and squeezing against the walls of the narrow tunnel once they 
realised who he was. 


Eekrit drove onwards, shouldering his way through the press of armoured 
bodies. The journey from the lower levels of the fortress had taken nearly 
twice as long as expected. After successfully dodging enemy patrols and 
slipping past the kreekar-gan’s barricades, they’d emerged into a scene of 
utter pandemonium at mine shaft one. Some kind of massive troop 
movement was under way, with the army’s assault troops being pulled from 
the battle-line and replaced with yowling mobs of slaves. Every passageway 
to the lower levels was packed tight with snarling, cursing skaven going in 
one direction or the other, slowing movement to little better than a crawl. 
Eekrit was exhausted already from fighting his way through one crowded 
passageway after another. His arms ached and his patience had long since 
worn thin. The only thing preventing him from using the sharp end of his 
blade was the fact that the maddened clanrats would likely turn on him in 
an instant. The army had enough problems already without touching off a 
bloody melee within its own ranks. 


The warlord shoved his way to the front of the pack, with Eshreegar and the 
rest of his raiders close at his heels. The leader of the clanrats started to hiss 
a curse as Eekrit stalked past, but a glare from the Master of Treacheries left 
the warrior cowering in a cloud of fear-musk. 


Just past the clanrats was yet another shuffling mass of stinking fur and 
rustling armour, but this time Eekrit pulled up short. It was a pack of the 
Grey Lord’s heechigar, standing shoulder-to-shoulder and probably thirty 
rats deep. The warlord paused, his narrow chest heaving. His whiskers 
twitched, sensing the movement of air currents up ahead. They had to be 
close to their goal now, he reckoned, and the storm-walkers were moving 
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along at something approaching a slow march. At the moment, that was 
good enough for him. Eekrit fumbled for his scabbard twice before he 
finally managed to put away his sword. 


“How long?” he asked, as Eshreegar came up beside him. 


The Master of Treacheries took a deep breath, focussing his tired mind. 
“Seven hours,” he replied. “Maybe a bit more.” 


Eekrit spat a sulphurous curse. “The kreekar-gan’s probably on the move 
right now. The attack could begin at any minute.” 


Eshreegar cocked his head at the warlord. “How can you be so sure?” 


“Because it’s the worst possible thing that could happen,” Eekrit growled. 
“That’s been the one constant in this whole, miserable war.” 


They followed the heechigar for several minutes before a bone whistle blew 
up ahead, and the storm-walkers surged ahead at a loping, rattling trot. 
Moments later, Eekrit found himself standing at the mouth of the branch- 
tunnel leading into mine shaft four. 


The army’s base camp had expanded dramatically in the weeks since the 
raiders had last been there. Huge piles of food and supplies, separated by 
clan and guarded by anxious packs of warriors, stretched from one end of 
the long tunnel to the other. Smoke from cook-fires and hissing furnaces 
created a bluish-black haze along the roof of the mine shaft; the air was hot 
and reeking from the copper stink of the swordsmiths’ forges. The slave 
pens that he could see had been emptied and units of heavily armed 
watriors were hastening down the narrow lanes to the call of screeching 
bone whistles or the bark of clan chiefs. 


Eshreegar surveyed the chaos and scowled. “What in the Horned God’s 
name is going on?” he said. 


Eekrit wasn’t quite sure what to make of it himself. “We’ll know soon 
enough,” he replied, and set off at a trot for the Grey Lord’s pavilion. 


They made better time cutting across the mine shaft and reached the 
sprawling collection of wood-and-hide enclosures within a matter of 
minutes. A pair of heechigar stood watch at the pavilion’s main entrance, 
nervously clutching the hafts of their fearsome-looking polearms. Their 
hackles bristled as Eekrit and the raiders approached. 
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Eekrit was in no mood for displays of dominance. “I must speak with Lord 
Velsquee at once,” he said without preamble. 


“Lord Velsquee is meeting with the war council,” rasped one of the storm- 
walkers. 


The warlord glared up at the broad-shouldered warrior. “How convenient,” 
he replied. “I’m on the war council.” 


The two heechigar exchanged sly looks. “That’s not what we were told, 
black-robe,” the burly guard said, baring his teeth in a lopsided sneer. 
“Aren’t you supposed to be past the barricades, sniffing up the kreekar- 
gan’s bony arse?” 


“You shut your teeth,” Eshreegar warned, his voice low and full of menace. 
The storm-walker’s smile broadened. “Do your worst, one-eye.” 


Eshreegar stepped forwards, a pair of cruel-looking knives appearing in his 
paws as if by magic. His answering smile was wicked and cold. “You asked 
for this,” he told the storm-walker. “I want you to remember that once I’m 
finished with you.” 


“Enough,” Eekrit snapped, and the tone of his voice was enough to get 
even the heechigars’ attention. “We don’t have time for this.” The warlord 
stepped up to the towering guard. “You listen to me,” he told the storm- 
walker. “The leader of the army’s scouts has an urgent message for the Grey 
Lord and the council. If he doesn’t get that message immediately, then 
Velsquee will hold the both of you responsible. Do you care to take the 
blame for the army’s defeat?” 


The guard’s eyes narrowed, searching Eekrit’s face for signs he was 
bluffing. Finally, the storm-walker shrugged. “No need for that,” he 
muttered, and then sent his companion into the pavilion with a jerk of his 
head. 


Eekrit and Eshreegar fumed in silence, tails twitching, for what felt like an 
eternity. Finally, the second guard returned. “All right,” he said, with no 
sign of deference. “You two come with me.” 


The Master of Treacheries tensed again at the guard’s insolent tone, but 
Eekrit forestalled him with an upraised paw. “Lead on.” 
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They followed the storm-walker past the hanging hide flap and into the 
noisome darkness of the pavilion. Foul-smelling incense—some acrid 
swamp fungus that was currently fashionable in the Great City—curled 
listlessly about the ceiling of the narrow antechamber beyond. Slaves from 
a number of the army’s prominent clans abased themselves as Eekrit passed 
by. 


The heechigar led them down a maze of twisting, close-set passageways, 
fashioned to suit skaven sensibilities and confound would-be assassins. 
After several minutes, they emerged into a slightly larger antechamber, this 
one laid with expensive rugs and stinking of slightly less acrid smoke. More 
slaves, these belonging exclusively to Velsquee, crouched silently in the far 
comers of the chamber as they awaited their master’s summons. Another 
passageway opposite led deeper into the pavilion. From somewhere beyond 
came the faint murmur of voices. 


As they entered the chamber, the hide flap across the room was pulled 
aside. Eekrit came to a sudden halt as he caught sight of the skaven lord 
who’d come to meet them. 


Lord Hiirc was clad in rich robes embroidered with gold and silver thread. 
Tokens of burning stone gleamed balefully from fine chains around his 
neck. Like Eekrit, the lord of Clan Morbus could afford the best charms and 
potions that money could buy back at the Great City. He looked like a 
skaven barely half his true age, Eekrit noted irritably. Hiirc’s gold-capped 
teeth glinted coldly as he spoke. 


“What in the-the Horned God’s name are the two of you doing here?” he 
said. His voice was thin and shrill, like a poorly tuned whistle. The lord’s 
fur was tangled and unkempt, and his ears twitched apprehensively. 


Eekrit wondered at his appearance, but then realised that it was very early 
in the morning for the clan lords, who were accustomed to the luxuries of 
camp life. 


“There’s going to be an attack, Hiirc,’ Eekrit snapped. “The kreekar-gan 
has led us into an ambush.” 


Hiirc’s ears folded back against his skull. “Is that so?” he hissed. “And how 
exactly do you know this?” 
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Eekrit growled under his breath and took a step towards Hiirc. His paw 
drifted to his sword hilt. He wanted nothing more than to bury his blade 
between the fool’s beady eyes. The heechigar sensed this at once and let out 
a warning snarl, moving to place himself partially between the two lords. 
Eshreegar shifted slightly, paws at his sides. 


The warlord caught himself at the last moment. However much he wanted 
it, painting the hide walls with Hiirc’s blood would only complicate things 
with Velsquee. Eekrit paused, took a deep breath, and told his erstwhile 
second-in-command what he’d learned. 


Hiirc listened carefully to the story, even nodding thoughtfully at the 
description of the tunnel mouth and the captured clan chief. When Eekrit 
had finished his report, the Morbus clan lord snapped his fingers. Instantly a 
slave appeared, bearing a bowl of wine on a silver tray. Hiirc took the bowl 
and sipped its contents. 


“Ts that all?” he asked. 
Eekrit stared at Hiirc. Even the heechigar seemed shocked. 


“Isn’t that enough?” the warlord snarled. “What is-is so hard to understand, 
Hiirc? The buming man and his warriors are likely moving through the 
tunnels even as we speak. They could attack at-at any moment—” 


“We know,” Hiirc replied, his tail lashing smugly. “We’ve known for hours, 
in fact.” 


“You know?” Then, suddenly, Eekrit understood. “The spy. Of course.” 
Hiirc shifted uncomfortably. “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


Eekrit cut him off with an upraised claw. “Don’t be more of an idiot than 
you have to be, Hiirc,” he snapped. “There’s been a traitor in the enemy’s 
ranks all along. How in the Homed God’s name did you get the warning so 
quickly?” 


Hiirc finished the wine and tossed the bowl back onto the slave’s tray. 
“That’s none of your concern,” he shot back. “Velsquee’s summoned our 
best troops. When the burning man attacks, he’ll walk right into a trap. In 
an hour, two at most, the war will be over,” he said. Hiirc bared his golden 
teeth in a malicious smile. “Which means your services to the army are no 
longer required.” 
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Before Eekrit could reply, Hiirc snapped his fingers once again. This time 
the hide flap behind him was drawn aside and twelve more storm-walkers 
filed ponderously into the room. 


Eekrit glared at the broad-shouldered warriors. “What is the meaning of 
this?” 


Hiirc turned to the leader of the heechigar. “Escort Lords Eekrit and 
Eshreegar to the under-fortress,” he commanded. “Confine them to the 
warlord’s lair and guard them closely.” 


The storm-walkers surrounded the two skaven. Eekrit bared his teeth, 
furious that he’d allowed Hiirc to trap him so easily. With the rest of the 
scout-assassins behind him he might have made a fight of it. But now... 


Eekrit folded his arms in resignation. “Lord Velsquee will hear of this.” 


Hiirc’s ears fluttered with amusement. “It was the Grey Lord himself who 
ordered this.” He waved a paw in dismissal to the guards. “Remove them by 
one of the side entrances,” he ordered. “If you even think they might give 
you trouble, hack them to bits.” 


The heechigar leader grunted in assent and nodded to his warriors. 
Lowering their polearms, they herded their two prisoners past Hiirc and 
back the way they’d come, past the hide flap and into another adjoining 
room connected by three branching corridors. Down a side-corridor they 
went, passing into another labyrinthine set of passageways that finally led 
them to an exit on the far side of the pavilion. 


Outside the enclosure the air still rang with shouted orders and the shrill cry 
of whistles as the storm-walkers and the army’s veteran clanrats prepared 
their hasty ambush. Eekrit paused, surveying the scene. The rest of the 
scout-assassins were nowhere in sight, and with so much noise there was no 
way to call for aid. 


A sharp bronze point jabbed the warlord in the shoulderblade. “Move,” said 
the storm-walker behind him. 


The phalanx of guards started off towards the opposite side of the mine 
shaft. Eshreegar fell into step beside Eekrit. He gave the warlord a sidelong 
look. 


“Any brilliant ideas?” he asked. 
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“1m thinking,” Eekrit muttered. 


The Master of Treacheries leaned closer. “There’s a slave trader in the 
under-fortress who owes me some favours,” he whispered. “If we can get to 
him, he’ll smuggle us back to the Great City for a price.” 


Eekrit walked along in silence, considering his options. After a moment, he 
looked up and considered the hulking forms of the storm-walkers. 


The warlord took a deep breath. “Eshreegar, how much gold have you got?” 


The preparations for the attack took hours to complete. Swift messengers 
carried orders to the barbarian companies, withdrawing them from the 
barricades and assembling them in four large contingents along the deserted 
storage chambers close to the approach tunnels. Large packs of flesh-eaters 
—nearly all that remained of the debased Yaghur tribes—prowled the 
tunnels around the assembled warriors, hunting for enemy scouts who 
might spoil their master’s plans. The northmen, some four thousand strong, 
left behind a mere thousand skeletal warriors to man the barricades and 
hold the enemy at bay. 


As the warriors gathered, Nagash went to the secret vault that contained the 
last of the abn-i-khat. The windowless stone chamber, carved from the very 
bedrock of the mountain, was large enough to rival the vast treasure houses 
of the kings of old Khemri; now its shelves and marble plinths sat empty 
but for a single, small table at the far end of the vault. There, flickering like 
a pair of baleful eyes, sat two fist-sized lumps of burning stone. 


Nagash paused but a moment at the threshold, surveying the dark, empty 
place. Once a measure of Nagashizzar’s wealth and power, now it spoke 
only of defeat and a long, bitter decline. 


At length he entered the echoing vault, his bony footsteps making faint, 
scraping sounds upon the stone. His body moved with an unnatural gait 
more akin to a beast or a reptile than to a man. His arms and legs, unmoored 
by muscle or sinew, moved like serpents beneath the parchment-like folds 
of his ancient robe. His wight bodyguard followed at his heels, ghostly 
green fire flickering across their tarnished armour and down the length of 
their deadly blades. 
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The macabre procession halted before the table and Nagash spread his 
skeletal hands possessively above it. The magical stone seemed to respond 
to the necromancer’s desires, flaring like coals in a furnace. The light of the 
burning stone played across the surface of the bronze and leather breastplate 
that they rested upon and the long, straight, double-edged blade that lay 
before it. The armour had been wrought by the smiths of the northmen and 
enchanted by Nagash’s own hand; each scale had been inscribed with a rune 
of protection to turn aside the spells and blades of his foes. The blade had 
been taken from an ancient northern barrow during the long war of 
subjugation, and had been wrought from obsidian in the days before men 
knew how to shape metal. The art of its making was a mystery even to 
Nagash; there was terrible power coiled within, a hunger for life that was 
depthless and cold as the abyss itself. 


Nagash plucked the stone orbs from their resting place and weighed them in 
his hands. At once, the left-hand orb was wreathed with a shimmering green 
mist that soaked into the necromancer’s blackened bones. At once, he stood 
straighter, his skeletal frame drawing together tightly as the arcane energies 
leapt from joint to joint. He craved more, but with an effort of supreme will 
he put his hunger aside. He had measured out each and every ounce 
according to his battle plan. Nothing would be held back. Either he would 
defeat the ratmen once and for all, or be destroyed in the process. 


At his command, the wights gathered around him. For the first time in more 
than a century, they set aside their bared blades and reached for the wargear 
resting upon the table. 


Slowly, with unspoken ceremony, the risen dead garbed Nagash for war. 
The weight of the armour upon his chest reminded him of ancient times, of 
past glories won beneath Nehekhara’s burning sun, but the memories filled 
him with a strange sense of foreboding. As the champions went about their 
work, cinching cords and fastening ties, the necromancer found himself 
studying the vault’s shadows for pale figures and ghostly, accusing faces. 


“1 should not be here,” Akatha said, her voice echoing hollowly in the 
confined space of the tunnel. “I belong with Bragadh. It is an ill-omened 
thing to send a chieftain to battle without a witch to sing for him.” 


Nagash said nothing. Rock bubbled and hissed beneath his fingertip as he 
traced a magical circle on the floor. The tunnel had no exit—it merely 
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ended at a rough-hewn wall of granite, some three feet thick. Magical runes 
had been etched into the surface of the rock and inlaid with abn-i-khat years 
ago; they formed a tall, wide arch, broad enough for two men standing 
abreast. His wight bodyguard formed a protective barrier between him and 
the archway, their dark blades held ready. 


Behind the necromancer came the muted rattle of weapons and armour as 
his warriors awaited the call to battle. The tunnel was, in truth, a long, 
spiralling ramp that bored down through the bedrock and terminated at the 
far end of the mine shaft. Three others like it had been sunk through the 
stone on the opposite side of the shaft, each packed with a thousand 
northmen and led by Bragadh, Diarid and Thestus. A fifth tunnel, which 
had been opened months ago to allow his constructs to enter the mine shaft 
in search of useful prisoners, had been quietly sealed up just a few hours 
before to maintain the element of surprise. 


Akatha stood with folded arms to Nagash’s right, her expression hidden 
behind a fall of ash-stained hair. Her pale skin shone with unnatural vigour, 
throwing her ghostly blue tattoos into sharp relief. She had drunk deep from 
the necromancer’s cup, along with Bragadh and the other immortals, just 
before joining their mortal kinsmen in the fortress depths. The necromancer 
had been generous with his elixir, restoring his lieutenants to their former 
might. The witch radiated arcane power, like the churning clouds of a fierce 
desert storm. 


“What is it you wish me to do?” she asked. “If I am not to sing the war- 
song, then what?” 


Nagash finished inscribing the last of the ritual symbols. Kneeling amid 
them, he reached past the runes and etched a glowing green circle in the 
rock. He had consumed the most burning stone of all, and the sensation of 
raw, unbridled power filled him with a terrible, mirthless joy. The cold hilt 
of the obsidian blade fairly trembled in his hand, its ancient spirit stirring at 
the prospect of battle. 


The necromancer straightened, calling to mind the words of the ritual he’d 
created years ago and held in reserve in anticipation of this very moment. 


Bear witness, he said to her. Behold the vengeance of Nagash. 
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The incantation reverberated through the necromancer’s brain, fuelled by 
the power of the burning stone, and the runes carved into the rock blazed 
with light. Within moments, thin wisps of smoke rose from the sigils carved 
into the rock wall, and the temperature in the crowded tunnel began to rise. 
The northmen closest to Nagash began to shift uneasily and mutter 
blasphemous prayers as the wall began to blacken and a malevolent hissing 
sound filled the air. 


Focussing his will, Nagash raised his left hand and slowly made a fist. The 
air shimmered with heat. When he reached the end of the incantation he 
punched his fist at the wall and unleashed a fraction of his pent-up energy; 
the iron-hard granite contained within the arch exploded outwards in a 
furious crack of thunder. 


Hundreds of razor-edged fragments scythed through the mine shaft around 
the breach, followed by a roiling wall of blinding dust, heat and rushing air. 
The few ratmen unlucky enough to be caught within the blast were killed 
instantly; their pulverised bodies were caught by the Shockwave and hurled 
dozens of feet through the air. Stacked crates and wicker baskets were torn 
apart, their contents scattered across the mine shaft and in some cases 
ignited by the searing air. 


A string of three more blasts ripped through the lower end of the mine shaft 
as the runic arches inset into the remaining assault tunnels detonated as 
well. A cyclone of dust and howling, furnace-like air roared up the shaft 
towards the ratmen’s pavilion, punctuated by the roaring war cries of the 
northmen. 


Attack! 


Nagash’s command echoed in the minds of his bodyguards and lieutenants. 
The wights swept forwards in a silent, deadly wave, their movements lent 
unearthly speed by another of the necromancer’s incantations. Nagash 
followed them, his burning gaze searching the battlefield for foes, and the 
barbarians came charging in his wake. 


The necromancer glided like a ghost through the heat and the swirling 
smoke. Ahead of him ranged the wights, moving so swiftly their feet 
scarcely seemed to touch the ground. Shouts and screams filled the air. 
Nagash could hear the charge of Diarid’s barbarian warriors off to his right 
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and the shouts of Bragadh’s barbarians to his left. Thestus and his men were 
somewhat ahead and to Bragadh’s left; his lieutenants were entrusted with 
blocking any would-be rescuers advancing from the enemy forces in the 
upper and lower mine shafts. They would protect his flanks while he and 
his warriors raced to the pavilion and killed every rat-creature he found 
there. 


For the first few minutes, the only ratmen Nagash found were the twisted 
and torn bodies of those caught by the initial blast. Shrill cries and panicked 
screeches sounded ahead and to either side of him, lost behind mounds of 
supplies and churning wisps of dust. His wight bodyguards had caught up to 
the rear edge of the smoke cloud he’d created; they were nothing more than 
wavering silhouettes, tinged by faint haloes of green grave-light. The 
undead warriors raced on without pause through the scalding cloud, driven 
by the hateful will of their master. 


Nagash charged into the whirlwind after them. The hot dust filled his hood 
and blew it back from his blackened skull. It sang against his stone blade, 
causing it to utter a low, crystalline moan. His robes and the thick leather 
underlayment of his armour began to smoulder in the superheated air, but 
the necromancer scarcely felt its touch. He could dimly sense Akatha and 
the barbarians some distance behind him, loping like wolves in the dust 
cloud’s wake. 


They were some three hundred yards from the assault tunnels when Nagash 
heard screams and shouts in the dust clouds up ahead. Corpse-light 
flickered in sweeping, deadly arcs, and the cries of the ratmen were cut 
short. A heartbeat later he came upon the first of the corpses. The ratmen 
had been cut down in mid-stride as they stumbled blindly through the dust. 
Their fur had been burnt away, along with their ears and their deep-set eyes. 
Many were still toppling to the ground as the necromancer rushed past. 


And then, without warning, there were ratmen everywhere. They came 
screaming out of the veil of dust from all sides, their snouts blistered and 
bleeding and their chisel teeth bared. Wight blades flickered through the air, 
slicing through armour and sinking into flesh. The blades froze the blood 
and silenced the hearts of those they touched; Nagash watched ratmen 
stagger beneath the blows, their last breaths billowing in jets of glittering 
vapour as they fell. 
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Still more of the creatures charged Nagash from left and right. Those that 
had managed to avoid being blinded by the storm rushed directly at him, 
their swords raised to strike. 


He met them with a cruel laugh and a blasphemous incantation. Streaks of 
green fire burst from the skeletal fingers of his free hand, scything through 
the ratmen on his left. The creatures collapsed, shrieking in agony as their 
bodies boiled from the inside out. 


No sooner had the sorcerous bolts sped from his hand than Nagash was 
turning to face the ratmen charging from his right. Roaring, exultant, he 
raised his obsidian blade and fell upon them. His sword flashed in blurring 
arcs, biting into armour, flesh and bone and snuffing out the life within. 
Their blows turned aside from his enchanted armour, or shattered against its 
scales. He beckoned to the wretched rat-things, daring them to do their 
worst, his burning eyes mocking them as they died beneath his blade. When 
there were no foes left to kill, he spun about and stalked back through the 
dust clouds, hunting down stumbling, blinded ratmen and slaying every one 
he could find. 


The fight lasted barely a minute. One moment Nagash was lost in an 
ecstasy of slaughter and the next he was standing amid piles of lifeless 
bodies, watching the surviving ratmen fleeing deeper into the dust cloud, 
towards the distant pavilion. The necromancer’s bloodthirsty howl shook 
the aether as he and his wights set off after the retreating ratmen. 


Nothing could stop him now. 


Velsquee nervously fingered one of the god-stone tokens hanging from his 
neck as he watched the oncoming dust cloud. It filled the wide mine shaft 
from one side to the other, roiling up from the depths and swallowing 
everything it touched. A hot wind, dry as bone and reeking of charred flesh, 
blew full into the Grey Lord’s face. Around him, the heechigar hunched 
their shoulders and eyed one another apprehensively. 


They’d all known to expect an attack, but nothing quite like this. 


At the far end of the killing ground they’d established around the former 
pavilion, a black-robed scout-assassin emerged from one of the camp’s 
narrow lanes. Wisps of smoke rose from his scorched clothing and blood 


2842 XRN 


dripped from his blistered tail. The young skaven paused, chest heaving, 
and searched for the Grey Lord among the tightly packed ranks of storm- 
walkers. Velsquee let go of the token, took a deep breath, and beckoned to 
him. 


The scout dashed over, making only the most cursory obeisance before the 
Grey Lord. Up close, Velsquee could smell the skaven’s burned flesh and 
the bitter reek of fear-musk. 


“He is-is coming!” the scout gasped in a ragged voice. “The kreekar-gan 
comes!” 


“T can see that, Shireep!” Velsquee snapped. “Tell me something useful! 
How many does he have with him?” 


“A-a few thousand,” the scout replied. “No more. Two-two columns on the 
left, one column on the right. Humans. No bone-men.” 


The Grey Lord nodded. It was more or less what he expected. “How far 
away?” 


The scout pointed back the way he’d come with a trembling paw. “Just-just 
the other side of the cloud. Two hundred yards, maybe less.” Eyes wide 
with terror, Shireep reached out and grabbed Velsquee’s sleeve. “We can’t- 
can’t stay here! The cloud, it-it burns! By the Horned One, it burns! We 
have to get out of here!” 


With a snarl, Velsquee tore his paw from Shireep’s grip. In one swift move, 
he drew his sword from its sheath and slashed at the terrified scout. The 
enchanted blade sank into Shireep’s chest, and the skaven collapsed with a 
groan. 


“There will be no retreat!” Velsquee screeched, brandishing his gore-stained 
blade for all the storm-walkers to see. “The kreekar-gan’s magic cannot 
harm us. The trap has been set, and he is marching to his doom! This is our 
moment of victory!” 


As one, the heechigar cheered the Grey Lord, their lusty shouts echoing 
from the walls. Velsquee passed between the ranks of storm-walkers and 
beckoned for a messenger. The young clanrat scampered over and cowered 
at the Grey Lord’s feet. 
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“Tell Lord Vittrik and Lord Qweeqwol that it’s time,” Velsquee said. “And 
pass the word to the left and right flanks to close in.” 


The messenger repeated what he’d been told in a high-pitched voice, and 
then raced back in the direction of the former pavilion. 


Velsquee returned to the font ranks of the heechigar, his rune-etched sword 
held at his side. The dust cloud was much closer now, the screams within 
louder and more distinct. In a few more minutes it would be upon them. 


The Grey Lord reached again for the god-stone token around his neck. 


Nagash’s sword chopped into the edge of the ratman’s shield, carving 
through the bronze rim and splitting the wood beneath, before lodging in 
the bones of the warrior’s forearm. The creature stiffened and let out an 
agonised shriek as the ancient weapon consumed his life essence. 


A spear dug into the necromancer’s side but could find no purchase among 
the enchanted scales. A sword struck his right shoulderblade and snapped in 
two with a discordant clang. The ratmen attacked from every direction, 
clambering over the bodies of the slain to try and reach him. Many were 
half-blinded by the searing dust cloud, but still they came on, their raw 
faces twisted into masks of hatred and rage. 


Nagash’s bodyguards fought in a loose semicircle around their master, each 
one beset by a half-dozen foes. They had pursued the retreating ratmen 
through the veil of dust, overtaking and killing nearly a score of the 
wretches before stumbling into another, much larger mob of the creatures 
just a hundred yards or so from the pavilion. These ratmen were just as 
ravaged by the dust cloud as the others, but they were far from panicked. 
Indeed, they almost seemed to be laying in wait for Nagash’s arrival. They 
swarmed the wights and quickly isolated them; then the rest of the mob 
turned their attention on the necromancer himself. 


Cursing the ratmen in ancient Nehekharan, Nagash swept his left hand in a 
wide arc, unleashing a storm of sizzling green bolts into the multitude. A 
dozen of the creatures fell screaming, but still more closed in to take their 
place. Snarling, he put a skeletal foot on the fallen skaven’s shield and tore 
his weapon free. An enemy dagger slipped beneath the heavy sleeve of his 
armour and scored his upper arm. An axe crashed into his chest and was 
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turned aside in a fan of sorcerous sparks. Nagash caught the axe-arm a 
glancing blow with his sword, slicing off the ratman’s thumb and snuffing 
out his life like a candle. 


A two-handed spear thrust struck Nagash in the back, and this time the 
blade found a chink in his armour. The triangular point punched between 
the bonze scales and through the leather underlayment, lodging fast 
between his ribs. Snarling, the necromancer tried to turn and reach his 
attacker, but the canny ratman dug in his heels and held on fast, effectively 
trapping Nagash like an insect impaled on a pin. 


Sensing their opportunity, the ratmen closed in. A sword chopped into his 
upper thigh, carving a notch into the ancient, blackened bone. Nagash 
stabbed the sword-wielder through the throat, but another of the enemy 
leapt upon his outstretched sword arm and clung there, effectively trapping 
it. More blows rained upon his torso and back. Then the tip of another axe 
blade clipped his spine, just beneath his skull, and he realised how 
dangerous his situation had become. He threw off the creature that had 
grabbed him and swung his sword in a wide arc, catching one ratman as he 
leapt forwards and slicing open his throat, while mentally forming the 
words of another incantation. 


Suddenly, the dust clouds immediately surrounding Nagash changed their 
course, rushing towards him and spiralling around his body in ever-swifter 
circles, until he was entirely hidden within a howling, opaque column of 
pulverised stone. With a crack of thunder, the column collapsed—only to 
reappear again a dozen yards back. The ratman who’d impaled the 
necromancer found himself staring at his bare spear-point, while Nagash 
emerged from the smaller column of dust directly behind him. 


Laughing, the necromancer unleashed another storm of sorcerous bolts that 
wrought havoc among the mob of rat-creatures. A score of his attackers 
died where they stood, and the rest turned and fled. The retreating ratmen 
sowed panic among their fellows and within moments the entire mob was in 
full flight, disappearing into the swirling dust cloud. 


Nagash paused a moment to assess his strength. He still possessed sizable 
reserves of power, though he’d spent far more than expected since the 
attack began. His wights awaited him, tireless and deadly as ever, though 
their armour was badly battered and their bones had been chipped and 
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scored in dozens of places by enemy blades. What was more, he could hear 
more sounds of fighting off to his left and right. His flanking columns had 
come under concerted attack. What should have been a swift, devastating 
raid on the enemy camp was rapidly turning into a pitched battle. The 
question was whether or not the ratmen were present in sufficient numbers 
to save their leaders from destruction. 


Onwards. Quickly! The swifter they reached the pavilion, the greater the 
chance that the plan would succeed. 


The wights turned without hesitation and fell in alongside Nagash as he 
rushed through the swirling dust. He could still hear the panicked cries of 
the ratmen somewhere ahead. Just a few dozen yards more... 


Nagash didn’t notice the sudden thickening of the dust clouds until he was 
well within it. An instant later he felt the unmistakeable sensation of 
passing through a membrane of magical energy—and then he and his 
wights burst through the gritty cloud and into open air. 


They were standing at the edge of a wide, cleared space possibly two 
hundred paces square, its edges clearly defined by the churning walls of 
dust held at bay by a powerful magic ward. A hundred paces away, safe 
from the dust’s touch, stood hundreds of hulking, heavily armoured ratmen, 
arrayed in ranks eight warriors deep and holding heavy bronze polearms at 
the ready. Standing at the centre of this powerful formation stood a tall 
ratman in gold-chased armour. Tokens of burning stone glittered like a 
constellation of stars around his dark-furred neck and a larger, oval stone 
blazed from the hilt of his curved sword. 


Yet it wasn’t the fearsome sight of the waiting enemy warriors, or the 
baleful figure of the enemy warlord that gave Nagash pause. It was the 
forest of bare, wooden stakes that spread across the cleared ground a few 
dozen paces beyond the ratmen. The hide walls of the vast pavilion, Nagash 
saw, had been taken down, and the furniture within had been cleared away. 
All that remained was a high, broad dais, at what would have been the 
centre of the enclosure. More ratmen moved atop the platform; Nagash 
could not make out what they were doing, but there was no mistaking the 
seething aura of magical energy gathered there. This was the source of the 
magical ward protecting the enemy leader and his warriors. 
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Raising his sword in challenge, Nagash drew upon the power of the abn-i- 
khat. Sorcerous thunder rolled in counterpoint to the incantation that 
reverberated in the necromancer’s mind. The air about him crackled with 
energy, gaining intensity until arcs of green lightning lashed angrily all 
around him. Nagash stoked the power of the magical storm until its fury 
threatened to consume him, then flung out his hand and unleashed it on the 
enemy walriors. 


Faster than thought, the curtain of lightning raced across the open ground, 
its arcs of fire carving channels in the bare rock—and then Nagash felt the 
power atop the dais flare into life. Invisible energies attacked his spell, 
unravelling its weave with a deftness that the necromancer never thought 
possible. The arcs of lightning paled, diminishing swiftly from one moment 
to the next, until finally fading from existence just a few feet from their 
intended target. 


Incredulous, Nagash roared a second incantation. Arcs of sorcerous power 
burst from his extended hand and sped at the dais, but the bolts detonated 
harmlessly against a second, smaller ward that surrounded part of the 
platform. 


Reflexively, the necromancer summoned up a portion of his power to guard 
himself from a counter-blow from the dais. When no such attack came, he 
hurled another volley of bolts, this time aimed at the enemy warlord. Once 
again, the wizard atop the dais deflected the attack. Whoever the ratman 
was, his mastery of the burning stone’s power was impressive; not as great 
as Nagash’s own, to be sure, but countering a spell required far less power 
and control than it did to cast one. 


The ratmen had once again surprised him. Here was a skilfully prepared 
defence that would cost him dearly to overcome, and he was left with no 
other choice but to assault it. The leaders of the enemy army were finally 
within his grasp. Here was the victory he’d sought for nearly a hundred 
years. 


Nagash gathered his wights to him and then turned his attention to the dust 
storm raging about the square. He dispelled the magic holding the burning 
cloud together and scattered it with a wave of his hand. The veil parted, 
revealing Akatha and the thousand northmen who had been following along 
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behind him. They were less than twenty yards away, and when they saw the 
waiting ratmen they charged forwards, filling the air with their war cries. 


The necromancer turned his gaze back to the enemy warlord. He let the 
power of the burning stone flow along his limbs and levelled his sword in 
challenge at the distant figure. 


Attack! 


“Here they come!” Velsquee snarled. “Get back in line, damn you! Stand 
fast!” 


Pack leaders repeated the Grey Lord’s orders along the length of the 
formation, shoving and cursing recalcitrant warriors back into their proper 
place. Discipline reasserted itself swiftly: backs straightened, tails uncurled 
and ears unfolded as the northmen came charging across the killing ground. 
The sight of the kreekar-gan and his champions had been bad enough, but 
the sorcerous duel that had raged over the storm-walkers’ heads had left 
them badly shaken. The sight of a flesh-and-blood enemy did much to 
restore the veteran warriors’ resolve. 


Velsquee took a deep breath and tried to calm his racing heart. The 
thunderous magical barrage had shaken him as well, even though he’d 
known that Qweeqwol was ready to counter whatever the burning man 
threw at them. He’d heard all the stories about the ferocity of the kreekar- 
gan’s magic, but actually experiencing it was something else entirely. The 
grey seer had assured Velsquee that he was up to the task of countering the 
burning man’s sorcery. At the time, the Grey Lord had no reason to doubt 
the master wizard. Now, however, he wasn’t so sure. He suspected it would 
come down to whoever ran out of power first. In that, at least, he was 
certain that they held the upper hand. 


The humans were a mere thirty paces away now. The air shook with their 
howling battle cries. Nagash’s terrifying lieutenants led them; green fire 
blazed malevolently from their eye sockets and leaked from rents in their 
ancient, tattered armour. Their bony jaws gaped in a macabre echo of the 
howling northmen that flanked them. 


He couldn’t see the burning man any longer, but a rattle of detonations over 
the heads of the heechigar told Velsquee that he was still close by. 
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Qweeqwol was going to have his paws full holding the kreekar-gan at bay, 
but that would be enough. In a battle of flesh and blood, sword and 
polearm, the skaven were certain to win, because he had an advantage that 
the burning man didn’t. 


The northmen were nearly upon them. The rock floor trembled beneath 
their tread, and the air shook with their savage cries. Velsquee planted his 
heels and brought up his enchanted blade. One of Nagash’s wights was 
running directly at him, its movements swift and fluid as a serpent’s. The 
black blade in the skeletal lord’s hand shone like polished midnight. 


Vittrik’s aim had better be good, the Grey Lord hoped. 


The two sides came together in a rolling crash of metal, flesh and bone. The 
northmen in the front rank struck the wall of polearms and were killed 
almost immediately, cut down by the storm-walkers’ heavy blades. The 
second rank of barbarians suffered a similar fate, but now Nagash’s 
lieutenants were past the enemy’s long-hafted weapons and striking at the 
ratmen with their fearsome blades. The northmen quickly followed suit, 
hacking with sword and axe at the wooden hafts of the enemy’s weapons 
and forcing their way deeper into the opposing formation. The clangour of 
battle became punctuated by the thudding of metal against flesh and the 
screams of the maimed and the dying. Northmen and rat-creatures fell by 
the score. The enemy line bowed backwards at the fury of the barbarians’ 
charge, but refused to give way. 


Nagash unleashed another storm of magical bolts, this time aimed at raking 
the top of the dais. The streaks of fire arced over the melee, falling like 
thunderbolts, but once again they were dispelled before they could find 
their mark. Again and again he struck at the foe, but each time the enemy 
sorcerer was able to counter the spell. The battle raged back and forth 
across the killing ground, with neither side able to claim the upper hand. 
Frustrated, the necromancer switched tacks and turned his magic on his 
bodyguards. He added to their vigour, increasing the wights’ speed and 
strength, and this time the enemy made no move to counter him. His 
lieutenants tore into the ranks of the ratmen, toppling enemy warriors left 
and right, but he knew that they were too few in number to carry the fight 
alone. Beside the necromancer, Akatha sang the war-song of the northmen, 
stoking the bloodlust of the barbarian warriors. 
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As the battle raged, a lone figure appeared to the left of the killing ground. 
It was one of Bragadh’s northmen, his armour battered and bloody and his 
right arm useless at his side. He caught sight of Nagash and Akatha and ran 
to them, his expression grim. 


“Master!” the warrior shouted. “Master! Lord Bragadh says that the ratmen 
are attacking from the tunnels in great numbers! Thestus has been driven 
back, and Bragadh is hard-pressed! He asks for Diarid to lend his strength 
to them, or else they cannot hold!” 


Nagash turned and glared at the messenger. There will be no retreat! The 
power of his thoughts was such that even the barbarian’s living mind could 
not help but feel its weight. Bragadh must hold to the last! To the last! 


The wounded northman staggered beneath the lash of the necromancer’s 
black thoughts. “But... Diarid...” he stammered. 


Diarid had problems of his own. Nagash could hear the sounds of battle off 
to his right clearly enough. Both flanks were being hard pressed. Before he 
could reply, however, a chorus of dry, crackling hisses echoed across the 
killing field, followed by a drumbeat of hollow detonations and a chorus of 
agonised screams. 


The necromancer whirled, just in time to see a trio of small green globes 
loft into the air from the dais. They flew high overhead, trailing thin plumes 
of smoke and a crackling hiss, before plunging into the ranks of the 
northmen. They struck with a flash of greenish light and a whump of hot air, 
bathing the warriors around the impact point with a gout of sorcerous fire. 
The ravening flame scoured its victims down to bone in seconds and sowed 
panic among the barbarians close by. The northmen wavered under the 
onslaught, and with a hoarse shout the ratmen began to push back, forcing 
the barbarians and wights onto the defensive. 


At once, Nagash saw the full scope of the trap the ratmen had laid for him. 
The tide of battle was shifting quickly; in another few moments the ratmen 
would have a decisive advantage. 


The moment of truth had come. 


Nagash turned to Akatha. This ends now, he told her. I will kill the warlord 
of the ratmen myself. 
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The necromancer raised his obsidian blade and strode forwards. Barely a 
dozen yards separated him from the rear ranks of the northmen. Another 
three yards past that, and he would be in the thick of battle. He oriented 
himself on the last place he saw the enemy leader, and headed that way. 
From the dais, another volley of fire-globes lofted into the air on hissing 
streaks of fire. Nagash prepared a counter-spell, thinking that he might be 
able to at least dissipate the sorcerous power of the flames. 


He did not sense the death-bolt until it was already upon him. 


The spear of magical energy struck Nagash squarely between the 
shoulderblades. The protective wards woven into his armour flared to life, 
attempting to turn aside the blow, but the power behind the spell was too 
great. Bronze scales glowed red-hot as the bolt transfixed the necromancer, 
tearing through his body and erupting from the front of his scale breastplate. 


Nagash howled in anger and pain. The impact of the bolt spun the 
necromancer halfway about and threw him to the ground. Such a blow 
would have turned a living man to ash; as it was, Nagash’s spine and 
ribcage had been shattered, and his access to the power he’d consumed was 
suddenly disrupted. For the first time in centuries, the necromancer felt a 
moment of horror as his vision blurred and the blackness of oblivion 
yawned before him. It was only by a supreme effort of will that he was able 
to claw his way back from the brink. 


The vision of darkness faded just as Akatha launched a second attack. The 
bolt of power sped from her fingers like an arrow; Nagash uttered a 
counter-spell, but there was little power behind it. He deflected enough of 
the witch’s attack that his armour absorbed the rest, leaving behind a palm- 
sized patch of melted bronze scales across his chest. 


Instinctively, Nagash flung out his hand and unleashed a stream of glowing 
darts at Akatha, but again, there was little power behind the spell; once 
again, the unseen rat-wizard atop the dais wove a counter-spell to nullify it. 
The darts flashed and popped harmlessly about the witch’s body. Akatha 
threw back her head and laughed. 


Nagash struggled to regain his feet. His limbs wavered, threatening to 
collapse beneath him, but with an angry cry he forced himself upright. His 
voice echoed hollowly in Akatha’s mind. 
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The traitor reveals herself at last. 


That gave Akatha pause. She studied him intently from behind her fall of 
hair. “You knew?” 


There were too many coincidences. No enemy is so lucky in war. He took a 
step towards her. You were careful, and clever. I suspected, but I could never 
be certain. Until now. 


Nagash reached out his hand. His skeletal fingers made a fist, as though 
closing around the witch’s heart. Body and soul, you are mine to command, 
witch. You have broken your oath to me, and thus your life is forfeit. 


He reached into her, seizing upon the potency of the elixir that gave Akatha 
her power—but when he tried to wrest it from her, nothing happened. A 
magical ward, subtle but potent, prevented him from draining her vitality. 


The witch laughed again, a sound both joyous and full of contempt. 


“Did you imagine I’d forgotten?” Akatha replied. “You damned fiend. The 
witches of the north forget nothing.” Her fingers brushed a small token of 
burning stone hanging about her neck. “I’ve had centuries to plan your 
demise, Nagash of the Wastes. Nothing has been left to chance.” 


She swept her hand in a vicious arc, hurling another bolt of power his way. 
His weak counterspell did little to deflect it. The spell bored into his 
midsection, disrupting his spiritual corpus even further. Darkness, cold and 
empty, began to seep into the corners of his vision. Nagash staggered, but 
did not fall. 


It was you who brought the ratmen here. 


Akatha’s pale lips curved in a mirthless smile. “Their love of the burning 
stone was well known to us,” she hissed. “I began sending visions to their 
seers from the first night I set foot in these accursed halls. It took years, but 
eventually they came.” The witch chuckled cruelly. “How sweet it was, 
watching the vermin undo everything you’d built.” 


Nagash struggled to regain his strength. The darkness ebbed from his sight, 
but did not vanish completely. Akatha stood alone; Bragadh’s messenger 
had fled when the witch unleashed her first spell. Behind him, the sounds of 
fighting had grown desperate. The northmen were on the verge of breaking. 
The necromancer began a new incantation, feeding it power a bit at a time. 
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When you heard my plan to attack the pavilion, you believed that your time 
had come. 


The witch raised her hand, preparing to cast another spell. “At first, I 
thought that I had been found out,” she said. “Why else go to all the trouble 
to dig the tunnels in secret? Then, when you ordered me to accompany you, 
I wondered if perhaps you were leading me into a trap.” 


Nagash’s buming eyes narrowed on Akatha. I was. 


They lurched and staggered from the darkness and the smoke behind the 
barbarian witch, eyes flickering with green fire. The corpses of dozens of 
ratmen, their bodies covered in black blood from the bite of the wights’ 
killing blades. Akatha didn’t hear their halting steps over the tumult of 
battle until their hands were reaching for her throat. 


They seized the witch, dragging her nearly off her feet. Akatha screamed in 
fury, struggling in their grip. The bolt she’d meant for Nagash ripped 
through their ranks instead, turning many of them to ash. Claws and fangs 
tore at her pale skin. She struck back with an immortal’s supernatural 
strength, breaking bones and crushing skulls with her fists. The witch 
fought like a desert lion, but the undead were implacable. They kept coming 
for her, reaching for her, until finally a hand closed about the magical token 
around her neck and ripped it free. Akatha’s body went rigid in an instant, 
gripped by Nagash’s hateful will. 


I knew that the enemy would be forewarned, he said to her. His voice was 
cold and cruel. I counted upon it. Now the enemy’s best troops are here, 
facing me, instead of at the barricades. 


Laughter filled Akatha’s mind. Darkness waits for you, witch. Darkness 
eternal. Go there, knowing that your life—and your treachery—have given 
me the final victory. 


Nagash reached inside the witch’s undead body and took that which 
belonged to him. Akatha, last witch of the northlands, uttered one final 
scream, then was gone. The ratmen pulled down her shrivelled husk and 
began to tear it limb from limb. 
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High above, in the dark vaults of the fortress, a stir went through the ranks 
of the undead manning the barricades. Obeying their master’s command, 
the spear companies began to pull aside the barriers that separated them 
from the tunnels below. 


The going was slow at first, but before long the sounds of movement began 
to echo down the passageways from the levels above. One company of 
spearmen after another began to file into the vaults, their bones wreathed in 
cobwebs and the dust of decades. Long had they waited in secret, 
marshalled in great halls far from the eyes of the northmen or the spies of 
the invaders. They were Nagash’s reserves, clad in the best weapons and 
armour the foundries of Nagashizzar could make and held ready for the last 
battle, whether it was fought within the mine shafts, or the great hall of the 
necromancer himself. 


Behind the spear companies came a score of fearsome, armoured war 
engines, shaped in the guise of scarabs, or scorpions, or swift desert spiders. 
Some were the size of round shields, while others were larger than chariots. 
As the barriers were pulled aside they clattered without pause into the dark 
tunnels and began to hunt. 


The slave-rats opposite the barricades were caught entirely unprepared. 
They had been rushed into position to take the place of their betters, and the 
slave masters had been told that they would not be sent into battle. A 
counter-attack from the enemy was the very last thing they expected. 


The constructs attacked without warming, leaping from the shadows or 
falling from the ceiling into the midst of the slaves. Scores were dead 
before the slave masters understood what was happening. Most reacted as 
best they could, trying to rally the terrified slaves with curses, threats and 
the touch of the lash. Others panicked and ran, and their slaves fled 
moments after. 


By the time the spear companies struck, there were already gaps in the 
enemy battle-line. Runners were sent to the lower levels, begging for 
reinforcements, but by then it was already too late. The relentless slaughter 
broke the slaves, who turned on their masters and ran, desperate to escape 
the oncoming skeletons. Nagash’s warriors followed, tireless and 
implacable, heeding their master’s call. 
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The energy of the reclaimed elixir replaced a portion of the power that 
Nagash had lost. It was not enough to restore his shattered bones, but it lent 
strength to his limbs and allowed him to focus once more. 


The necromancer turned back to the battle. Between the ratmen and the 
globes of fire, his warriors had been reduced to little more than two hundred 
men. The wights alone were keeping the ratmen from driving the barbarians 
back, but now there were less than a handful left. Two of them were trading 
blows with the enemy warlord, whose armour appeared to be proof against 
the effects of the wights’ deadly blades. 


Nagash ordered the undead ratmen into the battle, directing them to work 
their way around the flanks of the enemy formation. Then he spread his 
arms and spent another portion of his waning power to raise the bodies of 
the northmen who’d been slain. The necromancer sensed a flare of power 
upon the dais as the rat-sorcerer grasped what Nagash was doing, but his 
attempts to counter the spell were feeble at best. Hundreds of bodies stirred 
fitfully, then began to climb back to their feet. At the same time, more 
globes of fire arced over the struggling warriors and plunged into the ranks 
of the newly raised undead. Scores of the slow-moving corpses were caught 
in the detonations; seconds later their charred bones collapsed to the ground 
and did not rise again. 


Nagash glared at the far-off dais. Between the rat-sorcerer and their damned 
fire globes, the enemy could withstand anything he threw at them. They had 
to be destroyed, and quickly. The enemy would move to counter any further 
attempt to raise more undead warriors, and the northmen would not last 
much longer. 


The necromancer called upon his fading reserves of power once more. The 
incantation reverberated through his mind. From the dais, he sensed a surge 
of power as the enemy began his counter-spell, but the move was a fraction 
of a second too late. 


Streamers of dust raced across the killing ground and entwined themselves 
about Nagash. They swallowed him up like a desert whirlwind; then he 
vanished from sight. 
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The rat-sorcerer was still casting his counter-spell when the necromancer 
emerged from the veil of dust onto the centre of the dais. Nagash found 
himself standing in the midst of a score of slave rats, who screeched in 
panic and scattered in all directions when they saw the terrifying figure in 
their midst. He saw the enemy sorcerer at once, standing close to the edge 
of the dais and raising a gnarled wooden staff over his head as he cast his 
spell. To the necromancer’s left, a large group of ratmen was lifting fire- 
globes from straw-filled wooden boxes and loading them into the baskets of 
a trio of small metal catapults. Standing to one side of the catapult crews 
was an old, bent-backed ratman whose shrivelled frame seemed two sizes 
too small for the ornate bronze armour that he wore. A multitude of strange 
metal devices and glowing tokens of burning stone festooned the ratman’s 
war harness, reminding Nagash somewhat of the engineer-scholars of far- 
off Lybaras. The ratman turned at the panicked cries of the slaves and his 
one eye widened in shock. 


Nagash wasted no time with elaborate spells. As the one-eyed rat-creature 
let out a warning screech, the necromancer seized a slow-moving slave rat 
by the scruff of his neck and hurled him at the nearest crate of fire-globes. 
The impact upended the crate, sending three glowing, glass orbs bouncing 
across the stone. The catapult crew screeched in terror; the quicker ones 
leapt for the bouncing globes, while the rest fled for their lives. None of 
them were quite fast enough. 


One of the globes bounced high and came down with a thin, brittle crack. 
There was a malevolent hiss as the mixture inside mixed with the open air 
and then the globe detonated. Half a dozen ratmen disappeared in an 
expanding ball of fire that touched off the remaining globes in a cacophonic 
drumbeat of explosions. 


Velsquee had just about convinced himself that they had the upper hand 
when the air around him was suffused with bright green light and the noise 
of the battle was drowned out by a flurry of angry blasts emanating from 
the dais. The Grey Lord felt a wave of heat prickle the back of his head and 
neck; on reflex he cast a quick glance over his shoulder at the source. What 
he saw stunned him. One entire corner of the dais, including Vittrik’s 
catapults and their crews, had vanished in an expanding ball of flame. 
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Molten shrapnel from the war engines buzzed through the air, trailing 
glowing arcs of green fire. 


The momentary lapse in concentration nearly cost him his life. The kreekar- 
gan’s skeletal champions were uninterested in explosions or balls of fire. 
They took advantage of the distraction, though, and pressed their attack 
against Velsquee. One blade slipped easily past the Grey Lord’s guard and 
was only just turned aside by the plates of his enchanted armour. The 
second wight’s sword sliced at his neck and it was only the Horned God’s 
luck that it failed to kill him. Instead of slicing through his neck, the blade 
glanced off the rim of his thick gorget and tore a long, cold gash from his 
right jawbone to just behind his ear. 


Velsquee staggered from the blow, screeching in pain at the sword’s icy 
touch. The last of his god-stone tokens went dark, its power vanishing in a 
puff of smoke as it deflected the blade’s deadly magic. The battle against 
the two enemy champions had been the hardest fight of his life; the wights 
were fast aS serpents and ferociously skilled. He’d managed to land a 
number of blows against them that would have killed a living man, but the 
wights took little notice. In return, he’d been wounded several times, and 
only the quality of his wargear had saved him from certain death. As it was, 
an ominous sensation of cold was spreading through his body and sapping 
his strength. Sooner or later, his guard was going to slip, and the fight 
would be over. 


There was nowhere to run, even if Velsquee wished it. The enemy had 
driven a wedge partway into the storm-walkers formation, its point aimed 
squarely at him. To his left and right, the heechigar were locked in combat 
with the northmen, and more storm-walkers formed a jostling wall of flesh 
behind him. The hafts of their polearms battered his shoulders as the 
heechigar struggled to bring them to bear. 


The wights surged forwards, preparing to strike again. Suddenly, Velsquee 
had an idea. As the enemy champions lunged at him, the Grey Lord 
dropped into a crouch. The movement didn’t faze the wights in the least; 
they simply shifted their aim and lowered the points of their blades. But 
now the storm-walkers behind the Grey Lord had room to bring their heavy 
weapons to bear, and they began hacking desperately at the skeletal 
warriors. The wights shifted targets effortlessly, bringing their swords up to 
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deflect the fearsome polearms—and giving Velsquee the opportunity to 
attack their spindly legs. 


The burning stone set in the pommel of Velsquee’s blade flashed angrily as 
he chopped through the knees of the champion to his left. The wight 
toppled, still slashing and stabbing at his foes. Its black blade struck the 
Grey Lord’s right shoulder at the same time Velsquee’s sword swept down 
and crushed its skull. The wight’s spirit uttered a despairing wail and its 
body collapsed into a heap of mouldering bones. 


Now the tables were turned. The remaining wight was beset by three 
attackers, and no amount of speed and skill was enough to hold them all at 
bay. The skeletal warrior’s blade stabbed one heechigar through the throat, 
but the second warrior’s polearm crashed through the wight’s left shoulder, 
severing the arm and shattering ribs like kindling. Velsquee surged upwards, 
Slicing off the wight’s sword arm and then chopping off the champion’s 
head. In a fit of pure spite, he grabbed the bouncing skull with his free paw 
and flung it at the barbarians with a curse. The northmen immediately 
opposite him recoiled at the sight of their fallen champions, giving the Grey 
Lord a moment’s respite. 


The battle still raged unabated. Velsquee reckoned that the northmen had 
suffered the worst, but they were still stubbornly hanging on. The Grey 
Lord glanced about, searching for the kreekar-gan, but the enemy sorcerer 
was nowhere to be seen. 


Behind him, the explosions had ceased, but part of the wooden dais was still 
ablaze. Velsquee spat a bitter curse at Vittrik and his damned inventions. 
The Skryre lord had assured him there would be no accidents. There was no 
sign of Vittrik or Qweeqwol from where Velsquee stood. If the human witch 
had failed and the old seer had fallen, the army was in dire peril indeed. 


The Grey Lord turned back to the second rank of storm-walkers and 
grabbed the arm of one of his lieutenants. “Push forwards!” he told the 
warrior. “The northmen must be close to breaking!” He pointed to the dais. 
“T’m going up there to find Lord Qweeqwol!” 


The heechigar nodded curtly and reached for the bone whistle hanging 
about his neck. Velsquee pushed past the burly warrior and began working 
his way back through the formation. A grim sense of foreboding quickened 
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his steps. Despite all their careful planning, something had gone terribly 
wrong. 


Nagash focussed his will and reached for the power of the abn-i-khat. 
Slowly, cautiously, he took stock of his battered body. The chain of 
explosions had struck him like an invisible wall of stone, smashing bones 
and flinging him like a child’s doll to the far side of the dais. Once again, 
his armour had spared him from the full force of the blasts, or else his body 
would have most likely been torn apart. 


As it was, the damage was still great. His bronze armour was scorched 
nearly black, and was pierced in more than a dozen places with jagged 
pieces of metal from the enemy’s wrecked catapults. The red-hot shrapnel 
had wounded his corpus in ways a mere blade could not, costing him much 
of his magical reserves. 


Slowly, unsteadily, Nagash rose to his feet. Thin tendrils of smoke curled 
about his ravaged frame. Flames licked at the corner of the dais where the 
catapults once stood. The war engines were gone; their frames had melted 
in the heat and the tension of their own tightly-wound springs had ripped 
them apart. Nothing remained of the old rat-engineer and his crews except 
smears of ash and a few blackened chunks of bone. 


The rest of the dais was covered in smouldering bodies and melted pieces of 
bronze. Nagash searched among them for the rat-sorcerer. After several 
long minutes, the necromancer found him. 


The wizard’s body lay sprawled on the steps of the dais, opposite where the 
catapults had been sited. He was by far the oldest ratman Nagash had ever 
seen, with patchy white fur and a face covered in a patchwork of deep 
wrinkles. Like Nagash, the rat-sorcerer had been caught in a storm of red- 
hot shrapnel from the exploding catapults. Despite the many protective 
talismans wrapped about his robed body, a single piece of metal about a 
foot long had penetrated the sorcerer’s wards and lodged in his neck. His 
blood spread like a crimson carpet down the dais’ wooden steps. The 
sorcerer’s eyes, made from polished orbs of burning stone, fixed Nagash 
with twin pinpoints of cold green light. Hungrily, the necromancer reached 
for one. 


2859 XRN 


A scuff of claws on wood brought Nagash’s head around just in time to see 
the enemy warlord rushing at him, his curved sword held high. The 
necromancer surged to his feet, bringing up his obsidian sword just in time 
to block the ratman’s downwards blow. The force of the impact drove 
Nagash back a step, nearly sending him tumbling down the steps of the 
dais. 


The enemy warlord was a fearsome figure at close quarters, his fine bronze 
armour streaked with blood and hung with a half-dozen charred magic 
tokens. His scarred face was contorted in a mask of pure, bestial rage as he 
unleashed a storm of terrible blows against Nagash’s head and upper chest. 
The warlord’s skill with the blade was great, and the necromancer, in his 
weakened state, was hard-pressed to match him. 


Nagash tried to drive the ratman back, feinting at his face and then slashing 
quickly at his legs. The obsidian blade rang against the warlord’s armour 
but its magic turned the sword aside. The ratman refused to give ground, 
however. With a vicious curse he took the blow on his leg and chopped 
down with his sword. The magic blade sheared through the necromancer’s 
weakened armour and buried itself in his left shoulder. 


The necromancer reeled from the blow. Darkness seeped back into the 
comers of his eyes. Without thinking, he reached up with his left hand and 
seized the warlord’s sword wrist. Snarling, he turned in place, pulling the 
warlord off his feet and throwing him down the steps of the dais. The 
ratman lost his grip on his sword and landed hard, sprawling onto his back. 


Nagash reached up and pulled the warlord’s blade free from his shoulder. 
Casting it contemptuously aside, the necromancer glared coldly at his foe. 
The ratman was struggling to stand, though it was clear that he was in 
terrible pain. 


It was a pity there wasn’t time to savour the moment. Nagash raised his 
hand, calling upon one last mote of power. At the bottom of the dais, the 
warlord looked up at the necromancer. An expression of shock registered on 
the ratman’s face, and then he ducked, covering his head with his arms. 


Nagash laughed at the warlord’s futile attempt to save himself. He was still 
laughing when the glowing green orb struck the dais just behind him. 
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Green flames were spreading swiftly along the wooden steps by the time 
Eekrit and Eshreegar reached the edge of the dais. Shielding his face against 
the heat, Eekrit squinted into the blaze in search of the kreekar-gan’s body. 
Other than some scraps of charred leather and some blobs of molten bronze, 
there was no sign of him. The burning man had vanished. 


“You missed!” the warlord snarled. 


The Master of Treacheries scowled at Eekrit. “I tried to tell you those orbs 
are heavier than they look, but you wouldn’t listen.” 


Around them, the heechigar were skirting the flames and rushing to 
Velsquee’s side. Off in the distance, towards the upper branch-tunnels, the 
sounds of battle were growing more intense. 


“See if you can find the rest of our raiders and get them heading into the 
lower levels,” Eekrit said. “Be quick. We don’t have much time.” 


Eshreegar nodded and vanished silently into the shadows. Moments later 
the storm-walkers returned, carrying Velsquee on a makeshift stretcher 
made from the Grey Lord’s cloak and two polearm hafts. Despite his pain, 
when he caught sight of Eekrit he tried vainly to pull himself upright. 


“What in the Horned God’s name are you doing here?” Velsquee rasped. 
“You’re under-under arrest!” 


“Tt’s well for you that I’m not, my lord,” Eekrit answered coolly. “Another 
moment and you would have been dead.” 


The Grey Lord glared at him. “You were guarded by a dozen heechigar. 
How did you possibly escape?” 


Eekrit flicked his tail smugly. “How else? I bribed them with more gold 
than they’d earn in a lifetime,” he answered. “Storm-walkers or no, they 
were still skaven and every child of the Horned God has his price.” He 
folded his arms. “We had to fight our way through a barbarian warband that 
was blocking the lower branch-tunnels. We finally drove them back, but by 
then it was too late. We saw the explosions and ran to the dais as fast as we 
could.” 


“What happened to the kreekar-gan? Did-did you destroy him?” 
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Reluctantly, Eekrit shook his head. “When Eshreegar found an unbroken 
fire-globe at the bottom of the far side of the dais, we thought we had our 
chance. I’ve no doubt we hurt him, but somehow he escaped.” 


“How-how can you be so sure?” Velsquee demanded. 


“Because the damned corpses are still fighting,” Eekrit snapped. “They’re 
all over the mine shaft. Our warriors are in full retreat. If we don’t get out of 
here right now, we’re going to be cut off from the under-fortress.” 


“No!” Velsquee protested. “We-we can hold them here!” 


“That’s exactly what the burning man wants you to think,” Eekrit shot back. 
“We have to withdraw, while we can still salvage this situation. Otherwise, 
the kreekar-gan could drive us from the mountain entirely.” 


For a moment, Velsquee looked as though he was going to argue further, but 
then his body was wracked with a spasm of pain that left him gasping and 
semiconscious. The Grey Lord lay back against the stretcher. It was a few 
moments before he could master himself enough to speak. 


“The army is yours, Warlord Eekrit,” Velsquee told him. “Do as you see 
fit.” 


Eekrit drew a deep breath. From this moment forwards, the decision to 
retreat would be laid squarely on his shoulders. Even half-delirious from 
pain, Velsquee was careful to cover his own tail. Gritting his teeth, he 
bowed to the Grey Lord, then turned to the storm-walkers. 


“You,” he said to one of them. “Find a pack leader with a whistle and tell 
him to sound the retreat. The rest of you carry Lord Velsquee to the under- 
fortress and find him a healer. Go!” 


The heechigar obeyed with gratifying speed. In moments, Eekrit was alone 
on the burning dais, tasting ashes on his tongue. The battle was lost and 
possibly the war as well. Much depended on how steep a price the burning 
man had paid for his victory. 


Thinking bitter thoughts, the warlord turned to leave. Just as he did so, 
something stirred beneath a pile of dead slave rats just a few feet to his 
right. 
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Eekrit’s paw flew to the hilt of his sword. There was a high-pitched moan 
from the pile of corpses, then a pair of bodies rolled away to reveal the 
burnt and bloody face of Lord Hiirc. 


“Ts-is he gone?” Hiirc asked. The skaven lord clawed his way out from 
under the pile of bodies, his eyes darting frantically around the dais. “The- 
the burning man. Is he gone?” 


The warlord stared at Hiirc in surprise. Slowly, his eyes narrowed. “Oh, 
yes,” he said. “The kreekar-gan has fled. There’s no one here now but you 
and I.” 


“Thank the Horned One,” Hiirc exclaimed, too rattled to recognise Eekrit’s 
voice. He let out a fearful groan as he turned away from the warlord and 
took in the devastation around him. 


“Listen carefully,’ he said to Eekrit. “When we get back to the under- 
fortress, you must tell everyone that I fought the burning man.” Hiirc 
nodded to himself. “Yes. I fought him, and-and I was winning. But then that 
fool Vittrik dropped one of the fire-globes, and the blast knocked me out.” 
He turned back to Eekrit. “You can remember that, can’t you?” 


The skaven lord froze. His eyes widened as he recognised at last whom he 
was speaking to. 


Eekrit smiled cruelly. “Oh, yes. I?ll remember every word.” He took a step 
towards Hiirc, his blade rising slowly. “By the time I’m done, they’ll be 
talking about your heroic death from here all the way back to the Great 
City.” 
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TWELVE 
Children of a Hungry God 


The Golden Plain, in the 101st year of Sokth the Merciless 
(-1265 Imperial Reckoning) 


The bani-al-Hashim rode northwards for nearly a week, beyond the 
abandoned farmlands and into wild country where few Lahmians had ever 
dared tread. They moved only at night and bummed no fires, eating 
unleavened bread and sleeping on the cold ground, because that was the 
tradition the bani had brought with them out of the desert. In ancient times, 
the children of the desert had to be wary of gathering in great numbers, lest 
they draw the attention of their many foes. 


By the time Faisr al-Hashim and his people reached the rolling foothills 
along the northern edge of the great plain, there was already a vast city of 
brightly coloured tents pitched along the grassy slopes, their roofs rippling 
like banners in the chilly autumn wind. Dawn was breaking and herds of 
lean-limbed horses were stirring in the lower meadows; their guardians, 
keen-eyed youngsters armed with javelin and bow, straightened in their 
saddles and nudged their charges out of the path of the new arrivals. Faisr 
and his warriors, nearly a hundred in all, nodded to the young men and 
women as they passed, and favoured their herds with a polite degree of 
predatory interest. The sentries puffed out their chests and accepted the 
compliments with raised lances and their best, most intimidating stares. 


Alcadizzar rode alongside Faisr al-Hashim and nodded solemnly at the 
sentries as the bani-al-Hashim went by. He was dressed in layered desert 
robes and a chequered headscarf like the rest of the tribe’s warriors and 
after twenty years among the desert raiders he sat in the saddle nearly as 
well as they. If the youngsters realised he wasn’t a true son of the desert, 
they gave no sign of it. 


As they left the last of the herds behind, the prince turned his full attention 
to the vast tent city spread out before him. Older women and mothers in 
dark robes were already stirring, coaxing the cook-fires back to life and 
making preparations for the morning meal. Young children were dashing 
among the narrow lanes, fetching wood or water. Dogs raised their heads 
and barked wildly, warning their masters of the bani-al-Hashim’s arrival. 
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“Ah, curse the luck,” Faisr muttered as he surveyed the vast assembly of 
tents. Like Alcadizzar and the rest of the warriors, the lean desert raider was 
swathed in heavy robes of black and dark blue to keep out the morning 
chill. His headscarf hung loosely about his shoulders, leaving his bearded 
face bare. Cold or no, one did not approach a gathering of tents with one’s 
face covered, unless one meant to spill blood. 


Faisr winced. “We’re the last to arrive. That’s a dozen pieces of gold I owe 
Muktil, the old thief.” 


Alcadizzar chuckled. “Give him two dozen, then, for pity’s sake. When was 
the last time he rode against the caravans? We’re late because we were busy 
filling our bags with Lahmian gold.” 


Faisr threw back his head and laughed, his dark eyes sparkling. “True 
enough! And maybe I’ll have you give him the coin, just to watch him 
squirm.” 


Every one of Faisr’s warriors sported clinking bags of coin and rich 
ornaments, from jewelled daggers to gold earrings, worn to catch the eye of 
prospective mates and to show the gathered tribes how the bani-al-Hashim 
had prospered since they’d last met. Over the last twenty-five years, the 
tribe had gone from near-extinction to one of the wealthiest and most 
famous of the desert clans. Though the al-Hashim bloodline was an ancient 
and venerated one, it had fallen on ill luck over the last few generations. 
Faisr al-Hashim, the only son of the last chieftain, had a reputation of 
recklessness and impetuosity—both counted as virtues among the desert 
clans, but not exactly the best qualities one wanted in a leader of men. His 
time as chieftain might have been brilliant and altogether brief had it not 
been for his chance meeting with Alcadizzar. The prince could counsel the 
hotheaded bandit leader in ways that a tribesman would have never dared to 
do, and his knowledge of Lahmian military tactics was worth its weight in 
gold. With a relatively small number of fighting men, the bani-al-Hashim 
had gone on to perform a string of brilliant raids that were the envy of the 
rest of the tribes. 


“Where do we fit into all this?” Alcadizzar asked, waving his hand at the 
tents. 
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Faisr nodded proudly towards the centre of the sprawling settlement. “A 
space will have been left for us, close to the chieftain’s tent. We’ll rest and 
take our breakfast while the women and children make camp, then there 
will be horse races and games of dice until the gathering this evening.” He 
winked at the prince. “And drinking. Lots of drinking.” 


Alcadizzar’s nose wrinkled. “Not chanouri, I hope. I’d rather drink salt 
water.” The desert raiders’ favourite libation was a mix of fermented mare’s 
milk and sour date wine. He had tried it once, on a dare, and was sick for 
hours afterwards. 


“Effete city dweller,” Faisr waved a hand disdainfully. “I suppose we can 
persuade a child to part with his wineskin so you don’t go thirsty.” The 
chieftain turned and regarded Alcadizzar thoughtfully. “Are you certain you 
want to go through with this?” 


The question surprised Alcadizzar. “Me? All I’m risking is my life. You’ve 
got much more to lose than I.” 


“Hmph,” Faisr replied, but didn’t deny the prince’s assertion. If Alcadizzar 
failed the trials to come, Faisr would lose face among his fellow chieftains. 
That was a fate much worse than death. 


The long procession of riders edged their way slowly into the sprawling 
settlement. Mothers watched the mounted warriors with wary interest, while 
the children gawped and pointed at the glittering trophies the riders wore. 
Faisr nodded respectfully to the elders he met along the way, guiding the 
procession unerringly down the close-set lanes. Each tribe’s place in the 
settlement was determined by its status and relative strength, with the most 
prominent tribes closest to the gathering tent at the centre of the camp. 


There had been many gatherings since Alcadizzar had joined Faisr’s band, 
but this was the first that he had ever been permitted to attend. The prince 
studied every detail of the great camp, trying to gauge the power and 
prosperity of the tribes. He knew from Faisr that there were nearly two- 
score tribes of varying size living on the great plain, moving constantly to 
confuse would-be enemies of their size and strength. Here, Alcadizzar 
counted tents, jugs of water and loaves of bread being laid out for the 
moming meal. He then weighed that against the number of horses grazing 
the fields below to separate the women and children from the fighting men. 
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Even by a conservative estimate, the numbers surprised him. There weren’t 
hundreds, but thousands of them—a force to be reckoned with, in the right 
hands. 


There was still much about the tribes that he did not know. Though he was 
Faisr’s most valued lieutenant, the chieftain was careful to keep tribal 
business and tradition to himself. For all of his contributions to the welfare 
of the tribe, Alcadizzar had remained an outsider. 


Not that the past decades had been a total loss. The tribesmen were wary 
about their own politics, but made free with news about the Lahmians. The 
atmosphere within the city grew more nightmarish and oppressive with 
each passing year. More and more citizens were disappearing in the night 
and all manner of outlandish stories were being told in the wine houses. It 
wasn’t enough to stay off the streets after sunset; now people were being 
taken right from their very homes, never to be seen again. Only the 
aristocracy seemed to be safe, which naturally fomented all sorts of 
suspicious rumours in the poorer quarters of the city. 


The plague of disappearances had grown so severe that it was even having 
repercussions on Lahmia’s economy. Fewer and fewer caravans made the 
journey to the city each year, and those that did rarely stayed for long. The 
slums were emptying out as well, depriving the docks of their labour force. 
The exodus had grown so severe that the government was now imposing a 
substantial “departure tax” on citizens attempting to leave the city for any 
reason. Once the greatest city in Nehekhara, now Lahmia’s citizens lived as 
virtual prisoners within its walls. 


The reign of terror that gripped Lahmia hadn’t gone unnoticed by the other 
great cities, of course, but a few chilling stories and the misery of the 
common folk weren’t enough to provoke the other kings to war. Neferata’s 
puppet rulers managed the dance of trade and diplomacy as well as ever, 
playing the other cities against one another and keeping them too off- 
balance to risk an open confrontation with Lahmia. Alcadizzar kept in 
regular contact with his brother, apprising King Asar of everything he 
learned about the goings-on inside the city, but the word from Rasetra was 
always the same: give me evidence. 


Slipping inside the city now would be dangerous in the extreme; escaping 
Lahmia with damning evidence of Neferata’s crimes would be nearly 
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impossible. Alcadizzar knew that the desert tribes had ways of getting word 
to and from their kinfolk within the city walls, but such secrets were not 
shared with outsiders. 


That would change tonight, Alcadizzar vowed to himself. 


True to Faisr’s word, the tribe had a spot reserved for them: a great square 
of sunlit hill-slope just north and east of a vast meeting tent of dark blue 
linen. In keeping with tradition, Faisr and his warriors ringed the open 
Space and remained in their saddles while the tribe’s women and children 
dismounted and unpacked the tents. In less than an hour, the first tent poles 
were going up, and the thudding of wooden mallets filled the air. Faisr’s 
tent went up first, followed by those of his lieutenants, and then the rest of 
the tribe. Finally, the ani mukta, the oldest mother of the tribe, called out 
that the camp was ready and the desert warriors eagerly dismounted. 


By that point, a crowd of men from the other tribes had gathered around the 
bani-al-Hashim, standing a polite distance outside the perimeter of 
horsemen and shouting greetings and friendly jibes to Faisr’s men. When 
the old mother dismissed the menfolk a cheer went up from the crowd; the 
tribesmen came forwards to embrace Faisr and his kinfolk, and the 
celebrations began in earnest. 


The tribesmen spent the rest of the day outside the sprawling camp, 
lounging on ancient rugs down by the grazing herds. Faisr and the other 
tribal chiefs shared bulging skins of date wine and chanouri, and boasted of 
the daring raids they’d made against the city dwellers over the last few 
months. Boys and girls were sent down to the herds to fetch horses for the 
men to admire and haggle over, while young maidens came and went 
bearing platters of flatbread, cheese and olives. Laughter and rude jokes 
filled the air. Men had their best horses brought up from the herds and soon 
the ground shook with the pounding of hooves as they raced back and forth 
across the slope. Cups of dice were produced and bags of finger bones, and 
fortunes were gained and lost. Alcadizzar kept to a corner of the vast rug 
laid out for Faisr and his personal guests and sipped sparingly from a small 
skin of wine. He pretended to admire the new horses born to the tribal 
chiefs and offered a cheer or two when one of the bani-al-Hashim took part 
in arace, but mostly he sat back and observed the people around him. 
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Alcadizzar noted that most of the chiefs drank little and gambled not at all. 
Though they talked and joked as raucously as their warriors, their dark eyes 
were keen and wary. They studied the herds of their peers, gauging their 
strengths and weaknesses. Alliances were made over the purchase of colts, 
or the arrangement of breeding rights. Lesser chiefs came and went, 
kneeling and kissing the rough hem of the ancient rugs before they sat 
beside their betters. Perhaps half a dozen younger chieftains sat around the 
edge of Faisr’s rug, enjoying his hospitality and offering him gifts of 
friendship. By comparison, the rug next to Faisr’s belonged to Bashir al- 
Rukhba, currently the richest and most powerful of the desert chiefs. There 
were more than a dozen men crowding one another upon the great rug, each 
one vying for the great chieftain’s attention. Bashir sat in the centre of it all 
with a look of mild agitation on his bearded face. When he tired of 
someone’s presence he waved a hand at one of his three lieutenants, who 
shooed the lesser chieftain away like a mother would chase off an especially 
stubborn crow. 


By the end of the day, Alcadizzar knew several important things. Firstly, 
that Faisr al-Hashim, while admired by the younger chiefs, had little in the 
way of political influence among the tribes. Bashir, whom Alcadizzar knew 
by reputation to have once been a formidable raider, held sway over the 
others by virtue of the size of his retinue and the wealth he’d painstakingly 
acquired. Also, judging by the way Bashir studiously ignored Faisr during 
the afternoon, it was apparent that there was little love lost between the two 
men. If the state of affairs troubled Faisr at all, he was careful not to show 
it. 


Finally, as the sun began to settle to the west, a stir went through the 
assembled warriors. Alcadizzar straightened, just as the lesser chiefs all 
rose in a great flock and took their leave of Bashir, Faisr and the rest of the 
great chieftains. The prince looked about, frowning in bemusement—and 
then saw the dark-robed figure approaching the rug of Bashir al-Rukhba. 


The man was tall, and moved with strength and purpose. He was clad in 
black desert robes, shot through with golden thread that shimmered in the 
mellowing sunlight. He carried no weapons, which surprised Alcadizzar, for 
that was a badge of manhood among the tribes. What was more, his face 
was covered, but not in a conventional fashion. His headscarf had been 
wrapped loosely about his head to form a kind of hood, and a thin veil of 
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black silk covered his entire face. In his hands, he carried a large, ornate 
goblet made of gold. The sight of it stirred memories that made the prince’s 
hair stand on end. He caught himself just before his hand closed on the hilt 
of his sword and forced himself to relax. 


Alcadizzar glanced over at Faisr. When he’d caught the young chieftain’s 
eye, he whispered, “Who is that?” 


The lesser chieftains stared at Alcadizzar as though he were a fool. Faisr 
scowled. “The chosen of Khsar, the Hungry God. He serves the Daughter of 
the Sands.” 


“Who?” 
Faisr waved his hand in agitation. “Hush!” he warned, and said no more. 


The chosen man made no obeisance to Bashir; rather, he stood at the edge 
of the chieftain’s rug and the great chief came to him, edging his way across 
the ancient mat. He bowed deeply, touching his forehead to the hem of the 
rug and the hooded man bent, offering his cup. Bashir straightened, 
accepting the goblet and taking a small sip of its contents. As he did, the 
chosen one murmured something and the great chief nodded in return. 


Then it was Faisr’s turn. The hooded man approached and Alcadizzar’s 
chieftain edged forwards. He bowed and accepted the goblet, and the priest 
spoke softly to him. The words were in the tongue of the desert people, too 
soft for the prince to make out. Faisr nodded, and murmured a short reply. 
For a moment, Alcadizzar felt the weight of the chosen one’s stare, and then 
he moved on to the next chieftain in line. 


Faisr rose without a word and his lieutenants followed suit. Alcadizzar’s 
head swam with questions, but he knew that this was neither the time nor 
the place to ask them. Bashir and his retinue were already heading back up 
the slope towards the settlement; the day’s festivities were clearly at an end. 


Alcadizzar fell in beside Faisr. After they’d walked for a bit, the prince 
turned to the chieftain. “What happens now?” he asked quietly. 


Faisr grinned. Despite having drunk his weight in spirits, his steps were 
swift and sure. “We prepare for the gathering. Then the fun really begins.” 


Alcadizzar nodded. He jerked his chin at Bashir, who was striding among 
his retinue some way ahead. “He doesn’t like you very much.” 
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“You noticed?” 
“He wasn’t exactly subtle,” Alcadizzar replied. “Will he be a problem?” 


Faisr chuckled grimly. “Oh, yes,” he said. “You may count upon it. Don’t 
take it too personally, though; he just wants to try and keep me in my 
place.” 


“He’s going to try to have me killed. How do I not take that personally?” 


Faisr laughed and clapped the prince on the shoulder. “This is a world of 
suffering and strife, my friend. Death surrounds us every day. Would you 
rather be known as a man who died choking on a olive pit, or one who 
perished at the hand of an assassin, struck down by the order of Bashir al- 
Rukhba?” 


Alcadizzar frowned. “I would rather be known as a man who lived a long 
and happy life, surrounded by his wife and children in a richly-furnished 
mansion.” 


The desert chieftain sighed. “You city dwellers,” he said, shaking his head 
bemusedly, “have some strange notions about life.” 


They dressed in their finest robes for the gathering of chiefs. Faisr gifted 
Alcadizzar with new garments of fine, white linen, and an over-robe of 
midnight-blue silk plundered during a raid a few months earlier. Outside, 
darkness settled over the tents, and in the distance, groups of young girls 
paced the perimeter of the camp on horseback, shaking silver bells and 
singing to the face of the rising moon to keep the evils of the night at bay. 


Faisr raised a warning hand as Alcadizzar reached for his sword. “We carry 
no weapons,” he said solemnly. “You may wear a dagger, to cut meat or 
settle the odd quarrel, but nothing more. If you need a blade later, we’ll 
send for it.” 


Alcadizzar swallowed his misgivings and nodded, tucking his jewelled 
knife into his belt. He straightened, and Faisr studied him intently for a 
moment, making certain that nothing was amiss. The chieftain nodded. “It 
will serve,” he declared, then his expression turned grave. “I must ask, are 
you certain you wish to proceed? There is no shame in withdrawing at this 
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point. You can stay here in the tent until the end of the gathering, and 
tomorrow things will be no different between us.” 


The prince sighed. He wanted to tell Faisr that there was nothing the chiefs 
could do to him that was any worse than what he’d endured in the gardens 
of the Temple of Blood. Instead, he waved impatiently at the tent flap. 
“Lead on.” 


Faisr bowed, favouring Alcadizzar with a dazzling smile. “As you wish, my 
friend.” 


The chieftain led Alcadizzar out into the cold night. The sky was clear and 
bright with starlight. Neru’s face was full and bright, shining her blessings 
down upon the camp. Sounds of revelry drifted through the air from the 
surrounding tents; muted laughter and women’s voices mingled with the 
chanting songs of the desert. The prince drank in the sounds and the smells 
of smoke, leather and canvas, and smiled contentedly. 


It felt more like home to him than any palace or mansion ever had. 


The gathering tent loomed large in the darkness. Two smaller tents had been 
pitched to either side of its single entrance, flaps drawn back on all four 
sides and lashed down in “caravan fashion”, so those within had a clear 
field of view in every direction. Rugs had been laid down in each, and small 
braziers had been lit to keep the night’s chill at bay. Nearly a score of 
tribesmen took their ease beneath the tents, sampling platters of food and 
drinking wine offered to them by demure maidens. More desert warriors 
milled about in small groups outside, speaking to one another in low tones. 
They all turned and bowed their heads in respect as Faisr went by. 


“Wait here for a time,” the desert chieftain said, indicating the caravan tent 
to his right. “Eat and drink, or don’t, as it suits you. Once the business of 
the night is done, I’ll send for you.” Without waiting for a reply, Faisr 
ducked his head and stepped inside the gathering tent. 


Alcadizzar watched Faisr disappear from sight and suppressed a sigh of 
irritation. The desert gatherings apparently shared one thing in common 
with the courts of Nehekhara; both involved a lot of sitting around and 
waiting. Scowling, he found a clear patch of rug inside the tent and settled 
upon it. A young girl edged towards him at once, holding out a bowl of 
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sour-smelling chanouri. The prince held up a hand so the girl wouldn’t see 
him wince. “Perhaps a bit of watered wine?” he asked. 


And so the prince waited, watching Neru chart her course across the sky as 
the hours passed. His neighbours mostly kept to themselves, their minds 
intent on whatever grievance or request they intended to present to the 
gathered chiefs. Within the tent came a steady drone of muted conversation, 
punctuated by the occasional shout or peal of laughter. Once, Alcadizzar 
heard angry shouts break out and for a moment he thought a riot had 
erupted amid the gathering, but the other tribesmen paid the noise little 
mind, and within a few minutes the disturbance had subsided as quickly as 
it had begun. 


One by one, the men seated around him were summoned into the presence 
of the chiefs. Some audiences lasted longer than others and nearly always 
the men emerged with stoic faces, giving no sign as to whether their wishes 
had been honoured or not. Once, a pair of black-robed men emerged from 
the tent, half-carrying one of the petitioners. The tribesman was doubled 
over in pain, one hand pressed against his belly. Blood ran freely between 
his clenched fingers. Alcadizzar listened to the man’s muffled curses as he 
disappeared into the night. 


By midnight, he was alone in the tent. The maidens had withdrawn and the 
coals in the braziers were nearly spent. The sounds of conversation within 
the tent showed no signs of abating. The prince sighed and sipped at his 
wine, wondering if Faisr had gotten so deep into his cups that he’d forgotten 
Alcadizzar was waiting outside. 


Beyond the gathering tent, the rest of the camp had fallen silent. The night 
air was still and cold, luminous with the light of the full moon. Alcadizzar 
breathed in the chill air, grateful for the way it cleared his head and 
focussed his senses. 


Little by little, a sense of unease crept up the back of the prince’s neck. He 
was being watched. 


Alcadizzar continued to breathe deeply, careful to show no outwards sense 
of alarm. As his eyes searched the deep shadows beyond the empty caravan 
tent opposite his, he drained his watered wine and set the cup aside. He 
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casually rested his empty hand on top of his thigh, just inches from the hilt 
of his dagger, and waited for his unseen observer to reveal himself. 


Minutes passed, and the sensation did not abate. If anything, it seemed more 
focused, more intent. Alcadizzar thought he saw a flicker of movement in 
the shadows near the wall of the gathering tent. He shifted slightly, 
presenting his right shoulder to the oncoming figure. His fingertips slid to 
the jewelled pommel of his dagger. 


There! He could see a slender figure outlined against the flank of the great 
tent, creeping slowly and somewhat tentatively his way. Alcadizzar could 
see no weapons in the figure’s hands, but the sheer weight of his stare was 
astonishing. Was this a sorcerer, or some restless spirit that haunted the dark 
hills north of the great plain? 


After a moment, the figure paused, still well hidden in the shadow cast by 
the tent. Alcadizzar felt goose-flesh race along his forearms. Finally, he 
could stand no more. 


“T see you there,” he said, rising slowly to his feet. “What sort of man are 
you, to skulk in the shadows like a jackal? Are you thief, or assassin? Show 
yourself!” 


The figure recoiled at the sound of his voice. Alcadizzar thought he might 
turn and flee into the darkness—but then, the person straightened his 
shoulders and took a bold step forwards, into the moonlight. 


Alcadizzar’s eyes widened. The figure before him was short and lithe, clad 
in fine, black robes shot through with silver thread that shimmered faintly in 
the light. This was no assassin, nor a restless, hungry spirit, but a young girl 
of about fourteen years, her face wreathed by the folds of a silken 
headscarf. She had a long coltish face and a sharp nose, and large, leonine 
yellow eyes. A sinuous line of henna tattoos climbed up the right side of her 
slender neck, and traced its way along her jawline. 


The prince stared at the girl in surprise. She studied him as a scholar would 
an ancient scroll, as though he wore his deepest secrets upon his sleeve. Not 
even Neferata had reached so deeply into his soul. He tried to speak, to ask 
who this girl was and what she wanted with him—but just then the entry 
flap of the gathering tent was drawn aside, and a black-robed servant 
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stepped out into the night. The spell broken, the girl retreated at once, 
slipping back silently into the shadows. 


The servant, unaware of the girl’s presence, beckoned to Alcadizzar. “Faisr 
al-Hashim bids you to join him,” he said. 


Alcadizzar searched the darkness beyond the tent, but the girl had vanished. 
The servant paused, his brows knitting in a frown. He started to beckon 
again, but Alcadizzar shook his head, as though to clear it. “Lead on,” he 
replied. 


The prince followed the servant into the hot, noisy gloom of the great tent. 
He had expected it to be subdivided by cloth partitions into discrete 
chambers, as he’d seen Faisr do with his own tent; beyond the entrance was 
a small antechamber, where a pair of maids came forwards with golden 
bowls and cloths to ritually wash his feet and hands. When the ritual was 
done, the servant led him onwards, past another tent flap and into the 
presence of the chiefs. 


Alcadizzar had expected a large, open space, layered in fine rugs and thick 
with a haze of incense, where the chiefs lounged in small cliques as they’d 
done earlier in the afternoon. To his surprise, he found himself standing at 
the edge of a circular space containing an immense wooden table, large 
enough to accommodate almost two-score chiefs with room to spare. The 
surface of the table was covered in a thin sheet of gold, hammered by the 
hands of an artist into curious, uneven contours. The prince stared at its 
surface for several moments before he realised that the play of shadow and 
light created by the contours suggested the rolling dunes of a desert. Long, 
curving lines had been etched into the gold; he knew from his studies that 
some of them matched the ancient caravan routes that had crossed the Great 
Desert in ancient times. Other lines were less obvious in their meaning. 
Perhaps they represented the nomadic paths of the desert tribes themselves. 


The perimeter of the chamber was crowded with high-ranking tribesmen 
from each of the clans, who sat upon rugs and observed the proceedings 
with interest. The air was hot and thick, almost stifling, and spiced with the 
aromas of food and chanouri. Alcadizzar felt the eyes of the entire 
assembly fix on him as he followed the servant to the great table. 
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Faisr rose from an ornately carved chair as Alcadizzar approached and went 
to stand beside him. The servant indicated for the prince to stand a few feet 
from the edge of the table, where the gathered chiefs could take their 
measure of him. Alcadizzar met the gaze of each and every man seated at 
the table, and found not a single mote of warmth or welcome in their eyes. 
A few, like Bashir al-Rukhba, glared at him with obvious contempt. 


Then the prince felt a familiar prickling along the back of his neck. He 
stiffened, his eyes drawn to the shadows on the opposite side of the great 
table. There, he saw the silhouette of a robed woman seated upon a wooden 
chair similar to those used by the chieftains. Her face was hidden in the 
gloom, but Alcadizzar knew she was staring at him with the same intensity 
as that of the girl he’d seen only minutes before. At her side stood Khsar’s 
chosen one, the hooded man that he had seen out on the hillside that 
afternoon. Instead of a golden goblet, the chosen one now held a tall, black 
staff in his right hand. Though apart from the rest, Alcadizzar noted that 
there was an empty space at the table so that the woman had a clear view of 
the proceedings. 


Faisr laid a hand on Alcadizzar’s shoulder. “Here is the man I spoke of,” he 
said to the assembled chiefs. “Ubaid has ridden as a friend to the bani-al- 
Hashim for twenty years, as our customs require, and in that time he has 
acquitted himself as a warrior and a cunning raider. Look you the marks 
upon his belt,” Faisr said, pointing to the dense rows of kill-marks inscribed 
in the leather. “Fifty men, dead by his hand! He has earned the esteem of 
my people and has shed his own blood on our behalf many times. Indeed, 
he has saved my life not once, but three times.” The young chieftain spread 
his hands and winked at the other chiefs. “Of course, he still rides like a 
soft-arsed city dweller, but no man is perfect, eh?” 


Many of the chieftains laughed and Alcadizzar accepted the jibe with a self- 
deprecating grin. Bashir and a handful of other chiefs just stared at Faisr, 
their faces set in stony masks. 


“Ubaid’s loyalty and honour are beyond question,” Faisr said. “He has put 
aside his past and has embraced the ways of the desert. I tell you, he is like 
a brother to me and deserves to be a part of my tribe.” 


“He is an outsider!” Bashir cried. The chieftain leaned forwards and 
pounded on the golden table for emphasis. “A city dweller! For all we 
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know, he could be a spy for the Lahmians 


At once, Faisr’s chosen men were on their feet, shaking their fists and 
shouting angrily at Bashir. Bashir’s men quickly followed suit, yelling at 
Faisr’s men. Daggers were drawn, their blades glinting in the lamplight. 
The chiefs caught in between took turns yelling at Bashir, at Faisr, and at 
one another. 


Faisr let out a lusty shout and leapt upon the golden table. With a flourish, 
he drew his dagger and levelled it at Bashir. “If any man doubts Ubaid’s 
worth, then put him to the test! Challenge him, by wit, by blade or by 
horse!” 


Alcadizzar saw Bashir smile hungrily at Faisr’s outburst and understood 
that this was the opening the older chief had been waiting for. He rose from 
his chair, his hand reaching for his own knife—when suddenly, Khsar’s 
chosen man stepped from the shadows and brought his staff down upon the 
table with a thunderous blow. 


The entire crowd was struck silent in an instant. The chiefs all but leapt 
from their seats, their eyes wide with shock. Even Bashir looked stunned. 


When the hooded man was certain that he had everyone’s undivided 
attention, he straightened slowly and drew back his staff. Alcadizzar saw 
that it was thick and obviously heavy, shaped from a kind of black wood 
unlike anything he had seen before. The faces of monstrous spirits had been 
carved into the wood, their fierce, inhuman expressions contorted into 
masks of rage and mindless hunger. 


“Hearken unto the Daughter of the Sands,” the chosen one intoned. His 
voice was rough and deep, rumbling like the warning growl of a lion. At 
once, the spectators all sank to their knees. Bashir’s face paled with rage, 
but even he sank back into his chair. Alcadizzar hesitated, unsure how to 
proceed. Faisr quickly sheathed his dagger and the prince followed suit. 


Slowly and painfully, the robed woman climbed from her chair. She was 
very old, Alcadizzar saw at once, her leathery face creased in a complex 
tapestry of wrinkles. As she stepped into the lamplight, the prince was 
startled to see that her eyes were a leonine yellow, just like those of the girl 
he’d seen outside. 
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The old woman approached the chiefs, and her eyes rose slowly to Faisr’s. 
“Were you raised in a wine shop, Faisr al-Hashim?” she growled. “Get off 
my table, boy.” 


To Alcadizzar’s surprise, Faisr hung his head like a child. “My apologies,” 
he said, and hopped back down onto the rugs next to Alcadizzar. 


The woman’s gaze turned to Alcadizzar; once again, he felt his skin prickle 
with the intensity of her stare. “You say that this one has observed all the 
customs of adoption?” 


“He has,” Faisr replied. 

“He has lived among your tribe for a span of twenty years?” she asked. 
“As I said before, yes,” the chieftain replied. 

“He has fought at your side and shed blood for the sake of the tribe?” 
“Many times.” 


The old woman’s eyes narrowed on the prince. “And in all that time, he has 
never given you cause to doubt his loyalty, or his devotion?” 


“Never once,” Faisr answered proudly. 


Alcadizzar found himself struggling to meet the woman’s stare. There was 
much that Faisr did not know about him. The chieftain was unknowingly 
risking his own honour on his friend’s behalf. 


“Has he put aside his past life,” the woman asked, in a voice as pitiless as 
the desert sands, “and devoted himself entirely to the ways of our people?” 


Before Faisr could answer, Alcadizzar cut in. “As much as any man can 
forget his people and the place of his birth,” he said. Faisr shot him a 
sidelong look, but the prince ignored him. 


The Daughter of the Sands stared at Alcadizzar for a long moment. “Then 
let it be so,” she declared. “From this day forwards, you are one of the bani- 
al-Hashim.” 


The assembled chiefs glanced at one another in amazement. Only Bashir al- 
Rukhba felt bold enough—or angry enough—to speak. “But the customs of 
adoption are meant only for desert dwellers!” he protested. “They are for 
adopting a man of one tribe into another, not... not this!” 
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The old woman turned and glared at Bashir. “An exception was made once 
before, Bashir al-Rukhba,” she said coldly. “Or have you forgotten?” 


Bashir stiffened. “I have not,” he replied. 


“Then you must presume to know the will of Khsar better than I,” the old 
woman snapped. “Is that so? Do you mean to gainsay me?” 


All at once, the air in the tent was fraught with tension. Alcadizzar saw 
Bashir’s warriors shrink back from their chief, their expressions stiff with 
fright. 


Bashir’s gaze fell to the tabletop. “No,” he answered in a subdued voice. “I 
would never do such a thing, holy one.” 


“Then our business here is concluded,” said the Daughter of the Sands. 
“The hour is late and my bones ache. Let an old woman have her rest.” 


As one, the chieftains rose from the table. Nervous murmurs rose from their 
warriors. The atmosphere was still tense and unsettled. Something 
momentous had happened, Alcadizzar knew, but he had no idea what. His 
thoughts were interrupted by a tug on his sleeve. 


“It’s done,” Faisr said. For the first time since Alcadizzar had met him, the 
chieftain sounded shaken. “Let’s go.” 


Alcadizzar turned to follow Faisr from the tent. As he went, he once again 
felt the stares of the entire assembly upon him, but they were as light as a 
feather compared to the weight of the old woman’s gaze upon his back. It 
took an effort of will not to hasten his steps and run headlong into the night. 


Faisr and Alcadizzar were quickly surrounded by members of the tribe as 
they departed the great tent. A few offered quiet congratulations, but most 
were silent as Faisr led them all back to the tribe’s tents. Once there, some 
of the older tribesmen began stoking a fire and rousing their youngest sons 
to fetch wine and chanouri. Across the camp, the rest of the tribes seemed 
to be following suit, hewing to tradition and indulging in one last 
celebration before they scattered to the winds on the morrow. 


But Faisr was in no mood to celebrate. The chieftain stood for a moment, 
Staring into the depths of the fire his warriors were coaxing to life, then 
plucked a wineskin from a passing boy and stalked off into the darkness. 
Without thinking, Alcadizzar followed. 
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Faisr said nothing as he made his way through the camp. He avoided the 
tents of the great clans and their fire-lit gatherings, and before long he 
emerged from the camp onto the hillside’s lower slopes. He led Alcadizzar 
down the hill towards the silent horse herds, finally settling down on the 
cold, damp ground not far from where they had lounged just twelve hours 
before. 


The chieftain acknowledged the herd’s sentry riders with a wave of his 
hand, then pulled the stopper from the wineskin and passed it to Alcadizzar. 
The prince took it and squirted a swallow’s worth into his mouth, then 
handed it back. 


“T take it that didn’t go as planned,” he said. 


Faisr chuckled ruefully. “Observant as ever,” the chieftain replied, and filled 
his mouth with wine. He gulped it down and drank again. 


“Who was that woman?” Alcadizzar asked. “A priestess of some kind?” 


The chieftain let out a snort. “The tribes have never had much use for 
priests,” he said. “Instead, we have the Daughter of the Sands. She is given 
to Khsar, the god of the wastelands, as his bride. She is the arbiter of his 
laws, and when she speaks, it is with his voice. Do you understand?” 


Alcadizzar frowned. “Yes, but...” He chose his words with care, uncertain 
how devout Faisr was, not wishing to cause offence. “The covenant with the 
gods was broken centuries ago.” 


Faisr shook his head. “Forget about the covenant. That was made between 
the gods and your people, the Nehekharans.” 


The prince nodded thoughtfully. Many Nehekharans thought of the desert 
folk as barbaric cousins, but the truth was that they were an entirely 
different race of men, whose history and culture stretched back thousands of 
years before the birth of the great cities. 


“So... the tribes still enjoy the blessings of Khsar?” 


Faisr threw back his head and laughed. “Blessings? If Khsar doesn’t burn 
your eyes from your head or suck the marrow from your bones, that’s a 
blessing,” he said. “He is the god of the desert. His breath gives life to 
sandstorms. The Hungry God gives no blessings, Ubaid. Only tests. By 
those tests we are made strong, or else we perish. There is nothing else.” 
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Alcadizzar spread his hands. “Then... what? Am I being tested?” 


Faisr didn’t reply at first. He frowned up at the sky and then took another 
drink. “It’s possible,” he said. “Or perhaps there is a test yet to come.” 


“T don’t understand.” 


The chieftain sighed. “Once in every generation, a daughter is born to the 
tribes with the eyes of a desert lion. It has always been thus. Such women 
have the ability to look into a man’s soul and see what the fates have written 
there. For that reason alone, they have great influence among our people.” 


The thought sent a chill down Alcadizzar’s spine. 


“When I was waiting in the caravan tent outside, I saw a girl with those 
same eyes,” he said softly. 


Faisr gave him a startled look. “You didn’t touch her, did you?” 
“What kind of question is that?” 


The chieftain relaxed slightly. “Forgive me. It’s just that it’s considered 
terrible luck to lay hands on one of Khsar’s chosen.” He sighed. “That 
would have been Ophiria. She will become the Daughter of the Sands when 
Suleima dies. Did she say anything to you?” 


Alcadizzar shook his head. “No, but I will remember those eyes for the rest 
of my life.” 


Faisr shook his head. “In all my time as chieftain, I’ve never known 
Suleima to take a hand in tribal matters. Now, in a single stroke, she affirms 
your adoption into the tribes and upsets the old order of the chiefs. 
Rebuking Bashir like that will cost the old jackal dearly.” 


“The Daughter of the Sands has that much power over the chiefs?” 


Faisr shrugged. “These days, yes. It wasn’t always so. The Daughter of the 
Sands used to serve as an advisor to the alcazzar, the chief of chiefs, but 
there hasn’t been one of those since Shahid the Red Fox died during the war 
against the Usurper.” The chieftain shook his head. “The seers were the 
reason that the tribes came here from the desert, centuries ago.” 


Alcadizzar stared at Faisr, his curiosity piqued. “Why is that?” 
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Faisr glanced over at the prince and started to reply, but then appeared to 
think better of it. “That’s a tale for another time,” he said with a tired grin. 
“Too many revelations might spoil the wine, eh, Ubaid?” 


Faisr raised the wineskin to his lips and took a deep draught, but Alcadizzar 
caught the haunted look in the chieftain’s eye nonetheless. 


Alcadizzar looked away, out over the sleeping herds. 


What had Ophiria and the old woman seen when they looked at him? How 
much did they know? The words of Faisr came back to him once more. 


The Hungry God gives no blessings, only tests. By those tests we are made 
strong, or we perish. There is nothing else. 
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THIRTEEN 
The Price of Victory 


Nagashizzar, in the 102nd year of Tahoth the Wise 
(-1250 Imperial Reckoning) 


“When is Lord Velsquee coming back?” 


Eekrit sighed, rubbing a paw wearily over his eyes. He didn’t like where 
this conversation was heading. “Four months, if he encounters no trouble. 
Why?” 


“Because the kreekar-gan is getting ready to attack.” 


The warlord beckoned with a claw and a trio of slave rats scuttled from the 
shadows of the throne room. Two of the slaves carried a carved wooden 
chair between them, which they set on the rug-covered floor behind 
Eshreegar. The Master of Treacheries nodded his head to Eekrit in thanks 
and took a seat. Of all the skaven left in the under-fortress, he alone was 
permitted to sit while Eekrit presided from the throne. The third slave 
climbed the dais with a golden tray bearing two bowls of wine. The warlord 
chose one bowl for himself and then the slave served Eshreegar the other. 


Eekrit’s whiskers twitched as he breathed in the wine’s heady vapours. 
“You’ve been wrong in the past,” he pointed out. “Sometimes spectacularly 
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“As you never cease to remind me,” Eshreegar replied. He swirled the dark 
liquid in his bowl for a moment, then drained half the contents in one long 
draught and wiped his whiskers clean on his sleeve. “The signs are there, 
nonetheless.” 


“Such as?” 


Eshreegar frowned at the warlord. “Spear companies, for a start. Some of 
my scouts went over the barricades a few nights ago and got as far as mine 
shaft two. The ones that made it back said there were four or five 
companies of bone-men there. Looked like they’d just arrived recently.” 


Eekrit shifted uncomfortably on the throne. “How recently?” 


The Master of Treacheries finished off his drink and beckoned for another. 
“There was no mould on the bones or wrappings, so they couldn’t have 
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been in the lower tunnels for more than a day or two.” The air in the active 
mine shafts was so hot and humid that mould was a constant problem. 


“Not a good sign, I grant you.” 


“There’s more.” Eshreegar turned to an approaching servant and traded his 
empty bowl for a full one. “One of the survivors said he saw at least two 
war engines at the far end of the mine shaft. Big ones.” 


Eekrit winced. “Any chance he could have been mistaken?” 


“Not likely. It was Joreel who spotted them. You remember him, don’t you? 
He was one of the old hands.” 


The warlord’s tail lashed irritably. “Yes, I remember Joreel, damn it. It 
hasn’t been that long.” 


Eshreegar snorted. “Thirty-five years, almost to the day,” he said. He 
carefully avoided making eye contact with the warlord, but the tone in his 
voice said it all. Much has changed since then. 


Indeed it had, Eekrit thought bitterly. With Velsquee incapacitated by his 
injuries and Hiirc dead, the task of saving the army had rested entirely in 
Eekrit’s paws. The days following the failed ambush at mine shaft four had 
been a nightmarish ordeal of chaos, confusion and death. By the time he 
had managed to convince the surviving clan lords of his authority and 
organise a credible defence against the burning man’s attacks, the skaven 
had been driven all the way back to mine shaft eight, and almost half of the 
army had been destroyed. Even worse was the loss of materiel; for all 
intents and purposes, the army’s entire baggage train had been captured or 
destroyed when mine shaft four had been overrun. Even with access to 
merchants at the under-fortress, the army would have a hard enough time 
feeding itself in the near term, much less fighting the enemy. 


Weeks passed before Eekrit was able to return to the under-fortress, only to 
find Velsquee gone. The official explanation was that his injuries required 
the attentions of the best chirurgeons in the Great City, but it was obvious to 
Eekrit that the Grey Lord was trying to get as much distance from the 
debacle as he could. Velsquee would make certain that the blame for the 
defeat rested squarely on Eekrit’s shoulders. It was the skaven way. 
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Eekrit fought back the only way he could—by making certain that regular 
shipments of god-stone found their way to the Great City. He still clung 
stubbornly to the notion that the kreekar-gan could be defeated and then the 
mountain would be his. So he endured Velsquee’s expert slanders and the 
inevitable disgrace that the Council heaped upon him. He knew that he 
could never go back home, at least not until he was wealthy enough to 
reform his image. 


The warlord also went out of his way to publicly thank Velsquee for his 
many years of helpful “advice” during the long war, plus his continued 
support for the expeditionary force—whether such support still existed or 
not. Eekrit even went so far as to hire an orator to deliver a grandiloquent 
speech to the Council of Thirteen to commemorate the day that the army 
first departed from the Great City, and went to great length to extol 
Velsquee’s virtues as a warrior and a leader. Finally, he made sure that the 
Grey Lord received a regular allotment of god-stone from the mines and 
made very sure that the other lords on the Council knew about it. 


Velsquee got the message. His fortunes were tied to the great mountain, 
whether he wanted it or not, so it was in his best interests to support the 
expeditionary force as much as possible. 


The fact was, Eekrit needed all the support he could get. The great clans 
had grown weary of the long war beneath the mountain; many had lost so 
much blood and treasure over the last forty years that their positions on the 
Council had become vulnerable. In the months and years following the 
defeat at mine shaft four, the alliance of clans that made up the 
expeditionary force began to unravel. Clan Morbus was the first to 
withdraw its warriors, followed by the survivors of Clan Skryre soon after. 
Eekrit hadn’t the power or influence to stop them. All he could do was try 
to lure as many of the lesser clans as he could to take their place, plus 
whatever mercenaries his depleted fortunes permitted. 


All the while, the kreekar-gan continued to batter away at the skaven. With 
new stores of god-stone in his possession, he hurled wave after wave of 
skeletons and flesh-hungry corpses against Eekrit’s defences. The days of 
digging murder holes and launching bold flanking moves were long gone. 
The most Eekrit could do was hold what he had and inflict as many losses 
on the enemy as possible. 
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His warriors destroyed the enemy by the hundreds, but it was never enough. 
The burning man never relented. As his losses mounted, Eekrit was forced 
to surrender one mine shaft after another. Slowly but surely, the skaven 
were being driven from the mountain. 


All they had left now was mine shaft twelve. If that fell, the enemy would 
be at the tunnels to the under-fortress itself. 


Eekrit drank deep from his bowl. “It’s just four months,” he said, swirling 
the bitter dregs. “We can hold.” 


“With what?” Eshreegar said. “I wouldn’t give a ratling’s fart for half the 
hired swords you’ve got manning the barricades. The instant one of those 
bone-engines comes charging down on them, they’ |! turn tail and won’t stop 
running until they reach the Great City. Then all you’ll have left are a few 
thousand poorly-armed clanrats and whatever slave packs you can 
scrounge.” 


The warlord’s paw tightened on the wine bowl. “We’ll collapse the upper 
branch-tunnels if we have to. That should slow them down a bit.” 


Eshreegar shook his head irritably. “You’ll just be delaying the inevitable.” 


Eekrit scowled at the Master of Treacheries. “I don’t think so,” he snapped. 
“The kreekar-gan has all but one of the mountain’s mine shafts under his 
control. With that much power he should have crushed us years ago. Why 
hasn’t he?” The warlord shook his head. “I don’t think he’s as strong as he 
wants us to believe.” 


“And yet here we are, hanging on to the under-fortress by our toe claws.” 


Eekrit jabbed a finger at Eshreegar. “No one’s seen the kreekar-gan since 
the fight at mine shaft four. Why is that? All we ever see these days are 
skeletons and shambling corpses.” He leaned forwards. “Our problem isn’t 
that the burning man’s so much stronger; it’s that we’ve been getting 
weaker by the year. When Velsquee shows up with the reinforcements he 
promised, all that will change.” 


The Master of Treacheries let out a snort. “I’ll believe that when I see it, 
and not before.” 


Just then, the double doors at the far end of the chamber creaked open and a 
slave came scampering through. He dashed to the foot of the dais and 
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stretched himself upon the stones. “Master-master 
“The Grey Lord has come! Velsquee is-is here!” 


he said breathlessly. 


Eekrit straightened, ears fluttering in surprise. “In the great square? Now?” 
“No-no master. He-he waits without!” the slave replied. 


Eshreegar rose from his chair and carefully set his wine bowl aside. “I don’t 
like the sound of that,” he said quietly. 


The warlord shot Eshreegar a hard look. “Let him in,” he snapped at the 
slave. As the skaven dashed back to the double doors, Eekrit felt the hackles 
rise on the back of his neck. 


Moments later, the doors opened wide, and Grey Lord Velsquee made his 
painful way into the great hall. Despite the best elixirs and sorcerous 
charms gold could buy, Velsquee’s fur had gone almost uniformly white and 
his face was deeply lined by years of strain. The Grey Lord still stubbornly 
wore his fine suit of armour and curved sword, though his fighting days 
were now far behind him. The chirurgeons had worked wonders, but 
Velsquee’s shattered hip had never set properly. He leaned heavily on a 
gnarled cypress cane as he limped towards the dais. Behind him came a 
dozen heavily armed heechigar, marching with exaggerated slowness so as 
not to overtake their master. 


Eekrit fought down a sense of foreboding at the sight of the storm-walkers. 
The places along the great hall where his bodyguards customarily stood 
were conspicuously empty, because every able-bodied skaven was needed 
to man the barricades. He glanced at Eshreegar and noted that the Master of 
Treacheries had retreated a few steps away from the throne and turned 
slightly to face the heechigar. His arms were folded, paws tucked into his 
Sleeves. 


Remembering himself, Eekrit quickly rose from the throne, but Velsquee 
waved for him to stop. “Sit down, whelp,” he snapped, his voice rough with 
age. He nodded at Eshreegar’s seat. “This one will do.” 


The warlord waited until Velsquee had settled himself in the chair before he 
sat back upon the throne. His throat suddenly felt very dry. 


“Welcome back to the under-fortress, my lord,” Eekrit grumbled. “Forgive 
me for not greeting you in the great square with the fanfare you deserve, but 
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you’ve arrived much, much earlier than expected.” 


Velsquee winced as he tried to get comfortable on the hard wooden seat. “I 
moved much faster without an army to slow me down,” he said in a cold 
voice. 


There it was, stated in bald terms. Eekrit shook his head slowly, not quite 
willing to believe what he’d heard. “You... you travelled on ahead of the 
army, you Mean.” 


The Grey Lord growled. “It’s over, Eekrit. The Council of Thirteen doesn’t 
want any more to do with this place. They call it the Cursed Pit these days. 
I couldn’t get one other Grey Lord to support the call for more warriors.” 


“What about all the god-stone buried here?” Eekrit asked. “We’ve been at it 
nearly eighty years, and we’ve barely scratched the-the surface!” 


“And look what it’s cost us,” Velsquee shot back. “It’s even got the grey 
seers at each others’ throats.” He shook his grizzled head. “No, Eekrit. It’s 
done. The Council sent me here with an official declaration dissolving the 
alliance of clans and disbanding the expeditionary force.” 


Eekrit stared at the Grey Lord. “This is lunacy,” he snarled. “We can still 
triumph here, Velsquee. You haven’t been here in almost forty years! I know 
we can defeat the kreekar-gan—” 


“You know nothing of the kind, ratling!” Velsquee shouted, half-rising from 
his chair. “Qweeqwol tried to warn me, but I wouldn’t listen—” the rest of 
the outburst was lost in a fit of terrible, racking coughs that left the Grey 
Lord wheezing and doubled over with pain. Eekrit gestured frantically for a 
slave, who rushed a bowl of wine to the struggling skaven. 


Velsquee took the bowl with a trembling paw and drank deeply. Eekrit 
waited until the old skaven had composed himself before he continued. 


“Qweeqwol warned you of what?” 


The Grey Lord didn’t reply at first. His gaze wandered the room, lost in 
memories of the past. Finally, he sighed and rubbed a paw across his 
whiskers. 


“Qweeqwol saw a great deal more than just visions of god-stone buried 
beneath this damned mountain,” he said. “The god-stone was immaterial to 
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him. He lent his influence to the alliance of the clans and marched with the 
army because he’d seen what the burning man planned for the world. If the 
kreekar-gan wasn’t stopped, it wouldn’t mean the death of the skaven. It 
would mean the death of everything.” 


The haunted look in Velsquee’s eyes made Eekrit’s blood run cold. “How 
could such a thing be possible?” 


The Grey Lord shook his head. “I don’t know,” he replied. “I didn’t believe 
a word of it at the time.” 


“Have you told the Council of this?” Eekrit asked. 


Velsquee’s eyes widened. “Are you mad? Those fools would think I’d 
finally gone soft. There would be a dozen daggers in my back by the end of 
the day.” 


“But if Qweeqwol was right...” 


“Qweeqwol also said this, the burning man could not be defeated by the 
hand of the living,” Velsquee replied. “The kreekar-gan is not bound by the 
laws of life and death. He can only be defeated by someone like himself, 
who is dead, yet lives on.” 


The Grey Lord sighed. “Qweeqwol thought he had the answer. He was sick, 
you see. A corruption of the blood. The Horned One alone knows how he 
managed to live so long.” Velsquee shook his head bitterly. “Qweeqwol 
thought it was a sign. We know better now, of course.” 


Eekrit fought the urge to beckon for more wine. He glanced at Eshreegar. 
“My scouts tell me that the kreekar-gan is getting ready to launch another 
attack.” 


“Can you hold him off?” 
The warlord gritted his teeth. “Perhaps.” 


“Then if you’ll listen to one last piece of advice from me, you’ll clean out 
every scrap of god-stone you can from the mine shaft and clear out before 
the burning man strikes. Leave the mercenaries behind as a rearguard. If 
you move quickly enough, they won’t realise they’ve been abandoned until 
it’s too late.” 
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Velsquee’s bald words stunned Eekrit. Before he could reply, the doors at 
the end of the hall swung open yet again and the same slave came dashing 
towards the dais. He wove his way nimbly around the heechigar and 
prostrated himself before the skaven lords. “Master! Master!” 


“In the Horned One’s name, what now?” Eekrit snarled. 


“A-a message from the barricades!” the slave cried. “A corpse-man has 
come!” 


The corpse-men were the kreekar-gan’s barbarian lieutenants. There were 
only three left, as far as Eekrit knew, and none of them had been seen in 
more than a decade. The news sent a chill down the warlord’s spine. 


“How many?” 


The slave hesitated, glancing uncertainly from Eekrit to Velsquee and back 
again. “How-how many what?” 


“Warriors, you wretch!” Eekrit snapped. “The corpse-man isn’t standing in 
front of the barricades by himself, now is he?” 


The slave’s ears began to flutter nervously. Fear-musk spread through the 
air. “But-but he is, master. The corpse-man came alone. He says he bears a 
message for-for you.” 


“Terms? Your master wishes to offer us terms?” 


The kreekar-gan’s lieutenant looked as though he had just climbed from a 
dusty crypt. Though tall and broad-shouldered, the northman’s face was 
gaunt and etched by dozens of battle scars. His black hair was tangled, and 
layered with dust and grime. The corpse-man’s armour of leather and 
bronze was notched and torn by countless blows, and still bore the stains of 
past battles. 


The northman stood just ten feet from the foot of the dais, where Eekrit and 
Velsquee sat. The burning man’s emissary bore no weapons, but Eekrit 
knew all too well how swift and strong the corpse-men were. Velsquee’s 
heechigar virtually surrounded the creature, their polearms ready to strike. 
Eshreegar was nowhere to be seen, but Eekrit knew that the Master of 
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Treacheries was lurking somewhere in the shadows, just a quick knife- 
throw away. 


Words rasped from the emissary’s mouth. “Remove your warriors from the 
mountain and abandon your mine,” the corpse-man hissed, “and henceforth 
my master will provide you with abn-i-khat in exchange for slaves and 
other tribute.” 


Eekrit’s eyes narrowed. He assumed that abn-i-khat was what these 
monsters called the god-stone. “Tribute?” he snarled. “You insult us, 
corpse-man! The Under-Empire pays tribute to no one—” 


The Grey Lord cut off Eekrit’s protest with an upraised paw. “You are 
saying that your master is willing to trade with us. Is that it?” Velsquee 
asked. 


The emissary turned his head fractionally to regard the Grey Lord. If the 
corpse-man recognised the sudden tension between the two skaven on the 
dais, he gave no sign. “He will trade with you, yes. But your warriors must 
leave here, and you must abandon your mine. Those are his terms.” 


“This is a joke!” Eekrit spat. “Surely you don’t—” 


Once again, Velsquee interrupted. This time his voice was hard as stone. 
“What Lord Eekrit wishes to say is that the Under-Empire will accept your 
master’s terms. We will remove our watriors immediately, and cease work 
on our mine. When will you provide the first shipment of god-stone?” 


“You will receive one half-pound of abn-i-khat for every hundred pounds of 
metal or slaves that you provide. The sooner you deliver them, the sooner 
you will receive your stone.” 


Velsquee did not hesitate. “Done. When will we meet your master to seal 
the bargain?” 


“There is no need,” the corpse-man hissed. “Remove your warriors and 
empty the mine before dawn tomorrow; that will be enough.” 


“And if we don’t?” Eekrit snarled. 
“Then by sundown your corpses will be mining stone for my master.” 


Eekrit started to rise from the throne, his paw reaching for his sword, but 
the Grey Lord forestalled him. “Take the emissary back to the barricades!” 
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he commanded, and his storm-walkers quickly obeyed. They closed ranks 
around the corpse-man, effectively isolating him from Eekrit or anyone 
else, and marched him out of the room. 


Eekrit rounded on the Grey Lord the instant the double doors closed. “Have 
you lost-lost your mind?” he shouted. “After all-all we’ve done here, you’re 
just going to-to surrender?” 


Velsquee’s cane crashed to the floor of the dais as the Grey Lord shot to his 
feet. Crippled or not, his paw closed around the hilt of his sword. “Mind 
your tongue, ratling!” he snarled back. “I’ve given them nothing that they 
didn’t already possess! This is a victory for us, not a defeat.” 


“But the kreekar-gan is bluffing!” Eekrit shot back. “Can’t you see that? Do 
you imagine he sent that mouldering corpse to talk to us because he’s 
suddenly grown tired of fighting? If he could have driven us out as easily as 
he claims he can, we’d be fighting for our lives right now. The only reason 
he’s negotiating is because he’s weak.” 


“Then answer this, can you beat the burning man with the warriors you 
have on hand?” 


Eekrit paused. “I... don’t know.” 


“Then it doesn’t matter how damned weak he is,” Velsquee said. “Because 
there’ll be no more help coming from the Great City. I can guarantee you 
that.” 


The two lords stared at one another for a moment. Finally, Eekrit relented 
and sat heavily back down upon his throne. “I need a drink,” he growled. 


“That’s the first intelligent thing you’ve said in the last ten minutes,” the 
Grey Lord replied. He bent painfully to retrieve his cane, then settled 
heavily back into his own seat with a sigh. “Think, ratling. Before that 
corpse-man turned up, we were getting ready to abandon the mountain 
altogether. This way, we still get access to the god-stone, and at a cost that 
no one on the Council can object to. And since the expeditionary force has 
been officially disbanded, who does that place in charge of all output 
coming from the mountain?” 


Eekrit eyed the Grey Lord. “You and I.” 
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Velsquee smiled. “That’s right. We’re both about to become obscenely 
rich.” 


The warlord thought things over while a slave poured him some wine. 
“That’s all well and good,” he said at last, “but it still leaves us with a 
problem.” 


“Which is?” 

“The fact that the burning man is going to end life as we know it.” 
“Yes. Well. Assuming Qweeqwol was right, of course.” 

“Did you ever know him to be wrong about such things?” 
“Honestly? No.” 

“Then what do you propose we do?” 


“At the moment, there’s not much we can do,” Velsquee replied. “But we 
can turn this situation to our advantage. Someone will have to stay here at 
the under-fortress to supervise the exchange of goods between us and the 
kreekar-gan.” 


“By which you mean me,” Eekrit said. 


“You may as well,” Velsquee replied. “You’re not rich enough yet to buy 
your way back into the Council’s good graces. In the meantime, you and 
your black-cloaked friends can see what you can learn about the kreekar- 
gan and his plans. Find out his weaknesses, then, when the time is right—” 


“We stick a dagger between his ribs,” Eekrit said. 


Velsquee smiled mirthlessly. “Just so, ratling, just so.” 
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FOURTEEN 
Blood and Sand 


The Golden Plain, in the 103rd year of Basth the Graceful 
(-1240 Imperial Reckoning) 


The Lahmian watch-forts along the eastern edge of the Golden Plain were 
stout, sturdy affairs, having changed little since their creation almost a 
hundred years before. The first two had been built athwart the trade road, 
where it descended from the plain and wound through the wooded hills on 
the way down to the city. Four more had been built in quick succession, two 
to the north and two to the south, stretching in an arc that would allow 
Lahmian cavalry patrols to venture deep into the wilderness to either side of 
the road and interdict the bandit gangs that preyed on the western caravans. 


Each stronghold was built according to the same specifications: a high, 
outer wall made of stone, wide enough at the top for four men to walk 
abreast, with a massive wooden gate made from cedar logs and secured 
with iron pins as long as a man’s forearm. Within the compound were 
stables, barracks, a forge and storehouses piled with enough stores to 
sustain a garrison of a thousand men for at least a month. In the centre of 
the compound sat a squat, thick-walled citadel, containing the fort’s 
armoury, its apothecary, quarters for its officers, a small cistern and a small 
shrine to the Temple of Blood. In the event the walls were taken, the entire 
garrison could retreat into the citadel and hold out for weeks, if need be; 
more than enough time for a rescue force to arrive from the fort’s 
neighbours and drive the attackers away. 


It was a sound design—and a formidable stronghold for an attacking force 
to overcome—but much depended on the discipline and determination of 
the men tasked with the fort’s defence. 


For the first few decades, the forts were a great success. Captains were paid 
lavish rewards for bandit heads, so they were aggressive and cunning in 
their patrols. Hundreds of outlaws were slain and hundreds more fled the 
plain for easier pickings elsewhere, until only the swiftest and cleverest of 
the caravan raiders remained. The desert tribes never came within a day’s 
ride of the forts and were far too wily and swift to be caught out by a patrol 
of city-bred horsemen. As the pickings grew slim, the rewards dwindled as 
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well and the patrols rode out less and less. And since no outlaw band had 
ever been so foolish as to mount a direct attack on the strongholds, a sense 
of complacency became inevitable. Late-night sentries found better ways to 
pass their time than walking the ramparts, like playing dice in the 
marshalling ground, or sneaking a cup or two of beer from the fort’s ample 
stores. 


Once upon a time, it had been a scourging offence to allow the ground to 
become overgrown within a thousand paces of the forts. At the 
northernmost of the strongholds, dense underbrush and young trees had 
been allowed to creep to less than a dozen yards from the outer walls. With 
so much cover, the warriors of the bani-al-Hashim could have approached 
the fort on a full moon night and none would have been the wiser. 


As it was, Alcadizzar waited for a cold, moonless winter night before 
attempting the raid. First, a pair of archers was sent forwards to watch the 
ramparts and ensure that there were no sentries about. They watched for 
nearly an hour; when no guards were spotted, one of them let out the low 
cry of a hunting owl. Immediately, a quartet of tribesmen was sent 
forwards, carrying a light, slender ladder between them. Within minutes, the 
ladder was resting against the outer wall and Alcadizzar had waved the 
assault party forwards. 


A dozen of the tribe’s quietest, most efficient killers crept up the ladder and 
over the wall. Armed with powerful, compact horse-bows and long knives, 
they hunted down the sentries one by one, then went to open the outer gate. 
It was foul luck alone that they were discovered moments later, when a 
soldier came stumbling sleepily from the barracks to empty his bladder and 
caught sight of them. The Lahmian let out a yell a half-second before an 
arrow found his throat; instead of taking the entire fort by storm the desert 
raiders found themselves with a pitched battle on their hands. 


“They fought well,” Sayyid al-Hashim said, and then shrugged. “For the 
first few minutes, at least.” The stocky desert warrior paused to wipe blood 
from his eyes with the back of his hand. A deep cut across one temple had 
soaked his headscarf and turned his shoulder crimson. 
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Bodies littered the open ground between the barracks and the outer gate, 
feathered by thick, red-fletched arrows. Most were clad only in their linen 
under-tunics; others had died in little more than their britches. They’d 
grabbed whatever weapon was close to hand and rushed out to fight the 
dozen men of the assault party. Still more bodies were heaped around the 
open gate, where the tribesmen had held the Lahmians at bay long enough 
for the rest of the raiding party to arrive. Six of the assault party had been 
slain, and a seventh writhed on the ground with the broken haft of a spear 
buried in his guts. Alcadizzar knew each and every one by name and made 
a silent promise to the gods that their widows would be well taken care of. 


He and Faisr stood beneath the archway of the outer gate, surveying the 
bloody scene. They were both clad in breastplates of thick leather armour 
and skirts of flexible bronze mail, and wore round bronze skullcaps beneath 
their silk headscarves. Faisr glowered at the bodies of the dead soldiers, his 
hand clenched about the hilt of his sheathed sword. It had gone against his 
impetuous nature to hang back with Alcadizzar and let his tribesmen do all 
the fighting. By the time they had rushed into the fort with the raiding 
party’s small group of reserves, there was no one left to fight. 


“What happened then?” Alcadizzar asked. 


Sayyid nodded in the direction of the citadel. “As soon as the first of our 
brothers came running through the gate, the city dwellers turned tail and 
shut themselves up inside there.” 


The raiders had pulled a pair of wagons into the marshalling field and 
turned them onto their sides, providing them with some cover from the 
desultory arrow fire coming from the citadel. The rest were hard at work 
looting the fort’s outbuildings. Tribesmen were shouldering past Alcadizzar 
with bundles of armour, stacks of swords and shields, jars of beer, and 
pretty well anything else that wasn’t nailed down. Nervous whinnies from 
the fort’s stable told the prince that several of the tribesmen were relieving 
the cavalry squadron of their mounts as well. 


Alcadizzar rubbed his chin. By any reasonable measure, the raid could 
already be counted as a huge success and a humiliating blow for the 
Lahmians. He’d wanted to test the defences of the watch-forts and see how 
the desert raiders took to proper military tactics; he’d been satisfied on both 
counts. But the idea of leaving the fort intact stuck in his craw; he’d hoped 
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to disarm the defenders and turn them out into the countryside, then put the 
stronghold to the torch. 


“Have they sent any signals?” the prince asked. 
Sayyid shook his head, scattering ruby droplets around his feet. “None.” 


Faisr sighed. “It will be dawn in just a few hours,” he said. “Signal or no, 
we have to be miles from here by first light.” 


Alcadizzar nodded at the chieftain. When he’d first met Faisr, the young 
bandit would have probably opted to remain, more than willing to gamble 
his life and the lives of his men in an all-or-nothing assault on the citadel. 
But now, at seventy, the chieftain was wealthy and powerful and the bani- 
al-Hashim was considered the greatest of the tribes. Though his courage 
and his ambition remained undimmed, he also now had far more to lose. 


Faisr al-Hashim had aged well, despite the hard life of a nomadic raider. 
The desert tribes still largely enjoyed the longevity of years that the ancient 
Nehekharans once had. Now comfortably middle-aged, the handsome 
chieftain had a touch of grey in his beard and streaks in his raven-black 
hair; years of squinting against the sun and wind had etched deep wrinkles 
around his eyes, but his body was still strong and his steps swift and light. 


By contrast, Alcadizzar seemed to have aged hardly at all. By his 
reckoning, he was a hundred and ten years old, but he possessed the 
physical qualities of a man still in his prime. Though Neferata’s elixir had 
long since faded in strength, it had not disappeared entirely. He was still 
stronger and swifter than any normal man and his wounds healed with 
extraordinary speed. Perhaps it was because he’d been fed the blasphemous 
liquid while still forming in the womb—Alcadizzar had numerous theories, 
but no real answers. Though Faisr and his fellow tribesmen could not have 
failed to notice, they never questioned it, either. Such was the loyalty—and 
the secretive nature—of the tribes. 


Certainly, he and Faisr had become a fearsomely effective pair since 
Alcadizzar’s adoption into the tribe. As the chieftain’s prominence had 
grown in the wake of Bashir al-Rukhba’s decline, he had entrusted much of 
the tribe’s raiding strategies to the prince, which allowed Alcadizzar to 
refine his tactical skills and test the capabilities of the desert raiders to their 
fullest. The bani-al-Hashim had quickly become the scourge of the Golden 
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Plain and, more importantly, had earned the respect and support of many of 
the other tribes. 


All of which made the problem before Alcadizzar that much more irksome. 
Their choices for dealing with the stronghold were limited. They couldn’t 
very well starve the garrison out and the only way inside was through the 
single reinforced gate. No doubt there was timber in the fort that could be 
put to use as a battering ram, but breaking through the gate would be costly 
and then the soldiers inside would fight like trapped rats. The prince shook 
his head, thinking of great commanders like Rakh-amn-hotep, who sent 
thousands of men to their deaths during the war against the Usurper. He’d 
lost six brothers tonight and had no interest in losing any more just to make 
a point. 


He was just about to tell Sayyid to complete the plunder of the fort and then 
instruct the raiders to withdraw, when the stocky warrior straightened and 
pointed a finger at the citadel. “What’s that?” 


The prince glanced past the upturned wagons, and saw that the citadel’s 
heavy gate had been partially raised. A hand was extended from beneath the 
gate, holding out an empty sword scabbard for all to see. Alcadizzar blinked 
in surprise. 


“They want to parley,” he told Faisr. 
The chieftain was just as surprised as he. “Why?” 
Alcadizzar shrugged. “We’d have to ask them.” 


“Tt’s got to be a trick,” Sayyid growled. It was well known among the tribes 
that the city folk had no conception of honour. 


Alcadizzar could hardly argue with the veteran warrior, but his curiosity 
was nevertheless piqued. On impulse, he said, “Let me talk to them.” 


“Are you mad?” Sayyid exclaimed. “They’!l shoot you full of arrows!” 


The prince managed a grin. “I’m not worried. The Lahmians are terrible 
shots. Faisr remembers. Don’t you, chief?” 


Faisr grunted, and then slowly, his face split in one of his dazzling smiles. 
“I remember,” he said. “All right, Ubaid. See what they have to say. We 
can’t leave until we empty the stables, anyway.” 
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Alcadizzar nodded in gratitude to the chieftain, then strode towards the 
overturned wagons. “Parley!” he cried to the tribesmen, pulling his 
headscarf away from his face. “Let the city dwellers send out their 
emissary.” 


No one stirred within the stronghold until Alcadizzar had emerged into 
view from around the wagons. He crossed the open ground between the 
barricade and the stronghold and stopped at the halfway point, arms folded. 
A moment later, a stunned-looking Lahmian in a lieutenant’s iron scale 
armour ducked undemeath the gate and stepped warily into the marshalling 
ground. From the look on his face, the soldier expected to be filled full of 
arrows at any moment. 


“What do you want, city dweller?” Alcadizzar shouted. 


The Lahmian officer drew a long breath. “My captain, the honourable 
Neresh Anku-aten, wishes to discuss terms.” 


Alcadizzar fought to keep his expression neutral. Who did this aristocrat 
think he was? “Tell your captain that he is not in a position to dictate terms. 
He has nowhere to go.” 


The lieutenant paled. With an effort, he managed a nod. “Captain Neresh is 
well aware of this,” the Lahmian replied. “But he wishes to avoid further 
bloodshed.” 


“Then tell the honourable captain to surrender!” Alcadizzar shot back. 


“He will, so long as you guarantee safe passage for his men,” the lieutenant 
replied. 


For a moment, Alcadizzar wasn’t certain he’d heard the man correctly. 
“Your captain wishes to surrender?” 


“Only if his terms are met. He is adamant on that.” 


Alcadizzar didn’t reply at first. It didn’t make any sense. His mind raced, 
trying to divine what the captain was thinking. Why abandon a perfectly 
secure stronghold when all he had to do was wait for a few more hours? If it 
was a trick, he was hard-pressed to discern it. Finally, the prince spread his 
hands. 
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“Very well,” Alcadizzar told the man. “Tell your captain that he and the 
garrison are free to go. If they leave their weapons and armour inside the 
stronghold, they may leave freely. Upon my honour, no harm will come to 
them.” 


The lieutenant eyed Alcadizzar dubiously for a moment more, then ducked 
his head in a quick bow and hurried back inside the stronghold. 


Alcadizzar waited, still not quite daring to believe what he’d been told. But 
a few minutes later, the stronghold’s gate began to creak upwards. When it 
was fully open, the first survivors of the garrison emerged into the night air, 
clad only in their under-tunics and britches. They filed past the prince with 
downcast eyes, heading for the gate. 


Over the next few minutes, nearly a hundred and fifty Lahmian soldiers 
marched by—more than double the small force that Faisr had brought with 
him. Last of all came the fort’s captain, a tall, black-haired noble whose 
handsome face was twisted in a bitter scowl. He stopped in front of 
Alcadizzar and inclined his head curtly to the prince. 


“You are the leader of the raiders?” he asked. 


Alcadizzar shook his head. “I serve Faisr al-Hashim the Great, chieftain of 
the bani-al-Hashim.” 


“My men will come to no harm?” 
“Have I not already given you my word, Captain Neresh?” 


The Lahmian grunted in reply, as though not quite daring to believe what 
he’d been told. “I suppose you have my thanks then,” he grudgingly said. 


Neresh made to leave, but Alcadizzar’s curiosity got the better of him. He 
stopped the captain with a touch on his arm. “A question, captain?” 


The Lahmian turned. “What is it?” 


“Why surrender?” the prince asked. “You must have known we couldn’t 
have taken the stronghold without a fight.” 


Neresh’s expression turned bitter. “Of course,” he replied. “That wasn’t the 
point.” 
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The Lahmian sighed. “Eventually you’d have broken down the gate. Once 
inside, the fight would have been bloody, I promise you that.” 


“T have no doubt as to your courage, captain,” Alcadizzar said. “Which is 
why this confounds me so.” 


Neresh sighed. “Perhaps we could have held the stronghold. Perhaps not. 
What is certain is that many of my men would have died, and that would 
have been a terrible crime.” 


Alcadizzar frowned. “When is it a crime to defend the honour of one’s 
city?” he asked. 


The captain stared at Alcadizzar for a moment, his expression haunted. 
“That’s something I’ve been asking myself for a very long time,” he said, 
and turned away. 


Alcadizzar watched the captain go. Forty years ago, such a reply from one 
of the city’s nobles would have been inconceivable. Had the spirit of 
Lahmia’s citizens truly sunk that far? 


The prince followed after the captain, considering the possibilities. He 
found Faisr still standing at the outer gate, speaking tersely with a dust- 
stained rider. Belatedly, Alcadizzar realised the man was clad all in black. 


“Things have changed,” Alcadizzar said to Faisr as the chieftain turned his 
way. 


“Yes they have,” Faisr agreed. His expression was sombre. “We have to go. 
The Daughter of the Sands is dead.” 


According to custom, the tribes never gathered together at the same location 
from one gathering to the next. This time, it was decided by Suleima’s last 
wish that the tribes would gather far to the north and west, at the very edge 
of the Golden Plain. This was wild country that had never been tamed by 
any man, Lahmian or otherwise, with unspoiled woods and a bubbling 
spring in the centre of a thicket-bound forest. It was hard going, even for 
the desert horsemen, but the tribes pressed doggedly on, determined to 
honour Suleima’s passing. 
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The bani-al-Hashim now numbered almost four hundred warriors, born 
from many advantageous marriages to the other tribes or adopted into the 
ranks over the years. This far from Lahmia, they rode in their full panoply. 
Silk standards crackled in the cold wind blowing off the mountains and 
their fine robes fairly glowed in the sunlight. Gold and silver twinkled at 
ear, neck and wrist, from the buckles of their wide leather belts and the 
scabbards of their swords. 


The raising of the tents was a sombre affair. The men touched neither wine 
nor chanouri, out of respect for the dead, nor did they tempt the fates by 
gambling. In the afternoon, the chiefs all came together and offered gifts to 
their ever-hungry god: stallions’ blood, gold and silver coin, fine iron 
swords taken from the Lahmians, and more. Then they went into the forest 
to gather wood for a funeral pyre. 


In the camp, the women were baking bread mingled with ash for the 
ceremonial meal at sunset. The children had been left to watch the herds at 
the edge of the forest, several leagues distant, so the tent city was eerily 
silent. The men kept to their tents, resting after the long night’s ride and 
waiting for the funeral rites to begin. 


Alcadizzar spent the long afternoon alone in his tent, musing over the raid 
at the fort. All the tribes were abuzz with the news, and jealous at the 
wealth of plunder that the bani-al-Hashim had taken—not just weapons and 
armour, but fine horses and a chest full of coin that had been kept inside the 
fort’s stronghold. He had little doubt that several of the other tribes would 
be tempted to raid the other forts now, eager for loot and bragging rights. 
He had little doubt that the first few attacks would be successful, even 
forewarned as the Lahmians were sure to be. What interested him was how 
the city dwellers would respond at that point. With perhaps as many as half 
of their watch-forts put to the torch, they would have to respond in some 
fashion—either a massive military campaign to punish the tribes and drive 
them from the plain, or else a retreat back to the safety of the city walls. 
When he’d begun planning the raid, Alcadizzar had thought the former 
response was likely. But after speaking with Captain Neresh, he suspected 
the latter. 


Year by year, little by little, Lahmia had been growing increasingly isolated. 
The caravans had dwindled to a fraction of their former numbers and the 
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waves of immigration from poorer cities like Mahrak and Lybaras had 
ceased entirely. Though Lahmia still maintained its preeminence in 
Nehekhara by virtue of its economic and financial influence—and, he 
suspected, because Neferata was twisting the minds of the other cities’ 
emissaries—its position was becoming increasingly tenuous. News from the 
few desert immigrants left inside the city spoke of a pervasive atmosphere 
of terror. Deaths and disappearances were a way of life; anger and 
frustration at the impotence of the City Guard had given way to the cynical 
belief that the royal court was actually in league with the monsters. Even 
the Temple of Blood was coming under suspicion, something that would 
have been unthinkable twenty years before. But the more restless the 
populace became, the more the Lahmian king tightened his grip on the city. 
The gates were guarded zealously, day and night, and none could pass 
through without papers signed by one of the royal viziers. Even an approach 
from the sea was fraught with risk, as the Lahmians patrolled the beaches 
and the dockside day and night. 


The prince reclined against the cushions and rubbed at his eyes. How much 
longer, he thought? How many years had he already sacrificed for the sake 
of his duty? How many more must he give up before he could finally begin 
the life he’d craved since childhood? 


Soon, he told himself. It has to be soon. The city is falling apart from 
within. Cracks will start to appear. Have faith, and wait a little longer. 


“Faith,” the prince muttered. “Faith in what?” 


“The gods of Nehekhara are gone,” spoke a woman’s voice. “Believe in 
yourself, if nothing else.” 


Alcadizzar whirled, scattering cushions and nearly tangling himself in his 
own robes. Across the tent from him sat a young woman, clad in black silk 
robes. A black neckscarf framed her sharp-featured face and contrasted 
against the burnished gold of her eyes. The line of henna tattoos along her 
jawline and down her slender neck reminded him at once of that night 
outside the gathering tent, twenty-five years before. 


The prince stared at her in shock. “How did you get in here?” 


Ophiria sniffed derisively. “Had you a wife and a few daughters, I would 
never have gotten within a mile of your tent,” she said. The seer spread her 
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hands, taking in the well-appointed but otherwise empty tent. “You have no 
one to watch out for you. You don’t even keep a dog. Do you enjoy being 
so lonely?” 


Alcadizzar scowled at her. “What do you want?” 


Ophiria leaned back slightly, tucking her feet beneath her knees. “You could 
be a proper host and offer me some tea, to begin with,” she said, with a 
haughty tilt to her chin. 


The prince stared at her blankly for a moment. “I don’t think you should be 
here,” he said. 


Ophiria merely blinked at him with her sphinx-like eyes. “Remember to put 
a bit of honey at the bottom of the cup before you pour the water,” she said. 


Alcadizzar sighed and went to the silver tray that one of Faisr’s daughters 
had brought him a short while ago. The water in the brass kettle was still 
quite warm. He poured her a cup of tea while he tried to collect his 
thoughts. 


A few moments later, Alcadizzar set the small, ceramic cup before the seer. 
Ophiria took it in both hands and raised it to her chin. She breathed deeply, 
and a faint smile crossed her face. “Treasures from the far east,” she 
murmured, and took a tiny sip. She raised her eyes to Alcadizzar. “Thank 
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you. 
“Why are you here, Ophiria?” Alcadizzar asked. 


The seer arched a slender eyebrow. “You know my name? Then you must 
know that in a few hours, Suleima will be gone, and I will be given to 
Khsar as his new bride. After that, you and I will never have the 
opportunity to speak like this.” She took another tiny sip of tea. “Before that 
happens, there are some things you and I must discuss.” 


Bemused, Alcadizzar settled onto the rugs across from Ophiria. “What is 
there to talk about?” 


Ophiria peered at him over the rim of the cup. “For starters, why have you 
lied to Faisr all this time? What is your real name?” 


The prince was taken aback. “My name? Why, it’s—” 
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“Carefully now,” Ophiria said. Her voice was soft, but her eyes glinted 
coldly. “Do not presume to lie to me, city dweller. Especially when so much 
is at stake.” 


Alcadizzar paused. Suddenly, his mouth had gone completely dry. 

“Very well,” he said. “My name is Alcadizzar. I am a prince of Rasetra.” 
“You lie.” 

Alcadizzar’s eyes widened. “No! It’s the truth—” 


“You are no prince,” Ophiria said, cutting him off with a raised finger. “I 
see you resting upon a throne, with a crook and sceptre in your hands. You 
are a king.” 


Alcadizzar clenched his jaw. “In time perhaps, but not yet. There is 
something that must be done first.” 


“And what does this task of yours have to do with my people?” 


Ophiria’s gaze was sharp and direct, like a poised blade. It unnerved him, to 
a degree, but at the same time he found himself eager to finally be able to 
speak of the secrets he’d kept for so many years. After a moment, he 
reached his decision. Without a word, he went back to the tray and poured a 
second cup of tea, then sat before Ophiria and told her everything. 


She listened to it all in perfect silence, nodding at times and sipping her tea. 
When his story was done, she stared at him thoughtfully. 


“And what happens once you’ve obtained this evidence of Neferata’s 
crimes?” 


Alcadizzar sighed. “Then the other great cities will have no choice but to 
take action. We’ll march on Lahmia, and—” 


“I mean, what happens to my people once you’ve used us to get what 
you’re after?” Ophiria said. 


The prince shifted uncomfortably. “Well, I would go to the chiefs and ask 
for their help,” he said. “I suppose Faisr will be angry with me, but I will 
beg his forgiveness. The evil at Lahmia’s heart threatens all of Nehekhara. 
Everything I’ve done has been for the good of the entire land. I hope he’Il 
understand that.” 
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“And if the chiefs help you, what then?” 
“T don’t understand.” 


Ophiria put down her cup and leaned forwards. “Once you’ve driven out 
these creatures and claimed your throne, what becomes of the people who 
adopted you as one of their own, twenty-five years ago?” She swept her 
hand through the air, gesturing at the walls of the tent. “Will you bring us to 
your city and keep us at court like trained hounds?” 


A pained expression came over Alcadizzar’s face. 


“T see,” he said in a hollow voice. “You think I see the tribes as just a means 
to an end. That as I soon as I’ve gotten what I want from them, I’ll forget 
my oaths and cast them aside.” 


“Tt’s happened before. Many times.” 


“That’s true,” Alcadizzar said. “But not by me. I’m no city dweller, Ophiria. 
This is my home, as it has been for many years. These are my people. Let 
me ask you a question now, what is it that the tribes truly want? Tell me, 
and if it’s in my power, I will give it to them.” 


Ophiria studied him carefully, searching for any sign of deception. Her 
expression softened, and she leaned back. Her gaze fell to the teacup. 


“We want forgiveness,” she replied. 


“What?” the prince gave her a baffled look. “Who am I to forgive you 
anything?” 

“On the contrary,” Ophiria replied. “I think you’re the man we’ve waited 
hundreds of years to meet.” 

Alcadizzar shook his head. “I don’t understand.” 


“No, of course not.” Another ghostly smile crossed Ophiria’s face. “You’ve 
only been with us for a quarter-century. We haven’t given up all of our 
secrets.” She sighed. “Have you ever wondered why the tribes came here, 
so long ago, and why we still remain?” 

“Of course. I’ve asked Faisr about it several times, but he never would tell 


bb) 


me. 
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The seer nodded. “That is because he was ashamed. It is a hard thing for 
any man, least of all a chieftain, to admit that his people are oathbreakers.” 


Alcadizzar straightened. “Oathbreakers? What do you mean?” 


Ophiria sighed. “The people of the desert live and die by their oaths, 
Alcadizzar. It has always been thus. Khsar is a terrible and pitiless god, but 
our oaths to him allowed us to prosper in a land that confounds and kills 
other men. We lived in the Great Desert for centuries and we were content. 
Then came Settra, the Empire-Maker, and we were sorely tested.” 


The prince nodded. “I’ve studied his campaigns. The desert tribes came the 
closest to defeating him of any army he ever faced.” 


“Yes,” Ophiria agreed. “Long and bitter were the battles and many brave 
men were lost. But Settra’s armies were endless. We won every fight except 
the last, but that one defeat changed everything.” Her face twisted into a 
grimace. “The Empire-Maker brought together the surviving chiefs and 
made them swear powerful oaths to him. Oaths to serve his kingdom and to 
protect it unto death. We swore it before Khsar, mingling our blood with his 
sacred sand. And we honoured that oath for many hundreds of years,” she 
said, then her face grew troubled. “Until the Usurper came.” 


“T don’t understand,” Alcadizzar said. “Your people fought the Usurper 
during the war. In fact, desert riders under Shahid ben Alcazzar saved the 
host of Ka-Sabar at the battle of Zedri.” 


“That is true,” Ophiria said. “And we harried his retreating army for many 
days afterwards. But then the Usurper sent his lieutenant, Arkhan, to claim 
vengeance. He struck at our very heart, falling upon Bhagar with his army. 
Shahid fought like a lion, but when his own brother was slain by Arkhan, 
his heart was broken. To our everlasting shame, the Red Fox surrendered to 
the enemy and cast aside the honour of his people.” 


Ophiria brought up her knees and hugged them against her chest. “And so 
Arkhan took from us our beloved horses—the one and only gift Khsar ever 
truly gave us—and he slew them all. After that, we became his slaves, 
toiling in the desert to build his black tower and to die upon his sacrificial 
altar.” 


“And when the war ended?” 
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The Usurper was overthrown, but what did that matter? We had broken our 
oath to Settra, and Khsar took no pity on us. The desert, which had once 
been our refuge, now turned against us. Our wells dried up and storms 
erased all our safe routes through the desert. Soon it was clear that we could 
not remain in the desert and survive. 


“And so the tribes left the desert in shame. They travelled first to Khemri, 
intending to offer themselves as slaves in hopes of redeeming their honour. 
But the city was in ruins, its people fled.” 


Ophiria picked up the teacup and drained it to the dregs. Staring into its 
murky depths, she said, “Just then, when all hope was lost, the Daughter of 
the Sands went into the ruined palace, where Settra himself once ruled. She 
knelt before the dais where the great throne had stood and sought guidance. 
That was when she received the prophecy. She said that Settra had come to 
her in a vision, and told her to seek the City of the Dawn. There we would 
find the next king of Khemri and the old oath would be made new again.” 


Alcadizzar listened, and a chill went down his spine. “That seems very 
difficult to believe,” he said. 


“And yet, here you are,” Ophiria said. “Suleima saw it, too. That was why 
she intervened at the gathering all those years ago. She saw our salvation in 
you.” 


The prince was silent for a long while. Outside, the sun was setting and the 
camp was beginning to stir. Ophiria set aside the teacup. “The hour grows 
late, Alcadizzar,” she said. “And you haven’t answered my question.” 


Alcadizzar sighed. His hand fell to the knife at his waist. “Give me your 
hand,” he said. 


“Why?” 


The prince drew his knife. After a moment’s pause, he drew its edge against 
the palm of his left hand. He gritted his teeth at the sting and watched beads 
of blood swell up from the cut. “I have no sand of the desert,” he said. “So I 
must ask for your hand instead.” 


Ophiria studied him for a moment, her face inscrutable. Slowly, she held 
out her hand. 


Alcadizzar clasped it at once. Her skin was smooth and very warm. 
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“By my blood and by my honour, when I am king in Khemri, the sacred 
oath will be made new again,” he said. 


Ophiria smiled and withdrew her hand. “So be it, son of Khemri.” 

“But first, Lahmia must fall,” Alcadizzar said. “My own honour requires 
11 

The seer stared down at the bloody imprint on her palm. She closed her 
hand. 


“Watch the skies, oh king,” she said. Her voice had a strange, distant quality 
that made the hairs prickle on the back of his neck. “Look for the sign. A 
pennon of fire across the night sky, forked like the tongue of the asp.” 


Alcadizzar frowned. “When?” 


“In the fullness of time. When the pennon fills the night sky, wait in the 
woods to the north of the city and Lahmia will deliver itself into your 
hands.” 


“T—” A thousand questions raced through Alcadizzar’s mind. But before he 
could ask them, Ophiria was gone, ducking out of the tent as silently as 
she’d appeared. 


It was growing dark inside the tent. Alone in the growing gloom, 
Alcadizzar clenched his cut hand. “I will. By all the gods, I will.” 
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FIFTEEN 
The Crown of Nagash 


Nagashizzar, in the 105th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1222 Imperial Reckoning) 


The great chamber had been carved from the heart of the mountain with a 
single purpose in mind. Shaped purely by sorcery, it was precisely 
octagonal in shape, and measured a hundred and twenty-eight feet across 
from side to side. The soaring, arched ceiling reached its apex a hundred 
and twenty-eight feet from the flat, stone floor, above an octagonal pit 
sixteen feet across. Every inch of the chamber’s surface—walls, floor and 
ceiling—had been inscribed with thousands of lines of precise runes. Each 
had been inlaid with the dust of the burning stone, causing them to pulse in 
precise, arcane patterns. Many of the runes were part of a complex formula 
designed to focus the magical energies of any ritual performed inside the 
space. Other runes, laid in concentric patterns along the floor and around 
the border of the chamber’s sole doorway, were part of a series of complex 
wards designed to keep the spirits of the restless dead at bay. Of all the 
brooding towers and shadow-haunted vaults of Nagashizzar, this place had 
taken the longest to create; more than twenty years of tireless research and 
complex incantations had been employed and now, at last, its arcane 
purpose was about to be fulfilled. 


At the far end of the great chamber, opposite the arched doorway, stood a 
towering throne carved from the living rock. It rose like a jagged stalagmite 
from the chamber floor, and was flanked on all four corners by squat, stone 
pillars topped by rune-etched braziers of thick bronze. Fist-sized chunks of 
burning stone sent up a pulsing, greenish mist from each of the braziers, 
wreathing the awful skeleton seated upon the throne. 


Nagash had been carried into the sanctum upon a golden palanquin as soon 
as the chamber had first taken shape and had rested upon the throne ever 
since. His crushed bones had been fitted back together by a combination of 
sorcery and silver wire, but despite this, his grip on the physical world had 
continued to deteriorate. The damage wrought by Akatha during the battle 
at mine shaft four had proved impossible to repair; the broken bones would 
not fuse together again, no matter how much power Nagash employed. Far 
worse, though, had been the scorching heat of the ratmen’s damned green 
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fire. Had the fire-globe struck him directly, Nagash was certain that he 
wouldn’t have survived; as it was, the sheer heat of the blast had somehow 
damaged his skeleton’s ability to store the energies of the burning stone. 
The power leached from his bones constantly now. At first, Nagash had 
been forced to consume more abn-i-khat on a daily basis in order to 
survive; now he required new infusions every minute, or his skeleton would 
disintegrate. 


The victory at mine shaft four had been a narrow one. Despite losing many 
of their leaders, the enemy had managed to finally restore their lines at mine 
shaft eight; Nagash had not the forces necessary to overcome them. He had 
fallen well short of his goals and for the first few years after the battle, the 
necromancer had grimly prepared for the inevitable counter-assault. But, 
inexplicably, the enemy never managed to regain their strength. They 
remained on the defensive, allowing him to fight a war of attrition and 
slowly wear away at their defences. Within thirty-five years, his warriors 
had reached the last of the enemy’s mine shafts, but Nagash could press no 
further. His forces had been reduced to just a thousand skeletons and a pair 
of war engines and he lacked the power to create any more. Despite the 
enemy’s battered state, he was not confident he could overcome them, and 
any day could see the arrival of reinforcements that could well seal his 
doom. 


As much as it galled him to do so, the only option was to negotiate. He 
mustered every warrior he could outside the enemy barricades as a show of 
force, let the enemy’s scouts get a good look, and then sent Bragadh to offer 
terms. The very idea of treating with the ratmen as equals felt like a defeat 
of sorts, but Nagash was determined to at least profit from the exchange. 


The vermin capitulated at once, never realising how precarious the situation 
truly was. Nagash reckoned that a few decades of trade with the ratmen was 
a small price to pay for a steady stream of slaves and raw materials that 
would allow him to rebuild Nagashizzar and restore his decimated army. A 
final reckoning with the ratmen could wait. At long last, Nagash could turn 
his attention back to Nehekhara and the vengeance he was due. 


The necromancer’s burning gaze swept across the great chamber. Around 
the edge of the great pit in the centre of the room, Bragadh, Diarid and 
Thestus were arrayed at cardinal points around a ritual circle of pulsing 
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runes. Their droning chant reverberated through the air, intoning the first of 
the five great incantations Nagash had taught them. The ritual chant stoked 
the energies of hundreds of pounds of abn-i-khat that had been 
painstakingly gathered and arranged in layers inside the pit. A twining 
column of sorcerous fire rose from its depths, whirling and pulsing in the 
air above the pit like the heat of a vast forge. 


Beyond the hissing column of flame, Nagash could see pale, nebulous 
shapes hovering beyond the chamber door. The ghosts of the past had 
lingered there for years, watching and waiting for his demise. Was Neferem 
there, he wondered, or Thutep, or that damned priest Nebunefer? He hoped 
so. He wanted them to look upon his labours and despair. 


Nagash studied the roaring furnace. He felt its heat and the currents of 
power that flowed within it. Far above, beyond the surface of the great 
mountain, the dreadful green moon bummed full and bright. Satisfied, he 
turned his attention to his immortals. 


All is in readiness, he told them. Attend to the crucible. 


Resting on the floor at the foot of the dais was a great crucible of stone. 
Shaped by sorcery and weighing many tons, its mouth had been etched with 
a thick band of magical runes that corresponded to the second great 
incantation. Silently, the immortals withdrew from the furnace and 
proceeded to a pair of low, broad tables set to either side of Nagash’s 
throne. From there, they gathered flat, hexagonal plaques of pure abn-i-khat 
and placed them carefully inside the crucible. The plaques were arranged in 
a specific order, so that the runes etched into their surface came together to 
form a complex sigil, one that Nagash had spent many years creating. 


Once the burning stone was in place, the immortals filled the crucible with 
alternating ingots of lead and a silvery-grey metal unlike anything known to 
humankind. It was far stronger than bronze, and the secrets of working the 
metal with hammer and anvil were unknown even to Nagash. The skaven 
said it was called gromril, and claimed to have plundered it at great cost 
from an underground realm far to the north. He had recognised its value at 
once. 


When the last of the gromril had been laid in the crucible, the immortals 
took up position around the stone vessel and, at Nagash’s command, began 
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the second great incantation. Power crackled in the air between them, until 
finally, with a ponderous sound of grating stone, the crucible began to 
move. It dragged slightly across the floor, then rose slowly into the air. 
Bragadh, Diarid and Thestus raised their arms, hands outstretched, and 
began to guide the floating vessel towards the waiting furnace. 


It was slow, difficult work. The massive crucible, suspended solely by the 
power and will of the novice sorcerers alone, inched along at a wearying 
pace. Finally, hours later, the vessel slipped over the edge of the pit and into 
the roaring column of unnatural flame. The crucible bobbed like a cork over 
the magical updrafts, rising easily towards the ceiling, until it floated nearly 
ten feet above the surface of the floor. Ribbons of flame boiled along the 
crucible’s rough surface and poured over the vessel’s rim. Slowly but 
steadily, the runes etched into its surface began to glow with mounting 
intensity. 


The second great ritual ended; now the third began. This time, Nagash 
began the rite, quickly subordinating the immortals as they worked to keep 
the crucible poised in the heart of the flame. Soon, a turbulent, multi-hued 
glow began to emanate from inside the vessel as the elements within were 
forced to combine. 


Impurities boiled away in hissing bursts of poisonous steam as Nagash 
patiently worked his will upon the molten materials. The mists surrounding 
the throne dissipated swiftly as the powerful ritual consumed them. 


For hours Nagash shaped the metal. When at last he judged that the molten 
ore was ready, he commanded his immortals to bring forth the moulds. 


Bragadh, Diarid and Thestus returned to the long tables beside Nagash’s 
throne. Each one lifted a heavy block of obsidian and struggled to carry 
them back to the roaring flames. Each of the immortals made four trips in 
all, until twelve blocks of glossy stone stood at the edge of the glowing pit. 


The three immortals were moving with great difficulty now. Their ancient 
armour and tattered robes were starting to disintegrate from the proximity to 
the furnace. Bragadh’s dark hair was gone, singed away, and his skin had 
taken on the colour of brittle parchment. Still, the northmen returned to 
their places around the pit and the fourth great incantation began. 
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Once again, the immortals reached out with their magic and gripped the 
floating crucible. Guided by Nagash, the vessel was pulled from the 
furnace. Bragadh, Diarid and Thestus limped around the perimeter of the pit 
as the crucible shifted, closing in around the vessel from three sides. 
Balancing the huge container precariously, Nagash and his immortals tipped 
it towards the first of the moulds. The fiercely glowing ore rose thickly to 
the brim and then a thin, precise stream of metal fell from the vessel and 
splashed onto the mould’s fill hole. Air howled like a tormented spirit as it 
was forced from the mould by the seething metal and currents of 
uncontrolled magic whiplashed through the air. Thestus and Diarid 
staggered as they were struck; their armour flaked away like ash, the flesh 
beneath blackened in an instant. The two immortals recoiled in agony, but 
Nagash froze them in place. Once begun, the rite had to be seen through to 
the end. 


When the first mould was filled, Nagash moved on to the next. One by one, 
the blocks were filled, and the three northmen bore the brunt of the 
merciless heat and the wild magic. It flayed their flesh and burrowed into 
their bones, but the necromancer would not relent. He forced them to return 
the crucible to the fire and then ordered them to begin the fifth invocation. 


Diarid and Thestus limped painfully to the first mould, while Bragadh 
staggered like a broken puppet towards the table on Nagash’s right. With 
charred hands he gripped the haft of a stone hammer and then made his way 
painfully back to his kinsmen. 


Now came the most difficult part of the rite. Still concentrating on the rite 
and holding the immortals in place, Nagash turned his attention to his own 
shattered body. After a moment, his finger bones twitched, then, with a 
hollow, scraping sound, his elbows and knees. The dust of years seeped 
from his joints as the necromancer rose slowly to his feet. 


One step at a time, Nagash descended from his throne. Tendrils of wild 
magic wrapped about his skeletal frame, creating livid, thread-like arcs of 
power along his bones. As he approached the first pair of moulds, Bragadh 
lifted his ravaged arms and struck the first stone block. Pent-up energies 
blazed from the stone, leaving glowing scars along Bragadh’s forearms, but 
the northman lifted the hammer to strike again. 
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On the third blow, the mould split apart. The two stone halves fell to the 
floor with a crash; within one lay the curved, red-hot surface of a dark metal 
breastplate. Nagash turned his gaze to Diarid and the northman reached for 
the armour with bare, trembling hands. Dead flesh sizzled as he gripped the 
metal and pulled it free. Then Diarid turned and laid the breastplate against 
Nagash’s chest. Moments later, the second mould was broken open, and 
Thestus lifted the armour’s backplate free. When the two pieces were joined 
together, their seams fused in a flash of blazing, green light. The heat was 
agonising, far worse than anything Nagash had known as a mortal, but still 
he commanded the immortals to continue. 


For hours, the process continued. One piece of metal after another was laid 
atop Nagash’s skeleton and fused into place, creating a suit of all-enclosing 
armour more complex than anything human hands could produce. When the 
metal cooled, its surface was rough and black as night. Though designed 
with surpassing cunning, the armour itself was plain, even ugly. Like 
everything else in Nagashizzar, it was not made to please the eye, but to 
serve its master’s purpose. 


As the pieces of armour were sealed about him, Nagash felt the change at 
once. The constant draining of power from his bones ebbed... then stopped 
entirely. The uncontrolled energies contained within the chamber’s layered 
wards began to flow towards him, sinking through the armour and 
becoming trapped there. His strength increased with every passing moment, 
far surpassing that of mortal men. 


Finally, the last pieces of armour were fitted over Nagash’s feet. The heavy, 
stone hammer fell to the floor of the chamber with a dull thud. Bragadh’s 
ruined body swayed unsteadily on bony feet. The strain of the great rite had 
all but destroyed him and his kinsmen, reducing them to pathetic collections 
of pitted hide and brittle bones. Their faces—what was left of them—were 
frozen in masks of unspeakable torment. Compelled by Nagash’s will they 
gathered before him. 


The necromancer raised his armoured hands and studied them, savouring 
the power that pulsed like living blood beneath the dark metal. Only his 
skull had been left exposed; it seemed to float above the throat of the 
breastplate, wreathed in ribbons of cold, sorcerous flame. 
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You have done well, Nagash told the suffering immortals. Better than I 
expected. But now your usefulness is at an end. 


The necromancer held out his hands and, with a thought, stripped the 
immortals of their power. In an instant, their remaining flesh shrivelled and 
their bones collapsed as their souls were cast into the realms of the dead. 
They departed from the mortal plane with awful, soul-wrenching moans, 
drawing a cruel laugh from Nagash. 


Go and tell Neferem that she will never know vengeance, he said to the 
wretched ghosts. I am Nagash, the Undying King! Death has no dominion 
over me! 


When they were gone, the necromancer turned his gaze to the chamber 
doorway. The lingering spirits were nowhere to be seen. 


One day, they would be made to suffer, he vowed. One day, when the world 
was his, he would call them back from the bleak lands and enslave them for 
all time. He savoured the thought for a moment, but then set it aside. 


Nagash strode through the tangled piles of bone that had once been his 
champions and headed towards the crucible. He plucked the stone hammer 
from the floor. 


There was one thing left to be done. 


At the edge of the furnace, Nagash extended his open hand. The massive 
crucible wavered amid the flames and then obediently drifted towards him. 
The enormous pile of burning stone that had fuelled the rite had been nearly 
consumed; the crucible was floating much lower in the air than before. Only 
a small amount of the magical ore remained, bubbling away in its depths. 


Nagash drew the crucible from the fire and set it upon the floor with a bone- 
jarring thud. Baleful green vapour rose from the molten ore within. As it 
cooled, the necromancer stared into its seething depths and began a sixth 
incantation, one far greater and more complex than the rest. The liquid 
metal stirred in response to the incantation, its components ordering itself in 
response to Nagash’s commands. 


After half an hour, the metal had cooled enough to hold a rudimentary 
shape, a rough disc, the size of a small shield. Nagash continued to pour 
magical energy into the metal, until he was aware of every mote and its 
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position in relation to the rest. He was creating a structure within, similar to 
the one he’d built into the Black Pyramid centuries ago, although far more 
sophisticated and refined. 


When the structure was locked in place by the solidifying ore, Nagash 
reached into the crucible with his left hand. The red-hot metal came away 
easily from the polished surface of the vessel. The necromancer turned the 
disc-shaped ingot this way and that, inspecting it for any flaws. Satisfied, he 
uttered a swift incantation. Dust and ash rose from the floor, surrounding 
him— 

—and were swiftly torn away by the teeth of a howling wind, high atop 
Nagashizzar’s tallest spire. Thick, heavy clouds roiled overhead, almost 
close enough to touch. The great fortress spread beneath him in a dense 
profusion of towers, manufactories, curtain walls and hulking redoubts. To 
the west, the poisoned sea heaved restlessly, churned by the dreadful 
occultation occurring high above. 


Nagash cast his gaze skywards, to the ghostly smear of green light seeping 
like a bloodstain through the heavy overcast. He raised the disc of steaming 
metal overhead like an offering and spoke words of power that punched a 
whirling tunnel through the clouds. The bale-moon was revealed in all its 
terrible glory, eclipsing the face of Neru and blazing like the glaring eye of 
a malevolent god. 


A few paces away, illuminated by the ghastly glow, sat a hulking bronze 
anvil. Beneath the awful moonlight, Nagash laid the disc on the anvil and 
lifted the stone hammer. As the words of the seventh and greatest of the 
night’s incantations rang through his mind, he began shaping the red-hot 
ore. 


Each ringing blow reverberated through the stones of Nagashizzar, down 
into the mountain and through the dark depths of the mines. It rippled 
through the earth like the beating of a terrible heart, reaching into stone 
crypts and worm-ridden graves the length and breadth of the young world. 
Mouldering bones twitched, stirring up the dust of ages. Bruised eyelids 
fluttered and blind eyes slithered in their sockets, searching for the source 
of the portentous sound. In the desert, packs of jackals forgot their carrion 
and filled the air with their chilling cries. 
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Slowly but surely, the glowing metal bent to the necromancer’s will. The 
work was difficult, for Nagash was no metalsmith, but for the object to 
serve its purpose, it had to be shaped by his own hand and mind. The 
smithing was every bit as much a part of the rite as the incantation itself. 


As the wide, heavy circlet took shape, Nagash poured not just magical 
power into the metal, but memories as well. From his bitter days as 
hierophant in Khemri, to the violent overthrow of Thutep, to his years of 
iron-fisted rule over all Nehekhara. He infused it with his lust for Neferem 
and his hatred for the gods of the once-Blessed Land; with his slaughter of 
the people of Mahrak and his fury at the betrayal of the army of Lahmia. 
More than anything else, he filled the metal with his lust for vengeance and 
his desire to rule over all mankind. 


The hammer fell tirelessly, fuelled by hatred and ruthless ambition. There 
was no beauty or grace in the crown Nagash forged, only a dark and eternal 
purpose: to draw a veil of night over the world, and rule as king over a 
realm of the dead. 


Forged by dark magic and infused with Nagash’s necromantic essence, the 
crown would magnify his powers a thousandfold. It was both a symbol and 
a potent tool, one that would seal the doom of the great cities of Nehekhara. 


The green moon passed across the sky as Nagash worked, heedless of the 
ambitions of necromancers and men. By the time that the last hammer blow 
fell, the clouds had passed westwards and dawn was paling the sky to the 
east. 


The stone hammer was charred black, riven with hundreds of cracks. When 
Nagash tossed it aside it struck the flagstones and shattered with a 
splintering crack. 


Nagash the Undying lord of Nagashizzar and Master of the Wastes, gripped 
the jagged, smouldering crown and raised it like a challenge to the eastern 
sky. 


The necromancer placed the dark crown upon his brow. Darkness fell over 
the great mountain like a funeral shroud. 
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SIXTEEN 
A Howl from the Wasteland 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 105th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1222 Imperial Reckoning) 


The tale of Ptra’s virtuous wife Neru and his jealous concubine Sakhmet 
were well known to the people of Nehekhara, even in an age bereft of gods 
and their blessings. While Ptra the Father ruled in the heavens, so the stories 
went, Neru the Mother tended the gardens of the afterlife, and welcomed 
the souls of the dead who had earned their place in paradise. In the garden 
she was attended by her many daughters and guarded by a pack of ever- 
vigilant sphinxes, but when her husband’s daily labours had ceased and he 
passed beyond the rim of the world to the west, she would rise from the 
garden and watch over her beloved children by night, keeping them safe 
from the beasts of the wild and the spirits of the waste. And each night, the 
vindictive Sakhmet would follow in her wake, glaring balefully at the 
children of the gods and scheming to usurp Ptra’s beloved wife. Most 
nights, Neru would triumph, her swift feet guiding her across the heavens— 
but once in a great while, Sakhmet’s wiles would bedevil her, and the Green 
Witch would usurp Neru’s place in the sky. When that happened, all the 
land trembled in fear, as the creatures of the darkness and the deep earth 
would rise up and work their evils on mankind. 


Never before in human history had Sakhmet usurped Neru during the year 
of Djaf, god of the dead. The implications, thought W’soran, were 
momentous indeed. 


In keeping with her spiteful nature, Sakhmet did not follow a predictable 
course through the sky. A great many priests had attempted to divine it, 
particularly those of Settra’s Mortuary Cult, who had devoted themselves to 
the resurrection of the souls of the dead. Of them all, Nagash had come the 
closest to predicting her movements, drawing on the accumulated 
observations of the cult and applying formulae more complex and visionary 
than any other liche priest had attempted before. An entire volume of 
Nagash’s tomes was dedicated to his observations and they predicted an 
occultation during the one hundred and fifth year of Djaf’s ascendancy. 


True to the Undying King’s predictions, that fateful night had arrived. 


2919 XRN 


W’soran had begun his preparations for the night’s ritual many months in 
advance. The proper sigils were studied, refined, and laid out on the floor of 
the sanctum with a mixture of quicksilver and ground human bone. The 
ancient skull of the cursed king, Thutep, was brought forth, and still more 
rituals were performed upon the relic, to better attune it to W’soran’s spells. 
His thralls combed the dockyards and the slums in search of young 
children, who died each night beneath the necromancer’s sacrificial knife. 
Their life energies boiled within W’soran’s shrivelled veins, held in 
readiness for the coming eclipse. 


Over the last few days, he’d sensed it: a growing disturbance in the aether, 
like the rising wind before a fierce summer storm. Each evening, Sakhmet’s 
course came closer and closer to matching Neru’s. W’soran noted each 
observation with care, his shrivelled lips drawn back in a death’s-head grin 
as the celestial pieces slid neatly into place. 


Tonight, the conditions would be ideal. W’soran could not possibly fail. 
When Sakhmet’s power parted the veil between the realm of the living and 
the realm of the dead, he would call forth the spirit of Nagash. 


The ritual’s first steps were begun at sunset, just as the Green Witch 
appeared on the horizon. A dozen thralls attended upon the necromancer, 
clad in robes of red and black, their breasts marked in chalk with arcane 
sigils of power. Incense was lit in braziers of polished bone. As the first, 
telltale ripples spread through the aether, W’soran began the first of seven 
rituals of warding, preparing the chamber for the whirlwind to come. 


The preparatory rites took many hours, while Sakhmet stalked Ptra’s wife 
across the heavens. Beyond the temple walls, the people of the city 
shuttered themselves inside their homes and prayed to the forsaken gods for 
protection, sensing that something terrible was approaching. Trading ships 
at anchor in the harbour threw offerings of gold and silver into the dark 
waters; even the City Guard abandoned their nightly patrols and retreated to 
the safety of their barracks. As far as they were concerned, anyone foolish 
enough to ignore the signs and go about on the streets tonight deserved 
whatever fate befell them. 


By midnight, Neru had reached her zenith and Sakhmet had crept up behind 
her like an assassin, nearly close enough to touch. Jackals gibbered and 
howled in the rocky lands south of the city, while off to the north-west a 
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strange, otherworldly display of lights roiled and flickered on the horizon. 
And then, in what seemed like the space of just a few moments, the Green 
Witch overtook her prey, smothering Neru’s light with her own and bathing 
the earth in a bilious green glow. 


Deep inside the temple, a gust of wind rose inside the windowless sanctum, 
stirring the clouds of incense into ghostly shapes and plucking at the pages 
of Nagash’s tomes. The aether began to roil. 


And then, a faint, tolling sound, like the portentous note of a temple bell. It 
reverberated in the necromancer’s bones. W’soran sighed in satisfaction, the 
breath rattling in the back of his throat. Dusty robes flapping, he rushed to 
the lectern that had been placed before the summoning circle. His thralls 
shuffled forwards, obeying W’soran’s will, and formed a semicircle to 
either side of him. The necromancer’s hands rested lightly upon the ancient 
pages of the tome. 


Another bell-like note rippled through the aether, rhythmic as a hammer 
upon an anvil, or a fist against a door. W’soran raised his arms. “I hear 
you,” he rasped. “Lord of the Dead, I hear you. Come forth!” 


W’soran began to chant the first of the invocations he had prepared, 
focussing his energies on the yellowed skull of Thutep in the centre of the 
summoning circle. Timing was critical, for the occultation would only last 
until dawn, and the great rite would take hours to complete. 


Words of power rolled easily from W’soran’s lips as the invocation took 
shape. Stolen energies flowed from his body into the cursed king’s skull and 
the necromancer felt his perceptions beginning to expand, reaching beyond 
the walls of the sanctum and into the dark lands of the dead. As he worked, 
the aether continued to tremble with hammer-like blows, each one louder 
and more penetrating than the one before. 


The physical world grew dim to W’soran’s eyes. A bleak, twilit plain 
stretched before him, lit by a vague, greyish luminescence. The air within 
the sanctum turned cold and dank in the space of a single instant. The 
breath of the chanting thralls made ghostly plumes of vapour in the air. 
Glittering frost radiated outwards from the summoning circle across the 
stone floor. 
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Time ceased to have meaning. Gradually, as the invocation reached its 
conclusion and W’soran’s mind adjusted to his new-found perceptions, he 
realised that there was movement upon the plain. A vast multitude of 
shadowy figures surrounded him, stumbling wearily through the dimness. 
In the echoing silence between the hammer blows, W’soran thought he 
heard faint sounds—the desperate cries of the lost, begging for release. 


All at once, W’soran felt himself teetering upon a precipice. The twilit plain 
pulled at him, threatening to tear his soul from his shrivelled body. But the 
necromancer was prepared for this. Quickly he began a second incantation, 
one that created an arbitrary threshold between the realms within the 
confines of the ritual circle. 


The hammer blows were coming faster now. The vibrations from one blow 
had barely ended before the next one began and they exerted a strange kind 
of weight on W’soran’s soul. The necromancer could not account for it, but 
neither could he let it stop him. He forged ahead with the second 
incantation, drawing deeply from his reserves of stolen vigour. 


There was a crash. Several moments passed before W’soran could discern 
whether it was a physical or a spiritual sound. Still chanting, he turned his 
head, and with an effort, the boundaries of the sanctum swam into focus. 
Ushoran leaned drunkenly against one of the heavy wooden tables, 
knocking a stack of scrolls and leather-bound books onto the floor. Just 
then, another ringing blow thundered through the aether, and W’soran saw 
the immortal’s face twist into a grimace of almost childlike terror. 


Ushoran’s lips moved. W’soran could not hear his voice over the keening of 
the dead, but he could read what they said. That sound! What is it? What’s 
happening? 


W’soran felt a flicker of surprise. How could Ushoran sense what was 
happening? For a moment he nearly lost control of the second incantation. 
Swiftly the necromancer tore his attention away from Ushoran and focussed 
once more on the summoning circle. 


Doom. Doom. Doom. W’soran was buffeted by the ringing blows. His 
bones felt as heavy as lead. The necromancer redoubled his efforts, 
shouting the words of the invocation into the aether. Slowly but surely, the 
threshold took shape. 
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The unearthly pressure was mounting. W’soran could almost feel his bones 
beginning to warp beneath the strain. Snarling, he launched into the third 
invocation as soon as the second one was complete. His spirit responded to 
the arcane commands, extending from his body according to his will and 
approaching the threshold he’d created. The wails of the lost grew louder, 
tearing at his senses. 


DOOM. 


W’soran pushed his spirit onwards, drawing ever closer to the precipice. He 
could feel the emptiness of the space beyond and, for the first time in ages, 
the immortal felt afraid. This was what awaited him, should his mortal body 
be destroyed. The thought chilled him to the core. And yet he did not turn 
back. 


DOOM. 


At the threshold, the power of the bleak land increased tenfold. W’soran 
struggled against its terrible pull. His reserves of power were reaching their 
limits; before long the ritual’s demands would begin to consume his 
physical body, until there was nothing left to anchor his soul. Then he 
would become one with the lost, trapped for eternity on a plain without end. 


DOOM. 


W’soran could not last much longer. He summoned up the last of his 
strength and crossed partly over the threshold, into the realm of the dead. 


At once, the spirits of the lost sensed his presence. They turned on him in an 
instant, grasping at his soul like drowning men. Hundreds upon hundreds, 
dragging him under... 


W’soran fought back. He lashed at them with his sorcerous might. Nagash! 
Undying King! Master of life and death! Hear me! I, W’soran, summon you 
forth! 


His command echoed through the emptiness. The spirits that surrounded 
him recoiled for an instant at the utterance of the Usurper’s name, but then 
they fell upon him with a vengeance. Their keening wails were now tinged 
with anger. 


Come forth! I command you! 
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DOOM! 


The last blow was discordant and terrible, a splintering crash of shattered 
stone. And then something vast moved upon the face of the aether and the 
realm of the dead trembled. The spirits receded from him, wailing in misery 
and fear. 


His power all but spent, W’soran tried to draw back from the threshold— 
but he was held there, transfixed by a force of will a thousand times greater 
than his own. The twilit plain vanished, replaced by the vision of an 
ancient, smoke-wreathed mountain, its splintered flanks bathed in unholy, 
greenish light. A vast fortress crouched atop the mountain, and upon the 
tallest tower of that fortress stood a giant, clad in armour that glowed with 
icy, sorcerous flames. The giant gripped a jagged metal crown in his 
armoured fist and when his face turned skywards, W’soran saw only a 
leering skull, wreathed in necromantic flames. Bale-fires burned from the 
depths of the skull’s eye-sockets, scorching W’soran with their glare. The 
immortal gazed into their depths and saw the end of the world of men. 


W’soran writhed like an insect in Nagash’s grasp, howling in terror. Then 
came a crushing impact that blotted out the immortal’s senses, plunging him 
into oblivion. 


W’soran lay upon his back, shoulders pressed hard against the floor of the 
sanctum. His ears roared with the fading echoes of the aetheric storm and 
the incense-laden air crackled with the dissipating energies of the massive 
ritual. Gasping in shock, the necromancer’s parchment-thin eyelids fluttered 
as he tried to push himself upright—but a cold hand tightened about his 
throat like a vice and slammed him roughly back against the stone. 


The rough impact jolted W’soran’s senses. His vision snapped back into 
focus and he found himself staring into Neferata’s snarling, bloodstained 
face. Spatters of gore dotted her slender arms and the front of her dust- 
stained robes. The heavy wooden lectern lay in pieces around them, 
shattered by the queen’s fearsome blow. 


“W’soran,” she said. Her voice was little more than a low, liquid growl. 
“You withered fool. What have you done?” 
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The necromancer writhed like a serpent in Neferata’s grip. A blistering 
incantation came to mind, powerful enough to crush the queen’s bones to 
powder and hurl her carcass the length of the chamber—had he but the 
strength to cast it. The rite had consumed every mote of his carefully 
hoarded power, leaving him helpless before Neferata’s wrath. But instead of 
fear, the realisation only filled him with rage. 


W’soran’s ragged lips drew back, baring his fangs in a death’s-head grin. 
“You felt it, too, didn’t you?” he wheezed. His narrow chest heaved with 
ghastly, wheezing laughter. “You felt it in your bones, just as I did. The 
master’s fist upon the door!” 


Neferata understood at once. W’soran could see the flicker of realisation in 
her dark eyes—and perhaps, the briefest glimmer of fear. 


The queen glanced back over her shoulder. Belatedly, W’soran realised that 
they were not alone. Ushoran still leaned against the wooden reading table, 
glaring angrily at Lord Ankhat, who stood just inside the sanctum’s 
entrance with a heavy iron sword in his hand. Neferata’s white-robed 
progeny circled the room, their jaws and clawed hands dripping with fresh 
gore. W’soran’s thralls had been ripped apart and left to bleed out their 
precious fluids upon the stone. 


Ankhat looked to the queen and frowned. “I told you he was behind this. 
He’s been trying to call back Lamashizzar, somehow. He’s all but admitted 
it!” 


“Lamashizzar? Do you think I would call that capering fool my master?” 
W’soran’s voice rose to a shriek. “No, I speak of Nagash, the Undying 
King! I have seen him!” His laughter echoed from the walls. “All this time, 
I have searched for him, but I was looking in the wrong place! He could not 
be found among the souls of the dead because he still reigns upon this 
earth!” 


Neferata’s fist tightened about W’soran’s throat. “You lie,” she hissed. 
“Nagash was destroyed—” 


“Not so,” the necromancer croaked. “He escaped the battle at Mahrak; his 
body was never found.” He pointed a clawed finger at Ankhat. “Ask him. 
He marched with the army to Khemri. He knows!” 
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“This is some kind of trick,” Ankhat snarled, but the look in his dark eyes 
belied the nobleman’s bravado. 


“He is nowhere in Nehekhara. We searched from one end to the other!” 


“Imbecile!” W’soran sneered. “All this time, the Undying King has been 
rebuilding his strength in secret, far from the eyes of men. He has taken a 
great mountain and made it his fortress. I have seen its towers wreathed in 
the smoke of countless forges, where his servants make ready for the day of 
Nehekhara’s demise! And that day swiftly approaches! Already, Nagash is 
clad in the panoply of war, and he holds a dark and terrible crown in his 
hand! The days of mankind are numbered—” 


Neferata snarled. Her hand closed tighter, until the necromancer’s leathery 
tendons creaked, and his spine began to bend. 


“Let him come,” she said, pitching her voice so Ankhat and Ushoran could 
hear. “When he arrives outside my gates, your head will be there to 
welcome him.” 


But if Neferata thought to see W’soran quail in fear, she was disappointed. 
The necromancer merely grinned, his eyes glittering defiantly. “Do it!” he 
spat. “Tear my head from my shoulders, just as you did to Ubaid. With my 
last breath I will utter a curse so terrible that Lahmia will be blighted until 
the stars have burned down to embers.” 


The queen snarled in fury, and for a fleeting instant, W’soran thought that 
she had seen through his bluff. But then he felt her grip loosen ever so 
slightly and he knew that he had won. More laughter bubbled from 
W’soran’s throat. 


“He is coming,” the necromancer hissed. “And when he does, you will 
grovel like a worm at his feet.” 


Neferata bent over the necromancer, until their faces nearly touched. Her 
charnel breath gusted cold against his face. 


“A pity you shall never see it.” 


The queen’s empty hand snatched up a splintered length of the wooden 
lectern. W’soran’s eyes went wide. His cry of protest transformed into a 
wordless scream of rage as she drove the dagger-like fragment into his 
heart. 
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Ushoran’s nails etched deep scars into the wood of the table at his back as 
he fought to maintain an outwards appearance of calm. His head still ached 
from the dreadful, bell-like tolling that had brought him to the sanctum. The 
blood in his veins, so freshly stolen from a young beggar mere hours before, 
had now lost its heat. His limbs felt as heavy as lead. From the tense cast of 
Ankhat’s face, it was clear that the nobleman had been profoundly affected 
as well. Ushoran’s gaze fell to the iron sword in Ankhat’s hand and he 
debated whether he could slip through the door of the sanctum and escape 
before the nobleman could strike. If he tried, though, and failed, it would 
only confirm his complicity in W’soran’s crimes. It was all Ushoran could 
do to maintain his bland facade and conceal his mounting desperation. 


Neferata rose slowly from W’soran’s limp body. “Find a barrel and stuff 
him inside,” she said to Ankhat. “Then bury him beneath the temple.” 


Ankhat scowled at the necromancer’s skeletal form. “That should be easy 
enough. Is there any place in particular you want me to put him?” 


“Somewhere that no one will ever find him,” the queen replied. Then 
Neferata turned to Ushoran. 


“And what role did you play in all of this?” she demanded. 


The Lord of Masks raised his hands in protest. “None whatsoever, great 
one,” he said quickly. “I’m no necromancer, as you well know.” 


Neferata took a step towards him. Her priestesses stopped pacing about the 
sanctum and turned to face Ushoran, their expressions disconcertingly 
intent. 


“And yet, here you are,” she replied. 


“Clearly we shared the same idea,” Ushoran said, thinking furiously. The 
best lies, he knew, always began with a splinter of truth. “When that awful 
pounding began, I naturally assumed that W’soran would have some idea of 
what it was. As did you, apparently.” 


The queen’s eyes narrowed. “And you happened to know exactly how to 
find him.” 
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The Lord of Masks affected a shrug. “It is my business to know such things, 
great one.” 


“And yet you have no word of Prince Alcadizzar,” the queen snapped. 
“How is that, my lord, after all these years?” 


Ushoran paused, considering his reply with care. He’d escaped one snake 
pit and stumbled into another. “We will find him, great one,” he answered. 
“T’m sure of it.” He licked his lips. “With every passing day, I become more 
convinced that you are right, and he is somewhere close by. Just a... a few 
more interrogations and I am sure we will learn something of value.” 


Suddenly, Neferata was at his side, her dark eyes peering hungrily into his 
own. Ushoran’s fists clenched reflexively; he smothered the instinct to bare 
his fangs at the queen’s wordless challenge. 


“IT am pleased to hear it,’ Neferata growled. “Because my patience is 
wearing thin. I confess that it’s confounded me why your network of spies 
has been so successful in every other inquiry except the one that matters to 
me the most.” 


Ushoran kept his voice under careful control. The slightest sense of 
nervousness was certain to be misinterpreted. “No one is more confounded 
by Alcadizzar’s disappearance than I, great one,” he said. 


“IT hope so. I hope the matter has your undivided attention,” the queen said. 
“Because if he isn’t found soon, you will come to envy W’soran’s fate.” 


Later that night, as the hour of the wolf approached, the wind came howling 
in from the sea, tossing about the ships at anchor and rattling doors along 
the city streets. Lahmians crouched around their fires, many whispering 
prayers to Neru and ringing silver bells in hopes of keeping the unquiet 
spirits at bay. Strange sounds echoed from the darkness outside: angry 
mutterings and groans, frantic screams and the mocking laughter of jackals. 
Fingers scratched at the doors of wine shops and pleasure houses and 
tentative steps paced across the rooftops of many homes, as though 
searching for a way inside. 


In the city’s vast necropolis, one spirit in particular woke in darkness, 
summoned across the wide gulf by a call he was powerless to deny. Bony 
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hands twitched, scrabbling at the sides of a simple, stone casket. On the 
exterior of the casket’s lid, complex sigils carved into the stone and inlaid 
with silver started to glow with heat. Tendrils of steam curled from the 
protective wards as the will of the spirit contained within fought against its 
bonds. Within seconds, the silver inlay began to bubble and then drip in 
molten streams down the sides of the casket. There was a creak of tearing 
metal as the lead seal covering the seams of the lid slowly gave way, 
followed by a crash as the stone lid was hurled aside and broke into pieces 
on the mausoleum floor. 


The figure within did not move at first, as though listening to the call that 
had summoned him out of the darkness. It was his master’s voice, 
commanding him to rise and serve, as he’d done in centuries past. Once 
upon a time, the thought would have filled him with dread; now, he felt 
only triumph and a sense of savage joy. If it meant a release from that 
endless plain and the wailing of the damned, he would serve Nagash gladly, 
and drown the world in nightmares. 


Ligaments creaking the mouldy skeleton sat up in the casket. His robes 
hung about his bones in tatters, held in place more by layers of grimy 
cobwebs than anything else. Beetles and swift, brown spiders scuttled from 
burrows dug into the desiccated flesh of his ribcage as he gripped the edge 
of the casket and climbed his way out. 


Standing amid the broken shards of the casket’s lid, the skeleton reached 
into the casket and drew out his skull. The few scraps of flesh that still 
clung to the bone were dark and curled like patches of old leather. Green 
fires guttered balefully in deep-set eye sockets and grave-mould clung to his 
blackened teeth. A stub of broken vertebrae hung stubbornly from the base 
of the skull, the lower knob sheared halfway through by a powerful sword- 
stroke. 


Slowly, haltingly, the skeleton turned the skull about and lifted it onto its 
severed neck. The sheared ends gripped together at once, bound by sheer 
force of will. With a faint, grating sound, the head turned left and right, 
studying the cramped confines of the pauper’s tomb that he’d been sealed 
into. Bitter, ethereal laughter echoed in the dank space. 


The figure bent, hands searching the darkness inside the casket once more. 
Finally, the fingers closed about a familiar hilt. The skeleton drew out a 
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long double-edged iron sword, its surface spotted with rust and sheathed in 
layers of cobwebs, and growled in satisfaction. Then he turned his attention 
to the crypt’s narrow door. 


On the third blow, the thin stone slab broke apart and fell to the ground. 
Arkhan the Black strode into the night air and raised his sword to the bale- 
moon gleaming above the western horizon. Then he turned his face to the 
north-west, where his master waited, and went to serve him. 
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SEVENTEEN 
Preparations of War 


Nagashizzar, in the 106th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1211 Imperial Reckoning) 


A black-robed scout-assassin emerged from the wide, shadow-filled lane 
across the great cavern and skittered silently up to Lord Eshreegar. The two 
conversed quietly for a moment and the Master of Treacheries nodded 
stiffly. As the scout disappeared back into the shadows, Eshreegar turned 
his hooded head and nodded to Eekrit. The skeletons were coming. 


Eekrit could feel Nagash’s minions approaching long before he saw the 
green glow of their eyes, or heard the dry rustling of their steps. He felt it in 
his old joints and in the back of his throat, as the thick, reeking air of the 
great cavern turned cold and dank as a grave. Gritting his teeth and leaning 
heavily on the gnarled cypress cane in his paw, he rose painfully from the 
wooden chair his slaves had brought down from the great hall. Behind him, 
the shackled herds of greenskins noticed the change as well and filled the 
echoing space with a rising chorus of growls, barks and shrieking cries. 


Slavers snarled at the drug-addled beasts, lashing at their scarred backs with 
metal-studded whips to keep them in line. 


Within moments, a pair of eerie grave-lights emerged from the gloom. Bone 
rasped along rough, slimy stone. A figure emerged, clad in mouldy rags and 
carrying a rust-spotted iron sword. Eekrit had seen this particular corpse 
several times before, but couldn’t say for certain what it was. It radiated 
power, like one of the kreekar-gan’s wights, but held far more intelligence 
than the rest. Its teeth were black and jagged as splintered ebony, giving its 
skull a permanent, broken snarl. 


Behind the figure marched a long line of hunched, yellowed skeletons, 
swathed in rotting fragments of clothing and scraps of mouldy flesh. They 
moved in pairs, each carrying a heavy wooden chest between them. Their 
knobby skulls turned this way and that, snouts raised as though sniffing the 
air for their lost clan mates. Though Nagash no doubt held thousands of 
human skeletons in thrall, it apparently amused the liche-king to send 
skaven corpses to trade with the Under-Empire. 
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“By the scales, damn you,” Eekrit snarled, pointing with his cane to the 
towering wood-and-bronze apparatus at his right. Every three months, it 
was always the same. As the black-toothed creature glared hatefully at the 
skaven, the skeletons slowly turmed, staring at the scales as though they’d 
just sprung up from the cavern floor. Then, one pair at a time, they shuffled 
over and set down their burdens for appraisal. Eekrit waved a paw 
impatiently and a small gang of skaven hurried forwards to weigh the chests 
of god-stone and tally the results. The former warlord surveyed the process 
with a sour look on his face and wondered once again if he hadn’t made a 
terrible mistake. 


“A poisoned cup or an assassin’s knife has to be a better fate than this,” he 
muttered to himself. 


“Not from my experience,” Eshreegar replied, as he joined Eekrit near the 
creaking scales. Though nearly blind now from age and his injuries during 
the war, his hearing was as keen as ever. “But, each to their own.” 


Eekrit glared at the Master of Treacheries. “Shall we trade places, then?” he 
sneered. “I could give orders to your scouts and send reports back to 
Velsquee, while you stare at mouldy ledgers and put up with... with this—” 
he waved an arm at the noisome herds of shifting greenskins, “each and 
every day.” 


Eshreegar folded his arms and sighed. “Well, Velsquee isn’t exactly happy 
with the reports, for what it’s worth.” 


“No, I expect he isn’t,” Eekrit said, tail lashing irritably. The liche-king had 
begun rebuilding his strength the very day that the trade agreement had 
been set and he hadn’t stopped since. The foundries ran day and night, 
spewing vast clouds of choking fumes into the air above the mountain, 
while gangs of undead labourers bored dozens of new mine shafts deep into 
the mountainside. Toppled towers and collapsed buildings had been rebuilt 
at an ever-increasing pace, aS a growing number of northern barbarians 
were Sent to serve in the liche-king’s halls. Looking back now, it galled him 
to think how close they’d been to victory. He should have listened to his 
instincts from the outset and thrown everything he’d had into one, final 
attack. It would have been far better to have tried—and possibly failed— 
than to sit amidst this rubbish heap from one miserable year to the next. 
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The appraisers went to work opening each of the chests. Green light flared 
brightly from each one; within lay carefully stacked ingots of refined god- 
stone. At a half-pound of stone for every one hundred pounds of flesh or 
treasure, the skaven had learned to maximise their profits early on by 
trading in big, muscular greenskins and crates of heavy ores. The wealth 
they were reaping from the mountain was nowhere near the amount they 
had mined during the war, but was still a fabulous sum by any normal 
measure. The sight of so much of the precious stone in one place never 
failed to set Eekrit’s nose twitching. 


One by one, the chests were weighed; two scribes—one from Velsquee’s 
clan, and one employed by Eekrit himself—noted down the value in their 
ledgers. When the process was complete, they would be placed under heavy 
guard until the morrow, when a contingent of Velsquee’s heechigar would 
come to collect them and carry them back to the Great City. There, 
Velsquee would sell the stone to the other clans and share the profits with 
Eekrit and Eshreegar. Eekrit had no doubt that Velsquee was robbing them 
blind in the process, like any self-respecting skaven would. Despite this, the 
former warlord had already amassed a sizeable fortune over the last few 
years. Another decade or so and he might be able to buy his way out of 
exile. 


There certainly didn’t seem to be any point in staying. Nagash had grown 
far too powerful. If mad old Qweeqwol had been right about the 
necromancer’s designs, Eekrit didn’t want to be anywhere near the 
mountain when the liche-king put his plans into motion. 


“So many chests! Such magnificent wealth! It-it is pleasing to the eye, 
yes?” 


Eekrit blinked, roused from his reverie by the nasal voice to his right. He 
glanced over at the wiry, younger skaven who had sidled up beside him. His 
ears flattened slightly in irritation. “Don’t start, Kritchit. I’m not in the 
mood.” 


Kritchit wrung his knobby paws and gave the former warlord his most 
unctuous smile. Eekrit thought the slaver looked like a half-chewed lump of 
gristle. His shoulders were hunched, the left slightly higher than the right, 
and there was a noticeable hunk of flesh missing from his left thigh, which 
caused him to drag the leg when he walked. Kritchit’s head and arms were 


2933 XRN 


patterned with dozens of old scars and his ears had been chewed down to 
mere nubs. He was a genuine horror to look upon and reeked of spoiled 
meat besides. For years he and his band of savages had taken Velsquee’s 
gold and scoured the mountains for human and greenskin slaves. He was 
cunning, ruthless, and as greedy a wretch as Eekrit had ever met. 


“Mood? How can your mood be anything but grand, my lord?” Kritchit 
spread his paws, taking in the long line of chests. “Are you not blessed? Is 
this not a great bounty of wealth laid before you, greater than any 
conqueror’s due?” 


Eekrit’s eyes narrowed angrily. “We carved this much out of the mountain 
every day during the war.” 


Kritchit chuckled. “Oh, no doubt, no doubt,” he said patronisingly. “But this 
here... this is a gift, yes? Dropped like ripe fruit into your outstretched paw. 
Did you sweat, and suffer, and bleed for this treasure? No, certainly not. 
You had but to recline here, in luxury, while my bold raiders and I hunted 
day and night on your behalf.” 


The former warlord folded his arms. “You’re doing this for Velsquee, not 
me,” he growled. “I’m nothing more than a clerk.” 


Kritchit sighed with theatrical weariness, ignoring Eekrit’s reply. “The life 
of a raider is a hard thing, my lord. Much deprivation. Much danger. Days 
and nights in the cold, open spaces, without so much as a burrow to shelter 
in.” 

“Really? I had no idea.” 


“And the greenskins... there are only a few herds left and those are the 
meanest, cleverest of them all.” The slaver shook his scarred head sadly. 
“There was much fighting. I lost many good warriors. Some were like litter- 
mates to me.” 


Eshreegar made a disgusted sound. “That’s it,” the Master of Treacheries 
said. “I’m killing him.” 


The former warlord forestalled Eshreegar with an upraised paw. “One share, 
Kritchit. Same as ever.” 


Kritchit drew himself up to his full height, which had the unfortunate effect 
of making him seem a bit lopsided. His right paw fell to the butt of the 
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coiled whip that hung from his belt. “Where is-is the justice in that?” he 
said. “I do all the work, take all the risks! I have warriors to pay, kinfolk to 
bribe. I-I have expenses.” 


“One share, Kritchit.” 


“Tt’s been one share for the last ten years! You know how much things cost 
these days?” Kritchit pointed to the milling herd of slaves. “These beasts 
killed a dozen of my warriors when we took their camp and then mauled 
two more-more on the way here! How do you expect me to-to replace 
them?” Kritchit licked at his long, front teeth. “Three shares, this-this time.” 


“Am I speaking too quickly for you, Kritchit? Should I use smaller words? 
One. Share.” 


“Two shares!” The slaver swept his paw at the line of chests. “Look-look at 
all that! Velsquee will never miss it!” 


Eekrit sighed. “I’ve changed my mind,” he said. “Eshreegar, kill him.” 
“Now, look here—” 


Eshreegar had a knife drawn and was bearing down on Kritchit when a 
commotion suddenly erupted at the far end of the cavern. Greenskins 
bellowed and snarled, shaking their heavy chains and stirring up the entire 
herd. The slavers shouted back, their whips hissing malevolently through 
the dank air. Eekrit turned and saw a column of burly, armoured skaven 
shoving the slavers aside as they forced their way into the cavern from one 
of the wide tunnels that led from the mountain towards the Great City. 


“What’s this?” 


Eshreegar paused, knife poised to strike Kritchit. He squinted his one eye at 
the distant skaven. “Velsquee’s heechigar,” he grunted. “They’re early.” 


The storm-walkers poured into the cavern in a great column, polearms at 
the ready. Behind them, Eekrit caught sight of a gang of bent-backed slaves 
carrying a swaying wooden palanquin. His eyes widened. 


“By the Horned One. What’s he doing here?” 


“Velsquee>?” Eshreegar asked. “After all this time?” 
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“So it would seem.” The former warlord’s tail lashed agitatedly. For the life 
of him, he couldn’t fathom why the old Grey Lord would risk the long and 
arduous journey from the Great City and that made him very uneasy. 


Eshreegar gave a discreet cough. He nodded his head at the slaver. “Do you 
still want me to...?” 


The former warlord glanced back at Kritchit. “No,” he told Eshreegar. 
Then, to Kritchit, he said, “What luck! Here is Grey Lord Velsquee, no 
doubt come to partake of all those luxuries we’re so famous for here.” He 
gestured to the palanquin. “You should go at once and demand your extra 
shares from him. My lord is famous for his compassion and generosity.” 


Kritchit shuddered from his whiskers to the tip of his tail. “Oh, no!” he 
squeaked. “No, I-I would not dream of-of imposing on Lord Velsquee.” The 
Slaver gulped. “No. One share will-will do.” 


“Truly, Kritchit, you’re an example to us all,” Eekrit sneered. “Now get 
your gang moving and hand over the slaves double-quick.” The former 
warlord sighed irritably. “I have guests to entertain.” 


Eekrit and Eshreegar reached the great hall just ahead of Velsquee. The 
former warlord brandished his cane and snarled orders at the few slaves he 
had left, sending them scurrying to clear the worst of the rubbish out of the 
passageways before the Grey Lord arrived. While they worked, Eekrit had 
Eshreegar force open the one door to the hall that still hung on its hinges; 
the old skaven managed to shove it most of the way before the rotted wood 
tore free from its mountings and crashed to the floor in a cloud of dust and 
mould. After that, there was nothing left to do but stand by the dais and 
wait. 


Minutes later, a company of storm-walkers came tramping up the 
passageway and filed into the hall. Velsquee was borne along in their wake, 
riding in a litter carried by eight exhausted-looking slaves. They passed 
between the ordered ranks of the heechigar and carefully lowered the chair 
to the floor, just a few feet from where Eekrit waited. 


Velsquee rose from the padded seat with great care, his trembling paw 
leaning heavily on a rune-carved cypress cane. Eekrit reckoned that the 
Grey Lord was nearly two hundred years old now, his span of years 
extended by sorcerous means to well past that of a typical skaven. He could 
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no longer bear the weight of weapons and armour, instead wrapping himself 
in layers of heavy, grey robes. His white fur had thinned around his paws 
and face, revealing the wrinkled skin beneath, and his ears hung listlessly 
against his skull. Grunting in discomfort, the Grey Lord found his feet and 
took a slow step forwards. Glowing charms of god-stone strung around his 
neck clinked softly together as Velsquee surveyed the mouldy, rotting 
tapestries and the pile of worm-eaten wood that had once been Eekrit’s 
expensive throne. When he spoke, his voice was a bubbling rasp. “How the 
mighty have fallen, eh, Eekrit?” 


Eekrit’s tail lashed, stirring up more dust. “We wouldn’t want Nagash to 
think we still had a claim to the mountain, would we?” 


The Grey Lord chuckled, breath wheezing past his lips. “Just so. Just so.” 
He raised a palsied paw to wipe at his mouth. “Have you any wine?” 


Eekrit sighed. “Wine we have, my lord. Bowls, however, are in short 
supply. I have my slaves looking for some now. Forgive me, but we had no 
idea you were coming.” 


Velsquee grunted. “No. Of course not. That was the entire point. No one 
knows I’m here.” 


“Not even the Council?” 


“Especially not them.” Velsquee took a few halting steps towards the two 
younger skaven. “As far as those idiots know, I’ve taken ill and retired to 
my sickbed.” 


The news surprised Eekrit. The journey to the mountain from the Great City 
and back again took many months. Velsquee was risking a great deal; by 
feigning illness for so long, his rivals on the Council would think him easy 
pickings and begin manoeuvring against him. By the time he returned 
home, Velsquee might find his power base swept away and assassins 
lurking in every shadow. 


“What in the Horned One’s name is going on?” Eekrit blurted. 


Velsquee leaned with both paws upon his cane. “Your reports over the last 
few years have been very troubling,” he began. 


“So you’ve read them, have you?” Eekrit snapped. “At what point did you 
first become concerned? Was it the mention of the legions of undead 
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warriors Nagash has raised? Or perhaps it was the vast necromantic ritual 
the liche-king performed on the Night of the Horned God, some eleven 
years ago?” 


Velsquee’s eyes narrowed. The heechigar filled the audience chamber with 
threatening growls, their paws tightening on the hafts of their polearms. 


“Now is not the time for sarcasm,” the Grey Lord said. 


Eekrit paused, drawing himself back from the brink. “I’ll keep that in 
mind,” he said grudgingly. 


“Good,” Velsquee said. He sighed. “You’ve stated in your reports that you 
no longer think we can defeat Nagash.” 


Eekrit met the Grey Lord’s stare. “That’s right. He’s far stronger now than 
he was before the war and not just in the number of warriors at his 
command. His necromantic powers have increased as well.” He pointed a 
claw in the direction of the great cavern. “Did you see those skeletons? Did 
you feel the cold clinging to their bones? They’re much more potent than 
the ones we’ve faced before.” The former warlord shrugged. “He’s got too 
much god-stone in his vaults and he’s had time to improve his defences 
throughout the tunnels. Even with the full weight of the Under-Empire 
arrayed against him, I doubt we could prevail.” 


The Grey Lord nodded. At length, he said, “I think you are right. In fact, 
I’ve suspected it for some time.” 


Eekrit clenched his fist. Anger and frustration threatened to overwhelm 
him. He forced himself to speak as calmly as he could. “Then why are we 
still here? Why continue feeding him slaves and increasing his strength?” 


“Because it allows us to maintain a presence near the centre of the liche- 
king’s power,” Velsquee said. 


“To what end?” 


The Grey Lord glanced at the nearest storm-walker and nodded, sending the 
heechigar striding swiftly from the chamber. “Ever since the end of the war, 
there have been troubling reports from the Seer Council,” Velsquee said. 
“Visions of darkness and death, spreading like a stain across the face of the 
world. They were vague things at first, but ever since the Horned God’s 
Night, the clarity and intensity of the visions have increased.” 
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Eekrit felt his hackles rise. “So Qweeqwol was right all along.” 


The Grey Lord’s expression turned bleak. “Given the things I’ve heard 
recently, it’s possible that the mad old rat may have understated things quite 
a bit.” 


Eekrit laughed helplessly. “Then what in the Horned One’s name do you 
think I can do about it?” 


Velsquee did not answer at first. A few moments later, the storm-walker 
returned, labouring under the weight of a long, narrow case cradled in his 
powerful arms. He walked carefully across the chamber to stand beside the 
Grey Lord and set the case on the floor between him and Eekrit. Its surface 
was covered with intricate runes of protection; its lid bore thirteen elaborate 
magical seals. 


The former warlord squinted at the case’s grey sides. “Is that made of 
lead?” he asked. 


“It is,” Velsquee said grimly. “And sealed with potent sorceries to boot. 
Otherwise we would all be dead right now.” 


Eekrit shrank back slightly from the container. “What’s inside?” 


“A weapon,” the Grey Lord said simply, but there was a trace of awe in the 
old skaven’s voice. “A weapon more terrible than anything our people have 
made before. The finest warlock-engineers in the Under-Empire gave their 
lives to make it. I commissioned its forging in secret, just after the end of 
the war. It took nearly all my wealth and influence to see it finished.” 


Eekrit stared at the case, feeling the first stirrings of greed at the power 
contained within. “Such expense,” he murmured, feeling the temptation to 
reach out and touch the enchanted lead. 


Velsquee shrugged. “All the gold in the world doesn’t make much 
difference if you’re dead,” he said. He nodded at the case. “If any weapon 
in the world can destroy the liche-king, it’s this one. And I’m leaving it here 
with you.” 


“Me?” Eekrit said. “Here? Right under the-the liche-king’s nose?” 


“Better here than the Great City, hundreds of leagues away,” Velsquee 
snapped. “Do you imagine that you could get close enough to Nagash to kill 
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him at this point?” 
The former warlord glanced sidelong at Eshreegar, who snorted in disdain. 


“Of course not,” Eekrit said. “We’d get turned to ash—or worse—before 
we got within a mile of him.” 


“IT suspected as much,” Velsquee replied. “But the liche-king is marshalling 
all this power for a reason. Sooner or later, he’ll put it to use. His armies 
will march and great spells will be cast.” 


Eshreegar folded his arms. “Providing us an opening,” the Master of 
Treacheries said. 


Velsquee nodded. “And when the moment is right, you must strike.” He 
pointed to the case. “Among the many enchantments worked into the seals 
is a spell that will alert me and the Seer Council when the case is opened. 
When that happens, we will gather in the Great City and lend you all the aid 
we can. In the meantime, we will see to it that you receive the very best 
potions and amulets to maintain your health and vigour. We wouldn’t want 
you dying of heart failure before the task is complete.” 


Suddenly the case didn’t seem nearly so attractive anymore. In fact, Eekrit 
felt a bit sick just looking at it. “How am I to know when the moment has 
arrived?” he protested. 


The Grey Lord shook his head. “I have no idea. Not even the seers can say 
for certain.” He sighed and made his way slowly back to his litter. “Watch 
and wait, Eekrit, watch and wait. And one more thing.” 


“What is that?” 


Velsquee settled back onto his chair. “Remember Qweeqwol’s warning. 
Only someone who is dead himself has any hope of defeating the liche- 
king.” 


At a gesture from the Grey Lord, the slaves lifted the litter onto their 
shoulders. Without a word of farewell, Velsquee turned about and departed 
the great hall, probably for the very last time. Stunned, Eekrit turned to 
Eshreegar. 


“Oh, no. Don’t give me that look,” the Master of Treacheries protested. 


“Why not? You’re the master assassin.” 
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“He didn’t say the job called for an assassin,” Eshreegar snarled. “Just some 
stupid bastard who’s already dead—and doesn’t know it.” He folded his 
arms irritably. “That could be either one of us.” 


Try as he might, Eekrit couldn’t very well deny it. 
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EIGHTEEN 
Portents of Doom 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


Down in the temple quarter, the great prayer lamps had been lit for the first 
time in hundreds of years. From his perch atop the square roof of a 
nobleman’s residence close to the royal palace, Ushoran could hear the faint 
chanting of the priests and the frightened, almost pleading cries of the 
throng that filled the great square outside the decaying temples. Elsewhere, 
the great city was dark and still, even though the hour was early by 
Lahmian standards. He could remember a time when the market squares 
and the pleasure districts were noisy and bustling well past midnight, and 
richly-appointed palanquins would come and go at all hours between the 
houses on the city’s great hill and the gambling dens down near the docks. 
Now the houses were shuttered; the houses of pleasure had shut their doors. 
Even down in the harbour, the crews of the trading ships went below and 
barred the hatchways leading to the upper decks. Those citizens who 
weren’t begging for deliverance down in the temple quarter were huddled in 
the darkness, fearful of the terrible omen that stained the eastern sky. 


No one could say for certain what it was. Certainly no one alive in 
Nehekhara had ever seen such a sight. It stretched like a streamer of 
glowing smoke across the heavens, a twin-tailed pennon of shifting, 
opalescent colour arcing high above the course of Neru and vengeful 
Sakhmet. The head of the pennon was rounder and brighter than the rest, 
shining with nearly the same intensity as Neru herself. It reminded Ushoran 
of a glowing catapult stone, like the orbs of bone that fell from the sky at 
Mahrak, so many centuries ago. He remembered the dread he felt, watching 
them hang suspended in the air over the battlefield, wondering when they 
would fall. 


A palpable sense of doom hung over the city. Lahmia’s citizens were 
growing desperate; they’d been afraid for much too long, trapped within the 
walls of the city and watching friends and neighbours go missing, night 
after night. Ushoran’s agents warned him of angry murmurs in the market 
squares and the wine shops. People had lost faith in the king and the 
divinity of the royal bloodline. Offerings at the Temple of Blood had been 
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dwindling for years, then dropped off altogether when the celestial portent 
appeared. The people of Lahmia were no longer looking to their rulers for 
succour, which was a very bad sign indeed. 


It would only be a matter of time before Neferata noticed the lack of 
offerings at the temple. Edicts would be issued through the palace, 
demanding the worship of the people. Blood would flow, but it would be in 
the gutters of the city rather than the offering bowls of the temple. 


At the moment, however, that was the very least of Ushoran’s problems. 


The Lord of Masks crouched on the edge of the building’s high roof and 
launched himself into the air. The steep hill dropped away beneath him and 
for a dizzying instant he seemed to hang suspended in the warm night air. 
Ushoran’s lips drew back in a ghastly grin as he plunged earthwards, tasting 
the salt breeze as he fell towards the close-set roofs of the houses sixty feet 
below. He landed easily, broad feet splayed across the baked mud bricks, 
propelling himself forwards on all fours like a loping jungle ape and leaping 
skywards once more. 


Rooftop to rooftop he went, from one quarter to the next, down the long 
slope and eastwards, towards the docks. The further he went, the more the 
city’s decline became apparent. The nobles’ quarter was still relatively 
clean and small groups of paid watchmen stood at the street corners to 
preserve the illusion of order. The neighbouring district, where the city’s 
wealthier tradesmen and ship owners lived, was filled with walled homes 
that had been turned into small fortresses over the years and were now 
showing signs of increasing decrepitude. More than once, Ushoran’s 
preternatural senses detected groups of night watchmen prowling the 
courtyards of the wealthier homes, or peering into the darkness from 
shadowed rooftops. None marked his swift and silent passage—or if they 
did, they huddled in fear and dared give no alarm, for fear of drawing 
attention to themselves. 


Where the money ended, the city’s decline became sharply apparent. Past 
the tradesmen’s district were the modest, single-storey homes of Lahmia’s 
ship fitters and dockhands, which Ushoran had come to know well. Once, in 
the heyday of trade with the Silk Lands, the district had been bustling and 
well kept, if rough about the edges. Now it was dark and squalid. Piles of 
refuse rotted in the alleyways and behind the shuttered shops and the mud- 
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brick walls of the homes were pitted and crumbling from neglect. Many of 
the families kept dogs in their courtyards and homes, to keep thieves—and 
packs of hungry rats—at bay. One began barking hysterically as Ushoran 
landed upon its master’s roof, prompting others to take up the cry as well. 
By the time he reached the far end of the district, the air was full of their 
harsh, yapping cries. 


Further east, conditions grew steadily worse. Poor neighbourhoods where 
unskilled day labourers had once been able to live and eke out a meagre 
existence had become despair-ridden slums. Empty, crumbling homes 
presided over streets filled with puddles of liquid excrement that had seeped 
to the surface from blocked or broken sewer pipes. It was not uncommon to 
find corpses rolled into the filthy gutters, where they would fall prey to rats 
or packs of hungry dogs. The people living in the decrepit buildings were 
little better than animals themselves. For a while they had offered Ushoran 
some interesting sport, but he’d quickly tired of their dead eyes and 
scrawny, battered bodies. 


Beyond the slums lay the sprawling merchant districts, markets and 
pleasure dens that were fed by the sea trade and catered to rich and poor 
alike. This was the true heart of the ancient city, where the people of 
Lahmia made and lost their fortunes, celebrated victories or drowned their 
sorrows with wine, lotus or the pleasures of the flesh. During the glory days 
of Lamashizzar’s reign, when the city was the richest in the civilised world, 
the shops never closed and throngs of people from all over Nehekhara 
would ebb and flow through the streets in a human tide. No more; now most 
of the merchants and wine-sellers barred their doors at sunset and the dens 
of vice were frequented only by the wretched and the desperate. 


Ushoran alighted upon the roof of a shuttered wine-seller and crouched 
there, listening intently. The murmur of the multitudes in the temple district 
and the chorus of barking dogs at his back blended together into a surf-like 
rumble of distant noise. The immortal closed his eyes, breathing deeply and 
tasting the air for a very particular scent. His head turned slowly left and 
right, searching for telltale sounds among the streets and alleyways between 
him and the docks. 


He crouched that way for hours, arms wrapped around his knees, listening 
and tasting the scents of the furtive world around him. He heard the 
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shuffling footsteps of beggars, the phlegmatic murmurs of drunkards and 
the tremulous invitations of street-corner whores. Once, he cocked his head 
at the sounds of a scuffle in a nearby alley. Fists pounded into flesh and a 
man grunted in pain. When Ushoran heard a pair of voices arguing over the 
man’s meagre possessions he settled back down with a scowl and continued 
his vigil. 

Finally, well past midnight, came the sounds that he had been waiting for. 
Off to the south-east, perhaps four or five streets away, the strangled shout 
of a man, followed by the frantic, hysterical shrieks of a young woman. 
Then, moments later, Ushoran caught the coppery, acrid scent of fresh 
blood. 


The immortal sprang into motion, leaping across alleys and rooftops in the 
direction of the screams. By the time the woman’s shrieks came to an 
abrupt end, Ushoran was only two streets away. The smell of spilled blood 
burned in his nostrils and set his cold flesh tingling. It drew him unerringly, 
like iron to a lodestone. 


At the last moment, as he crossed the rooftop of a dice house that rose 
above the source of the tantalising scent, the immortal considered his 
appearance. Hastily he shrouded his true features with the bland, noble 
facade he presented to Neferata and the rest of the Blood Court and then 
leapt lightly down into the alley yawning before him. 


He landed amid piles of refuse, startling a pack of enormous rats that had 
been gathering near the lifeless body of an emaciated woman near the 
mouth of the alley. Her body lay sprawled in the stinking slime, her shabby 
robe undone and the side of her head crushed in like a broken wine jar. The 
whore’s face was frozen in a wide-eyed rictus of terror, her cheeks spotted 
with droplets of fresh gore. 


“She wouldn’t stop screaming.” 


Ushoran turned at the sound of the high-pitched, nasal voice. To his right, 
less than a dozen feet away, a heavyset man lay sprawled in a pile of 
rubbish, limbs contorted in death. The corpse’s head had been pulled back 
and the thick neck torn open, exposing glistening bits of broken cartilage. 
Blood soaked the front of the corpse’s brown robes and spattered the 
rubbish pile in a wide arc to either side of the body. 
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A slender figure in dark, filthy robes crouched over the man’s ravaged 
corpse, dark blood drooling from his chin. Zurhas had changed a great deal 
since Ushoran had seen him last. His flesh was white as a corpse and 
glowed with a translucent sheen under the faint moonlight. Dark veins 
crawled up his narrow throat and across his bald, bulbous skull, pulsing 
with stolen life. The skin had drawn tight around Zurhas’ face, emphasising 
his pointed cheekbones, receding chin and prominent, angular nose. His 
eyes were dark and beady, with tiny pupils that reflected the light like 
polished coins. More than anything else, he reminded Ushoran of a pale, 
hairless rat. He even clasped his strange, unusually long-fingered hands to 
his chest in a curiously rodent-like manner. 


“T didn’t want her,” the immortal told him. “I told her to be quiet, to go 
away, but she wouldn’t listen. She screamed and screamed, so I had to quiet 
her.” Zurhas unfolded his hands and gestured towards the dead woman. 
Drops of cooling blood dripped from dark, curved claws. “You may have 
her, if you wish.” 


Ushoran stared at Zurhas. There was no mistaking the gleam of madness in 
the immortal’s rodent-like eyes. Not for the first time, he debated the 
wisdom of his plan. But time was running out. Neferata’s patience was very 
nearly at an end. Something had to be done, and quickly, before it was too 
late. 


“T have already fed,” the Lord of Masks replied. He managed a bland smile. 
“But the offer is appreciated.” 


Zurhas shrugged and turned his attention back to the dead man at his feet. 
“This is the one I wanted,” he explained. “He cheated at dice. Not once, but 
many times.” He touched a claw to one long, slightly pointed ear. “Shaved 
dice make a very distinctive sound, I have learned. A shame I could not 
hear it when I was younger. How different my life might have been.” He 
leaned over the dead man and dipped two fingers into the gaping wound. 
Zurhas drew them out again and began licking the tips clean with delicate 
flicks of his bluish tongue. “Are you any good at dice, Lord Ushoran?” 


Ushoran’s smooth brow showed the slightest hint of consternation. “I don’t 
much care for gambling.” 
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Zurhas rested his hands on his knees and stared up at the Lord of Masks. 
“And yet here you are,” he said. “Why else go to all the trouble to find 
me?” 


Ushoran felt his hackles rise, purely as a matter of pride. “Trouble? Nothing 
could have been simpler—” 


To his surprise, Zurhas let out a wheezing snort. “You have been searching 
for weeks,” the immortal said. “I have watched you creeping across the 
rooftops, wearing one guise or another.” 


For a moment, Ushoran was too stunned to speak. 


His mind reeled. If Zurhas had seen through his guises, what about Ankhat, 
or Neferata? “I... I had no idea you were so perceptive,” he managed to say. 


“T don’t see why you should,” Zurhas replied. “None of you ever paid the 
least attention to me.” He showed his teeth in a ghastly, jagged smile. “I bet 
you couldn’t even tell me the last time I attended the queen’s court.” 


Once again, the Lord of Masks bristled. “As I said, I don’t much care for 
gambling,” he answered stiffly. 


Zurhas shrugged his narrow shoulders. “Honestly, neither did I,” he said. 
“But I wasn’t smart enough for the priesthood, nor brave enough to be a 
soldier, so what else was there to do?” The immortal chuckled grimly. “At 
least when I had coins to wager and a pair of dice in my hand, people paid 
attention to me.” 


“You rode with the king’s bodyguard at the Battle of Mahrak,” Ushoran 
pointed out. “I remember that clearly.” 


“Oh, yes. Yes, indeed,” the immortal said. A small, bitter smile tugged at 
his bloody lips. “My father paid Lamashizzar a handsome bribe so I could 
join the king’s retinue. He reckoned it cheaper than paying for another year 
of gambling debts—and if I were to die on the battlefield and spare them 
future embarrassment, so much the better.” 


Zurhas sighed. “There was no chance of that happening, of course. The 
dragon-staves saw to that. I watched the battle from behind a wall of iron- 
shod infantry, and watched the Usurper’s champions shot to bits from fifty 
yards away. The most I suffered were saddle sores and red eyes from the 
clouds of dragon powder.” He shook his head. “Afterwards, when the battle 
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was done and everyone was looting the enemy’s siege camp, I had my one 
moment of glory. I found a chest full of gold coin hidden in one of the tents 
belonging to Nagash’s immortals. Everyone else had missed it, but I turned 
it up straightaway. You can’t hide gold from a gambler. My father knew that 
lesson well.” 


The immortal spread his stained hands. “I saw a great deal of the king after 
that. Spent most evenings in his tent, drinking wine and pissing away my 
new-found wealth.” Zurhas let out a low hiss. “He was the worst cheat I’d 
ever seen, but then, he could afford to be. He was the king.” 


Zurhas’ gaze fell to the gambler’s contorted body. He studied it in silence, 
as though seeing it for the first time. 


“By the time we reached the Living City I hadn’t a coin to my name, but I 
was still one of Lamashizzar’s personal guests.” He sighed again. “I 
flattered myself that he and I had become friends. One night, he asked me 
for my help. Asked me, as though he and I were equals. Naturally, I agreed. 
And then the next thing I knew, we were following Arkhan the Black into 
the heart of Nagash’s pyramid. By then, of course, there was no turning 
back.” Zurhas glanced up at Ushoran, his deep-set eyes strangely haunted. 
“We carried Arkhan’s body and Nagash’s tomes back to camp in the dead of 
night. The whole way, I wondered when Lamashizzar would turn his 
dragon-stave on me. But he never did.” 


Ushoran tried to sound sympathetic. “Whatever else, he was still your 
cousin.” And some menial tasks were too delicate to trust to slaves, the 
Lord of Masks thought. 


“T should have refused him,” Zurhas said. “When we returned to Lahmia, I 
should have told the king I wanted no part of his schemes.” He scowled. 
“But what would that have got me? A knife in the back, or poison in my 
cup, most likely. As long as I kept playing the game, there was the chance 
my luck would turn. The king would need me for some important task, and 
I would become someone of value—someone like you, or Lord Ankhat.” 


“Is that what you want, Zurhas?” Ushoran asked. “To be someone of 
import? A person of power and influence?” 


“No chance of that now,” Zurhas replied. “Neferata saw to that.” 
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The Lord of Masks smiled grimly. “What if I were to tell you that the 
queen’s luck had finally turned?” 


Zurhas gave Ushoran a sidelong look. “What do you mean?” 


“Is it not obvious?” Ushoran spread his hands. “The signs are all around us. 
Look how the city has suffered, ever since she became obsessed with that 
fool Alcadizzar. She thinks of no one but herself now and Lahmia has been 
pushed to the edge of revolt. The time is ripe for change.” 


The immortal stared up at Ushoran, his beady eyes bright with fear. “You 
cannot challenge her,” he said. “None of us can. She is too powerful.” 


Ushoran smiled. “Perhaps. But what if we had help?” 
Zurhas frowned. “I don’t understand. What kind of help?” 


“An alliance,” Ushoran said. “With the one being on earth powerful enough 
to tip the scales against Neferata—the Undying King.” 


“Nagash?” Zurhas recoiled from Ushoran, eyes widening in fear. “You 
don’t know what you’re saying!” 


“He lives, Zurhas! How I do not know, but ever since the Battle of Mahrak 
he has been biding his time in the wastelands, gathering his strength!” 
Ushoran pointed to the north. “You felt his presence during the night of the 
Green Witch, the same as the rest of us. Do you deny it?” 


Zurhas reluctantly shook his head. “No,” he replied. 


“For ten years, I have had agents searching the wastes for Nagash’s 
fortress,” Ushoran said. “The cost was enormous, but in the end, I found it.” 
He took a step towards Zurhas, his voice lowering almost to a whisper. “He 
is very near, Zurhas. Just a few weeks’ ride north along the coast. And he is 
preparing for his return to Nehekhara. My agents have seen the smoke from 
his forges. Soon, very soon, his armies will march once more.” 


“What does that have to do with us?” Zurhas protested. “Lahmia was 
neutral during the war.” 


“Up until the moment we betrayed Nagash, you mean,” Ushoran shot back. 
“Do you imagine he has forgotten? No, Lahmia will be the first city to feel 
Nagash’s wrath—unless we reach an accommodation with him first.” 
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“What kind of accommodation?” 


Ushoran smiled. “Simply this. If he helps us depose Neferata and seize 
control of the city, then Lahmia will ally with him in his campaign against 
the rest of Nehekhara.” 


Zurhas frowned, clasping his hands together against his chest. His eyes 
narrowed thoughtfully. “What about Ankhat? He is loyal to the queen.” 


“Ankhat is loyal to whoever holds the crown,” Ushoran replied. “If 
Neferata falls, then he will change sides quickly—or else he will suffer the 
same fate. With Nagash behind us, he won’t stand a chance. Think on that! 
There would be no more need for secrets, no more skulking about in the 
shadows. We would rule the city openly, and the people would worship us 
as gods!” 


Zurhas stared at Ushoran for a moment, his expression growing ever more 
suspicious. “Why tell me any of this?” he asked. 


“Because I can’t do this alone,” Ushoran said. “Someone must go to the 
Undying King and negotiate the alliance. I cannot go, because Neferata 
requires my presence at the temple every night. You, on the other hand, 
could leave the city for weeks at a time, and not raise anyone’s suspicions.” 


On impulse, he reached out and gripped the immortal’s arm. The flesh 
beneath the grimy robe was hard and cold as marble. “Don’t you see? This 
is the moment you have been waiting for, Zurhas. Your luck has finally 
turned. Now the future of the entire city rests in your hands.” 


Zurhas’ gaze fell to his bloodstained palms. After a moment he gave a faint 
smile. “We would share the throne?” he asked. 


The Lord of Masks smiled. “We would discuss matters of state and make 
important decisions jointly, but the crown would be yours alone. I don’t 
care for that kind of attention.” 


Zurhas nodded. Then his smile turned wicked. “You’re taking a great risk,” 
he said. “What is to stop me from making my own deal with Nagash and 
taking everything for myself?” 


Because you haven’t the wit or the nerve, Ushoran thought. Why do you 
think I picked you in the first place? He affected a nervous grin, and tried to 
cover it up with a shrug. 


2950 XRN 


“The advantage is yours. But I make a far better friend than an enemy,” 
Ushoran replied. 


Zurhas laughed—a ghastly, barking sound, like the cry of a jackal—and 
slapped Ushoran on the shoulder. “You’re right, of course,” he said, but the 
wicked gleam never left his beady eyes. “I just wanted to make certain we 
understood one another.” 


“Of course,” Ushoran said. He had already begun laying plans for Zurhas’ 
demise, just as soon as the deal with Nagash had been finalised. 


“When do I leave?” Zurhas asked. 


“As soon as we can manage,” Ushoran replied. Time was growing short. He 
could sense that Neferata’s patience was nearly exhausted. If something 
didn’t happen soon, he would be the one hanging from the torture rack in 
the queen’s audience chamber. “I must draft documents for you to present to 
Nagash, detailing the terms of the alliance. I will provide you with a 
number of trusted agents to serve as your retainers, along with falsified 
letters of transit that will allow you to leave the city.” 


“If Nagash’s fortress lies to the north, why not travel by boat up through the 
straits?” 


Ushoran shook his head. “Too conspicuous. Lord Ankhat has agents of his 
own, and they watch the docks closely. Better to travel overland, with as 
small a group as possible. Your retainers have been well trained; they will 
find you suitable shelter by dawn and guard you during the heat of the day.” 
He gestured at Zurhas’ tattered clothing. “We will also need to find you 
garments suitable for a royal envoy.” 


“Of course,” Zurhas said. His smile widened, revealing a mouthful of 
jagged, discoloured teeth. “We wouldn’t want to give a bad impression.” 


The immortal threw back his head and cackled at the sky. Ushoran smiled, 
masking his contempt. He had to work with the tools at hand, he reminded 
himself. Once the alliance was sealed and Neferata dealt with, there would 
be ample time to dispose of Zurhas. 


The dice had been loaded from the start, and the fool hadn’t suspected a 
thing. 
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The hooting of an owl echoed from the woodland to the south-west of the 
bandit camp. Alcadizzar was awake at once, casting aside his heavy cloak 
and rising silently to his feet. Around him, the dozen tribesmen who’d stood 
the daytime watch slept on, heads resting upon their saddles and hands 
gripping the hilts of their swords. 


Their camp was ten yards inside the tangled forest that stretched along the 
foot of the mountains north of Lahmia’s cramped necropolis. Faisr and the 
rest of the night watch crouched under the shadows just inside the tree line, 
peering warily across the rough ground that stretched in a crescent almost 
half a mile south and west in the direction of the city’s western trade road. 
The Crystal Sea was a cobalt-blue line stretching along the horizon to the 
east. Lahmia’s central hill, ringed with white manors and the towers of the 
royal palace, rose just above the line of broken ridges to the south. A 
mounted party heading north from the city would be hidden from view as 
they passed through these foothills. Faisr and the rest of the bani-al-Hashim 
agreed that it made an ideal spot for an ambush. 


The twin-tailed comet blazed in the sky above the distant city, bathing the 
ridgeline and the rocky ground with pale blue light. His Lybaran tutors had 
spoken of such sights and had voiced many theories as to their purpose in 
the cosmos. Some believed that they were fragments of broken stars, 
careening across the heavens. Others insisted that they were portents of 
occult knowledge; arcane riddles posed by Tahoth, the god of knowledge. 
Whatever the truth about their origins, the celestial philosophers all agreed 
that they were harbingers of conflict. Fire and tumult followed in their 
wake. 


This was the pennon Ophiria had warned him about, all those years ago. 
He’d known it from the first night that Faisr had pointed it out to him, 
weeks before. Alcadizzar had asked the chieftain for a dozen tribesmen and 
had ridden off before first light, racing eastwards as fast as his horse could 
carry him. Two weeks later, Faisr had joined him with another dozen 
warriors, and they had been waiting ever since—for what, Alcadizzar could 
not say. 


Not a single human soul had passed through the foothills since Alcadizzar’s 
arrival. The area was desolate and foreboding, home to packs of jackals that 
stole into the city’s necropolis each night to forage for scraps. The 
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tribesmen had found evidence of hunting trails through the woods when 
they’d first arrived, but the paths were overgrown and hadn’t been used in 
many years. 


The cry of the night owl echoed from the woods again, low and insistent. 
Faisr listened closely as Alcadizzar settled down on his haunches close by. 
“Riders approaching, moving fast,” the white-haired chieftain said. He gave 
Alcadizzar an appraising look. “Is this what you’ve been waiting for?” 


“Tt is,” Alcadizzar replied. “It must be.” He leaned over and tapped one of 
the tribesmen on the shoulder. “Yusuf, go and wake the others.” 


The warrior nodded silently and vanished back into the trees. The rest of the 
night watch went to work stringing their powerful horn bows. Faisr 
loosened his sword in its scabbard and made quick adjustments to his 
raider’s robe, but his eyes never left Alcadizzar. “Ubaid, you know I trust 
you above all others,” he said. “When you asked for a dozen of my best 
men, I gave them to you without question. When you said you were 
bringing them here, of all places, I did not so much as bat an eyelash. But 
perhaps now you could explain to me just what in the frozen hells is going 
on?” 


Alcadizzar’s stomach fell. He’d known this was coming, sooner or later. 
How could he possibly explain more than eighty years of deception? What 
would Faisr do when he realised he’d been lied to all along? 


He sighed. “All will be made clear, chief. Once the arrows have flown and 
the riders are dealt with, I’ll explain everything. You have my word on it.” 


Faisr narrowed his eyes, but gave a reluctant nod. “After, then.” 


The rest of the raiding party came up from camp and settled quickly into 
position. Black-fletched arrows were driven into the sandy soil next to each 
crouching archer. A horse whickered softly a few yards behind them; 
Alcadizzar turned to see half a dozen men mounted and ready, just in case 
any of the riders escaped the initial ambush. The desert warriors were all 
chosen men, each one a veteran of countless raids. They knew their trade as 
well or better than Alcadizzar himself. All he could do was ready his blade 
and wait as the sound of hoof-beats echoed across the broken ground from 
the south. 
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Sound travelled strangely along the foothills. The thunder of hooves 
reverberated through the night air for many minutes before the first riders 
came suddenly into view, rising out of a patch of dead ground a hundred 
yards to the south-east. Alcadizzar counted six men, all clad in dark robes 
and dun-coloured headscarves, riding hard towards the north-west. They 
were travelling in a tight group, paying no mind to the dark woods or the 
concealing terrain surrounding them. They were trading caution for speed, 
clearly thinking that there was nothing to fear this far from the city. 
Alcadizzar glanced at Faisr and bowed his head respectfully. The honour of 
springing the ambush belonged to the chieftain. 


Faisr accepted the honour with a nod and a predatory grin. He gauged the 
riders’ approach and raised his hand. Bowstrings creaked as the archers 
chose their marks. The riders made easy targets, silhouetted by the light of 
moon and comet as they drew closer to the tree line. 


Forty yards. Thirty. Twenty. At just under twenty yards the riders started to 
draw away again as they altered course to skirt the dense forest. Alcadizzar 
clenched his fist. 


“Loose!” Faisr hissed. 


Sixteen bowstrings snapped and sang. Heavy, broad-headed arrows 
flickered through the air, almost too fast for the eye to follow. At such close 
range, every shaft found its mark. Horses screamed and thrashed, hurling 
men from the saddle as they crashed to the ground. One rider struggled to 
his feet, cursing furiously, his left arm hanging limp; a pair of arrows struck 
him in the chest, pitching him onto his face. A second man dragged himself 
free from his dead horse and tried to flee, heading south towards the distant 
necropolis. A single tribesman rose to his feet, arrow drawn back to his 
chin. He tracked the fleeing man for a moment, the razor-edged arrowhead 
drifting fractionally skywards. The bowstring thrummed, and a second later 
the running man seemed to twist in mid-air, clawing at the shaft which had 
sprouted between his shoulderblades. He staggered, gave a strangled cry, 
and then collapsed. 


Faisr waited for a dozen heartbeats, scanning the ambush site for 
movement. Satisfied, he waved his tribesmen forwards. A dozen men put 
aside their bows and rushed forwards, steel in hand. They began to move 
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among the fallen bodies, despatching wounded men and horses with swift, 
efficient blows. 


Alcadizzar let out a long, silent breath. The ambush had gone much better 
than expected. Hopefully, his instincts were correct and he hadn’t just cut 
down half a dozen innocent men. “We will have to search them all,” he said 
to Faisr. “Any detail, however small, could be significant.” 


Faisr folded his arms and scowled. “Significant to whom? Who are these 
people?” 


The moment had come. Alcadizzar could delay no longer. But before he 
could speak, the stillness of the night was shattered with a savage, inhuman 
howl. 


Out on the killing ground, the desert warriors had made their way into the 
midst of the stricken riders. Alcadizzar turned just in time to see a gaunt 
figure rear up from beneath a fallen horse, flinging the dead animal into the 
air as though it were a child’s toy and scattering the three tribesmen who 
had closed in around it. The bluish glow of the comet shone from the 
figure’s chalky skin, lending its long, clawed hands and hairless skull a 
strange, ghostly radiance. It snarled like a maddened beast, jaw gaping 
hungrily, and Alcadizzar felt a chill race down his spine. 


The tribesmen reeled in shock at the sight of the creature—all that is, except 
for Faisr al-Hashim. The sound of his sword rasping from its scabbard 
shook the tribesmen from their stupor. “Slay it!” the chieftain cried. “In the 
name of the Hungry God, strike the creature down!” 


The bani-al-Hashim surged forwards at Faisr’s command, shouting war 
cries and brandishing their swords. They rushed at the monster from all 
sides. Blades flashed, slashing at its neck and chest, but the creature wove 
like a viper between the blows, dodging them with hideous ease. Pale hands 
lashed out with unnatural speed; where they struck, armour ruptured, bone 
shattered and organs burst. Men crumpled, coughing blood, or their broken 
bodies were flung backwards like chaff in a rising wind. 


Six men died in the blink of an eye. The surviving tribesmen faltered, 
stunned by the ferocity of the creature. A bowstring sang, then another. The 
blood-spattered figure spun out of the path of the first arrow, but the second 
took it high in the right hip. It staggered for a moment, spitting curses, and 
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then two more arrows punched into its shoulder and chest. A fourth shaft 
transfixed the creature’s throat, the broad arrowhead bursting from the back 
of its pale neck in a spray of thick ichor. The tribesmen let out a yell of 
triumph—but their hope was short-lived. With a gurgling growl, the 
monster seized the arrow with one clawed hand and ripped it free. 


More arrows hissed through the air. Spitting ichor, the creature dodged first 
one, then another, but the next one punched through its left thigh. It snapped 
the shaft in two with a sweep of one hand and then suddenly turned and ran, 
heading south towards the city necropolis. 


“A horse!” Alcadizzar cried. The monster was already well out of bowshot, 
racing over the broken ground faster than the swiftest mortal could manage. 
A tribesman dashed from the woods, leading Alcadizzar’s horse by the 
reins; with a loud cry, he leapt into the saddle and dashed off after the 
monster at a furious gallop. 


He couldn’t let the thing reach the necropolis. Once it got in among the 
close-set mausoleums, there would be no way to find it. Alcadizzar spurred 
his mount onwards, riding hard over the broken ground. 


At first, the distance shrank quickly, until the pale-skinned creature was 
little more than a dozen yards away. But the ridgeline was coming up fast 
and the horse was struggling to clear the rough terrain. No matter how he 
tried, Alcadizzar could not close the gap any further. 


And then, with a wild laugh, Faisr came racing past him, his lean desert 
horse gliding like a ghost over the rocks. The chieftain held a short, barbed 
javelin in his upraised hand; as the creature started to ascend the ridge just 
ahead, Faisr charged to within a dozen paces of the thing and let fly. The 
missile sped like a thunderbolt and struck the monster in the back, just 
below the left shoulderblade. It let out a despairing wail and fell forwards, 
sliding face-first back down the steep slope. 


Faisr was already standing over the creature’s body when Alcadizzar reined 
in at the base of the ridge. He leapt from the saddle, sword ready, but it was 
clear that the monster was finished; the chieftain’s javelin had taken it 
through the heart. Faisr glanced up and smiled ruefully as Alcadizzar 
approached. 
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“T despair of ever making a proper horseman out of you, Ubaid,” he said. 
Gripping the shaft of the javelin, he used it as a lever to roll the creature 
onto its side. “What in the name of the Hungry God is this thing?” 


Alcadizzar approached the monster warily, his mind drifting back to that 
blood-soaked night in Neferata’s bedchamber. “A servant of Neferata,” he 
said. “A man, transformed by black arts into a blood-drinking beast.” 


The prince raised his sword. The heavy blade flashed down, severing the 
fiend’s head with a single stroke. Surprisingly, the creature’s body spasmed 
beneath the blow, as though some shred of vitality still lurked in its limbs. It 
trembled spastically for a moment and then finally went still. 


Summoning up his courage, Alcadizzar bent and retrieved the monster’s 
severed head. Here was the proof he’d been seeking for almost a century. At 
long last, the fate of Lahmia’s secret rulers was sealed. 


Faisr studied Alcadizzar’s grisly trophy. “It’s done,” he said. “The arrows 
have flown; six of our brothers lie dead upon the sand. Now you owe me an 
explanation.” 


The prince stared up at the starry sky. The twin-tailed comet seemed to 
ripple just overhead, like a battle-pennon. Alcadizzar offered up a silent 
thanks to Ophiria, then drew a deep breath and met the chieftain’s eye. 


“The first thing you must know,” he said, “is that my name is not Ubaid.” 
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NINETEEN 
Crook and Sceptre 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


Within a week of Alcadizzar’s ambush, a band of Faisr’s best riders spurred 
their mounts and headed southwards, bearing grim tidings for the King of 
Rasetra. The tribesmen bore not just the head of the foul thing they’d slain 
outside Lahmia, but also several scroll cases that had been found amid the 
creature’s possessions. The letters within revealed a danger altogether more 
terrible and far-reaching than the cabal of blood-drinkers inside Lahmia. 
Nagash the Usurper, Tyrant of Khemri, still walked the earth, some five 
hundred years after his defeat at the Battle of Mahrak. It appeared that 
Neferata’s hidden court had somehow learned of the necromancer’s 
existence and sought an alliance with him against the other great cities. 
Along with the horrifying evidence, Alcadizzar included a letter of his own, 
meant to be copied and circulated throughout the land, exhorting the royal 
houses to marshal their armies and cleanse the land of Lahmia’s evil once 
and for all. 


Alcadizzar’s younger brother, Asar, now an old and powerful king in his 
own right, sent emissaries with copies of the letters to every corner of the 
land. Rasetra called upon a vast and complex framework of secret treaties, 
some many decades in the making, compelling the Nehekharan kings to 
march eastwards and assemble upon the Golden Plain without delay. When 
the news from Lahmia was made known, not a single ruler dared to renege 
on his or her obligations. To do so would have cast their lot with the 
Lahmians, which would have invited certain destruction from the other 
great cities. 


Six months after the stolen letters left Alcadizzar’s hands, the armies began 
to move. The terms of Rasetra’s treaties indicated not only when each host 
was to start their march, but also which roads and how many supplies they 
would be required to carry with them. Each movement was part of a vast 
and complicated schedule devised by Alcadizzar, Asar, and the veteran 
warlords of Rasetra, designed so that each element of the coalition would 
arrive upon the plain at more or less the same time. Facing the possibility of 
trade penalties if they failed to meet their time of march, the great cities 
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wasted little time in preparing their hosts for war. The Rasetrans, it 
appeared, had learned a great deal from the financial warfare of the 
Lahmians, some four centuries earlier. 


By the end of the year the armies began to gather upon the great plain. The 
first was the host of Rasetra, led by Asar’s heir, Prince Heru. Ten thousand 
of the city’s vaunted heavy infantry, plus two thousand swift war-chariots 
drawn by lean jungle lizards. Next came the scholar-warriors of Lybaras, 
whose fearsome siege engines would be pitted against Lahmia’s walls; their 
train included a dozen huge catapults, eight ballistae and four armoured 
fire-throwers, all drawn by teams of surly, groaning oxen. They were met at 
the centre of the plain by a surprising sight—the assembled warriors of all 
the desert tribes, some eight thousand of the finest light cavalry in the land, 
clad in bumished armour and billowing silk robes. The sons of the distant 
sands welcomed Prince Heru and the Lybaran king, Ahmenefret, with gifts 
of gold, perfumed oils and wine, and directed the tired warriors to 
campsites that had been prepared for them along the dusty trade road. 


Two days later, just as the sun was setting and the chill of the winter 
evening was settling on the sprawling camp, came the clarion call of 
trumpets and the ringing of silver bells. Chanting and singing to Neru, 
goddess of the moon, there appeared from the gloom some five thousand 
priestly warriors from the once-great city of Mahrak. The Hurusanni, or 
Devoted, as they were called, patterned their weapons and training on the 
legendary Ushabti of ancient times. This was the first time the order had 
marched to war since its founding, some two hundred years past, and they 
greeted the camp with joyous shouts, eager to come to grips with the evil 
things that lurked in nearby Lahmia. The shaven-headed youths took their 
place alongside the road and spent the rest of the evening in meditation and 
prayer. 


Hours later, as Neru shone high above the camp, the warriors of the three 
armies awoke to the rumble of marching feet bearing down upon them out 
of the darkness to the west. Men shrugged on their armour and reached for 
their weapons; desert tribesmen went galloping from the camp into the 
night, their expressions tense. Veterans and novices alike shared uneasy 
glances as the tramp of armoured feet grew louder. The warrior-priests of 
Mahrak began intoning prayers of abjuration, meant to hold the hungry 
spirits of the wasteland at bay. Then they saw them; white figures, marching 
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in silence down the road, their lacquered armour glimmering in the 
moonlight. Their helms were fashioned in the shape of jackals’ heads, the 
sacred visage of Djaf, god of the dead. They were the fabled Tomb Guard of 
Quatar: five thousand heavy infantry, led by their king, Nebunefre, Lord of 
the Tombs. 


After the arrival of the warriors of Quatar, the armies settled in to watch the 
trade road and wait for the rest of the western armies to arrive. Over the 
next few days a pair of small caravans were spotted, laden with goods for 
markets in Lybaras and Mahrak. The Lahmian merchants and their wares 
were seized at once and all the useful items were distributed amongst the 
three armies. 


At the end of the week, long ribbons of dust were spotted off to the west. 
Two days later, columns of proud Numasi cavalry, ten thousand strong, 
came trotting into the camp, led by their queen Omorose. The desert 
warriors paced alongside the cavalry on both sides of the road, prancing and 
pirouetting their smaller, nimbler mounts, and shouting good-natured 
challenges to the dour horse soldiers. Behind them, marching to the thunder 
of heavy kettledrums, came the warriors of Ka-Sabar’s Iron Legion; fifteen 
thousand heavily-armoured spearmen and four thousand archers, their 
sweaty faces caked with ochre dust stirred by the columns of Numasi 
cavalry. Their king, Aten-sefu, marched in the front rank with the rest of his 
travel-stained warriors, his armour virtually indistinguishable from that of 
his men. 


The next day—a full week ahead of schedule—came the host of Zandri. 
Two thousand archers, four thousand spearmen and another five thousand 
pale-skinned northern mercenaries, all brought by barge up the River Vitae 
as far as the north-west edge of the Golden Plain, then marched overland 
through rough country to the armies’ marshalling point. Their king, Rakh- 
an-atum, brought with him rich gifts of gold and silver for the gathered 
kings and a necklace of fine pearls for Queen Omorose—a not-so-subtle 
display of the city’s burgeoning wealth and potential influence. 


Within the space of seven days, a force of more than sixty thousand 
warriors had been assembled from six widely separated cities—a feat of 
planning and coordination unparalleled in Nehekharan history. Only 
Khemri was yet to be accounted for, and several of the kings—Rakh-an- 
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atum in particular—doubted that their contribution would amount to much, 
if anything. The once-great city was still not much more than a Rasetran 
colony, administered by generations of viziers over the last four hundred 
years. The process of reconstruction had been long and difficult and was 
still far from complete, thanks in no small part to meddling on the part of 
Zandri and Numas themselves. 


Yet at dawn on the day of Khemri’s expected arrival, a fanfare of brass 
horns roused the warriors from their slumber, followed by the surf-like 
sound of cheers echoing down the western trade road. Dazed soldiers 
stumbled out into the cold morning air to behold a joyous and colourful 
procession of two hundred chariots rolling into camp, each one manned by 
the lord of one of Khemri’s noble houses. The noble lords and their 
retainers were not armed and armoured for war, but instead were clad in 
their finest feast garments. As they rolled by, they tossed handfuls of coins 
to the dumbfounded soldiers, laughing and chanting “Alcadizzar! 
Alcadizzar!” at the top of their lungs. 


Behind the chariots came columns of javelin-wielding light infantry, clad in 
pristine white tunics and polished leather armour, followed by rank upon 
rank of spearmen. Six thousand infantry all told, plus another two thousand 
slave auxiliaries armed with slings and short swords. A meagre showing by 
military standards, but the warriors of Khemri marched with their heads 
held high, cheering Alcadizzar’s name. They were followed by a parade of 
wagons larger than any trader’s caravan, each one painted in bright, 
celebratory colours and laden with wine and gifts. On this day of days, the 
people of the Living City were determined not to make a poor showing 
before the other cities. They had spared no expense, held nothing back, for 
this was the moment they had been waiting for since the birth of King Aten- 
heru’s eldest son, a hundred and fifty years ago. 


Khemri would have a king once more. 


Ever since he was a child, Alcadizzar had dreamed of the day he would 
become king. He had pictured sundrenched streets lined with cheering 
throngs, scattered with glittering coins and offerings of fragrant oils and a 
solemn ceremony in the ancient palace built by Settra himself, surrounded 
by friends and noble allies. There would be feasting and celebrating for a 
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week afterwards; the people of the city would come and pay their respects 
each day, laying gifts at his feet and praising his name. Princesses of distant 
cities would make his acquaintance each evening, plying him with their 
charms and vying to become his queen. 


“Hold still, great one,” the priest said, gripping his chin firmly and shaking 
Alcadizzar from his reverie. A fingertip, covered in thick, black kohl, was 
inching towards his left eye. “You may wish to cast your gaze upwards for 
just a moment.” 


Alcadizzar swallowed quickly and looked up just in time. The kohl was 
warm and gritty and smelled of charcoal. It felt as though the priest was 
slowly and mercilessly grinding it into his lower eyelid. He clenched his 
teeth and forced himself to remain still, holding his arms stiffly out to his 
sides while another pair of priests fussed with the starched, knee-length kilt 
that had been wrapped tightly about his hips. He hadn’t taken a single step 
since putting it on and it was already starting to chafe. 


The air within the tent was near to stifling and redolent with the scent of 
horse manure, cooking grease and thousands of unwashed bodies. A small 
group of slaves bustled about, eyes downcast and scalps glistening with 
sweat, packing chests, rolling up rugs and taking away empty chairs to be 
loaded with the rest of the army’s baggage. Faisr and Prince Heru were 
forced to stand in one corner of the tent, poring over a map rolled out on the 
last remaining table. Outside, the air shook with shouted orders, the creak of 
axles and the complaining bellows of oxen as the vast army continued the 
process of breaking camp. The timetable for the march to Lahmia would not 
be denied, regardless of the petty needs of aspiring kings. 


“So long as the weather holds—and there’s no reason to suspect it won’t— 
the vanguard of the army should reach the Lahmian watch-forts at the 
eastern edge of the plain in just over three weeks,” Prince Heru said. “How 
close can we get before we risk running into mounted patrols covering the 
trade road?” 


Faisr chuckled. “We’ve spent the last year discouraging the Lahmians from 
leaving the forts at all,” he said. “If you march the last thirty miles by night, 
they’ll never see you coming.” 
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Heru glanced up at Faisr. “You’re certain? Because the whole campaign 
hinges on seizing the eastern pass,” the Rasetran said. “If the Lahmians get 
warning that we’re on the way, they could rush a few thousand men into the 
gap and hold it against ten times their number.” 


“Trust Faisr,” Alcadizzar interjected. He tried to nod reassuringly at the 
desert chieftain, but the priest still had his chin in a vice grip. “The tribes 
know the Golden Plain better than anyone and they’ve made certain that 
Lahmia has no idea we’re coming. They’ve intercepted every message sent 
by Neferata’s agents since the armies began to march, and ambushed every 
patrol the Lahmians have tried to send down the trade road. We owe them a 
great debt for all they’ve done so far.” 


Faisr accepted the praise with a grave nod of the head. The last ten months 
had been a tumultuous period for the chieftain and for the desert tribes in 
general. Alcadizzar’s revelations in the wake of the ambush outside Lahmia 
had thrown the tribes into chaos. Faisr himself had been furious over 
Alcadizzar’s long years of deception and when the truth became more 
widely known, several ambitious chieftains tried to paint Faisr as complicit 
in the prince’s deception. But Ophiria intervened, revealing her oath to 
Alcadizzar and declaring the prince to be the fulfilment of Settra’s 
prophecy. 


After that, the political manoeuvring began in deadly earnest. The chieftains 
had heard the news about Neferata and the discovery about Nagash, and 
knew that the winds of war would soon begin to blow. The tribes had to 
unite under a single leader, as they hadn’t done since the death of Shahid 
ben Alcazzar, the last Prince of Bhagar. A gathering was called, up in the 
mountains along the northern edge of the plain, and the chieftains met in 
Ophiria’s tent to press their claim. The competition was fierce, but the 
outcome was never really in doubt. Seven days later, the Daughter of the 
Sands appeared and declared to the tribes that Faisr al-Hashim had been 
acclaimed Prince Faisal, first among the chieftains of the bani-al-Khsar. 
Faisr had accepted the title with uncharacteristic humility and grace, 
quickly winning over all but the bitterest of his rivals, and had worked 
tirelessly ever since to prepare his people for what was to come. 


Over time, Faisr had forgiven Alcadizzar for his deceptions, but it had 
created a rift between them that had never truly healed. At Alcadizzar’s 
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insistence, the chieftain was among his closest advisors, but otherwise they 
saw little of one another. Of all the sacrifices he’d been called upon to make 
in his life, losing Faisr’s friendship and respect had pained the prince most 
of all. 


“On the night before the vanguard arrives, my warriors will seize the forts,” 
Faisr continued. “The two forts covering the pass we will hold onto; the rest 
we’ll burn. Then your troops can carry on through the pass and secure the 
far side.” 


Heru gave the chieftain an appraising look, then shrugged. “Then, all else 
being equal, we’ll be outside the walls of Lahmia in twenty-three days. 
What do we know about the state of the Lahmian army at this stage?” 


Gold bracelets were being slipped onto Alcadizzar’s wrists and a belt of 
heavy gold links was drawn around his hips. The priest had gotten some of 
the kohl in his eye, and it was starting to burn. 


“We outnumber them, that’s for certain,” he said through gritted teeth. “And 
the quality of their troops is poor, to say the least. They might be counted 
on to hold the city walls for a time, but once the Lybarans have made a 
breach, they won’t be able to hold us.” Finally, the priest finished with the 
kohl, and Alcadizzar turned his head away with a sigh. 


“What about the dragon powder?” Heru asked. 


“The Lahmians haven’t raised any companies of Dragon Men since the last 
war,” Alcadizzar said. “That tells me they don’t have any dragon powder 
left.” He gave Faisr a knowing look. “It’s Neferata and her ilk we need to be 
concerned about.” 


Heru grimaced. He’d seen the severed head of the monster first-hand. “And 
how many of those creatures are there?” 


Alcadizzar belatedly realised that the priests had stepped back and were 
surveying their handiwork. With a scowl, he lowered his arms. 


“Honestly, I don’t know,” he told Heru. “Not many, else they couldn’t have 
remained secret for so long. If we’re lucky, there are no more than a handful 
of them. Even so, there’s no telling how much harm they could do us if 
we’re not careful.” 
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The tent flap drew aside once more. A nervous-looking priest entered. “It is 
nearly time,” he announced. 


“Prince Alcadizzar is ready,” the senior priest replied. 


Alcadizzar glanced down at his bare chest and arms. “I feel naked,” he 
muttered. 


Heru laughed. “It’s traditional,” he replied. “And likely more comfortable in 
Khemri, which sits at the edge of the Great Desert.” 


Faisr let out a snort. “No desert dweller with an ounce of sense would be 
caught in public dressed like that. He looks like an overgrown babe.” 


They all shared a chuckle at that. The priests shifted about nervously. Heru 
noted their discomfort and waved Alcadizzar towards the tent flap. “Lead 
on, uncle,” he said. “The sooner the ceremony is done, the sooner you can 
put your robes back on.” 


A priest rushed forwards to draw the tent flap aside, admitting a brief gust 
of dusty air. Alcadizzar stepped out into the confusing swirl of an army 
preparing to march. Men dashed about purposefully in every direction. 
Some carried chests, or clay jars, their brows sheened with sweat; others 
marched in tight groups, turned out smartly in full armour and clutching 
their weapons tightly. Still others stumbled bewilderedly down the trade 
road, half-wearing their wargear and clutching the rest against their chests, 
searching vainly for their parent units. Voices laughed and cursed, bawled 
orders or cried out in confusion. A pall of dust hung over everything, 
churned up by thousands of shuffling feet. No one paid the least attention to 
Alcadizzar and his retinue. He glanced around bemusedly, fighting the 
sudden urge to sneeze. 


“This way, great one.” The senior priest hurried up beside Alcadizzar and 
indicated a narrow lane running south between rows of campaign tents. 
Feeling a bit like a farmer’s prized ox, he allowed himself to be herded 
along by the holy men. Heru and Faisr fell into step to either side of him. 


The young prince cast a sidelong glance at his uncle and smiled ruefully. 
“Not quite what you expected,” he said. 


Alcadizzar grimaced. “There are a few things missing, I admit. A city, for 
example. Cheering throngs. A procession of chariots.” He frowned at the 
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priests. “You’d think we could have managed the chariots, at least.” 


“We needed them more in the vanguard.” Heru chuckled. “I suppose we 
could round up some spear companies and order them to cheer for you, if 
that would make you feel better.” 


“How about a company of dancing girls? Do we have any of those in the 
army?” 


Heru arched his eyebrows in mock disdain. “Who do you think we are, a 
bunch of decadent Lahmians?” The Rasetran shrugged. “Look, it could be 
worse. I managed to talk the priests into dispensing with the formal 
ceremony, at least. Otherwise we’d still be at this by sunset.” 


To Alcadizzar’s surprise, Faisr glowered at the priests and grunted in 
agreement. “Not the best way to begin one’s rule, perhaps, but a necessary 
one,” he said. “The army must have a clear leader, and the other kings 
won’t accept the authority of a mere prince, no matter who he may be.” 


“Look at all the trouble ’ve had from Zandri and Numas already,” Heru 
added. “They’ve complained about everything from their place in the order 
of march, to the number of wagons allocated for their baggage. Imagine 
what they’Il be like when we’re camped outside Lahmia.” 


Alcadizzar raised his hands in surrender. “I know, I know,” he replied. He’d 
expected Rakh-an-atum and Omorose to try and assert their authority at 
every step. The last thing they wanted was to see Khemri regain its former 
power, so they would try to undercut him in any way they could. It wasn’t 
enough to focus on the immediate problems of the campaign; if he wanted 
to succeed, he had to begin anticipating the challenges that would arise in 
the months and years to come. Not for the first time, Alcadizzar offered a 
silent prayer of thanks to the spirit of his long-dead tutor Jabari. 


The priests led him to the far end of the lane. Beyond the last cluster of 
tents stretched a wide field of trampled earth, dimpled by horse hooves and 
rutted by wagon tracks. The sun was almost directly overhead, causing the 
shifting curtains of dust to shimmer as they drifted across the open ground. 
Beyond, wavering like some desert mirage, was the sight of a gleaming 
white pavilion, surrounded by a silent, watchful crowd of perhaps a hundred 
people. 
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The senior priest waved the procession to a halt and gauged the position of 
the sun with a practiced eye. “A bit slower now, great one,” he said, smiling 
in satisfaction. He clapped his hands, and the rest of the priestly retinue 
swiftly formed ranks to left and right of Faisr and Heru. When they were in 
position, the holy man raised his hands to the sun and across the field came 
a ragged cheer, punctuated by the clash of cymbals and silver bells. The 
senior priests nodded gravely and set off towards the waiting pavilion at a 
steady, measured pace. 


Alcadizzar’s mind was a riot of conflicting thoughts and emotions. He 
ought to be happy, he thought. The moment he’d been preparing for his 
entire life was unfolding before his eyes. But all he could think about were 
the thousand and one tasks that needed tending to between here and 
Lahmia. As hard as he tried to savour the moment, he found it almost 
impossible to focus. 


They’d crossed nearly half the field in tense silence, squinting through the 
shifting dust, when Heru abruptly spoke. “So, have you given any thought 
to a wife?” 


Alcadizzar blinked, shaken from his reverie. “First this, and now you’re 
trying to get me married, as well?” 


Heru chuckled. “Just trying to make conversation,” he said. “Traditionally, 
you’d be marrying a daughter of Lahmia, you know.” 


“Really?” Alcadizzar replied archly. “My Lahmian tutors never once 
mentioned that.” 


Heru let out a snort. “Point being, that’s one tradition likely to go by the 
wayside. Unless you still intend to respect Khemri’s ancient ties to Lahmia 
after you’ve torn it stone from stone.” 


“Doesn’t seem much point, when you put it that way,” Alcadizzar said 
dryly. 

“Exactly,” Heru replied. “Father wants you to choose someone from 
Rasetra, of course. Strengthen the ties between east and west, that sort of 


thing. Or you could choose someone from Zandri or Numas. That would 
certainly roil the pot.” 


“T’d rather marry for love than political gain.” 
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“Very funny, uncle.” 


Alcadizzar sighed. “If you must know,” he said, glancing sidelong at Faisr, 
“T’d planned on marrying a woman of the desert tribes.” 


Heru’s eyes widened. “Ah,” he said diplomatically. Instead, it was Faisr 
who blurted the obvious question. 


“Why would you do such a thing?” 


There was an edge to Faisr’s voice, as though the chieftain half-believed he 
was being mocked. 


Alcadizzar looked his old friend in the eye. “Because they are my people,” 
he said. “Bound by ties of blood and honour. Those are the bonds that 
matter most to me.” 


The answer surprised Faisr. “Well,” he began, momentarily at a loss for 
words. “I... suppose such a thing is possible. But she would have to be very 
desperate indeed to settle for such an abysmal horseman.” 


“Surely not desperate,” Heru protested, but his eyes glittered wickedly. 
“Maybe just... slow of mind.” 


Faisr scratched at his bearded chin thoughtfully. “There is a woman of the 
bani-al-Shawat who was kicked in the head by a horse...” 


Ahead of the nobles, the senior priest came to a sudden halt. They were 
only twenty yards or so from the pavilion now, close enough for Alcadizzar 
to see the expressions of the Khemrians who had gathered to witness his 
ascension. They ranged from richly clad nobles to common soldiers, 
standing shoulder-to-shoulder to welcome their new king. Many wept 
openly, beaming with pride as they chanted ancient songs of blessing to 
Ptra, father of the gods and patron of their city. 


From the midst of the chanting crowd emerged a tall figure clad in robes of 
white and gleaming cloth of gold. Sunlight blazed from the golden mantle 
set about his shoulders and the head of the tall staff clutched in his right 
hand. Atop the staff was a great golden orb, borne on the shoulders of four 
rearing sphinxes—the seal of Ptra, the Great Father himself. It caught the 
light of the noonday sun and shone so brightly that it was almost painful to 
look upon. Shepsu-amun, the Grand Hierophant of Ptra, left the crowd and 
went to join the waiting procession. He bowed to the senior priest, who 
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returned the gesture and swiftly stepped aside. The hierophant took the 
priest’s place at the head of the procession, smiling briefly at Alcadizzar 
before turning back to the pavilion. 


The cheering crowd suddenly fell silent. Behind Alcadizzar, the noise of the 
army camp had faded to a dull roar. He was suddenly aware of the heat of 
the sun on his scalp and the caress of the dusty breeze across his shoulders 
and face. 


At some unseen signal, the crowd around the pavilion parted to the left and 
right, revealing a stocky, middle-aged man, clad in robes of samite and 
bearing the gold circlet of the Living City’s Grand Vizier. His name was 
Inofre, the latest in a long line of regents who had rebuilt Khemri from 
nothing while Alcadizzar had lived as a hostage in Lahmia. Hands clasped 
at his waist, he cried out in a clear, powerful voice. “Hearken! The people 
of the city cry out for succour from the blazing sands and the evils of the 
night! They gather before the throne to receive the wisdom of the gods, but 
it lies empty! Where is the great king?” 


The crowd raised their hands to the sky, taking up their part in the ancient 
rite. “Great god of the sun, where is our king?” 


Shepsu-amun raised the blazing staff of Ptra and answered. “The young 
king, Thutep, has gone into the dusk and resides with the spirit of his 
ancestors, until the day when the sons of Man cast off the bonds of death.” 


“Who, then, will lead us?” Inofre replied. “The enemies of the city gather 
about us even now. Has the Great Father forsaken us?” 


At this, the hierophant threw back his shoulders and laughed. It was a rich, 
joyous sound, a bright counterpoint to the solemn rite. “Fear not, people of 
the city, for Ptra hears you! He has sent a man of honour and courage to 
lead you through the dark times to come.” 


“Who is this man?” Inofre asked. 


“Alcadizzar!” Shepsu-amun declared proudly. “A prince of royal blood, son 
of Aten-heru, King of Rasetra.” 


“Alcadizzar!” shouted the crowd. “Alcadizzar!” 


Inofre beckoned. “Then let him come forth, to receive the instruments of 
rulership and accept the accolades of his people!” 
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The hierophant nodded and approached the white pavilion at a slow, stately 
pace. Alcadizzar followed behind, his heart fluttering in his chest. It was as 
though a great weight was settling about his shoulders—the mantle of 
history, stretching back to the time of Settra himself. He could feel the 
stares of the assembled crowd as he passed by. Inofre had cautioned him to 
keep his gaze fixed straight ahead, but he couldn’t help but look from side 
to side, meeting the eyes of the people around him. My people, he thought. 
The thought was surreal, after so many years living alone among the tribes. 


Suddenly, Shepsu-amun stepped to Alcadizzar’s left and the prince found 
himself standing before an ancient throne of dark, polished wood. The 
throne of Khemri, a relic of ancient times recovered from the Usurper’s 
camp at the Battle of Mahrak by the Rasetrans and returned to the Living 
City centuries later. Upon its surface rested the ceremonial instruments of 
ruler-ship—a miniature shepherd’s crook, wrought in pure gold, and a 
gleaming sceptre surmounted by a golden sun-disc. 


Alcadizzar took a deep breath and reached for the sceptre. The shaft was 
warm to the touch and fitted easily into his palm. Next he took up the crook, 
crossing the two objects over his heart. Then, moving as though in a dream, 
he took his seat upon Settra’s great throne. As he did, the hierophant turned 
to the crowd. 


“The king has come! People of Khemri, look upon Ptra’s chosen one and 
rejoice!” 


Raucous cheers rose into the air. Seated upon the throne, Alcadizzar could 
see past the small crowd and back across the field where the great army was 
breaking camp. The sight called to him in a way that no throne ever could. 


Alcadizzar rose to his feet. The Grand Vizier bowed once again. “What is 
your will, great one?” he asked. 


The king unceremoniously pressed crook and sceptre into Inofre’s hands. 
There were many hours of hard riding ahead before the army would camp 
for the night, and then many hours more going over details of the attack on 
the city with Heru and his fellow rulers. If he was lucky, his coronation 
feast would consist of a bit of unleavened bread and a cup of watered wine. 
The thought made him smile. 
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“Bring me my horse... and a proper set of clothes,” the king said. “There’s 
work to be done.” 
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TWENTY 
A Storm from the West 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


The fires could be seen from the western quarters of the city; a shifting 
curtain of dull, orange light dancing along the tops of the hills that bordered 
the eastern edge of the Golden Plain. Families ventured furtively out onto 
their rooftops, or, daring greatly, gathered in the rubbish-strewn market 
squares to wonder at the sight. Most believed that the scrubland on the far 
side of the hills had caught fire; the previous summer had been an 
unseasonably dry one and the woodland was little more than tinder. Others, 
however—mostly wide-eyed vagrants, but not a few priests as well—saw 
an otherworldly significance in the baleful light. They warned the crowds 
that the wickedness at the heart of the city had grown so great that the gods 
had chosen to return and mete judgement upon Lahmia. The fire would 
build like a great wave behind the hills, until it finally overtopped them and 
came crashing down on the city, scorching it from the face of the earth. 
Grim-faced men of the City Guard did their best to silence the fearmongers, 
but the best they could do was slow the spread of hysteria. By midnight 
there were mobs converging on the temple district and riots were sweeping 
through the Travellers’ Quarter. 


This time, the hysteria was justified. The madmen were closer to the truth 
than anyone—except Ushoran, and a handful of others, mortal and 
immortal—suspected. 


The Lord of Masks wiped the last of his tools clean and slid them clumsily 
into their loops on the wide leather wallet. Behind him, his evening’s 
entertainment gave one final spasm against his restraints and then expired, 
his death-rattle echoing in the chilly confines of the cellar. Ushoran bared 
his teeth at the sound, his anger at the waste of such exceptional flesh 
momentarily eclipsing the panic that churned in his guts. 


Now he knew why he hadn’t heard anything from his agents in the west for 
nearly a year. It was possible that the great cities had finally grown tired of 
paying their yearly tribute to Lahmia; Ushoran had known all along that, 
sooner or later, revolt was inevitable. It was the timing that disturbed him. 


2972 XRN 


What could have possibly forced the great cities to put aside their 
differences now, after hundreds of years of rivalry? He could think of only 
one thing. 


Ushoran hadn’t heard from Zurhas since the immortal had left the city a 
year ago. Something had gone very, very wrong. 


Footfalls thumped hurriedly across the floors of the house as his thralls 
gathered his personal effects together. He’d had a plan for escaping the city 
for the last several years, against the day that Neferata’s patience would 
finally run out. There were forged letters of transit in a bag upstairs that 
would get him onto a boat in the harbour or pass him through the city gates; 
he hadn’t yet made up his mind which course he would choose. Escaping to 
the east would put him well beyond Neferata’s grasp, but his future in one 
of the Silk Land’s coastal trade cities was uncertain at best. Conversely, he 
would prosper more easily in one of the other Nehekharan cities, but only if 
he could slip past the armies that were even now only a few hours from the 
city walls. He could do it alone, of that he was certain, but that would mean 
leaving his thralls and nearly all of his other possessions behind. 


Ushoran carefully rolled the wallet into a tight cylinder and bound it closed 
with a braided cord of human hair. The Lord of Masks stroked the stained 
leather protectively. He could start anew in some other place. He could be 
anyone he wanted to be. All he needed were his tools. The rest he could do 
without. 


West it was, then. If he moved quickly, he and his thralls could slip through 
the city’s west gate, then turn northwards just as Zurhas had done. From 
there, they could take refuge in the city’s necropolis, scouting a safe path 
through the enemy patrols that would take them into the wooded hills to the 
north-west. He knew of narrow game paths that would take him onto the 
Golden Plain, far north of the trade road. If he encountered any trouble 
along the way, he could abandon the thralls to their fate and make his 
escape. 


Upstairs, the footfalls had gone silent. All was in readiness. Clutching his 
tools against his chest, the Lord of Masks raced up the mud-brick stairs to 
the house’s ground floor. The quicker he was beyond the city walls, the 
better. 
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When he’d purchased the house, decades ago, the cellar stairs had been 
accessible through an archway at the rear of the building. Since then, he’d 
had the entrance hidden behind a cunningly wrought disguised door. 
Ushoran pressed the door’s latch with the tip of a claw and pushed it wide. 
Beyond was a large storeroom, piled with an assortment of wooden boxes 
and empty clay jars—placed there to contribute to the illusion that real 
people actually lived in the building. An archway opposite opened onto a 
short corridor that led to the house’s gathering room. His mind buzzing with 
the myriad details of his escape plan, Ushoran hurried to join his thralls. 


He did not note the stink of spilled blood at first. His nose was deadened to 
the scent after the evening’s entertainments. It was only when he emerged 
into the gathering room and stepped into a wide, tacky pool of gore that 
Ushoran realised the house had, in the space of a few heartbeats, been 
transformed into an abattoir. 


The bodies of his thralls were scattered about the room. It looked like a 
battlefield: heads split, limbs severed, torsos slashed and entrails spilled 
across the floor. Blood painted the white walls in looping streaks and 
explosive spatters. Gore was splashed across the ordered rows of leather 
packs and saddlebags that had been set beside the door. 


Ushoran froze, momentarily stunned by the suddenness and ferocity of the 
assault. A slight movement to his left caught the immortal’s eye. 


Ankhat sat at the gathering room’s crude wooden table, idly tracing shapes 
with a fingertip through the spots of blood pooled across its rough surface. 
A red-stained iron sword lay on the table next to him, within easy reach. 


The immortal fixed Ushoran with a steady, implacable stare. “You have 
some explaining to do, my lord.” 


Ushoran bared his teeth in a silent snarl, like an animal at bay. Mind reeling, 
he tried to compose himself, only to realise with an icy shock that he wasn’t 
cloaked in his customary disguise. Ankhat could see him for what he really 
was, and showed not the slightest surprise. 


“What is the meaning of this?” hissed the Lord of Masks. 


Ankhat leaned forwards in his chair. “Now that,” he said, “is a very 
interesting question, considering the circumstances.” 
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Ushoran grew very still. His hands slowly closed into fists. How much did 
Ankhat know? The noble was swift and deadly with a blade, but Ushoran 
knew he was far stronger. Could he kill Ankhat? Possibly. 


“How did you find me?” Ushoran said. He edged towards the table a 
fraction of a step. 


Ankhat did not answer. Instead, Neferata’s icy voice spoke from the 
darkness beyond the door. 


“We have known about your secrets for quite some time,” she said, gliding 
like a pallid wraith into the blood-streaked room. Her retinue of maidens 
followed in her wake, fanged mouths gaping hungrily at the scent of so 
much carnage. 


Neferata stalked towards Ushoran, her tattered robes swaying hypnotically 
with every languid step. Her eyes were pools of darkness, empty of human 
feeling. 


“While your agents watched the kings of the great cities, Ankhat’s agents 
were watching you,” Neferata continued. “In truth, your appetites meant 
nothing to me, so long as you were useful.” 


He never saw the blow. One moment, Neferata was several feet away—the 
next, he was being hurled against the far wall with a thunderous crash. 
Fragments of whitewashed mud flew across the room. 


Neferata’s fist tightened like a vice around Ushoran’s throat. Her face was 
expressionless as she pushed him harder against the wall. Fragments of 
brick ground against his back. 


“But now the forts along the plain are burning and an army has seized the 
eastern pass. A soldier from one of the forts escaped and lived long enough 
to bring us the news.” Her fist tightened further. “I think you have 
disappointed me for the last time, my lord.” 


Ushoran gripped Neferata’s slender wrist and fought with all his strength 
for enough air to speak. “I... did... not... know!” he gasped. “My... 
agents... slain...” 


Neferata’s eyes narrowed angrily. “Do you expect me to believe that this 
vast network of agents you’ve boasted about for so many years was undone 
so quickly and thoroughly that you received no warning whatsoever?” 
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Quick as a viper, she drew back her arm and slammed Ushoran back against 
the wall, sending more clay fragments spraying around the room. “Now 
you’re insulting my intelligence.” 


The Lord of Masks pawed desperately at Neferata’s wrist. “You’re... right,” 
he hissed, his mind racing. “Not... the... agents. The... messages... 
intercepted.” His eyes widened. “Bandits... on the... plain. The... desert... 
tribes...” 


“And why would a gang of flea-bitten thieves suddenly take an interest in 
your couriers?” Neferata snarled. 


There was only one answer Ushoran could think of. “Alcadizzar,” he 
croaked. 


For a moment, it looked as though Neferata’s icy mask would crumble. Her 
eyes flashed angrily, but she abruptly released the Lord of Masks, allowing 
his misshapen body to slide heavily to the floor. “Explain,” she demanded. 


Ushoran drew a deep breath. The more he considered the notion, the more 
things started to make sense. “The tribes... wouldn’t care,” he began. 
“Unless someone gave them a reason to.” 


Neferata scowled at him. “Alcadizzar? A prince among thieves? Is that your 
explanation?” 


Wood creaked as Ankhat leaned back against the rough-hewn chair. “As 
much as [| hate to admit it, the idea is not as far-fetched as it sounds,” he 
said. “The desert tribes have ancient ties to Khemri, going back as far as 
Settra himself.” 


“They must have been sheltering him all along,” Ushoran said. “He was 
under our noses, hiding right outside the city. The tribes have always been 
secretive and hostile to outsiders. Every attempt to infiltrate them came to 
nothing. If Alcadizzar could have convinced them of his lineage, though, he 
might well have won them over.” 


“And now the little prince has managed to turn the other great cities against 
us,” Ankhat said, casting an accusing look at Neferata. 


“How?” Neferata demanded. “We’ve kept them at one another’s throats for 
centuries.” 
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“Does it matter?” Ushoran interjected. “The enemy is nearly at our gates. 
The question is, can we defeat them?” 


For several, agonising seconds, neither Ankhat nor Neferata spoke and 
Ushoran began to fear he’d overreached. But then Ankhat sighed heavily, 
breaking the tension. 


“The army is not trustworthy,” he said reluctantly. “We can count on the 
royal guard, of course, and most of the noble companies, but that’s all.” 


“The people of Lahmia will defend their city,’ Neferata snarled. “Call up 
the citizen levies. Anyone who does not answer the summons will be slain 
out of hand.” 


“The moment we start executing people, we may as well open the gates and 
invite Alcadizzar in,” Ankhat said flatly. “The city will tear itself apart.” 


Neferata glared angrily at Ankhat, but the immortal didn’t waver. Finally 
she growled. “How many, then?” 


“Twenty thousand,” Ankhat replied. “Two thousand cavalry, a thousand 
archers, and the rest infantry.” He shrugged. “They’re inexperienced, but it 
doesn’t take much skill to stand on a wall and stick men with a spear.” 


“Will that be enough?” 


Ankhat shrugged. “I have no idea. We don’t really know what we’re dealing 
with yet.” 


“We can guess,” Ushoran said. “There have been no reports from the west 
for many months. If Alcadizzar has roused Zandri, Numas, Quatar and Ka- 
Sabar, we could be facing as many as fifty thousand men. If he’s won over 
Rasetra and Lybaras as well—and there’s no reason to think he hasn’t— 
then the number could be much higher. All they would need to do is create 
a breach in the walls and it would be all over.” 


Neferata shot a look at Ankhat, expecting the immortal to challenge 
Ushoran’s dire assessment. When he did not, her expression turned grim. 


“There must be a way to stop them,” she said. “There must be. I’ll die the 
true death before I give up this city—and I’ll see the rest of you die with 
me!” 
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Ankhat stiffened, his eyes narrowing angrily. He started to rise from the 
chair, his hand drifting to the hilt of his sword. 


Ushoran’s eyes widened. If Ankhat turned his blade on Neferata, then all 
would be lost. With her maidens at her back, she would destroy them both. 


“There might be a way!” he shouted. “But there will be a price, great one.” 


Ankhat paused. Neferata turned to Ushoran, her eyes glinting like polished 
onyx. 


“Tell me,” she said. 


The vanguard of the army moved in good order down through the wooded 
hills and reached Lahmia’s walls by midnight; the leading companies of the 
army’s main body, Alcadizzar and Heru among them, joined up with them 
just before dawn. By the time they arrived, Faisr’s tribesmen had 
preparations for the army’s sprawling camp well under way, marking 
positions for tents, enclosures and corrals by torchlight. 


Alcadizzar leaned back in the saddle with a grimace, trying to stretch his 
lower back. They had been riding since just after dawn the day before and 
he ached from his shoulders to his toes. The chariots and spearmen of 
Khemri filed past in weary ranks, heading for their assigned spot at the 
centre of the camp. 


Heru drew up alongside the king looking as relaxed and alert as though he 
were on an afternoon ride. Leather creaked as he leaned forwards in the 
saddle and surveyed the distant city. “A strange sort of homecoming,” he 
said to Alcadizzar. “How long has it been?” 


Alcadizzar sighed and tried to count the years. Eighty, perhaps? Ninety? He 
was too tired to be sure. After a moment, he shrugged. “Longer than you 
would believe.” 


“Has it changed much?” 


The king straightened, waving his arm at the cramped farmland nestled 
between Lahmia and the hills at their back. “The last time I was here, this 
was a Shanty town,” he said. “Or what was left of one. Refugees settled here 
from Mahrak and Lybaras after the war against the Usurper, but they’d been 
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mostly chased off or had found lives inside the city by the time I was born. 
When the bandits chased all the farmers off the Golden Plain, the lucky 
ones managed to resettle here.” The farms were dark now, their inhabitants 
having fled yet again for the dubious safety of Lahmia’s walls. 


Heru nodded towards the city. Columns of smoke, dull black against the 
grey predawn sky, rose from various quarters and wreathed the broad flanks 
of Lahmia’s central hill. “It looks like someone’s started ahead of us.” 


Alcadizzar nodded. “Faisr’s people in the city tell me that Lahmia’s on the 
verge of revolt. After everything her citizens have suffered, Neferata will 
have a difficult time finding troops to man the walls.” 


“All the better,’ Heru said. “The Lybarans should be here by midday. If 
they work through the night tonight, they can have their catapults ready to 
fire by tomorrow. All we need do is wait for them to make a breach.” 


Alcadizzar said nothing for a moment, his gaze fixed on the smoke- 
wreathed hill. He couldn’t yet see the walls of the palace that ringed its 
summit. Was Neferata there, standing atop the Temple of Blood and 
planning the destruction of his army? 


“Faisr should already have pickets out,” he said. “Pass the word to him that 
I want the posts to the north-east doubled. Then tell the captains I want half 
the companies to get some rest, while the others make camp. We’ll switch 
them at noon and then start digging defensive positions.” 


Heru frowned. “You think the Lahmians will try an attack?” 


The king looked north-east, to the rolling ground beyond the city where 
Lahmia’s vast necropolis lay. “Neferata has little choice,” he replied. “If she 
hasn’t realised it yet, she will before long.” 


The Rasetran let out a snort. “We’ve got the better part of thirty thousand 
men here, and more arriving every hour. If Neferata tries a sortie today, 
we’ ll cut her to pieces.” 


Alcadizzar glanced at his nephew, his expression sombre. “It’s not a 
daytime attack that I’m worried about.” 
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It took hours for a group of temple acolytes to prise away the mortar sealing 
the flagstones in the temple cellar and reveal the cavity beneath. The space 
was just large enough to hold a large, earthen grain jar, its wide mouth 
capped and sealed with lead. 


Ankhat had followed Neferata’s commands to the letter, Ushoran thought, 
watching the acolytes grip the jar’s four thick handles and haul it out of the 
hole. The cellar was one of the smallest and deepest of the chamber’s 
storehouses and had been filled with everything from barrels of dried fish to 
bales of mouldy cotton. No one but rats had ventured there for years; even 
if the cellar had eventually been cleared out and put to another use, no one 
would have had any reason to suspect that anything had been buried 
beneath it. The Lord of Masks stole a glance at Ankhat, who stood above 
the hole and supervised the excavation with a tight, angry scowl on his face. 
He had been loudly, almost violently opposed to Ushoran’s plan, but 
Neferata had overridden him. The city had to be saved, regardless of the 
risks. 


The acolytes set the jar on the cellar floor with a heavy thump and stood 
back, shoulders heaving. Ankhat dismissed them with a wave of his hand. 
The mortals bowed swiftly and withdrew, eager to return to the light and 
warmth of the upper levels. 


Ushoran listened to the acolytes’ footsteps fade away down the corridor. 
Within moments, the immortals were alone. The Lord of Masks folded his 
arms, expecting Ankhat to vent his displeasure further, but the nobleman 
said not a word. Instead, he walked up to the jar and struck it with his fist. 


The jar’s thick, curved side shattered beneath the blow, sending palm-sized 
fragments skipping across the flagstones. Wreathed in a thin veil of clay 
dust, Ankhat reached into the jar and dragged W’soran’s body free. 


The necromancer’s skeletal body was filthy with dust and mould and had 
been folded into a foetal position in order to fit into the tight confines of the 
jar. The jagged end of the wooden shard that Neferata had used to stab him 
protruded from the back of his grimy robes. 


Ankhat’s lip curled in disgust. He glared at Ushoran. 


“There he is,” the immortal snapped. “You’re the one who wanted to free 
him, so you can do the rest.” 
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Ushoran gave Ankhat a disdainful stare, but went and knelt by W’soran’s 
body. Carefully, he gripped the necromancer’s fragile-looking arms and 
straightened them. Fabric crackled; dust puffed from wrists, shoulders and 
elbows. W’soran’s skin was as thin as parchment and his bones little more 
than twigs. He worked gingerly, fearing that they might snap off if he used 
too much force. 


Once the arms were free, Ushoran straightened out the necromancer’s torso, 
until his body more or less lay flat. W’soran’s face was little more than a 
snarling death’s-head, his fangs bared in a tight-clenched grimace. The Lord 
of Masks stared into the necromancer’s desiccated face and paused. He 
vividly remembered another night, in another cellar, hundreds of years ago, 
when Lamashizzar had plucked the stone from Arkhan’s heart. He 
remembered the howl of madness as the immortal had clawed his way back 
to wakefulness, after having been paralysed for only a few months. W’soran 
had been trapped, fully aware, in the prison of his own mind for some 
twenty-two years. Would he have any sanity left? 


The Lord of Masks reached out his hand and grasped the length of wood 
that jutted from W’soran’s ribs. He plucked it free with a quick jerk of the 
wrist and tossed it across the cellar. 


A faint tremor went through W’soran’s bony frame. Ushoran settled back 
on his heels and waited for the howling to begin. 


Moments later, the necromancer’s eyelids snapped open, and Ushoran 
found himself staring into W’soran’s dark, pitiless eyes. There was no 
madness there that Ushoran could see; just the cold, calculating intelligence 
of a serpent. Not a single sound escaped his ragged lips: no cry of terror, or 
anger, or relief. The lack of reaction chilled him far worse than Arkhan’s 
tortured howls ever did. 


For the first time, Ushoran feared he’d made a terrible mistake. Did they 
dare place Nagash’s forbidden tomes into W’soran’s hands? 


Did they have any other choice, Ushoran thought? They would need an 
army to defend the city from the invaders. If the living would not answer 
the call, then the dead would have to march in their place. 
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TWENTY-ONE 
Fire in the Night 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


Screams and the tramping of running feet rose from the narrow streets that 
surrounded the royal palace. Lahmia had lapsed into a shocked silence 
when the rising sun revealed the vast army camped outside its walls; now, 
with the coming of night, the city was trying to tear itself apart once more. 
The City Watch was patrolling the streets in gangs, armed not with clubs 
but with bared blades, under orders to kill any citizen roaming the streets 
after dark. 


Neferata’s high priestesses filed silently into her bedchamber as the last rays 
of the sun sank below the hills to the west. She did little more than sip from 
the proffered cup; just enough to quicken her limbs and whet her hunger to 
a razor’s edge. Silent and sombre, the masked thralls drew her gently from 
the bed. This was a duty they had not performed for many years, not since 
the escape of the Rasetran prince, and they went about their work with slow, 
almost ritualistic care. 


Deft fingers plucked at Neferata’s stained clothes, peeling them away. 
Golden basins were brought in; they bathed her pale skin and then rubbed it 
with fragrant oils that had once been held sacred by the priestesses of 
Asaph. Neferata said nothing, her expression distant as she gazed out 
through the bedchamber’s tall windows at the restless sea. The striped sails 
of trading ships spread in a wide arc from the mouth of the harbour, fleeing 
eastwards on the receding tide. 


The thralls wrapped her in robes of dark blue silk and bound them with a 
girdle of plain, woven leather. A spearman’s supple leather sandals were 
placed on her feet, secured in place by laced straps that reached as high as 
her knees. 


When she was dressed, the priestesses guided her to a chair and began to 
work on her hair. Fingers teased and tugged at the mass of knots and 
tangles. Outside, darkness spread across the surface of the sea. By now, she 
knew, her warriors would be gathering at the city’s southern gate, and 
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W’soran would have begun his preparations for the great ritual. The sands 
were slipping through the hourglass. 


Neferata waved her hand at the thralls. “Time is wasting. If it won’t come 
loose, cut it off. I care not.” 


The thralls paused. There was a faint murmur of voices and the hands drew 
away. Neferata steeled herself for the cold touch of the knife—but instead 
felt another pair of hands take up where the thralls had left off. Deft 
fingertips unwound one tangle after another, drawing it down around her 
shoulders and her back. The sensation brought back memories Neferata had 
buried long ago. 


She turned her head slightly to the side. “Listening to me as I slept, again?” 


The fingers paused for a moment. “No,” Naaima said quietly. “Not for a 
very long time.” 


“What then?” Neferata demanded. “If you’ve come to gloat, then say your 
piece and be gone.” 


“No,” Naaima said again. She resumed her work, pulling at a stubborn knot 
at the base of Neferata’s neck. “What’s done is done. I take no joy in seeing 
Lahmia brought to this.” 


“Why shouldn’t you?” Neferata said bitterly. “It’s not your home.” 


To the queen’s surprise, Naaima answered with a low chuckle. “Of course it 
is,” she said. “Lahmia has been my home since the day you set me free, all 
those years ago.” 


Neferata looked away again, out into the darkness. “If only he had 
listened,” she said hollowly. “How different Nehekhara would be now.” 


“Tt was not his fate,” Naaima replied. “Such things cannot be changed, no 
matter how we might wish it.” 


Neferata fell silent. Frightened screams drifted on the sea breeze. 
“Are you still angry with me?” 
“No,” Naaima said. “Not anymore. Does that comfort you?” 


“T no longer know the meaning of the word.” The queen sighed. “Why did 
you never ask to leave? Did you think I would have refused you?” 
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Naaima teased out the last of the knots and picked up a silver brush from 
the dressing table nearby. “Is it so hard to understand?” she said sadly. 
“Because I love you.” 


“Then you have made a grave mistake.” 


“As I said, we cannot change our fates,” Naaima replied. “Once upon a 
time, you gave me the world. Ever since, I have waited to give it back.” She 
put down the brush and came around to kneel at the queen’s side. 


“Come with me to the east,” she said, taking Neferata’s cold hands in hers. 
“There is a ship waiting for us in the harbour. We can settle for a time in 
one of the trade cities, or leave them behind and travel the empire itself. 
Think of it—” 


Neferata frowned. “You think I’d abandon Lahmia?” she said. The queen 
pulled her hands away. “My family has ruled this city for millennia.” 


“All things end,” Naaima replied. “Come away with me. Please. When the 
sun rises tomorrow, Lahmia will be no more.” 


The queen stared down at Naaima, peering into the depths of the immortal’s 
pleading eyes. Slowly, her expression hardened into a cold, defiant mask. 


“Not while I still walk the earth,” Neferata said. 


The queen rose from her chair and turned away from Naaima. The 
priestesses waited in silence, hands clasped at their waists, their expressions 
hidden behind their masks of gold. 


She went to them, raising her arms as if in welcome. Next to them, laid out 
upon the silken bed, waited her armour of polished iron. 


The view from the western gatehouse showed the invading army arrayed in 
a wide arc from north to south, their camps set in the fallow grain fields just 
a few dozen yards out of bowshot from the city walls. The darkness made it 
difficult to gauge the size of the host, but judging by the number of tents 
and cook-fires alone, W’soran reckoned that their numbers were vast— 
probably fifty thousand or more. For once, Neferata had shown a modicum 
of sense, the necromancer thought. Her pathetic excuse for an army 
wouldn’t have stood a chance against such a force. 
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W’soran ran his fingertips along the yellowed pages of the great tome 
cradled in his left hand and smiled possessively. The taste of vindication 
was sweet. Even trapped in the stifling darkness of his prison, he had 
known that this day would come. Now the forbidden tomes were his. The 
final secrets of the necromantic art lay within his grasp. 


He turned away from the gatehouse’s narrow windows, satisfied that they 
would provide him with the vantage point he required. The large chamber 
dominated the upper storey of the gatehouse and normally served as a 
barracks and common room for the guardsmen who stood watch along the 
westem wall. At Neferata’s command the wide, rectangular room had been 
emptied of cots, tables and chairs, and the guardsmen forbidden to enter on 
pain of death. A trio of thralls—Neferata’s possessions, which galled 
W’soran no end, but there was no time to create more of his own—waited at 
the far end of the room, ready to serve his every command. The bloodless 
corpses of two young men were piled in a heap near one of the chamber’s 
two doors, their faces contorted in masks of terror and pain. 


The ritual circle had been inscribed on the floor in blood, copied exactly 
according to the notes and diagrams in Nagash’s tome. W’soran studied the 
complex incantation with an expectant smile. He had been waiting for this 
moment for centuries. 


“Ts all in readiness?” 


The necromancer’s head jerked up in surprise. He hadn’t heard Neferata’s 
approach. The queen had entered through the door to his left, attended by 
her maidens. The former priestesses were a fearsome sight, clad in dark 
robes and leather armour reinforced with thin strips of iron. Fresh blood 
darkened their lips and dripped from their chins. The queen herself was 
more forbidding still: her torso was cased in a flexible breastplate of 
polished iron scales, a heavy skirt of leather banded with iron covered her 
from hips to knees. Hinged iron bracers encased her forearms, heavy 
enough to block swords and shatter bones. Her face and hands had been 
cleansed of filth and gleamed like marble in the torchlight. She was radiant, 
beautiful beyond compare, but her eyes held nothing but death. It was the 
first time he had seen her since that night in the sanctum, more than twenty 
years ago. He had looked forwards to the meeting eager to heap upon her all 
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the bitterness and hate that had sustained him in his prison, but the sight of 
her now gave the necromancer pause. 


“The circle is prepared,” he said curtly. “But the effects will be limited. The 
tombs of the nobility are warded with powerful spells of protection, which 
require more time to circumvent.” 


A flicker of irritation crossed the queen’s face, but she nodded. “Very well,” 
Neferata said. “The enemy’s pickets have been slain. Ushoran waits in the 
necropolis, and Ankhat is leading the army through the south gate even 
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now. 


Neferata strode to the gatehouse windows, surveying the battlefield. “And 
you will guide them from here?” 


“Tt will serve,” W’soran replied. 
“Then begin.” 


The necromancer gave the queen a sepulchral smile. “As you command,” 
he said, and sketched a quick, faintly mocking bow. Neferata took no 
notice, her gaze fixed on the distant enemy. 


No doubt searching for her lost prince, W’soran thought, his lip curling into 
a sneer as he turned his attention to the necromantic circle. With luck, he 
would find Alcadizzar first. How sweet it would be to present the queen 
with his still-beating heart. 


W’soran took his place before the circle. His gaze fell to the incantation 
writ upon the page before him. Teeth bared in a death’s-head grin, he began 
the ritual of summoning. 


The cook-fires of the enemy camp twinkled in the darkness, little more than 
a mile away. From where he stood on the rocky plain just outside Lahmia’s 
southern gate, Ankhat could only see perhaps a third of the enemy force, 
but even that seemed far larger than the small force under his command. 


The last of the spear companies were marching down the coastal road, 
moving to take their place at the far end of the battle-line. The warriors 
were well armed, each man carrying an eight-foot spear and short sword, 
and wearing a shirt of iron scales over a thick leather tunic. In addition, 
each spearman bore a rectangular wooden shield with a round iron boss in 
the centre; in battle, each man would stand shoulder-to-shoulder with his 
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companions and form a solid wall of wood and metal to protect the 
formation from enemy attacks. Helmeted heads glanced his way as the 
company went by; the faces Ankhat saw were young and frightened. None 
of them had ever seen battle before. Would they remember their training 
when they came to grips with the enemy and the blood began to flow? 
Ankhat had his doubts. Most had answered the call because they had 
families in the city and knew that their loved ones would be punished if 
they didn’t obey. 


The exception was the soldiers of the royal guard. A thousand men strong, 
they were clad in heavier armour and wielded fearsome, sickle-bladed 
polearms instead of spears. Most of them were from families whose sons 
had guarded the royal palace for generations and were given payment and 
privileges far above what a typical spearman received. Their courage and 
skill were unquestioned, as well as their devotion to the royal family. 
Ankhat had placed them in the centre of the battle-line, in hopes that their 
example would inspire the rest. 


He had twenty-five thousand men in all, including lower, placing his palm 
against the ground, and felt the tremors quicken into a grinding, surf-like 
rumble. 


He recognised it at once. It was the sound of stone scraping against stone, 
of hands pushing aside hundreds of mortuary slabs or forcing open long- 
sealed doors. An instant later the noise was echoing among the tombs as the 
risen dead burst from their resting places and lurched forth into the night. 


Skeletal feet scraped and clicked over the rocky ground. Ushoran began to 
see figures moving stiffly among the tombs; bony shapes clad in rags and 
patches of grave mould, with pinpoints of greenish light gleaming in the 
depths of their eye sockets. They were the corpses of the city’s poor, laid to 
rest in crude stone mausoleums and bereft of the grave goods that Lahmia’s 
wealthy citizens were buried with. Though they bore no weapons and 
carried no armour, there were thousands of them, sweeping past Ushoran in 
a lurching, staggering tide, heading towards the unsuspecting enemy camp. 


The Lord of Masks let out a low, hungry growl and let the tide carry him 
along. Behind him, the chilling cries of jackals filled the air, drawn by the 
smell of rotten flesh. They loped along in the wake of the skeletal army, 
jaws agape, as if sensing the carrion feast to come. 
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Horns sounded, echoing wildly from the north. Alcadizzar straightened, his 
dinner forgotten, wine cup halfway to his mouth. 


Prince Heru sat bolt upright from the narrow cot where he’d been napping. 
Oil lamps filled the king’s campaign tent with warm, steady light; a trio of 
braziers had been lit to stave off the night’s chill. The Rasetran glanced 
sharply about, taking his bearings. “Those are our hors,” he said with 
growing alarm. 


Alcadizzar nodded. He sat at one of the two large tables set to one side of 
the tent, where a large map depicting Lahmia and the surrounding area had 
been laid out and marked with the dispositions of the army. He’d been 
certain that a night attack was coming. Neferata had nothing to gain by 
holding the walls and letting her smaller force be decimated by weeks of 
fighting. A night attack, on the other hand, offered advantages. Aside from 
the potential of surprise, her troops would not have to worry as much about 
Alcadizzar’s archers and she and her monstrous allies could intervene 
directly in the fight. 


There was also the danger of a simultaneous attack from the city’s 
necropolis. He had to assume that if Neferata could defy death, much like 
Nagash had done, then she could command the dead as well. Against that 
possibility, he had given the battle-hardened Rasetrans the job of securing 
the army’s left flank. In the centre, facing the city’s western gate—and the 
likeliest route of attack by the Lahmians—he had placed Ka-Sabar’s Iron 
Legion. On the right, close enough to offer support but otherwise out of the 
way, Alcadizzar had placed the troublesome Zandri infantry and 
mercenaries. The Numasi cavalry and the desert horsemen were held in 
reserve, aS well as the Tomb Guard and the much smaller contingents of 
troops from Khemri and Mahrak. 


Heru leapt to his feet, swiftly buckling on his sword. Outside, shouted 
orders and cries of alarm filled the air. “What in the name of the gods 
happened to our pickets?” 


“Dead, most like,” Alcadizzar replied. “The night belongs to Neferata and 
her ilk. Or so they think.” He studied the map one last time, committing the 
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placement of units to memory, then rose and pulled his own sword from its 
hook on the nearest tent-pole. 


“Let’s not waste time on what’s gone wrong,” the king continued. “We 
suspected something like this was going to happen. Remember the battle 
plan.” Buckling on his sword, he rushed to the tent flap. “Runner!” he 
called. 


In moments, a young boy from Khemri appeared, his eyes wide with 
excitement. “Yes, great one?” 


“Get to the Lybarans and tell them to get their catapults to work on the left 
flank. Go!” 


The boy bowed quickly and dashed from the tent, narrowly avoiding Faisr, 
who was rushing to find the king. The great chieftain’s face was grim. 


“The left flank is under attack,” he said. “Lahmia’s necropolis has given up 
its dead, and they are marching on us in vast numbers!” 


Alcadizzar had never heard Faisr sound worried in his entire life. The 
realisation sent a chill down the king’s spine, but he tried to remember old 
Jabari’s teachings and push the fear aside. “Take your riders and flank the 
corpses,” he said, in as steady a tone as he could muster. “Find the sorcerer 
that’s controlling them. Go!” 


The great chieftain nodded curtly and hurried back out into the night. 
Alcadizzar turned to Heru. “Let’s go!” 


“Us? Oh, no,” Heru protested, placing a hand on his uncle’s arm. “I’m 
going to go lead my people. Your place is here.” Without giving Alcadizzar 
a chance to reply, he brushed past and shoved the tent flap aside. “I’ll send a 
report on the situation as soon as I’m able. Just get those Lybarans moving, 
eh?” 


“T will,” the king said, but before he could say any more, Heru was gone. 


Alcadizzar clenched his fists. Off to the north, he could hear the faint roar 
of battle. The sound called to him, setting his blood afire. With a frustrated 
sigh, he went back to the map table and studied the positions of his troops. 


Just then came another wave of trumpet calls—this time, however, from the 
south. Alcadizzar’s eyes widened. 
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“Runner!” he called again. His carefully prepared plan was threatening to 
come apart at the seams. 


Just ahead of Ushoran, a man was brought down by a trio of skeletons. The 
watrior fell with a shout, slashing wildly with his sword and shearing off 
several ribs from the nearest corpse. The skeleton took no notice, its finger- 
bones clawing deep into the warrior’s throat. Arterial blood jetted into the 
air. The second corpse pulled the sword from the dying man’s hand and the 
trio continued on, seeking another victim. 


The undead horde flooded into the enemy camp in a silent, shambling tide 
of bone, tearing apart anyone and anything that got in their way. The enemy 
fled before them, bellowing and cursing in fear. Those that stood their 
ground and tried to fight were quickly overwhelmed. Here and there, tents 
were afire, bathing the battleground in garish crimson light. Off to 
Ushoran’s right there was a blaze of sparks as a skeleton kicked its way 
through an abandoned cook-fire and kept going, its rotting clothes burning 
greasily about its legs and waist. 


Ushoran threw back his head and howled like one of the hungry spirits of 
the waste. He thirsted for the taste of hot, bitter blood. 


There was another line of tents up ahead. Several skeletons had already 
reached them and were clawing at their sides. Beyond them, Ushoran heard 
a throaty roar of challenge; the Rasetrans had finally chosen to turn and 
make a stand. Grinning evilly, the immortal picked up speed, loping past the 
slower skeletons, between the tents, and into the open ground on the other 
side. 


The Lord of Masks let out a grunt of surprise. Some twenty yards past the 
nearest tents was a long, somewhat irregular line of barricades, formed of 
tall wicker baskets filled with packed earth and rock. 


The Rasetrans had formed up behind the barricades, thousands strong; 
firelight flickered balefully off a thicket of spear-points that stretched as far 
as Ushoran’s eye could see. 


It was a sight that would have given the stoutest heart pause. But not the 
dead; the skeletons looked upon the enemy line and were unmoved. The 
horde came on, filling the open ground before the barricades and throwing 
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itself against the enemy line. Spears jabbed and thrust, but could find no 
purchase. Fearless, mindless, the undead clawed at the earth-filled baskets, 
climbing onto them and reaching for the warriors on the other side. Men 
shouted oaths and struck at the corpses with spear butts, or the metal- 
rimmed edges of their shields. Smashed limbs and broken skulls were 
hurled back upon the oncoming tide, but the advance never faltered. 


For the moment, the enemy line was holding, smashing apart the corpses as 
they clambered onto the barricade. Snarling hungrily, Ushoran broke into a 
run. Calling upon the power in his veins, he gathered himself and leapt like 
a cat, clearing the struggling mass of skeletons and coming down on the far 
side of the barricade. Two men fell screaming underneath the immortal; a 
spear punched through his hip and the wooden haft snapped in two. 
Ushoran felt nothing but a savage, bloodthirsty joy. With a sweep of his 
hand he tore a man’s guts out and hurled his screaming body high into the 
air. Another blow crumpled a warrior’s helmet and pulped the skull 
beneath. 


Shouts, screams and curses thundered in Ushoran’s ears. The enemy 
charged in from all sides, jabbing at him with their spears. Laughing 
wickedly, the immortal swept the weapons aside like twigs, clawing for the 
soft flesh behind them. Leather and armour tore like cloth beneath his 
talons. The scent of blood filled his nostrils. 


Roaring like a hungry lion, the immortal plunged deeper into the mass of 
screaming warriors, sowing terror and death as he went. 


The barbarian came at Ankhat with a furious bellow, eyes wild and bearded 
mouth agape. He was a giant, like all the men of the far north, broad of 
shoulder and thick of limb, clad in a heavy leather tunic and protected by a 
wooden shield the size of a chariot wheel. The northman brandished a 
fearsome, single-bladed battle axe in his knobby fist, drawn back to strike at 
the immortal’s head. 


He might have been trudging through wet sand, as far as Ankhat was 
concerned. The immortal darted forwards just as the axe fell, its blade 
tracing a broad, languid arc. His sword flashed upwards, chopping through 
the barbarian’s thick wrist, then down again in a backhand stroke that 
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smashed the northman’s hip. The warrior crumpled, his bold yell 
transformed into a scream of mortal agony. 


The barbarians threw themselves at the advancing battle-line without 
thought to order or discipline. They came charging out of the darkness of 
the camp in ragged mobs, smashing bodily into the shield wall and hewing 
at the heads and shoulders of their foes. Many times they were struck 
through by spears at the moment of impact, but the pain of their injuries 
only made them fight the harder. Men fell screaming, clutching at split 
skulls or ruined faces, or struggling to stanch the blood pouring from gaping 
throats. Others pressed forwards, filling the gaps in the line, and the 
companies continued to advance. 


Another brute rushed at Ankhat, bloodshot eyes glaring hatefully over the 
rim of his shield. The immortal fixed the barbarian with a haughty stare and 
bared his fangs; the northman pulled up short, shouting in terror. 


Ankhat took off the top of his head with a single, swift stroke. More of the 
mercenaries crashed into the line of guardsmen to the immortal’s right; men 
grunted and cursed, hacking at the giants with their polearms. 


“Forwards!” Ankhat cried, adding his own voice to the din. Trumpets were 
pealing up and down the battle-line, urging the men onwards. The immortal 
cut the legs out from under a charging barbarian, then stabbed the throat of 
another who was locked in battle with the guardsman to his left. He had lost 
track of the number of foes he’d slain since the advance began. Twenty? 
Thirty? They all blurred together in a magnificent haze of screams and 
spilled blood. Part of him longed to leave the slow-moving companies 
behind and truly indulge his hunger. What a slaughter he might have 
wrought then! 


Now, abruptly, the tide had shifted. The barbarians were withdrawing, 
racing back towards the camp at the bellowing sound of deep-throated 
horns. The Lahmians, flush with success, flung insults and jeers at the 
retreating mercenaries. Ankhat, whose eyes were far keener in the dark, saw 
why; the enemy had finally managed to restore some order in the camp and 
the rest of the northmen had been formed together in something 
approaching a proper battle-line, some twenty yards away. As the Lahmians 
approached, they roared in challenge, striking their weapons against their 
shields and sending up a thunderous clatter of metal and wood. 
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Ankhat grinned hungrily, levelling his sword at the enemy. “At them!” he 
commanded, and the guardsmen shouted in answer. He turned to the 
trumpeter beside him. “Signal the chariots to advance and wheel right!” 


Here was the moment that they would break the northmen. Ankhat sensed it 
in his bones, like a lion studying his prey. They must have squandered 
almost half their number already; what remained couldn’t hold once the 
chariots took them in the flank. The barbarians would break and run, 
leaving the centre of the enemy army dangerously exposed. 


Ankhat growled in anticipation of the bloodshed that would follow. 


The young messenger was pale and trembling. Ochre dust and streaks of 
someone else’s blood caked his bare forearms and calves. He’d been out on 
the battlefield less than thirty minutes. 


“Rasetra is-is giving ground,” the boy said, his voice hitching as he gasped 
for breath. “The-the barricades on the r-right have been overrun. The-the 
dead are walking, and-and worse—” 


Alcadizzar bit back his impatience. The boy was only twelve or so, he 
reminded himself. There were horrors walking the field that few grown men 
could face, let alone a mere boy. He gripped the child’s arm reassuringly. 


“Put that aside, lad,” he said, in as persuasive a tone as he could muster. 
“You’re a soldier in the army now. I need you to do your duty. Do you 
understand?” 


The messenger drew in a deep breath and visibly calmed himself. “Y-yes, 
great one. I understand.” 


“Good. Then show me on the map here where Prince Heru’s troops are.” 


The boy nodded. “They’re here, more or less,” he said, tracing an arc that 
roughly paralleled the line of barricades, but was anywhere from seventy- 
five to a hundred yards behind them. 


Alcadizzar gritted his teeth. Another hundred yards and the attackers would 
be at the edge of the inner camp. “Can Prince Heru hold them?” 


The messenger paused, consulting his memory. “He said that they are 
outnumbered and making a fighting withdrawal, and need reinforcements 
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urgently. He also told me to ask you where the damned catapults were. He 
said to tell you in those words.” 


“1 can well believe that,” Alcadizzar said. He’d already sent two more 
messengers to get the Lybarans’ weapons in action. What was the point of 
dragging them halfway across eastern Nehekhara if they weren’t put to use? 
“Well done,” he said absently, his gaze poring over the battle map. “Have 
the servants give you a cup of wine and catch your breath.” 


As the messenger withdrew, the king took stock of the situation. Zandri had 
sent urgent messages saying they were under heavy attack from the south- 
east, but Alcadizzar didn’t know how much stock to put in the reports. 
Meanwhile, on the left flank, Rasetra was in grave peril. Ka-Sabar, 
however, reported that the centre, facing the city’s closest gate, was silent. 


What was Neferata up to? Where was the main threat? Was it the attack on 
the left, or on the right, or was there something else entirely that he’d 
overlooked? He longed to grab a horse and go review the battlefield for 
himself, but he knew that would only complicate things further. It was just 
like one of Jabari’s maddening exercises—only this time, his orders were 
getting real men killed. 


Alcadizzar sighed. He needed to re-orient his troops to deal with the threats 
to his flanks. Ka-Sabar’s heavy infantry could be wheeled around to support 
Rasetra, but that would leave the centre wide open. Did he dare take the 
risk? 


He didn’t see much choice. The threat to the centre was pure speculation, 
while the ones on the flanks were all too real. 


Alcadizzar motioned to three of the messengers who were waiting quietly 
just inside the tent. He pointed to the first one. “Carry this message to 
Queen Omorose. Tell her that the Numasi must counter-attack on the right. 
Swing wide and take the enemy in the flank. Go!” 


As the boy rushed out into the night, Alcadizzar turned to the second 
messenger. “Go to the reserves. The forces of Khemri and Mahrak are to 
move up and hold the centre. Ride with them; when they are in position, 
inform King Aten-sefu that the Iron Legion is to pull back and support 
Prince Heru on the left.” 
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The second boy nodded hastily and raced outside. The king studied the map 
and nodded to himself. It was a risk, but a calculated one. He still had the 
Tomb Guard in reserve, just in case. 


Alcadizzar reached out and gripped the third messenger’s arm. “Go to the 
Lybarans. Tell them to get their cursed machines working, or I’ll head back 
there myself and start firing them at the Lahmians.” 


Farther west, at the rear of the enemy camp, there was a sudden flare of 
bluish light. Moments later, a half-dozen globes of fire were hurled 
skywards, arcing over the invaders’ tents before plunging to the ground off 
to the north-east. The balls of pitch exploded on impact, showering the area 
with hungry blue flames. Scores of slow-moving, lurching corpses were 
caught in the blasts, their rotting flesh sizzling and their bones cracking in 
the intense heat. 


W’soran watched the battle unfolding from the safety of the gatehouse and 
hissed in satisfaction. The ritual had worked to perfection; he could feel the 
vast horde moving along the plain below, as though his mind were bound to 
each and every one by an invisible gossamer cord. There were thousands of 
them, far more than the pitiful display the mortal defenders of the city could 
manage, and they were eating their way deep into the enemy’s flank. The 
bursts of fire only served to better illuminate how desperate the enemy’s 
position was; now he could see that his undead slaves had overrun a long 
line of barricades and driven the mortals back almost as far as the inner core 
of the camp. No doubt that little fool, Alcadizzar, was somewhere in there, 
frantically trying to find a way out of the noose that was tightening around 
his neck. 


Still more globes of pitch fell among the undead host. More skeletons fell, 
consumed by the flames, but they felt no pain at their demise and neither 
did W’soran. He could lose many hundreds more and scarcely feel the loss. 
There would be more than enough to complete the destruction of the 
invaders. 


As the globes of burning pitch passed over the camp, W’soran noted a 
commotion in the centre of the enemy’s positions. Armoured troops were 
pulling back and heading to the north, undoubtedly in a vain attempt to save 
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the doomed flank. All that remained in the centre were a few companies of 
lightly armoured troops. 


The necromancer smiled mirthlessly, revelling in his new-found power. He 
turned to Neferata, who stood with her retinue of maidens at a window to 
his right. “They are growing desperate,” he croaked. “Soon their troops will 
grow tired, while mine will not. They will give in to their fear, while mine 
feel none. They cannot hope to win.” 


Neferata studied the panoramic spectacle of the battlefield. If she’d heard 
W’soran, she gave no sign. Her eyes were distant, her expression grave. 
“The time has come,” she said coldly. The queen glanced over at the 
necromancer. “You have done well. Press the attack upon the right. I will 
deal with Alcadizzar.” 


W’soran gave a deep, slightly mocking bow. “Of course,” he said. “I should 
have expected no less. And what will you do when you find him?” 


There was no reply. When he straightened, the queen and her maidens were 
gone. 


The man’s head came away with a crunch of cartilage and a torrent of 
blood. Ushoran flung the grisly trophy at the enemy battle-line, then bent to 
drink deeply from the liquid still jetting from the corpse’s neck. 


Balls of fire hissed overhead, plunging well behind Ushoran and among the 
rear ranks of the undead. The noise of battle rang in his ears and beat at the 
bones in his chest; a grinding, surf-like roar of shouts, screams and hoarse 
battle cries. The enemy line was giving ground slowly but steadily, being 
forced ever backwards in the direction of the centre of camp. Somehow, 
their discipline held together despite the relentless pressure of the skeletal 
horde. Twice now they had launched counter-attacks with chariots in hopes 
of breaking up the undead advance, but the walking dead simply shrugged 
off the losses and pressed onwards with single-minded intent. 


Ushoran’s muscular arms and torso were matted with gore. Blood and bits 
of flesh drooled from his gaping jaws. Never, in all his long existence, had 
he imagined anything so glorious as this. He’d killed hundreds of men in 
the space of the last hour, smashing, clawing, biting and tearing in an orgy 
of bloodletting and slaughter. All the many nights he’d spent in cellars 
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across Lahmia, drawing out the pleasure of a screaming victim’s death 
agonies... it paled in comparison to this. 


The Lord of Masks tossed the headless body aside. His body was near to 
bursting with vigour. Laughing cruelly, he advanced on the enemy line once 
again. The enemy warriors in front of him shouted and screamed, recoiling 
at his approach; many of them had been given ample opportunity to witness 
what he was capable of. Several flung spears at him, which he batted 
carelessly aside. 


Snarling, Ushoran broke into a run. He wasn’t interested in foot soldiers any 
longer; this time, he meant to find the man commanding this rabble and tear 
him to pieces. 


Just short of the enemy’s front rank he gathered his energies and bounded 
into the air. The battle-line was much thinner than when the battle began; he 
cleared the remaining ranks with ease and landed on the other side. 


There were wounded men everywhere; soldiers who had staggered out of 
the battle-line and were trying to tend their injuries. Ushoran tore into them 
with savage glee, savouring their screams as he ripped into them with claw 
and tooth. As he did so, he searched for men on horseback, who would be 
riding behind the battle-line and shouting orders or encouragement. 


There! Off to his right, some fifty yards away, a large group of horsemen 
was moving in his direction. Some carried torches, perhaps to draw the eye 
of the soldiers more easily. Among them he could see a fluttering standard; 
no doubt the enemy leader on this part of the battlefield. Like a hungry lion 
he charged at the oncoming riders, letting out a guttural roar as he 
approached. 


The sound had the desired effect. The horsemen scattered before him, 
spreading out left and right with surprising speed. Directly ahead, Ushoran 
could see the enemy standard and a group of armoured riders surrounding 
it. The riders stood their ground, drawing their swords and grimly preparing 
to receive his charge. 


A powerful impact struck him in the side, hard enough to stagger him. 
Ushoran reached down and felt the thick stub of an arrow jutting from his 
ribs. Two more missiles struck him in the left leg, knocking it out from 
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undermeath him. He fell, tumbling, and still more arrows hissed past his 
head. 


Ushoran was on his feet in an instant. Horses were dashing past him to the 
left and right, their riders aiming powerful horn bows at him. He realised 
with a shock that they weren’t proper cavalry, but robed desert riders. They 
fired at him as they went by and nearly every missile found its mark. In 
seconds, he was struck no less than eight times, in his chest, abdomen and 
arms. 


The immortal scarcely felt the pain. Snarling, he snatched at the shafts, 
trying to yank them free, but the heads were barbed and refused to pull 
away. Worse, each arrow seemed to have a bulb of clay just behind the 
barbed head; when it struck the target, the bulb shattered, covering the area 
with a patch of sticky fluid the size of his palm. The sharp reek of the 
substance filled his nostrils at once. Pitch. 


Ushoran’s joy was transformed to terror in the space of an instant. Two 
more arrows hit him—one dangerously close to his heart. He whirled about, 
seeking an avenue of escape. 


Two more riders thundered past. Too late, Ushoran saw the torches 
guttering in their hands. The Lord of Masks had just enough time to scream 
before his body was enveloped in a sizzling column of flame. 


“Forwards! Forwards, damn you!” 


A Nehekharan spearman reached over the top of the wicker barricade and 
stabbed at Ankhat. The immortal knocked the point aside with his sword 
and crushed the man’s skull with a quick, backhand stroke. Around him, the 
warriors of the royal guard were hacking at the barricade’s defenders with 
their polearms, but making little headway. 


Ankhat was furious. Just half an hour before he’d thought victory lay in his 
grasp. They’d met the barbarian battle-line and held the fools in place while 
the chariots swung around and struck them in the flank. Panic had taken 
hold and the mercenaries had turned and run. Exultant, Ankhat had let the 
Lahmians pursue their broken foes and they had slaughtered the lumbering 
northmen as they fled. 


2998 XRN 


And then, without warning, the charging Lahmians had come upon the 
barricade. A fresh line of troops—Nehekharans this time, not wild-eyed 
barbarians, waited with spears and bows, and unleashed a fierce volley of 
shafts point-blank into the faces of the oncoming Lahmians. Fortunately for 
Ankhat’s men, the sheer inertia of their charge carried them into the enemy 
fortifications before they had time to register their shock. Had they time to 
think, the tired troops might have broken under the storm of arrow fire. 


But now the attack had bogged down. Ankhat’s men were tired and the 
enemy fresh, and they defended the barricade with dogged determination. 
He had tried to signal the chariots to find the end of the fortifications and 
swing around it, but could not be sure if the message had been received or 
not. 


Furious, the immortal prepared to make another leap onto the barricade. 
He’d tried three times before but had been thrown back. Enemy spears had 
struck him twice, but hadn’t managed to pierce his vitals. 


The royal guardsmen were attacking the enemy with great courage, but 
even they were beginning to falter. Something had to be done, and quickly, 
or all would be lost. 


Thinking quickly, Ankhat sheathed his sword and took hold of the wicker 
basket in front of him. It was almost as tall as a man and packed with 
hundreds of pounds of dirt and stone; he dug his fingers deep into its woven 
surface and summoned up all of his strength. With a savage cry he heaved 
the basket into the air and onto the defenders, who fell back with shouts of 
dismay. 


The barricade was two baskets wide. At once, Ankhat pushed forwards and 
seized the next as well. A spear jabbed at him from the left, scoring his 
cheek, but the immortal paid it no heed. He grabbed the basket and flung it 
skywards just like the first, creating a narrow gap in the enemy’s defences. 


Suddenly, far off to the left, came the sound of trumpets. Ankhat felt a surge 
of savage joy. The chariots had come through at last! But then he realised 
that the sounds were coming from the Lahmian side of the barricade, rather 
than the opposite, and the signals were not ones that he was familiar with. 


His bloodlust called to him to press forwards, but his instincts said that 
something had gone very wrong. The enemy pushed forwards, trying to seal 
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off the breach. Gritting his teeth, Ankhat fell back, drawing his sword once 
more. 


Now more horns were sounding to his left. These signals he knew and the 
sound caused his heart to sink. The spear companies on his flank were 
sounding the retreat! 


Ankhat turned and shoved his way through the ranks of his own guardsmen. 
He had to see what was happening. Dragging his trumpeter with him, he 
made his way to the rear of the formation and peered into the darkness. 


What he saw filled him with anger and dismay. The plain to the south was 
full of warriors, racing back in the direction of the city. Horsemen were 
charging through their midst, cutting down the fleeing men with spear or 
sword. 


Ankhat understood what had happened in an instant. Enemy cavalry had 
counter-attacked in great numbers, scattering his chariots and striking his 
spearmen in the flank, just as they had done to the barbarians. The 
inexperienced soldiers had panicked and the result was a rout. 


The attack had failed. There was no way his surviving companies could 
press forwards with enemy cavalry sweeping around behind him. Now he 
had to focus on getting back inside the city before he was completely 
surrounded. 


Ankhat quickly took stock of the situation. There was no chance of reaching 
the south gate—the terrain favoured the cavalry, allowing them to 
outmanoeuvre the retreating infantry and cut them off. Their only hope was 
to pull back and withdraw to the north-east, hoping to reach the city’s 
western gate. 


They’d done all they could, Ankhat thought bitterly. It was up to W’soran 
and his undead warriors now. 


Alcadizzar glanced up as the tent flap was pulled aside. Faisr rushed into 
the tent, beckoning to the servants for a cup of wine. “You sent the Iron 
Legion just in time,” he said, taking the offered cup and draining it to the 
dregs. “Another few minutes and we would have been lost.” 


“Prince Heru?” the king inquired. 
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“Still fighting with his kinsmen. The Rasetrans are a courageous bunch, I’ll 
say that for them. They’ve paid a steep price in blood tonight, and the 
fighting’s not done.” 


Alcadizzar pointed at the map. “I just got a message from Omorose. The 
Numasi have broken the attack on the right. How bad are things on the 
left?” 


“Bad.” Faisr shook his head. “The dead just keep coming. You kill one and 
three more take their place.” 


“What about the necromancer? Can’t you find him?” 


The chieftain shook his head. “He’s not out there. Some brave souls even 
circled around the horde and searched the necropolis. We found one of the 
monsters leading the horde and hurt him badly, maybe even destroyed him. 
It didn’t make any difference.” 


The king turned his attention back to the map, frowning thoughtfully. “He 
has to be out there somewhere,” he mused. “Everything Rakh-amn-hotep 
wrote about the undead is that the risen corpses can’t think for themselves. 
They have to be guided by the necromancer who raised them. So he has to 
be in a place where he can see enough of the battlefield to give them proper 
commands.” 


At that moment, a wide-eyed messenger stumbled into the tent. Gasping for 
breath, he bowed to Alcadizzar. It took a moment for the king to understand 
that the boy was from Khemri and thus one of his subjects. 


“Great one! The centre is under attack!” 
Alcadizzar straightened. “Attacked? How? By what?” 


“Creatures!” the boy said. “Pale creatures in armour, with the faces of 
women.” 


The king gave Faisr a knowing glance. “How many?” 


“T-I don’t know! Four or five, perhaps. But they’re killing everyone! Killing 
them, or driving them mad. The Devoted have lost many men already.” 


“Where did they come from?” 
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“The-the western gatehouse, we think. Some say they jumped right off the 
city wall, as though it was nothing more than a stepping-stool!” 


Alcadizzar began to see what was happening. Neferata had been watching 
the battle unfold from the gatehouse, gauging his response. The attacks on 
the left and right had both been feints, meant to weaken the centre. Now she 
had entered the fray—and he knew where she was heading. 


The king rose to his feet. “Gather your people,” he said to Faisr. “We’re 
going to finish this.” Then he beckoned to two of his messengers. “You, 
fetch my horse,” he said to one young boy. “And you, I want you to carry a 
message to the Lybarans as fast as you can.” 


Neferata and her maidens walked beneath the moonlight and chaos and 
death rode in their wake. 


They came upon the enemy battle-lines like wives welcoming their 
husbands home from battle; arms outstretched, faces lit with desire. Men 
looked upon their faces and lost all control. Some fled screaming, while still 
others turned their blades on their fellows in a mad fit of jealousy and 
passion. The few men of iron will who could not be swayed, who 
remembered their oaths and tried to put an end to Neferata and her maidens, 
were torn apart by the immortals’ talons. 


A company of javelin throwers charged at Neferata and let fly; white-robed 
priests from Mahrak leapt between her and the oncoming missiles, 
screaming in horror even as they shielded her with their bodies. A moment 
later the javelin throwers had drawn their short swords and were locked in 
combat with a company of spearmen, warriors whom they had perhaps 
shared a meal with just a few hours before. Their faces were contorted into 
masks of agony and disbelief. They knew that what they were doing was 
wrong, but were powerless to stop it. 


Within minutes, the queen and her maidens became separated by the wild 
melee. Neferata would catch glimpses of them from time to time, walking 
calmly among the slaughter like the eye of a raging summer storm. They 
moved steadily westwards, towards the centre of the camp. The place 
where, she was sure, Alcadizzar waited. At long last, she would see him 
again. 
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A quartet of chariots came rumbling out of the darkness, heading straight 
for her. The queen met the gaze of the driver in the lead chariot. The man’s 
eyes widened, his expression suddenly transformed from anger to utter, 
mindless desire. He cast a jealous glance over his shoulder at the other 
charioteers, and with a snarl, he hauled upon the reins. The chariot veered 
sharply right, into the path of those behind it, causing a horrendous 
collision. Horses fell, shrieking in fear and pain, and the air was filled with 
pieces of broken wood and broken men. 


Miraculously, the driver of the lead chariot survived. He staggered to his 
feet, blood pouring from his face and from a deep cut on his arm. The man 
rushed to Neferata, hands reaching for her face. Without breaking stride she 
caught the man’s wrists and pulled him close, tearing out his throat with a 
single, vicious bite. 


Slingstones buzzed through the air like angry bees. Several struck sparks off 
Neferata’s iron scales; another buried itself in her forehead with a dull, 
smacking sound. Grimacing irritably, she plucked the round stone free with 
thumb and fingertip and tossed it aside. 


Off to her left, a woman screamed. Neferata turned to see one of her 
maidens stagger, clutching at a javelin that had struck her in the heart. Men 
rushed to her as she fell; several began hacking at her body with their 
swords, while the others fought to possess her. Even in death—the true 
death—she continued to spread havoc among the enemy. 


Minutes later, another maiden fell, this time crushed to pulp beneath the 
weight of a tumbling chariot. By now, panic and confusion had taken hold 
and most of the enemy were fleeing in terror, racing back towards the centre 
of camp. Five women had broken the hearts and minds of thousands of 
wairiors in a matter of minutes. 


Neferata watched the enemy roll away from her in a swift tide, leaving 
behind a field littered with fallen weapons, helmets and shields. The queen 
laughed mockingly, delighted at the ruination of her foes. Alcadizzar had 
underestimated her power and now all of Nehekhara would pay the price. 
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TWENTY-TWO 
Last Stand 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


The battle had shifted. From his vantage point at the gatehouse, W’soran 
could see that Ankhat’s attack on the left had been broken by the sudden 
appearance of enemy cavalry. Most of the Lahmian troops had turned and 
fled, only to be mercilessly ridden down long before they reached the safety 
of the city gates. The rest, now anchored at the far end of the line by the 
city’s royal guard, had pivoted towards the south-east and were now slowly 
withdrawing northwards, under pressure both from enemy spear companies 
and increasingly large numbers of cavalry. Fortunately for Ankhat and his 
men, their path to the western gate was largely clear, thanks to the chaos 
wrought by Neferata and her maidens. In the centre, the queen and her 
companions had put the weakened enemy to flight and were driving 
inexorably into the heart of the invaders’ camp. 


On the right, the necromancer’s forces had been brought to a grinding 
stalemate by the timely arrival of fresh troops from the enemy’s centre. That 
was still good news for Neferata, for as long as the undead kept the bulk of 
the enemy’s infantry pinned down, then Lahmia still had a chance at 
victory, but W’soran felt cheated nonetheless. It was his sorceries that had 
made the attack possible in the first place! The victory should be his as 
well. 


W’soran leafed through the pages of Nagash’s tomes, looking for a spell or 
ritual that might tip the balance of the fight in his favour. If there was some 
way to increase the speed or strength of his troops, perhaps... 


A strange sound from the west caused the necromancer to pause. It was a 
thin, high-pitched whistling faint but growing louder moment by moment. 
He frowned, trying to place the noise, when it passed just above the 
gatehouse and seemed to plunge into the city beyond. A second later came a 
huge, muffled thump and a crash of falling brick that reverberated through 
the stones beneath his feet. 


The necromancer’s eyes widened. With a cry, he shut the book and 
scrambled for the rest of Nagash’s tomes, resting on the floor by the ritual 


3004 XRN 


circle just a few feet away, just as a chorus of similar whistles rose into the 
sky from the west. 


The next catapult stone fell short, hitting the ground with a dull thud and 
then crashing into the western gate. W’soran heard the sound of splintering 
wood below as he gathered the ancient books into his arms. He turned and 
raced for the nearest door just as four more catapult stones, each the size of 
a small chariot, came smashing through the gatehouse wall. 


Ankhat turned at the sound of grinding stone and watched in horror as the 
top of the western gatehouse collapsed in a torrent of dust and broken rock. 
Another catapult stone whistled through the air, and by sheer bad luck, 
came in at a shallow angle and struck the face of the western gate. The 
immortal could hear the sound of splintering wood from where he stood, 
some two hundred yards away. 


The royal guards and the surviving spear companies were paying for every 
step they took in blood. Arrows fell among their ranks in a steady rain and 
enemy cavalry kept nipping at their flanks. He had lost track of the number 
of charges they’d suffered since the withdrawal began, but the field before 
them was littered with the bodies of horses and men. 


There were only two companies of spearmen left on their right. The royal 
guard had suffered terribly, having lost more than two-thirds of their 
number, but their resolve never wavered. 


The one thing that had held them together thus far was the realisation that 
Neferata herself had taken the field, and had put the entire enemy centre to 
flight. From his place at the rear of the retreating guardsmen, Ankhat 
searched the darkness off to the north-west for any sign of the queen, but it 
was hard to make out anyone amid the swirling mass of panicked troops. 
The amount of death and destruction she had left in her wake was both 
awesome and terrifying at the same time. 


Just then, as the last echoes of the gatehouse’s collapse faded away, Ankhat 
saw the swirling mob off to the far right simply melt away, like morning 
mist. Men scattered in every direction, revealing the pale forms of Neferata 
and two of her maidens, stalking inexorably westwards through the carnage 
they’d wrought. 
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For a moment, Ankhat’s spirits lifted—and then he saw the solid wall of 
enemy horsemen approaching Neferata from the centre of the camp. 


The desert horsemen rode knee to knee, an uncharacteristically tight 
formation for the swift-moving raiders, but it ensured that nothing would 
get past them and into the midst of the undefended inner camp. Alcadizzar 
and Faisr rode side-by-side at the centre of the formation, searching the 
swirling mass of panicked troops in front of them for any sign of the 
undead. Warriors from Mahrak and Khemri scattered to the left and right at 
the riders’ approach. The look of confusion and fear on their faces was an 
unsettling sight, but the horsemen clutched their powerful bows tightly and 
forged ahead through the press. 


Catapult stones whistled overhead, falling on the distant gatehouse. A cheer 
went up from the riders as the gatehouse was demolished; moments later, 
another chorus of shouts and cheers off to their left told Alcadizzar that his 
intuition had been correct. The necromancer’s ritual had been disrupted and 
Lahmia’s dead were returning to their original state. 


There was little time for relief, however. Ahead of the horsemen, the mob 
of panicked troops suddenly cleared away, revealing the wide trade road 
and the rocky fields that led up to the city gate. Hundreds of bodies lay 
everywhere, many locked together in mortal combat. The warriors of 
Mahrak and Khemri had all but destroyed one another, their minds twisted 
by Neferata’s seductive glamour. 


Alcadizzar saw her at once. She and two other pale-skinned monsters were 
walking towards them across the corpse-strewn fields, less than a hundred 
yards away. Even from so great a distance, he could feel the weight of their 
predatory stares against his skin. Even the horses felt it. They rolled their 
eyes and tossed their heads with fright, causing their riders to exchange 
worried glances and murmurs of concern, for the horses of the desert tribes 
were famed for their courage and high spirits. 


The king raised his hand, and Faisr called for the riders to halt. “Don’t let 
them get close enough to look in their eyes!” he warned. 


As he said this, Neferata’s maidens let out a piercing wail and broke into a 
run, racing across the broken ground like desert cats. Their grace and speed 
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was mesmerising. In the blink of an eye, they had covered half the distance 
between them and the horsemen. 


Faisr shook himself from his momentary reverie with a fearsome curse. 
“Loose!” he roared at his men. 


The order galvanised the tribesmen. Four hundred bows drew back as one, 
and a moment later the air was full of hissing black-fletched arrows. The 
riders were all expert shots, hand-picked from among the tribes. The 
shrieking maidens were hit dozens of times; both fell, struck through the 
heart, their bodies tumbling limply to the ground. 


An uneasy silence fell. Neferata came to a stop well beyond bowshot, hands 
at her sides. Alcadizzar straightened in the saddle. “Wait here,” he said 
gravely. 


Faisr gave the king a shocked stare. “Are you mad?” he exclaimed. “She 
deserves no better than the other two got.” 


But the king shook his head. “No. This one thing I have to do myself.” 


Alcadizzar spurred his horse forwards. Off in the distance, he could see 
more troops converging on the scene: warriors of Ka-Sabar and Rasetra on 
the left, and a ragged force of Lahmian infantry on the right. Neither side 
was Close enough to interfere. 


The king reined in, some thirty yards from the waiting queen, and slid from 
the saddle. Drawing his sword, Alcadizzar went to face her. 


She stood, silent and still, and watched him approach. The closer 
Alcadizzar came, the more he began to doubt the wisdom of his decision. 
Could he withstand her power? The gifts of the elixir were long gone, now. 
He had only his strength of will and his courage to sustain him—just like 
every one of the hundreds of dead men who littered the field around him. 


He came to within ten yards of her and stopped, not daring to get any closer. 
A faint smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. Alcadizzar felt his mouth 
go dry. She was even more beautiful than he remembered. How was that 
possible? Even the drops of blood that glistened on her cheek seemed to 
accentuate her features, like a spray of brilliant rubies. 


Neferata’s smile widened and set its hooks in his heart. Her voice was dark 
and rich, like spring honey. 
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“You never should have left,” she said. “All those wasted years, and see 
how it all ends?” She spread her arms. “Here we are, back to where we 
began.” 


Alcadizzar felt a brief spark of anger at Neferata’s tone. He clung to it 
desperately, like a man lost in a cold and empty wasteland. “You think to 
tempt me now? Here? Amidst all this death and horror? You have much to 
answer for, Neferata.” 


“T answer to no one,” Neferata replied haughtily. “That is the privilege of a 
queen.” She gestured at the carnage around her. “And this? This means as 
much or as little as we wish it to.” 


Alcadizzar shook his head. “Every ruler in Nehekhara is watching us,” he 
said, his voice full of scorn. “If I accepted what you offer, they would kill 
us both.” 


“They wouldn’t,” Neferata said. “Kneel to me. Accept my gift and they will 
clamour for it as well. Become my consort, and see how quickly they 
sheathe their blades and beg for my forgiveness.” She held out her hand to 
him. “It’s not too late, Alcadizzar. Take my hand and the world will be 
ours.” 


For a fleeting moment, it all made perfect sense. Alcadizzar looked into 
Neferata’s dark eyes and saw the desire burning there. She reached out to 
him. His gaze fell to her bloodstained hand—and the sight of it reminded 
him of all the men who had cheered his name only a week before, but now 
lay dead in the field around him. His anger returned, scouring the queen’s 
glamour from his mind. 


Alcadizzar raised his sword. “Take your gifts with you to the grave,” he 
said. “I want no part of them.” 


Neferata grew suddenly, unnaturally still. The smile faded from her face. As 
Alcadizzar watched, the desire in her eyes transformed into something 
sharp and cruel. 


Suddenly, she was right in front of him, screeching in fury, her talons raking 
at his face. Fiery pain exploded across his left cheek. The king was hurled 
backwards, hitting the rocky ground hard enough to knock all the wind out 
of him. 
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Alcadizzar’s mind reeled. It had been too long since he’d tasted Neferata’s 
elixir. He was nowhere near as fast as he’d once been. Neferata, on the 
other hand, was both swifter and stronger than he’d imagined possible. A 
moment after he’d hit the ground she was looming over him again. An iron- 
hard blow from her open hand swatted the sword from his numbed fingers; 
a second one struck him across the face and stunned him nearly senseless. 


On your feet, boy! Get up! The voice of Haptshur, his old battlefield tutor, 
echoed in his head. Unable to breathe, scarcely able to see, he rolled in the 
direction of the blows and lashed out with his right leg as hard as he could. 
The kick connected with Neferata’s leg and knocked the queen off her feet. 
Still moving, Alcadizzar scrambled onto his hands and knees and crawled 
after his lost sword. 


He nearly made it. The blade was only a few feet away, lying atop a knot of 
bloodstained corpses. Alcadizzar lunged for it—just as a hand closed 
painfully about his ankle. Neferata jerked him backwards like a hound on a 
leash, dragging his chest, arms and face over the rough ground. 


Snarling, the king lashed out with his free leg, but missed. His flailing 
hands closed on the wooden haft of a dropped javelin. Gripping it with 
bloodied hands, Alcadizzar twisted onto his back and flung it at Neferata 
with all his strength. She saw it coming at the last moment and tried to 
knock it aside with her left hand; instead of striking her in the chest, the 
bronze point hit her in the shoulder, forcing its way between the iron scales 
and sinking deep into the flesh beneath. 


Neferata hissed in rage, groping for the haft of the javelin with her off-hand 
to pull it free. Alcadizzar twisted in her grip, wrenching his ankle painfully 
as he fumbled among the corpses for another weapon. He saw another 
wooden haft jutting out from beneath a nearby body and seized it. 
Alcadizzar wrenched it free, and found himself gripping a gore-spattered 
hand axe. With a yell, he swiped at Neferata’s hand, chopping deep into her 
wrist and nearly cutting off his own foot in the process. The queen let out a 
shriek of rage, her nerveless fingers losing their grip around Alcadizzar’s 
ankle. 


Bounding to his feet with a roar, the king hurled himself at Neferata, 
hacking savagely at her with the axe. The bronze blade rasped and rang 
against the queen’s iron armour, ripping scales free and scoring the thick 
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leather beneath. More blows fell upon her arms, shoulders and neck, but her 
armour turned aside the worst of the impacts. Still, Alcadizzar did not 
relent, driving the queen inexorably backwards as he searched for an 
opening to deliver a fatal blow. He struck her twice more, tearing into her 
armour, and Neferata staggered, her foot catching on a body sprawled in her 
path. Before she could recover, the king lunged forwards and struck her 
across the side of the head. The axe blade bit deep, cracking bone from 
temple to jaw and snapping her head around from the force of the blow. 


The wound would have been enough to kill a normal man outright. Neferata 
staggered, her ruined armour flapping loosely about her torso. Alcadizzar 
rushed forwards, aiming a swift, backhand blow at her neck to end the fight. 


But the blow never landed. A hand closed about his wrist—Neferata’s right 
hand, the one he’d nearly severed a moment before. The broken bones and 
severed muscles had already knit together again. 


Neferata’s head came back around. Dark, thick blood flowed from the 
ghastly wound Alcadizzar had inflicted. Yet even as he watched, the split 
bone began to close back together. She gave the king a mocking, lopsided 
smile, then gripped the haft of the axe with her left hand and plucked the 
weapon from his grip as though he were a child. 


Her fist drove into his side, cracking ribs despite his armour and lifting him 
from his feet. Another blow crashed into the side of Alcadizzar’s head, 
blinding him with pain. Again and again she struck him, pummelling his 
shoulders and torso while she held his arm fast with her right hand. All the 
strength went out of his legs and he collapsed like a rag doll, landing 
roughly on the ground. 


He did not feel Neferata sink down onto him, straddling his waist. Her 
hands gripped the collar of his bronze scale armour and tore through the 
thick leather backing as though it were parchment, exposing the king’s 
throat. She bent down, her own iron scale vest hanging loosely from her 
shoulders, until her charnel breath blew coldly against his face. 


“T take it back,” she whispered. “All of it. Every gift I ever gave you.” 


She seized his chin and forced his head to one side, exposing the pulsing 
artery in his neck. Alcadizzar tried to speak, but only managed a strangled 
grunt. His hands fumbled weakly at his waist. 
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“What do you know of the grave?” Neferata murmured. “I have stood upon 
the threshold of death and glimpsed what lies on the other side. Do you 
know what waits there? Darkness. Nothing more.” She bent down further, 
until her lips brushed lightly against his throat. “Think on that, as the light 
fades from your eyes.” 


Alcadizzar scarcely felt the tips of her fangs sink into his skin. His 
concentration was focussed on one thing only: gripping the hilt of the 
jewelled dagger thrust into his belt. With the last of his strength he pulled 
the blade free and drove it into Neferata’s side, piercing her heart. 


“No!” Ankhat shouted, watching from a distance as Neferata’s body went 
rigid, then toppled over onto her side. Moonlight winked balefully from the 
ruby-studded hilt of the knife that jutted from her ribs. 


At the same moment, the enemy let out a roar—part cheer, part horrified 
shout—and the horsemen spurred their mounts, racing towards the fallen 
combatants. When they moved, the enemy infantry on their left moved as 
well, scrambling and stumbling over the bodies of the slain in an effort to 
reach the spot where Alcadizzar and Neferata lay tangled together. 


“The queen!” Ankhat roared. “To the queen!” 


The last survivors of the royal guard—fewer than sixty men, every one of 
them wounded to one degree or another and exhausted to the bone—let out 
a defiant shout and charged, true to their oaths to the last. The survivors of 
the remaining spear companies took up the shout as well and within 
moments they were running across the battlefield as well. 


The enemy cavalry reached the pair moments before everyone else. Robed 
riders leapt from their saddles and went at once to Alcadizzar, seizing him 
by the arms and dragging him towards safety. A half-dozen more drew 
sabres and made for Neferata, clearly intending to make sure she never rose 
again. 


Ankhat leapt among the swordsmen, his iron blade flickering. Two men fell 
at once, their throats slashed open, while the others tried to encircle him and 
strike from different angles. An arrow thudded into his shoulder; he snarled 
like a cornered animal and took a swordsman’s arm off at the elbow. 
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The royal guard caught up to him seconds later, charging at the mounted 
wairiors with polearms levelled. Horses reared and screamed; arrows flew, 
and men fell dying on both sides. Ankhat despatched another swordsman 
with a cut to the head and drove the rest back, away from the fallen queen. 
The Lahmian spearmen rushed in, brandishing their spears and trying to 
reach Alcadizzar, only to be met by the oncoming enemy infantry. Men 
stabbed and swore, tearing at one another like starving animals fighting 
over a bone. All sense of order dissolved into a vicious, four-sided brawl. 


Ankhat cut a man’s legs out from under him and pushed his way to 
Neferata’s side. Two enemy soldiers grabbed her body by the ankles, 
dragging her roughly towards them; with a shout, the immortal lunged 
forwards, slicing the hands off one man and driving the other back. More 
arrows hissed past. Each one found a mark in the swirling mob, but Ankhat 
couldn’t say whether they hit friend or foe. 


The enemy infantry drove back the Lahmians, creating a wall of flesh and 
metal between them and Alcadizzar. Ankhat didn’t care about the fallen 
king. All he could think about was keeping Neferata out of enemy hands. 
He stood over her, slashing and stabbing at every man who came too close. 


More enemy troops were arriving every moment, closing in from both left 
and right. Before much longer, they would be surrounded and then none of 
them would escape. 


The enemy pressed in around him. His blade never stopped moving, trying 
to hold back the tide. Horns sounded off behind Ankhat and to his left. 
More enemy cavalry were closing in. The end was nearly at hand. 


Ankhat took his eyes off the enemy for just a moment, glancing down at 
Neferata’s body. They would want her head for a trophy, he knew. Perhaps 
at least he could deny them that. 


He raised his sword to strike—and then, without warning, came an eruption 
of screams and shouts from behind the enemy infantry to his immediate left. 


It was as though a storm was tearing through the tightly packed enemy 
soldiers. Ankhat saw pieces of men flung through the air: severed limbs, 
helmeted heads, hands still clutching the hilts of weapons, all trailing 
streamers of blood. The killing was swift and relentless, carving its way 
step by step towards where Neferata lay. 
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Suddenly, the enemy horsemen that accompanied the king hauled on their 
reins and spurred away, shouting in confusion at the unexpected attack. The 
enemy infantry saw that and panicked, scattering in every direction to 
escape the fate of their comrades. The surviving Lahmians—barely a 
handful of guardsmen and a few score others—drew back in a tight circle 
around Ankhat, staring fearfully in the direction of the slaughter and 
wondering if they were next. 


The last of the enemy soldiers drew back like a curtain, revealing a tall, 
broad-shouldered man with pale skin and close-cropped black hair. He was 
armoured in nothing more than a dirty, knee-length leather kilt and a 
sleeveless jerkin, of the type favoured by those who lived and hunted in the 
southern jungle. The man wielded a pair of huge, dripping khopeshes in his 
scarred hands; every inch of him was streaked and stippled in gore. His face 
was handsome but severe, with a square chin and a thin-lipped mouth set in 
a permanent scowl. He strode fearlessly towards the Lahmians, heedless of 
the thousands of enemy warriors surrounding him. 


Ankhat stared at the man in wonder. “Abhorash?” 


Lamashizzar’s former champion and captain of the royal guard strode up to 
Ankhat and took in the situation at a glance. “Get the queen out of here,” he 
said simply, as though he’d never been gone from the city a day, let alone 
the last hundred and seventy years. “I will cover your retreat.” 


Abhorash spoke in a voice that brooked no dissent. The four surviving royal 
guards leapt to obey, lifting Neferata’s body and shielding it with their own. 
If any of them realised that she was not the queen that they knew and 
served, they gave no sign whatsoever. The spearmen were already falling 
back towards the ruined western gate in a ragged mob. Back across the 
field, the horse archers saw their prey escaping and shouted angrily. 
Bowstrings hummed and arrows plunged towards the guardsmen holding 
the queen. 


Abhorash’s twin swords flashed, weaving a web of flickering bronze, and 
knocked every one of the arrows aside. 


The horsemen gaped in shock. No one attempted to stop the Lahmians after 
that. 
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Every movement was agony. Groaning between clenched teeth, Ushoran 
dragged himself another torturous foot, reaching the summit of the wooded 
hill just to the east of the city necropolis. 


The sounds of battle had faded some time ago. It could have been minutes, 
or it could have been hours; Ushoran could no longer say for sure. The pain 
pushed such trivial details aside. But there was no question of who had 
won. Of that much he was certain. Which was why he was trying to get as 
far away from the city as he could. 


The fire had eaten into him from his head to his calves, burning away his 
hair and much of his skin, and cooking the flesh beneath. When the torches 
had hit him, he could think of nothing but running, as though the fire was 
something he could actually escape. That had only fanned the flames more. 
He had pounded at them until his hands were scorched and raw, but nothing 
would put them out. Finally, after running for what seemed like ages, his 
legs gave out beneath him. He collapsed on the ground, howling in agony, 
and waited for the flames to finish him. 


Yet he did not die. Eventually, the fire burned itself out, but the final death 
did not come. Eventually, through the blinding haze of pain, he realised that 
he could move his legs a bit. His body, despite the damage, was slowly 
healing itself. Ushoran didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 


When he came to his senses, he realised he was no longer alone. A pack of 
jackals surrounded the dip in the rocky ground, studying him with flat, 
yellow eyes. Apparently they couldn’t decide if he was carrion or not. He 
wasn’t all that certain either. But he knew that, sooner or later, it would be 
dawn. If the noonday sun didn’t finish what the fire began, it would only be 
a matter of time before some enemy patrol stumbled onto him and chopped 
off his head. And so he’d crawled, foot by foot, out of the depression and 
towards the hills to the west, in search of a place to hide. 


Now, having reached the top of the hill, the immortal rolled weakly onto his 
side and looked back the way he’d come. Ushoran could see a vast field of 
bones stretching from the edge of the necropolis to nearly the centre of the 
enemy camp. At some point, W’soran’s ritual had failed and his army had 
literally fallen apart where it stood. From the angle where he lay, he could 
just see the western gate; when he glimpsed the destruction there, he 
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suspected what had occurred. He wondered if the necromancer had 
managed to escape the massacre. 


There was no sign of Neferata or Ankhat, but the ground between the camp 
and the western gate was piled with corpses. It was clear that both sides had 
suffered terrible losses, but in the end the invaders had prevailed. Even now, 
columns of troops were marching down the trade road and through the 
rubble of the western gate; columns of smoke were rising from Lahmia’s 
western districts as the sack of the city began. 


Abruptly, the smothering darkness receded. Neferata opened her eyes with a 
gasp that very nearly rose to a scream. She fell back against a cold marble 
floor, her entire body trembling with the shock of what she’d endured. 


Ankhat knelt beside her, his face grave. A ruby-hilted dagger hung from 
one hand. With a scowl, he tossed it aside. “You’re safe,” he said to her. 
“For now, at least. We thought it best to wait until we got here before doing 
something about the knife.” 


Neferata glanced wildly about. She was in a shadowy, vaulted chamber, far 
from the battlefield. “Where are we?” she managed to say. 


“The palace. Abhorash insisted we bring you here.” 
Neferata frowned, uncertain if she’d heard Ankhat correctly. “Abhorash?” 


“Yes. He’s returned,” Ankhat replied. “Without him, all of us would have 
been lost.” 


Grimacing, the queen forced her body to sit upright. She was resting in the 
centre of the great hall, with the royal dais at her back. At the far end of the 
chamber, the great double doors lay open, revealing the dimly lit vestibule 
beyond. Past the vestibule, the entrance to the palace lay open. The sky 
outside was tinged red with flames. 


Abhorash stood a short distance away, surrounded by four men in the 
armour of the royal guard. The guardsmen were stripping away Abhorash’s 
bloodstained tunic and fitting him with the iron breastplate and pauldrons of 
a captain of the guard. She knew the dour champion at once, despite the 
passage of years. The queen inclined her head to him. “We owe you a great 
debt, captain,” she said, with as much dignity as she had left. 
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Abhorash glared at her. “I didn’t come here for you,” he snapped. “The city 
was under attack and I swore an oath to defend it. At least here I can meet 
death with something of my honour intact.” 


Neferata scowled at him. “Still as arrogant and sanctimonious as ever,” she 
growled. The queen turned to Ankhat. “What of Alcadizzar?” 


The immortal shrugged. “His people dragged him away. I have no idea if he 
was alive or not.” He gripped her arm. “Forget about him. The city is lost. 
The enemy could be here at any moment.” 


The queen snatched her arm away. “Then here is where they’ll find me. If 
Lahmia is to die, then I die with her.” 


“Good,” Abhorash declared. “It’s long past time this nightmare came to an 
end.” 


Ankhat took a step back, glaring at the both of them. “Die, then,” he 
snapped. “Let the damned mortals cut off your heads and parade them 
through the streets! I don’t intend to give them the satisfaction.” 


Ankhat’s vehemence surprised Neferata. “Where is there to go?” 


“Anywhere but here!” the immortal cried. “There is more to the world than 
just Lahmia—or even Nehekhara, come to that. Who knows? I might go 
north. The barbarians there would worship me like a god.” He sighed, 
shaking his head. “We should have scattered to the winds long ago. Lahmia 
might have survived if we had. Now...” 


“Now, what?” Neferata demanded. “We’ve lost everything, Ankhat. What’s 
left?” 


“Eternity,” the immortal answered. “We have nothing but time, Neferata. 
Time enough to do whatever you wish.” 


Neferata turned and studied the red-lit sky beyond the vestibule. Her 
expression hardened. “Time enough for vengeance,” she said. 


“If you wish,” Ankhat said. “Do as you will. But I am leaving this cursed 
place and hope never to return.” 


The queen glanced back at the immortal. She was transformed. Her face 
was a cold, pitiless mask. 
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“There is a ship waiting in the harbour,” she said. “I will take it and abide 
for a time in the east. I have a great deal of thinking to do.” 


Ankhat nodded. “A new beginning, then.” 


“No,” the queen said. “An ending. From this moment forwards, there will 
be nothing but endings between me and this world.” 


Outside, a horn sounded. Abhorash nodded sombrely to the guardsmen, 
who bowed and offered him his blades. The grim-faced immortal turned to 
Neferata. 


“The enemy is here,” he said. “These good men have sworn to fight by my 
side until the last. Together, we’ll make our stand here, as befits the royal 
guard. If the gods are kind, perhaps I will be rid of your damned curse at 
last.” 


Neferata glared at the champion as he turned and made his way from the 
great hall and out into the vestibule, where his four companions waited. 
After a moment, she turned to say her farewells to Ankhat, but the immortal 
was already gone. 


The last queen of Lahmia stood alone in the great hall where her dynasty 
had ruled for millennia. She turned, glancing back at the royal dais, and 
looked one final time at the empty throne. 


“Endings,” she vowed, her voice hollow. “Nothing but endings.” And then 
the shadows swallowed her and she was gone. 


“This is madness,” Prince Heru said. “You should be resting, uncle. The 
chirurgeons say you are lucky to be alive.” 


“T’ll be fine,” Alcadizzar said tightly, mindful of the pain in his side and the 
stitches in his cheek. He sat stiffly in the saddle of his horse as he climbed 
the winding road up to the royal palace. A hundred warriors of the bani-al- 
Hashim rode in his wake, arrows nocked, searching the shadows for danger. 
“This is something I need to do.” 


“Like you needed to fight Neferata single-handed?” Heru said. “We saw 
how well that went.” 


The king grunted. “I won, didn’t I?” 
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Heru frowned. “I don’t know. It’s looking more and more like a draw.” 


The riders rounded the final turn and approached the entrance to the palace 
compound. It was early morning and the fires had burned their way down 
the hill and across the city, where smoke now rose from the dockyards. 
Soldiers roamed the streets, looting what they could and wrecking what 
they couldn’t. Screams and shouts echoed from nearly every street. When 
the victorious armies were done, the richest city in Nehekhara would be 
picked down to its bones and its people, who had suffered so much under 
Neferata’s reign of terror, would be carted away in chains, to serve their 
conquerors as slaves. Such was the brutal reality of war. 


Alcadizzar guided his horse through the palace gates and reined in. The 
scene before him was breathtaking in its devastation. 


Smoke still rose from the narrow windows of the Temple of Blood. As 
many as two hundred acolytes and priestesses lay on the ground around the 
temple’s entrance, their bodies riddled with wounds. They had been 
dragged from the temple during the night and executed, one after another. 
There was no way to know if the army had done it, or if it had been the 
work of the Lahmians themselves. 


The same could not be said of the royal palace. It was obvious to anyone 
what had happened there. The steps leading to the great hall were covered 
in bodies, in some cases piled four or five deep. “The Lahmians didn’t 
surrender the palace easily,” he observed. 


Heru grunted. “That bastard with the swords,” he said. “He and some of the 
royal guard held the door until dawn. Took enough wounds to kill a hundred 
men, but never gave an inch.” 


“What happened to him?” 


Heru looked uncomfortable. “We don’t know. At dawn, the guardsmen 
dragged him back inside the vestibule while we regrouped for another 
charge. By the time we got inside they were gone. We’re searching the 
palace for them now.” 


“What about Neferata?” 


The Rasetran sighed. “We don’t know about her, either. The last anyone 
saw Of her, she was being carried into the city by the royal guard. We 
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expected to find her here, but...” 
Alcadizzar shook his head. “Is there anything we do know?” 


“Well, we managed to secure the city treasury,” the prince said. “Zandri and 
Numas are already petitioning for their share, of course.” 


The king stared at his nephew. “I don’t care about the gold,” he said. “Did 
you find any books?” 


Heru’s expression darkened. “Not yet. If they’re anywhere, they’re 
probably inside the temple and the upper levels are still burning. The men 
found some large chambers on the lower levels that looked like they might 
have been vaults, but there was nothing left inside.” 


Alcadizzar nodded thoughtfully. “We’ll keep looking, just to be certain. 
Neferata couldn’t have learned necromancy from nothing. Lamashizzar 
must have somehow brought some of Nagash’s tomes back from Khemri 
after the war. If they’re here, I mean to see them destroyed.” 


“And then?” 


The king sighed, thinking of distant Khemri and the work that lay ahead. A 
tired smile spread across his face. “Then we go home.” 


The two men fell silent, contemplating the wreckage of the palace. The 
wind shifted, blowing from the sea and carrying the scent of salt and ashes. 
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TWENTY-THREE 
The Usurper 


Lahmia, the City of the Dawn, in the 107th year of Ptra the Glorious 
(-1200 Imperial Reckoning) 


For seven days and seven nights, Alcadizzar’s men searched the city for 
Neferata and her followers, and for the hiding place of the infamous tomes 
of Nagash. They combed the palace and the smouldering ruins of the temple 
from top to bottom, and though a great many hidden passageways and 
chambers were discovered, no sign of the city’s secret rulers was found. 
Even Neferata’s puppets, King Sothis and Queen Ammanura, had vanished, 
though several witnesses claimed that they had fled to the temple garden 
after the city gates had fallen and taken poison to avoid capture by the 
invaders. 


After a week, Alcadizzar privately conceded defeat. Jars of oil and barrels 
of pitch were brought up from the docks and the great palace was set alight. 
The roaring flames burned long into the night, rising like a pyre atop the 
high hill as the invaders marched out through the broken western gate. They 
left behind a wasteland of empty streets, pillaged shops and burned-out 
homes, roamed by vultures and packs of fat-bellied jackals. 


Laden with plunder and files of weary, hollow-eyed slaves, the allied armies 
made slow progress across the Golden Plain. Faisr’s people rode ahead, 
each one bearing a message that the tribes had been waiting to hear for 
centuries. By the time the soldiers reached the centre of the plain a vast tent 
city awaited them; wives raced out from the camp on swift horses to 
welcome back their husbands, filling the air with songs of joy. The long 
exile in the east was finally at an end. 


Upon reaching the tent city, Alcadizzar offered his fellow rulers the 
hospitality of his tent and bade them stay as his guests for a while, to 
celebrate their victory and talk of Nehekhara’s future. As the matter of 
Lahmia’s vast treasury had yet to be settled, Alcadizzar’s allies could not 
very well refuse. 


For a full week, as the last of the desert tribes filtered down from the far 
reaches of the plain, Alcadizzar entertained his guests with horse races and 
martial contests by day and lavish feasts by night. During the feasts, young 
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women of marriageable age from the tribes would join the royal guests and 
provide entertainment, as was their custom, in the form of conversation, 
dance and song. It was during these feasts that Alcadizzar came to notice 
one young woman in particular: Khalida, a maiden of thirty years, who was 
named after the legendary warrior-queen of Lybaras. She was tall, dark- 
haired and slender, like most women of the tribes, but her eyes were a rare, 
vivid green, like polished emeralds. Her voice was deep and earthy, and she 
laughed often, but what captured Alcadizzar’s interest most of all was her 
keen wit. She was astonishingly well read, conversing with kings and 
champions on matters ranging from horsemanship to history. One night he 
had found himself in a lively debate with her about Settra’s early campaigns 
against the tribes that had lasted until nearly midnight, until her brothers 
had been forced to politely separate them for propriety’s sake. He’d looked 
forwards to seeing her ever since. 


Over the course of the week, the political manoeuvring intensified. Numas 
and Zandri pressed shamelessly for a lion’s share of Lahmia’s gold and 
promised close ties of trade and friendship in return. Mahrak and Lybaras 
appealed to Alcadizzar’s scholarly nature, pleading for gold to restore their 
libraries and temples. Ka-Sabar promised a steady supply of good iron, 
drawn from the deeps of the Brittle Peaks, in return for trade agreements 
that would keep their forges working for generations to come. 


Prince Heru told Alcadizzar he could keep Rasetra’s share of the gold, just 
so long as he could take Khalida home with him. The king of Khemri 
refused, much to Heru’s amusement. 


Alcadizzar played the game of diplomacy with great skill, forging profitable 
alliances with Ka-Sabar, Quatar and Lybaras, while keeping Mahrak at 
arm’s length and establishing an understanding with Zandri and Numas, his 
closest and most ambitious neighbours. In the end, Lahmia’s plundered gold 
was split seven ways, with equal shares going to each of the cities. Faisr’s 
tribes received a slightly larger portion of gold than the rest, but forfeited 
their share of slaves, since their laws forbade it. The following day, 
Alcadizzar’s guests took their leave, marching for home laden with riches 
and bound by new political ties to Khemri. Whether Alcadizzar’s peers had 
realised it or not, a new era had begun. 
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The armies began to move at dawn, starting with Zandri and Numas; by 
sunset, the last of the Lybaran companies had departed, driving their slow- 
moving wagons westwards. Only the people of Khemri remained, waiting 
to escort their king to his new home. After days of celebration, a sense of 
relative calm settled over the tent city, as the tribes prepared their meals and 
contemplated breaking camp the following day. 


Alcadizzar sat inside his tent, wrapped in heavy robes and sipping tea from 
a fine porcelain cup as he reviewed the particulars of trade agreements he’d 
signed with Ka-Sabar and Numas the night before. His broken ribs ached 
and the rest of his body was stiff and sore, from his eyebrows to the tips of 
his toes. His duties as a host had left him more drained than the battle 
outside Lahmia, or so it seemed. 


There came a scratching at his tent flap. Out of habit, Alcadizzar started to 
rise from his chair and see to it, but Huni, one of his new royal servants, 
rose smoothly from his place near the entrance and went to see who was 
outside. There was a brief murmur of conversation, then the servant 
returned with a look of consternation on his face. 


Huni prostrated himself before the king. “There is someone who wishes to 
speak with you, great one,” he said. “I told her that you have retired for the 
evening, but she is most insistent.” 


Alcadizzar glanced up from his documents. “Who is it?” He thought of 
Khalida, his pulse quickening. 


The servant frowned. “I do not know,” he replied. “All she will say is that 
she is the Daughter of the Sands—” 


“Gods above,” Alcadizzar swore, straightening in his chair. “Send her in at 
once!” 


Huni leapt to his feet and dashed for the tent flap. He pulled it aside with a 
bow, and Ophiria entered, followed by her hooded servant, the chosen of 
Khsar. She arched an eyebrow at the king. 


“My apologies,” Alcadizzar said, sheepishly. “This is... unexpected. Ah... 
may I offer you tea?” 


The seer’s lips quirked in a faint grin. “You may.” 


3022 XRN 


Huni hurried to the brass kettle, only to be waved away by the king. 
Alcadizzar poured the cup himself and brought it to her, his mind racing. “I 
wasn’t aware you’d arrived in camp,” he said, trying to work out what was 
going on. 


“T’ve been here since before you arrived,” Ophiria said, her golden eyes 
studying him over the rim of the teacup. “You were too busy entertaining to 
notice.” She glanced around the tent. “Shall we sit, or is it your habit now to 
drink tea standing up?” 


“Yes—I mean, no.” Alcadizzar sighed irritably. Ophiria flustered him more 
than all the kings of Nehekhara combined. “Please. Sit.” 


The seer lowered herself gracefully to the piled rugs, cradling the teacup in 
her hands. Alcadizzar had seen her many times over the years, at tribal 
gatherings, but hadn’t actually spoken to her since the night of Suleima’s 
funeral rites, some forty years ago. Other than a few streaks of grey in her 
hair and some wrinkles at the corners of her eyes, she hadn’t changed a 
great deal since then. 


Alcadizzar sat across from her. His gaze went from Ophiria to her servant 
and back again. He wasn’t certain how to proceed. The bride of Khsar, as a 
rule, did not visit other men’s tents. 


“To what do I owe the honour of this visit?” he asked. 


Ophiria gave him a sphinx-like stare. “We have matters to discuss,” she 
said. 


“IT... see,” Alcadizzar replied. The seer sipped her tea and said nothing. 
Finally, the king turned to his servants. “Leave us,” he said. 


Huni and the rest bowed and slipped silently from the tent. Ophiria waited 
until the last one was gone before she spoke. 


“Congratulations on your victory over the Lahmians,” she said. 


Alcadizzar shrugged stiffly. “It was a hollow triumph at best,” the king said. 
“Neferata escaped.” 


“Her fate lies elsewhere,” the seer said cryptically. “Her power has been 
broken for now and my people are free to return home. That is victory 
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enough for me.” She sipped her tea, glancing over at the papers piled on the 
table. “The past few days have been profitable, I trust?” 


“It’s a good beginning,” the king allowed. “There’|l be more to do once I 
get to Khemri, of course.” 


“And what are your plans, now that Lahmia is no more?” 


Alcadizzar took a deep breath. “Well. Finish rebuilding the city, to begin 
with. Hopefully find a wife, and have children. Try to live like a normal 
person, for the first time in my life.” 


Ophiria let out a snort. “There’s nothing normal about you, Alcadizzar,” she 
said. The seer finished her tea. “What do you think of Khalida? Does she 
interest you?” 


The king’s eyes widened. “You know about her?” 


She rolled her eyes. “I was the one who suggested she attend the feasts in 
the first place,” Ophiria said. “As it happens, she’s my niece. And she could 
use a husband who’s read as many books as she has.” The seer gave him an 
arch look. “Assuming you were serious when you told Faisr you wanted to 
marry a woman of the tribes.” 


Alcadizzar bristled a bit. “After all this time and everything I’ve done, you 
still doubt my sincerity?” 


Ophiria set down her cup and sighed. “No. I don’t.” Her expression turned 
sombre. “You’ve been a man of your word in every respect, Alcadizzar. I 
wouldn’t be offering you my niece if you weren’t.” 


“Well, what’s all this about, then?” the king asked. 
The seer’s golden eyes met his. “It’s about Nagash,” she said simply. 
Alcadizzar stared at her. “What have you seen?” 


Ophiria was silent for a moment, her expression thoughtful, as though 
uncertain how much she ought to say. 


“The Usurper is coming,” she said at last. “Even now, he prepares his 
armies for war.” 


The king’s heart sank. “How soon?” 
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“Years; possibly even decades,” Ophiria said. “Nagash does not measure 
time as we mortals do. He has not forgotten his defeat in the last war and 
will not act this time until he is certain of victory.” 


“Then he cannot be defeated?” 


Another faint smile crossed the seer’s face. “That depends on what you do 
with the time you’re given. From this moment forwards, every day is a gift. 
Use them wisely.” 


Alcadizzar sighed wearily. “All right. What am I supposed to do?” 


Ophiria shrugged. “I’m no strategist,” she said. “How was he beaten the last 
time?” 


“The other priest-kings combined their forces against him.” 
“Well, then, perhaps you should start there.” 
The king scowled. “You’re a seer. Is that the best you can do?” 


“Don’t be impertinent. It doesn’t work that way,” Ophiria snapped. She rose 
to her feet. “I’ve told you all I can, Alcadizzar. Rule well with the time you 
are given. Prepare Nehekhara for Nagash’s coming. All the world depends 
on it.” 


As she turned to leave, the king called out to her. “Wait!” 

The seer stopped at the tent flap and scowled at him. 

“There is no more to tell, Alcadizzar. I can’t share what I haven’t seen.” 
The king shook his head. “Never mind that. What about Khalida?” 
“What about her?” 

Alcadizzar frowned. “Now who is being impertinent?” 


Ophiria grinned. “She resides in the tent of her father, Tariq al-Nasrim. Call 
upon her if you like. She loves to read. Promise her all the books her heart 
desires and you should do well.” 


By night he crept across the wasteland like a spider, clutching his precious 
cargo to his chest and stealing the life of any living thing that came too near. 
North and west he went; at the end of each night, just before the paling of 
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dawn, he would scuttle into a shallow cave or a hillside crevice and open 
his senses to the aether, like a ship’s captain taking a bearing from the stars 
overhead. The crackle of necromantic energies pulsed invisibly in the 
distance, always seemingly just beyond the next set of hills. 


Three weeks after his narrow escape from the city’s gatehouse, W’soran 
crested a splintered ridgeline and caught his first glimpse of the great 
fortress. The ancient mountain was as large as Lahmia itself, ringed about 
with seven high walls of black basalt and hundreds of slender, blade-like 
towers. It dominated the horizon to the east, crouching like a dragon 
beneath a vast pall of ashen cloud, along the edge of a dark, fog-shrouded 
sea. Though he was still a great many leagues away, the sight of his 
destination filled the necromancer with a terrible, hateful joy. 


The path around the shores of the great sea was a long one, fraught with 
dangers. Twisted, scaly creatures lurked in the marshes that bordered the 
sea’s western shore, but worse were the packs of howling, pale-skinned 
monsters that infested the hills to the north. Once they’d caught his scent 
they hounded him without pause, tracking him through the hillside thickets 
like hungry jackals, until finally he was forced to turn and fight. He slew 
scores of them with blasts of necromantic energy and still dozens more with 
his claws and needle-like fangs, until finally the survivors fled in terror. 
After that, the creatures continued to test him, pacing at his heels and trying 
to herd him into places of ambush, but they never risked an open battle with 
him again. 


Finally, after many weeks, W’soran crossed through the territory of the 
flesh-eaters and reached the far shores of the wide sea. He came upon the 
ancient ruins of a large temple that had once barred the path along the sea’s 
eastern shore. Beyond the ruins, the shoreline along the base of the 
mountain was covered in treacherous mounds of crushed stone and 
wreathed in tendrils of poisonous yellow vapours; a lifeless waste made by 
human hands, living or dead. 


A wide road of black stone carved through the wasteland like the path of a 
knife, leading to the first of the mountain’s forbidding walls. This close to 
the mountain, there was no day or night; just an endless, iron-grey gloom 
that neither sun nor moon could shine through, allowing the necromancer to 
travel on without pause. The air throbbed with the sounds of industry: 
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hammers and bellows, the groan of wheels and the rumble of spilled rock. 
Beyond that, however, there were no shouted commands, no weary curses 
or barked laughter, as working men might make in the lands to the south. 
The fortress hissed and rumbled and banged, but for all that, there were no 
sounds of life within. 


As he approached the gate, a horn wailed from a nearby tower and the great 
black portal grated open. In the darkness beneath the gate’s arch waited a 
dozen skeletal figures, wreathed in icy mist and flickering green grave- 
light. The wights leered at him balefully, gripping blades marked with runes 
of death and damnation. Leading them was a rotting skeleton in ragged 
robes; the liche’s eyes flared hatefully at the sight of W’soran, as though it 
somehow knew him. A malevolent hiss slipped past its splintered teeth. 


Undaunted, the necromancer smiled coldly. “I am W’soran, from the city of 
Lahmia to the south, and I am known to your master.” He lifted the heavy 
leather bag clutched to his bony chest. “I bear him gifts and news that will 
be of great interest to him.” 


The wights said nothing. After a moment, they withdrew. The liche 
reluctantly lifted a bony hand and beckoned for W’soran to follow. 


Traversing the vast fortress took hours, first across narrow lanes under the 
ashen sky, then down dank, twisting corridors carved into the mountain’s 
flanks. Higher and higher they climbed, and the closer W’soran came to the 
object of his quest, the more he felt the weight of the Undying King’s power 
pressing against his skin. It permeated the rock and hissed invisibly through 
the air, filling up his skull until it was almost impossible to think. It gripped 
him and pulled him onwards, like an irresistible tide. 


At last, W’soran found himself in a vaulted antechamber, high upon the 
Slopes of the great mountain. Before him, towering doors of unfinished 
bronze groaned on their hinges, opening just wide enough to admit him. 
Green light flickered hungrily within. The wights flanked him to either side, 
heads bowed towards the open doors. They offered no instruction, for none 
was required. 


Gripping the leather bag tightly, W’soran strode into the presence of the 
Undying King, followed closely by the silent, black-toothed liche. 
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The great, columned hall beyond was vast, larger by far than the pitiful 
chambers of Nehekharan kings. Shadows writhed along the walls, stirred by 
pulsing veins of glowing green stone that wound across the surface of the 
rock. More green light pulsed from a sphere of the same glowing rock, 
resting atop a corroded bronze tripod at the foot of a stone dais. Sorcerous 
power radiated from the rock like heat from a furnace, but its intensity 
paled before the conflagration of power that was Nagash himself. 


The Undying King sat upon a great throne of carved wood, cased in the 
intricate black armour that W’soran had glimpsed on Sakhmet’s night, so 
many years ago. Pale green flames wreathed the king’s leering skull and 
arced along the rough surface of his crown. 


W’soran made his way towards the king’s dais. Hunched, growling figures 
paced him from the shadows along either side of the hall—flesh-tearing 
beasts, like the ones who had hounded him along the hills north of the great 
sea. Of course they served the Undying King, the necromancer reckoned. 
Every creature within sight of the great mountain, living or dead, likely bent 
its knee before Nagash’s might. 


W’soran did so as well, falling onto his knees before the dais. The burning 
skull did not move an inch in response to the immortal’s presence. There 
was no need; Nagash’s awareness filled the echoing space, invisible and all- 
consuming. A portion of it fell upon him, much as a man might note the 
passage of an ant beneath his feet. 


The immortal raised his hands to the figure upon the throne. “Great 
Nagash,” he cried. “Undying King! I am W’soran, who witnessed your 
triumph on Sakhmet’s night, twenty-two years ago.” W’soran fumbled open 
the leather bag before him. Reaching in, he drew out the first of the leather- 
bound volumes inside. “I have come bearing tokens of my devotion—your 
own necromantic tomes, looted from the Black Pyramid centuries ago and 
held by lesser hands in Lahmia ever since.” 


This time, the burning skull did move fractionally, glancing downwards at 
the offered tome. The Undying King’s awareness focussed upon W’soran, 
scorching his mind like a heated iron. 


“T bring news also,” W’soran croaked. “The City of the Dawn has fallen; 
the bloodline of the treacherous Lamashizzar is no more.” 
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The skull inclined further, until W’soran found himself staring up at the 
orbs of fire that seethed from its eye sockets. Nagash’s awareness burned 
like acid along the immortal’s bones, threatening to consume them. 


“There is more!” W’soran exclaimed. “A... a usurper has claimed your 
throne, great one! A man of Rasetran blood sits upon the throne of Khemri! 
Alcadizzar is his name and he claims descent from Settra himself!” 


There was a creaking of metal. Nagash leaned forwards upon the throne, 
looming over W’soran. The ancient tome flew out of the immortal’s hand as 
an invisible fist gripped him, smashing him back onto the stone floor. The 
necromancer’s veins burned and claws of fire sank into his brain. A voice, 
cold and soulless as stone, reverberated through the hall. W’soran screamed 
in ecstasy and terror. 


“Tell me of this usurper,” the Undying King said. 
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TWENTY-FOUR 
The Last Light of Day 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 110th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1163 Imperial Reckoning) 


Heads turned as Inofre, King Alcadizzar’s Grand Vizier, led the small 
procession of nobles down the length of Settra’s Court. Though it was late 
afternoon, the resplendent throne room was still crowded with petitioners 
and embassies from the far corners of Alcadizzar’s empire, from the horse 
lords of Numas to the merchant princes of distant Bel Aliad. They had been 
waiting for hours to speak with the great king; with the evening drawing on, 
most would be turned away until the morrow. For the moment, however, all 
eyes were upon the tall, handsome lord who followed after Inofre and the 
three strange, iron-bound chests carried by the noblemen who trailed in the 
lord’s wake. 


Alcadizzar straightened slightly on Settra’s ancient throne as the procession 
approached the dais, dragging his mind away from worries about the trade 
negotiations that were planned for later that night. He’d only returned from 
Numas that morning, reviewing the new irrigation plan that they hoped 
would restore the city’s parched grain fields. He was tired beyond words 
and his body was a mass of aches—particularly the ribs that Neferata had 
broken, some thirty-seven years ago. They never had healed quite right, 
despite the best efforts of the chirurgeons. 


Thirty-seven years, he thought, suppressing a grimace. Where had the time 
gone? 


The king stole a guilty glance to his right. Khalida sat upon her throne, 
serene as always, her left hand resting upon Alcadizzar’s right. They had 
instituted the tradition upon their marriage, moving her throne from its 
customary place—set further to the right and two steps lower than the 
king’s—and placed them side by side. Her hand upon his was meant to 
signify that they ruled Khemri jointly, that her opinion counted for as much 
as his. 


The touch of her fingers was light and cool, as though Khalida was loath to 
rest the full weight of her hand upon his. Things had been strained between 
them for a long time now, ever since the last war with Zandri, some five 
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years ago. The expansion northwards into the barbarian lands over the past 
two decades had provided more lucrative routes for the slave trade that had 
once made the coastal city so wealthy. When Alcadizzar had finally 
conquered the bellicose city after a lengthy and difficult campaign, he 
discovered that their coffers were completely empty and the citizens on the 
verge of starvation. King Rakh-an-atum had taken ship with many of 
Zandri’s nobles and fled to parts unknown, leaving Alcadizzar in possession 
of a city on the verge of anarchy. Since then, he had spent much of his time 
there, helping to restore order and improve the lives of its citizens, leaving 
Khalida to return to Khemri and manage the city’s affairs alone. 


Holding the empire together demanded more from him with every passing 
year. In the beginning, the horrors of what his fellow rulers had seen at 
Lahmia and the threat posed by Nagash had been a potent force for unity, 
allowing him to forge powerful alliances based on mutual defence and free 
trade. Free at last from Lahmia’s crippling economic policies, the great 
cities flourished. Alcadizzar invested his city’s wealth as wisely as he could, 
returning Khemri to its former glory. Vast amounts of coin were spent on 
improving roads across the entire country, and connecting east and west via 
trade along the River Vitae. The great collegia at Lybaras were restored and 
then similar centres of learning were founded in Khemri as well. Scholar- 
engineers were put to work creating methods of irrigation that drew water 
from the Vitae and restored arable land that had been reclaimed by the 
desert centuries earlier. 


As Khemri’s fortunes rose, Alcadizzar made certain that the rest of 
Nehekhara’s fortunes rose as well. Peace and prosperity brought stability, 
and increased his influence over the entire land. What started as an alliance 
grew into a confederation of cities, then a short-lived commonwealth, and 
then, after a combination of statecraft and military manoeuvring, into an 
empire. Through it all, though, Ophiria’s warning remained uppermost in 
his mind. Everything he did, ultimately, was geared towards preparing the 
land for Nagash’s eventual return. 


Those preparations grew a little more difficult with every passing year. The 
memories of Lahmia had faded with time. Now there were powerful men 
around the empire who had begun to chafe under the elaborate—and 
expensive—military obligations they were compelled to maintain. There 
were even whispers that perhaps Nagash’s interests had turned elsewhere 
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and no longer posed a threat to Nehekhara. Some even went so far as to 
allude that Nagash had never been a threat at all, but merely a potent fiction 
that Alcadizzar had used to gain control of the great cities. He found 
himself travelling more, visiting cities and speaking directly to the nobles 
who lived there, reminding them of their shared duty to defend the land. So 
far, the tactic was working, but at what cost? 


Alcadizzar reached over and touched Khalida’s hand, brushing the smooth 
skin with his fingertips. He smiled. His wife glanced over, stirred from 
some reverie of her own and managed a strained smile before looking away 
again. 


The king frowned, trying to think of something to say, but was interrupted 
by Inofre’s voice. 


“Great one,” the Grand Vizier intoned, “your loyal subject Rahotep, Lord of 
the Delta and Seeker of Mysteries, has returned in accordance with your 
commands and wishes to give an account of his efforts in the lands of the 
barbarians.” 


Alcadizzar pushed his fears aside and summoned up a warm smile for the 
nobleman standing at the foot of the dais. “Of course,” he said. “Welcome 
home, Lord Rahotep. This is a pleasant surprise; unless I am mistaken, your 
expedition was not expected back for another two weeks.” 


Rahotep bowed to the king and smiled in return. The two men shared the 
same interests in learning and exploration, and had been friends for many 
years. The young lord was a famous adventurer, renowned throughout 
Nehekhara for his travels to the far corners of the world. Thanks to his 
efforts, Nehekhara’s northern border now extended for hundreds of leagues 
past Numas and had opened valuable trade routes with the barbarian tribes 
beyond the World’s Edge Mountains. 


“The past winter was a mild one,” Rahotep answered, “and the mountain 
passes opened sooner than expected.” 


He turned and beckoned his retainers forwards. “It also helped that I was 
halfway through the mountains when the snows began to thaw.” 


Alcadizzar leaned forwards, his eyes widening. Rahotep had his undivided 
interest now. “You met with the annu-horesh?” 
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The fabled explorer swept out his hands and made a dramatic bow. “I 
enjoyed their hospitality for the entire winter,” he said proudly. “They have 
showed me wonders beyond compare, and offered us assurances of 
friendship and trade.” 


Excited murmurs swept through the court. The annu-horesh—literally, the 
mountain-lords—had been discovered by Rahotep more than a decade ago, 
but the stout, bearded folk had been slow to warm to the Nehekharans. The 
barbarians who lived at the foot of the mountains regarded them with awe 
and spoke of their surpassing skill as warriors and craftsmen. 


“Their king, Morgrim Blackbeard, sent you these gifts, as a gesture of his 
respect,” Rahotep said. With a flourish, he opened the first chest and drew 
out the most magnificent sword that Alcadizzar had ever seen. It was a 
huge, two-handed khopesh, but Rahotep held the blade as though it weighed 
no more than a river-reed. Its edge looked keen enough to cut stone; the 
metal had a sheen to it like molten gold. The weapon caught the light of the 
braziers and shone like the morning sun. Gasps of wonder echoed 
throughout the hall. 


Alcadizzar stared at the sword in wonder. “What is it made of?” 


“Tron,” Rahotep said, “but made into something far lighter and stronger than 
anything our smiths can forge.” He laid a hand gently against the flat of the 
blade. “The true magic lies in the way the blade was washed in gold. The 
bond radiates heat and light, and is anathema to the evils that dwell in the 
darkness.” 


The explorer indicated the remaining chests. “There is armour as well, 
shaped by the same processes. Truly a gift for the greatest of Nehekharan 
kings.” 


“Beautiful,” the king agreed. “It’s a great shame that my sons could not be 
here to see it. Prince Asar is hunting with his uncle in the desert and Prince 
Ubaid—” 


“Asar and my father are in Ka-Sabar now, as guests of King Aten-sefu,” 
Khalida interjected coolly. “And Ubaid’s interests run to horses and hawks 
these days.” 


The queen’s tone stung Alcadizzar. “Of course. Hawks and horses. How 
forgetful of me.” The king sighed inwardly and beckoned to a group of 
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robed men standing off to the right of the dais. They wore metal skullcaps, 
like priests, and gripped staffs of cedar or sandalwood. 


“Suleiman,” the king called. “What do you make of this?” 


A tall, dignified, older man stepped forwards, joining Rahotep and peering 
closely at the blade for several moments. He reached out and lightly 
touched the sword, just as the explorer had done, and his eyebrows rose. 
“Truly a marvel,” he said to the king. “A form of elemental sorcery unlike 
anything we have seen before. There are no runes in its shaping; it is as 
though the very essence of the sun has been worked into the metal.” 


Alcadizzar nodded sagely, even though his knowledge of magic was still 
very limited. The knowledge had been brought to Nehekhara from the far 
north, by intrepid sailors and explorers like Lord Rahotep, and given to 
learned men to emulate and master. In the first decade of his reign, 
Alcadizzar had founded a collegium of magic in Khemri, knowing full well 
that the other cities would waste no time creating their own. Without the 
gifts that had once been granted them by the gods, it was imperative that the 
Nehekharans find new sources of power to counter Nagash’s foul magic. 
The forges at Ka-Sabar were making small amounts of enchanted arms and 
armour each year now, which were purchased and stored in armouries 
across the land. 


Rahotep smiled at the king. “The mountain-lords save their runes for truly 
powerful weapons,” he said. “Morgrim swore to me that a blade like this 
requires no great skill to make.” 


“Indeed?” the king said. “Then would the mountain-lords be willing to 
teach us how to make them?” 


The explorer spread his hands. “It’s possible. King Morgrim has invited you 
to be his guest at his hold, to share the tales of our two peoples and discuss 
how we may work together in the future.” 


Alcadizzar brightened. The prospect of meeting the mountain-lords and 
seeing their creations excited him. “How far a journey is it to the World’s 
Edge Mountains?” 


“Six weeks, if the weather is cooperative,” Rahotep answered. “We could 
travel there in the early autumn, and winter there until the passes open 
again.” 
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Six weeks, Alcadizzar thought. It could be done. If the trade negotiations 
were concluded quickly enough, it was just possible. He turned to Khalida, 
smiling hopefully—only to find her already watching him, her expression 
bleak. 


Slowly, deliberately, she withdrew her hand. 


“The king may do as he pleases, of course,” she said without being asked 
and looked away. 


Alcadizzar’s heart sank. “We will consider the invitation,” he said, turning 
back to Rahotep with a half-hearted smile. “You have my thanks for your 
efforts on behalf of the empire, my lord. I look forwards to hearing a fuller 
report on the morrow.” 


Rahotep bowed gracefully and withdrew. Servants came forwards from the 
shadows to take charge of the king’s magnificent gifts. Alcadizzar watched 
the explorer depart through the crowd of restless petitioners and felt the 
bitter sting of envy. 


No sooner had Rahotep gone than Inofre reappeared, hurrying down the 
processional towards the throne. The Grand Vizier gripped his hands 
together nervously, and his sweaty face was pale. Alcadizzar frowned, 
seeing that Inofre was alone. 


“Well?” the king asked. “What now?” 


Inofre looked from Alcadizzar to the remote face of the queen. “A great 
host of desert riders have arrived and are making camp south of the city,” he 
said. “Ophiria is with them. She says you must come to her at once.” 


A hot wind, reeking of burnt metal and ash, howled like a tormented spirit 
around the top of the high tower. The Lahmian stood as still as a statue, his 
eyes glittering with fear as Nagash stood before him. The Undying King 
reached out and gripped the side of the necromancer’s face, the tip of his 
armoured thumb hovering just beneath W’soran’s eye. Slowly, deliberately, 
Nagash pressed the tip of his thumb against W’soran’s withered flesh and 
drew it downwards, etching a glowing green line into skin and bone. 


“Go forth,” intoned the Undying King, “into the lands of men, where the 
name of Nagash has been forgotten.” He etched the first part of the sigil all 


3035 XRN 


the way to the bottom of W’soran’s jaw, then lifted his thumb and began the 
second mark, clawing a curve along the line of the necromancer’s 
cheekbone. 


A faint tremor shook W’soran’s skeletal frame as Nagash etched the sigil of 
binding into his face. The Undying King could taste the necromancer’s 
agony, and noted with approval how W’soran fed upon the suffering, as he 
had been taught. When the Lahmian had first arrived at Nagashizzar, his 
skill at necromancy had been rudimentary at best. It had taken many years 
of instruction to mould him into a potent and useful servant. Arkhan, by 
comparison, had improved much more swiftly, perhaps because his sojourn 
in the lands of the dead had given him a greater facility with spirits. 
Because of this, and because Nagash knew of his skills as a warlord, 
Arkhan would have overall command of the Undying King’s host. W’soran 
—and the dozen barbarians he had bequeathed his peculiar brand of 
immortality to—would serve as Arkhan’s lieutenants and champions and 
take charge of individual legions as the liche saw fit. He would need every 
necromancer at his disposal to control the vast army that Nagash had 
created. The effort would tax their abilities to the utmost. 


“Go you to the great cities and cast them down,” Nagash continued, 
weaving the incantation that would bind W’soran to his legions. “Cast 
down the palaces of the proud kings. Cast down the temples of the fallen 
gods. Fill every well with dust and every road with ash. Let the winds carry 
the lamentations of the people to the far corners of the world.” 


Nagash drew his hand away. The sigil of binding pulsed fitfully against 
W’soran’s grey skin. 

“In the name of Nagash the Undying, go forth, faithful servant, and 
conquer.” 


The necromancer wove unsteadily on his feet for a moment, but then bowed 
his head. “It shall be done, great one,” he said in a hollow voice. “I swear 
it.” 

Nagash turned away. The wind hissed across the jagged surface of his 


armour as he strode to the edge of the tower and looked down upon his 
assembled host. 
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They had been marching out from the depths of the fortress for days, and 
would continue to do so for several days more, taking their places along the 
shores of the dark sea. The long shoreline had been cleared of debris for 
leagues to the north and south, where huge ships of bone waited to carry the 
army to Nehekhara. 


The shoreline glittered coldly in the wan moonlight, reflecting off countless 
Spear-points and tarnished helms. Hundreds of companies of spearmen and 
archers, hordes of skeletal cavalry and sickle-bladed chariots, and huge, 
thundering engines of war; it was his hatred for the living given form, as 
vast and pitiless as the desert sands. 


The Undying King raised a smoking fist to the heavens. “Now let the end of 
the living world begin.” 
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TWENTY-FIVE 
Holding Back the Darkness 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 110th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1163 Imperial Reckoning) 


Nagash is coming. 


The warning sped to every corner of Nehekhara, sent from the collegium of 
sorcery in Khemri to each of the great cities, and thence to the ears of the 
empire’s vassals. Within hours, horns were sounding from the palaces, 
summoning their fighting men to war. 


A strategy had been devised decades before in anticipation of the Usurper’s 
return, its particulars refined every year by a war council convened by 
Alcadizzar in Khemri. Each city’s army had a specific role to play in the 
grand strategy, plus a strict timetable in which to complete their assigned 
tasks. It was similar in some ways to the complex movement of armies that 
occurred during the Lahmian campaign almost forty years prior, but 
altogether more complex and difficult to achieve. 


During the first few months after Ophiria’s arrival at Khemri, a steady 
stream of messages flowed from the palace to the collegium and back again. 
Alcadizzar worked day and night from the relative seclusion of his personal 
library, communicating with his vassal kings and directing the mobilisation 
of the empire. Roughly four weeks after receiving Ophiria’s warming, the 
armies of Rasetra and Ka-Sabar had assembled and were on the march, both 
rushing northwards to reach their assigned places ahead of the Usurper’s 
forces. Meanwhile, on the river docks outside Khemri, every barge the 
city’s merchants owned had been pressed into service, while the city’s army 
mustered in the fields to the south. 


There were hundreds of decisions, small and large, to be made each and 
every day. Alcadizzar quickly learned that being able to communicate with 
his allies across such vast distances was a double-edged sword. He was 
deluged with questions, requests, clarifications and reports at every turn, 
until it became a challenge just to sift through the flood and determine 
which messages needed attention and which did not. 


Ironically, the more Alcadizzar knew, the more he worried about the things 
he didn’t know. Where were Nagash’s forces? How large were they? How 
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fast were they moving? He reviewed his battle plans over and over, looking 
for hidden flaws that the enemy could exploit. 


The king was standing before a large wooden table in the centre of the 
library, studying a detailed map of the empire, when he heard the door to 
the library quietly open. He sighed inwardly, rubbing at his eyes. “Yes?” he 
asked, expecting yet another handful of messages from the collegium. 


“Inofre says you haven’t left this room in days. Is something wrong?” 


Alcadizzar turned in surprise at the sound of Khalida’s voice. His wife 
stood close to the library’s door, surveying the cluttered desks and reading 
tables with a mix of scholarly interest and mild apprehension. She was 
dressed simply, as was her habit when not attending court, clad in dark 
cotton robes and silk slippers. A desert headscarf was wrapped loosely 
about her braided hair. It accentuated the worry lines that creased her 
forehead and etched the corners of her eyes. 


Too exhausted and too surprised to think properly, Alcadizzar shook his 
head and said, “No more or less wrong than the day before.” 


“Then why are you still awake? It’s well past midnight.” 


Alcadizzar frowned. He had no idea it was so late. The library had no 
windows, being in the centre of the royal apartments, so there was no easy 
way to mark the passage of time. He ran a hand over his face, trying to rub 
the tiredness away. “Going over reports,” he replied dully. “Making sure 
there’s nothing I’ve missed.” 


Khalida joined him beside the map table and peered closely at his face. 
“You look ten years older,” she murmured. Her fingertips lightly brushed 
his temples. “There’s grey in your hair that wasn’t there a month ago.” 


The king managed a half-hearted smile. “That’s what you get for marrying 
such an old man,” he joked. 


Khalida scowled. “Be serious,” she said. “You’re exhausted. I can see it in 
your eyes.” 


The smile faded from Alcadizzar’s face. He looked down at the map, eyes 
Sweeping over symbols and notations that he’d burned into his memory 
over the past weeks. He shook his head. “It weighs on me,” the king said. 
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“Every moment of every day. When I try to sleep, all I can think of is this 
damned map.” 


“T know,” Khalida replied. “You always fret like this before a campaign.” 


“Not like this,” he said, shaking his head. “This isn’t about taxes, or trade, 
or expanding the borders of the empire. This is about life and death—or 
something altogether worse than death.” Alcadizzar sighed. “The empire is 
depending on me. If I fail, then every living thing from Lybaras to Zandri 
will suffer.” 


Alcadizzar was surprised to feel Khalida’s arms slide about his waist and 
draw him close. It made him think of the first time she’d embraced him, on 
the road to Khemri with the tribes. He’d thought desert women were quiet 
and pliable back then, Ophiria notwithstanding. Khalida had shown him 
how utterly wrong his impressions were. 


“You will not fail,” she told him, in a voice that brooked no dissent. “This is 
the moment you’ve been preparing for. It’s the whole reason the empire 
exists.” She rested her head on his shoulder, and her voice softened. “In all 
my life, I’ve never known a man more devoted to anything.” 


The words stung, whether she’d meant them to or not. He put his arms 
around her. “I’m sorry.” 


“For what?” 


“For letting all this come between us,” Alcadizzar replied. “I’ve been a poor 
husband these past few years.” 


“But a great king,” Khalida said. She reached up and wiped at her cheek. 
She gestured at the map. “Look at all you’ve done.” 


“T’d give it all up in an instant if you asked me to.” 
“You wouldn’t,” Khalida said, laughing weakly. “Don’t be stupid.” 


The king laughed along with her. “I’m not,” he protested. “Once this is 
over, things will be different. No more travelling. No more campaigns. No 
more pacing the floor at all hours of the night. We’ll finally do all those 
things we dreamed about.” 


“You’ll take me to the Silk Lands in a barge made of gold?” 
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Alcadizzar smiled. “If you wish.” 

“And you’ll make the Celestial Emperor bow before me?” 

“He won’t need much encouragement, once he sets eyes on you.” 
Khalida chuckled and hugged him tight. “Promise?” 

The king smiled. “With all my heart.” 

“T’ll hold you to that,” she said. “So. When do we march?” 
“We?” 


Khalida disentangled herself and gave Alcadizzar a stern look. “You expect 
me to stay here? I’ve ridden with you on every campaign since we were 
married and I do not plan on stopping now.” 


The very idea filled Alcadizzar with dread, but he knew that there was no 
point in arguing. Even the authority of kings had its limits. 


“Zandri’s forces have already left and are travelling upriver now,” he said, 
tracing his finger along the length of the River Vitae. “The Numasi are on 
the move as well, they should be here in two weeks. Another two or three 
days to load their army and ours onto the barges, then we’ ll be ready to go.” 


Khalida nodded. “And the rest?” 


“The Iron Legion left Ka-Sabar two weeks ago and are headed north to 
Quatar. Rasetra’s forces left at roughly the same time and Heru reports that 
they’ ll be at Lybaras in another week or so.” He folded his arms. “There’s 
been no word from Mahrak in weeks. I fear the Hieratic Council is 
reconsidering its role in the plan.” 


The queen nodded. Though she hadn’t been directly involved in drafting the 
battle plan, she’d pieced it together over the years, and knew it as well as 
any of the other rulers. “It’s not hard to understand. You’ve placed them in a 
difficult position.” 


“Tt wasn’t by choice, but they don’t seem to believe that,” Alcadizzar said. 
“They’ve been suspicious of my motives ever since I started the sorcerer’s 
collegium. But abandoning the city is the only realistic option. If they won’t 
join Rasetra and Lybaras, at least they could withdraw to the Gates of the 
Dusk, where they could hold the eastern end of the Valley of Kings for 
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many weeks—certainly long enough for their people to reach the far end of 
the valley and take refuge in Quatar.” 


“Tt’s not that easy a decision for them. They’re trying to preserve their 
faith,” Khalida pointed out. 


“Not if they manage to get themselves killed in the process,” Alcadizzar 
retorted. “It will be a bitter irony if the Hieratic Council’s own mistrust and 
paranoia proves to be their downfall.” 


“If that is their fate, then there’s nothing we can do,” Khalida said. “But 
they may surprise us yet. There is still some time left before Nagash’s army 
crosses the Golden Plain.” 


Alcadizzar nodded, but his expression was doubtful. “We can hope,” he 
said. “At this point, it’s all we can do.” 


Propelled along the dark waters by sweeping oars of bone, the undead fleet 
took two long weeks to cross the narrow straits and reach the ruined 
harbour at Lahmia. They arrived in the dead of night, concealed by a 
spreading stain of ashen cloud that swallowed the light of the moon. In the 
years since the fall of the city it had become home to squatters and bandit 
gangs from all over eastern Nehekhara—desperate men and women who 
laughed at the legends of the Cursed City’s past. W’soran stood upon the 
deck of his transport ship and listened to their screams as the undead host 
spread silently through Lahmia’s narrow streets. 


Hour upon hour, the heavily laden ships came and went from the great stone 
quays, pouring a steady flood of spectral troops into the city. It was well 
past daybreak when W’soran’s turn came to disembark, riding upon a 
palanquin of bone that moved like a spider on eight long, segmented legs. 
He rode the undead engine through the preternatural gloom, making his 
way up the hill to the remains of the royal palace. There he remained over 
the next several days, while the army slowly gathered on the plains south of 
the city. 


The necromancer amused himself by picking through the ashes of the old 
temple, both from curiosity and for the simple reason that he knew Arkhan 
would not come within a mile of his former prison unless he had to. Sharing 
control of the army—and the glory of victory—with the damned liche 
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galled W’soran no end. For years he had tried to think of a way to engineer 
Arkhan’s demise—certain that the liche planned the same fate for him. At 
Nagashizzar, under Nagash’s unblinking gaze, he could not think of a way 
to destroy the liche without considerable risk to himself, so W’soran had 
bided his time, waiting for the invasion to begin. Though Arkhan’s 
necromantic skills might be marginally better than his at present, W’soran 
now had the advantage of numbers on his side. His seven progeny together 
accounted for control of nearly half the army. All he had to do was watch 
and wait for the right opportunity to push the damned liche into the enemy’s 
hands. 


As W’soran expected, Arkhan kept to his own devices, haunting some other 
part of the city until the army was ready to move. One by one his immortal 
retainers gathered at the palace as their contingents debarked in the harbour. 
The old throne of the city was long gone, likely consumed in the temple fire 
years ago, and the copy that Neferata had made was nowhere to be found, 
so W’soran had his warriors search the palace for a suitable chair to place 
upon the royal dais and waited there for Arkhan to attend him and discuss 
strategy. 


A day and a night passed. Then another. W’soran’s ire grew. Finally, on the 
third day, he despatched one of his immortals to find Arkhan—only to 
discover that the liche had taken the warriors directly under his control and 
headed west two days before. 


Furious, W’soran roused the rest of the host and chased off after him, 
determined not to let Arkhan reach Khemri first and deprive the 
necromancer of the honour of capturing Alcadizzar. The vast army 
lumbered and lurched up the narrow pass and onto the Golden Plain, 
spilling like a dark stain across the barren fields. The necromancer drove his 
troops forwards ruthlessly, marching both day and night; the dust and ash 
stirred by their marching feet was drawn upwards by W’soran’s magic to 
perpetuate the vast sea of cloud that shielded them from the burning sun. 


It took more than three weeks to finally catch up with Arkhan, clear on the 
other side of the desolate plain. W’soran’s cavalry caught sight of the liche’s 
forces drawn up in fighting order some ten leagues west along the trade 
road, not far from where it branched southwest towards Lybaras. A league 
away, with their backs to the Lybaras road, waited a Nehekharan army. 
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The necromancer’s infantry caught up with Arkhan’s troops some four 
hours later. W’soran commanded them to halt a short way behind the liche’s 
forces and then led his palanquin forwards in search of the broken-toothed 
bastard. 


Arkhan sat astride a huge, skeletal horse, surrounded by a group of mounted 
wights near the centre of his battle-line. Unlike W’soran, who had retained 
his sigil-marked robes, the liche had traded his filthy rags for bronze and 
leather armour. A tarnished bronze helmet covered his skull, its skirt of 
leather and bronze rings surrounding his face and neck like the lower part of 
a cowl. The liche’s snarling face turned to the necromancer, green eyes 
burning from their bony sockets. With a creak of leather he raised his hand 
and pointed a bony finger at the distant army. 


“Explain this,” Arkhan grated. 


W’soran brought the palanquin to an abrupt halt. “Isn’t it obvious?” he 
snapped. “Some of that misbegotten rabble in Lahmia must have escaped 
and carried a warning to Lybaras. You didn’t think they would just sit and 
wait for us to show up outside their walls, did you?” 


A guttural hiss slipped past the liche’s rotten teeth. “Lybaras and Rasetra 
both,” Arkhan declared. “It would have taken weeks to muster them, much 
less march all this way to meet us. How is that possible?” 


“How should I know?” W’soran shot back. “The Lybarans have all manner 
of strange devices, do they not? Perhaps they spied us coming from a long 
distance away.” 


“You’re an even bigger fool than I remembered,” Arkhan sneered. “You 
swore to Nagash that the great cities were divided. That they couldn't 
muster a proper defence against us.” 


The necromancer felt a moment of unease as the implications of what the 
liche was saying finally sank in. From this moment forwards, if anything 
went wrong on the campaign, Arkhan would try to blame W’soran for it. 


“You call that a proper defence?” the necromancer shot back. “I always 
suspected you were a coward, Arkhan. That’s a fraction of the army I nearly 
defeated at Lahmia, years ago!” 
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Arkhan leaned back in his saddle and considered W’soran for a long 
moment, until the necromancer began to wonder if the liche would be 
foolish enough to reach for his sword. 


“Indeed?” he said at length. “Then your legions should have little trouble 
defeating this one.” He raised his hand; all at once, his entire force turned 
to the right and began to march northwards, out of the path between 
W’soran’s forces and the enemy. 


W’soran glared at Arkhan, furious that he had let the liche outmanoeuvre 
him so easily. “Very well,” the necromancer hissed. “Pull your warriors 
back to the north-east and keep them out of my way. You can manage that 
much, can’t you?” 


Arkhan did not deign to give him an answer, merely turning his horse about 
and heading off to the north. W’soran clenched his fists, sorely tempted to 
blast the liche from his saddle and settle things once and for all. Reluctantly, 
he stayed his hand. Now was not the time, not with an enemy army just a 
few miles distant. 


Seething, he turned his palanquin about and returned to his waiting legions. 
With a few curt orders and a string of mental commands, the army began 
forming into battle-line. Archer companies clattered forth to take up 
position in front of the spear companies, while cavalry and chariots took 
their places at the flanks. 


As they were assuming their places, W’soran studied the enemy force. 
Truthfully, the force seemed at least as large as the one Alcadizzar had led 
against Lahmia—perhaps eighty to a hundred thousand warriors. He spied 
heavy infantry in the centre and on the flanks, screened by large units of 
archers to the front and chariots to the south. Just behind the battle-line 
were perhaps two-score small, wheeled catapults, arranged in alternating 
ranks to fire over the heads of the infantry. A formidable force, the 
necromancer allowed, but woefully outnumbered against the assembled 
legions of undead. With a mirthless smile, W’soran ordered his archers and 
spearmen forwards. 


The tightly packed spear formations descended the sloping ground towards 
the enemy troops. Minutes passed as the two forces drew together. W’soran 
could dimly hear trumpets calling back and forth along the enemy battle- 
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line. When the advancing skeletons were perhaps a thousand yards away, 
the necromancer saw men begin working the winding arms on the Lybaran 
catapults. The necromancer issued another command and his archers picked 
up their pace, trotting ahead of the spear companies to provide covering fire 
for the last few hundred yards before contact. At two hundred yards, they 
came to a halt and drew back their bowstrings in a single motion, then 
unleashed a hissing storm of arrows into the ranks of the enemy infantry. 
Many fell upon upraised shields or glanced off rounded helms, but others 
slid through narrow gaps and buried themselves in flesh and bone. Holes 
opened in the ranks as men fell, wounded or dying. 


The skeletal archers prepared for a second volley, but now the enemy 
bowmen responded, sending up a shower of their own missiles. They 
plunged down among the lightly armoured archers, punching through dusty 
ribcages and bleached skulls. Where the arrows struck, there was a tiny 
white flash and the skeletons collapsed to the ground. 


The flashes caught W’soran’s attention at once. Whatever it was, it snuffed 
out the magic animating the corpses like pinching a candle flame. It had to 
be magic of some kind, the necromancer realised with alarm. 


Down on the field, the skeletal archers unleashed another, more ragged 
volley of arrows. Almost immediately, the Nehekharans fired back, and 
hundreds more of W’soran’s archers were destroyed. With a snarl, he 
ordered the survivors to retreat. As the archers turned about and trotted 
through narrow gaps between the spear companies, W’soran issued curt 
orders to his retainers. The immortals raised their arms and began to chant, 
casting the first incantations of the battle. 


The spear companies pressed forwards, undaunted by the punishment 
suffered by the archers. At five hundred yards, a trumpet blew from the 
enemy battle-line, and all twenty catapults went into action. Clutches of 
smooth, rounded stones the size of melons fell among the spear companies, 
crushing shields and shattering bones. Knots of spearmen simply ceased to 
exist, as though flattened by the stomping feet of an invisible giant. 


A hundred yards later, the catapults fired again, then a hundred yards after 
that. The lead companies of spearmen were all but destroyed, but there were 
still thousands more ready to take their place. At two hundred yards, 
another shower of stones fell, plus a flight of enemy arrows that sowed yet 
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more carnage through the ranks. Snarling, W’soran raised his hand to the 
sky and all eight immortals unleashed their incantations simultaneously. 
Necromantic power surged through the undead spearmen, filling their 
spindly limbs with a momentary burst of additional vigour. They surged 
ahead in a silent mass, weapons levelled, charging across the last two 
hundred yards faster than either the enemy bowmen or the catapults could 
react. 


The enemy archers saw the danger approaching and retreated at once, 
snatching unfired arrows out of the ground by their feet and racing back to 
safety behind the heavy infantry. Moments later the Nehekharan battle-line 
roared in challenge as the undead spearmen crashed against their upraised 
shields and the battle was truly joined. 


The Rasetran army was clad in heavy armour of leather and bronze plates 
and they wielded iron-bladed hand axes or heavy maces with deadly skill. 
Their shields were marked with runes of protection; their weapons with 
symbols that crumpled skeletons with every blow. W’soran and his retainers 
responded with another series of incantations that speeded the attacks of 
their spearmen, until the bronze spearheads jabbed into the enemy like the 
heads of vipers. The slaughter on both sides was terrible to behold, but the 
Nehekharans stood their ground against the onslaught. 


W’soran lashed at the undead legions with the force of his will, hurling the 
entire host at the stubborn foe. To the south, skeletal cavalry and chariots 
charged into the mass of Nehekharan horse, touching off a wild, swirling 
melee. Companies of archers and spearmen advanced behind the undead 
cavalry, striking the Rasetrans from the flank and unleashing volleys of 
arrows at the struggling Nehekharan horsemen. To the north, another force 
of undead cavalry and infantry were swinging around the enemy’s left 
flank. Trumpets sounded a desperate call for reinforcements, as the enemy 
left began to bend backwards under the pressure. Before long the undead 
charioteers would be able to swing past the struggling infantry and strike at 
the Lybaran catapults at the rear of the army. 


Still the Rasetrans fought on, stubbomly refusing to give ground against the 
onslaught. The Lybaran catapults continued firing over their heads into the 
rear ranks of the undead, along with the archer companies, but ultimately 
the effort was a futile one. The skeletons felt no fear or pain. They did not 
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know the meaning of retreat. They fought until they were destroyed, 
whereupon the next warrior in line took their place and the battle went on. 
Slowly, inexorably, the undead host began to spill around the flanks of the 
struggling army, like a pair of jaws that would soon close and swallow the 
living warriors whole. 


After nearly an hour of fighting, the Nehekharans reached the breaking 
point. Their flanks had nearly collapsed and their infantry companies had 
taken a terrible mauling. Suddenly, trumpet calls sounded up and down the 
battle-line, and the withdrawal began. With a steady, disciplined tread, the 
companies fell back a step at a time, angling slightly back towards the 
south-west. 


Sensing victory, W’soran urged his troops to redouble their efforts. More 
incantations were cast—but this time, to the necromancer’s surprise, their 
effects were dispelled by cunningly directed counter-magics. Furious, 
W’soran searched the aether for signs of the enemy spellcasters—but before 
he could locate them, there was a sudden surge of magical energy and the 
ground before the struggling warriors seemed to erupt into a howling wall 
of blinding dust and sand. 


W’soran drove his warriors forwards, into the howling sandstorm, but 
perversely, the sounds of fighting dwindled rather than intensified. The 
enemy was in full retreat, shielded by the concealing storm. The 
necromancer switched tactics, marshalling his retainers to dispel the storm. 
Within minutes, the spell was unravelled, but swirling clouds of dust still 
obscured the field of slaughter, making it difficult to gauge the enemy’s 
position. 


By the time the dust had cleared enough to see, the necromancer was left 
cursing in disgust. The Rasetrans had pulled back with surprising speed— 
even the catapults had managed a rapid withdrawal, towed down the trade 
road by teams of horses. The enemy cavalry had wheeled about and 
followed in their wake, screening the weary infantry from pursuit. 


W’soran glared sourly at the retreating Nehekharans. He’d won, at best, a 
minor victory. As long as the enemy army remained intact, it still posed a 
threat. Now he would be forced to chase them, all the way to Lybaras and 
beyond if he must. That would cost precious time, while the cities of the 
west marshalled their forces on the other side of the Bitter Peaks. 
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The necromancer spat a curse at the mortals. At the bottom of the slope, 
Arkhan was walking his skeletal horse amongst the piles of enemy dead, no 
doubt searching for some piece of evidence that could be used to damn him 
before the Undying King. 


Already, the campaign was proving to be a long and a bitter one. 
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TWENTY-SIX 
Tides of Bone 


West of the Golden Plain, in the 110th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1162 Imperial Reckoning) 


The spirit wailed like a damned soul, wracked by the binding sigil and the 
force of Arkhan’s will. It wavered like a luminous thread of smoke above 
the body it had inhabited in life, that of a young, handsome Rasetran clad in 
finely wrought iron armour. Dried blood coated the prince’s square chin and 
spread down the front of his breastplate like a coating of rust. An arrow 
jutted from the side of his throat. 


With an angry sweep of his hand, the liche dispelled the summoning ritual, 
returning the prince’s spirit to the realms of the dead. He spat another string 
of arcane syllables and the bloodstained body jerked, as though startled. A 
groan escaped from the prince’s lungs, forcing a stream of thick congealing 
blood from the corpse’s slack mouth. Grave-light flickered from the depths 
of the man’s filmy eyes. The dead man climbed stiffly to his feet; with a 
growled command the liche sent the corpse to join the ranks of the Undying 
King’s army. 


Hours had passed since the battle with the Nehekharans and the bulk of the 
undead army remained close to the corpse-strewn battlefield. Arkhan had 
been forced to wait until nightfall to interrogate the spirits of the enemy 
dead; after his abrupt departure from Lahmia several weeks ago, W’soran 
refused to let him out of the necromancer’s sight. Even now, he sat upon his 
ridiculous palanquin just a few yards away, sneering under his breath while 
Arkhan worked. 


Arkhan would have liked nothing better than to twist the necromancer’s 
head off his bony neck and feed his old bones to the jackals, if they would 
have them. The battle with the Nehekharans had confirmed his suspicions 
that W’soran didn’t know the first thing about war. The necromancer had 
simply thrown troops at the mortals until the much smaller army had no 
choice but to retreat—and had taken substantial losses in the process. 
Unfortunately, if he killed W’soran now, he couldn’t be certain how the 
immortal’s progeny would react, and Arkhan could not effectively 
command the vast army without them. If the battle with Rasetra and 
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Lybaras was any indication, he would need all the warriors at his disposal to 
conquer the great cities. 


The enemy was far better prepared than they had any right to be and now he 
knew the reason why. 


W’soran stirred from his reverie as the dead Rasetran prince shuffled past. 
“That’s the eighth one,” he snapped. “How many more do you intend to 
question? We’re wasting valuable time.” He waved his skeletal hand to the 
south. “Every hour we spend here allows the Lybarans to get another mile 
closer to their city.” 


“That is the least of our concerns,” Arkhan snarled. “All of Nehekhara is 
up in arms. They somehow knew we were coming while our ships were still 
sailing down the strait!” He pointed to the prince’s walking corpse. 
“They’ve been preparing for our coming since Lahmia fell, nearly forty 
years ago. How is that possible?” 


“Tt’s not,” W’soran said flatly. “The very idea is absurd. Alcadizzar is many 
things, but he’s not an oracle.” He snorted in derision. “The spirit must have 
lied to you.” 


Arkhan’s fists clenched angrily. “The ritual compelled him to speak the 
truth.” 


“Then he was mistaken,” W’soran snapped. “What does it matter? 
Nehekhara must be conquered and Alcadizzar brought back to Nagashizzar 
in chains. The Undying King has commanded it and we must obey.” 


It matters a great deal if we’re marching into a trap, you fool, Arkhan 
thought. “The Nehekharans know we’re coming,” Arkhan insisted. “What 
is more, they’re armed with weapons and magic that we had no idea they 
possessed.” He folded his arms. “We’ve lost the element of surprise and 
today’s battle shows that we can’t depend on numbers alone to defeat the 
enemy.” 


W’soran studied him warily. “What do you suggest?” 


“We still have one advantage the mortals cannot match: our troops are 
tireless and can march longer and faster than anyone else. The Rasetrans 
and the Lybarans were put in our path to slow us down, while the cities of 
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the west marshalled their troops. If we move quickly, we can still catch them 
unawares and defeat them one city at a time.” 


“How?” 


“We divide the army. You take a third of the host and keep Lybaras and 
Rasetra at bay, while I head west at once and strike for Khemri. If I can 
take Quatar and the Gates of the Dawn by storm, I can be at the Living City 
within three weeks. Once Alcadizzar is defeated, the rest of the cities should 
fall easily.” 


The necromancer shook his head. “Oh, no. You think I’m going to waste 
my time on this side of the Brittle Peaks while you march into Khemri and 
claim all the glory?” 


Arkhan glared at the immortal. “We cannot leave Rasetra and Lybaras free 
to act while we march into the Valley of Kings,” he grated. “If they marched 
into the valley behind us, we would be caught between two forces, with little 
room to manoeuvre. ” 


Even W’soran could see the danger in such a situation. “I’1l send four of my 
retainers to keep Rasetra and Lybaras occupied,” he said. “That’s almost a 
third of the army. More than enough to hold the Nehekharans at bay.” 


“Very well,” Arkhan said grudgingly. He didn’t want W’soran anywhere 
within a hundred leagues of him, but for the moment, he needed the fool’s 
cooperation or else the entire invasion was in peril. “We leave at once.” 


The liche turned on his heel and headed for his horse, thoughts of murder 
dancing in his head. If W’soran wanted to be in the thick of the fighting, he 
would be happy to oblige him. The battlefield could be a dangerous place 
for the unwary. 


The people of Khemri turned out in a vast, cheering throng to see their king 
and queen off to war. Down at the docks, the last few companies of 
Khemri’s army had been loaded onto the barges, along with the horsemen 
from Numas and the desert tribes. The barges from Zandri had arrived the 
day before; now the river was crowded with a fleet of brightly painted craft 
that stretched westwards as far as the eye could see. 
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Outside the palace, the royal guard was drawn up in their chariots, awaiting 
the command to depart. The slaves of the royal household waited on the 
steps of the palace; each one had been given a gold coin to cast upon the 
ground at the feet of the king, as an offering to Ptra the Great Father, god of 
the sun. 


At the appointed hour, brass horns shook the air and outside the palace 
compound the people of Khemri roared in response. Moments later, the 
royal procession emerged into the bright sunlight. First came Inofre, the 
Grand Vizier, dressed in all his finery, leading the rest of the king’s viziers, 
followed by the king and queen. 


Alcadizzar wore the golden armour gifted to him by the mountain-lords, 
and shone with all the fury of the sun. The crook and the sceptre had been 
left upon Settra’s throne; in their place the king held his golden sword of 
war. Beside him, Khalida was the dark to the king’s light, clad in a gold- 
chased iron breastplate and a heavy skirt of iron scales over her flowing 
cotton robes. A desert headscarf hung loosely about her face; a horseman’s 
bow and quiver were slung over her shoulder. 


Behind the king and queen walked Prince Ubaid, their youngest son. The 
prince’s head was downcast as he followed them out onto the steps of the 
palace, his handsome face screwed up into a fierce scowl as his parents 
turned to face him. 


“Why must I stay behind?” he complained, as though the matter hadn’t 
already been explained to him a dozen times. 


“Because you’re too young,” Alcadizzar reminded him. “Your older brother 
Asar is sixteen and he’s not fighting, either.” The crown prince had left Ka- 
Sabar not long after the call to arms had been sounded and returned with his 
uncle to Bel Aliad, where he would remain until the war was over. 


“But Ophiria is going along,” Ubaid protested. “And she’s old.” 


Alcadizzar sighed. “If I could command Ophiria to stay, I would. But the 
Daughter of the Sands goes where she wishes.” 


The prince folded his arms. “I wish I was the Son of the Sands, then.” 


Khalida placed a hand on her son’s shoulder. “Someone must stay behind to 
reassure the people while the army is away,” she said solemnly. “You and 
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Inofre will rule the empire until our return. Are you up to such a great 
task?” 


Ubaid’s head lifted proudly. “Of course,” he said, with all the solemnity a 
nine year-old could muster. “Does that mean I can stay up all night like 
father does—and eat my meals in the library?” 


Khalida gave Alcadizzar a sidelong look. “That’s the privilege of being a 
ruler, I suppose,” she said. The queen bent and kissed him gently on the 
forehead, causing the young prince to squirm. “We’ll be back as soon as we 
can, dearest,” she said. 


“T know.” 


Alcadizzar knelt beside his son and embraced him. “Be brave, and rule 
wisely,” he said. “And don’t empty the treasury while I’m gone.” 


“All right.” 


The king smiled and kissed his son farewell, and then took Khalida’s hand. 
Together they descended the stone steps. Gold flashed and chimed at their 
feet. The king and queen smiled broadly at the royal household and the 
waiting guards. 


“T heard a messenger came last night,” Khalida said under her breath. 


Alcadizzar nodded. “News from Heru. They encountered Nagash’s 
vanguard four days ago. The first battle happened yesterday.” 


“And?” 


The king drew a deep breath. “They lasted an hour,” he said through 
clenched teeth. “Between them and the Lybarans, they had close to a 
hundred thousand men, and Heru said they were outnumbered at least five 
to one.” 


“Great gods,” Khalida cursed. Her smile never faltered. “Where are they 
now?” 


“Retreating south, towards Lybaras.” 


“They were supposed to delay Nagash for weeks,” the queen hissed. “What 
now?” 
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The couple reached the bottom of the steps and turned to wave one last 
farewell to Prince Ubaid. The boy broke into a wide grin and waved back. 


“We hold to the plan,” Alcadizzar replied. “And pray that Quatar can hold 
the Gates of the Dawn. Otherwise, there will be nothing to stop Nagash 
from seizing the west.” 


True to Arkhan’s word, the undead host moved like locusts down the 
western trade road, darkening the skies with their passage. While four of 
W’soran’s immortals pursued the eastern armies southwards, the liche raced 
for the Valley of Kings with all the speed his slow-moving force could 
manage. 


First, however, came Mahrak, seat of the Hieratic Council and once known 
as the City of the Gods, where Nagash had been defeated during the first 
war. 


What little that Arkhan knew of the city’s fate dated from Lamashizzar’s 
reign, centuries ago. In those days the city had largely fallen into ruin, 
following the end of the sacred covenant and the decimation of the ruling 
council. W’soran claimed that Neferata had supported the restoration of the 
city during her reign, but that Mahrak was still but a shadow of its former 
glory. At this point, however, Arkhan didn’t trust anything the necromancer 
told him, so he approached Mahrak expecting to find bristling fortifications 
and a determined army ready for battle. 


The truth, he discovered, was somewhere in-between. Two weeks after the 
battle with Rasetra and Lybaras, the undead host arrived at Mahrak just 
after sunset, and found a city much diminished in glory, but with its walls 
and gates fully intact. Thousands of white-robed warriors stood atop the 
battlements, ready to defend the city to the death. 


Arkhan made every effort to oblige them. 


Through the night, his warriors surrounded the city, cutting off every 
avenue of escape and forcing Mahrak’s defenders to spread themselves all 
along its perimeter. Catapults were dragged into place and smaller war 
engines assembled at strategic points around the city. Within hours, the first 
probing attacks were launched against the city walls, testing the strength of 
the defenders’ organisation and resolve. Arkhan kept them up all through 
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the following day, keeping the mortals on edge and giving them no chance 
for rest. 


That evening, just after sunset, the attack began in earnest. 


Catapults hurled shrieking missiles high overhead, targeting the tops of the 
walls and the city’s gatehouses. Multi-legged war engines raced for the 
walls, followed by scores of skeletal companies equipped with crude 
ladders. Showers of arrows fell amid the ranks of the dead, striking down 
warriors by the dozens, and sporadic catapult fire from inside the city 
carved swathes of destruction through the oncoming companies. But the 
survivors pressed on, heedless of casualties and undaunted by the towering 
walls rising before them. War engines scuttled up the stone face like 
spiders, stabbing men with their forelegs and flinging their screaming 
bodies off the battlements. Bone ladders rattled against the walls under the 
covering fire of arrows; skeletons climbed for the battlements with daggers 
or hatchets clutched between their rotting teeth. The city defenders flung 
rocks down at the attackers, or waited along the walls with clubs or axes to 
fend them off. The undead snatched at them with their bony hands, seizing 
men by the arms and necks and pulling the defenders with them as they 
toppled off the wall. 


Once the assault began, it never let up. Arkhan gave the defenders not one 
moment of respite. Necromantic energies crackled in the night air, lashing 
the battlements with searing bolts of power, or animating the bodies of the 
fallen and turning them on their fellows. 


Arkhan expected to carry the walls in just a few hours and one of the gates 
shortly after that, but the defenders of the once-holy city were made of 
sterner stuff than he imagined. They defended every foot of the walls with 
their blood; if the undead did not falter, then neither did they. Two hours 
passed, then four, and then six, and still the gates remained in the defenders’ 
hands. 


Slowly but surely, however, the sheer weight of numbers began to tell. By 
dawn of the following day, most of the city walls had been cleared and 
fighting was concentrated around both city gates. By noon, the east gate 
fell, only to be retaken minutes later by a furious counter-attack. Back and 
forth the fighting went, with both gatehouses changing hands as much as a 
dozen times throughout the bloody afternoon. By nightfall, however, the 
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eastern gate fell again, and this time there was no mortal left alive to 
reclaim it. 


Arkhan’s troops poured into the city and for the next three days and nights 
they slaughtered every living thing within Mahrak’s walls. The temples 
were put to the torch, and the corpses of the slain were raised up and 
pressed into the ranks of the conquering army, restoring a portion of the 
warriors Arkhan had lost. 


Five days after the undead host reached Mahrak, the City of the Gods was 
no more. Nothing was left but heaps of broken bones and scorched rubble; a 
vast, bleak testament to the vengeance of Nagash. 
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TWENTY-SEVEN 
At the Gates of the Dawn 


The Valley of Kings, in the 110th year of Khsar the Faceless 
(-1162 Imperial Reckoning) 


A week after the fall of Mahrak, the undead army reached the eastern edge 
of the Valley of Kings. At the mouth of the valley stood the Gates of the 
Dusk: eight towering stone pillars, each a hundred feet tall and older than 
Nehekhara itself, arrayed to either side of the wide road that wound through 
the base of the broad valley floor. In Arkhan’s time, an unfinished wall had 
stretched across the valley up to the first pillars of the ancient gate. Since 
then, it had been replaced with something altogether more formidable—a 
towering bulwark of closely-fitted stone that rose more than thirty feet high, 
with hulking bastions rising every quarter mile to the north and south. A 
brooding gatehouse had been built across the road, just a hundred yards east 
of the obelisks, and the entrance sealed by twin slabs of solid basalt more 
than ten feet wide and fifteen feet high. 


Prepared for another bitter assault, Arkhan hurled a dozen companies of 
skeletons and ten war engines at the city walls. Shielded by layers of 
necromantic incantations, the companies crossed the open ground before 
the walls without challenge and climbed swiftly onto the battlements. The 
liche waited upon his horse just out of bowshot, listening for the sound of 
fighting that never came. There were no guards upon the battlements, or 
within the fearsome gatehouse. The huge and costly fortifications, no doubt 
built over many years to secure the eastern end of the valley, were 
completely deserted. The garrison—if in fact there had ever been one—had 
likely been withdrawn to Mahrak and died there in the city’s defence. 


There was no fathoming the ways of priests, Arkhan thought, as he led his 
wights past the Gates of the Dusk. 


At that same moment, more than a hundred leagues to the north, Alcadizzar 
and the armies of the west were emerging onto dry land once more. 


The trip upriver had gone without incident—other than a lengthy and brutal 
battle with seasickness among the desert tribesmen—and within a few 
weeks the first of the river barges reached their destination. After the first 
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week of the journey the fleet had headed up the Golden River, a tributary of 
the Vitae, and into the depths of the Bitter Peaks. There, at the river’s end, 
they came to a small outpost that stood sentinel over a series of stone docks 
that would have been the envy of any major city. They had been built 
during Alcadizzar’s reign for a single purpose—to move an army as quickly 
and efficiently as possible to the eastern side of the mountains. 


Few men outside of Khemri knew of the existence of the docks; fewer still 
knew of the narrow road that had been carved a hundred and twenty leagues 
through the mountains to the south-east. Caches of food and water had 
already been put in place along the route, allowing Alcadizzar’s forces to 
travel light and move faster still. So long as the weather held, they would 
reach the Gates of the Dusk in just under two weeks. 


They had learned of the fall of Mahrak while en route up the river; Ophiria 
had seen it in a vision and spoke of the slaughter that Nagash’s troops had 
wrought. From Mahrak, Alcadizzar was certain that the army would 
continue into the Valley of Kings in an attempt to break out into western 
Nehekhara. With the armies of the east now trapped in Lybaras by a 
sizeable force of Nagash’s troops, the way seemed clear to proceed to 
Quatar, and then beyond to Khemri itself. 


What the enemy did not know was that the Gates of the Dawn had changed 
a great deal since the Usurper’s reign, and that the armies of Quatar and Ka- 
Sabar stood ready to repel them. When Alcadizzar and his armies reached 
the Gates of the Dusk, the trap would snap shut. 


They just had to reach the western end of the valley in time. 


The Valley of Kings had once been a vast burial ground, where the early 
Nehekharans had laid their people to rest prior to the creation of the great 
cities. Grand tombs had been dug into the valley’s steep slopes and the 
valley floor had been crowded with sandstone shrines and clustered 
mausoleums. 


Now there were only piles of broken stone and blackened rubble stretching 
for hundreds of miles—the remnants of a months-long running battle fought 
between the armies of the Usurper and the rebel kings of the east, some six 
hundred years before. Arkhan remembered the gruelling pursuit across the 
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valley. The retreating easterners had toppled statues and broken apart the 
mausoleums to create improvised redoubts for their archers and spearmen, 
while Mahrak’s priests bedevilled his cavalry with cunning illusions and 
deadly magical traps. The rebels had made Nagash’s forces pay dearly for 
every foot of ground, forcing the immortals to break open the tombs along 
the valley slopes in search of more bodies to fill their thinning ranks. The 
pursuit had lasted for two gruelling weeks and was some of the hardest 
fighting of the war. 


This time, Nagash’s warriors were moving in the opposite direction, 
towards the Gates of the Dawn and the city of Quatar. During the days of 
Nagash’s reign, the western end of the valley had been sealed off by 
fortifications even greater than the ones that had been built at the Gates of 
the Dusk, but the Lybarans had found a way to demolish them in an attempt 
to slow Nagash’s advancing army. Given what he’d seen at the Gates of the 
Dusk, Arkhan had to assume that something similar had been built at the 
western end of the valley, and that it would be well defended. Quatar’s 
famous Tomb Guard had been charged with protecting the Gates of the 
Dawn for millennia; since the Valley of Kings was the only way to move an 
army across the Brittle Peaks, it was certain that they would be manning the 
battlements and watching for his approach. 


The Gates of the Dawn had to be taken by storm. Now that all Nehekhara 
was up in arms, Arkhan knew that he had to move quickly before the 
western kings could unite into a single, massive army. Every day he lost 
fighting in the valley allowed his enemies to grow stronger, which was 
something he could not permit. 


Arkhan bent all his power to speeding the march of his army. W’soran, not 
to be outdone, commanded his progeny to do the same. Shrouded in 
Swirling darkness, the undead host raced westwards, past the shattered 
tombs of the ancients. 


Moving day and night, Nagash’s army crossed the Valley of Kings in a 
mere seven days, but the demands of the march and the broken terrain had 
spread the host over more than ten miles of ground. The cavalry was in the 
lead, the skeletal horses picking their way easily over the broken ground, 
followed by scores of clattering war engines and loose companies of loping 
axe-wielding skeletons. Farther back were the tighter formations of the 
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Spear companies and then finally the catapults and the rest of the large siege 
engines. Arkhan rode with the rest of the horsemen, his glowing eyes 
burning in the dark as he tried to catch a glimpse of the distant gates. When 
he reached them, there would be no pause for preparation—he would 
simply unleash his warriors on the wall in a rising tide of metal and bone, 
until the Tomb Guard were swept aside. Whatever defences the enemy had 
in place, Arkhan was certain they could be swiftly overrun. 


He was wrong. 


The first thing Arkhan saw was sparks of fire blazing against the darkness, 
scores of watch fires, burning in the night. They were arranged in three 
lines, and at different heights, with the first row of fires some twenty feet 
above the valley floor, the next at forty feet, and the smallest at around sixty 
feet above the ground. 


Moments later, the liche vaulted his horse over a heap of broken sandstone 
and found himself galloping across a wide expanse of cleared ground, more 
than a hundred yards long. After days and nights of negotiating the rubble- 
strewn terrain of the rest of the valley, the transition was jarring. 


Then, he understood, just as the first blazing missiles flew from the enemy’s 
defences; they’d reached the killing ground at the edge of the fortifications. 


Crackling balls of pitch shot skywards on trails of fire, seeming to hang in 
the air for long moments before plunging like thunderbolts amidst the 
skeletal horsemen. The missiles exploded on impact, catching desiccated 
skin and dried bone alight and transforming riders and mounts into 
firebrands. Snarling, Arkhan redoubled the speed of the cavalry, racing his 
horse archers as close to the wall as he could manage. 


As the fires multiplied along the killing ground, Arkhan saw the wall—the 
first wall, made of slabs of granite that rose twenty feet above the valley 
floor. Archers along the wall and its squat, brooding gatehouse unleashed a 
torrent of arrows at the oncoming horsemen, their enchanted arrowheads 
wreaking havoc among the undead squadrons. A hundred yards behind the 
first wall, a second wall rose to a height of forty feet, reinforced with stone 
bastions every two hundred and fifty yards along its length. Then, another 
hundred yards further on, Arkhan could just make out the black bulk of the 
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third and final wall; sixty feet of sheer basalt, sealing off the Gates of the 
Dawn. 


Another ball of fire crackled just overhead, spilling motes of burning pitch 
onto Arkhan’s shoulders. With a curse, he ordered his horse archers to fire 
one volley at the men on the first wall and then withdraw out of range. The 
enemy’s defences were far stronger than he’d imagined possible. He would 
have to waste precious time until the rest of the army arrived before he 
could contemplate an assault. 


His plan in tatters, Arkhan wheeled his horse around and retreated from the 
killing ground, his mind seething as he contemplated his next move. 


The western army stopped only when absolutely necessary to spare the 
horses and feed the men. Everyone, from the king to the lowliest spearman, 
was dull-eyed with fatigue, but they had made good time along the 
mountain road and had crossed the Gates of the Dusk in only ten days. As 
the warriors sat alongside the trade road that wound along the rubble-strewn 
valley, they could still see the lingering pall of smoke that hung over the 
dead city of Mahrak to the north-east. It was a grim sight, reminding them 
of the threat that loomed over all Nehekhara. 


Alcadizzar was resting his head against the side of his chariot when 
Suleiman, his chief wizard, came riding up the column on a borrowed 
horse. His arcane robes were stained brown with road-dust; lines of grit 
stood out sharply along the creases of his neck and the deep wrinkles 
around his eyes. His polished metal skullcap flashed brightly in the morning 
sun. 


“A message from Quatar,” the wizard said without preamble, leaning 
heavily on his staff. “Nagash’s army is at the Gates of the Dawn.” 


Alcadizzar sat forwards, instantly alert. “How many?” 


“A hundred thousand at least,” Suleiman replied. “But more are arriving 
each hour. It could be many times that number.” 


The king nodded gravely. “Can they hold the gates?” 


Suleiman nodded. “For now.” 
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“Any word from Lybaras?” 


“Heru says that the city is still besieged. Reinforcements are on the way 
from Rasetra, but are not expected to arrive for almost a month.” 


Alcadizzar rubbed his aching eyes. So long as Heru and the Lybarans could 
hold the city, then they were drawing away thousands of warriors that his 
own army would not have to face in the valley. That would have to be 
enough. 


The king looked to the west, contemplating how hard he could push his 
exhausted men. “Tell Quatar to give me ten days. Tell them to do whatever 
they must, but I need ten days.” 


The first wall fell after two days of near-constant attacks. Arkhan ordered 
the skeletal companies forwards under a hail of arrow fire and a relentless 
barrage from the catapults that had been rushed to the battlefield. The 
defenders fought back tenaciously, using their own arrows and catapult fire 
to wreak havoc among the undead horde. Arkhan saw quickly that it wasn’t 
just white-armoured Tomb Guard who were manning the walls, but iron- 
clad heavy infantry from Ka-Sabar as well. They hurled sandstone blocks 
down on the skeletons, or doused them with pots of burning pitch; they 
smashed skulls and hacked off arms, or split ladders in half with polearms 
and axes. 


One assault after another was repulsed, but Arkhan was relentless. Finally, 
the catapults succeeded in making a breach around noon of the second day, 
and the liche ordered his cavalry through the gap. At that point, the 
defenders knew they had to retreat, or risk being cut off. They pulled back 
in good order, leaving some four thousand of their dead and wounded 
behind. Arkhan made certain that they were the front ranks of the next 
assault. 


The second wall held out much longer than the first. It was too high for 
ladders, and so thick that it shrugged off all but concentrated catapult fire. 
Arkhan raked the battlements with blasts of sorcery and repeated attacks by 
swift war engines, but each one was repulsed. Four attempts to batter down 
the gate were likewise defeated, crushed by heavy stones dropped from the 
gatehouse, or burned to ash by streams of burning pitch. Finally, after five 
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days of effort, Arkhan persuaded W’soran to send in his immortals. The risk 
was great, since they were integral to the spells that animated and controlled 
the army. The death of even one would cost the undead host tens of 
thousands of troops. But the gamble paid off; the immortals scuttled up the 
wall like spiders, concealed from view by a wall of sorcerous fog conjured 
by W’soran. Within an hour, shouts of alarm sounded from along the wall 
as the second gate groaned open. The wall’s defenders launched one 
ferocious attack after another in a desperate attempt to retake the gatehouse 
and seal the gates, but to no avail. The survivors fled to the third and final 
wall with Arkhan’s cavalry right on their heels. 


After a week of constant attacks, Arkhan pulled back his forces and 
contemplated the final obstacle in his path. The third wall was too tall to 
climb and too thick for catapults. That left only the gate, which was made 
from two slabs of polished basalt some two feet thick. 


For two days, the grim defenders atop the third wall peered into the gloom, 
nervously clutching their weapons as they waited for the final assault to 
begin. By the third day, some atop the wall began to hope that the enemy 
had finally given up. King Alcadizzar and his forces had to be very close by 
now. 


And then, just past noon, they felt it, a faint, rhythmic tremor, vibrating 
through the stone beneath their feet. One slow beat after another, like the 
tread of giant feet. 


The bone giants weren’t built for height. They were relatively short—only 
about twelve feet tall at the shoulder—but very wide, with massive arms 
and four thick, stubby legs. There were six of them, each one composed of 
thousands of man-sized bones and plated with every piece of scavenged 
metal that Arkhan’s skeletons could find. Between them they carried a 
battering ram made from a sandstone column that was fifteen feet long and 
weighed tens of tons. The ground shook beneath their feet as they made 
their way through the second gate and towards the remaining wall. Several 
dozen smaller war engines scuttled along in the giants’ wake, their spindly 
legs crusted with old gore. 
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Assembling the giants had required the efforts of not just Arkhan, but 
W’soran and all three of his immortals as well. The cost in time and energy 
had been great, but Arkhan reckoned it a small price to pay if it got them 
past the Gates of the Dawn. 


The liche sat upon his warhorse and watched the giants lumber off into the 
distance. Trumpets were already sounding the alarm atop the wall as the 
juggernauts became visible through the gloom. Most of the army’s cavalry 
and a few large skeletal companies stood ready on the far side of the second 
wall. The rest—belonging to W’soran and his immortals—waited in the 
space between the first and second walls, safe from enemy catapult fire. 
Arkhan turned to W’soran, who sat upon his palanquin at the edge of a 
ritual circle inscribed upon the ground. Six large clay jars rested in the 
centre of the circle; the necromancer’s three progeny stood at different 
points around the perimeter, waiting to begin the ritual. 


W’soran clutched a large, leather-bound tome in his bony hands. It was one 
of the ancient books of Nagash, returned to him by the Undying King just 
before leaving Nagashizzar. The necromancer searched through the pages 
for the proper ritual, then turned to Arkhan. “When shall we begin?” 


The liche gauged the distance between the giants and the wall. They would 
be in catapult range any moment. “Now,” he grated. “I will go forwards 
and lead the cavalry through the breach.” 


“Of course,” W’soran said, with only a hint of a sneer in his voice. 


Arkhan spurred his horse forwards, heading for his wight bodyguard and 
the waiting cavalry. The necromancer muttered a curse at his retreating back 
and then turned to his progeny. With nothing more than a curt nod, he raised 
his arms and began to chant. 


The three immortals joined in at once, adding their power to the rite. The 
energy built from one minute to the next, until the air above the circle 
crackled with unseen power. The heavy jars, each one as big as a grown 
man, began to tremble. Their lids rattled—slightly at first, but then louder 
and more energetically with each passing moment. W’soran’s voice 
increased in pitch, the words spilling from his lips in a buzzing crescendo. 
And then, with a crack of shattering clay, the lids of the jars burst apart at 
once, and thousands upon thousands of black tomb beetles erupted from 
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their depths. They rose into the air, joining together in a swirling oily-black 
cyclone that wavered for a moment above the ritual circle, then sped 
westwards, climbing swiftly until it broke like a hungry wave over the 
battlements. 


Shouts and agonised screams echoed from the top of the wall as the giants 
bore down upon the last gate. 


The desert tribesman crouched and marked lines in the sand with the point 
of his knife. “The enemy is through the first and second walls,” he said. 
“The first wall has a breach, here, and the gates are open. Most of the 
enemy army is between the first and second walls.” 


Alcadizzar studied the markings in the gloom. He was crouching beside his 
chariot, surrounded by his closest advisors: Khalida, Ophiria, Suleiman and 
Faisr’s eldest son, Muktadir. They were a quarter mile from the Gates of the 
Dawn, close enough to hear the sounds of battle in the distance. “What are 
they doing now?” 


“Hammering at the third gate with something very large. I could not see 
what. They are also using some kind of magic to blind the men atop the 
wall. It looks like a shimmering black cloud.” 


Alcadizzar looked to Suleiman. The wizard shook his head. “It could be 
anything,” he said. “But it means that at least some of their necromancers 
are busy performing the spell.” 


“It appears we have arrived just in time,” Muktadir observed. He was tall 
and rakishly handsome, as his father had been. Upon Faisr’s death, just five 
short years after the fall of Lahmia, Muktadir had risen to take his place as 
the great chieftain of the tribe. “We should strike quickly, while they are 
focussed on taking the third gate.” 


“Agreed,” Alcadizzar said. He turned back to the tribesman. “Does the 
enemy have any sentries on the first wall?” 


The warrior smiled wolfishly. “None.” 


Alcadizzar returned the smile. “Good. Suleiman, can you and your wizards 
conceal our approach as far as the first wall?” 
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The wizard scratched his chin. “If they are distracted with their own rituals, 
then yes.” 


“All right,” the king said. “We’ll put archers along the first wall. They’ll 
fire as soon as the attack begins. I’Il lead the chariots through the first gate. 
Muktadir, take your tribesmen and heavy cavalry through the breach. The 
infantry will follow behind us as quick as they are able. Look for their 
necromancers. If we can destroy them, we’ll end this battle quickly.” He 
rose. Behind him, the army spread out across the valley in a vast battle-line, 
its ends hidden in the gloom. Part of him would have liked to have said 
something inspiring, right at the brink of battle, but circumstances 
prevented it. If they survived the next few hours there would be plenty of 
time for speeches later, he thought. “Suleiman, you ride with me.” 


Muktadir and his kinsmen mounted their horses and departed quickly, while 
Suleiman summoned a messenger and composed instructions for his fellow 
wizards. Alcadizzar took Khalida’s hand and turned to Ophiria. “Any last 
words of advice?” he asked the seer. 


The Daughter of the Sands was an old woman now, having served the tribes 
for more than a hundred years. Her face and hands were deeply wrinkled, 
but Alcadizzar could still see the coltish lines of the girl she once had been. 


She looked up at the king and shrugged. “Don’t get killed.” 


Despite the tension in the air, Khalida snorted in laughter. Alcadizzar gave 
Ophiria a mock frown. “What would we have ever done without you?” 


The seer leaned forwards and rested a hand on the side of each of their 
faces. Tears shone in her eyes. “Khsar turn his face from you in the battle to 
come,” she said in a wavering voice. “Let him unleash his hunger upon the 
foe, and gnaw their bones in his teeth.” 


Alcadizzar smiled. “Keep safe, Daughter of the Sands. Until we meet 
again.” 


With that, the king and queen climbed into their chariot. Suleiman climbed 
clumsily after them, then came the chariot’s two young bowmen. When all 
were aboard, Khalida tugged at the reins and the war machine clattered off 
into the darkness. 


Ophiria watched them go, knowing how the battle would end. 
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The giants drew back the ram once more and smashed it against the gate. 
Arkhan could feel the concussion almost seventy-five yards away. The 
thunderous blow shook the stone slabs on their hinges and brought down 
another shower of powdered mortar from the arch above the gate. The huge 
constructs worked entirely unimpeded; every man atop the wall was beset 
by the buzzing storm of scarabs, or the swiftly-moving war engines. 
Another few blows, he thought, and the gates would start to crack. 


Arkhan turned to his cavalry and, with a thought, ordered a slow advance. 
Thousands of skeletal horsemen started forwards, walking slowly over the 
hard ground. 


Another blow echoed across the field, followed by a brittle shower of 
broken rock. Not long now, he thought. 


The archers went in first, racing up to the wall and disappearing through the 
gate. Within minutes they were spreading out across the top of the wall. 
After the last bowman had vanished, Alcadizzar ordered the cavalry 
forwards. Beside him, Suleiman clutched his staff and chanted in a low 
voice, muffling the sound of the wheels and the thudding of the horses’ 
hooves. Other wizards were doing the same with the infantry companies 
approaching behind them. With luck, the enemy would not know they were 
in danger until the charge began. 


Khalida crouched low behind the armoured rim of the chariot, reins gripped 
loosely in her hands. She’d strung her bow and had it ready upon her back. 
Alcadizzar leaned forwards and gripped her shoulder. “We’!] charge as soon 
as we emerge from the gate. No time and no point waiting for us to get into 
formation.” 


She nodded, intent on guiding the chariot through the approaching gate. 
Everything was strangely calm. The king gripped the hilt of his golden 
blade. 


Khalida snapped the reins as they entered the tunnel, bringing the horses to 
a canter. The sound of the wheels was deafening inside the tunnel; it 
seemed impossible that no one else could hear it. Within seconds, they had 
crossed through the first wall and emerged on the other side. At that 
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moment, the queen drew her headscarf across her face and let out a wild, 
ululating battle cry. The horses broke into a charge. 


Alcadizzar drew his sword. The blade of the mountain-lords blazed in the 
darkness, like a splinter of the sun. 


“For Khemri!” he shouted. “For Nehekhara! Forwards!” 


The ritual occupied W’soran’s total focus, guiding the scarabs and stoking 
their hunger with the slightest touch of his power. It required a delicate 
touch: too much, and the scarabs burned out, too little and they became 
tired and docile. 


He did not realise that the army was under attack until arrows started 
hissing all around them. 


Flashes of white peppered the ranks of the undead, toppling a skeletal 
warrior with each hit. Two shafts thunked into the back of his seat, while 
another struck one of his progeny in the shoulder. The immortal howled in 
pain, snapping the shaft of the arrow in his frantic efforts to remove it. He 
tore the arrow free with a convulsive wrench, leaving a smoking hole in his 
breast. 


The other immortals ducked for cover and the ritual came undone. Cursing, 
W’soran whirled about, searching the darkness for the source of the arrow 
fire. 


Trumpets wailed to the east, followed by the swelling thunder of horses’ 
hooves. The killing ground behind the undead host was packed with 
horsemen and chariots—tens of thousands of them—and they all seemed to 
be charging his way. At their centre was a man in golden armour, 
brandishing a fiery sword. W’soran’s heart went cold. 


“Alcadizzar!” he cried. 


The ram struck home again. This time Arkhan could see the cracks 
radiating through both doors, stretching all the way from the inner edge to 
the hinges. A shower of rock fragments fell to the ground, leaving a shallow 
crater in the surface of the right-hand gate. Arkhan hissed in anticipation 
and drew his sword. 
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And then, without warning, the angry buzzing that had filled the air for 
nearly half an hour fell ominously silent. Arkhan looked up to see a shower 
of tiny, black insects pattering along the battlements and coursing like rain 
down the sheer wall. The screams from above fell silent. 


Arkhan whirled his horse about, as though he could peer down the tunnel of 
the second gate and see what had interrupted the ritual. And then he heard 
the wailing of war-horns—not from the wall, but from the east, back the 
way he’d come. 


It wasn’t possible, the liche thought. The closest mortal armies were trapped 
at Lybaras, hundreds of miles away. 


And then he heard the rending crash of a cavalry charge striking home and 
knew for certain that, somehow, his forces were under attack. 


Alcadizzar’s sword sketched an arc of fire through the air and carved 
through two skeletal warriors as the chariot thundered past. Behind him, his 
two bowmen were firing as fast as they could draw arrows; the enemy was 
so tightly packed together that every shot almost guaranteed a hit. Suleiman 
was roaring incantations over the din of the battlefield, hurling bolts of 
power into the undead ranks. 


Around the king, the chariots of the royal guard had formed a wedge and 
driven deep into the enemy’s reserve formations. Heavy cavalry off to the 
left and right had smashed into the rear of the spear companies, smashing 
warriors to the ground with swords, axes and horse hooves. More arrows 
hissed overhead as the archers on the first wall adjusted their aim to fire 
over the heads of the Nehekharans. 


The initial attack had gone well. Against a mortal army, the result would 
have been chaos, but the undead simply turned about to face their new foe 
without a moment’s shock or hesitation. It would not be long at all before 
the cavalry was forced back by the sheer numbers of the enemy. 


Alcadizzar turned to Suleiman. “The necromancers!” he cried. “Where are 
they?” 


The wizard scowled at him for a moment, trying to understand the king 
over the din of battle. Suddenly, his face brightened, and he closed his eyes 
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for a moment in concentration. “There!” he cried, pointing off to the north- 
west. 


A thrown spear clattered loudly off the side of the chariot. Khalida yelled 
out a curse at someone or something, but Alcadizzar couldn’t see what. He 
searched the battlefield to the north-west—and then he saw it. A strange 
palanquin made of bone, with legs like a spider, crouching behind a pair of 
Spear companies just thirty yards away. There was a throne atop the 
palanquin and the king caught sight of a skeletal figure lurking behind it. 


Alcadizzar slapped Khalida’s shoulder. “That way!” he yelled, pointing 
with his sword. “That way!” 


The chariot lurched to the right, its axle-blades scything through the legs of 
several slow-moving skeletons. The rest of the king’s royal guard responded 
at once, changing course to follow him. Up ahead, the two spear companies 
Saw what was happening and formed into line, linking their shields together 
and levelling their spears. 


Immediately, they became a target for the archers on the wall. Arrows 
hissed over the chariots and struck the formation; where the enchanted 
bronze struck bone, a skeleton collapsed in a flash of white. Then Suleiman 
raised his staff and bellowed in a furious voice. The end of his staff flared 
like a torch, and a volley of tiny, glowing darts tore into the undead. Dozens 
fell, their bones incinerated by blasts of intense heat. 


Then the chariots crashed into the battered line, smashing skeletons from 
their feet or grinding them beneath metal-shod wheels. Alcadizzar chopped 
at skulls and smashed collarbones; every bite of his enchanted blade toppled 
another skeleton to the ground. The royal guard added their weight to the 
charge as well, striking at the enemy with bow and blade. In less than a 
minute, one of the two spear companies was all but destroyed. 


Alcadizzar smashed another skeleton to the ground and saw there was 
nothing standing between them and the palanquin of bone. “Forwards!” he 
shouted in Khalida’s ear. “Forwards!” 


The queen shouted something in reply and lashed at the reins—and then the 
world dissolved in a blast of heat and greenish light. 
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Arkhan saw the explosion and let out a sulphurous curse. If W’soran was 
using sorcery like that, then it meant he was under attack. 


The liche led his troops through the second gate and emerged into a scene 
of pandemonium. Enemy cavalry and chariots had struck his companies 
from the rear and were being caught by arrow fire from along the first wall 
as well. The spear companies had no archers to support them, as they were 
all still on the wrong side of the second wall, and so they were suffering 
heavily. To make matters worse, large companies of enemy infantry were 
pouring through the first gate and trying to form a battle-line on the other 
side. 


He caught sight of the pennons flapping above the chariots. Khemri? Here? 
But how? The realisation filled him with a momentary surge of panic. 
Alcadizzar had turned the entire valley into a trap and he’d walked right 
into it. Now he was caught between two powerful forces, with few options 
left. 


Cheers rose from the third wall behind Alcadizzar, followed by the first 
volleys of arrow and catapult fire as the defenders sprang into action. The 
attack on the Gates of the Dawn had failed, and possibly the entire invasion 
along with it. Unless he counter-attacked at once, it was likely that he 
would never break out of the noose that was tightening around his neck. 


Arkhan tried to catch sight of W’soran among the chaos. He caught a 
glimpse of two of the necromancer’s immortals, charging at the wreckage 
of a destroyed enemy chariot. His first instinct was to try and reach them. If 
they were lost, then most of the army went with them. But on the other 
hand, this could be the opportunity he was looking for to be rid of that idiot 
W’soran and his pets once and for all. 


The battle was already lost. The question was whether he would try to save 
W’soran, or let the bastard hang. When put that way, the answer was an 
easy one. 


With a shout, Arkhan urged his mount forwards. He would lead his troops 
as far north along the wall as he could, then swing around and try to force 
his way around the edge of the enemy flank. If he was lucky, he could drive 
through the gap in the first wall and make good his escape. 
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Someone was dragging him backward. A voice shouted wildly in his ear. 
Alcadizzar shook his head and tried to open his eyes. 


The chariot lay on its side amid a tangle of dead horses, just a few feet 
away. Blood was everywhere, but the king couldn’t tell whose it was. His 
sword lay on the ground beside the overturned vehicle, gleaming in the 
darkness. 


And then he saw the slender, bloodied arm poking out from beneath the 
chariot’s battered hull. 


“Khalida!” the king screamed. He twisted in the grip of whoever held him, 
pulling himself away. A boy cried out—one of his archers?—and someone 
grabbed for him again. He tore himself away and scrambled forwards on all 
fours, trying to reach his wife’s hand. 


He had almost reached her when he heard a hiss above him. Behind him, 
the boy screamed. Battlefield instinct caused him to roll to the side, out of 
the path of the axe that buried itself in the ground beside his head. 


Alcadizzar rolled onto his back. A shrivelled, almost skeletal man stood 
above him, clad in rough, barbaric robes and bits of bronze armour. Swift as 
a viper, the creature ripped the axe from the ground and rounded on him. 
That was when he saw the creature’s fangs, and understood what he was 
facing. 


There was a shout and a flare of white light and the creature screamed, 
clutching at the side of its face. Alcadizzar saw his chance and lunged for 
his sword. The monster caught the movement and snarled, chasing after 
him. An arrow punched into its back, the enchanted metal hissing in the 
dead flesh, but the creature barely broke its stride. 


Alcadizzar’s hand closed on the hilt of the sword and he continued to roll as 
the monster charged at him. The king rose in a kneeling position and swung 
the enchanted sword at the creature’s midsection. It ran right into the blow 
and the magical blade parted armour and cloth as though it were paper. The 
blade sheared the thing in two; the power of its magic shrivelled the 
creature in an instant, like a leaf caught in a flame. 


A dark shape leapt like a cat onto the upturned side of the chariot. It was 
another of the creatures; its attention was directed upon the wizard, 
Suleiman, and one of the king’s two young archers. It spat a string of arcane 
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syllables and flung out its hand, and a bolt of greenish lightning leapt for 
the wizard. But Suleiman was prepared, and raised his staff, blocking the 
energy with a counter-spell. The bolt detonated with a thunderclap, leaving 
Alcadizzar’s ears ringing. 


Alcadizzar’s second archer—the same boy who’d tried to drag him to safety 
—saw the monster and drew the short sword at his hip. With a cry he 
charged at the thing, swinging wildly. The creature snarled at the boy and 
pointed a clawed finger; there was another flash of light and the archer’s 
body burst into flames. As the boy collapsed, thrashing and screaming, 
Suleiman unleashed a sorcerous bolt of his own. The monster deflected the 
blast with his own counter-spell, hissing in disdain—then his body went 
rigid as an arrow from the first archer thudded into his forehead. White 
steam erupted from the creature’s gaping mouth and it fell over onto the 
ground. Alcadizzar lurched forwards and finished it off with a blow to its 
neck. 


Around them, the tempo of the battle was changing. Cheers were rising 
from the Nehekharan warriors as the skeletons seemed to be withdrawing— 
no, not withdrawing, but collapsing where they stood. As the blood- 
drinkers died, Nagash’s army died with them. 


And then an invisible fist seized the overturned chariot and flung it into the 
air as though it were a child’s toy. It struck Alcadizzar a glancing blow and 
sent him sprawling. 


The king rolled quickly onto his back, and saw two more of the emaciated 
blood drinkers. They stood at the far end of a magical circle, beside a trio of 
small, sealed earthenware jars. One of the creatures was clearly a barbarian, 
but the other wore remnants of Nehekharan robes and clutched a battered 
leather tome to his chest. The creature seemed to smile at Alcadizzar and 
lifted his bony hand. 


“Beware, great one!” Suleiman cried, rushing forwards to stand between the 
monster and his king. “See to Khalida! I’ll protect you!” 


The Nehekharan laughed, and a bolt of energy leapt from his hand. 
Suleiman brandished his staff—but the fire ate through it like dry wood and 
clawed deep into the wizard’s chest. Suleiman let out an agonised groan and 
fell to the ground. 
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“Pathetic,” the Nehekharan blood-drinker hissed. He turned to Alcadizzar, 
and managed a predatory smile. “I have been looking for you, boy,” he 
snarled. “I just might be able to salvage this disaster if I drag you back to 
Nagashizzar.” He gestured to the other blood-drinker and spoke in a 
strange, guttural tongue. 


The monster was on Alcadizzar in an instant, seizing his wrists with 
uncanny strength. Hissing, the creature clenched his hands, until the king 
felt the bones in his wrists grate together. He groaned in pain but refused to 
let go his sword. 


There was a loud cry, and the surviving archer came to the king’s rescue. He 
appeared at the monster’s side, chopping his short sword into the blood- 
drinker’s left wrist. Bones snapped; the creature snarled in irritation and 
struck the boy a backhanded blow, crushing his skull. But Alcadizzar was 
able to free his sword-hand and bury the burning blade in the monster’s 
face. 


The next thing he knew, he was lying on his back, with smoke curling from 
his breastplate. His ears were ringing and every nerve in his body hummed 
with pain. The Nehekharan blood-drinker lowered its hand, a look of mild 
surprise on his face. Evidently the magic forged into his armour by the 
mountain-lords had saved him from the necromancer’s blast. 


Alcadizzar tried to rise, but his legs refused to work. The blood-drinker 
smiled and said something, but the king couldn’t make out the words. Then, 
languid as a snake, the monster started to walk towards him. Desperate, 
Alcadizzar raised his sword and hurled it at the monster with all his 
strength, but the blood drinker dodged it with contemptuous ease. 


The creature took another step—and then, as clear as day, the king heard the 
twang of a bowstring. Then came a choked scream as the blood-drinker 
reeled backwards with one of Khalida’s arrows in his eye. 


The monster screamed in agony. White steam curled from the ruined eye 
socket. He fell backwards, fetching up against the clay jars as he fumbled 
for the arrow shaft. He seized it in his right hand and with a shriek of pain 
he wrenched the arrow free. Thick ichor bubbled down the side of his face. 


Shadows danced at the corners of Alcadizzar’s vision, Dimly, he sensed 
men crowding around him and the queen. His gaze was fixed on the 
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monster, who shouted and cursed at him from just a dozen yards away. With 
a final, angry howl, the creature turned his back on the king and smashed 
one of the jars at his back. To Alcadizzar’s horror, a tide of glossy black 
beetles poured from the vessel and engulfed the necromancer’s body. 
Moments later, the insects burst into the air in a buzzing cloud and flew off 
to the north. Of the necromancer, there was no sign. 


Alcadizzar fell back onto the ground. Someone was shouting his name. He 
turned and saw a pair of royal guardsmen helping Khalida to her feet. She 
was reaching for him, her eyes wide with fear. 


The king’s gaze drifted past her, to the clouds roiling in the sky. As he 
watched, they began to fade, dispersing like smoke on the wind. 


His vision faded. The last thing Alcadizzar felt was the warm touch of 
sunlight on his cheek. 
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TWENTY-EIGHT 
The Edge of Victory 


Lahmia, the Cursed City, in the 110th year of Phatkh the Just 
(-1161 Imperial Reckoning) 


Though Nagash’s army had been defeated at the Gates of the Dawn, 
Alcadizzar’s injuries threw the western army into disarray. The king’s 
chirurgeons debated whether to try to treat his injuries on the battlefield, or 
send him to Quatar, many miles away. The rulers of Numas and Zandri both 
attempted to take charge of the army in the king’s absence, issuing 
conflicting orders from different parts of the battlefield that took hours for 
the paralysed forces to sort out. By the time Queen Khalida had recovered 
enough from her own injuries to take charge, the last remnant of Nagash’s 
army had broken out of the trap and fled eastwards down the Valley of 
Kings. 


By dawn of the next day, it appeared that the king would survive his 
injuries. Alcadizzar awoke with his wife beside him and dispelled any 
notion that he would be sent off to the gloomy city of Quatar for his 
recovery. Instead, he ordered the army to strike camp and pursue their 
retreating foes. 


Nagash’s army withdrew from the Valley of Kings and continued eastwards, 
where two weeks later it was joined by the remnants of the undead forces 
that had laid siege to Lybaras. Though the undead had succeeded in 
breaching the city’s walls, the timely arrival of reinforcements from Rasetra 
had broken the siege and slain two of W’soran’s four surviving progeny. 


Pursued now by the combined armies of east and west, Nagash’s warriors 
fought a bitter, running battle all the way back to the ruined city of Lahmia. 
Companies of spearmen and cavalry were sacrificed to stage vicious 
ambushes and night attacks on the Nehekharans, while the rest marched 
tirelessly onwards towards their goal. Again and again, Alcadizzar tried to 
pin down the enemy with attacks from his cavalry, but the undead army 
simply shed another sacrificial rearguard, like a lizard giving up its own tail, 
while the rest escaped. Fields of shattered bone stretched along the great 
trade road for miles. 
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The last battle was fought at the edge of the Golden Plain, just miles from 
the Cursed City. W’soran’s surviving immortals and their skeletal warriors 
had occupied the decrepit forts guarding the narrow pass that led to the city, 
and held off the Nehekharan armies for weeks before they were overcome. 
By the time Alcadizzar reached Lahmia, the city was deserted. Arkhan and 
the last remnants of Nagash’s vast host had boarded their ships and escaped. 


Lahmia’s docks had not been so alive in decades. Men from Zandri and 
Khemri—seamen and rivermen, who knew the ways of boats and the sea— 
were walking the city’s old quays and inspecting the scores of silent, fat- 
bellied troop ships that the enemy had left behind. As Alcadizzar watched, a 
number of intrepid souls had found a pair of large skiffs that were still 
mostly seaworthy and were in the process of towing one of the huge troop 
ships up to the docks. 


It was a sunny day in early spring, warm and damp with the promise of rain. 
The city still smelled of cinders, almost forty years after its fall. The king 
sat astride a lean desert horse and watched the activity on the docks from an 
empty square a short way uphill. A small group of royal guardsmen sat their 
horses a discreet distance away, allowing him to be alone with his thoughts. 
The chirurgeons encouraged him to ride when he could, saying that exercise 
would help speed his recovery. 


Alcadizzar had his doubts. He leaned back in the saddle, wincing at the 
pains in his knees, hips and back. The chirurgeons had all done their best, 
he knew. He suspected that the aches he felt had less to do with the blood- 
drinker’s magic and more to do with the fact that he was a hundred and 
eighty-nine years old. The power of Neferata’s elixir was just a memory 
now, but he still seemed to age far slower than his peers. He looked like a 
man no more than a hundred—past the prime of his life, but with a good 
many years left in him, if he was careful. A time when most men put aside 
their work and tried to enjoy all the good things they’d earned. 


Hoofbeats drummed along the cracked cobblestones across the square, 
shaking the king from his reverie. He glanced over to see Ophiria walking 
her horse towards him. Her hooded servant, the chosen of Khsar, reined in 
at the edge of the square, a discreet distance from both the Daughter of the 
Sands and the royal guardsmen. 
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The king managed a tired smile as the seer came up alongside him. “This is 
a surprise,” he said. “I hadn’t expected to see you inside the city.” 


Ophiria scowled suspiciously at the empty buildings along the square. 
Rather than find lodgings inside Lahmia, like the rest of the army, the 
tribesmen had pitched their tents up on the Golden Plain, near the ruins of 
the border forts. They shunned the city, convinced it was truly cursed 
ground. 


“You didn’t look as though you were coming out any time soon, so I 
decided to come in after you,” she replied. 


Alcadizzar chuckled and spread his hands. “If you’re expecting tea, I’m 
afraid you’!l be disappointed.” 


The Daughter of the Sands smiled sadly. “No,” she said. “No time for that 
now, I’m afraid. I’ve come to say goodbye.” 


The king sighed. “I’d hoped that Muktadir and his riders would stay with us 
a while longer.” 


Ophiria shook her head. “Muktadir is a good son. He promised his father on 
his deathbed that when Nagash returned, the tribes would help drive the 
Usurper from the land. That promise has been kept and now he longs to 
return home, where his new wife waits for him.” 


Alcadizzar nodded. “I understand,” he said, a little wistfully. “Truly, I do.” 
He glanced over at the seer and gave her a mischievous grin. “The barges 
are waiting to carry you back to Khemri.” 


Ophiria grimaced. “Never again, by the gods!” She put her hand to her 
belly. “I’d rather be dragged to Bhagar from the back of a horse.” The seer 
shook her head. “The next time I want to see a man tortured I’!] have him 
carried to the river and tied to a barge for a week.” 


The two shared a rueful laugh. Alcadizzar reached over and took her hand. 
“Safe journeys, Ophiria. You will always be welcome at the court in 
Khemri.” 


Ophiria studied the king for a long moment. “You are a good man, 
Alcadizzar, and my people owe you a great deal. For that you have my 
thanks.” She glanced away from him then, looking down the hill at the 
docks. “You are contemplating another voyage,” she observed. 
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The smile faded from Alcadizzar’s face. “The war’s not over yet,” he said 
gravely. “As soon as we can put together a fleet, we’re going after Nagash.” 
He pointed down at the abandoned ships. “My men are examining those 
bone ships to see if we can rig them with oars or sails. We’ll head up the 
strait, find the Usurper’s lair, and deal with him once and for all.” He sighed 
again. “Then, perhaps, I can finally rest.” 


“I hope so,” Ophiria replied, her voice sad. For a moment, it looked as 
though she were about to leave, but then she paused, as though there was 
something more she wanted to say. 


Alcadizzar frowned. “What is it? What’s the matter?” 


Ophiria did not reply at first. She stared out at the sea for a time, as though 
wrestling with what she ought to say. Finally, she turned to the king. “Will 
you do one thing for me, before you go?” she asked. 


“Of course. Anything,” Alcadizzar said. 
“Send Khalida home,” she said. “That’s all.” 


“That’s all?” Alcadizzar said, his eyes widening. “Can’t I do something 
simple instead, like emptying out the sea, or counting the stars in the sky?” 
He chuckled. “She’ll never go, especially not after what happened at the 
Gates of the Dawn.” The brush with death had wiped away all the years of 
tension and resentments that had grown up between them. Now they rarely 
spent more than a few hours apart each day. “If you think she should go 
back to Khemri, then you should tell her.” 


“She won’t listen to me. I’m just her aunt.” Ophiria protested. 


“You think she’ listen to me? I’m just her husband,” Alcadizzar said. He 
frowned. “What’s all this about?” 


“Nothing.” Ophiria shifted uncomfortably. “Her children need her, that’s 
all.” 


The king gave the seer a long look. 
“You’ve seen something, haven’t you?” 


Ophiria grimaced. “I shouldn’t have said anything.” She jerked on the reins, 
trying to turn her horse about. 
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The king bent down and took hold of the horse’s bridle. “Too late for that 
now,” he said gravely. “What is it?” 


Ophiria stared at the king. “If you go north to face Nagash, you will 
triumph,” she said slowly. “But you will not return.” 


Alcadizzar let go the bridle and sat back, stunned. “I don’t believe it.” 
The seer nodded in understanding. “I’m sorry. But that’s the way of it.” 


“No,” the king said. “You’re mistaken. I can’t die now.” He took in the 
ruined buildings of the square with an angry sweep of his hand. “First 
Lahmia, then Nagash, and now this? I’ve given everything for this land, 
Ophiria. Everything I’ve done was for Nehekhara’s sake. A hundred and 
eighty-nine years, and hardly a day of it was ever truly mine.” 


“You’re a great king,” she said sadly. “Perhaps the greatest Nehekhara has 
ever known.” 


“But what about me?” Alcadizzar said. “Where is the justice in this? 
There’s so much I’ve waited to do. I’ve hardly even begun.” 


“IT know,” Ophiria said sombrely. “Believe me, Alcadizzar. I know what it’s 
like to sacrifice everything for a higher calling.” She shook her head. “But 
we cannot choose our fate.” 


“Then what’s the point?” Alcadizzar cried. “What’s the point of all this 
horror and suffering, if not to earn the right to live as we wish, for however 
many years we’re given?” 


A tear trickled down the seer’s wrinkled cheek. “I cannot say,” she replied. 
Ophiria reached forwards and laid a hand on his cheek. 


“Goodbye, Alcadizzar, King of Kings. I wish you well, in this life and the 
next.” 


The Daughter of the Sands tugged on the reins, turning her horse about and 
heading back across the square. The king watched her and her hooded 
servant head west, deeper into the city, until the two riders were lost from 
sight. 
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Evening was drawing on when Alcadizzar arrived at the palace. Thunder 
rumbled faintly to the east, heralding the coming storm. 


The king found Khalida deep amid the ruins of the Temple of Blood, 
surrounded by her maids and a cadre of keen-eyed guardsmen. The ancient 
garden at its heart had survived the worst of the fire, and was now a tangled, 
green wilderness. 


Most of the paths through the garden had vanished, swallowed up by ferns 
and creeping vines. Only the widest, stone-flagged paths survived. One led 
straight to the centre of the garden, where Khalida rested by the bole of a 
gnarled old tree and tossed breadcrumbs into the brackish pond nearby. 


Alcadizzar strode softly over the thick grass and settled down beside her. 
The queen turned, smiling, and kissed his cheek. “There you are,” she said. 
“Have you been down at the docks all this time?” 


“Mostly,” the king said, his gaze wandering about the clearing. “What are 
you doing here?” 


“T heard a rumour that there were still fish in the pond,” Khalida said. 
“Giant carp, the colour of gold coins. I’ve been trying to coax them out with 
some crumbs.” 


Alcadizzar turned back to Khalida. He reached up and gently swept a strand 
of dark hair away from her face. “How do you feel?” 


The queen smiled. “A little better every day.” She had broken two ribs and 
an ankle when the chariot flipped during the battle and they had been slow 
to heal. 


“Are you up for a long journey?” the king asked. 
Khalida’s smile faded. “Why?” 


Alcadizzar leaned forwards and kissed her gently on the lips. “Because I 
think it’s time we returned to Khemri.” 


Khalida’s expression turned sombre. “What about Nagash?” 


The king was silent for a long moment. “We’ve beaten him. His army has 
been destroyed. That’s victory enough for me.” He put his arm around 
Khalida and pulled her close, careful of her ribs. “I’ve fought enough for 
two lifetimes. Now I just want my wife and children beside me.” 
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The queen looked up at him. “Do you mean it?” 
“With all my heart.” 
Khalida smiled. “Then let’s go home.” 


Three weeks after escaping the Cursed City, Arkhan the Black beached his 
ship of bone on the shores of the Sour Sea, beneath Nagashizzar’s shadow. 
He marched into the fortress with fifty thousand warriors—a formidable 
army by mortal standards, but little more than a tenth of the vast host he had 
been given. 


When Nagash learned of his army’s defeat, his wrath was terrible to behold. 
The sound of his fury thundered through the halls of the fortress and sent 
tremors through the tunnels below. For seven days and seven nights the air 
above the mountain roiled like an angry sea and spat forks of green 
lightning that lit the blighted land for miles. 


And then, after the seventh night, the thunder subsided, and the mountain 
grew still. An ominous silence descended over Nagashizzar, more fearsome 
and portentous than all the days of fury combined. 


“T don’t like the looks of this,” Eshreegar muttered as the black-toothed 
liche emerged from the tunnel. 


It had been a month since Nagash’s army had returned to the fortress in 
defeat. Many times, while the fortress halls had been all but empty of the 
undead, Eekrit and Eshreegar had debated on whether the time had come to 
unseal Grey Lord Velsquee’s chest and make use of the weapon inside. 
Each time, Eekrit’s instinct was to wait, fearing that, even without an army, 
Nagash was still far too powerful to face. The storm of fury that had 
wracked the fortress—nay, the entire mountain—upon the army’s return 
convinced Eekrit that he’d been absolutely right. 


Beneath the mountain, it was still business as usual. Nagash’s hunger for 
slaves had shown no signs of abating, and the work in the mines continued 
without pause. Across the cavern, the latest shipment of greenskins snorted 
and bellowed in their guttural tongue as the undead arrived to make their 
trade. 
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Eekrit’s ears twitched. Something was different. There were many more 
skeletons this time. A great many more, in fact, all carrying chests or stacks 
of flat, square boxes, sealed with lead. As the liche looked on, the skeletons 
carried half of the chests over to the scales, as usual, then deposited the rest 
at EFekrit’s feet. 


“What’s all this?” he asked. 


The liche turned to Eekrit. His skull was blackened in places, his armour 
scorched and battered. He looked as though a giant had grabbed him by the 
ankles and used him to beat out a rather stubborn fire. 


“My master wishes to make a new arrangement,” the liche grated. One leg 
dragged slightly as he stepped forwards and indicated the chests and boxes 
arranged before Eekrit. “In addition to the usual amount for slaves, he will 
pay double for you to carry these chests to the source of the River Vitae and 
empty their contents into the water.” 


Eekrit eyed the boxes warily. Each one was marked with a complex pattern 
of runes and arcane symbols. “What’s inside them?” 


“Death,” the liche said. 


“Ah.” Eekrit replied. He spread his paws. “We, ah, have never heard of this 
river.” 


“Tt feeds all of Nehekhara,” the liche said. “Its source is a tarn, high in the 
mountains to the south-west.” 


“Where—” 


“Find it,” the undead creature rasped. “Unless you do not wish to have the 
stone?” 


“No!” Eekrit said. “I mean—yes, we want the stone.” He glanced at 
Eshreegar. “No doubt something can be arranged.” 


“There will be more,” the liche said. “Deliver them all to the tarn, and you 
will be well paid.” 


“T am glad to hear it,” Eekrit replied, though he felt anything but. “What is 
all this for, if you don’t mind me asking?” 


The liche glared at him. 
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“The Nehekharans will die before they serve my master,” he said. “And so 
they shall have their wish.” 
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TWENTY-NINE 
Red as Blood 


The Tarn of Life, in the 110th year of Tahoth the Wise 
(-1155 Imperial Reckoning) 


It took nearly a year to find the place that the liche had spoken of. First they 
found the wide, swift-flowing river, many hundreds of miles away to the 
south-west; then they followed its course up into the treacherous, 
unforgiving mountains. Many were the scouts who were lost along the way, 
taken by avalanches, or swift, silent wyverns, or stabbed by their fellows 
when their rations ran low. They negotiated thundering cataracts, scaled 
sheer cliffs and swung over bottomless crevasses, until finally, after much 
suffering and hardship, they reached a vast lake, its surface as smooth as 
glass and coloured a dark, depthless blue. They found the ruins of twelve 
great temples along its shores, so ancient and so long abandoned that they 
were little more than crumbling shells of pitted sandstone, the idols within 
reduced to shapeless knobs of white marble. 


This was the tarn they had been paid to find; the birthplace of the great river 
that fed the lands to the west, all the way to the distant sea. With nervous 
paws they broke open the seals on the twelve boxes they had carried with 
them on the journey, and they emptied the burning man’s poison into the 
dark depths. Then they scuttled away into the darkness, heading back to the 
great mountain where their reward awaited them. 


Halfway back to the mountain, the first of the scouts began to sicken. By 
the time the expedition reached the tunnels that would lead them around the 
shores of the Sour Sea, only the strongest of the scouts were still alive. Two 
managed to reach the great cavern beneath the mountain and gasp out their 
report to Eshreegar before their insides turned to mush. 


Eekrit and Eshreegar split the fortune in god-stone between themselves and 
sent out the second expedition six months later. 


Over time, the wily scouts learned to adapt to the dangers of the long trip up 
to the tarn. Rikkit Sharpclaw had survived the past three expeditions to the 
lake, which made him the natural leader of the pack. The last thing he did 
before leaving the mountain was to spend some of his accumulated wealth 
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to hire a score of shifty-eyed clanrats from one of the visiting slaver gangs. 
He told them he needed the extra muscle to protect the valuable cargo he 
was carrying up into the mountains. The clanrats took his coin and 
snickered to one another at the deal they were getting. Five gold coin apiece 
to help carry some boxes? Compared to hunting greenskins up north, that 
sounded like a holiday to them. 


After nine expeditions to the tarn over the last five years, the scouts knew 
the route very well. They knew how to avoid the sudden avalanches, where 
to be watchful for the fearsome wyverns and how best to negotiate the 
waterfalls and the yawning chasms. Rikkit was cautious as ever—more so 
this time, perhaps, because rumour had it that this was to be the last 
expedition to the lake. He had no intention of getting himself killed with so 
much unspent wealth hidden back at the mountain. 


The expedition reached the tarn right on schedule. The early spring night 
was cold and clear, and a full moon smiled at its reflection in the still water 
below. The clanrats gaped at the size of the lake and the ominous, silent 
ruins, but followed the scouts without question as they worked their way 
around the shore and up a narrow path that led to a high cliff overlooking 
the tarn. 


Rikkit breathed in the cold, clear air and smiled at the clanrats. “Here is-is 
where you earn your keep,” he said. The scout pointed a claw at the edge of 
the cliff. “Set the boxes over there.” 


Wary, the clanrats crept to the edge of the cliff and set the boxes at their 
feet. 


Rikkit smiled. He motioned to the one of the other scouts, who produced 
three pairs of hammer and chisel and tossed them to the hirelings. 


“Open them,” Rikkit said. 


The clanrats eyed one another uneasily, but were not in any position to 
argue. Taking the tools, they cut away the lead seals securing each lid and 
levered the boxes open. Caustic green light spilled from each container, 
washing over the hirelings. 


Rikkit’s smile widened. This was the part he really enjoyed. The scout 
reached into his robes and pulled out a fat bag of gold coin. At once, he had 
the clanrats’ undivided attention. 
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“Now, here’s where you lot can earn yourself some extra coin,” he said, 
tossing the bag onto the ground. “The clanrat that tosses the most of those 
things into the lake gets the gold.” 


Rikkit didn’t need to tell the clanrats to begin—all at once there was a 
snarling, scratching, kicking scramble to grab hold of the contents of each 
box and hurl them into the water below. 


Each box contained a flat disc of pure god-stone, each about the size of a 
small shield. The surface of each disc was carved with hundreds of strange, 
arcane symbols and the discs themselves seethed with pent-up magical 
power. The scouts hissed with laughter as the hirelings seized the heavy 
discs—each one worth a Grey Lord’s ransom—and fought for the privilege 
to toss them into the depthless tarn below. 


Amid savage grunts and yowls of pain, the first discs were hurled into the 
air. They glowed balefully as they fell, spinning like tossed coins. They hit 
the water of the tarn with a bubbling hiss, like hot metal plunged into a 
quenching vat, and sent up a plume of acrid, faintly glowing steam as they 
sank out of sight. 


Once it was down to the last few discs, the knives came out. Clanrats 
screeched and toppled over the cliff, clutching at the blood pouring from 
their chests. Two of the hirelings fell together, grappling over a disc up to 
the moment they hit the surface of the water, forty feet below. 


When the last disc was gone, the three survivors turned on one another. 
After a few minutes, only one clanrat was left. Rikkit laughed loudly, 
scooping up the bag and tossing it to the victor. The scouts were already 
taking bets as to how long the fool would last before the sickness took him. 
Whispering and chuckling amongst themselves, the skaven scuttled back 
down the narrow path, their thoughts already turning to the long journey 
home. 


By dawn, the surface of the great tarn was as red as fresh-spilled blood. 


The great river was the source of life for all Nehekhara, in ways both great 
and small. Its waters nourished a verdant belt of arable land that stretched 
through the high desert for more than a thousand miles, providing so much 
food that cities like Numas, Khemri and Zandri grew rich trading wheat, 
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rice and beans with their neighbours to the east. The river supplied fish for 
the river cities as well, and water for making wine and beer. Its countless 
tributaries, many deep underground, spread across the land like threads in a 
tapestry, feeding distant oases and tiny, hidden springs that sustained 
merchant caravans and desert nomads alike. 


For years, Nagash’s poison had spread to every corner of Nehekhara, 
spreading through the soil into the crops, and from the crops into animals 
and people alike. Men filled their bellies with the liche-king’s curse every 
time they drank a cup of wine, or sipped greedily from a spring in the great 
desert. By the time the final set of discs sank into the waters of the tarn, the 
poison was curled like a sleeping viper in the flesh of every living thing. 


The final set of discs completed Nagash’s elaborate curse and set the wheels 
of death in motion. The waters of the tarn turned crimson; the stain flowed 
down the roaring cataracts and into the River Vitae, where in time it was 
witnessed by horrified fishermen and river traders all the way to distant 
Zandri. It was the Undying King’s sign that the doom of Nehekhara was at 
hand. 


Within days, the crops in the fields began to wither and die. Not all at once, 
but by degrees, driving the farmers into fits of desperation as they struggled 
to save their livelihoods. Livestock who ate the tainted crops soon sickened 
and died. The disease was horrible to behold; it was a slow, agonising 
death, as the bodies of the victims rotted from the inside out. Agony led to 
madness, and madness to death, but the process was neither merciful nor 
Swift. 


Not long afterwards, the first Nehekharans began to suffer as well. Hardest 
hit were the river cities, particularly Khemri. Alcadizzar the Great, ruler of 
the empire, summoned his chirurgeons and his wizards, and bent every 
effort to locating the source of the disease and uncovering a cure. The sick 
were taken from their homes and placed in the temples, in hopes that they 
would not spread the disease to others. And yet, despite their best efforts, 
the plague continued to spread. 


As the crops failed, food prices soared. Even those who were healthy now 
faced the prospect of starvation. Cities began hoarding food, leading to riots 
and more bloodshed. Alcadizzar used all his power to try and maintain 
order amongst his vassal kings. For a while, he succeeded. Food was 
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rationed, but everyone, from highest to lowest, was fed. As the plague 
spread to distant cities like Quatar and Ka-Sabar, the infected were removed 
as humanely as possible and isolated in tent cities outside the walls. 


And then Ubaid, the king’s youngest son, fell ill. 


Alcadizzar summoned a legion of chirurgeons to attend upon his son. Every 
wizard and oracle in the land was consulted in search of a cure. The king 
himself spent night and day at his son’s bedside, while he thrashed and bled, 
and screamed in pain. Once the disease was far advanced, not even the milk 
of the poppy could dull the young prince’s suffering. He begged his father 
to make the pain go away; later, in the grip of madness, he begged his father 
to end his life. When he died at last, almost a month later, he did so with a 
curse upon his lips. 


By then, the plague was everywhere. The great cities shut their gates to 
outsiders, and shut the infected up in their homes to try and hold the 
sickness at bay. Gripped with fear and half-maddened by grief, Alcadizzar 
sent Asar, his only surviving son, away from the city and into the Great 
Desert to live with the tribes, where it was hoped the plague couldn’t reach. 
The king’s heir travelled through a land fraught with violence and unrest, as 
gangs of bandits waylaid travellers in search of food. After many brushes 
with death, Asar and his retainers reached the safety of the Great Desert and 
camped for the night at an oasis known only to the tribes. 


The very next day, the prince fell ill. His retainers, many sick themselves, 
struggled to care for him, but his conditioned worsened. One night, in the 
grip of madness, the prince slipped from his tent and wandered out into the 
sands, never to be seen again. 


When the news reached Alcadizzar, he was devastated. Over the course of a 
year, he had watched the plague spread through his empire, and now it was 
dying before his eyes. Nothing he did slowed the spread of the disease in 
the slightest. Fresh, untainted water, locked away in cisterns, jars and wells, 
was now worth its weight in gold. Riots tore through Khemri every day, as 
the panicked citizens searched for some way to escape the sickness. They 
clamoured outside the gates of the palace, begging their great king to save 
them. 
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As the second year of the plague wore on, the begging of the people turned 
to angry shouts, and then from shouts to bitter curses as the disease claimed 
more and more lives. The fact that the king himself seemed impervious to 
the disease only fuelled the bitterness of his citizens even further. 


The months passed and the supplies of food dwindled. Men turned into 
savages, murdering their neighbours for a crust of bread or a cup of stale 
wine. Alcadizzar opened the palace’s meagre food stores to his people, but 
his gesture of goodwill spawned a bloody riot that left hundreds of his 
citizens dead. They rampaged through the palace, stealing whatever they 
could, while the king and queen and a handful of royal guards barricaded 
themselves in the kings’ apartments and waited for the chaos to subside. 


One week later, Khalida contracted the plague. 


The sickness came upon her much more slowly than the rest. For a time, 
she tried to hide her suffering from her husband, but within a month her 
condition had grown too visible to ignore. Alcadizzar summoned his 
chirurgeons once more. He sat at her bedside and wiped the blood from her 
eyes, and listened as she groaned in her sleep. As her condition worsened, 
he went to the ancient temples and prayed in vain for the gods to save her 
life. 


Khalida lingered in pain for many months, wasting away upon her sickbed. 
When her suffering had grown so great that she no longer recognised her 
own husband, the chirurgeons offered to give her a cup of undiluted poppy 
to ease her into the next life. Alcadizzar took the cup himself. He lifted it to 
his wife’s lips and sat with her into the night, as her moans faded and her 
breathing grew ever more shallow. She passed into the realms of the dead 
shortly thereafter, heedless of the grief-stricken man at her side. 


Alcadizzar sent for the mortuary priests and helped them prepare his 
beloved for the tomb. The last of the horses had died months before, so the 
king and a pair of acolytes pulled the wagon carrying her body out into the 
city’s necropolis, where a modest crypt awaited. There was no grand 
pyramid for Nehekhara’s greatest king. Alcadizzar had resisted the idea of 
commissioning one, and Khalida, being born amid the desert tribes, scoffed 
at the notion of entombment. But in the end, Alcadizzar could not bring 
himself to lay her upon a wooden bier and set her alight, as was the practice 
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among her people. The tomb at least held out hope that perhaps one day she 
might rise again. 


For a time, Alcadizzar contemplated taking the poisoned cup and joining 
his family in the afterlife. But then, a few days after Khalida had been laid 
to rest, an exhausted messenger rode into the city from distant Rasetra. How 
he had managed the long journey alone was a feat of courage and endurance 
unto itself, and he was already half-dead from the plague by the time he 
arrived. The message he bore was from King Heru. An army of the undead 
had emerged from the Cursed City to the east and was slaying everything in 
its path. Lybaras had already fallen, its few remaining citizens ruthlessly put 
to the sword. Rasetra would be next. 


The message was more than two months old. Alcadizzar knew that Heru 
had been dead long before his warning reached Khemri. 


From that moment on, the king put thoughts of the poisoned cup aside. 
Instead he brought forth his armour and his golden sword, and turned his 
eyes eastwards, searching for the approaching darkness. 
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THIRTY 
All Is Dust 


Khemri, the Living City, in the 110th year of Asaph the Beautiful 
(-1151 Imperial Reckoning) 


When the time had come, the last of the king’s household went into the 
great necropolis and sought out Alcadizzar in the tomb of his beloved wife. 


“The darkness is coming,” the faithful servant said. His name was Sefm, 
and in better days, he had been an attendant in the royal stables. His linen 
robes had been carefully cleaned and his skin anointed with fragrant oil, so 
that his spirit would present a pleasing appearance when he went to join his 
ancestors in the lands of the dead. A vizier’s circlet of gold sat uneasily 
upon his narrow brow, and he carried a shield and spear in his trembling 
hands. 


The king was clad in his armour of gold; his gleaming sword rested upon 
the stones at his feet. He knelt by the marble bier where Khalida’s body lay 
and held her cerement-wrapped hand in his. Hunger and grief had ravaged 
the king’s once powerful frame. Alcadizzar’s face was gaunt, eyes sunken 
and cheeks hollowed as though by a long and merciless fever. He had the 
look of a man who longed for the peace of the grave. 


While the servant waited, the king rose slowly to his feet. Gently, he laid his 
wife’s hand upon the bier, and then bent to press his lips against the 
wrappings that covered her cheek. Dry lips rasped faintly against the 
cerements. 


“Not much longer now,” he whispered to her. “Watch for me in the dusk.” 
Then the king took up his sword and headed out into the dying light of day. 


It was high summer and a chill wind was blowing from the east, carrying 
the dank scent of the grave. The sky from horizon to horizon roiled with 
thick, purple-black clouds, spreading implacably westwards towards 
Khemri. At that moment, the radiance of his golden armour made him seem 
somehow small in comparison to the vast darkness that was arrayed against 
him, but he stared up at the gathering clouds with a grim sense of 
anticipation. He had been waiting for this day ever since his beloved wife 
had gone. 
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As the wind began to howl amid the crowded tombs, Alcadizzar made his 
way south, through the necropolis and across the low hills that separated the 
city of the dead from the great trade road. It was there that the sons of 
Khemri had chosen to make their stand against the coming night. 


There were perhaps a thousand men, all told, armed with everything from 
spears to farmers’ scythes. A few carried shields, but no more; it was 
unlikely that their gaunt frames could have borne the weight of armour in 
any case. Most were sick to one degree or another and the rest were beyond 
caring. Not a one of them expected to live out the day. 


On the far side of the city, men and women with the strength to travel were 
still leaving the city, hoping to make it on foot all the way to Zandri, some 
two hundred leagues to the west. There had been rumours for weeks that 
ships were leaving with refugees, hoping to find safety in the far north. No 
one knew if the rumours were true, but a faint chance was better than no 
chance at all. 


It was for the same reason that men clutched spear and axe and stood facing 
the darkness to the east. Every minute they stood and fought was a gift to 
those who sought succour in the west. It was little enough, they knew, but 
better that than nothing at all. 


There were no cheers as the king and his servant arrived; no shaking of 
spears or clashing of shields. None of that mattered to Alcadizzar. It was 
enough that they had come to stand beside him, when all the others had 
fled. He stood before them, with the roiling darkness at his back, and lifted 
his sword to the sky. 


“Woe to us that we have lived to see this day,” he said. “Our strength is 
spent, and our hearts are broken. Nehekhara is no more.” 


The king’s voice carried clearly over the keening wind, and the men stirred 
from their reverie and listened. Some wept, knowing that the end had come. 


“We go now into the dusk, where our ancestors await,” Alcadizzar said. 
“Let it be written in the Book of Ages that when the world ended and 
darkness swallowed the land, the men of Khemri did not falter. No, they 
went into the night with spears in their hands, fighting to the last.” 


The wind rose, as though in reply, howling like the spirits of the damned. 
Alcadizzar felt the cold breath of the grave upon his neck. He turned, and 
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Saw a wall of shadow rushing towards him like a desert storm. 


“To the last!” he cried once more and then the light failed, and darkness 
swallowed the world. 


Within the veil of shadow, the howling of the wind was dulled to a muted 
roar. Alcadizzar could dimly hear the shouts of the men behind him. “Stand 
fast!” he cried, but he could not be sure if he was heard. 


One moment stretched into another, as the wind roared, and the cold sank 
like knives into his skin. Faint points of light emerged out of the gloom; 
unblinking eyes of grave-light, glowing from sockets of bone. Ragged 
figures took shape, clad in scraps of armour and rotting cloth. They 
marched forwards in their thousands, clutching spears and cruel, tarnished 
blades. 


The air above the undead seemed to shimmer. Moments later he heard the 
hiss of arrows flickering invisibly overhead. Men screamed in agony as 
they were struck; others cried out in terror and despair. Alcadizzar gripped 
his sword in both hands and shouted. 


“For Khemri!” he cried, his voice muted by the shadows. “For Nehekhara!” 
And then he charged, hurling himself into the arms of death. 


Alcadizzar’s sword made buming arcs in the darkness as he leapt at the 
army of the undead. He swept aside spear-points and hacked through 
armour and bone, severing arms and shattering ribcages. The skeletons he 
struck flared like banked coals for an instant and then collapsed lifelessly to 
the ground. 


Onwards he went, driving deeper into the horde, not knowing or caring if 
his men followed him or not. He swung his blade wildly, connecting with 
two or three skeletons with every swing, waiting for the inevitable spear 
that would find a seam in his armour or pierce his exposed throat. But no 
such blow ever came. Indeed, not a single blow struck him at all. The 
skeletons recoiled from him as if afraid to strike him. 


The king chased after them, slashing wildly. “Fight me, damn you!” he 
shouted at them. He hacked through a skeleton’s spear haft and severed its 
hand. “This is what you came for, isn’t it?” 
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He was growing weary now. His strength had fled him long ago, when his 
first son had died. Still he drove himself forwards, practically throwing 
himself upon the enemy’s spears. “What’s the matter?” he cried, his voice 
breaking. “Here I am! Kill me!” 


But the enemy drew back from him, retreating away into the darkness as if 
in a dream. Alcadizzar screamed in despair, running after them, begging the 
spirits of the damned for release. 


Suddenly, a tall, skeletal figure in bronze armour loomed out of the 
darkness, a black, double-edged sword in his hand. Cold radiated from the 
liche’s body in waves, leeching all the heat from the king’s wasted body. 


Undaunted, Alcadizzar leapt at the liche, slashing at its torso. The undead 
monster blocked the stroke with ease, striking sparks from the flat of his 
iron blade. Shouting defiantly, Alcadizzar pressed his attack, chopping at 
the liche’s head and neck, but each blow was turned aside. With the last of 
his fading strength, the king lunged, thrusting the chisel point of his sword 
at the monster’s heart, but the liche was too fast for him. The iron blade 
swept down in a ringing parry that wrenched the glowing weapon from 
Alcadizzar’s hands. 


Stunned, the king fell forwards, right into the liche’s grasp. A cold, 
armoured hand closed about his throat. Distantly, he could hear the screams 
of his men as they were overwhelmed by the undead. 


The liche lifted Alcadizzar by the neck, until he could stare into the king’s 
face. A ghastly laugh hissed between the monster’s blackened teeth. 


Alcadizzar struggled in the liche’s grip. “What are you waiting for?” he 
snarled. “Go on! Kill me, and be damned!” 


“In time,” Arkhan agreed. “But not today, Alcadizzar of Khemri. My master 
wishes you to suffer a short while longer.” 


They stripped the king of his gleaming armour and cast his treasured sword 
into the sands. His hands were bound in chains of bronze and he was given 
into the keeping of a dozen wights, who locked him inside an enclosed 
palanquin made of polished bone. The last he saw of Khemri, its streets 
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were teeming with corpses, and the living were being dragged from their 
homes and slain. 


The palanquin was borne on the shoulders of a dozen skeletons, which 
carried him east through a silent, empty land. Time lost all meaning within 
the sorcerous gloom; Alcadizzar drifted in and out of consciousness, unable 
to say for certain whether it had been weeks or months since he’d first been 
taken. From time to time the palanquin would stop; bony fingers would 
seize his jaw and pour a trickle of fiery liquid down his throat. He coughed 
and sputtered, but the skeletons did not relent until they’d gotten some of 
the potion down his throat. Whatever it was, it nourished him enough to 
keep his emaciated body alive. 


On and on they carried him, past the charnel house that had once been 
Quatar, and on into the Valley of Kings. Past silent Mahrak they went, and 
along the trade road to fallen Lahmia. They carried him through the Cursed 
City’s broken gate and down to the docks, where once upon a time an old 
woman had told him of his fate and he’d chosen to hide from it instead. 


The skeletons placed him on a ship of bone and took him north, up the 
narrow Straits and into a dark and restless sea. In time, they beached upon a 
shore of broken stone and bore him across poisoned fields that reeked of 
burnt metal and bitter ash. 


The further they went, the more that Alcadizzar felt the weight of an 
invisible presence studying him from the darkness. He could feel a 
malevolent intelligence scrutinising him, an implacable, hateful will that 
was both utterly alien and disturbingly human at the same time. 


They passed through the gates of a vast fortress and into narrow lanes that 
led up the slopes of an ancient, desecrated mountain. Alcadizzar soon lost 
track of all the twists and turns that the skeletons took as they rose ever 
higher through the levels of the fortress. At one point they entered into an 
echoing, humid tunnel that led them deep into the heart of the mountain. 
Nagash’s awareness—for the malevolent presence could be nothing else— 
grew steadily more intense, until Alcadizzar’s nerves were raw with 
apprehension. 


At last, when he thought he could stand it no more, he heard the groan of 
hinges and the grating of a pair of massive doors, and soon the hollow 
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sound of skeletal feet marching down a long and echoing hall. Finally, the 
rocking movements ceased and he was lowered with a jarring thump that 
reverberated through the vaulted space beyond. 


A key rattled in the palanquin’s lock. The sliding panel was drawn aside 
and bony hands dragged him from his months-long prison. Agony flared 
from his cramped joints, wrenching a bitter cry from his parched throat. 
Green light seared his eyes. He blinked, but no tears would come. 


Alcadizzar struggled in his captors’ grip nonetheless. Without warning, they 
released him; his legs, weakened by captivity, betrayed him. He fell to the 
smooth, cold flagstones with a groan, shaking uncontrollably as_ his 
cramped muscles twisted into knots. 


He lay there for an eternity, lost in suffering and shivering like a babe. And 
then a voice, jagged and rough like broken stone, sawed through his haze of 
pain. 


“Behold the usurper,” said Nagash, the Undying King. 


Nagash’s prisoner was a pathetic wreck of a man; a pallid, trembling 
skeleton clad in filthy linen wrappings. Metal grated on metal as the 
Undying King rose to his feet and descended the steps of the dais. Nagash 
reached out with a gauntleted hand and seized the mortal by the throat, 
lifting him from the floor as though he weighed no more than a bundle of 
twigs. 


“You are the man who seized my throne and united the great cities against 
me?” Nagash twisted the human this way and that, studying him like a 
piece of meat. “I had expected better.” 


With a disdainful hiss, he tossed the mortal aside. Alcadizzar collapsed to 
the floor with a strangled groan, his body curling back again into a foetal 
ball. The liche-king chuckled, savouring his foe’s pain. 


“Alcadizzar of Khemri, lord of a dead land,” he declared. “Does the title 
please you? It was yours, in truth, from the moment you chose to defy me.” 


Metal clattered softly as the Undying King clasped his gauntleted hands 
behind his back. He paced slow circles about Alcadizzar’s trembling body, 
eyes burning with malice. 
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“Nehekhara’s fate was sealed the moment I was betrayed at Mahrak, 
centuries before you were born,” Nagash told him. “Though they drove me 
into the wasteland, I prevailed. Alone, I built a new empire, with a single 
purpose in mind: to take my revenge upon the great cities, and to enslave 
their people until the end of time.” 


With a disgusted hiss, Nagash dug the toe of his metal boot into 
Alcadizzar’s shoulder and forced him onto his back. He leaned forwards, 
slowly increasing the pressure on the mortal’s chest until his breath 
wheezed past his lips. Alcadizzar’s eyes opened as he struggled for breath. 
Nagash fixed him with a mocking stare. 


“Your victory at the Gates of the Dawn meant nothing,” he sneered. “I sent 
my army to destroy Nehekhara only because I wanted the great cities to 
know that it was I who had brought them to ruin.” 


“That... explains... why we destroyed them... so easily,” Alcadizzar 
gasped. “The... trade road was... littered with bones.” 


Nagash glared down at the fallen king. “Five hundred warriors, or five 
hundred thousand; it makes no difference to me.” He leaned down, putting 
his full weight on the mortal’s chest. “I can make ten times that now. All of 
Nehekhara is mine to command.” 


Alcadizzar let out a strangled groan. After a moment, Nagash rose, and 
pulled back his foot. 


“Tell me,” he said. “Did you wonder, when your people sickened and died, 
why you alone managed to survive? When your wife and children writhed 
on their sickbeds, and begged you for release, did you pray to the forsaken 
gods that you would be next, if only to assuage the guilt that gnawed at 
your soul?” 


Nagash knelt and gripped Alcadizzar’s jaw, squeezing his pallid flesh until 
the mortal’s eyes snapped open again. 


“You survived for no other reason than because I wished it,” the Undying 
King said. “The doom I unleashed upon Nehekhara was aimed with care. 
Of all the living things that walked the land, I saw to it that you alone would 
be spared. I wanted you to watch everything you ever loved turn to dust. I 
wanted you to understand, most of all, how futile your struggles have been. 
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You cannot defeat me, mortal. I am Nagash. I am eternal. And before you 
die, you will deliver your people into my hands.” 


Alcadizzar let out a choked growl, writhing in Nagash’s grip. “I’ll die 
before I betray my people again.” 


Nagash rested the tip of his clawed thumb against Alcadizzar’s cheek, just 
beneath his eye. “The choice is not yours to make,” he said. 


The last king of Khemri began to scream as Nagash carved the first ritual 
symbol into his skin. 


A tower had been built at the summit of the mountain, taller and wider than 
any of the hundreds of spires that towered over Nagashizzar. Potent 
necromantic runes had been carved into its walls, both inside and out, 
spiralling upwards to join with the complex summoning circle that had been 
laid out in molten silver across the tower’s flat top. 


On the night of the new moon, Nagash ascended to the top of the tower 
with Alcadizzar and three wights in tow. In his hands he clutched the 
glowing sphere of abn-i-khat that had rested at the foot of his throne for 
hundreds of years. At long last, its purpose would be fulfilled. 


A restless wind moaned above the high tower and the clouds above were 
depthless and dark. The pulsing radiance of the burning stone spilled across 
the curving lines of silver and lent them an ominous, squirming life. 


Nagash stepped to the centre of the circle and knelt, placing the sphere 
within a bowl-shaped depression in the stone. Two of the wights crossed to 
the far side of the circle, dragging Alcadizzar’s semi-conscious form 
between them. The mortal’s body was a raw wound, carved with hundreds 
of arcane symbols from his forehead to the tops of his feet. 


The wights lowered Alcadizzar to his knees at the edge of the circle, at a 
spot where the major lines of the sigil met. Nagash rose and crossed the 
circle to join them. 


“Now comes your true moment of glory,” Nagash said, glaring mockingly 
at the king. “For you will be the key to awaken not just those who died of 
the plague, or at the hand of my warriors, but Nehekharans who have slept 
in their tombs for millennia, even unto great Settra himself.” The Undying 


3100 XRN 


King held out his hand, and one of the wights handed him a long silver 
needle. Nagash studied it for a moment and then drove it deep into the 
juncture of the mortal’s neck and torso. Alcadizzar stiffened in pain, the 
muscles of his body going rigid as stone. 


“The art of magic—even necromancy—is about symbols,” Nagash said, as 
the wight handed him another needle. “Symbols form connections, tying 
one concept to another. And the more powerful the symbol, the greater its 
potential effects.” 


Alcadizzar hissed sharply as the second needle slid into the other side of his 
neck. 


“T do not want to merely animate the bones of our people, you see. I intend 
to summon back their spirits and bind them to their remains, as I have done 
to my servant Arkhan, and bind them to me forever. But such a monumental 
effort requires a uniquely resonant symbol to focus the ritual’s power. A 
symbol such as the ruler of the Nehekharan empire, to whom all the land— 
living and dead—must offer their fealty.” 


All was in readiness. Nagash took his place at the opposite side of the 
circle. The wights withdrew, disappearing into the tower. 


The Undying King raised his arms in triumph to the suffocating sky. 
“Perhaps you will live long enough to see your wife and children again,” 
he said. “If I find her pleasing enough, perhaps I shall take your woman as 
my consort.” 


Alcadizzar howled in helpless fury as the great ritual began. 


“Tt’s been going on like this for days!” Eshreegar shouted over the raging 
wind. Lightning rent the sky above the mountain, briefly illuminating the 
master assassin’s anxious face. He pointed up to the top of the great tower, 
just across the narrow courtyard where he and Eekrit crouched. “Nagash 
went up there with his prisoner on the night of the new-new moon, and he’s 
been there ever since!” 


Eekrit gripped his cloak tightly about his chest and scowled up at the top of 
the tower. It was bathed in a nimbus of green light so intense that it lit the 
underside of the boiling clouds overhead. Thunder crashed, rolling like an 
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avalanche down the narrow lanes of the fortress. The former warlord 
cursed, ears folded back against his skull. 


Eshreegar seemed unmoved by the tumult. “You see that door at the base 
of-of the tower?” he shouted. “It leads to a chamber with a black altar. 
Greenskins are being dragged up from the mines and sacrificed every hour. 
This is worse than anything we’ve seen before!” 


Eekrit turned his scowl onto Eshreegar. “That much is clear,” he snarled. 
“But what in the Horned God’s name do you expect me to do about it?” 


“Velsquee’s chest! We should open the chest!” 


The former warlord growled under his breath and glanced once more up at 
the tower. His tail lashed apprehensively. “No! Not yet!” 


“Can you think of a better time than now?” the Master of Treacheries 
exclaimed. 


Eekrit jabbed a claw at the maelstrom up above. “Preferably when he’s not 
capable of doing things like that,” he snapped. 


Eshreegar frowned worriedly, but he didn’t try to argue. “You think we 
should let him finish whatever he’s doing?” 


“You honestly think we can stop him?” Eekrit shot back. He shook his head. 
“No. We wait until he’s done. Until he’s got nothing left.” 


“And then?” 


Eekrit cast one more glance up at the churning green-lit clouds, before 
heading for the mouth of the tunnel that would carry them back to the 
under-fortress. 


“Then we open the damned box,” he growled. 


It was like forging a chain. Day by day, night by night, shaping one 
unbreakable link at a time. 
The incantation was the longest, most complex ritual Nagash had ever 


performed. Centuries had gone into perfecting the invocations and bindings 
contained within. The last, most crucial piece of the puzzle had eluded him 


3102 XRN 


for ages, until Alcadizzar had provided him with the answer. It was an irony 
he would savour long after the fallen king was gone. 


The ashen wind howled above the tower, forming a whirling, lightning- 
ravaged funnel over the ritual circle. The storm had grown steadily since the 
ritual began, fuelled by the power of the incantation until it spread 
westwards across the length and breadth of Nehekhara. It was the harbinger 
of the great ritual, the vehicle by which Nagash’s summons would reach 
across the dead land. 


At the centre of the circle, the great sphere of burning stone was all but 
gone, its composition altered by Nagash’s will into a glittering black dust 
that rose in a long, whirling tendril up into the maw of the storm. Barely a 
pebble-sized fragment of the abn-i-khat remained and it was vanishing 
steadily before his eyes. For weeks, the storm had carried the black dust 
across the dead land, where it had sought out the corpses in the streets and 
in the tombs of the silent necropolis. 


Across the circle, Alcadizzar rested on his knees, locked in place by 
Nagash’s paralysing needles and the power of the great ritual. His eyes were 
open, staring up into the whirling wind tunnel. Green light seethed within 
their depths. The Undying King wondered what vast and awful vistas the 
mortal looked upon. Did he stare across the gulf, searching for his wife and 
children in the twilit realm of the dead? 


Nagash could sense the spirits gathering on the other side of the veil. They 
were drawn by the bond of fealty they owed to Alcadizzar, the first link of 
the necromantic chain Nagash had forged. When Sakhmet rose in a few 
hours and usurped Neru’s place in the heavens, he would draw that chain 
taut, and draw the spirits of uncounted ages back into the living world. 


Raw power flowed into the Undying King from the sacrificial altar at the 
base of the ritual tower. The life energy of the greenskins had sustained him 
during the month-long incantation, adding to the enormous quantities of 
burning stone he had consumed before the ritual began. The incantation 
consumed energy at a fearsome rate, far more than his calculations had 
suggested. At this stage, with the most demanding part of the rite about to 
begin, his reserves of energy were almost completely gone. Every mote of 
power he gained from the black altar was consumed almost from the 
moment he received it. 
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With a crackling hiss, the last of the burning stone blackened and flew up 
into the air. Within hours, it would be settling in some distant corner of 
Nehekhara, just as the sun dipped below the horizon. It was all coming 
together precisely as he’d ordained. 


Soon, Nehekhara would rise again. The kings of ages past would gather at 
Nagashizzar and bend their knee before the throne of Nagash, and darkness 
would descend upon the world forevermore. 


Night fell across Nehekhara. Neru rose in the east, ever following in the 
footsteps of her husband, Ptra. Sakhmet, the jealous concubine, followed at 
her shoulder, burning green with envy. 


Upon the ritual tower, the final phase of the incantation began. Buoyed by 
the stolen life energies of his greenskin slaves, Nagash clenched his fists 
and spat words of power at the sky. The storm raged above his head, 
howling like the souls of the damned. 


Layer by layer, he could feel the veil between the realms grow thin. The 
chain was complete, starting with Alcadizzar and linking to the motes of 
dust spread across Nehekhara, then leading back to the circle of silver and 
Nagash’s crown. As Sakhmet rose in the night sky, the Undying King began 
to draw that chain tight, pulling at the spirits of the dead. 


Hour after hour, as the Green Witch crept closer to Ptra’s loyal wife, the 
tension on the sorcerous chain grew tighter. The power of the ritual spread 
throughout the dead land, from the narrow streets of cursed Lahmia, to the 
cold forges of Ka-Sabar and the empty docks of Zandri. It reached into the 
dark crypts, settling upon the cerement-wrapped corpses of beggars and 
kings alike. Ancient limbs trembled, stirring the dust of ages. 


Nagash’s voice rose as the ritual neared its climax, the Undying King 
staring upward through the whirling funnel of cloud to the clear sky 
beyond. Neru was directly overhead, and Sakhmet was just behind her, 
moments from seizing the goddess by the throat. Exultant, he shouted the 
closing phrases of the incantation to the Green Witch, high above. 


“Let the veil of ages fall away!” the Undying King commanded. “Let the 
dark lands give up the lost! Let the dust fall from the eyes of the kings and 
of the heroes, and of the queens sealed within their tombs! Let the people 
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cross the threshold of night and return to the lands of the living! Let them 
rise from their beds of stone! Rise! I command it! Rise, and serve your 
master! Nagash, the Undying King, commands it! RISE!” 


Lightning cracked like a slave master’s whip, lashing at the silver lines of 
the magic circle. Thunder pealed, shaking the tower to its foundations. 
Nagash poured the last of his power into the storm; the wind rose in pitch 
and the trapped cyclone broke free at last, recoiling violently into the sky. 
Nagash stood unshaken amid the maelstrom, roaring his triumph at the sky. 


Already, he could sense the first, tentative tugs at his awareness as the dead 
of Nehekhara began to open their eyes. 


The first to stir were those whom Arkhan’s warriors had slain. From the 
blood-spattered collegia at Lybaras, to the fields outside Khemri and 
beyond, the bodies of the last Nehekharans began to move. Heads turned, 
glowing green eyes looking eastwards as though in response to some distant 
summons. Groans leaked from rotting throats as the dead lurched clumsily 
onto their feet in answer to Nagash’s call. 


These corpses were quickly joined by others, clawing their way out of 
barricaded homes or from the loose, sandy soil of mass graves that 
surrounded nearly every one of the great cities. Men, women and children, 
struck down in their tens of thousands by Nagash’s plague, broke free of 
their makeshift tombs and emerged into the night. 


In the great necropoli, dead hands beat at stone lids and mausoleum doors. 
Dust billowed from the entrances of the mighty pyramids as the great kings 
and their retinues woke from centuries of slumber. They rode from their 
crypts on chariots of gold, drawn by teams of skeletal horses, surrounded by 
entire armies of faithful warriors who had gone into the tomb to serve their 
masters in the afterlife. Retinues of shrivelled liche priests followed in the 
wake of each royal chariot, bearing the canopic jars of their monarch and 
chanting invocations of power to speed his journey to the east. 


Beneath Sakhmet’s baleful glare, the great cities of Nehekhara gave up their 
dead. Tormented howls and groans of rage rose into the still air as beggars 
and kings alike struggled in vain against the sorcerous chains that bound 
them. Nagash commanded them, and they had no choice but to obey. 
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Tireless and implacable, the dead of Nehekhara made their way eastwards 
through the night. The greatest army the world had ever seen began to 
converge on distant Nagashizzar. 


Above the great fortress, the whirling tunnel of cloud collapsed in upon 
itself, swallowing Sakhmet’s light and plunging Nagashizzar into darkness. 
Off to the northwest, packs of flesh-eaters howled exultantly in the night. 


Nagash had fallen silent at last. Faintly glowing smoke leaked from every 
seam of his enchanted armour. At the very last, the ritual had nearly undone 
him; it had taken almost every last mote of power he possessed, but in the 
end, he had triumphed. He could feel the risen spirits of Nehekhara surging 
like a dark tide across the land, moving in answer to his summons. At long 
last, his vengeance was complete. 


The Undying King lowered his eyes to regard Alcadizzar. The green light 
had faded from the mortal’s eyes, leaving only emptiness in its wake. 
Nagash approached the fallen king and gripped the first of the silver 
needles. A faint tremor through the metal spoke of a pulse and told him 
that, somehow, the last king of Khemri yet lived. 


Nagash withdrew first one needle, then the other. Alcadizzar’s body 
collapsed bonelessly onto the stones. The Undying King studied the wretch 
for a moment, tempted to consume the last of Alcadizzar’s life force and 
leave his body to rot atop the tower. He raised his smoking hand, clawed 
fingers clenching into a fist, but at the last moment he decided to spare the 
last living Nehekharan instead. So long as Alcadizzar lived, he might still 
provide some sport, once Nagash had regained a modicum of his power. 


The Undying King turned as the trio of wights emerged from the depths of 
the tower. With a thought, he ordered Alcadizzar thrown into a dungeon 
cell, and then departed, making his way back to his throne room. There he 
would wait, slowly regaining his strength, until the first of his undead 
subjects arrived. 


Eekrit sat at the edge of his throne with a wine bowl in his paw. After so 
many weeks of raging wind and groaning earth, the silence in the great hall 
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was eerie and oppressive. Before him, upon the dais, sat Velsquee’s lead 
box. 


“Well?” Eshreegar said, breaking the silence. “What are you waiting for?” 


The former warlord scratched at his chin. The very sight of the box filled 
him with a sense of foreboding. “We’ve got no idea what’s inside this 
thing,” he said. 


“Velsquee said it was a weapon, didn’t he?” the Master of Treacheries said. 
“A weapon made especially to kill Nagash.” 


Eekrit sipped his wine thoughtfully. “That’s what worries me,” he replied. 
“Tf what’s in that box can kill Nagash, what in the Horned God’s name will 
it do to us?” 


Eshreegar’s one eye widened. “I... hadn’t considered that.” He covered his 
snout with one paw. “What are we going to do?” he groaned. 


Eekrit glared at the chest. After a moment, he raised the wine bowl and 
drained it to the dregs, then tossed it over his shoulder. 


“We’re going to do what any skaven would,” he said. “We’re going to find 
someone else to do the dirty work for us.” 


Alcadizzar lay in darkness, waiting to die. 


He did not know where he was, or how he’d come to be there. His 
awareness had taken shape very slowly, seeping in from the edges of his 
fractured mind. With it came memories of grief and a sense of loss too great 
to endure. The pain of it all cut into him like a dull knife, digging into his 
vitals inch by relentless inch, until he thought his heart would burst. 


Slowly, he became aware of a soft, white light filling the narrow cell. A 
figure knelt beside him, just beyond the edge of his vision. And then from 
the depths of his pain, Alcadizzar felt a gentle hand touch his cheek. 


Tears welled up in his eyes. “Khalida?” he whispered. He struggled to 
move, his hands slipping on the cell’s slimy floor. With an effort, he moved 
his head and tried to peer up into the face of the person beside him. The 
nimbus of white light made it difficult to see details, but he could make out 
the fall of dark hair and the slope of a woman’s shoulder. 
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Alcadizzar lifted a trembling hand, trying to touch her. At once, the 
apparition withdrew. With a despairing cry, he tried to follow, drawing his 
knees up beneath him and weakly pushing himself upright. 


The apparition had retreated across the cell, until she stood next to the 
heavy wooden door. Alcadizzar tried to crawl over to her, but before he had 
the chance, there was the grating of metal as an ancient lock was turned and 
the cell door groaned open. 


Two short, furtive creatures shuffled into the room, dragging a heavy, 
rectangular chest between them. They took no notice of the apparition 
whatsoever, focussing their beady eyes solely upon him. Alcadizzar blinked 
in the uncertain light, trying to make sense of the strange figures. They 
looked like two enormous rats, clad in filthy robes and walking upright like 
men. He looked to the apparition for guidance, but the indistinct figure only 
watched in silence. 


The ratmen laid the chest on the floor of the cell and, with great trepidation, 
they set about breaking the seals that held it shut. They looked at one 
another uneasily, then without a word they drew back the lid of the box and 
took several quick steps backwards. 


As the lid flew open, a terrible light filled the room—it was a kind of 
poisonous greenish-black, and gave off heat like the touch of sunlight. The 
terrible glow radiated from a weapon of sorts: a crude-looking single-edged 
sword with a curved blade and long hilt that would just barely take a pair of 
human hands. Strange runes had been etched along its length and it had 
been crafted out of a mottled, greenish-grey metal unlike anything 
Alcadizzar had seen before. It was also deadlier than anything he’d ever 
known. The sword radiated death. It was the kind of weapon that could kill 
a god. 


Or an Undying King. 


Alcadizzar’s eyes rose from the sword and regarded the apparition. He 
could not say why, but it seemed as though she was waiting for him. 


And then he understood. She wanted him to take up the sword. Khalida was 
giving him a chance to make things right before it was too late. 


With a deep breath, Alcadizzar reached into the chest. The hilt of the sword 
was hot to the touch and caused his hand to tingle painfully as he took hold 
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of it and lifted the blade free. Heat, prickly and unpleasant, flooded his 
limbs, filling his muscles with strength. 


Alcadizzar turned to the apparition. “I’m ready,” he said, accepting his fate 
at last. 


The apparition slipped silently through the doorway. He followed after, 
determined to redeem himself in the eyes of his beloved. 


Eekrit and Eshreegar watched the human race from the cell, sword in hand. 
They turned to one another with identical looks of surprise. 


“Who was he talking to?” Eshreegar asked. 
“Who knows?” Eekrit replied. “You saw his face. He’s mad as a white rat.” 
“Do you think he knows where he’s going?” the Master of Treacheries said. 


“We'd best follow along and make sure.” 


Nagash lay shrouded in deep shadow, resting like a corpse upon his dark 
throne. The flames that normally wreathed his skull had been extinguished; 
his burning eyes had shrunken to cold sparks glowing from the depths of his 
eye sockets. His mind had slipped into a near trancelike state, pulled into 
millions of tiny fragments by the souls he’d bound to his will. 


Already he was looking ahead to what he would do with the undead legions 
at his command. They would scour the land from north to south, killing 
every human, greenskin and rat-creature no matter where they tried to hide. 
Then he would turn his attentions to the east, and amuse himself with the 
destruction of the Silk Lands. When they were dead, he would continue 
eastwards, searching out the living and destroying them, until at last he 
came round again to Nagashizzar, and the entire world had been rendered as 
lifeless as a tomb. It might take a thousand years, or ten thousand. It 
mattered not to him. 


As he brooded, a dim, white radiance took shape at the far end of the hall. 
At first, Nagash thought it was one of his wights, but as it came closer, he 
saw with surprise that it had the figure of a woman. The sight bemused him 
and he tried to focus his dulled senses upon it. 
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Slowly but surely, the image grew clearer. Details emerged. Dark hair, and 
pale skin. Eyes like polished emeralds, and the golden headdress of a queen. 


Nagash tried to stir, but his limbs felt like lead. “Neferem,” he hissed. 


The ancient Queen of Khemri drew nearer. She was not the withered husk 
that she had been when he’d sacrificed her at Mahrak, but the radiant 
beauty that he’d first seen on the day of his brother’s ascension. The sight 
of her sent a chill along his bones. 


“You are bound to me once more,” the Undying King said. “Even now, 
your bones shamble across the desert to bow at my feet.” 


Neferem reached the bottom of the dais and raised her chin defiantly. I have 
no bones for you to command, usurper, she said. They were burned to ash 
when you broke the sacred covenant at Mahrak. You have no power over 
me. 


“Then I will bind your spirit instead,” he snarled. “I am like unto a god 
now. All of Nehekhara bows its head to me.” 


To his surprise, Neferem smiled coldly and shook her head. 
All but one. 


And then the apparition vanished, scattering like smoke before the 
onrushing figure of Alcadizzar, last king of Khemri. Bellowing with rage, 
the mortal charged up the stone steps with a glowing sword in hand and 
brought it down upon Nagash’s skull. 


Fear and rage galvanised the Undying King. At the last moment he brought 
up his arm to ward off the deadly blow, catching the sword against his 
armoured wrist. Instead of turning the blade aside however, there was a 
flash of searing green light, and the sword’s edge bit clean though metal and 
bone, severing the hand with one blow. It fell to the dais, its clawed fingers 
twitching spasmodically. 


Nagash shrieked in agony. The fell blade’s power clawed at his bones. For 
the first time in ages, the spectre of death sent a chill down his spine. 


Yet even in his weakened state, Nagash was not completely without power. 
As Alcadizzar drew back his sword for another blow, the Undying King 
raised his other hand and spat sulphurous words of power. Fearsome 
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energies leapt from his fingertips, bathing the mortal’s body in jagged arcs 
of fire that would strip the flesh from his bones in an instant. 


But the sorcerous bolts washed harmlessly over Alcadizzar, deflected by 
runes of protection forged into the glowing sword. Undaunted, he lunged 
forwards, shearing the blade through Nagash’s ribs and severing his spine. 


Nagash screamed in pain and terror. The sword’s unnatural energies leached 
the very power from his bones. Already, he could feel his strength ebbing 
away. Cursing, he lunged forwards with his one remaining hand and seized 
Alcadizzar by the throat. 


The mortal king struggled in Nagash’s grip. Blood flowed freely down his 
neck where Nagash’s claws bit deep into his skin. The Undying King put all 
of his remaining strength into his fingers, trying to crush Alcadizzar’s spine. 


Alcadizzar’s knees began to buckle. His eyelids fluttered. But just when it 
seemed that he was about to fall, he raised his sword with the last of his 
failing strength and brought it down on Nagash’s arm. The fell blade sliced 
through the armour, severing the arm at the elbow—then a backhand stroke 
slashed across Nagash’s neck, severing his head. 


A hideous, rending scream echoed through the hall. The last thing Nagash 
saw, as the fires faded from his eyes, was the ghostly apparition of Neferem 
standing at the foot of the dais. Her smile was terrible to behold. 


Darkness waits, she said. 


Nagash’s death reverberated through the aether like the tolling of a broken 
bell. The power of his ritual shattered, sending shockwaves through the 
legions of the dead. Thousands of corpses collapsed to the earth, their 
spirits drawn back once more across the veil of death. These were the souls 
of those who had died during the days of the plague and the bloodshed 
afterwards, who had been buried without the customary rituals of the 
mortuary cult. 


The rest ground slowly to a halt, no longer at the mercy of Nagash’s 
implacable summons. They had been restored to the living world, and now 
were free to act as they pleased. 
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The great tomb kings reined in their golden chariots and surveyed the 
empty land around them. Their burning gaze fell upon the legions of the 
dead. Without hesitation, the corpses bowed before their masters, 
responding to ancient loyalties that had guided them in life. 


Some kings commanded more loyalty than others. The strong eyed the 
weak and ancient ambitions once more occupied their thoughts. 


Skeletal hands gripped tarnished khopeshes and raised them to the baleful 
moon. Bone horns wailed as the tomb kings went to war. 


Metal rang on metal, striking fat, green sparks as Alcadizzar hacked at 
Nagash’s still form. The burning fell blade hacked through the Undying 
King’s armour, tearing the ancient skeleton to pieces and hacking up the 
wooden throne beneath. 


Finally, his body spent, Alcadizzar stumbled back a step and looked upon 
the carnage he’d wrought. His hands were numb and tingling from the 
awful energy of the sword, as though its power had seeped into his body 
like poison. Repelled by its corrupting touch, Alcadizzar let the blade 
tumble from his hand. 


“Tt’s done,” he gasped. “Thank the gods, it’s done.” He looked about, 
searching for the apparition. “Khalida?” he called. “Beloved? Where are 
you?” 

He had to find her. He had to show her what he’d done. More than 
anything, he needed her to forgive him. Alcadizzar cast about looking for 


something he could show her, to convince her that he’d made things right. 
His gaze fell upon Nagash’s grinning skull. 


Alcadizzar bent and tore the jagged metal crown from Nagash’s skull. 
Gripping it to his chest, he turned and staggered from the dais. The blade’s 
poison was working its way through his body, killing him from within. 


“Khalida!” he called mournfully. “Forgive me. Please.” Clutching the 
crown of the Undying King, Alcadizzar staggered from the great hall. 
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PICKING THE BONES 


For days, Nehekara had been shrouded in gloom. Clouds of ash and the dust 
of broken tombs had been drawn up into the air by the power of Nagash’s 
ritual, blotting out the light of sun and moons alike. Summoned by the will 
of the Undying King, the risen dead had marched towards Nagashizzar 
beneath a veil of never-ending darkness. 


At the time, riding out from Khemri with countless thousands of revenants 
at his back, Arkhan had turned his burning gaze to the clouds and imagined 
them continuing to spread, seeping like a great stain across the face of the 
entire world. Nagash’s final victory was at hand, and the days of the living 
were numbered. 


So it had seemed. But then the unthinkable occurred. 


Now the mantle of cloud was roiling like an angry sea, churned by a bitter 
wind blowing from the desert to the south. The great pall of darkness was 
ebbing slowly, creeping eastward like an outgoing tide. The great ritual had 
been undone. Arkhan had felt his master’s demise, as had every one of the 
risen corpses across the land. The fact of it had been seared into his bones. 


Arkhan did not care how it had happened, or why. All that mattered now 
was reaching Nagashizzar, and claiming all that remained. 


The liche rode north and east through the barren foothills of the Brittle 
Peaks, making for the river of blood as fast as his skeletal horse could carry 
him. Nine black-armoured wights galloped in his wake. They were all that 
remained of the hundred that had ridden into Khemri with him, just a few 
months before. The others—along with the rest of his army—had been 
sacrificed on the Great Trade Road to buy his escape. From the flashes of 
green light that lit the undersides of the clouds, and the brittle thunder of 
detonations to the south, the fighting had yet to abate. 


The dark riders galloped across a stretch of treacherous, rocky flatland, then 
reached the base of another low, rounded hill. Arkhan hissed, gripping the 
reins and putting his heels to the horse’s flanks, as if the mount still had 
flesh and nerves to respond to his urgings. The undead horse lunged up the 
slope, sinew creaking and heavy bones knocking hollowly together. Though 
slower than living horses, the undead creatures were tireless and strong. 
Arkhan had ridden day and night, racing the receding gloom, and meant to 
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keep on going until their hooves splintered and their leg bones split. Quatar 
and the Gates of the Dead were closed to him, so he would have to take the 
longer, more circuitous route through the wasteland north and east of the 
great river. That would give the forces east of the Brittle Peaks a sizeable 
lead in the race to the fortress. 


The army that Arkhan had led from Nagashizzar many months before had 
been far smaller than the mighty invasion force he had commanded against 
Alcadizaar: barely sixty thousand strong, and composed of spearmen, 
archers and swift-moving cavalry. He had been compelled to divide the 
force even further once it had reached Lahmia. Nagash’s orders had been 
explicit: slaughter the last survivors of the Nehekaran people and capture 
Alcadizaar within six months, and return the defeated king to Nagashizzar 
before the new moon of the seventh. And so, from Lahmia, he’d despatched 
two of his lieutenants and twenty thousand warriors to head southwest, to 
wipe out the last dregs of humanity in the plague-ravaged cities of Lybaras 
and Rasetra. Then, at Quatar, after passing the ruins of Mahrak and scouring 
the Valley of Kings, Arkhan had sent another lieutenant and ten thousand 
wairiors south to wipe out the desert dwellers at Bhagar and the city of Ka- 
Sabar. At Khemri, once Alcadizaar’s pitiful army had been destroyed, a 
fourth lieutenant had taken ten thousand warriors north to destroy Numas, 
and then two smaller detachments were sent south and west to deal with Bel 
Aliad and Zandri by the sea. He’d heard nothing from his subordinates 
since then, but had no reason to believe that they had failed in their tasks. 
Now he imagined every one of them doing just the same as he: racing 
across the empty land, avoiding the wrath of the risen priest kings where 
they could, and thinking of the power now left unguarded at the Undying 
King’s mountain fortress. 


Hooves drumming the dead earth, the dark riders crested the hill. On the far 
side was a long, gentle slope, and beyond, perhaps a mile or so away, was 
the dark ribbon of the great river. 


Arkhan and his bodyguard pressed on, their mounts gathering speed as they 
swept down the rocky slope. As he went, he studied the horizon to the north 
and west, looking for telltales of battle, or the dust trail of an army on the 
march. If the force sent to Numas had survived, it stood to reason that it 
would be following much the same course as he. But try as he might, 
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Arkhan’s burning gaze could not penetrate the gloom that lingered past the 
river’s opposite bank. 


The wide river shone a glossy black in the darkness. Once the source of all 
life in Nehekara, now the River Vitae ran red and thick as clotting blood. 
Arkhan urged his mount to greater speed, spurring it not with his heels now, 
but the lash of his will. The wights flogged their horses as well, filling the 
air with their wailing cries. 


The dark riders thundered down the slope. As they approached the turgid 
waters, Arkhan raised a bony fist and began to chant. The invocation hissed 
past his jagged teeth, calling to the magic coursing through the aether. The 
skeletal horses leapt ahead, their hooves flashing over the dusty ground. 
Faster and faster they went, and the spaces between hoofbeats lengthened, 
until they scarcely touched the earth at all. 


In moments, the dark riders reached the foot of the slope and onto the 
reeking bank of the river. Still gathering speed, the horses plunged into the 
river—but instead of sinking, they seemed to glide across the surface of the 
poisoned water. Their hoofbeats left curls of glistening vapour in their 
wake. Swift as a loosed arrow, light as the desert wind, the dark riders 
crossed the wide river in a matter of moments. 


Arkhan reined in his mount on the far bank. The liche slumped in the 
saddle, his senses reeling. The invocation had been something of an 
improvisation on his part, and the strain had been profound. His wight 
bodyguards formed a protective ring about him, their glowing eyes 
searching the shadows along the hillsides to the north. 


The liche allowed himself a few moments to regain his wits before pressing 
on. Silence stretched upon the riverbank. Far in the distance, a jackal 
howled in the wastes. 


There was a faint creak of sinew. One of the wights stirred slightly, its skull 
turning to the northwest. Arkhan was alert in an instant. With a thought, he 
focused on the wight and saw through its eyes. 


For several moments, there was nothing to see. Arkhan grew puzzled, 
unsure what the wight thought it had seen. But just as he was about to draw 
back, the shadows along the hilltop seemed to ripple. 
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Arkhan hissed a furious curse, his bony hand reaching for the iron sword at 
his hip as the first arrows went flitting past. 


The enemy broke from the hillside shadows with the first volley: a score of 
skeletal horse archers, garbed in the black leather armour of Nagashizzar. 
The revenants fired as they rode, sending a steady rain of black shafts 
sleeting through the circle of dark riders. 


Snarling, Arkhan wheeled his horse about. An arrow thudded into the 
saddle, just behind his hip, while another blurred past less than a finger 
length from his eyes. He felt one of his wights take an arrow through the 
arm; another was struck in the side. The liche flung out his hand and sent a 
volley of his own howling through the oncoming horsemen. Three of the 
horse archers were torn apart by a stream of fiery darts, sending glowing 
fragments of bone tumbling over the ground. 


More arrows snapped through the air in reply, but by then the dark riders 
were on the move, galloping upslope into the hills to the northeast. Arkhan 
fought to contain his fury. The horse archers were skirmishers, likely 
covering the flank of a larger force—the detachment from Numas, or 
possibly Zandri—just beyond the hills to the north. And now their master 
knew exactly where he was. 


Arkhan crested the hill just ahead of his bodyguards. On the far side, the 
hill descended into a winding gully, thick with shadow. Already, the liche 
could hear faint sounds of pursuit echoing from beyond the hills to the 
northwest, as more skeletal horsemen joined in the hunt. With the river to 
his right, the only direction he could go was north and east, which made the 
enemy’s task that much easier. But the skeletons were not infallible; if he 
moved fast and used the gullies to his advantage, there was still a chance of 
escape. 


Once again, the liche began to chant. The aether was still suffused with 
necromantic power in the wake of Nagash’s ritual, but the torrent of energy 
was difficult to control. The invocation was not as well contained as before, 
sending waves of agony coursing through his skeletal frame, but it was 
enough. The dark riders’ undead steeds raced ahead, coursing like 
quicksilver down the narrow path. The pursuing riders vanished from sight. 
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Arkhan sustained the incantation as long as he dared, until it felt as though 
his bones would splinter from the strain. The riders wound about the feet of 
the low hills, working their way alternately north and east in hopes of 
throwing the enemy off their trail and forcing them to abandon their pursuit. 


But the dark riders’ respite was short-lived. Soon the hills echoed with the 
clatter of hooves as more and more enemy cavalry units joined in the hunt. 
Arkhan listened to the sounds of pursuit and tried to puzzle out their relative 
positions. As far as he could tell, the hunters were spread out in a rough 
semicircle some two miles across and perhaps a mile or so behind him. All 
it would take would be for one enemy rider to spot them, and the semicircle 
would start to close around them like a pair of jaws. They had to stay ahead 
of the cordon and keep to cover, or all was lost. 


For two more miles, their luck held. Arkhan followed one narrow hill-path 
after another—until, without warning, the riders emerged from a steep- 
sided gully into a wide, sloping plain several miles across. The north edge 
of the plain was bounded by a tall, rocky hill, while to the south the liche 
saw only broken, treacherous ground that sloped steeply back towards the 
river. Off to the east, perhaps two miles distant, the hills crowded in again, 
forming a valley that rose up and out of sight. 


Arkhan snarled a curse. Two miles, and no cover—a bad proposition, to be 
sure, but there wasn’t a better one to be had. Hissing between his teeth, he 
led his wights onto the plain and then began to chant. 


Almost at once he found himself struggling with the incantation. The 
energies of the spell twisted in his grasp like an adder, threatening to 
destroy him, but he would not relent. Heat began to build along his bones 
like irons held in a fire, but, step by step, the horses began to pick up speed. 
Within moments, the riders were flying across the plain. 


The valley drew nearer. Arkhan’s bones sizzled. Wisps of foul-smelling 
smoke seeped from the seams in his armour. The agony was terrible, but he 
would not relent. Each second carried them further to their goal. 


They were only a few hundred yards from the mouth of the valley when the 
enemy found them. There were no shouts of triumph, or braying of horns; 
simply a swelling rumble of hooves behind the dark riders as more and 
more of the pursuing cavalry poured eagerly onto the plain. 
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Arkhan could feel his concentration slipping. More and more power was 
leaking past the edges of the spell and scorching his body and soul. It felt as 
though his bones might fly apart at any moment. He held the incantation 
together for two seconds more, then relinquished his grip. The change in 
speed was sudden and dramatic, but just a moment later the dark riders 
entered the mouth of the valley and once more vanished from sight. 


Once inside, Arkhan saw that the valley curved slightly northward and 
appeared to narrow at its far end. Past that, they would have more options, 
more opportunities to throw the enemy off their trail. Or so the liche chose 
to believe. 


The undead horses lunged up the slope, their hooves kicking up thick 
plumes of sand and dust. Arkhan knew that the enemy would be pushing 
their own mounts for all they were worth, trying to catch sight of him again. 
It would all come down to a matter of seconds, he thought. Part of him was 
tempted to try the incantation again, but he knew that he’d already pushed 
his luck too far. Another attempt could well destroy him. Yet would that be 
any worse than what would happen if the enemy caught him? 


Arkhan weighed the risks. It proved to be his undoing. 


He did not see the enemy soldiers until it was far too late. Ranks of 
spearmen waited at the valley’s narrow end, closing it off completely. Their 
shields and their tattered rags were covered in layers of thick dust, and their 
statue-like stillness rendered them nearly invisible in the gloom. Stunned, 
Arkhan reined in just a hundred yards short of the enemy battle-line. 


More dust and sand exploded around the dark riders. Undead skirmishers 
clattered to their feet all around Arkhan, brandishing barbed javelins and 
tarnished khopeshes. 


Arkhan’s wights circled protectively around their master. Dark swords, 
glimmering with fell magics, hissed from their sheaths. The liche glanced 
back the way he’d come, only to see the first of the pursuing cavalry 
galloping into view. 


There was nowhere to run. Though Arkhan still clutched his battered, iron 
blade, he had little desire to use it. The thought of a glorious, last stand 
quickly lost its savour when one knew exactly what awaited them in the 
realms of the dead. 
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A change of tactics was in order. With an angry hiss, the liche put away his 
sword. He nudged his horse forward, out of the protective ring of his 
bodyguards, and took a few steps towards the nearest skirmisher. Arkhan 
leaned down, peering into the pinpoints of light that served as the skeleton’s 
eyes. 


‘Send me someone with a working set of lungs,’ he said, speaking to the 
liche that lay behind the skirmisher’s glowing stare. ‘I have a proposition to 
discuss.’ 


Arkhan saw almost at once that the situation was not quite as grim as it 
appeared. The pursuing horsemen had filled the western end of the valley, 
but had come to an abrupt stop well outside bowshot from the battle-line of 
camouflaged spearmen. At once, the liche realized that he hadn’t stumbled 
into the middle of one army, but two. The spearmen to the east were likely 
part of the force he’d sent to Numas, while the horsemen to the west had 
originally been sent to Zandri. 


It also suggested that the ambush he’d stumbled into might not have been 
meant for him at all. That was good, Arkhan thought. It gave him more 
leverage. He sent one of his wights back down the valley to call for a 
representative from the milling horsemen. 


The two mouthpieces arrived within minutes of one another. From the east 
came a heavy cavalryman on a snarling, black cadaver of a horse, while 
from the west rode a horse archer with skin like saddle leather and a few 
wisps of black hair floating about his rotted pate. Arkhan left his wights 
behind and walked his horse down the valley to a point about mid-way 
between the two forces. 


‘Lord Khamenes,’ Arkhan said, greeting the heavy cavalryman—or rather, 
the liche who controlled him. ‘And Lord Shiwat,’ he said to the horse 
archer. ‘We find ourselves in interesting times.’ 


The heavy cavalryman tilted his helmeted head quizzically. Leathery flesh 
creaked as the man’s mouth struggled to form words. ‘You... have... no... 
army,’ Lord Khamenes said. Whether it was an observation or an opening 
gambit to the negotiations, Arkhan could not tell. 
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“We were beset on all sides when the ritual failed,’ Arkhan replied. ‘The 
risen dead turned on us, and upon one another. No doubt the same 
happened at Numas.’ 


The cavalryman made a growling sound that might have been a sneer. ‘Yes. 
But we... fought... them off. You... did not.’ 


Now it was Arkhan’s turn to sneer. ‘You were born in Khemri. You recall all 
the great kings of legend, going back to Settra himself?’ The liche pointed 
to the south. ‘They’re still fighting each other, out on the trade road. All of 
them, plus scores of petty rulers you’ve never heard of. And I was in the 
middle of it.’ 


‘I scarcely fought at all,’ said Lord Shiwat. The withered horse archer 
glanced from Arkhan to the heavy cavalryman and back again. ‘Zandri was 
empty when I arrived. The survivors of the plague had taken to the sea. So I 
left.’ 


Arkhan eyed the horse archer. Was Lord Shiwat subtly suggesting that he 
now possessed the larger army? It was possible, Arkhan thought, but 
unlikely. Shiwat had never been known for subtlety—or for much of 
anything else, for that matter. When Nagash had needed new generals in the 
wake of his failed invasion, he had tried to summon his immortals—men 
like Arkhan, from the old days at Khemri—back from the realms of the 
dead. But most of those dread warriors no longer had a body to return to. 
Their flesh and bones had been burned to ash by the vengeful priest kings at 
the end of the war. Only a handful of immortals had escaped total 
destruction and were able to rise again: most were lesser souls like Shiwat 
and Khamenes, who were too obscure and unimportant in those days to 
catch the priest kings’ attention. 


And then there was Raamket, the Red Lord, and his companion Aten-heru. 
They had been among the wickedest and most powerful of Nagash’s 
lieutenants, and when they had fallen, some ninety years after Nagash’s 
defeat at Mahrak, their bodies had been preserved as trophies rather than 
burned. Arkhan had sent Raamket with the detachment to Ka-Sabar, and 
Aten-heru with the force headed to Rasetra. He would have given much to 
know where they were now. 
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‘Why are you here?’ Khamenes asked Arkhan. ‘The wasteland is no place 
for a small group of riders.’ 


‘No worse than Quatar and the Gates of the Dawn,’ Arkhan replied. ‘The 
dead there remember me well. It’s possible I could have slipped past them in 
time, but ironically, that is the one thing I can ill afford right now. Nagash is 
no more, and all his secrets are free for the taking.’ 


‘The Undying King has fallen?’ Khamenes said. 


‘Do not dissemble,’ Arkhan snarled. ‘You know it, as well as I. Even Shiwat 
felt it, clear on the far side of Nehekara. Something happened. I don’t know 
what. But Nagash is gone.’ 


‘Then how is it we are still here?’ Shiwat asked. 


Arkhan turned to the horse archer. ‘A good question,’ he said, trying to 
conceal the surprise from his voice. ‘I do not know for sure. Perhaps the 
power of the great ritual was enough to give our forms permanence. 
Nagash may have planned it that way all along.’ Privately though, Arkhan 
doubted it. He couldn’t imagine Nagash giving up that kind of power over 
one of his subordinates. More than likely, the effect had been unintentional. 


‘And the others?’ Khamenes said. 


Arkhan shrugged. ‘Those that died during the plague did not last once the 
ritual ended. The magic binding their souls was all that kept them in the 
land of the living. But the older ones—those interred with all the 
preparations and rituals of the Mortuary Cult—they were more resilient. 
They provided a strong vessel to house a resurrected soul. It’s possible that 
they might endure forever.’ 


‘With no one to control them,’ Shiwat observed. 


Khamenes glared at Arkhan. ‘Which is why you are so desperate to reach 
Nagashizzar.’ 


‘Of course,’ Arkhan replied. ‘Nagash’s secrets are there for the taking. I 
expect that Raamket and the other eastern lieutenants are hastening there 
even now.’ 


‘But you want the throne for yourself,’ Khamenes hissed. 
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Arkhan glared back at the cavalryman. ‘I have no intention of serving 
Raamket or anyone else, in this life or the next.’ 


The heavy horseman nodded slowly. ‘Nor I,’ Khamenes agreed. ‘Which 
presents us with a problem.’ 


Shiwat’s man edged his horse closer, until he sat almost between Arkhan 
and Khamenes. ‘You said something about a proposition.’ 


Arkhan bowed his head in acknowledgement. ‘As I said before, Raamket 
and the warriors I left in the east are rushing to claim Nagashizzar even 
now. I would bet my soul on it. And even if I get to Nagashizzar ahead of 
him, I can’t hold him off with just a handful of wights.’ 


‘So you need me to deal with Raamket,’ Khamenes interjected. 


‘You? You think you can defeat the Red Lord alone?’ Arkhan’s laugh 
echoed up and down the valley. ‘No. It would take both your armies, plus 
the walls of Nagashizzar, to hold Raamket at bay.’ 


The heavy cavalryman’s lips curled back in contempt, but Khamenes did 
not try to argue the point. ‘And what would we gain from such an alliance?’ 


Arkhan spread his arms. ‘Power. What else? I know where Nagash kept his 
secret tomes in Nagashizzar. I know how to get past all the traps he laid to 
destroy would-be thieves. Most of all, I know how to interpret his notes and 
perform the great rituals.’ 


The horse archer leaned towards Arkhan. Shiwat’s greed gleamed in the 
corpse’s beady eyes. ‘You will share them with us?’ 


‘Better that than bend the knee to Raamket. Do you not agree?’ 


Neither of the corpses spoke for a moment. Arkhan could only wait and see 
if they would take the bait. Khamenes was the dangerous one. His 
intelligence did not match his ambition. If he decided that he could deal 
with Raamket himself... 


Shiwat spoke first. ‘How would the power be shared between us?’ 


Arkhan spread his hands. ‘Perhaps we can discuss it on the march. Every 
moment we wait, Raamket draws closer to the prize.’ He looked to 
Khamenes for agreement. 
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The heavy cavalryman sat stiffly in his weathered saddle, shrivelled lips 
drawn tight. His green eyes blazed with irritation, but there was a degree of 
calculation there as well. ‘Agreed,’ Khamenes barked. The corpse turned his 
horse about. ‘Bring up your warriors, Shiwat. You will cover my right flank 
as we advance. Any warrior that cannot keep up will be left behind.’ 


Arkhan hissed in satisfaction. His chances of reaching the great mountain 
had risen considerably. ‘Shall I ride with you, Khamenes ?’ he asked. 
‘Go wherever you like,’ Khamenes snarled. ‘So long as you stay out of my 


’ 


way. 


Khamenes set a brutal pace through the wastelands north of the dead river, 
driving his warriors through the treacherous ground with ruthlessness and 
an impressive degree of sorcery. Shiwat struggled to keep up. From time to 
time, Arkhan wondered if Khamenes was doing it to try and provoke 
Shiwat into overextending his necromantic powers, as he had very nearly 
done in the chase up the valley. If Shiwat managed to immolate himself, 
Khamenes could then try to seize Shiwat’s forces for himself, and have one 
less rival to share the throne with. 


Arkhan took Khamenes at his word and kept out of the liche’s way. The air 
was thick with treachery. He had no doubt at all that his erstwhile allies 
would turn on him the instant they had access to Nagash’s tomes. Even 
Shiwat, dull as he was, was no doubt hatching schemes of his own. During 
the journey, he did what he could to play the two liches against one another. 
With careful planning and a little luck, they would turn on each other first, 
giving him enough advance warning to deal with whoever survived. 
Khamenes was more clever and a more potent necromancer, but Shiwat’s 
army was larger. No doubt Khamenes hoped the brutal march to 
Nagashizzar would at least even the scales somewhat. 


The armies never stopped marching. Day and night, they worked their way 
through the wasteland, following routes scouted out by Shiwat’s horse 
archers. Warriors and horsemen were lost along the way, their bodies 
wrecked by falls, or pulled down in the dark by packs of hungry jackals, or 
blown away by sudden, savage windstorms that swept the wastes from the 
west. The losses were small but steady, slowly bleeding away the strength 
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of both armies, until Arkhan worried that they might not be able to face a 
real threat once they reached the great mountain. 


Khamenes accepted the cost without hesitation, and left Shiwat with no 
choice but to do so as well. The march was brutal, but effective. Two 
months after forming their unsteady alliance, Shiwat’s scouts reached the 
marshlands west of the Sour Sea. Once again, Khamenes drove his army 
into the marshes without a second thought, but the murky terrain and the 
twisted denizens of the swamp threatened to swallow his troops whole. 
After two days, the liche was forced to pull his army out of the marshland 
and follow Shiwat and Arkhan around its perimeter. 


After a week, the armies left the marshlands behind and entered the hilly 
country of the flesh-eaters. The ghouls, driven almost to extinction during 
the war against the rat-men, howled hungrily from their nests as the armies 
went by. 


With every passing day, Nagashizzar grew larger and more ominous on the 
eastern horizon. Arkhan studied the grave-lights glimmering from dozens of 
fortress towers and wondered what he would find inside. 


The armies crossed the northern edge of the Sour Sea, and were only a few 
miles from the great road that led to Nagashizzar’s main gate, when 
Shiwat’s forces lurched to a sudden halt. Arkhan gathered his wights about 
him and pushed through the packed ranks of skeletons, seeking the liche 
and his retinue. 


Shiwat was far forward along the line of march, along with the rest of his 
cavalry. The liche was clad in heavy scaled armour much like the harness 
that Arkhan wore, and carried a wicked-looking bronze khopesh at his hip. 
Half a dozen heavy horsemen formed a protective cordon around their 
master, where he sat upon the summit of a low hill. 


Arkhan edged up the hill to join him. From their vantage point, he could see 
the northern road that climbed the hills in the direction of the Plain of 
Grass, and trace its route southwards up to the towering arch of 
Nagashizzar’s main gate. Astonishingly, the huge portal lay open, as though 
inviting the armies inside. 


The bulk of Khamenes’s forces were more than a mile to the west, jammed 
up along the narrow paths that wound through the hill country. Shiwat was 
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blind to the opportunity before him. He could have easily used his spearmen 
to block Khamenes in the hills and raced into Nagashizzar alone. Instead, 
his gaze was turned southward, studying the misty surface of the Sour Sea. 


‘What is going on?’ Arkhan asked, drawing up beside Shiwat. In reply, the 
liche pointed a bony finger to the south. 


Arkhan bit back his irritation and studied the sea’s surface. For a few 
moments, all he could make out was shifting currents of mist. Finally, off to 
the southeast, he caught sight of something low and broad amid the layers 
of vapour. Then he saw the brief flash of oars, and understood what he was 
looking at: a troop ship, one of the wide-bellied troop barges Arkhan had 
used to sail his army to Lahmia months ago. And it wasn’t alone. 


There was a disturbance at the foot of the hill. Khamenes had arrived, with 
a squadron of heavy cavalry at his heels. The liche forced his way past 
Shiwat’s bodyguards and lurched up the slope, his eyes blazing. ‘What is 
the meaning of this?’ he snarled. 


‘It’s Raamket,’ Arkhan declared. ‘He’s landing his troops on the eastern 
shore.’ 


‘What should we do?’ Shiwat asked. 


Arkhan studied the shoreline where Raamket had already beached a handful 
of troopships. The Red Lord was hurriedly forming up a large force of fast- 
moving cavalry, which could make good time crossing the slopes beneath 
the fortress walls. Fortunately, it appeared that only Nagashizzar’s main 
gate was open, so the race was still anyone’s to win. The liche gauged 
distances and weighed the odds. He likely wouldn’t get a better opportunity 
than this. 


‘We must hurry,’ he said. ‘Gather your horsemen. While Shiwat’s infantry 
moves to block Raamket’s advance, we seize the gate. Quickly!’ 


Without waiting for a reply, Arkhan spurred his horse and charged down the 
far slope of the hill. His wights swept Shiwat’s warriors aside as they raced 
for the northern road. Seconds later, Shiwat and Khamenes were in hot 
pursuit, just as Arkhan hoped. 


It was the work of only a few minutes to break free from the packed ranks 
of Shiwat’s army. Arkhan drove his horse onward, gaining speed as he 
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raced for the dark ribbon of the roadway. Cavalrymen closed in on him 
from all sides—Shiwat’s horse archers, plus a leavening of heavy cavalry 
that had formed part of the army’s vanguard. They closed in around him 
like a fist, gradually slowing him down until Shiwat could catch up. The 
liche was not quite as dense as he appeared. 


They reached the north road and turned southeast, hooves clattering on the 
crushed stone surface. Horns wailed in the distance. Raamket had caught 
sight of his rivals. Shiwat’s infantry was already quick-marching down from 
the hills and spreading out to form a battle-line facing the Red Lord’s 
approaching cavalry. The enemy horsemen might break through the hasty 
defensive line, but by then it would be too late. 


Arkhan and his erstwhile allies charged down the north road, passing the 
ancient, slumped ruins of the old Yaghur temple fortress. The towering gate 
of the fortress loomed above them. Grave-lights shone balefully from the 
ominous bulk of the outer barbican, like the hungry eyes of a leviathan. The 
open gateway beckoned, only a couple of miles ahead. It was an impossible 
stroke of luck. Arkhan had never known the gates of Nagashizzar to be left 
open. He had originally planned to distract Shiwat and Khamenes with 
efforts to scale the fortress walls, while he slipped away and entered 
Nagashizzar using more secret means. 


Now he would wait until they were inside the fortress walls. Once past the 
barbican, he would utter the incantation to seal the main gate, separating his 
rivals from the bulk of their warriors. He would slay Khamenes first, then 
turn his attentions to Shiwat. And then, if he had enough strength left, he 
would seize control of their armies and turn them on Raamket. 


The first of Shiwat’s cavalry reached the gate and disappeared into the 
darkness beyond. The outer wall—the first of seven curtain walls that 
climbed the slopes of the fortress—was more than sixty feet thick at the 
base, and was traversed by a high, arched tunnel that led to an inner gate. In 
the past, the tunnel had been lit by grave-lamps, which burned coldly from 
metal sconces set high in the tunnel walls. Those had gone dark, somehow, 
and the tunnel was as lightless as a tomb. 


Arkhan and his wights raced past the gate moments later. The air within 
was cold and dank, and reeked with fumes from the mountain’s many idle 
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forges. The darkness within was oppressive. There wasn’t even a faint glow 
of grave-light at the far end of the tunnel from the inner courtyard. 


The liche felt a chill settle into his bones. He couldn’t see the lights of the 
inner courtyard. That was impossible. Unless... 


Arkhan reined in his horse with such violence that the undead mount 
skidded ten feet along the paving stones. By the time his wights had 
clattered to a stop, he had already turned about and was racing back the 
other way as fast as the undead beast could carry him. Khamenes and 
Shiwat flashed by, shouting in alarm. 


He couldn’t see the inner courtyard because the inner gate was shut. They’d 
ridden headlong into a trap. 


Sorcery stirred the aether. There was an earth-shaking groan and the gates 
of Nagashizzar began to close. Arrows hissed through the darkness. One 
thudded into his horse’s backside, sinking deeply enough for the arrowhead 
to grate against bone. Arkhan shouted an incantation of his own, trying to 
speed his mount further, only to find the spell expertly countered by some 
unseen foe. 


The fortress gates were closing, but their great bulk did not move easily. 
Had he been another ten yards further down the tunnel, he would not have 
made it in time. As it was, the sides of the gates were almost close enough 
to touch as Arkhan raced by. Khamenes and Shiwat appeared moments 
later, driving their mounts with all the will they possessed. 


Many of Shiwat’s horsemen were not so lucky. Two were caught between 
the swinging gates and crushed to powder. The rest were trapped in the 
tunnel, at the mercy of the hidden archers. 


Outside, the walls of Nagashizzar had come alive, raining destruction on the 
armies at their feet. Arrows, javelins and sling stones rained down on 
Shiwat’s infantry and Raamket’s horsemen alike. As Arkhan emerged onto 
the battlefield, there was a rumble from the barbican as a handful of 
catapults went into action. Smooth stones the size of chariots arced 
overhead, plunging down onto Shiwat’s battle-line and wreaking havoc on 
the tightly packed companies. The liche responded with a blast of sorcery, 
raking the battlements with a storm of greenish lightning, to no apparent 
effect. 
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Arkhan kept going, ignoring the chaos of battle to his left. He raced for the 
ruins of the temple fortress, gauging them to be outside the range of 
Nagashizzar’s defences. Within moments, the retreating horsemen drew the 
attention of the defenders on the walls. The rain of arrows picked off a 
dozen of Khamenes’s trailing horsemen before the rest were out of reach. 


Khamenes and Shiwat reined in around Arkhan, who had taken shelter 
beneath the temple fortress’s gate arch. 


‘You lied!’ Khamenes roared. ‘You said Nagash was gone! Now he thinks 
we have rebelled against him!’ 


Arkhan’s mind raced. The brush with destruction had left him rattled. Out 
on the slopes, Raamket’s horsemen were in swift retreat, racing for cover 
from the endless volleys of arrows. Shiwat’s infantry were pulling back as 
well, though more than a third of them had already been destroyed. 


‘Nagash is gone, you idiot,’ Arkhan snapped. ‘We would never have made it 
this far otherwise.’ 


‘Then how else do you explain this?’ 


‘Isnt it obvious?’ Arkhan said. ‘Someone has reached the fortress ahead of 
us.’ He glared up at the mountain. Who could it have been? Aten-heru? 
Bhashan? It didn’t seem likely. Bhashan wasn’t much brighter than Shiwat, 
and Aten-heru didn’t make a move without Raamket’s blessing. Who did 
that leave? 


Whoever it was, he had control of Nagashizzar, and worse, Nagash’s 
hoarded knowledge. The fact that he was using arrows instead of enslaving 
them outright suggested that he didn’t have access to the higher rituals yet 
—but that was only a matter of time. 


Shiwat completed the withdrawal of his surviving troops. The slope near 
the gatehouse was covered in smashed skeletons and scattered bones. The 
liche turned to Arkhan. ‘What now?’ 


Arkhan bit back a curse. Things had just gotten a great deal more 
complicated. 


‘Now we talk to Raamket.’ 
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The Red Lord came to the parley in person, just as Arkhan expected he 
would. Aten-heru stood at his side, along with a modest bodyguard of a 
dozen heavily armed wights—and a pair of spokesmen. The pitch that had 
been used to preserve the bodies of both liches, hundreds of years ago, had 
ruined their lungs and vocal chords. 


They stood a few hundred yards from the ruins of the temple fortress, just 
within the shadow of the main gate, yet beyond the reach of the wall’s 
catapults. Raamket and Aten-heru had run a gauntlet of missile fire to reach 
the parley site, and had lost a number of warriors along the way. 


One of the spokesmen dismounted clumsily from his horse and sank to his 
knees in front of Raamket. At the time of his death he had been a boy of 
twelve or thirteen, slightly built, with high cheekbones and curly black hair. 
Much of his skin from the neck down was missing. It had likely gone to 
help make Raamket’s new cloak, Arkhan mused. 


Arkhan stood a few feet away, flanked by spokesmen for Shiwat and 
Khamenes, who hid themselves in the ruins at his back. 


The boy’s face twisted in a long, grotesque grin. ‘I’m not here to negotiate,’ 
Raamket said. ‘You can either surrender your forces to me, or Ill kill you 
and take them anyway.’ 


Arkhan gave the Red Lord a death’s-head grin. ‘You can’t win, Raamket. 
Fight us, and even if you win, I guarantee there won't be enough left of your 
army to conquer Nagashizzar. Unless you’d rather settle this with a duel? If 
so, I would be happy to oblige you.’ 


Raamket bristled. His lips drew back in a snarl, revealing teeth that had 
been filed to points and were now stained a dull grey. The pitch had dyed 
his skin black, but otherwise had left his features reasonably well preserved. 
His large hands clenched in anger, but he refused to rise to the bait. 


‘What do you want?’ the boy’s corpse said. 


Arkhan glanced from one liche to the other. ‘First, where is Bhashan and 
his army? Did you leave him in Nehekara?’ 


The boy gave a ghastly chuckle. ‘Bhashan is still in Nehekara, yes. Or 
what’s left of him, at least. His army now belongs to me.’ 
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Arkhan’s gaze turned to the distant fortress. Bhashant had been sent to wipe 
out Lybaras, which would have left him closer to Nagashizzar than even 
Raamket or Aten-heru. If not him, then who was lurking behind those 
walls? 


‘Be that as it may, you still do not have enough forces to breach those walls, 
Raamket. You need all the help you can get.’ 


The Red Lord was unimpressed. ‘If I need more troops, I will make them.’ 


Arkhan shook his head. ‘Time is not on our side, Raamket. Whoever is in 
control of the fortress is plumbing Nagash’s secrets even now. Before long, 
he will have the power to enslave us. No, the sooner we capture those 
tomes, the better off we will be.’ 


Aten-heru leaned forward. In life he had been a lean man with the face of a 
jackal; the dried pitch had drawn back his lips into a permanent, predatory 
sneer. His spokesman, a short, broad-shouldered Rasetran, croaked, ‘And 
once we have the tomes, what then? We each take a share?’ 


‘Exactly,’ Arkhan replied. ‘Nagash is gone. We are the Lords of the Dead 
now. Let us divide the world between us, just as the priest-kings did for 
centuries in Nehekara.’ 


It did not take long for Raamket to reach a decision. His faults were many, 
but indecisiveness was not one of them. ‘Very well. How do you propose we 
take the fortress ?’ 


‘First, we probe the enemy along a wide front. We gauge his numbers and 
strength. We will focus our attacks at the main gate and along several 
hundred yards of wall to either side. You take your forces and attack along 
the wall closer to your landing site. There are three lesser gates along that 
length where you can put pressure on the enemy’s defences. We identify 
weak spots along the line, and then we attack.’ 


Raamket turned in the saddle and surveyed the imposing fortress. After a 
moment, the Red Lord glanced at Aten-heru, who gave a reluctant nod. 


‘Very well,’ the boy said. ‘It will take six hours to disembark the rest of my 
troops. After that, the attack begins.’ 


Arkhan watched as the spokesmen mounted up, and the Red Lord braved 
the gauntlet of arrows once more. As the riders dwindled in the distance, 
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Shiwat’s mouthpiece turned to him. 
‘Raamket will betray us the first chance he gets,’ he said. 


Arkhan chuckled. ‘I never expected otherwise. But he doesn’t know the 
fortress like I do. Those gates nearest his landing site aren’t real. They’re 
decoys, meant to tempt an invader to try and outflank the main gate. He will 
lose thousands of troops trying to take them, while we cross the wall farther 
north, on the other side of the main gate, and fight our way into the 
fortress.’ 


Shiwat seemed convinced, but not Khamenes. The heavy cavalryman eyed 
Arkhan warily. ‘And then we divide Nagash’s tomes amongst ourselves.’ 


Arkhan gave the corpse a black-toothed smile. ‘You have my word upon it.’ 


The assault on the fortress ebbed and flowed like the tides. One wave after 
another crashed against the walls, raising ladders made of scavenged bones 
and surging upwards to try and seize sections of the outer wall. The undead 
fell in droves, struck down by the steady rain of spears and arrows, or 
smashed to bits by bouncing catapult stones. Ladders were pushed away 
from the walls by metal-tipped poles, hurling scores of attackers to the 
rocky ground, only to see them raised by the same bony hands a few 
moments later. The assault would continue until most of its strength had 
been spent, and then the survivors would withdraw to make way for a fresh 
wave to resume the attack. It was a tactic that Nagash and his lieutenants 
had perfected over the centuries, whereby even a superior enemy force 
could be ground to dust by sheer, unrelenting pressure. 


The battle for Nagashizzar had been raging for hours, and the defenders 
showed no signs of breaking. The fortress walls and an inexhaustible supply 
of missiles had managed to keep the attackers at bay and inflict a 
tremendous amount of casualties. Losses had grown so great that Shiwat 
and Aten-heru were now fully occupied with raising up new skeletons to 
keep the battle going. The carnage had in fact grown so great that hungry 
packs of flesh-eaters had begun slinking about the edges of the battlefield, 
sniffing for marrow and tendon to fill their aching bellies. 


There were signs that the pressure was starting to take its toll. Raamket’s 
forces had spread further along the wall than Arkhan had hoped, striking 
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not just at the false gates but at empty stretches of wall as well. They had 
reached the top of the wall almost a dozen times in the past few hours, and 
the defenders were finding it harder and harder to drive them back again. At 
the same time, fighting around the main gate had been exceptionally fierce, 
but the strength of the enemy’s counterattacks had begun to wane. An hour 
before, a suicide raid by a company of Kahmenes’s spearmen had managed 
to force their way atop the barbican and set fire to several of the catapults. 
The wind off the Sour Sea continued to fan the flames, wreathing the 
gatehouse in thick clouds of grey smoke. 


Arkhan stood atop a ruined length of wall at the temple fortress, far to the 
rear of the assault. Without troops to command, he had relegated himself to 
countering the enemy’s spells, a role that Khamenes and the others were all 
too pleased to relegate to him. They were as close to the front lines as they 
dared, waiting for the moment their warriors would carry the walls and the 
race for the prize began. 


What the fools didn’t realize was that the role Arkhan had chosen placed 
him in a perfect position to read the tides of battle and pinpoint the location 
of his foe. The enemy necromancer had cast a flurry of deadly spells during 
the early hours of the assault, striking from the top of a high tower that 
Nagash himself had once used in the war against the rat-men. Arkhan had 
countered most of those spells with ease; in general it was far easier to 
negate an incantation than to perform one. Over the course of the next six 
hours the necromantic duel continued, and Arkhan had learned quite a bit 
about his foe: a powerful and skilled necromancer, but lacking Arkhan’s 
degree of experience. His incantations were complex designs, rather than 
the simple, brutally effective ones that worked best on the battlefield, which 
made them all the easier to negate. 


Over time, the barrage of deadly spells began to abate. The enemy devoted 
more and more energy into incantations that were meant to replenish his 
mounting losses. Arkhan interfered with most of those as well, letting only 
as many succeed as he thought would keep the battle going. Even those had 
dwindled to a trickle now, and the source had shifted, relocating from the 
tower to a chamber deep within the mountain. 


The battle was entering its final phase. Now was the time to put his plan 
into motion. 
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Out on the slopes, Khamenes was ordering another wave of spearmen to 
attack the walls close to the barbican. To the south, Raamket had dismantled 
several of his transport ships and used the parts to construct a trio of 
ponderous siege towers, which were slowly approaching the outer wall. The 
liches sensed that the tide had turned in their favour. They would be waiting 
to pounce at the first sign of a breach. 


Arkhan made his way down from the ruined wall. His horse waited at the 
bottom, surrounded by his ever-vigilant wights. The liche climbed into the 
saddle and led his riders away from the battle, back into the hills to the 
northwest. Not even the flesh-eaters took notice of their passing. 


Arkhan had not fought in the war against the rat-men, but he knew its 
history well. For years he had collected tribute from the repulsive creatures 
in the sullen peace that had followed, and supplied them with the discs of 
abn-i-khat that had turned the River Vitae to poison. 


During that time, he had learned a great deal about their underground 
network. Including the ones they’d used to stage raids on the flesh-eaters at 
the height of the fighting. 


Shiwat and Khamenes had marched past a half-dozen entrances to the great 
mountain and never known it. There was an old, abandoned flesh-eater nest 
not more than a mile from the ruins of the temple fortress. Around its base, 
Arkhan quickly found a trio of muddy holes that might have looked like 
sinkholes to an untrained eye. Two of the tunnels had collapsed over the 
years, but the third one descended to a rocky side-tunnel fifteen feet below 
the marshy ground. 


The liche got his bearings quickly and set off with his bodyguards through 
the darkness, moving as swiftly as he dared. Even with his knowledge of 
the labyrinthine tunnels, it would take hours to reach his goal. After all his 
efforts to undermine the fortress’s defence, he now found himself hoping 
that the defenders managed to hold out just a little while longer. 


From the mouth of the tunnel, it was three miles to the lower levels of the 
mountain’s mine works. Veins of abn-i-khat glowed poisonously from the 
walls of the mineshafts, illuminating the toppled forms of hundreds of 
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skeletal miners. The workers had collapsed all at once when their master 
had been destroyed. 


Once inside the mine works, Arkhan made his way back towards the 
surface. He passed through dark, deserted halls and echoing vaults; past 
storehouses stocked with armour, weapons and ammunition enough for a 
hundred wars and shuttered laboratories that had once witnessed all manner 
of blasphemous experiments. He moved like a ghost through the vast 
mountain crypt, drawing ever nearer to his prey. 


The antechamber to the great throne room was empty. Arkhan suspected 
that every available warrior had been sent to the outer wall. The liche drew 
his sword. At his unspoken command, his wights formed a wedge behind 
him. Fell blades shone balefully in the darkness. 


Arkhan raised his left hand and uttered a simple incantation, and the doors 
to the throne room groaned inward. Grave light gleamed coldly in the 
chamber beyond. The air stank of old blood and putrefying flesh. 


The corpses of a dozen barbarians lay sprawled on the marble floor, their 
throats expertly slit open and their faces frozen in masks of terror and pain. 
They surrounded a large, complicated ritual circle, its precise lines drawn 
with a mix of chalk and abn-i-khat dust. Five gaunt, pale figures in filthy 
brown robes stood at cardinal points around the circle. Once they had been 
men of the northern barbarian tribes, but now they were monsters. Rotting 
blood painted their cheeks and blackened their bony chins. At the sight of 
Arkhan they raised clawed hands and hissed like vipers, exposing vicious, 
needle-like fangs. 


At the far end of the chamber, seated upon the throne of the Undying King, 
was the blood-drinker W’soran. The necromancer looked even more corpse- 
like since he’d fled the battle at the Gates of the Dawn, some fifteen years 
ago. His skin, once grey and thin as parchment, had now turned nearly 
black, like a mummy that had lain for centuries in a desert tomb. Thin, 
cracked lips were drawn back in a permanent snarl, and his teeth were 
nearly as black and jagged as Arkhan’s. His right eye, which had been put 
out by an arrow during the battle, had grown back as a milky-white orb 
without iris or pupil. His left eye was black as a chip of polished obsidian, 
and burned with a cold, all-consuming hate. 
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To the left of the throne sat a trio of tall, rounded jars, of a type that Arkhan 
knew all too well. Spread about W’soran’s feet and spilling down the steps 
of the dais were ancient, leather-bound tomes, many open to diagrams of 
ritual circles, or detailed notes written in a careful, precise hand: the tomes 
of Nagash, the Undying King. 


Arkhan stalked into the vast room like a desert cat, his sword held low at 
his side. His wights spread out around him, pacing their master step for 
step. 


‘How stupid I was,’ the liche said. ‘Of course it would be you. How long did 
you cower in the north, waiting for your chance to slink back into 
Nagashizzar? You pathetic bag of bones! You’re worse than the rat-men!’ 


W’soran rose from Nagash’s scarred throne. ‘Bold talk from a traitor,’ the 
blood-drinker sneered. ‘I mean to continue the Undying King’s plan, while 
you and your ilk circle the mountain like jackals, come to pick at his 
bones!’ He extended a skeletal finger at the liche. ‘I am your lord and 
master now!’ he shrieked. ‘Bow to me, or suffer my wrath!’ 


Arkhan threw back his head and laughed. The dreadful, joyous sound 
echoed in the vast hall. 


‘This is a gift from the forsaken gods,’ he exulted. ‘How I have longed to 
send your soul screaming into the Abyss! Come to me, you misbegotten 
worm. Come and face your doom.’ 


W’soran shrieked an incantation in reply, and green lightning leapt across 
the room. Arkhan dispelled it with a few snarled words and rushed towards 
the throne. 


As one, the blood-drinker’s servants leapt to defend their master. Arkhan 
tore one part with a bolt of sorcerous fire, and then the rest were upon him. 
The creatures looked frail, but they shared W’soran’s blood, and were swift 
as snakes. Claws raked at his arms and chest, ripping through scale mail and 
leather with ease. The liche struck back with his sword, but his target 
dodged nimbly aside. A moment later the wights joined the fight, lashing at 
the blood-drinkers with their rune-etched blades. 


Arkhan stabbed at another of W’soran’s blood-drinkers, ripping a deep 
wound in its side. The creature howled in pain, recoiling from the blow, and 
the liche lunged past, searching for W’soran. 
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There was a flash of sickly green light and a clap of thunder. Arkhan was 
blown from his feet. Heat scorched his bones and consumed him with pain. 
W’soran’s bolt hurled him backwards into a blood-drinker and a pair of his 
wights, sending them all crashing to the floor. 


A mortal might have died at once from the sheer agony of the blow, but 
Arkhan had suffered worse in his time. Snarling, he struggled upright. The 
blood-drinker he’d knocked down reached for his throat. With a curse, he 
buried his blade in the side of its skull and levered himself to his feet. 


Another bolt of power sizzled through the air. This time, however, Arkhan 
was ready. He turned the deadly spell aside and responded with his own, 
raking W’soran and the throne with a torrent of burning darts. W’soran tried 
to deflect the attack, but hours of constant spellcasting had left him weak. 
Several of the darts punched through his chest and buried themselves in the 
back of Nagash’s throne. W’soran screamed, clutching at the smoking 
wounds, but did not fall. 


Bones clattered across the marble floor as one of Arkhan’s wights was torn 
apart. Another fell victim to a bolt of magical fire. Three of W’soran’s 
servants still survived, but they all bore ghastly wounds from the wights’ 
fell blades. Arkhan ignored the blood-drinker’s servants. Instead, he snarled 
an invocation and leapt through the air like a loosed arrow, plunging down 
upon the dais with his sword held high. 


Arkhan crossed the intervening space in the blink of an eye, but W’soran 
was still faster. With an angry cry, he dodged to one side and Arkhan’s 
blade buried itself deep in the back of Nagash’s battered throne. W’soran 
responded with outstretched hands and a ball of magical fire that the liche 
only barely dispelled, leaving his scale armour shimmering with spent heat. 
The concussive force of the blast sent Nagash’s heavy tomes flying off the 
dais and skidding across the polished floor. 


With a roar of fury, Arkhan gripped his sword with both hands and heaved 
with all of his supernatural might. The sword was buried deep and refused 
to come free, so he picked the chair up by the blade and smashed it down 
onto W’soran. The blood-drinker barely had enough time to get his arms up 
in front of his face before the chair struck. The throne flew apart with a 
rending crash and flung W’soran from the dais. 
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Grinning like a daemon, Arkhan leapt after W’soran, but the blood-drinker 
scuttled away from him like a grotesque spider. The liche sent a storm of 
magical bolts chasing after him, leaving a trail of tiny craters along the 
polished marble floor. 


Arkhan uttered a malicious laugh. ‘Your power is ebbing, W’soran,’ he 
hissed. ‘I’ve spent hours wearing you down. You cannot fight me and 
maintain Nagashizzar’s defences at the same time.’ 


W’soran barked a command. One of his servants snatched up a fell blade 
from a fallen wight and charged at Arkhan. The blood-drinker’s sword 
blurred through the air, but the liche weaved away from the blow and 
chopped off the servant’s sword-hand. His return stroke bisected the 
creature’s skull. And at that moment, W’soran struck. 


The bolt of necromantic force struck the corpse of W’soran’s servant first. 
Rather than shield Arkhan from the blast, however, it prevented him from 
seeing the attack coming until it was too late. Its power consumed the 
corpse in an instant, converting it to energy and adding fuel to the attack. 


Arkhan tried to dispel the bolt’s energy even as it enveloped him. His 
armour began to melt at once. The leather beneath it blackened and caught 
fire. The impact was so intense, he felt no pain—just a gale of power that 
began to rip his soul free from its moorings and hurl it into the outer 
darkness. 


W’soran cackled in triumph, despite the strain etched on his skeletal 
features. He held nothing back; all of his remaining power coursed through 
the bolt that was slowly ripping Arkhan apart. 


“You’ve underestimated me for the last time, Arkhan the Black,’ W’soran 
sneered. ‘I am the greatest necromancer in the world. Beg my forgiveness. 
Plead with me for mercy, and perhaps I will destroy your soul instead of 
consigning it to the Abyss.’ 


Arkhan fell to his knees. It took every last iota of his will just to stay 
upright. The power of the spell was too strong; there was no chance of 
turning it aside. His burning armour fell away and the skeleton beneath 
began to blacken. He could not speak, could not move. Darkness, absolute 
and eternal, began to close in around him. 
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It was all he could do to focus upon a single thought, and distract W’soran 
long enough for his last surviving wight to chop its blade into the blood- 
drinker’s neck. 


W’soran spasmed. Ichor gushed from his gaping mouth. His spell failed as 
he staggered, reeling away from the wight’s blow. Arkhan’s bodyguard 
pulled its fell blade free and made to strike again, but W’soran lashed out 
with his fist and struck the wight in the side of its helmet. Bronze crumpled 
under the blow, and the bodyguard’s skull shattered into pieces. 


Dimly, Arkhan watched W’soran turn about. The blood-drinker’s eyes were 
wide with fear. Ichor poured from the deep wound in his neck. His stained 
lips moved, but no words came out. For a moment, he glared hatefully at 
Arkhan, then lurched towards the dais. 


Arkhan summoned the last reserves of his strength. He tried to rise, to grip 
his sword, to curse at the stricken W’soran. The blood-drinker reached the 
steps of the dais and fell to his knees. One dripping hand reached for the 
jars at the foot of the throne. 


No! Not again! Fuelled by rage, Arkhan managed to raise his hand. His 
jaws worked, spitting out a few arcane syllables, and three magical darts 
leapt from his charred fingers. 


Two of the darts struck home, blasting a pair of the jars to ash. The third 
struck W’soran’s outstretched arm, ripping flesh from bone but not 
preventing him from pulling the lid from the last jar. 


Arkhan watched in helpless fury as the blood-drinker was engulfed in a 
boiling cloud of swarming beetles. They hung there for a moment, filling 
the chamber with their buzzing song, and then darted in a glistening stream 
past the open doors of the throne room and out of sight, taking W’soran 
with them. 


Arkhan stumbled through the darkness of the deep tunnels, clutching his 
prizes tightly to his chest. His armour was gone, and his robes hung about 
him in tatters. His sword belt barely hung about his hips, causing the blade 
to clatter against his legs with every halting step. 
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He had lost count of how long he had been walking through the depths of 
the great mountain. By now, Raamket and the others would have reached 
the throne room and found the remains of his wights. No doubt they were 
searching for him, expecting him to be plundering Nagash’s sanctums, or 
poring through his vaults. They could look for days before they realized he 
was nowhere about, though he expected their own greed would cause them 
to forget about him soon enough. 


They were welcome to the fortress and everything in it. They could have 
the mountain and the abn-i-khat, if they were bold enough to try and use it. 
By now, the rat-men had to know of Nagash’s demise. Soon enough they 
would return in their thousands to claim the burning stone. After Raamket 
and the others were finished betraying one another for Nagashizzar’s 
treasure, they would be easy prey for the creatures. 


Arkhan had what he’d come for: three of Nagash’s tomes, chosen randomly 
from the pile. It didn’t matter that he might not be able to use the 
knowledge contained within, so long as no one else could as well. He’d 
taken crucial bits from the puzzle of Nagash’s masterwork, ensuring that no 
one would be able to master his most potent rituals. He would take them to 
his tower in the depths of the great desert and seal them away in the deepest 
vault he had. 


There would be no other master of the undead. For the first time in 
centuries, he was free. 


Moonlight shone faintly down the rocky tunnel ahead. Up above, the world 
waited. Soon enough, it would tremble at the sound of Arkhan’s name. 
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Genesis 


1 In the bigynnyng God made of nouyt 


heuene and erthe. 2 Forsothe the erthe 
was idel and voide, and derknessis weren 
on the face of depthe; and the Spiryt of 
the Lord was borun on the watris. 3 And 
God seide, Liyt be maad, and liyt was 
maad. “4 And God seiy the liyt, that it 
was good, and he departide the liyt fro 
derknessis; and he clepide the liyt, 5 dai, 
and the derknessis, nyyt. And the euentid 


and morwetid was maad, o daie. © And 
God seide, The firmament be maad in the 
myddis of watris, and departe watris fro 


watris. 7 And God made the firmament, and 
departide the watris that weren vndur the 


firmament fro these watris that weren on 
the firmament; and it was don so. 8 And 
God clepide the firmament, heuene. And 
the euentid and morwetid was maad, the 
secounde dai. ° Forsothe God seide, The 
watris, that ben vndur heuene, be gaderid 


in to o place, and a drie place appere; and 
it was doon so. 1° And God clepide the drie 
place, erthe; and he clepide the gadryngis 
togidere of watris, the sees. And God seiy 
that it was good; !! and seide, The erthe 
brynge forth greene eerbe and makynge 
seed, and appil tre makynge fruyt bi his 
kynde, whos seed be in it silf on erthe; and 
it was doon so. !2 And the erthe brouyte 
forth greene erbe and makynge seed bi 
his kynde, and a tre makynge fruyt, and 
ech hauynge seed by his kynde. And God 
seiy that it was good. ! And the euentid 


and morwetid was maad, the thridde dai. 
14 Forsothe God seide, Liytis be maad in the 


firmament of heuene, and departe tho the 
dai and niyt; and be tho in to signes, and 
tymes, and daies, and yeeris; 15 and shyne 
tho in the firmament of heuene, and liytne 


tho the erthe; and it was doon so. 16 And 
God made twei grete liytis, the gretter liyt 


that it schulde be bifore to the dai, and the 
lesse liyt that it schulde be bifore to the 


niyt; 17 and God made sterris; and settide 


tho in the firmament of heuene, that tho 
schulden schyne on erthe, 18 and that tho 


schulden be bifore to the dai and nyyt, 
and schulden departe liyt and derknesse. 
And God seiy that it was good. 19 And the 
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euentid and the morwetid was maad, the 
fourthe dai. 2° Also God seide, The watris 
brynge forth a ‘crepynge beeste of lyuynge 
soule, anda brid fleynge aboue erthe vndur 


the firmament of heuene. 21 And God made 
of nouyt grete whallis, and ech lyuynge 


soule and mouable, whiche the watris han 
brouyt forth in to her kyndis; and God 


made of nouyt ech volatile bi his kynde. 
And God seiy that it was good; 22 and 
blesside hem, and seide, Wexe ye, and be 
ye multiplied, and fille ye the watris of the 
see, and briddis be multiplied on erthe. 


23 And the euentid and the morwetid was 
maad, the fyuethe dai. 24 And God seide, 


The erthe brynge forth a lyuynge soul in 
his kynde, werk beestis, and ‘crepynge 


beestis, and vnresonable beestis of erthe, 
bi her kyndis; and it was don so. 25 And 


God made vnresonable beestis of erthe bi 
her kyndes, and werk beestis, ‘and ech 


crepynge beeste of erthe in his kynde. 
And God seiy that it was good; and seide, 
26 Make we man to oure ymage and lik- 
nesse, and be he souereyn to the fischis 


of the see, and to the volatilis of heuene, 
and to vnresonable beestis of erthe, and to 
ech creature, and to ech ‘crepynge beest, 


which is moued in erthe. 27 And God made 
of nouyt a man to his ymage and liknesse; 
God made of nouyt a man, to the ymage 
of God; God made of nouyt hem, male and 
female. 28 And God blesside hem, and seide, 
Encreesse ye, and be ye multiplied, and 
fille ye the erthe, and make ye it suget, 
and be ye lordis to fischis of the see, and 
to volatilis of heuene, and to alle lyuynge 


beestis that ben moued on erthe. 29 And 
God seide, Lo! Y haue youe to you ech 


eerbe berynge seed on erthe, and alle trees 
that han in hem silf the seed of her kynde, 
that tho be in to mete to you; 3° and to 
alle lyuynge beestis of erthe, and to ech 
brid of heuene, and to alle thingis that ben 
moued in erthe, and in whiche is a lyuynge 


soule, that tho haue to ete; and it was doon 
so. 31 And God seiy alle thingis whiche he 


made, and tho weren ful goode. And the 
cuenta and morwetid was maad, the sixte 
ay. 


1 Therfor heuenes and erthe ben maad 
perfit, and al the ournement of tho. 2 And 
God fillide in the seuenthe dai his werk 
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which he made; and he restide in the 
seuenthe dai fro al his werk which he 
hadde maad; and he blesside the seuenthe 
dai, and halewide it; for in that dai God 
ceesside of al his werk which he made of 
nouyt, that he schulde make. 4 These ben 


the generaciouns of heuene and of erthe, 
in the day wherynne the Lord God made 


heuene and erthe, 5 and ech litil tre of 
erthe bifore that it sprong out in erthe; 


and he made ech erbe of the feeld bifore 
that it buriownede. For the Lord God had 
not reyned on erthe, and no man was that 


wrouyte erthe; © but a welle stiede out of 
the erthe, and moistide al the hiyere part 
of erthe. 7 Therfor the Lord God formede 
man of the sliym of erthe, and brethide in 
to his face the brething of lijf; and man 
was maad in to a lyuynge soule. ® Forsothe 
the Lord God plauntide at the bigynnyng 
paradis of likyng, wherynne he settide man 


whom he hadde formed. ? And the Lord 
God brouyte forth of the erthe ech tre fair 


in siyt, and swete to ete; also he brouyte 
forth the tre of lijf in the middis of paradis, 
and the tre of kunnyng of good and of 
yuel. 1° And a ryuer yede out fro the 
place of likyng to moyste paradis, which 
ryuer is departid fro thennus in to foure 
heedis. 1! The name of the o ryuer is 
Fyson, thilke it is that cumpassith al the 
lond of Euilath, where gold cometh forth, 
12 and the gold of that lond is the beste, 


and there is foundun delium, that is, a 
tree of spicerie, and the stoon onychyn; 


13 and the name to the secounde ryuer is 
Gyon, thilke it is that cumpassith al the 
loond of Ethiopie; 14 forsothe the name 
of the thridde ryuer is Tigris, thilke goith 
ayens Assiriens; sotheli the fourthe ryuer 


is thilke Eufrates. !5 Therfor the Lord God 
took man, and settide hym in paradis of 


likyng, that he schulde worche and kepe it. 
16 And God comaundide to hym and seide, 
Ete thou of ech tre of paradis; 1” forsothe 
ete thou not of the tre of kunnyng of 
good and of yuel; for in what euere dai 


thou schalt ete therof, thou schalt die bi 
deeth. 18 And the Lord God seide, It is not 
good that a man be aloone, make we to 


hym an help lijk to hym silf. 19 Therfor 
whanne alle lyuynge beestis of erthe, and 


alle the volatils of heuene weren formed of 
erthe, the Lord God brouyte tho to Adam, 
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that he schulde se what he schulde clepe 
tho; for al thing that Adam clepide of 
lyuynge soule, thilke is the name therof. 
20 And Adam clepide bi her names alle 
lyuynge thingis, and alle volatils, and alle 


vnresonable beestis of erthe. Forsothe 
to Adam was not foundun an helpere lijk 


hym. 2! Therfore the Lord God sente sleep 
in to Adam, and whanne he slepte, God 


took oon of hise ribbis, and fillide fleisch 
or it. 22 And the Lord God bildide the 
rib which he hadde take fro Adam in to a 
womman, and brouyte hir to Adam. 23 And 
Adam seide, This is now a boon of my 
boonys, and fleisch of my fleisch; this schal 
be clepid virago, ‘for she is takun of man. 
24 Wherfor a man schal forsake fadir and 
modir, and schal cleue to his wijf, and thei 
schulen be tweyne in 0 fleisch. 25 Forsothe 


euer eithir was nakid, that is, Adam and his 
wijf, and thei weren not aschamed. 


3 


1 But and the serpent was feller than 
alle lyuynge beestis of erthe, whiche the 
Lord God hadde maad. Which serpent 
seide to the womman, Why comaundide 
God to you, that ye schulden not ete of ech 
tre of paradis? 2 To whom the womman 
answerde, We eten of the fruyt of trees that 
ben in paradis; 3 sothely God commaundide 


to vs, that we schulden not eate of the 
fruyt of the tre, which is in the myddis of 


paradijs, and that we schulden not touche 
it, lest perauenture we dien. 4 Forsothe the 
serpent seide to the womman, ye schulen 


not die bi deeth; 5 for whi God woot that in 
what euere dai ye schulen ete therof, youre 


iyen schulen be opened, and ye schulen 
be as Goddis, knowynge good and yuel. 
6 Therfore the womman seiy that the tre 
was good, and swete to ete, and fair to the 
iyen, and delitable in bi holdyng; and sche 
took of the fruyt therof, and eet, and yaf 
to hir hosebande, and he eet. 7 And the 
iyen of bothe weren openid; and whanne 
thei knowen that thei weren nakid, thei 
sewden the leeues of a fige tre, and maden 
brechis to hem silf. ® And whanne thei 
herden the vois of the Lord God goynge in 
paradijs at the wynd after myddai, Adam 
and his wijf hidden hem fro the face of 
the Lord God in the middis of the tre of 
paradijs. 9 And the Lord God clepide Adam, 
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and seide to hym, Where art thou? 1° And 
Adam seide, Y herde thi vois in paradijs, 


and Y drede, for Y was nakid, and Y hidde 
me. 1! To whom the Lord seide, Who 
forsothe schewide to thee that thou were 
nakid, no but for thou hast ete of the tre 
of which Y comaundide to thee that thou 
schuldist not ete? 12 And Adam seide, 
The womman which thou yauest felowe to 


me, yaf me of the tre, and Y eet. 13 And 


the Lord seide to the womman, Whi didist 
thou this thing? Which answerde, The 


serpent disseyued me, and Y eet. 14 And 
the Lord God seide to the serpent, For thou 
didist this, thou schalt be cursid among alle 
lyuynge thingis and vnresonable beestis 
of erthe; thou schalt go on thi brest, and 


thou schalt ete erthe in alle daies of thi liif; 
15 Y schal sette enemytees bitwixe thee and 


the womman, and bitwixe thi seed and hir 
seed; sche schal breke thin heed, and thou 
schalt sette aspies to hir heele. 1° Also God 
seide to the womman, Y schal multiplie 
thi wretchidnessis and thi conseyuyngis; 
in sorewe thou schalt bere thi children; 
and thou schalt be vndur power of the 


hosebonde, and he schal be lord of thee. 
17 Sothely God seyde to Adam, For thou 


herdist the voys of thi wijf, and hast ete 
of the tree, of which Y comaundide to thee 
that thou schuldist not ete, the erthe schal 
be cursid in thi werk; in traueylis thou 
schalt ete therof in alle daies of thi lijf; 
18 it schal brynge forth thornes and breris 


to thee, and thou schalt ete eerbis of the 
erthe; 19 in swoot of thi cheer thou schalt 
ete thi breed, til thou turne ayen in to the 


erthe of which thou art takun; for thou art 
dust, and thou schalt turne ayen in to dust. 


20 And Adam clepide the name of his wijf 


Eue, for sche was the moder of alle men 
lyuynge. 21 And the Lord God made cootis 


of skynnys to Adam and Eue his wijf, and 


clothide hem; and seide, Lo! 22 Adam is 
maad as oon of vs, and knowith good and 
yuel; now therfore se ye, lest perauenture 
he putte his hond, and take of the tre of lijf, 
and ete, and lyue with outen ende. 23 And 
the Lord God sente hym out of paradijs of 
likyng, that he schulde worche the erthe, 
of which he was takun. 24 And God castide 
out Adam, and settide bifore paradis of 
lykyng cherubyn, and a swerd of flawme 
and turnynge aboute to kepe the weie of 
the tre of lijf. 
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1 Forsothe Adam knewe Eue his wijf, 
which conseyuede, and childide Cayn, and 
seide, Y haue gete a man bi God. 2 And efte 


sche childide his brother Abel. Forsothe 
Abel was a kepere of scheep, and Cayn 


was an erthe tilyere. 3 Sotheli it was don 
after many daies, that Cayn offride yiftis 
to the Lord of the fruytis of erthe; 4 and 
Abel offride of the first gendrid of his floc, 


and of the fatnesse of tho. And the Lord 
bihelde to Abel and to the yiftis of hym; 


5 sotheli he bihelde not to Cayn and to 
hise yiftis. And Cayn was wrooth greetli, 


and his cheer felde doun. © And the Lord 
seide to hym, Whi art thou wrooth, and 


whi felde doun thi face? 7 Whether not if 
thou schalt do wel, thou schalt resseyue; 


but if thou doist yuele, thi synne schal 
be present anoon in the yatis? but the 


desir therof schal be vndur thee, and thou 
schalt be lord therof. 8 And Cayn seide to 


Abel his brother, Go we out. And whanne 
thei weren in the feeld, Cayn roos ayens 


his brother Abel, and killide him. ° And 
the Lord seide to Cayn, Where is Abel thi 


brother? Which answerde, Y woot not; 
whether Y am the kepere of my brothir? 


10 And God seide to Cayn, What hast thou 


do? the vois of the blood of thi brother 
crieth to me fro erthe. 1! Now therfor thou 
schalt be cursid on erthe, that openyde 


his mouth, and resseyuede of thin hond 


the blood of thi brothir. 12 Whanne thou 
schalt worche the erthe, it schal not yyue 


his fruytis to thee; thou schalt be vnstable 
of dwellyng and fleynge aboute on erthe 
in alle the daies of thi lijf. 1 And Cayn 
seide to the Lord, My wickidnesse is more 
than that Y disserue foryyuenesse; lo! 14 to 


dai thou castist me out fro the face of the 
erthe; and Y schal be hid fro thi face, and Y 
schal be vnstable of dwellyng and fleynge 


aboute in erthe; therfore ech man that 
schal fynde me schal slee me. 1! And the 


Lord seide to hym, It schal not be don so, 
but ech man that schal slee Cayn shal be 
punyschid seuenfold. And the Lord settide 
a signe in Cayn, that ech man that schulde 
fynde hym schulde not slee hym. 16 And 
Cayn yede out fro the face of the Lord, 
and dwellide fleynge aboute in erthe, at 
the eest coost of Eden. 17 Forsothe Cayn 
knewe his wiif, which conseyuede, and 
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childide Enoth; and Cayn bildide a citee, 
and clepide the name therof of the name 


of hise sone Enoth. _!8 Forsothe Enoth 
gendride Irad, and Irad gendride Manyael, 


and Manyael gendride Matusael, and Ma- 
tusael gendride Lameth; 1° that took twei 
wyues, the name to o wijf was Ada, and 


the name to the tother was Sella. 2° And 
Ada gendride Jabel, that was the fadir of 


dwellers in tentis and of shepherdis; 21 and 


the name of his brother was Tubal, he 
was the fadir of syngeris in harpe and 


orgun. 22 And Sella gendride Tubalcayn, 
that was an hamerbetere, and smyyt on 
alle werkis of bras and of yrun; forsothe 
the sistir of Tubalcayn was Neoma. 23 And 
Lameth seide to his wyues Ada and Sella, 
Ye wyues of Lameth, here my vois, and 
herkne my word; for Y haue slayn a man 
bi my wounde, and a yong wexynge man 
bi my ‘violent betyng; 24 veniaunce schal 
be youun seuenfold of Cayn, forsothe of 


Lameth seuentisithis seuensithis. 25 Also 
yit Adam knewe his wijf, and sche childide 


a sone, and clepide his name Seth, and 
seide, God hath put to me another seed for 
Abel, whom Cayn killide. 2° But also a sone 
was borun to Seth, which sone he clepide 
Enos; this Enos bigan to clepe inwardli the 
name of the Lord. 


5 


1 This is the book of generacioun of 
Adam, in the dai wher ynne God made man 
of nouyt. God made man to the ymage 


and licnesse of God; 2 God formede hem 
male and female, and blesside hem, and 
clepide the name of hem Adam, in the day 


in which thei weren formed. 3 Forsothe 
Adam lyuede an hundrid yeer and thretti, 


and gendride a sone to his ymage and 
liknesse, and clepide his name Seth. 4 And 
the daies of Adam after that he gendride 
Seth weren maad eiyte hundrid yeer, and 
he gendride sones and douytris. 5 And 
al the tyme in which Adam lyuede was 
maad nyne hundrid yeer and thretti, and 
he was deed. © Also Seth lyuede an hun- 
drid and fyue yeer, and gendride Enos. 
7 And Seth lyuede aftir that he gendride 
Enos eiyte hundrid and seuen yeer, and 
gendride sones and douytris. 8 And alle 
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the daies of Seth weren maad nyne hun- 
drid and twelue yeer, and he was deed. 
9 Forsothe Enos lyuede nynti yeer, and 
gendride Caynan; !° aftir whos birthe Enos 
lyuede eiyte hundrid and fiftene yeer, and 
gendride sones and douytris. 1 And alle 
the daies of Enos weren maad nyne hun- 
drid and fyue yeer, and he was deed. 1? Also 
Caynan lyuyde seuenti yeer, and gendride 
Malalehel. 13 And Caynan lyuede after 
that he gendride Malalehel eiyte hundrid 
and fourti yeer, and gendride sones and 
douytris. 14 And alle the dayes of Caynan 
weren maad nyn hundrid and ten yeer, 
and he was deed. 15 Forsothe Malalehel 
lyuede sixti yeer and fyue, and gendride 
Jared. 16 And Malalehel lyuede aftir that 
he gendride Jared eiyte hundrid and thretti 
yeer, and gendride sones and douytris. 


17 And alle the daies of Malalehel weren 
maad eiyte hundrid nynti and fyue yeer, 


and he was deed. 18 And Jared lyuede 
an hundrid and two and sixti yeer, and 
gendride Enoth. !° And Jared lyuede aftir 
that he gendride Enoth eiyte hundrid yeer, 
and gendride sones and douytris. 2° And 
alle the dayes of Jared weren maad nyn 
hundrid and twei and sexti yeer, and he 
was deed. 2! Forsothe Enoth lyuede fyue 
and sixti yeer, and gendride Matusalem. 
22 And Enoth yede with God; and Enoth 
lyuede after that he gendride Matusalem 
thre hundrid yeer, and gendride sones and 
douytris. 23 And alle the daies of Enoth 
weren maad thre hundride and fyue and 
sexti yeer. 24 And Enoth yeed with God, and 
apperide not afterward, for God took hym 
awei. 25 Also Matusalem lyuede an hundrid 
and ‘fourscoor yeer and seuene, and gen- 
dride Lameth. 2° And Matusalem lyuede 
after that he gendride Lameth seuene hun- 
drid and ‘fourscoor yeer and twei, and 
gendride sones and douytris. 27 And alle 
the daies of Matusale weren maad nyn 
hundrid and nyn and sixti yeer, and he 
was deed. 28 Forsothe Lameth lyuede an 
hundrid and ‘fourscoor yeer and two, and 
gendride a sone; 29 and clepide his name 


Noe, and seide, This man schal comforte vs 
of the werkis and traueilis of oure hondis, 
in the loond which the Lord curside. 3° And 
Lameth lyuede after that he gendride Noe 


fyue hundrid ‘nynti and fyue yeer, and 
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gendride sones and douytris. 31 And alle 


the daies of Lameth weren maad seuene 
hundrid ‘thre scoor and seuentene yeer, 


and he was deed. 


6 


1 Forsothe Noe whanne he was of fyue 
hundrid yeer gendride Sem, Cham, and 
Jafeth. And whanne men bigunnen to be 
multiplied on erthe, and hadden gendrid 
douytris, 2 the sones of God seiyen the 
douytris of men that thei weren faire, and 
token wyues to hem of alle whiche thei 
hadden chose. 3 And God seide, My spirit 
schal not dwelle in man with outen ende, 
for he is fleisch; and the daies of hym 
schulen be an hundrid and twenti yeer. 
4 Sotheli giauntis weren on erthe in tho 


daies, forsothe aftir that the sones of God 
entriden to the douytris of men, and tho 


douytris gendriden; these weren myyti of 


the world and famouse men. 5° Sotheli 
God seiy that myche malice of men was in 


erthe, and that al the thouyt of herte was 
ententif to yuel in al tyme, © and repentide 
him * that he hadde maad man in erthe; 
and God was war bifore ayens tyme to 
comyng, and was touchid with sorewe of 
herte tT with ynne; 7 and seide, Y schal 
do awei man, whom Y made of nouyt, 
fro the face of the erthe, fro man til to 
lyuynge thingis, fro crepynge beeste til to 
the briddis of heuene; for it repentith me 


that Y made hem. 8 Forsothe Noe foond 
grace bifore the Lord. 9% These ben the 


generaciouns of Noe. Noe was a iust man 
and perfit in hise generaciouns; Noe yede 
with God, 1° and gendride thre sones, Sem, 
Cam, and Jafeth. 11 Forsothe the erthe 
was corrupt bifore God, and was fillid with 
wickidnes. 12 And whanne God seiy, that 
the erthe was corrupt, for ech fleisch ether 
man hadde corrupt his weie on erthe, 13 he 


seide to Noe, The ende of al fleisch is 
comen bifore me; the erthe is fillid with 
wickidnesse of the face of hem, and Y schal 
distrye hem with the erthe. 14 Make thou 


to thee a schip of trees hewun and planed; 
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thou schalt make dwellynge placis in the 
schip, and thou schalt anoynte it with 
pitche with ynne and with outforth. 15 And 
so thou schalt make it. The lengthe of 
the schip schal be of thre hundrid cubitis, 


the brede schal be of fifti cubitis, and the 
hiynesse therof schal be of thretti cubitis. 


16 Thou schalt make a wyndow in the schip, 
and thou schalt ende the hiynesse therofin 


a cubite; sotheli thou schalt sette the dore 
of the schip in the side binethe; thou shalt 


make soleris and placis of thre chaumbris 
in the schip. 17 Lo! Y schal brynge ‘watris 
of diluuye ether greet flood on erthe, and Y 
schal sle ech fleisch in which is the spirit of 
lijf vndir heuene, and alle thingis that ben 


in erthe, schulen be wastid. 18 And Y schal 
sette my couenaunt of pees with thee; and 


thou schalt entre in to the schip, and thy 
sones, and thi wijf, and the wiues of thi 


sones schulen entre with thee. 19 And of 
alle lyuynge beestis of al fleisch thou schalt 


brynge in to the schip tweyne and tweyne, 
of male kynde and female, that thei lyue 
with thee; 2° of briddis bi her kynde, and 
of werk beestis in her kynde, and of ech 
crepynge beeste of erthe, by her kynde; 
tweyne and tweyne of alle schulen entre 
with thee, that thei moun lyue. 21 Therfore 


thou schalt take with thee of alle metis 
that moun be etun, and thou schalt bere 
to gidre at thee, and tho schulen be as 


well to thee as to the beestis in to mete. 
22 Therfor Noe dide alle thingis whiche God 


comaundide to hym. 


7 

1 Also the Lord seide to Noe, Entre thou 
and al thin hous in to the schip, for Y seiy 
thee iust bifore me in this generacioun. 2 Of 
alle clene lyuynge beestis thou schalt take 
bi seuene and bi seuene, male and female; 
forsothe of vnclene lyuynge beestis thou 
schalt take bi tweyne and bi tweyne, male 
and female; 3 but also of volatils of heuene 
thou schalt take, bi seuene and bi seuene, 
male and female, that her seed be saue 
on the face of al erthe. 4 For yit and aftir 


* 
6:6 repentide hym. Penaunce, sorowe, and othere passyouns, ethir disesis, ben not in ony maner in God by truthe, 
but by liknesse; and therfore it is seid that he repentide, for he hadde hym silf at the maner of a man repentinge, 


and wolde distrye that that he made bifore. 


t 6:6 sorowe of herte. For he hadde him silf at the maner of a man 


sorowinge, in doynge awey man, whom he hadde formed to his ymage. Penaunce, either sorewe of herte, fallith not 
in God, to whom the sentence of alle thingis is as stidefast as the biforeknowynge is certeyn, sith hooly scripture vsith 


comoun wordis, 
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seuene daies Y schal reyne on erthe fourti 
daies and fourti nyytis, and Y schal do awey 


al substaunce which Y made, fro the face 
of erthe. > Therfor Noe dide alle thingis 


whiche the Lord comaundide to hym. © And 
he was of sixe hundrid yeer, whanne the 
watris of the greet flood flowiden on erthe. 
7 And Noe entride in to the schip, and 
hise sones, and hise wijf, and the wyues 


of his sones, entriden with him for the 
watris of the greet flood. 8 And of lyuynge 


beestis clene and vnclene, and of briddis 
of heuene, and of ech beeste which is 
moued on erthe, ° bi tweyne and bi tweyne, 
male and female entriden to Noe in to 
the schip, as the Lord comaundide to Noe. 
10 And whanne seuene daies hadden passid, 
the watris of the greet flood flowiden on 
erthe. 1 In the sixe hundrid yeer of the 
lijf of Noe, in the secunde moneth, in the 


seuententhe dai of the moneth, alle the 
wellis of the greet see weren brokun, and 


the wyndowis of heuene weren opened, 
12 and reyn was maad on erthe fourti daies 
and fourti nyytis. 13 In the ende of that dai 
Noe entride, and Sem, Cham, and Japheth, 
hise sones, his wijf, and the wyues of hise 
sones, entriden with hem into the schip. 


14 Thei entriden, and ech beeste bi his 
kynde, and alle werk beestis in her kynde, 


and ech beeste which is moued on erthe in 
his kynde, and ech volatil bi his kynde; alle 


briddis and alle volatils entriden to Noe in 
to the schip, 15 bi tweyne and bi tweyne of 
ech fleisch in whiche the spirit of lijf was. 
16 And tho that entriden, entriden male 
and female of ech fleisch, as God comaun- 
dide to hym. And the Lord encloside hym 


fro with out-forth. !” And the greet flood 
was maad fourti daies and fourti niytis on 
erthe, and the watris weren multiplied, 
and reiseden the schip on hiy fro erthe. 
18 The watris flowiden greetli, and filliden 
alle thingis in the face of erthe. For- 
sothe the schip was borun on the watris. 
19 And the watris hadden maistrie greetli 
on erthe, and alle hiye hillis vndur alle 
heuene weren hilid; 2° the watyr was hiyere 
bi fiftene cubitis ouer the hilis whiche it 
hilide. 21 And ech fleisch was wastid that 
was moued on erthe, of briddis, of lyuynge 
beestis, of vnresonable beestis, and of alle 
‘reptilis that crepen on erthe. 22 Alle men, 
and alle thingis in whiche the brething of 
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lijf was in erthe, weren deed. 23 And God 


dide awei al substaunce that was on erthe, 
fro man til to beeste, as wel a crepynge 


beeste as the briddis of heuene; and tho 
weren doon awei fro erthe. Forsothe Noe 
dwellide aloone, and thei that weren with 
hym in the schip. 24 And the watris of 


the greet flood ouereyeden the erthe an 
hundrid and fifti daies. 


8 
1 Forsothe the Lord hadde mynde of 
Noe, and of alle lyuynge beestis, and of 
alle werk beestis, that weren with hym 
in the schip; and brouyte a wynd on the 


erthe. 2 And watris weren decreessid, and 
the wellis of the see weren closid, and 
the wyndowis of heuene weren closid, and 


reynes of heuene weren ceessid. 3 And 
watrys turneden ayen fro erthe, and yeden 
ayen, and bigunnen to be decreessid aftir 
an hundrid and fifti daies. 4 And the schip 


restide in the seuenthe monthe, in the 
seuene and twentithe dai of the monthe, 
on the hillis of Armenye. 5 And sotheli 


the watrys yeden and decresiden til to the 


tenthe monethe, for in the tenthe mon- 
ethe, in the firste dai of the monethe, the 
coppis of hillis apperiden. © And whanne 


fourti daies weren passid, Noe openyde the 
wyndow of the schip which he hadde maad, 
and sente out a crowe, ” which yede out, 
and turnede not ayen til the watris weren 


dried on erthe. 8 Also Noe sente out a 
culuer aftir hym, to se if the watris hadden 


ceessid thanne on the face of erthe; 9 and 
whanne the culuer foond not where hir 
foot schulde reste, sche turnede ayen to 
hym in to the schip, for the watris weren 
onal erthe; and Noe helde forth his hoond, 
and brouyte the culuer takun in to the 
schip. 1° Sotheli whanne othere seuene 


daies weren abedun aftirward, eft he leet 
out a culuer fro the schip; 11 and sche cam 


to hym at euentid, and bare in hir mouth a 
braunche of olyue tre with greene leeuys. 
Therfor Noe vndirstood that the watris 
hadden ceessid on erthe; 12 and neuerthe- 
lesse he abood seuene othere daies, and 
sente out a culuer, which turnede ‘no more 
ayen to hym. 13 Therfor in the sixe hundrid 
and o yeer of the lijf of Noe, in the firste 
monethe, in the firste day of the monethe, 
watris weren decreessid on erthe; and Noe 
openede the roof of the schip, and bihelde 
and seiy that the face of the erthe was 
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dried. 14In the secunde monethe, in the 
seuene and twentithe dai of the monethe, 
the erthe was maad drie. 14 Sotheli the 
Lord spak to Noe; !¢ and seide, Go out of 
the schip, thou, and thi wijf, thi sones, and 
the wyues of thi sones with thee; 17 and 
lede out with thee alle lyuynge beestis that 


ben at thee of ech fleisch, as wel in volatilis 
as in vnresonable beestis, and alle ‘reptils 


that crepen on erthe; and entre ye on the 
erthe, encreesse ye, and be ye multiplied 
on erthe. !8 Therfor Noe yede out, and hise 
sones, and his wijf, and the wyues of hise 
sones with hym; 19 but also alle lyuynge 
beestis, and werk beestis, and ‘reptils that 
crepen on erthe, bi her kynde, yeden out of 
the schip. 2° Forsothe Noe bildide an auter 


to the Lord, and he took of alle clene beestis 
and briddis, and offride brent sacrifices on 
the auter. 21 And the Lord sauerede the 
odour of swetnesse, and seide to hym, Y 


schal no more curse the erthe for men, 
for the wit and thouyt of mannus herte 


ben redi in to yuel fro yong wexynge age; 
therfor Y schal no more smyte ech lyuynge 


soule as Y dide; 2? in alle the daies of erthe, 
seed and ripe corn, coold and heete, somer 


and wyntir, nyyt and dai, shulen not reste. 


1 And God blisside Noe and hise sones, 
and seide to hem, Encreesse ye, and be 


ye multiplied, and fille ye the erthe; 2 and 
youre drede and tremblyng be on alle 


vnresonable beestis of erthe, and on alle 
briddis of heuene, with alle thingis that 


ben moued in erthe; alle fischis of the see 
ben youun to youre hond. 3 And al thing 


which is moued and lyueth schal be to 
you in to mete; Y have youe to you alle 
thingis as greene wortis, 4 outakun that ye 


schulen not ete fleisch with blood, 5 for Y 
schal seke the blood of youre lyues of the 


hoond of alle vnresonable beestis and of 
the hoond of man, of the hoond of man and 
of hys brother Y schal seke the lijf of man. 


6 Who euere schedith out mannus blood, 
his blood schal be sched; for man is maad to 
the ymage of God. 7 Forsothe encreesse ye, 


and be ye multiplied, and entre ye on erthe, 
and fille ye it, Also the Lord seide thes 
thingis to Noe, § and to his sones with him, 
Lo! °Y schal make my couenaunt with you, 
and with your seed after you, 1° and to ech 
lyuynge soule which is with you, as wel in 
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briddis as in werk beestis and smale beestis 
of erthe, and to alle thingis that yeden out 


of the schip, and to alle vnresonable beestis 
of erthe. ! Y schal make my couenaunt 
with you, and ech fleisch schal no more be 
slayn of the watris of the greet flood, nethir 
the greet flood distriynge al erthe schal be 
more. !2 And God seide, This is the signe 
of boond of pees, which Y yyue bitwixe me 
and you, and to ech lyuynge soule which is 
with you, in to euerlastynge generaciouns. 
13 Y schal sette my bowe in the cloudis, and 
it schal be a signe of boond of pees bitwixe 


me and erthe; !4 and whanne Y schal hile 
heuene with cloudis, my bowe schal appere 


in the cloudis, 5 and Y schal haue mynde of 
my boond of pees which Y made with you, 
and with ech soule lyuynge, that nurschith 
fleisch; and the watris of the greet flood 
schulen no more be to do awey al fleish. 
16 And my bowe schal be in the cloudis, and 
Y schal se it, and Y schal haue mynde of 
euerlastynge boond of pees, which is maad 
bitwixe God and man, and ech soul lyuynge 


of al fleisch which is on erthe. 17 And 
God seide to Noe, This schal be a signe 


of boond of pees, which Y made bitwixe 


me and ech fleisch on erthe. 18 Therfore 
thei that yeden out of the schip weren Noe, 


Sem, Cham, and Japheth; forsothe Cham, 


thilke is the fadir of Chanaan. 1° These thre 
weren the sones of Noe, and al the kynde 


of men was sowun of hem on al erthe. 
20 And Noe, an erthe tiliere, bigan to tile 


the erthe, and he plauntide a viner, 21 and 
he drank wyn, and was drunkun; and he 
was nakid, and lay in his tabernacle. 22 And 
whanne Cham, the fadir of Chanaan, hadde 
seien this thing, that is, that the schameful 
membris of his fadir weren maad nakid, 
he telde to hise tweye britheren with out 
forth. 23 And sotheli Sem and Jafeth put- 
tiden a mentil on her schuldris, and thei 
yeden bacward, and hileden the schameful 
membris of her fadir, and her faces weren 
turned awei, and thei sien not the priuy 
membris of her fadir. 24 And forsothe Noe 
wakide of the wyn, and whanne he hadde 
lerned what thingis his lesse sone hadde 
do to hym, 25 he seide, Cursid be the child 
Canaan, he schal be seruaunt of seruauntis 
to hise britheren. 26 And Noe seide, Blessid 
be the Lord God of Sem, 27 and Chanaan 
be the seruaunt to Sem; God alarge Jafeth, 


XRN 


3147 


Genesis 9:28 8 


and dwelle in the tabernaclis of Sem, and 
Chanaan be seruaunt of hym. 28 Forsothe 


Noe lyuede aftir the greet flood thre hun- 
drid and fifti yeer; 29 and alle the daies 
of hym weren fillid nyn hundrid and fifty 
yeer, and he was deed. 


10 
1 These ben the generaciouns of the 
sones of Noe, Sem, Cham, and Jafeth. And 
sones weren borun to hem aftir the greet 
flood. 2 The sones of Jafeth weren Gomer, 
and Magog, and Madai, and Jauan, and 


Tubal, and Mosoth, and Thiras. 3 Forsothe 
the sones of Gomer weren Asseneth, and 
Rifath, and Thogorma. ‘4 Forsothe the 


sones of Jauan weren Helisa, and Tharsis, 
Cethym, and Dodanym; ° of these sones 
the ylis of hethen men weren departid 
in her cuntrees, ech bi his langage and 
meynees, in hise naciouns. © Sotheli the 
sones of Cham weren Thus, and Mesraym, 


and Futh, and Chanaan. 7 Forsothe the 
sones of Thus weren Saba, and Euila, and 
Sabatha, and Regma, and Sabatacha. The 


sones of Regma weren Saba, and Dadan. 
8 Forsothe Thus gendride Nemroth; he bi- 
gan to be myyti in erthe, ° and he was a 
strong huntere of men bifore the Lord; of 
hym a prouerbe yede out, as Nemroth, a 
strong huntere bifore the Lord. 1° Sotheli 
the bigynnyng of his rewme was Babiloyne, 
and Arach, and Archad, and Thalamye, in 
the lond of Sennaar. 1! Assur yede out 
of that lond, and bildide Nynyue, ‘and 


stretis of the citee, 12 and Chale, and Resen 
bitwixe Nynyue and Chale; this is a greet 
citee. 1 And sotheli Mesraym gendride 
Ludym, and Anamym, and Laabym, Nep- 
tuym, and Ferrusym, and Cesluym; 4 of 
which the Filisteis and Capturym camen 
forth. 5 Forsothe Chanaan gendride Sidon, 
his firste gendride sone, Ethei, and Jebu- 
sei, 1© and Amorrei, Gergesei, !” Euei, and 
Arathei, 18 Ceney, and Aradie, Samarites, 
and Amathei; and puplis of Chananeis 
weren sowun abrood bi these men. 19 And 


the termes of Chanaan weren maad to 
men comynge fro Sidon to Gerara, til to 


Gasa, til thou entre in to Sodom and Go- 
more, and Adama, and Seboyne, til to 
Lesa. 2° These weren the sones of Cham, 
in her kynredis, and langagis, and gen- 
eraciouns, and londis, and folkis. 21 Also 
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of Sem weren borun the fadris of alle the 
sones of Heber, and Japhet was the more 


brother. 22 The sones of Sem weren Elam, 
and Assur, and Arfaxath, and Lud, and 
Aram. 23 The sones of Aram weren Vs, and 
Hul, and Gether, and Mes. 24 And sotheli 
Arfaxath gendride Sale, of whom Heber 


was borun. 25 And twei sones weren borun 
to Heber, the name to o sone was Faleg, 
for the lond was departid in hise daies; 
and the name of his brothir was Jectan. 
26 And thilke Jectan gendride Elmodad, and 
Salech, 27 and Asamoth, Jare, and Adhu- 
ram, and Vsal, 28 and Deda, and Ebal, and 
Abymahel, Saba, and Ofir, and Euila, and 
Jobab; 29 alle these weren the sones of 
Jectan. 3° And the habitacioun of hem 
was maad fro Messa, as “me goith til to 


Sefar, an hil of the eest. 31 These ben the 
sones of Sem, bi kynredis, and langagis, 


and cuntrees, in her folkis. 32 These ben 
the meynees of Noe, bi her puplis and 


naciouns; folkis in erthe weren departid of 
these aftir the greet flood. 


11 


1 Forsothe the lond was of o langage, 
and of the same speche. 2 And whanne 
thei yeden forth fro the eest, thei fonden a 


feeld in the lond of Sennaar, and dwelliden 
ther ynne. 3 And oon seide to his neiybore, 


Come ye, and make we tiel stonys, and 


bake we tho with fier; and thei hadden tiel 
for stonus, and pitche for morter; 4 and 


seiden, Come ye, and make we to vs a citee 
and tour, whos hiynesse stretche ‘til to 
heuene; and make we solempne oure name 
bifor that we be departid in to alle londis. 


5 Forsothe the Lord cam down to se the 
citee and tour, which the sones of Adam 
bildiden. © And he seide, Lo! the puple is 


oon, and o langage is to alle, and thei han 
bigunne to make this, nethir thei schulen 
ceesse of her thouytis, til thei fillen tho in 
werk; therfor come ye, go we doun, 7 and 
scheende we there the tunge of hem, that 
ech man here not the voys of his neiybore. 
8 And so the Lord departide hem fro that 
place in to alle londis; and thei cessiden 
to bielde a cytee. ° And therfor the name 
therof was clepid Babel, for the langage of 


al erthe was confoundide there; and fro 
thennus the Lord scaterede hem on the 
face of alle cuntrees. 1° These ben the 
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generaciouns of Sem. Sem was of an hun- 
drid yeer whanne he gendride Arfaxath, 
twey yeer aftir the greet flood. 1 And 
Sem lyuede aftir that he gendride Arfaxath 
fyue hundrid yeer, and gendride sones and 
douytris. 12 Forsothe Arfaxath lyuede fyue 
and thretti yeer, and gendride Sale; 13 and 
Arfaxath lyuede aftir that he gendride Sale 
thre hundride and thre yeer, and gendride 
sones and douytris. 14 Also Sale lyuede 
thretti yeer, and gendride Heber; 15 and 
Sale lyuede after that he gendride Heber 
foure hundrid and thre yeer, and gen- 
dride sones and douytris. 1° Sotheli Heber 
lyuede foure and thretti yeer, and gendride 
Falech; 1” and Heber lyuede aftir that he 
gendride Falech foure hundrid and thretti 
yeer, and gendride sones and douytris. 
18 Also Falech lyuede thretti yeer, and gen- 
dride Reu; 19 and Falech lyuede aftir that 
he gendride Reu two hundrid and nyne 
yeer, and gendride sones and douytris. 
20 And Reu lyuede two and thretti yeer, 
and gendride Saruch; 2! and Reu lyuede 
aftir that he gendride Saruch two hun- 
drid and seuene yeer, and gendride sones 
and douytris. 2? Sotheli Saruch lyuede 
thretti yeer, and gendride Nachor; 23 and 
Saruch lyuede aftir that he gendride Na- 
cor two hundrid yeer, and gendride sones 
and douytris. 24 Forsothe Nachor lyuede 
nyne and twenti yeer, and gendride Thare; 
25 and Nachor lyuede after that he gendride 
Thare an hundrid and nynetene yeer, and 
gendride sones and douytris. 26 And Thare 
lyuede seuenti yeer, and gendride Abram, 


and Nachor, and Aran. 27 Sotheli these ben 
the generaciouns of Thare. Thare gendride 


Abram, Nachor, and Aran. Forsothe Aran 
gendride Loth; 28 and Aran diede bifore 


Thare, his fadir, in the lond of his natiuite, 
in Vr of Caldeis. 29 Forsothe Abram and 
Nachor weddiden wyues; the name of the 
wijf of Abram was Saray, and the name of 
the wiif of Nachor was Melcha, the douyter 
of Aran, fadir of Melcha and fadir of Jescha. 
30 Sotheli Saray was bareyn, and hadde no 


children. 31 And so Thare took Abram, his 
sone, and Loth, the sone of Aran his sone, 
and Saray, his douyter in lawe, the wijf of 


Abram, his sone, and ledde hem out of Vr of 
Caldeis, that thei schulen go in to the lond 


of Chanaan; and thei camen ‘til to Aran, 


Genesis 12:14 


and dwelliden there. 32 And the daies of 
Thare weren maad two hundrid yeer and 


fyue, and he was deed in Aran. 


12 


1 Forsothe the Lord seide to Abram, Go 
thou out of thi lond, and of thi kynrede, 


and of the hous of thi fadir, and come 
thou in to the lond which Y schal schewe 
to thee; 2 and Y schal make thee in to a 
greet folk, and Y schal blisse thee, and Y 


schal magnyfie thi name, and thou schalt 


be blessid; 3 Y schal blesse hem that blessen 
thee, and Y schal curse hem that cursen 
thee; and alle kynredis of erthe schulen be 


blessid in thee. 4 And so Abram yede out, as 
the Lord comaundide hym, and Loth yede 
with hym. Abram was of ‘thre scoor yeer 
and fiftene whanne he yede out of Aran. 
5 And he took Saray, his wijf, and Loth, the 


sone of his brother, and al the substaunce 
which thei hadden in possessioun, and the 
men whiche thei hadden bigete in Aran; 
and thei yeden out that thei ‘schulen go 
in to the loond of Chanaan. And whanne 
they camen in to it, Abram passide thorou 
the lond til to the place of Sichem, and 
til to the noble valey. Forsothe Chananei 


was thanne in the lond. 7 Sotheli the Lord 
apperide to Abram, and seide to hym, Y 


schal yyue this lond to thi seed. And Abram 


bildide there an auter to the Lord, that 
apperide to hym. 8 And fro thennus he pas- 
side forth to the hil Bethel, that was ayens 
the eest, and settide there his tabernacle, 
hauynge Bethel fro the west, and Hay fro 
the eest. And he bildide also there an auter 
to the Lord, and inwardli clepide his name. 
9 And Abram yede goynge and goynge forth 
ouer to the south. 1° Sotheli hungur was 
maad in the lond; and Abram yede doun in 
to Egipt, to be a pilgrime ther, for hungur 
hadde maistrie in the lond. 11 And whanne 
he was nyy to entre in to Egipt, he seide to 
Saray, his wijf, Y knowe that thou art a fair 
womman, !2 and that whanne Egipcians 
schulen se thee, thei schulen seie, it is his 
wijf, and thei schulen sle me, and ‘schulen 


reserue thee. 13 Therfor, Y biseche thee, 
seie thou, that thou art my sistir, that it 


be wel to me for thee, and that my lijf lyue 
for loue of thee. 14 And so whanne Abram 
hadde entrid in to Egipt, Egipcians sien the 
womman that sche was ful fair; and the 
prynces telden to Farao, and preiseden hir 
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anentis him; 15 and the womman was takun 
vp in to the hous of Farao. 1° Forsothe 
thei vsiden wel Abram for hir; and scheep, 
and oxun, and assis, and seruauntis, and 
seruauntessis, and sche assis, and camels 
weren to hym. 1” Forsothe the Lord beet 


Farao and his hous with moste veniaunces, 
for Saray, the wijf of Abram. !8 And Farao 


clepide Abram, and seide to hym, What is 


it that thou hast do to me? whi schewidist 
thou not to me, that sche was thi wijf? 


19 for what cause seidist thou, that sche was 
thi sister, that Y schulde take hir in to wife 
to me? Now therfor lo! thi wiif; take thou 
hir, and go. 2° And Farao comaundide to 


men on Abram, and thei ledden forth hym, 
and his wijf, and alle thingis that he hadde. 


3 

1 Therfore Abram stiede fro Egipt, he, 
and his wijf, and alle thingis that he hadde; 
and Loth stiede with hym, to the south 
coost. 2 Forsothe he was ful riche in pos- 
sessyoun of siluer and of gold. 3 And he 
turnede ayen bi the weye in which he cam 
fro the south in to Bethel, ‘til to the place, 


in which bifore he hadde sett tabernacle, 
bitwixe Bethel and Hay, 4in the place of the 
auter which he made bifore, and inwardli 
clepide there the name of the Lord. ° But 
also flockis of scheep, and droues of oxun, 


and tabernaclis weren to Loth, that was 
with Abram; © and the lond miyte not take 


hem, that thei schulden dwelle togidre, 
for the catel of hem was myche, and thei 
miyten not dwelle in comyn. 7 Wherfor 
also strijf was maad bitwixe the keperis 


of flockis of Abram and of Loth. Forsothe 
Chananei and Feresei dwelliden in that 
lond in that tyme. 8 Therfor Abram seide 


to Loth, Y biseche, that no strijf be bitwixe 
me and thee, and bitwixe my scheepherdis 
and thi scheepherdis; for we ben britheren. 


9Lo! al the lond is bifore thee, Y biseche, 
departe thou fro me; if thou go to the 


left side, Y schal holde the riyt side; if 
thou chese the riyt side, Y schal go to the 
left side. 1° And so Loth reiside hise iyen, 
and seiy aboute al the cuntrei of Jordan, 


which was al moistid, bifor that the Lord 
distriede Sodom and Gomorre, as paradis 


of the Lord, and as Egipt, as men comen 
in to Segor. ! And Loth chees to him 
the cuntre aboute Jordan, and departide 
fro the eest; and thei weren departid ech 
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fro his brother. 12 Abram dwellide in the 
lond of Chanaan; sotheli Loth dwellide 
in townes aboute Jordan, and wonide in 
Sodom. 13 Forsothe men of Sodom weren 
ful wickid, and synneris greetly bifore the 


Lord. 14 And the Lord seide to Abram, 
aftir that Loth was departid fro him, Reise 
thin iyen forth riyt, and se fro the place 
in which thou art now, to the north and 
south, to the eest and west; 15 Y schal 
yyue al the lond which thou seest to thee 


and to thi seed, til in to with outen ende. 
16 And Y schal make thi seed as the dust of 
erthe; if ony man may noumbre the dust 


of erthe, also he schal mowe noumbre thi 
seed. 17 Therfor rise thou, and passe thorou 


the lond in his lengthe and breede, for Y 
schal yyue it to thee. 18 Therfor Abram, 
mouynge his tabernacle, cam and dwellide 


bisidis the valei of Mambre, which is in 
oe and he bildide there an auter to the 
Lora. 


1 Forsothe it was don in that tyme, that 
Amrafel, kyng of Sennaar, and Ariok, kyng 
of Ponte, and Chodorlaomor, kyng of Ele- 
mytis, 2and Tadal, kyng of folkis, bigunnen 
batel ayens Bara, kyng of Sodom, and ayens 
Bersa, kyng of Gomorre, and ayens Sen- 
naar, kyng of Adama, and ayens Semeber, 
kyng of Seboym, and ayens the kyng of 
Bale; thilke Bale is Segor. 3 Alle these 
camen togidre in to the valey of wode, 
which is now the see of salt. 4For in twelue 
yeer thei seruyden Chodorlaomor, and in 
the threttenthe yeer thei departiden fro 
hym. 5 Therfor Chodorlaomor cam in the 
fourtenthe yeer, and kyngis that weren 
with him, and thei ‘han smyte Rafaym in 
Astaroth Carnaym, and Susym with hem, 
and Emym in Sabe Cariathaym, ® and Chor- 
eis in the hillis of Seir, til to the feldi 
placis of Faran, which is in wildirnesse. 
7 And thei turneden ayen, and camen til 
to the welle Mesphath; thilke is Cades. 
And thei ‘han smyte al the cuntre of men 


of Amalec, and Amorrei, that dwellide in 
Asason Thamar. 8 And the kyng of Sodom, 


and the king of Gomorre, and the kyng of 
Adama, and the kyng of Seboym, also and 
the kyng of Bale, which is Segor, yeden out, 
and dressiden scheltrun ayens hem in the 
valei of wode, 9 that is, ayens Chodorlao- 
mor, kyng of Elamytis, and Thadal, kyng 
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of folkis, and Amrafel, kyng of Sennaar, 
and Ariok, kyng of Ponte; foure kyngis 
ayens fyue. 1° Forsothe the valey of the 
wode hadde many pittis of pitche; and 
so the kyng of Sodom and the kyng of 


Gomorre turneden the backis, and felden 
doun there; and thei that leften fledden 
to the hil. 11 Sotheli thei token awei al 
the catel of Sodom and Gomorre, and alle 
thingis that perteynen to mete, and yeden 


awei; !2 also and thei token awey Loth and 


his catel, the sone of the brother of Abram, 
which Loth dwellide in Sodom. 13 And, lo! 
oon that ascapide, telde to Abram Ebrew, 


that dwellide in the valei of Mambre of 
Amorrei, brother of Escol, and brother of 
Aner; for these maden couenaunt of pees 


with Abram. !4 And whanne Abram hadde 
herd this thing, that is, Loth his brothir 


takun, he noumbride his borun seruauntis 
maad redy thre hundrid and eiytene, and 


pursuede hem ‘til to Dan. 15 And whanne 
his felowis weren departid, he felde on 
hem in the niyt, and he smoot hem, and 
pursuede hem ‘til to Hoba, and Fenyce, 


which is at the left side of Damask. 16 And 
he brouyte ayen al the catel, and Loth his 


brother with his catel, also wymmen and 
the puple. 17 Sotheli the kyng of Sodom 
yede out in to the metyng of him, after that 
he turnede ayen fro sleyng of Chodorlao- 
mor, and of kyngis that weren with him, in 
the valei of Sabe, which is the valey of the 
kyng. 18 And sotheli Melchisedech, kyng of 
Salem, brouyte forth breed and wyn, for 
he was the preest of hiyeste God; 19 and 


he blesside Abram, and seide, Blessid be 
Abram of hiy God, that made heuene and 


erthe of nouyt, 2° and blessid be hiy God, bi 
whom defendynge, enemyes ben bitakun 
in thin hondis. And Abram yaf tithis of 
alle thingis to hym. 2! Forsothe the kyng 
of Sodom seide to Abram, Yyue thou the 
men to me; take thou othir thingis to thee. 
22 And Abram answerde to hym, Y reyse 
myn hondis to the hiy Lord God, 23 Lord of 
heuene and of erthe, that fro the threde 
of oof til to the layner of the hose I schal 
not take of alle thingis that ben thine, lest 


thou seie, I made Abram riche; 24 out takun 
these thingis whiche the yonge men eeten, 


and the partis of men that camen with 


me, Aner, Escol, and Mambre; these men 
schulen take her partis. 
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15 


1 And so whanne these thingis weren 


don, the word of the Lord was maad to 
Abram bi a visioun, and seide, Abram, nyle 
thou drede, Y am thi defender, and thi 
meede is ful greet. 2 And Abram seide, 
Lord God, what schalt thou yyue to me? Y 
schal go with oute fre children, and this 
Damask, sone of Elieser, the procuratour 
of myn hous, schal be myn eir. 3 And 
Abram addide, Sotheli thou hast not youe 
seed to me, and, lo! my borun seruaunt 
schal be myn eir. 4 And anoon the word 
of the Lord was maad to hym, and seide, 


This schal not be thin eir, but thou schalt 
haue hym eir, that schal go out of thi 


wombe. 5 And the Lord ledde out Abram, 
and seide to hym, Biholde thou heuene, 


and noumbre thou sterris, if thou maist. 
And the Lord seide to Abram, So thi seed 
schal be. © Abram bileuede to God, and it 
was arettid to hym to riytfulnesse. 7 And 


God seide to hym, Y am the Lord, that ladde 


thee out of Vr of Caldeis, that Y schulde 
yyue this lond to thee, and thou schuldist 


haue it in possessioun. § And Abram seide, 
Lord God, wherbi may I wite that Y schal 


welde it? ° And the Lord answerde, and 
seide, Take thou to me a cow of thre yeer, 


and a geet of thre yeer, and a ram of thre 
yeer, a turtle also, and a culuer. 1° Which 
took alle these thingis, and departide tho 
bithe myddis, and settide euer eithir partis 
ech ayens other; but he departide not the 


briddis. 11 And foulis camen doun on the 
careyns, and Abram drof hem awey. 12 And 


whanne the sunne was gon doun, drede 
felde on Abram, and a greet hidousenesse 
and derk asaylide him. 13 And it was seid to 
hym, Wite thou bifore knowinge, that thi 
seed schal be pilgrim foure hundrid yeer in 


alond not his owne, and thei schulen make 
hem suget to seruage, and thei schulen 


turment hem; 14 netheles Y schal deme 
the folk to whom thei schulen serue; and 
aftir these thingis thei schulen go out with 


greet catel. 15 Forsothe thou schalt go to 
thi fadris in pees, and schalt be biried in 
good age. 16 Sotheli in the fourthe genera- 
cioun thei schulen turne ayen hidir, for the 
wickidnesses of Amoreis ben not yit fillid, 
‘til to present tyme. 17 Therfor whanne 
the sunne was gon doun, a derk myst was 
maad, and a furneis smokynge apperide, 
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and a laumpe of fier, and passide thorou 
tho departingis. 18 In that dai the Lord 
made a couenaunt of pees with Abram, and 
seide, Y schal yyue to thi seed this lond, 
fro the ryuer of Egipt til to the greet ryuer 
Eufrates; Cyneis, 19 and Cyneseis, and Ceth- 


moneis, and Etheis, 2° and Fereseis, and 
Raphaym, and Amorreis, 2! and Cananeis, 


and Gergeseis, and Jebuseis. 


16 

1 Therfor Sarai, wijf of Abram, hadde 
not gendrid fre children; but sche hadde a 
seruauntesse of Egipt, Agar bi name, and 
seide to hir hosebonde, Lo! 2 the Lord hath 
closid me, that Y schulde not bere child; 
entre thou to my seruauntesse, if in hap 
Y schal take children, nameli of hir. And 
whanne he assentide to hir preiynge, sche 
took Agar Egipcian, ° hir seruauntesse, af- 
ter ten yeer aftir that thei begunne to 
enhabite in the lond of Chanaan, and sche 
yaf Agar wiif to hir hosebonde. 4 And 
Abram entride to Agar; and Agar seiy that 
sche hadde conseyued, and sche dispiside 
hir ladi. ° And Saray seide to Abram, 
Thou doist wickidli ayens me; I yaf my 
seruauntesse in to thi bosum, which seeth, 
that sche conseyuede, and dispisith me; 
the Lord deme betwixe me and thee. © And 
Abram answerde and seide to hir, Lo! thi 
seruauntesse is in thin hond; vse thou hir 
as ‘it likith. Therfor for Sarai turmentide 
hir, sche fledde awei. 7 And whanne the 
aungel of the Lord hadde founde hir bisidis 
a welle of watir in wildernesse, which welle 
is in the weie of Sur in deseert, 8 he seide 
to hir, Fro whennus comest thou Agar, the 
seruauntesse of Sarai, and whidur goist 
thou? Which answerde, Y fle fro the face 
of Sarai my ladi. 
the Lord seide to hir, Turne thou ayen 
to thi ladi, and be thou mekid vndur hir 
hondis. 1° And eft he seide, Y multipliynge 
schal multiplie thi seed, and it schal not be 
noumbrid for multitude. 1! And aftirward 
he seide, Lo! thou hast conseyued, and 
thou schalt bere a sone, and thou schalt 
clepe his name Ismael, for the Lord hath 
herd thi turment; !2 this schal be a wielde 
man; his hond schal be ayens alle men, and 
the hondis of alle men schulen be ayens 
him; and he schal sette tabernaclis euene 
ayens alle his britheren. 1° Forsothe Agar 
clepide the name of the Lord that spak to 
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hir, Thou God that seiyest me; for sche 
seide, Forsothe here Y seiy the hynderere 
thingis of him that siy me. ™ Therfor 
sche clepide thilke pit, the pit of hym that 
lyueth and seeth me; thilk pit is bitwixe 
Cades and Barad. 15 And Agar childide a 
sone to Abram, which clepide his name 
Ismael. 1° Abram was of ‘eiyti yeere and 
sixe, whanne Agar childide Ysmael to hym. 


17 

1 Forsothe aftir that Abram bigan to be 
of nynti yeer and nyne, the Lord apperide 
to hym, and seide to him, Y am Almyyti 
God; go thou bifore me, and be thou perfit; 
2 and Y schal sette my couenaunt of pees 
bitwixe me and thee; and Y schal multiplie 
thee ful greetli. 3 And Abram felde doun 
lowe on his face. 4 And God seide to hym, 
Y am, and my couenaunt of pees is with 
thee, and thou schalt be the fadir of many 


folkis; 5 and thi name schal no more be 
clepid Abram, but thou schalt be clepid 


Abraham, for Y haue maad thee fadir of 
many folkis; © and Y schal make thee to 


wexe ful greetli, and Y schal sette thee in 
folkis, and kyngis schulen go out of thee; 
7 and Y schal make my couenaunt bitwixe 


me and thee, and bitwixe thi seed after 
thee, in her generaciouns, bi euerlastynge 
bond of pees, that Y be thi God, and of 
thi seed after thee; § and Y schal yyue to 
thee and to thi seed after thee the lond of 
thi pilgrymage, al the lond of Chanaan, in 
to euerlastynge possessioun, and Y schal 


be the God of hem. ° God seide eft to 
Abraham, And therfor thou schalt kepe my 


couenaunt, and thi seed after thee, in her 
generaciouns. 1° This is my couenaunt, 


which ye schulen kepe bitwixe me and you, 
and thi seed after thee; ech male kynde of 
you schal be circumcidid, 11 and ye schulen 
circumside the fleisch of youre mannes 
yeerd, that it be in to a signe of boond of 
pees bytwixe me and you. 12 A yong child 
of eiyte daies schal be circumsidid in you, al 
male kynde in youre generaciouns, as wel 
a borun seruaunt as a seruaunt bouyt schal 
be circumsidid, and who euere is of youre 
kynrede he schal be circumsidid; 13 and 
my couenaunt schal be in youre fleisch 
in to euerlastynge boond of pees. 14 A 
man whos fleisch of his yerde schal not 
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be circumsidid, thilke man schal be doon 
a wei fro his puple; for he made voide my 
couenaunt. 15 Also God seide to Abraham, 
Thou schalt not clepe Saray, thi wijf, Sarai, 
but Sara; 1° and Y schal blesse hir, and of 
hir I schal yyue to thee a sone, whom I 


schal blesse, and he schal be in to naciouns, 
and kyngis of puplis schulen be borun of 
hym. !7 Abraham felde doun on his face, 
and leiyede in his hert, and seide, Gessist 


thou, whethir a sone schal be borun to a 
man of an hundrid yeer, and Sara of nynti 
yeer schal bere child? 18 And he seide to 
the Lord, Y wolde that Ismael lyue bifore 
thee. 19 And the Lord seide to Abraham, 
Sara, thi wijf, schal bere a sone to thee, 
and thou schalt clepe his name Ysaac, and 
Y schal make my couenaunt to hym in to 
euerlastynge boond of pees, and to his seed 
aftir hym; 2° also on Ysmael Y haue herd 
thee, lo! Y schal blesse him, and Y schal en- 
creesse, and Y schal multiplie him greetli; 
he schal gendre twelue dukis, and Y schal 
make hym in to a greet folk. #1 Forsothe Y 
schal make my couenaunt to Ysaac, whom 
Sare schal childe to thee in this tyme in 
the tother yeer. 22 And whanne the word 
of the spekere with hym was endid, God 
stiede fro Abraham. 23 Forsothe Abraham 
took Ismael, his sone, and alle the borun 
seruauntis of his hous, and alle which he 
hadde bouyte, alle the malis of alle men of 
his hous, and circumsidide the fleisch of 
her yerde, anoon in that dai, as the Lord 
comaundide him. 24 Abraham was of nynti 
yeer and nyne whanne he circumsidide 
the fleisch of his yeerd, 2° and Ismael, his 
sone, hadde fillid threttene yeer in the 
tyme of his circumsicioun. 2° Abraham was 
circumsidid in the same day, and Ismael 
his sone, 27 and alle men of his hows, as 
wel borun seruauntis as bouyt and aliens, 


weren circumcidid togidre. 


1 Forsothe in the valei of Mambre the 
Lord apperide to Abraham, sittynge in the 
dore of his tabernacle, in thilke heete of the 
dai. 2 And whanne he hadde reisid his iyen, 
thre men apperiden to hym, and stoden 
nyy hym. And whanne he hadde seyn hem, 
he ran fro the dore of his tabernacle in to 
the meting of hem, and he worschipide on 
erthe, 3 and seide, Lord, if Y haue founde 
grace in thin iyen, passe thou not thi 
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seruaunt, 4 but I schal brynge a litil watir, 
and youre feet be waischid, and reste ye 


vndur the tre; 5 and Y schal sette a mussel 
of breed, and youre herte be coumfortid; 


aftirward ye schulen passe; for herfor ye 
bowiden to youre seruaunt. Whiche sei- 
den, Do thou as thou hast spoke. Abraham 


hastide in to the tabernacle, to Sare, and 
seide to hir, Hast thou, meddle thou thre 
half buschelis of clene flour; and make thou 
looues bakun vndur aischis. 7 Forsothe he 
ran to the droue of beestis, and took therof 
a calf moost tendre and best, and yaf to a 


child, which hastide, and sethede the calfe; 
8 and he took botere, and mylk, and the calf 


which he hadde sode, and settide bifore 
hem; forsothe Abraham stood bisidis hem 
vndur the tre. 9 And whanne thei hadden 
ete, thei seiden to hym, Where is Sare thi 


wijf? He answerde, Lo! sche is in the 


tabernacle. 1° To whom the Lord seide, 
Y schal turne ayen, and Y schal come to 
thee in this tyme, if Y lyue; and Sare, thi 
wijf, schal haue a sone. Whanne this was 
herd, Sare leiyede bihynde the dore of the 
tabernacle. 1 Forsothe bothe weren olde, 
and of greet age, and wommans termes 


ceessiden to be maad to Sare. 1% And 
she leiyede, seiynge pryueli, after that Y 


wexede eld, and my lord is eld, schal Y 
yyue diligence to lust? 13 Forsothe the Lord 
seide to Abraham, Whi leiyeth Sare, thi 
wijf, seiynge, whether Y an eld womman 
schal bere child verili? 14 whether ony 
thing is hard to God? Bi the biheeste Y 
schal turne ayen to thee in this same tyme, 
if Y lyue; and Sara schal haue a sone. 15 Sare 
was aferd for drede, and denyede, seiynge, 
Y leiyede not. Forsothe the Lord seide, It 
is not so, but thou leiyedist. 1° Therfor 


whanne the men hadden risen fro then- 
nus, thei dressiden the iyen ayens Sodom; 


and Abraham yede to gidre, ledynge hem 


forth. 17 And the Lord seide, Wher Y mowe 
hele fro Abraham what thingis Y schal do, 


18 sithen he schal be in to a greet folk 
and moost strong, and alle naciouns of 
erthe schulen be blessid in hym? 19 For Y 


woot that Abraham schal comaunde hise 
children, and his hows after hym, that thei 


kepe the weie of the Lord, and that thei do 
riytfulnesse and dom, that the Lord bringe 
for Abraham alle thingis whiche he spak to 
Abraham. 2° And so the Lord seide, The cry 
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of men of Sodom and of men of Gomorre 
is multiplied, and her synne is agreggid 
greetli; Y schal come doun, 2! and schal se 
whether thei han fillid in werk the cry that 
cam to me, that Y wite whether it is not so. 
22 And thei turneden han fro thennus, and 
yeden to Sodom. Abraham sotheli stood yit 


bifore the Lord, 23 and neiyede, and seide, 
Whether thou schalt leese a iust man with 
the wickid man? 24 if fifti iust men ben in 
the citee, schulen thei perische togidere, 
and schalt thou not spare that place for fifti 
iust men, if thei ben ther ynne? 2° Fer be 
it fro thee that thou do this thing, and sle 


a iust man with a wickid man, and that a 
iust man be maad as a wickid man; this is 
not thin that demest al erthe; thou schalt 
not make this doom. 26 And the Lord seide 
to him, If Y schal fynde in Sodom fifti iust 


men in the myddis of the citee, Y schal 
foryyue to al the place for hem. 27 Abraham 
answerde and seide, For Y bigan onys, Y 
schal speke to my Lord, sithen Y am dust 


and aische; 28 what if lesse than fifti iust 
men bi fyue ben, schalt thou do a wey al 
the cite for fyue and fourti? And the Lord 
seide, Y schal not do a wei, if I schal fynde 
fyue and fourti there. 29 And eft Abraham 
seide to hym, But if fourti ben there, what 
schalt thou do? The Lord seide, Y schal not 
smyte for fourti. 3° Abraham seide, Lord, Y 
biseche, take thou not to indignacioun, if 
Y speke; what if thretti be foundun there? 
The Lord answerde, Y schal not do, if Y 
schal fynde thretti there. 3! Abraham seide, 


For Y bigan onys, Y schal speke to my 
Lord; what if twenti be foundun there? 
The Lord seide, Y schal not sle for twenti. 
32 Abraham seide, Lord, Y biseche, be thou 
not wrooth, if Y speke yit onys; what if ten 


be founden there? The Lord seide, Y schal 
not do a wey for ten. 33 The Lord yede forth, 


after that he ceesside to speke to Abraham, 
and Abraham turnede ayen in to his place. 


1 And tweyne aungels camen to Sodom 
in the euentide, while Loth sat in the yatis 
of the citee. And whanne he hadde seyn 
hem, he roos, and yede ayens hem, and 
worschipide lowe to erthe, 2 and seide, 
My lordis, Y biseche, bowe ye in to the 
hous of youre child, and dwelle ye there; 
waische ye youre feet, and in the morewtid 
ye schulen go in to youre weie. Whiche 
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seiden, Nay, but we schulen dwelle in the 
street. 3 He constreynede hem greetli, that 
thei schulden turne to hym. And whanne 


thei weren entrid in to his hous, he made 
a feeste, he bakide therf breed, and thei 
eten. 4 Forsothe bifore that thei yeden to 


sleepe, men of the citee compassiden his 


hows, fro a child ‘til to an eld man, al the 
puple togidre; 5 and thei clepiden Loth, and 


seiden to him, Where ben the men that 
entriden to thee to nyyt? brynge hem out 
hidur, that we ‘knowe hem. © And Loth 
yede out to hem ‘bihynde the bak, and 
closide the dore, 7 and seide, Y biseche, 
nyle ye, my britheren, nyle ye do this yuel. 
8 Y haue twey douytris, that knewen not 
yit man; Y schal lede out hem to you, and 
mys vse ye hem as it plesith you, so that 
ye doon noon yuel to these men, for thei 
entriden vndur the schadewe of my roof. 


9 And thei seiden, Go thou fro hennus. 
And eft thei seiden, Thou entridist as a 
comelyng; wher that thou deme? therfor 


we schulen turment thee more than these. 
And thei diden violentli to Loth ful greetli. 


Thanne it was nyy that thei wolden breke 
the doris; and lo! 1° the men puttiden 


hoond, and ledden in Loth to hem, and thei 
closiden the dore. !! And thei smyten with 


blyndenesse hem that weren withoutforth, 


fro the leest til to the moost; so that thei 
myyten not fynde the dore. 12 Forsothe 


thei seiden to Loth, Hast thou here ony 
man of thine, hosebonde of thi douyter, 
ethir sones, ethir douytris; lede thou out 


of this citee alle men that ben thine, 13 for 
we schulen do a wey this place, for the cry 


of hem encreesside bifor the Lord, which 
sente vs that we leese hem. | And so 
Loth yede out, and spak to the hosebondys 


of his douytris, that schulden take hise 
douytris, and seide, Rise ye, and go ye 
out of this place; for the Lord schal do 
awey this citee. And he was seyn to hem 
to speke as pleiynge. 15 And whanne the 
morewtid was, the aungels constreyneden 
hym, and seiden, Rise thou, and take thi 
wijf, and thi twey douytris whiche thou 
hast, lest also thou perische to gidere in the 
synne of the citee. 16 While he dissymelide, 


thei token his hond, and the hond of his 
wijf, and of his twey doutris; for the Lord 


sparide hym. 17 And thei ledden out hym, 
and settiden with out the citee. There 
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thei spaken to him, and seiden, Saue thou 
thi lijf; nyle thou biholde bihynde thi bac, 


nether stond thou in al the cuntre aboute, 
but make thee saaf in the hil; lest also thou 
perische togidere. 18 And Loth seide to 


hem, My lord, Y biseche, 19 for thi seruaunt 
hath founde grace bifore thee, and thou 
hast magnyfied thi grace and mercy, which 


thou hast do with me, that thou schuldist 
saue my lijf; Y may not be saued in the hil, 


lest perauenture yuel take me, and Y die; 
20a litil citee is here bisidis, to which Y may 
fle, and Y schal be saued ther ynne; where 
it is not a litil citee? and my soule schal 
lyue ther ynne. 21 And he seide to Loth, Lo! 
also in this Y haue resseyued thi preieris, 
that Y distrye not the citee, for which thou 
hast spoke; 22 haste thou, and be thou 
saued there, for Y may not do ony thing 


til thou entre thidur. Therfor the name of 
that citee was clepid Segor. 23 The sunne 


roos on erthe, and Loth entride in to Segor. 
24 Therfor the Lord reynede on Sodom and 
Gomorre brynston and fier, fro the Lord 


fro heuene, 25 and distriede these citees, 
and al the cuntrey aboute; he destriede 


alle enhabiters of citees, and all grene 
thingis of erthe. 2¢ And his wijf lokide abac, 
and was turned in to an ymage of salt. 
27 Forsothe Abraham risynge eerly, where 


he stood bifore with the Lord, bihelde 
Sodom and Gomorre, 28 and al the lond of 
that cuntrey; and he seiy a deed sparcle 


stiynge fro erthe, as the smoke of a furneis. 


29 For whanne God distriede the citees of 
that cuntrey, he hadde mynde of Abraham, 


and delyuerede Loth fro destriynge of the 


citees in whiche he dwellide. 3° And Loth 
stiede fro Segor, and dwellide in the hil, 


and hise twey douytris with him, for he 
dredde to dwelle in Segor; and he dwellide 
in a denne, he and his twey douytris with 
hym. 31 And the more douytre seide to 


the lasse, Oure fadre is eld, and no man is 
left in erthe, that may entre to vs, bi the 


custom of al erthe; 32 come thou, make we 
him drunkun of wyn, and slepe we with 


him, that we moun kepe seed of oure fadir. 
33 And so thei yauen to her fadir to drynke 
wyn in that nyyt, and the more douyter 
entrede, and slepte with hir fadir; and he 
feelide not, nethir whanne the douytir lay 


doun, nether whanne sche roos. 34 And 
in the tothir dai the more douytir seide 
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to the lasse, Lo! Y slepte yistirdai with 
my fadir, yyue we to hym to drynk wyn 
also in this nyyt; and thou schalt slepe 
with hym, that we saue seed of oure fadir. 
35 And thei yauen to her fadir also in that 
nyyt to drynke wyn, and the lesse douytir 
entride, and slepte with him; and sotheli 
he feelide not thanne whanne sche lay 


doun, nether whanne sche roos. 3° Therfor 
the twei douytris of Loth conseyuede of hir 


fadir. 37 And the more douytre childide a 
sone, and clepide his name Moab; he is the 
fadir of men of Moab ‘til in to present dai. 
38 And the lesse douyter childide a sone, 
and clepide his name Amon, that is, the 
sone of my puple; he is the fadir of men of 
Amon til to day. 


20 
1 Abraham yede forth fro thennus in 


to the lond of the south, and dwellide 
bitwixe Cades and Sur, and was a pilgrym 


in Geraris; 2 and he seide of Sare, his wijf, 
Sche is my sistir. Therfor Abymalec, kyng 


of Gerare, sente, and took hir. 3 Sotheli 
God cam to Abymalec bi a sweuene in the 
nyyt, and seide to hym, Lo! thou schalt 
die, for the wooman which thou hast take, 
for sche hath an hosebond. 4 Forsothe 
Abymalech touchide not hir; and he seide, 


Lord, whether thou schalt sle folc vnkun- 
nynge and iust? 5° Whether he seide not 


to me, Sche is my sistir, and sche seide, 
He is my brother? In the symplenesse of 
myn herte, and in the clennesse of myn 


hondis Y dide this. © And the Lord seide 
to hym, And Y woot that thou didist bi 


symple herte, and therfor Y kepte thee, lest 
thou didist synne ayens me, and I suffride 


not that thou touchidist hir; 7 now therfor 
yelde thou the wijfto hir hosebonde, for he 


is a profete; and he schal preye for thee, 
and thou schalt lyue; sotheli if thou nylte 
yelde, wite thou that thou schalt die bi 
deeth, thou and alle thingis that ben thine. 
8 And anoon Abynalech roos bi nyyt, and 
clepide alle his seruauntis, and spak alle 


these wordis in the eeris of hem; and alle 
men dredden greetli. 9 Sotheli Abymalec 


clepide also Abraham, and seide to hym, 
What hast thou do to vs? what synneden 
we ayens thee, for thou hast brouyt in on 
me and on my rewme a greuouse synne? 
thou hast do to vs whiche thingis thou 
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ouytist not do. 1° And eft Abimalech axide, 
and seide, What thing seiyist thou, that 


thou woldist do this? 11 Abraham an- 
swerde, Y thouyte with me, and seide, in 


hap the drede of God is not in this place; 
and thei schulen sle me for my wijf; 12 in 
other maner forsothe and sche is my sister 
verili, the douyter of my fadir, and not the 
douyter of my moder; and Y weddide hir 
in to wijf; 13 sotheli aftir that God ladde 
me out of the hous of my fadir, Y seide 
to hir, Thou schalt do this mercy with me 
in ech place to which we schulen entre; 


thou schalt seie, that Y am thi brother. 
14 Therfore Abymelech took scheep, and 


oxun, and seruauntis, and handmaydenes, 
and yaf to Abraham; and he yeldide to him 
Sare, ‘his wijf, and seide, The lond is bifor 
you; 15 dwelle thou, where euere it plesith 
thee. Forsothe Abymelech seide to Sare, 
Lo! !°Y yafa thousand platis of siluer to thi 
brother; this schal be to thee in to hiling 
of iyen to al men that ben with thee; and 
whider euere thou goist, haue thou mynde 


that thou art takun. !7 Sotheli for Abraham 
preiede, God curide Abymelech, and his 


wijf, and handmaydens, and thei childiden; 


18 for God hadde closid ech wombe of the 
hows of Abymelech, for Sare, the wijf of 


Abraham. 


21 


1 Forsothe God visitide Sare, as he bi- 
hiyte, and fillide tho thingis, that he spak. 


2 And sche conseyuede, and childide a sone 
in hir eeld, in the tyme wherynne God bi- 
forseide to hir. 3 And Abraham clepide the 


name of his sone, whom Sare childide to 
him, Ysaac. 4 And Abraham circumcidide 
hym in the eiyte dai, as God comaundide 


to him, 5 whanne he was of an hundrid 
yeer; for Ysaac was borun in this age of 


the fadir. © And Sare seide, The Lord made 
leiyynge to me, and who euer schal here 


schal leiye with me. 7 And eft sche seide, 


Who schulde here, and bileue to Abraham, 
that Sare schulde yyue soukyng to a sone, 


whom sche childide to him now an eld 
man? ® Therfor the child encreesside, and 
was wenyd; and Abraham made a greet 


feeste in the dai of his wenyng. ° And 
whanne Sare seiy the sone of Agar Egipcian 
pleiynge with Ysaac hir sone, sche seide 
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to Abraham, 1° Cast thou out the hand- 
mayde and hir sone; for the sone of the 
handmayde schal not be eir with my sone 
Ysaac. 11 Abraham took this heuyli for his 
sone; 12 and God seide to hym, Be it not 
seyn scharp to thee on the child, and on 
thin handmayde; alle thingis whiche Sare 
seith to thee, here thou hir vois, for in Isaac 
seed schal be clepid to thee; 1° but also I 


schal make the sone of the handmaid in to 
a greet folk, for he is thi seed. 14 And so 


Abraham roos eerli, and took breed, and a 
botel of watir, and puttide on hir schuldre, 


and bitook the child, and lefte hir; and 


whanne sche hadde go, sche yede out of 


the weie in the wildirnesse of Bersabee. 
15 And whanne the watir in the botel was 
endid, sche castide awei the child vndur a 
tre that was there; !° and sche yede awei, 


and sche sat euene ayens as fer as a bowe 
may caste; for sche seide, Y schal not se 
the child diynge; and sche sat ayens, and 
reiside hir vois, and wepte. 1” Forsothe the 


Lord herde the vois of the child, and the 
aungel of the Lord clepide Agar fro heuene, 


and seide, What doist thou, Agar? nyle 


thou drede, for God hath herd the vois of 
the child fro the place where ynne he is. 
18 Rise thou, and take the child, and holde 
his hoond; for Y schal make hym in to a 
greet folc. 19 And God openyde hir iyen, 
and sche seiy a pit of watir, and sche yede, 
and fillide the botel, and sche yaf drynk 


to the child; 2° and was with him, and he 
encresside, and dwellide in wildernesse, 
and he was maad a yong man an archer, 


21 and dwellide in the deseert of Faran; and 
his modir took to him a wijf of the lond of 


Egipt. 22In the same tyme Abymelech, and 
Ficol, prince of his oost, seide to Abraham, 
God is with thee in alle thingis whiche thou 


doist; 23 therfore swere thou bi God that 
thou noye not me, and myn eiris, and my 


kynrede; but bi the mersi whych Y dide to 


thee, do thou to me, and to the lond in 
which thou lyuedist a comelyng. 24 And 


Abraham seide, Y schal swere. 25 And he 
blamyde Abymelech for the pit of watir, 


which hise seruauntis token awey bi vio- 
lence. 26 And Abymelech answerde, I wiste 
not who dide this thing, but also thou 


schewidist not to me, and Y herde not out- 
akun to dai. 27 Andso Abraham took scheep 


and oxun, and yaf to Abymalech, and bothe 
smyten a boond of pees. 28 And Abraham 
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settide seuene ewe lambren of the flok 
asidis half. 29 And Abymelech seide to hym, 
What wolen these seuene ewe lambren 
to hem silf, whiche thou madist stonde 
asidis half? 3° And he seide, Thou schalt 
take of myn hond seuene ewe lambren, 


that tho be in to witnessyng to me, for 
Y diggide this pit. 31 Therfor thilke place 
was clepid Bersabee, for euere eithir swore 
there; 32 and thei maden boond of pees for 
the pit of an ooth. *° Forsothe Abymelech 
roos, and Ficol, prince of his chyualrie, 
and thei turneden ayen in to the lond of 
Palestyns. Sotheli Abraham plauntide a 
wode in Bersabee, and inwardli clepide 
there the name of euerlastinge God; 34 and 
he was an erthetiliere ether a comelynge of 
the lond of Palestynes in many dayes. 


22 


1 And aftir that these thingis weren don, 
God assaiede Abraham, and seide to hym, 


Abraham! Abraham! He answerde, Y am 
present. 2 God seide to him, Take thi ‘sone 


oon gendrid, whom thou louest, Ysaac; 
and go into the lond of visioun, and offre 
thou hym there in to brent sacrifice, on 


oon of the hillis whiche Y schal schewe 
to thee. 3 Therfor Abraham roos bi niyt, 


and sadlide his asse, and ledde with hym 
twey yonge men, and Ysaac his sone; and 


whanne he hadde hewe trees in to brent 
sacrifice, he yede to the place which God 


hadde comaundid to him. 4Forsothe in the 
thridde dai he reiside hise iyen, and seiy a 


place afer; > and he seide to hise children, 
Abide ye here with the asse, Y and the child 
schulen go thidur; and aftir that we han 
worschipid, we schulen turne ayen to you. 


6 And he took the trees of brent sacrifice, 
and puttide on Ysaac his sone; forsothe 


he bar fier, and a swerd in hise hondis. 
And whanne thei tweyne yeden togidere, 
Isaac seide to his fadir, My fadir! 7 And he 
answerde, What wolt thou, sone? He seide, 
Lo! fier and trees, where is the beeste 
of brent sacrifice? ® Abraham seide, My 


sone, God schal puruey to hym the beeste 
of brent sacrifice. % Therfor thei yeden 
to gidere, and camen to the place whiche 
God hadde schewid to hym, in which place 


Abraham bildide an auter, and dresside 
trees a boue; and whanne he hadde bounde 
to gidere Ysaac, his sone, he puttide Ysaac 
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in the auter, on the heep of trees. 1° And he 


helde forth his hond, and took the swerd 


to sacrifice his sone. 1! And lo! an aungel 


of the Lord criede fro heuene, and seide, 
Abraham! Abraham! 12 Which answerde, 
Iam present. And the aungel seide to hym, 


Holde thou not forth thin honde on the 
child, nether do thou ony thing to him; 
now Y haue knowe that thou dredist God, 
and sparidist not thin oon gendrid sone for 
me. 13 Abraham reiside hise iyen, and he 
seiy ‘bihynde his bak a ram cleuynge bi 
hornes among breris, which he took, and 
offride brent sacrifice for the sone. 14 And 
he clepide the name of that place, The Lord 
seeth; wherfore it is seyd, til to dai, The 


Lord schal see in the hil. 15 Forsothe the 
aungel of the Lord clepide Abraham the 


secounde tyme fro heuene, 1¢ and seide, 
The Lord seith, Y haue swore bi my silf, 
for thou hast do this thing, and hast not 
sparid thin oon gendrid for me, 17 Y schal 
blesse thee, and Y schal multiplie thi seed 
as the sterris of heuene, and as grauel 
which is in the brynk of the see; thi seed 
schal gete the yatis of hise enemyes; 18 and 


alle the folkis of erthe schulen be blessid 
in thi seed, for thou obeiedist to my vois. 


19 Abraham turnede ayen to hise children, 
and thei yeden to Bersabee to gidere, and 


he dwellide there. 29 And so whanne these 
thingis weren don, it was teld to Abraham 


that also Melcha hadde bore sones to Na- 
chor his brother; 21 Hus the firste gendrid, 
and Buz his brothir, and Chamuhel the 
fadir of Sireis, 22 and Cased, and Asan, 
and Feldas, 23 and Jedlaf, and Batuhel, of 
whom Rebecca was borun; Melcha childide 
these eiyte to Nachor brother of Abraham. 


24 Forsothe his concubyn, Roma bi name, 


childide Thabee, and Gaon, and Thaas, and 
Maacha. 


23 


1 Forsothe Sare lyuede an hundrid and 
seuene and twenti yeer, 2 and diede in the 


citee of Arbee, which is Ebron, in the lond 
of Chanaan; and Abraham cam to biweyle 
and biwepe hir. 3 And whanne he hadde 
rise fro the office of the deed bodi, he spak 
to the sones of Heth, and seide, 4Y am a 
comelyng and a pilgrym anentis you; yyue 
ye to me riyt of sepulcre with you, that Y 
birie my deed body. ° And the sones of 
Heth answeriden, and seiden, Lord, here 
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thou vs; °thou art the prince of God anentis 


vs; birie thou thi deed bodi in oure chosun 
sepulcris, and no man schal mow forbede 
thee, that ne thou birie thi deed bodi in the 
sepulcre of him. 7 And Abraham roos, and 
worschipide the puple of the lond, that is, 


the sones of Heth. ® And he seide to hem, If 
it plesith youre soule that Y birie my deed 


bodi, here ye me, and preie ye for me to 
Efron, the sone of Seor, ° that he yyue to 
me the double caue, whiche he hath in the 
vttirmoste part of his feeld; for sufficiaunt 
money yyue he it to me bifore you into 
possessioun of sepulcre. 1° Forsothe Efron 
dwellide in the myddis of the sones of 


Heth. And Efron answerde to Abraham, 
while alle men herden that entriden bi the 
yate of that citee, 11 and seide, My lord, it 


schal not be doon so, but more herkne thou 
that that Y seie; Y yyue to thee the feeld, 


and the denne which is therine, while the 
sones of my puple ben present; birie thou 
thi deed bodi. 12 Abraham worschipide 
bifor the Lord, and bifor the puple of the 
lond, 13 and he spak to Efron, while his 
puple stood aboute, Y biseche, that thou 
here me; Y schal yyue money for the feeld, 
resseyue thou it, and so Y schal birie my 


deed bodi in the feeld. 14 And Efron an- 
swerde, My lord, 5 here thou me, the lond 


which thou axist is worth foure hundrid 
siclis of siluer, that is the prijs bitwixe me 


and thee, but hou myche is this? birie thou 


thi deed bodi. 16 And whanne Abraham 
hadde herd this, he noumbride the monei 
which Efron axide, while the sones of Heth 
herden, foure hundrid siclis of siluer, and 
of preuyd comyn monei. 1” And the feeld 


that was sumtyme of Efron, in which feeld 
was a double denne, biholdinge to Mam- 


bre, as wel thilke feeld as the denne and 
alle the trees therof, in alle termes therof 
bi cumpas, was confermed to Abraham in 


to possessioun, 18 while the sones of Heth 
seiyen and alle men that entriden bi the 
yate of that citee. 19 And so Abraham 
biriede Sare, his wijf, in the double denne 


of the feeld, that bihelde to Mambre; this 
is Ebron in the lond of Chanaan. 2° And the 
feeld, and the denne that was therynne, 


was confermyd of the sones of Heth to 
Abraham, in to possessioun of sepulcre. 


24 


1 Forsothe Abraham was eld, and of 
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many daies, and the Lord hadde blessid 
hym in alle thingis. 2 And he seide to 


the eldere seruaunt of his hows, that was 
souereyn on alle thingis that he hadde, Put 


thou thin hond vndur myn hipe, 3 that Y 
coniure thee bi the Lord God of heuene and 
of erthe, that thou take not a wijf to my 
sone of the douytris of Chanaan, among 
whiche Y dwelle; 4 but that thou go to my 
lond and kynrede, and therof take a wijf to 
my sone Ysaac. > The seruaunt aunswerde, 
If the womman nyle come with me in to 
this lond, whether Y owe lede ayen thi sone 
to the place, fro which thou yedist out? 
6 Abraham seide, Be war, lest ony tyme 
thou lede ayen thidur my sone; 7 the Lord 
of heuene that took me fro the hows of my 
fadir, and fro the lond of my birthe, which 
spak to me, and swoor, and seide, Y schal 
yyue this lond to thi seed, he schal sende 
his aungel bifore thee, and thou schalt take 
fro thennus a wijf to my sone; forsothe if 
the womman nyle sue thee, ® thou schalt 


not be holdun bi the ooth; netheles lede 
not ayen my sone thidur. ° Therfore the 


seruaunt puttide his hond vndur the hipe 


of Abraham, his lord, and swoor to him on 
this word. 1° And he took ten camels of 
the floc of his lord, and yede forth, and bar 


with him of alle the goodis of his lord; and 
he yede forth, and cam to Mesopotanye, 
to the citee of Nachor. 11 And whanne he 
hadde maad the camels to reste with out 
the citee, bisidis the pit of watir, in the 
euentid, in that tyme in which wymmen 
ben wont to go out to drawe watir, 12 he 
seide, Lord God of my lord Abraham, Y 


biseche, meete with me to dai, and do 
mersi with my lord Abraham. 13 Lo! Y 


stonde nyy the welle of watir, and the 
douytris of enhabiters of this citee schulen 
go out to drawe watir; 14 therfor the damy- 


sel to which Y schal seie, Bowe doun thi 
watir pot that Y drynke, and schal answere, 
Drynke thou, but also Y schal yyue drynke 
to thi camels, thilke it is which thou hast 
maad redi to thi seruaunt Ysaac; and bi 
this Y schal vndirstonde that thou hast do 
mersi with my lord Abraham. 1 And he 


hadde not yit fillid the wordis with ynne 
hym silf, and lo! Rebecca, the douytir 
of Batuel, sone of Melcha, wijf of Nachor, 
brothir of Abraham, yede out, hauynge a 
watir pot in hir schuldre; 1° a damysel ful 
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comeli, and faireste virgyn, and vnknowun 


of man. Sotheli sche cam doun to the 
welle, and fillide the watir pot, and turnide 


ayen. !7 And the seruaunt mette hir, and 
seide, Yyue thou to me a litil of the watir 
of thi pot to drynke. 18 Which answerde, 
Drynke thou, my lord. And anoon sche dide 
doun the watir pot on hir schuldre, and yaf 
drynk to hym. 19 And whanne he hadde 


drunke, sche addide, But also Y schal drawe 
watir to thi camelis, til alle drynken. 2° And 


sche helde out the watir pot in trouyis, and 
ran ayen to the pit, to drawe watir, and 
sche yaf watir drawun to alle the camels. 
21 Sotheli he bihelde hir priueli, and wolde 
wite whether the Lord hadde sped his wei, 
ethir nay. 22 Therfor after that the camels 
drunken, the man brouyte forth goldun 
eere ryngis, weiynge twei siclis, and as 
many bies of the arm, in the weiyte of ten 
siclis. 23 And he seide to hir, Whos douyter 
art thou? schewe thou to me, is ony place 


in the hows of thi fadir to dwelle? 24 Which 
answerde, Y am the douyter of Batuel, sone 
of Nachor, whom Melcha childide to him. 
25 And sche addide, seiynge, Also ful myche 
of prouendre and of hey is at vs, and a 
large place to dwelle. 2° The man bowide 
hym silf, 27 and worschipide the Lord, and 
seide, Blessid be the Lord God of my lord 


Abraham, which God took not aweie his 
mersy and treuthe fro my lord, and ledde 


me bi riyt weie in to the hous of the brother 
of my lord. 28 And so the damesel ran, and 
telde in the hous of hir modir alle thingis 


whiche sche hadde herd. 29 Sotheli Rebecca 
hadde a brothir, Laban bi name, whiche 
yede out hastili to the man, where he was 


with out forth. 3° And whanne he hadde 
seyn the eere ryngis and byes of the arm in 


the hondis of his sister, and hadde herd alle 
the wordis of hir tellynge, the man spak to 
me these thingis, he cam to the man that 
stood bisidis the camels, and nyy the welle 
of watir, 3! and seide to him, Entre thou, the 
blessid of the Lord; whi stondist thou with 
outforth? I haue maad redi the hows, anda 
place to thi camels. 3 And he brouyte hym 


in to the ynne, and unsadlide the camels, 
and yaf prouendre, and hey, and watir to 


waische the feet of camels, and of men that 
camen with hym. °3 And breed was set 


forth in his siyt, which seide, Y schal not 
ete til Y speke my wordis. He answerde to 
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the man, Speke thou. 34 And the man seide, 


Y am the seruaunt of Abraham, 35 and the 
Lord hath blessid my lord greetli, and he 


is maad greet; and God yaf to hym scheep, 
and oxun, siluer, and gold, seruauntis, and 


handmaides, camels, and assis. 3° And Sare, 
‘the wijf of my lord, childide a sone to my 


lord in his eelde, and he yaf alle thingis 
that he hadde to that sone. 37 And my lord 
chargide me greetli, and seide, Thou schalt 
not take to my sone a wijf of the douytris 


of Canaan, in whos lond Y dwelle, 38 but 
thou schalt go to the hous of my fadir, and 


of myn kynrede thou schalt take a wijf to 
my sone. 3? Forsothe Y answerde to my 
lord, What if the womman nyle come with 
me? 4° He seide, The Lord in whose siyt Y 
go, schal sende his aungel with thee, and 


he schal dresse thi weie; and thou schalt 
take a wijf to my sone of my kynrede, 


and of my fadris hows. 4! Thou schalt be 
innocent fro my curs, whanne thou comest 
to my kynesmen, and thei yyuen not ‘the 
womman to thee. 42 Therfor Y cam to day 


to the welle of watir, and Y seide, Lord God 
of my lord Abraham, if thou hast dressid 


my weie in which Y go now, lo! #2 Y stonde 


bisidis the welle of watir, and the maide 
that schal go out to drawe watir herith 


me, yyue thou to me a litil of water to 
drynke of thi pot, 44 and seith to me, And 
thou drynke, and Y schal drawe watir to 


thi camels, thilke is the womman which the 
Lord hath maad redi to the sone of my lord. 


45 While Y turnede in thouyte these thingis 
with me, Rebecca apperide, comynge with 
a pot which sche bare in the schuldre; and 
sche yede doun to the welle, and drowe 
watir. And Y seide to hir, Yyue thou a 
litil to me to drynke; and sche hastide, 
46 and dide doun the pot of the schuldre, 
and seide to me, And thou drynke, and Y 
schal yyue drynke to thi camels; Y drank, 


and watride the camels. 47 And Y axide hir, 
and seide, Whos douytir art thou? Which 


answerde, Y am the douytir of Batuel, sone 


of Nachor, whom Melcha childide to him. 
And so Y hangide eere ryngis to ourne hir 


face, and Y puttide bies of the arm in hir 
hondis, 48 and lowliche Y worschipide the 
Lord, and Y blessid the Lord God of my 
lord Abraham, which God ledde me bi riyt 
weie, that Y schulde take the douytir of the 
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brothir of my lord to his sone. 49 Wherfor 
if ye don mercy and treuthe with ‘my lord, 
schewe ye to me; ellis if othir thing plesith, 
also seie ye this, that Y go to the riyt side 


ethir to the left side. 5° Laban and Batuel 
answeriden, The word is gon out of the 


Lord; we moun not speke ony other thing 
with thee without his plesaunce. 5! Lo! 


Rebecca is bifore thee; take thou hir, and 
go forth, and be sche wijf of the sone of thi 


lord, as the Lord spak. 52 And whanne the 
child of Abraham hadde herd this, he felde 
doun, and worschipide the Lord in erthe. 
53 And whanne vessels of siluer, and of 
gold, and clothis weren brouyt forth, he yaf 
tho to Rebecca for yifte, and he yaf yiftis to 
hir britheren, and modir. 54 And whanne 
a feeste was maad, thei eeten and drunken 
to gider, and dwelliden there. Forsothe the 


child roos eerli, and spak, Delyuere ye me, 
that Y go to my lord. °5 Hir britheren and 


modir answerden, The damesele dwelle 
nameli ten daies at vs, and aftirward sche 
schal go forth. 5° The child seide, Nyle ye 


holde me, for the Lord hath dressid my 
weie; delyuere ye me, that I go to my lord. 
57 And thei seiden, Clepe we the damysele, 


and axe we hir wille. 58 And whanne 
sche was clepid, and cam, thei axiden, 


Wolt thou go with this man? %? And sche 
seide, Y schal go. Therfor they delyueriden 


hir, and hir nurse, and the seruaunt of 
Abraham, and hise felowis, and wischiden 
prosperitees to her sister, °° and seiden, 


Thou art oure sister, encreesse thou intoa 
thousand thousandis, and thi seed gete the 


yatis of hise enemyes. ©! Therfor Rebecca 


and hir damesels stieden on the camels, 
and sueden the man, which turnede ayen 


hasteli to his lord. 2 In that tyme Ysaac 
walkide bi the weie that ledith to the pit, 
whos name is of hym that lyueth and seeth; 


for he dwellide in the south lond. © And 
he yede out to thenke in the feeld, for 


the dai was ‘bowid thanne; and whanne 
he hadde reisid the iyen, he seiy camels 


comynge afer. ®4 And whanne Ysaac was 
seyn, Rebecca liyte doun of the camel, 
65 and seide to the child, Who is that man 
that cometh bi the feeld in to the metyng 
of vs? And the child seide to hir, He is 
my lord. And sche took soone a mentil, 
and hilide hir. © Forsothe the seruaunt 
tolde to his lord Ysaac alle thingis whiche 
he hadde do; §7 which Ysaac ledde hir in to 
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the tabernacle of Sare, his modir, and took 
hir to wijf; and so myche he louede hir, that 


he temperide the sorewe which bifelde of 
the deeth of the modir. 


1 Forsothe Abraham weddide another 
wijf, Ceture bi name, ? which childide to 
him Samram, and Jexan, and Madan, and 
Madian, and Jesboth, and Sue. 3 Also Jexan 
gendride Saba and Dadan. Forsothe the 
sones of Dadan weren Asurym, and Lath- 
usym, and Laomym. 4 And sotheli of Ma- 


dian was borun Efa, and Ofer, and Enoth, 
and Abida, and Heldaa; alle these weren 
the sones of Cethure. ° And Abraham yaf 


alle thingis whiche he hadde in posses- 
sioun to Isaac; © sotheli he yaf yiftis to the 
sones of concubyns; and Abraham, while 
he lyuede yit, departide hem fro Ysaac, his 


sone, to the eest coost. 7 Forsothe the daies 
of lijf of Abraham weren an hundrid and 


‘fyue and seuenti yeer; 8 and he failide, 
and diede in good eelde, and of greet age, 
and ful of daies, and he was gaderid to his 
puple. 9 And Ysaac and Ismael, his sones, 
birieden him in the double denne, which is 
set in the feeld of Efron, sone of Seor Ethei, 
10 euene ayens Mambre, which denne he 
bouyte of the sones of Heth; and he was 
biried there, and Sare his wijf. 11 And 
aftir the deeth of Abraham God blesside 
Isaac his sone, which dwellide bisidis the 
pit bi name of hym that lyueth and seeth. 
12 These ben the generaciouns of Ismael, 
sone of Abraham, whom Agar Egipcian, 
seruauntesse of Sare, childide to Abraham; 
13 and these ben the names of the sones 
of Ismael, in her names and generaciouns. 
The firste gendride of Ismael was Nabaioth, 
aftirward Cedar, and Abdeel, and Mabsan, 
14 and Masma, and Duma, and Massa, 5 and 
Adad, and Thema, and Ithur, and Nafir, 
and Cedma. 16 These weren the sones of 
Ismael, and these weren names by castels 
and townes of hem, twelue princes of her 
lynagis. 17 And the yeeris of lijf of Ismael 
weren maad an hundrid and seuene and 
thretti, and he failide, and diede, and was 
put to his puple. 18 Forsothe he enhabitide 
fro Euila til to Sur, that biholdith Egipt, as 
me entrith in to Assiriens; he diede bifore 
alle his britheren. 19 Also these ben the 
generaciouns of Ysaac sone of Abraham. 
Abraham gendride Isaac, 2° and whanne 
Isaac was of fourti yeer, he weddide a 
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wijf, Rebecca, douyter of Batuel, of Sirie of 
Mesopotanye, the sistir of Laban. 2! And 
Isaac bisouyte the Lord for his wijf, for 
sche was bareyn; and the Lord herde him, 
and yaf conseiuyng to Rebecca. 22 But the 
litle children weren hurtlid togidre in hir 


wombe; and sche seide, If it was so to 
comynge to me, what nede was it to con- 
seyue? And sche yede and axide counsel 
of the Lord, 23 which answerde, and seide, 
Twei folkis ben in thi wombe, and twei 
puplis schulen be departid fro thi wombe, 
and a puple schal ouercome a puple, and 


the more schal serue the lesse. 24 Thanne 
the tyme of childberyng cam, and lo! twei 


children weren foundun in hir wombe. 
25 He that yede out first was reed, and al 


rouy in the manere of a skyn; and his name 
was clepid Esau. 2° Anoon the tothir yede 


out, and helde with the hond the heele of 
the brother; and therfore he clepide him 


Jacob. Isaac was sixti yeer eeld, whanne 


the litle children weren borun. 27 And 
whanne thei weren woxun, Esau was maad 
a man kunnynge of huntyng, and a man 


erthe tilier; forsothe Jacob was a symple 


man, and dwellide in tabernaclis. 28 Isaac 
louyde Esau, for he eet of the huntyng of 


Esau; and Rebecca louyde Jacob. 29 Sotheli 
Jacob sethide potage; and whanne Esau 
cam weri fro the feld, 3° he seide to Jacob, 
Yyue thou to me of this reed sething, for 
Y am ful weri; for which cause his name 
was clepid Edom. 3! And Jacob seide to 
him, Sille to me the riyt of the first gendrid 


childe. 32 He answerde, Lo! Y die, what 
schulen the firste gendrid thingis profite 
to me? 33 Jacob seide, therfor swere thou 
to me. Therfor Esau swoor, and selde the 
firste gendrid thingis. 34 And so whanne 
he hadde take breed and potage, Esau eet 
and drank, and yede forth, and chargide 
litil that he hadde seld the riyt of the firste 
gendrid child. 


26 
1 Forsothe for hungur roos on the lond, 
aftir thilke bareynesse that bifelde in the 
daies of Abraham, Isaac yede forth to 
Abymelech, kyng of Palestyns, in Gerara. 
2 And the Lord apperide to hym, and seide, 
Go not doun in to Egipt, but reste thou 


in the lond which Y schal seie to thee, 
3 and be thou a pilgrym ther ynne; and 
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Y schal be with thee, and Y schal blesse 
thee; for Y schal yyue alle these cuntrees 


to thee and to thi seed, and Y schal fille 
the ooth which Y bihiyte to Abraham, thi 


fadir. * And Y schal multiplie thi seed as 
the sterris of heuene, and Y schal yyue 
alle these thingis to thin eyris, and alle 


folkis of erthe schulen be blessid in thi 
seed, for Abraham obeide to my vois, 5 and 


kepte ‘my preceptis and comaundementis, 
and kepte cerymonyes and lawis. © And so 


Ysaac dwellide in Geraris. 7 And whanne he 
was axid of men of that place of his wijf, he 


answarde, Sche is my sistir; for he dredde 
to knowleche that sche was felouschipid 
to hym in matrymonye, and gesside lest 
peraduenture thei wolden sle him for the 
fairnesse of hir. 8 And whanne ful many 
daies weren passid, and he dwellide there, 
Abymelech, kyng of Palestyns, bihelde bi 
a wyndow, and seiy hym pleiynge with 
Rebecca, his wijf. 9° And whanne Isaac 
was clepid, the kyng seide, It is opyn, 
that sche is thi wijf; whi liedist thou, that 


sche was thi sistir? Isaac answerde, Y 
dredde, lest Y schulde die for hir. 1° And 
Abymelech seide, Whi hast thou disseyued 


vs? Sum man of the puple myyte do 
letcherie with thi wijf, and thou haddist 
brouyt in greuous synne on vs. And the 
kyng comaundide to al the puple, 1! and 
seide, He that touchith the wijf of this man 
schal die bi deeth. 12 Forsothe Isaac sowide 


in that lond, and he foond an hundrid 
fold in that yeer; and the Lord blesside 
hym. 13 And the man was maad riche, and 
he yede profitynge and encreessynge til 
he was maad ful greet. 14 Also he hadde 
possessioun of scheep and grete beestis, 
and ful myche of meyne. For this thing 
Palestyns hadden enuye to hym, ! and thei 
stoppiden in that tyme and filliden with 
erthe alle the pittis whiche the seruauntis 
of Abraham his fadir hadden diggid, 1° in 
so myche that Abymelech him silf seide 
to Ysaac, Go thou awei fro vs, for thou 
art maad greetly myytier than we. !” And 
he yede awei, that he schulde come to 


the stronde of Gerare, and dwelle there. 
18 And he diggide eft other pittis, whiche 


the seruauntis of Abraham his fadir had- 
den diggid, and whiche the Filisteis hadden 


stoppid sumtyme, whanne Abraham was 
deed; and he clepide tho pittis bi the same 
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names, bi whiche his fadir hadde clepid 
bifore. 1° Thei diggiden in the stronde, and 
thei founden wellynge watir. 2° But also 
strijf of scheepherdis of Gerare was there 
ayens the scheepherdis of Isaac, and thei 
seiden, The watir is oure; wherfor of that 
that bifelde he clepide the name of the pit 
fals chaleng. 2! And thei diggiden anothir, 
and thei stryueden also for that, and Ysaac 
clepide that pit enemytes. 22 And he yede 
forth fro thennus, and diggide another pit, 
for which thei stryueden not, therfor he 
clepid the name of that pit largenesse; and 
seide, Now God hath alargid vs, and hath 


maad to encreesse on erthe. 23 Forsothe 
he stiede fro that place in to Bersabee, 


24 where the Lord God apperide to him in 
that nyyt; and seide, Y am God of Abra- 
ham, thi fadir; nyle thou drede, for Y am 


with thee, and Y schal blesse thee, and Y 
schal multiplie thi seed for my seruaunt 


Abraham. 25 And so Ysaac bildide ther an 
auter to the Lord; and whanne the name of 
the Lord was inwardli clepid, he stretchide 


forth a tabernacle; and he comaundide hise 
seruauntis that thei schulden digge pittis. 
26 And whanne Abymelech, and Ochosat, 
hise frendis, and Ficol, duk of knyytis, had- 
den come fro Geraris to that place, 27 Isaac 
spak to hem, What camen ye to me, a man 
whom ye hatiden, and puttiden awei fro 
you? 28 Whiche answeriden, We seiyen that 
God is with thee, and therfor we seiden 


now, An ooth be bitwixe vs, and make we a 
couenaunt of pees, 2? that thou do not ony 


yuel to vs, as we touchiden ‘not ony thing 
of thine, nethir diden that that hirtide 
thee, but with pees we leften thee encres- 
sid bi the blessyng of the Lord. 3° Therfor 
Isaac made a feeste to hem; and after mete 
and drynk thei risen eerli, >! and sworen 
ech to other; and Isaac lefte hem peisibli in 
to her place. 32Lo! forsothe in that dai the 
seruauntis of Ysaac camen, tellynge to him 
of the pit which thei hadden diggid, and 


seiden, We han foundun watir. 33 Wherfor 
Ysaac clepide that pit abundaunce; and 
the name of the citee was set Bersabee til 
in to present dai. 34 Esau forsothe fourti 
yeer eld weddide twei wyues, Judith, the 
douytir of Beeri Ethei, and Bethsamath, 
the douyter of Elon, of the same place; 


35 whiche bothe offendiden the soule of 
Isaac and of Rebecca. 
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27 


1 Forsothe Isaac wexe eld, and hise iyen 
dasewiden, and he miyte not se. And he 
clepide Esau, his more sone, and seide to 
hym, My sone! Which answerde, Y am 
present. 2To whom the fadir seide, Thou 


seest that Y haue woxun eld, and Y knowe 
not the dai of my deeth. 3 Take thin 


armeres, ‘arewe caas, and a bowe, and go 
out; and whanne thou hast take ony thing 
bi huntyng, 4 make to me a seew therof, 
as thou knowist that Y wole, and brynge 
that Y ete, and my soule blesse thee bifore 


that Y die. 5 And whanne Rebecca hadde 
herd this thing, and he hadde go in to the 


feeld to fille the comaundment of the fadir, 
6 sche seide to hir sone Jacob, Y herde thi 
fadir spekynge with Esau, thi brothir, and 
seiynge to him, Brynge thou me of thin 
huntyng, 7 and make thow metis, that Y 


ete, and that Y blesse thee bifor the Lord 
bifor that Y die. 8 Now therfor, my sone, 


assent to my counsels, ° and go to the 
floc, and brynge to me tweyne the beste 


kidis, that Y make metis of tho to thi fadir, 
whiche he etith gladli; 1° and that whanne 


thow hast brouyt in tho metis, and he 
hath ete, he blesse thee bifore that he die. 
11To whom Jacob answerde, Thou knowist 
that Esau my brother is an heeri man, and 
Y am smethe; if my fadir ‘touchith and 
feelith me, 12 Y drede lest he gesse that Y 
wolde scorne him, and lest he brynge in 
cursyng on me for blessyng. 13 To whom 
the modir seide, My sone, this cursyng 
be in me; oonly here thou my vois, and 
go, and brynge that that Y seide. 14 He 
yede, and brouyte, and yaf to his modir. 
Sche made redi metis, as sche knewe that 
his fadir wolde, 45 and sche clothide Jacob 
in ful goode clothis of Esau, whiche sche 


hadde at home anentis hir silf. 1© And sche 
‘compasside the hondis with litle skynnys 


of kiddis, and kyuerede the ‘nakide thingis 
of the necke; !” and sche yaf seew, and 
bitook the loouys whiche sche hadde bake. 
18 And whanne these weren brouyt in, he 
seide, My fadir! And he answerde, Y here; 
who art thou, my sone? 9 And Jacob seide, 
Y am Esau, thi first gendrid sone. Y haue 
do to thee as thou comaundist to me; rise 
thou, sitte, and ete of myn huntyng, that 
thi soule blesse me. 2° Eft Ysaac seide to 
his sone, My sone, hou miytist thou fynde 
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so soone? Which answerde, It was Goddis 
wille, that this that Y wolde schulde come 
soone to me. 21 And Isaac seide, My sone, 


come thou hidir, that Y touche thee, and 
that Y preue wher thou art my sone Esau, 


ethir nay. 22 He neiyede to the fadir; and 
whanne he hadde feelid hym, Isaac seide, 
Sotheli the vois is the vois of Jacob, but 


the hondis ben the hondis of Esau. 23 And 
Isaac knew not Jacob, for the heery hondis 


expressiden the licnesse of the more sone. 


24 Therfor Isaac blesside him, and seide, Art 
thou my sone Esau? Jacob answerde, Y am. 


25 And Isaac seide, My sone, brynge thou to 
me metis of thin huntyng, that my soule 


blesse thee. And whanne Isaac hadde ete 
these metis brouyt, Jacob brouyte also wyn 


to Isaac, and whanne this was drunkun, 
26 Isaac seide to him, My sone, come thou 


hidir, and yyue to me a cos. 27 Jacob 
neiyede, and kisside hym; and anoon as 


Isaac feelide the odour of hise clothis, he 
blesside him, and seide, Lo! the odour of 
my sone as the odour of a ‘feeld ful which 


the Lord hath blessid. 28 God yyue to thee 
of the dewe of heuene, and of the fatnesse 
of erthe, aboundaunce of whete, and of 
wyn, and of oile; 29 and puplis serue thee, 
and lynagis worschipe thee; be thou lord of 


thi britheren, and the sones of thi modir be 
bowid bifor thee; be he cursid that cursith 
thee, and he that blessith thee, be fillid 
with blessyngis. 3° Vnnethis Isaac hadde 


fillid the word, and whanne Jacob was gon 
out, 31 Esau cam, and brouyte in metis so- 
dun of the huntyng to the fadir, and seide, 
My fadir, rise thou, and ete of the huntyng 


of thi sone, that thi soule blesse me. 32 And 
Isaac seide, Who forsothe art thou? Which 
answerde, Y am Esau, thi firste gendrid 
sone. 33 Isaac dredde bi a greet astony- 
ing; and he wondride more, than it mai 
be bileued, and seide, Who therfor is he 
which a while ago brouyte to me huntyng 
takun, and Y eet of alle thingis bifor that 


thou camest; and Y blesside him? and he 
schal be blessid. 34 Whanne the wordis 
of the fadir weren herd, Esau rorid with 
a greet cry, and was astonyed, and seide, 


My fadir, blesse thou also me. 35 Which 
seide, Thy brother cam prudentli, and took 
thi blessyng. 3° And Esau addide, Justli his 
name is clepid Jacob, for lo! he supplaun- 
tide me another tyme; bifor he took awei 
‘my firste gendride thingis, and now the 
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secounde tyme he rauyschide priueli my 
blessyng. And eft he seide to the fadir, 
Wher thou hast not reserued a blessyng 


also to me? 37 Ysaac answeride, Y haue 
maad him thi lord, and Y haue maad suget 


alle hise britheren to his seruage; Y haue 
stablischid him in whete, and wyn, and 
oile; and, my sone, what schal Y do to thee 
aftir these thingis? 38 To whom Esau saide, 
Fadir, wher thou hast oneli o blessyng? 
Y biseche that also thou blesse me. And 
whanne Esau wepte with greet yellyng, 
39 Isaac was stirid, and seide to hym, Thi 
blessyng schal be in the fatnesse of erthe, 


and in the dew of heuene fro aboue; 4° thou 
schalt lyue bi swerd, and thou schalt serue 


thi brothir, and tyme schal come whanne 
thou schalt shake awei, and vnbynde his 
yok fro thi nollis. 41 Therfor Esau hatide 
euer Jacob for the blessyng bi which the 
fadir hadde blessid hym; and Esau seide 
in his herte, The daies of morenyng of my 
fadir schulen come, and Y schal sle Jacob, 
my brothir. 42 These thingis weren teld to 
Rebecca, and sche sente, and clepide hir 
sone Jacob, and seide to hym, Lo! Esau, 


thi brothir, manaasith to sle thee; 43 now 
therfor, my sone, here thou my vois, and 


rise thou, and fle to Laban, my brother, in 
Aran; “4 and thou schalt dwelle with hym a 


fewe daies, til the woodnesse of thi brother 
reste, “5 and his indignacioun ceesse, and 


til he foryite tho thingis whiche thou hast 
don ayens hym. Aftirward Y schal sende, 
and Y schal brynge thee fro thennus hidir. 


Whi schal Y be maad soneles of euer eithir 
sone ino dai? 46 And Rebecca seide to Isaac, 
It anoieth me of my lijf for the douytris of 


Heth; if Jacob takith a wijf of the kynrede 
of this lond, Y nyle lyue. 


1 And so Isaac clepide Jacob, and bles- 
side hym, and comaundide to hym, and 
seide, Nyle thou take a wijf of the kyn of 
Canaan; but go thou, ? and walke forth 
in to Mesopotanye of Sirie, to the hows 


of Batuel, fadir of thi modir, and take to 
thee of thennus a wijf of the douytris of 
Laban, thin vncle. 3 Sotheli Almyyti God 
blesse thee, and make thee to encreesse, 
and multiplie thee, that thou be in to 
cumpanyes of puplis; 4 and God yyue to 
thee the blessyngis of Abraham, and to 
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thi seed aftir thee, that thou welde the 
lond of thi pilgrymage, which he bihiyte to 
thi grauntsir. > And whanne Ysaac hadde 
left hym, he yede forth, and cam in to 
Mesopotanye of Sirie, to Laban, the sone 
of Batuel of Sirie, the brother of Rebecca, 
his modir. © Forsothe Esau seiy that his 
fadir hadde blessid Jacob, and hadde sent 
him in to Mesopotanye of Sirie, that he 
schulde wedde a wijf of thennus, and that 
aftir the blessyng he comaundide to Jacob, 
and seide, Thou schalt not take a wijf of 
the douytris of Canaan; ’ and that Jacob 
obeiede to his fadir ‘and modir, and yede 
in to Sirie; 8 also Esau preuyde that his fadir 
bihelde not gladli the douytris of Canaan. 
9 And he yede to Ismael, and weddide a wijf, 


with out these whiche he hadde bifore, 
Melech, the douyter of Ismael, sone o 
Abraham, the sistir of Nabaioth. 1° Therfor 
Jacob yede out of Bersabee, and yede to 


Aran. 1! And whanne he hadde come to 
sum place, and wolde reste ther inne aftir 


the goynge doun of the sunne, he took of 
the stoonus that laien ther, and he puttide 
vndur his heed, and slepte in the same 
place. 12 And he seiye in sleep a laddir 
stondynge on the erthe, and the cop ther 
of touchinge heuene; and he seiy Goddis 
aungels stiynge vp and goynge doun ther 


bi, 43 and the Lord fastned to the laddir, 
seiynge to hym, Y am the Lord God of 


Abraham, thi fadir, and God of Isaac; Y 
schal yyue to thee and to thi seed the lond 


in which thou slepist. 14 And thi seed schal 


be as the dust of erthe, thou schalt be 
alargid to the eest, and west, and north, 


and south; and alle lynagis of erthe schulen 


be blessid in thee and in thi seed. 4 And 
Y schal be thi kepere, whidur euer thou 


schalt go; and Y schal lede thee ayen in to 


this lond, and Y schal not leeue no but Y 
schal fil alle thingis whiche Y seide. 1° And 


whanne Jacob hadde wakyd of sleep, he 
seide, Verili the Lord is in this place, and 
Y wiste not. 17 And he seide dredynge, 
Hou worschipful is this place! Here is noon 
other thing no but the hows of God, and 
the yate of heuene. 18 Therfor Jacob roos 
eerli, and took the stoon which he hadde 
put vndur his heed, and reiside in to a title, 
and helde oile aboue. 19 And he clepide the 
name of that citee Bethel, which was clepid 
Lusa bifore. 2° Also he auowide a vow, and 
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seide, If God is with me, and kepith me 
in the weie in which Y go, and yyueth to 


me looues to ete, and clothis to be clothid, 
21 and Y turne ayen in prosperite to the 


hows of my fadir, the Lord schal be in to 


God to me. 22 And this stoon, which Y 
reiside in toa title, schal be clepid the hows 


of God, and Y schal offre tithis to thee of 
alle thingis whiche thou schalt yyue to me. 


1 Therfor Jacob passide forth, and cam 
in to the eest lond; 2 and seiy a pit in the 
feeld, and thre flockis of scheep restynge 
bisidis it, for whi scheep weren watrid 


therof, and the mouth therof was closid 
with a greet stoon. 3 And the custom was 


that whanne alle scheep weren gaderid 


f togidere, thei schulden turne awei the 


stoon, and whanne the flockis weren fillid 
thei schulden put it eft on the mouth of the 


pit. 4 And Jacob seide to the scheepherdis, 
Brithren, of whennus ben ye? Whiche 


answeriden, Of Aran. 5 And he axide hem 
and seide, Wher ye knowen Laban, the 


sone of Nachor? Thei seiden, We knowen. 
6 Jacob seide, Is he hool? Thei seiden, He is 
in good staat; and lo! Rachel, his douytir, 
cometh with his flok. 7 And Jacob seide, 
Yit myche of the dai is to come, and it 
is not tyme that the flockis be led ayen 
to the fooldis; sotheli yyue ye drynk to 
the scheep, and so lede ye hem ayen to 


mete. 8 Whiche answeriden, We moun not 
til alle scheep be gederid to gidere, and 


til we remouen the stoon fro the mouth 
of the pit to watir the flockis. ° Yit thei 
spaken, and lo! Rachel cam with the scheep 
of hir fadir. 1° And whanne Jacob seiy 
hir, and knewe the douytir of his modris 
brothir, and the scheep of Laban his vncle, 
he remeuyde the stoon with which the pit 
was closid; 1! and whanne the flok was 
watrid, he kisside hir, and he wepte with 
‘vois reisid. 12 And he schewide to hir that 
he was the brothir of hir fadir, and the sone 
of Rebecca; and sche hastide, and telde to 
hir fadir. 1° And whanne he hadde herd, 
that Jacob, the sone of his sistir, cam, he 
ran ayens hym, and he biclippide Jacob 
and kisside hym, and ledde in to his hows. 
Forsothe whanne the causis of the iurney 
weren herd, 14 Laban answeride, Thou art 
my boon and my fleisch. And aftir that the 
daies of o moneth weren fillid, Laban seide 
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to him, 5*Whethir for thou art my brothir, 
thou schalt serue me frely? seie thou 


what mede thou schalt take. 16 Forsothe 
Laban hadde twei douytris, the name of the 


more was Lya, sotheli the lesse was clepid 
Rachel; 17 but Lya was blere iyed, Rachel 
was of fair face, and semeli in siyt. 18 And 
Jacob louede Rachel, and seide, Y schal 
serue thee seuene yeer for Rachel thi lesse 
douytir. 1° Laban answeride, It is betere 
that Y yyue hir to thee than to anothir 
man; dwelle thou at me. 2° Therfor Jacob 
seruyde seuene yeer for Rachel; and the 
daies semyden fewe to hym for the greet- 


nesse of loue. 2! And he seide to Laban, 
Yyue thou my wijf to me, for the tyme is 


fillid that Y entre to hir. 24 And whanne 
many cumpenyes of freendis weren clepid 


to the feeste, he made weddyngis, 23 and in 
the euentid Laban brouyte in to hym Lya 
his douytir, 24 and yaf an handmaide, Selfa 
bi name, to the douyter. And whanne Jacob 


hadde entrid to hir bi custom, whanne the 
morewtid was maad, he seiy Lya, 25 and 
seide to his wyues fadir, What is it that 
thou woldist do? wher Y seruede not thee 
for Rachel? whi hast thou disseyued me?* 


26 Laban answerde, It is not custom in oure 
place that we yyue first the ‘lesse douytris 


to weddyngis; 27 fille thou the wouke of 
daies of this couplyng, and Y schal yyue to 


thee also this Rachel, for the werk in which 
thou schalt serue me bi othere seuene 
yeer. 28 Jacob assentide to the couenaunt, 


and whanne the wouke was passid, 29 he 


weddide Rachel, to whom the fadir hadde 


youe Bala seruauntesse. 3° And at the laste 
he vside the weddyngis desirid, and settide 
the loue of the ‘wijf suynge bifore the 
former; and he seruede at Laban seuene 
othere yeer. 3! Forsothe the Lord seiy that 
he dispiside Lya,t and openyde hir wombe 
while the sistir dwellide bareyn. 32 And 
Lia childide a sone conseyued, and clepide 
his name Ruben, and seide, The Lord seiy 
my mekenesse; now myn hosebonde schal 
loue me. 33 And eft sche conseyuede, ‘and 
childide a sone, and seide, For the Lord seiy 
that Y was dispisid, he yaf also this sone 
to me; and sche clepide his name Symeon. 
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34 And sche conseyuede the thridde tyme, 


and childide anothir sone, and she seide 
also, Now myn hosebonde schal be couplid 
to me, for Y childide thre sones to him; 
and therfor sche clepide his name Leuy. 
35 The fourthe tyme sche conseyuede, and 


childide a sone, and seide, Now I schal 
knouleche to the Lord; and herfor she 
clepide his name Judas; and ceesside to 


childe. 


30 
1 Forsothe Rachel seiy, that sche was 


vnfruytful, and hadde enuye * to the sister, 
and seide to hir hosebonde, Yyue thou fre 
children to me, ellis Y schal die. 2To whom 
Jacob was wrooth, and answerde, Wher Y 
am for God, which haue priued thee fro 
the fruyt of thi wombe? 3 And sche seide, 
Y haue ‘a seruauntesse Bala, entre thou 
to hir that she childe on my knees, and 
that Y haue sones of hir. 4 And sche yaf to 
hym Bala in to matrimony; ° and whanne 


the hosebonde hadde entrid to hir, sche 
conseyuede, and childide a sone. © And 


Rachel seide, the Lord demede to me, and 
herde my preier, and yaf a sone to me; 
and therfor sche clepide his name Dan. 
7 And eft Bala conseyuede, and childide 
anothir sone, 8 for whom Rachel seide, 
The Lord hath maad me lijk to my sistir, 
and Y wexide strong; and sche clepide 
hym Neptalym. ° Lya feelide that sche 
ceesside to bere child, and sche yaf Selfa, 
hir handmayde, to the hosebonde. 1° And 
whanne Selfa aftir conseyuyng childide a 
sone, Lya seide, Blessidly; !! and therfor 
sche clepide his name Gad. 1! Also Selfa 
childide anothir sone, 13 and Lia seide, This 
is for my blis, for alle wymmen schulen 


seie me blessid; therfor sche clepide hym 
Aser. 14 Forsothe Ruben yede out in to 
the feeld in the tyme of wheete heruest, 
and foond mandragis, whiche he brouyte 
to Lya, his modir. And Rachel seide, Yyue 
thou to me a part of the mandragis of thi 
sone. 15 Lya answeride, Whether it semeth 
litil to thee, that thou hast rauyschid the 


hosebonde fro me, no but thou take also 
the mandragis of my sone? Rachel seide, 


* F : 
29:25 disseyuede me, this is the veri lettre, as Lire seith here, but comyn Latyn bokis han thus, Whi hast thou 


priuyly put Lya to me, but this is fals lettre, as Lire seith here. 


iT 29:31 that is, louede hir lesse than Rachel. 


30:1 enuye, that is, sorewide of hir owne defaute in comparisoun of hir sister, that hadde no sich defaute. 
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The hosebonde sleepe with thee in this 
nyyt for the mandragis of thi sone. 16 And 
whanne Jacob cam ayen fro the feeld at 
euentid, Lya yede out in to his comyng, and 


seide, Thou shalt entre to me, for Y haue 
hired thee with hire for the mandragis 


of my sone. He slepte with hir in that 
nyyt; !7 and God herde hir preiers, and 
sche conseyuede, and childide the fyuethe 
sone; 18 and seide, God yaf meede to me, 
for Y yaf myn handmayde to myn hose- 
bond; and sche clepide his name Isacar. 
19 Eft Lia conseyuede, and childide the sixte 


sone, 2° and seide, The Lord hath maad me 
riche with a good dower, also in this tyme 


myn hosebonde schal be with me, for Y 
childide sixe sones to hym; and therfore 
sche clepide his name Sabulon. 2! Aftir 
whom sche childide a douyter, Dyna bi 
name. 22 Also the Lord hadde mynde on 
Rachel, and herde hir, and openyde hir 
wombe, 23 And sche conseyuede, and chil- 
dide a sone, and seide, God hath take a wey 
my schenschipe; and sche clepid his name 
Joseph, 24 and seide, The Lord yyue to me 
another sone. 25 Sotheli whanne Joseph 
was borun, Jacob seide to his wyues fadir, 
Delyuere thou me, that Y turne ayen in to 
my cuntrey and to my lond. 2° Yyue thou to 
me my wyues and fre children for whiche 
Y seruede thee, that Y go; forsothe thou 
knowist the seruyce bi which Y seruede 
thee. 27 Laban seide to hym, Fynde Y grace 
in thi siyt, Y haue lerned bi experience 
that God blesside me for thee; 28 ordeyne 
thou the meede which Y schal yyue to thee. 


29 And he answeride, Thou woost hou Y 
seruede thee, and hou greet thi posses- 


sioun was in myn hondis; 3° thou haddist 


litil bifore that Y cam to thee, and now 
thou art maad riche, and the Lord blesside 
thee at myn entryng; therfor it is iust that 


Y purueye sum tyme also to myn hows. 
31 And Laban seide, What schal Y yyue to 
thee? And Jacob seide, Y wole no thing Tf 


but if thou doist that that Y axe, eft Y schal 
fede and kepe thi scheep. 32 Cumpasse 


thou alle thi flockis, and departe thou alle 
diuerse scheep and of spottid flees, and 
what euer thing schal be dun, and spottid, 
and dyuerse, as wel in scheep as in geet, it 





T 30:31 no thyng, that is, of thi yifte. 
of wateryng. 
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schal be my mede. 33 And my riytfulnesse 


schal answere to me to morewe, whanne 
the tyme of couenaunt schal come bifor 


thee; and alle that ben not dyuerse and 
spottid and dunne, as well in sheep as in 
geet, schulen repreue me of thefte. 34 And 
Laban seide, Y haue acceptable that that 
thou axist. 35 And he departide in that 
dai the geet, and scheep, geet buckis, and 
rammes, dyuerse and spottid. Sothely he 


bitook al the flok of o coloure, that is, 
of white and of blak flees in the hond 
of hise sones; °¢ and he settide the space 


of weie of thre daies bitwixe hise sones 
and the hosebonde of hise douytris, that 


fedde othere flockis' of hym. 37 Therfor 
Jacob took greene yerdis of popeleris, and 
of almoundis, and of planes, and in parti 
dide awei the rynde of tho, and whanne 
the ryndis weren ‘drawun a wei, whitnesse 
apperide in these that weren maad bare; 
sothely tho that weren hoole dwelliden 
grene, and bi this maner the coloure was 
maad dyuerse. 38 And Jacob puttide tho 
yerdis in the trowis, where the watir was 


held out, that whanne the flockis schulden 
come to drynke, thei schulden haue the 


yerdis bifor the iyen, and schulden con- 
seyue in the siyt of the yerdis. 39 And it 
was doon that in thilke heete of riding the 
sheep schulde biholde the yerdis, and that 
thei schulden brynge forth spotti beestis, 
and dyuerse, and bispreynt with dyuerse 
colour. 4° And Jacob departide # the floc, 
and puttide the yerdis in the trowis bifor 
the iyen of the rammys. Sotheli alle the 
white and blake weren Labans; sotheli the 
othere weren Jacobis; for the flockis weren 
departid bytwixe hem silf. 4! Therfor 
whanne the scheep weren ridun in the 
firste tyme, Jacob puttide the yerdis in the 
‘trouyis of watir bifor the iyen of rammys 
and of scheep, that thei schulden conseyue 
in the siyt of tho yerdis. 42 Forsothe 
whanne the late medlyng and the laste 
conseyuyng weren, Jacob puttide not tho 
yerdis; and tho that weren late, weren 
maad Labans, and tho that weren of the 
firste tyme weren Jacobis. 43 And he was 
maad ful riche, and hadde many flockis, 
handmaydis, and seruauntis, camels, and 


+ 30:40 the floc, that is, departide the rammes fro the ewes til to the tyme 
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assis. 


31 

1 Aftir that Jacob herde the wordis of the 
sones of Laban, that seiden, Jacob hath take 
awei alle thingis that weren oure fadris, 
and of his catel Jacob is maad riche, and 
noble. 2 Also Jacob perseyuede the face of 
Laban, that it was not ayens hym as yistir- 
dai, and the thridde dai agoon, 3 moost for 
the Lord seide to hym, Turne ayen into the 
lond of thi fadris, and to thi generacioun, 


and Y shal be with thee. 4 He sente, and 
clepide Rachel, and Lya, in to the feeld, 


where he kepte flockis, and he seide to 
hem, 5 Y se the face of youre fadir, that 
it is not ayens me as ‘yisterdai and the 
thridde dai agoon; but God of my fadir was 
with me. © And ye witen that with alle my 
strengthis Y seruede youre fadir; 7 but and 
youre fadir disseyuyde me, and chaungide 
my meede ten sithis; and netheles God 
suffride not hym to anoye me. 8 If he 
seide ony tyme, Dyuerse colourid sheep 
schulen be thi medis, alle sheep brouyten 
forth dyuerse colourid lambren; forsothe 
whanne he seide ayenward, Thou shalte 


take alle white for mede, alle the flockis 
brouyten forth white beestis; 9 and God 


took a wey the substaunce of youre fadir, 
and yaf to me. !° For aftir that the tyme of 
conseyuyng of sheep cam, Y reiside myn 
iyen, and seiy in sleep malis dyuerse, and 
spotti, and of dyuerse colouris, stiynge on 
femalis. 4! And the aungel of the Lord seide 
to me in sleep, Jacob! and Y answeride, Y 
am redy. !2 Which seide, Reise thin iyen, 
and se alle malis dyuerse, byspreynt, and 
spotti, stiynge on femalis; for Y seiy alle 
thingis whiche Laban dide to thee;  Y 
am God of Bethel, where thou anoyntidist 


a stoon, and madist auow to me. Now 
therefor rise thou, and go out of this lond, 


and turne ayen in to the lond of thi birthe. 
14 And Rachel and Lya answeriden, Wher 
we han ony thing residue in the catels, and 
eritage of oure fadir? 15 Wher he ‘arettide 


not vs as aliens, and selde, and eet oure 
prijs? 16 But God took awei the richessis of 


oure fadir, and yaf tho to vs, and to oure 
sones; wherfor do thou alle thingis whiche 


God hath comaundide to thee. 17 Forsothe 
Jacob roos, and puttide hise fre children 
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and wyues on camels, and yede forth; 


18 and he took al his catel, flockis, and what 
euer thing he hadde gete in Mesopotanye, 
and yede to Isaac, his fadir, into the lond 
of Canaan. 19 In that tyme Laban yede to 
schere scheep, and Rachel stal the idols of 
hir fadir. 2° And Jacob nolde knouleche 
to the fadir of his wijf, that he wolde fle; 
21 and whanne he hadde go, as wel he 
as alle thingis that weren of his riyt, and 
whanne he hadde passid the water, and 
he yede ayens the hil of Galaad, 2? it was 
teld to Laban, in the thridde dai, that Jacob 


fledde. 23 And Laban took his britheren, 
and pursuede hym seuene daies, and took 
hym in the hil of Galaad. 24 And Laban seiy 
in sleep the Lord seiynge to him, Be war 
that thou speke not ony thing sharpli ayens 
Jacob. 25 And thanne Jacob hadde stretchid 
forth the tabernacle in the hil; and whanne 
he hadde sued Jacob with his britheren, 
‘he settide tente in the same hil of Galaad; 
and he seide to Jacob, 26 Whi hast thou do 
so, that the while I wiste not thou wold- 
ist dryue awey my douytris as caitifs by 
swerd? 27 Whi woldist thou fle the while Y 
wiste not, nether woldist shewe to me, that 
Y shulde sue thee with ioie, and songis, an 


tympans, and harpis? 28 Thou suffridist 
not that Y schulde kisse my sones and 
douytris; thou hast wrouyt folili. 29 And 
now sotheli myn hond mai yelde yuel to 


thee, but the God of thi fadir seide to me 
yisterdai, Be war that thou speke not ony 


harder thing with Jacob. 3° Suppose, if 
thou coueitedist to go to thi kynesmen, and 


the hows of thi fadir was in desir to thee, 
whi hast thou stole my goddis? 31 Jacob 


answeride, That Y yede forth while thou 


wistist not, Y dredde lest thou woldist take 
awey thi douytris violentli; 32 sotheli that 


thou repreuest me of thefte, at whom euer 
thou fyndist thi goddis, be he slayn bifor 
oure britheren; seke thou, what euer thing 
of thine thou fyndist at me, and take awei. 
Jacob seide these thingis, and wiste not 
that Rachel stal the idols. 33 And so Laban 
entride into the tabernacle of Jacob, and of 
Lya, and of euer eithir meyne, and foond 
not; and whanne Laban hadde entrid in to 
the tente of Rachel, 34 sche hastide, and 
hidde the idols vndur the strewyngis of the 
camel, and sat aboue. And sche seide to La- 
ban, sekynge al the tente and fyndynge no 
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thing, 35 My lord, be not wrooth that Y may 


not rise bifore thee, for it bifelde now to me 
bi the custom of wymmen; so the bisynesse 


of the sekere was scorned. 36 And Jacob bol- 
nyde, and seide with strijf, For what cause 
of me, and for what synne of me, hast thou 
come so fersly aftir me, 37 and hast souyt 
al ‘the portenaunce of myn hous? What 


‘hast thou founde of al the catel of thin 
hows? Putte thou here bifore my britheren 


and thi britheren, and deme thei betwixe 
me and thee. 38 Was I with thee herfore 
twenti yeer? Thi sheep and geet weren 


not bareyn, Y eet not the rammes of thi 
flok, 3° nether Y schewide to thee ony thing 
takun of a beeste; Y yeldide al harm; what 
euer thing perischide bi thefte, thou axi- 
dist of me; 4° Y was angwischid in dai and 
nyyt with heete and frost, and sleep fledde 
fro myn iyen; “1 so Y seruede thee bi twenti 
yeer in thin hows, fourtene yeer for thi 
douytris, and sixe yeer for thi flockis; and 
thou chaungidist my mede ten sithis. 4? If 
God of my fadir Abraham, and the drede 
of Isaac hadde not helpid me, perauenture 


now thou haddist left me nakid; the Lord 
bihelde my turmentyng and the traueyl 


of myn hondis, and repreuyde thee yistir- 
dai. 42 Laban answeride hym, The douytris, 
and thi sones, and flockis, and alle thingis 
whiche thou seest, ben myne, what mai 
Y do to my sones, and to the sones of 


sones? 44 Therfor come thou, and make 
we boond of pees, that it be witnessyng 


bitwixe me, and thee. 45 And so Jacob 
took a stoon, and reiside it in to a signe, 
and seide to hise britheren, 4° Brynge ye 
stoonus; whiche gadriden, and maden an 
heep, and eten on it. 47 And Laban clepide it 
the heep of wittnesse, and Jacob clepide it 
the heep of witnessyng; euer eithir clepide 
bi the proprete of his langage. 48 And Laban 
seide, This heep schal be witnesse bytwixe 
me and thee to day, and herfor the name 
therof was clepid Galaad, that is, the heep 


of witnesse. 4? And Laban addide, The Lord 
biholde, and deme bitwixe vs, whanne we 
schulen go awei fro yow; °° if thou schalt 


turmente my douytris, and if thou schal 
brynge yn othere wyues on hem, noon 


is witnesse of oure word, outakun God, 
whiche is present, and biholdith. 5! And 


eft he seide to Jacob, Lo! this heep, and 
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stoon, whiche Y reiside bitwixe me and 
thee, schal be witnesse; 5? sotheli this heep, 


and stoon be in to witnessyng, forsothe if 
Y schal passe it, and go to thee, ether thou 
shalt passe, and thenke yuel to me. °° God 


of Abraham, and God of Nachor, God of 
the fadir of hem, deme bitwixe vs. Therfor 
Jacob swoor by the drede of his fadir Ysaac; 


54 and whanne slayn sacrifices weren offrid 
in the hil, he clepyde his britheren to ete 
breed, and whanne thei hadden ete, thei 
dwelliden there. 55 Forsothe Laban roos bi 
nyyt, and kisside his sones, and douytris, 
and blesside hem, and turnede ayen in to 
his place. 


32 
1 Forsothe Jacob wente forth in the weie 
in which he began, and the aungels of the 


Lord metten him. 2 And whanne he hadde 
seyn hem, he seide, These ben the castels 


of God; and he clepide the name of that 
place Manaym, that is, castels. 3 Sotheli 
Jacob sente bifore him also messangeris to 
Esau, his brother, in to the lond of Seir, in 
the cuntrey of Edom; 4 and comaundide to 
hem, and seide, Thus speke ye to my lord 
Esau, Thi brothir Jacob seith these thingis, 
Y was a pilgrym at Laban, ‘and Y was ‘til in 
to present dai; 5 Y haue oxun, and assis, and 
scheep, and seruauntis, and hand maydis, 
and Y sende now a message to my lord, 
that Y fynde grace in thi siyt. © And the 
messageris turneden ayen to Jacob, and 


seiden, We camen to Esau, thi brother, and 
lo! he hastith in to thi comyng, with foure 


hundrid men. 7 Jacob dredde greetli, and 
he was aferd, and departide the puple that 
was with hym, and he departide the flockis, 
and scheep, and oxun, and camels, in to 
twei cumpenyes; 8 and seide, If Esau schal 
come to o cumpeny, and schal smyte it, 
the tothir cumpeny which is residue schal 
be saued. 9% And Jacob seide, A! God of 
my fadir Abraham, and God of my fadir 


Isaac, A! Lord, that seidist to me, Turne 
thou ayen in to thi lond, and in to the place 


of thi birthe, and Y schal do wel to thee, 
10Y am lesse than alle thi merciful doyngis, 


and than thi treuthe which thou hast fillid 
to thi seruaunt; with my staf Y passide 


this Jordan, and now Y go ayen with twei 
cumpanyes; 11 delyuere thou me fro the 
hond of my brothir Esau, for Y drede him 
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greetli, lest he come and sle the modris 
with the sones. 12 Thou spakist that thou 
schuldist do wel to me, and shuldist alarge 
my seed as the grauel of the see, that mai 
not be noumbrid for mychilnesse. 1° And 
whanne Jacob hadde slept there in that 
nyyt, he departide of tho thingis whiche 
he hadde yiftis to Esau, his brothir, 14 two 
hundrid geet, and twenti buckis of geet, 
two hundrid scheep, and twenti rammys, 
15 camels fulle with her foolis thretti, fourti 
kyen, and twenti boolis, twenti sche assis, 


and ten foolis of hem. 1° And he sente bithe 
hondis of his seruauntis alle flockis bi hem 
silf; and he seide to hise children, Go ye 


bifore me, and a space be betwixe flok and 


flok. 17 And he comaundide to the formere, 
and seide, If thou schalt mete my brothir 


Esau, and he schal axe thee, whos man 
thou art, ether whidir thou goist, ether 


whos ben these thingis whiche thou suest, 


18 thou schalt answere, Of thi seruaunt 
Jacob, he hath sent yiftis to his lord Esau, 


and he cometh aftir vs. !9 In lijk maner, 
he yaf comaundementis to the secounde, 


and to the thridde, and to alle that sueden 
flockis; and seide, Speke ye bi the same 


wordis to Esau, 2° whanne ye fynden hym, 
and ye schulen adde, Also Jacob hym silf thi 
seruaunt sueth oure weie. For Jacob seide, 
Y schal plese Esau with yiftis that goon 
bifore, and aftirward Y schal se hym; in hap 
he schal be mercyful to me. 21 And so the 
yiftis yeden bifore hym; sotheli he dwellide 
in that nyyt in the tentis. 22 And whanne 
Jacob hadde arise auysseli, he took hise 
twei wyues, and so many seruauntessis 
with enleuen sones, and passide the forthe 
of Jaboth. 23 And whanne alle thingis that 
perteyneden to hym weren led ouer, he 
dwellide aloone, and, lo! 24a man wrastlide 
with him til to the morwetid. 25 And 
whanne the man seiy that he miyte not 
ouercome Jacob, he touchide the senewe of 
Jacobis hipe, and it driede anoon. 2° And 
he seide to Jacob, Leeue thou me, for the 
morewtid stieth now. Jacob answeride, Y 
schal not leeue thee, no but thou blesse me. 
27 Therfore he seide, What name is to thee? 
He answeride, Jacob. 28 And the man seide, 
Thi name schal no more be clepid Jacob, 
but Israel; for if thou were strong ayens 
God, hou miche more schalt thou haue 
power ayens men. ”9 Jacob axide him, Seie 
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thou to me bi what name thou art clepid? 
He answerde, Whi axist thou my name, 
whiche is wondirful? And he blesside Jacob 
in the same place. 3° And Jacob clepide the 
name of that place Fanuel, and seide, Y siy 
the Lord face to face, and my lijf is maad 
saaf. 3! And anoon the sunne roos to hym, 
aftir that he passide Fanuel; forsothe he 


haltide in the foot. 32 For which cause the 
sones of Israel eten not ‘til in to present 


day the senewe, that driede in the hipe of 
Jacob; for the man touchide the senewe of 
Jacobs hipe, and it driede. 


1 Forsothe Jacob reiside hise iyen, and 
seiy Esau comynge, and foure hundrid men 
with hym; and he departide the sones 


of Lia, and of Rachel, and of bothe seru- 
auntessis. * And he puttide euer either 


handmaide, and the fre children of hem, in 
the bigynnyng; sotheli he puttide Lia, and 
her sones, in the secounde place; forsothe 
he puttide Rachel and Joseph the laste. 
3 And Jacob yede bifore, and worschipide 
lowli to erthe seuensithis, til his brothir 
neiyede. 4 And so Esau ran ayens his 
brothir, and collide hym, and Esau helde 
his necke, and kisside, and wepte. 5 And 
whanne the iyen weren reisid, he seiy the 
wymmen, and the litle children of hem, 


and seide, What wolen these to hem silf? 
and wher thei pertenen to thee? Jacob an- 


sweride, Thei ben the litle children, whiche 
God hath youe to me, thi seruaunt. ® And 


the handmaydis and her sones neiyeden, 
and weren bowid. 7 Also Lya neiyede with 


hir fre children; and whanne thei had- 
den worschipid in lijk maner, Joseph and 


Rachel the laste worschipeden. ® And Esau 
seide, What ben these cumpanyes, whiche 
Y mette? Jacob answerde, That Y schulde 
fynde grace bifore my lord. ° And he seide, 
My brother, Y haue ful many thingis, thi 
thingis be to thee. 1° And Jacob seide, Y 
biseche, nyle thou so, but if Y foond grace 
in thin iyen, take thou a litil yifte of myn 
hondis; for Y seiy so thi face as I seiy the 


cheer of God; 11 be thou merciful to me, 
and resseyue the blessyng which Y brouyte 


to thee, and which blessyng God yyuynge 
alle thingis yaf to me. Vnnethis, while 
the brothir compellide, 12 he resseyuede, 
and seide, Go we to gidere, and Y schal 
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be felowe of thi weie. 13 And Jacob seide, 
My lord, thou knowist that Y haue litle 
children tendre, and scheep, and kien with 


calue with me, and if Y schal make hem for 
to trauele more in goynge, alle the flockis 


schulen die in o dai; 14 my lord go bifore his 


seruaunt, and Y schal sue litil and litil hise 
steppis, as I shal se that my litle children 
mown, til Y come to my lord, in to Seir. 
15 Esau answeride, Y preie thee, that of the 
puple which is with me, nameli felowis of 
thi weie dwelle. Jacob seide, It is no nede; 
Y haue nede to this o thing oneli, that Y 
fynde grace in thi siyt, my lord. 16 And so 
Esau turnede ayen in that dai in the weie 
bi which he cam, in to Seir. 17 And Jacob 
cam in to Sochot, where whanne he hadde 
bildid an hows, and hadde set tentis, he 
clepide the name of that place Sochot, that 
is, tabernaclis. 18 And Jacob passide in to 


Salem, a citee of Sichimis, whiche is in the 
lond of Canaan, aftir that he turnede ayen 


fro Mesopotanye of Sirie, and he dwellide 
besidis the citee. 19 And he bouyte for an 
hundrid lambren a part of the feeld, in 


which he settide tabernaclis, of the sones 
of Emor, fadir of Sichem. 2° And whanne 
he hadde reisid an auter there, he inwardly 


clepide on it the strongeste God of Israel. 


34 
1 Forsothe Dyna, the douytir of Lya, yede 


out to se the wymmen of that cuntrey. 


2 And whanne Sichem, the sone of Emor 
Euey, the prince of that lond, hadde seyn 
hir, he louede hir, and rauyschide, and 
sclepte with hir, and oppresside the virgyn 
bi violence. 3 And his soule was boundun 
faste with hir, and he pleside hir sory with 
flateringis. * And he yede to Emor, ° his 
fadir, and seide, Take to me this damysel 
a wijf. And whanne Jacob hadde herd 
this thing, while the sones weren absent, 
and ocupied in the fedyng of scheep, he 
was stille, til thei camen ayen. © Sotheli 


whanne Emor, the fadir of Sichem, was 
gon out, ‘that he schulde speke to Jacob, 


lo! 7 hise sones camen fro the feeld. And 
whanne this thing that bifelde was herd, 


thei weren wroothe greetli; for he wrouyte 
a foul thing in Israel, and he hadde do 
a thing vnleueful in the defoulyng of the 
douyter of Jacob. ® And so Emor spak to 
hem, The soule of my sone Sichem cleuyde 
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to youre douytir, yeue ye hir a wijf to hym, 
9 and ioyne we weddyngis to gidere; yyue 
ye youre douytris to vs, 1° and take ye 
oure douytris, and dwelle ye with vs; the 
lond is in youre power, tile ye, make ye 
marchaundise, and welde ye it. 11 But also 


Sichem seide to the fadir and britheren 
of hir, Fynde Y grace bifor you, and what 


euer thingis ye ordeynen Y schal yyue; 
12 encreesse ye the dower, and axe ye yiftis, 
Y schal yyue wilfull that that ye axen; 
oonli yyue ye this damysele a wijf to me. 
13 The sones of Jacob answeriden in gile 


to Sichem and his fadir, and weren feerse 
for the defoulyng of maidenhod of the 
sistir, 14 We moun not do this that ye axen, 
nether we moun yyue oure sistir to a man 
vncircumcidid, which thing is vnleueful 
and abhomynable anentis vs. }5 But in this 
we schulen mowe be boundun in pees, if ye 
wole be lijk vs, and ech of male kynde be 
circumcidid in you, !¢ thanne we schulen 
yyue and take togidre oure douytris and 
youre; and we schulen dwelle with you, 
and we schulen be o puple. !’ Forsothe if 
ye nylen be circumcidid, we schulen take 
oure douytir, and schulen go a wei. 18 The 
profryng of hem pleside Emor and Sichem, 
19 his sone, and the yong wexynge man 
dilaiede not, that ne he fillide anoon that 
that was axid, for he louede the damysele 
greetli, and he was noble in al ‘the hous 


of his fadir. 2° And thei entriden in to 
the yate of the citee, and spaken to the 


puple, 21 These men ben pesible, and wolen 


dwelle with vs; make thei marchaundie in 
the loond, and tile thei it, which is large 
and brood, and hath nede to tileris; we 
schulen take her douytris to wyues, and we 
schulen yyue oure douytris to hem. 22 0 
thing is, for which so greet good is dilaied; 
if we circumciden oure malis, and suen the 
custom of the folc, 23 bothe her substaunce, 
and scheep, and alle thingis which thei 


welden, schulen be oure; oneli assente we 
in this, that we dwelle to gidere, and make 


o puple. 24 And alle men assentiden, and 


alle malis weren circumcidid. 25 And lo! 
in the thridde day, whanne the sorewe of 


woundis was moost greuous, twei sones of 
acob, Symeon and Leuy, britheren of Dyna, 


token swerdis, and entriden in to the citee 
booldeli; and whanne alle malis weren 
slayn, 2° thei killiden Emor and Sichem 
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togidere, and token Dyna, her sistir, fro the 


hous of Sichem. 27 And whanne thei weren 
goon out, othere sones of Jacob felden in 


on the slayn men, and rifeliden the citee 
for the veniaunce of defoulyng of a virgyn. 
28 And thei wastiden the scheep of tho men, 


and droues of oxun, and assis, and alle 
thingis that weren in howsis and feeldis, 


29 and ledden prisoneris the litle children, 
and wyues of tho men. 3° And whanne 
these thingis weren don hardili, Jacob 
seide to Symeon and Leuy, Ye han troblid 


me, and han maad me hateful to Cananeis 
and Fereseis, dwellers of this lond; we ben 
fewe, thei schulen be gaderid to gidere 


and schulen sle me, and Y schal be don a 
wey and myn hous. 3! Symeon and Leuy 


answeriden, Whether thei ouyten mysuse 
oure sistir as an hoore? 


35 
1 Yn the mene tyme the Lord spak to 
Jacob, Ryse thou, and stie to Bethel, and 
dwelle thou there, and make thou an auter 
to the Lord, that apperide to thee whanne 


thou fleddist Esau, thi brother. 2 Forsothe 
Jacob seide, whanne al his hous was clepid 


to gidere, Caste ye a wei alien goddis, 
that ben ‘in the myddis of you, and be 
ye clensid, and chaunge ye youre clothis; 
3 rise ye, and stie we into Bethel, that we 


make there an auter to the Lord, which 
herde me in the dai of my tribulacioun, 


and was felowe of my weie. 4 Therfor thei 
yauen to hym alle alien goddis which thei 
hadden, and eere ryngis, that weren in ‘the 
eeris of hem; and he deluyde tho vndur a 
‘tre, clepid therubynte, which is bihynde 


the citee of Sichem. 5 And whanne thei 
yeden, drede assailide alle men by cumpas 


of the citee, and thei weren not hardi 
to pursue hem goynge a wei. © Therfor 


Jacob cam to Lusa, which is in the lond 


of Canaan, bi ‘sire name Bethel, he and 
al his puple with hym. 7 And he bildide 


there an auter to the Lord, and clepide the 
name of that place The hows of God, for 
God apperide there to hym, whanne he 


fledde his brothir. ® Delbora, the nurische 
of Rebecca, diede in the same tyme, and 


sche was biried at the roote of Bethel, vndir 
an ook, and the name of the place was 


clepid The ook of wepyng. ° Forsothe God 
apperide eft to Jacob, aftir that he turnede 
ayen fro Mesopotanye of Sirie, and cam 
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into Bethel, and blesside hym, 1° and seide, 
Thou schalt no more be clepid Jacob, but 
Israel schal be thi name. And God clepide 
hym Israel, and seide to hym, 11 Y am 
God Almyyti, encreesse thou, and be thou 
multiplied, folkis and puplis of naciouns 
schulen be of thee, kyngis schulen go out 
of thi leendis; 12 and Y shal yyue to thee, 


and to thi seed after thee, the lond which 
Y yaf to Abraham, and Ysaac. 13 And 


God departide fro hym. 14 Forsothe Jacob 
reiside a title ether memorial of stoonys, in 
the place where ynne God spak to hym, and 
he sacrifiede ther onne fletynge sacrifices, 
and schedde out oile, 15 and clepide the 
name of that place Bethel. 1° Forsothe 
Jacob yede out fro thennus, and cam in 
the bigynnynge of somer to the lond that 


ledith to Effrata; in which lond whanne 
Rachel trauelide in child beryng, 1” sche 


bigan to be in perel for the hardnesse 
of childberyng; and the medewijf seide 
to hir, Nyle thou drede, for thou schalt 


haue also this sone. 18 Forsothe while 
the soule yede out for sorew, and deeth 


neiyede thanne, she clepide the name of 
hir sone Bennony, that is, the sone of 
my sorewe; forsothe the fadir clepide hym 
Beniamyn, that is the sone of the riyt side. 
19 Therfor Rachel diede, and was biriede 
in the weie that ledith to Effrata, this is 
Bethleem. 2° And Jacob bildide a title on 
the sepulcre of hir; this is the title of biriel 
of Rachel ‘til into present dai. 21 Jacob 
yede fro thennus, and settide tabernacle 


ouer the tour of the flok. 22 And while he 
dwellide in that cuntrei, Ruben yede, and 
slepte with Bala, the secundarie wiijf of his 
fadir, which thing was not hid fro hym. 
Forsothe the sones of Jacob weren twelue; 
23 the sones of Lia weren, the firste gendrid 
Ruben, and Symeon, and Leuy, and Judas, 


and Isachar, and Zabulon; 24 the sones of 
Rachel weren, Joseph and Beniamyn; 2 the 
sones of Bala, handmayde of Rachel, weren 
Dan, and Neptalym; 2° the sones of Zelfa, 
handmayde of Lya, weren Gad, and Aser. 
These weren the sones of Jacob, that weren 
borun to hym in Mesopotanye of Sirie. 
27 Also Jacob came to Isaac, his fadir, in to 
Manbre, a citee Arabee, this is Ebron, in 
which Manbre Abraham ‘and Isaac was a 
pylgrym. 28 And the daies of Isaac weren 


fillid an hundrid and foure scoore of yeris; 
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29 and he was wastid in age, and diede, and 
he was put to his puple, and was eeld, and 
ful of daies; and Esau and Jacob his sones 
birieden hym. 


36 

1 Forsothe these ben the generaciouns 
of Esau; he is Edom. 2 Esau took wyues of 
the douytris of Canaan, Ada, the douytir 
of Elom Ethey, and Oolibama, the douyter 
of Ana, sone of Sebeon Euey; also Bathse- 
math, 3 the douytir of Ismael, the sistir of 
Nabioth. 4 Forsothe Ada childide Elifath; 
Batsemath childide Rahuel; Oolibama chil- 
dide Hieus, 5 and Hielon, and Chore. These 
weren the sones of Esau, that weren borun 
to hym in the lond of Canaan. ®Sotheli Esau 


took hise wyues, and sones, and douytris, 


and ech soule of his hows, and catel, and 
scheep, and alle thingis whiche he ‘myyte 
haue in the lond of Canaan, and yede 
into anothir cuntrey, and departide fro his 
brother Jacob; for thei weren ful riche, 
7 and thei miyten not dwelle to gidere, and 
the erthe of her pilgrymage susteynede 
not hem, for the multitude of flockis. 8 And 
Esau dwellide in the hil of Seir; he is Edom. 
° Forsothe these weren the generaciouns 
of Esau, fader of Edom, !° in the hil of 
Seir, and these weren the names of hise 
sones. Elifath, sone of Ada, ‘wijf of Esau; 
also Rahuel sone of Bathsemath, ‘wijf of 
hym. " And the sones of Elifath weren, 
Theman, Emath, Sephu, and Gathan, and 
Ceneth, and Chore. 12 Forsothe Tanna was 
the secundarie wijf of Elifath, ‘sone of Esau, 
whiche Tanna childide to hym Amalech. 
These weren the sones of Ada, ‘wijf of Esau. 
13 Forsothe the sones of Rahuel weren, 
Naath, and Zara, and Semna, and Meza. 
These weren the sones of Bathsemath, ‘wijf 


of Esau. 14 And these weren the sones of 
Oolibama, douyter of Ana, sone of Sebeon, 


“wijf of Esau, whiche sche childide to hym; 


Hieus, and Hielon, and Chore. 15 These 
weren the dukis of the sones of Esau; 
the sones of Elifath first gendrid of Esau, 


duk Theman, duyk Omar, 1¢ duk Sephua, 
duyk Ceneth, duyk Chore, duyk Dathan, 
duyk Amalech. These weren the sones of 
Eliphat, in the lond of Edom, and these 


weren the sones of Ada. 17 Also these weren 
the sones of Rahuel, ‘sone of Esau, duyk 


Naath, duyk Zara, duyk Senna, duyk Meza; 
forsothe these duykis weren of Rahuel in 
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the lond of Edom. These weren the sones 
of Bathsamath, ‘wijf of Esau. 18 Forsothe 
these weren the sones of Oolibama, ‘wijf of 
Esau; duyk Hieus, duyk Hielon, duyk Chore; 
these weren duykis of Oolibama, douytir of 
Ana, ‘wijf of Esau. 19 These weren the sones 
of Esau, and thei weren duykis of hem; 
he is Edom. 2° These weren the sones of 
Seir Horrei, enhabiteris of the lond; Jothan, 
and Sobal, and Sebeon, 2! and Anam, and 
Dison, and Eser, and Disan; these duikis 
weren of Horrey, sone of Seir, in the lond 
of Edom. 22 Forsothe the sones of Jothan 
weren maad, Horrey, and Theman; sotheli 
the sistir of Jothan was Tanna. 23 And 
these weren the sones of Sobal; Aluan, 
and Maneeth, and Ebal, Sephi, and Onam. 
24 And these weren the sones of Sebeon; 
Achaia, and Ana; this is Ana that foonde 
hoote watris in wildirnesse, whanne he 
kepte the assis of Sebeon, his fadir; 25 and 
he hadde a sone Disan, and a douytir 
Oolibama. 2° And these weren the sones 
of Disan; Amadan, and Jesban, and Jethran, 
and Charan. 27 Also these weren the sones 
of Heser; Baalan, and Zeuan, and Acham. 
28 And Disan hadde sones, Hus, and Haran. 
29 These weren the duykis of Horreis; duyk 
Jothan, duyk Sobal, duyk Sebeon, duyk 
Ana, duyk Dison, duyk Heser, duik Disan; 
30 these weren the duykis of Horreis, that 
weren lordis in the lond of Seir. 3! Forsothe 
kyngis that regneden in the lond of Edom, 
bifore that the sones of Israel hadden a 
kyng, weren these; 2 Balach, the sone of 
Beor, and the name of his citee was Deneba. 
33 Forsothe Balach diede, and Jobab, sone 
of Sara of Bosra, regnede for hym. 34 And 
whanne Jobab was deed, Husam of the lond 
of Themayns regnede for hym. 3 And 
whanne he was deed, Adad, the sone of 
Badadi, that smoot Madian in the lond 
of Moab, and the name of his citee was 
Abyuth, ‘regnede for him. 3° And whanne 
Adad was deed, Semla of Maseracha reg- 
nede for hym. 37 And whanne he was deed, 
Saul of the flood Robooth ragnede for hym. 
38 And whanne he was deed, Balanam, the 
sone of Achobor, was successour in to the 
rewme. 29 And whanne this was deed, Adad 
regnede for hym, and the name of the citee 
of Adad was Phau, and the name of his 
wijf was clepid Meezabel, the douyter of 
Mathrect, douyter of Mesaab. 4° Therfor 
these weren the names of duykis of Esau, 
in her kynredis, and places, and names; 
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duyk Thanna, duyk Alua, 41 duyk Jetech, 
duyk Oolibama, duyk Ela, 42 duyk Phinon, 
duyk Ceneth, duik Theman, 43 duyk Mab- 
sar, duyk Madiel, duyk Iram; these weren 
the duykis of Edom, dwelleris in the lond 
of hys lordschip; he was Esau, the fadir of 
Ydumeis. 


37 

1 Forsothe Jacob dwellide in the lond 
of Canaan, in which his fadir was a pil- 
grym; and these weren the generaciouns 
of hym. 2 Joseph whanne he was of six- 
tene yeer, yit a child, kepte a flok with 
hise britheren, and was with the sones of 
Bala and Zelfa, wyues of his fadir; and 


he accuside his britheren at the fadir of 
‘the worste synne. ? Forsothe Israel louyde 


Joseph ouer alle hise sones, for he hadde 
gendrid hym in eelde; and he made to 
Joseph a cote of many colours. 4 Forsothe 
hise britheren sien that he was loued of 
the fader more than alle, and thei hatiden 
hym, and myyten not speke ony thing 
pesibli to hym. ° And it bifelde that he 
telde to hise britheren a sweuene seyn, 
which cause was ‘the seed of more hatrede. 
6 And Joseph seide to his britheren, Here 
ye the sweuene which Y seiy, 7 Y ges- 
side that we bounden to gidere handfuls, 
and that as myn handful roos, and stood, 
and that youre handfuls stoden aboute 
and worschipiden myn handful. 8 Hise 
britheren answerden, Whether thou shalt 
be oure kyng, ethir we shulen be maad 
suget to thi lordschip? Therfor this cause 
of sweuenys and wordis mynystride the 
nurschyng of enuye, and of hatrede. ° Also 
Joseph seiy another sweuene, which he 
telde to the britheren, and seide, Y seiy bia 
sweuene that as the sunne, and moone, and 
enleuen sterris worschipiden me. 1° And 
whanne he hadde teld this sweuene to his 
fadir, and britheren, his fadir blamyde him, 
and seide, What wole this sweuene to it 
silf which thou hast seyn? Whether Y 
and thi modir, and thi britheren, schulen 
worschipe thee on erthe? ™ Therfor hise 
britheren hadden enuye to hym.  For- 
sothe the fadir bihelde pryuely the thing, 
12 and whanne his britheren dwelliden in 
Sichem, aboute flockis of the fadir ‘to be 
kept, !° Israel seide to Joseph, Thibritheren 
kepen scheep in Sichymys; come thou, Y 
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schal sende thee to hem. 14 And whanne 
Joseph answerde, Y am redi, Israel seide, 
Go thou, and se whether alle thingis ben esi 
anentis thi britheren, and scheep; and telle 
thou to me what is doon. He was sent fro 
the valey of Ebron, and cam into Sichem; 
15 and a man foond hym errynge in the 
feeld, and ‘the man axide, what he souyte. 
16 And he answerde, Y seke my britheren, 
schewe thou to me where thei kepten 
flockis. 17 And the man seide to hym, Thei 
yeden awei fro this place; forsothe Y herde 
hem seiynge, Go we into Dothaym. And 
Joseph yede aftir his britheren, and foond 
hem in Dothaym. 18 And whanne thei had- 
den seyn hym afer, bifor that he neiyede 
to hem, 19 thei thouyten to sle hym, and 
spaken to gidere, Lo! the dremere cometh, 
come ye, 20 sle we hym, and sende we 
into an eld sisterne, and we schulen seie, 
A wielde beeste ful wickid hath deuourid 
hym; and thanne it schal appere what hise 
dremes profiten to hym. 2! Sotheli Ruben 
herde this, and enforside to delyuere hym 


fro her hondis, 22 and seide, Sle we not the 
lijf of hym, nether schede we out his blood, 


but caste ye hym into an eeld cisterne, 
which is in the wildirnesse, and kepe ye 
youre hondis gilteles. Forsothe he seide 
this, willynge to delyuere hym fro her 
hondis, and to yelde to his fadir. 23 Therfor 
anoon as Joseph cam to hise britheren, thei 
dispuyliden hym of the coote, doun to the 
heele, and of many colours, and senten 
into the eeld cisterne, 24 that hadde no 
water. 25 And thei saten ‘to ete breed; 
and thei sien that Ismaelitis weigoers ca- 
men fro Galaad, and that her camels baren 
swete smellynge spiceries, and ‘rosyn, and 
stacten, into Egipt. 2° Therfor Judas seide 
to hise britheren, What schal it profite to 
vs, if we schulen sle oure brother, and 
schulen hide his blood? 27 It is betere that 
he be seeld to Ismalitis, and oure hondis 
be not defoulid, for he is oure brother 
and fleisch. The britheren assentiden to 
these wordis; 28 and whanne marchauntis 
of Madian passiden forth, thei drowen hym 
out of the cisterne, and seelden hym to Is- 
maelitis, for thriytti platis of siluer; whiche 
ledden hym in to Egipt. 29 And Ruben 
turnede ayen to the cisterne, and foond 
not the child; 3° and he to-rente his closis, 
and he yede to hise britheren, and seide, 
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The child apperith not, and whidir schal Y 
go? 31 Forsothe thei token his coote, and 
dippiden in the blood of a kide, which thei 
hadden slayn; and senten men that baren 


to the fadir, 32 and seiden, We han founde 
this coote, se, whether it is the coote of thi 
sone, ether nai. 33 And whanne the fader 
hadde knowe it, he seide, It is the coote of 
my sone, a wielde beeste ful wickid hath 


ete hym, a beeste hath deuourid Joseph. 


34 And he to-rente his clothis, and he was 
clothid with an heire, and biweilide his 
sone in myche tyme. 35 Sothely whanne 


hise fre children weren gaderid to gidere, 
that thei schulden peese the sorewe of the 


fadir, he nolde take counfort, but seide, Y 
schal go doun in to helle, and schal biweile 


my sone. And the while Jacob contynude in 
wepyng, 2° Madianytis seelden Joseph into 
Egipt to Putifar, chast ‘and onest seruaunt 
of Farao, maistir of the chyualrie. 


38 


1 Yn the same tyme Judas yede doun 


fro his britheren, and turnede to a man 
of Odolla, Hiram bi name; 2 and he siy 


ther a douytir of a man of Canaan, Sue bi 


name. And whanne he hadde takun hir 
to wijf, 3 he entride to hir, and sche con- 
seyuede, and childide a sone, and clepide 
his name Her. 4 And eft whanne a child 
was conseyued, sche nemyde the child 


borun Onam. ° And sche childide the 
thridde sone, whom sche clepide Cela, and 


whanne he was borun, sche ceesside to 
bere child more. © Forsothe Judas yaf a 


wijf, ‘Thamar bi name, to his firste gendrid 
sone Her. 7 And Her, the firste gendrid 
sone of Judas, was weiward in the siyt of 
the Lord, and therfor he was slayn of the 
Lord. 8 Therfor Judas seide to Onam, his 
sone, Entre thou to the wijf of thi brothir, 
and be thou felouschipid to hir, that thou 
reise seed to thi brothir. 9° And he wiste 
that sones schulden not be borun to him, 
‘and he entride to the wijf of his brother, 
and schedde seed in to the erthe, lest 
the fre children schulden be borun bi the 
name of the brother; 1° and therfor the 
Lord smoot hym, for he dide abhomynable 
thing. !! Wherfor Judas seide to Thamar, 
“wijf of his sone, Be thou widewe in the 
hous of thi fadir, til Sela my sone wexe, for 
he dredde lest also he schulde die as hise 
britheren. And sche yede, and dwellide in 
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the hous of hir fadir. 12 Forsothe whanne 
many yeeris weren passid, the douyter of 


Sue, ‘the wijf of Juda, diede, and whanne 
coumfort was takun aftir morenyng, he 
stiede to the schereris of hise scheep, he 
and Iras of Odolla, that was kepere of the 
floc, stieden in to Thampnas. 1° And it 


was teld to Thamar, that ‘the fadir of hir 
hosebonde stiede to Thampnas, to schere 


scheep. !4 And sche dide awei the clothis 


of widewehod, and sche took a roket, and 
whanne the clothinge was chaungid, sche 


sat in the weilot that ledith to Tampna; 


for Sela hadde woxe, and sche hadde not 
take hym to hosebonde. 15 And whanne 


Judas hadde seyn hir, he supposide hir 
to be an hoore, for sche hadde hilid hir 
face, lest sche were knowun. 16 And Judas 
entride to hir, and seide, Suffre me that 
Y ligge with thee; for he wiste not that 
sche was the wijf of his sone. And whanne 
sche answeride, What schalt thou yyue to 
me, that thou ligge bi me? 17 he seide, Y 
schal sende to thee a kide of the flockis. 
And eft whanne sche seide, Y schal suffre 
that that thou wolt, if thou schalt yyue to 


me a wed, til thou sendist that that thou 
bihetist. 18 Judas seide, What wolt thou 
that be youun to thee for a wed? She 
answeride, Thi ryng, and thi bie of the arm, 


and the staaf which thou holdist in the 
hond. Therfor the womman conseyuide 


at o liggyng bi, and sche roos, and yede; 
19 and whanne the clooth was ‘put awei 
which sche hadde take, sche was clothid in 
the clothis of widewhod. 2° Forsothe Judas 
sente a kide bi his scheepherde of Odolla, 
that he schulde resseyue the wed which he 
hadde youe to the womman; and whanne 
he hadde not founde hir, 21 he axide men 
of that place, Where is the womman that 
sat in the weie lot? And whanne alle men 
answeriden, An hoore was not in this place; 
he turnede ayen to Judas, 2? and seide to 
hym, Y foond not hir, but also men of 
that place seiden to me, that an hoore sat 
neuere there. 23 Judas seide, Haue sche to 
hir silf, certis sche may not repreue vs of a 
leesyng; Y sente the kyde which Y bihiyte, 
and thou foundist not hir. 24 Lo! sotheli 
aftir thre monethis thei telden to Judas, 
and seiden, Thamar, ‘wijf of thi sone, hath 
do fornycacioun, and hir womb semeth to 
wexe greet. Judas seide, Brynge ye hir 
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forth, that sche be brent. 25 And whanne 
sche was led to peyne, sche sente to ‘the 


fadir of hir hosebonde, and seide, Y haue 
conseyued of the man, whose these thingis 


ben; knowe thou whose is the ryng, and 


bie of the arm, and staf? 26 And whanne 
the yiftis weren knowun, he seide, Sche 


is more iust than Y, for Y yaf not hir 
to Sela, my sone; netheles Judas knewe 


hir no more fleischli. 27 Sotheli whanne 
the childberyng neiyede, twei chyldren ap- 
periden in the wombe, and in that birthe 
of children, oon brouyte forth the hond, 
in which the mydwijf boond a reed threed, 
28 and seide, This schal go out ‘the formere. 
29 Sotheli while he withdrowe the hond, 
the tother yede out, and the womman 
seide, Whi was the skyn in which the child 
lay in the wombe departid for thee? And 
for this cause sche clepide his name Fares. 
30 Afterward his brothir yede out, in whos 


hond was the reed threed, whom sche 
clepide Zaram. 


39 


1 Therfor Joseph was led in to Egipt, and 


Putifar, ‘chast and onest seruaunt of Farao, 
prince of the oost, a man of Egipt, bouyte 


hym of the hondis of Ismaelitis, of which he 
was brouyt. 2 And the Lord was with hym, 
and he was a man doynge with prosperite 
in alle thingis. And Joseph dwellide in ‘the 


hows of his lord, 3? which knew best that the 
Lord was with Joseph, and that alle thingis 


whiche he dide, weren dressid of the Lord 
in ‘the hond of hym. 4 And Joseph foond 
grace bifor his lord, and ‘mynystride to 
hym, of whom Joseph was maad souereyn 
of alle thingis, and gouernede the hows 
bitaken to hym, and alle thingis that weren 
bitakun to hym. 5 And the Lord blesside 
the ‘hows of Egipcian for Joseph, and mul- 
tipliede al his catel, as wel in howsis as in 
feeldis; © nether he knew ony other thing 
no but ‘breed * which he eet. Forsothe 
Joseph was fair in face, and schapli in siyt. 
7 And so aftir many daies the ladi castide 
hir iyen in to Joseph, and seide, Slepe 
thou with me; 8 which assentide not to 


the vnleueful werk, and seide to hir, Lo! 
while alle thingis ben bitakun to me, my 


lord woot not what he hath in his hows, 
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9 nether ony thing is, which is not in my 
power, ether which ‘he hath not bitake 
to me, outakun thee, which art his wijf; 
how therfor may Y do this yuel, and do 
synne ayens my lord? 1° Thei spaken siche 


wordis ‘bi alle daies, and the womman was 
diseseful to the yong waxynge man, and he 


forsook auoutrie. 11 Forsothe it bifelde in a 
dai, that Joseph entride in to the hows, and 


dide sum werk with out witnessis. 12 And 
sche took ‘the hem of his clooth, and sche 
seide, Slepe thou with me; and he lefte the 
mentil in hir hoond, and he fledde, and 
yede out. 1! And whanne the womman 
hadde seyn the clooth in hir hondis, and 
that sche was dispisid, 14 sche clepide to 
hir the men of hir hows, and seide to hem, 
Lo! my lord hath brouyt in an Ebrew man, 


that he schulde scorn vs; he entride to me 
to do leccherie with me, and whanne Y 
criede, and he herde my vois, !5 he lefte the 


mentil which Y helde, and he fledde out. 
16 Therfor in to the preuyng of trouthe, 


sche schewide the mantil, holdun to the 
hosebonde turnynge ayen hoom. !” And 


she seide, The Ebrew seruaunt, whom thou 
brouytist, entride to me to scorne me; and 


whanne he siy me crye, !8he lefte the men- 


til which Y helde, and he fledde out. 19 And 
whanne these thingis weren herd, the lord 


bileuyde ouer myche to the wordis of the 
wijf, and was ful wrooth; 2° and he bitook 
Joseph in to prisoun, where the bounden 
men of the kyng weren kept, and he was 


closid there. 21 Forsothe the Lord was with 
Joseph, and hadde mercy on hym, and yaf 


grace to hym in the siyt of the prince of 
the prisoun, 22 which bitook in the hond of 
Joseph alle prisoneris that weren holdun in 
kepyng, and what euer thing was doon, it 
was vndur Joseph, nethir the prince knewe 
ony thing, 23 for alle thingis weren bitakun 
to Joseph; for the Lord was with hym, and 
dresside alle his werkis. 


40 
1 Whanne these thingis weren doon so, it 
bifelde that twei geldyngis, the boteler and 
the baker ‘of the kyng of Egipt, synneden 


to her lord. 2 And Farao was wrooth 
ayens hem, for the toon was ‘souereyn 


to boteleris, the tother was ‘souereyn to 
bakeris. 3 And he sente hem in to the 


* 
39:6 Bi breed in holi scripture is vndirstonden al manere of mete, and bi watir al manere of drynk. 
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prisoun of the prince of knyytis, in which 
also Joseph was boundun. 4 And the keper 
of the prisoun bitook hem to Joseph, which 
also ‘mynystride to hem. Sumdel of tyme 
passide, and thei weren hooldun in kepyng, 
and bothe sien a dreem in o nyyt, 5 bi 
couenable expownyng to hem. © And 
whanne Joseph hadde entrid to hem eerli, 
and hadde seyn hem sori, 7 he axide hem, 
and seide, Whi is youre ‘face soriere to 
dai than it ys wont? 8 Whiche answeri- 
den, We seiyen a dreem, and “noon is that 
expowneth to vs. And Joseph seide to 
hem, Whether expownyng is not of God? 
Telle ye to me what ye han seyn. 9 The 
‘souereyn of boteleris telde first his dreem; 
Y seiy that a vyne bifore me, 1° in which 
weren thre siouns, wexide litil and litil 
in to buriounnyngis, and that aftir flouris 
grapys wexiden ripe, !! and the cuppe of 
Farao was in myn hond; therfor Y took the 
grapis, and presside out in to the cuppe 
which Y helde, and Y yaf drynk to Farao. 
12 Joseph answerde, This is the expownyng 
of the dreem; thre siouns ben yit thre daies, 
13 aftir whiche Farao schal haue mynde of 
thi seruyce, and he schal restore thee in 
to the firste degree, and thou schal yyue 
to hym the cuppe, bi thin office, as thou 


were wont to do bifore. 14 Oneli haue thou 
mynde on me, whanne it is wel to thee, 


and thou schalt do merci with me, that 
thou make suggestioun to Farao, that he 


lede me out of this prisoun; 15 for theefli 
Y am takun awei fro the lond of Ebrews, 
and here Y am sent innocent in to prisoun. 
16 The ‘maister of bakeris seiye that Joseph 
hadde expowned prudentli the dreem, and 
he seide, And Y seiy a dreem, that Y hadde 
thre panyeris of mele on myn heed, !” and 
Y gesside that Y bar in o panyere, that was 
heiyere, alle metis that ben maad bi craft 


of bakers, and that briddis eeten therof. 
18 Joseph answerde, This is the expownyng 


of the dreem; thre panyeris ben yit thre 


daies, 19 aftir whiche Farao schal take awei 
thin heed, and he schal hange thee in a 


cros, and briddis schulen todrawe thi fleis- 
chis. 2° Fro thennus the thridde dai was the 
dai of birthe of Farao, which made a greet 


feeste to hise children, and hadde mynde 
among metis on the maistir ‘of boteleris, 
and on the prince of bakeris; 2! and he 
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restoride the oon in to his place, that he 
schulde dresse cuppe to ‘the kyng, 22 and 
he hangide ‘the tothir in a gebat, that 
the treuthe of ‘the expownere schulde be 
preued. 23 And netheles whanne prosperi- 
tees bifelden, the ‘souereyn of boteleris 
foryat ‘his expownere. 


4l 

1 Aftir twei yeer Farao seiy a dreem; he 
gesside that he stood on a flood, 2 fro which 
seuene faire kiyn and ful fatte stieden, and 
weren fed in the places of mareis; 3 and 
othere seuene, foule and leene, camen out 
of the flood, and weren fed in thilk brenke 
of the watir, in grene places; 4 and tho deu- 


oureden thilke kien of whiche the fairnesse 
and comelynesse of bodies was wondurful. 


5 Farao wakide, and slepte eft, and seiy 


another dreem; seuen eeris of corn ful 
and faire camen forth in o stalke, © and 
othere as many eeris of corn, thinne and 


smytun with corrupcioun of brennynge 
wynd, 7 camen forth, deuourynge al the 


fairenesse of the firste. Farao wakide aftir 
reste, 8 and whanne morewtid was maad, 
he was aferd bi inward drede, and he sente 
to alle the expowneris of Egipt, and to alle 


wise men; and whanne thei weren clepid, 


he telde the dreem, and noon was that ex- 
pownede. ? Thanne at the laste the maistir 


‘of boteleris bithouyte, and seide, Y knowl- 
eche my synne; !° the kyng was wrooth to 


hise seruauntis, and comaundide me and 
the maister ‘of bakeris to be cast doun in 
to the prisoun of the prince of knyytis, 


11 where we bothe saien a dreem in o nyyt, 
biforeschewynge of thingis to comynge. 


12 AnEbrew child, seruaunt of the same duk 
of knyytis was there, to whom we telden 


the dremes, !3 and herden what euer thing 
the bifallyng of thing preuede afterward; 
for Y am restorid to myn office, and he 
was hangid in a cros. 14 Anoon at the 
comaundement of the kyng thei polliden 
Joseph led out of prisoun, and whanne ‘the 
clooth was chaungid, thei brouyten Joseph 
to the kyng. 5 To whom the kyng seide, Y 
seiye dremes, and noon is that expowneth 
tho thingis that Y seiy, I haue herd that 
thou expownest moost prudentli. }°Joseph 
answerde, With out me, God schal answere 
prosperitees to Farao. 17 Therfor Farao 
telde that that he seiy; Y gesside that Y 
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stood on the brenke of the flood, 18 and 
seuene kiyn, ful faire and with fleischis 
able to etyng, stieden fro the watir, whiche 
kiyn gaderiden grene seggis in the pasture 
of the marreis; 1° and lo! seuene othere 
kiyn, so foule and leene, sueden these, that 
Y seiy neuere siche in the lond of Egipt; 


20 and whanne the formere kien weren 
deuourid and wastid, tho secounde yauen 


no steppe of fulnesse, 2! but weren slowe 
bi lijk leenesse and palenesse. I wakide, 
and eft Y was oppressid bi sleep, and Y 
seiy a dreem; 22 seuene eeris of corn, ful 


and faireste, camen forth in o stalke, 23 and 
othere seuene, thinne and smytun with 


‘corrupcioun of brennynge wynd, camen 


forth of the stobil, 24 whiche deuouriden 
the fairenesse of the formere; 25 Y telde 
the dreem to expowneris, and no man is 
that expowneth. Joseph answerde, The 
dreem of the king is oon; God schewide to 
Farao what thingis he schal do. 26 Seuene 
faire kiyn, and seuene ful eeris of corn, 
ben seuene yeeris of plentee, and tho com- 
prehenden the same strengthe of dreem; 
27 and seuene kiyn thinne and leene, that 
stieden aftir tho, and seuene thinne eeris 
of corn and smytun with brennynge wynd, 
ben seuene yeer of hungur to comynge, 


28 whiche schulen be fillid bi this ordre. 
29Lo! seuene yeer of greet plentee in al the 


lond of Egipt schulen come, °° and seuene 
othre yeer of so greet bareynesse schulen 


sue tho, that al the abundaunce bifore be 
youun to foryetyng; for the hungur schal 


waste al the lond, 3! and the greetnesse 
of pouert schal leese the greetnesse of 
plentee. 32 Forsothe this that thou siyest 
the secunde tyme a dreem, perteynynge to 
the same thing, is a ‘schewyng of sadnesse, 


for the word of God schal be doon, and 
schal be fillid ful swiftli. 33 Now therfor 
puruey the kyng a wijs man and a redi, and 


make the kyng hym souereyn to the lond of 
Egipt, >4 which man ordeyne gouernouris 
bi alle cuntreis, and gadere he in to bernys 
the fyuethe part of fruytis bi seuene yeer 
of plentee, °> that schulen come now; and 
al the wheete be kept vndur the power of 
Farao, * and be it kept in citees, 36 and 
be it maad redi to the hungur to comynge 





* 41:35 that is, not bi violence nether bi fre yifte, but bi biyng and paiyng of priys. 


schewinge priuitees, as Jerom and Lire here seyen. 
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of seuene yeer that schal oppresse Egipt, 
and the lond be not wastid bi pouert. 
37 The counsel pleside Farao, 38 and alle his 
mynystris, and he spak to hem, Wher we 
moun fynde sich a man which is ful of God- 
dis spirit? 39 Therfor Farao seide to Joseph, 
For God hath schewid to thee alle thingis 
whiche thou hast spoke, wher Y mai fynde 
a wisere man and lijk thee? 4° Therfor thou 
schalt be ouer myn hous, and al the puple 


schal obeie to the comaundement of thi 
mouth; Y schal passe thee onely by o trone 


of the rewme. 41 And eft Farao seide to 
Joseph, Lo! Y haue ordeyned thee on al 


the lond of Egipt. 42 And Farao took the 
ryng fro his hond, and yaf it in the hond 
of Joseph, and he clothide Joseph with a 
stoole of bijs, and puttide a goldun wrethe 
aboute the necke; 42 and Farao made Joseph 


to ‘stie on his secounde chare, while a 
bidele criede, that alle men schulden knele 
bifore hym, and schulden knowe that he 


was souereyn of al the lond of Egipt. 44 And 
the kyng seide to Joseph, Y am Farao, 


without thi comaundement no man shal 
stire hond ether foot in al the lond of Egipt. 


45 And he turnede the name of Joseph, 
and clepide him bi Egipcian langage, the 
sauyour t of the world; and he yaf to Joseph 
a wijf, Asenech, the douyter of Potifar, 
preest of Heliopoleos. And so Joseph yede 
out to the lond of Egipt. 4° Forsothe Joseph 
was of thretti yeer, whanne he stood in 
the siyt of kyng Farao, and cumpasside 
alle the cuntreis of Egipt. 47 And the 
plente of seuene yeer cam, and ripe corn 


weren bounden into handfuls, and weren 
gaderid into the bernys of Egipt, 48 also 


al the aboundaunce of cornes weren kept 
in alle citeis, 4° and so greet aboundaunce 


was of wheete, that it was maad euene 
to the grauel of the see, and the plente 


passide mesure. °° Sotheli twei sones were 
born to Joseph bifor that the hungur came, 
whiche Asenech, douytir of Putifar, preest 
of Heliopoleos, childide to hym. 5! And he 
clepide the name of the firste gendrid sone, 
Manasses, and seide, God hath maad me 
to foryete alle my traueilis, and the hous 


of my fadir; 52 and he clepide the name of 
the secunde sone Effraym, and seide, God 


t 41:45 In Ebrew it is 
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hath maad me to encreesse in the lond 
of my pouert. 53 Therfor whanne seuene 


yeer of plentee that weren in Egipt weren 
passid, 54 seuene yeer of pouert bigunnen 
to come, whiche Joseph bifore seide, and 
hungur hadde the maistri in al the world; 
also hungur was in al the lond of Egipt; 
55 and whanne that lond hungride, the 
puple criede to Farao, and axide metis; 
to whiche he answeride, Go ye to Joseph, 
and do ye what euer thing he seith to 
you. 5° Forsothe hungur encreesside ech 
dai in al the lond, and Joseph openyde alle 
the bernys, and seelde to Egipcians, for 
also hungur oppresside hem; 5” and alle 
prouynces camen in to Egipt to bie metis, 
and to abate the yuel of nedynesse. 


1 Forsothe Jacob herde that foodis weren 
seeld in Egipt, and he seide to hise sones, 
Whi ben ye necgligent? 2 Y herde that 
wheete is seeld in Egipt, go ye doun, and 
bie ye necessaries to vs, that we moun lyue, 
and be not wastid bi nedynesse. 3 Therfor 
ten britheren of Joseph yeden doun to bie 
wheete in Egipt, 4and Beniamyn was with- 
holdun of Jacob at hoome, that seide to hise 
britheren, Lest perauenture in the weie he 
suffre ony yuel. 5 Sotheli thei entriden 
in to the lond of Egipt, with othere men 
that yeden to bie; forsothe hungur was 
in the lond of Canaan. © And Joseph was 
prince of Egipt, and at his wille whetis 
weren seeld to puplis. And whanne hise 
britheren hadden worschipid hym, 7 and 
he hadde knowe hem, he spak hardere as to 


aliens, and axide hem, Fro whennus camen 
ye? Whiche answeriden, Fro the lond of 


Canaan, that we bie necessaries to lyiflode. 


8 And netheles he knewe the britheren, 
and he was not knowun of hem, 2 and he 
bithouyte on the dremys whiche he seiy 
sumtyme. And he seide to hem, Ye ben 
aspieris, ye camen to se the feblere thingis 
of the lond. 1° Whiche seiden, Lord, it is not 
so, but thi seruauntis camen to bie metis; 
Malle we ben the sones of o man, we comen 
pesible, and thi seruauntis ymaginen not 


ony yuel. !2 To ‘whiche he answeride, It is 
in other maner, ye camen to se the feble 
thingis of the lond. 1} And thei seiden, 


‘We twelue britheren, thi seruauntis, ben 
sones of o man in the lond of Canaan; the 
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leeste is with oure fadir, an other is not 
‘on erthe. 1! This it is, he seide, that Y 
spak to you, 15 ye ben aspieris, riyt now Y 
schal take experience of you, bi the helthe 
of Farao ye schulen not go fro hennus, til 
youre leeste brother come; sende ye oon 
of you, !© that he brynge hym, forsothe 
ye schulen be in boondis, til tho thingis 
that ye seiden ben preued, whether tho 


ben false ether trewe; ellis, bi the helthe of 
Farao, ye ben aspieris. 1” Therfor he bitook 


hem to kepyng thre daies; sotheli in the 


thridde dai, 18 whanne thei weren led out 
of prisoun, he seide, Do ye that that Y seide, 


and ye schulen lyue, for Y drede God; %if ye 
ben pesible, o brother of you be boundun in 
prisoun; forsothe go ye, and bere wheetis, 
whiche ye bouyten, 2° in to youre housis, 
and brynge ye youre leeste brother to me, 
that Y may preue youre wordis, and ye 


die not. Thei diden as he seide, 21 and 
thei spaken togidere, Skilfuli we suffren 


these thingis, for we synneden ayens oure 
brother, and we seiyen the anguysch of his 
soule, while he preiede vs, and we herden 


not; herfore this tribulacioun cometh on 
vs. 22 Of which oon, Ruben, seide, Whether 
Y seide not to yow, Nyle ye do synne ayens 


the child, and ye herden not me? lo! his 
blood is souyt. 23 Sotheli thei wisten not 
that Joseph vndirstood, for he spak to hem 
by interpretour. 24 And he turnede awei 
hym silf a litil and wepte; and he turnede 
ayen, and spak to hem. 25 And he took 
Symeon, and boond hym, while thei weren 
present; and he comaundide the mynys- 
tris, that thei schulden fille her sackis with 
wheete, and that thei schulden putte the 
money “of alle in her baggis, and ouer this 
yyue metis in the weie; whiche diden so. 


26 And thei ‘baren wetis on her assis, and 
yeden forth, 2”? and whanne the sak of oon 


was opened that he schulde yyue meete to 
the werk beeste in the yn, he bihelde the 
money in the mouth of the bagge, 28 and 
seide to his britheren, My monei is yoldun 
to me, lo! it is had in the bagge; and thei 
weren astonyed, and troblid, and seiden 
togidere, What thing is this that God hath 
doon to us. 29 And thei camen to Jacob, her 


fadir, in the loond of Canaan, and telden 
to hym alle thingis that bifelden to hem, 


and seiden, 3° The lord of the lond spak 
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harde to vs, and gesside that we weren 
aspieris of the prouynce; 31 to whom we 
answeriden, We ben pesible, nether we 
purposen ony tresouns; 32 we ben twelue 
britheren, gendrid of o fadir, oon is not 


‘on erthe, the leeste dwellith with the fadir 
in the lond of Canaan. 33 And he seide to 
vs, Thus Y schal preue that ye ben pesible; 


leeffe ye o brother of you with me, and 
take ye metis nedeful to youre housis, and 
go ye, and brynge ye to me youre leeste 
brother, 34 that Y wite that ye ben not 
aspieris, and that ye moun resseyue this 


brother which is holdun in boondis, and 
that fro thennus forth ye haue licence to 
bie what thingis ye wolen. 35 While these 
thingis weren seide, whanne alle schedden 
out wheetis, thei founden money boundun 
in ‘the mouth of sackis. And whanne alle 
togidere weren aferd, 3° the fadir Jacob 
seide, Ye han maad me to be with out 
children; Joseph is not alyue, Symeon is 
holdun in bondis, ye schulen take a wey 
fro me Beniamyn; alle these yuels felden in 


me. 37 To whom Ruben answeride, Sle thou 
my twei sones, if Y shal not brynge hym 


ayen to thee; take thou hym in myn hond, 
and Y schal restore hym to thee. °8 And 
Jacob seide, My sone schal not go doun 
with you; his brother is deed, he aloone is 
left; if ony aduersite schal bifalle ‘to hym in 
the lond to which ye schulen go, ye schulen 
lede forth myn hoore heeris with sorewe to 
hellis. 


1 In the meene tyme hungur oppresside 
greetli al the lond; 2and whanne the meetis 
weren wastid, whiche thei brouyten fro 
Egipt, Jacob seide to hise sones, Turne ye 
ayen, and bie ye a litil of meetis to vs. 
3 Judas answeride, The ilke man denoun- 
side to vs vndir witnessyng of an ooth, 
and seide, Ye schulen not se my face, if ye 
schulen not brynge with you youre leeste 
brother; 4 therfor if thou wolt sende hym 
with vs, we schulen go to gidere, and we 


schulen bie necessaries to thee; ° ellis if 
thou wolt not, we schulen not go; for as 


we seiden ofte, the man denounside to 
vs, and seide, Ye schulen not se my face 


with out youre leeste brother. © Forsothe 
Israel seide to hem, Ye diden this in to 





* 
43:8 Lo, prestis oblishyng. 
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my wretchidnesse, that ye schewiden to 
hym, that ye hadden also another brother. 


7 And thei answeriden, The man axide vs 
bi ordre oure generacioun, if the fadir 


lyuede, if we hadden a brother; and we 
answeriden suyngli to hym, bi that that 
he axide; whether we myyten wite that he 
wolde seie, Brynge ye youre brothir with 
you? 8 And Judas seide to his fadir, Sende 
the child with me, that we go, and moun 
lyue, lest we dien, and oure litle children 


* .9y take the child, require thou hym of 
myn hoond; if Y schal not brynge ayen, and 
bitake hym to thee, Y schal be gilti of synne 
ayens thee in al tyme; 1° if delai hadde not 
be, we hadden come now anothir tyme. 


11 Therfor Israel, ‘the fadir of hem, seide 
to hem, If it is nede so, do ye that that ye 


wolen; ‘take ye of the beste fruytis of the 
lond in youre vesselis, and ‘bere ye yiftis to 
the man, a litil of gumme, and of hony, and 
of storax, and of mirre, and of therebynte, 
and of alemaundis; 12 and ‘bere ye with 
you double money, and ‘bere ye ayen that 
money which ye founden in baggis, lest 
perauenture it be doon bi errour; !° but 
also take ye youre brother, and go ye to the 
man; !4 forsothe my God Almyyti mak him 
pesible to you, and sende he ayen youre 


brother, whom he holdith in boondis, and 
this Beniamyn; forsothe Y schal be as maad 


bare without sones. 15 Therfor the men 
token yiftis, and double monei, and Beni- 


amyn; and thei yeden doun in to Egipt, and 
stoden bifore Joseph. 16 And whanne he 
hadde seyn ‘hem and Beniamyn togidere, 
he comaundide the dispendere of his hows, 


and seide, Lede these men in to the hous, 
and sle beestis, and make a feeste; for thei 
schulen ete with me to dai. 17 He dide as 
it was comaundid, and ledde the men in 
to the hows; 18 and there thei weren aferd, 
and seiden to gidere, We ben brouyt in for 


the monei which we baren ayen bifore in 
oure sackis, that he putte chalenge ‘in to 
vs, and make suget bi violence to seru- 
age bothe vs and oure assis. 19 Wherfor 
thei neiyeden in the ‘yatis, and spaken 
to the dispendere, 2° Lord, we preien that 


thou here vs; we camen doun now bifore 
that we schulden bie metis; 2! whanne tho 
weren bouyt, whanne we camen to the 
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ynne, we openeden oure baggis, and we 
founden money in the mouth of sackis, 
which money we han brouyt ayen now 
in the same weiyte; 22 but also we han 
brouyt other siluer, that we bie tho thingis 


that ben nedeful to vs; it is not in oure 
conscience, who puttide the money in oure 


pursis. 23 And he answerde, Pees be to 
you, nyle ye drede; youre God and God of 
youre fadir yaf to you tresouris in youre 
baggis; for I haue the monei preued, which 
ye yauen to me. And he ledde out Symeon 
to hem; 24 and whanne thei weren brouyt 
in to the hows, he brouyte watir, and thei 
waischiden her feet, and he yaf ‘meetis 


to her assis. 25 Sotheli thei maden redi 
yiftis til Joseph entride at myd day, for 


thei hadden herd that thei schulden ete 
breed there. 2° Therfor Joseph entride in 
to his hows, and thei offriden yiftis to hym, 
and helden in the hondis, and worschipi- 
den lowe to erthe. 2” And he grette hem 
ayen mekeli; and he axide hem, and seide, 
Whether youre fadir, the elde man, is saaf, 
of whom ye seiden to me? lyueth he yit? 
28 Whiche answeriden, He is hool, thi seru- 
aunt oure fadir lyueth yit; and thei weren 
bowid, and worschipiden hym. 29 Forsothe 
Joseph reyside hise iyen, and siy Beniamyn 
his brother of the same wombe, and seide, 
Is this youre litil brother, of whom ye sei- 
den to me? And eft Joseph seide, My sone, 
God haue merci of thee. 3° And Joseph 
hastide in to the hous, for his entrailis 
weren moued on his brother, and teeris 
brasten out, and he entride into a closet, 
and wepte. 3! And eft whanne the face 


was waischun, he yede out, and refreynede 
hym silf, and seide, Sette ye looues. 32‘ And 
whanne tho weren set to Joseph by hym 


silf, and to the britheren bi hem silf, and 
to Egipcyans that eeten to gidre by hem 


silf; for it is vnleueful to Egipcians to 
ete with Ebrewis, and thei gessen sich a 


feeste vnhooli. 33 Therfor thei saten bifore 
hym, the firste gendrid bi the rite of his 


firste gendryng, and the leeste bi his age; 

and thei wondriden greetli, 34 whanne the 

partis weren takun whiche thei hadden 

resseyued of him, and the more part cam to 

Beniamyn, so that it passide in fyue partis; 

ae thei drunken, and weren fillid with 
im. 
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1 Forsothe Joseph comaundid the dis- 
pendere of his hous, and seide, Fille thou 
her sackis with wheete, as myche as tho 
moun take, and putte thou the money of 
ech in the hiynesse of the sak; 2 forsothe 
put thou in the mouth of the sak of the 
yongere my silueren cuppe, and the prijs 
of wheete which he yaf; and it was doon 


so. 3 And whanne the morewtid roos, thei 
weren delyuered with her assis. 4 And 


now thei hadden go out of the citee, and 
hadden go forth a litil; thanne Joseph 
seide, whanne the dispendere of his hous 
was clepid, Rise thou, pursue the men, 
and seye thou whanne thei ben takun, 
Whi han ye yolde yuel for good? 5 The 
cuppe, which ye han stole, is thilk in 
which my lord drynkith, and in which he 
is wont to dyuyne; ye han do a ful wickid 
thing. © He dide as Joseph comaundid, 
and whanne thei weren takun, he spak bi 
ordre. 7 Whiche answeriden, Whi spekith 
oure lord so, that thi seruauntis han do 
so greet trespas? 8 We brouyten ayen to 


thee fro the lond of Chanaan the monei 
which we founden in the hiynesse of sackis, 


and hou is it suynge that we han stole fro 
‘the hows of thi lord gold ether siluer? 


9 At whom euere of thi seruauntis this that 
thou sekist is foundun, die he, and we 
schulen be seruauntis of my lord. 19 Which 


seide to hem, Be it doon bi youre sentence; 
at whom it is foundun, be he my seruaunt; 
forsothe ye schulen be gilteles. 1! And 


so thei diden doun hastili the sackis on 
erthe, and alle openyden tho whiche he 


souyte; 12 and bigan at the more til to the 
leeste, and foond the cuppe in ‘the sak 
of Beniamyn. !3 And whanne thei hadden 
‘to-rent her clothis, and hadden chargid 
eft the assis, thei turneden ayen in to the 
citee. 14 And Judas entride ‘the firste with 
brithren to Joseph; for he hadde not go yit 
fro the place; and alle felden togidere on 
erthe bifore hym. 1 To whiche he seide, 
Whi wolden ye do so? whether ye witen 
not, that noon is lijk me in the kunnyng of 
dyuinyng? 16To whom Judas seide, What 
schulen we answere to my lord, ether what 
schulen we speke, ether moun iustli ayen- 


seie? God hath founde the wickidnesse of 
thi seruauntis; lo! alle we ben the seruaun- 
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tis of my lord, bothe we and he at whom the 
cuppe is foundun. 17 Joseph answeride, Fer 
be it fro me, that Y do so; he be my seruaunt 
that stal the cuppe; forsothe go ye fre to 
youre fadir. 18 Sotheli Judas neiyede neer, 
and seide tristili, My lord, Y preye, thi 
seruaunt speke a word in thin eeris, and be 


thou not wrooth to thi seruaunt; for aftir 
Farao thou art my lord. 19 Thou axidist 


first thi seruauntis, Han ye a fadir, ether a 
brother? 2° And we answeriden to thee, my 


lord, An eld fadir is to vs, and a litil child 
that was borun in his eelde, whos brother 
of the same wombe is deed, and his modir 
hath hym aloone; forsothe his fadir loueth 


hym tendirli. 21 And thou seidist to thi 
seruauntis, Brynge ye hym to me, and Y 
schal sette myn iyen on hym. 22 We maden 
suggestioun to thee, my lord, the child may 


not forsake his fadir; for if he schal leeue 
the fadir, he schal die. 23 And thou seidist 
to thi seruauntis, If youre leeste brother 


schal not come with you, ye schulen no 
more se my face. 24 Therfor whanne we 


hadden stied to thi seruaunt, oure fadir, 
we telden to hym alle thingis whiche my 


lord spak; and oure fadir seide, 25 Turne ye 
ayen, and bie ye to you a litil of wheete; 
26 to whom we seiden, We moun not go; 
if oure leeste brother schal go doun with 
vs, we schulen go forth togidere; ellis, if 


he is absent, we doren not se the ‘face of 
the lord. 2” To whiche thingis the fadir 


answeride, Ye witen that my wiif childide 
twei sones to me; 28 oon yede out, and ye 
seiden, a beeste deuouride hym, and hidir 
to he apperith not; 2° if ye taken also this 
sone, and ony thing bifallith to hym in 
the weye, ye schulen lede forth myn hoor 
heeris with morenyng to hellis. 3° Therfor 
if Y entre to thi seruaunt, oure fadir, and 


the child faile, sithen his lijf hangith of 
the lijf of the child, 31 and he se that the 


child is not with vs, he schal die, and thi 
seruauntis schulen lede forth hise hoor 
heeris with sorewe to hellis. 32Be Y propirli 


thi seruaunt, which resseyuede this child 
on my feith, and bihiyte, and seide, If Y 
schal not brynge ayen hym, Y schal be gilti 
of synne ayens my fadir in al tyme; 33 and 


so Y schal dwelle thi seruaunt for the child 
in to the seruyce of my lord, and the child 


stie with hise britheren; 34 for Y may not go 
ayen to my fadir, if the child is absent, lest 
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Y stonde a witnesse of the wretchidnesse 
that schal oppresse my fadir. 


1 Joseph myyte no lengere absteyne hym 
silf, while many men stoden bifore; wher- 
for he comaundide that alle men schulden 
go out, and that noon alien were present in 
the knowyng of Joseph and hise britheren. 
2 And Joseph reiside the vois with wepyng, 
which Egipcians herden, and al the hows 
of Farao. 3 And he seide to hise britheren, 
Y am Joseph; lyueth my fadir yit? The 
brithren myyten not answere, and weren 
agast bi ful myche drede. 4 To whiche he 
seide mekeli, Neiye ye to me. And whanne 
thei hadden neiyed nyy, he seide, Y am 
Joseph youre brother, whom ye selden in 
to Egipt; 5 nyle ye drede, nether seme it 
to be hard to you, that ye seelden me in 


to these cuntreis; for God hath sent me 
bifore you in to Egipt for youre helthe. °For 


it is twei yeer that hungur bigan ‘to be 
in the lond, yit fyue yeer suen, in whiche 
me schal not mow ere, nether repe; 7 and 
God bifor sente me, that ye be reserued on 
erthe, and moun haue metis to lyue. ° Y 
was sent hidur not bi youre counsel, but bi 


Goddis wille, which made me as the fadir 
of Farao, and the lord of al his hows, and 
prince in al the lond of Egipt. ° Haste ye, 


and ‘stie ye to my fadir, and ye schulen 
seie to hym, Thi sone Joseph sendith these 
thingis; God hath maad me lord of al the 
lond of Egipt; come doun to me, and tarie 


not, and dwelle in the lond of Gessen; 
10 and thou schalt be bisidis me, thou, 
and thi sones, and the sones of thi sones, 
thi scheep, and thi grete beestis, and alle 


thingis whiche thou weldist, 11 and there Y 
schal fede thee; for yit fyue yeer of hungur 
ben residue, lest bothe thou perische, and 
thin hows, and alle thingis whiche thou 
weldist. 12 Lo! youre iyen, and the iyen of 
my brother Beniamyn seen, that my mouth 
spekith to you; 13 telle ye to my fadir al 
my glorie, and alle thingis whiche ye sien 
in Egipt; haste ye, and brynge ye hym to 
me. 14 And whanne he hadde biclippid, and 
hadde feld in to the necke of Beniamyn, his 
brother, he wepte, the while also Benjamin 
wepte in lijk maner on the necke of Joseph. 
15 And Joseph kisside alle hise britheren, 
and wepte on alle; aftir whiche thingis thei 
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weren hardi to speke to hym. 16 And it 
was herd, and pupplischid bi famouse word 
in the halle of the kyng, The britheren of 
Joseph ben comun. And Farao ioiede, and 
al his meynee; 1’ and Farao seide to Joseph, 
that he schulde comaunde hise britheren, 
and ‘seie, Charge youre beestis, and go ye 
in to the lond of Canaan, 18 and take ye 
fro thennus youre fadir, and kynrede, and 
come ye to me; and Y schal yyue to you alle 
the goodis of Egipt, that ye ete the merow 


of the lond. !9 Comaunde thou also, that 
thei take waynes of the lond of Egipt to 


the cariage of her litle children, and wyues, 
and seie thou, ‘Take ye youre fadir, and 
haste ye comynge soone, 2° nether leeue 
ye ony thing of the purtenaunce of youre 
hows, for alle the richessis of Egipt schulen 
be youre. 2! The sones of Israel diden, 


as it was comaundid to hem; to whiche 
Joseph yaf waynes, bi the comaundement 


of Farao, and metis in the weie; 22 and he 
comaundide twei stoolis to be brouyt forth 


to ech; forsothe he yaf to Beniamyn thre 
hundrid platis of siluer, with fyue the beste 
stoolis; 23 and sente to his fadir so myche 


of siluer, and of cloothis, and he addide to 
hem ten male assis, that schulden bere of 
alle richessis of Egipt, and so many femal 
assis, berynge wheete and looues in the 
weie. 24 Therfor he lefte hise britheren, 
and seide to hem goynge forth, Be ye not 


wrooth in the weie. 25 Whiche stieden fro 
Egipt, and camen in to the lond of Canaan, 


to her fadir Jacob; 2° and telden to hym, 
and seiden, Joseph, thi sone, lyueth, and 
he is lord in al the lond of Egipt. And 
whanne this was herd, Jacob wakide as of a 
greuouse sleep; netheles he bileuyde not to 
hem. 27 Thei telden ayenward al the ordre 
of the thing; and whanne Jacob hadde seyn 
the waynes, and alle thingis whiche Joseph 
hadde sent, his spirit lyuede ayen, 28 and he 
seide, It suffisith to me, if Joseph my sone 
lyueth yit, Y schal go and ‘Y schal se hym 
bifore that Y die. 


46 
1 And Israel yede forth with alle thingis 
that he hadde, and he cam to the pit of 
ooth; and whanne sacrifices weren slayn 


there to God of his fadir Isaac, 2 he herde 
God bia visioun in that nyyt clepynge hym, 


‘and seiynge to hym, Jacob! Jacob! To 
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whom he answeride, Lo! Y am present. 
3 God seide to hym, Y am the strongeste 
God of thi fadir; nyle thou drede, go doun 
in to Egipt, for Y schal make thee there in 
toa greet folk; 4Y schal go doun thidir with 
thee, and Y schal brynge thee turnynge 
ayen fro thennus, and Joseph schal sette 
his hond on thin iyen. ° Jacob roos fro 
the pit of ooth, and the sones token him, 
with her litle children, and wyues, in the 
waynes whiche Farao hadde sent to bere 
the eld man, © and alle thingis whiche he 
weldide in the lond of Canaan; and he cam 
in to Egipt with his seed, ” hise sones, and 
her sones, and douytris, and al the gen- 
eracioun togidere. ® Forsothe thes ben the 
names of the sones of Israel, that entriden 
in to Egipte; he with hise fre children. The 
firste gendrid Ruben; ° the sones of Ruben, 
Enoch, and Fallu, and Esrom, and Carmi. 
10 The sones of Symeon, Jemuhel, and 
Jamyn, and Ahoth, and Jachyn, and Sab, 
and Saber, and Saul, the sone of awomman 
of Canaan. 11 The sones of Leuy, Gerson, 
Caath, and Merarie. 12 The sones of Juda, 
Her and Onam, and Sela, and Fares, and 
Zara. Forsothe Her and Onam dieden in 
the lond of Canaan; and the sones of Fares 
weren borun, Esrom, and Amul. 1} The 
sones of Isacar, Thola, and Fua, and Jobab, 
and Semron. 14 The sones of Zabulon, 
Sared, and Thelom, and Jahel. 1 These 
ben the sones of Lia, whiche sche childide 
in Mesopotanye of Sirie, with Dyna, hir 
douyter; alle the soules of hise sones and 
douytris, thre and thretti. 1° The sones of 
Gad, Sefion, and Aggi, Suny, and Hesebon, 
Heri, and Arodi, and Areli. 17 The sones of 
Aser, Jamne, and Jesua, and Jesui, and Be- 
ria; and Sara, the sister of hem. The sones 
of Beria, Heber and Melchiel. 18 These 
weren the sones of Zelfa, whom Laban yaf 
to Lia, his douyter, and Jacob gendryde 
these sixtene persones. 19 The sones of 
Rachel, ‘wijf of Jacob, weren Joseph and 
Beniamyn. 2° And sones weren borun to 
Joseph in the loond of Egipt, Manasses 
and Effraym, whiche Asenech, ‘douytir of 
Putifar, preest of Helipoleos, childide to 
hym. 2! The sones of Beniamin weren Bela, 
and Becor, and Asbel, Gera, and Naaman, 
and Jechi, ‘Ros, and Mofym, and Ofym, an 

Ared, 22 These weren the sones of Rachel, 
whiche Jacob gendride; alle the persones 
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weren fouretene. 23 The sone of Dan, Vsym. 
24 The sones of Neptalym, Jasiel, and Guny, 
and Jeser, and Salem. 25 These weren ‘the 
sones of Bala, whom Laban yaf to Rachel 
his douytir. 2° And Jacob gendride these; 
alle the soules weren seuene. And alle 
the men that entriden with Jacob in to 
Egipt, and yeden out of his thiy, with out 
‘the wyues of his sones, weren sixti and 
sixe. 27 Forsothe the sones of Joseph, that 
weren borun to hym in ‘the loond of Egipt, 


weren two men. Alle the soulis of ‘the 
hows of Jacob, that entriden in to Egipt, 
weren seuenti. 28 Forsothe Jacob sente 
Judas bifore hym to Joseph, that he schulde 
telle to hym, and he schulde ‘come in to 
Gessen. 29 And whanne Jacob hadde come 
thidir, Joseph stiede in his chare to mete 
his fadir at the same place. And he siy 
Jacob, and felde on ‘his necke, and wepte 
bitwixe collyngis. °° And the fadir seide 
to Joseph, Now Y schal die ioiful, for Y siy 
thi face, and Y leeue thee lyuynge. 3! And 
Joseph spak to hise brithren, and to al ‘the 
hows of his fadir, I schal stie, and *Y schal 
telle to Farao, and Y schal seie to hym, My 


britheren, and the hows of my fadir, that 


weren in the lond of Canaan, ben comun to 
me, 32 and thei ben men kepers of scheep, 


and han bisynesse of flockis to be fed; thei 
brouyten with hem her scheep and grete 
beestis, and alle thingis whiche thei miyten 
haue. 33 And whanne Farao schal clepe you, 
and schal seie, What is youre werk? 34 ye 


schulen answere, We ben thi seruauntis, 
men scheepherdis, fro oure childhed til in 


to present tyme, bothe we and oure fadris. 
Sotheli ye schulen seye these thingis, that 
ye moun dwelle in the lond of Gessen, for 
Egipcians wlaten alle keperis of scheep. 


47 

1 Therfor Joseph entride, and telde to 
Farao, and seide, My fadir and brethren, 
the scheep and grete beestis of hem, and 
alle thingis whiche thei welden, camen fro 
the lond of Canaan; and lo! thei stonden 
in the lond of Gessen. 2 And he ordeynede 
fyue, the laste men of hise britheren, bifore 
the kyng, 3? whiche he axide, What werk 
han ye? Thei answeriden, We thi seru- 
auntis ben kepers of scheep, bothe we and 
oure faderis; 4 we camen in to thi lond to 
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be pilgrymys, for noo gras is to the flockis 
of thi seruauntis; hungur wexith greuouse 


in the lond of Canaan, and we axen that 
thou comaunde vs thi seruauntis to be in 
the lond of Gessen. ° And so the kyng 


seide to Joseph, Thi fadir and thi britheren 
camen to thee; © the lond of Egipt is in thi 
siyt, make thou hem to dwelle in the beste 
place, and yyue thou to hem the lond of 


Gessen; that if thou woost that witti men 
ben in hem, ordeyne thou hem maystris 


of my beestis. 7 After these thingis Joseph 
brouyte in his fader to the king, and settide 
him bifor the king, which blesside the king; 
8 and he was axid of the king, Hou many 
ben the daies of the yeeris of thi lijf? 9 And 
he answeride, The daies of pilgrymage of 
my lijf, ben feewe and yuele, of an hundrid 
and thretti yeer, and tho ‘camen not til 
to the daies of my fadris, in whiche thei 
weren pilgryms. 1° And whanne he hadde 
blessid the kyng, he yede out. 11 Forsothe 
Joseph yaf to hise fadir and britheren pos- 
sessioun in Egipt, in Ramasses, the beste 


soile of erthe, as Farao comaundide; 12 and 
he fedde hem, and al the hows of his fadir, 
and yaf metis to alle. 1° For breed failide 


in al the world, and hungur oppresside the 
lond, moost of Egipt and of Canaan; 4 of 
whiche londis he gaderide al the money for 
the sillyng of wheete, and brouyte it in to 
the ‘tresorie of the kyng. And whanne 
prijs failide to the bieris, al Egipt cam to 
Joseph, and seide, Yyue thou ‘looues to 


vs; whi shulen we die bifore thee, while 
monei failith? 1° To whiche he answeride, 
Brynge ye youre beestis, and Y schal yyue 


to you metis for tho, if ye han not prijs. 
17 And whanne thei hadden brouyt tho, he 
yaf to hem metis for horsis, and scheep, 
and oxun, and assis; and he susteynede 
hem in that yeer for the chaungyng of 
beestis. 18 And thei camen in the secunde 
yeer, and seiden to hym, We helen not fro 
oure lord, that the while monei failith, also 
beestis failiden togidere, nether it is hid 
fro thee, that with out bodies and lond we 
han no thing; 19 whi therfor schulen we 
die, while thou seest? bothe we and oure 
lond schulen be thine, bie thou vs in to 
the kyngis seruage, and yyue thou seedis, 
lest the while the tiliere perischith, the 
lond be turned in to wildirnesse. 2° Therfor 
Joseph bouyte al the lond of Egipt, while 
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all men seelden her possessiouns, for the 
greetnesse of hungur; 2! and he made it and 
alle puplis therof suget to Farao, fro the 
laste termes of Egipt til to the laste endis 
therof, 22 outakun the lond of preestis, 
that was youun of the kyng to hem, to 
whiche preestis also metis weren youun of 
the comun bernys, and therfor thei weren 
not compellid to sille her possessiouns. 
23 Therfor Joseph seide to the puplis, Lo! 
as ye seen, Farao weldith bothe you and 
youre lond; take ye seedis, and ‘sowe ye 
feeldis, 24 that ye moun haue fruytis; ye 
schulen yyue the fifthe part to the kyng; 
Y suffre to you the foure residue partis in 
to seed and in to meetis, to you, and to 
youre fre children. 25 Whiche answeriden, 
Oure helthe is in thin hond; oneli oure God 
biholde vs, and we schulen ioifuli serue the 
kyng. 2° For that tyme til in to present dai, 


in al the lond of Egipt, the fyuethe part is 
paied to the kyngis, and it is maad as in 
to a lawe, with out the lond of preestis, 


that was fre fro this condicioun. 2” Therfor 
Israel dwellide in Egipt, that is, in the lond 
of Jessen, and weldide it; and he was en- 
creessid and multiplied ful mych. 28 And he 
lyuede therynne sixtene yeer; and alle the 
daies of his lijf weren maad of an hundrid 
and seuene and fourti yeer. 2? And whanne 
he seiy the dai of deeth nyye, he clepide his 
sone Joseph, and seide to hym, If Y haue 
founde grace in thi siyt; putte thin hond 
vndur myn hipe, and thou schal do merci 
and treuthe to me, that thou birie not me in 
Egipt; 3° but ‘Y schal slepe with my fadris, 
and take thou awey me fro this lond, and 
birie in the sepulcre of my grettere. To 
whom Joseph answeride, Y schal do that 
that thou comaundist. 31 And Israel seide, 


Therfor swere thou to me; and whanne 
Joseph swoor, Israel turnede to the heed of 


the bed, and worschipide God. 


1 And so whanne these thingis weren 
don, it was teld to Joseph, that his fadir was 
sijk. And he took hise twei sones, Manasses 
and Effraym, and he disposide to go. 2 And 
it was seid to the elde man, Lo! thi sone 
Joseph cometh to thee; which was coum- 
fortid, and sat in the bed. 3 And whanne 
Joseph entride to hym, he seide, Almyyti 
God apperide to me in Luza, which is in 
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the lond of Canaan, and blesside me, 4 and 
seide, Y schal encreesse and multiplie thee, 
and Y schal make thee in to cumpanyes of 
puplis, and Y schal yyue to thee this lond, 
and to thi seed aftir thee, in to euerlastinge 
possessioun. ° Therfor thi twei sones, that 
ben borun to thee in the lond of Egipt 
bifore that Y cam hidir to thee, schulen 
be myne, Effraym and Manasses as Ruben 
and Symeon schulen be arettid to me; 


6 forsothe the othere whiche thou schalt 
gendre aftir hem schulen be thine; and 


thei schulen be clepid bi the name of her 
britheren in her possessiouns. 7 Forsothe 
whanne Y cam fro Mesopotamye, Rachel 


was deed to me in the lond of Canaan, 
in thilke weie; and it was the bigynnyng 


of somer; and Y entride in to Effrata, 
and beriede hir bisidis the weie of Effrata, 
which bi anothir name is clepid Bethleem. 


8 Forsothe Jacob seiy the sones of Joseph, 


and seide to him, Who ben these? ° He 
answeride, Thei ben my sones, whiche God 


yaf to me in this place. Jacob seide, Brynge 


hem to me that Y blesse hem. 1° For ‘the 
iyen of Israel, dasewiden for greet eelde, 


and he myyte not se clereli; and he kisside 
and collide tho children ioyned to hym, 


and seide to his sone, !! Y am not defrau- 
did of thi siyt; ferthermore God schewide 


to me thi seed. 12 And whanne Joseph 
hadde take hem fro ‘the fadris lappe, he 
worschipide lowe to erthe. 13 And he sette 
Effraym on his riyt side, that is, on the lift 


side of Israel; forsothe he settide Manasses 
in his lift side, that is, on the riyt side of 


the fadir; and he ioynede bothe to hym. 
14 Which helde forth the riyt hond, and 
settide on ‘the heed of Effraym, the lesse 


brothir; sotheli he settide the left hond on 
‘the heed of Manasses, that was the more 
thury birthe. Jacob chaungide ‘the hondes, 


15 and blesside his sone Joseph, and seide, 
God, in whos siyt my fadris Abraham and 
Isaac yeden; God, that fedith me fro my 
yong wexynge age til in to present day; 
16 the aungel that delyuerede me fro alle 
yuelis, blesse thes children, and my name 
be clepid on hem, and the names of my 


fadris Abraham and Ysaac; and wexe theiin 
multitude on erthe. 17 Forsothe Joseph seiy 


that his fadir hadde set the riyt hond on 
the heed of Effraym, and took heuyli, and 
he enforside to reise the fadris hond takun 
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fro the heed of Effraym, and to bere ‘ouer 
on ‘the heed of Manasses. 18 And he seide 
to the fadir, Fadir, it acordith not so; for 
this is the firste gendrid; sette thi riyt hond 
on the heed ‘of hym. 19 Which forsook and 
seide, Y woot, my sone, Y woot; and sotheli 
this child schal be in to puplis, and he 
schal be multiplied; but his yonger brother 


schal be more than he, and ‘his seed schal 
encreesse in to folkis. 2° And he blesside 
hem in that tyme, and seide, Israel schal 


be blessid in thee, Joseph, and it schal be 
seid, God do to thee as to Effraym and as 
to Manasses. And he settide Effraym bifore 
Manasses; 2! and seide to Joseph, his sone, 
Lo! Y die, and God schal be with you, and 
schal lede you ayen to the lond of youre 
fadris; 22 Y yyue to thee o part ouer thi 


britheren which Y took fro the hand of 
Amorei, in my swerd and bowe. 


49 

1 Forsothe Jacob clepide hise sones, and 
seide to hem, Be ye gaderid that Y telle 
what thingis schulen come to you in the 
laste daies; 2 be ye gaderid, ‘and here, ye 
sones of Jacob, here ye Israel youre fadir. 
3 Ruben, my firste gendrid sone, thou art 
my strengthe and the bigynnyng of my 
sorewe; thou ouytist to be the former in 
yiftis, the more in lordschip; 4 thou art 


sched out as watir; wexe thou not, for 
thou stiedist on the bed of thi fader, and 
defoulidist his bed. 5 Symeon and Leuy, 


britheren, fiytynge vessils of wickidnesse; 
© my soule come not in to the councel of 
hem, and my glorie be not in the con- 
gregacioun of hem; for in her woodnesse 


thei killiden a man, and in her wille thei 
myneden the wal; ” curside be the wood- 


nesse of hem, for it is obstynat, and the 
indignacioun of hem for it is hard; Y schal 
departe hem in Jacob, and I schal scatere 
hem in Israel. 8 Judas, thi britheren schulen 
preise thee, thin hondis schulen be in the 
nollis of thin enemyes; the sones of thi 
fadir schulen worschipe thee. ° ‘A whelp 
of lioun ‘is Judas; my sone thou stiedist 
to prey; thou restidist, and hast leyn as 


a lioun, and as a lionesse who schal reise 
hym? 1° The septre schal not be takun 


awey fro Juda, and a duyk of his hipe, til 


he come that schal be sent, and he schal 
be abiding of hethene men; "1 and he schal 
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tye his colt at the vyner, and his femal asse 
at the vyne; A! my sone, he schal waische 
his stoole in wyn, and his mentil in the 
blood of grape; 12 hise iyen ben fairere 
than wyn, and hise teeth ben whittere than 
mylk. 13 Zabulon schal dwelle in the brenk 
of the see, and in the stondyng of schipis; 
and schal stretche til to Sydon. 1 Isachar, 
a strong asse, 15 liggynge bitwixe termes, 
seiy reste, that it was good and seiy the 
lond that it was best, and he vndirsettide 
his schuldre to bere, and he was maa 

seruynge to tributis. 16 Dan schal deme 
his puple, as also another lynage in Israel. 
17 Dan be maad a serpent in the weie, and 
cerastes in the path, and bite the feet of an 


hors, that the ‘stiere therof falle bacward; 
Lord, 18 Y schal abide thin helthe. 19 Gad 
schal be gird, and schal fiyte bifor hym, 


and he schal be gird bihynde. 2° Aser his 
breed schal be plenteuouse, and he schal 
yyue delicis to kyngis. 2! Neptalym schal 
be an hert sent out, and yyuynge spechis of 
fairenesse. 22 Joseph, a sone encreessynge, 
‘a sone encresinge, and fair in biholdyng; 
douytris runnen aboute on the wal, 23 but 
hise brithren wraththeden hym, and chid- 
den, and thei hadden dartis, and hadden 


enuye to hym. #4 His bowe sat in the 
stronge, and the boondis of his armes, and 


hondis weren vnboundun bi the hond of 
the myyti of Jacob; of hym a scheepherd 


yede out, the stoon of Israel. 25 God of thi 
fadir schal be thin helpere, and Almyyti 
God schal blesse thee with blessyngis of 
heuene fro aboue, and with blessyngis of 
the see liggynge binethe, with blessyngis 
of tetis, and of wombe; 2¢ the blessyngis 
of thi fadir ben coumfortid, the blessyngis 
of his fadris, til the desire of euerlastynge 
hillis cam; blessyngis ben maad in the heed 
of Joseph, and in the nol of Nazarei among 
his britheren. 27 Beniamyn, a rauyschynge 
wolf, schal ete prey eerly, and in the euen- 
tid he schal departe spuylis. 28 Alle these 
weren in twelue kynredis of Israel; her 
fadir spak these thingys to hem, and bles- 
side hem alle by propre blessyngis, 29 and 
comaundide hem, and seide, Y am gaderid 
to my puple, birie ye me with my fadris in 
the double denne, which is in the lond of 
Efron Ethei, ayens Manbre, 3° in the lond 
of Canaan, which denne Abraham bouyte 
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with the feeld of Efron Ethei, in to posses- 
sioun of sepulcre. 3! There thei birieden 
hym, and Sare his wijf, also Ysaac was 
biried there with Rebecca his wijf; there 
also Lia liggith biried. 32 And whanne the 


comaundementis weren endid, bi whiche 
he tauyte the sones, he gaderide hise feet 


on the bed, and diede, and he was put to 
his puple. 


50 
1 Which thing Joseph seiy, and felde on 
‘the face of the fader, and wepte, and kiste 
hym; 2 and he comaundide hise seruauntis, 
lechis, that thei schulden anoynte the fadir 
with swete smellynge spiceries. 3 While 


thei ‘filliden the comaundementis, fourti 
daies passiden, for this was the custom of 


deed bodies anoyntid; and Egipt biwepte 
hym seuenti daies. 4 And whanne the tyme 
of weiling was fillid, Joseph spak to the 
meyne of Farao, If Y haue founde grace in 
youre siyt, speke ye in the eeris of Farao; 
for my fadir chargide me, ° and seide, Lo! 
Y die, thou schalt birie me in my sepul- 
cre which Y diggide to me in the lond of 


Canaan; therfor Y schal stie that Y birie 
my fadir, and Y schal turne ayen. © And 


Farao seide to hym, Stie, and birie thi fader, 
as thou art chargid. 7 And whanne ‘he 


stiede, alle the elde men of ‘the hous of 
Farao yeden with him, and alle the grettere 


men in birthe of the lond of Egipt; the hous 
of Joseph with her britheren, ® without 
litle children, and flockis, and grete beestis, 


whiche thei leften in the lond of Gessen, 
yeden with him. ° And he hadde charis, and 


horsmen, and felouschip, and cumpany 
was maad not litil. 1° And thei camen to 
the cornfloor of Adad, which is set ouer 
Jordan, where thei maden the seruice of 
the deed bodi, with greet weilyng and 
strong, and fillide seuen daies. 1 And 


whanne the dwellers of the lond of Canaan 
hadden seyn this, thei seiden, This is a 


greet weiling to Egipcians; and therfor 
thei clepiden the name of that place the 
weilyng of Egipt. 1% Therfor the sones 
of Jacob diden, as he hadde comaundid 
to hem; }3 and thei baren hym in to the 
lond of Canaan, and thei birieden hym in 


the double denne, which denne with the 
feeld Abraham hadde bouyt of Effron Ethei, 


ayens the face of Mambre, into possessioun 
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of sepulcre. 14 And Joseph turnede ayen 
in to Egipt with hise britheren and al the 
felouschipe, whanne the fadir was biried. 
15 And whanne the fadir was deed, the 
britheren of Joseph dredden, and spaken 
togidere, lest perauenture he be myndeful 
of the wrong which he suffride, and yelde 
to vs al the yuel, that we diden. 1° And 
thei senten to hym, and seiden, Thi fadir 
comaundide to vs, 17 bifore that he diede, 
that we schulden seie to thee these thingis 
bi hise wordis; Y beseche, that thou foryete 


the wickidnesse of thi britheren, and the 
synne, and malice which thei hauntiden 
ayens thee; also we preien, that thou 
foryyue this wickidnesse to thi fadir, the 
seruaunt of God. Whanne these thingis 
weren herd, Joseph wepte. 18 And hise 
britheren camen to hym, and worschipi- 
den lowe to erthe, and seiden, We ben thi 


seruauntis. 19 To whiche he answeride, 
Nyle ye drede; whether we moun ayen- 


stonde Goddis wille? 2° Ye thouyten yuel of 
me, and God turnede it in to good, that he 
schulde enhaunse me, as ye seen in present 
tyme, and that he schulde make saaf many 
puplis; 2! nyle ye drede, Y schal fede you 
and youre litle children. And he coum- 
fortide hem, and spak swetli, and liytly; 
22 and he dwellide in Egipt, with al the hows 
of his fadir. And he lyuyde an hundrid 
yeer, and he seiy the sones of Effraym til 
to the thridde generacioun; also the sones 


of Machir, son of Manasses, weren borun 
in the knees of Joseph. 23 Whanne these 


thingis weren don, Joseph spak to hise 
brithren, Aftir my deeth God schal visite 
you, and he schal make to stie fro this lond 
to the loond which he swoor to Abraham, 
Ysaac, and Jacob. 24 And whanne he hadde 
chargid hem, and hadde seid, God schal 
visite you, bere ye out with you my boonus 
fro this place, 25 he diede, whanne an hun- 
drid and ten yeeris of his lijf weren fillid; 
and he was anoyntid with swete smellynge 
spiceries, and was kept in a beere in Egipt. 
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Exodus 


1 These ben the names of the sones of 
Israel, that entriden into Egipt with Jacob; 
alle entriden with her housis; 2 Ruben, 
Symeon, 3 Leuy, Judas, Isachar, Zabulon, 
and Benjamin, 4 Dan, and Neptalim, Gad, 
and Aser. > Therfor alle the soules of hem 
that yeden out of ‘the hipe of Jacob weren 
seuenti and fyue. © Forsothe Joseph was 
in Egipt; and whanne he was deed, and 
alle hise brithren, and al his kynrede, 7 the 
sones of Israel encreessiden, and weren 
multiplied as buriounnyng, and thei weren 
maad strong greetli, and filliden the lond. 
8 A newe kyng, that knewe not Joseph, 
roos in the meene tyme on Egipt, and 
seide to his puple, Lo! ° the puple of the 
sones of Israel is myche, and strongere 
than we; 1° come ye, wiseli oppresse we 
it, lest perauenture it be multiplied; and 
lest, if batel risith ayens vs, it be addid 
to oure enemyes, and go out of the lond, 
whanne we ben ouercomun. ! And so 
he made maistris of werkis souereyns to 
hem, that thei schulden turmente hem 
with chargis. And thei maden citees of 


tabernaclis to Farao, Fiton, and Ramesses. 
12 And bi hou myche thei oppressiden hem, 


bi so myche thei weren multiplied, and en- 
creessiden more. 13 And Egipcians hatiden 


the sones of Israel, and turmentiden, and 
scorneden hem; !4 and brouyten her lijf 


to bitternesse bi hard werkis of cley and 
to tijl stoon, and bi al seruage, bi which 
thei weren oppressid in the werkis of erthe. 
15 Forsothe the kyng of Egipt seide to the 
mydwyues of Ebrews, of whiche oon was 
clepid Sefora, the tother Fua; 1° and he 
commaundide to hem, Whanne ye schulen 
do the office of medewyues to Ebrew wym- 
men, and the tyme of childberyng schal 
come, if it is a knaue child, sle ye him; if 
it is a womman, kepe ye. 17 Forsothe the 
medewyues dredden God, and diden not bi 
the comaundement of the kyng of Egipt, 
but kepten knaue children. 18 To whiche 
clepid to hym the kyng seide, What is this 
thing which ye wolden do, that ye wolden 
kepe the children? 19 Whiche answeriden, 
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Ebrew wymmen ben not as the wymmen 
of Egipt, for thei han kunnyng of the craft 
of medewijf, and childen bifore that we 
comen to hem. 2° Therfor God dide wel 
to medewyues; and the puple encreesside, 
and was coumfortid greetli. 2! And for 
the mydewyues dredden God, he bildide 
‘housis to hem. 2? Therfor Farao comaun- 
dide al his puple, and seide, What euer 
thing of male kynde is borun to Ebrewis, 
‘caste ye into the flood; what euer thing of 
wymmen kynde, kepe ye. 


2 

1 Aftir these thingis a man of ‘the hows 
of Leuy yede out, and took a wijf * of his 
kyn, 2 which conseyuede, and childide a 
sone. And sche seiy hym wel farynge, and 
hidde him bi thre monethis. ? And whanne 
sche myyte not hele, thanne sche took a 
‘leep of segge, and bawmede it with tar 
and pitch, and puttide the yong child with 
ynne, and puttide hym forth in a ‘place 
of spier of the brenke of the flood, 4 the 
while his sistir stood afer, and bihelde the 
bifalling of the thing. °Lo! forsothe the 
douytir of Farao cam doun to be waischun 
in the flood, and hir damysels walkiden 
bi the brenke of the flood. And whanne 
sche hadde seyn a leep in the ‘place of 
spier, sche sente oon of hir seruauntessis, 
6 and sche openyde the leep brouyt to hir, 
and seiy a litil child wepynge ther ynne. 
And sche hadde mercy on the child, and 
seide, It is of the yonge children of Ebrews. 
7 To whom the ‘sister of the child seide, 
Wolt thou that Y go, and clepe to thee 
an Ebrew womman, that may nurische the 
yong child? 8 She answeride, Go thou. The 
damysel yede, and clepide the ‘modir of 
the child. >To whom “the douytir of Farao 
spak, and seide, Take thou this child, and 
nurische to me; Y schal yyue to thee thi 


mede. The womman took, and nurischide 
the child, and bitook hym woxun to ‘the 


douytir of Farao, 1° whom sche purchaside 
‘in to the place of sone; and sche clepide 


his name Moises, and seide, For Y took 
hym fro the watir. 1! In tho daies, aftir 


that Moises encreesside, he yede out to 
hise britheren, and seiy the turment of 


* 2:1 took a wiyf into fleisly coupling: for sche was his wiyf bifore, and hadde childid Aaron and Marie his sister. 
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hem, and a man Egipcian smytynge ‘oon 
of Ebrews, hise britheren. !2 And whanne 
he hadde biholdun hidur and thidir, and 
hadde seyn, that no man was present, he 
killide the Egipcian, and hidde in soond. 
13 And he yede out in another dai, and seiy 
tweyne Ebrews chidynge, and he seide to 
hym that dide wrong, Whi smytist thou 


thi brother? 14 Which answeride, Who 
ordeynede thee prince, ether iuge on vs? 


Whether thou wolt sle me, as thou killidist 
yisterdai the Egipcian? Moises dredde, 
and seide, Hou is this word maad opun? 
15 And Farao herde this word, and souyte 
to sle Moyses, which fledde fro his siyt, 
and dwellide in the lond of Madian, and sat 
bisidis a pit. 1° Forsothe seuene douytris 
weren to the preest of Madian, that camen 
to drawe watir; and whanne the trouyis 


weren fillid, thei coueitiden to watere ‘the 
flockis of her fadir. 17 Scheepherdis camen 


aboue, and dreuen hem awei; and Moises 
roos, and defendide the dameselis; and he 
watride ‘the scheep of hem. 18 And whanne 


thei hadden turned ayen to Jetro, her fadir, 
he seide to hem, Whi camen ye swiftliere 
than ye weren wont? !9 Thei answeriden, 
A man of Egipt delyuerede vs fro the hond 
of scheepherdis; ferthermore and he drow 
watir with vs, and yaf drynk to the scheep. 


20 And he seide, Where is that man? whi 
leften ye the man? clepe ye hym, that he 
ete breed. 21 Therfor Moises swoor, that he 
wolde dwelle with Jetro; and he took a wijf, 
Sefora, ‘the douyter of Jetro. 22 And sche 
childide a sone to hym, whom he clepide 
Gersan, and seide, Y was a comelyng in 
an alyen lond. Forsothe sche childide an 
othir sone, whom he clepide Eliezer, and 
seide, For God of my fadir is myn helpere, 
and delyuerede me fro the hond of Farao. 
23 Forsothe aftir myche tyme the kyng of 
Egipt diede, and the sones of Israel inwardli 


weiliden for werkis, and crieden, and the 
cry of hem for werkis stiede to God. 24 And 


he herde the weilyng of hem, and he hadde 
mynde of the boond of pees, which he 


hadde maad with Abraham, Ysaac, and 
Jacob; and he bihelde the sones of Israel, 
25 and knewe hem. 


3 


1 Forsothe Moises kepte the scheep of 
Jetro, ‘his wyues fadir, preest of Madian; 
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and whanne he hadde dryue the floc to 
the ynnere partis of deseert, he cam to 


Oreb, the hil of God. 2 Forsothe the Lord 
apperide to hym in the flawme of fier fro 


the myddis of the buysch, and he seiy that 
the buysch brente, and was not forbrent. 
3 Therfor Moyses seide, Y schal go and 
schal se this greet siyt, whi the buysch is 
not forbrent. 4 Sotheli the Lord seiy that 
Moises yede to se, and he clepide Moises 
fro the myddis of the buysch, and seide, 
Moyses! Moises! Which answeride, Y am 
present. 5 And the Lord seide, Neiye thou 
not hidur, but vnbynde thou the scho of thi 
feet, for the place in which thou stondist 
is hooli lond. © And the Lord seide, Y am 
God of thi fadir, God of Abraham, and God 
of Isaac, and God of Jacob. Moises hidde 
his face, for he durste not biholde ayens 
God. 7 To whom the Lord seide, Y seiy the 
affliccion of my puple in Egipt, and Y herde 
the cry therof, for the hardnesse of hem 
that ben souereyns of werkis. ®And Y knew 
the sorewe of the puple, and Y cam down 
to delyuere it fro the hondis of Egipcians, 
and lede out of that lond in to a good lond 


and brood, into a lond that flowith with 
milk and hony, to the places of Cananey, 


and of Ethei, of Amorrey, and of Feresei, 
of Euey, and of Jebusei. 9 Therfor the cry 


of the sones of Israel cam to me, and Y 
seiy the turment of hem, bi which thei ben 
oppressid of Egipcians. 1° But come thou, 
I schal sende thee to Farao, that thou lede 
out my puple, the sones of Israel, fro Egipt. 
11 And Moises seide to hym, Who am Y, 
that Y go to Farao, and lede out the sones 
of Israel fro Egipt? 12 And the Lord seide 


to Moises, Y schal be with thee, and thou 
schalt haue this signe, that Y haue sent 


thee, whanne thou hast led out my puple 
fro Egipt, thou schalt offre to God on this 
hil. 13 Moises seide to God, Lo! Y schal go 
to the sones of Israel, and Y schal seie to 
hem, God of youre fadris sente me to you; 
if thei schulen seie to me, what is his name, 
what schal Y seie to hem? 1 The Lord 
seide to Moises, Y am that am. The Lord 
seide, Thus thou schalt seie to the sones of 
Israel, He that is sente me to you. 1° And eft 
God seide to Moises, Thou schalt seie these 
thingis to the sones of Israel, The Lord God 
of youre fadris, God of Abraham, and God 
of Isaac, and God of Jacob, sente me to 
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you; this name is to me with outen ende, 


* and this is my memorial in generacioun 
and in to generacioun. !° Go thou, gadere 
thou the eldere men, that is, iugis, of Israel, 


and thou schalt seie to hem, The Lord God 
of youre fadris apperide to me, God of 


Abraham, and God of Ysaac, and God of 
Jacob, and seide, Y visitynge haue visitid 
you, and Y seiy alle thingis that bifelden 
to you in Egipt; 17 and Y seide, that Y lede 
out you fro the affliccioun of Egipt in to 
the lond of Cananey, and of Ethei, and of 


Amorrei, and of Ferezei and of Euei, and 
of Jebusei, to the lond flowynge with mylk 
and hony. 18 And thei schulen here thi 
vois; and thou schalt entre, and the eldere 
men of Israel to the kyng of Egipt, and 
thou schalt seie to hym, The Lord God of 
Ebrews clepide vs; we schulen go the weie 


of thre daies in to wildirnesse, that we offre 
to oure Lord God. 19 But Y woot, that the 
kyng of Egipt schal not delyuere you that 


ye go, but bi strong hond; 2° for Y schal 
holde forthe myn hond, and I schal smyte 
Egipt in alle my marueils, whiche Y schal 
do in the myddis of hem; aftir these thingis 
he schal delyuere you. 2! And Y schal yyue 
grace to this puple bifore Egipcians, and 
whanne ye schulen go out, ye schulen not 
go out voide; 22 but a womman schal axe 
of hir neiyboresse and of her hoosteesse 
siluerne vesselis, and goldun, and clothis, 
and ye schulen putte tho on youre sones 
and douytris, and ye schulen make nakid 
Egipt. 


4 

1 Moyses answeride, and seide, The 
comyns schulen not bileue to me, nether 
thei schulen here my vois; but thei schulen 
seie, The Lord apperide not to thee. 
2 Therfor the Lord seide to hym, What is 
this that thou holdist in thin hond? Moises 
answeride, A yerde. 3 And the Lord seide, 
Caste it forth into erthe; and he castide 
forth, and it was turned in to a serpent, so 
that Moises fledde. 4 And the Lord seide 
Holde forth thin hond, and take the tail 
therof; he stretchide forth, and helde, and 
it was turned in to a yerde. 5 And the Lord 
seide, That thei bileue, that the Lord God 
of thi fadris apperide to thee, God of Abra- 
ham, and God of Isaac, and God of Jacob. 





* 
3:15 for thes thre witnessis lyuen withouten eende. 
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6 And the Lord seide eft, Putte thin hond 
in to thi bosum; and whanne he hadde 
put it in to the bosum, he brouyte forth 
it leprouse, at the licnesse of snow. 7 The 
Lord seide, Withdrawe thin hond in to thi 
bosum; he withdrow, and brouyte forth eft, 


and it was lijc the tother fleisch. The Lord 


seide, If thei schulen not bileue to thee, 
nether schulen here the word of the for- 
mere signe, thei schulen bileue to the word 


of the signe suynge; ° that if thei bileuen 
not sotheli to these twei signes, nether 


heren thi vois, take thou watir of the flood, 
and schedde out it on the drie lond, and 
what euer thing thou schalt drawe vp of 


the flood, it schal be turned in to blood. 
10 Moises seide, Lord, Y biseche, Y am ‘not 
eloquent fro yistirdai and the thridde dai 


ago; and sithen thou hast spokun to thi 


seruaunt, Y am of more lettid and slowere 
tunge. 11 The Lord seide to hym, Who 


made the mouth of man, ether who made a 
doumb man and “deef, seynge and blynd? 


whether not Y? !2 Therfor go thou, and Y 
schal be in thi mouth, and Y schal teche 
thee what thou schalt speke. 13 And he 
seide, Lord, Y biseche, sende thou whom 
thou schalt sende. 14 And the Lord was 
wrooth ayens Moises, and seide, Y woot, 


that Aaron, thi brother, of the lynage of 
Leuy, is eloquent; lo! he schal go out in to 
thi comyng, and he schal se thee, and schal 
be glad in herte. 15 Speke thou to hym, and 
putte thou my wordis in his mouth, and Y 
schal be in thi mouth, and in the mouth of 
hym; and Y schal schewe to you what ye 
owen to do. !©He schal speke for thee to the 
puple, and he schal be thi mouth; forsothe 
thou schalt be to him in these thingis, that 
perteynen to God. 1” Also take thou this 
yerde in thin hond, in which thou schalt 
do myraclis. 18 Moises yede, and turnede 
ayen to Jetro, his wyues fadir, and seide 
to hym, Y schal go, and turne ayen to my 
britheren in to Egipt, that Y se, whether 
thei lyuen yit. To whom Jetro seide, Go 
thou in pees. 19 Therfor the Lord seide 
to Moyses in Madian, Go thou, and turne 
ayen into Egipt; for alle thei ben deed that 
souyten thi lijf. 2° Moises took his wijf, and 
hise sones, and puttide hem on an asse, and 
he turnede ayen in to Egipt, and bar the 
yerde of God in his hond. 2! And the Lord 
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seide to hym turnynge ayen in to Egipt, Se, 
that thou do alle wondris, whiche Y haue 
put in thin hond, bifore Farao; Y schal make 
hard * his herte, and he schal not delyuere 
the puple; and thou schalt seie to hym, 
22 The Lord seith these thingis, My firste 
gendrid sone is Israel; 23 Y seide to thee, 
delyuere thou my sone, that he serue me, 
and thou noldist delyuere hym; lo! Y schal 
sle thi firste gendrid sone. 24 And whanne 
Moises was in the weie, in an yn, the Lord 
cam to him, and wolde sle hym. 2° Sefora 
took anoon a moost scharp stoon, and cir- 
cumcidide the yerde of hir sone; and sche 
towchide ‘the feet of Moises, and seide, 
Thou art an hosebonde of bloodis to me. 
26 And he lefte hym, aftir that sche hadde 
seid, Thou art an hosebonde of bloodis to 
me for circumcisioun. 2” Forsothe the Lord 
seide to Aaron, Go thou in to the comyng 
of Moises in to deseert; which yede ayens 
Moises in to the hil of God, and kisside 
him. 28 And Moises telde to Aaron alle the 
wordis of the Lord, for whiche he hadde 
sent Moises; and ‘he telde the myraclis, 
whiche the Lord hadde comaundid. 29 And 
thei camen togidere, and gaderiden alle 
the eldere men of the sones of Israel. 3° And 
Aaron spak alle the wordis, whiche the 
Lord hadde seid to Moises, and he dide the 
signes bifore the puple; 31 and the puple 
bileuede; and thei herden, that the Lord 
hadde visitid the sones of Israel, and that 
he hadde biholde the turment of hem; and 


thei worschipiden lowe. 


1 Aftir these thingis Moises and Aaron 
entriden, and seiden to Farao, The Lord 
God of Israel seith these thingis, Delyuere 
thou my puple, that it make sacrifice to 


me in deseert. 2 And he answeride, Who 
is the Lord, that Y here his vois, and de- 
lyuere Israel? I knowe not the Lord, and 


Y schal not delyuere Israel. 3 Thei seiden, 
God of Ebrews clepide vs, that we go the 


weie of thre daies in to wildirnesse, and 
that we make sacrifice to oure Lord God, 
lest perauenture pestilence, ether swerd, 


bifalle to vs. 4 The kyng of Egipt seide 
to hem, Moises and Aaron, whi stiren ye 
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the puple fro her werkis? Go ye to youre 
chargis. > And Farao seide, The puple of the 
loond is myche; ye seen that the cumpany 
hath encreessid; hou myche more schal 
it encreesse, if ye schulen yyue to hem 
reste fro werkis. © Therfor Farao comaun- 
dide in that dai to the maistris of werkis, 
and to rente gadereris of the puple, 7 and 
seide, Ye schulen no more yyue stre to 
the puple, to make tijl stoonys as bifore; 
but go thei, and gedere stobil; ® and ye 
schulen sette on hem the mesure of tijl 
stoonys, which thei maden bifore, nether 
ye schulen abate ony thing; for thei ben 
idil, and therfor thei crien, and seien, Go 
we, and make we sacrifice to oure God; °be 
thei oppressid bi werkis, and fille thei tho, 
that thei assente not to the false wordis. 
10 Therfor the maistris of the workis and 
the rente gadereris yeden out to the puple, 


and seiden, Thus seith Farao, Y yyue not to 
you stre; !! go ye, and gadere, if ye moun 
fynde ony where; nether ony thing schal be 
decreessid of youre werk. !2 And the puple 
was scaterid bi al the lond of Egipt to gadre 
stre. 13 And the maystris of werkis weren 
bisi, and seiden, Fille ye youre werk ech dai, 
as ye weren wont to do, whanne the stre 
was youun to you. !4 And thei, that weren 


maistris of the werkis of the sones of Israel, 
weren betun of the rent gadereris of Farao, 


that seiden, Whi filliden ye not the mesure 
of tijl stoonus, as bifore, nether yistirdai 
nethir to dai? 1 And the souereyns of 
the sonys of Israel camen, and crieden 


to Farao, and seiden, Whi doist thou so 
ayens thi seruauntis? 16 Stre is not youun 


to vs, and tijl stoonus ben comaundid in 
lijk manere. Lo! we thi seruauntis ben 
betun with scourgis, and it is doon vniustli 
ayens thi puple. 1” Farao seide, Ye yyuen 
tent to idilnesse, and therfor ye seien, Go 


we, and make we sacrifice to the Lord; 
18 therfor go ye, and worche; stre schal not 


be youun to you, and ye schulen yelde the 
customable noumbre of tijl stoonus. 19 And 
the souereyns of the children of Israel sien 
hem silf in yuel, for it was seid to hem, No 
thing schal be decreessid of tijl stoonus bi 


is 4:21 I shal make harde, that is, I shal suffre that his herte be maad hard. The glose here. God is not cause of the 
hardynge of herte in as miche as it is synne, for so it is of fre wille; but God is cause of hardynge of the herte in as 
miche as it is peyne, for in peyne of synne don bifore he withdrawith grace, to whiche grace it perteyneth to maken 
neisshe the herte; and therefor whan grace is withdrawe, mannis herte is maad hard in his euyl. 
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alle daies. 2° And thei ‘camen to Moises 
and Aaron, that stoden euene ayens, and 


thei ‘yeden out fro Farao, 21 and seiden to 
‘Moises and Aaron, The Lord se, and deme, 
for ye han maad oure odour to stynke bi- 
fore Farao and hise seruauntis; and ye han 
youe to hym a swerd, that he schulde sle 
vs. 22 And Moises turnede ayen to the Lord, 


and seide, Lord, whi hast thou turmentid 
this puple? why sentist thou me? 2° For 


sithen Y entride to Farao, that Y schulde 
speke in thi name, thou hast turmentid thi 
puple, and hast not delyuered hem. 


6 
1 And the Lord seide to Moises, Now thou 
schalt se, what thingis Y schal do to Farao; 


for bi strong hond he schal delyuere hem, 
and in myyti hond he schal caste hem out 
of his lond. 2 And the Lord spak to Moises, 
3 and seide, Y am the Lord, that apperide 
to Abraham, and to Isaac, and to Jacob in 
Almyyti God; and Y schewide not to hem 
my greet name Adonai * ; 4and Y made 
couenaunt with hem, that Y schulde yyue 
to hem the lond of Canaan, the lond of her 
pilgrymage, in which thei weren comelyn- 
gis. > Y herde the weilyng of the sones of 
Israel, in which the Egipcians oppresseden 
hem, and Y hadde mynde of my couenaunt. 


6 Therfor seie thou to the sones of Israel, Y 
am the Lord, that schal lede out you of the 


prisoun of Egipcians; and Y schal delyuere 
fro seruage; and Y schal ayen bie in ‘an hiy 
arm, and in grete domes; ’ and Y schal take 
you to me in to a puple, and Y schal be 
youre God; and ye schulen wite, for Y am 
youre Lord God, ‘which haue led you out 
of the prisoun of Egipcians, ® and haue led 
you in to the lond, on which Y reiside myn 
hond, that Y schulde yyue it to Abraham, 
and to Ysaac, and to Jacob; and Y schal 
yyue to you that lond to be weldid; I the 
Lord. ? Therfor Moises telde alle thingis 
to the sones of Irael, whiche assentide not 
to hym for the angwisch of spirit, and for 
the hardest werk. 1° And the Lord spak to 
Moises, !! and seide, Entre thou, and speke 
to Farao, kyng of Egipt, that he delyuere 
the children of Israel fro his lond. 12 Moises 
answeride bifore the Lord, Lo! the children 
of Israel here not me, and hou schal Farao 
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here, moost sithen Y am vncircumcidid 
in lippis? 13 And the Lord spak to Moi- 


ses and to Aaron, and yaf comaundemen- 


tis to the sones of Israel, and to Farao, 
kyng of Egipt, that thei schulden lede out 


the sones of Israel fro the lond of Egipt. 
14 These ben the princis of housis bi her 
meynees. The sones of Ruben, the firste 
gendrid of Israel, Enoch, and Fallu, Esrom, 
and Charmy; these ben the kynredis of 
Ruben. 15 The sones of Symeon, Jamuel, 
and Jamyn, and Aod, and Jachym, and Soer, 


and Saul, the sone of awomman of Canaan; 
these ben the kynretis of Symeon. 16 And 


these ben the names of the sones of Leuy 
by her kynredis, Gerson, and Caath, and 
Merary. Forsothe the yeeris of lijf of Leuy 


weren an hundrid and seuene and thretti. 
17 The sones of Gerson, Lobny and Semei, 


bi her kynredis. 18 The sones of Caath, 


Amram, and Isuar, and Hebron, and Oziel; 
and the yeeris of lijf of Caath weren an 


hundrid and thre and thretti. 19 The sones 
of Merari weren Mooli and Musi. These 
weren the kynredis of Leuy bi her meynees. 


20 Forsothe Amram took a wijf, Jocabed, 
douytir of his fadris brother, and sche chil- 
dide to hym Aaron, and Moises, and Marie; 
and the yeeris of lijf of Amram weren an 


hundred and seuene and thretti. 21 Also 
the sones of Isuar weren Chore, and Nafeg, 


and Zechry. 22 Also the sones of Oziel 
weren Misael, and Elisaphan, and Sechery. 
23 Sotheli Aaron took a wijf, Elizabeth, the 
douytir of Amynadab, the sistir of Naason, 
and sche childide to hym Nadab, and Abyu, 


and Eleazar, and Ythamar. 24 Also the 
sones of Chore weren Aser, and Elcana, 
and Abiasab; thes weren the kinredis of 
Chore. 25 And sotheli Eleazar, sone o 

Aaron, took a wijf of the douytris of Phatiel, 
and sche childide Fynees to hym. These 
ben the princis of the meynees of Leuy bi 
her kynredis. 2 This is Aaron and Moises, 
to whiche the Lord comaundide, that thei 
schulden lede out of the lond of Egipt the 
sones of Israel by her cumpanyes; 2” these 
it ben, that speken to Pharao king of Egipt, 


that thei lede the sones of Israel out of 
Egipt; 28 this is Moises and Aaron, in the 


dai in which the Lord spak to Moises in 
the lond of Egipt. 29 And the Lord spak to 


6:3 Adonay, that is, tetragramaton, that signefieth Goddis beyng nakidly, without consideracioun to creature. 
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Moises, and seide, Y am the Lord; spek thou 
to Farao, kyng of Egipt, alle thingis whiche 
Y speke to thee. 3° And Moises seide bifore 
the Lord, Lo! Y am vncircumcidid in lippis; 
hou schal Farao here me? 


7 
1 And the Lord seide to Moises, Lo! Y 
haue maad thee the god of Farao; and 


Aaron, thi brother, schal be thi prophete. 
2 Thou schalt speke to Aaron alle thingis 


whiche Y comaunde to thee, and he schal 
speke to Farao, that he delyuere the sones 


of Israel fro his hond. 3 But Y schal make 
hard his herte, and Y schal multiplie my 


signes and merueils in the lond of Egipt, 
and he schal not here you; 4 and Y schal 
sende myn hond on Egipt, and Y schal lede 
out myn oost, and my puple, the sones 
of Israel, fro the lond of Egipt bi mooste 
domes; ° and Egipcians schulen wite, that 


Y am the Lord, which haue holde forth 
myn hond on Egipt, and haue led out of 


the myddis of hem the sones of Israel. 


6 And so Moises dide and Aaron; as the 
Lord comaundide, so thei diden. 7 Forsothe 
Moyses was of fourescoor yeer, and Aaron 


was of fourescoor yeer and thre, whanne 
thei spaken to Farao. 8 And the Lord seide 


to Moises and to Aaron, ? Whanne Farao 
schal seie to you, Schewe ye signes to vs, 


thou schalt seie to Aaron, Take thi yerde, 


and caste forth it before Farao, and be it 
turned into a serpent. 1° And so Moises 


and Aaron entriden to Farao, and diden as 
the Lord comaundide; and Aaron took the 
yeerde, and castide forth bifore Farao and 


hise seruauntis, which yerde was turned in 
to a serpent. !1Forsothe Farao clepide wise 


men, and witchis, and thei also diden bi 
enchauntementis of Egipt, and bi summe 


priuy thingis in lijk maner; ! and alle 
castiden forth her yerdis, whiche weren 
turned in to dragouns; but the yerde of 
Aaron deuouride ‘the yerdis of hem. !3 And 


the herte of Farao was maad hard, and he 
herde not hem, as the Lord comaundide. 
14 Forsothe the Lord seide to Moyses, The 


herte of Farao is maad greuouse, he nyle 
delyuere the puple; 4 go thou to hym eerli; 
lo! he schal go out to the watris, and thou 
schalt stonde in the comyng of hym on the 
brynke of the flood; and thou schalt take 
in thin honde the yerde, that was turned 
into a dragoun, 1 and thou schalt seie to 
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hym, The Lord God of Ebrews sente me to 
thee, and seide, Delyuere thou my puple, 
that it make sacrifice to me in desert; til to 
present time thou noldist here. 17 Therfor 
the Lord seith these thingis, In this thou 
schalt wite, that Y am the Lord; lo! Y schal 
smyte with the yerde, which is in myn 
hond, the watir of the flood, and it schal 
be turned in to blood; 18 and the fischis 
that ben in the flood schulen die; and the 
watris schulen wexe rotun, and Egipcians 
drynkynge the watir of the flood schulen 
be turmentid. 19 Also the Lord seide to 
Moises, Seie thou to Aaron, Take thi yerde, 
and holde forth thin hond on the watris 
of Egipt, and on the flodis of hem, and on 
the stremys ‘of hem, and on the mareis, 
and alle lakis of watris, that tho be turned 
in to blood; and blood be in al the lond of 
Egipt, as wel in vessils of tree as of stoon. 
20 And Moises and Aaron diden so, as the 
Lord comaundide; and Aaron reiside the 
yerde, and smoot the watir of the flood 
bifore Farao and hise seruauntis, which 
watir was turned in to blood; 21 and fischis, 
that weren in the flood, dieden; and the 
flood was rotun, and Egipcians myyten not 


drynke the water of the flood; and blood 
was in al the lond of Egipt. 22 And the 
witchis of Egipcians diden in lijk maner 
by her enchauntementis; and the herte of 


Farao was maad hard, and he herde not 
hem, as the Lord comaundide. 23 And he 
turnede awei hym silf, and entride in to his 


hows, nethir he took it to herte, yhe, in this 
tyme. 24 Forsothe alle Egipcians diggiden 
watir ‘bi the cumpas of the flood, to drinke; 
for thei myyten not drynke of the ‘watir of 


the flood. 25 And seuene daies weren fillid, 
aftir that the Lord smoot the flood. 


8 

1 Also the Lord seide to Moises, Entre 
thou to Farao, and thou schalt seie to hym, 
The Lord seith these thingis, Delyuere thou 
my puple, that it make sacrifice to me; 
sotheli if thou nylt delyuere, lo! 2 Y schal 
smyte alle thi termys with paddoks; 3 and 
the flood schal buyle out paddokis, that 
schulen stie, and schulen entre in to thin 
hows, and in to the closet of thi bed, and 
on thi bed, and in to ‘the hous of thi seru- 
auntis, and in to thi puple, and in to thin 
ouenes, and in to the relyues of thi metis; 
4 and the paddoks schulen entre to thee, 
and to thi puple, and to alle thi seruauntis. 
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5 And the Lord seide to Moises, Seie thou 
to Aaron, Hold forth thin hond on the 
floodis, and on the streemes, and mareis; 
and bryng out paddoks on the lond of 
Egipt. © And Aaron helde forth the hond on 
the watris of Egipt; and paddoks stieden, 
and hileden the lond of Egipt. 7 Forsothe 
and the witchis diden in lijk maner bi her 
enchauntementis; and thei brouyten forth 
paddoks on the lond of Egipt. 8 Forsothe 
Farao clepide Moises and Aaron, and seide 
to hem, Preie ye the Lord, that he do a 
wei the paddoks fro me, and fro my puple; 
and Y schal delyuere the puple, that it 


make sacrifice to the Lord. 9 And Moises 
seide to Farao, Ordeyne thou a tyme to 


me, whanne Y schal preie for thee, and for 
thi seruauntis, and for thi puple, that the 
paddokis be dryuun awei fro thee, and fro 
thin hows, and fro thi seruauntis, and fro 
thi puple; and dwelle oneli in the flood. 
10 And he answeride, To morewe. And 
Moises seide, Y schal do bi thi word, that 
thou wite, that noon is as oure Lord God; 
and the paddoks schulen go awei fro thee, 


11 and fro thin hous, and fro thi children, 
and fro thi seruauntis, and fro thi puple; 
and tho schulen dwelle oneli in the flood. 
12 And Moises and Aaron yeden out fro 


Farao. And Moises criede to the Lord, for 
the biheest of paddoks, which he hadde 


seid to Farao. 13 And the Lord dide bi the 
word of Moises; and the paddoks weren 


deed fro housis, and fro townes, and fro 
feeldis; }4and thei gaderiden tho in to grete 


heepis, and the lond was rotun. 15 Sotheli 
Farao seiy that reste was youun, and he 
made greuous his herte, and herde not 


hem, as the Lord comaundide. 1° And the 
Lord seide to Moises, Spek thou to Aaron, 


Holde forth thi yerde, and smyte the dust 
of erthe, and litle flies, ether gnattis, be 
in al the lond of Egipt. 17 And thei diden 


so; and Aaron helde forth the hond, and 
helde the yerde, and smoot the duste of 
erthe; and gnattis weren maad in men, 
and in werk beestis; al the dust of erthe 
was turned in to gnattis bi al the lond of 
Egipt. 18 And witchis diden in lijk maner bi 


her enchauntementis, that thei schulden 
brynge forth gnattis, and thei miyten not; 


and gnattis weren as wel in men as in werk 
beestis. 19 And the witchis seiden to Farao, 
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This is the fyngur of God. And the herte 


of Farao was maad hard, and he herde not 
hem, as the Lord comaundide. 2° And the 
Lord seide to Moises, Rise thou eerli, and 
stonde bifore Farao, for he schal go out to 


the watris; and thou schalt seie to hym, The 
Lord seith these thingis, Delyuere thou my 
puple, that it make sacrifice to me; 2! that 
if thou schalt not delyuere the puple, lo! 
Y schal sende in to thee, and in to thi 
seruauntis, and in to thi puple, and in to 
thin housis, al the kynde of flies * . and 
the housis of Egipcians schulen be fillid 
with flies of dyuerse kyndis, and al the 
lond in which thei schulen be. 22 And 
in that dai Y schal make wondurful the 
lond of Gessen, in which my puple is, that 


flies be not there; and that thou wite that 
Y am the Lord in the myddis of erthe; 


23 and Y schal sette departyng bitwixe my 
puple and thi puple; this signe schal be to 


morewe. 24 And the Lord dide so. Anda 
moost greuouse flie cam in to the hows of 


Farao, and of hise seruauntis, and in to al 
the lond of Egipt; and the lond was corrupt 


of siche flies. 25 And Farao clepide Moises 
and Aaron, and seide to hem, Go ye, make 
ye sacrifice to ‘youre Lord God in this lond. 
26 And Moises seide, It may not be so, for 
“we schulen offre to oure God the abhomy- 
naciouns of Egipcians; that if we schulen 
sle bifore Egipcians tho thingis whiche thei 
worschipen, thei schulen ‘ouerleie vs with 
stoonus. 27 We schulen go the weie of thre 


daies in to wildirnesse, and we schulen 
make sacrifice to oure Lord God, as he 
comaundide vs. 28 And Farao seide, Y schal 
delyuere you, that ye make sacrifice to 


‘youre Lord God in deseert; netheles go 
ye not ferthere; preie ye for me. 29 And 
Moises seide, Y schal go out fro thee, and 
Y schal preie the Lord; and the fli schal go 


awei fro Farao, and fro hise seruauntis, and 
puple to morewe; netheles nyle thou more 


disseyue me, that thou delyuere not the 
puple to make sacrifice to the Lord. 3° And 
Moises yede out fro Farao, and preiede the 
Lord, whiche dide bi the word of Moyses, 


31 and took awei flies fro Farao, and fro hise 
seruauntis, and puple; noon lefte, ‘sotheli 


nether oon. 32 And the herte of Farao was 
maad hard, so that he delyueride not the 


puple, sothli nethir in this tyme. 


* 
8:21 In Ebru that is a medlynge, and signifyeth diuerse beestis. 
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1 Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, 
Entre thou to Farao, and speke thou to 
hym, The Lord God of Ebrews seith these 
thingis, Delyuere thou my puple, that it 
make sacrifice to me; 2 that if thou forsakist 
yit, and withholdist hem, lo! 3 myn hond 


schal be on thi feeldis, on horsis, and as- 
sis, and camels, and oxun, and scheep, a 


pestilence ful greuous; 4 and the Lord schal 
make a merueilous thing bitwixe the pos- 
sessiouns of Israel and the possessiouns of 
Egipcians, that outirli no thing perische of 
these thingis that perteynen to the sones 
of Israel. 5 And the Lord ordeinede a tyme, 
and seide, To morewe the Lord schal do this 
word in the lond. ® Therfor the Lord made 
this word in the tother dai, and alle the 
lyuynge beestis of Egipcians weren deed; 
forsothe outirli no thing perischide of the 


beestis of the sones of Israel. 7 And Farao 
sente to se, nether ony thing was deed of 


these thingis whiche Israel weldide; and 
the herte of Farao was maad greuouse, and 
he delyuerede not the puple. ® And the 
Lord seide to Moises and Aaron, Take ye 
the hondis ful of askis of the chymeney, 
and Moises sprynge it in to heuene bifore 


Farao; 2 and be there dust on al the lond 
of Egipt; for whi botchis schulen be in men 


and in werk beestis, and bolnynge bladdris 
schulen be in al the lond of Egipt. 1° And 


thei token askis * of the chymney, and sto- 
den bifore Farao; and Moises spreynt it into 
heuene; and woundis of bolnynge bladdris 


weren maad in men, and in werk beestis; 
11 and the witchis myyten not stonde bifor 


Moises, for woundis that weren in hem, 
and in al the lond of Egipt. 12 And the Lord 


made hard the herte of Farao, and he herde 
not hem, as the Lord spak to Moises. 13 Also 


the Lord seide to Moises, Rise thou eerli, 
and stonde bifore Farao, and thou schalt 
seie to hym, The Lord God of Ebrews seth 


these thingis, Delyuere thou my puple, 


that it make sacrifice to me; 4 for in this 
tyme Y schal sende alle my veniauncis on 


thin herte, and on thi seruauntis, and on 
thi puple, that thou wite, that noon is lijk 
me in al erthe. 15 For now Y schal holde 
forth the hond, and Y schal smyte thee and 
thi puple with pestilence, and thou schalt 
perische fro erthe; 1° forsothe herfor Y 
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haue set thee, that Y schewe my strengthe 
in thee, and that my name be teld in ech 
lond. 17 Yit thou withholdist my puple, 
and nylt delyuere it? 18Lo! to morewe 
in this same our Y schal reyne ful myche 
hail, which maner hail was not in Egipt, fro 


the dai in which it was foundid, til in to 
present tyme. !9 Therfor sende thou ‘riyt 
now, and gadere thi werk beestis, and alle 
thingis whiche thou hast in the feeld; for 
men and werk beestis and alle thingis that 
ben in feeldis with outforth, and ben not 
gaderid fro the feeldis, and haile falle on 


tho, schulen die. 2° He that dredde ‘the 
Lordis word, of the seruauntis of Farao, 
made his seruauntis and werk beestis fle 
in to housis; 21 sotheli he that dispiside 


the ‘Lordis word, lefte his seruauntis and 
werk beestis in the feeldis. 22 And the Lord 
seide to Moises, Holde forth thin hond in 
to heuene, that hail be maad in al the lond 
of Egipt, on men, and on werk beestis, and 


on ech eerbe of the feeld in the lond of 
Egipt. 23 And Moises held forth the yerde 


in to heuene; and the Lord yaf thundris, 
and hail, and leitis rennynge aboute on 
the lond; and the Lord reynede hail on the 
lond of Egipt; 24 and hail and fier meddlid 
togidere weren borun forth; and it was of 
so myche greetnesse, how greet apperide 
neuere bifore in al the lond of Egipt, sithen 
thilke puple was maad. 25 And the hail 
smoot in the lond of Egipt alle thingis that 
weren in the feeldis, fro man til to werk 
beeste; and the hail smoot al the eerbe 
of the feeld, and brak al the flex of the 
cuntrey; 26 oonli the hail felde not in the 
lond of Gessen, where the sones of Israel 
weren. 27 And Farao sente, and clepide 
Moises and Aaron, and seide to hem, Y 
haue synned also now; the Lord is iust, 
Y and my puple ben wickid; 28 preye ye 
the Lord, that the thundris and hail of 
God ceesse, and Y schal delyuere you, and 
dwelle ye no more here. 29 Moyses seide, 
Whanne Y schal go out of the citee, Y schal 
holde forth myn hondis to the Lord, and 
leitis and thundris schulen ceesse, and hail 
schal not be, that thou wite, that the lond 
is the Lordis; 3° forsothe Y knowe, that thou 
and thi seruauntis dreden not yit the Lord. 
31 Therfor the flex and barli was hirt, for 
the barli was greene, and the flex hadde 


* j , 
9:10 askis of the chemeney, in Ebreu it is of the brennynge chymeney, that is, brennynge aische. 


XRN 


3194 


Exodus 9:32 


buriounned thanne knoppis; 3? forsothe 
wheete and beenys weren not hirt, for tho 
weren late. 33 And Moyses yede out fro 


Farao, and fro the citee, and helde forth the 
hondis to the Lord, and thundris and hail 
ceessiden, and reyn droppide no more on 


the erthe. 34 Sotheli Farao siy that the reyn 


hadde ceessid, and the hail, and thundris, 
and he encreesside synne; 35 and the herte 


of hym and of hise seruauntis was maad 
greuouse, and his herte was maad hard 
greetli; nethir he lefte the sones of Israel, 


as the Lord comaundide bi ‘the hond of 
Moises. 


10 


1 And the Lord seide to Moises, Entre 
thou to Farao, for Y haue maad hard the 
herte of hym, and of hise seruauntis, that 


Y do these signes ‘of me in hym; 2 and that 


thou telle in the eeris of thi sone and of 
‘thi sones sones, how ofte Y al to-brak Egip- 


cians, and dide signes in hem; and that ye 
wyte that Y am the Lord. ?Therfore Moises 


and Aaron entriden to Farao, and seiden to 
hym, The Lord God of Ebrews seith these 


thingis, How long ‘nylt thou be maad suget 
to me? Delyuere thou my puple, that it 
make sacrifice to me; ellis sotheli if thou 
ayenstondist, 4 and nylt delyuere it, lo! Y 
schal brynge in to morewe a locuste in to 
thi coostis, > which schal hile the hiyere 
part of erthe, nether ony thing therof schal 
appere, but that, that was ‘residue to the 
hail schal be etun; for it schal gnawe alle 


the trees that buriounnen in feeldis; © and 
tho schulen fille thin howsis, and the how- 
sis of thi seruauntis, and of alle Egipcians, 
hou greet thi fadris and grauntsiris sien 
not, sithen thei weren borun on erthe, til 
in to present dai. And Moises turnede 
awei hym silf, and yede out fro Farao. 


7 Forsothe the seruauntis of Farao seiden 
to hym, Hou longe schulen we suffre this 


sclaundre? Delyuere the men, that thei 


make sacrifice to ‘her Lord God; seest thou 
not that Egipt perischide? 8 And thei ayen 


clepiden Moises and Aaron to Farao, and he 
seide to hem, Go ye, and make ye sacrifice 
to ‘youre Lord God; whiche ben thei, that 
schulen go? 9 Moises seide, We schulen go 


with oure litle children and eldre, and with 
sones, and douytris, with scheep, and grete 
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beestis; for it is the solempnyte of ‘oure 
Lord God. 19 And Farao answeride, So the 
Lord be with you * . hou therfor schal Y 
delyuere you and youre litle children? to 
whom is it doute, that ye thenken worst? 
11 Tt schal ‘not be so; but go ye men oneli, 
and make ye sacrifice to the Lord; for also 
ye axiden this. And anoon thei weren cast 
out fro the siyt of Farao. 12 Forsothe the 


Lord seide to Moises, Holde forth thi hond 
on the lond of Egipt, to a locust, that it 


stie on the lond, and deuoure al the eerbe 
which is residue to the hail. 13 And Moi- 
ses helde forthe the yerde on the lond of 
Egipt, and the Lord brouyte in a brennynge 
wynd al that dai and niyt; and whanne the 
morewtid was maad, the brennynge wynd 


reiside locustis, whiche stieden on al the 
lond of Egipt, !4and saten in alle the coostis 


of Egipcians; ‘and the locustis weren vn- 


noumbrable, and suche weren not bifore 
that tyme, nether schulen come aftirward. 


15 And tho hiliden al the face of the erthe, 
and wastiden alle thingis; therfor the eerbe 


of the erthe was deuourid, and what euere 
of applis was in trees, whiche the hail 


hadde left, ‘it was deuourid; and outirli no 
green thing was left in trees and in eerbis of 


erthe, in al Egipt. 1°Wherfor Farao hastide, 
and clepide Moises and Aaron, and seide 
to hem, Y haue synned ayens youre Lord 
God, and ayens yow; !’ but now foryyue ye 
the synne to me; also in this tyme preie ye 
youre Lord God, that he take awey fro me 
this deeth. 18 And Moises yede out of the 
siyt of Farao, and preiede the Lord; 19 which 
made a moost strong wynd to blowe fro the 
west, and took, and castide the locust in to 
the reed see; ‘noon dwellide, sotheli nether 
oon, in alle the coostis of Egipt. 20 And the 
Lord made hard the herte of Farao, and he 
lefte not the sones of Israel. 21 Forsothe the 
Lord seide to Moises, Holde forth thin hond 
in to heuene, and derknessis be on the 
lond of Egipt, so thicke that tho moun be 
gropid. 22 And Moises helde forth the hond 
in to heuene, and orrible derknessis weren 
maad in al the lond of Egipt; 23 in thre daies 
no man seiy his brother, nether mouede 
him silf fro that place in which he was. 
Whereuer the sones of Israel dwelliden, 
liyt was. 24 And Farao clepide Moises and 
Aaron, and seide to hem, Go ye, make ye 


10:10 So the Lord be with you. He seide this in scorn, vndurstondinge the contrarie. 
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sacrifice to the Lord; oneli youre scheep 
and grete beestis dwelle stille; youre litle 
children go with you. 25 Moises seide, Also 
thou schalt yyue f to vs offryngis and brent 


sacrifices, whiche we schulen offre to ‘oure 
Lord God; 2 alle the flockis schulen go with 


vs, for ‘a cle schal not dwelle of tho thingis, 
that ben nedeful in to the worschipyng of 


‘oure Lord God, moost sithen we witen not 
what owith to be offrid, til we comen to 
that place. 2” Forsothe the Lord made hard 


the herte of Farao, and he nolde delyuere 


hem. 28 And Farao seide to Moises, Go awei 
fro me, and be war that thou se no more my 


face; in whateuer dai thou schalt appere to 
me, thou schalt die. 2? Moyses answeride, 
Be it doon so, as thou hast spokun; I schal 
no more se thi face. 


11 

1 And the Lord seide to Moises, Yit Y 
schal touche Farao and Egipt with o ve- 
niaunce, and after these thingis he schal 
delyuere you, and schal constreyne you to 
go out. 2 Therfor thou schalt seie to al 
the puple, that a man axe of his freend, 
and a womman of hir neiyboresse, silueren 
vessels and goldun, and clothis; 3 forsothe 
the Lord schal yyue grace to his puple bifor 
Egipcians. And Moises was a ful greet man 
in the lond of Egipt, bifore the seruauntis 
of Farao and al the puple; 4 and he seide, 
The Lord seith these thingis, At mydnyyt 
Y schal entre in to Egipt; 5 and ech firste 
gendrid thing in the lond of Egipcians schal 
die, fro the firste gendrid of Farao, that 
sittith in the trone of hym, til to the firste 
gendrid of the handmayde, which is at 
the querne; and alle the firste gendrid of 
beestis schulen die; © and greet cry schal 
be in al the lond of Egipt, which maner cry 


was not bifore, nether schal be aftirward. 
7 Forsothe at alle the children of Israel 
a dogge schal not make priuy noise, fro 


man til to beeste; that ye wite bi how 
greet myracle the Lord departith Egipcians 


and Israel. 8 And alle these thi seruauntis 
schulen come doun to me, and thei schulen 
preye me, and schulen seie, Go out thou, 


and al the puple which is suget to thee; 





T 10:25 Note: also thou schalt yyue, &c. that is, thou schalt suffre that we lede beestis to sacrifices. 


if a lomb may not be had in good maner. 


persoones lettith not. 
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aftir these thingis we schulen go out. 9 And 
Moyses was ful wrooth, and yede out fro 


Farao. Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, 
Farao schal not here you, that many signes 


be maad in the lond of Egipt. 1° Sotheli 
Moises and Aaron maden alle signes and 


wondris, that ben writun, bifor Farao; and 
the Lord made hard the herte of Farao, 
nether he delyuerede the sones of Israel fro 


his lond. 
12 


1 Also the Lord seide to Moises and Aaron 
in the lond of Egipt, 2 This monethe, the 


bigynnyng of monethis to you, schal be the 
firste in the monethis of the yeer. 3 Speke 
ye to al the cumpanye of the sones of Israel, 
and seie ye to hem, In the tenthe dai of 
this monethe ech man take a lomb by hise 
meynees and housis; 4 but if the noumbre 
is lesse, that it may not suffice to ete the 
lomb, he schal take his neiybore, which 
is ioyned to his hows, bi the noumbre of 
soulis, that moun suffice to the etyng of the 
lomb. 5 Forsothe the lomb schal be a male 
of o yeer, without wem; bi which custom ye 
schulen take also a kide * ; 6and ye schulen 
kepe hym til to the fouretenthe dai of this 
monethe; and al the multitude of the sones 
of Israel schal offre hym at euentid.t 7 And 


thei schulen take of his blood, and schulen 
put on euer either post, and in lyntels, 


‘ether hiyer threschfoldis, of the housis, in 
whiche thei schulen ete hym; ® and in that 
niyt thei schulen ete fleischis, roostid with 
fier, and therf looues, with letusis $ of the 
feeld. ° Ye schulen not ete therof ony raw 
thing, nether sodun in watir, but roostid 
oneli by fier; ye schulen deuoure the heed 
with feet and entrailis therof; }°nether ony 
thing therof schal abide til the morewtid; 
if ony thing is residue, ye schulen brenne 
in the fier. 11 Forsothe thus ye schulen ete 
hym; ye schulen girde youre reynes, and 
ye schulen haue schoon in the feet, and 
ye schulen holde stauys in hondis, and ye 


schulen ete hastili; for it is fase, that is, 
the passyng of the Lord. And Y schal 


passe thorou the lond of Egipt in that niyt, 
and Y schal smyte al the firste gendrid 


* 
12:5 akide, 


t 12:6 that is, ech hows of the multitude schal offre oon, if fewnesse of 
t 12:8 with letusis, in Ebrew it is with bitternessis. 
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thing in the lond of Egipt, fro man til to 


beeste; and Y the Lord schal make domes 
in alle the goddis of Egipt. 1 Forsothe 


blood schal be to you in to signe, in the 
housis in whiche ye schulen be; and Y 
schal se the blood, and Y schal passe you; 
nether a wounde distriynge schal be in you, 
whanne Y schal smyte the lond of Egipt. 
14 Forsothe ye schulen haue this dai in to 
mynde, and ‘ye schulen make it solempne 
to the Lord in youre generaciouns bi euer- 
lastynge worschipyng. 15 In seuene daies 
ye schulen ete therf breed; in the firste dai 
no thing diyt with sour douy schal be in 
youre housis; who euer schal ete ony thing 
diyt with sour douy, fro the firste dai til 
the seuenthe dai, that soule schal perische 
fro Israel. 16 The firste day schal be hooli 
and solempne, and the seuenthe dai schal 
be worschipful bi the same halewyng; ye 
schulen not do ony werk in tho daies, out- 
akun these thingis that perteynen to mete; 
17 and ye schulen kepe therf breed. For in 


that same dai Y schal lede out of the lond of 
Egipt youre oost; and ye schulen kepe this 


dai in youre generaciouns bi euerlastynge 


custom. 18 In the first monethe, in the 
fouretenthe dai of the monethe, at euentid, 
ye schulen ete therf breed, til to the oon 


and twentithe dai of the same monethe at 
euentid. 19 In seuene dayes no thing ‘diyt 


with sour douy schal be foundun in youre 
housis; if ony etith ony thing diyt with 
sour dow, his soule schal perische fro the 
cumpeny of Israel, as wel of comelyngis, as 


of hem that ben borun in the lond. 2° Ye 
schulen not ete ony thing diyt with sour 


dow, and ye schulen ete therf breed in alle 
youre dwellyng placis. 21 Forsothe Moises 
clepide alle the eldre men of the sones 
of Israel, and seide to hem, Go ye, and 
take a beeste by youre meynees, and offre 
ye fase; and dippe ye a bundel of isope, 


22 in the blood which ‘is in the threisfold, 
and sprynge ye therof the lyntel, and euer 


either post; noon of you schal go out at the 


dore of his hows til the morewtid. 23 For 
the Lord schal passe smytynge Egipcians; 


and whanne he schal se the blood in the 
lyntel, and in euer either post, he schal 


passe the dore of the hows; and he schal 
not suffre the smytere to entre in to youre 
housis, and to hirte. 24Kepe thou this word; 
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it schal be a lawful thing to thee and to 


thi sones til in to with outen ende. 25 And 
whanne ye schulen entre in to the lond 
which the Lord schal yyue to you, as he 
bihiyte, ye schulen kepe these cerymonyes; 
26 and whanne youre sones schulen seie to 
you, What is this religioun? ye schulen 
seie to hem, 27 It is the sacrifice of the 
passyng of the Lord, whanne he passide 
ouer the housis of the sones of Israel in 
Egipt, and smoot Egipcians, and delyueride 
oure housis. And the puple was bowid, 
and worschipide. 28 And the sones of Israel 
yeden out, and diden as the Lord comaun- 


dide to Moises and to Aaron. 2? Forsothe 
it was doon in the myddis of the nyyt, the 


Lord smoot al the firste gendrid thing in 
the lond of Egipt, fro the firste gendrid 
of Farao, that sat in the trone of hym, til 
to the first gendrid of the caitif womman, 
that was in the prisoun, and alle the first 
gendrid of beestis. 3° And Farao roos in 
the nyyt, and alle hise seruauntis, and al 
Egipt; and a greet cry was maad in Egipt, 
for noon hows was, in which a deed man 
lay not. 31 And whanne Moises and Aaron 
weren clepid in the nyyt, Farao seide, Rise 
ye, go ye out fro my puple, bothe ye and 
the sones of Israel; go ye, offre ye to the 
Lord, as ye seien; 32 take ye youre scheep 
and greete beestis, as ye axiden; and go 
ye, and blesse ye me. 3 And Egipcians 
constreyneden the puple to go out of the 


lond swiftli, and seiden, All we schulen die! 
34 Therfor the puple took meele spreynd 


togidere, bifor that it was diyt with sour 
douy; and boond in mentils, and puttide 


on her schuldris. 35 And the sones of Israel 
diden as the Lord comaundide to Moises; 
and thei axiden of Egipcians siluerne ves- 


selis and goldun, and ful myche clooth. 
36 Forsothe the Lord yaf grace to the puple 
bifor Egipcians, that the Egipcians lenten 
to hem; and thei maden bare Egipcians. 
37 And the sones of Israel yeden forth fro 


Ramasses in to Socoth, almest sixe hundrid 
thousind of foot men, with out litle chil- 
ren and wymmen; 3° but also comyn puple 


of malis and femalis vnnoumbrable stieden 
with hem; scheep, and oxun, and ful many 


beestis of diuerse kynde, stieden with hem. 
39 And thei bakiden meele, which spreynd 
to gidere ‘a while ago thei token fro Egipt, 
and maden therf looues bakun vnder the 


XRN 


3197 


Exodus 12:40 


aischis; for the looues miyten not be diyt 
with sour dow, for Egipcians compelliden 
to go out, and suffriden not to make ony 
tariyng, nether it was leiser to make ony 
seew. 4° Forsothe the dwellyng of the sones 
of Israel, bi which thei dwelliden in Egipt, 
was of foure hundrid and thretti yeer § 


; 41 and whanne tho weren fillid, al the 
oost of the Lord yede out of the lond of 


Egipt in the same dai. 42 This nyyt is 
worthi to be kept in the worschipyng of 


the Lord, whanne he ladde hem out of the 
lond of Egipt; alle the sones of Israel owen 


to kepe this in her generaciouns. * Also 


the Lord seide to Moises and Aaron, This 
is the religioun of fase; ech alien schal not 


ete therof; 44 sotheli ech seruaunt bouyt 
schal be circumcidid, and so he schal ete; 
45 a comelyng and hirid man * schulen 


not ete therof; 4° it schal be etun in oon 
hows; nether ye schulen bere out of the 


fleischis therof; nether ye schulen breke a 
boon therof. 47 Ech company of the sones 
of Israel schal make that fase; 48 that if 
ony pilgrym wole passe into youre feith 
and worschipyng, and make fase of the 
Lord, ech male kynde of hym schal be 


circumcidid bifore, and thanne he schal 
make lawfuli, and he schal be to gidere as 


a man borun of the lond; forsothe if ony 


man is not circumcidid, he schal not ete 
therof. 49 The same lawe schal be to a 
man borun of the lond, and to a comelyng, 


that takith youre feith, which is a pilgrym 
anentis you. 5° And alle the sones of Israel 


diden as the Lord comaundide to Moises 
and Aaron. 5! And in the same dai the Lord 
ladde out of ‘the lond of Egipt the sones of 


Israel, bi her cumpanies. 


13 
1 Also the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
2 Halewe thou to me ech firste gendrid 
thing that openeth the wombe among the 


sones of Israel, as wel of men as of beestis, 
for whi alle ben myn. 3 And Moises seide 


to the puple, Haue ye mynde of this dai, 
in which ye yeden out of Egipt, and of the 
hows of seruage, for in strong hond the 
Lord ledde you out of this place, that ye 
ete not breed diyt with sour dow. 4 To dai 
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ye gon out, in the monethe of new fruytis; 


5 and whanne the Lord hath led thee in 
to the lond of Cananey, and of Ethei, and 
of Amorrei, and of Euei, and of Jebusei, 
which lond he swoor to thi fadris, that he 
schulde yyue to thee, a lond flowynge with 
mylk and hony, thou schalt halowe this 
custom of holy thingis in this monethe. ®In 


seuene daies thou schalt ete therf looues, 
and the solempnete of the Lord schal be 


in the seuenthe dai; 7 ye schulen ete therf 
looues seuene daies, no thing diyt with 
sour dow schal appere at thee, nether in 


alle thi coostis. 8 And thou schalt telle to 
thi sone in that dai, and schalt seie, This it 
is that the Lord dide to me, whanne Y yede 


out of Egipt. 9 And it schal be as a signe 


in thin hond, and as a memorial before 
thin iyen, and that the lawe of the Lord be 


euere in thi mouth; for in a strong hond 
the Lord ledde thee out of Egipt, and of the 
hows of seruage. 1° Thou schalt kepe siche 
a worschipyng in tyme ordeined, ‘fro daies 
in to daies. 11 And whanne the Lord hath 
brouyt thee in to the lond of Cananey, as 


he swoor to thee, and to thi fadris, and hath 
youe it to thee, !* thou schalt departe to the 


Lord al the thing that openeth the wombe, 


and that that is the firste in thi beestis; 
what euer thing thou hast of male kynde, 


thou schalt halewe to the Lord. 13 Thou 
schalt chaunge the firste gendrid of an 


asse for a scheep, that if thou ayen biest 


not, thou schalt sle; forsothe thou schalt 
ayen bie with prijs al the firste gendrid 


of man of thi sones. 14 And whanne thi 
sone schal axe thee to morewe, and seie, 
What is this? thou schalt answere to hym, 


In a strong hond the Lord ladde vs out of 
the lond of Egipt, of the hows of seruage; 


for whanne Farao was maad hard, 15 and 
nolde delyuere vs, the Lord killide alle the 


firste gendrid thing in the lond of Egipt, fro 
the firste gendrid of man til to the firste 
gendrid of beestis; therfor Y offre to the 
Lord al thing of male kynde that openeth 
the wombe, and Y ayen bie alle the firste 
gendrid thingis of my sones. !¢ Therfor it 
schal be as a signe in thin hond, and as a 
thing hangid for mynde bifore thin iyen, 
for in a strong hond the Lord ledde vs out 


8 12:40 iiij. hundrid and xxx. yeer, rekenynge tho yeris in whiche they dwelliden as pilgryms in the loond of Canaan, 


and of Egipt, and of Filisteys. 
Jewis, thouy he dwelle with hem for hire. 


12:45 hirid man, that is, an hethen man out of the feith and obseruaunce of the 
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of Egipt. 17 Therfor whanne Farao hadde 
sent out the puple, God ledde not hem out 


bi the weie of ‘the lond of Filisteis, which is 
niy; and arettid lest perauenture it wolde 


repente the puple, if he had seyn batelis 
rise ayens hym, and ‘the puple wolde turn 
ayen in to Egipt; 18 but God ledde aboute by 


the weie of deseert, which weie is bisidis 
the reed see. And the sones of Israel 
weren armed, and stieden fro the lond of 
Egipte. 19 And Moises took the boonus of 
Joseph with hym, for he hadde chargid the 
sones of Israel, and hadde seid, God schal 
visite you, and bere ye out ‘fro hennus my 
boonus with you. 2° And thei yeden forth 


fro Socoth, and settiden tentis in Etham, in 
the laste endis of wildirnesse. 21 Forsothe 
the Lord yede bifore hem to schewe the 


weie, bi dai in a piler of clowde, and bi nyyt 
in a piler of fier, that he schulde be ledere 
of the weie in euer either time; 2? the piler 


of clowde failide neuere bi dai, nether the 
piler of fier bi niyt, bifor the puple. 


14 


1 Forsothe the Lord spak to Moises, and 
seide, Speke thou to the sones of Israel; 
2 turne thei ayen, and sette thei tentis 
euene ayens Fiayroth, which is bitwixe 
Magdalum and the see, ayens Beelsefon; 
in the siyt therof ye schulen sette tentis 


ouer the see. 3 And Farao schal seie on 
the sones of Israel, Thei ben maad streit 
in the lond, the deseert hath closid hem 
to gidere. 4 And Y schal make hard his 
herte, and he schal pursue you, and Y schal 
be glorified in Farao, and in al his oost; 
and Egipcians schulen wite that Y am the 
Lord; and thei diden so. 5 And it was teld 
to the kyng of Egipcians, that the puple 
hadde fled; and the herte of Farao and 
of hise seruauntis was chaungid on the 
puple, and thei seiden, What wolden we 


do, that we leften Israel, that it schulde 
not serue us? © Therfor Farao ioynede the 


chare, and took with him al his puple; 7 and 
he took sixe hundrid chosyn charis, and 
what euer thing of charis was in Egipt, and 
duykis of al the oost. 8 And the Lord made 
hard ‘the herte of Farao, kyng of Egipt, 
and he pursuede the sones of Israel; and 
thei weren go out in an hiy hond. ° And 
whanne Egipcians pursueden the steppis 
of the sones of Israel bifor goynge, thei 
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founden hem in tentis on the see; al the 
chyualrye and charis of Farao, and al the 


oost weren in Fiayroth, ayens Beelsefon. 
10 And whanne Farao hadde neiyed the 
sones of Israel, reisiden her iyen, and thei 
sien Egipcians bihynde hem, and dredden 
greetli; and thei crieden to the Lord, 11 and 
seiden to Moises, In hap sepulcris weren 
not in Egipt, therfor thou hast take vs awei, 


that we schulen die in wildirnesse? what 
woldist thou do this, that thou leddist vs 
out of Egipt? 12 Whether this is not the 


word which we spaken to thee in Egipt, 


‘and seiden, Go awei fro vs, that we serue 
Egipcians? for it is myche betere to serue 
hem, than to die in wildirnesse. 13 And 
Moises seide to the puple, Nyle ye drede, 
stonde ye, and ‘se ye the grete werkys of 
God, whiche he schal do to dai; for ye 
schulen no more se Egipcians, whiche ye 


seen now, til in to with outen ende; 14 the 
Lord schal fiyte for you, and ye schulen 


be stille. 15 And the Lord seide to Moises, 
What criest thou to me? Speke thou to the 


sones of Israel, that thei go forth; forsothe 
reise thou thi yerde, 1° and stretche forth 
thin hond on the see, and departe thou it, 
that the sones of Israel go in the myddis of 
the see, by drie place. 17 Forsothe Y schal 
make hard the herte of Egipcians, that thei 
pursue you, and Y schal be glorified in 
Farao, and in al the oost of hym, and in the 
charis, and in the knyytis of hym; 18 and 
Egipcians schulen wite that Y am the Lord 
God, whanne Y schal be glorified in Farao, 
and in the charis, and in the knyytis of 
hym. 19 And the aungel of the Lord, that 
yede bifore the castellis of Israel, took hym 
silf, and yede bihynde hem; and the piler 
of cloude yede to gidir with hym, and lefte 
the formere thingis aftir the bak, 2° and 
stood bitwixe the ‘castels of Egipcians and 
castels of Israel; and the cloude was derk 
toward Egipcians, and liytnynge ‘the nyyt 
toward ‘the children of Israel, so that in 
al the tyme of the niyt thei miyten not 
neiy togidere to hem silf. 21 And whanne 


Moises hadde stretchid forth the hond on 
the see, the Lord took it awei, the while 
a greet wynde and brennynge blew in al 


the niyt, and turnede in to dryenesse; and 
the watir was departid. 22 And the sones of 
Israel entriden by the myddis of the drye 
see; for the watir was as a wal at the riyt 
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side and left side of hem. 23 And Egipcians 
pursueden, and entriden aftir hem, al the 
ridyng of Farao, hise charis, and knyytis, bi 
the myddis of the see. 24 And the wakyng 


of the morewtid cam thanne, and lo! the 
Lord bihelde on the castels of Egipcians, bi 
a piler of fier, and of cloude, and killide the 
oost of hem; and he destriede the wheelis 
of charis, 25 and tho weren borun in to the 
depthe. Therfor Egipcians seiden, Fle we 


Israel; for the Lord fiytith for hem ayenus 


vs. 26 And the Lord seide to Moises, Holde 
forth thin hond on the see, that the watris 
turne ayen to Egipcians, on the charis, and 


knyytis of hem. 27 And whanne Moises 
hadde hold forth the hoond ayens the see, 
it turnede ayen first in the morewtid to 
the formere place; and whanne Egipcians 
fledden, the watris camen ayen, and the 
Lord wlappide hem in the myddis of the 
floodis. 28 And the watris turneden ayen, 
and hiliden the charis, and knyytis of al the 


oost of Farao, which sueden, and entriden 
in to the see; sotheli not oon of hem was 
alyue. 29 Forsothe the sones of Israel yeden 


thorouy the myddis of the drye see, and 
the watris weren to hem as for a wal, on 
the riyt side and left side. 3° And in that 
dai the Lord delyuerede Israel fro the hond 
of Egipcians, and thei sien Egipcians deed 
on the brynke of the see, 3! and thei seiyen 
the greet hond which the Lord hadde vsid 
ayens hem; and the puple dredde the Lord, 


and thei bileueden to the Lord, and to 
Moises his seruaunt. 


15 
1 Thanne Moises song, and the sones 
of Israel, this song to the Lord; and thei 
seiden, Synge we to the Lord, for he is 
magnefied gloriousli; he castide doun the 
hors and the stiere in to the see. 2 My 
strengthe and my preisyng is the Lord; and 


he is maad to me in to heelthe. This is 
my God, and Y schal glorifie hym; the God 


of my fadir, and Y schal enhaunse hym. 
3 The Lord is as a man fiyter, his name is 
Almiyti; 4 he castide doun in to the see the 
charis of Farao, and his oost. Hise chosun 
princis weren drenchid in the reed see; 
5 the depe watris hiliden hem; thei yeden 
doun in to the depthe as a stoon. © Lord, thi 
riythond is magnyfied in strengthe; Lord, 
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thi riythond smoot the enemye. 7 And in 
the mychilnesse of thi glorie thou hast put 


doun alle myn * aduersaries; thou sentist 


thin ire, that deuouride hem as stobil. 
8 And watris weren gaderid in the spirit 


of thi woodnesse; flowinge watir stood, 
depe watris weren gaderid in the middis 
of the see. ° The enemy seide, Y schal 
pursue, and Y schal take; Y schal departe 
spuylis, my soule schal be fillid. I schal 
drawe out my swerde; myn hond schal sle 
hem. 1° Thi spirit blew, and the see hilide 
hem; thei weren drenchid as leed in grete 
watris. 11 Lord, who is lijk thee in stronge 
men, who is lijk thee? thou art greet 
doere in hoolynesse; ferdful, and preis- 
able, and doynge myraclis. 12 Thou heldist 


forth thin hond, and the erthe deuouride 
hem; 13 thou were ledere in thi merci to 
thy puple, which thou ayen bouytist; and 
thou hast bore hym in thi strengthe to 
thin holi dwellyng place. 14 Puplis stieden, 
and weren wroothe; sorewis helden the 
dwelleris of Filistiym. 5 Thanne the pryn- 
cis of Edom weren disturblid; tremblyng 
held the stronge men of Moab. 1 Alle the 


dwelleris of Canaan ‘weren starke; inward 
drede falle on hem, and outward drede in 
the greetnesse of thin arm. Be thei maad 


vnmouable as a stoon, til thi puple passe, 
Lord; til this thi puple passe, whom thou 
weldidist. 17 Thou schalt brynge hem in, 
and thou schalt plaunte in the hil of thin 
eritage; in the moost stidefast dwellyng 
place which thou hast wrouyt, Lord; Lord, 
thi seyntuarie, which thin hondis made 
stidefast. 18 The Lord schal ‘regne in to the 


world and ferthere. 19 Forsothe Farao, ‘a 
ridere, entride with his charis and knyytis 


in to the see, and the Lord brouyte the 


watris of the se on hem; sothelithe sones of 
Israel yeden bi the drie place, in the myddis 


of the see. 2° Therfore Marie, profetesse, 
the ‘sistir of Aaron, took a tympan in hir 
hond, and alle the wymmen yeden out 
aftir hyr with tympans and cumpanyes; 
21 to whiche sche song bifore, and seide, 
Synge we to the Lord, for he is magnyfied 
gloriousli; he castide doun in to the see 
the hors and the stiere of hym. 22 Forsothe 


Moises took Israel fro the reed see, and thei 
yeden out in to the deseert of Sur, and thei 
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yeden thre daies bi the wildirnesse, and 


thei founden not watir. 23 And thei camen 
in to Marath, and thei miyten not drynk 
the watris of Marath, for tho weren bittere; 
wherfor and he puttide a couenable name 
to the place, and clepide it Mara, that is, 
bitternesse. 24 And the puple grutchide 
ayens Moises, and seide, What schulen 
we drynke? 25 And Moises criede to the 
Lord, which schewide to hym a tre; and 
whanne he hadde put that tre in to watris, 


tho weren turned in to swetnesse. There 
the Lord ordeynede comaundementis and 


domes to the puple, and there he asayede 
the puple, 2° and seide, If thou schalt here 


the vois of thi Lord God, and schalt do that 
that is riytful byfore hym, and schalt obeie 


to his comaundementis, and schalt kepe 
alle hise heestis, Y schal not brynge yn on 
thee al the syknesse, which Y puttide in 
Egipt, for Y am thi Lord Sauyour. 


16 


1 Forsothe the sones of Israel camen in 
to Helym, where weren twelue wellis of 


watris, and seuenti palm trees, and thei 


settiden tentis bisidis the watris. And thei 
yeden forth fro Helym, and al the multi- 
tude of the sones of Israel cam in to deseert 
of Syn, which is bitwixe Helym and Synai, 


in the fiftenethe dai of the secunde mon- 
ethe aftir that thei yeden out of the lond 


of Egipt. 2 And al the congregacioun of the 
sones of Israel grutchide ayens Moises, and 
ayens Aaron, in the wildirnesse. 3 And the 


sones of Israel seiden to hem, We wolden 
that we hadden be deed bi the ‘hoond of 
the Lord in the lond of Egipt, whanne we 


saten on the ‘pottis of fleisch, and eeten 
looues in plentee; whi leden ye vs in to 
this deseert, that ye schulden sle al the 
multitude with hungur? 4 Forsothe the 
Lord seide to Moises, Lo! Y schal reyne to 
you looues fro heuene; the puple go out, 
that it gadere tho thingis that sufficen bi 
ech day; that Y asaie the puple, whethir 
it goith in my lawe, ether nai. ° Sotheli 


in the sixte dai make thei redi that that 
thei schulen bere yn, and be it double ouer 


that thei weren wont to gadere bi ech dai. 


6 And Moises and Aaron seiden to alle the 
sones of Israel, At euentid ye schulen wite 


that the Lord ledde you out of the lond of 
Egipt; 7 and in the morewetid ye schulen se 
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the glorie of the Lord; for Y herde youre 
grutchyng ayens the Lord; sotheli what 
ben we, for ye grutchen ayens us? 8 And 
Moises seide, The Lord schal yyue to you 


at euentid fleischis to ete, and looues in 
the morewetid in plentee, for he herde 


youre grutchyngis, bi which ye grutchiden 
ayens hym; for whi, what ben we? youre 
grutchyng is not ayens vs but ayens the 


Lord. ° And Moises seide to Aaron, Seie 
thou to al the congregacioun of the sones 


of Israel, Neiye ye bifore the Lord, for he 
herde youre grutchyng. 1° And whanne 
Aaron spak to al the cumpeny of the sones 


of Israel, thei bihelden to the wildirnesse, 
and lo! the glorie of the Lord apperide in 


a cloude. 11 Forsothe the Lord spak to Moi- 
ses, 12 and seide, Y herde the grutchyngis 
of the sones of Israel; spek thou to hem, At 
euentid ye schulen ete fleischis, and in the 
morewtid ye schulen be fillid with looues, 
and ye schulen wite that Y am ‘youre Lord 


God. 13 Therfor euentid was maad, and 
‘curlewes stieden and hiliden the castels; 
and in the morewtid deew cam bi the face 
of the castels. 14 And whanne it hadde 
hilid the erthe, a litil thing, and as powned 


with a pestel, in the licnesse of an hoor- 
frost on erthe, apperide in the wildirnesse. 


15 And whanne the sones of Israel hadden 
seyn that, thei seiden to gidere, Man hu? 


which signyfieth, what is this? for thei 
wisten not what it was. To whiche Moises 
seide, This is the breed, which the Lord 
hath youe to you to ete. 1° This is the 


word which the Lord comaundide, Ech man 
gadere therof as myche as suffisith to be 


etun, gomor bi ech heed, bi the noum- 
bre of youre soulis that dwellen in the 
tabernacle, so ye schulen take. 1” And the 
sones of Israel diden so, and thei gaderi- 


den oon more, another lesse; 18 and thei 
metiden at the mesure gomor; nethir he 


that gaderide more had more, nethir he 


that made redi lesse fond lesse, but alle 
gaderiden bi that that thei myyten ete. 


19 And Moises seide to hem, Noon leeue 
therof in to the morewtid; whiche herden 
not him, 2° but summe of hem leften til 
to the morewtid, and it bigan to buyle 


with wormes, and it was rotun; and Moises 
was wrooth ayens hem. 2! Forsothe alle 


gaderiden in the morewtid as myche as 
‘miyte suffice to be eten; and whanne the 
sunne was hoot, it was moltun. 22 Sotheliin 
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the sixte dai thei gaderiden double metis, 
that is, ‘twei gomor by ech man. Forsothe 
alle the princis of the multitude camen, 
and telden to Moises, which seide to hem, 
23 This it is that the Lord spak, The reste of 
the sabot is halewid to the Lord, do ye what 
euer thing schal be wrouyt to morewe, and 
sethe ye tho thingis that schulen be sodun; 
sotheli what euer thing is residue, kepe ye 
til in to the morewe. 24 And thei diden 
so as Moises comaundide, and it was not 
rotun, nether a worm was foundun ther 
ynne. 25 And Moises seide, Ete ye that in 


this dai, for it is the sabat of the Lord, it 
schal not be foundun to dai in the feeld; 
gadere ye in sixe daies, 26 forsothe the 


sabat of the Lord is in the seuenthe dai, 
therfor it schal not be foundun. 27 The 
seuenthe dai cam, and summe of the puple 
yeden out ‘to gadire, and thei founden not. 


28 Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, Hou 
long ‘nylen ye kepe my comaundementis, 


and my lawe? 29 Se ye that the Lord yaf 
to you the sabat, and for this he yaf to 
you in the sixte dai double meetis; ech 
man dwelle at him silf, noon go out of his 
place in the seuenthe dai. 3° And the puple 
kepte sabat in the seuenthe dai. 3! And the 
hous of Israel clepide the name therof man, 
which was whijt as the seed of coriandre, 


and the taast therof was as of flour with 
hony. 32 Forsothe Moises seide, This is 


the word which the Lord comaundide, Fille 
thou a gomor therof, and be it kept in to 


generaciouns to comynge aftirward, that 
thei knowe the breed bi which Y fedde you 
in the wildirnesse, whanne ye weren led 
out of the lond of Egipt. 33 And Moises 


seide to Aaron, Take thou o vessel, and 
putte therinne man, as myche as gomor 


mai take, and putte bifore the Lord, to be 
kept in to youre generaciouns, 34 as the 


Lord comaundide to Moises; and Aaron 
puttide that to be kept in the tabernacle. 


35 Forsothe the sones of Israel eeten manna 
in fourti yeer, til thei camen in to the lond 


abitable; thei weren fed with this mete til 
thei touchiden the endis of the lond of 
Canaan. °¢ Forsothe gomor is the tenthe 


part of efy. 


1 Therfor al the multitude of the sones 
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of Israel yede forth fro the deseert of Syn, 
bi her dwellyngis, bi the word of the Lord, 
and settiden tentis in Rafidym, where was 
not watir to the puple to drynke. 2 Whiche 
puple chidde ayens Moises, and seide, Yyue 
thou water to vs, that we drynke. To 
whiche Moises answeride, What chiden ye 
ayens me, and whi tempten ye the Lord? 
3 Therfor the puple thristide there for the 
scarsnesse of watir, and grutchiden ayens 
Moises, and seide, Whi madist thou vs to go 
out of Egipt, to sle vs, and oure fre children, 


and beestis, for thrist? 4 Forsothe Moises 
criede to the Lord, and seide, What schal 
Y do to this puple? yit a litil, also it schal 


stone me. 5 The Lord seide to Moises, Go 
thou bifore the puple, and take with thee 


of the eldre men of Israel, and take in thin 
hond the yerde, ‘bi which thou hast smyte 


the flood, and go; lo! © Y schal stonde 


there before thee, aboue the stoon of Oreb, 
and thou schalt smyte the stoon, and water 


schal go out therof, that the puple drynke. 
Moises dide so byfore the eldere men of 
Israel; 7 and he clepide the name of that 
place Temptacioun, for the chidyng of the 
sones of Israel, and for thei temptiden the 


Lord, and seiden, Whether the Lord is in 
vs, ether nay? 8 Forsothe Amalech cam, 


and fauyt ayens Israel in Rafidym. 9 And 
Moises seide to Josue, Chese thou men, and 
go out, and fiyte to morewe ayens men of 
Amalech; lo! Y schal stonde in the cop of 
the hil, and Y schal haue ‘the yerde of God 
in myn hond. !°Josue dide as Moises spak, 
and fauyt ayens Amalech. Forsothe Moises, 
and Aaron, and Hur stieden on the cop of 


the hil; 11 and whanne Moises reiside the 
hondis, Israel ouercam; forsothe if he let 
down a litil, Amalech ouercam. 1! Sotheli 
‘the hondis of Moises weren heuy, therfor 


thei token a stoon, and puttide vndir hym, 


in which stoon he sat. Forsothe Aaron 
and Hur susteyneden hise hondis, on euer 


eithir side; and it was don, that hise hondis 
weren not maad weri, til to the goyng down 
of the sunne. 13 And Josue * droof a wey 
Amalech and his puple, in ‘the mouth of 
swerd, that is, bi the scharpnesse of the 


swerd. !4Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, 
Wryte thou this in a book, for mynde, and 


take in the eeris of Josue; for Y schal do 


* 
17:13 Josue drof awey, in Ebreu it is, made feble, for as Ebreus seien, he killide alle the stronge men of Amalech in 


that batel. 
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a wei the mynde of Amalech fro vndur 


heuene. 15 And Moises bildide an auter, 
and clepide the name therof The Lord myn 
enhaunsere, !6 and seide, For the hond of 
the Lord aloone, and the bateil of God schal 
be ayens Amalech, fro generacioun in to 
generacioun. 


18 


1 And whanne Jetro, the prest of Ma- 
dian, ‘the alye of Moises, * hadde herd 
alle thingis which God hadde do to Moises, 
and to Israel his puple, for the Lord hadde 
led Israel out of the lond of Egipt, 2 he 
took Sefora, ‘the wijf of Moises, whom he 
hadde sent ayen, 3 and hise twei sones, 
of which oon was clepid Gersan, for the 
fadir seide, Y was a comelyng in alien lond, 
4 forsothe the tother was clepid Eliezer, 
for Moises seide, God of my fadir is myn 
helpere, and he delyuerede me fro the 
swerd of Farao. 5 Therfor Jetro, ‘alie of 


Moises, cam, and the sones of Moises and 
his wijf camen to Moises, in to deseert, 
where Jetro settide tentis bisidis the hil 
of God; © and sente to Moises, and seide, 
Y Jetro, thin alie, come to thee, and thi 
wijf, and thi twei sones with hir. 7 And 
Moises yede out into the comyng of his 
alie, and worschipide, and kiste hym, and 
thei gretten hem silf to gidere with pesible 


wordis. ® And whanne he hadde entrid in 
to the tabernacle, Moises tolde to ‘his alie 
alle thingis whiche God hadde do to Farao, 


and to Egipcians, for Israel, and he tolde 


al the trauel which bifelle to hem in the 
weie, of which the Lord delyuerede hem. 


9 And Jetro was glad on alle the goodis 


whiche the Lord hadde do to Israel, for he 
delyuerede Israel fro the hond of Egipcians. 


10 And Jetro seide, Blessid be ‘the Lord, that 
delyuerede you fro the hond of Egipcians, 


and fro ‘the hond of Farao, which Lord 
delyuered his puple fro the hond of Egipt; 
11 now Y knowe that the Lord is greet aboue 
alle goddis, for ‘thei diden proudli ayens 
hem. 12 Therfor Jetro, ‘alie of Moises, 
offride brent sacrifices and offryngis to 


God; and Aaron, and alle the eldere men of 
Israel, camen to ete breed with hym bifore 


God. 13 Forsothe in the tother dai Moises 





* 
18:1 the alie of Moises, in Ebreu it is, fadir of the wiyf of Moises. 


wher we han miyti men. 
quinquagenarie of fifty, a deen of ten. 
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sat that he schulde deme the puple, that 
stood niy Moises, fro the morewtid til to 
euentid. 14 And whanne ‘his alie hadde 
seyn this, that is, alle thingis ‘whiche he 
dide in the puple, he seide, What is this 
that thou doist in the puple? whi sittist 
thou aloone, and al the puple abidith fro 
the morewtid til to euentid? 15 To whom 
Moises answeride, The puple cometh to 
me, and axith the sentence of God; 1° and 
whanne ony strijf bifallith to hem, thei 


comen to me, that Y deme bitwixe hem, 
and schewe ‘the comaundementis of God, 
and hise lawis. 1” And Jetro seide, Thou 
doist a thing not good, 18 thou art wastid 
with a fonned trauel, bothe thou and this 
puple which is with thee; the werk is a 
boue thi strengthis, thou aloone maist not 
suffre it. 19 But here thou my wordis 
and counseils, and the Lord schal be with 
thee; be thou to the puple in these thingis 
that perteynen to God, that thou telle the 
thingis that ben seid to the puple; 2° and 
schewe to the puple the cerymonyes, and 
custom of worschipyng, and the weie bi 
which ‘thei owen to go, and the werk which 
‘thei owen to do. 2! Forsothe puruey thou 
of al the puple myyti men,t and dredynge 
God, in whiche is treuthe, and whiche 
haten auarice; and ordeyne thou of hem 
tribunes,* and centuriouns, and quinqua- 
genaries, and deenys, 22 whiche schulen 
deme the puple in al tyme; sotheli what 
ever thing is grettere, telle thei to thee, and 
deme thei ooneli lesse thingis, and be it 


esiere to thee, whanne the burthun is de- 
partid in to othere men. 23 If thou schalt do 


this, thou schalt fille the comaundement 
of God, and thou schalt mowe bere hise 
comaundementis; and al this puple schal 
turne ayen with pees to her places. 24 And 
whanne these thingis weren herd, Moises 
dide alle thingis whiche Jetro counselide. 


25 And whanne noble men of al Israel 
weren chosun Moises ordeynede hem prin- 


cis of the puple, tribunes, and centuriouns, 
and quinquagenaries, and denes, 26 whiche 
demeden the puple in al tyme; forsothe, 
whateuer thing was hardere, thei telden 
to Moises, and thei demeden esiere thingis 
oneli. 27 And Moises lefte ‘his alie, which 


t 18:21 Another translacioun hath wise men, 


18.21 a tribune is he that is souereyn of a thousinde men, centurioun of an hundrid, 
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turnede ayen, and yede in to his lond. 


19 

1 In the thridde monethe of the goyng 
‘of Israel out of the lond of Egipt, in this 
dai * thei camen in to the wildirnesse of 
Synai; 2 for thei yeden forth fro Rafidym, 
and camen til in to deseert of Synai, and 
settiden tentis in the same place; and there 
Israel settide tentis, euen ayens the hil. 


3Forsothe Moises stiede in to the hil to God; 
and the Lord clepide hym fro the mount, 


and seide, Thou schalt seie these thingis to 
the hows of Jacob, and thou schalt telle to 
the sones of Israel, 4 Ye silf han seyn what 
thingis Y haue do to Egipcians, how Y bar 
you on the wengis of eglis, and took to me. 
5 Therfor if ye schulen here my vois, and 
schulen kepe my couenaunt, ye schulen be 
to me into a specialte f of alle puplis; for al 
the lond is myn; © and ye schulen be to me 
in toarewme of preesthod, and ‘ye schulen 


be an hooli folk; these ben the wordis 
whiche thou schalt speke to the sones of 


Israel. 7 Moyses cam, and whanne the gret- 
ter men in birthe of the puple weren clepid 
to gidere, he expownede alle the wordis 


whiche the Lord comaundide. 8 And alle 
the puple answeride to gidere, We schulen 
do alle thingis whiche the Lord spak. And 
whanne Moises hadde teld the wordis of 
the puple to the Lord, ° the Lord seide to 
hym, Riyt now Y schal come to thee in a 
derknesse of a cloude, that the puple here 
me spekynge to thee, and bileue to thee 
withouten ende. Therfor Moises telde the 
wordis of the puple to the Lord, !° which 
seide to Moises, Go thou to the puple, and 
make hem holi to dai and to morewe,t and 
waische thei her clothis, 11 and be thei redi 
in to the thridde dai; for in the thridde 
dai the Lord schal come doun bifore al the 
puple on the hil of Synai. 12 And thou schalt 
sette termes to the puple, bi cumpas; and 
thou schalt seie to hem, Be ye war, that ye 
‘stie not in to the hil, nether touche ye the 
endis therof; ech man that schal touche the 
hil, schal die bi deeth. 13 Hondis schulen 
not touche hym, but he schal be oppressid 
with stoonus, ethir he shall be persid with 
dartis; whether it schal be a beest, ethir a 





* 
19:1 in this day, that is, the firste daye of the thridde monethe. 


that is, a thing louyd excellently. 
not her wifes. 
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man, it schal not lyue; whanne a clarioun 
schal bigynne to sowne, thanne ‘stie thei 


in to the hil. 14 And Moises cam doun 
fro the hil to the puple, and halewide it; 


and whanne thei hadden waischun her 
clothis, 5 he seide to hem, Be ye redi in 


to the thridde dai, neiye ye not to youre 
wyues. 16 And now the thridde day was 


comun, and the morewetid was cleer; and, 
lo! thundris bigunnen to be herd, and 


leitis to schyne, and a moost thicke cloude 
to hile the mounteyn; and ‘the sownyng 
of a clarioun made noise ful greetli, and 
the puple dredde, that was in the castels. 


17 And whanne Moises hadde led hem out 
in to the comyng of God, fro the place of 


castels, thei stoden at the rootis of the hil. 
18 Forsothe al the hil of Synai smokide, for 


the Lord hadde come doun theronne in 
fier; and smoke stiede therof as of a furneis, 
and al the hil was ferdful; 19 and the ‘sown 
of a clarioun encreesside litil and litil, and 
was holdun forth lengere. Moises spak, 


and the Lord answeride to hym, 2° and the 
Lord cam doun on the hil of Synay, in thilke 
cop of the hil, and clepide Moises to the 
cop therof. And whanne he hadde stied 
thidur, 2! the Lord seide to hym, Go thou 
doun, and witnesse thou to the puple, lest 
perauenture it wole passe the termes to se 
the Lord, and ful greet multitude therof 
perische; 22 also preestis, that neiyen to 
the Lord, be halewid, lest Y smyte hem. 
23 And Moises seide to the Lord, The comyn 
puple may not stie in to the hil of Synai; for 


thou hast witnessid, and hast comaundid, 
seiyinge, Sette thou termes aboute the hil, 


and halewe it. 24To whom the Lord seide, 
Go thou doun, and thou schalt stie, and 
Aaron with thee; forsothe the preestis and 


the puple passe not the termes, nethir stie 
thei to the Lord, lest perauenture he sle 
hem. 25 Moises yede doun to the puple, and 
telde alle thingis to hem. 


0 
1 And the Lord spak alle these wordis, Y 
am thi Lord God, 2 that ladde thee out of 
the lond of Egipt, fro the hous of seruage. 


3 Thou schalt not haue alien goddis bifore 


me. 4 Thou schalt not make to thee a 
grauun ymage, nethir ony licnesse of thing 


T 19:5 InEbruit is, ye shulen be a frendshipe, 


# i9:10 Here halowyng was, to waische hem self and here clothis, and neiye 
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which is in heuene aboue, and which is in 
erthe bynethe, nether of tho thingis, that 
ben in watris vndur erthe; thou schalt not 
‘herie tho, ° nether ‘thou schalt worschipe; 
for Y am thi Lord God, a stronge gelouse 
louyere; and Y visite the wickidnesse of 


fadris in to the thridde and the fourthe 
generacioun of hem that haten me, © and 


Y do mercy in to ‘a thousynde, to hem that 
louen me, and kepen myn heestis. 7 Thou 
schalt not take in veyn the name of thi 
Lord God, for the Lord schal not haue hym 
giltles, that takith in veyn the name of his 
Lord God. 8 Haue thou mynde, that thou 
halowe the ‘dai of the sabat; ? in sixe daies 
thou schalt worche and schalt do alle thi 
werkis; !° forsothe in the seuenthe day is 


the sabat of thi Lord God; thou schalt not 
do ony werk, thou, and thi sone, and thi 


douytir, and thi seruaunt, and thin hand- 
maide, thi werk beeste, and the comelyng 
which is withynne thi yatis; 4 for in sixe 
dayes God made heuene and erthe, the see, 
and alle thingis that ben in tho, and restide 


in the seuenthe dai; herfor the Lord bles- 
side the ‘dai of the sabat, and halewide it. 
12 Onoure thi fadir and thi moder, that thou 
be long lyuyng on the lond, which thi Lord 


God schal yyue to thee. 13 Thou schalt not 
sle. 14Thou schalt ‘do no letcherie. 45 Thou 
schalt ‘do no theft. 16 Thou schalt not 
speke fals witnessyng ayens thi neiybore. 
17 Thou schalt not coueyte ‘the hous of 
thi neiybore, nether thou schalt desyre his 
wijf, not seruaunt, not handmaide, not oxe, 
not asse, nether alle thingis that ben hise. 
18 Forsothe al the puple herde voices, and 
siy laumpis, and the sowne of a clarioun, 
and the hil smokynge; and thei weren 


afeerd, and schakun with inward drede, 
and stoden afer, 19 and seiden to Moises, 
Speke thou to vs, and we schulen here; the 


Lord speke not to vs, lest perauenture we 
dien. 2° And Moises seide to the puple, Nyle 
ye drede, for God cam to proue you, and 
that his drede schulde be in you, and that 
ye schulden not do synne. 2! And the puple 
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stood afer; forsothe Moises neiyede to the 
derknesse, wherynne God was. 22 And the 


Lord seide ferthermore to Moises, Thou 
schalt seie these thingis to the sones of 


Israel, Ye seiyen that fro heuene Y spak to 
you; 23 ye schulen not make goddis of sil- 
ver, nethir ye schulen make to you goddis 
of gold. 24 Ye schulen make an auter of 
erthe to me, and ye schulen offre theronne 
youre brent sacrifices, and pesible sacri- 
fices, youre scheep, and oxun, in ech place 
in which the mynde of my name schal be; 


Y schal come to thee, and Y schal blesse 
thee. 25 That if thou schalt make an auter 
of stoon to me, thou schalt not bilde it of 
stoonys hewun; for if thou schalt reise thi 


knyif theronne, it schal be ‘polluted, ether 
defoulid. 26 Thou schalt not stye bi grees to 
myn auter, lest thi filthe be schewid. 


21 


1 These ben the domes, whiche thou 
schalt sette forth to hem. 2 If thou biest 
an Ebrew seruaunt, he schal serue thee 
sixe yeer; in the seuenthe yeer he schal 


go out fre, 3? with out prijs; with what 


maner clooth he entride, with siche clooth 
go he out; if he entride hauynge a wijf, 


and the wijf schal go out to gidere. 4 But 


if the lord of the servaunt yaf a wijf * to 
hym, and sche childide sones and douytris, 


the womman and hir children schulen be 
hir lordis; sotheli the seruaunt schal go 


out with his owne clooth. 5° That if the 
seruaunt seith, Y loue my lord, and wifjf, 


and children, Y schal not go out fre; ® the 
lord brynge hym to goddis, that is, iugis; 
and he schal be set to the dore, and postis; 
and the lord schal perse his eere witha nal, 
and he schal be seruaunt to hym til in to 
the world. 7If ony man sillith his douyter 
in to seruauntesse, sche schal not go out 
as handmaidis weren wont to go out; 8 if 
sche displesith in the iyen of hir lord, to 
whom sche was bitakun, he schal delyuere 
hir; sotheli he schal not haue power to sille 
hir to an alien puple, if he forsakith hir. 


21:4 a wiyf, his owne seruauntesse, which is an hethen womman, and his seruauntesse for euere, for if sche were 


an Ebrew womman and thral, sche schulde go out fre with hir children in the seuenthe yeer. 


t 21:10 In Ebru it 


is thus, that if he take to him another womman, he shal not decreese exspencis and hilynge and hir our, that is, if he 
takith to him, that is, to his sone, another wyf with the handmayde takun bifore into wyf, he shal decreese spensis, 
that is, sufficient lyflode in hir hylynge, that is, couenable clothinge, and hir our, that is, tyme to yelde dette, he 
shal not decreesse this in withdrawynge fro hir for the tother wyf weddid aboue, for thanne thei miyten haue manye 


wyues togidere. 
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° Forsothe if he weddith hir to his sonne, he 
schal do to hir ‘bi the custom of douytris; 


10 that if he f takith another womman 
to hym, he schal puruey to the damysele 
weddingis, and clothis, and he schal not 
denye the prijs of chastite. 1Ifhe doith not 
these thre, sche schal go out freli without 
money. 12 He that smytith a man, and 


wole sle, die bi deeth; 13 forsothe if a man 
settide not aspies, but God ‘bitook hym 
in to hise hondis, Y schal ordeyne a place 
to thee, whidur he owith to fle. 14 If ony 
man sleeth his neiybore bi biforecastyng, 
and bi aspies, drawe thou hym awey fro 
myn auter, that he die. 15 He that smytith 
his fadir, ether modir, die by deeth. 1°He 
that cursith his fadir, ether modir, die bi 
deeth. !7 He that stelith a man, and sillith 
hym, if he is conuyt of the gilt, die bi 
deeth. 18 If men chiden, and the tother 
smyte his neiybore witha stoon, ether with 
the fist, and he is not deed, but liggith in 
the bed, 1° if he risith, and goith forth on 


his staf, he that smoot schal be innocent; 
so netheles that he restore hise trauelis, 
and costis in lechis. 2° He that smytith his 


seruaunt, ether handmayde, with a yerde, 


and thei ben deed in hise hondis, schal be 


gilti of cryme. 2! Sotheli if the seruaunt 
ouerlyueth o dai, ether tweyne, he schal 
not be suget to peyne, ‘that is of deeth, 


for the seruaunt is his catel. 22 If men 
chiden, and a man smytith a womman with 


childe, and sotheli makith the child deed 
borun, but the womman ouerlyueth, he 


schal be suget to the harm, as myche as 


the ‘hosebonde of the womman axith, and 
the iugis demen. ”3 But if the deeth of hir 


sueth, 24 he schal yelde lijf for lijf, iye for 
iye, tooth for tooth, hond for hond, foot for 
foot, 25 brennyng for brennyng, wounde 
“with schedyng of blood for wounde ‘with 
schedyng of blood, ‘a wan wounde for a 
wan wounde. 26 If a man smytith the iye 


of his seruaunt, ethir of handmaide, and 
makith hem oon iyed, he schal delyuere 


hem fre for ‘the iye which he puttide out. 
27 Also if he smytith out a tooth fro his seru- 
aunt, ethir handmaide, in lijk maner he 
schal delyuere hem fre. 28 If an oxe smytith 


with horn a man, ether a womman, and 
thei ben deed, the oxe schal be oppressid 


with stoonus, and hise fleischis schulen not 





F 91:32 A sicle is xx. halpens. 


66 


Exodus 22:6 


be etun, and the lord of the oxe schal be 
innocent. 29 That if the oxe was ‘a pultere 


with horn fro yisterdai and the thridde 
dai ago, and men warneden ‘the lord of 
hym, nether the lord closide hym, and he 


sleeth a man, ethir womman, bothe the 
oxe schal be oppressid with stoonus, and 


thei schulen sle ‘the lord of hym; °° that if 
prijs is put to the lord, he schal yyue for 
his lijf what euer he is axide. 31 And if he 
smytith with horn a son, and a douytir, he 
schal be suget to lijk sentence. 32 If the oxe 
asailith a seruaunt, and handmaide, the 
lord of the oxe schal yyue thretti siclis ¥ of 


siluer to ‘his lord; forsothe the oxe schal 
be oppressid with stoonus. 3° If ony man 


openeth a cisterne, and diggith, and hilith 


it not, and an oxe ether asse fallith in to it, 
34 the lord of the cisterne schal yelde the 


prijs of the werk beestis; forsothe that that 


is deed schal be his. 35 If another mannus 
oxe woundith the oxe of another man, and 
he is deed, thei schulen sille the quyke 


oxe, and thei schulen departe the prijs; 
forsothe thei schulen departe bitwixe hem 


the karkeis of the deed oxe. 36 Forsothe if 
his lord wiste, that the oxe was a puttere 


fro yistirdai and the thridde dai ago, and 
kepte not him, he schal yelde oxe for oxe, 
and he schal take the hool carkeys. 


1 If ony man stelith a scheep, ether oxe, 


and sleeth, ether sillith, he schal restore 
fiue oxen for oon oxe, and foure scheep for 


o scheep. 2 And if a nyyt theef brekynge 
an hows, ether vndurmynynge, is foundun, 
and is deed bi a wounde takun, the smytere 
schal not be gilti of blood; 3 that if he 
dide this whanne the sunne was rysun, he 
dide man sleyng, and he schal die. If a 
theef hath not that, that he schal yelde for 
thefte, he schal be seeld; 4 if that thing that 
he staal, is foundun quyk at hym, ether 
oxe, ether asse, ether scheep, he schal 


restore the double. 5If a man harmeth a 
feeld, ethir vyner, and suffrith his beeste, 


that it waaste othere mennus thingis, he 


schal restore for the valu of harm, ‘what 
euer beste thing he hath in his feeld, ethir 


vyner. © If fier goith out, and fyndith 
eeris of corn, and catchith heepis of corn, 
ethir cornes stondynge in feeldis, he that 
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kyndlide the fier schal yeelde the harm. 
7 If a man bitakith in to kepyng monei 
to a freend, ether a vessel ‘in to keping, 
and it is takun awey bi thefte fro hym 
that resseyuede, if the theef is foundun, he 


schal restore the double. 8 If the theef is 
hid, the lord of the hows schal be brouyt to 


goddis, ‘that is, iugis, and he schal swere, 
that he helde not forth the hond in to 
‘the thing of his neiybore, ° to ‘do fraude; 
as wel in oxe, as in asse, and in scheep, 
and in clooth; and what euer thing may 
brynge in harm, the cause of euer eithir 
schal come to goddis, and if thei demen, 
he schal restore the double to his neiybore. 
10 If ony man bitakith to his neiybore oxe, 
asse, scheep, and al werk beeste to kepyng, 
and it is deed, ether is maad feble, ethir is 
takun of enemyes, and no man seeth this, 
11 an ooth schal be in the myddis,* that he 
helde not forth the hond to the ‘thing of 
his neiybore; and the lord schal resseyue 
the ooth, and he schal not be compellid to 
yelde. 12 That if it is takun awei bi thefte, 


he schal restore the harm to the lord; }3 if 
it is etun of a beeste, he schal brynge to 


the lord that that is slayn, and he schal not 
restore. 14 He that axith of his neiybore 
ony thing of these bi borewyng, and it is 


feblid, ether deed, while the lord is not 
present, he schal be constreyned to yelde; 


that if the lord is in presence, 15 he schal 
not restore, moost if it cam hirid, for the 
meede of his werk. 1° If a man disseyueth a 


virgyn not yit weddid, and slepith with hir, 
he schal yyue dower to hir, and schal haue 
hir wijf. 17 If the fadir of the virgyn nyle 
yyue, he schal yelde money, bi the maner 
of dower, which virgyns weren wont to 


take. 18 Thou schalt not suffre witchis to 
lyue. 19 He that doith letcherie with a 


beeste, die by deeth. 2° He that offrith to 
goddis, out takun to the Lord aloone, be 
he slayn. 21 Thou schalt not make sory 
a comelyng, nether thou schalt turmente 
hym; for also ye weren comelyngis in the 
lond of Egipt. 2% Ye schulen not anoye a 


widewe, and a fadirles ethir modirles child. 
23 If ye hirten hem, thei schulen crye to 


me, and Y schal here the cry of hem, 24 and 
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my greet veniaunce schal haue indigna- 
cioun, and Y schal smyte you with swerd, 
and youre wyues schulen be widewis, and 
youre sones schulen be fadirles. 25 If thou 
yyuest money to loone to my pore puple, 


that dwellith with thee, thou schalt not 
constreyne hym, as an extorsioner doith, 
nether thou schalt oppresse hym by vsuris. 
26 If thou takist of thi neiybore ‘a wed a 
clooth, thou schalt yelde to hym bifore 
the goyng doun of the sunne; 27 for that 
aloone is the cloothing of his fleisch, with 
which he is hilid, nether he hath another, 
in which he slepith; if he crieth to me, Y 
schal here hym; for Yam mercyful. 28 Thou 
schalt not bacbyte goddis, and thou schalt 
not curse the prince of thi puple. 2? Thou 
schalt not tarye to offre to the Lord thi 
tithis, and firste fruytis. Thou schalt yyue 
to me the firste gendrid of thi sones; °° also 
of oxen, and of scheep thou schalt do in 
liik maner; seuene daies be he with his 
modir, in the eiytithe dai thou schalt yelde 
hym to me. 3! Ye schulen be holi men 
to me; ye schulen not ete fleisch which 
is bifore taastid of beestis, but ye schulen 
caste forth to houndis. 


1 Thou schalt not resseyue a vois of 
leesyng, nether thou schalt ioyne * thin 
hond, Tt that thou seie fals witnessyng for 
a wickid man. 2 Thou schalt not sue the 
cumpanye to do yuel, nether thou schalt 
ascente to the sentence of ful many men 
in doom, that thou go awey fro treuthe. 
3 Also thou schalt not haue mercy of a pore 
man in a ‘cause, ethir doom. 4 If thou 
meetist ‘the oxe of thin enemye, ethir the 
asse errynge, lede thou ayen to hym. 5 If 
thou seest that the asse of hym that hatith 
thee liggyth vndir a burthun, thou schalt 
not passe, but thou schalt reise with hym. 
6 Thou schalt not bowe in the doom of 
a pore man. 7 Thou schalt fle a lesyng. 
Thou schalt not sle an innocent man, and 
iust; for Y am aduersarie to a wickid man. 
8 Take thou not yiftis, that blynden also 
prudent men, and destryen the wordys of 
iust men. ° Thou schalt not be diseseful 
to a pilgrym, for ye knowen the soulis of 


* 
22:11 that is, he schal purge him openli bi ooth. 23:1 ioyne, in Ebreu it is, thou schalt not reise thyn hond. 


T 23:1 thyn hond, that is, make couenaunt ether biheete. + 23:3 for iust doom accepteth no person. 
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comelyngis, for also ye weren pilgryms in 
the lond of Egipt. 1° Sixe yeer thou schalt 
sowe thi lond, and thou schalt gadre fruytis 
therof; 11 forsothe in the seuenthe yeer 


thou schalt leeue it, and schalt make to 
reste, that the pore men of thi puple ete, 


and what euer is residue, the beestis of the 
feeld ete; so thou schalt do in thi vyner, 


and in place of olyue trees. 12 Sixe dayes 
thou schalt worche, in the seuenthe dai 
thou schalt ceesse, that thin oxe and asse 
reste, and the sone of thin handmaide, and 
the comelyng be refreischid. 13 Kepe ye 
alle thingis, whiche Y seide to you; and 
ye schulen not swere bi the name of alien 
goddis, nether it schal be herd of youre 
mouth. 14 In thre tymes bi alle yeeris 
ye schulen halewe feestis to me. 15 Thou 
schalt kepe the solempnyte of therf looues; 


seuene daies thou schalt ete therf breed, as 
Y comaundide to thee, in the tyme of mon- 


ethe of newe thingis, whanne thou yedist 
out of Egipt; thou schalt not appere voide 
in my siyt. 16 And thou schalt kepe the 
solempnete of the monethe of the firste 
thingis of thi werk, what euer thingis thou 
hast sowe in the feeld. Also thou schalt 
kepe the solempnyte in the goyng out of 
the yeer, whanne thou hast gaderid all thi 
fruytis of the feeld. !” Thries in the yeer al 
thi male kynde schal appere bifore thi Lord 


God. 18 Thou schalt not offre the blood of 
thi slayn sacrifice on sour douy; nether the 


fatnesse of my solempnete schal dwelle til 


to the morewtid. 19 Thou schalt bere the 
firste thingis of the fruytis of thi lond in 


to the hows of thi Lord God. Thou schalt 
not sethe a kide in the mylke of his modir. 


20 Lo! Y schal sende myn aungel, that 
schal go bifore thee, and schal kepe in the 
weie, and schal lede to the place which Y 


haue maad redi to thee. 21 Take thou hede 
to hym,’ and here thou his vois, nether 


gesse thou hym to be dispisid; for he schal 
not foryyue, whanne thou synnest, and 
my name is in him. 22 For if thou herest 
his vois, and doist alle thingis whiche Y 
speke, Y schal be enemy to thin enemyes, 


and Y schal turment hem, that turmenten 
thee; 23 and myn aungel schal go bifore 


thee, and he schal lede yn thee to Amorrei, 





8 23:21 take thou heede to him, that is, perseyue thou bisily, that thou obeie to him. 
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and Ethei, and Ferezei, and Cananey, and 
Euey, and Jebusei, whiche Y schal breke. 
24 Thou schalt not onoure ‘the goddis of 
hem, nether thou schalt worschipe hem; 


thou schalt not do the werkis of hem, but 
thou schalt destrie the goddis, and thou 


schalt breke the ymagis of hem. 25 And 
ye schulen serue to youre Lord God, that 


Y blesse thi looues, and watris, and do 
awei sikenesse fro the myddis of thee; 


26 neithir a womman vnfruytful, neither 
bareyn, schal be in thi lond; Y schal fille 


the noumbre of thi daies. 2” Y schal sende 
my drede in to thi biforgoyng, and Y schal 


sle al the puple, to which thou schalt entre, 
and Y schal turne the backis of alle thin 
enemyes bifore thee; 28 and Y schal sende 
out bifore scrabrouns,* that schulen dryue 
awei Euey, and Cananey, and Ethei, bifore 


that thou entre. 2? Y schal not caste hem 
out fro thi face in o yeer, lest the lond 


be turned in to wildirnesse, and beestis 
encreesse ayens thee; 2° litil and litil I schal 


caste hem out fro thi siyt, til thou be en- 


creessid, and welde the loond. 31 Forsothe 
Y schal sette thi termys fro the reed see til 


to the see of Palestyns, and fro desert til 
to the flood. Y schal yyue to youre hondis 


the dwelleris of the lond, and Y schal caste 
hem out fro youre siyt; 32 thou schalt not 


make boond of pees with hem, nethir with 
‘the goddis of hem. 33 Dwelle thei not in 
thi lond, lest perauenture thei make thee 
to do synne ayens me, yf thou seruest her 
goddis, which thing certis schal be to thee 
in to sclaundir. 


24 


1 Also he seide to Moises, ‘Stie thou to 
the Lord, thou, and Aaron, and Nadab, and 
Abyu, and seuenti eldere men of Israel; and 


ye schulen worschipe afer, 2 and Moises 


aloone stie to the Lord, and thei schulen 
not neiye, nether the puple schal stie with 


hym. 3Therfore Moises cam, and telde 
to the puple alle the wordis and domes 
of the Lord; and al the puple answeride 


with o vois, We schulen do alle the wordis 
of the Lord, whiche he spak. 4 Forsothe 


Moises wroot alle the wordis of the Lord; 
and he roos eerli, and bildide an auter 
to the Lord at the rootis of the hil, and 


* 
23:28 scrabrouns, that 


is, flies with venemouse prickis, that ben bred of deed careyns. 
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he bildide twelue titlis bi twelue lynagis 
of Israel. 5 And he sente yonge men of 
the sones of Israel, and thei offriden brent 
sacrifices, and ‘thei offriden pesible sacri- 
fices ‘to the Lord, twelue * calues. © And 
so Moises took half the part of the blood, 
and sente in to grete cuppis; forsothe he 
schedde the residue part on the auter. 
7 And he took the book of the boond of pees, 
and redde, while the puple herde; whiche 
seiden, We schulen do alle thingis which 
the Lord spak, and we schulen be obedi- 
ent. 8 Forsothe he took, and sprengide 
‘the blood on the puple, and seide, This 
is the blood of the boond of pees, which 
the Lord couenauntide with yow on alle 
these wordis. 9 And Moises, and Aaron, and 
Nadab, and Abyu, and seuenti of the eldere 
men of Israel stieden, !°and seiyen God f of 
Israel, vndur hise feet, as the werk of safire 
stoon, and as heuene whanne it is cleer. 
11 And he sente not his hond on hem # of 
the sones of Israel, that hadden go fer awei; 


and thei sien God, and eeten and drunkun. 
12 Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, ‘Stie 
thou to me in to the hil, and be thou there, 
and Y schal yyue to thee tablis of stoon, and 


the lawe, and comaundementis, whiche Y 
haue write, that thou teche the children of 
Israel. 13 Moises and Josue his mynystre 


risen, and Moises stiede in to the hil of 
God, 14 and seide to the eldere men, Abide 
ye here, til we turnen ayen to you; ye 
han Aaron and Hur with you, if ony thing 
of questioun is maad, ye schulen telle to 
hem. 4 And whanne Moises hadde stied, 
16 a cloude hilide the hil, and the glorie of 
the Lord dwellide on Synai, and kyueride 


it with a cloude sixe daies; forsothe in 
the seuenthe dai the Lord clepide hym fro 


the myddis of the cloude; forsothe the 
licnesse of glorie of the Lord 1” was as fier 
brennynge on the cop of the hil in the siyt 


of the sones of Israel. 18 And Moises entride 
into the myddis of the cloude, and stiede in 


to the hil, and he was there fourti daies and 





* 
24:5 twelue is not in Ebreu, and therfor it semeth that ij. caluys onely weren there. 


in his beyng, but in mannus licnesse representinge him. 


sente not his hond on the lordis of the sones of Israel. that is, on lordis, the gloos seith. 


hanginge on the prestis breest, in whiche was writen dome and treuth. 
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fourti nyytis. 


25 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2 that 
thei take to me the firste fruytis; of ech 
man that offrith wilfuli, ye schulen take 
tho. 3Forsothe these thingis it ben, whiche 
ye schulen take, gold, and siluer, and bras, 
iacynt, 4 and purpur, and reed silk twies 
died, and bijs, heeris of geet, and ‘skynnes 
of wetheris maad reed, 5 and skynnes of 
iacynt, © and trees of Sechym, and oile 
to liytis to be ordeyned, swete smellynge 
spiceries in to oynement, and encensis 
of good odour, 7 onochym stoonys, and 


gemmes to ourne ephod, and the racional.* 
8 And thei schulen make a seyntuarie to me, 
and Y schal dwelle in the myddis of hem, bi 


al the licnesse of the tabernacle, ? which Y 
schal schewe to thee, and of alle the vessels 
of ournyng therof. 1° And thus ye schulen 


make it; ioyne ye to gidere an arke of the 
trees of Sechym, whos lengthe haue twey 


cubitis and an half, the broodnesse haue 
a cubit and half, the hiynesse haue ‘in lijk 
maner a cubit and half. 11 And thou schalt 
ouergilde it with clenneste gold with ynne 


and with out forth; and thou schalt make 
a goldun crowne aboue ‘bi cumpas, !? and 


foure goldun cerclis, whiche thou schalt 


sette bi foure corneris of the arke; twei 
ceerclis be in o syde, and twei cerclis in the 


tother side. 13 Also thou schalt make barris 
of the trees of Sechym, and thou schalt hile 


tho with gold, 14 and thou schalt brynge 
yn bi the cerclis that ben in the sidis of 


the arke, !5 that it be borun in tho, whiche 
schulen euere be in the ceerclis, nether 
schulen ony tyme be drawun out of thoo. 


16 And thou schalt putte in to the arke the 
witnessing,t which Y schal yyue to thee. 
17 And thou schalt make a propiciatorie + 
of clenneste gold; ‘that is a table hilinge 
the arke; the lengthe therof schal holde 


T 24:10 and sien God, not 
+ 24:11 Ebrus seyn, that this is the very text, and he 


* 
25:7 that is, an ouche 
t 25:16 It was seid the arke of witnessing, 


for there yn was put a golden pott ful of manna, to witnesse that God fedde hem with bred fro heuene, and tables, 
to witnesse that the lawe of kynde flowyed in herte, he reiside the lawe writen, the yerde of Aaron, to witnesse that 
eche power is of the Lord God, and Deutronomye, to witnesse the couenaunt that he had seid. 95:17 In the dai 


of merci the glorie of God descendide alwey there. 


3208 XRN 


3209 


Exodus 25:18 


twei cubitis and an half, the broodnesse 
schal holde a cubit and half. 18 Also thou 
schalt make on euer eithir side of ‘Goddis 
answeryng place § twei cherubyns of gold, 


and betun out with hamer; !90 cherub be in 
o syde of ‘Goddis answeryng place, and the 


tother in the tother side; 2° hele thei euer 
either side of the propiciatorie, and holde 
thei forth wyngis, and hile thei ‘Goddis 
answeryng place; and biholde thei hem silf 
to gidere, while the faces ben turned in to 
the propiciatorie, with which the arke of 
the Lord schal be hilid, 21 in which arke 
thou schalt putte the ‘witnessyng, which Y 


schal yyue to thee. 22 Fro thennus Y schal 
comaunde, and schal speke to thee aboue 
the propiciatorie, that is, fro the myddis 
of twei cherubyns, that schulen be on the 
arke of witnessyng, alle thingis whiche Y 


schal comaunde ‘bi thee to the sones of 
Israel. 23 Also thou schalt make a boord of 
the trees of Sechym, hauinge twei cubitis 


of lengthe, and a cubit in broodnesse, and 
a cubit and half in hiyenesse. 24 And thou 
schalt ouergilde the bord with purest gold, 
and thou schalt make to it a goldun brynke 
‘bi cumpas; 25 and ‘thou schalt make to 
that brynke a coroun rasid bitwixe foure 
fyngris hiy, and ‘thou schalt make on that 
another lytil goldun coroun. 26 And thou 
schalt make redi foure goldun cerclis, and 
thou schalt put thoo in foure corners of 


the same boord, bi alle feet. 27 Vndur 
the coroun schulen be goldun cerclis, that 


the barris be put thorou tho, and that the 
boord may be borun. 28 Thou schalt make 
tho barris of the trees of Sechym, and thou 
schalt cumpas with gold to bere the boord. 


29 And thou schalt make redi vessels of 
vynegre, and viols, cenceris, and cuppis of 


pureste gold, in whiche fletynge sacrifices 


schulen be offrid. 3° And thou schalt sette 
on the boord looues of proposicioun, in 


my siyt euere. 3! And thou schalt make 


a candilstike ‘betun forth with hamer, of 
clenneste gold, and thou schalt make the 


schaft therof, and yerdis, cuppis, and litle 
rundelis, and lilies comynge forth therof. 
32 Sixe yerdis schulen go out of the sidis, 


thre of o side, and thre of the tother. 
33 Thre cuppis as in the maner of a note 


bi ech yerde, and litle rundelis to gidere, 
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and a lilie, and in lijk maner thre cuppis 


at the licnesse of a note in the tother, and 
litle rundelis togidere, and a lilie; this schal 


be the werk of sixe yerdis, that schulen be 
brouyt forth of the schaft. 34 Forsothe in 
thilke candilstik e schulen be foure cuppis 


in the maner of a note, and litle rundels 
and lilies by ech cuppe; °° and litle rundelis 


schulen be vndir twey yerdis bi thre places, 
whiche yerdis to gidere ben maad sixe, 
comynge forth of o schaft; and therfor the 
litle rundelis and yerdis 3° therof schulen 


be alle betun out with hamer, of clenneste 
gold. 37 And thou schalt make seuene 


lanternes, and thou schalt sette tho on the 
candilstike, that tho schyne euene ayens. 


38 Also tongis to ‘do out the snottis, and 
where tho thingis, that ben snottid out, 
ben quenchid, be maad of clenneste gold. 
39 Al the weiyt of the candilstike with alle 
hise vesselis schal haue a talent of clennest 
gold. 4° Biholde thou, and make bi the 
saumpler, which ys schewide to thee in the 


hil. 
26 


1 Forsothe the tabernacle schal be maad 
thus; thou schalt make ten curtyns of bijs 
foldyd ayen, and of iacynt, of purpur, and 
of reed silk twies died, dyuersid bi broi- 
dery werk. * The lengthe of o curteyn 
schal haue eiyte and twenti cubitis, the 


broodnesse schal be of foure cubitis; alle 
tentis schulen be maad of 0 mesure. 3 Fyue 


curtyns schulen be ioyned to hem silf to 
gidere, and othere fiue cleue to gidere bi 
lijk boond. 4 Thou schalt make handels of 
iacynt in the sidis, and hiynessis of curtyns, 
that tho moun be couplid to gidere. 5A 
curteyn schal haue fyfti handlis in euer 
eithir part, so set yn, that ‘an handle 
come ayen an handle, and the toon may be 
schappid to the tothir. © And thou schalt 
make fifti goldun ryngis, bi whiche the 
‘veilis of curteyns schulen be ioyned, that 
o tabernacle be maad.” 7 Also thou schalt 
make enleuene saies to kyuere the hilyng 
of the tabernacle; ° the lengthe of o say 


schal haue thretti cubitis, and the breed 
schal haue foure cubitis; euene mesure 
schal be of alle saies. 9? Of which thou schalt 
ioyne fyue by hem silf, and thou schalt 


* 
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couple sixe to hem silf togidere, so that 
thou double the sixte say in the frount 


of the roof. 1° And thou schalt make fifti 
handles in the hemme of o say, that it 
may be ioyned with the tother; and ‘thou 
schalt make fifti handles in the hemme of 
the tothir say, that it be couplid with the 
tothir; !! thou schalt make fifti fastnyngis 


of bras, bi whiche the handles schulen be 
ioyned to gidere, that oon hylyng be maad 


of alle. 12 Sotheli that that is residue in 
the saies, that ben maad redi to the hilyng, 


that is, o sai whych is more, of the myddis 
therof thou schalt hile the hyndrere part of 
the tabernacle; and a cubit schal hange on 
o part, and the tother cubit on the tother 
part, which cubit is more in the lengthe 
of saies, and schal hile euer either syde of 
the tabernacle. 14 And thou schalt make 
another hilyng to the roof, of ‘skynnes of 


wetheres maad reed, and ouer this thou 
schalt make eft anothir hilyng of ‘skynnes 


of iacynt. 15 Also thou schalt make ston- 
dynge tablis of the tabernacle, of the trees 
of Sechym, !¢ whiche tablis schulen haue 
ech bi hem silf ten cubitis in lengthe, and 
in brede a cubit and half. 1” Forsothe twei 
dentyngis schulen be in the sidis of a table, 
bi which a table schal be ioyned to another 
table; and in this maner alle the tablis 
schulen be maad redi. 18 Of whiche tablis 
twenti schulen be in the myddai side, that 
goith to the south; 19 to whiche tablis thou 
schalt yete fourti silueren foundementis, 
that twei foundementis be set vndir ech ta- 
ble, bitweicorneris. 2°In the secounde side 
of the tabernacle, that goith to the north, 
schulen be twenti tablis, hauynge fourti 
silueren foundementis; twei foundementis 
schulen be set vndir ech table. 21 Sotheli at 
the west coost of the tabernacle thou schalt 
make sixe tablis; 22 and eft thou schalt 
make tweine othere tablis, 23 that schulen 
be reisid in the corneris ‘bihynde the bak 
of the taberancle; 24 and the tablis schulen 
be ioyned to hem silf fro bynethe til to 
aboue, and o ioynyng schal withholde alle 
the tablis. And lijk ioynyng schal be kept 
to the twei tablis, that schulen be set in the 
corneris, 25 and tho schulen be eiyte tablis 
to gidere; the siluerne foundementis of tho 
schulen be sixtene, while twei foundemen- 
tis ben rikenyd bi o table. 26 Thou schalt 
make also fyue barris of ‘trees of Sechym, 





T 26:34 that is, a golden table hiling the arke of God. 
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to holde togidere the tablis in o side of the 
tabernacle, 2” and fyue othere barris in the 
tother side, and of the same noumbre at 
the west coost; 28 whiche barris schulen 
be put thorou the myddil tablis fro the 
toon ende til to the tothir. 29 And thou 
schalt ouergilde tho tablis, and thou schalt 
yete goldun ryngis in tho, bi whiche ryngis, 
the barris schulen holde togidere the werk 
of tablis, whyche barris thou schalt hile 
with goldun platis. 3° And thou schalt reise 
the tabernacle, bi the saumpler that was 
schewid to thee in the hil. 31 Thou schalt 
make also a veil of iacynt, and purpur, 
and of reed silk twies died, and of bijs 
foldid ayen bi broideri werk, and wouun 
to gidere bi fair dyuersite; 32 which veil 
thou schalt hange bifor foure pileris of ‘the 
trees of Sechym; and sotheli tho pileris 
schulen be ouergildid; and tho schulen 
haue goldun heedis, but foundementis of 


siluer. 33 Forsothe the veil schal be set 
in bi the cerclis, with ynne which veil 
thou schalt sette the arke of witnessyng, 
wherbi the seyntuarye and the seyntuaries 
of seyntuarie schulen be departid. 34 And 
thou schalt sette the propiciatorie t on the 
arke of witnessyng, in to the hooli of hooli 
thingis; °° and thou schalt sette a boord 
with out the veil, and ayens the boord 
‘thou schalt sette the candilstike in the 
south side of the tabernacle; for the bord 


schal stonde in the north side. °¢ Thou 
schalt make also a tente in the entryng of 


the tabernacle, of iacynt, and purpur, and 
of reed selk twies died, and of bijs foldid 
ayen bi broidery werk. 37 And thou schalt 
ouergilde fyue pileris of ‘trees of Sechym, 
bifor whiche pileris the tente schal be led, 
of whiche pileris the heedis schulen be of 
gold, and the foundementis of bras. 


a7 
1 Also thou schalt make an auter of 
the trees of Sechym, which schal haue 
fyue cubitis in lengthe, and so many in 
brede, that is, sqware, and thre cubitis in 
heiythe. 2 Forsothe hornes schulen be bi 


foure corneris therof; and thou schalt hile 
it with bras. 3 And thou schalt make in to 
the vsis of the auter pannes, to resseyue 
aischis, and tongis, and fleisch hookis, and 
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resettis of fyris; thou schalt make alle ves- 


silis of bras. 4 And thou schalt make a 
brasun gridele in the maner of a net, and 
bi four corneris therof schulen be foure 
brasun ryngis, ° whiche thou schalt putte 
vndur the yrun panne of the auter; and 
the gridele schal be til to the myddis of 
the auter. © And thou schalt make twey 
barris of the auter, of the trees of Sechym, 
whiche barris thou schalt hile with platis 
of bras; 7 and thou schalt lede yn ‘the 


barris bi the cerclis, and tho schulen be 
on euer eithir side of the auter, to bere. 
8 Thou schalt make that auter not massif, 
but voide, and holowe with ynne, as it was 


schewid to thee in the hil. 9° Also thou 
schalt make a large street of the taber- 


nacle, ‘in the maner of a chirche yeerd, 
in whos mydday coost ayens the south 
schulen be tentis of bijs foldid ayen; o side 
schal holde an hundrid cubitis in lengthe, 
10 and twenti pileris, with so many brasun 
foundementis, whiche pileris schulen haue 
silueren heedis with her grauyngis. 1! In 
liik maner in the north side, bi the lengthe, 


schulen be tentis of an hundrid cubitis, 
twenti pileris, and brasun foundementis of 


the same noumbre; and the heedis of tho 
pileris with her grauyngis schulen be of 


siluer. 12 Forsothe in the breede of the 
large street, that biholdith to the west, 


schulen be tentis bi fifti cubitis, and ten 
pileris schulen be, and so many founde- 


mentis. 13In that breede of the large street, 


that biholdith to the eest, schulen be fifti 
cubitis, 14 in whiche the tentis of fiftene 
cubitis schulen be assigned to o side, and 


thre pileris, and so many foundementis; 


15 and in the tother side schulen be tentis 
holdynge fiftene cubitis, and thre pileris, 


and so many foundementis. 1° Forsothe in 
the entryng of the ‘greet strete schal be 
maad a tente of twenti cubitis, of iacynt, 
and purpur, and of reed selk twies died, 
and of bijs foldid ayen bi broideri werk; 
it schal haue four pileris, with so many 
foundementis. 17 Alle the pileris of the 
grete street bi cumpas schulen be clothid 
with platis of siluer, with hedis of siluer, 
and with foundementis of bras. 18 The 
greet street schal ocupie an hundrid cubitis 
in lengthe, fifti in breede; the hiyenesse 
of the tente schal be of fiue cubitis; and 
it schal be maad of bijs foldid ayen; and it 
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schal haue brasun foundementis. 19 Thou 
schalt make of bras alle the vesselis of the 
tabernacle, in to alle vsis and cerymonyes, 
as wel stakis therof, as of the greet street. 
20 Comaunde thou to the sones of Israel, 
that thei brynge to thee the clenneste oile 


of ‘the trees of olyues, and powned with 
a pestel, that a lanterne 2! brenne euere 
in the tabernacle of witnessyng with out 
the veil, which is hangid in the tabernacle 
of witnessyng; and Aaron and hise sones 
schulen sette it, that it schyne bifore the 


Lord til the morewtid; it schal be euer- 
lastynge worschiping bi her successiouns 
of the sones of Israel. 


28 

1 Also applie thou to thee Aaron, thi 
brother, with hise sones, fro the myddis 
of the sones of Israel, that Aaron, Nadab, 
and Abyu, Eleazar, and Ythamar, be set in 
preesthod to me. ? And thou schalt make 
an hooli clooth to Aaron, thi brother, in 
to glorie and fairenesse. 3 And thou schalt 
speke to alle wise men in herte, whiche 
Y haue fillid with the spirit of prudence, 


that thei make clothis to Aaron, in whiche 
he schal be halewid, and schal mynystre 


to me. 4 Forsothe these schulen be the 
clothis, whiche thei schulen make; ‘thei 
schulen make racional, and a clooth on 
the schuldris, a coote, and a streyt lynnun 
clooth, a mytre, and a girdil; hooli cloothis 
to Aaron, thi brother, and to hise sones, 
that thei be set in preesthod to me. > And 
thei schulen take gold, and iacynt, and 
purpur, and ‘reed selk twies died, and bijs; 
6 forsothe thei schulen make the clooth 
on the schuldris of gold, and of iacynt, 
and purpur, and of ‘reed selk twies died, 
and of bijs foldid ayen, bi broyderi werk 
of dyuerse colours. 7 It schal haue twey 
hemmes ioyned in euer either side of hiy- 
nessis, that tho go ayen in to oon. 8 Thilke 
weuyng, and al dyuersite of the werk schal 
be of gold, and iacynt, and purpur, and 
of ‘reed selk twies died, and bijs foldis 
ayen. ? And thou schalt take twei stoonys 
of onychym, and thou schalt graue in tho 
the names of the sones of Israel, 1° sixe 
names in o stoon, and sixe othere in the 
tother stoon, bithe ordre of her birthe; 11 bi 
the werk of a grauere, and bi the peyntyng 
of a man that ourneth with gemmes thou 
schalt graue tho stoonys, with the names of 
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the sones of Israel; and thou schalt enclose 
and cumpasse in gold. 12 And thou schalt 


sette tho stoonus in euer either side of the 
cloth on the schuldris, a memorial to the 
sones of Israel; and Aaron schal bere the 
names of hem bifor the Lord on euer either 
schuldre, for remembryng. 13 And thou 


schalt make hookis of gold, 14 and twey 
litil chaynes of clenneste gold, cleuynge 
to hem silf togidere, whiche litil chaynes 


thou schalt sette in the hookis. 15 Also thou 
schalt make the racional of doom by werk 


of dyuerse colours, bi the weuyng of the 
cloth on the schuldre, of gold, iacynt, and 
purpur, of ‘reed silk twies died, and of bijs 
foldid ayen. 1° It schal be foure cornerid, 


and double; it schal haue the mesure of a 
pawme of the hond, as wel in lengthe, as in 


breede. 17 And thou schalt sette ther ynne 
foure ordris of stoonys; in the firste ordre 
schal be the stoon sardius, and topazyus, 
and smaragdus; 18 in the secunde ordre 
schal be charbuncle, safir, and iaspis; in the 
thridde ordre schal be ligurie, 19 achates, 


and ametiste; 2° in the fourthe ordre schal 
be crisolitus, onochyn, and berille; tho 


schulen be closid in gold, bi her ordris, 


21 and schulen haue the names of the 
sones of Israel: tho schulen be graven with 


twelue names; al stonus bi hem silf, with 
the names of the sones ‘of Israel bi hem 
silf, bi twelue lynagis. 24 Thou schalt make 
in the racional chaynes cleuynge to hem 
silf togidere of pureste gold, 23 and thou 
schalt make twei goldun ryngis, whiche 
thou schalt sette in euer either hiynesse 
of racional. 24 And thou schalt ioyne the 
goldun chaynes with the ryngis that ben 
in the brynkis therof, 2° and thou schalt 
couple the ‘last thingis of tho chaynes 
to twey hookis in euer either side of the 


‘cloth on the schuldur, that biholdith the 
racional. 2° And thou schalt make twei 
goldun ryngis, whiche thou schalt sette in 


the hiynesses of the racional, and in the 


hemmes of the cloth on the schuldur, that 
ben euene ayens, and biholden the lattere 


thingis therof. 27 Also and thou schalt make 
tweyne othere goldun ryngis, that schulen 


be set in euer either side of the clooth 
on the schuldur bynethe, that biholdith 


ayens the face of the lowere ioynyng, that 
it may be set couenabli with the ‘cloth 
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on the schuldre. 28 And the racional be 
boundun bi hise ryngis with the ryngis 
of the ‘cloth on the schuldre, with a lace 
of iacynt, that the ioyning maad craftili 


dwelle, and that the racional and ‘cloth on 
the schuldre moun not be departid ech fro 


other. 22 And Aaron schal bere the names 
of the sones of Israel in the racional of 
doom on his brest, whanne he entrith in to 
the seyntuarie, a memorial bifor the Lord 


with outen ende. 3° Forsothe thou schalt 
sette in the racional of doom, techyng, and 


treuthe, whiche schulen be in the brest of 
Aaron, whanne he entrith bifor the Lord, 
and he schal bere the doom of the sones 
of Israel in his brest in the siyt of the Lord 


euere. 3! And thou schalt make the coote of 
the ‘cloth on the schuldre al of iacynt, 32 in 


whos myddil aboue schal be an hood, and 
a wouun hemme ‘bi cumpas therof, as it is 


wont to be don in the hemmes of clothis, 
lest it be brokun liytli. 33 Forsothe bynethe 


at the feet of the same coote, bi cumpas, 
thou schalt make as ‘piyn applis, of iacynt, 
and purpur, of ‘reed selk twies died, and 
of biis foldid ayen; while smale bellis ben 
medlid in the myddis, 34 so that a litil ‘belle 
of gold be and a ‘piyn appil, and eft another 
litel belle of gold and a ‘pyn appil. 35 And 


Aaron schal be clothid with that coote in 
the office of seruyce, that sown be herd, 


whanne he entrith in to the seyntuarie, 
and goith out, in the siyt of the Lord; and 
that he die not. 3° And thou schalt make a 
plate of pureste gold, in which thou schalt 
graue bi the werk of a grauere, the holi 
* to the Lord t 37 And thou schalt bynde 
that plate with a lace of iacynt, and it schal 
be on the mytre, 38 and schal neiye the 
forheed of the bischop. And Aaron schal 


bere the wickidnessis of hem whiche the 
sones of Israel ‘offeriden, and halewiden 
in alle her yiftis and fre yiftis; forsothe the 
plate schal euere be in ‘his forhed, that the 
Lord be plesid to him. 39 And thou schalt 
bynde the coot of biis, and the myter of 
bijs, and thou schalt make also a girdil, ‘bi 
werk of broiderye. 4° Forsothe thou schalt 
make redi to ‘the sones of Aaron linnun 
cootis, and girdlis, and mytris, in to glorie 
and fairnesse. 41 And thou schalt clothe 
Aaron, thi brother, with alle these, and hise 
sones with hym. And thou schalt sacre 
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the hondis of alle; and thou schalt halewe 
hem, that thei be set in preesthood to me. 


42 Also thou schalt make lynnun brechis, 


that thei hile the fleisch of her filthe fro 
the reynes “til to the hipis. 43 And Aaron 


and hise sones schulen vse tho, whanne 
thei schulen entre in to the tabernacle 
of witnessyng, ether whanne thei neiyen 


to the auter, that thei mynystren in the 
seyntuarie, lest thei ben gilti of wickid- 
nesse, and dien; it schal be a lawful thing 
euerlastynge to Aaron, and to his seed after 
hym. 


29 


1 But also thou schalt do this, that thei 
be sacrid to me in preesthod; take thou a 


calf of the droue, and twei rammes with out 
wem, 2 and therf looues, and a cake with 
out sour dow, whiche be spreynt to gidere 


with oile, and therf paast sodun in watir, 


‘bawmed, ether fried, with oile; thou schalt 
make alle thingis of whete flour, 3 and thou 


schalt offre tho put in a panyere. For- 
sothe thou schal presente the calfe, 4 and 
twey rammes, and Aaron and his sones, 
at the dore of tabernacle of witnessyng; 


and whanne thou hast waische the fadir 
and the sones in watir, > thou schalt clothe 
Aaron with hise clothis, that is, the lynnen 


cloth, ‘and coote, and the cloth on the 
schuldris, ‘and the racional, which thou 
schalt bynde with a girdil. © And thou 


schalt sette the mytre on his heed, and 
the hooli plate on the mytre, 7 and thou 
schalt schede the oile of anoyntyng on his 


heed; and bi this custom he schal be sacrid. 
8 Also thou schalt presente hise sones, and 


thou schalt clothe with lynnun cootis, ? and 
thou schalt girde Aaron and hise sones 
with a girdil; and thou schalt sette mytris 
on hem; and thei schulen be my preestis 
bi euerlastynge religioun. After that thou 
hast halewid ‘the hondis of hem, !° also 
thou schalt presente the calf bifore the 
tabernacle of witnessyng; and Aaron and 
hise sones schulen sette hondis ‘on the 
heed therof; 11 and thou schalt sle it in 
the siyt of the Lord, bisidis the dore of 
the tabernacle of witnessyng. 12 And thou 
schalt take the blood of the calf, and schalt 
putte with thi fyngur on the corneris of 
the auter. Forsothe thou schalt schede 
the ‘tothir blood bisidis the foundement 
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therof. 13 And thou schalt take al the fat- 
nesse that hilith the entrailis, and the calle 
of the mawe, and twey kidneris, and the 
fatnesse which is on hem; and thou schalt 
offere encense on the auter. 14 Forsothe 
thou schalt brenne with out the castels the 
‘fleischis of the calf, and the skyn, and 
the dung, for it is for synne. 15 Also thou 
schalt take a ram, on whos heed Aaron 
and hise sones schulen sette hondis; 1° and 
whanne thou hast slayn that ram, thou 
schalt take of ‘his blood, and schalt schede 
aboute the auter. 17 Forsothe thou schalt 
kitte thilk ram in to smale gobetis, and 
thou schalt putte hise entrailis waischun, 
and feet on the fleischis koruun, and on his 
heed; 18 and thou schalt offre al the ram in 
to encence on the auter; it is an offryng to 
the Lord, the swettest odour of the slayn 
sacrifice of the Lord. 19 And thou schalt 
take the tothir ram, on whos heed Aaron 
and hise sones schulen sette hondis; 2° and 
whanne thou hast offrid that ram, thou 
schalt take of his blood, and schalt ‘putte 
on the last part of the riyt eere of Aaron, 
and of hise sones, and on the thombis of 
her hond; and of her riyt foot; and thou 
schalt schede the blood on the auter, ‘bi 
cumpas. 2! And whanne thou hast take 
of the blood, which is on the auter, and 
of oile of anoynting, thou schalt sprenge 
Aaron and hise clothis, the sones and her 
clothis. And whanne thei and the clothis 
ben sacrid, 22 thou schalt take the ynnere 
fatnesse of the ram, and the tayl, and the 
fatnesse that hilith the entrailis, and the 
calle of the mawe, and twey kideneris, and 
the fatnesse that is on tho; and thou schalt 
take the riyt schuldur, for it is the ram of 
consecracioun; 23 and thou schalt take a 
tendur cake of o loof, spreynd with oile, 
paast sodun in watir, and after fried in oile, 
of the panyer of therf looues, which is set 
in ‘the siyt of the Lord. 24 And thou schalt 
putte alle ‘thingis on the hondis of Aaron 
and of hise sones, and schalt halewe hem, 
and reise bifor the Lord. 25 And thou schalt 
take alle thingis fro ‘the hondis of hem, 
and schalt brenne on the autir, in to brent 
sacrifice, ‘swettist odour in the siyt of the 
Lord, for it is the offryng of the Lord. 2° Also 
thou schalt take the brest of the ram, bi 
which Aaron was halewid, and thou schalt 
halewe it reisid bifor the Lord; and it schal 
turne in to thi part. 27 And thou schalt 
halewe also the brest sacrid, and the schul- 
dur which thou departidist fro the ram, 
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28 bi which Aaron was halewid, and hise 
sones; and tho schulen turne in to the part 


of Aaron, and of hise sones, bi euerlastinge 
riyt, of the sones of Israel; for tho ben 
the firste thingis, and the bigynnyngis of 
the pesible sacrifices of hem, whiche thei 
offren to the Lord. 29 Forsothe the sones 
of Aaron schulen haue aftir hym the hooli 
cloth, which Aaron schal vse, that thei be 
anoyntid ther ynne, and her hondis be sac- 
rid. 3° ‘Thilke, that of hise sones schal be 
maad bischop for hym, schal vse that cloth 
seuene daies, and which sone schal entre 
in to the tabernacle of witnessyng, that 
he mynystre in the seyntuarie. 31 Sotheli 
thou schalt take the ram of consecracioun, 
and thou schalt sethe hise fleischis in the 
hooli place, 32 whiche fleischis Aaron and 


his sones schulen ete, and thei schulen ete 
the looues, that ben in the panyere, in 
the porche of the tabernacle of witnessyng, 
33 that it be a pleasaunt sacrifice, and that 
the hondis of the offreris be halewid. An 
alien schal not ete of tho, for tho ben 
hooli. 34 That if ony thing leeueth of the 
fleischis halewid, ether of the looues, til 
the morewtid, thou schalt brenne the relifs 
by fier, thou schulen not be etun, for tho 


ben halewid. 35 Thou schalt do on Aaron, 
and hise sones, alle thingis whiche I co- 


maunde to thee. Seuene daies thou schalt 
sacre ‘the hondis of hem, 3¢ and thou schalt 
offre a calf for synne bi ech day to clense; 


and thou schalt clense the auter, whanne 
thou hast offrid the sacrifice of clensyng, 


and thou schalt anoynte the auter in to 
halewyng. 37 Seuene daies thou shalt 


clense and halewe the auter, and it schal 
be the hooli of hooli thingis; ech man that 


schal touche it schal be halewid. 38 This it 
is, that thou schalt do in the auter, twei 
lambren of o yeer contynueli bi ech dai, 
39 g lomb in the morewtid, and the tothir 
in the euentid; 4° ‘thou schalt do in o lomb 
the tenthe part of flour spreynt with oyle, 
powned, that schal haue a mesure, the 
fourthe part of hyn, and wyn of the same 
mesure, to make sacrifice. 41 Sotheli thou 
schalt offre the tother lomb at euentid, bi 
the custom of the offryng at the morewtid, 
and bi tho thingis, whiche we seiden, in to 
the odour of swetnesse; 4? it is a sacrifice 
to the Lord bi euerlastynge offryng in to 
youre generaciouns, at the dore of the 
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tabernacle of witnessyng bifor the Lord, 
where Y schal ordeyne that Y speke to thee; 


43 and there Y schal comaunde to the sones 
of Israel; and the auter schal be halewid 
in my glorie. 44 Y schal halewe also the 


tabernacle of witnessyng with the auter, 


and Aaron with hise sones, that thei be set 
in presthod to me. 4 And Y schal dwelle 


in the myddis of the sones of Israel, and Y 


schal be God to hem; 4° and thei schulen 
wite, that Y am her Lord God, which ledde 
hem out of the lond of Egipt, that Y schulde 


dwelle among hem; for Y am her Lord God. 


1 Also thou schalt make an auter of the 
trees of Sechym, to brenne encense; 2 and 


the auter schal haue a cubit of lengthe, and 


another cubit of brede, that is foure cor- 
nerid, and twei cubitis in heiythe; corneris 


schulen come forth of the auter. 3 And 
thou schalt clothe it with clennest gold, as 
wel the gridil * therof, as the wallis and 
corneris bi cumpas therof; and thou schalt 
make to the auter a litil goldun coroun, 
4“bi cumpas, and twei goldun serclis vndur 
the coroun by alle sidis, that barris be put 


in to the serclis, and the auter be borun. 
5 Also thou schalt make tho barris of the 
trees of Sechym, and thou schalt ouergilde; 


6 and thou schalt sette the auter ayens the 
veil, which veil hangith bifor the ark of wit- 
nessyng bifor the propiciatorie, bi which 
the witnessyng is hilid, where Y schal 
speke to thee. 7 And Aaron schal brenne 
theronne encense smellynge swetly eerli; 
whanne he schal araye the lanternes, he 
schal brenne it; 8 and whanne he settith 
the lanternes at euentid, he schal brenne 
euerlastynge encense bifor the Lord, in 


to youre generaciouns. ° Ye schulen not 
offre theronne encense of other makyng, 
nethir offryng, and slayn sacrifice, nether 
ye schulen offre fletynge offryngis there- 
onne. !° And Aaron schal preie on the cor- 
neres therof onis bi the yeer, in the blood 
which is offrid for synne, and he schal 
plese theronne in youre generaciouns; it 
schal be the hooli of hooli thingis to the 
Lord. 1 And the Lord spak to Moises, 


12 and seide, Whanne thou schalt take the 
summe of the sones of Israel, alle bi hem 
silf schulen yyue ‘bi the noumbre prijs for 


* 
30:3. the gridil therof, in Ebreu it is, the roof therof, that is, the hiyere part. 
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her soulis to the Lord, and veniaunce schal 
not be in hem, whanne thei ben noumbrid. 
13 Sotheli ech that passith to the name, 


schal yyue this, half a sicle bi the mesure 
of the temple; a sicle hath twenti halpens; 
the myddil part of a cicle schal be offrid to 


the Lord. He that is hadde in noumbre, 
fro twenti yeer and aboue, !° schal yyue 


prijs; a riche man schal not adde to the 
myddil of cicle, and a pore man schal no 
thing abate. 1° And thou schalt bitake in 
to vsis of the tabernacle of witnessyng the 
money takun, which is gaderid of the sones 
of Israel, that it be the mynde of hem 
bifor the Lord, and he schal be merciful to 
‘the soulis of hem. 17 And the Lord spak 
to Moises, 18 and seide, Also thou schalt 
make a greet vessil of bras with his founde- 
ment T to waische, and thou schalt sette 
it bitwixe the tabernacle of witnessyng 
and the auter ‘of brent sacrifices; and 
whanne watir is put therynne, !9 Aaron and 
hise sones schulen waische therynne her 


hondis and feet, 20 whanne thei schulen 
entre in to the tabernacle of witnessyng, 


and whanne thei schulen neiye to the auter 
that thei offre therynne encense to the 
Lord, 2! lest perauenture thei dien; it schal 
be a lawful thing euerlastinge to hym and 


to his seed bi successiouns. 22 And the Lord 
spak to Moises, 23 and seide, Take to thee 


swete smellynge spiceries, of the firste and 
chosun myrre, fyue hundrid siclis; and of 
canel the half, that is, twei hundrid and 
fifti siclis; 24 in lijk maner of calamy ¥ twei 
hundrid and fifti siclis; also of casia fyue 
hundrid siclis, in the weiyte of seyntuarie; 
oile of olyue trees, the mesure hyn § ; 
25 and thou schalt make the hooly oile of 
anoyntyng, an oynement maad bi the werk 
of a ‘makere of oynement. 2° And thou 
schal anoynte therof the tabernacle of wit- 
nessyng, and the ark of testament, and the 


boord with hise vessels, 27 the candilstike, 
and the purtenaunces therof, the auteris 


of encense, 28 and of brent sacrifice, and 
al the purtenaunce, that perteyneth to the 


ournyng of tho. 29 And thou schalt halewe 
alle thingis, and tho schulen be the hooli 
of holi thingis; he that schal touche tho, 
schal be halewid. 3° Thou schalt anoynte 





t 30:18 In Ebru it is with his feete. 


* 
that is, ij pound. 30:34 that is, the beste mirre. 
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Aaron, and hise sones, and thou schalt 
halewe hem, that thei be set in presthod to 


me. 31 And thou schalt seie to the sones of 
Israel, This oile of anoyntyng schal be hooli 


to me in to youre generaciouns. 32 The 
fleisch of man schal not be anoyntid therof, 
and bi the makyng therof ye schulen not 


make another, for it is halewid, and it schal 
be hooli to you. 33 What euer man makith 


sich oile, and yyueth therof to an alien, he 
schal be ‘destried fro his puple. 34 Forsothe 
the Lord seide to Moises, Take to thee 
swete smellynge spyceries, stacten,” and 
onyca,t galban of good odour, and pureste 
encense, alle schulen be of euene weiyte. 


35 And thou schal make encence, maad 
by werk of oynement makere, meddlid 


diligentli, and pure, and moost worthi 
of halewyng. 3° And whanne thou hast 
powned alle thingis in to smalleste poudre, 
thou schalt putte therof bifor the taberna- 
cle of witnessyng, in which place Y schal 
appere to thee; encense schal be to you the 
hooli of hooli thingis. 37 Ye schulen not 
make siche a makyng in to youre vsis, for 


it is hooli to the Lord. 38 What euer man 
makith a lijk thing, that he vse the odour 


therof, he schal perische fro his puple. 


31 

1 And the Lord spak to Moyses, ‘and 
seide, Lo! 2 Y haue clepid Beseleel bi 
name, the sone of Hury, sone of Hur, of 
the lynage of Juda; 3 and Y haue fillid hym 
with the spirit of God, with wisdom, and 
vndirstondyng, and kunnyng in al werk, 
4 to fynde out what euer thing may be 
maad suteli, of gold, and siluer, and bras, 
and marbil, > and gemmes, and dyuersite 
of trees. © And Y haue youe to hym a 
felowe, Ooliab, the sone of Achisameth, of 
the kynrede of Dan; and Y haue put in ‘the 
herte of hem the wisdom of ech lerned 
man, that thei make alle thingis, whiche 
Y comaundide to thee; 7 the tabernacle of 
boond of pees, and the arke of witnessyng, 
and the propiciatorie, ether table, which 
is theronne, and alle the vessels of the 
tabernacle; 8 also the bord, and vessels 
therof, the clenneste candilstike with hise 
vessels, and the auteris of encence, 9 and 


§ 30:24 


T 30:34 that is, a litil oystre smellynge sweetely. 
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of brent sacrifice, and alle the vessels of 
hem; the greet ‘waischyng vessel with his 


foundement; 1° hooli clothis in seruyce to 
Aaron prest, and to hise sones, that thei 
be set in her office in hooli thingis; 11 the 
oile of anoyntyng, and encence of swete 
smellynge spiceryes in the seyntuarie; thei 
schulen make alle thingis whiche Y co- 
maundide to thee. 12 And the Lord spak 
to Moises, ‘and seide, Speke thou to the 


sones of Israel, 13 and thou schalt seie to 
hem, Se ye that ye kepe my sabat, for it is 
a signe bytwixe me and you in youre gen- 
eraciouns; that ye wite, that Y am the Lord, 
which halewe you. 14 Kepe ye my sabat, 
for it is hooli to you; he that defoulith it, 
schal die bi deeth, the soule of hym, that 
doith werk in the sabat, schal perische fro 
the myddis of his puple. 1 Sixe daies ye 
schulen do werk; in the seuenthe dai is 
sabat, hooli reste to the Lord; ech man that 
doith werk in this dai schal die. 1° The 
sones of Israel kepe sabat, and halewe it 
in her generaciouns; !’ it is a couenaunt 
euerlastinge bitwixe me and the sones of 
Israel, and it is ‘a signe euerlastynge; for 
in sixe daies God made heuene and erthe, 
and in the seuenthe day he ceessid of werk. 
18 And whanne siche wordis * weren fillid, 
the Lord yaf to Moises, in the hil of Synay, 
twei stonun tablis of witnessyng, writun 
with the fyngur of God T 


32 
1 Forsothe the puple siy, that Moises 


made tariyng to come doun fro the hil, and 
it was gaderid ayens Aaron, and seide, Rise 
thou, and make goddis to vs, that schulen 
go bifore vs, for we witen not what bifelde 


to this Moises, that ladde vs out of the lond 
of Egipt. 2 And Aaron seide to hem, Take 


ye the goldun eere ryngis fro the eeris of 
youre wyues, and of sones and douytris, 
and brynge ye to me. 3 The puple dide tho 
thingis, that he comaundide, and brouyte 
eere ryngis to Aaron; 4 and whanne he 





* 
31:18 In Ebru it is not, siche wordis, but oonly, whan he hadde fillid to speke to Moyses. 


werk of God, not of man. 
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hadde take tho, he formede bi ‘werk of 
yetyng, and made of tho a yotun calf. And 


thei seiden, Israel, these ben thi goddis, 
that ladde thee out of the lond of Egipt. 
5 And whanne Aaron had seyn this thing, 
he bildide an auter bifore hym, and he 
criede bi the vois of a criere, and seide, 
To morewe is the solempnete of the Lord. 
6 And thei rysen eerli, and offeriden brent 
sacrifyces, and pesible sacrifices; and the 
puple sat to ete and drynke, and thei risen 


to pley.” 7 Forsothe the Lord spak to 
Moises, and seide, Go thou, go doun, thi 
puple hath synned, ‘whom thou leddist out 
of the lond of Egipt. ® Thei yeden awei 


soone fro the weie which thou schewidst to 
hem, and thei maden to hem a yotun calf, 


and worschipyden it, and thei offeriden 


sacrifices to it, and seiden, Israel, these 
ben thi goddis, that ledden thee out of the 


lond of Egipt. 9 And eft the Lord seide to 
Moises, Y se, that this puple is of hard nol; 
10 suffre thou me,t that my woodnesse be 
wrooth ayens hem, and that Y do awey 
hem; and Y schal make thee in to a greet 
folk. 11 Forsothe Moises preiede ‘his Lord 


God, and seide, Lord, whi is thi veniaunce 
wrooth ayens thi puple, whom thou leddist 


out of the lond of Egipt in greet strengthe 
and in stronge hond? 12 Y biseche, that 
Egipcians seie not, he ledde hem out felli, 


‘that he schulde sle in the hillis, and to 
do awei fro erthe, thin ire ceesse, and be 
thou quemeful on the wickidnesse of thi 


puple. 13 Haue thou mynde of Abraham, 


of Ysaac, and of Israel, thi seruauntis, to 
whiche thou hast swore bi thi silf, and 
seidist, Y schal multiplie youre seed as the 


sterris of heuene, and Y schal yyue to youre 
seed al this lond of which Y spak, and ye 


schulen welde it euere. 14 And the Lord 
was plesid, that he dide not the yuel which 


he spak ayens his puple. 1 And Moises 
turnede ayen fro the hil, and bar in his 
hond twei tablis of witnessyng, writun in 
euer either side, 16 and maad bi the werk 


i 31:18 that is, bi 
t 32:10 suffre thou 


me, etc. God spekith bi mannus maner; whanne the sone offendith his fadir, and the fadir holdith a swerd as to sle 
him, the fadir seith to a man beynge besidis him, holde me not fro smyting, and he meeneth contrarie bi this, that is, 
that he wole also be withheldun; and herbi Moises took hardynesse to preye for the puple to withholde the veniaunce 
of God. Also hooly men letten the ire of God, whanne thei taken of him that they sette forth hem silf; ellis no thing 
ayenstondith Goddis ire. The glos enterlynarie here and Greg. bi many autorites of hooly writ. 
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of God; and the writyng of God was grauun 
in tablis. 17 Forsothe Josue herde the noise 
of the puple criynge, and seide to Moyses, 
Yellyng of fiytyng is herd in the castels. 
18 To whom Moises answeride, It is not cry 
of men exitynge to batel, nether the cry of 
men compellynge to fleyng, but Y here the 
vois of syngeris. 19 And whanne he hadde 
neiyid to the castels, he siy the calf, and 
dauncis; and he was wrooth greetli, and 
‘castide forth the tablis fro the hond, and 
brak tho at the rootis of the hil. 2° And he 
took the calf, which thei hadden maad, and 
brente, and brak ‘til to poudur, which he 
spreynte in to watir, and yaf therof drynke 
to the sones of Israel. 21 And Moises seide 
to Aaron, What dide this puple to thee, 
that thou brouytist in on hym the gretteste 
synne? 22 To whom he answeride, My lord, 
be not wrooth, for thou knowist this puple, 
that it is enclynaunt to yuel; 2? thei seiden 
to me, Make thou goddis to vs, that schulen 
go bifore vs, for we witen not, what bifelde 


to this Moises, that ladde vs out of the lond 
of Egipt. 24 To whiche Y seide, Who of 


you hath gold? Thei token, and yauen to 


me, and Y castide it forth in to the fier, 
and this calf yede out. 25 Therfor Moyses 


siy the puple, that it was maad bare; for 
Aaron hadde spuylid it for the schenschip 
of filthe, and hadde maad the puple nakid 
among enemyes. 26 And Moises stood in 
the yate of the castels, and seide, If ony 
man is of the Lord, be he ioyned to me; 
and alle the sones of Leuy weren gaderid to 
hym. 2? To whiche he seide, The Lord God 
of Israel seith these thingis, A man putte 
swerd on his hipe, go ye, and ‘go ye ayen fro 
yate ‘til to yate bi the myddil of the castels, 


and ech man sle his brother, freend, and 
neiybore. 28 The sones of Leuy diden bi 


the word of Moises, and as thre and twenti 
thousynd # of men felden doun in that day. 
29 And Moises seide, Ye han halewid youre 


hondis to dai to the Lord, ech man in his 
sone, and brother, that blessyng be youun 


to you. 3° Sotheli whanne ‘the tother day 
was maad, Moises spak to the puple, Ye 
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han synned the moost synne; Y schal stie 
to the Lord, if in ony maner Y schal mowe 
biseche hym for youre felony. 31 And he 
turnede ayen to the Lord, and seide, Lord, 
Y biseche, this puple hath synned a greet 
synne, and thei han maad goldun goddis 
to hem; ethir foryyue thou this gilt to 
hem, 32 ether if thou doist not, do awey 


me fro thi book, which thou hast write. 
33 To whom the Lord answeride, Y schal 
do awey fro my book hym that synneth 


ayens me; 34 forsothe go thou, and lede this 
puple, whydur Y spak to thee; myn aungel 
schal go bifore thee; forsothe in the day of 
veniaunce Y schal visite also this synne of 
hem. 35 Therfor the Lord smoot the puple 
for the gilt of the calf, which calf Aaron 
made. 


33 
1 And the Lord spak to Moyses, and seide, 
Go and stie fro this place, thou, and the 
puple, whom thou leddist out of the lond 
of Egipt, in to the lond, which Y haue 


swore to Abraham, and to Ysaac, and to 
Jacob, ‘and Y seide, Y schal yyue it to thi 


seed. 2 And Y schal sende thi bifore goere 
an aungel, that Y caste out Cananey, and 
Amorei, and Ethei, and Ferezei, and Euey, 
and Jebusey; 3 and that thou entre in to 
the lond flowynge with mylk and hony; 
for Y schal not stye with thee, for ‘thou 
art a puple of hard nol, lest perauenture Y 
leese thee in the weie. 4 The puple herde 
this worste word, and morenyde, and noon 
was clothid with his ournyng bi custom. 
5 And the Lord seide to Moises, Spek thou 
to the sones of Israel, Thou art a puple of 
hard nol; onys Y schal stie in the myddis 
of thee, and Y schal do awey thee; riyt 


now putte awei thin ournyng,” that Y wite, 


what Y schal do to thee. © Therfor the 
sones of Israel puttiden awey her ournyng 


fro the hil of Oreb. 7 And Moises took the 
tabernacle, and settide fer with out the 
castels, and he clepide the name therof the 


tabernacle of boond of pees. And al the 
puple that hadde ony questioun, yede out 


+ 32.28 In Ebru it is had thre thousend oonly, sume men acorden thus that is diuersite, and seyn, in Ebreu ben 
noumbrid oonly thei that weren pryncipals in the trespas, that is, indusinge othere men, but with these were slayn 
so mani of othere that the noumbre stie to xxiij. thousende; either thus, thre thousende felden bi the swerdis of 


Leuytis, and xx. thousende felden bi othere punchynges. 


in resseyuinge of the lawe. 


* 
33:5 ournyng, that is, corounes whiche thei maden 
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to the tabernacle of boond of pees, with 
out the castels. ® And whanne Moises yede 
out to the tabernacle, al the puple roos, 
and ech man stood in the dore of his tente, 
and thei bihelden ‘the bak of Moises, til he 
entride in to the tente. ° Sotheli whanne 
he entride in to the tabernacle of boond 
of pees, a piler of cloude cam doun, and 
stood at the dore; and the Lord spak with 
Moises, 1° while alle men sien that the piler 
of cloude stood at the ‘dore of tabernacle; 
and thei stoden, and worschipiden bi the 
dores of her tabernaclis. 11 Forsothe the 
Lord spak to Moises face to face, as a 


man is wont to speke to his freend; and 
whanne he turnede ayen in to ‘the castels, 
Josue, his mynystre, the sone of Nun, a 
child, yede not awey fro the tabernacle. 


12 Forsothe Moises seide to the Lord, Thou 
comaundist, that Y lede out this puple, 


and thou ‘schewist not to me, whom thou 
schalt sende with me, ‘most sithen thou 
seidist, Y knewe thee bi name, and thou 
hast founde grace bifore me. 1! Therfore if 
Y haue founde grace in thi siyt, schewe thi 
face to me, that Y knowe thee, and fynde 
grace bifor thin iyen; biholde thi puple, 
and this folk. 14 And God seide, My face 
schal go bifor thee, and Y schal yyue reste 
to thee. 5 And Moises seide, If thi silf schalt 
not go bifore, ‘lede not vs out of this place; 
16 for in what thing moun we wite, Y and 
thi puple, that we han founde grace in thi 
siyt, if thou schalt not go with vs, that we 
be glorified of alle puplis that dwellen on 
erthe? 1” Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, 


Y schal do also this word, which thou hast 
spoke; for thou hast founde grace bifor 


me, and Y knewe thi silf bi name. 18 And 
Moises seide, Schewe thou thi glorie to me. 


19 God answeride, Y schal schewe al good 
to thee, and Y schal clepe in the ‘name of 


the Lord bifor thee, and Y schal do merci 
to whom Y wole, and Y schal be merciful 
on whom it plesith to me. 2° And eft God 


seide, Thou maist not se my face, for a man 
schal not se me, and schal lyue. 2! And eft 
God seide, A place is anentis me, and thou 
schalt stonde on a stoon; 22and whanne my 
glorie schal passe, Y schal sette thee in the 
hoole of the stoon, and Y schal kyuere with 
my riyt hond, til Y passe; and Y schal take 
awey myn hond, 23 and thou schalt se myn 
hyndrere partis, forsothe thou mayst not 
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se my face. 


34 
1 And aftirward God seide, Hewe to thee 
twey tablis of stoon at the licnesse of the 


formere, and Y schal write on tho tablis 
thilke wordis, whiche the tablis, that thou 
‘hast broke, hadden. 2 Be thou redi in the 
morewtid, that thou stie anoon in to the 
hil of Synai; and thou schalt stonde with 


me on the cop of the hil; 3 no man stie 
with thee, nether ony man be seyn bi al 
the hil, and oxun and scheep be not fed 
ayens ‘the hil. 4 Therfor Moises hewide 
twey tablis of stoon, whiche manere tablis 
weren bifore, and he roos bi nyyt, and 
stiede in to the hil of Synay, as the Lord 
comaundide to hym; and he bar with hym 


the tablis. 5 And whanne the Lord hadde 
come doun bi a cloude, Moises stood with 
hym, and clepide inwardli ‘the name of 


the Lord; © and whanne the Lord passide 
bifore hym, he seide, Lordschipere, Lord 
God, mercyful, and pitouse, pacient, and 
of myche mersiful doyng, and sothefast, 
7 which kepist couenaunt and mercy in 
to ‘a thousande, which doist awey wick- 
idnesse, and trespassis, and synnes, and 
noon bi hym silf is innocent anentis thee, 
which yeldist the wickidnesse of fadris 


to sones and to sones of sones, into the 
thridde and fourthe generacioun. 8 And 


hastili Moises was bowid low “in to erthe, 
and worschipide, 9 and seide, Lord, if Y 


haue founde grace in thi siyt, Y biseche 
that thou go with vs, for the puple is of 
hard nol, and that thou do awey oure wick- 
idnesses and synnes, and welde vs. 1° The 


Lord answeride, Y schal make couenaunt, 
and in siyt of alle men Y schal make signes, 


that weren neuer seyn on erthe, nether 
in ony folkis, that this puple, in whos 
myddis thou art, se the ferdful werk of the 
Lord, which Y schal make. 1 Kepe thou 
alle thingis, whiche Y comaundide to thee 
to dai; I my silf schal caste out bifor thi 
face Amorrey, and Cananey, and Ethei, and 
Ferezei, and Euey, and Jebusei. !2 Be war, 
lest ony tyme thou ioyne frendschipis with 
the dwelleris of that lond, whiche fren- 
schipis be in to fallyng to thee. 13 But also 
distrie thou ‘the auteris of hem, breke the 
ymagis, and kitte doun the woodis; 14 ‘nyl 
thou worschipe an alien God; ‘the Lord a 
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gelous louyere is his name, God is a feruent 
louyere; 15 make thou not couenaunt with 


the men of tho cuntreis, lest whanne thei 
han do fornycacioun with her goddis, and 
han worschipid the symylacris of hem, ony 
man clepe thee, that thou ete of thingis 
offrid to an ydol. 1Nether thou schalt take 
a wyif of her douytris to thi sones, lest aftir 
that tho douytris han do fornycacioun, thei 
make also thi sones to do fornicacioun in 
to her goddis. 1” Thou schalt not make to 
thee yotun goddis. !8 Thou schalt kepe the 
solempynyte of therf looues; seuene daies 


thou schalt ete therf looues, as Y comaun- 
dide to thee, in the time of the monethe 
of newe fruytis; for in the monethe of veer 


tyme thou yedist out of Egipt. 19 Al thing 
of male kynde that openeth the wombe 
schal be myn, of alle lyuynge beestis, as 
wel of oxun, as of scheep, it schal be myn. 
20 Thou schalt ayenbie with a scheep the 
firste gendrid of an asse, ellis if thou yyuest 
not prijs therfor, it schal be slayn. Thou 
schalt ayenbie the firste gendrid of thi 
sones; nether thou schalt appere voide in 
my siyt. 21 Sixe daies thou schalt worche, 
the seuenthe day thou schalt ceesse to ere 
and repe. 24 Thou schalt make to thee the 
solempnyte of woukis in the firste thingis 
of fruytis of thi ripe corn of wheete, and 
the solempnyte, whanne alle thingis ben 
gadrid in to bernes, whanne the tyme ‘of 
yeer cometh ayen. 23 Ech male kynde of 
thee schal appere in thre tymes of the yeer 
in the siyt of the Lord Almyyti, thi God 
of Israel. 24 For whanne Y schal take awei 
folkis fro thi face, and Y schal alarge thi 
termes, noon schal sette tresouns to thi 
lond, while thou stiest and apperist in the 
siyt of thi Lord God, thries in the yeer. 
25 Thou schalt not offre on sour dow the 
blood of my sacrifice, nethir ony thing of 
the slayn sacrifice of the solempnyte of 
fase schal abide in the morewtid. 26 Thou 
schalt offre in the hows of thi Lord God the 
firste of the fruytis of thi lond. Thou schalt 
not sethe a kide in the mylk of his modir. 
27 And the Lord seide to Moises, Write thou 
these wordis, bi whiche Y smoot a boond 
of pees, bothe with thee and with Israel. 
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28 Therfor Moises was there with the Lord 
bi fourti daies and bi fourti nyytis, he eet 
not breed, and drank not watir; and he 
wroot in tablys ten wordis of the boond 
of pees. 2? And whanne Moises cam doun 
fro the hil of Synai, he helde twei tablis of 
witnessyng, and he wiste not that his face 


was horned “ of the felouschipe of Goddis 


word. 3° Forsothe Aaron and the sones of 
Israel sien Moises face horned, 3! and thei 
dredden to neiye niy, and thei weren clepid 


of hym, ‘and thei turneden ayen, as wel 
Aaron as the princis of the synagoge; and 
after that Moises spak, thei camen to hym, 
32 vhe alle the sones of Israel; to whiche 
Moises comaundide alle thingis, whiche he 
hadde herd of the Lord in the hil of Synai. 
33 And whanne the wordis weren fillid, he 
puttide a veil on his face; 34 and he entride 
to the Lord, and spak with hym, and dide 
awey that veil, til he yede out; and thanne 
he spak to the sones of Israel alle thingis, 
that weren comaundid to hym; 35 whiche 
sien that the face of Moyses goynge out was 
horned, but eft he hilide his face, if ony 
tyme he spak to hem. 


35 


1 Therfor whanne al the cumpanye of 
the sones of Israel was gaderid, Moises 
seide to hem, These thingis it ben, whiche 


the Lord comaundide to be doon. 2 Sixe 
daies ye schulen do werk, the seuenthe 


dai schal be hooli to you, the sabat and 


reste of the Lord; he that doith werk in 
the sabat schal be slayn. ° Ye schulen not 


kyndle fier in alle youre dwellyng places 


bi the ‘dai of sabat. 4 And Moises seide to 
al the cumpeny of the sones of Israel, This 


is the word which the Lord comaundide, 
and seide, 5 Departe ye at you the firste 
fruytis to the Lord; ech wilful man and of 
redi wille offre tho to the Lord, gold, and 
siluer, and bras, © and iacynct, and purpur, 
and reed selk twies died, and bijs, heeris of 
geet, 7 and skynnys of rammes maad reed, 
and of iacynt, ® trees of Sechym, and oile 
to liytis to be ordeyned, and that the oyne- 


ment be maad, and encense moost swete, 
9 stoonus of onochyn and gemmes, to the 


* 
34:29 was horned, beemes of wondurful schynyng yeden “forth an hiy [from him] at the maner of hornes, whiche 
the postle in ij. pistle to Cor. iij. co. clepith the glorie of Moises face, wherfor in Ebreu it is thus, ‘and he [Israel] knew 


not that the ‘liyt [skyn] of his face was horned. 
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ournyng of the ‘cloth on the schuldris, and 
of the racional. 1° Who euer of you is wijs, 
come he, and make that, that the Lord 
comaundide, !! that is, the tabernacle, and 
the roof therof, and the hilyng; ryngis, and 
bildyngis of tablis, with barris, stakis, and 
foundementis; 12 the arke, and barris; the 
propiciatorie, and the veil, which is hangid 
byfore it; the bord with barris, and 
vesselis, and with looues of settyng forth; 
14 the candilstike to susteyne liytis, the ves- 


selis, and lanternes therof, and oile to the 
nurschyngis of fyris; the auter of encense, 


and the barris; !5 the oile of anoyntyng, and 
encense of swete smellynge spiceries; the 


tente at the dore of the tabernacle; 1° the 
auter of brent sacrifice, and his brasun 
gridele, with hise barris, and vessels; the 


‘greet waischyng vessel, and ‘his founde- 
ment; 17 the curteyns of the large street, 
with pileris and foundementis; the tente in 
the doris of the porche; !8 the stakis of the 
tabernacle and of the large street, with her 


coordis; 19 the clothis, whose vss is in ‘the 
seruyce of seyntuarie; the clothis of Aaron 


bischop, and of hise sones, that thei be set 
in preesthod to me. 2° And al the multitude 
of the sones of Israel yede out of ‘the siyt 


of Moises, 2! and offride with moost redi 
soule and deuout the firste thingis to the 


Lord, to make the werk of the tabernacle 
of witnessyng, what euer was nedeful to 


the ournyng, and to hooli clothis. 22 Men 
and wymmen yauen bies of the armes, and 
eeryngis, ryngis, and ournementis of ‘the 
arm niy the hond; ech goldun vessel was 
departid in to the yiftis of the Lord. 23 If 
ony man hadde iacynt, and purpur, and 
‘reed selk twies died, bijs, and the heeris 
of geet, skynnes of rammes maad reed, 
and of iacynt, 24 metals of siluer, and of 
bras, thei offeryden to the Lord, and trees 
of Sechym in to dyuerse vsis. 25 But also 
wymmen tauyt yauen tho thingis, whiche 
thei hadden spunne, iacynt, purpur, and 
vermyloun, 2° and bijs, and the heeris of 
geet; and yauen alle thingis by her owne 
fre wille. 27 Forsothe princes offeriden 
stoonys of onychyn and iemmes, to the 


‘cloth on the schuldris, and to the racional, 
and swete smellynge spiceries, 28 and oyle 


to the liytis to be ordeyned, and to make 
redi oynement, and to make the encense of 
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swettist odour. 29 Alle men and wymmen 
offeriden yiftis with deuout soule, that the 


werkis schulden be maad, whiche the Lord 
comaundide bi the hond of Moyses; alle the 


sones of Israel halewiden wilful thingis to 
the Lord. 3° And Moises seide to the sones 
of Israel, Lo! the Lord hath clepid Beseleel 
bi name, the sone of Hury, sone of Hur, of 
the lynage of Juda; 31 and the Lord hath 
fillid hym with the spirit of God, of wisdom, 
and of vndurstondyng, and of kunnyng, 
and with al doctryn, 32 to fynde out and 
to make werk in gold, and siluer, and bras, 
and in stoonys to be grauun, °3 and in 
werk of carpentrie; what euer thing may be 
foundun craftili, the Lord yaf in his herte; 
34 and the Lord clepide Ooliab, the sone of 
Achymasech, of the lynage of Dan; *5 the 
Lord tauyte bothe ‘with wisdom, that thei 
make the werkis of carpenter, of steynour, 
and of broiderere, of iacynt, and purpur, 
and of ‘reed selk, and of bijs, and that 
thei make alle thingis, and fynde alle newe 
thingis. 


36 


1 Therfor Beseleel, and Ooliab, and ech 
wijs man, to whiche the Lord yaf wis- 


dom and vndurstondyng, that thei kouden 
worche crafteli, maden thingis that weren 
nedeful in to vsis of seyntuarie, and whiche 


the Lord comaundide to be maad. 2 And 
whanne Moises hadde clepid hem, and 


ech lerned man, to whom the Lord hadde 
youe wisdom and kunnyng, and whiche 
profriden hem bi her wille to make werk, 
3 he bitook to hem alle the yiftis of the 
sones of Israel. And whanne thei weren 
bisi in the werk ech dai, the puple of- 
fride auowis eerli. 4 Wherfor the werk- 
men weren compellid to come, ° and thei 
seiden to Moises, The puple offrith more 
than is nedeful. © Therfor Moises comaun- 
dide to be cried bi the vois of a criere, 
Nether man nether womman offre more 
ony thing in the werk of seyntuarie; and 


so it was ceessid fro yiftis to be offrid, for 
the thingis offrid sufficiden, 7 and weren 


ouer abundant. %8 And alle wise men in 
herte to fille the werk of the tabernacle 
maden ten curteyns of bijs foldid ayen, and 


of iacynct, and purpur, and of reed selk 
twies died, bi dyuerse werk, and bi the craft 
of many colouris. ° Of whiche curteyns oon 
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hadde in lengthe eiyte and twenti cubitis, 


and foure cubitis in breede; 0 mesure was 
of alle curteyns. 1° And he ioynede fyue 


curteyns oon to anothir, and he couplide 
othere fyue to hem silf to gidere; 1! and 
he made handlis of iacynt in the hemme 
of o curteyn on euer either side, 12 and 
in lijk maner in the hemme of the tother 
curteyn, that the handlis schulen comen 
to gidere ayens hem silf, and schulen be 
ioyned togider; 13 wherfor he yettide also 
fifti goldun serclis, that schulen ‘bite the 
handlis of curteyns; and o tabernacle was 


maad. 14 ‘He made also enleuene saies of 
the heeris of geet, to hile the roof of the 


tabernacle; 15 0 saie hadde thretti cubitis 
in lengthe, foure cubitis in breede; alle the 


saies weren of o mesure; 16 of whiche saies 
he ioynede fyue bi hem silf, and sixe othere 


bi hem silf. 17 And he made fifti handlis 
in the hemme of o say, and fifti in the 


hemme of the tother say, that tho schulden 
be ioyned to hem silf to gidere; and he 
made fifti bokelis of bras bi whiche 18 the 


roof was fastned to gidere, that oon hilyng 


were maad of alle the saies. 19 He made also 
an hilyng of the tabernacle of the skynnes 


of rammes maad reed, and another veil 
aboue of skynnes of iacynt. 2° He made also 


stondynge tablis of the tabernacle of the 
trees of Sechym; 2! the lengthe of o table 


was of ten cubitis, and the breede helde 
o cubit and an half. 22 Twey dentyngis 


weren bi ech table, that the oon schulde be 
ioyned to the tother; so he made in al the 


tablis of the tabernacle. 23 Of whiche tablis 
twenti weren at the mydday coost ayens 


the south, 24 with fourti foundementis of 
siluer; twey foundementis weren set vndur 


o table on euer either side of the corneris, 
where the dentyngis of the sidis weren 


endid in the corneris. 25 And at the coost 
of the tabernacle that biholdith to the 
north he made twenti tablis, 2° with fourti 
foundementis of siluer, twei foundementis 
bi ech table. 27 Forsothe ayens the west * he 
made sixe tablis, 28 and tweyne othere tab- 


lis bi ech corner of the tabernacle bihinde, 
29 whiche weren ioyned fro bynethe til to 


aboue, and weren borun in to 0 ioynyng to 
gidere; so he made on euer either part bi 
the corneris, 3° that tho weren eiyte tablis 
to gidere, and hadden sixtene foundemen- 
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tis of siluer, that is, twei foundementis 
vndur ech table. 3! He made also barris o 
the trees of Sechym, fyue barris to holde to 


gidere the tablis of o side of the tabernacle, 
32 and fyue othere barris to schappe to 
gidere the tablis of the tother side; and 
without these, he made fyue othere barris 
at the west coost of the tabernacle ayens 


the see. 33 He made also another barre, 
that schulde come bi the myddil tables 


fro corner til to corner. 34 Forsothe he 
ouergildide tho wallis of tablis, and yetide 


the siluerne foundementis ‘of tho, and he 
made the goldun serclis ‘of tho, bi whiche 


the barris myyten be brouyt in, and be 
hilide the same barris with goldun platis. 
35 He made also a veil dyuerse and departid, 
of iacynt, and purpur, and reed selk, and 
bijs foldid ayen bi werk of broiderie. 3° He 
made also foure pileris of ‘the trees of 
Sechym, whyche pileris with the heedis 
he ouergildide, and yetide the siluerne 


foundementis ‘of tho. 37 He made also 
in the entryng of the tabernacle a tent 


of iacynt, and purpur, and reed selk ‘and 
bijs foldid ayen bi the werk of a broydreie. 
38 And he made fyue pileris with her heedis, 
whiche he hilide with gold, and he yetide 
the brasun foundementis ‘of tho, whiche 


he hilide with gold. 


37 
1 Forsothe Beseleel made also an arke 
of the trees of Sechym, hauynge twey cu- 
bitis and an half in lengthe, and a cubit 
and an half in breede; forsothe the hiy- 


nesse was of o cubit and an half; and he 
clothide the arke with purest gold, with 
ynne and without forth. 2 And he made 
to it a goldun coroun ‘bi cumpas, ? and 
yetide foure goldun ryngis, bi foure cor- 
neris therof, twey ryngis in o side, and twei 
ryngis in the tother side. 4 And he made 
barris of the trees of Sechym, whiche barris 
he clothide with gold, 5 and whiche barris 
he putte into the ryngis that weren in the 
sidis of the arke, to bere it. © He made also 
a propiciatorie, that is, Goddis answeryng 
place, of pureste gold, of twei cubitis and 
an half in lengthe, and of o cubit and 


an half in breede. 7 Also he made twei 
cherubyns of gold, betun out with hamer, 


* ' i 
36:27 This that sueth, that is, al that part of the tabernacle that biholdith the see, is not in Ebru. 
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whiche he settide on euer eithir side of the 
propiciatorie, § o cherub in the hiynesse 


of o part, and the tother cherub in the 
hiynesse of the tothir part; twei cherubyns, 
oon in ech hiynesse of the propiciatorie, 
stretchynge out the wengis, ° and hilynge 
the propiciatorie, and biholdynge hem silf 
togidere and that. 1° He made also a boord 
of ‘the trees of Sechym, in the lengthe 
of twey cubitis, and in the breede of o 


cubit, whiche boord hadde ‘a cubit and 
an half in heiythe. 11 And he cumpaside 


the boord with clenneste gold, and made 
to it a goldun brynke bi cumpas; 12 and 
he made to that brynke a goldun coroun, 
rasid bitwixe of foure fyngris; and on 
the same coroun he made anothir goldun 
coroun. 13 Also he yetide foure goldun 


serclis whiche he settide in foure corneris, 
14 bi alle the feet of the boord ayens the 


coroun, and he puttide barris in to the 
serclis, that the ‘boord may be borun. 


15 And he made tho barris of the trees of 
Sechym, and cumpasside tho with gold. 


16 And he made vesselis to dyuerse vsis of 
the boord, vessels of vynegre, violis, and 
litle cuppis, and censeris of pure gold, in 
whiche the fletynge sacrifices schulen be 


offrid. 17 And he made a candilstike, betun 
out with hamer, of clenneste gold, of whos 


barre yerdis, cuppis, and litle rundelis and 


lilies camen forth; 18 sixe in euer eithir side, 
thre yerdis on o side, and thre on the tother 


side; thre cuppis in the maner of a note bi 
ech yerde, and litle rundels to gidere, and 
lilies; 19 and thre cuppis at the licnesse of a 
note in the tother yerde, and litle rundels 
to gidere, and lilies; forsothe the werk of 
sixe schaftis, that camen forth of the ‘stok 
of the candilstike, was euene. 2° Sotheli 
in that barre weren foure cuppis, in the 
maner of a note, and litle rundels and lilies 
weren bi alle cuppis; 2! and litle rundels 
vndur twei schaftis, bi thre placis, whiche 
to gidre be maad sixe schaftis comynge 
forth of o barre; 22 therfor and the litle 
rundels, and schaftis therof, weren alle 
betun out with hamer, of pureste gold. 
23 He made also seuene lanternes, with her 
‘snytyng tongis, and the vessels where ‘tho 
thingis, that ben snytid out, ben quenchid, 
of clennest gold. 24 The candilstike with 
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alle his vessels weiyede a talent of gold. 


25 He made also the auter of encense, of 
trees of Sechym, hauynge a cubit bi square, 
and twei cubitis in heiythe, of whos cor- 
neris camen forth hornes. 26 And he cloth- 
ide it with clenneste gold, and the gridele, 


and wallis, and hornes; 27 and he made 
to it a litil goldun coroun bi cumpas, and 


twei goldun ryngis vndur the coroun, bi 
ech syde, that barris be put in to tho, and 


the auter mow be borun. 28 Forsothe he 
made tho barris of the trees of Sechym, 


and hilide with goldun platis. 29 He made 
also oile to the oynement of halewyng, 
and encense of swete smellynge spiceries, 


moost clene, bi the werk of ‘a makere of 
oynement. 


38 


1 He made also the auter of brent sac- 
rifice of the trees of Sechym, of fyue 


cubitis bi square, and of thre cubitis in 
heiythe; 2 whose hornes camen forth of 
the corneris, and he hilide it with platis 
of bras. 3 And in to vsis therof he made 
redi of bras dyuerse vessels, caudruns, 


tongis, fleischhokis, hokis, and ‘resseittis 
of firis. 4 He made also the brasun gridile 
therof, ‘bi the maner of a net, anda ‘panne 
for colis vndur it, in the myddis of the 
auter. 5 And he yetide foure ryngis, by so 
many endis of the gridile, to putte in the 


barris to bere; © and he made tho same 
barris of the trees of Sechym, and hilide 


with platis of bras. 7 And ledde in to the 


serclis that stonden forth in the sidis of 
the auter. Forsothe thilke auter was not 
sad, but holowe of the bildyngis of tablis, 


and voide with ynne. 8 He made also a 
‘greet waischyng vessel of bras, with his 
foundement, of the myrours of wymmen 
that wakiden in the ‘greet street of the 
tabernacle. 9 And he made the greet street, 
in whose south coost weren tentis of bijs 
foldid ayen, of an hundrid cubitis, twenti 
brasun pilers with her foundementis, 1° the 
heedis * of pilers, and al the grauyng of the 


werk, weren of siluer; !! euenli at the north 
coost the tentis, pilers, and foundementis 


and heedis of pilers, weren of the same 


mesure, and werk, and metal. 12 Forsothe 
in that coost that biholdith the west weren 


* 
38:10 In Ebru it is, the hookis of peleris, and the holdyngis of tho, weren of siluer, and in the same manere where 


lijk wordis ben set. 
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tentis of fyfty cubitis, ten brasun pilers 


with her foundementis, and the ‘heedis of 
pilers, and al the grauyng of werk, weren 
of siluer. 1 Sotheli ayens the eest he 
made redi tentis of fifti cubitis, 14 of whiche 
tentis o side helde fiftene cubitis of thre 
pilers with her foundementis; and in the 
tother side, 15 for he made the entryng of 


the tabernacle bitwixe euer either, weren 
tentis euenli of fiftene cubitis, thre pil- 


ers, and so many foundementis. 1° Bijs 
foldid ayen hilide alle the tentis of the 
greet street. 1” The foundementis of pilers 


weren of bras; forsothe the heedis of tho 
pilers, with alle her grauyngis, weren of 


siluer; but also he clothide with siluer tho 
pilers t of the greet street. 18 And in the 
entryng therof he made a tente, bi ‘werk 
of broiderie, of iacynt, purpur, vermyloun, 
and of bijs foldid ayen, which tente hadde 
twenti cubitis in lengthe, and the heiythe 
was of fyue cubitis, bi the mesure which 
alle the tentis of the greet street hadden. 
19 Forsothe the pylers in the entryng weren 


foure, with brasun foundementis, and the 
heedis of tho pilers and grauyngis weren 


of siluer; 2° and he made brasun stakis of 
the tabernacle, and of the greet street, bi 


cumpas. 2! These ben the instrumentis 
+ of the tabernacle of witnessyng, that 


ben noumbrid, bi the comaundement of 
Moises, in the cerymonyes of Leuytis, bi 


the hond of Ithamar, sone of Aaron, preest. 


22 Whiche instrumentis Beseleel, sone of 
Huri, sone of Hur, of the lynage of Juda, 


fillide; for the Lord comaundide bi Moises, 
23 while Ooliab, sone of Achysameth, of the 


lynage of Dan, was ioyned felowe to hym, 
and he hym silf was a noble crafti man of 
trees, and a tapesere and a broderere of ia- 
cynt, purpur, vermyloun and bijs. 24 Al the 
gold that was spendid in the werk of seyn- 
tuarie, and that was offrid in yiftis, was of 
‘nyne and twenti talentis,$ and of seuene 
hundrid and thretti siclis, at the mesure of 
seyntuarie. 25 Forsothe it was offrid of hem 


* that passiden to noumbre fro twenti yeer 





t 38:17 In Ebreu it it is, he hilide with siluer the hedis of the pileris. 


§ 38:24 In Ebreu it is, of xxix. hundridis, and an hundrid conteynede an hundrid and xx. besauntis. 
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and aboue, of sixe hundrid and thre thou- 
sand, and fyue hundrid and fifty of armed 
men. 26Ferthermore, an hundrid talentis 
of siluer weren, of whiche the foundemen- 
tis of the seyntuarie weren yotun togidere, 


and of the entryng, where the veil hangith; 


27 an hundrid foundementis weren maad of 
an hundrid talentis, and for ech founde- 
ment was ordeyned o talent. 28 Forsothe 


of a thousynde seuene hundrid and ‘thre 


scoor and fiftene siclis he made the heedis 
of pilers,! and he ‘clothide tho same pilers 


with siluer. 2? Also of bras weren offrid 
‘thre scoor and twelue thousynde talen- 


tis, and foure hundrid siclis ouer. 3° Of 
whiche the foundementis in the entryng of 


the tabernacle of witnessyng weren yotun, 
and the brasun auter, with his gridele, 
and al the vessels that perteynen to the 


vss therof, 31 and the foundementis of the 
greet street, as wel in the cumpas, as in the 


entryng therof, and the stakis of the taber- 
nacle, and of the greet street bi cumpas. 


39 
1 Forsothe of iacynt, and purpur, vermy- 
loun, and bijs, he made clothis, in whiche 
Aaron was clothid, whanne he mynystride 
in hooli thingis, as the Lord comaundide to 


Moises. 2Therfor he made the ‘cloth on the 
schuldris of gold, iacynt, and purpur, and 


of reed selk twies died, 3 and of bijs foldid 
ayen, bi werk of broiderie; also he kittide 
thinne goldun platis, and made thinne in 
to threedis, that tho moun be foldid ayen, 
with the warp of the formere colouris; 
4 and he made tweyne hemmes couplid to 
hem silf to gidere, in euer either side of 
the endis; and ‘he made a girdil of the 


same colouris, 5 as the Lord comaundide to 
Moises. © And he made redi twei ‘stonys 


of onychyn, boundun and closid in gold, 
and grauun bi the craft of worchere in 
iemmys, with the names of the sones of 


Israel; sixe names in o stoon, and sixe 
in the tother stoon, bi the ordre of her 
birthe. 7 And he settide tho stoonus in 
the sidis of the ‘clooth on the schuldris, 


t 38:21 In Ebruit is, these ben the noumbres. 
* 
38:25 


In Ebru it is thus, forsothe the siluer of noumbrynge of the puple was an hundrid hundridis, and a thousende and vij. 
hundrid and lxx. siclis at the weiyte of seyntuarie, half a sicle bi ech heed of alle that passen to noumbre fro xx. yeer 


and aboue, of vj. hundrid and iij. thousende and fifti men. 


T 38:28 In Ebru itis thus, of a thousende vij. hundrid 


and Ixxv, siclis he made the hokis of peleris, and hilide the heedis of the pelers with siluer; and this semeth the trewe 


lettre. 
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in to a memorial of the sones of Israel, 
as the Lord comaundide to Moises. 8 He 
made also the racional, ‘by werk of broi- 
derie, bi the werk of the ‘cloth on the 
schuldris, of gold, iacynt, purpur, and reed 
selk twies died, and of biis foldid ayen; he 


made the racional foure cornerid, ? double, 
of the mesure of foure fyngris. 1° And 


settide thereynne foure ordris of iemmes; 
in the firste ordre was sardius, topazius, 
smaragdus; in the secounde was carbuncle, 
11 safir, iaspis; 12 in the thridde ordre was 
ligurie, achates, ametiste; 13 in the fourthe 
ordre was crisolite, onochyn, and berille, 
cumpassid and enclosid with gold, bi her 
ordris. 14 And tho twelue stonys weren 
grauyn with twelue names, of the lynage of 
Israel, alle stonys bi hem silf, bi the names 
of alle lynagis bi hem silf. 15 Thei maden 
also in the racional litle chaynes, cleuynge 
to hem silf togidre, 1° of pureste gold, 
and tweyne hokys, and so many ryngis of 
gold. Forsothe thei settiden the ryngis 


on euer either side of the racional, 17 of 
whiche ryngis twei goldun chaynes hangi- 


den, whiche thei settiden in the hokis, 
that stonden forth in the corneris of the 
‘cloth on the schuldris. 18 These acordiden 
so to hem silf, bothe bifore and bihynde, 


that the ‘cloth on the schuldris, and the 
racional, 19 weren knyt togidere, fastned 


to the girdil, and couplid ful strongli with 
ryngis, whiche ryngis a lace of iacynt 
ioynede togidere, lest tho weren loose, 


and ‘fletiden doun, and weren moued ech 
from other, as the Lord comaundide to 
Moises. 20 Thei maden also ‘a coote on the 
schuldris, al of iacynt; 21 and the hood in 


the hiyere part, aboute the myddis, and a 
wouun hemme, bi the cumpas of the hood; 
22 forsothe bynethe at the feet piyn applis 
of iacynt, and purpur, and vermyloun, and 
biys foldid ayen; 23 and litle bellis of pureste 
gold, whiche thei settiden bitwixe pum 
garnadis, in the ‘lowest part of the coote, 
bi cumpas; 24 a goldun litle belle, and a 
piyn apple; with whiche the bischop yede 
ourned, whanne he ‘was set in seruyce, as 


the Lord comaundide to Moises. 25 Thei 
maden also cootis of bijs, bi wouun werk, to 


Aaron and to hise sones, 26 and mytres with 
smale corouns of biys, 2” and lynnun clothis 
of bijs; 28 forsothe a girdil of bijs foldid 
ayen, of iacynt, purpur, and vermyloun, 
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departid bi craft of broyderie, as the Lord 


comaundide to Moises. 29 Thei maden also 
a plate of hooli worschipyng, of pureste 
gold, and thei writeden therynne bi werk 
of a worchere in iemmes, The hooli of 
the Lord. 3° And thei bounden it with 
the mytre bi a lace of iacynt, as the Lord 


comaundide to Moises. 3! Therfor al the 
werk of the tabernacle, and the hilyng of 


the witnessyng, was parformed; and the 
sones of Israel diden alle thingis whiche 


the Lord comaundide to Moises. 32 And thei 
offeriden the tabernacle, and the roof, and 
al the purtenaunce, ryngis, tablis, barris, 
pileris, and foundementis; °° the hilyng 
of ‘skynnes of rammes, maad reed, and 
another hilyng of skynnys of iacynt; 34 the 
veil, the arke, barris, propiciatorie; 35 the 
boord with vessels, and with the looues of 
settyng forth; °° the candilstike, lanternes, 
and the purtenauncis of tho, with oile; 
37 the goldun auter, and oynement, and en- 
cense of swete smellynge spiceries; 38 and 
the tente in the entryng of the tabernacle; 
39 the brasun auter, gridile, barris, and 
alle vessels therof; the ‘greet waischyng 
vessel, with his foundement; the tentis of 
the greet street, and the pilers with her 
foundementis; *° the tente in the entring of 
the greet street, and the coordis, and stakis 
therof. No thing of the vessels failide, that 


weren comaundid to be maad in to the 
seruyce of the tabernacle, and in to the 
roof of the boond of pees. 4! Also the sones 
of Israel offriden the clothis whiche the 
prestis, that is, Aaron and hise sones, vsen 
in the seyntuarie, 42 as the Lord comaun- 
dide. 43 And aftir that Moises siy alle tho 
thingis fillid, he blesside hem. 


40 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, ‘and 
seide, 2 In the firste monethe, in the firste 
dai of the monethe, thou schalt reise the 
tabernacle of witnessyng. 3 And thou 


schalt sette the arke therynne, and thou 


schalt leeue a veil bifore it. 4 And whanne 
the bord is borun yn, thou schalt sette 


ther onne tho thingis, that ben comaundid 


iustli. The candilstike schal stonde with 
hise lanternes, 5 and the goldun auter, 


where ynne encense is brent bifor the arke 
of witnessyng. Thou schalt sette a tente 
in the entryng of the tabernacle; © and 
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bifor it the auter of brent sacrifice, 7 the 
‘waischyng vessel bitwixe the auter and 


the tabernacle, which ‘waischyng vessel 


thou schalt fille with water. § And thou 
schalt cumpas the greet street, and the 


entryng ther of with tentis. ? And whanne 
thou hast take oyle of anoyntyng, thou 
schalt anoynte the tabernacle, with hise 


vessels, that tho be halewid; 1° the auter of 
brent sacrifice, and alle vessels ther of; the 
‘waischyng vessel, !! with his foundement. 


Thou schalt anoynte alle thingis with the 
oile of anoyntyng, that tho be hooli of 
hooli thingis. 12 And thou schalt present 


Aaron and hise sones to the dore of the 
tabernacle of witnessyng; 13 and, whanne 


thei ben ‘waischid in water, thou schalt 
clothe hem with hooli clothis, that thei 
mynystre to me, and that the anoyntyng of 
hem profite in to euerlastynge preesthod. 
14 And Moises dide alle thingis whiche the 
Lord comaundide. 1 Therfor in the firste 
monethe of the secunde yeer, in the firste 


dai of the monethe, the tabernacle was set. 
16 And Moises reiside it, and settide the tab- 
lis, and foundementis, and barris, and he 
ordeynede pilers; 17 and ‘spredde abrood 


the roof on the tabernacle, and puttide 
an hilyng aboue, as the Lord comaundide. 
18 He puttide also the witnessyng in the 
arke, and he settide barris with ynne, and 
Goddis answeryng place aboue. 19 And 
whanne he hadde brouyt the arke in to 
the tabernacle, he hangide a veil bifor it, 


that he schulde fille the comaundement 
of the Lord. 2° He settide also the bo- 
ord in the tabernacle of witnessyng, at 


the north coost, without the veil, 21 and 
he ordeynede the looues of settyng forth 


bifore, as the Lord comaundide to Moi- 
ses. 22 He settide also the candilstike in 
the tabernacle of witnessyng, euene ayens 


the boord, 23 in the south side, and set- 
tide lanternes bi ordre, bi the comaunde- 
ment of the Lord. 24 He puttide also the 
goldun auter vndur the roof of witnessyng, 
25 ayens the veil, and he brente theronne 
encense of swete smellynge spiceries, as 


the Lord comaundide to Moises. 26 He 
settide also a tente in the entryng of the 
tabernacle, 27 and the auter of brent sac- 
rifice in the porche of the witnessyng, 
and he offride therynne brent sacrifice, 


and sacrifices, as the Lord comaundide. 
30 Also he ordeynede the ‘waischyng ves- 
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sel, bitwixe the tabernacle of witnessyng 


and the auter, and fillide it with watir. 
31 And Moises, and Aaron, and his sones, 
waischiden her hondis and feet, 32 whanne 
thei entriden into the roof of boond of 
pees, and neiyeden to the auter, as the 


Lord comaundide to Moises. 33 He reiside 
also the greet street, bi the cumpas of the 


tabernacle and of the auter, and settyde 
a tente in the entryng therof. Aftir that 
alle thingis weren perfitli maad, 34a cloude 
hilide the tabernacle of witnessyng, and 
the glorie of the Lord fillide it; 35 nether 
Moyses myyte entre in to the tabernacle 
of the boond of pees, while the cloude 
hilide alle thingis, and the maieste of the 
Lord schynede, for the cloude hilide alle 
thingis. 3° If ony tyme the cloude lefte the 
tabernacle, the sones of Israel yeden forth 
bi her cumpanyes; ’ if the cloude hangide 
aboue, thei dwelliden in the same place; 


38 for the cloude of the Lord restide on the 
tabernacle bi dai, and fier in the nyyt, in 


the siyt of the puplis of Israel, bi alle her 
dwellyngis. 
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Leviticus 


1 FORSOTHE the Lord clepide Moyses, 
and spak to him fro the tabernacle of wit- 
nessyng, ‘and seide, 2 Speke thou to the 
sones of Israel, and thou schalt seie to hem, 
A man of you, that offrith to the Lord a 
sacrifice of beestis, that is, of oxun and 
of scheep, and offrith slayn sacrifices, if 
his offryng is brent sacrifice, 3 and of the 
droue of oxun, he schal offre a male beeste 
without wem at the dore of the tabernacle 
of witnessyng, to make the Lord plesid to 
hym. 4 And he schal sette hondis on the 
heed of the sacrifice, and it schal be accept- 
able, and profityng in to clensyng of hym. 
5 And he schal offre a calf bifor the Lord, 
and the sones of Aaron, preestis, schulen 
offre the blood ther of, and thei schulen 
schede bi the cumpas of the auter, which 
is bifor the dore of the tabernacle. © And 
whanne the skyn of the sacrifice is drawun 
awei, thei schulen kitte the membris in to 
gobetis; 7 and thei schulen put vndur in the 
auter fier,” and thei schulen make an heep 
of wode bifore; and thei schulen ordeyne 
aboue 8 ‘the trees tho thingis that ben 
kit, that is, the heed, and alle thingis that 
cleuen to the mawe, ? whanne the entrailis 
and feet ben waischid with watir; and the 
preest schal brenne tho on the auter, in 
to brent sacrifice, and swete odour to the 
Lord. 1° That ifthe offryng is of litle beestis, 
a brent sacrifice of scheep, ethir of geet, 
he schal offre a male beeste with out wem, 
11 and he schal offre at the side of the 
auter that biholdith to the north, bifore the 
Lord. Sotheli the sones of Aaron schulen 
schede the blood therof on the auter ‘bi 
cumpas, 12 and thei schulen departe the 
membris, the heed, and alle thingis that 
cleuen to the mawe, and thei schulen putte 
on the trees, vndur whiche the fier schal be 
set; 13 sotheli thei schulen waische in watir 
the entrailis and feet; and the preest schal 
brenne alle thingis offrid on the auter, in 
to brent sacrifice, and swettest odour to 
the Lord. 14 Forsothe if the offryng of 
brent sacrifice to the Lord is of briddis, of 
turtlis, and of culuer briddis, 15 the preest 
schal offre it at the auter; and whanne the 
heed is writhun to the necke, and the place 
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of the wounde is brokun, he schal make 
the blood renne doun on the brenke of 
the auter. 1 Sotheli he schal caste forth 
the litil bladdir of the throte, and fetheris 
bisidis the auter, at the eest coost, in the 
place in which the aischis ben wont to be 
sched out; !” and he schal breke the wyngis 
therof, and he schal not kerue, nether he 
schal departe it with yrun; and he schal 


brenne it on the auter, whanne fier is set 
vndur the trees; it is a brent sacrifice, and 
an offryng of swete odour to the Lord. 


1 Whanne a soule offrith an offryng of 
sacrifice to the Lord, flour of wheete schal 
be his offring. And he schal schede oile 
ther onne, 2 and he schal putte encense, 
and he schal bere to the sones of Aaron, 
preest, of whiche sones oon schal take an 
handful of ‘flour of whete, and of oile, 
and alle the encense; and he schal putte 
a memorial on the auter, in to swettest 
odour to the Lord. 3 Forsothe that that 
‘is residue of the sacrifice schal be Aarons 
and hise sones, the hooli of hooli thingis of 
offryngis to the Lord. 4 Forsothe whanne 


thou offrist a sacrifice bakun in an ouene 
of whete flour, that is, loouys without sour 


dow, spreynd with oile, and therf breed 


sodun in watir, bawmed with oile; 5 if thin 
offryng is ‘of a friyng panne, of wheete 
flour spreynd with oile and without sour 
dow, © thou schalt departe it in smale par- 
tis, and thou schalt schede oile ther onne. 
7 Ellis if the sacrifice is of a gridele, euenli 
the whete flour schal be spreynd with oile; 
8 which whete flour thou schalt offre to the 
Lord, and schalt bitake in the hondis of the 
preest. ? And whanne he hath offrid it, he 
schal take a memorial of the sacrifice, and 
he schal brenne it on the auter, in to ‘odour 
of swetnesse to the Lord. 1° Sotheli what 
euer thing ‘is residue, it schal be Aarons 
and hise sones, the hooly of hooli thingis 
of the offryngis to the Lord. 1! Ech offryng 
which is offrid to the Lord, schal be without 
sour dow, nether ony thing of sour dow, 
and of hony, schal be brent in the sacrifice 
of the Lord. 12 Ye schulen offre oneli the 
firste fruytis of tho, and yiftis; sotheli tho 
schulen not be put on the auter, in to 
odour of swetnesse. 13 Whateuer thing 
of sacrifice thou schalt offre, thou schalt 
make it sauery with salt, nether thou schalt 


1:7 fier, that is, trees to the nurschyng and continuaunce of fier youun fro heuene. 
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take awey the salt of the boond of pees 
of thi God fro thi sacrifice; in ech offryng 


thou schalt offre salt. 14 Forsothe if thou 
offrist a yifte of the firste thingis of thi 
fruytis to the Lord, of ‘eeris of corn yit 
grene, thou schalt seenge tho in fier, and 
thou schalt breke in the maner of seedis; 
and so thou schalt offre thi firste fruytis 
to the Lord, !5 and thou schalt schede oyle 
theronne, and schalt putte encense, for it 
is the offryng of the Lord. 1¢ Of which the 
preest schal brenne, in to mynde of the 
yifte, a part of the ‘seedis brokun, and of 
oyle, and al the encense. 


1 That if his offryng is a sacrifice of 
pesible thingis, and he wole offre of oxun, 
he schal offre bifore the Lord a male, ether 
a female, without wem. 2 And he schal 
sette hond on the heed of his sacrifice, 
that schal be offrid in the entryng of the 


tabernacle; and the sones of Aaron preest 
schulen schede the blood bi the cumpas 


of the auter. ° And thei schulen offre of 
the sacrifice of pesible thingis in to offryng 


to the Lord, the fatnesse that hilith the 
entrailis, and what euer thing of fatnesse 


is with ynne; 4 thei schulen offre twey 
kydeneris, with the fatnesse bi which the 
guttis clepid ylyon ben hilid, and the calle 
of the lyuer with the litle reynes. 5 And 


thei schulen brenne tho on the auter, in to 
brent sacrifice, whanne fier is put vndur 


the trees, in to offryng of swettest odour 
to the Lord. © Sotheli if his offryng is of 
scheep, and a sacrifice of pesible thingis, 


whether he offrith a male ether a female, 
tho schulen be without wem. 7 If he offrith 
a lombe bifor the Lord, 8 he schal sette his 
hond on the heed of his sacrifice, that schal 
be offrid in the porche of the tabernacle 


of witnessyng; and the sones of Aaron 


schulen schede the blood therof bi ‘the 


cumpas of the auter. ° And thei schulen 
offre of the sacrifice of pesible thingis a 


sacrifice to the Lord, the innere fatnesse, 
10 and al the tail with the reynes, and the 


fatnesse that hilith the wombe, and alle the 
entrailis, and euer eithir litil reyne, with 


the fatnesse which is bisidis the ‘guttis 
clepid ylion, and the calle of the mawe, 
with the litle reynes. 1! And the preest 


schal brenne tho on the auter, in to the fe- 
dyng of fier, and of the offryng to the Lord. 
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121f his offryng is a geet, and he offrith it to 
the Lord, 13 he schal sette his hond on the 
heed therof, and he schal offre it in to the 
entryng of the tabernacle of witnessyng; 


and the sones of Aaron schulen schede the 
blood therof bi the cumpas of the auter. 


14 And thei schulen take therof, in to ‘the 
fedyng of the Lordis fier, the fatnesse that 
hilith the wombe, and that hilith alle the 
entrailis, 5 and twei litle reynes with the 


calle which is on tho bisidis ilion, and the 
fatnesse of the mawe, with the entrails 
that cleuen to the litle reynes. 1° And 


the preest schal brenne tho on the auter, 
in to the fedyng of fier, and of swettest 
odour; al the fatnesse schal be the Lordis, 
17 by euerlastynge riyt in generaciouns, 
and in alle youre dwellyng placis, nether 
in ony maner ye schulen ete blood, nethir 
fatnesse. 


4 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and 
seide, Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 
2 Whanne a soule hath do synne bi ig- 
noraunce, and hath do ony thing of alle 


comaundementis ‘of the Lord, whiche he 
comaundide that tho schulen not be don; 
if a preest which is anoyntid, 3 hath do 


synne, makynge the puple to trespasse, he 
schal offre for his synne a calf without wem 
to the Lord. 4 And he schal brynge it to 
the dore of the tabernacle of witnessyng, 
bifor the Lord, and he schal sette hond on 
the heed therof, and he schal offre it to 
the Lord. 5 And he schal take vp of the 
blood ‘of the calf, and schal brynge it in 
to the tabernacle of witnessyng. © And 
whanne he hath dippid the fyngir in to the 
blood, he schal sprenge it seuen sithis bifor 
the Lord, ayens the veil of the seyntuarie. 
7 And he schal putte of the same blood 
on the corners of the auter of encense 
moost acceptable to the Lord, which auter 
is in the tabernacle of witnessyng; sotheli 
he schal schede al the ‘tother blood in 
to the foundement of the auter of brent 
sacrifice in the entryng of the tabernacle. 
8 And he schal offre for synne the ynnere 
fatnesse of the calf, as well it that hilith the 
entrails, as alle thingis that ben with ynne, 
° twei litle reynes, and the calle, which is 
on tho bisidis ilion, and the fatnesse of 
the mawe, !° with the litle reines, as it is 
offrid of the calf of the sacrifice of pesible 
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thingis; and he schal brenne tho on the 


auter of brent sacrifice. 11 Sotheli he schal 
bere out of the castels the skyn, and alle 
the fleischis, with the heed, and feet, and 
entrails, 12 and dung, and the ‘residue bodi 
in toa clene place, where aischis ben wont 


to be sched out; and he schal brenne tho 
on the heep of trees, whiche schulen be 


brent in the place of aischis sched out. 
13 That if al the cumpeny of the sones of 
Israel knowith not, and doith by vnkun- 
nyng that that is ayens the comaundement 
of the Lord, !4 and aftirward vndirstondith 
his synne, it schal offre a calf for synne, 
and it schal brynge the calf to the dore 
of the tabernacle. 15 And the eldere men 
of the puple schulen sette hondis on the 
heed therof bifor the Lord; and whanne 
the calf is offrid in the siyt of the Lord, 
16 the preest which is anoyntid schal bere 
ynne of his blood in to the tabernacle of 
witnessyng; !7 and whanne the fyngur “is 
dippid, he schal sprenge seuen sithis ayens 
the veil. 18 And he schal putte of the 
same blood in the hornes of the auter, 
which is bifor the Lord in the tabernacle 
of witnessyng; sotheli he schal schede the 
‘residue blood bisidis the foundement of 
the auter of brent sacrifice, which is in the 
dore of tabernacle of witnessyng. 19 And he 
schal take al the fatnesse therof, and schal 
brenne it on the auter; 2° and so he schal 
do also of this calf, as he dide also bifor; 
and whanne the prest schal preye for hem, 


the Lord schal be merciful. 21 Forsothe he 
schal bere out thilke calf, and schal brenne 
it, as also the formere calf, for it is for the 
synne of the multitude. 22 If the prince 
synneth, and doith bi ignoraunce o thing 
of many, which is forbodun in the lawe 
of the Lord, 23 and aftirward vndirstondith 
his synne, he schal offre to the Lord a 
sacrifice, a ‘buk of geet, ‘that hath no wem; 
24 and he schal sette his hond on the heed 
therof. And whanne he hath offrid it in 
the place, where brent sacrifice is wont to 


be slayn, bifor the Lord, for it is for synne; 
25 the preest schal dippe the fyngur in the 
blood of sacrifice for synne, and he schal 


touche the corneris of the auter of brent 
sacrifice, and he schal schede the ‘residue 
blood at the foundement therof. 2° Sotheli 
the preest schal brenne the innere fatnesse 





* 
5:1 This word and is seet for that is. 
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aboue the auter, as it is wont to be doon 
in the sacrifice of pesible thingis, and the 


preest schal preye for hym, and for his 
synne, and it schal be foryouun to hym. 
27 That if a soule of the puple of the lond 
synneth bi ignoraunce, that he do ony 
thing of these that ben forbodun in the 
lawe of the Lord, and trespassith, 28 and 
knowith his synne, he schal offre a geet 


without wem; 29 and he schal sette hond 
on the heed of the sacrifice which is for 
synne, and he schal offre it in the place of 


brent sacrifice. 3° And the preest schal take 
of the blood on his fyngur, and he schal 


touche the hornes of the auter of brent 
sacryfice, and he schal schede the residue 


at the foundement therof. 31 Sotheli he 
schal take a wei al the ynnere fatnesse, as it 


is wont to be don a wei of the sacrifices of 
pesible thingis, and he schal brenne it on 


the auter, in to odour of swetnesse to the 
Lord; and the preest schal preye for hym, 


and it schal be foryouun to hym. °2 Sotheli 


if he offrith of litle beestis a sacrifice for 
synne, that is, 33a scheep without wem, he 


schal putte the hond on the heed therof, 
and he schal offre it in the place where 


the beest of brent sacrifices ben wont to 
be slayn. 34 And the preest schal take of 


the blood therof in his fyngur, and he schal 
touche the hornes of the autir of brent 
sacrifice, and he schal schede the residue at 
the foundement therof. 35 And he schal do 
awey al the ynnere fatnesse as the innere 
fatnesse of the ram which is offrid for 
pesible thingis, is wont to be dona wei, and 


he schal brenne it on the auter of encense 
of the Lord; and the preest schal preye for 


hym, and for his synne, and it schal be 
foryouun to hym. 


5 

11fasoule synneth, and * hereth the vois 
of aswerere,t and is witnesse, ‘for ether he 
siy, ether ‘is witynge, if he schewith not, 
he schal bere his synne. 2 A persone that 
touchith ony vnclene thing, ether which 
is slayn of a beeste, ether is deed bi it silf, 
ether touchith ony other crepynge beeste, 
and foryetith his vnclennesse, he is gilti, 
and trespassith. 3 And if he touchith ony 
thing of the vnclennesse of man, bi al the 


t 5:1 In Ebreu it is of an ooth, and this lettre is vndurstondun of him, 


that is requirid to bere witnessyng of a thing that he knowith, and wole not, but hidith the truth. 
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vnclennesse bi which he is wont to be de- 
foulid, and he foryetith, and knowith after- 
ward, he schal be suget to trespas. 4A soule 
that swerith, and bryngith forth with hise 
lippis, that it schulde do ether yuel, ether 
wel, and doith not, and confermeth the 
same thing with an ooth, ethir with a word, 
and foryetith, and aftirward vndirstondith 
his trespas, do it penaunce for synne, > and 


offre it of the flockis a femal lomb, ethir a 
goet; © and the preest schal preie for hym, 


and for his synne. 7 But if he may not offre 


a beeste, offre he twei turtlis, ethir ‘briddis 
of culuers to the Lord, oon for synne, and 


the tother in to brent sacrifice. ® And he 
schal yyue tho to the preest, which schal 


offre the firste for synne, and schal folde 
ayen the heed therof to the wengis, so that 
it cleue to the necke, and be not ‘brokyn 
outirli. ° And the preest schal sprynge 


the wal of the auter, of the blood therof; 
sotheli what euer ‘is residue, he schal make 
to droppe doun at the ‘foundement of the 


auter, for it is for synne. 1° Sotheli he schal 


brenne the tother brid in to brent sacrifice, 
as it is wont to be doon; and the preest 


schal preie for hym, and for his synne, and 
it schal be foryouun to hym. ! That if 
his hond mai not offre twei turtlis, ethir 
twei ‘briddis of culueris, he schal offre 
for his synne the tenthe part of ephi + of 
wheete flour; he schal not putte oile ‘in 
to it, nether he schal putte ony thing of 
encense, for it is for synne. 12 And he 
schal yyue it to the preest, which preest 
schal take vp an handful therof, and schal 
brenne on the auter, in to mynde of hym 
that offeride, !3 and the preest schal preie 
for hym, and schal clense; forsothe he 
schal have the tother part in yifte. 14 And 
the Lord spak to Moises, 15 and seide, If a 
soule brekith cerymonyes bi errour, and 
synneth in these thingis that ben halewid 
to the Lord, it schal offre for his trespas a 
ram without wem of the flockis, that may 
be bouyt for twey siclis, bi the weiyte of 
the seyntuarie. 16° And he schal restore 
that harm that he dide, and he schal putte 
the fyuethe part aboue, and schal yyue to 
the preest, which preest schal preye for 
hym, and offre the ram, and it schal be 
foryouun to hym. 17 A soule that synneth bi 





F 5:11 that is, the tenthe part of iij. buschelis. 
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ignoraunce, and doith oon of these thingis 


that ben forbodun in the lawe of the Lord, 
and is gilti of synne, and vndirstondith his 


wickidnesse, 18 it schal offre to the preest 


a ram without wem of the flockis, bi the 
mesure of estymacioun of synne; and the 


preest schal preye for hym, for he dide 
vnwytynge, and it schal be foryouun to 
him, 19 for by errour he trespasside ayens 
the Lord. 


6 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises, 2 and 
seide, A soule that synneth, and dispisith 
the Lord, and denyeth to his neiybore a 
thing bitakun to kepyng, that was bitakun 
to his feith, ethir takith maisterfuli a thing 
bi violence, ether makith fals chaleng, 
3 ether fyndith a thing lost, and denyeth 
ferthermore and forswerith, and doth ony 
other thing of manye in whiche thingis 
men ben wont to do synne, 4 ‘if it is conuict 
of the gilt, 5 it schal yelde hool alle thingis 
whiche it wolde gete bi fraude, and fer- 
thermore the fyuethe part to the lord, to 
whom it dide harm. © Sotheli for his synne 


it schal offre a ram vnwemmed of the floc, 
and it schal yyue that ram to the preest, bi 


the valu and mesure of the trespas; 7 and 
the preest schal preie for hym bifor the 
Lord, and it schal be foryouun to hym, for 
alle thingis whiche he synnede in doyng. 
8 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 


9 Comaunde thou to Aaron, and to hise 
sones, This is the lawe of brent sacrifice; 
it schal be brent in the auter al nyyt til 


the morewe; fier that is youun fro heuene 
schal be of the same auter. 1° The preest 
schal be clothid with a coote, and ‘pryuy 
lynnun clothis; and he schal take awei the 
aischis, which the fier deuourynge brente, 
and he schal putte bisidis the auter; 1! and 
he schal be spuylid of the formere clothis, 


and he schal be clothid with other, and 
schal bere aischis out of the castels, and in 
a moost clene place he schal make tho to be 


wastid til to a deed sparcle. 12 Forsothe fier 


schal brenne euere in the auter, which fier 
the preest schal nurische, puttynge trees 


vndur, in the morewtid bi ech dai; and 
whanne brent sacrifice is put aboue, the 
preest schal brenne the ynnere fatnessis 
of pesible thingis. 13 This is euerlastynge 
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fier, that schal neuer faile in the auter. 
14 This is the lawe of sacrifice, and o 

fletynge offryngis, whiche ‘the sones of 
Aaron schulen offre bifore the Lord, and 
bifor the auter. 15 The preest schal take an 
handful of wheete flour, which is spreynd 
with oile, and al the encense which is put 


on the wheete flour, and he schal brenne it 
in the auter, in to mynde of swettist odour 


to the Lord. !6Forsothe Aaron with hise 
sones schal ete the tother part of wheete 


flour, without sour dow; and he schal ete 
in the hooli place of the greet street of the 


tabernacle. 17 Sotheli herfor it schal not 
be ‘diyt with sour dow, for a part therof 


is offrid in to encense of the Lord; it schal 
be hooli ‘of the noumbre of holi thingis, as 


for synne and for trespas. 18 Malis oonli 
of the kynrede of Aaron schulen ete it; 
it is a lawful thing and euerlastynge in 
youre generaciouns, of the sacrifice of the 


Lord; ech man that touchith tho schal be 
halewyd. 19 And the Lord spak to Moises, 


20 and seide, This is the offryng of Aaron, 
and of hise sones, which thei owen offre to 
the Lord in the day of her anoyntyng * ; 
thei schulen offre the tenthe part of ephi 
of wheete flour, in euerlastynge sacrifice, 
the myddis therof in the morewtid, and 
the myddis therof in the euentid; 21 which 
schal be spreynt with oile in the friyng 
panne, and schal be fried. 2? Sotheli the 
preest which is successour to the fadir ‘bi 
riyt, schal offre it hoot, in to sweteste 


odour to the Lord; and al it schal be brent 
in the auter. 23 For al the sacrifice of 
preestis schal be wastid with fier, nether 


ony man schal ete therof. 24 And the Lord 
spak to Moises, and seide, 25 Spek thou to 


Aaron and to hise sones, This is the lawe of 
sacrifice for synne; it schal be offrid bifor 


the Lord, in the place where brent sacrifice 
is offrid; it is hooli ‘of the noumbre of 
hooli thingis. 26 The preest that offrith it, 
schal ete it in the hooli place, in the greet 
street of the tabernacle. 2” What euer thing 
schal touche the fleischis therof, it schal 
be halewid; if a cloth is bispreynt of the 
blood therof, it schal be waischun in the 
hooli place. 28 Sotheli the erthun vessel, in 
which it is sodun, schal be brokun; that if 
the vessel is of bras, it schal be scourid, and 
‘schal be waischun with watir. 29? Ech male 





* 
6:20 In Ebru it is, in the day in whiche he anoyntide him. 
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of preestis kyn schal ete of the fleischis 


therof; for it is hooli ‘of the noumbre of 
hooli thingis. 3° Sotheli the sacrifice which 


is slayn for synne, whos blood is borun in 
to the tabernacle of witnessyng to clense 
in the seyntuarie, schal not be etun, but it 
schal be brent in fier. 


1 And this is the lawe of sacrifice for 
trespas; it is hooli ‘of the noumbre of hooli 


thingis. 2 Therfor where brent sacrifice is 
offrid, also the sacrifice for trespas schal 
be slayn; the blood therof schal be sched 
bi the cumpas of the auter. 3 Thei schulen 


offre the tail therof, and the fatnesse that 
hilith the entrailis, 4 the twei litle reynes, 


and the fatnesse which is bisidis ilioun, 
and the calle of the mawe, with the litle 
reynes. > And the preest schal brenne tho 


on the auter; it is encense of the Lord, for 
trespas. Ech male of the preestis kyn schal 


ete these fleischis in the hooli place, for it 
is hooli ‘of the noumbre of hooli thingis. 
7 As a Sacrifice is offrid for synne, so and 
for trespas, o lawe schal be of euer eithir 
sacrifice; it schal perteyne to the preest, 
that offrith it. ® The preest that offrith 


the beeste of brent sacrifice, schal haue the 
skyn therof. 9 And ech sacrifice of wheete 


flour, which is bakun in an ouene, and what 
euer is maad redi in a gridile, ethir in a 
friyng panne, it schal be that preestis, of 
whom it is offrid, 1° whether it is spreynt 
with oile, ethir is drye. To alle the sones 
of Aaron euene mesure schal be departyd, 
‘to ech ‘bi hem silf. 1 This is the lawe 
of ‘the sacrifice of pesible thingis, which 
is offrid to the Lord. 12 If the offryng is 
for doyng of thankyngis, thei schulen offre 
looues without sour dow spreynt with oile, 


and ‘therf looues sodun in watir, that ben 
anoyntid with oile; and thei schulen offre 


wheete flour bakun, and thinne looues 
spreynt to gidere with the medlyng of oile. 


13 Also thei schulen offre ‘looues diyt with 
sour dow, with the sacrifice of thankyngis 
which is offrid for pesible thingis; 14 of 
whiche * 0 loof schal be offrid to the Lord 
for the firste fruytis, and it schal be the 
preestis that schal schede the blood of the 


sacrifice, 15 whose fleischis schulen be etun 
in the same dai, nether ony thing of tho 


* 
7:14 In Ebru it is, of alle. 
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schal dwelle til the morewtid. 1° If aman 
offrith a sacrifice bi a vow, ethir bi fre wille, 
it schal be etun in lijk maner in the same 


dai; but also if ony thing dwellith ‘in to the 


morew, it is leueful to ete it; 17 sotheli fier 
schal waaste, whateuer thing the thridde 


day schal fynde. 18 If ony man etith in the 


thridde dai of the fleischis of sacrifice of 
pesible thingis, his offryng schal be maad 


voide, nethir it schal profite to the offerere; 
but rather whateuer soule defoulith hym 
silf with suche mete, he schal be gilti 
of ‘brekyng of the lawe. 19 Fleisch that 
touchith ony vnclene thing, schal not be 
etun, but it schal be brent bi fier; he that 
is clene, schal ete it. 2° A pollutid soule, 
that etith of the fleischis of the sacrifice of 
pesible thingis, which is offrid to the Lord, 


schal perische fro hise puplis. 21 And he 


that touchith vnclennesse of man, ether 
of beeste, ether of alle thing that may 


defoule, and etith of suche fleischis, schal 
perische fro hise puplis. 22 And the Lord 


spak to Moises, 23 and seide, Speke thou to 


the sones of Israel, Ye schulen not ete the 
ynnere fatnesse of a scheep, of an oxe, and 


of a geet; 24 ye schulen haue in to dyuerse 
vsis the ynnere fatnesse of a carkeis deed 
by it silf, and of that beeste which is takun 
of a rauenus beeste. 25If ony man etith the 
ynnere fatnesse, that owith to be offrid in 
to encense of the Lord, he schal perische 
fro his puple. 26 Also ye schulen not take 
in mete the blood of ony beeste, as wel 


of briddis as of beestis; 27 ech man that 
etith blood schal perische fro his puplis. 


28 And the Lord spak to Moises, 2? and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, He that 
offrith a sacrifice of pesible thingis to the 
Lord, offre togidere also a sacrifice, that 
is, fletynge offryngis therof. 3° He schal 
holde in the hondis the ynnere fatnesse of 


the sacrifice, and the brest; and whanne 
he hath halewid bothe offrid to the Lord, 
he schal yyue to the preest, 31 which schal 


brenne the ynnere fatnesse on the auter; 


sotheli the brest schal be Aarons and hise 
sones; 32 and the riyt schuldur of the sac- 


rifices of pesible thingis schal turne in to 
the firste fruytis of the preest. 33 He that 


of Aarons sones offrith the blood, and the 
ynnere fatnesse, schal haue also the riyt 


schuldur in his porcioun. 34 For Y haue 
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take fro the sones of Israel the brest of 
reisyng, and the schuldur of departyng, of 


the pesible sacrifices ‘of hem, and Y haue 
youe to Aaron the preest and to hise sones, 
bi euerlastynge lawe, of al the puple of 
Israel. 35 This is the anoyntyng T of Aaron, 
and of hise sones, in the cerymonyes of 
the Lord, in the dai where ynne Moises 


offride hem that thei schulden be set in 
preesthod, 36 and whiche thingis the Lord 
comaundide to be youun to hem of the 
sones of Israel, bi euerlastynge religioun 
in her generaciouns. 37 This is the lawe of 
brent sacrifice, and of sacrifice for synne, 
and for trespas, and for halewyng, and for 
the sacrifices of pesible thingis; 38 which 
lawe the Lord ordeynede to Moises in the 
hil of Synay, whanne he comaundide to 
the sones of Israel that thei schulden offre 
her offryngis to the Lord, in the deseert of 
Synay. 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 


Take thou Aaron with hise sones, 2 ‘the 
clothes of hem, and the oile of anoyntyng, 


a calf for synne, twei rammes, a panyere 
with therf looues; 3? and thou schalt gedere 
al the cumpanye to the dore of the taber- 


nacle. 4“ Moises dide as the Lord comaun- 
dide; and whanne al the company was 


gaderid bifor the yatis of the tabernacle, 


he seide, > This is the word which the Lord 
comaundid to be don. © And anoon Moises 
offride Aaron and hise sones; and whanne 
he hadde waischun hem, ” he clothide the 
bischop witha lynnun schirte, ‘and girdide 
‘the bischop with a girdil, and clothide 
with a coote of iacynt, and ‘puttide the 
cloth on the schuldris aboue, 8 which cloth 
on the schuldris he boond with a girdil, 
and “‘dresside to the racional, wherynne 
doctryn and truthe was. °% And Moises 
hilide the heed with a mytre, and ‘settide 
theronne, ayens the forhed, the goldun 
plate halewid in halewyng, as the Lord co- 
maundide to hym. !° He took also the oile 
of anoyntyng, with which he anoyntide 
the tabernacle with al his purtenaunce; 


11 and whanne he hadde halewid and hadde 
spreynt the auter seuen sithes, he anoyn- 


tide it, and halewide with oile alle the ves- 
sels therof, and the ‘greet waischyng vessel 


T 7:35 the oynting, that is, the offring in the day of her oynting. 
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with his foundement. 12 Which oile he 
schedde on ‘the heed of Aaron, and anoyn- 
tide hym, and halewide. 13 And he clothide 
with lynnun cootis, and girdide with girdils 
‘his sones offrid, and settide on mytris, 
as the Lord comaundide. 14 He offeride 
also a calf for synne; and whanne Aaron 
and hise sones hadden put her hondis on 
‘that calf, 15 he offride it, and drow up 
blood; and whanne the fyngur was dippid, 
he touchide the corneris of the auter bi 
cumpas; whanne the auter was clensid and 
halewid, he schedde the ‘residue blood 
at the ‘foundement therof. 1° Sotheli he 
brent on the auter the ynnere fatnesse that 
was on the entrails, and the calle of the 
mawe, and the twei litle reynes with her 
litle fatnessis; 17 and he brente without the 
castels the calf, with the skyn, fleischis, 
and dung, as the Lord comaundide. 18 He 
offride also a ram in to brent sacrifice; 
and whanne Aaron and hise sones hadden 
set her hondis on the heed therof, 1° he 
offride it, and schedde the blood therof bi 
the cumpas of the auter. 2° And he kittide 
thilke ram in to gobetis, and brente with 
fier the heed therof, and membris, 2! and 
ynnere fatnesse, whanne the entrails and 
feet weren waischun bifore; and he brente 
al the ram togidere on the auter, for it was 
the brent sacrifice of swettiste odour to 
the Lord, as the Lord comaundide to hym. 
22 He offride also the secounde ram, in to 
the halewyng of preestis; and Aaron and 
hise sones puttiden her hondis on the heed 


therof. 23 And whanne Moises hadde offrid 
the ram, he took of the blood, and touchide 
the laste part of the riyt eere of Aaron, and 
the thombe of his riyt hond, in lijk maner 
and of the foot. 24 He offride also ‘the sones 
of Aaron. And whanne he hadde touchid of 
the blood of the ram offrid the laste part 


of ‘the riyt eeris of alle, and ‘the thom- 
bis of the riyt hond and foot, he schedde 
the ‘tothir blood on the auter bi cumpas. 
25 Sotheli he departide the ynnere fatnesse, 


and the taile, and al the fatnesse that hilith 
the entrails, and the calle of the mawe, 
and the twey reynes with her fatnessis and 


with the riyt schuldur. 2° Forsothe he took 
of the panyere of therf looues, that was 


bifor the Lord, looues without sour dow, 
and acake spreynt with oile, and he puttide 


looues first sodun in watir and aftirward 
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fried in oile on the ynnere fatnesse, and 
the riyt schuldur; and bitook alle thingis 
togidere to Aaron, 2” and to hise sones. And 
aftir that thei ‘reisiden tho bifore the Lord, 
28 eft ‘he brente tho takun of her hondis, 
on the auter of brent sacrifice, for it was 
the offryng of halewyng, in to the odour 
of swetnesse of sacrifice ‘into his part to 


the Lord. 29 He took also the brest of the 
ram of consecracioun in to his part, and 


reiside it bifor the Lord, as the Lord co- 
maundide to hym. 2° And he took the oyne- 
ment, and blood that was in the auter, and 
‘spreynte on Aaron, and hise clothis, and 
on ‘the sones of hym, and on her clothis. 
31 And whanne he hadde halewid hem in 
her clothing, he comaundide to hem, and 
seide, Sethe ye fleischis bifor the ‘yatis of 
the tabernacle, and there ete ye tho; also 
ete ye the looues of halewyng, that ben put 
in the panyere, as God comaundide to me, 
‘and seide, Aaron and hise sones schulen 
ete tho looues; 32 sotheli whateuer thing is 


residue of the fleisch and looues, fier schal 
waste. 33 Also ye schulen not go out of 


the dore of the tabernacle in seuene daies, 
til to the day in which the tyme of youre 
halewyng schal be fillid; for the halewyng 
is endid in seuene dayes, 34 as it is doon 
in present tyme, that the riytfulnesse of 
sacrifice were fillid. °° Ye schulen dwelle 
dai and nyyt in the tabernacle, and ye 
schulen kepe the kepyngis of the Lord, that 
ye die not; for so it is comaundid to me. 


36 And Aaron and hise sones diden alle 
thingis, whiche the Lord spak bi the hond 


of Moises. 


1 Forsothe whanne the eiytithe dai was 
maad, Moises clepide Aaron, and hise 
sones, and the grettere men in birthe of Is- 
rael; 2 and he seide to Aaron, Take * thou of 
the droue a calf for synne, and a ram ‘in to 


brent sacrifice, euer either with oute wem, 
and offre tho bifor the Lord. 3 And thou 
schalt speke to the sones of Israel, Take ye 


a buk of geet for synne, and a calf, and a 
lomb of o yeer and with out wem, 4 in to 
brent sacrifice, an oxe anda ram for pesible 
thingis; and offre ye tho bifor the Lord, and 
offre ye whete flour spreynt with oile in the 
sacrifice of ech; for to dai the Lord schal 


9:2 that is, purueie of thi coostis a calf to be offrid for thi synne. that is, purueie of thin owe costis. 
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appere to you. ° Therfor thei token alle 
thingis, whiche Moises comaundide, to the 
dore of the tabernacle, where, whanne al 
the multitude stood, © Moises seide, This 
is the word, which the Lord comaundide, 
do ye, and his glorie schal appere to you. 
7 And Moises seide to Aaron, Neiye thou 
to the auter, and offre thou for thi synne; 
offre thou brent sacrifice, and preye for 
thee, and for the puple; and whanne thou 
hast slayn the sacrifice of the puple, preye 


thou for hem, as the Lord comaundide. 
8 And anoon Aaron neiyede to the auter, 
and offride a calf for his synne; 9 whos 
blood hise sones offriden to him, in which 
blood he dippide the fyngur, and touchide 
the hornes of the auter,t and schedde the 
residue at the foundement therof; 1° and 
he brente on the auter the ynnere fat- 


nesse, and litle reynes, and the calle of the 


mawe, as the Lord comaundide to Moises. 
11 Forsothe he brente bi fier without the 
castels the fleischis and skyn therof. !2 And 


he offride the beeste of brent sacrifice, 
and hise sones offriden to hym the blood 
therof, which he schedde bi the cumpas 
of the auter; 13 thei offriden also thilke 
sacrifice kit in to gobetis, with the heed, 


and alle membris; and he brente bi fier 
alle these thingis on the auter, !4 whanne 


the entrailis and feet weren waischun bifor 
with watir. 15 And he offride and killide 
a buk of geet, for the synne of the puple; 


and whanne the auter was clensid, 1° he 
made brent sacrifice, !7 and addide in to the 
sacrifice fletynge offryngis that ben offrid 


togidere; and he brente tho on the auter, 
without cerymonyes of brent sacrifice of 
the morewtid. 18 He offride also an oxe, 
and a ram, pesible sacrifices of the puple; 
and hise sones offriden to hym the blood, 
which he schedde bi the cumpas of the 
auter. 19 Forsothe thei puttiden on the 
brestis the ynnere fatnesse of the oxe, and 
the tail of the ram, and the litle reynes with 


her fatnessis, and the calle of the mawe. 
20 And whanne the ynnere fatnessis weren 


brent in the auter, 2! Aaron departide the 
brestis, and the riyt schuldris of tho, and 


reiside bifor the Lord, as Moises comaun- 
dide. 22 And he streiyte forth hondis to the 





if 9:9 the auter, that is, of brent sacrifice. 


nether her clothis weren wastid, and so it semeth that thei weren sauyd. 
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puple, and blesside it; and so whanne the 
sacrifices for synne, and brent sacrifices, 
and pesible sacrifices, weren fillid, he cam 
doun. 23 Sotheli Moyses and Aaron en- 
triden in to the tabernacle of witnessyng, 
and yeden out aftirward, and blessiden the 
puple; and the glorie of the Lord apperide 
to al the multitude. 24 And lo! fier yede out 


fro the Lord, and deuouride the brent sac- 
rifice, and the ynnere fatnesses that weren 


on the auter; and whanne the cumpanyes 
hadden seyn this thing, thei preiseden the 
Lord, ‘and felden on her faces. 


10 

1 And whanne Nadab and Abyu, the 
sones of Aaron, hadden take censeris, thei 
puttiden fier and encense aboue, and of- 
friden bifor the Lord alien fier, which thing 
was not comaundid to hem. 2 And fier 
yede out fro the Lord, and deuouride > 
hem, and thei weren deed bifor the Lord. 
3 And Moises seide to Aaron, This thing it 
is which the Lord spak, Y schal be halewid 
in hem that neiyen to me, and Y schal be 
glorified in the siyt of al the puple; which 
thing Aaron herde, and was stille. 4 Sotheli 
whanne Moises hadde clepid Mysael and 
Elisaphan, the sones of Oziel, brother of 
Aaron's fadir, he seide to hem, Go ye, and 
take awey youre britheren fro the siyt of 
seyntuarie, and bere ye out of the castels. 
5 And anoon thei yeden, and token hem, 
as thei laien clothid with lynnun cootis, 
and castiden out, as it was comaundid to 
hem. © And Moises spak to Aaron, and to 
Eliasar and Ithamar, the sones of Aaron, 
Nyle ye make nakid tT youre heedis, and 
nyle ye reende clothis, lest perauenture 
ye dien, and indignacioun rise on al the 
cumpany; youre britheren and all the hows 
of Israel byweile the brennyng which the 
Lord reiside. 7 But ye schulen not go out of 
the yatis of the tabernacle, ellis ye schulen 
perische; for the oile of hooli anoyntyng 
is on you. Whiche diden alle thingis bi 
the comaundement of Moises. 8 Also the 
Lord seide to Aaron, ? Thou and thi sones 
schulen not drynke wyn, and al thing that 
may make drunkun, whanne ye schulen 


. 10:2 deuouride hem, that is, killide hem, for nether her bodies, 


if 10:6 make nakid, etc. in Ebreu it it, 


ye schulen not encreesse youre heedis, that is, suffringe the heeris wexe ouer comyn maner, as hethen diden in deth 


of frendis. 
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entre in to the tabernacle of witnessing, 
lest ye dien; for it is euerlastynge comaun- 
dement in to youre generaciouns, 1° that 
ye haue kunnyng to make doom bytwixe 
hooli thing and vnhooli, bitwixe pollutid 
thing and cleene; 1 and that ye teche 
the sones of Israel alle my lawful thingis, 
whiche the Lord spak to hem bi the hond 
of Moyses. 12 And Moises spak to Aaron, 


and to Eliazar and Ythamar, hise sones, 
that weren residue, Take ye the sacrifice 


that lefte of the offryng of the Lord, and 
ete ye it with out sour dow, bisidis the 


auter, for it is hooli ‘of the noumbre of 
hooli thingis. 13 Sotheli ye schulen ete in 


the hooli place that that is youun to thee 
and to thi sones, of the offryngis of the 


Lord, as it is comaundid to me Also thou, 
14 and thi sones, and thi douytris with thee, 


schulen ete in the clenneste place the brest 


which is offrid, and the schuldur which 
is departid; for tho ben kept to thee and 


to thi fre sones, of the heelful sacrifices 
of the sones of Israel; 15 for thei reiseden 
bifor the Lord the schuldur and brest, and 
the ynnere fatnessis that ben brent in the 


auter; and perteynen tho to thee, and 
to thi sones, bi euerlastynge lawe, as the 
Lord comaundide. 1° Among these thingis 
whanne Moises souyte the ‘buk of geet that 
was offrid for synne, he foond it brent, and 
he was wrooth ayens Eliazar and Ythamar, 


‘the sones of Aaron that weren left. 17 And 
he seide, Whi eten not ye the sacrifice for 


synne in the hooli place, which sacrifice 
is hooli ‘of the noumbre of hooli thingis, 
and is youun to you, that ye bere the 
wickydnesse of the multitude, and preye 
for it in the siyt of the Lord; 18 moost sithen 
of the blood therof is not borun yn with 
ynne hooli thingis, and ye ouyten ete it 
in the seyntuarie, as it is comaundid to 
me? 19 And Aaron answeride, Sacrifice for 
synne, and brent sacrifice is offrid to dai 
bifor the Lord; sotheli this that thou seest, 
bifelde to me; how myyte Y ete it, ether 
plese God in cerymonyes with soreuful 
soule? 2° And whanne Moises hadde herd 
this, he resseyuede satisfaccioun. 





11:5 A cirogrille, that is, a beeste ful of thornes, and more than an irchoun. In Ebru it is a cony. 


that is, a kynde of egle. 


watir foule, that with his bille puttynge water into his ers, purgith himsilf. 


bifor that it hath wyngis. 


95 


Leviticus 11:22 


11 


1 Andthe Lord spak to Moises and Aaron, 
and seide, 2 Seie ye to the sones of Israel, 
Kepe ye alle thingis whiche Y wroot to 
you, that Y be youre God. These ben 
the beestis, whiche ye schulen ete, of alle 
lyuynge beestis of erthe; 3 ye schulen ete 
‘al thing among beestis that hath a clee 
departid, and chewith code; 4 sotheli what 
euer thing chewith code, and hath a clee, 
but departith not it, as a camel and othere 
beestis doon, ye schulen not ete it, and 
ye schulen arette among vnclene thingis. 
5 A cirogrille,* which chewith code, and 
departith not the clee, is vnclene; and 


an hare, © for also he chewith code, but 
departith not the clee; 7 and a swiyn, that 


chewith not code, thouy he departith the 


clee. 8 Ye schulen not ete the fleischis 
of these, nether ye schulen touche the 


deed bodies, for tho ben vnclene to you. 
9 Also these thingis ben that ben gendrid 
in watris, and is leueful to ete; 1° ye schulen 
ete al thing that hath fynnes and scalis, as 
wel in the see, as in floodis and stondynge 
watris; sotheli what euer thing of tho that 
ben moued and lyuen in watris, hath not 
fynnes and scalis, schal be abhominable, 
and wlatsum to you; 11 ye schulen not ete 
the fleischis of tho, and ye schulen eschewe 
the bodies deed bi hem silf. 12 Alle thingis 
in watris that han not fynnes and scalis, 
schulen be pollutid, 13 These thingis ben 
of foulis whiche ye schulen not ete, and 
schulen be eschewid of you; an egle, and a 
grippe, aliete,t and a kyte, and a vultur by 
his kynde; 14 and al of ‘rauyns kynde bi his 
licnesse; 45 a strucioun, 1¢ and nyyt crowe, 
a lare, and an hauke bi his kinde; 17 an 
owle, and dippere, and ibis # ; 18a swan and 
cormoraunt, and a pellican; 19 a fawcun, 
a iay bi his kynde; a leepwynke, and a 
reremows. 2° Al thing of foulis that goith 
on foure feet, schal be abhomynable to you; 
21 sotheli what euer thing goith on foure 
feet, but hath lengere hipis bihynde, bi 
whiche it skippith on the erthe, ye schulen 
ete; 22 as is a bruke § in his kynde, and 


tT 11:13 aliete, 


£ aia ibis, that is, a ciconye, that etith paddokis and serpentis. ibis, that is, an vnclene 


8 11:22 abruke isthe fruyt of locuste, 
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acatus,* and opymacus,t anda locuste, alle 
bi her kynde. 23 Forsothe what euer thing 


of briddis hath foure feet oneli, it schal 
be abhomynable to you; 24 and who euer 


touchith her bodies deed bi hem silf, schal 
be defoulid, and ‘schal be vnclene ‘til to 
euentid; 25 and if it is nede, that he bere 
ony deed thing of these, he schal waische 


his clothis, and he schal be vnclene til to 
the goyng doun of the sunne. 2° Sotheli ech 


beeste that hath a clee, but departith not 


it, nether chewith code, schal be vnclene; 
and what euer thing touchith it, schal be 


defoulid. 2” That that goith on hondis, of 
alle beestis that gon on foure feet, schal be 


vnclene; he, that touchith her bodies deed 
bi hem silf, schal be defoulid ‘til to euentid; 
28 and he, that berith siche deed bodies, 
schal waische hise clothis, and he schal 
be vnclene ‘til to euentid; for alle these 
thingis ben vnclene to you. 29 Also these 


thingis schulen be arettid among defoulid 
thingis, of these that ben moued on erthe; 
a wesele, and mows, anda cocodrille,t ‘alle 
bi her kynde; 3° mygal,§ camelion,* and 
stellio,t and lacerta, and a maldewerp. 
31 Alle these ben vnclene; he that touch- 


ith her bodies deed bi hem silf, schal be 


vnclene ‘til to euentid; 32 and that thing 
schal be defoulid, on which ony thing of 


her bodies deed bi hem silf fallith, as wel 
a vessel of tree, and a cloth, as skynnes 


‘and heiris; and in what euer thing werk is 
maad, it schal be dippid in watir, and tho 
thingis schulen be defoulid ‘til to euentid, 


and so aftirward tho schulen be clensid. 
33 Sotheli a vessel of erthe, in which ony 
thing of these fallith with ynne, schal be 
defoulid, and therfor it schal be brokun. 
34 Ech mete, which ye schulen ete, schal 
be vnclene, if water § is sched thereon; 
and ech fletynge thing, which is drunkun 
of ech vessel, ‘where ynne vnclene thingis 


bifelden, schal be vnclene; 35 and what 
euer thing of siche deed bodies bi hem 


silf felde theronne, it schal be vnclene, 





* 
11:22 acatus, that is, fruyt of locust, whanne it bigynneth to haue wyngis. 
that fiytith with serpentis. opymacus, that is, a foule that is enemye to serpentis. 
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whether furneisis, ethir vessels of thre 
feet, tho schulen be destried, and schulen 
be vnclene. 3° Sotheli wellis and cisternes, 
and al the congregacioun of watris, schal 


be clene. He that touchith her bodi deed 
bi it silf, schal be defoulid. 37 If it fallith 
on seed, it schal not defoule the seed; 
38 sotheli if ony man schedith seed with 


watir, and aftirward the watir is touchid 
with deed bodies bi hem silf, it schal be 
defoulid anoon. 29 Ifa beeste is deed, which 
it is leueful to you to ete, he that touchith 


the deed bodi therof schal be vnclene ‘til 
to euentid; and he that etith therof ony 


thing, 4° ethir berith, schal waische his 


clothis, and schal be vnclene ‘til to euentid. 
41 Al thing that crepith on erthe, schal be 


abhomynable, nether schal be takun in to 
mete. 42 ‘What euer thing goith on the 
brest and foure feet, and hath many feet, 
ethir drawun bi the erthe, ye schulen not 
ete, for it is abhomynable. 43 Nyle ye 
defoule youre soulis, nether touche ye ony 
thing of tho, lest ye ben vnclene; 44 for Y 
am youre Lord God; be ye hooli, for Y am 
hooli. Defoule ye not youre soulis in ech 
crepynge ‘beeste which is moued on erthe; 
for Y am the Lord, 4 that ladde you out 
of the lond of Egipt, that Y schulde be to 
you in to God; ye schulen be hooli, for Y 
am hooli. 4° This is the lawe of lyuynge 
beestes, and of foulis, and of ech lyuynge 
soule which is moued in watir, and crepith 
in erthe; 47 that ye knowe differences of 
clene thing and vnclene, and that ye wite 
what ye schulen ete, and what ye owen 
forsake. 


12 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, ‘and 
seide, Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 


2 and thou schalt seie to hem, Ifa womman, 
whanne sche hath resseyued seed, childith 


a knaue child, sche schal be vnclene bi 
seuene daies bi the daies of departyng of 


corrupt blood, that renneth bi monethis; 


T 11:22 opymacus, that is, a beeste 
11:29 a cocodrille, that is, 


a beeste of iiij. feet, that hath nailes and teeth, and [hauynge the nether cheke vnmouable, and he s.] restith on the 


lond bi day, and in water bi nyyt. In Ebru it is an urchun. 


is, atrecherous born beest, and a gileful and most gloterouse mous. 
dyuerse colours. a camelion, that is, a beest diuersid in to dyuerse colours after dyuerse lokyngis. 
that is, a worm that hath many briyt iemmes in the bak. stellio, that is, a worme peyntid as with sterris. 
lacerta, that is, a serpent that hath many schuldris as hondis. 


11:30 mygal, ether a glotenouse mows. an amygal, that 

11:30 camelion, that is, a beeste dyuersid in 
T 1130 stellio, 
11:30 


§ 11:34 watir, that is, vnclene watir. watir, that is, 


conteyned in a vessel, wherynne vnclene thing biforseid felde. 
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3 and the yong child schal be circumsidid 
in the eiytithe dai. 4 Sotheli sche schal 


dwelle thre and thretti daies in the blood 
of hir purifiyng; sche schal not touche ony 
hooli thing, nethir sche schal entre in to 
the seyntuarie, til the daies of her clensing 
be fillid. 5 Sotheli if sche childith a female, 
sche schal be vnclene twei woukis, bi the 
custom of flowyng of vnclene blood, and 


‘thre scoor and sixe daies sche schal dwelle 
in the blood of her clensyng. And whanne 


the daies of hir clensyng, for a sone, ether 
for a douytir, ben fillid, sche schal brynge 
a lomb of 0 yeer in to brent sacrifice, and a 
‘bryd of a culuer, ethir a turtle, for synne, 
to the dore of the tabernacle of witnessyng; 
7 and sche schal yyue to the preest, which 


schal offre tho bifor the Lord, and schal 
preye for hir, and so sche schal be clensid 


fro the fowyng of hir blood. This is the 
lawe of a womman childynge a male, ethir 
a female. 8 That if hir hond fyndith not, 
nethir may offre a lomb, sche schal take 


twei turtlis, ethir twei ‘briddis of culueres, 
oon in to brent sacrifice, and the tother for 
synne; and the preest schal preye for hir, 


and so sche schal be clensid. 


13 
1 The Lord spak to Moyses and Aaron, 


and seide, 2A man in whos skyn and fleisch 
rysith dyuerse colour, ether whelke, ethir 
as ‘sum schynynge thing, that is, a wounde 
of lepre, he schal be brouyt to Aaron preest, 


ether to oon ‘who euer of hise sones; 3 and 
whanne he seeth lepre in the skyn, and the 


heeris chaungide in to whijte colour, and 
that spice of lepre lowere than the tother 
skyn and fleisch, it is a wounde of lepre, 
and he schal be departid at the ‘doom of 
the preest. 4 Sotheli if schynyng whijtnesse 
is in the skyn, nethir is lower than the 


tother fleisch, and the heeris ben of the 
formere colour, the preest schal close hym 


seuene daies; > and schal biholde hym in 
the seuenthe dai, and sotheli if the lepre 
wexith not ferther, nethir passith the for- 
mere termes in the fleisch, eft the preest 
schal close hym ayen seuene other daies; 
6 and schal biholde in the seuenthe day, if 
the lepre is derkere, and wexith not in the 





. 13:6 the prest schal clense him, that is, schal deme him [to be] cleene. 
t 13:10 defoule him, that is, deme him [to be] foul. 


is, the formere kyndly colour. 
foul. 
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fleisch, the preest schal clense hym,* for it 
is a scabbe; and the man schal waische hise 
clothis, and he schal be clene. 7 That if the 
lepre wexith eft, aftir that he is seyn of the 
preest, and is yoldun to clennesse, he schal 
be brouyt to the preest, and schal be demed 
of vnclennesse. 8 If the wounde of lepre is 
in man, he schal be brouyt to the preest, 
and he schal se the man; 9 and whanne 
whijt colour is in the fleisch, and chaun- 
gith the siyt of heeris,t and thilke fleisch 
apperith quyk, 1° it schal be demid eldest 
lepre, and growun to the skyn; therfor the 
preest schal defoule hym,* 1! and he schal 
not close eft, for it is of opyn vnclennesse. 
12 But if lepre rennynge about in the skyn 


‘flourith out, and hilith al the fleisch, fro 
the heed til to the feet, what euer thing fal- 


lith vndur the siyt of iyen; the preest schal 
biholde hym, ! and schal deme ‘that he 
is holdun with clenneste lepre, for all the 
skyn is turned in to whijtnesse, and therfor 


the man schal be cleene. 14Sotheli whanne 
quyk fleisch apperith in hym, 15 thanne he 


schal be defoulid bi the doom of the preest, 
and he schal be arettid among vncleene 
men; for quyk fleisch is vnclene, if it is 
spreynt with lepre. 1¢ That if the fleisch 
is turned eft in to whijtnesse, and hilith al 
the man, 1” the preest schal biholde hym, 


and schal deme, that he is cleene. 18 Fleisch 
and skyn, in which a botche is bred, 19 and 


is heelid, and ‘a step of wounde apperith 
whijt, ethir ‘sum deel reed, ‘in the place 
of the botche, the man schal be brouyt to 
the preest; 2° and whanne the preest seeth 
the place of lepre lowere than the tother 
fleisch, and the heeris turned in to whijt- 
nesse, the preest schal defoule hym § ; for 
the wounde of lepre is bred in the botche. 


21 That if the heer is of the former colour, 
and the signe of wounde is sumdeel derk, 


and is not lowere than the ‘nyy fleisch, the 
preest schal close the man seuene daies; 
22 and sotheli, if it wexith, the preest schal 
deme the man of lepre; 23 forsothe if it 
stondith in his place, it is a signe of botche, 


and the man schal be cleene. 24 Fleisch 
and skyn, which the fier hath brent, and is 


heelid, and hath a whijt ethir reed ‘signe 


T 13:9 chaungith the siyt of heeris, that 
8 13:20 that is, aeme him 
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of wounde, 25 the preest schal biholde it, 
and lo! if it is turned in to whijtnesse, and 
the place therof is lowere than the tothir 
skyn, the preest schal defoule the man, for 
a wounde of lepre is bred in the ‘signe of 


wounde. 2¢ That if the colour of heeris is 
not chaungid, nether the wounde is lowere 


than the tother fleisch, and thilke spice 
of lepre is sumdeel derk, the preest schal 
close the man bi seuene daies; 2” and in 
the seuenthe dai he schal biholde; if the 
lepre wexith in the fleisch, the preest schal 
defoule the man; ”° ellis if the whijtnesse 
stondith in his place, and is not cleer ynow, 
it is a wounde of brennyng, and therfor 
the man schal be clensid, for it is a signe 
of brennyng. 29 A man ethir womman, in 
whos heed ether beerd lepre buriounneth, 
the preest schal se hem; °° and if the 
place is lowere than the tothir fleisch, and 
the heer is whijt, ‘and is sotilere, ‘ether 
smallere, than it is wont, the preest schal 
defoule hem, for it is lepre of the heed, 
and of the beerd. 31 Ellis if he seeth the 
place of wem euene with the nyy fleisch, 


and seeth the here blak, the preest schal 


close hem bi seuene daies, and schal se in 
the seuenthe dai; 32 if the wem waxith not, 
and the heer is of his colour, and the place 


of wounde is euene with the tother fleisch, 
33 the man schal be schauun, without the 
place of wem, and he schal be closid eft bi 


seuene othere daies. 34 If in the seuenthe 
day the wounde is seyn to haue stonde in 


his place, nether is lowere than the tother 
fleisch, the preest schal clense the man; 


and whanne his clothis ben waischun, he 
schal be cleene. 35 Ellis if aftir the clensyng 
a spotte wexith eft in the skyn, °° the 
preest schal no more enquere, whether 
the heer is chaungid in to whijt colour, 
for apeertli he is vncleene. 37 Sotheli if 
the spotte stondith, and the heeris ben 
blake, knowe the preest that the man is 
heelid, and tristili ‘pronounce he the man 
cleene. 38 A man ethir a womman, in 
whos skyn whijtnesse apperith, the preest 
schal biholde hem; °? if he perseyueth, that 
whijtnesse ‘sum deel derk schyneth in the 
skyn, wite he, that it is no lepre, but a 
spotte of whijt colour, and that the man 


is cleene. 4° A man of whos heed heeris 
fleten awei, is calu, and clene; 4! and if 


heeris fallen fro the forheed, he is ballid, 
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42 and is cleene; ellis if in the ballidnesse 
bifore, ether in the ballidnesse bihynde, 
whijt ether reed colour is bred, and the 
preest seeth this, 43 he schal condempne 
the man without doute of lepre, which is 
bred in the ballidnesse. 44Therfor whoeuer 
is defoulid with lepre, and is departid at 
the doom of the preest, 45 he schal haue 


hise clothis vnsewid, bareheed, the mouth 
hilid with a cloth, he schal crye hym silf 


defoulid, and viyl; 4° in al tyme in which he 
is lepre and vnclene, he schal dwelle aloone 


without the castels. 47 A wollun cloth, ethir 
lynnun, that hath lepre in the warp, 4 ethir 


oof, ethir certis a skyn, ether what euer 
thing is maad of skiyn, 49 if it is corrupt 
with a whijt spotte, ethir reed, it schal be 
arettid lepre, and it schal be schewid to the 
preest; 5° which schal close it biholden bi 


seuene daies. >! And eft he schal biholde 
in the seuenthe dai, and if he perseyueth, 


that it wexide, it schal be contynuel lepre; 


he schal deme the cloth defoulid, and al 
thing in which it is foundun; °2 and therfor 


the cloth schal be brent in flawmes. 53 That 
if he seeth that the spotte wexide not, 


he schal comaunde, °4 and thei schulen 
waische that thing wherynne the lepre is, 


and he schal close it ayen bi seuene othere 


daies; 55 and whanne he seeth the formere 
face not turned ayen, netheles that nether 


the lepre wexede, he schal deme that thing 


vnclene, and he schal brenne it in fier, 
for lepre is sched in the ouer part of the 
cloth, ether thorouy al. °° Ellis if the ‘place 
of lepre is derkere, aftir that the cloth is 
waischun, he schal breke awey that place, 
and schal departe fro the hool. 57 That 
if fleynge lepre and vnstidefast apperith 
ferthermore in these places, that weren 
vnwemmed bifore, it owith be brent in 
fier; if it ceessith, 58 he schal waische the 
secounde tyme tho thingis that ben cleene, 
and tho schulen be cleene. 59 This is the 
lawe of lepre of cloth, wollun and lynnun, 
of warp and of oof, and of al purtenaunce 
of skiyn, hou it owith to be clensyd, ethir 
‘to be defoulid. 


14 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and 
seide, This is the custom of a leprouse man, 


2 whanne he schal be clensid. He schal be 
brouyt to the preest, 3 which preest schal 


go out of the castels, and whanne he schal 
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fynde that the lepre is clensid, 4 he schal 


comaunde to the man which is clensid, that 
he offre for hym silf twei quyke sparewis, 


whiche it is leueful to ete, and a ‘tree of 
cedre, and vermylyoun,” and isope. 5 And 
the preest schal comaunde that oon of the 
sparewes be offrid in ‘a vessel of erthe, on 
quyke watris; sotheli he schal dippe the 
tother sparewe quyk with the ‘tre of cedre, 
and with a reed threed and ysope, in the 
blood of the sparewe offrid, 7 with which he 
schal sprenge seuensithis hym that schal 
be clensid, that he be purgid riytfuli; and 
he schal delyuere the quyk sparewe, that it 


fle in to the feeld. 8 And whanne the man 
hath waische hise clothis, he schal schaue 
alle the heeris of the bodi, and he schal be 
waischun in watir, and he schal be clensid, 
and he schal entre in to the castels; so oneli 
that he dwelle without his tabernacle bi 
seuene daies; 9? and that in the seuenthe 
dai he schaue the heeris of the heed, and 
the beerd, and brewis, and the heeris of al 
the bodi. And whanne the clothis and bodi 
ben waischun, 1° eft in the eiyetithe dai 


he schal take twei lambren without wem, 
and a scheep of o yeer without wem, and 


thre dymes of wheete flour, in to sacrifice, 
which be spreynte with oile, and bi it silf a 
sextarie of oyle. 1! And whanne the preest, 
that purgith the man, hath set hym and 
alle hise thingis bifor the Lord, in the dore 
of the tabernacle of witnessyng, he schal 
take alomb, !2and schal offre it for trespas, 
and schal offre the sextarie of oyle; and 
whanne alle thingis ben offrid bifor the 


Lord, 13 he schal offre the lomb, where the 
sacrifice for synne and the brent sacrifice 


is wont to be offrid, that is, in the hooli 
place; for as for synne so and for trespas 
the offryng perteyneth to the preest; it 
is hooli of the noumbre of hooli thingis. 
14 And the preest schal take of the blood 
of sacrifice which is offrid for trespas, and 
schal putte on the laste part of the riyt 
eere ‘of hym which is clensid, and on the 
thumbis of the riyt hond and foot. 15 And 
he schal putte of the sextarie of oyle in 
to his left hond, 1° and he schal dippe the 
riyt fyngur therynne, and schal sprynge 
seuensithis bifor the Lord. 17 Sotheli he 
schal schede that that is residue of the oile 
in the left hond, on the laste part of the 





* 
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riyt eere ‘of hym which is clensid, and on 
the thombis of the riyt hond and foot, and 
on the blood which is sched for trespas, 
18 and on the heed ‘of hym. 19 And the 
preest schal preye for hym bifor the Lord, 
and schal make sacrifice for synne; thanne 


he schal offre brent sacrifice, 2° and schal 
putte it in the auter with hise fletynge 


sacrifices, and the man schal be clensid 
riytfuli. 2! That if he is pore, and his hoond 


may not fynde tho thingis that ben seid, 
he schal take for trespas a lomb to offryng, 
that the preest preie for him, and the ten- 
the part of wheete flour spreynt togidire 


with oile in to sacrifice, and a sextarie of 
oile, 22 and twei turtlis, ethir twei ‘briddis 
of culueris, of whiche oon be for synne, 


and the tothir in to brent sacrifice; 23 and 
he schal offre tho in the eiytthe dai of 


his clensyng to the preest, at the dore of 
tabernacle of witnessyng bifor the Lord. 
24 And the preest schal take the lomb for 
trespas, and the sextarie of oile, and schal 
reise togidere; 25 and whanne the lomb is 
offrid, he schal putte of the blood therof on 
the laste part of the riyt eere ‘of hym that is 
clensid, and on the thumbis of his riyt hond 
and foot. 2° Sotheli the preest putte the 
part of oile in to his left hond, 27 in which he 
schal dippe the fyngur of the riyt hond, and 
schal sprynge seuensithes ayens the Lord; 
28 and the preest schal touche the laste part 
of the riyt eere ‘of hym that is clensid, 
and the thombe of the riyt hond and foot, 
in the place of blood which is sched out 
for trespas. 2° Sotheli he schal putte the 
tother part of oile, which is inthe left hond, 


on the ‘heed of the man clensid, that he 
plese the Lord for hym. 3° And he schal 


offre a turtle, ethir a culuer brid, 3! oon for 
trespas, and the tothir in to brent sacrifice, 


with her fletynge offryngis. 32 This is the 
sacrifice of a leprouse man, that may not 
haue alle thingis in to the clensyng of hym 
silf. 33 And the Lord spak to Moises and 
Aaron, and seide, 34 Whanne ye han entrid 
in to the lond of Canaan, which lond Y 
schal yyue to you in to possessioun, if the 
wounde of lepre is in the housis, 35 he schal 
go, whos the hous is, ‘and schal telle to 
the preest, and schal seie, It semeth to me, 
that as a wound of lepre is in myn hous. 
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36 And the preest schal comaunde, ‘that 
thei bere out of the hous alle thingis bifore 


that he entre in to it, ‘and me se where 
it be lepre, lest alle thingis that ben in 


the hows, be maad vnclene; and the preest 
schal entre aftirward, that he se the lepre 


of the hows. 37 And whanne he seeth in 
the wallis therof as litle valeis ‘foule bi 
palenesse, ethir bi reednesse, and lowere 


than the tother hiyere part, 38 he schal go 


out at the dore of the hows, and anoon 
he schal close it bi seuene daies. 39 And 
he schal turne ayen in the seuenthe day, 


and schal se it; if he fyndith that the lepre 


encreesside, 4° he schal comaunde that the 
stoonys be cast out, in whyche the lepre 


is, and that tho stonys be cast out of the 
citee in an vncleene place. 4! Sotheli he 


schal comaunde that thilke hows be rasid 
with ynne bi cumpas, and that the dust of 


the rasyng be spreynt without the citee, 
in an vnclene place, 42 and that othere 
stoonys be put ayen for these, that ben 
takun awey, and that the hows be daubid 


with othir morter. 43 But if aftir that the 
stoonus ben takun awey, and the dust is 


borun out, 44 and othere erthe is daubid, 
the preest entrith, and seeth the lepre 
turned ayen, and the wallis spreynt with 
spottis, the lepre is stidfastly dwellynge, 
and the hows is vnclene; 45 which hows thei 
schulen destrye anoon, and thei schulen 
caste out of the citee, in an vnclene place, 
the stoonys therof, and the trees, and al 


the dust. 46 He that entrith in to the hous, 
whanne it is schit, schal be vnclene ‘til to 
euentid, 47 and he that slepith and etith 


ony thing therynne, schal waische hise 
clothis. 48 That if the preest entrith, and 
seeth that the lepre encreesside not in the 


hows, aftir that it was daubid the secounde 
tyme, he schal clense it; for heelthe is 


yoldun. 49 And in the clensyng therof he 
schal take twey sparewis, and ‘a tre of 
cedre, and ‘a reed threed, and isope. 5° And 
whanne o sparewe is offrid in a vessel of 
erthe, on quyk watris, >! he schal take the 
‘tre of cedre, and ysope, and reed threed, 
and the quyk sparewe, and he schal dippe 
alle thingis in the blood of the sparewe 
offrid, and in lyuynge watris; 52 and he 
schal sprynge the hows seuen sithis; and 


he schal clense it as wel in the blood of 
the sparewe as in lyuynge watris, and in 
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the quyk sparewe, and in the ‘tre of cedre, 
and in ysope, and ‘reed threed. °° And 
whanne he hath left the sparewe to fle 
in to the feeld frely, he schal preye for 
the hows, and it schal be clensid riytfuli. 
54 This is the lawe of al lepre, 5° and of 
smytyng, of lepre of clothis, and of housis, 
56 of syngne of wounde, and of litle whelkis 
brekynge out, of spotte schynynge, and 
in colours chaungid in to dyuerse spices, 
57 that it may be wist, what is cleene, ether 
uncleene. 


15 

1 Andthe Lord spak to Moises and Aaron, 
‘and seide, 2 Speke ye to the sones of Israel, 
and seie ye to hem, A man that suffrith 
the rennyng out of seed, schal be vncleene; 
3 and thanne he schal be demed to be 
suget to this vice, whanne bi alle momentis 
foul vmour ‘ethir moysture cleueth to his 
fleisch, and growith togidere. 4 Ech bed 
in which he slepith schal be vncleene, and 
where euer he sittith. 5 If ony man tou- 
chith his bed, he schal waische his clothis, 
and he schal be waischun in watir, and 
schal be vncleene ‘til to euentid. ° If a 
man sittith where he satt, also thilke man 
schal waische hise clothis, and he schal be 
waischun in watir, and schal be vnclene 
‘til to euentid. 7’ He that touchith hise 
fleischis, schal waische hise clothis, and 
he schal be waischun in watir, and schal 
be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 8 If sich a 
man castith out spetyng on hym that is 
cleene, he schal waische his clothis, and 
he schal be waischun in watir, and schal 
be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 9 The sadil on 
which he sittith, 1° schal be vncleene; and 
ech man that touchith what euer thing is 
vndur hym that suffrith the fletyng out 
of seed, schal be defoulid ‘til to euentid. 
He that berith ony of these thingis, schal 
waische hise clothis, and he schal be wais- 
chun in watir, and schal be vncleene ‘til 
to euentid. 11 Ech man, whom he that is 
such touchith with hondis not waischun 
bifore, schal waische hise clothis, and he 
schal be waischun in watir, and schal be 
vncleene ‘til to euentid. 12 ‘A vessel of 
erthe which he touchith, schal be brokun; 
but a ‘vessel of tre schal be waischun in 
watir. 13 If he that suffrith sich a passioun, 
is heelid, he schal noumbre seuene daies 
aftir his clensyng, and whanne the clothis 
and al ‘the bodi ben waischun in lyuynge 
watris, he schal be clene. 14 Forsothe in 
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the eiytthe dai he schal take twei turtlis, 
ethir twei ‘briddis of a culuer, and he schal 
come in the ‘siyt of the Lord at the dore of 
tabernacle of witnessyng, and schal yyue 
tho to the preest; 15 and the preest schal 
make oon for synne, and the tother in to 
brent sacrifice; and the preest schal preye 
for hym bifor the Lord, that he be clensid 
fro the fletyng out of his seed. 16 A man 
fro whom the seed of letcherie, ‘ethir of 
fleischli couplyng, goith out, schal waische 
in watir al his bodi, and he schal be vn- 
cleene ‘til to euentid. 17 He schal waische 
in watir the cloth ‘and skyn which he hath, 
and it schal be unclene ‘til to euentid. 
18 The womman with which he ‘is couplid 
fleischli, schal be waischun in watir, and 
schal be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 19 A wom- 
man that suffrith the fletyng out of blood, 
whanne the moneth cometh ayen, schal 
be departid bi seuene daies; ech man that 
touchith hir schal be vncleene ‘til to euen- 
tid, 2° and the place in which sche slepith 
ether sittith in the daies of hir departyng, 
schal be defoulid. 21 He that touchith her 
bed, schal waische hise clothis, and he 
schal be waischun in watir, and schal be 
vncleene ‘til to euentid. 22-23 Who euer 
touchith ony vessel on which sche sittith, 
he schal waische hise clothis, and he schal 
be waischun in watir, and schal be defoulid 
‘til to euentid. 24 If a man is couplid 
fleischli with hir in the tyme of blood that 
renneth bi monethis, he schal be vncleene 
bi seuene daies, and ech bed in which he 
slepith schal be defoulid. 25 A womman 
that suffrith in many daies the ‘fletyng out 
of blood, not in the tyme of monethis, ethir 
which womman ceessith not to flete out 
blood aftir the blood of monethis, schal be 
vncleene as longe as sche ‘schal be suget 
to this passioun, as if sche is in the tyme 
of monethis. 2° Ech bed in which sche 
slepith, and ‘vessel in which sche sittith, 
schal be defoulid. 2”? Who euer touchith hir 
schal waische his clothis, and he schal be 
waischun in watir, and schal be vncleene 
‘til to euentid. 28 If the blood stondith, and 
ceessith to flete out, sche schal noumbre 
seuene daies of hir clensyng, 2 and in the 
eiytthe dai sche schal offre for hir silf to 
the preest twei turtlis, ethir twei ‘briddis 
of culueris, at the dore of the tabernacle of 
witnessyng; 3° and the preest schal make 
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oon for synne, and the tothir in to brent 
sacrifice; and the preest schal preye for 
hir bifor the Lord, and for the fletyng out 
of hir vnclennesse. 3! Therfor ye schulen 
teche the sones of Israel, that thei eschewe 
vnclennessis, and that thei die not for her 
filthis, whanne thei defoulen my taberna- 
cle which is among hem. +»? This is the 
lawe of hym that suffrith fletyng out of 
seed, and which is defoulid with fleischly 
couplyng, 33 and of a womman which is 
departid in the tymes of monethis, ethir 
which flowith out in contynuel blood, and 
of the man that slepith with hir. 


16 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, aftir the 


deeth of the twei sones of Aaron, whanne 
thei offriden alien fier, and weren slayn, 


and comaundide to hym, 2 and seide, Speke 


thou to Aaron, thi brother, that he entre 
not in al tyme in to the seyntuarie, which is 
with ynne the veil bifor the propiciatorie, 
bi which the arke is hilid, that he die not; 
for Y schal appere in a cloude on Goddis 
answeryng place; > ‘no but he do these 
thingis bifore. He schal offer a calf for 
synne, and a ram in to brent sacrifice; 4 he 
schal be clothid with a lynnun coote, he 


schal hide the schamefast membris with 
pryuy lynnun clothis; he schal be gird with 


a lynnun girdil, he schal putte a lynnun 
mytre on his heed; for these clothis ben 


hooli, with whiche alle he schal be clothid, 
whanne he is waischun. 5 And he schal 
take of al the multitude of the sones of 
Israel twei kidis for synne, and o ram in to 


brent sacrifice; © and whanne he offrith a 
calf, and preieth * for hym, ’ and for his 
hows, he schal make twei ‘buckis of geet 


to stonde bifor the Lord, in the dore of the 
tabernacle of witnessyng; ® and he schal 


sende ‘on euer eithir, o lot to the Lord, 
and another lot to the goot that schal be 


sent out. 9 Whos lot goith out to the Lord, 
he schal offre it for synne; 1° sotheli whos 
lot goith out in to goot that schal be sent 
out, he schal sette hym quyk bifor the Lord, 
that he sende preyers ‘on hym, and sende 
hym out in to wildirnesse. 11 Whanne these 
thingis ben doon riytfuli, he schal offre the 
calf, and ‘he schal preye for hym silf, and 


* : 
16:6 and preieth, in Ebreu it is, and clensith, that is, ordeyneth to clense. 
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for his hows, and schal offre the calf. 12 And 
whanne he hath take the censeer, which 
he hath fillid of the coolis of the auter, and 
‘he hath take in hond the ‘swete smellynge 
spicery maad into encense, he schal entre 
ouer the veil in to the hooli thingis; 13 that 
whanne swete smellynge spiceries ben put 
on the fier, the cloude and ‘vapour of tho 
hile Goddis answeryng place, which is on 
the witnessyng,t and he die not. 14 Also 
he schal take of the ‘blood of the calf, 


and he schal sprenge seuensithis with the 
fyngur ayens ‘the propiciatorie, ‘to the 
eest. 15 And whanne he hath slayn the ‘buk 
of geet, for synne of the puple, he schal 
brynge in the blood therof with ynne the 


veil, as it is comaundid of the ‘blood of the 
calf, that he sprynge euene ayens Goddis 


answeryng place, 1¢ and he schal clense the 
seyntuarie fro vnclennessis of the sones 
of Israel, and fro her trespassyngis, and 
alle synnes. Bi this custom he schal do in 
the tabernacle of witnessyng, which is set 
among hem, in the myddis of partis * of 


the abitacioun ‘of hem. 17 No man be in 
the tabernacle, whanne the bischop schal 


entre in to the seyntuarie, that he preye 
for hym silf, and for his hows, and for al 
the cumpeny of Israel, til he go out of the 
tabernacle. !8 Sotheli whanne he hath go 


out to the auter which is bifor the Lord, 
preye he for hym silf, and schede he on 


the hornes therof, bi cumpas, the blood 


‘that is takun of the calf, and of the ‘buk 
of geet; 19 and sprynge he seuensithis with 
the fyngur, and clense he, and halewe the 
autir fro vnclennessis of the sones of Israel. 
20 Aftir that he hath clensid the seyntuarie, 


and tabernacle, and auter, thanne offre he 
the lyuynge ‘buc of geet; 2! and whanne 


euer eithir hond is set on the heed therof, 
knowleche the preest alle the wickidnessis 


of the sones of Israel, and alle the trespassis 
and synnes ‘of hem, whiche the preest 


schal wische to the heed therof, and schal 
sende hym out in to deseert bia man maad 


redi. 22 And whanne the ‘buc of geet hath 


bore alle the wickidnessis ‘of hem in to 
a deseert lond, 23 and is left ‘in deseert, 
Aaron schal turn ayen in to the tabernacle 


of witnessyng; and whanne the clothis ben 
put of, in whiche he was clothid bifore, 





T 16:13 whichis on the witnessing, that is, on the ark with the tablis of lawe. 
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whanne he entrid in to the seyntuarie of 


God, and ben left there, 24 he schal waische 
his fleisch in the hooli place, and he schal 


be clothid in his owen clothis, and aftir 
that he hath go out, and hath offrid the 


brent sacrifice of hym silf, and of the puple, 
he schal preye as wel for hym silf, as for 
the puple; 25 and he schal brenne on the 


auter the innere fatnesse which is offrid for 
synne. 2° Sotheli he that leet go the ‘buk 


of geet able to be sent out, schal waische 


hise clothis and bodi with water, and so he 
schal entre in to the castels. 27 Forsothe 
thei schulen bere out of the castels the 
calf and ‘buk of geet, that weren offrid 


for synne, and whos blood was brouyt in 
to the seyntuarie, that the clensyng were 


fillid; and thei schulen brenne bi fier as 
well the skynnys, as the fleischis and dung 
of tho. 28 And who euer brenneth tho, schal 
waische hise clothis and fleisch in watir, 
and so he schal entre in to the castels. 
29 And this schal be to you a lawful thing 


euerlastynge; in the seuenthe monethe, in 
the tenthe dai of the monethe, ye schulen 
turment youre soulis, and ye schulen not 
do ony werk, nethir a man borun in the 
lond, nether a comelyng which is a pilgrym 
among you. °° The delyueryng fro synne, 
and the clensyng of you schal be in this 
dai, ye schulen be clensid bifore the Lord 
fro alle youre synnes; 3! for it is sabat 
of restyng, and ye schulen turment youre 
soulis bi euerlastynge religioun. 32 Sotheli 
the preest schal clense, which is anoyntid, 


and whos hondis ben halewid, that he be 
set in preesthod for his fadir; and he schal 


be clothid in a lynnun stoole, and in hooli 
clothis, 33 and he schal clense the seyn- 
tuarie, and the tabernacle of witnessyng, 
and the auter, and the preestis, and al the 
puple. 34 And this schal be to you a lawful 
thing euerlastynge, that ye preye for the 
sones of Israel, and for alle the synnes ‘of 
hem, onys in the yeer. Therfor he dide, as 
the Lord comaundide to Moises. 


17 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to Aaron, 2 and to hise sones, 


and to alle the sones of Israel, and seie 
thou to hem, This is the word which the 
Lord comaundide, 3 and seide, Ech man of 


F 16:16 of partis, in Ebreu it is, of 
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the hows of Israel schal be gilti of blood, if 
he sleeth an oxe,” ether a scheep, ethir a 
geet in the castels, ethir out of the castels, 
4 and offrith not an offryng to the Lord at 


the dore of the tabernacle; as he schedde 
mannus blood, so he schal perische fro the 


myddis of his puple. 5 Therfor the sones 


of Israel owen to offre her sacrifices to the 
preest, whiche thei sleen in the feeld, that 


tho be halewid to the Lord, bifor the dore 
of the tabernacle of witnessyng, and that 


thei offre tho pesible sacrifices to the Lord. 
6 And the preest schal schede the blood 


on the auter of the Lord, at the dore of 
the tabernacle of witnessyng; and he schal 


brenne the ynnere fatnesse in to odour of 


swetnesse to the Lord. 7 And thei schulen 
no more offre her sacrifices to fendis, with 
whiche thei diden fornycacioun; it schal be 


a lawful thing euerlastynge to hem, and to 


the aftircomeris ‘of hem. 8 And thou schalt 
seie to hem, A man of the hows of Israel, 
and of the comelyngis that ben pilgryms 


among you, that offrith a brent sacrifice, 
ethir a slayn sacrifice, ° and bryngith it not 
to the dore of the tabernacle of witnessyng, 
that it be offrid to the Lord, schal perische 
fro his puple. 1° If ony man of the sones of 
Israel, and of comelyngis that ben pilgryms 
among you, etith blood,t Y schal sette faste 
my face ayens ‘the soule of hym, and Y 
schal leese hym fro his puple; 1! for the 
lijf of fleisch is in blood, and Y yaf that 
blood to you, that ye clense on myn auter 
‘for youre soulis, and that the blood be 
for the synne of soule. 12 Therfor Y seide 
to the sones of Israel, Ech lyuynge man 
of you schal not ete blood, nethir of the 
comelyngis that ben pilgryms among you. 


13 What euer man of the sones of Israel, 
and of the comelyngis that ben pilgryms 


anentis you, takith a wielde beeste, ethir a 


brid, whiche it is leueful to ete, whether bi 
huntyng, whether bi haukyng, schede the 


blood therof, and hile it with erthe; 14 for 
the lijf of ech fleisch is in blood. Wherfor 


Y seide to the sones of Israel, Ye schulen 
not ete the blood of ony fleisch, for the 


lijf of fleisch is in blood, and who euer 
etith blood, schal perische. 15 A man that 





* 
17:3 if he sleeth, etc. bi the maner of sacrifice. 
vndirstondun of beestis grauntid to mete. 


forbedun in mariage. 
that is, the douytir of thi douytir. 
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etith a thing deed ¥ bi it silf, ethir takun 


of a beeste, as wel of men borun in the 
lond, as of comelyngis, he schal waische 
hise clothis and hym silf in watir, and he 
schal be ‘defoulid til to euentid; and by this 
ordre he schal be maad cleene; that if he 
waischith not his clothis, 16 ether his bodi, 
he schal bere his wickidnesse. 


18 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2and thou 
schalt seie to hem, Y am youre Lord God; 
3 ye schulen not do by the custom of the 
lond of Egipt, in which ye dwelliden; ye 
schulen not do bi the custom of the cuntrei 
of Canaan, ‘to which Y schal brynge you yn, 
nethir ye schulen go in the lawful thingis 
of hem. 4 Ye schulen do my domes, and ye 
schulen kepe myn heestis, and ye schulen 
go in tho; Y am youre Lord God. ° Kepe ye 
my lawis and domes, whiche a man ‘schal 
do, and schal lyue in tho; Y am youre Lord 
God. Ech man schal not neiy to the nyy * 
womman of his blood, that he schewe ‘the 
filthe of hir; Y am the Lord. 7 Thou schalt 
not diskyuere the filthe of thi fadir and the 
filthe of thi modir; sche is thi modir, thou 
schalt not schewe hir filthe. ® Thou schalt 
not vnhile the filthe of the wijf of thi fadir, 
for it is the filthe of thi fadir. 9 Thou schalt 
not schewe the filthe of thi sistir, of fadir 
‘ether of modir, which sister is gendrid 
at hoome ether without forth.t 1° Thou 
schalt not schewe the filthe of the douyter 
of thi sone, ether of neece ¥ of thi douyter, 
for itis thi filthe. 11 Thou schalt not schewe 
the filthe of the douyter of the wijf of thi 
fadir, which sche childide to thi fadir, and 
is thi sistir. 12 Thou schalt not opene the 
filthe of the ‘sister of thi fadir, for sche 
is the fleisch of thi fadir. 13 Thou schalt 
not schewe the filthe of the sistir of thi 
modir, for sche is the fleisch of thi modir. 
14 Thou schalt not shewe the filthe of the 
brothir of thi fadir, nethir thou schalt neiye 
to his wijf, which is ioyned to thee bi 
affinyte. 15 Thou schalt not schewe the 
filthe of thi sones wijf, for sche is the wijf 
of thi sone, nether thou schalt diskiuere hir 
schenschip; and no man take his brotheris 


t 17:15 deed, this is 


* 
18:6 nyy, onely degrees of consanguinyte expressid in this co. ben 


t 18:10 neece, 
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wijf. !©Thou schalt not schewe the filthe of 
‘the wijf of thi brother, for it is the filthe 


of thi brothir. 17 Thou schalt not schewe 
the filthe of thi wijf,8 and of hir douyter; 


thou schalt not take the douytir of hir sone, 
and the douytir of hir douyter, that thou 
schewe hir schenschip; thei ben the fleisch 
of hir, and siche letcherie is incest. 18 Thou 
schalt not take ‘the sister of thi wijf, in to 
concubynage * of hir, nethir thou schalt 
schewe “the filthe of hir, while thi wijf 
lyueth yit. 19 Thou schalt not neiye to a 
womman that suffrith rennyng of blood 


of monethe, nethir thou schalt schewe hir 
filthe. 2° Thou schalt not do letcherie 
with ‘the wijf of thi neiybore, nether thou 


schalt be defoulid with medlyng of seed. 
21 Thou schalt not yyue of thi seed, that it 
be offrid to the idol Moloch, nether thou 
schalt defoule the name of thi God; Y am 
the Lord. 22 Thou schalt not be medlid 
with a man bi letcherie of womman, for 
it is abhomynacioun. 23 Thou schalt not 
do letcherie with ony beeste, nethir thou 
schalt be defoulid with it. Awomman schal 
not ligge vnder a beeste, nether schal be 
medlid therwith,t for it is greet synne. 
24 Be ye not defoulid in alle these thingis, 
in whiche alle ‘folkis, ether hethen men, 
ben defoulid, whiche folkis Y schal caste 
out bifor youre siyt, 25 of whiche the lond 


is defoulid, of which lond Y schal vysyte 
the grete synnes, that it spewe out hise 
dwellers. 2° Kepe ye my lawful thingis 
and domes, that ye do not of alle these 
abhomynaciouns, as wel a man borun in 
the lond as a comelyng which is a pilgrym 
at you. 27 For the dwellers of the lond, 
that weren bifor you, diden alle these ab- 
homynaciouns, and defouliden that lond. 
28 Therfor be ye war, lest it caste out viliche 
also you in lijk manere, whanne ye han do 
lijk synnes, as it castide out vileche the 
folk, that was bifor you. 29 Ech man that 
doith ony thing of these abhomynaciouns, 
schal perische fro the myddis of his puple. 
30 Kepe ye myn heestis; nyle ye do tho 
thingis, whiche thei that weren bifor you 
diden, and be ye not defoulid in tho; Y am 
youre Lord God. 





8 18:17 of thi wif, etc., in Ebrew it is, the filthe of a womman, and of hir douytir. 
T 18:23 nether schal be medlid therwith, that is, defoulid bi fleisly knowing therof. 
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19 


1 The Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
2 Speke thou to al the cumpenye of the 


sones of Israel, and thou schalt seie to 
hem, Be ye hooli, for Y am hooli, youre 


Lord God. 3 Ech man drede his fadir and 
his modir. Kepe ye my sabatis; Y am 


youre Lord God. 4Nyle ye be turned to 
ydols, nether ye schulen make to you yotun 
goddis; Y am youre Lord God. 5 If ye offren 
a sacrifice of pesible thingis to the Lord, 
that it be quemeful, © ye schulen ete it 
in that day, in which it is offrid, and in 
the tother dai; sotheli what euer thing is 
residue in to the thridde dai, ye schulen 
brenne in fier. 7 If ony man etith therof 


aftir twei daes, he schal be vnhooli, and 
gilti of vnfeithfulnes ‘ether wickidnesse; 


and he schal bere his wickidnesse, ® for 
he defoulide the hooli thing of the Lord, 


and his soule schal perische fro his puple. 
9 Whanne thou schalt repe the fruytis of 


thi lond, thou schalt not kitte ‘til to the 
ground the corn of the lond, nether thou 


schalt gadere the eeris of corn that ben left; 
10 nethir in thi vyner thou schalt gadere 
reysyns and greynes fallynge doun, but 
thou schalt leeue to be gaderid of pore 
men and pilgryms; Y am youre Lord God. 


11 Ye schulen not do thefte. Ye schulen 
not lye, and no man disseyue his neiybour. 


12 Thou schalt not forswere in my name, 
nethir thou schalt defoule the name of thi 
God; Y am the Lord. 1} Thou schalt not 
make fals chalenge to thi neiybore, nethir 
thou schalt oppresse hym bi violence. The 


werk of thin hirid man schal not dwelle at 
thee til the morewtid. 14 Thou schalt not 
curse a deef man, nether thou schalt sette 
an hurtyng bifor a blynd man; but thou 


schalt drede thi Lord God, for Y am the 
Lord. 15 Thou schalt not do that, that is 
wickid, nether thou schalt deme vniustli; 
biholde thou not the persoone of a pore 


man, nethir onoure thou the face of a 
myyti man; deme thou iustli to thi neiy- 


bore. 1¢ Thou schalt not be a sclaunderere, 
nether a priuey bacbitere in the puplis; 


thou schalt not stonde ayens the blood of 
thi neiybore * ; Y am the Lord. 17 Thou 
schalt not hate thi brothir in thin herte, 


18:18 In Ebru it is, to anguish 
* 
19:16 Thou 


schalt not stonde ayenus the blood of thi neiybore, ioynyng thee with hem that ymagynen the deth of the innocent. 
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but repreue hym opynly, lest thou haue 
synne on hym. 18 Thou schalt not seke 
veniaunce, nether thou schalt be myndeful 
of the wrong of thi cyteseyns; thou schalt 


loue thi freend as thi silf; Y am the Lord. 
19 Kepe ye my lawis. Thou schalt not make 
thi beestis to gendre with the lyuynge 
beestis of another kynde. Thou schalt not 
sowe the feeld with dyuerse sede. Thou 
schalt not be clothid in a cloth, which is 
wouun of twei thingis. 2° If a man slepith 
with a womman by fleischly knowyng of 


seed, which womman is an ‘hand maide, 
ye, a noble womman of kyn, and netheles 
is not ayenbouyt bi prijs, nethir rewardid 
with fredom, bothe Tt schulen be betun, 


and thei schulen not die, for sche was not 
fre. 2! Sotheli the man for his trespas 


schal offre a ram to the Lord, at the dore 
of the tabernacle of witnessyng; 22 and 


the preest schal preye for hym, and for 
his trespas, bifor the Lord; and the Lord 
schal be merciful to hym, and the synne 
schal be foryouun. 23 Whanne ye han 


entrid in to the lond of biheest, and han 
plauntid therynne appil trees, ye schulen 


do awei the firste flouris; the applis whiche 
tho trees bryngen forth, schulen be vn- 
cleene to you, nethir ye schulen ete of tho. 
24 Forsothe in the fourthe yeer al the fruyt 
of tho trees schal be ‘halewid preiseful + 
to the Lord; 2° forsothe in the fifthe yeer 
ye schulen ete fruytis, and schulen gadere 
applis, whiche tho trees bryngen forth; Y 
am youre Lord God. 2° Ye schulen not ete 


fleisch with blood. Ye schulen not make 
veyn diuynyng, nether ye schulen kepe 


dremes; 27 nether ye schulen clippe the 
heer in round, nether ye schulen schaue 
the beerd; 28 and on deed men ye schulen 
not kitte youre fleischis, nether ye schulen 
make to you ony fyguris, ether markis in 
youre fleisch; Y am the Lord. 29 Sette thou 
not thi douytir to do leccherie for hire, 


and the lond be defoulid, and be fillid with 


synne. 3° Kepe ye my sabatis, and drede 
ye my seyntuarie; Y ‘am the Lord. 3! Bowe 
ye not to astronomyers, nether axe ye ony 
thing of fals dyuynours, that ye be defoulid 
bi hem; Y am youre Lord God. 32 Rise 
thou bifor an hoor heed, and onoure thou 





t 19:20 bothe etc. in Ebrue it is, sche schal be betun. 
Lord. 
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the persoone of an eld man,$ and drede 


thou thi Lord God; Y am the Lord. 33 If 
a comelyng enhabitith in youre lond, and 


dwellith among you, dispise ye not hym, 
34 but be he among you as a man borun in 
the lond; and ye schulen loue hym as you 
silf, for also ye weren comelyngis in the 
lond of Egipt; Y am youre Lord God. 35 Nyle 
ye do ony wickid thing in doom, in reule, in 
weiyte, and in mesure; the balance be iust, 
36 and the weiytis be euene, the buschel be 
iust, and the sextarie be euene; Y am youre 
Lord God, that ladde you out of the lond of 
Egipt. 37 Kepe ye alle myn heestis, and alle 
domes, and do ye tho; Y am the Lord. 


20 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
2 Speke thou these thingis to the sones of 
Israel, If eny man of the sones of Israel, and 
of the comelyngis that dwellen in Israel, 
yyueth of his seed to the ydol Moloch, die 
he bi deeth; the puple of the lond schal 
stone him. 3 And Y schal sette faste my 
face ayens hym, and Y schal kitte awei 
him fro the myddis of my puple, for he 
yaf of his seed to Moloch, and defoulide 
my seyntuarie, and defoulide myn hooli 
name. ‘4 That if the puple of the lond 
is necgligent, and as litil chargynge myn 
heeste, and suffrith the man that yaf of 
his seed to Moloch, nether wole sle hym, 
Y schal sette my face on that man, > and 
his kynrede, and Y schal kitte doun hym, 


and alle that consentiden to him, that thei 
schulden do fornycacioun with Moloch, fro 


the myddis of her puple. © If a man bowith 
to astronomyers, and false dyuynours, and 
doith fornycacioun with hem, Y schal sette 
my face ayens hym, and Y schal sle hym fro 
the mydis of hys puple. 7 Be ye halewid, 
and be ye hooli, for Y am hooli, youre Lord 
God. 8 Kepe ye myn heestis, and do ye tho, 
for Y am the Lord that halewe you. ? He 


that cursith his fadir, ether modir, die bi 
deeth; if a man cursith fadir and modir, 
his blood be on hym. 1°If a man doith 


leccherie with ‘the wijf of another man, 
and doith auowtrie with ‘the wijf of his 
neiybore, bothe auowter and auowtresse 


F 10.24 preiseful, in Ebreu it is, to hem that preysen the 


§ 19:32 an eeld man vndurstonde of him that is eeld in vertues and wisdom. 
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die bi deeth. 11 If a man slepith with hys 
stepdamme, and schewith ‘the schenschip 


of his fadir, bothe die bi deeth; her blood 


be on hem. !2 If ony man slepith with ‘his 
sones wijf, euer either die, for thei han 
wrouyt greet synne; her blood be on hem. 
13 If a man slepith with a man, bi letcherie 
of a womman, euer either hath wrouyt vn- 
leueful thing, die thei bi deeth; her blood 
be on hem. !4He that weddith ouer his wijf 
hir moder, hath wrouyt greet synne; he 
schal be brent quyk with hem, and so greet 
vnleueful doynge schal not dwelle in the 
myddis of you. 5 He that doith letcherie 
witha greet beeste, ethir a litil beeste die bi 
deeth, also sle ye the beeste. 1° A womman 
that liggith vndur ony beeste, be slayn 
togidere with it; the blood ‘of hem be on 
hem. !’He that takith his sistir ‘the douytir 
of his fadir, ether the douyter of his modir, 


and seeth hir filthe, and sche seeth the 
schenschip of the brothir, thei han wrouyt 


an vnleueful thing, bothe schulen be slayn 
in the siyt of her puple; for thei schewiden 
togidere her filthe, and thei schulen bere 
her wickidnesse. 18 If a man doith fleischly 
knowyng with a womman * in the flux 
of monethe,t and schewith hir filthe, and 
sche openeth the welle of hir blood, bothe 
schulen be slayn fro the myddis of her 
puple. 1° Thou schalt not diskyuere the 


filthe of thi modris sistir, and of thi fadris 
sistir; he, that doith this, schal ‘make nakid 
the schenschip of his fleisch, and bothe 


schulen bere her wickidnesse. 2° He that 
doith fleischli knowyng with the wijf of ‘his 


fadris brother, ether of his modris brother, 
and schewith the filthe of his kyn, bothe 


schulen bere her synne, thei schulen die 
without fre children.+ 21 He that weddith 
‘the wijf of his brother, doith an vnleue- 
ful thing; he schewide ‘the filthe of his 


brother, he schal be without fre children. 
22 Kepe ye my lawis and my domes, and do 


ye tho, lest the lond, in to which ye schulen 
entre and dwelle, caste out viliche also you. 
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23 Nyle ye go in the lawful thingis § of 
naciouns, whiche Y schal caste out bifor 
you, for thei diden alle these thingis, and Y 
hadde abhomynacioun of hem. 24 Forsothe 
Y speke to you, Welde ye ‘the lond of hem, 
which Y schal yyue to you in to eritage, 
the lond flowynge with mylk and hony; Y 
am youre Lord God, that departide you fro 
othere puplis. 25 Therfor also ye departe 
a cleene beeste fro vnclene, and a cleene 
brid fro vncleene, lest ye defoule youre 


soulis in a beeste, and in briddis, and in 
alle thingis that ben moued in erthe, and 


whiche thingis Y schewide to you to be 


defoulid. 26 Ye schulen be hooli to me, for 
‘Y am the hooli Lord, and Y departide you 


fro othere puplis, that ye schulen be myne. 
27 A man ethir a womman, in which is an 
vncleene spirit spekynge in the ‘wombe, 
ethir ‘a spirit of fals dyuynyng,” die thei 
bi deeth; men schulen oppresse hem bi 
stoonus; her blood be on hem. 


21 

1 And the Lord seide to Moyses, Speke 
thou to preestis, the sones of Aaron, and 
thou schalt seie to hem, A preest be not 
defoulid in the deed men of hise citeseyns, 
2 no but oneli in kynesmen and niy of 
blood, that is, on fadir and modir, and 
sone and douyter, 3 and brother and sis- 
ter, virgyn, which is not weddid to man; 
4 but nether he schal be defoulid in the 
prince of his puple. > Preestis schulen not 
schaue the heed, nether beerd, nether thei 
schulen make keruyngis in her fleischis; 
thei schulen be hooli to her God, ® and 
thei schulen not defoule his name; for thei 
offren encense of the Lord, and the looues 
of her God, and therfore thei schulen be 
hooli. 7 A preest schal not wedde a wijf 
a corrupt womman, and a ‘foul hoore, 
nether he schal wedde ‘hir that is forsakun 
of the hosebonde, for he is halewid to his 
God, 8 and offrith the looues of settyng 
forth; therfor be he hooly, for *Y am the 
hooli Lord that halewith you. ° If the 
‘doutir of a preest is takun in defoulyng 


* 
20:18 If aman doith fleisli knowing with a womman, etc. that is vndurstonden of that man that witingly knowith 


sich a womman, and is conuyct therof in doom, ellis he schal be vnclene in vij. dayes, as in xv. co. bifore. 
that is, while the blood durith that renneth by monethes. 
borun of sich wedloc, thei schulen be vnlawful and schulen not be eiris. Austyn and 


thingis of naciouns, that is, in worschiping and in the maner of lyuyng of hem. 


T 20:18 
F 20:20 with out fre children, that is, if children be 
8 20:23 nyle ye go in the lawful 


* 
20:27 This is not vndurstondun 


of wode men in which the wickid spirit spekith with out her procuryng, but of hem that procuren that the deuel speke 


in hem. 
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of virgynite, and defoulith the name of hir 


fadir, sche schal be brent in flawmes. 1° The 
bischop, that is the moost preest among 
hise britheren, on whose heed the oile of 
anoyntyng is sched, and whose hondis ben 
sacrid in preesthod, and he is clothid in 
hooli clothis, schal not diskyuere his heed, 


he schal not tere hise clothis, 1 and outirli 
he schal not entre to ony deed man; and 


he schal not be defoulid on his fadir and 
modir, 12 nether he schal go out of hooli 


thingis, lest he defoule the seyntuarie of 
the Lord, for the oile of hooli anoyntyng 
of his God is on hym; Y am the Lord. 13 He 
schal wedde a wijf virgyn; 4 he schal not 


take a widewe, and forsakun, and a foul 
womman, and hoore, but a damesele of his 
puple; 15 medle he not the generacioun of 
his kyn to the comyn puple of his folk, for 
Y am the Lord, that ‘halewe hym. !¢ And 
the Lord spak to Moyses, !” and seide, 
Speke thou to Aaron; a man of thi seed, 
bi meynes, that hath a wem, schal not 
offre breed to his God, 18 nethir schal neiy 
to his seruyce; 19 if he is blind; if he is 
crokid; if he is ether of litil, ether of greet, 
and wrong nose; if he is ‘of brokun foot, 
ethir hond; 2° if he hath a botche; ether 
if he is blereiyed; if he hath whijt colour 
in the iye, that lettith the siyt; if he hath 
contynuel scabbe; if he hath a drye scabbe 
in the bodi; ethir ‘is brokun ‘in the pryuy 
membris. 21 Ech man of the seed of Aaron 
preest, which man hath a wem, schal not 
neiye to offre sacrifices to the Lord, nether 


‘to offre looues to his God; 22 netheles he 
schal ete the looues that ben offrid in the 
seyntuarie, 2° so oneli that he entre not 


with ynne the veil; he schal not neiye to 


the auter, for he hath a wem, and he schal 
not defoule my seyntuarie; Y am the Lord 


that halewe hem. 24Therfor Moises spak to 


Aaron, and to hise sones, and to al Israel, 
alle thingis that weren comaundid to hym. 


27 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to Aaron and to hise sones, 
2 that thei be war of these thingis of the 
sones of Israel, whiche thingis ben halewid; 
and that they defoule not the name of 
thingis halewid to me, whiche thingis thei 


offren; Y am the Lord. 3 Seie thou to hem, 
and to the aftir comeris of hem, Ech man 
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of youre kynrede, ‘which man neiyeth to 
tho thingis that ben halewid, and whiche 
thingis the sones of Israel offreden to the 


Lord, in ‘which man is vnclennesse, schal 
perische bifor the Lord; Y am the Lord. 
4 A man of the seed of Aaron, ‘which man 
is leprouse, ethir suffrith ‘fletyng out of 
seed, schal not ete of these thingis, that 


ben halewid to me, til he be heelid. He 
that touchith an vncleene thing on a deed 


bodi, and fro whom the seed as of lec- 
cherie goith out, and which touchith a 
crepynge beeste, 5 and what euer vncleene 
thing, whos touchyng is foul, © schal be 
vncleene ‘til to euentid, and he schal not 
ete these thingis, that ben halewid to me; 


but whanne he hath waische his fleisch 
in watir, 7 and the sunne hath go doun, 


thanne he schal be clensid, and schal ete 
halewid thingis, for it is his mete. 8 He schal 


not ete a thing deed bi it silf, and takun of 


a beeste, nethir he schal be defoulid in tho; 
Y am the Lord. ° Thei schulen kepe myn 


heestis, that thei be not suget to synne, 
and die in the seyntuarye, whanne thei 


han defoulid it; Y am the Lord that halewe 
you. 10 Ech alien schal not ete of thingis 
halewid; the hyne which is a straunger, 
and the hirid man of the preest, schulen 
not ete of tho. Sotheli these seruauntis, 
11 whom the preest hath bouyt, and which 


is a borun seruaunt of his hows, schulen ete 
of tho. 12 If the ‘douyter of the preest is 


weddid to ony of the puple, sche schal not 
ete of these thingis that ben halewid, and 
of the firste fruytis; 13 sotheli if sche is a 
widewe, ether forsakun, and turneth ayen 


with out fre children to ‘the hows of hir 
fadir, sche schal be susteyned bi the metis 
of hir fadir, as a damysel was wont; ech 
alien hath not power to ete of tho. 14 He 
that etith bi ignoraunce of halewid thingis, 
schal adde the fyuethe part with that that 
he eet, and ‘schal yyue to the preest in 
seyntuarie, 15 and thei schulen not defoule 
the halewid thingis of the sones of Israel, 
whiche thei offren to the Lord, !¢ lest per- 
auenture thei suffren the wickidnesse of 
her trespas, whanne thei han ete halewid 
thingis; Y am the Lord that ‘halewe hem. 
17 The Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
18 Speke thou to Aaron and to hise sones, 


and to alle the sones of Israel, and thou 
schalt seie to hem, A man of the hous of 
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Israel and of comelyngis * that dwellen at 
hem, which offrith his offryng to the Lord, 
and ethir paieth avowis, ethir offrith bi his 
fre wille, what euer thing he offrith in to 


brent sacrifice of the Lord, that it be offrid 
bi you, !° it schal be a male without wem, of 


oxen, and of scheep, and of geet; if it hath 
a wem, 2° ye schulen not offre, nether it 
schal be acceptable. 21 A man that offrith 
a sacrifice of pesyble thingis to the Lord, 
and ethir paieth auowis, ethir offrith bi 
fre wille, as wel of oxun as of scheep, he 


schal offre a beeste without wem, that it 
be acceptable; ech wem schal not be ther 


ynne. 22 If it is blynd, if it is brokun, if 
it hath a scar, if it hath whelkis, ether 
scabbe, ethir drie scabbe, ye schulen not 
offre tho beestis to the Lord, nether ye 
schulen brenne of tho beestis on the auter 
of the Lord. 23 A man may offre wilfuli an 
oxe and scheep,t whanne the eere and tail 
ben kit of; but avow may not be paied of 


these beestis. 24 Ye schulen not offre to 
the Lord ony beeste, whose priuy membris 


ben brokun, ethir brisid, ether kit, and 
takun awey, and outerli ye schulen not do 


these thingis in youre lond. 25 Of ‘the hond 
of an alien * ye schulen not offre looues 
to youre God, and what euer other thing 
he wole yyue, for alle thingis ben corrupt 
and defoulid; ye schulen not resseyue tho. 
26 And the Lord spak to Moises, 2” and 
seide, Whanne an oxe, scheep and goet 
ben brouyt forth ‘of the modris wombe, 


in seuene daies tho schulen be vnder ‘the 
tete of her modir; sotheli in the eiyte dai, 


and fro thennus forth, tho moun be offrid 
to the Lord, 28 whether thilke is a cow, 
whether “thilke is a scheep; tho schulen 
not be offrid in o dai with her fruytis. 
29 If ye offren to the Lord a sacrifice for 
the doyng of thankyngis, that it mai be 
plesaunt, 3° ye schulen ete it in the same 
dai in which it is offrid; ony thing schal not 


leeue in the morewtid of the tother dai; Y 
am the Lord. 31 Kepe ye myn heestis, and 


do ye tho; Y am the Lord. 32 Defoule ye 
not myn hooli name, that Y be halewid in 
the myddis of the sones of Israel; Y am the 





* ; 
22:18 comelingis, that is, conuertid to the lawe of Jewis. 


and an oxe superflu and dymynute, that is, hauynge a membre superflu ether failinge a membre. 


is, nether Jew, nether conuertid to the lawe of Jewis. 
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Lord, that halewe you, and ledde you out 
of the lond of Egipt, 33 that Y schulde be to 
you in to God; Y am the Lord. 


23 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2 and 
thou schalt seye to hem, These ben the 
feries of the Lord, whiche ye schulen clepe 
hooli. 3 Sixe daies ye schulen do werk, the 
seuenthe dai schal be clepid hooli, for it is 
the reste of sabat; ye schulen not do ony 
werk ther ynne; it is the sabat of the Lord 
in alle youre abitaciouns. 4 These ben the 
hooli feries of the Lord, whiche ye owen to 
halewe in her tymes. ° In the firste mon- 
ethe, in the fourtenthe dai of the monethe, 
at euentid, is pask of the Lord; © and in the 
fiftenthe dai of this monethe is the solemp- 
nyte of therf looues of the Lord; seuene 
daies ye schulen ete therf looues; 7 the 
firste dai schal be moost solempne and 
hooli to you; ye schulen not do ony ‘seruyle 
werk ther ynne, ’ but ye schulen offre sacri- 
fice in fier to the Lord seuene daies; sotheli 
the seuenthe dai schal be more solempne 
and hooliere, ‘that is, ‘than the formere 
daies goynge bitwixe, and ye schulen not 


do ony seruyle werk ther ynne. ° And the 
Lord spak to Moises and seide, 1° Speke 


thou to the sones of Israel, and thou schalt 
seye to hem, Whanne ye han entrid in to 


the lond which Y schal yyue to you, and 
han rope corn, ye schulen bere handfuls 
of eeris of corn, the firste fruytis of youre 
rype corn, to the preest; 11 and the preest 
schal reise a bundel * bifor the Lord, that it 
be acceptable for you, in the tother dai of 
sabat, that is, of pask; and the preest schal 


halewe that bundel; 12 and in the same 
dai, wher ynne the handful is halewid, a 
lomb of o yeer without wem schal be slayn 
in to brent sacrifice of the Lord; 13 and 
fletynge offryngis schulen be offrid ther 
with, twei tenthe partis of wheete flour 
spreynt to gidere with oile, in to encense of 
the Lord, and swettist odour, and fletynge 
offryngis of wyn, the fourthe part of hyn. 
14 Ye schulen not ete a loof, nether a cake, 


T 22:23 an oxe and scheep, in Ebreu it is, a scheep 
+ 99:25 that 


23:11 a bundel, in Ebreu it is gomor, for the eeris of corn 


weren sengid in fier, and the cornes, that filliden a gomor, weren schakun out, and weren offrid so. 


XRN 


3248 


Leviticus 23:15 


nether podagis of the corn, ‘til to the dai 
in which ye schulen offre therof to youre 
God; it is a comaundement euerlastynge 
in youre generaciouns, and alle dwellyng 
placis. 15 Therfor ye schulen noumbre fro 
the tother dai of sabat, in which ye offriden 
handfullis of firste fruytis, 1 seuene fulle 
woukis, til to the tothir day of fillyng of 
the seuenthe wouk, that is, fifti dayes; 
and so ye schulen !’ offre newe sacrifice 
to the Lord of alle youre dwelling placis, 
twei looues of the firste fruytis, of twei 
tenthe partis of flour, ‘diyt with soure 
dow, whiche looues ye schulen bake in 
to the firste fruytis to the Lord. 18 And 
ye schulen offre with the looues seuene 
lambren of o yeer with out wem, and o 
calf of the droue, and twey rammes, and 


these schulen be in brent sacrifice, with 
her fletynge offryngis, in to swettest odour 


to the Lord. !° Ye schulen make also a buk 
of geet for synne, and twey lambren of o 


yeer, sacrificis of pesible thingis. 2° And 
whanne the preest hath reisid tho, with 
the looues of firste fruytys bifor the Lord, 


tho schulen falle in to his vss. 21 And 
ye schulen clepe this dai most solempne, 


and moost hooli; ye schulen not do ther 
ynne ony seruyle werk; it schal be a lawful 
thing euerlastynge in alle youre dwellyn- 
gis, and generaciouns. 22 Forsothe aftir 
that ye han rope the corn of youre lond, 
ye schulen not kitte it ‘til to the ground, 
nether ye schulen gadere the ‘eeris of corn 
abidynge, but ye schulen leeue tho to pore 
men and pilgrymys; Y am ‘youre Lord God. 
23 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
24 Speke thou to the sones of Israel, In 
the seuenthe monethe, in the firste day of 


the monethe, schal be sabat memorial to 
yow, sownynge with trumpis, and it schal 


be clepid hooli; 25 ye schulen not do ony 
seruyle werk ther ynne, and ye schulen 


offre brent sacrifice to the Lord. 2° And 
the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, In 


the tenthe day of this seuenthe monethe, 
27 the day of clensyngis schal be moost 
solempne, and it schal be clepid hooli; and 
ye schulen turmente youre soulis to God, 
and ye schulen offre brent sacrifice to the 
Lord; 28 ye schulen not do ony werk in 
the tyme of this day, for it is the day 
of the clensyng, that youre Lord God be 
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merciful to you. 29 Ech ‘man which is not 
tourmentid in this day, schal perische fro 
his puplis, 3° and Y schal do a way fro his 
puple that man that doith eny thing of 
werk in that dai; 31 therfor ye schulen not 
do ony thing of werk in that dai; it schal 
be a lawful thing euerlastynge to you in 
alle youre generaciouns and abitaciouns; 
32 it is the sabat of restyng. Ye schulen 
turmente youre soulis fro the nynthe day 


of the monethe; fro euentid ‘til to euentid 
ye schulen halewe youre sabatis. 33 And 


the Lord spak to Moises, 34 and seide, Speke 


thou to the sones of Israel, Fro the fiftenthe 
day of this seuenthe monethe schulen be 


the feries of tabernaclis, in seuene daies 
to the Lord; °5 the firste dai schal be 
clepid moost solempne and moost hooli, ye 


schulen not do ony seruyle werk ther ynne; 
36 and in seuene daies ye schulen offre 
brent sacrifices to the Lord, and the eiythe 
dai schal be moost solempne and moost 
hooli; and ye schulen offre brent sacrifice 
to the Lord, for it is the day of cumpany, 
and of gaderyng; ye schulen not do ony 
seruyle werk ther ynne. 37 These ben the 
feries of the Lord, whiche ye schulen clepe 
moost solempne and moost hooli; and in 
tho ye schulen offre offryngis to the Lord, 
brent sacrifices, and fletynge offeryngis, 
bi the custom of ech day, 38 outakun the 
sabatis of the Lord, and youre yiftys, and 
whiche ye offren bi avow, ether whiche ye 
yyuen bi fre wille to the Lord. 2° Therfor fro 
the fiftenthe day of the seuenthe monethe, 
whanne ye han gaderid alle the fruytis of 
youre lond, ye schulen halewe the feries 


of the Lord seuene daies; in the firste 
day and the eiyte schal be sabat, that is, 
reste. 40 And ye schulen take to you in the 
firste day fruytis of the faireste tree, and 
braunchis of palm trees, and braunchis of 
a ‘tree of thicke boowis, and salewis of the 
rennynge streem, and ye schulen be glad 
bifor youre Lord God; 4! and ye schulen 
halewe his solempnyte seuene daies bi the 
yeer; it schal be a lawful thing euerlastynge 
in youre generaciouns. In the seuenthe 
monethe ye schulen halewe feestis, 42 and 
ye schulen dwelle in schadewynge placis 
seuene daies; ech man that is of the kyn 


of Israel, schal dwelle in tabernaclis, that 
youre aftercomers lerne, #3 that Y made the 
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sones of Israel to dwelle in tabernaculis, 
whanne Y ledde hem out of the lond o 
Egipt; Y am youre Lord God. 44 And Moises 
spak of the solempnytees of the Lord to the 
sones of Israel. 


24 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 


Comaunde thou to the sones of Israel, 2 that 
thei brynge to thee oile of olyues, pureste 


oile, and briyt, to the lanternes to be 
ordeyned contynueli with out the veil of 
witnessyng, in the tabernacle of boond of 
pees; and Aaron schal araye tho lanternes 
fro euentid ‘til to euentid bifor the Lord, 
bi religioun and custom euerlastynge in 
youre generaciouns; 4 tho schulen be set 
euere on a clenneste candilstike in the siyt 
of the Lord. 5 Also thou schalt take wheete 
flour, and thou schalt bake therof twelue 
looues, which schulen haue ech bi hem 
silf twei tenthe partis, © of whiche thou 
schalt sette sexe on euer eithir side, on a 
clenneste boord bifor the Lord; 7 and thou 
schalt sette clereste encense on tho looues, 
that the looues be in to mynde of offryng 


of the Lord; 8 bi ech sabat tho schulen be 
chaungid bifor the Lord, and schulen be 
takun of the sones of Israel bi euerlastynge 
boond of pees; ° and tho schulen be Aarons 
and hise sones, that thei ete tho in the 
hooli place, for it is hooli of the noumbre 
of hooli thingis, of the sacrifices of the 
Lord, bi euerlastynge lawe. 1° Lo! forsothe 


the sone of a womman of Israel, whom 
sche childide of a man Egipcian, yede out 


among the sones of Israel, and chidde in 


the castels with a man of Israel, “ and 
whanne he hadde blasfemyd the name of 


the Lord, and hadde cursid the Lord, he 
was brouyt to Moises; forsothe his modir 
was clepid Salumyth, the douytir of Dabry, 
of the lynage of Dan; !% and thei senten 
hym to prisoun, til thei wisten what the 
Lord comaundide. 13 And the Lord spak to 
Moises and seide, 14 Lede out the blasfe- 
mere without the castels, and alle men that 
herden, sette her hondis on his heed, and 
al the puple stone hym. 15 And thou schalt 
speke to the sones of Israel, A man that 
cursith his God, 16 schal bere his synne, and 
he that blasfemeth the name of the Lord, 
die bi deeth; al the multitude of the puple 





* 54:18 liyf for liyf, that is, a beeste of the same kynde and valu, ether the priys bi the doom of iugis. 
¥ 94:21 be punyschid, in Ebreu it is, die. 


that is, meymyng ether orrible hirting. 
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schal oppresse hym with stoonus, whether 
he that blasfemede the name of the Lord 
is a citeseyn, whether a pilgrym, die he 
bi deeth. 17 He that smytith and sleeth 
a man, die bi deeth; 18 he that smytith a 
beeste, yelde oon in his stide, that is, lijf 
for lijf.* 19 If a man yyueth a wem f to 
ony of hise citeseyns, as he dide, so be it 
don to him; 2° he schal restore brekyng for 
brekyng, iye for iye, tooth for tooth; what 
maner wem he yaf, he schal be compellid to 
suffre sich a wem. 2! He that smytith werk 
beeste, yeelde another; he that smytith a 
man, schal be punyschid.* 22 Euene doom 
be among you, whether a pilgrym ethir 
a citeseyn synneth, for Y am youre Lord 
God. 23 And Moyses spak to the sones of 
Israel, and thei brouyten forth out of the 
castels hym that blasfemede, and oppres- 


siden with stoonus. And the sones of Israel 
diden, as the Lord comaundide to Moyses. 


25 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises in the 
hil of Synai, 2 and seide, Speke thou to 
the sones of Israel, and thou schalt seye 
to hem, Whanne ye han entrid in to the 
lond which Y schal yyue to you, ‘the erthe 
kepe the sabat of the Lord; 3 sixe yeeris 
thou schalt sowe thi feeld, and sixe yeeris 
thou schalt kitte thi vyner, and thou schalt 
gadere the fruytis ther of; 4 forsothe in the 
seuenthe yeer schal be sabat of the erthe 
of the restyng of the Lord; > thou schalt 


not sowe the feeld, and thou schalt not 
kitte the vyner, thou schalt not repe tho 


thingis whiche the erthe bryngith forth 
‘bi fre wille, and thou schalt not gadere 
the grapis of thi firste fruytis, as vyndage; 
for it is the yeer of restyng of the lond; 
but tho schulen be to you in to mete, 
6 to thee, and to thi seruaunt, to thin 
handmaide, and to thin hirid man, and to 
the comelyng which is a pilgrym at thee; 
alle thingis that ‘comen forth, 7 schulen 
yyue mete to thi werk beestis and smale 


beestis. 8 Also thou schalt noumbre to thee 
seuene woukis of yeeris, that is, seuene 


sithes seuene, whiche togidere maken nyn 
and fourti yeer; 9 and thou schalt sowne 


t 24:19 


XRN 


3250 


Leviticus 25:10 


with a clarioun in the seuenthe monethe, 
in the tenthe dai of the monethe, in the 
tyme of propiciacioun, ‘that is, merci, in 
al youre lond. 1° And thou schalt halewe 
the fiftithe yeer, and thou schalt clepe 


remissioun to alle the dwellers of thi lond; 
for thilke yeer is iubilee; a man schal turne 


ayen to hys possessioun, and ech man schal 
go ayen to the firste meynee, !! for it is 
iubilee, and the fiftithe yeer. Ye schulen 
not sowe, nether ye schulen repe thingis, 


that comen forth freli in the feeld, and 
ye schulen not gadere the firste fruytis 


of vyndage, for the halewyng of iubilee; 
12 but anoon ye schulen ete thingis takun 
awey; 3 in the yeer of iubilee alle men 
go ayen to her possessiouns. !4 Whanne 
thou schalt sille ony thing to thi citeseyn, 
ether schalt bie of hym, make thou not sory 
thi brother, but bi the noumbre of ‘yeeris 


of iubile thou schalt bie of him, 15 and bi 
the rekenyng of fruytis he schal sille to 


thee. 1° Bi as myche as mo yeeris dwellen 
after the iubilee, by so myche also the prijs 
schal encreesse, and bi as myche as thou 
noumbrist lesse of tyme, bi so myche and 
the biyng schal cost lesse; for he schal sille 
to thee the time of fruytis. 17 Nyle ye 
turment men of youre lynagis, but ech man 
drede his God; for Y am youre Lord God. 
18 Do ye my comaundementis, and kepe ye 
my domes, and fille ye tho, that ye moun 
dwelle in his lond without ony drede, 19 and 
that the erthe brynge forth hise fruytis to 
you, whiche ye schulen ete ‘til to fulnesse, 
and drede not the assailyng of ony man. 
20 That if ye seien, what schulen we ete 
in the seuenthe yeer, if we sowen not, 
nether gaderen oure fruytis? 2! Y schal 
yyue my blessyng to you in the sixte yeer, 
and it schal make fruytis of three yeer; 
22 and ye schulen sowe in the eiyte yeer, 
and ye schulen ete elde fruytis ‘til to the 
nynthe yeer; til newe thingis comen forth 
ye schulen ete the elde thingis. 23 Also 
the lond schal not be seeld ‘in to with 
outen ende, for it is myn, and ye ben my 
comelyngis and tenauntis; 24 wherfor al 
the cuntre of youre possessioun schal be 
seeld vndur the condicioun of ayenbiyng. 
25 If thi brother is maad pore, and sillith 
his litil possessioun, and his nyy kynesman 
wole, he may ayenbie that that he seelde; 
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26 sotheli if he hath no nyy kynesman, 
and he may fynde prijs to ayenbie, 2” the 
fruytis schulen be rekynyd fro that tyme in 


which he seelde, and he schal yelde ‘that 


that is residue to the biere, and he schal 
resseyue so his possessioun. 28 That if his 


hond fynde not, that he yelde the prijs, 
the biere schal haue that that he bouyte, 
‘til to the yeer of iubilee; for in that yeer 
ech sillyng schal go ayen to the lord, and 
to the firste weldere. 29 He that sillith his 
hows, with ynne the wallis of a citee, schal 
haue licence to ayenbie til o yeer be fillid; 
30 if he ayenbieth not, and the sercle of 
the yeer is passid, the biere schal welde it, 


and his eiris ‘in to with outen ende, and 
it schal not mow be ayenbouyt, ye, in the 


iubilee. 31 Forsothe if the hows is in a town 
‘that hath not wallis, it schal be seeld bi 
the lawe of feeldis; sotheli if it is not ayen- 


bouyt in the iubilee, it schal turne ayen to 


‘his lord. 32 The howsis of dekenes, that 
ben in citees, moun euer be ayenbouyt; 


if tho ben not ayenbouyt, 33 tho schulen 
turne ayen in the iubilee ‘to the lordis; 


for the ‘howsis of the citees of dekenes 
ben for possessiouns among the sones of 


Israel; 34 forsothe the suburbabis of hem 
schulen not be seeld, for it is euerlastynge 


possessioun. 3° If thi brother is maad pore, 
and feble in power, and thou resseyuest 
hym as a comelyng and pilgrym, and he 
lyueth with thee, 3° take thou not vsuris 
of hym, nether more than thou hast youe; 


drede thou thi God, that thi brothir mai 
lyue anentis thee. 3” Thou schalt not yyue 


to hym thi money to vsure, and thou schalt 
not axe ouer ‘aboundaunce, ether encrees 
ouer of fruytis; 38 Y am youre Lord God, that 
ladde you out of the lond of Egipt, that Y 
schulde yyue to you the lond of Canaan, 
and that Y schulde be youre God. 39 If thi 
brother compellid bi pouert sillith hym silf 
to thee, thou schalt not oppresse hym bi 
seruage of seruauntis, 4° but he schal be 


as an hirid man and tenaunt; ‘til to the 
yeer of iubilee he schal worche at thee, 


41 and aftirward he schal go out with his 
fre children, and he schal turne ayen to 
the kynrede, and to ‘the possessioun of 
his fadris. 42 For thei ben my seruauntis, 
and Y ledde hem out of the lond of Egipt; 


thei schulen not be seeld bi the condicioun 
of seruauntis; 43 turmente thou not hem 
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bi thi power, but drede thou thi Lord. 
44 A seruaunt and handmaide be to you of 
naciouns that ben in youre cumpas, 45 and 
of comelyngis that ben pilgrimys at you, 
ether thei that ben borun of hem in youre 
lond; ye schulen haue these seruauntis, 
46 and bi riyt of eritage ye schulen ‘sende 
ouer to aftir comeris, and ye schulen welde 
with outen ende; sothely oppresse ye not 
bi power youre britheren, the sones of 
Israel. 47 If the hond of a comelyng and 
of a pilgrim wexith strong at you, and thi 
brother is maad pore, and sillith hym silf 
to hym, “8 ether to ony of his kyn, he may 
be ayenbouyt aftir the sillyng; he that wole 
of hise britheren, ayenbie hym; bothe ‘the 


brother of fadir, 49 and the sone of ‘the 
fadris brother, and kynesman, and alye. 


Ellis if also he schal mow, he schal ayenbie 
hym silf, 5° while the yeeris ben rykenid 
oneli fro the tyme of his sillyng ‘til in to 
the yeer of iubylee; and while the money, 
for which he was seeld, is rikenyd bi the 
noumbre of yeeris, and while the hire of 
an hirid man is rikenyd. 5! If mo yeeris 


ben that dwellen ‘til to the iubilee, bi these 
yeeris he schal yelde also the prijs; if fewe 
yeeris ben, 52 he schal sette rikenyng with 
hym bi the noumbre of yeeris; °° and he 
schal yeelde to the biere that that is residue 
of yeeris, while tho yeeris, bi whiche he 
seruyde bifore, ben rikenyd for hiris; he 
schal not turmente ‘that Ebreu violentli in 
thi siyt. 54 That if he may not be ayenbouyt 
bi this, he schal go out with his free chil- 
dren in the ‘yeer of iubilee; for the sones 
of Israel ben myn seruauntis, °° whiche Y 
ledde out of the lond of Egipt. 


26 

1 Y am youre Lord God; ye schulen not 
make to you an ydol, and a grauun ymage, 
nether ye schulen reise titlis, nether ye 
schulen sette a noble stoon in youre lond, 
that ye worschipe it; for Y am youre Lord 
God. 2 Kepe ye my sabatis, and drede ye at 
my seyntuarie; Y am the Lord. 3If ye gon 
in myn heestis, and kepen my comaunde- 
mentis, and doon tho, Y schal yyue to you 
reynes in her tymes, 4 and the erthe schal 
brynge forth his fruyt, and trees schulen be 
fillid with applis; 5 the threschyng of ripe 
cornes schal take vyndage, and vyndage 
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schal occupie seed, and ye schulen ete 
youre breed in fulnesse, and ye schulen 
dwelle in youre lond without drede. © Y 
schal yyue pees in youre coostis; ye schulen 
slepe, and noon schal be that schal make 
you aferd; Y schal do awei yuel beestis 
fro you, and a swerd schal not passe bi 
youre termes. 7 Ye schulen pursue youre 
enemyes, and thei schulen falle bifor you; 
8 fyue of youre men schulen pursue an 
hundrid aliens, and an hundrid of you 
schulen pursue ten thousande; youre ene- 
myes schulen falle bi swerd in youre siyt. 
9 Y schal biholde you, and Y schal make 
you to encreesse; ye schulen be multiplied; 
and Y schal make stedfast my couenaunt 
with you; 1° ye schulen ete the eldest of 
elde thingis, and ye schulen caste forth 
elde thingis, whanne newe thingis schulen 
come aboue; 11¥Y schal sette my tabernacle 
in the myddis of you, and my soule schal 
not caste you awey; 12 Y schal go among 
you, and Y schal be youre God, and ye 
schulen be a puple to me. 13 Y am youre 
Lord God, that ledde you out of the lond of 
Egipcians, that ye schulden not serue hem, 
and which haue broke the chaynes of youre 
nollis, that ye schulde go vpriyt. 14 That 
if ye heren not me, nether doon alle myn 
heestis, 15 and if ye forsaken my lawis, and 
despisen my domes, that ye doon not tho 
thingis that ben ordeyned of me, and that 
ye brengen my couenaunt to auoydyng, 
also Y schal do these thingis to you; 1° Y 
schal visyte you swiftly in nedynesse and 
brennyng, which schal turment youre iyen, 
and schal waste youre lyues; in veyn ye 


schulen sowe seed, that schal be deuourid 
of enemyes; 17 Y schal sette my face ayens 


you, and ye schulen falle bifor youre en- 
emyes, and ye schulen be sugetis to hem 
that haten you; ye schulen fle, while no 
man pursueth. 18 But if nether so ye obeyen 
to me, Y schal adde youre chastisyngis 
seuenfold for youre synnes; 19 and Y schal 
al tobreke the pride of youre hardnesse, 
and Y schal yyue to you heuene aboue as 
of yrun, and the erthe as bras; 2° youre 
trauel schal be wastid in veyn, nether the 
erthe schal brynge forth fruyt, nethir trees 
schulen yyue applis. 21 If ye goon contrarie 
to me, nether wolen here me, Y schal adde 
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youre woundis til in to seuenfold for youre 
synnes; 22 Y schal sende out in to you cruel 


beestis of the feeld, that schulen waste 
you and youre beestis, and schulen brynge 


alle thingis to fewnesse, and youre weies 
schulen be forsakun. 23 That if nether 
so ye wolen resseyue doctryn, but goon 
contrarie to me, 24 also Y schal go aduer- 
sarie ayens you, and Y schal smyte you 
seuen sithis for youre synnes; 2° and Y schal 
brynge yn on you the swerd, vengere of my 
boond of pees * . and whanne ye fleen in 
to citees, Y schal sende pestilence in the 
myddis of you, and ye schulen be bitakun 
in the hondis of enemyes, ”° aftir that Y 
haue broke the staf of youre breed, so that 
ten wymmen bake looues in oon ouene, 
and yelde tho looues at weiyte; and ye 
schulen ete, and ye schulen not be fillid. 
27 But if nethir bi these thingis ye heren 
me, but goon ayens me, 28 and Y schal go 
ayens you in contrarie woodnesse, and Y 
schal chastise you bi seuene veniaunces for 
youre synnes, 2° so that ye ete the fleischis 
of youre sones, and of youre douytris; 3° Y 
schal destrie youre hiye thingis, and Y 
schal breke youre symylacris; ye schulen 
falle bitwixe the fallyngis of your ydols, 
and my soule schal haue you abhomynable, 
31 in so myche that Y turne youre citees in 
to wildirnesse, and make youre seyntuaries 
forsakun, nether Y schal resseyue more 
the swettest odour; 32 and Y schal destrye 
youre lond, and youre enemyes schulen be 
astonyed theronne, whanne thei schulen 


be enhabiters therof; 33 forsothe Y schal 
scatere you in to folkis, ether hethen men, 


and Y schal drawe out of the schethe the 
swerd aftir you, and youre lond schal be 


forsakun, and youre citees schulen be cast 


doun. 34 Thanne ‘hise sabatis schulen 
plese the erthe, in alle the daies of his 


wildirnesse; whanne ye ben in the lond 
of enemyes, 3° it schal ‘kepe sabat, and 


schal reste in the sabatis of his wildirnesse, 
for it restide not in youre sabatis, whanne 


ye dwelliden therynne. 3° And Y schal 
yyue drede in ‘the hertis of hem, whiche 
schulen abide of you, in the cuntreis of 
enemyes; the sown of a leef fleynge schal 
make hem aferd, and so thei schulen fle 





i 26:25 that is, for the brekyng of my bond of pees. 
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it as a swerd; thei schulen falle, while 
noon pursueth, 37 and alle schulen falle 


on her britheren, as fleynge bateils; no 
man of you schal be hardi to ayenstonde 
enemyes; 38 ye schulen perische among 
hethen men, and the lond of enemyes schal 
waaste you. 2? That if summe of these Jewes 


dwellen, thei schulen faile in her wickid- 
nessis, in the lond of her enemyes, and 


thei schulen be turmentid for the synne 
of her fadris, 4° and for her owne synnes, 


til thei knoulechen her wickidnesses, and 
han mynde of her yuels, bi whiche thei 


trespassiden ayens me, and yeden con- 
trarie to me. 4! Therfor and Y schal go 
ayens hem, and Y schal brynge hem in to 
the lond of enemyes, til the vncircumcidid 


soule of hem be aschamed; thanne thei 
schulen preie for her wickidnesses, 42 and 
Y schal haue mynde of my boond of pees, 
which Y couenauntide with Jacob, Ysaac, 
and Abraham; also Y schal be myndeful 


of the lond, 43 which, whanne it is left of 
hem, schal plese to it silf in ‘his sabatis, and 


schal suffre wildirnesse for hem; forsothe 
thei schulen preye for her synnes, for thei 


castiden awey my domes, and despyseden 
my lawis; 44 netheles, yhe, whanne thei 
weren in ‘the lond of enemyes, Y castide 
not hem awey outirli, nether Y dispiside 


hem, so that thei weren wastid, and that 
Y made voide my couenaunt with hem; 


for Y am the Lord God of hem. 45 And Y 
schal haue mynde of my formere boond 


of pees, whanne Y ledde hem out of the 
lond of Egipt, in the siyt of hethene men, 


that Y schulde be her God; Y am the Lord 
God. 4¢ These ben the comaundementis, 
and domes, and lawis, whiche the Lord yaf 


bitwixe hym silf and bitwixe the sones of 


Israel, in the hil of Synay, bi the hond of 
Moises. 


Z/ 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2 and 
thou schalt seye to hem, A man that makith 


avow, and bihetith his soule to God, schal 
yyue the priys vndur valu, ether preisyng. 


3 If it is a male, fro the twentithe yeer ‘til to 
the sixtithe yeer, he schal yyue fifti siclis of 
siluer, at the mesure of seyntuarie, if it is 
a womman, ‘sche schal yyue thretti siclis; 
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5 forsothe fro the fifthe yeer ‘til to the 
twentithe yeer, a male schal yyue twenti 
cyclis,a womman schal yyue ten ciclis; fro 
o monethe ‘til to the fifthe yeer, fyue ciclis 
schulen be youun for a male, thre ciclis 
for a womman; ’ a male of sixti yeer and 
ouer schal yyue fiftene ciclis, a womman 
schal yyue ten cyclis. 8 If it is a pore 
man, and may not yelde the valu, he schal 
stonde bifor the preest, and as myche as 
the preest preisith, and seeth that the pore 
man may yelde, so myche he schal yyue. 
° Forsothe if ony man avowith a beeste, 
that may be offrid to the Lord, it schal be 
hooli, !° and schal not mow be chaungid, 
that is, nethir a betere for ‘an yuel, nether 
‘a worse for a good; and if he chaungith it, 
bothe that, that is chaungid, and that, for 
which it is chaungid, schal be halewid to 
the Lord. 1! Sotheli if ony man avowith an 
vncleene beeste, that may not be offrid to 
the Lord, it schal be brouyt bifor the preest, 
12 and the preest schal deme whether it is 
good ether yuel, and schal sette the prijs; 
13 which prijs if he that offrith wole yyue, 
he schal adde the fifthe part ouer the valu. 


14Tf a man avowith his hows, and halewith 
it to the Lord, the preest schal biholde, 
‘whether it is good ether yuel, and bi the 
prijs, which is ordeyned of hym, it schal 
be seld; 4 sotheli if he that avowide wole 
ayen-bie it, he schal yyue the fifthe part 


of the valu aboue, and he schal haue the 
hows. 16 That if he avowith the feeld of his 
possessioun, and halewith to the Lord, the 


prijs schal be demed bi the mesure of seed; 
if the feeld is sowun with thritti buyschels 
of barli, it schal be seeld for fifti siclys of 


siluer. 17 If he auowith the feeld anoon 
for the yeer of the iubilee bigynnynge, as 


myche as it may be worth, bi so myche it 
schal be preisid; 18 but if it be after ‘sum 
part of tyme, the preest schal rykene the 
money bi the noumbre of yeeris that ben 


residue ‘til to the iubilee, and it schal be 
withdrawun of the prijs. !9 That if he that 


avowide wole ayenbie the feeld, he schal 
adde the fyuethe part of the money preisid, 
and he schal welde it; 2° but if he nyle 
ayenbie, but it is seeld to ony othir man, he 
that avowide schal ‘no more mowe ayenbie 
it; 21 for whanne the dai of iubilee cometh, 





* 
27:28 In Ebreu it is, feeld of his eritage. 


114 


Leviticus 27:34 


it schal be halewid to the Lord, and the 
possessioun halewid perteyneth to the riyt 


of preestis. 22 If the feeld is bouyt, and 
is not of the possessioun of grettere men, 
23 and is halewid to the Lord, the preest 
schal determyne the prijs bi the noumbre 
of yeeris ‘til to the iubilee, and he that 
avowide the feeld schal yyue the prijs to 


the Lord; 24 forsothe in the iubilee it schal 
turne ayen to the formere lord that seelde 


it, and ‘haue he in to the eritage of his pos- 
sessioun. 25 ‘Ech preisyng schal be peisid bi 
the sicle of seyntuarie; a sicle hath twenti 
halpens. 26No man may halewe and avowe 
the firste gendrid thingis that perteynen 


to the Lord, whether it is oxe, whether 
scheep, tho ben the Lordis part. 27 That 


if the beeste is vncleene, he that offride 
schal ayenbie by his valu, and he schal 
adde the fyuethe part of prijs; if he nyle 
ayenbie, it schal be seeld to another man, 
as myche euer as it is ‘set at valu. 28 Al thing 
which is halewid to the Lord, whether it 
is man, whether beeste, whether feeld,* 


it schal not be seeld, nether it schal mow 
be ayenbouyt; whateuer thing is halewid 


onys, it schal be hooli of the noumbre 
of hooli thingis to the Lord, 29 and ech 
halewyng which is offrid of man, schal not 
be ayenbouyt, but it schal die bi deeth. 


30 Alle the tithis of erthe, whether of 
fruytis, whether of applis of trees, ben 


the Lordis part, and ben halewid to hym; 
31 sotheli if ony man wole ayenbie hise 
tithis, he schal adde the fyuethe part of 
tho; of alle tithis, 32 of scheep, and of oxen, 
and of geet, that passen vndur the ‘yerde 
of scheepherde, whateuer thing cometh to 
the tenthe part, it schal be halewid to the 
Lord; 33 it schal not be chosun, nether good, 
nether yuel; nethir it schal be chaungid 
for another; if ony man chaungith, bothe 
that, that is chaungid, and that, for which 
it is chaungid, schal be halewid to the Lord, 
and it schal not be ayenbouyt. °4 These 


ben the comaundementis whiche the Lord 
comaundide to Moises, and to the sones of 
Israel, in the hil of Synay. 
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Numbers 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises in the 
deseert of Synay, in the tabernacle of the 
boond of pees, in the firste day of the 
secounde monethe, in the tother yeer of 
her goyng out of Egipt, 2 and seide, Take ye 
‘the summe of al the congregacioun of the 
sones of Israel, bi her kynredis, and howsis, 


and ‘the names of alle bi hem silf, what 
3 euer thing is of male kynde fro the twen- 


tithe yeere and aboue, of alle the stronge 
men of Israel; and thou and Aaron schulen 
noumbre hem bi her cumpanies. 4 And 
the princes of lynagis and of housis, in her 
kynredis, schulen be with you, > of whiche 
princes these ben the names; of Ruben, 
Elisur, the sone of Sedeur; © of Symeon, 
Salamyel, the sone of Suri Sadday; 7 of Juda, 
Naason, the sone of Amynadab; of Ysacar, 


8 Nathanael, the sone of Suar; 9 of Zabulon, 
Eliab, the sone of Elon; sotheli of the sones 
of Joseph, 1° of Effraym, Elisama, the sone 


of Amyud; of Manasses, Gamaliel the sone 
of Phadussur; 11 of Beniamyn, Abidan, the 


sone of Gedeon; !2 of Dan, Aiezer, the sone 
of Amysadday; 13 of Aser, Fegiel, the sone 


of Ochran; 14 of Gad, Elisaphan, the sone 
of Duel; 15 of Neptalym, Hayra, the sone 


of Henam, 1° These weren the noblest 
princes of the multitude, bi her lynagis, 


and kynredis, and the heedis of the oost 
of Israel, 17 whiche pryncis Moises and 


Aaron token, with al the multitude of the 
comyn puple. 18 And thei gaderiden in 
the firste dai of the secounde monethe, 
and telden hem bi kynredis, and housis, 
and meynees, and heedis, and names of 
alle by hem silf, fro the twentithe yeer 


and aboue, 19 as the Lord comaundide to 
Moises. 2° And of Ruben the firste gen- 


drid of Israel weren noumbrid, in the de- 
seert of Synai, bi her generaciouns, and 


meynees, and housis, and bi the names 
of alle heedis, al thing that is of male 
kynde, fro ‘the twentithe yeer and aboue, 
of men goynge forth to batel, 21 sixe and 
fourti thousynd and fyue hundrid. 22 Of 
the sones of Symeon, bi her generaciouns, 
and meynees, and housis of her kyneredis, 


weren noumbrid, bi the names and heedis 
of alle, al that is of male kynde, fro ‘the 
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twentithe yeer and aboue, of men goynge 
forth to batel, 23 nyn and fifty thousand 


and thre hundrid. 24 Of the sones of Gad, 
by generaciouns, and meynees, and housis 
of her kynredis, weren noumbrid, bi the 
names of alle, fro twenti yeer and aboue, 
alle men that yeden forth to batels, 25 fyue 
and fourti thousand sixe hundrid and fifti. 
26 Of the sones of Juda, bi generaciouns, and 
meynees, and housis of her kynredis, by 
the names of alle, fro ‘the twentithe yeer 
and aboue, alle men that miyten go to ba- 


tels, 2”? weren noumbrid foure and seuenti 
thousand and sixe hundrid. 28 Of the sones 
of Ysacar, bi generaciouns, and meynees, 


and housis of her kynredis, bi the names of 
alle, fro ‘the twentithe yeer and aboue, alle 
men that yeden forth to batels, 29 weren 


noumbrid foure and fifti thousande and 
foure hundrid. 3° Of the sones of Zabulon, 
bi generaciouns, and meynees, and housis 


of her kynredis, weren noumbrid, bi the 
names of alle, fro ‘the twentithe yeer and 
aboue, alle men that myyten go forth to 
batels, 3! seuene and fifti thousynde and 
foure hundrid. 32 Of the sones of Joseph, 
of the sones of Effraym, bi generaciouns, 
and meynees, and housis of her kynredis, 


weren noumbrid, bi the names of alle, fro 
‘the twentithe yeer and aboue, alle men 


that myyten go forth to batels, °3 fourti 
thousynde and fyue hundrid. 34 Forsothe 
of the sones of Manasses, bi generaciouns, 
and meynees, and housis of her kynredis, 


weren noumbrid, bi the names of alle, fro 
the twentithe yeer and aboue, alle men 


that myyten go forth to batels, 35 two 
and thretti thousynd and two hundrid. 
36 Of the sones of Beniamyn, bi genera- 
ciouns, and meynees, and housis of her 
kynredis, weren noumbrid, bi the names 
of alle, fro twenti yeer and aboue, alle 
men that miyten go forth to batels, 37 fyue 


and thretti thousinde and foure hundrid. 
38 Of the sones of Dan, bi generaciouns, 
and meynees, and housis of her kynredis, 
weren noumbrid, bi the names of alle, fro 
‘the twentithe yere and aboue, alle men 
that myyten go forth to batels, 3° two 
and sixti thousynde and seuene hundrid. 
40 Of the sones of Aser, bi generaciouns, 
and meynees, and housis of her kynredis, 


weren noumbrid, bi the names of alle, fro 
‘the twentithe yeer and aboue, alle men 
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that myyten go forth to batels, 41 fourti 
thousynde and a thousynde and fyue hun- 
drid. 42 Of the sones of Neptalym, bi gen- 
eraciouns, and meynees, and housis of her 
kynredis, weren noumbrid, bi the names 
of alle, fro ‘the twentithe yeer and aboue, 
alle men that myyten go forth to batels, 
43 thre and fifty thousynde and foure hun- 


drid. 44 These men it ben, whiche Moises 
and Aaron and the twelue princes of Is- 


rael noumbriden, alle bi the housis ‘of her 
kynredis. 45 And alle men of the sones of 


Israel bi her housis, and meynees, fro ‘the 
twentithe yeer and aboue, that myyten 
go forth to batels, weren togidere 4° sixe 
hundrid thousynde and thre thousynde of 
men, fyue hundred and fifti. 47 Sotheli 
the dekenes in the lynage of her meynes 


weren not noumbrid with hem. 48 And the 
Lord spak to Moises, and seide, ‘Nyle thou 


noumbre the lynage of Leuy, *? nether sette 


thou the summe of hem with the sones 
of Israel; °° but thou schalt ordeyne hem 


on the tabernacle of witnessing, and on 
alle the vessels therof, and what euer thing 
perteyneth to cerymonyes ether sacrifices. 


Thei schulen bere the tabernacle, and alle 
purtenaunces therof, and thei schulen be 


in seruyce, and schulen sette tentis bi the 
cumpas of the tabernacle. 5! Whanne me 
schal go, the dekenes schulen do doun 


the tabernacle; whanne the tentis schulen 
be sette, thei schulen ‘reise the taber- 
nacle. Who euer of straungeris neiyeth, 
he schal be slayn. 52 Sotheli the sones 
of Israel schulen sette tentis, ech man bi 
cumpenyes, and gaderyngis, and his oost; 
53 forsothe the dekenes schulen sette ten- 
tis bi the cumpas of the tabernacle, lest 
indignacioun be maad on the multitude 


of the sones of Israel; and thei schulen 
wake in the kepyngis of the ‘tabernacle 


of witnessyng. 54 Therfor the sones of 
Israel diden bi alle thingis whiche the Lord 
comaundide to Moises. 


2 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises and 
to Aaron, and seide, 2 Alle men of the 
sones of Israel schulen sette tentis bi 
the cumpenyes, signes, and baneris, and 
housis of her kynredis, bi the cumpas of 
the tabernacle of boond of pees. 3 At 
the est Judas schal sette tentis, bi the 
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cumpenyes of his oost; and Naason, the 
sone of Amynadab, schal be prince of the 
sones of Juda; 4 and al the summe of fiy- 
teris of his kynrede, foure and seuenty 
thousynde and sixe hundrid. 5 Men of the 
lynage of Ysachar settiden tentis bysydis 
hym, of whiche the prince was Nathanael, 


the sone of Suar; © and al the noumbre 
of hise fiyteris, foure and fifti thousynde 
and foure hundrid. 7 Eliab, the sone of 
Elon, was prince of the lynage of Zabulon; 
8 al the oost of fiyteris of his kynrede, 
seuene and fifti thousynde and foure hun- 
drid. 9° Alle that weren noumbrid in 
the castels of Judas, weren an hundrid 
thousynde ‘foure scoore thousynde and 
sixe and foure hundrid; and thei schulen go 
out the firste bi her cumpanyes. !°In the 


castels of the sones of Ruben, at the south 
coost, Elisur, the sone of Sedeur, schal be 
prince; and al the oost of hise fiyteris, 


11 that weren noumbrid, sixe and fourti 
thousynde and fyue hundrid. 12 Men of the 
lynage of Symeon settiden tentis bisidis 
hym, of whiche the prince was Salamyhel, 
the sone of Surisaddai; and al the oost 
of hise fiyteris, 15 that weren noumbrid, 
nyne and fifty thousynde and thre hun- 
drid. 14 Eliasaph, sone of Duel, was prince 
in the lynage of Gad; and al the oost of 
his fiyteris, 15 that weren noumbrid, fyue 
and fourti thousynde sixe hundrid and fifti. 


16 Alle that weren noumbrid in the cas- 
tels of Ruben, an hundrid thousynde fifty 


thousinde and a thousinde foure hundrid 
and fifty; thei schulen go forth in the sec- 
ounde place bi her cumpenyes. !’ Sotheli 
the tabernacle of witnessyng schal be 
reisid bi the offices of dekenes, and bi the 
cumpenyes ‘of hem; as it schal be reisid, 


so and it schal be takun doun; alle schulen 
go forth bi her places and ordris. 18 The 


castels of the sones of Effraym schulen be 
at the west coost, of whiche the prince 
was Elisama, the sone of Amyud; !9 and al 
the oost of his fiyteris, that weren noum- 
brid, fourti thousynde and fyue hundrid. 
20 And with hem was the lynage of ‘the 
sones of Manasses, of whiche the prince 


was Gamaliel, the sone of Fadassur; 2! al 
the oost of hise fiyteris, that weren noum- 


brid, two and thretti thousande and two 
hundrid. 22 In the lynage of the sones of 


Beniamyn the prince was Abidan, the sone 
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of Gedeon; 23 and al the oost of hise fiyteris, 
that weren noumbrid, fyue and thretti 
thousynde and foure hundrid. 24 Alle that 
weren noumbrid in the castels of Effraym 
weren an hundrid thousynde and eiyte 
thousynde and oon hundrid; thei schulen 
go forth ‘the thridde bi her cumpenyes. 
25 At the ‘part of the north the sones of Dan 
settiden tentis, of whiche the prince was 
Abiezer, the sone of Amysaddai; 2° al the 
oost of hise fiyteris, that weren noumbrid, 
two and sixti thousynde and seuene hun- 
drid. 2” Men of the lynage of Aser settiden 
tentis bisidis hym, of whiche the prince 
was Fegiel, the sone of Ochran; 28 and al 
the oost of hise fiyteris, that weren noum- 
brid, fourti thousynde ‘and a thousynde 
and fyue hundrid. 29 Of the lynage of the 
sones of Neptalym the prince was Ahira, 
the sone of Henam; and al the oost of 
hise fiyteris, 3° thre and fifti thousynde and 


foure hundrid. 31 Alle that weren noum- 
brid in the castels of Dan weren an hundrid 
thousynde seuene and fifti thousynde and 


sixe hundrid; thei schulen go forth the 


laste. 32 This is the noumbre of the sones of 
Israel, bi the housis of her kynredis, and bi 


cumpenyes of the oost departid, sixe hun- 
drid thousynde thre thousynde fyue hun- 


drid and fifti. 33 Sotheli the dekenes weren 
not noumbrid among the sones of Israel; 


for God comaundide so to Moises. 34 And 
the sones of Israel diden bi alle thingis 
whiche the Lord comaundide; thei settiden 
tentis bi her cumpenyes, and yeden forth 
bi the meynees, and housis of her fadris. 


3 
1 These ben the generaciouns of Aaron 
and of Moises, in the dai in which the 
Lord spak to Moises, in the hil of Synay. 


2 And these ben the names of ‘the sones 
of Aaron; his first gendrid, Nadab; aftir- 


ward, Abyu, and Eleazar, and Ythamar; 


these ben the names of ‘Aarons sones, 
3 preestis, that weren anoyntid, and whos 


hondis weren fillid and halewid, that thei 
schulden ‘be set in preesthod. 4 Nadab 


and Abyu, whanne thei offeriden alien fier 
in the ‘siyt of the Lord, in the deseert of 
Synay, weren deed without fre children; 





* 
3:9 that is, the sones of the lynage of Leuy. 
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and Eleazar and Ythamar ‘weren set in 
preesthod bifor Aaron hir fadir. 5 And the 


Lord spak to Moises, ° ‘and seide, ‘Presente 
thou the lynage of Leuy, and make to 
stonde in the siyt of Aaron, preest, that 
thei mynystre to hym; 7 and wake, and 
that thei kepe what euer thing perteyneth 
to the religioun of multitude, bifor the 
tabernacle of witnessyng; 8 and that thei 
kepe the vessels of the tabernacle, and 
serue in the seruyce therof. ° And thou 


schalt yyue bi fre yifte the Leuytis * to 
Aaron and hise sones, to whiche thei ben 
youun of the sones of Israel. 1° Sotheli thou 


schalt ordeyne Aaron and hise sones on 
the religioun of preesthod; a straungere,t 
that neiyeth for to mynystre, and schal die. 
11 And the Lord spak to Moyses, ‘and seide, 
12 Y haue take the Leuytis of the sones 
of Israel for ech firste gendrid thing that 
openeth the womb in the sones of Israel; 
and the Leuytis schulen be myne, !° for ech 
firste gendrid thing is myn; sithen Y smoot 
the firste gendrid in the lond of Egipt, Y 
halewide to me what euer thing is borun 
first in Israel; fro man ‘til to beest thei 
ben myne; Y am the Lord. ' And the 
Lord spak to Moises in the deseert 15 of 
Synay, and seide, Noumbre thou the sones 
of Leuy bi ‘the housis of her fadris, and 
bi meynees, ech male fro o monethe and 


aboue. 16 Moises noumbride, as the Lord 
comaundide. 17 And the sones of Leuy 
weren foundun, bi her names, Gerson, and 
Caath, and Merary; 18 the sones of Gerson 
weren Lebny, and Semey; 19 the sones of 
Caath weren Amram, and Jessaar, Hebron, 
and Oziel; 2° and the sones of Merari weren 
Mooly, and Musi. 21 Of Gerson weren twei 
meynees, of Lebny, and of Semei; 22 of 
whiche the puple of male kynde was noum- 
brid, fro o monethe and aboue, seuene 
thousynde and fyue hundrid. 23 These 
schulen sette tentis aftir the tabernacle at 
the west, 24 vndur the prince Eliasaph, the 
sone of Jahel. 25 And thei schulen haue 
kepyngis in the tabernacle of boond of 
pees, the tabernacle it silf, and the hilyng 
therof, the tente $ which is drawun bifor 
the yatis of the hilyng of the witnessyng 


T 310 a straunger, that is, which is not of the lynage of Leuy. 


3.95 In Ebruit is, the vey] of the dore of the grete strete, whiche is on the tabernacle and auteer bi cumpas. 
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of boond of pees; 26 and the curteyns of 
the greet street, also the tente which is 
hangid in the entryng of the greet street 
of the tabernacle, and what euer thing 
perteyneth to the custom of the auter, the 
cordis of the tabernacle, and al the purte- 
naunce therof.$ 27 The kynrede of Caath 
schal haue the puplis of Amram, and of 
Jessaar, and of Ebron, and of Oziel; 28 these 
ben the meynees of Caathitis, noumbrid bi 
her names, alle of male kynde, fro o mon- 
ethe and aboue, eiyte thousynde and sixe 
hundrid. 29 Thei schulen haue kepyngis 
of the seyntuarie, and schulen sette tentis 
at the south coost; 3° and ‘the prince of 
hem schal be Elisaphan, the sone of Oziel. 
31 And thei schulen kepe the arke, and the 


boord, and the candilstike, the auters, and 
vesselis of the seyntuarie in whiche it is 


mynystrid, and the veil, and al sich purte- 
naunce. 32 Sotheli the prince of princis of 
Leuytis schal be Eleazar, the sone of Aaron, 
preest; and he schal be on the keperis of the 
kepyng of the seyntuarie. °3 And sotheli of 
Merary schulen be the puplis of Mooli, and 


of Musi, 34 noumbrid bi her names, alle of 
male kynde fro o monethe and aboue, sixe 


thousynde and two hundrid; 35 ‘the prince 


of hem schal be Suriel, the sone of Abiahiel; 
thei schulen sette tentis in the north coost. 
36 And vndur ‘the kepyng of hem schulen 
be the tablis of the tabernacle, and the bar- 
ris, and the pileris, and ‘the foundementis 
of tho, and alle thingis that perteynen to 
sich ournyng, 3” and the pileris of the greet 
street bi cumpas, with her foundementis, 


and the stakis with coordis. 38 Forsothe 
Moises and Aaron with hise sones schulen 
sette tentis bifor the tabernacle of boond of 
pees, that is, at the eest coost, and schulen 


haue the keping of the seyntuarie, in the 
myddis of the sones of Israel; what euer 
alien neiyeth,” he schal die. 39 Alle the 
Leuytis, whiche Moises and Aaron noum- 


briden, bi comaundement of the Lord, bi 
her meynees, in male kynde, fro o monethe 


and aboue, were two and twenti thousynd. 


40 And the Lord seide to Moises, Noumbre 
thou the firste gendrid children of male 


kynde of the sones of Israel, fro 0 mon- 


ethe and aboue; and thou schalt haue the 
summe of hem; and 4! thou schalt take 





§ 3:26 In Ebreu it is, to al the seruice therof. 
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Leuytis to me for alle the firste gendrid 


of the sones of Israel; Y am the Lord; and 
thou schalt take ‘the beestis of hem for alle 
the firste gendrid of the sones of Israel. 


42 And as the Lord comaundide, Moises 
noumbride the firste gendrid children of 


the sones of Israel; and the males weren 
bi her names, 43 fro o monethe and aboue, 
two and twenti thousynde two hundrid 


and seuenti and thre. 44 And the Lord spak 
to Moises, and seide, #° Take thou Leuytis 
for the firste gendrid children of the sones 
of Israel, and the beestis of Leuytis for the 
beestis of hem, and the Leuytis schulen 
be myne; Y am the Lord. 4° Forsothe in 
the prijs of two hundrid seuenti and thre, 
that passen the noumbre of “‘Leuytis, of 
the firste gendrid children of the sones of 
Israel, 47 thou schalt take fyue ciclis bi ech 
heed, at the mesure of seyntuarie; a sicle 
hath xx. halpens; 48 and thou schalt yyue 
the money to Aaron and to hise sones, the 
prijs of hem that ben aboue. 4° Therfor 
Moises took the money of hem that weren 
aboue, and whiche thei hadden ayenbouyt 
of the Leuytis, for the firste gendrid of the 


sones of Israel, 5° a thousand thre hundrid 
sixti and fyue of siclis, bi the weiyte of 


seyntuarie; 5! and he yaf that money to 


Aaron and to hise sones, bi the word which 
the Lord comaundide to hym. 


4 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises and to 


Aaron, 2 and seide, Take thou the summe 
of the sones of Caath, fro the myddis 


of Leuytis, 3? bi her housis and meynees, 
fro the threttithe yeer and aboue ‘til to 
the fiftithe yeer, of alle that entren, that 
thei stonde and mynystre in the taber- 
nacle of boond of pees. 4 This is the 
religioun of the sones of Caath; Aaron 


and his sones schulen entren in to the 
tabernacle of boond of pees, and in to 


the hooli of hooli thingis, ° whanne the 


tentis schulen be moued; and thei schulen 
do doun the veil that hangith bifore the 


yatis, and thei schulen wlappe in it the arke 
of witnessyng; © and thei schulen hile eft 
with a veil of ‘skynnys of iacynt, and thei 


schulen stretche forth aboue a mentil al 
of iacynt, and thei schulen putte in barris 


* 
3:38 neiyith, that is, without licence. 
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‘on the schuldris of the bereris. 7 Also thei 
schulen wlappe the boord of proposicioun 


in a mentil of iacynt, and thei schulen 
putte therwith cenceris, and morteris of 
gold, litil cuppis, and grete cuppis to fle- 
tyng sacrifices ‘to be sched; looues schulen 


euere be in the boord. 8 And thei schulen 
strecche forth aboue a reed mentil, which 
thei schulen hile eft with an hilyng of 


‘skynnes of iacynt, and thei schulen putte 
yn barris. 9? Thei schulen take also a men- 
til of iacynt with which thei schulen hile 


the candilstike, with hise lanternes, and 
tongis, and snytels, and alle the ‘vessels 


of oile that ben nedeful to the lanternes 
to be ordeyned; 1° and on alle thingis thei 


schulen putte an hilyng of ‘skynnys of 
iacynt, and thei schulen putte in barris. 
11 Also and thei schulen wlappe the goldun 
auter ina clooth of iacynt; and thei schulen 
stretche forth aboue an hilyng of ‘skynnys 
of iacynt, and thei schulen putte in barris. 
12 Thei schulen wlappe ina mentil of iacynt 
alle the vessels in whiche it is mynystrid in 
the seyntuarie, and thei schulen strecche 
forth aboue an hilyng of ‘skynnys of iacynt, 
and thei schulen putte yn barris. 13 But also 
thei schulen clense the auter * fro aische, 
and thei schulen wlappe it in a clooth of 
purpur. 14 And thei schulen putte with it 
alle vessels whiche thei vsen in the seruyce 
therof, that is, ressettis of firis, tongis, 


and fleischokis, hokis, and censeris, ether 
pannys of coolis; thei schulen hile alle the 


vessels of the auter togidere in a veil of 
‘skynnes of iacynt, and thei schulen putte 


in barris. 45 And whanne Aaron and hise 
sones han wlappid the seyntuarie, and alle 
vessels therof, in the mouyng of tentis, 
thanne the sones of Caath schulen entre, 
that thei bere the thingis wlappid, and 
touche not the vessels of the seyntuarie, 


lest thei dien. 16 Thes ben the birthuns 
of the sones of Caath, in the tabernacle of 
boond of pees, on whiche Eleazar, the sone 


of Aaron, preest, schal be; to whois cure 
‘the oile perteyneth to ordeyne lanternes, 


and the encense which is maad bi craft, 
and the sacrifice which is offrid euere, 
and the oile of anoyntyng, and what euere 


thing perteyneth to the ournyng of the 





* 
4:13 clense the auter, etc. of brent sacrifices. 


of the dore of the grete street, which is bifor the tabernacle bi cumpas. 


seruyce, and vessels here ben takun for instrumentis. 
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tabernacle, and of alle vessels that ben in 
the seyntuarie. 17 And the Lord spak to 


Moises and to Aaron, and seide, 18 Nyle ye 
leese the puple of Caath fro the myddis 
of Leuytis; 19 but do ye this thing to hem, 
that thei lyue, and die not, if thei touchen 
the hooli of hooli thingis. Aaron and 
hise sones schulen entre, and thei schulen 
dispose the werkis of alle men, and thei 
schulen departe ‘what who owith to bere. 
20 Othere men se not bi ony curiouste tho 
thingis that ben in the seyntuarie, bifore 
that tho ben wlappid; ellis thei schulen die. 
21 And the Lord spak to Moises, 22 and seide, 


Take thou the summe also of the sones of 
Gerson, bi her housis, and meynees, and 


kynredis; noumbre thou ”° fro thretti yeer 
and aboue ‘til to fifti yeer alle that entren 
and mynystren in the tabernacle of boond 
of pees. #4 This is the office of the sones of 
Gersonytis, that thei bere the curteyns of 
the tabernacle, and the roof of the boond of 
pees, an other hilyng, 25 and a veil of iacynt 
aboue alle thingis, and the tente which 
hangith in the entryng of the tabernacle 
of the boond of pees; 26 and the curteyns 
of the greet street, and the veil in the 
entryng,t ‘which veil is bifor the taberna- 
cle. 27 Whanne Aaron comaundith and hise 
sones, the sones of Gerson schulen bere 
alle thingis that perteynen to the auter, the 
coordis, and vessels of seruyce + ; and alle 
schulen wite, to what charge thei owen to 


be boundun. 28 This is the office of the 
meynee of Gersonytis, in the tabernacle of 


boond of pees; and thei schulen be vndur 


the hond of Ythamar, the sone of Aaron, 
preest. 29 Also thou schalt noumbre the 


sones of Merary, bi the meynees and housis 
of her fadris, 3° fro thretti yeer and aboue 
‘til to fifti yeer, alle that entren to the 
office of her seruice, and to the ournyng of 
the boond of pees of witnessyng. 3! These 
ben ‘the chargis of hem; thei schulen bere 
the tablis of the tabernacle, and the barris 
therof, the pilers and her foundementis; 
also the pilers of the greet street bi cumpas, 
32 with her foundementis, and her stakis, 
and coordis; thei schulen take alle instru- 
mentis and purtenaunce at noumbre, and 


T 4:26 and the veil in the entryng, in Ebreu it is thus, the veil 


¥ 4:27 of seruyce, in Ebrew it is, of her 
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so thei schulen bere. 33 This is the office of 
‘the meynee of Meraritis, and the seruyce 


in the tabernacle of boond of pees; and thei 


schulen be vndur the hond of Ythamar, the 
sone of Aaron, preest. 3°4 Therfor Moises 


and Aaron and the princes of the synagoge 


noumbriden the sones of Caath, bi the 
kynredis and housis of her fadris, 35 fro 


thretti yeer and aboue ‘til to the fiftithe 
yeer, alle that entren to the seruyce of 
the tabernacle of boond of pees; °° and 
thei weren foundun two thousynde seuene 


hundrid and fifti. 37 This is the noumbre 
of the puple of Caath, which entrith in 


to the tabernacle of boond of pees; Moi- 
ses and Aaron noumbriden these, bi the 
word of the Lord, bi the hond of Moises. 
38 And the sones of Gerson weren noum- 
brid, bi the kyneredis and housis of her 


fadris, 3° fro thretti yeer and aboue ‘til 
to ‘the fiftithe yeer, alle that entren that 
thei mynystre in the tabernacle of boond 
of pees; 4° and thei weren foundun two 
thousynde sixe hundrid and thretti. 4! This 
is the puple of Gersonytis, which Moises 


and Aaron noumbriden, bithe ‘word of the 
Lord. 42 And the sones of Merary weren 


noumbrid, bi the kynredis and housis of 
her fadris, 43 fro threttithe yeer and aboue 
‘til to ‘the fiftithe yere, alle that entren 


to fille the customs, ether seruices, of the 
tabernacle of boond of pees; 44 ‘and thei 
weren foundun thre thousynde and two 
hundrid. 45 This is the noumbre of the 
sones of Merari, whiche Moyses and Aaron 


noumbriden, bi ‘the comaundement of the 
Lord, bi the hoond of Moises. 46 Alle that 
weren noumbrid of Leuytis, and whiche 


Moyses and Aaron and the princes of Israel 
maden to be noumbrid, bi the kynredis 
and housis of her fadris, 4” fro thretti yeer 
and aboue ‘til to ‘the fiftithe yeer, and 
entriden to the seruyce of the tabernacle, 
and to bere chargis, 48 weren togidere eiyte 
thousynde fyue hundrid and foure scoor. 
49 By the ‘word of the Lord Moises noum- 


bride hem, ech man bi his office and hise 
chargis, as the Lord comaundide to hym. 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Comaunde thou to the sones of Israel, 2 that 





* 
5:10 thing that is offrid, this is soth of the firste fruytis, not of othere sacrifices. 
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thei caste out of the castels ech leprouse 


man, and that fletith out seed, and is de- 
foulid on a deed bodi; caste ye out of the 


castels, as wel a male as a female, lest thei 
defoulen tho, whanne thei dwellen with 
you. 4 And the sones of Israel diden so; and 


thei castiden hem out of the castels, as the 
Lord spak to Moises. > And the Lord spak to 
Moises, ®and seide, Speke thou to the sones 
of Israel, Whanne a man ethir a womman 
han do of alle synnes that ben wont to 
falle to men, and han broke bi necgligence 


the ‘comaundement of the Lord, 7 and 
han trespassid, thei schulen knowleche her 


synne, and thei schulen yelde thilke heed, 
and the fyuethe part aboue, to hym ayens 
whom thei synneden. ® But if noon is that 
schal resseyue thei schulen yyue to the 
Lord, and it schal be the preestis part, out- 
akun the ram which is offrid for clensyng, 
that it be a quemeful sacrifice. ° Also alle 
the firste fruytis, whiche the sones of Israel 
offren, perteynen to the preest; 1° and 
what euer thing * is offrid of ech man in 
the seyntuarie, and is youun to the ‘hondis 
of the preest,t it schal be the preestis part. 
11 And the Lord spak to Moises, !2 and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, and thou 
schalt seie to hem, If ‘the wijf of aman hath 
errid, and hath dispisid the hosebonde, 
13 and hath slept with another man, and 
the hosebonde may not take ether preue 
this, but the auowtrye is hid, and may 
not be preuyd bi witnessis, for sche is 
not foundun in leccherie; 14 if the spirit 
of gelousie stirith the housebonde ayens 
his wijf, which is ether defoulid, ethir is 
apechid bi fals suspecioun, !5 the man schal 
brynge hir to the preest, and he schal offre 
an offryng for hir ‘the tenthe part of a 
mesure clepid satum of barli meele; he 
schal not schede oyle ther onne, nethir he 
schal putte encense, for it is the sacrifice 
of gelousie, and an offryng enquerynge 
auowtrye. !°Therfor the preest schal offre 
hir, and schal sette bifore the Lord; 17 and 


he schal take holi watir in ‘a vessel of erthe, 
and he schal putte in to it a litil of the 


erthe of the pawment of the tabernacle. 


18 And whanne the womman stondith in 
the siyt of the Lord, he schal diskyuere hir 


T 5:10 and is youun to the 
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heed, and he schal putte ‘on the hondis of 
hir the sacrifice of remembryng, and the 
offryng of gelousie. Sotheli he schal holde 
moost bittir watris, in whiche he gaderide 
togidere cursis with cursyng. 19 And he 
schal conioure hir, and schal seie, If an 
alien man slepte not with thee, and if thou 
art not defoulid in the forsakyng the bed 


of the hosebonde, these bittereste watris 
schulen not anoye thee, in to whiche Y 


haue gaderid togidere cursis; 2° ellis if thou 


bowidst awei fro thin hosebonde, and art 
defoulid, and hast leyn with another man, 


21 thou schalt be suget to these cursyngys; 
the Lord yyue thee in to cursyng, and in to 
ensaumple of alle men in his puple; ‘the 
Lord make thin hipe to wexe rotun, and 


thi wombe swelle, and be brokun; 2? cursid 
watris entre in to thi wombe, and while the 
wombe swellith, thin hipe wexe rotun. And 


the womman schal answere, Amen! amen! 
23 And the preest schal write thes cursis 
in a litil book, and he schal do awey tho 
cursis with bittereste watris, in to whiche 
he gaderide cursis, 24 and he schal yyue 
to hir to drynke. And whanne sche hath 
drunke tho watris, 25 the preest schal take 
of hir hond the sacrifice of gelousie, and 


he schal reise it bifor the Lord, and he 
schal putte on the auter; 26 so oneli that 


he take bifore an handful of sacrifice ‘of 
that that is offrid, and brenne on the auter, 
and so yyue drynke to the womman the 


moost bittere watris. 27 And whanne sche 
hath drunke tho watris, if sche is defoulid, 
and is gilti of auowtrie, for the hosebonde 


is dispisid, the watris of cursyng schulen 
passe thorouy hir, and while the wombe is 
bolnyd, the hipe schal wexe rotun, and the 
womman schal be in to cursyng and in to 
ensaumple to al the puple. 28 That if sche 
is not pollutid, sche schal be harmeles, and 
schal brynge forth fre children. 29 This is 
the lawe of gelousie, if a womman bowith 
awei fro hir hosebonde, and is defoulid, 
30 and the hosebonde is stirid with the 
spirit of gelousye, and bryngith hir in to 
the ‘siyt of the Lord, and the preest doith 
to hir bi alle thingis that ben writun, the 
hosebonde schal be with out synne, 3! and 
sche schal resseyue hir wickidnesse. 





* 
6:3 In Ebreu it is, of ony thing able to make drunkun. 
that ben in the myddis of the grape. 
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1 And the Lord spak to Moises and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2 and 


thou schalt seie to hem, Whanne a man 
ether a womman makith auow, that thei 
be halewid, and thei wolen halewe hem 
silf to the Lord, 3 thei schulen absteyne 


fro wyn and fro al thing that may make 
drunkun; thei schulen not drynke vynegre 


of wyn, and of ony other drynkyng,* and 
what euer thing is pressid out of the grape; 
thei schulen not ete freisch grapis and drie, 
4 alle dayes in whiche thei ben halewid bia 
vow to the Lord; thei schulen not ete what 
euer thing may be of the vyner, fro a grape 
dried ‘til to the draf.t 5 In al tyme of his 
departyng a rasour schal not passe on his 
heed, ‘til to the day fillid in which he is 
halewid to the Lord; he schal be hooli while 


the heer of his heed ‘schal wexe. © In al 
the tyme of his halewing he schal not entre 


on a deed bodi,¥ 7 and sotheli he schal not 
be defoulid on the deed bodi of fadir and 
of moder, of brothir and of sistir, for the 
halewyng of his God is on his heed; 8 ech dai 


of his departyng schal be hooli to the Lord. 
° But if ony man is deed sudeynly bifore 
hym, the heed of his halewyng schal be 


defoulid, which he schal schaue anoon in 
the same dai of his clensyng, and eft in the 


seuenthe dai; !°forsothe in the eiyte dai he 


schal offre twei turtlis, ether twei ‘briddis 
of a culuer, to the preest, in the entryng of 


the boond of pees of witnessyng. 1! And the 
preest schal make oon for synne, and the 
tothir in to brent sacrifice; and the preest 
schal preie for hym, for he synnede on a 


deed bodi, and he schal halewe his heed in 
that dai. 12 And he schal halewe to the Lord 
the daies of his departyng, and he schal 


offre a lomb of 0 yeer for synne, so netheles 


that the formere daies be maad voide, for 
his halewyng is defoulid. 13 This is the 


lawe of consecracioun. Whanne the daies 
schulen be fillid, whiche he determynede 


by a vow, the preest schal brynge hym to 
the dore of the tabernacle of boond of pees, 
and schal offre his offryng to the Lord, 
144 lomb of o yeer with out wem, in to 
brent sacrifice, and a scheep of o yeer with 
outen wem, for synne, and a ram with out 


T 6:4 In Ebreu it is, fro the rynde til to the litil greynes 
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wem, a pesible sacrifice; 15 also a panyere 
of theerf looues, that ben spreynt togidere 


with oile, and cakis sodun in watir, and 
aftir anoyntid with oile, with out sourdow, 


and fletyng sacrifices of alle bi hem silf; 
16 whiche the preest schal offre bifor the 
Lord, and schal make as wel for synne as in 


to brent sacrifice. 1” Sotheli he schal offre 
the ram a pesible sacrifice to the Lord, and 


he schal offre togidere a panyere of therf 
looues and fletyng sacryfices, that ben due 


bi custom. 18 Thanne the Nazarei schal be 
schauun fro the heer of his consecracioun, 
bifor the doore of the tabernacle of boond 
of pees; and the preest schal take hise 


heeris, and schal putte on the fier, which is 
put vndur the sacrifice of pesible thingis. 


19 And he schal take the schuldur sodun 
of the ram, and o ‘cake of breed with out 
sourdow fro the panyere, and o theerf caak 


first sodun in watir and aftirward fried in 
oile, and he schal bitake in the hondis of 
the Nazarei, aftir that his heed is schauun. 
20 And the preest schal reise in the ‘siyt of 
the Lord the thingis takun eft of hym. And 
the thingis halewid schulen be the preestis 
part, as the brest which is comaundid to be 
departid, and the hipe. Aftir these thingis 
the Nasarey may drynke wyn. 2! This is 
the lawe of the Nasarei, whanne he hath 
avowyd his offryng to the Lord in the 
tyme of his consecracioun, outakun these 
thingis whiche his hond fyndith.§ By this 
that he avowide in soule, so he schal do, 
to the perfeccioun of his halewyng. 2? And 
the Lord spak to Moyses and seide, 23 Speke 
thou to Aaron and to hise sones, Thus ye 
schulen blesse the sones of Israel, and ye 
schulen seie to hem, 24 The Lord blesse 
thee, and kepe thee; 2° the Lord schewe his 
face to thee, and haue mercy on thee; 26 the 
Lord turne his cheer to thee, and yyue pees 
to thee. 2” Thei schulen clepe inwardli my 


name on the sones of Israel, and Y schal 
blesse hem. 


7 


1 Forsothe it was don in the dai in which 
Moises fillide the tabernacle, and reiside it, 
and anoyntide and halewide with alle ‘hise 


vessels, the auter in lijk maner and the 
vessels therof. 2 And the princes of Israel, 
and the heedis of meynees that weren bi 





8 6:21 or his power mai strecche to. 
goldene siclis. 
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alle lynagis, ‘the souereyns of hem that 
weren noumbrid, 3 offeriden yiftis bifor 
the Lord, sixe waynes hylid with twelue 
oxun; twei duykis offeriden o wayn, and 


ech offeride oon oxe. And thei offeriden 
tho waynes ‘in the siyt of the taberna- 
cle. 4 Forsothe the Lord seide to Moises, 
5 Take thou of hem, that tho serue in the 
seruice of the tabernacle, and bitake thou 
tho to dekenes bi the ordre of her seruice. 
6 And so whanne Moises hadde take the 
waynes, and the oxun, he bitook tho to the 


dekenes. 7 He yaf twei waynes and foure 


oxun to the sones of Gerson, bi that that 
thei hadden nedeful. ® He yaf four other 


waynes and eiyte oxun to the sones of 
Merari, bi her offices and religioun, vnder 


the hond of Ythamar, the sone of Aaron, 
preest. ° Forsothe he yaf not waynes and 


oxun to the sones of Caath, for thei seruen 
in the seyntuarye, and beren chargis with 


her owne schuldris. 1° Therfor the duykis 
offeriden, in the halewyng of the auter, 
in the dai in which it was anoyntid, her 
offryng to the Lord, bifore the auter. 1! And 


the Lord seide to Moises, Alle dukis bi hem- 
silf offre yiftis, bi alle daies bi hem silf, in to 


the halewyng of the auter. !2 Naason, the 
sone of Amynadab, of the lynage of Juda, 
offeride his offryng in the firste day; 13 and 
a siluerne vessel ‘to preue ensense and 
siche thingis, in the weiyte of an hundrid 
and thretti siclis, a viol of siluere,* hauynge 
seuenti siclis bi the weiyt of the seyntuarie, 
‘weren ther ynne, euer eithir ful of flour 
spreynt togidere with oile, in to sacrifice; 
14 4 morter,t of ten goldun siclis, ful of 


encence. 15 He offride an oxe of the droue, 
and a ram, and a lomb of o yeer, in to 


brent sacrifice; 1° and a ‘buk of geet, for 
synne. !7 And he offeride in the sacrifice 
of pesible thingis, tweyne oxun, fyue ram- 
mys, fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren 
of o yeer. This is the offryng of Naason, 
the sone of Amynadab. !8In the secounde 
dai Nathanael, the sone of Suar, duyk of 
the lynage of Isachar, 1 offeride a siluerne 
vessel ‘to preue encense and siche thingis, 
peisynge an hundrid and thretti siclis, a 
siluerne viole, hauynge seuenti syclis bi 
the weiyte of seyntuarie, euer either ful 
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of flour spreynt togidere with oile, in to 
sacrifice; 2° a goldun morter, hauynge ten 


siclis, ful of encense; 2! an oxe of the droue, 
and a ram, and a lomb of 0 yeer, in to brent 


sacrifice; 22 and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. 
23 And in the sacrifice of pesible thingis 
he offride tweyne oxun, and fyue rammes, 
fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of o 
yeer. This was the offryng of Nathanael 
the sone of Suar. 24 In the thridde dai 
Eliab, the sone of Elon, prince of the sones 
of Zabulon, 25 offeride a siluerne vessel to 
‘preue encence and siche thingis, peisynge 
an hundrid and thretti siclis, a siluerne 
viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the weiyte of 
seyntuarie, euer eithir ful of flour spreynt 
togidere with oile, in to sacrifice; a goldun 
morter, 2° peisynge ten siclis, ful of en- 
cense; 27 an oxe of the droue, and a ram, 
and a lomb of o yeer, in to brent sacri- 
fice; and a buc of geet, for synne. 28 And 
in sacrifice of pesible thingis he offride 
tweyne oxen, fyue rammes, fyue ‘buckis of 
geet, fyue lambren of 0 yeer. 29 This is the 
offryng of Eliab, the sone of Helon. 3°In the 


fourthe dai Helisur, the sone of Sedeur, the 
prince of the sones of Ruben, *! offride a 


siluerne vessel ‘to preue encense and siche 
thingis, peisynge an hundrid and thretti 
siclis, a siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti 
syclis at the weiyte of seyntuarie, euer 
eithir ful of flour spreynt togidere with 
oile, in to sacrifice; 32 a goldun morter 
peisynge ten siclis, ful of encense; 33 an oxe 
of the drooue, and a ram, and a lomb of 
o yeer in to brent sacrifice, 34 and a ‘buc 
of geet, for synne. 35 And in to sacrifice 
of pesible thingis he offride tweyne oxun, 
fyue rammes, fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue 
lambren of o yeer. This was the offryng of 
Elisur, the sone of Sedeur. °¢In the fyuethe 
dai Salamyhel, the sone of Surisaddai, the 
prince of the sones of Symeon, 3” offeride a 
siluerne vessel ‘to preue encense and siche 
thingis, peysynge an hundrid and thretti 
siclis, a siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti siclis 
at the weiyte of seyntuarie, euer either 
ful of flour spreynt togidere with oile, in 
to sacrifice; 38 a goldun morter, peisynge 
ten siclis, ful of encense; 39 an oxe of the 
drooue, and a ram, and a lomb of o yeer, 
in to brent sacrifice; 4° and a ‘bucke of 
geet, for synne. 41 And in to sacrifice of 
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pesible thingis he offeride tweyne oxun, 
fyue rammes, fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue 
lambren of o yeer. This was the offring 
of Salamyhel, the sone of Surisaddai. 42 In 
the sixte day Elisaphat, the sone of Duel, 
the prince of the sones of Gad, 43 offride a 
siluerne vessel ‘to preue encense and sich 
thingis, peisynge an hundrid and thretti 
siclis, a siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti siclis 
at the weiyte of seyntuarie, euer eithir ful 
of flour spreynt togidere with oile in to 
sacrifice; 44a goldun morter, peisynge ten 
siclis, ful of encense; 45 an oxe of the droue, 
and a ram, and a lomb of o yeer, in to 
brent sacrifice; 4° and a ‘buc of geet, for 
synne. 47 And in to sacrifice of pesible 
thingis he offride twei oxun, fyue rammes, 
fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of 0 yeer. 
This was the offryng of Elisaphat, the sone 


of Duel. 48 In the seuenthe dai Elisama, 
the sone of Amyud, the prince of the sones 


of Effraym, 4° offride a siluerne vessel ‘to 
preue encense and siche thingis, peisynge 


an hundrid and thretti siclis, a siluerne 
viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the weiyte of 


seyntuarie, euer either ful of flour spreynt 
togidere with oyle, in to sacrifice; a goldun 
morter, °° peisynge ten siclis, ful of en- 


cense; 5! an oxe of the drooue, and a ram, 
anda lomb of 0 yeer, in to 52 brent sacrifice; 


and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. °°? And in 
to sacrifices of pesible thingis he offride 
tweyne oxun, fyue rammes, fyue ‘buckis 
of geet, fyue lambren of o yeer. This 
was the offryng of Elisama, the sone of 
Amyud. 4 In the eiytthe dai Gamaliel, 
the sone of Fadussur, the prince of the 


sones of Manasses, * offride a siluerne 
vessel ‘to preue encense and siche thingis, 


peisynge an hundrid and thretti syclis, a 
siluerne viole, hauynge seuenti siclis at the 
weiyte of seyntuarie, euer eithir ful of flour 
spreynt togidere with oile, in to sacrifice; 
a goldun morter, °° peisynge ten siclis, ful 


of encense; 57 an oxe of the drooue, and 
a ram, and a lomb of o yeer, in to brent 


58 sacrifice; and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. 
59 And in to sacrificis of pesible thingis he 
offride tweyne oxun, fyue rammes, fyue 
‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of o yeer. 
This was the offryng of Gamaliel, the sone 
of Fadussur. © In the nynthe dai Abidan, 
the sone of Gedeon, the prince of the 
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sones of Beniamyn, ©! offeride a siluerne 
vessel ‘to preue encense and siche thingis, 
peisynge an hundrid and thretti siclis, a 
siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the 
weiyte of seyntuarie, euer eithir ful of flour 
sprent togidere with oile, in to sacrifice; 
62 a goldun morter, peisynge ten siclis, ful 


of encense; an oxe of the drooue, ® and 
a ram, and a lomb of o yeer in to brent 


sacrifice; 4 and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. 
65 And in to sacrifice of pesible thingis he 
offride tweyne oxun, fyue rammes, fyue 
‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of o yeer. 
This was the offryng of Abidan, the sone 


of Gedeon. © In the tenthe dai Abiezer, 
the sone of Amysaddai, the prince of the 


sones of Dan, °’ offride a siluerne vessel ‘to 
preue encense and siche thingis, peisynge 


an hundrid and thretti siclis, a siluerne 
viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the weiyte of 


seyntuarie, euer ethir ful of flour spreynt 
to gidere with oile in to sacrifice; °° a 
goldun morter, peisynge ten siclis, ful of 


encense; ©? an oxe of the drooue, and a 
ram, and a lomb of o yeer, in to brent 


sacrifice; 7° and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. 
71 And in to sacrifices of pesible thingis he 
offride tweyne oxun, fyue rammes, fyue 
‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of o yeer. 
This was the offryng of Abiezer, the sone 
of Amysaddai. 72 In the enleuenthe dai 
Phegiel, the sone of Ocran, 73 the prince 


of the sones of Aser, offride a siluerne 
vessel ‘to preue encense and siche thingis, 


peisynge an hundrid and thretti siclis, a 
siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the 
weiyte of seyntuarie, euer either ful of 
flour spreynt to gidere with oile, in to 
sacrifice; 74a goldun morter, peisynge ten 
ciclis, ful of encense; 7° an oxe of the 
drooue, anda ram, and a lomb of 0 yeer, in 
to brent sacrifice; 7° and a ‘bucke of geet, 
for synne. 77 And in to sacrifices of pesy- 
ble thingis he offride tweyne oxun, fyue 
rammes, fyue ‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren 
of o yeer. This was the offryng of Phegiel, 
the sone of Ochran. 78 In the tweluethe 
dai Ahira, the sone of Enan, the prince of 
the sones of Neptalym, 79 offride a siluerne 
vessel ‘to preue encense and siche thingis, 
peisynge an hundrid and thetti siclis, a 
siluerne viol, hauynge seuenti siclis at the 
weiyte of seyntuarie, euer eithir ful of flour 
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spreynt to gidere with oile, in to sacrifice; 
80 a goldun morter, peisynge ten siclis, ful 


of encense; 8! an oxe of the drooue, and 
a ram, and a lomb of o yeer, in to brent 
sacrifice; 82 and a ‘buc of geet, for synne. 
83 And in to sacrifices of pesible thingis he 
offride tweyne oxun, fyue rammes, fyue 
‘buckis of geet, fyue lambren of o yeer. 
This was the offryng of Haira, the sone of 
Henan. ® These thingis weren offrid of 
the sones of Israel, in the halewyng of the 
auter, in the dai in which it was halewid; 
siluerne vessels ‘to preue, encense and 
siche thingis twelue, siluerne viols twelue, 
goldun morteris twelue; 85 so that o vessel 
‘to preue encense and siche thingis hadde 


an hundrid and thretti siclis ‘of siluer, 
and o viol hadde seuenti siclis, that is, in 
comyn, two thousynde and foure hundrid 
siclis of alle the ‘vessels of siluer, bi the 
weiyte of seyntuarie; 8° goldun morteris 
twelue, ful of encense, peisynge ten siclis 
bithe weiyte of seyntuarie, that is to gidere 
an hundrid and twenti siclis of gold; 8” oxun 


of the drooue in to brent sacrifice twelue, 
twelue rammes, twelue lambren of o yeer, 


and the fletynge sacryfices ‘of tho, twelue 
‘buckis of geet for synne; 8° the sacrifices 
of pesible thingis, foure and twenti oxun, 
sexty rammes, sexti ‘buckis of geet, sixti 
lambren of 0 yeer. These thingis weren of- 
frid in the halewyng of the auter, whanne 
it was anoyntid. 8 And whanne Moyses 
entride in to the tabernacle of boond of 
pees, ‘to axe counsel ‘of Goddis answeryng 
place, he herde the vois of God spekynge 
to hym fro ‘the propiciatorie, which was 
on the arke of witnessyng, bitwixe twei 
cherubyns, fro whennus also God spak to 
Moises. 


8 

1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to Aaron, 2 and thou schalt 
seie to hym, Whanne thou hast sett seuene 
launternes, the candilstike be reisid in the 
south part; therfor comaunde thou this, 
that the lanternes biholde euene ayens the 
north to the boord of looues of ‘settyng 
forth, tho schulen schyne ayenus that part 
which the candilstike biholdith. 3 And 


Aaron dide, and puttide lanternes on the 


candilstike, as the Lord comaundide to 
Moises. 4 Sotheli this was the makyng 
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of the candilstike; it was of gold betun 
out with hameris, as wel the myddil stok 
as alle thingis that camen forth of euer 
eithir side of the yeerdis; bi the saumple 
‘whych the Lord schewide to Moises, so 
he wrouyte the candilstike. 5 And the 
Lord spak to Moises, © and seide, Take 
thou Leuytis fro the myddis of the sones 


of Israel; 7 and thou schalt clense hem bi 
this custom. Be thei spreynt with watir of 


clensyng, and schaue thei alle the heeris of 


her fleisch. And whanne thei han waische 
her clothis and ben clensid, take thei an 
oxe of drooues, ® and the fletyng sacrifice 


therof, flour spreynt to gidere with oile; 


forsothe thou schalt take another oxe of 
the drooue for synne; 9 and thou schalt 


present the Leuytis bifor the tabernacle of 
boond of pees, whanne al the multitude of 
the sones of Israel is clepid togidere. 1° And 
whanne the Leuytis ben bifor the Lord, the 


sones of Israel schulen sette her hondis on 
hem; " and Aaron schal offre the Leuytis 


in the siyt of the Lord, a yifte of the sones 


of Israel, that thei serue in the seruice ‘of 
hym. 12 Also the Leuytis schulen sette her 
hondis on the heedis of the oxun, of whiche 
oxun thou schalt make oon for synne, and 


the tother in to brent sacrifice of the Lord, 
that thou preye for hem. 13 And thou schalt 


ordeyne the Leuytis in the siyt of Aaron, 


and of hise sones, and thou schalt sacre 
hem offrid to the Lord; 14 and thou schalt 
departe hem fro the myddis of the sones of 


Israel, that thei be myne. 4 And aftirward 


entre thei in to the tabernacle of boond 
of pees, that thei serue me; and so thou 


schalt clense and schalt halewe hem, in to 
an offryng of the Lord, for bi fre yifte thei 


ben youun to me of the sones of Israel. 
16 Y haue take hem for the firste gendrid 
thingis that openen ech wombe in Israel; 
17 for alle the firste gendrid thingis of the 
sones of Israel ben myne, as wel of men 


as of beestis, fro the dai in which Y smoot 
ech firste gendrid thing in the loond of 


Egipt, Y halewide hem to me. 18 And Y 
took the Leuytis for alle the firste gendrid 


children of the sones of Israel; 19 and Y 
yaf hem bi fre yifte to Aaron and hise 


sones, fro the myddis of the puple, that thei 
serue me for Israel, in the tabernacle of 





125 


Numbers 9:10 


boond of pees, and that thei preie for hem, 
lest veniaunce be in the puple, if thei ben 
hardi to neiye to the seyntuarye. 2° And 
Moises and Aaron, and al the multitude of 
the sones of Israel, diden on the Leuitis 
tho thingis that the Lord comaundide to 
Moyses. #! And thei weren clensid, and thei 


waischiden her clothis; and Aaron reiside 
hem in the siyt of the Lord, and preiede 


for hem, 22 that thei schulen be clensid, 
and schulden entre to her offices in to the 
tabernacle of boond of pees, bifor Aaron 


and hise sones; as the Lord comaundide to 
Moises of the Leuytis, so it was don. 23 And 


the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, This is 
lawe of Leuytis; 24 fro fyue and twentithe 
yeer * and aboue thei schulen entre, for 
to mynystre in the tabernacle of boond 
of pees; 25 and whanne thei han fillid the 
fiftithe yeer of age, thei schulen ceesse to 
serue. 2° And thei schulen be the mynystris 
of her bretheren in the tabernacle of boond 
of pees, that thei kepe tho thingis that ben 
bitakun to hem; sothely thei schulen not 
do tho werkis; thus thou schalt dispose 
Leuytis in her kepyngis. 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises, in the 
deseert of Synay, in the secounde yeer aftir 
that thei yeden out of the lond of Egipt, in 


the firste moneth, 2 and seide, The sones 
of Israel make pask in his tyme, 3 in the 


fourtenthe day of this monethe, at the 
euentid, bi alle the cerymonyes and iusti- 
fiyngis therof. 4 And Moises comaundide 


to the sones of Israel, that thei schulden 
make pask; 5 whiche maden in his tyme, 
in the fourtenthe dai of the monethe, at 
euentid, in the hil of Synai; bi alle thingis 
whiche the Lord comaundide to Moises, 
the sones of Israel diden. © Lo! forsothe 
summen vncleene on the soule of man, 
that myyten not make pask in that dai, 


neiyiden to Moises and Aaron, ’ and seiden 


to hem, We ben vncleene ‘on the soule 
of man; whi ben we defraudid, that we 
moun not offre an offryng to the Lord in 


his tyme, among the sones of Israel? ® To 
whiche Moises answeride, Stonde ye, that 


Y take counseil, what the Lord comaundith 
of you. 9 And the Lord spak to Moises, and 


seide, 1° Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 


* ; 
8:24 fro xxv. yeer, for thanne thei entriden to lerne the offices, but in the xxx. yeer, they weren ordeyned 


mynystris, if they weren able. 
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A man of youre folk which is vncleene ‘on 


the soule, ether in the weie fer,” make he 
pask to the Lord in the secounde monethe, 
11 in the fourtenthe dai of the monethe, at 
euentid; with therf looues and letusis of 
the feeld he schal ete it. 12 Thei schulen not 
leeue ony thing therof til the morewtid, 
and thei schulen not breke a boon therof; 
thei schulen kepe al the custom of pask. 
13 Forsothe if ony man is bothe cleene, 
and is not in the weie, and netheles made 
not pask, thilke man schal be distried fro 
hise puplis, for he offeride not sacrifice 
to the Lord in his tyme; he schal bere his 
synne. 14 Also if a pilgrym and comelyng 
T is anentis you, make he pask to the Lord, 
bi the cerymonyes and iustifiyngis therof; 
the same comaundement schal be anentis 
you, as wel to a comelyng as to a man 
borun in the loond. 4 Therfore in the dai 
in which the tabernacle was reisid, a cloude 
hilide it; sotheli as the licnesse of fier was 
on the tente fro euentid til the morewtid. 
16 Thus it was don continueli, a cloude 
hilide it bi dai, and as the licnesse of fier bi 
nyyt. 17 And whanne the cloude that hilide 
the tabernacle was takun awei, thanne the 
sones of Israel yeden forth, and in the place 
where the cloude stood, there thei settiden 
tentis. 18 At the comaundement of the 
Lord thei yeden forth, and at his comaun- 
dement thei settiden the tabernacle. In 
alle daies in whiche the cloude stood on 
the tabernacle, thei dwelliden in the same 
place. 19 And if it bifelde that it dwellide in 
myche tyme on the tabernacle, the sones of 
Israel weren in the watchis of the Lord, and 
thei yeden not forth, 2° in hou many euer 
daies the cloude was on the tabernacle. 
At the comaundement of the Lord thei 
reisiden tentis, and at his comaundement 
thei diden doun. 21 If the cloude was fro 
euentid ‘til to the morewtid, and anoon in 
the morewtid hadde left, thei yeden forth; 
and if aftir a dai and nyyt it hadde go 
awei, thei scateriden, ‘ether diden doun, 
tentis. 22 Whether in two monethis, ether 
in o monethe, ether in lengere tyme, ‘the 
cloude hadde be on the tabernacle, the 
sones of Israel dwelliden in the same place, 
and yeden not forth; but anoon as it hadde 
go awey, thei moueden tentis. 2° Bi the 
word of the Lord thei settiden tentis, and 
bi his word thei wenten forth; and thei 





* 
9:10 fer, in Latyn bokis it is addid, in youre folk, but this is not in Ebreu. 
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weren in the watchis of the Lord, bi his 
comaundement, bi the hond of Moyses. 


10 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
2 Make to thee twei siluerne trumpis betun 


out with hameris, bi whiche thou maist 
clepe togidere the multitude, whanne the 
tentis schulen be moued. 3 And whanne 
thou schalt sowne with trumpis, al the 
cumpeny schal be gaderid to thee at the 
dore of the tabernacle of the boond of pees. 


4 If thou schalt sowne onys,” the princes 


and the heedis of the multitude of Israel 
schulen come to thee; > but if a lengere and 
departid trumpyng schal sowne, thei that 
ben at the eest coost schulen moue tentis 
first. © Forsothe in the secounde sown and 
lijk noise of the trumpe thei that dwellen 


at the south schulen reise tentis; and bi this 
maner othere men schulen do, whanne the 
trumpis schulen sowne in to goyng forth. 


7 Forsothe whanne the puple schal be ged- 
erid to gidere, symple cry of trumpis schal 
be, and tho schulen not sowne departyngli. 
8 The sones of Aaron preest schulen sowne 
with trumpis, and this schal be a lawful 
thing euerlastynge in youre generaciouns. 
9 If ye schulen go out of youre lond to batel 
ayens enemyes that fiyten ayens you, ye 
schulen crye with trumpis sownynge, and 
the bithenkyng of you schal be bifor youre 
Lord God, that ye be delyuered fro the 
hondis of youre enemyes. 1° If ony tyme 
ye schulen haue a feeste, and halidaies, 
and calendis,t ye schulen synge in trumpis 
on brent sacrifices and pesible sacrifices, 
that tho be to you in to remembryng of 
youre God; Y am youre Lord God. 1 In the 
secounde yeer, in the secounde monethe, 
in the twentithe dai of the monethe, the 


cloude was reisid fro the tabernacle of 
boond of pees. 12 And the sones of Israel 


yeden forth bi her cumpenyes fro deseert 
of Synay; and the cloude restide in the 


wildirnesse of Faran. 13 And the sones 
of Juda bi her cumpenyes, of whiche the 
prince was Naason, the sone of Amynadab, 
moueden first tentis, 14 bi the Lordis co- 
maundement maad in the hond of Moises. 
15 In the lynage of the sones of Ysacar the 


ii 9:14 that is, aman conuertid to the 
T 10:10 that is, the firste day of the monethe. 
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prince was Nathanael, the sone of Suar. 
16 In the lynage of Sabulon the prince was 


Heliab, the sone of Helon. 1” And the taber- 
nacle was takun doun, which the sones of 
Gerson and of Merary baren, and ‘yeden 


out. 18 And the sones of Ruben yeden forth 
bi her cumpenyes and ordre, of whiche 
the prince was Helisur, the sone of Sedeur. 
19 Forsothe in the lynage of the sones of 
Symeon the prince was Salamyel, the sone 
of Surisaddai. 2° Sotheli in the lynage of 
Gad the prince was Helisaphath, the sone 
of Duel. 21 And the sones of Caath yeden 
forth, and baren the seyntuarie; so longe 
the tabernacle was borun, til thei camen to 
the place of reisyng * therof. 22 Also the 
sones of Effraym, bi her cumpanyes, moue- 
den tentis, in whos oost the prince was 
Elisama, the sone of Amyud. 23 Forsothe 
in the lynage of the sones of Manasses the 
prince was Gamaliel, the sone of Phadus- 
sur. 24 And in the lynage of Beniamyn 
the duk was Abidan, the sone of Gedeon. 
25 The sones of Dan, bi her cumpenyes, 
yeden forth the laste of alle tentis,$ in 
whos oost the prince was Aizer, the sone of 
Amysaddai. 2° Sotheli in the lynage of the 
sones of Aser the prince was Phegiel, the 
sone of Ochran. 27 And in the lynage of the 
sones of Neptalym the prince was Haira, 


the sone of Henan. 28 These ben the castels 
and the goinges forth of the sones of Israel, 


bi her cumpenyes, whanne thei yeden out. 


29 And Moises seide to Heliab, the sone of 
Raguel, of Madian, his alie ‘ethir fadir of 


his wijf, We goon forth to the place which 
the Lord schal yyue to vs; come thou with 


vs, that we do wel to thee, for the Lord 
bihiyte goode thingis to Israel. 3°To whom 


he answeride, Y schal not go with thee, 
but Y schal turne ayen in to my lond, in 
which Y was borun. 3! And Moises seide, 
Nyle thou forsake vs, for thou knowist in 
whiche places we owen to sette tentis, and 
thou schalt be oure ledere; 32 and whanne 
thou schalt come with vs, what euer thing 
schal be the beste of the richessis whiche 
the Lord schal yyue to vs, we schulen yyue 
to thee. 33 And therfor thei yeden forth fro 





10:21 InEbreuit is thus; and thei reisiden the tabernacle til to the comyng of hem. 


the baner of the oost of Dan cam, and gaderide to alle casteles either coostis. 


marg. 


and othere thingis; as it is seid with ynne. 
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the hil of the Lord the weie of thre daies; 
and the arke of boond of pees of the Lord 


yede bifor hem, bi thre daies, and purueyde 
the place of tentis. °4 And the cloude of 
the Lord was on hem bi day, whanne thei 
yeden. 35 And whanne the arke was reisid, 
Moises seide, Ryse thou, Lord, and thin 
enemyes be scaterid, and thei that haten 
thee, fle fro thi face; 3° forsothe whanne 
the arke was put doun, he seide, Lord, 
turne ayen to the multitude of the oost of 
Israel. 


11 

1 Yn the meene tyme the grutchyng of 
the puple, as of men sorewynge for trauel, 
roos ayens the Lord. And whanne Moises 
hadde herd this thing, he was wrooth; and 
the fier of the Lord was kyndelid on hem, 
and deuouride the laste part of the tentis. 
2 And whanne the puple hadde cried to 
Moises, Moises preiede the Lord, and the 
fier was quenchid. 3 And he clepid the 
name of that place Brennyng, for the fier 
of the Lord was kyndlid ayens hem. 4 And 
the comyn puple of ‘malis and femalis, that 
hadde stied with hem, brent with desire * 
of fleischis,t and sat, and wepte with the 
sones of Israel ioyned togidere to hem, and 
seide, Who schal yyue to vs fleischis to ete? 


5 We thenken on the fischis whiche we eten 
in Egipt freli; gourdis, and melouns, and 


lekis, and oyniouns, and garlekis comen 
in to mynde ‘to vs; © oure soule is drie 
+ ; oure iyen byholden noon other thing 


“no but manna. 7 Forsothe manna was 
as the seed of coriaundre, of the colour 
of bdellyum, which is whijt and briyt as 


cristal. 8 And the puple yede aboute, and 
gaderide it, and brak with a queerne stoon, 
ether pownede in a morter, and sethide 
in a pot; and made therof litle cakis of 


the sauour, as of breed maad with oile. 
9 And whanne dew cam doun in the niyt on 


the tentis, also manna cam doun togidere. 
10Therfor Moises herde the puple wepynge 
bi meynees, and “alle bi hem silf bi the doris 


of her tentis; and the woodnesse of the 
Lord was wrooth greetli, but also the thing 


§ 10:25 InEbreu it is thus; 


11:4 or coueitide lusty metis. 


tT 11:4 This word of fleischis is not in Ebreu, nether in bokis amendid, for thei desiriden fleischis and fischis 


F 11:6 or oure mynde is wery. 
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was seyn vnsuffrable to Moises. 11 And he 


seide to the Lord, Whi hast thou turmentid 
thi seruaunt? whi fynde Y not grace bifor 
thee? and whi hast thou put on me the 
burthun of al this puple? 12 whethir Y 
conseyuede al this multitude, ethir gen- 
dride it, that thou seie to me, Bere thou 
hem in thi bosum as a nurise is wont to 
bere a litil yong child, and bere thou in 


to the lond for which thou hast swore to 
the fadris ‘of hem. 13 wherof ben fleischis 
to me, that Y ‘yyue to so greet multitude? 


Thei wepen bifore me, and seyn, ‘Yyue 


thou fleischis to vs that we ete; 41 mai 
not aloone suffre al this puple, for it is 


greuouse to me. 15 If in other maner it 


semeth to thee, Y biseche that thou sle 
me, and that Y fynde grace in thin iyen, 


that Y be not punyschid bi so grete yuelis. 


16 And the Lord seide to Moises, Gadere 
thou to me seuenti men of the eldre men 
of Israel, whiche thou knowist, ‘that thei 
ben the elde men and maistris of the puple; 


and thou schalt lede hem to the dore of 
the tabernacle of boond of pees, and thou 


schalt make to stonde there with thee, 
17 that Y come doun, and speke to thee; 
and Y schal take awey of thi spirit,$ and Y 
schal yyue to hem, that thei susteyne with 
thee the birthun of the puple, and not thou 
aloone be greuyd. 18 And thou schalt seie 
to the puple, Be ye halewid; to morew ye 
schulen ete fleischis; for Y herde you seie, 
Who schal yyue to vs the metis of fleischis? 
it was wel to vs in Egipt; that the Lord yyue 
‘fleischis to you, 19 and that ye ete not o dai, 
ethir tweyne, ethir fyue, ethir ten, sotheli 
nether twenti, 2° but ‘til to a monethe of 
daies, til it go out bi youre nosethirlis, and 
turne in to wlatyng; for ye han put aweithe 
Lord, which is in the myddis of you, and ye 
wepten bifor hym, and seiden, Whi yeden 
we out of Egipt? 2! And Moises seide to 
the Lord, Sixe hundrid thousynde of foot 
men ben of this puple, and thou seist, Y 
schal yyue to hem ‘mete of fleischis an 


hool monethe. 22 Whether the multitude 
of scheep and of oxun schal be slayn, that 
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it may suffice to mete, ethir alle the fischis 
of the see schulen be gaderid to gidere, 
that tho fille hem? 23 To whom the Lord 
answeride, Whether the ‘hond of the Lord 
is vamyyti? riyt now thou schalt se, wher 
my word schal be fillid in werk. 24 Therfor 
Moises cam, and telde to the puple the 
wordis of the Lord; and he gaderide seuenti 


men of the eldere of Israel, whiche he 
made stonde aboute the tabernacle. 25 And 
the Lord cam doun bi a cloude, and spak 


to Moises, and took a weye of the spirit 
that was in Moises, and yaf to the seuenti 
men; and whanne the spirit hadde restid in 
hem, thei profesieden, and ceessiden not 
‘aftirward. 26 Forsothe twei men dwelliden 
stille in the tentis,” of whiche men oon 
was clepid Heldad, and the tothir Medad, 
on whiche the spirit restide; for also thei 
weren descryued, and thei yeden not out 
to the tabernacle. 2” And whanne thei pro- 


fesieden in the tentis, a child ran, and teld 
to Moises, and seide, Heldad and Medad 
profecien in the tentis. 28 Anoon Josue, the 


sone of Nun, the ‘mynystre of Moises, and 
chosun of manye, seide, My lord Moises, 


forbede thou hem. 2? And he seide, What 
hast thou enuye for me? who yyueth that 


al the puple profesie, and that God yyue his 
spirit to hem? °° And Moises turnede ayen, 


and the eldre men in birthe of Israel in to 
the tentis. 31 Forsothe a wynde yede forth 


fro the Lord, and took curlewis, and bar 
ouer the see, and lefte in to the tentis, in 
the iurney, as myche as mai be parformed 
in o day, bi ech part of the tentis bi cumpas; 


and tho flowen in the eir bi twei cubitis in 
‘hiynesse ouer the erthe. 32 Therfor the 


puple roos in al that dai and nyyt and in to 
the tothir dai, and gaderide the multitude 
of curlewis; he that gaderide litil, gaderide 
ten ‘mesuris clepid chorus; ‘and o chorus 
conteyneth ten buschels; and thei drieden 
tho curlewis bi the cumpas of the tentis. 


33 Yit ‘fleischis weren in the teeth ‘of hem, 
and siche mete failide not; and lo! the 
woodnesse of the Lord was reisid ayens 


the puple, and smoot it with a ful greet 
veniaunce. 34 And thilke place was clepid 


8 11:17 and Y schal take a wey of thi spirit, that is, of the spirit of grace youun to thee, not that Moises hadde the 
lesse, but they weren liytned with out decreessing of the grace of Moises, as many candils ben liytned of the liyt of 
oon, with out decreessing of his liyt. As yif many candlis weren liytid by 0 candil and yit that candil hath neuer the 


lesse liyt. 


vnworthi to so greet auaunsing; and therfor they resseyueden the yifte of God, as and othere men. 


is not in Ebreu. 


11:26 twey men dwelliden stille in the tentis, not bi dispit, but by mekenesse, aretting hem silf 


fi 11:34 This 
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The sepulcris of coueitise,t for there thei 
birieden the puple that desiride fleischis. 
35 Sotheli thei yeden ‘out of the sepulcris 


of coueitise, and camen in to Asseroth, and 
dwelliden there. 


12 


1 And Marie spak and Aaron ayens Moi- 
ses, for his wijfa womman of Ethiope, 2 and 
seiden, Whethir God spak oneli by Moi- 
ses? whethir he spak not also to vs in lijk 


maner? And whanne the Lord hadde herd 
this, he was wrooth greetli; 3 for Moises 


was the myldest man, ouer alle men that 
dwelliden in erthe. 4 And anoon* the Lord 
spak to Moises and to Aaron and to Marye, 
Go out ye thre aloone to the tabernacle of 
boond of pees. And whanne thei weren 
gon yn, >the Lord cam doun in a piler of 
cloude, and he stood in the entryng of the 
tabernacle, and clepide Aaron and Marie. 
6 And whanne thei hadden go, he seide to 
hem, Here ye my wordis; if ony among you 
is a profete of the Lord, Y schal appere to 
hym in reuelacioun, ethir Y schal speke 
to hym bi ‘a dreem. ’ And he seide, And 
my seruaunt Moises is not siche,t which 
is moost feithful in al myn hows; 8 for Y 
speke to hym mouth to mouth, and he 
seeth God opynli,* and not bi derke spechis 
and figuris. Why therfor dredden ye not to 
bacbite ‘ether depraue my seruaunt Moi- 
ses? 9 And the Lord was wrooth ayens hem, 
and he wente a wei. 1° And the cloude yede 


awei, that was on the tabernacle and lo! 
Marie apperide whijt with lepre as snow. 


And whanne Aaron biheelde hir, and siy 
hir bispreynd with lepre, 11 he seide to 
Moises, My lord, Y beseche, putte thou not 
this synne on vs, 12 which we diden folili, 


that this womman be not maad as deed, 
and as a deed borun thing which is cast out 


of the ‘wombe of his modir; lo! now the 
half of hir fleisch is deuourid with lepre. 


13 And Moises criede to the Lord, and seide, 
Lord, Y biseche, heele thou hir. 14To whom 
the Lord answerid, If hir fadir hadde spet 


in to hir face, where sche ouyte not to be 


fillid with schame, nameli in seuene daies? 
Therfor be sche departid out of the tentis 


bi seuen daies, and aftirward sche schal be 





* 
12:4 In Ebru it is, sodeynly. 
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clepid ayen. 15 And so Marie was excludid 


out of the tentis bi seuene daies; and the 
puple was not mouyd fro that place, til 


Marie was clepid ayen. 


13 
1 And the puple yede forth fro Asseroth, 


whanne the tentis weren set in the deseert 
of Pharan. 2 And there the Lord spak to 
Moises, 3 and seide, Sende thou men that 
schulen biholde the lond of Canaan, which 
Y schal yyue to the sones of Israel, of ech 


lynage o man of the princes. 4 Moises 
dide that that the Lord comaundide,” and 
sente fro the deseert of Pharan princes, 


men of whiche these ben the names. 5 Of 
the lynage of Ruben, Semmya, the sone of 


Zectur. © Of the lynage of Symeon, Saphat, 
the sone of Hury. 7 Of the lynage of Juda, 
Caleph, the sone of Jephone. & Of the 
lynage of Isachar, Igal, the sone of Joseph. 
9 Of the lynage of Effraym, Osee, the sone of 
Nun. !° Of the lynage of Beniamyn, Phalti, 
the sone of Raphu. 1!! Of the lynage of 


Zabulon, Gediel, the sone of Sodi. 12 Of 
the lynage of Joseph, of the gouernaunce 


of Manasses, Gaddi, the sone of Susy. !° Of 
the lynage of Dan, Amyel, the sone of 
Gemalli. 14 Of the lynage of Aser, Sur, 
the sone of Mychael. 1 Of the lynage of 
Neptalym, Nabdi, the sone of Napsi. 1° Of 
the lynage of Gad, Guel, the sone of Machi. 


17 These ben the names of men, which 
Moises sente to biholde the lond of Canaan; 
and he clepide Osee, the sone of Nun, Josue. 


18 Therfor Moises sente hem to biholde the 
lond of Canaan, and seide to hem, ‘Stie ye 


bi the south coost; and whanne ye comen 
to the hillis, 19 biholde ye the lond, what 
maner lond it is; and biholde ye the puple 


which is the dwellere therof, whether it 
is strong, ethir feble, ‘whether thei ben 


fewe in noumbre, ether manye; 2° whether 
that lond is good, ethir yuel; what maner 
citees ben, wallid, ether without wallis; 
21 whether the lond is fat, ether bareyn, 
‘whether it is ful of woodis, ethir without 
trees. Be ye coumfortid, and ‘brynge ye to 
vs of the fruytis of that lond. Sotheli the 
tyme was, whanne grapis first ripe myyten 
be etun thanne. 22 And whanne thei had- 
den stied, thei aspieden the lond, fro the 


* 
12:8 or clerli passinge other. 13:4 In 
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deseert of Syn ‘til to Rohob, as men entryth 
to Emath. 23 And thei stieden to the south, 
and camen in to Ebron,t where Achyman, 


and Sisai, and Tholmai, the sones of Enach, 
weren; for Hebron was maad bi seuen yeer 


bifor Thamnys, the citee of Egipt. 24 And 
thei yeden til to the stronde of clustre, 
and kittiden doun a sioun with his grape, 


which twei men baren in a barre; also 
thei token of pumgarnadis, and of the figis 


of that place which is clepid Nehelescol, 
25 that is, the stronde of grape, for the 


sones of Israel baren a clustre fro thennus. 
26 And the aspieris of the lond, whanne thei 


hadden cumpassid al the cuntrey, after 


fourti daies camen to Moises and Aaron, 
27 and to al the cumpany of the sones of 


Israel, in to the deseert of Pharan which 
is in Cades. And ‘the aspieris spaken to 


hem, and schewiden the fruytis of the lond 


to al the multitude, and telden, 28 and 
seiden, We camen to the lond, to which 
thou sentest vs, which lond treuli flowith 
with mylk and hony, as it may be knowun 


bi these fruytis; 2° but it hath strongeste 
inhabiteris, and grete cytees, and wallid; 
we sien there the kynrede of Anachym; 


Amalech dwellith in the south; 3° Ethei, and 
Jebusei, and Amorey dwellen in the hilli 


placis; forsothe Cananey dwellith bisidis 
the see, and bisidis the floodis of Jordan. 
31 Among thes thingis Caleph peeside the 
grutchyng of the puple, that was maad 
ayens Moises, and seide, ‘Stie we, and 
welde we the lond, for we moun gete it. 
32 Forsothe other aspieris, that weren with 
hym, seiden, We moun not stie to this pu- 
ple, for it is strongere than we. °° And thei 
deprauyden the lond which thei hadden 


biholde, anentis the sones of Israel, and 
seiden, The lond which we cumpassiden 


deuourith hise dwelleris; the puple which 
we bihelden is of large stature; there we 
syen summe wondris ayens kynde, of the 
sones of Enach, of the kynde of geauntis, 
to whiche we weren comparisound, and 
weren seien as locustis. 


1 Therfor al the cumpeny criede, and 





T 13:23 In Ebru it is, and he cam in to Ebron, for Caleph aloone yede thidir, as Rabi Salomon seith. 


Ebreu it is, ether that we weren dede in this wildirnesse. 


130 


Numbers 14:16 


wepte in that nyyt, 2 and alle the sones of 
Israel grutchiden ayens Moises and Aaron, 
and seiden, 3 We wolden that we had- 
den be deed in Egipt, and not in this 
waast wildirnesse * ; we wolden that we 
perischen, and that the Lord lede vs not in 


to this lond, lest we fallen bi swerd, and 
oure wyues and fre children ben led pris- 


oneris; whether it is not betere to turne 
ayen in to Egipt? 4 And thei seiden oon 


to another, Ordeyne we a duyk to vs, and 
turne we ayen in to Egipt. 5 And whanne 
this was herd, Moises and Aaron felden 
lowe to erthe, bifor al the multitude of 
the sones of Israel. © And sotheli Josue, 
the sone of Nun, and Caleph, the sone 
of Jephone, whiche also cumpassiden the 
lond, to renten her clothis, 7 and spaken to 


al the multitude of the sones of Israel, The 
lond which we cumpassiden is ful good; 8i 


the Lord is merciful to vs, he schal lede 
vs in to it, and schal yyue ‘to vs the lond 


flowynge with mylk and hony. 9 Nyle ye be 
rebel ayens the Lord, nether drede ye the 
puple of this lond, for we moun deuoure 
hem so as breed; al her help passide awei 
fro hem, the Lord is with vs, nyle ye drede. 


10 And whanne al the multitude criede, 
and wolde oppresse hem with stonys, the 


glorie of the Lord apperide on the roof of 
the boond of pees, while alle the sones 


of Israel sien. 11 And the Lord seide to 
Moises, Hou long schal this puple bacbite 


me? Hou longe schulen thei not bileue 
to me in alle ‘signes, whiche Y haue do 
bifor hem? 12 Therfor Y schal smyte hem 
with pestilence, and Y schal waste T hem: 
forsothe Y schal make + thee prince on 
a greet folk, and strongere than is this. 
13 And Moises seide to the Lord, Egipcians 
‘here not, fro whos myddil thou leddist 
out this puple, !4 and the dwelleris of this 


loond, whiche herden that thou, Lord, art 
in this puple, and art seyn face to face, 


and that thi cloude defendith hem, and 
that thou goist bifore hem in a pilere of 


cloude bi dai, 4 and in a piler of fier bi 
nyyt, that thou hast slayn so greet a mul- 
titude as o man, !° and seie thei, He myyte 


* 
14:3 In 
T 14:12 and Y schal waste; thouy God dide not this, 


netheles he seide soth, for he spak bi the yuele disseruyngis of hem, as if he seide, they disserueden, that Y schulde 


do this to hem. 


+ 14:12 make the prince etc. this is vndirstondun in a condicioun. 
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not brynge this puple in to the lond for 


whiche he swoor, therfor he killide hem in 
wildirnesse; 17 therfor the strengthe of the 


Lord be magnified, as thou hast swore. And 
Moises seide, 18 Lord pacient, and of myche 
mercy, doynge awei wickidnesse and tres- 
passis, and leeuynge no man vnegilti, which 
visitist the synnes of fadris in to sones in 
to the thridde and fourthe generacioun, Y 
biseche, 19 foryyue thou the synne of this 
thi puple, aftir the greetnesse of thi merci, 
as thou were merciful to men goynge out 
of Egipt ‘til to this place. 2° And the Lord 
seide, Y haue foryouun to hem, bi thi word. 
21Y lyue; and the glorie of the Lord schal be 
fillid § in al erthe; 22 netheles alle men that 
sien my mageste, and my signes, whiche 
Y dide in Egipt and in the wildirnesse, 
and temptiden me now bi ten sithis, and 
obeieden not to my vois, 23 schulen not se 


the lond for which Y swore to her fadris 
nethir ony of hem that bacbitide me, schal 
se it. 24Y schal lede my seruaunt Caleph, 
that was ful of anothir spirit, and suede me, 
in to this lond, which he cumpasside, and 
his seed schal welde it. 25 For Amalech and 
Cananei dwellen in the valeis, to morewe 
moue ye tentis, and turne ye ayen in to 


wildirnesse bi the weie of the reed see. 
26 And the Lord spak to Moises and to 
Aaron, and seide, 2” Hou long grutchith 
this werste multitude ayens me? Y haue 
herd the pleyntis of the sones of Israel. 
28 Therfor seie thou to hem, Y lyue, seith 
the Lord; as ye spaken while Y herde, so Y 
schal do to you; 29 youre careyns schulen 
ligge in this wildirnesse. Alle ye that ben 
noumbrid, fro twenti yeer and aboue, and 
grutchiden ayens me, 2° schulen not entre 
in to the lond, on which Y reiside myn 
hond, that Y schulde make you to dwelle 
outakun Caleph, the sone of Jephone, and 
Josue, the sone of Nun. 31 Forsothe Y schal 
lede in youre litle children, of whiche ye 
seiden that thei schulden be preyes ‘ethir 
raueyns to enemyes, that thei se the lond 
which displeside you. 32 Forsothe youre 
careyns schulen ligge in the wildirnesse; 
33 youre sones schulen be walkeris aboute 
in the deseert bi fourti yeer, and thei 





8 14:21 the riytwis dome and power of the Lord shal be shewid. 
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schulen bere youre fornycacioun, til the 
careyns of the fadris ben wastid in the de- 
seert, 34 by the noumbre of fourti daies, in 
whiche ye bihelden the loond; a yeer schal 
be arettid for a dai, and bi fourti yeer ye 
schulen resseyue youre wickidnesse, and 
ye schulen knowe my veniaunce. 3° For 
as Y spak, so Y schal do to al this werste 
multitude, that roos to gidere ayens me; it 


schal faile, and schal die in this wildirnesse. 
36 Therfor alle the men whyche Moises 


hadde sent to see the lond, and whiche 
turniden ayen, and maden al the multitude 


to grutche ayens hym, and depraueden the 
lond, that it was yuel, 37 weren deed, and 


smytun * in the siyt of the Lord. 38 Sotheli 
Josue, the sone of Nun, and Caleph, the 
sone of Jephone, lyueden, of alle men that 
yeden to se the lond. 39 And Moises spak 


alle these wordis to alle the sones of Israel, 
and the puple mourenyde gretli. 4° And, 
lo! thei riseden in the morewtid first, and 
‘stieden in to the cop of the hil, and seiden, 
We ben redi to stie to the place, of which 
the Lord spak, for we synneden. *! To 
whiche Moises seide, Whi passen ye the 
word of the Lord, that schal not bifalle to 
you in to prosperite? 42 Nyle ye stie, for 
the Lord is not with you, lest ye fallen bifor 
youre enemyes. 43 Amalech and Cananei 
ben bifor you, bi the swerd of whiche ye 
schulen falle, for ye nolden assente to the 
Lord, nether the Lord schal be with you. 


44 And thei weren maad derk, and stieden 
in to the cop of the hil; forsothe the ark 


of the testament of the Lord and Moises 
yeden not awey fro the tentis. 45 And 


Amalech cam doun, and Chananei, that 
dwelliden in the hil, and he smoot hem, 
and kittide doun, and pursuede hem til 
Horma. 


15 
1 Andthe Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 
Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 2and thou 
schalt seie to hem, Whanne ye han entrid 
in to the lond of youre abitacioun which Y 
schal yyue to you, 3 and ye make an offryng 


to the Lord in to brent sacrifice, ether 
a pesible sacrifice, and ye payen auowis, 
ethir offren yiftis bi fre wille, ethir in youre 


* 
14:37 deed and smytun etc. that is, sudeynly 


and orribly, bi the sentence of the Lord, to the drede of othere men. 
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solempnytees ye brennen odour of swet- 
nesse to the Lord, of oxun, ether of scheep; 
4who euer offrith the slayn sacrifice, schal 
offre a sacrifice of flour, the tenthe part 
of ephi, spreynt togidere with oile, which 
oil schal haue a mesure the fourthe part 
of hyn; 5 and he schal yyue wyn to fle- 
tynge sacrifices to be sched, of the same 
mesure, in to brent sacrifice, and slayn 


sacrifice. © Bi ech loomb and ram schal be 
the sacrifice of flour, of twey tenthe partis, 


which schal be spreynt togidere with oile, 
of the thridde part of hyn; 7 and he schal 
offre wyn to the fletynge sacrifice, of the 
thridde part of the same mesure, in to 


odour of swetnesse to the Lord. 8 Forsothe 
whanne thou makist a brent sacrifice, ethir 
an offryng of oxun, that thou fille avow, 


ethir pesible sacrifice, thou schalt yyue, ° bi 
ech oxe, thre tenthe partis of flour, spreynt 
togidere with oile, which schal haue the 
half of mesure of hyn; !° and thou schalt 
yyue wyn to fletynge sacrifices to be sched, 
of the same mesure, in to offryng of the 
swettest odour to the Lord. 11So ye schulen 
do bi ech oxe, and ram, !2 and lomb, and 
kide; 13 as wel men borun in the lond, 
14 as pilgrymys,* schulen offre sacrifices 


bi the same custom; 15 0 comaundement 
and doom schal be, as wel to you as to 


comelyngis of the lond. 16 And the Lord 
spak to Moises, 17 and seide, Speke thou 


to the sones of Israel, and thou schalt seie 
to hem, !8 Whanne ye comen in to the 


lond which Y schal yyue to you, 19 and 
‘ye eten of the looues of that cuntrey, ye 
20 schulen departe the firste fruytis T of 
youre metis to the Lord; as ye schulen de- 
parte the firste fruytis of corn flooris, 21 so 
ye schulen yyue the firste fruytis also of 
sewis to the Lord. 2? That if bi ignoraunce 
ye passen ony of tho thingis whiche the 
Lord spak to Moyses, 23 and comaundide bi 
hym to you, fro the dai in which he bigan to 
comaunde, 24 and ouer, and the multitude 
hath foryete to do, it schal offre a calf of 
the drooue, brent sacrifice in to swettist 
odour to the Lord, and the sacrificis therof, 
and fletynge offryngis, as the cerymonyes 
therof axen; and it schal offre a ‘buc of geet 





* 
15:14 that is, men conuerted to the lawe of Jewis. t 


pastis. 
witingly, til God certifiede to hem. 
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for synne. 25 And the preest schal preie 


for al the multitude of the sones of Israel, 
and it schal be foryouun to hem, for thei 
synneden not wilfuli. And neuerthelesse 
thei schulen offre encense to the Lord for 
hemsilf, and for her synne and errour; 
26 and it schal be foryouun to al the puple 
of the sones of Israel, and to comelyngis 
that ben pilgryms among hem, for it is the 
synne of al the multitude bi ignoraunce. 
27 That if a soule synneth vnwityngli, it 
schal offre a geet of o yeer for his synne; 
and the preest schal preye for that soule, 
for it synnede vnwityngli bifor the Lord; 
28 and the preest schal gete foryyuenesse 
to it, and synne schal be foryouun to it. 


29 As wel to men borun in the lond as to 
comelyngis, o lawe schal be of alle that 
synnen vnwityngli. 3° Forsothe a man that 
doith ony synne bi pride, schal perische 
fro his puple, whether he be a citeseyn, 
ethir a pilgrym, for he was rebel ayens the 
Lord; 3 for he dispiside the word of the 
Lord, and made voide his comaundement; 
therfor he schal be doon awei, and schal 
bere his owne wickidnes. 32 Forsothe it was 
doon, whanne the sones of Israel weren in 
wildirnesse, and hadde founde a man gade- 


rynge woode in the “day of sabat, 33 thei 
brouyten hym to Moises, and to Aaron, and 
to al the multitude; whiche closiden hym 
in to prisoun, 34 and wisten * not what thei 
schulden do of hym. 35 And the Lord seide 


to Moises, This man die bi deeth; al the 
cumpeny oppresse hym with stoonus with 


out the tentis. 36 And whanne thei hadden 
led hym with out forth, thei oppressiden 
him with stoonus, and he was deed, as the 
Lord comaundide. 37 Also the Lord seide to 
Moises, 38 Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 


and thou schalt seye to hem, that thei 


make to hem hemmes bi foure corneris 
of mentils, and sette laces of iacynct ‘in 
tho; 39 and whanne thei seen thoo, haue 
thei mynde of alle comaundementis of the 
Lord, lest thei suen her thouytis and iyen, 
doynge fornycacioun bi dyuerse thingis; 
40 but more be thei myndeful of the ‘Lordis 


heestis, and do thei tho, and be thei hooli 
to her God. 4! Y am youre Lord God, which 


ledde you out of the lond of Egipt, that Y 


15:20 the firste fruytis: in Ebreu it is a litil cake of youre 


+ 15:34 and wisten not, etc. they wisten not bi what deth he schulde die, ether wher he dide this synue 
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schulde be youre God. 


16 

1 Lo! forsothe Chore, the sone of Isuar, 
sone of Caath, sone of Leuy, and Dathan 
and Abiron, the sones of Heliab, and Hon, 
the sone of Pheleph, of the sones of Ruben, 
rysen ayens Moises, 2 and othere of the 
sones of Israel, two hundryd men and 
fifti, prynces of the synagoge, and whiche 
weren clepid bi names in the tyme of coun- 


sel. 3 And whanne ‘thei hadden stonde 
ayens Moises and Aaron, thei seiden, Suf- 


fice it to you, for al the multitude is of 
hooly men, and the Lord is in hem; whi ben 
ye reisid on the puple of the Lord? 4 And 


whanne Moises hadde herd this, he felde 
lowe on the face. > And he spak to Chore, 


and to al the multitude; he seide, Eerli the 
Lord schal make knowun whiche pertey- 


nen to hym, and he schal applie to hym 


hooli men; and thei whiche he hath chose, 
schulen neiye to hym. © Therfor do ye 
this thing; ech man take his cencere, thou 
Chore, and al thi counsel; 7 and to morewe 
whanne fier is takun vp, putte ye encense 
aboue bifor the Lord, and whom euer the 
Lord chesith, he schal be hooli.* Ye sones 
of Leuy ben myche reisid. 8 And eft Moises 
seide to Chore, Ye sones of Leuy, here. 
° Whether it is litil to you, that God of Israel 
departide you fro al the puple, and ioynede 
you to hym silf, that ye schulden serue 
hym in the seruyce of tabernacle, and that 
ye schulden stonde bifor the multitude of 
puple, and schulden serue hym? 1° Made 


he therfor thee and alle thi bretheren the 
sones of Leuy to neiy to hym silf, that 


ye chalenge to you also preesthod, 1! and 
al thi gaderyng togidere stonde ayens the 
Lord? For whi what is Aaron, that ye 
grutchen ayens hym? 1! Therfor Moises 
sente to clepe Dathan and Abiron, the 
sones of Heliab; whiche answeriden, We 
comen not. 13 Whethir is it litil to thee, 
that thou leddist vs out of the lond that 
flowide with mylk and hony, to sle vs in 


the deseert, no but also thou be lord of 
vs? 14 Verili T thou hast bronyt vs in to the 
lond that flowith with streemys of mylk 
and hony, and hast youe to vs possessioun 





* 
16:7 be holi, that is, assigned to Goddis offices and presthod. 
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of feeldis, and of vyneris; whethir also thou 
wolt putte out oure iyen? 15 We comen not. 
And Moises was wrooth greetli, and seide 
to the Lord, Biholde thou not the sacrifices 
of hem; thou wost that Y took neuere of 
hem, yhe, a litil asse, nethir Y turmen- 
tide ony of hem. 1° And Moises seide 
to Chore, Thou and al thi congregacioun 


stonde asidis half bifor the Lord, and Aaron 
to morewe bi hymsilf. 1” Take ye alle bi you 


silf youre censeris, and putte ye encense 
in tho, and offre ye to the Lord, tweyn 


hundrid and fifti censeris; and Aaron holde 
his censer. 18 And whanne thei hadden do 
this, while Moises and Aaron stoden, !9 and 
thei hadden gaderid al the multitude to 


the ‘dore of the tabernacle ayens hem, the 
glorie of the Lord apperide to alle. 2° And 
the Lord spak to Moises and Aaron, 21 and 
seide, Be ye departid fro the myddis of this 
congregacioun, that Y leese hem sodeynli. 


22 Whiche felden lowe on the face, and 
seiden, Strongeste God of the spiritis of 


al fleisch, whethir ‘thin yre schal be fers 
ayens alle men, for o man synneth? 23 And 


the Lord seide to Moises, 24 Comaunde thou 
to al the puple, that it be departid fro the 


tabernaclis of Chore, and of Dathan, and 
of Abiron. 25 And Moises roos, and yede 


to Dathan and Abiron; and while the eldre 
men of Israel sueden hym, ?¢he seide to the 


cumpeny, Go ye awey fro the tabernaclis of 
wickid men, and nyle ye touche tho thingis 
that parteynen to hem, lest ye ben wlappid 
in the synnes of hem. 27 And whanne thei 
hadden gon awei fro the tentis ‘of hem bi 
the cumpas, Dathan and Abiron yeden out, 
and stoden in the entryng of her tentis, 
with wyues, and fre children, and al the 
multitude. 28 And Moises seide, In this ye 


schulen wite that the Lord sente me, that Y 
schulde do alle thingis whiche ye seen, and 


Y brouyte not forth tho of myn owne herte. 
29 If thei perischen bi customable deeth of 


men, and wounde visite hem, bi which also 
othere men ben wont to be visitid, 3° the 
Lord sente not me; but if the Lord doith 
a newe thing, that the erthe opene his 


mouth, and swolewe hem, and alle thingis 
that perteynen to hem, and thei goen doun 
quyke in to helle, ye schulen wite that thei 


T 16:14 Thei seiden this in scorn, to signefie that 


Moises disseyuede the puple bi false bihestis. This thei seiden in scorn to Moises, holding him fals. 
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blasfemeden the Lord. 3! Therfor anoon as 
he cesside to speke, the erthe was brokun 


vndur her feet, 32 and the erthe openyde 


his mouth, and deuowride hem, with her 
tabernaclis, and al the catel ‘of hem; 33 and 
thei yeden doun quike in to helle, and 


weren hilid with erthe, and perischiden fro 
the myddis of the multitude. 34 And sotheli 
al Israel that stood bi the cumpas, fledde 
fro the cry of men perischinge, and seide, 
Lest perauenture the erthe swolewe also 
vs. 35 But also fier yede out fro the Lord, 
and killide tweyn hundrid and fifti men 
that offriden encense. 2° And the Lord spak 


to Moises, and seide, 37 Comaunde thou to 
Eleasar, sone of Aaron, preest, that he take 


the censeris that liggen in the brennyng, 


and that he schatere the fier hidur and 
thidur; for tho ben halewid in the dethis of 
synneris; °° and that he bringe forth tho in 


to platis, and naile to the auter, for encense 


is offrid in tho to the Lord, and tho ben 
halewid, that the sonis of Israel se tho for 
a signe and memorial. 39 Therfor Eleazar, 


preest, took the brasun senseris, in whiche 
censeris thei whiche the brennyng deu- 
ouride hadden offrid, and he ‘brouyt forth 
tho in to platis, and nailide to the auter; 


40 that the sones of Israel schulden haue 
thingis aftirward, bi whiche thei schulden 


remembre, lest ony alien, and which is 
not of the seed of Aaron, neiy to offre 


encense to the Lord, lest he suffre, as Chore 
sufferide, and al his multitude, while the 
Lord spak to Moises. 4! Forsothe al the 


multitude of the sones of Israel grutchide 
in the dai suynge ayens Moises and Aaron, 
and seide, Ye han slayn the puple of the 
Lord. 42 And whanne discensioun roos, 
43 and noise encresside, Moises and Aaron 
fledden to the tabernacle of the boond of 
pees; and aftir that thei entriden in to 
it, a cloude hilide the tabernacle, and the 
glorie of the Lord apperide. 44 And the 


Lord seide to Moises and to Aaron, “° Go ye 
awey fro the myddis of this multitude, also 
now Y schal do awey hem. And whanne 
thei laien in the erthe, Moises seide to 
Aaron, “° Take the censer, and whanne fyer 
is takun vp of the auter, caste encense 
aboue, and go soone to the puple, that thou 
preye for hem; for now ire is gon out fro 


the Lord, and the wounde is feers. 47 And 
whanne Aaron hadde do this, and hadde 
runne to the myddis of the multitude, 
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which the brennynge wastid thanne, he 
offeride encense; 48 and he stood bytwixe 
the deed men and lyuynge, and bisouyte 
for the puple, and the wounde ceesside. 
49 Sotheli thei that weren smytun weren 
fourtene thousynde of men and seuene 
hundrid, with outen hem that perischiden 


in the discencioun of Chore. 5° And Aaron 
turnyde ayen to Moyses, to the dore of the 


tabernacle of boond of pees, aftir that the 
perischyng restide. 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises, ‘and 
seide, Speke thou to the sones of Israel, 
2 and take thou yerdis, bi her kynredis, bi 
ech kynrede o yeerde, take thou of alle the 
princes of the lynagis twelue yerdis; and 
thou schalt write the name of each lynage 
aboue his yerde; 3 forsothe the name of 
Aaron schal be in the lynage of Leuy, and 
o yerde schal conteyne alle the meynees of 
hem. 4 And thou schalt putte tho yerdis in 
the tabernacle of boond of pees, bifor the 
witnessyng, where Y schal speke to thee; 
the yerde of hym schal buriowne, whom Y 
schal chese of hem; 5 and Y schal refreyne 
fro me the playnyngis of the sones of Is- 
rael, bi whiche thei grutchen ayens you. 
6 And Moyses spak to the sones of Israel; 
and alle princes yauen to hym yerdis, bi 
alle lynagis; and the yerdis weren twelue, 
without the yerde of Aaron. 7 And whanne 
Moises hadde put tho yerdis bifor the Lord, 
in the tabernacle of witnessyng, he yede 
ayen in the day suynge, ® and founde that 
the yerde of Aaron, ‘in the hows of Leuy, 
buriounnede; and whanne knoppis weren 
greet, the blossoms ‘hadden broke out, 
whiche weren alargid in leeuys, and weren 
fourmed in to alemaundis. 9 Therfor Moy- 
ses brouyte forth alle the yerdis fro the siyt 
of the Lord to al the sones of Israel; and 
thei sien, and resseyueden ech his yerde. 
10 And the Lord seide to Moises, Bere ayen 
the yerde of Aaron in to the tabernacle 
of witnessyng, that it be kept there in to 
‘the signe of the rebel sones of Israel, and 
that her ‘playntis reste fro me, lest thei 


dien. 11 And Moises dide, as the Lord 
comaundide. !2Forsothe the sones of Israel 
seiden to Moises, Lo! we ben wastid, alle 
we perischiden; 13 who euer neiyeth to the 
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tabernacle of the Lord, he dieth; whethir * 
we schulen be doon awei alle ‘til to deeth? 


18 


1 And the Lord seide to Aaron, Thou, 
and thi sones, and the hows of thi fadir 
with thee, schulen * bere the wickidnesse 
of the seyntuarie; and thou and thi sones 
togidere schulen suffre the synnes of youre 
preesthod. 2 But also take thou with thee 
thi britheren of the lynage of Leuy, and the 
power of thi fadir, and be thei redi, that 
thei mynystre to thee. Forsothe thou and 
thi sones schulen mynystre in the taber- 
nacle of witnessyng; ° and the dekenes 


schulen wake at thi comaundementis, and 
at alle werkis of the tabernacle; so oneli 
that thei neiye not to the vessels of seyn- 


tuarie, and to the autir, lest bothe thei 
dien, and ye perischen togidere. 4Forsothe 


be thei with thee, and wake thei in the 
kepyngis of the tabernacle, and in alle the 


cerymonyes therof. An alien schal not be 
meddlid with you. 5 Wake ye in the kepyng 
of the seyntuarie, and in the seruyce of the 
auter, lest indignacioun rise on the sones 
of Israel. ©Lo! Y haue youun ‘to you fT 
youre britheren, dekenes, fro the myddis 
of the sones of Israel, and Y haue youe a 
fre yifte to the Lord, that thei serue in the 
seruyces of his tabernacle. 7 Forsothe thou 
and thi sones, kepe youre preesthod; and 
alle thingis that perteynen to the ournyng 
of the auter, and ben with ynne the veil, 
schulen be mynystrid bi preestis; if ony 
straunger neiyeth, he schal be slayn. The 
Lord spak to Aaron, Lo! Y haue youe to 
thee the kepyng of my firste fruytis; Y haue 
youe to thee and to thi sones alle thingis, 
that ben halewid of the sones of Israel,* for 
preestis office euerlastynge lawful thingis. 
° Therfor thou schalt take these thingis 
of tho thingis that ben halewid, and ben 
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offrid to the Lord; ech offryng, and sac- 
rifice, and what euer thing is yoldun to 
me for synne and for trespas, and cometh 
in to hooli of hooli thingis, schal be thin 


and thi sones. 1° Thou schalt ete it in the 
seyntuarie; malis oneli schulen ete therof, 
for it is halewid to the Lord. 1 Forsothe 
Y haue youe to thee, and to thi sones and 
douytris, bi euerlastynge riyt, the firste 
fruytis whiche the sones of Israel a vowen 


and offren; he that is clene in thin hous, 
schal ete tho. 12 Y yaf to thee al the merowe 


of oile, and of wyn, and of wheete, what 
euer thing of the firste fruytis thei schulen 
offre to the Lord. 13 Alle the bigynnyngis 
of fruytis whiche the erthe bryngith forth, 
and ben brouyt to the Lord, schulen falle 


in to thin vsis; he that is cleene in thin 
hous, schal ete of tho. 14 Al thing which 


the sones of Israel yelden bi avow, schal 
be thin. 15 What euer thing ‘schal breke 


out first of the wombe of al fleisch, which 
fleisch thei offren to the Lord, whether it 
is of men, ethir of beestis, it schal be of 
thi riyt; so oneli that thou take prijs for 


the firste gendrid child of man, and that 
thou make ech beeste which is vncleene § 
to be bouyt ayen; !6 whos ayenbiyng schal 
be aftir o monethe, for fyue siclis of siluer, 
bi the weiyte of seyntuarie; a sicle hath xx. 
halpens. 17 Forsothe thou schalt not make 
the firste gendrid of oxe, and of scheep, 
and of goet, to be ayen bouyt, for tho 


ben halewid to the Lord; oneli thou schalt 
schede the blood of tho on the auter, and 
thou schalt brenne the ynnere fatnesse in 


to swettist odour to the Lord. 18 Forsothe 
the fleischis schulen falle in to thin vss, 
as the brest halewid and the riyt schuldur, 


schulen be thine. 19 Y yaf to the and to thi 
sones and douytris, bi euerlastynge riyt, 
alle the firste fruytis of seyntuarie, whiche 
the sones of Israel offren to the Lord; it 
is euerlastynge couenant of salt bifor the 


Lord, to thee, and to thi sones. 2° And 


17:13 wher, etc. thei seiden this, not in grucchinge ayenus God, but in axinge remedy, and therfor thei weren 


not punischid. This was her sorwful confessioun, desiring merci. 


* 
18:1 schulen bere the wickidnesse of the 


seyntuarie, that is, ye schulen haue tho thingis that schulen be offrid in the seyntuarie for the synnes of the puple, 
as Austin and the glos here expownen. It semeth betere thus; thou and thi sones schulen suffre the synnes of youre 
presthod, that is, if ony me pressen forth hem silf bi youre necligence, not onely thei schulen be punyschid for her 
foolhardynesse, but also ye schulen be punyschid for youre necgligence, and therfor charge perteyneth to you to 
T 18:6 Lo! Y haue 
+ 18:8 


dryue awey hem, and to bifore eschewe [schewe BC.] diligently, lest ony man neiye unduly. 
youe to you, etc. not to do youre werkis in youre housis, but to serue in the seruyces of the tabernacle. 
that is, that ben bihiyt to the Lord by a vow. 8 18:15 vnclene, and hath nede to ayenbyynge. 
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the Lord seide to Aaron, Ye schulen not 
welde ony thing in the lond of hem, nether 


ye schulen haue part among hem; Y am 
thi part and erytage, in the myddis of the 
sones of Israel. 2! Forsothe Y yaf to the 
sones of Leuy alle the tithis of Israel in 
to possessioun, for the seruyce bi whyche 
thei seruen me in the tabernacle of boond 
of pees; 2? that the sones of Israel neiye no 


more to the ‘tabernacle of boond of pees, 
nether do dedli synne. 23 To the sones 
aloone of Leuy, seruynge me in the taber- 
nacle, and berynge the ‘synnes of the pu- 
ple, it schal be a lawful thing euerlastynge 
in youre generaciouns.” 24 Thei schulen 
welde noon other thing, and thei schulen 
be apeied with the offryng of tithis, whiche 
Y departide in to vsis and necessaries of 
hem. 25 And the Lord spak to Moises and 


seide, 2 Comaunde thou, and denounse to 
the dekenes, Whanne ye han take tithis of 


the sones of Israel, whiche Y yaf to you, 
offre ye the firste fruytis of tho to the Lord, 
that is, the tenthe part of the dyme, 27 that 
it be arettid to you in to offryng of the 
firste fruytis, as wel of corn flooris as of 
pressis; 28 and of alle thingis of whiche ye 
taken tithis, offre ye the firste fruytis to the 
Lord, and yyue ye to Aaron, preest. 29 Alle 
thingis whiche ye schulen offre of tithis, 
and schulen departe in to the yiftis of the 


Lord, schulen be the beste, and alle chosun 
thingis. 3° And thou schalt seye to hem, 


If ye offren to the Lord alle the clere and 
betere thingis of tithis, it schal be arettid to 
you, as if ye yauen the firste fruitis of the 
corn floor and presse. 3! And ye schulen 
ete tho tithis in alle youre placis, as wel 
ye as youre meynees, for it is the prijs 
for the seruyce, in whiche ye seruen in 
the tabernacle of witnessyng. 32 And ye 
schulen not do synne on this thing, ‘and 
resserue noble thingis and fat to you, lest 
ye defoulen the offryngis of the sones of 
Israel,t and ye dien. 


19 
1 And the Lord spak to Moises and to 
Aaron, 2 and seide, This is the religioun 
of sacrifice, which the Lord ordeynede. 





18:23 to entre in to the tabernacle and to lyue vpon tithis. 
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Comaunde thou to the sones of Israel, that 
thei brynge to thee a reed cow of hool 
age, in which is no wem, nether sche hath 
bore yok. 3 And ye schulen bitake hir to 
Eleazar, preest, which schal offre ‘the cow, 
led out of the tentis, in the siyt of alle 
men. 4 And he schal dippe his fyngur in 
the blood therof, and schal sprynge seuene 
sithis ayens the yatis of the tabernacle. 
5 And he schal brenne that cow, while alle 
men sien; and he schal yyue as wel the 
skyn and fleischis therof as the blood and 
dung to flawme. © Also the preest schal 
‘sende a tre of cedre, and ysope, and reed 
threed died twies, into the flawme that 
deuourith the cow. 7 And thanne at the 
laste, whanne hise clothis ‘and bodi ben 
waischun, he schal entre in to the tentis, 
and he schal be defoulid ‘til to euentid. 
8 But also he that brente the cow, schal 
waische hise clothis, and bodi, and he schal 
be vncleene ‘til to euentid. ° Forsothe a 
cleene man schal gadere the aischis of the 
cow, and schal schede out tho with out the 
tentis, in a place moost cleene, that tho be 
to the multitude of the sones of Israel in to 
keping, and in to watir of spryngyng; for 
the cow is brent for synne. 1° And whanne 
he that bar the aischis of the cow, hath 
waische hise clothis, he schal be vncleene 
‘til to euentid. And the sones of Israel, 
and comelyngis that dwellen among hem, 
schulen haue this hooli bi euerlastynge 
lawe. 11 He that touchith a deed bodi of 
man, and is vncleene for this bi seuene 
daies, 12 schal be spreynt of this watir in 
the thridde, and in the seuenthe dai; and 
so he schal be clensid. If he is not spreynt 
in the thridde dai, he schal not mow be 
clensid in the seuenthe dai. 13 Ech that 
touchith the deed bodi bi it silf of mannus 
soule, and is not spreynt with this med- 
lyng, defoulith the ‘tabernacle of the Lord, 
and he schal perische fro Israel; for he is 
not spreynt with the wateris of clensyng, 
he schal be vncleene, and his filthe schal 
dwelle on hym. 1! This is the lawe of a 
man that dieth in the tabernacle; alle that 
entren in to his tente, and alle vessels that 
ben there, schulen be defoulid bi seuene 
daies. 15 A vessel that hath not an hilyng, 
nethir a byndyng aboue, schal be vncleene. 
16 If ony man touchith the deed bodi of 


T 18:32 that is, the tithis offrid of hem to you. 


19:2 In Ebru it is, not of age, but reed hoollich, that is, withoute diuersite of ony colour. 
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man slayn in the feeld, ether deed bi hym 
silf, ether a boon, ether the sepulcre ‘of 
hym, he schal be vncleene bi seuene daies. 


17 And thei schulen take ‘of the aischis of 
the brennyng, and of the synne, and thei 


schulen sende quyk watris in to a vessel on 


tho aischis; 18 in whiche whanne “a cleene 
man hath dippid ysope, he schal spreynge 


therof the tente, and al the purtenaunce 


of howshold, and men defoulid bi sich de- 


foulyng. !° And in this maner a cleene man 


schal clense an vncleene, in the thridde 
and in the seuenthe dai; and he schal be 
clensid in the seuenthe dai. And he schal 
waische hym silf, and hise clothis, and he 


schal be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 2° If ony 


man is not clensid bi this custom, the soule 
of hym schal perische fro the myddis of the 
chirche; for he defoulith the ‘seyntuarie of 
the Lord, and is not spreynt with the watir 
of clensyng. 21 This comaundement schal 
bea lawful thing euerlastynge. Also he that 
schal sprenge the watris schal waische his 
clothis; ech man that touchith the watris of 
clensyng, schal be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 
22 What euer thing an vncleene man touch- 


ith, he schal make it vncleene; and a soule 
that touchith ony of these thingis ‘defoulid 


so, schal be vncleene ‘til to euentid. 


20 


1 And the sones of Israel and al the multi- 
tude camen in to the deseert of Syn, in the 
firste monethe.” And the puple dwellide 


in Cades; and Marie was deed there, and 
biried in the same place. 2? And whanne 


the puple hadde nede to watir, thei yeden 
togidere ayens Moises and Aaron; and thei 
weren turned in to dissensioun,t 3 and sei- 
den, We wolden that we hadden perischid 
among oure britheren bifor the Lord. 4Whi 
han ye led out the chirche of the Lord 


in to wildirnesse, that bothe we and oure 
beestis die? 5 Whi han ye maad vs to 


stie from Egipt, and han brouyt vs in 
to this werste place, which may not be 
sowun, which nether bryngith forth fige 
tre, nether vineris, nether pumgranatis, 
ferthermore and hath not watir to drynke? 





* 
20:1 in the firste monethe of the xl. yeer fro the going out of Egipt. 
¥ 20:8 the yerde, this was the yerde of Aaron. 


and stryuyng. 
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6 And whanne the multitude was left, Moi- 
ses and Aaron entriden in to the tabernacle 
of boond of pees, and felden lowe to erthe, 


and crieden to God, and seiden, Lord God, 
here the cry of this puple, and opene to 


hem thi tresour, a welle of quyk watir, that 
whanne thei ben fillid, the grutchyng of 
hem ceesse. And the glorie of the Lord 
apperide on hem; 7 and the Lord spak 
to Moises, ® and seide, Take the yerde,+ 
and gadere the puple, thou, and Aaron thi 
brother; and speke ye to the stoon bifore 
hem, and it schal yyue watris. And whanne 


thou hast led watir out of the stoon, al 
the multitude schal drynke, and the beestis 


therof ‘schulden drynke. ? Therfor Moises 
took the yerde that was in the ‘siyt of 
the Lord, as the Lord comaundide to hym, 
10 whanne the multitude was gaderid bifor 
the stoon; and he seide to hem, Here ye, 


rebel and vnbileueful; whether we moun 
brynge out of this stoon watir to you? 


11 And whanne Moises hadde reisid the 
hond, and hadde smyte the flynt twies 


with the yerde, largeste watris yeden out, 
so that the puple drank, and the beestis 
drunken. 12 And the Lord seide to Moises 
and to Aaron, For ye bileueden not to me, 
that ye schulden halewe me § bifor the 
sones of Israel, ye schulen not lede these 
puples in to the lond which Y schal yyue 
to hem. 13 This is the watir of ayenseiyng; 
there the sones of Israel stryueden ayens 


the Lord, and he was halewid in hem. 14In 
the meene tyme Moises sente messangeres 
fro Cades to the kyng of Edom, whiche 
seiden, Israel thi brother sendith these 
thinges. Thou knowist al the trauel that 
took vs, !5 hou oure fadris yeden doun in 
to Egipt, and we dwelliden there myche 
tyme, and Egipcians turmentiden vs and 


oure fadris; and hou we crieden to the 
Lord, 16 and he herde vs, and sente an 
aungel that ledde vs out of Egipt. And lo! 


we ben set in the citee of Cades, which 
is in thi laste coostis, 17 and we bisechen 
that it be leueful to vs to passe thorou thi 


lond; we schulen not go bi feeldis, nether bi 
vyneris, nether we schulen drynke watris 


t 20:2 in to dissencioun, that is, rebelte 
8 20:12 that ye schulden halewe me, that is, 


in bileuynge with out doute myn hoolynesse thorou filling of my biheest, and in pronounsinge youre feith with out 
doute bifor the puple, but ye diden the contrarie, therfor ye schulen not lede, and so forth. 
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of thi pittis; but we schulen go in the 
comyn weie, and we schulen not bowe to 
the riyt side, nether to the left side, til 
we passen thi termes. 18 To whom Edom 
answeride, Ye schulen not passe bi me, 
ellis Y schal be armed, and come ayens 


thee. 19 And the sones of Israel seiden, We 
schulen go bi the weie comynli vsid, and 


if we and oure beestis drynken thi watris, 
we schulen yyue that that is iust; noon 
hardnesse schal be in prijs, onely passe we 


swiftli. 2° And he answeride, Ye schulen not 
passe. And anoon he yede out ayens Israel, 


with a multitude without noumbre, and 
‘strong hond, #1 nether he wolde assente to 


Israel bisechynge, that he schulde graunte 
passage bi hise coostis. Wherfor Israel 
turnede awey fro hym. 22 And whanne thei 
hadden moued tentis fro Cades, thei camen 
in to the hil of Hor, which is in the endis of 
the lond of Edom; 23 where the Lord spak to 
Moyses and seide, Aaron go to his puples; 
24 for he schal not entre in to the lond 
which Y yaf to the sones of Israel, for he 
was vnbileueful to my mouth, at the watris 
of ayenseiyng. 25 Take thou Aaron, and his 
sone with hym, and thou schalt lede hem in 
to the hil of Hor; 26 and whanne thou hast 
maad nakid the fadir of his cloth,” thou 
schalt clothe ‘with it Eleazar, his sone, and 
Aaron schal be gederid, and schal die there. 
27 Moises dide as the Lord comaundide; and 
thei stieden in to the hil of Hor, bifor al 
the multitude. 28 And whanne he hadde 
maad nakid Aaron of hise clothis, he cloth- 
ide with tho Eleazar, his sone. 29 Sotheli 
whanne Aaron was deed in the ‘cop of the 
hil, Moises cam doun with Eleazar. Sotheli 
al the multitude siy that Aaron was deed, 
and wepte on hym thretti daies, bi alle her 
meyness. 


21 


1 And whanne Chananei, the kyng of 


Arad, that dwellide at the south, hadde 
herd this, that is, that Israel cam bi the 
weye of aspieris, he fauyt ayens hem; and 


Chananei was ouercomere and ledde pray 
of Israel. 2 And Israel bounde hym sylf 
bi avow to the Lord, and seide, If thou 





* 
20:26 cloth, that is, the bischops coote. 


in Ebreu it is, in a perche. 


as Ebrews seyen, for the Ebreu word here signefieth bothe book and telling. 


thus, fro this place to the pit, and they camen to the place, where the pit was youun. 


pit. 
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21:8 of bras is not here in Ebreu, but aftirward. 


F 91:11 that is, in the wildirnessis of Abarym. 
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schalt bitake this puple in myn hond, Y 


schal do awei ‘the citees therof. 3 And 
the Lord herde the preieris of Israel, and 
bitook the Chananey; and Israel killid hym, 
and distruyede hise citees; and clepide 
the name of that place Horma, that is, 
cursyng, ‘ethir hangyng up. 4 ‘Forsothe 
thei yeden forth also fro the hil of Hor, bi 
the weie that ledith to the reed see, that 
thei schulden cumpasse the lond of Edom; 
and it bigan to anoye the puple, of the weie 
and trauel. 5 And the puple spak ayens 


the Lord and Moises, and seide, Whi leddist 
thou vs out of Egipt, that we schulden die 


in wildirnesse? breed failith, watris ben 
not; oure soule wlatith now on this ‘meete 
moost liyt. © Wherfor the Lord sente ‘firid 
serpentis in to the puple; at the woundis 
of whiche serpentis, and the dethis of ful 
many men, ” thei camen to Moyses, and 
seiden, We synneden, for we spaken ayens 
the Lord and thee; preie thou, that he take 
awey fro vs the serpentis. 8 And Moises 
preiede for the puple; and the Lord seide 
to hym, Make thou a serpent of bras,”* and 
sette thouit fora signe Tf ; he that is smytun 
and biholdith it, schal lyue. 9 Therfor Moy- 
ses made a serpent of bras, and settide for 
a signe; and men smytun and biholdynge 


it, weren heelid. 1° And the sones of Israel 
yeden forth, !! and settiden tentis in Oboth; 


fro whennus thei yeden forth, and settiden 
tentis in Neabarym,* in the wildirnesse, 
that biholdith Moab, ayens the eest coost. 


12 And thei moueden fro thennus, and ca- 
men to the stronde of Zareth; 13 which thei 
leften, and settiden tentis ayens Arnon, 


which is in the deseert, and apperith in 


the coostis of Amorrei. Forsothe Arnon is 
the terme of Moab, and departith Moabitis 


and Ammoreis. 14 Wherfor it is seid in 
the book § of batels of the Lord, As he 
dide in the reed see, so he schal do in the 
strondis of Arnon; !5 the harde rochis of 
the strondis weren bowid, that tho schulen 
reste in Arnon, and schulden ligge in the 
coostis of Moabitis. 16 Fro that place * 
the pit apperide, of which the Lord spak 
to Moyses, Gadere thou the puple, and Y 


i 21:8 asigne, 
8 a4 book, ether in the telling, 
21:16 fro that place, in Ebreu it is 

T 21:17 that is, water of the 
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schal yyue watir to it. 17 Thanne Israel 
soong this song, The pit f stie; 18 thei 
sungen togidere, The pit which the princes 
diggiden, and the duykis of the multitude 
maden redi, in the yyuere of the lawe, and 
in her stauys. And thei yeden forth fro 


the wildirnesse to Mathana, 19 fro Math- 
ana to Naaliel, fro Naaliel in to Bamoth; 
20 Bamoth is a valey in the cuntrey of 


Moab, in the cop of Phasga, that biholdith 
ayens the deseert. 2! Forsothe Israel sente 
messangeris to Seon, kyng of Ammorreis, 


and seide, 22 Y biseche that it be leueful to 
me to passe thorou thi loond; we schulen 


not bowe in to the feeldis and vyneris; 
we schulen not drynke watris of pittis; we 
schulen go in the kyngis weie, til we passen 
thi termes. 23 Which nolde graunte that 
Israel schulde passe thury hise coostis, but 
rather, whanne the oost was gaderid, he 
yede out ayens Israel, in to deseert. And 
he cam in to Yasa, and fauyt ayens Israel; 
24 of whom he was smytun in the scharp- 
nesse of swerd, and his lond was weldid 
fro Arnon ‘til to Jeboth and ‘the sones of 
Amon; for the termes of Amonytis weren 
holdun bi strong help. 2 Therfor Israel 
took alle ‘the citees of hym, and dwelliden 
in the citees of Amorrei, that is, in Esebon, 
and hise townes. 2° The citee of Esebon 
was Seons, kyng of Ammorei, which Seon 
fauyt ayens the kyng of Moab, and took al 
the lond that was of his lordschip, ‘til to 
Arnon. 27 Therfor it is seid in prouerbe,* 
Come ye in to Esebon, be it bildid, and 
maad the citee of Seon; 28 fier yede out 
of Esebon, flawme yede out of the citee 
‘ethir greet castel of Seon, and deuouryde 


Ar of Moabitis, and the dwelleris of the 
‘hiye places of Arnon. 29 Moab, wo to 


thee! thou, puple of Chamos, perischidist; 
it yaf the sones therof in to fliyt, and the 
douytris in to caitifte to Seon, kyng of 
Ammoreis; °° the yok of hem § perischide, 
fro Esebon “til to Dibon; the wery men 
camen in to Jophe, and ‘til to Medaba. 


31 And so Israel dwellide in the lond of 
Ammorrey. 22 And Moises sente men that 


schulden aspie Jaser, whos ‘townes thei 





+ 21:27. that is, in a comown song maad of the victorye of Seon. 
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token, and weldiden the dwelleris. 33 And 
thei turniden hem silf, and stieden bi the 
weie of Basan. And Og, the kyng of Basan, 
with al his puple cam ayens hem, to fiyte 
in Edray. °4 And the Lord seide to Moises, 
Drede thou not hym, for Y haue bitake 
hym, and al his loond, and puple, in thin 
hoond; and thou schalt do to hym as thou 
didist to Seon, kyng of Ammorreis, the 
dwellere of Esebon. °° Therfor thei smyti- 
den ‘bothe hym with hise sones and al his 
puple, ‘til to deeth; and thei weldiden ‘the 
lond of hym. 


ZZ 


1 And thei yeden forth, and settiden 
tentis in the feeldi places of Moab, where 
Jerico is set ouer Jordan. 2 Forsothe Balach, 
the sone of Sephor, siy alle thingis whiche 
Israel hadde do to Ammorrei, 3 and that 
men of Moab ‘hadden dred Israel, and 
miyten not * bere the assailing of him. 
4 And he seide to the grettere men in birthe 
of Madian, So this puple schal do a wei 
alle men that dwellen in oure coostis, as an 
oxe is wont to do awei an eerbe ‘til to the 
rootis. Forsothe he, ‘that is, Balaac, was 
kyng in that tyme in Moab. ° Therfor he 
sente messangeris to Balaam, the sone of 
Beor, a fals diuynour, that dwellide on the 


flood of the lond of the sones of Amon, that 
thei schulden clepe hym, and schulden 
seie, Lo! a puple yede out of Egipt, ‘which 
puple hilide the face of erthe, and sittith 
ayens me. © Therfor come thou, and curse 
this puple, which is strongere than Y, if in 
ony maner Y may smyte and dryue hym 
out of my lond; for Y knowe, that he is 
blissid whom thou blissist, and he is cursid 
whom thou hast cursid. 7 The eldere men 
of Moab and the grettere men in birthe 


of Madian yeden forth, hauynge in hondis 
the prijs of fals dyuynyng; and whanne 


thei hadden come to Balaam, and hadden 
teld to hym alle the wordis of Balaach, 


he answeride, ® Dwelle ye here to nyyt, 
and Y schal answere what euer thing the 
Lord schal seie to me. Sotheli while thei 


dwelliden f at Balaam, God cam, and seide 
to hym, ? What wolen these men at thee 


8 21:30. that is, the lordschip of Moabitis. 


* ; : 
22:3 and myyten not, in Ebreu it is, and Moab wlatide the sones of Israel, and this semeth the veriere lettre. 


T 22:8 thei dwelliden. In Ebreu it is, and the princes of Moab dwelliden at Balaam. 
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‘to hem silf? 1° Balaam answeride, Bal- 
aach, the sone of Sephor, kyng of Moabitis, 


sente to me, and seide, Lo! 11a puple 
which is gon out of Egipt hilide the face 


of erthe; come thou, and curse hem, if in 
ony maner Y may fiyte, and dryue hym 


awey. 12 And God seide to Balaam, Nyle 
thou go with hem, nether curse thou the 
puple, for it is blessid. 13 Which Balaam 
roos eerli, and seide to the princes, Go ye 
in to youre lond, for God forbeed me to 
come with you. 4 The princes turneden 
ayen, and seiden to Balaach, Balaam nolde 
come with vs. 5 Eft Balaach sente many 


mo and noblere men, than he hadde sent 
bifore; 1© whiche seiden, whanne thei had- 
den come to Balaam, Balaach, the sone of 
Sephor, seith thus, Tarye thou not to come 


to me, redi to onoure thee; 17 and what 
euer thing thou wolt, Y schal yyue to thee; 


come thou, and curse this puple. 18 Balaam 
answeride, Thouy Balaach schal yyue to me 
his howsful of siluer and of gold, Y schal 
not mowe chaunge the word of my God, 
that Y speke ethir more ethir lesse. 19 Y 
biseche, that ye dwelle here also in this 
nyyt, that Y may wite what the Lord schal 


answere eft to me. 2° Therfor the Lord 
cam to Balaam in the nyyt, and seide to 


hym, If these men comen to clepe thee, rise 
thou, and go with hem, so oneli that thou 


do that that Y schal comaunde to thee. 
21 Balaam roos eerli, and whanne his fema 
asse was sadelid, he yede forth with hem. 


22 And God was wrooth. And the ‘aungel 
of the Lord stood in the weie ayens Balam, 


that sat on the femal asse, and hadde twei 
children with hym. 23 The femal asse siy 


the aungel stondynge in the weie, with 


swerd drawun, and ‘turnede a wei hir silf 
fro the weie, and yede bi the feeld. And 


whanne Balaam beet hir, and wolde lede 
ayen to the path, 24 the aungel stood in 
the streitnessis of twei wallis, with whiche 
the vyneris weren cumpassid. 25 And the 
femal asse siy the aungel, and ioynede hir 


silf to the wal, and hurtlide the foot of the 
sittere; and he beet eft ‘the asse. 26 And 
neuer the lesse the aungel yede to the 


streit place, where me ‘myyte not go out of 
the weie, nether to the riyt side nether to 
the left side, and stood ayens hym. 27 And 
whanne the femal asse siy the aungel ston- 
dynge, sche felde doun vndir the feet of 
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the sittere, which was wrooth ful greetli, 


and beet hir sidis with a staaf. 28 And the 
Lord openyde the ‘mouth of the femal asse, 


and sche spak, What have Y doon to thee? 
whi smytist thou me, lo! now the thridde 
tyme? 29 Balaam answeride, For thou hast 
disserued, and hast scornyd me; Y wolde 


that Y hadde a swerd to sle thee. 39 And 
the femal asse seide, Whether Y am not 
thi beeste on which thou were wont to 
sitte euere til in to this present dai? seie 


thou, what lijk thing Y dide euere to thee? 


And he seide, Neuere. 3! Anoon the Lord 
openyde ‘the iyen of Balaam, and he siy the 


aungel stondynge in the weie, holdynge a 


drawun swerd in the hoond; and Balaam 
worschipide hym lowli in to erthe. 3? To 


whom the aungel seide, Whi ‘betist thou 
thi femal asse ‘the thridde tyme? Y cam 


to be aduersarie to thee, for thi weie is 
weiward, and contrarye to me; 33 and if the 


femal asse hadde not bowid a wey fro the 
weie, and youe place to ayenstondere, Y 
hadde slayn thee, and sche schulde lyue. 
34 Balaam seide, Y synnede, not witynge 
that thou stodist ayens me; and now, if 
it displesith thee that Y go, Y schal turne 
ayen. 35 The aungel seide, Go thou with 
these men, but be war that thou speke not 
other thing than Y schal comaunde to thee. 
Therfor Balaam yede with the princes. 


36 And whanne Balaach hadde herde this, 
he yede out in to the comyng of hym, in 


the citee of Moabitis, whiche is set in the 
laste coostis of Arnon. 37 And he seide to 
Balaam, Y sente messangeris to clepe thee; 


whi camest thou not anoon to me? whethir 
for Y may not yelde meede to thi comyng? 


38 To whom Balaam answeride, Lo! Y am 
present, whethir Y schal mow speke other 
thing than that, that God schal putte in 
my mouth? 3° Therfor thei yeden forth to 
gidere, and camen in to a citee, which was 
in the laste coost of ‘his rewme. 4° And 
whanne Balaach hadde slayn scheep and 
oxun, he sente yiftis to Balaam and the 
princes that weren with hym. 4! Forsothe 


whanne the morewtid was maad, Balaach 
ledde Balaam to the hiye placis of Baal, and 


he bihelde the laste part of the puple, ‘that 
is, al the oost til to the laste part. 


23 
1 And Balaam seide to Balaach, Bilde 
thou here to me seuene auteris, and make 


XRN 


3280 


Numbers 23:2 


redi so many caluys, and rammes of the 


same noumbre. 2 And whanne he hadde 
do bi the word of Balaam, thei puttiden 


a calf and a ram to gidere on the auter. 


3 And Balaam seide to Balaach, Stond thou 
a litil while bisidis thi brent sacrifice, while 
Y go, if in hap the Lord meete me; and 


Y schal ‘speke to thee what euer thing 


he schal comaunde. 4 And whanne he 
hadde go swiftli, God cam to hym; and 


Balaam spak to hym, and seide, Y reiside 
seuene auteris, and Y puttide a calf and a 
ram aboue. ° Forsothe the Lord ‘puttide a 
word in his mouth, and seide, Turne ayen 
to Balaach, and thou schalt speke these 
thingis. © He turnede ayen, and fond Bal- 
ach stondynge bisidis his brent sacrifice, 
and alle the princes of Moabitis. 7 And 
whanne his parable ‘was takun, he seide, 
Balaach, the kyng of Moabitis, brouyte me 
fro Aran, fro the ‘hillis of the eest; and he 
seide, Come thou and curse Jacob; haaste 
thou, and greetli curse thou Israel. § How 


schal Y curse whom God cursid not? bi 
what resoun schal Y ‘haue abhomynable 


whom God ‘hath not abhomynable? 9 Fro 
the hiyeste flyntis Y schal se hym, and 
fro litle hillis Y schal biholde hym; the 
puple schal dwelle aloone, and it schal not 
be arettid among hethene men. 1° Who 
may noumbre the dust, that is, kynrede, 
of Jacob, and knowe the noumbre of the 
generacioun of Israel? My lijf die in the 
deeth of iust men, and my laste thingis be 
maad lijk hem! 1! And Balaach seide to 


Balaam, What is this that thou doist? Y 
clepide thee, that thou schuldist curse myn 


enemyes, and ayenward thou blessist hem. 


12 To whom Balaam answeride, Whether Y 
may speke othir thing no but that that the 


Lord comaundith? 5 Therfor Balaach seide 
to Balaam, Come with me in to anothir 
place, fro whennus thou se a part of Israel, 


and mayst not se al; fro thennus curse 
thou hym. 1! And whanne he hadde led 
Balaam in to an hiy place, on the cop 
of the hil of Phasga, he bildide seuene 
auteris to Balaam, and whanne calues and 
rammes weren put aboue, !° he seide to 
Balaach, Stonde here bisidis thi brent sac- 
rifice, while Y go. 16 And whanne the Lord 


hadde ‘come to him, and hadde put ‘a word 
in his mouth, he seide, Turne ayen to Bal- 
ach, and thou schalt seie these thingis to 
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hym. 17 He turnyde ayen, and foond Balach 
stondynge bisidis his brent sacrifice, and 
the princis of Moabitis with hym. To whom 
Balach seide, What spak the Lord? 18 And 
whanne his parable ‘was takun, he seide, 


Stonde, Balach, and herkene; here, thou 
sone of Sephor. God is not ‘as a man, 19 that 


he lye, nethir he is as the sone of a man, 
that he be chaungid; therfor he seide, and 
schal he not do? he spak, and schal he not 
fulfille? 2° Y am brouyt to blesse, Y may 
not forbede blessyng. 2! Noon idol is in 
Jacob, nethir symylacre is seyn in Israel; 
his Lord God is with hym, and the sown of 
victorie of kyng is in hym. 22 The Lord God 
ledde hym out of Egipt, whos strengthe is 
lijk an vnicorn; ?3 fals tellyng bi chiteryng 
of bryddis, ‘ethir idolatrie, is not in Jacob, 
nethir fals dyuynyng is in Israel. In his 
tymes it schal be seide to Jacob and Israel, 
What the Lord hath wrought! 24 Lo! the 
puple schal rise to gidere as a lionesse, and 


schal be reisid as a lioun; the lioun schal 
not reste, til he deuoure prey, and drynke 


the blood of hem that ben slayn. 25 And 


Balach seide to Balaam, Nether curse thou, 
nether blesse thou hym. 26 And he seide, 


Whether Y seide not to thee, that what 
euer thing that God comaundide to me, 


Y wolde do this? 27 And Balach seide to 
hym, Come, and Y schal lede thee to an 


other place, if in hap it plesith God that fro 
thennus thou curse hym. 28 And whanne 
Balaach hadde led hym out on the ‘cop 
of the hil of Phegor, that biholdith the 
wildirnesse, 29 Balaam seide to hym, Bilde 


here seuene auteris to me, and make redi 
so many caluys, and rammes of the same 


noumbre. 2° Balaach dide as Balaam seide, 
and he puttide caluys and rammes, bi alle 
auteris. 


24 
1 And whanne Balaam siy that it pleside 


the Lord that he schulde blesse Israel, he 
yede not as he ‘hadde go bifore, ‘that he 


schulde seke fals dyuynyng ‘bi chiteryng 
of briddis, but he dresside his face ayens 
the desert, 2 and reiside iyen, and siy Israel 
dwellynge in tentis bi hise lynagis. And 
whanne the Spirit of God felde on hym, and 
whanne a parable was takun, 3 he seide, 


Balaam, the sone of Beor, seide, a man 
whois iye is stoppid seide, 4 the herere 
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of Goddis wordis seide, which bihelde the 
reuelacioun of almyyti God, which fallith 
doun, and hise iyen ben openyd so, Hou 
faire ben thi tabernaclis, 5 Jacob, and thi 
tentis, Israel! © as valeys ful of woodis, and 
moiste gardyns bisidis floodis, as taberna- 
clis whiche the Lord hath set, as cedris bi- 
sidis watris; 7 watir schal flowe of his bokat, 
and his seed schal be in to many watris, 


‘that is, puplis. The kyng of hym schal 
be takun a wei for Agag, and the rewme 
of hym schal be doon awai. ® God ledde 
hym out of Egipt, whos strengthe is lijk an 
vnicorn; thei schulen deuoure * hethene 
men, enemyes ‘of hym, that is, of Israel; 
and thei schulen breke the boonus of hem, 
and schulen perse with arowis. ° He restide 
and slepte as a lyoun, and as a lionesse, 
whom no man schal dore reise. He that 
blessith thee, schal be blessid; he that cur- 
sith, schal 1° be arettid in to cursyng And 
Balaach was wrooth ayens Balaam, and 
seide, whanne the hondis weren wrungun 
to gidere, I clepide thee to curse myn ene- 
myes, whiche ayenward thou hast blessid 
thries. 1! Turne ayen to thi place; for- 
sothe Y demede to onoure thee greetli, but 
the Lord priuyde thee fro onour disposid. 


12 Balaam answeride to Balaach, Whethir Y 
seide not to thi messangeris, whiche thou 


sentist to me, !° Thouy Balaach schal yyue 
to me his hows ful of siluer and of gold, 
Y schal not mow passe the word of my 
Lord God, that Y brynge forth of myn herte 
ony thing, ethir of good ethir of yuel, but 
what euer thing the Lord schal seie, Y schal 
speke this? 14 Netheles Y schal go to my 
puple, and Y schal yyue counsel to thee, 
what thi puple schal do in the laste tyme 
to this puple. 5 Therfor whanne a parable 
was takun, he seide eft, Balaam, the sone 
of Beor seide, a man whos iye is stoppid, 


16 seide, the herere of Goddis wordis seide, 
which knowith the doctrine of the hiyeste, 


and seeth the reuelacioun of almiyti God, 
which fallith doun and hath opyn iyen, !”7Y 
schal se hym, but not now; Y schal biholde 
hym, but not nyy; a sterre schal be borun 
of Jacob, and a yerde schal rise of Israel; 
and he schal smyte the duykis of Moab, and 
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he schal waste alle the sones of Seth; and 
Ydumye schal be hys possessioun, 18 the 


eritage of Seir schal bifalle to his enemyes; 
forsothe Israel schal do strongli, of Jacob 
schal be he that schal be lord, 19 and schal 
leese the relikis of the citee. 29 And whanne 
he hadde seyn Amalech, he took a parable, 
and seide, Amalech is the bigynning f of 
hethene men, whos laste thingis schulen 
be lost. 21 Also ‘he siy Cyney, and whanne 
a parable was takun, he seide, Forsothe 
thi dwellyng place is strong, but if thou 


schalt sette thi nest in a stoon, 22 and schalt 
be chosun of the generacioun of Cyn, hou 


longe schalt thou mow dwelle? forsothe 


Assur schal take thee. 23 And whanne a 
parable was takun, he spak eft, Alas! who 


schal lyue, whanne the Lord schal make 
thes thingis? 24 Thei schulen come in grete 
schippis fro Ytalie, thei schulen ouercome 
Assiries, and thei schulen distrie Ebrews, 
and at the last also thei hem silf schulen 
perische. 2° And Balaam roos, and turnide 
ayen in to his place; and Balaach yede ayen 
bi the weye in which he cam. 


25 

1 Forsothe in that tyme Israel dwellide 
in Sechym; and the puple dide fornyca- 
cioun with the douytris of Moab; 2 whiche 
douytris clepiden hem to her sacrifices, 
and thei eten, and worschipiden the goddis 
of tho douytris; 3 and Israel made sacrifice 
to Belphegor. And the Lord was wrooth, 


4 and seide to Moises, Take thou alle the 
princes of the puple, and hange hem ayens 


the sunne in iebatis, that my wodnesse, 
‘that is stronge veniaunce, be turned awai 
fro Israel. 5 And Moises seide to the iugis 
of Israel, Ech man sle his neiyboris, that 
maden sacrifice to Belphagor. © And, lo! 


oon of the sones of Israel entride bifor 
his britheren to ‘an hoore of Madian, in 
the siyt of Moises, and al the cumpeny of 


the sones of Israel, whiche wepten bifor 
the yatis of the tabernacle. 7 And whanne 
Phynees, the sone of Eleazar, sone of 
Aaron, preest, hadde seyn this, he roos fro 
the myddis of the multitude; and whanne 
he hadde take a swerd, 8 he entride aftir 
the man of Israel in to the ‘hoore hows, 


* 
24:8 thei schulen deuoure etc. In Ebreu it is thus, Israel schal deuoure hethen men hise enemyes, and schal gnawe 


the bonys of hem, that is, schal distrie the strengthe of hem. 


first ayenus Israel aftir the goyng out of Egipt. 


T 24:20 Amalech is the bigynnyng, that is, he roos 
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and stikide thorou both togidere, that is, 
the man and the womman, in the places of 
gendryng. And the veniaunce ceesside fro 


the sones of Israel, ? and foure and twenti 
thousand of men weren slayn. !° And the 


Lord seide to Moises, !! Fynees, the sone 
of Eleazar, sone of Aaron, preest, turnede 
away myn yre fro the sones of Israel; for 
he was stirid ayens hem bi my feruent loue, 
that Y my silf schulde not do awai the sones 
of Israel in my greet hete, ‘ether strong 
veniaunce. !? Therfor speke thou to hym, 
Lo! Y yyue to hym the pees of my coue- 
naunt,* 13 and it schal be an euerlastynge 
couenaunt of preesthod, as wel to hym silf 
as to his seed; for he louyde feruentli for 
his God, and he clenside the greet trespas 


of the sones of Israel. 14 Forsothe the name 
of the man of Israel, that was slayn with the 


womman of Madian, was Zambri, the sone 
of Salu, duyk of the kynrede and lynage 


of Symeon. 1 Forsothe the womman of 
Madian that was slayn togidere, was clepid 
Cobri, the douyter of Sur, the nobleste 
prince of Madianytis. !° And the Lord spak 
to Moises and seide, !” ‘Madianytis feele 
you enemyes, and smyte ye hem; 18 for 
also thei diden enemyliche ayens you, and 
disseyueden thorow tresouns, bi the idol 
of Phegor, and bi ‘the douyter of Corbri, 
duyk of Madian, her sister, which douyter 
was sleyn in the dai of veniaunce, for the 
sacrilege of Phegor. 


26 
1 Aftir that the blood of gilti men was 


sched out, the Lord seide to Moises and to 
Eleasar, 2 preest, sone of Aaron, Noumbre 


ye al the summe of the sones of Israel, fro 
twenti yeer and aboue, bi her housis, and 
kynredis, alle men that mowen go forth 


to batels. 3 And so Moises and Eleasar, 
preest, spaken in the feeldi places of Moab, 


ouer Jordan, ayens Jerico, to hem that 
weren of twenti yeer and aboue, 4 as the 


Lord comaundide; of whiche this is the 
noumbre. 5 Ruben, the firste gendrid of 


Israel; the sone of hym was Enoch, of 
whom was the meynee of Enochitis; and 
Phallu, of whom the meynee of Phalluytis; 
and Esrom, © of whom the meynee of Es- 
romytis; and Charmy, of whom the meynee 
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of Charmytis. 7 Thes weren the meynees 
of the generacioun of Ruben, of whiche 
meynees the noumbre was foundun thre 


and fourti thousand seuene hundrid and 
thretti. 8 The sone of Phallu was Heliab; 
° the sones of hym weren Namuel, and 


Dathan and Abiron. ‘These weren Dathan 
and Abiron, prynces of the puple, that 
riseden ayens Moises and Aaron, in the 
rebelte of Chore, whanne thei rebelliden 
ayens the Lord; !° and the erthe openyde 
his mouth, and deuouride Chore, while 
ful many men dieden, whanne the fier 
brente two hundrid men and fifti; and a 
greet myracle was maad, 1! that whanne 
Chore perischide, hise sones perischiden 
not. !2 The sones of Symeon bi her kynre- 
dis; Namuel, of hym was the meynee of Na- 
muelitis; Jamyn, of hym was the meynee of 
Jamynytis; Jachin, of hym was the meynee 
of Jachynytis; 13 Zare, of hym the meynee 
of Zarenytis; Saul, of hym the meynee of 
Saulitis. 14 These weren the meynees of 
Symeon, of whiche all the noumbre was 
two and twenti thousynde and two hun- 
drid. 15 The sones of Gad bi her kynredis; 
Sephon, of hym the meynee of Sephonytis; 
Aggi, of hym the meynee of Aggitis; Sumy, 
of hym the meynee of Sumytis; 1° Ozny, 
of hym the meynee of Oznytis; Heri, of 
hym the meynee of Hereytis; !” Arod, of 
hym the meynee of Aroditis; Ariel, of hym 
the meynee of Arielitis. 18 These weren 
the meynees of Gad, of whiche al the 
noumbre was fourti thousynde and fyue 
hundrid. 19 The sones of Juda weren Her 
and Onan, whiche bothe weren deed in 


the lond of Canaan. 2° And the sones 
of Juda weren bi her kynredis; Sela, of 
whom the meynee of Selaitis; Phares, of 
whom the meynee of Pharesitis; Zare, of 
whom the meynee of Zareitis. 21 Sotheli 
the sones of Phares weren Esrom, of whom 
the meynee of Esromytis; and Amul, of 
whom the meynee of Amulitis. 22 These 
weren the meynees of Juda, of whiche al 
the noumbre was seuenty thousynde and 
fyue hundrid. 23 The sones of Isachar bi 
her kynredis; Thola, of whom the meynee 
of Tholaitis; Phua, of whom the meynee of 
Phuitis; 24 Jasub, of whom the meynee of 
Jasubitis; Semran, of whom the meynee of 


* 
25:12 couenaunt, that is, the dignete of presthod aftir his fadir. 
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Semranytis. 25 These weren the kynredis of 
Isachar, of whiche the noumbre was foure 
and sixti thousynd and three hundrid. 
26 The sones of Zabulon bi her kinredis; 
Sarad, of whom the meynee of Sareditis; 
Helon, of whom the meynee of Helonytis; 
Jalel, of whom the meynee of Jalelitis. 
27 These weren the kynredis of Zabulon, of 
whiche the noumbre was sixti thousynde 
and fyue hundrid. 28 The sones of Joseph bi 
her kynredis weren Manasses and Effraym. 
29 Of Manasses was borun Machir, of whom 
the meynee of Machiritis. Machir gendride 
Galaad, of whom the meynee of Galaditis. 


30 Galaad hadde sones; Hizezer, of whom 
the meynee of Hizezeritis; and Helech, of 


whom the meynee of Helechitis; 3! and 
Ariel, of whom the meynee of Arielitis; and 
Sechem, of whom the meynee of Seche- 
mytis; 2 and Semyda, of whom the meynee 
of Semydaitis; and Epher, of whom the 
meynee of Epheritis. 33 Forsothe Epher was 
the fadir of Salphath, that hadde not sones, 
but oneli douytris; of whiche these weren 
the names; Maala, and Noha, and Egla, 
and Melcha, and Thersa. 34 These weren 
the meynees of Manasse, and the noumbre 


of hem was two and fifty thousynde and 


seuene hundrid. 3 Forsothe the sones 
of Effraym bi her kynredis weren these; 


Suthala, of whom the meynee of Sutha- 
laitis; Bether, of whom the meynee of 
Betherytis; Tehen, of whom the meynee 
of Thehenytis. 3° Forsothe the sone of 
Suthala was Heram, of whom the meynee 
of Heramytis. 37 These weren the kynredis 
‘of the sones of Effraym, of whiche the 
noumbre was two and thretti thousynde 
and fyue hundrid. 38 These weren the sones 
of Joseph, bi her meynees. The sones of 
Beniamyn in her kynredis; Bale, of whom 
the meynee of Baleytis; Azbel, of whom 
the meynee of Azbelitis; Ahiram, of whom 
the meynee of Ahiramitis; 39 Suphan, of 
whom the meynee of Suphanitis; Huphan, 
of whom the meynee of Huphanitis. 4° The 
sones of Bale, Hered and Noeman; of 
Hered, the meyne of Hereditis; of Noe- 
man, the meynee of Noemanitis. 4! Thes 
weren the sones of Beniamyn bi her kynre- 
dis, of whiche the noumbre was fyue and 
fourti thousynde and sixe hundrid. 42 The 
sones of Dan bi her kynredis; Suphan, of 
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whom the meynee of Suphanytis. These 
weren the kynredis of Dan bi her meynees; 
43 alle weren Suphanytis, of whiche the 
noumbre was foure and sixti thousynde 


and foure hundrid. 44 The sones of Aser 
bi her kynredis; Jemma, of whom the 
meynee of Jemmaytis; Jesuy, of whom the 
meynee of Jesuytis; Brie, of whom the 
meynee of Brieitis. *° The sones of Brie; 
Haber, of whom the meynee of Haberi- 
tis; and Melchiel, of whom the meynee 
of Melchielitis. 46 Sotheli the name of 
‘the douytir of Azer was Zara. 47 These 
weren the kynredis of the sones of Aser, 


and the noumbre of hem was foure and 
fifti thousynde and foure hundrid. 48 The 


sones of Neptalym bi her kynredis; Je- 
sehel, of whom the meynee of Jeselitis; 
Guny, of whom the meynee of Gunytis; 
49 Jeser, of whom the meynee of Jeserytis; 
Sellem, of whom the meynee of Sellemytis. 
50 Thes weren the kynredis of the sones of 
Neptalym bi her meynees, of whiche the 
noumbre was fyue and fourti thousynde 


and foure hundrid. 5! This is the summe of 
the sones of Israel, that weren noumbrid, 
sixe hundrid thousynde and a thousynde 


seuene hundrid and thretti. 52 And the 
Lord spak to Moises, and seide, 53 The lond 
schal be departid to these, bi the noumbre 
of names in to her possessiouns; 54 thou 
schalt yyue the grettere part to mo men, 
and the lesse part to fewere men; posses- 
sioun schal be youun to alle bi hem silf, as 
thei ben noumbrid now; »5 so oneli that lot 
departe the lond to lynagis and meynees. 
56 What euer thing bifallith bi lot, ethir mo 


ether fewere men take this. 57 Also this is 
the noumbre of the sones of Leuy bi her 


meynees; Gerson, of whom the meynee of 
Gersonytis; Caath, of whom the meynee of 
Caathitis; Merary, of whom the meynee of 
Meraritis. 5° These weren the meynees of 
Leuy; the meynee of Lobny, the meynee of 
Ebron, the meynee of Mooli, the meynee 
of Musi, the meynee of Chori. And sotheli 
Caath gendride Amram, °° which hadde 
a wijf, Jocabeth, douyter of Leuy, which 
douyter was borun to hym in Egipt. This 
Jocabeth gendride to hir hosebonde ‘Am- 
ram sones, Aaron, and Moyses, and Marie, 
‘the sister of hem. © Nadab, and Abyu, 
and Eleazar, and Ithamar weren bigetun 
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of Aaron; °! of whiche Nadab and Abyu 


weren deed, whanne thei hadden offrid 
alien fier bifor the Lord. © And alle that 
weren noumbrid weren thre and twenti 
thousynde of male kynde, fro o monethe 


and aboue, whiche weren not noumbrid 
among the sones of Israel, nether pos- 


sessioun was youun to hem with othir 


men. © This is the noumbre of the sones 
of Israel, that weren discryued of Moises 


and Eleasar, preest, in the feeldi places of 
Moab, ouer Jordan, ayen Jerico; ®4 among 


whiche noon of hem was that weren noum- 
brid bifor of Moises and Aaron, in the de- 
seert of Synay; °° for the Lord bifore seide, 


that alle schulden die in ‘the wildirnesse; 
and noon of hem dwellide, no but Caleph, 


‘the sone of Jephone, and Josue, the sone 
of Nun. 


ay 


1 Forsothe the douytris of Salphaat, sone 
of Epher, sone of Galaad, sone of Machir, 


sone of Manasses, that was ‘the sone of 
Joseph, neiyeden; of whiche douytris these 


ben the names; Maala, and Noha, and Egla, 


and Melcha, and Thersa. 2 And thei stoden 
bifore Moises, and Eleazar, preest, and alle 


the princes of the puple, at the dore of 
tabernacle of boond of pees; and seiden, 


3 Oure fadir was deed in the deseert, nether 
he was in the rebelte, that was reisid ayens 


the Lord, vndur Chore, but he was deed 
in his synne; he hadde no male sones. 


Whi is ‘the name of hym takun awei fro 
his meynee, for he hath no sone? Yif ye 
possessioun to vs among ‘the kynesmen of 


oure fadir. 4 And Moises telde ‘the cause of 
hem to the doom of the Lord; 5 which seide 
to Moyses, The douytris of Salphaath axen 


a iust thing; yyue thou possessioun to hem 
among ‘the kynnysmen of her fadir, ® and 
be thei successouris to hym in to eritage. 
7 Forsothe thou schalt speke these thingis 


to the sons of Israel, 8 Whanne a man is 
deed with out sone, the eritage schal go 


to his douyter; ° if he hath not a douyter, 


he schal haue eiris his britheren; 1° that 
and if britheren ben not, ye schulen yyue 


the eritage to ‘the britheren of his fadir; 


1 forsothe if he hath no britheren of his 
fadir, the eritage schal be youun to hem 


that ben next to hym. And this schal be 
hooli, ‘that is, stidefast, bi euerlastynge 
lawe to the sones of Israel, as the Lord 
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comaundide to Moises. 12 Also the Lord 
seide to Moises, Stie thou in to this hil of 
Aberym, and biholde thou fro thennus the 
lond, which Y schal yyue to the sones of Is- 
rael. 3 And whanne thou hast seyn it, also 
thou schalt go to thi puple, as thi brother 
Aaron yede; !4 for thou offenddidist me in 
the deseert of Syn, in the ayen seiyng of 


the multitude, nether woldist halewe me 
bifor it, on the watris. These ben the watris 
of ayen seiyng, in Cades, of the deseert 


of Syn. 1 To whom Moises answeryde, 
16 The Lord God of spiritis of al fleisch 
puruey a man, that be on this multitude, 
17 and may go out, and entre bifor hem, 
and lede hem out, and lede hem yn, lest 
the ‘puple of the Lord be as scheep with 
out schepherde. 18 And the Lord seide to 
hym, Take thou Josue, the sone of Nun, a 
man in whom the spyrit of God is, and set 
thin hond on hym; and he schal stonde 
bifore Eleazar, 19 preest, and bifore al the 
multitude. 2° And thou schalt yyue to hym 
comaundementis, in the siyt of alle men, 
anda part of thi glorie, that al the synagoge 
of the sones of Israel here hym. 2! If ony 
thing schal be worthi to be do for this man, 
Eleasar, preest, schal counseil the Lord; he 
schal go out, and schal go yn, at the word of 


Eleazar; he, and alle the sones of Israel with 
him, and the tother multitude. 22 Moises 
dide as the Lord comaundide, and whanne 
he hadde take Josue, he settide hym bifore 


Eleazar, preest, and bifore al the multitude 
of the puple; 23 and whanne he hadde 


set hondis on his heed, he reherside alle 
thingis whiche the Lord comaundide. 


28 
1 Also the Lord seide to Moises, Co- 
maunde thou to the sones of Israel, and 
thou schalt seie to hem, 2 Offre ye bi her 


tymes myn offryng, and looues, and en- 


cense of swettist odour. 3 These ben the 
sacrificis whiche ye owen to offre; twey 


lambren of o yeer, with out wem, ech dai 
in to euerlastynge brent sacrifice. 4 Ye 


schulen offre oon eerli, and the tother at 
euentid. 5 “Ye schulen offre the tenthe part 


of ephi ‘of floure, ‘which be spreynt with 
pureste oile, and haue the fourthe part of 
hyn. It is continuel brent sacrifice, which 
ye offriden in the hil of Synai, in to ‘odour 
of swettiste encense to the Lord. 7 And 
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ye schulen offre the fourthe part of hyn 
of wyn, bi ech lomb, in the seyntuarie of 
the Lord. 8 And ye schulen offre in lijk 
maner the tother lomb at euentid, bi al 
the custom of the morewe sacrifice, and 
of moist sacrifices therof, an offryng of 


swettist odour to the Lord. 9° Forsothe in 
the ‘dai of sabat ye schulen offre twey 


lambren of 0 yeer, without wem, and twei 
tenthe partis of flour spreynt togidere with 
oile, in sacrifice, ‘and ye schulen offre 
moiste sacrificis that ben sched bi custom, 
10 bi alle sabatis, in to euerlastynge * brent 


sacrifice. 11 Forsothe in calendis, that is, 
in the bigynnyngis of monethis, ye schulen 


offre brent sacrifice to the Lord, tweyne 


calues of the droue, o ram, seuene lambren 
of o yeer, without wem, ! and thre tenthe 
partis of flour spreynt to gidere with oile, 
in sacrifice, bi ech calf, and twey tenthe 
partis of flour spreynt to gidere with oile, 
bi ech ram; 13 and the tenthe part of ‘a 
dyme of flour of oile in sacrifice, bi ech 
lomb; it is brent sacrifice of ‘swetist odour, 
and of encense to the Lord. 1! Forsothe 
the moiste sacrifices of wyn, that schulen 


be sched bi alle slayn sacrificis, schulen 
be these; the half part of hyn bi ech calf, 
the thridde part bi a ram, the fourthe part 
bi a lomb; this schal be brent sacrifices bi 
ech monethe, that comen oon aftir anothir 
while the yeer turneth. 1° Also a ‘buc of 
geet schal be offrid to the Lord for synnes,t 
in to euerlastynge brent sacrifice,# with 
his moiste offryngis. 1° Forsothe in the 


firste monethe, in the fouretenthe dai of 
the monethe, schal be phase, ‘that is, pask 


‘ethir passyng, of the Lord; !’ and in the fif- 
tenthe day schal be the solempnyte of the 
therf looues. Bi seuene daies ye schulen 


ete therf looues; 18 of whiche the firste dai 
schal be worschipful and hooli; ye schulen 


not do ony seruyle werk therynne. 19 And 
ye schulen offre brent sacrifice to the Lord, 
twey calues, o ram, seuene lambren of o 
yeer, without wem; 2° and the sacrifices 
of ech bi itsilf of flour, which be spreynt 
to gidere with oile, thre tenthe partis bi 
ech calf, 2! and twey tenthe partis bi a 
ram, and the tenthe part of ‘a dyme bi ech 
lomb, that is, bi seuene lambren. 22 ‘And 





28:10 into euerlastynge etc. In Ebreu it is, ouer the contynuel brent sacrifice. 
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ye schulen offre o ‘buc of geet for synne, 
that clensyng be maad for you, 23 outakun 


the brent sacrifice of the morewtid, which 
ye schulen offre euere. 24 So ye schulen 


do bi ech dai of seuene daies, into the 
nurschyng of fier, and in to swettist odour 


to the Lord, that schal rise of the brent 
sacrifice, and of moiste sacrifices of ech. 
25 Also the seuenthe day schal be moost 


solempne and hooli to you; ye schulen not 
do ony seruyle werk ther ynne. 2° Also the 
dai of the firste fruytis, whanne ye schulen 


offre newe fruitis to the Lord, whanne the 
wokis schulen be fillyd, schal be worschip- 


ful and hooli; ye schulen not do ony seruyle 
werk ther ynne. 27 And ye schulen offre 


brent sacrifice to the Lord, in to ‘swettiste 
odour; twey calues of the droue, o ram, an 


seuene lambren of o yeer, with out wem; 
28 and in the sacrifices of tho ye schulen 
offre thre tenthe partis of flour spreynt 
togidere with oile, bi ech calf, twei tenthe 
partis bi rammes, 29 the tenthe parte of ‘a 
dyme bi the lambren, whiche ben to gidere, 
seuene lambren. 2° ‘And ye schulen offre a 
‘buc of geet, which is offrid for clensyng, 
outakun brent sacrifice euerlastynge, and 
the moiste sacrifices therof; 31 ye schulen 
offre alle thingis with out wem, with her 
moyste sacrifices. 


29 
1 Forsothe the firste dai of the seuenthe 
monethe schal be hooli, and worschipful to 
you; ye schulen not do ony seruyle werk 
ther ynne, for it is the day of sownyng, 
and of trumpis. 2 And ye schulen offre 


brent sacrifice, in to swettest odour to 
the Lord, o calf of the droue, o ram, and 
seuene lambren of o yeer, with out wem; 


3 and in the sacrificis of tho ‘ye schulen 
offre thre tenthe partis of flour spreynt 
togidere with oile, bi ech calfe, twey tenthe 
partis bi a ram, 4 0 tenthe part bi a lomb, 
whiche togidere ben seuen lambren. 5 And 
‘ye schulen offre a ‘buc of geet, which 
is offrid for synne, in to the clensyng of 
the puple, ° with out the brent sacrifice of 


kalendis, with hise sacrifices, and without 
euerlastynge brent sacrifice, with custom- 


able fletynge offryngis; and bi the same 


T 28:15. for synnes. Ebreus 


+ 28:15 into euerlasting etc. In Ebreu it is, ouer continuel brent sacrifice. 
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cerymonyes ye schulen offre encense in 


to swettiste odour to the Lord. 7 Also 
the tenthe dai of this seuenthe monethe 
schal be hooli and worschipful to you, 


and ye schulen turmente youre soulis; ye 
schulen not do ony seruyle werk ther ynne. 
8 And ye schulen offre brent sacrifice to 


the Lord, in to swettiste odour; o calf of 
the droue, o ram, seuene lambren of 0 yeer 


with out wem. ? And in the sacrifices of 
tho ‘ye schulen offre thre tenthe partis of 


flour spreynt togidere with oyle, bi ech 
calf, twey tenthe partis bi a ram, !° the 
tenthe part of a dyme bi each lomb, that 
ben togidere seuene lambren. 1 And ye 
schulen offre a ‘buc of geet for synne, 
with out these thingis that ben wont to 
be offrid for synne in to clensyng, and 
‘ye schulen offre euerlastinge brent sac- 
rifice in sacrifice, and fletinge offryngis 
of tho. 1 Forsothe in the fiftenthe dai 


of this seuenthe monethe, that schal be 
hooli and worschipful to you, ye schulen 


not do ony seruyle werk, but ye schulen 
halewe solempnyte to the Lord in seuene 
daies; and ye schulen offre brent sacrifice, 


13 in to swetiste odour to the Lord, thret- 
tene calues of the droue, twey rammes, 


fouretene lambren of 0 yeer, with out wem. 
14 And in the moiste sacrifices of tho ‘ye 
schulen offre thre tenthe partis of flour 
spreynt to gidere with oile bi ech calf, 
that ben togidere threttene calues, and ye 
schulen offre twei tenthe partis to twei 
rammes togidere, that is, o tenthe part to 
o ram, and ‘ye schulen offre the tenthe 
part of ‘a 15 dyme to ech lomb, whiche 
ben to gidere fourteene lambren. !¢ And 
ye schulen offre a ‘buc of geet for synne, 
with out euerlastynge brent sacrifice, and 
‘with out the sacrifice and moiste offryng 
therof. 17 In the tother dai ye schulen offre 


twelue calues of the droue, twei rammes, 
fouretene lambren of 0 yeer without wem. 


18 And ye schulen halewe riytfuli sacrifices, 
and moiste offryngis of alle, bi calues, and 
rammes, and lambren. 19 And ‘ye schulen 
offre a ‘buc of geet for synne, with out 
euerlastynge brent sacrifice, and ‘with out 
the sacrifice and moist offryng therof. 2° In 
the thridde dai ye schulen offre euleuen 


calues, twei rammes, fourtene lambren of 
o yeer, without wem. 2! And ye schulen 
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halewe riytfuli the sacrifices, and moiste 
offryngis of alle, bi the caluys, and rammes, 
and lambren. 22 And ye schulen offre a ‘buk 
of geet for synne, with out euerlastynge 


brent sacrifice, and with out the sacri- 
fice and moiste offryng therof. 23 In the 
fourthe day ye schulen offre ten calues, 
twey rammes, fourtene lambren of 0 yeer 
with oute wem. 24 And ye schulen halewe 
riytfuli the sacrifices, and moiste offryngis 
of alle, bi the calues, and rammes, and 
lambren. 25 And ye schulen offre a ‘buk 
of geet for synne, with out euerlastynge 


brent sacrifice, and ‘with out the sacri- 
fice and moiste offryng therof. 2° In the 


fyuethe dai ye schulen offre nyne calues, 
twei rammes, fourtene lambren of o yeer, 
with oute wem. 27 And ye schulen halewe 
riytfuli the sacrifices, and moiste offryngis 


‘of alle, bi the calues, and rammes, and 
lambren. 28 And ‘ye schulen offre a ‘buc 


of geet for synne, with out euerlastynge 


brent sacrifice, and ‘with out the sacrifice 
and moiste offryng therof. 2° In the sixte 


dai ye schulen offre eiyt calues, and twei 
rammes, fourtene lambren of o yeer with 
out wem. 3° And ye schulen halewe riytfuli 
the sacrifices, and moiste offryngis ‘of alle, 


bi the calues, and rammes, and lambren. 
31 And ye schulen offre a ‘buk of geet 
for synne, with out euerlastynge brent 
sacrifice, and ‘with out the sacrifice and 
moiste offryng therof. 32 In the seuenthe 
dai ye schulen offre seuene calues, twei 
rammes, fourtene lambren ‘of o yeer with 
out wem. 33 And ye schulen halewe riytfuli 
the sacrifices, and moiste offryngis ‘of alle, 


bi the calues, and rammes, and lambren. 
34 And ‘ye schulen offre a ‘buc of geet 


for synne, with out euerlastynge brent 


sacrifice, and ‘with out the sacrifice and 
moiste offryng therof. °° In the eiythe dai, 


which is moost solempne “ether hooli; ye 
schulen not do ony seruyle werk, 3° and ye 


schulen offre brent sacrifice in to swettest 
odour to the Lord, o calf, o ram, seuene 
lambren of o yeer with out wem. 37 And 


ye schulen halewe riytfuli the sacrifices 
and moiste offryngis ‘of alle, bi the calues, 
and rammes, and lambren. 38 ‘And ye 
schulen offre a ‘buc of geet for synne, 
with out euerlastynge brent sacrifice, and 
‘with out the sacrifice, and moiste offryng 
therof. 39 Ye schulen offre these thingis 
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to the Lord, in youre solempnytees, with 
out avowis, and wilful offryngis, in brent 
sacrifice, in sacrifice, in moist offryng, and 
in peesible sacrifices. 


30 
1 And Moises telde to the sones of Israel 
alle thingis whiche the Lord comaundide 


to hym. 2 And he spak to the princes of 
the lynagis of the sones of Israel, This is 


the word, which the Lord comaundide, If 
ony of men makith a vowe to the Lord, 


3 ethir byndith hym silf bi an ooth, he 


schal not make voide his word, but he 
schal fille al thing which he bihiyte. 4If a 


womman which is in the hows of hir fadir, 
and is yit in the age of a damysel, ‘that is, 
not yit weddid, avowith ony thing, ethir 
byndith hir silf bi an ooth, ‘if the fadir 
knowith the avow, which sche bihiyte, and 
the ooth bi which sche boond hir soule, 
and he is stille, sche schal be gilti of the 


ooth, that is, boundun bi the ooth; 5 what 
euer thing sche bihiyte and swoor, sche 


schall fille in werk. © Forsothe if the fadir 
ayenseide anoon as he herde, bothe the 


vowis and ‘oothis of hir schulen be voide, 
and sche schal not be holdun boundun 
to the biheeste, for the fadir ayenseide. 


7 If sche hath an hosebonde, and avowith 
ony thing, and a word goynge out of hir 
mouth onys byndith hir soule with an ooth, 
8 in what dai the hosebonde herith, and 
ayenseith not, sche schal be gilti ‘of avow; 
sche schal yelde, what euer thing sche 
bihiyte. ° But if the hosebonde herith, and 
anoon ayenseith, and makith void alle hir 


biheestis, and wordis bi whiche sche boond 
hir soule, the Lord schal be merciful to hir. 
10 A widewe, and a womman forsakun of 
hir hosebonde, schulen yelde, what euer 


thing thei avowen. 1! Whanne a wifjf in 
‘the hous of hir hosebonde byndith hir silf 


bi a vow and an ooth, !2 if the hosebonde 
herith, and is stille and ayenseith not the 


biheest, sche schal yelde, what euer thing 
sche bihiyte. 13 Sotheli if the hosebonde 
ayenseide anoon, sche schal not be holdun 
gilti of biheest, for the hosebonde ayen- 


seide, and the Lord schal be merciful to 
hir. 14If sche avowith, and byndith hir silf 


bi an ooth, that sche turmente hir soule 





* ‘ 
30:16 aftir that he wiste; that is, not anoon, whanne he wiste first, but aftirward. 
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bi fastyng, ethir bi abstynence of othere 
thingis, it schal be in the doom of the hose- 
bonde, that sche do, ether do not. 15 That if 
the hosebonde herith, and is stille, and de- 
laieth the sentence in the tother dai, sche 
schal yelde what euer thing sche avowide 


and bihiyte, for he was stille, anoon as he 
herde. !¢Forsothe if the hosebonde ayen- 
seide aftir that he wiste,* he schal bere his 
wickidnesse. These ben the lawis, which 
the Lord ordeynede to Moyses bitwixe the 


hosebonde and the wijf, bitwixe the fadir 
and the douytir, which is yit in the age of 
a damysel, ‘that is, not yit maried, ‘ether 
which dwellith in ‘the hows of the fadir. 


31 

1 And the Lord spak to Moyses, and 
seide, 2 Venge thou firste the sones of 
Israel of Madianytis, and so thou schalt be 
gaderid to thi puple. 3 And anoon Moises 
seide, Arme ye men of you to batel, that 
moun take of Madianytis the veniaunce 
of the Lord. 4 Of ech lynage be chosun 
a thousynde men of Israel, that schulen 
be sent to batel. 5 And of ech lynage 
thei yauen a thousynde, that is twelue 
thousynde of men, redi to batel; © whiche 
Moises sente with Fynees, the sone of 
Eleazar, preest. And he bitook to hem hooli 
vesselis, and trumpis to make sown. 7 And 
whanne thei hadden fouyt ayens Madi- 
anytis, and hadden ouercome, thei killiden 
* alle the malis, 8 and ‘the kyngis of hem, 
Euy, and Reem, and Sur, and Hur, and Rebe, 
fyue princes of ‘the folc of hem. Also thei 


killiden bi swerd Balaam, the sone of Beor. 
9 And thei token the wymmen of hem, and 
the litle children, and alle beestis, and al 
purtenaunce of howshold; what euer thei 
myyten haue, thei spuyleden; 1° flawme 


brente as wel citees, as litle townes and 
castels. 11 And they token pray, and alle 


thingis whiche thei hadden take, as wel 
of men as of beestis, and thei brouyten 
to Moyses, 12 and to Eleazar, preest, and 


to al the multitude of the sones of Is- 
rael. Forsothe thei baren othere ‘thingis 


perteynynge to vss, to the castels in the 
feldi places of Moab bisidis Jordan, ayens 
Jericho. 13 Moises and Eleazar, preest, and 


* 
31:7 thei killiden, etc. 


In Ebreu it is, and thei killiden the kyngis of hem on slayn men, that is, on men cast doun bi Goddis vertu, as Ebrews 


expownen. 
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alle the princes of the synagoge, yeden out 
in to the comyng of hem, with out the 


castels, ‘that is, of the tabernacle. 14 And 
Moises was wrooth to the princes of the 


oost, to tribunes, and centuriouns, that 
camen fro batel; 15 and he seide, Whi re- 
serueden ye wymmen? 16 whether it be 


not these that disseyueden the sones of 
Israel, at the suggestioun of Balaam, and 
maden you to do trespas ayens the Lord, 
on the synne of Phegor, wherfor also the 
puple was slayn? 1” And therfor sle ye alle 
men, what euer thing is of male kynde, and 
litle children; and strangle ye the wym- 


men that knew men fleischli; 18 forsothe 
reserue ye to you damesels, and alle wym- 
men virgyns, 19 and dwelle ye with out the 
castels in seuene daies. He that sleeth a 
man, ether touchith a slayn man, schal be 


clensid in the thridde and the seuenthe dai; 
20 and of al the pray, whether it is clooth, 
ether vessel, and ony thing maad redi in to 
thingis perteynynge to vss, of the skynnys 
and heeris of geet, and ‘of tre, it schal be 
clensid. 2! And Eleazar, preest, spak thus 
to the men of the oost that fouyten, This is 
the comaundement of the lawe, which the 
Lord comaundide to Moises, 24 The gold, 
and siluer, and bras, and yrun, and tiyn, 
and leed, and al thing that may passe by 
flawme, schal be purgid bi fier; 23 sotheli 
what euer thing may not suffre fier, schal 
be halewid bi the watir of clensyng. 24 And 
ye schulen waische youre clothis in the 
seuenthe dai, and ye schulen be clensid; 
and aftirward ye schulen entre in to the 


castels ‘of the tabernacle. 25 And the Lord 
seide to Moises, Take ye the summe of 


tho thingis that ben takun, fro man ‘til 
to beeste, 2° thou, and Eleazar, preest, 
and alle the princes of the comyn puple. 
27 And thou schalt departe euenli the prey 
bytwixe hem that fouyten and yeden out to 


batel, and bitwixe al the multitude. 28 And 
thou schalt departe a part to the Lord, of 


hem that fouyten, and weren in batel, ‘o 


soule of fiue hundrid, as wel of men, as of 
oxun, and of assis, and of scheep. 29 And 


thou schalt yyue ‘that part to Eleazar, 
preest, for tho ben the firste fruytis of the 
Lord. 3° Also of the myddil part of the sones 


of Israel, thou schalt take the fiftithe heed 
of men, and of oxun, and of assis, and of 
scheep, and of alle lyuynge beestis; and 
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thou schalt yyue tho to the dekenes, that 
waken in the kepyngis of the tabernacle 
of the Lord. 31 And Moyses and Eleazar 


diden, as the Lord comaundide. 32 Forsothe 
the prey which the oost hadde take, was 


sixe hundrid fyue and seuenti thousynde 
of scheep, 33 of oxun two and seuenti 
thousynde, *4 of assis sixti thousynde and 
a thousynde; °5 the soules of persones 
of femal kynde, that knewen not fleischli 
men, two and thretti thousynde. 3° And 
the myddil part was youun to hem that 
weren in the batel, of scheep thre hundrid 
seuene and thretti thousynde and fyue 
hundrid; 3? of whiche sixe hundrid fyue 
and seuenti scheep weren noumbrid in to 
the part of the Lord; 38 and of sixe and 
thretti thousynde oxun, 3° two and seuenti 
oxun, and of thretti thousynde assis and 
fyue hundryd, oon and sixti assis; 4° of 
sixtene thousynde persoones of men, twei 
and thretti persoones bifelden in to the 
‘part of the Lord. 41 And Moises bitook the 
noumbre of the firste fruytis of the Lord 
to Eleazar, preest, as it was comaundid to 
hym, 4? of the myddil part of the sones of Is- 
rael, which he departide to hem that weren 
in batel. 43 And of the myddil part that 


bifelde to the tother multitude, that is, of 
thre hundrid seuene and thretti thousynde 


scheep and fyue hundrid, 44 and of sixe and 
thretti thousynde oxun, * and of thretti 
thousynde assis and fyue hundrid, and 
of sixtene thousynde wymmen, 4° Moyses 
took the fyftithe heed, 4” and yaf to the 


dekenes, that wakiden in the tabernacle of 
the Lord, as the Lord comaundide. 48 And 
whanne the princes of the oost, and the 


tribunes and centuriouns hadden neiyed 


to Moises, 4? thei seiden, We thi seruauntis 
han teld the noumbre of fiyters, whiche we 


hadden vndur oure hoond, and sotheli not 
oon failide; 5° for which cause we offren 
‘in the fre yiftis of the Lord, alle bi vs silf, 


that that we myyten fynde of gold in the 
pray, girdelis for ‘the myddil of wymmen, 
and bies of the armes, and ryngis, and 
ournementis of the arm nyy the hond, and 
bies of the neckis of wymmen, that thou 
preye the Lord for vs. 5! And Moises and 
Eleazar, preest, token al the gold in dyuerse 
spices, 52 ‘ether kyndis, bi the weiyte of 
the seyntuarye, sixtene thousynde seuene 
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hundrid and fifti siclis, of the tribunes, 
and centuriouns. °° For that that ech 
man rauyschide in the prey, was his owne; 


54 and thei baren the gold taken in to the 
tabernacle of witnessyng, in to the mynde 
of the sones of Israel, bifor the Lord. 


a7 
1 Forsothe the sones of Ruben and of Gad 
hadden many beestis, and catel with out 


noumbre was to hem, in werk beestis. And 
whanne thei hadden seynJazer and Galaad, 


couenable londis to beestis to be fed, 2 thei 
camen to Moyses and Eleazar, preest, and 
to the princes of the multitude, and sei- 
den, 3 Astaroth, and Dibon, and Jacer, and 
Nemra, Esebon, and Eleale, and Sabam, 
4 and Nebo, and Beon, the lond which the 
Lord smoot in the siyt of the sones of Israel, 


is of moost plenteuous cuntrey to the pas- 


ture of beestis; and we thi seruauntis han 
ful many beestis; 5 and we preyen, if we han 


founde grace bifor thee, that thou yyue to 
vs thi seruauntis that cuntrey in to pos- 
sessioun, and make not vs to passe Jordan. 


6 To whiche Moises answeride, Whether 
youre britheren schulen go to batel, and ye 


schulen sitte here? 7 Whi peruerten ye the 
soulis of Israel, that thei doren not passe in 
to the place, which the Lord schal yyue to 
hem? 8 Whether youre fadris diden not so, 
whanne Y sente fro Cades Barne to aspie 


the lond, ? and whanne thei camen to the 
valey of Clustre, whanne al the cuntrey was 


cumpassid, thei peruertiden the herte of 
the sones of Israel, that thei entriden not in 
to the coostis, whiche the Lord yaf to hem. 


10 And the Lord was wrooth, and swoor, 
11 seiynge, Thes men that stieden fro Egipt, 


fro twenti yeer and aboue, schulen not se 
the lond which Y bihiyte vndur an ooth to 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and nolden sue 
me, !2 outakun Caleph, Cenezei, the sone 
of Jephone, and Josue, the sone of Nun; 
these tweyne filliden my wille. 13 And the 
Lord was wrooth ayens Israel, and ledde 
hym aboute the deseert bi fourti yeer, til al 
the generacioun was wastid, that hadde do 
yuel in the ‘siyt of the Lord. 14 And Moyses 
seide, Lo! ye encressyngis, and nurreis, 
‘ether nurschid children, of synful men, 
han ryse for youre fadris, that ye schulden 
encreesse the strong veniaunce of the Lord 
ayens Israel. 15 That if ye nylen sue the 
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Lord, in ‘the wildirnesse he schal forsake 
the puple, and ye schulen be cause of the 


deeth of alle men. 1 And thei neiyiden 
nyy, and seiden, We schulen make foldis 
of scheep, and the stablis of beestis, and 
we schulen make strengthid citees to oure 


litle children. 1” Forsothe we vs silf schulen 
be armed ‘to defence, and schulen be gird 


‘with armeris to asailyng, and schulen go 


to batel bifor the sones of Israel, til we 
bryngen hem in to her places; oure litle 


children and what euer thing we moun 
haue, schulen be in strengthid cytees, for 


the tresouns of the dwelleris. 18 We schulen 
not turne ayen in to oure housis, til the 


sones of Israel welden her eritage; 19 and 
we schulen not axe ony thing ouer Jordan, 
for we han now oure possessioun in the 


eest coost therof. 2° To whiche Moises 
seide, If ye doen that, that ye biheten, be ye 


maad redi, and go ye to batel bifor the Lord; 
21 and ech man fiytere be armed, and passe 
Jordan, til the Lord distrye hise enemyes, 
22 and al the lond be maad suget to hym; 
thanne ye schulen be giltles anentis God, 
and anentis Israel, and ye schulen holde 
the cuntreys, whiche ye wolen, bifor the 
Lord. 23 But if ye doon not that, that ye 
seien, it is not doute to ony man, that ne ye 
synnen ayens God; and wite ye, that youre 
synne schal take you. 24 Therfor bilde ye 
citees to youre litle children, and foldis and 
stablis to scheep, and to beestis; and fille 
ye that, that ye bihiyten. 25 And the sones 


of Gad and of Ruben seiden to Moises, We 
ben thi seruauntis; we schulen do that, 
that oure lord comaundith. 26 We schulen 
leeue oure litle children, and wymmen, 


and scheep, and beestis in the citees of 


Galaad; 2’ forsothe alle we thi seruauntis 
schulen go redi to batel, as thou, lord, 


spekist. 28 Therfor Moyses comaundide to 
Eleazar, preest, and to Josue, the sone of 
Nun, and to the princes of meynees, bi the 
lynagis of Israel, and seide to hem, 29 If the 
sones of Gad, and the sones of Ruben goen 
alle armed with you, to batel bifor the Lord, 
and the lond be maad suget to you, yyue ye 
to hem Galaad in to possessioun; 3° but if 
thei nylen passe with you in to the lond of 
Chanaan, take thei places to dwelle among 
you. 31 And the sones of Gad and the sones 
of Ruben answeriden, As the Lord spak to 
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hise seruauntis, so we schulen do; 32 we 
schulen go armed bifor the Lord, in to the 
lond of Chanaan, and we knowlechen, that 
we han take now possessioun ouer Jordan. 
33 And so Moises yaf to the sones of Gad and 
of Ruben, and to half the lynage of Man- 
asses, sone of Joseph, the rewme of Seon, 
kyng of Ammorey, and the rewme of Og, 
kyng of Basan, and ‘the lond of hem, with 
her citees, bi cumpas. 34 Therfor the sones 
of Gad bildiden Dibon, and Astaroth, and 
Aroer, 35 and Roth-Sophan, and Jazer, and 
Jebaa, 3° and Beeth-Nemra, and Betharan, 
strengid citees; and foldis to her beestis. 


37 Forsothe the sones of Ruben bildiden 
Esebon, and Eleale, and Cariathiarym, and 


Nabo, 38 and Balmeon, whanne the names 
weren turned, and thei bildiden Sabama; 
and puttiden names to the citees, whiche 


thei hadden bildid. 39 Forsothe the sones 
of Machir, sone of Manasses, yeden in 


to Galaad, and distrieden it, and killiden 
Ammorei, enhabitere therof. 4° Therfor 
Moises yaf the lond of Galaad to Machir, 
sone of Manasses, which Machir dwellide 
ther ynne. 41 Forsothe Jair, the sone of 
Manasses, yede, and occupiede the townes 
therof, whiche he clepide Anochiair, that 
is, the townes of Jair. 42 Also Nobe yede, 


and took Canath, with hise townes, and 
clepide it, bi his name, Nobe. 


33 
1 These ben the dwellyngis of the sones 
of Israel, that yeden out of the lond of 
Egipt, bi her cumpenyes, in the hond of 
Moises and of Aaron; 2 whiche dwellyngis 
Moises discriuede bi the places of tentis, 
that weren chaungid bi comaundement of 


the Lord. 3 Therfor the sones of Israel 
yeden forth in ‘an hiy hond fro Ramesses, 


in the firste monethe, in the fiftenthe 
dai of the firste monethe, in the tother 
dai of pask,” while alle Egipcians sien, 
4 and birieden the firste gendrid children, 
whiche the Lord hadde slayn; for the Lord 
hadde take veniaunce also on the goddis ‘of 
hem. 5 ‘The sones of Israel settiden tentis 
in Socoth, © and fro Sochoth thei camen 
into Etham, which is in the laste coostis 
of ‘the wildirnesse; fro thennus thei yeden 
out, 7 and camen ayens Phiayroth, whiche 
biholdith Beelsephon, and settiden tentis 
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bifor Magdalun. 8 And thei yeden forth fro 
Phiairoth, and passiden bi the myddil see 
in to the wildirnesse, and thei yeden thre 


daies bi the deseert of Ethan, and settiden 
tentis in Mara. 9° And thei yeden forth 
fro Mara, and camen in to Helym, where 
weren twelue wellis of watir, and seuenti 
palm trees; and there thei settiden tentis. 
10 But also thei yeden out fro thennus, 


and settiden tentis on the Reed See. And 
thei yeden forth fro the Reed See, 11 and 


settiden tentis in the deseert of Syn, 12 fro 
whennus thei yeden out, and camen in to 
Depheca. !3 And thei yeden forth fro De- 
pheca, and settiden tentis in Haluys. 14 And 
thei yeden forth fro Haluys, and settiden 
tentis in Raphidyn, where watir failide to 
‘the puple to drinke. 4 And thei yeden 
forth fro Raphidyn, and settiden tentis in 
the deseert of Synai. 1° But also thei yeden 
out of the wildirnesse of Synay, and camen 
to the Sepulcris of Coueitise. 17 And thei 
yeden forth fro the Sepulcris of Coueytise, 


and settiden tentis in Asseroth. 18 And fro 
Asseroth thei camen in to Rethma. 19 And 
thei yeden forth fro Rethma, and settiden 


tentis in Remon Phares; 2° fro whennus 
thei yeden forth, and camen in to Lem- 


phna. 2! And fro Lemphna thei settiden 
tentis in Ressa. 22 And thei yeden out 


fro Ressa, and camen into Celatha; 23 fro 
whennus thei yeden forth, and settiden 


tentis in the hil of Sepher. 24 Thei yeden 
out fro the hil of Sepher, and camen in to 
Arada; 25 fro thennus thei yeden forth, and 
settiden tentis in Maceloth. 2° And thei 
yeden forth fro Maceloth, and camen in 
to Caath. 27 Fro Caath thei settiden tentis 
in Thare; 28 fro whennus thei yeden out, 


and settiden tentis in Methcha. 2? And fro 
Methcha thei settiden tentis in Esmona. 
30 And thei yeden forth fro Asmona, and 


camen in to Moseroth; 3! and fro Moseroth 
thei settiden tentis in Benalachan. 32 And 
thei yeden forth fro Benalachan, and ca- 
men in to the hil of Galgad; 3° fro whennus 
thei yeden forth, and settiden tentis in 
Jethebacha. 34 And fro Jethebacha thei ca- 
men in to Ebrona. 35 And thei yeden out fro 
Ebrona, and settiden tentis in Asiongaber; 
36 fro thennus thei yeden forth, and camen 
in to deseert of Syn; this is Cades. 37 And 


i 33:3. in the tothir day of pask, that is, in the morewe of the offring of the lomb of pask. 
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thei yeden fro Cades, and thei settiden 
tentis in the hil of Hor, in the laste coostis 
of the lond of Edom. 38 And Aaron, the 
preest, stiede in to the hil of Hor, for the 
Lord comaundide, and there he was deed, 
in the fourti yeer of the goyng out of the 


sones of Israel fro Egipt, in the fyuethe 


monethe, in the firste dai of the monethe; 
39 whanne he was of an hundrid and thre 
and twenti yeer. 4° And Chanaan, kyng 


of Arad, that dwellide at the south, in 
the lond of Canaan, herde that the sones 
of Israel camen. 4! And thei yeden forth 


fro the hil of Hor, and settiden tentis in 
Salmona; 42 fro thennus thei yeden forth, 


and camen in to Phynon. 43 And thei yeden 
forth fro Phynon, and settiden tentis in 


Oboth. 44 And fro Oboth thei camen in to 
Neabarym, ‘that is, into the wildirnesse of 


Abarym, which is in the endis of Moabitis. 
45 And thei yeden forth fro Neabarym, and 


thei settiden tentis in Dibon of Gad; 46 fro 
whennus thei yeden forth, and settiden 
tentis in Helmon of Deblathaym. 47 And 
thei yeden out fro Helmon of Deblathaym, 
and camen to the hillis of Abarym, ayens 
Nabo. 48 And thei yeden forth fro the 
hillis of Abarym, and passiden to the feeldi 
places of Moab, ouer Jordan, ayens Jericho. 
49 And there thei settiden tentis, fro Beth- 
symon ‘til to Belsathym, in the pleynere 
places of Moabitis, 5° where the Lord spak 
to Moises, 51 Comaunde thou to the sones 
of Israel, and seie thou to hem, Whanne 
ye han passid Jordan, and han entrid in 


to the lond of Canaan, 5 distrie ye alle 
the dwelleris of that cuntrey; breke ye the 
titlis, ‘that is, auteris, and dryue ye to 
poudre the ymagis, and distrie ye alle heiy 
thingis, °° and clense ye the lond, and alle 
men dwellynge thereynne. For Y yaf to 
54 you that lond into possessioun whiche 
ye schulen departe to you bi lot; to mo 
men ye schulen yyue largere lond, and to 
fewere men streytere lond, as lot fallith to 
alle men, so eritage schal be youun; pos- 
sessioun schal be departid bi lynagis and 
meynees. °>But if ye nylen sle the dwelleris 


of the lond, thei, that abiden, schulen be to 
you as nailes in the iyen, and speris in the 


sidis, ‘that is, deedli aduersaries; and thei 
schulen be aduersaries to you in the lond 


of youre abitacioun; *¢ and what euer thing 





* 34:7 the hiyeste hil. In Ebreu it is, til to the hil of hil. 
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Y thouyte to do ‘to hem, Y schal do to you. 


1 And the Lord spak to Moises, 2 and 


seide, Comaunde thou to the sones of Is- 
rael, and thou schalt seie to hem, Whanne 
ye han entrid in to the lond of Canaan, 


and it bifelde in to possessioun ‘to you bi 


lot, it schal be endid bi these endis. 3 The 
south part schal bigynne at the wildirnesse 


of Syn, which is bisidis Edom, and it schal 
haue termes ayens the eest, 4 the saltiste 
see, whiche termes schulen cumpasse the 
south coost bi the ‘stiynge of Scorpioun, 
‘that is, of an hil clepid Scorpioun, so that 
tho passe in to Senna, and come to the 


south, ‘til to Cades Barne; fro whennus the 
coostis schulen go out to the town, Abdar 


bi name, and schulen strecche forth ‘til 
to Asemona; 5 and the terme schal go bi 


cumpas fro Assemona ‘til to the stronde of 
Egipt, and it schal be endid bi the brynke 
of the grete see. © Forsothe the west coost 
schal bigynne at the greet see, and schal 


be closid bi that ende. 7 Sotheli at the 
north coost, the termes schulen bigynne 


at the greet see, and schulen come ‘til to 
the hiyeste hil,* 8 fro which tho schulen 
come in to Emath, ‘til to the termes of 
Sedada; ° and the coostis schulen go ‘til 
to Ephrona, and the town of Enan. These 
schulen be the termes in the north part. 


10 Fro thennus thei schulen mete coostis 
ayens the eest coost, fro the town Henan 
‘til to Sephama; !! and fro Sephama termes 
schulen go doun in to Reblatha, ayens the 
welle ‘of Daphnyn; fro thennus tho schulen 
come ayens the eest to the se of Cenereth; 
12 and tho schulen strecche forth ‘til to Jor- 
dan, and at the laste tho schulen be closid 
with the salteste see. Ye schulen haue this 
lond bi hise coostis ‘in cumpas. 13 And 


Moises comaundide to the sones of Israel, 
and seide, This schal be the lond which ye 


schulen welde bi lot, and which the Lord 
comaundide to be youun to nyne lynagis 
and to the half lynage; 14 for the lynage 
of the sones of Ruben, bi her meynees, 
and the lynage of the sones of Gad, bi 
kynrede and noumbre, and half the lynage 
of Manasses, !° that is, twey lynagis and an 
half, han take her part ouer Jordan, ayens 
Jerico, at the eest coost. 1° And the Lord 
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seide to Moises, 17 These ben the ‘names 
of men that schulen departe the lond to 


you, Eleazar, preest, and Josue, the sone 
of Nun, and of each lynage, o prynce; !8 of 
whiche these ben the names, of the lynage 
of Juda, !9 Caleph, the sone of Jephone; ”° of 
the lynage of Symeon, Samuhel, the sone 
of Amyud; 2! of the lynage of Beniamyn, 
Heliad, sone of Casselon; 22 of the lynage 
of the sones of Dan, Bochi, sone of Jogli; 
of the sones of Joseph, 23 of the lynage of 
Manasses, Hamyel, sone of Ephoth; 24 of 
the lynage of Effraym, Camuhel, sone of 
Septhan; 25 of the lynage of Zabulon, Elis- 
aphan, sone of Pharnat; 2° of the lynage 
of Isacar, duyk Phaltiel, the sone of Ozan; 
of the lynage of Azer, 2” Abyud, the sone 
of Salomy; 28 of the lynage of Neptalym, 
Fedahel, the sone of Amyud. 2? These men 


it ben, to whiche the Lord comaundide, 
that thei schulden departe to the sones of 


Israel the lond of Chanaan. 


35 
1 And the Lord spak these thingis to Moi- 
ses, in the feeldi places of Moab, aboue Jor- 
dan, 2 ayens Jericho, Comaunde thou to the 
sones of Israel, that thei yyue to dekenes 


of her possessiouns, 3 citees to dwelle,* 
and the suburbabis of tho bi cumpas, that 
thei dwelle in ‘the citees, and the sub- 
urbabis be to beestis, and ‘werk beestis; 
4 whiche suburbabis schulen be strecchid 
forth fro the wallis of citees with outforth 
‘bi cumpas, in the space of a thousynde 
paacis; > ayens the eest schulen be two 
thousynde cubitis, and ayens the south 
in lijk manere schulen be two thousynde 
cubitis, and at the see that biholdith to 
the west schal be the same mesure, and 
the north coost schal be endid bi euene 
terme. And the citees schulen be in the 
myddis, and the suburbabis with outforth. 
© Forsothe of tho citees whiche ye schulen 
yyue to dekenes, sixe schulen be departid 
in to helpis of fugityues, ‘ether of fleynge 
men, that he that schedde blood, fle to tho; 
and outakun these sixe, ye schulen yyue 
to dekenes othere two and fourti citees, 
7 that is, togidere eiyte and fourti, with her 
surburbabis. 8 And tho citees that schulen 
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be youun of the possessiouns of sones of 
Israel, schulen be takun awey, mo fro hem 


that han more, and fewere ‘schulen be 
takun awey fro hem that han lesse, alle bi 


hem silf schulen yyue bi the mesure of her 
eritage, citees to dekenes. 9 The Lord seide 
to Moises, 1° Spek thou to the sones of Is- 


rael, and thou schalt seie to hem, Whanne 
ye han passid Jordan, in the lond of Canaan, 


11 deme ye whiche citees owen to be in to 
the helpis of fugityues, whiche not wilfuli 


han sched blood. 12 In whiche whanne 
the fleere hath fled, the kynesman of hym 


that is slayn, schal not mow sle hym, til 
he stonde in the siyt of the multitude, and 
the cause of hym be demed. 13 Forsothe of 
tho citees that ben departid to the helpis of 
fugityues, 14 thre schulen be ouer Jordan, 


and thre in the lond of Canaan; 4 as wel 
to the sones of Israel as to comelyngis and 


pilgryms; that he fle to tho citees, that 
schedde blood not wilfuli. 1° If ony man 
smytith a man with yrun, and he that is 
smytun is deed, ‘the smyter schal be gilti of 
mansleyng, and he schal die. 17 If he castith 


a stoon, and a man is deed bi the strook, 
he schal be punyschid in lijk maner. 18 If 


a man smytun with a staf dieth, he schal 
be vengid bi ‘the blood of the smytere. 
19 The niy kynesman of hym that is slayn 


schal sle the mansleere; anoon as he takith 
hym, ‘that is, the manquellere, he schal sle 


hym. 2°If bi haterede a man hurtlith, ‘ethir 
schoufith, ‘a man, ethir castith ony thing 
in to hym bi aspiyngis, 2! ether whanne he 
was enemy, smoot with hond, and he is 
deed, the smytere schal be gilti of mans- 
leyng. The kynesman ‘of him that is slayn, 


anoonas he findith him, ‘that is, the sleere, 
schal sle hym. 22 That if bi sudeyn caas, 


and without hatrede and enemytees, 23 he 
doith ony thing of these; 24 and this is 
preued in heryng ‘of the puple, and the 
questioun of blood is discussid bitwixe the 
smytere and the kynesman, 5 the innocent 
schal be delyuered fro the hond of the 
vengere, and bi sentence of iugis he schal 
be led ayen in to the citee, to which he 
fledde, and he schal dwelle there, til the 


* 
35:3 citees to dwelle, he seith not to be lord, ether to resseyue rentis there, for the citees in whiche the dekenes 

dwelliden, weren so the kyngis, ether of othere lordis; wherfor and Ebron was oon of tho citees, as it is ha in xx. co. of 

Josue; and ne theles Caleph was lord therof for it was youun to him in to possessioun, as it is had in xv. co. of Josue. 
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grete preest die, which is anoyntid with 


oile. 2°If the sleere is foundun with out 
the coostis ‘of the citees that ben asigned 


to exilid men, 27 and is slayn of him that 
is vengere, he that sleeth him, ‘that is, the 
exilid man, schal be with out gilt; 28 for the 
exilid man ouyte sitte in the citee ‘til to 
the ‘deth of the bischop; forsothe aftir that 
thilke bischop is deed, the mansleere schal 
turne ayen in to his lond. 2? These schulen 
be euerlastynge and lawful thingis in alle 
youre dwellyngis. 3° A mansleere schal be 
punyschid vndur witnessis; no man schal 
‘be dampned at the witnessyng of o man. 
31 Ye schulen not take prijs of him which 
is gilti of blood, anoon and he schal die. 
32 Men exilid, and fugityues, schulen not 
mow turne ayen in ony maner in to her 
citees, bifore the deeth of the bischop, lest 
ye defoulen the lond of youre abitacioun, 


33 which is defoulid bi the blood of innocent 
men; and it may not be clensid in other 


maner, no but bi the blood of hym, that 


schedde the blood of anothir man. 34 And 
so youre possessioun schal be clensid, for 


Y schal dwelle with you; for Y am the Lord, 
that dwelle among the sones of Israel. 


36 


1 Forsothe and the princes of the 
meynees of Galaad sone of Machir, sone of 
Manasses, of the generacioun of the sones 
of Joseph, neiyiden, and spaken to Moises 
bifor the princes of Israel, 2 and seiden, 


The Lord comaundide to thee oure lord, 
that thou schuldist departe the lond bi 


lot to the sones of Israel, and that thou 
schuldist yyue to the douytris of Salphaat, 


oure brothir, possessioun due to the fadir. 
3 And if men of anothir lynage schulen take 
to wyues these douytris, her possessioun 


schal sue, and it schal be translatid to 
anothir lynage, and schal be decreessid fro 


oure eritage; 4 and so it schal be doon, that 
whanre the iubilee, that is, the fiftithe yeer 
of remyssioun, cometh, the departyng of 
lottis be schent, and that the possessioun 
of othere men passe to othere men. 


5 Moises answeride to the sones of Israel, 
and seide, for the Lord comaundide, The 
lynage of the sones of Joseph spak riytfuli, 
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6 and this lawe is denounsid of the Lord on 
the douytris of Salphaat; be thei weddid to 


whiche men thei wolen, oneli to the men 
of her lynage; ’ lest the possessioun of the 
sones of Joseph be meddlid fro lynage in 
to lynage. For alle men schulen wedde 
wyues of her lynage and kynrede; ® and 
alle wymmen * schulen take hosebondis of 
the same lynage, that the erytage dwelle 
in meynees, ° and lynagis be not meddlid 


to hem silf, but dwelle so, 1° as tho ben 
departid of the Lord. And the douytris 


of Salphaat diden, as it was comaundid 


to hem. 11 And Maala, and Thersa, and 
Egla, and Melcha, and Noha, weren weddid 


to the sones of her fadris brother, 12 of 
the meynee of Manaasses, that was ‘the 


sone of Joseph, and the possessioun that 
was youun to hem, dwellide in the lynage 
and meynee of her fadir. 13 These ben the 


comaundementis and domes, whiche the 
Lord comaundide, bi the hond of Moyses, 


to the sones of Israel, in the feeldi places of 
Moab, aboue Jordan, ayens Jericho. 


* ; ; 
36:8 and alle wymmen, etc. In Ebreu it is thus, each douyter that schal haue the eritage, schal be wiyf to o man of 


the kynrede of hir fadir. 
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Deuteronomy 


1 These ben the wordis whiche Moy- 
ses spak to al Israel ouer Jordan, in the 
wildirnesse of the feeld, ayens the reed 
see, bitwix Pharan and Tophel and Laban 
and Asseroth, where is ful myche gold, 
2 by enleuene daies fro Oreb bi the weie 


of the hil of Seir, til to Cades Barne. 3 In 
the fortithe yeer, in the enleuenth mon- 


ethe, in the firste dai of the monethe, 
Moises spak to the sones of Israel alle 


thingis whiche the Lord commandide to 
hym that he schulde seie to hem, 4 after 
that he smoot Seon, kyng of Ammorreis, 
that dwellide in Esebon, and Og, the kyng 


of Basan, that dwelide in Asseroth and in 
Edray, ouer Jordan, in the lond of Moab. 


5 And Moyses bigan to declare the lawe, 
and to seie, © Oure Lord God spak to vs in 
Oreb, and seide, It suffisith to you that ye 
han dwellid in this hil; 7 turne ye ayen, 
and come ye to the hil of Amorreis, and to 
othere placis that ben next it; to places of 
feeldis, and of hillis, and to lowere places 
ayens the south, and bisidis the brenke of 
the see, to the lond of Cananeys, and of 
Liban, ‘til to the greet flood Eufrates. 8 Lo, 
‘he seith, Y haue youe to you; entre ye, 
and ‘welde ye ‘that lond on which the Lord 
swoor to youre fadrys, Abraham, Ysaac, 
and Jacob, that he schulde yyue it to hem, 
and to her seed after hem. 9 And Y 
seide to you in that time, Y may not aloone 
susteyne you, for youre Lord God hath 
multiplied you, 1° and ye ben ful many to 


dai, as the sterris of heuene; ' the Lord 
God of youre fadris adde to this noumbre 


many thousyndis, and blesse you, as he 
spak. 12 Y may not aloone susteyne youre 
causis, and birthun, and stryues; yyue ye 
of you men wise ‘in dyuyn thingis, 13 and 
witti ‘in mennus thingis worthi to be don, 
whose conuersacioun is preued in youre 
lynagis, that Y sette hem princes to you. 
14 Thanne ye answeriden to me, The thing 
is good which thou wolt do. 15 And Y 
took of youre lynagis men wise and no- 
ble, ‘in vertues and kyn; and Y ordeynede 





* 1:8 that is, he bihiyt stidefastli 
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hem princis, tribunes, and centuryouns, 
and quynquagenaries, and denys, whiche 
schulden teche you all thingis. 16 And Y 
comaundide to hem, and seide, Here ye 
hem, and deme ye that that is iust, whether 
he be a citeseyn, whether a pilgrym. 17 No 
difference schal be of persones; ye schulen 
here so a litil man, ‘that is, pore, as a greet 
man, nether ye schulen take the persoone 
of ony man, for it is the doom of God. 
That if ony thing semeth hard to you, telle 
ye to me, and Y schal here. 18 And Y 
comaundide alle thingis whiche ye ouyten 
to do. 19 Forsothe we yeden forth fro 
Oreb, and passiden bi a feerdful deseert, 
and grettiste wildirnesse, which ye sien, bi 
the weye of the hil of Ammorrey, as oure 


Lord God comaundide to vs. And whanne 
we hadden come in to Cades Barne, 2° Y 
seide to you, Ye ben comen to the hil of 


Ammorrey, which youre Lord God schal 
yyue to you; 2! se thou the lond which thi 
Lord God schal yyue to thee; ‘stie thou, and 
welde it, as oure Lord God spak to thi fadris; 
“‘nyle thou drede, nether ‘drede thou in 
herte ony thing. 22 And alle ye neiyiden 
to me, and ye seiden, Sende we men, that 


schulen biholde the lond, and telle to vs 
bi what weye we owen stie, and to whiche 


citees we owen to go. 23 And whanne the 
word pleside to me,t Y sente of you twelue 
men, of ech lynage oon. 24 And whanne 
thei hadden go, and hadden stied in to the 
hilli places, thei camen ‘til to the valei of 


Clustre; and whanne thei hadden biholde 
the lond, 25 thei token of the fruytis therof, 
to schewe the plentee, and brouyten ‘to 
vs, and seiden, The lond is good which 
oure Lord God schal yyue to vs. 2° And 
ye ‘nolden stie, but ye weren vnbileueful 
to the word of oure Lord God. 27 And ye 
grutchiden in youre tabernaclis, and ye 
seiden, The Lord hatith vs, and herfor he 
ledde vs out of the lond of Egipt, that he 
schulde bitake vs in the hond of Ammorey, 


and schulde do awei vs. 28 Whidur schulen 
we stie? the messangeris maden aferd oure 


herte, and seiden, A grettiste multitude is, 
and largere in stature than we; the citees 
ben greete, and wallid ‘til to the heuene; 
we sien there the sones of Enachym, that 


T 1:23 pleside to me, that is, Y consentide for youre vnrestefulnesse. 
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is, giauntis. 29 And Y seide to you, “Nyle 
ye drede ‘with ynne, nether ‘drede with- 
outforth; the Lord God hym silf, 3° which 
is youre ledere, schal fiyte for you, as he 
dide in Egipt, while alle men sien. 31 And 
ye sien in the wildirnesse, thi Lord God 


bar thee, as a man is wont to bere his litil 
sone, in al the weie bi which ye yeden til ye 


camen to this place. 32 And sotheli nether 
so ye bileueden to youre Lord God, that 
yede bifor you in the weie, 33 and mesuride 
the place in which ye ouyten to sette tentis, 
and schewide in nyyt the weie to you bi 
fier, and in dai bi a piler of cloude. >4 And 


whanne the Lord hadde herd the vois of 
youre wordis, he was wrooth, °° and swoor, 


and seide, Noon of the men of this werste 
generacioun schal se the good lond, which 


Y bihiyte vndur an ooth to youre fadris, 
36 outakun Caleph,? the sone of Jephone; 
for he schal se it, and Y schal yyue to hym 


the lond on which he trad, and to hise 
sones, for he suede the Lord. 37 Nether the 
indignacioun ayens the puple is wondirful, 


sithen the Lord was wrooth also to me 
for you, and seide, 38 Nether thou schalt 


entre thidur, but Josue, the sone of Nun, 
thi mynystre, he schal entre for thee; ex- 
cyte and strengthe thou him, and he schal 
departe the lond bi lot to Israel. 3° Youre 
litle children, of whiche ye seiden, that 
thei schulden be led prisoneris, and the 


sones that kunnen not to dai the diuersite 
of good and of yuel, thei schulen entre; 
and Y schal yyue to hem the lond, and thei 
schulen welde it. 4° Sotheli turne ye ayen, 
and go ye in to the wildirnesse, bi the weie 
of the Reed See. 4! And ye answeriden to 
me, We synneden to the Lord; we schulen 
stie, and we schulen fiyte, as oure Lord 
God comaundide. And whanne ye weren 
arayed with armeris, and yeden ‘into the 
hil, the Lord seide to me, 42 Seie thou to 
hem, “Nyle ye stye, nether fiyte ye, for Yam 
not with you, lest ye fallen bifor youre en- 
emyes. 42 Y spak, and ye herden not; but ye 


‘weren aduersaries to the comaundement 
of the Lord, and bolnden with prijde, and 


stieden in to the hil. 44 Therfor Ammorrey 
yede out, that dwellide in the hillis, and he 





+ 1:36 outakun Caleph and outakun Josue and Leuytis and children not of xx. yeer. 


and ye saten in Cades bi many daies, bi the daies in whiche ye saten in othere dwellingis. 


is, nyy the termes. 
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cam ayens you, and pursuede you, as bees 
ben wont to pursue, and killide fro Seir til 
Horma. And whanne ye turneden ayen, 
45 and wepten bifor the Lord, he herde not 
you, nether wolde asente to youre vois; 
46 therfor ye saten § in Cades Barne bi 
myche tyme. 


2 


1 And we yeden forth fro thennus, and 


camen in to the wildirnesse that ledith 
to the Reed See, as the Lord seide to me; 
and we cumpassiden the hil of Seir in long 


tyme. 2 And the Lord seide to me, It 
sufficith to you to cumpasse this hil; 3 go ye 
ayens the north. 4 And comaunde thou to 
the puple, and seie, Ye schulen passe bi the 
termes * of youre britheren, the sones of 


Esau, that dwellen in Seir, and thei schulen 
drede you. °Therfor se ye diligentli, that ye 
be not moued ayens hem; for Y schal not 
yyue to you of the land ‘of hem as myche 
as the steppe of o foot may trede, for Y 
yaf the hil of Seir in to the possessioun of 
Esau. © Ye schulden bie of hem metis for 
money, and ye schulen ete; ye schulden 
drawe, and drynke watir bouyt. 7 Thi Lord 


God blesside thee in al the werk of thin 
hondis; he knewe thi weye, hou thou pas- 


sidist this moste wildirnesse, bi fourti yeer; 


and thi Lord God dwellide with thee, and 
no thing failide to thee. ® And whanne we 
hadden passid bi oure britheren, the sones 
of Esau, that dwelliden in Seir, bi the weie 
of the feeld of Elath, and of Asiongaber, 


we camen to the weie that ledith in to 
deseert of Moab. 9 And the Lord seide to 
me, Fiyte thou not ayens Moabitis, nether 


bigyn thou batel ayens hem, for Y schal not 
yyue to thee ony thing of the lond ‘of hem, 
for Y yaf Ar in to possessioun to ‘the sones 
of Loth. 1°Emyn, ‘that is, griseful men, 
weren first dwelleris therof, a greet puple, 
and strong, and so hiy, that thei weren 
bileued as giantis, 11 of the generacioun 
of Enachym, and thei weren lijk the sones 
of Enachym; forsothe Moabitis clepen hem 
Emyn. 12 Forsothe Horreis dwelliden bi- 
fore in Seir, and whanne thei weren put 
out, and weren doon awey, ‘the sones of 


§ 1:46 In Ebreu it is thus, 
* 
2:4 bithe termes, that 
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Esau dwelliden there, as Israel dide in the 
lond of his possessioun, which the Lord 
yaf to hym. }! Therfor we riseden, that 
we schulden passe the stronde of Zared, 
and camen to it. 14 Sotheli the tyme 
in whiche we yeden fro Cades Barne ‘til 
to the passynge of the stronde of Zared, 
was of eiyte and thretti yeer, til al the 
generacioun of ‘men fiyteris was wastid 
fro ‘the castels, as the Lord hadde swore; 
whos hond was ayens hem, }5 that thei 
schulden perische fro the myddis of ‘the 


castels. 16 Forsothe after that alle the 
fiyteris felden doun, !” the Lord spak to me, 


and seide, 18 Thou schalt passe to dai the 
termes of Moab, 19 the cytee, Ar bi name, 
and thou schalt neiy in the nyy coost of 


the sones of Amon; be thou war that thou 
fiyte not ayens hem, nether be moued to 


batel; for Y schal not yyue to thee of the 
lond of the sones of Amon, for Y yaf it 
to the ‘sones of Loth in to possessioun. 
20 It is arettid the lond of giauntis, and 
giauntis enhabitiden therynne sumtyme, 
whiche giauntis Amonytis clepen Zonym; 
21 a myche puple and greet, and of noble 
lengthe, as Enachym, whiche the Lord dide 
awey fro the face of hem, 22 and made hem 
to dwelle for ‘tho giauntis, as he dide to 


the sones of Esau, that dwellen in Seire, 
‘and dide awai Horreis, and yaf to hem 


the lond ‘of Horreis, which ‘the sones of 
Esau welden ‘til in to present tyme. 23 Also 


men of Capadocie puttiden out Eueys, that 
dwelliden in Asseryn, ‘til to Gaza; which 
yeden out fro Capadocie, and diden awey 
Eueis, and dwelliden for hem. 24 Rise ye, 
and ‘passe ye the stronde of Arnon; lo! Y 
haue bitake in ‘thin hond Seon, king of 
Esebon, of Amorreis; and his lond bigynne 
thou ‘to welde, and smyte thou batel ayens 
him. 25 To dai Y schal bigynne to sende 
thi drede and strengthe in to puplis that 


dwellen vndir al heuene, that whanne thi 
name is herd, thei drede, and tremble bi 
the maner of wymmen trauelynge of child, 


and ‘be holdun with sorewe. 2° Therfor 
Y sente messangeris fro the wildirnesse of 


Cademoch to Seon, kyng of Esebon; and 
Y seide with pesible wordis, 27 We schulen 
passe thorou thi lond, we schulen go in the 
comyn weie; we schulen not bowe nether 
to the riyt side, nether to the left side. 
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28 Sille thow metis ‘to vs for prijs, that 
we ete; yif thow watir for money, and so 
we schulen drynke. Oneli it is that thou 
graunte passage to vs, 29 as the sones of 
Esau diden, that dwellen in Seir, and as 
Moabitis diden, that dwellen in Ar, til we 
comen to Jordan, and passen to the lond 
which oure Lord God schal yyue to vs. 
30 And Seon, kyng of Esebon, nolde yyue 
passage ‘to vs; for thi Lord God made hard 
his spirit, and made sad in yuel ‘the herte 
of hym, that he schulde be bitakun in to 


thin hondis, as thou seest now. 31 And the 
Lord seide to me, Lo, Y bigan to bitake to 


thee Seon, and his lond; bigynne thou to 
welde it. 32 And Seon yede out ayens vs 
with al his puple to batel in Jasa. 33 And 
oure Lord God bitook hym to vs, and we 
han smyte hym with hise sones, and al 
his puple. 34 And we token in that tyme 


alle the citees, whanne the dwelleris of tho 
citees, men, and wymmen, and children 


weren slayn; we leften not in hem ony 
thing, 35 outakun beestis that camen in to 
the part of men takynge prey, and outakun 
spuylis of the cytees whiche we tokun. 


36 Fro Aroer, which is on the brenke of the 
stronde of Arnon, fro the toun which is 
set in the valey, ‘til to Galaad, no town 


was ether citee, that ascapide oure hondis. 


37 Oure Lord God bitook alle to vs; outakun 
the lond of the sones of Amon, to which 
lond we neiyiden not, and outakun alle 


thingis that liggen to the stronde of Jeboth, 
and outakun the citees of the munteyns, 
and alle places fro whiche oure Lord God 
forbeed vs. 


1 And so we turneden, and stieden bi 
the weie of Basan; and Og, the kyng of 
Basan, yede out ayens vs with his puple, 
to fiyte in Edrai. 2 And the Lord seide to 
me, Drede thou not hym, for he is bitakun 
in thin hond, with al his puple, and his 
lond; and thou schalt do to hym, as thou 
didist to Seon, kyng of Ammoreis, that 
dwellide in Esebon. 3 Therfor oure Lord 
God bitook in oure hondis also Og, kyng of 
Basan, and al his puple; and we han smyte 
hym ‘til to deeth, 4 and wastiden alle the 
citees ‘of him in 0 tyme; no town was that 
ascapide vs; ‘we destrieden sixti citees, al 
the cuntrei of Argob, of the rewme of Og 
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in Basan. 5 Alle the citees weren strengthid 
with hiyest wallis, and with yatis and bar- 


ris; with out townes vnnoumbrable, that 
hadden not wallis. © And we diden awey 


thilke men, as we diden to Seon, kyng of 
Esebon; and we losten ech citee, and men, 
and wymmen, and litle children; ’ forsothe 
we token bi prey beestis, and the spuylis 
of citees. ® And we token in that tyme 
the lond fro the hond of twey kyngis of 
Ammorreis, that weren biyonde Jordan, 


fro the stronde of Arnon ‘til to the hil 
of Hermon, ? ‘which hil Sidonyes clepen 


Sarion, and Ammorreis clepen Sanyr. !°We 


tooken alle the citees that weren set in the 
pleyn, and al the lond of Galaad, and of 


Basan, ‘til to Selcha and Edray, citees of the 
rewme of Og, in Basan. 1! For Og aloone, 
kyng of Basan, was left of the generacioun 
of giauntis; and his yrun bed is schewid, 


which is in Rabath, of the sones of Amon, 
and hath nyne cubitis of lengthe, and foure 


cubitis of breede, at the mesure of a cubit 
of mannus hond. 12 And we weldiden in 
that tyme the lond, fro Aroer, which is on 


the ‘brynke of the stronde of Arnon, ‘til 
to the myddil paart of the hil of Galaad; 
and Y yaf the citees ‘of hym to Ruben and 
Gad. 13 Forsothe Y yaf the tother part of 
Galaad, and al Basan, of the rewme of Og, 
to the half lynage of Manasses, and al the 
cuntrei of Argob. Al Basan was clepid the 
lond of giauntis. 14 Jair, ‘sone of Manasses, 
weldide al the cuntrey of Argob, ‘til to 
the lond of Gesuri and of Machati; and he 
clepide bi his name Basan Anothiair, that 
is, the townes of Jair, til in to present dai. 
15 Also Y yaf Galaad to Machir; and to the 
lynagis of Ruben and of Gad Y yaf the lond 


of Galaad, ‘til to the strond of Arnon, the 
myddil of the stronde, !¢ and of the endis 
‘til to the stronde of Jeboth, which is the 
terme of ‘the sones of Amon. 17 And Y yaf 
the pleyn of the wildernesse ‘til to Jordan, 


and the termes of Cenereth ‘til to the see 
of deseert, which see is moost salt, at the 
rotis of the hil of Phasga, ayens the eest. 


18 And Y comaundide to you in that tyme, 
and seide, Youre Lord God yyueth to you 
this lond in to erytage; 19 alle ye stronge 
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men, without wyues and litle children and 
beestis, be maad redi, and ‘go ye bifor 
youre brithren, the sones of Israel. For 
Y knowe that ye han many beestis, and 
tho schulen dwelle in citees whiche Y yaf 
to you, 7° til the Lord yyue reste to youre 
brithren, as he yaf to you, and til thei 


also welden the lond ‘which the Lord schal 
yyue to hem biyonde Jordan; thanne ech 


man schal turne ayen in to his possessioun 
which Y yaf to you. 2! Also Y comaundid 
to Josue in that tyme, and seide, Thin iyen 
sien what thingis youre Lord God dide to 
these twei kyngis; so he schal do to alle 
rewmes, to whiche thou schalt go; drede 
thou not hem. 2? And Y preiede the Lord 
in that tyme, 23 and seide, Lord God, thou 
hast bigunne to schewe to thi seruaunt 
thi greetnesse, and strongeste hond, 24 for 


noon other God is ether in heuene, ether in 
erthe, that mai do thi werkis, and may be 


comparisound to thi strengthe. 25 Therfor 
Y schal passe, and schal se this beeste 
lond biyende Jordan, and this noble hil and 


Liban. 26 And the Lord was wrooth to me 
for you, nethir he herde me, but seide to 


me, It suffisith to thee; speke thou no more 
of this thing to me. 27 ‘Stye thou in to the 
hiynesse of Phasga, and caste aboute thin 
iyen to the west, and north, and south, and 
eest, and biholde, for thou schalt not passe 
this Jordan. 28 Comaunde thou to Josue, 
and strengthe thou and coumforte hym; 
for he schal go bifore this puple, and he 
schal departe to hem the lond, which thou 
schalt se. 2? And we dwelliden in the valey 
ayens the temple of Phegor. 


1 And now, thou Israel, here the co- 
maundementis and domes whiche Y teche 
thee, that thou do tho, and lyue, and that 


thow entre and welde the lond which the 
Lord God of youre fadris schal yyue to you. 


2 Ye schulen not adde to the word which 
Y speke to you,” nether ye schulen take 
awei ‘fro it; kepe ye the comaundementis 
of youre Lord God, which Y comaunde to 
you. > Youre iyen sien alle thingis whiche 
the Lord dide ayens Belphegor; how he 


* 

4:2 ye schulen not adde to the word etc. Here that adding is forbedun, that depraueth, ether peruertith the 
vndurstonding of the lawe; that adding, that declarith, ether makith cleer, is not forbedun, bi this that is writun in 
xxiiij. co. of Ecci. in the name of wisdom, ether of hooly scripture; Thei that declaren me, schulen haue euerlastynge 


liyf. 
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alto brak alle the worschiperis ‘of hym 
fro the myddis of you. 4 Forsothe ye that 
cleuen to youre Lord God lyuen alle ‘til in 
to present day. 5 Ye witen that Y tauyte 
you the comaundementis and riytfulnes- 
sis, as my Lord God comaundide to me; 
so ye schulen do tho in the lond whiche 
ye schulen welde, © and ye schulen kepe, 
and schulen fille in werk. For this is youre 
wisdom T and vndurstondyng bifor puplis, 


that alle men here these comaundementis, 
and seie, Lo! a wise puple and vnderston- 


dynge! a greet folk! 7 Noon other nacioun 
is so greet, ‘not in noumbre ether in bodili 
quantite, but in dignite, that hath Goddis 
neiyynge to it silf, as oure God is redi to 
alle oure bisechyngis. 8 For whi what other 
folk is so noble, that it hath cerymonyes 


and iust domes, and al the lawe which Y 
schal ‘sette forth to dai bifor youre iyen? 
° Therfor kepe thi silf, and thi soule bisili; 
foryete thou not the wordis whiche thin 
iyen sien, and falle tho not doun fro thin 
herte, in alle the daies of thi lijf. Thou 
schalt teche tho thi sones and thi sones 
sones. 1° Telle thou the day in which thou 


stodist bifor thi Lord God in Oreb, whanne 
the Lord spak to me, and seide, Gadere thou 


the puple to me, that it here my wordis, 
and lerne for to drede me in al tyme in 
which it lyueth in erthe, and teche hise 
sones. 11 And ye neiyiden to the ‘roote of 


the hille, that brente ‘til to heuene; and 
derknessis, and cloude, and myist weren 


therynne. 12 And the Lord spak to you fro 
the myddis of fier; ye herden the vois of 
hise wordis, and outirli ye sien no fourme. 
13 And he schewide to you his couenaunt, 
which he comaundide, that ye schulden 


do, and ‘he schewide ten wordis, whiche 
he wroot in two tablis of stoon. 14 And 
he comaundide to me in that tyme, that Y 


schulde teche you cerymonyes and domes, 
whiche ye owen to do in the lond whiche 
ye schulen welde. ! Therfor kepe ye bisili 
youre soulis; ye sien not ony licnesse in the 
dai in which the Lord spak to you in Oreb, 
fro the myddis of the fier; 1° lest perauen- 
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ture ye be disseyued and make to you a 
grauun licnesse, ether an ymage of male, 


ether of female; 1’ a licnesse of alle beestis 
that ben on erthe, ether of bridis fleynge 


vndur heuene, 18 and of crepynge beestis 


that ben moued in erthe, ether of fischis 
that dwellen vndur the erthe in watris; 
lest perauenture, !9 whanne thin iyen ben 


reisid to heuene, thou se the sonne, and 
moone, and alle the sterris of heuene, and 
be disseyued bi errour, and worschipe tho, 


‘bi outermer reuerence, and onour, ‘bi yn- 
ner reuerence, ‘tho thingis whiche thi Lord 
God made of nouyt, in to seruyce to alle 


folkis that ben vndur heuene. 2° Forsothe 
the Lord took you, and ledde out of the 


yrun furneys of Egipt, that he schulde haue 
a puple of eritage,* as it is in ‘present dai. 
21 And the Lord was wrooth ayens me for 
youre wordis, and swoor that Y schulde 
not passe Jordan, and schulde not entre in 
to the beeste lond, which he schal yyue 
to you. 22Lo! Y die in this erthe; Y 
schal not passe Jordan; ye schulen passe, 


and schulen welde the noble lond. 23 Be 
thou war, lest ony tyme thou foryete the 


couenaunt of thi Lord God, which he made 
with thee, and lest thou make to thee a 
grauun licness of tho thingis whiche the 


Lord forbeed to make. 24 For thi Lord God 
is fier wastynge § ; ‘God, a feruent louyere. 


25 If ye gendren sones, and sones of sones, 
and ye dwellen in the lond, and ye be 
disceyued, and make to you ony licnesse, 
and doen yuel bifor youre Lord God, that ye 
terren hym to greet wrathe, 2° Y clepe wit- 


nesses to dai heuene and erthe, ‘that is, ech 
resonable creature beynge in heuene and 


in erthe, that ye schulen perische soone fro 
the lond, which ye schulen welde, whanne 
ye han passid Jordan; ye schulen not dwelle 
long tyme therynne, but the Lord schal do 
awey you, 27 and schal scatere ‘in to alle 
hethen men, and ye schulen leeue fewe 
among naciouns, to whiche the Lord schal 
lede you. 28 And there ye schulen serue 
to goddis, that ben maad bi ‘the hond of 


men, to a tre and a stoon, that ‘seen not, 
nether heren, nether eten, nether smellen. 


T 4:6 wisdom, that is, saueri kunnyng, that bringith in to the loue of God. Sothely the wisdom of filosoforis brouyten 


more to hiynesse and pride. 


vnmouable. 


F 4:20 a puple of eritage, that is, cleuynge to him vnmouably; as eritage is possessioun 
8 4:24 fier wastinge, that is, punyschinge scharply, as fier among othere elementis worchith more. 


* 
4:29 in the heestis, domes, and in cerymonies, paciently abidinge the Lord. 
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29 And whanne thou hast souyt there * 
thi Lord God, thou schalt fynde hym; if 
netheles thou sekist with al the herte, and 
with al the tribulacioun of thi soule. 2° Aftir 
that alle thingis han founde thee, that ben 
biforseid,t forsothe in the laste tyme, thou 
schalt turne ayen to thi Lord God, and thou 


schalt here his vois. 3! For thi Lord God 
is merciful God; he schal not forsake thee, 
nethir he schal do awey outirli, nethir he 


schal foryete the couenaunt, in which he 


swoor to thi fadris. 32 Axe thou of elde 
daies that weren bifor thee, fro the day in 
which thi Lord God made of nouyt man 
on erthe, axe thou fro that oon ende of 
heuene ‘til to the tother ende therof,t if 
sich a thing was doon ony tyme, ether 
if it was euere knowun, 33 that a puple 
herde the vois of God spekynge fro the 
myddis of the fier, as thou herdist, and 
siest; 34 if God ‘dide, that he entride, and 
took to him silf a folc fro the middis of 
naciouns, bi temptaciouns, myraclis, and 
grete wondris, bi batel, and strong hond, 
and arm holdun forth, and orrible siytis, bi 
alle thingis whiche youre Lord God dide for 
you in Egipt, ‘while thin iyen sien; 35 that 
thou schuldist wite, that the Lord hym silf 


is God, and noon other is, outakun oon. 
36 Fro heuene he made thee to here his 
vois, that he schulde teche thee; and in 
erthe he schewide to thee his grettiste fier, 


and thou herdist the wordis ‘of hym fro 
the myddis of the fier; 37 for he louyde 


thi fadris, and chees her seed aftir hem. 
And he ledde thee out of Egipt, and yede 


bifore in his greet vertu, 38 that he schulde 
do awei grettiste naciouns, and strongere 
than thou, in thin entryng, and that he 
schulde lede thee ynne, and schulde yyue 
to thee the lond ‘of hem in to possessioun, 
as thou seest in ‘present day. 39 Therfor 


wite thou to dai, and thenke in thin herte, 
that the Lord him silfe is God in heuene 
aboue, and in erthe bynethe, and noon 
other is. 4° Kepe thou hise heestis, and 
comaundementis,§ whiche Y comaunde to 
thee, that it be wel to thee, and to thi sones 
after thee, and that thou dwelle mych tyme 


on the lond, which thi Lord God schal yyue 
to thee. 4! Thanne Moises departide thre 





T 430 that is, after alle these forseid thinges ben bifallen to thee. 


euer weren do. 
of alle tho thingis. 


160 


8 4:40 preueili and appertli, in prosperitee and in aduersitee. 


Deuteronomy 5:8 


citees biyende Jordan at the eest coost, 
42 that he fle to tho, that sleeth his neigh- 
bore not wilfuli, and was not enemy bifore 
oon and “the tother dai, and that he mai 
fle to summe of these citees; 43 Bosor in 
the wildirnesse, which is set in the feeldi 
lond, of the lynage of Ruben; and Ramoth 


in Galaad, which is in the lynage of Gad; 
and Golan in Basan, which is in the lynage 


of Manasses. “44 This is the lawe which 
Moises ‘settide forth bifor the sones of 
Israel, 4° and these ben the witnessyngis, 


and cerymonyes, and domes, whiche he 
spak to the sones of Israel, whanne thei 
yeden out of Egipt, 4° biyende Jordan, in 
the valey ayens the temple of Phegor, in 
the lond of Seon, kyng of Ammorreis, that 


dwellide in Esebon, whom Moises killide. 
And the sones of Israel yeden out of Egipt, 
and weldiden ‘the lond of him, 4” and the 
lond of Og, kyng of Basan, twei kyngis 
of Ammoreis, that weren biyende Jordan, 
at the rysyng of the sunne; 48 fro Aroer 


which is set on the brenke of the stronde 
of Arnon, ‘til to the hil of Seon, which 
is Hermon; 49 thei weldiden al the pleyn 


biyende Jordan, at the eest coost, ‘til to the 


see of wildirnesse, and ‘til to the rootis of 
the hil of Phasga. 


5 


1 And Moises clepide al Israel, and seide 
to hym, Here, thou Israel, the cerymonyes 
and domes, whiche Y speke to dai in youre 
eeris; lerne ye tho, and ‘fille ye in werk. 
2 Oure Lord God made a boond of pees with 


vs in Oreb; 3 he made not couenaunt, ‘that 
is, of lawe writun, with oure fadris, but 
with vs that ben present, and lyuen. 4 Face 


to face he spak to vs in the hil, fro the 
myddis of the fier. 5 Y was recouncelere 
and mediatour bitwixe God and you in 
that tyme, that Y schulde telle to you the 
wordis ‘of hym, for ye dredden the fier, and 


‘stieden not in to the hil. And ‘the Lord 
seide, © Y am thi Lord God, that ladde thee 
out of the lond of Egipt, fro the hows of 


seruage. ’ Thou schalt not haue alien God- 
dis in my siyt. § Thou schalt not make to 
thee a grauun ymage, nether a licnesse of 


alle thingis * that ben in heuene aboue, and 


F 4:32 that is, take hede to alle thinges that 
* ‘ : 
5:8 that is, of nothing of eny 
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that ben in erthe bynethe, and that lyuen 


in watris vndur erthe; ° thou schalt not 
herie tho, ‘and thou schalt not worschipe 


tho; for Y am thi Lord God, ‘God a feruent 
louyer; and Y yelde the wickidnesse of 


fadris, in to sones in to the thridde and the 
fourthe generacioun to hem that haten me, 


10 and Y do mersy in to many thousyndis to 
hem that louen me, and kepen myn heestis. 
11 Thou schalt not mystake the name of 
thi Lord God in veyn, for he schal not be 
vnpunyschid, that takith the name of God 
on a veyn thing. 12 Kepe thou the ‘day of 
sabat that thou halewe it, as thi Lord God 
comaundide to thee. 13 In sixe daies thou 
schalt worche, and thou schalt do alle thi 
werkis; !4the seventhe day is ‘of sabat, that 
is the reste of thi Lord God. Thou schalt 
not do therynne ony thing of werk T ; thou, 
and thi sone, and douyter, seruaunt, and 


handmaide, and oxe, and asse, and “al thi 
werk beeste, and the pilgrym which is with 
ynne thi yatis; that thi seruaunt reste and 
thin handmaide, as also thou. 145 Bithenke 
thou, that also thou seruedist in Egipt, and 
thi Lord God ledde thee out fro thennus, 
in a strong hond, and arm holdun forth; 
therfor he comaundide to thee, that thou 
schuldist kepe the ‘dai of sabat. !° Onoure 
thi fadir and thi modir, as thi Lord God 
comaundide to thee, that thou lyue in long 


tyme, and that it be wel to thee, in the 
lond which thi Lord God schal yyue to thee. 


17 Thou schalt not sle. 18 Thou schalt not do 
letcherie. 19 And thou schalt not do thefte. 
20 Thou schalt not speke fals witnessyng 


ayens thi neiybore. 2! Thou schalt not 
coueite ‘the wijf of thi neiybore, not hows, 
not feeld, not seruaunt, not handmayde, 
not oxe, not asse, and alle thingis ¥ that ben 
hise. 22 The Lord spak these wordis to al 
youre multitude, in the hil, fro the myddis 
of fier and of cloude and of myist, with 
greet vois, and addide no thing more; and 


he wroot tho wordis in two tablis of stoon, 
whiche he yaf to me. 23 Forsothe after that 


ye herden the vois fro the myddis of the 


derknessis, and sien the hil brenne, alle 
ye princis of lynagis, and the grettere men 


in birthe, neiyiden to me, and seiden, Lo! 
24 gure Lord God schewide to vs his maieste 
and greetnesse; we herden his vois fro the 





t 5:14 forbooden of God to the. 
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myddis of fier, and we preueden to day that 
a man lyuede, ‘while God spak with man. 


25 Whi therfor schulen we die, and schal 
this gretteste fier deuoure vs? For if we 


heren more the vois of oure Lord God, we 
schulen die. 26 What is ech man, that he 
here the vois of God lyuynge, that spekith 


fro the myddis of fier, as we herden, and 
that he may lyue? 2’ Rathere neiye thou, 
and here thou alle thingis whiche oure 


Lord God schal seie to thee; and thou schalt 
speke to vs, and we schulen here, and 


schulen do tho wordis. 28 And whanne the 
Lord hadde herd this, he seide to me, Y 
herde the vois of the wordis of this puple, 
whiche thei spaken to thee; thei spaken wel 
alle thingis. 2? Who schal yyue ‘that thei 


haue siche soule, that thei drede me, and 
kepe alle my comaundementis in al tyme, 


that it be wel to hem and to the sones ‘of 
hem, with outen ende? 3°Go thou, and seye 


to hem, Turne ye ayen in to youre tentis. 


31 Sotheli stonde thou here with me, and 
Y schal speke to thee alle comaundemen- 


tis, and cerymonyes, and domes, whiche 


thou schalt teche hem, that thei do tho 
in the lond which Y schal yyue to hem in 


to possessioun. 32 Therfor kepe ye, and 
‘do ye tho thingis, whiche the Lord God 
comaundide to you; ye schulen not bowe 
awey, nether to the riyt side § nether to the 
left side, 33 but ye schulen go bi the weie 
whiche youre Lord God comaundide, that 
ye lyue, and that it be wel to you, and that 


youre daies be lengthid in the lond of youre 
possessioun. 


6 
1 These ben the comaundementis, and 
cerymonyes, and domes, whiche youre 


Lord God comaundide that Y schulde teche 
you, and that ye do tho in the lond to which 
ye passen ouer to welde; 2 that thou drede 
thi Lord God, and kepe alle hise comaun- 
dementis, and heestis, whiche Y comaunde 


to thee, and to thi sones, and sones of 
sones, in alle the daies of thi lijf, that thi 


daies be lengthid. ° Thou Israel, here, and 
kepe, that thou do tho thingis whiche the 


Lord comaundide to thee, and that it be 
wel to thee, and thou be multiplied more, 


as the Lord God of thi fadris bihiyte, to 


8 5:32 riyt side, etc. that is, 


nether for ony prosperite to be getun, nether aduersite to be eschewid. 
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yyue to thee a lond flowynge with mylk 
and hony. 4 Thou Israel, here, thi Lord 


God is o God. 5 Thou schalt loue thi Lord 
God of al thin herte, and of al thi soule, 
and of al thi strengthe. © And these wordis 


whiche Y comaunde to thee to dai, schulen 
be in thin herte; 7 and thou schalt telle 
tho to thi sones, and thou schalt thenke 
on tho, sittynge in thin hows, and goynge 
in the weie, slepynge, and rysinge.” 8 And 
thou schalt bynde tho as a signe in thin 


hond; and tho schulen be, and schulen 
be moued bifor thin iyen; and thou schalt 


write tho in the lyntel, 9 and in the doris 


of thin hows. 1° And whanne thi Lord God 
hath brouyt thee in to the lond, for which 


he swoor to thi fadris, to Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, and hath youe to thee grete 


citees, and beeste, whiche thou bildidist 
not, !! housis fulle of alle richessis, whiche 
thou madist not, and cisternes, which thou 
diggedist not, ‘places of vynes, and ‘places 
of olyues, whiche thou plauntidist not, 


12 and thou hast ete, and art fillid, 13 be 
war diligentli, lest thou foryete the Lord, 


that ladde thee out of the lond of Egipt, 
fro the hows of seruage. Thou schalt drede 
thi Lord God, and thou schalt serue hym 
aloone, ‘bi seruyce due to God onely, and 
thou schalt swere bi his name.t 14 Ye 
schulen not go aftir alien goddis, of alle 
hethen men that ben ‘in youre cumpas; 
15 for God is a feruent louyere, thi Lord 
God is in the myddis of thee, lest ony tyme 
the ‘strong veniaunce of thi Lord God be 
wrooth ayens thee, and do awei thee fro 
‘the face of the erthe. !°Thou schalt not 
tempte thi Lord God, as thou temptidist in 
the place of temptyng. 17 Kepe thou the 
comaundementis of thi Lord God, and the 
witnessyngis, and cerymonyes, whiche he 
comaundide to thee; 18 and do thou that 
that is plesaunt and good in the siyt of 
the Lord, that it be wel to thee, and that 
thou entre, and welde the beste lond, of 
which the Lord swoor to thi fadris, 19 that 
he schulde do awey alle thin enemyes bi- 
for thee, as he spak. 2° And whanne thi 
sone schal axe thee to morewe, that is, in 
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tyme comyng, and schal seie, What wolen 
these witnessyngis, and cerymonyes, and 
domes to hem silf, whiche oure Lord God 
comaundide to vs? 2! thou schalt seie to 
hym, We weren ‘seruauntis of Farao in 
Egipt, and the Lord ledde vs out of Egipt, in 
strong hond; 22 and he dide myraclis, and 
grete wondris, and werste, ‘that is, moost 
peyneful veniaunces, in Egipt, ayens Farao 
and al his hows, in oure siyt. 23 And he 
ledde vs out therof, that he schulde yyue 
to vs led yn, the lond of which he swoor 


to oure fadris. 24 And the Lord comaundide 
to vs, that we do alle these lawful thingis, 


and drede oure Lord God, that it be wel to 
vs in alle the daies of oure lijf, as it is to 
dai. 25 And he schal be merciful to vs, if we 
schulen do and kepe alle hise heestis, bifor 
oure Lord God, as he comaundide to vs. 


7 

1 Whanne thi Lord God hath lad thee in 
to the lond, in to which thou schalt entre to 
welde, and hath do awey many folkis bifor 
thee, Ethei, and Gergesei, and Ammorrey, 
Canenei, and Pherezei, Euey, and Jebusei; 
seuene folkis, of myche gretter noumbre 
than thou art, and strengere than thou; 
2 and thi Lord God hath bitake hem to thee, 
thou schalt smyte hem “til to deeth, thou 
schalt not make ‘with hem a boond of pees, 
nether thou schalt haue merci on hem, 
3 nether thou schalt felowschipe mariagis 
with him; thou schalt not yyue thi douyter 
to the sone ‘of hym,* nether thou schalt 
take his douytir to thi sone; 4 for sche 
schal disceyue thi sone, that he sue not 
me, and that he serue more alien goddis; 
and the strong veniaunce of the Lord schal 


be wrooth, and schal do awei thee soone. 
5 But rather thou schalt do these thingis to 


hem; destrie ye the auteris ‘of hem, and 
breke ye ymagis ‘of metal, and kitte ye 
doun wodis, and brenne ye grauun ymagis. 
6 For thou art an hooli puple to thi Lord 
God; thi Lord God chees thee, that thou be 
a special puple to hym, of alle puplis that 
ben on erthe. 7 Not for ye ouercamen in 
noumbre alle folkis, the Lord is ioyned to 


* 
6:7 slepynge and risynge. In Ebreu it is thus, ligginge doun and risinge. for in the entring of the bed to slepe, and 
in the goyng out to wake, a man owith reduce his herte bi his loue in to God; also slepinge may be expowned thus, for 


fantasies ben wont to come to a man in sleep of these thingis, aboute whiche he is bisied in waking; and so if men in 
waking ben bisi aboute the loue of God, liyk fantasies ben wont to come in sleep. he that spendith wel al his wakinge. 


T 6:3 speking treuth and fulfilling it. 


* 7:3 that duellith in eny of these londis. 
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you, and chees yow, sithen ye ben fewere 
than alle puplis; 8 but for the Lord louede 
you, and kepte the ooth which he swoor to 
youre fadris; and he ledde you out in strong 
hond, and ayen bouyte you fro the hows 
of seruage, fro ‘the hows of Farao, kyng of 
Egipt. ° And thou schalt wite, that thi Lord 
God hym silf is a strong God, and feithful, 
and kepith couenaunt and mersi to hem 
that louen hym, and to hem that kepen 
hise comaundementis, in to a thousynde 
generaciouns; 1° and yeldith anoon to hem 
that haten hym, so that he destrie hem, 
and differr no lengere; restorynge anoon 
to hem that that thei disseruen. § Therfor 
kepe thou the comaundementis, and cery- 
monyes, and domes, whiche Y comaunde 


to thee to dai, that thou do. 1 If aftir that 
thou herist these domes, thou kepist, and 


doist tho, thi Lord God schal kepe to thee 


couenaunt, and mersi, which he swoor to 
thi fadris. 13 And he schal loue thee, and 
schal multiplie thee, and he schal blesse 


the fruyt of thi wombe, and the fruyt of 
thi lond, thi wheete, and vindage, oile, and 


droues of beestis, and the flockis of thi 
scheep, on the lond for which he swoor 


to thi fadris, that he schulde yyue it to 
thee. 14 Thou schalt be blessid among alle 
puplis; noon bareyn of euer eithir kynde 
schal be at thee, as well in men, as in 
thi flockis. 15 The Lord schal do awei fro 
thee all ache, ‘ether sorewe; and he schal 
not brynge to thee the worste siknessis of 


Egipt, whiche thou knewist, but to alle thin 
enemyes. !¢ And thou schalt ‘deuoure, that 
is, distrie, alle puplis, whiche thi Lord God 
schal yyue to thee; thin iye schal not spare 
hem, nethir thou schalt serue the goddis 
‘of hem, lest thei ben in to the fallyng of 
thee. 17 If thou seist in thin herte, These 
folkis ben mo than Y, hou may Y do awei 
hem? 18 ‘nyle thou drede, but haue thou 
mynde, what thingis thi Lord God dide 
to Farao, and alle Egipcians; 19 ‘he dide 
the gretteste veniaunces, whiche thin iyen 
sien, and miraclis and grete wondris, and 
the strong hond, and arm ‘holdun forth, 


that thi Lord God schulde lede thee out; 
so he schal do to alle puplis whiche thou 
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dredist. 2° Ferthermore and thi Lord God 
schal sende venemouse flies in to hem, 
til he do awei, and destrye alle men, that 


fledden thee, and thei schulen not mowe 
be hid. 21 Thou schalt not drede hem, for 
thi Lord is in the myddis of thee, grete 


God, and ferdful. 22 He hym silf schal waste 
these naciouns in thi siyt, litil and litil, and 
bi partis; thou schalt not mow do awey ‘tho 
naciouns togidere, lest peraventure beestis 
of erthe be multiplied ayens thee; 2° and 
thi Lord God schal yyue hem in thi siyt, 
and he schal sle hem, til thei be doon awey 
outerly. 24 And he schal bitake the kyngis 


‘of hem in to thin hondis, and thou schalt 
destrie the names ‘of hem vndur heuene; 
noon schal mow ayenstonde thee, til thou 


al to-breke hem. 25 Thou schalt brenne in 
fier the grauun ymagis ‘of hem; thou schalt 
not coueite the siluer and gold, of whiche 
tho ymagis ben maad, nether thou schalt 
take of tho ony thing to thee, lest thou 
offende therfor, for it is abhominacioun of 
thi Lord God. 2¢ Nether thou schalt brynge 
ony thing of the idol in to thin hous, lest 


thou be maad cursid, as also that idol is; 
thou schalt wlate it as filthe, and thou 
schalt haue it as defoulyng, and filthis of 


abhomynacioun, for it is cursid. 


1 Be thou war diligentli, that thou do 


ech comaundement which Y comaunde to 
thee to dai, that ye moun lyue, and be 


multiplied, and that ye entre, and welde 
the lond, for which the Lord swoor to youre 
fadris. * And thou schalt haue mynde 


of al the weie, bi which thi Lord God 
ledde thee by fourti yeer, bi deseert, that 


he schulde turmente, and schulde tempte 
* thee; and that tho thingis that weren 
tretid in ‘thi soule schulden be knowun, 
whether thou woldist kepe hise comaun- 
dementis, ethir nay. 3 And he turmentide 
thee with nedynesse, and he yaf to thee 
meete, manna which thou knewist not, and 
thi fadris ‘knewen not, that he schulde 
schewe to thee, that a man lyueth not 


in breed aloone, but in ech word Tf that 
cometh ‘out of the Lordis mouth, ‘that is, 
bi manna, that cam down “at the heest 


* 
8:2 that he schulde turmente thee, and schulde tempte, that thi pacience were knowun to othere men, to 
ensaumple of hem, and to merit to thee; and the Scripture spekith here, as to the goode men of that puple, for bi 


the rule of Isidore, ofte a thing is arettid to al the puple, which thyng acordith to it bi resoun of o part. 


is not in Ebreu. 


t 8:3 word 
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of the Lord. 4 Thi cloth, bi which thou 
were hilid, failide not for eldnesse, and thi 
foot was not brokun undernethe, lo! 5 the 
fourtith yeer is; that thou thenke in thin 


herte, for as a man techith his sone, © so 
thi Lord God tauyte thee, that thou kepe 


the comaundementis of thi Lord God, and 
go in hise weies, and drede hym. ’ For thi 


Lord God schal lede thee in to a good lond, 
in to the lond of ryueris, and of ‘stondynge 


watris, and of wellis, in whos feeldis and 
mounteyns the depthis of floodis breken 


out; 8 in to the lond of wheete, of barli, 
and of vyneris, in which lond fige trees, 


and pumeranadis, and ‘olyue trees comen 
forth; in to the lond of oile, and of hony; 


9 where thow schalt ete thi breed with 
out nedynesse, and schalt vse the abound- 


aunce of alle thingis; of which lond the 
stonys ben yrun, and metals of tyn ben 
diggid of the hillis therof; 1° that whanne 


thou hast ete, and art fillid, thou blesse thi 
Lord God for the beste lond which he yaf to 


thee. !! Therfor kepe thou, and be war, lest 
ony tyme thou foryete thi Lord God, and 
dispise hise comaundementis, and domes, 
and cerymonyes, whiche Y comaunde to 


thee to dai; 12 lest aftir that thou hast ete, 
and art fillid, hast bildid faire housis, and 
hast dwellid in tho, 13 and hast droues of 
oxun, and flockis of scheep, and plente of 


siluer, and of gold, and of alle thingis, thine 


herte be reisid, 4 and thenke not on thi 
Lord God, that ledde thee out of the lond 
of Egipt, and fro the hous of seruage, 1° and 


was thi ledere in the greet wildirnesse and 
ferdful, in which was a serpent * brenninge 
with blast, and scorpioun,§ and dipsas,* 
and outirli no ‘watris; which Lord ledde 
out stremes of the hardeste stoon, !° and 
fedde thee with manna in the wildirnesse, 
which manna thi fadris knewen not. And 
after that the Lord turmentid thee, and 
preuede, at the last he hadd mersi on thee, 
17 lest thou woldist seie in thin herte, My 
strengthe, and the myyt of myn hond yaf 
alle these thingis to me. 18 But thenke thou 
on thi Lord God, that he yaf strengthis to 
thee, that he schulde fille his couenaunt, 
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of whiche he swoor to thi fadris, as present 
dai schewith. 19 Forsothe if thou foryetist 
thi Lord God, and suest aliene goddis, and 
worschipist hem ‘in herte, and onourist 


‘with outforth, lo! now Y biforseie to thee, 
that thou schalt perische outerli; 2° as het- 


hen men perischiden, whiche the Lord dide 
awei in thin entryng, so and ye schulen 
perische, if ye schulen be vnobedient to the 
vois of youre Lord God. 


9 


1 Here thou, Israel; thou schalt passe 
Jordan to dai, that thou welde mooste 
naciouns, and strengere than thou; grete 
citees, and wallid ‘til to heuene; 2 a greet 
puple, and hiy; the sones of Enachym, 
whiche thi silf ‘siest, and herdist, whiche 
no man may ayenstonde in the contrarie 
part. 3 Therfor thou schalt wite to dai, 
that thi Lord God hym silf schal passe bifor 
thee; he is a fier deuourynge and wastynge, 


that schal al to breke hem, and schal do 
awei, and destrie bifor thi face swiftli, as 
he spak to thee. 4 Seie thou not in thin 


herte, whanne thi Lord God hath do hem 
awey in thi siyt, For my riytfulnesse the 


Lord brouyte me yn, that Y schulde welde 


this lond; sithen these naciouns ben doon 
awey for her wickidnessis. >For not for thi 


riytfulnessis, and equyte of thin herte thou 
schalt entre that thou welde the lond ‘of 
hem; but for thei diden wickidli, thei weren 
doon awey, whanne thou entridist, and 


that the Lord schulde fille his word which 
he bihiyte vndur an ooth to thi fadris, 


to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. © Therfor 
wite thou that not for thi riytfulnesses thi 
Lord God yaf to thee this beste lond in 
to possessioun, sithen thou art a puple of 
hardeste nol. 7 Haue thou mynde, and 
foryete not, hou in the wildirnesse thou 
terridist thi Lord God to greet wraththe; 
fro that dai in which thou yedist out of 
Egipt ‘til to this place, thou striuedist euere 
ayens the Lord. 8 For whi also in Oreb 
thou terridist hym, and he was wrooth, and 
wolde do thee awei, whanne Y stiede in to 


+ 8:15 in which was a serpent and so forth, fro the hirting of whiche the Lord defendide thee; and the synguler 
is takun here for the plurel, a serpent, that is, serpentis, and so of scorpioun and dipsas, as in viij co. of Exodi, a 
greuouseste flie cam, that is, the multitude of flies; also the glos seith, that dipsas is a kynde of the leeste serpent, so 


that it is unnethis perseyued, and he perischith soone, whom euere dipsas bitith. 


feyneth swetnesse with the heed, but venemeth with the tayl. 


makith hem whom he stinggith to die for thirst. 


8 3:15 that is, an eddre that 
* 
8:15 that is, an eddre. dipsas is an eddre, that 
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the hil, 9 that Y schulde take two tablis of 
stoon, the tablis of couenaunt which the 
Lord made with you, and Y continuede in 
the hil fourti daies and nyytis, and Y eet 


not breed, and Y drank not watir. 1° And 
the Lord yaf to me, twey tablis of stoon, 


euer either wrytun with Goddis fyngur, 
and conteynynge alle the wordis whiche 
he spak to you in the hil, fro the myddis 
of the fier, whanne the cumpany of puple 
was gaderid togidere. ! And whanne fourti 
daies and so many nyytis hadden passid, 
the Lord yaf to me twei tablis of stoon, 
tablis of boond of pees; 12 and he seide 
to me, Rise thou, and go doun for hennys 
soone, for thi puple, which thou leddist out 
of Egipt, han forsake swiftli the weie which 


thou schewidist to hem, and thei han maad 
to hem a yotun calf. 1 And eft the Lord 


seide to me, ‘Y se that this puple is of hard 


nol; 14 suffre thou me, that I alto breke 
hym, and do awey the name ‘of hym fro 


vndur heuene; and Y schal ordeyne thee 
on a folk which is grettere and strongere 


than this folk. 5 And whanne Y cam doun 
fro the hil brennynge, and helde with euer 
either hond twei tablis of boond of pees, 
and Y seiy, 1° that ye hadde synned to 
youre Lord God, and hadden maad to you 
a yotun calf, and hadden forsake swiftli 
the weie of God which he schewide to you, 
17Y castide doun the tablis fro myn hondis, 
and brak tho tablis in youre siyt. 18 And 
Y felde doun bifor the Lord as ‘biforto, in 
fourti daies and fourti nyytis, and Y eet 


not breed, ‘and drank not watir, for alle 
youre synnes whiche ye diden ayens the 


Lord, and terriden hym to ‘greet wraththe; 
19 for Y dredde the indignacioun and yre 
of hym, by which he was stirid ayens you, 
and wolde do you awey. And the Lord 
herde me also in this tyme. 2° Also the 
Lord was wrooth greteli ayens Aaron, and 
wolde alto breke hym, and Y preiede in lijk 
maner for hym. 2! ‘Forsothe Y took youre 
synne which ye maden, that is, the calf, 


and brente it in fier, and Y alto brak in 
gobetis, and droof outerli in to dust, and 


castide forth in to the stronde, that cam 
doun fro the hil. 22 Also in the brennyng, 


and in the temptacioun at the watris of 
ayenseiyng, and in the Sepulcris of Couey- 
tise, ye terriden the Lord; 23 and whanne 
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Y sente you fro Cades Barne, and seide, 
‘Stye ye, and welde the lond which Y yaf to 
you, and ye dispisiden the comaundement 
of youre Lord God, and ye bileueden not 
to him, nether ye wolden here his vois; 
24 but euere ye weren rebel, fro the day 
in which Y bigan to knowe you. 25 And Y 
lay byfore the Lord fourti daies and fourti 
nyytis, in whiche Y bisouyte hym mekeli, 
that he schulde not ‘do awey you, as he 
manaasside. 2° And Y preiede, and seide, 
Lord God, distrye not thi puple, and thin 
eritage, which thou ‘ayen bouytist in thi 
greetnesse, which thou leddist out of Egipt 
in strong hond. 27 Haue thou mynde of thi 
seruauntis, of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; 
biholde thou not the hardnesse of this 
puple, and the wickidnesse, and the synne 
therof, 28 lest perauenture the dwelleris 
of the lond, out of which thou leddist vs, 
seien, The Lord myyte not bryng hem in to 
the lond which he bihiyte to hem, and he 
hatide hem; therfor he ledde hem out that 

e schulde sle hem in wildirnesse; 29 and 
thei ben thi puple and thin eritage, which 
thou leddist out in thi greet strengthe, and 
in thin arm holdun forth. 


10 


1 In that tyme the Lord seide to me, 
Hewe thou twei tablis of stoon to thee, 
as the formere weren; and stie thou to 
me ‘in to the hil. And thou schalt make 
an arke, 2 ‘ether a cofere, of tree, and Y 
schal write in the tablis, the wordis that 
weren in these tablis whiche thou brakist 
bifore; and thou schalt putte tho tablis in 
to the arke. 3? Therfor Y made an ark of the 
trees of Sechim, and whanne Y hadde hewe 
twei tablis of stoon, at the licnesse of the 
formere tablis, Y stiede in to the hil, and 
hadde the tablis in the hondis. 4 And he 
wroot in the tablis, bi that that he ‘hadde 
writun bifore, ten wordis, whiche the Lord 
spak to you in the hil, fro the myddis of the 
fyer, whanne the puple was gaderid, and he 
yaf the tablis to me. 5 And Y turnide ayen 
fro the hil, and cam doun, and puttide the 
tablis in to the arke which Y hadde maad, 
‘whiche tablis ben there hidur to, as the 
Lord comaundide to me. © Forsothe the 
sones of Israel moueden tentis fro Beroth 
of the sones of Jachan in to Mosera, where 
Aaron was deed, and biried, for whom his 
sone Eleazar was set in preesthod. 7 Fro 
thennus thei camen in to Galgad; fro which 
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place thei yeden forth, and settiden tentis 
in Jehabatha, in the lond of watris and of 
strondis. 8 In that tyme Y departide the 
lynage of Leuy, that it schulde bere the 
arke of boond of pees of the Lord, and 
schulde stonde bifor hym in seruyce, and 
schulde blesse in his name til in to present 
dai. ° For which thing Leuy hadde not part, 
nether possession with hise brithren, for 
the Lord hym silf is his possessioun, as thi 
Lord God bihiyte to hym. 1° Forsothe Y 


stood in the hil as bifore, fourti daies and 
fourti niytis, and the Lord herde me also 


in this tyme, and nolde leese thee. 11 And 
he seide to me, Go thou, and go bifor this 
puple, that it entre, and welde the lond 


which Y swoor to her fadris, that Y schulde 
yeue to hem. !2 And now, Israel, what axith 


thi Lord God of thee, no but that thou drede 
thi Lord, and go in hise weies, and that 


thou loue hym, and serue thi Lord God in 


al thin herte, and in al thi soule; 13. and that 
thou kepe the comaundementis of thi Lord 


God, and the cerymonyes of hym, whiche 
Y comaunde to thee to dai, that it be wel 
to thee. 14Lo! heuene is of thi Lord God, 
and heuene of heuene; the erthe and alle 
thingis that ben ther ynne ben hise; 15 and 
netheles the Lord was glued * to thi fadris, 


and louede hem, and he chees her seed 
after hem, and you of alle folkis, as it is 


preued to dai. 1° Therfor circumcide ye 
the prepucie, ‘ethir vnclennesse, of youre 
herte,t and no more make ye harde youre 
nol. 17 For youre Lord God hym silf is 
God of goddis, and Lord of lordis, ‘God 
greet, and miyti, and feerdful, which takith 
not persoone, nether yiftis. 18 He makith 


doom to the fadirles, and modirles, and 
to the widewe; he loueth a pilgrym, and 


yyueth to hym lyiflode and clothing. 19 And 
therfor ‘loue ye pilgryms, for also ye weren 
comelyngis in the lond of Egipt. 2° Thou 


schalt drede thi Lord God, and thou schalt 
serue hym aloone, and thou schalt cleue to 


hym, and thou schalt swere in his name. 
21 He is thi preisyng, and thi God, that 
made to thee these grete dedis, and ferdful, 
whiche thin iyen siyen. 22 In seuenti men 
thi fadris yeden doun in to Egipt, and lo! 
now thi Lord God hath multiplied thee as 
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the sterris of heuene. 


11 
1 Therfor loue thi Lord God, and 
kepe thou hise comaundementis and 
cerymonyes, domes and heestis, inal tyme. 
2 Knowe ye to day tho thingis whiche youre 


sones knowen not, ‘whiche sones sien not 
the doctryn of youre Lord God, hise grete 


dedis, and strong hond, and ‘arm holdun 
forth, 3 myraclis and werkis, whiche he 
dide ‘in the myddis of Egipt to Farao, 
kyng, and to al ‘the lond of hym, and to 
al the oost of Egipcians, 4 and to horsis, 
and carris; hou the watris of the reed see 
hiliden hem, whanne thei pursueden you, 


and the Lord ‘dide awei hem ‘til in to 
‘present dai; 5 and whiche thingis the Lord 
dide to you in wildernesse, til ye camen 
to this place; © and to Dathan and Abiron, 
‘the sones of Heliab, that was ‘the sone 
of Ruben, whiche the erthe swolewide, 
whanne his mouth was openyd, with ‘the 


housis and tabernaclis, and al the catel ‘of 
hem which thei hadden, in the myddis 


of Israel. 7 Youre iyen sien alle the grete 
werkis of the Lord, ® whiche he dide, that ye 
kepe alle hise heestis whiche Y comaunde 
to dai to you, and that ye moun entre, and 
welde the lond, ?to which ye schulen entre, 
and ye lyue therynne in myche time; which 
lond, flowynge with mylk and hony, the 
Lord bihiyte vndur an ooth to youre fadris 
and to ‘the seed of hem. 1° For the lond, 
to which thou schalt entre to welde, is not 
as the lond of Egipt, ‘out of which thou 
yedist, where whanne the seed is cast in 
the maner of gardyns, moist waters ben 


led; 11 but it is hilli, and feldi, and abidith 
reynes fro heuene, !2 which lond thi Lord 


God biholdith, and hise iyen ben therynne, 
fro the bigynnyng of the yeer ‘til to the 
ende therof. 13 Therfor if ye schulen obeie 
to myn heestis whiche Y comaunde to 
dai to you, that ye loue youre Lord God, 
and serue hym in al youre herte, and in 
al youre soule; !4 he schal yyue to youre 
lond reyn tymeful and late, that ye gadere 
wheete, and wyn, and oile, 15 hey of the 
feeldis to feede beestis, that ye bothe ete 
and be fillid. 1° Be ye war, lest perauenture 


10:15 the Lord was glued, that is, was ioyned to hem with the glu of charite bi his pure liberalte, for he hadde no 


nede to hem, as nether to thee. 


T 10:16 of youre herte, that is, in doinge awey al yuel thouyt and wille. 
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youre herte be disseyued, and ye go awei 
fro the Lord, and serue alien goddis, and 
worschipe hem; !” and the Lord be wrooth, 
and close heuene, and reynes come not 
doun, nether the erthe yyue his fruyt, and 
ye perische swiftli fro the beste lond which 
the Lord schal yyue to you. 18 Putte ye 
thes wordis in youre hertes and soules, 
and honge ye ‘tho wordis for a signe in the 
hondis, and sette ye bitwixe youre iyen. 
19 Teche youre sones, that thei thenke on 


tho wordis, whanne thou sittist in thin 
hows, and goist in the weie, and lyggist 


doun, and risist. 2° Thou schalt write tho 
wordis on the postis, and yatis of thin hous, 


21 that the daies of thee and of thi sones 
be multiplied in the lond which the Lord 


swoor to thi fadris, that he schulde yyue 
to hem, as long as heuene is aboue erthe. 
22 For if ye kepen the heestis whiche Y 
comaunde to you, and ye do tho, that ye 
loue youre Lord God, and go in alle hise 
weies, 23 and cleue to hym, the Lord schal 
destrie alle these hethen men bifor youre 
face, and ye schulen welde tho folkis that 
ben grettere and strongere than ye. 24 Ech 
place which youre foot schal trede, schal 
be youre; fro the deseert, and fro the Liban, 
and fro the greet flood Eufrates ‘til to the 
west see, schulen be youre termes. 25 Noon 
schal stonde ayens you; youre Lord God 
schal yiue youre outward drede and inward 
drede on ech lond which ye schulen trede, 
as he spak to you. 2©Lo! Y sette forth in 
youre siyt to day blissyng and cursyng; 
27 blessyng, if ye obeien to the heestis of 
youre Lord God, whiche Y comaunde to 
you to dai; 28 cursyng, if ye heren not 
the heestis of youre Lord God, but goen 


awei fro the weie which Y schewe now to 
you, and goen after alien goddis whiche ye 


knowen not. 29 Sotheli whanne thi Lord 
God hath brouyt thee in to the lond, to 


which to enhabite thou goist, thou schalt 
sette blessyng on the hil Garisym, cursyng 
on the hil Hebal, whiche hillis ben biyende 
Jordan, °° aftir the weie that goith to the 
goyng doun of the sunne, in the lond of 
Cananey, that dwellith in the feeldi places 
ayens Galgala, which is bisidis the valey 
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goynge and entrynge fer. 31 For ye schulen 
passe Jordan, that ye welde the lond which 
youre Lord God schal yyue to you, and that 
ye haue and welde that lond. 32 Therfor 
se ye, ‘that ye fille the cerymonyes and 
cones, whiche I schal sette to dai in youre 
siyt. 


12 
1 These ben the heestis and domes, 
whiche ye owen to do, in the lond which 
the Lord God of thi fadrys schal yyue to 


thee, that thou welde it, in alle daies in 
whiche thou schalt go on erthe. ? Distrie 


ye alle the places wherynne hethen men 
whiche ye schulen welde, worschipiden 
her goddis, on hiy mounteyns, and litle 


hillis, and vndur ech tre ful of bowis. 
3 Distrie ye ‘the auteris of hem, and ‘breke 


ye the ymagis; brenne ye the wodis with 
fier, and al to breke ye the idolis; destrie 
ye ‘the names of hem fro the places. 4 Ye 
schulen not do so to youre Lord God * ; but 
ye schulen come to the place which youre 
Lord God chees of alle youre lynagis, that 
he putte his name there, and dwelle th- 
erynne; ©and ye schulen come, and schulen 
offre in that place youre brent sacrifices, 
and slayn sacrifices, the dymes, and firste 
fruytis of youre hondis, and avowis and 
yiftis, the firste gendrid thingis of oxun, 
and of scheep. 7 And ye and youre housis 
schulen ete there in the siyt of youre Lord 
God; and ye schulen be glad in alle thingis 
to whiche ye putten hond, in whiche youre 
Lord God blesside you. 8 Ye schulen not 
do there tho thingis whiche we don here 
to dai, ech man that semeth riytful to 
‘hym silf. 9% For ‘til in to present tyme 
ye camen not to reste and possessioun, 
which the Lord God schal yyue to you. 
10 Ye schulen passe Jordan, and ye schulen 
dwelle in the lond which youre Lord God 
schal yyue to you, that ye reste fro alle 
enemyes ‘bi cumpas, and dwelle without 
ony drede. 1 In the place which youre 
Lord God chees that his name be therynne. 
Thidur ye schulen bere alle thingis, whiche 
Y comaunde, brent sacrifices, and sacri- 
fices, and the dymes, and firste fruytis of 


* 
12:4 ye schulen not do so to youre Lord God; that is, in offringe sacrifices in dyuerse places, as idolatrouris diden 
to her idols. as mysbileuing men don, seching her Goddis hither and thider 
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youre hondis, and what euere is the beste 
in yiftis, whiche ye auowiden to the Lord. 
12 Ther ye schulen ete bifor youre Lord 
God, ye, and youre sones and douytris, 
youre seruauntis, and seruauntessis, and 
the dekenes, that dwellen in youre citees; 
for thei han not other part and possessioun 
among you. !° Be thou war lest thou offre 
thi brent sacrifices in ech place which thou 
seest, 14 but in that place which the Lord 
chees in oon of thi lynagis thou schalt 
offre sacrifices, and schalt do what euer 
thingis Y comaunde to thee. 15 Forsothe 
if thou wolt ete, and the etyng of fleischis 
delitith thee, sle thou, and ete, bi the 
blessyng of thi Lord God, which he yaf to 
thee in thi citees, whether it is vnclene, 
‘that is, spottid ether wemmed and feble, 
ether clene, ‘that is, hool in membris and 
with out wem, which is leueful to be of- 
frid, thou schalt ete as a capret and hert; 
oneli without etyng of blood, 1° which thou 
schalt schede out as watir on the erthe. 
17 Thou schalt not mowe ete in thi citees 
the tithis of thi wheete, wyn, and oile, 
the firste gendrid thingis of droues, and 
of scheep, and alle thingis whiche thou 
hast avowid and wolt offre bi fre wille, 
and the firste fruytis of thin hondis; 18 but 
thou schalt ete tho bifor thi Lord God, in 
the place which thi Lord God chees, thou, 
and thi sone, and douyter, seruaunt, and 
seruauntesse, and the dekene that dwellith 
in thi citees; and thou schalt be glad, and 
schalt be fillid bifor thi Lord God in alle 
thingis to whiche thou holdist forth thin 
hond. 19 Be thou war lest thou forsake the 
dekene in al tyme, ‘in which thou lyuest in 
erthe. 20 Whanne thi Lord God hath alargid 
thi termes, as he spak to thee, and thou 
wolt ete fleischis, whiche thi soule desirith, 
21 forsothe if the place is fer, which thi 
Lord God chees, that his name be there, 
thou schalt sle of thin oxun, and scheep, 
whiche thou hast, as ‘the Lord comaundide 
to thee; and thou schalt ete in thi citees as 
it plesith thee. 22 As a capret and hert is 
etun, so thou schalt ete tho; bothe a cleene 
man and vncleene schulen ete therof in 
comyn. 23 Oneli eschewe thou this, that 





* 
13:3 asaieth you, that is, suffrith siche thingis to be doon, that ye be preued. 
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thou ete not blood; for the blood ‘of tho 
beestis is for the lijf, and therfor thou owist 


not ete the lijf with fleischis, 24 but thou 


schalt schede as watir ‘the blood on the 
erthe, 25 that it be wel to thee, and to 
thi sones after thee, whanne thou hast do 
that, that plesith in the siyt of the Lord. 


26 Sotheli thou schalt take that that thou 
‘auowidist, and halewidist to the Lord, and 
thou schalt come to the place which the 


Lord chees; 27 and thou schalt offre thin 
offryngis, fleischis, and blood, on the auter 


of thi Lord God; thou schalt schede in the 
auter the blood of sacrifices; forsothe thou 
schalt ete the fleischis. 28 Kepe thou and 


here alle thingis whiche Y comaunde to 


thee, that it be wel to thee, and to thi sones 
after thee, with outen ende, whanne thou 
hast do that, that is good and plesaunt in 


the siyt of thi Lord God. 29 Whanne thi 
Lord God hath distryed bifor thi face folkis, 


to whiche thou schalt entre to welde, 
and thou hast weldid tho folkis, and hast 
dwellid in ‘the lond of hem, 3° be thou 
war lest thou sue hem, aftir that thei ben 
distried, whanne thou entrist, and thou 
seke ‘the cerymonyes of hem, and seie, As 


these folkis worschipyden her goddis, so 
and Y schal worschipe. 3! Thou schalt not 
do in lijk manere to thi Lord God; for thei 
diden to her goddis alle abhomynaciouns 


whiche the Lord wlatith, and offriden her 
sones and douytris, and brenten with fier. 


32 Do thou to the Lord this thing oneli 


which Y comaunde to thee, nethir adde 
thou ony thing, nether abate. 


13 

1 If a prophete risith in the myddis of 
thee, ethir he that seith hym silf to haue 
seyn a dreem, and he biforseith a signe 
and a wondur to comynge aftir, 2 and 
this that he spak bifallith, and he seith to 
thee, Go we, and sue alien goddis, whiche 
thou knowist not, and serue we hem, 
3 thou schalt not here the wordis of that 
prophete, ether of dremere; for youre Lord 
God assaieth you,” that he wite T opynli 
whether ye louen hym ether nay, in al 
youre herte, and in al youre soule. 4 Sue ye 


i 13:3 that he wite, that is, that 


he make to be knowun of othere men, for he takith not of newe the knowing of ony thing, but he knewe alle thingis 
fro with out bigynnyng, and in this maner God spekith in xxij. co. of Genesis, Now Y haue knowe that thou dredist 
the Lord, that is, Y haue made knowun, for bi the offring of Isaac the obedience of Abraham was knowun to men, and 


was put to hem into ensaumple. 
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youre Lord, and ‘drede ye hym; kepe ye his 
comaundementis, and here ye ‘the vois of 
hym; ye schulen serue hym, and ye schulen 
cleue to hym. 5 Forsothe thilke prophete, 
ether the feynere of dremes, schal be slayn 
+; for he spak that he schulde turne you 
awei fro youre Lord God, that ladde you 
out of the lond of Egipt, and ayenbouyte 
you fro the hous of seruage, that ‘thilke 
prophete schulde make thee to erre fro the 


weie which thi Lord God comaundide to 
thee; and thou schalt do awey yuel fro the 


myddis of thee. °If thi brothir, the sone of 
thi modir, ether thi sone, ethir thi douyter, 
ether the wijf which is in thi bosum, ethir 


thi freend whom thou louest as thi soule, 
wole counsele thee, and seith priueli, Go 


we and serue alien goddis, whiche thou 


knowist not, 7 and thi fadris, of alle the 
folkis ‘in cumpas, that ben niy ether fer, 


fro the bigynnyng ‘til to the ende of the 
lond, ® assente thou not to hym, nether 
here thou, nether thin iyen spare hym, 
that thou haue mercy, ° and hide hym, but 
anoon thou schalt sle hym.8 Thin hond 
be fyrst on him and aftir thee al the puple 
putte to hond. 1° He schal be oppressid 
with stoonus, and ‘schal be slayn; for he 


wolde drawe thee awei fro thi Lord God, 
that ledde thee out of the lond of Egipt, 


fro the hous of seruage, !! that al Israel 
here and drede, and do no more ony thing 
lik this thing. 12 If thou herist ony men 
seiynge in oon of thi citees, whiche thi 
Lord God schal yyue to thee to enhabite, 
13 The sones of Belial yeden out fro the 
myddis of thee, and turneden awei the 


dwelleris of the citee, and seiden, Go we, 
and serue alien goddis whiche ye knowen 


not, !4enquere thou bisili, and whanne the 
treuthe of the thing is biholdun diligentli, 
if thou fyndist that this thing is certeyn, 


which is seid, and that this abhominacioun 
is doon in werk, !5 anoon thou schalt smyte 


the dwelleris of that citee bi the scharp- 
nesse of swerd, and thou schalt ‘do it awey, 
and alle thingis that ben ther ynne, “til to 
beestis. 1¢ Also what euer thing of purte- 
naunce of houshold is, thou schalt gadere 
in the myddis of the stretis therof, and 





+ 13:5 schal be slayn without mersy, while he is conuyct bi witnessis ether knoulechith. 


schalt sle him, whanne he is demed bi iugis. 


169 


Deuteronomy 14:13 


thou schalt brenne with that citee, so that 
thou waste alle thingis to thi Lord God, and 


it be a biriel euerlastynge; it schal no more 
be bildid. 1” And no thing of that cursyng 
schal cleue in thin hond, that the Lord 
be turned awei fro the yre of his strong 
veniaunce, and haue mercy on thee, and 
multiplie thee, as he swoor to thi fadris. 


18 Whanne thou hast herd the vois of thi 
Lord God, thou schalt kepe alle hise heestis 


whiche Y comaunde to thee to day, that 
thou do that that is plesaunt in the siyt of 
thi Lord God. 


1 Be ye the sones of youre Lord God; ye 
schulen not kitte you,” nether ye schulen 


make ballidnesse, 2 on a deed man, for thou 
art an hooli puple to thi Lord God, and he 


chees thee that thou be to hym in to a spe- 
cial puple, of alle folkis that ben on erthe. 
3 Ete ye not tho thingis that ben vncleene. 
4 This is a beeste which ye schulen ete; an 
oxe, and a scheep, and a goet, an hert, 5a 
capret, a ‘wielde oxe, tregelafun, ‘that is, 
a beeste in parti lijk ‘a buk of geet, and in 
parti liik an hert, a figarde, an ostrich, a 
camelioun, ‘that is, a beeste lijk in the heed 
to a camel, and hath white spottis in the 
bodi as a parde, and ‘is lijk an hors in the 
necke, and in the feet is lijc a ‘wilde oxe, 
and a parde. © Ye schulen ete ech beeste 
that departith the clee ‘in to twei partis, 
and chewith code. 7 Sotheli ye schulen 


not ete these beestis, of these that chewen 
code, and departen not the clee; a camel, 


an hare, and a cirogrille, ‘that is, a beeste 
ful of prickis, and is more than an irchoun; 
for tho chewen code, and departen not 
the clee, tho schulen be vncleene to you; 
8 also a swyn, for it departith the clee, and 
chewith not code, schal be vncleene; ye 


schulen not ete the fleischis of tho, and 
ye schulen not touche the deed bodies. 


9 Ye schulen ete these thingis, of alle that 
dwellen in watris; ete ye tho thingis that 
han fynnes and scalis; 1° ete ye not tho 
thingis that ben with out fynnes and scalis, 
for tho ben vncleene. 1 Ete ye alle clene 
briddis; 12 ete ye not vncleene briddis, that 
is, an egle, and a gripe, } and an aliete, 


§ 13:9 anoon thou 


14:1 kitte you, in Ebreu it is, ye schulen not to-reende you. 


XRN 


3309 


Deuteronomy 14:14 


ixon, ‘that is, a whijt brid lesse than a 
vultur, and is of the ‘kynde of vultris, and 
a vultur, and a kite bi his kynde, 14 and al 
thing of rauenys kynde, 4 and a strucioun, 
and a nyyt crowe, and a lare, 1° and an 
hauk bi his kynde, a fawcun, 1” and a swan, 
and a siconye, and a dippere, a pursirioun, 


and a reremous, a cormeraunt, !8 and a 
caladrie, alle in her kynde; also a lapwynke 


and a backe. 19 And al thing that crepith, 
and hath fynnes, schal be vncleene, and 
schal not be etun. 2° Ete ye al thing that 
is cleene; sotheli what euer thing is deed 
bi it silf, ete ye not therof. 21 Yyue thou to 
the pilgrym which is with ynne thi yatis, 
that he ete, ether sille thou to hym, for 
thou art the hooli puple of thi Lord God. 
Thou schalt not sethe a kyde in ‘the mylk 
of his modir. 22 Thou schalt departe the 
tenthe part of alle thi fruytis that comen 
forth in the lond bi ech yeer; 23 and thou 
schal ete in the siyt of thi Lord God, in 
the place which he chees, that his name 
be clepid therynne; thou schalt offre the 
tithe of thi wheete, wyn, and oile, and the 
firste gendryd thingis of thi droues, and 
scheep, that thou lerne to drede thi Lord 
God in al tyme. 24 Sotheli whanne the wei is 
lengere, and the place which thi Lord God 


chees is fer, and he hath blessid thee, and 
thou maist not bere alle these thingis to 


that place, 2° thou schalt sille alle thingis, 
and schalt turne in to prijs, and thou schalt 
bere in thin hond, and thou schalt go to 
the place which thi Lord God chees; 2° and 
thou schalt bie of the same money what 
euer thing plesith to thee, ethir of droues, 
ether of scheep; also thou schalt bie wyn, 
and sidur, and al thing that thi soule de- 


sirith; and thou schalt ete bifor thi Lord 
God, and thou schalt make feeste, 27 thou, 
and thin hows, and the dekene which is 
withynne thi yatis; be thou war lest thou 


forsake hym, for he hath not other part in 
possessioun. 28 In the thridde yeer thou 
schalt departe another dyme of alle thingis 
that growen to thee in that yeer, and thou 
schalt kepe withynne thi yatis. 29 And 
the dekene schal come, whych hath noon 
other part nether possessioun with thee, 





* : : 
15:3 ofa pilgrym, in Ebreu it is, of a straungere; a straungere is he, that is not of the feith of Jewis. 
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and the pilgrym, and the fadirles, ether 


modirles child, and widue, that ben with- 
ynne thi yatis, ‘schulen come, and schulen 
ete, and be fillid, that thi Lord God blesse 
thee, in alle werkis of thin hondis whiche 
thou schalt do. 


15 

1 In the seuenthe yeer thou schalt make 
remyssioun, 2 that schal be fillid bi this 
ordre. To whom ony thing is ‘dettid, ethir 
owid of his freend, ether neiybore, and 
brother, he schal not mowe axe, for it is 
the yeer of remyssioun of the Lord. 3? Thou 
schalt axe of a pilgrym * and comelyng; 
thou hast not power to axe of a citeseyn 
and neiybore; 4 and outerli a nedi man and 
begger schal not be among you, that thi 


Lord God blesse thee, in the lond which he 
schal yyue to thee in to the possessioun. 


5 If netheles thou schalt here the vois of 
thi Lord God, and schalt kepe alle thingis 


whiche he comaundide, and whiche Y co- 
maunde to dai to thee, he schal blesse thee, 
as he bihiyte. © Thou schalt leene to many 
folkis,t and thou schalt not take borewyng 
of ony man; thou schalt be lord of ful many 


naciouns, and no man schal be lord of thee. 
7 If oon of thi britheren that dwellen with 
ynne the yatis of thi citee, in the lond 


which thi Lord God schal yyue to thee, 
cometh to pouert, thou schalt not make 


hard thin herte, nether thou schalt ‘drawe 
to gydere the hond, ® but thou schalt opene 


it to the pore man, and thou schalt ‘yyue 
loone to which thou siest hym haue nede. 
° Be thou war lest perauenture wickid 
thouyt crepe priueli to thee, and thou 
seie in thin herte, The seuenthe yeer of 
remyssioun neiyeth; and thou turne awey 
the iyen fro thi pore brother, and thou nyle 
yyue to hym the loone that he axith; lest 
he crie ayens thee to the Lord, and it be 
maad to thee in to synne. !°But thou schalt 
yyue to hym, and thou schalt ‘not do ony 
thing falsly in releuynge ‘hise nedis, that 
thi Lord God blesse thee in al tyme, and 
in alle thingis to whiche thou schalt sette 


to hond. 1! Pore men schulen not faile 
in the lond of ‘thin habitacioun; therfor 
Y comaunde to thee, that thou opene the 
hond to thi brother nedi and pore, that 


i 15:6 leene 


to many folkis, in Ebreu it is, thou schalt take weddis of many folkis. 
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lyuen with thee in the lond. 12 Whanne 
thi brothir an Ebrew man, ethir an Ebrew 
womman, is seeld to thee, and hath serued 
thee sixe yeer, in the seuenthe yeer thou 
schalt delyuere hym fre. 3 And thou schalt 
not suffre hym go awey voide, to whom 
thou hast yyue fredom; !4 but thou schalt 
yyue lijflode in the weye, of flockis, and of 
cornfloor, and of thi pressour, in whiche 
thi Lord God hath blessid thee. 15 Haue 
thou mynde that also thou seruedist in the 


lond of Egipt, and thi Lord God delyurede 
thee, ‘ether made thee free, and therfor 
Y comaunde now to thee. !¢ Forsothe if 
‘the seruaunt seith, Y nyle go out, for he 


loueth thee, and thin hows, and feelith that 
it is wel to hym at thee, thou schalt take 


‘a nal, 1” and thou schalt peerse his eere in 
the yate of thin hous, and he schal serue 


thee til in to the world, ‘that is til to the 
iubilee, ethir fiftithe yeer; also thou schalt 


do in lijk maner to the handmayde. 18 Thou 
schalt not turne awei fro hem thin iyen, 
whanne thou schalt delyure hem fre, for bi 


the hire of an hirid man thei serueden thee 
bi sixe yeer; that thi Lord God blesse thee, 


in alle the werkis whiche thou doist. 19 Of 
the first gendrid thingis that ben borun 


in thi droues, and scheep, what euer is of 
male kynde, thou schalt halewe to thi Lord 


God. Thou schalt not worche in the firste 
gendrid thing ‘of oxe, and thou schalt not 


clippe the firste gendrid thinges of scheep. 
20 Thou schalt ete tho bi alle yeeris in the 
siyt of thi Lord God, thou, and thin hows, in 
the place ‘which the Lord chees. 2! Sotheli 


if it hath a wem, ethir is crokid, ethir is 
blynd, ethir is foul, ethir feble in ony part, 


it schal not be offrid to thi Lord God; 2? but 
thou schalt ete it with ynne the yatis of 


thi citee, bothe a cleene man and vncleene 
schulen ete tho in lijk maner, as a capret 


and an hert. 23 Onely thou schalt kepe 


this, that thou ete not the blood of tho, but 
schede out as watir in to erthe. 


16 
1 Kepe thou the monethe of newe fruytis, 
and of the bigynnyng of somer, that thou 
make pask to thi Lord God; for in this 


monethe thi Lord God ledde thee out of 
Egipt in the nyyt. 2 And thou schalt offre 





* 
16:3 in drede thou yedist out; in Ebreu it is, sudeynly, ether hastily thou yedist out. 
+ 16:8 the gadering of thy Lord God; in Ebreu it is, the withholding of thi Lord 


that, that is, of the lomb of pask. 
God. 
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pask to thi Lord God, of scheep and of oxun, 
in the place which thi Lord God chees, that 


his name dwelle there. 3 Thou schalt not 
ete ‘ther ynne breed ‘diyt with sourdouy; 


in seuene daies thou schalt ete breed of 
affliccioun, with out sourdouy, for in drede 
thou yedist out * of Egipt, that thou haue 
mynde of the dai of thi goyng out of Egipt, 
in alle the daies of thi lijf. 4No thing 
‘diyt with sourdouy schal appere in alle thi 
termes by seuene daies, and of the fleischis 
of that Tf that is offrid in the euentid, schal 


not dwelle in the firste dai in the morewtid. 
5 Thou schalt not mow offre pask in ech 


of thi citees whiche thi Lord God schal 
yyue to thee, © but in the place which 


thi Lord God chees, that his name dwelle 
there; thou schalt offre pask in the euentid, 


at the goyng doun of the sunne, whanne 
thou yedist out of Egipt. 7 And thou schalt 
sethe, and ete, in the place which thi Lord 


God hath chose, and thou schalt rise in 
the morewtid of the secunde dai, and thou 
schalt go in to thi tabernaclis. 8 Bi sixe 
daies thou schalt ete therf breed; and in the 
seuenthe dai, for it is the gaderyng of thi 


Lord God,¥ thou schalt not do werk. ?Thou 
schalt noumbre to thee seuene woukis, fro 
that dai in which thou settidist a sikil in 
to the corn; !° and thou schalt halewe the 
feeste dai of woukis to thi Lord God, a 
wilful offryng of thyn hond, which thou 


schalt offre by the blessing of thi Lord God. 


11 And thou schalt ete bifore thi Lord God, 
thou, and thi sone, and thi douytir, and 


thi seruaunt, and thin handmayde, and 
the dekene which is with ynne thi yatis, 
and the comelynge, and the fadirles ethir 


modirles child, and the widue, that dwellen 
with you, in the place ‘which thi Lord God 


chees that his name dwelle there. 12 And 
thou schalt haue mynde for thou were 


seruaunt in Egipt, and thou schalt kepe and 
do tho thingis that ben comaundid. 13 And 
thou schalt halewe the solempnytee of 


tabernaclis bi seuene daies, whanne thou 
hast gaderid thi fruytis of the cornfloor, 


and pressour. !4 And thou schalt ete in thi 
feeste dai, thou, and thi sone, and douytir, 
and thi seruaunt, and handmayde, also the 
dekene, and comelyng, and the fadirles 
ether modirles child, and the widewe, that 


t 16:4 of the fleischis of 
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ben with ynne thi yatis, *schulen ete. 1 Bi 


seuene daies thou schalt halewe feestis to 
thi Lord God, in the place which the Lord 


chees; and thi Lord God schal blesse thee, 
in alle thi fruytis, and in al the werk of thin 


hondis, and thou schalt be in gladnesse. 
16 In thre tymes bi the yeer al thi male 
kynde schal appere in the siyt of thi Lord, 
in the place which he chees, in the solemp- 
nyte of therf looues, and in the solempnyte 
of woukis, and in the solempnyte of taber- 
naclis. A man schal not appere voide bifor 
the Lord; 17 but ech man schal offre vpe this 
that he hath, bi the blessyng of his Lord 
God, which he yaf to ‘that man. 18 Thou 
schalt ordeyne ‘iugis, and maystris,8 in alle 
thi yatis * whiche thi Lord God schal yyue 
to thee, bi ech of thi lynagis, that thei deme 
the puple bi iust doom, 19 and bowe not in 
‘to the tother part for fauour, ethir yifte 
‘ayens equete. Thou schalt not take per- 
soone nether yiftis, for whi yiftis blynden 
the iyen of wise men, ‘and chaungen the 
wordis of iust men. 2° Thou schalt pursue 
iustli that that is iust, that thou lyue and 


welde the lond which thi Lord God schal 
yyue to thee. 21 Thou schalt not plaunte a 


wode, and ech tre bi the auter of thi Lord 
God; 22 nether thou schalt make to thee, 
and ordeyne an ymage; whiche thingis thi 
Lord God hatith. 


ite 
1 Thou schalt not offre to thi Lord God an 
oxe and a scheep in which is a wem, ether 


ony thing of vice, for it is abhominacioun 


to thi Lord God. 2 And whanne a man 
ether a womman, that doon yuel in the 


siyte of thi Lord God, ben foundun at thee, 
with ynne oon of thi yatis whiche thi Lord 
God schal yyue to thee, and thei breken 
the couenaunt of God, 3 that thei go and 
serue alien goddis, and worschipe hem, the 
sunne, and moone, and al the knyythod 
of heuene, whiche thingis Y comaundide 


not; 4 and this is teld to thee, and thou 
herist, and ‘enquerist diligentli, and fyn- 
dist that it is soth, and abhomynacioun 





172 


Deuteronomy 17:16 


is doon in Israel; 5 thou schalt lede out 
the man and the womman, that diden a 
moost cursid thing, to the yatis of thy 
citee, and thei schulen be oppressid with 
stoonus. © He that schal be slayn, schal 
perische in the mouth of tweyne, ethir of 
thre witnessis; no man be slayn, for o man 
seith witnessyng ayens hym. 7 The hond 
of witnessis schal first sle hym, and the 
last hond of the tothir puple schal be sent, 
that thou do awei yuel fro the myddis of 
thee. ® If thou perseyuest, that hard and 


douteful doom is at thee, bitwixe blood 
and blood, cause and cause, lepre and not 
lepre, and thou seest that the wordis of 
iugis with ynne thi yatis ben dyuerse; rise 
thou, and stie to the place which thi Lord 
God hath choose; ? and thou schalt come 
to the preestis of the kyn of Leuy, and 
to the iuge which is in that tyme, and 


thou schalt axe of hem, whiche schulen 
schewe to thee the treuthe of doom. 1° And 
thou schalt do, what euer thing thei seien, 


that ben souereyns in the place which the 


Lord chees, and techen thee bi the lawe of 
the Lord; 1! thou schalt sue the sentence 
of hem; thou schalt not bowe to the riyt 


side, ether to the lefte. 12 Forsothe that 
man schal die, which is proud, and nyle 


obeie to the comaundement of the preest, 
‘that mynystrith in that tyme to thi Lord 
God, and to the sentence of iuge, and thou 
schalt do awei yuel fro the myddis of Israel; 
13 and al the puple schal here, and drede, 
that no man fro thennus forth bolne with 
pride. 14 Whanne thou hast entrid in to 
the lond, which thi Lord God schal yyue to 
thee, and weldist it, and dwellist therynne, 
and seist, Y schal ordeyne a kyng on me, 
as alle naciouns ‘bi cumpas han; 15 thou 
schalt ordeyne hym,* whom thi Lord God 


chesith of the noumbre of thi brethren. 
Thou schalt not mow make king a man of 


anothir folk, which man is not thi brother. 
16 And whanne the king is ordeyned, he 
schal not multiplie horsis to hym, nethir 
he schal lede ayen the puple in to Egipt, 
nethir he schal be reisid bi the noumbre 


S 16:18 jugis and maistris; this word and is set for this word that is, for iugis owen to be lernyd in the lawis; in 
Ebreu it is, iugis and exactours; exactours ben thei that enqueren the truthe bi mesurable betingis and turmentis; and 


performen the sentence of iugis. 


yate therof. 


* 
16:18 in alle thi yatis, that is, in the yatis of each citee, netheles not in each 


* 
17:15 thou schalt ordeyne him, that is, in to the king; this is not a comaundement, but a simple 


graunt, which is of yuel; if this were an heest, the puple hadde not synned in axinge a king, but the puple synnede in 


this axing, as it is seid in j. book of Kingis xij. co. 
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of knyytis, moost sithen the Lord comaun- 
dide to you, that ye turne no more ayen bi 
the same weie. 17 The kyng schal not haue 
ful many wyues, that drawen his soule 
‘to ouer myche fleischlynesse, nether ‘he 
schal haue grete burthuns of siluer and of 
gold. 18 Forsothe after that he hath sete 
in the trone of his rewme, he schal write 
T to himsilf the deuteronomy of this lawe 
in a ‘volym ether book, and he schal take 
‘a saumpler at preestis of ‘the kyn of Leuy; 
19 and he schal haue it with hym,* and he 
schal rede it in alle the daies of his lif, 


that he lerne to drede his Lord God, and 
to kepe hise wordis and cerymonyes, that 


ben comaundid in the lawe; 2° nether his 
herte be reisid in to pride on hise brithren, 


nether bowe he in to the riyt side, ether left 
side, that he regne long tyme, he and hise 
sones on Israel. 


1 Preestis and dekenes, and alle men that 
ben of the same lynage, schulen ‘not haue 
part and eritage with the tother puple of 


Israel, for thei schulen ete the sacrifices 
of the Lord, and the offryngis of hym; 


2 and thei schulen not take ony othir thing 
of the possessioun of her britheren; for 
the Lord hym silf is the ‘eritage of hem, 
as he spak to hem. 3 This schal be the 
doom * of preestis of the puple, and of 


hem that offren sacrifices; whether ‘thei 
offren an oxe, ether a scheep, thei schulen 


yyue to the preest the schuldre, and the 
paunche, the firste fruytis of wheete, 4 and 
of wyn, and of oile, and a part of wollis 
of the scheryng of scheep. ° For thi Lord 
God chees hym of alle thi lynagis, that he 
stonde and mynystre to ‘the name of the 
Lord, he and hise sones, with outen ende. 
6 If a dekene goith out of oon of thi citees 
of al Israel, in which he dwellith, ‘and wole 
come and desirith the place which the Lord 
chees, 7 he schal mynystre in the name of 
his Lord God as alle hise britheren dekenes, 
that schulen stonde in that tyme byfore 
the Lord. ® He schal take the same part of 





T 17:18 schal write, that is, schal make to be writun. 
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meetis, ‘which and othere dekenes schulen 
take; outakun that that is due to hym in 


his citee, bi ‘successioun ethir eritage ‘of 
fadir. 9 Whanne thou hast entrid in to 
the lond which thi Lord God schal yyue 


to thee, be thou war lest thou wole sue 
abhomynaciouns of tho folkis; !° noon be 


foundun in thee that clensith his sone, 
ether his douytir, ‘and ledith bi the fier, 


ethir that axith questiouns of dyuynouris 
‘that dyuynen aboute the auteris, and that 
taketh hede to dremes and chiteryng of 
bryddis; nethir ony wicche be, ! nethir 
an enchauntere, ‘that is, that disseyueth 
mennus iyen that a thing seme that is 


not; nether a man take counsel at hem 
that han a feend spekynge ‘in the wombe, 


nether take counsel at false dyuynouris 


nethir seke of deed men the treuthe. 12 For 
the Lord hath abhomynacioun of alle these 


thingis, and for siche wickidnessis he schal 
do awei hem in thin entryng. 1° Thou 
schalt be perfit and without filthe, with thi 


Lord God. 14 These hethen men, ‘the lond 
of whiche thou schalt welde, heren hem 
that worchen bi chiteryng of briddis, and 


false dyuynouris; forsothe thou art tauyt 


in other maner of thi Lord God. 15 Thi 
Lord God schal reise a prophete of thi folk 


and of thi britheren as me, thou schalt 
here hym; 1° as thou axidist of thi Lord 


God in Oreb, whanne the cumpany was 
gaderid, and thou seidist, Y schal no more 
here the vois of my Lord God, and Y schal 
no more se ‘this grettiste fier, lest Y die. 
17 And the Lord seide to me, Thei spaken 
wel alle thingis. 18 Y schal reise to hem a 
prophete, lijk thee, of the myddis of her 
britheren, and Y schal putte my wordis in 
his mouth, and he schal speke to hem alle 
thingis, whiche I schal comaunde to him. 
19Forsothe Y schal be vengere of ‘that man, 
that nyle here the wordis ‘of hym, whiche 
he schal speke in my name. 2° ‘Sotheli 
a prophete ‘schal be slayn, which is bis- 
chrewid with pride, and wole speke in my 
name tho thingis, whiche Y comaundide 
not to hym, that he schulde seie, ethir 


# 17:19 and schal haue with him; Ebrews seyen that he 


schulde have ij. bokis, oon to bere with him, that he myyte ofte rede there, and another book to be kept in the hows of 
his tresour, as a most preciouse thing: the king schal not haue grete chargis of siluer and of gold, that is to superfluyte, 
but onely to the nede of his staat, and to defence of his rewme: the king schal not multiplie horsis to him silf to pride, 


but onely to the oneste of his staat, and to defence of his rewme. 


grauntid. 


* 
18:3 that is, the thing iustly youun ether 
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bi the name of alien goddis. 2! That if 
thou answerist bi pryuy thouyt, Hou may 
Y vndirstonde the word, which the Lord 
spak not? thou schalt haue this signe,t 
22 ‘The Lord spak not this thing which 
thilke prophete biforseid in the name of 


the Lord, ‘and it bifallith not, but ‘the 
prophete feynede bi the pride of his soule, 


and therfor thou schalt not drede hym. 


19 
1 Whanne thi Lord God hath distried the 
folkis, whose lond he schal yyue to thee, 
and thou hast weldid it, and hast dwellid in 
the citees and housis therof; 2 thou schalt 
departe thre citees to thee ‘in the myddis 


of the lond which thi Lord God schal yyue 
to thee into possessioun. 3 Thou schalt 
make redi diligentli the weye, and thou 
schalt departe euenly in to thre partis al 
the prouynce of thi lond, that he that is 
exilid for mansleyng, haue ‘of nyy whidur 
he may ascape. 4 This schal be the lawe 
of a mansleere fleynge, whos lijf schal be 
kept. If a man smytith vnwityngli his 
neiybore, and which is preuyd to haue not 
had ony hatered ayens hym yistirdai and 
the thridde dai agoon, > but to haue go 
sympli with hym in to the wode to hewe 
doun trees, and in the fellyng doun of 
trees the axe fleeth fro the hond, and the 
yrun slidith fro the helue, and smytith, and 


sleeth his freend; this man schal flee to 
oon of the forseid citees, and schal lyue; 


6 lest perauenture the next kynesman of 
hym, whos blood is sched out, be prickid 
with sorewe, and ‘pursue, and take hym, 
if the weie is lengere, and smyte ‘the lijf 
of hym which is not gilti of deeth; for it 
is schewid that he hadde not ony hatered 
bifore ayens hym that is slayn. 7 Therfor 
Y comaunde to thee, that thou departe 
thre citees of euene space bitwixe hem 


silf. 8 Forsothe whanne thi Lord God hath 
alargid thi termes, as he swoor to thi fadris, 


and hath youe to thee al the lond which he 
bihiyte to hem; if netheles thou kepist hise 
comaundementis, 9 and doist tho thingis 
whiche Y comaunde to thee to day, that 
thou loue thi Lord God, and go in hise 
weies in al tyme, thou schalt adde to thee 
thre othere citees, and thou schalt double 





T 18:21 to knowea false prophete fro a trewe prophete. 
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the noumbre of the forseid citees, 1° that 
gilteles blood be not sched out in the my- 


ddis of the lond which thi Lord God schal 
yyue to thee to haue in possessioun, lest 


thou be gilti of blood. ! Forsothe if ony 
man hatith his neiybore, and settith aspies, 
‘ether tresouns, to his lijf, and risith, and 
smytith him, and he is deed, and he fleeth 


to oon of the forseid citees, 12 the eldere 
men of that citee schulen sende, and ‘thei 
schulen take hym fro the place of refuyt; 


and thei schulen bitake hym in to the hond 
of the nexte kynesman of hym, whos blood 


is sched out, 13 and he schal die, and thou 
schalt not haue mercy on hym; and thou 


schalt do awey gilti blood fro Israel, that 


it be wel to thee. 14 Thou schalt not take, 
and turne ouer the termes of thi neiybore, 


which the formere men settiden in thi 
possessioun, which thi Lord God schal yyue 


to thee in the lond, ‘which lond thou schalt 
take ‘to be weldid. 45 0 witnesse schal not 
stonde ayens ony man, what euer thing 


it is of synne and of wickidnesse; but ech 
word schal stonde in the mouth of tweyne 


ethir of thre witnessis. 1° If a fals witnesse 
stondith ayens a man, and accusith hym o 


brekyng of the lawe, bothe, !” of whiche the 


cause is, schulen stonde bifor the Lord, in 
the siyt of preestis, and of iugis, that ben 


in tho daies. 18 And whanne thei sekynge 
moost diligentli han founde that the fals 
witnesse seide a leesyng ayens his brothir, 
19 thei schulen yelde to hym, as he thouyte 


to do to his brother; and thou schalt do 
awey yuel fro the myddis of thee, that 


othere men here, 2° and haue drede, and be 
no more hardi to do siche thingis. 21 Thou 


schalt not haue mercy on hym, but thou 
schalt axe lijf for lijf, iye for iye, tooth for 
tooth, hond for hond, foot for foot. 


20 


1 If thou goist out to batel ayens thin 
enemyes, and seest multitude of knyytis, 
and charis, and grettere multitude of the 


aduersarie oost than thou hast, thou schalt 
not drede hem; for thi Lord God is with 
thee, that ledde thee out of the lond of 
Egipt. 2 Sotheli whanne the batel neiyeth 


now, the preest schal stonde bifor the 
scheltrun, and thus he schal speke to the 
puple, 3 Thou, Israel, here to dai, ye han 
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batel ayens youre enemyes; youre herte 
drede not, ‘nyle ye drede; nyle ye yyue 
stede, drede ye not hem; 4 for youre Lord 
God is in the myddis of you, and he schal 
fiyte for you ayens aduersaries, that he 
delyuere you fro perel. 5 ‘Also the duykis 
schulen crie bi alle cumpanyes, ‘while the 
oost schal here, Who is a man that bildide 
a newe hows, and halewide not it?* go 
he and turne ayen into his hows, lest per- 


auenture he die in batel, and another man 
halewe it. © Who is a man that plauntide a 


vyner, and not yit made it to be comyn, and 


of which it is leeueful to alle men to ete? 
go he, and turne ayen in to his hows, lest 
perauenture he die in batel, and anothir 
man be set in his office. 7 Who is aman that 
spowside a wijf, and ‘took not hir ‘bi fleis- 
chli knowyng? go he, and turne ayen in to 
his hows, lest perauenture he die in batel, 


and anothir man take hir. 8 Whanne these 
thingis ben seid, thei schulen adde othere 


thingis, and schulen speke to the peple, 
Who is a ferdful man, and of gastful herte? 
go he, and turne ayen in to his hows, lest 
he make ‘the hertis of his britheren for to 
drede, as he is agast bi drede. ? And whanne 
the duykis of the oost ben stille, and han 
maad ende of speking, ech ‘of the princis 
and cheuenteyns of the oost schal make 
redie his cumpeneyes to batel. 1° If ony 
tyme thou schalt go to a citee to ouercome 
it, first thou schalt profire pees to it.t 11 If 
the citee resseyueth, and openeth to thee 
the yatis, al the puple that is ther ynne 


schal be saued, and schal serue thee vndur 
tribut. 12 Sotheli if they nylen make boond 


of pees, and bigynnen batel ayens thee, 
thou schalt fiyte ayens it. 13 And whanne 


thi Lord God hath bitake it in thin hond, 
thou schalt smyte bi the scharpnesse of 


swerd al thing of male kynde which is 
ther ynne, 14 with out wymmen, and yonge 
children, beestis and othere thingis that 
ben in the citee. Thou schalt departe al the 
prey to the oost, and thou schalt ete of the 
spuylis of thin enemyes, whiche spuylis thi 
Lord God yaf to thee. 5 Thus thou schalt do 


to alle the citees, that ben ful fer fro thee, 
and ben not of these citees which thou 
schalt take in to possessioun. 16 Sotheli 





* 
20:5 and halewide not it, that is, made not a solempne feeste of enhabiting therof. 


that is vndurstondun of citees without the lond of biheest. 
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of these citees that schulen be youun to 
thee, thou schalt not suffre eny to lyue, 
17 but thou schalt sle bi the scharpnesse of 
swerd; that is to seie, Ethei, and Ammorrey, 
and Cananei, Ferezei, Euey, and Jebusei, as 


‘thi Lord God comaundide to thee; !8 lest 
perauenture thei techen you to do alle 


abhomynaciouns, whiche thei wrouyten to 
her goddis, and ye doon synne ayens youre 
Lord God. 19 Whanne thou hast bisegid a 
citee ‘in myche tyme, and hast cumpassid 
with strengthingis that thou ouercome it, 


thou schalt not kitte doun trees, of whiche 
‘me may ete, nether thou schalt waste 


the cuntrey ‘bi cumpas with axis; for it is 
‘a tree, and not man, nether it may en- 
cresse the noumbre of fiyteris ayens thee. 
20 Forsothe if onye ben not appil trees, but 


‘of the feeld, and ben able in to othere 
vsis, kitte doun, and make thou engynes, til 


thou take the citee that fiytith ayens thee. 


Zi 


1 Whanne the careyn of a man slayn 


is foundun in the lond which thi Lord 
God schal yyue to thee, and ‘the gilti of 


sleyng is vnknowun, ? the grettere men in 
birthe and thi iugis schulen go out, and 
schulen mete fro the place of the careyn 
the spaces of alle citees ‘bi cumpas; 3 and 


the eldre men of that citee, ‘which thei 
seen to be neer than othere, schulen take 
of the droue a cow calf, that ‘drow not 
yok, nether kittide the erthe with a schar; 


4 and thei schulen lede that cow calf to a 
scharp ‘valey, and ful of stoonys, that was 


neuere erid, nether resseyuede seed; and 
in that valey thei schulen kitte the heed of 
the cow calf. 5 And the preestis, the sones 
of Leuy, schulen neiye, whiche thi Lord 
God chees, that thei mynystre to hym, and 
blesse in his name, and al the cause hange 
at ‘the word of hem; and what euer thing is 


cleene ethir vncleene, be demed. © And the 
grettere men in birthe of that citee schulen 
come to the slayn man, and thei schulen 
waische her hondis on the cow calf, that 
was slayn in the valei; 7 and thei schulen 
seie, Oure hondis schedden not out this 
blood, nether oure iyen sien. ® Lord, be 
mercyful to thi puple Israel, whom thou 


T 20:10 profre pees to il, 
* : 
21:7 seye with an ooth. 
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‘ayen brouytist, and arette thou not in- 
nocent blood in the myddis of thi puple 
Israel. And the gilt of blood schal be don 
awey fro hem. 9 Forsothe thou schalt be 


alien fro the blood of the innocent which 
is sched, whanne thou hast do that that 
the Lord comaundide. 1° If thou goist out 


to batel ayens thin enemyes, that thi Lord 
God bitakith hem in thin hond, and thou 
ledist prisoneris, 11 and thou seest in the 
noumbre of prisounneris a fair womman, 


and thou louest hir, and wole haue hir to 
wijf, 12 thou schalt brynge hir in to thin 


hows; ‘which womman schal schaue the 
heer, and schal kitte the nailes aboute, and 
sche schal putte awei the clooth, 3 wher 


ynne sche was takun, and sche schal sitte 
in thin hows, and schal biwepe hir fadir 


and modir o monethe; and aftirward thou 
schalt entre to hir, and schalt sleepe with 


hir, and sche schal be thi wijf. 14 But 


if aftirward sche sittith not in thi soule, 
‘that is, plesith not thi wille, thou schalt 


delyuere hir fre, nethir thou schalt mowe 
sille hir for money, nether oppresse bi 
power, for thou ‘madist hir lowe. 15 If a 
man hath twey wyues, oon loued, and ‘the 
tothir hateful, and he gendrith of hir fre 
children, and the sone of the hateful wijf 
is the firste gendrid, 1° and the man wole 
departe the catel bitwixe hise sones, he 


schal not mowe make the sone of the loued 
wijf the firste gendrid, and sette bifor the 


sone of the hateful wijf, !” but he schal 
knowe the sone of the hateful wijf the firste 
gendrid, and he schal yyue to that sone alle 
thingis double of tho thingis that he hath; 
for this sone is the begynnyng of his fre 
children, and the firste gendrid thingis ben 
due to hym. 18 If a man gendrith a sone 
rebel, and ouerthewert, which herith not 
the comaundement of fadir and modir, and 
he is chastisid, 19 and dispisith to obei, thei 
schulen take hym, and schulen lede to the 
eldre men of that citee, and to the yate 
of doom; 2° and thei schulen seie to hem, 
This oure sone is ouerthewert and rebel; he 
dispisith to here oure monestyngis, ‘ethir 
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heestis, he yyueth tent to glotonyes, and 
letcherie, and feestis. 21 The puple of the 
citee schal oppresse hym with stoonus, and 
he schal die, that ye do awei yuel fro the 
myddis of you, and that al Israel here, and 
drede. 22 Whanne a man doith a synne 
which is worthi to be punyschid bi deeth, 
and he is demed to deeth, and is hangid 
in a iebat, 23 his careyn schal not dwelle 
in the tre, but it schal be biried in the 
same dai; for he that hangith in the cros is 


cursid of God,t and thou schalt not defoule 
thi lond which thi Lord God yaf thee in to 
possessioun. 


22 


1 Thou schalt not se ‘thi brotheris oxe, 
ethir scheep, errynge, and schalt passe, 
but thou schalt brynge ayen to thi brother. 
2 And if thi brother is not nyy, nether thou 
knowist hym, thou schalt lede tho beestis 


in to thin hows, and tho schulen be at thee, 
as long as thi brother sekith tho, and til he 


resseyue hem. 3 In lijk maner thou schalt 
do of ‘the asse, and clooth, and of ech thing 
of thi brother, that was lost; if thou fyndist 
it, be thou not necgligent as of an alien 
thing. 4 If thou seest that the asse, ethir 
oxe of thi brothir felde in the weye, thou 
schalt not dispise, but thou schalt ‘reise 
with hym. >A womman schal not be clothid 
in a mannys clooth,* nether a man schal 
vse a wommannys cloth; for he that doith 
thes thingis is abhomynable bifor God. If 
thou goist in the weie, ° and fyndist a ‘nest 
of a brid in a tree, ethir in the erthe, and 
fyndist the modir sittynge on the briddis 
ethir eyrun, thou schalt not holde the 
modir with ‘the children, but thou schalt 
suffre ‘the modir go, 7 and schalt holde 
the sones takun, that it be wel to thee, 
and thou lyue in long tyme. Whanne thou 
bildist a newe hows, 8 thou schalt make a 
wal of the roof bi cumpas, lest blood be 
sched out in thin hows, and thou be gilti, 
if another man slidith, and falle in to a 
dich. ° Thou schalt not sowe thi vyner 


T 21:23 that is, curs is takun here for peyne of hangyng, youun of the iugis that holdun the place of God. is cursid 
of God: In Ebreu it is thus, the iustifiyng of God is hanging bi oure translacioun; curs is takun here for the peyne of 
hanging, youun of the iugis that holden the place of God; that this be the vndurstonding, for he that hangith in the 
tre, is cursid of God, that is, for sich peyne set of hem that holden the place of God, owith to suffise, and therfor ouer 


this he owith not to be priued fro biriyng. 
of a man schal not be on a womman. 


22:5 ina mannes clooth: In Ebreu it is thus, the vessel, that is, armer 
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tT ‘of another seed, lest bothe the seed 
which thou hast sowe, and tho thingis that 


‘comen forth of the vyner, ben halewid 
togidere. 1° Thou schalt not ere with an 
oxe and asse togidere. 1! Thou schalt not be 
clothid in a cloth, which is wouun togidir of 
wolle and ‘of flex. 12 Thou schalt make litle 
cordis bi foure corneris in the hemmys of 


thi mentil, ‘with which thou art hilid. 13 If 
a man weddith a wijf, and aftirward hatith 


hir, 4 and sekith occasiouns bi which he 
‘schal forsake hir, and puttith ayens hir 


‘the werste name, and seith, Y haue take 
this wijf, and Y entride to hir, and Y foond 


not hir virgyn; the fadir and modir of hir 


schulen take 145 hir, and thei schulen bere 
with hem the signes of her virgynyte to the 


eldre men of the citee, that ben in the yate; 
16 and the fadir schal seie, Y yaf my douytir 
wijf to this man, and for he hatith hir, he 
puttith to hir ‘the werste name, 17 that he 
seye, Y foond not thi douytir virgyn; and 
lo! these ben the signes of virgynyte of my 
douytir; thei schulen sprede forth a cloth 
+ bifor the eldre men of the citee. And 


the eldere men of that citee schulen 18 take 
the man, and schulen bete hym, 19 and 


ferthermore thei schulen condempne hym 


in an hundrid siclis of siluer, whiche he 
schal yyue to the ‘fadir of the damysel, for 


he diffamide the werste name on a virgyn 
of Israel; and he schal haue hir wijf, and he 
schal not mowe forsake hir, in al ‘the tyme 
of his lijf. 2° That if it is soth, that he puttith 
ayens hir, and virgynyte is not foundun 
in the damysel, thei schulen caste hir ‘out 
of ‘the yatis of 21 the hous of hir fadir; 
and men of that citee schulen oppresse hir 
with stoonys, and sche schal die, for sche 
dide vnleueful thing in Israel, that sche 
dide fornycacioun § in ‘the hows of hir 
fadir; and thou schalt do awey yuel fro the 
myddis of thee. 22 If a man slepith with 
‘the wijf of another man, euer eithir schal 
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die, that is, auowter and auowtresse; and 
thou schalt do awey yuel fro Israel. 73 If a 
man spousith a damysel virgyn, and a man 
fyndith hir in the citee, and doith letcherie 
with hir, 24 thou schalt lede euer eithir to 
the yate of that citee, and thei schulen be 
oppressid with stoonus; the damysel schal 
be stonyd, for sche criede not, whanne 


sche was in the citee; the man schal ‘be 
stonyd, for he ‘made low the wijf of his 


neiybore; and thou schalt do awei yuel fro 
the myddis of thee. 25 Forsothe if a man 
fyndith in the feeld a ‘damysel, which is 
spousid, and he takith, and doith letcherie 
with hir, he aloone schal die; 2° the damysel 
schal suffre no thing of yuel, nethir is gilti 
of deeth; for as a theef risith ayens his 
brothir, and sleeth ‘his lijf, so and the 
damysel suffride; sche was aloone in the 
feeld, 27 sche criede, and noon was present, 
that schulde delyuer hir. 28 If a man fyndith 
a damysel virgyn that hath no spowse, and 


takith, and doith letcherie with hir, and the 
thing cometh to the doom, 2’ he that slepte 


with hir schal yyue to ‘the fadir of the 
damysel fifti siclis of siluer, and he schal 
haue hir wijf, for he ‘made hir low; he schal 


not mow forsake hir, in alle the daies of his 
lijf. 30 A man schal not take ‘the wijf of his 


fadir, nethir he schal schewe ‘the hilyng of 
hir. 


23 
1 A geldyng whanne hise stoonys ben 
brokun, ethir kit awey, and his yerde is kit 
awei, schal not entre in to the chirche of 
the Lord. 2? A child borun of hordom schal 
not entre * into the chirche of the Lord, ‘til 
to the tenthe generacioun. 3? Ammonytis 


and Moabitis, yhe aftir the tenthe genera- 


cioun, schulen not entre into the ‘chirche 
of the Lord with outen ende; 4 for thei 
nolden come to you with breed and watir 


in the weie, whanne ye yeden out of Egipt; 
and for thei hireden ayens thee Balaam, 





T 22:9 thou schalt not sowe thi vyner: In Ebreu it is thus, thou schalt not sowe meddlid thing, lest the fulnesse of the 
seed, which thou hast sowe, be defoulid, and the fruyt of the vyner; the cause of sich dyuersite is this, for the Ebreu 
word here signefieth bothe halewing, and defouling; fruyt of the vyner, plauntid of the newe, is vncleene bi iij. yeer, 
and the corn touchinge the fruyt vncleene schulde also be vnclene, and so offringis, as the firste fruytis and tithis, 
myyten not be maad therof to the Lord. 22:17 sprede forth clooth; that is, as Ebrews seyen, thei schulen declare 
the virgynete of her douyter bi the wordis of witnessis. S$ 22:21 that sche dide fornycacioun, aftir feith youun to 
the hosebonde, ellis sche schulde not die for sich synne, as it is had in the ende of this co. and in xxij. co. of Exodi. 

. 23:2 achild born of hordum schal not entre etc. that is, to the hiy gouernaunce of the peple, but ech man that 
wolde, was resseyued to feith, and vertuouse liyf nedeful to saluacioun. 


3316 XRN 


Deuteronomy 23:5 


the sone of Beor, fro Mesopotanye of Sirye, 
that he schulde curse thee; 5 and thi Lord 
God nolde here Balaam, and God turnede 
‘the cursyng of Balaam in to thi blessyng, 
for he louyde thee. © Thou schalt not make 
pees with hem, nethir thou schalt seke 
goodis to hem, in alle the daies of thi lijf in 


to with outen ende. 7 Thou schalt not ‘haue 
abhomynacioun of a man of Ydumye, for 


he is thi brothir, nethir of a man of Egipt, 
for thou were a comelyng in the lond of 
hym. ®Thei that ben borun of hem, schulen 
entre in the thridde generacioun in to the 


‘chirche of the Lord. 9 Whanne thou schalt 
go out ‘in to batel ayens thin enemyes, 


thou schalt kepe thee fro al yuel thing. !°If 
a man is among you, which is defoulid in 
‘sleep of nyyt, he schal go out of ‘the cas- 
tels T ; 11and he schal not turne ayen bifore 


that he be waischun in watir at euentid, 
and aftir the goyng doun of the sunne he 


schal go ayen in to the castels. 12 Thou 
schalt haue a place without the castels, to 
which thou schalt go out to nedeful thingis 
of kynde; !3 and thou schalt bere a litil stake 
in the girdil; and whanne thou hast sete, 
thou schalt digge ‘bi cumpas, and ‘thou 
schalt hile with erthe thingis ‘defied out, 
14 where thou art releuyd. For thi Lord 
God goeth in the myddis of castels, that 
he diliuere thee, and bitake thin enemyes 


to thee, that thi castels be hooli, and no 
thing of filthe appere in tho, lest he forsake 
thee. 15 Thou schalt not bitake a seruaunt 
to his lord,# which seruaunt fleeth to thee; 
16 he schal dwelle with thee in the place 
that plesith hym, and he schal reste in oon 
of thi citees; and make thou not hym sori. 
17 Noon hoore schal be of the douytris of 


Israel, nether a letchour of the sones of 
Israel. 18 Thou schalt not offre the hire 
of ‘an hoore hows, nether the prijs of a 


dogge, in the hows of thi Lord God, what 
euer thing it is that thou hast avowid; 
for euer eithir is abhomynacioun bifor thi 
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Lord God. 19 Thou schalt not leene to thi 
brothir to vsure money, neither fruytis, 
20 nethir ony othir thing, but to an alien.§ 


Forsothe thou schalt leene to thi brothir 
without vsure that that he nedith, that thi 
Lord God blesse thee in al thi werk, in the 
lond to which thou schalt entre to welde. 
21 Whanne thou makist auow to thi Lord 
God, thou schalt not tarie to yelde, for thi 


Lord God schal ‘requyre, ether axe, that; 
and if thou tariest, it schal be arretid to 
thee in to synne. 2 If thou ‘nylt bihete, 
thou schalt be with out synne. 23 Forsothe * 
thou schalt kepe, and ‘do that that yede out 
onys of thi lippis, as thou bihiytist to thi 
Lord God, and hast spoke with thin owne 


wille and thi mouth. 24 If thou entrist in to 
the vynere of thi neiybore, ete thou grapis, 


as myche as plesith thee; but bere thou not 


out with thee. 25 If thou entrist in to ‘the 
corn of thi freend, thou schalt breke ‘eeris 
of corn, and frote togidere with ‘the hond; 
but thou schalt not repe with a sikil. 


24 
1 If a man takith a wijf, and hath hir, 
and sche fyndith not grace bifor hise iyen 


for sum vilite, he schal write a ‘libel, ethir 
litil book, of forsakyng, and he schal yyue 


in ‘the hond of hir, and he schal delyuere 
hir fro his hows. 2 And whanne sche goith 


out, and weddith anothir hosebonde, 3 and 
he also hatith hir, and yyueth to hir a ‘litil 


booke of forsakyng, and delyuereth hir fro 


his hows, ethir certis he is deed, 4 the for- 
mere hosebonde schal not mow resseyue 


hir in to wijf, for sche is defoulid, and maad 
abhomynable bifore the Lord; lest thou 
make thi lond* to do synne, which lond thi 
Lord God yaf to thee to welde. 5 Whanne 
a man hath take late a wijf, he schal not 
go forth to batel, nethir ony thing T of 
comyn nede schal be enioyned to hym, but 
he schal yyue tent with out blame to his 
hows, that he be glad in o yeer with his wijf. 


T 23:10 he schal go out of the castels of the Godhed and of Leuytis, not out of the castels of the comyn peeple. 
+ 23:15 thou schalt not bitake a seruaunt to his lord, that is, whanne the seruaunt is souyt of his lord to be slayn, 
ether to be meymed, ether to be turmentid in other maner vnduly: he schal dwelle with thee, and so forth; til the ire 
of his lord ceese, and thanne he schal be yoldun to his lord, sithen he is the thing ether catel of his lord, as also other 
8 23:20 but to an alien, this is graunting of a thing not leueful, but of a thing lesse 
- 23:23 Forthi kepe 

* 94:4 thi lond, 
that is, men dwellinge in thi lond. T 24:5 nether ony thing etc. In Ebren it is, nether ony thing schal be enioyned 
to him, that is, of thingis perteynynge to batel. 


thingis schulen be restorid. 
yuel to eschewe a more yuel, that is, lest they wolden greue her britheren Iewis with vsuris. 


the heestis for that thou hast auowid, in comparisoun of him that hootith, and fulfillith it not. 
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6 Thou schalt not take in the stide of wed 
the lowere and the hiyere queerne stoon of 


thi brothir, for he puttide his lijfto thee. 7If 
a man is takun, ‘that is, conuyct in doom, 
bisili aspiynge to stele his brothir of the 
sones of Israel, and whanne he hath seeld 
hym, takith priys, he schal be slayn; and 
thou schalt do awey yuel fro the myddis 
of thee. 8 Kepe thou diligentli, lest thou 
renne in to the sijknesse of lepre, but thou 
schalt do what euer thingis the preestis 
of the kyn of Leuy techen thee, bi that 
that Y comaundide to hem, and ‘fille thou 
diligentli. 9 Haue ye mynde what thingis 
youre Lord God dide to Marie, in the weie, 
whanne ye yede ‘out of Egipt. 1° Whanne 
thou schalt axe of thi neiyebore ony thing 


which he owith to thee, thou schalt not 
entre in to his hows, that thou take awei 
a wed; 11 but thou schalt stonde with out 
forth, and he schal brynge forth that that 


he hath. 12 Sotheli if he is pore, the wed 
schal not dwelle bi nyyt at thee, 1° but 
anoon thou schalt yelde to hym bifor the 
goyng doun of the sunne, that he slepe in 


his cloth, and blesse thee, and thou haue 
riytfulnesse bifor thi Lord God. 14 Thou 


schalt not denye the hire of thi brother 
nedi and pore, ethir of the comelyng that 


dwellith with thee in thi lond, and is with 
ynne thi yatis; 15 but in the same dai thou 


schalt yelde to hym the prijs of his trauel, 
bifor the goyng doun of the sunne, for he 
is pore, and susteyneth therof his lijf; lest 
he crye ayens thee to the Lord, and it be 
arettid to thee into synne. 1¢ The fadris 
schulen not be slayn for the sones, nether 


the sones for the fadris, but ech man schal 
die for hys owne synne. 17 Thou schalt 


not ‘peruerte, ethir waiwardli turne, the 
doom of the comelyng, and of fadirles ethir 


modirles; nethir thou schalt take awei in 
the stide of wed the cloth of a widewe. 
18 Haue thou mynde, that thou seruedist in 


Egipt, and thi Lord God delyuerede thee fro 


thennus; therfor Y comaunde to thee that 
thou do this thing. 19 Whanne thou repist 
corn in the feeld, and foryetist, and leeuest 
a repe, thou schalt not turne ayen to take 
it, but thou schalt suffre that a comelyng, 
and fadirles, ethir modirles, and a widewe 
take awei, that thi Lord God blesse thee 
in al the werk of thin hondis. 2° If thou 
gaderist fruytis of olyues, what euer thing 
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leeueth in trees, thou schalt not turne 
ayen to gadere, but thou schalt leeue to 


a comelyng, fadirles, ether modirles, and 
to a widewe. 21 If thou gaderist grapis of 
the vyner, thou schalt not gadere raisyns 
that leeuen, but tho schulen falle in to the 
vsis of the comelyng, of the fadirles, ethir 
modirles, and of the wydewe. 22 Haue thou 
mynde that also thou seruedist in Egipt, 


and therfor Y comaunde to thee, that thou 
do this thing. 


1 If cause is bitwixe ony men, and thei 
axen iugis, thei schulen yyue the victorie of 
riytfulnesse to him, whom thei perseyuen 
to be iust, thei schulen condempne hym 
of wickidnesse, whom thei perseyuen to 
be wickid. 2 Sotheli if thei seen hym that 
synnede, worthi of betyngis, thei schulen 


caste him doun, and make to be betun bifor 
hem; also the maner of betyngis schal be 


for the mesure of synne, ? so oneli that 
tho passe not the noumbre of fourti, lest 


thi brother be to-rent viliche bifore thin 
iyen, and go awei. 4 Thou schalt not bynde 
the ‘mouth of the oxe tredynge thi fruytis 
in the corn floor. 5 Whanne britheren 
dwellen to gidere, and oon of hem is deed 
with out fre children, the wijf of the deed 


brother schal not be weddid to anothir 
man, but his brothir schal take hir, and 
schal reise seed of his brother. © And he 
schal clepe the firste gendrid sone ‘of hir 


bi the name ‘of hym, ‘that is, of the deed 


brothir, that his name be not don awei 
fro Israel. 7 Forsothe if he nyle take the 


wijf of his brother, which is due to hym bi 
lawe, the womman schal go to the yate of 
the citee; and sche schal axe the grettere 


men in birthe, and sche schal seie, ‘The 
brother of myn hosebonde nyle reise seed 
of his brother in Israel, nethir wole take me 
in to mariage. ® And anoon thei schulen 
make hym to be clepid, and thei schulen 
axe. If he answerith, Y nyle take hir to 
wijf; ° the womman schal go to hym bifor 


the eldre men of Israel, and sche schal take 
awei the schoo, and sche schal spete in 


to his face, and schal seie, So it schal be 
doonto the man, that bildith not ‘the hows 
of his brother; 1° and ‘the name of hym 
schal be clepid in Israel, The hows of the 
man vnschood. 1! If twei men han strijf 
bitwixe hem silf, and oon bigynneth to 
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stryue ayens another, and the wijf of ‘the 
tother man wole delyuere hir hosebonde 
fro the hond of the strongere man, and 
puttith hond, and ‘takith the schamefast 
membris ‘of hym, !? thou schalt kitte awei 


‘the hond of hir, nether thou schalt be 
bowid on hir bi ony mercy. 13 Thou schalt 


not haue in the bagge dyuerse weiytis, 14a 
grettere and a lesse, nether a buyschel 


more and lesse schal be in thin hows. 
15 Thou schalt haue a iust weiyte and trewe, 


and an euene buyschel ‘and trewe schal 
be to thee, that thou lyue in myche tyme 
on the lond which thi Lord God schal yyue 
to thee. 16 For the Lord schal haue hym 
abhomynable that doith these thingis, and 
he wlatith, ‘ethir cursith, al vnriytfulnesse. 
17 Haue thou mynde what thingis Amalech 


dide to thee in the weie, whanne thou 
yedist out of Egipt; 18 hou he cam to thee, 
and killide the laste men of thin oost, that 
saten wery, whanne thou were disesid with 
hungur and trauel, and he dredde not God. 
19 Therfor whanne thi Lord God hath youe 
reste to thee, and hath maad suget alle 
naciouns ‘bi cumpas, in the lond which he 
bihiyte to thee, thou schalt do awei ‘the 
name of hym vndur heuene; be thou war 
lest thou foryete. 


26 
1 And whanne thou hast entrid in to the 
lond which thi Lord God schal yyue to thee 


to welde, and thou hast gete it, and hast 
dwellid therynne, 2 thou schalt take the 
firste fruytis of alle thi fruytis, and thou 
schalt putte in a panyere; and thou schalt 
go to the place which thi Lord God chees, 
that his name be inwardly clepid there. 
3 And thou schalt go to the preest, that 


schal be in tho daies, and thou schalt seie to 
hym, Y knowleche to dai bifor thi Lord God, 


that Y entride in to the lond, for which he 
swoor to oure fadris, that he schulde yyue 


it to vs. 4 And the preest schal take the 
panyere of thin hond, and schal sette bifor 


the auter of thi Lord God. > And thou schalt 
speke in the siyt of thi Lord God, Sirus pur- 


suede my fadir, ‘which fadir yede doun in 
to Egipt, and was a pilgrym there in feweste 
noumbre; and he encreesside in to a greet 





* 
26:13 Y haue take awey, that is, Y haue departid fro othere thingis that perteynen to myn hows. 
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folk, and strong, and of multitude without 
noumbre. © And Egipcians turmentiden vs, 
and pursueden, and puttiden greuouseste 


birthuns. 7 And we crieden to the Lord 
God of oure fadris, which herde vs, and 
bihelde oure mekenesse, and trauel, and 
angwischis; §and he ledde vs out of Egipt in 


myyti hond, and arm holdun forth, in grete 
drede, in myraclis, and grete wondris, ? and 
ledde vs in to this place; and yaf to vs alond 
flowynge with mylk and hony. !° And ther- 
for Y offre now to thee the fyrste fruytis of 
the fruitis of the lond which the Lord yaf to 
me. And thou schalt leeue tho in the siyt 
of thi Lord God. And whanne thi Lord God 
is worchipid, !! thou schalt ete in alle the 
goodis whiche thi Lord God yaf to thee and 
to thin hows, thou, and the dekene, and the 
comelyng which is with thee. 12 Whanne 
thou hast fillid the tithe of alle thi fruytis, 
in the thridde yeer of tithis, thou schalt 
yyue to the dekene, and to the comelyng, 


and to the fadirles, ether modirles child, 
and to widewe, that thei ete with ynne thi 


yatis, and be fillid. 13 And thou schalt speke 
in the siyt of thi Lord God, Y haue take awai 
* that that is halewid of myn hows, and Y 
yaf it to the dekene, and to the comelyng, 


to the fadirles, ethir modirles child, and to 
the widewe, as thou comaundidist to me; Y 
passide not thi comaundementis, Y foryat 


not thin heest. 14 Y ete not of tho thingis 
in my morenyng,t nether Y departide tho 
in ony vnclennesse, nethir Y spendide of 
tho ony thing in biriyng of deed body, ‘that 
is, in makynge feestis therof in biryynge 
of deed men. Y obeiede to the vois of my 
Lord God, and Y dide alle thingis as thou 
comaundidist to me. 15 Bihold thou fro thi 
seyntuarie, fro the hiy dwellyng place of 
heuene, and blesse thou thi puple Israel, 
and the lond which thou hast youe to vs, as 


thou ‘hast swoore to oure fadris; the lond 
flowynge with mylk and hony. 1¢ To dai 


thi Lord God comaundide to thee, that thou 
do these comaundementis and domes, that 
thou kepe and fille of al thin herte, and of 


al thi soule. 17 Thou hast chose the Lord to 
day, that he be God to thee, and thou go in 


hise weies, and thou kepe hise cerymonyes, 
and heestis, and domes, and obeie to his 


t 26:14 Y eet 


not of tho thingis in my morenyng; that is, in the tyme of my nede; Y wastide not siche thingis in myn vsis. 
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comaundement. 18 Lo! the Lord chees thee 
to day, that thou be a special puple * to 
hym, as he spak to thee, and that thou kepe 


alle hise comaundementis; 19 and he schal 
make thee hiyere than alle folkis, whiche 


he made in to his preisyng, and name, and 
glorie; that thou be an holi puple of thi 
Lord God, as he spak to thee. 


27 


1 Forsothe Moyses comaundide, and the 
eldre men, to the puple of Israel, and sei- 
den, Kepe ye ech ‘comaundement which Y 
comaunde to you to dai. 2 And whanne ye 
han passid Jordan, in to the lond which thi 
Lord God schal yyue to thee, thou schalt 
reyse grete stoonus, and thou schalt make 
tho pleyn with chalk, 3 that thou mowwrite 


in tho alle the wordis of this lawe, whanne 
Jordan is passid, that thou entre in to the 


lond which thi Lord God schal yyue to thee, 
the lond flowynge with mylke and hony, as 


he swoor to thi fadris. 4 Therfor whanne 
thou hast passid Jordan, reise thou the 


stonus whiche Y comaunde to dai to thee, 
in the hil of Hebal; and thou schalt make 
tho pleyn with chalk. ° And there thou 


schalt bilde an auter to thi Lord God, of 
stoonys whiche yrun touchide not, © and 


of stonys vnformed and vnpolischid; and 


thou schalt offre theron brent sacrifices 
to thi Lord God; and thou schalt offre 
pesible sacrifices, 7 and thou schalt ete 


there, and thou schalt make feeste bifor 
thi Lord God. 8 And thou schalt write 
pleynli and clereli on the stoonys alle the 


wordis of this lawe. 9 And Moises and the 
preestis of the kynde of Leuy seiden to 
al Israel, Israel, perseyue thou, and here; 
to day thou art maad the puple of thi 
Lord God; 1° thou schalt here his vois, and 
thou schalt do ‘the comaundementis, and 
riytfulnessis, whiche Y comaunde to thee 


to dai. !! And Moises comaundide to the 
puple in that day, 12 and seide, These men 


schulen stonde on the hil of Garizym to 
blesse the Lord, whanne Jordan ‘is passid; 
Symeon, Leuy, Judas, Isachar, Joseph, and 
Benjamyn. 13 And euene ayens these men 
schulen stonde in the hil of Hebal to curse, 
Ruben, Gad, and Aser, Zabulon, Dan, and 





F 26:18 a special puple; that is, loued singulerly. 
dispisith his fadir. 
he dide to him 
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Neptalym. 14 And the dekenes schulen pro- 
nounce, and schulen seie ‘with hiy vois to 


alle the men of Israel, 15 Cursid is the man 
that makith a grauun ymage and yotun 
togidere, abhomynacioun of the Lord, the 
werk of ‘hondis of crafti men, and schal 
sette it in priuey place; and al the puple 
schal answere, and schal seie, Amen! 16 He 
is cursid that onoureth not his fadir and 
modir * ; and al the puple schal seie, Amen! 
17 Cursid is he that ‘berith ouer the termes 
of his neiybore ? ; and al the puple schal 


seie, Amen! 18 Cursid is he that makith 
a blynde man to erre in the weie; and al 


the puple schal seie, Amen! !9 He is cursid 
that peruertith the doom of a comelyng, 


of a fadirles, ethir modirles child, and of a 
widewe; and al the puple schal seie, Amen! 


20 Cursid is he that slepith with ‘the wijf of 
his fadir, and schewith the hiling of his bed; 
and al the puple schal seie, Amen! 21 Cursid 
is he that slepith with ony beeste; and al 
the puple schal seie, Amen! 22 Cursid is 
he that slepith with his sistir, the douytir 


of his fadir, ethir of his modir; and al the 
puple schal seie, Amen! 23 Cursid is he that 


slepith with his wyues modir; and al the 
puple schal seye, Amen! 24 Cursid is he 
that sleeth pryueli his neiybore; and al the 
puple schal seie, Amen! 2° Cursid is he that 
slepith with ‘the wijf of his neiybore; and 
al the puple schal seie, Amen! 2¢ Cursid is 
he that takith yiftis, that he smyte the lijf of 
innocent blood; and al the puple schal seie, 


Amen! Cursid is he that dwellith not in the 
wordis of this lawe, nethir ‘parfourmeth 


tho in werk; and al the puple schal seie, 
Amen! 


28 

1 Forsothe if thou herist the vois of thi 
Lord God, that thou do and kepe alle hise 
comaundementis, whiche Y comaunde to 
thee to dai, thi Lord God schal make the 
hiyere than alle folkis that lyuen in erthe. 
2 And alle these blessyngis schulen come 
on thee, and schulen take thee; if netheles 
thou herist hise comaundementis. 3? Thou 
schalt be blessid in citee, and blessid in 
feeld; 4 blessid schal be the fruyt of thi 
wombe, and the fruyt of thi lond, and 
the fruit of thi beestis; ‘blessid schulen 


* 
27:16 that onourith not his fadir, etc. In Ebreu it is, that 
T 27:17 he fordoth his neiybour termes, that doth other wise to his neiybore, than he wolde 


XRN 


3321 


Deuteronomy 28:5 


be the flockis of thi grete beestis, and the 
fooldis of thi scheep; 5 blessid schulen be 


thi bernes, and ‘blessid schulen be ‘thi 
relifs; © thou schalt be blessid entrynge, 


and goynge out. 7 The Lord schal yyue thin 
enemyes fallynge in thi siyt, that schulen 
rise ayens thee; bi o weie thei schulen 
come ayens thee, and by seuene weies thei 


schulen fle fro thi face. 8 The Lord schal 
sende out blessyng on thi celeris, and on 


alle the werkis of thin hondis; and he schal 
blesse thee in the lond which thou hast 
take. ° The Lord schal reise thee to hym 


silf in to an hooli puple, as he swoor to 
thee, if thou kepist the heestis of thi Lord 
God, and goist in his weies. 1° And alle the 
puples of londis schulen se, that the name 
of the Lord is inwardli clepid on thee, and 


thei schulen drede thee. !! The Lord schal 
make thee to be plenteuouse in alle goodis, 


in fruyt of thi wombe, and in fruyt of thi 
beestis, in the fruyt of thi lond, which the 


Lord swoor to thi fadris, that he schulde 
yyue to thee. !2 The Lord schal opene his 


beste tresour, heuene, that he yyue reyn 
to thi lond in his tyme; and he schal blesse 


alle the werkis of thin hondis; and thou 
schalt leene to many folkis, and of no man 


thou schalt take borewyng. 13 The Lord 


God schal sette thee in to the heed, and 
not in to the tail, and euere thou schalt be 
aboue, and not bynethe; if netheles thou 


herist the comaundementis of thi Lord 
God, whiche Y comaunde to thee to day, 


and kepist, 14 and doist, and bowist not 
awey fro tho, nether to the riyt side nether 
to the lefte side, nether suest alien goddis, 
nethir worschipist hem. ! That if thou nylt 


here the vois of thi Lord God, that thou 
kepe and do alle hise heestis, and cery- 


monyes, whiche Y comaunde to thee to 
day, alle these cursyngis schulen come on 
thee, and schulen take thee. 16 Thou schalt 
be cursid in citee, cursid in feeld. 1” Cursid 
‘schal be thi berne, and cursid schulen be 
thi relifs. 18 Cursid schal be the fruit of thi 
wombe, and the fruyt of thi lond; ‘cursid 
schulen be the drooues of thin oxun, and 
the flockis of thi scheep. 19 Thou schalt 
be cursid goynge in, and ‘thou schalt be 
cursid goynge out. 2° The Lord schal sende 





28:20 thi worste fyndingis, that is, synnes that ben of vs, but goodis ben of God. 
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on thee hungur, and thurst, and blamyng 
in to alle thi werkis whiche thou schalt do, 
til he al to-breke thee, and leese swiftli, for 
thi werste fyndyngis,” in whiche thou hast 
forsake me. 21 The Lord ioyne pestilence 
to thee, til he waaste thee fro the lond, to 
which thou schalt entre to welde. 22 The 
Lord smyte thee with nedynesse,t feuyr, 
and coold, brennynge, and heete, and with 
corrupt eir, and rust; and pursue thee til 
thou perische. 23 Heuene which is aboue 


thee be brasun; and the erthe which thou 
tredist be yrun. 24 The Lord yyue dust for 


reyn to thi lond, and aysche come doun fro 


heuene on thee, til thou be al to-brokun. 
25 The Lord yyue thee fallynge bifor thin 


enemyes; bi o weie go thou ayens hem, 


and bi seuene weies fle thou, and be thou 
scaterid bi alle the rewmes of erthe; 26 and 
thi deed bodi be in to mete to alle volatils 
of heuene, and to beestis of erthe, and 
noon be that dryue hem awai. 2” The Lord 


smyte thee with the botche of Egipt, and 
‘the Lord smyte the part of bodi wherbi 
‘ordures ben voyded; also ‘the Lord smyte 
thee with scabbe, and yicchyng, so that 
thou mayst not be curid. 28 The Lord smyte 
thee with madnesse, and blyndnesse, and 
woodnesse of thouyt; 2? and grope thou in 
mydday, as a blynd man is wont to grope 


in derknessis; and dresse he not thi weies; 
in al tyme suffre thou fals chaleng, and 


be thou oppressid bi violence, nethir haue 
thou ony that schal delyuere thee. 3° Take 
thou a wijf, and anothir man sleepe with 


hir; bilde thou an hows, and dwelle thou 
not ther ynne; plaunte thou a vyner, and 


gadere thou not grapis therof. 3! Thin 


oxe be offrid bifor thee, and ete thou not 
therof; thin asse be rauyschid in thi siyt, 


and be not yoldun to thee; thi scheep be 
youun to thin enemyes, and noon be that 
helpe thee. 32 Thi sones and thi douytris be 
youun to another puple, ‘while thin iyen 
seen, and failen at the siyt of hem al day; 
and no strengthe be in thin hond. 33 A pu- 
ple whom thou knowist not ete the fruytis 


of thi lond, and alle thi trauels; and euere 
be thou suffrynge fals calengis, and be thou 


oppressid in alle daies, 34 and wondrynge 


i 28:22 and sith multitude 


of children makith many men ofte nedi, it is ful lickely that in to greate veniaunce many wedlokis ben now suffrid of 


God. 


+ 28:35 that thei be stijf to obeie to his wille, and souple to ydolatrie. 
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at the ferdfulnesse of tho thingis whiche 
thin iyen schulen se. °5 The Lord smyte 
thee with the worste botche in the knees,* 
and in the hyndere partes of the leg; and 


thou mow not be heelid fro the sole of 
the foot ‘til to the top. 3° And the Lord 


schal lede thee, and thi kyng, whom thou 
schalt ordeyne on thee, in to a folc which 


thou knowist not, thou, and thi fadris; and 
thou schalt serue there to alien goddis, 


to a tre, and stoon. 37 And thou schalt 
be lost in to prouerbe, and fable to alle 


puplis, to whiche the Lord schal brynge 
thee yn. 38 Thou schalt caste myche seed 
in to the erthe, and thou schalt gadere litil; 
for locustis schulen deuoure alle thingis. 
39 Thou schalt plaunte, and schalt digge a 
vyner, and thou schalt not drynke wyn, 
nether thou schalt gadere therof ony thing; 


for it schal be wastid with wormes. 4°Thou 
schalt haue olyue trees in alle thi termes, 


and thou schalt not be anoyntid with oile; 


for tho schulen falle doun, and schulen 
perische. 41 Thou schalt gendre sones and 


douytris, and thou schalt not vse hem; for 


thei schulen be led in to caitifte, 42 Rust 
schal waaste alle thi trees and fruytis of 


thi lond. #3 A comelyng, that dwellith with 


thee in the lond, schal stie on thee, and he 
schal be the hiyere; forsothe thou schalt 


go doun, and schalt be the lowere. 44 He 


schal leene to thee, and thou schalt not 
leene to hym; he schal be in to the heed, 


and thou schalt be in to the tail. 45 And 
alle these cursyngis schulen come on thee, 


and schulen pursue, and schulen take thee, 
til thou perische; for thou herdist not the 
vois of thi Lord God, nether kepist hise 
comaundementis and cerymonyes, whiche 
he comaundide to thee. 4° And signes, and 
grete wondris schulen be in thee, and in 


thi seed, til in to withouten ende; 47 for 
thou seruedist not thi Lord God in the ioye 


and gladnesse of herte, for the abundaunce 
of alle thingis. 48 Thou schalt serue thin 
enemye, whom God schal sende to thee in 
hungur, and thirst, and nakidnesse, and in 
pouert of alle thingis; and he schal putte 
an yrun yok on thi nol, til he al to-breke 
thee. 49 The Lord schal brynge on thee a 
folk fro fer place, and fro the laste endis of 
erthe, in to the licnesse of an egle fleynge 


with bire, of which folc thou maist not 
vnderstonde the langage; 5° a folk moost 


183 


Deuteronomy 28:62 


greedi axere, that schal not yyue reuerence 
to an elde man, nethir haue mercy on a 
litil child. 51 And schal deuoure the fruyt 
of thi beestis, and the fruytis of thi lond, 
til thou perischist, and schal not leeue to 
thee wheete, wyn, and oile, droues of oxun, 
and flockis of scheep, 5? til he leese thee, 


and al to-breke in alle thi citees, and til 
thi sadde and hiye wallis be distried, in 
whiche thou haddist trust in al thi lond. 
Thou schalt be bisegid withynne thi yatis 


in al thi lond, which thi Lord God schal 
yyue to thee. 53 And thou schalt ete the 


fruyt of thi wombe, and the fleischis of thi 
sones, and of thi douytris, whiche thi Lord 
God schal yyue to thee, in the angwisch 
and distriyng, bi which thin enemye schal 
oppresse thee. 54 A man delicat of lijf, 
and ‘ful letcherouse, schal haue enuye to 
his brother, and wijf that liggith in his 
bosum, *% lest he yyue to hem of the fleis- 


chis of hise sones whiche he schal ete; 
for he hath noon other thing in biseging 


and pouert, bi which thin enemyes schulen 
waaste thee with ynne alle thi yatis. 56 A 
tendur womman and delicat, that myyte 
not go on the erthe, nether set a step of 


foot, for most softnesse and tendirnesse, 
schal haue enuye to hir hosebonde that 


liggith in hir bosum, on the fleischis of 
sone and douyter, 5” and on the filthe of 
skynnes, wherynne the child is wlappid in 
the wombe, that gon out of the myddis 
of hir ‘scharis, ethir hipe bonys, and on 


fre children that ben borun in the same 
our. Thei schulen ete ‘tho children priueli, 


for the scarsete of alle thingis in biseg- 
yng and distriyng, bi which thin enemy 
schal oppresse thee with ynne thi yatis. 
58 No but thou schalt kepe and do alle the 


wordis of this lawe, that ben writun in 
this volym, ‘ether book, and schalt drede 


his gloriouse name and ferdful, that is thi 


Lord God, 59 the Lord schal encreese thi 
woundis, and the woundis of thi seed; grete 


woundis and contynuel, sikenessis worste 
and euerlestinge. © And he schal turne 
in to thee alle the turmentyngis of Egipt, 


whiche thou dreddist, and tho schulen 
cleue to thee. ©! Ferthermore the Lord 
schal brynge on thee also alle the sorewis 


and woundis, that ben not writun in the 
volym of this lawe, til he al to-breke thee. 


62 And ye schulen dwelle fewe in noumbre, 
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that weren bifore as the sterris of heuene 
for multitude, for thou herdist not the vois 
of thi Lord God. © And as the Lord was 
glad bifore on you, and dide wel to you, 
and multipliede you; so he schal be glad, 
‘and schal leese, and distrie you, that ye 


be takun awei fro the lond, to which thou 
schalt entre to welde. 4 The Lord schal 
leese thee in to alle puplis, fro the hiynesse 


of erthe ‘til to the termes therof; and thou 
schalt serue there to alien goddis, whiche 


thou knowist not, and thi fadris ‘knowen 
not, to trees and stoonys. © Also thou 


schalt not reste in tho folkis, nether rest 
schal be to the step of thi foot. For the 


Lord schal yyue to thee there a ferdful 
herte, and iyen failynge, and lijf waastyd 
with morenyng. © And thi lijf schal be as 
hangynge bifore thee; thou schalt drede 
in nyyt and dai, and thou schal not bileue 
to thi lijf. 7 In the morewtid thou schalt 
seie, Who schal yyue the euentid to me? 


and in the euentid ‘thou schalt seie, Who 
schal yyue the morewtid to me? for the 


drede of thin herte, bi which thou schalt 
be maad aferd, and for tho thingis whiche 


thou schalt see with thin iyen. 8 The Lord 
schal lede thee ayen bi schipis in to Egipt, 
by the weie of which he seide to thee, 


that thou schuldist no more se it. There 
thou schalt be seeld to thin enemyes, in 


to seruauntis and ‘hand maidis; and noon 
schal be that schal delyuere thee. 


1 These ben the wordis of boond of pees, 
which the Lord comaundide to Moyses, 
that he schulde smyte with the sones of 


Israel in the lond of Moab, outakun that 
bond of pees, which he couenauntide with 


hem in Oreb. 2 And Moises clepid al Is- 
rael, and seide to hem, Ye sien alle thingis 
whiche the Lord dide bifor you in the lond 
of Egipt, to Farao and alle hise seruauntis, 
and to al his lond; 3 the greet temptaciouns 
whiche thin iyen sien, ‘tho signes, and 
grete wondris. 4 And the Lord yaf not to 
you an herte vndurstondynge, and iyen 
seynge, and eeris that moun here, til in to 
present dai. > He ledde you bi fourti yeer 
thoruy deseert; youre clothis weren not 
brokun, nether the schoon of youre feet 





* 
29:18 a roote, etc. that is, ony man corrupt bi idolatrie that corrumpe othere men bi his wickid tising. 
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weren waastid bi eldnesse; © ye eetun not 
breed, ye drunken not wyn and sidur, that 
ye schulden wite that he is youre Lord God. 
7 And ye camen to this place; and Seon, the 
kyng of Esebon yede out, and Og, the kyng 


of Basan, and camen to us to batel. And we 
han smyte hem, 8 and we token awey the 


lond ‘of hem, and we yauen “the lond to 
possessioun, to Ruben, and to Gad, and to 
the half lynage of Manasses. 9 Therfor kepe 
ye the wordis of this couenaunt, and fille ye 
tho, that ye vndirstonde all thingis whiche 
ye schulen do. 1° Alle ye stonden to day 
bifor youre Lord God, youre princes, and 
lynagis, and the grettere men in birthe, 
and techeris, al the puple of Israel, 11 fre 
children, and youre wyues, and comelyngis 


that dwellen with thee in castels, outakun 
the heweris of stonus, and outakun hem 
that beren watris; !2 that thou go in the 
boond of pees of thi Lord God, and in the 
ooth which thi Lord God smytith with thee, 
13 that he reise thee in to a puple to hym 
silf, and that he be thi Lord God, as he 
spak to thee, and as he swoor to thi fadris, 
to Abraham, Ysaac, and Jacob. 14 And not 
to you aloone Y smyte this loond of pees, 


and conferme these othis, 15 but to alle 
men, present and absent. 1° For ye witen 


hou we dwelliden in the lond of Egipt, 
and how we passiden bi the myddis of 
naciouns; whiche ye passiden, 17 and siyen 
abhomynaciouns and filthis, that is, idols 
‘of hem, tre and stoon, siluer and gold, 
whiche thei worschipiden. 18 Lest perauen- 
ture among you be man ether womman, 
meyne ether lynage, whos herte is turned 
away to dai fro youre Lord God, that he go, 
and serue the goddis of tho folkis; and a 
roote * buriounnynge galle and bitternesse 
be among you; !9 and whanne he hath herd 
the wordis of this ooth, he blesse hym silf t 


in his herte, and seie, Pees schal be to me, 
and Y schal go in the schrewidnesse of myn 


herte; and lest the drunkun take the thirsti, 
20 and the Lord forgyue not to hym, but 


thanne ful greetli his strong veniaunce be 
feers, and the feruour ayens that man, and 


alle the cursis that ben writun in this book 
‘sitte on hym; and ‘the Lord do away his 


i. 29:19 


he blesse him silf; that is, biheete foryyuenesse to him silf, and so breke more tristily Goddis lawe. 
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name vndur heuene, 2! and waaste hym in 
to perdicioun fro alle the lynagis of Israel, 
bi the cursis that ben conteyned in the 
book of this lawe and of boond of pees. 
22 And the generacioun suynge schal seie, 


and the sones that schulen be borun aftir- 
ward, and pilgrimys that schulen come fro 


fer, seynge the veniauncis of that lond, and 


the sikenessis bi whiche the Lord turmen- 
tide that lond, 23 brennynge ‘that lond with 


brymston and heete of the sunne, so that it 
be no more sowun, nether bringe forth ony 
grene thing, in to ensaumple of destriyng 


of Sodom and of Gommorre, of Adama and 
of Seboym, whiche the Lord destriede in 


his ire and stronge veniaunce. 24 And alle 


folkis schulen seie, Whi dide the Lord so 
to this lond? What is the greet ire of his 
stronge veniaunce? 25 and thei schulen 
answere, For thei forsoken the couenaunt 
of the Lord, whiche he couenauntide with 
her fadris, whanne he ledde hem out of the 
lond of Egipt, 26 and thei serueden alien 


goddis, and worschipiden hem, whiche 


thei knewen not, and to whiche thei weren 
not youun; 27 therfor the strong veniaunce 


of the Lord was wrooth ayens this lond, 
that he brouyte yn on it alle the cursis that 


ben writun in this book; 28 and he castide 
hem out of her lond, in ire and strong 


veniaunce, and in gretteste indignacioun; 
and he castide forth in to an alien lond, as it 
is preued to dai. 29Thingis ben hid ¥ of oure 
Lord God, ‘that is, in his biforknowing, 
whiche thingis ben schewid to us, and to 


oure sones with outen ende, that we do alle 
the wordis of this lawe. 


30 
1 Therfor whanne alle these wordis 
comen on thee, blessyng ether cursing, 
which Y settide forth in thi siyt, and thou 
art led bi repentaunce of thin herte among 


alle folkis, in to whiche thi Lord God hath 
scaterid thee, 2 and turnest ayen to hym, 


and obeiest to hise comaundementis, as Y 
comaundide to thee to dai, with thi sones, 
in al thin herte and in al thi soule, 3thi Lord 
God schal lede thee ayen fro thi caitifte, 
and schal haue mercy on thee, and eft 
he schal gadre thee from alle puplis, in 
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to whiche he scateride the bifore. 4 If 
thou art scaterid to the endis ~ of heuene, 
fro thennus thi Lord God schal withdrawe 
thee; 5 and he schal take and schal bringe 


thee in to the lond which thi fadris wel- 
diden; and thou schalt holde it, and he 
schal blesse thee, and schal make thee to 
be of more noumbre than thi fadris weren. 
6 Thi Lord God schal circumcide thin herte, 
and the herte of thi seed, that thou loue 
thi Lord God in al thin herte and in al 
thi soule, and maist liue.? 7 Forsothe the 
Lord schal turne alle these cursyngis on 


thin enemyes, and on hem that haten and 
pursuen thee. 8 Sotheli thou schalt turne 
ayen, and schalt here the vois of thi Lord 


God, and schalt do alle the heestis whiche 
Y comaunde to thee to dai; ? and thi Lord 
God schal make thee to be plenteuouse, 
in alle the workis of thin hondis, in the 
children of thi wombe, and in the fruyt 


of thi beestis, in abundaunce of thi lond, 
and in largenesse of alle thingis. For the 


Lord schal turne ayen, that he haue ioye 
on thee in alle goodis, as he ioyede in thi 
fadris; !°if netheles thou herist the voys of 
thi Lord God, and kepist hise heestis and 
cerymonys, that ben writun in this lawe, 
and thou turne ayen to thi Lord God in al 


thin herte, and in al thi soule. 1! This co- 
maundement whiche Y comaunde to thee 
to day, 12 is not aboue thee, nethir is set 


fer, nethir is set in heuene, that thou maist 
seie, Who of vs may stie to heuene, that 


he brynge it to vs, and we here, and fille 
in werk? 13 nether it is set biyende the 
see, ‘that thou pleyne, and seye, Who of vs 
may passe ouer the see, and brynge it til to 


vs, that we moun here and do that that is 
comaundid? !4But the word is ful nyy thee, 


in thi mouth and in thin herte, that thou do 
it. 15 Biholde thou, that to day Y haue set 


forth in thi siyt lijf and good, and ayenward 
deeth and yuel; 16 that thou loue thi Lord 
God, and go in hise weies, and kepe hise 
heestis, and cerymonyes, and domes; and 
that thou lyue, and he multiplie thee, and 
blesse thee in the lond to which thou schalt 
entre to welde. 17 But if thin herte is turned 
awey, and thou nylt here, and thou art 
disseyued bi errour, and worschipist alien 
goddis, 18 and seruest hem, Y biforseie 


+ 49:29 thingis ben hid, etc. Ebrews expownen thus, synnes hid fro God ben reserued to dampnacioun; whiche ben 


schewid to vs, that is, ben punyschid by mannus doom. 


erthe. 


* 
30:4 the endis etc. that is, to the ferthereste partis of 


T 30:6 Loue therfore your enemyes hertily and preieth for hem. 
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to thee to dai, that thou schalt perische, 
and schalt dwelle litil tyme in the lond to 


which thou schalt entre to welde, whanne 
thou schalt passe Jordan. 19 Y clepe to 


day heuene and erthe witnesses, that is, 
aungels and men, that Y haue set forth to 
you lijf and deeth, good and yuel, blessyng 
and cursyng; therfor chese thou lijf, that 
bothe thou lyue and thi seed, 2° and that 
thou loue thi Lord God, and obeie to his 
vois, and cleue to hym, for he is thi lijf, and 
the lengthe of thi daies; that thou dwelle in 


the lond, for which the Lord swoor to thi 
fadris, to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, that 
he schulde yyue it to hem. 


31 
1 And so Moises yede, and spak alle these 


wordis to al Israel, 2 and seide to hem, Y 
am to dai of an hundrid and twenti yeer, Y 


may no ferthere go out and go yn, moost 


sithen also the Lord seide to me, Thou 
schalt not passe this Jordan. 3 Therfor thi 


Lord God schal passe bifore thee; he schal 
do awei these folkis in thi siyt, and thou 
schalt welde hem; and this Josue schal go 
bifor thee, as the Lord spak. 4 And the Lord 


schal do to hem as he dide to Seon, and 
Og kyng of Ammorreis, and to ‘the lond of 


hem; and he schal do hem awey. 5 Therfor 
whanne the Lord hath bitake to you also 
hem, ye schulen do in lijk maner to hem, 
as Y comaundide to you. ®Do ye manli, and 
be ye coumfortid; nyle ye drede in herte, 
nethir drede ye at the siyt of hem, for thi 
Lord God hym silf is thi ledere, and he schal 


not leeue, nether schal forsake thee. 7 And 
Moyses clepid Josue, and seide to hym bifor 
al the multitude of the sones of Israel, 
Be thou coumfortid, and be thou strong; 
for thou schalt lede this puple in to the 


lond which the Lord swoor that he schal 
yyue to ‘the fadris of hem; and thou schalt 


departe it bi lot. ® And the Lord hym silf 
whiche is youre ledere, schal be with thee, 


he schal not leeue, nether schal forsake 
thee; nyle thou drede, nether drede thou 


in herte. ?Therfor Moyses wroot this lawe, 
and bitook it to the preestis, sones of Leuy, 
that baren the arke of the bond of pees 


of the Lord, and to alle the eldere men 
of Israel. 19 And Moyses comaundide to 


hem, and seide, Aftir seuen yeer, in the 
yeer of remyssioun, in the solempnete of 
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tabernaclis, 1! whanne alle men of Israel 
schulen come togidere, that thei appere in 
the siyt of her Lord God, in the place ‘which 
the Lord chees, thou schalt rede the wordis 
of this lawe bifor al Israel, 12 while thei 
heren, and while al the puple is gaderid 


to gidere, as wel to men, as to wymmen, 
to litle children, and comelyngis that ben 
with ynne thi yatis; that thei here, and 
lerne, and drede youre Lord God, and kepe 


and fille alle the wordis of this lawe; 13 also 
that the sones of hem, that now knowen 
not, moun here, and that thei drede her 
Lord God in alle daies in whiche thei lyuen 
in the lond to whiche ye schulen go to gete, 
whanne Jordan is passid. 14 And the Lord 
seide to Moises, Lo! the daies of thi deeth 
ben nyy; clepe thou Josue, and stonde ye 
in the tabernacle of witnessyng, that Y 
comaunde to hym. Therfor Moises and 
Josue yeden, and stooden in the tabernacle 
of witnessyng; }5 and the Lord apperide 
there in a pilere of cloude, that stood in 
the entryng of the tabernacle. 1° And 
the Lord seide to Moises, Lo! thou schalt 
slepe with thi fadris, and this puple schal 
rise, and schal do fornycacioun aftir alien 
goddis in the lond, to which lond it schal 
entre, that it dwelle ther ynne; there it 


schal forsake me, and schal make void the 
boond of pees, which Y couenauntide with 


it. 17 And my strong veniaunce schal be 
wrooth ayens that puple in that dai, and Y 
schal forsake it, and Y schal hide my face 
fro it, and it schal be in to deuouryng; alle 
yuels and turmentyngis schulen fynde it, 


so that it seie in that dai, Verili for the Lord 
is not with me, these yuelis han founde me. 


18 Forsothe Y schal hide, and schal hile ‘my 
face in that dai, for alle the yuels ‘whiche 
it dide, for it suede alien goddis. 19 Now 
therfor write ye to you this song, and 
‘teche ye the sones of Israel, that thei holde 
it in mynde, and synge bi mouth; and that 
this song be to me for a witnessyng among 
the sones of Israel. 2° For Y schal lede hym 
in to the lond, for which Y swoor to hise 
fadris, flowynge with mylk and hony; and 
whanne thei han ete, and ben fillid, and 
ben maad fat, thei schulen turne to alien 
goddis, and thei schulen serue hem; and 
thei schulen bacbite me, and schulen make 
voide my couenaunt. 2! Aftir that many 
yuels and turmentyngis han founde hym, 
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this song schal answere hym for witness- 
ing, which song no foryetyng schal do awey 


fro the mouth of thi seed. For Y knowe the 
thouytis therof to day, what thingis it schal 


do, bifore that Y bringe it in to the lond 
which Y bihiyte to it. 22 Therfor Moises 
wroot the song, and tauyte the sones of 
Israel. 23 And the Lord comaundide to 
Josue, the sone of Nun, and seide, Be thou 
coumfortid, and be thou strong; for thou 


schalt lede the sones of Israel in to the 
lond which Y bihiyte, and Y schal be with 
thee. 24 Therfor aftir that Moises wroot the 
wordis of this lawe in a book, and fillide, 
25 he comaundide to Leuytis * that baren 
the ark of boond of pees of the Lord, 2° and 
seide, Take ye this book, and putte ye it 
in the side of the arke of boond of pees 
of youre Lord God, that it be there ayens 
thee in to witnessyng. 2? For Y knowe thi 
stryuyng, and thin hardest nol; yit while Y 
lyuede and entride with you, ye diden eu- 
ere stryuyngli ayens the Lord; hou myche 


more whanne Y schal be deed. 28 Gadere 
ye to me all the grettere men in birthe, 


and techeris, bi youre lynagis, and Y schal 
speke to hem, herynge these wordis, and Y 
schal clepe ayens hem heuene and erthe. 
29 For Y knowe, that aftir my deeth ye 


schulen do wickidli, and schulen bowe awei 
soone fro the weie which Y comaundide to 
you; and yuels schulen come to you in the 


laste tyme, whanne ye ‘han do yuel in the 
siyt of the Lord, that ye terre hym to ire 
bi the werkis of youre hondis. °° Therfor 
while al the cumpeny of the sones of Israel 
herde, Moises spak the wordis of this song, 
and fillide ‘til to the ende. 


32 


1 Ye heuenes, here what thingis Y schal 
speke; the erthe here the wordis of my 
mouth. 2 My techyng wexe togidere as 
reyn; my speche flete out as dew, as lytil 
reyn oneerbe, and as dropis on gras. 3For Y 
schal inwardli clepe the name of the Lord; 
yyue ye glorie to oure God. 4 The werkis 
of God ben perfit, and alle hise weies ben 





* 
31:25 to Leuylis, that is, to prestis of the lynage of Leuy. 


hath, of the sones of God. 


vertu, fatnesse is good ensaumple flowinge charitabli to other. 
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domes; God is feithful, and without ony 
wickidnesse; God is iust and riytful. > Thei 
synneden ayens hym, and not hise sones 


in filthis, ‘that is, of idolatrie; schrewid 
and waiward generacioun. © Whether thou 
yeldist these thingis to the Lord, thou 
fonned puple and vnwijs? Whether he 
is not thi fadir, that weldide thee, and 
made, ‘and made thee of nouyt? 7 Haue 


thou minde of elde daies, thenke thou alle 
generaciouns; axe thi fadir, and he schal 


telle to thee, axe thi grettere men, and thei 
schulen seie to thee.  Whanne the hiyeste 
departide folkis, whanne he departide the 
sones of Adam, he ordeynede the termes 
of puplis bi the noumbre of the sones of 
Israel.* 9 Forsothe the part of the Lord 
is his puple; Jacob is the litil part of his 
eritage. 10The Lord foond hym in a deseert 
lond, ‘that is, priued of Goddis religioun, 
in the place of orrour ‘ethir hidousnesse, 


and of wast wildirnesse; the Lord ledde 
hym aboute, and tauyte hym, and kepte as 


the apple of his iye. 11 As an egle stirynge 
his briddis to fle, and fleynge on hem, he 
spredde forth his wyngis, and took hem, 


and bar in hise schuldris. 12 The Lord 
aloone was his ledere, and noon alien god 


was with hym. !3 The Lord ordeynede hym 
on an hiy lond, that he schulde ete the 
fruytis of feeldis, that he schulde souke 
hony of a stoon, and oile of the hardeste 
roche; 4 botere Tt of the droue, and mylke 
of scheep, with the fatnesse of lambren and 


of rammes, of the sones of Basan; and that 
he schulde ete kydis with the merowe of 


wheete, and schulde drynke the cleereste 
blood of grape. 15 The louede puple was 
‘maad fat, and kikide ayen + ; maad fat 
withoutforth, maad fat with ynne, and 
alargid; he forsook God his makere, and 
yede awei fro ‘God his helthe. 1° Thei 
terriden hym to ire in alien goddis, and 
thei excitiden to wrathfulnesse in abhomy- 
naciouns. 17 Thei offriden to feendis, and 
not to God, to goddis whiche thei knewen 
not, newe goddis, and freische camen, 
whiche ‘the fadris of hem worschipiden 


* 
32:8 of the sones of Israel, the translacioun of lxx. 


T 32:14 butre geten bi traueil is pacience in aduersite, sweet milk is loue that nurschith 


305 it wynside, it was maad fatt, ful gretid 


and out largid fat, and it wynsede ayen God bi grucchinge and vnfeithfulnesse; it was maad fat with oute forth, it was 


maad fat with inne forth, and alargid bi good fame. 
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not. 18 Thou hast forsake God that gendride 
thee, and thou hast foryete ‘thi Lord cre- 
atour. 19 The Lord siy, and was stirid to 
wrathfulnesse; for hise sones and douytris 
terriden hym. 2° And the Lord seide, Y 
schal hyde my face fro hem, and Y schal 
biholde ‘the laste thingis of hem; for it 
is a waiward generacioun, and vnfeithful 
sones. 2! Thei terriden me in hym that was 


not God, and thei ‘terriden to ire in her 
vanytees; and Y schal terre hem in hym, 


that is not a puple, and Y schal terre hem 
‘to yre in a fonned folk. 22 Fier, that is, 
peyne maad redi to hem, is kyndlid in my 
stronge veniaunce, and it schal brenne ‘til 
to the laste thingis of helle; and it schal 
deuoure the lond with his fruyt, and it 


schal brenne the foundementis of hillis. 
23 Y schal gadere ‘yuels on hem, and Y schal 


fille myn arewis in hem. 24 Thei schulen be 
waastid with hungur, and briddis schulen 
deuoure hem with bitteriste bityng; Y 


schal sende in to hem the teeth of beestis, 
with the woodnesse of wormes drawynge 


on erthe, and of serpentis. 25 Swerd with 
outforth and drede with ynne schal waaste 
hem; a yong man and a virgyn togidre, a 
soukynge child with an elde man. 2° And Y 


seide, Where ben thei? Y schal make the 
mynde of hem to ceesse of men. 27 But 


Y delayede for the yre of enemyes, lest 
perauenture ‘the enemyes of hem shulden 
be proude, and seie, Oure hiy hond, and 
not the Lord, dide alle these thingis. 28 It 


is a folk with out counsel, and with out 
prudence; 29 Y wolde that thei saueriden, 


and ‘vnderstoden, and purueiden the laste 
thingis. 3° How pursuede oon of enemyes 
a thousynde of Jewis, and tweyne dryuen 
awey ten thousynde? Whether not ther- 
fore for her God selde hem, and the Lord 
closide hem togidere? 3! For oure God is 
not as the goddis of hem, and oure ene- 
myes ben iugis. 32 The vyner of hem is of 
the vyner of Sodom, and of the subarbis 
of Gomorre; the grape of hem is the grape 
of galle, and the clustre is most bittir. 
33 The galle of dragouns is the wyn of hem, 
and the venym of eddris, that may not be 





8 32:37 and they, that is, good men among the Jewis. 
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32:42 that is, hem that lyuen after the fleshe. 
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heelid. 34 Whether these thingis ben not 
hid at me, and ben seelid in myn tresouris? 
35 Veniaunce is myn, and Y schal yelde to 
hem in tyme, that the foot of hem slide; the 
dai of perdicioun is nyy, and tymes hasten 
to be present. 3° The Lord schal deme his 
puple, and he schal do merci in hise seru- 
auntis; the puple schal se that the hond of 
fiyteres is sijk, and also men closid failiden, 


and the residues ben waastid. 37 And thei 
S$ schulen seie, Where ben ‘the goddis of 


hem, in whiche thei hadden trust? 38 Of 
whos sacrifices thei eeten fatnessis, and 
drunkun the wyn of fletynge sacrifices, 
rise thei and helpe you, and defende thei 
you in nede. 39 Se ye that Y am aloone, and 
noon other God is outakun me; Y schal sle, 
and Y schal make to lyue; Y schal smyte, 
and Y schal make hool; and noon is that 
may delyuere fro myn hond. 4° And Y schal 
reise myn hond to heuene, and Y schal 
seie, Y lyue with outen ende. 4! If Y schal 
whette my swerd as leit, and myn hond 
schal take doom, Y schal yelde veniaunce 
to myn enemyes, and Y schal quyte to hem 
that haten me. 42 Y schal fille myn arewis 
with blood, and my swerd schal deuoure 
fleischis * of the blood of hem that ben 
slayn, and of the caitifte of the heed of 
enemyes maad nakid.t 43 Folkis, preise 
ye the puplis of hym, for he schal venie 


the blood of hise seruauntis, and he schal 
yelde veniaunce in to the enemyes of hem; 


and he schal be merciful to the lond of his 
puple. 44Therfor Moises cam, and spak alle 


the wordis of this song in the eeris of the 
puple; bothe he and Josue, the sone of Nun. 
45 And ‘he fillide alle these wordis, and spak 
to alle Israel, and seide to hem, 4° Putte ye 
youre hertis in to alle the wordis whiche Y 
witnesse to you to day, that ye comaunde 
to youre sones, to kepe, and do tho, and 
to fulfille alle thingis that ben writun in 
the book of this lawe; 47 for not in veyn 
tho ben comaundid to you, but that alle 
men schulden lyue in tho; whiche wordis 
ye schulen do, and schulen contynue in 
long tyme in the lond, to which ye schulen 
entre to welde, whanne Jordan is passid. 
48 And the Lord spak to Moises in the same 


t 32:42 


of the blood of hem that ben slain here thury deedly synne, and of the caitiftee of auntecrist her heed, maad nakid of 
Goddis help, Crist shal take veniaunce, and distric hem alle with his word. 
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day, 49 and seide, Stie thou in to this hil 
Abirym, that is, passyng, in to the hil of 
Nebo, which is in the lond of Moab, ayens 
Jerico; and se thou the lond of Canaan, 
which Y schal yyue to the sones of Israel 
to holde, and die thou in the hil. 5° In to 
which hil thou schalt stie, and schalt be 
ioyned to thi puplis, as Aaron, thi brother, 


was deed in the hil of Hor, and was put to 
his puplis. 51 For ye trespassiden ayens me, 
in the myddis of the sones of Israel, at the 
Watris of Ayenseiyng, in Cades of deseert 
of Syn; and ye halewiden not me among 
the sones of Israel. 52 Ayenward thou schalt 


se the lond, and schalt not entre in to it, 
which Y schal yyue to the sones of Israel. 


es) 

1 This is the blessing, bi which Moises, 
the man of God, blesside the sones of Israel 
bifor his deeth; 2 and seide, The Lord cam 
fro Syna, and he roos to us fro Seir; he 
apperide fro the hil of Pharan, and thou- 
sandis of seyntis with hym; a lawe of fier in 
his riythond. 3 He louede puplis; alle seyn- 
tis ben in his hond, and thei that neiyen 
to hise feet schulen take of his doctryn. 
4 Moisis comaundide lawe ‘to vs, eritage 
* of the multitude of Jacob. 5 And the 
king schal be at the moost riytful, whanne 
princes of the puple schulen be gaderid 
togidere with the lynagis of Israel. © Ruben 
lyue, and die not, and be he litil in noum- 
bre. 7 This is the blessyng of Juda; Lord, 
here thou the vois of Juda, and brynge in 
hym to his puple; hise hondis schulen fiyte 
for hym, and the helpere of hym schal be 
ayens hise aduersaries. ® Also he seide to 
Leuy, Thi perfeccioun and thi techyng is 
of an hooly man, whom thou preuedist in 
temptacioun, and demedist at the Watris of 
Ayenseiynge; ? which Leuy seide to his fadir 
and to his modir, Y knowe not you, and 


to hise britheren, Y knowe not hem; and 
knewen not her sones. These kepten thi 


speche, and these kepten thi couenaunt; A! 
10 Jacob, thei kepten thi domes, and ‘thou, 
Israel, thei kepten thi lawe; thei schulen 
putte encense in thi strong veniaunce,t 
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and brent sacrifice on thin auter. 1 Lord, 
blesse thou the strengthe of hym, and 


resseyue thou the werkis of his hondis; 
smyte thou the backis of hise enemyes, 
and thei that haten hym, rise not. 12 And 
he seide to Benjamyn, The moost loued 
of the Lord schal dwelle tristili in hym, 
‘that is, in the Lord; he schal dwelle al 
day as in a chaumbur, and he schal reste 
bitwixe the schuldris of hym. 13 Also he 
seide to Joseph, ‘His lond is of the Lordis 
blessyng; of the applis of heuene, and of 
the dewe, and of watir liggynge bynethe; 
14 of the applis of fruytis of the sunne and 
moone; of the coppe of elde munteyns, 
15 and of the applis of euerlastynge litle 
hillis; 16 and of the fruytis of the lond, 
and of the fulnesse therof. The blessyng 
of hym that apperide in the busch come 
on the heed of Joseph, and on the cop 
of Nazarey, ‘that is, hooli, among hise 
britheren. 1” As the first gendrid of a bole 
is the feirnesse of hym; the hornes of an 
vnicorn ben the hornes of hym; in tho he 
schal wyndewe folkis, ‘til to the termes of 
erthe. These ben the multitudis of Effraym, 
and these ben the thousyndis of Manasses. 


18 And he seide to Zabulon, Zabulon, be 
thou glad in thi goyng out, and, Ysacar, 


in thi tabernaclis. 19 Thei schulen clepe 
puplis to the hil, there thei schulen offre 
sacrifices of riytfulnesse; whiche schulen 
souke the flowing of the see as mylk, and 
hid tresours of grauel. 2° And he seide 


to Gad, Gad is blessid in broodnesse; he 
restide as a lioun, and he took the arm an 

the nol. 21 And he siy his prinshed, that 
‘the techere was kept in his part; which 
Gad was with the princes of the puple, and 
dide the riytfulnesses of the Lord, and his 
doom with Israel. 22 Also he seide to Dan, 
Dan, a whelp of a lioun, schal flowe largeli 
fro Basan. 23 And he seide to Neptalym, 
Neptalym schal vse abundaunce, and he 
schal be ful with blessyngis of the Lord; 
and he schal welde the see ¥ and the south. 
24 Also he seide to Aser, Aser, be blessid in 
sones, and plese he hise britheren; dippe 
he his foot in oile. 25 Yrun and bras the 
scho of hym; as the dai of thi youthe so 


* 
33:4 eritage, for eritage is a thing vnmoutable. So the lawe was youun to Jewis, that it schulde be kept of hem 


vnmouably. 


peple. 
Neptalym. 


33:10 putte encense in thi strong veniaunce, that is, to turn awey thi strong veniaunce fro thi 
+ 33:23 he schal welde the see, etc.; for the see of Galilee, as to the south part therof, felde in the lot of 
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and thin eelde. 2° Noon other god is as 
the God of the moost riytful, that is, ‘as 
the God ‘of the puple of Israel, gouerned 
bi moost riytful lawe; the stiere of heuene 
is thin helpere; cloudis § rennen aboute 
bi the glorie of hym. 27 His dwellynge 
place is aboue, and armes euerlastynge ben 
bynethe; he schal caste out fro thi face 
the enemy, and he schal seie, Be thou al 
to-brokun. 28 Israel schal dwelle trustili 
and aloone; the iye of Jacob in the lond of 
whete, and of wyn; and heuenes schulen be 


derk with dew. 29 Blessed art thou, Israel; 
thou puple that art saued in the Lord, who 


is lijk thee? The scheld of thin help and the 
swerd of thi glorie is thi God; thin enemyes 
schulen denye thee, and thou schalt trede 
her neckis. 


34 

1 Therfor Moyses stiede fro the feeldi 
places of Moab on the hil of Nebo, in to the 
cop of Fasga, ayens Gerico. And the Lord 
schewide to hym al the lond of Galaad ‘til 
to Dan, 2 and al Neptalym, and the lond of 
Effraym and of Manasses, and al the lond 
of Juda, ‘til to the laste see; and the south 
part, 3 and the breede of the feeld of Jerico, 
of the citee of Palmes ‘til to Segor. 4 And 
the Lord seide to hym, This is the lond for 
which Y swoor to Abraham, Isaac, and Ja- 
cob; and Y seide, Y schal yyue it to thi seed; 
thou hast seyn it with thin iyen, and thou 
schalt not passe ‘to it. 5 And Moyses, the 
seruaunt of the Lord, was deed there, in the 
lond of Moab, ‘for the Lord comaundide. 
6 And the Lord biriede hym * in a valey 
of the lond of Moab, ayens Fegor, and no 
man knewe his sepulcre ‘til in to present 
day. 7 Moises was of an hundrid and twenti 
yeer whanne he diede; his iye dasewide 


not, nethir hise teeth weren stirid. § And 
the sones of Israel biwepten hym thretti 
daies in the feeldi places of Moab; and 
the daies of weilyng of men ‘bymorenynge 
Moises weren fillid. 9 Forsothe Josue, the 
sone of Nun, was fillid with ‘the spyrit of 
wisdom, for Moises settide hise hondis on 
hym; and the sones of Israel obeieden to 
Josue, and diden as the Lord comaundide 
to Moises. 1° And ‘a profete roos no more 





§ 33:26 cloudis. In Ebrew it is, heuenes and armes of the world. 


T 34:10 as Moyses, that is, euene to him. 
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in Israel ‘as Moises,t whom the Lord knewe 
ace to face, 11 in alle myraclis, and grete 


wondris, whiche the Lord sente bi hym, 
that he schulde do in the lond of Egipt to 
Farao, and alle hise seruauntis, and to al 
the lond ‘of hym, !2and al strong hond, and 
the ‘grete merueylis, whiche Moyses dide 
bifor al Israel. 


* 
34:6 biriede him, by the seruyce of aungels. 
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The Gospel According to 
Matthew 


1 The book of the generacioun of Jh- 


esu Crist, the sone of Dauid, the sone of 
Abraham. 2 Abraham bigat Isaac. Isaac 


bigat Jacob. Jacob bigat Judas and hise 
britheren. 3 Judas bigat Fares and Zaram, 
of Tamar. Fares bigat Esrom. 4 Esrom 
bigat Aram. Aram bigat Amynadab. Amy- 
nadab bigat Naason. Naason bigat Salmon. 
5 Salmon bigat Booz, of Raab. Booz bi- 
gat Obeth, of Ruth. Obeth bigat Jesse. 
Jesse bigat Dauid the king. © Dauid the 
king bigat Salamon, of hir that was Vries 
wijf. 7 Salomon bigat Roboam. Roboam 
bigat Abias. ® Abias bigat Asa. Asa bigat 
Josaphath. Josaphath bigat Joram. Jo- 
ram bigat ° Osias. Osias bigat Joathan. 
Joathan bigat Achaz. Achaz bigat Ezechie. 
10 Ezechie bigat Manasses. Manasses bigat 
Amon. ! Amon bigat Josias. Josias bigat 
Jeconyas and his britheren, in to the trans- 
mygracioun of Babiloyne. !4 And aftir the 
transmygracioun of Babiloyne, Jeconyas 
bigat Salatiel. Salatiel bigat Zorobabel. 
13 Zorobabel bigat Abyut. Abyut bigat Eli- 
achym. Eliachym bigat Asor. 4 Asor bigat 
Sadoc. Sadoc bigat Achym. 5 Achym bigat 
Elyut. Elyut bigat Eleasar. Eleasar bigat 
Mathan. !¢Mathan bigat Jacob. Jacob bigat 
Joseph, the hosebonde of Marye, of whom 
Jhesus was borun, that is clepid Christ. 
17 And so alle generaciouns fro Abraham 
to Dauid ben fourtene generacions, and 
fro Dauid to the transmygracioun of Ba- 
biloyne ben fourtene generaciouns, and 
fro the transmygracioun of Babiloyne to 
Crist ben fourtene generaciouns. 18 But the 
generacioun of Crist was thus. Whanne 
Marie, the modir of Jhesu, was spousid to 
Joseph, bifore thei camen togidere, she was 
foundun hauynge of the Hooli Goost in the 
wombe, 19 And Joseph, hir hosebonde, for 
he was riytful, and wolde not puplische 
hir, he wolde priueli haue left hir. 2° But 
while he thouyte thes thingis, lo! the 
aungel of the Lord apperide ‘in sleep to 
hym, and seide, Joseph, the sone of Dauid, 
nyle thou drede to take Marie, thi wijf; for 
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that thing that is borun in hir is of the Hooli 


Goost. 2! And she shal bere a sone, and 
thou shalt clepe his name Jhesus; for he 


schal make his puple saaf fro her synnes. 
22 For al this thing was don, that it schulde 


be fulfillid, that was seid of the Lord bi a 
prophete, seiynge, Lo! 23a virgyn shal haue 


in wombe, and she schal bere a sone, and 
thei schulen clepe his name Emanuel, that 


is to seie, God with vs. 24 And Joseph roos 
fro sleepe, and dide as the aungel of the 
Lord comaundide hym, and took Marie, his 
wijf; 25 and he knew her not, til she hadde 
borun her firste bigete sone, and clepide 
his name Jhesus. 


1 Therfor whanne Jhesus was borun in 
Bethleem of Juda, in the daies of king 
Eroude, lo! astromyenes camen fro the 
eest to Jerusalem, 2 and seiden, Where is 
he, that is borun king of Jewis? for we 
han seyn his sterre in the eest, and we 
comen to worschipe him. 3 But king Eroude 
herde, and was trublid, and al Jerusalem 
with hym. 4 And he gaderide to gidre alle 
the prynces of prestis, and scribis of the 
puple, and enqueride of hem, where Crist 
shulde be borun. ° And thei seiden to hym, 
In Bethleem of Juda; for so it is writun 
bi a profete, © And thou, Bethleem, the 
lond of Juda, art not the leest among the 
prynces of Juda; for of thee a duyk schal 
go out, that schal gouerne my puple of 
Israel. 7 Thanne Eroude clepide pryueli the 
astromyens, and lernyde bisili of hem the 
tyme of the sterre that apperide to hem. 
8 And he sente hem in to Bethleem, and 
seide, Go ye, and axe ye bisili of the child, 
and whanne yee han foundun, telle ye it 
to me, that Y also come, and worschipe 
hym. ° And whanne thei hadden herd the 
kyng, thei wenten forth. And lo! the 
sterre, that thei siyen in the eest, wente 


bifore hem, til it cam, and stood aboue, 
where the child was. 1° And thei siyen the 


sterre, and ioyeden with a ful greet ioye. 
11 And thei entriden in to the hous, and 
founden the child with Marie, his modir; 
and thei felden doun, and worschipiden 
him. And whanne thei hadden openyd her 
tresouris, thei offryden to hym yiftis, gold, 
encense, and myrre. 12 And whanne thei 
hadden take an aunswere in sleep, that thei 
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schulden not turne ayen to Eroude, thei 
turneden ayen bi anothir weie in to her 
cuntrey. 13 And whanne thei weren goon, 
lo! the aungel of the Lord apperide to 
Joseph in sleep, and seide, Rise vp, and take 
the child and his modir, and fle in to Egipt, 


and be thou there, til that I seie to thee; for 
it is to come, that Eroude seke the child, to 
destrie hym. 14 And Joseph roos, and took 


the child and his modir bi nyyt, and wente 
in to Egipt, 5 and he was there to the deeth 


of Eroude; that it schulde be fulfillid, that 
was seid of the Lord bi the profete, seiynge, 


Fro Egipt Y haue clepid my sone. 1©Thanne 
Eroude seynge that he was disseyued of the 
astromyens, was ful wrooth; and he sente, 
and slowe alle the children, that weren in 
Bethleem, and in alle the coostis therof, fro 
two yeer age and with inne, aftir the tyme 
that he had enquerid of the astromyens. 
17 Thanne ‘it was fulfillid, that was seid bi 
Jeremye, the profete, 18 seiynge, A vois was 
herd an hiy, wepynge and moche weilyng, 
Rachel biwepynge hir sones, and she wolde 
not be coumfortid, for thei ben noyt. 19 But 
whanne Eroude was deed, loo! the aungel 
of the Lord apperide to Joseph in sleep in 
Egipt, 2° and seide, Ryse vp, and take the 
child and his modir, and go in to the lond 
of Israel; for thei that souyten the lijf of 
the chijld ben deed. 2! Joseph roos, and 
took the child and his modir, and cam in 
to the loond of Israel. 22 And he herde 
that Archilaus regnede in Judee for Eroude, 


his fadir, and dredde to go thidir. And he 
was warned in sleep, and wente in to the 
parties of Galilee; 23 and cam, and dwelte 
in a citee, that ys clepid Nazareth, that it 
shulde be fulfillid, that was seid bi profetis, 
For he shal be clepid a Nazarey. 


3 


1 In tho daies Joon Baptist cam, and 
prechide in the desert of Judee, 2 and 
seide, Do ye penaunce, for the kyngdom 
of heuenes shal neiye. 3 For this is he, 
of whom it is seid bi Ysaie, the prophete, 
seyinge, A vois of a crier in desert, Make 
ye redi the weies of the Lord; make ye 
riyt the pathis of hym. 4 And this Joon 
hadde clothing of camels heeris, and a 
girdil of skynne aboute hise leendis; and 
his mete was honysoukis, and hony of the 
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wode. 5 Thanne Jerusalem wente out to 
hym, and al Judee, and al the cuntre aboute 
Jordan; © and thei weren waischun of hym 
in Jordan, ‘and knowlechiden her synnes. 
7 But he siy manye of the Farysees and 
of Saduceis comynge to his baptym, and 


seide to hem, Generaciouns of eddris, who 
shewide to you to fle fro the wraththe that 


is to come? 8 Therfor do ye worthi fruyte 
of penaunce, ° and nyle ye seie with ynne 
you, We han Abraham to fadir; for Y seie 
to you, that God is myyti to reise vp of 


these stoones the sones of Abraham. 1° And 
now the ax is put to the roote of the tree; 


therfore euery tree that makith not good 
fruyt, shal be kit doun, and shal be cast in 
to the fier. 1! Y waische you in water, in 
to penaunce; but he that shal come after 
me is strongere than Y, whos schoon Y 
am not worthi to bere; he shal baptise 
you in the Hooli Goost and fier. 12 Whos 
wynewing cloth is in his hoond, and he shal 
fulli clense his corn flore, and shal gadere 


his whete in to his berne; but the chaffe 
he shal brenne with fier that mai not be 
quenchid. !3 Thanne Jhesus cam fro Galilee 


in to Jordan to Joon, to be baptised of hym. 
14 And Joon forbede him, and seide, Y owe 
to be baptisid of thee, and thou comest to 
me? 1 But Jhesus answeride, and seide 
to hym, Suffre nowe, for thus it fallith to 
vs to fulfille al riytfulnesse. 1° Thanne 
Joon suffride hym. And whanne Jhesus was 
baptisid, anoon he wente up fro the watir; 
and lo! heuenes weren openyd to hym, and 
he saie the Spirit of God comynge doun as a 
dowue, and comynge on hym; and loo! !’a 
vois fro heuenes, seiynge, This is my louyd 
sone, in which Y haue plesid to me. 


1 Thanne Jhesus was led of a spirit in to 
desert, to be temptid of the feend. 2 And 
whanne he hadde fastid fourti daies and 
fourti nyytis, aftirward he hungride. ? And 
the tempter cam nyy, and seide to hym, If 
thou art Goddis sone, seie that thes stoones 
be maad looues. 4 Which answeride, and 
seide to hym, It is writun, Not oonli in 
breed luyeth man, but in ech word that 
cometh of Goddis mouth. 5 Thanne the 
feend took hym in to the hooli citee, and 
settide hym on the pynacle of the temple, 
6 and seide to hym, If thou art Goddis 
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sone, sende thee adoun; for it is writun, 
That to hise aungels he comaundide of 
thee, and thei schulen take thee in hondis, 
lest perauenture thou hirte thi foot at a 
stoon. 7 Eftsoone Jhesus seide to hym, It 
is writun, Thou shalt not tempte thi Lord 
God. 8 Eftsoone the feend took hym in 
to a ful hiy hil, and schewide to hym alle 
the rewmes of the world, and the ioye of 
hem; ? and seide to hym, Alle these *Y 
schal yyue to thee, if thou falle doun and 
worschipe me. !° Thanne Jhesus seide to 
hym, Goo, Sathanas; for it is writun, Thou 
schalt worschipe thi Lord God, and to hym 


aloone thou shalt serue. 1! Thanne the 
feend lafte hym; and lo! aungels camen 
nyy, and serueden to hym. 12 But whanne 
Jhesus hadde herd that Joon was takun, 
he wente in to Galilee. 13 And he lefte 
the citee of Nazareth, and cam, and dwelte 
in the citee of Cafarnaum, biside the see, 
in the coostis of Zabulon and Neptalym, 


14 that it shulde be fulfillid, that was seid 
by Ysaie, the profete, seiynge, 15 The lond 
of Sabulon and the lond of Neptalym, the 
weie of the see ouer Jordan, of Galilee of 
hethen men, 1¢ the puple that walkide in 
derknessis saye greet liyt, and while men 


satten in the cuntre of shadewe of deth, 
liyt aroos to hem. 1” Fro that tyme Jhesus 


bigan to preche, and seie, Do ye penaunce, 
for the kyngdom of heuenes schal come 
niy. 18 And Jhesus walkide bisidis the see of 
Galilee, and saye twei britheren, Symount, 
that is clepid Petre, and Andrewe, his 
brothir, castynge nettis in to the see; for 
thei weren fischeris. 19 And he seide to 
hem, Come ye aftir me, and Y shal make 
you to be maad fisscheris of men. 2° And 


anoon thei leften the nettis, and sueden 
hym. 2! And he yede forth fro that place, 


and saie tweyne othere britheren, James of 
Zebede, and Joon, his brother, in a schip 
with Zebede, her fadir, amendynge her 
nettis, and he clepide hem. 22 And anoon 


thei leften the nettis and the fadir, and 
sueden hym. 23 And Jhesus yede aboute al 


Galilee, techynge in the synagogis of hem, 
and prechynge the gospel of the kyngdom, 
and heelynge euery languor and eche seke- 
nesse among the puple. 24 And his fame 
wente in to al Sirie; and thei brouyten to 
hym alle that weren at male ese, and that 
weren take with dyuerse languores and 
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turmentis, and hem that hadden feendis, 
and lunatike men, and men in palesy, an 


he heelide hem. 25 And ther sueden hym 
myche puple of Galile, and of Decapoli, and 
of Jerusalem, and of Judee, and of biyende 
Jordan. 


1 And Jhesus, seynge the puple, wente 
vp in to an hil; and whanne he was set, 
hise disciplis camen to hym. 2 And he 
openyde his mouth, and tauyte hem, and 
seide, 3 Blessed ben pore men in spirit, 
for the kyngdom of heuenes is herne. 
4 Blessid ben mylde men, for thei schulen 


welde the erthe. ° Blessid ben thei that 
mornen, for thei schulen be coumfortid. 
6 Blessid ben thei that hungren and thris- 


ten riytwisnesse, for thei schulen be ful- 


fillid. 7 Blessid ben merciful men, for thei 
schulen gete merci. ® Blessid ben thei that 


ben of clene herte, for thei schulen se God. 
9 Blessid ben pesible men, for thei schulen 


be clepid Goddis children. 1° Blessid ben 
thei that suffren persecusioun for riytful- 
nesse, for the kingdam of heuenes is herne. 


11 ‘Ye schulen be blessid, whanne men 
schulen curse you, and schulen pursue you, 


and shulen seie al yuel ayens you liynge, 
for me. !2 Ioie ye, and be ye glad, for youre 
meede is plenteuouse in heuenes; for so 
thei han pursued “also profetis that weren 
bifor you. !° Ye ben salt of the erthe; that if 
the salt vanysche awey, whereynne schal it 
be saltid? To no thing it is worth ouere, no 


but that it be cast out, and be defoulid of 
men. | Ye ben liyt of the world; a citee set 


on an hil may not be hid; !5 ne me teendith 
not a lanterne, and puttith it vndur a buss- 
chel, but on a candilstike, that it yyue liyt 
to alle that ben in the hous. 16 So schyne 
youre liyt befor men, that thei se youre 
goode werkis, and glorifie youre fadir that 
is in heuenes. !’ Nil ye deme, that Y cam to 
vndo the lawe, or the profetis; Y cam not to 


vndo the lawe, but to fulfille. 18 Forsothe Y 
seie to you, til heuene and erthe passe, o 


lettir or o titel shal not passe fro the lawe, 
til alle thingis be doon. 19 Therfor he that 


brekith oon of these leeste maundementis, 
and techith thus men, schal be clepid the 


leste in the rewme of heuenes; ‘but he 
that doith, and techith, schal be clepid 
greet in the kyngdom of heuenes. 2° And 
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Y seie to you, that but your riytfulnesse 
be more plenteuouse than of scribis and 
of Farisees, ye schulen not entre into the 
kyngdom of heuenes. 2! Ye han herd that 


it was seid to elde men, Thou schalt not 
slee; and he that sleeth, schal be gilti to 


doom. 22 But Y seie to you, that ech man 
that is wrooth to his brothir, schal be gilti 


to doom; and he that seith to his brother, 
Fy! schal be gilti to the counseil; but he 


that seith, Fool, schal be gilti to the fier 
of helle. 23 Therfor if thou offrist thi yifte 


‘at the auter, and ther thou bithenkist, 
that thi brothir hath sum what ayens thee, 


24 leeue there thi yifte bifor the auter, and 
go first to be recounselid to thi brothir, 


and thanne thou schalt come, and schalt 
offre thi yifte. 25 Be thou consentynge to 
thin aduersarie soone, while thou art in 
the weie with hym, lest perauenture thin 


aduersarie take thee to the domesman, and 
the domesman take thee to the mynystre, 


and thou be sent in to prisoun. 2° Treuli 
Y seie to thee, thou shalt not go out fro 
thennus, til thou yelde the last ferthing. 
27 Ye han herd that it was seid to elde 
men, Thou schalt ‘do no letcherie. 28 But 
Y seie to you, that euery man that seeth a 


womman for to coueite hir, hath now do 
letcherie bi hir in his herte. 2° That if thi 
riyt iye sclaundre thee, pulle hym out, and 
caste fro thee; for it spedith to thee, that 
oon of thi membris perische, than that al 
thi bodi go in to helle. 3° And if thi riyt 
hond sclaundre thee, kitte hym aweye, and 
caste fro thee; for it spedith to thee that 
oon of thi membris perische, than that al 
thi bodi go in to helle. 3! And it hath be 
seyd, Who euere leeueth his wijf, yyue he 
to hir a libel of forsakyng. 32 But Y seie to 
you, that euery man that leeueth his wijf, 
outtakun cause of fornycacioun, makith 


hir to do letcherie, and he that weddith the 
forsakun wijf, doith auowtrye. 33 Eftsoone 


ye han herd, that it was seid to elde men, 


Thou schalt not forswere, but thou schalt 
yelde thin othis to the Lord. >4 But Y seie 


to you, that ye swere not ‘for ony thing; 
nethir bi heuene, for it is the trone of God; 


35 nether bi the erthe, for it is the stole of 


his feet; nether bi Jerusalem, for it is the 
citee of a greet kyng; nether thou shalt not 
swere bi thin heed, 3° for thou maist not 
make oon heere white, ne blacke; 37 but be 
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youre word, Yhe, yhe; Nay, nay; and that 
that is more than these, is of yuel. 38 Ye 
han herd that it hath be seid, Iye for iye, 
and tothe for tothe. 39 But Y seie to you, 
that ye ayenstonde not an yuel man; but if 
ony smyte thee in the riyt cheke, schewe 
to him also the tothir; 4° and to hym that 
wole stryue with thee in doom, and take 
awey thi coote, leeue thou ‘to him also thi 
mantil; 41 and who euer constreyneth thee 
a thousynde pacis, go thou with hym othir 
tweyne. 42 Yyue thou to hym that axith 
of thee, and turne not awey fro hym that 
wole borewe of thee. 43 Ye han herd that 
it was seid, Thou shalt loue thi neiybore, 
and hate thin enemye. 44 But Y seie to you, 
loue ye youre enemyes, do ye wel to hem 
that hatiden you, and preye ye for hem that 
pursuen, and sclaundren you; *° that ye be 
the sones of your fadir that is in heuenes, 
that makith his sunne to rise vpon goode 
‘and yuele men, and reyneth on iust men 
and vniuste. 4° For if ye louen hem that 
louen you, what mede schulen ye han? 
whether pupplicans doon not this? 47 And 
if ye greten youre britheren oonli, what 
schulen ye do more? ne doon not hethene 
men this? 48 Therfore be ye parfit, as youre 
heuenli fadir is parfit. 


1 Takith hede, that ye do not youre 
riytwisnesse bifor men, to be seyn of hem, 
ellis ye schulen haue no meede at youre 


fadir that is in heuenes. 2 Therfore whanne 
thou doist almes, nyle thou trumpe tofore 


thee, as ypocritis doon in synagogis and 
stretis, that thei be worschipid of men; 
sotheli Y seie to you, they han resseyued 


her meede. 3 But whanne thou doist almes, 
knowe not thi left hond what thi riyt hond 


doith, that thin almes be in hidils, 4 and thi 
fadir that seeth in hiddils, schal quyte thee. 


5 And whanne ye preyen, ye schulen not be 
as ipocritis, that louen to preye stondynge 
in synagogis and corneris of stretis, to be 
seyn of men; treuli Y seie to you, thei han 
resseyued her meede. © But whanne thou 
schalt preye, entre in to thi couche, and 
whanne the dore is schet, preye thi fadir 


in hidils, and thi fadir that seeth in hidils, 
schal yelde to thee. 7 But in preiyng nyle 


yee speke myche, as hethene men doon, 
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for thei gessen that thei ben herd in her 
myche speche. 8 Therfor nyle ye be maad 
lich to hem, for your fadir woot what is 
nede to you, bifore that ye axen hym. ° And 
thus ye schulen preye, Oure fadir that art 


in heuenes, halewid be thi name; 1° thi 
kyngdoom come to; be thi wille don ‘in 


erthe as in heuene; ! yyue to vs this dai 


oure ‘breed ouer othir substaunce; 12 and 
foryyue to vs oure dettis, as we foryyuen 


to oure dettouris; and lede vs not in to 
temptacioun, 13 but delyuere vs fro yuel. 


14 Amen. For if ye foryyuen to men her 
synnes, youre heuenli fadir schal foryyue 
to you youre trespassis. 15 Sotheli if ye 
foryyuen not to men, nether youre fadir 
schal foryyue to you youre synnes. !¢ But 
whanne ye fasten, nyle ye be maad as 
ypocritis sorewful, for thei defacen hem 
silf, to seme fastyng to men; treuli Y seie to 
you, they han resseyued her meede. !” But 
whanne thou fastist, anoynte thin heed, 


and waische thi face, 18 that thou be not 
seen fastynge to men, but to thi fadir that is 


in hidlis, and thi fadir that seeth in priuey, 
shal yelde to thee. 19 Nile ye tresoure to you 
tresouris in erthe, where ruste and mouyte 


destrieth, and where theues deluen out 
and stelen; 2° but gadere to you tresouris 


in heuene, where nether ruste ne mouyte 
distrieth, and where theues deluen not out, 
ne stelen. 21 For where thi tresoure is, there 
also thin herte is. 22 The lanterne of thi 
bodi is thin iye; if thin iye be symple, al 
thi bodi shal be liytful; 23 but if thin iye 


be weiward, al thi bodi shal be derk. If 
thanne the liyt that is in thee be derk- 


nessis, how grete schulen thilk derknessis 
be? 24No man may serue tweyn lordis, for 


ethir he schal hate ‘the toon, and loue the 
tother; ethir he shal susteyne ‘the toon, 


and dispise the tothir. Ye moun not serue 
God and richessis. 25 Therfor I seie to you, 
that ye be not bisi to youre lijf, what ye 
schulen ete; nether to youre bodi, with 
what ye schulen be clothid. Whether lijf 


is not more than meete, and the bodie 
more than cloth? 2¢Biholde ye the foulis of 


the eire, for thei sowen not, nethir repen, 
nethir gaderen in to bernes; and youre 
fadir of heuene fedith hem. Whether ye 


ben not more worthi than thei? 2” But who 
of you thenkynge mai putte to his stature 


o cubit? 28 And of clothing what ben ye 
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bisye? Biholde ye the lilies of the feeld, 


how thei wexen. Thei trauelen not, nether 
spynnen; 29 and Y seie to you, Salomon inal 


his glorie was not keuered as oon of these. 


30 And if God clothith thus the hei of the 
feeld, that to day is, and to morewe is cast 
in to an ouen, hou myche more you of litel 
feith? 31 Therfor nyle ye be bisi, seiynge, 
What schulen we ete? or, What schulen we 
drinke? or, With what thing schulen we 


be keuered? 22 For hethene men seken alle 
these thingis; and youre fadir woot, that ye 


han nede to alle these thingis. 33 Therfor 
seke ye first the kyngdom of God, and his 
riytfulnesse, and alle these thingis shulen 
be cast to you. 34 Therfor nyle ye be bisy in 


to the morew, for the morew shal be bisi to 
‘hym silf; for it suffisith to the dai his owen 


malice. 


7 
1 Nile ye deme, ‘that ye be not demed; 
for in what doom ye demen, 2 ye schulen 
be demed, and in what mesure ye meten, 
it schal be meten ayen to you. 3 But what 
seest thou a litil mote in the iye of thi 


brother, and seest not a beem in thin owne 
iye? 4 Or hou seist thou to thi brothir, 
Brothir, suffre I schal do out a mote fro thin 
iye, and lo! a beem is in thin owne iye? 
5 Ipocrite, ‘do thou out first the beem of 
thin iye, and thanne thou schalt se to do 
out the mote of the iye of thi brothir. ° Nile 
ye yyue hooli thing to houndis, nethir 
caste ye youre margaritis bifore swyne, lest 
perauenture thei defoulen hem with her 
feet, and the houndis be turned, and al to- 
tere you. 7 Axe ye, and it schal be youun 
to you; seke ye, and ye schulen fynde; 
knocke ye, and it schal be openyd to you. 


8 For ech that axith, takith; and he that 
sekith, fyndith; and it schal be openyd to 


hym, that knockith. 9 What man of you 
is, that if his sone axe hym breed, whethir 
he wole take hym a stoon? 1° Or if he axe 
fische, whether he wole take hym an ed- 
der? 11 Therfor if ye, whanne ye ben yuele 
men, kunnen yyue good yiftis to youre 
sones, hou myche more youre fadir that 
is in heuenes schal yyue good thingis to 
men that axen hym? 12 Therfor alle thingis, 
what euere thingis ye wolen that men do 
to you, do ye to hem, for this is the lawe 
and the prophetis. 13 Entre ye bi the streyt 
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yate; for the yate that ledith to perdicioun 
is large, and the weie is broode, and there 
ben many that entren bi it. 14 Hou streit is 
the yate, and narwy the weye, that ledith 
to lijf, and ther ben fewe that fynden it. 
15 Be ye war of fals prophetis, that comen 
to you in clothingis of scheep, but with- 
ynneforth thei ben as wolues of raueyn; 
16 of her fruytis ye schulen knowe hem. 
Whether men gaderen grapis of thornes, 
or figus of breris? 17 So euery good tre 
makith good fruytis; but an yuel tre makith 
yuel fruytis. 18 A good tre may not make 
yuel fruytis, nethir an yuel tre make good 
fruytis. 19 Euery tre that makith not good 
fruyt, schal be kyt doun, and schal be cast 
in to the fier. 2° Therfor of her fruytis ye 
schulen knowe hem. 2! Not ech man that 


seith to me, Lord, Lord, schal entre in to 
the kyngdom of heuenes; but he that doith 


the wille of my fadir that is in heuenes, he 
schal entre in to the kyngdoom of heuenes. 
22 Many schulen seie to me in that dai, Lord, 
Lord, whether we han not prophesied in 


thi name, and han caste out feendis in thi 
name, and han doon many vertues in thi 


name? 23 And thanne Y schal knouleche 
to hem, That Y knewe you neuere; departe 


awei fro me, ye that worchen wickidnesse. 
24 Therfor ech man that herith these my 
wordis, and doith hem, schal be maad lijk 


to a wise man, that hath bildid his hous 
on a stoon. 25 And reyn felde doun, and 


flodis camen, and wyndis blewen, and russ- 


chiden ‘in to that hous; and it felde not 
doun, for it was foundun on a stoon. 26 And 
euery man that herith these my wordis, 


and doith hem not, is lijk to a fool, that 
hath bildid his hous on grauel. 27 And reyn 
cam doun, and floodis camen, and wyndis 
blewen, and thei hurliden ayen that hous; 
and it felde doun, and the fallyng doun 
therof was greet. 28 And it was doon, 
whanne Jhesus hadde endid these wordis, 
the puple wondride on his techyng; 29 for 
he tauyte hem, as he that hadde power, and 
not as the scribis ‘of hem, and the Farisees. 


1 But whanne Jhesus was come doun fro 
the hil, mych puple suede hym. 2 And loo! 
a leprouse man cam, and worschipide hym, 


and seide, Lord, if thou wolt, thou maist 
make me clene. 3? And Jhesus helde forth 
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the hoond, and touchide hym, and seide, Y 


wole, be thou maad cleene. And anoon the 
lepre of him was clensid. 4 And Jhesus seide 


to hym, Se, seie thou to no man; but go, 
shewe thee to the prestis, and offre the yift 
that Moyses comaundide, in witnessyng to 


hem. 5 And whanne he hadde entrid in 
to Cafarnaum, ‘the centurien neiyede to 


him, and preiede him, °and seide, Lord, my 
childe lijth in the hous sijk on the palesie, 
and is yuel turmentid. 7 And Jhesus seide 


to him, Y schal come, and schal heele him. 
8 And the centurien answeride, and seide 
to hym, Lord, Y am not worthi, that thou 


entre vndur my roof; but oonli seie thou bi 
word, and my childe shal be heelid. 9 For 
whi Y am a man ordeyned vndur power, 
and haue knyytis vndir me; and Y seie to 
this, Go, and he goith; and to another, 
Come, and he cometh; and to my seruaunt, 
Do this, and he doith it. 1° And Jhesus 
herde these thingis, and wondride, and 


seide to men ‘that sueden him, Treuli Y 
seie to you, Y foond not so greet feith in 


Israel. 1! And Y seie to you, that many 


schulen come fro the eest and the west, and 
schulen reste with Abraham and Ysaac and 
Jacob in the kyngdom of heuenes; 12 but 


the sones of the rewme schulen be cast 
out in to vtmer derknessis; there schal be 
wepyng, and grynting of teeth. 1 And 
Jhesus seide to the centurioun, Go, and 
as thou hast bileuyd, be it doon to thee. 
And the child was heelid fro that hour. 
14 And whanne Jhesus was comun in to 
the hous of Symount Petre, he say his 
wyues modir liggynge, and shakun with 


feueris. 15 And he touchide hir hoond, 
and the feuer lefte hir; and she roos, and 
seruede hem. 16 And whanne it was euen, 
thei brouyten to hym manye that hadden 


deuelis, and he castide out spiritis bi word, 
and heelide alle that weren yuel at ese; 
17 that it were fulfillid, that was seid by 
Ysaie, the profete, seiynge, He took oure 
infirmytees, and bar oure siknessis. 18 And 
Jhesus say myche puple aboute him, and 
bade hise disciplis go ouer the watir. 19 And 
a scribe neiyede, and seide to hym, Maistir, 
Y shal sue thee, whidir euer thou schalt 
go. 2° And Jhesus seide to hym, Foxis han 
dennes, and briddis of heuene han nestis, 
but mannus sone hath not where ‘he schal 
reste his heed. 21 Anothir of his disciplis 
seide to him, Lord, suffre me to go first, 
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and birie my fader. 2? But Jhesus seide 
to hym, Sue thou me, and lete deed men 
birie her deede men. 23 And whanne he 
was goon vp in to a litil schip, his disciplis 
sueden hym. 24 And loo! a greet stiring 
was maad in the see, so that the schip was 
hilid with wawes; but he slepte. 25 And hise 
disciplis camen to hym, and reysiden hym, 
and seiden, Lord, saue vs; we perischen. 
26 And Jhesus seide to hem, What ben ye 
of litil feith agaste? Thanne he roos, and 
comaundide to the wyndis and the see, 
and a greet pesibilnesse was maad. 27 And 


men wondriden, and seiden, What maner 
man is he this, for the wyndis and the see 
obeischen to him? 28 And whanne Jhesus 


was comun ouer the watir in to the cuntre 
of men of Gerasa, twey men metten hym, 


that hadden deuelis, and camen out of 
graues, ful woode, so that noo man myyte 
go bi that weie. 29 And lo! thei crieden, 
and seiden, What to vs and to thee, Jhesu, 


the sone of God? ‘art thou comun hidir 
bifore the tyme to turmente vs? 2° And not 


fer fro hem was a flocke of many swyne 
lesewynge. 3! And the deuelis preyeden 
hym, and seiden, If thou castist out vs fro 
hennes, sende vs in to the droue of swyne. 
32 And he seide to hem, Go ye. And thei 
yeden out, and wenten in to the swyne; 
and loo! in a greet bire al the droue wente 
heedlyng in to the see, and thei weren deed 


in the watris. 33 And the hirdis fledden 
awey, and camen in to the citee, and telden 


alle these thingis, and of hem that hadden 


the feendis. 34 And lo! al the citee wente 
out ayens Jhesu; and whanne thei hadden 


seyn hym, thei preieden, that he wolde 
passe fro her coostis. 


9 

1 And Jhesus wente vp in to a boot, 
and passide ouer the watir, and cam in 
to his citee. 2 And lo! thei brouyten to 
hym a man sike in palesie, liggynge in a 
bed. And Jhesus saw the feith of hem, 
and seide to the man sike in palesye, Sone, 
haue thou trist; thi synnes ben foryouun to 


thee. 3 And lo! summe of the scribis seiden 
withynne hem silf, This blasfemeth. 4 And 


whanne Jhesus hadde seyn her thouytis, 
he seide, Wherto thenken ye yuele thingis 
in youre hertis? 5 What is liytere to seye, 
Thi synnes ben foryouun to thee, ethir 
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‘to seie, Rise thou, and walke? © But that 
ye wite that mannus sone hath power to 
foryyue synnes in erthe, thanne he seide 
to the sijk man in palesie, Rise vp; take 
thi bed, and go in to thin hous. 7 And he 
roos, and wente in to his hous. 8 And the 
puple seynge dredde, and glorifiede God, 
that yaf suche power to men. ? And whanne 
Jhesus passide fro thennus, he say a man, 
Matheu bi name, sittynge in a tolbothe. 
And he seide to hym, Sue thou me. !° And 
he roos, and folewide hym. And it was 


don, the while he sat ‘at the mete in the 
hous, lo! many pupplicans and synful men 
camen, and saten ‘at the mete with Jhesu 
and hise disciplis. 1 And Farisees sien, and 
seiden to hise disciplis, Whi etith youre 
maister with pupplicans and synful men? 
12 And Jhesus herde, and seide, A leche 


is not nedeful to men that faren wel, but 
to men that ben yuel at ese. 1} But go 


ye, and lerne what it is, Y wole merci, 
and not sacrifice; for I cam, not to clepe 
riytful men, but synful men. 14 Thanne the 
disciplis of Joon camen to hym, and seiden, 


Whi we and Farisees fasten ofte, but thi 
disciplis fasten not? 15 And Jhesus seide 


to hem, Whether the sones of the spouse 
moun morne, as long as the spouse is with 


hem? But daies schulen come, whanne the 
spouse schal be takun a wei fro hem, and 


thanne thei schulen faste. 1° And no man 
putteth a clout of buystous clothe in to an 


elde clothing; for it doith awey the fulnesse 
of the cloth, and a wers breking is maad. 
17Nethir men putten newe wyne in to elde 


botelis, ellis the botels ben to-broke, and 
distried, and the wyn sched out. But men 


putten newe wyne in to newe botels, and 
bothe ben kept. 18 Whiles that Jhesus spak 
thes thingis to hem, lo! a prince cam, 
and worschipide hym, and seide, Lord, my 
douyter is now deed; but come thou, and 
putte thin hond on hir, and she schal lyue. 
19 And Jhesus roos, and ‘hise disciplis, and 
sueden hym. 2° And lo! a womman, that 
hadde the blodi flux twelue yere, neiyede 
bihynde, and touchide the hem of his cloth. 
21 For sche seide with ynne hir self, Yif 
Y touche oonli the cloth of hym, Y schal 
be saaf. 22 And Jhesus turnede, and say 
hir, and seide, Douytir, haue thou trist; 
thi feith hath maad thee saaf. And the 
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womman was hool fro that our. 23 And 
whanne Jhesus cam in to the hous of the 
prince, and say mynstrallis, and the puple 
makynge noise, 24 he seide, Go ye a wei, for 
the damysel is not deed, but slepith. And 
thei scornyden hym. 25 And whanne the 
folc was put out, he wente in, and helde 
hir hond; and the damysel roos. 26 And 


this fame wente out in to al that loond. 
27 And whanne Jhesus passide fro thennus, 


twei blynde men criynge sueden hym, and 


seiden, Thou sone of Dauid, haue merci on 
vs. 28 And whanne he cam in to the hous, 
the blynde men camen to hym; and Jhesus 


seide to hem, What wolen ye, that I do to 
you? And thei seiden, Lord, that oure iyen 
be opened. And Jhesus seide, Bileuen ye, 
that Y mai do this thing to you? Thei seien 


to him, Yhe, Lord. 29 Thanne he touchide 
her iyen, and seide, Aftir youre feith be it 


doon to you. 3° And the iyen of hem were 
opened. And Jhesus thretenede hem, and 
seide, Se ye, that no man wite. 3! But thei 
yeden out, and diffameden hym thorou al 
that lond. 32 And whanne thei weren gon 
out, loo! thei brouyten to hym a doumbe 
man, hauynge a deuel. 23 And whanne the 
deuel was cast out, the doumb man spak. 
And the puple wondride, and seide, It hath 
not be say thus in Israel. 34 But the Farisees 
seiden, In the prince of deuelis he castith 
out deuelis. 35 And Jhesus wente ‘aboute 
alle the ‘citees and castels, techinge in 
the synagogis of hem, and prechynge the 
gospel of the kyngdom, and helynge euery 
langour and euery sijknesse. 3° And he siy 
the puple, and hadde reuthe on hem; for 
thei weren trauelid, and liggynge as scheep 
not hauynge a scheepherde. 37 Thanne 
he seide to hise disciplis, Sotheli there 
is myche ripe corn, but fewe werk men. 
38 Therfor preye ye the lord of the ripe 


corn, that he sende werke men in to his 
ripe corn. 


10 


1 And whanne his twelue disciplis weren 
clepid togidere, he yaf to hem powere of 
vnclene spiritis, to caste hem out of men, 
and to heele eueri langour, and sijknesse. 


2 And these ben the names of the twelue 
apostlis; the firste, Symount, that is clepid 


Petre, and Andrew, his brothir; James 
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of Zebede, and Joon, his brothir; Filip, 


and Bartholomeu; 3 Thomas, and Matheu, 
pupplican; and James Alfey, and Tadee; 


4 Symount Chananee, and Judas Scarioth, 
that bitrayede Crist. 5 Jhesus sente these 


twelue, and comaundide hem, and seide, 
Go ye not ‘in to the weie of hethene men, 


and entre ye not in to the citees of Samari- 
tans; © but rather go ye to the scheep of the 
hous of Israel, that han perischid. 7 And 
go ye, and preche ye, and seie, that the 
kyngdam of heuenes shal neiye; ® heele ye 
sike men, reise ye deede men, clense ye 
mesels, caste ye out deuelis; freeli ye han 
takun, freli yyue ye. ° Nyle ye welde gold, 
nether siluer, ne money in youre girdlis, 
not a scrippe in the weie, !° nether twei 
cootis, nethir shoon, nether a yerde; for 


a werkman is worthi his mete. 1! In to 
what euere citee or castel ye schulen entre, 


axe ye who therynne is worthi, and there 
dwelle ye, til ye go out. 12 And whanne 
ye goon in to an hous, “grete ye it, and 
seyn, Pees to this hous. 1° And if thilk hous 
be worthi, youre pees schal come on it; 
but if that hous be not worthi, youre pees 
schal turne ayen to you. !4 And who euere 
resseyueth not you, nethir herith youre 
wordis, go ye fro that hous or citee, and 
sprenge of the dust of youre feet. !5 Treuly 
Y seie to you, it shal be more suffrable to 


the loond of men of Sodom and of Gom- 
mor in the dai of iugement, than to thilke 


citee. 1©Lo! Y sende you as scheep in 
the myddil of wolues; therfor be ye sliy as 
serpentis, and symple as dowues. 1’ But 
be ye war of men, for thei schulen take 
you in counseilis, and thei schulen bete 
you in her synagogis; 18 and to meyris, or 
presidentis, and to kyngis, ye schulen be 
lad for me, in witnessyng to hem, and to 


the hethen men. 1° But whanne thei take 
you, nyle ye thenke, hou or what thing ye 


schulen speke, for it shal be youun ‘to you 
in that our, what ye schulen speke; 2° for 
it ben not ye that speken, but the spirit of 
youre fadir, that spekith in you. 21 ‘And the 


brother shal take the brother in to deeth, 
and the fader the sone, and sones schulen 
rise ayens fadir and modir, and schulen 


turmente hem bi deeth. 22 And ye schulen 
be in hate to alle men for my name; but he 
that shall dwelle stille in to the ende, shal 
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be saaf. 23 And whanne thei pursuen you 
in this citee, fle ye in to anothir. Treuli Y 
seie to you, ye schulen not ende the citees 


of Israel, to for that mannus sone come. 
24 The disciple is not aboue the maistir, ne 
the seruaunt aboue hys lord; 2° it is ynowy 
to the disciple, that he be as his maistir, 
and to the seruaunt as his lord. If thei 
han clepid the hosebonde man Belsabub, 
hou myche more his houshold meyne? 
26 Therfor drede ye not hem; for no thing is 
hid, that schal not be shewid; and no thing 
is priuey, that schal not be wist. 27 That 
thing that Y seie to you in derknessis, seie 
ye in the liyt; and preche ye on housis, that 
thing that ye heeren in the ere. 28 And nyle 
ye drede hem that sleen the bodi; for thei 


moun not sle the soule; but rather drede 
ye hym, that mai lese bothe soule and bodi 


in to helle. 2? Whether twei sparewis ben 
not seeld for an halpeny? and oon of hem 
shal not falle on the erthe with outen youre 
fadir. 3°‘ And alle the heeris of youre heed 
ben noumbrid. 3! Therfor nyle ye drede; ye 
ben betere than many sparewis. 32 Therfor 
euery man that schal knouleche me bifore 
men, Y schal knouleche hym bifor my fadir 
that is in heuenes. 33 But he that shal denye 
me bifor men, and I shal denye him bifor 
my fadir that is in heuenes. 34Nile ye deme, 
that Y cam to sende pees in to erthe; Y 
cam not to sende pees, but swerd. 35 For Y 
cam to departe a man ayens his fadir, and 
the douytir ayens hir modir, and the sones 
wijf ayens the housbondis modir; 3° and 
the enemyes of a man ben ‘thei, that ben 


homeli with him. 37 He that loueth fadir 
or modir more than me, is not worthi to 
me. And he that loueth sone or douyter 


ouer me, is not worthi to me. 38 And he 
that takith not his croos, and sueth me, is 
not worthi to me. 39 He that fyndith his 


lijf, shal lose it; and he that lesith his lijf 
for me, shal fynde it. 4° He that resseyueth 
you, resseyueth me; and he that resseyueth 
me, resseyueth hym that sente me. 4! He 
that resseyueth a prophete in the name of a 
prophete, shal take the mede of a prophete. 
And he that resseyueth a iust man in the 


name of a iust man, schal take the mede of 
aiust man. 42 And who euer yyueth drynke 


to oon of these leeste a cuppe of coolde 
watir oonli in the name of a disciple, treuli 
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Y seie to you, he shal not leese his mede. 


11 


1 And it was doon, whanne Jhesus hadde 
endid, he comaundide to hise twelue dis- 
ciplis, and passide fro thennus to teche 
and preche in the citees of hem. ? But 
whanne Joon in boondis hadde herd the 
werkis of Crist, he sente tweyne of hise 
disciplis, 3 and seide to him, ‘Art thou he 
that schal come, or we abiden another? 
4 And Jhesus answeride, and seide ‘to hem, 
Go ye, and telle ayen to Joon tho thingis 
that ye han herd and seyn. ° Blynde men 
seen, crokid men goon, meselis ben maad 
clene, deefe men heren, deed men rysen 
ayen, pore men ben takun to ‘prechyng of 
the gospel. © And he is blessid, that shal 


not be sclaundrid in me. 7 And whanne thei 
weren goon awei, Jhesus bigan to seie of 


Joon to the puple, What thing wenten ye 


out in to desert to se? a reed wawed with 
the wynd? 8 Or what thing wenten ye out to 


see? a man clothid with softe clothis? Lo! 
thei that ben clothid with softe clothis ben 
in the housis of kyngis. 9 But what thing 
wenten ye out to se? a prophete? Yhe, 
Y seie to you, and more than a prophete. 


10 For this is he, of whom it is writun, Lo! Y 
sende myn aungel bifor thi face, that shal 


make redi thi weye bifor thee. ! Treuli Y 
seie to you, ther roos noon more than Joon 
Baptist among the children of wymmen; 
but he that is lesse in the kyngdom of 


heuenes, is more than he. 12 And fro the 
daies of Joon Baptist til now the kyngdom 


of heuenes suffrith violence, and violent 
men rauyschen it. 13 For alle prophetis and 
the lawe ‘til to Joon prophecieden; and if 
ye wolen resseyue, !4 he is Elie that is to 
come. 15 He that hath eris of heryng, here 
he. 16 But to whom schal Y gesse this gen- 
eracioun lijk? It is lijk to children sittynge 
in chepyng, that crien to her peeris, !” and 
seien, We han songun to you, and ye han 
not daunsid; we han morned to you, and 
ye han not weilid. 18 For Joon cam nether 
etynge ne drynkynge, and thei seien, He 
hath a deuel. 19 The sone of man cam 
etynge and drynkynge, and thei seien, Lo! 
a man a glotoun, and a drinkere of wijne, 
and a freend of pupplicans and of synful 


men. And wisdom is iustified of her sones. 
20 Thanne Jhesus bigan to seye repreef to 
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citees, in whiche ful manye vertues of him 
weren doon, for thei diden not penaunce. 
21 Wo to thee! Corosaym, woo to thee! 


Bethsaida; for if the vertues that ben doon 
in you hadden be doon in Tyre and Sidon, 


sumtyme thei hadden don penaunce in 
heyre and aische. 22 Netheles Y seie to you, 
it schal be lesse peyne to Tire and Sidon 
in the dai of doom, than to you. 23 And 


thou, Cafarnaum, whethir thou schalt be 
arerid vp in to heuene? Thou shalt go 


doun in to helle. For if the vertues that 
ben don in thee, hadden be don in Sodom, 
perauenture thei schulden haue dwellid ‘in 


to this dai. 24 Netheles Y seie to you, that to 
the lond of Sodom it schal be ‘lesse peyne 


in the dai of doom, than to thee. 25 In 
thilke tyme Jhesus answeride, and seide, Y 


knowleche to thee, fadir, lord of heuene 
and of erthe, for thou hast hid these thingis 


fro wijse men, and redi, and hast schewid 


hem to litle children; 2° so, fadir, for so it 
was plesynge tofore thee. 27 Alle thingis 


ben youune to me of my fadir; and no man 
knewe the sone, but the fadir, nethir ony 


man knewe the fadir, but the sone, and to 
whom the sone wolde schewe. 28 Alle ye 


that traueilen, and ben chargid, come to 
me, and Y schal fulfille you. 2? Take ye my 
yok on you, and lerne ye of me, for Y am 
mylde and meke in herte; and ye schulen 
fynde reste to youre soulis. 3° For my yok 
is softe, and my charge liyt. 


12 
1 In that tyme Jhesus wente bi cornes in 
the sabot day; and hise disciplis hungriden, 
and bigunnen to plucke the eris of corn, 
and to ete. 2 And Fariseis, seynge, seiden 
to hym, Lo! thi disciplis don that thing 


that is not leueful to hem to do in sabatis. 
3 And he seide to hem, Whether ye han not 


red, what Dauid dide, whanne he hungride, 
and thei that weren with hym? 4 hou he 
entride in to the hous of God, and eet 
looues of proposicioun, whiche looues it 
was not leueful to hym to ete, nether to 
hem that weren with hym, but to prestis 
aloone? 5 Or whether ye han not red in the 
lawe, that in sabotis prestis in the temple 


defoulen the sabotis, and thei ben with 
oute blame? © And Y seie to you, that 


here is a gretter than the temple. 7 And 
if ye wisten, what it is, Y wole merci, and 
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not sacrifice, ye schulden neuer haue con- 
dempned innocentis. 8 For mannus Sone 
is lord, yhe, of the sabat. ° And whanne 
he passide fro thennus, he cam in to the 
synagoge of hem. 1° And lo! a man that 
hadde a drye hoond. And thei axiden 
hym, and seiden, Whether it be leueful 


to hele in the sabot? that thei schulden 
acuse hym. 1 And he seide to hem, What 


man of you schal be, that hath o scheep, 


and if it falle in to a diche in the sabotis, 
whether he shal not holde, and lifte it vp? 


12 How myche more is a man better than a 
scheep? Therfor it is leueful to do good in 


the sabatis. 13 Thanne he seide to the man, 
Stretche forth thin hoond. And he strauyte 


forth; and it was restorid to heelthe as the 
tothir. 14 And the Farisees wenten out, 
and maden a counsel ayens hym, hou thei 


schulden distrie hym. !5 And Jhesus knewe 
it, and wente awei fro thennus; and many 
sueden hym, and he helide hem alle. !°And 


he comaundide to hem, that thei schulden 
not make hym knowun; !” that that thing 


were fulfillid, that was seid by Isaie, the 
prophete, seiynge, Lo! 18 my child, whom 
Y haue chosun, my derling, in whom it 
hath wel plesid to my soule; Y shal put 
my spirit on him, and he shal telle dom 
to hethen men. 1° He shal not stryue, ne 
crye, nethir ony man shal here his voice in 


stretis. 2° A brisid rehed he shal not breke, 
and he schal not quenche smokynge flax, 


til he caste out doom to victorie; 21 and 
hethene men schulen hope in his name. 
22 Thanne a man blynde and doumbe, that 
hadde a feend, was brouyt to hym; and 
he helide hym, so that he spak, and say. 
23 And al the puple wondride, and seide, 
Whether this be the sone of Dauid? 24 But 
the Farisees herden, and seiden, He this 
casteth not out feendis, but in Belsabub, 
prince of feendis. 25 And Jhesus, witynge 


her thouytis, seide to hem, Eche kingdom 
departid ayens it silf, schal be desolatid, 
and eche cite, or hous, departid ayens it 


self, schal not stonde. 2° And if Satanas 
castith out Satanas, he is departid ayens 


him silf; therfor hou schal his kingdom 


stonde? 27 And if Y in Belsabub caste out 
deuelis, in ‘whom youre sones casten out? 


Therfor thei schulen be youre domes men. 
28 But if Y in the Spirit of God caste out 
feendis, thanne the kyngdom of God is 
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comen in to you. 29 Ethir hou may ony 
man entre in to the hous of a stronge 
man, and take awey hise vesselis, but ‘he 
first bynde the stronge man, and thanne 
he schal spuyle his hous? 3° He that is 
not with me, is ayens me; and he that 
gaderith not togidere with me, scaterith 
abrood. 3! Therfor I seie to you, al synne 
and blasfemye shal be foryouun to men, 
but ‘the spirit of blasfemye shal not be 
foryouun. 32 And who euere seith a word 
ayens mannus sone, it shal be foryouun 
to him; but who that seieth a word ayens 
the Hooli Goost, it shal not be foryouun 
to hym, nether in this world, ne in ‘the 
tothir. 33 Ethir make ye the tree good, and 
his fruyt good; ether make ye the tree yuel 
and his fruyt yuel; for a tree is knowun 
of the fruyt. 34 Ye generacioun of eddris, 
hou moun ye speke goode thingis, whanne 
ye ben yuele? For the mouth spekith of 
plente of the herte. 35 A good man bryngith 
forth good thingis of good tresoure, and 
an yuel man bringith forth yuel thingis of 
yuel tresoure. 3° And Y seie to you, that 
of euery idel word, that men speken, thei 
schulen yelde resoun therof in the dai of 
doom; °” for of thi wordis thou schalt be 
iustified, and of thi wordis thou shalt be 

ampned, 38 Thanne summe of the scribis 
and Farisees answeriden to hym, and sei- 
den, Mayster, we wolen se a tokne of thee. 
39 Which answeride, and seide to hem, An 
yuel kynrede and a spouse brekere sekith a 
tokene, and a tokene shal not be youun to 
it, but the tokene of Jonas, the prophete. 
40 For as Jonas was in the wombe of a 
whal thre daies and thre nyytis, so mannus 


sone shal be in the herte of the erthe thre 
daies and thre nyytis. 41 Men of Nynyue 
schulen rise in doom with this genera- 
cioun, and schulen condempne it; for thei 
diden penaunce in the prechyng of Jonas, 
and lo! here a gretter than Jonas. 42 The 
queene of the south shal rise in doom with 
this generacioun, and schal condempne it; 
for she cam fro the eendis of the erthe 


to here the wisdom of Salomon, and lo! 
here a gretter than Salomon. 43 Whanne 


an vnclene spirit goith out fro a man, he 
goith bi drie places, ‘and sekith rest, and 
fyndith not. 44 Thanne he seith, Y shal 
turne ayen in to myn hous, fro whannys Y 
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wente out. And he cometh, and fyndith it 
voide, and clensid with besyms, and maad 
faire. 4° Thanne he goith, and takith with 
him seuene othere spiritis worse than hym 


silf; and thei entren, and dwellen there. 
And the laste thingis of that man ben maad 
worse than the formere. So it shal be to 
this worste generacioun. 4° Yit whil he 
spak to the puple, lo! his modir and his 
bretheren stoden withouteforth, sekynge 
to speke to hym. 47 And a man seide to 
hym, Lo! thi modir and thi britheren ston- 
den withouteforth, sekynge thee. 48 He 
answeride to the man, that spak to hym, 
and seide, Who is my modir? and who ben 
my britheren? 49 And he helde forth his 
hoond in to hise disciplis, and seide, Lo! 
my modir and my bretheren; °° for who 
euer doith the wille of my fadir that is in 
heuenes, he is my brothir, and sistir, and 
modir. 


13 

1 In that dai Jhesus yede out of the hous, 
and sat bisidis the see. And myche puple 
was gaderid to hym, so that he wente up 
in to a boot, and sat; and al the puple 
stood on the brenke. 3 And he spac to 
hem many thingis in parablis, and seide, 
Lo! he that sowith, yede out to sowe 


his seed. 4 And while he sowith, summe 
seedis felden bisidis the weie, and briddis 
of the eir camen, and eeten hem. 5 But 
othere seedis felden in to stony places, 


where thei hadden not myche erthe; and 
anoon thei sprongen vp, for thei hadden 
not depnesse of erthe. © But whanne the 


sonne was risun, thei swaliden, and for 
thei hadden not roote, thei drieden vp. 


7 And other seedis felden among thornes; 
and thornes woxen vp, and strangeleden 
hem. ® But othere seedis felden in to good 
lond, and yauen fruyt; summe an hundrid 


foold, an othir sixti foold, an othir thritti 
foold. 9 He that hath eris of heryng, here 
he. 1° And the disciplis camen nyy, and 
seiden to him, Whi spekist thou in parablis 
to hem? 1 And he answeride, and seide 
to hem, ‘For to you it is youun to knowe 
the priuytees of the kyngdom of heuenes; 
but it is not youun to hem. ! For it shal 
be youun to hym that hath, and he shal 
haue plente; but if a man hath not, also 
that thing that he hath shal be takun awei 
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fro hym. 13 Therfor Y speke to hem in 
parablis, for thei seynge seen not, and thei 
herynge heren not, nether vndurstonden; 
14 that the prophesie of Ysaie ‘seiynge be 
fulfillid ‘in hem, With heryng ye schulen 
here, and ye shulen not vndurstonde; and 
ye seynge schulen se, and ye shulen not 
se; 15 for the herte of this puple is greetli 
fattid, and thei herden heuyli with eeris, 
and thei han closed her iyen, lest sumtime 
thei seen with iyen, and with eeris heeren, 
and vndirstonden in herte, and thei be 
conuertid, and Y heele hem. 1° But youre 
iyen that seen ben blesside, and youre eeris 
that heren. !’ Forsothe Y seie to you, that 
manye profetis and iust men coueitiden 
to se tho thingis that ye seen, and thei 
sayn not, and to heere tho thingis that ye 


heren, and thei herden not. 18 Therfor 
here ye the parable of the sowere. 19 Ech 


that herith the word of the rewme, and 
vndirstondith not, the yuel spirit cometh, 


and rauyschith that that is sowun in his 


herte; this it is, that is sowun bisidis the 
weie. 2° But this that is sowun on the 
stony loond, this it is, that herith the word 


of God, and anoon with ioye takith it. 
21 And he hath not roote in hym silf, but 
is temporal. For whanne tribulacioun and 
persecucioun is maad for the word, anoon 
he is sclaundrid. 22 But he that is sowun 
in thornes, is this that heerith the word, 
and the bisynesse of this world, and the 
fallace of ritchessis strangulith the word, 
and it is maad with outen fruyt. 23 But he 
that is sowun in to good loond, is this that 


herith the word, and vnderstondeth, and 
bryngith forth fruyt. And summe makith 


an hundrid fold, treuli anothir sixti fold, 
and another thritti fold. 24 Anothir parable 
Jhesus puttide forth to hem, and seide, The 
kyngdom of heuenes is maad lijk to a man, 
that sewe good seed in his feld. 25 And 
whanne men slepten, his enemy cam, and 
sewe aboue taris in the myddil of whete, 


and wente awei. 26 But whanne the erbe 
was growed, and made fruyt, thanne the 


taris apperiden. 27 And the seruauntis of 


the hosebonde man camen, and seiden to 
hym, Lord, whether hast thou not sowun 


good seed in thi feeld? where of thanne 


hath it taris? 28 And he seide to hem, An 
enemy hath do this thing. And the seru- 


auntis seiden to him, ‘Wolt thou that we 
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goon, and gaderen hem? 29 And he seide, 
Nay, lest perauenture ye in gaderynge taris 
drawen vp with hem the whete bi the 
roote. 2° Suffre ye hem bothe to wexe in to 
repyng tyme; and in the tyme of ripe corne 
Y shal seie to the reperis, First gadere ye to 
gidere the taris, and bynde hem to gidere 
in knytchis to be brent, but gadere ye 
whete in to my berne. 3! Another parable 
Jhesus puttide forth to hem, and seide, The 
kyngdom of heuenes is lijk to a corn of 
seneuey, which a man took, and sewe in his 
feeld. 32 Which is the leeste of alle seedis, 
but whanne it hath woxen, it is the moste 
of alle wortis, and is maad a tre; so that 
briddis of the eir comen, and dwellen in 
the bowis therof. 33 Another parable Jhesus 
spac to hem, The kyngdom of heuenes is 
lijk to sour douy, which a womman took, 
and hidde in thre mesuris of mele, til it 
were alle sowrid. 34 Jhesus spac alle thes 
thingis in parablis to the puple, and he 
spac not to hem with out parablis, that it 
schulde be fulfillid, 35 that is seid bi the 


prophete, seiynge, Y shal opene my mouth 
in parablis; Y shal telle out hid thingis fro 
the makyng of the world. 3° Thanne he 
lefte the puple, and cam in to an hous; and 
hise disciplis camen to him, and seiden, 
Expowne to vs the parable of taris of the 
feeld. 37 Which answeride, and seide, He 
that sowith good seed is mannus sone; 
38 the feeld is the world; but the good seed, 
these ben sones of the kyngdom, but taris, 
these ben yuele children; 3° the enemye 
that sowith hem is the feend; and the ripe 
corn is the endyng of the world, the reperis 
ben aungels. 4° Therfor as taris ben gaderid 
togidere, and ben brent in fier, so it shal be 
in the endyng of the world. 41 Mannus sone 
shal sende hise aungels, and thei schulen 
gadere fro his rewme alle sclaundris, and 


hem that doon wickidnesse; 42 and thei 
schulen sende hem in to the chymney 


of fier, there shal be weping and betyng 
to gidere of teeth. 43 Thanne iuste men 
schulen schyne as the sunne, in the rewme 
of her fadir. He that hath eeris of heryng, 
here he. 44 The kyngdom of heuenes is lijk 
to tresour hid in a feld, which a man that 
fyndith, hidith; and for ioye of it he goith, 
and sillith alle thingis that he hath, and bi- 
eth thilk feeld. 45 Eftsoone the kyngdom of 
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heuenes is lijk to a marchaunt, that sechith 
good margaritis; 4° but whanne he hath 
foundun o precious margarite, he wente, 
and selde alle thingis that he hadde, and 
bouyte it. 47 Eft the kyngdom of heuenes 
is lijk to a nette cast into the see, and that 
gaderith to gidere of al kynde of fisschis; 
48 which whanne it was ful, thei drowen vp, 


and seten bi the brenke, and chesen the 
goode in to her vessels, but the yuel thei 


kesten out. 49 So it schal be in the endyng 
of the world. Aungels schulen go out, and 
schulen departe yuel men fro the myddil 


of iuste men. 5 And thei shulen sende 
hem in to the chymnei of fier; ther shal be 


weping and gryntyng of teeth. 5! Han ye 
vndirstonde alle these thingis? Thei seien 
to hym, Yhe. 52 He seith to hem, Therfor 
euery wise man of lawe in the kyngdom of 
heuenes, is lijk to an hosebonde man, that 
bryngith forth of his tresoure newe thingis 


and elde. 53 And it was doon, whanne 
Jhesus hadde endid these parablis, he pas- 


side fro thennus. 54 And he cam in to his 
cuntrei, and tauyte hem in her synagogis, 


so that thei wondriden, and seiden, Fro 
whennus this wisdam and vertues camen 
to this? 55 Whether ‘is not this the sone 
of a carpentere? Whether his modir be 
not seid Marie? and hise britheren, James, 
and Joseph, and Symount, and Judas? and 


hise sistris, 5° whether thei alle ben not 
among us? Fro whennus thanne “alle thes 


thingis camen to this? 57 And so thei weren 
sclaundrid in hym. But Jhesus seide to 
hem, A profete is not with oute worschip, 


but in his owen cuntre, and in his owen 
hous. 58 And he dide not there manye 


vertues, for the vnbileue of hem. 


14 


1Tn that tyme Eroude tetrarke, prynce of 
the fourthe part, herde the fame of Jhesu; 
2 and seide to hise children, This is Joon 
Baptist, he is rysun fro deeth, and therfor 
vertues worchen in hym. 3 For Heroude 
hadde holde Joon, and bounde hym, and 
puttide hym ‘in to prisoun for Herodias, 
the wijf of his brothir. 4 For Joon seide to 


him, It is not leueful to thee to haue hir. 
5 And he willynge to sle hym, dredde the 


puple; for thei hadden hym as a prophete. 
6 But in the dai of Heroudis birthe, the 
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douytir of Herodias daunside in the myd- 
dil, and pleside Heroude. 7 Wherfor withan 
ooth he bihiyte to yyue to hir, what euere 
thing she hadde axid of hym. 8 And she 
bifor warned of hir modir, seide, Yif thou 
to me here the heed of Joon Baptist in a 
disch. 9 And the kyng was sorewful, but for 
the ooth, and for hem that saten to gidere 
at the mete, he comaundide to be youun. 
10 And he sente, and bihedide Joon in the 
prisoun. 1! And his heed was brouyt in a 
dische, and it was youun to the damysel, 


and she bar it to hir modir. 1% And hise 
disciplis camen, and token his bodi, and 
birieden it; and thei camen, and tolden to 
Jhesu. 1 And whanne Jhesus hadde herd 
this thing, he wente fro thennus in a boot, 
in to desert place bisides. And whanne the 
puple hadde herd, thei folewiden hym on 
her feet fro citees. 14 And Jhesus yede out, 
and sai a greet puple, and hadde reuthe 


on hem, and heelide the sike men of hem. 
15 But whanne the euentid was com, hise 
disciplis camen to him, and seiden, The 


place is desert, and the tyme is now passid; 
lat the puple go in to townes, to bye hem 
mete. 16 Jhesus seide to hem, Thei han 
not nede to go; yyue ye hem sumwhat to 


ete. 17 Thei answeriden, We han not heere, 
but fyue looues and twei fischis. 18 And 


he seide to hem, Brynge ye hem hidur to 


me. 19 And whanne he hadde comaundid 
the puple to sitte to meete on the heye, 
he took fyue looues and twei fischis, and 
he bihelde in to heuene, and blesside, and 
brak, and yaf to hise disciplis; and the dis- 
ciplis yauen to the puple. 2° And alle eten, 


and weren fulfillid. And thei tooken the 
relifs of brokun gobetis, twelue cofynes ful. 


21 And the noumbre of men that eten was 
fyue thousynde of men, outakun wymmen 


and lytle children. 22 And anoon Jhesus 
compellide the disciplis to go vp in to a 
boot, and go bifor hym ouer the see, while 
he lefte the puple. 23 And whanne the 
puple was left, he stiede aloone in to an 
hil for to preie. But whanne the euenyng 


was come, he was there aloone. 24 And the 
boot in the myddel of the see was schoggid 


with wawis, for the wynd was contrarie 
to hem. 25 But in the fourthe wakyng of 
the niyt, he cam to hem walkynge aboue 
the see. 26 And thei, seynge hym walking 
on the see, weren disturblid, and seiden, 
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That it is a fantum; and for drede thei 
crieden. 27 And anoon Jhesus spac to hem, 


and seide, Haue ye trust, Y am; nyle ye 


drede. 28 And Petre answeride, and seide, 
Lord, if thou art, comaunde me to come to 
thee on the watris. 29 And he seide, Come 
thou. And Petre yede doun fro the boot, 


and walkide on the watris to come to Jhesu. 
30 But he siy the wynd strong, and was 
aferde; and whanne he bigan to drenche, 
he criede, and seide, Lord, make me saaf. 
31 And anoon Jhesus helde forth his hoond, 
and took Petre, and seide to hym, Thou of 


litil feith, whi hast thou doutid? 32 And 
whanne he hadde stied in to the boot, the 
wynd ceessid. 33 And thei, that weren in 


the boot, camen, and worschipiden hym, 


and seiden, Verili, thou art Goddis sone. 
34 And whanne thei hadden passid ouer 


the see, thei camen in to the loond of 
Genesar. 35 And whanne men of that place 


hadden knowe hym, thei senten in to al 
that cuntre; and thei brouyten to hym alle 
that hadden siknesse. 36 And thei preieden 
hym, that thei schulden touche the hemme 
of his clothing; and who euere touchiden 
weren maad saaf. 


15 
1 Thanne the scribis and the Farisees 
camen to hym fro Jerusalem, and seiden, 
2 Whi breken thi disciplis the tradiciouns 


of eldere men? for thei waisschen not 
her hondis, whanne thei eten breed. 3 He 
answeride, and seide to hem, Whi breken 
ye the maundement of God for youre tradi- 


cioun? 4 For God seide, Honoure thi fadir 
and thi modir, and he that cursith fadir 
or modir, die bi deeth. 5 But ye seien, 


Who euer seith to fadir or modir, What 
euere yifte is of me, it schal profite to thee; 


6 and he hath not worschipid his fadir or 
his modir; and ye han maad the maunde- 
ment of God voide for youre tradicioun. 
7 Ypocritis, Isaie, the prophete, prophe- 
siede wel of you, ® and seide, This puple 
honourith me with lippis, but her herte is 
fer fro me; 9 and thei worschipen me ‘with 
outen cause, techynge the doctrines and 


maundementis of men. !° And whanne the 
puple weren clepid to gidere to hym, he 


seide to hem, Here ye, and ‘vndurstonde 
ye. 1 That thing that entrith in to the 
mouth, defoulith not a man; but that thing 
that cometh out of the mouth, defoulith 
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aman. !2 Thanne hise disciplis camen, 
and seiden to hym, Thou knowist, that, if 


this word be herd, the Farisees ben sclaun- 
drid? 13 And he answeride, and seide, Eueri 
plauntyng, that my fadir of heuene hath 


not plauntid, shal be drawun vp by the 
roote. 14 Suffre ye hem; thei ben blynde, 
and leederis of blynde men. And if a blynd 
man lede a blynd man, bothe fallen doun 


in to the diche. 15 Petre answeride, and 
seide to hym, Expowne to vs this parable. 


16 And he seide, Yit ‘ye ben also with oute 
vndurstondyng? 17 Vndurstonden ye not, 
that al thing that entrith in to the mouth, 
goith in to the wombe, and is sent out 
in to the goyng awei? 18 But tho thingis 
that comen forth fro the mouth, goon out 
of the herte, and tho thingis defoulen a 
man. 19 For of the herte goon out yuele 
thouytis, mansleyngis, auowtries, fornyca- 
ciouns, theftis, fals witnessyngis, blasfe- 
myes. 2° Thes thingis it ben that defoulen a 


man; but to ete with hondis not waischun, 
defoulith not a man. 2! And Jhesus yede 


out fro thennus, and wente in to the coostis 
of Tire and Sidon. 2? And lo! a womman 
of Canane yede out of tho coostis, and 


criede, and seide to him, Lord, the sone 
of Dauid, haue merci on me; my douyter 


is yuel traueilid of a feend. 23 And he 


answeride not to hir a word. And hise 
disciplis camen, and preieden hym, and 


seiden, Leue thou hir, for she crieth aftir 
vs. 24He answeride, and seide, Y am not 
sent, but to the scheep of the hous of Israel 


that perischiden. 25 And she cam, and 
worschipide hym, and seide, Lord, helpe 


me. 2° Which answeride, and seide, It is 
not good to take the breed of children, and 


caste to houndis. 27 And she seide, Yhis, 
Lord; for whelpis eten of the crummes, 
that fallen doun fro the bord of her lordis. 
28 Thanne Jhesus answeride, and seide to 
hir, A! womman, thi feith is greet; be it 
doon to thee, as thou wolt. And hir douytir 


was helid fro that hour. 2? And whanne 
Jhesus hadde passed fro thennus, he cam 


bisidis the see of Galilee. And he yede vp 
in to an hil, and sat there. 3° And myche 
puple cam to hym, and hadden with hem 
doumbe men and crokid, feble and blynde, 
and many other; and thei castiden doun 


hem at hise feet. And he helide hem, 3! so 
that the puple wondriden seynge doumbe 
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men spekynge, and crokid goynge, blynde 
men seynge; and thei magnyfieden God of 
Israel. 32 And Jhesus, whanne hise disciplis 
weren clepid to gidere, seide to hem, Y 
haue reuthe of the puple, for thei han 


abiden now thre daies with me, and han 
no thing to ete; and Y wole not leeue hem 


fastynge, lest thei failen in the weie. 33 And 
the disciplis seien to him, Wherof thanne 
so many looues among vs in desert, to 
fulfille so greet a puple? 34 And Jhesus 
seide to hem, Hou many looues han ye? 


And thei seiden, Seuene, and a fewe smale 
fisshis. 35 And he comaundide to the puple, 


to sitte to mete on the erthe. °° And he 
took seuene looues and fyue fischis, and 


dide thankyngis, and brak, and yaf to hise 
disciplis; and the disciplis yauen to the 
puple. 37 And alle eten, and weren fulfillid, 
and thei token that that was left of relifes, 
seuene lepis fulle. 38 And thei that eten 
weren foure thousynde of men, with outen 
litle children and wymmen. 3? And whanne 
he hadde left the puple, he wente vp in toa 
boot, and cam in to the coostis of Magedan. 


16 
1 And the Farisees and the Saducees 
camen to hym temptynge, and preieden 


hym to schewe hem a tokene fro heuene. 


2 And he answeride, and seide to hem, 
Whanne the euentid is comun, ye seien, 


It schal be clere, for heuene is rodi; 3 and 
the morewtid, To dai tempest, for heuene 


schyneth heueli. 4 Thanne ye kunne deme 
the face of heuene, but ye moun not wite 
the tokenes of tymes. An yuel genera- 


cioun and auoutresse sekith a tokene; and 
a tokene schal not be youun to it, but the 


tokene of Jonas, the profete. And whanne 


he hadde left hem, he wente forth. 5 And 
whanne his disciplis camen ouer the see, 


thei foryaten to take looues. © And he seide 
to hem, Biholde ye, and be war of the soure 
dowy of Farisees and Saducees. 7 And thei 
thouyten among hem, and seiden, For we 
han not take looues. 8 But Jhesus witynge 
seide to hem, What thenken ye among you 
of litel feith, for ye han not looues? ° Yit 
‘vndurstonden not ye, nether han mynde 
of fyue looues in to fyue thousynde of men, 
and hou many cofyns ye token? 1° nether 
of seuene looues in to foure thousynde of 
men, and hou many lepis ye token? 11 Whi 
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vndurstonden ye not, for Y seide not to 
you of breed, Be ye war of the sourdowy of 


Farisees and of Saducees? 12 Thanne thei 
vndurstooden, that he seide not to be war 
of sourdowy of looues, but of the techyng 
of Farisees and Saducees. 13 And Jhesus 
cam in to the parties of Cesarie of Filip, 
and axide hise disciplis, and seide, Whom 
seien men to be mannus sone? 4 And 
thei seiden, Summe Joon Baptist; othere 
Elie; and othere Jeremye, or oon of the 
prophetis. 15 Jhesus seide to hem, But 
whom seien ye me to be? !©Symount Petre 


answeride, and seide, Thou art Crist, the 
sone of God lyuynge. 1” Jhesus answeride, 


and seide to him, Blessid art thou, Symount 


Bariona; for fleisch and blood schewide not 
to thee, but my fadir that is in heuenes. 


18 And Y seie to thee, that thou art Petre, 
and on this stoon Y schal bilde my chirche, 


and the yatis of helle schulen not haue 
miyt ayens it. 19 And to thee Y shal yyue 
the keies of the kingdom of heuenes; and 
what euer thou shalt bynde on erthe, schal 


be boundun also in heuenes; and what 
euer thou schalt vnbynde on erthe, schal 


be vnbounden also in heuenes. 2° Thanne 
he comaundide to hise disciplis, that thei 
schulden seie to no man, that he was Crist. 
21 Fro that tyme Jhesus bigan to schewe 


to hise disciplis, that it bihofte hym go to 
Jerusalem, and suffre many thingis, of the 
eldere men, and of scribis, and princis of 
prestis; and be slayn, and the thridde dai to 
rise ayen. 2? And Petre took hym, and bigan 


to blame him, and seide, Fer be it fro thee, 
Lord; this thing schal not be to thee. 23 And 


he turnede, and seide to Petre, Sathanas, 
go after me; thou art a sclaundre to me; 


for thou sauerist not tho thingis that ben 
of God, but tho thingis that ben of men. 
24 Thanne Jhesus seide to his disciplis, If 
ony man wole come after me, denye he 
hym silf, and take his cros, and sue me; 
for he that wole make his lijf saaf, 25 shal 
leese it; and he that schal leese his lijf for 
me, schal fynde it. 2° For what profitith 
it to a man, if he wynne al the world, 
and suffre peiryng of his soule? or what 
chaunging schal a man yyue for his soule? 
27 For mannes sone schal come in glorie 
of his fader, with his aungels, and thanne 
he schal yelde to ech man after his werkis. 
28 Treuli Y seie to you, ‘ther ben summe 
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of hem that stonden here, whiche schulen 
not taste deth, til thei seen mannus sone 
comynge in his kyngdom. 


1 And after sixe daies Jhesus took Petre, 
and James, and Joon, his brother, and ledde 
hem aside in to an hiy hil, 2and was turned 


in to an othir licnesse bifor hem. And his 
face schone as the sunne; and hise clothis 
weren maad white as snowe. 3 And lo! 
Moises and Elie apperiden to hem, and 


spaken with hym. 4 And Petre answeride, 
and seide to Jhesu, Lord, it is good vs to 


be here. If thou wolt, make we here thre 
tabernaclis; to thee oon, to Moises oon, and 
oon to Elye. Yit the while he spak, lo! 5a 


briyt cloude ouerschadewide hem; and lo! 


a voice out of the cloude, that seide, This 
is my dereworth sone, in whom Y haue 


wel pleside to me; here ye hym. © And the 
disciplis herden, and felden doun on her 
faces, and dredden greetli. 7 And Jhesus 


cam, and touchide hem, and seide to hem, 
Rise vp, and nyle ye drede. ® And thei 
liften vp her iyen, and saien no man, but 
Jhesu aloone. ? And as thei camen doun of 
the hille, Jnesus comaundide to hem, and 
seide, Seie ye to no man the visioun, til 
mannus sone rise ayen fro deeth. 1° And 
his disciplis axiden hym, and seiden, What 


thanne seien the scribis, that it bihoueth 
that Elie come first? 11 He answeride, an 

seide to hem, Elie schal come, and he schal 
restore alle thingis. 12 And Y seie to you, 


that Elie is nowe comun, and thei knewen 
hym not, but thei diden in him what euer 


thingis thei wolden; and so mannus sone 


schal suffre of hem. 13 Thanne the disci- 
plis vndurstoden, that he seide to hem of 


Joon Baptist. 14 And whanne he cam to 
the puple, a man cam to hym, and felde 
doun on hise knees bifor hym, and seide, 
Lord, haue merci on my sone; for he is 
lunatike, and suffrith yuele, for ofte tymes 
he fallith in to the fier, and ofte tymes 
in to water. 145 And Y brouyte hym to 
thi disciplis, and thei myyten not heele 
hym. 16 Jhesus answeride, and seide, A! 
thou generacion vnbileueful and weiward; 
hou long schal Y be with you? hou long 
schal Y suffre you? Brynge ye hym hider 
to me. 17 And Jhesus blamede hym, and 
the deuel wente out fro hym; and the child 
was heelid fro that our. 18 Thanne the 
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disciplis camen to Jhesu priueli, and seiden 
to hym, Whi myyten not we caste hym 
out? 19 Jhesus seith to hem, For youre 
vnbileue. Treuli Y seie to you, if ye han 
feith, as a corn of seneueye, ye schulen seie 


to this hil, Passe thou hennus, and it schal 
passe; and no thing schal be vnpossible 
to you; 2° but this kynde is not caste out, 
but bi preiyng and fastyng. 21 And whilis 
thei weren abidynge togidere in Galilee, 
Jhesus seide to hem, Mannus sone schal be 
bitraied in to the hondis of men; 2? and thei 
schulen sle hym, and the thridde day he 


schal rise ayen to lijf. 23 And thei weren 
ful sori. 24 And whanne thei camen to 
Cafarnaum, thei that token tribute, camen 
to Petre, and seiden to hym, Youre maister 
payeth not tribute? 25 And he seide, Yhis. 


And whanne he was comen in to the hous, 
Jhesus cam bifor hym, and seide, Symount, 


what semeth to thee? Kyngis of erthe, of 


whom taken thei tribute? of her sones, 
ether of aliens? 2° And he seide, Of aliens. 
Jhesus seide to hym, Thanne sones ben fre. 


27 But that we sclaundre hem not, go to 


the see, and caste an hook, and take thilke 
fisch that first cometh vp; and, whanne 


his mouth is opened, thou schalt fynde a 
stater, and yyue for thee and for me. 


18 


1Tn that our the disciplis camen to Jhesu, 
and seiden, Who, gessist thou, is gretter 
in the kyngdom of heuenes? 2 And Jhesus 
clepide a litil child, and putte hym in the 
myddil of hem; 3 and seide, Y seie treuthe 
to you, but ye be turned, and maad as litle 
children, ye schulen not entre in to the 
kyngdom of heuenes. 4 Therfor who euer 
mekith hym as this litil child, he is gretter 
in the kyngdom of heuenes. ° And he that 
resseyueth o siche litil child in my name, 
resseyueth me. © But who so sclaundrith 
oon of these smale, that bileuen in me, it 
spedith to hym that a mylnstoon ‘of assis 
be hangid in his necke, and he be drenchid 
in the depnesse of the see. 7 Woo to the 
world, for sclaundris; for it is nede that 
sclaundris come; netheles wo to thilke man 
bi whom a sclaundre cometh. 8 And if thin 
hoond or thi foot sclaundreth thee, kitte it 
of, and caste awei fro thee. It is betere to 
thee to entre to lijf feble, ethir crokid, than 
hauynge tweyne hoondis or twey feet to be 
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sent in to euerlastynge fier. 9 And if thin iye 
sclaundre thee, pulle it out, and caste awei 
fro thee. It is betere to thee with oon iye 
to entre in to lijf, thanne hauynge tweyn 
iyen to be sent in to the fier of helle. 1° Se 
ye, that ye dispise not oon of these litle. 
For Y seie to you, that the aungels of hem 
in heuenes seen euermore the face of my 


fadir that is in heuenes. 11 For mannus sone 
cam to saue that thing that perischide. 


12 What semeth to you? If ther weren to 
sum man an hundrid scheep, and oon of 


hem hath errid, whethir he schal not leeue 
nynti and nyne in desert, and schal go to 


seche that that erride? 13 And if it falle that 
he fynde it, treuli Y seie to you, that he 


schal haue ioye theron more than on nynti 
and nyne that erriden not. '4So it is not the 
wille bifor youre fadir that is in heuenes, 
that oon of these litle perische. 1 But if 
thi brother synneth ayens thee, go thou, 
and repreue hym, bitwixe thee and hym 


aloone; if he herith thee, thou hast wonnun 
thi brother. 16 And if he herith thee not, 
take with thee oon or tweyne, that euery 


word stonde in the mouth of tweyne or 


thre witnessis. !7 And if he herith not hem, 
seie thou to the chirche. But if he herith 
not the chirche, be he as an hethen and a 
pupplican to thee. 18 Y seie to you treuli, 


what euer thingis ye bynden on erthe, tho 


schulen be boundun also in heuene; and 
what euer thingis ye vnbynden on erthe, 
tho schulen be vnboundun also in heuene. 
19 Eftsoone Y seie to you, that if tweyne of 
you consenten on the erthe, of euery thing 


what euer thei axen, it schal be don to hem 
of my fadir that is in heuenes. 2° For where 


tweyne or thre ben gaderid in my name, 
there Y am in the myddil of hem. 2! Thanne 
Petre cam to hym, and seide, Lord, how 
ofte schal my brother synne ayens me, and 
Y schal foryyue hym? 2? Whether til seuen 
tymes? Jhesus seith to hym, Y seie not to 


thee, til seuene sithis; but til seuenti sithis 
seuene sithis. 23 Therfor the kyngdom of 


heuenes is licned to a kyng, that wolde 
rekyn with hise seruauntis. 24 And whanne 
he bigan to rekene, oon that ouyte ten 
thousynde talentis, was brouyt to hym. 


25 And whanne he hadde not wherof to 
yelde, his lord comaundide hym to be seld, 


and his wijf, and children, and alle thingis 
that he hadde, and to be paied. 26 But 
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thilke seruaunt felde doun, and preiede 
hym, and seide, Haue pacience in me, and 
Y schal yelde to thee alle thingis. 27 And 
the lord hadde merci on that seruaunt, and 
suffride hym to go, and foryaf to hym the 
dette. 28 But thilke seruaunt yede out, and 
foonde oon of his euen seruauntis, that 
ouyte hym an hundrid pens; and he helde 
hym, and stranglide hym, and seide, Yelde 
that that thou owest. 29 And his euen 
seruaunt felle doun, and preyede hym, and 
seide, Haue pacience in me, and Y schal 
quyte alle thingis to thee. 3° But he wolde 
not; but wente out, and putte hym in to 
prisoun, til he paiede al the dette. 3! And 
hise euen seruauntis, seynge the thingis 
that weren don, soreweden greetli. And 
thei camen, and telden to her lord alle 
the thingis that weren don. 32 Thanne his 
lord clepide hym, and seide to hym, Wickid 
seruaunt, Y foryaf to thee al the dette, for 
thou preiedist me. 3° Therfor whether it 
bihouede not also thee to haue merci on 
thin euen seruaunt, as Y hadde merci on 
thee? 34 And his lord was wroth, and took 
hym to turmentouris, til he paiede al the 
dette. 35So my fadir of heuene schal do to 
you, if ye foryyuen not euery man to his 
brother, of youre hertes. 


19 

1 And it was don, whanne Jhesus hadde 
endid these wordis, he passide fro Galilee, 
and cam in to the coostis of Judee ouer 
Jordan. 2 And myche puple suede him, 
and he heelide hem there. 3 And Farisees 
camen to him, temptynge him, and seiden, 
Whether it be leueful to a man to leeue his 
wijf, for ony cause? 4 Which answeride, 
and seide to hem, Han ye not red, for he 
that made men at the bigynnyng, made 
hem male and female? ° And he seide, 
For this thing a man schal leeue fadir 
and modir, and he schal draw to his wijf; 
and thei schulen be tweyne in o fleisch. 
6 And so thei ben not now tweyne, but o 
fleisch. Therfor a man departe not that 
thing that God hath ioyned. 7 Thei seien 
to hym, What thanne comaundide Moises, 
to yyue a libel of forsakyng, and to leeue 
of? 8 And he seide to hem, For Moises, for 
the hardnesse of youre herte, suffride you 
leeue youre wyues; but fro the bigynnyng 
it was not so. ? And Y seie to you, that who 
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euer leeueth his wijf, but for fornycacioun, 


and weddith another, doith letcherie; and 
he that weddith the forsakun wijf, doith 
letcherie. 1° His disciplis seien to him, If 
the cause of a man with a wiff is so, it 
spedith not to be weddid. ! And he seide 
to hem, Not alle men taken this word; but 
to whiche it is youun. 1} For ther ben 
geldingis, whiche ben thus born of the 
modris wombe; and ther ben geldyngis, 


that ben maad of men; and there ben 
geldyngis, that han geldid hem silf, for 


the kyngdom of heuenes. He that may 


take, ‘take he. 1 Thanne litle children 
weren brouyte to hym, that he schulde 


putte hondis to hem, and preie. 14 And the 
disciplis blamyden hem. But Jhesus seide 
to hem, Suffre ye that litle children come 
to me, and nyle ye forbede hem; for of siche 
is the kyngdom of heuenes. 5 And whanne 
he hadde put to hem hondis, he wente fro 


thennus. 1° And lo! oon cam, and seide 
to hym, Good maister, what good schal Y 


do, that Y haue euerlastynge lijf? 17 Which 
seith to hym, What axist thou me of good 
thing? There is 0 good God. But if thou 
wolt entre to lijf, kepe the comaundemen- 
tis. 18 He seith to hym, Whiche? And Jhe- 
sus seide, Thou schalt not do mansleying, 
thou schalt not do auowtrie, thou schalt 
not do thefte, thou schalt not seie fals 
witnessying; !° worschipe thi fadir and thi 
modir, and, thou schalt loue thi neiybore 
as thi silf. 2° The yonge man seith to 
hym, Y haue kept alle these thingis fro my 
youthe, what yit failith to me? 2! Jhesus 
seith to hym, If thou wolt be perfite, go, 
and sille alle thingis that thou hast, and 
yyue to pore men, and thou schalt haue 


tresoure in heuene; and come, and sue 
me. 22 And whanne the yong man hadde 


herd these wordis, he wente awei sorewful, 
for he hadde many possessiouns. 23 And 


Jhesus seide to hise disciplis, Y seie to you 


treuthe, for a riche man of hard schal entre 
in to the kyngdom of heuenes. 24 And 


eftsoone Y seie to you, it is liyter a camel 
to passe thorou a needlis iye, thanne a 
riche man to entre in to the kyngdom of 
heuens. 25 Whanne these thingis weren 
herd, the disciplis wondriden greetli, and 
seiden, Who thanne may be saaf? 2° Jhesus 


bihelde, and seide to hem, Anentis men 
this thing is impossible; but anentis God 
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alle thingis ben possible. 27 Thanne Petre 
answeride, and seide to hym, Lo! we han 
forsake alle thingis, and we han suede thee; 
what thanne schal be to vs? 28 Jhesus 
seide to hem, Truli I seie to you, that ye 
that han forsake alle thingis, and han sued 
me, in the regeneracioun whanne mannus 
sone schal sitte in the sete of his maieste, 
ye schulen sitte on twelue setis, demynge 
the twelue kynredis of Israel. 29 And eu- 
ery man that forsakith hous, britheren or 
sistren, fadir or modir, wijf ethir children, 
or feeldis, for my name, he schal take 


an hundrid foold, and schal welde euer- 
lastynge lijf. 3° But manye schulen be, the 


firste the laste, and the laste the firste. 


20 


1 The kyngdom of heuenes is lijc to an 


housbonde man, that wente out first bi 
the morewe, to hire werk men in to his 
vyneyerd. 2 And whanne the couenaunt 


was maad with werk men, of a peny for the 
dai, he sente hem in to his vyneyerd. 3 And 
he yede out aboute the thridde our, and 
say othere stondynge idel in the chepyng. 
4 And he seide to hem, Go ye also in to myn 
vynyerd, and that that schal be riytful, Y 
schal yyue to you. > And thei wenten forth. 


Eftsoones he wente out aboute the sixte 
our, and the nynthe, and dide in lijk maner. 


6 But aboute the elleuenthe our he wente 
out, and foond other stondynge; and he 
seide to hem, What stonden ye idel here al 
dai? 7 Thei seien to him, For no man hath 
hirid vs. He seith to hem, Go ye also in to 
my vyneyerd. ® And whanne euenyng was 
comun, the lord of the vyneyerd seith to 
his procuratoure, Clepe the werk men, and 
yelde to hem her hire, and bigynne thou at 


the laste til to the firste. 9 And so whanne 
thei weren comun, that camen aboute the 
elleuenthe our, also thei token eueryche of 
hem a peny. 1° But the firste camen, and 
demeden, that thei schulden take more, 
but thei token ech oon bi hem silf a peny; 
11 and in the takyng grutchiden ayens the 


hosebonde man, and seiden, 12 These laste 
wrouyten oon our, and thou hast maad 


hem euen to vs, that han born the charge 


of the dai, and heete? 13 And he answeride 
to oon of hem, and seide, Freend, Y do 
thee noon wrong; whether thou hast not 


acordid with me for a peny? 14 Take thou 
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that that is thin, and go; for Y wole yyue to 
this laste man, as to thee. 15 Whether it is 
not leueful to me to do that that Y wole? 
Whether thin iye is wickid, for Y am good? 


16 So the laste schulen be the firste, and the 
firste the laste; ‘for many ben clepid, but 


fewe ben chosun. !” And Jhesus wente vp 
to Jerusalem, and took hise twelue disciplis 
in priuetee, and seide to hem, Lo! 18 we 
goon vp to Jerusalem, and mannus sone 
schal be bitakun to princis of prestis, and 
scribis; and thei schulen condempne him 
to deeth. 19 And thei schulen bitake hym 


to hethene men, for to be scorned, and 
scourgid, and crucified; and the thridde 
day he schal rise ayen to lijf. 2° Thanne 
the modir of the sones of Zebedee cam 
to hym with hir sones, onourynge, an 

axynge sum thing of hym. 2! And he seide 
to hir, What wolt thou? She seith to hym, 
Seie that thes tweyne my sones sitte, oon 
at thi riythalf, and oon at thi lefthalf, in 
thi kyngdom. 2 Jhesus answeride, and 
seide, Ye witen not what ye axen. Moun 
ye drynke the cuppe which Y schal drynke? 
Thei seien to hym, We moun. 23 He seith 
to hem, Ye schulen drinke my cuppe; but 
to sitte at my riythalf or lefthalf, it is not 
myn to yyue to you; but to whiche it is 
maad redi of my fadir. 24 And the ten 
herynge, hadden indignacioun of the twei 
britheren. 25 But Jhesus clepide hem to 
hym, and seide, Ye witen, that princis of 
hethene men ben lordis of hem, and thei 
that ben gretter, vsen power on hem. 2° It 
schal not be so among you; but who euer 
wole be maad gretter among you, be he 
youre mynystre; 27 and who euer among 
you wole be the firste, he schal be youre 


seruaunt. 28 As mannus sone cam not to 
be seruyd, but to serue, and to yyue his lijf 


redempcioun for manye. 29 And whanne 
thei yeden out of Jerico, miche puple suede 
him. 3° And lo! twei blynde men saten 
bisydis the weie, and herden that Jhesus 
passide; and thei crieden, and seiden, Lord, 
the sone of Dauid, haue merci on vs. 3! And 
the puple blamede hem, that thei schulden 
be stille; and thei crieden the more, and 
seiden, Lord, the sone of Dauid, haue merci 
on vs. 32 And Jhesus stood, and clepide 
hem, and seide, What wolen ye, that Y do 
to you? 33 Thei seien to him, Lord, that oure 
iyen be opened. 34 And Jhesus hadde merci 
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on hem, and touchide her iyen; and anoon 
thei sayen, and sueden him. 


1 And whanne Jhesus cam nyy to 
Jerusalem, and cam to Bethfage, at the 
mount of Olyuete, thanne sente he his twei 
disciplis, and seide to hem, 2 Go ye in to 
the castel that is ayens you, and anoon ye 
schulen fynde an asse tied, and a colt with 
hir; vntien ye, and brynge to me. 3 And 
if ony man seie to you ony thing, seie ye, 
that the Lord hath nede to hem; and anoon 


he schal leeue hem. 4 Al this was doon, 
that that thing schulde be fulfillid, that was 


seid bi the prophete, seiynge, Seie ye to the 
douyter of Syon, Lo! 5thi kyng cometh to 
thee, meke, sittynge on an asse, and a fole 
of an asse vnder yok. © And the disciplis 
yeden, and diden as Jhesus comaundide 
hem. 7 And thei brouyten an asse, and the 


fole, and leiden her clothis on hem, and 
maden hym sitte aboue. § And ful myche 


puple strewiden her clothis in the weie; 
othere kittiden braunchis of trees, and 
strewiden in the weie. ? And the puple that 
wente bifore, and that sueden, crieden, 
and seiden, Osanna to the sone of Dauid; 
blessid is he that cometh in the name of 
the Lord; Osanna in hiy thingis. 1° And 
whanne he was entrid in to Jerusalem, al 
the citee was stirid, and seide, Who is this? 
11 But the puple seide, This is Jhesus, the 


prophete, of Nazareth of Galilee. 14 And 
Jhesus entride in to the temple of God, and 
castide out of the temple alle that bouyten 
and solden; and he turnede vpsedoun the 
bordis of chaungeris, and the chayeris of 


men that solden culueris. 13 And he seith 
to hem, It is writun, Myn hous schal be 


clepid an hous of preier; but ye han maad 
it a denne of theues. 14 And blynde and 
crokid camen to hym in the temple, and he 
heelide hem. 15 But the princis of prestis 
and scribis, seynge the merueilouse thingis 
that he dide, and children criynge in the 
temple, and seiynge, Osanna to the sone of 
Dauid, hadden indignacioun, 16 and seiden 
to hym, Herist thou what these seien? And 
Jhesus seide to hem, Yhe; whether ye han 
neuer redde, That of the mouth of yonge 
children, and of soukynge childryn, thou 
hast maad perfit heriyng? 17 And whanne 
he hadde left hem, he wente forth out of 
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the citee, in to Bethanye; and there he 
dwelte, and tauyte hem of the kyngdom of 
God. 18 But on the morowe, he, turnynge 
ayen in to the citee, hungride. 19 And he 
saye a fige tree bisidis the weie, and cam 
to it, and foond no thing ther ynne but 


leeues oneli. And he seide to it, Neuer 
fruyt come forth of thee, in to with outen 


eende, And anoon the fige tre was dried 
vp. 2° And disciplis ‘sawen, and wondriden, 
seiynge, Hou anoon it driede. 21 And Jhesus 


answeride, and seide to hem, Treuli Y seie 
to you, if ye haue feith, and douten not, 


not oonli ye schulen do of the fige tree, 
but also if ye seyn to this hil, Take, and 


caste thee in to the see, it schal be don so. 
22 And alle thingis what euere ye bileuynge 


schulen axe in preyer, ye schulen take. 
23 And whanne he cam in to the temple, 
the princis of prestis and elder men of 
the puple camen to hym that tauyte, and 
seiden, In what power doist thou these 
thingis? and who yaf thee this power? 
24 Jhesus answeride, and seide to hem, And 
Y schal axe you o word, the which if ye 
tellen me, Y schal seie to you, in what 
power Y do these thingis. 25 Of whennys 
was the baptym of Joon; of heuene, or 
of men? And thei thouyten with ynne 
hem silf, 2° seiynge, If we seien of heuene, 


he schal seie to vs, Whi thanne bileuen 
ye not to hym? If we seien of men, we 
dreden the puple, for alle hadden Joon 
as a prophete. 27 And thei answeriden 
to Jhesu, and seiden, We witen not. And 
he seide to hem, Nether Y seie to you, 
in what power Y do these thingis. 28 But 
what semeth to you? A man hadde twey 
sones; and he cam to the firste, and seide, 
Sone, go worche this dai in my vyneyerd. 
29 And he answeride, and seide, Y nyle; but 
afterward he forthouyte, and wente forth. 


30 But he cam to ‘the tother, and seide on 
likk maner. And he answeride, and seide, 


Lord, Y go; and he wente not. 3! Who of 
the tweyne dide the fadris wille? Thei 
seien to hym, The firste. Jhesus seith to 
hem, Treuli Y seie to you, for pupplicans 
and hooris schulen go bifor you ‘in to the 
kyngdom of God. 32 For Joon cam to you in 
the weie of riytwisnesse, and ye bileueden 
not to him; but pupplicans and hooris 
bileueden to hym. But ye sayn, and hadden 
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no forthenkyng aftir, that ye bileueden to 
hym. 33 Here ye another parable. There 
was an hosebonde man, that plauntide a 
vynyerd, and heggide it aboute, and dalfe 
a presour ther ynne, and bildide a tour, 


and hiride it to erthe tilieris, and wente fer 
in pilgrimage. 34 But whanne the tyme of 


fruytis neiyede, he sente his seruauntis to 
the erthe tilieris, to take fruytis of it. 35 And 


the erthetilieris token his seruauntis, and 
beeten ‘the toon, thei slowen another, 
and thei stonyden another. 3° Eftsoone 


he sente othere seruauntis, mo than the 
firste, and in lijk maner thei diden to hem. 
37 And at the laste he sente his sone to 
hem, and seide, Thei schulen drede my 
sone. 38 But the erthe tilieris, seynge the 
sone, seiden with ynne hem silf, This is 
the eire; come ye, sle we hym, and we 
schulen haue his eritage. 39 And thei token, 
and castiden hym out of the vynyerd, and 
slowen hym. 4° Therfor whanne the lord 
of the vyneyerd schal come, what schal he 


do to thilke erthe tilieris? 4! Thei seien to 
hym, He schal leese yuele the yuele men, 
and he schal sette to hire his vyneyerd to 
othere erthetilieris, whyche schulen yelde 
to hym fruyt in her tymes. 4? Jhesus seith 
to hem, Redden ye neuer in scripturis, The 
stoon which bilderis repreueden, this is 
maad in to the heed of the corner? Of the 
Lord this thing is don, and it is merueilous 
bifor oure iyen. *3 Therfor Y seie to you, 
that the kyngdom of God schal be takun 
fro you, and shal be youun to a folc doynge 
fruytis of it. 44 And he that schal falle on 


this stoon, schal be brokun; but on whom 
it schal falle, it schal al tobrise hym. *° And 


whanne the princes of prestis and Farisees 
hadden herd hise parablis, thei knewen 
that he seide of hem. 4° And thei souyten 
to holde hym, but thei dredden the puple, 
for thei hadden hym as a prophete. 


1 And Jhesus answeride, and spak eft- 
soone in parablis to hem, 2 and seide, The 
kyngdom of heuenes is maad lijk to a kyng 
that made weddyngis to his sone. 3 And 
he sente hise seruauntis for to clepe men 
that weren bode to the weddyngis, and 


thei wolden not come. 4 Eftsoone he sente 
othere seruauntis, and seide, Seie ye to the 


men that ben bode to the feeste, Lo! Y 
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haue maad redi my meete, my bolis and 
my volatilis ben slayn, and alle thingis ben 
redy; come ye to the weddyngis. 5 But 
thei dispisiden, and wenten forth, oon in 


to his toun, anothir to his marchaundise. 
6 But othere helden his seruauntis, and 
turmentiden hem, and slowen. 7 But the 
kyng, whanne he hadde herd, was wroth; 


and he sente hise oostis, and he distruyede 
tho manquelleris, and brente her citee. 


8 Thanne he seide to hise seruauntis, The 
weddyngis ben redi, but thei that weren 


clepid to the feeste, weren not worthi. 
9 Therfor go ye to the endis of weies, and 
whom euere ye fynden, clepe ye to the 
weddyngis. 1° And hise seruauntis yeden 
out in to weies, and gadriden togider alle 
that thei founden, good and yuele; and the 
bridale was fulfillid with men sittynge at 
the mete. !! And the kyng entride, to se 
men sittynge at the mete; and he siye there 


a man not clothid with bride cloth. 12 And 
he seide to hym, Freend, hou entridist thou 


hidir with out bride clothis? And he was 
doumbe. 1} Thanne the kyng bad hise 


mynystris, Bynde hym bothe hondis and 
feet, and sende ye him in to vtmer derknes- 
sis; there schal be wepyng and grentyng 
of teeth. 14 For many ben clepid, but fewe 
ben chosun. 1 Thanne Farisees yeden 
awei, and token a counsel to take Jhesu 
in word, 1¢ And thei senden to hym her 
disciplis, with Erodians, and seien, Maister, 


we witen, that thou art sothefast, and thou 
techist in treuthe the weie of God, and thou 
chargist not of ony man, for thou biholdist 


not the persoone of men. !” Therfor seie 


to vs, what it seemeth to thee. Is it leueful 
that tribute be youun to the emperoure, 


ether nay? 18 And whanne Jhesus hadde 


knowe the wickidnesse of hem, he seide, 
Ypocritis, what tempten ye me? 19 Schewe 


ye to me the prynte of the money. And 
thei brouyten to hym a peny. 2° And Jhesus 
seide to hem, Whos is this ymage, and 
the writyng aboue? 2! Thei seien to hym, 
The emperouris. Thanne he seide to hem, 
Therfor yelde ye to the emperoure tho 
thingis that ben the emperouris, and to 
God tho thingis that ben of God. 22 And thei 


herden, and wondriden; and thei leften 
hym, and wenten awey. 73 In that dai 


Saduceis, that seien there is no risyng ayen 
to lijf, camen to hym, and axiden him, 
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24 and seiden, Mayster, Moises seide, if ony 
man is deed, not hauynge a sone, that his 
brother wedde his wijf, and reise seed to 


his brothir. 25 And seuen britheren weren 
at vs; and the firste weddide a wijf, and is 
deed. And he hadde no seed, and lefte his 
wijf to his brother; 26 also the secounde, 
and the thridde, til to the seuenthe. 27 But 
the laste of alle, the woman is deed. 28 Also 
in the risyng ayen to lijf, whos wijf of the 
seuene schal sche be? for alle hadden hir. 
29 Jhesus answeride, and seide to hem, Ye 
erren, ‘and ye knowen not scripturis, ne 
the vertu of God. 3° For in the rysyng 
ayen to lijf, nether thei schulen wedde, 


nethir schulen be weddid; but thei ben as 
the aungels of God in heuene. 31 And of 


the risyng ayen of deed men, ‘han ye not 


red, that is seid of the Lord, that seith to 
you, 32 Y am God of Abraham, and God of 
Ysaac, and God of Jacob? he is not God of 
deede men, but of lyuynge men. 33 And the 
puple herynge, wondriden in his techynge. 
34 And Fariseis herden that he hadde put 
silence to Saduceis, and camen togidere. 
35 And oon of hem, a techere of the lawe, 
axide Jhesu, and temptide him, 3 Maistir, 
which is a greet maundement in the lawe? 
37 Jhesus seide to him, Thou schalt loue thi 
Lord God, of al thin herte, and in al thi 
soule, and in al thi mynde. 38 This is the 


firste and the moste maundement. 39 And 
the secounde is lijk to this; Thou schalt loue 


thi neiyebore as thi silf. 4° In these twey 
maundementis hangith al the lawe and the 
profetis. 41 And whanne the Farisees weren 
gederid togidere, Jhesus axide hem, 4? and 
seide, What semeth to you of Crist, whos 
sone is he? Thei seien to hym, Of Dauid. 
43 He seith to hem, Hou thanne Dauid in 
spirit clepith hym Lord, 44 and seith, The 
Lord seide to my Lord, Sitte on my riythalf, 
til Y putte thin enemyes a stool of thi feet? 
45 Thanne if Dauid clepith hym Lord, hou is 
he his sone? 46 And no man miyte answere 
a word to hym, nethir ony man was hardi 
fro that day, to axe hym more. 


29 


1 Thanne Jhesus spac to the puple, and to 
hise disciplis, 2 and seide, On the chayere 


of Moises, scribis and Farisees han sete. 
3 Therfor kepe ye, and do ye alle thingis, 


what euer thingis thei seien to you. But 
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nyle ye do aftir her werkis; for thei seien, 
and don not. 4 And thei bynden greuouse 
chargis, and that moun not be borun, and 
putten on schuldris of men; but with her 
fyngur thei wolen not moue hem. °Therfor 


thei don alle her werkis ‘that thei be seen 
of men; for thei drawen abrood her fila- 
teries, and magnifien hemmes. © And thei 


louen the first sittyng placis in soperis, 
and the first chaieris in synagogis; 7 and 
salutaciouns in chepyng, and to be clepid 
of men maystir. ® But nyle ye be clepid 
maister; for oon is youre maystir, and alle 
ye ben britheren. ° And nyle ye clepe to you 
a fadir on erthe, for oon is your fadir, that is 
in heuenes. 1° Nether be ye clepid maistris, 
for oon is youre maister, Crist. 11 He that is 
grettest among you, schal be youre mynys- 


tre. 12 For he that hieth himself, schal be 
mekid; and he that mekith hym silf, schal 


be enhaunsid. 1 But wo to you, scribis 
and Farisees, ipocritis, that closen the kyn- 
gdom of heuenes bifore men; and ye entren 
not, nether suffren men entrynge to entre. 
14 Wo to you, scribis and Farisees, ipocritis, 
that eten the housis of widowis, and preien 
bi longe preier; for this thing ye schulen 
take more doom. 1 Wo to you, scribis 
and Farisees, ypocritis, that goon aboute 
the see and the loond, to make o prosilite; 
and whanne he is maad, ye maken hym a 
sone of helle, double more than ye ben. 
16 Wo to you, blynde lederis, that seien, 
Who euer swerith bi the temple of God, it 
is ‘no thing; but he that swerith in the gold 
of the temple, is dettoure. 1” Ye foolis and 
blynde, for what is grettere, the gold, or 
the temple that halewith the gold? 18 And 


who euer swerith in the auter, it is no 
thing; but he that swerith in the yifte that 


is on the auter, owith. 19 Blynde men, 
for what is more, the yifte, or the auter 
that halewith the yifte? 2° Therfor he that 


swerith in the auter, swerith in it, and in 
alle thingis that ben ther on. 21 And he 


that swerith in the temple, swerith in it, 
and in hym that dwellith in the temple. 


22 And he that swerith in heuene, swerith 
in the trone of God, and in hym that sittith 


ther on. 23 Wo to you, scribis and Farisees, 
ypocritis, that tithen mynte, anete, and 
cummyn, and han left tho thingis that ben 
of more charge of the lawe, doom, and 
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merci, and feith. And it bihofte to do these 
thingis, and not to leeue tho. 24 Blynde led- 
eris, clensinge a gnatte, but swolewynge a 
camel. 25 Woo to you, scribis and Farisees, 
ypocritis, that clensen the cuppe and the 
plater with outforth; but with ynne ye ben 
ful of raueyne and vnclennesse. 26 Thou 
blynde Farisee, clense the cuppe and the 
plater with ynneforth, that that that is 
with outforth be maad clene. 27 Wo to you, 
scribis and Farisees, ipocritis, that ben lijk 
to sepulcris whitid, whiche with outforth 
semen faire to men; but with ynne thei 


ben fulle of boonus of deed men, and of al 
filthe. 28 So ye with outforth semen iust to 


men; but with ynne ye ben ful of ypocrisy 
and wickidnesse. 29 Wo to you, scribis and 
Farisees, ipocritis, that bilden sepulcris of 
profetis, and maken faire the birielis of iust 
men, 2° and seien, If we hadden be in the 
daies of oure fadris, we schulden not haue 
be her felowis in the blood of prophetis. 


31 And so ye ben in witnessyng to you silf, 
that ye ben the sones of hem that slowen 
the prophetis. 32 And fulfille ye the mesure 
of youre fadris. 33 Ye eddris, and eddris 
briddis, hou schulen ye fle fro the doom 
of helle? 34 Therfor lo! Y sende to you 
profetis, and wise men, and scribis; and 
of hem ye schulen sle and crucifie, and of 
hem ye schulen scourge in youre sinagogis, 
and schulen pursue fro cite in to citee; 
35 that al the iust blood come on you, that 
was sched on the erthe, fro the blood of 
iust Abel to the blood of Zacarie, the sone 
of Barachie, whom ye slowen bitwixe the 
temple and the auter. °° Treuli Y seie to 
you, alle these thingis schulen come on this 
generacioun. 37 Jerusalem, Jerusalem, that 
sleest prophetis, and stoonest hem that 
ben sent to thee, hou ofte wolde Y gadere 
togidere thi children, as an henne gaderith 
togidir her chikenes vndir hir wengis, and 
thou woldist not. 38 Lo! youre hous schal 
be left to you desert. 3° And Y seie to you, 
ye schulen not se me fro hennus forth, til 
ye seien, Blessid is he, that cometh in the 
name of the Lord. 


24 
1 And Jhesus wente out of the temple; 
and his disciplis camen to hym, to schewe 
hym the bildyngis of the temple. 2 But he 
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answeride, and seide to hem, Seen ye alle 
these thingis? Treuli Y seie to you, a stoon 
schal not be left here on a stoon, that ne it 
schal be destried. 3 And whanne he satte on 
the hille of Olyuete, hise disciplis camen to 
hym priueli, and seiden, Seie vs, whanne 
these thingis schulen be, and what token 
of thi comyng, and of the ending of the 
world. 4 And Jhesus answeride, and seide 
to hem, Loke ye, that no man disseyue you. 
5 For many schulen come in my name, and 


schulen seie, Y am Crist; and thei schulen 
disseyue manye. © For ye schulen here 


batels, and opyniouns of batels; se ye that 
ye be not disturblid; for it byhoueth these 
thingis to be don, but not yit is the ende. 
7 Folk schal rise togidere ayens folc, and 
rewme ayens rewme, and pestilences, and 
hungris, and the erthemouyngis schulen 
be bi placis; § and alle these ben bigyn- 
nyngis of sorewes. ? Thanne men schulen 
bitake you in to tribulacion, and schulen sle 
you, and ye schulen be in hate to alle folk 
for my name. !° And thanne many schulen 
be sclaundrid, and bitraye ech other, and 
thei schulen hate ech other. 1! And many 
false prophetis schulen rise, and disseyue 
manye. 12 And for wickidnesse schal ‘be 
plenteuouse, the charite of manye schal 


wexe coold; 13 but he that schal dwelle sta- 
ble in to the ende, schal be saaf. 14 And this 
gospel of the kyngdom schal be prechid 
in al the world, in witnessyng to al folc; 
15 and thanne the ende schal come. Ther- 
for whanne ye se the abhomynacioun of 
discomfort, that is seid of Danyel, the 
prophete, stondynge in the hooli place; he 


that redith, vndirstonde he; 1¢ thanne thei 
that ben in Judee, fle to the mounteyns; 


and he that is in the hous roof, 17 come not 
doun to take ony thing of his hous; and 


he that is in the feeld, 18 turne not ayen 


to take his coote. 19 But wo to hem that 
ben with child, and nurischen in tho daies. 
20 Preye ye, that youre fleyng be not maad 


in wynter, or in the saboth. 2! For thanne 
schal be greet tribulacioun, what maner 
‘was not fro the bigynnyng of the world 
to now, nether schal be maad. 22 And but 
tho daies hadden be abreggide, ech flesch 
schulde not be maad saaf; but tho daies 
schulen be maad schort, for the chosun 
men. 23 Thanne if ony man seie to you, Lo! 
here is Crist, or there, nyle ye bileue. 24 For 
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false Cristis and false prophetis schulen 
rise, and thei schulen yyue grete tokenes 
and wondrys; so that also the chosun be 
led in to erroure, if it may be done. 25 Lo! 
Y haue bifor seid to you. 2° Therfor if thei 
seie to you, Lo! he is in desert, nyle ye 
go out; lo! in priuey placis, nyle ye trowe. 
27 For as leit goith out fro the eest, and 
apperith in to the weste, so schal be also 
the coming of mannus sone. 28 Where euer 
the bodi schal be, also the eglis schulen 
be gaderid thidur. 29 And anoon after the 


tribulacioun of tho daies, the sunne schal 
be maad derk, and the moone schal not 
yyue hir liyt, and the sterris schulen falle 


fro heuene, and the vertues of heuenes 
schulen be moued. 3° And thanne the 
tokene of mannus sone schal appere in 


heuene, and thanne alle kynredis of the 


erthe schulen weile; and thei schulen see 
mannus sone comynge in the cloudis of 


heuene, with miche vertu and maieste. 
31 And he schal sende hise aungels with a 


trumpe, and a greet vois; and thei schulen 
gedere hise chosun fro foure wyndis, fro 
the hiyest thingis of heuenes to the endis of 
hem. 32 And lerne ye the parable of a fige 


tre. Whanne his braunche is now tendir, 
and the leeues ben sprongun, ye witen that 


somer is nyy; 33 ‘so and ye whanne ye seen 
alle these thingis, wite ye that it is nyy, 
in the yatis. 34 Treuli Y seie to you, for 
this generacioun schal not passe, til alle 
thingis be don; 35 heuene and erthe schulen 
passe, but my wordis schulen not passe. 


36 But of thilke dai and our no man wote, 
nethir aungels of heuenes, but the fadir 


aloone. 37 But as it was in the daies of 
Noe, so schal be the comyng of mannus 


sone. 38 For as in the daies bifore the greet 
flood, thei weren etynge and drynkynge, 
weddynge and takynge to weddyng, to that 
dai, that Noe entride in to the schippe; 
39 and thei knewen not, til the greet flood 


cam, and took alle men, so schal be the 
comyng of mannus sone. 4°Thanne tweyne 


schulen be in o feeld, oon schal be takun, 
and another left; 41 twey wymmen schulen 
be gryndynge in o queerne, oon schal be 
takun, and ‘the tother left; tweyn in a 
bedde, ‘the toon schal be takun, and the 
tother left. 42 Therfor wake ye, for ye witen 


not in what our the Lord schal come. 43 But 
wite ye this, that if the hosebonde man 


XRN 


3353 


Matthew 24:44 


wiste in what our the thefe were to come, 
certis he wolde wake, and suffre not his 
hous to be vndurmyned. “4 And therfor be 


ye redi, for in what our ye gessen not, man- 
nus sone schal come. 4° Who gessist thou 
is a trewe seruaunt and prudent, whom his 
lord ordeyned on his meynee, to yyue hem 
mete in tyme? 4¢ Blessed is that seruaunt, 


whom ‘his lord, whanne he schal come, 
schal fynde so doynge. 47 Treuli Y seye to 


you, for on alle his goodis he schal ordeyne 
hym. 48 But if thilke yuel seruaunt seie in 
his herte, My lord tarieth to come, 49 and 
bigynneth to smyte hise euen seruauntis, 
and ete, and drynke with drunken men; 


50 the lord of that seruaunt schal come in 
the dai which he hopith not, and in the our 


that he knowith not, 51 and schal departe 
hym, and putte his part with ypocritis; 
there schal be wepyng, and gryntyng of 
teeth. 


25 


1 Thanne the kyngdoom of heuenes 
schal be lijk to ten virgyns, whiche token 
her laumpis, and wenten out ayens the 
hosebonde and the wijf; 2 and fyue of hem 
weren foolis, and fyue prudent. 3 But the 
fyue foolis token her laumpis, and token 
not oile with hem; 4 but the prudent token 
oile in her vessels with the laumpis. 5 And 
whilis the hosebonde tariede, alle thei nap- 
piden and slepten. © But at mydnyyt a cryy 
was maad, Lo! the spouse cometh, go ye 


oute to mete with him. 7 Thanne alle tho 
virgyns risen vp, and araieden her laumpis. 


8 And the foolis seiden to the wise, Yyue ye 
to vs of youre oile, for oure laumpis ben 
quenchid. ° The prudent answeriden, and 
seiden, Lest perauenture it suffice not to vs 
and to you, go ye rather to men that sellen, 
and bie to you. !° And while thei wenten for 
to bie, the spouse cam; and tho that weren 
redi, entreden with him to the weddyngis; 
and the yate was schit. 11 Andat the last the 
othere virgyns camen, and seiden, Lord, 
lord, opene to vs. 12 And he answeride, and 
seide, Treuli Y seie to you, Y knowe you not. 
13 Therfor wake ye, for ye witen not the 
dai ne the our. !4For as a man that goith 
in pilgrimage, clepide hise seruauntis, and 
bitook to hem hise goodis; 15 and to oon he 
yaf fyue talentis, and to another tweyne, 
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and to another oon, to ech after his owne 
vertu; and wente forth anoon. 16 And he 
that hadde fyue besauntis, wente forth, 


and wrouyte in hem, and wan othere fyue. 
17 Also and he that hadde takun tweyne, 
wan othere tweyne. 8 But he that hadde 
takun oon, yede forth, and dalf in to the 
erthe, and hidde the money of his lord. 
19 But after long tyme, the lord of tho seru- 


auntis cam, and rekenede with hem. 2° And 
he that hadde takun fyue besauntis, cam, 


and brouyte othere fyue, and seide, Lord, 
thou bytokist to me fyue besauntis, loo! Y 
haue getun aboue fyue othere. 2! His lord 
seide to hym, Wel be thou, good seruaunt 
and feithful; for on fewe thingis thou hast 
be trewe, Y schal ordeyne thee on manye 
thingis; entre thou in to the ioye of thilord. 
22 And he that hadde takun twey talentis, 


cam, and seide, Lord, thou bitokist to me 
twey besauntis; loo! 22 Y haue wonnen ouer 


othir tweyne. His lord seide to him, Wel 
be thou, good seruaunt and trewe; for on 
fewe thingis thou hast be trewe, Y schal 
ordeyne thee on many thingis; entre thou 


in to the ioie of thi lord. 24 But he that 
hadde takun o besaunt, cam, and seide, 
Lord, Y woot that thou art an hard man; 
thou repist where thou hast not sowe, and 


thou gederist togidere where thou hast not 
spred abrood; 25 and Y dredynge wente, 


and hidde thi besaunt in the erthe; lo! thou 
hast that that is thin. 2° His lord answeride, 
and seide to hym, Yuel seruaunt and slowe, 


wistist thou that Y repe where Y sewe 
not, and gadir to gidere where Y spredde 


not abrood? 27 Therfor it bihofte thee 
to bitake my money to chaungeris, that 
whanne Y cam, Y schulde resseyue that 
that is myn with vsuris. 28 Therfor take 
awei fro hym the besaunt, and yyue ye to 
hym that hath ten besauntis. 2° For to 
euery man that hath me schal yyue, and he 
schal encreese; but fro hym that hath not, 
also that that hym semeth to haue, schal be 
taken awey fro him. 3° And caste ye out the 
vnprofitable seruaunt in to vtmer derknes- 
sis; ther schal be wepyng, and gryntyng of 
teeth. 3! Whanne mannus sone schal come 
in his maieste, and alle hise aungels with 
hym, thanne he schal sitte on the sege of 


his maieste; 32 and alle folkis schulen be 
gaderid bifor hym, °° and he schal departe 


hem atwynne, as a scheeperde departith 
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scheep from kidis; and he schal sette the 
scheep on his riythalf, and the kidis on 
the lefthalf. 34 Thanne the kyng schal seie 
to hem, that schulen be on his riythalf, 
Come ye, the blessid of my fadir, take ye 
in possessioun the kyngdoom maad redi to 
you fro the makyng of the world. ° For 
Y hungride, and ye yauen me to ete; Y 
thristide, and ye yauen me to drynke; Y 
was herboreles, and ye herboriden me; 
36 nakid, and ye hiliden me; sijk, and ye 
visitiden me; Y was in prisoun, and ye 
camen to me. 3” Thanne iust men schulen 
answere to hym, and seie, Lord, whanne 
siyen we thee hungry, and we fedden thee; 
thristi, and we yauen to thee drynk? 38 and 
whanne sayn we thee herborles, and we 


herboreden thee; or nakid, and we hiliden 
thee? 39 or whanne sayn we thee sijk, or in 


prisoun, and we camen to thee? 4° And the 
kyng answerynge schal seie to hem, Treuli 
Y seie to you, as longe as ye diden to oon 
of these my leeste britheren, ye diden to 
me. *! Thanne the kyng schal seie also to 


hem, that schulen be on his lefthalf, De- 
parte fro me, ye cursid, in to euerlastynge 


fijr, that is maad redi to the deuel and 
hise aungels. 42 For Y hungride, and ye 
yauen not me to ete; Y thristide, and ye 
yauen not me to drynke; 43 Y was herborles, 
and ye herberden not me; nakid, and ye 
keuerden not me; sijk, and in prisoun, and 
ye visitiden not me. 44 Thanne and thei 
schulen answere to hym, and schulen seie, 
Lord, whanne sayn we thee hungrynge, or 
thristynge, or herboreles, or nakid, or sijk, 
or in prisoun, and we serueden not to thee? 


45 Thanne he schal answere to hem, and 
seie, Treuli Y seie to you, ‘hou longe ye 


diden not to oon of these leeste, nether ye 
diden to me. 4° And these schulen goo in 
to euerlastynge turment; but the iust men 
schulen go in to euerlastynge lijf. 


26 


1 And it was doon, whanne Jhesus hadde 
endid alle these wordis, he seide to hise 
disciplis, 2 Ye witen, that aftir twei daies 
pask schal be maad, and mannus sone schal 
be bitakun to be crucified. 3 Than the 
princes of prestis and the elder men of 
the puple were gaderid in to the halle of 
the prince of prestis, that was seid Cayfas, 


215 


Matthew 26:26 


4 and maden a counsel to holde Jhesu with 
gile, and sle him; 5 but thei seiden, Not in 
the haliday, lest perauenture noyse were 
maad in the puple. © And whanne Jhesus 
was in Betanye, in the hous of Symount 
leprous, 7a womman that hadde a box of 
alabastre of precious oynement, cam to 
hym, and schedde out on the heed of hym 
restynge. 8 And disciplis seynge hadden 
dedeyn, and seiden, Wherto this loss? for 
it myyte be seld for myche, 9 and be youun 
to pore men. 1° But Jhesus knewe, and 
seide to hem, What ben ye heuy to this 
womman? for sche hath wrouyt in me a 
good werk. 11 For ye schulen euere haue 
pore men with you, but ye schulen not al- 
gatis haue me. 12 This womman sendynge 
this oynement in to my bodi, dide to birie 
me. 13 Treuli Y seie to you, where euer this 
gospel schal be prechid in al the world, it 
schal be seid, that sche dide this, in mynde 
of hym. 14 Thanne oon of the twelue, that 
was clepid Judas Scarioth, wente forth to 
the princis of prestis, 5 and seide to hem, 
What wolen ye yyue to me, and Y schal 
bitake hym to you? And thei ordeyneden 
to hym thretti pans of siluer. 1° And fro 
that tyme he souyte oportunyte, to bitraye 
hym. !7 And in the firste dai of therf looues 
the disciplis camen to Jhesu, and seiden, 


Where wolt thou we make redi to thee, 
to ete paske? 18 Jhesus seide, Go ye into 


the citee to ‘sum man, and seie to hym, 
The maistir seith, My tyme is nyy; at thee 
Y make paske with my disciplis. 19 And 
the disciplis diden, as Jesus comaundide 
to hem; and thei maden the paske redi. 


20 And whanne euentid was come, he sat 
to mete with hise twelue disciplis. 21 And 


he seide to hem, as thei eten, Treuli Y seie 
to you, that oon of you schal bitraye me. 
22 And thei ful sori bigunnen ech bi hym 
silf to seie, Lord, whether ‘Y am? 23 And he 
answeride, and seide, He that puttith with 
me his hoond in the plater, schal bitraye 
me. *4 Forsothe mannus sone goith, as 
it is writun of hym; but wo to that man, 
bi whom mannus sone schal be bitrayed; 
it were good to hym, if that man hadde 
not be borun. #5 But Judas that bitraiede 
hym, answeride, seiynge, Maister, whether 
‘Y am? Jhesus seide to hym, Thou hast 
seid. 26 And while thei soupeden, Jhesus 
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took breed, and blesside, and brak, and 
yaf to hise disciplis, and seide, Take ye, 
and ete; this is my body. 27 And he took 
the cuppe, and dide thankyngis, and yaf to 
hem, 28 and seide, Drynke ye alle herof; this 
is my blood of the newe testament, which 
schal be sched for many, in to remissioun 
of synnes. 29 And Y seie to you, Y schal 
not drynke fro this tyme, of this fruyt of 
the vyne, in to that dai whanne Y schal 
drynke it newe with you, in the kyngdom 
of my fadir. 3° And whanne the ympne was 
seid, thei wenten out in to the mount of 
Olyuete. 3! Thanne Jhesus seide to hem, 
Alle ye schulen suffre sclaundre in me, in 
this niyt; for it is writun, Y schal smyte 
the scheeperde, and the scheep of the flok 


schulen be scaterid. °2 But aftir that Y 
schal rise ayen, Y schal go bifore you in to 
Galilee. 33 Petre answeride, and seide to 
hym, Thouy alle schulen be sclaundrid in 
thee, Y schal neuer be sclaundrid. 34Jhesus 
seide to him, Treuli Y seie to thee, for 
in this nyyt bifor the cok crowe, thries 
thou schalt denye me. * Peter seide to 
him, Yhe, thouy it bihoue that Y die with 
thee, Y schal not denye thee. Also alle the 
disciplis seiden. 3°Thanne Jhesus cam with 
hem in to a toun, that is seid Jessamanye. 
And he seide to his disciplis, Sitte ye here, 
the while Y go thider, and preye. 37 And 
whanne he hadde take Peter, and twei 
sones of Zebedee, he bigan to be heuy and 
sori. 38 Thanne he seide to hem, My soule 
is soreuful to the deeth; abide ye here, and 
wake ye with me. 39 And he yede forth a 
litil, and felde doun on his face, preiynge, 
and seiynge, My fader, if it is possible, 
passe this cuppe fro me; netheles not as Y 


wole, but as thou wolt. 4° And he cam to his 
disciplis, and foond hem slepynge. And he 
seide to Petir, So, whethir ye myyten not 
oon our wake with me? 4! Wake ye, and pr- 
eye ye, that ye entre not in to temptacioun; 
for the spirit is redi, but the fleisch is sijk. 
42 Eft the secounde tyme he wente, and 
preyede, seiynge, My fadir, if this cuppe 
may not passe, but Y drynke hym, thi wille 
be doon. 43 And eftsoone he cam, and foond 
hem slepynge; for her iyen weren heuyed. 


44 And he lefte hem, and wente eftsoone, 
and preiede the thridde tyme, and seide 


the same word. 4° Thanne he cam to his 
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disciplis, and seide to hem, Slepe ye now, 
and reste ye; loo! the our hath neiyed, 
and mannus sone schal be takun in to the 
hondis of synneris; 4° rise ye, go we; loo! 
he that schal take me, is nyy. 47 Yit the 
while he spak, lo! Judas, oon of the twelue, 
cam, and with hym a greet cumpeny, with 
swerdis and battis, sent fro the princis of 
prestis, and fro the eldre men of the puple. 
48 And he that bitraiede hym, yaf to hem 


a tokene, and seide, Whom euer Y schal 
kisse, he it is; holde ye hym. 49 And anoon 
he cam to Jhesu, and seid, Haile, maister; 
50 and he kisside hym. And Jhesus seide 
to hym, Freend, wherto art thou comun? 
Thanne thei camen niy, and leiden hoondis 
on Jhesu, and helden hym. 51 And lo! oon 
of hem that weren with Jhesu, streiyte out 
his hoond, and drouy out his swerd; and he 
smoot the seruaunt of the prince of prestis, 
and kitte of his ere. 52 Thanne Jhesus seide 
to hym, Turne thi swerd in to his place; 
for alle that taken swerd, schulen perische 
bi swerd. 53 Whether gessist thou, that 
Y may not preie my fadir, and he schal 
yyue to me now mo than twelue legiouns 
of aungels? 4 Hou thanne schulen the 
scriptures be fulfilled? for so it bihoueth 
to be doon. 55 In that our Jhesus seide 
to the puple, As to a theef ye han gon 


out, with swerdis and battis, to take me; 
dai bi dai Y sat among you, and tauyt in 


the temple, and ye helden me not. 5 But 
al this thing was don, that the scripturis 
of profetis schulden be fulfillid. Thanne 
alle the disciplis fledden, and leften hym. 
57 And thei helden Jhesu, and ledden hym 
to Cayfas, the prince of prestis, where the 


scribis and the Farisees, and the eldre men 
of the puple weren comun togidere. 58 But 


Petir swede him afer, in to the halle of the 
prince of prestis; and he wente in, and sat 


with the seruauntis, to se the ende. 59 And 
the prince of prestis, and al the counsel 
souyten fals witnessing ayens Jhesu, that 
thei schulden take hym to deeth; ® and 
thei founden not, whanne manye false 


witnessis weren comun. But at the laste, 
twei false witnessis camen, ©! and seiden, 
‘This seide, Y may distruye the temple of 


God, and after the thridde dai bilde it ayen. 
62 And the prince of prestis roos, and seide 
to hym, Answerist thou no thing to tho 
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thingis, that these witnessen ayens thee? 
63 But Jhesus was stille. And the prince 
of prestis seide to hym, Y coniure thee bi 
lyuynge God, that thou seie to vs, if thou 
art Crist, the sone of God. ®Jhesus seide to 
him, Thou hast seid; netheles Y seie to you, 
‘fro hennus forth ye schulen se mannus 
sone sittinge at the riythalf of the vertu of 
God, and comynge in the cloudis of heuene. 
65 Thanne the prince of prestis to-rente his 
clothis, and seide, He hath blasfemed; what 
yit han we nede to witnessis? lo! now ye 
han herd blasfemye; what semeth to you? 


66 And thei answeriden, and seiden, He is 
gilti of deeth. © Thanne thei speten ‘in 


to his face, and smyten hym with buffatis; 
and othere yauen strokis with the pawme 


of her hondis in his face, 8 and seide, 
Thou Crist, arede to vs, who is he that 
smoot thee? 6? And Petir sat with outen 
in the halle; and a damysel cam to hym, 
and seide, Thou were with Jhesu of Galilee. 
70 And he denyede bifor alle men, and 


seide, Y woot not what thou seist. 71 And 
whanne he yede out at the yate, another 


damysel say hym, and seide to hem that 
weren there, And this was with Jhesu of 
Nazareth. 72 And eftsoone he denyede with 


an ooth, For I knewe not the man. 73 And 
a litil aftir, thei that stooden camen, and 
seiden to Petir, Treuli thou art of hem; for 
thi speche makith thee knowun. 74Thanne 


he bigan to warie and to swere, that he 


knewe not the man. And anoon the cok 
crewe. 7° And Petir bithouyte on the word 
of Jhesu, that he hadde seid, Bifore the cok 
crowe, thries thou schalt denye me. And he 
yede out, and wepte bitterli. 


27 


1 But whanne the morowtid was comun, 
alle the princis of prestis, and the eldre 


men of the puple token counsel ayens Jh- 
esu, that thei schulden take hym to the 


deeth. 2 And thei ledden him boundun, 
and bitoken to Pilat of Pounce, iustice. 
3 Thanne Judas that bitraiede hym, say 
that he was dampned, he repentide, and 
brouyte ayen the thretti pans to the prin- 
cis of prestis, and to the elder men of 
the puple, 4 and seide, Y haue synned, 
bitraiynge riytful blood. And thei seiden, 
What to vs? bise thee. 5 And whanne he 
hadde cast forth the siluer in the temple, 
he passide forth, and yede, and hongide 
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hym silf with a snare. © And the princis 
of prestis token the siluer, and seide, It is 
not leueful to putte it in to the treserie, 
for it is the prijs of blood. 7 And whanne 
thei hadden take counsel, thei bouyten 
with it a feeld of a potter, in to biryyng of 
pilgrymys. 8 Herfor thilke feeld is clepid 
Acheldemac, that is, a feeld of blood, in to 
this dai. 9 Thanne that was fulfillid, that 
was seid bi the prophete Jeremye, seiynge, 
And thei han takun thretti pans, the prijs 
of a man preysid, whom thei preiseden of 
the children of Israel; !° and thei yauen 
hem in to a feeld of a potter, as the Lord 
hath ordenyd to me. 1! And Jhesus stood 
bifor the domesman; and the iustice axide 
him, and seide, Art thou king of Jewis? 
12 Jhesus seith to hym, Thou seist. And 
whanne he was accusid of the princis of 
prestis, and of the eldere men of the puple, 
he answeride no thing. 13 Thanne Pilat 
seith to him, Herist thou not, hou many 
witnessyngis thei seien ayens thee? 14 And 
he answeride not ‘to hym ony word, so 
that the iustice wondride greetli. 15 But 
for a solempne dai the iustice was wont to 
delyuere to the puple oon boundun, whom 


thei wolden. 1¢ And he hadde tho a famous 
man boundun, that was seid Barrabas. 
17 Therfor Pilate seide to hem, whanne thei 
weren to gidere, Whom wolen ye, that Y 
delyuere to you? whether Barabas, or Jh- 
esu, that is seid Crist? 18 For he wiste, that 
bi enuye thei bitraieden hym. 19 And while 
he sat for domesman, his wijf sente to hym, 
and seide, No thing to thee and to that 
iust man; for Y haue suffrid this dai many 
thingis for hym, bi a visioun. 2° Forsothe 
the prince of prestis, and the eldere men 
counseiliden the puple, that thei schulden 
axe Barabas, but thei schulden distrye Jh- 


esu. 21 But the iustice answeride, and seide 
to hem, Whom of the tweyn wolen ye, 


that be delyuerit to you? And thei seiden, 
Barabas. 2? Pilat seith to hem, What thanne 
schal Y do of Jhesu, that is seid Crist? 23 Alle 
seien, ‘Be he crucified. The iustice seith to 
hem, What yuel hath he doon? And thei 


crieden more, and seiden, Be he crucified. 
24 And Pilat seynge that he profitide no 
thing, but that the more noyse was maad, 
took watir, and waischide hise hondis bifor 
the puple, and seide, Y am giltles of the 
blood of this riytful man; bise you. #5 And al 
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the puple answeride, and seide, His blood 


be on vs, and on oure children. 26 Thanne 
he deliuerede to hem Barabas, but he took 
to hem Jhesu scourgid, to be crucified. 


27 Thanne knyytis of the iustice token Jhesu 
in the moot halle, and gadriden to hym 
al the cumpeny ‘of knyytis. 28 And thei 
vnclothiden hym, and diden aboute hym a 


reed mantil; 29 and thei foldiden a coroun 
of thornes, and putten on his heed, and a 


rehed in his riyt hoond; and thei kneliden 
bifore hym, and scornyden hym, and sei- 
den, Heil, kyng of Jewis. 3° And thei speten 
on hym, and tooken a rehed, and smoot his 


heed. 3! And aftir that thei hadden scorned 
him, thei vnclothiden hym of the mantil, 
and thei clothiden hym with hise clothis, 
and ledden hym to ‘crucifien hym. 32 And 
as thei yeden out, thei founden a man of 
Cirenen comynge fro the toun, Symont bi 
name; thei constreyneden hym to take his 
cross. 33 And thei camen in to a place 
that is clepid Golgatha, that is, the place of 
Caluarie. 34 And thei yauen hym to drynke 
wyne meynd with galle; and whanne he 
hadde tastid, he wolde not drynke. 35 And 
aftir that thei hadden crucified hym, thei 
departiden his clothis, and kesten lotte, to 
fulfille that is seid bi the prophete, seiynge, 
Thei partiden to hem my clothis, and on 
my clooth thei kesten lott. °¢ And thei 
seten, and kepten him; 3” and setten aboue 
his heed his cause writun, This is Jhesu of 
Nazareth, kyng of Jewis. °8 Thanne twey 
theues weren crucified with hym, oon on 
the riythalf, and oon on the lefthalf. 3° And 
men that passiden forth blasfemeden hym, 
40 mouynge her heedis, and seiynge, Vath 
to thee, that distriest the temple of God, 
and in the thridde dai bildist it ayen; saue 
thou thi silf; if thou art the sone of God, 
come doun of the cross. 4! Also and princis 
of prestis scornynge, with scribis and elder 


men, 42 seiden, He made othere men saaf, 
he may not make hym silf saaf; if he is kyng 


of Israel, come he now doun fro the crosse, 
and we bileuen to hym; 43 he tristide in 
God; delyuer he hym now, if he wole; for 
he seide, That Y am Goddis sone. 44 And 
the theues, that weren crucified with hym, 
vpbreididen hym of the same thing. 45 But 


fro the sixte our derknessis weren maad 
on al the erthe, to the nynthe our. 4° And 
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aboute the nynthe our Jhesus criede with 
a greet vois, and seide, Heli, Heli, lamaz- 
abatany, that is, My God, my God, whi hast 


thou forsake me? 47 And summen that 
stoden there, and herynge, seiden, This 


clepith Helye. 48 And anoon oon of hem 
rennynge, took and fillide a spounge with 
vynegre, and puttide on a rehed, and yaf to 
hym to drynke. 49 But othir seiden, Suffre 


thou; se we whether Helie come to deliuer 
hym. 5° Forsothe Jhesus eftsoone criede 


with a greet voyce, and yaf vp the goost. 
51 And lo! the veil of the temple was to- 
rent in twey parties, fro the hiest to the 


lowest. And the erthe schoke, and stoonus 
weren cloue; and birielis weren openyd, 


52 and many bodies of seyntis that hadden 
slepte, rysen vp. °3 And thei yeden out of 


her birielis, and aftir his resurreccioun thei 
camen in to the holicitee, and apperiden to 


many. °4 And the centurien and thei that 
weren with hym kepinge Jhesu, whanne 
thei saien the erthe schakynge, and tho 
thingis that weren doon, thei dredden 
greetli, °° and seiden, Verili this was Goddis 
sone. And ther weren there many wym- 
men afer, that sueden Jhesu fro Galilee, and 
mynystriden to hym. °° Among whiche was 
Marie Magdalene, and Marie, the modir 
of James, and of Joseph, and the modir 


of Zebedees sones. °” But whanne the 
euenyng was come, ther cam a riche man 
of Armathi, Joseph bi name, and he was 
a disciple of Jhesu. 58 He wente to Pilat, 
and axide the bodi of Jhesu. 59 Thanne 
Pilat comaundide the bodie to be youun. 
And whanne the bodi was takun, Joseph 
lappide it in a clene sendel, © and leide it 
in his newe biriel, that he hadde hewun 
in a stoon; and he walewide a greet stoon 


to the dore of the biriel, and wente awei. 
61 But Marie Maudelene and anothir Marie 
weren there, sittynge ayens the sepulcre. 
62 And on ‘the tother dai, that is aftir pask 
euen, the princis of prestis and the Farisees 
camen togidere to Pilat, © and seiden, Sir, 
we han mynde, that thilke giloure seide 
yit lyuynge, Aftir thre daies Y schal rise 
ayen to lijf. ° Therfor comaunde thou, 
that the sepulcre be kept in to the thridde 
dai; lest hise disciplis comen, and stelen 
hym, and seie to the puple, He hath rise 
fro deeth; and the laste errour schal be 
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worse than the formere. © Pilat seide to 
hem, Ye han the kepyng; go ye, kepe ye as 
ye kunnen. © And thei yeden forth, and 
kepten the sepulcre, markynge the stoon, 
with keperis. 


28 
1 But in the euentid of the sabat, that 
bigynneth to schyne in the firste dai of the 


woke, Marie Mawdelene cam, and another 
Marie, to se the sepulcre. 2 And lo! ther 


was maad a greet ertheschakyng; for the 
aungel of the Lord cam doun fro heuene, 
and neiyede, and turnede awei the stoon, 
and sat theron. 3 And his lokyng was as leit, 


and hise clothis as snowe; 4 and for drede 
of hym the keperis weren afeerd, and thei 


weren maad as deede men. °But the aungel 
answeride, and seide to the wymmen, Nyle 
ye drede, for Y woot that ye seken Jhesu, 


that was crucified; © he is not here, for he 
is risun, as he seide; come ye, and se ye the 


place, where the Lord was leid. 7 And go ye 
soone, and seie ye to his disciplis, that he 
is risun. And lo! he schal go bifore you in 
to Galilee; there ye schulen se hym. Lo! Y 
haue biforseid to you. And thei wenten out 
soone fro the biriels, with drede and greet 
ioye, rennynge to telle to hise disciplis. 
9 And lo! Jhesus mette hem, and seide, 
Heile ye. And thei neiyeden, and heelden 
his feet, and worschipiden him. 1° Thanne 
Jhesus seide to hem, Nyle ye drede; go ye, 
‘telle ye to my britheren, that thei go in 


to Galile; there thei schulen se me. 11 And 
whanne thei weren goon, lo! summe of the 
keperis camen in to the citee, and telden 
to the princis of prestis alle thingis that 
weren doon. 1!2 And whanne thei weren 
gaderid togidere with the elder men, and 
hadden take her counseil, thei yauen to the 
kniytis miche monei, and seiden, Seie ye, 
13 that hise disciplis camen bi nyyt, and 
han stolen hym, while ye slepten. 14 And 


if this be herd of the iustice, we schulen 
counseile hym, and make you sikir. 15 And 


whanne the monei was takun, thei diden, 
as thei weren tauyt. And this word is 
pupplischid among the Jewis, til in to this 
day. 16 And the enleuen disciplis wenten 
in to Galilee, in to an hille, where Jhesus 
hadde ordeyned to hem. 1” And thei sayn 
hym, and worschipiden; but summe of hem 
doutiden. 18 And Jhesus cam nyy, and spak 
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to hem, and seide, Al power in heuene and 
in erthe is youun to me. !9 Therfor go ye, 
and teche alle folkis, baptisynge hem in 


the name of the Fadir, and of the Sone, 
and of the Hooli Goost; 2° techynge hem to 


kepe alle thingis, what euer thingis Y haue 
comaundid to you; and lo! Y am with you 
in alle daies, in to the ende of the world. 
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The Gospel According to 
Mark 


1 The bigynnyng of the gospel of Jhesu 


Crist, the sone of God. 2 As it is writun 
in Ysaie, the prophete, Lo! Y sende myn 


aungel bifor thi face, that schal make thi 


weie redi bifor thee. 3 The vois of a crier 
in desert, Make ye redi the weie of the 


Lord, make ye hise paththis riyt. 4Joon was 
in desert baptisynge, and prechynge the 
baptym of penaunce, in to remissioun of 
synnes. > And al the cuntre of Judee wente 
out to hym, and alle men of Jerusalem; and 
thei weren baptisid of hym in the flom Jor- 
dan, ‘and knoulechiden her synnes. © And 
Joon was clothid with heeris of camels, and 
a girdil of skyn was about hise leendis; and 
he ete hony soukis, and wilde hony, and 
prechide, 7 and seide, A stronger than Y 


schal come aftir me, and Y am not worthi 
to knele doun, and vnlace his schoone. ® Y 
haue baptisid you in watir; but he schal 
baptise you in the Hooli Goost. 9% And 
it was don in tho daies, Jhesus cam fro 
Nazareth of Galilee, and was baptisid of 
Joon in Jordan. 1° And anoon he wente 
up of the watir, and saye heuenes opened, 
and the Hooli Goost comynge doun as a 
culuer, and dwellynge in hym. ™ And a 
vois was maad fro heuenes, Thou art my 
loued sone, in thee Y am plesid. 12 And 
anoon the Spirit puttide hym forth in to 


deseert. 13 And he was in deseert fourti 

aies and fourti nyytis, and was temptid 
of Sathanas, and he was with beestis, and 
aungels mynystriden to hym. 1 But aftir 
that Joon was takun, Jhesus cam in to 
Galilee, and prechide the gospel of the kyn- 
gdoom of God, 5 and seide, That the tyme 
is fulfillid, and the kyngdoom of God schal 
come nyy; do ye penaunce, and bileue ye 
to the gospel. 16 And as he passide bisidis 
the see of Galilee, he say Symount, and 
Andrew, his brother, castynge her nettis 


in to the see; for thei weren fisscheris. 
17 And Jhesus seide to hem, Come ye aftir 


me; Y schal make you to be maad fisscheris 


of men. 8 And anoon thei leften the 
nettis, and sueden hym. 19 And he yede 


forth fro thennus a litil, and siy James of 
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Zebedee, and Joon, his brother, in a boot 
makynge nettis. 2° And anoon he clepide 


hem; and thei leften Zebedee, her fadir, in 
the boot with hiryd seruauntis, and thei 
suweden hym. 21 And thei entriden in to 
Capharnaum, and anoon in the sabatys he 
yede in to a synagoge, and tauyte hem. 
22 And thei wondriden on his teching; for 
he tauyte hem, as he that hadde power, 
and not as scribis. 23 And in the synagoge 
of hem was a man in an vnclene spirit, 
and he criede out, 24 and seide, What to 
vs and to thee, thou Jhesu of Nazareth? 
hast thou come to distrie vs? Y woot that 
thou art the hooli of God. 25 And Jhesus 
thretenede hym, and seide, Wex doumbe, 
and go out of the man. 2° And the vnclene 
spirit debreidynge hym, and criynge with 
greet vois, wente out fro hym. 27 And alle 
men wondriden, so that thei souyten with 
ynne hem silf, and seiden, What thing is 
this? what newe doctrine is this? for in 
power he comaundith to vnclene spiritis, 
and thei obeyen to hym. 28 And the fame of 
hym wente forth anoon in to al the cuntree 
of Galilee. 29 And anoon thei yeden out of 
the synagoge, and camen into the hous of 
Symount and of Andrewe, with James and 
Joon. 3° And the modir of Symountis wijf 
lay sijk in fyueris; and anoon thei seien to 
hym of hyr. 3! And he cam nyy, and areride 
hir, and whanne he hadde take hir hoond, 
anoon the feuer lefte hir, and sche seruede 
hem. 32 But whanne the euentid was come, 
and the sonne was gon doun, thei brouyten 


to hym alle that weren of male ese, and 


hem that hadden fendis. 33 And al the citee 
was gaderid at the yate. 34 And he heel- 


ide many, that hadden dyuerse sijknessis, 
and he castide out many feendis, and he 
suffride hem not to speke, for thei knewen 
hym. 35 And he roos ful eerli, and yede out, 
and wente in to a desert place, and preiede 
there. 36 And Symount suede hym, and 
thei that weren with hym. 37 And whanne 
thei hadden founde hym, thei seiden to 
hym, That alle men seken thee. 38 And he 


seide to hem, Go we in to the next townes 
and citees, that Y preche also there, for 


her to Y cam. 3° And he prechide in the 
synagogis of hem, and in al Galilee, and 
castide out feendis. 4° And a leprouse man 
cam to hym, and bisouyte, ‘and knelide, 
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and seide, If thou wolt, thou maist clense 
me. 41 And Jhesus hadde mercy on hym, 


and streiyte out his hoond, and towchyde 
hym, and seide to hym, I wole, be thou 
maad cleene. 42 And whanne he hadde 
seide this, anoon the lepre partyde awey 
fro hym, and he was clensyd. 43 And Jhesus 
thretenede hym, and anoon Jhesus putte 
hym out, 44 and seyde to hym, Se thou, 
seye to no man; but go, schewe thee to 
the pryncys of prestys, and offre for thi 
clensynge in to wytnessyng to hem, tho 
thingis that Moyses bad. “ And he yede 
out, and bigan to preche, and publische 
the word, so that now he myyte not go 
opynili in to the citee, but be withoutforth 
in desert placis; and thei camen to hym on 
alle sidis. 


1 And eft he entride in to Cafarnaum, 
aftir eiyte daies. 2 And it was herd, that 


he was in an hous, and many camen to 
gidir, so that thei miyten not be in the 
hous, ne at the yate. And he spak to hem 
the word. 3 And there camen to hym men 
that brouyten a man sijk in palesie, which 


was borun of foure. 4 And whanne thei 
myyten not brynge hym to Jhesu for the 
puple, thei vnhileden the roof where he 
was, and openede it, and thei leten doun 
the bed in which the sijk man in palesie 
laye. 5 And whanne Jhesus hadde seyn 
the feith of hem, he seide to the sijk man 
in palesie, Sone, thi synnes ben foryouun 
to thee. © But there weren summe of the 
scribis sittynge, and thenkynge in her her- 
tis, 7 What spekith he thus? He blasfemeth; 
who may foryyue synnes, but God aloone? 
8 And whanne Jhesus hadde knowe this 
bi the Hooli Goost, that thei thouyten so 
with ynne hem silf, he seith to hem, What 
thenken ye these thingis in youre hertis? 
9 What is liyter to seie to the sijk man 
in palesie, Synnes ben foryouun to thee, 
or to seie, Ryse, take thi bed, and walke? 
10 But that ye wite that mannus sone hath 
power in erthe to foryyue synnes, he seide 
to the sijk man in palesie, Y seie to thee, 
11 ryse vp, take thi bed, and go in to thin 
hous. 12 And anoon he roos vp, and whanne 


he hadde take the bed, he wente bifor 
alle men, so that alle men wondriden, and 
onoureden God, and seiden, For we seien 
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neuer so. 13 And he wente out eftsoone 
to the see, and al the puple cam to hym; 
and he tauyte hem. 14 And whanne he 
passide, he saiy Leuy ‘of Alfei sittynge at 
the tolbothe, and he seide to hym, Sue 
me. And he roos, and suede hym. } And 
it was doon, whanne he sat at the mete 
in his hous, many pupplicans and synful 
men saten togidere at the mete with Jhesu 
and hise disciplis; for there weren many 
that folewiden hym. 1° And scribis and 
Farisees seynge, that he eet with puppli- 
cans and synful men, seiden to hise disci- 
plis, Whi etith and drynkith youre maystir 
with pupplicans and synneris? !7 Whanne 
this was herd, Jhesus seide to hem, Hoole 


men han no nede to a leche, but thei that 
ben yuel at eese; for Y cam not to clepe 


iust men, but synneris. 18 And the disciplis 
of Joon and the Farisees weren fastynge; 
and thei camen, and seien to hym, Whi 
fasten the disciplis of Joon, and the Farisees 
fasten, but thi disciplis fasten not? 19 And 
Jhesus seide to hem, Whether the sones 
of sposailis moun faste, as longe as the 
spouse is with hem? As long tyme as thei 
haue the spouse with hem, thei moun not 


faste. 2° But daies schulen come, whanne 
the spouse schal be takun awei fro hem, 


and thanne thei schulen faste in tho daies. 
21No man sewitha patche of newe clooth to 


an elde clooth, ellis he takith awei the newe 
patche fro the elde, and a more brekyng is 


maad. 2? And no man puttith newe wyn in 
to elde botelis, ellis the wyn schal breste 
the botels, and the wyn schal be sched out, 
and the botels schulen perische. But newe 
wyn schal be put into newe botels. 23 And 


it was doon eftsoones, whanne the Lord 
walkid in the sabotis bi the cornes, and 
hise disciplis bigunnen to passe forth, and 


plucke eeris of the corn. 24 And the Farisees 
seiden to hym, Lo! what thi disciplis doon 


in sabotis, that is not leeueful. 25 And 
he seide to hem, Radden ye neuer what 


Dauid dide, whanne he hadde nede, and he 
hungride, and thei that weren with hym? 


26 Hou he wente in to the hous of God, 
vndur Abiathar, prince of prestis, and eete 


looues of proposicioun, which it was not 
leeueful to ete, but to preestis aloone, and 
he yaf to hem that weren with hym. 27 And 


he seide to hem, The sabat is maad for 
man, and not a man for the sabat; 28 and 
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so mannus sone is lord also of the sabat. 


1 And he entride eftsoone in to the 
synagoge, and there was a man hauynge 


a drye hoond. 2 And thei aspieden hym, 


if he helide in the sabatis, to accuse him. 
3 And he seide to the man that hadde a 
drie hoond, Rise in to the myddil. 4 And 


he seith to hem, Is it leeueful to do wel in 
the sabatis, ether yuel? to make a soul saaf, 


ether to leese? And thei weren stille. 5 And 
he biheeld hem aboute with wraththe, and 
hadde sorewe on the blyndnesse of her 


herte, and seith to the man, Hold forth 
thin hoond. And he helde forth, and 
his hoond was restorid to hym. © Sotheli 


Farisees yeden out anoon, and maden a 
counsel with Erodians ayens hym, hou thei 
schulden lese hym. 7 But Jhesus with hise 
disciplis wente to the see; and myche puple 
fro Galilee and Judee suede hym, ® and fro 
Jerusalem, and fro Ydume, and fro biyondis 
Jordan, and thei that weren aboute Tire 
and Sidon, a greet multitude, heringe the 
thingis that he dide, and cam to hym. ? And 
Jhesus seide to hise disciplis, that the boot 
schulde serue hym, for the puple, lest thei 
thristen hym; !° for he heelide many, so 
that thei felden fast to hym, to touche hym. 
And hou many euer hadde syknessis, and 
vnclene spirits, 11 whanne thei seyen hym, 
felden doun to hym, and crieden, seiynge, 
Thou art the sone of God. 12 And greetli 


he manasside hem, that thei schulden not 
make hym knowun. 13 And he wente in 


to an hille, and clepide to hym whom he 
wolde; and thei camen to hym. 4 And he 
made, that there weren twelue with hym, 
to sende hem to preche. 15 And he yaf 
to hem pouwer to heele sijknessis, and to 
caste out feendis. 1° And to Symount he 
yaf a name Petre, and he clepide James of 
Zebede and Joon, 1” the brother of James, 
and he yaf to hem names Boenarges, that 
is, sones of thundryng. 18 And he clepide 
Andrew and Filip, and Bartholomew and 
Matheu, and Thomas and James Alfey, and 
Thadee, !9 and Symount Cananee, and Ju- 
das Scarioth, that bitraiede hym. 2° And 
thei camen to an hous, and the puple cam 
togidere eftsoone, so that thei miyten not 
ete breed. 21 And whanne his kynnysmen 
hadden herd, thei wenten out ‘to holde 
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him; for thei seiden, that he is turned in to 
woodnesse. 22 And the scribis that camen 
doun fro Jerusalem, seiden, That he hath 
Belsabub, and that in the prince of deuelis 
he castith out fendis. 23 And he clepide 
hem togidir, and he seide to hem in parab- 
lis, Hou may Sathanas caste out Sathanas? 
24 And if a rewme be departid ayens it silf, 
thilke rewme may not stonde. #5 And if an 
hous be disparpoilid on it silf, thilke hous 
may not stonde. 26 And if Sathanas hath 
risun ayens hym silf, he is departid, and he 


schal not mowe stonde, but hath an ende. 
27 No man may go in to a stronge mannus 


hous, and take awey hise vessels, but he 
bynde first the stronge man, and thanne he 
schal spoile his hous. 28 Treuli Y seie to you, 
that alle synnes and blasfemyes, bi whiche 
thei han blasfemed, schulen be foryouun to 
the sones of men. 29 But he that blasfemeth 
ayens the Hooli Goost, hath not remissioun 
in to with outen ende, but he schal be gilty 
of euerlastynge trespas. °° For thei seiden, 
He hath an vnclene spirit. 3! And his 


modir and britheren camen, and thei sto- 
den withoutforth, and senten to hym, and 
clepiden hym. 32 And the puple sat aboute 
hym; and thei seien to hym, Lo! thi modir 
and thi britheren with outforth seken thee. 
33 And he answeride to hem, and seide, 
Who is my modir and my britheren? 34 And 


he bihelde thilke that saten aboute hym, 
and seide, Lo! my modir and my britheren. 


35 For who that doith the wille of God, he is 
my brothir, and my sistir, and modir. 


4 
1 And eft Jhesus bigan to teche at the see; 
and myche puple was gaderid to hym, so 


that he wente in to a boot, and sat in the 
see, and al the puple was aboute the see on 


the loond. ? And he tauyte hem in parablis 
many thingis. And he seide to hem in his 
techyng, 3 Here ye. Lo! a man sowynge 
goith out to sowe. 4 And the while he 


sowith, summe seed felde aboute the weie, 
and briddis of heuene camen, and eeten 
it. ° Othere felde doun on stony places, 


where it had not myche erthe; and anoon 
it spronge vp, for it had not depnesse of 
erthe. © And whanne the sunne roos vp, 
it welewide for heete, and it driede vp, 


for it hadde no roote. 7 And othere felde 
doun in to thornes, and thornes sprongen 
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vp, and strangliden it, and it yaf not fruyt. 
8 And other felde doun in to good loond, 
and yaf fruyt, springynge vp, and wexynge; 
and oon brouyte thretti foold, and oon sixti 


fold, and oon an hundrid fold. ° And he 
seide, He that hath eeris of heryng, here 


he. 1° And whanne he was bi hym silf, tho 
twelue that weren with hym axiden hym 
to expowne the parable. 11 And he seide 
to hem, To you it is youun to knowe the 
priuete of the kyngdom of God. But to 
hem that ben with outforth, alle thingis 
be maad in parablis, that thei seynge se, 
12 and se not, and thei herynge here and 
vnderstonde not; lest sum tyme thei be 
conuertid, and synnes be foryouun to hem. 
13 And he seide to hem, Knowe not ye this 
parable? and hou ye schulen knowe alle 
parablis? 14 He that sowith, sowith a word. 
15 But these it ben that ben aboute the weie, 
where the word is sowun; and whanne 
thei han herd, anoon cometh Satanas, and 
takith awei the word that is sowun in her 
hertis. 16 And in lijk maner ben these that 
ben sowun on stony placis, whiche whanne 
thei han herd the word, anoon thei taken 
it with ioye; 1” and thei han not roote in 
hem silf, but thei ben lastynge a litil tyme; 
aftirward whanne tribulacioun risith, and 
persecucioun for the word, anoon thei ben 
sclaundrid. 18 And ther ben othir that ben 
sowun in thornes; these it ben that heren 
the word, 1° and disese of the world, and 


disseit of ritchessis, and othir charge of 


coueytise entrith, and stranglith the word, 
and it is maad with out fruyt. 2° And these 
it ben that ben sowun on good lond, whiche 


heren the word, and taken, and maken 
fruyt, oon thritti fold, oon sixti fold, and 


oon an hundrid fold. 2! And he seide to 
hem, Wher a lanterne cometh, that it be 
put vndur a buschel, or vndur a bed? nay, 
but that it be put on a candilstike? 22 Ther 
is no thing hid, that schal not be maad 
opyn; nethir ony thing is pryuey, that schal 
not come in to opyn. 73 If ony man haue 
eeris of heryng, here he. 24 And he seide to 
hem, Se ye what ye heren. In what mesure 
ye meten, it schal be metun to you ayen, 
and be cast to you. #5 For it schal be youun 
to hym that hath, and it schal be takun 
awei fro him that hath not, also that that 
he hath. 2° And he seide, So the kingdom 
of God is, as if a man caste seede in to the 
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erthe, 2” and he sleepe, and it rise up niyt 
and dai, and brynge forth seede, and wexe 


faste, while he woot not. 28 For the erthe 
makith fruyt, first the gras, aftirward the 


ere, and aftir ful fruyt in the ere. 29 And 
whanne of it silf it hath brouyt forth fruyt, 
anoon he sendith a sikil, for repyng tyme 
is come. 3° And he seide, To what thing 
schulen we likne the kyngdom of God? or 
to what parable schulen we comparisoun 
it? 31 As a corne of seneuei, which whanne 
it is sowun in the erthe, is lesse than alle 
seedis that ben in the erthe; 32 and whanne 
it is sprongun up, it waxith in to a tre, 
and is maad gretter than alle erbis; and it 
makith grete braunchis, so that briddis of 
heuene moun dwelle vndur the schadewe 
therof. 33 And in many suche parablis he 
spak to hem the word, as thei myyten here; 
34 and he spak not to hem with out parable. 
But he expownede to hise disciplis alle 
thingis bi hemsilf. 35 And he seide to hem 
in that dai, whanne euenyng was come, 
Passe we ayenward. °° And thei leften the 
puple, and token hym, so that he was in a 
boot; and othere bootys weren with hym. 
37 And a greet storm of wynde was maad, 


and keste wawis in to the boot, so that 
the boot was ful. 38 And he was in the 
hyndir part of the boot, and slepte on a 


pilewe. And thei reisen hym, and seien 
to hym, Maistir, perteyneth it not to thee, 
that we perischen? 39 And he roos vp, and 
manasside the wynde, and seide to the see, 
Be stille, wexe doumbe. And the wynde 
ceesside, and greet pesiblenesse was maad. 
40 And he seide to hem, What dreden ye? 
“Ye han no feith yit? 4! And thei dredden 
with greet drede, and seiden ‘ech to other, 
Who, gessist thou, is this? for the wynde 
and the see obeschen to hym. 


1 And thei camen ouer the see in to the 
cuntree of Gerasenes. 2 And aftir that he 
was goon out of the boot, anoon a man 


in an vncleene spirit ran out of birielis to 
hym. 3 Which man hadde an hous in biriels, 
and nether with cheynes now myyte ony 
man bynde hym. 4 For ofte tymes he was 
boundun in stockis and chaynes, and he 
hadde broke the chaynes, and hadde broke 
the stockis to smale gobetis, and no man 
myyte make hym tame. ° And euermore, 
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nyyt and dai, in birielis and in hillis, he 
was criynge and betynge hym silf with 
stoonus. © And he siy Jhesus afer, and ran, 
and worschipide hym. 7 And he criede with 
greet voice, and seide, What to me and to 
thee, thou Jhesu, the sone of the hiyest 
God? Y coniure thee bi God, that thou 
turmente me not. 8 And Jhesus seide to 
hym, Thou vnclene spirit, go out fro the 
man. ? And Jhesus axide hym, What is thi 
name? And he seith to hym, A legioun 
is my name; for we ben many. 1° And 
he preiede Jhesu myche, that he schulde 
not putte hym out of the cuntrei. ! And 
there was there aboute the hille a greet 
flok of swyn lesewynge. !2 And the spiritis 
preieden Jhesu, and seiden, Sende vs into 
the swyn, that we entre in to hem. 3 And 
anoon Jhesus grauntide to hem. And the 
vnclene spiritis yeden out, and entriden 
in to the swyn, and with a greet birre the 
flocke was cast doun in to the see, a twei 
thousynde, and thei weren dreynt in the 
see. 14 And thei that kepten hem, fledden, 
and tolden in to the citee, and in to the 
feeldis; and thei wenten out, to se what was 
don. !° And thei camen to Jhesu, and sayn 
hym that hadde be trauelid of the feend, 
syttynge clothid, and of hool mynde; and 
thei dredden. 1° And thei that saien, hou it 


was don to hym that hadde a feend, and of 


the swyne, telden to hem. 17 And thei bi- 
gunnen to preie hym, that he schulde go a 
wei fro her coostis. 18 And whanne he yede 
up in to a boot, he that was trauelid of the 
deuel, bigan to preie hym, that he schulde 
be with hym. 19 But Jhesus resseyuede 
hym not, but seide to hym, Go thou in to 


thin hous to thine, and telle to hem, hou 
grete thingis the Lord hath don to thee, 


and hadde merci of thee. 2° And he wente 
forth, and bigan to preche in Decapoli, hou 


grete thingis Jhesus hadde don to hym; 


and alle men wondriden. 21 And whanne 
Jhesus hadde gon vp in to the boot eftsoone 


ouer the see, myche puple cam togidere 
to him, and was aboute the see. 22 And 
oon of the princis of synagogis, bi name 
Jayrus, cam, and siy hym, and felde doun 
at hise feet, 23 and preyede hym myche, 
and seide, My douyter is nyy deed; come 
thou, putte thin hoond on her, that sche 
be saaf, and lyue. 24 And he wente forth 
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with hym, and myche puple suede hym, 
and thruste hym. 25 And a womman hadde 
ben in the blodi fluxe twelue yeer, 2° and 
hadde resseyued many thingis of ful many 
lechis, and hadde spendid al hir good, and 
was nothing amendid, but was rather the 
wors, whanne sche hadde herd of Jhesu, 
27 sche cam among the puple bihynde, and 
touchide his cloth. 28 For sche seide, That 
if Y touche yhe his cloth, Y schal be saaf. 


29 And anoon the welle of hir blood was 
dried vp, and sche felide in bodi that sche 


was heelid of the siknesse. 3° And anoon 
Jhesus knewe in hym silf the vertu that 


was goon out of hym, and turnede to the 
puple, and seide, Who touchide my clothis? 
31 And hise disciplis seiden to hym, Thou 
seest the puple thristynge thee, and seist, 
Who touchide me? 32 And Jhesus lokide 
aboute to se hir that hadde don this thing. 
33 And the womman dredde, and quakide, 
witynge that it was doon in hir, and cam, 
and felde doun bifor hym, and seide to hym 
al the treuthe. 34 And Jhesus seide to hyr, 
Douytir, thi feith hath maad thee saaf; go 
in pees, and he thou hool of thi sijknesse. 
35 Yit while he spak, messangeris camen to 
the prince of the synagoge, and seien, Thi 
douytir is deed; what traueilist thou the 
maistir ferther? 3° But whanne the word 
was herd that was seid, Jhesus seide to the 
prince of the synagoge, Nyle thou drede, 
oonli bileue thou. 3? And he took no man 
to sue hym, but Petir, and James, and Joon, 
the brother of James. 38 And thei camen in 
to the hous of the prince of the synagoge. 
And he saie noyse, and men wepynge and 
weilynge myche. 39 And he yede ynne, 
and seide to hem, What ben ye troublid, 
and wepen? The damesel is not deed, but 
slepith. 4° And thei scorneden hym. But 
whanne alle weren put out, he takith the 


fadir and the modir of the damesel, and 
hem that weren with hym, and thei entren, 
where the damysel laye. 4! And he helde 
the hoond of the damesel, and seide to 
hir, Tabita, cumy, that is to seie, Damysel, 
Y seie to thee, arise. 42 And anoon the 
damysel roos, and walkide; and sche was 
of twelue yeer. And thei weren abaischid 
with a greet stonying. And he comaundide 
to hem greetli, that no man schulde wite it. 
43 And he comaundide to yyue hir mete. 
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1 And he yede out fro thennus, and 
wente in to his owne cuntre; and hise 
disciplis folewiden him. 2 And whanne 
the sabat was come, Jhesus bigan to teche 
in a synagoge. And many herden, and 
wondriden in his techyng, and seiden, Of 
whennus to this alle these thingis? and 
what is the wisdom that is youun to hym, 


and siche vertues whiche ben maad bi hise 
hondis? 3 Whether this is not a carpenter, 
the sone of Marie, the brother of James and 
of Joseph and of Judas and of Symount? 


whether hise sistris ben not here with vs? 
And thei weren sclaundrid in hym. 4 And 


Jhesus seide to hem, That a profete is not 
without onoure, but in his owne cuntrey, 
and among his kynne, and in his hous. 
5 And he myyte not do there ony vertu, 
saue that he helide a fewe sijk men, leiynge 


on hem hise hoondis. © And he wondride 
for the vnbileue of hem. And he wente 
aboute casteles on ech side, and tauyte. 


7 And he clepide togidere twelue, and bigan 
to sende hem bi two togidere; and yaf to 
hem power of vnclene spiritis, 8 and co- 


maundide hem, that thei schulde not take 
ony thing in the weie, but a yerde oneli, 


not a scrippe, ne breed, nether money in 
the girdil, ° but schod with sandalies, and 


that thei schulden not be clothid with twei 
cootis. 1° And he seide to hem, Whidur 
euer ye entren in to an hous, dwelle ye 


there, til ye goon out fro thennus. 1! And 
who euer resseyueth you not, ne herith 
you, go ye out fro thennus, and schake 
awei the powdir fro youre feet, in to wit- 
nessyng to hem. 12 And thei yeden forth, 
and prechiden, that men schulden do pe- 
naunce. 1! And thei castiden out many 
feendis, and anoyntiden with oyle many 
sijk men, and thei weren heelid. 14 And 
kyng Eroude herde, for his name was maad 
opyn, and seide, That Joon Baptist hath 
risen ayen fro deeth, and therfor vertues 
worchen in hym. ! Othir seiden, That it is 
Helie; but othir seiden, That it is a profete, 
as oon of profetis. 16 And whanne this 
thing was herd, Eroude seide, This Joon, 
whom Y haue biheedide, is risun ayen fro 


deeth. 17 For thilke Eroude sente, and helde 
Joon, and boond hym in to prisoun, for 


Erodias, the wijf of Filip, his brothir; for 
he hadde weddid hir. 18 For Joon seide to 
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Eroude, It is not leueful to thee, to haue 
the wijf of thi brothir. 19 And Erodias leide 
aspies to hym, and wolde sle hym, and 
myyte not. 2° And Eroude dredde Joon, and 
knewe hyma iust man and hooli, and kepte 
hym. And Eroude herde hym, and he dide 
many thingis, and gladli herde hym. 2! And 
whanne a couenable dai was fallun, Eroude 
in his birthdai made a soper to the princis, 
and tribunes, and to the grettest of Galilee. 
22 And whanne the douyter of thilke Ero- 
dias was comun ynne, and daunside, and 
pleside to Eroude, and also to men that 
saten at the mete, the kyng seide to the 
damysel, Axe thou of me what thou wolt, 
and Y schal yyue to thee. 23 And he swore 


to hir, That what euer thou axe, Y schal 
yyue to thee, thouy it be half my kyngdom. 


24 And whanne sche hadde goon out, sche 


seide to hir modir, What schal Y axe? And 
sche seide, The heed of Joon Baptist. 25 And 


whanne sche was comun ynne anoon with 
haast to the kyng, sche axide, and seide, 
Y wole that anoon thou yyue to me in a 
dische the heed of Joon Baptist. 2° And the 
kyng was sori for the ooth, and for men 
that saten togidere at the meete he wolde 
not make hir sori; 2” but sente amanqueller 
and comaundide, that Joones heed were 
brouyt in a dissche. And he bihedide hym 
in the prisoun, 28 and brouyte his heed in 
a disch, and yaf it to the damysel, and the 
damysel yaf to hir modir. 29 And whanne 
this thing was herd, hise disciplis camen, 


and token his bodi, and leiden it in a 
biriel. 3° And the apostlis camen togidere 


to Jhesu, and telden to hym alle thingis, 
that thei hadden don, and tauyt. 31 And he 
seide to hem, Come ye bi you silf in to a 
desert place; and reste ye a litil. For there 
were many that camen, and wenten ayen, 
and thei hadden not space to ete. 32 And 
thei yeden in to a boot, and wenten in to 
a desert place bi hem silf. 33 And thei sayn 
hem go awei, and many knewen, and thei 
wenten afoote fro alle citees, and runnen 
thidur, and camen bifor hem. 34 And Jhesus 
yede out, and saiy myche puple, and hadde 
reuth on hem, for thei weren as scheep not 
hauynge a scheepherd. And he bigan to 
teche hem many thingis. 35 And whanne it 
was forth daies, hise disciplis camen, and 
seiden, This is a desert place, and the tyme 
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is now passid; 3° lete hem go in to the nexte 
townes and villagis, to bie hem meete to 


ete. 37 And he answeride, and seide to 
hem, Yyue ye to hem to ete. And thei 


seiden to hym, Go we, and bie we looues 
with two hundrid pens, and we schulen 
yyue to hem to ete. 38 And he seith to 
hem, Hou many looues han ye? Go ye, 


and se. And whanne thei hadden knowe, 
thei seien, Fyue, and two fischis. 39 And 


he comaundide to hem, that thei schulden 
make alle men sitte to mete bi cumpanyes, 


on greene heye. 4° And thei saten doun bi 
parties, bi hundridis, and bi fifties. 41 And 
whanne he hadde take the fyue looues, 


and twei fischis, he biheelde in to heuene, 
and blesside, and brak looues, and yaf to 
hise disciplis, that thei schulden sette bifor 
hem. And he departide twei fischis to 
alle; 42 and alle eeten, and weren fulfillid. 
43 And thei token the relifs of brokun metis, 
twelue cofyns ful, and of the fischis. 44 And 


thei that eeten, weren fyue thousynde of 
men. 45 And anoon he maad hise disciplis 
to go up in to a boot, to passe bifor hym 


ouer the se to Bethsaida, the while he lefte 
the puple. 4° And whanne he hadde left 


hem, he wente in to an hille, to preye. 


47 And whanne it was euen, the boot was 
in the myddil of the see, and he aloone in 


the loond; 48 and he say hem trauelynge 
in rowyng; for the wynde was contrarie 
to hem. And aboute the fourthe wakynge 
of the nyyt, he wandride on the see, and 
cam to hem, and wolde passe hem. 4? And 
as thei sayn hym wandrynge on the see, 
thei gessiden that it weren a fantum, and 
crieden out; 5° for alle sayn hym, and thei 
weren afraied. And anoon he spak with 
hem, and seide to hem, Triste ye, Y am; 
nyle ye drede. 5! And he cam vp to hem in 
to the boot, and the wynde ceesside. And 
thei wondriden more ‘with ynne hem silf; 


52 for thei vndurstoden not of the looues; 
for her herte was blyndid. 53 And whanne 


thei weren passid ouer the see, thei camen 
in to the lond of Genasareth, and settiden 
to loond. 54 And whanne thei weren gon 
out of the boot, anoon thei knewen hym. 
55 And thei ranne thorou al that cuntre, 
and bigunnen to brynge sijk men in beddis 
on eche side, where thei herden that he 
was. 56 And whidur euer ‘he entride in to 
villagis, ethir in to townes, or in to citees, 
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thei setten sijk men in stretis, and preiden 
hym, that thei schulden touche namely the 
hemme of his cloth; and hou many that 
touchiden hym, weren maad saaf. 


7 


1 And the Farisees and summe of the 
scribis camen fro Jerusalem togidir to hym. 
2 And whanne thei hadden seen summe of 
hise disciplis ete breed with vnwaisschen 
hoondis, thei blameden. 3 The Farisees 
and alle the Jewis eten not, but thei waiss- 
chen ofte her hoondis, holdynge the tradi- 
ciouns of eldere men. 4 And whanne thei 
turnen ayen fro chepyng, thei eten not, 
but thei ben waisschen; and many other 
thingis ben, ‘that ben taken ‘to hem to 
kepe, wasschyngis of cuppis, and of watir 


vessels, and of vessels of bras, and of bed- 
dis. 5 And Farisees and scribis axiden hym, 


and seiden, Whi gon not thi disciplis aftir 
the tradicioun of eldere men, but with 
vnwasschen hondis thei eten breed? © And 
he answeride, and seide to hem, Ysaie 
prophesiede wel of you, ypocritis, as it is 
writun, This puple worschipith me with 
lippis, but her herte is fer fro me; 7 and 
in veyn thei worschipen me, techinge the 


doctrines and the heestis of men. & For 
ye leeuen the maundement of God, and 


holden the tradiciouns of men, wasschyn- 
gis of watir vessels, and of cuppis; and 
many othir thingis lijk to these ye doon. 
9 And he seide to hem, Wel ye han maad the 
maundement of God voide, ‘to kepe youre 
tradicioun. 1° For Moyses seide, Worschipe 
thi fadir and thi modir; and he that cursith 
fadir or modir, die he by deeth. 1 But 
ye seien, If a man seie to fadir or modir, 
Corban, that is, What euer yifte is of me, it 
schal profite to thee; 12 and ouer ye suffren 
not hym do ony thing to fadir or modir, 
13 and ye breken the word of God bi youre 
tradicioun, that ye han youun; and ye don 
many suche thingis. 14 And he eftsoone 
clepide the puple, and seide to hem, Ye 
alle here me, and vndurstonde. 1 No thing 


that is withouten a man, that entrith in 
to hym, may defoule him; but tho thingis 
that comen forth of a man, tho it ben that 
defoulen a man. 1° If ony man haue eeris 
of hering, here he. 1” And whanne he was 
entrid in to an hous, fro the puple, hise 
disciplis axiden hym the parable. 18 And 
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he seide to hem, Ye ben vnwise also. Vn- 
durstonde ye not, that al thing without 
forth that entreth in to a man, may not 
defoule hym? 19 for it hath not entrid in 
to his herte, but in to the wombe, and 
bynethe it goith out, purgynge alle metis. 
20 But he seide, The thingis that gon out 
of a man, tho defoulen a man. 2! For fro 
with ynne, of the herte of men comen forth 
yuel thouytis, auowtries, 2? fornycaciouns, 
mansleyingis, theftis, auaricis, wickidnes- 
sis, gile, vnchastite, yuel iye, blasfemyes, 
pride, foli. 23 Alle these yuels comen forth 
fro with ynne, and defoulen a man. #4 And 
Jhesus roos vp fro thennus, and wente in 
to the coostis of Tyre and of Sidon. And he 
yede in to an hous, and wolde that no man 
wiste; and he myyte not be hid. 25 For a 
womman, anoonas sche herd of hym, whos 
douytir hadde an vnclene spirit, entride, 
and fel doun at hise feet. 26 And the 
womman was hethen, of the generacioun 
of Sirofenyce. And sche preiede hym, that 
he wolde caste out a deuel fro hir douyter. 
27 And he seide to hir, Suffre thou, that 
the children be fulfillid first; for it is not 
good to take the breed of children, and 
yyue to houndis. 28 And sche answeride, 
and seide to him, Yis, Lord; for litil whelpis 
eten vndur the bord, of the crummes of 
children. 29 And Jhesus seide to hir, Go 
thou, for this word the feend wente out 
of thi douytir. 3° And whanne sche was 


gon in to hir hous home, sche foonde the 
damysel ligynge on the bed, and the deuel 
gon out fro hir. 31 And eftsoones Jhesus 
yede out fro the coostis of Tire, and cam 
thorou Sidon to the see of Galilee, bitwixe 
the myddil of the coostis of Decapoleos. 
32 And thei bryngen to hym a man deef 
and doumbe, and preieden hym to leye his 
hoond on hym. 33 And he took hym asidis 
fro the puple, and puttide hise fyngris in 
to hise eris; and he spetide, and touchide 
his tonge. 34 And he bihelde in to heuene, 
and sorewide with ynne, and seide, Effeta, 
that is, Be thou openyd. 35 And anoon hise 
eris weren openyd, and the boond of his 
tunge was vnboundun, and he spak riytli. 


36 And he comaundide to hem, that thei 
schulden seie to no man; but hou myche he 


comaundide to hem, so myche more thei 
prechiden, 37 and bi so myche more thei 
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wondriden, and seiden, He dide wel alle 
thingis, and he made deef men to here, and 


doumbe men to speke. 


8 


1 In tho daies eft, whanne myche puple 
was with Jhesu, and hadden not what thei 
schulden ete, whanne hise disciplis weren 
clepid togidir, 2 he seide to hem, I haue 
reuth on the puple, for lo! now the thridde 
dai thei abiden me, and han not what to 
ete; 3 and if Y leeue hem fastynge in to 
her hous, thei schulen faile in the weie; 
for summe of hem camen fro fer. 4 And 
hise disciplis answerden to hym, Wherof 


schal a man mowe fille hem with looues 
here in wildirnesse? 5 And he axide hem, 
Hou many looues han ye? © Whiche seiden, 


Seuene. And he comaundide the puple to 


sitte doun on the erthe. And he took the 
seuene looues, and dide thankyngis, and 


brak, and yaf to hise disciplis, that thei 


schulden sette forth. And thei settiden 
forth to the puple. 7 And thei hadden a 
few smale fischis; and he blesside hem, 
and comaundide, that thei weren sette 
forth. 8 And thei eten, and weren fulfillid; 
and thei token vp that that lefte of relifs, 
seuene lepis. ? And thei that eeten, weren 
as foure thousynde of men; and he lefte 
hem. 1° And anoon he wente vp in to a 
boot, with hise disciplis, and cam in to 
the coostis of Dalmamytha. 1! And the 
Farisees wenten out, and bigunnen to dis- 
puyte with hym, and axiden a tokne of hym 
fro heuene, and temptiden hym. 12 And 
he sorewynge ‘with ynne in spirit, seide, 
What sekith this generacioun a tokne? 
Treuli Y seie to you, a tokene schal not 
be youun to this generacioun. 1° And he 
lefte hem, and wente vp eftsoone in to a 


boot, and wente ouer the see. 14 And thei 
foryaten to take breed, and thei hadden 


not with hem but 0 loof in the boot. 45 And 
he comaundide hem, and seide, Se ye, and 


‘be war of the sowre dowy of Farisees, and 
of the sowrdowy of Eroude. 16 And thei 
thouyten, and seiden oon to anothir, For 


we han not looues. 17 And whanne this 
thing was knowun, Jhesus seide to hem, 


What thenken ye, for ye han not looues? 
Yit ye knowun not, ne vndurstonden; yit 
ye han youre herte blyndid. 18 Ye hauynge 
iyen, seen not, and ye hauynge eeris, heren 
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not; nethir ye han mynde, 19 whanne Y 
brak fyue looues among fyue thousynde, 
and hou many cofynes ful of brokun meete 
‘ye tokun vp? Thei seien to hym, Twelue. 
20 Whanne also seuene looues among foure 
thousynde of men, hou many lepis of 
brokun mete tokun ye vp? 21 And thei seien 
to hym, Seuene. And he seide to hem, Hou 
vndurstonden ye not yit? 22 And thei ca- 
men to Bethsaida, and thei bryngen to hym 
a blynde man, and thei preieden hym, that 
he schulde touche hym. 23 And whanne he 
hadde take the blynde mannus hoond, he 
ledde hym out of the street, and spete in to 
hise iyen, and sette hise hoondis on hym; 
and he axide hym, if he saye ony thing. 
24 And he * bihelde, and seide, Y se men 
as trees walkynge. 25 Aftirward eftsoones 
he sette hise hondis on hise iyen, and he 
bigan to see, and he was restorid, so that 
he saiy cleerli alle thingis. 26 And he sente 
hym in to his hous, and seide, Go in to thin 
hous; and if thou goist in to the streete, 
seie to no man. 27 And Jhesus entride and 
hise disciplis in to the castels of Cesarye 
of Philip. And in the weie he axide hise 
disciplis, and seide to hem, Whom seien 
men that Y am? 28 Whiche answeriden 
to hym, and seiden, Summen seien, Joon 
Baptist; other seien, Heli; and other seien, 
as oon of the prophetis. 2? Thanne he seith 
to hem, But whom seien ye that Y am? 
Petre answeride, and seide to hym, Thou 
art Crist. 3° And he chargide hem, that 
thei schulden not seie of hym to ony man. 
31 And he bigan to teche hem, that it bihou- 
eth mannus sone to suffre many thingis, 
and to be repreued of the elder men, and 
of the hiyest prestis, and the scribis, and 
to be slayn, and aftir thre dayes, to rise 
ayen. 32 And he spak pleynli the word. 
And Peter took hym, and bigan to blame 
hym, and seide, Lord, be thou merciful 


to thee, for this schal not be. 33 And 
he turnede, and saiy hise disciplis, and 
manasside Petir, and seide, Go after me, 
Satanas; for thou sauerist not tho thingis 
that ben of God, but tho thingis that ben 
of men. 34 And whanne the puple was 
clepid togidere, with hise disciplis, he seide 
to hem, If ony man wole come after me, 
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denye he hym silf, and take his cros, and 


sue he me. 35 For he that wole make saaf 
his lijf, schal leese it; and he that leesith 


his lijf for me, and for the gospel, schal 
make it saaf. 3° For what profitith it to 
a man, if he wynne al the world, and do 
peiryng to his soule? 3” or what chaunging 
schal a man yyue for his soule? 28 But 
who that knoulechith me and my wordis 
in this generacioun avowtresse and synful, 


also mannus sone schal knouleche him, 
whanne he schal come in the glorie of his 


fadir, with his aungels. And he seide to 
hem, Treuli Y seie to you, that there ben 
summen stondynge here, whiche schulen 


not taste deth, til thei seen the rewme of 
God comynge in vertu. 


1 And aftir sixe daies Jhesus took Petre, 
and James, and Joon, and ledde hem bi hem 
silf aloone in to an hiy hille; and he was 
transfigurid bifor hem. 2 And hise clothis 
weren maad ful schynynge and white as 


snow, whiche maner white clothis a fuller 
may not make on erthe. 3 And Helie with 
Moises apperide to hem, and thei spaken 
with Jhesu. 4 And Petre answeride, and 
seide to Jhesu, Maister, it is good vs to be 


here; and make we here thre tabernaclis, 
oon to thee, oon to Moyses, and oon to 


Helie. 5 For he wiste not what he schulde 
seie; for thei weren agaste bi drede. © And 


ther was maad a cloude overschadewynge 


hem; and a vois cam of the cloude, and 
seide, This is my moost derworth sone, 
here ye hym. 7 And anoon thei bihelden 
aboute, and sayn no more ony man, but 
Jhesu oonli with hem. 8 And whanne thei 


camen doun fro the hille, he comaundide 
hem, that thei schulden not telle to ony 


man tho thingis that thei hadden seen, but 
whanne mannus sone hath risun ayen fro 
deeth. ° And thei helden the word at hem 
silf, sekynge what this schulde be, whanne 
he hadde risun ayen fro deth. 1° And 
thei axiden hym, and seiden, What thanne 
seien Farisees and scribis, for it bihoueth 
‘Helie to come first. 11 And he answeride, 
and seide to hem, Whanne Helie cometh, 
he schal first restore alle thingis; and as it 
is writun of mannus sone, that he suffre 
many thingis, and be dispisid. 12 And Y seie 


° 8:24 he saw derkli the bodies of hem to be mofede hidere and thidere. 
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to you, that Helie is comun, and thei diden 
to hym what euer thingis thei wolden, as 
it is writun of hym. 13 And he comynge 
to hise disciplis, saiy a greet cumpany 
aboute hem, and scribis disputynge with 
hem. 14 And anoon al the puple seynge 
Jhesu, was astonyed, and thei dredden; and 
thei rennynge gretten hym. 15 And he 
axide hem, What disputen ye among you? 
16 And oon of the cumpany answerde, and 
seide, Mayster, Y haue brouyt to thee my 
sone, that hath a doumbe spirit; and where 
euer he takith hym, !’ he hurtlith hym 
doun, and he fometh, and betith togidir 
with teeth, and wexith drye. And Y seide 
to thi disciplis, that thei schulden caste 
hym out, and thei myyten not. 18 And 
he answeride to hem, and seide, A! thou 
generacioun out of bileue, hou longe schal 
Y be among you, hou longe schal Y suffre 
you? Brynge ye hym to me. !9 And thei 
brouyten hym. And whanne he had seyn 
him, anoon the spirit troublide him; and 
was throw doun to grounde, and walewide, 


and fomede. 2° And he axide his fadir, 
Hou longe ‘is it, sith this ‘hath falle to 
hym? And he seide, Fro childhode; 21 and 
ofte he hath put hym in to fier, and in 
to watir, to leese hym; but if thou maiste 
ony thing, helpe vs, and haue merci on vs. 
22 And Jhesus seide to hym, If thou maiste 
bileue, alle thingis ben possible to man that 
bileueth. 23 And anoon the fadir of the 
child criede with teeris, and seide, Lord, 
Y bileue; Lord, helpe thou myn vnbileue. 


24 And whanne Jhesus hadde seyn the pu- 
ple rennynge togidere, he manasside the 
vnclene spirit, and seide to hym, Thou deef 
and doumbe spirit, Y comaunde thee, go 
out fro hym, and entre no more in to hym. 
25 And he criynge, and myche to breidynge 
him, wente out fro hym; and he was maad 
as deed, so that many seiden, that he was 
deed. 26 And Jhesus helde his hoond, and 
lifte hym vp; and he roos. 2”? And whanne 
he hadde entrid in to an hous, hise disciplis 
axiden hym priueli, Whi myyten not we 
caste hym out? 28 And he seide to hem, 
This kynde in no thing may go out, but 
in preier and fastyng. 29 And thei yeden 


fro thennus, and wente forth in to Galile; 
and thei wolden not, that ony man wiste. 


30 And he tauyte hise disciplis, and seide 
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to hem, For mannus sone schal be bitrayed 


in to the hondis of men, and thei schulen 
sle hym, and he slayn schal ryse ayen on 


the thridde day. 31 And thei knewen not 
the word, and dredden to axe hym. 32 And 


thei camen to Cafarnaum. And whanne 
thei weren in the hous, he axide hem, What 
tretiden ye in the weie? 33 And thei weren 


stille; for thei disputiden among hem in 
the weie, who of hem schulde be grettest. 
34 And he sat, and clepide the twelue, and 
seide to hem, If ony man wole be the firste 
among you, he schal be the laste of alle, 
and the mynyster of alle. 35 And he took 
a child, and sette hym in the myddil of 
hem; and whanne he hadde biclippid hym, 
he seide to hem, 3° Who euer resseyueth 
oon of such children in my name, he 
resseyueth me; and who euer resseyueth 
me, he resseyueth not me aloone, but hym 
that sente me. 37 Joon answeride to hym, 
and seide, Maister, we sayn oon castynge 
out feendis in thi name, which sueth not 
vs, and we han forbodun hym. 3% And 
Jhesus seide, Nyle ye forbede him; for ther 
is no man that doith vertu in my name, 
and may soone speke yuel of me. 39 He 
that is not ayens vs, is for vs. 4° And who 
euer yyueth you a cuppe of coold water to 
drynke in my name, for ye ben of Crist, 
treuli Y seie to you, he schal not leese his 


mede. 4! And who euer schal sclaundre oon 
of these litle that bileuen in me, it were 
betere to hym that a mylne stoon ‘of assis 


were don aboute his necke, and he were 
cast in to the see. 42 And if thin hoond 
sclaundre thee, kitte it awey; it is betere 


to thee to entre feble in to lijf, than haue 
two hondis, and go in to helle, in to fier 
that neuer schal be quenchid, *3 where the 
worm of hem dieth not, and the fier is 
not quenchid. “4 And if thi foote sclaundre 
thee, kitte it of; it is betere to thee to entre 
crokid in to euerlastynge lijf, than haue 


twei feet, and be sent in to helle of fier, 
that neuer schal be quenchid, *° where the 


worme of hem dieth not, and the fier is 
not quenchid. 46 That if thin iye sclaundre 
thee, cast it out; it is betere to thee to entre 
gogil iyed in to the reume of God, than haue 
twey iyen, and be sent in to helle of fier, 


where the worme of hem dieth not, 47 and 
the fier is not quenchid. 48 And euery man 


schal be saltid with fier, 49 and euery slayn 
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sacrifice schal be maad sauery with salt. 
50 Salt is good; if salt be vnsauery, in what 
thing schulen ye make it sauery? Haue ye 
salt among you, and haue ye pees among 
you. 


10 


1 And Jhesus roos vp fro thennus, and 
cam in to the coostis of Judee ouer Jordan; 
and eftsoones the puple cam togidere to 
hym, and as he was wont, eftsoone he 
tauyte hem. 2 And the Farisees camen, and 
axiden hym, Whether it be leueful to a 
man to leeue his wijf? and thei temptiden 
hym. 3 And he answeride, and seide to 
hem, What comaundide Moises to you? 


4 And thei seiden, Moises suffride to write 
a libel of forsaking, and to forsake. 5*To 
whiche Jhesus answeride, and seide, For 
the hardnesse of youre herte Moises wroot 
to you this comaundement. © But fro the 
bigynnyng of creature God made hem male 
and female; 7 and seide, For this thing a 
man schal leeue his fadir and modir, ® and 
schal drawe to hys wijf, and thei schulen be 
tweyne in o flesch. And so now thei ben 
not tweyne, but o flesch. ° Therfor that 
thing that God ioynede togidere, no man 
departe. 1° And eftsoone in the hous hise 
disciplis axiden hym of the same thing. 


11 And he seide to hem, Who euer leeuith 
his wijf, and weddith another, he doith 


auowtri on hir. 1 And if the wijf leeue 
hir housebonde, and be weddid to an- 
other man, sche doith letcherie. 13 And 
thei brouyten to hym litle children, that 
he schulde touche hem; and the disciplis 
threteneden the men, that brouyten hem. 
14 And whanne Jhesus hadde seyn hem, he 
baar heuy, and seide to hem, Suffre ye litle 
children to come to me, and forbede ye 
hem not, for of suche is the kyngdom of 
God. 1 Treuli Y seie to you, who euer 
resseyueth not the kyngdom of God as a 


litil child, he schal not entre in to it. 1© And 
he biclippide hem, and leide hise hondis on 


hem, and blisside hem. 17 And whanne Jh- 
esus was gon out in the weie, a man ranne 
bifore, and knelide bifor hym, and preiede 
hym, and seide, Good maister, what schal 
Y do, that Y resseyue euerlastynge lijf? 
18 And Jhesus seide to hym, What seist 
thou, that Y am good? Ther is no man 
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good, but God hym silf. 19 Thou knowist the 


comaundementis, do thou noon auowtrie, 
sle not, stele not, seie not fals witnessyng, 


do no fraude, worschipe thi fadir and thi 


modir. 2° And he answeride, and seide 
to hym, Maister, Y haue kept alle these 


thingis fro my yongthe. 2! And Jhesus 
bihelde hym, and louede hym, and seide 
to hym, O thing faileth to thee; go thou, 
and sille alle thingis that thou hast, and 
yyue to pore men, and thou schalt haue 


tresoure in heuene; and come, sue thou 
me. 22 And he was ful sori in the word, 
and wente awei mornyng, for he hadde 


many possessiouns. 23 And Jhesus bihelde 
aboute, and seide to hise disciplis, Hou 


hard thei that han ritchessis schulen entre 
in to the kyngdom of God. 24 And the 
disciplis weren astonyed in hise wordis. 
And Jhesus eftsoone answeride, and seide 
‘to hem, Ye litle children, hou hard it is 
for men that tristen in ritchessis to entre 
in to the kyngdom of God. 25 It is liyter a 
camele to passe thorou a nedlis iye, than 
a riche man to entre in to the kyngdom 


of God. 26 And thei wondriden more, and 
seiden among hem silf, And who may be 
sauyd? 27 And Jhesus bihelde hem, and 
seide, Anentis men it is impossible, but not 
anentis God; for alle thingis ben possible 
anentis God. 28 And Petir bigan to seie 
to hym, Lo! we han left alle thingis, and 
han sued thee. 29 Jhesus answeride, and 
seide, Treuli Y seie to you, ther is no 
man that leeueth hous, or britheren, or 
sistris, or fadir, or modir, or children, or 
feeldis for me and for the gospel, 3° which 


schal not take an hundrid fold so myche 
now in this tyme, housis, and britheren, 
and sistris, and modris, and children, and 
feeldis, with persecuciouns, and in the 
world to comynge euerlastynge lijf. 31 But 
many schulen be, the firste the last, and 
the last the firste. 32 And thei weren in the 
weie goynge vp to Jerusalem; and Jhesus 
wente bifor hem, and thei wondriden, and 
foleweden, and dredden. And eftsoone 
Jhesus took the twelue, and bigan to seie 


to hem, what thingis weren to come to 
hym. * For lo! we stien to Jerusalem, 


and mannus sone schal be bitraied to the 
princis of prestis, and to scribis, and to 


the eldre men; and thei schulen dampne 
hym bi deth, and thei schulen take hym 
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to hethene men. And thei schulen scorne 
hym, 34 and bispete hym, and bete him; and 
thei schulen sle hym, and in the thridde dai 
he schal rise ayen. 35 And James and Joon, 
Zebedees sones, camen to hym, and seiden, 


Maister, we wolen, that what euer we axen, 
thou do to vs. 36 And he seide to hem, 
What wolen ye that Y do to you? 37 And 


thei seiden, Graunte to vs, that we sitten 
‘the toon at thi riythalf, and the tother at 


thi left half, in thi glorie. °8 And Jhesus 
seide to hem, Ye witen not what ye axen; 
moun ye drynke the cuppe, which Y schal 
drynke, or be waischun with the baptym, 
in which Y am baptisid? 3° And thei seiden 
to hym, We moun. And Jhesus seide to 
hem, Ye schulen drynke the cuppe that Y 
drynke, and ye schulen be waschun with 
the baptym, in which Y am baptisid; 4° but 
to sitte at my riythalf or lefthalf is not myn 
to yyue to you, but to whiche it is maad 
redi. 41 And the ten herden, and bigunnen 
to haue indignacioun of James and Joon. 
42 But Jhesus clepide hem, and seide to 


hem, Ye witen, that thei that semen to 
haue prynshode of folkis, ben lordis of 


hem, and the princes of hem han power 
of hem. 4° But it is not so among you, but 
who euer wole be maad gretter, schal be 
youre mynyster; 44 and who euer wole be 
the firste among you, schal be seruaunt 


of alle. “5 For whi mannus sone cam not, 
that it schulde be mynystrid to hym, but 
that he schulde mynystre, and yyue his lijf 
ayenbiyng for manye. 46 And thei camen 
to Jerico; and whanne he yede forth fro 
Jerico, and hise disciplis, and a ful myche 
puple, Barthymeus, a blynde man, the sone 
of Thimei, sat bisidis the weie, and beggide. 
47 And whanne he herde, that it is Jnesus 
of Nazareth, he bigan to crie, and seie, 
Jhesu, the sone of Dauid, haue merci on 
me. 48 And manye thretneden hym, that 
he schulde be stille; and he criede myche 
the more, Jhesu, the sone of Dauid, haue 
merci on me. 49 And Jhesus stood, and 
comaundide hym to be clepid; and thei 
clepen the blynde man, and seien to hym, 
Be thou of betere herte, rise vp, he clepith 


thee. 5° And he castide awei his cloth, 
and skippide, and cam to hym. 5 And 


Jhesus answeride, and seide to hym, What 
wolt thou, that Y schal do to thee? The 
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blynde man seide to hym, Maister, that Y 
se, 52 Jhesus seide to hym, Go thou, thi feith 
hath maad thee saaf. And anoon he saye, 
and suede hym in the weie. 


11 

1 And whanne Jhesus cam nyy to 
Jerusalem and to Betanye, to the mount of 
Olyues, he sendith tweyne of hise disciplis, 
and seith to hem, 2 Go ye in to the castel 
that is ayens you; and anoon as ye entren 
there ye schulen fynde a colt tied, on which 
no man hath sete yit; vntie ye, and brynge 
hym. 3 And if ony man seye ony thing to 
you, What doen ye? seie ye, that he is 


nedeful to the Lord, and anoon he schal 
leeue hym hidir. 4 And thei yeden forth, 


and founden a colt tied bifor the yate with 
out forth, in the metyng of twei weies; 
and thei vntieden hym. ° And summe 


of hem that stoden there seiden to hem, 
What doen ye, vntiynge the colt? © And 
thei seiden to hem, as Jhesus comaundide 
hem; and thei leften it to hem. 7 And thei 
brouyten the colt to Jhesu, and thei leiden 


on hym her clothis, and Jhesus sat on hym. 
8 And many strewiden her clothis in the 


weie, othere men kittiden braunchis fro 
trees, and strewiden in the weie. ° And 
thei that wenten bifor, and that sueden, 
crieden, and seiden, Osanna, 1° blissid is 
he that cometh in the name of the Lord; 
blessid be the kyngdom of oure fadir Dauid 


that is come; Osanna in hiyest thingis. 
11 And he entride in to Jerusalem, in to 
the temple; and whanne he ‘hadde seyn 
al thing aboute, whanne it was eue, he 
wente out in to Betanye, with the twelue. 
12 And anothir daye, whanne he wente out 
of Betanye, he hungride. 13 And whanne 
he hadde seyn a fige tree afer hauynge 
leeues, he cam, if happili he schulde fynde 
ony thing theron; and whanne he cam to 
it, he foonde no thing, out takun leeues; 
for it was not tyme of figis. 14 And Jhesus 


answeride and seide to it, Now neuer ete 
ony man fruyt of thee more. And hise 


disciplis herden; 4 and thei camen to 
Jerusalem. And whanne he was entrid in 
to the temple, he bigan to caste out silleris 
and biggeris in the temple; and he turnede 
vpsodoun the bordis of chaungeris, and the 
chayeris of men that selden culueris; 1° and 
he suffride not, that ony man schulde bere 
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a vessel thorou the temple. 17 And he 
tauyte hem, and seide, Whether it is not 
writun, That myn hous schal be clepid the 
hous of preyng to alle folkis? but ye han 


maad it a denne of theues. !8 And whanne 
this thing was herd, the princis of prestis 


and scribis souyten hou thei schulden leese 
hym; for thei dredden hym, for al the puple 
wondride on his techyng. 19 And whanne 
euenyng was come, he wente out of the 
citee. 20 And as thei passiden forth eerli, 
thei sayn the fige tree maad drye fro the 
rootis. 2! And Petir bithouyte hym, and 
seide to hym, Maister, lo! the fige tree, 
whom thou cursidist, is dried vp. 22 And 
Jhesus answeride and seide to hem, Haue 
ye the feith of God; 23 treuli Y seie to you, 


that who euer seith to this hil, Be thou 
takun, and cast in to the see; and doute not 
in his herte, but bileueth, that what euer 
he seie, schal be don, it schal be don to 
hym. 24 Therfor Y seie to you, alle thingis 


what euer thingis ye preynge schulen axe, 
bileue ye that ye schulen take, and thei 
schulen come to you. 25 And whanne ye 
schulen stonde to preye, foryyue ye, if 
ye han ony thing ayens ony man, that 
youre fadir that is in heuenes, foryyue to 
you youre synnes. 2° And if ye foryyuen 
not, nether youre fadir that is in heuenes, 
schal foryyue to you youre synnes. 27 And 
eftsoone thei camen to Jerusalem. And 
whanne he walkide in the temple, the 
hiyeste prestis, and scribis, and the elder 
men camen to hym, 28 and seyn to hym, 
In what power doist thou these thingis? 
or who yaf to thee this power, that thou 
do these thingis? 29 Jhesus answeride and 
seide to hem, And Y schal axe you o word, 
and answere ye to me, and Y schal seie 
to you in what power Y do these thingis. 
30 Whether was the baptym of Joon of 
heuene, or of men? answere ye to me. 
31 And thei thouyten with ynne hem silf, 
seiynge, If we seien of heuene, he schal seie 
to vs, Whi thanne bileuen ye not to him; 
32 if we seien of men, we dreden the puple; 
for alle men hadden Joon, that he was verili 
a prophete. 33 And thei answeryden, and 
seien to Jhesu, We witen neuer. And Jhesu 


answerde, and seide to hem, Nether Y seie 
to you, in what power Y do these thingis. 
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1 And Jhesus bigan to speke to hem in 
parablis. A man plauntide a vynyerd, and 
sette an hegge aboute it, and dalf a lake, 
and bildide a toure, and hiryde it to tilieris, 
and wente forth in pilgrimage. 2 And he 
sente to the erthe tilieris in tyme a seru- 
aunt, to resseyue of the erthe tilieris of the 
fruyt of the vynyerd. 3 And thei token hym, 
and beeten, and leften hym voide. 4 And 


eftsoone he sente to hem anothir seruaunt, 
and thei woundiden hym in the heed, and 


turmentiden hym. 5 And eftsoone he sente 
another, and thei slowen hym, and othir 
mo, betynge summe, and sleynge othere. 
6 But yit he hadde a moost derworth sone, 
and he sente hym last to hem, and seide, 
Perauenture thei schulen drede my sone. 
7But the erthetilieris seiden togidere, This 
is the eire; come ye, sle we hym, and 
the eritage schal be ourun. & And thei 
tokun hym, and killiden, and castiden out 
without the vynyerd. ? Thanne what schal 
the lord of the vynyerd do? He schal come, 
and lese the tilieris, and yyue the vynyerd 
to othere. 1° Whether ye han not red this 
scripture, The stoon which the bilderis han 
disspisid, this is maad in to the heed of the 
corner? 1! This thing is doon of the Lord, 
and is wondirful in oure iyen. !2 And thei 
souyten to holde hym, and thei dredden 
the puple; for thei knewen that to hem 
he seide this parable; and thei leften hym, 


13 and thei wenten awei. And thei senten to 
hym summe of the Farisees and Erodians, 
to take hym in word. 14 Whiche camen, 
and seien to hym, Maistir, we witen that 
thou art sothfast, and reckist not of ony 
man; for nethir thou biholdist in to the 
face of man, but thou techist the weie of 
God in treuthe. Is it leeueful that tribute 
be youun to the emperoure, or we schulen 


not yyue? 15 Which witynge her pryuei 
falsnesse, seide to hem, What tempten ye 
me? brynge ye to me a peny, that Y se. 
16 And thei brouyten to hym. And he 
seide to hem, Whos is this ymage, and the 
writyng? Thei seien to him, The emper- 
ouris. 17 And Jhesus answeride and seide 
to hem, Thanne yelde ye to the emperour 
tho thingis that ben of the emperours; and 
to God tho thingis that ben of God. 18 And 
thei wondriden of hym. And Saduces, that 
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seien that ther is no ressurreccioun, camen 
to hym, and axeden hym, ! and seiden, 
Maister, Moyses wroot to vs, that if the 
brother of a man were deed, and lefte his 
wijf, and haue no sones, his brother take 
his wijf, and reise vp seed to his brother. 


20 Thanne seuene britheren ther weren; 
and the firste took a wijf, and diede, and 


lefte no seed. 2! And the secounde took hir, 
and he diede, and nether this lefte seed. 
22 And the thridde also. And in lijk manere 


the seuene token hir, and leften not seed. 
And the womman the laste of alle ‘is deed. 
23 Thanne in the resurreccioun, whanne 
thei schulen rise ayen, whos wijf of these 
schal sche be? for seuene hadden hir to 
wijf. 24 And Jhesus answeride, and seide to 
hem, Whether ye erren not therfor, that 
ye knowe not scripturis, nethir the vertu 


of God? 25 For whanne thei schulen rise 
ayen fro deeth, nether thei schulen wedde, 


nethir schulen be weddid, but thei schulen 
be as aungels of God in heuenes. 26 And of 


deed men, that thei risen ayen, han ye not 
red in the book of Moises, on the buysch, 
hou God spak to hym, and seide, Y am God 
of Abraham, and God of Isaac, and God of 
Jacob? 27 He is not God of deed men, but 
of lyuynge men; therfor ye erren myche. 
28 And oon of the scribis, that hadde herde 
hem dispuytynge togidir, cam nyy, and 
saiy that Jhesus had wel answeride hem, 
and axide hym, which was the firste maun- 
dement of alle. 29 And Jhesus answeride 
to him, that the firste maundement of alle 
is, Here thou, Israel, thi Lord God is 0 God; 
30 and thou schalt loue thi Lord God of al 
thin herte, and of al thi soule, and of al thi 
mynde, and of al thi myyt. 3! This is the 


firste maundement. And the secounde is 
lijk to this, Thou schalt loue thi neiybore 


as thi silf. Ther is noon other maundement 
gretter than these. 32 And the scribe seide 


to hym, Maister, in treuthe thou hast wel 
seid; for o God is, and ther is noon other, 
outakun hym; 3° that he be loued of al the 
herte, and of al the mynde, and of al the 
vndurstondynge, and of al the soule, and 
of al strengthe, and to loue the neiybore as 
hym silf, is gretter than alle brent offryngis 
and sacrifices. °4 And Jhesus seynge that 
he hadde answerid wiseli, seide to hym, 
Thou art not fer fro the kyngdom of God. 
35 And thanne no man durste axe hym no 
more ony thing. And Jhesus answeride and 
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seide, techynge in the temple, Hou seien 


scribis, that Crist is the sone of Dauid? 
36 For Dauid hym silf seide in the Hooli 


Goost, the Lord seide to my lord, Sitte on 
my riythalf, til Y putte thin enemyes the 
stool of thi feet. 3” Thanne Dauid hym 
silf clepith him lord, hou thanne is he his 
sone? And myche puple gladli herde hym. 
38 And he seide to hem in his techyng, Be ye 


war of scribis, that wolen wandre in stolis, 
39 and be salutid in chepyng, and sitte in 
synagogis in the firste chaieris, and the 
firste sittyng placis in soperis; 4° whiche 
deuouren the housis of widewis vndur 
colour of long preier; thei schulen take the 
longer doom. “1 And Jhesus sittynge ayens 
the tresorie, bihelde hou the puple castide 
monei in to the tresorie; and many riche 
men castiden many thingis. 42 But whanne 
a pore widewe was comun, sche keste two 
mynutis, that is, a ferthing. 43 And he 
clepide togidere hise disciplis, and seide to 
hem, Treuli Y seie to you, that this pore 
widewe keste more thanne alle, that kesten 


in to the tresorie. “4 For alle kesten of that 
thing that thei hadden plente of; but this 


of her pouert keste alle thingis that sche 
hadde, al hir lyuelode. 


1 And whanne he wente out of the tem- 
ple, oon of hise disciplis seide to hym, 


Maister, biholde, what maner stoonys, and 
what maner bildyngis. 2 And Jhesu an- 
sweride, and seide to hym, Seest thou alle 
these grete bildingis? ther schal not be left 
a stoon on a stoon, which schal not be dis- 
tried. 3 And whanne he sat in the mount of 
Olyues ayens the temple, Petir and James 
and Joon and Andrew axiden hym bi hem 
silf, 4Seie thou to vs, whanne these thingis 


schulen be don, and what tokene schal be, 
whanne alle these thingis schulen bigynne 


to be endid. 5 And Jhesus answeride, and 
bigan to seie to hem, Loke ye, that no man 
disseyue you; © for manye schulen come 
in my name, seiynge, That Y am; and thei 
schulen disseyue manye. 7 And whanne 
ye here batels and opynyouns of batels, 
drede ye not; for it bihoueth these thingis 
to be doon, but not yit anoon is the ende. 


8 For folk schal rise on folk, and rewme on 
rewme, and erthe mouyngis and hungur 


schulen be bi placis; these thingis schulen 
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be bigynnyngis of sorewis. 9 But se ye you 
silf, for thei schulen take you in counsels, 
and ye schulen be betun in synagogis; and 
ye schulen stonde bifor kyngis and domes- 
men for me, in witnessyng to hem. 1° And 
it bihoueth, that the gospel be first prechid 
among al folk. 11 And whanne thei taken 
you, and leden you forth, nyle ye bifore 
thenke what ye schulen speke, but speke 
ye that thing that schal be youun to you 
in that our; for ye ben not the spekeris, 


but the Hooli Goost. 12 For a brother schal 
bitake the brother in to deth, and the fadir 
the sone, and sones schulen rise togider 


ayens fadris and modris, and punysche 
hem bi deeth. 1! And ye schulen be in 
hate to alle men for my name; but he that 


lastith in to the ende, schal be saaf. 14 But 
whanne ye schulen se the abhomynacioun 


of discoumfort, stondynge where it owith 
not; he that redith, vndurstonde; thanne 
thei that be in Judee, fle ‘in to hillis. 15 And 
he that is aboue the roof, come not doun 
in to the hous, nethir entre he, to take 
ony thing of his hous; 16 and he that schal 
be in the feeld, turne not ayen bihynde 
to take his cloth. 17 But wo to hem that 
ben with child, and norischen in tho daies. 
18 Therfor preye ye, that thei be not don in 


wyntir. 19 But thilke daies of tribulacioun 


schulen be suche, whiche maner weren 
not fro the bigynnyng of creature, which 


God hath maad, til now, nethir schulen 
be. 2° And but the Lord hadde abredgide 


tho daies, al fleische hadde not be saaf; 
but for the chosun whiche he chees, the 
Lord hath maad schort the daies. 21 And 
thanne if ony man seie to you, Lo! here is 


Crist, lo! there, bileue ye not. 22 For false 
Cristis and false prophetis schulen rise, 
and schulen yyue tokenes and wondris, to 
disseyue, if it may be don, yhe, hem that 
be chosun. 23 Therfor take ye kepe; lo! Y 
haue bifor seid to you alle thingis. 24 But 
in tho daies, aftir that tribulacioun, the 
sunne schal be maad derk, and the moon 
schal not yyue hir liyt, 25 and the sterris of 
heuene schulen falle doun, and the vertues 
that ben in heuenes, schulen be moued. 
26 And thanne thei schulen se mannus sone 
comynge in cloudis of heuene, with greet 
vertu and glorie. 2” And thanne he schal 
sende hise aungelis, and schal geder hise 
chosun fro the foure wyndis, fro the hiyest 
thing of erthe til to the hiyest thing of 
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heuene. 28 But of the fige tree lerne ye 
the parable. Whanne now his braunche is 
tendre, and leeues ben sprongun out, ye 
knowen that somer is nyy. 2? So whanne 
ye seen these thingis be don, wite ye, that 
it is nyy in the doris. 3° Treuli Y seie to you, 
that this generacioun schal not passe awei, 
til alle these thingis be don. 3! Heuene 
and erthe schulen passe, but my wordis 
schulen not passe. 22 But of that dai or our 
no man woot, nether aungels in heuene, 
nether the sone, but the fadir. 35 Se ye, 
wake ye, and preie ye; for ye witen not, 
whanne the tyme is. 34 For as a man that 
is gon fer in pilgrimage, lefte his hous, 
and yaf to his seruauntis power of euery 
work, and comaundide to the porter, that 
he wake. °5 Therfor wake ye, for ye witen 


not, whanne the lord of the hous cometh, 
in the euentide, or at mydnyyt, or at 


cockis crowyng, or in the mornyng; °¢ leste 
whanne he cometh sodenli, he fynde you 
slepynge. 37 Forsothe that that Y seie to 
you, Y seie to alle, Wake ye. 


14 

1 Pask and the feest of therf looues was 
after twei daies. And the hiyest preestis 
and scribis souyten, hou thei schulden 
holde hym with gile, and sle. 2 But thei 
seiden, Not in the feeste dai, lest perauen- 
ture a noyse were maad among the puple. 
3 And whanne he was at Betanye, in the 
hous of Symount leprous, and restide, a 


womman cam, that hadde a boxe of alabas- 
tre of precious oynement spikenard; and 
whanne the boxe of alabastre was brokun, 
sche helde it on his heed. 4 But there weren 
summe that beren it heuyli with ynne hem 


silf, and seiden, Wher to is this losse of 
oynement maad? ° For this oynement 


myyte haue be seld more than for thre 
hundrid pens, and be youun to pore men. 
And thei groyneden ayens hir. ° But Jhesus 
seide, Suffre ye hir; what be ye heuy to hir? 
sche hath wrouyt a good werk in me. ” For 
euermore ye schulen haue pore men with 
you, and whanne ye wolen, ye moun do 
wel to hem; but ye schulen not euer more 


haue me. 8 Sche dide that that sche hadde; 
sche cam bifore to anoynte my bodi in to 


biriyng. ° Treuli Y seie to you, where euer 
this gospel be prechid in al the world, and 
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that that ‘this womman hath don, schal be 
told in to mynde of hym. 1° And Judas Scar- 


ioth, oon of the twelue, wente to the hiyest 
prestis, to bitraye hym to hem. 1 And thei 
herden, and ioyeden, and bihiyten to yyue 
hym money. And he souyt hou he schulde 
bitraye hym couenabli. 12 And the firste dai 
of therf looues, whanne thei offriden pask, 
the disciplis seyn to hym, Whidir ‘wilt 
thou that we go, and make redi to thee, 
that thou ete the pask? 13 And he sendith 
tweyn of hise disciplis, and seith to hem, 
Go ye in to the citee, and a man berynge 
a galoun of watir schal meete you; sue ye 
hym. ! And whidur euer he entrith, seie 
ye to the lord of the hous, That the maister 
seith, Where is myn etynge place, where 
Y schal ete pask with my disciplis? 15 And 
he schal schewe to you a grete soupyng 
place arayed, and there make ye redi to 
vs. 16 And hise disciplis wenten forth, and 


camen in to the citee, and founden as he 
hadde seid to hem; and thei maden redy 


the pask. 17 And whanne the euentid was 


come, he cam with the twelue. 18 And 
whanne thei saten ‘at the mete, and eeten, 
Jhesus seide, Treuli Y seie to you, that oon 


of you that etith with me, schal bitray me. 
19 And thei bigunnen to be sori, and to 
seie to hym, ech bi hem silf, Whether Y? 


20 Which seide to hem, Oon of twelue that 
puttith the hoond with me in the platere. 


21 And sotheli mannus sone goith, as it is 
writun of hym; but wo to that man, by 
whom mannus sone schal be bitrayed. It 
were good to hym, yf thilke man hadde 
not be borun. 22 And while thei eeten, 
Jhesus took breed, and blessid, and brak, 
and yaf to hem, and seide, Take ye; this 
is my bodi. 23 And whanne he hadde take 
the cuppe, he dide thankyngis, and yaf 


to hem, and alle dronken therof. 24 And 
he seide to hem, This is my blood of the 


newe testament, which schal be sched for 
many. 2° Treuli Y seye to you, for now 


Y schal not drynke of this fruyt of vyne, 
in to that dai whane Y schal drynke it 


newe in the rewme of God. 26 And whanne 
the ympne was seid, thei wenten out in 


to the hil of Olyues. 27 And Jhesus seide 
to hem, Alle ye schulen be sclaundrid in 
me in this nyyt; for it is writun, Y schal 
smyte the scheepherde, and the scheep of 
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the flok schulen be disparplid. 28 But aftir 
that Y schal rise ayen, Y schal go bifor you 
in to Galilee. 29 And Petir seide to hym, 
Thouy alle schulen be sclaundrid, but not 
Y, 30 And Jhesus seide to hym, Treuli Y seie 


to thee, that to dai bifore that the cok in 
this niyt crowe twies, thou schalt thries 


denye me. 3! But he seide more, Thouy it 
bihoueth, that Y die togider with thee, Y 
schal not forsake thee. And in lijk maner 


alle seiden. 32 And thei camen in to a 
place, whos name is Gethsamany. And he 


seide to hise disciplis, Sitte ye here, while 
Y preye. °3 And he took Petir and James 
and Joon with hym, and bigan to drede, and 
to be anoyed. 34 And he seide to hem, My 
soule is soreweful to the deeth; abide ye 
here, and wake ye with me. 35 And whanne 
he was gon forth a litil, he felde doun on 
the erthe, and preiede, that if it myyte 
be, that the our schulde passe fro hym. 
36 And he seide, Abba, fadir, alle thingis 
ben possible to thee, bere ouer fro me this 
cuppe; but not that Y wole, but that thou 


wolt, be don. 37 And he cam, and foond hem 
slepynge. And he seide to Petir, Symount, 


slepist thou? myytist thou not wake with 
me oon our? 38 Wake ye, and ‘preie ye, 
that ye entre not in to temptacioun; for 
the spirit is redi, but the fleische is sijk. 
39 And eftsoone he yede, and preiede, and 
seide the same word; 4° and turnede ayen 
eftsoone, and foond hem slepynge; for her 
iyen weren heuyed. And thei knewen not, 
what thei schulden answere to hym. 4! And 
he cam the thridde tyme, and seide to hem, 
Slepe ye now, and reste ye; it suffisith. The 


hour is comun; lo! mannus sone schal be 
bitraied in to the hondis of synful men. 


42 Rise ye, go we; lo! he that schal bitraye 
me is nyy. 43 And yit while he spak, Judas 
Scarioth, oon of the twelue, cam, and with 
him miche puple with swerdis and staues, 
sent fro the hiyest prestis, and the scribis, 
and fro the eldre men. “4 And his traytour 
hadde youun to hem a tokene, and seide, 
Whom euer Y kisse, he it is; holde ye hym, 
and lede ye warli. 4° And whanne he cam, 
anoon he came to hym, and seide, Maistir; 
and he kisside hym. 4° And thei leiden 
hondis on hym, and helden hym. 47 But 
oon of the men that stoden aboute, drowy 
out a swerd, and smoot the seruaunt of the 
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hiyest preest, and kittide of his eere. 48 And 
Jhesus answeride, and seide to hem, As to 
a theef ye han gon out with swerdis and 


staues, to take me? 49 Dai bi dai Y was 
among you, and tauyte in the temple, and 


ye helden not me; but that the scripturis 
be fulfillid. 5° Thanne alle hise disciplis 
forsoken hym, and fledden. 51 But a yong 
man, clothid with lynnun cloth on the 
bare, suede hym; and thei helden hym. 
52 And he lefte the lynnyn clothing, and 
fleiy nakid awei fro hem. 53 And thei ledden 
Jhesu to the hiyest preest. And alle the 
prestis and scribis and eldere men camen 
togidir. °4 But Petir suede hym afer in to 
the halle of the hiyest preest. And he sat 
with the mynystris, and warmede hym at 
the fier. 95 And the hiyest prestis, and al the 
counsel, souyten witnessyng ayens Jhesu 
to take hym to the deeth; but thei founden 
not. °° For manye seiden fals witnessyng 
ayens hym, and the witnessyngis weren 
not couenable. 57 And summe risen vp, and 
baren fals witnessyng ayens hym, 58 and 
seiden, For we ‘han herd hym seiynge, Y 
schal vndo this temple maad with hondis, 


and aftir the thridde dai Y schal bilde 
another not maad with hondis. 59 And 
the witnessyng ‘of hem was not couenable. 


60 And the hiyest prest roos vp in to the 
myddil, and axide Jhesu, and seide, An- 
swerist thou no thing to tho thingis that 
ben put ayens thee of these? © But he was 
stille, and answeride no thing. Eftsoone 
the hiyest prest axide hym, and seide to 
hym, Art thou Crist, the sone of the blessid 
God? © And Jhesus seide to hym, Y am; and 
ye schulen se mannus sone sittynge on the 
riythalf of the vertu of God, and comynge 
in the cloudis of heuene. ® And the hiyest 
preest torente hise clothis, and seide, What 
yit dissiren we witnessis? 4 Ye han herd 
blasfemye. What semeth to you? And 
thei alle condempneden hym to be gilti of 
deeth. © And summe bigunnen to bispete 
hym, ‘and to hile his face, and to smite 
hym with buffetis, and seie to hym, Areede 
thou. And the mynystris beeten hym with 


strokis. °° And whanne Petir was in the 
halle bynethen, oon of the damesels of 


the hiyest prest cam. ©” And whanne sche 
hadde seyn Petir warmynge hym, sche bi- 
helde hym, and seide, And thou were with 
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Jhesu of Nazareth. © And he denyede, and 


seide, Nethir Y woot, nethir Y knowe, what 
thou seist. And he wente without forth 
bifor the halle; and anoon the cok crewe. 
69 And eftsoone whanne another damesel 
hadde seyn hym, sche bigan to seye to men 


that stoden aboute, That this is of hem. 
70 And he eftsoone denyede. And aftir a 


litil, eftsoone thei that stoden nyy, seiden 


to Petir, Verili thou art of hem, for thou art 
of Galilee also. 71 But he bigan to curse and 


to swere, For Y knowe not this man, whom 
ye seien. 72 And anoon eftsoones the cok 


crew. And Petir bithouyte on the word that 
Jhesus hadde seide to hym, Bifor the cok 
crowe twies, thries thou schalt denye me. 
And he bigan to wepe. 


1 Andanoon in the morewtid the hiyeste 
prestis maden a counsel with the elder 
men, and the scribis, and with al the coun- 
sel, and bounden Jhesu and ledden, and 
bitoken hym to Pilat. 2? And Pilat axide 
hym, Art thou kynge of Jewis? And Jh- 
esus answeride, and seide to hym, Thou 
seist. 3 And the hieste prestis accusiden 
hym in many thingis. 4 But Pilat eftsoone 
axide hym, and seide, Answerist thou no 
thing? Seest thou in hou many thingis 
thei accusen thee? 5 But Jhesus answeride 
no more, so that Pilat wondride. © But 
bi the feeste dai he was wont to leeue to 
hem oon of men boundun, whom euer thei 
axiden. 7 And ‘oon ther was that was seid 
Barabas, that was boundun with men of 
dissencioun, that hadden don manslauytir 


in seducioun. 8 And whanne the puple was 
gon vp, he bigan to preie, as he euer more 


dide to hem. ° And Pilat answeride ‘to 
hem, and seide, Wolen ye Y leeue to you 


the kyng of Jewis? 1° For he wiste, that 
the hiyeste prestis hadden takun hym bi 
enuye. ! But the bischopis stireden the 
puple, that he schulde rather leeue to hem 


Barabas. 12 And eftsoone Pilat answerde, 
and seide to hem, What thanne wolen ye 


that Y schal do to the kyng of Jewis? 13 And 
thei eftsoone crieden, Crucifie hym. !4 But 
Pilat seide to hem, What yuel hath he don? 
And thei crieden the more, Crucifie hym. 
15 And Pilat, willynge to make aseeth to 
the puple, lefte to hem Barabas, and bitok 
to hem Jhesu, betun with scourgis, to be 
crucified. 16 And knyytis ledden hym with 
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ynneforth, in to the porche of the mote 
halle. And thei clepiden togidir al the 
cumpany of knyytis, 17 and clothiden hym 
with purpur. And thei writhen a coroun 
of thornes, and puttiden on hym. 38 And 
thei bigunnen to grete hym, and seiden, 
Heile, thou kyng of Jewis. 19 And thei 
smyten his heed with a reed, and bispatten 
hym; and thei kneliden, and worschipiden 
hym. 2° And aftir that thei hadden scorned 
him, thei vnclothiden hym of purpur, and 
clothiden hym with hise clothis, and led- 
den out hym, to crucifie hym. 2! And thei 
compelliden a man that passide the weie, 
that cam fro the toun, Symount of Syrenen, 


the fader of Alisaundir and of Rufe, to bere 
his cross. 22 And thei ledden hym in to a 


place Golgatha, that is to seie, the place 
of Caluari. #3 And thei yauen to hym to 
drynke wyn meddlid with mirre, and he 


took not. 24 And thei crucifieden him, and 
departiden hise clothis, and kesten lot on 


tho, who schulde take what. 25 And it was 
the thridde our, and thei crucifieden hym. 


26 And the titil of his cause was writun, 
Kyng of Jewis. 27 And thei crucifien with 
hym twei theues, oon ‘at the riythalf and 
oon at his lefthalf. 28 And the scripture 
was fulfillid that seith, And he is ordeyned 
with wickid men. 29 And as thei passiden 
forth, thei blasfemyden hym, mouynge 
her heedis, and seiynge, Vath! thou that 
distriest the temple of God, and in ‘thre 
daies bildist it ayen; 3° come adoun fro 


the crosse, and make thi silf saaf. 31 Also 
the hiyeste prestis scorneden hym ech to 
othir with the scribis, and seiden, He made 
othir men saaf, he may not saue hym silf. 
32 Crist, kyng of Israel, come doun now 


fro the cross, that we seen, and bileuen. 
And thei that weren crucified with hym, 


dispiseden hym. 33 And whanne the sixte 


hour was come, derknessis weren made 
on al the erthe til in to the nynthe our. 


34 And in the nynthe our Jhesus criede 
with a greet vois, and seide, Heloy, Heloy, 
lamasabatany, that is to seie, My God, my 


God, whi hast thou forsakun me? 35 And 
summe of men that stoden aboute herden, 
and seiden, Lo! he clepith Helye. °° And 


oon ranne, and fillide a spounge with vyne- 
gre, and puttide aboute to a reede, and 
yaf to hym drynke, and seide, Suffre ye, se 
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we, if Helie come to do hym doun. 37 And 
Jhesus yaf out a greet cry, and diede. 38 And 
the veil of the temple was rent atwo fro 
the hiyeste to bynethe. 29 But the cen- 
turien that stood forn ayens siy, that he 
so criynge hadde diede, and seide, Verili, 


this man was Goddis sone. 4° And ther 
weren also wymmen biholdynge fro afer, 
among whiche was Marie Maudeleyn, and 
Marie, the modir of James the lesse, and 
of Joseph, and of Salome. 41 And whanne 
Jhesus was in Galilee, thei folewiden hym, 
and mynystriden to hym, and many othere 
wymmen, that camen vp togidir with him 
to Jerusalem. 42 And whanne euentid was 
come, for it was the euentid which is bifor 
the sabat, 42 Joseph of Armathie, the noble 
decurioun, cam, and he abood the rewme 
of God; and booldli he entride to Pilat, 
and axide the bodi of Jhesu. 44 But Pilat 
wondride, if he were now deed. 4 And 
whanne the centurion was clepid, he axide 
hym, if he were deed; and whanne he 
knewe of the centurion, he grauntide the 
bodi of Jhesu to Joseph. 4° And Joseph 
bouyte lynnen cloth, and took hym doun, 
and wlappide in the lynnen cloth, and leide 
hym in a sepulcre that was hewun of a 


stoon, and walewide a stoon to the dore of 
the sepulcre. 47 And Marie Maudeleyne and 


Marie of Joseph bihelden, where he was 
leid. 


16 


1 And whanne the sabat was passid, 
Marie Maudeleyne, and Marie of James, 
and Salomee bouyten swete smellynge 
oynementis, to come and to anoynte Jhesu. 
2 And ful eerli in oon of the woke daies, thei 
camen to the sepulcre, whanne the sunne 
was risun. 3 And thei seiden togidere, Who 
schal meue awey to vs the stoon fro the 
dore of the sepulcre? 4 And thei bihelden, 


and seien the stoon walewid awei, for it 
was ful greet. > And thei yeden in to the 


sepulcre, and sayn a yonglyng, hilide with 
a white stole, sittynge ‘at the riythalf; and 


thei weren afeerd. © Which seith to hem, 
Nyle ye drede; ye seken Jhesu of Nazareth 


crucified; he is risun, he is not here; lo! the 
place where thei leiden hym. 7 But go ye, 


and seie ye to hise disciplis, and to Petir, 
that he schal go bifor you in to Galilee; 
there ye schulen se hym, as he seide to you. 
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8 And thei yeden out, and fledden fro the 
sepulcre; for drede and quakyng had as- 
sailed hem, and to no man thei seiden ony 
thing, for thei dredden. 9? And Jhesus roos 
eerli the firste dai of the woke, and apperid 
firste to Marie Maudeleyne, fro whom he 


had caste out seuene deuelis. 1° And sche 
yede, and tolde to hem that hadden ben 


with hym, whiche weren weilynge and 
wepynge. 1! And thei herynge that he 
lyuyde, and was seyn of hir, bileueden not. 
12But after these thingis whanne tweyne of 


hem wandriden, he was schewid in anothir 
liknesse to hem goynge in to a toun. 1 And 


thei yeden, and telden to the othir, and 


nether thei bileueden to hem. 14But ‘at the 
laste, whanne the enleuene disciplis saten 


at the mete, Jhesus apperide to hem, and 
repreuede the vnbileue of hem, and the 


hardnesse of herte, for thei bileueden not 
to hem, that hadden seyn that he was risun 


fro deeth. 15 And he seide to hem, Go ye in 
to al the world, and preche the gospel to 


eche creature. 16 Who that bileueth, and is 
baptisid, schal be saaf; but he that bileueth 


not, schal be dampned. !” And these to- 


kenes schulen sue hem, that bileuen. In 
my name thei schulen caste out feendis; 


thei schulen speke with newe tungis; !8 thei 
schulen do awei serpentis; and if thei 
drynke ony venym, it schal not noye hem. 
Thei schulen sette her hondis on sijk men, 


and thei schulen wexe hoole. 19 And the 
Lord Jhesu, aftir he hadde spokun to hem, 


was takun vp in to heuene, and he sittith 
on the riythalf of God. 2° And thei yeden 
forth, and prechiden euery where, for the 
Lord wrouyte with hem, and confermyde 
the word with signes folewynge. 
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The Gospel According to 
Luke 


1 Forsothe for manye men enforceden to 
ordeyne the tellyng of thingis, whiche ben 
fillid in vs, 2 as thei that seyn atte the big- 
ynnyng, and weren ministris of the word, 
3 bitaken, it is seen also to me, hauynge alle 
thingis diligentli bi ordre, to write to thee, 


4 thou best Theofile, that thou knowe the 
treuthe of tho wordis, of whiche thou art 
lerned. >In the daies of Eroude, kyng of 


Judee, ther was a prest, Sakarie bi name, 
of the sorte of Abia, and his wijf was of 
the douytris of Aaron, and hir name was 


Elizabeth. © And bothe weren iust bifor 
God, goynge in alle the maundementis and 


iustifiyngis of the Lord, withouten pleynt. 


7 And thei hadden no child, for Elizabeth 
was bareyn, and bothe weren of grete age 


in her daies. 8 And it bifel, that whanne 
Zacarie schulde do the office of preesthod, 


in the ordre of his cours tofor God, ° aftir 
the custome of the preesthod, he wente 


forth bi lot, and entride in to the temple, 


to encense. 1° And al the multitude of the 
puple was with outforth, and preiede in the 
our of encensyng. !! And an aungel of the 
Lord apperide to hym, and stood on the 
riythalf of the auter of encense. 1 And 
Zacarie seynge was afraied, and drede fel 
vpon hym. !3 And the aungel seide to hym, 
Zacarie, drede thou not; for thi preyer is 
herd, and Elizabeth, thi wijf, schal bere to 
thee a sone, and his name schal be clepid 
Joon. 14 And ioye and gladyng schal be to 
thee; and many schulen ‘haue ioye in his 
natyuyte. 1 For he schal be greet bifor 
the Lord, and he schal not drynke wyn 
and sidir, and he schal be fulfillid with the 
Hooli Goost yit of his modir wombe. !6 And 
he schal conuerte many of the children 


of Israel to her Lord God; 17 and he schal 
go bifor hym in the spirit and the vertu 


of Helie; and he schal turne the hertis of 
the fadris in to the sones, and men out 
of bileue to the prudence of iust men, to 


make redi a perfit puple to the Lord. 18 And 
Zacarie seide to the aungel, Wherof schal 
Y wite this? for Y am eld, and my wijf 
hath gon fer in to hir daies. 19 And the 
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aungel answeride, and seide to hym, For 
Y am Gabriel, that stonde niy bifor God; 
and Y am sent to thee to speke, and to 
euangelize to thee these thingis. 2° And 
lo! thou schalt be doumbe, and thou schalt 
not mow speke til in to the dai, in which 
these thingis schulen be don; for thou hast 
not bileued to my wordis, whiche schulen 
be fulfillid in her tyme. 2! And the puple 
was abidynge Zacarie, and thei wondriden, 
that he tariede in the temple. 22 And he 
yede out, and myyte not speke to hem, and 
thei knewen that he hadde seyn a visioun 
in the temple. And he bikenyde to hem, 
and he dwellide stille doumbe. 23 And it 
was don, whanne the daies of his office 
weren fulfillid, he wente in to his hous. 
24 And aftir these daies Elizabeth, his wijf, 
conseyuede, and hidde hir fyue monethis, 


and seide, 25 For so the Lord dide to me 
in the daies, in whiche he bihelde, to take 
awei my repreef among men. 26 But in 


the sixte moneth the aungel Gabriel was 


sent fro God in to a citee of Galilee, whos 
name was Nazareth, 2’ to a maidyn, weddi 


to a man, whos name was Joseph, of the 


hous of Dauid; and the name of the maidun 
was Marie. 28 And the aungel entride 


to hir, and seide, Heil, ful of grace; the 
Lord be with thee; blessid be thou among 
wymmen. 29 And whanne sche hadde herd, 
sche was troublid in his word, and thouyte 


what maner salutacioun this was. 3° And 
the aungel seide to hir, Ne drede thou not, 


Marie, for thou hast foundun grace anentis 
God. 3! Lo! thou schalt conceyue in wombe, 


and schalt bere a sone, and thou schalt 
clepe his name Jhesus. 32 This schal be 


greet, and he schal be clepid the sone of 
the Hiyeste; and the Lord God schal yeue 
to hym the seete of Dauid, his fadir, and he 
schal regne in the hous of Jacob with outen 


ende, 33 and of his rewme schal be noon 
ende. 34 And Marie seide to the aungel, On 


what maner schal this thing be doon, for 
Y knowe not man? °° And the aungel an- 
sweride, and seide to hir, The Hooly Goost 


schal come fro aboue in to thee, and the 
vertu of the Hiyeste schal ouerschadewe 


thee; and therfor that hooli thing that 
schal be borun of thee, schal be clepid the 


sone of God. 36 And lo! Elizabeth, thi 
cosyn, and sche also hath conceyued a sone 


in hir eelde, and this moneth is the sixte 
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to hir that is clepid bareyn; 37 for euery 
word schal not be inpossible anentis God. 
38 And Marie seide, Lo! the handmaydyn 


of the Lord; be it don to me aftir thi word. 
And the aungel departide fro hir. 39 And 
Marie roos vp in tho daies, and wente with 
haaste in to the mounteyns, in to a citee of 
Judee. 4° And sche entride in to the hous of 
Zacarie, and grette Elizabeth. *! And it was 


don, as Elizabeth herde the salutacioun of 
Marie, the yong child in hir wombe gladide. 


And Elizabeth was fulfillid with the Hooli 
Goost, 42 and criede with a greet vois, and 


seide, Blessid be thou among wymmen, 
and blessid be the fruyt of thi wombe. 
43 And whereof is this thing to me, that the 
modir of my Lord come to me? “4 For lo! 
as the voice of thi salutacioun was maad in 
myn eeris, the yong child gladide in ioye 
in my wombe. * And blessid be thou, that 
hast bileued, for thilke thingis that ben 
seid of the Lord to thee, schulen be parfitli 
don. 4° And Marie seide, Mi soule magnyfi- 
eth the Lord, 4” and my spirit hath gladid in 
God, myn helthe. 48 For he hath biholdun 


the mekenesse of his handmaidun. 4° For 
lo! of this alle generaciouns schulen seie 


that Y am blessid. For he that is myyti 
hath don to me grete thingis, and his name 
is hooli. °° And his mercy is fro kynrede 
in to kynredes, to men that dreden hym. 
51 He made myyt in his arme, he scaterede 
proude men with the thouyte of his herte. 
52 He sette doun myyti men fro sete, and 


enhaunside meke men. * He hath fulfillid 
hungri men with goodis, and he hath left 


riche men voide. 54 He, hauynge mynde 
of his mercy, took Israel, his child; 55 as 
he hath spokun to oure fadris, to Abraham 


and to his seed, in to worldis. 5° And Marie 
dwellide with hir, as it were thre monethis, 
and turnede ayen in to hir hous. 57 But 


the tyme of beryng child was fulfillid to 


Elizabeth, and sche bare a sone. °8 And the 
neiyboris and cosyns of hir herden, that 


the Lord hadde magnyfied his mercy with 
hir; and thei thankiden hym. 5 And it was 
don in the eiyte dai, thei camen to cir- 
cumcide the child; and thei clepiden hym 


Zacarie, bi the name of his fadir. © And 
his moder answeride, and seide, Nay, but 


he schal be clepid Joon. ©! And thei seiden 
to hir, For no man is in thi kynrede, that 
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is clepid this name. © And thei bikeneden 
to his fadir, what he wolde that he were 
clepid. ®3 And he axynge a poyntil, wroot, 
seiynge, Joon is his name. © And alle men 
wondriden. And anoon his mouth was 
openyd, and his tunge, and he spak, and 
blesside God. © And drede was maad on 
alle her neiyboris, and alle these wordis 
weren pupplischid on alle the mounteyns 
of Judee. 6 And alle men that herden 
puttiden in her herte, and seiden, What 


maner child schal this be? For the hoond 
of the Lord was with hym. © And Zacarie, 


his fadir, was fulfillid with the Hooli Goost, 
and prophesiede, 8 and seide, Blessid be 


the Lord God of Israel, for he hath visitid, 
and maad redempcioun of his puple. °° And 
he hath rerid to vs an horn of heelthe in the 
hous of Dauid, his child. 7° As he spak bi the 


mouth of hise hooli prophetis, that weren 
fro the world. 71 Helthe fro oure enemyes, 


and fro the hoond of alle men that hatiden 
vs. 72To do merci with oure fadris, and to 
haue mynde of his hooli testament. 7? The 


greet ooth that he swoor to Abraham, oure 
fadir, to yyue hym silf to vs. 74 That we with 
out drede delyuered fro the hoond of oure 
enemyes, 7° serue to hym, in hoolynesse 
and riytwisnesse bifor hym in alle oure 
daies. 7° And thou, child, schalt be clepid 
the prophete of the Hiyest; for thou schalt 
go bifor the face of the Lord, to make redi 
hise weies. 77 To yyue scyence of helthe to 
his puple, in to remyssioun of her synnes; 
78 bi the inwardnesse of the merci of oure 
God, in the whiche he spryngynge vp fro 
an hiy hath visitid vs. 79 To yyue liyt 
to hem that sitten in derknessis and in 
schadewe of deeth; to dresse oure feet in to 
the weie of pees. 8° And the child wexide, 
and was coumfortid in spirit, and was in 
desert placis ‘til to the dai of his schewing 
to Israel. 


1 And it was don in tho daies, a maunde- 
ment wente out fro the emperour August, 


that al the world schulde be discryued. 
2 This firste discryuyng was maad of Cyryn, 


iustice of Sirie. 3 And alle men wenten to 
make professioun, ech in to his owne citee. 


4 And Joseph wente vp fro Galilee, fro the 
citee Nazareth, in to Judee, in to a citee of 
Dauid, that is clepid Bethleem, for that he 
was of the hous and of the meyne of Dauid, 
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5 that he schulde knouleche with Marie, his 
wijf, that was weddid to hym, and was greet 
with child. © And it was don, while thei 
weren there, the daies weren fulfillid, that 
sche schulde bere child. 7 And sche bare 
hir first borun sone, and wlappide hym in 
clothis, and leide hym ina cratche, for ther 
was no place to hym in no chaumbir. ® And 
scheepherdis weren in the same cuntre, 
wakynge and kepynge the watchis of the 
nyyt on her flok. % And lo! the aungel 
of the Lord stood bisidis hem, and the 
cleernesse of God schinede aboute hem; 
and thei dredden with greet drede. 1° And 


the aungel seide to hem, Nyle ye drede; for 
lo! Y preche to you a greet ioye, that schal 
be to al puple. !! For a sauyoure is borun to 
dai to you, that is Crist the Lord, in the citee 
of Dauid. !2 And this is a tokene to you; 
ye schulen fynde a yong child wlappid in 


clothis, and leid in acratche. 13 And sudenli 
ther was maad with the aungel a multitude 


of heuenli knyythod, heriynge God, 14 and 
seiynge, Glorie be in the hiyeste thingis to 
God, and in erthe pees be to men of good 
wille. 15 And it was don, as the ‘aungelis 
passiden awei fro hem in to heuene, the 
scheephirdis spaken togider, and seiden, 


Go we ouer to Bethleem, and se we this 
word that is maad, which the Lord hath 
‘maad, and schewide to vs. 16 And thei 
hiyynge camen, and founden Marie and 


Joseph, and the yong child leid in a cratche. 
17 And thei seynge, knewen of the word 


that was seid to hem of this child. 18 And 
alle men that herden wondriden, and of 
these thingis that weren seid to hem of the 


scheephirdis. 19 But Marie kepte alle these 
wordis, berynge togider in hir herte. 2° And 
the scheepherdis turneden ayen, glori- 
fyinge and heriynge God in alle thingis that 
thei hadden herd and seyn, as it was seid 
to hem. 2! And aftir that the eiyte daies 


weren endid, that the child schulde be 
circumcided, his name was clepid Jhesus, 


which was clepid of the aungel, bifor that 
he was conceyued in the wombe. 22 And 
aftir that the daies of the purgacioun of 
Marie weren fulfillid, aftir Moyses lawe, 
thei token hym into Jerusalem, to offre 
hym to the Lord, as it is writun in the 
lawe of the Lord, 23 For euery male kynde 
openynge the wombe, schal be clepid holi 
to the Lord; and that thei schulen yyue 
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an offryng, 4 aftir that it is seid in the 
lawe of the Lord, A peire of turturis, or 


twei culuer briddis. 25 And lo! aman 
was in Jerusalem, whos name was Symeon; 


and this man was iust and vertuous, and 
aboode the coumfort of Israel; and the 
Hooli Goost was in hym. 26 And he hadde 


takun an answere of the Hooli Goost, that 
he schulde not se deeth, but he sawy first 


the Crist of the Lord. 27 And he cam in spirit 
into the temple. And whanne his fadir 
and modir ledden the child Jhesu to do 
aftir the custom of the lawe for hym, 28 he 
took hym in to hise armes, and he blesside 
God, 2° and seide, Lord, now thou leuyst 
thi seruaunt aftir thi word in pees; °° for 
myn iyen han seyn thin helthe, 3! which 


thou hast maad redi bifor the face of alle 
puplis; 32 liyt to the schewyng of hethene 


men, and glorie of thi puple Israel. 33 And 
his fadir and his modir weren wondrynge 
on these thingis, that weren seid of hym. 
34 And Symeon blesside hem, and seide to 


Marie, his modir, Lo! this is set in to the 
fallyng doun and in to the risyng ayen of 


many men in Israel, and in to a tokene, to 
whom it schal be ayenseid. 35 And a swerd 
schal passe thorou thin owne soule, that 
the thouytis ben schewid of many hertis. 
36 And Anna was a prophetesse, the douytir 
of Fanuel, of the lynage of Aser. And sche 
hadde goon forth in many daies, and hadde 
lyued with hir hosebonde seuene yeer fro 
hir maydynhode. 37 And this was a widewe 
to foure scoor yeer and foure; and sche de- 
partide not fro the temple, but seruyde to 
God nyyt and dai in fastyngis and preieris. 
38 And this cam vpon hem in thilk our, 
and knoulechide to the Lord, and spak of 
hym to alle that abiden the redempcioun 


of Israel. 39 And as thei hadden ful don 
alle thingis, aftir the lawe of the Lord, thei 
turneden ayen in to Galilee, in to her citee 
Nazareth. 4° And the child wexe, and was 
coumfortid, ful of wisdom; and the grace of 
God was in hym. *! And his fadir and modir 
wenten ech yeer in to Jerusalem, in the 
solempne dai of pask. 42 And whanne Jh- 
esus was twelue yeer oold, thei wenten vp 
to Jerusalem, aftir the custom of the feeste 


dai. 43 And whanne the daies weren don, 
thei turneden ayen; and the child abood in 


Jerusalem, and his fadir and modir knewen 
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it not. 44 For thei gessynge that he hadde 
be in the felowschip, camen a daies iour- 
ney, and souyten hym among hise cosyns 


and hise knouleche. 45 And whanne thei 
founden hym not, thei turneden ayen in 


to Jerusalem, and souyten hym. 4° And 


it bifelle, that aftir the thridde dai thei 
founden hym in the temple, sittynge in the 


myddil of the doctours, herynge hem and 
axynge hem. 47 And alle men that herden 
hym, wondriden on the prudence and the 
answeris of hym. 48 And thei seyn, and 
wondriden. And his modir seide to hym, 


Sone, what hast thou do to vs thus? Lo! 
thi fadir and Y sorewynge han souyte thee. 


49 And he seide to hem, What is it that ye 
souyten me? wisten ye not that in tho 
thingis that ben of my fadir, it behoueth 


me to be? 5° And thei vndurstoden not the 
word, which he spak to hem. 5! And he 


cam doun with hem, and cam to Nazareth, 
and was suget to hem. And his moder 


kepte togidir alle these wordis, and bare 
hem in hir herte. 52 And Jhesus profitide 


in wisdom, age, and grace, anentis God and 
men. 


1 In the fiftenthe yeer of the empire of 
Tiberie, the emperoure, whanne Pilat of 
Pounce gouernede Judee, and Eroude was 
prince of Galilee, and Filip, his brothir, 
was prince of Iturye, and of the cuntre of 
Tracon, and Lisanye was prince of Abilyn, 
2 yndir the princis of prestis Annas and 
Caifas, the word of the Lord was maad on 
Joon, the sone of Zacarie, in desert. 3 And 
he cam in to al the cuntre of Jordan, and 
prechide baptym of penaunce in to remys- 
sioun of synnes. 4 As it is wrytun in the 
book of the wordis of Isaye, the prophete, 
The voice of a crier in desert, Make ye 
redi the weie of the Lord, make ye hise 
pathis riyt. 5 Ech valey schal be fulfillid, 
and euery hil and litil hil schal be maad 
lowe; and schrewid thingis schulen ben in 
to dressid thingis, and scharp thingis in to 
pleyn weies; © and euery fleisch schal se the 
heelthe of God. 7 Therfor he seid to the 
puple, which wente out to be baptisid of 
hym, Kyndlyngis of eddris, who schewide 
to you to fle fro the wraththe to comynge? 
8 Therfor do ye worthi fruytis of penaunce, 
and bigynne ye not to seie, We han a fadir 
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Abraham; for Y seie to you, that God is 
myyti to reise of these stoonys the sones 


of Abraham. ? And now an axe is sett to 
the roote of the tree; and therfor euery 
tre that makith no good fruyt, schal be kit 
doun, and schal be cast in to the fier. 1° And 
the puple axide hym, and seiden, What 


thanne schulen we do? 1! He answeride, 
and seide to hem, He that hath twei coo- 
tis, yyue to hym that hath noon; and he 
that hath metis, do in lijk maner. 12 And 
pupplicans camen to be baptisid; and thei 
seiden to hym, Maister, what schulen we 
do? 13 And he seide to hem, Do ye no thing 
more, than that that is ordeyned to you. 
14 And knyytis axiden hym, and seiden, 
What schulen also we do? And he seide to 
hem, Smyte ye wrongfuli no man, nethir 
make ye fals chalenge, and be ye apayed 
with youre sowdis. !5 Whanne al the pu- 
ple gesside, and alle men thouyten in her 
hertis of Joon, lest perauenture he were 
Crist, 1° Joon answeride, and seide to alle 
men, Y baptize you in watir; but a stronger 


than Y schal come aftir me, of whom Y 
am not worthi to vnbynde the lace of his 


schoon; he schal baptize you in the Hooli 
Goost and fier. 17 Whos ‘wynewyng tool in 
his hond, and he schal purge his floor of 
corn, and schal gadere the whete in to his 
berne; but the chaffis he schal brenne with 
fier vnquenchable. 18 And many othere 
thingis also he spak, and prechide to the 
puple. But Eroude tetrark, whanne he was 
blamed of Joon for Erodias, 1° the wijf of his 
brother, and for alle the yuelis that Eroude 


dide, 2° encreside this ouer alle, and schitte 
Joon in prisoun. 21 And it was don, whanne 


al the puple was baptised, and whanne 
Jhesu was baptised, and preiede, heuene 
was openyd. 22 And the Hooli Goost cam 
doun in bodili licnesse, as a dowue on hym; 


and a vois was maad fro heuene, Thou art 
my derworth sone, in thee it hath plesid to 


me. 23 And Jhesu hym silf was bigynninge 
as of thritti yeer, that he was gessid the 
sone of Joseph, which was of Heli, 24 which 
was of Mathath, which was of Leuy, which 
was of Melchi, that was of Jamne, 25 that 
was of Joseph, that was of Matatie, that 
was of Amos, that was of Naum, that was 
of Hely, that was of Nagge, 26 that was of 
Mathath, that was of Matatie, that was of 
Semei, that was of Joseph, that was of Juda, 
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that was of Johanna, 2” that was of Resa, 
that was of Zorobabel, that was of Salatiel, 
28 that was of Neri, that was of Melchi, that 
was of Addi, that was of Cosan, that was 
of Elmadan, that was of Her, 2? that was 
of Jhesu, that was of Eleasar, that was of 
Jorum, that was of Matath, 3° that was of 
Leuy, that was of Symeon, that was of Juda, 
that was of Joseph, that was of Jona, that 
was of Eliachym, 3! that was of Melca, that 
was of Menna, that of Mathatha, that was 
of Nathan, 32 that was of Dauid, that was 
of Jesse, that was of Obeth, that was of 
Boz, that was of Salmon, that was of Nason, 
33 that was of Amynadab, that was of Aram, 
that was of Esrom, that was of Fares, 34 that 
was of Judas, that was of Jacob, that was 
of Isaac, that was of Abraham, that was 
of Tare, that was of Nachor, >> that was 
of Seruth, that was of Ragau, that was of 


Faleth, that was of Heber, 3¢ that was of 
Sale, that was of Chaynan, that was of 


Arfaxath, that was of Sem, that was of 
Noe, that was of Lameth, 37 that was of 
Matussale, that was of Enok, that was of 
Jareth, that was of Malaliel, that was of 
Cainan, that was of Enos, 38 that was of 
Seth, that was of Adam, that was of God. 


1 And Jhesus ful of the Hooli Goost 
turnede ayen fro Jordan, and was led bi 
the spirit into desert fourti daies, 2 and 
was temptid of the deuel, and eet nothing 


in tho daies; and whanne tho daies weren 
endid, he hungride. 3 And the deuel seide 


to him, If thou art Goddis sone, seie to this 
stoon, that it be maad breed. 4 And Jhesus 
answeride to hym, It is writun, That a man 
lyueth not in breed aloone, but in euery 
word of God. ° And the deuel ladde hym 
in to an hiy hil, and schewide to hym alle 


the rewmes of the world in a moment of 
tyme; © and seide to hym, Y schal yyue to 


thee al this power, and the glorie of hem, 
for to me thei ben youun, and to whom Y 
wole, Y yyue hem; ’ therfor if thou falle 
doun, and worschipe bifore me, alle thingis 
schulen be thine. 8 And Jhesus answeride, 
and seide to hym, It is writun, Thou schalt 
worschipe thi Lord God, and to hym aloone 
thou schalt serue. ° And he ledde hym in 
to Jerusalem, and sette hym on the pynacle 
of the temple, and seide to hym, If thou art 


Goddis sone, sende thi silf fro hennes doun; 
10 for it is writun, For he hath comaundide 
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to hise aungels of thee, that thei kepe thee 


in alle thi weies, 11 and that thei schulen 
take thee in hondis, lest perauenture thou 
hirte thi foote at a stoon. 12 And Jhesus 


answeride, and seide to him, It is seid, Thou 
schalt not tempte thi Lord God. 1 And 


whanne euery temptacioun was endid, the 
feend wente a wei fro hym for a tyme. 
14 And Jhesus turnede ayen in the vertu 
of the spirit in to Galilee, and the fame 
wente forth of hym thorou al the cuntre. 
15 And he tauyte in the synagogis of hem, 
and was magnyfied of alle men. 1° And he 
cam to Nazareth, where he was norisschid, 
and entride aftir his custom in the sabat dai 
in to a synagoge, and roos to reed. !7 And 
the book of Ysaye, the prophete, was takun 
to hym; and as he turnede the book, he 
foond a place, where it was wrytun, !8 The 
Spirit of the Lord on me, for which thing 
he anoyntide me; he sente me to preche to 
pore men, to hele contrite men in herte, 
19 and to preche remyssioun to prisoneris, 
and siyt to blynde men, and to delyuere 
brokun men in to remissioun; to preche 
the yeer of the Lord plesaunt, and the dai 
of yeldyng ayen. 2° And whanne he hadde 
closid the book, he yaf ayen to the mynys- 
tre, and sat; and the iyen of alle men in 
the synagoge were biholdynge in to hym. 
21 And he bigan to seie to hem, For in this 
dai this scripture is fulfillid in youre eeris. 
22 And alle men yauen witnessyng to hym, 
and wondriden in the wordis of grace, that 
camen forth of his mouth. And thei seiden, 
Whether this is not the sone of Joseph? 
23 And he seide to hem, Sotheli ye schulen 


seie to me this liknesse, Leeche, heele thi 
silf. The Farisees seiden to Jhesu, Hou grete 


thingis han we herd don in Cafarnaum, do 


thou also here in thi cuntre. 24 And he 
seide, Treuli Y seie to you, that no profete is 
resseyued in his owne cuntre. 2° In treuthe 
Y seie to you, that many widowis weren in 
the daies of Elie, the prophete, in Israel, 
whanne heuene was closid thre yeer and 
sixe monethis, whanne greet hungur was 
maad in al the erthe; 26 and to noon of hem 
was Elye sent, but in to Sarepta of Sydon, 
to a widowe. 2”? And many meseles weren 
in Israel, vndur Helisee, the prophete, and 
noon of hem was clensid, but Naaman of 
Sirye. 28 And alle in the synagoge herynge 


XRN 


3383 


Luke 4:29 


these thingis, weren fillid with wraththe. 
29 And thei risen vp, and drouen hym out 
with out the citee, and ledden hym to the 
cop of the hil on which her citee was bildid, 
to caste hym doun. °° But Jhesus passide, 
and wente thorou the myddil of hem; and 


cam doun in to Cafarnaum, 3! a citee of 
Galilee, and there he tauyte hem in sabotis. 
32 And thei weren astonyed in his techyng, 
for his word was in power. 33 And in her 
synagoge was a man hauynge an vnclene 
feend, and he criede with greet vois, 34 and 
seide, Suffre, what to vs and to thee, Jhesu 
of Nazareth? art thou comun to leese vs? 
Y knowe, that thou art the hooli of God. 
35 And Jhesus blamede hym, and seide, 


Wexe doumbe, and go out fro hym. And 
whanne the feend hadde cast hym forth 
in to the myddil, he wente a wei fro hym, 
and he noyede hym no thing. 3° And drede 
was maad in alle men, and thei spaken 
togider, and seiden, What is this word, for 
in power and vertu he comaundith to vnc- 
lene spiritis, and thei gon out? 37 And the 
fame was pupplischid of him in to ech place 
of the cuntre. °8 And Jhesus roos vp fro 
the synagoge, and entride in to the hous 
of Symount; and the modir of Symountis 
wijf was holdun with grete fyueris, and 
thei preieden hym for hir. 39° And Jhesus 


stood ouer hir, and comaundide to the 
feuer, and it lefte hir; and anoon sche roos 
vp, and seruede hem. 4° And whanne the 


sunne wente doun, alle that hadden sijke 
men with dyuerse langours, ledden hem to 
hym; and he sette his hoondis on ech bi 


‘hem silf, and heelide hem. 41 And feendis 
wenten out fro manye, and crieden, and 


seiden, For thou art the sone of God. And 
he blamede, and suffride hem not to speke, 


for thei wisten hym, that he was Crist. 
42 And whanne the dai was come, he yede 
out, and wente in to a desert place; and 
the puple souyten hym, and thei camen to 
hym, and thei helden hym, that he schulde 
not go a wei fro hem. “ To whiche he 
seide, For also to othere citees it bihoueth 
me to preche the kyngdom of God, for 
therfor Y am sent. 44 And he prechide in 
the synagogis of Galilee. 


1 And it was don, whanne the puple cam 
fast to Jhesu, to here the word of God, 
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he stood bisidis the pool of Genasereth, 
2 and saiy two bootis stondynge bisidis the 
pool; and the fischeris weren go doun, and 


waischiden her nettis. 3 And he wente 
vp in to a boot, that was Symoundis, and 


preiede hym to lede it a litil fro the loond; 
and he seet, and tauyte the puple out of 
the boot. 4 And as he ceesside to speke, 
he seide to Symount, Lede thou in to the 
depthe, and slake youre nettis to take fisch. 
5 And Symount answeride, and seide to 
hym, Comaundoure, we traueliden al the 
nyyt, and token no thing, but in thi word 
Y schal leye out the net. © And whanne 
thei hadden do this thing, thei closiden 
togidir a greet multitude of fischis; and her 
net was brokun. 7 And thei bikenyden to 
felawis, that weren in anothir boot, that 
thei schulden come, and helpe hem. And 
thei camen, and filliden bothe the bootis, 
so that thei weren almost drenchid. § And 
whanne Symount Petir saiy this thing, he 
felde doun to the knees of Jhesu, and seide, 
Lord, go fro me, for Y am a synful man. 
° For he was on ech side astonyed, and 
alle that weren with hym, in the takyng 


of fischis whiche thei token. 1° Sotheli in 
lijkk maner James and Joon, the sones of 


Zebedee, that weren felowis of Symount 
Petre. And Jhesus seide to Symount, Nyle 
thou drede; now fro this tyme thou schalt 


take men. 11 And whanne the bootis weren 
led vp to the loond, thei leften alle thingis, 


and thei sueden hym. 12 And it was don, 


whanne he was in oon of the citees, lo! a 
man ful of lepre; and seynge Jhesu felle 


doun on his face, and preyede hym, and 
seide, Lord, if thou wolt, thou maist make 
me clene. 13 And Jhesus held forth his 
hoond, and touchide hym, and seide, Y 
wole, be thou maad cleene. And anoon the 
lepre passide awei fro hym. !4 And Jhesus 
comaundide to hym, that he schulde seie 
to no man; But go, schewe thou thee to a 
preest, and offre for thi clensyng, as Moises 
bad, in to witnessyng to hem. 5 And the 
word walkide aboute the more of hym; and 
myche puple camen togidere, to here, and 
to be heelid of her siknessis. 16 And he 
wente in to desert, and preiede. 1” And it 
was don in oon of the daies, he sat, and 
tauyte; and there weren Farisees sittynge, 


and doctouris of the lawe, that camen of 
eche castel of Galilee, and of Judee, and of 
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Jerusalem; and the vertu of the Lord was 
to heele sike men. 18 And lo! men beren 
in a bed a man that was sijk in the palsye, 


and thei souyten to bere hym in, and sette 
bifor hym. 19 And thei founden not in what 
partie thei schulden bere hym in, for the 
puple, ‘and thei wenten on the roof, and 
bi the sclattis thei leeten hym doun with 
the bed, in to the myddil, bifor Jhesus. 
20 And whanne Jhesu saiy the feith of hem, 
he seide, Man, thi synnes ben foryouun 


to thee. 21 And the scribis and Farisees 
bigunnen to thenke, seiynge, Who is this, 


that spekith blasfemyes? who may foryyue 
synnes, but God aloone? 22 And as Jhesus 
knewe the thouytis of hem, he answeride, 
and seide to hem, What thenken ye yuele 
thingis in youre hertes? 23 What is liyter 
to seie, Synnes ben foryouun to thee, or 
to seie, Rise vp, and walke? 24 But that 
ye wite, that mannus sone hath power 
in erthe to foryyue synnes, he seide to 
the sijk man in palesie, Y seie to thee, 
ryse vp, take thi bed, and go in to thin 
hous. 25 And anoon he roos vp bifor hem, 
and took the bed in which he lay, and 
wente in to his hous, and magnyfiede God. 
26 And greet wondur took alle, and thei 
magnyfieden God; and thei weren fulfillid 
with greet drede, and seiden, For we han 
seyn merueilouse thingis to dai. 27 And 
after these thingis Jhesus wente out, and 
saiy a pupplican, Leuy bi name, sittynge 
at the tolbothe. And he seide to hym, 


Sue thou me; 28 and whanne he hadde left 
alle thingis, he roos vp, and suede hym. 
29 And Leuy made to hym a greet feeste in 
his hous; and ther was a greet cumpanye 
of pupplicans, and of othere that weren 
with hem, sittynge at the mete. 3° And 
Farisees and the scribis of hem grutchiden, 
and seiden to hise disciplis, Whi eten ye 
and drynken with pupplicans and synful 
men? 31 And Jhesus answeride, and seide 
to hem, Thei that ben hoole han no nede to 
a leche, but thei that ben sijke; 32 for Y cam 
not to clepe iuste men, but synful men to 
penaunce. 33 And thei seiden to hym, Whi 
the disciplis of Joon fasten ofte, and maken 
preieris, also and of Farisees, but thine 
eten and drynken? 34 To whiche he seide, 
Whether ye moun make the sones of the 
spouse to faste, while the spouse is with 
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hem? 35 But daies schulen come, whanne 
the spouse schal be takun a wei fro hem, 


and thanne thei schulen faste in tho daies. 
36 And he seide to hem also a liknesse; For 
no man takith a pece fro a newe cloth, and 


puttith it in to an oold clothing; ellis bothe 
he brekith the newe, and the pece of the 


newe acordith not to the elde. 3? And no 
man puttith newe wyne in to oolde botels; 


ellis the newe wyn schal breke the botels, 
and the wyn schal be sched out, and the 
botels schulen perische. 38 But newe wyne 
owith to be put in to newe botels, and 
bothe ben kept. 39 And no man drynkynge 


the elde, wole anoon the newe; for he seith, 
The olde is the betere. 


6 


1 And it was don in the secounde firste 
sabat, whanne he passid bi cornes, hise 


disciplis pluckiden eeris of corn; and thei 
frotynge with her hondis, eeten. * And 


summe of the Farisees seiden to hem, What 
doon ye that, that is not leeueful in the 


sabotis? 3 And Jhesus answeride, and seide 
to hem, Han ye not redde, what Dauith 
dide, whanne he hungride, and thei that 
weren with hym; 4 hou he entride in to the 
hous of God, and took looues of proposi- 
cioun, and eet, and yaf to hem that weren 


with hem; whiche looues it was not leeue- 
ful to eete, but oonli to prestis. ° And he 


seide to hem, For mannus sone is lord, yhe, 


of the sabat. © And it was don in another 
sabat, that he entride in to a synagoge, 


and tauyte. And a man was there, and his 
riyt hoond was drie. 7 And the scribis and 
Farisees aspieden hym, if he wolde heele 
hym in the sabat, that thei schulden fynde 
cause, whereof thei schulden accuse hym. 
8 And he wiste the thouytis of hem, and he 
seide to the man that hadde a drie hoond, 
Rise vp, and stonde in to the myddil. And 
he roos, and stood. 2 And Jhesus seide to 
hem, Y axe you, if it is leueful to do wel in 
the sabat, or yuel? to make a soule saaf, or 
to leese? 1° And whanne he hadde biholde 


alle men aboute, he seide to the man, Hold 


forth thin hoond. And he held forth, and 
his hond was restorid to helthe. 1! And thei 
weren fulfillid with vnwisdom, and spaken 


togidir, what thei schulden do of Jhesu. 


12 And it was don in tho daies, he wente 
out in to an hil to preye; and he was al 


nyyt dwellynge in the preier of God. 13 And 
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whanne the day was come, he clepide hise 
disciplis, and chees twelue of hem, whiche 
he clepide also apostlis; 14 Symount, whom 
he clepide Petir, and Andrew, his brothir, 
James and Joon, 15 Filip and Bartholomew, 
Matheu and Thomas, James Alphei, and 
Symount, that is clepid Zelotes, 1° Judas 
of James, and Judas Scarioth, that was 
traytoure. 17 And Jhesus cam doun fro the 
hil with hem, and stood in a feeldi place; 
and the cumpeny of hise disciplis, and a 
greet multitude of puple, of al Judee, and 
Jerusalem, and of the see coostis, and of 
Tyre and Sidon, 18 that camen to here hym, 


and to be heelid of her siknessis; and thei 
that weren trauelid of vncleene spiritis, 


weren heelid. 19 And al puple souyte to 
touche hym, for vertu wente out of hym, 
and heelide alle. 2° And whanne hise iyen 
weren cast vp in to hise disciplis, he seide, 
Blessid be ye, ‘pore men, for the kyngdom 
of God is youre. 21 Blessid be ye, that now 
hungren, for ye schulen be fulfillid. Blessid 
be ye, that now wepen, for ye schulen 
leiye. 22 Ye schulen be blessid, whanne 
men schulen hate you, and departe you 
awei, and putte schenschip to you, and 
cast out youre name as yuel, for mannus 
sone. 23 Joye ye in that dai, and be ye glad; 
for lo! youre meede is myche in heuene; 
for aftir these thingis the fadris of hem 
diden to prophetis. 24 Netheles wo to you, 
riche men, that han youre coumfort. 2° Wo 
to you that ben fulfillid, for ye schulen 
hungre. Wo to you that now leiyen, for ye 
schulen morne, and wepe. 2° Wo to you, 
whanne alle men schulen blesse you; aftir 
these thingis the fadris of hem diden to 
profetis. 2” But Y seie to you that heren, 
loue ye youre enemyes, do ye wel to hem 
that hatiden you; 28 blesse ye men that 
cursen you, preye ye for men that defamen 
you. 29 And to him that smytith thee on 


o cheeke, schewe also the tothir; and fro 
hym that takith awei fro thee a cloth, nyle 


thou forbede the coote. 3° And yyue to eche 


that axith thee, and if a man takith awei tho 
thingis that ben thine, axe thou not ayen. 


31 Andas ye wolen that men do to you, do ye 
also to hem in lijk maner. 32 And if ye louen 
hem that louen you, what thanke is to you? 
for synful men louen men that louen hem. 
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33 And if ye don wel to hem that don wel 
to you, what grace is to you? synful men 
don this thing. 34 And if ye leenen to hem of 
whiche ye hopen to take ayen, what thanke 
is to you? for synful men leenen to synful 
men, to take ayen as myche. 35 Netheles 
loue ye youre enemyes, and do ye wel, 
and leene ye, hopinge no thing therof, 
and youre mede schal be myche, and ye 
schulen be the sones of the Heyest, for he is 
benygne on vnkynde men and yuele men. 
36 Therfor be ye merciful, as youre fadir is 
merciful. 37 Nyle ye deme, and ye schulen 
not be demed. Nyle ye condempne, and ye 
schulen not be condempned; foryyue ye, 
and it schal be foryouun to you. 38 Yyue ye, 
and it schal be youun to you. Thei schulen 
yyue in to youre bosum a good mesure, 
and wel fillid, and schakun togidir, and 
ouerflowynge; for bi the same mesure, bi 
whiche ye meeten, it schal be metun ‘ayen 
to you. 39 And he seide to hem a liknesse, 
Whether the blynde may leede the blynde? 
ne fallen thei not bothe ‘in to the diche? 
40 A disciple is not aboue the maistir; but 
eche schal be perfite, if he be as his maister. 
41 And what seest thou in thi brotheris iye 


a moot, but thou biholdist not a beem, 
that is in thin owne iye? 42 Or hou maist 


thou seie to thi brother, Brothir, suffre, Y 
schal caste out the moot of thin iye, and 


thou biholdist not a beem in thin owne iye? 
Ipocrite, first take out the beem of thin 
iye, and thanne thou schalt se to take the 
moot of thi brotheris iye. 43 It is not a good 
tree, that makith yuel fruytis, nether an 
yuel tree, that makith good fruytis; 44 for 
euery tre is knowun of his fruyt. And men 
gaderen not figus of thornes, nethir men 
gaderen a grape of a buysche of breris. 45A 
good man of the good tresoure of his herte 
bryngith forth good thingis, and an yuel 
man of the yuel tresoure bryngith forth 
yuel thingis; for of the plente of the herte 
the mouth spekith. 4° And what clepen ye 
me, Lord, Lord, and doon not tho thingis 


that Y seie. 47 Eche that cometh to me, and 
herith my wordis, and doith hem, Y schal 


schewe to you, to whom he is lijk. 48 He 
is lijk to a man that bildith an hous, that 
diggide deepe, and sette the foundement 
ona stoon. And whanne greet flood was 
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maad, the flood was hurtlid to that hous, 
and it miyte not moue it, for it was foundid 
on asad stoon. 49 But he that herith, and 
doith not, is lijk to a man bildynge his 


hous on erthe with outen foundement; in 
to which the flood was hurlid, and anoon 
it felle doun; and the fallyng doun of that 


hous was maad greet. 


7 
1 And whanne he hadde fulfillid alle hise 


wordis in to the eeris of the puple, he 


entride in to Cafarnaum. 2 But a seruaunt 
of a centurien, that was precious to hym, 
was sijk, and drawynge to the deeth. 3 And 
whanne he hadde herd of Jhesu, he sente to 
hym the eldere men of Jewis, and preiede 
hym, that he wolde come, and heele his 


seruaunt. 4 And whanne thei camen to 
Jhesu, thei preieden hym bisili, and seiden 


to hym, For he is worthi, that thou graunte 
to hym this thing; > for he loueth oure folk, 
and he bildide to vs a synagoge. © And Jh- 


esus wente with hem. And whanne he was 
not fer fro the hous, the centurien sente 
to hym freendis, and seide, Lord, nyle thou 


be trauelid, for Y am not worthi, that thou 
entre vnder my roof; 7 for which thing and 


Y demede not my silf worthi, that Y come 
to thee; but seie thou bi word, and my child 
schal be helid. 8 For Y am a man ordeyned 
vndur power, and haue knyytis vndur me; 
and Y seie to this, Go, and he goith, and 


to anothir, Come, and he cometh, and 
to my seruaunt, Do this thing, and he 


doith. 9 And whanne this thing was herd, 
Jhesus wondride; and seide to the puple 
suynge hym, Treuli Y seie to you, nether 
in Israel Y foond so greet feith. 1° And 
thei that weren sent, turneden ayen home, 


and founden the seruaunt hool, which was 
sijk. 11 And it was don aftirward, Jhesus 


wente in toa citee, that is clepid Naym, and 
hise disciplis; and ful greet puple wente 
with hym. 12 And whanne he cam nyy to 
the yate of the citee, lo! the sone of a 
womman that hadde no mo children, was 
borun out deed; and this was a widowe; and 
myche puple of the citee with hir. 1° And 
whanne the Lord Jhesu hadde seyn hir, 
he hadde reuthe on hir, and seide to hir, 
Nyle thou wepe. '4 And he cam nyy, and 
touchide the beere; and thei that baren 
stoden. And he seide, Yonge man, Y seie 
to thee, rise vp. 15 And he that was deed 
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sat vp ayen, and bigan to speke; and he 
yaf hym to his modir. 16 And drede took 
alle men, and thei magnyfieden God, and 
seiden, For a grete profete is rysun among 
vs, and, For God hath visitid his puple. 
17 And this word wente out of hym in to 
al Judee, and in to al the cuntre aboute. 
18 And Joones disciplis toolden hym of alle 
these thingis. !° And Joon clepide tweyn of 
hise disciplis, and sente hem to Jhesu, and 
seide, Art thou he that is to come, or abiden 


we anothir? 2° And whanne the men cam 
to hym, thei seiden, Joon Baptist sente vs 


to thee, and seide, Art thou he that is to 
come, or we abiden anothir? 2! And in that 
our he heelide many men of her sijknessis, 


and woundis, and yuel spiritis; and he yaf 
siyt to many blynde men. 22 And Jhesus 
answerde, and seide to hem, Go ye ayen, 
and telle ye to Joon tho thingis that ye han 
herd and seyn; blynde men seyn, crokid 
men goen, mesels ben maad cleene, deef 
men heren, deed men risen ayen, pore men 
ben takun to prechyng of the gospel. 23 And 


he that schal not be sclaundrid in me, is 
blessid. 24 And whanne the messangeris of 


Joon weren go forth, he bigan to seie of 
Joon to the puple, 2° What wenten ye out 
in to desert to se? a reed waggid with the 
wynd? 26 But what wenten ye out to se? a 
man clothid with softe clothis? Lo! thei 
that ben in precious cloth and in delicis, 
ben in kyngis housis. But what wenten ye 
out to se? a profete? Yhe, Y seie to you, 
and more than a profete. 27 This is he, of 
whom it is writun, Lo! Y sende myn aungel 


bifor thi face, which schal make ‘thi weie 
redi bifor thee. 28 Certis Y seie to you, there 
is no man more prophete among children 
of wymmen, than is Joon; but he that is 
lesse in the kyngdom of heuenes, is more 
than he. 2° And al the puple herynge, and 
pupplicans, that hadden be baptisid with 
baptym of Joon, iustifieden God; 3° but the 
Farisees and the wise men of the lawe, that 
weren not baptisid of hym, dispisiden the 
counsel of God ayens hem silf. 3! And the 


Lord seide, Therfor to whom schal Y seie 
‘men of this generacioun lijk, and to whom 


ben thei lijk? 32 Thei ben lijk to children 
sittynge in chepyng, and spekynge togider, 
and seiynge, We han sungun to you with 
pipis, and ye han not daunsid; we han maad 
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mornyng, and ye han not wept. 33 For 
Joon Baptist cam, nethir etynge breed, ne 
drynkynge wyne, and ye seyen, He hath 
a feend. 34 Mannus sone cam etynge and 
drynkynge, and ye seien, Lo! a man a 
deuourer, and drynkynge wyne, a frend 
of pupplicans and of synful men. *5 And 


wisdom is iustified of her sones. 36 But 
oon of the Farisees preiede Jhesu, that he 


schulde ete with hym. And he entride in to 


the hous of the Farise, and sat at the mete. 
37 And lo! a synful womman, that was in 
the citee, as sche knewe, that Jhesu sat at 


the mete in the hous of the Farisee, sche 
brouyte an alabaustre box of oynement; 


38 and sche stood bihynde bysidis hise feet, 
and bigan to moiste hise feet with teeris, 
and wipide with the heeris of hir heed, 
and kiste hise feet, and anoyntide with 
oynement. 39 And the Farise seynge, that 
hadde clepide hym, seide within hym silf, 
seiynge, If this were a prophete, he schulde 


wite, who and what maner womman it 
were that touchith hym, for sche is a synful 


womman. 4° And Jhesus answeride, and 
seide to hym, Symount, Y haue sumthing 


to seie to thee. And he seide, Maistir, 
seie thou. 4! And he answeride, Twei 
dettouris weren to o lener; and oon auyt 


fyue hundrid pans, and ‘the other fifti; 


42 but whanne thei hadden not wherof ‘thei 
schulden yeelde, he foryaf to bothe. Who 


thanne loueth hym more? 43 Symount 
answeride, and seide, Y gesse, that he to 
whom he foryaf more. And he answeride 
to hym, Thou hast demyd riytli. 44 And 


he turnede to the womman, and seide to 
Symount, Seest thou this womman? I 


entride into thin hous, thou yaf no watir 
to my feet; but this hath moistid my feet 
with teeris, and wipide with hir heeris. 
45 Thou hast not youun to me a cosse; but 


this, sithen sche entride, ceesside not to 
kisse my feet. 4 Thou anoyntidist not myn 


heed with oile; but this anoyntide my feet 
with oynement. 47 For the which thing Y 
seie to thee, many synnes ben foryouun 
to hir, for sche hath loued myche; and to 
whom is lesse foryouun, he loueth lesse. 
48 And Jhesus seide to hir, Thi synnes ben 
foryouun to thee. 49 And thei that saten 
to gider at the mete, bigunnen to seie with 
ynne hem silf, Who is this that foryyueth 
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synnes. °° But he seide to the womman, Thi 
feith hath maad thee saaf; go thou in pees. 


8 

1 And it was don aftirward, and Jhe- 
sus made iourney bi citees and castels, 
prechynge and euangelisynge the rewme 
of God, and twelue with hym; 2 and sum 
wymmen that weren heelid of wickid spiri- 
tis and sijknessis, Marie, that is clepid 
Maudeleyn, of whom seuene deuelis wen- 
ten out, 3 and Joone, the wijf of Chuse, the 
procuratoure of Eroude, and Susanne, and 
many othir, that mynystriden to hym of 
her ritchesse. 4 And whanne myche puple 
was come togidir, and men hiyeden to hym 
fro the citees, he seide bi a symylitude, > He 
that sowith, yede out to sowe his seed. And 
while he sowith, sum fel bisidis the weie, 
and was defoulid, and briddis of the eir 
eten it. © And othir fel on a stoon, and it 
sprunge vp, and driede, for it hadde not 
moysture. 7 And othir fel among thornes, 
and the thornes sprongen vp togider, and 
strangliden it. 8 And othir fel in to good 
erthe, and it sprungun made an hundrid 
foold fruyt. He seide these thingis, and 
criede, He that hath eeris of heryng, here 
he. ° But hise disciplis axiden him, what 
this parable was. 1° And he seide to hem, 
To you it is grauntid to knowe the pryuete 
of the kyngdom of God; but to othir men in 
parablis, that thei seynge se not, and thei 
herynge vndurstonde not. 1! And this is 
the parable. 12 The seed is Goddis word; 
and thei that ben bisidis the weie, ben 
these that heren; and aftirward the feend 
cometh, and takith awei the word fro her 
herte, lest thei bileuynge be maad saaf. 


13 But thei that fel on a stoon, ben these 
that whanne thei han herd, resseyuen the 


word with ioye. And these han not rootis; 
for at a tyme thei bileuen, and in tyme of 
temptacioun thei goen awei. 14 But that 
that fel among thornes, ben these that her- 
den, and of bisynessis, and ritchessis, and 
lustis of lijf thei gon forth, and ben stran- 
glid, and bryngen forth no fruyt. 15 But 
that that fel in to good erthe, ben these 
that, in a good herte, and best heren the 
word, and holdun, and brengen forth fruyt 
in pacience. 16 No man lityneth a lanterne, 
and hilith it with a vessel, or puttith it 
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vndur a bed, but on a candilstike, that men 
that entren seen liyt. 17 For ther is no priuei 
thing, which schal not be openyd, nether 
hid thing, which schal not be knowun, and 
come in to open. 18 Therfor se ye, hou 
ye heren; for it schal be youun to hym 
that hath, and who euer hath not, also 


that that he weneth that he haue, schal be 
takun awei fro hym. !9 And his modir and 


britheren camen to hym; and thei myyten 
not come to hym for the puple. 2° And 
it was teeld to hym, Thi modir and thi 
britheren stonden with outforth, willynge 


to se thee. 2! And he answeride, and seide 
to hem, My modir and my britheren ben 


these, that heren the word of God, and 
doon it. 22 And it was don in oon of daies, 
he wente vp in to a boot, and hise disciplis. 


And he seide to hem, Passe we ouer the 
see. And thei wenten vp. 23 And while 
thei rowiden, he slepte. And a tempest 
of wynde cam doun in to the watir, and 
thei weren dryuun hidur and thidur with 
wawis, and weren in perel. 24 And thei 
camen nyy, and reisiden hym, and seiden, 
Comaundoure, we perischen. And he roos, 
and blamyde the wynde, and the tempest 
of the watir; and it ceesside, and pesibilte 


was maad. 2° And he seide to hem, Where is 
youre feith? Which dredynge wondriden, 


and seiden togidir, Who, gessist thou, is 
this? for he comaundith to wyndis and to 
the see, and thei obeien to hym. 2° And thei 


rowiden to the cuntree of Gerasenus, that 
is ayens Galilee. 27 And whanne he wente 


out to the loond, a man ran to hym, that 
hadde a deuel long tyme, and he was not 


clothid with cloth, nether dwellide in hous, 
but in sepulcris. 28 This, whanne he saiy 


Jhesu, fel doun bifor hym, and he criynge 
with a greet vois seide, What to me and 
to thee, Jhesu, the sone of the hiyest God? 


Y biseche thee, that thou turmente ‘not 
me. 29 For he comaundide the vncleene 
spirit, that he schulde go out fro the man. 
For he took hym ofte tymes, and he was 
boundun with cheynes, and kept in stockis, 
and, whanne the boondis weren brokun, 
he was lad of deuelis in to desert. 3° And 
Jhesus axide hym, and seide, What name 
is to thee? And he seide, A legioun ae 
for many deuelis weren entrid in to hym. 
31 And thei preyden hym, that he schulde 
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not comaunde hem, that thei schulden go 


in to helle. 32 And there was a flok of 
many swyne lesewynge in an hil, and thei 


preieden hym, that he schulde suffre hem 


to entre in to hem. And he suffride hem. 
33 And so the deuelis wenten out fro the 
man, and entriden in to the swyne; and 


with a birre the flok wente heedlyng in to 
the pool, and was drenchid. 34 And whanne 
the hirdis sayn this thing don, thei flowen, 


and tolden in to the cite, and in to the 
townes. 35 And thei yeden out to se that 


thing that was don. And thei camen to 
Jhesu, and thei founden the man sittynge 
clothid, fro whom the deuelis wenten out, 
and in hool mynde at hise feet; and thei 
dredden. 3° And thei that sayn tolden to 
hem, hou he was maad hool of the legioun. 


37 And al the multitude of the cuntre of 
Gerasenus preiede hym, that he schulde 


go fro hem, for thei werun holdun with 
greet drede. He wente vp in to a boot, and 
turnede ayen. 38 And the man of whom the 
deuelis weren gon out, preide hym, that 
he schulde be with hym. Jhesus lefte hym, 
39 and seide, Go ayen in to thin hous, and 
telle hou grete thingis God hath don to 


thee. And he wente thorow al the cite, and 
prechide, hou grete thingis Jnesus hadde 


don to hym. 4° And it was don, whanne 
Jhesus was gon ayen, the puple resseyuede 
hym; for alle weren abidynge hym. 41 And 
lo! a man, to whom the name was Jayrus, 
and he was prynce of a synagoge; and he 
fel doun at the feet of Jhesu, and preiede 
hym, that he schulde entre in to his hous, 
42 for he hadde but o douyter ‘almost of 
twelue yeer eelde, and sche was deed. 


And it bifel, the while he wente, he was 
thrungun of the puple. 42 And a womman 


that hadde a flux of blood twelue yeer, 
and hadde spendid al hir catel in leechis, 
and sche miyte not be curid of ony, 44 and 
sche cam nyy bihynde, and touchide the 
hem of his cloth, and anoon the fluxe of 
hir blood ceesside. 4 And Jhesus seide, 
Who is that touchide me? And whanne 
alle men denyeden, Petre seide, and thei 
that weren with hym, Comaundour, the 
puple thristen, and disesen thee, and thou 
seist, Who touchide me? 46 And Jhesus 
seide, Summan hath touchid me, for that 


* 
8:30 A legioun is a thousand, sixte hundrid, sixti and sixe. 
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vertu yede out of me. 47 And the womman 
seynge, that it was not hid fro hym, cam 
tremblynge, and fel doun at hise feet, and 
for what cause sche hadde touchid hym 
sche schewide bifor al the puple, and hou 


anoon sche was helid. 48 And he seide to 
hir, Douytir, thi feith hath maad thee saaf; 


go thou in pees. 4? And yit while he spak, 
a man cam fro the prince of the synagoge, 
and seide to hym, Thi douytir is deed, nyle 
thou trauel the maister. 5° And whanne 
this word was herd, Jhesus answeride to 
the fadir of the damysel, Nyle thou drede, 


but bileue thou oonli, and sche schal be 
saaf. 51 And whanne he cam to the hous, 
he suffride no man to entre with hym, but 
Petir and Joon and James, and the fadir 
and the modir of the damysel. 52 And alle 
wepten, and biweileden hir. And he seide, 
Nyle ye wepe, for the damysel is not deed, 
but slepith. 53 And thei scorneden hym, 


and wisten that sche was deed. 54 But he 
helde hir hoond, and criede, and seide, 
Damysel, rise vp. °° And hir spirit turnede 


ayen, and sche roos anoon. And he co- 
maundide to yyue to hir to ete. °° And hir 
fadir and modir wondriden greetli; and he 


comaundide hem, that thei schulden not 
seie to ony that thing that was don. 


1 And whanne the twelue apostlis weren 
clepid togidir, Jhesus yaf to hem vertu 
and power on alle deuelis, and that thei 
schulden heele sijknessis. ? And he sente 
hem for to preche the kyngdom of God, 
and to heele sijk men. 3 And he seide to 
hem, No thing take ye in the weie, nether 
yerde, ne scrippe, nether breed, ne money, 
and nether haue ye two cootis. 4 And 
in to what hous that ye entren, dwelle 
ye there, and go ye not out fro thennus. 
5 And who euer resseyuen not you, go ye 
out of that citee, and schake ye of the 
poudir of youre feet in to witnessyng on 
hem. © And thei yeden forth, and wenten 
aboute bi castels, prechynge and helynge 
euery where. 7 And Eroude tetrak herde 
alle thingis that weren don of hym, and 
he doutide, ® for that it was seide of sum 
men, that Joon was risen fro deth; and 
of summen, that Elie hadde apperid; but 
of othere, that oon of the elde prophetis 
was risun. 2° And Eroude seide, Y haue 
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biheedid Joon; and who is this, of whom 
Y here siche thingis? And he souyte to se 
hym. 1° And the apostlis turneden ayen, 
and tolden to hym alle thingis that thei 
hadden don. And he took hem, and wente 
bisidis in to a desert place, that is Bethsada. 
11 And whanne the puple knewen this, thei 
folewiden hym. And he resseyuede hem, 
and spak to hem of the kyngdom of God; 
and he heelide hem that hadden neede of 


cure. !2 And the dai bigan to bowe doun, 
and the twelue camen, and seiden to hym, 
Leeue the puple, that thei go, and turne in 


to castels and townes, that ben aboute, that 
thei fynde mete, for we ben here ina desert 


place. 13 And he seide to hem, Yue ye to 


hem to ete. And thei seiden, Ther ben not 
to vs mo than fyue looues and twei fischis, 
but perauenture that we go, and bie meetis 
to al this puple. 14 And the men weren 
almost fyue thousynde. And he seide to 
hise disciplis, Make ye hem sitte to mete 
bi cumpanyes, a fifti to gidir. 5 And thei 
diden so, and thei maden alle men sitte to 
mete. !¢ And whanne he hadde take the 
fyue looues and twei fischis, he biheeld in 


to heuene, and blesside hem, and brak, and 
delide to hise disciplis, that thei schulden 


sette forth bifor the cumpanyes. 17 And 


alle men eeten, and weren fulfillid; and 
that that lefte to hem of brokun metis was 
takun vp, twelue cofyns. 18 And it was 
don, whanne he was aloone preiynge, hise 
disciplis weren with hym, and he axide 
hem, and seide, Whom seien the puple that 
Y am? 19 And thei answeriden, and seiden, 
Joon Baptist, othir seien Elie, and othir 
seien, o profete of the formere is risun. 
20 And he seide to hem, But who seien ye 
that Y am? Symount Petir answeride, and 
seide, The Crist of God. 21 And he blamynge 
hem comaundide that thei schulden seie 
to no man, 22 and seide these thingis, For 
it bihoueth mannus sone to suffre many 
thingis, and to be repreued of the elder 
men, and of the princis of prestis, and of 
scribis, and to be slayn, and the thridde dai 
to rise ayen. 23 And he seide to alle, If ony 
wole come aftir me, denye he hym silf, and 
take he his cross euery dai, and sue he me. 
24 For he that wole make his lijf saaf schal 
leese it; and he that leesith his lijf for me, 
schal make it saaf. 25 And what profitith 
it to a man, if he wynne al the world, and 
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leese hymsilf, and do peiryng of him silf. 
26 For who so schameth me and my wordis, 
mannus sone schal schame hym, whanne 


he cometh in his maieste, and of the fadris, 
and of the hooli aungels. 27 And Y seie 


to you, verily ther ben summe stondynge 


here, whiche schulen not taste deeth, til 
thei seen the rewme of God. 28 And it 
was don aftir these wordis almest eiyte 


daies, and he took Petre and James and 
Joon, and he stiede in to an hil, to preye. 
29 And while he preiede, the licnesse of 
his cheer was chaungid, and his clothing 
was whit schynynge. 3° And lo! two men 
spaken with hym, 31 and Moises and Helie 
weren seen in maieste; and thei sayn his 
goyng out, which he schulde fulfille in 
Jerusalem. 32 And Petre, and thei that 
weren with hym, weren heuy of sleep, and 
thei wakynge saien his majeste, and the 
twey men that stoden with hym. 33 And 
it was don, whanne thei departiden fro 
hym, Petir seide to Jhesu, Comaundour, 
it is good that we be here, and make we 


here thre tabernaclis, oon to thee, and 
oon to Moises, and oon to Elie. And he 
wiste not what he schulde seie. 34 But 
while he spak these thingis, a cloude was 


maad, and ouerschadewide hem; and thei 
dredden, whanne thei entriden in to the 
cloude. 35 And a vois was maad out of 
the cloude, and seide, This is my derworth 
sone, here ye hym. 3° And while the vois 
was maad, Jhesu was foundun aloone. And 


thei weren stille, and to no man seiden 
in tho daies ouyt of tho thingis, that thei 


hadden seyn. 37 But it was doon in the dai 
suynge, whanne thei camen doun of the 
hil, myche puple mette hem. 38 And lo! 
a man of the cumpany criede, and seide, 
Maister, Y biseche thee, biholde my sone, 
for Y haue no mo; and lo! 39a spirit takith 
hym, and sudenli he crieth, and hurtlith 
doun, and to-drawith hym with fome, and 
vnneth he goith awei al to-drawynge hym. 
40 And Y preiede thi disciplis, that thei 
schulden caste hym out, and thei myyten 
not. 41 And Jhesus answerde and seide to 
hem, A! vnfeithful generacioun and wei- 
ward, hou long schal Y be at you, and suffre 
you? brynge hidur thi sone. 42 And whanne 
he cam nyy, the deuel hurtlide hym doun, 
and to-braidide hym. And Jhesus blamyde 
‘the vnclene spirit, and heelide the child, 
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and yeldide him to his fadir. 43 And alle 
men wondriden greetli in the gretnesse of 


God. And whanne alle men wondriden in 
alle thingis that he dide, he seide to hise 
disciplis, 44 Putte ye these wordis in youre 
hertis, for it is to come, that mannus sone 
be bitrayed in to the hondis of men. # And 


thei knewen not this word, and it was hid 
bifor hem, that thei feeliden it not; and thei 
dredden to axe hym of this word. 4° But 


a thouyt entride in to hem, who of hem 
schulde be grettest. 47 And Jhesu, seynge 
the thouytis of the herte of hem, took a 
child, and settide hym bisidis hym; 48 and 
seide to hem, Who euer resseyueth this 
child in my name, resseyueth me; and who 
euer resseyueth me, resseiueth him that 
sente me; for he that is leest among you 
alle, is the grettest. 49 And Joon answeride 
and seide, Comaundoure, we sayn a man 
castynge out feendis in thi name, and we 
han forbedun hym, for he sueth not thee 
with vs. 5° AndJhesus seide to hym, Nyle ye 
forbede, for he that is not ayens vs, is for vs. 


51 And it was don, whanne the daies of his 
takyng vp weren fulfillid, he settide faste 


his face, to go to Jerusalem, 2 and sente 
messangeris bifor his siyt. And thei yeden, 


and entriden in to a citee of Samaritans, to 
make redi to hym. °? And thei resseyueden 
not hym, for the face ‘was of hym goynge 
in to Jerusalem. 54 And whanne James and 
Joon, hise disciplis, seyn, thei seiden, Lord, 
wolt thou that we seien, that fier come 
doun fro heuene, and waste hem? 55 And 
he turnede, and blamyde hem, and seide, 


Ye witen not, whos spiritis ye ben; °° for 
mannus sone cam not to leese mennus 
soulis, but to saue. And thei wenten in to 
another castel. 57 And it was don, whanne 
thei walkeden in the weie, a man seide to 
hym, Y schal sue thee, whidur euer thou 
go. 58 And Jhesus seide to hym, Foxis han 
dennes, and briddis of the eir han nestis, 
but mannus sone hath not where he reste 
his heed. 5° And he seide to another, Sue 
thou me. And he seide, Lord, suffre me first 
to go, and birie my fadir. © And Jhesus 
seide to hym, Suffre that deede men birie 
hir deede men; but go thou, and telle the 
kyngdom of God. §! And another seide, 
Lord, Y schal sue thee, but first suffre me to 
leeue ‘alle thingis that ben at hoom. © And 
Jhesus seide to hym, No man that puttith 
his hoond to the plouy, and biholdynge 
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bacward, is able to the rewme of God. 


10 
1 And aftir these thingis the Lord Jhesu 
ordeynede also othir seuenti and tweyn, 
and sente hem bi tweyn and tweyn bifor his 
face in to euery citee and place, whidir he 


was to come. 2 And he seide to hem, There 
is myche ripe corn, and fewe werke men; 


therfor preie ye the lord of the ripe corn, 
that he sende werke men in to his ripe 
corn. 3Go ye, lo! Y sende you as lambren 
among wolues. 4 Therfor nyle ye bere a 
sachel, nethir scrippe, nethir schoon, and 
greete ye no man bi the weie. >In to what 
hous that ye entren, first seie ye, Pees to 
this hous. © And if a sone of pees be there, 
youre pees schal reste on hym; but if noon, 
it schal turne ayen to you. 7 And dwelle ye 
in the same hous, etynge and drynkynge 
tho thingis that ben at hem; for a werk 
man is worthi his hire. Nyle ye passe from 


hous in to hous. 8 And in to what euer 
citee ye entren, and thei resseyuen you, ete 


ye tho thingis that ben set to you; 9 and 
heele ye the sijke men that ben in that 
citee. And seie ye to hem, The kyngdom 
of God schal neiye in to you. 1° In to what 
citee ye entren, and thei resseyuen you 
not, go ye out in to the streetis of it, 11 and 
seie ye, We wipen of ayens you the poudir 
that cleued to vs of youre citee; netheles 
wite ye this thing, that the rewme of God 
schal come nyy. 12 Y seie to you, that to 


Sodom it schal be esiere than to that citee 
in that dai. 13 Wo to thee, Corosayn; wo 
to thee, Bethsaida; for if in Tyre and Sidon 
the vertues hadden be don, whiche han be 
don in you, sum tyme thei wolden haue 
sete in heyre and asches, and haue don 
penaunce. !Netheles to Tire and Sidon 
it schal be esiere in the doom than to you. 


15 And thou, Cafarnaum, art enhaunsid ‘til 
to heuene; thou schalt be drenchid ‘til in to 
helle. 16 He that herith you, herith me; and 


he that dispisith you, dispisith me; and he 
that dispisith me, dispisith hym that sente 
me. !7 And the two and seuenti disciplis 
turneden ayen with ioye, and seiden, Lord, 
also deuelis ben suget to vs in thi name. 
18 And he seide to hem, Y saiy Sathnas 
fallynge doun fro heuene, as leit. 19 And 
lo! Y haue youun to you power to trede 
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on serpentis, and on scorpyouns, and on al 
the vertu of the enemy, and nothing schal 
anoye you. 2° Netheles nyle ye ioye on 
this thing, that spiritis ben suget to you; 
but ioye ye, that youre names ben writun 
in heuenes. 2! In thilk our he gladide in 


the Hooli Goost, and seide, Y knouleche to 
thee, fadir, Lord of heuene and of erthe, 
for thou hast hid these thingis fro wise 


men and prudent, and hast schewid hem to 
smale children. Yhe, fadir, for so it pleside 
bifor thee. 22 Alle thingis ben youun to 
me of my fadir, and no man woot, who 


is the sone, but the fadir; and who is the 
fadir, but the sone, and to whom the sone 
wole schewe. 23 And he turnede to hise 
disciplis, and seide, Blessid ben the iyen, 
that seen tho thingis that ye seen. 24 For 
Y seie to you, that many prophetis and 
kyngis wolden haue seie tho thingis, that 
ye seen, and thei sayn not; and here tho 
thingis, that ye heren, and thei herden not. 
25 And lo! a wise man of the lawe ros 
vp, temptynge hym, and seiynge, Maister, 
what thing schal Y do to haue euerlastynge 
lijf? 2° And he seide to hym, What is 
writun in the lawe? hou redist thou? 27 He 
answeride, and seide, Thou schalt loue thi 
Lord God of al thin herte, and of al thi 
soule, and of alle thi strengthis, and of 


al thi mynde; and thi neiybore as thi silf. 
28 And Jhesus seide to hym, Thou hast 
answerid riytli; do this thing, and thou 
schalt lyue. 2? But he willynge to iustifie 
hym silf, seide to Jnesu, And who is my 
neiybore? 3° And Jhesu biheld, and seide, 
A man cam doun fro Jerusalem in to Jerico, 
and fel among theues, and thei robbiden 
hym, and woundiden hym, and wente awei, 
and leften the man half alyue. 31 And it 
bifel, that a prest cam doun the same weie, 
and passide forth, whanne he hadde seyn 
hym. 32 Also a dekene, whanne he was 
bisidis the place, and saiy him, passide 
forth. 33 But a Samaritan, goynge the weie, 
cam bisidis hym; and he siy hym, and 
hadde reuthe on hym; *4 and cam to hym, 
and boond togidir hise woundis, and helde 
in oyle and wynne; and leide hym on his 


beest, and ledde in to an ostrie, and dide 
the cure of hym. °5 And another dai he 


brouyte forth twey pans, and yaf to the 
ostiler, and seide, Haue the cure of hym; 
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and what euer thou schalt yyue ouer, Y 
schal yelde to thee, whanne Y come ayen. 


36 Who of these thre, semeth to thee, was 
neiybore to hym, that fel among theues? 
37 And he seide, He that dide merci in to 
hym. And Jhesus seide to hym, Go thou, 
and do thou on lijk maner. °° And it was 


don, while thei wenten, he entride in to 
a castel; and a womman, Martha bi name, 
resseyuede hym in to hir hous. 3? And to 


this was a sistir, Marie bi name, which also 
sat bisidis the feet of the Lord, and herde 
his word. 4° But Martha bisiede aboute the 
ofte seruyce. And sche stood, and seide, 


Lord, takist thou no kepe, that my sistir 


hath left me aloone to serue? therfor seie 
thou to hir, that sche helpe me. 41 And the 


Lord answerde, and seide to hir, Martha, 
Martha, thou art bysi, and art troublid 


aboute ful many thingis; 42 but o thing is 


necessarie. Marie hath chosun the best 
part, which schal not be takun awei fro hir. 


11 


1 And it was don, whanne he was 


preiynge in a place, as he ceesside, oon of 


hise disciplis seide to hym, Lord, teche vs 
to preye, as Joon tauyte hise disciplis. 2 And 
he seide to hem, Whanne ye preien, seie ye, 
Fadir, halewid be thi name. Thi kyngdom 
come to. 3 Yyue ‘to vs to dai oure ech daies 
breed. 4 And foryyue to vs oure synnes, as 
we foryyuen to ech man that owith to vs. 
And lede vs not in to temptacioun. 5 And 
he seide to hem, Who of you schal haue a 
freend, and schal go to hym at mydnyyt, 
and schal seie to hym, Freend, leene to me 
thre looues; ® for my freend cometh to me 


fro the weie, and Y haue not what Y schal 
sette bifor hym. 7 And he with ynforth 


answere and seie, Nyle thou be heuy to 
me; the dore is now schit, and my children 
ben with me in bed; Y may not rise, and 
yyue to thee. 8 And if he schal dwelle stil 
knockynge, Y seie to you, thouy he schal 
not rise, and yyue to him, for that that he 
is his freend, netheles for his contynuel 
axyng he schal ryse, and yyue to hym, as 
many as he hath nede to. 9 And Y seie to 
you, axe ye, and it schal be youun to you; 
seke ye, and ye schulen fynde; knocke ye, 
and it schal be openyd to you. 1°For ech 
that axith, takith, and he that sekith, fyn- 
dith; and to a man that knockith, it schal 
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be openyd. 11 Therfor who of you axith 
his fadir breed, whether he schal yyue hym 


a stoon? or if he axith fisch, whether he 
schal yyue hym a serpent for the fisch? 


12 or if he axe an eye, whether he schal a 
reche hym a scorpioun? 13 Therfor if ye, 
whanne ye ben yuel, kunnen yyue good 
yiftis to youre children, hou myche more 
youre fadir of heuene schal yyue a good 
spirit to men that axith him. 14 And Jhe- 
sus was castynge out a feend, and he was 


doumbe. And whanne he hadde cast out 
the feend, the doumbe man spak; and the 


puple wondride. 15 And sum of hem seiden, 
In Belsabub, prince of deuelis, he castith 
out deuelis. !° And othir temptinge axiden 
of hym a tokene fro heuene. 1” And as he 
saiy the thouytis of hem, he seide to hem, 
Euery rewme departid ayens it silf, schal 


be desolat, and an hous schal falle on an 
hous. !8 And if Sathanas be departid ayens 


hym silf, hou schal his rewme stonde? 
For ye seien, that Y caste out feendis in 


Belsabub. 19 And if Y in Belsabub caste out 
fendis, in whom casten out youre sones? 


Therfor thei schulen be youre domesmen. 
20 But if Y caste out fendis in the fyngir of 


God, thanne the rewme of God is comun 
among you. 2! Whanne a strong armed 


man kepith his hous, alle thingis that he 
weldith ben in pees. 22 But if a stronger 
than he come vpon hym, and ouercome 
hym, he schal take awei al his armere, in 
which he tristide, and schal dele abrood 
his robries. 23 He that is not with me, is 
ayens me; and he that gederith not togidir 


with me, scaterith abrood. 24 Whanne 
an vnclene spirit goith out of a man, he 


wandrith bi drie placis, and sekith reste; 
and he fyndynge not, seith, Y schal turne 
ayen in to myn hous, fro whannes Y cam 
out. 25 And whanne he cometh, he fyndith 
it clansid with besyms, and fayre arayed. 
26 Thanne he goith, and takith with hym 
seuene othere spirits worse than hym silf, 


and thei entren, and dwellen there. And 
the laste thingis of that man ben maad 


worse than the formere. 27 And it was 
don, whanne he hadde seid these thingis, a 


womman of the cumpanye reride hir vois, 
and seide to hym, Blessid be the wombe 


that bare thee, and blessid be the tetis that 
thou hast soken. 28 And he seide, But yhe 


blessid be thei, that heren the word of God, 
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and kepen it. 29 And whanne the puple 
runnen togidere, he bigan to seie, This 
generacioun is a weiward generacioun; it 


sekith a token, and a tokene schal not be 
youun to it, but the tokene of Jonas, the 
profete. 3° For as Jonas was a tokene to 
men of Nynyue, so mannus sone schal be 
to this generacioun. 3! The queen of the 
south schal rise in doom with men of this 
generacioun, and schal condempne hem; 


for sche cam fro the endis of the erthe, 
for to here the wisdom of Salomon, and 
lo! here is a gretter than Salomon. 32 Men 


of Nynyue schulen rise in doom with this 
generacioun, and schulen condempne it; 
for thei diden penaunce in the prechyng 
of Jonas, and lo! here is a gretter than 
Jonas. 33 No man tendith a lanterne, and 
puttith in hidils, nether vndur a buyschel, 
but on a candilstike, that thei that goen 
in, se liyt. 34 The lanterne of thi bodi is 
thin iye; if thin iye be symple, al thi bodi 
schal be liyti; but if it be weyward, al thi 


bodi schal be derkful. 35 Therfor se thou, 
lest the liyt that is in thee, be derknessis. 


36 Therfor if al thi bodi be briyt, and haue 
no part of derknessis, it schal be al briyt, 
and as a lanterne of briytnesse it schal yyue 
liyt to thee. 37 And whanne he spak, a 
Farisee preiede him, that he schulde ete 
with hym. And he entride, and sat to the 
meete. 38 And the Farisee bigan to seie, 
gessynge with ynne hym silf, whi he was 
not waschen bifor mete. 3? And the Lord 
seide to hym, Now ye Farisees clensen that 
that is with outenforth of the cuppe and 
the plater; but that thing that is with ynne 
of you, is ful of raueyn and wickidnesse. 


40 Foolis, whether he that made that that 
is withoutenforth, made not also that that 
is with ynne? 41 Netheles that that is ouer 


plus, yyue ye almes, and lo! alle thingis ben 
cleene to you. 42 But wo to you, Farisees, 
that tithen mynte, and rue, and ech eerbe, 


and leeuen doom and the charite of God. 
For it bihofte to do these thingis, and not 


leeue tho. 43 Wo to you, Farisees, that 
louen the firste chaieris in synagogis, and 
salutaciouns in chepyng. 44 Wo to you, that 
ben as sepulcris, that ben not seyn, and 
men walkynge aboue witen not. 4° But oon 


of the wise men of the lawe answeride, and 
seide to hym, Maystir, thou seiynge these 
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thingis, also to vs doist dispit. 4° And he 
seide, Also wo to you, wise men of lawe, for 
ye chargen men with birthuns which thei 
moun not bere, and ye you silf with youre 
o fyngur touchen not the heuynessis. 47 Wo 
to you, that bilden toumbis of profetis; 
and youre fadris slowen hem. 48 Treuli ye 
witnessen, that ye consenten to the werkis 
of youre fadris; for thei slowen hem, but ye 
bilden her sepulcris. 4? Therfor the wisdom 
of God seide, Y schal sende to hem pro- 
fetis and apostlis, and of hem thei schulen 
sle and pursue, °° that the blood of alle 
prophetis, that was sched fro the making 
of the world, be souyt of this generacioun; 
51 fro the blood of the iust Abel to the 
blood of Zacharie, that was slayn bitwixe 
the auter and the hous. So Y seie to you, it 
schal be souyt of this generacioun. 52 Wo 
to you, wise men of the lawe, for ye han 
takun awei the keye of kunnyng; and ye 
yow silf entriden not, and ye han forbeden 


hem that entriden. 53 And whanne he 
seide these thingis to hem, the Farisees and 


wise men of lawe bigunnen greuousli to 
ayenstonde, and stoppe his mouth of many 
thingis, °4 aspiynge hym, and sekynge to 
take sum thing of his mouth, to accuse 
hym. 


12 
1 And whanne myche puple stood 
aboute, so that thei treden ech on othir, 
he bigan to seie to hise disciplis, Be ye 
war of the sourdouy of the Farisees, that is 
ypocrisie. 2 For no thing is hilid, that schal 


not be schewid; nether hid, that schal not 
be wist. 3 For whi tho thingis that ye han 


seid in derknessis, schulen be seid in liyt; 
and that that ye han spokun in eere in the 
couchis, schal be prechid in roofes. 4 And Y 
seie to you, my freendis, be ye not a ferd of 


hem that sleen the bodie, and aftir these 
thingis han no more what thei schulen 


do. 5 But Y schal schewe to you, whom 
ye schulen drede; drede ye hym, that aftir 
he hath slayn, he hath power to sende in 
to helle. And so Y seie to you, drede ye 
hym. © Whether fyue sparowis ben not 
seld for twei halpens; and oon of hem is 
not in foryetyng bifor God? 7 But also alle 
the heeris of youre heed ben noumbrid. 
Therfor nyle ye drede; ye ben of more prijs 
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than many sparowis. 8 Treuli Y seie to 
you, ech man that knoulechith me bifor 
men, mannus sone schal knouleche hym 
bifor the aungels of God. 9° But he that 
denyeth me bifor men, schal be denyed 
bifor the aungels of God. 1° And ech that 
seith a word ayens mannus sone, it schal 
be foryouun to hym; but it schal not be 
foryouun to hym, that blasfemeth ayens 
the Hooli Goost. 11 And whanne thei leden 
you in to synagogis, and to magistratis, and 
potestatis, nyle ye ‘be bisie, hou or what 
ye schulen answere, or what ye schulen 


seie. 12 For the Hooli Goost schal teche 
you in that our, what it bihoueth you to 


seie. 13 And oon of the puple seide to 
hym, Maystir, seie to my brothir, that 
he departe with me the eritage. 14 And 
he seyde to hym, Man, who ordeynede 
me a domesman, or a departere, on you? 
15 And he seide to hem, Se ye, and be ye 
war of al coueytice; for the lijf of a man 
is not in the abundaunce of tho thingis, 


whiche he weldith. 16 And he tolde to hem 
a liknesse, and seide, The feeld of a riche 
man brouyte forth plenteuouse fruytis. 


17 And he thouyte with ynne hym silf, and 


seide, What schal Y do, for Y haue not 
whidur Y schal gadere my fruytis? 18 And 


he seith, This thing Y schal do; Y schal 
throwe doun my bernes, and Y schal make 
gretter, and thidir Y schal gadir alle thingis 
that growen to me, and my goodis. !9 And 
Y schal seie to my soule, Soule, thou hast 
many goodis kept in to ful many yeeris; 
rest thou, ete, drynke, and make feeste. 
20 And God seide to hym, Fool, in this nyyt 
thei schulen take thi lijf fro thee. And 
whos schulen tho thingis be, that thou 
hast arayed? 21 So is he that tresourith 
to hym silf, and is not riche in God. 2? And 
he seide to hise disciplis, Therfor Y seie 
to you, nyle ye be bisy to youre lijf, what 
ye schulen ete, nether to youre bodi, with 
what ye schulen be clothid. 23 The lijf is 
more than mete, and the body more than 
clothing. 24 Biholde ye crowis, for thei 
sowen not, nethir repen, to whiche is no 


celer, ne berne, and God fedith hem. Hou 
myche more ye ben of more prijs than thei. 


25 And who of you bithenkynge may put 
to o cubit to his stature? 2° Therfor if ye 
moun not that that is leest, what ben ye 
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bisie of othere thingis? 27 Biholde ye the 


lilies of the feeld, hou thei wexen; thei 
trauelen not, nethir spynnen. And Y seie 
to you, that nethir Salomon in al his glorie 
was clothid as oon of these. 28 And if God 
clothith thus the hey, that to dai is in the 


feeld, and to morewe is cast in to an ouen; 
hou myche more you of litil feith. 29 And 


nyle ye seke, what ye schulen ete, or what 
ye schulen drynke; and nyle ye be reisid 
an hiy. 3° For folkis of the world seken alle 
these thingis; ‘and your fadir woot, that ye 
neden alle these thingis. 3! Netheles seke 
ye first the kyngdom of God, and alle these 
thingis schulen be caste to you. 3? Nile ye, 
litil flok, drede, for it pleside to youre fadir 
to yyue you a kyngdom. 33 Selle ye tho 
thingis that ye han in possessioun, and 
yyue ye almes. And make to you sachels 


that wexen not oolde, tresoure that failith 
not in heuenes, whidir a theef neiyith not, 


nether mouyt destruyeth. 34 For where is 


thitresoure, there thin herte schal be. 35Be 
youre leendis gird aboue, and lanternes 


brennynge in youre hoondis; 3° and be ye 
lijk to men that abiden her lord, whanne 
he schal turne ayen fro the weddyngis, 


that whanne he schal come, and knocke, 
anoon thei openen to hym. 37 Blessid be 
tho seruauntis, that whanne the lord schal 
come, he schal fynde wakynge. Treuli Y 
seie to you, that he schal girde hym silf, 


and make hem sitte to mete, and he schal 
go, and serue hem. 38 And if he come in 


the secounde wakynge, and if he come in 
the thridde wakynge, and fynde so, tho 
seruauntis ben blessid. 39 And wite ye this 
thing, for if an hosebonde man wiste, in 


what our the theef wolde come, sotheli he 
schulde wake, and not suffre his hous to be 
myned. 4° And be ye redi, for in what our 


ye gessen not, mannus sone schal come. 
41 And Petre seide to hym, Lord, seist thou 
this parable to vs, or to alle? 42 And the 
Lord seide, Who, gessist thou, is a trewe 
dispendere, and a prudent, whom the lord 
hath ordeyned on his meyne, to yyue hem 
in tyme mesure of whete? “3 Blessid is that 


seruaunt, that the lord whanne he cometh, 
schal fynde so doynge. 44 Verili Y seie to 


you, that on alle thingis that he weldith, 
he schal ordeyne hym. 4° That if that 
seruaunt seie in his herte, My lord tarieth 
to come; and bigynne to smyte children, 
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and handmaydenes, and ete, and drynke, 
and be fulfillid ouer mesure, 4° the lord of 
that seruaunt schal come, in the dai that he 
hopith not, and the our that he woot not; 
and schal departe hym, and putte his part 


with vnfeithful men. 47 But thilke seruaunt 
that knew the wille of his lord, and made 
not hym redi, and dide not aftir his wille, 
schal be betun with many betyngis. 48 But 
he that knew not, and dide worthi thingis 
of strokis, schal be betun with fewe. For to 
eche man to whom myche is youun, myche 
schal be axid of hym; and thei schulen 
axe more of hym, to whom thei bitoken 
myche. 4? Y cam to sende fier ‘in to the 


erthe, and what wole Y, but that it be 
kyndlid? °° And Y haue to be baptisid with 


a baptysm, and hou am Y constreyned, til 
that it be perfitli don? 5! Wene ye, that 
Y cam to yyue pees in to erthe? Nay, 
Y say to you, but departyng. % For fro 
this tyme ther schulen be fyue departid in 
oon hous; thre schulen be departid ayens 
tweyne, and tweyne schulen be departid 
ayens thre; °° the fadir ayens the sone, 
and the sone ayens the fadir; the modir 
ayens the douytir, and the douytir ayens 
the modir; the hosebondis modir ayens the 
sones wijf, and and the sones wijf ayens hir 


hosebondis modir. 4 And he seide also 
to the puple, Whanne ye seen a cloude 


risynge fro the sunne goynge doun, anoon 
ye seien, Reyn cometh; and so it is don. 
55 And whanne ye seen the south blowynge, 
ye seien, That heete schal be; and it is don. 
56 Ypocritis, ye kunnen preue the face of 
heuene and of erthe, but hou preuen ye 
not this tyme. 57 But what and of you 
silf ye demen not that that is iust? 58 But 
whanne thou goist with thin aduersarie 
in the weie to the prince, do bisynesse 
to be delyuerid fro hym; lest perauenture 
he take thee to the domesman, and the 
domesman bitake thee to the maistirful 
axer, and the maistirful axer sende thee in 
to prisoun. °° Y seie to thee, thou schalt 
not go fro thennus, til thou yelde the laste 
ferthing. 


13 
1 And sum men weren present in that 
tyme, that telden to hym of the Galileis, 
whos blood Pilat myngide with the sacri- 
ficis of hem. 2 And he answeride, and seide 
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to hem, Wenen ye, that these men of Galile 
weren synneris more than alle Galilees, for 
thei suffriden siche thingis? 3Y seie to 
you, nay; alle ye schulen perische in lijk 
manere, but ye han penaunce. 4 And as 
tho eiytetene, on which the toure in Siloa 
fel doun, and slowe hem, gessen ye, for 


thei weren dettouris more than alle men 
that dwellen in Jerusalem? 5 Y seie to you, 
nai; but also ‘ye alle schulen perische, if 
ye doon not penaunce. © And he seide this 
liknesse, A man hadde a fige tre plauntid 
in his vynyerd, and he cam sekynge fruyt 
in it, and foond noon. ’ And he seide to 
the tilier of the vynyerd, Lo! thre yeeris 
ben, sithen Y come sekynge fruyt in this 
fige tre, and Y fynde noon; therfor kitte 
it doun, whereto ocupieth it the erthe? 
8 And he answerynge seide to hym, Lord, 
suffre it also this yeer, the while Y delue 
aboute it, and Y schal donge it; ° if it 
schal make fruyt, if nay, in tyme comynge 


thou schalt kitte it doun. 1° And he was 
techinge in her synagoge in the sabatis. 


11 And lo! a womman, that hadde a spirit 
of sijknesse eiytene yeeris, and was crokid, 
and ‘nethir ony maner myyte loke vpward. 
12 Whom whanne Jhesus hadde seyn, he 
clepide to hym, and seide to hir, Wom- 
man, thou art delyuerid of thi sijknesse. 


13 And he settide on hir his hoondis, and 
anoon sche stood upriyt, and glorifiede 


God. 14 And the prince of the synagoge an- 
swerde, hauynge dedeyn for Jhesus hadde 


heelid in the sabat; and he seide to the 
puple, Ther ben sixe dayes, in whiche it 
bihoueth to worche; therfor come ye in 
these, and ‘be ye heelid, and not in the 
daie of sabat. 15 But the Lord answeride 
to hym, and seide, Ypocrite, whether ech 
of you vntieth not in the sabat his oxe, or 


asse, fro the cratche, and ledith to watir? 
16 Bihofte it not this douytir of Abraham, 


whom Satanas hath boundun, lo! eiytetene 
yeeris, to be vnboundun of this boond in 


the dai of the sabat? 17 And whanne he 
seide these thingis, alle hise aduersaries 


weren aschamed, and al the puple ioiede 
in alle thingis, that weren gloriousli don of 
hym. 18 Therfor he seide, To what thing 
is the kyngdom of God lijk? and to what 
thing schal Y gesse it to be lijk? 19 It is lijk 
to a corn of seneuey, which a man took, 
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and cast in to his yerd; and it wax, and 
was maad in to a greet tree, and foulis of 


the eire restiden in the braunchis therof. 
20 And eft soone he seide, To what thing 
schal Y gesse the kyngdom of God lijk? 
21 It is lijk to sourdouy, that a womman 
took, and hidde it ‘in to thre mesuris of 
mele, til al were sourid. 22 And he wente bi 
citees and castels, techynge and makynge 


a iourney in to Jerusalem. 23 And a man 
seide to hym, Lord, if there ben fewe, that 
ben saued? And he seide to hem, #4 Stryue 
ye to entre bi the streite yate; for Y seie to 
you, many seken to entre, and thei schulen 


not mowe. 2° For whanne the hosebonde 
man is entrid, and the dore is closid, ye 


schulen bigynne to stonde with out forth, 


and knocke at the dore, and seie, Lord, 
opyn to vs. And he schal answere, and seie 


to you, Y knowe you not, of whennus ye 
ben. 26 Thanne ye schulen bigynne to seye, 


We han etun bifor thee and drunkun, and 
in oure streetis thou hast tauyt. 27 And 


he schal seie to you, Y know you not, of 
whennus ye ben; go awei fro me, alle ye 


worcheris of wickidnesse. 28 There schal be 
wepyng and gruntyng of teeth, whanne ye 
schulen se Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, 
and alle the prophetis in the kyngdom 
of God; and you to be put out. 29 And 


thei schulen come fro the eest and west, 
and fro the north and south, and schulen 
sitte ‘at the mete in the rewme of God. 
30 And lo! thei that weren the firste, ben 
the laste; and thei that weren the laste, 
ben the firste. 31 In that day sum of the 


Farisees camen nyy, and seiden to hym, Go 
out, and go fro hennus, for Eroude wole 
sle thee. 32 And he seide to hem, Go ye, 


and seie to that foxe, Lo! Y caste out 
feendis, and Y make perfitli heelthis, to dai 
and to morew, and the thridde dai Y am 
endid. 33 Netheles it bihoueth me to dai, 
and to morewe, and the dai that sueth, to 
walke; for it fallith not a profete to perische 
out of Jerusalem. 34 Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 
that sleest profetis, and stonest hem that 
ben sent to thee, hou ofte wolde Y gadre 
togider thi sones, as a brid gaderith his nest 


vndur fethris, and thou woldist not. 35 Lo! 
youre hous schal be left to you desert. And 


Y seie to you, that ye schulen not se me, til 
it come, whanne ye schulen seie, Blessid is 
he, that cometh in the name of the Lord. 
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1 And it was don, whanne he hadde 
entrid in to the hous of a prince of Farisees, 
in the sabat, to ete breed, thei aspieden 
hym. ? And lo! a man sijk in the dropesie 
was bifor hym. 3 And Jhesus answerynge 
spak to the wise men of lawe, and to the 


Farisees, and seide, Whethir it is leeueful 
to heele in the sabat? 4 And thei helden 
pees. And Jhesus took, and heelide hym, 


and let hym go. 5 And he answeride to hem, 
and seide, Whos asse or oxe of you schal 
falle in to a pit, and ‘he schal not anoon 
drawe hym out in the dai of the sabat? 
6 And thei myyten not answere to hym to 
these thingis. 7 He seide also a parable to 


men bodun to a feeste, and biheld hou thei 
chesen the first sittyng placis, and seide to 


hem, ® Whanne thou art bodun to bridalis, 
sitte not ‘at the mete in the firste place; 


lest perauenture a worthier than thou be 
bodun of hym, ° and lest he come that 
clepide thee and hym, and seie to thee, 
Yyue place to this, and thanne thou schalt 
bigynne with schame to holde the lowest 
place. 1° But whanne thou art bedun to a 
feste, go, and sitte doun in the laste place, 


that whanne he cometh, that bad thee to 
the feeste, he seie to thee, Freend, come 
hiyer. Thanne worschip schal be to thee, 


bifor men that sitten at the mete. !1For ech 
that enhaunsith hym, schal be lowid; and 
he that meketh hym, schal be hiyed. 12 And 
he seide to hym, that hadde bodun hym 
to the feeste, Whanne thou makist a mete, 
or a soper, nyle thou clepe thi freendis, 
nether thi britheren, nethir cosyns, nethir 
neiyboris, ne riche men; lest perauenture 
thei bidde thee ayen to the feeste, and it 
be yolde ayen to thee. 13 But whanne thou 
makist a feeste, clepe pore men,  feble, 
crokid, and blynde, and thou schalt be 
blessid; for thei han not wherof to yelde 
thee, for it schal be yoldun to thee in the 
risyng ayen of iust men. 1 And whanne 
oon of hem that saten togider at the mete 
hadde herd these thingis, he seide to hym, 


Blessid is he, that schal ete breed in the 
rewme of God. 1 And he seide to hym, 


A man made a greet soper, and clepide 
many. 17 And he sent his seruaunt in the 
our of soper, to seie to men that weren 


bodun to the feeste, that thei schulden 
come, for now alle thingis ben redi. 18 And 
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alle bigunnen togidir to excusen hem. The 
firste seide, Y haue bouyt a toun, and Y 
haue nede to go out, and se it; Y preye thee, 


haue me excusid. 19 And the tother seide, Y 
haue bouyt fyue yockis of oxun, and Y go to 
preue hem; Y preye thee, haue me excusid. 
20 And an othir seide, Y haue weddid a 
wijf; and therfor Y may not come. 2! And 
the seruaunt turnede ayen, and tolde these 
thingis to his lord. Thanne the hosebonde 


man was wrooth, and seide to his seruaunt, 
Go out swithe in to the grete stretis and 


smal stretis of the citee, and brynge ynne 
hidir pore men, and feble, blynde, and 


crokid. 22 And the seruaunt seide, Lord, 
it is don, as thou hast comaundid, and 
yit there is a void place. 23 And the lord 


seide to the seruaunt, Go out in to weies 
and heggis, and constreine men to entre, 


that myn hous be fulfillid. 24 For Y seie 
to you, that noon of tho men that ben 
clepid, schal taaste my soper. 25 And myche 
puple wenten with hym; and he turnede, 
and seide to hem, ”¢ If ony man cometh to 
me, and hatith * not his fadir, and modir, 
and wijf, and sones, and britheren, and 
sistris, and yit his owne lijf, he may not 
be my disciple. 2” And he that berith not 
his cross, and cometh aftir me, may not be 
my disciple. 28 For who of you willynge to 


bilde a toure, whether he ‘first sitte not, 
and countith the spensis that ben nedeful, 


if he haue to perfourme? 2° Lest aftir that 


he hath set the foundement, and mowe 
not perfourme, alle that seen, bigynnen 


to scorne hym, and seie, For this man 
bigan to bilde, 3° and myyte not make an 
ende. 31 Or what kyng that wole go to 
do a bataile ayens anothir kyng, whether 
he sittith not first, and bithenkith, if he 
may with ten thousynde go ayens hym that 
cometh ayens hym with twenti thousynde? 
32 Ellis yit while he is afer, he sendynge 
a messanger, preieth tho thingis that ben 
of pees. 33 So therfor ech of you, that 
forsakith not alle thingis that he hath, may 
not be my disciple. 34 Salt is good; but if salt 
vanysche, in what thing schal it be sauerid? 
35 Nethir in erthe, nethir in donghille it is 
profitable, but it schal be cast out. He that 
hath eeris of herynge, here he. 





* 
14:26 that is, lesse loueth hem than God. 
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1 And pupplicans and synful men weren 
neiyynge to him, to here hym. 2 And the 
Farisees and scribis grutchiden, seiynge, 
For this resseyueth synful men, and etith 
with hem. 3 And he spak to hem this 
parable, 4 and seide, What man of you that 
hath an hundrith scheep, and if he hath 
lost oon of hem, whethir he leeueth not 
nynti and nyne in desert, and goith to it 
that perischide, til he fynde it? 5 And 
whanne he hath foundun it, he ioieth, and 
leyith it on hise schuldris; and he cometh 
hoom, © and clepith togidir hise freendis 
and neiyboris, and seith to hem, Be ye glad 
with me, for Y haue founde my scheep, that 
hadde perischid. 7 And Y seie to you, so 
ioye schal be in heuene on o synful man 
doynge penaunce, more than on nynti and 
nyne iuste, that han no nede to penaunce. 
8 Or what womman hauynge ten besauntis, 


and if sche hath lost 00 besaunt, whether 
sche teendith not a lanterne, and turneth 
vpsodoun the hows, and sekith diligentli, 


til that sche fynde it? ° And whanne sche 
hath foundun, sche clepith togidir freendis 
and neiyboris, and seith, Be ye glad with 


me, for Y haue founde the besaunt, that 
Y hadde lost. 1°So Y seie to you, ioye 


schal be bifor aungels of God on o synful 
man doynge penaunce. 1! And he seide, A 
man hadde twei sones; 12 and the yonger of 
hem seide to the fadir, Fadir, yyue me the 
porcioun of catel, that fallith to me. And he 
departide to hem the catel. !° And not aftir 
many daies, whanne alle thingis weren 
gederid togider, the yonger sone wente 
forth in pilgrymage in to a fer cuntre; and 
there he wastide hise goodis in lyuynge 
lecherously. 14 And aftir that he hadde 
endid alle thingis, a strong hungre was 
maad in that cuntre, and he bigan to haue 
nede. !5 And he wente, and drouy hym to 
oon of the citeseyns of that cuntre. And 
he sente hym in to his toun, to fede swyn. 


16 And he coueitide to fille his wombe of 
the coddis that the hoggis eeten, and no 


man yaf hym. 1” And he turnede ayen to 
hym silf, and seide, Hou many hirid men 
in my fadir hous han plente of looues; and 
Y perische here thorouy hungir. 18 Y schal 
rise vp, and go to my fadir, and Y schal 
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seie to hym, Fadir, Y haue synned in to 


heuene, and bifor thee; 19 and now Y am 
not worthi to be clepid thi sone, make me 


as oon of thin hirid men. 2° And he roos 
vp, and cam to his fadir. And whanne he 


was yit afer, his fadir saiy hym, and was 
stirrid bi mercy. And he ran, and fel on 
his necke, and kisside hym. 2! And the 
sone seide to hym, Fadir, Y haue synned in 
to heuene, and bifor thee; and now Y am 
not worthi to be clepid thi sone. 22 And 
the fadir seide to hise seruauntis, Swithe 
brynge ye forth the firste stoole, and clothe 


ye hym, and yyue ye a ryng in his hoond, 
23 and schoon on hise feet; and brynge ye a 
fat calf, and sle ye, and ete we, and make 
we feeste. 24 For this my sone was deed, 
and hath lyued ayen; he perischid, and is 
foundun. And alle men bigunnen to ete. 


25 But his eldere sone was in the feeld; and 
whanne he cam, and neiyede to the hous, 


he herde a symfonye and a croude. 26 And 
he clepide oon of the seruauntis, and axide, 
what these thingis weren. 27 And he seide 
to hym, Thi brother is comun, and thi fadir 
slewe a fat calf, for he resseyuede hym saaf. 


28 And he was wrooth, and wolde not come 
in. Therfor his fadir wente out, and bigan 
to preye hym. 29 And he answerde to his 
fadir, and seide, Lo! so many yeeris Y serue 
thee, and Y neuer brak thi comaundement; 
and thou neuer yaf to me a kidde, that Y 
with my freendis schulde haue ete. 3° But 


aftir that this thi sone, that hath deuourid 
his substaunce with horis, cam, thou hast 
slayn to hym a fat calf. 3! And he seide 


to hym, Sone, thou art euer more with 
me, and alle my thingis ben thine. 32 But 


it bihofte for to make feeste, and to haue 
ioye; for this thi brother was deed, and 


lyuede ayen; he perischide, and is foundun. 


1 He seide also to hise disciplis, Ther was 
a riche man, that hadde a baili; and this 
was defamed to him, as he hadde wastid 
his goodis. 2 And he clepide hym, and seide 
to hym, What here Y this thing of thee? 
yelde reckynyng of thi baili, for thou miyte 
not now be baili. 3? And the baili seide with 
ynne him silf, What schal Y do, for my lord 
takith awei fro me the baili? delfe mai Y 
not, I schame to begge. * Y woot what Y 
schal do, that whanne Y am remeued fro 
the baili, thei resseyue me in to her hous. 
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5 Therfor whanne alle the dettours of his 
lord weren clepid togider, he seide to the 
firste, Hou myche owist thou to my lord? 
6 And he seide, An hundrid barelis of oyle. 
And he seide to hym, Take thi caucioun, 
and sitte soone, and write fifti. 7 Aftirward 
he seide to another, And hou myche owist 


thou? Which answerde, An hundrid coris 
of whete. And he seide to hym, Take 


thi lettris, and write foure scoore. 8 And 
the lord preiside the baili of wickydnesse, 


for he hadde do prudentli; for the sones 
of this world ben more prudent in her 
generacioun than the sones of liyt. 9 And 
Y seie to you, make ye to you freendis of 


the ritchesse of wickidnesse, that whanne 
ye schulen fayle, thei resseyue you in to 


euerlastynge tabernaclis. 1° He that is 
trewe in the leeste thing, is trewe also in 


the more; and he that is wickid in a litil 
thing, is wickid also in the more. 11 Therfor 
if ye weren not trewe in the wickid thing 
of ritchesse, who schal bitake to you that 
that is verry? 12 And if ye weren not trewe 
in othere mennus thing, who schal yyue 
to you that that is youre? 13 No seruaunt 
may serue to twei lordis; for ether he schal 
hate ‘the toon, and loue the tothir; ethir he 
schal drawe to ‘the toon, and schal dispise 
the tothir. Ye moun not serue to God and 
to ritchesse. 14 But the Farisees, that weren 
coueytous, herden alle these thingis, and 


thei scorneden hym. 1} And he seide to 
hem, Ye it ben, that iustifien you bifor men; 
but God hath knowun youre hertis, for that 
that is hiy to men, is abhomynacioun bifor 
God. 16 The lawe and prophetis til to Joon; 
fro that tyme the rewme of God is euange- 


lisid, and ech man doith violence in to it. 
17 Forsothe it is liyter heuene and erthe to 


passe, than that o titil falle fro the lawe. 
18 EFuery man that forsakith his wijf, and 


weddith an other, doith letcherie; and he 
that weddith the wijf forsakun of the hose- 


bonde, doith auowtrie. 19 There was a riche 
man, and was clothid in purpur, and whit 
silk, and eete euery dai schynyngli. 2° And 
there was a begger, Lazarus bi name, that 
lai at his yate ful of bilis, 21 and coueitide 
to be fulfillid of the crummes, that fellen 
doun fro the riche mannus boord, and no 
man yaf to hym; but houndis camen, and 


lickiden hise bilis. 22 And it was don, that 
the begger diede, and was borun of aungels 
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in to Abrahams bosum. 23 And the riche 
man was deed also, and was biried in helle. 
And he reiside hise iyen, whanne he was 
in turmentis, and say Abraham afer, and 
Lazarus in his bosum. 24 And he criede, and 
seide, Fadir Abraham, haue merci on me, 
and sende Lazarus, that he dippe the ende 
of his fyngur in watir, to kele my tunge; 
for Y am turmentid in this flawme. 25 And 
Abraham seide to hym, Sone, haue mynde, 
for thou hast resseyued good thingis in thi 
lijf, and Lazarus also yuel thingis; but he is 


now coumfortid, and thou art turmentid. 
26 And in alle these thingis a greet derk 


place is stablischid betwixe vs and you; 
that thei that wolen fro hennus passe to 
you, moun not, nethir fro thennus passe 


ouer hidur. 27 And he seide, Thanne Y 
preie thee, fadir, that thou sende hym in 


to the hous of my fadir. 28 For Y haue fyue 
britheren, that he witnesse to hem, lest 
also thei come in to this place of turmentis. 
29 And Abraham seide to him, Thei han 
Moyses and the prophetis; here thei hem. 


30 And he seide, Nay, fadir Abraham, but if 
ony of deed men go to hem, thei schulen do 
penaunce. 3! And he seide to hym, If thei 
heren not Moises and prophetis, nethir if 
ony of deed men rise ayen, thei schulen 
bileue to hym. 


17 
1 And Jhesu seide to hise disciplis, It is 
impossible that sclaundris come not; but 


wo to that man, bi whom thei comen. ? It 
is more profitable to him, if a mylne stoon 


be put aboute his necke, and he be cast 


in to the see, than that he sclaundre oon 
of these litle. 3 Take ye hede you silf; if 


thi brothir hath synned ayens thee, blame 
hym; and if he do penaunce, foryyue hym. 


4 And if seuene sithis in the dai he do 
synne ayens thee, and seuene sithis in the 


dai he be conuertid to thee, and seie, It 
forthenkith me, foryyue thou hym. > And 


the apostlis seiden to the Lord, Encrese to 
vs feith. © And the Lord seide, If ye han 
feith as the corn of seneuei, ye schulen seie 
to this more tre, Be thou drawun vp bi the 
rote, and be ouerplauntid in to the see, and 
it schal obeie to you. 7 But who of you 
hath a seruaunt erynge, or lesewynge oxis, 
which seith to hym, whanne he turneth 
ayen fro the feeld, Anoon go, and sitte to 
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mete; 8 and seith not to hym, Make redi, 
that Y soupe, and girde thee, and serue 
me, while Y ete and drynke, and aftir this 
thou schalt ete and drynke; 9 whether he 
hath grace to that seruaunt, for he dide 
that that he comaundide hym? 1° Nay, 
Y gesse. So ye, whanne ye han don alle 
thingis that ben comaundid to you, seie ye, 
We ben vnprofitable seruauntis, we han do 
that that we ouyten to do. ! And it was 
do, the while Jhesus wente in to Jerusalem, 
he passide thorou the myddis of Samarie, 


and Galilee. 12 And whanne he entride in 
to acastel, ten leprouse men camen ayens 


hym, whiche stoden afer, 13 and reiseden 
her voys, and seiden, Jhesu, comaundoure, 
haue merci on vs. !4 And as he say hem, he 
seide, Go ye, ‘schewe ye you to the prestis. 


And it was don, the while thei wenten, 
thei weren clensid. 15 And oon of hem, as 
he saiy that he was clensid, wente ayen, 
magnifiynge God with grete vois. 1° And 
he fel doun on the face bifore hise feet, 
and dide thankyngis; and this was a Samar- 
itan. 17 And Jhesus answerde, and seide, 
Whether ten ben not clensid, and where 
ben the nyne? 18 There is noon foundun, 


that turnede ayen, and yaf glorie to God, 
but this alien. 19 And he seide to hym, 
Rise vp, go thou; for thi feith hath maad 


thee saaf. 2° And he was axid of Farisees, 
whanne the rewme of God cometh. And 
he answerde to hem, and seide, The rewme 
of God cometh not with aspiyng, 2! nether 
thei schulen seie, Lo! here, or lo there; 
for lo! the rewme of God is with ynne 
you. 22 And he seide to hise disciplis, 
Daies schulen come, whanne ye schulen 
desire to se o dai of mannus sone, and ye 


schulen not se. 23 And thei schulen seie to 
you, Lo! here, and lo there. Nyle ye go, 


nether sue ye; 24 for as leyt schynynge from 
vndur heuene schyneth in to tho thingis 


that ben vndur heuene, so schal mannus 
sone be in his dai. 25 But first it bihoueth 
hym to suffre many thingis, and to be 


repreued of this generacioun. 2° And as it 


was doon in the daies of Noe, so it schal be 
in the daies of mannys sone. 27 Thei eeten 


and drunkun, weddiden wyues, and weren 
youun to weddyngis, til in to the dai in the 
whych Noe entride in to the schip; and the 
greet flood cam, and loste alle. 28 Also as it 
was don in the daies of Loth, thei eeten and 
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drunkun, bouyten and seelden, plauntiden 


and bildiden; but the dai that Loth wente 
out of Sodome, 29 the Lord reynede fier 


and brymstoon fro heuene, and loste alle. 
30 Lijk this thing it schal be, in what dai 
mannys sone schal be schewid. 3! In that 


our he that is in the roof, and his vessels 
in the hous, come he not doun to take hem 
awei; and he that schal be in the feeld, also 
turne not ayen bihynde. 3? Be ye myndeful 


of the wijf of Loth. 33 Who euer seketh to 
make his lijf saaf, schal leese it; and who 
euer leesith it, schal quykene it. 34 But 
Y seie to you, in that nyyt twei schulen 


be in o bed, oon schal be takun, and the 
tothir forsakun: 35 twei wymmen schulen 


be gryndynge togidir, ‘the toon schal be 
takun, and ‘the tother forsakun; twei in a 
feeld, ‘the toon schal be takun, and ‘the 
tother left. 3° Thei answeren, and seien 
to hym, Where, Lord? 37 Which seide to 
hym, Where euer the bodi schal be, thidur 
schulen be gaderid togidere also the eglis. 


18 


1 And he seide to hem also a parable, 
that it bihoueth to preye euer more, and 
not faile; 2 and seide, There was a iuge 


in a citee, that dredde not God, nether 
schamede of men. 3 And a widowe was 
in that citee, and sche cam to hym, and 


seide, Venge me of myn aduersarie; 4 and 
he wolde not longe tyme. But aftir these 
thingis he seide with ynne hym silf, Thouy 


Y drede not God, and schame not of man, 
5 netheles for this widewe is heuy to me, 
Y schal venge hir; lest at the laste sche 
comynge condempne me. © And the Lord 
seide, Here ye, what the domesman of 
wickidnesse seith; 7 and whether God schal 
not do veniaunce of hise chosun, criynge to 
hym dai and nyyt, and schal haue pacience 
in hem? 8 Sotheli Y seie to you, for soone 


he schal do veniaunce of hem. Netheles 
gessist thou, that mannus sone comynge 


schal fynde feith in erthe? ° And he seide 


also to sum men, that tristiden in hem 
silf, as thei weren riytful, and dispiseden 


othere, this parable, !° seiynge, Twei men 
wenten vp in to the temple to preye; the 
toon a Farisee, and the tother a pupplican. 
11 And the Farisee stood, and preiede bi 
hym silf these thingis, and seide, God, Y 
do thankyngis to thee, for Y am not as 
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other men, raueinouris, vniust, auoutreris, 
as also this pupplican; 12 Y faste twies 


in the woke, Y yyue tithis of alle thingis 
that Y haue in possessioun. 1! And the 
pupplican stood afer, and wolde nether 
reise hise iyen to heuene, but smoot his 


brest, and seide, God be merciful to me, 
synnere. !4 Treuli Y seie to you, this yede 


doun in to his hous, and was iustified 
fro the other. For ech that enhaunsith 
hym, schal be maad low, and he that 


mekith hym, schal be enhaunsid. 1 And 
thei brouyten to hym yonge children, that 
he schulde touche hem; and whanne the 
disciplis saien this thing, thei blameden 
hem. 1 But Jhesus clepide togider hem, 
and seide, Suffre ye children to come to me, 
and nyle ye forbede hem, for of siche is the 
kyngdom of heuenes. 1!” Treuli Y seie to 
you, who euer schal not take the kyngdom 


of God as a child, he schal not entre in to 
it. 18 And a prince axide hym, and seide, 


Goode maister, in what thing doynge schal 
Y weilde euerlastynge lijf? 19 And Jhesus 
seide to hym, What seist thou me good? 
No man is good, but God aloone. 2° Thou 


knowist the comaundementis, Thou schalt 
not sle, Thou schalt not do letcherie, Thou 
schalt not do theft, Thou schalt not seie 
fals witnessyng, Worschipe thi fadir and 
thi modir. 2! Which seide, Y haue kept 
alle these thingis fro my yongthe. 22 And 
whanne this thing was herd, Jhesus seide 
to hym, Yit o thing failith ‘to thee; sille 
thou alle thingis that thou hast, and yyue 
to pore men, and thou schalt haue tresour 
in heuene; and come, and sue thou me. 
23 Whanne these thingis weren herd, he 
was soreful, for he was ful ryche. 24 And 
Jhesus seynge hym maad sorie, seide, How 
hard thei that han money schulen entre in 
to the kyngdom of God; 25 for it is liyter 
a camel to passe thorou a nedlis iye, than 
a riche man to entre in to the kyngdom 


of God. 2° And thei that herden these 
thingis seiden, Who may be maad saaf? 


27 And he seide to hem, Tho thingis that 
ben impossible anentis men, ben possible 


anentis God. 28 But Petir seide, Lo! we 
han left alle thingis, and han sued thee. 


29 And he seide to hym, Treuli Y seie to 
you, there is no man that schal forsake 
hous, or fadir, modir, or britheren, or wijf, 
or children, or feeldis, for the rewme of 
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God, 3° and schal not resseyue many mo 
thingis in this tyme, and in the world to 
comynge euerlastynge lijf. 31 And Jhesus 
took hise twelue disciplis, and seide to 
hem, Lo! we gon vp to Jerusalem, and alle 
thingis schulen be endid, that ben writun 
bi the prophetis of mannus sone. 3 For 


he schal be bitraied to hethen men, and he 
schal be scorned, and scourgid, and bispat; 


33 and aftir that thei han scourgid, thei 
schulen sle hym, and the thridde dai he 
schal rise ayen. 34 And thei vndurstoden no 
thing of these; and this word was hid fro 
hem, and thei vndurstoden not tho thingis 


that weren seid. 35 But it was don, whanne 
Jhesus cam nyy to Jerico, a blynde man 


sat bisidis the weie, and beggide. 3° And 
whanne he herde the puple passynge, he 


axide, what this was. 37 And thei seiden 
to hym, that Jhesus of Nazareth passide. 
38 And he criede, and seide, Jhesu, the sone 
of Dauyd, haue mercy on me. 39 And thei 
that wenten bifor blamyden hym, that he 
schulde be stille; but he criede myche the 
more, Thou sone of Dauid, haue mercy on 
me. 4° And Jhesus stood, and comaundide 
hym to be brouyt forth to hym. And 
whanne he cam nyy, he axide hym, 4! and 


seide, What wolt thou that Y schal do to 
thee? And he seide, Lord, that Y se. 42 And 
Jhesus seide to hym, Biholde; thi feith hath 


maad thee saaf. 43 And anoon he say, and 
suede hym, and magnyfiede God. And al 
the puple, as it say, yaf heriyng to God. 


19 
1 And Jhesus *goynge yn, walkide thorou 
Jericho. 2 And lo! a man, Sache bi name, 
and this was a prince of pupplicans, and he 
was riche, 3 And he souyte to se Jnesu, who 
he was, and he myyte not, for the puple, 


for he was litil in stature. 4 And he ran 
bifore, and stiyede in to a sicomoure tree, 


to se hym; for he was to passe fro thennus. 
5 And Jhesus biheld vp, whanne he cam to 
the place, and saiy hym, and seide to hym, 


Sache, haste thee, and come doun, for to 
dai Y mot dwelle in thin hous. © And he 
hiyynge cam doun, and ioiynge resseyuede 


hym. 7 And whanne alle men sayn, thei 
grutchiden seiynge, For he hadde turned to 
a synful man. ® But Sache stood, and seide 
to the Lord, Lo! Lord, Y yyue the half of 
my good to pore men; and if Y haue ony 
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thing defraudid ony man, Y yelde foure 
so myche. ° Jhesus seith to hym, For to 


dai heelthe is maad to this hous, for that 
he is Abrahams sone; 1° for mannus sone 
cam to seke, and make saaf that thing that 


perischide. 1! Whanne thei herden these 
thingis, he addide, and seide a parable, 
for that he was nyy Jerusalem, ‘and for 
thei gessiden, that anoon the kyngdom of 


God schulde be schewid. 12 Therfor he 
seide, A worthi man wente in to a fer 
cuntre, to take to hym a kyngdom, and 
to turne ayen. 1 And whanne hise ten 
seruauntis weren clepid, he yaf to hem ten 
besauntis; and seide to hem, Chaffare ye, 
til Y come. 14 But hise citeseyns hatiden 
hym, and senten a messanger aftir hym, 
and seiden, We wolen not, that he regne 
on vs. 15 And it was don, that he turnede 
ayen, whan he hadde take the kyngdom; 


and he comaundide hise seruauntis to be 
clepid, to whiche he hadde yyue monei, 


to wite, hou myche ech hadde wonne bi 
chaffaryng. 1° And the firste cam, and 


seide, Lord, thi besaunt hath wonne ten 
besauntis. 17 He seide to hym, Wel be, thou 


good seruaunt; for in litil thing thou hast 
be trewe, thou schalt be hauynge power 


on ten citees. 18 And the tother cam, and 
seide, Lord, thi besaunt hath maad fyue 


besauntis. 19 And to this he seide, And be 
thou on fyue citees. 2° And the thridde 


cam, and seide, Lord, lo! thi besaunt, that Y 
hadde, put vp in a sudarie. 21 For Y dredde 


thee, for thou art ‘a sterne man; thou 
takist awey that that thou settidist not, and 


thou repist that that thou hast not sowun. 
22 He seith to hym, Wickid seruaunt, of thi 


mouth Y deme thee. Wistist thou, that Y 
am ‘a sterne man, takynge awei that thing 


that Y settide not, and repyng ethat thing 


that Y sewe not? 23 and whi hast thou 
not youun my money to the bord, and Y 


comynge schulde haue axid it with vsuris? 
24 And he seide to men stondynge nyy, Take 
ye awei fro hym the besaunt, and yyue ye 
to hym that hath ten beyauntis: 25 And thei 
seiden to hym, Lord, he hath ten besauntis. 
26 And Y seie to you, to ech man that hath, it 
schal be youun, and he schal encreese; but 
fro him that hath not, also that thing that 
he hath, schal be takun of hym. 27 Netheles 
brynge ye hidur tho myn enemyes, that 
wolden not that Y regnede on hem, and sle 
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ye bifor me. 28 And whanne these thingis 
weren seid, he wente bifore, and yede vp 
to Jerusalem. 29 And it was don, whanne 
Jhesus cam nyy to Bethfage and Betanye, 
at the mount, that is clepid of Olyuete, he 
sente hise twei disciplis, and seide, 3° Go 
ye in to the castel, that is ayens you; in 
to which as ye entren, ye schulen fynde a 
colt of an asse tied, on which neuer man 
sat; vntye ye hym, and brynge ye to me. 
31 And if ony man axe you, whi ye vntien, 
thus ye schulen seie to hym, For the Lord 


desirith his werk. 32 And thei that weren 
sent, wenten forth, and fonden as he seide 
to hem, a colt stondynge. 33 And whanne 


thei vntieden the colt, the lordis of hym 
seiden to hem, What vntien ye the colt? 
34 And thei seiden, For the Lord hath nede 
to hym. 25 And thei ledden hym to Jhesu; 
and thei castynge her clothis on the colt, 
setten Jhesu on hym. 36 And whanne he 


wente, thei strowiden her clothis in the 
weie. 37 And whanne he cam nyy to the 


comyng doun of the mount of Olyuete, al 
the puple that cam doun bygunnen to ioye, 
and to herie God with greet vois on alle 
the vertues, that thei hadden sayn, 38 and 
seiden, Blessid be the king, that cometh 
in the name of the Lord; pees in heuene, 
and glorie in hiye thingis. 39 And sum of 
the Farisees of the puple seiden to hym, 
Maister, blame thi disciplis. 4° And he seide 
to hem, Y seie to you, for if these ben stille, 
stoonus schulen crye. 4! And whanne he 
neiyede, ‘he seiy the citee, #2 and wepte on 


it, and seide, For if thou haddist knowun, 
thou schuldist wepe also; for in this dai 


the thingis ben in pees to thee, but now 
thei ben hid fro thin iyen. “3 But daies 
schulen come in thee, and thin enemyes 
schulen enuyroun thee with a pale, and 
thei schulen go aboute thee, and make thee 


streit on alle sidis, 44 and caste thee doun to 
the erthe, and thi sones that ben in thee; 
and thei schulen not leeue in thee a stoon 
on a stoon, for thou hast not knowun the 
tyme of thi visitacioun. *° And he entride in 


to the temple, and bigan to caste out men 
sellynge ther inne and biynge, 4° and seide 
to hem, It is writun, That myn hous is an 
hous of preyer, but ye han maad it a den of 
theues. 47 And he was techynge euerydai 
in the temple. And the princis of prestis, 
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and the scribis, and the princis of the puple 
souyten to lese hym; 48 and thei founden 
not, what thei schulden do to hym, for al 
the puple was ocupied, and herde hym. 


20 


1 And it was don in oon of the daies, 
whanne he tauyte the puple in the temple, 


and prechide the gospel, the princis of 
preestis and scribis camen togidere with 
the elder men; 2 and thei seiden to hym, 
Seie to vs, in what power thou doist these 
thingis, or who is he that yaf to thee 
this power? 3 And Jhesus answeride, and 
seide to hem, And Y schal axe you o word; 
answere ye to me. 4 Was the baptym of 
Joon of heuene, or of men? 5 And thei 
thouyten with ynne hem silf, seiynge, For 


if we seien, Of heuene, he schal seie, Whi 
thanne bileuen ye not to hym? © and if we 


seien, Of men, al the puple schal stoone 
vs; for thei ben certeyn, that Joon is a 
prophete. 7 And thei answeriden, that thei 


knewen not, of whennus it was. ® And 
Jhesus seide to hem, Nether Y seie to you, 


in what power Y do these thingis. ° And 
he bigan to seie to the puple this parable. 
A man plauntide a vynyerd, and hiride it 
to tilieris; and he was in pilgrimage longe 
tyme. 1° And in the tyme of gaderynge of 
grapis, he sente a seruaunt to the tilieris, 
that thei schulden yyue to hym of the fruyt 
of the vynyerd; whiche beten hym, and 
leten hym go voide. 1! And he thouyte yit 


to sende another seruaunt; and thei beten 
this, and turmentiden hym sore, and leten 


hym go. ! And he thouyte yit to sende 
the thridde, and hym also thei woundiden, 


and castiden out. 13 And the lord of the 
vyneyerd seide, What schal Y do? Y schal 


sende my dereworthe sone; perauenture, 
whanne thei seen hym, thei schulen drede. 
14 And whanne the tilieris sayn hym, thei 
thouyten with ynne hem silf, and seiden, 
This is the eire, sle we hym, that the eritage 
be oure. 1 And thei castiden hym out 
of the vyneyerd, and killiden hym. What 
schal thanne the lord of the vyneyerd do to 
hem? 16 He schal come, and distruye these 
tilieris, and yyue the vyneyerd to othere. 
And whanne this thing was herd, thei sei- 
den to hym, God forbede. 17 But he bihelde 
hem, and seide, What thanne is this that 
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is writun, The stoon which men bildynge 
repreueden, this is maad in to the heed of 


the corner? 18 Ech that schal falle on that 
stoon, schal be to-brisid, but on whom it 
schal falle, it schal al to-breke him. 19 And 
the princis of prestis, and scribis, souyten 


to leye on hym hoondis in that our, and 
thei dredden the puple; for thei knewen 
that to hem he seide this liknesse. 2° And 
thei aspieden, and senten aspieris, that 
feyneden hem iust, that thei schulden take 
hym in word, and bitaak hym to the ‘power 
of the prince, and to the power of the 
iustice. 21 And thei axiden hym, and seiden, 
Maister, we witen, that riytli thou seist and 
techist; and thou takist not the persoone 


of man, but thou techist in treuthe the 
weie of God. 2? Is it leueful to vs to yyue 
tribute to the emperoure, or nay? 23 Andhe 
biheld the disseit of hem, and seide to hem, 
What tempten ye me? 24 Shewe ye to me 
a peny; whos ymage and superscripcioun 
hath it? Thei answerden, and seiden to 
hym, The emperouris. 2° And he seide to 


hem, Yelde ye therfor to the emperoure 
tho thingis that ben the emperours, and 
tho thingis that ben of God, to God. 26 And 
thei myyten not repreue his word bifor the 
puple; and thei wondriden in his answere, 
and heelden pees. 27 Summe of the Sa- 
duceis, that denyeden the ayenrisyng fro 
deeth to lijf, camen, and axiden hym, 28 and 
seiden, Maister, Moises wroot to vs, if the 
brother of ony man haue a wijf, and be 
deed, and he was with outen eiris, that 
his brothir take his wijf, and reise seed to 
his brother. 29 And so there weren seuene 
britheren. The firste took a wijf, and is 
deed with outen eiris; 3° and the brothir 
suynge took hir, and he is deed with outen 
sone; 3! and the thridde took hir; also and 
alle seuene, and leften not seed, but ben 
deed; 32 and the laste of alle the womman 
is deed. 33 Therfor in the ‘risyng ayen, 
whos wijf of hem schal sche be? for seuene 
hadden hir to wijf. 34 And Jhesus seide 
to hem, Sones of this world wedden, and 
ben youun to weddyngis; °> but thei that 
schulen be had worthi of that world, and 
of the ‘risyng ayen fro deeth, nethir ben 
wedded, 3° nethir wedden wyues, nethir 
schulen mowe die more; for thei ben euen 
with aungels, and ben the sones of God, 
sithen thei ben the sones of ‘risyng ayen 
fro deeth. 37 And that deed men risen ayen, 
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also Moises schewide bisidis the busch, as 
he seith, The Lord God of Abraham, and 
God of Ysaac, and God of Jacob. 38 And God 


is not of deed men, but of lyuynge men; 
for alle men lyuen to hym. 39 And summe 
of scribis answeringe, seiden, Maistir, thou 


hast wel seid. 4° And thei dursten no more 
axe hym ony thing. 4! But he seide to 


hem, How seien men, Crist to be the sone 
of Dauid, 42 and Dauid hym silf seith in 
the book of Salmes, The Lord seide to my 
lord, Sitte thou on my riythalf, * til that 
Y putte thin enemyes a stool of thi feet? 
44 Therfor Dauid clepith hym lord, and hou 
is he his sone? 4 And in heryng of al the 
puple, he seide to hise disciplis, 4° Be ye 
war of scribis, that wolen wandre in stolis, 
and louen salutaciouns in chepyng, and 
the firste chaieris in synagogis, and the 
firste sittynge placis in feestis; 4” that deu- 
ouren the housis of widewis, and feynen 
long preiyng; these schulen take the more 
dampnacioun. 


21 
1 And he biheeld, and saye tho riche 
men, that casten her yiftis in to the tre- 
serie; 2 but he saye also a litil pore widewe 
castynge twei ferthingis. > And he seide, 
Treuli Y seie to you, that this pore widewe 


keste more than alle men. 4 For whi alle 
these of thing that was plenteuouse to hem 


casten in to the yiftis of God; but this 
widewe of that thing that failide to hir, 


caste al hir liflode, that sche hadde. 5 And 
whanne sum men seiden of the temple, 


that it was apparailid with gode stoonus 
and yiftis, © he seide, These thingis that 
ye seen, daies schulen come, in whiche a 


stoon schal not be left on a stoon, which 
schal not be destried. 7 And thei axiden 
hym, and seiden, Comaundour, whanne 


schulen these thingis be? and what tokne 
schal be, whanne thei schulen bigynne to 
be don? 8 And he seide, Se ye, that ye be 
not disseyued; for many schulen come in 
my name, seiynge, For Y am, and the tyme 
schal neiye; therfor nyle ye go aftir hem. 
9 And whanne ye schulen here batailis and 
stryues with ynne, nyle ye be aferd; it 
bihoueth first these thingis to be don, but 
not yit anoon is an ende. 1° Thanne he 
seide to hem, Folk schal rise ayens folk, and 
rewme ayens rewme; !! grete mouyngis of 
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erthe schulen be bi placis, and pestilen- 
cis, and hungris, and dredis fro heuene, 
and grete tokenes schulen be. !2 But bi- 
fore alle these thingis thei schulen sette 
her hoondis on you, and schulen pursue, 
bitakynge in to synagogis and kepyngis, 
drawynge to kyngis and to iusticis, for 
my name; }3 but it schal falle to you in 
to witnessyng. ™ Therfor putte ye in 
youre hertis, not to thenke bifore, hou 
ye schulen answere; for Y schal yyue to 
you mouth and wisdom, !° to whiche alle 
youre aduersaries schulen not mowe ayen- 
stonde, and ayenseie. 1° And ye schulen be 


takun of fadir, and modir, and britheren, 
and cosyns, and freendis, and bi deeth 


thei schulen turmente of you; 17 and ye 
schulen be in haate to alle men for my 
name. 18 And an heere of youre heed 
schal not perische; 19 in youre pacience ye 
schulen welde youre soulis. 2° But whanne 
ye schulen se Jerusalem ben enuyround 
with an oost, thanne wite ye, that the 
desolacioun of it schal neiye. 2! Thanne 
thei that ben in Judee, fle to the mountans; 
and thei that ben in the mydil of it, gon 


awei; and thei that ben in the cuntreis, 
entre not in to it. 22 For these ben daies 
of veniaunce, that alle thingis that ben 


writun, be fulfillid. 23 And wo to hem, that 
ben with child, and norischen in tho daies; 
for a greet diseese schal be on the erthe, 
and wraththe to this puple. 24 And thei 
schulen falle bi the scharpnesse of swerd, 
and thei schulen be led prisoneris in to 
alle folkis; and Jerusalem schal be defoulid 
of hethene men, til the tymes of naciouns 


be fulfillid. 25 And tokenes schulen be in 
the sunne, and the mone, and in the ster- 
ris; and in the erthe ouerleiyng of folkis, 


for confusioun of sown of the see and of 
floodis; 2° for men schulen wexe drye for 


drede and abidyng that schulen come to al 


the world; for vertues of heuenes schulen 
be mouyd. 27 And thanne thei schulen se 


mannys sone comynge in a cloude, with 
greet power and maieste. 28 And whanne 
these thingis bigynnen to be maad, biholde 
ye, and reise ye youre heedis, for youre 
redempcioun neiyeth. 29 And he seide to 
hem a liknesse, Se ye the fige tre, and alle 
trees, 3° whanne thei bryngen forth now of 
hem silf fruyt, ye witen that somer is nyy; 
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31 so ye, whanne ye seen these thingis to 
be don, wite ye, that the kyngdom of God 
is nyy. 32 Treuli Y seie to you, that this 
generacioun schal not passe, til alle thingis 
be don. 33 Heuene and erthe schulen passe, 
but my wordis schulen not passe. 34 But 
take ye heede to you silf, lest perauenture 
youre hertis be greuyd with glotony, and 
drunkenesse, and bisynessis of this lijf, and 
thilke dai come sodein on you; for as a 
snare it schal come on alle men, *5 that 
sitten on the face of al erthe. 3° Therfor 
wake ye, preiynge in ech tyme, that ye be 
hadde worthi to fle alle these thingis that 


ben to come, and to stonde bifor mannus 
sone. 37 And in daies he was techynge in 


the temple, but in nyytis he yede out, and 
dwellide in the mount, that is clepid of 
Olyuet. 38 And al the puple roos eerli, to 
come to hym in the temple, and to here 
hym. 


22 
1 And the halidai of therf looues, that 
is seid pask, neiyede. 2 And the princis of 


preestis and the scribis souyten, hou thei 
schulden sle Jhesu, but thei dredden the 
puple. 3 And Sathanas entride in to Judas, 
that was clepid Scarioth, oon of the twelue. 
4 And he wente, and spak with the princis 
of preestis, and with the magistratis, hou 
he schulde bitray hym to hem. 5 And thei 
ioyeden, and maden couenaunt to yyue 
hym money. © And he bihiyte, and he 
souyte oportunyte, to bitraye hym, with 
outen puple. 7 But the daies of therf looues 


camen, in whiche it was neede, that the 
sacrifice of pask were slayn. ® And he 


sente Petre and Joon, and seide, Go ye, 
and make ye redi to vs the pask, that we 


ete. 2 And thei seiden, Where wolt thou, 
that we make redi? 1° And he seide to 
hem, Lo! whanne ye schulen entre in to 


the citee, a man berynge a vessel of watir 
schal meete you; sue ye hym in to the 
hous, in to which he entrith. 1 And ye 


schulen seie to the hosebonde man of the 
hous, The maister seith to thee, Where is 
a chaumbre, where Y schal ete the pask 


with my disciplis? 12 And he schal schewe 
to you a greet soupyng place strewid, and 
there make ye redi. 13 And thei yeden, 


and founden as he seide to hem, and thei 
maden redi the pask. 14 And whanne the 
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our was come, he sat to the mete, and the 
twelue apostlis with hym. 15 And he seide 
to hem, With desier Y haue desirid to ete 
with you this pask, bifor that Y suffre; !¢ for 
Y seie to you, that fro this tyme Y schal 
not ete it, til it be fulfillid in the rewme 
of God. 17 And whanne he hadde take the 
cuppe, he dide gracis, and seide, Take ye, 
and departe ye among you; !° for Y seie to 
you, that Y schal not drynke of the kynde 
of this vyne, til the rewme of God come. 


19 And whanne he hadde take breed, he 
dide thankyngis, and brak, and yaf to hem, 


and seide, This is my bodi, that schal be 
youun for you; do ye this thing in mynde 
of me. 2° He took also the cuppe, aftir that 
he hadde soupid, and seide, This cuppe is 
the newe testament in my blood, that schal 
be sched for you. 21 Netheles lo! the hoond 
of hym that bitraieth me, is with me at the 
table. 22 And mannus sone goith, ‘aftir that 
it is determyned; netheles wo to that man, 


bi whom he schal be bitraied. 23 And thei 
bigunnen to seke among hem, who it was 


of hem, that was to do this thing. 24 And 
strijf was maad among hem, which of hem 
schulde be seyn to be grettest. 25 But he 
seide to hem, Kyngis of hethen men ben 
lordis of hem, and thei that han power on 
hem ben clepid good doeris, but ye not so; 
26 but he that is grettest among you, be 
maadas yongere, and he that is bifor goere, 
as a seruaunt. 2” For who is gretter, he that 
sittith at the mete, or he that mynystrith? 


whether not he that sittith at the mete? 
And Y am in the myddil of you, as he 


that mynystrith. 28 And ye ben, that han 
dwellid with me in my temptaciouns; and Y 
dispose to you, 29 as my fadir hath disposid 
to me, 3° a rewme, that ye ete and drynke 
on my boord in my rewme, and sitte on 
trones, and deme the twelue kynredis of 
Israel. 31 And the Lord seide to Symount, 
Symount, lo, Satanas hath axid you, that 
he schulde ridile as whete; but Y haue 
preyede for thee, 32 that thi feith faile not; 
and thou sum tyme conuertid, conferme 
thi britheren. 33 Which seide to hym, Lord, 
Y am redi to go in to prisoun and in to 
deeth with thee. 34 And he seide, Y seie to 
thee, Petir, the cok schal not crowe to dai, 
til thou thries forsake that thou knowist 
me. > And he seide to hem, Whanne Y 
sente you with outen sachel, and scrippe, 
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and schone, whether ony thing failide to 
you? 3¢ And thei seiden, No thing. Therfor 


he seide to hem, But now he that hath 
a sachel, take also and a scrippe; and he 


that hath noon, selle his coote, and bigge 
a swerd. 37 For Y seie to you, that yit it 
bihoueth that thing that is writun to be 


fulfillid in me, And he is arettid with wickid 
men; for tho thingis that ben of me han 


ende. 38 And thei seiden, Lord, lo! twei 
swerdis here. And he seide to hem, It is 
ynowy. 39 And he yede out, and wente aftir 


the custom in to the hille of Olyues; and 
the disciplis sueden hym. 4° And whanne 
he cam to the place, he seide to hem, Preye 
ye, lest ye entren in to temptacioun. 41 And 
he was taken awei fro hem, so myche as is a 
stonys cast; and he knelide, 42 and preyede, 
and seide, Fadir, if thou wolt, do awei this 
cuppe fro me; netheles not my wille be 
don, but thin. “3 And an aungel apperide 
to hym fro heuene, and coumfortide hym. 
And he was maad in agonye, and preyede 
the lenger; 44 and his swot was maad as 
dropis of blood rennynge doun in to the 
erthe. 4* And whanne he was rysun fro 
preier, and was comun to hise disciplis, he 
foond hem slepynge for heuynesse. 46 And 
he seide to hem, What slepen ye? Rise 
ye, and preye ye, that ye entre not in to 
temptacioun. 47 Yit while he spak, lo! a 
company, and he that was clepid Judas, 


oon of the twelue, wente bifor hem; and 
he cam to Jhesu, to kisse hym. 4% And 


Jhesus seide to hym, Judas, ‘with a coss 
‘thou bytrayest ‘mannys sone. 49 And thei 
that weren aboute hym, and sayn that that 
was to come, seiden to hym, Lord, whether 
we smyten with swerd? 5° And oon of 
hem smoot the seruaunt of the prince of 
preestis, and kittide of his riyt eere. 5! But 
Jhesus answerde, and seide, Suffre ye til 


hidir. And whanne he hadde touchid his 
eere, he heelide hym. 52 And Jhesus seide 


to hem, that camen to hym, the princis of 
preestis, and maiestratis of the temple, and 
eldre men, As to a theef ye han gon out 


with swerdis and staues? 53 Whanne Y was 
ech dai with you in the temple, ye streiyten 


not out hondis in to me; but this is youre 
our, and the power of derknessis. 54 And 


thei token him, and ledden to the hous of 
the prince of prestis; and Petir suede hym 
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afer. 55 And whanne a fier was kyndelid in 
the myddil of the greet hous, and thei saten 
aboute, Petir was in the myddil of hem. 
56 Whom whanne a damysel hadde seyn sit- 
tynge ‘at the liyt, and hadde biholdun hym, 
sche seide, And this was with hym. 57 And 
he denyede hym, and seide, Womman, Y 
knowe hym not. 58 And aftir a litil another 
man siy hym, and seide, And thou art of 


hem. But Petir seide, A! man, Y am not. 
59 And whanne a space was maad as of on 


our, another affermyd, and seide, Treuli 
this was with hym; for also he is of Galilee. 


60 And Petir seide, Man, Y noot what thou 
seist. And anoon yit while he spak, the cok 
crewe. ©! And the Lord turnede ayen, and 
bihelde Petre; and Petre hadde mynde on 
the word of Jhesu, as he hadde seid, For 


bifor that the cok crowe, thries thou schalt 
denye me. © And Petre yede out, and wepte 
bittirli. ©? And the men that helden hym 
scorneden hym, and smyten hym. ® And 
thei blynfelden hym, and smyten his face, 
and axiden hym, and seiden, Arede, thou 
Crist, to vs, who is he that smoot thee? 
65 Also thei blasfemynge seiden ayens hym 
many other thingis. © And as the day was 
come, the eldre men of the puple, and the 
princis of prestis, and the scribis camen 
togidir, and ledden hym in to her councel, 


67 and seiden, If thou art Crist, seie to 
vs. 8 And he seide to hem, If Y seie to 
you, ye schulen not bileue to me; and if Y 


axe, ye schulen not answere to me, nethir 
ye schulen delyuere me. ©? But aftir this 
tyme mannys sone schal be sittynge on the 
riyt half of the vertu of God. 7° Therfor 


alle seiden, Thanne art thou the sone of 
God? And he seide, Ye seien that Y am. 
71 And thei seiden, What yit desiren we 


witnessyng? for we vs silf han herd of his 
mouth. 


1 And al the multitude of hem arysen, 
and ledden hym to Pilat. 2 And thei bi- 
gunnen to accuse hym, and seiden, We 
han foundun this turnynge vpsodoun oure 
folk, and forbedynge tributis to be youun 
to the emperour, and seiynge that hym silf 
is Crist and kyng. 3 And Pilat axide hym, 
and seide, Art thou kyng of Jewis? And 


he answeride, and seide, Thou seist. 4 And 
Pilat seide to the princis of prestis, and 
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to the puple, Y fynde no thing of cause 
in this man. ° And thei woxen stronger, 
and seiden, He moueth the puple, techynge 
thorou al Judee, bigynnynge fro Galile til 
hidir. © And Pilat herynge Galile axide, if 


he were a man of Galile. 7 And whanne 
he knewe that he was of the powere of 


Eroude, he sente hym to Eroude; which was 
at Jerusalem in tho daies. 8 And whanne 
Eroude siy Jhesu, he ioyede ful myche; for 
long tyme he coueitide to se hym, for he 
herde many thingis of hym, and hopide to 
see sum tokene ‘to be don of hym. ° And 
he axide hym in many wordis; and he 
answeride no thing to hym. 1° And the 
princis of preestis and the scribis stoden, 
stidfastli accusynge hym. 1! But Eroude 
with his oost dispiside hym, and scornede 
hym, and clothide with a white cloth, and 
sente hym ayen to Pilat. 12 And Eroude and 


Pilat weren maad freendis fro that dai; for 
bifor thei weren enemyes togidre. 13 And 


Pilat clepide togider the princis of prestis 
and the maiestratis of the puple, and seide 
to hem, 14 Ye han brouyt to me this man, 
as turnynge awey the puple, and lo! Y 
axynge bifor you fynde no cause in this 
man of these thingis, in whiche ye accusen 
hym; 15 nether Eroude, for he hath sent 
hym ayen to vs, and lo! no thing worthi of 
deth is don to hym. 1¢ And therfor Y schal 
amende hym, and delyuere hym. 17 But 
he moste nede delyuer to hem oon bi the 
feest dai. 18 And al the puple criede togidir, 
and seide, Do ‘awei hym, and delyuer to vs 
Barabas; 19 which was sent ‘in to prisoun 
for disturblyng maad in the cite, and for 
mansleynge. 2° And eftsoone Pilat spak 
to hem, and wolde delyuer Jhesu. 21 And 


thei vndurcrieden, and seiden, Crucifie, 
crucifie hym. 22 And the thridde tyme 


he seide to hem, For what yuel hath this 
don? Y fynde no cause of deeth in hym; 
therfor Y schal chastise hym, and Y schal 
delyuer. 23 And thei contynueden with 
greet voicis axynge, that he schulde be 


crucified; and the voicis of hem woxen 
stronge. 24 And Pilat demyde her axyng to 


be don. 25 And he delyueride to hem hym, 
that for mansleyng and sedicioun was sent 
in to prisoun, whom thei axiden; but he 
bitook Jhesu to her wille. 2° And whanne 
thei ledden hym, thei token a man, Symon 
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of Syrenen, comynge fro the toun, and thei 
leiden on hym the cross to bere aftir Jhesu. 
27 And there suede hym myche puple, and 
wymmen that weiliden, and bymorneden 
hym. 28 And Jhesus turnede to hem, and 
seide, Douytris of Jerusalem, nyle ye wepe 
on me, but wepe ye on youre silf and on 
youre sones. 2° For lo! daies schulen come, 
in whiche it schal be seid, Blessid be bareyn 
wymmen, and wombis that han not borun 
children, and the tetis that han not youun 
souke. 3° Thanne thei schulen bigynne to 
seie to mounteyns, Falle ye doun on vs, 
and to smale hillis, Keuere ye vs. 31 For 
if in a greene tre thei don these thingis, 
what schal be don in a drie? 32 Also othere 
twei wickid men weren led with hym, to 
be slayn. 33 And ‘aftir that thei camen 
in to a place, that is clepid of Caluerie, 
there thei crucifieden hym, and the theues, 
oon on the riyt half, and ‘the tother on 
the left half. 34 But Jhesus seide, Fadir, 
foryyue hem, for thei witen not what thei 
doon. 35 And thei departiden his clothis, 
and kesten lottis. And the puple stood 
abidynge; and the princis scorneden hym 


with hem, and seiden, Othere men he maad 
saaf; make he hym silf saaf, if this be Crist, 
the chosun of God. 3¢ And the knyytis 
neiyeden, and scorneden hym, and profre- 
den vynegre to hym, 37 and seiden, If thou 
art king of Jewis, make thee saaf. 38 And 
the superscripcioun was writun ouer hym 
with Greke lettris, and of Latyn, and of 
Ebreu, This is the kyng of Jewis. 39 And oon 
of these theues that hangiden, blasfemyde 
hym, and seide, If thou art Crist, make thi 
silf saaf and vs. 4° But ‘the tothir answe- 
rynge, blamyde hym, and seide, Nether 
thou dredist God, that art in the same 
dampnacioun? *! And treuli we iustli, for 
we han resseiued worthi thingis to werkis; 
but this dide no thing of yuel. 42 And he 
seide to Jhesu, Lord, haue mynde of me, 
whanne thou comest ‘in to thi kyngdom. 
43 And Jhesus seide to hym, Treuli Y seie 
to thee, this dai thou schalt be with me 
in paradise. 44 And it was almest the sixte 


our, and derknessis weren maad in al the 
erthe ‘in to the nynthe our. 45 And the sun 


was maad derk, and the veile of the temple 
was to-rent atwo. 4° And Jhesus criynge 
with a greet vois, seide, Fadir, in to thin 
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hoondis Y bitake my spirit. And he seiynge 
these thingis, yaf vp the goost. 47 And the 
centurien seynge that thing that was don, 
glorifiede God, and seide, Verili this man 
was iust. 48 And al the puple of hem that 
weren there togidir at this spectacle, and 
sayn tho thingis that weren don, smyten 
her brestis, and turneden ayen. 4° But 
alle his knowun stoden afer, and wymmen 
that sueden hym fro Galile, seynge these 
thingis. 5° And lo! a man, Joseph bi name, 
of Aramathie, a cite of Judee, that was a 
decurien, a good man and aiust, °! this man 


concentide not to the counseil and to the 
dedis of hem; and he abood the kyngdom 


of God. 52 This Joseph cam to Pilat, and 
axide the bodi of Jhesu, °3 and took it doun, 
and wlappide it in a cleene lynen cloth, 
and leide hym in a graue hewun, in which 
not yit ony man hadde be leid. 4 And the 


dai was the euen of the halidai, and the 
sabat bigan to schyne. °° And the wymmen 


suynge, that camen with hym fro Galile, 
sayn the graue, and hou his bodi was leid. 
56 And thei turneden ayen, and maden redi 
swete smellynge spicis, and oynementis; 


but in the sabat thei restiden, aftir the 
comaundement. 


24 


1 But in o dai of the woke ful eerli 
thei camen to the graue, and brouyten 


swete smellynge spices, that thei hadden 
arayed. 2 And thei founden the stoon 
turned awei fro the graue. 3 And thei yeden 
in, and founden not the bodi of the Lord 
Jhesu. 4 And it was don, the while thei 
weren astonyed in thouyt of this thing, lo! 
twei men stoden bisidis hem in schynynge 
cloth. 5 And whanne thei dredden, and 
boweden her semblaunt in to the erthe, 
thei seiden to hem, What seken ye hym 


that lyueth with deed men? © He is not 
here, but is risun. Haue ye mynde, hou he 
spak to you, whanne he was yit in Galile, 
7 and seide, For it bihoueth mannys sone 
to be bitakun in to the hondis of synful 


men, and to be crucified, and the thridde 
dai to rise ayen. ® And thei bithouyten on 


hise wordis. ° And thei yeden ayen fro the 
graue, and telden alle these thingis to the 


enleuene, and to alle othir. 1° And ther was 
Marie Mawdeleyn, and Joone, and Marie of 


James, and other wymmen that weren with 
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hem, that seiden to apostlis these thingis. 
11 And these wordis weren seyn bifor hem 


as madnesse, and thei bileueden not to 
hem. 12 But Petir roos vp, and ran to the 


graue; and he bowide doun, and say the ly- 
nen clothis liynge aloone. And he wente bi 
him silf, wondrynge on that that was don. 
13 And lo! tweyne of hem wenten in that 
dai in to a castel, that was fro Jerusalem 
the space of sixti furlongis, biname Emaws. 
14 And thei spaken togidir of alle these 
thingis that haddun bifallun. 15 And it was 
don, the while thei talkiden, and souyten 
bi hem silf, Jnesus hym silf neiyede, and 
wente with hem. 1¢ But her iyen weren 
holdun, that thei knewen him not. 17 And 
he seide to hem, What ben these wordis, 
that ye speken togidir wandrynge, and ye 
ben sorewful? 18 And oon, whos name 
was Cleofas, answerde, and seide, Thou 
thi silf art a pilgrym in Jerusalem, and 
hast thou not knowun, what thingis ben 


don in it in these daies? 19 To whom he 
seide, What thingis? And thei seiden to 


hym, Of Jhesu of Nazareth, that was a man 
prophete, myyti in werk and word bifor 
God and al the puple; 2° and hou the heiyest 
preestis of oure princis bitoken hym in 
to dampnacioun of deeth, and crucifieden 
hym. 21 But we hopiden, that he schulde 
haue ayenbouyt Israel. And now on alle 
these thingis the thridde dai is to dai, that 
these thingis weren don. 2? But also summe 
wymmen of ouris maden vs afered, whiche 
bifor dai weren at the graue; and whanne 


his bodi was not foundun, 23 thei camen, 
and seiden, that thei syen also a siyt of aun- 


gels, whiche seien, that he lyueth. 24 And 
summe of oure wenten to the graue, and 
thei founden so as the wymmen seiden, 
but thei founden not hym. 2° And he seide 


to hem, A! foolis, and slowe of herte to 
bileue in alle thingis that the prophetis 


han spokun. 26 Whethir it bihofte not Crist 
to suffre these thingis, and so to entre in 
to his glorie? 27 And he bigan at Moises 
and at alle the prophetis, and declaride to 
hem in alle scripturis, that weren of hym. 
28 And thei camen nyy the castel, whidur 


thei wenten. And he made countenaunce 
that he wolde go ferthere. 29 And thei con- 


streyneden hym, and seiden, Dwelle with 
vs, for it drawith to nyyt, and the dai is now 
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bowid doun. 2° And he entride with hem. 
And it was don, while he sat at the mete 
with hem, he took breed, and blesside, and 
brak, and took to hem. 3! And the iyen of 
hem weren openyd, and thei knewen hym; 
and he vanyschide fro her iyen. 32 And 
thei seiden togidir, Whether oure herte 
was not brennynge in vs, while he spak 
in the weie, and openyde to vs scripturis? 
33 And thei risen vp in the same our, and 
wenten ayen in to Jerusalem, and founden 
the enleuene gaderid togidir, and hem that 
weren with hem, 34 seiynge, That the Lord 
is risun verrili, and apperide to Symount. 
35 And thei tolden what thingis weren don 
in the weie, and hou thei knewen hym in 
brekyng of breed. 3° And the while thei 
spaken these thingis, Jhesus stood in the 
myddil of hem, and seide to hem, Pees to 
you; Y am, nyle ye drede. 37 But thei weren 
affraied and agast, and gessiden hem to 
se a spirit. 38 And he seide to hem, What 
ben ye troblid, and thouytis comen vp in 
to youre hertis? 39 Se ye my hoondis and 
my feet, for Y my silf am. Fele ye, and se 
ye; for a spirit hath not fleisch and boonys, 
as ye seen that Y haue. 4° And whanne he 
hadde seid this thing, he schewide hoondis 
and feet to hem. 4! And yit while thei 
bileueden not, and wondriden for ioye, he 
seide, Han ye here ony thing that schal be 
etun? 42 And thei proferden hym a part of 
a fisch rostid, and an hony combe. 43 And 


whanne he hadde etun bifore hem, he took 
that that lefte, and yaf to hem; 44 and seide 


‘to hem, These ben the wordis that Y spak 
to you, whanne Y was yit with you; for it 
is nede that alle thingis ben fulfillid, that 
ben writun in the lawe of Moises, and in 
prophetis, and in salmes, of me. 4° Thanne 
he openyde to hem wit, that thei schulden 
vnderstonde scripturis. 4° And he seide 


to hem, For thus it is writun, and thus it 
bihofte Crist to suffre, and ryse ayen fro 


deeth in the thridde dai; 4” and penaunce 
and remyssioun of synnes to be prechid 
in his name ‘in to alle folkis, bigynnynge 
at Jerusalem. 48 And ye ben witnessis of 
these thingis. 49 And Y schal sende the 
biheest of my fadir in to you; but sitte 
ye in the citee, til that ye be clothid with 
vertu from an hiy. 5° And he ledde hem 
forth in to Betanye, and whanne his hondis 
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weren lift vp, he blesside hem. 5! And it 
was don, the while he blesside hem, he 
departide fro hem, and was borun in to 
heuene. 52 And thei worschipiden, and 
wenten ayen in to Jerusalem with greet 
ioye, °° and weren euermore in the temple, 
heriynge and blessynge God. 
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The Gospel According to 
John 


1 In the bigynnyng was the word, and 
the word was at God, and God was the 
word. 2 This was in the bigynnyng at God. 
3 Alle thingis weren maad bi hym, and 
withouten hym was maad no thing, that 
thing that was maad. 4In hym was lijf, and 
the lijf was the liyt of men; and the liyt 
schyneth in derknessis, > and derknessis 
comprehendiden not it. © A man was sent 
fro God, to whom the name was Joon. 7 This 
man cam in to witnessyng, that he schulde 
bere witnessing of the liyt, that alle men 
schulden bileue bi hym. ® He was not the 
liyt, but that he schulde bere witnessing 
of the liyt. 9 There was a very liyt, which 
liytneth ech man that cometh in to this 


world. 1° He was in the world, and the 
world was maad bi hym, and the world 


knew hym not. !! He cam in to his owne 
thingis, and hise resseyueden hym not. 
12 But hou many euer resseyueden hym, he 
yaf to hem power to be maad the sones of 


God, to hem that bileueden in his name; 
the whiche not of bloodis, 13 nether of the 
wille of fleische, nether of the wille of man, 
but ben borun of God. “4 And the word 
was maad man, and dwellyde among vs, 


and we han seyn the glorie of hym, as the 
glorie of the ‘oon bigetun sone of the fadir, 
ful of grace and of treuthe. 145 Joon berith 
witnessyng of hym, and crieth, and seith, 
This is, whom Y seide, He that schal come 
aftir me, is maad bifore me, for he was tofor 
me; !¢ and of the plente of hym we alle han 
takun, and grace for grace. 1” For the lawe 
was youun bi Moises; but grace and treuthe 
‘is maad bi Jhesu Crist. 18 No man sai euer 
God, no but the ‘oon bigetun sone, that 


is in the bosum of the fadir, he hath teld 
out. 19 And this is the witnessyng of Joon, 
whanne Jewis senten fro Jerusalem prestis 
and dekenes to hym, that thei schulden axe 
hym, Who art thou? 2°He knoulechide, and 
denyede not, and he knoulechide, For Y am 
not Crist. 21 And thei axiden hym, What 
thanne? Art thou Elie? And he seide, Y am 
not. Art thoua profete? And he answeride, 
Nay. 22 Therfor thei seiden to hym, Who 
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art thou? that we yyue an answere to these 
that senten vs. What seist thou of thi silf? 
23 He seide, Y am a vois of a crier in deseert, 
Dresse ye the weie of the Lord, as Ysaie, 
the prophete, seide. 24 And thei that weren 
sent, weren of the Fariseis. 25 And thei axi- 

en hym, and seiden to hym, What thanne 


baptisist thou, if thou art not Crist, nether 
Elie, nether a profete? 2° Joon answeride 
to hem, and seide, Y baptise in watir, but 
in the myddil of you hath stonde oon, that 
ye knowen not; 2” he it is, that schal come 


aftir me, that was maad bifor me, of whom 
Y am not worthi to louse the thwong of 


his schoo, 28 These thingis weren don in 
Bethanye biyende Jordan, where Joon was 
baptisyng. 29 Anothir day Joon say Jhesu 
comynge to hym, and he seide, Lo! the 


lomb of God; lo! he that doith awei the 
synnes of the world. 3° This is he, that Y 


seide of, Aftir me is comun a man, which 
was maad bifor me; for he was rather than 
Y, 31 And Y knew hym not, but that he be 


schewid in Israel, therfor Y cam baptisynge 
in watir. 32 And Joon bar witnessyng, and 
seide, That Y saiy the spirit comynge doun 


as a culuer fro heuene, and dwellide on 
hym. 33 And Y knew hym not; but he that 


sente me to baptise in watir, seide to me, 
On whom thou seest the Spirit comynge 
doun, and dwellynge on hym, this is he, 
that baptisith in the Hooli Goost. 34 And 
Y say, and bar witnessyng, that this is the 
sone of God. 35 Anothir dai Joon stood, and 
tweyne of hise disciplis; 3° and he biheeld 
Jhesu walkinge, and seith, Lo! the lomb 
of God. 37 And twei disciplis herden hym 
spekynge, °8 and folewiden Jhesu. And 
Jhesu turnede, and say hem suynge hym, 
and seith to hem, What seken ye? And thei 
seiden to hym, Rabi, that is to seie, Maistir, 


where dwellist thou? 39 And he seith to 
hem, Come ye, and se. And thei camen, and 


sayn where he dwellide; and dwelten with 
hym that dai. And it was as the tenthe our. 
40 And Andrewe, the brother of Symount 
Petir, was oon of the tweyne, that herden 
of Joon, and hadden sued hym. “ This 
foond first his brother Symount, and he 
seide to him, We han foundun Messias, that 
is to seie, Crist; and he ledde him to Jhesu. 
42 And Jhesus bihelde hym, and seide, Thou 
art Symount, the sone of Johanna; thou 
schalt be clepid Cefas, that is to seie, Petre. 
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43 And on the morewe he wolde go out 
in to Galilee, and he foond Filip; and he 
seith to hym, Sue thou me. “4 Filip was 
of Bethsaida, the citee of Andrew and of 
Petre. 4° Filip foond Nathanael, and seide 
to hym, We han foundun Jhesu, the sone of 
Joseph, of Nazareth, whom Moyses wroot 
in the lawe and profetis. 4° And Nathanael 
seide to hym, Of Nazareth may sum good 
thing be? 47 Filip seide to hym, Come, and 
se. Jhesus siy Nathanael comynge to hym, 
and seide to hym, Lo! verili a man of Israel, 
in whom is no gile. 48 Nathanael seide 
to hym, Wherof hast thou knowun me? 
Jhesus ‘answerde, and seide to hym, Bifor 
that Filip clepide thee, whanne thou were 
vndur the fige tree, Y saiy thee. Nathanael 
answerde to hym, 4° ‘and seide, Rabi, thou 
art the sone of God, thou art kyng of Israel. 
50 Jhesus answerde, and seide to hym, For 
Y seide to thee, Y sawy thee vndur the 
fige tre, thou bileuest; thou schalt se more 
than these thingis. 1 And he seide to hem, 
Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, ye schulen se 
heuene opened, and the aungels of God 


stiynge vp and comynge doun on mannys 
sone. 


2 


1 And the thridde dai weddyngis weren 


maad in the Cane of Galilee; and the modir 
of Jhesu was there. 2 And Jhesus was clepid, 


and hise disciplis, to the weddyngis. 3 And 
whanne wijn failide, the modir of Jhesu 
seide to hym, Thei han not wijn. 4 And 
Jhesus seith to hir, What to me and to 
thee, womman? myn our cam not yit. 
5 His modir seith to the mynystris, What 
euere thing he seie to you, do ye. © And 


there weren set ‘sixe stonun cannes, aftir 
the clensyng of the Jewis, holdynge ech 


tweyne ether thre metretis. 7 And Jhesus 
seith to hem, Fille ye the pottis with watir. 
And thei filliden hem, vp to the mouth. 
8 And Jhesus seide to hem, Drawe ye now, 
and bere ye to the architriclyn. And thei 
baren. ° And whanne the architriclyn 
hadde tastid the watir maad wiyn, and 
wiste not wherof it was, but the mynys- 


tris wisten that drowen the watir, the ar- 
chitriclyn clepith the spouse, 1° and seith 


to hym, Ech man settith first good wiyn, 
and whanne men ben fulfillid, thanne that 
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that is worse; but thou hast kept the good 
wiyn ‘in to this tyme. 11Jhesus dide this 
the bigynnyng of signes in the Cane of 
Galilee, and schewide his glorie; and hise 
disciplis bileueden in hym. 12 Aftir these 
thingis he cam doun to Cafarnaum, and his 


modir, and hise britheren, and hise disci- 
plis; and thei dwelliden ‘there not many 


daies. 13 And the pask of Jewis was nyy, 
and Jhesus wente vp to Jerusalem. 14 And 
he foond in the temple men sillynge oxun, 
and scheep, and culueris, and chaungeris 
sittynge. 15 And whanne he hadde maad 
as it were a scourge of smale cordis, he 
droof out alle of the temple, and oxun, 
and scheep; and he schedde the money 
of chaungeris, and turnede vpsedoun the 


boordis. 16 And he seide to hem that 
selden culueris, Take awei fro hennus these 
thingis, and nyle ye make the hous of my 


fadir an hous of marchaundise. 17 And 
hise disciplis hadden mynde, for it was 


writun, The feruent loue of thin hous hath 
etun me. 18 Therfor the Jewis answeriden, 
and seiden to hym, What token schewist 
thou to vs, that thou doist these thingis? 
19 Jhesus answerde, and seide to hem, Vndo 
ye this temple, and in thre daies Y schal 
reise it. 2° Therfor the Jewis seiden to 
hym, In fourti and sixe yeer this temple 
was bildid, and schalt thou in thre daies 
reise it? 21 But he seide of the temple of his 
bodi. 22 Therfor whanne he was risun fro 
deeth, hise disciplis hadden mynde, that 


he seide these thingis of his bodi; and thei 
bileueden to the scripture, and to the word 
that Jhesus seide. 23 And whanne Jhesus 
was at Jerusalem in pask, in the feeste dai, 
many bileueden in his name, seynge his 
signes that he dide. 24 But Jhesus trowide 
not hym silf to hem, for he knewe alle men; 
25 and for it was not nede to hym, that ony 
man schulde bere witnessyng, for he wiste, 
what was in man. 


1 And there was a man of the Farisees, 
Nychodeme bi name, a prince of the Jewis. 


2 And he cam to Jhesu bi niyt, and seide to 
hym, Rabi, we witen, that thou art comun 
fro God maister; for no man may do these 
signes, that thou doist, but God be with 
hym. 3Jhesus answerde, and seide to hym, 
Treuli, treuli, Y seie to thee, but a man be 
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borun ayen, he may not se the kyngdom of 
God. 4Nychodeme seide to hym, Hou maya 


man be borun, whanne he is eeld? whether 
he may entre ayen in to his modris wombe, 
and be borun ayen? 5 Jhesus answeride, 
Treuli, treuli, Y seie to thee, but a man 
be borun ayen of watir, and of the Hooli 
Goost, he may not entre in to the kyngdom 
of God. © ‘That that is borun of the fleisch, 
is fleisch; and ‘that that is borun of spirit, 
is spirit. 7 Wondre thou not, for Y seide 
to thee, It bihoueth you to be borun ayen. 
8 The spirit brethith where he wole, and 
thou herist his vois, but thou wost not, fro 
whennus he cometh, ne whidir he goith; 


so is ech man that is borun of the spirit. 
9 Nychodeme answeride, and seide to hym, 
Hou moun these thingis be don? 1° Jhesus 
answeride, and seide to hym, Thou art a 


maister in Israel, and knowist not these 
thingis? 11 Treuli, treuli, Y seie to thee, for 


we speken that that we witen, and we wit- 
nessen that that we han seyn, and ye taken 
not oure witnessyng. 12 If Y haue seid to 
you ertheli thingis, and ye bileuen not, hou 
if Y seie to you heueneli thingis, schulen 
ye bileue? 13 And no man stieth in to 


heuene, but he that cam doun fro heuene, 
mannys sone that is in heuene. ™ And as 


Moises areride a serpent in desert, so it 
bihoueth mannys sone to be reisid, 1 that 
ech man that bileueth in hym, perische 
not, but haue euerlastynge lijf. 16 For God 
louede so the world, that he yaf his ‘oon 
bigetun sone, that ech man that bileueth 
in him perische not, but haue euerlastynge 
lijf. 17 For God sente not his sone in to the 
world, that he iuge the world, but that the 


world be saued bi him. 18 He that bileueth 
in hym, is not demed; but he that bileueth 


not, is now demed, for he bileueth not in 
the name of the ‘oon bigetun sone of God. 


19 And this is the dom, for liyt cam in to 


the world, and men loueden more derknes- 
sis than liyt; for her werkes weren yuele. 


20 For ech man that doith yuele, hatith 
the liyt; and he cometh not to the liyt, 
that hise werkis be not repreued. 21 But 
he that doith treuthe, cometh to the liyt, 


that hise werkis be schewid, that thei ben 
don in God. 2 Aftir these thingis Jhesus 


cam, and hise disciplis, in to the loond of 
Judee, and there he dwellide with hem, 
and baptiside. 23 And Joon was baptisinge 
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in Ennon, bisidis Salym, for many watris 


weren there; and thei camen, and weren 
baptisid. 24 And Joon was not yit sent in to 


prisoun. 25 Therfor a questioun was maad 
of Jonys disciplis with the Jewis, of the pu- 
rificacioun. 26 And thei camen to Joon, and 
seiden ‘to hym, Maister, he that was with 
thee biyonde Jordan, to whom thou hast 
borun witnessyng, lo! he baptisith, and 
alle men comen to hym. 27 Joon answerde, 
and seide, A man may not take ony thing, 
but it be youun to hym fro heuene. 28 Ye 
you silf beren witnessyng to me, that Y 


seide, Y am not Crist, but that Y am sent 
bifore hym. 29 He that hath a wijf, is the 


hosebonde; but the freend of the spouse 
that stondith, and herith hym, ioieth with 
ioye, for the vois of the spouse. Therfor 
in this thing my ioye is fulfillid. 2° It 
bihoueth hym to wexe, but me to be maad 


lesse. 31 He that cam from aboue, is aboue 
alle; he that is of the erthe, spekith of 


the erthe; he that cometh from heuene, is 
aboue alle. 32 And he witnessith that thing 


that he hath seie, and herde, and no man 
takith his witnessing. °° But he that takith 


his witnessyng, hath confermyd that God 


is sothefast. 34 But he whom God hath 
sent, spekith the wordis of God; for not to 


mesure God yyueth the spirit. 35 The fadir 
loueth the sone, and he hath youun alle 
thingis in his hoond. 3° He that bileueth 
in the sone, hath euerlastynge lijf; but he 


that is vnbileueful to the sone, schal not se 
euerlastynge lijf, but the wraththe of God 


dwellith on hym. 


4 

1 Therfor as Jhesu knew, that the 
Farisees herden, that Jhesu makith and 
baptisith mo disciplis than Joon, 2 thouy 
Jhesus baptiside not, but hise disciplis, 
he lefte Judee, 3 and wente ayen in to 
Galilee. 4 And it bihofte hym to passe bi 
Samarie. 5 Therfor Jhesus cam in to a citee 
of Samarie, that is seid Sicar, bisidis the 
place, that Jacob yaf to Joseph, his sone. 
6 And the welle of Jacob was there; and 
Jhesus was weri of the iourney, and sat 
thus vpon the welle. And the our was, as 
it were the sixte. 7 And a womman cam 
fro Samarie, to drawe watir. And Jhesus 
seith to hir, Yyue me drynk. 8 And hise 
disciplis weren gon in to the citee, to bie 
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mete. 2? Therfor thilke womman of Samarie 
seith to him, Hou thou, ‘whanne thou art a 
Jewe, axist of me drynk, that am awomman 
of Samarie? for Jewis vsiden not to dele 
with Samaritans. 1° Jhesus answerde, and 
seide to hir, If thou wistist the yifte of 


God, and who ‘he is, that seith to thee, 
Yyue me drynk, thou perauenture woldist 


haue axid of hym, and he schulde haue 
youun to thee quyk watir. 1! The womman 


seith to him, Sire, thou hast not where 
ynne to drawe, and the pit is deep; wherof 
thanne hast thou quik watir? 12 Whethir 
thou art grettere than oure fadir Jacob, 
that yaf to vs the pit? and he drank therof, 
and hise sones, and hise beestis. 13 Jhesus 


answerde, and seide to hir, Eche man that 
drynkith of this watir, schal thirste efte 
soone; but he that drynkith of the watir 
that Y schal yyue hym, schal not thirste 
with outen ende; but the watir that Y schal 
yyue hym, !4 schal be maad in hym a welle 
‘of watir, spryngynge vp in to euerlastynge 
lif. 15 The womman seith to hym, Sire, 
yyue me this watir, that Y thirste not, 
nether come hidur to drawe. 16 Jhesus 
seith to hir, Go, clepe thin hosebonde, and 
come hidir. 17 The womman answerde, 
and seide, Y haue noon hosebonde. Jhesus 
seith to hir, Thou seidist wel, That Y haue 
noon hosebonde; 18 for thou hast hadde 
fyue hosebondis, and he that thou hast, 


is not thin hosebonde. This thing thou 


seidist sotheli. 19 The womman seith to 
hym, Lord, Y se, that thou art a prophete. 
20 Oure fadris worschipiden in this hil, and 
ye seien, that at Jerusalem is a place, where 
it bihoueth to worschipe. 2! Jhesus seith 
to hir, Womman, bileue thou to me, for 
the our schal come, whanne nether in 
this hil, nethir in Jerusalem, ye schulen 
worschipe the fadir. 22 Ye worschipen that 
ye knowen not; we worschipen that that we 
knowen; for helthe is of the Jewis. 23 But 
the tyme is comun, and now it is, whanne 
trewe worschiperis schulen worschipe the 
fadir in spirit and treuthe; for also the 
fadir sekith suche, that worschipen hym. 
24 God is a spirit, and it bihoueth hem that 
worschipen hym, to worschipe in spirit 
and treuthe. 25 The womman seith to 
hym, Y woot that Messias is comun, that is 
seid Crist; therfor whanne he cometh, he 
schal telle vs alle thingis. 26 Jhesus seith 
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to hir, Y am he, that spekith with thee. 
27 And anoon hise disciplis camen, and 
wondriden, that he spak with the wom- 
man; netheles no man seide to hym, What 
sekist thou, or, What spekist thou with hir? 
28 Therfor the womman lefte hir watir pot, 


and wente in to the citee, and seide to tho 
men, 2?Come ye, and se ye aman, that seide 


to me alle thingis that Y haue don; whether 


he be Crist? 3° And thei wenten out of 
the citee, and camen to hym. 31 In the 


mene while hise disciplis preieden hym, 


and seiden, Maistir, ete. 32 But he seide to 
hem, Y haue mete to ete, that ye knowen 


not. 33 Therfor disciplis seiden togidir, 
Whether ony man hath brouyt him mete 
to ete? 34 Jhesus seith to hem, My mete 
is, that Y do the wille of hym that sente 
me, that Y perfourme the werk of hym. 
35 Whether ye seien not, that yit foure 
monethis ben, and rype corn cometh? Lo! 
Y seie to you, lifte vp youre iyen, and se 
ye the feeldis, for now thei ben white to 
repe. 3¢ And he that repith takith hire, and 
gaderith fruyt in to euerlastynge lijf; that 
bothe he that sowith, and he that repith, 
haue ioye togidere. 37 In this thing is the 


word trewe, for anothir is that sowith, and 
anothir that repith. 38 Y sente you to repe, 


that that ye ‘haue not trauelid; ‘othere 
men han trauelid, and ye han entrid ‘in 
to her trauels. 3° And of that citee many 
Samaritans bileueden in hym, for the word 
of the womman, that bare witnessyng, 
That he seide to me alle thingis that Y haue 
don. 4° Therfor whanne Samaritans camen 
to hym, thei preieden hym to dwelle there; 
and he dwelte there twey daies. 4! And 
many mo bileueden for his word, 42 and 
seiden to the womman, That now not for 
thi speche we bileuen; for we han herd, 
and we witen, that this is verili the sauyour 
of the world. 43 And aftir twei daies he 
wente out fro thennus, and wente in to 
Galilee. 44 And he bar witnessyng, that 
a profete in his owne cuntre hath noon 
onour. 4 Therfor whanne he cam in to 
Galilee, men of Galilee resseyueden hym, 
whanne thei hadden seyn alle thingis that 
he hadde don in Jerusalem in the feeste dai; 
for also thei hadden comun to the feeste 
dai. 4° Therfor he cam eftsoone in to the 
Cane of Galile, where he made the watir 
wiyn. And “a litil kyng was, whos sone was 
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sijk at Cafarnaum. 47 Whanne this hadde 
herd, that Jhesu schulde come fro Judee in 
to Galilee, he wente to hym, and preiede 
hym, that he schulde come doun, and heele 
his sone; for he bigan to die. 48 Therfor 
Jhesus seide to him, But ye se tokenes and 
grete wondris, ye bileuen not. 49 The litil 
kyng seith to hym, Lord, come doun, bifor 
that my sone die. °° Jhesus seith to hym, 
Go, thi sone lyueth. The man bileuede to 
the word, that Jhesus seide to hym, and 
he wente. 51 And now whanne he cam 
doun, the seruauntis camen ayens hym, 
and telden to hym, and seiden, That his 
sone lyuede. 52 And he axide of hem the 


our, in which he was amendid. And thei 
seiden to hym, For yistirdai in the seuenthe 


our the feuer lefte him. °3 Therfor the 
fadir knewe, that thilke our it was, in which 
Jhesus seide to hym, Thi sone lyueth; and 
he bileuede, and al his hous. 54 Jhesus dide 


eft this secounde tokene, whanne he cam 
fro Judee in to Galilee. 


5 


1 Aftir these thingis ther was a feeste dai 
of Jewis, and Jhesus wente vp to Jerusalem. 
2 And in Jerusalem is a waissynge place, 


that in Ebrew is named Bethsaida, and 
hath fyue porchis. 3 In these lay a greet 


multitude of sike men, blynde, crokid, and 
drie, abidynge the mouyng of the watir. 
4For the aungel ‘of the Lord cam doun 
certeyne tymes in to the watir, and the 
watir was moued; and he that first cam 
doun in to the sisterne,” aftir the mouynge 


of the watir, was maad hool of what euer 
sijknesse he was holdun. > And a man was 


there, hauynge eiyte and thritti yeer in 
his sikenesse. © And whanne Jhesus hadde 
seyn hym liggynge, and hadde knowun, 
that he hadde myche tyme, he seith to 
hym, Wolt thou be maad hool? 7 The 
sijk man answerde to hym, Lord, Y haue 


no man, that whanne the watir is moued, 
to putte me ‘in to the cisterne; for the 


while Y come, anothir goith doun bifor me. 
8Jhesus seith to hym, Rise vp, take thi bed, 
and go. ? And anoon the man was maad 
hool, and took vp his bed, and wente forth. 


And it was sabat in that dai. 1° Therfor the 
Jewis seiden to him that was maad hool, It 





* 
5:4 that is, a watir gederid togidere, hauinge no fiyss. 


275 


John 5:29 


is sabat, it is not leueful to thee, to take 
awei thi bed. 11 He answeride to hem, He 
that made me hool, seide to me, Take thi 
bed, and go. !2 Therfor thei axiden him, 


What man ‘is that, that seide to thee, Take 
vp thi bed, and go? !3 But he that was maad 
hool, wiste not who it was. And Jhesus 
bowide awei fro the puple, that was set in 
the place. 14 Aftirward Jhesus foond hym in 
the temple, and seide to hym, Lo! thou art 
maad hool; now nyle thou do synne, lest 
any worse thing bifalle to thee. 15 Thilke 
man wente, and telde to the Jewis, that it 
was Jhesu that made hym hool. 1° Therfor 
the Jewis pursueden Jhesu, for he dide this 
thing in the sabat. 1” And Jhesus answeride 
to hem, My fadir worchith til now, and Y 
worche. 18 Therfor the Jewis souyten more 
to sle hym, for not oneli he brak the sabat, 


but he seide that God was his fadir, and 
made hym euene to God. 19 Therfor Jhesus 


answerde, and seide to hem, Treuli, treuli, 
Y seye to you, the sone may not of hym silf 


do ony thing, but that thing that he seeth 
the fadir doynge; for what euere thingis 
he doith, the sone doith in lijk maner tho 
thingis. 2° For the fadir loueth the sone, 
and schewith to hym alle thingis that he 
doith; and he schal schewe to hym gret- 
tere werkis than these, that ye wondren. 


21 For as the fadir reisith deed men, and 
quykeneth, so the sone quykeneth whom 


he wole. 2 For nethir the fadir iugith ony 
man, but hath youun ech doom to the sone, 


23 that alle men onoure the sone, as thei 
onouren the fadir. He that onourith not 
the sone, onourith not the fadir that sente 
hym. *4 Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, that 


he that herith my word, and bileueth to 
hym that sente me, hath euerlastynge lijf, 
and he cometh not in to doom, but passith 
fro deeth in to lijf. 25 Treuli, treuli Y seie 
to you, for the our cometh, and now it is, 


whanne deed men schulen here the vois of 
‘Goddis sone, and thei that heren, schulen 
lyue. 26 For as the fadir hath lijf in hym silf, 


so he yaf to the sone, to haue lijf in him 
silf; 27 and he yaf to hym power to make 
doom, for he is mannys sone. 28 Nyle ye 


wondre this, for the our cometh, in which 
alle men that ben in birielis, schulen here 
the voice of Goddis sone. 29 And thei that 
han do goode thingis, schulen go in to 
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ayenrisyng of lijf; but thei that han done 
yuele thingis, in to ayenrisyng of doom. 
30 Y may no thing do of my silf, but as Y 
here, Y deme, and my doom is iust, for Y 
seke not my wille, but the wille of the fadir 
that sente me. 3!If Y bere witnessing of my 
silf, my witnessyng is not trewe; 32 another 
is that berith witnessyng of me, and Y 
woot that his witnessyng is trewe, that he 
berith of me. 33 Ye senten to Joon, and he 
bar witnessyng to treuthe. 34 But Y take 
not witnessyng of man; but Y seie these 
thingis, that ye be saaf. 25 He was a lanterne 
brennynge and schynynge; but ye wolden 
glade at an our in his liyt. 3° But Y haue 
more witnessyng than Joon, for the werkis 
that my fadir yaf to me to perfourme hem, 
thilke werkis that Y do beren witnessyng of 


me, that the fadir sente me. 3” And the fadir 
that sente me, he bar witnessyng of me. 


Nether ye herden euere his vois, nether 
ye seien his licnesse. 38 And ye han not 
his word dwellynge in you; for ye byleuen 
not to hym, whom he sente. 39 Seke ye 
scripturis, in which ye gessen to haue eu- 
erlastynge lijf; and tho it ben, that beren 
witnessyng of me. 4° And ye wolen not 
come to me, that ye haue lijf. 4! Y take not 


clerenesse of men; 42 but Y haue knowun 
you, that ye han not the loue of God in you. 


43-Y cam in the name of my fadir, and ye 


token not me. If another come in his owne 
name, ye schulen resseyue hym. 44 Hou 


moun ye bileue, that resseyuen glorie ech 
of othere, and ye seken not the glorie ‘that 
is of God aloone? 45 Nyle ye gesse, that Yam 
to accuse you anentis the fadir; it is Moises 
that accusith you, in whom ye hopen. 4°For 
if ye bileueden to Moises, perauenture ye 


schulden bileue also to me; for he wroot of 
me. 47 But if ye bileuen not to hise lettris, 


hou schulen ye bileue to my wordis? 


6 


1 Aftir these thingis Jnesus wente ouere 


the see of Galilee, that is Tiberias. 2 Anda 
greet multitude suede hym; for thei sayn 


the tokenes, that he dide on hem that 
weren sijke. 3 Therfor Jhesus wente in to 


an hil, and sat there with hise disciplis. 
4 And the paske was ful niy, a feeste dai 
of the Jewis. 5 Therfor whanne Jhesus 
hadde lift vp hise iyen, and hadde seyn, 
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that a greet multitude cam to hym, he seith 
to Filip, Wherof schulen we bie looues, 
that these men ete? © But he seide this 
thing, temptynge hym; for he wiste what 
he was to do. 7 Filip answerde to hym, 
The looues of tweyn hundrid pans sufficen 


not to hem, that ech man take a litil what. 
8 Oon of hise disciplis, Andrew, the brothir 


of Symount Petre, ? seith to him, A child 
is here, that hath fyue barli looues and 
twei fischis; but what ben these among 
so manye? 1° Therfor Jhesus seith, Make 
ye hem sitte to the mete. And there was 
myche hey in the place. And so men 
saten to the mete, as ‘fyue thousynde in 
noumbre. !! And Jhesus took fyue looues, 
and whanne he hadde do thankyngis, he 
departide to men that saten to the mete, 
and also of the fischis, as myche as thei 


wolden. 12 And whanne thei weren fillid, 
he seide to hise disciplis, Gadir ye the 


relifs that ben left, that thei perischen not. 
13 And so thei gadriden, and filliden twelue 
cofyns of relif of the fyue barli looues and 


twei fischis, that lefte to hem that hadden 
etun. 14 Therfor tho men, whanne thei 
hadden seyn the signe that he hadde don, 


seiden, For this is verili the profete, that is 
to come in to the world. And whanne 
Jhesus hadde knowun, that thei weren to 
come to take hym, and make hym kyng, 
he fleiy ‘aloone eft in to an hille. 16 And 
whanne euentid was comun, his disciplis 


wenten doun to the see. 17 And thei wenten 
vp in to a boot, and thei camen ouer the 


see in to Cafarnaum. And derknessis weren 
maad thanne, and Jhesus was not come 
to hem. 18 And for a greet wynde blew, 
the see roos vp. !9 Therfor whanne thei 
hadden rowid as fyue and twenti furlongis 
or thretti, thei seen Jhesus walkynge on 
the see, and to be neiy the boot; and thei 


dredden. 2° And he seide to hem, Y am; 
nyle ye drede. 21 Therfor thei wolden take 


hym in to the boot, and anoon the boot 


was at the loond, to which thei wenten. 
22 On ‘the tother dai the puple, that stood 
ouer the see, say, that ther was noon other 
boot there but oon, and that Jhesu entride 
not with hise disciplis in to the boot, but 
hise disciplis aloone wenten. 23 But othere 
bootis camen fro Tiberias bisidis the place, 


where thei hadden eetun breed, and diden 
thankyngis to God. 24 Therfor whanne 


XRN 


3416 


John 6:25 


the puple hadde seyn, that Jhesu was not 
there, nether hise disciplis, thei wenten 
vp in to bootis, and camen to Cafarnaum, 
sekynge Jhesu. 25 And whanne thei hadden 
foundun hym ouer the see, thei seiden to 
hym, Rabi, hou come thou hidur? 2° Jhesus 


answerde to hem, and seide, Treuli, treuli, 
Y seie to you, ye seken me, not for ye sayn 


the myraclis, but for ye eten of looues, 
and weren fillid. 27 Worche ye not mete 
that perischith, but that dwellith in to 
euerlastynge lijf, which mete mannys sone 
schal yyue to you; for God the fadir hath 
markid hym. 28 Therfor thei seiden to 
hym, What schulen we do, that we worche 
the werkis of God? 29 Jhesus answerde, 


and seide to hem, This is the werk of 
God, that ye bileue to hym, whom he 


sente. 3° Therfor thei seiden to hym, What 
tokene thanne doist thou, that we seen, 
and bileue to thee? what worchist thou? 
31 Oure fadris eeten manna in desert, as it is 
writun, He yaf to hem breed fro heuene to 


ete. 32 Therfor Jhesus seith to hem, Treuli, 
treuli, Y seie to you, Moyses yaf you not 
breed fro heuene, but my fadir yyueth you 
veri breed fro heuene; * for it is very breed 
that cometh doun fro heuene, and yyueth 
lijf to the world. 34 Therfor thei seiden to 
hym, Lord, euere yyue vs this breed. 3° And 
Jhesus seide to hem, Y am breed of lijf; he 
that cometh to me, schal not hungur; he 


that bileueth in me, schal neuere thirste. 
36 But Y seid to you, that ye han seyn me, 


and ye bileueden not. 37 Al thing, that the 
fadir yyueth to me, schal come to me; and 
Y schal not caste hym out, that cometh to 


me. 38 For Y cam doun fro heuene, not that 
Y do my wille, but the wille of hym that 


sente me. 39 And this is the wille of the 
fadir that sente me, that al thing that the 


fadir yaf me, Y leese not of it, but ayen reise 
it in the laste dai. 4° And this is the wille 
of my fadir that sente me, that ech man 
that seeth the sone, and bileueth in hym, 
haue euerlastynge lijf; and Y schal ayen 
reyse hym in the laste dai. 4! Therfor Jewis 
grutchiden of hym, for he hadde seid, Y am 
breed that cam doun fro heuene. 42 And 
thei seiden, Whether this is not Jhesus, 
the sone of Joseph, whos fadir and modir 
we han knowun. Hou thanne seith this, 
That Y cam doun fro heuene? 4 Therfor 
Jhesus answerde, and seide to hem, Nyle ye 
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grutche togidere. 44 No man may come to 


me, but if the fadir that sente me, drawe 
hym; and Y schal ayen reise hym in the 


laste dai. It is writun in prophetis, 4° And 
alle men schulen be able for to be tauyt ‘of 


God. Ech man that herde of the fadir, and 
hath lerned, cometh to me. 4¢ Not for ony 


man hath sey the fadir, but this that is of 
God, hath sey the fadir. 47 Sotheli, sotheli, 
Y seie to you, he that bileueth in me, hath 
euerlastynge lijf. 48 Y am breed of lijf. 


49 Youre fadris eeten manna in desert, and 
ben deed. 5° This is breed comynge doun 


fro heuene, that if ony man ete therof, he 
die not. 51 Y am lyuynge breed, that cam 
doun fro heuene. 52 If ony man ete of this 
breed, he schal lyue withouten ende. And 
the breed that Y schal yyue, is my fleisch 
for the lijf of the world. °3 Therfor the Jewis 
chidden togidere, and seiden, Hou may this 
yyue to vs his fleisch to ete? 54 Therfor 
Jhesus seith to hem, Treuli, treuli, Y seie to 
you, but ye eten the fleisch of mannus sone, 
and drenken his blood, ye schulen not haue 
lijf in you. 5 He that etith my fleisch, and 
drynkith my blood, hath euerlastynge lijf, 
and Y schal ayen reise hym in the laste 
dai. °° For my fleisch is veri mete, and my 
blood is very drynk. 57 He that etith my 
fleisch, and drynkith my blood, dwellith in 
me, and Y in hym. °° As my fadir lyuynge 
sente me, and Y lyue for the fadir, and 
he that etith me, he schal lyue for me. 


59 This is breed, that cam doun fro heuene. 
Not as youre fadris eten manna, and ben 


deed; he that etith this breed, schal lyue 
withouten ende. © He seide these thingis 
in the synagoge, techynge in Cafarnaum. 
61 Therfor many of hise disciplis herynge, 
seiden, This word is hard, who may here 
it? © But Jhesus witynge at hym silf, 
that hise disciplis grutchiden of this thing, 
seide to hem, This thing sclaundrith you? 
63 Therfor if ye seen mannus sone stiynge, 
where he was bifor? © It is the spirit that 
quykeneth, the fleisch profitith no thing; 
the wordis that Y haue spokun to you, ben 
spirit and lijf. ° But ther ben summe of 
you that bileuen not. For Jhesus wiste fro 
the bigynnynge, which weren bileuynge, 
and who was to bitraye hym. ° And he 
seide, Therfor Y seide to you, that no man 


XRN 


3417 


John 6:67 


may come to me, but it were youun to 
hym of my fadir. 7 Fro this tyme many 
of hise disciplis wenten abak, and wenten 
not now with hym. © Therfor Jhesus seide 
to the twelue, Whether ye wolen also go 
awei? © And Symount Petre answeride to 
hym, Lord, to whom schulen we gon? Thou 
hast wordis of euerlastynge lijf; 7° and we 
bileuen, and han knowun, that thou art 
Crist, the sone of God. 71 Therfor Jhesus 
answerde to hem, Whether Y chees not you 
twelue, and oon of you is a feend? And he 
seide this of Judas of Symount Scarioth, for 
this was to bitraye hym, whanne he was 
oon of the twelue. 


7 
1 Aftir these thingis Jhesus walkide in 


to Galilee, for he wolde not walke in to 
Judee, for the Jewis souyten to sle hym. 


2 And ther was neiy a feeste dai of the Jewis, 
Senofegia. 3 And hise britheren seiden to 
hym, Passe fro hennus, and go in to Judee, 
that also thi disciplis seen thi werkis that 
thou doist; 4 for no man doith ony thing 
in hiddlis, and hym silf sekith to be opyn. 
If thou doist these thingis, schewe thi silf 
to the world. 5 For nether hise britheren 
bileueden in hym. ®Therfor Jhesus seith to 
hem, My tyme cam not yit, but youre tyme 
is euermore redi. 7 The world may not 
hate you, sothely it hatith me; for Y bere 
witnessyng therof, that the werkis of it ben 
yuele. 8Go ye vp to this feeste dai, but Y 
schal not go vp to this feeste dai, for my 
tyme is not yit fulfillid. > Whanne he hadde 
seid these thingis, he dwelte in Galilee. 
10 And aftir that hise britheren weren gon 
vp, thanne he yede vp to the feeste dai, 
not opynli, but as in priuyte. 1 Therfor 
the Jewis souyten hym in the feeste dai, 
and seiden, Where is he? 12 And myche 
grutchyng was of hym among the puple. 
For summe seiden, That he is good; and 
othere seiden, Nai, but he disceyueth the 
puple; 3 netheles no man spak opynli of 
hym, for drede of the Jewis. 4 But whanne 
the myddil feeste dai cam, Jhesus wente 
vp in to the temple, and tauyte. 1 And 
the Jewis wondriden, and seiden, Hou can 


this man lettris, sithen he hath not lerned? 
16 Jhesus answerde to hem, and seide, My 


doctryne is not myn, but his that sente me. 
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17 If ony man wole do his wille, he schal 
knowe of the techyng, whethir it be of God, 
or Y speke of my silf. 18 He that spekith of 
hym silf, sekith his owne glorie; but he that 
sekith the glorie of hym that sente hym, 
is sothefast, and vnriytwisnesse is not in 
hym. 19 Whether Moises yaf not to you 
a lawe, and noon of you doith the lawe? 
20 What seken ye to sle me? And the puple 
answerde, and seide, Thou hast a deuel; 
who sekith to sle thee? 21 Jhesus answerde, 
and seide to hem, Y haue don o werk, 
and alle ye wondren. 22 Therfor Moises 


yaf to you circumcisioun; not for it is of 
Moyses, but of the fadris; and in the sabat 
ye circumciden a man. 23 If a man take 


circumcicioun in the sabat, that the lawe of 
Moises be not brokun, han ye indignacioun 


to me, for Y made al a man hool in the 
sabat? 24 Nile ye deme aftir the face, but 
deme ye a riytful doom. 25 Therfor summe 
of Jerusalem seiden, Whethir this is not he, 
whom the Jewis seken to sle? 2° and lo! he 
spekith opynli, and thei seien no thing to 
hym. Whether the princes knewen verili, 
that this is Crist? 27 But we knowun this 
man, of whennus he is; but whanne Crist 
schal come, no man woot of whennus he 
is. 28 Therfor Jhesus criede in the temple 
‘techynge, and seide, Ye knowen me, and 
‘ye knowen of whennus Y am; and Y cam 
not of my silf, but he is trewe that sente me, 
whom ye knowen not. 2? Y knowe hym, and 
if Y seie that Y knowe hym not, Y schal be 
lijk to you, a liere; but Y knowe hym, for 
of hym Y am, and he sente me. 2° Therfor 
thei souyten to take hym, and no man 
sette on hym hoondis, for his our cam not 
yit. 31 And many of the puple bileueden in 
hym, and seiden, Whanne Crist schal come, 
whether he schal do mo tokenes, than tho 
that this doith? 32 Farisees herden the 
puple musinge of hym these thingis; and 
the princis and Farisees senten mynystris, 
to take hym. °3 Therfor Jhesus seide to 
hem, Yit a litil tyme Y am with you, and Y 
go to the fadir, that sente me. 34 Ye schulen 
seke me, and ye schulen not fynde; and 
where Y am, ye may not come. 35 Therfor 
the Jewis seiden to hem silf, Whidur schal 
this gon, for we schulen not fynde hym? 
whether he wole go in to the scateryng of 


hethene men, and wole teche the hethene? 
36 What is this word, which he seide, Ye 
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schulen seke me, and ye schulen not fynde; 
and where Y am, ye moun not come? 37 But 
in the laste dai of the greet feeste, Jhesus 
stood, and criede, and seide, If ony man 
thirstith, come he to me, and drynke. 38 He 
that bileueth in me, as the scripture seith, 
Floodis of quyk watir schulen flowe fro 
his wombe. 29 But he seide this thing of 
the Spirit, whom men that bileueden in 
hym schulden take; for the Spirit was not 
yit youun, for Jhesus was not yit glorified. 
40 Therfor of that cumpanye, whanne thei 
hadden herd these wordis of hym, thei 
seiden, This is verili a prophete. 41 Othere 


seiden, This is Crist. ‘But summe sei- 
den, Whether Crist cometh fro Galilee? 
42 Whether the scripture seith not, that 


of the seed of Dauid, and of the castel of 
Bethleem, where Dauid was, Crist cometh? 
43 Therfor discencioun was maad among 


the puple for hym. 44 For summe of hem 
wolden haue take hym, but no man sette 
hondis on hym. 4 Therfor the mynystris 
camen to bischopis and Farisees, and thei 
seiden to hem, Whi brouyten ye not hym? 
46 The mynystris answeriden, Neuere man 
spak so, as this man spekith. 47 Therfor 


the Farisees answeriden to hem, Whether 
ye ben disseyued also? 48 whether ony of 
the pryncis or of the Farisees bileueden in 
hym? 49 But this puple, that knowith not 
the lawe, ben cursid. 5° Nychodeme seith 
to hem, he that cam to hym bi nyyt, that 
was oon of hem, Whethir oure lawe demith 
aman, >! but it haue first herde of hym, and 


knowe what he doith? 52 Thei answeriden, 
and seiden to hym, Whether thou art aman 


of Galilee also? Seke thou scripturis, and se 
thou, that a prophete risith not of Galilee. 
53 And thei turneden ayen, ech in to his 
hous. 


8 

1 But Jhesus wente in to the mount 
of Olyuete. 2 And eerli eft he cam in 
to the temple; and al the puple cam to 
hym; and he sat, and tauyte hem. 3 And 
scribis and Fariseis bryngen a womman 
takun in auoutrye, and thei settiden hir in 
the myddil, 4 and seiden to hym, Maystir, 
this womman is now takun in auoutrie. 
5 And in the lawe Moises comaundide vs 
to stoone suche; therfor what seist thou? 
6 And thei seiden this thing temptynge 
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hym, that thei myyten accuse hym. And 
Jhesus bowide hym silf doun, and wroot 
with his fyngur in the erthe. 7 And whanne 
thei abiden axynge hym, he reiside hym 
silf, and seide to hem, He of you that is 
without synne, first caste a stoon in to hir. 
8 And eft he bowide hym silf, and wroot 
in the erthe. 9% And thei herynge these 
thingis, wenten awei oon aftir anothir, 
and thei bigunnen fro the eldre men; and 
Jhesus dwelte aloone, and the womman 
stondynge in the myddil. 1° And Jhesus 
reiside hym silf, and seide to hir, Womman, 
where ben thei that accusiden thee? no 
man hath dampned thee. 1! Sche seide, 
No man, Lord. Jhesus seide ‘to hir, Nethir 
Y schal dampne thee; go thou, and now 
aftirward nyle thou synne more. !2Therfor 
eft Jhesus spak to hem, and seide, Y am the 
liyt of the world; he that sueth me, walkith 
not in derknessis, but schal haue the liyt 
of lijf. 15 Therfor the Fariseis seiden, Thou 
berist witnessyng of thi silf; thi witnessyng 
is not trewe. 14Jhesus answerde, and seide 
to hem, And if Y bere witnessyng of my 
silf, my witnessyng is trewe; for Y woot fro 
whennus Y cam, and whidur Y go. > But ye 


witen not fro whennus Y cam, ne whidur 
Y go. For ye demen aftir the fleisch, but Y 


deme no man; 16 and if Y deme, my doom is 


trewe, for Y am not aloone, but Y and the 
fadir that sente me. 17 And in youre lawe it 


is writun, that the witnessyng of twei men 
is trewe. 18 Y am, that bere witnessyng of 
my silf, and the fadir that sente me, berith 
witnessyng of me. 19 Therfor thei seiden to 
hym, Where is thi fadir? Jhesus answeride, 
Nether ye knowen me, nethir ye knowen 
my fadir; if ye knewen me, perauenture ye 
schulden knowe also my fadir. 2° Jhesus 
spak these wordis in the tresorie, techynge 
in the temple; and no man took hym, for 
his our cam not yit. 2! Therfor eft Jhesus 
seide to hem, Lo! Y go, and ye schulen 
seke me, and ye schulen die in youre synne; 
whidur Y go, ye moun not come. 22 Therfor 
the Jewis seiden, Whether he schal sle hym 
silf, for he seith, Whidur Y go, ye moun 
not come? 23 And he seide to hem, Ye ben 
of bynethe, Y am of aboue; ye ben of this 


world, Y am not of this world. 24 Therfor Y 
seide to you, that ye schulen die in youre 


synnes; for if ye bileuen not that Y am, 
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ye schulen die in youre synne. 25 Therfor 
thei seiden to hym, Who art thou? Jhesus 
seide to hem, The bigynnyng, which also 
speke to you. 2° Y haue many thingis 
to speke, and deme of you, but he that 
sente me is sothefast; and Y speke in the 
world these thingis, that Y herde of hym. 
27 And thei knewen not, that he clepide 
his fadir God. 28 Therfor Jhesus seith to 
hem, Whanne ye han areisid mannus sone, 
thanne ye schulen knowe, that Y am, and 
of my silf Y do no thing; but as my fadir 
tauyte me, Y speke these thingis. 29 And 
he that sente me is with me, and lefte me 
not aloone; for Y do euermore tho thingis, 
that ben plesynge to hym. 3° Whanne 
he spak these thingis, manye bileueden in 
hym. 2! Therfor Jhesus seide to the Jewis, 
that bileueden in hym, If ye dwellen in 
my word, verili ye schulen be my disciplis; 
32 and ye schulen knowe the treuthe, and 
the treuthe schal make you fre. 33 Therfor 
the Jewis answeriden to hym, We ben the 


seed of Abraham, and we serueden neuere 
to man; hou seist thou, That ye schulen be 


fre? 34 Jhesus answeride to hem, Treuli, 
treuli, Y seie to you, ech man that doith 
synne, is seruaunt of synne. °° And the 


seruaunt dwellith not in the hows with 
outen ende, but the sone dwellith with 
outen ende. 3°Therfor if the sone make you 


fre, verili ye schulen be fre. 37 Y woot that 
ye ben Abrahams sones, but ye seken to sle 
me, for my word takith not in you. 38 Y 
speke tho thingis, that Y say at my fadir; 
and ye doen tho thingis, that ye sayn at 
youre fadir. 39 Thei answerden, and seiden 
to hym, Abraham is oure fadir. Jhesus seith 
to hem, If ye ben the sones of Abraham, do 
ye the werkis of Abraham. 4° But now ye 
seken to sle ‘me, aman that haue spoken to 
you treuthe, that Y herde of God; Abraham 
dide not this thing. 41 Ye doen the werkis 
of youre fadir. Therfor thei seiden to hym, 
We ben not borun of fornycacioun; we 
han o fadir, God. 42 But Jhesus seith to 
hem, If God were youre fadir, sotheli ye 
schulden loue me; for Y passide forth of 
God, and cam; for nether Y cam of my silf, 
but he sente me. #? Whi knowen ye not my 
speche? for ye moun not here my word. 
44 Ye ben of the fadir, the deuel, and ye 
wolen do the desyris of youre fadir. He 
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was a mansleere fro the bigynnyng, and 
he stood not in treuthe; for treuthe is not 
in hym. Whanne he spekith lesyng, he 
spekith of his owne; for he is a liere, and 
fadir of it. 4° But for Y seie treuthe, ye 
bileuen not to me. 4° Who of you schal 
repreue me of synne? if Y sey treuthe, whi 
bileuen ye not to me? 47 He that is of God, 
herith the wordis of God; therfor ye heren 
not, for ye ben not of God. 48 Therfor the 
Jewis answeriden, and seiden, Whether we 
seien not wel, that thou art a Samaritan, 
and hast a deuel? 49 Jhesus answerde, and 
seide, Y haue not a deuel, but Y onoure my 
fadir, and ye han vnhonourid me. 5° For 
Y seke not my glorye; there is he, that 
sekith, and demeth. 5! Treuli, treuli, Y 
seie to you, if ony man kepe my word, 
he schal not taste deth with outen ende. 
52 Therfor the Jewis seiden, Now we han 
knowun, that thou hast a deuel. Abraham 
is deed, and the prophetis, and thou seist, If 
ony man kepe my word, he schal not taste 
deth withouten ende. 53 Whether thou art 
grettere than oure fader Abraham, that is 
deed, and the prophetis ben deed; whom 
makist thou thi silf? 54 Jhesus answeride, 
If Y glorifie my silf, my glorie is nouyt; 
my fadir, is that glorifieth me, whom ye 
seien, that he is youre God. 55 And ye han 
not knowun hym, but Y haue knowun hym; 
and if Y seie that Y knowe hym not, Y schal 
be a liere lich to you; but Y knowe hym, 
and Y kepe his word. 5° Abraham, youre 
fadir, gladide to se my dai; and he saiy, and 
ioyede. 5? Thanne the Jewis seiden to hym, 
Thou hast not yit fifti yeer, and hast thou 
seien Abraham? 5° Therfor Jhesus seide to 
hem, Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, bifor that 
Abraham schulde be, Y am. 5? Therfor thei 
token stonys, to caste to hym; but Jhesus 
hidde hym, and wente out of the temple. 


1 And Jhesus passynge, seiy a man blynd 
fro the birthe. 2 And hise disciplis axi- 
den hym, Maistir, what synnede this man, 


or hise eldris, that he schulde be borun 
blynd? 3 Jhesus answeride, Nether this 


man synnede, nether hise eldris; but that 
the werkis of God be schewid in hym. 4 It 
bihoueth me to worche the werkis of hym 
that sente me, as longe as the dai is; the 
nyyt schal come, whanne no man may 
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worche. 5° As longe as Y am in the world, 
Y am the liyt of the world. © Whanne he 
hadde seid these thingis, he spette in to 
the erthe, and made cley of the spotil, and 
anoyntide the cley on hise iyen, ” and seide 
to hym, Go, and be thou waisschun in the 


watir of Siloe, that is to seie, Sent. Thanne 
he wente, and waisschide, and cam seynge. 
8 And so neiyboris, and thei that hadden 
seyn him bifor, for he was a beggere, sei- 
den, Whether this is not he, that sat, and 
beggide? ° Othere men seiden, That this it 
is; othere men seyden, Nai, but he is lijc 
hym. !° But he seide, That Y am. Therfor 
thei seiden to hym, Hou ben thin iyen 
openyd? 1 He answerde, Thilke man, that 
is seid Jhesus, made clei, and anoyntide 
myn iyen, and seide to me, Go thou to the 


watre of Siloe, and wassche; and Y wente, 
and wasschide, and say. !2 And thei seiden 


to hym, Where is he? He seide, Y woot 
not. 13 Thei leden hym that was blynd to 
the Farisees. 14 And it was sabat, whanne 
Jhesus made cley, and openyde hise iyen. 
15 Eft the Farisees axiden hym, hou he 
hadde seyn. And he seide to hem, He leide 
to me cley on the iyen; and Y wasschide, 
and Y se. 1° Therfor summe of the Fariseis 
seiden, This man is not of God, that kepith 
not the sabat. Othere men seiden, Hou may 
asynful man do these signes. And strijf was 
among hem. !” Therfor thei seien eftsoone 
to the blynd man, What seist thou of hym, 
that openyde thin iyen? And he seide, That 
he is a prophete. 18 Therfor Jewis bileueden 
not of hym, that he was blynd, and hadde 
seyn, til thei clepiden his fadir and modir, 
that hadde seyn. 19 And thei axiden hem, 
and seiden, Is this youre sone, which ye 
seien was borun blynd? hou thanne seeth 
he now? 2° His fadir and modir answeriden 
to hem, and seiden, We witen, that this is 
oure sone, and that he was borun blynd; 
21 but hou he seeth now, we witen neuer, or 
who openyde hise iyen, we witen nere; axe 
ye hym, he hath age, speke he of hym silf. 
22 His fader and modir seiden these thingis, 
for thei dredden the Jewis; for thanne the 
Jewis hadden conspirid, that if ony man 
knoulechide hym Crist, he schulde be don 
out of the synagoge. 23 Therfor his fadir 
and modir seiden, That he hath age, axe ye 
hym. 24 Therfor eftsoone thei clepiden the 
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man, that was blynd, and seiden to hym, 
Yyue thou glorie to God; we witen, that this 
man is a synnere. 25 Thanne he seide, If 
he isa synnere, Y woot neuer; o thing Y 
woot, that whanne Y was blynd, now Y se. 
26 Therfor thei seiden to hym, What dide he 
to thee? hou openyde he thin iyen? 27 He 
answerde to hem, Y seide to you now, and 
ye herden; what wolen ye eftsoone here? 
whether ye wolen be maad hise discyplis? 
28 Therfor thei cursiden hym, and seiden, 
Be thou his disciple; we ben disciplis of 
Moises. 29 We witen, that God spak to Moi- 
ses; but we knowen not this, of whennus 
he is. 3° Thilke man answeride, and seide 
to hem, For in this is a wondurful thing, 


that ye witen not, of whennus he is, and he 
hath openyd myn iyen. 3! And we witen, 
that God herith not synful men, but if ony 
‘man is worschypere of God, and doith his 
wille, he herith hym. 3? Fro the world it is 
not herd, that ony man openyde the iyen 
of a blynd borun man; but this were of 
God, 33 he myyt not do ony thing. 34 Thei 
answeriden, and seiden to hym, Thou art al 
borun in synnes, and techist thou vs? And 
thei putten hym out. °° Jhesus herd, that 
thei hadden putte hym out; and whanne 
he hadde founde hym, he seide to hym, 


Bileuest thou in the sone of God? 3 He 
answerde, and seide, Lord, who is he, that 
Y bileue in hym? 37 And Jhesus seide to 


hym, And thou hast seyn him, and he it 
is, that spekith with thee. 38 And he seide, 
Lord, Y byleue. And he felle doun, and 
worschipide hym. 39 Therfore Jhesus seide 
to hym, Y cam in to this world, ‘in to doom, 


that thei that seen not, see, and thei that 
seen, be maad blynde. 4° And summe of 


the Faryseis herden, that weren with hym, 
and thei seiden to hym, Whether we ben 
blynde? 41 Jhesus seide to hem, If ye weren 
blynde, ye schulden not haue synne; but 
now ye seien, That we seen, youre synne 
dwellith stille. 


10 
1 Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, he that 
cometh not in by the dore in to the foold 
of scheep, but stieth bi another weie, is a 
nyyt theef and a dai theef. 2 But he that 
entrith bi the dore, is the scheepherde of 
the scheep. 3 To this the porter openeth, 
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and the scheep heren his vois, and he clep- 
ith his owne scheep bi name, and ledith 


hem out. 4 And whanne he hath don out 
his owne scheep, he goith bifor hem, and 


the scheep suen hym; for thei knowun his 
vois. > But thei suen not an alien, but fleen 
from hym; for thei han not knowun the 
vois of aliens. © Jhesus seide to hem this 
prouerbe; but thei knewen not what he 
spak to hem. 7 Therfor Jhesus seide to hem 
eftsoone, Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, that Y 
am the dore of the scheep. ® As many as han 
come, weren nyyt theues and day theues, 
but the scheep herden not hem. ? Y am the 
dore. If ony man schal entre bi me, he schal 
be sauyd; and he schal go ynne, and schal 
go out, and he schal fynde lesewis. 1° A 
nyyt theef cometh not, but that he stele, 
sle, and leese; and Y cam, that thei han lif, 
and haue more plenteousli. I am a good 
scheepherde; a good scheepherde yyueth 
his lijf for hise scheep. 1% But an hirid 
hyne, and that is not the scheepherde, 
whos ben not the scheep his owne, seeth a 
wolf comynge, and he leeueth the scheep, 
and fleeth; and the wolf rauyschith, and 
disparplith the scheep. 13 And the hirid 
hyne fleeth, for he is an hirid hyne, and it 
parteyneth not to hym of the scheep. 4 Y 
am a good scheepherde, and Y knowe my 
scheep, and my scheep knowen me. } As 


the fadir hath knowun me, Y knowe the 
fadir; and Y putte my lijf for my scheep. 


16 Y haue othere scheep, that ben not of 
this foolde, and it bihoueth me to brynge 
hem togidir, and thei schulen here my 


vois; and it schal be maad 0 foolde and o 
scheepherde. 17 Therfor the fadir loueth 


me, for Y putte my lijf, that eftsoone Y 


take it. 18 No man takith it fro me, but Y 
putte it of my silf. Y haue power to putte 


it, and Y haue power to take it ayen. This 
maundement Y haue takun of my fadir. 
19 Eft dissencioun was maad among the 
Jewis for these wordis. 2° And many of 


hem seiden, He hath a deuel, and maddith; 
what heren ye hym? 2! Othere men seiden, 


These wordis ben not of a man that hath 
a feend. Whether the deuel may opene 


the iyen of blynde men? 22 But the feestis 
of halewyng of the temple weren maad 
in Jerusalem, and it was wyntir. 23 And 
Jhesus walkide in the temple, in the porche 
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of Salomon. 24 Therfor the Jewis camen 
aboute hym, and seiden to hym, Hou long 


takist thou awei oure soule? if thou art 
Crist, seie thou to vs opynli. 25 Jhesus 


answerde to hem, Y speke to you, and ye 
bileuen not; the werkis that Y do in the 
name of my fadir, beren witnessyng of me. 
26 But ye bileuen not, for ye ben not of my 
scheep. 27 My scheep heren my vois, and 
Y knowe hem, and thei suen me. 28 And 
Y yyue to hem euerelastynge lijf, and thei 
schulen not perische with outen ende, and 
noon schal rauysche hem fro myn hoond. 
29 That thing that my fadir yaf to me, is 
more than alle thingis; and no man may 
rauysche fro my fadris hoond. 3° Y and 
the fadir ben oon. 31 The Jewis token vp 
stoonys, to stoone hym. 32Jhesus answerde 
to hem, Y haue schewide to you many good 
werkis of my fadir, for which werk of hem 
stonen ye me? 33 The Jewis answerden to 
hym, We stoonen thee not of good werk, 
but of blasfemye, and for thou, sithen thou 
art a man, makist thi silf God. 34 Jhesus 
answerde to hem, Whether it is not writun 
in youre lawe, That Y seide, Ye ben goddis? 
35 Yf he seide that thei weren goddis, to 


whiche the word of God was maad, and 
scripture may not be vndon, °¢ thilke that 
the fadir hath halewid, and hath sent in to 
the world, ye seien, That ‘thou blasfemest, 
for Y seide, Y am Goddis sone? 37 Yf Y do 
not the werkis of my fadir, nyle ye bileue 
to me; °8 but if Y do, thouy ye wolen not 
bileue to me, bileue ye to the werkis; that 
ye knowe and bileue, that the fadir is in 
me, and Y in the fadir. 39 Therfor thei 
souyten to take hym, and he wente out 
of her hondis. 4° And he wente eftsoone 
ouer Jordan, in to that place where Joon 
was firste baptisynge, and he dwelte there. 
41 And manye camen to hym, and seiden, 
For Joon dide no myracle; 42 and alle thingis 
what euer Joon seide of this, weren sothe. 
And many bileueden in hym. 


1 And ther was a sijk man, Lazarus 
of Bethanye, of the castel of Marie and 
Martha, hise sistris. 2 And it was Marye, 
which anoyntide the Lord with oynement, 
and wipte hise feet with hir heeris, whos 
brother Lazarus was sijk. 3 Therfor hise 
sistris senten to hym, and seide, Lord, lo! 
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he whom thou louest, is sijk. 4 And Jhesus 
herde, and seide to hem, This syknesse 
is not to the deth, but for the glorie of 
God, that mannus sone be glorified bi hym. 
5 And Jhesus louyde Martha, and hir sistir 


Marie, and Lazarus. © Therfor whanne 
Jhesus herde, that he was sijk, thanne he 


dwellide in the same place twei daies. 7 And 
after these thingis he seide to hise disciplis, 
Go we eft in to Judee. ® The disciplis seien 
to hym, Maister, now the Jewis souyten for 
to stoone thee, and eft goist thou thidir? 
9 Jhesus answerde, Whether ther ben not 
twelue ouris of the dai? If ony man wandre 


in the dai, he hirtith not, for he seeth the 
liyt of this world. 1° But if he wandre in 


the niyt, he stomblith, for liyt is not in 
him. 1! He seith these thingis, and aftir 
these thingis he seith to hem, Lazarus, oure 
freend, slepith, but Y go to reise hym fro 
sleep. !2Therfor hise disciplis seiden, Lord, 
if he slepith, he schal be saaf. 13 But Jhesus 
hadde seid of his deth; but thei gessiden, 
that he seide of slepyng of sleep. 14Thanne 
therfor Jhesus seide to hem opynli, Lazarus 
is deed; 15 and Y haue ioye for you, that 
ye bileue, for Y was not there; but go 
we to hym. 16 Therfor Thomas, that is 
seid Didymus, seide to euen disciplis, Go 
we also, that we dien with hym. 17 And 
so Jhesus cam, and foond hym hauynge 
thanne foure daies in the graue. 18 And 
Bethany was bisidis Jerusalem, as it were 
fiftene furlongis. 19 And many of the Jewis 
camen to Mary and Martha, to coumforte 


hem of her brothir. 2° Therfor as Martha 
herde, that Jhesu cam, sche ran to hym; 


but Mary sat at home. 2! Therfor Martha 
seide to Jhesu, Lord, if thou haddist be 
here, my brother hadde not be deed. 22 But 
now Y woot, that what euere thingis thou 
schalt axe of God, God schal yyue to thee. 
23 Jhesus seith to hir, Thi brother schal rise 
ayen. 24 Martha seith to hym, Y woot, that 
he schal rise ayen in the ayen risyng in the 
laste dai. 25Jhesus seith to hir, Y am ayen 
risyng and lijf; he that bileueth in me, yhe, 
thouy he be deed, 2° he schal lyue; and ech 
that lyueth, and bileueth in me, schal not 


die with outen ende. Bileuest thou this 
thing? 27 Sche seith to hym, Yhe, Lord, Y 


haue bileued, that thou art Crist, the sone 
of the lyuynge God, that hast come in to 
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this world. 28 And whanne sche hadde seid 
this thing, sche wente, and clepide Marie, 
hir sistir, in silence, and seide, The maister 
cometh, and clepith thee. 29 Sche, as sche 
herd, aroos anoon, and cam to hym. 3° And 
Jhesus cam not yit ‘in to the castel, but 
he was yit in that place, where Martha 
hadde comun ayens hym. 2! Therfor the 
Jewis that weren with hir in the hous, and 
coumfortiden hir, whanne thei sayn Marie, 


that sche roos swithe, and wente out, thei 
sueden hir, and seiden, For sche goith to 


the graue, to wepe there. 32 But whanne 
Marie was comun where Jhesus was, sche 
seynge hym felde doun to his feet, and 
seide to hym, Lord, if thou haddist be here, 
my brother hadde not be deed. 33 And 
therfor whanne Jhesu saiy hir wepyng, and 
the Jewis wepynge that weren with hir, 
he “made noise in spirit, and troblide hym 
silf, 34 and seide, Where han ye leid hym? 
Thei seien to hym, Lord, come, and se. 
35 And Jhesus wepte. 3° Therfor the Jewis 
seiden, Lo! hou he louede hym. 37 And 


summe of hem seiden, Whethir this man 
that openyde the iyen of the borun blynde 


man, myyte not make that this schulde not 
die? 38 Therfor Jhesus eft makynge noise in 
hym silf, cam to the graue. And there was 
a denne, and a stoon was leid theronne. 
39 And Jhesus seith, Take ye awey the stoon. 
Martha, the sistir of hym that was deed, 
seith to hym, Lord, he stynkith now, for 
he hath leye foure daies. 4° Jhesus seith to 
hir, Haue Y not seid to thee, that if thou 
bileuest, thou schalt se the glorie of God? 
41 Therfor thei token awei the stoon. And 
Jhesus lifte vp hise iyen, and seide, Fadir, Y 
do thankyngis to thee, for thou hast herd 
me; and Y wiste, 42 that thou euermore 
herist me, but for the puple that stondith 
aboute, Y seide, that thei bileue, that thou 
hast sent me. 43 Whanne he hadde seid 
these thingis, he criede with a greet vois, 
Lazarus, come thou forth. 44 And anoon 
he that was deed, cam out, boundun the 
hondis and feet with boondis, and his face 
boundun with a sudarie. And Jhesus seith 
to hem, Vnbynde ye hym, and suffre ye 
hym to go forth. 4° Therfor many of the 
Jewis that camen to Marie and Martha, and 
seyn what thingis Jhesus dide, bileueden in 
hym. 4¢ But summe of hem wente to the 
Farisees, and seiden to hem, what thingis 
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Jhesus ‘hadde don. 47 Therfor the bischopis 
and the Farisees gadriden a counsel ayens 
Jhesu, and seiden, What do we? for this 
man doith many myraclis. 4% If we leeue 
hym thus, alle men schulen bileue in hym; 
and Romayns schulen come, and schulen 
take our place and oure folk. 49 But oon 
of hem, Cayfas bi name, whanne he was 
bischop of that yeer, seide to hem, 5° Ye 
witen nothing, ne thenken, that it spedith 
to you, that o man die for the puple, and 
that al the folc perische not. 51 But he seide 
not this thing of hym silf, but whanne he 
was bischop of that yeer, he prophesiede, 
that Jhesu was to die for the folc, 52 and 


not oneli for the folc, but that he schulde 
gadere in to oon the sones of God that 


weren scaterid. 53 Therfor fro that day thei 
souyten for to sle hym. 54 Therfor Jhe- 
sus walkide not thanne opynli among the 
Jewis; but he wente in to a cuntre bisidis 
desert, in to a citee, that is seid Effren, and 
there he dwellide with hise disciplis. 5° And 
the pask of the Jewis was niy, and many of 
the cuntrey wenten vp to Jerusalem bifor 
the pask, to halewe hem silf. 5° Therfor 
thei souyten Jhesu, and spaken togidere, 
stondynge in the temple, What gessen ye, 
for he cometh not to the feeste day? 5” For 
the bischopis and Farisees hadden youun 
a maundement, that if ony man knowe 
where he is, that he schewe, that thei take 
hym. 


12 


1 Therfor Jhesus bifor sixe daies of pask 
cam to Bethanye, where Lazarus hadde be 
deed, whom Jhesus reiside. 2 And thei 
maden to hyma soopere there, and Martha 
mynystride to hym; and Lazarus was oon 
of men that saten at the mete with hym. 
3 Therfor Marie took a pound of oynement 
of trewe narde precious, and anoyntide 
the feet of Jhesu, and wipte hise feet with 


hir heeris; and the hous was fulfillid of 
the sauour of the oynement. ‘4 Therfor 


Judas Scarioth, oon of hise disciplis, that 
was to bitraye hym, ° seide, Whi is not 
this oynement seeld for thre hundrid pens, 
and is youun to nedi men? © But he seide 
this thing, not for it perteynede to hym 


of nedi men, but for he was a theef, and 
he hadde the pursis, and bar tho thingis 
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that weren sent. 7 Therfor Jhesus seide, 
Suffre ye hir, that in to the day of my 
biriyng sche kepe that; 8 for ye schulen 
euermore haue pore men with you, but ye 
schulen not euermore haue me. ? Therfore 
myche puple of Jewis knew, that Jhesus 
was there; and thei camen, not oonli for 
Jhesu, but to se Lazarus, whom he hadde 
reisid fro deth. 1° But the princis of prestis 
thouyten to sle Lazarus, 11 for manye of the 
Jewis wenten awei for him, and bileueden 
in Jhesu. 12 But on the morew a myche 
puple, that cam togidere to the feeste dai, 
whanne thei hadden herd, that Jnesus cam 
to Jerusalem, 13 token braunchis of palmes, 
and camen forth ayens hym, and crieden, 
Osanna, blessid is the kyng of Israel, that 


cometh in the name of the Lord. 14 And 
Jhesus foond a yonge asse, and sat on hym, 


15 as it is writun, The douytir of Syon, nyle 
thou drede; lo! thi kyng cometh, sittynge 
on ‘an asse fole. 1° Hise disciplis knewen 
not first these thingis, but whanne Jhesus 
was glorified, thanne thei hadden mynde, 
for these thingis weren writun of hym, and 
these thingis thei diden to hym. !’ Therfor 
the puple bar witnessyng, that was with 
hym, whanne he clepide Lazarus fro the 
graue, and reiside hym fro deth. 18 And 
therfor the puple cam, and mette with 
hym, for thei herden that he hadde don 
this signe. 19 Therfor the Farisees seiden 
to hem silf, Ye seen, that we profiten no 
thing; lo! al the world wente aftir hym. 


20 And there weren summe hethene men, 
of hem that hadden come vp to worschipe 


in the feeste dai. 2! And these camen to 
Filip, that was of Bethsaida of Galilee, and 
preieden hym, and seiden, Sire, we wolen 
se Jhesu. 22 Filip cometh, and seith to 
Andrew; eft Andrew and Filip seiden to 
Jhesu. 23 And Jhesus answerde ‘to hem, and 
seide, The our cometh, that mannus sone 
be clarified. 24 Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, 


but a corn of whete falle in to the erthe, 
and be deed, it dwellith aloone; 25 but if 
it be deed, it bryngith myche fruyt. He 


that loueth his lijf, schal leese it; and he 
that hatith his lijf in this world, kepith it 
in to euerlastynge lijf. 2° If ony man serue 
me, sue he me; and where Y am, there my 
mynystre schal be. If ony man serue me, 
my fadir schal worschipe hym. 27 Now my 
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soule is troublid, and what schal Y seie? 
Fadir, saue me fro this our; but therfor Y 
cam in to this our; 28 fadir, clarifie thi name. 
And a vois cam fro heuene, and seide, And 
Y haue clarified, and eft Y schal clarifie. 
29 Therfor the puple that stood, and herde, 
seide, that ‘thundur was maad; othere men 
seide, an aungel spak to hym. 2° Jhesus 


answerde, and seide, This vois cam not for 
me, but for you. 3! Now is the doom of the 


world, now the prince of this world schal 


be cast out. 32 And if Y schal be enhaunsid 
fro the erthe, Y schal drawe alle thingis 
to my silf. 33 And he seide this thing, 
signifiynge bi what deth he ‘was to die. 
34 And the puple answeride to hym, We han 
herd of the lawe, that Crist dwellith with 
outen ende; and hou seist thou, It bihoueth 
mannys sone to be arerid? °° Who is this 


mannus sone? And thanne Jhesus seith to 
hem, Yit a litil liyt is in you; walke ye, the 
while ye han liyt, that derknessis catche 
you not; he that wandrith in derknessis, 
woot nere whidur he goith. 3° While ye 
han liyt, bileue ye in liyt, that ye be the 
children of liyt. Jnesus spak these thingis, 
and wente, and hidde hym fro hem. 37 And 
whanne he hadde don so many myraclis 
bifor hem, thei bileueden not ‘in to hym; 
38 that the word of Ysaie, the prophete, 
schulde be fulfillid, which he seide, Lord, 


who bileuede to oure heryng, and to whom 


is the arm of the Lord schewid? 29 Therfor 
thei myyten not bileue, for eft Ysaye seide, 


40 He hath blyndid her iyen, and he hath 


maad hard the herte of hem, that thei 
se not with iyen, and vndurstonde with 


herte; and that thei be conuertid, and Y 
heele hem. 4! Ysaye seide these thingis, 


whanne he say the glorie of hym, and spak 
of hym. 42 Netheles ‘of the pryncis manye 
bileueden in hym, but for the Farisees thei 
knowlechiden not, that thei schulden not 
be put out of the synagoge; 43 for thei 
loueden the glorie of men, more than the 
glorie of God. 44 And Jhesus criede, and 
seide, He that bileueth in me, bileueth not 
in me, but in hym that sente me. 4° He that 
seeth me, seeth hym that sente me. 4°Y liyt 
cam in to the world, that ech that bileueth 
in me, dwelle not in derknessis. 47 And 
if ony man herith my words, and kepith 
hem, Y deme hym not; for Y cam not, that 
Y deme the world, but that Y make the 
world saaf. 48 He that dispisith me, and 
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takith not my wordis, hath hym that schal 
iuge hym; thilke word that Y haue spokun, 
schal deme hym in the last dai. 49 For Y 
haue not spokun of my silf, but thilke fadir 
that sente me, yaf to me a maundement, 
what Y schal seie, and what Y schal speke. 


50 And Y woot, that his maundement is 
euerlastynge lijf; therfor tho thingis that Y 


speke, as the fadir seide to me, so Y speke. 


13 
1 Bifor the ‘feeste dai of pask Jhesus 
witynge, that his our is comun, that he 
passe fro this world to the fadir, whanne 


he hadde loued hise that weren in the 
world, in to the ende he louede hem. 2? And 
whanne the souper was maad, whanne the 


deuel hadde put than in to the herte, that 
Judas of Symount Scarioth schulde bitraye 
hym, 3 he witynge that the fadir yaf alle 
thingis to hym in to hise hoondis, and 
that he wente out fro God, 4 and goith to 
God, he risith fro the souper, and doith of 


hise clothis; and whanne he hadde takun a 
lynun cloth, he girde hym. ° And aftirward 


he putte watir in to a basyn, and biganne 
to waische the disciplis feet, and to wipe 
with the lynnen cloth, with which he was 
gird. © And so he cam to Symount Petre, 
and Petre seith to hym, Lord, waischist 
thou my feet? 7Jhesus answerde, and seide 
to hym, What Y do, thou wost not now; 
but thou schalt wite aftirward. §& Petre 
seith to hym, Thou schalt neuere wais- 
che my feet. Jhesus answeride to hym, 
If Y schal not waische thee, thou schalt 
not haue part with me. ° Symount Petre 
seith to hym, Lord, not oneli my feet, but 
bothe the hoondis and the heed. 1° Jhesus 
seide to hym, He that is waischun, hath 
no nede but that he waische the feet, but 
he is al clene; and ye ben clene, but not 
alle. 11 For he wiste, who ‘was he that 
schulde bitraye hym; therfor he seide, Ye 
ben not alle clene. 12 And so aftir that 
he hadde waischun ‘the feet of hem, he 
took hise clothis; and whanne he was set 
to mete ayen, eft he seide to hem, Ye witen 
what Y haue don to you. 13 Ye clepen 
me maistir and lord, and ye seien wel; for 
Yam. 1! Therfor if Y, lord and maistir, 
haue waischun youre feet, and ye schulen 
waische oon anothers feet; 15 for Y haue 
youun ‘ensaumple to you, ‘that as I haue 
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do to you, so do ye. 1 Treuli, treuli, Y seie 
to you, the seruaunt is not grettere than his 
lord, nether an apostle is grettere than he 
that sente hym. 17 If ye witen these thingis, 
ye schulen be blessid, if ye doen hem. 18 Y 
seie not of ‘alle you, Y woot whiche Y haue 
chosun; but that the scripture be fulfillid, 
He that etith my breed, schal reise his heele 
ayens me. 1° Treuly, Y seie to you bifor it 
be don, that whanne it is don, ye bileue 
that Y am. 2° Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, 


he that takith whom euere Y schal sende, 
resseyueth me; and he that resseyueth me, 


resseyueth hym that sente me. 2! Whanne 
Jhesus hadde seid these thingis, he was 
troblid in spirit, and witnesside, and seide, 
Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, that oon of you 
schal bitraye me. 22 Therfor the disciplis 
lokiden togidere, doutynge of whom he 
seide. 23 And so oon of hise disciplis was 
restynge in the bosum of Jhesu, whom 
Jhesu louede. 24 Therfor Symount Petre 
bikeneth to hym, ‘and seith to hym, Who 


is it, of whom he seith? 25 And so whanne 
he hadde restid ayen on the brest of Jhesu, 


he seith to hym, Lord, who is it? 2¢Jhesus 


answerde, He it is, to whom Y schal areche 
a sop of breed. And whanne he hadde wet 


breed, he yaf to Judas of Symount Scarioth. 


27 And aftir the mussel, thanne Sathanas 
entride in to hym. And Jhesus seith to 


hym, That thing that thou doist, do thou 


swithe. 28 And noon of hem that saten at 
the mete wiste, wherto he seide to hym. 


29 For summe gessiden, for Judas hadde 
pursis, that Jhesus hadde seid to hym, Bie 
thou tho thingis, that ben nedeful to vs 
to the feeste dai, or that he schulde yyue 
sum thing to nedi men. 3° Therfor whanne 
he hadde takun the mussel, he wente out 
anoon; and it was nyyt. 3! And whanne 
he was gon out, Jhesus seide, Now mannus 


sone is clarified, and God is clarified in 
hym. 22If God is clarified in hym, God schal 


clarifie hym in hym silf, and anoon he schal 
clarifie hym. 3° Litle sones, yit a litil Y am 
with you; ye schulen seke me, and, as Y 
seide to the Jewis, Whidur Y go, ye moun 
not come; and to you Y seie now. 34 Y yyue 
to you a newe maundement, that ye loue 
togidir, as Y louede you, ‘and that ye loue 
togidir. °° In this thing alle men schulen 
knowe, that ye ben my disciplis, if ye han 
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loue togidere. 36 Symount Petre seith to 
hym, Lord, whidur goist thou? Jhesus 
answeride, Whidur Y go, thou mayst not 


sue me now, but thou schalt sue afterward. 
37 Petre seith to hym, Whi may Y not sue 


thee now? Y schal putte my lijf for thee. 
38 Jhesus answeride, Thou schalt putte thi 
lijf for me? Treuli, treuli, Y seie to thee, the 
cok schal not crowe, til thou schalt denye 
me thries. And he seith to hise disciplis. 


14 


1 Be not youre herte afraied, ne drede it; 
ye bileuen in God, and bileue ye in me. 2In 
the hous of my fadir ben many dwellyngis; 
if ony thing lesse, Y hadde seid to you, for 
Y go to make redi to you a place. 3 And if Y 
go, and make redi to you a place, eftsoones 
Y come, and Y schal take you to my silf, 
that where Y am, ye be. 4 And whidur 
Y go, ye witen, and ye witen the weie. 
5 Thomas seith to hym, Lord, we witen not 
whidur thou goist, and hou moun we wite 
the weie? © Jhesus seith to hym, Y am weie, 
treuthe, and lijf; no man cometh to the 
fadir, but bi me. 7 If ye hadden knowe me, 
sotheli ye hadden knowe also my fadir; and 
aftirward ye schulen knowe hym, and ye 
han seyn hym. 8 Filip seith to hym, Lord, 
schewe to vs the fadir, and it suffisith to 
vs. ° Jhesus seith to hym, So long tyme 
Y am with you, and ‘han ye not knowun 
me? Filip, he that seeth me, seeth also 
the fadir. Hou seist thou, schewe to vs 
the fadir? 1° Bileuest thou not, that Y am 
in the fadir, and the fadir is in me? The 
wordis that Y speke to you, Y speke not of 
my silf; but the fadir hym silf dwellynge in 
me, doith the werkis. !! Bileue ye not, that 


Y am in the fadir, and the fadir is in me? 
12 Ellis bileue ye for thilke werkis. Treuli, 


treuli, Y seie to you, if a man bileueth in 


me, also he schal do the werkis that Y do; 
and he schal do grettere werkis than these, 


for Y go to the fadir. 13 And what euere 
thing ye axen the fadir in my name, Y schal 
do this thing, that the fadir be glorified in 
the sone. 14 If ye axen ony thing in my 
name, Y schal do it. If ye louen me, 
kepe ye my comaundementis. 1° And Y 
schal preye the fadir, and he schal yyue 
to you another coumfortour, !7 the spirit 
of treuthe, to dwelle with you with outen 
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ende; which spirit the world may not take, 
for it seeth hym not, nether knowith hym. 
But ye schulen knowe hym, for he schal 
dwelle with you, and he schal be in you. 
18 Y schal not leeue you fadirles, Y schal 
come to you. 19 Yit a litil, and the world 
seeth not now me; but ye schulen se me, 
for Y lyue, and ye schulen lyue. 2° In that 
dai ye schulen knowe, that Y am in my 
fadir, and ye in me, and Y in you. 2! He 
that hath my comaundementis, and kepith 
hem, he it is that loueth me; and he that 
loueth me, schal be loued of my fadir, and 
Y schal loue hym, and Y schal schewe to 
hym my silf. 22 Judas seith to hym, not he 
of Scarioth, Lord, what is don, that thou 
schalt schewe thi silf to vs, and not to the 
world? 23 Jhesus answerde, and seide ‘to 
hym, If ony man loueth me, he schal kepe 
my word; and my fadir schal loue hym, and 
we schulen come to hym, and we schulen 
dwelle with hym. 24 He that loueth me not, 
kepith not my wordis; and the word which 
ye han herd, is not myn, but the fadris, that 
sente me. 25 These thingis Y haue spokun 
to you, dwellynge among you; but thilke 


Hooli Goost, 26 the coumfortour, whom the 
fadir schal sende in my name, he schal 


teche you alle thingis, ‘and schal schewe to 
you alle thingis, what euere thingis Y schal 
seie to you. 27 Pees Y leeue to you, my pees 
Y yyue to you; not as the world yyueth, Y 
yiue to you; be not youre herte affrayed, ne 
drede it. 28 Ye han herd, that Y seide to you, 
Y go, and come to you. If ye loueden me, 
forsothe ye schulden haue ioye, for Y go to 
the fadir, for the fadir is grettere than Y. 
29 And now Y haue seid to you, bifor that it 
be don, that whanne it is don, ye bileuen. 
30 Now Y schal not speke many thingis with 
you; for the prince of this world cometh, 
and hath not in me ony thing. 31 But that 
the world knowe, that Y loue the fadir; and 
as the fadir yaf a comaundement to me, so 


Y do. ‘Rise ye, go we hennus. 


15 


1 Y am a very vyne, and my fadir is 


an erthe tilier. 2 Ech braunch in me that 
berith not fruyt, he schal take awey it; and 


ech that berith fruyt, he schal purge it, 
that it bere the more fruyt. 3 Now ye ben 
clene, for the word that Y haue spokun to 
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you. 4 Dwelle ye in me, and Y in you; as 
a braunche may not make fruyt of it silf, 
but it dwelle in the vyne, so nether ye, 
but ye dwelle in me. 5 Y am a vyne, ye 


the braunchis. Who that dwellith in me, 
and Y in hym, this berith myche fruyt, for 
with outen me ye moun no thing do. ° If 
ony man dwellith not in me, he schal be 
caste out as a braunche, and schal wexe 
drie; and thei schulen gadere hym, and thei 
schulen caste hym in to the fier, and he 
brenneth. 7 If ye dwellen in me, and my 
wordis dwelle in you, what euer thing ye 
wolen, ye schulen axe, and it schal be don 
to you. ®In this thing my fadir is clarified, 
that ye brynge forth ful myche fruyt, and 
that ye be maad my disciplis. 9 As my fadir 
louede me, Y haue loued you; dwelle ye 
in my loue. 1° If ye kepen my comaunde- 
mentis, ye schulen dwelle in my loue; as 
Y haue kept the comaundementis of my 
fadir, and Y dwelle in his loue. 1! These 
thingis Y spak to you, that my ioye be in 
you, and youre ioye be fulfillid. 12 This is 
my comaundement, that ye loue togidere, 
as Y louede you. ! No man hath more 
loue than this, that a man putte his lijf for 
hise freendis. 14 Ye ben my freendis if ye 
doen tho thingis, that Y comaunde to you. 
15 Now Y schal not clepe you seruauntis, 


for the seruaunt woot not, what his lord 
schal do; but Y haue clepid you freendis, 


for alle thingis what euere Y herde of my 
fadir, Y haue maad knowun to you. 1 Ye 
han not chosun me, but Y chees you; and 
Y haue put you, that ye go, and brynge 
forth fruyt, and youre fruyt dwelle; that 
what euere thing ye axen the fadir in my 
name, he yyue to you. !7 These thingis Y 
comaunde to you, that ye loue togidere. 
18 If the world hatith you, wite ye, that it 
hadde me in hate rather than you. 1° If ye 


hadden be of the world, the world schulde 
loue that thing that was his; but for ye 


ben not of the world, but Y chees you fro 
the world, therfor the world hatith you. 
20 Haue ye mynde of my word, which Y 
seide to you, The seruaunt is not grettere 
than his lord. If thei han pursued me, 
thei schulen pursue you also; if thei han 
kept my word, thei schulen kepe youre 
also. 21 But thei schulen do to you alle 
these thingis for my name, for thei knowen 
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not hym that sente me. 22 If Y hadde not 
comun, and hadde not spokun to hem, thei 
schulden not haue synne; but now thei 
haue noon excusacioun of her synne. #3 He 
that hatith me, hatith also my fadir. 24 If 


Y hadde not doon werkis in hem, whiche 
noon other man dide, thei schulden not 
haue synne; but now both thei han seyn, 


and hatid me and my fadir. 25 But that the 


word be fulfillid, that is writun in her lawe, 
For thei hadden me in hate with outen 
cause. 26 But whanne the coumfortour 
schal come, which Y schal sende to you fro 


the fadir, a spirit of treuthe, which cometh 
of the fadir, he schal bere witnessyng of 
me; 27 and ye schulen bere witnessyng, for 
ye ben with me fro the bigynnyng. 


16 


1 These thingis Y haue spokun to you, 
that ye be not sclaundrid. 2 Thei schulen 
make you with outen the synagogis, but 


the our cometh, that ech man that sleeth 
you, deme that he doith seruyce to God. 


3 And thei schulen do to you these thingis, 


for thei han not knowun the fadir, nether 
me. 4 But these thingis Y spak to you, that 


whanne the our ‘of hem schal come, ye 
haue mynde, that Y seide to you. > Y seide 
not to you these thingis fro the bigynnyng, 
for Y was with you. And now Y go to hym 
that sente me, and no man of you axith 
me, Whidur ‘thou goist? © but for Y haue 
spokun to you these thingis, heuynesse 
hath fulfillid youre herte. 7 But Y seie to 
you treuthe, it spedith to you, that Y go; for 
if Y go not forth, the coumfortour schal not 
come to you; but if Y go forth, Y schal sende 
hym to you. 8 And whanne he cometh, 
he schal repreue the world of synne, and 
of riytwisnesse, and of doom. 9° Of synne, 


for thei han not bileued in me; 1° and of 
riytwisnesse, for Y go to the fadir, and 


now ye schulen not se me; 11 but of doom, 
for the prince of this world is now demed. 
12 Yit Y haue many thingis for to seie to 
you, but ye moun not bere hem now. !3 But 
whanne thilke spirit of treuthe cometh, he 
schal teche you al trewthe; for he schal not 
speke of hym silf, but what euer thinges 
he schal here, he schal speke; and he schal 
telle to you tho thingis that ben to come. 
14 He schal clarifie me, for of myne he schal 
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take, and schal telle to you. 15 Alle thingis 
‘whiche euer the fadir hath, ben myne; 
therfor Y seide to you, for of myne he schal 
take, and schal telle to you. 1¢A litil, and 
thanne ye schulen not se me; and eftsoone 
a litil, and ye schulen se me, for Y go to the 
fadir. 17 Therfor summe of hise disciplis 
seiden togidere, What is this thing that he 
seith to vs, A litil, and ye schulen not se me; 
and eftsoone a litil, and ye schulen se me, 
for Y go to the fadir? 18 Therfor thei seiden, 


What is this that he seith to vs, A litil? we 
witen not what he spekith. 19 And Jhesus 


knew, that thei wolden axe hym, and he 
seide to hem, Of this thing ye seken among 
you, for Y seide, A litil, and ye schulen not 
se me; and eftsoone a litil, and ye schulen 
se me. ?°Treuli, treuli, Y seie to you, that ye 
schulen mourne and wepe, but the world 
schal haue ioye; and ye schulen be soreuful, 
but youre sorewe schal turne in to ioye. 


21 A womman whanne sche berith child, 
hath heuynesse, for hir tyme is comun; but 


whanne sche hath borun a sone, now sche 
thenkith not on the peyne, for ioye, for 


a man is borun in to the world, 22 And 
therfor ye han now sorew, but eftsoone Y 
schal se you, and youre herte schal haue 
ioie, and no man schal take fro you youre 
ioie. 23 And in that day ye schulen not 
axe me ony thing; treuli, treuli, ‘Y seie to 
you, if ye axen the fadir ony thing in my 
name, he schal yyue to you. 24 ‘Til now 
ye axiden no thing in my name; ‘axe ye, 
‘and ye schulen take, that youre ioie be ful. 
25 Y haue spokun to you these thingis in 
prouerbis; the our cometh, whanne now 
Y schal not speke to you in prouerbis, but 
opynli of my fadir Y schal telle to you. 26In 
that dai ye schulen axe in my name; and 
Y seie not to you, that Y schal preye the 
fadir of you; 27 for the fadir hym silf loueth 
you, for ye han loued me, and han bileued, 
that Y wente out fro God. 28 Y wente out 
fro the fadir, and Y cam in to the world; 
eftsoone Y leeue the world, and Y go to the 
fadir. 29 Hise disciplis seiden to hym, Lo! 
now thou spekist opynli, and thou seist no 
prouerbe. 2° Now we witen, that thou wost 
alle thingis; and it is not nede to thee, that 
ony man axe thee. In this thing we bileuen, 
that thou wentist out fro God. 31 Jhesus 
answeride to hem, Now ye bileuen. 32 Lo! 
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the our cometh, and now it cometh, that ye 
be disparplid, ech in to hise owne thingis, 
and that ye leeue me aloone; and Y am not 


aloone, for the fadir is with me. 33 These 
thingis Y haue spokun to you, that ye haue 


pees in me; in the world ye schulen haue 
disese, but trust ye, Y haue ouercomun the 
world. 


17 


1 These thingis Jhesus spak, and whanne 
he hadde cast vp hise iyen in to heuene, 
he seide, Fadir, the our cometh, clarifie thi 
sone, that thi sone clarifie thee. 2 As thou 
hast youun to hym power on ech fleisch, 
that al thing that thou hast youun to hym, 
he yyue to hem euerlastynge lijf. 3 And 
this is euerlastynge lijf, that thei knowe 
thee very God aloone, and whom thou hast 
sent, Jhesu Crist. 4 Y haue clarified thee 
on the erthe, Y haue endid the werk, that 
thou hast youun to me to do. ° And now, 
fadir, clarifie thou me at thi silf, with the 
clerenesse that Y hadde at thee, bifor the 
world was maad. © Y haue schewid thi 
name to tho men, whiche thou hast youun 
to me of the world; thei weren thine, and 
thou hast youun hem to me, and thei han 
kept thi word. 7 And now thei han knowun, 
that alle thingis that thou hast youun to 
me, ben of thee. 8 For the wordis that thou 
hast youun to me, Y yaf to hem; and thei 
han takun, and han knowun verili, that 
Y wente out fro thee; and thei bileueden, 
that thou sentist me. ° Y preie for hem, Y 
preye not for the world, but for hem that 
thou hast youun to me, for thei ben thine. 
10 And alle my thingis ben thine, and thi 
thingis ben myne; and Y am clarified in 
hem. 11 And now Y am not in the world, and 
these ben in the world, and Y come to thee. 
Hooli fadir, kepe hem in thi name, whiche 
thou yauest to me, that thei ben oon, as we 
ben. !2While Y was with hem, Y kepte hem 
in thi name; thilke that thou yauest to me, 
Y kepte, and noon of hem perischide, but 
the sone of perdicioun, that the scripture 
be fulfillid. 13 But now Y come to thee, and 
Y speke these thingis in the world, that thei 
haue my ioie fulfillid in hem silf. 4 Y yaf to 
hem thi word, and the world hadde hem in 
hate; for thei ben not of the world, as Yam 
not of the world. 5 Y preye not, that thou 


take hem awei fro the world, but that thou 
kepe hem fro yuel. 1° They ben not of the 
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world, as Y am not of the world. 17 Halewe 
thou hem in treuth; thi word is treuthe. 
18 As thou sentist me in to the world, also Y 
sente hem ‘in to the world. 19 And Y halewe 
my silf for hem, that also thei ben halewid 
in treuthe. 2° And Y preye not oneli for 
hem, but also for hem that schulden bileue 
in to me bi the word of hem; 2! that all ben 
oon, as thou, fadir, in me, and Y in thee, 
that also thei in vs be oon; that the world 
bileue, that thou hast sent me. 22 And Y 
haue youun to hem the clerenesse, that 
thou hast youun to me, that thei ben oon, 
23 as we ben oon; Y in hem, and thou in 
me, that thei be endid in to oon; and that 
the world knowe, that thou sentist me, and 
hast loued hem, as thou hast loued also me. 
24 Fadir, thei whiche thou yauest to me, Y 
wole that where Y am, that thei be with me, 
that thei see my clerenesse, that thou hast 
youun to me; for thou louedist me bifor the 
makyng of the world. 25 Fadir, riytfuli the 
world knew thee not, but Y knew thee, and 
these knewen, that thou sentist me. 26 And 
Y haue maad thi name knowun to hem, and 
schal make knowun; that the loue bi which 
tou ‘hast loued me, be in hem, and Y in 
em. 


18 
1 Whanne Jhesus hadde seid these 
thingis, he wente out with hise disciplis 


ouer the strond of Cedron, where was a 
yerd, in to which he entride, and hise 


disciplis. 2 And Judas, that bitrayede hym, 
knew the place, for ofte Jnesus cam thidur 
with hise disciplis. 3 Therfor whanne Judas 
hadde takun a cumpany of knyytis, and 
mynystris of the bischopis and of the 
Fariseis, he cam thidur with lanternys, 
and brondis, and armeris. 4 And so Jhesus 
witynge alle thingis that weren to come on 
hym, wente forth, and seide to hem, Whom 
seken ye? 5 Thei answeriden to hym, Jhesu 
of Nazareth. Jhesus seith to hem, Y am. 
And Judas that bitraiede hym, stood with 


hem. © And whanne he seide to hem, Y am, 
thei wenten abak, and fellen doun on the 
erthe. 7 And eft he axide hem, Whom seken 
ye? And thei seiden, Jhesu of Nazareth. 


8 He answeride to hem, Y seide to you, that 
Y am; therfor if ye seken me, suffre ye these 
to go awei. ° That the word which he seide 
schulde be fulfillid, For Y loste not ony 
of hem, whiche thou ‘hast youun to me. 
10 Therfor Symount Petre hadde a swerd, 
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and drow it out, and smoot the seruaunt 
of the bischop, and kittide of his riyt eer. 
And the name of the seruaunt was Malcus. 
11 Therfor Jhesus seide to Petre, Putte thou 
thi swerd in to thi schethe; wolt thou not, 
that Y drynke the cuppe, that my fadir yaf 


tome? !2Therfor the cumpenye of knyytis, 
and the tribune, and the mynystris of the 
Jewis, token Jhesu, and bounden hym, 
13 and ledden hym first to Annas; for he was 
fadir of Caifas wijf, that was bischop of that 
yeer. #4 And it was Caifas, that yaf counsel 
to the Jewis, that it spedith, that o man die 
for the puple. 15 But Symount Petre suede 
Jhesu, and another disciple; and thilke 
disciple was knowun to the bischop. And 
he entride with Jhesu, in to the halle of 
the bischop; !° but Petre stood at the dore 
with outforth. Therfor ‘the tother disciple, 
that was knowun to the bischop, wente 
out, and seide to the womman that kepte 
the dore, and brouyte in Petre. 17 And 
the damysel, kepere of the dore, seide 


to Petre, Whether thou art also of this 
mannys disciplis? He seide, Y am not. 


18 And the seruantis and mynystris stooden 


at the coolis, for it was coold, and thei 
warmyden hem; and Petre was with hem, 


stondynge and warmynge hym. 19 And 
the bischop axide Jhesu of hise disciplis, 
and of his techyng. 2° Jhesus answerde 
to hym, Y haue spokun opynli to the 
world; Y tauyte euermore in the synagoge, 
and in the temple, whider alle the Jewis 
camen togidere, and in hiddlis Y spak no 
thing. 2! What axist thou me? axe hem 
that herden, what Y haue spokun to hem; 
lo! thei witen, what thingis Y haue seid. 
22 Whanne he hadde seid these thingis, 
oon of the mynystris stondynge niy, yaf a 
buffat to Jhesu, and seide, Answerist thou 
so to the bischop? 23 Jhesus answeride 
to hym, If Y haue spokun yuel, bere thou 
witnessyng of yuel; but if Y seide wel, whi 
smytist thou me? 24 And Annas sente hym 
boundun to Caifas, the bischop. 25 And 
Symount Petre stood, and warmyde him; 
and thei seiden to hym, Whether also thou 
art his disciple? He denyede, and seide, Y 
am not. 26 Oon of the bischops seruantis, 
cosyn of hym, whos eere Petre kitte of, 
seide, Say Y thee not in the yerd with hym? 
27 And Petre eftsoone denyede, and anoon 
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the cok crew. 28 Thanne thei ledden Jhesu 
to Cayfas, in to the moot halle; and it was 
eerli, and thei entriden not in to the moot 
halle, that thei schulden not be defoulid, 
but that thei schulden ete pask. 29 Therfor 
Pilat wente out with outforth to hem, and 
seide, What accusyng brynge ye ayens 
this man? 3° Thei answeriden, and seiden 
to hym, If this were not a mysdoere, we 
hadden not bitakun hym to thee. 3!Thanne 
Pilat seith to hem, Take ye hym, and deme 
ye him, after youre lawe. And the Jewis 
seiden to hym, It is not leueful to vs to sle 
ony man; 3? that the word of Jhesu schulde 
be fulfillid, whiche he seide, signifiynge 
bi what deth he schulde die. 35 Therfor 
eftsoone Pilat entride in to the moot halle, 
and clepide Jhesu, and seide to hym, Art 


thou kyng of Jewis? °4 Jhesus answerde, 
and seide to hym, Seist thou this thing of 
thi silf, ether othere han seid to thee of me? 
35 Pilat answeride, Whether Y am a Jewe? 
Thi folc and bischops bitoken thee to me; 
what hast thou don? 3¢ Jhesus answeride, 
My kingdom is not of this world; if my 
kingdom were of this world, my mynystris 
schulden stryue, that Y schulde not be 
takun to the Jewis; but now my kingdom 
is not here. 37 And so Pilat seide to hym, 
Thanne ‘thou art a king. Jhesus answeride, 
Thou seist, that Y am a king. To this thing 


Y am borun, and to this Y ‘am comun in to 
the world, to bere witnessing to treuthe. 


Eche that is of treuthe, herith my vois. 
38 Pilat seith to hym, What is treuthe? And 
whanne he hadde seid this thing, eft he 
wente out to the Jewis, and seide to hem, Y 
fynde no cause in hym. 39 But it is a custom 
to you, that Y delyuere oon to you in pask; 
therfor wole ye that Y delyuere to you the 
kyng of Jewis? 4° Alle crieden eftsoone, and 


seiden, Not this, but Baraban. And Barabas 
was a theef. 


19 
1 Therfor Pilat took thanne Jhesu, and 
scourgide. * And kniytis writhen a coroun 


of thornes, and setten on his heed, and 
diden aboute hym a cloth of purpur, 3 and 


camen to him, and seiden, Heil, kyng of 
Jewis. And thei yauen to him buffatis. 


4 Eftsoone Pilat wente out, and seide to 
hem, Lo! Y brynge hym out to you, that ye 
knowe, that Y fynde no cause in him. 5 And 
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so Jhesus wente out, berynge a coroun of 
thornes, and a cloth of purpur. And he 


seith to hem, Lo! the man. © But whanne 
the bischopis and mynystris hadden seyn 


hym, thei crieden, and seiden, Crucifie, 
crucifie hym. Pilat seith to hem, Take 
ye hym, and crucifie ye, for Y fynde no 
cause in hym. ’ The Jewis answeriden to 
hym. We han a lawe, and bi the lawe he 
owith to die, for he made hym Goddis sone. 
8 Therfor whanne Pilat hadde herd this 
word, he dredde the more. ? And he wente 
in to the moot halle eftsoone, and seide to 
Jhesu, Of whennus art thou? But Jhesus 
yaf noon answere to him. !° Pilat seith to 
him, Spekist thou not to me? Woost thou 
not, that Y haue power to crucifie thee, and 
Y haue power to delyuere thee? 1! Jhesus 
answeride, Thou schuldist not ‘haue ony 
power ayens me, but it were youun to thee 


from aboue; therfor he that bitook me to 
thee, hath the more synne. !?Fro that tyme 


Pilat souyte to delyuere hym; but the Jewis 
crieden, and seiden, If thou delyuerist this 
man, thou art not the emperouris freend; 
for ech man that makith hym silf king, 
ayen seith the emperoure. 13 And Pilat, 
whanne he hadde herd these wordis, ledde 
Jhesu forth, and sat for domesman in a 
place, that is seid Licostratos, but in Ebrew 
Golgatha. 4 And it was pask eue, as it were 
the sixte our. And he seith to the Jewis, 
Lo! youre king. 15 But thei crieden, and 


seiden, Take awei, take awei; crucifie him. 
Pilat seith to hem, Schal I crucifie youre 


king? The bischops answeriden, We han 
no king but the emperour. 1° And thanne 
Pilat bitook him to hem, that he schulde 
be crucified. And thei token Jhesu, and 
ledden him out. !7 And he bar to hym 
silf a cros, and wente out in to that place, 
that is seid of Caluarie, in Ebreu Golgatha; 


18 where thei crucifieden him, and othere 
tweyne with him, oon on this side and 
oon on that side, and Jhesus in the myddil. 
19 And Pilat wroot a title, and sette on the 
cros; and it was writun, Jhesu of Nazareth, 
king of Jewis. 2° Therfor manye of the 
Jewis redden this title, for the place where 
Jhesus was crucified, was niy the citee, and 
it was writun in Ebreu, Greek, and Latyn. 
21 Therfor the bischops of the Jewis seiden 
to Pilat, Nyle thou write kyng of Jewis, but 
for he seide, Y am king of Jewis. 22 Pilat 
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answeride, That that Y haue writun, Y haue 
writun. 23 Therfor the knyytis whanne thei 


hadden crucified hym, token hise clothis, 
and maden foure partis, to ech knyyt a 
part, and a coot. And the coot was without 


seem, and wouun al aboute. 24 Therfor 
thei seiden togidere, Kitte we not it, but 


caste we lot, whos it is; that the scrip- 
ture be fulfillid, seiynge, Thei partiden my 
clothis to hem, and on my cloth thei casten 
lot. And the kniytis diden these thingis. 
25 But bisidis the cros of Jhesu stoden his 


modir, and the sistir of his modir, Marie 
Cleofe, and Marie Maudeleyne. 2° Therfor 


whanne Jhesu hadde seyn his modir, and 
the disciple stondynge, whom he louyde, 


he seith to hise modir, Womman, lo thi 
sone. 27 Aftyrward he seith to the disciple, 
Lo! thi modir. And fro that our the disciple 
took hir in to his modir. 28 Aftirward Jhesus 
witynge, that now alle thingis ben endid, 
that the scripture were fulfillid, he seith, Y 
thirste. 29 And a vessel was set ful of vyne- 
gre. And thei ‘leiden in isope aboute the 
spounge ful of vynegre, and putten to his 
mouth. 3° Therfor whanne Jhesus hadde 
‘takun the vynegre, he seid, It is endid. 
And ‘whanne his heed was bowid doun, 
‘he yaf vp the goost. 3! Therfor for it was 
the pask eue, that the bodies schulden not 


abide on the cros in the sabat, for that was a 
greet sabat dai, the Jewis preiden Pilat, that 


the hipis of hem schulden be brokun, and 
thei takun awei. 32 Therfor knyytis camen, 


and thei braken the thies of the firste, and 
ofthe tothere, that was crucified with hym. 


33 But whanne thei weren comun to Jhesu, 
as thei sayn him deed thanne, thei braken 
not hise thies; 34 but oon of the knyytis 
openyde his side with a spere, and anoon 


blood and watir wenten out. 35 And he that 
saiy, bare witnessyng, and his witnessing 


is trewe; and he woot that he seith trewe 
thingis, that ye bileue. 3° And these thingis 


weren don, that the scripture schulde be 


fulfillid, Ye schulen not breke a boon of 
hym. 37 And eftsoone another scripture 


seith, Thei schulen se in whom thei piyten 
thorow. 3° But after these thingis Joseph of 
Armathi preyede Pilat, that he schulde take 
awei the bodi of Jhesu, for that he was a 
disciple of Jhesu, but priui for drede of the 
Jewis. And Pilat suffride. And so he cam, 
and took awei the bodi of Jhesu. 39 And 
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Nychodeme cam also, that hadde come to 
hym first bi nyyt, and brouyte a meddlynge 
of myrre and aloes, as it were an hundrid 
pound, 4° And thei token the bodi of Jhesu, 
and boundun it in lynun clothis with swete 
smellynge oynementis, as it is custom to 
Jewis for to birie. 41 And in the place where 
he was crucified, was a yerd, and in the 
yerd a newe graue, in which yit no man was 
leid. 42 Therfor there thei putten Jhesu, for 


the vigilie of Jewis feeste, for the sepulcre 
was nly. 


1 And ino dai of the wouke Marie Maude- 
leyn cam eerli to the graue, whanne it 
was yit derk. And sche say the stoon 
moued awei fro the graue. 2 Therfor sche 
ran, and cam to Symount Petre, and to 
another disciple, whom Jhesus louede, and 
seith to hem, Thei han takun the Lord fro 
the graue, and we witen not, where thei 


han leid hym. 3 Therfor Petre wente out, 
and thilke other disciple, and thei camen 
to the graue. 4 And thei tweyne runnen 
togidre, and thilke othere disciple ran bifor 
Petre, and cam first to the graue. ° And 
whanne he stoupide, he sai the schetis 
liynge, netheles he entride not. © Therfor 
Symount Petre cam suynge hym, and he 
entride in to the graue, and he say the 
schetis leid, 7 and the sudarie that was on 
his heed, not leid with the schetis, but 
bi it silf wlappid in to a place. ® Therfor 
thanne thilke disciple that cam first to 
the graue, entride, and sai, and bileuede. 
° For thei knewen not yit the scripture, 
that it behofte him to rise ayen fro deth. 
10 Therfor the disciplis wenten eftsoone to 
hem silf. 11 But Marie stood at the graue 
with outforth wepynge. And the while 
sche wepte, sche bowide hir, and bihelde 
forth in to the graue. 12 And sche sai 
twei aungels sittinge in white, oon at the 
heed and oon at the feet, where the bodi 
of Jhesu was leid. 13 And thei seien to 
hir, Womman, what wepist thou? Sche 
seide to hem, For thei han take awei my 


lord, and Y woot not, where thei han leid 
him. 1 Whanne sche hadde seid these 
thingis, sche turnede bacward, and sai Jh- 


esu stondinge, and wiste not that it was 
Jhesu. 1 Jhesus seith to hir, Womman, 
what wepist thou? whom sekist thou? She 
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gessynge that he was a gardynere, seith to 
him, Sire, if thou hast takun him vp, seie 


to me, where thou hast leid him, and Y 
schal take hym awei. 1° Jhesus seith to hir, 


Marie. Sche ‘turnede, and seith to hym, 
Rabony, that is to seie, Maister. 17 Jhesus 
seith to hir, Nyle thou touche me, for Y 
haue not yit stied to my fadir; but go to 
my britheren, and seie to hem, Y stie to 
my fadir and to youre fadir, to my God and 
to youre God. 18 Marie Maudeleyne cam, 
tellinge to the disciplis, That Y sai the Lord, 
and these thingis he seide to me. 19 Therfor 


whanne it was eue in that dai, oon of the 
sabatis, and the yatis weren schit, where 
the disciplis weren gaderid, for drede of 
the Jewis, Jhesus cam, and stood in the 
myddil of the disciplis, and he seith to 
hem, Pees to you. 2° And whanne he hadde 


seid this, he schewide to hem hondis and 
side; therfor the disciplis ioieden, for the 


Lord was seyn. 2! And he seith to hem 
eft, Pees to you; as the fadir sente me, Y 
sende you. 22 Whanne he had seid this, 
he blewe on hem, and seide, Take ye the 
Hooli Goost; 23 whos synnes ye foryyuen, 
tho ben foryouun to hem; and whos ye 
withholden, tho ben withholdun. 24 But 
Thomas, oon of the twelue, that is seid 
Didimus, was not with hem, whanne Jhesus 
cam. 25 Therfor the othere disciplis seiden, 
We han seyn the Lord. And he seide to 
hem, But Y se in hise hondis the fitchinge 
of the nailis, and putte my fyngur in to the 
places of the nailis, and putte myn hond in 


to his side, Y schal not bileue. 26 And after 
eiyte daies eftsoone hise disciplis weren 


with ynne, and Thomas with hem. Jhesus 
cam, while the yatis weren schit, and stood 
in the myddil, and seide, Pees to you. 


27 Afterward he seith to Thomas, Putte in 
here thi fyngur, and se myn hondis, and 


putte hidur thin hond, and putte in to 
my side, and nyle thou be vnbileueful, but 


feithful. 28 Thomas answeride, and seide 
to him, My Lord and my God. 29 Jhesus 


seith to him, Thomas, for thou hast seyn 


me, thou bileuedist; blessid ben thei, that 
seyn not, and han bileued. 3° And Jhesus 


dide many othere signes in the siyt of hise 
disciplis, whiche ben not writun in this 
book. 3! But these ben writun, that ye 
bileue, that Jhesus ‘is Crist, the sone of God, 
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and that ye bileuynge haue lijfin his name. 


1 Afterward Jhesus eftsoone schewide 
hym to hise disciplis, at the see of Tiberias. 


2 And he schewide him thus. There weren 
togidere Symount Petre, and Thomas, that 


is seid Didimus, and Nathanael, that was 
of the Cane of Galilee, and the sones of 
Zebedee, and tweyne othere of hise dis- 
ciplis. 3 Symount Petre seith to hem, Y 
go to fische. Thei seyn to hym, And we 
comen with thee. And ‘thei wenten out, 
‘and wenten in to a boot. And in that 
niyt thei token no thing. 4 But whanne 
the morewe was comun, Jhesus stood in 
the brenke; netheles the disciplis knewen 
not, that it was Jhesus. 5 Therfor Jhesus 
seith to hem, Children, whethir ye han ony 
souping thing? Thei answeriden to hym, 
Nay. He seide to hem, © Putte ye the nett 
in to the riyt half of the rowing, and ye 
schulen fynde. And thei puttiden the nett; 
and thanne thei miyten not drawe it for 


multitude of fischis. 7 Therfor thilke dis- 
ciple, whom Jhesus louede, seide to Petre, 


It is the Lord. Symount Petre, whanne he 
hadde herd that it is the Lord, girte hym 


witha coote, for he was nakid, and wente in 
to the see. 8 But the othere disciplis camen 


bi boot, for thei weren not fer fro the lond, 
but as a two hundrid cubitis, drawinge the 


nett of fischis. 9 And as thei camen doun 
in to the lond, thei sayn coolis liynge, and 


a fisch leid on, and breed. 1° Jhesus seith 
to hem, Bringe ye of the fyschis, whiche ye 
han takun now. 1!! Symount Petre wente 
vp, and drowy the nett in to the lond, ful of 
grete fischis, an hundrid fifti and thre; and 
whanne thei weren so manye, the nett was 
not brokun. 12 Jhesus seith to hem, Come 
ye, ete ye. And no man of hem that saten 
at the mete, durste axe hym, Who art thou, 
witinge that it is the Lord. 13 And Jhesus 
cam, and took breed, an yaf to hem, and 
fisch also. 14 Now this thridde tyme Jhesus 
was schewid to hise disciplis, whanne he 
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hadde risun ayen fro deth. 5 And whanne 
thei hadde etun, Jhesus seith to Simount 
Petre, Symount of Joon, louest thou me 
more than these? He seith to him, Yhe, 
Lord, thou woost that Y loue thee. Jhesus 
seith to hym, Fede thou my lambren. !¢ Eft 
he seith to hym, Symount of Joon, louest 


thou me? He seith to him, Yhe, Lord, 
thou woost that Y loue thee. He seith 
to him, Fede thou my lambren. !7 He 


seith to him the thridde tyme, Simount of 
Joon, louest thou me? Petre was heuy, for 
he seith to hym the thridde tyme, Louest 


thou me, and he seith to him, Lord, thou 
knowist alle thingis; thou woost that Y 


loue thee. Jhesus seith to hym, Fede my 
scheep. 18 Treuli, treuli, Y seie to thee, 
whanne thou were yongere, thou girdidist 


thee, and wandridist where thou woldist; 
but whanne thou schalt waxe eldere, thou 
schalt holde forth thin hondis, and an- 
other schal girde thee, and schal lede thee 


whidur thou wolt not. 19 He seide this 
thing, signifynge bi what deth he schulde 


glorifie God. And whanne he hadde seid 
these thingis, he seith to hym, Sue thou 
me. 2° Petre turnede, and say thilke dis- 
ciple suynge, whom Jhesus louede, which 
also restid in the soper on his brest, and 
he seide to hym, Lord, who is it, that schal 


bitraie thee? 2! Therfor whanne Petre 
hadde seyn this, he seith to Jhesu, Lord, 
but what this? 22 Jhesus seith to him, So I 
wole that he dwelle til that Y come, what 
to thee? sue thou me. 23 Therfor this word 
wente out among the britheren, that thilke 


disciple dieth not. And Jhesus seide not to 
hym, that he dieth not, but, So Y wole that 


he dwelle til Y come, what to thee? 24 This 
is thilke disciple, that berith witnessyng 
of these thingis, and wroot hem; and we 
witen, that his witnessyng is trewe. 25 And 
ther ben also manye othere thingis that 
Jhesus dide, whiche if thei ben writun bi 
ech bi hym silf, Y deme that the world hym 


silf schal not take tho bookis, that ben to be 
writun. 
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EXODUS 


1 These be the names of the sons of Israel, that entered into Egypt with Jacob; all 
entered with their house(hold)s; 

2 Reuben, Simeon, Levi, Judah, 

3 Issachar, Zebulun, and Benjamin, 

4 Dan, and Naphtali, Gad, and Asher. 

5 Therefore all the souls of them that went out of the hip of Jacob were seventy and 
five. Forsooth Joseph was in Egypt; (And so all the souls of those who went out of the hip of 
Jacob were seventy. And Joseph was already in Egypt;) 

6 and when he was dead (or and after he died), and all his brethren, and all his kindred, 

7 the sons of Israel* increased, and were multiplied as burgeoning, and they were 
made strong greatly, and filled the land. (the Israelites increased, and were multiplied like 
burgeonings, and they were made very strong, and filled the land.) 

8 (But) A new king, that knew not Joseph, rose [up] in the meantime on Egypt, 

9 and said to his people, Lo! the people of the sons of Israel is much, and stronger than 
we; 
10 come ye, wisely oppress we it, lest peradventure it be multiplied; and lest, if battle 
riseth against us, it be added to our enemies, and go out of the land, when we be 
overcome. (so come ye, and let us wisely oppress them, lest they be multiplied; and lest, if battle 
riseth against us, they join our enemies, and when we be overcome, they leave here.) 

11 And so he made (the) masters of (the) works (to be the) sovereigns to them, that they 
should torment them with charges. And they made [the] cities of tabernacles, either 


of treasures, as it is in Hebrew, to Pharaoh, Pithom, and Raamses. (And so he set the 
taskmasters to be their rulers, and to torment them with burdens. And they made for Pharaoh 


the cities of treasures, that is, Pithom, and Raamses.) 

12 And by how much they oppressed them, by so much they were multiplied, and 
increased the more. (But the more that they oppressed them, the more they multiplied, and 
increased.) 

13 And (so) the Egyptians hated the sons of Israel, and tormented, and scorned them; 

14 and they brought their life to bitterness, by hard works of clay and of tilestone, and 
by all servage, by which they were oppressed in the works of [the] earth. (and they made 
their life bitter, by hard work with clay and bricks, and by all the servitude, or all the slavery, by 
which they were oppressed with their work in the land.) 

15 Forsooth the king of Egypt said to the midwives of (the) Hebrews, of which one was 
called Shiphrah, [and] the tother Puah; 

16 and he commanded to them, When ye shall do the office of midwives to [the] Hebrew 
women, and the time of child-bearing shall come, if it is a knave child, slay ye him; if it is 
a woman (child), keep ye it. (and he commanded to them, and said, When ye shall do midwifing 
for the Hebrew women, and the time of child-bearing shall come, if it is a male child, kill ye him; 
but if it is a female child, keep ye her.) 

17 But the midwives dreaded God, and did not by the commandment of the king of 
Egypt, but kept the knave children. (But the midwives feared God, and did not comply with 
the king of Egypt’s command, but let the male children live.) 

18 To the which (when) called to him, the king said, What is this thing that ye would do, 
that ye would keep the knave children? (To whom, when called to him, the king said, What is 
this thing that ye would do, that ye have let the male children live?) 





* 

CHAPTER 1:7 The phrase ‘sons of Israel’ sometimes refers to the twelve sons of Jacob (whose name God changed to 
‘Israel’), sometimes to only the Israelite men, and other times to all of the people of Israel, the twelve tribes of Israel, 
‘the Israelites’. 
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19 The which answered, Hebrew women be not as the women of Egypt, for they have 
knowing of the craft of midwifing, and childed before that we come to them. (And they 
answered, Hebrew women be not like the Egyptian women, for they have knowledge of the craft of 
midwifing, and have given birth before that we come to them.) 

20 Therefore God did well to the midwives; and the people increased, and was 
comforted greatly (or and were greatly strengthened). 

21 And for the midwives dreaded God, God builded them houses. (And because the 
midwives feared God, God gave them their own households, or their own families.) 

22 Therefore Pharaoh commanded (to) all his people, and said, Whatever thing of male 
kind is born to (the) Hebrews, cast ye into the flood (or cast ye them into the River, that is, 
into the Nile); (but) whatever thing of women kind (is born), keep ye (them). 


CHAPTER 2 


1 After these things a man of the house of Levi went out, and took a wife of his kin 


into fleshly coupling”, (And after these things, a man of the house of Levi went out, and knew 
his wife, who was of his own kin, or of his own tribe,) 

2 which conceived, and childed a son. And she saw him well-faring, and hid him three 
months. (who conceived, and bare a son. And she saw that he was a fine boy, and hid him for 
three months.) 

3 And when she might not cover [him], then she took a basket of sedge, and balmed it 
with tar and pitch, and put the young child within, and put him forth ina place of spires 
of the brink of the flood, (And when she could no longer hide him, then she took a reed basket, 
and balmed it with tar and pitch, and put the young child in it, and put him out in a place of reeds 
by the bank of the (Nile) River,) 

4 the while his sister stood afar, and beheld the befalling of the thing. 

5 Lo! forsooth the daughter of Pharaoh came down to be washed in the flood, and her 
damsels walked by the brink of the flood. And when she had seen a basket in the place 
of spires, she sent one of her servantesses, (Behold! then Pharaoh’s daughter came down to 
wash in the (Nile) River, and her slave-girls walked by the river bank. And when she had 
seen a basket among the reeds, she sent one of her slave-girls,) 

6 and she opened the basket (when it was) brought to her, and she saw a little child 
weeping therein. And she had mercy on the child, and said, It is (one) of the young 
children of (the) Hebrews. 

7 To whom the child’s sister said, Wilt thou that I go, and call to thee an Hebrew 
woman, that may nourish the young child? (And the young child’s sister came over to her, 
and said, Wilt thou that I go, and call a Hebrew woman, so that she can nurse the young child for 
thee?) 

8 She answered, Go thou. (And so) The damsel went, and called the child’s mother. 

9 To whom Pharaoh’s daughter spake, and said, Take thou this child, and nourish it to 
me; and I shall give to thee thy meed. The woman took, and nourished the child, (And 
Pharaoh’s daughter said to her, Take thou this child, and nurse it for me; and I shall give thee thy 
payment, or thy reward. And so the woman took, and nursed the child,) 

10 and she betook him, (when) waxen, to Pharaoh’s daughter, whom she (had) 
purchased into the place of a son; and she called his name Moses?, and said, For I took 
him from the water. (and when he was old enough, she took him to Pharaoh’s daughter, who 
adopted him as her own son; and she called his name Moses, saying, For I took him out of the 
water.) 

11 Tn those days, after that Moses increased, he went out to his brethren, and saw the 
torment of them, and a man Egyptian smiting an Hebrew man, one of his brethren. (And 





* 
CHAPTER 2:1 ‘into fleshly coupling’; for she was his wife before, and had (already) childed (to him) Aaron, and 
Marie (or Miriam), his sister. T CHAPTER 2:10 In Hebrew, ‘ Moses’ sounds like the words for ‘pull out’. 
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later, when Moses had grown to be a man, he went to see his brothers, that is, his fellow Israelites; 
and he saw their torment, and he saw an Egyptian man striking a Hebrew man, one of his brothers, 
or one of his kinsmen.) 


12 And when he had beholden hither and thither, and had seen, that no man was 
present, he killed the Egyptian, and hid him in the sand. 


13 And he went out in another day, and saw twain Hebrew men chiding, and he said to 
him that did [the] wrong, Why smitest thou thy brother? (And he went back the next day, 
and saw two Hebrew men fighting, and he said to the man who did the wrong, Why strikest thou 
thy brother?) 

14 Which answered, Who ordained thee prince, or judge, on us? [or Who ordained thee 
prince and doomsman upon us?] Whether thou wilt slay me, as thou killedest yesterday 
the Egyptian? Moses dreaded, and said, How is this word made open? (Who answered, 
Who ordained thee prince and judge over us? Shalt thou kill me, like yesterday thou killedest the 
Egyptian? Then Moses feared, and said, How is this made open?) 

15 And Pharaoh heard this word, and sought to slay Moses, which fled from his face, 
and dwelled in the land of Midian; and he sat beside a well. (And when Pharaoh heard of 
this, he sought to kill Moses, and so Moses fled from him, and lived in the land of Midian.) 

16 Forsooth seven daughters were to the priest of Midian, that came to draw water; 
and when the troughs were filled, they coveted to water their father’s flocks. (Now the 
priest of Midian had seven daughters. One day, as Moses sat beside a well, they came to draw some 
water; and when the troughs were filled, they desired to water their father’s flocks.) 

17 (But some) Shepherds came upon them, and drove them away; and Moses rose (up), 
and defended the damsels; and (then) he watered their sheep. 

18 And when they had turned again to Jethro, their father, (the son of Reuel), he said to 
them, Why came ye swifter than ye were wont (to do)? 

19 They answered, A man of Egypt delivered us from the hand of the shepherds; 
furthermore and he drew water with us, and gave drink to 

the sheep. (And they answered, An Egyptian man saved us from the hands of the shepherds; 
and then he drew water for us, and gave it to the sheep to drink.) 

20 And he said, Where is that man? why left ye the man? call ye him, that he eat bread, 
(or call ye him, so that he can come and eat with us). 

21 Therefore Moses swore, that he would dwell with Jethro, (or And so later, Moses agreed, 
that he would live with Jethro); and he took (for) a wife, Zipporah, Jethro’s daughter. 


22 And she childed a son to him, whom he called Gershom, and said, I was a comeling 
in an alien land, (or And she bare a son for him, whom he called Gershom, and said, For I am a 
newcomer in a foreign land). Forsooth she childed another son, whom he called Eliezer§, 
and said, For [the] God of my father is mine helper, and he delivered me from the hand 
of Pharaoh. 

23 Forsooth after much time the king of Egypt died, and the sons of Israel inwardly 
wailed for [the] works, and they cried [out], and the cry of them for their works went up 
to God. (And after much time the king of Egypt died, and the Israelites wailed over all the hard 
work they were forced to do, yea, they cried loudly, and their cries over all their hard work went 
up to God.) 

24 And he heard the wailing of them, and he had mind of the bond of peace, which he 
had made with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; (And he heard their wailing, and he remembered 
the covenant, which he had made with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob;) 

25 and he beheld the sons of Israel, and knew them, that is, showed love to them. (and 
he looked upon the Israelites, and he had concern for them, that is, he loved them.) 





+ CHAPTER 2:22 In Hebrew, ‘ Gershom’ sounds like the word for ‘foreigner’. 8 CHAPTER 2:22 In Hebrew, ‘ Eliezer’ 
sounds like the words for ‘God helps me’. 
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1 Forsooth Moses kept the sheep of Jethro, his wife’s father, priest of Midian; and when 
he had driven the flock to the inner parts of the desert, he came to Horeb, the hill of 
God. (And Moses kept the sheep of Jethro, his father-in-law, the priest of Midian; and when he 
had driven the flock to the inner parts of the desert, he came to Mount Sinai, God’s mountain.) 

2 Forsooth the Lord appeared to him there in a flame of fire from the middle of a bush, 
and Moses saw that the bush burnt, and it was not burnt up, (or and Moses saw that the 
bush burned, but that it did not burn up). 

3 Therefore Moses said, I shall go and see this great sight, (and) why the bush is not 
burnt (up). 

4 Soothly the Lord saw that Moses went to see, and he called (to) him from the midst 
of the bush, and said, Moses! Moses! Which answered, I am present, (or Who answered, I 
am here). 

5 And the Lord said, Nigh thou not hither, but (first) unbind thou the shoes of thy feet, 
for the place in which thou standest is holy land (or for the place where thou standest is holy 
ground). 

6 And the Lord said, I am (the) God of thy father(s), (the) God of Abraham, God of Isaac, 
and God of Jacob. Moses hid his face, for he durst not look against God (or for he dared not 
look at God). 

7 To whom the Lord said, I saw the affliction of my people in Egypt, and I heard the 
cry thereof, for the hardness of them that be sovereigns of the works, (or and I heard their 
cry, for the hardness of those who be their taskmasters). And 1 knew the sorrow of the people, 

8 and I came down to deliver them from the hands of (the) Egyptians, and lead out of 
that land into a good land and broad (or and to lead them out of that land into a good and 
broad land), into a land that floweth with milk and honey, to the places of Canaanites, 
and of Hittites, of Amorites, and of Perizzites, and of Hivites, and of Jebusites. 

9 Therefore the cry of the sons of Israel came to me, and I saw the torment of them, 
by which they be oppressed of the Egyptians. (And so the cry of the Israelites came to me, 
and I saw their torment, and how they were oppressed by the Egyptians.) 

10 But come thou, I shall send thee to Pharaoh, that thou lead out my people, the sons 
of Israel, from Egypt. (But come thou, I shall send thee to Pharaoh, so that thou can lead my 
people, the Israelites, out of Egypt.) 

11 And Moses said to him, Who am I, that I go to Pharaoh, and lead out the sons of 
Israel from Egypt? (And Moses said to him, Who am I, that I go to Pharaoh, and lead out the 
Israelites from Egypt?) 

12 And the Lord said to Moses, I shall be with thee, and thou shalt have this sign, that 
I have sent thee; when thou hast led out my people from Egypt, thou shalt offer to God 
on this hill, (or when thou hast led my people out of Egypt, thou shalt worship God here on this 
mountain). 

13 Moses said to God, Lo! I shall go to the sons of Israel, and I shall say to them, [The] 
God of your fathers sent me to you; (and) if they shall say to me, What is his name, what 
shall I say to them? 

14 The Lord said to Moses, I am that I am. (And) The Lord said, Thus thou shalt say to 
the sons of Israel, He that is, sent me to you. 

15 And again God said to Moses, Thou shalt say these things to the sons of Israel, The 
Lord God of your fathers, God of Abraham, and God of Isaac, and God of Jacob, sent me 
to you; this name is to me without end, and this is my memorial in generation and into 
generation. (And then God said to Moses, Thou shalt say this to the Israelites, The Lord God of 
your fathers, the God of Abraham, and the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob, sent me to you; this 
is my name forever, and this is my title for all generations.) 
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16 Go thou, gather thou the elder men, that is, (the) judges, of Israel, and thou shalt say 
to them, The Lord God of your fathers appeared to me, (the) God of Abraham, and God of 
Isaac, and God of Jacob, and he said, I visiting have visited you, and I have seen all things 
that befelled to you in Egypt; 

17 and I said, that I should lead out you from the affliction of Egypt, (or and I have 
decided that I will lead you out of your afflictions in Egypt), into the land of Canaanites, and of 
Hittites, and of Amorites, and of Perizzites, and of Hivites, and of Jebusites, to the land 
flowing with milk and honey. 

18 And they shall hear thy voice; and thou shalt enter, and the elder men of Israel, to 
the king of Egypt, and thou shalt say to him, The Lord God of Hebrews hath called us; we 
shall go the way of three days into wilderness, that we offer to our Lord God. (And they 
shall hear thy voice; and then thou, and the elders of Israel, shall go to the king of Egypt, and thou 
shalt say to him, The Lord God of the Hebrews hath called us; let us make journey for three days 
into the wilderness, so that we can offer our sacrifices to the Lord our God.) 

19 But I know, that the king of Egypt shall not deliver you that ye go, but by strong 
hand; (But I know, that the king of Egypt shall not let you go, unless compelled by a strong hand;) 

20 for I shall hold forth mine hand, and I shall smite Egypt in all my marvels which I 
shall do in the midst of them; after these things he shall deliver you. (and so I shall stretch 
forth my hand, and I shall strike Egypt with all the miracles which I shall do in their midst; and 
then after these things he shall let you go.) 

21 And I shall give grace to this people before [the] Egyptians, and when ye shall go 
out, ye shall not go out void; 

22 but a woman shall ask of her neighbouress, and of her that she is harboured with, 
silveren vessels, and golden, and clothes, and ye shall put those upon your sons and 
daughters, and ye shall make naked Egypt. (but a woman shall go to her neighbour, and to 
her whom she is harboured with, and shall ask for gold and silver jewelry, and for clothes, and ye 
shall put those things on your sons and your daughters, and so ye shall plunder Egypt.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Moses answered, and said, The commons shall not believe to me, neither they shall 
hear my voice; but they shall say, The Lord appeared not to thee. 

2 Therefore the Lord said to him, What is that that thou holdest in thine hand? Moses 
answered, A rod, that is, a shepherd's staff. 

3 And the Lord said, Cast it forth into the earth (or Throw it down onto the ground); and 
he cast it forth, and it was turned into a serpent, so that Moses fled. 

4 And the Lord said, Hold forth thine hand, and take the tail thereof; he stretched forth 
his hand, and held it, and it was turned again into a rod. (And the Lord said, Stretch forth 
thy hand, and take its tail; and he stretched forth his hand, and took hold of it, and it turned back 
into a staff.) 

5 And the Lord said, (So) That they (shall) believe, that the Lord God of thy fathers 
appeared to thee, (yea, the) God of Abraham, God of Isaac, and God of Jacob. 

6 And the Lord said again to Moses, Put thine hand into thy bosom; and when he had 
put it into his bosom, he brought forth it leprous, at the likeness of snow. (And the Lord 
said to Moses, Put thy hand inside thy cloak; and after he had put it inside his cloak, when he took 
it out again, he brought it forth leprous, and as white as snow.) 

7 The Lord said, Again draw thine hand into thy bosom; Moses again drew (in)his hand, 
and brought it forth again, and it was like to the tother flesh. (And the Lord said, Put thy 
hand inside thy cloak again; and Moses put his hand inside his cloak, and when he took it out 
again, once more it was like his other flesh.) 

8 The Lord said, If they shall not believe to thee, neither shall hear the word of the 
former sign, either miracle, they shall believe to the word of the sign following; (And the 
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Lord said, If they do not believe thee, nor accept the proof of the first sign, or the first miracle, then 
they may believe the proof of the sign that followeth;) 

9 that if they believe not to these two signs, neither hear thy voice, take thou water 
of the flood, and shedded out it on the dry land, and whatever thing thou shalt draw 
up of the flood, it shall be turned into blood. (but if they do not believe these two signs, nor 
will listen to thy voice, then take some water from the (Nile) River, and pour it out onto the 
dry land; and whatever water thou shalt draw up out of the River, it shall be turned into 
blood, when it falleth onto the ground.) 

10 Moses said, Lord, I beseech (thee), I am not eloquent, that is, a fair speaker, from 
yesterday and the third day ago; and since thou hast spoken to thy servant, I am of more 
hindered, and of slower tongue. 

1 The Lord said to him, Who made the mouth of [a] man, or who made a dumb man, 
and deaf, seeing, and blind? whether not I? (And the Lord said to him, Who gave speech to 
people, or who made anyone dumb, or deaf, or seeing, or blind? was it not I?) 

12 Therefore go thou, and I shall be in thy mouth, and I shall teach thee what thou 
shalt speak. 

13 And Moses said, Lord, I beseech thee, send whom thou shalt. 

14 And the Lord was wroth against Moses, and said, I know, that Aaron, thy brother, of 
the lineage of Levi, is eloquent, that is, a fair speaker; lo! he shall go out into thy coming, 
and he shall see thee, and he shall be glad in heart. (And the Lord was angry against Moses, 
and said, I know, that thy brother Aaron, of the tribe of Levi, is eloquent, that is, a fair speaker; 
behold! he is coming to meet thee, and he shall see thee, and he shall be glad in his heart.) 

15 Speak thou to him, and put thou my words in his mouth, and I shall be in thy mouth, 
and in his mouth; and I shall show to you what ye ought to do. 

16 He shall speak for thee to the people, and he shall be thy mouth; forsooth thou shalt 
be to him in these things, that pertain to God. 

17 Also take thou this rod in thine hand, in which thou shalt do miracles. (And take 
thou this staff in thy hand, with which thou shalt do miracles.) 

18 Moses went, and turned again to Jethro, his wife’s father, and said to him, I shall go, 
and turn again to my brethren into Egypt, that I see, whether they live yet. To whom 
Jethro said, Go thou in peace. (Then Moses went, and returned to Jethro, his father-in-law, and 
said to him, I shall go now, and return to my brothers in Egypt, so that I can see if they be alive or 
not. To whom Jethro said, Go in peace.) 

19 Therefore the Lord said to Moses in Midian, Go thou, and turn again into Egypt; for 
all they be dead that sought thy life. (And so the Lord said to Moses in Midian, Go thou, and 
return to Egypt, for all those who sought thy life have now died.) 

20 Moses took his wife, and his sons, and set them on an ass, and he turned again into 
Egypt, and he bare the rod of God in his hand. (And Moses took his wife, and his sons, and 
put them on donkeys, and he returned to Egypt, holding the staff of God in his hand.) 

21 And the Lord said to him turning again into Egypt, See, that thou do all the wonders, 
which I have put in thine hand, before Pharaoh; I shall make hard his heart, and he shall 
not deliver the people; (And the Lord said to him as he returned to Egypt, See, that thou do all 
the miracles before Pharaoh, which I have put in thy hand; but I shall harden his heart, and he 
shall not let the people go;) 

22 and thou shalt say to him, The Lord saith these things, My first begotten son is Israel 
(or Israel is my first-born son); 

23 | said to thee, Deliver thou my son, that he serve me, and thou wouldest not deliver 
him; lo! I shall slay thy first begotten son. (I said to thee, Let my son go, so that he can worship 
me, but thou wouldest not let him go; behold! (or so now), I shall kill thy first-born son.) 

24 And when Moses was in the way, in an inn, the Lord came to him, and would slay 
him. (And when Moses was on the way, at an inn, the Lord came to him, intending to kill him.) 
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25 Zipporah took anon a most sharp stone, and circumcised the rod of her son; and 
she touched Moses’ feet (with the bloody piece of skin), and said, Thou art an husband of 
bloods to me. (But at once Zipporah took a most sharp stone, and circumcised her son’s rod; and 
she touched Moses’ feet with the bloody piece of skin, and said, Thou art a husband in blood to 
me.) 

26 And he let go him, after that she had said, Thou art an husband of bloods to me, for 
[the] circumcision. (And God let him go or And God let him live, after that she had said, Thou 
art a husband in blood to me, because of the rite of circumcision.) 

27 Forsooth the Lord said to Aaron, Go thou into the coming of Moses into desert; 
which went against Moses into the hill of God, and kissed him. (And the Lord said to Aaron, 
Go thou into the wilderness to meet Moses; and so he went to meet Moses at God’s mountain, and 
kissed him.) 

28 And Moses told to Aaron all the words of the Lord, for which he had sent Moses 
(or that he had sent Moses to say); and he told(him about) the miracles, which the Lord had 
commanded (him to perform). 

29 And they came together, and gathered all the elder men of the sons of Israel. (And 
they came, and gathered together all the elders of the Israelites.) 

30 And Aaron spake all the words, which the Lord had said to Moses, and he did the 
signs before the people (or and then Moses did all the miracles before the people); 

31 and the people believed; and they heard, that the Lord had visited the sons of Israel, 
and that he had beheld the torment of them; and they worshipped low(ly), or meekly, the 
Lord. (and the people believed; and when they had heard, that the Lord had visited the Israelites, 
and that he had seen their torment, they lowly, or meekly, worshipped the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 After these things Moses and Aaron entered, and said to Pharaoh, The Lord God of 
Israel saith these things, Deliver thou my people, that it make sacrifice to me in desert, 
(or The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Let my people go, so that they can hold a Feast unto 
me in the wilderness). 

2 And Pharaoh answered, Who is the Lord, that I hear his voice, and deliver Israel? I 
know not the Lord, and I shall not deliver Israel. (And Pharaoh answered, Who is the Lord, 
that I should listen to him, and let Israel go? I do not know the Lord, and I will not let Israel go.) 

3 They said, [The] God of Hebrews called us, that we go the way of three days into 
wilderness, and that we make sacrifice to our Lord God, lest peradventure pestilence, or 
sword, befall to us. (And they said, The God of the Hebrews hath told us that we should make 
journey for three days into the wilderness, and that we should offer our sacrifices to the Lord our 
God, lest pestilence, or the sword, befall us.) 

4 (And) The king of Egypt said to them, Moses and Aaron, why stir ye (up) the people 
from their works? Go ye to your charges (or Get back to your work!). 

5 And Pharaoh said, The people of the land is much; ye see that the company hath 
increased; how much more shall it increase, if ye shall give to them rest from works. 
(And Pharaoh said, There be many of thy people in this land; ye see how they have increased; how 
much more shall they increase, if ye shall get them rest from their work.) 

6 Therefore Pharaoh commanded in that day to the masters of works (or And so that 
day Pharaoh commanded to the taskmasters), and to the rent gatherers of the people, and 
said, 

7 Ye shall no more give straw to the people, to make tilestones, as ye have done before; 
but go they, and gather stubble; (No more shall ye give straw to the people, to make the bricks, 
as ye have done before; but let them go, and gather the stubble themselves;) 

8 and ye shall set on them the measure of tilestones, which they made before, (or but 
ye shall still require from them the same number of bricks, which they made before), neither ye 
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shall abate anything; for they be idle, and therefore they cry (out), and say, Go we, and 
make we sacrifice(s) to our God; 

° be they oppressed by works, and fulfill they those, (or let them be oppressed by their 
work, and make them complete it), (so) that they assent not to false words. 

10 Therefore the masters of the works and the rent gatherers went out to the people, 
and said, Thus saith Pharaoh, I give not to you straw (or I shall not give you any more straw); 

11 go ye, and gather ye (it yourselves), if ye may find (it) anywhere; neither anything 
shall be decreased of your work (or but your daily quota shall not be decreased). 

12 And the people was scattered by all the land of Egypt to gather straw. (And so the 
people scattered out into all the land of Egypt to gather straw.) 

13 And the masters of the works were busy, and said, Fulfill ye your work each day, as 
ye were wont to do (before), when the straw was given to you. 

14 And they, that were (the) masters of the works of the sons of Israel, were beaten of 
the rent gatherers of Pharaoh, that said, Why fulfilled ye not the measure of tilestones, 
as ye did before, neither yesterday, neither today? (And they, who were the taskmasters of 
the Israelites, were beaten by Pharaoh’s rent gatherers, who said to them, Why have ye not made 
the same number of bricks as ye did before, not yesterday, nor today?) 

15 And the sovereigns of the children of Israel came (or And the taskmasters of the 
Israelites came), and cried to Pharaoh, and said, Why doest thou so against thy servants? 

16 Straw is not given to us, and tilestones be commanded in like manner, (or Straw is 
not given to us, but yet the same number of bricks be required from us as before). Lo! we thy 
servants be beaten with scourges, and it is done unjustly against thy people. 

17 (But) Pharaoh said, Ye give attention to idleness, and therefore ye say, Go we, and 
make we sacrifice(s) to the Lord; 

18 therefore go ye (now), and (get to) work; (for) straw shall not be given to you, and 
ye shall yield the customable number of tilestones (or but ye shall yield the same, or the 
customary, number of bricks, as before). 

19 And the sovereigns of the children of Israel saw themselves in evil, for it was said 
to them, Nothing shall be decreased of tilestones by all days. (And the taskmasters of the 
Israelites saw themselves in an evil situation, for it was said to them, The number of bricks that ye 
must produce each day will not be decreased.) 

20 And they coming out from Pharaoh, met Moses and Aaron, that stood even there 
against (or who were standing there, waiting for them), 

21 and they said to them, The Lord see, and deem (thee), for ye have made our odour, 
or fame, (to) stink before Pharaoh, and his servants, that is, ye have made us abominable 
and hateful (to them); and ye have given to him a sword, that he should slay us (with). 

22 And Moses turned again to the Lord, and said, Lord, why hast thou tormented this 
people? why sentest thou me? 

23 For since I entered to Pharaoh, that I should speak in thy name, thou hast tormented 
thy people, and hast not delivered them. (For since I went in to speak in thy name to Pharaoh, 
he hath tormented thy people, and thou hast not rescued them.) 


CHAPTER 6 

1 And the Lord said to Moses, Now thou shalt see, what things I shall do to Pharaoh; 
for by [a] strong hand he shall deliver them, that is, the sons of Israel, and in [a] mighty 
hand he shall cast them out of his land, (or for with my strong hand, I shall compel him to let 
them go, that is, the Israelites, and under my mighty hand, he shall throw them out of his land). 

2 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, I am the Lord, 

3 that appeared to Abraham, and to Isaac, and to Jacob, I am Almighty God; and I 
showed not to them my great name Adonai, that is, Tetragrammaton. (who appeared to 
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Abraham, and to Isaac, and to Jacob, I am Almighty God; but I did not tell them my great and holy 
name, Yahweh, or Jehovah;) 

4 and I made [a] covenant with them, that I should give to them the land of Canaan, 
the land of their pilgrimage, in which they were comelings. (and I made a covenant with 
them, that I would give them the land of Canaan, the land where they lived as newcomers, or as 
foreigners.) 

5 | heard the wailing of the sons of Israel, in which the Egyptians oppressed them, and 
I had mind of my covenant. (I have heard the wailing of the Israelites, whom the Egyptians 
oppressed, and I have remembered my covenant.) 

6 Therefore say thou to the sons of Israel, I am the Lord, that shall lead you out of the 
prison of the Egyptians; and I shall deliver you from servage; and I shall again-buy you 
in an arm straight out, and in great dooms; (And so say thou to the Israelites, I am the Lord, 
who shall lead you out of your Egyptian prison; and I shall rescue you from your servitude, or your 
slavery; and I shall buy you back, that is, redeem you, with an outstretched arm, and with mighty 
acts of judgement;) 

7 and I shall take you to me into a people, and I shall be your God; and ye shall know, 
for Iam your Lord God, which have led you out of the prison of (the) Egyptians, (and I 
shall make you my people, and I shall be your God; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord your God, 
who led you out of your Egyptian prison,) 

8 and have led you into the land, on which I raised [up] mine hand, that I should give 
it to Abraham, and to Isaac, and to Jacob; and I shall give to you that land to be had in 
possession (or and I shall give you that land for a possession); I [am] the Lord. 

9 Therefore Moses told all things to the sons of Israel, which assented not to him for 
the anguish of spirit, and for the full hard work by which they were troubled. (And so 
Moses told all these things to the Israelites, but they assented not to him, because of the anguish 
of their spirit, and all their hard labour, or all their tribulation.) 

10 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

11 Enter thou, and speak to Pharaoh, king of Egypt, that he deliver the children of 
Israel from his land. (Go thou, and tell Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, that he must let the Israelites 
go out from his land.) 

12 Moses answered before the Lord, Lo! the children of Israel hear not me; and how 
shall Pharaoh hear, mostly since lam uncircumcised in lips? (Moses answered the Lord, and 
said, Behold! the Israelites will not listen to me; how then shall Pharaoh listen to me, especially 
since Iam such a poor speaker?) 

13 And the Lord spake to Moses and to Aaron, and he gave (them) behests to the sons of 
Israel, and to Pharaoh, king of Egypt, that they should lead out the sons of Israel from the 
land of Egypt. (Yea, the Lord spoke to Moses and Aaron, and gave them his commands concerning 
the Israelites, and Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, namely, that they should lead the Israelites out of 
the land of Egypt.) 

14 These be the princes of the houses by their families. The sons of Reuben, the first 
begotten of Israel (or Israel’s first-born); Hanoch, and Pallu, Hezron, and Carmi; these be 
the kindreds of Reuben. 

15 The sons of Simeon; Jemuel, and Jamin, and Ohad, and Jachin, and Zohar, and Saul 
(or and Shaul), the son of a woman of Canaan; these be the kindreds of Simeon. 

16 And these be the names of the sons of Levi by their kindreds; Gershon, and Kohath, 
and Merari. Forsooth the years of the life of Levi were an hundred and seven and thirty. 

17 The sons of Gershon; Libni, and Shimi, by their kindreds. 

18 The sons of Kohath; Amram, and Izhar, and Hebron, and Uzziel; and the years of the 
life of Kohath were an hundred and three and thirty. 

19 The sons of Merari were Mahali and Mushi. These were the kindreds of Levi by their 
families. 
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20 Forsooth Amram took a wife, Jochebed, the daughter of his father’s brother, and she 
childed to him Aaron, and Moses, and Marie; and the years of the life of Amram were an 
hundred and seven and thirty. (And Amram took a wife, his father’s sister Jochebed, and she 
bare him Aaron, and Moses, and Miriam; and Amram lived a hundred and thirty-seven years.) 

21 Also the sons of Izhar were Korah (or And the sons of Izhar were Korah), and Nepheg, 
and Zichri. 

22 Also the sons of Uzziel were Mishael (or And the sons of Uzziel were Mishael), and 
Elzaphan, and Zithri. 

23 Soothly Aaron took a wife, Elisheba, the daughter of Amminadab, the sister of 
Naashon, and she childed to him Nadab, and Abihu, and Eleazar, and Ithamar. 

24 Also the sons of Korah were Assir (or And the sons of Korah were Assir), and Elkanah, 
and Abiasaph; these were the kindreds of Korah. 

25 And soothly Eleazar, son of Aaron, took a wife of the daughters of Putiel, and she 
childed Phinehas to him. These be the princes of the families of Levi by their kindreds. 

26 This is (that) Aaron and Moses, to which the Lord commanded, that they should lead 
out of the land of Egypt the sons of Israel by their companies; (These be that Aaron and 
Moses, to whom the Lord commanded, that they should lead the Israelites out of the land of Egypt 
by their companies, or by their tribes;) 

27 these it be, that spake to Pharaoh, king of Egypt, that they lead the sons of Israel out 
of Egypt; this is (that) Moses and Aaron, (these be the men, who spoke to Pharaoh, the king of 
Egypt, and told him to let them lead the Israelites out of Egypt; these be that Moses and Aaron,) 

28 in the day in which the Lord spake to Moses in the land of Egypt. (on the day in which 
the Lord spoke to Moses in the land of Egypt.) 

29 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, I am the Lord; speak thou to Pharaoh, king 
of Egypt, all things which I speak to thee. (Yea, the Lord spoke to Moses, and said, I am the 
Lord; tell Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, all the things that I say to thee.) 

30 And Moses said before the Lord, Lo! I am uncircumcised in lips; how shall Pharaoh 
hear me? (But Moses said before the Lord, Behold! I am such a poor speaker! how will Pharaoh 
listen to me?) 


CHAPTER 7 
1 And the Lord said to Moses, Lo! I have made thee the god of Pharaoh, (or Behold! I 


have made thee like a god to Pharaoh); and Aaron, thy brother, shall be thy prophet. 

2 Thou shalt speak to Aaron all things which I command to thee, and he shall speak 
to Pharaoh, that he deliver the sons of Israel from his land. (Thou shalt tell Aaron all the 
things which I command to thee, and he shall tell Pharaoh to let the Israelites go out of his land.) 

3 But I shall make hard his heart, and I shall multiply my signs and marvels in the land 
of Egypt, (But I shall harden his heart, and then I shall multiply my signs and miracles in the land 
of Egypt,) 

4 and he shall not hear you; and I shall send mine hand on Egypt, and I shall lead out 
mine host, and my people, the sons of Israel, from the land of Egypt by most dooms; 
(but he shall not listen to you; and then I shall put my hand upon Egypt, and with mighty acts of 
judgement I shall lead out my army, yea, my people, the Israelites, from the land of Egypt;) 

5 and [the] Egyptians shall know, that I am the Lord, which have held forth mine hand 
on Egypt, and have led out of the midst of them the sons of Israel. (and then the Egyptians 
shall know, that I am the Lord, when I have stretched forth my hand against Egypt, and have led 
the Israelites out of their midst.) 

6 And so Moses did and Aaron; as the Lord commanded, so they did. (And so Moses and 
Aaron did as the Lord commanded; yea, so they did.) 

7 Forsooth Moses was of fourscore years, and Aaron of fourscore years and three, when 
they spake to Pharaoh. 

8 And the Lord said to Moses and to Aaron, 
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9 When Pharaoh shall say to you, Show ye signs to us, thou shalt say to Aaron, Take 
thy rod, and cast forth it before Pharaoh, and be it turned into a serpent. (When Pharaoh 
shall say to you, Show ye signs to us, thou shalt say to Aaron, Take thy staff, and throw it down 
before Pharaoh, and it shall be turned into a serpent.) 

10 And so Moses and Aaron entered to Pharaoh, and did as the Lord commanded; and 
Aaron took the rod, and cast forth it before Pharaoh and his servants, the which rod 
was turned into a serpent. (And so Moses and Aaron came before Pharaoh, and did as the Lord 
commanded; and Aaron took his staff, and threw it down before Pharaoh and his servants, and 
the staff was turned into a serpent.) 

11 Forsooth Pharaoh called forth wise men, and witches, and they also did by 
enchantments of Egypt, and by some privy things, in like manner; (And Pharaoh called 
forth Egypt’s wise men, and witches, and they did likewise with their enchantments, and their 
secret words;) 

12 and all casted forth their rods, which were turned into dragons; but the rod of Aaron 
devoured their rods. (and they all threw down their staffs, and they turned into serpents; but 
Aaron’s staff devoured their staffs.) 

13 And the heart of Pharaoh was made hard, and he heard not them, as the Lord 
eee (But Pharaoh’s heart was hardened, and he would not listen to them, as the Lord 

ad said. 

14 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, The heart of Pharaoh is made grievous, he will not 
deliver the people; (And the Lord said to Moses, Pharaoh’s heart is hardened, and he will not let 
the people go;) 

15 go thou to him early; lo! he shall go out to the waters, and thou shalt stand in the 
coming of him on the brink of the flood; and thou shalt take in thine hand the rod, that 
was turned into a dragon, (and so go thou early to him; behold! he shall go out to the waters, 
and thou shalt meet him on the river bank; and thou shalt take in thy hand the staff, that was 
turned into a serpent,) 

16 and thou shalt say to him, The Lord God of Hebrews sent me to thee, and said, 
Deliver thou my people, that it make sacrifice to me in desert; and till to this present 
time thou wouldest not hear. (and thou shalt say to him, The Lord God of the Hebrews sent me 
to thee, and said, Let my people go, so that they can worship me in the wilderness; and until this 
time thou hast not listened to him.) 

17 Therefore the Lord saith these things, In this thou shalt know, that I am the Lord; 
lo! I shall smite with the rod, that is in mine hand, the water of the flood, and it shall be 
turned into blood, (or behold! I shall strike the water of this River with the staff, that is in my 
hand, and that water shall be turned into blood); 

18 and the fishes that be in the flood shall die; and the waters shall wax rotten, and 
the Egyptians drinking the water of the flood shall be tormented. (and the fish that be in 
the (Nile) River shall die; and the waters shall grow rotten, and the Egyptians shall not be 
able to drink any water from this River.) 

19 Also the Lord said to Moses, Say thou to Aaron, Take thy rod, and hold forth thine 
hand on the waters of Egypt, and on the floods of them, and on the streams of them, 
and on the marshes, and on all the lakes of waters, that those be turned into blood; and 
blood be in all the land of Egypt, as well in vessels of wood, as of stone. (And the Lord said 
to Moses, Say thou to Aaron, Take thy staff, and stretch forth thy hand over the waters of Egypt, 
yea, over the rivers, and the streams, and the marshes, and all the lakes, so that they all be turned 
into blood; and then blood shall be in all the land of Egypt, and even in wooden vessels, and in 
stone vessels.) 

20 And Moses and Aaron did so, as the Lord commanded; and Aaron raised the rod, and 
smote the water of the flood before Pharaoh and his servants, which water was turned 
into blood; (And Moses and Aaron did as the Lord commanded; and Aaron raised up his staff, 
and struck the water of the (Nile) River before Pharaoh and his servants, and the water was 
turned into blood;) 
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21 and [the] fishes, that were in the flood, died; and the flood was rotten, and [the] 
Egyptians might not drink the water of the flood; and blood was in all the land of Egypt. 
(and the fish, that were in the (Nile) River, died; and the River was rotten, and the Egyptians 
could not drink the water of the River; and blood was in all the land of Egypt.) 

22 And the witches of [the] Egyptians did in like manner by their enchantments; and 
the heart of Pharaoh was made hard, and he heard not them, as the Lord commanded. 
(And the Egyptian witches did likewise with their enchantments; but Pharaoh’s heart was 
hardened, and he would not listen to them, as the Lord had said.) 

23 And he turned away himself (or And he turned himself away), and entered into his 
house, neither he took it to heart, yea, in this time. 

24 Forsooth all [the] Egyptians digged water about the flood, to drink; for they might 
not drink of [the] water of the flood. (And then all the Egyptians dug about the (Nile) River 
for water to drink, for they could not drink the water out of the River, that is, out of the 
Nile.) 

25 And seven days were fulfilled, after that the Lord smote the flood. (And then seven 
days passed, from when the Lord struck the River.) 


CHAPTER 8 
1 Also the Lord said to Moses, Enter thou to Pharaoh, and thou shalt say to him, The 


Lord saith these things, Deliver thou my people, that it make sacrifice to me; (And then 
the Lord said to Moses, Go to Pharaoh, and thou shalt say to him, The Lord saith these things, Let 
my people go, so they can worship me;) 

2 soothly if thou wilt not deliver (them), lo! I shall smite all thy terms, or coasts, with 
paddocks; (and if thou wilt not let them go, behold! I shall cover all thy land with frogs,) 

3 and the flood shall boil out paddocks, that shall go up, and enter into thine house, 
and into the closet of thy bed, and on thy bed, and into the house(s) of thy servants, and 
into thy people, and into thine ovens, and into the remnants of thy meats; (and the (Nile) 
River shall boil out frogs, that shall go up, and enter into thy house, and into thy bed- 
closet, and onto thy bed, and into thy servants’ houses, and onto thy people, and into 
thy ovens, and even onto thy food;) 

4 and the paddocks shall enter to thee, and to thy people, and to all thy servants. (and 
the frogs shall jump on thee, and on thy people, and on all thy servants.) 

5 And the Lord said to Moses, Say thou to Aaron, Hold forth thine hand on the floods, 
and on the streams, and on the marshes; and bring out paddocks on the land of Egypt. 
(And the Lord said to Moses, Say thou to Aaron, Stretch forth thy hand over the rivers, and the 
steams, and the marshes; and bring out frogs onto the land of Egypt.) 

6 And Aaron held forth the hand on the waters of Egypt; and paddocks went up, and 
covered the land of Egypt. (And Aaron stretched forth his hand over the waters of Egypt; and 
frogs went out, and covered the land of Egypt.) 

7 Forsooth and the witches did in like manner by their enchantments; and they 
brought forth paddocks on the land of Egypt. (And the witches did likewise with their 
enchantments; and they also brought forth frogs onto the land of Egypt.) 

8 Forsooth Pharaoh called (for) Moses and Aaron, and said to them, Pray ye the Lord, 
that he do away the paddocks from me, and from my people; and I shall deliver the 
people, that it make sacrifice to the Lord, (or and then I shall let the people go, so that they 
can offer sacrifices to the Lord). 

9 And Moses said to Pharaoh, Ordain thou a time to me, when I shall pray for thee, and 
for thy servants, and for thy people, that the paddocks be driven away from thee, and 
from thine house(s), and from thy servants, and from thy people; and [they] dwell only 
in the flood. (And Moses said to Pharaoh, Ordain thou a time for me, when I shall pray for thee, 
and for thy servants, and for thy people, so that the frogs be driven away from thee, and from thy 
houses, and from thy servants, and from thy people; and so that they live only in the (Nile) River.) 


3444 XRN 


EXODUS CHAPTER 8:10 13 EXODUS CHAPTER 8:24 


10 And he answered, Tomorrow. And Moses said, I shall do by thy word, (so) that thou 
know, that none is as our Lord God; 

11 and the paddocks shall go away from thee, and from thine house(s), and from thy 
children, and from thy servants, and from thy people; and they shall dwell only in the 
flood (or and they shall live only in the (Nile) River). 

12 And Moses and Aaron went out from Pharaoh. And Moses cried to the Lord, for the 
promise of (the) paddocks, which he had said to Pharaoh, (or And Moses cried to the Lord, 
to take away the frogs which he had brought upon Pharaoh). 

13 And the Lord did by the word of Moses; and the paddocks were dead from [the] 
houses, and from [the] towns, and from [the] fields; (And the Lord did what Moses asked; and 
the frogs were dead in the houses, and in the towns, and in the fields;) 

14 and they gathered them into great heaps, and the land was rotten, or corrupted 
with stink. [and they gathered them together into great heaps without number, and the earth 
stank.] 

15 Soothly Pharaoh saw that rest was given, and he made grievous his heart, and he 
heard not them, as the Lord commanded. (But when Pharaoh saw that the trouble had ceased, 
he hardened his heart, and he would not listen to them, as the Lord had said.) 

16 And the Lord said to Moses, Speak thou to Aaron, Hold forth thy rod, and smite the 
dust of the earth, (or Say thou to Aaron, Stretch forth thy staff, and strike the dust of the earth), 
and little flies, or gnats, be in all the land of Egypt. 

17 And they did so; and Aaron held forth the hand, and held the rod, and smote the 
dust of [the] earth; and gnats were made in men, and in work beasts; all the dust of the 
earth was turned into gnats by all the land of Egypt. (And they did so; and Aaron stretched 
forth the staff with his hand, and struck the dust of the earth; and gnats came on people, and on 
the work beasts; yea, all the dust of the earth was turned into gnats in all the land of Egypt.) 

18 And the witches did in like manner by their enchantments, that they should bring 
forth gnats, and they might not; and gnats were as well in men as in work beasts. (And 
the witches did likewise with their enchantments, so that they would also bring forth gnats, but 
they could not do so; still, gnats covered all the people, and the work beasts as well.) 

19 And the witches said to Pharaoh, This is the finger of God. And the heart of Pharaoh 
was made hard, and he heard not them, as the Lord commanded, (or But Pharaoh’s heart 
was hardened, and he would not listen to them, as the Lord had said). 

20 And the Lord said to Moses, Rise thou (up) early, and stand before Pharaoh, for he 
shall go out to the waters; and thou shalt say to him, The Lord saith these things, Deliver 
thou my people, that it make sacrifice to me, (or The Lord saith these things, Let my people 
go, so that they can worship me); 

21 that if thou wilt not deliver the people (or but if thou wilt not let the people go), lo! 1 
shall send into thee, and into thy servants, and into thy people, and into thine houses, 
all the kind(s) of flies; and the houses of the Egyptians shall be full-filled with flies of 
diverse kinds, and all the land in which they shall be. 

22 And in that day I shall make wonderful the land of Goshen, in which my people is, 
that flies be not there; and that thou know that I am the Lord in the midst of [the] earth; 
(But on that day I shall protect the land of Goshen, where my people be, so that there shall be no 
flies there; and so that thou shalt know that I, the Lord, am in the midst of the land;) 

23 and I shall set parting betwixt my people and thy people; this sign shall be tomorrow 
(or this miracle shall come tomorrow). 

24 And the Lord did so. And a most grievous fly, that is, (a) multitude of flies, came into 
the house of Pharaoh, and into the houses of his servants, and into all the land of Egypt; 
and the land was corrupted of such flies (or and the land was ruined by such a multitude of 


flies). 
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25 And Pharaoh called (for) Moses and Aaron, and said to them, Go ye, make ye sacrifice 
to the Lord your God, in this land, (or Go ye, and offer your sacrifices to the Lord your God, here 
in this land). 

26 And Moses said, It may not be [done] so, for why shall we offer to the Lord our God 
the abominations of Egyptians; that if we shall slay before the Egyptians those things 
which they worship, they shall throw us down with stones. (And Moses said, It cannot be 
done so, for we shall not offer to the Lord our God the abominations of the Egyptians; and if, in 
front of the Egyptians, we kill those things which they worship, they shall throw us down with 
stones.) 

27 We shall go the way of three days into wilderness, and we shall make sacrifice to our 
Lord God, as he commanded us. (We shall make a journey for three days into the wilderness, 
and we shall offer sacrifices to the Lord our God, as he commanded us.) 

28 And Pharaoh said, I shall deliver you, that ye make sacrifice to the Lord your God in 
desert, (or I shall let you go, so that ye can offer sacrifices to the Lord your God in the wilderness); 
nevertheless go ye not (any) further; (and) pray ye for me. 

29 And Moses said, I shall go out from thee, and I shall pray (to) the Lord; and the 
fly, that is, the multitude of flies, shall go away from Pharaoh, and from his servants, 
and (from) his people, tomorrow; nevertheless do not thou more deceive me, that thou 
deliver not the people to make sacrifice to the Lord, (or but do not thou deceive me again, 
and not allow the people to go, and offer sacrifices to the Lord). 

30 And Moses went out from Pharaoh, and prayed the Lord, 

31 the which did by the word of Moses (or and he did what Moses asked), and took away the 
flies from Pharaoh, and from his servants, and from his people; none (was) left, soothly 


not one. 

32 And the heart of Pharaoh was made hard, so that he delivered not the people, 
soothly neither in this time. (But again Pharaoh’s heart was hardened, and he would not let 
the people go, yea, truly not at that time.) 


CHAPTER 9 


1 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Enter thou to Pharaoh, and speak thou to him, (and 
say), The Lord God of Hebrews saith these things, Deliver thou my people, that it make 
sacrifice to me; (And the Lord said to Moses, Go thou to Pharaoh, and tell him, The Lord God of 
the Hebrews saith these things, Let my people go, so that they can worship me;) 

2 that if thou forsakest yet, and withholdest them, (but if thou yet forsakest, and holdest 
onto them,) 

3 lo! mine hand shall be on thy fields, (and) on the horses, and asses, and camels, and 
oxen, and sheep, a pestilence full grievous; (behold! my hand shall be upon thy fields, and 
upon the horses, and donkeys, and camels, and oxen, and sheep, with a horrible pestilence;) 

4 and the Lord shall make a marvellous thing betwixt the possessions of Israel and the 
possessions of the Egyptians (or and the Lord shall make a distinction between the Israelites’ 
possessions and the Egyptians’ possessions), (so) that utterly nothing perish of these things 
that pertain to the sons of Israel. 

5 And the Lord ordained a time, and said, Tomorrow the Lord shall do this word in the 
land (or Tomorrow the Lord shall do this thing in the land). 

6 Therefore the Lord made this word in the tother day, and all the living beasts of 
the Egyptians were dead; forsooth utterly nothing perished of the beasts of the sons of 
Israel. (And so the Lord brought this about the next day, and all of the Egyptians’ beasts died; but 
none of the Israelites’ beasts perished.) 

7 And Pharaoh sent to see (what had happened), (for) neither anything was dead of these 
things which Israel wielded; and the heart of Pharaoh was made full grievous, and he 
delivered not the people, (or but Pharaoh’s heart was hardened, and he would not let the people 
go). 
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8 And the Lord said to Moses and Aaron, Take ye your hands full of ashes of a chimney, 
and Moses sprinkle it into heaven before Pharaoh; (And the Lord said to Moses and Aaron, 
Take ye some handfuls of ashes from a chimney, and Moses toss it into the air before Pharaoh;) 

9 and be there dust on all the land of Egypt; for why botches shall be in men, and in 
work beasts, and swelling bladders shall be in all the land of Egypt. (and let there be dust 
in all the land of Egypt; and let it bring forth sores of swelling boils on the people, and on the work 
beasts, in all the land of Egypt.) 

10 And they took ashes of a chimney, and they stood before Pharaoh; and Moses 
sprinkled it into heaven; and wounds of swelling bladders were made in men, and in 
work beasts; (And so they took some ashes from a chimney, and they stood before Pharaoh; and 
Moses tossed it into the air; and sores of swelling boils were made on the people, and on the work 
beasts;) 

11 and the witches might not stand before Moses, for the wounds, or sores, that were in 
them, and in all the land of Egypt. (and the witches could not stand up before Moses, because 
of the sores that were on them, and on all the Egyptians.) 

12 And the Lord made hard the heart of Pharaoh, and he heard not them, as the Lord 
spake to Moses. (But the Lord hardened Pharaoh’s heart, and he would not listen to them, as the 
Lord had said to Moses.) 

13 Also the Lord said to Moses, Rise thou early, and stand before Pharaoh, and thou 
shalt say to him, The Lord God of Hebrews saith these things, Deliver thou my people, 
that it make sacrifice to me; (And the Lord said to Moses, Rise thou up early, and stand before 
Pharaoh, and thou shalt say to him, The Lord God of the Hebrews saith these things, Let my people 
go, so that they can worship me;) 

14 for in this time I shall send all my vengeances on thine heart, and on thy servants, 
and on thy people, that thou know, that none is like me in all [the] earth. (for at this time I 
shall send all my plagues onto thee, and onto thy servants, and onto thy people, so that thou know, 
that there is no one like me in all the earth.) 

15 For now I shall hold forth mine hand, and I shall smite thee and thy people with 
pestilence, and thou shalt perish from the earth; (And now I shall stretch forth my hand, 
and I shall strike thee and thy people with pestilence, and thou shalt perish from off the earth;) 

16 forsooth therefore I have set thee, that I show my strength in thee, and that my 
name be told (out) in each land. (yea, I have kept thee alive, only so that I could show my 
strength through thee, and so that my name would be spoken of in every land.) 

17 Yet thou withholdest my people, and wilt not deliver it? (Yet still thou holdest onto 
my people, and wilt not let them go!) 

18 Lo! tomorrow, in this same hour (or at this same hour), I shall rain full much hail, 
what manner hail was not in Egypt, from the day in which it was founded, till into this 
present time. 

19 Therefore send thou (a command) right now, and gather (in) thy work beasts, and all 
things that thou hast in the field; for (those) men, and work beasts, and all things that 
be in fields withoutforth, and be not gathered (in) from the fields, and [the] hail fall on 
those, they shall (all) die. 

20 He that dreaded the word of the Lord (or He who feared the word of the Lord), of the 
servants of Pharaoh, made his servants and (his) work beasts (to) flee into (their) houses; 

21 soothly he that despised the Lord’s word, left his servants and his work beasts in 
the fields. 

22 And the Lord said to Moses, Hold forth thine hand into heaven, that hail be made 
in all the land of Egypt, (or Stretch forth thy hand toward the heavens, so that hail shall fall on 
all the land of Egypt), (yea), on men, and on work beasts, and on each herb of the field in 
the land of Egypt. 
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23 And Moses held forth the rod into heaven (or And Moses stretched forth his staff toward 
the heavens); and the Lord gave thunders, and hail, and lightnings running about on (all) 
the land; and the Lord rained hail on the land of Egypt; 

24 and hail and fire meddled together were borne forth; and it was of so much 
greatness, how great appeared never before in all the land of Egypt, since that people 
was made. (and hail and fire mixed, or mingled, together were brought forth; yea, it was so great, 
that never had such appeared before in all the land of Egypt, since that people were made.) 

25 And the hail smote in all the land of Egypt all (the) things that were in the fields, 


from man till to work beast; and the hail smote all the herb of the field, and brake all the 
flax of the country; 


26 only the hail felled not in the land of Goshen, where the sons of Israel were. (and 
only in the land of Goshen, where the Israelites lived, no hail fell or there was no hail.) 

27 And Pharaoh sent, and called (for) Moses and Aaron, and said to them, I have sinned 
also now (or This time I have sinned); the Lord is just, and I and my people be wicked; 

28 pray ye the Lord, that the thunders and hail of God cease, and I shall deliver you, 
and dwell ye no more here, (or and I shall let you go, and ye shall no longer remain here). 

29 Moses said, When I shall go out of the city, I shall hold forth mine hands to the Lord, 
and [the] lightnings and (the) thunders shall cease, and (the) hail shall not be, (so) that 
thou know, that the earth is the Lord’s; 

30 forsooth I know, that thou and thy servants dread not yet the Lord [God]. (but I know, 
that thou and thy servants do not yet fear the Lord God.) 

31 Therefore the flax and barley was hurt, for the barley was green, and the flax had 
burgeoned then knops; (And so the flax and the barley were destroyed, for the barley was still 
green, and the flax had only then brought forth knops, or buds;) 

32 forsooth wheat and beans were not hurt, for those were late sown. (but the wheat 
and the beans were not destroyed, for they were sown late.) 

33 And Moses went out from Pharaoh, and from the city, and held forth his hands to 
the ae and (the) thunders and (the) hail ceased, and [the] rain dropped no more on the 
earth. 

34 Soothly Pharaoh saw that the rain had ceased, and the hail, and thunders, and he 
increased (his) sin; and the heart of him, and of his servants, was made grievous, (And 
when Pharaoh saw that the rain, and the hail, and the thunder, had ceased, he increased his sin; 
and his heart, and the hearts of his servants, were hardened,) 

35 and his heart was made hard greatly; neither he let go the sons of Israel, as the Lord 
commanded by the hand of Moses. (yea, his heart was greatly hardened; and he still would 
not let the Israelites go, as the Lord had said through Moses.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 And the Lord said to Moses, Enter thou to Pharaoh, for I have made hard the heart of 
him, and of his servants, that I do these signs of me in him (or so that I can do my miracles 
before him, or so that I can do my miracles among them); 

2 and (so) that thou (can) tell in the ears of thy son(s), and of thy sons’ sons, how oft I 
all-brake the Egyptians, and did signs in them (or and did these miracles among them); and 
(so) that ye know that I am the Lord. 

3 Therefore Moses and Aaron entered to Pharaoh, and said to him, The Lord God of 
(the) Hebrews saith these things, How long wilt thou not be made subject to me? Deliver 
thou my people, that it make sacrifice to me, (or Let my people go, so that they can worship 
me); 
4 else soothly if thou against-standest, and wilt not deliver it, lo! I shall bring in 
tomorrow a locust, that is, a multitude of locusts, into thy coasts, (or else, if thou standest 
against me, that is, if thou refusest me, and wilt not let them go, behold! tomorrow I shall bring a 
multitude of locusts into thy land,) 
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5 that shall cover the over-part of the earth, neither anything thereof shall appear, but 
that, that was left of the hail shall be eaten of (the) locusts; for the locust(s) shall gnaw 
all the trees that burgeon in [the] fields; (which shall cover the face of the earth, so that none 
of it can be seen; and what was left by the hail shall be eaten by the locusts, for the locusts shall 
gnaw all the trees that grow in the fields;) 

6 and they shall full-fill thine houses, and the houses of thy servants, and of all the 
Egyptians, (by) how great thy fathers and thy grand-sires saw not, since they were born 
on (the) earth, till into this present day. And Moses turned away himself (or And then 
Moses turned), and went out from Pharaoh. 

7 Forsooth the servants of Pharaoh said to him, How long shall we suffer this offense? 
Deliver the men, that they make sacrifice to their Lord God; seest thou not that Egypt 
hath perished? (And Pharaoh’s servants said to him, How long shall we suffer this tribulation? 
or How long shall this man bring trouble upon us? Let those people go, so that they can worship 
the Lord their God; seest thou not that Egypt hath been destroyed?) 

8 And they again called Moses and Aaron to Pharaoh, and he said to them, Go ye, and 
make ye sacrifice to your Lord God; which be they, that shall go? (or and he said to them, 
Go ye, and worship the Lord your God; who be they, who shall go?) 

° Moses said, We shall go with our little children and (our) elders, and with (our) sons, 
and (our) daughters, (and) with (our) sheep, and (our) great beasts; for it is the solemnity 
of our Lord God (or for it is a Feast unto the Lord our God). 


10 And Pharaoh answered, So the Lord be with you’; how therefore shall I deliver you, 
and your little children? to whom is it doubt(ful), that ye think (not the) worst things? 
(And Pharaoh answered, And may the Lord be with you! but how can I let you, and your little 
children, go? for who doubteth, that ye think, or that ye plan, to do only the worst things against 
me?) 

11 Tt shall not be done so; but go ye men only, and make ye sacrifice to the Lord; for 
also ye asked this. And anon they were cast out from the sight of Pharaoh. (No, it shall 
not be done so! but only the men shall go, and worship the Lord; for this is what ye asked for. And 
at once they were cast out from before Pharaoh.) 

12 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Hold forth thine hand on the land of Egypt, to a 
locust, that is, (a) multitude of locusts, that it ascend on the land, and devour all the herb 
which is left of the hail. (And the Lord said to Moses, Stretch forth thy hand over the land of 
Egypt, for a multitude of locusts to ascend upon the land, and devour all the herbage that be left 
from the hail.) 

13 And Moses held forth the rod on the land of Egypt (or And so Moses stretched out his 
staff over the land of Egypt), and the Lord brought in a burning wind all that day and night; 
and when the morrowtide was made, the burning wind raised [up](the) locusts, 

14 which ascended on all the land of Egypt, and sat in all the coasts of Egyptians (or 
and settled on all the land of Egypt); and the locusts were unnumberable, and such were not 
before that time, neither shall come afterward. 

15 And those covered all the face of the earth, and wasted all things; therefore the herb 
of the earth was devoured, and whatever (thing) of apples was in (the) trees, which the 
hail had left, it was devoured; and utterly no green thing was left in trees, and in herbs 
of the earth, in all Egypt, (or and utterly nothing green was left on the trees, or on the plants of 
the land, in all of Egypt). 

16 Wherefore Pharaoh hasted, and called (for) Moses and Aaron, and said to them, I 
have sinned against your Lord God, and against you, (or I have sinned against the Lord your 
God, and against you); 





* 
CHAPTER 10:10 He said this in scorn, (or sarcastically), understanding the contrary. 
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17 but now forgive ye the sin to me; also in this time pray ye your Lord God, that he 
take away from me this death. (but now forgive ye my sin; and also at this time pray ye the 
Lord your God, that he take away this death from me.) 

18 And Moses went out of the sight of Pharaoh, and prayed the Lord; (And Moses went 
out from before Pharaoh, and prayed to the Lord;) 

19 the which made a full strong wind to blow from the west, and it took, and cast the 
locust(s) into the Red Seat; soothly there (was) left not one, in all the coasts of Egypt. 
(and the Lord made a strong wind to blow from the west, and it took, and threw the locusts into 
the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds; and there was not one left in all the land of Egypt.) 

20 And the Lord made hard the heart of Pharaoh, and he let not go the sons of Israel. 
(But the Lord hardened Pharaoh’s heart, and still he would not let the Israelites go.) 

21 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Hold forth thine hand into heaven (or Stretch forth 
thy hand toward the heavens), and (let) darkness/es be on (all) the land of Egypt, so thick 
that they may be groped. 

22 And Moses held forth his hand into heaven, and horrible darknesses were made in 
all the land of Egypt; (And Moses stretched forth his hand toward the heavens, and a horrible 
darkness came upon all the land of Egypt;) 

23 and in three days no man saw his brother, neither moved himself from that place in 
which he was. Wherever the children of Israel dwelled, light was. (and for three days no 
one saw their brother, nor moved themselves from where they were. But there was light wherever 
the Israelites were.) 

24 And Pharaoh called Moses and Aaron, and said to them, Go ye, make ye sacrifice to 
the Lord; only your sheep and your great beasts dwell still; your little children go with 
you. (And Pharaoh called for Moses and Aaron, and said to them, Go ye, and worship the Lord; 
your sheep and your great beasts must stay here, but even your little children can go with you.) 

25 And Moses said, Also thou shalt give to us offerings and burnt sacrifices, which we 
shall offer to our Lord God; (And Moses said, Then shalt thou give us the offerings, and the 
burnt sacrifices, which we shall offer to the Lord our God?) 

26 (no!) all the flocks shall go with us, for a claw shall not dwell of those things, that be 
needful into the worshipping of our Lord God, mostly since we know not what oughteth 
to be offered, till we come to that place. 

27 Forsooth the Lord made hard the heart of Pharaoh, and he would not deliver them. 
(But the Lord hardened Pharaoh’s heart, and he would not let them go.) 

28 And Pharaoh said to Moses, Go away from me, and beware that thou see no more 
my face; in whatever day thou shalt appear to me, thou shalt die. (And Pharaoh said to 
Moses, Go away from me, and beware that thou do not see my face again; for on whatever day 
thou shalt appear before me, thou shalt die.) 

29 Moses answered, Be it done so, as thou hast spoken; I shall no more see thy face. 
(Moses answered, Let it be done as thou hast spoken; I shall not see thy face again.) 


CHAPTER 11 

1 And the Lord said to Moses, Yet I shall touch Pharaoh and Egypt with one vengeance, 
and after these things he shall deliver you, and he shall constrain you to go out. (And 
then the Lord said to Moses, Yet I shall strike Pharaoh and Egypt with one more plague, and after 
these things he shall let you go, yea, he shall compel you to go out of his land.) 

2 Therefore thou shalt say to all the people, that a man ask of his friend, and a woman 
of her neighbouress, silver vessel(s) and golden, and clothes; (And so thou shalt say to all 
the people, that every man ask his friend, and every woman her neighbour, for gold and silver 
jewelry, and for clothes;) 





T CHAPTER 10:19 In Hebrew, ‘the Sea of Reeds’; in Greek, ‘the Red Sea’ (Gehman). 
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3 forsooth the Lord shall give grace to his people before the Egyptians. And Moses was 
a full great man in the land of Egypt, before the servants of Pharaoh and all the people; 


4 and (at once) he said (to the king), The Lord saith these things, At midnight I shall 
enter into Egypt; 


5 and each first begotten thing in the land of Egyptians shall die, from the first 
begotten of Pharaoh, that sitteth in the throne of him, till to the first begotten of the 
handmaid, which is at [the] quern; and all the first engendered of beasts shall die; (and 
every first-born son in the land of Egypt shall die, from the first-born of Pharaoh, who sitteth on 
his throne, unto the first-born of the slave-girl, who is at the hand-mill; and also all the first-born 
male beasts shall die;) 

6 and [a] great cry shall be in all the land of Egypt, what manner cry was not before, 
neither shall be afterward (nor shall ever be heard again). 

7 Forsooth at all the children of Israel, a dog shall not make (a) privy noise, from man 
till to beast; that ye know by how great miracle the Lord parteth [the] Egyptians and 
Israel. (And yet among all the Israelites, a dog shall not even bark at a man or a beast; so that ye 
know by how great a miracle the Lord separateth the Egyptians and the Israelites.) 

8 And all these thy servants shall come down to me, and they shall pray (to) me, and 
shall say, Go out thou (or Go thou out), and all the people which is subject to thee; (and) 
after these things we shall go out. And (then) Moses full wroth went out from Pharaoh. 

° Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Pharaoh shall not hear you, that many signs be 
made in the land of Egypt. (For the Lord had said to Moses, Pharaoh shall not listen to you, so 
that many miracles can be done in the land of Egypt.) 

10 Soothly Moses and Aaron made all the signs and wonders, that be here written, 
before Pharaoh; and the Lord made hard the heart of Pharaoh, neither he delivered the 


sons of Israel from his land. (And Moses and Aaron did all the miracles and wonders, that be 
written here, before Pharaoh; but the Lord hardened Pharaoh’s heart, and he would not let the 


Israelites go out of his land.) 


CHAPTER 12 
1 Also the Lord said to Moses and Aaron in the land of Egypt, 


2 This month, the beginning of months to you, shall be the first in the months of the 
year. (This month shall be the beginning of months for you, yea, it shall become the first month 
of the new year.) 

3 Speak ye to all the company of the sons of Israel, and say ye to them, In the tenth 
day of this month, each man take a lamb by his families and houses; (Speak ye to all the 
Israelites, and say ye to them, On the tenth day of this month, each man take a lamb for his family, 
one for each household;) 

4 but if the number (of people) is less, that it may not suffice to eat the lamb, he shall 
take (it with) his neighbour, which is joined to his house, by the number of souls, that 
may suffice to the eating of the lamb. (but if the number of people in his family is too small to 
eat the lamb, he shall eat it with his neighbour who is near to his house, yea, with the number of 
souls who shall suffice to eat all of the lamb.) 

5 Forsooth the lamb shall be a male of one year, without wem; by which custom ye 
shall take also a kid, if a lamb may not be had in good manner; (And the lamb shall be a 
male of one year, without blemish, or without fault; for which rite ye may also take a goat kid, if a 
lamb cannot be had in good manner;) 

6 and ye shall keep him till to the fourteenth day of this month; and all the multitude 
of the sons of Israel shall offer him at eventide. 

7 And they shall take of his blood, and they shall put it on ever either (door)post, and 
in the lintels, or higher thresholds, of the houses, in which they shall eat him; (And they 
shall take some of his blood, and they shall put it on both doorposts, and on the lintels, or the upper 
thresholds, of the houses, in which they shall eat the lamb;) 
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8 and in that night they shall eat (the) flesh, roasted with fire, and therf loaves, with 
the herb lettuce of the field/with bitternesses of the field. (and on that night they shall eat 
the flesh, roasted with fire, and unleavened bread, and bitter herbs of the field.) 

° Ye shall not eat thereof any raw thing, neither sodden in water, but roasted only by 
fire; ye shall devour the head with the feet, and with the entrails thereof; (Ye shall not eat 
any of it raw, or boiled in water, but only that which is roasted in the fire; ye shall devour the head 
with the feet, and all its entrails;) 

10 neither anything thereof shall abide till to the morrowtide; if anything thereof is 
left (over), ye shall burn it in the fire. 

11 Forsooth thus ye shall eat him; ye shall gird your reins, and ye shall have shoes in 
your feet, and ye shall hold staves in your hands, and ye shall eat it hastily; for it is pask, 
that is, the passing [forth] of the Lord. (And ye shall eat it thus; ye shall gird up your reins, 
and ye shall have shoes on your feet, and ye shall hold your staff in your hand, and ye shall eat it 
hastily; for it is the Passover, that is, the Passing Over of the Lord.) 

12 AndI shall pass through the land of Egypt in that night, and I shall smite all the first 
engendered thing(s)/(all) the first begotten thing(s) in the land of Egypt, from man till to 
beast; and I the Lord shall make dooms in all the gods of Egypt. (And I shall pass through 
the land of Egypt on that night, and I shall strike down all the first-born in the land of Egypt, from 
man unto beast; and I the Lord shall execute judgement against all the gods of Egypt.) 

13 Forsooth [the] blood shall be to you into (a) sign, in the houses in which ye shall be; 
and I shall see the blood, and I shall pass (over) you; neither a wound destroying shall be 
in you, when I shall smite the land of Egypt. (And the blood on the houses in which ye shall 
be, shall be a sign of you; and I shall see the blood, and I shall pass over you; and there shall be no 
destroying wound inflicted upon you, when I shall strike the land of Egypt.) 

14 Forsooth ye shall have this day into mind, and ye shall make it solemn to the Lord 
in your generations, by everlasting worshipping. (And ye shall remember this day, and on it 
ye shall dedicate a Feast unto the Lord in all your generations to come, by an everlasting rite.) 

15 Seven days ye shall eat therf bread; in the first day nothing dighted with sourdough 
shall be in your houses; whoever shall eat anything dighted with sourdough, from the 
first day till to the seventh day, that soul shall perish from Israel. (For seven days ye shall 
eat unleavened bread; from the first day nothing made with yeast shall be in your houses; whoever 
shall eat anything made with yeast, from the first day until the seventh day, that soul shall perish 
from the midst of Israel.) 

16 The first day shall be holy and solemn, and the seventh day (also) shall be worshipful 
by the same hallowing; ye shall not do any work in those days, except these things that 
pertain to meat; (On the first day there shall be a holy gathering, and on the seventh day there 
shall also be a holy gathering; ye shall not do any work on those days, except those things that 
pertain to the preparation of meals;) 

17 and ye shall keep (the feast of) therf bread. For in that same day I shall lead out of 
the land of Egypt your host; and ye shall keep this day in your generations by everlasting 
custom. (and ye shall keep the Feast of Unleavened Bread. For on that day I led your host out of 
the land of Egypt; and ye shall remember this day in all your generations to come, by an everlasting 
rite.) 

18 In the first month, in the fourteenth day of the month, at eventide, ye shall eat therf 
bread, till to the one and twentieth day of the same month at eventide. (In the first month, 
on the fourteenth day of the month, from the evening on, ye shall eat unleavened bread, until the 
one and twentieth day of the same month, in the evening.) 

19 In seven days nothing dighted with sourdough shall be found in your houses; if 
any eateth anything dighted with sourdough, his soul shall perish from the company of 
Israel, as well of comelings, that be heathen men converted to the faith of Jews, as of 
them that be born in the land. (Yea, for seven days nothing made with yeast shall be found in 
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your houses; if anyone eateth anything made with yeast, they shall perish, or be cut off, from the 
congregation of Israel, yea, this is for both newcomers, that is, the heathen who be converted to 
the Jewish faith, as well as for those who be born in the land.) 

20 Ye shall not eat anything made with sourdough, and ye shall eat therf bread in all 
your dwelling places. 

21 Forsooth Moses called all the elder men of the sons of Israel, and said to them, Go 
ye, and take ye a beast by your families, and offer ye pask; (And so Moses called all the 
elders of the Israelites, and said to them, Go ye, and get ye a beast for your families, and offer ye 
the Passover;) 

22 and dip ye a bundle of hyssop, in the blood which is in the threshold, either in 
a vessel beside the threshold, and sprinkle ye thereof on the lintel, and ever either 
(door)post; none of you shall go out at the door of his house till the morrowtide. (and 
dip ye a bundle of hyssop in the blood which is on the threshold, or in a vessel beside the threshold, 
and sprinkle some of it on the lintel, and on both doorposts; and then none of you shall go out of 
the door of his house until the morning.) 

23 For the Lord shall pass [forth] smiting the Egyptians; and when he shall see the blood 
in the lintel, and in ever either post, (or and when he shall see the blood on the lintel, and on 
both doorposts), he shall pass (over) the door of the house; and he shall not suffer the 
smiter to enter into your houses, and to hurt you. 

24 Keep thou this word; it shall be a lawful thing to thee and to thy sons till into without 
end. (Do thou this thing; yea, it shall be an everlasting rite for thee and for thy sons.) 

25 And when ye shall enter into the land which the Lord shall give to you, as he 
promised, ye shall keep these ceremonies; 

26 and when your sons shall say to you, What is this religion? (or What is the meaning of 
this rite?) 

27 ye shall say to them, It is the sacrifice of the passing (over) of the Lord, when 
he passed over the houses of the sons of Israel in Egypt, and smote the Egyptians, 
and delivered our houses (or but spared our houses). And the people was bowed, and 
worshipped. 

28 And the sons of Israel went out (or And the Israelites went out), and did as the Lord 
commanded to Moses and Aaron. 

29 Forsooth it was done in the midst of the night, the Lord smote all the first begotten 
thing(s) in the land of Egypt, from the first begotten of Pharaoh, that sat in the throne 
of him (or who sat on his throne), till to the first begotten of a captive woman, that was in 
(the) prison, and all the first engendered of beasts. 

30 And Pharaoh rose (up) in the night, and all his servants, and all Egypt; and a great 
cry was made in Egypt; for none house was, in which a dead man lay not, (or for there was 
not one house, in which there was not a dead son). 

31 And when Moses and Aaron were called in the night, Pharaoh said, Rise ye, and go 
ye out from my people, both ye and the sons of Israel; go ye, offer ye to the Lord, as ye 
say; (And when Moses and Aaron were called for in the night, Pharaoh said, Rise ye up, and go ye 
out from my people, both ye and the Israelites; go ye, and worship ye the Lord, as ye say that ye 
want to do;) 

32 (and) take ye your sheep and [your] great beasts, as ye asked (for); and go ye, and 
(also) bless ye me. 

33 And the Egyptians constrained the people to go out of the land swiftly, and said, All 
we shall die! (And the Egyptians compelled the people to swiftly go out of the land, saying, Or 
else we shall all die!) 

34 Therefore the people took meal sprinkled together, before that it was dighted with 
sourdough, (or And so the people took the meal, or the flour, before that any yeast was added to 
it); and they bound it in mantles, and put it on their shoulders. 
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35 And the sons of Israel did as the Lord commanded to Moses; and they asked of the 
Egyptians silver vessels and golden, and full much clothing. (And the Israelites did as the 
Lord commanded to Moses; and they asked the Egyptians for gold and silver jewelry, and for a 
great deal of clothes.) 

36 Forsooth the Lord gave grace to the people before the Egyptians, that the Egyptians 
lent to them; and they made bare the Egyptians. (And the Lord gave grace to the people 
before the Egyptians, so that the Egyptians gave them all these things; and so they plundered the 
Egyptians.) 

37 And the children of Israel went forth from Rameses into Succoth, almost six 
hundred thousand of footmen, without little children and women; (And the Israelites went 
forth from Rameses unto Succoth, almost six hundred thousand men on foot, not counting the 


women and the little children;) 

38 but also the common people of males and of females unnumberable went up with 
them; (and) sheep, and oxen, and full many beasts of diverse kind also. 

39 And they baked meal, which sprinkled together a while ago they took from Egypt, 
and made therf loaves baken under ashes; for the loaves might not be dighted with 
sourdough, for [the] Egyptians compelled them to go out, and suffered not them to make 
any tarrying, neither it was leisure to make any stew. (And they baked the meal, which they 
had taken from Egypt, and made unleavened bread baked under ashes; for the loaves did not have 
any yeast, for the Egyptians compelled them to go out, and did not allow them to tarry, nor was 
there time to even make any stew.) 

40 Forsooth the dwelling of the sons of Israel, by which they dwelled in Egypt, was 
of four hundred and thirty years; (And the Israelites had lived in Egypt for four hundred and 
thirty years;) 

41 and when those years were fulfilled, all the host of the Lord went out of the land of 
Egypt in the same day. (and when those years were ended, all the Lord’s army went out of the 
land of Egypt on the same day.) 

42 This night is worthy to be kept in the worshipping of the Lord, when he led them out 
of the land of Egypt; all the sons of Israel ought to keep this night in their generations. 
(This night is worthy to be kept for worshipping the Lord, when he led them out of the land of 
Egypt; all the Israelites ought to keep watch on this night in all their generations.) 

43 Also the Lord said to Moses and Aaron, This is the religion of pask; each alien shall 
not eat thereof; (And the Lord said to Moses and Aaron, This is the rite of the Passover; each 
foreigner, or each stranger, shall not eat it;) 

44 soothly each servant bought shall be circumcised, and so he shall eat; (but each 
bought servant, or slave, shall be circumcised first, and then he shall eat it;) 

45 a comeling and a hired man shall not eat thereof; (but the newcomer and the hired man 
shall not eat it;) 

46 it shall be eaten in one house; neither ye shall bear out the flesh thereof; neither ye 


shall break a bone thereof. 
47 Each company of the sons of Israel shall make that pask; (All the congregation of Israel 


shall keep this Feast;) 

48 that if any pilgrim will pass into your faith and worshipping, and make [the] pask of 
the Lord, each male kind of him shall be circumcised before the solemnity, and then he 
shall make it lawful(ly), and he shall be together with them as a man born of the land; 
forsooth if any man is not circumcised, he shall not eat thereof. (and if any foreigner will 
join your faith and worshipping, and he desire to keep the Lord’s Passover, each male of them shall 
be circumcised before the Feast, and then he shall keep it lawfully, and he shall be like a man born 
in the land; but if any man is not circumcised, he shall not eat it.) 

49 The same law shall be to a man born of the land, and to a comeling, that taketh your 
faith, the which is a pilgrim with you. (The same law shall be for a man born in the land, as 
for a newcomer, who taketh your faith, yea, he who is a foreigner among you.) 
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50 And all the sons of Israel did as the Lord commanded to Moses and Aaron. 
51 And in the same day the Lord led out of the land of Egypt the sons of Israel, by 


their companies. (And so on that day the Lord led the Israelites out of the land of Egypt, by their 
tribes.) 


CHAPTER 13 
1 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 


2 Hallow thou to me each first begotten thing that openeth the womb among the sons 
of Israel, as well of men as of beasts (or of men as well as of beasts), for why (they) all be 
mine. 

3 And Moses said to the people, Have ye mind of this day, in which ye went out of Egypt, 
and of the house of servage, for in [a] strong hand the Lord led you out of this place, that 
ye eat no bread dighted with sourdough. (And Moses said to the people, Remember ye this 
day, in which ye went out of Egypt, and out of the house of servitude, or of slavery, for by his strong 
hand the Lord led you out of this place, and remember to not eat any bread made with yeast on 
this day.) 

4 Today ye go out, in the month of new fruits; (Go ye out today, in the month of Abib;) 


5 and when the Lord hath led thee into the land of Canaanites, and of Hittites, and of 
Amorites, and of Hivites, and of Jebusites, which land he swore to thy fathers, that he 


should give to thee, a land flowing with milk and honey, thou shalt hallow this custom 
of holy things in this month (or thou shalt keep this rite in this month). 

6 Seven days thou shalt eat therf loaves, and the solemnity of the Lord shall be in the 
seventh day; (For seven days thou shalt eat unleavened bread, and a Feast unto the Lord shall be 
held on the seventh day;) 

7 ye shall eat therf loaves seven days, nothing dighted with sourdough shall appear 
at thee, neither in all thy coasts. (ye shall eat unleavened bread for seven days, and nothing 
made with yeast shall be seen among thee, not in all thy land.) 

8 And thou shalt tell to thy son in that day, and shalt say, This it is that the Lord did to 
me, when I went out of Egypt. (And thou shalt say to thy son on that day, This is done because 
of what the Lord did for me, when I went out of Egypt.) 

9 And it shall be as a sign in thine hand, and as a memorial before thine eyes, and that 
the law of the Lord be ever[more] in thy mouth; for in a strong hand the Lord led thee 
out of Egypt, and of the house of servage. (And it shall be like a sign on thy hand, and as a 
reminder before thine eyes, so that the Lord’s law is always in thy mouth; for by a strong hand the 
Lord led thee out of Egypt, and out of the house of servitude, or of slavery.) 

10 Thou shalt keep such a worshipping in time ordained, from days into days, that is, 
from year into year. (Thou shalt keep this rite in the time ordained, that is, from year to year.) 

11 And when the Lord hath brought thee into the land of Canaanites, as he swore to 
thee, and to thy fathers, and hath given it to thee, 

12 thou shalt separate to the Lord all thing (of male kind) that (first) openeth the womb, 
and that that is first in thy beasts, (or thou shalt set aside for the Lord all the males who first 
openeth the womb, and all the males that be first in thy beasts); whatever thing thou hast of 
male kind, thou shalt hallow it to the Lord. 

13 Thou shalt (ex)change the first engendered of an ass for a sheep, that if thou again- 
buyest it not, thou shalt slay it; forsooth thou shalt again-buy with price all the first 
begotten of a man of thy sons. (Thou shalt exchange the first-born of a donkey for a sheep, 
and if thou buyest it not back, then thou shalt kill it; but thou must buy back all thy first-born 
sons.) 

14 And when thy son shall ask thee tomorrow, and say, What is this? thou shalt answer 
to him, Ina strong hand the Lord led us out of the land of Egypt, of the house of servage, 
(or By a strong hand the Lord led us out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of servitude, or of 
slavery); 
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15 for when Pharaoh was made hard in heart, and would not deliver us, the Lord slew 
all the first begotten thing in the land of Egypt, from the first begotten of man, till to the 


first engendered of beasts; therefore I offer to the Lord all thing of male kind that (first) 
openeth the womb, and I (shall) again-buy all the first begotten things of my sons. (for 
when Pharaoh’s heart was hardened, and he would not let us go, the Lord killed all the first-born 
things in the land of Egypt, from the first-born of man, unto the first-born of beasts; and so I offer 
to the Lord all the things of male kind that first openeth the womb, and I shall buy back all the 
first-born of my sons.) 

16 Therefore it shall be as a sign in thine hand, and as a thing hanged for mind before 
thine eyes, for in a strong hand the Lord led us out of Egypt. (And so it shall be like a sign 
on thy hand, and like a thing hung up as a reminder before thine eyes, for by a strong hand the 
Lord led us out of Egypt.) 

17 Therefore when Pharaoh had sent out the people, God led not them out by the 
way of the land of Philistines, which is nigh; and areckoning lest peradventure it would 
repent the people, if he had seen battles rise against him, and the people would turn 
again into Egypt; (Now when Pharaoh let the people go, God did not lead them out by the way 
of the land of the Philistines, which was near; reckoning that when they had seen battles rise up 
against them, perhaps they would repent, or would change their minds, and then the people would 
return to Egypt;) 

18 but God led the people about by the way of desert, which way is beside the Red Sea. 
And the sons of Israel were armed, and went up from the land of Egypt. (but God led the 
people out by the way of the wilderness, which was towards the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds. And 
so the Israelites were armed, and went up from the land of Egypt.) 

19 And Moses took the bones of Joseph with him, for he had charged the sons of Israel, 
and had said, God shall visit you, and bear ye out from hence my bones with you (or and 
at that time carry ye away my bones from here with you). 

20 And they went forth from Succoth, and setted tents in Etham (or and pitched their 
tents at Etham), in the last ends of the wilderness. 

21 Forsooth the Lord went before them to show them the way, by day in a pillar of 
cloud, and by night in a pillar of fire, that he should be leader of the way in ever either 
time (or so that he would be their leader on the way at all times); 

22 the pillar of cloud failed never by day, neither the pillar of fire by night, before the 
people. (and the pillar of cloud never ceased from being in front of the people during the day, nor 
the pillar of fire during the night.) 


CHAPTER 14 

1 Forsooth the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

2 Speak thou to the sons of Israel; turn they again, and set they tents even against 
Pihahiroth, which is betwixt Migdol and the sea, against Baalzephon; and in the sight 
thereof ye shall set tents on the sea. (Speak thou to the Israelites; tell them to turn back, and 
pitch their tents before Pihahiroth, which is between Migdol and the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, 
east of Baalzephon; yea, in the sight of it, ye shall pitch your tents by the sea.) 

3 And Pharaoh shall say on the sons of Israel, They be made strait in the land, the 
desert hath closed them together. (And Pharaoh shall say of the Israelites, The land is too 
narrow there for all of them, yea, the wilderness hath enclosed them.) 

4 And I shall make hard his heart, and he shall pursue you, and I shall be glorified in 
Pharaoh, and in all his host; and the Egyptians shall know that I am the Lord; and they 
did so. 

5 And it was told to the king of the Egyptians, that the people had fled; and the heart 
of Pharaoh and of his servants was changed on the people, and they said, What would 
we do, that we let go Israel, that it should not serve us? (And it was told to the king of 
the Egyptians, that the people had fled; and Pharaoh’s heart, and the hearts of his servants, were 
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turned against the people, and they said, What have we done? we have let Israel go, and now there 
is no one here to serve us!) 

6 Therefore Pharaoh joined (up) the chariot, and took with him all his people; (And so 
Pharaoh joined up his chariot, and took all his people with him;) 

7 and he took six hundred chosen chariots, and whatever thing of chariots was in 
Egypt, and [the] dukes of all the host. (and he took six hundred of the choicest chariots, and 
whatever other chariots were in Egypt, and all the leaders of his army.) 

8 And the Lord made hard the heart of Pharaoh, king of Egypt, and he pursued the 
sons of Israel; and they were gone out in an high hand. (And the Lord hardened the heart of 
Pharaoh, king of Egypt, and he pursued the Israelites; and they went forth with great defiance.) 

9 And when the Egyptians pursued the steps of the sons of Israel before-going, they 
found them in tents on the sea; (and) all the chivalry, and [the] chariots of Pharaoh, and 
all the host were in Pihahiroth, against Baalzephon. (And the Egyptians, yea, all the cavalry, 
and the chariots, and all of Pharaoh’s army, pursued the steps of the Israelites who had gone forth 
before them; and they found them in their tents by the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, by Pihahiroth, 
and east of Baalzephon.) 

10 And when Pharaoh had nighed, the sons of Israel raised [up] their eyes, and they 
saw the Egyptians behind them, and they dreaded greatly (or and they greatly feared); and 
they cried to the Lord, 

11 and said to Moses, In hap sepulchres were not in Egypt, therefore thou hast taken 
us away, that we shall die in wilderness? what wouldest thou do this, that thou leddest 
us out of Egypt? (and they said to Moses, Perhaps there were no tombs, or no graves, in Egypt, 
and so thou hast taken us away, so that now we can die here in this wilderness? why hast thou 
done this, and led us out of Egypt?) 

12 Whether this is not the word that we spake to thee in Egypt, (or Was this not what we 
said to thee in Egypt), saying, Go away from us, (so) that we (can) serve the Egyptians? for 
it is much better to serve them, than to die in (the) wilderness. 

13 And Moses said to the people, Do not ye dread, stand ye, and see the great works of 
God, which he shall do today; for ye shall no more see the Egyptians, which ye see now, 
till into without end; (And Moses said to the people, Do not ye fear, stand ye, and see the great 
works of God, which he shall do today; for the Egyptians, whom ye now see, soon ye shall never see 
them again;) 

14 the Lord shall fight for you, and ye shall be still. (the Lord shall fight for you, but ye 
must keep still or but ye must be silent.) 

15 And the Lord said to Moses, What criest thou to me? Speak thou to the sons of 
Israel, that they go forth; (And the Lord said to Moses, Why criest thou to me? Speak thou to 
the Israelites, so that they go forth;) 

16 forsooth raise thou thy rod, and stretch forth thine hand on the sea, and part thou 
it, that the sons of Israel go in the midst of the sea, by dry place. (now raise thou up thy 
staff, and stretch forth thy hand over the sea, and part thou it, so that the Israelites can go through 
the midst of the sea, on dry land.) 

17 Forsooth I shall make hard the heart(s) of [the] Egyptians, that they pursue you, and 
I shall be glorified in Pharaoh, and in all the host of him, and in the chariots of him, and 
in the knights of him; (But I shall harden the hearts of the Egyptians, so that they pursue you, 
and I shall be glorified in Pharaoh, and in all his army, and in his chariots, and in his soldiers;) 

18 and [the] Egyptians shall know that I am the Lord God, when I shall be glorified in 
Pharaoh, and in the chariots, and in the knights of him (or and in his soldiers). 

19 And the angel of the Lord, that went before the castles, or tents, of Israel, took 
himself, and went behind them; and the pillar of cloud went together with him, and left 
the former things after the back, (And the angel of the Lord, who went before the tents, or the 
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army, of Israel, took himself, and went behind them; and the pillar of cloud went with him, yea, it 
also went from in front of them, to behind their backs,) 

20 and stood betwixt the castles of Egyptians and the castles of Israel; and the cloud 
was dark toward the Egyptians, and it was lightening the night toward Israel, so that in 
all the time of the night, they might not [come] nigh together to themselves. (and they 
stood between the tents, or the army, of the Egyptians and the tents, or the army, of Israel; and the 
cloud was dark toward the Egyptians, but it was lighting the night toward the Israelites, so that 
they could not come close to each other in all that night.) 

21 And when Moses had stretched forth his hand on the sea, the Lord took away the 
sea, the while a great wind and a burning (one) blew in all the night, and turned the sea 
into dryness; and the water was parted. (And when Moses had stretched forth his hand over 
the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, the Lord took away the sea, by a great burning wind that blew all 
that night, and turned the sea into dry land; and so the waters were parted.) 

22 And the sons of Israel entered by the midst of the dry sea; for the water was as a 
wall at the right side, and the left side of them. (And the Israelites entered into the midst of 
the sea on dry land; for the water was like a wall on their right side, and on their left side.) 

23 And the Egyptians pursued, and entered after them, all the riding of Pharaoh, his 
chariots, and [his] knights, by the midst of the sea. (And the Egyptians pursued them, and 
entered into the midst of the sea after them, yea, all the horses of Pharaoh, and his chariots, and 
his soldiers.) 

24 And the watch of the morrowtide came then, and lo! the Lord beheld on the castles 
of the Egyptians, by a pillar of fire, and of cloud, and killed the host of them; (And the 
morning watch came then, and behold! the Lord looked down through the pillars of fire, and of 
cloud, on the army of the Egyptians, and he panicked all the soldiers;) 

25 and he destroyed the wheels of [the] chariots, and those were borne into the depth, 
(or and he clogged up the wheels of the chariots, and they turned with great difficulty). Therefore 
the Egyptians said, Flee we (from) Israel; for the Lord fighteth for them against us. 

26 And the Lord said to Moses, Hold forth thine hand on the sea, that the waters turn 
again to [the] Egyptians, on the chariots, and on the knights of them. (And the Lord said 
to Moses, Stretch forth thy hand over the sea, so that the waters return onto the Egyptians, yea, 
onto their chariots, and onto their soldiers.) 

27 And when Moses had held forth his hand against the sea, it turned again first in 
the morrowtide to the former place, (or And Moses stretched forth his hand over the sea, and 
early in the morning it returned to its former place); and when the Egyptians fled, the waters 
came (up) against them, and the Lord wrapped them (up) in the midst of the flood. 

28 And the waters turned again, and covered the chariots, and [the] knights of all the 
host of Pharaoh, which followed, and entered into the sea; soothly not one of them was 
(left) alive. (And the waters returned, and covered the chariots, and all the soldiers of Pharaoh’s 
army, who had followed the Israelites, and had entered into the sea after them; truly not one of 
them was left alive.) 

29 Forsooth the sons of Israel went through the midst of the dry sea, and the waters 
were to them as for a wall, on the right side, and on the left side. (But the Israelites went 
through the midst of the sea on dry land, and for them the waters were like a wall, on their right 
side, and on their left side.) 

30 And in that day the Lord delivered Israel from the hand of [the] Egyptians, and they 
saw the Egyptians dead on the brink of the sea, (And on that day the Lord saved Israel from 
the hands of the Egyptians, and they saw the Egyptians lying dead on the seashore,) 

31 and they saw the great hand, or power /or might, which the Lord had used against 
the Egyptians; and the people dreaded the Lord, and they believed to the Lord, and to 
Moses his servant. (and they saw the great power, or the great might, which the Lord had used 
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against the Egyptians; and the people feared the Lord, and they believed in the Lord, and in his 
servant Moses.) 


CHAPTER 15 

1 Then Moses sang, and the sons of Israel, this song to the Lord; and they said, Sing we 
to the Lord, for he is magnified gloriously; he hath cast down the horse and the horseman 
into the sea. (Then Moses, and the Israelites, sang this song to the Lord; Sing we to the Lord, for 
he is gloriously magnified; he hath thrown down the horse and the rider into the sea.) 

2 My strength and my praising is the Lord; and he is made to me into health. This is 
my God, and I shall glorify him; the God of my father, and I shall enhance him. (The Lord 
is my strength, and my praise; yea, he is my salvation. This is my God, and I shall glorify him; the 
God of my father, and I shall exult him.) 

3 The Lord is a man-fighter, his name is Almighty; (The Lord is a fighter, and his name is 
The Almighty;) 

4 he casted down into the sea the chariots of Pharaoh, and his host, (or he threw down 
Pharaoh’s chariots, and his army, into the sea). His chosen princes were drowned in the Red 
Sea, or the Sea of Reeds; 

5 the deep waters covered them; they went down into the depth as a stone (or they 
went down into the depths like a stone). 

6 Lord, thy right hand is magnified in strength; Lord, thy right hand smote the enemy. 

7 And in the multitude of thy glory, thou hast put down all thine adversaries; thou 
sentest thine ire, that devoured them as stubble, (or thou sentest out thy anger, that devoured 
them like stubble). 

8 And (the) waters were gathered [together] in the spirit of thy strong vengeance (or And 
the waters were gathered together with the blast of thy strong vengeance); [the] flowing water 
stood, [the] deep waters were gathered [together] in the midst of the sea. 

9 The enemy said, I shall pursue (them), and I shall (over)take (them); I shall part (the) 
spoils, (and) my soul, that is, (my) will, shall be fulfilled. I shall draw out my sword; mine 
hand shall slay them. 

10 Thy spirit blew (or Thou blewest with thy breath), and the sea covered them; they were 
drowned as lead in (the) great waters. 

11 Lord, who is like thee in strong men, who is like thee? thou art a great doer in 
holiness; fearful, and praiseable, and doing miracles. (Lord, who is like thee among the 
strong, yea, who is like thee? thou art a great doer of holiness; fearful, and worthy of praise, and 
doing miracles.) 

12 Thou heldest forth thine hand (or Thou hast stretched forth thy right hand), and the 
earth devoured them; 

13 thou were leader in thy mercy to thy people, which thou again-boughtest; and thou 
hast borne him in thy strength to thine holy dwelling place. (in thy mercy thou were the 
leader of thy people, whom thou boughtest back, or ransomed, and thou hast carried them by thy 
strength to thy holy dwelling place.) 

14 Peoples went up, and were wroth; sorrows held the dwellers of Philistia. (The nations 
heard, and trembled in fear; sorrows held the people of Palestina.) 

15 Then the princes of Edom were troubled; trembling held the strong men of Moab. 
All the dwellers of Canaan dreaded, or were encumbered, (or All the people of Canaan were 
in fear); 

16 inward dread fall on them, and outward dread in the greatness of thine arm. Be 
they made unmoveable as a stone, till thy people pass, Lord; till thy people pass, whom 
thou wieldedest. (inward fear fell upon them, and outward fear of the greatness of thy power. 
They were made immovable like a stone, until thy people passed by, Lord; until thy people passed 
by, whom thou possessest.) 
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17 Thou shalt bring them in, and thou shalt plant them in the hill of thine heritage; 
in the most steadfast dwelling place which thou hast wrought, Lord; Lord, (in) thy 
saintuary, which thine hands made steadfast. (Thou bringest them in, and thou hast planted 
them on the mountain of thy inheritance; in the most steadfast dwelling place which thou hast 
wrought, Lord; yea, in thy sanctuary, Lord, which thy hands have made firm.) 

18 The Lord shall reign without end, and over all thing (s). 

19 Forsooth Pharaoh, on horse, entered with his chariots and [his] horsemen into the 
sea, and the Lord brought the waters of the sea on them; soothly the sons of Israel went 
by the dry place (or but the Israelites went on dry ground), in [the] midst of the sea. 

20 Therefore Marie (or And so Miriam), the prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a 
tympan in her hand, and all the women went out after her with tympans and companies; 

21 to which she sang before, and said, Sing we to the Lord, for he is magnified 
gloriously; he hath cast down into the sea the horse and the rider of him. (and she sang 
before them, Sing we to the Lord, for he is gloriously magnified; he hath thrown down the horse 
and his rider into the sea.) 

22 Forsooth Moses took Israel from the Red Sea, and they went out into the desert of 
Shur; and they went three days by the wilderness, and they found not water, (or and they 
went three days in the wilderness, but found no water). 

23 And they came into Marah, and they might not drink the waters of Marah, for they 
were bitter; wherefore he putted a covenable name to the place, and called it Marah, 
that is, bitterness. (And they came to Marah, but they could not drink the water there, for it was 
bitter; so they put a suitable name to that place, and called it Marah, that is, Bitterness.) 

24 And the people grouched against Moses (or And the people grumbled against Moses), 
and said, What shall we drink? 

25 And Moses cried to the Lord, which showed to him a tree; and when he had put that 
tree into the waters, those (waters) were turned into sweetness. There the Lord ordained 
commandments and dooms to the people, and there he assayed the people, (or There the 
Lord ordained commandments and judgements for the people, and he tested, or proved, the people 
there), 

26 and (he) said, If thou shalt hear the voice of thy Lord God, and shalt do that that is 
rightful before him, and shalt obey to his commandments, and shalt keep all his behests, 
I shall not bring in on thee all the sickness, which I have put in Egypt, for Iam thy Lord 
Saviour, (or then I shall not bring in on thee all the sickness, which I have put on Egypt, for 1am 
the Lord thy Saviour). 

27 Forsooth the sons of Israel came into Elim, where were twelve wells of water, and 
seventy palm trees, and they setted tents beside the waters. (And the Israelites came to 
Elim, where there were twelve wells of water, and seventy palm trees, and they pitched their tents 
beside the waters.) 


CHAPTER 16 

1 And they went forth from Elim, and all the multitude of the sons of Israel came into 
the desert of Sin, which is betwixt Elim and Sinai, in the fifteenth day of the second 
month, after that they went out of the land of Egypt. (And they went forth from Elim, and 
all the multitude of the Israelites came into the wilderness of Sin, which is between Elim and Sinai, 
on the fifteenth day of the second month, after that they went out of the land of Egypt.) 

2 And all the congregation of the sons of Israel grouched against Moses (or And all the 
Israelites grumbled against Moses), and against Aaron, in the wilderness. 

3 And the sons of Israel said to them, We would that we had been dead by the hand 
of the Lord in the land of Egypt, when we sat on the flesh pots, and ate loaves in plenty; 
why led ye us into this desert, that ye should slay all the multitude with hunger? (And 
the Israelites said to them, We wish that we had died by the Lord’s hand in the land of Egypt, when 
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we sat by the flesh pots, and had plenty of loaves to eat; why did ye lead us into this wilderness, so 
that ye could kill all the multitude with hunger?) 

4 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Lo! I shall rain to you loaves from heaven; the 
people go out, that it gather those things that suffice by each day; that I assay the people, 
whether it go in my law, or not. (And the Lord said to Moses, Behold! I shall rain down loaves 
from the heavens for you; have the people go out, and gather those things that suffice for each 
day; and I shall test, or shall prove, the people, and see if they go in my law, or not.) 

5 Soothly in the sixth day, make they ready that that they shall bear in, and be it double 
over that they were wont to gather by each (other) day. (And on the sixth day, when they 
prepare what they bring in, it shall be double over what they were wont to gather on the other 
days.) 

6 And Moses and Aaron said to all the sons of Israel, At eventide ye shall know that the 
Lord [hath] led you out of the land of Egypt; 

7 and in the morrowtide ye shall see the glory of the Lord; for I heard your grouching 
against the Lord; soothly what be we, for ye grouch against us? (and in the morning ye 
shall see the glory of the Lord; for he hath heard your grumbling against him; and who be we, that 
ye grumble against us?) 

8 And Moses said, The Lord shall give to you at eventide flesh to eat, and loaves in the 
morrowtide in plenty, for he [hath] heard your grouchings, by which ye grouched against 
him; for why, what be we? your grouching is not against us, but against the Lord. (And 
Moses said, The Lord shall give you flesh to eat in the evening, and plenty of loaves in the morning, 
for he hath heard your grumbling, by which ye grumbled against him; for who be we? yea, your 
grumbling is not against us, but against the Lord.) 

° And Moses said to Aaron, Say thou to all the congregation of the sons of Israel, Nigh 
ye before the Lord, for he [hath] heard your grouching (or for he hath heard your grumbling). 

10 And when Aaron spake to all the company of the sons of Israel, they beheld to the 
wilderness, and lo! the glory of the Lord appeared in a cloud. 

4) Forsooth the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

12 | heard the grouchings of the sons of Israel (or I heard the grumbling of the Israelites); 
speak thou to them, (and say), At eventide ye shall eat flesh, and in the morrowtide ye 
shall be filled with loaves, and ye shall know that I am the Lord your God. 

13 Therefore eventide was made, and curlews went up, and covered the castles; and 
in the morrowtide dew came before the face of the castles. (And so the evening came, and 
curlews flew in, and covered the tents; and in the morning dew lay all around the tents.) 

14 And when it had covered the earth, a little thing, and as pounded with a pestle, in 
the likeness of an hoarfrost on the earth, appeared in the wilderness. (And when it had 
covered all the ground, there appeared in the wilderness a little thing, as if it was pounded with a 
pestle, and like hoarfrost on the ground.) 

15 And when the sons of Israel had seen that, they said together, Man na? which 
signifieth, What is this? for they wist not what it was, (or And when the Israelites had seen 
it, they said to each other, Manna? which meaneth, What is this? for they did not know what it 
was). To whom Moses said, This is the bread which the Lord hath given you to eat. 

16 This is the word which the Lord commanded, Each man gather thereof as much as 
it sufficeth to be eaten, omer by each head, by the number of your souls that dwell in 
the tabernacle, so ye shall take. (This is the thing which the Lord hath commanded, saying, 
Each of you gather as much of it as sufficeth to be eaten, yea, an omer for each soul, such ye shall 
gather by the number of souls who live in your tent.) 

17 And the sons of Israel did so, and they gathered (it), one more, and another less; 

18 and they meted [it] at the measure of omer; neither he that gathered more had more, 
neither he that made ready less found less, but all gathered by that that they might eat. 
(and they measured it at the measure of an omer per person, and he who gathered more did not 
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have too much, nor he who gathered less had not enough, but they all gathered just what they 
could eat.) 

19 And Moses said to them, No man leave thereof into the morrowtide; (And Moses said 
to them, No one leave any of it until the next morning;) 

20 which heard not him, but some of them left thereof till to the morrowtide, and it 
began to boil with worms, and it was rotten; and Moses was wroth against them. (but 
some of them did not listen to him, and saved some of it for the next day, and it began to boil with 
worms, and it was rotten; and Moses was angry at them.) 

21 Forsooth all they gathered in the morrowtide as much as sufficed to be eaten; and 
when the sun was hot, it was molten. (So every morning they all gathered as much as sufficed 
to be eaten; and when the sun was risen, it melted away.) 

22 Soothly in the sixth day they gathered double meats, that is, two omers each man, 
(or And on the sixth day they gathered double the amount, that is, two omers for each person). 
Forsooth all the princes of the multitude came, and told (that) to Moses, 

23 which said to them, This it is that the Lord spake, The rest of the sabbath is hallowed 
to the Lord; do ye whatever thing (that) shall be wrought tomorrow, and seethe ye those 
things that shall be sodden; soothly whatever thing is residue, or left over, keep ye it till 
into the morrow. (and he said to them, This is what the Lord hath said, Tomorrow is the rest of 
the Sabbath, that is holy, or is dedicated, to the Lord; so do ye today whatever needeth to be done, 
and boil ye those things that need to be boiled; and whatever is left over, keep ye it for tomorrow.) 

24 And they did so as Moses commanded (or And so they did as Moses commanded), and 


it was not rotten, neither a worm was found therein. 
25 And Moses said, Eat ye that in this day, for it is the sabbath of the Lord, it shall not 


be found today in the field; (And Moses said, Eat ye it today, for this is the Sabbath of the Lord, 
and no food shall be found in the field today;) 

26 gather ye it in six days, forsooth the sabbath of the Lord is in the seventh day, 
therefore in that day it shall not be found. (gather ye it for six days, but the Sabbath of the 
Lord is on the seventh day, and so on that day it shall not be found.) 

27 The seventh day came, and some of the people went out to gather, and they found 
not. (But the seventh day came, and some people went out to gather food, but they found it not.) 

28 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, How long will ye not keep my commandments, and 
my law? 

29 See ye that the Lord gave to you the sabbath, and for that he hath given to you in 
the sixth day double meats; each man dwell at himself, no man go out of his place in the 
seventh day. (See ye that the Lord hath given you the Sabbath, and for that he hath given you 
double the food on the sixth day; so everyone should stay at home, and no one should go out of 
their place on the seventh day.) 

30 And the people kept sabbath in the seventh day. (And so the people kept the Sabbath 
on the seventh day.) 

31 And the house of Israel called the name thereof man(na), which was white, as the 
seed of coriander, and the taste thereof was as of flour (mixed) with honey. 

32 Forsooth Moses said, This is the word which the Lord commanded, Fill thou an omer 
thereof, and be it kept into generations to coming afterward (or and let it be kept for the 
generations to come later), (so) that they know (of) the bread with which I fed you in (the) 
wilderness, when ye were led out of the land of Egypt. 

33 And Moses said to Aaron, Take thou a vessel, and put therein man(na), as much as an 
omer may take, and put it before the Lord, to be kept into your generations, (And Moses 
said to Aaron, Take thou a vessel, and put manna in it, an omer of it, and put it before the Lord, to 
be kept for all generations to come;) 

34 as the Lord commanded to Moses; and Aaron put that to be kept in the tabernacle. 
(so as the Lord commanded to Moses, Aaron put the vessel of manna in the Ark with the stone 
tablets, to be kept there forever.) 
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35 Forsooth the sons of Israel ate manna forty years, till they came into the land 
habitable, that is, able to be inhabited; they were fed with this meat, till they touched 
the coasts of the land of Canaan. (And the Israelites ate manna for forty years, until they came 
to the land where they could live; yea, they were fed with this food, until they reached the land of 
Canaan.) 

36 Forsooth (an) omer is the tenth part of (an) ephah. 


CHAPTER 17 


1 Therefore all the multitude of the sons of Israel went forth from the desert of Sin, 
by their dwellings, by the word of the Lord, and setted tents in Rephidim, where was no 


water to the people to drink. (And so all the Israelites went forth from the wilderness of Sin, in 
stages, by the word of the Lord, and pitched their tents in Rephidim, where there was no water for 
the people to drink.) 

2 Which people chided against Moses, and said, Give water to us, that we drink. To 
whom Moses answered, What chide ye against me, and why tempt ye the Lord? (And the 
people complained to Moses, and said, Give us some water to drink. To whom Moses answered, 
Why do ye complain to me, and why do ye tempt the Lord?) 

3 Therefore the people thirsted there for the scarceness of water, and they grouched 
against Moses, and said, Why madest thou us to go out of Egypt, (for) to slay us, and our 
free children, and our beasts, for thirst? (And so the people thirsted there for the scarceness 
of water, and they grumbled against Moses, and said, Why hast thou made us to go out of Egypt, 
in order to kill us, and our children, and our beasts, with thirst?) 

4 Forsooth Moses cried to the Lord, and said, What shall I do to this people? yet a little, 
and it shall stone me, (or What shall I do with these people? very soon they shall all stone me!). 

5 The Lord said to Moses, Go thou before the people, and take with thee of the elder 
men of Israel, and take in thine hand the rod, with the which thou hast smitten the flood, 
and go; (The Lord said to Moses, Go thou before the people, and take some of the elders of Israel 
with thee, and take in thy hand the staff with which thou struck the (Nile) River, and go;) 


6 lo! I shall stand there before thee, above the stone of Horeb, and thou shalt smite 
the stone, and water shall go out thereof, that the people drink. Moses did so before the 


elder men of Israel; (behold! I shall stand there before thee, by the rock at Mount Sinai, and thou 
shalt strike the rock, and water shall come out of it, and then the people shall have something to 
drink. Moses did this in the sight of the elders of Israel;) 

7 and he called the name of that place Temptation, for the chiding of the sons of Israel, 
and for they tempted the Lord, and said, Whether the Lord is in us, or nay? (and he called 
the name of that place Massah and Meribah, because of the complaining of the Israelites, and 
because they tempted the Lord and said, Is the Lord with us, or not?) 

8 Forsooth Amalek came (or And the Amalekites came), and fought against Israel in 
Rephidim. 

9 And Moses said to Joshua, Choose thou men, and go out, and fight tomorrow against 
the men of Amalek; lo! I shall stand in the top of the hill, and I shall have the rod of God 
in mine hand. (And Moses said to Joshua, Choose thou some men, and tomorrow go out, and 
fight against the Amalekites; behold! I shall stand on the hilltop, and I shall have God’s staff in my 
hand.) 

10 Joshua did as Moses spake, and he fought against Amalek. Forsooth Moses, and 
Aaron, and Hur went up on(to) the top of the hill; 

11 and when Moses raised [up] his hands, Israel overcame; forsooth if he let them down 
a little, Amalek overcame. 

12 Soothly Moses’ hands were (made) heavy, therefore they took a stone, and put (it) 
under him, on which stone he sat. Forsooth Aaron and Hur sustained his hands, on ever 
either side; and (so) it was done, that his hands were not made weary, till to the going 
down of the sun. 
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13 And Joshua drove away Amalek and his people, in the mouth of [the] sword, that is, 
by the sharpness of the sword, he killed all the strong men of Amalek. 

14 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Write thou this in a book, for mind, and take (it) 
in(to) the ears of Joshua; for I shall do away the mind of Amalek from under heaven. (And 
the Lord said to Moses, Write thou about this in a book to remember it, and tell it to Joshua; for I 
shall do away all memory of the Amalekites from under heaven.) 

15 And Moses builded an altar, and called the name thereof, The Lord is mine enhancer, 
(And Moses built an altar there, and called it Jehovahnissi,) 

16 and he said, For (it is) the hand of the Lord alone, and the battle of God shall 


be against Amalek (or and God shall fight against the Amalekites), from generation into 
generation. 


CHAPTER 18 

1 And when Jethro, the priest of Midian, the ally, either (the) father of the wife of 
Moses, had heard all things which God had done to Moses, and to Israel his people, for 
the Lord had led Israel out of the land of Egypt, (And when Jethro, the priest of Midian, Moses’ 
father-in-law, had heard of all the things which God had done for Moses, and for his people Israel, 
yea, that the Lord had led Israel out of the land of Egypt,) 

2 Jethro took Zipporah, Moses’ wife, whom Moses had sent again (or whom Moses had 
sent back to him), 

3 and his two sons, of which one was called Gershom, for the father at his birth(had) 
said, I was a comeling in an alien land (or I was a newcomer ina foreign land), 

4 forsooth the tother was called Eliezer, for Moses at his birth(had) said, (For the) God 
of my father is mine helper, and he delivered me from the sword of Pharaoh. 

5 Therefore Jethro, ally of Moses, came, and the sons of Moses and his wife came to 
Moses, into desert, where Jethro set tents beside the hill of God; (And so Jethro, Moses’ 
father-in-law, came with Moses’ wife and their sons, into the wilderness, where Moses had pitched 
the tents beside God’s mountain;) 

6 and he sent to Moses, and said, I Jethro, thine ally, come to thee, and thy wife, and 
thy two sons with her. (and he sent word to Moses, and said, I Jethro, thy father-in-law, have 
come to thee, with thy wife, and thy two sons with her.) 

7 And Moses went out into the coming of his ally, and worshipped, and kissed him, and 
they greeted themselves together with peaceable words. And when Jethro had entered 
into the tabernacle, (And Moses went out to meet his father-in-law, and bowed before him, and 
kissed him, and they greeted each other with friendly words. And when Jethro had gone into the 
tent,) 

8 Moses told to him all (the) things which God had done to Pharaoh, and to the 
Egyptians, for Israel, and he told to him all the travail that befell to them in the way, 
of which the Lord had delivered them, (or and he told him of all the tribulation that had 
befallen them on the way, and how the Lord had saved them). 

9 And Jethro was glad on all the goods which the Lord had done to Israel, for he [had] 
delivered Israel from the hand of [the] Egyptians. (And Jethro was glad for all the good things 
that the Lord had done for Israel, for he had saved Israel from the power of the Egyptians.) 

10 And Jethro said, Blessed be the Lord, that delivered you from the hand(s) of the 
Egyptians, and from the hand of Pharaoh, the which Lord delivered his people from 
(being under) the hand, (or the power), of Egypt; 

11 now I know that the Lord is great above all gods, for they did proudly against them. 
(now I know that the Lord is greater than all the gods, for what he hath done to those who did so 
proudly against thee.) 

12 Therefore Jethro, ally of Moses, (or And so Jethro, Moses’ father-in-law), offered burnt 
sacrifices and offerings to God; and Aaron, and all the elder men of Israel, came to eat 
bread with Jethro before God. 
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13 Forsooth in the tother day, Moses sat that he should deem the people, which stood 
nigh to Moses, from the morrowtide till to the eventide. (And the next day, Moses sat down 
to judge the people, who stood about him, from the morning until the evening.) 


14 And when his ally had seen this, that is, all things which he did in the people, he said, 
What is this that thou doest in the people? why sittest thou alone, and all the people 
abideth thee from the morrowtide till to eventide? (And when his father-in-law had seen 
this, that is, all the things which he did for the people, Jethro said, What is this that thou doest for 
the people? why sittest thou alone, and all the people waiteth for thee from the morning until the 
evening?) 

15 To whom Moses answered, The people cometh to me, and asketh the sentence of 
God; 

16 and when any strife befalleth to them, they come to me, that I deem betwixt them 
(or so that I can judge between them), and show (them) the commandments of God, and his 
laws. 

17 And Jethro said, Thou doest a thing that is not good, 


18 thou art wasted with a fond travail, both thou, and this people that is with thee; the 
work is above thy strengths, thou alone mayest not suffer it (or thou cannot do it all alone). 


19 But hear thou my words, and my counsels, and the Lord shall be with thee; be thou 
to the people in these things that pertain to God, that thou tell (them) the things that be 
said to the people; (But hear thou my words, and my counsel, and the Lord shall be with thee; it 
is right to represent the people before God, and to bring their causes to him;) 


20 and show to the people the ceremonies, and [the] custom(s) of worshipping, and the 
way by which they ought to go, and the work which they ought to do. 


21 Forsooth purvey thou of all the people wise men, and dreading God, in which is 
truth, and which hate avarice; and ordain thou of them tribunes, and centurions, and 
quinquagenaries, and deans, [or and ordain of them rulers upon thousands, and rulers upon 
hundreds, and rulers upon fifty, and rulers upon ten], (But find thou out of the people some men 
who be wise, and who fear God, in whom is truth, and who hate greed; and make thou them leaders 


of a thousand, and of a hundred, and of fifty, and of ten,) 


22 which shall deem the people in all time; soothly whatever thing is greater, tell they 
to thee, and deem they only [the] less(er) things, and be it easier to thee, when the burden 
is parted into other men. (and they shall judge their people at all times; but whatever case is 
hard, or too difficult, let them tell that to thee, and judge they only the simple cases, and so it shall 
be easier for thee, when the burden is shared with these other men.) 

23 If thou shalt do this, thou shalt fulfill the commandment of God, and thou shalt be 
able to bear his commandments; and all this people shall turn again with peace to their 
places (or and all these people shall return to their places in peace). 


24 And when these things were heard, Moses did all things which Jethro counselled. 


25 And when noble men of all Israel were chosen, Moses ordained them princes of 
the people, (or And when some noble men were chosen out of all Israel, Moses ordained them 
the people’s leaders), tribunes, and centurions, and quinquagenaries, and deans, [or rulers 
upon thousands, and rulers upon hundreds, and rulers upon fifty, and rulers upon ten], 

26 which deemed the people in all time; forsooth, whatever thing was harder, they 
told to Moses, and they deemed [the] easier things only. (who judged the people at all times; 
but whatever case was hard, or too difficult, they told it to Moses, and they judged only the easy, 
or the simple, cases.) 

27 And Moses let go his ally, which turned again, and went into his land. (And then 
Moses let his father-in-law go, and he returned to his own land.) 


3465 XRN 


EXODUS CHAPTER 19:1 34 EXODUS CHAPTER 19:15 


CHAPTER 19 

1 Tn the third month of the going of Israel out of the land of Egypt, in this day they 
came into the wilderness of Sinai; (In the third month of Israel going out of the land of Egypt, 
on this day they came into the Sinai Desert;) 

2 for they went forth from Rephidim, and came till into the desert of Sinai, and they 
setted tents in the same place; and there Israel setted tents, even against the hill, (or and 
Israel pitched their tents there, opposite the mountain). 

3 Forsooth Moses went up into the hill to God; and the Lord called him from the mount, 
and said, Thou shalt say these things to the house of Jacob, and thou shalt tell to the 
sons of Israel, (And Moses went up the mountain to meet with God or And Moses went up God’s 
mountain; and the Lord called to him from the mount, and said, Thou shalt say these things to the 
house of Jacob, and thou shalt tell it to the Israelites,) 

4 Ye yourselves have seen what things I have done to [the] Egyptians, how I bare you 
on the wings of eagles, and took you to me (or and brought you here to me). 

5 Therefore if ye shall hear my voice, and shall keep my covenant, ye shall be to me 
into a specialty of all peoples (or ye shall be special to me out of all peoples), that is, a thing 
loved excellently; for all the earth is mine; 

6 and ye shall be to me into a realm of priesthood, and an holy folk; these be the words 
which thou shalt speak to the sons of Israel. (and ye shall be my kingdom of priests, and my 
holy nation; these be the words which thou shalt say to the Israelites.) 

7 Moses came, and when the greater men in birth of the people were called together, 
he expounded all the words which the Lord commanded him. (Moses came back down, and 
when the men of great age, that is, the elders, of the people were called together, he expounded all 
the words which the Lord commanded him to say.) 

8 And all the people answered together, (and said), We shall do all [the] things which 
the Lord hath spoken. And when Moses had told the words of the people to the Lord, 

9 the Lord said to him, Right now I shall come to thee in the darkness of a cloud, (so) 
that the people hear me speaking to thee, and believe to thee [into] without end (or and 
then they shall always believe thee). Therefore Moses told the words of the people to the 
Lord, 

10 which said to Moses (or who said to Moses), Go thou (back) to the people, and make 
them holy today and tomorrow, and wash they their clothes, 

1) and be they ready into the third day; for in the third day the Lord shall come down 
before all the people on the hill of Sinai. (and be they ready by the third day; for on the third 
day the Lord shall come down on Mount Sinai in the sight of all the people.) 

12 And thou shalt set terms to the people, by compass; and thou shalt say to them, 
Be ye ware, that ye go not up into the hill, neither touch ye the ends thereof; each man 
that shall touch the hill, shall die by death. (And thou shalt set a boundary for the people, all 
around the mountain; and thou shalt say to them, Beware, that ye go not up onto the mountain, 
nor even touch its edges; for anyone who shall touch the mountain, shall die.) 

13 Hands shall not touch him, but he shall be oppressed with stones, or he shall be 
pierced with darts; whether it shall be a beast, or a man, it shall not live; (but) when a 
clarion shall begin to sound, then go they up into the hill. (No hands shall touch him, but 
he shall be thrown down with stones, or shall be pierced with arrows; whether it be a beast, or a 
person, they shall not live; but when the trumpet shall begin to sound, then the people can come 
up onto the mountain.) 

14 And Moses came down from the hill to the people, and hallowed it, (or And so Moses 
came down from the mountain to the people, and hallowed them); and when they had washed 
their clothes, 


15 he said to them, Be ye ready into the third day (or Be ye ready by the third day); nigh 
ye not to your wives. 
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16 And now the third day was come, and the morrowtide was clear; and, lo! thunders 
began to be heard, and lightnings to shine, and a most thick cloud to cover the mountain; 
and the sounding of a clarion made noise full greatly, and the people dreaded, that was 
in the tents, (or and the sounding of a trumpet made a very great noise, and the people in their 
tents had great fear). 

17 And when Moses had led them out into the coming of God, from the place of the 
tents, they stood at the roots of the hill. (And when Moses had led them out from the place of 
the tents to meet with God, they stood at the foot of the mountain.) 

18 Forsooth all the hill of Sinai smoked, for the Lord had come down thereon in fire; 
and the smoke thereof went up as of a furnace, and all the hill was fearful; (And all of 
Mount Sinai smoked, for the Lord had come down on it in fire; and its smoke went up like that of 
a furnace, and all the mountain fearfully shook;) 

19 and the sound of a clarion increased little and little, and it was holden forth longer 
(and longer). (And) Moses spake, and the Lord answered him (with a clap of thunder or by a 
voice), 

20 and the Lord came down on the hill of Sinai, in that top of the hill, and he called 
Moses to the top thereof. And when he had gone up thither, (and the Lord came down on 
Mount Sinai, onto the top of the mountain, and he called Moses up to the top of it. And when he 
had gone up there,) 

21 the Lord said to him, Go thou down, and witness thou to the people, lest 
peradventure it will pass [over] the terms to see the Lord (or lest they pass over the boundary 
to see the Lord), and [a] full great multitude thereof perish; 

22 and [the] priests, that nigh to the Lord, be they hallowed, lest I smite them (or I shall 
strike them down). 

23 And Moses said to the Lord, The common people may not go up into the hill of Sinai; 
for thou hast witnessed, and hast commanded, saying, Set thou terms about the hill, and 
hallow it. (And Moses said to the Lord, The common people cannot come up onto Mount Sinai; 
for thou hast witnessed, and hast commanded, saying, Set thou a sacred boundary all around the 
mountain, and hallow it, and they have heard thee.) 

24 To whom the Lord said, Go thou down, and (then) thou shalt go up, and (bring) Aaron 
with thee; forsooth the priests and the people pass not (over) the terms, neither go they 
up to the Lord, lest peradventure he slay them. (To whom the Lord said, Go thou down, and 
then come back up, and bring Aaron with thee; but the priests and the people must not pass over 
the boundary, nor let them come up to the Lord, lest I kill them.) 

25 Moses went down to the people, and told all things to them. (And so Moses went down 
to the people, and told all these things to them.) 


CHAPTER 20 
1 And the Lord spake all these words, 


21 am thy Lord God, that led thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servage. 
(Iam the Lord thy God, who led thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servitude, or of 
slavery.) 

3 Thou shalt not have alien gods before me. (Thou shalt not have foreign, or other, gods in 
place of me or instead of me.) 

4 Thou shalt not make to thee a graven image, neither any likeness of (any) thing that 
is in heaven above, and that is in (the) earth beneath, neither of those things that be in 
waters under the earth; (Thou shalt not make a carved image for thyself, nor any likeness of 
anything that is in the heavens above, or on the earth beneath, or of those things that be in the 
waters under the earth;) 

5 thou shalt not bow down to them, neither worship them; for I am thy Lord God, a 
strong(ly) jealous lover; I visit the wickedness of (the) fathers in (the) children into the 
third and fourth generation of them that hated me, (thou shalt not bow down to them, nor 
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worship them; for I, the Lord thy God, am a jealous God; I punish the children for the wickedness 
of their fathers, unto the third and fourth generations of those who hate me,) 

6 and I do mercy into thousands, to them that love me, and keep my behests. (but I do 
mercy unto thousands, to those who love me, and who keep my commandments.) 

7 Thou shalt not take in vain the name of thy Lord God, for the Lord shall not have him 
guiltless, that taketh in vain the name of his Lord God. (Thou shalt not take the name of the 
Lord thy God in vain, for the Lord shall not hold guiltless he who taketh the name of the Lord his 
God in vain.) 

8 Have thou mind, that thou hallow the sabbath day; (Remember, to keep the Sabbath day 
holy, or sacred;) 

9 in six days thou shalt work, and do all thy works; (for six days thou shalt work, and do 
all thy works;) 

10 forsooth in the seventh day is the sabbath of thy Lord God; thou shalt not do any 
work (on that day), thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, and thy manservant, and thine 
handmaid, thy work beast, and the comeling that is within thy gates; (but on the seventh 
day is a Sabbath of the Lord thy God; thou shalt not do any work on that day, thou, and thy son, 
and thy daughter, and thy male slave, and thy slave-girl, and thy work beast, and the newcomer 
who is within thy gates;) 

11 for in six days God made (the) heaven(s) and (the) earth, the sea, and all things that be 
in those, and rested in the seventh day (or and then he rested on the seventh day); therefore 
the Lord blessed the sabbath day, and hallowed it. 

12 Honour thy father and thy mother, that thou be long living on the land (or so that 
thou can live a long life in the land), which thy Lord God shall give to thee. 

13 Thou shalt not slay. (Thou shalt not kill.) 

14 Thou shalt not do lechery. 

15 Thou shalt not do theft. 

16 Thou shalt not speak false witnessing against thy neighbour. 

17 Thou shalt not covet the house of thy neighbour, neither thou shalt desire his wife, 
nor his (man)servant, nor his handmaid, nor his ox, nor his ass, neither (anything of) all 
(the) things that be his. (Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s house, nor shalt thou desire his 
wife, or his slave, or his slave-girl, or his ox, or his donkey, or anything of all the things that be his.) 

18 Forsooth all the people heard voices, (that is, the thunder), and saw lamps, that is, 
shining lights, and the sound of a clarion, and the hill smoking; and they were afeared, 
and shaken with inward dread, and stood afar, (And all the people heard the thunder, and 
saw the lightening, and heard the sound of the trumpet, and saw the mountain smoking; and they 
were afraid, and shaken with inward fear, and stood afar off;) 

19 and (they) said to Moses, Speak thou to us, and we shall hear; (but) the Lord speak 
not to us, lest peradventure we die. 

20 And Moses said to the people, Do not ye dread, for God came to prove you, and that 
his dread should be in you, and that ye should not do sin. (And Moses said to the people, Do 
not ye fear or Fear not, for God came to prove you, so that his fear would be in you, and then ye 
shall not sin.) 

21 And the people stood afar (off); and Moses nighed to the darkness, wherein God was. 

22 And the Lord said furthermore to Moses, Thou shalt say these things to the sons of 
Israel, Ye saw that from heaven I have spoken to you; (And the Lord also said to Moses, Thou 
shalt say these things to the Israelites, Ye have seen that I have spoken to you from heaven;) 

23 ye shall not make gods of silver, neither ye shall make to you gods of gold. (ye shall 
not make gods out of silver, or gods out of gold, to be worshipped in addition to me.) 

24 Ye shall make an altar of earth to me, and ye shall offer thereon your burnt 
sacrifices, and peaceable sacrifices, your sheep, and oxen; in each place in which the 
mind of my name shall be, I shall come to thee, and I shall bless thee. (Ye shall make an 
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altar out of earth for me, and ye shall offer on it your burnt sacrifices, and your peace offerings, 
your sheep, and your oxen; and in each place where I ask thee to remember my name, I shall come 
to thee, and I shall bless thee.) 

25 That if thou shalt make an altar of stone to me, thou shalt not build it of stones 
hewn, (or And if thou make an altar out of stones for me, thou shalt not build it out of cut stones); 
for if thou shalt raise thy knife thereupon, or (any) other instrument wherewith blood 
may be shed out, it shall be polluted. 

26 Thou shalt not go up by degrees to mine altar, lest thy filth(hood) be showed. (Thou 
shalt not go up to my altar by steps, lest thy nakedness should be shown.) 


CHAPTER 21 

1 These be the dooms, which thou shalt set forth to them. (These be the laws, which thou 
shalt set forth to them.) 

2 If thou buyest an Hebrew servant, he shall serve thee six years; in the seventh year 
he shall go out free, without price; (If thou buyest a Hebrew slave, he shall serve thee for six 
years; then in the seventh year he shall go out free, without payment of any money;) 

3 with what manner cloth (or cloak) he entered, with such cloth (or cloak) go he out; if 
he entered having a wife, also the wife shall go out together with him. 

4 But if the lord of a servant gave a wife to him, and she childed sons and daughters, 
the woman and her children shall be her lord’s; soothly the servant shall go out with his 
own cloth. (But if the lord of a slave gave a wife to him, and she bare him sons and daughters, the 
woman and her children shall be her lord’s; the slave shall go out free with only his own cloak.) 

5 And if the servant saith, I love my lord, and my wife, and children, I will not go out 
free; (And if the slave saith, I love my lord, and my wife, and my children, and I shall not go out 


free;) 

6 his lord shall bring him to [the] gods, that is, (to the) judges; and he shall be set to 
the door, and to the posts; and his lord shall pierce his ear with an awl, and he shall be 
servant to him till into the world. (then his lord shall bring him to the judges; and he shall put 
him up against the door, or the doorpost; and his lord shall pierce his ear with an awl, and then he 
shall be his slave forevermore.) 

7 If any man selleth his daughter into a servantess, she shall not go out as handmaids 
were wont to go out; (If any man selleth his daughter to be a slave-girl, she shall not go out free 
like slaves can go out free;) 

8 if she displeaseth in the eyes of her lord, to whom she was betaken, he shall deliver 
her; soothly he shall not have power, (or the right), to sell her to an alien people, if he 
forsaketh her. (yea, if she displeaseth in the eyes of her lord, to whom she was delivered, then 
he shall sell her back to her father; and he shall not have the power, or the right, to sell her to a 
foreign people, if he forsaketh her.) 

° Forsooth if he weddeth her to his son, he shall do to her by the custom of daughters 
(or he shall treat her like a daughter); 

10 and if he take with this handmaid another woman, or wife, to his son, he shall 
purvey to the (first) damsel, or handmaid, weddings, and clothes, and he shall not deny 
her the price of (her) chastity, that is, the hour of yielding debt. (but if he get another wife, 
besides this woman, for his son, he shall still give this young woman her wedding, and her clothes, 
and he shall not deny her the rights of her marriage bed.) 

11 If he doeth not to her these three (things), she shall go out freely without money. 
(And if he giveth her not these three things, then she shall go out free without payment of any 
money.) 

12 He that smiteth a man, and will slay him, die he by death; (He who striketh a man, and 
killeth him, shall be put to death;) 

13 forsooth if a man setteth not ambush, but God betook him into his hands, I shall 
ordain a place to thee (or I shall ordain a place for thee), whither he oughteth to flee. 
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14 If any man slayeth his neighbour by before-casting, and by ambush, draw thou him 
away from mine altar, that he die (or and put him to death). 

15 He that smiteth his father, or his mother, die he by death. (He who striketh his father, 
or his mother, shall be put to death.) 

16 He that curseth his father, or mother, die he by death. (He who curseth his father, or 
his mother, shall be put to death.) 

17 He that stealeth a man, and selleth him, if he is convicted of the guilt, die he by 
death (or shall be put to death). 

18 If men chide, and the tother smite his neighbour with a stone, or with the fist, and 
he is not dead, but lieth in the bed, 

19 if he riseth (up), and goeth forth on his staff, he that smote (him) shall be innocent; 
so nevertheless that he restore (to him for) his travails, and his costs in leeches (or and his 
expenses for physicians). 

20 He that smiteth his servant, or handmaid, with a rod, and they be dead in his hands, 
he shall be guilty of the crime, or hideous trespass. (He who striketh his slave, or his slave- 
girl, with a rod, and they die by his hands, he shall be guilty of a crime, or of a hideous trespass.) 

21 Soothly if the servant liveth over this beating one day, or twain, the smiter shall not 
be subject to the pain of death, for the servant is his master’s chattel. 

22 If men chide, and a man smiteth a woman with child, and soothly he maketh the 
child dead-born, but the woman liveth over that smiting, he shall be subject to the harm 
(or he shall be subject to a fine), as much as the woman’s husband asketh (for), and as the 
judges deem (appropriate). 

23 Soothly if the death of her followeth (or And if her death followeth), he shall yield life 
for life, 

24 eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot, 

25 burning for burning, wound for wound, sore for sore. 

26 If a man smiteth the eye of his servant, either of his handmaid, and maketh them 
one-eyed, he shall deliver them free for the eye which he put out (or he shall let them go 
out free for the eye which he hath put out). 

27 Also if he smite out a tooth of his servant, or (of)[his] handmaid, in like manner he 
shall deliver them free (or likewise he shall let them go out free). 

28 If an ox smiteth with his horn either man, or woman, and they be dead, the ox shall 
be thrown down with stones, and his flesh shall not be eaten, and the lord of the ox shall 
be guiltless. (Ifan ox striketh with his horn a man, or a woman, unto the death, the ox shall be 
thrown down with stones, and his flesh shall not be eaten, but the lord of the ox shall be guiltless.) 

29 That if the ox was an horn-putter from yesterday and the third day ago, and men 
warned his lord, (yet) neither the lord closed him, and he slayeth a man, or a woman, 
both the ox shall be thrown adown with stones, and they shall slay his lord; (But if the 
ox was a horn-putter from yesterday and the third day ago, and men had warned his lord, but 
his lord did not enclose him, and he killeth a man, or a woman, the ox shall be thrown down with 
stones, and they shall also kill his lord;) 

30 that if the price be put to the lord, he shall give for his life whatever he is asked. 
(but if a fine be put on the ox’s lord, he shall give whatever he is asked for, as the ransom for his 
life.) 

31 And if he smiteth with (his) horn a man’s son, and his daughter, (or And if the ox 
ae with his horn a man’s son, or his daughter), his lord shall be subject to the same 
sentence. 

32 If the ox assaileth a manservant, and an handmaid, the lord of the ox shall give 
thirty shekels of silver to the lord of that servant; forsooth the ox shall be oppressed 
with stones. (But if the ox assaileth a slave, or a slave-girl, the ox’s lord shall give thirty shekels 
of silver to their lord, and the ox shall be thrown down with stones.) 
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33 If any man openeth a cistern, or a pit, and diggeth it, and covereth it not, and an ox 
either an ass falleth into it, (If anyone openeth a cistern, or a well, and diggeth it, and covereth 
it not up, and an ox or a donkey falleth into it,) 

34 the lord of the cistern shall yield the price of the beasts (or the lord of the cistern shall 
pay the fair value for the beast); forsooth that that is dead shall be his. 

35 If one man’s ox woundeth the ox of another man, and he is dead, they shall sell the 
quick ox, and they shall part the price, (or If one person’s ox woundeth another person’s ox, 
and it dieth, they shall sell the living ox, and they shall evenly divide the price); soothly they 
shall part betwixt them(selves) the carcass of the dead ox. 

36 Forsooth if the lord knew, that his ox was a (horn)-putter from yesterday and the 
third day ago, and kept not him (or and did not keep him in), he shall yield (another) ox for 
(the dead) ox, and he shall take the whole dead carcass. 


CHAPTER 22 

1 If any man stealeth a sheep, or (an) ox, and slayeth, or selleth (it), he shall restore 
five oxen for one ox, and four sheep for one sheep. 

2 And if a night thief breaking (into) an house, either undermining (it), is found (out), 
and he taken is (made) dead by a wound, or hurt, (or and when he is caught, he dieth from a 
wound), the smiter shall not be guilty of his blood, or death; 

3 that if he did this when the sun was risen, he did manslaying, and he shall die, (or 
but if the lord of the house did this when the sun was up, he hath done manslaughter, and he shall 
be put to death). If a thief have not that, that he shall yield for [the] theft, he shall be sold 
(to make recompense); 

4 if that thing that he stole, is found quick at him, either ox, either ass, either sheep, 
he shall restore the double. (if what he stole, is found alive with him, either an ox, or a donkey, 
or a sheep, he shall restore double what he stole.) 

5 Ifa man harmetha field, or a vinery, and suffereth his beast, that it waste other men’s 
things, (or If anyone harmeth a field, or a vineyard, by allowing his beast to destroy another 
person’s things), he shall restore for the value of [the] harm (done), (with) the best thing(s) 
(of) whatever he hath in his (own) field, either in his (own) vinery. 

6 If fire goeth out, and findeth, or burneth, ears of corn, and catcheth heaps of corn, 
or corns standing in (the) fields, he that kindled the fire shall yield (for) the harm (or he 
who kindled the fire shall make recompense for the harm done). 

7 If a man betaketh into keeping money to a friend, or a vessel, and it is taken away 
by theft from him that received it, if the thief is found, he shall restore the double. (If 
anyone taketh money, or a vessel, to a friend for safe keeping, and it is taken away by theft from 
him who received it, if the thief is found, he shall restore double what he stole.) 

8 (But) If the thief is hid(den), or unknown, the lord of the house that received that 
good shall be brought to the gods, that is, to (the) judges, and he shall swear, that he held 
not forth his hand into his neighbour’s thing, to defraud, (or and he shall swear, that he did 
not put forth his hand to his neighbour’s thing, to defraud him); 

9 as well in ox, as in ass, and in sheep, and in cloth; and in whatever thing may bring in 
harm, the cause of ever either shall come to the judges, and if they deem him guilty, he 
shall restore the double to his neighbour. (and with any ox, or donkey, or sheep, or cloak, or 
whatever thing which may be claimed by two people, the case shall come to the judges, and whom 
they judge guilty, he shall restore double to his neighbour.) 

10 If any man betaketh to his neighbour ox, ass, sheep, and all work beast to keeping, 
and it is dead, or is made feeble, or is taken of enemies, and no man seeth this, (If anyone 
taketh an ox, a donkey, a sheep, or any work beast, to his neighbour for safe keeping, and it dieth, 
or is hurt, or is taken by enemies, but no one seeth this,) 
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11 an oath shall be in the midst, that he held not forth his hand to the impairing of 
his neighbour’s thing; and the lord that owned that good shall receive his oath, and he 
to whom it was taken shall not be compelled to yield, or restore it. (he shall make an oath 
before all, that he did not put forth his hand to the impairment of his neighbour’s thing; and the 
lord who owned that thing shall receive his oath, and then he to whom the thing was given shall 
not be compelled to yield any recompense for it, or to restore it.) 

12 That if it is taken away by theft, he shall restore the harm to the lord; (But if it is 
taken away by theft, he shall yield recompense to its lord for it;) 

13 if it is eaten of a beast (or and if it is eaten by a wild beast), he shall bring to the lord 
that that is slain, and he shall not (have to) restore it otherwise. 

14 He that asketh of his neighbour anything of these foresaid things by borrowing, and 
it is enfeebled, either dead, while the lord thereof is not present, he shall be constrained 
to yield (for) it; (He who asketh to borrow from his neighbour any of these foresaid things, and it 
is enfeebled, or dead, while its lord is not present, he shall be compelled to yield recompense for it;) 

15 that if the lord is in presence, he shall not restore it, mostly if it came hired, that 
is, if to hire he took it, for meed of his work. (but ifits lord was present, he shall not have to 
restore it, and if it was hired, that is, if he took it to hire, only the wages for its work shall be due.) 

16 If a man deceiveth a virgin not yet wedded, and sleepeth with her, he shall give 
dower to her (or he shall give her a dowry), and shall have her to wife. 

17 If the father of the virgin will not give her to him, he shall (still) give (the) money, 
by the manner of dower (or in the manner of a dowry), which virgins were wont to take. 

18 Thou shalt not suffer witches to live. 

19 He that doeth lechery with a beast, die he by death (or shall be put to death). 

20 He that offereth to (any) gods, except to the Lord alone, be he slain (or shall be put to 
death). 

21 Thou shalt not make sorrowful a comeling, neither thou shalt torment him; for also 
ye were comelings in the land of Egypt (or for ye were also newcomers in the land of Egypt). 

22 Ye shall not harm a widow, and a fatherless or a motherless child. (Ye shall not harm 
a widow, or a fatherless or a motherless child.) 

23 If ye hurt them, they shall cry to me, and I shall hear the cry of them, 

24 and my great vengeance shall have indignation on you, and I shall smite you with 
sword (or and I shall strike you down with a sword), and your wives shall be widows, and 
your sons shall be fatherless. 

25 If thou givest money to loan to my poor people, that dwelleth with thee, thou shalt 
not constrain him as an extortioner doeth, neither thou shalt oppress him by usuries. 
(If thou lendest money to anyone of my poor people, who liveth with thee, thou shalt not compel 
him like an extortioner doeth, nor shalt thou oppress him with usury.) 

26 If thou takest of thy neighbour a cloth to wed (or If thou takest a cloak from thy 
neighbour for a pledge), thou shalt yield it (back) to him before the going down of the sun; 

27 for that alone is the clothing of his flesh, with which he is covered, neither he hath 
another, in which he shall sleep; if he crieth to me, I shall hear him; for I am merciful. 

28 Thou shalt not backbite [the] gods, that is, (the) priests, or (the) judges, and thou shalt 
not curse the prince of thy people (or and thou shalt not curse the leaders of thy people). 

29 Thou shalt not tarry to offer to the Lord thy tithes, and thy first fruits. Thou shalt 
give to me the first begotten of thy sons (or Thou shalt give me thy first-born sons); 

30 also of [thine] oxen, and of (thy) sheep, thou shalt do in like manner; seven days 
be he with his mother, in the eighth day thou shalt yield him to me. (and thou shalt do 
likewise with thy oxen, and with thy sheep; for seven days let him be with his mother, then on the 
eighth day thou shalt yield him to me.) 
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31 Ye shall be holy men to me; ye shall not eat the flesh that is before-tasted of (other) 
beasts, but ye shall cast it forth to hounds. (Ye shall be holy before me; ye shall not eat the 
flesh of that which is killed by another beast, but ye shall throw it to the hounds.) 


CHAPTER 23 


1 Thou shalt not receive a voice of leasing (or Thou shalt not spread a rumour, or a lie), 
(and) thou shalt not raise thine hand, that is, make (a) covenant, either (a) promise, that 
thou say false witnessing for a wicked man. 

2 Thou shalt not follow a company to do evil, neither thou shalt assent to the sentence 
of full many men in doom, that thou go away from truth. (Thou shalt not follow a crowd and 
do evil, nor shalt thou agree with the sentence, or the decree, of a great many men in judgement, 
and in doing so, go away from the truth.) 

3 Also thou shalt not have mercy of a poor man in a cause, or doom. (And thou shalt not 
favour a poor person in his case, or in its judgement.) 

4 If thou meetest thine enemy’s ox, either his ass, straying, lead it again to him. (If 
thou seest thy enemy’s ox, or his donkey, straying, lead it back to him.) 

5 If thou seest that the ass of him that hateth thee lieth under a burden, thou shalt 
not pass, but thou shalt raise up it with him. (If thou seest that the donkey of him who hateth 
thee lieth under a burden, thou shalt not pass by, but thou shalt raise it up with him.) 

6 Thou shalt not bow [away]from truth in the doom of a poor man. (Thou shalt not turn 
away from the truth in the judgement of a poor person.) 

7 Thou shalt flee leasing. Thou shalt not slay an innocent man, and just; for I am 
adversary to a wicked man. (Thou shalt flee from lies. Thou shalt not kill the innocent, or the 

just; for Iam the adversary to the wicked.) 

8 Take thou not gifts, that blind, yea, prudent men, and destroy the words of just men. 
(Do not take gifts, or bribes, that blind, yea, the prudent, and that destroy the words of the just.) 

° Thou shalt not be dis-easeful of a pilgrim, for ye know the souls of comelings, for 
also ye were pilgrims in the land of Egypt. (Thou shalt not mis-treat a foreigner, for ye know 
the souls of newcomers, for ye were foreigners in the land of Egypt.) 

10 Six years thou shalt sow thy land, and thou shalt gather [the] fruits thereof; 

11 forsooth in the seventh year thou shalt leave it, and make it to rest, that the poor 
men of thy people eat, and whatever is left ungathered, the beasts of the field eat it; so 
thou shalt do in thy vinery, and in the place of thine olive trees. (but in the seventh year 
thou shalt let it be, and allow it to rest, and thy poor people shall get food from it, and whatever 
is left ungathered, the beasts of the field shall eat it; so shalt thou also do with thy vineyard, and 
with the place of thy olive trees.) 

12 Six days thou shalt work, and in the seventh day thou shalt cease, that thine ox, and 
thine ass rest, and the son of thine handmaid, and the comeling be refreshed. (For six days 
thou shalt work, and on the seventh day thou shalt rest, so that thy ox, and thy donkey, can also 
rest, and so that the son of thy slave-girl, and the newcomer, or the foreigner, can be refreshed.) 

13 Keep ye all things, which I [have] said to you; and ye shall not swear by the name 
of alien gods, neither it shall be heard of your mouth. (Hold ye onto all the things, that I 
have said to you; and ye shall not swear in the name of foreign, or other, gods, nor shall it be heard 
coming out of your mouths.) 

14 In three times by all years ye shall hallow feasts to me. (Three times each year ye shall 
dedicate Feasts to me.) 

15 Thou shalt keep the solemnity of therf loaves; seven days thou shalt eat therf bread, 
as I commanded to thee, in the time of [the] month of new things, when thou wentest out 
of Egypt; thou shalt not appear void in my sight. (Thou shalt keep the Feast of Unleavened 
Bread; for seven days thou shalt eat unleavened bread, as I commanded to thee, at the time of 
the month of Abib, when thou wentest out of Egypt; and thou shalt not appear before me empty- 
handed.) 
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16 And thou shalt keep the solemnity of the month of the first things of thy works, (of) 
whatever things thou hast sown in the field. Also thou shalt keep the solemnity in the 
going out of the year, when thou hast gathered all thy fruits of the field. (And thou shalt 
keep the Feast of the First Fruits*of thy works, with whatever things thou hast sown in the field. 
And thou shalt keep the Feast of Ingatheringt, when thou hast gathered in all thy fruits from the 
field, in the going out of the year.) 

17 (So) Thrice in the year all thy male kind shall appear before thy Lord God. 

18 Thou shalt not offer the blood of thy slain sacrifice on sourdough; neither the 
fatness of my solemnity shall dwell till to the morrowtide. (Thou shalt not offer the blood 
of my slain sacrifice with anything made with yeast; and the fat of my sacrifice for any Feast shall 
not remain until the morning.) 

19 Thou shalt bear the first things of the fruits of thy land into the house of thy Lord 


God. Thou shalt not seethe a kid in the milk of his mother. 

20 Lo! I send mine angel, that shall go before thee, and shall keep thee in the way, and 
shall lead thee to the place which I have made ready to thee. (Behold! I shall send an angel 
before thee, and he shall keep thee safe on the way, and he shall lead thee to the place which I have 
prepared for thee.) 

21 Take thou heed to him, and hear thou his voice, neither guess thou him to be 
despised, or despisable; for he shall not forgive (thee), when thou sinnest, and my name 
is in him (or for my authority is with him). 

22 For if thou hearest his voice, and doest all things which I speak, (or But if thou listenest 
to his voice, and doest all the things which I say to thee), | shall be (an) enemy to thine enemies, 
and I shall torment them, that torment thee; 

23 and mine angel shall go before thee, and he shall lead in thee to Amorites (or and he 
shall lead thee to the Amorites), and Hittites, and Perizzites, and Canaanites, and Hivites, 
and Jebusites, which I shall break, or destroy. 

24 Thou shalt not honour the gods of them, neither thou shalt worship them; thou 
shalt not do the works of them (or thou shalt not follow their rites), but thou shalt destroy 
their gods, and thou shalt break the images of them. 

25 And ye shall serve to your Lord God, (so) that I (can) bless thy loaves, and thy waters, 
and do away sickness from the midst of thee; 

26 neither a woman unfruitful, neither barren, shall be in thy land, (or no unfruitful, or 
barren, woman shall be in thy land); (and) I shall fulfill the number of thy days. 

27 | shall send my dread into thy before-going, and I shall slay all the people, to which 
thou shalt enter, (or I shall send the fear of me before thee, and I shall kill all the people, unto 
whom thou shalt enter), and I shall turn the backs of all thine enemies before thee; 

28 and I shall send out before thee crabrones, or stinging flies, that shall drive away 
(the) Hivite, and Canaanite, and Hittite, before that thou enter. 

29 (But) I shall not cast them out from thy face in one year, lest the land be turned into 
wilderness, and beasts increase against thee; 

30 little and little I shall cast them out from thy sight, till thou be increased, and wield 


the land. 
31 Forsooth and I shall set thy terms from the Red Sea till to the sea of Palestines, and 


from the desert till to the flood, (or And I shall set thy borders from the Red Sea, or the Sea of 
Reeds, unto the Sea of the Philistines, or the Mediterranean Sea, and from the wilderness unto the 
Euphrates River). 1 shall give (in)to your hands the dwellers of the land, and I shall cast 
them out from your sight; 

32 thou shalt not make bond of peace with them, neither with their gods. (thou shalt 
not make a covenant with them, nor with their gods.) 





* 
CHAPTER 23:16 Also known as the Feast of the Harvest and the Feast of Weeks. t CHAPTER 23:16 Also known 
as the Feast of Tabernacles, the Feast of Booths, and the Feast of Shelters. 
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33 Dwell they not in thy land, lest peradventure they make thee to do sin against me; 
if thou servest their gods, which thing certainly shall be to thee into cause of stumbling. 
(They shall not continue to live in thy land, lest they make thee to sin against me; for if thou servest 
their gods, that certainly shall become a cause of stumbling for thee.) 


CHAPTER 24 

1 Also he said to Moses, Go thou up to the Lord, thou, and Aaron, and Nadab, and 
Abihu, and [the] seventy elder men of Israel; and ye shall worship afar, (And he said to 
Moses, Come up to the Lord, thou, and Aaron, Nadab, and Abihu, and the seventy elders of Israel; 
and ye shall worship me from afar,) 

2 and Moses alone go up to the Lord, and they shall not nigh, neither the people shall 
go up with him. (and then Moses shall come up alone to the Lord, but the elders shall not come 
near, and let none of the common people come up onto the mountain with you.) 

3 Therefore Moses came, and told to the people all the words and the dooms of the 
Lord; and all the people answered with one voice, (and said), We shall do all the words of 
the Lord which he hath spoken. (And so Moses came, and told the people all the words and the 
judgements of the Lord; and all the people answered with one voice, and said, We shall do all that 
the Lord hath spoken.) 

4 Forsooth Moses wrote (down) all the words of the Lord; and he rose early, and builded 
an altar to the Lord at the roots of the hill, and he builded twelve titles, or stones, by 
twelve lineages of Israel. (And Moses wrote down all the words of the Lord; and then he rose up 
early, and built an altar to the Lord at the foot of the mountain, and he set up twelve stones, for 
the twelve tribes of Israel.) 

5 And he sent young men of the sons of Israel (to it), and they offered burnt sacrifices, 
and peaceable sacrifices to the Lord (or and they offered burnt sacrifices, and peace offerings 
to the Lord), (yea), twelve calves/two calves. 

6 And so Moses took half the part of the blood, and put it into great cups; forsooth he 
shedded the residue part on the altar. (And Moses took half of the blood, and put it into great 
bowls, or into great basins; and he threw the rest of it against the altar.) 

7 And he took the book of the bond of peace, and read [it], while the people heard; the 
which said, We shall do all things that the Lord spake, and we shall be obedient. (And he 
took the Book of the Covenant, and read it, while all the people listened; and they said, We shall do 
everything that the Lord spoke, and we shall be obedient.) 

8 Forsooth Moses took the blood, and sprinkled it on the people, and said, This is the 
blood of the bond of peace (or This is the blood of the covenant), which the Lord covenanted 
with you on all these words. 

9 And (then) Moses, and Aaron, and Nadab, and Abihu, and seventy of the elder men 
of Israel went up, 

10 and saw [the] God of Israel, (and) under his feet, they saw as the work of a sapphire 
stone, and as heaven when it is clear. (and they saw the God of Israel, and under his feet they 
saw a pavement made out of sapphire stones, and like the heavens when they be clear blue.) 

11 And he sent not his hand on the lords of the sons of Israel, that had gone far away, 
(or But he did not put his hand upon the leaders of the Israelites, who were there before him); and 
they saw God, and (then they) ate and drank. 

12 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Come thou up to me into the hill, and be thou 
there, and I shall give to thee tables of stone, and the law, and commandments, which I 
have written, that thou teach them. (And the Lord said to Moses, Come thou up the mountain 
to me, and be thou here, and I shall give thee the stone tablets on which I have written the Law, 
yea, the commandments, so that thou can teach them to the people.) 

13 [And] Moses and Joshua, his minister, rose, and Moses went up into the hill of God, 
(And Moses and Joshua, his servant, arose, and Moses went up the mountain to God,) 
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14 and said to the elder men, Abide ye here, till we turn again to you; ye have Aaron 
and Hur with you, if anything of question be made, ye shall tell [it] to them. (and he said 
to the elders as he left, Wait here, until we return to you; ye have Aaron and Hur with you, if any 
question ariseth, ask ye it of them.) 

15 And when Moses had gone up, a cloud covered the hill (or a cloud covered the 
mountain), 

16 and the glory of the Lord dwelled upon Sinai, and covered it with a cloud (for) six 
days; forsooth in the seventh day (or and on the seventh day), the Lord called (to) him from 
the midst of the cloud; 

17 forsooth the likeness of the glory of the Lord was as fire burning on the top of the 


hill in the sight of the sons of Israel. (and the glory of the Lord was like a fire burning on the 
top of the mountain before all the Israelites.) 

18 And Moses entered into the midst of the cloud, and went up into the hill, and he 
was there forty days and forty nights. (And Moses went up the mountain, and into the midst 
of the cloud, and he was there for forty days and forty nights.) 


CHAPTER 25 

1 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

2 Speak thou to the sons of Israel, that they take to me the first fruits; of each man that 
offereth willfully, ye shall take those [things]. (Tell thou the Israelites, that they should bring 
me the first fruits; and from everyone who willingly offereth them, ye shall receive those things.) 

3 Forsooth these things it be, which ye shall take, gold, and silver, and brass, (And these 
be the things which ye shall receive from them, gold, and silver, and bronze,) 

4 and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and bis, that is, white silk, [and] 
hairs of goats, (and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen, and goats’ hair,) 

5 and skins of wethers made red, and skins of jacinth, and wood of shittim, (and red 
rams’ skins, and blue skins, and shittim wood, that is, acacia wood,) 

6 and oil to lights to be ordained, sweet smelling spiceries into ointment, and incense 
of good odour, (and oil to nourish the light or and oil to fuel the lanterns, and sweet smelling 
spices for the ointment, and for the incense of the sweetest aroma,) 

7 onyx stones, and gems to adorn (the) ephod, that is, a chasuble, and the rational, that 
is, an ouch hanging on the priest’s breast, in which was written doom and truth. (and 
onyx stones, and gems to adorn the ephod, that is, a chasuble, or an apron-like garment, and the 
breastpiece, that is, a pouch, or a pocket, hanging upon the priest’s breast, in which were carried 
the Urim and the Thummim.) 

8 And they shall make a saintuary to me, and I shall dwell in the midst of them, (And 
they shall make a sanctuary for me, and I shall live there in their midst,) 

9 by all the likeness of the tabernacle that I shall show to thee, and of all the vessels of 
[the] adorning thereof. 

10 And thus ye shall make it; join together an ark, or a coffer, of the wood of shittim, 
whose length shall have two cubits and an half, the breadth shall have one cubit and an 
half, the height in like manner one cubit and an half. (And ye shall make it thus; construct 
the Ark, that is, the Box for the tablets of the Law, out of shittim wood, or acacia, and it shall be two 
and a half cubits in length, one and a half cubits in breadth, and one and a half cubits in height.) 

11 And thou shalt overgild it with cleanest gold within and without; and thou shalt 
make a golden crown above by compass, (And thou shalt gild it with pure gold within and 
without; and thou shalt put a gold band all around it,) 

12 and four golden rings, which thou shalt set by [the] four corners of the ark; two 
rings be in [the] one side, and two rings in the other side. (and thou shalt make four gold 
rings, which thou shalt fasten to the four corners of the Ark; two rings shall be on one side of it, 
and two rings shall be on the other side.) 
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13 Also thou shalt make bars of the wood of shittim (or And thou shalt make bars out of 
shittim wood, or acacia), and thou shalt cover them with gold, 

14 and thou shalt bring (them) in by the rings that be in the sides of the ark, that it be 
borne in them, (and thou shalt bring them in through the rings that be on the sides of the Ark, 
so that the Ark can be carried with them,) 

15 the which bars shall ever[more] be in the rings, neither they shall any time be drawn 
out of them. (which bars shall remain in the rings forevermore, and they shall never be drawn 
out of them at any time.) 

16 And thou shalt put into the ark the witnessing, that is, (the) law, which I shall give 
to thee. (And thou shalt put into the Ark the Witnessing, that is, the tablets of the Law, which I 
shall give to thee.) 

17 And thou shalt make a propitiatory* of cleanest gold; that is, a table covering the 
ark, [or that is, a place of purchasing mercy]; the length thereof shall hold two cubits and 
an half, [and] the breadth shall hold one cubit and an half. (And thou shalt make the mercy 
seat, that is, a lid to cover the Ark, out of pure gold; its length shall be two and a half cubits, and 
its breadth shall be one and a half cubits.) 

18 Also thou shalt make on ever either side of God’s answering place, two cherubims of 
gold, and beaten out with an hammer; (And thou shalt make for each end of the propitiatory, 
or the mercy seat, two gold cherubim, beaten out with a hammer;) 

19 one cherub be on one side of God’s answering place, and the tother in the tother 
side; cover they ever either side of the propitiatory, (one cherub shall be at one end of the 
lid, and the other cherub shall be at the other end of the lid; and the cherubim shall be made so 
that they form one piece with the propitiatory,) 

20 and hold they forth the(ir) wings, and cover they God’s answering place; and behold 
they themselves together, while their faces be turned in to the propitiatory, (and their 
wings shall be spread out, and they shall cover the lid; and they shall face each other, but their 
faces shall be turned down toward the propitiatory,) 

21 with which the ark of the Lord shall be covered, in which ark thou shalt put the 
witnessing, that is, the (tablets of the) law, that I shall give to thee. 

22 From thence I shall command, and I shall speak to thee above the propitiatory, that 
is, from the midst of [the] two cherubims, that shall be on the ark of witnessing, all things 
which I shall command by thee to the sons of Israel. (From there I shall command, and I shall 
speak to thee from above the propitiatory, that is, from the midst of the two cherubim, who shall 
be over the Ark of the Witnessing, all the things which I shall command by thee to the Israelites.) 

23 Also thou shalt make a board of the wood of shittim, having two cubits of length, 
and one cubit of broadness, and one cubit and an half in height. (And thou shalt make a 
table out of shittim wood, or acacia, two cubits in length, one cubit in breadth, and one and a half 
cubits in height.) 

24 And thou shalt overgild the board with most pure gold, and thou shalt make to it 
a golden brink about; (And thou shalt gild the table with pure gold, and thou shalt put a gold 
band all around it;) 

25 and thou shalt make to that brink a crown raised betwixt four fingers high, and 
thou shalt make on that another little golden crown. (and thou shalt make a gold rim four 
fingers high around that band, and thou shalt put another gold band around the rim.) 

26 And thou shalt make ready four golden rings, and thou shalt put them in [the] four 
corners of the same board, by all the feet thereof. (And thou shalt make four gold rings, and 
thou shalt fasten them to the four corners of the table, by its legs.) 

27 Under the crown shall be (the) golden rings, that the bars be put through them, and 
so the table may be borne. (And the gold rings shall be fastened near the rim, for the bars to be 
put through, so that the table can be carried.) 





CHAPTER 25:17 Also known as ‘God’s answering place’ and the ‘mercy seat’. 
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28 Thou shalt make the bars of the wood of shittim, and thou shalt compass them with 
gold to bear the board. (Thou shalt make the bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, and cover 
them with gold, and thou shalt use them to carry the table.) 

29 And thou shalt make ready vessels of vinegar, and vials, and censers, and cups of 
purest gold, in which flowing sacrifices shall be offered. (And thou shalt make out of pure 
gold the vessels for the vinegar, and the censers, and the cups, and the basins, in which the wine 
offerings shall be made.) 

30 And thou shalt set on the board (the) loaves of proposition, or (the loaves) of setting 
forth, (to be) in my sight ever[more]. (And thou shalt put the showbread on the table, to be 
there before me forevermore.) 

31 And thou shalt make a candlestick beaten out with an hammer, of cleanest gold, 
[and]thou shalt make the shaft thereof, and [the] rods, and cups, and little roundels, and 
lilies coming forth thereof. (And thou shalt make a lampstand out of pure gold, beaten out 
with a hammer, yea, thou shalt make its shaft, and the rods, and cups, and little balls, and lilies, 
that shall all come forth from it.) 

32 Six rods shall go out of the sides (of it), three (out) of the one side, and three (out) of 
the other. 

33 Three cups as in the manner of a nut by each rod, and [the] little roundels together, 
and a lily, and in like manner three cups at the likeness of a nut in the tother rod, and 
(the) little roundels together, and a lily; this shall be the work of (the) six rods, that shall 
be brought forth [out] of the candlestick shaft. (And there shall be three cups shaped like 
almonds, and little balls, and a lily together on the first rod, and likewise three cups shaped like 
almonds, and little balls, and a lily together on the next rod; such shall be the metalwork for all six 
rods that shall come forth from the shaft of the lampstand.) 

34 Forsooth in that candlestick shall be four cups in the manner of a nut, and little 
roundels and lilies by each cup; (And on the shaft of the lampstand shall be four cups shaped 
like almonds, and little balls, and lilies, by all the cups;) 

35 and the little roundels shall be under (each of) two rods by three places, the which 
rods altogether be made six, coming forth of (the) one shaft; (and a little ball shall be under 
each pair of rods, that is, in three places, which rods altogether be six, coming forth from the one 
shaft of the lampstand;) 


36 and therefore the little roundels and the rods thereof shall be all beaten out with 
an hammer, of cleanest gold. (and so all the little balls and its rods shall be made out of pure 


gold, beaten out with a hammer.) 

37 And thou shalt make seven lanterns, and thou shalt set them on the candlestick, 
that they shine even against each other. (And thou shalt make seven lanterns, and thou shalt 
put them on the lampstand, so that they shine toward the front.) 

38 Also tongs to snuff the candles, and (the vessels) where those snuffs, that be snuffed 
out, be quenched, be made of cleanest gold. (And the tongs to snuff out the candles, and the 
firepans, where those tongs shall be quenched, shall be made out of pure gold.) 

39 All the weight of the candlestick with all his vessels shall have, or weigh, a talent 
of cleanest gold. (And the lampstand and all its vessels shall be made out of one talent of pure 
gold.) 

40 Behold thou, and make all thing(s) by the exemplar, which is showed to thee in the 
hill. (See that thou make all these things by the example that was shown to thee on the mountain.) 


CHAPTER 26 


1 Forsooth the tabernacle shall be made thus; thou shalt make ten curtains of bis 
folded again, and of jacinth, and of purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, made diverse 


by embroidery work. (And the Tabernacle shall be made thus; thou shalt make ten curtains out 
of finely woven linen, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and embroider them with 
cherubim.) 
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2 The length of one curtain shall have eight and twenty cubits, the breadth shall be of 
four cubits; all the curtains” shall be made of one measure. (The length of one curtain shall 
be twenty-eight cubits, and the breadth shall be four cubits; all the curtains shall have the same 
measurements.) 

3 Five curtains shall be joined to themselves together, and other five shall cleave 
together by like bond. (Five curtains shall be joined to each other in one set, and another five 
shall be joined together in another set.) 

4 Thou shalt make small rings, or eyelets, of jacinth in the sides, and in the heights of 
the curtains, that they may be coupled together. (And thou shalt put small eyelets, made out 
of jacinth, on the outer edge of one curtain in each set, so that the two sets can be joined together.) 

5 One curtain shall have fifty eyelets in ever either part, so set in, that one eyelet come 
against another eyelet, and that the one curtain may be shaped to the tother. (Each set of 
curtains shall have fifty eyelets on an outer edge, and one eyelet shall come together with another 
eyelet, so that one set of curtains can be joined to the other set of curtains.) 

6 And thou shalt make fifty golden rings, by which the veils of [the] curtains shall be 
joined, that one tabernacle be made. (And thou shalt make fifty gold fasteners, with which 
the two sets of curtains shall be joined together, and so one Tabernacle shall be made out of all the 
curtains.) 

7 Also thou shalt make eleven says to cover the covering of the tabernacle; (And thou 
shalt make eleven curtains out of goats’ hair to make a tent over the Tabernacle;) 

8 the length of one say shall have thirty cubits, and the breadth shall have four cubits; 
even measure shall be of all the says. (the length of each curtain shall be thirty cubits, and its 
breadth shall be four cubits; all these curtains shall have the same measurements.) 

° Of which thou shalt join five by themselves, and thou shalt couple six to themselves 
together, so that thou double the sixth say in the front of the roof. (And thou shalt join five 
together in one set, and the other six together in another set; and thou shalt fold the sixth curtain 
of the second set over double at the front of the Tabernacle.) 

10 And thou shalt make fifty eyelets in the hem of [the] one say, that it may be joined 
to the tother; and fifty eyelets in the hem of the tother say, that it be coupled with the 
tother; (And thou shalt put fifty eyelets on the outer edge of the last curtain in the first set, and 
fifty eyelets on the joining edge of the second set;) 

11 and thou shalt make fifty fastenings, or buckles, of brass, with which the (small) 
rings, or eyelets, of the curtains shall be joined together, and so one covering be made 
of all. (and thou shalt make fifty bronze fasteners, with which the eyelets of the curtains shall be 

joined together, and so one tent shall be made out of all of these curtains.) 

12 Soothly that that is left (over) in the says, that be made ready to the covering, that is, 
(with the) one say that is more, of the half thereof, thou shalt cover the hinder part of the 
tabernacle; (And what is left over of the tent curtains, that is, the half curtain that remaineth, 
shall hang over the back part of the Tabernacle;) 

13 and a cubit shall hang on [the] one part, and the tother cubit on the tother part, 
which cubit is more in the length of [the] says, and it shall cover ever either side of the 
tabernacle. (and out of the length of the tent curtains, one cubit shall hang over on one side, and 
another cubit on the other side, and so both sides of the Tabernacle shall be covered.) 

14 And thou shalt make another covering to the roof, of skins of wethers made red, 
and over this thou shalt make again another covering of skins of jacinth. (And to cover 
the tent thou shalt make a covering out of red rams’ skins, and another covering to be placed on 
top of that, out of blue skins.) 





* 

CHAPTER 26:2 In the original text, throughout the rest of Exodus, ‘curtain/s’ and ‘tent/s’ are used interchangeably. 
To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘curtain/s’ will be used in this context. As well, ‘say/s’ and 
‘serge/s’ are also used for ‘curtain/s’; they appear in this text where they appear in the original text. 
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15 Also thou shalt make [the] standing boards? of the tabernacle, of the wood of shittim, 
(And thou shalt make the upright boards for the Tabernacle out of shittim wood, or acacia,) 

16 which boards shall have each by themselves ten cubits in length, and in breadth a 
cubit and an half. (each board shall be ten cubits in length, and one and a half cubits in breadth.) 

17 Forsooth two indentings shall be in the sides of a board, by which one board shall 
be joined to another board; and in this manner all the boards shall be made ready. (And 
there shall be two tenons on the bottom edge of each board, so that the boards can stand upright, 
side-by-side; and all the boards shall be prepared in this manner.) 

18 Of which boards twenty shall be in the midday side, that goeth to the south; (Of 
which boards twenty shall be on the south side, facing south;) 

19 to the which boards thou shalt set forty silveren bases, that two bases be set under 
each board, by two corners. (for which boards thou shalt make forty silver bases, so that two 
bases can be put under each board, to hold its tenons.) 

20 And in the second side of the tabernacle, that goeth to the north, shall be twenty 
boards, (And on the second side of the Tabernacle, facing north, shall be twenty boards,) 

21 having forty silveren bases; two bases shall be set under each board. (with forty silver 
bases; two bases shall be put under each board, to hold its tenons.) 

22 Soothly at the west coast of the tabernacle thou shalt make six boards; (And for the 
west side, or for the back, of the Tabernacle, thou shalt make six boards;) 

23 and again thou shalt make twain other boards, that shall be raised, or set up, in the 
corners on the back half of the tabernacle; (and thou shalt make two other boards, that shall 
be set up in the corners at the back of the Tabernacle;) 

24 and the boards shall be joined to themselves from beneath till to above, and one 
joining shall withhold all the boards. And like joining shall be kept to the two boards, 
that shall be set in the corners, (and the boards shall be joined to each other from the bottom 
to the top, and the same joining shall hold all the boards together. And like joining shall be used 
for the two boards, that shall be put at the corners,) 

25 and they shall be eight boards (al)together; the silveren bases of them shall be 
sixteen, while two bases be reckoned by one board. (and so altogether there shall be eight 
boards on the west side; and they shall have sixteen silver bases, with two bases under each board, 
to hold its tenons.) 

26 Thou shalt make also five bars of [the] wood of shittim, to hold together the boards 
in one side of the tabernacle, (And thou shalt make five bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, to 
hold together the boards on one side of the Tabernacle,) 

27 and five other bars in the other side, and of the same number at the west coast; (and 
five other bars for the other side, and the same number for the back, or the west side;) 

28 the which bars shall be put through the middle (of the) boards from the one end till 
to the other. (and a middle bar, which shall be put in half-way up the boards, to run from one 
end of the Tabernacle to the other.) 

29 And thou shalt overgild those boards, and thou shalt set golden rings in them, by 
the which rings, the bars shall hold together the work of the boards, the which bars 
thou shalt cover with golden plates. (And thou shalt gild those boards with gold, and thou 
shalt fasten gold rings to them, by which rings the bars shall hold the boards together, and thou 
shalt cover those bars with gold plates.) 

30 And thou shalt raise up the tabernacle, by the exemplar that was showed to thee in 
the hill. (And thou shalt set up the Tabernacle after the example that was shown to thee on the 
mountain.) 

31 Thou shalt make also a veil of jacinth, and purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and 
of bis folded again, by embroidery work, and woven together by fair diversity; (And thou 





t CHAPTER 26:15 In the original text, throughout the rest of Exodus, ‘board/s’ and ‘table/s’ are used interchangeably 
to refer to construction materials. To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘board/s’ will be used in 
this context. 


3480 XRN 


EXODUS CHAPTER 26:32 49 EXODUS CHAPTER 27:6 


shalt make the Veil out of jacinth, and purple, red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and 
embroider it with cherubim;) 

32 which veil thou shalt hang before four pillars of the wood of shittim; and soothly 
those pillars shall be overgilt; and they shall have golden hooks*, but the bases shall be 
silver. (which Veil thou shalt hang on four pillars made out of shittim wood, or acacia; and those 
pillars shall be gilded with gold, and they shall have gold hooks, and silver bases.) 

33 Forsooth the veil shall be set in by the rings, within which veil thou shalt set the 
ark of witnessing, whereby the saintuary, and the saintuary of saintuaries, shall be 
separated. (And the Veil shall be hung under the fasteners of the Tabernacle, and thou shalt 
put the Ark of the Witnessing behind the Veil; and the Veil shall separate the Holy Place from the 
Most Holy Place, or the Holy of Holies.) 

34 And thou shalt set the propitiatory, that is, a golden table covering the ark of God, on 
the ark of [the] witnessing, into the holy of holy things; (And thou shalt set the propitiatory, 
that is, the gold lid, that covereth the Ark, onto the Ark of the Witnessing, in the Holy of Holies;) 

35 and thou shalt set a board without the veil, and against the board thou shalt set the 
candlestick in the south side of the tabernacle; for the board shall stand in the north 
side. (and thou shalt put the table outside the Veil, and opposite the table thou shalt put the 
lampstand on the south side of the Tabernacle; for the table shall stand on the north side.) 

36 Thou shalt make also a curtain in the entering of the tabernacle, of jacinth, and 
purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again, by embroidery work. (And 
thou shalt make a curtain for the entrance of the Tabernacle, out of jacinth, and purple, and red 
silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and embroider it.) 

37 And thou shalt overgild five pillars of [the] wood of shittim, before which pillars the 
curtain shall be led, of which pillars the hooks shall be of gold, and the bases of brass. 
(And thou shalt make five pillars out of shittim wood, or acacia, to hang the curtain on, and thou 
shalt gild the pillars with gold, and they shall have gold hooks, and bronze bases.) 


CHAPTER 27 

1 Also thou shalt make an altar of the wood of shittim, which shall have five cubits in 
length, and so many in breadth, that is, square, and three cubits in height. (And thou shalt 
make an altar out of shittim wood, or acacia, which shall be five cubits in length, and as many in 
breadth, that is, square, and three cubits in height.) 

2 Forsooth horns shall be by [the] four corners thereof; and thou shalt cover it with 
brass. (It shall have horns at its four corners, and thou shalt cover it with bronze.) 

3 And thou shalt make into the uses of the altar, pans to receive [the] ashes, and tongs, 
and fleshhooks, and firepans; thou shalt make all these vessels of brass. (And thou shalt 
make for use with the altar, pans to receive the ashes, and tongs, and fleshhooks, and firepans; 
thou shalt make all these vessels out of bronze.) 

4 And thou shalt make a brazen griddle in the manner of a net, and by the four corners 
thereof shall be four brazen rings, (And thou shalt make a bronze griddle, fashioned like a net, 
and at its four corners shall be four bronze rings,) 

5 which griddle thou shalt put under the firepan of the altar; and the griddle shall be 
till to the midst of the altar. (and thou shalt put the griddle under the rim of the altar, set-in 
half-way up the altar.) 

6 And thou shalt make the two bars of the altar, of the wood of shittim, the which bars 
thou shalt cover with plates of brass; (And thou shalt make two bars out of shittim wood, or 
acacia, for the altar, which bars thou shalt cover with bronze plates;) 





t CHAPTER 26:32 In the original text, throughout the rest of Exodus, ‘hook/s’ and ‘head/s’ are used interchangeably. 
To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘hook/s’ will be used in this context. 


3481 XRN 


EXODUS CHAPTER 27:7 50 EXODUS CHAPTER 27:19 


7 and thou shalt lead in the bars by the rings, and they shall be on ever either side of 
the altar, to bear (it). (and thou shalt lead in the bars through the rings, and they shall be on 
both sides of the altar, to carry it.) 

8 Thou shalt make that altar not massive, but void, and hollow within, as it was showed 
to thee in the hill. (Thou shalt not make that altar solid, but empty, or hollow within, as it was 
shown to thee on the mountain.) 

9 Also thou shalt make a large porch of the tabernacle, in the manner of a churchyard, 
in whose midday coast against the south shall be curtains of bis folded again; one side 
shall hold an hundred cubits in length, (And thou shalt make the courtyard of the Tabernacle 
in the manner of a churchyard, on whose south side facing south shall be curtains made out of 
finely woven linen; this side shall be a hundred cubits long,) 

10 and twenty pillars, with so many brazen bases”, which pillars shall have silver 
hooks, and the holdings of thoset. (with twenty bronze pillars, and as many bronze bases, 
and the pillars shall have silver hooks and bands.) 

11 Tn like manner in the north side, by the length, shall be curtains of an hundred 
cubits, twenty pillars, and brazen bases of the same number; and the hooks of the pillars, 
and the holdings of those, shall be of silver. (Likewise on the north side shall be curtains a 
hundred cubits long, with twenty bronze pillars, and as many bronze bases, and the pillars shall 
have silver hooks and bands.) 

12 Forsooth in the breadth of the large porch, that beholdeth to the west, shall be 
curtains by fifty cubits, and ten pillars shall be, and as many bases. (And on the breadth of 
the courtyard, facing west, shall be curtains fifty cubits long, with ten pillars, and as many bases.) 

13 In that breadth of the large porch, that beholdeth to the east, shall be fifty cubits, 
(And the breadth of the courtyard, facing east, shall be fifty cubits,) 

14 in which the curtains of fifteen cubits shall be assigned to one side, and three pillars, 
and so many bases; (and on one side of the entrance there shall be curtains fifteen cubits long, 
with three pillars, and as many bases;) 

15 and in the other side shall be curtains holding fifteen cubits, and three pillars, and 
so many bases. (and on the other side of the entrance, there shall also be curtains fifteen cubits 
long, with three pillars, and as many bases.) 

16 Forsooth in the large entry of the porch shall be made a curtain of twenty cubits, 
of jacinth, and purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again, by embroidery 
work; it shall have four pillars, with so many bases. (And at the entrance to the courtyard 
shall be a curtain twenty cubits long, made out of jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, 
and finely woven linen, and embroidered; it shall be hung on four pillars, with as many bases.) 

17 All the pillars of the great porch by compass shall be clothed with plates of silver, 
with hooks of silver, and with bases of brass. (All the pillars around the courtyard shall have 
silver bands, silver hooks, and bronze bases.) 

18 The great porch shall occupy an hundred cubits in length, fifty in breadth; the 
height of the curtains shall be of five cubits; and it shall be made of bis folded again; 
and it shall have brazen bases. (The courtyard shall be a hundred cubits in length, fifty cubits 
in breadth, and five cubits in height; the curtains shall be made out of finely woven linen, and the 
bases made out of bronze.) 

19 Thou shalt make of brass all the vessels of the tabernacle, into all uses and 
ceremonies, as well (as) the stakes thereof, as (also those) of the great entry. (Thou shalt 
make out of bronze all the vessels for use in all the ceremonies in the Tabernacle, as well as its 
pegs, and the pegs for the courtyard.) 





* 

CHAPTER 27:10 In the original text, throughout the rest of Exodus, ‘foundament/s’ and ‘base/s’ are used 
interchangeably in reference to the pillars. To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘base/s’ will 
be used inthis context. 1 CHAPTER 27:10 From the gloss for verse 38:10. 
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20 Command thou also to the sons of Israel, that they bring to thee the cleanest oil 
of olive trees, and pounded with a pestle, that a lantern burn ever[more](And command 
to the Israelites, that they bring thee the purest olive oil, yea, pounded with a pestle, so that the 
lantern shall burn forevermore) 

21 in the tabernacle of witnessing without the veil, which is hanged in the tabernacle of 
witnessing; and Aaron and his sons shall set it, that it shine before the Lord (from eventide) 
till (to) the morrowtide; it shall be everlasting worshipping by their successions, or after- 
comings, of the sons of Israel. (in the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, outside the Veil which is 
hung in front of the Witnessing; and Aaron and his sons shall set it, so that it will shine before the 
Lord from the evening until the morning; this is an everlasting command for their successors, or 
after-comers, among the Israelites.) 


CHAPTER 28 

1 Also apply thou to thee, or bring to thy presence, Aaron, thy brother, with his sons, 
from the midst of the sons of Israel, that Aaron, Nadab, and Abihu, Eleazar, and Ithamar, 
be set in priesthood to me. (And bring thou into thy presence, Aaron, thy brother, and his sons, 
from the midst of the Israelites, so that Aaron, and Nadab, Abihu, Eleazar, and Ithamar, can serve 
as my priests.) 

2 And thou shalt make an holy cloth to Aaron, thy brother, into glory and fairness. 
(And thou shalt make holy clothes for thy brother Aaron, for his glory and beauty, or for his glory 
and grandeur.) 

3 And thou shalt speak to all [the] wise men in heart, which I have filled with the spirit 
of prudence, that they make clothes to Aaron (or so that they make clothes for Aaron), in 
which he shall be hallowed, and shall minister to me. 

4Forsooth these shall be the clothes, which they shall make; they shall make a rational, 
that is, an ouch upon the breast, in which doom and truth shall be written, and a cloth 
on the shoulders, a coat, and a strait linen cloth, a mitre, and a girdle; holy clothes to 
Aaron, thy brother, and to his sons, that they be set in priesthood to me. (And these shall 
be the clothes, which they shall make; they shall make a breastpiece, that is, a pouch, or a pocket, 
upon the breast, in which shall be carried the Urim and the Thummim, and an ephod, a robe, and 
an embroidered linen shirt, or tunic, a turban, and a sash; these shall be the holy clothes for thy 
brother Aaron, and for his sons, when they serve as my priests.) 

5 And they shall take gold, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and bis (or 
and fine linen); 

6 forsooth they shall make the cloth (or cloak) on the shoulders of gold, and of jacinth, 
and of purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again, by embroidery work of 
diverse colours [or with needlework of diverse colours]. (and they shall make the ephod out of 
gold, and jacinth, and purple, red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and embroider it with 
diverse colours.) 

7 It shall have two hems joined to ever either side of [the] highness, that they go into 
one. (It shall have two shoulder straps, fastened to its top edges in the front, and behind, to secure 
the ephod in place.) 

8 That (the) weaving, and all [the] diversity of the work shall be of gold, and of jacinth, 
and of purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again. (And its waistband shall 
also be made out of gold, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, 
and it shall be joined to the ephod to form one piece.) 

9 And thou shalt take two stones of onyx, and thou shalt grave in them the names of 
the sons of Israel, (And thou shalt take two onyx stones, and thou shalt engrave on them the 
names of the sons of Israel,) 

10 six names in one stone, and six others in the tother stone, by the order of their 
birth; (six names on one stone, and six names on the other stone, in their birth order;) 
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11 by the work of a graver, and by the painting of a man that adorneth with gems, thou 
shalt grave those stones with the names of the sons of Israel; and thou shalt enclose and 
compass with gold. (by the work of an engraver, and by the painting of a man who adorneth 
with gems, thou shalt engrave those stones with the names of the sons of Israel; and thou shalt 
enclose and encompass them with gold.) 

12 And thou shalt set those stones in ever either side of the cloak on the shoulders, 
(as) amemorial to the sons of Israel; and Aaron shall bear the names of them before the 
Lord on ever either shoulder, for remembering. (And thou shalt fasten those stones on the 
two shoulder straps of the ephod, as a reminder of the twelve tribes of Israel; Aaron shall carry 
their names before the Lord on both shoulders, so that I shall remember them.) 

13 And thou shalt make (two) hooks (out) of (pure) gold, 

14 and two little chains of cleanest gold, cleaving to themselves together, which little 
chains thou shalt set in the hooks. (and two little chains out of pure gold, which shall be twisted 
like ropes, and which thou shalt fasten to the hooks.) 

15 Also thou shalt make the rational of doom by work of diverse colours, after the 
weaving of the cloak on the shoulder(s), of gold, jacinth, and purple, of red silk twice- 
dyed, and of bis folded again. (And thou shalt make the breastpiece of judgement like the 
weaving of the ephod, out of gold, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely 
woven linen, and embroider it.) 

16 Tt shall be four-cornered, and double; it shall have the measure of a palm of an 
hand, as well in the length, as in breadth. (It shall be square, and folded over double; its 
measurements, the length as well as the breadth, shall be the palm of a hand.) 

17 And thou shalt set therein four orders of stones; in the first order shall be the stone 
sardius, topaz, and smaragdus; (And thou shalt fasten to it four rows of stones; in the first row 
shall be stones of sardius, topaz, and emerald;) 

18 in the second order shall be carbuncle, sapphire, and jasper; (in the second row shall 
be carbuncle, sapphire, and jasper;) 

19 in the third order shall be ligure, agate, and amethyst; (in the third row shall be ligure, 
agate, and amethyst;) 

20 and in the fourth order shall be crystallite, onyx, and beryl; these shall be closed in 
gold, by their orders, (and in the fourth row shall be crystallite, onyx, and beryl; they shall all 
be enclosed in gold, and in their proper order,) 

21 and shall have the names of the sons of Israel; these shall be graved with twelve 
names; all the stones by themselves, with the names of all the sons by themselves, by 
[the] twelve lineages. (and shall have on them the names of the sons of Israel; yea, they shall 
be engraved with their twelve names; each of the stones shall have the name of one of the sons, to 
represent the twelve tribes of Israel.) 

22 Thou shalt make in the rational chains cleaving to themselves together of purest 
gold, (Thou shalt make chains for the breastpiece out of pure gold, which shall be twisted like 
ropes,) 

23 and thou shalt make two golden rings, which thou shalt set in ever either highness 
of the rational. (and thou shalt make two gold rings, which thou shalt fasten to the upper corners 
of the breastpiece.) 

24 And thou shalt join the golden chains with the rings that be in the margins 
thereof, (And thou shalt join these gold chains to the rings that be fastened to the corners of 
the breastpiece,) 

25 and thou shalt couple the ends of the chains to the two hooks in ever either side 
of the cloak on the shoulder(s), that beholdeth the rational. (and the other ends of these 
chains shall be joined to the two hooks, that shall be fastened to the upper part of the front of the 
two shoulder straps of the ephod.) 
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26 And thou shalt make two golden rings, which thou shalt set in the highness of the 
rational, and in the hems of the cloak on the shoulder(s), that be even against, and behold 
the latter things thereof. (And thou shalt make two gold rings, which thou shalt fasten to the 
lower corners of the breastpiece, by the hem of the ephod, so that they be opposite each other.) 

27 Also and thou shalt make twain other golden rings, that shall be set in ever either 
side of the cloak on the shoulder(s) beneath, that beholdeth against the face of the lower 
joining, that it may be set covenably with the cloak on the shoulder(s). (And thou shalt 
make two more gold rings, and fasten them to the lower part of the front of the two shoulder straps 
of the ephod, near the seam, and above the waistband.) 

28 And the rational be bound by his rings with the rings of the cloak on the shoulder(s), 
with a lace of jacinth, that the joining made (may) craftily dwell, and that the rational 
and the cloak on the shoulder(s) may not be separated each from (the) other. (And the 
breastpiece shall be bound by its rings to the rings of the ephod with a lace of jacinth, so that the 
joining shall dwell secure, and the breastpiece and the ephod shall not separate from each other.) 


29 And Aaron shall bear the names of the sons of Israel in the rational of doom on his 
breast, when he entereth into the saintuary, a memorial before the Lord [into] without 


end. (And so Aaron shall carry the names of the tribes of Israel on the breastpiece of judgement 
on his breast, when he entereth into the sanctuary, as a reminder before the Lord forevermore.) 

30 Forsooth thou shalt set in the rational of doom, teaching and truth, which shall be 
in the breast of Aaron, when he entereth before the Lord; and he shall bear the doom of 
the sons of Israel in his breast in the sight of the Lord ever[more]. (And thou shalt put in the 
breastpiece of judgement the Urim and the Thummim, which shall be on Aaron’s breast, when he 
entereth before the Lord; and he shall carry these symbols of the judgement of the Israelites upon 
his breast before the Lord forevermore.) 

31 And thou shalt make the coat of the cloak on the shoulder(s) all of jacinth, (And thou 
shalt make the robe to wear under the ephod out of jacinth,) 


32 in whose middle above shall be an hood, that is, an hole for the head, and a woven 
hem by compass thereof, as it is wont to be done in the hems of clothes, lest it be broken 


lightly. (in whose middle on top shall be a hole for the head, with a hem woven all around it, as it 
is wont to be done in the hems of clothes, lest it be easily broken.) 

33 Forsooth beneath at the feet of the same coat, by compass, thou shalt make as 
pomegranates, of jacinth, and purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again; 
(And beneath, all around on the lower hem of the robe, thou shalt put pomegranates made out of 

jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen;) 

34 while small bells be meddled in the midst, so that a little gold bell be and a 
pomegranate, and again another little bell of gold and a pomegranate. (with little bells 
mixed, or mingled, in the midst thereof, so that there be a little gold bell and a pomegranate, and 
another little gold bell and a pomegranate, and so on, all around the hem.) 


35 And Aaron shall be clothed with that coat, or alb, in the office of his service, that 
the sound be heard, when he entereth into the saintuary, and goeth out, in the sight of 


the Lord; and that he die not. (And Aaron shall be clothed with that robe, or that alb, when he 
ministereth, so that the sound can be heard when he entereth into the sanctuary before the Lord, 


and when he goeth out; and so that he shall not die or and so that he shall not be killed.) 

36 And thou shalt make a plate (out) of purest gold, in which thou shalt grave by the 
work of a graver, The Holy to the Lord, (or on which thou shalt engrave by the work of an 
engraver, Holy to the Lord), that is, the name of the Lord, Tetragrammaton. 

37 And thou shalt bind that plate with a lace of jacinth, and it shall be on the mitre, 
and it shall nigh [to] the forehead of the bishop. (And thou shalt tie that plate to the turban 
with a lace of jacinth, and it shall be on the forehead of the High Priest.) 

38 And Aaron shall bear the wickednesses of those things that the sons of Israel shall 
offer, and hallow in all their gifts to God, and in their free gifts to men; and the plate 
shall ever[more] be in Aaron’s forehead, that the Lord be pleased to them. (And Aaron 
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shall bear the wickednesses done when the Israelites offer, and dedicate, all their gifts to the Lord; 
and the plate shall always be on his forehead, so that these gifts shall be acceptable to the Lord.) 

39 And thou shalt bind the coat of bis, (that is, the linen cloth), and the mitre of bis, and 
thou shalt make also a girdle, by embroidery work. (And thou shalt make the shirt, or the 
tunic, and the turban, and the sash out of fine linen, and the sash shall be embroidered.) 

40 Forsooth thou shalt make ready to Aaron’s sons linen coats, (that is, linen clothes), 
and girdles, and mitres, into glory and fairness. (And thou also shalt make fine linen shirts, 
or tunics, and sashes, and peaked caps, for Aaron’s sons, for their glory and beauty, or for their 
glory and grandeur.) 

41 And thou shalt clothe Aaron, thy brother, with all these, and his sons with him. And 
thou shalt (anoint them, and make) sacred the hands of them all; and thou shalt hallow 
them, that they be set in priesthood to me. (And thou shalt clothe thy brother Aaron, and 
his sons, with all these things. And thou shalt anoint them, and consecrate them, and ordain, or 
install, them, so that they can serve as my priests.) 

42 Also thou shalt make to them linen breeches, that they cover the flesh of their 
filth[hood], from the reins unto their hips. (And thou shalt make linen breeches for them, 
so that they cover their naked flesh, from their reins unto their hips.) 

43 And Aaron and his sons shall use those breeches, when they shall enter into the 
tabernacle of witnessing, or when they nigh to the altar, that they minister in the 
saintuary, lest they be guilty of wickedness, and die; it shall be a lawful thing everlasting 


to Aaron, and to his seed after him. (And Aaron and his sons shall use those breeches, whenever 
they shall enter into the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, or when they approach the altar, to minister 


in the sanctuary, lest they be guilty of wickedness, and die; this shall be an everlasting law for 
Aaron, and for his descendants after him.) 


CHAPTER 29 

1 But also thou shalt do this, that they be (made) sacred to me in priesthood; take thou 
a calf of the drove, and two rams without wem, (And thou shalt do this to consecrate them 
as my priests; take a calf from the herd, and two rams without blemish, or without fault,) 

2 and therf loaves, and a cake without sourdough, which be sprinkled (al)together with 
oil, and therf pastes sodden in water, (and) balmed, either fried, with oil; thou shalt make 
all these things of pure wheat flour, (and unleavened bread, and cakes made without yeast, 
which be sprinkled with oil, and unleavened wafers boiled in water, and fried in oil; thou shalt 
make all these things out of pure wheat flour,) 

3 and thou shalt offer them put in a basket. Forsooth thou shalt present the calf, and 
[the] two rams, (and thou shalt put them in a basket, and offer them with the calf, and the two 
rams.) 

4 and Aaron and his sons, at the door of the tabernacle of witnessing; and when thou 
hast washed the father and his sons in water, (And thou shalt bring Aaron and his sons to the 
entrance of the Tabernacle of the Witnessing; and when thou hast washed the father and his sons 
with water,) 

5 thou shalt clothe Aaron with his clothes, that is, the linen cloth, and coat, and the 
cloak on the shoulders, and the rational, which thou shalt bind with a girdle. (thou shalt 
clothe Aaron with his clothes, that is, the linen shirt, or tunic, and the robe, and the ephod, and 
the breastpiece, which thou shalt tie up with the sash.) 

6 And thou shalt set the mitre on his head, and the holy plate on the mitre, (And thou 
shalt put the turban on his head, and the holy plate of consecration on the turban,) 

7 and thou shalt shed the oil of anointing on his head; and by this custom he shall be 
(made) sacred. (and thou shalt pour the anointing oil on his head; and by this rite he shall be 
consecrated.) 

8 Also thou shalt present his sons, and thou shalt clothe them with linen clothes, (And 
then thou shalt present his sons, and thou shalt clothe them with linen shirts, or tunics,) 
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9 and thou shalt gird Aaron and (each of) his sons with a girdle; and thou shalt set mitres 
on them; and they shall be my priests by everlasting religion. [And] After that thou hast 
hallowed their hands, (and as with Aaron, thou shalt gird each of his sons with a sash; and thou 
shalt put the peaked caps on them; and they shall serve as my priests by an everlasting law. And 
after that thou hast consecrated them,) 

10 also thou shalt present the calf before the tabernacle of (the) witnessing; and Aaron 
and his sons shall put their hands upon the calf’s head; 

11 and thou shalt slay it in the sight of the Lord, beside the door of the tabernacle 
of witnessing. (and thou shalt kill it before the Lord, at the entrance to the Tabernacle of the 
Witnessing.) 

12 And thou shalt take the blood of the calf, and thou shalt put it with thy finger upon 


the corners of the altar. Forsooth thou shalt shed the other blood that is left beside the 
foundament of the altar, (or And thou shalt pour out the rest of the blood at the foundation, or 


at the base, of the altar). 

13 And thou shalt take all the fatness that covereth the entrails, and the caul of the 
maw, and the two kidneys, and the fatness that is on them; and thou shalt offer them(as) 
incense upon the altar. 

14 Forsooth thou shalt burn without(forth) (of) the tents the flesh of the calf, and the 
skin, and the dung, for it is slain for sin. (But the calf’s flesh, and its skin, and its dung, thou 
shalt burn away from the tents, for it is a sin offering.) 

15 Also thou shalt take one (of the) ram(s), on whose head Aaron and his sons shall set 
(their) hands; 

16 and when thou hast slain that ram, thou shalt take (all) of his blood, and shalt shed 
it about the altar (or and thou shalt throw it against the sides of the altar). 

17 Forsooth thou shalt cut that ram into small gobbets, and thou shalt put his entrails 
washed, and his feet, upon his flesh carved, and upon his head; (And then thou shalt cut 
that ram into small pieces, and thou shalt wash its entrails, and its feet, and put them on its carved 
flesh, and on its head;) 

18 and thou shalt offer thus all the ram into incense on the altar; it is an offering to the 
Lord, the sweetest odour of the slain sacrifice of the Lord. (and so thou shalt offer all the 
ram as incense upon the altar; it is an offering to the Lord, the sweetest aroma of the slain sacrifice 
to the Lord.) 


19 And thou shalt take the tother ram, on whose head Aaron and his sons shall set 
their hands; 


20 and when thou hast offered that ram, thou shalt take (some) of his blood, and thou 
shalt put it upon the last part of the right ear of Aaron, and of his sons, and upon the 
thumbs of their (right) hand, and (the big toes) of their right foot; and thou shalt shed the 
blood on the altar by compass (or and thou shalt throw the rest of the blood against the sides 
of the altar). 

21 And when thou hast taken (some) of the blood, that is on the altar, and (some) of 
the oil of anointing, thou shalt sprinkle Aaron and his clothes, [and] his sons and their 
clothes. And when they and their clothes be (made) sacred (or And when they and their 
clothes be consecrated), 


22 thou shalt take the inner fatness of the ram, and the tail, and the fatness that 
covereth the entrails, and the caul of the maw, and the two kidneys, and the fatness 


that is on them; and thou shalt take the right shoulder, for it is the ram of consecration; 

23 and thou shalt take a tender cake of one loaf, sprinkled with oil, (and the) paste 
(that is) sodden in water, and after(ward) fried in oil, (out) of the pannier of therf loaves, 
which is set in the sight of the Lord. (and thou shalt take one loaf of bread, and one cake of 
bread sprinkled with oil, and one wafer boiled in water, and then fried in oil, from the basket of 
unleavened bread, which is put before the Lord.) 
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24 And thou shalt put all these things upon the hands of Aaron (or And thou shalt put 
all these things into the hands of Aaron), and (those) of his sons, and thou shalt hallow them, 
and raise them [up](as a special gift) before the Lord. 

25 And thou shalt take all these things from their hands, and thou shalt burn them on 
the altar, into burnt sacrifice, (for)[the] sweetest odour in the sight of the Lord, for it is 
the offering of the Lord. (And then thou shalt take all these things out of their hands, and thou 
shalt burn them upon the altar, for a burnt sacrifice, to make the sweetest aroma before the Lord, 
for it is an offering to the Lord.) 

26 Also thou shalt take the breast of the ram, by which Aaron was hallowed, and thou 
shalt hallow it, raised [up] before the Lord; and it shall turn into thy part. (And thou shalt 
take the ram’s breast, with which Aaron was consecrated, and thou shalt hallow it, and raise it up 
before the Lord; and it shall be thy portion.) 

27 And thou shalt hallow also the breast (made) sacred, and the shoulder which thou 
separatedest from the ram, by which Aaron was hallowed, and his sons; (And thou shalt 
also hallow the consecrated breast, and the shoulder which thou separatedest from the ram, with 
which Aaron and his sons were consecrated;) 

28 and they shall turn into the part of Aaron, and of his sons, by everlasting right, 
of the sons of Israel; for they be the first things, and the beginning/s of the peaceable 
sacrifices of them, which they offer to the Lord. (and they shall belong to Aaron, and to 
his sons, by an everlasting law, as a gift from the Israelites; for they be the first things, and the 
beginnings of their peace offerings, which they offer to the Lord.) 

29 Forsooth the sons of Aaron shall have after him the holy cloth(es), which Aaron shall 
use, that they be anointed therein, and that their hands be (made) sacred. (And the holy 
clothes which Aaron shall wear, shall belong to his sons after him, and they shall be anointed, and 
consecrated, in them.) 

30 That of his sons, that shall be made bishop for him, shall use that cloak (for) seven 
days, and which son shall enter into the tabernacle of witnessing, that he minister in 
the saintuary. (He of his sons, who shall be made the High Priest after him, and shall enter into 
the Tabernacle of the Witnessing to minister in the sanctuary, shall wear those clothes for seven 
days.) 

31 And soothly thou shalt take the wether of hallowing, that is, the ram of consecra- 
tion, and thou shalt seethe his flesh in the holy place, 

32 which flesh Aaron and his sons shall eat, and they shall eat the loaves, that be in 
the basket, in the porch of the tabernacle of witnessing, (and Aaron and his sons shall eat 
the ram’s flesh, and the loaves that be in the basket, at the entrance to the Tabernacle of the 
Witnessing.) 

33 that it be a pleasing sacrifice, and that the hands of the offerers be hallowed. An 
alien shall not eat of these things, for they be holy. (They shall eat those things that be 
offered when they be consecrated. But a stranger, that is, any unqualified person, shall not eat 
any of these things, for they be holy.) 

34 That if anything leaveth of the flesh hallowed, either of the loaves, till to the 
morrowtide, (or And if anything is left of the consecrated flesh, or of the loaves, until the 
morning), thou shalt burn the remnants with fire; they shall not be eaten, for they be 


hallowed. 


35 Thou shalt do on Aaron, and on his sons, all things which I commanded to thee. 
Seven days thou shalt (make) sacred their hands, (Thou shalt do unto Aaron, and unto his 
sons, all the things which I have commanded to thee. For seven days thou shalt consecrate them.) 

36 and thou shalt offer a calf for sin by each day (for) to cleanse; and thou shalt cleanse 
the altar, when thou hast offered the sacrifice of cleansing, and thou shalt anoint the 
altar into [the] hallowing (of it). (And each day thou shalt offer a calf as a sin offering for 
cleansing; and so thou shalt cleanse the altar, when thou hast offered the sacrifice of cleansing, 
and then thou shalt anoint the altar with oil to consecrate it.) 
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37 Seven days thou shalt cleanse and hallow the altar, and it shall be the holy of holy 
things; each man that shall touch it shall be hallowed. (For seven days thou shalt cleanse 
and consecrate the altar, and it shall be most holy; anyone who is unclean who toucheth it, shall 
be harmed.) 

38 This it is, that thou shalt do in the altar; two lambs of one year continually by each 
day, (This is what thou shalt offer on the altar; two lambs, one year old, each and every day,) 

39 one lamb in the morrowtide, and the tother in the eventide; 

40 thou shalt do in one lamb the tenth part of flour sprinkled with oil, pounded, that 
shall have a measure, the fourth part of hin, that is, of two pounds, and wine of the same 
measure, to make (the flowing) sacrifice. (thou shalt offer with the first lamb the tenth part of 
flour sprinkled with oil from pounded olives, that hath a measure of the fourth part of a hin, that 
is, of two pounds, and the same amount of wine, to make the wine offering.) 

41 Soothly thou shalt offer the tother lamb at eventide, by the custom of the offering 
of the morrowtide, and by those things, which we said, into the odour of sweetness; (And 
thou shalt offer the other lamb in the evening, by the same rite as the morning offering, and with 
those things, which we said, to make the sweetest aroma;) 

42 it is a sacrifice to the Lord by everlasting offering into your generations, at the door 
of the tabernacle of witnessing before the Lord, where I shall ordain that I speak to thee; 
(it is a sacrifice to the Lord, yea, an offering that shall be made by all your generations to come, 
at the entrance to the Tabernacle of the Witnessing before the Lord, where I have ordained that I 
shall speak to thee;) 

43 and there I shall command to the sons of Israel; and the altar shall be hallowed in 
my glory. (and I shall meet with the Israelites there; and the place shall be hallowed, or made 
holy, by my glory.) 

44 And I shall hallow also the tabernacle of witnessing with the altar, and Aaron and 
his sons, that they be set in priesthood to me. (And I shall hallow the Tabernacle of the 
Witnessing, and the altar, and also Aaron and his sons, so that they can serve as my priests.) 

45 And I shall dwell in the midst of the sons of Israel, and I shall be God to them; (And 
I shall dwell in the midst of the Israelites, and I shall be their God;) 

46 and they shall know, that I am their Lord God, which led them out of the land of 
Egypt, that I should dwell among them; for I am their Lord God. (and they shall know, that 
Iam the Lord their God, who led them out of the land of Egypt, so that I could live among them; 
for I am the Lord their God.) 


CHAPTER 30 

1 Also thou shalt make an altar of the wood of shittim, for to burn incense; (And thou 
shalt make an altar out of shittim wood, or acacia, on which to burn incense;) 

2 and the altar shall have a cubit of length, and another cubit of breadth, that is four- 
cornered, and two cubits in height; (and the) corners shall come forth of the altar. (and 
the altar shall be one cubit in length, and one cubit in breadth, that is, square, and two cubits in 
height; and horns shall come forth from the altar.) 

3 And thou shalt clothe it with cleanest gold, as well the roof thereof, that is, the higher 
part, as the walls, and [the] corners by compass thereof; and thou shalt make to the altar 
a little golden crown by compass, (And thou shalt cover it with pure gold, the top of it, and its 
walls, and the horns on its corners; and thou shalt put a gold band all around the altar,) 

4 and two golden circles under the crown by all sides, that bars be put into those rings, 
and so the altar be borne. (and thou shalt fasten two gold rings under the band on each side, 
so that bars can be put through those rings, and the altar can be carried.) 

5 Also thou shalt make the bars of the wood of shittim, and thou shalt overgild them; 
(And thou shalt make the bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, and thou shalt gild them with gold;) 

6 and thou shalt set the altar against the veil, that hangeth before the ark of 
witnessing, (and) before the propitiatory, with which the witnessing is covered, where 
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I shall speak to thee. (and thou shalt put the altar outside the Veil, that hangeth in front of 
the Ark of the Witnessing, and in front of the propitiatory, that is, the mercy seat, or the lid, that 
covereth the Ark of the Witnessing, where I shall speak to thee.) 

7 And Aaron shall burn thereon incense smelling sweetly early (or And early each day, 
Aaron shall burn sweet smelling incense on it); when he shall array the lanterns, he shall 
burn it; 

8 and when he setteth the lanterns at eventide, he shall burn everlasting incense 
before the Lord, into your generations. (and when he setteth the lanterns in the evening, 
he shall also burn everlasting incense on it before the Lord, and so shall all your generations to 
come.) 

9 Ye shall not offer thereon incense of (any) other making, neither offering, nor 
slain sacrifice, neither ye shall offer flowing offerings thereon(nor shall ye offer any wine 
offerings on it). 

10 And Aaron shall pray on the horns thereof once by the year, in the blood which is 
offered for sin, and he shall please (the Lord) thereon in your generations; it shall be the 
holy of holy things to the Lord. (And once every year Aaron shall put blood on its horns, from 
the yearly sin offering, and for all your generations to come, the priest shall cleanse, or shall purify, 
the altar in this way; for it is most holy to the Lord.) 

11 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

12 When thou shalt take the sum of the sons of Israel, all by themselves shall give by 
the number (the) price for their souls to the Lord, and vengeance shall not be in them, 
when they be numbered. (When thou shalt take the sum of the sons of Israel, that is, when thou 
shalt register them, each one shall give a ransom for his life to the Lord, and so vengeance shall 
not come upon them, as they be listed.) 

13 Soothly each that passeth to the name(d), that is, of twenty years, shall give this 
price, (or And each one who passeth over to the named, that is, he who is twenty years of age, or 
older, shall pay this amount of money), half a shekel by the measure of the temple; a shekel 
hath twenty half-pence; the half part of a shekel shall be offered to the Lord. 

14 He that is had in the number, from twenty years and above, shall give this price; (He 
that is had in the number, from twenty years of age and older, shall pay this amount of money;) 

15 a rich man shall not add to the half of a shekel, and a poor man shall nothing abate 
(or and a poor man shall not pay less). 

16 And thou shalt betake into the uses of the tabernacle of witnessing the money taken, 
which is gathered of the sons of Israel, that it be a mind of them before the Lord, and 
he shall be merciful to their souls. (And thou shalt use the money, which is gathered from the 
sons of Israel, for the needs of the Tabernacle of the Witnessing; and it shall be a reminder of them 
to the Lord, and so I shall be merciful to their souls.) 

17 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 

18 Also thou shalt make a great vessel of brass with his foundament, to wash in, and 
thou shalt set it betwixt the tabernacle of witnessing and the altar; and when water is 
put therein, (And thou shalt make a great bronze vessel, with a bronze foundation, or a bronze 
base, to wash in, and thou shalt set it between the Tabernacle of the Witnessing and the altar; and 
when water is put in it,) 

19 Aaron and his sons shall wash therein their hands and their feet, 

20 when they shall enter into the tabernacle of witnessing, and when they shall nigh 
to the altar, that they offer therein incense to the Lord, lest peradventure they die; 
(whenever they shall go into the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, or when they shall approach the 
altar to offer incense on it to the Lord, otherwise they shall die or they shall be killed;) 

21 it shall be a lawful thing everlasting to him and to his seed by successions. (this shall 
be an everlasting law for him and for his descendants by succession.) 

22 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, 


3490 XRN 


EXODUS CHAPTER 30:23 59 EXODUS CHAPTER 31:2 


23 Take to thee sweet smelling spiceries, of the first and chosen myrrh, (equal to the 
weight of) five hundred shekels; and of canel the half (or and half as much canel), that is, 
(the weight of) two hundred and fifty shekels; [and] in like manner of calamus, that is, a 
sweet smelling tree, small and full of knots, (the weight of) two hundred and fifty shekels; 

24 also of cassia five hundred shekels, in the weight of [the] saintuary; the oil of olives 
trees, the measure of hin; (and of cassia, the weight of five hundred shekels, all by the measure 
of the sanctuary; and the oil of olives trees, the measure of a hin, that is, two pounds;) 

25 and thou shalt make the holy oil of anointing, an ointment made by the craft of an 


ointment maker. 
26 And thou shalt anoint thereof the tabernacle of witnessing, and the ark of the 


testament, (And thou shalt anoint with it the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and the Ark of the 
Witnessing,) 

27 and the board with his vessels, [and] the candlestick, and the purtenances thereof, 
(and) the altars of incense, (and the table, and its vessels, and the lampstand, and its 
purtenances, and the altar of incense,) 

28 and of burnt sacrifice, and all the purtenance, that pertaineth to the adorning of 
those things. (and the altar of burnt sacrifice, and the purtenances of the altars, and the great 
washing vessel, and its foundation, or its base.) 

29 And thou shalt hallow all (these) things, and they shall be the holy of holy things; 
he that shall touch those, shall be hallowed beforehand. (And thou shalt hallow all these 


things, and they shall be most holy; anyone who is unclean who toucheth these things, shall be 
harmed.) 

30 Thou shalt anoint Aaron, and his sons, and thou shalt hallow them, that they be set 
in priesthood to me (or so that they can serve as my priests). 

31 And thou shalt say to the sons of Israel, This oil of anointing shall be holy to me 
into your generations. (And thou shalt say to the Israelites, This anointing oil shall be holy to 
me, for all your generations to come.) 

32 The flesh of (a) man shall not be anointed thereof, and by the making thereof ye 
shall not make another such oil, for it is hallowed, and it shall be holy to you. 

33 Whatever man maketh such oil, and giveth thereof to an alien, he shall be put out 
of his people. (Whoever maketh such an oil, or giveth it to anyone, shall be put out, or shall be 
cut off, from his people.) 

34 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, Take to thee sweet smelling spiceries, stacte, and 
onycha, galbanum of good odour, and most pure (frank)incense, all these shall be of even 
weight (or and they all shall be of equal weight). 

35 And thou shalt make (the) incense, made by the craft of an ointment maker, meddled 
together diligently (or diligently mixed together), and pure, and most worthy of hallowing. 

36 And when thou hast pounded all these things into (the) smallest powder, thou shalt 
put thereof before the tabernacle of witnessing, in which place I shall appear to thee; 
the made incense shall be to you the holy of holy things. (And when thou hast pounded all 
these things into the smallest powder, thou shalt sprinkle it in front of the Ark of the Witnessing 
in the Tabernacle, where I shall appear to thee; this incense shall be most holy to you.) 

37 Ye shall not make such a making into your [own] uses, for it is holy to the Lord. (Ye 
shall not make such incense for your own uses, for it is holy to the Lord.) 

38 Whatever man maketh like thing to it, that he use the odour thereof, he shall perish 
from his people. (Whoever maketh anything like it, so that he can have its aroma for himself, he 
shall perish, or shall be cut off, from the midst of his people.) 


CHAPTER 31 
1 And the Lord spake to Moses, saying, 


2 Lo! I have called Bezaleel by name, the son of Uri, son of Hur, of the lineage of Judah; 
(Behold! I have called by name Bezaleel, the son of Uri, the son of Hur, of the tribe of Judah;) 
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3 and I have filled him with the spirit of God, with wisdom, and understanding, and 
knowing in all (manner of) work, 

4 to find out, or cast, whatever thing may be made subtly of gold, and silver, and brass, 
(to design whatever things may be made out of gold, and silver, and bronze,) 

5 and marble, and gems, and of (the) diversity of woods. 

6 And I have given to him a fellow, Aholiab, the son of Ahisamach, of the kindred of 
Dan; and I have put in their hearts the wisdom of each learned man, that they make all 
things which I have commanded to thee; (And I have given for fellowship to him, Aholiab, the 
son of Ahisamach, of the family, or the tribe, of Dan; and I have put wisdom in the heart of other 
learned men, so that they know how to make all the things which I have commanded to thee;) 

7 the tabernacle of [the] bond of peace, and the ark of witnessing, and the propitiatory, 
or the table, that is thereon, and all the vessels of the tabernacle; (the Tabernacle of 
the Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and the Ark of the Witnessing, and the 
propitiatory, that is the lid, that covereth the Ark, and all the vessels of the Tabernacle;) 

8 also the board, and the vessels thereof, the cleanest candlestick with his vessels, and 
the altars of incense, (and the table, and its vessels, the lampstand of pure gold, and its vessels, 
and the altar of incense,) 

9 and of burnt sacrifice, and all the vessels of them; the great washing vessel with his 
foundament; (and the altar of burnt sacrifice, and all their vessels; the great washing vessel, and 
its foundation, or its base;) 

10 [the] holy clothes in service to Aaron the priest, and to his sons, that they be set in 
their office in holy things; (the holy clothes of ministry for Aaron the priest, and for his sons, 
to use when they serve as my priests;) 

11 the oil of anointing, and the incense of sweet smelling spiceries in the saintuary, (or 
the anointing oil, and the incense of sweet smelling spices for the sanctuary); they shall make 
all these things that I have commanded to thee. 

12 And the Lord spake to Moses, saying, 

13 Speak thou to the sons of Israel, and thou shalt say to them, See ye that ye keep my 
sabbath, for it is a sign betwixt me and you in your generations; that ye know, that I am 
the Lord, which hallow[eth] you. (Speak thou to the Israelites, and thou shalt say to them, See 
ye that ye keep my Sabbath, for it is a sign between me and you for all generations to come; so that 
ye know, that I am the Lord, who halloweth you.) 

14 Keep ye my sabbath, for it is holy to you; he that defouleth it, shall die by death, 
(or he who defileth it, must be put to death); (yea), the soul of him, that doeth work in the 
sabbath, shall perish from the midst of his people. 

15 Six days ye shall do work; in the seventh day is sabbath, the holy rest to the Lord; 
each man that doeth work in this day shall die. (For six days ye shall do work; but on the 
seventh day is the Sabbath of rest, which is holy to the Lord; any person who doeth work on this 
day must be put to death.) 

16 The sons of Israel keep [the] sabbath, and hallow it in their generations; it is 
a covenant everlasting (The Israelites shall keep the Sabbath, and make it holy in all their 
generations; it is an everlasting covenant) 

17 betwixt me and the sons of Israel, and it is a sign everlasting; for in six days God 
made heaven and earth, and in the seventh day he ceased of work. (between me and the 
Israelites, and it is an everlasting sign; for in six days God made the heavens and the earth, and 
on the seventh day he ceased from all his work.) 

18 And when he had [ful] filled to speak to Moses, the Lord gave to Moses, in the hill 
of Sinai, two stone tables of witnessing, written with the finger of God. (And when he had 
finished speaking with Moses on Mount Sinai, the Lord gave Moses the two stone tablets of the 
Witnessing, that is, the Law, written with the finger of God.) 
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1 Forsooth the people saw, that Moses made tarrying to come down from the hill, and 
it was gathered together against Aaron, and said, Rise thou, and make gods to us, that 
shall go before us, for we wot not what is befallen to this man Moses, that led us out 
of the land of Egypt. (And the people saw, that Moses was very long in coming down from the 
mountain, and so they gathered together around Aaron, and said, Rise thou up, and make gods 
for us, that shall go before us, for we know not what hath befallen this man Moses, who led us out 
of the land of Egypt.) 

2 And Aaron said to them, Take ye the golden earrings from the ears of your wives 
(or Take ye the gold earrings from the ears of your wives), (and) of your sons, and of your 
daughters, and bring ye them to me. 

3 The people did those things, that he commanded, and brought the earrings to Aaron; 

4 and when he had taken those, he formed them by work of melting, and he made of 
them a molten calf (or and he made a calf out of the melted gold). And they said, Israel, these 
be thy gods, that led thee out of the land of Egypt. 

5 And when Aaron had seen this thing, he builded an altar before the calf, and he cried 
by the voice of a crier, and said, Tomorrow is the solemnity of the Lord. (And when Aaron 
had seen this thing, he built an altar before the calf, and he cried by the voice of a crier, and said, 
Tomorrow shall be a Feast to the Lord.) 

6 And they rose (up) early, and offered burnt sacrifices, and peaceable sacrifices (or and 
peace offerings); and the people sat (down) to eat and to drink, and (then) they rose up to 
play, or to scorn, for idolatry is (the) scorning of God. 

7 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, Go thou, go down, thy people hath sinned, 
whom thou leddest out of the land of Egypt. (And the Lord spoke to Moses, and said, Go thou, 
and go down now, for thy people, whom thou leddest out of the land of Egypt, have sinned.) 

8 They have gone away soon from the way that thou showedest them, and they have 
made to them a molten calf, and have worshipped it, and they have offered sacrifices to 
it, and said, Israel, these be thy gods, that led thee out of the land of Egypt. (So soon, or 
so quickly, they have gone away from the way that thou showedest them, and they have made for 
themselves a calf out of melted gold, and have worshipped it, and they have offered sacrifices to 
it, and have said, These be thy gods, Israel, that led thee out of the land of Egypt.) 

9° And again the Lord said to Moses, I see [well], that this people is of hard noll; (And the 
Lord said to Moses, now I clearly see, that this is a hard-headed, or a stubborn, people;) 

10 suffer thou me, that my strong vengeance be wroth against them, and that I do 
away them; and I shall make thee into a great folk. (allow me, that my strong anger come 
forth in vengeance against them, and that I do them away; and then I shall make a great nation 
to come forth from thee.) 

11 Forsooth Moses prayed the Lord his God, and said, Lord, why is thy vengeance wroth 
against thy people, whom thou hast led out of the land of Egypt in great strength, and 
in a strong hand? (But Moses prayed to the Lord his God, and said, Lord, why be thou so angry 
for vengeance against thy people, whom thou hast led out of the land of Egypt with great strength, 
and with a strong hand?) 

12 | beseech (thee), that [the] Egyptians say not, He led them out fellily (or He led them 
out with an evil intent), to slay (them) in the hills, and to do them away from [the] earth; 
(let) thine ire cease, and be thou quemeful on the wickedness of thy people. 

13 Have thou mind of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Israel, thy servants, to which thou 
hast sworn by thyself, and saidest, I shall multiply your seed as the stars of heaven, and 
I shall give to your seed all the land of which I spake, and ye shall wield it ever[more]. 
(Remember Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, thy servants, to whom thou hast sworn by thy own 
self, and saidest, I shall multiply your descendants like the stars of the heavens, and I shall give to 
your descendants all the land of which I spoke, and ye shall possess it forevermore.) 
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14 And the Lord was pleased (with Moses’ words), (so) that he did not (do) the evil which 
he spake against his people. 

15 And Moses turned again from the hill, and bare in his hand(s)(the) two tables of 
witnessing, written in either side, (And then Moses turned, and went down from the mountain, 
and carried in his hands the two tablets of the Witnessing, written on both sides,) 

16 and made by the work of God; and the writing of God was graven in the tables. (and 
made by God’s work; and God’s writing was engraved on the tablets.) 

17 Forsooth Joshua heard the noise of the people crying [out], and he said to Moses, 
(The) Yelling of fighting is heard in the tents. 

18 To whom Moses answered, It is not a cry of men exciting to battle, neither the cry 
of men compelled to fleeing, but I hear the voice(s) of singers. 

19 And when Moses had nighed to the tents, he saw the calf, and (the) dances; and 
he was wroth greatly, and he threw out of his hand(s) the tables, and he brake them at 
the roots of the hill. (And when Moses came close to the tents, he saw the calf, and the people 
dancing; and he was greatly angered, and he threw the tablets out of his hands, and he broke them 
at the foot of the mountain.) 

20 And he took the calf, which they had made, and he burnt it, and brake it till (in)to 
powder, which he sprinkled into the water, and gave thereof (to) drink to the sons of 
Israel (or and then he made the Israelites to drink it). 

21 And Moses said to Aaron, What did this people to thee, that thou hast brought in 
on them the greatest sin? (And Moses said to Aaron, What did this people do to thee, so that 
thou hast brought in on them this very great sin?) 

22 To whom he answered, My lord, be not thou wroth, (or My lord, do not thou be angry), 
for thou knowest this people, that it is inclined, either ready, to evil; 

23 they said to me, Make thou gods to us, that shall go before us, for we wot not, what 
hath befallen to this Moses, that led us out of the land of Egypt. (they said to me, Make 
thou gods for us, that shall go before us, for we know not, what hath befallen this Moses, who led 
us out of the land of Egypt.) 

24 To whom I said, Who of you hath gold? They took (or And so they brought what they 
had), and gave (it) to me, and I casted it forth into the fire, and this calf went out. 

25 Therefore Moses saw the people, that it was made bare; for Aaron had spoiled it for 
the shame of the filth(hood)of making of the idol, and he had made the people naked 
among (their) enemies. (And so Moses saw that the people were made bare; for Aaron had 
plundered them for the shame of the filthhood of the making of the idol, and he had made the 
people look foolish before their enemies.) 

26 And Moses stood in the gate of the tents (or And Moses stood at the gate of the tents, or 
of the camp), and said, If any man is of the Lord, be he joined to me; and all the sons of 
Levi were gathered to him. 

27 To which he said, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, A man put his sword 
upon his hip, go ye, and turn ye again from gate unto gate by the middle of the tents, 
and each man slay his brother, his friend, and [his] neighbour, which consented to this 
idolatry. (To whom he said, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Each man put his sword 
on his hip, and then go ye through the midst of the camp, from one gate to the other, and back 
again, and each mar kill his brother, his friend, and his neighbour, yea, all who consented to this 
idolatry.) 

28 And the sons of Levi did by the word of Moses, and as three thousand of men felled 
down in that day. (And the Levites obeyed Moses, and three thousand men fell down dead that 
day.) 

29 And Moses said, Ye have hallowed your hands today to the Lord, each man in his son, 
and [his] brother, that blessing be given to you. (And Moses said, Today ye have consecrated 
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yourselves to the Lord, each man against his son, and against his brother, and so a blessing hath 
been given to you.) 

30 Soothly when the tother day was made, Moses spake to the people, (and said), Ye 
have sinned the most sin (or Ye have sinned this very great sin); | shall go up to the Lord, if 
in any manner I shall be able to beseech him for your felony. 

31 And he turned again to the Lord, and said, Lord, I beseech thee, this people hath 
sinned a great sin, and they have made golden gods to them; (And he returned to the Lord, 
and said, Lord, I beseech thee, this people hath sinned a very great sin, and they have made gods 
out of gold for themselves;) 

32 either forgive thou this guilt to them, either if thou doest not, do away me from thy 
book, which thou hast written. (and so either forgive thou them this guilt, or if thou shalt not, 
then do me away from thy book, which thou hast written.) 

33 To whom the Lord answered, I shall do away from my book him that sinneth against 


me; 
34 forsooth go thou, and lead this people, whither I spake to thee; mine angel shall go 
before thee; forsooth in the day of vengeance I shall visit also this sin of them, (or but on 
the day of vengeance, I shall punish them for their sin). 
35 Therefore the Lord smote the people (or And so the Lord struck the people with a plague), 
for the guilt of the calf, which Aaron (had) made. 


CHAPTER 33 

1 And the Lord spake to Moses, and said, Go, and go up from this place, (or Get up, and 
go forth from this place), thou, and thy people, that thou hast led out of the land of Egypt, 
into the land, which I have sworn to Abraham, and to Isaac, and to Jacob, saying, I shall 
give it to thy seed. 

2 And I shall send thy before-goer, an angel, that I cast out Canaanite, and Amorite, 
and Hittite, and Perizzite, and Hivite, and Jebusite; (And I shall send an angel before thee, 
and I shall throw out the Canaanites, and Amorites, and Hittites, and Perizzites, and Hivites, and 
Jebusites;) 

3 and that thou enter into the land flowing with milk and honey; for I will not go up 
with thee, for thou art a people of hard noll, lest peradventure I lose thee in the way. 
(and thou shalt enter into the land flowing with milk and honey; but I will not go up with thee, for 
thou art a hard-headed, or a stubborn, people, and I might destroy thee on the way.) 

4 The people heard this worst word, and mourned, and none was clothed with his 
adorning, that is, (his) precious clothes, (as) by custom. 

5 And the Lord said to Moses, Speak thou to the sons of Israel, (and say), Thou art 
a people of hard noll; (at) once I shall go up in the midst of thee, and I shall do away 
thee; right now put thou away thine adorning, that is, crowns which they made in (to) 
receiving of the law, that I know, what I shall do to thee. (For the Lord had said to Moses, 
Speak thou to the Israelites, and say, Thou art a hard-headed, or a stubborn, people; and at once I 
shall go up into the midst of thee, and I shall do thee away; so right now, put away thy adornment, 
that is, the crowns which they had made to wear when they received the Law, and then I shall 
decide what I shall do to thee.) 

© Therefore the sons of Israel putted away their adorning, from the hill of Horeb 
(onwards). (And so, the Israelites put away their adornment, from that day at Mount Sinai, and 
forevermore.) 

7 And Moses took the tabernacle, and set it far without the tents, and he called the 
name thereof the tabernacle of [the] bond of peace. And all the people that had any 
question, went out to the tabernacle of the bond of peace, without the tents. (And Moses 
took the Tabernacle, and set it up far away from the tents, and he called it the Tabernacle of the 
Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of the Witnessing. And all the people, who had any question, 
went out to the Tabernacle of the Covenant, which was pitched far away from the camp.) 
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8 And when Moses went out to the tabernacle, all the people rose, and each man stood 
in the door of his tent, and they beheld after Moses, till he entered into the tent. (And 
when Moses went out to the Tabernacle, all the people rose up, and they all stood at the entrance 
to their tents, and they watched Moses, until he entered into the Tent.) 

9 Soothly when he entered into the tabernacle of the bond of peace, a pillar of cloud 
came down, and stood at the door of the tabernacle; and the Lord spake with Moses, (And 
when he entered into the Tabernacle of the Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, a 
pillar of cloud came down, and stood at the entrance to the Tabernacle; and the Lord spoke with 
Moses,) 

10 while all men saw that the pillar of cloud stood at the door of the tabernacle; and 
they stood, and worshipped, at the doors of their tabernacles. (while everyone saw that 
the pillar of cloud stood at the entrance to the Tabernacle; and they stood, and worshipped, at the 
entrance to their tents.) 

11 Forsooth the Lord spake to Moses face to face, that is openly, as a man is wont 
to speak with his friend; and when Moses turned again into his tabernacle, Joshua, his 
servant, the son of Nun, a young man, went not out of the tabernacle, (or but when 
Moses returned to the camp, his servant Joshua, a young man, the son of Nun, remained in the 
Tabernacle). 

12 Forsooth Moses said to the Lord, Thou commandest, that I lead out this people, and 
thou hast not showed to me, whom thou shalt send with me, namely since thou saidest, 
I knew thee by name, and thou hast found grace before me. (And Moses said to the Lord, 
Thou commandest, that I lead out this people, but thou hast not shown me, whom thou shalt send 
with me; yet thou hast said to me, I know thee by name, and thou hast found grace before me.) 

13 Therefore if I have found grace in thy sight, show thy face to me, that I know thee, 
and find grace before thine eyes; behold thy people, and this folk. (And so, if I have found 
grace before thee, show thy face to me, so that I can know thee, and continue to find grace before 
thee; and remember, Lord, that this nation is thy people.) 

14 And God said, My face shall go before thee, and I shall give rest to thee. 

15 And Moses said, If thou thyself shalt not go before us, lead thou not us out of this 
place; (And Moses said, If thou shalt not go before us, then do not thou lead us out of this place;) 

16 for in what thing may we know, I and thy people, that we have found grace in thy 
sight, if thou shalt not go with us (or unless thou shalt go with us), (and) that we be glorified 
(out) of all (the) peoples that dwell on [the] earth? 

17 Forsooth the Lord said to Moses, I shall do also this word, that thou hast spoken; for 
thou hast found grace before me, and I know thyself by name. (And the Lord said to Moses, 
I shall do what thou hast asked; for thou hast found grace before me, and I know thee by name.) 

18 And Moses said, Lord, show thou thy glory to me. 

19 God answered, I shall show all (my) good(ness) to thee, and I shall call in the name of 
the Lord before thee, and I shall do mercy to whom I will, and I shall be merciful, either 
goodly, on whom it pleaseth me. (God answered, I shall show all my goodness to thee, and I 
shall declare the name of the Lord before thee, and I shall do mercy to whom I will, and I shall be 
merciful, or forgiving, to whom it pleaseth me.) 

20 And again God said, Thou mayest not see my face, for a man shall not see me, and 
live. (And then God said, But thou cannot see my face, for no one can see me, and live.) 

21 And again God said, A place is with me, and thou shalt stand upon a stone; (And God 
said, Here is a place beside me, and thou shalt stand on a rock;) 

22 and when my glory shall pass (by), I shall set thee in the hole of the stone, and I 
shall cover thee with my right hand, till that I pass (by); 

23 and (then) I shall take away mine hand, and thou shalt see mine hinder parts, 
forsooth thou mayest not see my face. 
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1 And afterward God said, Hew to thee two tables of stone at the likeness of the former, 
and I shall write on those tables those words, which the tables, that thou brakest, had. 
(And afterward God said, Cut thou two stone tablets like the first ones, and I shall write on these 
tablets the same words which the first tablets had, that thou hast broken.) 

2 Be thou ready in the morrowtide, that thou go up anon into the hill of Sinai; and 
thou shalt stand with me on the top of the hill; (Be thou ready in the morning, and come up 
at once onto Mount Sinai; and thou shalt stand with me on the top of the mountain;) 

3 no man go up with thee, neither any man be seen by all the hill; and oxen and sheep 
be not fed against the hill. (no one shall come up with thee, nor shall anyone be seen on all the 
mountain; and no oxen or sheep shall be fed near the mountain.) 

4 Therefore Moses hewed two tables of stone, (in) which manner the tables were 
before, and he rose by night, and went up into the hill of Sinai, as the Lord commanded 
to him; and he bare with him the tables. (And so Moses cut two stone tablets, like the first 
tablets, and he rose up early, and went up Mount Sinai, as the Lord commanded to him; and he 
carried the tablets with him.) 

5 And when the Lord had come down by a cloud, Moses stood with him, and called 
inwardly the name of the Lord; (And the Lord came down in a cloud, and Moses stood with 
him, and the Lord proclaimed his own name;) 

6 and when the Lord passed before him, he said, Lordshipper, Lord God, merciful, and 
pious, patient, and of much mercy doing, and soothfast, 

7 which keepest covenant and mercy into thousands, which doest away wickedness, 
and trespasses, and sins, and no man by himself is innocent with thee, which yieldest 
the wickedness of fathers to their sons, and to the sons of their sons, into the third and 
the fourth generation. (who keepest covenant and mercy with thousands of people, who doest 
away wickedness, and trespasses, and sins, but no one in themselves is innocent with me, and 
who punishest their sons, and the sons of their sons, to the third and fourth generations, for the 
wickedness of their fathers.) 

8 And hastily Moses was bowed low to [the] earth, and worshipped, (And Moses hastily 
bowed down low to the ground, and worshipped,) 

9 and said, Lord, if I have found grace in thy sight, (then) I beseech thee, that thou go 
with us, for the people is of hard noll (or for the people is hard-headed, or is stubborn); and 
that thou do away our wickednesses and sins, and wield us. 

10 The Lord answered, I shall make (a) covenant, and in (the) sight of all men I shall 
make signs, that were never seen (before) on [the] earth, neither in any folks (nor in any 
nation), (so) that this people, in whose midst thou art, see the fearedful work of the Lord, 
that I shall make (for thee). 

11 Keep thou all things, which I command to thee today, (or Obey thou everything 
which I command to thee today); I myself shall cast out before thy face (the) Amorites, and 
Canaanites, and Hittites, and Perizzites, and Hivites, and Jebusites. 

12 Beware, lest any time thou join friendships with the dwellers of that land, which 
friendships (shall) be into falling to thee. 

13 But also destroy thou their altars, break the images, and cut thou down their 
[maumet] woods; (And also destroy thou their altars, and break in pieces their images, and cut 
thou down their idol woods, or their sacred poles;) 

14 do not thou worship an alien God; a jealous lover is the Lord’s name, God is a fervent 
lover; (do not thou worship any foreign, or any other, god; for the Lord’s name is Jealous, and he 
is a jealous God;) 

15 make thou not (a) covenant with the men of those countries, lest when they have 
done fornication, that is, idolatry, with their gods, and have worshipped the simulacra 
of them, any man call thee (or someone call thee), that thou eat (some) of the things offered 
to an idol. 
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16 Neither thou shalt take a wife of their daughters to thy sons, lest after those 
daughters have done fornication, that is, idolatry, they make also thy sons to do 
fornication into their gods (or they also make thy sons to do idolatry with their gods). 

17 Thou shalt not make to thee molten gods. (Thou shalt not make gods for thyselves out 
of melted metal.) 

18 Thou shalt keep the solemnity of therf loaves; seven days thou shalt eat therf loaves, 
as I commanded to thee, in the time of the month of new fruits; for in the month of ver 
time thou wentest out of Egypt. (Thou shalt keep the Feast of Unleavened Bread; for seven 
days thou shalt eat unleavened bread, as I commanded to thee, at the time of the month of Abib; 
for in the month of Abib thou wentest out of Egypt.) 

19 All thing of male kind that (first) openeth the womb shall be mine, of all living beasts, 
as well of oxen, as of sheep, it shall be mine. (All the males that first openeth the womb shall 
be mine, yea, of people, and of all living beasts, of oxen, as well as of sheep, they all be mine.) 

20 Thou shalt again-buy with a sheep the first engendered of an ass, else if thou givest 
not [the] price therefore, it shall be slain. Thou shalt again-buy the first begotten of thy 
sons; neither thou shalt appear void in my sight. (Thou shalt buy back the first-born of a 
donkey with a sheep, but if thou wilt not buy it back, it shall be killed. Thou shalt buy back the 
first-born of thy sons; thou shalt not appear empty-handed before me.) 

21 Six days thou shalt work, in the seventh day thou shalt cease to ear and to reap. (For 
six days thou shalt work, but on the seventh day thou shalt cease to plow and to harvest.) 

22 Thou shalt make to thee the solemnity of weeks, in the first things of fruits of thy 
ripe corn of wheat, and the solemnity when all things be gathered into barns, when the 
time of the year cometh again. (Thou shalt keep the Feast of Weeks, with the first fruits of thy 
wheat harvest, and also the Feast of Ingathering, when all things be gathered into the barns, when 
that time of the year cometh again.)* 

23 Each male kind of thee shall appear in three times of the year in the sight of the 
Lord Almighty, thy God of Israel. (All thy adult males shall appear before the Lord Almighty, 
the God of Israel, three times each year.) 

24 For when I shall take away (the) folks from thy face, and! shall alarge thy terms, none 
shall set treasons to thy land, while thou goest up (or when thou goest up), and appearest 
in the sight of thy Lord God, thrice in the year. 

25 Thou shalt not offer on sourdough the blood of my sacrifice, neither anything of 
the slain sacrifice of the solemnity of pask shall abide unto the morrowtide. (Thou shalt 
not offer the blood of my sacrifice with anything made with yeast, nor shall anything of the slain 
sacrifice of the Feast of Passover remain until the morning.) 

26 (Each year) Thou shalt offer in the house of thy Lord God the first of the fruits of thy 
land. Thou shalt not seethe a kid in the milk of his mother (or Thou shalt not boil a goat kid 
in its mother’s milk). 

27 And the Lord said to Moses, Write thou (down) these words, by which I smote a bond 
of peace (or by which I make a covenant), both with thee and with Israel. 

28 Therefore Moses was there with the Lord by forty days and forty nights, and he ate 
not bread, and drank not water; and he wrote in [the] tables the ten words of the bond 
of peace. (And so Moses was there with the Lord for forty days and forty nights, and he ate no 
bread, and drank no water; and he wrote on the tablets the Ten Commandments of the covenant.) 

29 And when Moses came down from the hill of Sinai, he held in his hand (s) two tables 
of witnessing, and he wist not that his face was horned with wonderful shining beams, 
of the fellowship of God’s word. (And when Moses came down from Mount Sinai, he held in his 
hands the two tablets of the Witnessing, and he did not know that his face shone with wonderful 
shining beams, from his time of fellowship and of speaking with the Lord.) 





* 
CHAPTER 34:22 See Exodus 23:16, and footnote #7. 
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30 Forsooth Aaron and the sons of Israel saw (that) Moses’ face (was) horned, and they 
dreaded to nigh nigh, (And Aaron and the Israelites saw that Moses’ face shone, and they were 
afraid to come near,) 

31 and they were called of him, and they turned again, as well Aaron as the princes 
of the synagogue; and after that Moses spake, (but he called to them, and they came over to 
him, Aaron as well as the leaders of the congregation; and after that Moses had spoken with these 
men,) 

32 they came to him, yea all the sons of Israel; to which he commanded all things, 
which he had heard of the Lord in the hill of Sinai. (then all the other Israelites came over to 
him; to whom he commanded all the things, which he had heard from the Lord on Mount Sinai.) 

33 And when the words were fulfilled (or And when he had finished speaking), he put a 
veil on his face; 

34 and (when) he entered to the Lord, and spake with him, and he did away that veil, 
till he went out; and then he spake to the sons of Israel all things that were commanded 
to him; (but when he went in before the Lord, and spoke with him, he did away the veil, until he 
went out again; and then he would tell the Israelites all the things that were commanded to him;) 

35 which saw that the face of Moses going out was horned, but again he covered his 
face, if any time he spake to them. (and they saw that Moses’ face shone whenever he went 
out, and so he covered his face any time that he spoke to them.) 


CHAPTER 35 

1 Therefore when all the company of the sons of Israel was gathered (together), Moses 
said to them, These things it be, which the Lord commanded to be done. 

2 Six days ye shall do work, the seventh day shall be holy to you, the sabbath and the 
rest of the Lord; he that doeth work in the sabbath shall be slain. (For six days ye shall do 
work, but the seventh day shall be holy to you, yea, the Sabbath of rest, holy to the Lord; he who 
doeth work on the Sabbath shall be put to death.) 

3 Ye shall not kindle fire in all your dwelling places by the sabbath day. (Ye shall not 
kindle a fire in any of your dwellings on the Sabbath day.) 

4 And Moses said to all the company of the sons of Israel, This is the word which the 
Lord commanded, and said, 

5 Separate ye at you the first fruits to the Lord; each willful man and of ready will offer 
them to the Lord, gold, and silver, and brass, (Set ye aside among you the first fruits to the 
Lord; yea, each willing person, and of ready desire, shall offer to the Lord out of their gold, and 
silver, and brass,) 

6 and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and bis, and hairs of goats, (and 
jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen, and goats’ hair,) 

7 and skins of rams made red, and (skins) of jacinth, and [the] wood of shittim, (and red 
rams’ skins, and blue skins, and shittim wood, or acacia,) 

8 and oil to the lights to be ordained, and (spices so) that the ointment (can) be made, 
and (for) the incense most sweet, (and oil to nourish the light or and oil to fuel the lanterns, 
and spices to make the ointment, and the most sweet incense,) 

° stones of onyx, and gems, to the adorning of the cloak on the shoulders, and of the 
rational. (and onyx stones, and gems, for the adornment of the ephod, and the breastpiece.) 

10 Whoever of you is wise, come he, and make that, that the Lord commanded, 

11 that is, the tabernacle, and the roof thereof, and the covering; rings, and the 
buildings of boards, with [the] bars, stakes, and foundaments; (that is, the Tabernacle, its 
tent, and its coverings; its rings, and boards, and bars, and pegs, and bases;) 

12 the ark, and bars; the propitiatory, and the veil, which is hanged before it; (the Ark, 
that is, the Box for the tablets of the Law, and its bars; the propitiatory, that is, the mercy seat, or 
the lid for the Box, and the Veil, which is hung in front of it;) 
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13 the board, with bars, and vessels, and with [the] loaves of setting forth; (the table, 
and its bars, and vessels, and the loaves of proposition, that is, the showbread;) 

14 the candlestick to sustain [the] lights, the vessels, and lanterns thereof, and oil to the 
nourishing of fires; (the lampstand to provide the light or the lampstand to hold the lanterns, 
and its vessels, and its lanterns, and the oil for the nourishing of the light;) 

15 the altar of incense, and the bars; the oil of anointing, and [the] incense of sweet 
smelling spiceries; the curtain at the door of the tabernacle; (the altar of incense, and its 
bars; the anointing oil, and the incense of sweet smelling spices; the curtain at the Tabernacle’s 
entrance;) 

16 the altar of burnt sacrifice, and his brazen griddle, with his bars, and vessels; the 
great washing vessel, and his foundament; (the altar of burnt sacrifice, and its bronze griddle, 
and its bars, and vessels; the great washing vessel, and its foundation, or its base;) 

17 the curtains of the large entry, with the pillars, and their bases; the curtain in the 
doors of the porch; (the curtains for the courtyard, and its pillars, and their bases; and the 
curtain for the courtyard’s entrance;) 

18 the stakes of the tabernacle, and of the large entry, with their cords; (the pegs for the 
Tabernacle, and for the courtyard, and their cords;) 

19 the clothes, whose use is in the service of the saintuary; the clothes of Aaron the 
bishop, and of his sons, that they be set in priesthood to me. (the clothes, for ministering 
in the sanctuary; yea, the clothes for Aaron the High Priest, and for his sons, when they serve as 
my priests.) 

20 And all the multitude of the sons of Israel went out of the sight of Moses, (And then 
all the Israelites went out from Moses’ presence,) 

21 and offered with most ready soul and devout the first things to the Lord, to make the 
work of the tabernacle of witnessing, whatever was needful to the adorning, and to the 
holy clothes. (and they offered with most ready and devout souls their first things to the Lord, 
for the building of the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, yea, whatever was needed for its adornment, 
and for the holy clothes.) 

22 Men and women gave bands of the arms, and earrings, and other rings, and 
ornaments of their arms nigh the hand; each golden vessel was separated into the gifts 
of the Lord. (Men and women gave arm bands, and earrings, and other rings, and ornaments 
for their arms nigh the hand, that is, bracelets; and each gold vessel was set aside as a gift to the 
Lord.) 

23 If any man had jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, bis, and the hairs of 
goats, skins of rams made red, and (skins) of jacinth, either blue, (And anyone who had 

jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen, and goats’ hair, and red rams’ skins, 
and blue skins,) 

24 (and) metals of silver, and of brass, they offered (it) to the Lord, and [the] wood of 
shittim into diverse uses. (and metals of silver, and brass, they offered it to the Lord, and also 
shittim wood, or acacia, for diverse uses.) 

25 But also women taught gave those things, which they had spun, (of) jacinth, and 
purple, and vermilion, and bis, (And all the skilled women gave those things which they had 
spun out of jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen,) 

26 and the hairs of goats (or and also out of goats’ hair); and they gave all (these) things 
by their own free will. 

27 Forsooth (the) princes offered stones of onyx, and gems, to the cloak on the 
shoulders, and to the rational, (And the leaders offered onyx stones, and gems, for the ephod, 
and the breastpiece,) 

28 and sweet smelling spiceries, and oil to the lights to be ordained, and to make ready 
the ointment, and to make the incense of the sweetest odour. (and oil to nourish the light 
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or and oil to fuel the lanterns, and sweet smelling spices to make the ointment, and the incense of 
the sweetest aroma.) 

29 All men and women offered gifts with devout soul(s), (so) that the works should be 
made, which the Lord commanded by the hand of Moses; all the sons of Israel hallowed 
willful things to the Lord (or all the Israelites willingly dedicated these things to the Lord). 

30 And Moses said to the sons of Israel, Lo! the Lord hath called Bezaleel by name, the 
son of Uri, the son of Hur, of the lineage of Judah; (And Moses said to the Israelites, Behold! 
the Lord hath called by name Bezaleel, the son of Uri, the son of Hur, of the tribe of Judah;) 

31 and the Lord hath filled him with the spirit of God, of wisdom, and of understanding, 
and of knowing, and with all doctrine, (and the Lord hath filled him with the spirit of God, yea, 
with wisdom, and understanding, and knowledge, and all doctrine,) 

32 to find out and to make work in gold, and silver, and brass, (to know how to do work in 
gold, and silver, and brass,) 

33 and in stones to be graven, and in work of carpentry; whatever thing may be found 
craftily, (and to engrave stones, and to do carpentry; yea, whatever thing that can be done with 
craftsmanship,) 

34 the Lord hath given in his heart; and the Lord hath called Aholiab, the son of 
Ahisamach, of the lineage of Dan; (the Lord hath put this in his heart; and the Lord hath also 
called Aholiab, the son of Ahisamach, of the tribe of Dan;) 

35 the Lord [hath] taught both with wisdom, that they make the works of a carpenter, 
of (a) stainer, and of (an) embroiderer, of jacinth, and of purple, and of red silk(twice- 
dyed), and of bis, and that they make all things, and find all new things. (the Lord hath 
taught both of them with wisdom, so that they know how to do the work of a carpenter, and of a 
stainer, and of an embroiderer with jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen, 
yea, so that they know how to make all kinds of things, and to devise all kinds of new things.) 


CHAPTER 36 

1 Therefore Bezaleel, and Aholiab, and each wise man, to whom the Lord gave wisdom 
and understanding, that they know how to work craftily, made things that were needful 
into the uses of the saintuary, and which the Lord commanded to be made. (And so 
Bezaleel, and Aholiab, and each wise man, to whom the Lord gave wisdom and understanding, 
that they know how to work with craftsmanship, made things that were needed for use in the 
sanctuary, which the Lord commanded to be made.) 

2 And when Moses had called them, and each learned man, to whom the Lord had 
given wisdom and knowing, and the which proffered themselves by their own (free) will 
to make the work, 

3 Moses betook to them all the gifts of the sons of Israel. And when they were busy 


in their work each day, the people offered their avows early. (Moses brought them all the 
gifts of the Israelites. And while they were busy with their work each day, the people continued to 
bring their offerings each morning.) 

4 Wherefore the workmen were compelled to come, 

5 and they said to Moses, The people offereth more than is needful. (and they said to 
Moses, The people offereth more than is needed.) 

© Therefore Moses commanded to be cried by the voice of a crier, Neither man nor 
woman offer more anything in the work of [the] saintuary; and so it was ceased from 
gifts to be offered, (And so Moses commanded to be cried by the voice of a crier, No man or 
woman need offer anything more for the work of the sanctuary; and so they ceased from offering 
gifts,) 

7 for the things offered sufficed, and were over-abundant. (for the things offered sufficed, 
and indeed were more than enough.) 


8 And all the wise men in heart, to fulfill the work of the tabernacle, made ten curtains 
of bis folded again, and of jacinth, and purple, and of red silk twice-dyed, by diverse work, 
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and by the craft of many colours. (And the most skilled men, doing the work for the Tabernacle, 
made ten curtains out of finely woven linen, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and 
embroidered them with cherubim.) 

° Of which curtains one had in length eight and twenty cubits, and four cubits in 
breadth; one measure was of all the curtains. (And each curtain was twenty-eight cubits 
in length, and four cubits in breadth; all the curtains had the same measurements.) 

10 And he joined five curtains one to another, and he coupled (the) other five to 
themselves together; (And they joined five of the curtains to each other in one set, and the 
other five curtains together in another set;) 

11 and he made eyelets of jacinth in the hem of the one curtain on ever either side, 
and in like manner in the hem of the tother curtain, (and they made eyelets out of jacinth 
on the outer edge of one curtain in each set,) 

12 that the eyelets shall come together against themselves, and they shall be joined 
together; (so that the eyelets would be opposite each other, and they could be joined together;) 

13 wherefore he melted out also fifty golden rings, that shall hold the eyelets of the 
curtains; and so one tabernacle was made. (and they made fifty fasteners out of melted gold, 
which they used to join together the eyelets of the two sets of curtains; and so one Tabernacle was 
made out of all the curtains.) 

14 He made also eleven says of the hairs of goats, to cover the roof of the tabernacle; 
(And they made eleven curtains out of goats’ hair, to make a tent over the Tabernacle;) 

15 one say had thirty cubits in length, [and] four cubits in breadth; all the says were of 
one measure; (each of these curtains was thirty cubits in length, and four cubits in breadth; all 
of the curtains had the same measurements;) 

16 of which says he joined (together) five by themselves, and six others by themselves. 
(and they joined five of these curtains together in one set, and the other six together in another 
set.) 

17 And he made fifty eyelets in the hem of one say, and fifty in the hem of the tother 
say, that those should be joined to themselves together; (And they made fifty eyelets on the 
outer edge of the last curtain in the first set, and fifty eyelets on the joining edge of the second set, 
so that the two sets could be joined together;) 

18 and he made fifty buckles of brass by which the roof was fastened together, that 
one covering were made of all the says. (and they made fifty bronze fasteners, which they 
used to join together the eyelets of the two sets of curtains, and so one tent was made out of all the 
curtains.) 

19 He made also a covering of the tabernacle of the skins of rams made red, and another 
veil above (that) of the skins of jacinth. (And they made a covering for the tent out of red rams’ 
skins, and another covering to be placed on top of that, out of blue skins.) 

20 He made also [the] standing boards of the tabernacle, of the wood of shittim; (And 
they made the upright boards for the Tabernacle, out of shittim wood, or acacia;) 

21 the length of one board was of ten cubits, and the breadth held one cubit and an 
half. (each board was ten cubits in length, and one and a half cubits in breadth; all the boards 
had the same measurements.) 

22 Two indentings were by each board, that the one should be joined to the tother; so 
he made in all the boards of the tabernacle. (And they made two tenons at the bottom of each 
board, so that the boards could stand upright, side-by-side; so they made all the boards for the 
Tabernacle.) 

23 Of which boards twenty were at the midday coast against the south, (Of which boards 
twenty were on the south side, facing south,) 

24 with forty bases of silver; two bases were set under one board on ever either side of 
the corners, where the indentings, or rabbetings, of the sides were ended in the corners. 
(with forty silver bases; two bases were put under each board, to hold its tenons.) 
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25 And at the coast of the tabernacle that beholdeth to the north, he made twenty 
boards, (And for the north side of the Tabernacle, they made twenty boards,) 

26 with forty bases of silver, two bases by each board. (with forty silver bases, two bases 
for each board, to hold its tenons.) 

27 Forsooth against the west, he made six boards, (And for the west side, or the back of the 
Tabernacle, they made six boards,) 

28 and twain other boards by each corner of the tabernacle behind, (and two other boards 
that were set up in the corners at the back of the Tabernacle,) 

29 which were joined from beneath till to above, and were borne into one joining 
(al)together; so he made on ever either part by the corners, (and these boards were joined 
to each other from the bottom to the top, and the same joining held all the boards together; so they 
made the two boards that were put at the corners,) 

30 that they were eight boards (al)together, and they had sixteen bases of silver, that 
is, two bases under each board. (and so altogether, there were eight boards on the west side, 
and they had sixteen silver bases, that is, two bases under each board, to hold its tenons.) 

31 He made also bars of the wood of shittim, five bars to hold together the boards of 
the one side of the tabernacle, (And they made bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, five bars to 
hold together the boards on one side of the Tabernacle,) 

32 and five other bars to shape together the boards of the tother side; and without 
these, he made five other bars (for the boards) at the west coast of the tabernacle against 
the sea. (and five other bars to hold together the boards on the other side; and besides these, they 
made five more bars for the boards at the back, or at the far end, of the Tabernacle, on the west 
side.) 

33 He made also another bar, that should come by the middle (of the) boards, from 
corner till to corner. (And they made the middle bar, that would run from one end of the 
Tabernacle to the other end, half-way up the boards.) 

34 Forsooth he overgilded the walls (made) of the boards, and he melted out their 
silveren bases, and he made their golden rings, by which the bars might be brought 
in, and he covered those same bars with golden plates. (And they gilded the walls made 
out of the boards with gold, and they made their bases out of melted silver, and their rings out of 
melted gold, through which the bars could be brought in, and they covered those same bars with 
gold plates.) 

35 He made also a veil diverse and parted, of jacinth, and purple, and red silk(twice- 
dyed), and bis folded again, by the work of embroidery. (And they made the Veil out of 

jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and embroidered it with 
cherubim.) 

36 He made also four pillars of wood of shittim, which pillars with the hooks he 
overgilded, and he melted out their silveren bases. (And to support the Veil, they made 
four pillars out of shittim wood, or acacia, and they gilded the pillars with gold, and made their 
hooks out of melted gold, and their bases out of melted silver.) 

37 He made also in the entering of the tabernacle a curtain of jacinth, and purple, and 
red silk(twice-dyed), and bis folded again, by the work of embroidery. (And for the entrance 
to the Tabernacle they made a curtain out of jacinth, and purple, red silk twice-dyed, and finely 
woven linen, and embroidered it.) 

38 And he made five pillars with their hooks, which he covered with gold; and he 
melted out their brazen bases, (and their holdings), which he covered with gold. (And 
to support the curtain, they made five pillars out of shittim wood, or acacia, with their hooks; and 
they covered their tops and bands with gold, and made their bases out of bronze./And to support 
the curtain, they made five pillars out of shittim wood, or acacia, which they covered with gold; 
and they had gold hooks, and they covered their tops and bands with gold, and made their bases 
out of bronze.) 
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1 Forsooth Bezaleel made also an ark of the wood of shittim, having two cubits and an 
half in length, and a cubit and an half in breadth; forsooth the height was of one cubit 
and an half; (Then Bezaleel made the Ark, that is, the Box for the tablets of the Law, out of shittim 
wood, or acacia, two and a half cubits in length, and one and a half cubits in breadth, and one and 
a half cubits in height;) 

2 and he covered the ark with purest gold, within and withoutforth. And he made to 
it a golden crown by compass (or And he put a gold band all around it), 

3 and he melted out four golden rings, (to be set) by the four corners thereof, two rings 
in one side, and two rings in the other side. (and he made four rings out of melted gold, to be 
fastened to its four corners, two rings on one side, and two rings on the other side.) 

4 And he made (its) bars (out) of the wood of shittim, (or acacia wood), the which he 
covered with gold, 

5 and which bars he put into the rings that were in the sides of the ark, to bear it. (and 
he put the bars through the rings that were fastened to the sides of the Ark, to carry it.) 

6 He made also a propitiatory, that is, God’s answering place, of purest gold, of two 
cubits and an half in length, and one cubit and an half in breadth. (And he made the 
propitiatory, that is, God’s answering place, or the lid for the Box, out of pure gold, two and a half 
cubits in length, and one and a half cubits in breadth.) 

7 Also he made two cherubims (out) of gold, beaten out with an hammer, which he set 
on ever either side of the propitiatory, (And he made two gold cherubim, beaten out with a 
hammer, which he put at either end of the propitiatory,) 

8 one cherub in the height of the one part, and the tother cherub in the height of the 
tother part; two cherubims, one in each highness of the propitiatory, (one cherub at one 
end, and the other cherub at the other end; two cherubim, but each joined with the lid to make 
one piece,) 

9 stretching out the wings, and covering the propitiatory, and beholding themselves 
together, and that propitiatory. (stretching out their wings, and covering the propitiatory, and 
facing each other, but with their faces turned down toward the propitiatory.) 

10 He made also a board of the wood of shittim, in the length of two cubits, and in the 
breadth of one cubit, which board had a cubit and an half in height. (And he made a table 
out of shittim wood, or acacia, two cubits in length, and one cubit in breadth, and one and a half 
cubits in height.) 

11 And he compassed the table with cleanest gold, and made to it a golden brink by 
compass; (And he covered the table with pure gold, and put a gold band all around it;) 

12 and he made to that brink a golden crown, raised betwixt of four fingers; and on 
the same crown he made another golden crown. (and he made a gold rim four fingers wide 
around that band, and then another gold band around that rim.) 

13 Also he melted out four golden rings, which he put into the four corners, by all 
the feet of the table against the crown, (And he made four rings out of melted gold, which he 
fastened to the four corners of the table, by each leg, close to the rim,) 

14 and he put bars into the circles, or rings, that the table might be borne. (and he put 
bars through the rings, so that the table could be carried.) 

15 And he made the bars (out) of the wood of shittim, and compassed those with gold. 
(And he made the bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, and covered them with gold.) 

16 And he made[the] vessels to diverse uses of the board, vessels of vinegar, vials, and 
little cups, and censers of pure gold, in which the flowing sacrifices shall be offered. (And 
he made the vessels for diverse uses on the table, yea, the vessels for vinegar, and the censers, and 
the little cups, and the basins in which the wine offerings could be made, all made out of pure 


gold.) 
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17 And he made a candlestick, beaten out with an hammer, of cleanest gold, of whose 
stock, rods, cups, and little roundels, and lilies came forth; (And he made the lampstand 
out of pure gold, beaten out with a hammer, from whose shaft its rods, and cups, and little balls, 
and lilies came forth;) 

18 six in ever either side (or six on each side), three rods on (the) one side, and three on 


the other side; 
19 three cups in the manner of a nut by each rod, and little roundels together, and lilies; 


and three cups at the likeness of a nut in the tother rod, and little roundels together, and 
lilies; forsooth the work of (the) six shafts that came forth of the stock of the candlestick, 
was even. (with three cups shaped like almonds, and little balls, and a lily together on the first 
rod; and three cups shaped like almonds, and little balls, and a lily together on the next rod, and 
so on; all the work of the six rods that came forth from the shaft of the lampstand, was the same.) 

20 Soothly in that stock were four cups, in the manner of a nut, and little roundels and 
lilies were by all the cups; (And on the shaft were four cups, shaped like almonds, and there 
were little balls, and lilies, by all the cups;) 

21 and [the] little roundels were under the two shafts by three places, which 
(al)together be made six shafts coming forth of one stock; (and a little ball was under each 
pair of rods, that is, in three places, and altogether there were six rods coming forth from the one 
shaft;) 

22 therefore the little roundels, or balls, and the shafts thereof, were all beaten out 
with hammer, of purest gold. (and so the little balls, and its rods, were all made out of pure 
gold, beaten out with a hammer.) 

23 He made also seven lanterns, with their snuffing tongs, and the vessels where the 
snuffs be quenched, of cleanest gold. (And he made seven lanterns, with their snuffing tongs, 
and the firepans where those tongs be quenched, out of pure gold.) 

24 The candlestick with all his vessels weighed a talent of gold. (The lampstand, and all 
its vessels, were made out of one talent of pure gold.) 

25 He made also the altar of incense, of the wood of shittim, having a cubit by square, 
that is, on each side one cubit, and two cubits in height, of whose corners came forth 
horns. (And he made the altar of incense out of shittim wood, or acacia, one cubit square, that is, 
one cubit on each side, and two cubits in height, out of whose corners the horns came forth.) 

26 And he covered it with cleanest gold, and the griddle, and (the) walls, and the horns 
(thereof); and he made to it a little golden crown by compass, (And he covered it with pure 
gold, yea, its top, and its walls, and its horns; and he put a gold band all around it,) 

27 and two golden rings under the crown, by each side, that [the] bars be put into those, 
and the altar may be borne. (and he made two gold rings to be fastened under the band, on 
each side of the altar, for bars to be put through, so that the altar could be carried.) 

28 Forsooth he made those bars (out) of the wood of shittim, (or acacia wood), and 
covered them with golden plates. 

29 He made also oil to the ointment of hallowing, and [the] incense of sweet smelling 
spiceries, most clean, by the work of (the) apothecary. (And he made the holy oil for 
anointing, and the pure incense of sweet smelling spices, by the work of an apothecary.) 


CHAPTER 38 


1 He made also the altar of burnt sacrifice of the wood of shittim, of five cubits by 
square, and of three cubits in height; (And he made the altar of burnt sacrifice out of shittim 
wood, or acacia, five cubits square, and three cubits in height;) 

2 whose horns came forth [out] of the corners, and he covered it with plates of brass. 
(whose horns came forth out of the corners, and he covered it with bronze plates.) 

3 And into the uses thereof he made ready of brass diverse vessels, cauldrons, tongs, 
fleshhooks, hooks, and firepans. (And he made diverse vessels out of bronze for use with it, 
yea, the cauldrons, tongs, fleshhooks, hooks, and firepans.) 
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4 He made also the brazen griddle thereof, in (the) manner of a net, (or And he made its 
bronze griddle, which was like a net), and a firepan under it, (in) the midst of the altar. 

5 And he melted out four rings, by so many ends of the griddle, to put in the bars [for] 
to bear it; (And he made four bronze rings, to fasten to the four corners of the griddle, for the bars 
to be put through, to carry it;) 

6 and he made those same bars of the wood of shittim, and covered them with plates 
of brass. (and he made those bars out of shittim wood, or acacia, and covered them with bronze 
plates.) 

7 And he led them into the rings that stood forth in the sides of the altar. Forsooth 
that altar was not firm, but hollow of the building of the boards, and void within. (And 
he put them through the rings that were fastened to the sides of the altar. And that altar was not 
solid, but hollow, having been built out of boards, and so was empty within.) 

8 He made also a great washing vessel of brass, with his foundament, of the mirrors 
(of brass) of the women that watched in the great street of the tabernacle. (And he made 
a great bronze washing vessel, and its bronze foundation, or its bronze base, out of the bronze 
mirrors belonging to the women who served at the entrance to the Tabernacle of the Witnessing.) 

9 And he made the great porch, or (the) great entry, in whose south coast were [the] 
curtains of bis folded again, of an hundred cubits, (And he made the courtyard, on whose 
south side were curtains made out of finely woven linen, a hundred cubits long,) 

10 (and) twenty brazen pillars with their bases; the hooks of [the] pillars, and the 
holdings of those”, were of silver; (with twenty bronze pillars, and their bronze bases; and 
the hooks of the pillars, and their bands, were made out of silver;) 

11 evenly at the north coast, the curtains, pillars, and bases, and the hooks of (the) 
pillars, and the holdings of those, were of the same measure, and work, and metal. 
(likewise on the north side, the curtains, the pillars, the bases, the hooks of the pillars, and their 
bands, all had the same measurements, and work, and metal, as those on the south side.) 

12 Forsooth in that coast that beholdeth [to] the west were curtains of fifty cubits, 
(and) ten brazen pillars with their bases; and the hooks of (the) pillars, and the holdings 
of those, were of silver. (And on the west side were curtains fifty cubits long, with ten bronze 
pillars, and their bronze bases; and the hooks of the pillars, and their bands, were made out of 
silver.) 

13 Soothly against the east he made ready curtains of fifty cubits, (And the east side, 
where the entrance to the Tabernacle was, was also fifty cubits long,) 

14 of which curtains one side had fifteen cubits, of three pillars with their bases; (and on 
one side of the entrance, he made curtains fifteen cubits long, with three pillars, and their bases;) 

15 and in the other side, for he made the entering of the tabernacle betwixt ever either, 
were curtains evenly of fifteen cubits, three pillars, and so many bases. (and on the other 
side of the entrance, he also made curtains fifteen cubits long, with three pillars, and their bases.) 

16 Bis folded again covered all the curtains of the great entry. (And all the curtains of the 
courtyard were made out of finely woven linen.) 

17 The bases of the pillars were of brass; forsooth the hooks of those pillars, and the 
holdings of them, were of silver; but also he covered with silver (the heads of) the pillars 
of the great entry. (The bases of the pillars were made out of bronze; and the hooks of the pillars, 
and their bands, were made out of silver; and the tops of the pillars in the courtyard were also 
made out of silver.) 

18 And in the entering thereof he made a curtain, by embroidery work, of jacinth, 
purple, vermilion, either red cloth, and of bis folded again, which curtain had twenty 
cubits in length, and the height was of five cubits, by the measure which all the curtains 
of the great entry had. (And for the entrance to the courtyard he made a curtain out of jacinth, 
and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and embroidered it; which curtain 





* 
CHAPTER 38:10 From the gloss in copies G, Q, and X. 
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was twenty cubits in length, and five cubits in height, the same measurements as the courtyard 
curtains.) 

19 Forsooth the pillars in the entering were four, with brazen bases, and the hooks 
of (the) pillars, and the holdings of those, were of silver; (And there were four pillars at the 
entrance, with bronze bases, and the hooks of the pillars, and their bands, were made out of silver;) 

20 and he made [the] brazen stakes of the tabernacle, and of the great entry, by 
compass. (and he made the bronze pegs for the Tabernacle, and for the courtyard all around 
it.) 

21 These be the numbers (of the amounts of metals) of the tabernacle of witnessing, that 
be numbered, by the commandment of Moses, in the ceremonies, that is, services, of 
Levites, by the hand of Ithamar, the son of Aaron, [the] priest. (These be the numbers 
for the amounts of the metals used in the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, that be listed, by the 
commandment of Moses, and made by the Levites, under the hand, or under the authority, of 
Ithamar, the son of Aaron, the priest.) 

22 Which instruments Bezaleel, the son of Uri, [the] son of Hur, of the lineage of 
Judah, fulfilled; for the Lord commanded by Moses, (Which Tabernacle, and its purtenances, 
Bezaleel, the son of Uri, the son of Hur, of the tribe of Judah, made; all of which the Lord commanded 
to Moses to be made.) 

23 while Aholiab, the son of Ahisamach, of the lineage of Dan, was joined fellow to him, 
and he himself was a noble craftsman of wood, and a tapicer, that is, a weaver of diverse 
colours, and an embroiderer of jacinth, purple, vermilion, and bis. (And Aholiab, the son 
of Ahisamach, of the tribe of Dan, was joined in fellowship with Bezaleel, and he himself was a 
noble craftsman of wood, and a tapicer, that is, a weaver of diverse colours, and an embroiderer in 

jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen.) 

24 All the gold that was spended in the work of the saintuary, and that was offered 
in gifts, was of nine and twenty talents, and of seven hundred and thirty shekels, at the 
measure of the saintuary. (All the gold that was used for the work of the sanctuary, and that was 
offered in gifts, was twenty-nine talents, and seven hundred and thirty shekels, by the measure of 
the sanctuary.) 

25 Forsooth the silver of (the) numbering of the people was an hundred hundreds, 
and a thousand and seven hundred and seventy (and five) shekels, at the weight of (the) 
saintuary, (And the silver gotten from the registering of the people was a hundred talents, and a 
thousand and seven hundred and seventy-five shekels, by the measure of the sanctuary,) 

26 half a shekel by each head of all that passed (by) to (be) number(ed), from twenty 
years and above, of six hundred thousand and three thousand, and five hundred and 
fifty men. (half a shekel from each man who was registered, twenty years and older, that is, from 
six hundred and three thousand, and five hundred and fifty men.) 

27 Furthermore there were an hundred talents of silver, of which the bases of the 
saintuary were melted out (al)together, and (the bases) of the entering, where the veil 
hangeth; an hundred bases were made of an hundred talents, for to each base was 
ordained a talent. (And furthermore there were a hundred talents of silver, out of which the 
bases, for the sanctuary, and for the entrance where the Veil hangeth, were melted out; one 
hundred bases were made out of one hundred talents, that is, one talent was used for each base.) 

28 Forsooth (from out) of a thousand (and) seven hundred and seventy and five shekels, 
he made the hooks of [the] pillars, and covered the heads of the pillars with silver (or and 
covered the tops of the pillars with silver). 

29 Also of brass were offered two and seventy thousand talents, and four hundred 
shekels over. (And of bronze, there were offered seventy talents, and two thousand and four 
hundred shekels.) 

30 Of which the bases in the entering of the tabernacle of witnessing were melted out, 
and the brazen altar, with his griddle, and all the vessels that pertain to the use thereof, 
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(From which were melted out the bases for the entrance to the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and 
the bronze altar, and its griddle, and all the vessels that pertain to its use,) 

31 and the bases of the great entry, as well in the compass, as in the entering thereof, 
and the stakes of the tabernacle, and of the great entry by compass. (and the bases for 
the pillars all around the courtyard, and its entrance, and the pegs for the Tabernacle, and for all 
around the courtyard.) 


CHAPTER 39 

1 Forsooth of jacinth, and purple, vermilion, and bis, he made [the] clothes in which 
Aaron was clothed, when he ministered in [the] holy things, as the Lord commanded to 
Moses. (And they made out of jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and fine linen, the 
clothes in which Aaron was clothed, when he served in the Holy Place, as the Lord commanded to 
Moses.) 

2 Therefore he made the cloak on the shoulders of gold, jacinth, and purple, and of 
red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again, by work of embroidery; (And so they made the 
ephod out of gold, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen, and 
embroidered it;) 

3 also he cut (up) thin golden plates, and made (them very) thin into threads, that those 
may be folded again, with the warp of the former colours; (and they cut up thin gold plates, 
and made them into very thin threads, to be woven into the warp of the other colours;) 

4 and he made twain hems coupled to themselves together, in ever either side of the 
ends; (and they made two shoulder straps, fastened in the front, and behind, to the top edges of 
the ephod, to secure it;) 

5 and he made a girdle of the same colours, as the Lord commanded to Moses. (and 
they made the waistband out of the same things, and joined it to the ephod to form one piece, as 
the Lord commanded to Moses.) 

6 And he made ready two onyx stones, bound and closed in gold, and graved by the 
craft of a worker in gems with the names of the sons of Israel; (And they prepared two onyx 
stones, bound and enclosed in gold, and engraved by the craft of a worker in gems with the names 
of the sons of Israel;) 

7 six names in one stone, and six in the tother stone, by the order of their birth. And 
he set those stones in the side(s) of the cloak on the shoulders, into a memorial of the 


sons of Israel, as the Lord commanded to Moses. (six names on one stone, and six on the 
other stone, in their birth order. And they fastened those stones onto the two shoulder straps of 


the ephod, as a reminder of the twelve tribes of Israel, as the Lord commanded to Moses.) 

8 He made also the rational, by work of embroidery, by the work of the cloak on the 
shoulders, of gold, jacinth, purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and of bis folded again; (And 
they made the breastpiece, like the ephod, out of gold, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice- 
dyed, and finely woven linen, and embroidered it;) 

9 he made the rational four-cornered, double, of the measure of four fingers. (and they 
made the breastpiece square, and folded over double, measuring four fingers thick.) 

10 And he set therein four orders of gems; in the first order was sardius, topaz, 
smaragdus; (And they fastened four rows of gems to it; in the first row was sardius, topaz, and 
emerald;) 

11 in the second order was carbuncle, sapphire, jasper; (in the second row was carbuncle, 
sapphire, and jasper;) 

12 in the third order was ligure, agate, amethyst; (in the third row was ligure, agate, and 
amethyst;) 

13 in the fourth order was crystallite, onyx, and beryl; compassed and enclosed with 
gold, by their orders. (and in the fourth row was crystallite, onyx, and beryl; all encompassed 
and enclosed in gold, in their proper order.) 
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14 And those twelve stones were graven with [the] twelve names of the lineages of 
Israel, all the stones by themselves, by the names of all the lineages by themselves. (And 
those twelve stones were engraved with the twelve names of the sons of Israel, each of the stones 
had the name of one of the sons, representing the twelve tribes of Israel.) 

15 They made also in the rational, little chains, cleaving to themselves together, of 
purest gold, (And for the breastpiece, they made little chains out of pure gold, that were twisted 
like ropes,) 

16 and twain hooks, and so many rings of gold. (and two gold hooks, and two gold rings.) 

17 Forsooth they setted the rings on ever either side of the rational, (And they fastened 
the rings to the upper corners of the breastpiece,) 

18 on which rings [the] two golden chains hanged, which they setted in the hooks, that 
stood forth in the corners of the cloak on the shoulders. (and they joined the two gold chains 
to the rings, and then joined the other ends of the chains to the two hooks, which they fastened to 
the upper part of the front of the two shoulder straps of the ephod.) 

19 These accorded so to themselves, both before and behind, (so) that the cloak on the 
shoulders, and the rational, (And they made two gold rings, which they fastened to the lower 
corners of the breastpiece, by the hem of the ephod, so that they were opposite each other;) 

20 were knitted together, and fastened to the girdle, (and two gold rings, which they 
fastened to the lower part of the front of the two shoulder straps of the ephod, near the seam, 
and above the waistband.) 

21 and coupled full strongly with the rings, which rings a lace of jacinth joined 
together, lest they were loosed, and slacked, and were moved (away) each from (the) 
other; as the Lord commanded to Moses. (And then the breastpiece was bound by its rings 
to the rings of the ephod, with a lace of jacinth, so that the joining would stay secure, and the 
breastpiece and the ephod would not separate from each other; all as the Lord commanded to 
Moses.) 

22 They made also a coat on the shoulders, or alb, all of jacinth; (And they made the robe, 
or the alb, out of jacinth,) 

23 and the hood, or the amice, in the higher part, about the midst, and a woven hem, 
by the compass of the hood; (with a hole in the middle for the head, and with a woven hem all 
around it, so that it would not tear;) 

24 forsooth beneath at the feet they made pineapples of jacinth, and purple, and 
vermilion, and bis folded again; (and on the lower hem they put pomegranates made out of 
jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and finely woven linen;) 

25 and they made little bells of purest gold, which they setted betwixt the 
pomegranates, in the hem of the alb, by compass; (and they made little bells out of pure 
gold, which they put between the pomegranates, all around the hem of the robe;) 

26 a golden little bell, and a pineapple; with which the bishop went adorned, when he 
was set in service, as the Lord commanded to Moses. (a little gold bell, and a pomegranate, 
and another little gold bell, and a pomegranate, and so on, all around the hem; with which the 
High Priest went adorned, when he was ministering, as the Lord commanded to Moses.) 

27 They made also coats of bis, (that is, linen clothes), by woven work, to Aaron and to 
his sons, (And they made finely woven linen shirts, or tunics, for Aaron and his sons,) 

28 and mitres with small crowns of bis, and linen clothes of bis; (and the turban, and the 
peaked caps, out of fine linen, and breeches out of finely woven linen;) 

29 forsooth they made a girdle of bis folded again, of jacinth, purple, and vermilion, 
parted by (the) craft of embroidery, as the Lord commanded to Moses. (and they made 
sashes out of finely woven linen, and jacinth, and purple, and red silk twice-dyed, and embroidered 
them, as the Lord commanded to Moses.) 

30 They made also a plate of holy worshipping, of purest gold, and they wrote therein 
by the craft of a graver in gems, The Holy of the Lord. (And they made the plate of holy 
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dedication, or of consecration, out of pure gold, and they wrote on it by the craft of an engraver of 
gems, Holy to the Lord.) 

31 And they bound it with the mitre by a lace of jacinth, as the Lord commanded to 
Moses. (And they fastened it to the turban with a lace of jacinth, as the Lord commanded to 
Moses.) 

32 Therefore all the work of the tabernacle, and the covering of the witnessing, was 
performed; and the sons of Israel did all things which the Lord commanded to Moses. 
(And so all the work for the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and the tent, and the coverings, was 
finished; and the Israelites did all the things which the Lord commanded to Moses.) 

33 And they offered the tabernacle (to Moses), and the roof, and all the purtenance(s), 
rings, boards, bars, and pillars, and the bases; (And they brought the Tabernacle to Moses, 
and the tent, and all its purtenances, yea, the rings, the boards, the bars, and the pillars, and the 
bases;) 

34 the covering of skins of rams made red, and another covering of skins of jacinth; 
the veil, (the covering made out of red rams’ skins, and the other covering made out of blue skins; 
the Veil,) 

35 the ark, the bars, and the propitiatory; (the Ark, that is, the Box for the tablets of the 
Law, and its bars, and the propitiatory, that is, the mercy seat, or the lid for the Box;) 

36 the board with (its) vessels, and with the loaves of setting forth; (the table, and its 
vessels, and the loaves of proposition, or the showbread;) 

37 the candlestick, lanterns, and the purtenances of those, with [the] oil; (the lampstand, 
its lanterns, and its purtenances, and the oil;) 

38 the golden altar, and the ointment, and [the] incense of sweet smelling spiceries; 
and the curtain in the entering of the tabernacle; (the gold altar, and the ointment, and the 
incense of sweet smelling spices; and the curtain for the entrance to the Tabernacle;) 

39 the brazen altar, [the] griddle, bars, and all the vessels thereof; the great washing 
vessel, with his foundament; (the bronze altar, its griddle, its bars, and all its vessels; the great 
washing vessel, and its foundation, or its base;) 

40 the curtains of the great entry, and the pillars with their bases; the curtain in the 
entering of the great porch, and the cords, and the stakes thereof. Nothing of the vessels 
failed, that was commanded to be made into [the] service of the tabernacle, and into the 
roof of the bond of peace. (the curtains for the courtyard, with its pillars, and their bases; the 
curtain for the entrance to the courtyard, and its cords, and its pegs. And also all the vessels that 
were commanded to be made for use in the Tabernacle of the Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of 
the Witnessing.) 

41 Also the sons of Israel offered the clothes which the priests, that is, Aaron and his 
sons, use in the saintuary, (And the Israelites also offered the clothes which the priests, that is, 
Aaron and his sons, were to use in the sanctuary,) 

42 as the Lord commanded (to Moses). 

43 And after that Moses saw all those things fulfilled, he blessed them. (And after that 
Moses had seen all of those things that were made, he blessed them.) 


CHAPTER 40 

1 And the Lord spake to Moses, saying, 

2 In the first month, in the first day of the month, thou shalt raise the tabernacle of 
witnessing. (In the first month, on the first day of the month, thou shalt raise up the Tabernacle 
of the Witnessing.) 

3 And thou shalt set the ark therein, and thou shalt leave a veil before it. (And thou 
shalt put the Ark in it, and thou shalt put the Veil in front of the Ark.) 

4 And when the board is borne in, thou shalt set thereon those things that be 
commanded justly, either by the law. The candlestick shall stand with his lanterns, (And 
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when the table is brought in, thou shalt put on it those things that be commanded by the law. And 
thou shalt bring in the lampstand, and its lanterns,) 

5 and the golden altar, wherein the incense is burnt before the ark of witnessing. Thou 
shalt set a curtain in the entering of the tabernacle; (and the gold altar, on which the incense 
is burned before the Ark of the Witnessing. And thou shalt hang the curtain at the entrance to the 
Tabernacle;) 

6 and before it thou shalt set the altar of burnt sacrifice, (and in front of it, thou shalt put 
the altar of burnt sacrifice,) 

7 (and)thou shalt set the washing vessel betwixt the altar and the tabernacle, which 
washing vessel thou shalt fill with water. 

8 And thou shalt (en)compass the great porch, and the entering thereof, with curtains. 
(And thou shalt set up the courtyard all around it, and hang up the curtain at its entrance.) 

9 And when thou hast taken the oil of anointing, thou shalt anoint the tabernacle, 
with his vessels, (or thou shalt anoint the Tabernacle, and all its vessels), (so) that those be 
hallowed; 

10 the altar of burnt sacrifice, and all the vessels thereof; 

11 the washing vessel, with his foundament. Thou shalt anoint all things with the oil 
of anointing, that they be holy of holy things. (and the washing vessel, and its foundation, 
or its base. Thou shalt anoint all these things with the anointing oil, so that they be consecrated, 
and most holy.) 

12 And thou shalt present Aaron and his sons to the door of the tabernacle of 
witnessing (or And thou shalt bring Aaron and his sons to the entrance of the Tabernacle of 
the Witnessing); and, when they be washed with water, 

13 thou shalt clothe them in (the) holy clothes, that they minister to me (or so that they 
can serve as my priests), 

14 (See verse 13 above.) 

15 and (so) that the anointing of them profit into (an) everlasting priesthood. 

16 And Moses did all things that the Lord commanded. 

17 Therefore in the first month of the second year, in the first day of the month, the 
tabernacle was set. (And so in the first month of the second year, on the first day of the month, 
the Tabernacle was set up.) 

18 And Moses areared it, and he set (up) the boards, and bases, and bars, and he 
ordained [the] pillars; 

19 and he stretched out the roof upon the tabernacle, and he put a covering above (it), 
as the Lord commanded. (and he stretched out the tent over the Tabernacle, and he put the 
coverings over the tent, as the Lord commanded.) 

20 He put also the witnessing, that is, the tables of the law, in the ark, and he set 
the bars within (the rings), and God’s answering place above (the ark). (And he put the 
Witnessing, that is, the tablets of the Law, into the Ark, that is, the Box for the tablets, and he set 
the bars within the rings, and he put the propitiatory, that is, the mercy seat, or the lid, on the 
Box.) 

21 And when he had brought the ark into the tabernacle, he hanged a veil before it, 
that he should fulfill the commandment of the Lord. (And when he had brought the Ark into 
the Tabernacle, he hung up the Veil in front of it, as the Lord commanded him.) 

22 He setted also the board in the tabernacle of witnessing, at the north coast, without 
the veil, (And he put the table in the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, on the north side of the 
Tabernacle, in front of the Veil,) 

23 and he ordained the loaves of setting forth (on the table), before (the Lord), as the 
Lord commanded to Moses. (and he placed the loaves of proposition, or the showbread, on the 
table, before the Lord, as the Lord commanded to Moses.) 
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24 He set also the candlestick in the tabernacle of witnessing, even against the board, 
in the south side, (And he set the lampstand in the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, opposite the 
table, on the south side of the Tabernacle,) 

25 and he set the lanterns by order, by the commandment of the Lord. (and he set up 
the lanterns before the Lord, as the Lord commanded him.) 

26 He putted also the golden altar under the roof of witnessing, that is, of the 
tabernacle, against the veil, (And he put the gold altar in the Tent of the Witnessing, that is, in 
the Tabernacle, in front of the Veil,) 


27 and he burnt thereon incense of sweet smelling spiceries, as the Lord commanded 
to Moses. 
28 He set also a curtain in the entering of the tabernacle, (And he hung up the curtain at 


the entrance to the Tabernacle,) 

29 and (set) the altar of burnt sacrifice in the porch (of the tabernacle) of witnessing, and 
he offered there(on) burnt sacrifice, and sacrifices, as the Lord commanded. (and put the 
altar of burnt sacrifice by the entrance to the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and then he offered 
on it the burnt sacrifice, and the sacrifices, as the Lord commanded him.) 

30 Also he ordained the washing vessel, betwixt the tabernacle of witnessing and the 
altar, and filled it with water. (And he put the washing vessel between the Tabernacle of the 
Witnessing and the altar, and filled it with water.) 


31 And Moses, and Aaron, and his sons, washed their hands and their feet therein, 
32 when they entered into the tabernacle of the bond of peace, and nighed to the 


altar, as the Lord commanded to Moses. (whenever they entered into the Tabernacle of the 
Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, or when they approached the altar, as the Lord 
commanded to Moses.) 

33 He areared also the great porch, by compass of the tabernacle and of the altar, and 
setted a curtain in the entering thereof. (And he set up the courtyard, that is, the pillars and 
the curtains that enclosed the courtyard, all around the Tabernacle and the altar, and hung up a 
curtain at its entrance.) 

34 After that all things were perfectly made, a cloud covered the tabernacle of 
witnessing, and the glory of the Lord filled it; (And when all things were completed, a cloud 
covered the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, and the glory of the Lord filled it;) 

35 neither Moses might enter into the tabernacle of the bond of peace (or and Moses 
could not go into the Tabernacle of the Covenant, that is, the Tabernacle of the Witnessing), while 
the cloud covered all things, and the majesty of the Lord shined, for the cloud covered 
all things. 

36 If any time the cloud left the tabernacle, the sons of Israel went forth by their 
companies; (And any time that the cloud left the Tabernacle, the Israelites went forth on their 
journey;) 

37 (but) if the cloud hanged there above, they dwelled in the same place; 

38 for the cloud of the Lord rested on the tabernacle by day, and fire (was on it) in the 
night, in the sight of the people of Israel, by all their dwellings. (for the cloud of the Lord 
rested on the Tabernacle by day, and a fire was over it in the night, before the people of Israel, 
during all of their journey.) 
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DEUTERONOMY 


1 These be the words which Moses spake to all Israel over (the) Jordan, in the 
wilderness of the field, (over) against the Red Sea, betwixt Paran, and Tophel, and Laban, 
and Hazeroth, where is full much gold, (These be the words which Moses spoke to all Israel, 
east of the Jordan River, in the wilderness, in the field opposite the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, 
between Paran on one side, and Tophel, Laban, Hazeroth, and Dizahab on the other,) 

2 by eleven days journey from Horeb by the way of the hill of Seir, till to Kadeshbarnea. 
(eleven days journey from Mount Sinai, by way of the hill country of Seir, or of Edom, unto 
Kadeshbarnea.) 

3 In the fortieth year, in the eleventh month, in the first day of the month, Moses spake 
to the sons of Israel all things which the Lord commanded to him that he should say to 
them, (In the fortieth year, in the eleventh month, on the first day of the month, Moses spoke to 
the Israelites all the things which the Lord commanded to him that he should say to them,) 

4 after that he had smitten, or killed, Sihon, the king of Amorites, that dwelled in 
Heshbon, and Og, the king of Bashan, that dwelled in Ashtaroth, and in Edrei, 

5 over (the) Jordan (or east of the Jordan River), in the land of Moab. And Moses began to 
declare the law, and to say, 

6 Our Lord God spake to us in Horeb, and said, It sufficeth to you that ye have dwelled 
in this hill; (The Lord our God spoke to us on Mount Sinai, and said, It now sufficeth for you that 
ye have stayed on this mountain long enough;) 

7 turn ye again, and come ye to the hill (country) of (the) Amorites, and to (the) other 
places that be next to it; and to the places of fields, and of hills, and to [the] lower places 
against the south, and beside the brink of the sea, to the land of Canaanites, and of 
Lebanon, till to the great flood Euphrates (or unto the great Euphrates River). 

8 Lo, he saith, I have given to you that land; enter ye, and have it in possession, on 
which the Lord swore to your fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, that he should give 
that land to them, and to their seed after them. 

9 And I said to you in that time, I may not alone sustain you, (And I said to you at that 
time, I cannot carry all of you by myself) 

10 for your Lord God hath multiplied you, and ye be full many today, as the stars of 
heaven; (for the Lord your God hath multiplied you, and today, ye be as many as the stars in the 
heavens;) 

11 (may) the Lord God of your fathers add to this number many thousands, and bless 
you, as he spake (or as he said he would do). 

12 | may not alone sustain, or bear, your causes, and your burdens, and (your) strives; 

13 give ye of you men wise, and witting, whose conversation is proved in your lineages, 
that I set them princes to you. (choose ye wise men from among you, with knowledge, or 
understanding, whose lives, or reputation, is proven among your tribes, so that I can make them 
your leaders.) 

14 Then ye answered to me, (and said), The thing is good which thou wilt do. 

15 And I took of your lineages men wise, and noble; and I ordained them to be your 
princes, your tribunes, and centurions, and quinquagenaries, and deans, which shall 
teach you all things. (And so I took from your tribes wise and noble men; and I ordained them 
to be your leaders, yea, your tribunes, and centurions, and quinquagenaries, and deans, and they 
shall be your authorities.) 

16 And I commanded to them, and said, Hear ye the people, and deem ye that that is 
just, whether he be a citizen, or a pilgrim. (And I commanded to them, and said, Listen ye to 
the people, and judge ye them justly, or rightly, whether they be citizens, or foreigners.) 
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17 No difference shall be in doom of persons; ye shall hear so a little man, that is, poor, 
as a great man, neither ye shall take heed to the person of any man, for it is the doom 
of God. That if anything seemeth hard to you, tell ye that to me, and I shall hear it. (No 
difference shall be in the judging of persons; ye shall hear the poor, just like the rich, nor shall ye 
take heed of anyone’s rank, or status, for judgement cometh from God. And if anything seemeth 
hard to you, tell ye that to me, and I shall hear it.) 

18 And I commanded (to you) all things which ye ought to do. 

19 Forsooth we went forth from Horeb, and passed by a fearedful desert, and greatest 
wilderness, which ye saw, by the way of the hill of Amorites, as our Lord God commanded 
to us. And when we had come into Kadeshbarnea, (And we went forth from Mount Sinai, and 
passed through a fearful desert, yea, a great and a vast wilderness, which ye saw, by way of the 
hill country of the Amorites, as the Lord our God commanded to us. And when we had come to 
Kadeshbarnea,) 

20 | said to you, Ye be come to the hill (country) of (the) Amorites, which your Lord God 
shall give to you; 

21 see thou, Israel, the land that the Lord God shall give to thee; go thou up, and wield 
it, as our Lord God spake to thy fathers; dread thou not, neither in thine heart be thou 
anything aghast, (or fear thou not, nor let thy hearts be afraid of anything). 

22 And all (of) ye nighed to me, and ye said, Send we men, that shall behold the land 
(or who shall spy out the land), and shall tell us by what way we ought to go up thither, and 
to which cities we ought to go. 

23 And when the word pleased to me, I sent of you twelve men, of each lineage one. 
(And I agreed, and I sent out twelve men of you, one from each tribe.) 

24 And when they had gone forth, and had gone up into the hilly places, they came 
unto the valley of Cluster; and when they had beheld the land, (And when they had gone 
forth, and had gone up into the hill country, they came to the Eshcol Valley; and when they had 
spied out the land,) 

25 they took (some) of the fruits thereof, to show the plenty of it, and they brought 
those fruits to us, and said, The land is good that our Lord God shall give to us. 

26 And ye would not go up thither, but ye were unbelieveful to the word of our Lord 
God. (But ye would not go up there, for ye did not believe the word of the Lord our God.) 

27 And ye grouched in your tabernacles, and ye said, The Lord hateth us, and therefore 
he led us out of the land of Egypt, that he should betake us in the hand of Amorites, and 
do away us. (And ye grumbled in your tents, and ye said, The Lord hateth us, and so he led us out 
of the land of Egypt, so that he could deliver us into the hands of the Amorites, and do us away.) 

28 Whither shall we ascend? the messengers made afeared our heart, and said, A 
greatest multitude is, and larger in stature than we; the cities be great, and walled till to 
heaven; we saw there the sons of Anakim, that is, giants. (Why should we go up there? the 
messengers made our hearts afraid when they said, There is a great multitude there, and they be 
larger in stature than us, and the cities be great, and walled unto the heavens; yea, they said, We 
saw the sons of the Anakim, that is, the sons of the giants, there!) 

29 And I said to you, Have ye no dread (or Do not ye be afraid), nor be ye aghast; 

30 the Lord God himself, which is your leader (or who is your leader), shall fight for you, 
as he did in Egypt, while all men saw (it). 

31 And ye saw in the wilderness, thy Lord God bare thee, as a man is wont to bear his 
little son, in all the way by which ye went, till ye came to this place. (And ye saw in the 
wilderness, how the Lord thy God carried thee, like a man is wont to carry his little son, all the way 
by which ye went, until ye came to this place.) 

32 And soothly neither so ye believed to your Lord God, (But still ye would not trust the 
Lord your God,) 
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33 that went before you in the way (or who went before you on the way), and measured 
the place in which ye ought to set your tents, and he showed in the night the way to you 
by fire, and in the day by a pillar of cloud. 

34 And when the Lord had heard the voice of your words, he was wroth, and swore, 
and said, (And when the Lord heard what you said, he was angry, and swore, and said,) 

35 None of the men of this worst generation shall see the good land, which I promised 
under an oath to your fathers, 

36 except Caleb, the son of Jephunneh; forsooth he shall see it, and I shall give to him 
the land upon which he hath trodden, and to his sons, for he followed the Lord. 

37 Neither the Lord’s indignation against the people is to be marveled (at), since the 
Lord was wroth also to me for you, and said, Neither thou shalt enter thither, (Nor was 
the Lord’s anger against the people to be marveled at, since, because of you, he was also angry at 
me, and said, Nor shalt thou enter in there either,) 

38 but Joshua, the son of Nun, thy servant, he shall enter into that land for thee; excite, 
and strengthen thou him, and he shall part the land by lot to Israel, (or encourage thou 
him, and he shall divide the land by lot to Israel). 

39 Your little children, of which ye said, that they should be led prisoners, and the sons 
that know not today the diversity of good and of evil, they shall enter thither; and I shall 
give to them the land, and they shall wield it. (Your little children, of whom ye said, that they 
would be led away as prisoners, and thy sons and daughters who know not today the diversity of 
good and evil, they shall enter in there; yea, I shall give the land to them, and they shall take it.) 

40 Soothly turn ye again, and go ye into the wilderness, by the way of the Red Sea. (So 
now turn ye around, and go ye back to the wilderness, by way of the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds.) 

41 And ye answered to me, We have 

sinned to the Lord; we shall go up, and we shall fight, as our Lord God commanded. 
And when ye were arrayed with armours, and went into the hill, (And ye answered to me, 
and said, We have sinned against the Lord; but now we shall go up, and we shall fight, as the Lord 
our God commanded. And when ye were arrayed with arms, or with weapons, and were about to 
go up to the hill country,) 

42 the Lord said to me, Say thou to them, Do not ye go up, neither fight ye, for I am 
not with you, lest ye fall before your enemies. 

43 (So) I spake this to you, and ye heard me not; but ye were adversaries to the 
commandment of the Lord, and swelling with pride, went up into the hill (country). 

44 Therefore Amorites went out, that dwelled in the hills, and he came against you, and 
pursued you, as bees be wont to pursue, and he killed you down from Seir unto Hormah. 
(And so the Amorites, who lived in the hills, came out, and they went against you, and pursued 
you, as bees be wont to pursue their prey, and they killed you at Hormah, in Seir, or in Edom.) 

45 And when ye turned again, and wept before the Lord, he heard not you, neither 
would assent to your voice; (And when ye returned, and wept before the Lord, he would not 
listen to you, nor assent to your pleadings;) 

46 therefore ye sat in Kadesh by much time. (and so ye sat there in Kadesh for a long time.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And we went forth from thence, and came into the wilderness that leadeth to the 
Red Sea, as the Lord said to me; and we compassed the hill of Seir in long time. (And we 
went forth from there, and came to the wilderness that leadeth to the Red Sea, as the Lord said to 
me; and we marched around the hill country of Seir for a long time.) 

2 And (then) the Lord said to me, 

3 It sufficeth to you to compass this hill; go ye against the north. (It sufficeth for you to 
have gone around these hills long enough; now go ye to the north.) 

4 And command thou to the people, and say, Ye shall pass by the terms of your 
brethren, the sons of Esau, that dwell in Seir, and they shall dread you. Therefore see 
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ye diligently, (And command thou to the people, and say, Ye shall pass by the borders, or the 
territory, of your brothers, the sons of Esau, who live in Seir, and they shall fear you. And so see 
ye diligently,) 

5 that ye be not moved against them; for I shall not give to you of their land as much as 
the step of one foot may tread, for I have given the hill of Seir into the possession of Esau. 
(that ye go not against them; for I shall not give you any of their land, not as much as the step of 
one foot can tread, for I have given the hill country of Seir to the sons of Esau for a possession.) 

6 Ye shall buy of them meats for money, and ye shall eat; and ye shall draw, and drink 
water bought. (Ye shall buy food from them with your money, and then ye shall eat; and ye shall 
buy some water, and drink it.) 

7 Thy Lord God hath blessed thee in all the works of thine hands; he hath known thy 
way, how thou hast passed this most wilderness, by forty years; and thy Lord God dwelled 
with thee, and nothing failed to thee. (The Lord thy God hath blessed thee in all the works of 
thy hands; he hath known thy way, how thou hast passed through this great wilderness for forty 
years; and the Lord thy God hath been with thee, and thou hast lacked nothing.) 

8 And when we had passed by our brethren, the sons of Esau, that dwelled in Seir, by 
the way of the field of Elath, and of Eziongaber, we came to the way that leadeth into the 
desert, (or the wilderness), of Moab. 

9 And the Lord said to me, Fight thou not against Moabites, neither begin thou battle 
against them; for I shall not give to thee anything of their land, for I have given Ar into 
possession to the sons of Lot (or for I have given Ar to the sons of Lot for a possession). 

10 Emim were the first dwellers thereof, a great people, and strong, and so high, (The 
Emims were the first inhabitants there, a great and strong people, and so tall,) 

11 that they were believed to be as giants, of the generation of Anakim, and they were 
like the sons of Anakim; forsooth Moabites call them Emim (or but the Moabites call them 
the Emims). 

12 Soothly Horims dwelled before in Seir, and when they were put out, and were done 
away, the sons of Esau dwelled there, as Israel did in the land of his possession, which 
the Lord gave to him. (And the Horims lived there before in Seir, and when they were put out, 
and were done away, then the sons of Esau lived there, like the Israelites did in the land of their 
possession, which the Lord gave to them.) 

13 Therefore we rose up, that we should pass the strand of Zered, and we came to it. 
(And so we rose up, and went out, and crossed over the Zered River.) 

14 Soothly the time in which we went from Kadeshbarnea till to the passing of 
the strand of Zered, was of eight and thirty years, (or And the time it took us to go 
from Kadeshbarnea until we crossed over the Zered River, was thirty-eight years), till all the 
generation of fighting men was wasted from their tents, as the Lord had sworn; 

: : whose hand was against them, (so) that they should perish from the midst of their 
ents. 

16 Soothly after that all the fighters had fallen down, (And when all the fighting men had 
died,) 

17 the Lord spake to me, and said, 

18 Thou shalt pass today the coasts of Moab, (by) the city, Ar by name, (Today, thou shalt 
cross over the border of Moab, by the city of Ar,) 

19 and thou shalt nigh into the coasts of the sons of Ammon; be thou ware that thou 
fight not against them, nor be moved to battle; for I shall not give to thee of the land of 
the sons of Ammon, for I have given it to the sons of Lot into possession. (and thou shalt 
come near to the land of the Ammonites; be thou careful that thou do not fight against them, nor 
go into battle with them; for I shall not give thee any of the land of the Ammonites, for I have given 
it to the sons of Lot for a possession.) 
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20 It is reckoned the land of giants, and giants inhabited therein sometime, which 
giants Ammonites call Zamzummims; (It is reckoned the land of giants, and giants lived there 
sometime ago, whom the Ammonites called the Zamzummims;) 

21 a much people, and great, and of noble length, as Anakim, which the Lord did 
away from the face of them, and made them to dwell (there) for those giants, (a great 
and numerous people, and as tall as the Anakim, whom the Lord did away from there, and then 
allowed the Ammonites to live there instead of those giants,) 

22 as he did to the sons of Esau, that dwelled in Seir, and did away Horims, and gave to 
them the land of Horims, which the sons of Esau wield till into present time. (as he did 
for the sons of Esau, who lived in Seir, for he did away the Horims, and gave the land of the Horims 
to the sons of Esau, which they possess unto this present time.) 

23 Also men of Cappadocia putted out Avims, that dwelled in Hazerim, till to Gaza; 
which went out from Cappadocia, and did away Avims, and dwelled there for them. (And 
the men of Caphtor put out the Avims, who lived in Hazerim, unto Gaza; yea, they went out from 
Caphtor, and did away the Avims, and lived there in their place.) 

24 Rise ye, and pass ye the strand of Arnon; lo! I have betaken in(to) thine hand Sihon, 
king of Heshbon, of Amorites; and his land begin thou to wield, and smite thou battle 
against him. (So rise ye up, and cross ye over the Arnon River; behold! I have delivered Sihon, 
the king of Heshbon, of the Amorites, and his land, into thy hands; now begin thou to possess it, 
and make thou battle against him.) 

25 Today I shall begin to send thy dread, and thy fear into the peoples that dwell under 
all heaven, (or Today I shall begin to put the dread, and the fear, of thee into all the peoples who 
live under heaven), (so) that when thy name is heard, they dread, and tremble, by the 
manner of women travailing of child, and be holden with sorrow. 

26 Therefore I sent messengers from the wilderness of Kedemoth to Sihon, king of 
Heshbon; and I said with peaceable words (or and I said with these words of peace), 

27 We shall pass through thy land, we shall go in the common way; we shall not bow 
neither to the right side, nor to the left side. (We desire to pass through thy land, and we 
shall go by the common way; we shall not turn to the right, nor to the left.) 

28 Sell thou us meats for price, that we eat; give thou us water for money, and so we 
shall drink. Only it is that we ask of thee that thou grant passage to us, (Sell thou food to 
us for money, so that we can eat; and sell thou water to us for money, so that we can drink. All 
that we ask of thee is that thou grant passage to us,) 

29 as the sons of Esau did, that dwell in Seir, and the Moabites, that dwell in Ar, till we 
come to (the) Jordan, and pass to the land which our Lord God shall give to us. (as the sons 
of Esau did, who live in Seir, and the Moabites, who live in Ar, until we come to the Jordan River, 
and then cross over to the land which the Lord our God shall give to us.) 

30 And Sihon, king of Heshbon, would not give passage to us; for thy Lord God made 
hard his spirit, and made firm in evil the heart of him, that he should be betaken into 
thine hands, as thou seest now. (But Sihon, the king of Heshbon, would not grant us passage; 
for the Lord thy God made his spirit hard, and his heart firm in evil, so that he would be delivered 
into thy hands, as thou now seest that he is.) 

31 And the Lord said to me, Lo, I have begun to betake to thee Sihon, and his land; 
begin thou to wield it. (And the Lord said to me, Behold, I have now begun to deliver unto thee 
Sihon, and his land; begin thou to possess it.) 

32 And Sihon went out against us with all his people, to battle in Jahaz (or to do battle 
at Jahaz). 

33 And our Lord God betook him to us, and we have smitten him (or and we struck him 
down), with his sons, and all his people. 

34 And we took in that time all the cities, when the dwellers of those cities, men, and 
women, and children, were slain; we left not in them anything, (And we took all their cities 
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at that time, and the inhabitants of those cities, the men, and women, and children, were all killed; 
we left nothing in them,) 

35 except beasts that fell into the part of men taking prey (or except for the beasts which 
we took as prey), and except(for the) spoils of the cities which we (also) took. 


36 From Aroer, which is on the brink of the strand of Arnon, from the town which is 
set in the valley, unto Gilead, no town was, nor city, that escaped our hands. Our Lord 


God betook all to us; (From Aroer, which is on the bank of the Arnon River, and from the town 
which is set in the valley, unto Gilead, there was no town, or city, that escaped our hands. The Lord 
our God delivered all of them to us;) 

37 except the land of the sons of Ammon, to which land we nighed not, and all things 
that lie to the strand of Jabbok, and except the cities of the mountains, and all the places 
from which our Lord God forbade us. (except for the land of the Ammonites, which land we 
did not even come near to, and all the places that be along the Jabbok River, and except for the 
cities in the mountains, and all the places to which the Lord our God forbade us to go.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 And so we turned, and went up by the way of Bashan; and Og, the king of Bashan, 
went out against us with his people, to fight in Edrei (or to fight us at Edrei). 

2 And the Lord said to me, Dread thou not him, for he is betaken into thine hand, (or 
Do not thou fear him, for he is delivered into thy hands), with all his people, and his land; and 
thou shalt do to him, as thou didest to Sihon, king of Amorites, that dwelled in Heshbon. 

3 Therefore our Lord God betook in our hands also Og, the king of Bashan, and all his 
people; and we have smitten him unto death, (And so the Lord our God also delivered Og, 
the king of Bashan, into our hands, with all his people; and we struck down all of them, unto the 
death,) 

4 and we wasted all his cities in one time; no town there was of his that escaped us; 
we destroyed sixty cities, all the country of Argob, of the realm of Og in Bashan. (and we 
destroyed all his cities at that time; there was no town of his that escaped us; we destroyed sixty 
cities, all the region of Argob, the kingdom of Og in Bashan.) 

5 All the cities were strengthened with most high walls, and with gates and bars; 
without towns unnumberable, that had no walls, (or besides the innumerable towns, that 
had no walls). 

6 And we did away those men, as we did to Sihon, king of Heshbon; and we destroyed 
each city of that land, and the men, and the women, and (the) little children; 

7 and we took by prey beasts, and spoils of the cities. (and for prey, we took beasts, and 
spoils, from all the cities.) 

8 And we took in that time the land from the hand of the two kings of Amorites, that 
were beyond (the) Jordan, from the strand of Arnon unto the hill of Hermon, (And so at 
that time we took from the hands of the two kings of the Amorites, all the land which was east of 
the Jordan River, from the Arnon River unto Mount Hermon,) 

9 which hill Sidonians call Sirion, and Amorites call Shenir. (which mountain the 
Sidonians call Mount Sirion, and the Amorites call Mount Shenir.) 

10 And we took all the cities that were set in the plain, and all the land of Gilead, and 
of Bashan, unto Salchah and Edrei, cities of the realm of Og, in Bashan. (And we took all 
the cities that were set there on the plain, and all the land of Gilead, and of Bashan, unto Salchah 
and Edrei, cities in the kingdom of Og, in Bashan.) 

11 For Og alone, king of Bashan, was left of the generation of giants; and his iron bed 
is showed, which is in Rabbath, of the sons of Ammon, and it hath nine cubits of length, 
and four cubits of breadth, at the measure of a cubit of a man’s hand. (For only Og, the 
king of Bashan, was left of the generation of the giants; and his iron bed is on display in the city 
of Rabbath, of the Ammonites, and it is nine cubits in length, and four cubits in breadth, at the 
measure of one cubit equal to a man’s hand.) 
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12 And we wielded in that time the land, from Aroer, which is on the brink of the strand 
of Arnon, unto the half part of the hill of Gilead; and I gave his cities to Reuben and to 


Gad. (And so we took the land from Aroer, which is on the bank of the Arnon River, unto half of 
the hill country of Gilead; and I gave its cities to the tribes of Reuben and of Gad.) 

13 And I gave the tother part of Gilead, and all Bashan, of the realm of Og, to the half 
lineage of Manasseh, and all the country of Argob. All Bashan was called the land of 
giants. (And I gave the other part of Gilead, and all of Bashan, which was 0g’s kingdom, that is, 
all the region of Argob, to half of the tribe of Manasseh. Previously, all of Bashan was called the 
land of the giants.) 

14 Jair, the son of Manasseh, wielded all the country of Argob, unto the land of Geshuri 
and of Maachathi; and he called (the towns there) by his name Bashanhavothjair, that is, 
the towns of Jair, till into this present day. (Jair, the son of Manasseh, took all the region of 
Argob, unto the borders of the Geshurites and the Maachathites; and he called the towns there 
Bashanhavothjair, that is, the towns of Jair, after his own name, and they still be called that unto 
this present day.) 

15 Also I gave Gilead to Machir; (And I gave Gilead to Machir;) 

16 and to the lineages of Reuben and of Gad I gave the land of Gilead, till to the strand 
of Arnon, (that is, unto) the middle of the strand, and of the ends till to the strand of 
Jabbok, which is the term of the sons of Ammon. (and to the tribes of Reuben and of Gad 
I gave the land of Gilead, unto the middle of the Arnon River in the south, and up to the Jabbok 
River in the north, which is the border with the Ammonites.) 

17 And I gave to them the plain of the wilderness, unto (the) Jordan, and the terms of 
Chinnereth unto the sea of (the) desert, the which is the most salt(y) sea, at the roots of 
the hill of Pisgah, against the east. (And on the west, I gave them the plain, or the Arabah, 
unto the Jordan River, from the Sea of Galilee, or Lake Galilee, in the north, down to the Salt Sea, 
or the Dead Sea, in the south, and to the foot of Ashdothpisgah, or Mount Pisgah, on the east.) 

18 And I commanded to you in that time, and said, Your Lord God giveth to you this 
land into heritage; all ye strong men, (And I commanded to you at that time, and said, The 
Lord your God hath given you this land for an inheritance; all ye strong men,) 

19 without (your) wives, and little children, and beasts, be ye made ready, and go ye 
before your brethren, the sons of Israel. For I know that ye have many beasts, and those 
shall dwell in the cities that I have given to you, 

20 till the Lord give rest to your brethren, as he hath given to you, and till they also 
wield the land which the Lord shall give to them beyond (the) Jordan; then each man 
shall turn again into his possession that I have given to you. (until the Lord give rest to 
your brothers, as he hath given to you, and until they also take the land which the Lord shall give 
them on the other side of the Jordan River; then each man can return to his possession that I have 
given you.) 

21 Also I commanded to Joshua in that time, and said, Thine eyes have seen what things 
your Lord God did to these two kings; so he shall do to all the realms, to which thou shalt 
go; (And I commanded to Joshua at that time, and said, Thine eyes have seen what the Lord your 
God did to these two kings; so he shall do to all the kingdoms into which thou shalt go;) 

22 dread thou not them; [the Lord our God shall fight for us]. (do not thou fear them; for the 
Lord your God shall fight for you.) 

23 And I prayed the Lord in that time, and said, (And I prayed to the Lord at that time, and 
said,) 

24 Lord God, thou hast begun to show to me thy servant thy greatness, and thy full 
strong hand, for none other God there is, either in heaven, either in earth, that may do 
thy works, and may be comparisoned to thy strength, (or for there is no other god, either in 
heaven, or on earth, who can do thy works, and whose strength can be compared to thy strength). 
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25 Therefore I shall pass, and shall see this best land beyond (the) Jordan, and this noble 
hill, and Lebanon. (And so I shall cross over, and shall see this best land beyond the Jordan River, 
and this noble hill country, and the mountains of Lebanon.) 

26 And the Lord was wroth to me for you, neither he heard me, but he said to me, It 
sufficeth to thee; speak thou no more of this thing to me. (But because of you, the Lord was 
angry with me, and he would not listen to me, and he said to me, It sufficeth for thee; speak thou 
no more of this thing to me.) 

27 Go thou up into the highness of Pisgah, and cast about thine eyes to the west, and 
north, and south, and east, and behold, for thou shalt not pass this Jordan. (Go thou up 
onto the top of Mount Pisgah, and cast thine eyes to the west, and the north, and the south, and 
the east, and see it all, for thou shalt not cross over the Jordan River.) 

28 Command thou to Joshua, and strengthen thou him, and comfort him; for he shall 
go before this people, and he shall part to them the land, which thou shalt see. (Then 
command thou to Joshua, and strengthen thou him, and encourage him; for he shall lead this 
people across to take the land, which thou shalt only see.) 

29 And we dwelled in the valley against the temple of Bethpeor. (And so we stayed in the 
valley opposite the town of Bethpeor.) 


CHAPTER 4 


1 And now, thou Israel, hear the behests and dooms which I teach thee, that thou do 
those, and live, and that thou enter and wield the land which the Lord God of your fathers 


shall give to you. (And now, 0 Israel, listen to the statutes and laws, or judgements, which I shall 
teach thee, so that thou do them, and live, and so that thou can enter and take the land which the 
Lord God of your fathers shall give to you.) 

2 Ye shall not add to the word which I speak to you, neither ye shall take away from it; 
keep ye the commandments of your Lord God (or obey the commandments of the Lord your 
God), which I command to you. 

3 Your eyes saw all things which the Lord did against Baalpeor; how he all-brake all 
the worshippers of him from the midst of you. (Your own eyes saw all the things which the 
Lord did at Mount Peor; how he destroyed all the worshippers of Baal of Peor in the midst of you.) 

4 Forsooth ye that cleave(d) to your Lord God live all till into (this) present day. (But all 
of ye who cleaved to the Lord your God still be alive unto this present day.) 

5 Ye know that I taught you the behests and the rightwisenesses, as my Lord God 
commanded to me; so ye shall do them in the land that ye shall wield, (Ye know that I 
have taught you all the statutes and the laws, or the judgements, as the Lord my God commanded 
to me; and ye shall do them in the land that ye shall take,) 

6 and ye shall keep, and fulfill them in work. For this is your wisdom and 
understanding before [the] peoples, that all men hear these behests, and say, Lo! a wise 
people and an understanding (one)! a great folk! (and ye shall obey them, and fulfill them in 
work. For this shall show your wisdom and understanding to the other peoples, and when the other 
peoples hear of these statutes, they shall say, Behold! a wise people, a people of understanding! 
yea, a great nation!) 

7 None other nation is so great, that hath Gods nighing to itself, as our God is ready to 
all our beseechings. (No other nation, no matter how great, hath gods so near to it, as our God 
is to us.) 

8 For what other folk is so noble, that it hath ceremonies, and just dooms, and all the 
law, which I shall set forth today before your eyes? (For what other nation is so noble, that it 
hath statutes, and judgements, and all the law/s, which I shall set forth today before your eyes?) 

° Therefore keep thyself, and thy soul busily; forget thou not the words which thine 
eyes have seen, and fall they not down from thine heart, in all the days of thy life. Thou 
shalt teach those (to) thy sons, and thy sons? sons. (And so guard thyself, and thy soul; forget 
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thou not the things which thine eyes have seen, and fall they not down from thy heart, all the days 
of thy life. Thou shalt teach them to thy sons and thy daughters, and to thy children’s children.) 

10 Tell thou to them(about) the day in which thou stoodest before thy Lord God in 
Horeb, when the Lord spake to me, and said, Gather thou the people to me, that it hear 
my words, and that it learn for to dread me in all time in which it liveth in (the) earth, 
and teach his sons. (Tell thou them about the day in which thou stoodest before the Lord thy 
God at Mount Sinai, when the Lord spoke to me, and said, Gather thou the people to me, so that 
they can hear my words, and that they learn to fear me or and that they learn to revere me, in all 
the time in which they live on the earth, and that they also teach their sons and their daughters 
this.) 

11 And ye nighed to the root of the hill, that burnt till to heaven; and darknesses, and 
cloud, and mist were therein. (And ye came near, and stood at the foot of the mountain, that 
burned unto the heavens; and darkness, and cloud, and mist were on that mountain.) 

12 And the Lord spake to you from the midst of [the] fire; ye heard the voice of his 
words, and utterly ye saw no form, or shape. (And the Lord spoke to you from the midst of 
the fire; ye heard him speaking to you, but truly ye saw no shape, or form.) 

13 And he showed to you his covenant, which he commanded that ye should do, and 
[the] ten words, which he wrote in two tables of stone. (And he told you his covenant, which 
he commanded that ye should do, and the Ten Words, that is, the Ten Commandments, which he 
wrote on two tablets of stone.) 

14 And he commanded to me in that time, that I should teach you ceremonies and 
dooms (or that I should teach you the statutes and laws, or judgements), which ye ought to do 
in the land which ye shall wield. 

15 Therefore keep ye busily your minds; ye saw not any likeness in the day in which 
the Lord spake to you in Horeb, from the midst of the fire; (And so guard ye your minds; for 
ye saw not any form, or figure, on the day in which the Lord spoke to you on Mount Sinai, from the 
midst of the fire;) 

16 lest peradventure ye be deceived, and make to youa graven likeness, either an image 
of male, either female; (lest ye be deceived, and make for yourselves an idol, a carved image of 
aman, or a woman,) 

17 or a likeness of all beasts that be on earth, either of birds flying under heaven, (or a 
likeness of any beast that is on the earth, or of any bird flying in the sky,) 

18 either of creeping beasts that be moved in the earth, either of fishes that dwell 
under the earth in waters; (or of any creeping beast that moveth on the ground, or of any fish 
that liveth in the waters under the earth;) 

19 lest peradventure, when thine eyes be raised up to heaven, thou see the sun, and 
the moon, and all the stars of heaven, and thou be deceived by error, and worship those 
things, and honour them, the which things thy Lord God made of nought, into the service 
of all folks that be under heaven. (lest, when thine eyes be raised up to the heavens, and thou 
see the sun, and the moon, and all the stars in the sky, that is, the host of heaven, thou be deceived 
by error, and thou worship those things, and honour them, which things the Lord thy God made 
out of nothing, for the service of all the peoples who be under heaven.) 

20 Forsooth the Lord took you, and led you out of the iron furnace, or strong 
tribulation, of Egypt, that he should have a people of heritage, as it is in [the] present day. 
(But the Lord took you, and led you out of the iron furnace, that is, out of thy strong tribulation, 
in Egypt, so that he would have a people of inheritance, as ye be to this present day.) 

21 And the Lord was wroth against me for your words, and swore that I should not 
pass (the) Jordan, and that I should not enter into the best land, which he shall give to 
you. (But because of you, the Lord was angry with me, and he swore that I would not cross over 
the Jordan River, and that I would not enter into that best land, which he shall give to you.) 
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22 Lo! I die in this land; I shall not pass (the) Jordan; ye shall pass it, and shall wield 
the noble land. (Behold! I shall die here in this land; I shall not cross over the Jordan River, but 
ye shall cross over it, and ye shall possess the noble land.) 

23 Be ye ware, lest any time thou forget the covenant of thy Lord God, which he made 
with thee, and lest thou make to thee a graven likeness of those things which the Lord 
hath forbidden thee to make. (Be ye careful, lest any time thou forget the covenant of the Lord 
thy God, which he made with thee, and lest thou make for yourselves a carved image, or an idol, 
of those things which the Lord hath forbidden thee to make.) 

24 For thy Lord God is a fire wasting; a jealous God. (For the Lord thy God is a wasting fire; 
yea, a jealous God.) 

25 If ye beget sons, and sons of sons, and ye dwell in the land, and ye be deceived, and 
make to you any likeness, or image, (or and make for yourselves any likeness, or idol), and do 
evil before your Lord God, (so) that ye stir him to great wrath, 

26 | call (to) witness today heaven and earth, that ye shall perish soon from the land, 
that ye shall wield, when ye have passed (the) Jordan; ye shall not live long time therein, 
but the Lord shall do away you, (I call heaven and earth to witness against you today, that ye 
soon shall perish from the land that ye shall take, when ye have crossed over the Jordan River; ye 
shall not live a long time in it, but the Lord shall do you away,) 

27 and he shall scatter you abroad among all heathen men, and ye shall dwell few (in 
number) among the nations, to which the Lord shall lead you. 

28 And there ye shall serve to gods, that be made by men’s hands, to tree and to stone, 
(or And there ye shall serve gods, that be made by the hands of men, out of wood and stone), (gods) 
that neither see, neither hear, neither eat, neither smell. 

29 And when thou hast sought there thy Lord God, thou shalt find him, (or But if thou 
shalt seek the Lord thy God there, thou shalt find him); if nevertheless thou seekest him with 
all thy heart, and with all the tribulation of thy soul. 

30 After that all things have found thee, that be before-said, soothly in the last time, 
thou shalt turn again to thy Lord God, and thou shalt hear his voice. (And when all these 
things have found thee, that be spoken of before, thou shalt finally return to the Lord thy God, and 
thou shalt listen to his voice, and obey him.) 

31 For thy Lord God is a merciful God; he shall not forsake thee, neither he shall do thee 
away utterly, neither he shall forget the covenant, in which he swore to thy fathers. (For 
the Lord thy God is a merciful God; he shall not forsake thee, nor shall he utterly do thee away, nor 
shall he forget the covenant, which he swore to thy fathers.) 

32 Ask thou (them) of [the] eld days, or times, that were before thee, from the day in 
which thy Lord God made of nought man upon (the) earth, ask thou from the one end of 
heaven unto the tother end thereof, that is, take heed to all things that ever were done, 
if such a thing was done any time, (Ask thou them about the days of old, or the former times, 
that were before thee, from the day in which the Lord thy God made a man out of nothing on the 
earth, ask thou from one end of heaven unto the other, that is, take heed of all the things that were 
ever done, if at any time such a thing was ever done,) 

33 either if it was ever known, that a people heard the voice of God speaking from the 
midst of the fire, as thou hast heard and seen; (or was it ever made known, if any other people 
heard the voice of God speaking to them from the midst of the fire, as thou hast heard, and yet still 
lived?) 

34 either if that God went in, and took to himself a folk from the midst of nations, by 
temptations, miracles, and great wonders, by battle, and strong hand, and arm stretched 
forth, and horrible sights, by all things which your Lord God did for you in Egypt, in sight 
of thine eyes; (or if any god went in, and took for himself a people from the midst of another 
nation, by temptations, and miracles, and great wonders, and by battle, and by a strong hand, 
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and an outstretched arm, and terrible sights, yea, by all the things which the Lord your God did 
for you in Egypt, in the sight of thine own eyes?) 

35 that thou shouldest know, that the Lord himself is God, and none other is, besides 
(this) one. (so that thou wouldest know, that the Lord himself is God, and there is no other besides 
him.) 

36 From heaven he made thee to hear his voice, that he should teach thee; and in [the] 
earth he showed to thee his full great fire (or and on the earth he showed thee his very great 
fire), and thou heardest his words from [the] midst of the fire; 

37 for he loved thy fathers, and chose their seed after them. And he led thee out of 
Egypt, and went before thee in his great strength, 

38 that he should do away the greatest nations, and stronger than thou, in thine 
entering, and that he should lead thee in, and should give to thee their land into 
possession (or and should give thee their land for a possession), as thou seest in (this) present 
day. 

39 Therefore know thou today, and think in thine heart, that the Lord himself is God in 
heaven above, and in earth beneath, and none other is. (And so know thou today, and take 
to thy heart, that the Lord himself is God in heaven above, and on the earth beneath, and there is 
no other.) 

40 Keep thou his behests, and his commandments, which I command to thee, that it 
be well to thee, and to thy sons after thee, and that thou dwell much time upon the land, 
which thy Lord God shall give to thee. (Obey thou his statutes, and his commandments, which 
Icommand to thee, that it be well with thee, and with thy children after thee, and so that thou live 
along time on the land, which the Lord thy God shall give to thee.) 

41 Then Moses separated three cities beyond (the) Jordan at the east coast, (Then Moses 
set apart three cities east of the Jordan River,) 

42 that he flee to those, that slayeth his neighbour not willfully, and was not (an) enemy 
(to him) before one and the tother day, and that he may flee to some of these cities; (so 
that anyone might flee to them, who did not willfully, or intentionally, kill his neighbour, and was 
not an enemy to him the day before, and so that he might escape to one of these cities, and live;) 

43 Bezer in the wilderness, which is set in the field land, of the lineage of Reuben; and 
Ramoth in Gilead, which is in the lineage of Gad; and Golan in Bashan, which is in the 
lineage of Manasseh. (Bezer in the wilderness, which is set on the plains, for the tribe of Reuben; 
and Ramoth in Gilead, for the tribe of Gad; and Golan in Bashan, for the tribe of Manasseh.) 


44 This is the law which Moses setted forth before the sons of Israel, 
45 and these be the witnessings, and ceremonies, and the dooms, which he spake to 


the sons of Israel, when they went out of Egypt, (and these be the testimonies, and statutes, 
and the laws, or the judgements, which he spoke to the Israelites, when they went out of Egypt,) 

46 beyond (the) Jordan, in the valley against the temple of Bethpeor, in the land of 
Sihon, king of Amorites, that dwelled in Heshbon, whom Moses killed. And the sons of 
Israel went out of Egypt, (east of the Jordan River, in the valley opposite the town of Bethpeor, in 
the land of Sihon, the king of the Amorites, who lived in Heshbon. Moses and the Israelites defeated 
him, after they went out of Egypt,) 

47 and wielded his land, and the land of Og, king of Bashan, two kings of Amorites, that 
were beyond (the) Jordan, at the rising of the sun; (and they took his land, and also the land 
of Og, the king of Bashan, the two kings of the Amorites, who lived on the east side of the Jordan 
River;) 

48 from Aroer, which is set on the brink of the strand of Arnon, till to the hill of Sion, 
which is Hermon; (from Aroer, which is set on the bank of the Arnon River, unto Mount Sirion, 
that is, Mount Hermon;) 

49 and they wielded all the plain beyond (the) Jordan, at the east coast, unto the sea of 
(the) wilderness, and unto the roots of the hill of Pisgah. (and they took all the plain, or the 
Arabah, east of the Jordan River, unto the Dead Sea, and the foot of Mount Pisgah.) 


3523 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 5:1 92 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 5:16 


CHAPTER 5 

1 And Moses called all Israel, and said to him, Hear, thou Israel, the ceremonies and 
dooms, which I speak today in your ears; learn ye them, and fulfilleth in deed. (And Moses 
called all the Israelites, and said to them, Hear, O Israel, the statutes and laws, or judgements, 
which I speak today in your ears; learn ye them, and do ye them.) 

2 Our Lord God made a bond of peace with us in Horeb; (The Lord our God made a covenant 
with us at Mount Sinai;) 

3 he made not covenant with our fathers, but with us that be present, and live. (he did 
not make the covenant with our fathers, but with us who be alive, and present here today.) 

4 Face to face he spake to us in the hill, from the midst of the fire. (Face to face he spoke 
to you on the mountain, from the midst of the fire.) 

5 I was (a) reconciler and a mediator betwixt God and you in that time, that I should 
tell to you his words, for ye dreaded the fire, and ye went not up into the hill. And he 
said, (I was a reconciler and a mediator between God and you at that time, to tell you his words, 
for ye feared the fire, and ye would not go up the mountain. And he said,) 

6 | am thy Lord God, that led thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servage. 
(Iam the Lord thy God, who led thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servitude, or of 
slavery.) 

7 Thou shalt not have alien Gods in my sight. (Thou shalt not have any foreign, or other, 
gods before me.) 

8 Thou shalt not make to thee a graven image, neither a likeness of all things that be 
in heaven above, and that be in earth beneath, and that be in waters under (the) earth; 
(Thou shalt not make a carved image, or an idol, for thyself, nor a likeness of anything that be in 
the heavens above, or on the earth beneath, or in the waters under the earth;) 

° thou shalt not praise them, nor worship them; for I am thy Lord God, a jealous God; 
and I yield the wickedness of (the) fathers into the sons, into the third and the fourth 
generation to them that hate me, (or and I put the punishment of the fathers upon the children, 
into the third and the fourth generations of those who hate me), 

10 and I do mercy into many thousands to them that love me, and keep my behests. 
(but I do mercy to the many thousands who love me, and keep my commandments.) 

11 Thou shalt not mis-take the name of thy Lord God in vain, for he shall not be 
unpunished, that taketh the name of God ina vain thing. (Thou shalt not take the name of 
the Lord thy God in vain, for no one shall go unpunished, who taketh the name of God in vain.) 

12 Keep thou the sabbath day that thou hallow it, as thy Lord God commanded to thee. 
(Keep the Sabbath day holy, as the Lord thy God commanded thee.) 

13 Tn six days thou shalt work, and do all thy works; 

14 the seventh day is the day of sabbath, that is, the rest of thy Lord God. Thou shalt 
not do therein anything of work; thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, thy servant, and 
thine handmaid, and thine ox, and thine ass, and all thy work beasts, and the pilgrim 
that is within thy gates; that thy servant rest and thine handmaid, as also thou. (the 
seventh day is the day of Sabbath, that is, the rest of the Lord thy God. Thou shalt not do any 
work on it; thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, thy slave, and thy slave-girl, and thy ox, and thy 
donkey, and all thy work beasts, and the foreigner, or the stranger, who is within thy gates; so that 
thy slave and thy slave-girl can rest, as thou doeth.) 

15 Have mind, that also thyself servedest in Egypt, and thy Lord God led thee out from 
thence, in a strong hand, and in an arm stretched forth; therefore he commanded to 
thee, that thou shouldest keep the sabbath day. (Remember, that thou were slaves in Egypt, 
and that the Lord thy God led thee out from there, with a strong hand, and an outstretched arm; 
and so he commanded thee, that thou should keep the Sabbath day.) 

16 Honour thy father and thy mother, as thy Lord God commanded to thee, that thou 
live in long time, and that it be well to thee, in the land which thy Lord God shall give to 
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thee. (Honour thy father and thy mother, as the Lord thy God commanded thee, so that thou live 
along time, and that it be well with thee, in the land which the Lord thy God shall give thee.) 

17 Thou shalt not slay. (Thou shalt not kill.) 

18 Thou shalt not do lechery. 

19 Thou shalt not do theft. 

20 Thou shalt not speak false witnessing against thy neighbour. 

21 Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s wife, nor his house, nor his field, nor his 
servant, nor his handmaid, nor his ox, nor ass, and all things, that is, nothing of all the 
things, that be his. (Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s wife, nor his house, nor his field, nor 
his slave, nor his slave-girl, nor his ox, nor his donkey, nor anything that be his.) 

22 The Lord spake these words to all your multitude, in the hill, from the midst of the 
fire, and of the cloud, and of the mist, with great voice, and he added to (it) nothing 
more; and he wrote those words in two tables of stone, which he gave to me. (The Lord 
spoke these words to all the multitude of you, on the mountain, from the midst of the fire, and of 
the cloud, and of the mist, with a great voice, and he added nothing more to it; and he wrote those 
words on two stone tablets, which he gave to me.) 

23 And after that ye heard the voice from the midst of the darknesses, and ye saw the 
hill burn, all ye princes of the lineages, and the greater men in birth, nighed to me, (And 
after that ye heard the voice from the midst of the darkness, and ye saw the mountain burning 
with fire, all ye leaders of the tribes, and the men of great age, that is, the elders, came to me,) 

24 and ye said, Lo! our Lord God hath showed to us his majesty and greatness; we heard 
his voice from [the] midst of the fire, and we have proved today that a man liveth, God 
speaking with man. (and ye said, Behold! the Lord our God hath shown us his majesty and his 
greatness; we heard his voice from the midst of the fire, and we have proven today that a person 
can live, even after God hath spoken with him.) 

25 Why therefore shall we die, and shall this greatest fire devour us? For if we hear 
more the voice of our Lord God, we shall die. (And so why should we risk death again? for 
this great fire shall devour us! Yea, if we hear the voice of the Lord our God again, surely we shall 
all die!) 

26 What is each man, that he hear the voice of God living, that speaketh from [the] 
midst of the fire, as we have heard, and that he may live? (For what person hath ever heard 
the voice of the living God, speaking from the midst of the fire, as we have, and still lived to tell 
about it?) 

27 Rather nigh thou, and hear thou all things which our Lord God shall say to thee; 
and thou shalt speak to us, and we shall hear, and do those words. (Instead, thou go near, 
and listen thou to all the things that the Lord our God shall say to thee; and thou shalt tell us, and 
we shall hear, and do those things.) 

28 And when the Lord had heard this, he said to me, I have heard the voice of the words 
of this people, which they have spoken to thee; they have spoken well all things. (And 
when the Lord had heard this, he said to me, I have heard the words of these people, that they have 
spoken to thee; and they have spoken all things well.) 

29 Who shall give that they have such soul, that they dread me, and keep all my 
commandments in all time, that it be well to them, and to the sons of them, [into] without 
end? (0 that they would have such a soul, that they would fear me at all times or that they would 
revere me at all times, and obey all my commandments, so that it would be well with them, and 
with their children, forevermore!) 

30 Go thou, and say to them, Turn ye again into your tents. (Go thou, and say to them, 
Return ye to your tents.) 

31 Soothly stand thou here with me, and I shall speak to thee all [the] commandments, 
and ceremonies, and dooms, which thou shalt teach them, that they do those in the land 
which I shall give to them into possession. (But thou stand here with me, and I shall tell thee 
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all the commandments, and statutes, and laws, or judgements, which thou shalt teach them, so 
that they can do them in the land which I shall give them for a possession.) 

32 Therefore keep ye (or And so obey ye), and do ye those things, which the Lord God 
hath commanded to you; ye shall not bow away, neither to the right side, nor to the left 
side, 

33 but ye shall go by the way which your Lord God commanded, that ye live, and that 
it be well to you (or so that ye can live, and it shall be well with you), and that your days be 
lengthened in the land of your possession. 


CHAPTER 6 

1 These be the commandments, ceremonies, and dooms, which your Lord God 
commanded that I should teach you, and that ye do them in the land to which ye pass 
over to wield; (These be the commandments, and statutes, and laws, or judgements, which the 
Lord your God commanded that I should teach you, so that ye would do them in the land to which 
ye shall cross over to take;) 

2 that thou dread thy Lord God, and keep all his commandments, and behests, which 
I command to thee, and to thy sons, and to the sons of thy sons, in all the days of thy 
life, that thy days be lengthened. (that thou fear the Lord thy God or that thou revere the 
Lord thy God, and obey all his commandments, and statutes, which I command to thee, and to thy 
sons and daughters, and to thy children’s children, in all the days of thy life, so that thy days be 
lengthened.) 

3 Thou Israel, hear, and keep, that thou do those things which the Lord commanded 
to thee, and that it be well to thee, and thou be multiplied more, as the Lord God of thy 
fathers hath promised, to give to thee a land flowing with milk and honey. (Hear, 0 Israel, 
and obey, that thou do those things which the Lord commanded thee, and that it be well with 
thee, and thou be greatly multiplied in the land flowing with milk and honey, as the Lord God of 
thy fathers promised thee.) 

4 Thou Israel, hear, thy Lord God is one God. (Hear, 0 Israel, the Lord thy God is one God.) 

5 Thou shalt love thy Lord God of all thine heart, and of all thy soul, and of all thy 
strength. (Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all 
thy strength.) 

6 And these words which I command to thee today, shall be in thine heart; 

7 and thou shalt tell those to thy sons, and thou shalt think upon them, sitting in thine 
house, and going in the way (or and going on the way), lying down, and rising (up). 

8 And thou shalt bind those as a sign in thine hand; and those shall be, and shall be 
moved before thine eyes; (And thou shalt bind them upon thy hands for a sign; and they shall 
be before thine eyes forevermore;) 

9 and thou shalt write them in the lintel, and in the doors of thine house. (and thou 
shalt write them on the lintels, and on the doorposts of thy houses.) 

10 And when thy Lord God hath brought thee into the land, for which he swore to thy 
fathers, to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and he hath given to thee great cities, and best, 
which thou buildedest not, (or and he hath given thee the best and the greatest cities, yea, 
which thou hast not built), 

11 houses full of all riches, which thou madest not, and cisterns, which thou diggedest 
not, (and) vineyards, and olive places, which thou plantedest not, and when thou hast 
eaten, and art full-filled (or and art filled full), 

12 beware diligently, lest thou forget the Lord, that led thee out of the land of Egypt, 
from the house of servage. (be careful, lest thou forget the Lord, who led thee out of the land of 
Egypt, from the house of servitude, or of slavery.) 

13 Thou shalt dread thy Lord God (or Thou shalt fear the Lord thy God or Thou shalt revere 
the Lord thy God), and thou shalt serve him alone, and thou shalt swear by his name. 
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14 Ye shall not go after alien gods, of all (the) heathen men that be in your compass or 
that be about you; (Ye shall not follow foreign, or other, gods, the gods of the heathen who be all 
around you;) 

15 for God is a fervent lover, thy Lord God is in the midst of thee, lest any time the 
strong vengeance or the fierceness of thy Lord God be wroth against thee, and do away 
thee from the face of the earth. (for God is a jealous lover, the Lord thy God who is in the midst 
of thee, lest any time the Lord thy God be angry with thee, and in his strong vengeance he do thee 
away from off the face of the earth.) 

16 Thou shalt not tempt thy Lord God, as thou temptedest him in the place of tempting. 
(Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy God, as thou temptedest him at Massah.) 

17 Keep thou the commandments of thy Lord God, and the witnessings, and cere- 
monies, which he hath commanded to thee; (Obey thou the commandments of the Lord thy 
God, and his testimonies, and statutes, which he hath commanded to thee;) 

18 and do thou that that is pleasing and good in the sight of the Lord, that it be well to 
thee (or so that it shall be well with thee), and that thou enter, and wield the best land, of 
which the Lord swore to thy fathers, 

19 that he should do away all thine enemies before thee, as he hath spoken. (and that 
he would do away all thy enemies before thee or and that thou would do away all thy enemies 
before thee, as he hath promised.) 

20 And when thy son shall ask thee tomorrow, that is, in time to coming, and shall say, 
What will these witnessings, and ceremonies, and dooms to themselves, which our Lord 
God commanded to us? (And when thy son, or thy daughter, shall ask thee tomorrow, that is, in 
the time to come, and shall say, What is the meaning of these testimonies, and statutes, and laws, 
or judgements, which the Lord our God hath commanded us to obey?) 

21 thou shalt say to him, We were Pharaoh’s servants in Egypt, and the Lord led us out 
of Egypt, in a strong hand; (thou shalt say to them, We were Pharaoh’s slaves in Egypt, and the 
Lord led us out of Egypt, with a strong hand;) 

22 and he did miracles, and great wonders, and worst, that is, most painful vengeances, 
in Egypt, against Pharaoh, and all his house, in our sight. (and he did miracles, and wonders, 
yea, the greatest and the worst, in Egypt, against Pharaoh, and all his household, right before our 
eyes.) 

23 And he led us out thereof, that he should give to us led in, the land of which he 
swore to our fathers. (And he led us out of there, to lead us into the land which he had promised 
to our fathers, that he would give us.) 

24 And the Lord commanded to us, that we do all these lawful things, and dread our 
Lord God, that it be well to us, in all the days of our life, as it is today. (And the Lord 
commanded us, to obey all these laws, and to fear the Lord our God or and to revere the Lord our 
God, so that it would be well with us, all the days of our life, as it is today.) 

25 And he shall be merciful to us, if we shall do and keep all his behests, before our 
Lord God, as he commanded to us. (And he shall be merciful to us, if we shall obey all these 
commandments, before the Lord our God, as he commanded us.) 


CHAPTER 7 
1 When thy Lord God hath led thee into the land, into which thou shalt enter to wield, 


and hath done away many folks before thee, (the) Hittites, and Girgashites, and Amorites, 
Canaanites, and Perizzites, Hivites, and Jebusites; seven folks, of much greater number 
than thou art, and stronger than thou; 

2 and when thy Lord God hath betaken them to thee, thou shalt smite them unto death, 
thou shalt not make with them a bond of peace, neither thou shalt have mercy upon 
them, (and when the Lord thy God hath delivered them unto thee, thou shalt strike them down 
unto the death, thou shalt not make a covenant, or a peace treaty, with them, nor shalt thou have 
mercy on them,) 
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3 neither thou shalt fellowship marriages with them; thou shalt not give thy daughter 
to his son, neither thou shalt take his daughter to thy son (nor shalt thou take his daughter 
for thy son); 

4 for she shall deceive thy son, that he follow not me, that he serve more alien gods; 
and then the fierce vengeance of the Lord shall be wroth, and shall do away thee soon. 
(for she shall deceive thy son, so that he shall not follow me, and moreover, so that he serve foreign, 
or other, gods; and then the Lord shall be angry, and with fierce vengeance he shall swiftly do thee 
away.) 

5 But rather thou shalt do these things to them; destroy ye their altars, and break ye 
their molten images of metal, and cut ye down their woods, and burn ye their graven 
images. (But rather thou shalt do these things to them; destroy ye their altars, and break ye up 
their metal idols, and cut ye down their sacred groves, or poles, and burn ye up their carved idols.) 

6 For thou art an holy people to thy Lord God; thy Lord God chose thee, that thou be a 
special people to him, of all peoples that be on earth. (For thou art a holy people to the Lord 
thy God; the Lord thy God chose thee to be his special people, out of all the peoples that be on the 
earth.) 

7 Not for ye overcame in number all folks, the Lord is joined to you, and chose you, 
since ye be fewer than all peoples; (The Lord is not joined to you, or chose you, because ye were 
greater in number than all the other nations, since ye be fewer than all the other peoples;) 

8 but for the Lord loved you, and kept the oath which he swore to your fathers; and 
he led you out in [a] strong hand, and again-bought you from the house of servage, from 
the house of Pharaoh, king of Egypt. (but because the Lord loved you, and kept the oath 
which he swore to your fathers; and he led you out with a strong hand, and bought you back, that 
is, redeemed, or ransomed, you from the house of servitude, or of slavery, from the hand, or the 
power, of Pharaoh, the king of Egypt.) 

9 And thou shalt know, that thy Lord God himself is a strong God, and faithful, 
and keepeth covenant and mercy to them that love him, and to them that keep his 
commandments, into a thousand generations; (And thou shalt know, that the Lord thy God 
himself is a strong God, and faithful, and keepeth covenant and mercy with those who love him, 
and with those who obey his commandments, unto a thousand generations;) 

10 and he yieldeth anon to them that hate him, so that he destroy them, and defer, or 
tarry, no longer; restoring, or yielding, anon to them that that they deserve. (but that he 
yieldeth at once to those who hate him, to destroy them, and to defer, or to tarry, no longer; yea, 
swiftly yielding to them what they deserve.) 

11 Therefore keep thou the commandments, and ceremonies, and dooms, which I 
command to thee today, that thou do them. (And so obey thou the commandments, and 
statutes, and laws, or judgements, which I command to thee today, yea, do thou them.) 

12 Tf after that thou hearest these dooms, thou keepest, and doest them, thy Lord God 
shall keep to thee covenant, and mercy, which he swore to thy fathers. (If after that thou 
hearest these laws, or these judgements, thou obeyest, and doest them, then the Lord thy God shall 
keep the covenant with thee, which he swore to thy fathers, and show his mercy to thee.) 

13 And he shall love thee, and multiply thee, and he shall bless the fruit of thy womb, 
and the fruit of thy land, thy wheat, and thy vintage, thine oil, and thy droves of beasts, 
and the flocks of thy sheep, on the land for which he swore to thy fathers, that he should 
give it to thee. (And he shall love thee, and multiply thee, and he shall bless the fruit of thy womb, 
and the fruit of thy land, yea, thy corn, and thy wine, thy oil, and thy herds of beasts, and the flocks 
of thy sheep, in the land which he swore to thy fathers, that he would give thee.) 

14 Thou shalt be blessed among all peoples; none barren of ever either kind shall be 
with thee, as well in men, as in thy flocks. (Thou shalt be blessed among all peoples; there 
shall be no barren among thee, male or female, in people, as well as in thy flocks.) 
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15 The Lord shall do away from thee all ache (or The Lord shall take away all thy aches 
and pains); and he shall not bring to thee the full evil sicknesses of Egypt, that thou hast 
known, but to all thine enemies these sicknesses shall come. 

16 And thou shalt devour, that is, destroy, all [the] peoples, which thy Lord God shall 
give (over) to thee; thine eye shall not spare them, neither thou shalt serve their gods, 
lest they be into the falling of thee (or lest they be thy downfall). 

17 Tf thou sayest in thine heart, These folks be more than I, how may I do away them? 
(If thou sayest in thy heart, These nations, or these peoples, be more than I, how can I do them 
away?) 

18 do not thou dread, but have thou mind, what things thy Lord God did to Pharaoh, 
and all the Egyptians; (do not thou fear, but remember, what things the Lord thy God did to 
Pharaoh, and to all the Egyptians;) 

19 he did to them the greatest vengeances, which thine eyes saw, and miracles, and 
great wonders, and the strong hand, and an arm stretched out, that thy Lord God should 
lead thee out 

(from) thence; so he shall do to all peoples which thou dreadest. (he did to them the 
greatest vengeances, which thine eyes saw, and miracles, and great wonders, with a strong hand, 
and an outstretched arm, so that the Lord thy God could lead thee out from there; so shall he do to 
all the peoples whom thou fearest.) 

20 Furthermore and thy Lord God shall send venomous flies into them, till he do away, 
and destroy all men, that fled (from) thee, and they shall not be able to be hid. (And 
furthermore, the Lord thy God shall send venomous flies into them, until he do away, and destroy, 
all those who fled from thee, and they shall not be able to hide from them.) 

21 Thou shalt not dread them, for thy Lord God is in the midst of thee, a great God, and 
fearful. (Thou shalt not fear them, for the Lord thy God is in the midst of thee, yea, a great and 
fearful God.) 

22 He himself shall waste these nations in thy sight, (by) little and little, and by 
parts; thou shalt not be able to do away them (al)together (or but thou shalt not be able to 
completely do them away), lest peradventure [the] beasts of the earth be multiplied against 
thee; 

23 and thy Lord God shall give them to thee in thy sight, and he shall slay them, till 
they be done away utterly. (and the Lord thy God shall give them over to thee, and he shall kill 
them, until they be utterly done away.) 

24 And he shall betake their kings into thine hands, and thou shalt destroy their names 
under heaven; none shall be able to against-stand thee, till thou all-break them. 

25 Thou shalt burn in fire their graven images; thou shalt not covet the silver and gold, 
of which those images be made, neither thou shalt take of those anything to thee, lest 
thou offend therefore, for it is abomination of thy Lord God. (Thou shalt burn their carved 
images with fire; thou shalt not covet the silver and gold, which be on those idols, nor shalt thou 
take it for thyself, lest thou be caused to stumble because of it, for they be abominations to the 
Lord thy God.) 

26 Neither thou shalt bring anything of the idol into thine house, lest thou be made 
cursed, as also that idol is; thou shalt loathe it as filth, and thou shalt have it as defouling, 
and as filths of abomination, for it is cursed. (Nor shalt thou bring any idol into thy house, 
lest thou be cursed, like that idol is cursed; thou shalt loathe it like filth, and thou shalt see it as 
defiled, and like the filths of abominations, for it is cursed.) 


CHAPTER 8 
1 Be thou ware diligently (or Be thou careful), that thou do each commandment which 
I command to thee today, (so) that ye may live, and be multiplied, and that ye enter, and 
wield the land, for which the Lord swore to your fathers. 
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2 And thou shalt have mind of all the way, by which thy Lord God led thee by forty 
years, in (the) desert, that he should torment thee, and should assay thee; and that those 
things that were treated in thy soul should be known, whether thou wouldest keep his 
commandments, either nay. (And thou shalt remember all the way, by which the Lord thy 
God led thee for forty years, in the wilderness, to humble thee, and to try, or to test, thee; so 
that those things that were treated in thy soul could be known, whether thou wouldest obey his 
commandments, or not.) 

3 And he tormented thee with neediness, and he gave to thee meat, manna to eat, 
which thou knewest not, and thy fathers knew not, that he should show to thee, that a 
man liveth not in bread alone, but in each word that cometh out of the Lord’s mouth. 
(And so he humbled thee with neediness, or with want, and he gave thee food, manna to eat, which 
thou knewest not, nor thy fathers knew, to show thee, that a man liveth not by bread alone, but 
by each word that cometh out of the mouth of the Lord.) 

4 Thy cloth (or Thy cloak), with which thou were covered, failed not for eldness, and 
thy foot was not bruised underneath, lo! the fortieth year is, (or behold! this is the fortieth 
year); 

5 that thou think in thine heart, for as a man teacheth his son, so thy Lord God hath 
taught thee, (so that thou remember in thy heart, that like a man teacheth his son, so the Lord 
thy God hath taught thee,) 

6 that thou keep the commandments of thy Lord God, and go in his ways, and dread 
him. (and that thou obey the commandments of the Lord thy God, and go in his ways, and fear 
him or and revere him.) 

7 For thy Lord God shall lead thee into a good land, into the land of rivers, and of 
standing waters, and of wells, in whose fields and mountains the depths of floods break 
out; (For the Lord thy God shall lead thee into a good land, a land of rivers, and ponds, and springs, 
and underground streams, gushing forth onto its fields and mountains;) 

8 into the land of wheat, of barley, and of vines, in which land fig trees, and 
pomegranates, and olives come forth; into the land of oil, and honey; 

° where thou shalt eat thy bread without neediness, and thou shalt use the plenty of 
all things; of which land the stones be iron, and metals of tin be digged (out) of the hills 
thereof; (where thou shalt eat thy bread without any neediness, or want, and thou shalt make 
use of the plenty of all things; in which land the stones be made out of iron, and brass can be dug 
out of its hills;) 

10 that when thou hast eaten, and art full-filled, thou bless thy Lord God for the best 
land which he hath given to thee. (so that when thou hast eaten, and art filled full, thou shalt 
bless the Lord thy God for this best land which he hath given thee.) 

11 Therefore keep thou, and beware, lest any time thou forget thy Lord God, and 
despise his commandments, and dooms, and ceremonies, which I command to thee 
today; (And so remember thou, and be careful, lest any time thou forget the Lord thy God, and 
fail to obey his commandments, and laws, or judgements, and statutes, which I command to thee 
today;) 

12 Jest after that thou hast eaten, and art full-filled (or and art filled full), (and) hast 
builded fair houses, and hast dwelled in them, 

13 and hast droves of oxen (or and hast herds of oxen), and flocks of sheep, and plenty of 
silver, and of gold, and of all things, 

14 thine heart be then raised, and thou think not upon thy Lord God, that led thee out 
of the land of Egypt, and from the house of servage, (then thy heart be raised up, and thou 
forget the Lord thy God, who led thee out of the land of Egypt, and from the house of servitude, or 
of slavery,) 

15 and he was thy leader in the great wilderness and fearful, in which wilderness was a 
serpent burning with blast, and a scorpion, and (a) dipsas, that is, an adder, that maketh 
them whom he stingeth to die for thirst, and utterly no waters were in the desert, the 
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which Lord brought out streams of the hardest stone, (for he was thy leader in the great and 
fearful wilderness, in which wilderness there were poisonous serpents, and scorpions, and dipsas, 
that is, snakes that make those that they sting to die from thirst, and when there was utterly no 
water in that wilderness, the Lord brought forth streams out of the hardest stone,) 

16 and he fed thee with manna (there) in the wilderness, which manna thy fathers 
knew not. And after that the Lord had tormented thee, and proved thee, at the last he 
had mercy on thee, (or And after that the Lord had humbled thee, and had tested thee, finally 
he had mercy on thee), 

17 Jest thou wouldest say in thine heart, My strength, and the might of mine hand, 
hath given all these things to me. (lest thou shouldest say in thy heart, My own strength, and 
the might of my own hand, hath given me all these things.) 

18 But think thou upon thy Lord God, that he hath given strengths to thee (to become 
prosperous), that he should fulfill his covenant, of which he swore to thy fathers, as this 
present day showeth. (But rather, remember the Lord thy God, that it is he who hath given thee 
the power to become prosperous, in order to fulfill his covenant which he swore to thy fathers, as 
he doeth in this present day.) 

19 Forsooth if thou forgettest thy Lord God, and followest alien gods, and worshippest 
them in (thine) heart, and honourest [them]withoutforth, lo! now I before-say to thee, 
that thou shalt perish utterly; (But if thou forgettest the Lord thy God, and followest foreign, 
or other, gods, and worshippest them inwardly, and honourest them outwardly, behold! I now say 
to thee beforehand, that is, I warn thee, that thou shalt utterly perish;) 

20 as [the] heathen men perished, which the Lord did away in thine entering, so also ye 
shall perish, if ye shall be unobedient to the voice of your Lord God. (as the heathen shall 
perish, whom the Lord shall do away when thou shalt enter into the land, so also ye shall perish, 
if ye do not obey the voice of the Lord your God.) 


CHAPTER 9 

1 Hear thou, Israel; thou shalt pass (the) Jordan today, that thou wield the most nations, 
and stronger than thou; great cities, and walled till to heaven; (Hear, 0 Israel; thou shalt 
cross over the Jordan River today, to take over nations greater and stronger than thou; yea, great 
cities, that be walled unto the heavens;) 

2 a great people, and high; the sons of Anakim, which thyself hast seen, and heard, 
which no man may against-stand in the contrary part. (a great and tall people; the sons 
of the Anakim, that is, the giants, whom thou hast seen, and heard, and whom no one can stand 
against.) 

3 Therefore thou shalt know today that thy Lord God himself shall pass before thee; 
he is a fire devouring and wasting, that shall all-break them, and he shall do them away, 
and destroy them before thy face swiftly, as he spake to thee. (And so know thou today that 
the Lord thy God himself shall go ahead of thee; he is a devouring and wasting fire, and he shall 
all-break them before thy face, and then ye shall do them away, and swiftly destroy them, as he 
promised thee.) 

4 Say thou not in thine heart, when thy Lord God hath done them away in thy sight, 
For my rightwiseness the Lord hath brought me in hither, that I should wield the land; 
since these nations be done away for their wickednesses. (But when the Lord thy God hath 
done them away before thee, do not thou say in thy heart, Because of my righteousness, the Lord 
hath brought me here, so that I could take this land; since these nations shall be done away because 
of their own wickednesses.) 

5 For not for thy rightwiseness, and for the equity of thine heart thou shalt enter, that 
thou wield their land; but for they did wickedly, they were done away (by thy Lord God), 
when thou enteredest, and that the Lord should [ful] fill his word which he promised 
under an oath to thy fathers, to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. (For it is not because of thy own 
righteousness, or the integrity of thy own heart, that thou shalt enter to take their land; but they 
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shall be done away before thee by the Lord thy God, because they did wickedly, and so that the 
Lord would fulfill his word which he promised under an oath to thy fathers, to Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob.) 

6 Therefore know thou that not for thy rightwisenesses thy Lord God hath given to 
thee this best land into possession, since thou art a people of most hard noll. (And so 
know thou that the Lord thy God hath not given thee this best land for a possession because of thy 
own righteousness, since thou art a most stubborn, or a stiff-necked, people.) 

7 Have thou (in) mind, and forget not, (or Remember, and do not forget), how in the 
wilderness thou stirredest thy Lord God to great wrath; (and) from that day in which 
thou wentest out of Egypt till to this place, thou hast striven ever[more] against the Lord. 

8 For why also in Horeb, thou stirredest him (to wrath), and he was wroth, and would 
have done thee away, (Yea, also at Mount Sinai, thou stirredest him to anger, and he was so 
angry that he would have done thee away;) 

9 and when I went up into the hill, that I should take (the) two tables of stone, the tables 
of (the) covenant which the Lord made with you, and I abode in the hill forty days and 
forty nights, and I ate not bread, and I drank not water. (and when I went up the mountain, 
so that I could receive the two stone tablets, the tablets of the covenant which the Lord made with 
you, I stayed on the mountain for forty days and forty nights, and I ate no bread, and I drank no 
water.) 

10 And the Lord gave to me two tables of stone, ever either written with God’s finger, 
and containing all the words which he spake to you in the hill, from the midst of the fire, 
when the company of people was gathered together. (And the Lord gave me the two stone 
tablets, each written with the finger of God, and containing all the words which he spoke to you 
from the midst of the fire, when the congregation of the people was gathered together there at the 
mountain.) 

11 And when forty days and so many nights had passed, the Lord gave to me (the) two 
tables of stone, (the) tables of the bond of peace; (And so when forty days and as many nights 
had passed, the Lord gave me the two stone tablets, the tablets of the covenant;) 

12 and he said to me, Rise thou, and go down from hence soon, for thy people, that 
thou hast led out of Egypt, have forsaken swiftly the way that thou showedest to them, 
and they have made to them[selves] a molten calf. (and he said to me, Rise thou up, and 
quickly go down from here, for thy people, whom thou hast led out of Egypt, have already forsaken 
the way that thou hast shown them, and they have cast an idol for themselves, yea, a metal calf.) 

13 And again the Lord said to me, I see that this people is of an hard noll; (And again 
the Lord said to me, I see that this people be stubborn or be stiff-necked;) 

14 suffer thou me, that I all-break him, and do away his name from under heaven; and 
I shall ordain thee on a folk which is greater and stronger than this folk. (allow me to 
all-break them, and do away their name from under heaven; and then I shall ordain thee upon a 
nation which shall be greater and stronger than this nation.) 

15 And when I came down from the hill burning, and I held with either hand the two 
tables of the bond of peace, (And when I came down from the burning mountain, and I held in 
my hands the two tablets of the covenant,) 

16 and I saw, that ye had sinned to your Lord God, and had made to you a molten calf, 
and that ye had forsaken swiftly the way of God that he had showed to you, (and I saw that 
ye had sinned against the Lord your God, and had cast an idol, yea, a metal calf, for yourselves, 
and that ye had already forsaken the way of God that he had shown you,) 

17 then I threw down the tables from mine hands, and I brake those tables in your 
sight. (then I threw down the tablets from my hands, and I broke those tablets in front of you.) 

18 And I felled down before the Lord as before, in forty days and forty nights, and I 
ate not bread, and drank not water, for all your sins which ye did against the Lord, and 
stirred him to great wrath; (And I fell down before the Lord as I did before, for forty days and 
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forty nights, and I ate no bread, and drank no water, for all your sins which ye did against the Lord, 
and so had stirred him to such great anger;) 

19 for I dreaded the indignation and the wrath of the Lord, by which he was stirred 
against you, and would do you away. And the Lord heard me also in this time praying 
for you(or But once again the Lord listened to me praying for you). 

20 Also the Lord was wroth greatly against Aaron, and would have all-broken him, and 
I prayed in like manner for him. (And the Lord was also greatly angered with Aaron, and would 
have killed him, and I prayed for him in like manner.) 

21 Forsooth I took your sin which ye made, that is, the calf, and burnt it in fire, and 
I all-brake it into gobbets, and drove (it) utterly into dust, and I cast it forth into the 
strand, that came down from the hill. (And I took that sinful thing which ye had made, that 
is, the idol of the calf, and I burned it with fire, and I broke it all up into pieces, and drove it down 
utterly into dust, and then I threw it forth into the river that came down from the mountain.) 

22 Also in the burning, and in the temptation at the waters of against-saying, and in 
the Sepulchres of Covetousness, ye stirred the Lord (to wrath); (And ye also stirred the Lord 
to anger at Taberah, and at Massah, and at Kibrothhattaavah;) 

23 and when I sent you from Kadeshbarnea, and said, Go ye up, and wield ye the land 
which I have given to you, and ye despised the commandment of your Lord God, and ye 
believed not to him, neither ye would hear his voice; (and again when the Lord sent you 
out from Kadeshbarnea, saying, Go ye up, and take ye the land which I have given you, and ye 
disobeyed the command of the Lord your God, and ye did not trust him, nor would ye listen to his 
voice;) 

24 but ever[more] ye were rebel, from the day in which I began to know you. (but ye 
were always rebellious against the Lord, yea, from the day in which I first began to know you.) 

25 And I lay before the Lord forty days and forty nights, in which I besought him 
meekly, that he should not do away you, as he menaced. (And so for forty days and forty 
nights I lay before the Lord, in which time I meekly besought him not to destroy you, as he had 
threatened.) 

26 And I prayed him, and said, Lord God, destroy not thy people, and thine heritage, 
which thou again-boughtest in thy greatness, which thou leddest out of Egypt in (a) 
strong hand. (And I prayed to him, and said, Lord God, do not destroy thy people, and thy 
inheritance, whom thou hast bought back, or hast redeemed, or ransomed, by thy great power, 
and whom thou hast led out of Egypt with thy strong hand.) 

27 Have thou mind of thy servants, of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; behold thou not 
the hardness of this people, and the wickedness, and the sin thereof, (Remember thy 
servants, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; do not thou look upon the stubbornness of this people, and 
their wickedness, and their sin,) 

28 lest peradventure the dwellers of the land, out of which thou leddest us, say, The 
Lord might not bring them into the land which he promised to them, and he hated them; 
therefore he led them out that he should slay them in (the) wilderness; (lest the inhabitants 
of the land, out of which thou hast led us, shall say, The Lord could not bring them into the land 
that he promised them, and because he hated them, he hath led them out so that he could kill 
them in the wilderness;) 

29 and Lord, they be thy people, and thine heritage, which thou leddest out in thy 
great strength, and in thine arm stretched forth. (but Lord, they be thy people, and thy 
inheritance, whom thou hast led out with thy great strength, and thy outstretched arm.) 


CHAPTER 10 


1 In that time the Lord said to me, Hew thou two tables of stone to thee, as the former 
were; and go thou up to me into the hill. And thou shalt (also) make an ark, either a 
coffer, of wood, (And at that time the Lord said to me, Cut thou two stone tablets, like the first 
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ones; and then come thou up to me on the mountain. And thou shalt also make an Ark, or a Box, 
out of wood,) 

2 and I shall write in the tables, the words that were in these tables which thou brakest 
before; and thou shalt put those tables into the ark. (and I shall write on these tablets the 
words that were on the first tablets which thou hast broken; and thou shalt put these tablets into 
the Ark, or the Box.) 


3 Therefore I made an ark of the wood of shittim, and when I had hewn the two tables 
of stone, at the likeness of the former tables, I went up into the hill, and I had the tables 


in mine hands. (And so I made the Ark out of shittim wood, or acacia wood, and when I had cut 
the two stone tablets, like the first tablets, I went up the mountain, with the tablets in my hands.) 

4 And he wrote in the tables, by that that he had written before, the ten words, 
which the Lord spake to you in the hill, from the midst of the fire, when the people 
was gathered, and the Lord gave the tables to me. (And he wrote on the tablets, what he had 
written before, the Ten Words, that is, the Ten Commandments, which the Lord spoke to you on 
the mountain, from the midst of the fire, when the people was gathered there, and then the Lord 
gave those tablets to me.) 

5 And I turned again from the hill, and came down, and I put the tables into the ark 


that I had made, which tables be there hitherto, as the Lord commanded to me. (And I 
turned, and came down from the mountain, and I put the tablets into the Ark that I had made, as 


the Lord commanded to me, and they still be there to this day.) 

6 And the sons of Israel moved their tents from Beeroth of the sons of Jaakan into 
Mosera, where Aaron was dead, and buried, (and) for whom his son Eleazar was set in 
priesthood. (And the Israelites moved their tents from Beeroth of the sons of Jaakan to Mosera, 
where Aaron died, and was buried, and his son Eleazar took his place in the priesthood.) 

7 From thence they came into Gudgodah; from which place they went forth, and setted 
tents in Jotbathah, in the land of waters and of strands. (And from Mosera, they came to 
Gudgodah; and from Gudgodah they went forth, and pitched their tents at Jotbathah, a land of 
many rivers.) 

8 In that time I separated the lineage of Levi, that it should bear the ark of the bond 
of peace of the Lord, and it should stand before him in service, and should bless in his 
name, into this present day. (At that time the Lord set apart the tribe of Levi to carry the Ark 
of the Covenant of the Lord, and to stand before him in service, that is, to minister to him, and to 
bless in his name, which they continue to do unto this present day.) 

9 For which thing Levi had no part, neither possession with his brethren, for the Lord 
himself is his possession, as thy Lord God promised to him. (That is why the Levites have 
no part, nor possession, with their brothers, for the Lord himself is their possession, as the Lord 
thy God promised them.) 

10 And I stood in the hill as I did before, forty days and forty nights, and the Lord heard 
me also in this time, and he would not lose thee. (And I stayed on the mountain like I did 
before, for forty days and forty nights, and once again the Lord listened to me, and he consented 
not to destroy thee.) 

11 And he said to me, Go thou, and go before this people, that it enter, and wield the 
land which I swore to their fathers, that I should give to them. (And he said to me, Go thou, 
and lead this people, so that they enter now, and take the land which I swore to their fathers, that 
I would give them.) 

12 And now, Israel, what asketh thy Lord God of thee, but that thou dread thy Lord, 
and go in his ways, and that thou love him, and serve thy Lord God in all thine heart, 
and in all thy soul; (And now, Israel, what asketh the Lord thy God from thee, but that thou fear 
thy Lord, or revere thy Lord, and go in his ways, and that thou love him, and serve the Lord thy 
God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul;) 

13 and that thou keep the commandments of thy Lord God, and the ceremonies of 
him, which I command to thee today, that it be well to thee. (and that thou obey the 
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commandments of the Lord thy God, and his statutes, which I command to thee today, so that it 
be well with thee.) 

14 Lo! heaven is of thy Lord God, and heaven of heaven; the earth and all things that 
be therein be his; (Behold! all of heaven is the Lord thy God’s, yea, the Heaven of Heavens, that 
is, the Highest Heaven; and the earth, and all the things that be in it, also be his;) 

15 and nevertheless the Lord was joined (by fervent affection) to thy fathers, and he 
loved them, and he chose their seed after them, and you of all folks, as it is proved today. 
(yet nevertheless the Lord was joined by fervent affection to thy fathers, and he loved them, and 
he chose their descendants after them, that is, you, out of all the nations, as ye be this day.) 

16 Therefore circumcise ye the prepuce, that is, the uncleanness, of your heart, and 
no more make ye hard your noll (or and no more be ye stubborn or stiff-necked). 

17 For your Lord God himself is God of gods, and Lord of lords, a great God, and mighty, 
and fearful, which taketh not a person, neither gifts, but justly he deemeth rich and poor. 
(For the Lord your God himself is God of gods, and Lord of lords, the great God, and mighty, and 
fearful, who respecteth not a person’s rank, or status, nor accepteth any gift, or bribe, but justly 
judgeth the rich and the poor.) 

18 He maketh doom to the fatherless, and motherless, and to the widow; he loveth 
a pilgrim, and giveth to him lifelode and clothing. (He getteth justice for the fatherless 
or the motherless child, and the widow; he loveth the foreigner, or the stranger, and giveth him 
sustenance and clothing.) 

19 And therefore love ye pilgrims, for also ye were comelings in the land of Egypt. (And 
so love ye foreigners, or strangers, for ye were also newcomers in the land of Egypt.) 

20 Thou shalt dread thy Lord God, and thou shalt serve him alone, and thou shalt cleave 
to him, and thou shalt swear in his name. (Thou shalt fear the Lord thy God or Thou shalt 
revere the Lord thy God, and thou shalt serve him alone, and thou shalt cleave to him, and thou 
shalt swear by his name.) 

21 He is thy praising, and thy God, that made to thee these great works, and fearful, 
which thine eyes have seen. (He is thy praise, and thy God, who did for thee these great and 
fearful things, which thine eyes have seen.) 

22 In seventy men thy fathers went down into Egypt, and lo! now thy Lord God hath 
multiplied thee as the stars of heaven. (For only seventy men of thy fathers went down to 
Egypt, but behold! now the Lord thy God hath made thee as innumerable as the stars in the 
heavens.) 


CHAPTER 11 


1 Therefore love thy Lord God, and keep thou his commandments, and ceremonies, 
and dooms, and his behests, in all time. (And so love the Lord thy God, and obey thou his 
commandments, and statutes, and laws, or judgements, and his orders, or his charges, for all time.) 

2 Know ye today those things which your sons know not, which sons have not seen the 
doctrine, (or discipline), of your Lord God, nor his great works, and his strong hand, and 
his stretched (out) arm, (Know ye today those things which your children know not, for they 
have not seen the discipline of the Lord your God, nor his greatness, and his strong hand, and his 
outstretched arm,) 

3 his miracles, and his works, which he did in the midst of Egypt, to Pharaoh, [the] 
king, and to all his land, 

4 and to all the host of the Egyptians, and to their horses, and cars; how the waters 
of the Red Sea covered them, when they pursued you, and the Lord did away them till 
into present day; (and to all the army of the Egyptians, and to their horses, and chariots; how 
the waters of the Red Sea covered them, when they pursued you, and the Lord did them away, and 
so things remain unto this present day;) 

5 and which things the Lord did to you in (the) wilderness, till ye came to this place; 
(and what the Lord did for you in the wilderness, until ye came to this place;) 
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6 and to Dathan and Abiram, the sons of Eliab, that was the son of Reuben, which the 
earth swallowed, when his mouth was opened, with their house(hold)s, and tabernacles, 
and all the chattel that they had, in the midst of Israel. (and to Dathan and Abiram, the sons 
of Eliab, who was Reuben’s son, who, when the earth opened its mouth, were swallowed up with 
their families, and their tents, and all their substance, in the midst of all Israel.) 

7 Your eyes saw all the great works of the Lord, which he did, 

8 that ye keep all his behests which I command today to you, and that ye may enter, 
and wield the land, (and so obey ye all his commandments which I command to you today, so 
that ye can enter, and take the land,) 

9 to which ye shall enter, and ye live therein much time; which land, flowing with milk 
and honey, the Lord promised under an oath to your fathers and their seed. (to which ye 
shall enter; and so that ye can live a long time in the land, which the Lord promised by an oath to 
your fathers and their descendants, yea, a land flowing with milk and honey.) 

10 For the land, to which thou shalt enter to wield, is not as the land of Egypt, out 
of which thou wentest, where when the seed is sown in the manner of gardens, moist 
waters be led thereto, (or where when the seed is sown, water must be brought to it, like in a 
garden); 

1 but the land that Israel shall wield is hills, and fields, and it abideth rains from 
heaven, (but the land which Israel shall possess is a land of mountains, and valleys, and it 
receiveth rain from the heavens,) 

12 which land thy Lord God beholdeth, and his eyes be therein (or and his eyes be upon 
it), from the beginning of the year unto the end thereof. 

13 Therefore if ye shall obey to my behests which I command today to you, that ye love 
your Lord God, and serve him in all your heart, and in all your soul; (And so if ye will obey 
my commandments which I command to you today, that ye love the Lord your God, and serve him 
with all your heart, and with all your soul;) 

14 he shall give to your land rain timely and late, that ye gather wheat, and wine, and 
oil, (he shall give rain on your land, timely and late, so that ye can gather corn, and wine, and oil,) 

15 (and) hay of the fields to feed beasts, that ye both eat and be full-filled. (and hay 
from the fields to feed your beasts, so that ye shall eat and be filled full.) 

16 Be ye ware, lest peradventure your heart be deceived, and ye go away from the Lord, 
and serve alien gods, and worship them; (Be ye careful, lest your heart be deceived, and ye go 
away from the Lord, and serve foreign, or other, gods, and worship them;) 


17 and the Lord therefore be wroth, and close heaven, and rain come not down, neither 
the earth give his fruit, and ye perish swiftly from the full good land that the Lord shall 


give to you. (and so the Lord be angry, and close up the heavens, and the rain come not down, 
nor the earth give its fruit, and ye swiftly perish from the very good land which the Lord shall give 
you.) 

18 Put ye these my words in your hearts and in your souls, and hang ye them up for a 
token, or a sign, in your hands, and set ye them betwixt your eyes. (Put ye these my words 
in your hearts and in your souls, and bind ye them for a sign upon your hands, and set ye them 
before your eyes forevermore.) 

19 Teach ye your sons, (so) that they think upon those words, when thou sittest in thine 
house, and goest in the way (or and goest on the way), and liest down, and risest up. 

20 Thou shalt write those words upon the (door)posts, and the gates of thine house(s), 

21 that the days of thee and of thy sons be multiplied in the land which the Lord swore 
to thy fathers, that he should give to them, as long as heaven is above (the) earth. (so that 
the days of thee and of thy sons, can be multiplied in the land which the Lord swore to thy fathers 
to give them, for as long as the heavens be above the earth.) 

22 For if ye keep the behests which I command to you, and do those, that ye love your 
Lord God, and go in all his ways, and cleave to him, (For if ye obey all these commandments 
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which I command to you, and do them, that ye love the Lord your God, and go in all his ways, and 
cleave to him,) 

23 the Lord shall destroy all these heathen men before your face, and ye shall wield 
those folks that be greater and stronger than ye. 

24 Each place which your foot shall tread, shall be yours; from the desert, and from 
Lebanon, and from the great flood Euphrates unto the west sea, shall be your terms. 
(Every place where your feet shall tread, shall be yours; from the wilderness to the mountains of 
Lebanon, and from the great Euphrates River unto the Great Sea, or the Mediterranean Sea, shall 
be yours.) 

25 None shall stand against you; your Lord God shall give your outward dread and your 
inward dread upon each land that ye shall tread, as he spake to you. (No one shall stand 
against you; the Lord your God shall put the fear of you and the dread of you upon every land 
where ye shall tread, as he promised you.) 

26 Lo! I set forth in your sight today blessing and cursing; (Behold! I set before you today 
the choice of a blessing and a curse;) 

27 blessing, if ye obey to the behests of your Lord God, which I command to you today; 
(a blessing, if ye obey the commandments of the Lord your God, which I command to you today;) 

28 cursing, if ye hear not the behests of your Lord God, but go away from the way which 
I show now to you, and go after alien gods, which ye know not. (and a curse, if ye hear not 
the commandments of the Lord your God, and ye go away from the way which I now show to you, 
and follow foreign, or other, gods, which ye do not know.) 

29 Soothly when thy Lord God hath brought thee into the land, to which to inhabit 
thou goest, thou shalt set (the) blessing upon the hill Gerizim, (and the) cursing upon the 
hill Ebal, (And when the Lord thy God hath brought thee into the land, to which thou goest to 
inhabit, thou shalt proclaim the blessing from Mount Gerizim, and the curse from Mount Ebal,) 

30 which hills be beyond (the) Jordan, after the way that goeth to the going down of 
the sun, in the land of Canaanites, that dwell in the field places against Gilgal, which 
is beside the valley going and entering far. (which mountains be on the western side of the 
Jordan River, on the way that leadeth to the going down of the sun, in the land of the Canaanites, 
who live on the plains near Gilgal, which is close to the sacred trees of Moreh.) 

31 For ye shall pass (the) Jordan, that ye wield the land which your Lord God shall give 
to you, and that ye have and wield that land. (For ye shall cross over the Jordan River to 
possess the land which the Lord your God shall give to you, and ye shall take that land and have 
it.) 

32 Therefore see ye, that ye fulfill the ceremonies and dooms, which I shall set today 
in your sight. (And so see ye, that ye fulfill the statutes and laws, or judgements, which I shall 
set before you today.) 


CHAPTER 12 


1 These be the behests and dooms (or These be the statutes and laws, or judgements), which 
ye ought to do, in the land which the Lord God of thy fathers shall give to thee, that thou 
wield it, in all (the) days in which thou shalt go upon [the] earth. 

2 Destroy ye all the places wherein [the] heathen men which ye shall wield, worshipped 
their gods, on high mountains, and little hills, and under each tree full of boughs. 

3 Destroy ye their altars, and break their images; and burn ye the (sacred) woods with 
fire, and all-break ye the idols; destroy ye their names from (all) the places. 

4 Ye shall not do so to your Lord God; (Ye shall not worship the Lord your God in those ways;) 

5 but ye shall come to the (one) place which your Lord God (shall) choose (out) of all 
your lineages, that he put his name there, and dwell therein; 

® and ye shall come thither, and offer in that place your burnt sacrifices, and slain 
sacrifices, the tithes, and first fruits of your hands, and avows, and gifts, and the first 
engendered things of your oxen, and of (your) sheep. (and ye shall come there, and offer in 


3537 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 12:7 106 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 12:18 


that place your burnt sacrifices, and slain sacrifices, your tithes, and the first fruits of your hands, 
and your vows, and gifts, and the first-born males of your oxen, and of your sheep.) 

7 And ye and your houses shall eat there in the sight of your Lord God; and ye shall 
be glad in all things to which ye put the hand, in which your Lord God hath blessed you. 
(And ye and your households, or your families, shall eat there before the Lord your God; and ye 
shall be glad in all the things to which ye put your hands, because the Lord your God hath blessed 
you.) 

8 Ye shall not do there those things which we do here today, each man that that 
seemeth rightful to himself. 

9 For unto the time that is now, ye came not to (the) rest, and to [the] possession, which 
the Lord God shall give to you. 

10 Ye shall pass (the) Jordan (or Ye shall cross over the Jordan River), and ye shall dwell 
in the land which your Lord God shall give to you, that ye rest from all (your) enemies 
about, and that ye dwell without any dread. 

11 In the place which your Lord God (shall) choose that his name be therein. Thither 
ye shall bear all things, which I command to you, burnt sacrifices, and sacrifices, and the 
tithes, and the first fruits of your hands, and whatever is the best thing in gifts, which 
ye avow to the Lord. 

12 There ye shall eat before your Lord God, ye, and your sons, and daughters, your 
menservants, and womenservants, and the deacons, that dwell in your cities; for they 
have none other part and possession among you. (And ye shall eat there before the Lord your 
God, ye, and your sons, and your daughters, your slaves, and your slave-girls, and the Levites who 
live in your cities, because the Levites have no other portion or possession among you.) 

13 Be thou ware lest thou offer thy burnt sacrifices in each place that thou seest, (Be 
thou careful, lest thou offer thy burnt sacrifices in any place that thou seest,) 

14 but in that place which the Lord [shall] choose in one of thy lineages, thou shalt 
offer sacrifices, and thou shalt do whatever things I command to thee. (but rather, only 
at that place which the Lord shall choose in one of thy tribes, shalt thou offer thy sacrifices, and 
thou shalt do whatever I command thee.) 

15 For if thou wilt eat, and the eating of flesh delighteth thee, slay thou, and eat, by the 
blessing of thy Lord God, that he hath given to thee in thy cities, whether it is unclean, 
that is, spotted, either wemmed, and feeble, either clean, and without wem, that is, 
whole in each member, (that) which is leaveful to be offered, thou shalt eat those, as 
(of) a capret, and an hart; (But if thou art hungry, and the eating of flesh delighteth thee, kill 
thou, and eat, whatever he hath given thee, wherever thou may live, with the blessing of the Lord 
thy God; yea, whether ye be clean, or unclean, ye can eat it, as you would eat the meat of a gazelle, 
or a deer;) 

16 only without eating of [the] blood, which thou shalt shed out as water upon the 
earth. (but thou shalt not eat the blood; thou shalt pour it out like water onto the ground.) 

17 Thou shalt not be able to eat in thy cities the tithes of thy wheat, (of) thy wine, and of 
thine oil, nor the first engendered things of thy droves, and of thy sheep, and all things 
which thou hast avowed, and wilt offer by free will, and the first fruits of thine hands; 
(Thou shalt not eat in thy cities the tithes of thy corn, or thy wine, or thy oil, or the first-born of 
thy herds, or of thy sheep, or anything which thou hast vowed, or wilt offer by free will, or the first 
fruits of thy hands;) 

18 but thou shalt eat those things before thy Lord God, in the place which thy Lord God 
choose, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, thy manservant, and thy womanservant, 
and the deacon that dwelleth in thy cities, (or but thou shalt eat those things before the Lord 
thy God, in the place which the Lord thy God shall choose, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, 
thy slave, and thy slave-girl, and the Levite who liveth in thy cities); and thou shalt be glad, and 
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thou shalt be fulfilled before thy Lord God in all (the) things to which thou holdest forth 
thine hand (to do). 

19 Be thou ware lest thou forsake the deacon in all time, in which thou livest in (the) 
earth. (Be thou careful, lest thou forget the Levite at any time in which thou livest on the earth.) 

20 When thy Lord God hath alarged thy terms, as he spake to thee, (or When the Lord 
thy God hath enlarged thy borders, as he hath promised thee), and thou wilt eat (some) flesh, 
which thy soul desireth, 

21 forsooth if the place is far, which thy Lord God choose, that his name be there, thou 
shalt slay of thine oxen, and sheep, which thou hast, as the Lord commanded to thee; 
and thou shalt eat in thy cities as it pleaseth thee. (but if the place is too far from thee, 
which the Lord thy God shall choose, that his name be there, thou shalt kill some of thy oxen, or of 
thy sheep, which thou hast, as the Lord commanded thee; and thou shalt eat it in thy cities as it 
pleaseth thee.) 

22 As (the meat of) a capret and an hart is eaten, so thou shalt eat those; both a clean 
man and an unclean (man) shall eat thereof in common. (Thou shalt eat it, like thou would 
the meat of a gazelle, or a deer; both a clean person and an unclean person shall eat it in common.) 

23 Only eschew thou this, that thou eat not (the) blood; for the blood of those beasts is 
for the life, and therefore thou oughtest not eat the life with fleshes, (or and so thou ought 
not to eat the life with the flesh, or with the meat), 

24 but thou shalt pour it out as water upon the earth, (but thou shalt pour it out like water 
onto the ground,) 

25 that it be well to thee, and to thy sons after thee, (or that it be well with thee, and with 
thy children after thee), when thou hast done that, that pleaseth in the sight of the Lord. 

26 Soothly thou shalt take that that thou hast avowed, and hallowed to the Lord, and 
thou shalt come to the place which the Lord choose; (And thou shalt take what thou hast 
vowed, and dedicated to the Lord, and thou shalt come to the place which the Lord shall choose;) 

27 and thou shalt offer there thine offerings, and flesh, and blood, upon the altar of 
thy Lord God; thou shalt pour (out) in the altar the blood of the sacrifices; but thou shalt 
eat the flesh. (for thy burnt sacrifice, thou shalt offer both the flesh, and the blood, on the altar 
of the Lord thy God; and for thy peace offering, thou shalt pour the blood of the offering on the 
altar, but thou shalt eat its flesh.) 

28 Keep thou and hear all things which I command to thee, that it be well to thee, and 
to thy sons after thee, [into] without end, when thou hast done that, that is good and 
pleasing in the sight of thy Lord God. (Hear thou and obey all the things which I command to 
thee, so that it be well with thee, and with thy children, forevermore, when thou hast done what 
is good and pleasing in the sight of the Lord thy God.) 

29 When thy Lord God hath destroyed before thy face [the] folks, to which thou shalt 
enter and wield, (or When the Lord thy God hath destroyed the nations before thy face, to whom 
eae ae enter in to take), and when thou hast wielded those folks, and hast dwelled in 
their land, 

30 be thou ware lest thou follow them, after that they be destroyed, when thou 
enterest, and thou seek their ceremonies, and say, As these folks worshipped their gods, 
so and I shall worship. (be thou careful, after that thou hast entered, and they be destroyed, 
lest thou follow them; do not thou seek out their ceremonies, saying, As these nations worshipped 
their gods, so we shall worship our God.) 

31 Thou shalt not do in like manner to thy Lord God (or Thou shalt not worship the Lord 
thy God in like manner); for they did (un)to their gods all the abominations which the Lord 
loatheth, and they offered (up) their sons and their daughters, and they burnt them with 
fire. 

32 Do thou to the Lord this thing only which I command to thee, neither add thou 
anything, neither abate. (Do thou to the Lord only the things which I command to thee, neither 
add thou anything, nor abate thou anything.) 
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CHAPTER 13 

1 If a prophet riseth in the midst of thee, either he that saith himself to have seen a 
dream, and he before-saith a sign, and a wonder to come after, (When a prophet riseth up 
in the midst of thee, or him who saith that he hath seen a dream, and he speaketh of a sign, or a 
wonder, before that it cometh,) 

2 and this thing that he said befalleth, and he saith to thee, Go we, and follow we alien 
gods, which thou knowest not, and serve we them, (and what he said befalleth, and then he 
saith to thee, Now let us go, and follow foreign, or other, gods, which thou knowest not, and let us 
serve them,) 

3 thou shalt not hear the words of that prophet, either of that dreamer; for your Lord 
God assayeth you, that he know openly whether ye love him, either nay, in all your heart, 
and in all your soul. (thou shalt not listen to the words of that prophet, or of that dreamer; for 
the Lord your God trieth, or testeth, you, to clearly know whether ye love him, or not, with all your 
heart, and with all your soul.) 

4 Follow ye your Lord God, and dread ye him; keep ye his commandments, and hear ye 
his voice; ye shall serve him, and ye shall cleave to him. (Follow ye the Lord your God, and 
fear ye him; obey ye his commandments, and listen ye to his voice; ye shall serve him, and ye shall 
cleave to him.) 

5 And that prophet, either (that) feigner of dreams, shall be slain; for he spake (so) 
that he should turn you away from your Lord God, that led you out of the land of Egypt, 
and again-bought you from the house of servage, (or and bought you back, or redeemed, or 
ransomed, you from the house of servitude, or of slavery), (so) that he make thee to err from 
the way that thy Lord God commanded to thee; and in (the) killing of him thou shalt do 
away evil from the midst of thee. 

6 If thy brother, the son of thy mother, either thy son, either thy daughter, either the 
wife which is in thy bosom, either thy friend, whom thou lovest as thy (own) soul, will 
counsel thee, and saith privily, Go we and serve alien gods, which thou knowest not, and 
thy fathers know not, (or will counsel thee, and saith privately, Let us go, and serve foreign, or 
other, gods, which thou knowest not, nor thy fathers knew), 

7 (the gods) of all the folks about, that be nigh either far, from the beginning unto the 
end of the land, 

8 assent thou not to him, neither hear thou him, neither thine eye spare him, that 
thou have mercy of him, and hide him, (assent thou not to him, nor listen thou to him, nor 
thine eye spare him, so that thou have mercy on him, or that thou hide him,) 

9 but anon thou shalt slay him. Thine hand be first upon him, and after thee, all the 
people put to (the) hand. (but at once thou shalt kill him. Thy hand be the first upon him, and 
after thee, the hands of all the other people.) 

10 He shall be oppressed with stones, and shall be slain; for he would draw thee away 
from thy Lord God, that led thee out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servage, (He 
shall be killed with stones; for he tried to draw thee away from the Lord thy God, who led thee out 
of the land of Egypt, from the house of servitude, or of slavery,) 

11 that all Israel hear this and dread, and do no more anything like this thing. (then all 
Israel shall hear of this, and be afraid, and never again do anything evil like this.) 

12 If thou hearest any men saying in one of thy cities, which thy Lord God shall give 
thee to dwell in, 

13 The sons of Belial went out from the midst of thee, and turned away the dwellers of 
the city, and said, Go we, and serve alien gods, which ye knew not, (The sons of Belial went 
out from thy midst, and turned away that city’s inhabitants, for they said, Let us go, and serve 
foreign, or other, gods, which ye knew not,) 

14 inquire thou busily, and when the truth of the thing is beholden diligently, if thou 
findest that this thing is certain, that is said, and that this abomination is done indeed, 
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(carefully inquire thou, and when the truth of the thing is diligently seen, if thou findest that it is 
certain that this was said, and that this abomination was indeed done,) 

15 anon thou shalt smite the dwellers of that city with the sharpness of sword (or at 
once thou shalt strike the inhabitants of that city with the sharpness of the sword), and thou 
shalt destroy that city, and all things that be therein, unto the beasts. 

16 Also whatever thing of purtenance of household is found there, thou shalt gather 
it together in [the] midst of the streets thereof, and thou shalt burn it with that city, so 
that thou waste all things before thy Lord God, and it be a burial everlasting; it shall no 
more be builded. (And whatever thing of purtenance of household is found there, thou shalt 
gather it together in the middle of its streets, or in the town square, and thou shalt burn all those 
things along with that city, so that thou destroy all those things before the Lord thy God, and it 
shall be an everlasting burial; that city shall never be rebuilt.) 

17 And nothing of that cursing shall dwell in thine hand, that the Lord be turned away 
from the wrath of his strong vengeance, and have mercy upon thee, and multiply thee, 
as he swore to thy fathers. (And then nothing of what be cursed shall be found in thy hands, 
and the Lord shall turn away from the anger of his strong vengeance, and shall have mercy on 
thee, and shall multiply thee, as he promised to thy fathers.) 

18 When thou hast heard the voice of thy Lord God, thou shalt keep all his behests 
which I command to thee today, that thou do that thing that is pleasing in the sight 
of thy Lord God. (When thou hast heard the voice of the Lord thy God, thou shalt obey all his 
commandments which I command to thee today, so that thou do what is right before the Lord thy 


God.) 
CHAPTER 14 


1 Be ye the sons of your Lord God; ye shall not cut you(rselves), neither ye shall make 
baldness (upon yourselves), upon a dead man, (Ye be the children, or the people, of the Lord 
your God; ye shall not cut yourselves, nor shall ye make yourselves bald, when mourning for a 
dead person,) 

2 for thou art an holy people to thy Lord God, and he chose thee that thou be to him 
into a special people, of all the folks that be upon earth. (for thou art a holy people to the 
Lord thy God, and he chose thee that thou be to him a special people, out of all the nations, or all 
the peoples, that be upon the earth.) 

3 Eat ye not those things that be unclean. 

4 This is a beast which ye shall eat (or These be the beasts which ye shall eat); an ox, and a 
sheep, and a goat, 

5 an hart, a capret, a wild ox, (a) tragelaph, that is, a beast in part like a goat buck, and 
in part like an hart, a pygarg, an ostrich, a camelopard. (a deer, a gazelle, a wild ox, or a 
buffalo, a tragelaph, that is, a beast in part like a goat buck, and in part like a deer, an antelope, 
an ostrich, and a giraffe.) 

6 Ye shall eat each beast that parteth the claw into two parts, and cheweth the cud. 
(Ye may eat any beast which hath a divided hoof, or foot, and cheweth the cud.) 

7 And ye shall not eat these beasts, of them that chew the cud, and part not the claw; a 
camel, an hare, and a coney; for these chew the cud, and part not the claw, they shall be 
unclean to you; (But ye shall not eat those beasts, which chew the cud, but do not have a divided 
hoof, or foot; such as a camel, a hare, and a rock-badger; for these chew the cud, but do not have 
a divided hoof, or foot, and so they shall be unclean to you;) 

8 also a swine, for it parteth the claw, and cheweth not the cud, shall be unclean, (or 
and a pig, for it hath a divided hoof, but it cheweth not the cud, and so it shall be unclean); ye 
shall not eat the flesh of them, and ye shall not touch their dead bodies. 

° Ye shall eat these things, of all that dwell in waters, (or Of all the things that live in 
water, these ye shall eat); eat ye those things that have fins and scales; 

10 eat ye not those things that be without fins and scales, for those be unclean. 
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11 Eat ye all clean birds; 

12 (but) eat ye not unclean birds, that is, an eagle, and a gripe, and an aliet, 
13 an heron, and a vulture, and a kite by his kind, 

14 and all thing of ravens? kind, 

15 and a struthio, and a night crow, and a lari, and an hawk by his kind, 


16 qa falcon, and a swan, and a ciconia, 
17 and a dipper, a porphyrio, and a rearmouse, a cormorant, 


18 and a calidris, all in their kind; also a lapwing and a bat. 

19 And all thing that creepeth, and hath fins, shall be unclean, and shall not be eaten. 
(And all insects that both creep and fly, shall be unclean, and shall not be eaten.) 

20 Eat ye all thing (that creepeth), and that is clean; (But ye can eat all clean insects.) 

21 but whatever thing is dead by itself, eat ye not thereof. Give thou 

(it as) meat to the pilgrim that is within thy gates, that he eat (it), either sell thou 

(it as) meat to him, for thou art an holy people of thy Lord God. Thou shalt not seethe 
a kid in his mother’s milk. (Whatever thing that dieth a natural death, ye shall not eat. Give 
thou it as food to the foreigner, or the stranger, who is within thy gates, so that he can eat it, or 
sell thou it as food to him, but thou art a holy people of the Lord thy God, and thou shalt not eat 
it. And thou shalt not boil a kid in his mother’s milk.) 

22 Thou shalt separate the tenth part of all thy fruits that come forth in the land by 
each year; (Thou shalt set aside the tenth part of all thy produce that cometh forth from the land 
each year;) 

23 and thou shalt eat (it) in the sight of thy Lord God, in the place which he choose, 
that his name be called therein; thou shalt offer the tithe of thy wheat, of wine, and oil, 
and the first engendered things of thy droves, and of thy sheep, that thou learn to dread 
thy Lord God in all time. (and thou shalt eat it before the Lord thy God, in the place which he 
shall choose, that his name be called there; thou shalt offer a tenth of thy corn, and of thy wine, 
and of thy oil, and the first-born male things of thy herds, and of thy sheep, so that thou learn to 
fear the Lord thy God or so that thou learn to revere the Lord thy God, for all time.) 

24 But when the way is longer, and the place that thy Lord God choose is far, and he 
hath blessed, or increased, thee, and thou mayest not bring all these things to that place, 
(But when the way is too long, and the place that the Lord thy God shall choose is too far from thee, 
and he hath blessed thee, but thou cannot bring all these things to that place,) 

25 thou shalt sell all these things, and shalt turn them into price, and thou shalt bear 
them in thine hand, and thou shalt go to the place which thy Lord God choose; (then thou 
shalt sell all these things, and shalt turn them into money, and thou shalt carry it in thy hand, and 
thou shalt go to the place which the Lord thy God shall choose;) 

26 and thou shalt buy of the same money whatever thing pleaseth to thee, either of 
droves, either of sheep; also thou shalt buy wine, and cider, and all things that thy soul 
desireth; and thou shalt eat (it) before thy Lord God, and thou shalt make feast, thou, 
and thine house, (and thou shalt buy with that money whatever pleaseth thee, from the herds, 
or the sheep; and thou shalt buy wine, or cider, or anything else that thy soul desireth; and thou 
shalt eat it before the Lord thy God, and thou shalt make a feast, thou, and thy household, or thy 
family,) 

27 and the deacon that is within thy gates; be thou ware lest thou forsake him, for he 
hath not other part in thy possession. (and the Levite who is within thy gates; be thou careful, 
lest thou forget him, for he hath no portion or possession among thee.) 

28 In the third year thou shalt separate another tithe of all things that grow to thee in 
that year, and thou shalt keep it within thy gates. (And in the third year thou shalt set aside 
a tenth of all the things that grow for thee in that year, and thou shalt keep it within thy gates.) 

29 And the deacon shall come, that hath none other part nor possession with thee, and 
the pilgrim, and the fatherless, either motherless child, and the widow, that be within 
thy gates, and they shall eat, and be fulfilled, that thy Lord God bless thee, in all the 
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works of thine hands which thou shalt do. (And the Levite shall come, who hath no portion 
or possession among thee, and the foreigner, or the stranger, and the fatherless or the motherless 
child, and the widow, yea, they who be within thy gates, and they shall eat, and be fulfilled, and 
then the Lord thy God shall bless thee, in all the work of thy hands which thou shalt do.) 


CHAPTER 15 

1 In the seventh year thou shalt make (a) remission, (In the seventh year thou shalt make 
a forgiveness of debts,) 

2 that shall be fulfilled by this order. To whom anything is owed, of his friend, either 
neighbour, and brother, he shall not be able to ask (for)it, for it is the year of remission, 
or forgiveness, of the Lord. (that shall be fulfilled in this way. To whom anything is owed, to 
his friend, or his neighbour, or his brother, he shall not be able to ask for it, for it is the Year of 
Remission, or the Year of Forgiveness, of the Lord.) 

3 Thou shalt ask it of a pilgrim, that is, a stranger, or he that is not of the faith of (the) 
Jews, and of a comeling; thou hast no power to ask (for) it of a citizen and of a neighbour; 
(Thou shalt ask for it from a foreigner, that is, from a stranger, or from he who is not of the faith of 
the Jews, and a newcomer; but thou hast no power to ask for it from a citizen, or from a neighbour.) 

4 and utterly a needy man and a beggar shall not be among you, that thy Lord God 
bless thee, in the land which he shall give to thee into possession. (And there shall never 
be a needy person, or a beggar, among you, and then the Lord thy God shall bless thee, in the land 
which he shall give to thee for a possession,) 

5 If nevertheless thou shalt hear the voice of thy Lord God, and shalt keep all things 
which he commanded, and which I command today to thee, (ifonly thou shalt hear the voice 
of the Lord thy God, and shalt obey all the things which he commanded, and which I command to 
thee today,) 

6 he shall bless thee, as he promised. Thou shalt lend to many folks, and thou shalt not 
take borrowing of any man; thou shalt be lord of full many nations, and no man shall be 
lord of thee. (yea, then he shall bless thee, as he promised. Thou shalt lend to many nations, but 
thou shalt not borrow from anyone; thou shalt be lord of a great many nations, but no one shall be 
thy lord.) 

7 If one of thy brethren that dwell within the gates of thy city, in the land which thy 
Lord God shall give to thee, cometh to poverty, thou shalt not make hard thine heart, 
neither thou shalt withdraw thine hand (from him), 

8 but thou shalt open it to the poor man, and thou shalt lend him whatso(ever) thou 
seest him have need to. (but thou shalt open it to the poor, and thou shalt lend to them whatever 
thou seest that they have need of.) 

9 Be thou ware lest peradventure [a] wicked thought creep (in) privily to thee, and 
thou say in thine heart, The seventh year of remission, (or of forgiveness), nigheth; and 
thou turn away thine eyes from thy poor brother, and thou wilt not give to him the loan 
that he asketh (for); lest he cry against thee to the Lord, and it be made to thee into sin, 
(or lest he cry to the Lord against thee, and thou be judged to be guilty of sin). 

10 But thou shalt give to him, and thou shalt not do anything falsely in relieving his 
needs, that thy Lord God bless thee in all time, and in all things to which thou shalt put 
to thine hand. (But thou shalt give to him, and thou shalt not do anything falsely when relieving 
his need, so that the Lord thy God shall bless thee for all time, and in all the things to which thou 
shalt put thy hand.) 

11 Poor men shall not fail (to be) in the land of thy dwelling; therefore I command to 
thee, that thou open thy hand to thy brother needy (and) poor, that live with thee in the 
land. (There shall always be poor people in the land of thy dwelling; and so I command thee, that 
thou open thy hands to thy brothers and sisters who be needy and poor, who live with thee in the 
land.) 
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12 When thy brother, an Hebrew man, either an Hebrew woman, is sold to thee, and 
hath served thee six years, in the seventh year thou shalt deliver him free (or in the seventh 
year thou shalt set them free). 

13 And thou shalt not suffer him (to) go away from thee void, to whom thou hast given 
freedom; (And when thou shalt set them free, thou shalt not allow them to go away empty-handed 
from thee;) 

14 but thou shalt give him lifelode in the way, of thy flocks, and of thy cornfloor, and of 
thy presser, in which thy Lord God hath blessed thee. (but thou shalt give them sustenance 
for the way, out of thy flocks, and from thy threshing floor, and thy winepress, yea, out of all in 
which the Lord thy God hath blessed thee.) 

15 Have thou mind that also thou servedest in the land of Egypt, and thy Lord God 
delivered thee, and therefore I command now (this) to thee. (Remember that thou were 
slaves in the land of Egypt, and the Lord thy God set thee free, and so now I command this to thee.) 

16 But if he say, I will not go out, for he loveth thee, and thine house(hold), and he 
feeleth that it is well to him with thee, (But if thy slave saith, I will not leave thee, for I love 
thee, and thy family, and he feeleth that it is good for him to be with thee,) 

17 thou shalt take an awl, and thou shalt pierce (it through) his ear in(to) the door of 
thine house, and (then) he shall serve thee till into the world; also thou shalt do in like 
manner to an handmaid (or and thou shalt treat a slave-girl in the same manner). 

18 Thou shalt not turn away from them thine eyes, when thou shalt deliver them free, 
for by the hire of an hired man they served thee by six years; that thy Lord God bless 
thee, in all the works which thou doest. (Thou shalt not turn away thine eyes from them, 
when thou shalt set them free, for they have served thee for six years at half the cost, or at half the 
wages, of a hired servant; and then the Lord thy God shall bless thee, in all the works which thou 
doest.) 

19 Of the first engendered things that be born in thy droves, and in thy sheep, whatever 
is of male kind, thou shalt hallow to thy Lord God, (or Of the first-born of thy herds, and of 
thy sheep, whatever is male, thou shalt dedicate to the Lord thy God). Thou shalt not work with 
the first engendered thing of oxen, and thou shalt not shear the first engendered things 
of sheep. 

20 Thou shalt eat those by all years in the sight of thy Lord God, thou, and thine house, 
in the place which the Lord choose. (Rather, year after year, thou shalt eat them before the 
Lord thy God, thou, and thy household, or thy family, in the place which the Lord shall choose.) 

21 And if it have a wem (or But if it hath a blemish, or a fault), either is crooked, either (is) 
blind, either is foul, either (is) feeble in any part, it shall not be offered to thy Lord God; 

22 but thou shalt eat it within the gates of thy city, both a clean man and an unclean 
(man) shall eat of those in like manner, as of a capret, and of an hart. (but thou shalt eat it 
within the gates of thy city, both a clean person and an unclean person shall eat it, like they would 
a gazelle, or a deer.) 

23 Only thou shalt keep this, that thou eat not the blood of those, but shed it out as 
water into the earth. (But thou shalt not eat any of their blood, but thou shalt pour it out like 
water onto the ground.) 


CHAPTER 16 


1 Keep thou the month of new fruits, and of the beginning of summer, that thou make 
pask to thy Lord God; for in this month thy Lord God led thee out of Egypt in the night. 
(Observe thou the month of Abib, at the beginning of summer, and keep thou the Passover to the 
Lord thy God; for in this month the Lord thy God led thee out of Egypt in the night.) 

2 And thou shalt offer pask to thy Lord God, of sheep, and of oxen, in the place which 
thy Lord God choose, that his name dwell there. (And thou shalt offer the Passover to the 
Lord thy God, yea, a sheep, or an ox, in the place which the Lord thy God shall choose, that his 
name shall be there.) 
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3 Thou shalt not eat therein bread dighted with sourdough; in seven days thou shalt 
eat bread of affliction, (that is), without sourdough, for suddenly, either hastily, thou 
wentest out of Egypt, that thou have mind of the day of thy going out of Egypt, in all the 
days of thy life. (Thou shalt not eat it with any bread made with yeast; yea, for seven days thou 
shalt eat the bread of affliction, that is, bread made without yeast, for suddenly, or hastily, thou 
wentest out of Egypt, so that thou shalt remember the day of thy going out of Egypt, all the days 
of thy life.) 

4 Nothing dighted with sourdough shall appear in all thy coasts by seven days, and of 
the flesh of that that is offered in the eventide, (that is, of the lamb of the pask), shall not 
dwell in the first day in the morrowtide. (Nothing made with yeast shall appear in all thy 
land for seven days, and none of the flesh of what is offered in the evening, that is, of the Passover 
lamb, shall remain past the first day, into the next morning.) 

5 Thou shalt not be able to offer pask in each of thy cities which thy Lord God shall 
give to thee, (Thou shalt not offer the Passover in all the cities which the Lord thy God shall give 
thee,) 

6 but in the place which thy Lord God choose, that his name dwell there; thou shalt 
offer pask in the eventide, at the going down of the sun, when thou wentest out of Egypt. 
(but only in the place which the Lord thy God shall choose, that his name shall be there; thou shalt 
offer the Passover there in the evening, at the going down of the sun, the time when thou wentest 
out of Egypt.) 

7 And thou shalt seethe thy offering, and eat it, in the place which thy Lord God hath 
chosen, and thou shalt rise in the morrowtide of the second day, and thou shalt go into 
thy tabernacles (or and then thou shalt return to thy tents). 

8 Six days thou shalt eat therf bread; and in the seventh day, for it is the gathering of 
thy Lord God, thou shalt not do work. (Six days thou shalt eat unleavened bread; and on the 
seventh day, there shall be a holy gathering to the Lord thy God, and thou shalt not do any work 
on it.) 

9 Thou shalt number to thee seven weeks, from that day in which thou settedest a 
sickle into the corn; (Thou shalt count seven weeks, from that day on which thou puttest the 
sickle to the corn;) 

10 and thou shalt hallow the feast day(s) of weeks to thy Lord God, a willful offering of 
thine hand, which thou shalt offer by the blessing of thy Lord God. (and then thou shalt 
keep the Feast of Weeks, or the Harvest Festival, to the Lord thy God, and thou shalt offer a freewill 
offering, in proportion to the blessing given thee by the Lord thy God.) 

11 And thou shalt eat before thy Lord God, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, and thy 
servant, and thine handmaid, and the deacon that is within thy gates, and the comeling, 
and the fatherless, either motherless child, and the widow, that dwell with you, in the 
place which thy Lord God choose, that his name dwell there. (And thou shalt eat before 
the Lord thy God, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, and thy slave, and thy slave-girl, and the 
Levite who is within thy gates, and the newcomer, and the fatherless or the motherless child, and 
the widow, yea, all who live with you, in the place which the Lord thy God shall choose, that his 
name is there.) 

12 And thou shalt have mind for thou were (a) servant in Egypt, and thou shalt keep 
and do those things that be commanded. (And thou shalt remember that thou were slaves in 
Egypt, and thou shalt obey and do those things that be commanded.) 

13 And thou shalt hallow the solemnity of tabernacles by seven days, when thou hast 
gathered thy fruits of thy cornfloor, and of the presser. (And thou shalt keep the Feast of 
Tabernacles, or the Festival of Booths, or of Shelters, for seven days, when thou hast gathered in 
the produce from thy threshing floor, and from thy winepress.) 

14 And thou shalt eat in thy feast, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, and thy 
manservant, and thine handmaid, also the deacon, and the comeling, and the fatherless, 
either motherless child, and the widow, that be within thy gates. (And thou shalt be glad 
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at thy feast, or thy festival, thou, and thy son, and thy daughter, and thy slave, and thy slave-girl, 
and the Levite, and the newcomer, and the fatherless or the motherless child, and the widow, yea, 
all who be within thy gates.) 

15 By seven days thou shalt hallow feasts to thy Lord God, in the place which the Lord 
choose; and thy Lord God shall bless thee, in all thy fruits, and in all the work of thine 
hands, and thou shalt be in gladness. (For seven days thou shalt keep this feast to the Lord thy 
God, in the place which the Lord shall choose; and the Lord thy God shall bless thee, with all thy 
fruits, and with all the work of thine hands, and thou shalt be glad, or be happy.) 

16 In three times by the year all thy male kind shall appear in the sight of thy Lord, 
in the place which he choose, in the solemnity of therf loaves, and in the solemnity of 
weeks, and in the solemnity of tabernacles. A man shall not appear void before the Lord; 
(Three times a year all thy males shall appear before the Lord thy God, in the place which he shall 
choose, at the Feast of Unleavened Bread, and at the Feast of Weeks, and at the Feast of Tabernacles. 
A man shall not appear empty-handed before the Lord;) 

17 but each man shall offer after that that he hath, by the blessing of his Lord God, that 
he gave to him. (but each man shall offer what he hath, in proportion to the blessing which the 
Lord his God hath given him.) 

18 Thou shalt ordain judges, and exactors, in all thy gates which thy Lord God shall 
give to thee, by each of thy lineages, that they deem the people by just doom, (Thou shalt 
ordain judges, and exactors, in all thy gates which the Lord thy God shall give thee, in each of thy 
tribes, and they shall judge the people with fair judgements,) 

19 and bow they not into the other part for favour, either gift. Thou shalt not take a 
person, neither gifts, for why gifts blind the eyes of wise men, and change the words of 
just men, (or Thou shalt not show favour to anyone, nor take a bribe, or a gift, for bribes blind 
the eyes of the wise, and change the words of the just). 

20 Thou shalt pursue justly that that is just, that thou live, and wield the land which 
thy Lord God shall give to thee. (Thou shalt only pursue what is right, or just, so that thou can 
live, and possess the land which the Lord thy God shall give thee.) 

21 Thou shalt not plant a wood, and each tree (or any tree), by the altar of thy Lord God; 
(Thou shalt not plant a sacred grove, or put up a pole, beside the altar of the Lord thy God;) 

22 neither thou shalt make to thee, and ordain an image; which things thy Lord God 
hateth. (nor shalt thou set up a sacred pillar, or an idol, for thee to worship; the Lord thy God 
hateth all these things.) 


CHAPTER 17 

1 Thou shalt not offer to thy Lord God an ox and a sheep in which is a wem, either 
anything of vice/either anything of reproof, for it is abomination to thy Lord God. (Thou 
shalt not offer to the Lord thy God an ox or a sheep which hath a blemish, or a fault, for that is an 
abomination to the Lord thy God.) 

2 And when a man either a woman, that do evil in the sight of thy Lord God, be found 
with thee, within one of thy gates which thy Lord God shall give to thee, and they break 
the covenant of God, 

3 that they go and serve alien gods, and worship them, the sun, and the moon, and 
all the knighthood of heaven, which things I commanded not; (and go and serve foreign, or 
other, gods, and worship them, or the sun, and the moon, and all the host of heaven, which things 
I would never command;) 

4 and this is told to thee, and thou hearest (of) it, and inquirest diligently, and thou 
findest that it is sooth, and that (such an) abomination is done in Israel; 

5 thou shalt lead out the man and the woman, that did that most cursed thing, to the 
gates of thy city, and they shall be oppressed with stones (until they die). (thou shalt lead 
out the man, or the woman, who did this most cursed thing, to the gates of thy city, and they shall 
be killed with stones.) 
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6 He that shall be slain, shall perish in the mouth of twain, either of three witnesses; 
no man be slain, for one man saith witnessing against him. (He who shall be put to death, 
shall die only after the testimony of two, or three, witnesses; no one shall die because one person 
saith witnessing against them.) 

7 The hand of the witnesses shall first slay him, and at the last the hand of the other 
people shall be put to, for to throw him down with stones, that thou do away evil from 
the midst of thee. (The hands of the witnesses shall be the first to stone them, and then the other 
people shall put their hands to it, and they shall throw their stones, so that thou do away evil from 
the midst of thee.) 

8 If thou perceivest, that hard and doubtful doom is with thee, (or If thou perceivest, 
that there is a hard and difficult judgement before thee), betwixt blood and blood, cause and 
cause, leprosy and not leprosy, and thou seest that the words of [the] judges within thy 
gates be diverse in their deeming; rise thou, and go up to the place that thy Lord God 
hath chosen; 

9 and thou shalt come to the priests of the kin of Levi, and to the judge that is in that 


time, and thou shalt ask of them, which shall show to thee the truth of [the] doom. (and 
thou shalt come to the levitical priests, and to the judge then in office, and thou shalt ask them, 


and they shall tell thee the correct judgement and sentence.) 

10 And thou shalt do, whatever thing they say, that be sovereigns in the place which 
the Lord choose (or who be the rulers in the place which the Lord shall choose), and (who) teach 
thee by the law of the Lord; 

11 thou shalt follow the sentence of them; thou shalt not bow therefrom to the right 
side, either to the left. 

12 For that man shall die, that is proud, and will not obey to the behest of the priest, 
that ministereth in that time to thy Lord God, and to the sentence of the judge, and 
thou shalt do away evil from the midst of Israel; (And the person shall die, who is proud, and 
will not obey the decision of the priest, who ministereth at that time to the Lord thy God, or the 
sentence of the judge, and so thou shalt do away evil from the midst of Israel;) 

13 and all the people shall hear, and dread, that no man from thenceforth swell with 
pride. (and all the people shall hear, and have fear, so that henceforth no one should swell with 
pride.) 

14 When thou hast entered into the land, which thy Lord God shall give to thee, and 
wieldest it, and dwellest therein, and sayest, I shall ordain a king on me, as all nations 
by compass have, (or and sayest, We shall ordain a king over us, like all the nations around us 
have); 

15 thou shalt ordain him, whom thy Lord God chooseth, (out) of the number of thy 
brethren. Thou shalt not be able to make king a man of another folk, which man is not 
thy brother, (or Thou shalt not ordain a man from another nation to be your king, yea, a man 
who is not thy brother, that is, thy kinsman). 

16 And when the king is ordained, he shall not multiply horses to him(self), neither he 
shall lead again the people into Egypt, neither he shall be raised into pride, or tyranny, 
by the number of knights, mostly since the Lord commanded to you, that ye turn no 
more again by the same way. (And when the king is ordained, he shall not multiply horses unto 
himself, nor shall he lead the people back to Egypt, in order to add to his horses, for the Lord hath 
commanded that ye never go back there.) 

17 The king shall not have many wives, that draw his mind to lusts, neither he shall 
have great weights of silver and of gold. (The king shall not have many wives, who would 
draw away his mind to lust, or too much fleshliness, nor shall he have great quantities of silver 
and gold.) 


18 Forsooth after that he hath set in the throne of his realm, he shall write to himself, 
that is, shall make to be written, the deuteronomy, that is, declaration, of this law in a 


book, and he shall take (the) exemplar of (the) priests of the kin of Levi; (And after that he 
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hath sat on the throne of his kingdom, he shall have written for himself the deuteronomy, or the 
declaration, of this law in a book, and his copy shall be made from the original held by the levitical 
priests;) 

19 and he shall have it with him, and he shall read it in all the days of his life, that 
he learn to dread his Lord God, and to keep his words and his ceremonies, that be 
commanded in the law; (and he shall have it with him, and he shall read it all the days of his 
life, so that he can learn to fear the Lord his God or so that he can learn to revere the Lord his God, 
and obey all his words and his statutes, that be commanded in the law;) 

20 neither his heart be raised into pride on his brethren, neither bow he into the right 
side, either left side, that he reign long time, he and his sons on Israel. (and then his heart 
shall not be raised up in pride above his brothers, or his kinsmen, nor shall he turn from these 
commandments to the right, or to the left, and then he and his sons shall reign a long time over 
Israel.) 


CHAPTER 18 

1 Priests and deacons, and all men that be of the same lineage, shall have no part and 
heritage with the tother people of Israel, for they shall eat the sacrifices of the Lord, and 
the offerings of him; (The levitical priests, and all the men who be of the tribe of Levi, shall have 
no part or inheritance with the other people of Israel, for they shall eat the burnt sacrifices, and 
the other offerings, to the Lord;) 

2 and they shall not take any other thing of the possession of their brethren; for the 
Lord himself is their heritage, as he spake to them. (and they shall have no possession among 
their brothers; for the Lord himself is their inheritance, as he promised them.) 

3 This shall be the doom of (the) priests, that is, the thing justly given, either granted, 
of the people, and of them that offer sacrifices, (or This shall be the priest’s due, that is, the 
thing rightly given from the people, yea, from those who offer sacrifices); whether they offer an 
ox, either a sheep, they shall give to the priest the shoulder, and the paunch, 

4 the first fruits of wheat, and of wine, and of oil, and a part of wools of the shearing 
of sheep. (the first fruits of thy corn, and of thy wine, and of thy oil, and a part of the wools from 
the shearing of thy sheep.) 

5 For thy Lord God hath chosen him (out) of all thy lineages, that he stand and minister 
to the name of the Lord (or that he stand to minister in the name of the Lord), he and his sons, 
[into] without end. 

6 If a deacon goeth out of one of thy cities of all Israel, in which he dwelleth, (or If a 
Levite goeth out of any of thy cities in Israel, in which he liveth), and will come and desireth 
the place which the Lord (shall) choose, 

7 he shall minister in the name of his Lord God, as all his brethren deacons, that shall 
stand in that time before the Lord. (then he shall minister in the name of the Lord his God, like 
all of his fellow Levites, who stand before the Lord at that time.) 

8 He shall take the same part of meats, that also other deacons shall take; besides that 
that is due to him in his city, by succession, either heritage, of (his) father. (He shall receive 
the same portion of food, that other Levites receive; besides what is due to him in his own city, by 
succession, either inheritance, from his father.) 

9 When thou hast entered into the land which thy Lord God shall give to thee, be thou 
ware lest thou wilt follow the abominations of those folks; 

10 none be found in thee that cleanseth his son, either his daughter, and leadeth by 
the fire, either that asketh questions of diviners that divine about the altars, and that 
taketh heed to dreams, and (to) chittering of birds; neither any witch be (among you), (let 
none be found among thee who maketh his son, or his daughter, to pass through the fire, or who 
asketh questions of diviners who divine about the altars, or who taketh heed to dreams, or to the 
twittering of birds; and let there be no witch found among you,) 
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11 neither any enchanter or tregetour, that is, he who deceiveth men’s eyes so that a 
thing seem that which it is not; neither a man take counsel of them that have a fiend 
speaking within them, neither of false diviners, neither seek of dead men the truth, (nor 
let anyone take counsel from them who have a fiend speaking within them, or from false diviners, 
nor seek they to learn the truth from the dead). 

12 For the Lord hath abomination of all these things, and for such wickednesses he 
shall do away them in thine entering. (For the Lord hath abomination for all these things, and 
for such wickednesses, he shall drive them all out before thee.) 

13 Thou shalt be perfect, and without filth, with thy Lord God. 

14 These heathen men, whose land thou shalt wield, hear them that work by chittering 
of birds, and false diviners; but thou art taught in other manner of thy Lord God. (These 
heathen, whose land thou shalt possess, listen to those who portend by the twittering of birds, and 
to false diviners; but thou art taught in another way, by the Lord thy God.) 

15 Thy Lord God shall raise a prophet of thy folk, and of thy brethren, as me, to thee, 
(and) thou shalt hear him; (The Lord thy God shall raise up a prophet like me, for thee, from thy 
nation, or thy people, yea, one of thy brothers, or one of thy kinsmen, and thou shalt listen to him;) 

16 as thou askedest of thy Lord God in Horeb, when the company was gathered 
together, and thou saidest, I shall no more hear the voice of my Lord God, and I shall 
no more see this greatest fire, lest I die. (as thou askedest of the Lord thy God at Mount Sinai, 
when the congregation was gathered together, and thou saidest, We shall not hear again the voice 
of the Lord our God, and we shall not see this great fire again, lest we die.) 

17 And the Lord said to me, They have spoken well all things (or They have spoken all 
things well). 

18 | shall raise to them a prophet, like thee, of the midst of their brethren, and I shall 
put my words in his mouth, and he shall speak to them all things, which I shall command 
to him. (I shall raise up for them a prophet, like thee, from the midst of their brothers, or of their 
kinsmen, and I shall put my words in his mouth, and he shall speak to them all the things, that I 
shall command to him.) 

19 And I shall be venger of him, that will not hear his words, which he shall speak in 
my name. (And I shall take vengeance upon anyone, who shall not obey the words, which he shall 
speak in my name.) 

20 Soothly a prophet shall be slain, which is depraved with pride, and will speak in 
my name those things, which I commanded not to him, that he should say, either by the 
name of alien gods. (And the prophet who is depraved with pride, and shall speak in my name 
those things, which I did not command him to say, or shall speak in the name of foreign, or other, 
gods, that prophet must be put to death.) 

21 That if thou answerest by privy thought, How may I understand the word, which 
the Lord spake not? (And if thou ask within thyselves, How can we know that the Lord did not 
speak this word?) 

22 thou shalt have this sign, or token, (to know a false prophet from a true prophet), if that 
that that prophet saith before in the name of the Lord, cometh not, the Lord spake it 
not, but he feigned it through (the) pride of his soul, and therefore thou shalt not dread 
him. (thou shalt have this sign, to know a false prophet from a true prophet; If what that prophet 
saith beforehand in the name of the Lord, cometh not, then the Lord did not speak it, but the false 
prophet feigned his prophecy through the pride of his soul, and so thou shalt not fear him.) 


CHAPTER 19 
1 When thy Lord God hath destroyed the folks, whose land he shall give to thee, and 


thou hast wielded it, and hast dwelled in the cities, and in [the] houses thereof; 

2 thou shalt separate three cities to thee in the midst of the land, which thy Lord God 
shall give to thee into possession. (thou shalt set apart three cities for thee in the midst of the 
land, which the Lord thy God shall give thee for a possession.) 
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3 Thou shalt make ready diligently the way, and thou shalt part evenly into three parts 
all the province(s) of thy land, that he that is exiled for manslaying, have nigh (at) hand 
whither he may escape. (Thou shalt diligently make ready the way, and thou shalt evenly divide 
all the provinces of thy land into three parts, so that anyone who is exiled for manslaughter, shall 
have a place close at hand to which they can escape.) 

4 This shall be the law of a manslayer fleeing, whose life shall be kept. If a man smiteth 
unwittingly his neighbour, and which is proved to have not had any hatred against him 
yesterday, and the third day ago, (This shall be the law for anyone fleeing manslaughter, whose 
life shall be saved. If anyone unwittingly, or unintentionally, striketh down his neighbour, and is 
proved to have not had any hatred against him yesterday, and the third day ago,) 

5 but to have gone simply with him into the wood to hew down trees, and in the 
felling down of trees the ax flieth from his hand, and the iron slideth from the helve, 
and smiteth, and slayeth his friend; this man shall flee to one of the foresaid cities, and 
shall live; (but simply to have gone into the woods with him to cut down some trees, and in the 
felling down of the trees, the ax flieth out of his hand, and the iron slideth from the helve, and 
striketh, and killeth his friend; this person shall flee to one of the foresaid cities, and shall be safe 
there;) 

6 lest peradventure the next kinsman of him, whose blood is shed out, be pricked with 
sorrow, and pursue, and (over)take him, if the way is longer, and slay his life, that is not 
guilty of death; for it is showed that he had not any hatred before against him that is 
slain. (lest the next of kin of him whose blood is shed out, be pricked with sorrow, and he pursue 
the killer, and overtake him, because the way is long, and then take the life of him who is truly 
not guilty of murder; for it was shown that he had no hatred before against that person who was 
killed.) 

7 Therefore I command to thee, that thou separate three cities of even space betwixt 
themselves. (And so I command thee to set apart three cities with even space between them.) 

8 Forsooth when thy Lord God hath alarged thy terms, as he swore to thy fathers, and 
hath given to thee all the land which he promised to them; 

9 if nevertheless thou keepest his commandments, and doest those things which I 
command to thee today, that thou love thy Lord God, and go in his ways in all time, (or so 
that thou love the Lord thy God, and go in his ways at all times), (then) thou shalt add to thee 
three other cities, and (so) thou shalt double the number of the foresaid cities, 

10 that guiltless blood be not shed out in the midst of the land which thy Lord God 
shall give to thee to have in possession, lest thou be guilty of blood. (so that innocent 
blood be not shed out in the midst of the land which the Lord thy God shall give thee to have for a 
possession, and that thou be guilty of shedding that innocent blood.) 

11 Forsooth if any man hateth his neighbour, and setteth ambushes to his life, and 
riseth up against him privily, and smiteth him, and he is dead (or and he dieth), and the 
manslayer fleeth to one of the foresaid cities, 

12 the elder men of that city shall send (for), and take him from the place of refuge; 
and they shall betake him into the hand of the next kinsman of him, whose blood is shed 
out, and he shall die, (the elders of that city shall send for him, and shall bring him back from 
the place of refuge; and they shall deliver him into the hands of the next of kin of him whose blood 
was shed out, and he shall die or and he shall be put to death,) 

13 and thou shalt not have mercy upon him; and thou shalt do away guilty blood from 
Israel, that it be well to thee. (and thou shalt not give him any mercy; and so thou shalt do 
away from Israel the guilt for innocent blood, so that it be well with thee.) 

14 Thou shalt not take, and turn over, the terms of thy neighbour, which the former 
men set in thy possession, which thy Lord God shall give to thee in the land, which 
land thou shalt take to be wielded. (Thou shalt not take away, or turn over, thy neighbour's 
boundary stones, which the people in former times put there in thy possession, which the Lord thy 
God shall give thee, in the land which thou shalt take for thyselves.) 
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15 One witness shall not stand against any man, whatever thing it is of sin, and of 
wickedness; but each word shall stand in the mouth of twain, either of three witnesses. 
(One witness shall not convict anyone, whatever his sin, or wickedness; but each charge must be 
established by the testimony of two, or three, witnesses.) 

16 If a false witness standeth against a man, and accuseth him of breaking of the law, 

17 both they, of whom the cause is, shall stand before the Lord, in the sight of priests, 
and of judges, that be in those days. (then both of the people who be in dispute, shall stand 
before the Lord, in the sight of the priests, and the judges, who then be in office.) 

18 And when they seeking the cause most diligently (or And if, after they have studied the 
case most diligently), (they) have found that the false witness said a lie against his brother, 

19 they shall yield to him, as he thought to have done to his brother; and (so) thou shalt 
do away evil from the midst of thee, 

20 that other men hear, and have dread, and be no more hardy to do such things, (or so 
that other people can hear, and have fear, and no more be so fool-hardy to do such things). Thou 
shalt not have mercy on him, 

21 but thou shalt ask life for life, eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for 
foot. 


CHAPTER 20 

1 If thou goest out to battle against thine enemies, and thou seest a multitude of 
knights, and of chariots, and a greater multitude of the adversary(’s) host than (what) 
thou hast, thou shalt not dread them; for thy Lord God is with thee, that led thee out of 
the land of Egypt. (If thou goest out to battle against thy enemies, and thou seest a multitude of 
horsemen, and of chariots, and a greater multitude of the adversary’s army than what thou hast, 
thou shalt not fear them; for the Lord thy God is with thee, who led thee out of the land of Egypt.) 

2 Soothly when the battle nigheth now, the priest shall stand before the battle array, 
and thus he shall speak to the people (or and he shall speak to the people thus), 

3 Thou, Israel, hear today, ye have battle against your enemies; your heart dread not, 
be ye not afeared; do not ye give stead, dread ye not them; (Hear, 0 Israel, today ye shall 
do battle against your enemies; but do not let your heart fear, and do not be afraid; do not ye give 
place to panic, and do not ye fear them;) 

4 for your Lord God is in the midst of you, and he shall fight for you against your 
adversaries, that he deliver you from peril. (for the Lord your God is in your midst, and he 
shall fight for you against your adversaries, so that he can save you from peril.) 

5 But the leaders shall cry by all the companies, while the host shall hear, (and shall 
say), Who is the man that hath builded a new house, and hath hallowed not it? go he and 
turn again into his house, lest peradventure he die in battle, and another man hallow it. 
(Then the leaders of the army shall say, in the hearing of all the people, Who is the man who hath 
built a new house, and hath not yet dedicated it? go he back, and return to his house, lest he die 
in the battle, and another man dedicate it.) 

6 Who is the man that (hath) planted a vinery, and hath not yet made it to be common, 
and of which it is leaveful to all men to eat? go he, and turn again into his house, lest 
peradventure he die in battle, and another man be set in his office. (Who is the man who 
hath planted a vineyard, and hath not yet made it to be common, and therefore lawful for all men 
to eat of it? go he back, and return to his house, lest he die in the battle, and another man enjoy 
its fruits.) 

7 Who is the man that hath espoused a wife, and hath not (yet) taken her by fleshly 
knowing? go he, and turn again into his house, lest peradventure he die in battle, and 
another man take her. (Who is the man who hath espoused a wife, and hath not yet taken her 
in fleshly knowing? go he back, and return to his house, lest he die in the battle, and another man 


take her.) 
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8 When these things be said, the leaders of the host shall add to (them) other things, 
and they shall speak to the people, and say, Who is a fearful man, and of dreadful heart? 
go he, and turn again into his house, lest he make his brethren’s hearts to dread, as he is 
aghast by dread. (When these things be said, the leaders of the army shall add other things, and 
they shall say to the people, Who is fearful, and hath a heart full of dread? go he back, and return 
to his house, lest he make his kinsmen’s hearts to fear, just like his is filled with fear.) 

9 And when the dukes of the host be still, and have made (an) end of speaking, each 
chieftain of thy host shall make ready his companies to battle. (And when the leaders of 
the army have finished speaking, they shall appoint a leader, or a chief man, for each company.) 

10 If any time thou shalt go to a city to overcome it, first thou shalt proffer peace to it. 
(Now any time that thou shalt go to attack a city, thou shalt first make an offer of peace to them, 
that is, thou shalt give them a chance to surrender.) 

11 If the city receiveth thy (offer of) peace, and openeth to thee the gates, all the people 
that is therein shall be saved, and it shall serve thee under tribute. (If the city accepteth 
thy offer of peace, and they surrender, and they open the gates to thee, then all the people who be 
there shall become your slaves, and shall serve thee.) 

12 But if they will not make bond of peace with thee, and begin battle against thee, 
thou shalt fight against it. (But if they will not make peace with thee, but begin battle against 
thee, then thou shalt fight against them.) 

13 And when thy Lord God hath betaken it in(to) thine hands, thou shalt smite by the 
sharpness of sword all thing of male kind that is therein, (And when the Lord thy God hath 
delivered them into thy hands, thou shalt strike down, or shalt kill, with the sharpness of the sword, 
all the males who be there,) 

14 without women, and young children, beasts, and other things that be in the city. 
Thou shalt part all the prey to the host, and thou shalt eat of the spoils of thine enemies, 
which spoils thy Lord God hath given to thee. (but not the women, and the young children, 
and the beasts, and the other things that be in the city. Thou shalt divide all the prey among the 
army, and thou shalt eat the spoils of thy enemies, which spoils the Lord thy God hath given thee.) 

15 Thus thou shalt do to all the cities, that be full far from thee, and be not of these 
(nigh) cities which thou shalt take into possession. (Thus thou shalt do, to all the cities that 
be far away from thee, but not to the cities that be near, which thou shalt take for a possession.) 

16 But of these cities that shall be given to thee, thou shalt not suffer any to live, but 
thou shalt slay by the sharpness of sword; (But in these cities that shall be given to thee by 
the Lord, thou shalt not allow anyone to remain alive, but thou shalt kill them all by the sharpness 
of the sword;) 

17 that is to say, Hittites, and Amorites, and Canaanites, and Perizzites, and Hivites, 
and Jebusites, as thy Lord God hath commanded to thee; 

18 lest peradventure they teach you to do all the abominations, which they have 
wrought (un)to their gods, and ye do sin against your Lord God (or and then ye sin against 
the Lord your God). 

19 When thou hast besieged a city by long time, and thou hast compassed it with 
strongholds that thou overcome it, thou shalt not cut down the trees, of which men 
may eat/of which fruit may be eaten, neither thou shalt waste the country(side) about 
with axes; for it is a tree, and not a man, neither it may increase the number of fighters 
against thee. (When thou hast besieged a city for a long time, and thou hast surrounded it with 
strongholds so that thou can overcome it, thou shalt not cut down the trees, from which men can 
eat or whose fruit can be eaten, nor shalt thou destroy all the countryside about with axes; for it 
is a tree, and not a man, and it cannot increase the number of fighters against thee.) 

20 And if any of them be not apple trees, but be wild, and able into other uses, cut 
them down, and make of them engines, till thou take the city that fighteth against thee. 
(But if any of them be not apple trees, or other kinds of fruit trees, but be wild, and good for other 
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uses, then cut them down, and make engines, or bulwarks, out of them, until thou take the city 
that fighteth against thee.) 


CHAPTER 21 

1 When the carrion of a man slain is found in the land which thy Lord God shall give 
to thee, and he that is guilty of his death is unknown, (When the corpse of a slain man is 
found in the land which the Lord thy God shall give to thee, and he who is guilty of his death is 
unknown,) 

2 the greater men in birth and thy judges shall go out, and they shall mete from the 
place of the carrion the spaces of all the cities about; (the men of great age, that is, the elders, 
and the judges shall go out, and they shall measure the distance from the corpse to all the cities 
thereabouts;) 

3 and which city they see to be nearer that carrion, than another, the elder men of 
that city shall take of [the] drove a cow calf, that hath not drawn yoke, neither hath cut 
the earth with a (plough)share; (and whichever city they see to be nearer to that corpse, than 
any other, the elders of that city shall take a cow calf from the herd, that hath not yet worn a yoke, 
nor hath cut the earth with a plowshare;) 

4 and they shall lead that cow calf to a sharp stony valley, that was never eared, nor 
received seed; and in that valley they shall cut the head off the cow calf. (and they shall 
lead that cow calf to a valley of sharp stones, that was never plowed, nor received seed; and in that 
valley they shall cut off the head of the cow calf.) 

5 And the priests, the sons of Levi, shall nigh, which thy Lord God chose, that they 
minister to him, and bless in his name, and all the cause shall hang at their word; and 
whatever thing is clean either unclean, be it deemed by them. (And the levitical priests 
shall come forth, whom the Lord thy God hath chosen to minister to him, and bless in his name, 
and all the cases shall hang on their words; and whatever thing is clean or unclean, shall be judged, 
or determined, by them.) 

6 And the greater men in birth of that city shall come to the slain man, and they shall 
wash their hands on the cow calf, that was slain in the valley; (And the men of great age, 
that is, the elders, of the city that is nearest to the slain man shall come, and they shall wash their 
hands over the cow calf, that was killed in the valley;) 

7 and they shall say, Our hands shed not out this blood, neither our eyes have seen 


who shed it. 

8 Lord, be merciful to thy people Israel, whom thou hast again-bought, and areckon 
thou not innocent blood in the midst of thy people Israel. And the guilt of blood shall be 
done away from them. (Lord, be merciful to thy people Israel, whom thou hast bought back, or 
hast redeemed, and put thou not the guilt of innocent blood on thy people Israel. And so the guilt 
for the innocent blood shall be done away from them.) 

° Forsooth thou shalt be alien, or unguilty, from the blood of the innocent which is 
shed, when thou hast done that that the Lord commanded. (And so thou shalt be free from 
any guilt for the innocent blood which is shed, when thou hast done what the Lord commanded.) 

10 If thou goest out to battle against thine enemies, that thy Lord God betaketh them 
in thine hand, and thou leadest (back) prisoners, (When thou goest out to battle against thy 
enemies, and the Lord thy God delivereth them into thy hands, and thou takest some prisoners,) 

11 and thou seest in the number of those prisoners a fair woman, and thou lovest her, 
and will have her to wife (or and will have her for your wife), 

12 thou shalt bring her into thine house; which woman shall shave her hair, and she 
shall cut her nails about, (thou shalt bring her into thy house; and this woman shall shave off 
her hair, and she shall pare her nails,) 

13 and she shall put away the cloth, wherein she was taken, and she shall sit in thine 
house, and she shall beweep her father and her mother by a month, (or and she shall put 
away the clothes in which she was taken prisoner, and she shall sit in thy house, and she shall 


3553 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 21:14 122 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 22:3 


weep for her father and her mother for a full month); and afterward thou shalt enter to her, 
and thou shalt sleep with her, and she shall be thy wife. 

14 But if afterward she sitteth not in thy soul, that is, (if she) pleaseth not thy will, thou 
shalt deliver her free, neither thou shalt be able to sell her for money, neither oppress 
by power, for thou madest her low. (But if afterward she sitteth not right with thy soul, that is, 
if she pleaseth not thy will, thou shalt set her free, and thou shalt not be able to sell her for money, 
nor oppress her by force, for thou hast made her low.) 

15 If a man hath two wives, one loved, and another hateful, and he begetteth of her 
free children, and the son of the odious wife is the first begotten, (Ifa man hath two wives, 
one loved, and the other hated, and he begetteth children with them, and the son of the hated wife 
is the first-born,) 

16 and the father will part his chattel betwixt his sons, he shall not be able to make 
the son of the loved wife his first begotten son, and set him before the son of the hateful 
wife, (and the father will divide his possessions between his sons, he shall not be able to make the 
son of the loved wife his first-born son, and set him before the son of the hated wife,) 

17 but he shall know the son of the hateful wife to be his first begotten son, and he 
shall give to that son all things double of those things that he hath; for this son is the 
beginning of his free children, and the first engendered things be due to him. (but he 
shall acknowledge the son of the hated wife to be his first-born son, and he shall give double to 
that son of all the things that he hath; for this son is the first of his children, and the rights of the 
first-born son be due to him.) 

18 If a man beget a son (who is a) rebel, and a froward (boy), that heareth not the behest 
of his father and mother, and he is chastised, and despiseth to obey to them, (If a man 
beget ason who is rebellious, and froward, who obeyeth not his father or his mother, and after that 
he is chastised, he still despiseth to obey them,) 

19 they shall take him, and lead him to the elder men of that city, and to the gate of 
doom, (or of judgement); 

20 and they shall say to them, This our son is overthwart, and (a) rebel; he despiseth 
to hear our behests, or admonishings, he giveth attention to gluttonies, and to lechery, 
and to feasts. (and they shall say to them, Our son here is froward and rebellious; he despiseth 
to hear our commands, or our admonishments, and he only giveth attention to gluttonies, and to 
lechery, and to feasts.) 

21 The people of the city shall oppress him with stones, and he shall die, (so) that ye 
do away evil from the midst of you, and that all Israel hear (of) it, and dread. 

22 When a man doeth a sin which is worthy to be punished by death, and he is deemed 
to (be put to) death, and is hanged in a gibbet (or and is hanged on a gallows), 

23 his carrion shall not dwell in the tree, but it shall be buried in the same day; for 
he that hangeth in the tree/for he that hangeth in the cross is cursed of God, and thou 
shalt not defoul thy land which thy Lord God gave thee into possession. (his corpse shall 
not remain on the gallows, but it shall be buried on the same day; for he who hangeth on a tree 
is cursed by God, and thou shalt not defile thy land which the Lord thy God shall give thee for a 
possession.) 


CHAPTER 22 
1 Thou shalt not see thy brother’s ox, either sheep, erring, and shalt pass thereby, but 


thou shalt bring it again to thy brother. (Thou shalt not see thy brother’s ox, or sheep, go 
astray, and pass by it, but thou shalt bring it back to thy brother, that is, thy kinsman.) 

2 And if thy brother is not nigh, neither thou knowest him, thou shalt lead those beasts 
into thine house (or thou shalt bring those beasts back to thy house), and those shall be with 
thee, as long as thy brother seeketh them, and till he receive them(back again). 

3 In like manner thou shalt do of thy brother’s ass, and of his cloth, and of each thing 
of thy brother, that was lost; if thou findest it, be thou not negligent, as of an alien thing. 
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(In like manner thou shalt do with thy brother’s donkey, and his cloak, and with anything else of 
thy brother’s, that was lost; if thou findest it, be thou not negligent, that is, do not just pass by it.) 

4 If thou seest that the ass, either the ox, of thy brother hath fallen in the way, thou 
shalt not despise (it), but thou shalt raise (it up) with him. (If thou seest that thy brother’s 
donkey, or his ox, hath fallen down along the way, thou shalt not just ignore it, but thou shalt help 
him lift it up again.) 

5 A woman shall not be clothed in a man’s cloth (or cloak), neither a man shall use a 
woman’s cloth (or cloak); for he that doeth these things is abominable before God. 

6 If thou goest in the way, and findest a bird’s nest in a tree, either in the earth, and 
findest the mother sitting on the birds, either [the] eggs, thou shalt not hold the mother 
with the children, (If thou goest on the way, and findest a bird’s nest in a tree, or on the ground, 
and findest the mother bird sitting on her young, or the eggs, thou shalt not take hold of both the 
mother bird and her children,) 

7 but thou shalt suffer the mother|to] go, and shalt hold the sons taken, that it be well 
to thee, and that thou live in long time. (but thou shalt allow the mother bird to go free, and 
shalt only take her children, so that it be well with thee, and that thou live a long time.) 

8 When thou buildest a new house, thou shalt make a wall of the roof by compass, lest 
blood be shed out in thine house, and thou be guilty, if another man slideth (off), and 
falleth into a ditch. (When thou buildest a new house, thou shalt make a wall all around the 
roof, lest blood be shed out on thy house, and thou be guilty, if someone slideth off, and falleth into 
a ditch.) 

9 Thou shalt not sow thy vinery with another seed, lest both the seed which thou hast 
sown, and those things that come forth of the vinery, that is, the fruit of the vinery, 
be defouled* together. (Thou shalt not sow thy vineyard with another seed, lest both the seed 
which thou hast sown, and those things that come forth of the vineyard, that is, the fruit of the 
vineyard, be defiled.) 

10 Thou shalt not ear with an ox and an ass together. (Thou shalt not plow with an ox and 
a donkey together.) 

11 Thou shalt not be clothed in a cloth, which is woven together of wool and of flax. 
(Thou shalt not be clothed in a cloak, which is woven with wool and flax together.) 

12 Thou shalt make little cords by four corners in the hems of thy mantle, with which 
thou art covered. (Thou shalt put tassels on the four corners of the hem of thy mantle, with 
which thou art covered.) 


13 If aman weddeth a wife, and afterward hateth her, 
14 and seeketh occasions by which he may leave her, and he putteth against her the 


worst name, and saith, I have taken this wife, and I have entered to her, and I found not 
her a virgin (or and I did not find her a virgin); 

15 (then) the father and mother of her shall take her, and they shall bear with them 
the tokens of her virginity to the elder men of the city, that be in the gate (or who be at 
the gate); 

16 and her father shall say, I gave my daughter (for a) wife to this man, and for (that) 
he hateth her, 

17 he putteth to her the worst name, that he saith, I found not thy daughter a virgin, 
(or he hath put on her the worst name, for he saith, I did not find thy daughter to be a virgin); and 
lo! these be the tokens of the virginity of my daughter; (and) they shall spread forth a 
cloth before the elder men of the city. 

18 And the elder men of that city shall take the man, and shall beat him, 

19 and furthermore they shall condemn him in an hundred shekels of silver, which he 
shall give to the father of the damsel, for he defamed her by the worst name that may be 
upon a virgin of Israel; and he shall have her to wife, and he shall not be able to forsake 





i CHAPTER 22:9 The Hebrew word here signifieth both ‘defouling’ (or ‘defiling’) and ‘hallowing’. 


3555 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 22:20 124 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 23:4 


her, in all his lifetime. (and furthermore they shall fine him a hundred shekels of silver, which 
he shall give to the young woman’s father, for he defamed her with the worst name that can be 
put on a virgin of Israel; and he shall have her for his wife, and he shall not be able to divorce her, 
all the days of his life.) 

20 That if it is found sooth, that (that) he putteth against her, and virginity is not found 
in the damsel, (But if what he hath put against her is found to be true, and no proof of the young 
woman’s virginity is found,) 

21 they shall cast her out of her father’s gates; and men of that city shall oppress her 
with stones, and she shall die, for she did [an] unleaveful thing in Israel, that she did 
lechery in her father’s house; and so thou shalt do away evil from the midst of thee. 
(then they shall bring her to the door of her father’s house; and men of that city shall kill her with 
stones, and she shall die, for she did an unlawful thing in Israel, she did lechery in her father’s 
house; and so thou shalt do away evil from the midst of thee.) 

22 If a man sleepeth with the wife of another man, ever either shall die, that is, the 
adulterer, and the adulteress; and thus thou shalt do away evil from Israel. 

23 If a man espouseth a damsel (who is a) virgin, and another man findeth her in the 
city, and doeth lechery with her, 

24 thou shalt lead ever either to the gate of that city, and they shall be killed with stones 
(or and both of them shall be killed with stones); the damsel shall be stoned, for she cried not, 
when she was in the city; the man shall be stoned, for he defouled his neighbour’s wife; 
and thus thou shalt do away evil from the midst of thee. 

25 But if a man findeth in the field a damsel, which is espoused (or who is espoused), and 
he taketh (hold of) her, and doeth lechery with her, he alone shall die; 

26 the damsel shall suffer nothing of evil, neither is guilty of death; for as a thief riseth 
against his brother, and slayeth him, so and the damsel suffered; (the young woman shall 
not suffer any punishment, nor is she guilty of anything deserving of death; for like a thief riseth 
against his brother, or his kinsman, and killeth him, so this young woman also hath suffered;) 

27 she was alone in the field, she cried, and none was present, that should deliver her. 
(for she was alone in the field, and she cried, but no one was present, who could save her.) 

28 [f aman findeth a damsel (whois a) virgin, that hath no spouse, and taketh, and doeth 
lechery with her, and the thing cometh to the doom, (If a man findeth a young woman who 
is a virgin, who hath no spouse, and he taketh hold of her, and doeth lechery with her, and the 
thing cometh to be known,) 

29 he that slept with her shall give to the father of the damsel fifty shekels of silver, 
and he shall have her to wife, for he made her low; he shall not be able to forsake her, in 
all the days of his life. (he who slept with her shall give the young woman’s father fifty shekels 
of silver, and he shall have her for his wife, for he made her low; he shall not be able to divorce her, 
all the days of his life.) 


30 A man shall not take his father’s wife, neither he shall show her private(s). 


CHAPTER 23 
1 A gelding when his stones be broken, either cut away, and his rod cut off, he shall 


not enter into the church of the Lord. (When a man is made a gelding, or a eunuch, that is, if 
his stones, or his ballocks, be broken, or cut off, or if his rod is cut off, he shall no longer be part of 
the Lord’s congregation.) 


2 A child born of whoredom shall not enter into the church of the Lord, unto the tenth 
generation. 


3 Ammonites and Moabites, yea after the tenth generation, shall not enter into the 
church of the Lord (into) without end; (The Ammonites and the Moabites, even after the tenth 
generation, shall not be part of the Lord’s congregation, yea, forevermore;) 

4 for they would not come to you with bread and water in the way, when ye went out 
of Egypt; and for they hired against thee Balaam, the son of Beor, of Mesopotamia of 


3556 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 23:5 125 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 23:20 


Syria, that he should curse thee; (because they would not come to you with bread and water 
on the way, when ye went out of Egypt; and because they hired against thee Balaam, the son of 
Beor, from Pethor in Mesopotamia, to curse thee;) 

5 and thy Lord God would not hear Balaam (or but the Lord thy God would not listen to 
Balaam), and God turned his curse into thy blessing, for he loved thee. 

6 Thou shalt not make peace with them, neither thou shalt seek good things to them 
(nor shalt thou seek good things for them), in all the days of thy life (and) into without end. 

7 Thou shalt not loathe a man of Idumea, for he is thy brother, neither of a man of 
Egypt, for thou were a comeling in the land of him. (Thou shalt not despise an Edomite, for 
he is thy brother, nor an Egyptian, for thou were newcomers in his land.) 

8 They that be born of them, shall enter in the third generation into the church of the 
Lord. (They who be born of them, from the third generation onward, can be part of the Lord’s 
congregation.) 

9 When thou shalt go out into battle against thine enemies, thou shalt keep thee from 
all evil thing (or thou shalt keep thyself from all evil things). 

10 If a man is among you, that is defouled in his night sleep, he shall go out of your 
tents; and he shall not turn again (If there is aman among you, who is defiled during his night's 
sleep, he shall go away from your tents; and he shall not return) 

11 before that he be washed in water at the eventide, and after the going down of the 
sun, he shall turn again into the tents. (until he is washed in water in the evening, and then, 
after the going down of the sun, he shall return to the camp.) 

12 Thou shalt have a place without the tents, to which thou shalt go out to (do the) 
needful things of (man)kind; 

13 and thou shalt bear a little stake in thy girdle; and when thou hast set, thou shalt 
dig about, and thou shalt cover with earth things voided out, where thou art relieved. 
(and thou shalt bring a little peg in thy belt; and after that thou hast squatted down, thou shalt 
dig about, and thou shalt cover with earth the things voided out, where thou art relieved.) 

14 For thy Lord God goeth in (the) midst of the tents, that he deliver thee, and betake 
thine enemies to thee, that thy tents be holy, and nothing of filth appear in them, lest 
for uncleanness he forsake thee. (For the Lord thy God goeth in the midst of thy tents, to keep 
thee safe, and to deliver thy enemies to thee, so thy tents must be kept holy, and nothing of filth 
appear in them, otherwise he shall leave thee because of thy uncleanness.) 

15 Thou shalt not take a servant (back) to his lord, which fleeth to thee; (Thou shalt not 
take a slave, who hath fled to thee, back to his master;) 

16 he shall dwell with thee in the place that pleaseth him, and he shall abide in one of 
thy cities; and make thou not him sorry, or heavy, (or and do not thou mistreat him). 

17 None whore/No strumpet shall be of the daughters of Israel, neither a lecher of the 
sons of Israel. 

18 Thou shalt not offer the hire of an whorehouse, neither the price of a dog, in the 
house of thy Lord God, (for) whatever thing it is that thou hast avowed; for ever either 
is abomination before thy Lord God. (Thou shalt not offer the wages of a common whore, or 
the fee of a male prostitute, in the House of the Lord thy God, to fulfill thy vow; for both of them be 
abominable before the Lord thy God.) 

19 Thou shalt not lend to thy brother to usury, money, neither fruits, neither any 
other thing, (Thou shalt not lend money, or fruits, or any other thing, to thy brother, that is, thy 
kinsman, and charge him interest,) 

20 but (thou mayest) to an alien. For thou shalt lend to thy brother without usury that 
that he needeth, that thy Lord God bless thee in all thy work in the land to which thou 
shalt enter to wield. (but thou mayest do so to a foreigner, or a stranger. For thou shalt lend to 
thy brother what he needeth without charging interest, and then the Lord thy God shall bless thee 
in all thy work in the land to which thou shalt enter to take.) 
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21 When thou makest a vow to thy Lord God, thou shalt not tarry to yield it, for thy 
Lord God shall ask that of thee; and if thou tarriest, it shall be reckoned to thee into sin. 
(When thou makest a vow to the Lord thy God, thou shouldest not delay in fulfilling it, for the Lord 
thy God shall ask for that of thee; and if thou delayest, it shall be reckoned unto thee as a sin.) 

22 If thou wilt not promise, thou shalt be without sin. (If thou maketh no vow, thou hast 
not sinned.) 

23 Forsooth thou shalt keep (thy word), and do that that went out once of thy lips, as 
thou promisedest to thy Lord God, and hast spoken with thine own will and thy mouth. 
(But once thy vow hath gone out of thy lips, thou shalt keep thy word, and do it, as thou promisedest 
to the Lord thy God, and hast spoken with thy own will and thy own mouth.) 

24 If thou enterest into the vineyard of thy neighbour, eat thou (some) grapes, as much 
as [it] pleaseth thee; but bear thou none out with thee (or but carry none away with thee). 

25 If thou enterest into the corn (field) of thy friend, thou shalt break off the ears of 
the corn, and rub them together with thine hands; but thou shalt not reap them with a 
sickle. 


CHAPTER 24 

1 Tf a man taketh a wife, and hath her, and she findeth not grace before his eyes for 
some vileness, or uncleanness, he shall write a little book of forsaking, and he shall give 
it in her hand, and he shall deliver her from his house. (When a man taketh a wife, and 
hath her, and she findeth not favour before him, because of some vileness, or uncleanness, in her, 
he shall write up a bill of divorce, and he shall give it to her, and he shall put her out of his house.) 

2 And when she goeth out from him, and weddeth another husband, 

3 and he also hateth her, and giveth to her a little book of forsaking, and delivereth 
her from his house, either certainly he is dead, (and he also hateth her, and giveth her a bill 
of divorce, and putteth her out of his house, or if he should die,) 

4 the former husband shall not be able to receive her again into wife, for she is 
defouled, and made abominable before the Lord, (or the first husband shall not be able to 
take her back again to be his wife, for she is defiled, and made abominable before the Lord); lest 
thou make thy land to do sin, which thy Lord God hath given thee to wield. 

5 When a man hath taken (of) late a wife, he shall not go forth to battle, neither 
anything of the common needs shall be enjoined to him, but he shall give attention 
without blame to his house(hold), that he be glad in one year with his wife. (When a 
man hath recently taken a wife, he shall not go forth to battle, nor anything of the common needs 
shall be required from him, but he shall give attention to his family for one year without blame, so 
that he can be happy with his wife.) 

6 Thou shalt not take instead of a wed the lower and the higher quernstone of thy 
brother, for he hath put his life to thee. (Thou shalt not take in place of a pledge the lower or 
the higher millstone of thy brother, for then he hath given thee his life, that is, his livelihood.) 

7 If a man is taken, that is, convicted in doom, busily ambushing to steal his brother 
of the sons of Israel, and when he hath sold him, taketh price, he shall be slain; and thus 
thou shalt do away evil from the midst of thee. (Ifa man hath kidnapped his brother, yea, 
one of the Israelites, and maketh him his slave, or selleth him into slavery, he shall be put to death; 
and so thou shalt do away evil from the midst of thee.) 

8 Keep thou diligently, lest thou run into the sickness of leprosy, but thou shalt do 
whatever things that the priests of the kin of Levi teach thee, by that that I commanded 
to them, and fulfill thou it diligently. (Be thou careful, when thou hast run into the sickness 
of leprosy, that thou do whatever the levitical priests tell thee to do, yea, what I have commanded 
to them, and which thou must obey in order to recover.) 

9 Have ye mind what things your Lord God did to Marie, in the way, when ye went out 
of Egypt. (Remember what the Lord your God did to Miriam, on the way, when ye went out of 


Egypt.) 
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10 When thou shalt ask of thy neighbour anything that he oweth to thee, thou shalt 
not enter into his house, that thou take away from him a wed; (When thou shalt ask thy 
neighbour for what he oweth thee, thou shalt not enter into his house, to take away a pledge from 
him;) 

11 but thou shalt stand withoutforth, and he shall bring forth to thee that that he hath. 


12 And if he is poor, his wed shall not abide by night with thee (or his pledge shall not 
stay with thee all night), 


13 but anon thou shalt yield his wed to him before the going down of the sun, that he 
sleep in his cloth, and bless thee, and thou have rightwiseness before thy Lord God. (but 
at once thou shalt yield his pledge back to him, yea, before the going down of the sun, so that he 
can sleep in his own cloak, and bless thee, and then thou shalt have righteousness before the Lord 
thy God.) 


14 Thou shalt not deny the hire of thy brother (who is) needy and poor, either of the 
comeling that dwelleth with thee in thy land, and is within thy gates; (Thou shalt not 
withhold the wages of thy servant who is needy and poor, whether he be a fellow Israelite, or a 
newcomer who dwelleth with thee in thy land, within thy gates;) 


15 but in the same day thou shalt yield to him the price of his travail, before the going 
down of the sun, for he is poor, and sustaineth thereof his life; lest he cry against thee 
to the Lord, and it be reckoned to thee into sin. (but thou shalt yield to him the wages for his 
work on the same day, before the going down of the sun, for he is poor, and sustaineth his life with 
them; lest he cry against thee to the Lord, and it be reckoned unto thee as a sin.) 

16 The fathers shall not be slain for the sons, neither the sons for the fathers, but each 
man shall die for his own sin. 

17 Thou shalt not waywardly turn, or mis-deem, the doom of the comeling, or of the 
fatherless, either motherless child; neither thou shalt take away instead of a wed the 
cloth of a widow. (Thou shalt not waywardly turn, or pervert, justice for the newcomer, or for 
the fatherless or the motherless child; nor shalt thou take away the cloak of a widow in place of a 
pledge.) 


18 Have thou mind (or Remember), that thou servedest in Egypt, and thy Lord God 
delivered thee from thence; therefore I command to thee that thou do this thing. 


19 When thou reapest corn in thy field, and forgettest, and leavest a reap, thou shalt 
not turn again to take it, but thou shalt suffer that a comeling, and a fatherless, either 
motherless child, and a widow take it away, that thy Lord God bless thee in all the work 
of thine hands. (When thou reapest corn in thy field, and forgettest, and leavest a sheaf, thou 
shalt not return to get it, but thou shalt allow the newcomer, the fatherless or the motherless child, 
and the widow, to take it, so that the Lord thy God may bless thee in all the work of thy hands.) 


20 If thou gatherest the fruits of olives, whatever thing leaveth in the trees, thou shalt 
not turn again to gather it, but thou shalt leave it to a comeling, a fatherless, either 
motherless [child], and to a widow. (When thou gatherest the fruits of olives, whatever thing 
be left in the trees, thou shalt not return to gather it, but thou shalt leave it for the newcomer, the 
fatherless or the motherless child, and the widow.) 


21 If thou gatherest grapes of thy vinery, thou shalt not gather [the] raisins that leave, 
but those shall fall into the uses of the comeling, of the fatherless, either motherless 
[child], and of the widow. (When thou gatherest grapes from thy vineyard, thou shalt not gather 
the raisins that be left, but they shall be left for the newcomer, the fatherless or the motherless 
child, and the widow.) 


22 Have thou mind, that also thou servedest in Egypt, (or Remember, that thou were slaves 
in Egypt), and therefore I command to thee, that thou do this thing. 
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CHAPTER 25 

1 If a cause is betwixt any men, and they ask (the) judges, they shall give the victory 
of rightwiseness to him, whom they perceive to be just, and they shall condemn him of 
wickedness, whom they perceive to be wicked. 

2 And if they see him that hath sinned, (to be) worthy of beatings, they shall cast 
him(face) down, and they shall make him to be beaten before them; and the manner 
of the beatings shall be for the measure of the sin (or and the number of beatings, or strokes, 
shall correspond to the measure of the sin), 

3 so only that they pass not the number of forty strokes, lest thy brother be rent vilely 
before thine eyes, and go then away (or and then go away). 

4 Thou shalt not bind the mouth of the ox treading (out) thy fruits in the cornfloor. 
(Thou shalt not bind the mouth of the ox threshing thy grains on the threshing floor.) 

5 When brethren dwell together, and one of them is dead without free children, the 
wife of the dead brother shall not be wedded to another man, but his brother shall take 
her, and he shall raise (up) the seed of his brother. 

6 And he shall call her first begotten son by his name, that is, of the dead brother, (so) 
that his name be not done away from Israel. 

7 And if he will not take the wife of his brother, which is due to him by law, the woman 
shall go to the gate of the city; and she shall ask the greater men in birth, and she shall 
say to them, My husband’s brother will not raise the seed of his brother in Israel, neither 
he will take me into marriage, (or and she shall say to the men of great age, that is, the elders, 
My husband’s brother will not raise up his brother’s descendants in Israel, nor will he take me into 
marriage). 

8 And at once they shall make him to be called, and they shall ask him. If he answer, 
and say, I will not take her to wife, (or And If he answer, and say, I will not take her for a wife); 

° the woman shall go to him before the elder men of Israel, and she shall take his shoe 
off from his foot (or and she shall take off the shoe from his foot), and she shall spit into his 
face, and she shall say to them, Thus it shall be done to the man, that buildeth not his 
brother’s house; 

10 and his name shall be called in Israel, The house of the man unshod (or The house of 
the unshod, or the shoeless, man). 

11 If two men have strife betwixt themselves, and one beginneth to strive against 


another, and the wife of the one man will deliver her husband from the hand of the 
stronger man, and she putteth forth her hand, and holdeth him by his privy members 


(or and taketh hold of him by his private parts), 

12 thou shalt cut off her hand, neither thou shalt be bowed on her with any mercy (nor 
shalt thou show her any mercy). 

13 Thou shalt not have in thy bag diverse weights, a greater to buy with, and a less(er)to 
sell with, 

14 neither a bushel more and a (bushel) less shall be in thine house. (nor shall a larger 
bushel and a smaller bushel be in thy house.) 

15 Thou shalt have a just weight and true, and an even bushel and true shall be to thee, 
that thou live in much time on the land which thy Lord God shall give to thee. (Thou shalt 
have true and just weights, and there shall be a true and just bushel with thee, so that thou can 
live a long time on the land which the Lord thy God shall give thee.) 

16 For the Lord shall have him abominable that doeth these things, and he loatheth, 
either curseth, all unrightfulness. 

17 Have mind what things Amalek did to thee in the way (or Remember what the 
Amalekites did to thee on the way), when thou wentest out of Egypt; 

18 how he came to thee, and killed the last men of thine host, that sat behind weary, 
when thou were dis-eased with hunger and travail, and he dreaded not God. (how they 
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came to thee, when thou were hungry and tired, and killed the last men of thy army, who were 
weary and lagged behind, for they had no fear of God.) 

19 Therefore when thy Lord God hath given rest to thee, and hath made subject to thee 
all (the) nations (round) about, in the land that he promised to thee, thou shalt do away 
Amalek’s name from under heaven (or thou shalt do away the name of the Amalekites from 
under heaven); be thou ware lest thou forget this. 


CHAPTER 26 

1 And when thou hast entered into the land which thy Lord God shall give to thee to 
wield, and thou hast gotten it, and hast dwelled therein, 

2 thou shalt take the first fruits of all thy fruits, and thou shalt put them ina basket; and 
thou shalt go to the place which thy Lord God (shall) choose, that his name be inwardly 
called there. 

3 And thou shalt go to the priest, that shall be in those days, and thou shalt say to him, 
I acknowledge today before thy Lord God, that I have entered into the land, which he 
swore to our fathers, that he should give it to us (or that he would give to us). 

4 And the priest shall take the basket (out) of thine hand, and he shall set it (down) 
before the altar of thy Lord God. 

5 And thou shalt say in the sight of thy Lord God, (A) Syrian pursued (was) my father, 
that went down into Egypt, and was a pilgrim there in fewest number; and he increased 
into a great folk, and strong, and of multitude without number. (And thou shalt say before 
the Lord thy God, A wandering Syrian was my father, who went down into Egypt, and he, with a 
few others, were foreigners there; but they increased into a great and strong nation, and into a 
multitude without number.) 

6 And [the] Egyptians tormented us, and pursued us, and they putted upon us most 
grievous burdens. 

7 And we cried to the Lord God of our fathers, which heard us (or who heard us), and he 
beheld our meekness, and our travail, and our anguish; 

8 and he led us out of Egypt in a mighty hand, and in an arm stretched out, in great 
dread, and in miracles, and in great wonders, (and he led us out of Egypt with a mighty hand, 
and an outstretched arm, with great and fearful miracles, and with great wonders,) 

9 and he led us into this place; and he hath given to us a land flowing with milk and 
honey. 

10 And therefore I offer now to thee the first fruits of the fruits of the land which (thou), 
the Lord, gave to me. And thou shalt leave them in the sight of thy Lord God. And when 
thy Lord God is worshipped, (And so now I offer the first fruits of the fruits of the land which 
thou, O Lord, hath given me. And thou shalt leave them before the Lord thy God. And when thou 
hast worshipped the Lord thy God,) 

11 thou shalt eat in all the goods which thy Lord God gave to thee, and to thine house, 
thou, and the deacon, and the comeling that is with thee. (thou shalt make joy for all the 
good things which the Lord thy God hath given thee, and thy family, thou, and also the Levite, and 
the newcomer who is with thee.) 

12 When thou hast fulfilled the tithe of all thy fruits, in the third year of thy tithes, 
thou shalt give (them) to the deacon, and to the comeling, and to the fatherless, either 
the motherless child, and to the widow, that they eat within thy gates, and be full-filled. 
(When thou hast taken the tithe of all thy fruits in the third year, which is the tithe-year, thou 
shalt give them to the Levite, and the newcomer, and the fatherless or the motherless child, and 
the widow, so that they can eat it within thy gates, and be filled full.) 

13 And thou shalt speak in the sight of thy Lord God, and say, I have taken away that 
that is hallowed of mine house, and I gave it to the deacon, and to the comeling, and to 
the fatherless, either motherless child, and to the widow, as thou commandedest to me; 
I passed not (over) thy commandments, I forgot not thy behest. (And thou shalt say before 
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the Lord thy God, I have brought forth from my house what was dedicated to thee, and I have given 
it to the Levite, and the newcomer, and the fatherless or the motherless child, and the widow, as 
thou hast commanded me; I have not passed over thy commandments, I have not forgotten thy 
charge, or thy orders.) 

14 | ate not of those things in my mourning, neither I separated them in(to) any 
uncleanness, neither I spended of those anything in burying of a dead body, (or I did 
not eat any of it while mourning, I did not put any of it aside for unclean uses, and I did not spend 
any of it for burying a dead body). I obeyed to the voice of my Lord God, and I did all things 
as thou commandedest to me. 

15 Behold thou from thy saintuary, from the high dwelling place of heaven, and bless 
thou thy people Israel, and the land which thou hast given to us, as thou hast sworn to 
our fathers, the land flowing with milk and honey. 

16 Today Israel, thy Lord God commanded to thee, that thou do these behests and 
dooms, that thou keep and fulfill them of all thine heart, and of all thy soul. (Today Israel, 
the Lord thy God hath commanded thee, that thou obey these statutes and laws, or judgements, 
that thou keep and fulfill them with all thy heart, and with all thy soul.) 

17 Thou hast chosen the Lord today, that he be God to thee, and that thou go in his 
ways, and that thou keep his ceremonies, and his behests, and his dooms, and obey to 
his commandment. (Thou hast chosen the Lord today, that he be thy God, and that thou go in his 
ways, and that thou keep his statutes, and his commandments, and his laws, or his judgements, 
and obey his bidding, or his orders.) 

18 Lo! the Lord hath chosen thee today, that thou be a special people to him, as he 
hath spoken to thee, and that thou keep all his commandments; (Behold! the Lord hath 
chosen thee today, that thou be a special people to him, as he hath promised thee, and also that 
thou obey all his commandments;) 

19 and he shall make thee higher than all folks, which he made into his praising, and 
name, and glory; that thou be an holy people to thy Lord God, as he hath spoken to thee. 
(and he shall grant thee more favour than all the nations which he hath made, to bring him praise, 
and fame, and glory, or and thou shalt bring him praise, and fame, and glory; and thou shalt be a 
holy people to the Lord thy God, as he promised thee.) 


CHAPTER 27 


1 And Moses commanded, and the elder men, to the people of Israel, and said, Keep ye 
each commandment which I command to you today. (And Moses, with the elders of Israel, 
commanded to the people, and said, Obey ye each commandment which I command to you today.) 

2 And when ye have passed (the) Jordan (or And when ye have crossed over the Jordan River), 
into the land which thy Lord God shall give to thee, thou shalt raise (up) great stones, 
and thou shalt make them plane with chalk, 

3 that thou may write in them all the words of this law, when (the) Jordan is passed, 
that thou enter into the land which thy Lord God shall give to thee, the land flowing 
with milk and honey, as he promised to thy fathers. (so that thou can write on them all the 
words of this law, when the Jordan River is crossed over, and thou enter into the land that the Lord 
thy God shall give thee, the land flowing with milk and honey, as he promised to thy fathers.) 

4 Therefore when thou hast passed (the) Jordan, raise thou up the stones which I 
command today to thee, in the hill of Ebal; and thou shalt make them plane with chalk. 
(And so when thou hast crossed over the Jordan River, raise thou up these stones on Mount Ebal, 
as Icommand to thee today, and thou shalt make them plane with chalk.) 

5 And there thou shalt build an altar to thy Lord God, of stones which iron touched 
not, (And thou shalt build an altar there to the Lord thy God, out of stones which iron hath not 
touched,) 
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6 and of stones unformed and unpolished; and thou shalt offer thereon burnt sacrifices 
to thy Lord God; (yea, of unformed and unpolished stones; and thou shalt offer burnt sacrifices 
on it to the Lord thy God;) 

7 and thou shalt offer peaceable sacrifices, and thou shalt eat there, and thou shalt 
make feast before thy Lord God. (and thou shalt offer peace offerings, and thou shalt eat them 
there, and thou shalt make a feast before the Lord thy God.) 

8 And thou shalt write plainly and clearly on the stones all the words of this law. (And 
thou shalt write all the words of this law, clearly and plainly upon those stones.) 

9 And Moses and the priests of the kindred of Levi said to all Israel, Israel, take heed 
thou, and hear; today thou art made the people of thy Lord God; (And Moses and the 
levitical priests said to all Israel, O Israel, take heed thou, and listen; today thou art made the 
people of the Lord thy God;) 

10 thou shalt hear his voice, and thou shalt do the commandments, and his rightwise- 
nesses, which I command to thee today. (thou shalt listen to his voice, and thou shalt do his 
commandments, and his statutes, which I command to thee today.) 

11 And Moses commanded to the people in that day, and said, 

12 These men shall stand upon the hill of Gerizim to bless the Lord, when (the) Jordan 
they have over-passed; Simeon, Levi, Judah, Issachar, Joseph, and Benjamin. (These tribes 
shall stand on Mount Gerizim, when ye have crossed over the Jordan River, and the blessings be 
proclaimed upon the people; Simeon, Levi, Judah, Issachar, Joseph, and Benjamin.) 

13 And even against, these men shall stand in the hill of Ebal to curse; Reuben, Gad, 
and Asher, Zebulun, Dan, and Naphtali. (And opposite them, these tribes shall stand on Mount 
Ebal, when the curses be proclaimed; Reuben, Gad, and Asher, Zebulun, Dan, and Naphtali.) 

14 And the deacons shall pronounce, and shall say with high voice to all the men of 
Israel, (And then the Levites shall pronounce, and shall say with a loud voice to all the Israelites,) 

15 Cursed is the man that maketh a graven image and molten, abomination of the 
Lord, the work of the hands of craftsmen, and shall set it in a privy place; and all the 
people shall answer, and say, Amen! (Cursed is anyone who maketh a carved or a cast idol, an 
abomination to the Lord, the work of the hands of craftsmen, and then shall set it up in a secret 
place; and all the people shall answer, and say, Amen!) 

16 He is cursed that honoureth not, or despiseth, his father and mother; and all the 
people shall say, Amen! (Cursed is anyone who honoureth not his father or his mother; and all 
the people shall say, Amen!) 

17 Cursed is he that over-beareth, or undoeth, the terms of his neighbour; and all 
the people shall say, Amen! (Cursed is anyone who turneth over, or moveth, his neighbour's 
boundary stones; and all the people shall say, Amen!) 

18 Cursed is he that maketh a blind man to err in the way; and all the people shall say, 
Amen! (Cursed is anyone who leadeth a blind man astray; and all the people shall say, Amen!) 

19 He is cursed that perverteth the doom of a comeling, of a fatherless, either 
motherless child, and of a widow; and all the people shall say, Amen! (Cursed is anyone 
who withholdeth justice, or their rights, from the newcomer, the fatherless or the motherless child, 
and the widow; and all the people shall say, Amen!) 

20 Cursed is (he) that sleepeth with his father’s wife, and showeth the private(s) of his 
bed; and all the people shall say, Amen! 

21 Cursed is he that sleepeth with any beast; and all the people shall say, Amen! 

22 Cursed is he that sleepeth with his sister, the daughter of his father, either of his 
mother; and all the people shall say, Amen! 

23 Cursed is he that sleepeth with his wife’s mother; and all the people shall say, Amen! 

24 Cursed is he that slayeth privily his neighbour; and all the people shall say, Amen! 
(or Cursed is anyone who secretly killeth his neighbour; and all the people shall say, Amen!) 
Cursed is he that sleepeth with his neighbour’s wife; and all the people shall say, Amen! 
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25 Cursed is he that taketh gifts, that he smite the life of innocent blood; and all the 
people shall say, Amen! (Cursed is anyone who taketh money, or a reward, to kill an innocent 
person; and all the people shall say, Amen!) 

26 Cursed is he that abideth not in the words of this law, neither fulfilleth them in work 
(nor fulfilleth them with deeds); and all the people shall say, Amen! 


CHAPTER 28 
1 Forsooth if thou hearest the voice of thy Lord God, that thou do and keep all his 


commandments, which I command to thee today, thy Lord God shall make thee higher 
than all folks that live in earth. (But if thou hearest the voice of the Lord thy God, and do and 
obey all of his commandments, which I command to thee today, the Lord thy God shall raise thee 
up higher, that is, shall grant thee more favour, than all the other nations who live on the earth.) 

2 And all these blessings shall come [up] on thee, and shall take thee; if nevertheless 
thou hearest his behests. (And all these blessings shall come to thee, and shall overtake thee, if 
thou but obeyest his commands.) 

3 Thou shalt be blessed in [the] city, and blessed in the field; 

4 blessed shall be the fruit of thy womb, and the fruit of thy land, and the fruit of thy 
beasts, the flocks of thy great beasts, and the folds of thy sheep, (or the herds of thy great 
beasts, and the flocks of thy sheep); 

5 blessed shall be thy barns, and blessed shall be thy remnants, (or that which thou hast 
stored up); 

6 thou shalt be blessed entering in, and going out. 

7 The Lord shall give thine enemies to fall in thy sight, that shall rise against thee; by 
one way they shall come against thee, and by seven ways they shall flee from thy face. 
(The Lord shall make thy enemies, who shall rise up against thee, to fall down before thee; they 
shall come out against thee by one way, but they shall flee from thee by seven ways.) 

8 The Lord shall send out blessing(s) upon thy cellars, and upon all the works of thine 
hands; and he shall bless thee in the land which thou hast taken (or and he shall bless thee 
in the land which he is giving to thee). 

° The Lord shall raise thee to himself into an holy people, as he swore to thee, if thou 
keepest the behests of thy Lord God, and goest in his ways. (The Lord shall raise thee up 
into a holy people to himself, as he swore to thee, if thou but obeyest the commandments of the 
Lord thy God, and goest in his ways.) 

10 And all the peoples of other lands shall see, that the name of the Lord is inwardly 
called upon thee, and they shall dread thee. (And all the peoples of other lands, shall see that 
thou art called by the name of the Lord, and they shall fear thee.) 

11 The Lord shall make thee to be plenteous in all goods (or The Lord shall make thee to be 
plenteous in all good things), (yea), in the fruit of thy womb, and in the fruit of thy beasts, 
(and) in the fruit of thy land, which the Lord swore to thy fathers, that he would give to 
thee. 

12 The Lord shall open his best treasure, heaven, that he give rain to thy land in 
his time; and he shall bless all the works of thine hands; and thou shalt lend to many 
folks, and of no man thou shalt take borrowing. (The Lord shall open his treasure house, the 
heavens, and give rain to thy land at the proper time; and he shall bless all the works of thy hands; 
and thou shalt lend to many nations, but thou shalt not borrow from anyone.) 

13 The Lord God shall set thee into the head, and not into the tail, and ever[more] 
thou shalt be above, and not beneath, (or The Lord God shall make thee the head, and not 
the tail, and thou shalt always be above, and never beneath); if nevertheless thou hearest the 
commandments of thy Lord God, which I command to thee today, and keepest, and doest 
them, 

14 and bowest not away from them, neither to the right side, neither to the left side, 
neither followest alien gods (nor followest foreign, or other, gods), nor worshippest them. 
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15 That if thou wilt not hear the voice of thy Lord God, that thou keep and do all his 
behests, and ceremonies, which I command to thee today, all these cursings shall come 
upon thee, and shall take thee. (But if thou wilt not listen to the voice of the Lord thy God, and 
obey all his commandments, and statutes, which I command to thee today, all these curses shall 
come to thee, and shall overtake thee.) 

16 Thou shalt be cursed in (the) city, and cursed in (the) field. 

17 Cursed shall be thy barn, and cursed shall be thy remnants, (or that which thou hast 
stored up). 

18 Cursed shall be the fruit of thy womb, and the fruit of thy land, the droves of thine 
oxen (or the herds of thy oxen), and the flocks of thy sheep. 

19 Thou shalt be cursed going in, and cursed going out. 

20 The Lord shall send upon thee hunger, and thirst, and blaming, into all the works 
which thou shalt do, till he all-break thee, and lose thee swiftly, for thy full wicked 
findings, in which thou hast forsaken me. (The Lord shall send hunger, and thirst, and rebuke 
upon thee, in all the things which thou shalt do, until he hath all-broken thee, and swiftly destroyed 
thee, for thy full wicked doings in which thou hast forsaken me.) 

21 The Lord shall join pestilence to thee, till he waste thee from (off) the land, to which 
thou shalt enter to wield. 

22 The Lord shall smite thee with neediness, with fever, and cold, with burning, and 
heat, with corrupt air, and mildew, either rust; and he shall pursue thee till thou perish. 

23 Heaven, that is above thee, be it brazen; and the earth, that thou treadest on, be it 
iron. (The heavens, that be above thee, shall become as hard as brass; and the earth, which thou 
treadest upon, shall become as hard as iron.) 

24 The Lord give dust for rain to thy land, and ash come down from heaven upon thee, 
till thou be all-broken. (The Lord shall give dust to thy land instead of rain, and ashes shall 
come down upon thee from the sky, until thou be all-broken.) 

25 The Lord give thee (to) falling before thine enemies; by one way go thou [out] against 
them, and by seven ways flee thou from them, and be thou scattered by all the realms of 
[the] earth; (The Lord shall cause thee to fall before thy enemies; thou shalt go out against them 
by one way, but thou shalt flee from them by seven ways, and thou shalt be scattered into all the 
kingdoms of the earth;) 

26 and thy dead body be it into meat to all birds of heaven, and to beasts of the earth, 
and none be that may drive them away. (and thy dead bodies shall be food for all the birds of 
the air, and all the beasts of the earth, and there shall be no one who can drive them away.) 

27 The Lord smite thee with the botch of Egypt, and the Lord smite the part of (the) 
body whereby ordures, or turds, be voided out; also the Lord smite thee with scab, and 
itching, so that thou mayest not be cured. (The Lord shall strike thee with the boils of Egypt, 
and he shall strike the part of the body where the ordures, or the turds, be voided out; and he shall 
also strike thee with scabs, and itching, from which thou can never be cured.) 

28 The Lord smite thee with madness, and blindness, and wildness of thought; (The 
Lord shall strike thee with madness, and blindness, and wildness of thought;) 

29 and grope thou in midday, as a blind man is wont to grope in darknesses; and 
(ad)dress he not thy ways; in all time suffer thou false challenge, and be thou oppressed 
by violence, neither have thou any that shall deliver thee. (and thou shalt grope in midday, 
like a blind man is wont to grope in the darkness; and the Lord shall not direct thy ways; at all 
times, or continuously, thou shalt be violently attacked and robbed, but thou shalt have no one to 
save thee.) 

30 Take thou a wife, and another man sleep with her; build thou an house, and dwell 
thou not therein; plant thou a vinery, and gather thou not grapes thereof. (Thou shalt 
take a wife, but another man shall sleep with her; thou shalt build a house, but thou shalt not live 
in it; and thou shalt plant a vineyard, but thou shalt not gather its grapes.) 


3565 XRN 


DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 28:31 134 DEUTERONOMY CHAPTER 28:45 


31 Thine ox be offered before thee, and eat thou not thereof; thine ass be ravished in 
thy sight, and be it not yielded again to thee; thy sheep be given to thine enemies, and 


none be that help thee to recover them. (Thy ox shall be slaughtered before thee, but thou 
shalt not eat any of it; thy donkey shall be stolen from thee, and it shall not be given back to thee; 
thy sheep shall be given over to thy enemies, and no one shall help thee to recover them.) 

32 Thy sons and thy daughters be given to another people, while thine eyes see, and 
fail at the sight of them all day; and no strength be in thine hand (to help them). (Thy sons 
and thy daughters shall be given to another people, while thou seest it, and then thine eyes shall 
fail for not being able to see thy children all day long; and there shall be no strength in thy hands 
to help them.) 

33 A people whom thou knowest not, eat (up) the fruits of thy land, and all thy travails; 
and ever[more] be thou suffering false challenges, and be thou oppressed in all days, or 
all time, (A people, whom thou knowest not, shall eat up the fruits of thy land, and thou shalt 
suffer false challenges forevermore, and thou shalt be oppressed for all time,) 

34 and be thou wondering at the fearfulness of those things which thine eyes shall see. 
(and thou shalt wonder at the fearfulness of those things which thine eyes shall see.) 

35 The Lord smite thee with the worst botch in the knees, and in the hinder parts of 
the leg; and thou may not be healed from the sole of thy foot till to thy top/unto the 
noll. (The Lord shall strike thee with the worst boils on your knees, and on the back part of your 
legs; and thou shalt never be able to be healed, from the sole of thy feet unto the top of thy head.) 

36 And the Lord shall lead thee, and thy king, whom thou shalt ordain on thee, into a 
folk which thou knowest not, thou, and thy fathers; and thou shalt serve there to alien 
gods, to tree, and to stone. (And the Lord shall bring thee, and thy king, whom thou shalt ordain 
over thee, to a nation whom thou knowest not, neither thou, nor thy fathers; and thou shalt serve 
foreign, or other, gods there, yea, gods made out of wood and stone.) 

37 And thou shalt be lost, or forgotten, into a proverb, and into a fable, to all peoples, 
to whom the Lord shall bring thee in. (And thou shalt become a proverb, and a fable, to all 
the people into whom the Lord shall bring thee.) 

38 Thou shalt cast much seed into the earth, and thou shalt gather again little; for 
locusts shall devour all things. 

39 Thou shalt plant, and dig a vinery, and thou shalt not drink the wine of it, neither 
thou shalt gather thereof anything; for it shall be wasted with worms. (Thou shalt plant a 
vineyard, and dig it, but thou shalt not drink the wine of it, nor shalt thou gather anything from 
it; for it shall be wasted by worms.) 

40 Thou shalt have olive trees in all thy coasts, and thou shalt not be anointed with 
(the) oil of them; for they shall fall down, and perish. (Thou shalt have olive trees in all thy 
land, but thou shalt not be anointed with their oil; for they shall all fall down, and perish.) 

41 Thou shalt beget sons and daughters, and thou shalt not use them (or but thou shalt 
not have them near); for they shall be led into captivity. 

42 Rust, or mildew, shall waste all thy trees and the fruits of thy land. 

43 A comeling, that dwelleth with thee in the land, shall go up upon thee, and he shall 
be the higher; forsooth thou shalt go down, and shalt be the lower. (A newcomer, who shall 
live with thee in the land, shall go up over thee, and he shall be higher; but thou shalt go down, 
and shalt be lower.) 

44 He shall lend to thee, and thou shalt not lend to him; he shall be into the head, and 
thou shalt be into the tail. (He shall lend to thee, but thou shalt not lend to him; he shall be the 
head, and thou shalt be the tail.) 

45 And all these cursings shall come upon thee, and shall pursue thee, and take thee, 
till thou perish; for thou heardest not the voice of thy Lord God, neither keptest his 


commandments and ceremonies, which he commanded to thee. (And all these curses 
shall come upon thee, and they shall pursue thee, and shall overtake thee, until thou die; for thou 
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heardest not the voice of the Lord thy God, nor obeyed his commandments and statutes, which he 
commanded to thee.) 

46 And signs, and great wonders shall be in thee, and in thy seed, till into without end; 
(And these signs, and great wonders, shall be upon thee, and upon thy descendants, forevermore;) 

47 for thou servedest not thy Lord God in joy and gladness of heart, for the abundance 
of all things that God sent thee. (for thou servedest not the Lord thy God with joy and gladness 
in your heart, for the abundance of all the good things that God hath sent thee.) 

48 Thou shalt serve thine enemy, whom God shall send to thee, in hunger, and thirst, 
and in nakedness, and in poverty of all things; and he shall put an iron yoke on thy noll, 
till he all-break thee. (And so thou shalt serve thy enemy, whom God shall send against thee, in 
hunger, and thirst, and nakedness, and in the poverty of all things; and he shall put an iron yoke 
upon thy neck, until he all-break thee.) 

49 The Lord shall bring on thee a folk from far place, and from the last ends of [the] 
earth, into the likeness of an eagle flying with rush, of which folk thou mayest not 
understand their language; (The Lord shall bring against thee a nation from a far place, and 
from the last ends of the earth, like an eagle flying swiftly to its prey, of which nation thou shalt 
not understand their language;) 

50 a folk most greedy asker this shall be(or they shall be a nation, or a people, of fierce 
countenance), that shall not give reverence to an eld man, neither have mercy upon a 
little child. 

51 And it shall devour the fruit of thy beasts, and the fruits of thy land, till thou 
perishest, and this folk shall not leave to thee wheat, wine, and oil, nor droves of oxen, 
and flocks of sheep, till he lose thee, (And they shall devour the fruit of thy beasts, and the 
fruit of thy land, until thou diest, and this nation shall not leave thee any corn, or wine, or oil, or 
herds of oxen, or flocks of sheep, until they have completely destroyed thee,) 

52 and all-break [thee] in all thy cities (or and have all-broken thee in all thy cities), and till 
thy firm and high walls be destroyed, in which thou haddest trust in all thy land. Thou 
shalt be besieged within thy gates in all thy land, which thy Lord God shall give to thee. 

53 And thou shalt eat the fruit of thy womb, and the flesh of thy sons, and of thy 
daughters, which thy Lord God shall give to thee, in the anguish, and in the destroying, 
by which thine enemies shall oppress thee. (And thou shalt eat the fruit of thy womb, yea, 
the flesh of thy sons, and of thy daughters, whom the Lord thy God hath given thee, amidst the 
anguish and the destruction with which thy enemies shall oppress thee.) 

54 A man delicate of life, and full lecherous, shall have envy greatly to his brother, and 
to his wife that lieth in his bosom, (and also toward the remnant of his children, that he hath 
left), (A delicate and tender man among you, shall be stingy toward his brother, and toward his 
wife who lieth in his bosom, and even toward the remnant of his children, who be left,) 

55 Jest he give to them of the flesh of his sons which he shall eat; for he hath none other 
thing in [the] besieging, and (the) poverty, by which thine enemies shall waste thee within 
all thy gates. (lest he give them any of the flesh of his other children which he shall eat; for he 
hath nothing left amidst the anguish and the destruction, with which thy enemies shall oppress 
thee within all thy gates.) 

56 A tender woman and delicate, that might not go upon the earth, neither set a step 
of [the] foot, for her most softness and tenderness, shall have envy to her husband that 
lieth in her bosom, on the flesh of her son, and daughter, (A delicate and tender woman, 
who, because of her great softness and tenderness, need not walk, nor even put a step of her foot 
upon the ground, shall be stingy toward her husband who lieth in her bosom, and toward her son 
and her daughter,) 

57 and on the filth of [the] skins, wherein the child is wrapped in the mother’s womb, 
that go out of the midst of her hip bones, or loins, and on [the] free children that be born 
in the same hour. They shall eat those children privily, for the scarcity of all things in 
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besieging and destroying, by which thine enemy shall oppress thee within thy gates. 
(and she shall keep for herself all the filthy skins, in which the child is wrapped in its mother’s 
womb, that goeth out of the midst of her hip bones, and the children who be born at that same 
hour. And she shall secretly eat those skins, and those children, for the scarcity of all things amidst 
the anguish and the destruction, with which thy enemies shall oppress thee within thy gates.) 

58 No but thou shalt keep and do all the words of this law, that be written in this 
volume, either book, and shalt dread his glorious name and fearful, that is, thy Lord 
God, (No, unless thou obey and do all the words of this law, that be written in this book, and fear 
his glorious and fearful name, that is, The Lord Thy God,) 

59 the Lord shall increase thy wounds, or torments, and the wounds of thy seed; great 
wounds and continual, sicknesses worst and everlasting. (the Lord shall send more and 
more plagues upon thee, and upon thy descendants; yea, great and continual plagues, and the 
worst and everlasting sicknesses.) 

60 And he shall turn into thee all the torments of Egypt, which thou dreadedest, and 
those shall cleave to thee. (And he shall bring in upon thee all the diseases of Egypt, which thou 
hast feared, and they shall cleave to thee.) 

61 Furthermore the Lord shall bring upon thee also all the sorrows and wounds, that 
be not written in the book of this law, till he all-break thee. (And furthermore, the Lord 
shall bring in upon thee all the other sicknesses and plagues, that be not written down in this Book 
of the Law, until he hath all-broken thee.) 

62 And ye shall dwell few in number, that were before as the stars of heaven for 
multitude, for thou heardest not the voice of thy Lord God. (And ye shall be few in number, 
who before were like the stars in the heavens in multitude, for thou did not obey the Lord thy God.) 

63 And as the Lord was glad before upon you, and did well to you, and multiplied you; 
so he shall be glad to lose you, and to destroy you, that ye be taken away from the land, 
to which thou shalt enter to wield. (And so before, the Lord was glad about you, and did good 
to you, and multiplied you; but now, he shall be glad to utterly destroy you, and ye shall be taken 
away from the land, which thou shalt enter to take.) 

64 The Lord shall scatter thee into all peoples, from [the] highness of the earth unto 
the coasts thereof; and thou shalt serve there to alien gods, which thou knowest not, 
and thy fathers knew not, to trees and stones. (The Lord shall scatter thee among all the 
peoples, from the heights of the earth unto the coasts of the sea; and there thou shalt serve other 
gods, which thou knowest not, and thy fathers knew not, yea, gods made out of wood and stone.) 

65 Also thou shalt not (have) rest in those folks, neither rest shall be (given) to the step 
of thy foot. For the Lord shall give to thee there a fearful heart, and eyes failing, and a 
soul wasted with privy sorrow. (And thou shalt not have rest among these nations, nor shall 
thy footsteps have rest. For the Lord shall give thee there a fearful heart, and failing eyes, and a 
soul wasted with secret sorrows.) 

66 And thy life shall be as hanging before thee; thou shalt dread night and day, and 
thou shalt not trust to thy life. (And thy life shall be seen as hanging in doubt before thee; thou 
shalt have fear day and night, and thou shalt have no security, or assurance, in all thy life.) 

67 In the morrowtide thou shalt say, Who shall give the eventide to me? and in the 
eventide thou shalt say, Who shall give the morrowtide to me? for the dread of thine 
heart, by which thou shalt be made afeared, and for those things which thou shalt see 
with thine eyes. 

68 The Lord shall lead thee again by ships into Egypt, by the way of which he said to 
thee, Thou shouldest no more see it. There thou shalt be sold to thine enemies, into 


menservants and womenservants; and none shall be that shall deliver thee. (And the 
Lord shall bring thee back to Egypt by ships, by the very way of which I had said to thee, Thou 


shalt not go that way again. And there thou shalt try to sell thyselves to thy enemies, as slaves 
and slave-girls; but no one will want to buy thee.) 
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1 These be the words of the bond of peace, which the Lord commanded to Moses, that 
he should make with the sons of Israel in the land of Moab, besides the bond of peace, 
which he covenanted with them in Horeb. (These be the words of the covenant, which the 
Lord commanded to Moses, that he should make with the Israelites in the land of Moab, in addition 
to the covenant which he made with them on Mount Sinai.) 

2 And Moses called all Israel, and said to them, Ye have seen all (the) things which the 
Lord did before you in the land of Egypt, to Pharaoh, and to all his servants, and to all 
his land; 

3 the great temptations which thine eyes have seen (or the great plagues which thou hast 
seen), (and) those signs, and the great wonders. 

4 And the Lord gave not to you an heart understanding, and eyes seeing, and ears that 
may hear, till into this present day. (But unto this present day, the Lord hath not given you a 
heart to understand with, or eyes to see with, or ears to hear with.) 

5 He led you by forty years through desert; your clothes were not broken, neither the 
shoes of your feet were wasted by eldness; (He led you for forty years through the wilderness; 
yet your clothes did not wear out, nor were your shoes wasted with oldness;) 

6 ye ate not bread, neither ye drank wine and cider, that ye should know that he is your 
Lord God. (ye ate no bread, and ye drank no wine or cider, but ye survived through his provision, 
so that ye would know that he is the Lord your God.) 

7 And ye came to this place; and Sihon, the king of Heshbon went out, and Og, the king 
of Bashan, and they came to us to battle. And we smote them, (And ye came to this place; 
and Sihon, the king of Heshbon, and Og, the king of Bashan, came out, and they went against us 
in battle. And we struck them down,) 

8 and we took away their land, and we gave it to possession, to Reuben, and to Gad, and 
to the half lineage of Manasseh. (and we took away their land, and we gave it for a possession 
to Reuben, and to Gad, and to half of the tribe of Manasseh.) 

9 Therefore keep ye the words of this covenant, and fulfill ye them, that ye understand 
all things which ye shall do. (And so keep ye the words of this covenant, and fulfill ye them, so 
that ye shall prosper in everything which ye shall do.) 

10 All ye stand today before your Lord God, your princes, and lineages, and the greater 
men in birth, and your teachers or doctors, (with) all the people of Israel, (Ye all stand here 
today before the Lord your God, yea, the leaders of the tribes, and the men of great age, that is, the 
elders, and your officers, with all the people of Israel,) 

11 your free children, and your wives, and the comelings that dwell with thee in the 
tents, besides the hewers of wood, and besides they that bear water; (yea, your children, 
and your wives, and the newcomers who live with thee in the tents, as well as the hewers of wood, 
and the bearers of water;) 

12 that thou go into the bond of peace of thy Lord God, and in the oath which thy Lord 
God smiteth with thee, (that thou enter into the covenant of the Lord thy God, and accept the 
oath which the Lord thy God striketh with thee,) 

13 that he raise thee up into a people to himself, and that he be thy Lord God, as he 
spake to thee, and as he swore to thy fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. (so that he can 
raise thee up into a people unto himself, and that he be the Lord thy God, as he promised thee, and 
as he swore to thy fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.) 

14 And not to you alone I make this bond of peace, and confirm these oaths, (And it is 
not with you alone do I make this covenant, and confirm this oath,) 

15 but to all men (or but with all Israelites), present and absent. 

16 For ye know how we dwelled in the land of Egypt, and how we passed by the midst 
of nations; which ye passed (by), (For ye know how we lived in the land of Egypt, and how, when 
we passed through the midst of the nations,) 
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17 and saw abominations and filths, that is, their idols, (of) wood and stone, silver and 
gold, which they worshipped. (we saw their abominations and filths, that is, their idols, and 
false gods, made out of wood and stone, and silver and gold, which they worshipped.) 

18 Lest peradventure among you be man either woman, family either lineage, whose 
heart is turned away today from your Lord God, that he go, and serve the gods of those 
folks; and a root burgeoning gall and bitterness be among you; (Lest there be among you a 
man or a woman, a family or a tribe, whose heart today is turned away from the Lord your God, so 
that they go, and serve the gods of those nations; and there be aroot burgeoning gall and bitterness 
among you;) 

19 and when he hath heard the words of this oath, he bless himself in his heart, and say, 
Peace shall be to me, and I shall go in the depravity of mine heart; and lest the drunken 
take the thirsty, (and so when he hath heard the words of this oath, he bless himself in his heart, 
and say, There shall still be peace for me, yea, even though I go in the depravity of my heart; but 
such thinking shall destroy everything;) 

20 and the Lord forgive not to him, but then full greatly his strong vengeance be fierce, 
and his fervour burst out against that man, and all the curses that be written in this book 
rest upon him; and the Lord do away his name from under heaven, (for the Lord shall not 
forgive him, but his strong vengeance shall be greatly fierce, and his fervour shall burst out against 
that person, and all the curses that be written in this book shall rest upon him; and the Lord shall 
do away his name from under heaven,) 

21 and waste him into perdition from all the lineages of Israel, by the curses that be 
contained in the book of this law, and of the bond of peace. (yea, he shall bring him out of 
all the tribes of Israel, and shall bring him down into perdition, according to all the curses of the 
covenant, that be contained in this Book of the Law.) 

22 And the generation following shall see, and the sons that shall be born afterward, 
and pilgrims that shall come from [a] far, seeing the vengeances of that land, and the 
sicknesses by which the Lord tormented that land, (And the generation following, and the 
descendants who shall be born afterward, and the foreigners who shall come from afar, shall all 
see the plagues that be in the land, and the sicknesses with which the Lord hath tormented it,) 

23 burning that land with brimstone, and heat of the sun, so that it be no more sown, 
neither bring forth any green thing, into ensample of [the] destroying of Sodom, and 
Gomorrah, of Admah, and of Zeboiim, which the Lord destroyed in his wrath, and strong 
vengeance. (burning up that land with brimstone, and the heat of the sun, so that it can no more 
be sown, nor bring forth any green thing, following the examples of the destruction of Sodom, and 
Gomorrah, and Admah, and Zeboiim, all of which the Lord destroyed in his anger, and his strong 
vengeance.) 

24 And all folks shall say, Why did the Lord so to this land? What is the great wrath of 
his strong vengeance? (And all the nations shall say, Why hath the Lord done so to this land? 
What is the reason for his great anger and strong vengeance?) 

25 and they shall answer, For they forsook the covenant of the Lord, which he 
covenanted with their fathers, when he led them out of the land of Egypt, 

26 and they served alien gods, and worshipped them, which they knew not, and to 
which they were not given; (and they served foreign, or other, gods, and worshipped them, 
which they knew not, and which he had not given them;) 

27 therefore the strong vengeance of the Lord was wroth against this land, that he 
brought in upon it all the curses that be written in this book; (and so with strong vengeance 
the Lord was angry against this land, and he brought in on it all the curses that be written in this 
book;) 

28 and he casted them out of their land, in wrath and strong vengeance, and in full 
great indignation; and he casted forth them into an alien land, as it is proved today. (and 
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he threw them out of their land, in his anger and strong vengeance, and very great indignation; 
and he threw them forth into a foreign land, where they still be today.) 

29 Diverse things be hid, or privy, of our Lord God, that is, in his before-knowing, which 
things be showed to us, and to our sons (into) without end, that we do all the words of 
this law. (Some things be hid, or known only, by the Lord our God, that is, in his foreknowing, but 
other things be shown to us, and to our descendants into without end, so that we can do all the 
words of this law.) 


CHAPTER 30 


1 Therefore when all these come upon thee, blessing either cursing, which I have set 
forth in thy sight, and if thou art led by repentance of thine heart among all folks, into 
which thy Lord God hath scattered thee, (And so when all these things have come upon thee, 
the blessing and the curse which I have set forth before thee, if thou art led by the repentance of 
thy heart, when thou be among all the nations into which the Lord thy God hath scattered thee,) 

2 and if thou turnest again to him, and obeyest to his behests, as I have commanded to 
thee today, with thy sons, in all thine heart, and in all thy soul, (and if thou, and thy sons 
and thy daughters, turn back to him, and obey his commands, as I have commanded thee today, 
with all thy heart, and with all thy soul,) 

3 thy Lord God shall lead thee again from thy captivity, and shall have mercy on thee, 
and again he shall gather thee from all peoples, into which he hath scattered thee before. 
(then the Lord thy God shall have mercy on thee, and he shall bring thee back from thy captivity, 
yea, he shall gather thee again from all the peoples into whom he hath scattered thee.) 

4 If thou art scattered to the ends of heaven, from thence thy Lord God shall draw thee; 
(Even if thou art scattered unto the ends of the heavens, the Lord thy God shall gather thee back 
from there;) 

5 and he shall take thee, and bring thee into the land which thy fathers wielded (or 
and he shall bring thee back to the land which thy fathers possessed); and thou shalt hold it, 
(or possess it), and he shall bless thee, and shall make thee to be of more number than thy 


fathers were. 
6 Thy Lord God shall circumcise thine heart, and the heart of thy seed, that thou love 


thy Lord God in all thine heart, and in all thy soul, and thou mayest live. (The Lord thy 
God shall circumcise thy hearts, and the hearts of thy descendants, so that thou shalt love the Lord 
thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and that thou mayest live.) 

7 Forsooth the Lord shall turn all these cursings on thine enemies, and on them that 
hate thee, and pursue thee. 

8 Soothly thou shalt turn again, and shalt hear the voice of thy Lord God, and shalt do 
all the behests which I command to thee today; (And thou shalt return, and hear the voice 
of the Lord thy God, and shalt do all the commands which I command to thee today;) 

9 and thy Lord God shall make thee to be plenteous, in all the works of thine hands, 
in the children of thy womb, and in the fruit of thy beasts, and in (the) abundance of thy 
land, and in (the) largeness of all things. For the Lord shall turn again, that he have joy 
upon thee in all goods, as he joyed in thy fathers, (or For the Lord shall again have joy over 
thee, and shall be good to thee, as he had joy over thy fathers); 

10 if nevertheless thou hearest the voice of thy Lord God, and keepest his behests and 
his ceremonies, that be written in this (book of the) law, and if thou turn again to thy Lord 
God in all thine heart, and in all thy soul. (if nevertheless thou hearest the voice of the Lord 
thy God, and obey his commandments and his statutes, that be written in this Book of the Law, 
and if thou return to the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul.) 

11 This commandment which I command to thee today, is not (too far) above thee, 
neither it is set far from thee(nor is it set too far away from thee), 

12 neither it is set in heaven, that thou say, Who of us may go up to heaven, that he 
bring it to us, and we hear it, and fulfill it in work? (nor is it set in the heavens, so that thou 
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sayest, Who shall go up to the heavens for us, and bring it down, so that we can hear it, and fulfill 
it with our deeds?) 

13 neither it is set beyond the sea, that thou complain, and say, Who of us may pass 
over the sea, and bring it hither to us, that we may hear, and do that that is commanded 
to us? (nor is it set beyond the sea, so that thou can complain, and say, Who of us shall cross over 
the sea, and bring it back here to us, so that we can hear it, and do what is commanded to us?) 

14 But the word is full nigh thee, in thy mouth, and in thine heart, that thou do it. (But 
the word is very near to thee, yea, it is in thy mouth, and in thy heart, so that thou can do it.) 

15 Behold thou, that today I have set forth in thy sight life and good, and, on the 
contrary, death and evil; 

16 that thou love thy Lord God, and go in his ways, and keep his behests, and his 
ceremonies, and his dooms; and that thou live, and he multiply thee, and bless thee 
in the land to which thou shalt enter to wield. (so that thou can love the Lord thy God, and 
go in all his ways, and obey his commandments, and his statutes, and his laws, or his judgements; 
and so that thou shalt live, and that he multiply thee, and bless thee in the land to which thou 
shalt enter to take.) 

17 But if thine heart is turned away, and thou wilt not hear, and thou art deceived by 
error, and worshippest alien gods, and servest them, (But if thy heart is turned away, and 
thou wilt not listen, and obey, and thou art deceived by error, and worshippest foreign, or other, 
gods, and servest them,) 

18 | before-say to thee today, that thou shalt perish, and thou shalt dwell little time in 
the land, to which thou shalt enter to wield, when thou shalt pass (the) Jordan. (I say to 
thee today, before the time, or ahead of time, that thou shalt die, and thou shalt live only a short 
time in the land, which thou shalt enter to take, when thou shalt cross over the Jordan River.) 

19 | call today heaven and earth to witness, that is, angels and men, that I have set 
forth to you life and death, good and evil, blessing and cursing; therefore choose thou 
life, that both thou live and thy seed, (I call heaven and earth, that is, the angels and men, to 
witness today, that I have set forth before you life and death, good and evil, blessing and curses; 
and so choose thou life, so that both thou and thy descendants shall live,) 

20 and that thou love thy Lord God, and obey to his voice, and cleave to him, for he is 
thy life, and the length of thy days; that thou dwell in the land, for which the Lord swore 
to thy fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, that he should give it to them. (and that thou 
love the Lord thy God, and obey his voice, and cleave to him, for he is thy life, and the length of thy 
days; and so that thou can live in the land which the Lord swore to thy fathers, Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, that he would give them.) 


CHAPTER 31 


1 And so Moses went, and spake all these words to all Israel, 

2 and said to them, I am today of an hundred and twenty years, I may no further go 
out and go in, most(ly) since also the Lord said to me, Thou shalt not pass this Jordan. 
(and said to them, Today I am a hundred and twenty years old, and I can no longer go out and 
come in, and the Lord hath said to me, Thou shalt not cross over this Jordan River.) 

3 Therefore thy Lord God shall pass before thee (or And so the Lord thy God shall cross 
over before thee); he shall do away these folks in thy sight, and thou shalt wield them; and 
this Joshua shall go before thee, (in the lead), as the Lord spake. 

4 And the Lord shall do to them as he did to Sihon, and to Og, the kings of (the) 
Amorites, and to their land; and he shall do them away. 

5 Therefore when the Lord hath betaken to you also them (or And so when the Lord hath 


also delivered them to you), ye shall do in like manner to them, as I have commanded to 
you. 
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6 Do ye manly, and be ye comforted, (or Be ye strong, and be ye encouraged); do not ye 
dread in heart, neither dread ye at the sight of them, for thy Lord God himself is thy 
leader, and he shall not leave thee, neither forsake thee. 

7 And Moses called Joshua, and said to him before all the multitude of the sons of 
Israel, Be thou comforted, and be thou strong, (or Be thou encouraged, and be thou strong); 
for thou shalt lead this people into the land that the Lord swore that he shall give to 
their fathers; and thou shalt part it by lot. 

8 And the Lord himself, which is your leader, (or And the Lord himself, who is your leader), 
shall be with thee, he shall not leave [thee], neither forsake thee; do not thou dread 
outward (ly), neither dread thou in heart. 

9 Therefore Moses wrote this law, and betook it to the priests, the sons of Levi, that 
bare the ark of the bond of peace of the Lord, and to all the elder men of Israel. (And so 
Moses wrote this law, and gave it to the levitical priests, who carried the Ark of the Covenant of 
the Lord, and to all the elders of Israel.) 

10 And Moses commanded to them, and said, After seven years, in the year of 
remission, (or release), in the solemnity of tabernacles, (And Moses commanded to them, 
and said, After seven years, in the Year of Restoration, or the Year of Forgiveness, at the Feast of 
Tabernacles,) 

11 when all men of Israel shall come together, that they appear in the sight of their 
Lord God, in the place which the Lord choose, thou shalt read the words of this law before 
all Israel, while they hear, (when all the people of Israel shall come together, so that they can 
come before the Lord their God, in the place which the Lord shall choose, thou shalt read the words 
of this law before all Israel, while they hear,) 

12 and while all the people is gathered together, as well to men, as to women, to little 
children, and to comelings that be within thy gates; that they hear, and learn, and dread 
your Lord God, and keep and [ful] fill all the words of this law; (and while all the people 
is gathered together, men and women, and little children, and the newcomers who be within thy 
gates; so that they can listen, and learn, and fear the Lord your God or and revere the Lord your 
God, and obey and fulfill all the words of this law;) 

13 also that the sons of them, that now know not, may hear, and that they dread their 
Lord God in all days in which they live in the land to which ye shall go to get, when (the) 
Jordan is passed. (and also so that their children, who now do not know, can listen, and learn to 
fear the Lord their God or and learn to revere the Lord their God, in all the days in which they live 
in the land to which ye shall go to get, after that ye have crossed over the Jordan River.) 

14 And the Lord said to Moses, Lo! the days of thy death be nigh; call thou Joshua, 
and stand ye in the tabernacle of witnessing, that I command to him, (or and stand ye 
together in the Tabernacle of the Witnessing, so that I can give him his charge, or his commission). 
Therefore Moses and Joshua went, and they stood in the tabernacle of (the) witnessing; 

15 and the Lord appeared there in a pillar of cloud, that stood in the entering of the 
tabernacle (or that stood at the entrance to the Tabernacle). 

16 And the Lord said to Moses, Lo! thou shalt sleep with thy fathers, and this people 
shall rise up, and it shall do fornication, or idolatry, going after alien gods in the land, 
into which it shall enter, that it dwell therein; there it shall forsake me, and shall make 
void the bond of peace, which I covenanted with it. (And the Lord said to Moses, Behold! 
soon thou shalt sleep with thy fathers, that is, thou shalt die, and then this people shall rise up, 
and they shall do fornication, or idolatry, going after foreign, or other, gods in the land, into which 
they shall enter, to live there; and they shall forsake me there, and they shall make void, or shall 
break, the covenant, which I made with them.) 

17 And my strong vengeance shall be wroth against that people in that day, and I shall 
forsake it, and I shall hide my face from it, and it shall be into devouring; all evils and 
tormentings shall find it, so that it say in that day, Verily for the Lord is not with me, 
these evils have found me. (And my strong vengeance shall be stirred against them in that 
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day, and I shall forsake them, and I shall hide my face from them, and they shall be devoured; and 
many evils and torments shall find them, so that they say on that day, Truly these evils have found 
us, because the Lord is not with us.) 

18 Soothly I shall hide my face, and cover it in that day, for all the evils which this 
people hath done, for it hath followed alien gods. (And I shall hide my face, and cover it 
on that day, for all the evils which this people hath done, for they have followed foreign, or other, 
gods.) 

19 Now therefore write ye to you this song, and teach ye the sons of Israel, that they 
hold it in mind, and sing it in mouth; and that this song be to me for a witnessing among 
the sons of Israel. (And so now write down this song for you, and teach ye it to the Israelites, so 
that they can remember it, and sing it with their mouths; and so that this song can be a witness 
for me against the Israelites.) 

20 For I shall lead him into the land, for which I swore to his fathers, flowing with milk 
and honey; and when they have eaten, and be full-filled, and be made fat, they shall turn 
to alien gods, and they shall serve them; and they shall backbite me, and shall make void 
my covenant. (For I shall lead them into the land, for which I swore to their fathers, a land flowing 
with milk and honey; and when they have eaten, and be filled full, and be made fat, then they shall 
turn to foreign, or to other, gods, and they shall serve them; and they shall backbite me, and they 
shall make void, or shall break, my covenant.) 

21 After that many evils and tormentings have found them, this song shall answer to 
him for (a) witnessing, which song no forgetting shall do away from the mouth of thy 
seed. For I know the thoughts thereof today, what things it shall do, before that I bring 
it into the land which I promised to it. (And after that many evils and torments have found 
them, this song shall speak against them as a witness, which no forgetting shall do away from 
the mouths of their descendants. For I know their thoughts today, and what things they shall do, 
before that I bring them into the land which I promised them.) 

22 Therefore Moses wrote the song, and he taught it to the sons of Israel. (And so Moses 
wrote down this song, and he taught it to the Israelites.) 

23 And the Lord commanded to Joshua, the son of Nun, and said, Be thou comforted 
(or Be thou encouraged), and be thou strong; for thou shalt lead the sons of Israel into the 
land which I promised (them), and I shall be with thee. 

24 Therefore after that Moses had written the words of this law in a book, and fulfilled 
them(or and finished them), 

25 he commanded to the Levites that bare the ark of the bond of peace of the Lord, and 
said, (he commanded to the Levites who carried the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord, and said,) 

26 Take ye this book (of the law), and put ye it in the side of the ark of the bond of peace 
of your Lord God, that it be there against thee into witnessing. (Take ye this Book of the 
Law, and put ye it beside the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord your God, to be a witness there against 
thee.) 

27 For I know thy striving, and thy most hard noll; yet while I lived and entered with 
you, ye did ever[more] strivingly against the Lord; how much more when I shall be dead. 
(For I know thy defiance, or thy rebellious nature, and thy stiff neck or and thy stubbornness; yet 
while I lived and went with you, ye often defied the Lord; so then how much more, after that Iam 
dead?) 

28 Gather ye to me all the greater men in birth, and teachers [or and doctors], by your 
lineages, and I shall speak to them, hearing these words, and I shall call (to witness) 
against them heaven and earth. (Gather ye to me all the men of great age, that is, the elders, 
of your tribes, and the officers, and I shall speak to them, and they shall hear all these words, and 
I shall call heaven and earth to witness against them.) 

29 For I know, that after my death, ye shall do wickedly, and shall bow away soon from 
the way which I commanded to you; and evils shall come to you in the last time(s), when 
ye have done evil in the sight of the Lord, that ye stir him to wrath by the works of your 
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hands. (For I know, that after my death, ye shall do wickedly, and shall soon turn away from the 
way which I commanded to you; and evils shall come to you in the days to come, when ye have 
done evil in the sight of the Lord, and so stir him to anger with the works of your hands.) 

30 Therefore while all the company of the sons of Israel heard, Moses spake the words 
of this song, and he fulfilled it unto the end. (And so while all the congregation of the Israelites 
listened, Moses spoke the words of this song, and he spoke every word of it, from the beginning unto 
the end.) 


CHAPTER 32 

1 Ye heavens, hear what things I shall speak; the earth hear the words of my mouth. 

2 My teaching wax (al)together as rain; my speech flow out as dew, as soft rain upon 
herb, and as drops upon grass. (My teaching shall fall like drops of rain; my speech shall flow 
out like the dew, like showers on the herbs, and raindrops on the grass.) 

3 For I shall inwardly call the name of the Lord; give ye glory to our God. (For I shall call 
out loud the name of the Lord; give ye glory to our God.) 

4 The works of God be perfect, and all his ways be dooms (or and all his ways be just); 
God is faithful, and without any wickedness; he is just and rightful. 

5 They sinned against him, and (they be) not his sons, (they be) in the filths of idolatry; 
(they be a) depraved and wayward generation. 

6 Whether thou yieldest these things to the Lord, thou fond people and unwise? 
Whether he is not thy father, that wielded thee, and made, and formed thee of nought? 
(Did thou yield these things to the Lord, thou foolish and unwise people? Is he not thy father, who 
made thee, and formed thee out of nothing, and wieldeth thee?) 

7 Have thou mind of eld days, think thou (on) all generations; ask thy father, and he 
shall tell to thee, ask thy greater men, and they shall say to thee. (Remember the days of 
old, and think thou on all the generations; ask thy father, and he shall tell thee, ask the men of 
great age, that is, thy elders, and they shall say to thee.) 

8 When the Highest parted folks, when he separated the sons of Adam, he ordained 
the terms of peoples by the number of the sons of Israel. (When the Most High God divided 
the nations, when he separated the sons of man, he ordained the borders of the peoples according 
to the number of the sons of God.) 

9 Forsooth the part of the Lord is his people; Jacob is the little part of his heritage. (But 
the Lord’s portion was his own people; Jacob was the portion of his inheritance.) 

10 The Lord found him in a desert land, in the place of horror, either hideousness, and 
of waste wilderness; the Lord led him about, and taught him, and he kept him as the 
apple of his eye. (The Lord found them in a desert land, in a howling, wasted wilderness; and 
the Lord led them about, and taught them, and kept them as the apple of his eye.) 

11 As an eagle stirring his birds to fly, and flying above them, he spreaded forth his 
wings, and took them into his protection, and he bare them in his shoulders. (Like an 
eagle stirring his young to fly, and flying above them, he spread out his wings, and took them up, 
and he carried them upon his shoulders.) 

12 The Lord alone was his leader, and none alien god was with him. (The Lord alone was 
their leader, and no other god was with him.) 

13 The Lord ordained him on an high land, that he should eat the fruits of fields, that 
he should suck honey of a stone, and oil of the hardest rock; (The Lord ordained them upon 
the highlands, and they ate the fruits of the fields, and sucked honey out of the stones, and oil out 
of the hardest rock,) 

14 butter of the drove, and milk of sheep, with the fatness of lambs, and of rams, of the 
sons of Bashan; and that he should eat kids with [the] marrow, or tried flour, of wheat, 
and he should drink the clearest blood, or wine, of the grape. (and they ate butter from the 
herds, and milk from the sheep, and the fatness of lambs, and rams from the sons of Bashan, and 
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goats, and the marrow, or the fine flour, of wheat; and they drank the clearest blood, that is, the 
purest wine, of the grapes.) 

15 The beloved people was made fat, and (they) kicked against (God); made fat 
withoutforth, made fat within, and alarged; he forsook God his maker, and went away 
from God his health/from God his saviour. (And Jeshurun was made fat, and rebellious; made 
fat withoutforth, made fat within, yea enlarged; and they forsook God their Maker, and went away 
from God their salvation or from God their Saviour.) 

16 They stirred God to wrath in alien gods that they praised, they stirred him to 
wrathfulness in their abominations, that is, their own findings. (They provoked God to 
anger with foreign, or other, gods that they praised, and they stirred him to rage with their 
abominable doings.) 

17 They offered to fiends, or devils, and not to God, to gods which they knew not, (to) 
new gods, and fresh(ly) came up by their findings, which their fathers worshipped not. 
(They offered to fiends, or to devils, and not to God, to gods which they knew not, to new gods 
which they discovered in their searching, that their fathers did not worship.) 

18 Thou hast forsaken God that begat thee, and thou hast forgotten thy Lord creator/ 
the Lord thy maker. (Thou hast forsaken the God who begat thee, and thou hast forgotten the 
Lord thy Creator or the Lord thy Maker.) 

19 The Lord saw that, and he was stirred to wrathfulness; for his sons, and daughters 
stirred him to vengeance. (The Lord saw this, and he was stirred to rage; yea, his sons and his 
daughters, stirred him to vengeance.) 

20 And the Lord said, I shall hide my face from them, and I shall behold their last 
things; for this is a wayward generation, and unfaithful sons they be. (And the Lord said, I 
shall hide my face from them, and then I shall see what will happen to them; for this is a wayward 
generation, they be unfaithful children.) 

21 They have stirred me to wrath in worshipping him that was not God, and they have 
moved me to vengeance in their vain idols; and I shall stir them (to wrath) in him, that is 
not a people, and I shall stir them to ire in a fond folk. (They have stirred me to jealousy by 
worshipping what was not God, and they have moved me to vengeance with their vain idols; and 
so I shall stir them to jealousy, with those who be not a people, and I shall stir them to anger, with 
a nation of fools.) 

22 Fire is kindled in my strong vengeance, and it shall burn unto the last things of hell; 


and it shall devour the land with his fruit, and it shall burn the foundaments of hills, (or 
and it shall devour the land with its fruit, and it shall burn the very roots, or the foundations, of 


the mountains). 

23 | shall gather evils on them, and I shall [ful] fill mine arrows in them. (I shall gather 
one evil after another upon them, and I shall send all my arrows against them or and I shall spend 
all my arrows against them.) 

24 They shall be wasted with hunger, and birds shall devour them with most bitter 
biting; I shall send into them the teeth of beasts, with the strong vengeance of (those) 
drawing upon (the) earth, and of serpents. (They shall be wasted with hunger, and fever, and 
terrible sicknesses; I shall send into them the teeth of beasts, and the poisonous bites of serpents 
which draw themselves upon the ground or through the dust.) 

25 Sword withoutforth, and dread within, shall waste them; a young man and a virgin 
together, a sucking child with an eld man. 

26 And I said, Where be they now? I shall make the mind of them to cease of all men 
(or I shall make the memory of them to vanish, or to cease, from all people). 

27 But I delayed, or tarried, for the wrath of (their) enemies, lest peradventure their 
enemies should be proud, and say, Our high hand, and not the Lord(’s), did all these 
things. 
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28 It is a folk without counsel, and without prudence, or wariness; (They be a nation 
without counsel, and without wisdom, or without caution;) 

29 | would that they savoured, and understood, and purveyed the last things. (0 that 
they considered, and understood this, and gave some thought to their end.) 

30 How pursued one of (their) enemies a thousand of Jews, and twain drove away ten 
thousand? Whether not therefore for their God had sold them, forsaking them, and the 
Lord had enclosed them (al)together in their enemies’ hands? (How could just one of their 
enemies pursue a thousand Jews, and two drive away ten thousand? Was it not because their God 
had forsaken them, and had sold them out to their enemies, yea, the Lord had given them up into 
the hands of their enemies?) 

31 For our God is not as the gods of them, and our enemies be judges (of this). (For our 
enemies have no god like our God, ours is strong, and they know that their gods be weak.) 

32 The vine of them is of the vine of Sodom, and of the suburbs of Gomorrah; the grape 
of them is the grape of gall, and the cluster is most bitter. (Their vines be like the vines of 
Sodom, and like those grown in the suburbs of Gomorrah; their grapes be grapes of gall, and their 
clusters be most bitter.) 

33 The gall of dragons is the wine of them, and the venom of adders, that may not be 
healed. (The gall of dragons is their wine, yea, the cruel venom of adders.) 

34 Whether these things be not hid with me, and be sealed (up) in my treasuries, (or in 
my storehouses)? 

35 Vengeance is mine, and I shall yield (it) to them in time, (so) that the foot of them 
slide; the day of perdition is nigh, and the times hasten to be present. 

36 The Lord shall deem his people, and he shall do mercy in his servants; the people 
shall see that the hand of 


(the) fighters is sick, or feeble, and also men (en)closed failed, and the remnant people, 
or left, be wasted. (The Lord shall judge his people, and he shall do mercy to his servants; for he 
shall see that the hands of their fighters be feeble, or weak, and that the enclosed men have failed, 
and that the remnant, that is, the people who were left, now is gone.) 

37 And they shall say, Where be their gods, in which they had trust? (And then the Lord 
shall say, Where be your gods, in which ye had trust?) 

38 Of whose sacrifices they ate the fatnesses, and they drank the wine of flowing 
sacrifices, rise they and help you, and defend they you in (time of) need. (Yea, the gods 
which ate the fat of your offerings, and which drank the wine of your wine offerings, now let them 
rise up and help you, and defend they you in your time of need!) 

39 See, or understand, ye, that Iam God alone, and none other God is except me; shall 
slay, and I shall make to live; I shall smite, and I shall make whole; and none is that may 
deliver from mine hand. (See ye, that is, understand ye, that I am God alone, and there is no 
other god except me; I shall kill, and I shall make to live; I shall strike down, and I shall make whole; 
no one can rescue anyone out of my hands.) 

40 And I shall raise up mine hand to heaven, and I shall say, I live without end. (And I 
shall raise up my hand to heaven, and I shall say, As surely as I live forever,) 

41 If T shall whet my sword as lightning, and mine hand shall take doom, I shall yield 
vengeance to mine enemies, and I shall requite to them that hate me. (I shall whet my 
sword with lightning, and my hand shall make judgement, I shall yield vengeance to my enemies, 
and I shall requite to them who hate me.) 

42 | shall full-fill mine arrows with blood, and my sword shall devour (the) fleshes of 
the blood of them that be slain, and of the captivity, of the head(s) of (the) enemies made 
naked. (I shall fill my arrows full of blood, and my sword shall devour the flesh of the blood of 
them who be killed, and of the captives, yea, the very heads of the enemies.) 

43 Folks, praise ye the people of him, for he shall venge the blood of his servants, and 
he shall yield vengeance to the enemies of them; and he shall be merciful to the land of 
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his people. (Nations, praise ye him with his people, for he shall avenge the blood of his servants, 
and he shall yield vengeance to their enemies; and he shall show mercy to the land of his people.) 

44 Therefore Moses came, and spake all the words of this song in the ears of the people; 
both he and Joshua, the son of Nun. (And so Moses came, and spoke all the words of this song 
to the people; both he and Joshua, the son of Nun.) 

45 And Moses fulfilled all these words, and spake to all Israel, (And when Moses finished 
speaking all these words, to all Israel,) 

46 and said to them, Put ye your hearts into all the words which I witness to you today, 
that ye command to your sons, to keep, and to do those, and to fulfill all things that be 
written in the book of this law; (he said to them, Put ye into your hearts all the words which I 
witness to you today, so that ye command to your children to obey them, and to do them, and to 
fulfill all the things that be written in this Book of the Law;) 

47 for not in vain these things be commanded to you, but that all men should live in 
doing those things; which if ye shall do (them), then ye shall abide, and shall continue 
long time in the land, to which ye shall enter to wield, when (the) Jordan ye have over- 
passed. (for these things be not commanded to you in vain, but so that all of you should live by 
doing them; which if ye shall do these things, then ye shall live, and shall continue a long time in 
the land, which ye shall enter to take, when ye have crossed over the Jordan River.) 

48 And the Lord spake to Moses in the same day, and said, (And the Lord spoke to Moses 
on that same day, and said,) 

49 Go thou up into this hill Abarim, that is, passing, into the hill of Nebo, which is in 
the land of Moab, (over) against Jericho; and see thou the land of Canaan, which I shall 
give to the sons of Israel to hold, (Go thou up to the Abarim Mountains, that is, to The Passages, 
yea, onto Mount Nebo, which is in the land of Moab, opposite, or east of, Jericho; and see thou the 
land of Canaan, which I shall give to the Israelites for their possession,) 

50 and die thou there in this hill. Into which hill thou shalt go up, and thou shalt be 
joined to thy peoples, as Aaron, thy brother, was dead in the hill of Hor, and was put to 
his peoples. (and then thou shalt die there on that mountain. Yea, thou shalt go up onto this 
mountain, and thou shalt join thy people, like when thy brother Aaron died on Mount Hor, and he 
joined his people.) 

51 For ye trespassed against me, in the midst of the sons of Israel, at the Waters of 
Against-saying, in Kadesh, of the desert of Zin; and ye hallowed not me among the sons 
of Israel. (For both of you trespassed against me, before the Israelites, at the waters of Meribah- 
Kadesh, in the wilderness of Zin; for ye did not uphold my holiness among the Israelites.) 

52 Opposite (thee), thou shalt see the land, and thou shalt not enter into it, which I 
shall give to the sons of Israel. (And thou shalt look across, and see the land, but thou shalt not 
enter into it, yea, the land which I shall give to the Israelites.) 


CHAPTER 33 

1 This is the blessing, with which Moses, the man of God, blessed the sons of Israel 
before his death; (This is the blessing, with which Moses, the man of God, blessed the Israelites 
before his death;) 

2 and said, The Lord came from Sinai, and he rose to us from Seir; he appeared from 
the hill of Paran, and thousands of saints with him; a law of fire in his right hand. (and he 
said, The Lord came from Sinai, and he rose up like the sun to us from Seir, or Edom; he appeared 
from Mount Paran, and thousands of saints, or holy ones, or angels, were with him; a Law of fire 
was in his right hand.) 

3 He loved peoples; all saints be in his hand, and they that nigh to his feet shall take 
of his doctrine. (He loved the people; all the saints be in the palm of his hand, and they who sit 
at his feet shall receive his doctrine, or his teaching.) 
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4 Moses commanded the law to us, the heritage of the multitude of Jacob. (Yea, the Law 
which Moses commanded to us, the inheritance of the multitude of Jacob.) 

5 And the king shall be at the most rightful, when princes of the people be gathered 
together with the lineages of Israel. (And then the King was there in Jeshurun, when the 
leaders of the people were gathered together with the tribes of Israel.) 

6 Reuben live, and die not, and be he little in number. (May the tribe of Reuben live, and 
not die out, but be they few in number.) 

7 This is the blessing of Judah; Lord, hear thou the voice of Judah, and bring in him 
to his people; his hands shall fight for him, and the helper of him, shall be against his 
adversaries. (This is the blessing for the tribe of Judah; Lord, hear thou the voice of Judah, and 
unite them again with the other tribes; thy hands shall fight for them, and thou shalt be their 
helper against their adversaries.) 

8 Also he said to Levi, Thy perfection and thy teaching is of an holy man, whom thou 
hast proved in temptation, and hast deemed at the Waters of Against-saying; (And he said 
of the tribe of Levi, Lord, may thy Thummim and thy Urim be with them, thy holy servants, whom 
thou hast proved at Massah, and hast judged at the waters of Meribah;) 

9 which Levi said to his father and to his mother, I know not you, and to his brethren, 
I know not them; and knew not his sons. These kept thy speech, and these kept thy 
covenant; (yea, the Levites said to their fathers and their mothers, We do not know you, and to 
their brothers, We do not know you; and they did not even know their own sons and daughters. 
They obeyed thy words, and they kept thy covenant.) 

10 O! Jacob, they kept thy dooms, and thy law, O! Israel; they shall put incense in thy 
strong vengeance, and burnt sacrifice on thine altar. (They shall teach Jacob thy precepts, 
and Israel thy Law; they shall put incense and burnt offerings upon thy altar.) 

11 Lord, bless thou the strength of him, and receive thou the works of his hands; smite 
thou the backs of his enemies, and they that hate him, rise they not. (Lord, bless thou their 
strength, and receive thou the works of their hands; strike thou the backs of their enemies, and 
they who hate them, let them never rise up again.) 

12 And he said to Benjamin, The most loved of the Lord shall dwell trustily in him; he 
shall dwell all day as in a chamber, and he shall rest betwixt the shoulders of the Lord. 
(And he said of the tribe of Benjamin, The beloved of the Lord shall dwell trustily in him; they shall 
live all day long like in a secure place, and they shall rest between the shoulders of the Lord.) 

13 Also he said to Joseph, His land is of the Lord’s blessing; of the apples of heaven, 
and of the dew, and of water lying beneath; (And he said of the tribe of Joseph, Their land is 
blessed by the Lord, with precious fruits watered from the heavens above, and from the streams 
flowing beneath;) 

14 of the apples of the fruits of the sun, and moon; (with precious fruits, ripened by the 
sun, over the months;) 

15 [and] of the top of eld mountains, and of the apples of everlasting little hills; (with 
precious fruits, from the tops of the old mountains, and from the everlasting little hills;) 

16 and of the fruits of the land, and of the fullness thereof. The blessing of him that 
appeared in the bush come upon the head of Joseph, and upon the foretop, that is, the 
crown of the head, of the Nazarite, or (the) holy (one), among his brethren. (with the fruits, 
and other crops, of the land, in all its fullness. May these blessings of him who appeared in the bush 
come upon Joseph’s head, yea, upon the tribe of him who was separated from his brothers or who 
was the leader of his brothers.) 

17 As the first engendered of a bull is the fairness of him; the horns of an unicorn be 
the horns of him; in those he shall winnow folks, till to the terms of [the] earth. These be 
the multitudes of Ephraim, and these be the thousands of Manasseh. (His fairness is like 
the first-born of a bull; his horns be like the horns of a wild ox; and with them he shall winnow the 
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nations, unto the ends of the earth. Such shall be the multitudes of Ephraim, and the thousands 
of Manasseh.) 

18 And he said to Zebulun, Zebulun, be thou glad in thy going out, and Issachar, in thy 
tabernacles. (And he said of the tribes of Zebulun, and of Issachar, Zebulun, be thou prosperous 
abroad, and Issachar, be thou prosperous in thy tents, or at home.) 

19 They shall call peoples to the hill, [and] there they shall offer sacrifices of 
rightfulness; which shall suck the flowing(s) of the sea as milk, and hid treasures of 
gravel. (They shall call the peoples to the mountain, and there they shall offer the right sacrifices; 
they shall suck up the wealth of the sea like milk, and they shall dig up hidden treasures out of the 
gravel.) 

20 And he said to Gad, Gad is blessed in broadness; he rested as a lion, and he took 
from his adversary the arm and the noll. (And he said of the tribe of Gad, Gad is blessed in 
their broad places; they rest like a lion, but they tear off the arms and the tops of the heads of their 
adversaries.) 

21 And he saw his princehood, that he was kept a teacher in his part; the which was 
with (the) princes of the people, and he did the rightfulnesses of the Lord, and his doom 
with Israel. (And they chose the best land for themselves, a ruler’s portion, when the leaders 
of the people were gathered together; and they did the justice of the Lord, and his laws, or his 
judgements, with Israel.) 

22 Also he said to Dan, Dan, a whelp of a lion, shall flow largely from Bashan. (And he 
said of the tribe of Dan, Dan is a whelp of a lion, leaping out from Bashan.) 

23 And he said to Naphtali, Naphtali shall use abundance, and he shall be full with 
blessings of the Lord; and he shall wield the sea and the south. (And he said of the tribe of 
Naphtali, Naphtali shall have great abundance, and they shall be full of the Lord’s blessings; they 
shall take the land southward from Lake Galilee.) 

24 Also he said to Asher, Asher, be blessed in sons, and please he his brethren; dip he 
his foot in oil. (And he said of the tribe of Asher, Asher is the most blessed of the tribes; may they 
be the favourite among their brothers, or their kinsmen, and may they bathe their feet in oil.) 

25 Tron and brass (be) the shoe(s) of him; as the day of thy youth, so and thine eld (age). 
(May thy gates be made out of iron and brass; and thy old age be like the days of thy youth.) 

26 None other god is as the God of the most rightful; the rider of heaven is thine helper; 
clouds run about by the glory of him. (There is no other god like the God of Jeshurun; the Rider 
of heaven is thy helper, riding upon the clouds in his glory or riding through the clouds in his glory.) 

27 His dwelling place is above, and his arms everlasting be beneath; he shall cast out 
from thy face the enemy, and he shall say to them, Be thou all-broken. (His dwelling place 
is above, but his everlasting arms be beneath; he shall throw out the enemy from before us, and 
he shall say to us, Destroy them all!) 

28 Israel shall dwell trustily and alone; the eye of Jacob is in the land of wheat, and of 
wine; and (the) heavens shall be dark with dew. (And then Israel shall live secure and alone; 
the tribes of Jacob shall be in the land of corn, and of wine; and the skies shall be dark with dew.) 

29 Blessed art thou, Israel; thou people that art saved in the Lord, who is like thee? The 
shield of thine help and the sword of thy glory is thy God; thine enemies shall deny thee, 
and thou shalt tread their necks. (Blessed art thou, O Israel; who is like thee? the people who 
art saved by the Lord! Thy God is the shield of thy help, and the sword of thy glory; thy enemies 
shall beg thee for mercy, but thou shalt tread upon their necks!) 


CHAPTER 34 


1 Therefore Moses went up from the field places of Moab upon the hill of Nebo, into the 
top of Pisgah, (over) against Jericho. And the Lord showed to him all the land of Gilead, 
till to Dan, (And so Moses went up from the plains of Moab to Mount Nebo, and then to the top of 





* 
CHAPTER 33:23 For the Sea of Galilee, as to the south part thereof, felled in the lot of Naphtali. 
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Mount Pisgah, opposite, or east of, Jericho. And the Lord showed him all the land of Gilead, unto 
Dan,) 

2 and all Naphtali, and the land of Ephraim and of Manasseh, and all the land of Judah, 
unto the last, or furtherest, sea; (and all of Naphtali, and the land of Ephraim and of Manasseh, 
and all the land of Judah, as far west as the Great Sea, or the Mediterranean Sea;) 

3 and the south part, and the breadth of the field of Jericho, of the city of Palms, till 
to Zoar. (and the south part, or the Negeb, and the breadth of the plain of Jericho, yea, from the 
City of Palms, unto Zoar.) 

4 And the Lord said to him, This is the land for which I swore to Abraham, Isaac, and 
Jacob; and I said, I shall give it to thy seed; (now) thou hast seen it with thine eyes, and 
thou shalt not pass to it (or but thou shalt not cross over to it). 

5 And Moses, the servant of the Lord, was dead there, in the land of Moab, for the Lord 
commanded. (And then Moses, the servant of the Lord, died there, in the land of Moab, as the 
Lord had said.) 

6 And the Lord buried him in a valley of the land of Moab, (over) against Bethpeor; and 
no man knew his sepulchre unto this day. (And the Lord buried him in a valley of the land of 
Moab, opposite the town of Bethpeor; but unto this day, no one knoweth the place of his burial.) 

7 Moses was of an hundred and twenty years when he died; his eye dimmed not, 
neither his teeth were stirred. (Moses was a hundred and twenty years old when he died; 
but his eyes had not dimmed, and his strength had not diminished.) 

8 And the sons of Israel bewept him thirty days in the field places of Moab; and the 
days of wailing of men bemourning Moses were fulfilled. (And the Israelites wept for him 
on the plains of Moab for thirty days; and then the days of the wailing of the people mourning for 
Moses were finished.) 

9 Soothly Joshua, the son of Nun, was full-filled with the spirit of wisdom, for Moses 
had put his hands upon him; and the sons of Israel obeyed to Joshua, and did as the Lord 
commanded to Moses. (And Joshua, the son of Nun, was filled full with the spirit of wisdom, 
for Moses had put his hands upon him; and the Israelites obeyed Joshua, and did what the Lord 
commanded to Moses.) 

10 And a prophet rose no more in Israel (such) as Moses, whom the Lord knew face to 
face, (And never again did a prophet ever arise in Israel such as Moses, yea, whom the Lord knew 
face to face,) 

11 in all the miracles, and great wonders, which the Lord sent, or did, by him, that he 
should do in the land of Egypt to Pharaoh, and to all his servants, and to all his land, (and 
so thou should always remember all the miracles, and the great wonders, which the Lord sent him 
to do in the land of Egypt, to Pharaoh, and to all his servants, and to all his land,) 

12 and all the strong hand, or power, and the great marvels, which Moses did before 
all Israel. (yea, to remember the strong hand of Moses, and the great marvels which he did before 
all Israel.) 

Here endeth (the) Pentateuch, see now the prologue of Joshua’. 





* 
CHAPTER 34:12 This rubric appears in one copy of the Later Version. 
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1ST SAMUEL 


1 There was a man of Ramathaim in Zophim, of the hill (country) of Ephraim, and his 
name was Elkanah, the son of Jeroham, son of Elihi, son of Tohu, son of Zuph, of Ephraim. 

2 And Elkanah had two wives; the name to the one was Hannah, and the name of the 
second was Peninnah; and sons were to Peninnah; but Hannah had none free children. 
(And Elkanah had two wives; the name of the first was Hannah, and the name of the second was 
Peninnah; and Peninnah had children, but Hannah had no children.) 

3 And that man went up from his city in the days that were ordained, to worship and to 
offer sacrifice to the Lord of hosts in Shiloh. And [the] two sons of Eli were there, Hophni 
and Phinehas, priests of the Lord. 

4 Then the day came, and Elkanah offered, and he gave parts to Peninnah, his wife, (or 
and he gave portions to his wife Peninnah), and to all his sons and daughters; 

5 forsooth he gave sorrowfully one part, either double, to Hannah, for he loved 
Hannah; forsooth the Lord had closed her womb. (and sorrowfully he gave only one special 
portion to Hannah; for he loved Hannah, but the Lord had closed up her womb.) 

6 And her enemy (Peninnah) tormented her, and anguished (her) greatly, in so much 
that she upbraided her, that the Lord had closed (up) her womb. 

7 And so Peninnah did each year, when the time came that they went up into the 
house of the Lord; and so she stirred Hannah. And then she wept, and took no meat. 
(And Peninnah did so each year, when the time came that they went up to the House of the Lord; 
and so she tormented Hannah. And then Hannah wept, and ate no food.) 

8 Therefore Elkanah, her husband, said to her, Hannah, why weepest thou, and why 
eatest thou not, and why is thine heart tormented? Whether I am not better to thee 
than be ten sons? (or Am I not better to thee than ten sons?) 

9 Soothly Hannah rose, after that she had eaten and drunk in Shiloh. And the while 
Eli [the priest] was on his great seat before the posts of the house of the Lord, (And Hannah 
rose up, after that she had eaten and drunk in Shiloh. And while Eli the priest was on his great 
throne, beside the door of the House of the Lord,) 

10 and when she was in bitter sorrow of soul, she prayed (to) the Lord, and wept largely 
(or and greatly wept); 


11 and she made a vow to the Lord, and said, Lord God of hosts, if thou beholdest, and 
seest the torment of thy servantess, and if thou hast mind of me, and forgettest not thine 


handmaid, and givest a son to thy servantess, I shall give him to the Lord all the days of 
his life, and a razor shall not come upon his head. 

12 And it was done, when she multiplied her prayers before the Lord, that Eli espied 
her mouth. 

13 Forsooth Hannah spake in her heart, and only her lips were moved, and utterly her 
voice was not heard. Therefore Eli guessed her drunken, (And Hannah spoke in her heart, 
so that only her lips moved, but her voice was not heard. And so Eli guessed that she was drunk.) 

14 and he said to her, How long shalt thou be drunken? Avoid thou a little the wine, 
by which thou art moist, (or Be thou done with the wine, by which thou art made drunk). 

15 Hannah answered, and said, Nay, my lord, for I am an unhappy woman; I have not 
drunk wine, neither anything that may make drunken, but I have poured out my soul in 
the Lord’s sight (or but I have poured out my soul before the Lord); 

16 guess thou not thine handmaid as one of the daughters of Belial, for of the multitude 
of my sorrow and of my mourning I have spoken unto this present time. (think thou not 
that thy servantess is one of the daughters of Belial, for until this present time I have spoken out 
of the multitude of my sorrow, and of my mourning.) 
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17 Then Eli said to her, Go thou in peace, and (the) God of Israel give to thee the asking 
that thou hast prayed him (for). 

18 And she said, I would that thine handmaid find grace in thine eyes. And the woman 
went into her way, and ate, and her cheers were no more changed diversely. (And she 
said, I desire that thy servantess find favour in thine eyes. And the woman went her way, and ate, 
and her face was no longer sad.) 

19 And they rised (up) early, and worshipped before the Lord; and they turned again, 
and came into their house in Ramah. And Elkanah knew Hannah, his wife; and the Lord 
thought on her (or and the Lord remembered her). 

20 And it was done after the compass of days, Hannah conceived, and childed a son, 
and called his name Samuel; for she had asked him of the Lord (or for she had asked for him 
from the Lord). 

21 And her husband Elkanah went up, and all his house, to offer a solemn sacrifice, 
and his avow to the Lord. (And then as before, her husband Elkanah, and all his household, or 
family, went up to offer the annual sacrifice to the Lord, and to renew his vow.) 

22 And Hannah went not up to that solemnity(or But Hannah did not go up to that feast), 
for she had said to her husband, I shall not go (up), till the young child be weaned, and till 
Ilead him thither, and he appear before the sight of the Lord, and dwell there continually. 

23 And Elkanah, her husband, said to her, Do thou that that seemeth good to thee, and 
dwell thou still till thou have weaned him; and I beseech, that the Lord [ful] fill his word. 
Therefore the woman abode, and gave milk to her son, till the time (that) she removed 
him from the milk. 

24 And (then) she brought him with her, after that she had weaned him, with three 
calves, and three bushels of meal, and an amphora, either a pot, of wine; and she brought 
him to the house of the Lord in Shiloh. And the child was yet full young. 

25 And they sacrificed a calf, and they offered the child to Eli. 

26 And Hannah said, My lord, I beseech thee, (as) thy soul liveth; I am the woman, that 
stood before thee here, and prayed (to) the Lord; 

27 for this child I prayed (or I prayed for this child), and the Lord gave to me mine asking 
which I asked (of) him; 

28 therefore and I have given him to the Lord in all [the] days, in which he is given to 
the Lord. And they worshipped there the Lord. (and so I am lending him to the Lord; yea, for 
all his days, he shall be lent to the Lord. And then they worshipped the Lord there.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And Hannah worshipped, and said, Mine heart fully joyed in the Lord, and mine horn 
is raised in my God; my mouth is alarged on mine enemies, for I was glad in thine health. 
(And Hannah worshipped, and said, My heart full out joyeth in the Lord, and my head is raised 
up to my God; my mouth is enlarged upon my enemies, or harshly speaketh about them, and Iam 
happy for thy help.) 

2 None is holy as the Lord is; for none other is, except thee, and none is strong as our 
God. (No one is as holy as the Lord is; for there is no other, except thee, and no one is as strong as 
our God.) 

3 Do not ye multiply to speak high things, and have glory therein; eld things go away 
from your mouth; for God is Lord of knowings, and thoughts be made ready to him. (Do 
not ye continue to speak proud things, and have glory in it; let not proud words come out of your 
mouth; for God is the Lord of all knowledge, and he judgeth all that people do.) 

4 The bow of strong men is overcome, and feeble men be girded with strength. 

5 Men full-filled before, setted themselves to hire for loaves, and hungry men be filled; 
while the barren woman childed full many, and she that had many sons, was made sick. 
(Men filled full before, now hire themselves out to work for loaves, and hungry men be filled; while 
the barren woman bare a great many, and she who had many sons, was made feeble, or weak.) 
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6 The Lord slayeth, and quickeneth; he leadeth forth to hells, and bringeth again. (The 
Lord killeth, and maketh alive; he leadeth down to Sheol, or into the grave, and bringeth up again.) 

7 The Lord maketh poor, and he maketh rich; he maketh low, and he raiseth up. 

8 He raiseth a needy man from powder, and he raiseth a poor man from drit, that he 
sit with princes, and hold the seat of glory; for the ends of [the] earth be of the Lord, and 
he hath set the world on those. (He raiseth up the needy from the dust, and he raiseth up the 
poor from the dirt, so that they sit with princes, and have seats,or places, of honour; for the ends 
of the earth be the Lord’s, and he hath set the world upon them.) 

9 He shall keep the feet of his saints, and wicked men shall be still (al)together in 
darknesses; for a man shall not be made strong in his own strength. (He shall guard the 
footsteps of his saints, and the wicked shall be still, or shall be silent, in the darkness; for no one 
shall be made strong by their own strength.) 

10 [The] Adversaries of the Lord shall dread him, and from (the) heavens he shall 
thunder upon them; the Lord shall deem the ends of [the] earth, and he shall give 
lordship to his king, and he shall enhance the horn, that is, (the) power, of his Christ. 
(The Lord’s adversaries shall fear him, and he shall thunder upon them from heaven; the Lord 
shall judge the ends of the earth, and he shall give lordship to his king, yea, he shall enhance the 
horn,that is, the power, of his anointed king.) 

11 And Elkanah went into Ramah, into his house; and the child was (a) servant in the 
sight of the Lord before the face of Eli the priest. 

12 Forsooth the sons of Eli were the sons of Belial, and they knew not the Lord, 

13 neither the office of (the) priests to the people; but whoever had offered sacrifice, 
the servant of the priest came, while the fleshes were in seething, and he had a fleshhook 


with three teeth in his hand; 
14 and he sent it into the great vessel of stone, either into the cauldron, either into the 


pot, either into the pan; and whatever thing the fleshhook raised, the priest took that 
to himself; so they did to all Israel of men coming into Shiloh. (and he sent it into the great 
stone vessel, or the cauldron, or the pot, or the pan; and whatever thing the fleshhook raised up, 
or caught hold of, the priest took that for himself; and so they did to all Israel who came to Shiloh.) 

15 Yea, before that they burnt the inner fatness, the priest’s servant came, and said to 
the offerer, Give thou flesh to me/Give to me the flesh, that I seethe it to the priest; for I 
shall not take of thee sodden flesh, but raw. (Yes, before that they burned the inner fatness, 
the priest’s servant came, and said to the offerer, Give thou to me the flesh, so that I can roast it 
for the priest; for I shall not take boiled flesh from thee, but only raw meat.) 

16 And he that offered said to him, Be first the inner fatness burnt today after the 
custom, and take thou then to thee how much ever thy soul desireth. The which 
answered, and said to him, Nay, but thou shalt give it now; for else I shall take it by 
violence. (And if he who offered said to him, First let the inner fatness be burned today, after the 
custom, and then take thou for thyself however much thy soul desireth, the servant would answer, 
and say, No, thou shalt give it to me now; or else I shall take it by force.) 

17 Therefore the sin of the young men was full grievous before the Lord; for they 
withdrew men from the sacrifice of the Lord (or for they drew people away, or discouraged 
them, from sacrificing to the Lord). 

18 Forsooth Samuel, a child girded with a linen cloth (or a boy wearing a linen cloak), 


ministered before the face of the Lord. 
19 And his mother made to him a little coat, the which (s)he brought to him in the 


days ordained to offer, and she went up with her husband, that he would offer a solemn 
offering, and his avow. (And his mother made a little coat for him, which she brought to him in 
the days ordained for offering, when she went up each year with her husband, when he offered a 
solemn sacrifice, and renewed his vow.) 

20 And Eli blessed Elkanah and his wife; and said, The Lord yield to thee seed of this 
woman, for the gift which thou hast given to the Lord. And they went into their place 
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again. (And Eli blessed Elkanah and his wife; and said, May the Lord give thee children from this 
woman, for the loan which thou hast lent to the Lord. And then they went home again.) 

21 Therefore the Lord visited Hannah, and she conceived, and childed three sons and 
two daughters. And the child Samuel was magnified at the Lord (or But their boy Samuel 
grew up in the presence of the Lord). 

22 And Eli was full eld, and he heard all the things that his sons did in all Israel, and 
how they slept with women, that waited at the door of the tabernacle. (And Eli grew very 
old, and he heard of all the improper things that his sons did to all Israel, and how they slept with 
the women, who served at the entrance to the Tabernacle of the Witnessing.) 

23 And he said to them, Why do ye such things, (yea), the worst things, which I hear of 
(from) all the people? 

24 Do not ye, my sons; it is not a good fame, that I hear, that ye make the Lord’s people 
to do trespass. (Do not ye do this, my sons; for it is not a good report that I hear, that ye make the 
Lord’s people to trespass.) 

25 If aman sinneth against a man, God may be pleased to him by prayers and sacrifices; 
but if a man sinneth against the Lord, who shall pray for him? And they heard not the 
voice of their father, for God would slay them. (If aman sinneth against another man, God 
may make him appeased by prayers and sacrifices; but if a man sinneth against the Lord, who 
shall pray for him? But they would not listen to their father, for God had decided to kill them.) 

26 Forsooth the child Samuel profited, and increased, and pleased both God and men. 
(And the boy Samuel grew, and learned, and pleased both God and men.) 

27 Soothly a man of God came to Eli, and said to him, The Lord saith these things, 
Whether I was not showed apertly to the house of thy father, when he was in Egypt, in 
the house of Pharaoh? (And a man of God came to Eli, and said to him, The Lord saith these 
things, Was I not openly showed to thy father’s family, when they were in Egypt, in Pharaoh’s 
house?) 

28 And I chose him of all the lineages of Israel to be a priest to me, that he should go 
up to mine altar, and should burn incense to me, and that he should bear before me a 
priest’s cloth (or cloak); and I gave to the house of thy father all things of the sacrifices of 
the sons of Israel. (And I chose him out of all the tribes of Israelto be my priest, so that he could 
go up to my altar, and burn incense to me, and that he would wear the ephod; and I gave to thy 
father’s family all of the sacrifices of the Israelites.) 

29 Why hast thou cast away with the heel my sacrifice, and my gifts, which I [have] 
commanded to be offered in the temple; and thou honouredest more thy sons than me, 
that ye eat the principal parts of each sacrifice of Israel my people? (Why hast thou kicked 
away my sacrifice, and my gifts, which I commanded to be offered in the Temple; and why hast 
thou honoured thy sons more than me, so that ye eat the principal, or the choicest, parts of each 
offering from my people Israel?) 

30 Therefore the Lord God of Israel saith these things, I speaking spake, that thine 
house, and the house of thy father, should minister in my sight till into without end; 
now forsooth the Lord saith, Far be this from me; but whoever honoureth me, I shall 
glorify him; forsooth they that despise me, shall be unnoble. (And so the Lord God of Israel 
saith these things, Before I said, that thy family, and thy father’s family, shall serve before me 
forevermore; but now the Lord saith, Far be this from me; yea, whoever honoureth me, I shall 
glorify him; but they who despise me, shall be despised.) 

31 Lo! [the] days come, and I shall cut away thine arm, or thy power, and the arm of 
the house of thy father, that an eld man be not in thine house (or so that no man shall grow 
old in thy family). 

32 And thou shalt see thine enemy in the temple, in all the prosperities of Israel (or 
amidst all of Israel’s prosperity); and an eld man shall not be in thine house in all days. 
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33 Nevertheless I shall not utterly take away of thee a man from mine altar, but that 
thine eyes fail, and thy soul fail/and thy life languish; and a great part of thine house 
shall die, when it shall come to man’s age. (And I shall not utterly take away all of thy men 
from my altar, but he who is left, his eyes shall fail, and his soul shall fail or and his life shall 
languish; and a great part of thy family shall die, when they come to a man’s age.) 

34 Forsooth this shall be [the] sign, that shall come to thy two sons, Hophni and 
Phinehas; both they shall die in one day (or they shall both die on the same day). 

35 And I shall raise to me a faithful priest, that shall do by mine heart and my soul; and 
I shall build to him a faithful house, and he shall go before my Christ in all days. (And I 
shall raise up a faithful priest for me, one who shall do according to my heart and my soul; and I 
shall build him a faithful family, and he shall go before my anointed king in all his days.) 

36 Forsooth it shall come, that whoever [still] dwelleth in thine house, that he come 
to bow for himself, in an half-penny of silver, and a cake of bread, and say, I beseech, 
suffer thou me to one part of the priest(s?) (offices), that I eat a morsel of bread. (And 
it shall come, that whoever still remaineth in thy family, he shall come to beg for himself, for a 
half-penny of silver, and for a cake of bread, and he shall say, I beseech thee, allow me to hold one 
of the priests? offices, so that I can get a morsel of bread to eat.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 Forsooth the child Samuel ministered to the Lord before Eli, and the word of the Lord 
was precious; in those days was none open revelation (or for in those days there was no open 
revelation). 

2 Therefore it was done ina day, Eli lay in his bed, and his eyes dimmed, and he might 
not see; (And so it was done one night, when Eli lay on his bed, and his eyes had dimmed, and he 
could not see;) 

3 the lantern of the Lord was not yet quenched. And Samuel slept in the temple of the 
Lord, where the ark of God was. (and Samuel also slept in the Temple of the Lord, where the 
Ark of God was. And one morning, before that the lantern of God was quenched,) 

4 And the Lord called Samuel; and he answered and said, Lo! I./Lo! I am ready. (the 
Lord called to Samuel; and he answered and said, Behold! I am here.) 

5 And he ran to Eli, and said to him, Lo! I; for thou calledest me. And Eli said, I called 
not thee; turn thou again and sleep. And he went and slept. (And he ran to Eli, and said to 
him, Behold! I am here; for thou hast called me. And Eli said, I did not call thee; return thou, and 
go to sleep. And so he went and slept again.) 

6 And the Lord added again to call Samuel; and Samuel rose (up), and went to Eli, and 
said, Lo! I 

(am) here; for thou calledest me. And Eli answered, I called not thee, my son; turn 
thou again and sleep, (or And Eli answered, I did not call thee, my son; return thou, and go back 
to sleep). 

7 Forsooth Samuel knew not yet the Lord, neither the word of the Lord was showed to 
him. (For Samuel did not yet know the Lord, and the word of the Lord was not yet shown to him.) 

8 And the Lord added, and called yet Samuel the third time; the which rose up and 
went to Eli, and said, Lo! I; for thou calledest me. Then Eli understood, that the Lord had 
called the child; (And the Lord added, and called to Samuel yet the third time; and he rose up 
and went to Eli, and said, Behold! I am here; for thou hast called me. Then Eli understood, that the 
Lord had called the child;) 

9 and Eli said to Samuel, Go thou and sleep; and if he calleth thee afterward, thou shalt 
say, Speak thou, Lord, for thy servant heareth. Then Samuel went and slept in his place. 

10 And the Lord came, and stood, and called as he had called the second time, (or and 
called to him as he had called the other times, saying), Samuel, Samuel. And Samuel said, 
Speak thou, Lord, for thy servant heareth. 
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11 And the Lord said to Samuel, Lo! I (shall) make a word, that is, (I shall do) a thing 
signified by a word, in Israel, which word whoever shall hear, both his ears shall ring, 
that is, he shall be astonished for wonder and dread. 

12 In that day I shall raise up against Eli all (the) things that I have spoken upon his 
house; I shall begin (it), and I shall end (it). 

13 For I before-said to him, that I should deem his house without end for the 
wickedness thereof; for he knew, that his sons did unworthily, and he chastised not 
them. (For I said to him before, that I would judge his family forevermore for its wickedness; and 
he knoweth, that his sons have done unworthily, and yet he hath not chastised them.) 

14 Therefore I have sworn to the house of Eli, that the wickedness of his family, or his 
house, shall not be cleansed with sacrifices and gifts till into without end. 

15 And then Samuel slept till the morrowtide, and he opened the doors of the house 
of the Lord; and Samuel dreaded to show the revelation to Eli. 

16 Therefore Eli called Samuel, and said, Samuel, my son. And he answered and said, I 
am ready, (or And he answered, I am here). 

17 And Eli asked him, What is the word that the Lord hath spoken to thee? I pray thee, 
hide it not from me; God do to thee these things, and increase these things, if thou hidest 
from me a word of all [the] words that be said to thee. 

18 And Samuel showed to him all the words, and hid not (anything) from him. And Eli 
answered, He is the Lord; do he that, that is good in his eyes. 

19 Forsooth Samuel increased (or And so Samuel grew up), and the Lord was with him, 
and none of all his words felled into [the] earth, that is, (were)in vain, for all was (ful) 
filled. 

20 And all Israel from Dan to Beersheba knew, that faithful Samuel was a prophet of 
the Lord. (And all Israel knew, from Dan to Beersheba, that truly Samuel was a prophet of the 
Lord.) 

21 And the Lord added to appear again in Shiloh, for the Lord was showed to Samuel 
in Shiloh by the word of the Lord; 


CHAPTER 4 

1 and the word of Samuel came to all Israel. And it was done in those days (the) 
Philistines came together into battle; for Israel went out against the Philistines into 
battle, and setted tents beside the stone of help (or and pitched their tents at Ebenezer). 
And the Philistines came into Aphek, 

2 and made ready (the) battle array against Israel. And when the battle was begun, 
Israel turned the(ir) backs to [the] Philistines; and as four thousand of men were slain 
in that battle everywhere by fields; and the people of Israel turned again to their tents. 
(and prepared the battle array against Israel. And when the battle was begun, Israel turned their 
backs to the Philistines; and about four thousand men were killed that day in that battle, in every 
part of the field; and then the people of Israel returned to their tents.) 

3 And the greater men in birth of Israel said, Why hath the Lord smitten us today 
before the Philistines? Bring we to us from Shiloh the ark of the bond of peace of the 
Lord, and come it into the midst of us, that it save us from the hand of our enemies. (And 
the men of great age, that is, the elders, of Israel, said, Why did the Lord let us be defeated today 
by the Philistines? Let us bring the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord from Shiloh, and have it come 
here into our midst, so that it can save us from the hand of our enemies.) 

4 Therefore the people sent into Shiloh, and they took from thence the ark of the bond 
of peace of the Lord of hosts, that sat on cherubim. And Hophni and Phinehas, the two 
sons of Eli, were with the ark of the bond of peace of the Lord. (And so the people sent 
to Shiloh, and they brought from there the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord of hosts, who sitteth 
above, or upon, the cherubim. And Hophni and Phinehas, the two sons of Eli, came with the Ark 
of the Covenant of the Lord.) 
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5 And when the ark of [the] bond of peace of the Lord had come into the tents (or And 
when the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord came to the camp), all Israel cried [out] with [a] great 
cry, and the earth sounded. 

6 And the Philistines heard the voice of their cry, and they said, And what is this voice 
of great cry in the tents of Hebrews? And they knew, that the ark of [the] bond of peace 
of the Lord had come into the tents of Israel. (And the Philistines heard the sound of their 
cry, and they said, And what is this sound of a great cry from the Hebrews? tents? And then they 
knew, that the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord had come to Israel’s camp.) 

7 And the Philistines dreaded, and said, God is come into their tents; and they wailed, 
and said, Woe to us! for so great out-joying was not there yesterday, and the third day 
passed; (And the Philistines were afraid, and said, God hath come to their tents; and they wailed, 
and said, Woe to us! for there was not so great rejoicing there yesterday, or the third day ago;) 

8 woe to us! who shall keep us from the hand of these high gods? these be the gods, 
that smited Egypt with all vengeance in desert. (woe to us! who shall save us from the power 
of these high gods? these be the gods, who struck down the Egyptians with all that slaughter in 
the wilderness.) 

9 Philistines, be ye comforted, and be ye men, serve ye not to the Hebrews, as they have 
served to you; be ye comforted, and fight ye against Israel. (Philistines, take ye courage, and 
be ye men, otherwise ye shall serve as slaves to the Hebrews, like they have served you; yea, be ye 
of good courage, and fight ye against Israel.) 

10 Then the Philistines fought, and Israel was overcome, and each man fled into his 
tabernacle; and a full great vengeance was made, and thirty thousand of (the) footmen 
of Israel felled down. (Then the Philistines fought, and Israel was overcome, and each man fled 
into his tent; and there was a great slaughter, and thirty thousand of the footmen of Israel fell 
down.) 

11 And the ark of God was taken; and, the two sons of Eli, Hophni and Phinehas, were 
dead. (And the Ark of God was taken; and Eli’s two sons, Hophni and Phinehas, were killed.) 

12 And a man of Benjamin ran from the battle array, and came into Shiloh in that day, 
with his cloth rent, and with his head besprinkled with dust; (And a man of Benjamin ran 
from the battle array, and came into Shiloh that day, with his cloak torn, and with his head covered 
with dirt;) 

13 and when he was come, Eli sat upon a seat, and beheld against the way; for his 
heart was dreading for the ark of the Lord, (or and when he arrived, Eli sat on a seat, looking 
toward the road; for his heart was fearing for the Ark of the Lord). And after that that man had 
entered, he told (what had happened) to the men of the city, and (then) all the city yelled. 

14 And Eli heard the sound of the cry, and he said, What is the sound of this noise? 
(or And Eli heard all the yelling, and he said, What is the meaning of this noise?) And the man 
hasted, and came, and told to Eli. 

15 And Eli was of fourscore years and eighteen, and his eyes (had) dimmed/his eyes 
(had) darkened, and he might not see. 

16 And the man said to Eli, I am he that came from the battle, and I am he that fled 
today from the battle array. To whom Eli said, My son, what is there done? (or My son, 
what is done there?) 


17 And he that told answered, and said, Israel hath fled before the Philistines, and a 
great falling is made in the people of Israel; furthermore and thy two sons, Hophni and 


Phinehas, be dead, and the ark of God is taken. (And he who had given the report answered 
him, and said, Israel hath fled before the Philistines, and a great number of the people of Israel 
have fallen; and furthermore thy two sons, Hophni and Phinehas, were killed, and the Ark of God 
was taken.) 

18 And when he named the ark of God, Eli felled (off) from the seat backward beside 
the door, and was dead (or and he died); for his neck was broken. For he was an eld man, 
and of great age; and he deemed Israel forty years. 
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19 And his daughter-in-law, Phinehas? wife, was with child, and nigh the child bearing; 
and when the message was heard/and when she (had) heard by the messenger, that the 
ark of God was taken, and that her father-in-law was dead, and (also) her husband, she 
bowed herself down, and childed; for sudden sorrows felled into her (or for suddenly her 
pains came upon her). 

20 And in that moment of her death, (the)women that stood about her said to her, 
Dread thou not, for thou hast childed ason. And she answered not to them, neither she 
took heed. (And at the moment of her death, the women who stood about her said to her, Fear 
thou not, for thou hast borne a son. But she did not answer them, nor take any heed.) 

21 And she called the child Ichabod, that is, without glory, and said, The glory of the 
Lord is translated from Israel, for the ark of God is taken; and for her father-in-law and 
for her husband (And she called the child Ichabod, that is, Without glory, and said, Now the glory 
of the Lord hath been taken away from Israel; for the Ark of God was taken, and her father-in-law, 
and her husband, were dead;) 

22 she said, The glory of God is translated from Israel/is taken from Israel, for the ark 
of God is taken. (and she said again, The glory of God hath been taken away from Israel, for the 
Ark of God hath been taken from us.) 


CHAPTER 5 
1 And the Philistines took the ark of God, and bare it away from the stone of help 


into Ashdod. (And the Philistines took the Ark of God, and carried it away from Ebenezer unto 
Ashdod.) 

2 And the Philistines took the ark of God, and brought it into the temple of Dagon, and 
setted it beside Dagon. 

3 And when men of Ashdod had risen early in the tother day, lo! Dagon lay low in the 
earth before the ark of the Lord. And they took Dagon, and restored him in his place. 
(And when the men of Ashdod had risen early the next day, behold! Dagon lay low on the ground 
before the Ark of the Lord. And they took Dagon, and restored him to his place.) 

4 And again they rose early in the tother day, and they found Dagon lying on his face 
upon the earth before the ark of the Lord. And the head of Dagon, and the two palms 
of his hands, were broken off, (and were lying) upon the threshold; and the stock alone of 
Dagon (was) left in his place. (And they rose up early the next day, and they found Dagon lying 
on his face on the ground before the Ark of the Lord. And the head of Dagon, and the two palms of 
his hands, were broken off, and were lying on the threshold; and only Dagon’s body was left in its 
place.) 

5 For this cause the priests of Dagon, and all that enter into his temple, tread not upon 
the threshold of Dagon in Ashdod unto this day. 

6 Forsooth the hand of the Lord was made grievous upon [the] men of Ashdod, and he 
destroyed them, and he smote Ashdod and the coasts thereof in the privier part of [the] 
buttocks/in the more privy part of their tail ends. 

7 And men of Ashdod saw such a vengeance, and they said, The ark of God of Israel 
dwell not with us; for his hand is hard on us, and on Dagon our god. (And when the men of 
Ashdod saw such vengeance taken upon themselves, they said, The Ark of the God of Israel must 
not remain among us; for his hand is hard upon us, and upon our god Dagon.) 

8 And they sent, and gathered all the wise men, either princes, of Philistines to them, 
and said, What shall we do of the ark of God of Israel? And the men of Gath answered, 
The ark of God of Israel be led about; and they led about the ark of God of Israel. (And 
they sent for, and gathered together, all the princes of the Philistines, and said to them, What shall 
we do with the Ark of the God of Israel? And the men answered, The Ark of the God of Israel should 
be taken to Gath; and so they took the Ark of the God of Israel there.) 

9 And while they led it about, the hand of the Lord was made upon all the cities about, 
of full great slaughter; and he smote men of each city, from a little man till to the more, 
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and the lower entrails of them waxed rotten, and came forth; and men of Gath took 
counsel, and they made to themselves seats of skins, either cushions. (And after they took 
it there, the hand of the Lord was made upon all the city with a full great slaughter; and he struck 
the men of the city, from a small, or a low, man unto a great man, and their lower entrails grew 
rotten, and came forth; and the men of Gath took counsel together, and then they made leather 
cushions for themselves.) 

10 Therefore they sent the ark of the Lord into Ekron. And when the ark of the Lord 
had come into Ekron, men of Ekron cried [out], and said, They have brought to us the 
ark of God of Israel, that he slay us and our people. (And so they sent the Ark of the Lord 
to Ekron. And when the Ark of the Lord had come to Ekron, the men of Ekron cried out, and said, 
They have brought the Ark of the God of Israel to us, so that now he will kill us and our people!) 

11 Then they sent, and gathered together all the wise men, either princes, of 
Philistines; which said, Deliver ye the ark of God of Israel, and turn it again into his 
place, and slay not us with our people. For dread of death was made in all [the] cities, 
and the hand of the Lord was full grievous. (And they sent for, and gathered together, all the 
princes of the Philistines; and they said, Send the Ark of the God of Israel away, and let it return to 
its own place, so that it shall not kill us and our people. For the fear of death was made in all the 
city, and the hand of the Lord was very grievous there.) 

12 And the men, that were not dead (or who did not die), were smitten in the privy parts 
of their buttocks, and the yelling of each city went up into heaven. 


CHAPTER 6 

1 Therefore the ark of the Lord was in the country of [the] Philistines (for) seven 
months; 

2 and after these things the Philistines called together [the] priests and false diviners, 
and said, What shall we do of the ark of God? Show ye to us, how we shall send it into 
his place. (and after these things the Philistines called together the priests and the false diviners, 
and asked, What shall we do with the Ark of God? Tell us how we should send it back to its own 
place?) 

3 Which said, If ye send again the ark of God of Israel, do not ye deliver it void, but 
yield ye to him that thing, that ye owe for [the] sin; and then ye shall be healed, and ye 
shall know, why his hand goeth not away from you. (Who said, If ye return the Ark of the 
God of Israel, do not ye send it back without a gift, but send ye it back with what ye owe for your 
sin; and then ye shall be healed, and ye shall know why his hand goeth not away from you now.) 

4 And they said, What is it, that we ought to yield to him for (the) trespass? And they 
answered to them, By the number of the provinces of (the) Philistines, ye shall make five 
golden arses, and five golden mice; for one vengeance was to all (of) you, and to your 
wise men, either princes. 

5 And ye shall make the likeness of your arses, and the likeness of [the] mice that 
destroyed your land; and ye shall give glory to [the] God of Israel, if in hap he withdraw 
his hand from you, and from your gods, and from your land. 

6 Why make ye heavy your hearts, as Egypt and Pharaoh grieved their heart(s)? 
Whether not after that he was smitten, then he delivered God’s people, and they went 
forth? (Why be ye stubborn, or stiff-necked, like Egypt and Pharaoh were stubborn, or stiff- 
necked? For after God had struck them, did they not let God’s people go, and they went away?) 

7 Now therefore take ye, and make a new wain, and join ye therein two kine having 
calves, on which kine no yoke was put; and close ye their calves at home. (And so now take 
ye, and make ready a new wagon, and join ye it up to two cows who have calves, on which cows no 
yoke was ever put; and enclose ye their calves at home.) 

8 And ye shall take the ark of the Lord, and ye shall set (it) in the wain; and ye shall put 
in a little coffer at the side of the ark the golden vessels, which ye have paid to the Lord 
for your trespass; and deliver ye the ark, that it go forth. (And ye shall take the Ark of the 
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Lord, and ye shall put it on the wagon; and ye shall put the gold vessels, that ye send to the Lord 
for your trespass, in a small box at the side of the Ark; and then let the Ark go forth as it will.) 

9 And ye shall behold it, and soothly if it goeth up against Bethshemesh by the way of 
his coasts, the Lord hath then done to you this great evil; but if it go not thither, we shall 
know that the hand of the Lord touched not us, but this thing hath fallen to us by hap. 
(And ye shall watch it, and truly if it goeth up toward Bethshemesh by the way of its coasts, then 
the Lord hath done this great evil to you; but if it go not there, then we shall know that the hand of 
the Lord did not touch us, and that this thing hath befallen to us all by happenstance, or chance.) 

10 Then they did in this manner; and they took two kine that gave milk to their calves, 
and they joined them to the wain; and they (en)closed their calves at home. 

11 And they put the ark of God upon the wain, and the little coffer, (or the small box), 
that had the gold mice, and the likeness of (their) arses. 

12 And the kine went straightly by the way that leadeth to Bethshemesh; and those 
kine went in one way going and lowing, and they bowed not neither to the right side 
nor to the left side; but also the wise men of Philistines followed unto the coasts of 
Bethshemesh (or and the princes of the Philistines followed them to the border of Bethshemesh). 

13 Forsooth (the) men of Bethshemesh reaped wheat in the valley, and they lifted up 
their eyes, and saw the ark, and they were joyful, when they had seen it. 

14 And the wain came into the field of Joshua of Bethshemesh, and stood there. And 
a great stone was there; and they cutted the wood of the wain, and putted the kine on 
that wood, (as) a burnt sacrifice to the Lord. 

15 And the deacons took down the ark of God, and the little coffer that was beside it, 
wherein the golden vessels were; and they putted those upon the great stone. And the 
men of Bethshemesh offered burnt sacrifices, and offered slain sacrifices in that day to 
the Lord. (And the Levites took down the Ark of God, and the small box that was beside it, which 
held the gold vessels; and they put them on the great stone. And the men of Bethshemesh offered 
burnt sacrifices, and slain sacrifices, to the Lord that day.) 

16 And [the] five princes of Philistines saw, and turned again into Ekron in that day. 
(And the five princes of the Philistines saw it, and then returned to Ekron that day.) 

17 Soothly these be the golden arses, which the Philistines yielded to the Lord for their 
trespass; Ashdod yielded one; Gaza one; Askelon one; Gath one; Ekron one; 

18 and the Philistines yielded golden mice by the number of cities of Philistines of [the] 
five provinces, from a walled city unto an unwalled town, and unto the great stone that 
was called Abel, on which they putted the ark of the Lord, the which stone was there 
unto that day in the field of Joshua of Bethshemesh. (and they also gave gold mice by the 
number of the Philistines? cities governed by the five princes, from a walled city unto an unwalled 
town. And the great stone that was called Eben, on which they put the Ark of the Lord, is there 
unto this day, in the field of Joshua of Bethshemesh.) 

19 Forsooth the Lord smote of the men of Bethshemesh, for they had seen the ark of 
the Lord, and he smote of the people seventy men, and fifty thousand of the poor-all”. 
And the people mourned, for the Lord had smitten the people with [a] great vengeance. 
(But the Lord struck down the men of Bethshemesh, because they had looked inside the Ark of the 
Lord, and so he struck down seventy men of the people there. And the people mourned, for the 
Lord had struck down the people with such a great slaughter.) 

20 And men of Bethshemesh said, Who shall now stand in the sight of the Lord God 
of this holy thing, and to whom shall it go up from us? (And the men of Bethshemesh said, 
Who can now stand before the Lord, yea, this holy God, and to whom shall we send this Ark away 
from us? or and to whom shall he go away from us?) 





* 

CHAPTER 6:19 Hebrews understand thus the number of men slain here; they say that only seventy men were 
smitten, which were of so great (a) reputation, that they were (each) comparisoned to (almost) one thousand of the 
common people. 
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21 And they sent messengers to the dwellers of Kiriathjearim, and said, The Philistines 
have brought again the ark of the Lord; come ye down, and lead it again to you. (And they 
sent messengers to the inhabitants of Kiriathjearim, who said, The Philistines have returned the 
Ark of the Lord; come ye down, and take it away with you.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Therefore men of Kiriathjearim came, and led again the ark of the Lord, and brought 
it into the house of Abinadab in Gibeah. And they hallowed Eleazar his son, that he 
should keep the ark of the Lord. (And so some men of Kiriathjearim came, and took the Ark of 
the Lord, and they brought it to the house of Abinadab on the hill. And they consecrated his son 
Eleazar, so that he could be in charge of the Ark of the Lord.) 

2 And it was done, from which day the ark of the Lord dwelled in Kiriathjearim, (that 
the) days were multiplied; for the twentieth year was now, after that Samuel began to 
teach the people; and all Israel rested after the Lord (or and all Israel cried out to the Lord 
for help). 

3 And Samuel spake to all the house of Israel, and said, If in all your heart ye turn again 
to the Lord, do ye away alien gods, (or do ye away foreign, or other, gods), (the) Baalim, and 
(the) Ashtaroth, from the midst of you; and make ye ready your hearts to the Lord, and 
serve ye him alone; and (then) he shall deliver you from the hand of the Philistines. 

4 Therefore the sons of Israel did away Baalim and Ashtaroth, and served the Lord 
alone. (And so the Israelites did away the Baalim and the Ashtaroth, and served the Lord alone.) 

5 And Samuel said, Gather ye all Israel into Mizpah, that I pray the Lord for you (or and 
I shall pray to the Lord for you). 

6 And they came together into Mizpeh, and drew water, and poured it out in the Lord’s 
sight; and they fasted in that day, and said, Lord, we have sinned to thee, (or and said, Lord, 
we have sinned against thee). And Samuel deemed the sons of Israel in Mizpeh. 

7 And the Philistines heard that the sons of Israel were gathered together in Mizpeh; 
and the princes of Philistines went up to Israel. And when the sons of Israel had heard 
this, they dreaded of the face of (the) Philistines. (And the Philistines heard that the Israelites 
were gathered together in Mizpeh; and the princes of the Philistines came up against Israel. And 
when the Israelites had heard this, they feared to face the Philistines.) 

8 And they said to Samuel/And Israel cried to Samuel, Cease thou not to cry for us 


to our Lord God, that he save us from the hand of Philistines. (And the Israelites cried to 
Samuel, Cease thou not to cry out to the Lord our God for us, so that he will save us from the hands 


of the Philistines.) 

9 And Samuel took one sucking lamb, and offered it whole into burnt sacrifice to the 
Lord, (or And Samuel took a sucking lamb, and offered it whole for a burnt sacrifice to the Lord). 
And Samuel cried to the Lord for Israel; and the Lord heard him. 

10 And it was done, when Samuel offered the burnt sacrifice, that the Philistines began 
(to do) battle against Israel. And the Lord thundered with great thunder in that day upon 
the Philistines, and made them afeared; and they were slain of the sons of Israel (or and 
they fled in panic before the Israelites). 

11 And the sons of Israel went out of Mizpeh, and pursued the Philistines, and smote 
them unto the place that was under Bethcar. 

12 And Samuel took one stone, and put it betwixt Mizpeh, and Shen; and he called the 
name of that place The stone of help (or and he called the name of that place Ebenezer). And 
he said, Hitherto the Lord hath helped us. 

13 And the Philistines were made low, and they added no more to come into the terms 
of Israel, (or And so the Philistines were humbled, and they did not come any more into the land 
of Israel). And so the hand of the Lord was made [up] on (the) Philistines in all the days of 
Samuel. 
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14 And the cities which the Philistines had taken from Israel, were yielded again to 
Israel, from Ekron unto Gath, and the coasts of Gath; and the Lord delivered Israel from 
the hand of (the) Philistines; and peace was betwixt Israel and Amorites (or and there was 
peace between Israel and the Amorites). 

15 And Samuel deemed Israel all the days of his life, that is, till to the ordaining and 
confirming of Saul; 

16 and he went by each year, and compassed Bethel, and Gilgal, and Mizpeh, and he 
deemed Israel in the foresaid places. 

17 And he turned again into Ramah, for his house was there; and he deemed Israel 
there, and he builded there also an altar to the Lord. (And then he returned to Ramah, for 
his house was there; and he judged Israel there, and he also built an altar there to the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 8 


1 And it was done, when Samuel waxed eld, he set his sons to be judges of Israel. (And 
it was done, when Samuel grew old, he made his sons to be judges in Israel.) 

2 And the name of his first begotten son was Joel, and the name of the second was 
Abiah, that were judges in Beersheba (or and they were judges in Beersheba). 

3 And his sons went not in his ways, but they bowed after avarice, and they took gifts, 
and perverted doom (or and perverted justice, or judgement). 

4 Therefore all the greater men in birth of Israel were gathered together, and came 
to Samuel into Ramah. (And so all the men of great age, that is, the elders, of Israel gathered 
together, and came to Samuel in Ramah.) 

5 And they said to him, Lo! thou hast waxed eld, and thy sons go not in thy ways; 
ordain thou a king to us, that he deem us, as also all other nations have. (And they said to 
him, Behold! thou hast grown old, and thy sons do not go in thy ways; ordain thou a king for us, 
so that he can judge, or can rule, us, like all the other nations have.) 

6 And the word displeased in the eyes of Samuel, for they had said, Give thou to us a 
king, that he deem us. And Samuel prayed to the Lord. (And this request displeased Samuel, 
for they had said, Give thou a king to us, so that he can judge us. And Samuel prayed to the Lord.) 

7 And the Lord said to Samuel, Hear thou the voice of the people in all things that they 
speak to thee; for they have not cast away thee (or for they have not thrown thee away), but 
me, (so) that I reign not upon them. 

8 By all the works that they have done, from the day in which I led them out of Egypt 
unto this day, as they have forsaken me, and they have served alien gods, so they do also 
to thee, (or and they have served foreign, or other, gods, and now they also do to thee). 

9 Now therefore hear thou their voice; nevertheless witness thou to them; and before- 
say thou to them the right of the king, that shall reign upon them, (or and tell thou them, 
the rights of the king who shall reign over them). 

10 Then Samuel said all the words of the Lord to the people, that had asked of him a 
king (or who had asked him for a king); 

11 and he said, This shall be the right of the king, that shall command to you; he shall 
take your sons, and he shall set them in his chariots; and he shall make them to himself 
riders, and before-goers of his carts, (or and he shall make them to be his horsemen, or his 
riders, and to run before his chariots); 

12 and he shall ordain to him tribunes, that is, sovereigns of a thousand, and 
centurions, that is, sovereigns of an hundred, and earers/tillers of his fields, and reapers 
of his corns, and smiths of his armours, and (smiths) of his chariots. (and he shall ordain 
his tribunes, that is, the rulers of a thousand, and his centurions, that is, the rulers of a hundred, 
and the tillers of his fields, and the reapers of his harvest, and the smiths of his arms, or of his 
weapons, and the smiths of his chariots.) 

13 Also he shall make your daughters (to be) makers of his ointments, and his fire- 
makers (or and his cooks), and (his) bakers/his makers of bread. 
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14 And he shall take your fields, and your vineries (or and your vineyards), and the best 
places of olives, and he shall give those to his servants. 

15 But also he shall take the tenth part of your corns, and (of) the rents of your vineries, 
that he give those to his chamberlains, and [to his] servants. 

16 And he shall take away your servants, and your handmaids, and your best young 
men, and your asses, and he shall set these in his work. (And he shall take away your 
servants, and your servantesses, and your best young men, and your donkeys, and he shall make 
them do his bidding or and he shall make them work for him.) 

17 Also he shall take the tenth part of your flocks; and ye shall be his servants. 

18 And ye shall cry in that day from the face of your king, whom ye have chosen to 
you; and the Lord shall not hear you in that day; for ye [have] asked (for) a king to you. 
(And ye shall cry out on that day because of your king, whom ye have chosen for yourselves; but 
the Lord shall not hear you on that day; for ye have asked for a king for yourselves.) 

19 Soothly the people would not hear the voice of Samuel, but they said, Nay, for a king 
shall be on us; (But the people would not listen to Samuel, and they said, No! let a king rule over 
us;) 

20 and (then) we also shall be as all folks (or and then we shall be like all the other nations), 
and our king shall deem us, and he shall go out before us, and he shall fight our battles 
for us. 

21 And Samuel heard all the words of the people, and he spake them in the ears of the 
Lord. 

22 And the Lord said to Samuel, Hear thou their voices, and ordain thou a king upon 
them. And Samuel said to the men of Israel, Each man go into his city (or Now everyone 
go home). 


CHAPTER 9 

1 And there was a man of Benjamin, that was called Kish, the son of Abiel, the son of 
Zeror, the son of Bechorath, the son of Aphiah, the son of a man that was called Benjamin 
(or a Benjamite), a strong man in bodily might. 

2 And to him was a son, Saul by name, chosen and good(ly); and no man of the sons of 
Israel was better than he; (and) from the shoulder(s) and above, he appeared over all the 
people. 

3 And the she-asses of Kish, the father of Saul, were lost, (or And one day the female 
donkeys of Kish, Saul’s father, went missing). And Kish said to Saul his son, Take with thee 
one of the servants, and rise thou, and go seek the she-asses. 

4 And when they had gone forth by the hill (country) of Ephraim, and by the land of 
Shalisha, and they had not found them, they passed forth also by the land of Shalim, and 
they were not there; but also they passed by the land of Benjamin, and yet they found 
(them) not. 

5 And when they had come into the land of Zuph, and had not found (them), Saul said 
to his servant that was with him, Come thou, and turn we again; lest peradventure my 
father hath left (off caring about) the female asses, and is busy for us (or and is now concerned 
about us). 

6 And the servant said to him, Lo! aman of God is in this city, anoble man; all thing that 
he speaketh, cometh without (a) doubt. Now therefore go we thither, if peradventure he 
show to us of our way, for which we came, (or And so now let us go there, perhaps he can show 
us the way that we should go). 

7 And Saul said to his servant, Lo! we shall go (there); (but) what shall we bear to the 
man of God? Bread hath failed in our scrips, and we have no present, that we (can) give 
to the man of God, neither any other thing. 
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8 Again the servant answered to Saul, and said, Lo! the fourth part of a stater, that is, 
a shekel, of silver is found (here) in mine hand; give we it to the man of God, that he show 
to us our way (or so that he will show us the way that we should go). 

9 Sometime in Israel each man going to counsel with God spake thus, Come ye, and go 
we to the seer; for he, that is said now a prophet, was called sometime a seer, (or for he, 
who now is called a prophet, before was called a seer). 

10 And Saul said to his servant, Thy word is the best; come thou, go we. And they went 
into the city, in which the man of God was, (or And they went to the city, where the man of 
God was). 

11 And when they went up into the highness of the city, they found damsels going out 
to draw water, and they said to the damsels, Whether the seer is here? (or Is the seer here?) 


12 And the damsels answered, and said to them, He is here; lo! he is before thee; haste 
thou now, for today he came into the city; for today is sacrifice of the people in the high 


place. (And the young women answered, and said to them, He is here; behold! he is ahead of thee; 
haste thou now, for he came into the city today; for there is a sacrifice by all the people at the hill 
shrine today.) 

13 Ye shall enter into the city, and at once ye shall find him, before that he ascend into 
the high place to eat; for the people shall not eat till he come, for he shall (first) bless 
the sacrifice, and afterward they shall eat that be called (or and then afterward they who 
be called shall eat). Now therefore go ye up, for today ye shall find him. 

14 And they went up into the city. And when they went into the midst of the city, 
Samuel appeared going out against them, that he should go up into the high place, (or 
Samuel appeared coming out toward them, as he went on his way up to the hill shrine). 

15 And the day before that Saul came, the Lord (had) made (a) revelation in the ear of 
Samuel, and said, 

16 In this same hour which is now, tomorrow, I shall send to thee a man of the land of 
Benjamin, and thou shalt anoint him duke upon my people Israel (or and thou shalt anoint 
him the ruler over my people Israel), and he shall save my people from the hand(s) of (the) 
Philistines; for I have beheld my people, forsooth their cry hath come to me. 

17 And when Samuel had beheld Saul, the Lord said to Samuel, Lo! the man, (of) whom 
I said to thee; this man shall be lord of my people. 

18 And Saul nighed to Samuel in the midst of the gate, and said, I pray thee, show thou 
to me, where is the house of the seer? 

19 And Samuel answered to Saul, and said, I am the seer; go thou up before me into 
the high place, that thou eat with me today, and I shall deliver thee in the morrowtide, 
and I shall show to thee all things that be in thine heart. (And Samuel answered Saul, and 
said, Iam the seer; go thou up before me, or ahead of me, to the hill shrine, and thou shalt eat with 
me today, and in the morning I shall let thee go, after that I show thee all the things that be in thy 
heart.) 

20 And be thou not busy of the female asses, which thou lostest the third day ago, for 
those be found; and whose shall be all the best things of Israel, whether not to thee, and 
to all the house of thy father? (And be thou not concerned about the female donkeys, which 
went missing three days ago, for they be found; and now I ask thee, who shall be regarded as the 
very best in Israel, whether not thee, and all of thy father’s family?) 

21 And Saul answered, and said, Whether I am not a son of Benjamin, of the least 
lineage of Israel, and my kindred is the last among all the families of the lineage of 
Benjamin? Why therefore hast thou spoken to me this word? (And Saul answered, Am 
I not a Benjaminite, yea, of the smallest tribe of Israel, and is not my kindred, or my family, the 
least among all the families of the tribe of Benjamin? Why then hast thou spoken such a word to 
me?) 

22 And so Samuel took Saul, and his servant, and led them into the chamber of three 
orders (of seats, or benches), and he gave to them a place in the beginning of them that 
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were called, (or bidden to the meat); for they were as thirty men. (And then Samuel took Saul, 
and his servant, and led them into a chamber with three rows of seats, or benches, and he gave 
them a place at the head of those who were called, or were bidden to the meal; for there were about 
thirty men there.) 

23 And Samuel said to the cook, Give thou the part which I gave to thee (or Bring thou 
out the portion which I gave thee), and commanded, that thou shouldest keep (it) by itself 


with thee. 
24 And the cook took up a shoulder, and he set it before Saul. And Samuel said, Lo! 


that, that hath (been) left, take before thee, and eat; for of (this) purpose it was kept to 
thee, when I called the people hither. And Saul ate with Samuel that day. (And the cook 
took up a shoulder, and he put it before Saul. And Samuel said, Behold! that which was kept, take 
for thyself, and now eat it; for it was kept for thee for this purpose, when I called the people here. 
And so Saul ate with Samuel that day.) 

25 And they came down from the high place into the city; and Samuel spake with Saul 
in the solar, and Saul arrayed a bed in the solar (for himself), and slept. (And then they 
came down from the hill shrine into the city; and Samuel spoke with Saul on the roof, and then 
Saul arrayed a bed for himself on the roof, and slept.) 

26 And when they had risen early, and the day began to be clear, Samuel called Saul 
into the solar, and said, Rise thou up, that I deliver thee, (or Samuel called to Saul on the 
roof, and said, Rise thou up, so that I can let thee go). And Saul rose up, and both went out, 
that is, he, and Samuel. 

27 And when they went down in(to) the last part of the city, Samuel said to Saul, Say 
thou to the servant, that he go before us, and pass [forth]; forsooth stand thou [still] a 
little, that I show to thee the word of the Lord, (or but thou stand here for a little while, so 
that I can tell thee the word of the Lord). 


CHAPTER 10 


1 Forsooth Samuel took a vessel of oil, and he poured it out on the head of Saul, and 
kissed him, and said, Lo! the Lord hath anointed thee into prince on his heritage, (or 
Behold! the Lord anointeth thee to be the prince, or the ruler, over his people Israel); 

2 when thou shalt go from me today, thou shalt find two men beside the sepulchre of 
Rachel, in the ends of Benjamin, in midday; and they shall say to thee, The female asses 
be found, which thou wentest to seek; and while the (she-)asses be left (off caring about), 
thy father is (now) busy for you, and saith, What shall I do of my son? (when thou shalt 
go away from me today, thou shalt find two men beside the sepulchre of Rachel, at Zelzah, in the 
territory of Benjamin; and they shall say to thee, The female donkeys, which thou wentest to seek, 
be found; and the female donkeys be no more cared about, but thy father is now concerned about 
you, and saith, What shall I do about my son?) 

3 And when thou hast gone from thence, and hast passed (forth) further, and hast come 
to the oak of Tabor, three men, going up to God into Bethel (or going up to Bethel to worship 
God), shall find thee there, one man bearing three kids, and another man bearing three 
cakes of bread, and another man bearing a gallon of wine. 

4 And when they have greeted thee, they shall give to thee two loaves, and thou shalt 
take those of their hand (or and thou shalt take their loaves). 

5 After these things thou shalt come into the hill of the Lord, where is the standing 
place, that is, the forcelet, of Philistines; and when thou shalt enter into the city, there 
thou shalt have meeting thee a flock, or a company, of prophets, coming down from the 
high place, and a psaltery, and a tympan, and a pipe, and an harp before them, and them 
prophesying. (After these things thou shalt come to the Hill of the Lord, where the stronghold of 
the Philistines is; and when thou shalt enter into the city, there thou shalt meet a group of prophets, 
coming down from the hill shrine, with a lute, and a drum, and a pipe, and a harp going before 
them, and them prophesying.) 


3596 XRN 


1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 10:6 165 1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 10:23 


6 And the Spirit of the Lord shall at once fall into thee, and thou shalt prophesy with 
them, and thou shalt be changed into another man. 

7 Therefore when all these signs befall to thee, do thou, whatever things thine hand 
findeth, for the Lord is with thee. 

8 And thou shalt go down before me into Gilgal; for I shall come down to thee, to offer 
an offering, and sacrifice peaceable sacrifices; by seven days thou shalt abide, till 1 come 
to thee, and show thee what thou shalt do. (And thou shalt go down before me to Gilgal; for I 
shall come down to thee, to offer a burnt sacrifice, and to sacrifice some peace offerings; thou shalt 
wait there for seven days, until I come to thee, and show thee what thou shalt do.) 

9 Therefore when Saul had turned away his shoulder to go from Samuel, God 
exchanged another heart to Saul (or God gave Saul another heart), and all these signs came 
in that day. 

10 And Saul and his servant came to the foresaid hill, and lo! a company of prophets 
were meeting with him (or and behold! a group of prophets met him); and the Spirit of the 
Lord fell at once upon Saul, and he prophesied in the midst of the prophets. 

11 And all men, that knew Saul yesterday and the third day ago, saw that he was with 
the prophets, and that he prophesied, and they said together, What thing hath befallen 
to the son of Kish? Whether also Saul is among [the] prophets? (or Is Saul now also among 
the prophets?) 

12 And one man answered to another, and said, And who is the father of them? 
Therefore it was turned into a proverb, Whether also Saul is among the prophets? (And 
one man answered to another, and said, But who is their father? And so it was turned into a 
proverb, Is Saul now also among the prophets?) 

13 And Saul ceased to prophesy, and he came to an high place (or and he came to the hill 
shrine). 

14 And the brother of Saul’s father said to him, and to his servant, Whither went ye? 
And they answered, To seek [the] she-asses; and when we found them not, we came to 
Samuel. 

15 And the brother of Saul’s father said to him, Show thou to me what Samuel said to 
thee. (And the brother of Saul’s father said to him, Tell thou to me what Samuel said to thee.) 

16 And Saul said to his uncle, Samuel showed to us, that the she-asses were found. But 
he showed not to his uncle of the word of the realm, that Samuel spake to him. (And Saul 
said to his uncle, Samuel told us that the female donkeys were found. But he did not tell his uncle 
what Samuel had said to him about the kingdom or about becoming king.) 

17 And Samuel called together the people to the Lord in Mizpeh; (And Samuel called the 
people together to the Lord at Mizpeh;) 

18 and he said to the sons of Israel, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, I led Israel 
out of the land of Egypt, and I delivered you from the hand of (the) Egyptians, and from 
the hand of all the kings that tormented you. 

19 And today ye have cast away your Lord God, which alone saved you from all your 
evils and [your] tribulations (or who alone saved you from all your evils and your tribulations); 
and ye [have] said (to him), Nay, but ordain thou a king upon us. Now therefore stand ye 
before the Lord by your lineages, and by (your) families. 

20 And Samuel set together all the lineages of Israel, and [the] lot felled upon the 
lineage of Benjamin. 

21 And he set together the lineage of Benjamin, and the families thereof; and (the) lot 
felled upon the family of Matri, and it came unto Saul, the son of Kish. Therefore they 
sought him, and he was not found there. 

22 And after these things they counselled with the Lord, whether Saul should come 
thither. And the Lord answered, Lo! he is hid among (the) vessels. 

23 Therefore they ran, and took him from thence; and he stood in the middle of the 
people, and [he] was higher than all the people from the shoulder|s] and above. 
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24 And Samuel said to all the people, Certainly ye see whom the Lord hath chosen; for 
none in all the people is like him (or for there is no one like him among all the people). And 
all the people cried, and said, (Long) Live the king! 

25 And Samuel spake to the people (concerning) the law of the realm, and he wrote it 
in a book, and put it up before the Lord. And Samuel delivered all the people, each man 
into his house, (or And then Samuel sent all the people back to their homes); 

26 but also Saul went into his house in Gibeah; and a part of the host went with him, 
whose hearts God had touched. (and Saul also went home, back to Gibeah; and a part of the 
army went with him, whose hearts God had touched.) 

27 And the sons of Belial said, Whether this man may save us? And they despised him, 
and brought not gifts, that is, presents, to him; and he let (it go) as though he heard (it) 
not. (But the sons of Belial said, Can this man truly save us? And they despised him, and did not 
bring him any gifts; but he held his peace.) 


CHAPTER 11 


1 And it was done as after a month, Nahash of Ammon went up, and began to fight 
against Jabesh of Gilead. And all the men of Jabesh said to Nahash, Have thou us bound 
in peace (or Make thou a covenant, or a bond of peace, with us), and we shall serve thee. 

2 And Nahash of Ammon answered to them, In this I shall smite (a) bond of peace with 
you, that I put out the right eyes of all you, and that I put you to be reproof in all Israel. 
(And Nahash of Ammon answered to them, Only in this shall I strike a covenant with you, that I 
put out all of your right eyes, and that I bring reproach, or disgrace, upon all Israel.) 

3 And the elder men of Jabesh said to him, Grant thou to us seven days, that we send 
messengers to all the coasts of Israel; and if none be that defend us, we shall go out to 
thee. (And the elders of Jabesh said to him, First grant thou us seven days, so that we can send 
messengers into all the coasts of Israel; and if there be none who will defend us, then we shall come 
out to thee.) 

4 Then messengers came into Gibeah of Saul, and spake these words, while the people 
heard; and all the people raised (up) their voice, and wept. 

5 And lo! Saul came from the field, and he followed [the] oxen; and he said, What hath 
the people, for it weepeth? (or and he said, What maketh the people weep?) And they told to 
him the words of the men of Jabesh. 

6 And the Spirit of the Lord fell at once into Saul, when he had heard these words, and 
his fierce wrath was greatly stirred. 

7 And he took ever either ox, and he cut them into gobbets, and he sent those into all 
the coasts of Israel, by the hands of messengers; and he said, Whoever goeth not out, 
and followeth not Saul and Samuel, so it shall be done to his oxen. Therefore the dread 
of the Lord went into the people (or And so the fear of the Lord went into the people), and 
they went out as one man. 

8 And Saul numbered them in Bezek; and three hundred thousand were there of the 
sons of Israel; and of the men of Judah were thirty thousand. (And Saul counted, or 
registered, them in Bezek; and there were three hundred thousand of the sons of Israel; and thirty 
thousand of the men of Judah.) 

9 And they said to the messengers that came, Thus ye shall say to the men that be in 
Jabesh of Gilead, Tomorrow shall be health to you, when the sun is hot, (or Tomorrow, help 
shall come to you, when the sun is hot). Then the messengers came, and told to the men of 
Jabesh; the which were glad, 

10 and said to Ammon, Early we shall go out to you, and ye shall do to us all that 


pleaseth to you”. (and they said to the Ammonites, Early in the morning, we shall come out to 
you, and then ye can do to us all that pleaseth you.) 





* 
CHAPTER 11:10 They said this in scorn, for they knew that help shall come to them in the morrow. 
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11 And it was done, when the morrowtide came, Saul ordained the people into three 
parts; and he entered into the middle (of the) tents (of Ammon) in the waking of the 
morrowtide, and he smote Ammon till the day was hot; forsooth the residues were 
scattered, so that twain together were not left in them. (And it was done, when the morning 
came, Saul divided the people into three parts, or groups; and they entered into the midst of the 
tents of the Ammonites during the morning watch, and they struck down the Ammonites until the 
day was hot; and the rest of them scattered, so that two of them were not left together.) 

12 And the people said to Samuel, Who is this, that said, Saul shall not reign upon us? 
Give ye (up) the men, and we shall slay them. 

13 And Saul said, No man shall be slain in this day, for today the Lord hath made health 
in Israel. (And Saul said, No one shall be killed on this day, for today the Lord hath given victory 
to Israel.) 

14 And Samuel said to the people, Come ye, and go we into Gilgal, and renew we there 
the realm (or and let us renew our loyalty to the kingdom there). 

15 And all the people went into Gilgal, and there they made Saul king before the Lord 
in Gilgal; and they offered there peaceable sacrifices before the Lord. And Saul was glad 
there, and all the men of Israel greatly. (And all the people went to Gilgal, and there in Gilgal 
they made Saul king before the Lord; and they offered peace offerings there before the Lord. And 
Saul and all the men of Israel were exceedingly glad there.) 


CHAPTER 12 

1 Forsooth Samuel said to all Israel, Lo! I [have] heard your voice by all (the) things 
which ye spake to me, and I [have] ordained a king upon you; 

2 and now the king goeth before you. And I have waxed eld and hoary; and my sons 
be with you; also I have lived before you from my young waxing age unto this day. 

3 And lo! Iam ready; speak ye to me before the Lord, and before the christ of him/ 
before his anointed, or king; whether I have taken any man’s ox, either his ass; if I have 
falsely challenged any man; if I have oppressed any man; if I have taken gift of any man’s 
hand; I shall despise it today, and I shall restore (it) to you. (And behold! I am ready; speak 
ye to me before the Lord, and before his anointed king; have I taken any man’s ox, or his donkey; 
have I falsely challenged any man; have I oppressed any man; have I taken a gift from any man’s 
hand? yea, if I have, I shall despise it today, and I shall restore it to you.) 

4 And they said, Thou hast not falsely challenged us, neither thou hast oppressed us, 
neither thou hast taken anything of any man’s hand. 

5 And he said to them, The Lord is witness against you, and his christ, or king, is witness 
in this day (or and his anointed king is a witness this day); for ye have not found anything in 
mine hand. And they said, He is witness. 

6 And Samuel said to the people, The Lord, that made Moses and Aaron, and that led 
your fathers out of the land of Egypt, is present; (And Samuel said to the people, The Lord, 
who made Moses and Aaron, and who led your fathers out of the land of Egypt, is present here;) 

7 now therefore stand ye, that I strive by doom against you before the Lord, of all the 
mercies of the Lord, which he did with you, and with your fathers. (and so now stand ye 
up, so that I can strive in judgement against you before the Lord, and remind you of all the Lord’s 
mercies, which he did for you, and for your fathers.) 

8 How that Jacob entered into Egypt, and your fathers cried to the Lord; and the Lord 
sent Moses and Aaron, and led your fathers out of Egypt, and hath set them in this place. 

9 Which forgat their Lord God; and he betook them into the hand of Sisera, master 
of the chivalry of Hazor, and in the hand of Philistines, and in the hand of the king of 
Moab; and they fought against them. (Who then forgot the Lord their God; and he delivered 
them into the hands of Sisera, the master of Hazor’s cavalry,or his army, and into the hands of the 
Philistines, and into the hands of the king of Moab; and they fought against them.) 
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10 And after this your fathers cried to the Lord, and said, We have sinned, for we 
forsook the Lord, and served (the) Baalim and (the) Ashtaroth; now therefore deliver thou 
us from the hand of our enemies, and we shall serve thee. 

11 And the Lord sent Jerubbaal, that is Gideon, and Bedan, that is, Samson, and Barak, 
and Jephthah, and Samuel, and delivered you from the hand of your enemies by compass, 
(or all about); and then ye dwelled securely. 

12 And ye saw, that Nahash, the king of the sons of Ammon, came against you; and 
ye said to me, counselling you to ask none other king than God, Nay, but a king shall 
command to us; when your Lord God reigned in you. (And then ye saw, that Nahash, the 
king of the Ammonites, came against you; and ye said to me, when I counselled you to ask for no 
other king than God, No, but a king shall command us; when the Lord your God then reigned over 
you.) 

13 Now therefore your king is ready, whom ye have chosen and asked (for); lo! the Lord 
hath given to you a king, (or behold! the Lord hath given you a king). 

14 Tf ye dread the Lord, and serve him, and hear his voice, and wrath not the mouth 
of the Lord; ye and your king, that commandeth to you, shall follow your Lord God. (If 
ye fear the Lord or If ye revere the Lord, and serve him, and listen to his voice, and do not rebel 
against the Lord’s commands, then ye and your king, who commandeth you, shall follow the Lord 
your God.) 

15 Forsooth if ye hear not the voice of the Lord, but wrath his word, the hand of the 
Lord shall be on you, and on your fathers. (But if ye do not listen to the Lord’s voice, and rebel 
against his commands, the hand of the Lord shall be against you, and against your fathers.) 

16 But also now stand ye, and see this great thing, that the Lord shall do in your sight. 

17 Whether (the) harvest of wheat is not today? I shall inwardly call (upon) the Lord, 
and he shall give voices, that is, thunders, and rains; and ye shall know, and see, for ye 
asking a king upon you, ye have done grievous evil to yourself in the sight of the Lord, 
(or and ye shall know, and see, that in asking for a king to rule over you, ye have done grievous 
evil to yourselves before the Lord). 

18 And Samuel cried to the Lord, and the Lord gave thunders and rains in that day. 
And all the people dreaded greatly the Lord and Samuel; (And Samuel cried to the Lord, and 
the Lord gave thunder and rain that day. And all the people greatly feared the Lord and Samuel;) 

19 and all the people said to Samuel, Pray thou for thy servants to thy Lord God, that 
we die not; for we [have] added evil to all our sins, that we ask a king to us. (and all the 
people said to Samuel, Pray thou for thy servants to the Lord thy God, so that we shall not die; for 
we have added this evil to all our sins, that we asked for a king over us.) 

20 And Samuel said to the people, Dread ye not; ye have done all this evil; nevertheless 
go ye not away from (following) the back of the Lord, but serve ye the Lord in all your 
heart (or but serve ye the Lord with all your heart); 

21 and do not ye bow after vain things, that shall not profit you, neither they shall 
deliver you; for those be vain things. (and do not ye worship false gods, that shall not profit 
you, nor can they save you; for they be false gods.) 

22 And then the Lord shall not forsake his people for his great name; for the Lord hath 
sworn to make you a people to himself. (And then the Lord shall not forsake his people for the 
sake of his great name; for the Lord hath sworn to make you his own people.) 

23 And this sin be far from me against the Lord, that I cease to pray for you; and I shall 
teach you a rightful way and a good. (And let this sin against the Lord be far from me, that I 
would ever cease to pray for you; yea, indeed, I shall teach you the good and the right way.) 

24 Therefore dread ye the Lord, and serve ye him in truth, and of all your heart; for ye 
saw those great things, that he hath done to you; (And so fear ye the Lord or And so revere ye 
the Lord, and serve ye him in truth, and with all your heart; for ye have seen all the great things 
which he hath done for you;) 
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25 that if ye continue in malice, both ye and your king shall perish (al)together. (but if 
ye continue in malice, or in wickedness, both ye and your king shall altogether perish.) 


CHAPTER 13 


1 Saul was a son of one year, that is, as innocent and clean of sin as a child of one year, 
when he began to reign; and he reigned upon Israel two (and twenty) years. (Saul was fifty 
years old when he began to reign; and he reigned over Israel for twenty-two years.) 

2 And Saul chose to him three thousand men of Israel, and two thousand of them were 
with Saul in Michmash, (and) in the hill (country) of Bethel; and a thousand were with 
(his son) Jonathan in Gibeah of Benjamin; soothly he sent again the tother people each 
man into his tabernacle (or and he sent the rest of the people back to their tents). 

3 And Jonathan smote the station, that is, (the) forcelet, either stronghold, of (the) 
Philistines, that was in Geba. And when (the) Philistines had heard (of) this, Saul sounded 
with a clarion in all the land, and said, Hebrews, hear. (And Jonathan struck the station, that 
is, the fortress, or the stronghold, of the Philistines, that was in Geba; and all the Philistines heard 
about it. And Saul sounded with a trumpet in all the land, and said, Hebrew men, hear this!) 

4 And all Israel heard sucha fame, (that) Saul smote the station of Philistines; and Israel 
raised up himself against the Philistines; then the people cried after Saul in Gilgal. (And 
all Israel heard the report, that Saul had struck the Philistines? station; and also that the people 
of Israel were loathed by all the Philistines. And the people came together in Gilgal to follow Saul.) 

5 And the Philistines were gathered together to fight against Israel; thirty thousand 
of chariots, and six thousand of knights, and the tother common people, as gravel which 
is full much in the brink of the sea, (or and the common people, as innumerable as the sand 
which is on the seashore); and they went up, and setted their tents in Michmash, at the 
east coast of Bethaven. 

6 And when [the] men of Israel had seen, that they were set in straitness, for (this) the 
people was tormented, (and) they hid themselves in dens (or and they hid themselves in 
caves), and in privy places, and in stones, and in ditches, and in cisterns. 

7 Soothly (some of the) Hebrews passed (over) Jordan, into the land of Gad and of Gilead. 
And when Saul was yet in Gilgal, all the people was afeared that followed him, (or And 
when Saul was still in Gilgal, all the people who followed him were afraid). 

8 And seven days he abode Samuel by [the] covenant, and Samuel came not into Gilgal; 
and the people went away from Saul. (And for seven days he waited for Samuel, as by their 
pact, but Samuel did not come to Gilgal; and then the people began to go away from Saul.) 

° Therefore Saul said, Bring ye to me (a) burnt sacrifice, and peaceable offerings (or 
and peace offerings); and he offered (the) burnt sacrifice. 

10 And when he had ended offering the burnt sacrifice, lo! Samuel came; and Saul 
went out against him, to greet him (or and Saul went out to greet him). 

11 And Samuel said to Saul, What hast thou done? Saul answered, Lo! for I saw that 
the people went away from me, and thou camest not by the days of (our) covenant; and 
the Philistines were gathered together in Michmash; 

12 | said, Now (the) Philistines shall come down to me in(to) Gilgal, and I have not 
pleased the face of the Lord; (and so) I was compelled by need, and I offered (a) burnt 


sacrifice to the Lord. 
13 And Samuel said to Saul, Thou hast done follily, and thou hast not kept the behests 


of thy Lord God, which he commanded to thee, (or Thou hast done foolishly, and thou hast not 
obeyed the command of the Lord thy God, which he commanded to thee); and if thou haddest 
not done this thing, right now the Lord had made ready thy realm upon Israel [into] 
without end; 

14 but thy realm shall not rise further. The Lord hath sought a man to himself after his 
heart; and the Lord hath commanded to him, that he should be duke on his people, for 
thou keptest not those things which the Lord commanded. (but now thy kingdom shall not 
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endure. And the Lord shall seek another man for himself after his own heart; and the Lord shall 
command him, that he should be the ruler over his people, for thou hast not kept, or obeyed, what 
the Lord commanded to thee.) 

15 And Samuel rose, and went up from Gilgal into Gibeah of Benjamin; and the people 
that (were) left went up after Saul against the people that fought against them; and they 
came from Gilgal into Gibeah, in the hill of Benjamin. And Saul numbered the people, 
that were found with him, as six hundred men. (And Samuel rose up, and went away from 
Gilgal to Gibeah of Benjamin; and the people who were left went up with Saul to fight against their 
enemies; and they came from Gilgal to Gibeah of Benjamin. And Saul counted the people who were 
found with him, and there were about six hundred men.) 

16 And Saul, and Jonathan his son, and the people that was found with them, was in 
Gibeah of Benjamin; and the Philistines sat together in Michmash. (And Saul, and his 
son Jonathan, and the people who were found with them, were in Gibeah of Benjamin; and the 
Philistines sat together in Michmash.) 

17 And three companies went out of the Philistines? tents to take prey; one company 
went against the way of Ophrah, to the land of Shual, (or one group went toward Ophrah, in 
the land of Shual); 

18 and another company entered by the way of Bethhoron; and the third company 
turned itself to the way of the term in the land of Diba; and that term nigheth to the 
valley of Zeboim against the desert. (and the second group went by the way of Bethhoron; and 
the third group turned toward the way of the border at Wadi Abu Diba; and that border overlooketh 
the Zeboim Valley and the wilderness.) 

19 And none ironsmith was found in all the land of Israel; for the Philistines were 
wary, either eschewed, lest peradventure the Hebrews made sword either spear. (And 
no ironsmith was found in all the land of Israel; for the Philistines forbade them, lest the Hebrews 
made for themselves swords or spears.) 

20 Therefore all Israel went down to the Philistines, that each man should sharpen his 
share, and his pickaxe, and his ax, and his cutting hook; (And so all Israel needed to go down 
to the Philistines, where each man could sharpen his plowshare, and his pickaxe, and his ax, and 
his cutting hook;) 

21 for all the edges of their shares were blunt, and of their pickaxes, and of their three- 
toothed forks, and of axes, unto a prick to be amended. (for all the edges of their plowshares, 
their pickaxes, their three-toothed forks, and their axes, were blunt, and needed sharpening.) 

22 And when the day of battle came, no sword nor spear was found in the hand of all 
the people that was with Saul and Jonathan, except Saul, and Jonathan his son. (And so 
when the day of battle came, no sword or spear was found in the hands of all the people who were 
with Saul and Jonathan, except Saul, and his son Jonathan.) 

23 Forsooth the station of Philistines went out, that it should pass into Michmash. (And 
the Philistines? garrison went out to the Michmash Pass.) 


CHAPTER 14 

1 And it befelled in a day, that Jonathan, the son of Saul, said to his squire, a young 
man, Come thou, and pass we (over) to the station of the Philistines, which is beyond 
that place; soothly he showed not this same thing to his father. (And it befell one day, that 
Saul’s son Jonathan, said to the young man who was his squire, Come thou, and go we over to the 
Philistines? station,or post, which is beyond that place over there; but he did not tell this to his 
father.) 

2 And Saul dwelled in the last part of Gibeah, under a pomegranate tree, that was in the 
field of Gibeah; and the people as of six hundred men was with him. (And Saul remained 
in the last part of Gibeah, under a pomegranate tree, that was in Migron; and the people who were 
with him were about six hundred men.) 
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3 And Ahiah, the son of Ahitub, [the] brother of Ichabod, the son of Phinehas, that was 
engendered of Eli, the priest of the Lord in Shiloh, bare the ephod, that is, the priest’s 
cloth (or cloak); but also the people knew not whither Jonathan had gone (or and the people 
did not know that Jonathan had gone). 

4 And betwixt the goings up, by which Jonathan endeavoured to pass to the station of 
(the) Philistines, were stones standing forth on ever either side, and scars broken before, 
by the manner of teeth, on each side, (or and broken scarps on each side, like teeth); (the) 
name to the one was Bozez, and (the) name to the tother was Seneh; 

5 one scar was standing forth to the north (over) against Michmash, and the tother 
scar to the south (over) against Gibeah. (one scarp was to the north, facing Michmash, and the 
other scarp was to the south, facing Gibeah.) 

6 And Jonathan said to his young squire, Come thou, pass we (over) to the station of 
these uncircumcised men, if in hap the Lord do (battle) for us; for it is not hard to the 
Lord to save, either in many, either in few, (or for it is not hard for the Lord to keep a man 
safe, yea, either a few, or many). 

7 And his squire said to him, Do thou all things that please thy soul; go whither thou 
covetest, I shall be with thee, wherever thou wilt. 

8 And Jonathan said, Lo! we pass (over) to these men; and when we appear to them, 

9 if they speak thus to us, Dwell ye (or Stay), till we come to you; stand we in our place, 
and go we not up to them. 

10 And if they say, Go ye up to us; go we up to them, for the Lord hath betaken them 
into our hands; this shall be a sign to us. (But if they say, Come ye up to us; then we shall go 
up to them, for the Lord hath delivered them into our hands; this shall be a sign to us.) 

11 Therefore ever either appeared to the station of Philistines (or And so they both 
appeared before the Philistines? station); and the Philistines said, Lo! the Hebrews go out of 
[the] caves, in which they were hid. 

12 And men of the station spake to Jonathan and to his squire, and said, Go ye up to 
us, and we shall show to you a thing. And Jonathan said to his squire, Ascend we, follow 
thou me; for the Lord hath betaken them into the hands of Israel. (And the men of the 
station said to Jonathan and his squire, Come ye over to us, and we shall show you a thing or two. 
And Jonathan said to his squire, Go we up to them, follow thou me; for the Lord hath delivered 
them into the hands of Israel.) 

13 And Jonathan went up, creeping on hands and feet, and his squire after him; and 
when they had seen the face of Jonathan, some felled down before Jonathan, his squire 
killed others, and followed him, (or and when they were face to face with Jonathan, he killed 
some, and his squire killed some others, following his master). 

14 And the first wound was made, which Jonathan and his squire smote, as of twenty 
men, in the middle part of land, which a pair of oxen was wont to ear in the day. (And 
so the first attack was made, in which Jonathan and his squire killed about twenty men, in the 
middle part of a field which a pair of oxen could plow in a day.) 

15 And a miracle was done in the Philistines’ tents, and by their fields, but also all the 
people of the Philistines’ station that went out to take prey, dreaded, and their tents 
were troubled; and it befelled as a miracle of God. (And so terror spread across that field, 
and among the Philistines’ host, or army, and all the people at the Philistines’ station who went 
out to take prey were afraid, and the army was greatly troubled; and so it befell as a miracle of 
God.) 

16 And the espyers of Saul beheld this doing, that were in Gibeah of Benjamin, and lo! 
a multitude of the Philistines was cast down, and fleeing away hither and thither. (And 
Saul’s watchmen, who were in Gibeah of Benjamin, beheld this event, and behold! many Philistines 
were thrown down, and others fled away here and there.) 
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17 And Saul said to the people that were with him, Seek ye, and see ye, who went away 
from us. And when they had sought, it was found, that Jonathan and his squire were not 
present. 


18 And Saul said to Ahiah, Bring hither the ark of the Lord; for the ark of God was there 
in that time with the sons of Israel. (And Saul said to Ahiah, Bring the ephod here; for at that 
time Ahiah carried the ephod before the Israelites.) 

19 And when Saul spake to the priest, a great noise (a)rose in the tents of the Philistines; 
and it increased little and little, and it sounded more clearly. And Saul said to the priest, 
Withdraw thine hand, (or And Saul said to the priest, Hold back thy hand)). 

20 Therefore Saul cried, and all the people that was with him; and they came unto the 
place of battle, and, lo! the sword of each man was turned to his neighbour, and a full 
great slaying was. (And then Saul and all the people who were with him cried together; and 
they came to the place of the battle, and, behold! the sword of each man was turned against his 
neighbour, and there was a very great slaughter.) 

21 But also the Hebrews that were with (the) Philistines yesterday and the third day 
ago, and had gone up with them in(to) their tents, turned again to be with the men of 
Israel, that were with Saul and Jonathan. 

22 Also all the men of Israel, that had hid themselves in the hill (country) of Ephraim, 
heard that the Philistines had fled; and they fellowshipped themselves with their men 
in [the] battle, and as ten thousand of men were with Saul (or and about ten thousand men 
were with Saul). 

23 And the Lord saved Israel in that day (or And the Lord saved Israel that day). And the 
battle came till to Bethaven. 

24 And men of Israel were fellowshipped to themselves in that day; forsooth Saul swore 
to the people, and said, Cursed be the man that eateth bread till to eventide, till I venge 
me of mine enemies. And all the people ate no bread. (And the men of Israel felt faint that 
day; for Saul had commanded to the people, and said, Cursed be the man who eateth any food 
before evening, until I avenge myself upon my enemies. And so all the people ate no food.) 

25 And all the common people of the land came into a forest, in which was honey on 
the face of (the) earth (or where there was honey on the ground). 

26 And so the people entered into the forest, and flowing honey appeared (there); and 
no man put his hand to his mouth thereof, for the people dreaded the oath, (or but no 
man put his hand to his mouth, for the people feared the oath or for the people feared Saul’s curse). 

27 And Jonathan heard not, when his father forbade this to the people, (or But Jonathan 
did not hear his father forbid this to the people); and (so) Jonathan held forth the end of a 
little rod, that he held in his hand, and he dipped it into an honeycomb; and he turned 
his hand to his mouth, and his eyes were (en)lightened, (that is, he felt refreshed). 

28 And (at once) one of the people answered, and said, Thy father bound the people 
with an oath, and said, Cursed be the man that eateth bread today (or Cursed be the man 
who eateth any food today). And (so) the people was faint. 

29 And (then) Jonathan said, My father hath troubled the land; ye see, that mine eyes 
be enlightened, (or ye see, that I am refreshed), for I tasted a little of this honey; 

30 how much more if the people had eaten (some) of the prey of their enemies, that they 
found; whether not greater vengeance had been made in [the] Philistines? (or would not 
a greater slaughter have been done to the Philistines?) 

31 Therefore they smote [the] Philistines in that day from Michmash into Aijalon. 
And the people was made full weary; (And so they struck down the Philistines that day from 
Michmash to Aijalon. But the people were made faint;) 

32 and (so) the people turned to [the] prey, and took sheep and oxen, and calves; and 
they killed these beasts upon the earth (or and they killed these beasts on the ground); and 
(then) the people ate the flesh with (the) blood (still in it). 
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33 And they told to Saul, and said, that the people eating with blood had sinned to the 
Lord. And Saul said, Ye have trespassed; wallow ye anon to me a great stone. (And they 
told Saul, and said, The people have sinned against the Lord, eating the flesh with the blood! And 
Saul said, Ye have all trespassed; roll ye a great stone over to me at once.) 

34 And Saul said, Go ye forth abroad into the common people, and say ye to them, that 
each man (should) bring to me his ox and his wether, (or his ram); and slay ye those upon 
this stone, and (then) eat ye them, and (so) ye shall not do sin to the Lord, (by) eating 
them with (the) blood. And so all the people brought each man an ox in his hand unto 
the night, and they killed them there, (or And so into the night each man brought forth an ox, 
and they killed them there). 

35 And Saul builded there an altar to the Lord; and then first he began to build an altar 
to the Lord. (And Saul built an altar there to the Lord; and this was the first altar that he built 
to the Lord.) 

36 And Saul said, Fall we upon the Philistines in the night, and waste we/destroy we 
them till the morrowtide shine; and leave we not of them a man (alive). And the people 
said, Do thou all thing that seemeth good to thee in thine eyes. And the priest said, Nigh 
we hither to God. 

37 And Saul counselled with the Lord, and said, Whether I shall pursue the Philistines? 


whether thou shalt betake them into the hands of Israel? And the Lord answered not to 
him in that day. (And Saul counselled with the Lord, and asked, Shall I pursue the Philistines? 


wilt thou deliver them into the hands of Israel? But the Lord did not answer him that day.) 

38 And Saul said, Bring ye hither all the corners, or the uttermost parties, of the people, 
(or Bring ye here all the chieftains, or the chief men, of the people), and know ye, and see ye, by 
whom this sin hath fallen today. 

39 The Lord the saviour of Israel liveth; for (even) if it is done by Jonathan my son, he 
shall die without again-drawing. At which oath no man of all the people against-said 
him. (As the Lord liveth, yea, the saviour, or the deliverer, of Israel; for even if it is done by my son 
Jonathan, he shall die without any drawing back, or without delay. At which oath no one of all the 
people answered anything back to him.) 

40 And he said to all Israel, Be ye separated into one part, and I with my son Jonathan 
shall be in the tother part. And the people answered to Saul, Do thou that, that seemeth 
good to thine eyes, (or Do thou what seemeth good in thine eyes). 

41 And Saul said to the Lord God of Israel, Lord God of Israel, give thou doom, what is 
it, that thou answerest not today to thy servant? If this wickedness is in me, either in 
Jonathan, my son, make thou showing thereof; either if this wickedness is in thy people, 
give thou holiness. And Jonathan was taken, and Saul, by lot; forsooth the people went 
out. (And Saul said to the Lord God of Israel, Lord God of Israel, give thou judgement, why is it 
that thou hast not answered thy servant today? If this wickedness is in me, or in my son Jonathan, 
let the lot be Urim; but if this wickedness is in thy people, let it be Thummim. And by lot Jonathan 
and Saul were indicted; and the people were absolved.) 

42 And Saul said, Send ye lot betwixt me and Jonathan my son, (or And Saul said, Cast ye 
the lot or Throw ye the lot between me and my son Jonathan). And Jonathan was taken. 

43 And Saul said to Jonathan, Show thou to me, what thou didest. And Jonathan 
showed to him, and said, I tasting tasted a little of honey in the end of the rod, that 
was in mine hand; and lo! I die. (And Saul said to Jonathan, Tell thou to me, what thou didest. 
And Jonathan said to him, I tasted a little honey using the end of the rod that was in my hand; and 
behold! now I must die.) 

44 And Saul said, God do to me these things, and add these things, for thou, Jonathan, 
shalt (indeed) die by death. 

45 And the people said to Saul, Therefore whether Jonathan shall die, that did this 
great health in Israel? this is unleaveful; the Lord liveth; none hair of his head shall 
fall into the earth; for he hath wrought with God today. Therefore the people delivered 
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Jonathan, that he died not. (And the people said to Saul, Should Jonathan truly die, he who 
hath won this great victory for Israel? No! this is unlawful; as the Lord liveth, there shall not fall 
to the ground one hair of his head, for he hath worked with God today. And so the people delivered 
Jonathan, so that he did not die.) 

46 And Saul went away, and he pursued not the Philistines; and the Philistines went 
into their places. 

47 And Saul, when his realm was stabled upon Israel, fought by compass against all 
his enemies, (or And Saul, when his kingdom was established upon Israel, fought against all his 
enemies all around), (yea), against Moab, and the sons of Ammon, and Edom, and against 
the kings of Zobah, and against the Philistines; and whither ever he turned himself], he 
overcame (them). 

48 And when his host was gathered together, he smote Amalek; and delivered Israel 
from the hand of his destroyers. (And then when his army was gathered together, he killed the 
Amalekites; and so he saved Israel from the hands of their destroyers.) 

49 And the sons of Saul were Jonathan, and Ishui, and Melchishua; the names of his 
two daughters be these, the name of the first engendered daughter was Merab, and the 
name of the younger was Michal. 

50 And the name of Saul’s wife was Ahinoam, the daughter of Ahimaaz; and the name 
of the prince of his chivalry was Abner (or and the name of the leader of his cavalry, or of his 
army, was Abner), the son of Ner, the brother of the father of Saul. 

51 And Kish was the father of Saul; and Ner, the son of Abiel, was the father of Abner. 

52 Soothly mighty battle was against Philistines in all the days of Saul; for whomever 
Saul saw (to be) a strong man, and shapely to battle, he fellowshipped to himself that 
man. (And there was great battle against the Philistines in all the days of Saul; and whenever 
Saul saw a strong man, ready for battle, he took that man into his own service.) 


CHAPTER 15 

1 And Samuel said to Saul, The Lord sent me, that I should anoint thee into king on 
his people Israel, (or The Lord hath sent me to anoint thee king upon his people Israel); now 
therefore hear thou the voice of the Lord. 

2 The Lord of hosts saith these things, I have brought to mind whatever things Amalek 
hath done to Israel; how Amalek against-stood Israel in the way, when Israel went up 
from Egypt. (The Lord of hosts saith these things, I have remembered all the things that the 
Amalekites did to Israel; how they opposed Israel on the way, when Israel came up from Egypt.) 

3 Now therefore go thou, and slay Amalek, and destroy thou all his things; spare thou 
not him, nor covet thou anything of his things; but slay thou from man unto woman, 
and little child, and sucking, ox, and sheep, and camel, and ass. (And so now go thou, and 
kill the Amalekites, and destroy thou all of their things; spare thou not any of them, nor covet thou 
any of their things; but kill thou every man and woman, and little child, and suckling, yea, every 
ox, and sheep, and camel, and donkey.) 

4 And so Saul commanded the people to be gathered together, and he numbered them 
as lambs, two hundred thousand of footmen, and ten thousand of men of Judah. (And 
so Saul commanded the people to be gathered together, and he counted, or registered, them in 
Telaim, and there were two hundred thousand footmen, and also ten thousand men of Judah.) 

5 And when Saul came to the city of Amalek, he made ready ambushments in the (dry 
bed of the) strand. (And when Saul came to the Amalekite city or And when Saul came to the city 
of Amalek, he prepared an ambush in the dry riverbed.) 

6 And Saul said to (the) Kenites, Go ye, depart ye, and go ye away from Amalek, lest 
peradventure I wrap thee in with them; for thou didest mercy with all the sons of Israel, 
when they went up from Egypt. And Kenites departed from the midst of Amalek (or And 
so the Kenites departed from the midst of the Amalekites). 
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7 And Saul smote Amalek, from Havilah, till thou come to Shur, which is even against 
Egypt. (And Saul struck down the Amalekites, from Havilah until thou come to Shur, which is on 
the border with Egypt.) 

8 And Saul took Agag alive, the king of Amalek; and he killed by sharpness of sword 
all the common people. (And Saul took Agag, the king of Amalek, alive; but they killed all the 
common people with the sharpness of their swords.) 

° And Saul and the people spared Agag (or But Saul and his people spared Agag), and the 
best (of the) flocks of (the) sheep, and of (the) great beasts, and (they kept the) clothes, and 
(the) rams, and all things that were fair; and they would not destroy those; but whatever 
thing was vile, and reprovable, they destroyed that thing. 

10 Forsooth the word of the Lord was made to Samuel, and said, 

11 Tt repenteth me, that I made Saul king; for he hath forsaken me, and hath not 
fulfilled my words in work. And Samuel was sorry, and he cried to the Lord in all that 
night. (I repent, that is, I regret, that I made Saul king; for he hath deserted me, and hath not 
fulfilled my words in deeds. And Samuel was angry, and he cried out to the Lord all that night.) 

12 And (then) when Samuel had risen up by night to go early to Saul, it was told to 
Samuel, that Saul had come into Carmel, and had raised up to him a sign of victory (or 
and had raised up a victory monument for himself there); and that he had turned again from 
Amalek, and had passed forth, and had gone down into Gilgal. 


13 Then Samuel came to Saul, and Saul offered burnt sacrifice to the Lord of the chief 
things of the preys, which he had brought from Amalek. And the while Samuel came to 


Saul, Saul said to him, Blessed be thou of the Lord, I have [ful] filled the word of the Lord. 
(And when Samuel came to Saul, Saul was offering a burnt sacrifice to the Lord of the chief things 
of the prey which he had taken from the Amalekites. And when Samuel came over to Saul, Saul 
said to him, Blessed be thou of the Lord! I have fulfilled the word of the Lord.) 

14 And Samuel said, And what is this voice of flocks (or But what is this sound of the flocks), 
that soundeth in mine ears, and of (the) great beasts, which I hear? 

15 And Saul said, They brought those from Amalek (or They were taken from the 
Amalekites); for the people spared the best sheep and (the best) great beasts, that those 
should be offered to thy Lord God; and we killed the tother beasts. 

16 And Samuel said to Saul, Suffer thou me (or Allow me), and I shall show to thee what 
things the Lord hath spoken to me in this night. And Saul said to Samuel, Speak thou. 

17 And Samuel said, Whether not, when thou were little in thine own eyes, thou were 
made head in the lineages of Israel, and the Lord anointed thee into king on Israel; (And 
Samuel said, Was it not, when thou were small, or insignificant, in thy own eyes, thou were made 
the head of all the tribes of Israel, and did not the Lord anoint thee king upon Israel?) 

18 and the Lord sent thee into the way, and said, Go thou, and slay the sinners of 
Amalek, and thou shalt fight against them till to the slaying of them. (and the Lord sent 
thee on the way, and said, Go thou, and kill those sinners, the Amalekites, and thou shalt fight 
against them until they all be slaughtered.) 

19 Why therefore heardest thou not the voice of the Lord, but thou were turned to the 
prey (or but instead, thou took that prey), and (so) didest evil in the eyes of the Lord? 

20 And Saul said to Samuel, Yes, I heard the voice of the Lord, and I have gone in the 
way, by which the Lord sent me, and I have brought Agag, the king of Amalek, and I have 
killed Amalek. (And Saul said to Samuel, Yes, I did listen to the Lord’s voice, and I have gone on 
the way where he sent me, and I have brought Agag, the king of the Amalekites here, and I have 
killed all the other Amalekites.) 

21 Forsooth the people took of the prey, sheep and oxen, the first fruits/the chief fruits 
of those things that be slain, that they make sacrifice to their Lord God in Gilgal. (But 
the people kept of the prey, sheep and oxen, the first fruits or the chief fruits of those things that 
should be killed, to offer as a sacrifice to the Lord their God here in Gilgal.) 


3607 XRN 


1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 15:22 176 1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 16:1 


22 And Samuel said, Whether the Lord will burnt sacrifices, either slain sacrifices, and 
not more, rather, that men obey to the voice of the Lord? (or And Samuel said, Desireth 
the Lord burnt sacrifices, and slain sacrifices, or rather, that people obey his voice?) Forsooth 
obedience to him is better than sacrifices, and to take heed to his word is more than to 
offer the inner fatness of rams; 

23 for it is as the sin of maumetry to fight against God’s behest, and it is as the 
wickedness of idolatry to not assent to God’s behest. Therefore for that, that thou 
castedest away the word of the Lord, the Lord casted thee away, that thou be not king. 
(for it is like the sin of idolatry to fight against God’s command, and it is like the wickedness of 
idolatry to not assent to God’s command. And so because thou hast thrown away the word of the 
Lord, the Lord hath thrown thee away, so that thou not be king.) 

24 And Saul said to Samuel, I have sinned, for I have broken the word of the Lord, and 
thy words; and I dreaded the people, and obeyed to the voice of them; (And Saul said to 
Samuel, I have sinned, for I have disobeyed the word of the Lord, and thy words; for I feared the 
people, and obeyed their voice;) 

25 but now, I beseech thee, bear thou my sin, and turn thou again with me, (so) that I 
(can) worship the Lord. 

26 And Samuel said to Saul, I shall not turn again with thee, for thou castedest away 
the word of the Lord, and the Lord hath cast away thee, that thou be not king upon Israel. 
(And Samuel said to Saul, I shall not return with thee, for thou hast thrown away the word of the 
Lord, and so the Lord hath thrown thee away, so that thou not be king upon Israel.) 

27 And Samuel turned to go away; soothly Saul took the end of the mantle of Samuel, 
which also was rent. (And Samuel turned to leave; and Saul took hold of the end of Samuel’s 
mantle, and it tore.) 

28 And Samuel said to him, The Lord hath cut the realm of Israel from thee today (or 
The Lord hath torn away the kingdom of Israel from thee today), and he hath given it to thy 
neighbour, (who is) better than thou; 

29 certainly the Overcomer in Israel shall not spare them that will not obey to him, 
and he shall not be bowed by repentance; for he is not man, that is, changeable, that he 
do repentance, (or for he is not a man, that is, that he change his mind). 

30 And Saul said, I have sinned; but now honour thou me before the elder men of my 
people, and before Israel, and turn thou again with me, that I worship thy Lord God, (or 
and return thou with me, so that I can worship the Lord thy God). 

31 Therefore Samuel turned again, and followed Saul, and Saul worshipped the Lord. 

32 And Samuel said, Bring ye to me Agag, the king of Amalek. And Agag, most fat (and) 
trembling, was brought to him. And Agag said, Whether thus departeth bitter death? 
(And Samuel said, Bring ye to me Agag, the king of the Amalekites. And Agag, most fat and 
trembling, was brought to him. And Agag said, Hath bitter death thus departed, that is, May I 
live?) 

33 And Samuel said, As thy sword hath made women without free children, so thy 
mother shall be without free children among women. And Samuel hewed Agag into 
gobbets before the Lord in Gilgal. 

34 And (then) Samuel went into Ramah; and Saul went up into his house in Gibeah. 

35 And Samuel saw no more Saul unto the day of his death; nevertheless Samuel 
bewailed Saul, for it repented the Lord, that he had ordained Saul king upon Israel. (And 
Samuel never again saw Saul until his dying day; nevertheless Samuel bewailed Saul, and the Lord 
repented, that is, he regretted, that he had made Saul king upon Israel.) 


CHAPTER 16 
1 And the Lord said to Samuel, How long bewailest thou Saul, since I have cast him 
away, that he reign not upon Israel(?); fill thine horn with oil, and come, that I send thee 
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to Jesse of Bethlehem; for among his sons I have purveyed a king to me (or for I have chosen 
myself a king from among his sons). 

2 And Samuel said, How shall I go? for Saul shall hear (of it), and he shall slay me. And 
the Lord said, Thou shalt take a calf of the drove in thy hand (or Thou shalt take a calf from 
the herd with thee), and thou shalt say, I came to make sacrifice to the Lord. 

3 And thou shalt call Jesse to the sacrifice, and I shall show to thee (or and I shall tell 
thee), what thou shalt do; and thou shalt anoint whomever I shall show to thee. 

4 Then Samuel did, as the Lord spake to him; and he came into Bethlehem, and the 
elder men of the city wondered, and came to him, and said, Whether thine entry be 
peaceable? (or Hast thou come in peace? or Is all well?) 

5 And he said, It is peaceable; I came to make sacrifice to the Lord; be ye hallowed, and 
come ye with me, that I make sacrifice. Therefore he hallowed Jesse, and his sons, and 
called them to the sacrifice. (And he said, Yea, I have come in peace or all is well; I have come 
to offer a sacrifice to the Lord; be ye hallowed, and then come ye with me, and make ye also the 
sacrifice. Then he hallowed Jesse, and his sons, and invited them to the sacrifice.) 

6 And when they had entered, he saw Eliab, and said, in his heart, Whether before the 
Lord is his christ? (or Is this the Lord’s anointed?) 

7 And the Lord said to Samuel, Behold thou not his cheer (or Look thou not at his face), 
neither the highness of his stature; for I have cast him away, and I deem not by man’s 
sight; for man seeth those things that be open, but the Lord beholdeth the heart. 

8 And Jesse called Abinadab, and brought him before Samuel; and he said, Neither the 
Lord hath chosen this, (or and he said, The Lord hath not chosen this man either). 

9 And Jesse brought forth Shammah; of whom Samuel said, Also the Lord hath not 
chosen this (man). 

10 And so Jesse brought forth his seven sons before Samuel (or And so Jesse brought forth 
seven of his sons before Samuel); and Samuel said to Jesse, The Lord hath chosen none of 
these. 

11 And Samuel said to Jesse, Whether thy sons be now filled? And Jesse answered, 
Yet there is another little child, and he pastureth sheep. And Samuel said to Jesse, Send 
ye, and bring him hither; for we shall not sit to meat, before that he come hither. (And 
Samuel said to Jesse, Be these all thy sons? And Jesse answered, There is still another young boy, 
and he pastureth the sheep. And Samuel said to Jesse, Send ye for him, and bring him here; for we 
shall not sit to the meal, before that he come here.) 

12 Therefore Jesse sent, and brought him, (or And so Jesse sent for him, and brought him 
forth); soothly he was ruddy, and fair in sight, and of seemly face. And the Lord said, Rise 
thou, and anoint him; for it is he. 


13 Therefore Samuel took the horn of oil, and anointed him in the midst of his 
brethren; and the Spirit of the Lord was directed into David from that day forth. And 


(then) Samuel rose up, and went into Ramah. 

14 And so the Spirit of the Lord went away from Saul, and a wicked spirit of the Lord 
travailed Saul (or and then a wicked spirit from the Lord tormented him). 

15 And the servants of Saul said to him, Lo! an evil spirit of the Lord travaileth thee; 
(And Saul’s servants said to him, Behold! an evil spirit from the Lord tormenteth thee;) 

16 our lord the king command, and thy servants, that be before thee, shall seek a man, 
that can sing with an harp, and when the evil spirit of the Lord taketh thee, he harp with 
his hand, and thou bear it more easily. (let our lord the king command, and then thy servants, 
who be before thee, shall seek out aman who can play a harp, and so when the evil spirit from the 
Lord taketh hold of thee, he shall play his harp, and then thou shalt be able to bear it more easily.) 

17 And Saul said to his servants, Purvey ye to me some man singing well (or Find ye 
some man for me who can play well), and bring ye him to me. 
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18 And one of his servants answered and said, Lo! I saw a son of Jesse of Bethlehem, 
cunning to sing (or who knoweth how to play), and (a) most strong man, and a man able to 
(do) battle, and prudent in words, and a fair man; and the Lord is with him. 

19 Therefore Saul sent messengers to Jesse, and said, Send thou to me David thy son, 
that is keeping thy beasts. (And so Saul sent messengers to Jesse, and said, Send thou to me thy 
son David, who is keeping watch over thy sheep.) 

20 And so Jesse took an ass charged with loaves, and a gallon of wine, and a goat kid; 
and he sent those by the hand of David his son to Saul. (And so Jesse took a donkey loaded 
with loaves, and a gallon of wine, and a goat kid; and he sent them to Saul with his son David.) 

21 And David came to Saul, and stood before him; and Saul loved him greatly (or and 
Saul greatly loved him), and he was made his squire. 

22 And Saul sent to Jesse, and said, (Let) David stand in my sight, for he hath found 
grace in mine eyes. 

23 Then whenever the evil spirit of the Lord travailed Saul (or And whenever the evil 
spirit from the Lord tormented Saul), David took his harp, and harped with his hand, and 
Saul was comforted, and he had it more lightly; for (then) the evil spirit went away from 
him. 


CHAPTER 17 

1 Soothly the Philistines gathered together their companies into battle, and came 
together in Shochoh of Judah, and they setted tents betwixt Shochoh and Azekah, in 
the coasts of Dammim (or in Ephesdammim). 

2 And Saul and the men of Israel were gathered together, and came into the valley of 
Terebinth, and they dressed (the) battle array to fight against [the] Philistines. (And Saul 
and the men of Israel were gathered together, and came into the Elah Valley, and they directed the 
battle array to fight against the Philistines.) 

3 And the Philistines stood above the hill on this part, and Israel stood on the hill on 
the tother part of the valley, that was betwixt them. (And the Philistines stood on a hill on 
one side, and Israel stood on a hill on the other side, and the valley was between them.) 

4 And aman in the midst, that is, a strong man, and hardy, that goeth before the host, 
and is ready to fight against one of the enemies in singular battle, (that is, man-to-man), 
went out of the Philistines? tents, Goliath by name, of Gath, of six cubits high anda span; 
(And a champion went out from the Philistines? camp, whose name was Goliath, and was from 
Gath, and he was six cubits and a span in height;) 

5 and a brazen basinet on his head; and he was clothed with a mailed habergeon; and 
the weight of his habergeon was five thousand shekels of brass; (and he had a bronze helmet 
on his head; and was clothed with a breastplate of mail; and the weight of his breastplate was equal 
to five thousand brass shekels;) 

6 and he had on his thighs brazen boots, and a brazen shield covered his shoulders. 
(and he wore bronze boots up to his thighs, and a bronze shield covered his shoulders.) 

7 Forsooth the shaft of his spear was as the beam of webs (or And his spear shaft was like 
a weaver’s beam); and the iron of his spear weighed six hundred shekels of iron; and his 
squire went before him. 

8 And he stood, and cried (out) against the companies of (the) armed men of Israel, and 
said to them, Why came ye ready to (do) battle? Whether I am not a Philistine, and ye 
be the servants of Saul? Choose ye a man of you, and come he down to a singular battle, 
(that is, man-to-man); 

9 if he may fight with me, and slay me, we shall be your servants; forsooth if I have 


the mastery, and slay him, ye shall be bond (or ye shall be our bondsmen, or our slaves), and 
serve us. 
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10 And the Philistine said, I have said shame today to the companies of Israel; give ye 
[to me] a man, and begin he singular battle with me. (And the Philistine said, I have shamed 
Israel’s companies this day; now give ye to me a man, and let him fight with me man-to-man.) 

11 Soothly Saul and all men of Israel heard such words of the Philistine, and they were 
astonished, and dreaded greatly (or and were greatly afraid). 

12 Forsooth David was the son of a man of Ephrath, of whom it is said before, of 
Bethlehem of Judah, to whom the name was Jesse, and he had eight sons; and in the 
days of Saul, Jesse was an old man, and of great age among men. (And David was the son of 
aman of Ephrath, of whom it was spoken of before, of Bethlehem in Judah, whose name was Jesse, 
and he had eight sons; and Jesse was an old man in the days of Saul, and of great age among men.) 

13 And the three eldest sons of Jesse went after Saul into battle; and the names of his 
three sons, that went to battle (or who went to battle), were Eliab, the first begotten, and 


the second, Abinadab, and the third, Shammah. 
14 And David was the youngest. Then while the three eldest sons followed Saul, 


15 David went, and turned again from Saul, that he should keep the flock of his father 
in Bethlehem. (David returned home from Saul, so that he could care for his father’s flock in 
Bethlehem.) 

16 Forsooth the Philistine came forth in the morrowtide, and [at] eventide; and stood 
by forty days. [Forsooth the Philistine came forth early, and at even, standing (and) reproving 
the children of Israel (for) forty days.] 

17 And Jesse said to David his son, Take thou to thy brethren meat made of meal, the 
measure of ephah, and these ten loaves, and run thou in to the tents to thy brethren; 
(And Jesse said to his son David, Take thou to thy brothers this meal of roasted grain, an ephah in 
measure, and these ten loaves, and run thou to thy brothers? camp;) 

18 and thou shalt bare to the tribune these ten small cheeses; and thou shalt visit thy 
brethren, whether they do rightly (or and see ifall is well), and learn thou, with which men 
they be ordained. 

19 Forsooth Saul, and they, and all the sons of Israel in the valley of Terebinth fought 
against the Philistines. (Now Saul, and David’s brothers, and all the Israelites were in the Elah 
Valley fighting against the Philistines.) 

20 And so David rose (up) early, and he betook the flock to a keeper, and he went 
charged, as Jesse commanded to him; and he came to the place of Magal, and to the 
host, the which host went out to the fight, and it cried [out] in the fighting, (or and he 
came to the place of the circle of the camp, and to the army, who were going out to the battle, and 
were shouting out the war-cry). 

21 For Israel had ordained (the) battle array; and even against them, the Philistines 
were ready also, (or and opposite them, the Philistines were also ready). 

22 Then David left the vessels, that he had brought, under the hand of a keeper at the 
fardels, and he ran to the place of [the] battle, and he asked, if all things were done rightly 
with his brethren (or and he asked his brothers if all was well). 

23 And when he spake yet to them, that bastard appeared, Goliath by name, the 
Philistine of Gath, and he went up from the tents of the Philistines; and while he spake 
these same words, David heard. (And while he spoke to them, that champion appeared, Goliath 
by name, the Philistine of Gath, and he went up from the Philistines? camp; and when he spoke 
the same words as before, then David heard them.) 

24 And when all the men of Israel had seen the man, they fled from his sight, and 
dreaded him greatly (or and were greatly afraid of him). 

25 And each man of Israel said to (the) other, Whether thou hast seen this man that hath 
gone up? forsooth he went up to say shame, or reproof, to Israel; therefore the king shall 
make rich with great riches the man that slayeth that Philistine; and the king shall give 
his daughter to that man, and shall make the house of his father without (having to pay) 
tribute in Israel (or and he shall let his father’s family be exempt from paying any taxes in Israel). 
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26 And David spake to the men that stood with him, and said, What shall be given to 
the man that slayeth this Philistine, and doeth away shame from Israel? for who is this 
Philistine uncircumcised, that despiseth the battle arrays of God living? (or for who is this 
uncircumcised Philistine who despiseth the battle arrays of the living God?) 

27 Forsooth the people told to him the same word, and said, These things shall be given 
to the man that slayeth him. 

28 And when Eliab, his more brother/the elder brother of David, had heard this, while 
he spake with other men, he was wroth against David, and said, Why camest thou hither, 
and why hast thou left those few sheep in desert? (or and why hast thou left those few sheep 
back in the wilderness?) 1 know thy pride, and the waywardness of thine heart; for thou 
camest down to see the battle. 

29 And David said, What have I done? Whether it is not but a word? (or Did I not just ask 
a question?) 

30 And David went thence a little from him to another man; and David said the same 
word, and the people answered to him the word as they did before, (or and David asked 
the same question, and the people gave him the same answer). 

31 And the words were heard, that David spake, and they were told before Saul. And 
when David was brought to Saul, 

32 David spake to him thus, The heart of any man fall not down in him, for I thy servant 
shall go, and fight against the Philistine. (David spoke thus to him, Let not any man’s heart 
fall down because of that man, for I, thy servant, shall go, and fight against the Philistine.) 

33 And Saul said to David, Thou mayest not against-stand this Philistine, neither fight 
against him, for thou art a child (or for thou art but a boy, that is, a young man); forsooth 
this man is a warrior from his young waxing age. 

34 And David said to Saul, Thy servant kept his father’s flock, and (when) a lion came, 
also a bear/either a bear, and took away a ram from the midst of the flock; 

35 | pursued, and killed them, and I ravished it from their mouth; and they rose against 
me, and I took their nether jowl, and I strangled, and killed them. (Ipursued him, and killed 
him, and I delivered the ram out of his mouth; and when he rose up against me, I took his lower 
jaw, and I strangled him, and killed him dead.) 

36 For I thy servant killed both the lion and the bear; therefore and this Philistine 
uncircumcised shall be as one of them. Now I shall go, and I shall do away the shame/ 
the reproof of the people; for who is this Philistine uncircumcised, that was hardy to 
curse the host of God living? (For I thy servant, killed both the lion and the bear; and so 
this uncircumcised Philistine shall be like one of them. And now I shall go, and I shall do away 
the people’s shame, or their reproof; for who is this uncircumcised Philistine, who was fool-hardy 
enough to curse the army of the living God?) 

37 And again David said, The Lord that delivered me from the mouth of the lion, and 
from the hand, that is, (the) power, of the bear, he shall deliver me from the hand of this 
Philistine. And Saul said to David, Go thou, and the Lord be with thee. 

38 And Saul clothed David with his clothes, and he set a brazen basinet on his head, 
and clothed him with an habergeon. 

39 Therefore David was girded with his sword on his cloth (or cloak), and began to assay 
if he might go armed; for he had not [the] custom. And David said to Saul, I may not go 
thus, for I have not the uses of it. And David put away (all) those [things], 

40 and he took his staff, that he had ever[more] in his hands. And he chose to him five 
full clear round stones, that is, hard, plain, and round, of the strand, (or And he chose out 
of the stream for himself five hard, round, plain stones); and he put those into his shepherd’s 
scrip, that he had with him; and he took a sling in his hand, and he went forth against 
the Philistine. 

41 Soothly the Philistine went, going and nighing against David; and his squire went 
before him. (And the Philistine came forth toward David; and his squire went before him.) 
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42 And when the Philistine had beheld David, and saw him, he despised David; forsooth 
David was a young waxing man, ruddy, and fair in sight. 

43 And the Philistine said to David, Whether I am a dog, for thou comest to me with a 
staff? And the Philistine cursed David in his gods; (And the Philistine said to David, Am I but 
a dog, that thou comest to me with a staff? And the Philistine cursed David by his gods;) 

44 and he said to David, Come thou to me, and I shall give thy flesh to the fowls of the 
air, and to [the] beasts of the earth. 

45 And David said to Goliath, Thou comest to me with a sword, and (a) spear, and (a) 
shield; but I come to thee in (the) name of the Lord of hosts, (the) God of the companies 
of Israel, to whom thou hast said reproof today. 

46 And the Lord shall give thee in(to) mine hand, and I shall slay thee, and I shall take 
thine head from thee; and today I shall give the dead bodies of the tents of Philistines 
to the fowls of (the) heaven(s), and to the beasts of the earth, (or and today I shall give the 
dead bodies of the Philistine’s host, or army, to the birds of the air, and to the beasts of the earth); 
(so) that all the earth (shall) know, that the Lord God is in Israel, 

47 and that all this church know, that the Lord saveth not in sword neither in spear; for 
the battle is his, and he shall betake you into our hands. (and so that all this congregation 
shall know, that the Lord saveth not by sword or by spear; for the battle is his, and he shall deliver 
you into our hands.) 

48 Therefore when the Philistine had risen (up), and came, and nighed against David 
(or and came toward David), David hasted, and ran to (the) battle against the Philistine. 

49 And David put his hand in his scrip, and he took out a stone, and he casted it with 
his sling, and led [it] about, and smote the Philistine in the forehead; and the stone was 
fastened in his forehead, and he felled down into his face on the earth. (And David put his 
hand into his bag, and he took out a stone, and he led it about, and threw it with his sling, and hit 
the Philistine in the forehead; and the stone stuck in his forehead, and he fell down on his face on 
the ground.) 

50 And David had the mastery against the Philistine in a sling anda stone, and he killed 


the Philistine smitten. And when David had no sword in his hand, (And so David had the 
mastery against the Philistine with a sling and a stone, and he struck down the Philistine, and 


killed him. And when David had no sword in his hand,) 

51 he ran, and stood on the Philistine, and took (hold of) his sword; and David drew 
out the sword of his sheath, and killed him, and cut off his head, (or and David drew the 
sword out of its sheath, and killed him, and cut off his head). And the Philistines saw, that the 
strongest of them was dead, and they fled. 

52 And the sons of Israel and of Judah rose up together, and cried [out], and pursued 
the Philistines, till the time they came into the valley, and unto the gate(s) of Ekron. And 
the wounded men of the Philistines fell down in the way of Shaaraim, and unto Gath, 
and unto Ekron, (or And the wounded men of the Philistines fell down on the way to Shaaraim, 
and unto Gath, and unto Ekron). 

53 And the sons of Israel turned again, after that they had pursued the Philistines, 
and they assailed their tents. (And the Israelites returned, after that they had pursued the 
Philistines, and they looted their camp.) 

54 Forsooth David took the head of the Philistine, and brought it into Jerusalem; 
soothly he putted his armours in the tabernacle of the Lord (or but he put Goliath’s arms, 
or his weapons, in his own tent). 

55 Forsooth in that time in which Saul saw David going out against the Philistine, he 
said to Abner, [the] prince of his chivalry, Abner, of what generation is this young man? 
And Abner said, King, thy soul liveth, I know not. (Now at the time when Saul saw David 
going out against the Philistine, he said to Abner, the leader of his cavalry, or his army, Abner, 
whose son is this young man? And Abner said, O king, as thy soul liveth, I do not know.) 

56 And the king said, Ask thou, whose son this boy is. 
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57 And when David had come again, when the Philistine was slain, Abner took David, 
and brought him in, having in the hand the head of the Philistine, before Saul. (And when 
David had come back, after the Philistine was killed, Abner took David, and brought him in before 
Saul, with the head of the Philistine still in his hand.) 

58 And Saul said to him, Of what generation art thou, young man? And David said, I 
am the son of thy servant, Jesse of Bethlehem. 


CHAPTER 18 

1 And it was done, when David had ended to speak to Saul, the soul of Jonathan was 
glued together to the soul of David, that is, (they were) joined together by the glue of 
charity, (or of love), that may not be broken, and Jonathan loved him as his own soul (or 
and Jonathan loved him as much as he loved his own life). 

2 And Saul took David in that day, and granted not to him, that he should turn again 
into the house of his father. (And from that day on, Saul kept David with him, and would not 
allow him to return to his father’s house.) 

3 And Jonathan and David made a bond of peace; for Jonathan loved David as his own 
soul; (And Jonathan and David made a covenant; for Jonathan loved David as much as he loved 
his own life;) 

4 for why Jonathan unclothed himself from the coat that he was clothed in, and he 
gave it to David, and his other clothes, unto his sword and his bow, and unto his girdle. 

5 And David went forth to all things, to whatever things Saul sent him, and he governed 
himself prudently; and Saul setted him over the men of battle, and he was accepted in 
the eyes of all the people, and mostly in the sight of the servants of Saul (or and even 
before Saul’s officers). 

6 Forsooth when David turned again, when the Philistine was slain, and bare the head 
of the Philistine into Jerusalem, women went out of all the cities of Israel, and sang, 
and led dances, against the coming of king Saul, in tympans of gladness, and in trumps. 


(And when David returned, when the Philistine was killed, and carried the Philistine’s head into 
Jerusalem, women came out from all the cities of Israel, and sang, and danced, and greeted King 


Saul with joyful tambourines, and trumpets.) 

7 And the women sang, playing, and saying, Saul hath slain a thousand, and David 
ten thousand. (And the women sang to one another as they danced, saying, Saul hath killed 
thousands, but David hath killed tens of thousands.) 

8 And Saul was wroth greatly, and this word displeased before him; and he said, They 
have given ten thousand to David, and but one thousand to me; what leaveth to him, no 
but the realm alone? (And Saul was greatly angered, for these words displeased him; and he 
said, They have given tens of thousands to David, but only thousands to me; what is left for him 
now, but only the kingdom itself?) 

9 Therefore Saul beheld David not with rightful eye, from that day and afterward. (And 
so from that day on, Saul did not look kindly upon David.) 

10 Soothly after the tother day, a wicked spirit of God assailed Saul, (or And the next day, 
a wicked spirit from God tormented Saul), and he prophesied in the midst of his house. And 
David harped with his hand, as by all days before; and Saul held a spear, 

11 and (then he) cast it, and guessed that he might preen David with the wall, that is, 
pierce (right through him) with the spear, so that it should pass into the wall; and David 
bowed [aside] from his face the second time (or and twice David veered away from the spear 
that Saul threw at him). 

12 And Saul dreaded, (or feared), David, for the Lord was with David, and had gone away 


from him. 
13 Then Saul removed David from himself (or Then Saul removed David from his household), 


and made him (a) chieftain upon a thousand men; and David went out and he came in 
before the people. 
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14 And David did wisely in all his ways, and the Lord was with him; 

15 and so Saul saw that David was full prudent/was full wise, and he began to beware 
of David. 

16 And all Israel and Judah loved David; for he went in and out before them. 

17 And Saul said to David, Lo! mine elder daughter Merab, I shall give her (for a) wife 
to thee; only be thou a strong man, and fight thou the Lord’s battles. Forsooth Saul 
areckoned, and said, Mine hand be not in him, but the hand of Philistines be on him, 
(or But Saul reckoned, and said to himself, My hand shall not be upon him, but the hands of the 
Philistines shall be upon him). 

18 And David said to Saul, Who am I, either what is my life, either (what is) the family 
of my father in Israel, that I (should) be made the son-in-law of the king? 

19 And when the time came that Merab, the daughter of Saul, should have been given 
wife to David, she was given wife to Adriel Meholathite. (But when the time came that 
Merab, Saul’s daughter, should have been given for a wife to David, instead she was given for a 
wife to Adriel the Meholathite.) 

20 Forsooth David loved Michal, the [tother] daughter of Saul; and it was told to Saul, 
and it pleased him. 

21 And Saul said, I shall give her to him, that it be to him into cause of stumbling, and 
the hand of Philistines be upon him. Therefore Saul said to David, In (wedding one of my) 
two daughters thou shalt be my son-in-law today. (And Saul said, I shall give her to him, so 
that she shall become a cause of stumbling to him, and so that the hands of the Philistines shall 
be upon him. And so Saul said to David, By wedding my younger daughter, on that day thou shalt 
become my son-in-law.) 

22 And Saul commanded to his servants, (and said), Speak ye privily to David, as if it 
were me unwitting, (or Speak ye privately to David, as if I did not know it), and say ye to him, 
Lo! thou pleasest the king, and all his servants love thee; now therefore be thou [the] 
husband of the king’s daughter. 

23 And the servants of Saul spake all these words in the ears of David. And David said, 
Whether it seem little to you (for)me to be the king’s son-in-law? Forsooth I am a poor 
man, and a feeble (or I am but a poor and feeble man). 

24 And the servants told to Saul, and said, David spake such words. 

25 Soothly Saul said, Thus speak ye to David, The king hath no need to gifts for spousals, 
no but only to an hundred prepuces, that is, men’s rods uncircumcised, of the Philistines, 
that vengeance be made of the king’s enemies. Certainly Saul thought to betake David 
into the hands of Philistines. (And Saul said, Speak ye thus to David, and say, The king 
hath no need for wedding gifts, but only for a hundred prepuces,that is, the rods of a hundred 
uncircumcised men, of the Philistines, so that vengeance be taken upon the king’s enemies. For 
Saul intended to deliver David into the hands of the Philistines.) 


26 And when the servants of Saul had told to David the words, which Saul had said, 
the word pleased in the eyes of David, that he should be made the king’s son-in-law. And 


after a few days, (And when Saul’s servants told David what Saul had said, it pleased him, that 
he could become the king’s son-in-law. And so, after a few days,) 

27 David rose up, and went into Ekron, with the men that were with him, and he killed 
of Philistines two hundred men; and David brought their prepuces, and he numbered 
those to the king, that he should be the king’s son-in-law. And so Saul gave Michal, his 
daughter, wife to him. (David rose up, and went to Ekron, with the men who were with him, and 
he killed two hundred of the Philistine men; and David brought their foreskins, and he counted 
those out to the king, so that he could be made the king’s son-in-law. And so Saul gave Michal, his 
daughter, for a wife to him.) 

28 And Saul saw, and understood, that the Lord was with David. Certainly Michal, 
Saul’s daughter, loved David, 
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29 and Saul began more to dread David (or and then Saul began to fear David even more); 
and (so) Saul was made (an) enemy to David in all days. 

30 And the princes of (the) Philistines went out to fight; but from the beginning of 
their going out, David bare himself more wisely than all the men of Saul; and the name 
of David was made full solemn (or and David’s name became very famous). 


CHAPTER 19 

1 Soothly Saul spake to Jonathan, his son, and to all his servants, that they should slay 
David; 

2 certainly Jonathan, the son of Saul, loved David greatly. And Jonathan showed to 
David, and said, Saul, my father, seeketh to slay thee; wherefore, I beseech, keep thyself 
tomorrow early; and thou shalt dwell privily, and thou shalt be hid. (but Jonathan, Saul’s 
son, greatly loved David. And Jonathan told David, My father Saul seeketh to kill thee; and so, I 
beseech thee, be careful tomorrow morning; remain thou in secret, and be thou hid.) 

3 And I shall go out, and stand beside my father in the field, wherever he shall be; and 
I shall speak of thee to my father, and whatever thing I shall see/and whatever thing I 
shall understand of him, I shall tell thee, (or and whatever I shall learn from him, I shall tell 
thee). 

4 Then Jonathan spake good things of David to Saul, his father, and said to him, King, 
do thou not sin against thy servant David, for he hath not sinned to thee, and his works 
be full good to thee; (Then Jonathan spoke good things about David to his father Saul, and said 
to him, O king, do not thou sin against thy servant David, for he hath not sinned against thee, and 
his works be very good towards thee;) 

5 and he putted his life in his hand, and he killed the Philistine. And the Lord made 
great help to all Israel; thou sawest, and were glad; why therefore sinnest thou in 
guiltless blood, and wilt slay David, that is without guilt? (and he put his life in his hands, 
and he killed the Philistine. And the Lord won a great victory for all Israel; thou sawest this, and 
wast glad; and so why sinnest thou against innocent blood, and wilt kill David, who is without 
guilt?) 

6 And when Saul had heard this, he was pleased with the speaking of Jonathan, and 
he swore, (As) The Lord liveth, for David shall not be slain. 

7 And so Jonathan called David, and showed to him all these words (or and told him all 
these things). And Jonathan brought in David to Saul, and he was before him as [he was] 
yesterday and the third day ago. 

8 Forsooth (the) battle was moved again; and David went out, and fought against the 
Philistines, and he smote them with a great wound/with great fierceness, and they fled 
from his face. 

9 And the evil spirit of the Lord was made upon Saul (or And then again an evil spirit from 
the Lord came upon Saul); and he sat in his house, and held a spear; certainly David harped 
with his hand. 

10 And Saul enforced to preen, that is pierce, with the spear (right through) David in(to) 
the wall; and David bowed [aside] from the face of Saul; and the spear without hurt of 
David was fixed into the wall; and David fled, and so he was saved in that night. (And Saul 
endeavoured to preen David with the spear, that is, to pierce right through him, into the wall; but 
David veered away from the spear thrown by Saul; and it was fixed into the wall without hurting 
him; and David fled, and so he was saved that night.) 

11 Therefore Saul sent his knights in the night into the house of David, that they should 
keep him, and that he should be slain in the morrowtide. And when Michal, the wife of 
David, had told this to David, and said, If thou savest not thee in this night, thou shalt 
die tomorrow; (And so Saul sent his sergeants in the night to David’s house, to keep watch over 
him, and then to kill him in the morning. And Michal, David’s wife, told this to David, and said, If 
thou savest not thyself this night, thou shalt die tomorrow;) 
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12 and she let him down by a window. And David went, and fled thence, and (so) he 


was saved. 
13 And Michal took an image (or And Michal took an idol), and laid it on the bed of David, 


and she put a rough goatskin at the head thereof, and covered it with clothes. 

14 Forsooth Saul sent sergeants, that should ravish David, and it was answered, that he 
was sick. (Then when Saul’s sergeants entered to take hold of David, she said that he was sick.) 

15 And again Saul sent messengers, that they should see David, and he said, Bring ye 
him to me in the bed, that he be slain. (And Saul sent the men back to see David for themselves, 
and he said, Bring ye him to me in his bed, and then I shall kill him myself}) 

16 And when the messengers had come, a simulacrum was found on the bed, and skins 
of goat at the head thereof. (And when the men had come in, they found the idol on the bed, 
with a goatskin at its head.) 

17 And Saul said to Michal, Why scornedest thou me so (or Why hast thou so scorned me), 
and deliveredest mine enemy, (so) that he fled? And Michal answered to Saul, For he 
spake to me, and said, Deliver thou me, (or) else I shall slay thee. 


18 Forsooth David fled, and was saved; and he came to Samuel into Ramah, and told 
to him all things which Saul had done to him; and he and Samuel went, and dwelled in 
Naioth. 

19 And it was told to Saul of men (or And some men told this to Saul), saying to him, Lo! 
David is in Naioth in Ramah. 

20 Therefore Saul sent men-slayers, that they should ravish 

(from) thence David; and when they had seen the company of prophets prophesying, 
and Samuel standing over them, the Spirit of the Lord was made in them, and they also 
began to prophesy. (And so Saul sent some men-killers to take hold of David there; and when 
they had seen the group of prophets prophesying, and Samuel standing at their head, the Spirit of 
the Lord was made upon them, and they also began to prophesy.) 

21 And when this was told to Saul, he sent also other messengers; soothly and they 
prophesied. And again Saul sent the third messengers, and they prophesied. (And when 
this was told to Saul, he sent other men; and they also prophesied. And a third time Saul sent even 
more men, and they also prophesied.) 

22 And Saul was wroth with irefulness; and he also went into Ramah (or and then he 
went to Ramah), and he came unto the great cistern which is in Sechu, and he asked, and 
said, In what place be Samuel and David? And it was said to him, Lo! they be in Naioth 
in Ramah. 

23 And he went (thither) into Naioth in Ramah; and the Spirit of the Lord was made 
also on him, (or And he went on toward Naioth in Ramah; and the Spirit of the Lord was also 
made upon him); and he went (on), and entered, and prophesied, till the while he came 
into Naioth in Ramah. 

24 And Saul also unclothed him(self) of his clothes, and he prophesied with other men 
before Samuel, and he prophesied naked all that day and night. Wherefore a common 
saying went out, Whether and Saul be among [the] prophets? (or And so a common saying 
went out, Is Saul now also among the prophets?) 


CHAPTER 20 


1 Forsooth David fled from Naioth, which is in Ramah, and came and spake before 
Jonathan (or and came and said to Jonathan), What have I done? what is my wickedness, 
and what is my sin against thy father, for (that) he seeketh my life? 

2 And Jonathan said to him, Far be it from thee, thou shalt not die, for my father shall 
not do anything great either little, no but he show first to me; therefore, (would) my 
father (have) kept privy from me this word only, forsooth it shall not be. And again he 
swore to David. (And Jonathan said to him, Far be it from thee, thou shalt not die, for my father 
shall not do anything great or small, no but first he tell it to me; would my father have only kept 
secret this word from me? no, it is not so. And again he swore to David.) 
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3 And David said, Truly thy father knoweth, that I have found grace in thine eyes, and 
he shall say, Jonathan know not this, lest peradventure he be sorry; certainly the Lord 
liveth, and thy soul liveth, for, that I say so, I and death be parted only by one degree. 
(And David said, Truly thy father knoweth that I have found favour in thy sight, and he shall say, 
I will not let Jonathan know this, lest he become angry, or upset; truly, as the Lord liveth, and as 
thy soul liveth, I say that I and death be separated by only one degree.) 


4 And Jonathan said to David, Whatever thing thy soul shall say to me, I shall do it to 
thee. (And Jonathan said to David, Whatever thou shalt ask me, I shall do it for thee.) 

5 And David said to Jonathan, Lo! calends be tomorrow, that is the feast of the new 
moon, and by custom I am wont to sit by the king to eat; therefore suffer thou me, that 
I be hid in the field till to [the] eventide of the third day, (or but instead, allow me to hide in 
the field until the evening of the third day). 


6 And if thy father beholdeth, and asketh after me, thou shalt answer to him, David 
prayed me, that he might go at once into Bethlehem, his city, for solemn sacrifices be 
now there to all [the] men of his lineage (or for now is the time of the annual sacrifice there 
for all the men of his family). 


7 If he saith, Well, peace shall be to thy servant; forsooth if he is wroth, know thou, 
that his malice is filled. (And if he saith, Fine, then peace shall be to thy servant; but if he is 
angry, then know thou, that he is determined to harm me.) 


8 Therefore do thou mercy into thy servant, for thou hast made me thy servant to 
make with thee (a) bond of peace of the Lord; but if any wickedness is in me, slay thou 
me, and bring thou not in me to thy father. (And so do thou mercy with me, thy servant, for 
thou hast made a covenant with me before the Lord; but if there is any wickedness in me, then 
thou kill me, and do not bring me in to thy father.) 


9 And Jonathan said, Far be this from me, for it may not be done, that I tell (it) not to 
thee, if I know certainly, that the malice of my father is filled against thee. (And Jonathan 
said, Far be this from me, for it will not be done, that I do not tell it to thee, if I know with certainty, 
that my father is determined to harm thee.) 


10 And David answered to Jonathan, Who shall tell me, if in case thy father answereth 
hard [to thee] anything of me? (And David asked Jonathan, Who shall tell me, if thy father saith 
anything hard to thee about me?) 

11 And Jonathan said to David, Come thou, and go we forth into the field. And when 
they both had gone into the field, 


12 Jonathan said (out loud) to David, Thou Lord God of Israel, if I inquire the sentence 
of my father tomorrow, either in the next day after, (or O Lord God of Israel, if I inquire about 
my father’s thoughts tomorrow, or the next day), and any good thing be said of thee, (David), 
and I send not at once to thee, and make it known to thee, 

13 God do these things to Jonathan, and add these (other) things. And if the malice of 
my father continue against thee, I shall show it to thine ear (or I shall tell it to thee), and I 
shall deliver thee, (so) that thou go in peace; and the Lord be with thee, as he was with 
my father. 

14 And if I live, do thou the mercies of the Lord to me; forsooth if I am dead, (And while 
I live, do thou the Lord’s mercies to me; but if I should die,) 

15 take thou not away thy mercy from mine house unto without end; and if 1 do it not, 
when the Lord shall draw out by the root the enemies of David, each man from the land, 
take he away Jonathan from his house, and seek the Lord of the hand of the enemies 
of David. (take thou not away thy mercy from my family forevermore; and even when the Lord 
shall draw out David’s enemies by the root, yea, each man from the land, let the Lord call David to 
account, if he and his household, or his family, no longer be my friends.) 
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16 Therefore Jonathan made [a] bond of peace with the house of David, and the Lord 
sought (it) of the hand of [the] enemies of David. (And so Jonathan made a covenant with the 
house of David, saying, Let the Lord seekjustice for me at the hands of David’s enemies.) 

17 And Jonathan added to swear steadfastly to David, for he loved him; for he loved so 
David, as his own soul. (And Jonathan added to steadfastly swear to David, for he loved him; 
yea, he loved David as much as his own life.) 

18 And Jonathan said to David, Tomorrow is the first day of the month, that is solemn 
(or and that is a feast day), and thou shalt be sought (after); 

19 and thy sitting shall be asked (of) till after the morrow. Therefore thou shalt go 
down hastily, and thou shalt come into a place, where thou shalt be hid in the day, when 
it is leaveful to work (or while this business is at hand); and thou shalt sit beside the stone, 
that is called Ezel. 

20 And I shall shoot three arrows beside that stone, and I shall cast (those) as (if) 
exercising, either playing me at a sign. (And I shall shoot three arrows toward that stone, 
and I shall shoot them as if I were aiming at a mark, or at a target.) 

21 | shall send my child, and I shall say to him, Go thou, and bring to me the arrows. 
If I say to the child, Lo! the arrows be on this side (of) thee, take thou those; then come 
thou to me, for peace is to thee, and nothing is of evil, the Lord liveth. (And I shall send 
my boy, and I shall say to him, Go thou, and bring me the arrows. Now if I say to the boy, Behold! 
the arrows be on this side of thee, take thou them; then come thou to me, for all is well for thee, 
and nothing is of evil, as the Lord liveth.) 

22 But if I speak thus to the child, Lo! the arrows be beyond thee; go thou in peace, 
for the Lord hath delivered thee. (But if I speak thus to the boy, Behold! the arrows be beyond 
thee; then go thou away to save thy own life, for the Lord hath sent thee away.) 

23 Certainly of the word that thou and I have spoken, that is, of the bond of peace 
betwixt us and our heirs, (or that is, of the covenant between us and our heirs), the Lord be 
witness betwixt me and thee till into without end. 

24 Therefore David was hid in the field; and the calends/the solemn feast came, and 
the king sat to eat bread (or and the king sat down to eat his meal). 

25 And when the king had set on his chair (as) by custom, which chair was beside the 
wall, Jonathan rose, and sat after Abner, and Abner sat at the side of Saul, and the place 
of David appeared void (or and David’s place was empty). 

26 And Saul spake not anything in that day; for he thought, that in hap it befelled to 
him, that he was not clean, neither purified. (And Saul did not say anything about David 
that day; for he thought perhaps it befell that David was not clean, or purified.) 

27 And when the second day after the calends had shined, again the place of David 
appeared void. And Saul said to Jonathan his son, Why cometh not the son of Jesse, 
neither yesterday, neither today, to eat? (And when the second day came after that the new 
moon had shone, again David’s place was empty. And Saul said to his son Jonathan, Why cometh 
not the son of Jesse to eat, not yesterday, or today?) 

28 And Jonathan answered to Saul, He prayed me meekly that he should go into 
Bethlehem (or He humbly asked me if he could go to Bethlehem); 

29 and he said, Suffer thou me, for solemn sacrifice is (now) in my city; one of my 
brethren [hath] called me; now therefore, if I [have] found grace in thine eyes, I shall go 
soon, and I shall see my brethren, (or I shall go swiftly, and I shall see my brothers); for this 
cause he cometh not to the table of the king. 

30 And Saul was wroth against Jonathan, and said to him, Thou son of the woman 
willfully ravishing a man (or Thou son of the woman who willfully robbeth a man), whether 
I know not, that thou lovest the son of Jesse into thy [own] confusion, and into the 
confusion of thy shameful mother? 
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31 For in all the days in which the son of Jesse liveth on [the] earth, thou shalt not be 
stablished, neither thy realm, (or thou shalt not be secure, nor shall thy kingdom); therefore 
right now/at once send thou, and bring him to me, for he is the son of death. 

32 And Jonathan answered to Saul his father, and said, Why shall he die? what hath he 


done? 
33 And Saul took a spear, that he should smite him, and Jonathan understood, that it 


was determined of his father, that David should be slain, (or and Jonathan understood that 
his father was determined to kill David). 

34 Then Jonathan rose (up) from the table in full fierce wrath, and he ate not bread in 
the second day of calends (or and he ate nothing on the second day of the feast); for he was 
sorry for David, for his father had shamed him. 

35 And when the morrowtide had shined, Jonathan came into the field, and a little 
child with him, by the covenant made of David. (And when the morning came, Jonathan 
went into the field, and had a young boy with him, as by the pact which he had made with David.) 

36 And Jonathan said to his child, Go thou, and bring to me the arrows that I shoot. 
And when the child had run forth, he shot another arrow beyond the child. (And Jonathan 
said to his boy, Go thou, and bring me back the arrows that I shoot. And as the boy ran forth, he 
shot the arrows beyond the boy.) 

37 Therefore when the child came to the place of the arrow that Jonathan had shot, 
Jonathan cried behind the back of the child, and said, Lo! the arrow is not there, certainly 
it is beyond thee. (And so when the boy came to the place where the arrows were that Jonathan 
had shot, Jonathan cried behind the boy’s back, and said, Behold! the arrows be not there, but they 
be beyond thee.) 

38 And Jonathan cried again behind the back of the child, Haste thou swiftly, stand 
thou not. Soothly the child gathered up the arrows of Jonathan, and brought them to 
his lord, (And Jonathan cried again behind the back of the boy, Run thou quickly, do not thou 
stand still. And the boy gathered up the arrows of Jonathan, and brought them back to his lord,) 

39 and utterly the child knew not what was done; for only Jonathan and David knew 
the thing. (and utterly the boy could not understand what had happened; but Jonathan and 
David knew what the words really meant.) 

40 Then Jonathan gave his bow and arrows to the child, and said to him, Go thou, bear 
these into the city. (Then Jonathan gave his bow and arrows to the boy, and said to him, Go thou, 
carry these back to the city.) 

41 And when the child had gone, David rose from the place that went to the south; and 
he felled low upon the earth, and worshipped the third time, and they kissed themselves 
together, and wept together; but David wept more. (And when the boy had gone, David rose 
up from a place toward the south; and he fell low on the ground, and bowed three times, and then 
they kissed one another, and wept together; but David wept more.) 

42 Then Jonathan said to David, Go thou in peace; whatever things we both have sworn 
in the name of the Lord, and said, The Lord be betwixt me and thee, and betwixt my seed 
and thy seed, till into without end, be steadfast, (or unwavering). And David rose up, and 
went forth, but and Jonathan went into the city. 


CHAPTER 21 


1 Forsooth David came into Nob to Ahimelech, the priest; and Ahimelech wondered, 
for David had come, (or and Ahimelech wondered why David had come there); and he said to 
David, Why art thou alone, and no man is with thee? 

2 And David said to Ahimelech the priest, The king hath commanded to me a word, 
and said, No man know this thing, for which thou art sent from me, and what manner 
behests I have given to thee; for I said also to my young men, that they should go into 
that and that place, (or and so I said to my young men, that they should go to such and such a 
place); 
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3 now therefore if thou hast anything at hand, either five loaves (or even five loaves), 
give thou (them) to me, either whatever thing thou findest. 


4 And the priest answered to David, and said to him, I have not lay, that is, common, 
loaves at hand, but only holy bread; whether the young men be clean, and mostly of 
women? (And the priest answered David, and said to him, I do not have any lay loaves, or common 
bread, at hand, only holy bread; thy young men, be they clean, at least from women?) 


5 And David answered to the priest, and said to him, And soothly if it is done of women, 
we have abstained us from yesterday and the third day ago, when we went out, and the 
vessels, that is, (the) bodies, of the young men were clean; certainly this way is defouled, 
but and it shall be hallowed today in the vessels. (And David answered the priest, and said 
to him, If it is asked of women, we have abstained ourselves from yesterday and the third day ago, 
when we went out, and so the young men’s bodies be clean; truly, that way is defiled, but their 
bodies remain pure.) 


© Therefore the priest gave to him hallowed bread, for none other bread was there, 
but only loaves of setting forth, that were taken away from the face of the Lord, that 
hot loaves shall be set forth. (And so the priest gave him the consecrated bread, for there was 
no other bread there, but only the loaves of setting forth, that is, the loaves of proposition, or the 
showbread, which had been taken away from before the Lord, and replaced with fresh hot loaves.) 


7 Andaman of the servants of Saul was there that day, within in the tabernacle of the 
Lord; and his name was Doeg of Idumea, the mightiest man of the herds(men) of Saul. 


8 And David said to Ahimelech, If thou hast here at hand (a) spear, either (a) sword, 
give it to me; for I took not with me my sword, neither mine armours (nor my own arms, 
or my own weapons); for why the king’s word constrained me to go in haste. 


° And the priest said, Lo! the sword of Goliath (the) Philistine, whom thou killedest 
in the valley of Terebinth, is wrapped in a cloth next after [the] ephod; if thou wilt take 
this, take it; for (t)here is none other except that. And David said, None other is like this, 
give thou it to me. (And the priest said, Behold! the sword of Goliath the Philistine, whom thou 
killedest in the Elah Valley, is wrapped in a cloth behind the ephod; if thou wilt have it, then take 
it; for there is nothing else here except that. And David said, There is no other like it, give it to me.) 


10 And so David rose up, and fled in that day from the face of Saul, and came to Achish, 
the king of Gath. 


11 And the servants of Achish said to him, when they had seen David, Whether this 
is not David, [the] king of the land? Whether they sang not to him by quires/by carols, 
and said, Saul smote a thousand, and David smote ten thousand? (or Did they not sing 
about him as they danced, saying, Saul struck down thousands, but David struck down tens of 
thousands?) 


12 And David took these words in his heart, and he dreaded greatly of the face of 
Achish, king of Gath. (And David took these words to heart, and so he greatly feared King Achish 
of Gath.) 


13 And David changed his mouth before Achish, and felled down betwixt their hands, 
and he painted on the doors of the gate, and his dribbles, that is, spittles, flowed down 
into his beard. 

14 And Achish said to his servants, See ye the mad man? (or See ye not that the man is 
mad?) why brought ye him to me? 


15 whether mad men fail to us? why have ye brought in him, that he should be mad, 
while I am present? Deliver ye him from hence, lest he enter into mine house. (do we 
not have enough mad men here already? why have ye brought him in, so that he can be deranged 
right in front of me! Get ye him away from here, lest he enter into my house, and touch things!) 
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1 Therefore David went from thence, and fled into the den of Adullam, (or And so David 
went from there, and fled to the cave of Adullam); and when his brethren, and all the house 
of his father had heard this, they came down thither to him. 

2 And all men that were set in anguish, and oppressed with other men’s debt, and 
in bitter soul, came together to him; and he was made the prince of them, and as four 
hundred men were with him. (And all men who were set in anguish, and were oppressed with 
owing debt to other men, and were bitter in soul, came together to him; and so about four hundred 
men were with him.) 

3 And David went forth from thence into Mizpeh, that is in Moab; and he said to the 
king of Moab, I pray, dwell my father and my mother with you, till I know what thing 
God shall do to me. (And David went forth from there to Mizpeh, which is in Moab; and he said 
to the king of Moab, I pray thee, let my father and my mother stay with you, until I know what 
God shall do for me.) 

4 And he left them there before the face of the king of Moab; and they dwelled at him 
in all the days, that David was in stronghold. (And so he left them there with the king of Moab; 
and they stayed with him all the days that David was in his stronghold.) 

5 And Gad, the prophet, said to David, Do not thou dwell in the forcelet, or the 
stronghold; go thou forth, and go into the land of Judah. And David went forth, and 
came into the forest of Hareth. 

6 And Saul heard, that David appeared, and the men that were with him. And when 
Saul dwelled in Gibeah, and was in a wood that is in Ramah, and he held a spear in his 


hand, and all his servants stood about him, (And Saul heard that David, and the men who 
were with him, had appeared. And Saul then lived in Gibeah, and was in a forest that is in Ramah, 


and he held a spear in his hand, and all his servants stood about him,) 

7 he said to his servants that stood nigh [to] him, Ye sons of Benjamin, hear me now; 
whether the son of Jesse shall give to all you fields and vineries, and he shall make all 
you chieftains upon thousands, and upon hundreds of men? (and he said to his officers who 
stood about him, Ye sons of Benjamin, hear me now; will the son of Jesse give all of you fields and 
vineyards, and will he make all of you chieftains over thousands, and chieftains over hundreds?) 

8 For all ye have sworn, either conspired, together against me, and none is that telleth 
to me; mostly since also my son hath joined (in a) bond of peace with the son of Jesse; 
none is of you, that sorroweth for my stead, or my while, neither that telleth to me, for 
my son hath raised my servant against me, setting treason to me, unto this day. (Is that 
why all of you have conspired together against me, and no one told me that my son hath made a 
covenant with the son of Jesse; yea, none of you hath concern for me, nor even telleth me that my 
own son hath raised up my servant against me, setting treason for me, unto this day.) 

9 Soothly Doeg of Idumea answered, that stood nigh, and was the first among the 
servants of Saul, and said, I saw the son of Jesse in Nob, at Ahimelech, the priest, the 
son of Ahitub; (And Doeg of Idumea, who stood near, and was the first among Saul’s officers, 
answered, and said, I saw Jesse’s son in Nob, with Ahimelech, the priest, the son of Ahitub;) 

10 and Ahimelech counselled with the Lord for David, and gave him meats, (or and gave 
him food, or sustenance), but also he gave to David the sword of Goliath (the) Philistine. 

11 Therefore the king sent to call Ahimelech, the priest, the son of Ahitub, and all the 
house of his father, of [the] priests that were in Nob; which all came to the king. (And so 
the king sent for Ahimelech, the priest, the son of Ahitub, and all those in his family, who were also 
priests in Nob; and they all came to the king.) 

12 And Saul said to Ahimelech, Hear me, thou son of Ahitub. Which answered, Lord, I 
am ready. (And Saul said to Ahimelech, Listen to me, O son of Ahitub. Who answered, My lord, I 
am listening.) 

13 And Saul said to him, Why hast thou conspired against me, thou, and the son of 
Jesse, and [thou] hast given loaves and a sword to him, and hast counselled with the Lord 


3622 XRN 


1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 22:14 191 1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 23:5 


for him, that he should rise (up) against me, and he dwelleth a traitor (now) unto this 
day? 

14 And Ahimelech answered to the king, and said, Who among all thy servants is so 
faithful as David, and he is thy son-in-law, and going at thy behest, and glorious in 
all thine house? (And Ahimelech answered the king, and said, Who among all thy servants 
is as faithful as David, and he is the king’s son-in-law, and doeth thy bidding, and who is more 
honourable in all thy household?) 

15 Whether I began today to counsel (with) the Lord for him? Far be this from me; 
suppose not the king such (a) thing against his servant, (or) in all the house of my father 
(or in all my family); for thy servant knew not anything, either little, either great, of this 
cause. 

16 And the king said, Ahimelech, thou shalt die by death, thou, and all the house of 
thy father. (And the king said, Ahimelech, thou shalt die, thou, and all thy family.) 

17 And the king said to (the) men able to be sent out (to do his bidding), that stood about 
him, Turn ye, and slay the priests of the Lord, for the hand of them is with David; and 
they knew that he fled, and they showed not to me. Soothly the servants of the king 
would not hold forth their hand into the priests of the Lord (or But the king’s guards would 
not put their hands against the Lord’s priests). 

18 And the king said to Doeg, Turn thou, and hurtle into the priests of the Lord. And 
Doeg of Idumea turned, and hurtled into the priests, and strangled in that day fourscore 
and five men, clothed with ephods of linen cloth, or linen priests? capes, (or and killed 
eighty-five men that day, each bearing or wearing an ephod). 

19 Forsooth he smote Nob (or And then he struck Nob), the city of the priests, by the 
sharpness of (the) sword, men and women, little children and (those) sucking, and ox, 
and ass, and sheep, (all) by the sharpness of (the) sword. 

20 But one son of Ahimelech, the son of Ahitub, escaped, of which son the name was 
Abiathar; and he fled to David, 

21 and (he) told him that Saul had slain the priests of the Lord. 

22 And David said to Abiathar, Soothly I knew in that day, that when Doeg of Idumea 
was there, he would tell without doubt to Saul; I am guilty of all the lives that be slain 
of thy father(’s) house. (And David said to Abiathar, Truly I knew on that day, when Doeg the 
Idumean was there, that without a doubt he would tell Saul; yea, I am guilty for all the livesthat 
be lost in thy father’s family.) 

23 Dwell thou with me, dread thou not; if any man seeketh thy life, he shall seek also 
my life, and thou shalt be kept with me. (Stay thou with me, and fear thou not; if any man 
seeketh thy life, he shall also seek my life, but thou shalt be kept safe with me.) 


CHAPTER 23 

1 And they told to David, and said, Lo! The Philistines fight against Keilah, and ravish 
the cornfloors (or and steal the harvest, or and rob the threshing floors). 

2 Therefore David counselled (with) the Lord, and said, Whether I shall go, and smite 
these Philistines? (or And so David counselled with the Lord, and asked, Shall I go, and strike 
down these Philistines?) And the Lord said to David, Go forth, and thou shalt smite the 
Philistines, and thou shalt save Keilah. 

3 And (the) men, that were with David, said to him, Lo! we be here in Judah, and have 
dread (or and be afraid); how much more if we shall go into Keilah against the companies 
of (the) Philistines. 

4 Therefore again David counselled with the Lord; the which answered (or who 
answered), and said to David, Rise thou up, and go into Keilah; for I shall betake [the] 
Philistines into thine hand. 

5 Therefore David went, and his men, into Keilah, and fought against the Philistines; 
and he drove away their work beasts, and smote them with [a] great wound; and David 
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saved the dwellers of Keilah. (And so David and his men went to Keilah, and fought against 
the Philistines; and he took away their work beasts, and struck them down with a great slaughter; 
and so David saved the inhabitants of Keilah.) 

6 And in that time, wherein Abiathar, [the] son of Ahimelech, fled to David into Keilah, 
he came down, and had with him (the) ephod, that is, the cloth of the highest priest. 
(And when Abiathar, the son of Ahimelech, joined David at Keilah, he brought the ephod,that is, 
the high priest’s cloak, with him.) 

7 And it was told to Saul, that David had come into Keilah; and Saul said, The Lord 
hath taken him into mine hands, and he is (en)closed, and entered into a city, in which 
be gates and locks. (And Saul was told that David had gone to Keilah; and Saul said, The Lord 
hath delivered him into my hands, and now he is enclosed, for he hath gone into a city, where there 
be gates and locks.) 

8 And Saul commanded to all the people, that it should go down to battle into Keilah 
(or that they should go down to do battle at Keilah), and besiege David and his men. 

9 And when David perceived, that Saul made ready evil privily to him, he said to 
Abiathar, the priest, Bring hither [the] ephod. (And when David understood, that Saul 
planned to attack him, he said to Abiathar, the priest, Bring the ephod here.) 

10 And David said, Lord God of Israel, thy servant hath heard say, that Saul disposeth 
to come to Keilah, that he destroy the city for me; (Then David said, Lord God of Israel, thy 
servant hath heard say, that Saul disposeth to come to Keilah, to destroy the city because of me;) 


11 if the men of Keilah shall betake me into his hands, and if Saul shall come down, 
as thy servant hath heard, thou Lord God of Israel, show to thy servant? And the Lord 


said, He shall come down. (will the men of Keilah deliver me into his hands? and will Saul come 
down, as thy servant hath heard? 0 Lord God of Israel, tell thy servant. And the Lord said, He shall 
come down.) 

12 And David said again, Whether the men of Keilah shall betake me, and the men that 
be with me, into the hands of Saul? And the Lord said, They shall betake thee to Saul, 
if thou abidest him there. (And David asked, Shall the men of Keilah deliver me, and my men, 
into the hands of Saul? And the Lord said, They shall deliver thee to Saul, if thou waitest here for 
him.) 

13 Therefore David rose, and his men, as six hundred; and they went out of Keilah, 
and wandered uncertain hither and thither. And it was told to Saul, that David had fled 
from Keilah, and was saved; wherefore Saul dissembled to go out. (And so David and his 
men, about six hundred in all, rose up; and they went out of Keilah, and wandered about with 
uncertainty. And it was told to Saul, that David had fled from Keilah, and so he was saved; and for 
a short while Saul left off going after him.) 

14 But David dwelled in the desert, in full strong places, and he dwelled in the hill 
of (the) wilderness of Ziph, in a dark hill; nevertheless Saul sought him in all days, and 


the Lord betook not him into the hands of Saul. (And David lived in the wilderness, in secure 
places, and he stayed in the hill country of the wilderness of Ziph, on a dark hill; and Saul continued 


to seek after him in all days, but the Lord did not deliver him into Saul’s hands.) 

15 And David saw, that Saul went out, that he would seek his life. And David was in the 
desert of Ziph, in a wood. (And David saw, that Saul went out to seek his life. And David was in 
the wilderness of Ziph, in a forest.) 

16 And Jonathan, the son of Saul, rose up, and went to David into the wood, and 
comforted his hands in God. (And Saul’s son Jonathan rose up, and went to David in the forest, 
and strengthened his hand in God or and encouraged him in the name of God.) 

17 And he said to David, Dread thou not; for the hand of Saul my father shall not find 
thee, and thou shalt reign on Israel, and I shall be the second to thee; but also Saul my 
father knoweth this. (And he said to David, Fear not; for the hand of my father Saul shall not find 
thee, and thou shalt reign upon Israel, and I shall be second to thee; and my father Saul knoweth 


this.) 


3624 XRN 


1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 23:18 193 1ST SAMUEL CHAPTER 24:1 


18 Therefore ever either smote (a) bond of peace before the Lord. And David dwelled 
in the wood; and Jonathan turned again into his house. (And so they both struck a covenant 
before the Lord. And David stayed in the forest; and Jonathan returned home.) 

19 Certainly men of Ziph went up to Saul in Gibeah, and said, Lo! whether not David 
is hid with us in the full secure places in the thick wood(s), in the hill of Hachilah, that 
is at the right side of desert? (Then men of Ziph went up to Saul in Gibeah, and said, Behold! 
David is hid among us in the most secure places, in the thick forest on Mount Hachilah, which is 
to the south of Jeshimon.) 

20 Now therefore come thou down, as thy soul desired, that thou shouldest come 
down; forsooth it shall be our doing, that we betake him into the hands of the king. 
(And so now come thou down, as thy soul truly desireth to come down; and it shall be our doing 
that we deliver him into thy hands.) 

21 And Saul said, Blessed be ye of the Lord, for ye [have] sorrowed for my stead/for my 
while (or for ye be concerned about my situation). 

22 Therefore, I pray you, go ye, and make ready more diligently, and do ye more 
curiously, either attentively, and behold ye swiftly, where his foot is, either who saw 
him there, where ye said; for he thinketh on me, that fellily I ambush him. (And so, I pray 
you, go ye, and more diligently, yea, most attentively, seek ye him out, and quickly see ye, where 
his foot is, and who saw him there, where ye said; for he thinketh, that I am foolish to even try to 
ambush him.) 

23 Behold ye, and see all his hiding places, in which he is hid, and then turn ye again to 
me at a certain thing, that I go with you; that if he (en)closeth himself yea in [the] earth, I 
shall seek him with(in) all the thousands of Judah. (Seek ye out, and see all his hiding places, 
where he can be hid, and return to me with this certain information, and then I shall go back with 
you; yea, if he is hid there in the land, I shall seek him out among all the thousands of Judah.) 

24 And they rose up, and went into Ziph before Saul. And David and his men were in 
the desert of Maon, in the field places, at the right half of Jeshimon, (or And David and his 
men were in the wilderness of Maon, to the south of Jeshimon). 

25 Therefore Saul went and his fellows to seek David, and it was told to David; and anon 
he went down to the stone, and lived in the desert of Maon; and when Saul had heard 
this, he pursued David in the desert of Maon. (And so Saul and his fellows went to seek out 
David, and this was told to David; and at once he went down to a rocky hill, and lived there in the 
wilderness of Maon; and when Saul had heard this, he pursued David in the wilderness of Maon.) 

26 And Saul went and his men at the side of the hill on [the] one part; forsooth David 
and his men were in the side of the hill on the tother part; soothly David despaired, that 
he might (not) escape from the face of Saul. And so Saul and his men compassed by the 
manner of a crown round about David and his men, that they should take them. (And 
Saul and his men went on one side of the hill; and David and his men were on the other side of 
the hill; and David truly despaired that he might not escape from Saul. And Saul and his men 
encompassed David and his men round about like a crown, in order to capture them.) 

27 And (then) a messenger came to Saul, and said, Haste thou, and come, for the 
Philistines have spread themselves on the land. 

28 Therefore Saul turned again, and ceased to pursue David; and went against the 
coming of (the) Philistines. For this thing they called that place The Stone of Parting 
(or And because of this they called that place Selahammahlekoth). 

29 Therefore David went up from thence, and dwelled in the most secure places of 
Engedi. 


CHAPTER 24 
1 And when Saul turned again, after that he pursued [the] Philistines, they told to him, 
and said, Lo! David is in the desert of Engedi, (or Behold! David is in the wilderness of Engedi). 
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2 Therefore Saul took three thousand chosen men of all Israel, and went to seek David 
and his men, yea upon the most broken rocks, the which be thorough-ways to wild goats 


alone (or which be thoroughfares only for wild goats). 

3 And he came to the folds of sheep, that offered themselves to the way-goer. And 
there was a cave, into which Saul entered, that he would purge his womb; forsooth David 
and his men were hid in the inner part of the den. (And he came to the sheepfolds, or the 
pens, that offered themselves to the way-goer. And there was a cave, into which Saul entered, 
where he could empty his bowels; and David and his men were hid in the inner part of that cave.) 

4 And the servants of David said to him, Lo! the day of which the Lord spake to thee, 
(and said), | shall betake to thee thine enemy, that thou do to him as it pleaseth in thine 
eyes. Therefore David rose up, and cutted (away) the hem of the mantle of Saul privily. 
(And David’s servants said to him, Behold! this is the day of which the Lord spoke to thee, and said, 
I shall deliver thy enemy to thee, so that thou can do to him as it pleaseth thee. And David rose 
up, and secretly cut away the hem of Saul’s mantle.) 

5 After these things, David smote his heart, that is, his conscience reproved him, for 
he had cut away the hem of the mantle of Saul. (But after doing this, David’s heart struck 
him,that is, his conscience reproved him, for he had cut away the hem of Saul’s mantle.) 

6 And David said to his men, The Lord be merciful to me, lest I do this thing to my 
lord, the anointed of the Lord, or that I send mine hand on him, for he is the christ of 
the Lord. (And David said to his men, The Lord forbid that I do this to my lord, who is the Lord’s 
anointed, or that I put my hand against him, for he is the Lord’s anointed.) 

7 The Lord liveth, for but the Lord smite him, either his day come, that he die, either 
he go down into battle, and perish, the Lord be merciful to me, that I send not mine 
hand into the christ of the Lord; and David brake his men by such words, and suffered 
not them, that they rised against Saul. And Saul rose out of the den, and went in the way 
begun. (As the Lord liveth, but the Lord strike him down, or his day come that he die, or that he 
go down to the battle, and perish, the Lord forbid that I put my hand against the Lord’s anointed; 
and David convicted his men with such words, and did not allow them to rise up against Saul. And 
so Saul left the cave without any harm, and went on the way begun.) 

8 And David rose up after him, and he went out of the den, and cried after the back 
of Saul, and said, My lord, the king! And Saul beheld behind himself; and David bowed 
himself low to the earth, and worshipped him, (or and David bowed low to the ground, and 
honoured him). 

9 And David said to Saul, Why hearest thou the words of men speaking, David seeketh 
evil against thee? (And David said to Saul, Why hearest thou the words of men who say that 
David seeketh to harm thee.) 

10 Lo! today thine eyes saw, that the Lord betook thee in mine hand in the den, and I 
thought that I would slay thee, but mine eye spared thee; for I said, I shall not hold forth 
mine hand into my lord, for he is the anointed of the Lord. (Behold! today thine eyes can 
see that the Lord delivered thee into my hands in the cave, and I thought that I would kill thee, 
but instead, I spared thee; for I said, I shall not put my hand against my lord, for he is the Lord’s 
anointed.) 

11 But rather, my father, see thou, and know the hem of thy mantle in mine hand; for 
when I cutted away the hem off thy mantle, I would not hold forth mine hand against 
thee, (or for when I cut off the hem of thy mantle, I would not put forth my hand against thee); 
perceive thou, and see, for neither evil neither wickedness is in mine hand, neither I 
have sinned against thee; but thou ambushest my life, that thou do it away. 

12 The Lord deem betwixt me and thee, and the Lord venge me of thee (or and the Lord 
avenge me upon thee); but mine (own) hand be not against thee, 

13 as it is said in [the] eld proverb, Wickedness shall go out of wicked men; therefore 
mine hand be not against thee (or and so my hand shall not be against thee). 
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14 Whom pursuest thou, king of Israel, whom pursuest thou? Thou pursuest a dead 
hound, and a quick flea. 

15 The Lord be judge, and the Lord deem betwixt me and thee, and see, and deem my 
cause, and deliver me from thine hand. 

16 And when David had filled, or ended, speaking such manner words to Saul, Saul 
said, Whether this is thy voice, my son David? And Saul raised up his voice, and wept. 

17 And he said to David, Thou art more just than I; for thou gavest good things to me; 
but I have yielded evils to thee. (And he said to David, Thou art more in the right than I; for 
thou gavest good to me; but I yielded only evil to thee.) 

18 And thou hast showed to me today, what goods thou hast done to me, how the Lord 
betook me in thine hand, and thou killedest not me. (And thou hast shown me today the 
good that thou hast done for me, yea, how the Lord delivered me into thy hands, but thou didest 
not kill me.) 

19 For who, when he findeth his enemy, shall deliver him into (a) good way? But the 
Lord yield to thee this while, for that, (that) thou hast wrought today in me (or for what 
thou hast done for me today). 

20 And now, for I know, that thou shalt reign most certainly, and shalt have in thine 
hand the realm of Israel, (And now, for I know, that most certainly thou shalt reign, and shalt 
have in thy hands the kingdom of Israel,) 

21 swear thou to me in the Lord, that thou do not away my seed after me, neither take 
away my name from the house of my father. (swear thou to me by the Lord, that thou shalt 
not do away my descendants after me, nor take away my name from my father’s house.) 

22 And David swore to Saul. Therefore Saul went into his house (or And then Saul went 
back to his house), and David and his men went up to (the) secure places. 


CHAPTER 25 

1 Forsooth Samuel was dead; and all Israel was gathered together, and they bewailed 
him greatly, and buried him in his house in Ramah. And David rose up, and went down 
into the desert of Paran. (And then Samuel died; and all Israel was gathered together, and they 
greatly bewailed him, and buried him at his house in Ramah. And David rose up, and went down 
to the wilderness of Paran.) 

2 And in Maon there was a man, and his possession was in Carmel; and that man was 
full great, and there were to him three thousand sheep, and a thousand of goats; and it 
befelled that his flock was shorn in Carmel. (And in Maon there was a man, and his possession 
was in Carmel; and that man was very rich, and there were to him three thousand sheep, and a 
thousand goats; and it befell that his flock was clipped in Carmel.) 

3 And the name of that man was Nabal, and the name of his wife was Abigail; and that 
woman was most prudent and fair (or and that woman was very intelligent and beautiful); 
but her husband was hard and full wicked and malicious; and he was of the kin of Caleb. 

4 Therefore when David had heard in desert, that Nabal clipped his flock, (And when 
David had heard in the wilderness, that Nabal clipped his flock,) 

5 he sent ten young men, and said to them, Go ye up into Carmel, and ye shall come 
to Nabal, and ye shall greet him of my name peaceably (or and ye shall give him a friendly 
greeting in my name); 

6 and ye shall say thus (or and so ye shall say), Peace be to my brethren and to thee, and 
peace be to thine house, and peace be to all things, whatever thou hast. 

71 have heard that thy shepherds, that were with us in desert, have shorn thy flocks; 
we were never dis-easeful to them, neither any time anything of the flock failed to them, 
in all the time in which they were with us in Carmel; (I have heard that thy shepherds, who 
were with us in the wilderness, have clipped thy flocks; we never threatened them, nor at any time 
did anything of theirs go missing, in all the time when they were with us in Carmel:) 
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8 ask thy young men, and they shall show to thee. Now therefore thy young men 
find grace in thine eyes; for in a good day we come to thee; whatever thing thine hand 
findeth, or (it) pleaseth to thee, give it to thy servants, and to thy son David. (ask thy 
young men, and they shall tell thee. And so now let my young men find favour in thine eyes, for 
we come to thee on a good day; and whatever thing that thy hand findeth, or it pleaseth thee, give 
it to thy servants, and to thy son David.) 

9 And when the young men of David had come, they spake to Nabal all these words in 
the name of David, and held [their] peace (or and then they were silent). 

10 Forsooth Nabal answered to the young men of David, and said, Who is David? and 
who is the son of Jesse? Today servants [have] increased that flee their lords (or Today too 
many servants have fled from their lords). 

11 Therefore shall I take my loaves, and my waters, and the flesh of (my) beasts, which 
I have slain to my shearers (or which I have killed for my shearers), and shall I give (it) to 
men, that I know not of whence they be? 

12 Therefore the young men of David went again by their way; and they turned again, 
and came, and told to him all (the) words which Nabal had said. 

13 Then David said to his young men, (Let) Each man be gird with his sword. And all 
(his) men were girded with their swords, and David also was girded with his sword; and 


as four hundred men followed David, for two hundred (were) left at the fardels, (or and 
about four hundred men followed David, for two hundred were left behind with the bundles, or the 


supplies). 

14 And one of the young men told to Abigail, the wife of Nabal, and said, Lo! David sent 
messengers from desert, that they should bless our lord, and he turned them away, (or 
Behold! David sent messengers from the wilderness to greet our lord, but he turned them away); 

15 these men were good enough, and not dis-easeful to us, and nothing of ours 
perished in all the time in which we were with them in desert, (or in the wilderness); 

16 they were to us for a wall, both in night and day, in all the days in which we pastured 
flocks with them. (they were like a wall for us, both night and day, all the days in which we 
pastured the flocks with them.) 

17 Wherefore behold thou, and think, what thou shalt do; for malice is full-filled 
against thine husband, and against thine house, (or for malice is now filled full against thy 
husband, and against all thy family); and he is the son of Belial, so that no man may speak 
(sense) to him. 

18 Therefore Abigail hasted, and took two hundred loaves, and two vessels of wine, 
and five wethers sodden, and seven bushels and an half of flour, (or and five roasted sheep, 
and seven and a half bushels of flour), and an hundred bundles of dried grapes, or raisins, 
and two hundred pieces of dried figs; and she put all this upon asses, 

19 and said to her servants, Go ye before me; lo! I shall follow you behind your back. 
And she showed not this to her husband Nabal (or But she did not say anything about this to 
her husband Nabal). 

20 Therefore when she had gone upon an ass, and came down to the foot of the hill, 
David and his men came down into her coming; the which she met (or and she met them). 

21 And (earlier) David (had) said, Verily in vain I have kept all these things that were of 
this Nabal in the desert, and nothing perished of all things that pertained to him, and 
(yet) he hath yielded to me evil for good. (And earlier David had said, Truly in vain have I 
kept watch over all those things that were Nabal’s in the wilderness, and though nothing perished 
of all the things that pertained to him, yet he hath yielded to me evil for good.) 

22 The Lord do these things, and add he these things to the enemies of David, if I shall 
leave (anything)undestroyed of all things that pertain to him till tomorrow, (yea, even) a 
pisser to a wall. (May the Lord do these things, and add he other things, to David’s enemies, 
if I leave anythingunwasted until tomorrow out of all the things that pertain to him, yea, even a 
pisser on the wall.) 
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23 And when Abigail saw David, she hasted, and went down off the ass; and she fell 
down before David on her face, and worshipped him on the earth (or bowing low to the 
ground before him). 

24 And she felled down to his feet, and said, My lord the king, this wickedness be in 
me; I beseech thee, speak thine handmaid in thine ears, and hear thou the words of thy 
servantess; (And she fell down at his feet, and said, My lord the king, let this wickedness be upon 
me; I beseech thee, let thy servantess speak to thee, and listen thou to the words of thy servantess;) 

25 | pray (thee), my lord the king, set not his heart on this wicked man Nabal, for by 
his name he is a fool, and folly is with him; but, my lord, I thine handmaid saw not thy 
young men, which thou sentest, (or but my lord, I thy servantess, did not see thy young men, 
whom thou sentest). 

26 Now therefore, my lord, the Lord liveth, and thy soul liveth, the which Lord hath 
forbidden thee, that thou shouldest come into blood, and the Lord saved thy life to thee; 
and now thine enemies, and they that seek evil to thee my lord, be they made as Nabal. 
(And so now, my lord, as the Lord liveth, and as thy soul liveth, the which Lord hath forbidden 
thee, that thou shouldest come to shed blood, and so to avenge thyself with thy own hand; yea, 
now let thy enemies, and they who seek evil for thee my lord, be they made like Nabal.) 

27 Wherefore receive thou this blessing, (or this gift), which thine handmaid [hath] 
brought to thee, my lord, and give it to the young men that follow thee, my lord. 

28 (And) Do thou away the wickedness of thy servantess; for the Lord making shall 
make a faithful house to thee, my lord, (or for the Lord shall make a faithful family for thee, 
my lord), for thou, my lord, fightest the battles of the Lord; therefore malice be not found 
in thee in all the days of thy life. 

29 For if a man riseth any time, and pursueth thee, and seeketh thy life, the life of my 
lord shall be kept (safe) as in a bundle of living trees, at thy Lord God (or with the Lord thy 
God); but the soul of thine enemies shall be hurled round about as in [the] fierceness, and 
[the] circle of a sling. 

30 Therefore when the Lord hath done to thee, my lord, all these good things, which 
he hath spoken of thee, and hath ordained thee duke upon Israel (or and hath ordained 
thee ruler upon Israel), 

31 this shall not be into sighing, that is, into mourning of soul, and into remorse of 
conscience, and into doubt of heart to thee, my lord, that thou hast shed out guiltless 
blood, either that thou hast (a)venged thyself. And when the Lord hath done well to thee, 
my lord, thou shalt have mind on thine handmaid (or thou shalt remember thy servantess), 
and thou shalt do well to her. 

32 And David said to Abigail, Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, that sent thee today 
into my coming (or who sent thee today to meet me), 

33 and blessed be thy speech; and blessed be thou, that hast forbade me, lest I went 
today to (shed) blood, and had venged me with mine hand (or and had avenged myself with 
my own hands); 

34 else the Lord God of Israel liveth, which forbade me, lest I did evil to thee, if thou 
haddest not soon come into meeting to me, (yea, even) a pisser to the wall should not 
have (been) left to Nabal till to the morrow light. (else as the Lord God of Israel liveth, who 
forbade me, lest I did evil to thee, if thou haddest not swiftly come to meet me, yea, even a pisser 
on the wall would not have been left to Nabal by the morning light.) 

35 Therefore David received (out) of her hand all (the) things which she had brought 
to him; and he said to her, Go thou in peace into thine house; lo! I have heard thy voice, 
and I honoured thy face (or behold! I have heard thy voice, and I grant thy request). 

36 Forsooth Abigail came to Nabal; and lo! a feast was to him in his house, as the feast of 
a king; and the heart of Nabal was merry, certainly he was full drunken; and she showed 
not to him a word, little or great, till the morrow. (And Abigail came back to Nabal; and 
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behold! he was giving a feast in his house, a feast fit for a king; and Nabal’s heart was merry, for 
he was very drunk; and so she did not tell him anything, little or great, until the morning.) 
37 But in the morrowtide, when Nabal had voided the wine, his wife showed to him 


all these words; and his heart was almost dead within, and he was made as a stone. (But 
in the morning, when Nabal had voided the wine, his wife told him everything; and his heart was 


almost dead within, and he was made like a stone.) 

38 And when ten days had passed, the Lord smote Nabal, and he was dead (or and he 
died). 

39 The which thing when David had heard, Nabal to be dead, he said, Blessed be the 
Lord God, that hath venged the cause of my shame of the hand of Nabal, and hath kept 
his servant from evil, and the Lord hath yielded the malice of Nabal into the head of 
him. Therefore David sent, and spake to Abigail, that he would take her (as a) wife to 
him. (Which thing when David had heard, that is, that Nabal had died, he said, Blessed be the 
Lord God, who hath avenged the cause of my shame at the hand of Nabal, and hath kept his servant 
from evil; yea, the Lord hath yielded the malice of Nabal onto his own head. Then David sent word 
to Abigail that he would take her for his wife.) 

40 And the servants of David came to Abigail into Carmel, and spake to her, and said, 


David sent us to thee, that he take thee into wife to him. (And so David’s servants came to 
Abigail at Carmel, and spoke to her, and said, David sent us to tell thee, that he would take thee as 


his wife.) 

41 And she rose up, and worshipped low to the earth (or and bowed low to the ground), 
and said, Lo! (let) thy servantess be into an handmaid, that she wash the feet of the 
servants of my lord. 

42 And Abigail hasted, and rose (up), and ascended on an ass (or and mounted her 
donkey); and five damsels, (the) followers of her feet, went with her, and she followed 
the messengers of David, and (so) was made [a] wife to him. 

43 But also David took Ahinoam of Jezreel, and ever either was wife to him (or and they 
both became his wives); 

44 and Saul gave Michal his daughter, [the] wife of David, to Phalti, the son of Laish, 
that was of Gallim. 


CHAPTER 26 

1 And Ziphites came to Saul into Gibeah, and said, Lo! David is hid in the hill of 
Hachilah, which is even against the wilderness. (And the Ziphites came to Saul at Gibeah, 
and said, Behold! David is hid on Mount Hachilah, overlooking Jeshimon.) 

2 And Saul rose up, and went down into the desert of Ziph, and with him three 
thousand of men of the chosen of Israel, that he should seek David in the desert of Ziph. 
(And Saul rose up, and went down to the wilderness of Ziph, and three thousand chosen men of 
Israel went with him, to help him seek out David in the wilderness of Ziph.) 

3 And Saul setted his tents in the hill of Hachilah, that was even against the wilderness, 
in the way. And David dwelled in the desert. Forsooth David saw that Saul had come 
after him into desert; (And Saul pitched his tents on Mount Hachilah, on the way overlooking 
Jeshimon. And David stayed in the wilderness. And David knew that Saul had come after him into 
the wilderness;) 

4 and David sent spyers, and learned most certainly, that Saul had come thither. 

5 And David rose up privily, and came to the place where Saul was. And when David had 
seen the place, wherein Saul slept, and Abner, the son of Ner, the prince of his chivalry; 
and Saul sleeping in the tent, and the tother common people by his compass; (And David 
rose up quickly, and came to the place where Saul was. And when David had seen the place where 
Saul slept, and Abner, the son of Ner, the leader of his cavalry, or his army; and Saul was sleeping 
in his tent, and the other common people were all around him;) 
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6 David said to Ahimelech, (the) Hittite, and to Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, the brother 
of Joab, saying, Who shall go down with me to Saul into his tents? And Abishai said, I 
shall go down with thee. 

7 Therefore David and Abishai came to the people in the night, and they found Saul 
lying and sleeping in the tent, anda spear set fast in the earth at his head; forsooth they 
found Abner and the people sleeping in his compass (or and they found Abner and the other 
people sleeping all around him). 

8 And Abishai said to David, God hath closed today thine enemy into thine hands; now 
therefore I shall pierce him with the spear once (through, and) in(to) the earth, and no 
need shall be (for) the second time. (And Abishai said to David, God hath enclosed thy enemy 
in thy hands today; and so now I shall pierce him once through with the spear, and into the ground, 
and there shall be no need for a second thrust.) 

9 And David said to Abishai, Slay thou not him, for who shall hold forth his hand into 
the christ of the Lord, and shall be innocent? (And David said to Abishai, Kill thou him not, 
for who shall put his hand against the anointed of the Lord, and still be innocent?) 

10 And David said, (As) The Lord liveth, for no but the Lord smite him, either his day 
come that he die, either he go down into battle, and perish; 

11 the Lord be merciful to me, that I hold not forth mine hand into the christ of the 
Lord; now therefore take thou the spear, that is at his head, and the cup of water, and go 
we away. (the Lord forbid or God forbid that I put my hand against the Lord’s anointed; and so 
now, let us take the spear, that is at his head, and the cup of water, and go we away.) 

12 Then David took the spear, and the cup of water, that was at the head of Saul, and 
they went forth, and no man was that saw, and understood, and waked, but all men slept, 
(or and there was no one who saw it, or knew it, or even awoke, but all the men slept); for the sleep 
of the Lord had fallen [up] on them. 

13 And when David had passed [over] even against, and had stood on the top of the hill 
afar (off), and a great space was betwixt them, 

14 David cried to the people, and to Abner, the son of Ner, and said, Abner, whether 
thou wilt not answer? (or Abner, wilt thou not answer me?) And Abner answered, and said, 
Who art thou, that criest, and dis-easest the king? 

15 And David said to Abner, Whether thou art not a man (or Art thou not a man), and 
what other man is like thee in Israel? why therefore hast thou not kept thy lord the king 
(safe)? For one man of the company entered, that he should slay thy lord the king; 

16 this that thou hast done, is not good; the Lord liveth, for ye be sons of death, that 
kept not your lord, the christ of the Lord, (or this is not good, what thou hast done; as the 
Lord liveth, for ye be the sons of death, who kept not your lord safe, yea, the Lord’s anointed). 
Now therefore see thou, where is the spear of the king, and where is the cup of water, 
that was at his head. 

17 Forsooth Saul knew the voice of David, and said, Whether this voice is thine, my son 
David? And David said, My lord the king, it is my voice. (And Saul knew the voice of David, 
and said, Is this thy voice, David my son? And David said, My lord the king, it is my voice.) 

18 And David said, For what cause pursueth my lord his servant? What have I done, 
either what evil is in mine hand? 

19 Now therefore, my lord the king, I pray, hear the words of thy servant; if the Lord 
stirreth thee against me, the sacrifice be smelled; forsooth if [the] sons of men stir thee, 
they be cursed in the sight of the Lord, which have cast me out today, that I dwell not 
in the heritage of the Lord, and say, Go thou, serve thou alien gods. (And so now, my lord 
the king, I pray thee, listen to the words of thy servant; if the Lord stirreth thee against me, let the 
sacrifice be smelled; but if the sons of men stir thee, be they cursed before the Lord, they who have 
thrown me out today, so that I live not in the inheritance of the Lord, and who say to me, Go thou, 
serve thou foreign, or other, gods.) 
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20 And now my blood be not shed out in the earth before the Lord; for the king of Israel 
hath gone out, that he seek a quick flea, as a partridge is pursued in hills. (And now let not 
my blood be shed out on the ground before the Lord; for the king of Israel hath gone out, so that 
he can seek after a quick, or an insignificant, flea, like a partridge is pursued over the hills.) 

21 And Saul said, I have sinned; turn thou again, my son David, for I shall no more do 
evil to thee, for my life was precious today in thine eyes; for it seemeth, that I have done 
follily (or that I have done foolishly), and 1 have unknown full many things. 

22 And David answered and said, Lo! the spear of the king, one of the young men of 
the king pass (over hither), and take it; (And David replied, Behold! the spear of the king; one of 
the king’s young men come over here, and take it back;) 

23 forsooth the Lord shall yield to each man after his rightfulness and his faith; for 
the Lord betook thee today into mine hand, and I would not hold forth mine hand into 
the christ of the Lord; (and the Lord shall yield to each man after his uprightness and his 
faithfulness, or his loyalty; for the Lord delivered thee today into my hands, but I would not put 
my hand against the Lord’s anointed;) 

24 and as thy life is magnified today in mine eyes, so my life be magnified in the eyes 
of the Lord, and deliver he me from all anguish. (and as thy life is magnified today in my 
eyes, so let my life be magnified in the eyes of the Lord, and let him deliver me from all anguish.) 

25 Therefore Saul said to David, Blessed be thou, my son David; and soothly thou doing 
shalt do, and thou mighty shalt be mighty. Then David went forth into his way, and Saul 
turned again into his place, (or Then David went forth on his way, and Saul returned home). 


CHAPTER 27 

1 And David said in his heart, Sometime I shall fall in one day in the hand of Saul (or 
One day I shall fall by Saul’s hand); whether it is not better, that I flee, and be saved in the 
land of (the) Philistines, (so) that Saul despair, and cease to seek me in all the ends of 
Israel; therefore flee we his hands. 

2 And (so) David rose up, and went forth, he and six hundred men with him, to Achish, 
the son of Maoch, king of Gath. 

3 And David dwelled with Achish in Gath, he, and his men, and his house(hold), (or And 
David lived with Achish in Gath, he, and his men, and his family); that is, David, and his two 
wives, Ahinoam of Jezreel, and Abigail, the wife of Nabal of Carmel. 

4 And it was told to Saul, that David (had) fled into Gath; and he added no more that 
he should seek (after) David [or and he added no more for to seek him]. 

5 Forsooth David said to Achish, If I have found grace in thine eyes, (let) a place be 
given to me in one of the cities of this country, that I dwell there; for why dwelleth thy 
servant in the city of the king with thee? (or for why should thy servant remain with thee in 
the king’s city?) 

6 Therefore Achish gave him Ziklag in that day (or And so Achish gave him Ziklag that 
day), for the which cause Ziklag was made into 

(a) possession of the kings of Judah unto this day. 

7 And the number of days, in which David dwelled in the country of (the) Philistines, 
was days, that is a year, and four months. 

8 And David went up, and his men, and they took preys of Geshurites, and of Gezrites, 
and of men of Amalek; for these towns were inhabited by (them in) eld time(s) in the land, 
to men going to Shur, unto the land of Egypt. (And David and his men went up, and they took 
prey from the Geshurites, and the Gezrites, and the Amalekites; for these people inhabited the land 
in old times, unto Shur, and the land of Egypt.) 

° And David smote all the land of them, and he left not man nor woman living (or and 
he left no man or woman alive); and he took sheep, and oxen, and asses, and camels, and 
clothes, and turned again, and came to Achish. 
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10 And Achish said to him, Into whom hurled ye today?/Against whom have ye hurled 
today? And David answered, Against the south of Judah, and against the south of 
Jerahmeel, and against the south of Kenites. (And Achish would say to him, Where did ye 
attack today? And David would answer, In the south of Judah, or In the south of Jerahmeel, or To 
the south of the Kenites.) 

11 David left not quick man and woman (or David left no man or woman alive), neither 
brought (them back) into Gath, and said, Lest peradventure they speak against us. David 
did these things, and this was his doom, in all [the] days in which he dwelled in the 
country of (the) Philistines. 

12 Therefore Achish believed to David (or And so Achish trusted David), and said, 
Certainly he hath wrought many evils against his people Israel, therefore he shall be 
a servant to me for evermore. 


CHAPTER 28 

1 Forsooth it was done in those days, the Philistines gathered together their compa- 
nies, that they should be made ready against Israel to battle. And Achish said to David, 
Thou witting know now, for thou shalt go out with me in tents, thou and thy men. (And it 
was done in those days, the Philistines gathered together the companies of their troops, to prepare 
for battle against Israel. And Achish said to David, Thou must know, that thou shalt go out with 
me to the battle, thou and thy men.) 

2 And David said to Achish, (And) Now thou shalt know what things thy servant shall 
do. And Achish said to David, And I shall set thee (the) keeper of mine head in all days. 

3 Forsooth Samuel was dead, and all Israel bewailed him, and they buried him in 
Ramah, his city. And Saul did away from the land witches and false diviners. 

4 And (the) Philistines were gathered, and came, and setted tents in Shunem; soothly 
and Saul gathered all Israel, and came into Gilboa. 

5 And Saul saw the castles of Philistines [or And Saul saw the tents of (the) Philistines], and 
he dreaded, and his heart dreaded greatly. (And Saul saw the army of the Philistines, and he 
was afraid, and his heart greatly dreaded or and his heart greatly feared.) 

6 And he counselled (with) the Lord; and the Lord answered not to him (or but the Lord 
did not answer him), neither by priests, nor by dreams, nor by prophets. 

7 And Saul said to his servants, Seek ye to me a woman having a fiend speaking in the 
womb; and I shall go to her, and I shall inquire by her. And his servants said to him, A 
woman having a fiend speaking in the womb is in Endor. (And Saul said to his servants, 
Seek ye out for me a woman who hath a familiar spirit; and I shall go to her, and I shall inquire 
through her. And his servants said to him, There is a woman who hath a familiar spirit in Endor.) 

8 Therefore Saul changed his clothing, and he was clothed with other clothes; and he 
went, and two men with him; and they came to the woman in the night. And he said, 
Divine thou to me ina fiend speaking in the womb, and raise thou up to me whom I shall 
say to thee, (or And he said, Call thou for me thy familiar spirit, and raise thou up for me whom 
I shall name to thee). 

9 And the woman said to him, Lo! thou knowest how great things Saul hath done, and 
how he hath done away from the land witches, and false diviners, (or and how he hath done 
away with witches, and false diviners, from the land); why therefore settest thou treason to 
my life, that I be slain? 

10 And Saul swore to her in the Lord, and said, The Lord liveth; for nothing of evil shall 
come to thee for this thing. (And Saul swore to her by the Lord, and said, As the Lord liveth; 
nothing of evil shall come to thee for this thing.) 

11 And the woman said to him, Whom shall I raise up to thee? And he said, Raise thou 
Samuel up to me. (And the woman said to him, Whom shall I raise up for thee? And he said, 
Raise thou up Samuel for me.) 
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12 Soothly when the woman had seen Samuel, she cried with [a] great voice, and said 
to Saul, Why hast thou deceived me? for thou art Saul. 

13 And the king said to her, Do not thou dread (or Fear not); what hast thou seen? And 
the woman said to Saul, I saw gods ascending from [the] earth. 

14 And Saul said to her, What manner form is of him? [or What manner is the form of 
him?] And she said, An eld man goeth up, and he is clothed with a mantle. And Saul 
understood that it was Samuel; and Saul bowed himself on his face to the earth, and 
worshipped. (And Saul said to her, What is his form? And she said, An old man goeth up, and he 
is clothed with a mantle. And Saul understood that it was Samuel; and Saul bowed himself low to 
the ground, and honoured him.) 

15 And Samuel said to Saul, Why hast thou dis-eased me, that I should be raised? And 
Saul said, I am constrained greatly; for the Philistines fight against me, and God hath 
gone away from me, and he would not hear me, neither by the hand of prophets, nor 
by dreams; therefore I called thee, that thou shouldest show to me what I shall do. (And 
Samuel said to Saul, Why hast thou disturbed me, so that I am raised up? And Saul said, I am in 
great trouble; for the Philistines fight against me, and God hath gone away from me, and he will 
not answer me, not by prophets, nor by dreams; and so I called thee, so that thou couldest tell me 
what I should do.) 

16 And Samuel said, What askest thou me, when God hath gone away from thee, and 
hath passed to thine enemy? (And Samuel said, Why askest thou me, when God hath gone 
away from thee, and hath become thy enemy?) 

17 For the Lord shall do to thee as he spake in mine hand (or For the Lord shall do to thee 
as he spoke through me), and he shall cut away thy realm from thine hand, and he shall 
give it to David, thy neighbour; 

18 for thou obeyedest not the voice of the Lord, neither thou didest the fierce wrath of 
the Lord in Amalek. Therefore the Lord hath done to thee today that that thou sufferest 
(or And so the Lord hath done to thee what thou sufferest today); 

19 and the Lord shall give also Israel with thee in the hand of Philistines. Forsooth 
tomorrow thou and thy sons shall be with me; but also the Lord shall betake the castles 
of Israel in the hand of the Philistines, [or but and the Lord shall take the tents of Israel in the 
hand of the Philistines]. (and the Lord shall also give Israel along with thee into the hands of the 
Philistines. Yea, tomorrow thou and thy sons shall be with me; and the Lord shall deliver the army 
of Israel into the hands of the Philistines.) 

20 And anon Saul fell down and was stretched forth upon the earth; for he dreaded 
the words of Samuel, and strength was not in him, for he had not eaten bread in all that 
day and all that night. (And at once Saul fell down and was stretched out on the ground; for he 
feared Samuel’s words, and there was no strength in him, for he had not eaten any food all that 
day and all that night.) 

21 Therefore that woman entered to Saul, and said; for he was troubled greatly (or for 
he was greatly troubled); and she said to him, Lo! thine handmaid hath obeyed to thy voice, 
and I have put my life in mine hand, and I heard thy words, which thou spakest to me. 

22 And now therefore thou hear the voice of thine handmaid, and I shall set a morsel 
of bread before thee, and that thou eating wax strong, and mayest do thy journey. (And 
so now listen thou to the voice of thy servantess, for I shall set a morsel of food before thee, and 
once that thou hast eaten it, thou shalt grow strong, and then thou shalt go forth on thy journey.) 

23 And he forsook it, and said, I shall not eat. But his servants and the woman 
compelled him; and at the last, when the voice of them was heard, he rose up from the 
earth, and sat on the bed. 

24 Soothly that woman had a fat calf in the house, and she hasted, and killed it; and 
she took meal, and meddled it together, and made therf bread, (or and she took meal, and 
mixed it together, and made unleavened bread); 
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25 and she set (it) forth before Saul, and before his servants, and when they had eaten, 
they rose up, and walked in all the night (or and walked through all that night). 


CHAPTER 29 


1 Therefore all the companies of the Philistines were gathered in Aphek, but also Israel 
setted tents above the well that was in Jezreel. (And so all the companies of the Philistines 
were gathered together at Aphek, and Israel pitched their tents by the well that was in Jezreel.) 

2 And soothly the princes of the Philistines went in companies of an hundred, and in 
thousands; but David and his men were in the last company with Achish. (And the princes 
of the Philistines led out their companies in units of a hundred, and of a thousand; and David and 
his men were in the last group with Achish.) 

3 And the princes of Philistines said to Achish, What will these Hebrews to themselves? 
And Achish said to the princes of Philistines, Whether ye know not David, that was the 
servant of Saul, king of Israel? and he was with me many days, either years, and I found 
not in him anything of imagining to evil, from the day in which he fled to me unto this 
day. (And the princes of the Philistines said to Achish, What be these Hebrews doing here? And 
Achish said to the Philistine princes, Do ye not know David, who was the servant of Saul, the king 
of Israel? he hath been with me for many years, and I have found nothing of evil in him, from the 
day in which he fled to me until this day.) 

4 Certainly the princes of (the) Philistines were wroth against Achish, and they said to 
him, (Have) The man turn again, and abide he in his place, in which thou hast ordained 
him, and come he not down with us into battle, lest he be made (an) adversary to us, 
when we have begun to fight; for how may he please his lord in other manner, but in our 
heads? (or for how can he please his lord in any other manner, but than with our heads?) 

5 Whether this is not David, to whom they sang in dances, and said, Saul smote in [his] 
thousands, and David smote in his ten thousands? (Is this not David, whom they sang about 
as they danced, and said, Saul struck down thousands, but David struck down tens of thousands?) 

6 Therefore Achish called David, and said to him, (As) The Lord liveth; for thou art 
rightful (or for thou art upright), and good in my sight, and thy going out and thy coming 
in is with me in [the] tents, and I have not found in thee anything of evil, from the day in 
which thou camest to me till to this day; but thou pleasest not the princes, or satraps. 

7 Therefore turn thou again, and go in peace, (or And so return thou, and go home in 
peace), and offend thou not the eyes of the princes, or satraps, of the Philistines. 

8 And David said to Achish, And what have I done, and what hast thou found in me thy 
servant, from the day in which I was (first) in thy sight till into this day, that I come not, 
and fight against the enemies of my lord the king? 

9 And Achish answered, and spake to David, (and said), I know that thou art good, and 
(be) as the angel of God in my eyes; but the princes of Philistines said, He shall not go up 
with us into battle. 

10 Therefore rise thou up early, thou, and thy servants that came with thee; and when 


ye have risen by night, and it beginneth to be clear day, go ye forth. (And so rise thou up 
early, thou, and thy servants who came with thee; and when ye have risen in the night, and it 
beginneth to be clear daylight, then go ye forth.) 

11 Therefore David rose up by night, he and his men, that they should go forth early, 
and turn again to the land of Philistines; but the Philistines went up into Jezreel. (And so 
David and his men rose up in the night, so that they could go forth early, and return to the land of 
the Philistines; and the Philistines went on to Jezreel.) 


CHAPTER 30 
1 And when David and his men had come into Ziklag in the third day, (they learned that) 


men of Amalek had made assault on the south part (of Judah), (and) in Ziklag; and (had) 
smitten Ziklag, and burnt it by fire. (And when David and his men had come into Ziklag on the 
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third day, they learned that the Amalekites had made an assault on the southern part of Judah, 
and in Ziklag; and they had struck Ziklag, and had burned it down.) 

2 And they led (away) the women (as) prisoners from thence, from the least unto the 
most; and they had not slain any, but they led them forth with them, and went in their 
way. (And they took away the women as prisoners from there, from the least unto the most; and 
they did not kill any, but they took them away with them, and went on their way.) 

3 Therefore when David and his men had come to the city, and had found it burnt with 
fire, and that their wives, and their sons, and daughters were led away (as) prisoners, 

4 then David and the people that was with him raised [up] their voices, and wailed, till 
the tears failed in them. 

5 And also [the] two wives of David were led away (as) prisoners, Ahinoam of Jezreel, 
and Abigail, the wife of Nabal of Carmel. 

6 And David was full sorry; certainly all the people would have stoned David, for the 
soul of each man was bitter on their sons and daughters. Forsooth David was comforted 
in his Lord God. (And David was in great trouble; yea, all the men would have stoned David, for 
all of them were bitter over losing their sons and daughters. But David was strengthened by the 
Lord his God.) 

7 And he said to Abiathar, the priest, the son of Ahimelech, Bring thou [the] ephod to 
me. And Abiathar brought the ephod to David; 

8 and David counselled with the Lord, and said, Shall I pursue these thieves, either no? 
and shall I take them? And the Lord said to him, Pursue thou; for without doubt thou 
shalt take them, and thou shalt take away from them their prey. (and David counselled 
with the Lord, and said, Shall I pursue these thieves, or not? and shall I be able to overtake them? 
And the Lord said to him, Pursue thou them; for without a doubt thou shalt overtake them, and 
thou shalt take their prey away from them.) 

9 Therefore David went forth, he and six hundred men that were with him, and they 
came unto the strand of Besor; and there the weary men of the host of David abode 
behind. (And so David went forth, he and the six hundred men who were with him, and they 
came to the Besor Stream; and the weary menin David’s army stayed behind there.) 

10 Forsooth David pursued, he and four hundred men; for two hundred abided (behind), 
that were weary, and might not pass [over] the strand of Besor. 

11 And they found a (young) man of Egypt in the field, and they brought him to David; 
and they gave him bread, that he should eat, and water to drink, (or and they gave him 
some bread to eat, and some water to drink); 

12 but also they gave to him a gobbet of a bundle of dried figs, and two clusters of 
dried grapes. And when he had eaten those, his spirit turned again to him, and he was 
comforted; for he had not eaten bread, neither had drunk water in three days and three 
nights. (and they also gave him a piece of a bundle of dried figs, and two clusters of dried grapes. 
And when he had eaten them, his spirit returned to him, and he was strengthened; for he had not 
eaten any bread, or drunk any water, for three days and three nights.) 

13 Then David said to him, Whose man art thou, either from whence and whither goest 
thou? And he said, Iam a young man of Egypt, the servant of a man of Amalek; but my 
lord forsook me, for I began to be sick the third day ago. 

14 For we brake out at the south coast of (the) Cherethites, and against Judah (or near 
Judah), and at the south of Caleb, and we burnt Ziklag with fire. 

15 And David said to him, Mayest thou lead me to this company? Which said (or And 
the young man said), Swear thou to me by God, that thou shalt not slay me, and that thou 
shalt not betake me into the hands of my lord; and I shall lead thee to this company. And 
David swore to him. 

16 And when the young man had led him thither, lo! they sat at the meat, upon the 
face of all the earth, eating and drinking, and as hallowing a feast day, for all the prey 
and spoils which they had taken of the land of Philistines, and of the land of Judah. (And 
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when the young man had led him there, behold! they sat spread out over all the ground, eating 
and drinking, as if celebrating a feast day, because of all the prey and the spoils which they had 
taken from the land of the Philistines, and the land of Judah.) 

17 And David smote them from the eventide unto the eventide of the tother day, and 
not any of them escaped, no but four hundred young men, that went upon camels, and 
fled, (or who went upon camels, and fled). 

18 Forsooth David delivered all things which the men of Amalek took, and he delivered 
his - wives; (And so David recovered all that the Amalekites had taken, and he rescued his two 
wives; 

19 neither any of them failed, from little till to great, as well of sons as of daughters, 
and of spoils; and whatever things they had ravished, David led again all things; (nor were 
any of them lost, from the least unto the greatest, sons as well as daughters; and all the spoils, yea, 
whatever they had taken, David brought home again.) 

20 and he took all the flocks and great beasts, and drove them before his face. And 
they said, This is the prey of David, (or And the men said, This should all be David’s prey). 

21 Forsooth David came to the two hundred men, that were weary, and abided behind, 
and might not follow David; and he [had] commanded them to sit at the strand of Besor; 
which went out against David, and the people that was with him. Forsooth David nighed 
to the people, and he greeted it peaceably. (And David came back to the two hundred men 
who were weary, and had stayed behind, and did not follow David; and he had commanded them 
to remain there at the Besor Stream; and they went out to meet David, and the people who were 
with him. And David came to these men, and he greeted them warmly.) 

22 And one man, the worst man and wicked of the men that were with David, answered, 
and said, For they came not with us, we shall not give to them anything of the prey, that 
we have ravished, but suffice it to each man his wife and his children; and when they 
have taken them, go they away. (But some men, the worst and the most wicked of those who 
went with David, said, For they did not come with us, we shall not give them any of the prey, that 
we have recovered, but let each man take only his wife and his children; and when they have taken 
them, go they away.) 

23 And David said, My brethren, ye shall not do so, as ye speak, of these things, which 
the Lord hath given to us, and he hath kept us, and gave the thieves, that brake out 
against us, into our hands; (But David said, My brothers or My kinsmen, ye shall not do, as ye 
speak, with these things, which the Lord hath given us, for he hath kept us safe, and delivered the 
thieves, who broke out against us, into our hands;) 

24 neither any shall hear us strive on this word. For even part shall be of him that 
goeth down to battle, and of him that dwelleth at the fardels; and in like manner they 
shall part the prey. (nor shall anyone hear us arguing over this matter. For even portion shall 
be for him who went down to the battle, as well as for him who stayed with the bundles, or the 
supplies; yea, in like manner they shall divide up the prey.) 

25 And this was made a constitution and a doom from that day and afterward, and as 
a law in Israel till into this day. (And from that day forward, this was made a custom, and a 
judgement, and a law in Israel, until this day.) 

26 Then David came into Ziklag, and he sent gifts of the prey to the elder men of Judah, 
his neighbours, and said, Take ye blessing of the prey of [the] enemies of the Lord (or Have 
ye a gift out of the prey from the Lord’s enemies); 
ie i them that were in Bethel, and that were in Ramoth, at the south, and that were 
in Jattir, 

28 and that were in Aroer, and that were in Siphmoth, and that were in Eshtemoa, 

29 and that were in Rachal, and that were in the cities of Jerahmeel, and that were in 
the cities of Kenites, 

30 and that were in Hormah, and that were in Chorashan, and that were in Athach, 
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31 and that were in Hebron, and to other men, that were in these places, in which 
David dwelled and his men. (and those in Hebron, and to the other men who were in those 
places, where David and his men had lived.) 


CHAPTER 31 


1 Forsooth the Philistines fought against Israel, and the men of Israel fled before the 
face of Philistines, and they fell down slain in the hill of Gilboa. (Then the Philistines fought 
against Israel, and the men of Israel fled from the Philistines, and they fell down dead on Mount 
Gilboa.) 

2 And the Philistines hurled fiercely into Saul, and into his sons, and they killed 
Jonathan, and Abinadab, and Melchishua, [the] sons of Saul. 

3 And (then) all the weight, or charge, of the battle was turned against Saul; and (the) 
men archers pursued him, and he was wounded greatly of the archers (or and he was 
seriously wounded by the archers). 

4 And Saul said to his squire, Draw out thy sword, and slay me, lest peradventure these 
uncircumcised men come, and slay me, and scorn me. And his squire would not, for he 
was afeared by full great dread; therefore Saul took his sword, and felled thereon, (or But 
his squire would not do it, for he was afraid with a very great fear; and so Saul took his own sword, 
and fell on it). 

5 And when his squire had seen this, that Saul was dead, also he felled upon his sword 
(or he also fell on his sword), and was dead with him. 

6 And so Saul was dead, and his three sons, and his squire, and all his men in that day 
together. (And so Saul, and his three sons, and his squire, and all his men, died together on the 
same day.) 

7 And the sons of Israel, that were beyond the valley, and beyond Jordan, saw that the 
men of Israel had fled, and that Saul was dead, and his sons, and they left their cities, 


and fled; and the Philistines came, and dwelled there. (And when the Israelites, who were 
beyond the valley, and east of the Jordan River, saw that the other Israelites had fled, and that Saul 


and his sons were dead, they left their cities, and fled; and the Philistines came, and lived there.) 

8 Forsooth in the tother day made, Philistines came, that they should despoil the slain 
men, and they found Saul, and his three sons, lying in the hill of Gilboa; (And the next day, 
the Philistines came to rob the dead men, and they found Saul, and his three sons, lying there dead 
on Mount Gilboa;) 

9 and they cutted away the head of Saul, and despoiled him of his armours; and sent 
into the land of Philistines by compass, that it should be told in the temple of idols, and 
in the peoples. (and they cut off Saul’s head, and stripped him of his armour or and robbed him 
of his arms,or of his weapons; and then they sent messengers into all the land of the Philistines, so 
that it could be told to their idols, and to their people alike.) 

10 And they putted his armours in the temple of Ashtaroth; but they hanged his body 
in the wall of Bethshan. (And they put his armour in the temple of Ashtoreth or And they put his 
arms, or his weapons, in the temple of Astarte, but they hung up his body on the wall of Bethshan.) 

11 And when the dwellers of Jabesh of Gilead had heard this, and whatever things the 
Philistines had done to Saul, (And when the inhabitants of Jabesh of Gilead had heard this, and 
all the things that the Philistines had done to Saul,) 

12 and all the strongest men rose (up), and went forth all that night, and they took 
(down) the dead body of Saul, and the dead bodies of his sons, from the wall of Bethshan; 
and the men of Jabesh of Gilead came, and burnt those dead bodies with fire. 

13 And they took the bones of them, and buried them in the wood of Jabesh, and fasted 
by seven days. (And they took their bones, and buried them under the tamarisk tree in Jabesh, 
and then fasted for seven days.) 
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2ND SAMUEL 


1 And it was done, after that Saul was dead, that David turned again from the slaying 
of Amalek, and he dwelled two days in Ziklag. (And it was done, after Saul died, that David 
returned from the slaughter of the Amalekites, and he stayed in Ziklag for two days.) 

2 And in the third day a man appeared, coming from the tents of Saul with a cloth 
rent, and his head sprinkled with dust; and as he came to David, he felled upon his face, 
and worshipped him. (And on the third day a man appeared, coming from Saul’s camp with a 
torn cloak, and his head sprinkled with dirt, or with earth; and when he came to David, he fell on 
his face, and honoured him.) 

3 And David said to him, From whence comest thou? And he said to David, I fled from 
the tents of Israel. 

4 And David said to him, What is the word that is done there; show thou to me, (or What 
happened there; tell thou to me). And he said, The people of Israel hath fled from the battle, 
and many of the people felled (by the sword), and be dead; but also Saul, and Jonathan, 
his son, have perished. 

5 And David said to the young man, that told to him, Whereof knowest thou, that Saul 
is dead, and Jonathan, his son? (And David said to the young man, who told him this, How 
knowest thou that Saul, and his son Jonathan, be dead?) 

6 And the young man said, that told to him, By hap I came into the hill of Gilboa, and 
Saul leaned upon his spear; and chariots and horsemen nighed to him; (And the young 
man, who told him this, said, By happenstance I was on Mount Gilboa, and Saul was leaning on 
his spear; and the chariots and the horsemen came towards him;) 

7 and he turned behind his back, and saw me, and called. To whom when I had 
answered, I am present; (and he looked behind his back, and saw me, and called to me. To 
whom when I had answered, I am here;) 

8 he said to me, Who art thou? And I said to him, I am a man of Amalek. 

9 And he spake to me, (and said), Stand thou upon me, and slay me (or and kill me); for 
anguishes hold me, and yet all my life is in me. 

10 And (so) I stood upon him, and I slew him; for I knew that he might not live after 
the falling (or for I knew that he could not live as soon as he fell); and I took the diadem, that 
was on his head, and the band from his arm, and I have brought them hither to thee, my 
lord. 

' 11 Forsooth David took and rent his clothes, and (likewise)[all] the men that were with 
im; 

12 and they wailed, and wept, and fasted till to eventide, on Saul, and Jonathan, his 
son, and on the people of the Lord, and on the house of Israel, for they had felled by 
sword. (and they wailed, and wept, and fasted until evening, for Saul, and for Jonathan, his son, 
and for the people of the Lord, and for the house of Israel, because they had fallen by the sword.) 

13 And David said to the young man, that told to him, Of whence art thou? And he 
answered, I am the son of a man comeling, of a man of Amalek. (And David said to the 
young man, who told him the news, Where art thou from? And he answered, I am the son of a 
newcomer, or of a foreigner, I am an Amalekite.) 

14 And David said to him, Why dreadest thou not to send thine hand, that thou 
shouldest slay the christ of the Lord? (And David said to him, Why fearest thou not, to put 
forth thy hand to kill the Lord’s anointed?) 

15 And David called one of his young men, and said, Go thou, and fall on him. And he 
smote that young man, and he was dead, (or And he struck that young man, and he died). 

16 And David said to him, Thy blood be on thine head; for thy mouth spake against 
thee, and said, I killed the christ of the Lord/I killed the anointed of the Lord. 
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17 Forsooth David bewailed such a wailing on Saul, and on Jonathan, his son; (And David 
bewailed this wailing, or this lament, for Saul, and for his son Jonathan;) 

18 and he commanded, that they should teach the sons of Judah the bow, that is, the 
craft of shooting, as it is written in the Book of Just Men. (and he commanded, that they 
should teach the sons of Judah the use of the bow, that is, the craft of shooting arrows, as it is 
written in the Book of Jasher.) 

19 And (so) David said, Israel, behold thou, for these that be dead, be wounded on thine 
high places; the noble men of Israel be slain upon thine hills. How have fallen [the] strong 
men? (or How the strong have fallen!) 

20 do not ye tell this in Gath, neither tell ye (it) in the way-lots of Askelon; lest 
peradventure the daughters of Philistines be glad, lest the daughters of uncircumcised 
men joy. 

21 Hills of Gilboa, neither dew, neither rain come upon you, neither be they the fields 
of first fruits (nor be ye the fields of the first fruits); for the shield of (the) strong men was 
cast away there, the shield of Saul, as if he had not been anointed with oil. 

22 Of the blood of slain men, of the fatness of strong men, the arrow of Jonathan went 
never aback, and the sword of Saul turned not again void. 

23 Saul and Jonathan, amiable, and fair in their life, were not parted also in their death; 
they were swifter than eagles, stronger than lions. (Saul and Jonathan were so loved, and 
delightful, in their lives, and were not separated in their deaths; they were swifter than eagles, 
stronger than lions.) 

24 Daughters of Israel, weep ye on Saul, that clothed you with fine red, and in (other) 
delights, that gave golden ornaments to your attire. (Daughters of Israel, weep ye for Saul, 
who clothed you in fine red, and in other delights, who gave gold ornaments for your attire.) 

25 How have strong men fallen down in battle? Jonathan was slain in the high places. 
(How the strong have fallen in battle! Jonathan was killed on the hills.) 

26 |] make sorrow upon thee, my brother Jonathan, full fair and amiable more than the 
love of women; as a mother loveth her only son, so I loved thee. (I have sorrow for thee, 
my brother Jonathan, so delightful, and whose love for me was more than even the love of women; 
like a mother loveth her only son, so I loved thee.) 

27 How therefore felled down strong men, and armours of battle perished? (How the 
strong have fallen, and the arms, or the weapons, of battle have perished!) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Therefore after these things David counselled with the Lord, and said, Whether I 
shall go up into one of the cities of Judah? (or And after these things David counselled with 
the Lord, and said, Shall I go up into one of the cities of Judah?) And the Lord said to him, Go 
thou up. And David said to the Lord, Whither shall I go up? And the Lord answered to 
him, Into Hebron. 

2 Therefore David went up, and his two wives, Ahinoam of Jezreel, and Abigail, the 
wife of Nabal of Carmel. 

3 But also David led the men that were with him, each man with his house(hold)(or each 
man with his family); and they dwelled in the towns of Hebron. 

4 And the men of Judah came, and anointed there David, that he should reign upon 
the house of Judah, (or And the men of Judah came, and there they anointed David to reign upon 
the house of Judah). And it was told to David, that [the] men of Jabesh of Gilead had buried 
Saul. 

5 Therefore David sent messengers to the men of Jabesh of Gilead, and said to them, 
Blessed be ye of the Lord, that did this mercy with your lord Saul, and buried him. (And 
so David sent messengers to the men of Jabesh of Gilead, and said to them, May the Lord bless you, 
who have shown this kindness to your lord Saul, and have buried him.) 
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6 And now soothly the Lord shall yield to you mercy and truth, but also I shall yield 
thanking, for ye did this word. (And now surely the Lord shall show truth and kindness to you, 
and I shall also give you thanks, for ye did this thing.) 

7 Your hands be comforted, and be ye the sons of strength; for though your lord Saul is 
dead, nevertheless the house of Judah hath anointed me king to him. (May your hands be 
strengthened, and may ye be the sons of strength; for though your lord Saul is dead, nevertheless 
the house of Judah hath anointed me king upon them.) 

8 Forsooth Abner, the son of Ner, prince of the host of Saul, took Ishbosheth, the son of 
Saul, and led him about by the castles, (Then Abner, the son of Ner, the leader of Saul’s army, 
took Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, and brought him over to Mahanaim,) 

° and made him king on Gilead, and on Ashurites, and on Jezreel, and on Ephraim, and 
on Benjamin, and on all Israel. 

10 Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, was of forty years, when he began to reign upon Israel; 
and he reigned two years. Soothly the house alone of Judah followed David. (Ishbosheth, 
the son of Saul, was forty years old when he began to reign upon Israel; and he reigned for two 
years. Only the house of Judah followed David.) 

11 And the number of days, by which David dwelled reigning in Hebron on the house 
of Judah, was of seven years and six months. 

12 And Abner, the son of Ner, went out, and the servants of Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, 
from the castles in[to] Gibeon. (And Abner, the son of Ner, and the men of Ishbosheth, the son 
of Saul, went out from Mahanaim to Gibeon.) 

13 And Joab, the son of Zeruiah, and the servants of David, went out, and they came 
to them beside the cistern of Gibeon. And when they had come together into one place 
even against either other, these sat on one part of the cistern, and they on the tother. 
(And Joab, the son of Zeruiah, and David’s men, went out, and they came to them beside 
the pool of Gibeon. And when they had come together at a place opposite each other, 
those men sat on one side of the pool, 

and they sat on the other side.) 


14 And Abner said to Joab, The children rise, and play before us”, (or And Abner said to 
Joab, Let the young men rise up, and slay, or kill, each other). And Joab answered, Rise they 
up. 

15 Then they rose up, and passed forth twelve in number of Benjamin, of the part of 
Ishbosheth, the son of Saul; and twelve of the servants of David. (Then they rose up, and 
came forth twelve in number for Benjamin, on the part of Ishbosheth, Saul’s son; and twelve of 
David’s men.) 

16 And each man, when he had taken his fellow by the head, fixed his sword into the 
side of his adversary; and they felled down together. And (so) the name of that place was 
called The Field of Men Slain Together, (which is) in Gibeon. 

17 And full hard battle rose in that day; and Abner and the sons of Israel were driven 
(away) of the servants of David. (And a hard fought battle arose that day; and Abner and the 
men of Israel were driven back by David’s men.) 

18 Forsooth (the) three sons of Zeruiah were there, Joab, and Abishai, and Asahel; and 
Asahel was a full swift runner, as one of the caprets that dwell in woods (or like one of the 
gazelles that live in the forest). 

19 And Asahel pursued Abner, and he bowed neither to the right side, nor to the left 
side, ceasing to pursue Abner. 


20 Therefore Abner beheld behind his back, and said, Whether thou art Asahel? Which 
answered, I am. 





* 
CHAPTER 2:14 That is, ‘show their strength and nobility’; and here ‘play’ is set for ‘slay’ either ‘fight’. 
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21 And Abner said to him, Go thou to the right side, either to the left side; and take 
(down) one of the young men, and take to thee his spoils. But Asahel would not cease, 
that not he pursued him, (or But Asahel would not cease from pursuing Abner). 


22 And again Abner spake to Asahel, (and said), Go thou away; do not thou pursue me, 
lest I be compelled to pierce thee into the earth, and I shall not be able to raise then my 
face to Joab, thy brother. (And again Abner said to Asahel, Go thou away; do not thou pursue 
me, lest I be compelled to pierce thee through to the ground, and then I shall not be able to face 
thy brother Joab.) 


23 And Asahel despised to hear, and would not bow away. Therefore Abner smote him 
with the spear turned away, that is, turned against him, in the share-bone, that is, behind 
the maw, in the fifth rib, under which be the members of life, and pierced [him] through, 
and he was dead in the same place; and all men that passed by the place, in which place 
Asahel felled down, and was dead, stood still. (And Asahel despised to hear him, and would 
not turn away. And so Abner struck him with the spear turned against him, in the belly, at the 
fifth rib, under which be the members of life, and pierced him through, and he died there; and 
all those who came to the place, where Asahel fell down, and died, stopped and stood there, and 
gawked.) 


24 And while Joab and Abishai pursued Abner fleeing, the sun went down; and they 
came to the little hill of a water conduit, that is even against the valley, and the way of 
desert in Gibeon. (And while Joab and Abishai pursued after Abner, the sun went down; and 
they came to the hill of Ammah, that is opposite Giah, on the way to the wilderness of Gibeon.) 


25 And the sons of Benjamin were gathered to Abner, and they were gathered together 
into one company, and they stood in the height of an heap of earth (or and they stood on 
the top of a hill). 

26 And Abner cried to Joab, and said, Whether thy sword shall be fierce unto slaying? 
Whether thou knowest not, that despair is perilous? How long sayest thou not to the 
people, that it cease to pursue his brethren? (or How long before thou sayest to thy people, 
that they should cease pursuing their kinsmen?) 


27 And Joab said, The Lord liveth, for if thou haddest spoken thus early, the people 
pursuing his brother had gone away. (And Joab said, As the Lord liveth, if thou haddest not 
spoken, the people would have continued pursuing their kinsmen until morning.) 


28 And Joab sounded with a clarion, and all the host stood still; and they pursued no 
further Israel, neither began battle. (And then Joab sounded with a trumpet, and all the army 
stood in place; and they no longer pursued the men of Israel, and the fighting ceased.) 

29 And Abner and his men went 

(from) thence by the field places of Moab in all that night, and they passed [over] 
Jordan; and when all Bithron was compassed, they came to the castles. (And Abner and 
his men went from there through the fields of Moab all that night, and then they crossed over the 
Jordan River; and when all Bithron had been traversed, they came to Mahanaim.) 


30 And when Abner was left, Joab turned again, and gathered together all his people; 
and ten men and nine, besides Asahel, failed of the servants of David. (And when Joab left 
off pursuing Abner, he returned, and gathered together all his people; andhe found that nineteen 
of David’s men, besides Asahel, were missing.) 

31 Forsooth the servants of David smited of Benjamin, and of the men that were with 
Abner, three hundred men and sixty, which also were dead. (But David’s men struck and 
killed three hundred and sixty of the Benjaminites, and of Abner’s men.) 

32 And they took Asahel, and buried him in the sepulchre of his father in Bethlehem. 
And Joab, and the men that were with him, went in all that night, and in that morrowtide 
they came into Hebron (or and in the morning they came to Hebron). 
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CHAPTER 3 


1 Therefore a long strife was made betwixt the house of David and the house of Saul; 
and David profited and ever[more] was stronger than himself, in comparison of time 
passed, for his power increased ever, but the house of Saul decreased each day. (And 
so for a long time there was strife between the house of David and the house of Saul; and David 
grew in strength, that is, as more time that passed, the more his power increased, but the house of 
Saul grew ever weaker.) 

2 And sons were born to David in Hebron; and his first begotten son was Amnon, of 
Ahinoam of Jezreel; 

3 and after him was Chileab, of Abigail, the wife of Nabal of Carmel; and the third was 
Absalom, the son of Maacah, the daughter of Talmai, king of Geshur; 

4 and the fourth was Adonijah, the son of Haggith; and the fifth was Shephatiah, the 
son of Abital; 

5 and the sixth was Ithream, of Eglah, the wife of David. These (sons) were born to 
David in Hebron. 

6 Therefore when battle was betwixt the house of Saul and the house of David, Abner, 
the son of Ner, governed the house of Saul. 

7 And to Saul was a concubine, that is, a secondary wife, Rizpah by name, the daughter 
of Aiah; and Abner entered [in] to her. And Ishbosheth said to Abner, Why hast thou 
entered [in] to the concubine of my father? 

8 And Abner was wroth greatly for the words of Ishbosheth, and said, Whether I am 
the head of a dog against Judah today, and I have done mercy on the house of Saul, thy 
father, and on his brethren, and neighbours, and I betook not thee into the hands of 
David, and (yet) thou hast sought in me that, that thou shouldest reprove for a woman 
today? (And Abner was greatly angered by Ishbosheth’s words, and said, Am I the head of a dog, 
that is, a traitor, and do I serve Judah today? have I not shown mercy, or loyalty, to the house of 
Saul, thy father, and to his brothers, and to his neighbours? I did not deliver thee into the hands 
of David, and yet today thou hast sought that for which thou wouldest reprove me for, yea, for but 
a woman!) 

9 God do these things to Abner, and add these things to him, no but as the Lord swore 
to David, so I do with him (or so I shall do for him), 


10 that the realm be translated from the house of Saul (or that the kingdom be transferred 
from the house of Saul), and (that) the throne of David be raised on Israel and on Judah, 
from Dan till to Beersheba. 

11 And Ishbosheth might not answer anything to Abner, for he dreaded Abner (or for 
he feared Abner). 

12 Therefore Abner sent messengers to David, and they said for him, Whose is the 
land? and that the messengers should (also) speak thus, Make thou friendships with me, 
and mine hand shall be with thee, and I shall bring (over) all Israel to thee. 

13 And David said, Best, I shall make friendships with thee; but I ask of thee one thing, 
and say, Thou shalt not see my face, before that thou bring Michal, the daughter of Saul, 
and so thou shalt come, and shalt see me. (And David answered, Very well, I shall be friends 
with thee; but I require one thing from thee, and that is, that thou shalt not see my face, until thou 
bring Saul’s daughter Michal to me; only then shalt thou come, and see me.) 

14 Therefore David sent messengers to Ishbosheth (or And David also sent messengers to 
Ishbosheth), the son of Saul, and said, Yield thou my wife Michal, whom I espoused to me 
for an hundred prepuces of Philistines. 

15 Therefore Ishbosheth sent, and took her from her husband, Phaltiel, the son of 
Laish; (And so Ishbosheth sent some men, and took her away from her husband, Phaltiel, the son 


of Laish;) 
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16 and her husband followed her, and wept till to Bahurim. And Abner said to him, Go 
thou, and turn again; and he turned again. (and her husband followed her, and wept all the 
way to Bahurim. But Abner said to him, Go thou back home! and so he went home.) 

17 Also Abner brought in a word to the elder men of Israel, and said, Both yesterday 
and the third day ago ye sought David, that he should reign upon you. 

18 Now therefore do ye; for the Lord spake to David, and said, In the hand of my servant 
David I shall save my people Israel from the hand of Philistines, and of all his enemies. 
(And so now do ye it; for the Lord spoke to David, and said, By my servant David I shall save my 
people Israel from the hands of the Philistines, and from all their enemies.) 

19 And also Abner spake to Benjamin; and he went, that he should speak to David, in 
Hebron, (of) all things that pleased Israel and all Benjamin. (And Abner also spoke to the 
Benjaminites; and then he went to speak to David in Hebron, about all that the Israelites and the 
Benjaminites had agreed to do.) 

20 And he came to David, in Hebron, with twenty men. And David made a feast to 
Abner, and to the men that came with him, (or And David made a feast for Abner, and the 
men who came with him). 

21 And Abner said to David, I shall rise up, that I gather all Israel to thee, my lord the 
king, and that I make (a) bond of peace with thee, and that thou reign on all, as thy soul 
desireth. Therefore when David had led forth Abner, and he had gone in peace, (And 
Abner said to David, I shall rise up, and gather all Israel to thee, my lord the king, and they shall 
make a covenant with thee, and thou shalt reign upon all of them, as thy soul desireth. And after 
David had let Abner go away, with a guarantee of surety, or of safety,) 

22 anon the servants of David and Joab came with a full great prey, when the thieves 
were slain; and Abner was not then with David, in Hebron, for David had let him go, and 
he went forth in peace. (shortly thereafter David’s men and Joab came back from a raid, with a 
great deal of prey; and Abner was then not with David, in Hebron, for David had let him go away, 
with a guarantee of safety.) 

23 And Joab, and the hosts that were with him, came afterward; therefore it was told 
to Joab of tellers, (saying), Abner, the son of Ner, came to the king, and the king let go 
him, and he went forth in peace. (And so Joab, and the men who were with him, came shortly 
thereafter; and people said to Joab, Abner, the son of Ner, came to the king, and the king let him go 
away, with a guarantee of safety.) 

24 And Joab entered to the king, and said, What hast thou done? Lo! Abner came to 
thee; why lettest go thou him (or why hast thou let him go), and he went, and departed 
from thee? 

25 Knowest thou not (that) Abner, the son of Ner, for hereto he came to thee, that he 
should deceive thee, and that he should know thy going out and thine entering, and 
should know all things which thou doest? (Thou must know that Abner, the son of Ner, came 
to thee so that he could deceive thee, and learn thy going out and thy coming in, and so know all 
the things that thou doest.) 

26 Therefore Joab went out from David, and sent messengers after Abner; and led him 
again from the cistern of Sirah (or and they brought him back from the Well of Sirah), while 
David knew not. 

27 And when Abner had come again into Hebron, Joab led him asides half to the middle 
of the gate, (as if) that he should speak to him in guile; and he smote Abner there in the 
share-bone, and he was dead, into vengeance of the blood of his brother Asahel, (or and 
Joab struck,or stabbed, Abner in the belly, and he died there, in revenge for killing Joab’s brother 
Asahel). 

28 That when David had heard this thing done, he said, I am clean, and my realm, with 
God into without end from the blood of Abner, the son of Ner; (And when David had heard 
that this thing was done, he said, I and my kingdom, be clean with God forevermore, of the blood, 
or of the murder, of Abner, the son of Ner;) 
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29 and come it on the head of Joab, and upon all the house of his father; and fail there 
not from the house of Joab a man suffering flowing of seed, and a leprous man, (and a 
man) holding a spindle, and a man falling by sword, and (a man) having need to bread. 
(yea, let it come upon Joab’s head, and upon all his father’s family; and let there never fail to be in 
the house of Joab a man suffering the flowing out of his seed, or a leprous man, or a man holding 
a spindle, or a man falling by the sword, or a man having need of bread.) 

30 Therefore Joab, and Abishai, his brother, killed Abner, for he had slain Asahel, their 
brother, (or for he had killed their brother Asahel), in Gibeon, in battle. 

31 And David said to Joab, and to all the people that was with him, Rend ye your clothes, 
and be ye gird with sackcloths, and bewail ye before the hearses, either dirge, of Abner. 
Forsooth king David followed the bier. (And David said to Joab, and to all the people who were 
with him, Tear ye your clothes, and be ye gird with sackcloths, and bewail ye the dirge for Abner. 
And King David himself followed the bier.) 

32 And when they had buried Abner in Hebron, king David raised (up) his voice, and 
wept on the burial of Abner; and certainly all the people wept. 

33 And the king bewailed, and bemourned Abner, and said, Abner, thou diedest not as 
dreadful men, either cowards, be wont to die, (or Abner, thou hast not died like fearful men, 
or like cowards, be wont to die). 

34 Thine hands were not bound, and thy feet were not grieved with stocks, but thou 
hast fallen down, as men be wont to fall before the sons of wickedness. And all the people 
doubled together, and wept on him. (Thy hands were not bound, and thy feet were not put in 
the stocks, but thou hast fallen, like men be wont to fall before the sons of wickedness. And all the 
people wept again for him.) 

35 And when all the multitude came to take meat with David, while the day was yet 
clear, David swore, and said, God do to me these things, and add these things too, if I 
shall taste bread, either any other thing, before the going down of the sun. 

36 And all the people heard this; and all things which the king did in the sight of all 
the people pleased them; 

37 and all the common people and all Israel knew in that day, that it was not done of 
the king (or that it was not done by the king), that Abner, the son of Ner, was slain. 

38 Also the king said to his servants, Whether ye know not, that the prince and the 
greatest (man) hath fallen down today in Israel? 

39 And I am yet tender, and anointed king; and these sons of Zeruiah be (too) hard to 
me; the Lord yield to him that doeth evil after his (own) malice. (And I am yet weak, though 
anointed the king; and these sons of Zeruiah be too hard for me; may the Lord yield to him who 
doeth evil after his own malice.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 And Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, heard that Abner had fallen down in Hebron; and 
his hands were discomforted, and all Israel was troubled. (And Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, 
heard that Abner had been killed in Hebron; and his hands were enfeebled, that is, he was afraid, 
and all Israel was troubled.) 

2 And two men, princes of (raiding) companies, were to the son of Saul; name to the one 
was Baanah, and name to the tother was Rechab, the sons of Rimmon (the) Beerothite, of 
the sons of Benjamin; for also Beeroth is areckoned in Benjamin. (And two men, leaders of 
raiding parties, were officers for Saul’s son; one was named Baanah, and the other was named 
Rechab; they were the sons of Rimmon the Beerothite, of the sons of Benjamin, for Beeroth is 
reckoned as part of Benjamin.) 

3 And men of Beeroth fled into Gittaim; and they were comelings there till to that 
time. (And the Beerothites had fled to Gittaim; and they had lived there until that time.) 

4 Andason feeble in his feet was to Jonathan, the son of Saul; and he was five years eld, 
when the messenger came from Saul and Jonathan, from Jezreel, telling that they were 
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dead, (or and he was five years old, when a message came from Jezreel about Saul and Jonathan, 
saying that they were dead). Therefore his nurse took him, and fled; and when she hasted 


to flee, she felled down, and the child was made lame; and the name of the child was 
Mephibosheth. 


5 Therefore Rechab and Baanah, the sons of Rimmon of Beeroth, came, and entered 
in the hot (of the) day into the house of Ishbosheth, that slept upon his bed at midday; 
and the woman that kept the doors of the house, (who had been) purging wheat, (now also) 
slept fast. (And so Rechab and Baanah, the sons of Rimmon of Beeroth, came, and in the heat of 
the day entered into Ishbosheth’s house, while he slept on his bed at midday; and the woman who 
kept the doors of the house, had been purging wheat, but now she was also asleep.) 

6 And they came till to the midst of the house, and took wheat; and Rechab, and 
Baanah, his brother, smote Ishbosheth in the share-bone, and fled. (And they came into 
the midst of the house, carrying wheat; and Rechab, and his brother Baanah, struck, or stabbed, 
Ishbosheth in the belly, and then fled.) 

7 Soothly when they had entered into the house, he slept on his bed in a (bed-)closet; 
and they smited and killed him; and when they had taken [off] his head, they went by 
the way of desert in all that night. (Yea, when they entered into the house, he slept on his bed 
in the bed-chamber; and they struck, or stabbed, him and killed him; and when they had cut off 
his head, they left, and went by the way of the wilderness all that night.) 

8 And they brought the head of Ishbosheth to David, in Hebron, and they said to the 
king, Lo! the head of Ishbosheth, the son of Saul, thine enemy, that sought thy life; and 
the Lord hath given today to our lord the king vengeance of Saul, and of his seed, (or today 
the Lord hath avenged our lord the king upon Saul, and upon his descendants, or his family). 


9 And David answered to Rechab, and Baanah, his brother, the sons of Rimmon of 
Beeroth, and said to them, The Lord liveth, that hath delivered my life from all anguish, 


(or As the Lord liveth, who hath delivered my life from all anguish); 

10 for I held him that told to me, and said, Saul is dead, which man guessed himself to 
tell prosperities, and I killed him in Ziklag, to whom (he thought) it behooved me (to) give 
meed for (his) message; (for I took hold of him who told me, and said, Saul is dead, which man 
thought that he told good news, and I killed him in Ziklag, yea, he who thought it behooved me to 
give him a reward for his message;) 

11 how much more now, when wicked men have slain a guiltless man in his house 
upon his bed, shall I not seek his blood of your hand, and shall not I do away you from 
the earth? (how much more now, when you wicked men have killed an innocent man in his own 
house on his own bed, will I not avenge his blood upon you, and shall I not do you away from the 
face of the earth?) 

12 Therefore David commanded to his servants, and they killed them; and they cut off 
their hands and their feet, and hanged them over the cistern in Hebron (or and hung them 
up near the pool in Hebron). Forsooth they took the head of Ishbosheth, and they buried it 
in the sepulchre of Abner, in Hebron. 


CHAPTER 5 


1 And all the lineages of Israel came to David, in Hebron, and said, Lo! we be thy bone 
and thy flesh. (And all the tribes of Israel came to David, in Hebron, and said, Behold! we be thy 
flesh and blood.) 

2 But also yesterday and the third day ago, when Saul was king upon us, thou leddest 
out, and leddest again Israel; forsooth the Lord said to thee, Thou shalt feed my people 
Israel, and thou shalt be duke upon Israel. (And yesterday and the third day ago, when Saul 
was king upon us, thou leddest out the people Israel, and leddest them in again; and the Lord said 
to thee, Thou shalt feed my people Israel, and thou shalt be the leader of Israel.) 

3 Also and the elder men of Israel came to the king, into Hebron; and king David smote 
with them (a) bond of peace in Hebron, before the Lord; and they anointed David into 
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king upon Israel. (And the elders of Israel came to the king in Hebron; and King David struck a 
covenant with them in Hebron, before the Lord; and they anointed David king upon Israel.) 

4 David was a son of thirty years, when he began to reign, and he reigned forty years(.) 

5 in Hebron; he reigned upon Judah seven years and six months; and in Jerusalem he 
reigned thirty and three years upon all Israel and Judah. (In Hebron, he reigned seven years 
and six months upon Judah; and in Jerusalem, he reigned thirty-three years upon all Israel and 
Judah.) 

6 And the king went, and all [the] men that were with him, into Jerusalem, to Jebusites, 
the dweller(s) of the land. And it was said of them to David, Thou shalt not enter hither, 
no but thou do away blind men and lame, saying, David shall not enter hither. (And the 
king, and all the men who were with him, went to Jerusalem, unto the Jebusites, the inhabitants 
of the land. And they said to David, Thou shalt not come in here until thou do away all the blind 
and the crippled, that is to say, Thou, David, shalt never come in here.) 

7 Forsooth David took the tower of Zion; this is the city of David. (But David captured 
the stronghold, or the fortress, of Zion; this is known as the City of David.) 

8 For David had purposed in that day to have given meed to him, that had smitten 
Jebusites, and that had touched the gutters of the house roofs, and that had taken away 
lame men and blind, hating the life of David. Therefore it is said in common speech, A 
blind man and a lame shall not enter into the temple. (For David had put forth a reward 
that day, to anyone who struck down the Jebusites, yea, up to the gutters of the housetops, and 
who did away even the crippled and the blind, yea, any and all who hated the life of David. And 
so it is said in common speech, No one blind or crippled shall enter into the Temple.) 

9 And David dwelled in the tower, and called it the city of David; and he builded by 
compass from Millo, and within. (And David lived in the stronghold, and called it the City of 
David; and he built all around from Millo, inwards.) 

10 And he entered profiting, and increasing; and the Lord God of hosts was with him. 

11 Also Hiram, king of Tyre, sent messengers to David, and cedar trees, and craftsmen 
of wood, and craftsmen of stones to (make) walls; and they builded the house of David. 

12 And David knew, that the Lord had confirmed him king upon Israel, and that he had 
enhanced his realm upon his people Israel (or and that he had raised up his kingdom for the 
sake of his people Israel). 

13 Therefore David took yet (more) concubines, and wives of (the inhabitants of) 
Jerusalem, after that he came from Hebron; and also other sons and daughters were 
born to David. 

14 And these be the names of them that were born to him in Jerusalem; Shammuah, 
and Shobab, and Nathan, and Solomon, 

15 and Ibhar, and Elishua, and Nepheg, and Japhia, 


16 and Elishama, and Eliada, and Eliphalet. 

17 Then the Philistines heard, that they had anointed David king upon Israel, and all 
the Philistines went up to seek David. And when David had heard this, he went down 
into a stronghold. 

18 And the Philistines came, and they were spread abroad in the valley of Rephaim. 
(And the Philistines came, and they were spread all over the Rephaim Valley.) 

19 And David counselled with the Lord, and said, Whether I shall go up to Philistines, 
and whether thou shalt give them in mine hand? And the Lord said to David, Go thou up, 
for I shall betake the Philistines, and I shall give them in thine hand. (And David counselled 
with the Lord, and said, Shall I go up to the Philistines? and shalt thou give them into my hands? 
And the Lord said to David, Go thou up, for I shall deliver the Philistines into thy hands.) 

20 Therefore David came into Baalperazim, and smote them there (or and he struck them 
there), and said, The Lord hath parted mine enemies before me, as waters be parted. 
Therefore the name of that place was called Baalperazim, that is, The Field, either Plain, 
of Parting. 
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21 And they left there their sculptures, (or their images), which David burnt, and his 
men. (And they left their idols there, which David and his men burned to ashes.) 

22 And [the] Philistines added yet, that they should ascend, and they were spread 
abroad in the valley of Rephaim. (And the Philistines attacked again, and they were spread all 
over the Rephaim Valley.) 

23 And David counselled with the Lord, and said, Whether I shall go up against 


the Philistines, and whether thou shalt betake them into mine hands? (or And David 
counselled with the Lord, and said, Shall I go up against the Philistines, and shalt thou deliver them 


into my hands?) And the Lord answered, Thou shalt not go up against them, but compass 
thou them behind their back, and (then) thou shalt come to them on the contrary side 
of the pear trees. 

24 And when thou shalt hear the sound of (a) cry going in the top(s) of (the) pear trees, 
then thou shalt begin (the) battle; for then the Lord shall go out before thy face, that he 
smite the tents of Philistines, (or for then the Lord shall go out before thee, and strike down the 
host, or the army, of the Philistines). 


25 Therefore David did as the Lord commanded to him; and he smote the Philistines 
from Geba till they came to Gazer. 


CHAPTER 6 


1 Forsooth David gathered again all the chosen men of Israel, thirty thousand. (Then 
David gathered together all the chosen, or all the best, out of Israel, yea, thirty thousand men.) 

2 And David rose, and went, and all the people that was with him of the men of Judah, 
to bring the ark of God, on which the name of the Lord of hosts, sitting in cherubim on 
that ark, was called. (And David rose up, and then he, and all the people who were with him, 
went to Baalath in Judah, to bring back from there the Ark of God, which beareth the name of the 
Lord of hosts, who is enthroned upon, or above, the cherubim.) 

3 And they putted the ark of God on a new wain, and they took it from the house of 
Abinadab, that was in Gibeah, (or And they put the Ark of God on a new wagon, and they took 
it from Abinadab’s house, which was on the hill). And Uzzah and Ahio, the sons of Abinadab, 


drove the new wain. 
4 And when they had taken it from the house of Abinadab, that was in Gibeah, and 


kept the ark of God, Ahio went before the ark. (And so they took it from Abinadab’s house, 
which was on the hill, who had kept the Ark of God safe; and Ahio went before the Ark.) 

5 And David and all Israel played before the Lord, in all treen instruments of melody, 
and in harps, and citoles, and tympans, and trumps, and cymbals. (And David and all Israel 
played music before the Lord, on all the wooden instruments, and on harps, and lutes, and drums, 
or tambourines, and trumpets, and cymbals.) 

6 Forsooth after that they came to the cornfloor of Nachon, Uzzah held forth his hand 
to the ark of God, and held it, for the oxen kicked, and bowed it. (But when they came to 
the threshing floor of Nachon, Uzzah put forth his hand to the Ark of God, and held it, for the oxen 
stumbled, and shook it.) 

7 And the Lord was wroth by indignation against Uzzah, and smote him on the folly 
(or and struck him down for his foolishness in touching the Ark); and he was dead there beside 


the ark of God. 
8 And David was sorry, for the Lord had slain Uzzah; and the name of that place was 


called The Smiting of Uzzah till into this day. (And David was grieved that the Lord had killed 
Uzzah; and the name of that place is called Perezuzzah, or the Punishment of Uzzah, unto this day.) 
9 And David dreaded the Lord in that day, and said, How shall the ark of the Lord enter 
to me? (And David feared the Lord that day, and said, How can I bring the Ark of the Lord back 
with me?) 
10 And (so) he would not turn [aside] the ark of the Lord (un)to himself into the city of 
David, but he turned it [aside] into the house of Obededom of Gath. 
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11 And the ark of the Lord dwelled in the house of Obededom of Gath three months; 
and the Lord blessed Obededom, and all his house(hold). (And the Ark of the Lord stayed at 
the house of Obededom the Gittite for three months; and the Lord blessed Obededom, and all his 
family.) 

12 And it was told to king David, that the Lord had blessed Obededom, and all his 
things, for the ark of God. And David said, I shall go, and bring the ark with blessing 
into mine house. Therefore David went, and brought the ark of God from the house of 
Obededom into the city of David with joy. (And it was told to King David, that the Lord had 
blessed Obededom, and all that he had or and all that was his, for keeping the Ark of God safe. And 
David said, Now I shall go, and bring the Ark of God with blessing to my house. And so David went, 
and brought the Ark of God from the house of Obededom to the City of David with great joy.) 

13 And when they, that bare the ark of the Lord, had gone six paces, they offered an 
ox and a ram. (And when they, who carried the Ark of the Lord, had gone six paces, he offered 
an ox and a ram.) 

14 And David smote in organs fastened to his arm (or And David played on an instrument 
fastened to his arm); and he danced with all his strengths before the Lord; and David was 
clothed with (only) a linen surplice. 

15 And David, and all the house of Israel, led forth the ark of [the] testament of the 
Lord/the ark of [the] witnessing of the Lord in hearty song, and in sound of trump. (And 
David, and all the house of Israel, brought forth the Ark of the Lord with hearty song, and the 
sound of trumpets.) 

16 And when the ark of the Lord had entered into the city of David, Michal, the 
daughter of Saul, beheld by a window, and she saw the king skipping and dancing/ 
hopping and dancing before the Lord; and she despised him in her heart. 

17 And they brought in the ark of the Lord, and setted it in his place, in the midst of 
the tabernacle, which tabernacle David had made therefore/had made ready thereto; 
and David offered burnt sacrifices and peaceable (sacrifices) before the Lord. (And they 
brought in the Ark of the Lord, and set it in its place, in the midst of the Tent, which David had 
prepared for it; and David offered burnt sacrifices and peace offerings before the Lord.) 

18 And when David had ended those, and had offered burnt sacrifices and peaceable 
(sacrifices), he blessed the people in the name of the Lord of hosts. (And when David had 
finished offering the burnt sacrifices and the peace offerings, he blessed the people in the name of 
the Lord of hosts.) 

19 And he gave to all the multitude of Israel, as well to man as to woman, to each a cake 
of bread, and one part roasted of bugle flesh, and flour of wheat fried with oil; and all 
the people went forth, each into his house. (And he gave to all the multitude of Israel, yea, to 
each man and woman, a cake of bread, and a piece of roasted ox flesh, and wheat flour fried with 
oil; and then all the people went home.) 

20 And David turned again to bless his house, and Michal, the daughter of Saul, went 
out into the coming of David, and said, How glorious was the king of Israel today, 
uncovering himself before the handmaids of his servants, and he was made naked, as 


if one of the knaves had been made naked? (And David returned to bless his own house, and 
Michal, Saul’s daughter, went out to meet David, and said, How glorious was the king of Israel 


today, uncovering himself before the slave-girls of his servants, yea, he was made naked, just like 
one of the knaves would be made naked!) 

21 And David said to Michal, The Lord liveth, for I shall play, (or I shall dance), before 
the Lord, that chose me rather than thy father, and rather than all the house of him, and 
commanded to me, that I should be duke on the people of the Lord of Israel; and I shall 
play, (And David said to Michal, As the Lord liveth, I shall dance before the Lord, who chose me 
rather than thy father, and all of his family, and who commanded to me that I should be the leader 
of the people of the Lord of Israel; and so I shall dance,) 
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22 and I shall be made more vile than I am yet made, and I shall be meek in mine eyes, 
and I shall appear more glorious with those handmaidens, of which thou hast spoken. 
(and I shall be made even more vile than I am yet made, and I shall be abased in thine eyes, but I 
shall appear more glorious to those slave-girls of whom thou hast spoken.) 

23 Therefore a son was not born to Michal, the daughter of Saul, till into the day of her 
death. (And so no child was ever born to Saul’s daughter Michal, unto the day of her death.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Forsooth it was done, when king David had sat in his house, and the Lord had given 
rest to him on each side from all his enemies, 

2 he said to Nathan the prophet, Seest thou not, that I dwell in an house of cedar (or 
that I live in a cedar house), and the ark of God is put in the midst of skins? 

3 And Nathan said to the king, Go thou, and do all thing that is in thine heart, for the 
Lord is with thee. 

4 And it was done in that night, and lo! the word of the Lord, was made to Nathan, 
[saying], 

5 Go thou, and speak to my servant David, (and say), The Lord saith these things, 
Whether thou shalt build to me an house to dwell in? (or Shalt thou build a house for me to 
live in?) 

6 Soothly I have not dwelled in an house from the day in which I led the sons of Israel 
out of the land of Egypt till into this day; but I have gone in a tabernacle and in a tent, 

7 by all places, to which I passed with all the sons of Israel? Whether I speaking spake 
to (any)one of the lineages of Israel, to whom I commanded, that he should feed my 
people Israel, and said, Why buildedest thou not an house of cedar to me? (to all the 
places, to which I went with all the people of Israel. Did I speak to anyone of the tribes of Israel, 
to whom I commanded, that they should feed my people Israel, and did I ever ask them, Why hast 
thou not built a cedar house for me?) 

8 And now thou shalt say these things to my servant David, The Lord of hosts saith 
these things, I took thee from [the] pastures following flocks, that thou shouldest be 
duke on my people Israel (or so that thou couldest be the leader of my people Israel), 

9 and I was with thee in all things, wherever thou hast gone, and I have killed all thine 
enemies from thy face, and I have made to thee a great name, by the name of great men 
that be in earth; (and I was with thee in all things, wherever thou hast gone, and I have killed all 
thy enemies before thee, and I have made a great name for thee, like the names of the great men 
who be on the earth;) 

10 and I shall set a place to my people Israel, and I shall plant him, and I shall dwell 
with him, and he shall no more be troubled, and the sons of wickedness shall not add to, 
that they torment him as before, (and I shall set a place for my people Israel, and I shall plant 
them, and I shall live with them, and they shall no more be troubled, and the sons of wickedness 
shall not torment them any more, like they did in the past,) 

11 (like they did) from the day in which I ordained judges upon my people Israel; and 
I shall give rest to thee from all thine enemies. And the Lord before-saith to thee, that 
he shall make an house to thee, (or And the Lord saith in advance to thee, that he shall make 
a house for thee); 

12 and when thy days be fulfilled, and thou hast slept with thy fathers, (that is, when 
thou hast died), I shall raise up thy seed after thee, which shall go out of thy womb, and I 
shall make steadfast his realm (or and I shall establish his kingdom). 

13 (And) He shall build an house to my name, and I shall make stable the throne of his 
realm till into without end; 


14] shall be to him into a father, and he shall be to me into a son; and if he shall do 
anything wickedly, I shall chastise him in the rod of men, and in the wounds of the sons 
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of men. (I shall be his father, and he shall be my son; and if he doeth anything wicked, I shall 
chastise him with the rod of men, and with wounds from the sons of men.) 

15 Forsooth I shall not do away my mercy from him, as I did it away from Saul, whom 
I removed from my face. (But I shall not take away my love from him, like I took it away from 
Saul, whom I removed from my presence.) 

16 And thine house shall be faithful, and thy realm shall be till into without end before 
my face, and thy throne shall be steadfast continually (or and thy throne shall be established 
forever). 

17 By all these words, and by all this revelation, so Nathan spake to David. 

18 Forsooth David the king entered into the tabernacle, and he sat before the Lord, and 
said, Who am I, Lord God, and what is mine house, that thou hast brought me hitherto? 

19 But also this is seen (as but a) little (thing) in thy sight, my Lord God; no but (that) 
thou shouldest speak also of the house of thy servant into long time. For this is the law 
of Adam, Lord God, (or For this is the law of menor of people’s lot, O Lord God); 


20 what therefore may David add yet, that he speak to thee? (or and so what can I say to 
thee?) For thou, Lord God, knowest thy servant; 


21 thou hast done all these great things, for thy word, and by thine heart, (or for thy 
word’s sake, and according to thy heart), so that thou madest those known to thy servant. 


22 Therefore, Lord God, thou art made great, for none is like thee, nor there is no God 
except thee, in all things which we have heard with our ears. (And so, Lord God, thou art 
truly great, and from everything that we have heard with our ears, no one is like thee, nor is there 
any God except thee.) 

23 Soothly what folk in (the) earth is as the people of Israel, for which the Lord God 
went, that he should again-buy it to him into a people, and should set to himself a name, 
and should do to it great things, and horrible, on [the] earth, in casting out thereof the 
folks, and gods thereof, from the face of thy people, which thou again-boughtest to thee 
from Egypt? (Yea, what nation on earth is like the people of Israel, for whom the Lord God went, 
and redeemed, or rescued, them in order to be a people for himself, and to make aname for himself, 
and to do for them great and wonderful things on the earth, in throwing out from here the nations, 
and their gods, from before thy people, whom thou hast redeemed, or rescued, for thyself from 
Egypt?) 

24 And thou hast confirmed to thee thy people Israel into a people everlasting, and 
thou, Lord, art made into God to them. (And thou hast confirmed thy people Israel to be thy 
own people forevermore, and O Lord, thou hast become their God.) 

25 Now therefore, Lord God, raise up (into) without end the word that thou hast spoken 
upon thy servant, and upon his house, and do as thou hast spoken; 

26 and thy name be magnified/and thy name be made great till into without end, and 
be it said, The Lord of hosts is God upon Israel; and the house of thy servant David shall 
be stablished before the Lord; 

27 for thou, Lord of hosts, God of Israel, hast made revelation to the ear of thy servant, 
and saidest, I shall build an house to thee; therefore thy servant hath found by his heart, 
that he should pray thee by this prayer. (for thou, O Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, hast made 
a revelation in the ear of thy servant, and saidest, I shall build a house for thee; and so thy servant 
hath found in his heart, that he should pray to thee by this prayer.) 

28 Now therefore, Lord God, thou art very God, and thy words shall (always) be true; 
for thou hast spoken these good things to thy servant; 

29 therefore begin thou, and bless the house of thy servant, that it be into without end 
before thee; for thou, Lord God, hast spoken these things, and through thy blessing the 
house of thy servant shall be blessed [into] without end. 
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1 And it was done after these things, David smote the Philistines, and made low them; 
and David took away the bridle of tribute from the hand of Philistines. (And it was done 
after these things, that David struck the Philistines, and made them low, or conquered them; and 
David took away Methegammah from the Philistines.) 

2 And David smote Moab, and meted them with a cord, and he made them even to the 
earth; forsooth he meted (them by) two cords, one to slay, and one to quicken. And Moab 
served David under tribute. (And David struck the Moabites, and he made his captives to lie on 
the ground, and had them measured with a cord; and for every two cord lengths of men that he 
killed, one cord length was allowed to live. And then the Moabites paid tribute, or taxes, to David.) 

3 And David smote Hadadezer, the son of Rehob, king of Zobah, when he went forth 
to be lord over the flood Euphrates. (And then David struck Hadadezer, the son of Rehob, the 
king of Zobah, as he went to recover his land by the Euphrates River.) 

4 And when a thousand and seven hundred horsemen of his part were taken, and 
twenty thousand of footmen, David hocked all [the] drawing beasts in chariots; but David 
left of those an hundred chariots, that is, the horses of an hundred chariots. (And David 
took from him, or captured, a thousand and seven hundred horsemen, and twenty thousand 
footmen, and he hocked all the drawing beasts for the chariots; but he left unharmed the horses 
for a hundred chariots.) 

5 Also Syrians of Damascus came, that it should bear help to Hadadezer, king of Zobah; 
and David smote of (the) Syrians two and twenty thousand of men. (And the Syrians of 
Damascus came to help Hadadezer; and David struck down twenty-two thousand of the men of 
Syria.) 

6 And David setted a stronghold in Syria of Damascus, and Syria was made serving 
David under tribute. And the Lord kept David in all things, to whatever things he went 
forth. (And David set up strongholds in Syria of Damascus, and the Syrians were made to serve 
David, and to pay tribute, or taxes, to him. And the Lord gave victory to David in all his battles, 
wherever he went.) 

7 And David took golden armours and bands (or And David took the gold arms, or the 
weapons), which the servants of Hadadezer had, and he brought those into Jerusalem. 

8 And of Betah, and of Berothai, (or And from Betah, and Berothai), the cities of Hadadezer, 
David [the] king took full much brass. 

9 Forsooth Toi, king of Hamath, heard that David had smitten all the host of Hadadezer. 

10 And Toi sent Joram, his son, to king David, that he should greet him, and thank (him), 
and do thankings, for he had overcome Hadadezer, and had smitten him; for Toi was 
enemy of Hadadezer; and vessels of silver, and vessels of gold, and vessels of brass were 
in his hand. (And King Toi sent his son Joram to King David, to greet him, and to congratulate 
him on his victory, for he had overcome Hadadezer, and had beaten him; for Toi was Hadadezer’s 
enemy; and his son brought with him vessels of silver, and gold, and brass, for David.) 

11 And the same vessels king David hallowed to the Lord, with the silver and gold, 
which he had hallowed of all heathen men, which he had made subject (And King David 
dedicated these vessels to the Lord, along with the silver and the gold which he had dedicated from 
all the heathen whom he had made subject) 

12 of Syria, and of Moab, and of the sons of Ammon, and of Philistines, and of Amalek, 
and of the spoils of Hadadezer, the son of Rehob, king of Zobah. 

13 Also David made to him a name, when he turned again when Syria was taken, for 
eighteen thousand men were slain in the valley, where salt was made, and in Helam, 
to three and twenty thousand”. (And so David had made a name for himself, by the time he 
returned after the Syrians were killed, for eighteen thousand men were slain in the Salt Valley, 
and twenty-two thousand in Helam.) 





* 
CHAPTER 8:13 See 2nd Samuel 10:16-19. 
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14 And he setted keepers in Idumea, and ordained [a] stronghold, and all Idumea was 
made serving to David; and the Lord kept David in all things, to whatever things he went 
forth. (And he set up strongholds in Edom, or Idumea, and all the Edomites served David; and so 
the Lord gave victory to David everywhere he went.) 

15 And David reigned upon all Israel, and David did doom, and rightwiseness to all 
his people. (And David reigned over all Israel, and David brought justice, or judgement, and 
righteousness unto all his people.) 

16 And Joab, the son of Zeruiah, was over the host of David; and Jehoshaphat, the son 
of Ahilud, was recorder; (And Joab, the son of Zeruiah, was the leader ofDavid’s army; and 
Jehoshaphat, the son of Ahilud, was the officer in charge of the records;) 

17 and Zadok, the son of Ahitub, and Ahimelech, the son of Abiathar, were priests; and 
Seraiah was a scribe (or and Seraiah was the writer). 

18 But Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, was over Cherethites and Pelethites, that is, over 
archers and arrow-blasters; and the sons of David were priests. (And Benaiah, the son 
of Jehoiada, was the leader of the Cherethites and Pelethites,that is, the archers and the arrow- 
blasters; and David’s sons were priests.) 


CHAPTER 9 
1 And David said, Whether any man is, that (is) left of the house of Saul, that I do mercy 


with him for Jonathan? (And David asked, Is there any man who is left of Saul’s family, to whom 
Ican show kindness for Jonathan’s sake?) 

2 And there was a servant, Ziba by name, of the house of Saul; whom when the king 
had called to himself, the king said to him, Whether thou art not Ziba? (or Art thou Ziba?) 
And he answered, I am thy servant. 

3 And the king said, Whether any man liveth of the house of Saul, that I do with him 
the mercy of God? And Ziba said to the king, A son of Jonathan liveth, feeble in the feet. 
(And the king said, Is there any man left of Saul’s family, to whom I can show the kindness that 
God commandeth? And Ziba said to the king, A son of Jonathan liveth, who is lame,or crippled.) 

4 And the king said, Where is he? And Ziba said to the king, Lo! he is in the house of 


Machir, the son of Ammiel, in Lodebar. 
5 Therefore king David sent, and took Jonathan’s son from the house of Machir, the 


son of Ammiel, from Lodebar. (And so King David sent for Jonathan’s son, and brought him to 
Jerusalem from the house of Machir, the son of Ammiel, in Lodebar.) 

6 And when Mephibosheth, the son of Jonathan, [the] son of Saul, had come to 
David, he felled into his face, and worshipped. And David said, Mephibosheth! And he 
answered, I am present, thy servant. (And when Mephibosheth, the son of Jonathan, the son 
of Saul, had come to David, he fell on his face, and honoured him. And David said, Mephibosheth! 
And he answered, I am thy servant.) 

7 And David said to him, Dread thou not, for I doing shall do mercy to thee for Jonathan, 
thy father; and I shall restore to thee all the fields of Saul, thy father, and thou shalt eat 
bread in my table ever[more]. (And David said to him, Fear not, for I shall do kindness to thee 
because of thy father Jonathan; and I shall restore to thee all the fields of Saul, thy grandfather, 
and thou shalt have a place at my table forevermore.) 

8 Which worshipped him (or Who bowed low before him again), and said, Who am I, thy 
servant, for thou hast beheld on a dead dog like me? 

9 Therefore the king called Ziba, the servant of Saul; and said to him, I have given to 
the son of thy lord all things, whichever were of Saul, and all the house of him; (And so 
the king called Ziba, Saul’s servant, and said to him, I have given to thy lord’s grandson everything 
that belonged to Saul, and his family;) 

10 therefore work thou the land to him, thou, and thy sons, and thy servants, and thou 
shalt bring in meats to the son of thy lord, that he be fed; but Mephibosheth, the son of 
thy lord, shall eat ever bread on my board. And fifteen sons and twenty servants were 
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to Ziba. (and so work thou the land for him, thou, and thy sons, and thy servants, and thou shalt 
bring in the harvest for the family of thy lord, so that they can be fed; but Mephibosheth, the 
grandson of thy lord, shall have a place at my table forevermore. And Ziba had fifteen sons and 
twenty servants.) 

11 And Ziba said to the king, As thou, my lord (the) king, hast commanded to thy 
servant, so thy servant shall do; and Mephibosheth, as one of the sons of the king, shall 
eat on thy board, (or and Mephibosheth, like one of the king’s sons, ate at the king’s table). 

12 And Mephibosheth had a little son, Micha by name; and all the family of the house 
of Ziba served Mephibosheth. 

13 And Mephibosheth dwelled in Jerusalem; for he ate continually of the king’s board, 
and was crooked, or halt, on either foot. (And so Mephibosheth lived in Jerusalem; and he 
always ate at the king’s table, and he was lame, or crippled, in both feet.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 Forsooth it was done after these things, that Nahash, [the] king of the sons of Ammon, 
died; and Hanun, his son, reigned for him, (or and his son Hanun reigned in his place). 

2 And David said, I shall do mercy with Hanun, the son of Nahash, as his father did 
mercy with me. Therefore David sent comforting (to) him by his servants on the death 
of the father, (or And David said, I shall show friendship to Nahash’s son Hanun, like his father 
showed to me. And so, by his servants, David sent words of comfort to Hanun on the death of his 
father). And when the servants of David had come into the land of the sons of Ammon, 

3 the princes of the sons of Ammon said to Hanun, their lord, Guessest thou, that for 
the honour of thy father David hath sent comforters to thee; and not rather therefore 
David sent his servants to thee, that he should espy, and ensearch the city, and destroy 
it? (or and not rather, that David sent his servants to thee to spy out, and to search through the 
city, so that later he could destroy it?) 

4 Therefore Hanun took the servants of David, and shaved half the part of the beard 
of them, and he cutted away the middle clothes of them, till to the buttocks; and let go 
them. (And so Hanun took David’s servants, and shaved off half of their beards, and cut away 
half of their clothes, unto the buttocks, and then let them go.) 

5 And when this was told to David, he sent into the coming of them, for the men were 
shamed full vilely, (or And when this was told to David, he sent men to meet them, for these men 
had been vilely shamed). And David commanded to them, (and said), Dwell ye in Jericho, 
till your beard (hath) waxed, and then turn ye again. 

6 And the sons of Ammon saw, that they had done wrong to David, and they sent, 
and hired with meed of Bethrehob of Syria, and of Zoba of Syria, twenty thousand of 
footmen, and of king Maacah, a thousand men, and of Ishtob, twelve thousand of men. 
(And the Ammonites saw that they had wronged David, and so they sent for, and hired for pay, 
Syrians from Bethrehob and from Zoba, yea, twenty thousand footmen, and a thousand men from 
King Maacah, and twelve thousand men from Tob.) 

7 And when David had heard this, he sent (out) Joab, and all the host of fighters (or and 
all his army of fighting men). 

8 Therefore the sons of Ammon went out, and dressed battle array before them in the 
entering of the gate. And Zoba, and Rehob of Syria, and Ishtob, and Maacah, were asides 
half in the field. (And so the Ammonites went out, and dressed the battle array before them at 
the entrance to the city gate. And the Syrians from Zoba and from Rehob, and the men from Tob, 
and from Maacah, were asides half in the field.) 

° Therefore Joab saw, that the battle was made ready against him, both even against 
him and behind his back; and he chose to himself of all the chosen men of Israel (or and 


he chose for himself the best men out of all Israel), and ordained (the) battle array against (the) 
Syrians. 
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10 Forsooth he betook to Abishai, his brother, the tother part of the people, which 
dressed (the) battle array against the sons of Ammon. 

11 And Joab said, If (the) men of Syria have the mastery against me, thou shalt be to 
me into help; and if the sons of Ammon have the mastery against thee, I shall help thee; 

12 be thou a strong man (or be thou of good courage), and fight we for our people, and 
for the city of our God; for the Lord shall do that, that is good in his sight. 

13 Therefore Joab and the people that was with him, began battle against men of Syria, 
which fled anon from his face. (And so Joab, and the men who were with him, began to fight 
against the Syrians, who fled at once from before them.) 

14 And the sons of Ammon saw, that [the] men of Syria had fled; and they fled also 
from the face of Abishai, and entered into the city; and Joab turned again from the sons 
of Ammon, and came into Jerusalem, (or and then Joab left off fighting the Ammonites, and 
went back to Jerusalem). 

15 And [the] men of Syria saw that they had fallen before Israel, and they were gathered 
together. (And when the Syrians saw that they had fallen before Israel, they gathered themselves 
together.) 


16 And Hadadezer” sent, and led out [the] men of Syria that were beyond the flood, 
and he brought forth the host of them; and Shobach, [the] master of the chivalry of 
Hadadezer, was the prince of them. (And Hadadezer sent for the Syrians who were on the other 
side of the Euphrates River, and they came forth to Helam; and Shobach, the master of Hadadezer’s 
cavalry,or of his army, was their leader.) 

17 And when this was told to David, he drew together all Israel, and he passed over 
Jordan (or and he crossed over the Jordan River), and came into Helam. And [the] men of 
Syria dressed (the) battle array against David, and fought against him. 

18 And Syrians fled from the face of Israel; and David killed of the Syrians (the men 
in) seven hundred chariots, and forty thousand of horsemen; and he smote Shobach, the 
prince of the chivalry, the which was dead anon. (And the Syrians fled from the Israelites; and 
David killed of those Syrians the men in seven hundred chariots, and forty thousand horsemen; 
and he struck down Shobach, the leader of the cavalry, or of the army, who died on the battlefield.) 

19 And all the kings, that were in help of Hadadezer, saw that they were overcome of 
Israel, and they made peace with Israel, and served them; and the Syrians dreaded to give 
(more) help to the sons of Ammon. (And when all the kings, who were subject to Hadadezer, 
saw that they were overcome by Israel, they made peace with Israel, and served them; and from 
then on the Syrians were afraid to give any more help to the Ammonites.) 


CHAPTER 11 

1 And it was done, when the year turned again, in that time in which kings be wont 
to go forth to battles, David sent forth Joab, and with him his servants, and all Israel; 
and they destroyed the sons of Ammon, and besieged Rabbah; and David dwelled in 
Jerusalem. (And it was done, when the year turned again, at the time when kings be wont to 
go forth to battle, David sent out Joab, and with him his officers, and all of Israel’s army; and they 
destroyed the Ammonites, and besieged Rabbah; but David stayed in Jerusalem.) 

2 While these things were done, it befelled, that David rose in a day from his bed after 
midday, and walked in the solar of the king’s house; and he saw a woman washing herself 
even against him upon her solar; and the woman was full fair. (While these things were 
done, it befell one day, that David rose from his bed after midday, and walked on the roof of his 
palace; and he saw a woman opposite him washing herself on her roof; and the woman was truly 


beautiful.) 





* 
CHAPTER 10:16 Also known as Hadarezer. 
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3 Therefore the king sent, and inquired, what woman it was; and it was told to him 
thee she was Bathsheba, the daughter of Eliam, and (that) she was the wife of Uriah (the) 

ittite. 

4 Then by messengers sent, David took her; and when she entered to him, he slept 
with her, and anon she was hallowed from her uncleanness”. And she turned again into 
her house, (Then David sent messengers, who brought her to him; and after she came to him, 
he slept with her, and at once she was hallowed from her uncleanness. And she returned to her 
house,) 

5 with a child conceived; and she sent, and told to David, and said, I have conceived. 

6 And David sent to Joab, and said, Send thou Uriah (the) Hittite to me; and Joab sent 
Uriah to David. 

7 And Uriah came to David; and David asked, how rightfully Joab did and the people, 
and how the battle was (ad)ministered, or served. (And Uriah came to David; and David 
asked him how well Joab and the men were doing, and how the battle was going.) 

8 And David said to Uriah, Go into thine house, and wash thy feet. [And] Uriah went 
out from the house of the king, and the king’s meat followed him (or and the king’s gift 
followed him home). 

° Soothly Uriah slept before the gate of the king’s house with other servants of his 
lord, and went not down to his house. (But Uriah slept by the palace gate with other servants 
of his lord, and did not go down to his house.) 

10 And it was told to David of men, saying, Uriah went not to his house, (or And it was 
told to David by men, saying, Uriah did not go down to his house). And David said to Uriah, 
Whether thou camest not from the way? why wentest thou not down into thine house? 

11 And Uriah said to David, The ark of God, [and] Israel, and Judah (all) dwell in tents, 
and my lord Joab, and the servants of my lord dwell upon the face of the earth, and shall 
I (then) go into mine house, to eat and drink, and sleep with my wife? By thine health, 
and by the health of thy soul, I shall not do this thing. 

12 Therefore David said to Uriah, Dwell thou here also today, and tomorrow I shall 
deliver thee. Uriah dwelled in Jerusalem in that day, and the tother, (or And so Uriah 
stayed in Jerusalem that day, and the next day as well). 

13 And David called him, that he should eat and drink before him, and David made 
drunken Uriah (or and David made Uriah drunk); and he went out in the eventide, and 
slept in his bed with the servants of his lord; and went not down into his house. 

14 Therefore when the morrowtide was made, David wrote [an] epistle to Joab, and 
sent (it) by the hand of Uriah, 

15 and wrote in the epistle, Put ye Uriah even against the battle, where the battle is 
strongest, that is, where the adversaries be (the) strong (est), and forsake ye him, that he 
be smitten and perish, (or and leave ye him there, so that he can be struck down and die). 

16 Therefore when Joab besieged the city, he setted Uriah in the place where he knew 
that (the) strongest men were. 

17 And [the] men went out of the city, and fought against Joab, and they killed of the 
people of the servants of David, and also Uriah (the) Hittite was dead there. (And the men 
came out of the city, and fought against Joab, and they killed some of David's officers, and Uriah 
the Hittite was also killed.) 

18 Therefore Joab sent, and told all the words of the battle; (And so Joab sent a message 
to David, telling him all about the battle;) 

19 and he commanded to the messenger, and said, When thou hast fulfilled all the 
words of the battle to the king (or When thou hast finished telling the king everything about 
the battle), 





ug CHAPTER 11:4 That is, from (the) flux of unclean blood that should come till to the child bearing, for she conceived 
in that lying-by. 
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20 if thou seest, that he is wroth, and saith, Why nighed ye to the wall to fight? whether 
ye knew not, that many darts, (or arrows), (would) be sent out from the wall above? 

21 who smote Abimelech, the son of Jerubbesheth? whether not a woman sent on 
him a gobbet of a millstone from the wall, and killed him in Thebez? why nighed ye 
beside the wall? thou shalt say, Also thy servant, Uriah (the) Hittite, died. (do ye not recall 
who struck down Abimelech, the son of Jerubbesheth? did not a woman send down a piece of a 
millstone upon him from the wall above, and killed him there in Thebez? why did ye go beside the 
wall? thou shalt say, And thy officer, Uriah the Hittite, also died.) 

22 Therefore the messenger went, [and came](to the king), and told to David all things 
which Joab had commanded to him. 

23 And the messenger said to David, [The] Men had the mastery against us, and they 
went out to us into the field; and with great fierceness we pursued them unto the gate 
of the city. 

24 And [the] archers sent (out) darts to thy servants from the wall above, and some of 
the king’s servants be dead; and also thy servant, Uriah (the) Hittite, is dead. (And their 
archers sent out arrows at thy servants,or thy officers, from the wall above, and some of the king’s 
servants were killed; and thy servant, Uriah the Hittite, also died.) 

25 And David said to the messenger, Thou shalt say these things to Joab, This thing 
break not thee; for the hap of battle is diverse, and sword wasteth now this man, [and] 
now that man; comfort thy fighters against the city, that thou destroy it, and excite thou 
them. (And David said to the messenger, Thou shalt say these things to Joab, Do not let this thing 
break thee; for the happenstance of battle is diverse, and the sword wasteth now this man, and now 
that one; make thy fighting men strong against the city, so that thou destroy it, yea, encourage 
thou them.) 
ie 26 And the wife of Uriah heard, that Uriah her husband was dead, and she bewailed 

im. 

27 And when the mourning was passed, David sent, and brought her into his house; 
and she was made (a) wife to him, and she childed a son to him. And this word that David 
had done displeased before the Lord (or But this thing that David had done greatly displeased 
the Lord). 


CHAPTER 12 

1 Therefore the Lord sent Nathan to David; and when he had come to David, he said to 
him, Answer thou a doom to me (or Give thou to me your judgement on this); two men were 
in one city; one man was rich, and the tother was poor. 

2 The rich man had full many sheep, and oxen; 

3 and the poor man had utterly nothing, except one little sheep, which he had bought, 
and nourished, and which had waxed at him, (and) with his sons, and ate together (with 
them) of his bread, and drank of his cup, and slept in his bosom; and it was as a daughter 
to him. (and the poor man had utterly nothing, except one little lamb, which he had bought, and 
nourished, and which had grown up with him, and with his sons, and together with them ate his 
food, and drank from his cup, and slept in his bosom; yea, it was like a daughter to him.) 

4 But when a pilgrim came to this rich man, he spared to take of his own sheep and 
oxen, that he should make a feast to that pilgrim, that came to him; and he took the 
sheep of the poor man, and prepared meats to the man that came to him. (But when a 
visitor came to the rich man, he would not take his own sheep and oxen to make a feast for that 
visitor, who came to him; but instead he took the poor man’s lamb, and prepared food for the man 
who came to him.) 

5 Certainly David was full wroth with indignation against that man, and he said to 
Nathan, (As) The Lord liveth, for the man that did this thing is the son of death, that is, 
is worthy of death, for the hideousness of the deed; 
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6 he shall yield the sheep into fourfold, for he did this word, and spared not. (he shall 
give him four sheep, for he did this thing, and yet could care less.) 

7 And Nathan said to David, Thou art that man, that hast done this thing. The Lord 
God of Israel saith these things, I anointed thee into king on Israel (or I anointed thee king 
upon Israel), and I delivered thee from the hand of Saul, 

8 and I gave to thee the house of thy lord, and the wives of thy lord in(to) thy bosom, 
and I gave to thee the house of Israel, and of Judah; and if these things be little, I shall 
add to thee much greater things, (or and if these things were too little, I would have added 
much greater things for thee). 

9 Why therefore hast thou despised the word of the Lord, that thou didest evils in my 
sight? Thou hast killed by sword Uriah (the) Hittite, and thou hast taken his wife into 
wife to thee, and thou hast slain him with the sword of the sons of Ammon. (And so why 
hast thou despised the word of the Lord, so that thou didest evils in my sight? Thou hast killed 
Uriah the Hittite with the sword, and thou hast taken his wife for thy wife, and thou hast killed 
him by the sword of the Ammonites.) 

10 Wherefore a sword shall not go away from thine house till into without end; for 
thou hast despised me, and hast taken the wife of Uriah (the) Hittite, that she should be 
thy wife. 

11 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall raise on thee evil (out) of thine 
house, and I shall take thy wives in thine eyes, and I shall give to thy neighbour, and he 
shall sleep with thy wives in the eyes of this sun. (And so the Lord saith these things, Behold! 
I shall raise up evil against thee from thy own house, and I shall take thy wives from before thee, 
and I shall give them to thy neighbour, or to another man, and he shall sleep with thy wives in 
broad daylight.) 

12 For thou hast done (thy sin) privily; forsooth I shall do this word in the sight of all 
Israel, and in the sight of this sun. (Yea, thou hast done thy sin in secret; but I shall do this 
thing before all Israel, and in broad daylight.) 

13 And David said to Nathan, I have sinned to the Lord. And Nathan said to David, Also 
the Lord hath turned away thy sin; thou shalt not die. (And David said to Nathan, I have 
sinned against the Lord. And Nathan said to David, The Lord hath turned away thy sin; thou shalt 
not die.) 

14 Nevertheless for thou hast made [the] enemies to blaspheme the name of the Lord, 
for this word the child that is born to thee shall die by death, (or because of this, the child 
who is born to thee shall die). 

15 And Nathan turned again into his house. And the Lord smote the little child, whom 
the wife of Uriah childed to David, and he despaired. (And Nathan returned to his house. 
And the Lord struck the young child, whom Uriah’s wife had borne to David, and he became very 
ill.) 

16 And David prayed to the Lord for the little child; and David fasted by fasting, and 
entered asides half, and lay on the earth (or and lay on the floor all night). 

17 And the elder men of his house came, and constrained him, that he should rise up 
from the earth; and he would not, neither he ate meat with them. (And the older men of 
his household came, and compelled him to get up off the floor; but he would not, nor would he eat 
any food with them.) 

18 And it befelled in the seventh day, that the young child died; and the servants of 
David dreaded to tell to him, that the little child was dead; for they said, Lo! while the 
little child lived yet, we spake to him, and he heard not our voice; how much more (now), 
if we say the child is dead, he shall torment himself? (And it befell that on the seventh day, 
the young child died; and David’s servants feared to tell him that the young child was dead; for 
they said, Behold! while the young child yet lived, we spoke to him, and he would not listen to us; 
how much more now shall he torment himself, if we tell him that the child is dead?) 
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19 Therefore when David had heard his servants speaking privily, either muttering, 
he understood that the young child was dead; and he said to his servants, Whether the 
child is dead? (or Is the child dead?) Which answered to him, He is dead. 

20 Therefore David rose up from the earth, and was washed, and anointed; and when 
he had changed his clothes, he entered into the house of the Lord, and worshipped, and 
came into his house; and he asked, that they should set bread to him, and he ate. (And 
so David got up off the floor, and washed, and anointed himself; and when he had changed his 
clothes, he went to the House of the Lord, and worshipped, and then came back to the palace; and 
he asked them to set food before him, and he ate it.) 

21 And his servants said to him, What is the word that thou hast done? Thou hast 
fasted, and wept for the young child, while he lived yet; but when the child was dead, 
thou risedest (up)/thou hast risen up, and atest bread? (And his servants said to him, What 
is this? Thou hast fasted, and wept for the young child, while yet he lived; but when the child was 
dead, thou hast risen up, and eaten food?) 

22 And David said, I fasted and wept for the young child, when he lived yet; for I said, 
Who knoweth, if peradventure the Lord give him to me, and the young child live? (And 
David said, Yes, I fasted and wept for the young child, while yet he lived; for I said, Who knoweth, 
perhaps the Lord shall give him back to me, and the young child shall live.) 

23 But now for he is dead, why fast I? whether I shall be able to again-call him more? 
I shall go more to him, but he shall not turn again to me. (But now that he is dead, why 
should I fast? can I call him back again? One day, I shall go to him, but he shall never return to 
me.) 

24 And David comforted Bathsheba, his wife; and he entered [in] to her, and slept with 
her. And she engendered a son, and David called his name Solomon; and the Lord loved 
him. 

25 And he sent him in the hand of Nathan, the prophet; and he called his name Amiable 
to the Lord, for the Lord loved him. (And he sent word through Nathan, the prophet; and he 
called his name Jedidiah, that is, Beloved of the Lord, for the Lord loved him.) 

26 Then Joab fought against Rabbah, of the sons of Ammon, and he fought against the 
king’s city. 

27 And Joab sent messengers to David, and said, I have fought against Rabbah, and the 
city of waters shall be taken (or and I have taken the city’s water supply). 

28 Now therefore gather thou the tother part of the people, and besiege thou the city, 
and take thou it, lest when the city is wasted of me (or lest when I have destroyed the city), 
the victory be areckoned to my name. 

29 Therefore David gathered together all the people, and he went forth against Rabbah; 
and when he had fought against that city, he took it. 


30 And he took the diadem of the king of them* from his head, by weight [of] a talent 
of gold, (and) having precious pearls; and it was put on the head of David; but also David 
bare away full much prey of the city. (And he took the crown off the head of their king or And 
he took the crown off the head of their idol, which weighed a talent of gold, and was adorned with 
precious pearls; and it was put on David’s head; and David also took away a great deal of prey,or 
of spoils, from the city.) 

31 And he led forth the people thereof, and sawed (them), and did about them iron 
instruments of torment, and parted (them) with knives, and led (them) over by the 
likeness of tilestones; so he did to all the cities of the sons of Ammon. And David turned 
again, and all his host, into Jerusalem, (or And then David, and all his army, returned to 
Jerusalem). 





* 
CHAPTER 12:30 That is, ‘(the crown) of the idol of them’, which is called Malcham, (or Milcom), that is interpreted 
‘the king of them’. 
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1 And it was done after these things, that Amnon, the son of David, loved the fairest 
sister, Tamar by name, of Absalom, the son of David. (And it was done after these things, 
that Amnon, one of David’s sons, loved Tamar, the fairest sisterof Amnon, and of Absalom, another 
of David’s sons.) 

2 And Amnon perished greatly for her, so that he was sick for her love. For since she 
was a virgin, it seemed hard to him, that he should do anything unhonestly with her. 
(And Amnon greatly burned for her, so that he was sick for her love. But since she was a virgin, it 
was hard for him to do anything dishonourable to her.) 

3 But there was a friend to Amnon, Jonadab by name, the son of Shimeah, the brother 
of David; and Jonadab was a full prudent man [(or) a full sly man]. 

4 Which said to Amnon, Son of the king, why art thou made feeble so by leanness, by 
all days? why showest thou not to me? (or And he said to Amnon, Son of the king, why art 
thou made so weak and thin, day after day? why not tellest thou to me?) And Amnon said to 
him, I love Tamar, the sister of my brother Absalom. 

5 And Jonadab answered to him, Lie thou on thy bed, and feign thou sickness; and 
when thy father cometh, that he visit thee, say thou to him, I pray, come Tamar, my 
sister, that she give meat to me, and make a stew, that I eat it of her hand. (And Jonadab 
answered to him, Do thou this. Lie thou on thy bed, and pretend to be sick; and when thy father 
cometh to visit thee, say thou to him, I pray thee, let my sister Tamar come, and give food to me, 
yea, to make me a stew, and I shall eat it by her hand or and she shall serve it to me.) 

6 Therefore Amnon lay down, and feigned to be sick. And when the king had come 
to visit him, Amnon said to the king, I beseech, come Tamar, my sister, that she make 
two suppings before my eyes, and that I take of her hand the meat made ready. (And so 
Amnon lay down, and pretended to be sick. And when the king had come to visit him, Amnon said 
to the king, I beseech thee, that my sister Tamar come, and make supper for me, and when the 
food is ready, I shall eat it by her hand or she shall serve it to me.) 

7 Therefore David sent to the house of Tamar, and said, Come thou into the house of 
Amnon, thy brother, and make thou a stew to him. (And so David sent word to Tamar’s 
house, and said, Go thou to thy brother Amnon’s house, and make thou a stew for him.) 

8 And Tamar came into the house of Amnon, her brother. And he lay down; and she 
took meal, and mixed (it) together, and made (it) moist before his eyes, and seethed [the] 
suppings (or and boiled the supper); 

9 and she took that, that she had sodden, and poured it out, and set it before him, and 
he would not eat, (or and she took what she had boiled, and poured it out, and set it before him, 
but he would not eat it). And Amnon said, Put ye out all men from me. And when they had 
put out all (the) men, 

10 Amnon said to Tamar, Bear the meat into the (bed-)closet, that I eat of thine hand. 
Therefore Tamar took the suppings which she had made, and brought in to Amnon, her 
brother, in the (bed-)closet. (Amnon said to Tamar, Bring the food into the bed-chamber, so that 
I can eat it by thy hand or so that thou can serve it to me. And so Tamar took the supper which 
she had made, and brought it to her brother Amnon, in the bed-chamber.) 

11 And when she had proffered the meat to him, he took her, and said, Come thou, my 
sister, lie thou with me. (And when she offered him the food, he took hold of her, and said, Come 
thou, my sister, lie thou with me or sleep with me.) 

12 And she answered to him, My brother, do not thou, do not thou oppress me, for this 
is not leaveful in Israel (or for this is not lawful in Israel); do not thou do this folly. 

13 For I shall not be able to bear my shame, and thou shalt be as one of the unwise 
men, (or the fools), in Israel; but rather speak thou to the king, and he shall not deny me 


to thee. 
14 Soothly he would not assent to her prayers; but he was stronger in mights, and 


oppressed her, and lay with her. 
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15 And then (afterward), with full great hatred Amnon hated her, so that the hatred 
was greater, by which he hated her, than the love by which he (had) loved her before. 
And Amnon said to her, Rise thou (up), and go. 

16 And she answered to him, This evil is more which thou doest now against me, and 
puttest me out, than that, that thou didest before. And he would not hear her; (And she 
answered to him, This evil which thou now doest against me, by putting me out, is worse, than 
what thou didest before. But he would not listen to her;) 

17 but when the servant was called, that ministered to him (or who served him), he said, 
Put thou out this woman from me, and close thou the door after her. 

18 And she was clothed with a coat down to the heel; for the king’s daughters (who 
were) virgins used such clothes. Then the servant of Amnon put her out, and closed the 
door after her. 

19 And she sprinkled ashes (on)to her head, and when her long coat was rent, and her 
hands put on her head, she went entering [in] and crying. 

20 And Absalom, her brother, said to her, Whether Amnon, thy brother, hath lain with 
thee? But now, sister, be still; he is thy brother, and torment thou not thine heart for 
this thing. Therefore Tamar dwelled mourning in the house of Absalom, her brother, (or 
And so Tamar stayed in the house of her brother Absalom, and mourned her state). 

21 Forsooth when king David had heard these words, he was full sorry, and he would 
not make sore the spirit of Amnon, his son, (or And when King David heard about this, he 
was very upset, but he would not punish his son Amnon); for he loved Amnon, for he was his 
first begotten son. 

22 And Absalom spake not to Amnon, neither evil nor good; for Absalom hated Amnon, 
for he had defouled Tamar, his sister, (or for he had defiled his sister Tamar). 

23 And it was done after the time of two years, that the sheep of Absalom were shorn 
in Baalhazor, which is beside Ephraim. And Absalom called all the sons of the king (or 
And Absalom invited all the king’s sons to be there). 

24 And he came to the king, and said to him, Lo! the sheep of thy servant be shorn; I 
pray (thee), come the king with his servants to his servant. 

25 And the king said to Absalom, Do not thou, my son, do not thou pray, that all we 
come, and charge thee. And when he constrained David, and he would not go, he blessed 
Absalom. (And the king said to Absalom, Do not thou, my son, do not thou pray, that we all come, 
and be a burden to thee. And when Absalom pressed David, he still would not go, but he blessed 
Absalom.) 

26 And Absalom said to David, If thou wilt not come, I beseech thee, come namely 
Amnon, my brother, with us, (or And Absalom said to David, If thou wilt not come, I beseech 
thee, then let my brother Amnon come with us). And the king said to him, It is no need, that 
he go with thee. 

27 Therefore Absalom constrained him; and he delivered with him Amnon, and all the 
sons of the king. (But Absalom pressed him; and so he let Amnon, and all his other sons, go with 
him.) 

28 And Absalom had made a feast as the feast of aking. And Absalom [had] commanded 
to his servants, and said, Espy ye, when Amnon is drunken of wine, and when I say to 
you, Smite ye, and slayeth him. Do not ye dread, for I am that command to you; be ye 
strengthened, and be ye strong men. (And Absalom made a feast like the feast of a king. And 
Absalom commanded to his servants, and said, Watch ye, so that when Amnon is drunk with wine, 
and I say to you, Strike ye him! that you kill him. Do not ye fear, for 1am the one who command 
you to do this; be ye of good courage, and be ye strong men.) 

29 Therefore the servants of Absalom did against Amnon, as Absalom had commanded 
to them; and (then) all the sons of the king (swiftly) rose up, and ascended each upon his 
mule, and fled. 
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30 And when they went yet in the way, (the) fame came thereof to the king, and it was 
said, Absalom hath slain all the sons of the king, and namely not one (is) left of them. 
(And when they were yet on the way, the report came to the king, and it was said, Absalom hath 
killed all of the king’s sons, and not one of them is left alive.) 

31 Therefore the king rose up, and rent his clothes, and felled down on the earth (or 
and fell down on the ground); and all his servants that stood nigh to him, rent their clothes. 

32 But Jonadab, the son of Shimeah, brother of David, answered and said, My lord the 
king, guess thou not, that all the young men, and sons of the king, be slain; Amnon alone 
is dead, for he was set in hatred to Absalom, from the day in which he oppressed Tamar, 
his sister. (But Jonadab, the son of Shimeah, David’s brother, said, My lord the king, think thou 
not, that all of the king’s sons be killed; no, only Amnon is dead, for Absalom hath hated him, from 
the day that he oppressed his sister Tamar.) 

33 Now therefore, my lord the king, set not this word on his heart, and say, All the 
sons of the king be slain; for Amnon alone is dead. (And so now, my lord the king, put not 
this thing upon thy heart, and say, All the king’s sons be killed; for only Amnon is dead.) 

34 Forsooth Absalom fled. And a young man, (an) espyer, raised [up] his eyes, and 
beheld, and lo! much people came by a way out of the common way, by the side of the 
hill. (And so Absalom fled away. And a young man, a watchman, raised up his eyes, and looked, 
and behold! a crowd of people came by the road, on the side of the hill behind him.) 

35 And Jonadab said to the king, Lo! the sons of the king come; after the word of thy 
servant, so it is done, (or so it is done, just as thy servant hath said). 

36 And when he had ceased to speak, also the sons of the king appeared; and they 
entered, and raised up their voice, and wept; but also the king and all his servants wept 
with full great weeping. 

37 Forsooth Absalom fled, and went to Talmai, the son of Ammihud, the king of Geshur. 
Therefore David bewailed his son Amnon in many days (or And so David bewailed his son 
Amnon for many days). 

38 Forsooth Absalom, when he had fled, and had come into Geshur, was there (for) 
three years. 

39 And [king] David ceased to pursue Absalom, for he was comforted upon the death of 
Amnon. (And after King David resigned himself to Amnon’s death, he longed for his son Absalom.) 


CHAPTER 14 


1 Forsooth Joab, the son of Zeruiah, understood, that the heart of the king was turned 
to(wards) Absalom; 

2 and he sent to Tekoah, and took from thence a wise woman, and he said to her, Feign 
thee to mourn, and be thou clothed with a cloak of dole, and be thou not anointed with 
oil, that thou be as a woman by mourning now in full much time a dead man (or so that 
thou be like a woman now after a great deal of time mourning for her husband). 

3 And thou shalt enter to the king, and thou shalt speak to him such manner words. 
And Joab put the words in her mouth. 

4 Therefore when the woman of Tekoah had entered to the king, she felled before him 
on the earth, and worshipped, and said, O! king, keep thou me. (And so when the woman 
from Tekoah had entered before the king, she fell on the ground before him, and honoured him, 
and said, O king! help thou me.) 

5 And the king said to her, What hast thou of cause? And she answered, Alas! I am 
a woman widow, for mine husband is dead; (And the king said to her, What is thy problem? 
And she answered, Alas! I am a widow woman, for my husband is dead;) 

6 and twain sons were of thine handmaid, which debated against themselves in the 
field, and none was that might forbid them, and the one smote the tother, and killed 
him. (and thy servantess had two sons, who raged against each other out in the field, and no one 
could separate them, and one of them struck the other, and killed him.) 
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7 And lo! all the kindred riseth against thine handmaid, and saith, Give thou him to us 
that killed his brother, that we slay him, for the life of his brother whom he killed, and 
that we do away the heir; and they seek to quench my spark that is left, that the name 


dwell not to mine husband, and that remnants be not to him on earth. (And behold! all 
the kinsmen riseth against thy servantess, and saith, Give thou to us he who killed his brother, so 


that we can kill him for taking his brother’s life, and so that we can do away the heir; yea, they 
seek to quench what is left of my spark, so that my husband’s name not remain, and that there be 
no remnant of him left here on the earth.) 

8 And the king said to the woman, Go into thine house, and I shall (give a) command 
for thee. 

9 And the woman of Tekoah said to the king, My lord the king, this wickedness be on 
me, and on the house of my father; forsooth (let) the king and his throne be innocent/ 
be guiltless. 

10 And the king said, Bring thou him to me, that against-saith thee, and he shall no 
more add to (it), that he touch thee. 

11 And she said, The king have mind on his Lord God, and the next (kins)men of blood 
to take vengeance be not multiplied, and they shall not slay my son. And the king said, 
The Lord liveth, for none of the hairs of thy son shall fall upon the earth. (And she said, 
May the king pray to the Lord his God, that the kinsmen who be next of blood, and who desire 
vengeance, be not able to take it, and so they shall not kill my son. And the king said, As the Lord 
liveth, none of the hairs of thy son shall fall on the ground!) 

12 Therefore the woman said, Thine handmaid speak a word to my lord the king, (or 
And the woman said, May thy servantess speak a word to my lord the king?). And the king said, 
Speak thou. 

13 And the woman said, Why hast thou thought such a thing against the people of 
God? and the king spake this word, that he do sin, and bring not again his son(who is) 
cast out? (And the woman said, Why then hast thou done this same thing against the people of 
God? and so by speaking this word, the king hath sinned, for he hath not brought back his own 
son who is cast out.) 

14 All we die, and as waters that shall not turn again, we slide into the earth; and 
God will not that a soul perish, but he withdraweth, and thinketh, lest he perish utterly, 
which is cast away. (We shall all die, and we shall slide into the earth, like water that shall not 
return; but God desireth that no soul perish, but he withdraweth, and thinketh, lest he, who is cast 
away, utterly perish.) 

15 Now therefore come thou, that I speak to my lord the king this word, while the 
people is present; and thine handmaid said, I shall speak to the king, if in any manner 
the king do the word of his handmaid. (And so now, I have come that I may speak of this thing 
to my lord the king, because the people have threatened me; and so thy servantess said to herself, 
I shall speak to the king, if by any chance the king will do what I request.) 

16 And the king heard the words, that he should deliver his handmaid from the hands 
of all men, that would do away me, and my son together, from the heritage of the Lord. 
(And for the king to hear these words, so that he might deliver his servantess from the hands of all 
those who would do away me, and my son, from the Lord’s inheritance.) 

17 Therefore thine handmaid say, that the word of my lord the king be made as 
sacrifice, that is, that the sentence given of him be pleasant to God, as sacrifice pleaseth 
God, (or And so thy servantess said to herself, that the words of my lord the king would be like a 
sacrifice, that is, that his judgement would be pleasing to God, like a sacrifice pleaseth God); for 
as an angel of the Lord, so is my lord the king, that he be not moved by blessing neither 
by cursing. Wherefore and thy Lord God is with thee. 

18 And the king answered, and said to the woman, Hide thou not from me the word 
which I ask thee (or Hide thou not from me what I ask thee). And the woman said to him, 
Speak thou, my lord the king. 
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19 And the king said, Whether the hand of Joab is with thee in all these things? The 
woman answered, and said, By the health of thy soul, my lord the king, neither to the 
left side neither to the right side is anything of all these things, which my lord the king 
hath spoken. For thy servant Joab himself commanded to me, and he putted all these 
words into the mouth of thine handmaid, 

20 that I should turn the figure of this word (or so that I might help straighten out this 
matter); for thy servant Joab commanded this thing. Forsooth thou, my lord the king, 
art wise, as an angel of God that hath wisdom, that thou understand all things on (the) 


earth. 

21 And (later), the king said to Joab, Lo! I am pleased, and I have done thy word; 
therefore go thou, and again-call thou the child Absalom. (And later, the king said to Joab, 
Behold! I grant thy request; go thou, and bring back the young man Absalom.) 

22 And Joab felled upon his face to the earth, and he worshipped, and blessed the king; 
and Joab said, Thy servant hath understood today, that I have found grace in thine eyes, 
my lord (the) king, for thou hast done the word of thy servant. (And Joab fell down on 
the ground, or the floor, and he honoured the king, and blessed him; and Joab said, Thy servant 
knoweth today, that I have found favour in thine eyes, my lord the king, for thou hast granted my 
request.) 

23 Therefore Joab rose up, and went into Geshur, and brought Absalom into Jerusalem. 
(And so Joab rose up, and went to Geshur, and brought Absalom back to Jerusalem.) 

24 And the king said, Turn he again into his house, and see not he my face. Therefore 
Absalom turned again into his house, and saw not the face of the king. (And the king said, 
Go he back to his own house, for he shall not come before me, or into my presence. And so Absalom 
returned to his own house, and did not come before the king.) 

25 Soothly no man in all Israel was so fair as Absalom, and full comely; from the step 
of the foot unto the top, there was no wem in him (or there was no flaw, or blemish, on him); 

26 and inasmuch as he clipped more his hairs, by so much the more they waxed; but he 
was clipped once in the year, for his hair grieved him. And when he clipped the hairs, he 
weighed the hairs of his head by two hundred shekels by common weight, (or And when 
he cut his hair, the hairs of his head weighed two hundred shekels by common weight). 

27 And three sons, and a daughter, Tamar by name, (and she was) of seemly shape, or 
excellent form, were born to Absalom. 

28 And Absalom dwelled in Jerusalem two years, and he saw not the face of the king. 
(And Absalom lived in Jerusalem for two years, but he never came before the king.) 

29 Therefore he sent to Joab, that he should send him to the king; and Joab would not 
come to him. And when he had sent the second time, and Joab would not come, (And so 
he sent for Joab, so that he could take a message to the king; but Joab would not come to him. And 
when he had sent for him a second time, and Joab would still not come,) 

30 Absalom said to his servants, Ye know the field of Joab beside my field, (the field of his) 
having ripe barley; therefore go ye, and burn ye it [up] with fire. Therefore the servants 
of Absalom burnt the (barley) corn with fire. (Absalom said to his servants, Ye know Joab’s 
field beside my field, the one with the ripe barley; go ye, and burn it down. And so Absalom’s 
servants burned down the crop.) 

31 And Joab rose up, and came to Absalom into his house, and said, Why have thy 
servants burnt [up] my (barley) corn with fire? (And Joab rose up, and came to Absalom at 
his house, and said, Why have thy servants burned down my crop?) 

32 And Absalom answered to Joab, I sent to thee, and besought that thou shouldest 
come to me, and that I should send thee to the king, that thou shouldest say to him, 
Why came I from Geshur? It was better to me to have been there; therefore I beseech, 
that I see the face of the king, that if he is mindful of my wickedness, slay he me. (And 
Absalom answered to Joab, I sent for thee, and desired that thou wouldest come to me, so that I 
could send thee to the king, and thou couldest say to him for me, Why did I come back from Geshur? 
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It was better for me to have stayed there; and so I beseech thee, let me go before the king, and if he 
thinketh on my wickedness, then let him kill me.) 

33 (So) Joab entered to the king, and told to him. And Absalom was called, and he 
entered to the king, and he worshipped on the face of [the] earth before him, (or and 
honouring him, he bowed low to the ground before him), and the king kissed Absalom. 


CHAPTER 15 

1 Therefore after these things, Absalom made a chariot to him, and (had) knights and 
fifty men, that should go before him. (And so after these things, Absalom got a chariot and 
horses for himself, and had fifty men who went before him.) 

2 And Absalom rose early, and stood beside the entering of the gate in the way; and 
Absalom called to him each man, that had a cause, [(or) a need], that he should come to 
the doom of the king, and Absalom said, Of what city art thou? Which answered, and 
said, Of one lineage of Israel I am, thy servant. (And Absalom would rise up early, and stand 
beside the entrance to the city gate on the road; and then he would call over each man who had a 
case, or a dispute, that should have gone before the king for judgement, and Absalom would say, 
Of what city art thou? And each one would answer, and say, I, thy servant, am from such and such 
tribe of Israel.) 

3 And Absalom answered to him, Thy words seem to me good and just, but none is 
ordained of the king to hear thee. (And then Absalom would say to him, Thy words seem good 
and just to me, but no one is ordained by the king to hear thee.) 

4 And Absalom said, Who shall ordain me judge on the land, that all men that have (a) 
cause come to me, and I deem justly? (And Absalom would add, Who shall ordain me judge 
over the land, so that all who have a case, or a dispute, can come before me, and I shall give them 
justice?) 

5 But when a man came to Absalom to greet him, he held forth his hand, and took, and 
kissed that man; (And whenever a man came to Absalom to greet him, he would stretch out his 
hand, and take hold of him, and kiss him;) 

6 and Absalom did this to all Israel, that came to doom to be heard of the king, (or and 
Absalom did this for all of Israel who came to the king for a judgement); and (so) Absalom stole 
the hearts of [the] men of Israel. 

7 But after four years, Absalom said to king David, I shall go, and shall yield my vows, 
which I vowed to the Lord in Hebron; (And after four years, Absalom said to King David, I shall 
now go to Hebron, and yield my vows, which I vowed to the Lord;) 

8 for thy servant vowing vowed, when he was in Geshur of Syria, and said, If the Lord 
bringeth again me into Jerusalem, I shall make sacrifice to the Lord. (for thy servant made 
a vow, when he was in Geshur of Syria, and said, If the Lord bringeth me back again to Jerusalem, 
I shall go and make sacrifice to the Lord in Hebron.) 

9 And the king said to him, Go thou in peace. And Absalom rose up, and went into 
Hebron, (or And so Absalom rose up, and went to Hebron). 

10 Forsooth Absalom sent spyers into all the lineage[s] of Israel, and said, Anon as ye 
hear the sound of [the] clarion, say ye, Absalom shall reign in Hebron. (But Absalom also 
sent messengers to all the tribes of Israel, who said, As soon as ye hear the sound of the trumpet, 
say ye, Absalom is king in Hebron.) 

11 And two hundred men called (out) of Jerusalem went forth with Absalom, and went 
with simple heart, and utterly they knew not the cause. (And Absalom invited two hundred 
men to go out of Jerusalem with him, and they went innocently, that is, in good faith, and utterly 
knew nothing about his true intentions.) 

12 Also Absalom called (for) Ahithophel of Giloh, the counsellor of David, from his city 
Giloh. And when he offered sacrifices, a strong swearing together was made, and the 
people running together was increased with Absalom. (And Absalom summoned Ahithophel 
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the Gilonite, David’s counsellor, from his city of Giloh. And so while he offered his sacrifices, the 
conspiracy strengthened, and the number of people joining Absalom increased.) 

13 Therefore a messenger came to David, and said, With all [the] heart all Israel 
followeth Absalom, 

4 And David said to his servants that were with him in Jerusalem, Rise ye up, and flee 
we; for none escaping shall be to us from the face of Absalom; therefore haste ye to go 
out, lest he come, and occupy us, and fulfill upon us his falling, and smite the city with 
sharpness of [the] sword. (And David said to his servants who were with him in Jerusalem, Rise 
ye up, and flee we; for there shall be no escape for us from Absalom; and so haste ye to go out, lest 
he come, and occupy us, and fulfill his falling on us, that is, that he destroy us, and strike down 
the people of the city with the sharpness of his sword.) 

15 And the servants of the king said to him, We thy servants shall perform gladly 
all things (or We thy servants shall gladly do all things), whatever our lord the king shall 
command. 

16 Then the king went out, and all his house, upon their feet; and the king left ten 
women concubines, that is, secondary wives, to keep the house. (Then the king departed, 
and all his household followed him; but the king left ten of his concubines, or his secondary wives, 
to look after the palace.) 

17 And (so) the king went out, and all Israel, upon their feet, and the king stood far 
from the house (or and they stopped far away from the palace). 

18 And all his servants went beside him, and the legions of Cherethites and of 
Pelethites, and all the strong fighting men of Gath, six hundred men, that followed him 
from Gath, went on foot before the king. 

19 And the king said to Ittai of Gath, Why comest thou with us? Turn thou again, and 
dwell with the (new) king, for thou art a pilgrim, and wentest out from thy place. 

20 Thou camest yesterday, and today thou art compelled to go out with us. Soothly I 
shall go, whither I shall go; (but thou) turn again, and lead again thy brethren with thee, 
and the Lord do mercy and truth with thee, for thou hast showed to me grace and faith. 
(Thou camest but yesterday, and so today, art thou compelled to go out with us? No! Truly I shall 
go, wherever I shall go; but thou return, and take thy kinsmen with thee, and may the Lord show 
kindness and truth to thee, for thou hast shown favour and faith to me.) 

21 And Ittai answered to the king, and said, (As) The Lord liveth, and (as) my lord the 
king liveth, for in whatever place thou shalt be, my lord the king, either in death either 
in life, there thy servant shall be. 

22 And David said to Ittai, Come thou, and pass forth. And Ittai of Gath passed forth, 
and the king, and all men that were with him, and the tother multitude. (And David said 
to Ittai, Then come thou, and let us go. And so Ittai the Gittite, and the king, and the men who 
were with him, and all the other people, went forth.) 

23 And all men wept with great voice, and all the people passed forth; and the king 
went over the strand of Kidron, and all the people went against the way of the olive 
tree(s), that beholdeth to the desert. (And all the people wept loudly, as they all went forth; 
and the king led the people over the Kidron Stream or over the Kidron Gorge, and they went toward 
the way of the olive trees which looketh toward the wilderness.) 

24 Forsooth and Zadok the priest came, and all the deacons with him, and they bare 
the ark of [the] bond of peace of God, and they setted down the ark of God; and Abiathar 
went up, till all the people was passed forth that went out of the city. (And Zadok the priest 
came, and all the Levites with him, carrying the Ark of the Covenant of God; and they set down the 
Ark of God beside Abiathar, until all the people who went out of the city had passed by.) 

25 And the king said to Zadok, Bear again the ark of God into the city; if I shall find 
grace in the eyes of the Lord, he shall lead me again, and he shall show to me that ark, 
and his tabernacle. (And the king said to Zadok, Take the Ark of God back to the city; if I shall 


3666 XRN 


2ND SAMUEL CHAPTER 15:26 235 2ND SAMUEL CHAPTER 16:1 


find favour before the Lord, he shall bring me back here, and he shall let me see that Ark, and its 
resting place again.) 

26 Soothly if the Lord saith, Thou pleasest not me; I am ready, do he that, that is good 
before himself. (But if the Lord saith, Thou pleasest me not; I am ready; do he what he desireth 
with me.) 

27 And the king said to Zadok, the priest, O! thou seer, that is, (a) prophet, turn again 
into the city, with peace; and Ahimaaz, thy son, and Jonathan, the son of Abiathar, your 
two sons, be with you. (And the king said to Zadok, the priest, O! thou prophet, return to the 
city in peace; and thy son Ahimaaz, and Jonathan, the son of Abiathar, these two young men, go 
they with you.) 

28 Lo! I shall be hid in [the] field places of the desert, till word come from you, and 
show to me. (Behold! I shall hide at the Fords, or the river crossings, of the Wilderness, until 
word come from thee to me.) 

29 Therefore Zadok and Abiathar bare again the ark of God into Jerusalem, and they 
dwelled there (or and they stayed there). 

30 Forsooth David went up upon the hill of olive trees, going up and weeping, with his 
head covered, and with bare feet passing forth; but also all the people that was with him, 
went up with their head(s) covered, and (they also) wept. (And David went up on the Mount 
of Olives, walking and weeping, with his head covered, and going forth with bare feet; and all the 
people who were with him also went up weeping, and with their heads covered.) 

31 And it was told to David, that Ahithophel was in the swearing together with 
Absalom; and David said, Lord, I beseech, make thou fond the counsel of Ahithophel. 
(And it was told to David that Ahithophel was in the conspiracy with Absalom; and David said, 
Lord, I beseech thee, turn thou Ahithophel’s advice into foolishness.) 

32 And when David went up into [the] highness of the hill, in which he should worship 
the Lord, lo! Hushai of Archi, with his cloth rent, and with his head full of earth, came 
to him. (And when David reached the top of the hill, where he would worship the Lord, behold! 
Hushai the Archite came to him, with his cloak torn, and with earth, or with dirt, on his head.) 

33 And David said to him, If thou comest with me, thou shalt be to me (a) charge (or 
thou shalt be a burden to me); 

34 soothly if thou turnest again to the city, and sayest to Absalom, I am thy servant, 
O king, suffer thou me to live; as I was the servant of thy father, so I shall be thy 
servant; thou shalt destroy the counsel of Ahithophel (or then thou shalt be able to destroy 
Ahithophel’s advice). 

35 And thou hast with thee Zadok and Abiathar, the priests; and whatever word thou 
shalt hear in the house of the king, thou shalt show it to the priests, Zadok and Abiathar. 
(And thou shalt have with thee Zadok and Abiathar, the priests; and whatever thing that thou 
shalt hear in the king’s house, thou shalt tell it to those priests, Zadok and Abiathar.) 

36 And their two sons be with them, Ahimaaz, the son of Zadok, and Jonathan, the son 
of Abiathar; and ye shall send by them to me each word that ye shall hear (or and ye shall 
send them to me with all that ye hear). 

37 Therefore when Hushai, friend of David, came into the city, also Absalom entered 
into Jerusalem. (And so David’s friend Hushai came into the city, just as Absalom was entering 
Jerusalem.) 


CHAPTER 16 
1 And when David had passed a little (by) the top of the hill, Ziba, the servant of 
Mephibosheth, appeared into his coming, with twain asses, that were charged with two 
hundred loaves, and with an hundred bundles of dried grapes, and with an hundred 
gobbets/an hundred pieces of pressed figs, and with two vessels of wine. (And after David 
had just left the hilltop, Mephibosheth’s servant Ziba appeared before him, with two donkeys that 
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were loaded with two hundred loaves, a hundred bundles of dried grapes, a hundred pieces of 
pressed figs, and two vessels of wine.) 

2 And the king said to Ziba, What will these things to themselves? And Ziba answered, 
My lord the king, the asses be to the menials of the king, that they sit on them; and the 
loaves and the pressed figs be to thy children to eat; forsooth the wine is, that if any man 
fail in desert, he (may) drink. (And the king said to Ziba, What doest thou with these things? 
And Ziba answered, My lord the king, the donkeys be for the king’s menials to siton; and the loaves 
and the pressed figs be for thy young men to eat; and the wine, so that if any man feel faint in the 
wilderness, he hath something to drink.) 

3 And the king said, Where is the son of thy lord? And Ziba answered to the king, He 
dwelled [still] in Jerusalem, and said, Today the Lord of the house of Israel shall restore 
to me the realm of my father. (And the king said, Where is the grandson of thy lord? And Ziba 
answered to the king, He remaineth in Jerusalem, and said, Today the house of Israel shall restore 
my grandfather’s kingdom to me.) 

4 And the king said to Ziba, All things that were of Mephibosheth be thine. And Ziba 
said, I pray, find I grace before thee, my lord the king. (And the king said to Ziba, All the 
things that were Mephibosheth’s now be thine. And Ziba said, I pray thee, that I may find favour 
before thee, my lord the king.) 

5 Therefore king David came to Bahurim, and lo! a man of the family of the house of 
Saul, Shimei by name, [the] son of Gera, went out from thence; he went forth going out, 
and cursed, (or and he cursed David as he went forth). 

6 And he sent stones against David, and against all the servants of king David; and all 
the people, and all the fighting men went at the right side and at the left side of the king. 

7 And Shimei spake thus, when he cursed the king, Go out, go out, thou man of bloods, 
that is, the shedder out of much guiltless blood, and man of Belial! 

8 The Lord hath yielded to thee all the blood of the house of Saul, for thou hast ravished 
the realm from him (or for thou hast stolen the kingdom from him); and the Lord hath given 
the realm into the hand of Absalom, thy son; and lo! thine evils oppress thee, for thou 


art a man of bloods. 

9 And Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, said to the king, Why curseth this dog, that shall die, 
my lord the king? I shall go, and I shall gird off his head. (And Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, 
said to the king, Why let this dead dog curse my lord the king? I shall go, and I shall cut off his 
head!) 

10 And the king said, Ye sons of Zeruiah, what is (it) to me and to you? Suffer ye him, 
that he curse, (or But the king said, Ye sons of Zeruiah, what is it to me, or to you? Allow ye him 
to curse me); forsooth the Lord hath commanded to him, that he should curse David; and 
who is he that dare say, Why did he so? 

11 And the king said to Abishai, and to all his servants, Lo! my son, that went out of 
my womb, seeketh my life; how much more now this son of Benjamin? Suffer ye him, 
that he curse (me) by [the] commandment of the Lord; 

12 if in hap the Lord behold my tormenting, and yield good to me for this day’s cursing. 
(perhaps the Lord shall behold my torments, and shall yield good to me for this day’s curses.) 

13 Therefore David went forth, and his fellows, by the way with him; but Shimei went 
aside by the slade of the hill (over) against David; and cursed David, and threw stones 
against him, and sprinkled earth. (And so David, and his fellows, went forth by the way; but 
Shimei went alongside by the ridge of the hill opposite David; and cursed David, and threw stones 
at him, and threw dirt.) 

14 And so king David came, and all the people weary with him, and they were refreshed 
there. (And so the king, and all the people who were with him, came weary to the Jordan River, 
and they were refreshed there.) 

15 And Absalom, and all the people of Israel entered into Jerusalem, but also 
Ahithophel with him (or and Ahithophel was with him). 
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16 And when Hushai of Archi, the friend of David, had come to Absalom, he said to 
him, Hail, king! hail, king! 

17 To whom Absalom said, This is thy grace to thy friend (or This is how thou showest thy 
loyalty to thy friend?); why wentest thou not with thy friend? 

18 And Hushai answered to Absalom, Nay, for I shall be the servant of him, whom the 
Lord hath chosen, and all this people, and all Israel; and I shall dwell with him (or and I 
shall stay with him). 

19 But that I say also this, to whom shall I serve? whether not to the son of the king? 
as I obeyed to thy father, so I shall obey to thee. 

20 And Absalom said to Ahithophel, Take ye counsel (or Give ye advice to me), what we 
ought to do. 

21 And Ahithophel said to Absalom, Enter thou [in] to the concubines of thy father, 
which he left to keep the house; that when all Israel heareth, that thou hast defouled 
thy father’s bed, the hands of them be strengthened with thee. (And Ahithophel said to 
Absalom, Enter thou in to thy father’s concubines, whom he left in charge of the palace; and when 
all Israel heareth, that thou hast defiled thy father’s bed, the hands of them who be with thee shall 
be strengthened.) 

22 Therefore they stretched out (for) Absalom a tabernacle in the solar, and he entered 
[in] to the concubines of his father before all Israel. (And so they stretched out a tent on the 
roof for Absalom, and he lay with his father’s concubines in the sight of all Israel.) 

23 And the counsel of Ahithophel, which he gave in those days, was as if a man had 
counselled with God; so was all the counsel of Ahithophel, both when he was with David, 
and when he was with Absalom. 


CHAPTER 17 

1 Then Ahithophel said to Absalom, I shall choose to me twelve thousand of men, and 
I shall rise up, and pursue David in this night. (Then Ahithophel said to Absalom, Let me 
choose twelve thousand men, and then I shall rise up, and pursue David this very night.) 

2 And I shall fall on him, for he is weary, and with unbound hands I shall smite him. 
And when all the people fleeth that is with him, I shall smite the king left alone. (And I 
shall fallon him, for he is weary, and with enfeebled hands, and I shall strike him down. Yea, when 
all the people who be with him fleeth away, then I shall strike down only the king or then I shall 
strike down the king alone.) 

3 And I shall lead again all the people, as one man is wont to be turned again; for thou 
seekest (only) one man, and (then) all the people shall be in peace. (And I shall bring back 
all the people, and they shall return as if but one man; for thou seekest only one man, and all the 
other people shall be unharmed.) 

4 And the word(s) of Ahithophel pleased Absalom, and all the greater men in birth of 
Israel. (And Ahithophel’s plan pleased Absalom, and all the men of great age,that is, the elders, 
of Israel.) 

5 And Absalom said, Call ye also Hushai of Archi, and hear we what also he saith. (And 
Absalom said, Now call ye Hushai the Archite, and let us hear what he saith.) 

6 And when Hushai had come to Absalom, Absalom said to him, Ahithophel hath 
spoken such a word; ought we (to) do thereafter, either nay? what counsel givest thou? 

7 And Hushai said to Absalom, This is not good counsel, that Ahithophel hath given 
in this time. (And Hushai said to Absalom, This is not good advice which Ahithophel hath given 
thee at this time.) 

8 And again Hushai said, Thou knowest, that thy father, and the men that be with him, 
be most strong, and in bitter soul, as if a she bear is fierce in the forest, when her whelps 
be ravished from her; but also thy father is a man warrior, and he shall not dwell with 
the people. (And Hushai said, Thou knowest, that thy father, and the men who be with him, be 
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most strong, and with bitter souls, like when a she bear is fierce in the forest, after her cubs be 
stolen from her; but also thy father is a fighting man, and he shall not stay with the army.) 

9 In hap now he is hid, either lurketh, in ditches, either in one place, in which he will 
hide him; and when any man falleth in the beginning, whoever shall hear (of)it, he shall 
hear, and shall say, Vengeance is done in the people that followed Absalom. (Perhaps even 
now he is hid, or lurketh, in a ditch, or some other place, where he hideth himself; and when any 
of your men falleth at the beginning, whoever shall hear of it, he shall say, Revenge is now taken 
on the people who followed Absalom.) 

10 And each full strong man, whose heart is as the heart of a lion, shall be discomforted 
for dread; for all the people of Israel knoweth, that thy father is strong, and that all the 
men be strong, that be with him. (And then even the strongest man, whose heart is like the 
heart of a lion, shall be enfeebled by fear; for all the people of Israel know that thy father is strong, 
and that all the men who be with him also be strong.) 

11 But this seemeth to me to be rightful counsel; (let) all Israel be gathered to thee, 
from Dan till to Beersheba, (and they shall be as) unnumberable as the sand of the sea; 
and thou shalt be in the midst of them. 

12 And we shall fall upon him, in whatever place he is found, and we shall cover him, 
as dew is wont to fall on the earth; and we shall not leave (any) of the men that be with 
him, soothly not one. (And then we shall fall on David wherever he is found, and we shall cover 
him like dew is wont to fall on the ground; and we shall not leave alive any of the men who be with 
him, no not one.) 

13 That if he entereth into any city, all Israel shall compass that city with ropes, and 
we shall draw it into the strand, yea that nothing be found, soothly not a little stone 
thereof. (And if he entereth into any city, all Israel shall surround that city with ropes, and we 
shall draw it into the stream, yea so that nothing be found of it, truly not even a little stone of it.) 


14 And Absalom said, and all the men of Israel, The counsel of Hushai of Archi is better 
than the counsel of Ahithophel; and the profitable counsel of Ahithophel was destroyed 


by God’s will, that the Lord should bring in evil on Absalom. (And Absalom, and all the men 
of Israel, said, Hushai the Archite’s advice is better than Ahithophel’s; and so Ahithophel’s good 
advice was destroyed by God’s will, so that the Lord could bring in evil upon Absalom.) 

15 And Hushai said to Zadok and to Abiathar, the priests, Ahithophel gave counsel to 
Absalom, and to the elder men of Israel in this and this manner, and I gave such and such 
counsel. 

16 Now therefore send ye soon, and tell ye to David, and say ye, Dwell thou not 
this night in [the] field places of the desert, but pass thou [over] without delay; lest 
peradventure the king be swallowed up, and all the people that is with him. (And so now 
send ye to him soon, and tell ye to David, Stay thou not this night at the Fords, or the crossings, 
of the Wilderness, but cross thou over the river without delay; lest perhaps the king be swallowed 
up, and all the people who be with him.) 

17 And Jonathan and Ahimaaz stood beside the well of Rogel (or And Jonathan and 
Ahimaaz were waiting at Enrogel); (and) an handmaid went, and told to them, and (then) 
they went forth to tell the message to king David; for they might not be seen, neither 
(could) enter into the city. 

18 And a child saw them, and he showed it to Absalom; and they entered with swift 
going into the house of a man in Bahurim, that had a pit in his place, and they went down 
into that pit. (But a boy saw them, and he went and told Absalom; and going swiftly, Jonathan 
and Ahimaaz entered into the house of a man in Bahurim, who had a well at his place, and they 
went down into that well.) 

19 And a woman took, and spread abroad a covering over the mouth of the pit, as (if) 
drying barley with the peel taken away, and so the thing was hid. (And a woman took, and 
spread out a covering over the mouth of the well, and then put some peeled barley on top of it, as 
if to dry it, and so they were hid.) 
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20 And when the servants of Absalom had come into the house, they said to the woman, 
Where is Ahimaaz and Jonathan? And the woman answered to them, They passed (over) 
the river of waters, that is, (over the) Jordan. And when they that sought them had not 
found them, they turned again into Jerusalem, (or And so when the men who sought them 
could not find them, they returned to Jerusalem). 

21 And when they had gone forth, they went up from the pit; and they went, and told 
to king David, and said, Rise ye up, and passeth soon (over) the flood, for Ahithophel hath 
given such counsel against you. (And when the men had gone, Ahimaaz and Jonathan went 
up from the well; and they went, and said to King David, Quickly rise ye up, and cross ye over the 
river, and know ye also that Ahithophel hath spoken such and such a plan against you.) 

22 Therefore David rose up, and all the people that was with him, and they passed 
(over) Jordan, till it was clear day, before that the word was published; and soothly not 
one was left, that passed not (over) the flood. (And so David, and all the people who were with 
him, rose up, and they crossed the Jordan River before anyone knew it; and by daylight, everyone 
had crossed over the river.) 

23 And Ahithophel saw, that his counsel was not done, and he saddled his ass, and 
rose up, and went into his house, and into his city; and when his house was disposed, 
he perished by hanging himself, and he was buried in the sepulchre of his father. (And 
Ahithophel saw that his advice was not followed, and so he saddled up his donkey, and went back 
to his house in his city; and after his affairs were in order, he hanged himself, and he was buried 
in his father’s tomb,or his grave.) 

24 And David came into the castles, and Absalom passed [over] Jordan, he and all the 
men of Israel with him. (And as David came to Mahanaim, Absalom, and all the men of Israel 
who were with him, crossed over the Jordan River.) 

25 And Absalom ordained Amasa for Joab upon his host; and Amasa was the son of 
a man that was called Ithra of Jezreel, the which entered to Abigail, the daughter of 
Nahash, (and) the sister of Zeruiah, that was the mother of Joab. (And Absalom ordained 
Amasa uponhis army, in Joab’s place; and Amasa was the son of a man called Ithra, an Ishmaelite, 
who entered in to Abigail, who was Nahash’s daughter, and Zeruiah’s sister, Joab’s mother.) 

26 And Israel setted tents with Absalom in the land of Gilead. 

27 And when David had come into the castles (or And when David had come to Mahanaim), 
Shobi, the son of Nahash of Rabbah, of the sons of Ammon, and Machir, the son of 
Ammiel, of Lodebar, and Barzillai, of Gilead, of Rogelim, 

28 brought to him beddings, and tapets, (or brought him bedding, and blankets), and 
earthen vessels, and wheat, and barley, and meal, and flour, and beans, and lentils/and 
vetches, and fried chick(pea)s, 

29 and honey, and butter, and sheep, and fat calves. And they gave those to David, and 
to the people that were with him, to eat; for they supposed the people to be made faint 
for hunger and thirst in desert (or for they knew that the people would be made hungry and 
thirsty in the wilderness). 


CHAPTER 18 

1 Therefore David, when he had beheld his people, ordained chieftains of thousands, 
and (chieftains) of hundreds upon them. 

2 And he gave the third part of the people under the hand of Joab; and the third part 
under the hand of Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, the brother of Joab; and the third part 
under the hand of Ittai, that was of Gath. And the king said to the people, Also I shall go 
out with you. (And he sent out a third part of the people under Joab’s command; and a third part 
under Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, Joab’s brother; and a third part under Ittai the Gittite. And the 
king said to the people, And I shall go out with all of you.) 

3 And the people answered, Thou shalt not go out; for whether we flee, it shall not 
pertain to them by great work of us; whether half the part fall down of us, they shall not 
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reckon (it) enough, for thou art reckoned for ten thousand; therefore it is better, that 
thou be to us in the city in strong succour. (And the people answered, Thou shalt not go out 
with us; for if we flee, it shall not pertain to them to make any great effort against us; and even if 
half of us shall fall down, or shall die, they shall not reckon it enough or they shall not reckon it 
much, for thou art reckoned for ten thousand; and so it is better for us, if thou be in the city, and 
support us from here.) 

4 And the king said to them, I shall do that, that seemeth rightful to you. Therefore the 
king stood beside the gate, and the people went out by their companies, by hundreds, 
and by thousands. 

5 And the king commanded to Joab, and to Abishai, and to Ittai, and said, Keep ye to 
me the child Absalom. And all the people heard the king commanding to all the princes 
for Absalom. (And the king commanded to Joab, and Abishai, and Ittai, and said, For my sake, 
do not ye harm the young man Absalom. And all the people heard the king commanding to all his 
officers about Absalom.) 

6 Therefore the people went out into the field against Israel; and the battle was made 
in the forest of Ephraim. 

7 And the people of Israel was slain there of the host of David, and a great slaughter 
of twenty thousand was made in that day. (And many Israelites were killed there by David’s 
army, yea, there was a great slaughter of twenty thousand that day.) 

8 And the battle was scattered there upon the face of all the land, and many more 
were of the people which the forest wasted, than they which the sword devoured in that 
day. (And the battle there was scattered over all the countryside, and the forest killed many more 
people that day, than they whom the sword devoured.) 

9 Soothly it befelled, that Absalom, sitting on a mule, came against the servants of 
David; and when the mule had entered under a thick oak, and great, the head of Absalom 
cleaved to the oak; and when he was hanged betwixt heaven and earth, the mule, on 
which he sat, passed (forth). (And it befell, that Absalom, sitting on a mule, came toward David's 
men; and when the mule had entered under a great thick oak, Absalom’s head got caught in the 
branches; and while he hung in the air above the ground, the mule, on which he sat, went forth.) 

10 And some man saw this, and told it to Joab, and said, I saw Absalom hanged on an 
oak, (or and said, I saw Absalom hung up in an oak). 

11 And Joab said to the man that told to him, If thou saw him, why piercedest thou 
not him through to the earth, and I should have given to thee ten shekels of silver, and 
a girdle? (And Joab said to the man who told him this, If thou saw him thus, why didest thou not 
pierce him through to the ground, and then I would have gladly given thee ten silver shekels, and 
a girdle.) 

12 And he said to Joab, Though thou paidest in mine hands a thousand pieces of 
silver, I would not send mine hand into the son of the king; for while we heard, the 
king commanded to thee, and to Abishai, and to Ittai, and said, Keep ye to me the child 
Absalom. (And he said to Joab, Though thou paidest me a thousand pieces of silver, I would not 
raise my hand against the king’s son; for while we heard, the king commanded to thee, and to 
Abishai, and to Ittai, and said, For my sake, do not ye harm the young man Absalom.) 

13 But and though I had done fool hardily against my life (or But if I had acted so foolishly 
against my own life), this might not be hid from the king, and thou wouldest stand on the 
contrary side. 

14 And Joab said, Not as thou wilt, but I shall assail him before thee. Therefore Joab 
took three spears in his hand, and fixed those in(to) the heart of Absalom. And when he 
sprawled, yet cleaving in the oak, (or And yet while he sprawled, still caught up in the oak), 

15 ten young squires of Joab ran, and smote, and killed him. (ten young squires of Joab 
ran over to him, and struck, or stabbed, and killed him.) 


3672 XRN 


2ND SAMUEL CHAPTER 18:16 241 2ND SAMUEL CHAPTER 18:28 


16 And Joab trumped with a clarion, and held with him the people, lest it pursued 
Israel fleeing, and he would spare the multitude. (And then Joab sounded with a trumpet, to 
hold back the army with him, lest they pursued the men of Israel fleeing away, for he would spare 
the multitude.) 

17 And they took Absalom, and casted forth him into a great ditch in the forest, and 
bare together a full great heap of stones on him; and all Israel fled into their tabernacles. 
(And they took Absalom’s body, and threw it forth into a great ditch in the forest, and put a great 
heap of stones on it; and all Israel fled back to their homes.) 

18 Forsooth Absalom, while he lived yet, had raised to him a memorial, which is in 
the valley of the king; for he said, I have no son, and this shall be the mind of my name; 
and he called the memorial by his name, and it is called The Hand, that is, (the) Work, 
of Absalom, till to this day. (And Absalom, while yet he lived, had raised up a memorial to 
himself, in the King’s Valley; for he said, I have no son, and this shall be in remembrance of my 
name; and he called the memorial after his own name, and unto this day it is still called The Work 
of Absalom.) 

19 And Ahimaaz, the son of Zadok, said, I shall run, and I shall tell to the king, that the 
Lord hath made doom to him of the hand of his enemies. (And Ahimaaz, the son of Zadok, 
said, I shall run, and I shall tell the king, that the Lord hath made judgement for him, that is, hath 
avenged him, upon his enemies.) 

20 To whom Joab said, Thou shalt not be a messenger in this day, but thou shalt tell in 
another day; I will not that thou tell this today, for the son of the king is dead, (or I do not 
desire that thou tell this news today, for the king’s son is dead). 

21 And Joab said to Cushi, Go thou, and tell to the king those things that thou hast 
seen. Cushi worshipped Joab, and ran forth, (or Cushi bowed to Joab, and ran off). 

22 And again Ahimaaz, the son of Zadok, said to Joab, What hindereth, if also I run 
after Cushi? And Joab said to him, What wilt thou run, my son? Come thou hither, thou 
shalt not be a bearer of good message, (or And Joab said to him, Why would thou run, my son? 
It is better to stay here, for thou shalt not be a bearer of good news). 

23 The which answered, But what if I shall run? And Joab said to him, Run thou. 
Therefore Ahimaaz ran by the way of shortness, and speed, and passed Cushi. 

24 And David sat betwixt (the) two gates; soothly the espyer, that was in the highness 
of the gate on the wall, raised up his eyes, and he saw a man alone running; (And David 
sat between the two gates of the city; and the watchman, who was on the roof of the gate by the 
wall, raised up his eyes, and he saw a man running alone;) 

25 and the espyer cried, and showed to the king. And the king said to him, If he is alone, 
good message is in his mouth. But while he hasted, and nighed near, (and the watchman 
cried aloud, and told the king. And the king said to himself, If he is alone, then he hath good news. 
But while he hastened, and drew near,) 

26 the espyer saw another man running; and the espyer cried on high, and said, 
Another man running alone appeareth to me. And the king said to him, And this man 
is a good messenger. (the watchman saw another man running; and the watchman cried out 
on high, and said, Another man also running alone appeareth to me. And the king said to himself, 
This man must also have good news.) 

27 Soothly the espyer said (or And the watchman said), 1 behold the running of the 
former, as the running of Ahimaaz, the son of Zadok. And the king said, He is a good 
man, and he cometh bringing a good message. 

28 And Ahimaaz cried, and said to the king, Hail king! And he worshipped the king 
lowly before him to the earth, and said, Blessed be thy Lord God, that hath closed 
together the men, that raised their hands against my lord the king. (And Ahimaaz cried 
out, and said to the king, Hail king! And honouring the king, he bowed low to the ground before 
him, and said, Blessed be the Lord thy God, who hath given thee victory over the men who raised 
up their hands, that is, who rebelled, against my lord the king.) 
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29 And the king said, Whether peace is to the child Absalom? And Ahimaaz said, I saw, 
that is, I heard, a great noise, when Joab, thy servant, thou king, sent me, thy servant; 
I know none other thing. (And the king said, Is all well with the young man Absalom? And 
Ahimaaz said, I saw a great tumult or I heard a great noise, when thy servant Joab, O king, sent 
me, thy servant; I know nothing else.) 

30 To whom the king said, Pass thou, and stand here. And when he had passed, and 
stood, (To whom the king said, Stand thou over there. And when he had stepped aside, and stood 
in silence,) 

31 Cushi appeared; and he came and said, My lord the king, I bring good message; for 
the Lord hath deemed today for thee of the hand of all men that rised against thee. (Cushi 
appeared; and he came and said, My lord the king, I bring good news; for the Lord hath given thee 
victory today over all the men who rebelled against thee.) 

32 And the king said to Cushi, Whether peace is to the child Absalom? To whom Cushi 
answered, and said, The enemies of my lord the king, and all men that rise against him 
into evil, be made as the child. (And the king said to Cushi, Is all well with the young man 
Absalom? To whom Cushi answered, May all the enemies of my lord the king, and all the men who 
rebel against him, be made like that young man!) 

33 Therefore the king was sorry, and went up into the solar of the gate, and he wept, 
and spake thus going, (or And so the king was deeply grieved, and went up to the roof of the 
gate, and as he went, he wept, and spoke thus), My son, Absalom! Absalom, my son! who 
giveth to me, that I die for thee? Absalom, my son! my son, Absalom! 


CHAPTER 19 

1 Forsooth it was told to Joab, that the king wept, and bewailed his son; 

2 and the victory in that day was turned into mourning to all the people; for the people 
heard, that it was said in that day, The king maketh sorrow on his son. (and so the victory 
that day was turned into mourning for all the people; for the people heard, that it was said that 
day, The king sorroweth for his son.) 

3 And the people eschewed to enter into the city in that day, as the people turned and 
fleeing from [the] battle is wont to bow away. (And the people entered into the city on that 
day in shameful quiet, like the people who turned, and fled away from a battle, be wont to go.) 

4 And the king covered his head, and cried with great voice (or and cried with a loud 
voice), My son, Absalom! Absalom, my son! 

5 Therefore Joab entered to the king into the house, and said, Thou hast shamed today 
the cheers of all thy servants, that have made safe thy life, and the life of thy sons and 
of thy daughters, and the life of thy wives, and the life of thy secondary wives. (And so 
Joab entered into the palace, and said to the king, Today thou hast brought shame upon all of thy 
servants who have made thy life safe, and also upon the lives of thy sons and thy daughters, and 
thy wives, and thy secondary wives, or thy concubines.) 

6 Thou lovest them that hate thee, and thou hatest them that love thee; and thou hast 
showed today that thou reckest not of thy dukes and of thy servants; and verily I have 
known now, that if Absalom lived, and all we had been dead, then it should please thee. 
(Thou lovest them who hate thee, and thou hatest them who love thee; and thou hast shown today 
that thou carest not for thy leaders or for thy men; and now I truly know, that if Absalom had 
lived, and all of us had died, it would have pleased thee.) 

7 Now therefore rise up, and go thou forth, and speak thou, and make satisfaction to 
thy servants; for I swear to thee by the Lord, that if thou shalt not go forth, soothly not 
one man shall dwell with thee in this night; and this shall be worse to thee, than all the 
evils that came [up] on thee from thy young waxing age till into this present time. (And 
so now rise up, and go thou out, and speak thou, and give satisfaction to thy men; for I swear by the 
Lord to thee, that if thou shalt not go out to them, truly not one man shall stay with thee through 
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this night; and this shall be worse for thee, than all the evil that hath come upon thee from thy 
youngest age unto this present time.) 

8 Therefore the king rose up, and sat in the gate; and it was told to all the people, that 
the king sat in the gate, and all the multitude came before the king. Forsooth Israel fled 
into their tabernacles (or Meanwhile all the Israelites had fled to their homes). 

9 And all the people strived in all the lineages of Israel, and said, The king delivered 
us from the hand of all our enemies, and he saved us from the hand of Philistines; and 
now he hath fled from the land for Absalom (or and now he hath fled from the land because 
of Absalom). 

10 Certainly Absalom, whom we anointed upon us, is dead in battle; how long be ye 
still, and bring not again the king? (or how long shall ye be silent, and not bring back the 
king?) And the counsel of all Israel came to the king. 

11 And king David sent to Zadok and to Abiathar, the priests, and said, Speak ye to the 
greater men in birth of Judah, and say ye, Why came ye the last to bring again the king 
into his house? Soothly the word of all Israel came to the king, that they would bring 
him again into his house. For the king said, Ye shall say these things to the people, (And 
King David sent word to Zadok and Abiathar, the priests, and said, Speak ye to the men of great 
age, that is, to the elders, of Judah, and say ye, Why be ye the last to help bring back the king to 
his palace? Truly the word of all Israel had come to the king, that they would bring him back to 
his palace. And so the king said, Ye shall say these things to the elders,) 

12 Ye be my brethren, ye be my bone and my flesh; why the last bring ye again the 
king? (Ye be my kinsmen, ye be my flesh and blood; so why be ye the last to bring back the king?) 

13 And say ye to Amasa, Whether thou art not my bone and my flesh? God do these 
things to me, and add these things too, if thou shalt not be master of chivalry (or if thou 
shalt not be the leader of the cavalry, or of the army), before me in all time after Joab. 

14 And David bowed to him the heart of all [the] men of Judah as of one man; and they 
sent to the king, and said, Turn thou again, and all thy servants. (And so David turned to 
himself the hearts of all the men of Judah as if one man; and they sent word to the king, and said, 
Come thou back again with all thy men.) 

15 And the king turned again, and came till to Jordan, (or And so the king returned, and 
came to the Jordan River); and all Judah came till into Gilgal to meet the king, and to lead 
him over (the) Jordan. 

16 But Shimei, the son of Gera, the son of Benjamin, of Bahurim, hasted, and came 
down with the men of Judah into the meeting of king David, (And Shimei, the son of Gera, 
the son of Benjamin, hastened from Bahurim, and came down with the men of Judah to meet King 
David,) 

17 with a thousand men of Benjamin; and Ziba, the servant of the house of Saul, and 
(the) fifteen sons of him, and (his) twenty servants were with him; and they brake into 
(the) Jordan, before the king, (or and they went over the Jordan River, before the king), 

18 and they passed the fords, that they should lead over the house of the king, and 
do by the behest of the king. Soothly Shimei, the son of Gera, kneeled before the king, 
when he had passed now Jordan, (and they passed over the crossing, in order to bring over the 
king’s household, and to do whatever the king commanded. And Shimei, the son of Gera, kneeled 
before the king, when he had crossed over the Jordan River,) 

19 and said to the king, My lord the king, areckon thou not wickedness to me, neither 
have thou mind of the wrongs of thy servant in the day (nor remember the wrongs of thy 
servant on the day), in which thou, my lord the king, wentest out of Jerusalem, neither set 
thou, king, those wrongs in thine heart; 

20 for I thy servant acknowledge my sin; and therefore today I came the first of all the 
house of Joseph, and I came down into the meeting of my lord the king (or and I came 
down to meet my lord the king). 
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21 And Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, answered and said, Whether Shimei, that cursed 
the christ of the Lord, shall not be slain for these words? (And Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, 
answered to him and said, Should not Shimei, who cursed the Lord’s anointed, be killed for those 
words?) 

22 And David said, What is (it) to me and to you, ye sons of Zeruiah? Why be ye made 
to me today into Satan, that is, (an) adversary? Therefore whether a man shall be slain 
today in Israel? Whether I know not (that) me (am) made king today on Israel? (And David 
said, What is it to me or to you, ye sons of Zeruiah? Why be ye made into my adversaries today? 
Should any man be put to death on this day in Israel? The day that I am made king upon Israel? 
No!) 

23 And the king said to Shimei, Thou shalt not die; and the king swore to him. 

24 Also Mephibosheth, the son of Saul, came down with unwashed feet, and with his 
beard unclipped, into the coming of the king. And Mephibosheth had not washed his 
clothes, from the day in which the king went out of Jerusalem till to the day of his coming 
again in peace. (And Mephibosheth, Saul’s son, came down with unwashed feet, and with his 
beard unclipped, to meet the king. And Mephibosheth had not washed his clothes from the day 
in which the king went out of Jerusalem until the day that he returned in victory or until the day 
that he safely returned home.) 

25 And when at Jerusalem he had come to the king (or And when he had come from 
Jerusalem to meet the king), the king said to him, Mephibosheth, why camest thou not 
with me? 

26 And he answered and said, My lord the king, my servant despised me; and I thy 
servant said to him, that he should saddle the ass to me, and I should ascend, and I 
should go with the king; for I thy servant am crooked. (And he answered, My lord the king, 
my servant deceived me; for I thy servant had said to him, that he should saddle up the donkey 
for me, and then I would get on it, and I would go with the king; for I thy servant am crippled.) 

27 Moreover and he accused me, thy servant, to thee, my lord the king; but thou, my 
lord the king, art as the angel of God; do thou that, that is pleasant to thee. (And moreover 
he hath accused me, thy servant, to thee, my lord the king; but thou, my lord the king, art like the 
angel of God to me; so do thou what is pleasing to thee.) 

28 For the house of my father was not no but guilty of death to my lord the king; soothly 
thou hast set me thy servant among the guests of thy board; what therefore have I of just 
complaint, either (of) what may I more cry to the king? (For my father’s family was guilty 
of death before my lord the king; but thou hast put me thy servant among the guests at thy table; 
so what right have I of any complaint, or what more may I ask for from the king?) 

29 And the king said to him, What speakest thou more? that that I have spoken is 
steadfast; thou and Ziba part the possessions. (And the king said to him, Why sayest thou 
anything more? my decision is final; thou and Ziba will share the possessions.) 

30 And Mephibosheth answered to the king, Yea, take he all things, after that my lord 
the king turned again peaceably into his house, (or now that my lord the king hath returned 
home in victory, or now that my lord the king hath safely returned home). 

31 Also Barzillai of Gilead, a full eld man, came down from Rogelim, and led the king 
over Jordan, ready also to follow him over the flood. (And Barzillai of Gilead, a very old man, 
came down from Rogelim, and joined in escorting the king over the Jordan River.) 

32 And Barzillai of Gilead was full eld, that is, of fourscore years; and he gave meats to 
the king, when the king dwelled in castles; for Barzillai was a full rich man. (And Barzillai 
of Gilead was very old, that is, eighty years old; and he gave food to the king, when the king lived 
at Mahanaim; for Barzillai was a very rich man.) 

33 And so the king said to Barzillai, Come thou with me, that thou rest securely with 
me in Jerusalem. (And so the king said to Barzillai, Come thou with me, so that thou can have a 
peaceful life there in Jerusalem with me.) 
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34 And Barzillai said to the king, How many (more) be the days of [the] years of my life, 
that I (should) go up with the king into Jerusalem? 

35 | am of fourscore years today; whether my wits be quick to deem sweet thing either 
bitter, either meat and drink may delight thy servant, either may I hear more the voice 
of singers either of singsters? Why is thy servant to (be a) charge to my lord the king? 
(I am eighty years old now; can my wits still judge a thing bitter or sweet? or can food and drink 
still delight thy servant? or can I still hear the voice of singers and singsters? No! So why should 
thy servant be a burden to my lord the king?) 

36 | thy servant shall go forth a little from (the) Jordan with thee, I have no need to this 
yielding; (I thy servant shall go forth a little from the Jordan River with thee, but I have no need 
for this reward;) 

37 but I beseech thee, that I thy servant turn again, and die in my city, and be buried 
beside the sepulchre of my father and of my mother; forsooth (my son) Chimham is thy 
servant, my lord the king, (so) go he with thee, and do thou to him that that seemeth 
good to thee. 

38 Therefore the king said to Barzillai, Chimham (shall) go forth with me; and I shall do 
to him whatever thing pleaseth thee (or and I shall do for him whatever pleaseth thee), and 
thou shalt get all thing, that thou askest of me. 

39 And when all the people and the king had passed [over] Jordan, the king abode; and 
the king kissed Barzillai, and blessed him; and he turned again into his place. (And when 
the king and all the people had crossed over the Jordan River, the king stopped there; and he kissed 
Barzillai, and blessed him; and then Barzillai returned to his home.) 

40 Then the king passed forth into Gilgal, and Chimham (was) with him. And all the 
people of Judah had led the king over, and the half part only of the people of Israel was 
present (or and also half the people of Israel). 

41 Therefore all the men of Israel came together to the king, and said to him, Why 
have our brethren, the men of Judah, stolen thee, and have led the king and his house 
over Jordan, and all the men of David with him? (And so all the men of Israel who were there 
came together to the king, and said to him, Why have our brothers, the men of Judah, stolen thee 
away, and have led the king, and his household, and all the men of David with him, over the Jordan 
River?) 

42 And each man of Judah answered to the men of Israel, (and said), For the king is 
near (of kin) to me (or For the king is our next of kin); why art thou wroth upon this thing? 
Whether we have eaten anything of the king(’s), either gifts be given to us? 

43 And a man of Israel answered to the men of Judah, and said, I am greater by ten 
parts to the king, and David pertaineth more to me than to thee; why hast thou done 
wrong to me, and it was not told to me the former, that I should bring again my king? 
Forsooth the men of Judah answered harder to the men of Israel. (And the men of Israel 
answered to the men of Judah, and said, We have a greater stake in the king by ten parts, and 
David pertaineth more to us than to thee; why hast thou done us this wrong? were we not the first 
to say that we should bring back our king? But the men of Judah answered back even harder to 
the men of Israel.) 


CHAPTER 20 


1 Also it befelled, that a man of Belial was there, Sheba by name, the son of Bichri, 
a man of the generation of Benjamin; and he sounded with a trump, and said, No part 
is to us in David, neither heritage in the son of Jesse; thou Israel, turn again into thy 
tabernacles. (And it befell, that a man of Belial was there, named Sheba, the son of Bichri, aman 
of the tribe of Benjamin; and he sounded with a trumpet, and said, There is no part for us with 
David, nor inheritance with the son of Jesse; O Israel, return to thy homes!) 

2 And all Israel was parted from David, and followed Sheba, the son of Bichri; and the 
men of Judah cleaved to their king, from Jordan till to Jerusalem. (And so all Israel deserted 
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David, and followed Sheba, the son of Bichri; but the men of Judah cleaved to their king, from the 
Jordan River unto Jerusalem.) 

3 And when the king had come into his house in Jerusalem, he took [the] ten women, 
his secondary wives, which he had left to keep the house, and he betook them into 
keeping, and gave meat to them; and he entered not [in] to them; but they were closed 
(up) till to the day of their death, and lived in widowhood. (And when the king had come to 
his palace in Jerusalem, he took his secondary wives, the ten women whom he had left in charge 
of the palace, and he put them under guard, and gave them food; but he did not sleep with them 
any more; and they were enclosed until the day of their death, and lived in widowhood.) 

4 And David said to Amasa, Call thou together to me all the men of Judah into the third 
day, and be thou present. (And David said to Amasa, Call thou together for me all the men of 
Judah in three days’ time, and be thou present with them.) 

5 Therefore Amasa went forth, that he call together the people of Judah; and he 
dwelled over the covenanted time, which the king had set to him. (And so Amasa went 
out to call together the people of Judah; but he took more time to arrange matters than what the 
king had set for him.) 

6 And (so) David said to Abishai, Now Sheba, the son of Bichri, shall torment us 
(even) more than Absalom did; therefore take the servants of thy lord (or and so take my 
bodyguards), and pursue him, lest in hap he find strengthened, (or fortified), cities, and 
escape us. 

7 Therefore the men of Joab went out with Abishai, and (the) Cherethites and 
Pelethites, and all the strong men, (and they) went out of Jerusalem to pursue Sheba, 
the son of Bichri. 

8 And when they were beside the great stone, which is in Gibeon, Amasa came, and 
ran to them; and Joab was clothed with a strait coat at the measure of his shape, and he 
was girded above with a sword hanging down unto his entrails in a sheath; and it went 
out, and felled down. (And when they were beside the great stone, which is in Gibeon, Amasa 
came over to them; and Joab was clothed with a narrow coat tight to his body, and he was girded 
with a sword in a sheath hanging down to his entrails; and as Amasa came over, it fell out or he 
secretly took it out.) 

9 And so Joab said to Amasa, Hail, my brother! And Joab held with his right hand the 
chin of Amasa, as kissing him, (or And Joab held Amasa’s chin with his right hand, as if to kiss 
him). 

10 Forsooth Amasa took not keep of the sword, which sword Joab had, and Joab smote 
Amasa in the side, and shedded out his entrails into the earth, and Amasa was dead; and 
Joab added not the second wound. And (then) Joab, and Abishai, his brother, pursued 
Sheba, the son of Bichri. (But Amasa was not on guard for the sword which Joab had, and 
suddenly Joab struck, or stabbed, Amasa in the side with it, and poured out his entrails onto the 
ground, and so Amasa died; and Joab did not need to add a second wound. And then Joab, and his 
brother Abishai, pursued Sheba, the son of Bichri.) 

11 In the meantime, when some of the children of David, of the fellows of Joab, had 
stood beside the dead body of Amasa, they said, Lo! he that would be the fellow of David, 
(be) for Joab. (In the meantime, one of Joab’s young men stood beside Amasa’s dead body, and he 
said, Behold! he who would be the fellow of Joab and of David, follow he Joab!) 

12 And Amasa was besprinkled with blood, and lay in the middle of the way. Some man 
saw this/A man saw this, that all the people abode to see Amasa, and he removed Amasa 
from the way into the field, and he covered Amasa with a cloth, lest men passing should 
abide [still] for him. (And Amasa was covered with blood, and lay in the middle of the road. And 
some man saw that all the people stood about looking at Amasa, and so he moved Amasa’s body 
from the road to a nearby field, and he covered it with a cloak, lest men passing by should stand 
there, and gawk at him.) 
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13 Therefore when he was removed from the way, each man passed forth, following 
Joab to pursue Sheba, the son of Bichri. 

14 Forsooth Sheba had passed by all the lineages of Israel till into Abel, and into 
Bethmaachah; and all the chosen men were gathered to him. (And Sheba passed through 
the territories of all the tribes of Israel unto Abel of Bethmaachah; and all the men of Bichri or and 
all the Berites were gathered to him, and followed him.) 

15 Therefore they came, and fought against him in Abel, and in Bethmaachah, and 
(en)compassed the city with strongholds; and the city was besieged. And all the 
company, that was with Joab, enforced to destroy the walls. (And then Joab and his men 
came, and fought against him in Abel of Bethmaachah, and surrounded the city with strongholds; 
and the city was besieged. And all the men who were with Joab endeavoured to destroy the walls.) 

16 And a wise woman of the city cried (out from) on high, Hear ye! hear ye! say ye to 
Joab, Nigh thou hither (or Come thou here), and I shall speak with thee. 

17 And when he had nighed to her, she said to him, Art thou Joab? And he answered, 
Iam. To whom she spake thus, Hear thou the words of thine handmaid. Joab answered, 
I hear, (or And Joab answered, I am listening). 

18 And again she said, A word was said in (an) eld proverb, They that ask, ask in Abel; 
and so they profited. 

19 Whether I am not, that answer truth to Israel? and seekest thou to destroy a city, 
and to do away a mother city in Israel*? why castedest thou down/why throwest thou 
down the heritage of the Lord? (My city is one of the most peaceful, and faithful, in all of Israel; 
so why seekest thou to destroy such a city, and to do away such a mother in Israel? why throwest 
thou down the Lord’s inheritance?) 

20 And Joab answered, and said, Far be (this), far be this from me; I cast not down, 
neither I destroy (or I do not want to destroy this city). 

21 The thing hath not so itself; but a man of the hill of Ephraim, Sheba, the son of 
Bichri, by surname, raised his hand against king David; betake ye him alone to us, and 
we shall go away from the city, (or That is not my goal; but a man named Sheba, the son of 
Bichri, of the hill country of Ephraim, raised a rebellion against King David; deliver ye him to us, 
and him alone, and we shall go away from your city). And the woman said to Joab, Lo! his 
head shall be sent to thee by the wall. 

22 Then the woman went in to all the people, and she spake to them wisely; and they 
threw (out) to Joab the head of Sheba, the son of Bichri, girded off. And Joab sounded 
with a trump, and they departed from the city, each man into his tabernacles; and Joab 
turned again to Jerusalem to the king. (Then the woman went to all the people, and she spoke 
wisely to them; and so they cut off the head of Sheba, the son of Bichri, and threw it out to Joab. 
And then Joab sounded with a trumpet, and they left the city, and each man went back to his home; 
and Joab returned to the king in Jerusalem.) 

23 Therefore Joab was on all the host of Israel; forsooth Benaiah, [the] son of Jehoiada, 
was on Cherethites and Pelethites; (And so Joab was over all of Israel’s army; and Benaiah, the 
son of Jehoiada, was over the Cherethites and Pelethites;) 

24 and Adoram was upon the tributes (or and Adoram was over the forced labour or was 
over the taxation); and Jehoshaphat, the son of Ahilud, was (the) chancellor; 

25 and Sheva was scribe; but Zadok and Abiathar were priests; (and Sheva was the writer; 
and Zadok and Abiathar were the priests;) 

26 and Ira of Jairites was the priest of David. 





* 

CHAPTER 20:19 The woman speaketh in the person of the city, as if she said, ‘This city held ever truth and faith 
to the king’; and therefore in Hebrew it is thus, ‘I am one of peaceable and true’, that is, one of the number of cities 
(that be) peaceable and true to the king. 
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1 And hunger was made in the land of Israel in the days of David, by three years 
continually. And David counselled the answer of the Lord, that is, asked counsel of the 
Lord in the answering place; and the Lord said, It is for Saul, and for his house, and for 
[the] blood, for he killed the men of Gibeon. (And in the days of David, there was hunger in 
the land of Israel, for three years without ceasing. And David counselled with the Lord; and the 
Lord said, It is because Saul, and his family, were guilty of the blood, or of murder, for he killed the 
Gibeonites.) 

2 Therefore when [the] Gibeonites were called, the king said to them; soothly 
Gibeonites be not of the sons of Israel, but they be the relics of Amorites; and the sons 
of Israel had sworn to them, that they should not slay them, and Saul would smite them 
for (his) fervent love, as for the sons of Israel and of Judah; (And so when the Gibeonites were 
called, the king said to them; now the Gibeonites be not Israelites, but they be the remnants of the 
Amorites; and the Israelites had sworn to them, that they would not kill them, but Saul did strike 
many of them down in his fervent love for the people of Israel and of Judah;) 

3 therefore David said to Gibeonites, What shall I do to you, and what shall be your 
amends, that ye bless the heritage of the Lord? (and so David said to the Gibeonites, What 
can I do for you? and what shall be your amends, so that ye bless the Lord’s inheritance,that is, 
his people?) 

4 And Gibeonites said to him, No question is to us upon gold and silver, but against 
Saul, and against his house; neither we will, that a man of Israel be slain. To whom the 
king said, What therefore will ye, that I do to you? (And the Gibeonites said to him, No answer 
shall be for us in gold or silver, but rather with Saul and his family; and we do not desire that just 
any man of Israel be killed. To whom the king said, And so what do ye desire, that I do for you?) 

5 And they said to the king, We ought so to do away the man, that defouled and 
oppressed us wickedly, that not one soothly be left of his generation in all the coasts 
of Israel. (And they said to the king, We want to completely do away the man, who defiled and 
wickedly oppressed us, so that truly not one of his generation be left in all the coasts of Israel.) 

6 Seven men of his sons be given to us, that we crucify them to the Lord in Gibeah of 
Saul, sometime the chosen man of the Lord. And the king said, I shall give them to you. 
(Let seven of his kinsmen be given to us, so that we can hang them before the Lord in Gibeah of 
Saul, who was, at one time, the Lord’s chosen man. And the king said, I shall give them to you.) 

7 And the king spared Mephibosheth (or But the king spared Mephibosheth), the son of 
Jonathan, the son of Saul, for the oath of the Lord, that was betwixt David and Jonathan, 
the son of Saul. 

8 And so the king took (the) two sons of Rizpah, the daughter of Aiah, which she 
childed to Saul, Armoni, and (another) Mephibosheth; and he took[the] five sons of 
Michal, the daughter of Saul, (or andhe took the five sons of Saul’s daughter Merab), which 
she engendered to Adriel, the son of Barzillai, that was of (the) Meholathites. 

9 And he gave them (up) into the hands of (the) Gibeonites, and they did those seven 
sons upon (a) cross in an hill before the Lord (or and they hanged those seven kinsmen on a 
hill before the Lord); and (so) these seven fell down slain together in the days of the first 
reap(ing), when the reaping of barley began. 

10 Forsooth Rizpah, (the) daughter of Aiah, took an hair-shirt, and arrayed to herself a 
place above the stone/and laid it under her(self) upon a stone (or and arrayed for herself a 
place on the rock where their bodies lay), from the beginning of harvest till water dropped on 
them from (the) heaven(s); and she suffered not (the) birds to tear them by day, neither 
(the) beasts by night. 

11 And those things which Rizpah, the secondary wife of Saul, the daughter of Aiah, 
had done, were told to David. 

12 And David went, and took the bones of Saul, and the bones of Jonathan, his son, from 
the men of Jabesh of Gilead; which had stolen those bones from the street of Bethshan, 
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in which Philistines had hanged them, when they had slain Saul in Gilboa, (or for they had 
stolen those bones from the street in Bethshan, where the Philistines had hung them, after they 
had killed Saul at Gilboa). 

13 And David bare out from thence the bones of Saul, and the bones of Jonathan, his 
son; and they gathered the bones of them that were crucified (or and they also gathered 
up the bones of the seven men who were hanged), 

14 and they buried those with the bones of Saul and of Jonathan, his son, in the land 
of Benjamin, in the side of the sepulchre of Kish, the father of Saul, (or in the tomb,or the 
grave, of Saul’s father Kish). And they did all things, whatever the king commanded them; 
and the Lord did mercy to the land after these things. 

15 Forsooth battle of the Philistines was made again against Israel; and David went 
down, and his servants with him, and fought against the Philistines. Soothly when David 
failed, (And again the Philistines made battle against Israel; and David and his men went down, 
and fought against the Philistines. And when David grew weary,) 

16 [shbibenob, that was of the kin of Harapha, that is, (the father) of the giants, and the 
iron of his spear weighed three hundred ounces, and he was girded with a new sword, 
enforced to smite David. (Ishbibenob, who was a descendant of Harapha, that is, the father of 
the giants, whose iron of his spear weighed three hundred ounces, and who was girded with anew 
sword, endeavoured to strike down David.) 

17 And Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, was in help to David; and he smote and killed the 
Philistine. Then the men of David swore, and said, Now thou shalt not go out with us 
into battle, lest thou quench the lantern of Israel. (But Abishai, the son of Zeruiah, helped 
David; and he struck and killed the Philistine. And then the men of David swore, and said, From 
now on, thou shalt not go out with us into battle, lest thou quench Israel's lantern.) 

18 Also the second battle was in Gob against [the] Philistines; then Sibbechai of 
Hushathites smote Saph, of the generation of Harapha, of the kin of giants. (And there 
was a second battle against the Philistines at Gob; there Sibbechai of the Hushathites struck down 
Saph, a descendant of Harapha, that is, the father of the giants.) 

19 Also the third battle was in Gob against [the] Philistines; in which battle a man given 
of God, the son of a forest, and a(n)(em)broiderer, a man of Bethlehem, smote (the brother 
of) Goliath of Gath, whose spear shaft was as a beam of webs. (And the third battle against 
the Philistines was also at Gob; in which battle Elhanan, the son of Jair or the son of Jaareoregim, a 
man of Bethlehem, struck downthe brother of Goliath of Gath, whose spear shaft was like a weaver’s 
beam.) 

20 The fourth battle was in Gath; wherein was an high man, that had six fingers in his 
hands and (six toes) in his feet, that is, four and twenty (digits); and he was of the kin of 
Harapha, (that is, the father of the giants); (And the fourth battle was at Gath; and there was a 
very tall man there, who had six fingers on each hand, and six toes on each foot, that is, twenty- 
four digits altogether; and he was a descendant of Harapha, that is, the father of the giants;) 

21 and he blasphemed Israel; and Jonathan, the son of Shimeah, the brother of David, 
killed him. 

22 These four were born of Harapha in Gath, and they felled down in the hand of David, 
and of his servants. (These four were descendants of Harapha of Gath, that is, the father of the 
giants, and they all fell down at the hands of David and his men.) 


CHAPTER 22 
1 Soothly David spake to the Lord the words of this song, in the day in which the Lord 
delivered him from the hand of all his enemies, and from the hand of Saul. 
2 And David said, The Lord is my stone, and my strength/and my stronghold, and my 
saviour; 
3 my God, my strength, I shall hope into him; my shield, and the horn of mine health, 
my raiser (up), and my refuge; my saviour, thou shalt deliver me from wickedness, that 
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is, (thou) hast delivered (me from violence). (my God, my strength or my stronghold, yea, I have 
hope in him; my shield, and the horn of my salvation, or of my victory, my raiser-up, and my 
refuge; my saviour, thou hast delivered me from all violence.) 

41 shall inwardly call (upon) the Lord, worthy to be praised; and I shall be safe from 
mine enemies, (I shall call to the Lord, who is worthy to be praised; and I shall be saved from my 
enemies.) 

5 For the sorrows of death compassed me; the strands of Belial made me afeared. 

6 The cords of hell (en)compassed me; the snares of death have gone before me. (The 
cords of hell surrounded me; the snares of death were set to catch me.) 

7 In tribulation I shall call thee, Lord, that is, I have called thee, Lord, and I shall cry 
to my God; and he heard from his holy temple my voice, and my cry shall come to his 
ears. (In tribulation I called on thee, Lord, yea, I cried to my God; and he heard my voice in his 
holy Temple, and my cry came to his ears.) 

8 The earth was moved, and trembled; the foundaments of hills were smitten and 
shaken together, for the Lord was wroth to them. (The earth was moved, and trembled; the 
foundations of heaven were altogether shaken, for the Lord was angry.) 

9 Smoke went up from his nostrils, and fire of his mouth shall devour; coals were 
kindled of it. (Smoke went up from his nostrils, and devouring fire came out of his mouth; coals 
were kindled by it.) 

10 And he bowed (the) heavens, and came down; and mist (was) under his feet. 

11 And he went upon cherubim, and flew; and he slid on the pens/on the feathers of 
the wind (or and he went upon the wings of the wind). 

12 He put darkness (a) hiding place in his compass, and riddled, or winnowed, waters 
from the clouds of heavens; (He hid himself in darkness, and the clouds of the heavens, which 
were filled with water, encompassed, or surrounded, him;) 

13 for brightness in his sight coals of fire were kindled. (coals of fire were kindled from 
the brightness going out before him.) 

14 The Lord shall thunder from (the) heaven(s); and [the] high God shall give his voice. 

15 He sent his arrows, and scattered them; and sent lightnings, and wasted them. 

16 And the sheddings out of the sea appeared, and the foundaments of the world were 
showed; from the blaming of the Lord, from the breathing of the spirit of his strong 
vengeance. (And the seabed appeared, and the foundations of the world were uncovered; at the 
Lord’s rebuke, and at the blast of the breath of his nostrils.) 

17 He sent from heaven, and took (hold of) me; and drew me out of many waters. 

18 He delivered me from my mightiest enemy, and from them that hated me; for they 
were stronger than I. 

19 They came before me in the day of my tormenting; and the Lord was made my 
steadfastness. 

20 And he led me out into largeness, and he delivered me; for I pleased him. (And he 


led me out into a large place, and he saved me; because he delighted in me.) 

21 The Lord shall yield to me after my rightwiseness; and he shall yield to me after the 
cleanness of mine hands. 

22 For I [have] kept the ways of the Lord; and | did not (turn) wickedly from my God. 
(For I have followed the Lord’s ways; and I have not wickedly turned from my God.) 

23 For all his dooms were in my sight; and I did not away from me his behests. (For all 
his laws were before me; and I did not turn away from his commands.) 

24 And I shall be perfect with him (or And I shall be upright before him); and I shall keep 
me from my wickedness. 

25 And the Lord shall restore to me after my rightwiseness; and after the cleanness of 
mine hands in the sight of his eyes. 
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26 With the holy thou shalt be holy, and with the strong, that is, to suffer adversities 
patiently, thou shalt be perfect; (With the holy thou shalt be holy, and with the upright, thou 
shalt be upright;) 

27 and with a chosen man thou shalt be chosen, and with a wayward man thou shalt be 
made wayward", (and with the pure, thou shalt be pure, but to the wicked, thou shalt be hostile 
to them.) 

28 And thou shalt make safe a poor people; and with thine eyes thou shalt make low 
them that be high. (And thou shalt save the poor; and thou shalt humble those who be high in 
their own eyes or and thou shalt look with contempt upon the proud.) 

29 For thou, Lord, art my lantern, and thou, Lord, shalt lighten my darkness. 

30 For I girded, that is, made ready to battle, shall run in thee, that is, in thy strength; 
and in my God I shall skip over the wall. (For when I am girded,that is, made ready for battle, 
I shall run by thy strength; and so, with God’s help, I shall leap over the wall.) 

31 God, his way is without wem; the speech of the Lord is examined with fire, that is, 
is (as) pure and clean as metal proved in the furnace; he is a shield of all men hoping in 
him. (As for God, his way is without fault; the word of the Lord is examined with fire, that is, is as 
pure and clean as metal proved in the furnace; he is a shield for all men hoping in him.) 

32 For who is God, except the Lord; and who is strong, except our God? 

33 God, that hath girded me with strength, and hath made plane my perfect way; (Yea, 
God, who hath girded me with strength, and hath made my way perfect, or without blame;) 

34 and he hath made even my feet with harts’ (feet), and hath set me upon mine high 
things; (and he hath made my feet like the feet of a hart, or of a deer, and hath set me on high 
places, that is, on the mountains;) 

35 and he taught mine hands to battle, and a brazen bow was granted to mine arm(s). 
(and he taught my hands in battle, and now my arms can break a bronze bow.) 

36 Thou hast given to me the shield of thine health; and thy mildness hath multiplied 
me. (Thou hast given me the shield of thy salvation; and thy gentleness hath made me great.) 

37 Thou shalt alarge my steps under me; and mine heels shall not fail. (Thou hast 
broadened my steps under me; and my feet have not slipped.) 

38 | shall pursue mine enemies, and I shall all-brake them; and I shall not turn again, 
till 1 waste them, (or and I shall not return, until I destroy them). 

39 | shall waste them, and I shall break them, that they rise not; they shall fall under 
my feet. (I shall break them, and I shall destroy them, so that they shall not rise again; they shall 
all fall under my feet.) 

40 Thou hast girded me with strength to battle; thou hast bowed under me them that 
stood against me. (Thou hast girded me with strength for the battle; thou hast put those who 
stood against me under me.) 

41 Thou hast given mine enemies’ aback to me, men hating me; and I shall destroy 
them. (Thou hast given me the backs of my enemies; and I destroy those who hate me.) 

42 They shall cry, that is, to idols either to men’s help, and none shall be that shall save 
them; they shall cry to the Lord, and he shall not hear them. (They cry to their idols, or to 
men, for help, but no one can save them; they cry to the Lord, but he will not answer them.) 

43 | shall do away them as the dust of [the] earth; I shall pound them, and I shall do 
[them] away as the clay, or the fen, of streets. (I shall do them away like the dust of the earth; 
I shall pound them, and I shall do them away like the fen, or the clay, of the streets.) 

44 Thou shalt save me from [the] against-sayings of my people; thou shalt keep me into 
the head of folks (or thou shalt make me the head of the nations, or thou shalt keep me the head 
of the nations); the people, whom I know not, shall serve me. 





: CHAPTER 22:27 For when wayward men be justly punished of God, they say that God doeth waywardly with them. 
(For when wicked men be justly punished by God, they say that God doeth wickedly to them.) 
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45 Alien sons shall (not) against-stand me; by hearing of [the] ear, they shall obey to 
me. (The sons of foreigners shall bow low to me; and after hearing me, they shall obey me.) 

46 Alien sons floated away; and they shall be drawn together in their enclosings. (The 
courage of the sons of foreigners shall fade away; and they shall slink out of their strongholds 
together.) 

47 The Lord liveth, and my God is blessed; and the strong God of mine health shall be 
enhanced. (The Lord liveth, and blessed is my God; yea, the strong God of my salvation shall be 
exalted.) 

48 God, that givest vengeances to me, and hast cast down peoples under me. (The God, 
who grantest me vengeance, and hast thrown down peoples, or nations, under me.) 

49 Which leadest me out from mine enemies, and raisest me from men against- 
standing me; thou shalt deliver me from the wicked man. (Who leadest me out from my 
enemies, and raisest me up from those who stand against me; yea, thou shalt deliver me from 
violent people.) 

50 Therefore, Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee in heathen men; and I shall sing to thy 
name. (And so, Lord, I shall praise thee before the heathen; and I shall sing praises to thy name.) 

51 That he maketh great the healths of his king; and doeth mercy to his christ, David, 
and to his seed till into without end. (Yea, he who maketh the great victories of his king; and 
who doeth mercy to his anointed, yea, to David, and to his descendants forevermore.) 


CHAPTER 23 

1 Forsooth these be the last words, which David, the son of Jesse, said. The (words that 
the) man said, to whom it is ordained of Christ, of the God of Jacob, the noble psalm- 
maker of Israel; (These be the last words which David, the son of Jesse, said. The words that the 
man to whom it was ordained to be the anointed of the God of Jacob, the noble psalm-maker of 
Israel, yea, the last words that he said;) 

2 The spirit of the Lord spake by me, and his word by my tongue. 

3 David said, God of Israel spake to me, the strong help of Israel, the just Lord of men, 
is Lord in the dread of God. (The God of Israel spoke, the Strong One of Israel said to me, The 
lord, or the leader, of men should be just, ruling in the fear of God.) 

4 As the light of the morrowtide, when the sun riseth early, (and) is bright without 
clouds; and as an herb cometh forth of the earth by rains. (He is like the morning light, 
when the sun riseth early, and it is bright without clouds; and like a herb that cometh forth out of 
the ground after the rain.) 

5 And mine house is not so great with God, that he should make with me everlasting 
covenant, steadfast and made strong in all things; for all mine health is of him, and all 
my will, that is, all my desire, goeth into him, and nothing is thereof, that maketh not 
fruit™. (And though my house is not so great before God, yet he hath made with me an everlasting 
covenant, steadfast and strong in all things; for all my salvation is from him, and all my desire is 
for him, and there is nothing of it, that maketh not fruit.) 

6 Forsooth all trespassers shall be drawn out as thorns, that be not taken with hands. 
(And all trespassers shall be drawn out like thorns, which cannot be picked, or touched, by hand.) 

7 And if any man will touch those, he shall be armed with iron, and with a (piece of) 
wood formed into a spear; and (then) the thorns shall be kindled, and shall be burnt till 
to nought. 

8 These be the names of the strong men of David. David sitteth in the chair, the wisest 
prince among (the) three; he is as a most tender worm of a tree, that killed eight hundred 
with one fierceness. (These be the names of David’s strong men. The Hachmonite sitteth in the 
chair, he is the wise leader of The Three, or The first, Jashobeam, the son of Hachmoni, was the 





* 
CHAPTER 23:5 And this is done, when all thing that cometh forth of the will, either of advisement, is done into 
the glory of God. 
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leader of The Three; he raised up his spear against eight hundred men, and killed all of them at 
one time.) 

9 After him was Eleazar, the son of his father’s brother, (the) Ahohite; (he was) among 
[the] three strong men, that were with David, when they said shame to the Philistines, 
and were gathered thither into battle. And when the men of Israel had gone up, (After 
him was Eleazar, the son of Dodo, the Ahohite; he was one of The Three, who were with David, 
when they said shame to, or taunted, the Philistines, and were gathered there in battle. And when 
the men of Israel had gone away,) 

10 he/Eleazar stood in battle, when his fellows went aback, and smote the Philistines, 
till that his hand failed, and was stark with the sword. And the Lord made great health in 
that day; and the people that fled turned again, to draw away the spoils of [the] slain men. 
(Eleazar stood his ground in the battle, while his fellows fled, and he struck down the Philistines, 
until his hand failed, and was fixed, or frozen, to the sword. And the Lord gave great victory that 
day; and the people who had fled returned to take away the spoils from the dead.) 

11 And after him was Shammah, the son of Agee, of Hararites. And Philistines were 
gathered in the station; and there was a field full of lentils, or vetches; and when the 
people of Israel[had] fled from the face of Philistines, (And the third member of The Three 
was Shammah, the son of Agee, of the Hararites. And when the Philistines were gathered at Lehi; 
and there was a field full of lentils; and the people of Israel had fled from before the Philistines,) 

12 he stood in the midst of the field, and beheld it, for he defended the field; and he 
smote the Philistines, and the Lord made there [a] great health. (he stood there in the midst 
of the field, and held it, and he defended that field; and he struck down the Philistines, and the Lord 
gave a great victory there.) 

13 Also and three men went down before, that were princes among (the) thirty, and 
came to David in the time of reap(ing) into the den of Adullam. And the tents of 
Philistines were set in the valley of giants. (And three of The Thirty came down at the 
beginning of the harvest to join David at the cave of Adullam. And the Philistines’ tents were 
pitched in the Rephaim Valley.) 

14 And David was ina stronghold; and the station of Philistines was then in Bethlehem. 
(And David was in a stronghold; and a Philistine garrison was at Bethlehem.) 

15 Then David desired water of the well (or Then David desired water out of the cistern), 
and said, (0!) Ifany man would give to me (a) drink of the water (out) of the cistern, which 
is in Bethlehem, beside the gate. 

16 Therefore (the) three strong men brake into the tents of Philistines, and drew water 
of the cistern of Bethlehem, that was beside the gate, and they brought it to David; and 
he would not drink, but offered it to the Lord, (And so The Three broke into the camp of the 
Philistines, and drew water out of the cistern of Bethlehem, that was beside the gate, and they 
brought it to David; but he would not drink it, but offered it to the Lord,) 


17 and said, The Lord be merciful to me, that I do not this; whether I shall drink the 
blood of these men, that went forth, and the peril of their lives? Therefore he would not 


drink. (The) Three full strong men did these things. (and said, May the Lord be merciful to 
me, so that I do not do this; for should I drink the blood of these men, who went down there, risking 
their own lives? And so he would not drink it. The Three did these things.) 

18 Also Abishai, the brother of Joab, the son of Zeruiah, was prince of [the] three; he 
it is that raised his spear against three hundred men, which he killed; he was named 
among [the] three, (And Abishai, Joab’s brother, the son of Zeruiah, was the leader of The Thirty; 
it was he who raised up his spear against three hundred men, whom he killed;he had the famous 
name among The Thirty,) 

19 and was the nobler among (the) three, and he was the prince of them; but he came 
not to the three first men. (yea, he was the most famous of The Thirty, and he was their leader; 
but he did not come up to, or rival, The Three.) 
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20 And Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, the strongest man of great works, of Kabzeel, 
he smote [the] two lions of Moab, that is, two knights hardy as lions /two strong hardy 
knights; and he went down, and smote a lion in the middle (of a) cistern in the days of 


snow. 

21 Also he killed a man of Egypt, a man worthy of beholding, having a spear in his 
hand; and so when he had gone down with a rod to that man, by might he wrung out 
the spear from the hand of the man of Egypt, and killed him with his own spear. (And he 
killed an Egyptian man, a man worthy of beholding, who had a spear in his hand; for he had gone 
down to that man with a staff, and by might he wrung the spear out of the hand of the Egyptian, 
and then killed him with his own spear.) 

22 Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, did these things; and he was named among [the] three 
strong men (or and he had a famous name among The Thirty), 

23 that were among the thirty nobler men; nevertheless he came not (up) to the first 
three. And David made him a counsellor of private to himself. (indeed some said he was 
the most famous of The Thirty; nevertheless he came not up to, or rivaled, The Three. And David 
made him his personal counsellor or the head of his bodyguard.) 

24 Asahel, the brother of Joah, was among the thirty men; Elhanan, the son of his 
father’s brother, of Bethlehem; (And other members of The Thirty; Asahel, Joah’s brother; and 
Elhanan, the son of Dodo, of Bethlehem;) 

25 Shammah, of Harodites; Elika, of Harodites; 

26 Helez, of Paltites; Ira, the son of Ikkesh, of Tekoa; (Helez, of Pelet; Ira, the son of Ikkesh 
the Tekoite;) 

27 Abiezer, of Anathoth (or Abiezer the Anethothite); Mebunnai, of Hushathites; 

28 Zalmon, of Ahohites; Maharai, of Netophah; 

29 Heleb, the son of Baanah, and he was of Netophah; Ittai, the son of Ribai, of Gibeah, 
of the sons of Benjamin; 

30 Benaiah, of Pirathon; Hiddai, of the strand of Gaash; 

31 Abialbon, of Arabah; Azmaveth, of Barhumites; 

32 Eliahba, of Shaalbonites; the sons of Jashen, Jonathan, and Jashen; (Eliahba, of 
Shaalbon; the sons of Jashen; Jonathan;/Eliahba, of Shaalbon; Hashem the Gizonite;) 

33 Shammah, of Hararites; Ahiam, the son of Sharar, of Hararites; (Jonathan, the son of 
Shammah the Hararite; Ahiam, the son of Sharar the Hararite;) 

34 Eliphelet, the son of Ahasbai, the son of (the) Maachathite; Eliam, the son of 
Ahithophel, of Giloh; 

35 Hezrai, of Carmel; Paarai, of Arbites; 

36 Igal, the son of Nathan, of Zobah; Bani, of Gadites; 

37 Zelek, of Ammonites; Nahari, of Beeroth, the squire of Joab, the son of Zeruiah; 

38 Ira, of Ithrites; Gareb, and he was of Ithrites; 

39 Uriah of Hittites; all these were seven and thirty men (or in all, there were thirty-seven 
famous fighting men). 


CHAPTER 24 
1 And the strong vengeance of the Lord added to be wroth against Israel, and he stirred 


against them David, saying to Joab, Go thou, and number thou Israel and Judah. (And 
again the Lord was angry with Israel, and in his strong vengeance he stirred David against them, 
so that he said to Joab, Go thou, and count the people of Israel and Judah.) 

2 And the king said to Joab, the prince of his host, Go thou by all the lineages of Israel, 
from Dan till to Beersheba, and number thou the people, that I know the number thereof. 
(And the king said to Joab, the leader of his army, Go thou through all the tribes of Israel, from Dan 
unto Beersheba, and count the people, so that I can know their number.) 

3 And Joab said to the king, Thy Lord God increase to this people, how great it is now, 
and again multiply he it an hundredfold in the sight of my lord the king; but what will 
my lord the king to himself in such a thing? (And Joab said to the king, May the Lord thy 
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God increase this people to be more numerous than they be now, and may he multiply them a 
hundredfold before my lord the king; but why would my lord the king desire to do such a thing as 
to count the people?) 

4 But the word of the king overcame the words of Joab, and of the princes of the host; 
and Joab went out, and the princes of the knights, from the face of the king, that they 
should number the people of Israel. (But the king’s word overruled what Joab and the other 
leaders of the army said; and so Joab, and the leaders of the horsemen, went out from before the 
king, to count the people of Israel.) 

5 And when they had passed [over] Jordan (or And when they had crossed over the Jordan 
River), they came into Aroer, to the right side of the city that is in the valley of Gad; and 
they passed forth by Jazer 

6 into Gilead, and into the lower land of Hodshi, and they came into the woody places 
of Dan; and they went about beside Sidon, (to Gilead, and to the land of Tahtimhodshi, and 
they came to Danjaan; and they went about beside Sidon,) 

7 and passed nigh the walls of Tyre, and nigh all the land of Hivites, and of Canaanites; 
and they came to the south of Judah, in/[to] Beersheba. 

8 And when all the land was compassed, they came after nine months and twenty days 
into Jerusalem. (And when they had gone throughout all the land, they came back to Jerusalem 
after nine months and twenty days.) 

9 And so Joab gave the number of [the] describing of the people to the king. And of 
Israel were found nine hundred thousand of strong men, that drew out sword; and of 
Judah five hundred thousand of fighters. (And so Joab gave the census count to the king. And 
there were found in Israel eight hundred thousand strong men who drew out the sword; and in 
Judah five hundred thousand fighting men.) 

10 And the heart of David smote him, that is, his conscience reproved him, after that 
the people was numbered; and David said to the Lord, I have sinned greatly in this deed; 
but, Lord, I pray, that thou turn away the wickedness of thy servant, for I have done 
full follily. (And then David’s heart struck him,that is, his conscience rebuked him, after that 
the people were counted; and David said to the Lord, I have greatly sinned by doing this deed; but, 
Lord, Ipray thee, that thou turn away thy servant’s wickedness, yea, what I have done so foolishly.) 

11 Therefore David rose (up) early; and the word of the Lord was made to Gad, the 
prophet and seer, and said, 

12 Go thou, and speak to David, (or Go thou, and say to David), The Lord saith these things, 
The choice of three things is given to thee; choose thou one, which thou wilt of these, 


that I do to thee. 
13 And when Gad had come to David, he told to him, and said, Either hunger shall come 


to thee in thy land seven years; either three months thou shalt flee thine adversaries, 
and they shall pursue thee; either certainly three days pestilence shall be in thy land; 
now therefore deliver thou, either advise thou /examine thou, and see, what word I shall 


answer to him that sent me. (And so when Gad had come to David, he told him, and said, Either 
seven years of hunger, or of famine, shall come upon thee in thy land; or for three months thou 


shalt flee thy adversaries, and yet they shall pursue thee; or for three days a pestilence shall be 
in thy land; and so now thou deliberate, and examine thou it, and see, what I shall answer to him 
who sent me.) 

14 And David said to Gad, I am constrained on each side greatly (or I am greatly 
constrained on every side); but it is better that I fall into the hands of the Lord, for his 
mercies be many, than into the hands of men. 

15 And (so) the Lord sent (a) pestilence into Israel from the morrowtide till to the 
time ordained; and seventy thousand of men were dead of the people from Dan till to 


Beersheba. 
16 And when the angel of the Lord had held forth his hand over Jerusalem, that he 


should destroy it, the Lord had mercy on the tormenting; and said to the angel smiting 
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the people, It sufficeth now; withhold thine hand. And the angel of the Lord was beside 
the cornfloor of Araunah (the) Jebusite. (And when the angel of the Lord had put forth his 
hand over Jerusalem, to destroy it, the Lord had mercy on the tormenting; and he said to the angel 
striking the people, That is enough; withdraw thy hand. And the angel of the Lord was beside the 
threshing floor of Araunah the Jebusite.) 

17 And David said to the Lord, when he had seen the angel slaying the people, I am 
he that have sinned, and I have done wickedly; what have these done, that be sheep? I 
beseech, thine hand be turned against me, and against the house of my father. (And David 
said to the Lord, when he had seen the angel killing the people, I am the one who hath sinned, and 
I have done wickedly; what have these people done, yea, they who be but sheep? I beseech thee, 
let thy hand be turned against me, and against the house of my father.) 

18 Forsooth Gad, the prophet, came to David in that day, and said to him, Go thou up, 
and ordain an altar to the Lord in the cornfloor of Araunah (the) Jebusite. (And that same 
day, the prophet Gad came to David, and said to him, Go thou up, and build an altar to the Lord 
on the threshing floor of Araunah the Jebusite.) 

19 And David went up, after the word of Gad, which the Lord had commanded to him. 

20 And Araunah beheld, and perceived, that the king and his servants passed over to 
him; and he went out, and worshipped the king with low cheer to the earth; (And Araunah 
looked up, and saw the king and his servants coming over to him; and he went over, and bowed 
before the king, with his face low to the ground;) 

21 and said, What is the cause, that my lord the king cometh to his servant? To whom 
David said, That I buy of thee the cornfloor, and build an altar to the Lord, and the slaying 
cease, that is cruel in the people. (and he said, What is the reason that my lord the king cometh 
to his servant? To whom David said, To buy the threshing floor from thee, and to build on it an 
altar to the Lord, so that the slaughter that is so cruel upon the people will cease.) 

22 And Araunah said to David, My lord the king take, and offer, as it pleaseth to him; 
thou hast oxen into burnt sacrifice, and a wain and yokes of oxen into uses of wood. (And 
Araunah said to David, My lord the king take it, and offer, as it pleaseth thee; behold, thou hast 
here oxen for a burnt sacrifice, and a wagon, and the yokes of the oxen for wood.) 

23 Araunah gave, that is, would give, all (these) things to the king. And Araunah said to 
the king, Thy Lord God receive thy vow. (And so Araunah would gladly have given all these 
things to the king. And Araunah said to the king, May the Lord thy God receive thy vow.) 

24 To whom the king answered, and said, Not as thou wilt, but I shall buy it of thee 
for (a) price, and I shall not offer to the Lord my God burnt sacrifices given freely. 


Therefore David bought the cornfloor for six hundred shekels of gold*, and the oxen 
for fifty shekels of silver. (To whom the king answered, No, not as thou wilt, but I shall buy it 
from thee for a price; for I shall not offer to the Lord my God burnt sacrifices that cost nothing. 
And then David bought the threshing floor for six hundred shekels of gold, and the oxen for fifty 
shekels of silver.) 


25 And David builded there an altar to the Lord, and offered burnt sacrifices and 
peaceable sacrifices; and the Lord did mercy to the land, and the vengeance was 


refrained from Israel. (And David built an altar there to the Lord, and offered burnt sacrifices 
and peace offerings; and then the Lord gave mercy to the land, and the plague in Israel was 
stopped.) 





* 
CHAPTER 24:24 (As written) in thefirst book of Chronicles, Chapter 21. 


3688 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 1:1 257 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 1:14 


1ST KINGS 


1 And king David waxed eld (or And King David grew old), and had full many days of age; 
and when he was covered with clothes, he was (still) not made hot. 

2 Therefore his servants said to him, Seek we to our lord the king a young waxing 
virgin; and stand she before the king, and nurse she him, and sleep in his bosom, and 
make hot our lord the king. (And so his servants said to him, Let us seek for our lord the king 
a youthful virgin; and stand she before the king, and nurse she him, and sleep in his bosom, and 
make our lord the king warm.) 

3 Therefore they sought a young waxing virgin, fair in all the coasts of Israel; and they 
found Abishag of Shunem, and they brought her to the king. (And so they searched for a 
young, beautiful virgin in all the coasts of Israel; and they found Abishag of Shunem, and they 
brought her to the king.) 

4 And the damsel was full fair, and she slept with the king, and ministered to him; 
forsooth the king knew not her fleshly. (And the young woman was very beautiful, and she 
slept with the king, and ministered to him; but the king did not know her fleshly.) 

5 And Adonijah, the son of Haggith, was raised up, and said, I shall reign. And he made 
to him a chariot, and knights, and fifty men, that ran before him, (or And he got himself a 
chariot, and horsemen or and horses, and fifty men who ran before him). 

6 Neither David, his father, reproved him any time, nor said, Why hast thou done this? 
But also he was full fair, the second child after Absalom; (And David, his father, did not 
rebuke him at any time, nor said to him, Why hast thou done this? And he was very handsome, 
and the second child after Absalom;) 

7 and his word was with Joab, the son of Zeruiah, and with Abiathar, priest, that helped 
the parts of Adonijah. (and he talked with Joab, the son of Zeruiah, and with Abiathar, the priest, 
and they supported Adonijah.) 

8 But Zadok, the priest, and Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, and Nathan, the prophet, and 
Shimei, and (the) Cherethites and Pelethites, and all the strength of the host of David, 
were not with Adonijah. (But Zadok, the priest, and Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, and Nathan, 
the prophet, and Shimei, and Rei, and all the strong men who were David’s bodyguards, were not 
with Adonijah.) 

9 Therefore when rams were offered, and calves, and all fat things, beside the stone 
[of] Zoheleth, that was nigh the well of Rogel, (or And when rams, and calves, and all the fat 
things, were offered beside the stone of Zoheleth, that was near Enrogel), Adonijah called all his 
brethren, the sons of the king, and all the men of Judah, (the) servants of the king. 

10 Soothly he called not Nathan, the prophet, and Benaiah, and all the strong men, 
and Solomon, his brother. 


11 And so Nathan said to Bathsheba, the mother of Solomon, Whether thou hast heard, 
that Adonijah, the son of Haggith, hath reigned, and our lord David knoweth not this? 


(And so Nathan said to Bathsheba, Solomon’s mother, Hast thou heard, that Adonijah, the son of 
Haggith, hath made himself king, and our lord David knoweth it not?) 

12 Now therefore come thou, take thou counsel of me, and save thy life, and (the life) 
of Solomon, thy son. 

13 Go thou, and enter to king David, and say thou to him, Whether not thou, my lord 
the king, hast sworn to me, thine handmaid, and saidest, that Solomon thy son shall 
reign after me, and he shall sit in my throne? (or and that he shall sit on my throne?) Why 
therefore reigneth Adonijah? 

14 And yet while thou shalt speak there with the king, I shall come after thee, and 
fulfill thy words (or and confirm thy words). 


3689 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 1:15 258 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 1:31 


15 Therefore Bathsheba entered to the king in the (bed-)closet/in the bed place; and 
the king was full eld, and Abishag of Shunem ministered to him. 

16 And Bathsheba bowed herself, and worshipped the king; to whom the king said, 
What wilt thou to thee? (And Bathsheba bowed herself down, and honoured the king; to whom 
the king said, What wilt thou that I do for thee?) 

17 And she answered, and said, My lord the king, thou hast sworn to thine handmaid 
by thy Lord God, (and said), Solomon thy son shall reign after me, and he shall sit in my 
throne (or and he shall sit on my throne); 

18 and lo! Adonijah hath reigned now, (or and behold! Adonijah hath made himself king 
now), while thou, my lord the king, knowest (it) not; 

19 (and) he hath slain oxen, and all fat things, and full many rams; and he hath called 
all the sons of the king, also Abiathar [the] priest, and Joab, the prince of the chivalry (or 
the leader of the cavalry, or of the army); but he called not Solomon, thy servant. 

20 Nevertheless, my lord the king, the eyes of all Israel behold into thee, that thou 
show to them, who oughteth to sit in thy throne, my lord the king, after thee; (Now, my 
lord the king, the eyes of all Israel look to thee, for thou to tell them, who ought to sit on thy throne, 
my lord the king, after thee;) 

21 and it shall be, (that) when my lord the king hath slept with his fathers, I and my son 
Solomon shall be (reckoned as) sinners, that is, Adonijah shall put on us crimes, to deprive 
us from life. (or else it shall be, that when my lord the king sleepeth with his forefathers, that 
is, when he dieth, I and my son Solomon shall be reckoned as sinners, that is, Adonijah shall put 
crimes upon us to deprive us of life.) 

22 While she spake yet with the king, Nathan, the prophet, came. (Yet while she spoke 
with the king, Nathan the prophet came in.) 

23 And they told to the king, and said, Nathan, the prophet, is present. And when he 
had entered in the sight of the king, and had worshipped him lowly to the earth (or and 
had bowed low to the ground before him), 

24 Nathan said, My lord the king, saidest thou, Adonijah reign after me, and sit he on 
my throne? (Nathan said, My lord the king, hast thou said, Adonijah shall reign after me, and 
he shall sit on my throne?) 

25 For he came down today, and offered oxen, and fat things, and full many wethers; 
and he called all the sons of the king, [and the prince(s) of the host], and also Abiathar, [the] 
priest; and when they ate, and drank before him, and said, King Adonijah live, (or and 
when they ate, and drank before him, they said, Long live King Adonijah!); 

26 (but) he called not me, thy servant, and Zadok, the priest, and Benaiah, the son of 
Jehoiada, and Solomon, thy son. 

27 Whether this word went out from my lord the king, and thou showedest not to me, 
thy servant, who should sit on the throne of my lord the king after him? (Did this word 
go out from my lord the king, but thou hast not told me, thy servant, who should sit on the throne 
of my lord the king after him?) 

28 And king David answered, and said, Call ye Bathsheba to me. And when she had 
entered before the king, and had stood before him, 

29 the king swore, and said, The Lord liveth, that hath delivered my life from all 
anguish; (the king swore, and said, As the Lord liveth, who hath delivered my life from all 
anguish;) 

30 for as I swore to thee by the Lord God of Israel, and said, Solomon, thy son, shall 
reign after me, and he shall sit on my throne for me, so I shall do today (or so I shall make 
this happen today). 

31 And Bathsheba, with her cheer bowed down into the earth, worshipped the king, 
and said, My lord king David live without end. (And Bathsheba, with her face bowed down to 
the ground, honoured the king, and said, My lord King David, may thou live forever!) 
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32 And king David said, Call ye Zadok, the priest, to me, and Nathan, the prophet, and 
Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada. And when they had entered before the king, 

33 the king said to them, Take with you the servants of your lord, and put ye my son 
Solomon upon my mule, and lead ye him into Gihon. 

34 And [there] Zadok, the priest, and Nathan, the prophet, anoint him into king upon 
Israel and Judah; and ye shall sing with a trump, and ye shall say, Live king Solomon! 
(And there Zadok, the priest, and Nathan, the prophet, anoint him king upon Israel; and ye shall 
sing with a trumpet, and ye shall say, Long live King Solomon!) 

35 (Then) Ye shall go up after him, and ye shall come to Jerusalem; and he shall sit upon 
my throne, and he shall reign for me; and I shall command to him, that he be duke on 
Israel and on Judah, (or and I shall command to him, to be the ruler of Israel and of Judah). 

36 And Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, answered to the king, and said, Amen; so speak 
the Lord God of my lord the king (or and may the Lord God of my lord the king also say thus). 

37 As the Lord was with my lord the king, so be he with Solomon, and make he the 
throne of Solomon higher than the throne of my lord king David. 

38 Then Zadok, the priest, went down, and Nathan, the prophet, and Benaiah, the son 
of Jehoiada, and (the) Cherethites, and Pelethites; and they putted Solomon upon the 
mule of David, the king, and they brought him into Gihon. (Then Zadok, the priest, and 
Nathan, the prophet, and Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, and the Cherethites, and Pelethites, went 
down; and they put Solomon on King David’s mule, and they brought him to Gihon.) 

39 And Zadok, the priest, took an horn of oil (out) of the tabernacle, and anointed 
Solomon; and they sang with a clarion (or and they sang with a trumpet); and all the people 
said, (Long) Live king Solomon! 

40 And all the multitude went up after him, and the people of men singing with pipes, 
and being glad with great joy; and the earth sounded of the cry of them (or and the earth 
sounded with their cry). 

41 And Adonijah heard, and all that were called of him to the feast; and then the feast 
was ended. But also Joab said, when the voice of the trump was heard, What will it to 
itself the cry of the city making (such a) noise? (And Adonijah, and all who were called by 
him to the feast, heard the noise, as the feast was ending. And when Joab heard the sound of the 
trumpet, he said, What is the meaning of all this noise in the city?) 

42 Yet while he spake, Jonathan, the son of 

Abiathar, the priest, came; to whom Adonijah said, Enter thou, for thou art a strong 
man, and telling good things. 

43 And Jonathan answered to Adonijah, Nay; for our lord king David hath ordained 
Solomon (as) king; 

44 and David hath sent with Solomon Zadok, the priest, and Nathan, the prophet, and 
Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, and (the) Cherethites, and Pelethites; and they have put 
Solomon upon the mule of the king. 

45 And Zadok, the priest, and Nathan, the prophet, have anointed him (as) king in 
Gihon; and they came down from thence being glad, and the city (re)sounded; this is the 
voice that ye heard (or that is the noise that ye heard). 

46 But also Solomon sitteth on the throne of (the) realm; (And so now Solomon sitteth on 
the throne of the kingdom;) 

47 and the servants of the king have entered, and have blessed our lord king David, and 
said, God make large the name of Solomon above thy name, and make great his throne 
above thy throne. And king David worshipped in his bed; (and the king’s servants have 
entered, and have blessed our lord King David, and said, God make the name of Solomon greater 
than thy name, and make his throne greater than thy throne. And King David hath bowed himself 
in worship on his bed;) 


3691 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 1:48 260 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 2:7 


48 and furthermore he spake these things, Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, that hath 
given today a sitter in my throne, while mine eyes see. (and furthermore he spoke these 
things, and said, Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, who today hath given such a man to sit on my 
throne, while I have lived to see it.) 

49 Therefore all that were called of Adonijah to the feast, were afeared, and rose up, 
and each man went into his way. (And so all who were called by Adonijah to the feast were 
afraid, and they rose up, and each man went on his way.) 

50 And Adonijah dreaded Solomon, and rose up, and went into the tabernacle of the 
Lord, and he held the horn, or corner, of the altar. (And Adonijah feared Solomon, and he 
rose up, and went into the Tabernacle, or the Tent, of the Lord, and he held onto the horns, or the 
corners, of the altar.) 

51 And they told to Solomon, and said, Lo! Adonijah dreadeth the king Solomon, and 
he holdeth the horn, or corner, of the altar, (or and he holdeth onto the horns, or the corners, 
of the altar), and said, (Let) King Solomon swear to me today, that he shall not slay his 
servant with (the) sword. 

52 And Solomon said, If he is a good man, soothly not an hair of him shall fall into the 
earth, (or If he is a good man, truly not one hair of his head shall fall to the ground); but if evil 
be found in him, he shall die. 

53 Therefore king Solomon sent, and led out Adonijah from the altar; and he entered, 
and worshipped king Solomon, (or and he entered, and bowed low before King Solomon); and 
Solomon said to him, Go into thine house. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Forsooth the days of David nighed, that he should die; and he commanded to 
Solomon, his son, and said, 

2 Lo! I enter into the way of all (the) earth; be thou strengthened (or take thou courage), 
and be thou a strong man. 

3 And keep thou the keepings and the behests of thy Lord God, that thou go in his 
ways, and keep his ceremonies, and his behests, and his dooms, and (his) witnessings, as 
it is written in the law of Moses; that thou understand all things which thou doest, and 
whither ever thou shalt turn thee. (And obey thou the orders and the commands of the Lord 
thy God, so that thou go in his ways, and keep his statutes, and his commands, and his laws, or his 
judgements, and his testimonies, as it is written in the Law of Moses; so that thou understand all 
the things that thou doest, and wherever thou shalt turn thyself.) 

4 That the Lord confirm his words, which the Lord spake of me, and said, If thy sons 
keep my ways, and go before me in truth, in all their heart, and in all their soul, a man 
shall not be taken away of thee from the throne of Israel. (So that the Lord shall establish 
his words, which the Lord spoke about me, saying, If thy sons follow my ways, and go before me in 
truth, with all their heart, and with all their soul, a man of thee shall not be taken away from the 
throne of Israel.) 

5 Also thou knowest what things Joab, the son of Zeruiah, did to me; (and) what things 
he did to [the] two princes of the host of Israel, to Abner, the son of Ner, and to Amasa, 
the son of Jether, which he killed, and shedded the blood of battle in peace; and putted 
the blood of battle in his girdle, that was about his loins, and in his shoe(s), that was in 
his feet, (or and put the blood of battle upon his girdle, that was about his loins, and in his shoes, 
that were upon his feet). 

6 Therefore thou shalt do by thy wisdom, and thou shalt not lead forth his hoariness 
peaceably to hells, either (the) sepulchre. (And so do thou by thy wisdom, and do not let his 
hoar hairs go down peacefully to Sheol, or into the grave, or into the tomb.) 

7 But also thou shalt yield grace to the sons of Barzillai of Gilead, and they shall be 
eating in thy board (or and they shall eat at thy table); for they met me, when I fled from 
the face of Absalom, thy brother. 
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8 Also thou hast with thee Shimei, the son of Gera, the son of Benjamin, of Bahurim, 
the which Shimei cursed me by the worst cursing, when I went to the defensible places; 
but for-thy he came down to me into my meeting, when I passed (the) Jordan, and I 
swore to him by the Lord, and said, I shall not slay thee with sword, (Also thou hast with 
thee Shimei, the son of Gera, the son of Benjamin, of Bahurim, the which Shimei cursed me by the 
worst cursing, when I went to Mahanaim; but he came down to meet me when I crossed over the 
Jordan River, and I swore to him by the Lord, and said, I shall not kill thee with the sword,) 

9 do not thou suffer him to be unpunished; forsooth thou art a wise man, and thou 
shalt know what thou shalt do to him, and thou shalt lead forth his hoar hairs with 
blood to hells. (but now do not thou allow him to go unpunished; thou art a wise man, and thou 
knowest what thou shalt do to him, and that is, thou shalt lead forth his hoar hairs in blood down 
to Sheol, or into the grave!) 

10 And (then) David slept with his fathers, and was buried in the city of David. 

11 And the days, in which David reigned upon Israel, be forty years; in Hebron he 
reigned seven years, and in Jerusalem three and thirty years. 

12 Forsooth Solomon sat upon the throne of David, his father, and his realm was made 
steadfast greatly (or and his reign was firmly established). 

13 And Adonijah, the son of Haggith, entered to Bathsheba, the mother of Solomon; 
and she said to him, Whether thine entering is peaceable? And he answered, It is 
peaceable, (or and she said to him, Cometh thou here in peace? And he answered, I have come in 
peace). 

14 And he added, A word of me is to thee, (or And he added, I have a word to say to thee). 
And she said, Speak thou. 

15 And he said, Thou knowest that the realm was mine, and all Israel purposed to make 
me into king to them; but the realm is translated, and is made my brother’s ; for of the 
Lord it is ordained to him. (And he said, Thou knowest that the kingdom was mine, and all 
Israel purposed to make me king over them; but the kingdom was taken awayfrom me, and made 
my brother’s ; for the Lord ordained it to him.) 

16 Now therefore I pray of thee one asking; shame thou not my face. And she said to 
him, Speak thou. 

17 And he said, I pray, that thou say to Solomon the king; for he may not deny anything 
to thee; that he give me Abishag of Shunem to wife (or that he give me Abishag of Shunem 
for a wife). 

18 And Bathsheba said, Well, I shall speak for thee to the king. 

19 Therefore Bathsheba came to king Solomon, to speak to him for Adonijah; and the 
king rose against the coming of her, and worshipped her, and sat on his throne; and a 
throne was set to the mother of the king, and she sat at his right side. (And so Bathsheba 
went to King Solomon, to speak to him for Adonijah; and the king rose up to greet her, and honoured 
her, and then sat down on his throne; and a throne was put in place for the king’s mother, and she 
sat at his right side.) 

20 And she said to him, I pray of thee one little asking; shame thou not my face. And 
the king said to her, My mother, ask thou; for it is not leaveful that I turn away thy face 
(or for it would not be right for me to refuse thee). 

21 And she said, (Let) Abishag of Shunem be given (for a) wife to Adonijah, thy brother. 

22 And king Solomon answered, and said to his mother, Why askest thou (only for) 
Abishag of Shunem to Adonijah? Ask thou to him also the realm, (or Why askest thou only 
for Abishag of Shunem for Adonijah? Why not ask thou also for the kingdom for him?); certainly 
he is mine elder brother, and he hath Abiathar, (the) priest, and Joab, the son of Zeruiah. 

23 Therefore king Solomon swore by the Lord, and said, God do to me these things, 
and add these things too, for Adonijah hath spoken this word against his (own) life. 
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24 And now the Lord liveth, that hath confirmed me, and hath set me on the throne 
of [David], my father, and that hath made to me an house, as he spake, for Adonijah shall 
be slain today. (And now as the Lord liveth, who hath firmly established me, and hath put me on 
the throne of my father David, and who hath made a house for me, as he promised, let Adonijah 
be killed today!) 

25 And king Solomon sent by the hand of Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada; and Benaiah 
slew Adonijah, and he was dead (or and so he died). 

26 Also the king said to Abiathar, the priest, Go thou into Anathoth, to thy field; and 
soothly thou art a man of death, that is, worthy of death, for conspiring against me, and 
David, my father; but today I shall not slay thee, for thou barest the ark of the Lord God 
before David, my father, and thou sufferedest travail in all things, in which my father 
travailed. 

27 Therefore Solomon putted out Abiathar, that he should not be priest of the Lord, 
(or And so Solomon put out Abiathar, so that he would no longer be the Lord’s priest), (so) that 
the word of the Lord were [ful] filled, which he spake on the house of Eli in Shiloh. 

28 And a messenger came to Solomon, and said that Joab had bowed after Adonijah, 
and that he had not bowed after Solomon. Therefore Joab fled into the tabernacle of the 
Lord, and took the horn of the altar. (And a message concerning all of this came to Joab; for 
he had sided with Adonijah, but not with Absalom. And so Joab fled into the Tabernacle, or the 
Tent, of the Lord, and took hold of the horns of the altar.) 

29 And it was told to king Solomon, that Joab had fled into the tabernacle of the Lord, 
and was beside the altar; and Solomon sent Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, and said, Go 
thou, and slay him. 

30 And Benaiah came to the tabernacle of the Lord, and said to Joab, The king saith 
these things, Go thou out. And he said, I shall not go out, but I shall die here. Benaiah 
told the word to the king (or Benaiah told this to the king), and said, Joab spake these things, 
and answered these things to me. 

31 And the king said to Benaiah, Do thou as he hath spoken, and slay thou him, and 
(then) bury him; and thou shalt remove the innocent blood, that was shed out of Joab, 
from me, and from the house of my father, (or and so thou shalt remove the innocent blood 
that was shed by Joab, from me, and from my father’s house). 

32 And the Lord yield on(to) his (own) head his (own) blood, for he killed two just men, 
and better than himself, and he killed them by (the) sword, while David, my father, knew 
not, Abner the son of Ner, the prince of the chivalry of Israel, and Amasa, the son of 
Jether, the prince of the host of Judah, (or that is, Abner the son of Ner, the leader of Israel’s 
cavalry,or army, and Amasa, the son of Jether, the leader of Judah’s army). 

33 And the blood of them shall turn again into the head of Joab, and into the head of 
his seed without end; but peace be of the Lord till into without end to David, and to his 
seed, and to the house, and [the] throne of him. (And their blood shall return onto Joab’s 
head, and onto the head of his descendants forevermore; but let peace,or prosperity, be from the 
Lord forevermore for David, and for his descendants, and for his house, and his throne.) 

34 Therefore Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, went up, and assailed Joab, and killed him; 
and Joab was buried in his house in (the) desert. 

35 And the king ordained Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, upon the host for Joab; and the 
king put Zadok the priest (in place) for Abiathar. (And the king ordained Benaiah, the son of 
Jehoiada, over the army in place of Joab; and he made Zadok the priest in place of Abiathar.) 

36 Also the king sent, and called (for) Shimei, and said to him, Build to thee an house 
in Jerusalem, and dwell thou there, (or Build a house for thyself in Jerusalem, and live thou in 
it), and thou shalt not go out from thence hither and thither; 

37 for in whatever day thou goest out, and passest [over] the strand of Kidron, know 
thou thee worthy to be slain; thy blood shall be on thine head. (for in whatever day thou 
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goest out, and passest over the Kidron Stream or and passest over the Kidron Gorge, know thou 
that thou shalt be killed; thy blood shall be upon thy own head.) 

38 And Shimei said to the king, The word of the king is good; as my lord the king spake, 
so thy servant shall do. And so Shimei dwelled in Jerusalem many days. 

39 But it was done after three years, that the servants of Shimei fled to Achish, the son 
of Maachah, king of Gath; and it was told to Shimei, that his servants had gone into Gath. 

40 And Shimei rose up, and saddled his ass (or and saddled up his donkey), and went to 
Achish, into Gath, to seek his servants; and he brought them (back) again from Gath. 

41 And it was told to king Solomon, that Shimei had gone to Gath from Jerusalem, and 
had come (back) again. 

42 And Solomon sent, and called him, and said to him, Whether I witnessed not to 
thee by the Lord, and before-said to thee, In whatever day thou shalt go out hither and 
thither, know thou that thou shalt die; and thou answeredest to me, The word is good, 
which I heard? (And Solomon sent, and called for him, and said to him, Did I not make thee 
swear by the Lord? and did I not say to thee, On whatever day that thou shalt go out here and 
el thou that thou shalt die? and didest thou not answer to me, The word, which I heard, 
is good? 

43 Why therefore keptest thou not the oath of the Lord, and the commandment which 
I commanded to thee? 

44 And the king said to Shimei, Thou knowest all the evil, of which thine heart is guilty 
to thee, which evil thou didest to [David] my father; the Lord hath yielded thy malice into 
thine head. (And the king said to Shimei, Thou knowest all the evil which thy heart is guilty of, 
which evil thou didest to my father David; and now the Lord shall yield thy malice onto thy own 
head.) 

45 And king Solomon shall be blessed; and the throne of David shall be stable before 
the Lord till into without end. 

46 Therefore the king commanded to Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada; and he assailed 
Shimei, and smote him, and he was dead. Therefore the realm was confirmed into the 
hands of Solomon; (And so the king commanded to Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada; and he assailed 
Shimei, and struck him down there, and he died. And so the kingdom was firmly established in 
Solomon’s hands;) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 and (then) by affinity, either alliance, he was joined to Pharaoh, king of Egypt; for he 
took the daughter of Pharaoh, and brought (her) into the city of David, till he [ful] filled 
building his house, and the house of the Lord, and the wall of Jerusalem by compass. 

2 Nevertheless the people offered in high places; for the temple was not builded to 
the name of the Lord till into that day. (But the people still offered at the hill shrines; for the 
Temple was not yet built in honour of the name of the Lord unto that day.) 

3 Soothly Solomon loved the Lord, and went in the behests of David, his father, except 
that Solomon offered in high places and burnt incense. (And Solomon loved the Lord, and 
followed his father David’s commands, except that Solomon offered sacrifices and burned incense 
at the hill shrines.) 

4 And so Solomon went into Gibeon, to offer there; for that was the most high place 
(or for that was the most important, or the most famous, hill shrine). Solomon offered upon 
that altar in Gibeon a thousand offerings into burnt sacrifice. 

5 Soothly the Lord appeared to Solomon by sleep in the night, and said, Ask thou that, 
that thou wilt, that I give it to thee. 

6 And Solomon said, Thou hast done great mercy with thy servant David, my father, 
as he went in thy sight, in truth, and [in] rightwiseness, and in rightful heart with thee; 
thou hast kept to him thy great mercy (or thou hast shown him thy great love), and hast 
given to him a son, sitting on his throne, as it is today. 
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7 And now, Lord God, thou hast made thy servant to reign for David, my father; 
forsooth I am a little child (or but I am like a little child), and not knowing mine out-going 
and mine in-coming. 

8 And thy servant is in the midst of the people, which thou hast chosen, of [a] people 
without number, that may not be numbered and reckoned, for multitude. (And thy 
servant is in the midst of the people, whom thou hast chosen, of a people without number, who 
cannot be counted, or reckoned, for their multitude.) 

9 Therefore thou shalt give to thy servant an heart able to be taught, that is, 
enlightened of thee, that he may deem thy people, and judge betwixt good and evil; 
for who may deem this people, thy people, this much people? (And so give thou to thy 
servant a heart able to be taught, that is, able to be enlightened by thee, so that he can judge, 
or rule, thy people, and judge between good and evil; for who can judge, or rule, this people, this 
great people of thine?) 

10 Therefore the word pleased before the Lord, that Solomon had asked (for) such a 
thing. 

11 And the Lord said to Solomon, For thou askedest this word, and askedest not to thee 
many days, neither riches, neither the lives of thine enemies, but thou askedest to thee 
wisdom to deem doom, (And the Lord said to Solomon, For thou askedest for this thing, and 
askedest not for many days for thyself, nor riches, nor the lives of thy enemies, but thou askedest 
for wisdom to judge justly, or wisely,) 

12 Jo! I have done to thee after thy words, and I have given to thee a wise heart and 
an understanding (one), in so much that no man before thee was like thee, neither shall 
rise (up) after thee. 

13 But also I have given to thee these things, which thou askedest not, that is, riches, 
and glory, that no man be like thee in kings in all times afterward (or so that there shall 
not be any man like thee among the kings in all thy days). 

14 Forsooth if thou goest in my ways, and keepest my biddings and [my] command- 
ments, as thy father went in them, (then) I shall make thy days long. 

15 Therefore Solomon waked, and understood what the sweven was. And when he 
had come to Jerusalem, he stood before the ark of [the] bond of peace of the Lord, and 
he offered burnt sacrifices, and made peaceable sacrifices, and (made) a great feast to 
all his household/to all his menials. (And so Solomon awoke, and understood the dream. And 
when he had come to Jerusalem, he stood before the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord, and he offered 
burnt sacrifices, and made peace offerings, and made a great feast for all his household or for all 
his menials.) 

16 Then two women whores came to the king, and stood before him; 

17 of which one said, My lord, I beseech, I and this woman dwelled in one house, and 
I childed at her in a couch (or and I brought forth my child in a bed when she was there). 

18 And in the third day after that I had childed, also this woman childed, (or And on the 
third day after that I had given birth, this woman also gave birth); and we were together in the 
house, and none other was (there) with us in the house, except us twain. 

19 And the son of this woman was dead in the night, for she slept, and over-lay him; 
(And this woman’s son died in the night, for while she was sleeping, she rolled over, and laid upon 
him;) 

20 and she rose up in the fourth part of the night in silence, and took my son from the 
side of me, (while) thine handmaid (was) sleeping, and she laid it in her bosom; and she 
putted in my bosom her son, that was dead. 

21 And when I had risen early, to give milk to my son, he appeared dead; whom I 
beheld more diligently by clear light, and I perceived, that he was not mine, whom I had 
engendered (or whom I had begat). 
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22 The tother woman answered, It is not as thou sayest, but thy son is dead; forsooth 
my son liveth. The contrary, she said, Thou liest, (or But the other woman said, Thou liest); 
for my son liveth, and thy son is dead. And by this manner they strove before the king. 

23 Then the king said, This woman saith, My son liveth, and thy son is dead; and this 
woman answereth, Nay, but thy son is dead, and my son liveth. 

24 Therefore the king said, Bring ye to me a sword. And when they had brought a 
sword before the king, 

25 he said, Part ye the quick young child in two parts (or Divide ye, or cut ye, the young 
living child in two), and give ye the half part to the one, and the half part to the tother. 

26 And the woman, whose son was quick, said to the king; for her entrails were moved 
on her son; Lord, I beseech, give ye to her the quick child, and do not ye slay him. The 
contrary, she said, Be he neither to me, neither to thee, but be he parted. (And the woman, 
whose son was living, said to the king; for she was moved with love for her son; Lord, I beseech thee, 
give ye to her the child alive, and do not ye kill him. But the other woman said, Be he neither to 
me, nor to thee, but be he divided, or cut in two.) 

27 The king answered, and said, Give ye to this (first) woman the young child quick, and 
be he not slain, (or Give ye this first woman the young child alive, and do not kill him); forsooth 
this is his mother. 

28 Therefore all Israel heard the doom, which the king had deemed; and they dreaded 
the king, and saw, that the wisdom of God was in him, to make doom. (And so all Israel 
heard the judgement, which the king had decreed; and they revered the king, and saw, that God’s 
wisdom was in him, to make judgements,or justice.) 


CHAPTER 4 


1 Forsooth king Solomon was reigning on all Israel. 

2 And these were the princes which he had; Azariah, the son of Zadok, the priest; (And 
these were the leaders that he had; Azariah, the son of Zadok, was the priest who was over-the- 
year, that is, the calendar of events;) 

3 Elihoreph, and Ahiah, (the) sons of Shisha, were scribes; Jehoshaphat, the son of 
Ahilud, was chancellor; 

4 Benaiah, the son of Jehoiada, was prince upon the host (or was the leader of the army); 
and Zadok and Abiathar were priests; 

5 Azariah, the son of Nathan, was upon them that stood nigh [to] the king (or was over 
those who stood close to the king, or was over the regional governors); Zabud, the son of Nathan, 
was[a] priest, a friend of the king; 

6 and Ahishar was steward of the house; and Adoniram, the son of Abda, was upon the 
tributes (or was in charge of the taxes, or the levies, or was in charge of the forced labour). 

7 Forsooth Solomon had twelve prefects, either chief ministers, on all Israel, that 
gave lifelode to the king, and to his house; soothly by each month by itself in the year, 
each prefect by himself ministered necessaries. (And Solomon had twelve prefects, or chief 
ministers, over all Israel, who gave sustenance, or food, to the king, and to his household; and each 
month of the year, one prefect by himself administered the necessities.) 

8 And these be the names of them; Ben-hur, in the hill (country) of Ephraim; 

9 Ben-dekar, in Makaz, and in Shaalbim, and in Bethshemesh, and in Elon, and in 
Bethhanan, (or and in Elonbethhanan); 

10 Ben-hesed, in Aruboth; and Sochoh, and all the land of Hepher, was (also) his; 

11 Ben-abinadab, whose was all Naphath, had Dor Taphath, the daughter of Solomon, 
to wife. (Ben-abinadab, whose had all of Naphath-dor,that is, the region of Dor, and he had 
Taphath, Solomon’s daughter, for a wife.) 

12 Baana, the son of Ahilud, governed Taanach, and Megiddo, and all Bethshean, which 
is beside Zartanah, under Jezreel, from Bethshean unto Abelmeholah, even against 
Jokneam (or as far as Jokneam). 
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13 Ben-geber, in Ramoth of Gilead, had Havoth-jair, of the son of Manasseh, in Gilead; 
he was sovereign in all the country of Argob, which is in Bashan, to sixty great cities and 
walled, that had brazen locks. (Ben-geber, in Ramoth of Gilead, had Havoth-jair, that is, the 
tent villages of Jair, who was the son of Manasseh, in Gilead; he was the sovereign, or the ruler, 
in all the country of Argob, which is in Bashan, yea, to sixty great walled cities that had bronze 
locks.) 

14 Ahinadab, the son of Iddo, was sovereign in Mahanaim; 

15 Ahimaaz was in Naphtali, but also he had Basmath, the daughter of Solomon, in 
wedlock; 

16 Baanah, the son of Hushai, was in Asher, and in Aloth; 

17 Jehoshaphat, the son of Paruah, was in Issachar; 

18 Shimei, the son of Elah, was in Benjamin: 

19 Geber, the son of Uri, was in the land of Gilead, and in the land of Sihon, king of 
Amorites, and (in the land) of Og, king of Bashan, and upon all things that were in that 
land. 

20 (The people of) Judah and Israel were unnumberable, as the sand of the sea in 
multitude, eating, and drinking, and being glad. 

21 Forsooth Solomon was in his lordship, and had all the realms, as from the flood of 
the land of Philistines, unto the last part of Egypt, of men offering gifts, that is, tributes, 
to him, and serving to him, in all the days of his life. (For Solomon was in his lordship, and 
had all the kingdoms, from the Euphrates River unto the land of the Philistines, and unto the last 
part of Egypt; and the men of these places offered tribute, or taxes, to him, and served him, all the 
days of his life.) 

22 Forsooth the meat of Solomon was by each day, thirty cors of clean flour of wheat, 
and sixty cors of meal, (And each day the food for Solomon and his household, was thirty cors 
of fine wheat flour, and sixty cors of meal,) 

23 ten fat oxen, and twenty oxen of the pasture(s), and an hundred wethers, besides 
(the) hunting of harts, of goats, and of bugles (or and of buffalo, or wild oxen), and of birds 
made fat. 

24 For he held all the country that was beyond the flood, as from Tiphsah unto Azzah 


(or from Tiphsah to Azzah), and all the kings of those countries; and he had peace by each 
part in compass. 


25 And Judah and Israel dwelled without any dread (or And the people of Judah and Israel 
lived without any fear), each man under his vine, and under his fig tree, from Dan unto 
Beersheba, in all the days of Solomon. 

26 And Solomon had forty thousand cratches of horses for chariots, and twelve 
thousand of road horses; (And Solomon had forty thousand stalls for the horses for his chariots, 
and twelve thousand road horses;) 

27 and the foresaid prefects/the chief masters of the king nourished those horses. But 
also with great busyness they gave [the] necessaries to the board of king Solomon, in 
their time, (or But also with great diligence they gave the necessities for King Solomon’s table, 
each in his turn); 

28 also they brought barley, and forage of horses and of work beasts, into the place 
where the king was, after it was ordained to them. (they also brought barley, and forage, for 
the horses and the work beasts, to the place where the king was, as it was ordained to them.) 

29 Also God gave to Solomon wisdom, and prudence full much (or and a great deal of 
prudence), and largeness of heart, as the sand that is in the brink of the sea. 

30 And the wisdom of Solomon passed the wisdom of all [the] east men, and Egyptians; 
(And Solomon’s wisdom surpassed the wisdom of all the men of the East, and of all the Egyptians;) 

31 and he was wiser than all men; he was wiser than Ethan (the) Ezrahite, and than 
Heman, and than Chalcol, and than Darda, the sons of Mahol; and he was named among 
all folks by compass. 
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32 And Solomon spake three thousand parables, and his songs were a thousand and 
five; 

33 and he disputed of trees, from a cedar which is in Lebanon, till to the hyssop that 
goeth out of the wall; he disputed of work beasts, and (of) birds, and of creeping beasts, 
and of fishes. 


34 And they came from all peoples to hear the wisdom of Solomon, and from all the 
kings of [the] earth, that heard his wisdom (or who heard of his wisdom). 


CHAPTER 5 
1 Also Hiram, king of Tyre, sent his servants to Solomon; for he heard that they had 
anointed him king for his father (or for he had heard that they had anointed him king in place 
of his father); for Hiram was (a) friend of David in all time. 
2 And also Solomon sent to Hiram, and said, 
3 Thou knowest the will of David, my father, and for he might not build an house to 


the name of his God, (or Thou knowest the desire of my father David, and that he could not build 
a house in honour of the name of the Lord his God), for [the] battles nighing by compass, till 
the Lord gave them under the step of his feet. 

4 But now my Lord God hath given rest to me by compass, and none adversary is, 
neither evil assailing; (But now the Lord my God hath given peace to me all around, and there 
is no adversary, nor evil, assailing me;) 

5 wherefore I think to build a temple to the name of my Lord God, as God spake to 
David, my father, and said, Thy son, whom I shall give to thee for thee upon thy throne, 
he shall build an house to my name. (and so! shall build a Temple in honour of the name of the 
Lord my God, as God spoke to my father David, and said, Thy son, whom I shall put on thy throne 
in thy place, he shall build a House in honour of my name.) 

6 Therefore command thou, that thy servants hew down to me cedars of the Lebanon, 
(or And so command thou, that thy servants cut down cedars in Lebanon for me); and my 
servants (shall) be with thy servants; and I shall give to thee the meed of thy servants, 
whatever thou shalt ask; for thou knowest, that in my people (there) is not a man that 
can hew trees, as (well as the) Sidonians can (do it)/as (well as) the men of Sidon. 

7 Therefore when Hiram had heard the words of Solomon, he was full glad, and said, 
Blessed be the Lord God today, that hath given to David the son most wise upon this 
people full much. (And so when Hiram had heard Solomon’s words, he was very glad, and said, 
Blessed be the Lord God today, who hath given David a most wise son to rule over this great people.) 

8 And Hiram sent to Solomon, and said, I have heard whatever things thou sentest to 
me (for); I shall do all thy will, in trees of cedars, and in trees of box, (or and I shall provide 
all the cedar, and fir, or pine, trees, that thou needeth, or wanteth). 

9 My servants shall put down those trees from the Lebanon to the sea, and I shall array 
those trees in ships in the sea, unto the place that thou shalt signify to me; and I shall 
direct those there, that thou take those; and thou shalt give necessaries to me, that meat 
be given to mine house. (My servants shall bring down that wood from Lebanon to the sea, and 
I shall convey it in sea-worthy ships, to the place that thou shalt signify to me; and I shall send 
them there, so that thou can have them; and thou shalt give necessities to me, so that food shall 
be given to all my household.) 

10 And so Hiram gave to Solomon cedar trees, and box trees, by all his will; (And so 
Hiram gave Solomon all the cedar, and fir, or pine, trees, that he needed, or wanted;) 

11 and Solomon gave to Hiram twenty thousand cors of wheat, into meat to his house, 
and twenty cors of purest oil; Solomon gave these things to Hiram by all years. (and 
Solomon gave to Hiram twenty thousand cors of wheat, for food for his household, and twenty 
cors of purest oil; Solomon gave these things to Hiram annually.) 

12 Also the Lord gave wisdom to Solomon, as he spake to him; and peace was betwixt 
Hiram and Solomon, and both they smote together (a) bond of peace. (And the Lord gave 
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wisdom to Solomon, as he said he would; and there was peace between Hiram and Solomon, and 
they struck a covenant together.) 
13 And king Solomon chose workmen (out) of all Israel; and the sum was thirty 


thousand of men. 
14 And Solomon sent them into the Lebanon, ten thousand by each month by whiles, 


so that in two months by whiles they were in their houses; and Adoniram was on such 
a sum. (And Solomon sent them to Lebanon, ten thousand each month by turn, and then for two 
months by turn, they went back to their own houses; and Adoniram was in charge of them all.) 

15 And so seventy thousand of them, that bare burdens, were to Solomon, and 
fourscore thousand of masons in the hill(s), (And so working for Solomon were seventy 
thousand men who carried loads, and fourscore thousand stonemasons in the hills,) 

16 without the sovereigns, that were masters of all the works, by the number of three 
thousand and three hundred, commanding to the people, and to them that made work. 
(besides the sovereigns, or the foremen, who were masters over all the work, three thousand and 
three hundred in number, commanding the people who did the work.) 

17 And the king commanded, that they should take great stones, and precious stones/ 
and heavy stones, into the foundament of the temple, (And the king commanded, that they 
should cut great fine stones or great heavy stones, for the foundation of the Temple,) 

18 and that they should make those square; which stones the masons of Solomon and 
the masons of Hiram hewed. And [the] men of Byblos made ready [the] trees and stones, 
to the house to be builded, (or And the men of Byblos prepared the wood and the stones, needed 
to build the Temple). 


CHAPTER 6 


1 Forsooth it was done in the four hundred and fourscore year of the going out of the 
sons of Israel from the land of Egypt, in the fourth year of the realm of Solomon (or in the 
fourth year of Solomon’s reign), in the month Zif; that is, the second month of the fourth 
year of the realm of Solomon on Israel; he began to build an house to the Lord. 

2 Forsooth the house which king Solomon builded to the Lord, had sixty cubits in 
length, and twenty cubits in breadth, and thirty cubits in height. 

3 And a porch was before the temple of twenty cubits of length, by the measure of 
the breadth of the temple; and the porch had ten cubits of breadth, before the face of 
the temple. (And there was a vestibule in front of the Temple, twenty cubits in length, equal to 
the measure of the breadth of the Temple; and the vestibule was ten cubits deep, projecting out in 
front of the Temple.) 

4 And Solomon made in the temple narrow windows withoutforth and large within. 

5 And he builded on the wall of the temple, buildings of boards by compass, in the walls 
of the house, by compass of the temple, and of God’s answering place; and he made [the] 
sides in the compass. (And he made chambers, or rooms, out of boards, against the walls of the 
Temple, all around the Temple, and the Inner Temple, that is, the Most Holy Place, or the Holy of 
Holies, on the sides, and at the back.) 

6 The building of boards, that was under, had five cubits of breadth; and the middle 
building of boards was of six cubits of breadth; and the third building of boards was 
having seven cubits of breadth, (or The bottom story, made out of boards, was five cubits in 
breadth; and the middle story, also made out of boards, was six cubits in breadth; and the third 
story, also made out of boards, was seven cubits in breadth). And he put beams in the house 
by compass withoutforth, (so) that those cleaved not to the walls of the temple. 

7 And when the house was builded, it was built of perfect(ly) hewn stones; and 
hammer, and ax, and all thing made of iron, were not heard in the house, while it was in 
building (or while it was being built). 

8 The door of the middle side was in the wall of the right half of the house; and by a 
vice men went up into the middle solar, and from the middle solar into the third solar. 
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(The door for the bottom story was in the wall for the right side of the House of the Lord; and by a 
stairway, men went up to the middle story, and from the middle story to the third story.) 

9 And Solomon builded the house, and ended it. And Solomon covered the house with 
couples of cedar, (And Solomon built the House, and finished it. And he braced the House with 
cedar couplings,) 

10 and he builded a building of boards over all the house, by five cubits of height, and 
covered the house with cedar wood. (and he built a building out of boards all around the sides 
of the House, or the Temple, five cubits in height, and joined it to the Temple with cedar beams.) 


11 And the word of the Lord was made to Solomon, and said, 
12 This is the house, which thou buildest; if thou goest in my behests, and doest my 


dooms, and keepest all my commandments, and goest by those, I shall make steadfast 
my word to thee, which word I spake to David, thy father; (This is the House, which thou 
should built; and then if thou followest my commands, and doest my judgements, and obeyest 
all my commandments, and goest by them, I shall make steadfast my word to thee, which word I 
spoke to thy father David;) 

13 and I shall dwell in the midst of the sons of Israel, and I shall not forsake my people 
Israel. (and I shall live in the midst of the Israelites, and I shall never desert my people Israel.) 

14 Therefore Solomon builded the house, and ended it; (And so Solomon built the House, 
and finished it;) 

15 and he builded the walls of the house within with boards of cedar, from the 
pavement of the house unto the highness of the wall, and unto the couples; and he 
covered them with wood of cedar within; and he covered the pavement of the house 
with boards of box. (and he built the walls of the House within out of cedar boards, from the 
floor of the House unto the top of the wall, and unto the couplings; and he covered them with cedar 
wood within; and he covered the floor of the House with fir, or pine, boards.) 

16 And he builded a wall of boards of cedar of twenty cubits at the hinder part of the 
temple, from the pavement unto the higher parts; and he made the inner house of God’s 
answering place into the holy of holy things, (or and he made the Inner Temple, that is, the 
Most Holy Place, or the Holy of Holies). 

17 And that temple before the doors of God’s answering place was of forty cubits. (And 
the chamber in front of the doors of the Inner Temple was forty cubits in length.) 


18 And all the house within was clothed with cedar, and had his smoothnesses, and his 
joinings made subtly, and gravings appearing above; all things were clothed with boards 


of cedar, and utterly a stone might not appear in the wall. (And all the House within was 
covered with cedar, and had carvings of knops, or of gourds, and open flowers; everything was 
covered with cedar boards, and no stone appeared, or was visible, utterly anywhere on the wall.) 

19 And Solomon made God’s answering place in the midst of the house, in the inner 
part, that he should set there the ark of (the) bond of peace of the Lord (or where he would 
put the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord). 

20 And God’s answering place had twenty cubits of length, and twenty cubits of 
breadth, and twenty cubits of height, (or And the Inner Temple was twenty cubits in length, 
and twenty cubits in breadth, and twenty cubits in height); and he covered (it), and clothed it 
with purest gold; but also he clothed the altar with cedar. 

21 Also he covered with purest gold the house before God’s answering place, or the 
oracle, and he fastened the plates with golden nails. (And he covered the inside of the Temple 
all around the Inner Temple, or the oracle, with the purest gold; and he fastened plates to the walls 
with gold nails.) 

22 Nothing was in the temple that was not covered with gold; but also he covered with 
gold all the altar of God’s answering place. (There was nothing in the Temple that was not 
covered with gold; and he also covered all of the altar for the Inner Temple with gold.) 

23 And he made in God’s answering place two cherubims of the trees of olives, of ten 
cubits of height (or each ten cubits in height); 
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24 one wing of (the) cherub was of five cubits, and the tother wing of (the) cherub 
was(also) of five cubits, that is, having ten cubits, from the highness of the one wing till 
to the highness of the tother wing. 

25 And the second cherub was of ten cubits in even measure; and one work was in 
the two cherubims, (And the second cherub was also ten cubits in equal measure; and the two 
cherubim were of the same work, or design,) 

26 that is, one cherub had the height of ten cubits, and in like manner the tother 
cherub. 

27 And he set [the] cherubims in the midst of the inner temple; and the cherubims 
held forth their wings, and one wing touched the one wall, and the wing of the second 
cherub touched the tother wall; and the other wings in the middle part of the temple 
touched themselves together (or and the other wings touched each other in the middle of the 
Inner Temple). 


28 And he covered the cherubims with gold, and (also) all the walls of the (whole) temple 
by compass/about; 

29 and he graved them with diverse gravings and smoothness; and he made in those 
walls cherubims, and palms, and diverse paintures, as standing forth and going out of 
the wall. (and he carved into them diverse carvings; he made cherubim, and palms, and open 
flowers on those walls, standing forth from the walls, and going out of them.) 

30 But also he covered with gold the pavement of the house, within and withoutforth. 
(And he also covered the floor of the Temple, within and without, with gold.) 

31 And in the entering of God’s answering place he made two little doors of the trees 
of olives; and he made posts of five corners, (And at the entrance to the Inner Temple, he 
made two doors of olive wood; and he made posts with five corners,) 

32 and [the] two doors (were) of the trees of olives; and he graved in those the painture 
of cherubims, and the likenesses of palms, and gravings above standing forth greatly; 
and he covered those with gold; and he covered as well the cherubims, as [the] palms, 
and (the) other things, with gold. (and the two doors were made out of olive wood; and he 
carved on them the likenesses of cherubim, and palms, and open flowers; and he covered them 
with gold; and he also covered the cherubim, and the palms, and the other things, with gold.) 


33 And in the entering of the temple he made posts four-cornered of (the) trees of 
olives; (And for the entrance to the Temple he made four-cornered posts out of olive wood;) 


34 and he made [the] two doors of the trees of box, each against (the) other, (or and he 
made the two doors out of fir, or pine, wood, each against the other); and ever either door was 
double, and it was opened holding itself together. 

35 And he graved cherubims, and palms, and gravings appearing greatly, (or And he 
carved cherubim, and palms, and open flowers); and he covered all things with golden plates, 
by square work at rule. 

36 And he builded a large street, or an alley, within, by three orders of stones made 
fair, and by one order of wood of cedar. (And he built a large courtyard within, with three 
rows of hewn stones, and one row of cedar beams.) 


37 The house of the Lord was founded in the fourth year of the realm of Solomon, in 
the month (of) Zif; (The House of the Lord was begun in the fourth year of Solomon’s reign, in 
the month of Zif:) 

38 and the house was made perfect, or ended, in all his work, and in all his vessels, 
either purtenances, in the eleventh year, in the month [of] Bul; that is the eighth month; 
and he builded that house in seven years. (and the House was finished with all of its work, 
and all of its vessels, or its purtenances, in the eleventh year, in the month of Bul; that is, the eighth 
month; and so he built that House in seven years.) 
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1 Forsooth Solomon builded his own house in thirteen years, and brought it till to 
perfection, or (a) perfect end, (or unto completion). 

2 He builded an house (made) of the forest, (or out of the wood), of Lebanon, of an 
hundred cubits of length, and of fifty cubits of breadth, and of thirty cubits of height; 
and he builded four alleys betwixt the pillars of cedars (or and he built four rows of cedar 
pillars); for he had hewn down [the] trees of cedars into pillars. 

3 And he clothed all the chamber(s) with walls of cedar; the which chamber was 
sustained, or borne up, with five and forty pillars. And one order had fifteen pillars, 
set against themselves together, (And he covered all the walls of the chambers, or of the rooms, 
with cedar; and the roof was sustained, or borne up, by forty-five pillars. And each row had fifteen 
pillars, set in line with each other,) 

4 and beholding themselves each even against (the)other by even space betwixt the 
pillars; (and there were three rows of windows, one row on each floor, each window in line with 
the one above, or below;) 

5 and on the pillars were foursquare posts, even in all things. (and the pillars were square 
posts, even in all things.) 

6 And he made a porch of pillars of fifty cubits of length, and of thirty cubits of breadth; 
and he made another porch in the face of the greater porch; and he made (the) pillars, 
and [the] pommels on the pillars. (And he made a colonnade of pillars which was fifty cubits 
in length, and thirty cubits in breadth; and he made another colonnade in front of the greater 
colonnade; and so he made the pillars, and the capitals on the pillars.) 

7 Also he made a porch of the king’s seat, in which the seat of doom was; and he covered 
it with wood of cedar, from the pavement unto the highness. (And he made a hall for the 
king’s throne, in which was the throne of judgement; and he covered all the hall with cedar wood, 
from the floor to the ceiling.) 

8 And a little house, in which he sat to deem, was in the middle porch, by like work. 
Also Solomon made an house to the daughter of Pharaoh, whom he had wedded, by such 
work, by what manner work he made and this porch. (And his own house, where he would 
live, had another hall within a colonnade, by like work. And Solomon made a house for Pharaoh’s 
daughter, whom he had wedded, in the same manner of work with which he had made this hall.) 

9 He made all things of precious stones, that were sawed at a rule and measure, both 
within and withoutforth, from the foundament unto the highness of [the] walls (or from 
the foundation to the top of the walls), and within and till to the great street, either court 
(yard). 

10 And the foundaments were of precious stones, great stones of ten, either of eight 
cubits; (And the foundations were made out of precious stones, great stones of eight or ten cubits;) 

11 and precious stones hewn of even measure were above; in like manner and of cedar. 
(and above were precious stones, hewn, or cut, of equal measure; and cedar, in like manner.) 

12 And the greater court, either void space, was round, of three orders of hewn stones, 
and of one order of hewn cedar beams; also and in the inner large street of the house 
of the Lord, and in the porch of the house of the Lord. (And the great courtyard all around 
had three rows of hewn stones, and one row of hewn cedar beams; as did the inner courtyard of 
the House of the Lord, and the vestibule of the House of the Lord.) 

13 Also king Solomon sent, and brought from Tyre, Hiram”, (And King Solomon sent for, 
and brought there Hiram from Tyre,) 

14 the son of a woman widow (or the son of a widow woman), of the lineage of Naphtali, of 
the father of a man of Tyre, a craftsman of brass, and full of wisdom, and understanding, 
and doctrine, or teaching, to make all work of brass. And when he had come to king 
Solomon, he made all his work. 





* 
CHAPTER 7:13 Also known as Huram. 
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15 And he made two pillars of brass, one pillar of eighteen cubits of height; and a line 
of twelve cubits compassed ever either pillar. (And he made two bronze pillars, each pillar 
eighteen cubits in height; and it took a cord twelve cubits long to go all around either pillar.) 

16 Also he made two pommels, molten of brass, which were set on the heads of the 
pillars; one pommel of five cubits of height, and the tother pommel of five cubits of 
height; (And he cast two bronze capitals, which were set on the tops of the pillars; each capital 
was five cubits in height;) 

17 and by the manner of a net, and of chains knit together to themselves, by wonderful 
work. Ever either pommel of the pillars was molten; seven works like nets of orders were 
in one pommel, and seven works like nets in the tother pommel. (and they were decorated 
with networks of chains knit together. Each capital for the pillars was cast; and seven rows of 
networks were on each capital.) 

18 And he made perfectly the pillars, and two orders about all the works like nets, that 
those should cover the pommels, which were upon the highness of [the] pomegranates; 
in the same manner he did also to the second pommel. (And he finished the pillars, with 
two rows of pomegranates, all around the tops of the pillars, above the networks; he did this in the 
same manner for each of the capitals.) 

19 And the pommels, that were upon the heads of the pillars in the porch, were made 
as by work of lily, of four cubits; (And the capitals, that were on the tops of the pillars in the 
vestibule, were shaped like lilies, four cubits in height;) 

20 and again other pommels in the highness of [the] pillars above, by the measure of the 
pillar, set against the works like nets; and two hundred orders of pomegranates were in 
the compass of the second pommel. (and on the capitals, on the tops of the two bronze pillars, 
above the networks, were two hundred pomegranates in two rows, around each capital.) 

21 And he set the two pillars in the porch of the temple; and when he had set the right 
half pillar, he called it by name Jachin, that is, steadfast; in like manner he raised up the 
second pillar, and he called the name thereof Boaz, that is, strength. (And he placed the 
two pillars in the vestibule of the Temple; and when he had raised up the right-hand pillar, he 
named it Jachin, that is, Steadfast; and in like manner he raised up the left-hand pillar, and he 
named it Boaz, that is, Strength.) 

22 And he set upon the heads of the pillars a work by the manner of a lily; and (so) the 
work of the pillars was made perfect. (And on the very top of the pillars was lily work; and so 
the work of the pillars was finished, or completed.) 

23 Also he made a molten sea, that is, a washing vessel for priests, round in compass, 
of ten cubits from brink to brink; the highness thereof was of five cubits; and a cord of 
thirty cubits went about it by compass. (And he cast the bronze Sea, that is, a washing vessel 
for the priests, and it was ten cubits across from brim to brim; its highness was five cubits; and it 
took a cord thirty cubits long to go all around it.) 

24 And the engraving under the brink compassed it, and compassed the sea by ten 
cubits/and it came about the sea by ten cubits; twain orders of gravings containing some 
stories were molten (or two rows of knops, or of gourds, were cast together, and joined with the 
Sea), 

25 and (it) stood upon twelve oxen; of which oxen three beheld to the north, and three 
to the west, and three to the south, and three to the east; and the sea was above upon 
those oxen, of which all the hinder things were hid within. 

26 And the thickness of the sea was of four fingers, or a palm, and the brink thereof 
was as the brink of a cup (or and its brim was like the brim of a cup), and as the leaf of a lily 
crooked again; the sea contained two thousand baths, that is, three thousand metretes. 

27 And he made ten brazen foundaments, each foundament of four cubits of length, 
and of four cubits of breadth, and of three cubits of highness. 
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28 And that work of the foundaments was raised betwixt; and gravings were between 
the jointures. 

29 And between the little crowns and the circles were lions, oxen, and cherubims; and 
in the jointures in like manner above; and under the lions and the oxen were as reins of 
bridles of brass hanging down, (or and under the lions and the oxen were like reins of bridles 
made of bronze hanging down, or spiral work). 

30 And by each foundament were four wheels, and brazen axletrees; and by (the) four 
parts were as little shoulderings under the washing vessel, the shoulderings, that is, 
short pillars to sustain the washing vessel, molten, and beholding against themselves 
together, (or the short pillars were cast, and they were placed opposite each other). 

31 And the mouth of the washing vessel within was in the highness of the head, 
and that, that appeared withoutforth, was of one cubit, and it was all-round, and had 
altogether one cubit and an half; and diverse gravings were in the corners of [the] pillars 
(or and diverse engravings were on the corners of the pillars), and the middle pillar between 
was square, not round. 

32 And the four wheels, which were by [the] four corners of the foundament, cleaved 
together to themselves under the foundament; one wheel had one cubit and an half of 
height. 

33 And the wheels were such, which manner wheels be wont to be made in a chariot; 
and the axletrees, and the nave-stocks, and the spokes, and [the] felloes/and the dowels 
of those wheels, all things were molten. (And the wheels were such, as be wont to be made 
for a chariot; and the axle-rods, and the nave-stocks, and the spokes, and the felloes or the dowels 
for those wheels, all of these things were cast.) 

34 For also the four little shoulderings, by all the corners of one foundament, were 
joined together, and [were] molten of that foundament, that is, were molten together 
with that foundament, (or that is, were cast together with that foundation), and made one 
body. 

35 And in the highness of the foundament was a roundness, of one cubit and an half, 
so made craftily, that the washing vessel might be set above, having his portrayings, and 
diverse gravings of itself. (And at the top of the foundation was a circular band, one and a half 
cubits in height, skillfully made, so that the washing vessel could be put above, having portrayings, 
and diverse engravings, upon it.) 

36 Also he graved in those walls, that were of brass, and in the corners, cherubims, and 
lions, and palms, as by the likeness of a man standing, that those seemed not graven, but 
put to by compass. (And he engraved on their bronze walls, and on their corners, cherubim, and 
lions, and palms, like the likeness of a man standing there, wherever there was an empty space, 
with spiral work all around it.) 

37 By this manner he made ten foundaments, by one melting out, and one measure, 
and like engraving. 

38 Also he made ten washing vessels of brass; one washing vessel took, (or held), 
forty baths, and it was of four cubits; and he put each washing vessel by itself by each 
foundament by itself, that is, ten, (or and he put one washing vessel by itself on one foundation 
by itself, that is, ten altogether). 

39 And he made ten foundaments, five at the right half of the temple, and five at the 
left half; and he set the sea at the right half of the temple, against the east, at the south. 
(And he put ten foundations, five on the right side of the Temple, and five on the left side; and he 
put the Sea on the right side of the Temple, at the southeast corner.) 

40 Also Hiram made cauldrons, and pans, and wine vessels; and he made perfectly all 
the work of king Solomon in the temple of the Lord. (And Hiram made cauldrons, and pans, 
and basins; and so he finished all the work for King Solomon for the Temple of the Lord.) 
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41 He made(the) two pillars, and (the) two cords of the pommels, that is, (the) circles 
compassing the pommels, at the manner of cords, upon the pommels of the pillars, and 
(the) two works like nets, that those should cover the two cords, that were upon the heads 
of the pillars. (He made the two pillars, and the two bowl-shaped capitals, that were on the tops 
of the pillars, and the two networks, to cover the two bowl-shaped capitals, that were on the tops 
of the pillars.) 

42 And he made pomegranates four hundred in two works like nets; and two orders of 
pomegranates in each work like a net, to cover the cords of the pommels, that were on 
the heads of [the] pillars. (And he made four hundred pomegranates for the two networks; and 
there were two rows of pomegranates for each network, to cover the bowl-shaped capitals, that 
were on the tops of the pillars.) 

43 ae he made[the] ten foundaments, and [the] ten washing vessels on the founda- 
ments; 

44 and one sea, and twelve oxen under the sea; 

45 and cauldrons, and pans, and wine vessels. All the vessels, which Hiram made to 
king Solomon in the house of the Lord, were of latten. (and the cauldrons, and pans, and 
basins. All the vessels, which Hiram made for King Solomon for the House of the Lord, were cast 
in bronze.) 

46 And the king melted out those vessels in the field country of Jordan (or And the king 
had those vessels cast in the field country of Jordan), in [the] clay land, betwixt Succoth and 
Zarthan. 

47 And Solomon setted all the vessels (in their places); but for the great multitude, no 
weight was of the brass. (And Solomon put all the vessels in their places; and because of their 
great multitude, the weight of the bronze could not be reckoned.) 

48 And Solomon made all the vessels in the house of the Lord; soothly he made the 
golden altar, that is, the altar of incense, that was within the temple, and the golden 
board, upon which the loaves of setting forth were set; (And Solomon made all the vessels 
for the House of the Lord; yea, he made the gold altar, that is, the altar of incense, that was within 
the Temple, and the gold table, on which the loaves of setting forth, or the loaves of proposition, 
were placed;) 

49 and he made of most pure gold (the) golden candlesticks, five at the right half, and 
five at the left half, against God’s answering place; and he made as the flowers of a lily, 
and (the) golden lanterns above, and (the) golden tongs; (and he made the candlesticks out 
of pure gold, five on the right side, and five on the left side, that stood in front of the Inner Temple, 
that is, the Most Holy Place, or the Holy of Holies; and he made the lily flowers, and the lanterns, 
and the tongs out of pure gold;) 

50 and pots, and hooks, and vials, and mortars, and censers of purest gold; and the 
hinges of the doors of the inner house of the holy of holy things, and of the doors of 
the house of the temple, were of gold. (and the pots, and hooks, and basins, and spoons, and 
censers out of pure gold; and the hinges for the doors of the Inner Temple, that is, the Most Holy 
Place, or the Holy of Holies, and for the doors of the Temple itself, were also made out of gold.) 

51 And Solomon performed all the work, that he made in the house of the Lord; and he 
brought in the things, which David, his father, had hallowed; silver, and gold, and vessels; 
and he kept those in the treasures of the house of the Lord. (And so Solomon finished all 
the work that he had ordained for the House of the Lord; and he brought in the things, which his 
father David had dedicated; the silver, and the gold, and the vessels; and he kept them all in the 
treasuries of the House of the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 8 
1 Then all the greater men in birth in Israel, with [the] princes of the lineages, and 
the dukes of [the] families of the sons of Israel, were gathered to king Solomon, into 
Jerusalem, that they should bear the ark of [the] bond of peace of the Lord from the city 
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of David, that is, from Zion. (Then all the men of great age, that is, the elders, of Israel, with 
the leaders of the tribes and the families of the Israelites, were gathered unto King Solomon, in 
Jerusalem, so that they could bring the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord from the City of David, 
that is, from Zion.) 

2 And all Israel came together [to king Solomon] in the month [of] Ethanim, that is 
September, in the solemn day; which is the seventh month. (And all Israel came together 
to King Solomon on the feast day in the month of Ethanim, that is September, which is the seventh 
month.) 

3 And all the eld men of Israel came; and the priests took the ark, 

4 and they bare the ark of the Lord, and the tabernacle of [the] bond of peace, and all 
the vessels of the saintuary, that were in the tabernacle; and the priests and deacons 
bare those. (and they carried the Ark of the Lord, and the Tabernacle of the Covenant, and all 
the vessels of the sanctuary, that were in the Tabernacle; yea, the priests and the Levites carried 
all of it.) 

5 And king Solomon, and all the multitude of Israel, that came together to him, 
went with him before the ark; and they offered sheep and oxen, without guessing and 
number”. (And King Solomon, and all the multitude of Israel, who came together to him, went 
with him before the Ark; and they offered sheep and oxen, beyond estimating, or counting.) 

6 And [the] priests brought the ark of [the] bond of peace of the Lord into his place, 
into God’s answering place of the temple, into the holy of holy things, under the wings 
of the cherubims. (And the priests brought the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord into its place, 
into God’s answering place at the Temple, yea, into the Inner Temple,that is, the Most Holy Place, 
or the Holy of Holies, under the wings of the cherubim.) 

7 And the cherubims spreaded forth their wings over the place of the ark; and they 
covered the ark, and the bars thereof above. 

8 And when the bars stood forth, and the highness of those appeared without the 
saintuary, before God’s answering place, those bars appeared no further withoutforth; 
the which bars also were there unto this present day. (And when the bars were drawn out, 
the ends of them could be seen outside the sanctuary, in front of the Inner Temple, but those bars 
could not be seen otherwise; and these bars be there to this present day.) 

9 And in the ark was none other thing, no but [the] two tables of stone, which Moses in 
Horeb had put in the ark, when the Lord made (a) bond of peace with the sons of Israel, 
when they went out of the land of Egypt. (And there was nothing else in the Ark, but the two 
stone tablets, which Moses had put in the Ark at Horeb, that is, at Mount Sinai, when the Lord 
made a covenant with the Israelites, when they went out of the land of Egypt.) 

10 And it was done when the priests had gone out of the saintuary, a cloud filled the 
house of the Lord; 

11 and the priests might not stand and minister, for the cloud; for why the glory of the 
Lord had filled the house of the Lord. 

12 Then Solomon said, The Lord said, that he would dwell in a cloud/in a mist. 

13 | building have builded an house into thy dwelling place, into thy most steadfast 
throne without end. (I have built a house for thy dwelling place, to be thy most steadfast throne 
forevermore.) 

14 And the king turned his face, and blessed all the church in Israel; for all the church 
of Israel stood. (And the king turned himself, and blessed all the congregation of Israel; for all 
the congregation of Israel stood there.) 

15 And Solomon said, Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, that spake with his mouth to 
David, my father, and performed (it) in his hands, and said, (And Solomon said, Blessed be 
the Lord God of Israel, who spoke with his mouth to my father David, and fulfilled his word with 
his hands, and said,) 





* 
CHAPTER 8:5 This is said by figurative speech, called hyperbole, to signify the multitude of sacrifices. 
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16 From the day in which I led my people Israel out of Egypt, I chose not a city of all 
the lineages of Israel, that an house should be builded, and my name should be there; 
but I chose David, that he should be over my people Israel. (From the day in which I led my 
people Israel out of Egypt, I chose not a city out of all the tribes of Israel, where a House should 
be built, for my name to be honoured there; but I chose David, that he should rule over my people 
Israel.) 

17 And David, my father, would build/would have builded an house to the name of the 
Lord God of Israel. (And my father David desired to build a House in honour of the name of the 
Lord God of Israel.) 

18 And the Lord said to David, my father, That thou thoughtest in thine heart to build 
an house to my name, thou didest well, treating (also) this same thing in thy soul; (And 
the Lord said to my father David, That thou desiredest in thy heart to build a House in honour of 
my name, thou didest well, treating this in thy soul, that is, taking it to heart;) 

19 nevertheless thou shalt not build an house to me, but thy son, that shall go out of 
thy reins, he shall build an house to my name. (but thou shalt not build a House for me, but 
thy son, who shall go out of thy loins, he shall build a House in honour of my name.) 

20 The Lord hath now confirmed his word, that he spake; and I stood for David, my 
father, and I sat upon the throne of Israel, as the Lord spake; and I have builded an house 
to the name of the Lord God of Israel. (The Lord hath now fulfilled his word, that he spoke; and 
I have stood in place of my father David, and now I sit on the throne of Israel, as the Lord spoke; 
and I have built a House in honour of the name of the Lord God of Israel.) 

21 And I have ordained there a place of the ark, in which ark the bond of peace of the 
Lord is, which he smote with our fathers, when they went out of the land of Egypt. (And 
I have ordained a place there for the Ark, in which Ark is the Covenant of the Lord, which he struck 
with our forefathers, when they went out of the land of Egypt.) 

22 And Solomon stood before the altar of the Lord, in the sight of the church of Israel; 
and he held forth his hands against heaven, (And Solomon stood before the altar of the Lord, 
before the congregation of Israel; and he held forth his hands toward heaven,) 


23 and said, Lord God of Israel, no God in heaven above, neither on earth beneath, is 
like thee, which keepest covenant and mercy to thy servants, that go before thee in all 


their heart; (and said, Lord God of Israel, there is no god like thee, in heaven above, or on the 
earth beneath, which keepest covenant and mercy with thy servants, who go before thee with all 
their heart;) 

24 and thou keepest to David, my father, thy servant, those things which thou hast 
spoken to him, (or and thou hast kept thy promise to thy servant David, my father); by mouth 
thou hast spoken (it), and by hands thou hast fulfilled (it), as this day proveth. 

25 Now therefore, Lord God of Israel, keep thou to thy servant David, my father, those 
things which thou spakest to him, and saidest, A man of thee shall not be taken away 
(from) before me, which man shall sit on the throne of Israel, so nevertheless if thy sons 
keep thy way (or as long as thy sons obey thy ways), (so) that they go before me, as thou 
wentest in my sight. 

26 And now, Lord God of Israel, thy words be made steadfast, which thou spakest to 
thy servant David, my father. 

27 Therefore whether it is to guess, that God dwelleth verily on earth; for if heaven, 
and (the) heaven of heavens be not able to take thee, how much more this house, that I 
have builded to thee. (And so, is it only a guess, that truly God liveth not on the earth? for if 
heaven, and the heaven of heavens be not able to hold thee, then how much less this House, that I 
have built for thee?) 

28 But, my Lord God, behold thou to the prayer of thy servant, and to the beseechings 
of him; hear thou the hymn, either praising, and [the] prayer, which thy servant prayeth 
before thee today; 


3708 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 8:29 277 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 8:43 


29 that thine eyes be opened on this house by night and day, on the house of which thou 
saidest, My name shall be there; that thou hear the prayer, which thy servant prayeth 
to thee in this place; 

30 that thou hear the beseeching of thy servant, and of thy people Israel, whatever 
thing he prayeth in this place, and hear thou in the place of thy dwelling in heaven; and 
when thou hast heard, thou shalt be merciful. (that thou hear the beseeching of thy servant, 
and of thy people Israel, whatever thing they prayeth in this place, and hear thou in heaven, in 
thy dwelling place; and that when thou hast heard, thou shalt be merciful.) 

31 If a man sinneth against a man, and hath any oath, by which he is holden bound, 
and cometh for the oath into thine house, before thine altar (or and cometh for the oath 
before thy altar in thy House), 

32 (then) thou shalt hear in heaven, and thou shalt do, and thou shalt deem thy 
servants; and thou shalt condemn the wicked man, and shalt yield his way on(to) his 
head, and thou shalt justify the just man, and shalt yield to him after his rightfulness. 

33 If thy people Israel fleeth his enemies, for he shall do sin to thee, (or When thy people 
Israel fleeth their enemies, for they have sinned against thee), and they do penance, or repent 
their sin, and acknowledge to thy great name, and come, and worship, and beseech thee 
in this house, 

34 (then) hear thou in heaven, and forgive thou the sin of thy people [Israel]; and thou 
shalt lead them again into the land, which thou hast given to the fathers of them. 

35 If heaven is closed (or When the heavens be closed up), and (it) raineth not for the sins 
of them, and they pray in this place, and do penance to thy name, and be converted, or 
altogether turned, from their sins for their torment, 

36 (then) hear thou them in heaven, and forgive thou the sins of thy servants, and of 
thy people Israel, and show thou to them a good way, by which they shall go, and give 
thou rain to them upon the land, which thou hast given to them into possession (or which 
thou hast given to them for a possession). 

37 If hunger riseth in the land, either pestilence is, either corrupt air is, (or If famine 
riseth in the land, or pestilence, or corrupt air), either rust, either locust, either mildew, and 
if his enemy tormenteth him, and besiegeth the gates of him, and (bringeth in) all wound, 
all sickness, 

38 all cursing, and all wishing of evil, that befalleth to each man of thy people Israel, 
if any man knoweth the wound of his heart, and holdeth forth his hands in this house, 

39 thou shalt hear in heaven, in the place of thy dwelling, (or then thou shalt hear in 
heaven, in thy dwelling place), and thou shalt do mercy, and thou shalt do that thou give to 
each man after all his ways, as thou seest his heart; for thou alone knowest the heart of 
all the sons of men, 

40 that they dread thee in all days in which they live on the face of the land, which 
thou hast given to our fathers. (that they fear thee or that they revere thee all the days in 
which they live on this land, which thou hast given to our forefathers.) 

41 Furthermore and when an alien, that is not of thy people Israel, cometh from a far 
land for thy name; (And furthermore when a foreigner, who is not of thy people Israel, cometh 
from a far land because of thy fame;) 

42 for thy great name, and thy strong hand, and thine arm stretched out (or and thy 
outstretched arm), shall be heard (of) everywhere; therefore when he cometh, and prayeth 
in this place, 

43 thou shalt hear in heaven, in the firmament of thy dwelling place, and thou shalt 
do all things, for which the alien calleth thee; that all peoples of lands learn to dread thy 
name, as thy people Israel doeth, and prove [they], that thy name is called on this house, 
which I [have] builded. (thou shalt hear in heaven, in the firmament of thy dwelling place, and 
thou shalt do all the things, for which the foreigner calleth thee; so that all the peoples of the lands 
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learn to fear thy name or learn to revere thy name, as thy people Israel doeth, and they learn that 
this House, which I have built, is called by thy name.) 

44 If thy people goeth out to battle against his enemies, by the way whither ever 
thou sendest them, they shall pray (to) thee against the way of the city which thou hast 
chosen, and over against the house that I have builded to thy name, (If thy people goeth 
out to battle against their enemies, by the way wherever thou sendest them, they shall pray to 
thee toward the way of the city which thou hast chosen, and toward the House that I have built in 
honour of thy name,) 

45 and (then) thou shalt hear in heaven the prayers of them, and the beseechings of 
them, and thou shalt make the doom of them (or and thou shalt grant them justice). 

46 That if they sin to thee (or But when they sin against thee), for no man is that sinneth 
not, and thou art wroth, and betakest them to their enemies, and they be led prisoners 
into the land of (their) enemies, far either nigh, 

47 and (if) they do penance in their heart in the place of their imprisoning, and be 
converted, or altogether turned, and beseech (thee) in their imprisoning, and say, We 
have sinned, we have done wickedly, we have done unfaithfully; 

48 and they turn again to thee in all their heart, and in all their soul, in the land of 
their enemies, to which they be led prisoners, and they pray (to) thee over against the 
way of their land, which thou hast given to their fathers, and of the city which thou hast 
chosen, and of the temple which I [have] builded to thy name, (and they return to thee with 
all their heart, and with all their soul, in the land of their enemies, to which they be led prisoners, 
and they pray to thee toward the way of their land, which thou hast given to their forefathers, and 
the city which thou hast chosen, and the Temple which I have built in honour of thy name,) 

49 thou shalt hear in heaven, in the firmament of thy seat, the prayers of them, and 
the beseechings of them, and thou shalt make the doom of them; (then thou shalt hear 
in heaven, in the firmament of thy dwelling place, their prayers, and their beseechings, and thou 
shalt grant them justice;) 

50 and thou shalt be merciful to thy people, that have sinned to thee, and to all the 
wickednesses, by which they have trespassed against thee; and thou shalt do mercy 
before those men, that had them prisoners, that those men do mercy to them. (and 
thou shalt be merciful to thy people, who have sinned against thee, and all the wickednesses, by 
which they have trespassed against thee; and thou shalt give them mercy before those who took 
them prisoners, so that those men also do mercy to them.) 

51 For it is thy people, and thine heritage, which thou leddest out of the land of Egypt 
(or whom thou leddest out of the land of Egypt), from the midst of the iron furnace; 

52 that thine eyes (may) be open to the beseeching of thy servant, and of thy people 
Israel; and thou shalt hear them in all things, for which they call thee. 

53 For thou hast separated them to thee into (thine) heritage from all the peoples of 
[the] earth, as thou spakest by Moses, thy servant, when thou, Lord God, leddest our 
fathers out of Egypt. 

54 Forsooth it was done, when Solomon, praying the Lord, had filled all this prayer and 
beseeching, he rose up from [the] sight of the altar of the Lord; for he had set fast ever 
either knee to the earth, and he had held forth his hands to heaven. (And it was done, 
when Solomon, praying to the Lord, had finished all this prayer and beseeching, he rose up from 
before the altar of the Lord; for he had set both of his knees upon the ground, and he had held forth 
his hands toward heaven.) 

55 Therefore he stood, and blessed all the church of Israel, and said with [a] great voice, 
(And he stood, and blessed all the congregation of Israel, and said with a loud voice,) 

56 Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, that hath given rest to his people Israel (or who 
hath given peace to his people Israel), (as) by all things which he spake; a word felled not 
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down, soothly neither one, of all [the] goods/of all the good things which he spake by 
Moses, his servant. 

57 Our Lord God be with us, as he was with our fathers, and forsake not us (or and desert 
us not), neither cast us away; 

58 but bow he our hearts to himself, that we go in all his ways, and keep his 
commandments, and ceremonies, and dooms, whichever he commanded to our fathers. 
(but bow he our hearts to himself, so that we go in all his ways, and obey his commandments, and 
statutes, and judgements, whatever he commanded to our forefathers.) 

59 And these words of me, by which I have prayed before the Lord, be they nighing to 
our Lord God by day and night, that he make doom to me his servant, and to his people 
Israel by all days; (And these words of mine, with which I have prayed before the Lord, be they 
close to the Lord our God day and night, so that he may grant justice to me his servant, and to his 
people Israel by all days;) 

60 and (so that) all the peoples of [the] earth know, that the Lord himself is God, and 
[there is] none other without him (or and there is no one else but him). 

61 Also our heart be perfect with our Lord God, that we go in his dooms, and keep his 
commandments, as also today. (And let our hearts be perfect with the Lord our God, so that we 
walk in his judgements, and obey his commandments, as we do this day.) 

62 Therefore the king, and all Israel with him, offered sacrifices before the Lord. 

63 And Solomon slew peaceable sacrifices, which he offered to the Lord; of oxes two 
and twenty thousand, and of sheep sixscore thousand; and the king and the sons of Israel 
hallowed the temple of the Lord. (And Solomon killed the peace offerings, which he offered to 
the Lord; yea, they killed twenty-two thousand oxen, and sixscore thousand sheep; and so the king 
and the Israelites dedicated the Temple of the Lord.) 

64 In that day the king hallowed the middle of the great street, that was before the 
house of the Lord; for he made there burnt sacrifice[s], and offering(s), and the inner 
fatness of peaceable things; for the brazen altar that was before the Lord was too little, 
and it might not take the burnt sacrifice(s), and the offering(s), and the inner fatness of 
peaceable things. (On that day the king dedicated the center of the great courtyard that was 
before the House of the Lord; for he offered there the burnt sacrifices, and the offerings, and the 
inner fatness of the peace offerings; for the bronze altar that was before the Lord was too small, 
and it could not take, or handle, all the burnt sacrifices, and the offerings, and the inner fatness 
of the peace offerings.) 

65 Therefore Solomon made in that time a solemn feast, and all Israel with him, a great 
multitude, from the entering of Hamath unto the strand of Egypt, before our Lord God, 
in seven days and seven days, that is, fourteen days (altogether). (And so Solomon, and all 
Israel with him, a great multitude from the entering of Hamath unto the River of Egypt, celebrated 
the Feast of Shelters before the Lord our God, for seven days altogether.) 

66 And in the eighth day he delivered the peoples, which blessed the king, and went 
forth into their tabernacles, and they were glad and of joyful heart on all the goods that 
God had done to David, his servant, and to Israel, his people. (And on the eighth day he let 
the people go, who blessed the king, and went back to their homes, and they were glad and had 

joyful hearts for all the good things that God had done for his servant David, and for his people 
Israel.) 


CHAPTER 9 
1 And it was done, when Solomon had performed the building of the house of the Lord, 


and the building of the king, and all thing that he coveted, and would make, (And it was 
done, when Solomon had finished building the House of the Lord, and the king’s house, and all the 
things that he desired, and would make,) 

2 the Lord appeared to Solomon the second time, as he (had) appeared to him (before) 
in Gibeon. 


3711 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 9:3 280 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 9:18 


3 And the Lord said to him, I have heard thy prayer, and thy beseeching, that thou hast 
besought before me; I have hallowed this house, that thou hast builded, that I should set 
there my name without end, (or I have dedicated, or consecrated, this House which thou hast 
built, and Ihave set my name there forevermore); and mine eyes and mine heart shall be there 
in all days. 

4 Also if thou goest before me, as thy father went, in simpleness of heart, and in equity, 
and doest all things which I have commanded to thee, and keepest my dooms, and my 
lawful things, (And if thou goest before me, as thy father went, with integrity, and uprightness, 
and doest all the things which I have commanded to thee, and obeyest my judgements, and my 
laws,) 

5 I shall set the throne of thy realm upon Israel without end, as I spake to David, thy 
father, and said, A man of thy kin shall not be taken away from the throne of Israel. 

6 Forsooth if by turning away, ye and your sons turn away, and follow not me, and keep 
not my behests and ceremonies, which I have set forth to you, but ye go, and worship 
alien gods, and honour them, (But if by turning away, ye or your sons turn away, and do not 
follow me, and do not obey my commands and statutes, which I have set forth to you, but ye go, 
and worship other gods, and honour them,) 

71 shall do away Israel from the face of the land which I gave to them; and I shall cast 
away from my sight the temple, which I [have] hallowed to my name, (or and I shall throw 
away from my sight the Temple which I have dedicated, or consecrated, in honour of my name); 
and Israel shall be into a proverb and into a fable, to all peoples. 

8 And this house shall be into (an) ensample of God’s offence; each man that shall pass 
by it, shall wonder, and shall hiss, and shall say, Why hath the Lord done thus to this 
land, and to this house? 

9 And they shall answer, For they forsook their Lord God, that led the fathers of them 


out of Egypt; and they followed alien gods (or and they followed other gods), and worshipped 
them, and honoured them; therefore the Lord hath brought in upon them all this evil. 

10 Soothly when twenty years were [ful] filled, after that Solomon had builded (the) 
twain houses (or after that Solomon had begun to build the two houses), that is, the house of 
the Lord, and the house of the king, 

11 while Hiram, king of Tyre, gave to Solomon trees of cedar, and of fir, and gold, by 
all thing that he had needful; then Solomon gave to Hiram twenty cities in the land of 
Galilee. (and Hiram, the king of Tyre, had given to Solomon cedar, and fir, or pine, trees, and 
gold, yea, all the things that he had need of; then Solomon gave Hiram twenty cities in the land of 
Galilee.) 

12 And Hiram went out of Tyre that he should see the cities, which Solomon had given 
to him, and those pleased not him; (And Hiram went out from Tyre to see the cities which 
Solomon had given to him, and they did not please him;) 

13 and he said, Whether these be the cities, which thou, brother, hast given to me? 
And he called those cities the land of Cabul, that is, displeasing, (or that is, The Displeasing 
Land), unto this day. 

14 Also Hiram (had) sent to king Solomon sixscore talents of gold. 

15 This is the rent, which Solomon raised, to build the house of the Lord, and his own 
house, (and the) Millo, and the wall of Jerusalem, and Hazor, and Megiddo, and Gezer. 

16 (For) Pharaoh, king of Egypt, (had) ascended, and took Gezer, and burnt it by fire; 
and he killed (the) Canaanites, that dwelled in the city, and gave it into (a) dower to his 
daughter, the wife of Solomon. (For Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, had gone up, and took Gezer, 
and burned it down; and he killed the Canaanites, who lived in that city, and gave it as a dowry to 
his daughter, Solomon’s wife.) 

17 Therefore Solomon builded Gezer (or And so Solomon rebuilt Gezer), and the lower 
Bethhoron, 

18 and Baalath, and Tadmor in the land of (the) wilderness; 
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19 and he made strong all the towns, that pertained to him, and were without (a) wall, 
and the cities of chariots, and the cities of knights, and whatever thing (it) pleased him 
to build in Jerusalem, and in Lebanon, and in all the land of his power. 

20 (And) Solomon made tributaries unto this day (of) all the people, that (were) left of 
the Amorites, Hittites, and Perizzites, and Hivites, and Jebusites, which be not of the 
sons of Israel, 

21 the sons of these heathen men, that dwelled in the land, that is, which the sons of 
Israel might not destroy. (the sons of these heathen, who continued to live in the land, that is, 
they whom the Israelites did not destroy.) 

22 Soothly king Solomon ordained not any man of the sons of Israel to serve, that is, in 
vile works, and of the fields, but they were men of war, and servants of him, and princes, 
and dukes, and masters of his chariots and horses. (And King Solomon did not let any man 
of the Israelites serve in slavery, or in the fields, but they all were warriors, and his servants, and 
the leaders, and the masters, of his chariots and of his horsemen.) 

23 And five hundred and fifty princes were sovereigns over all the works of Solomon, 
the which princes had the people subject to them, and commanded to [the] works 
ordained (or and were in charge of the ordained works). 

24 And the daughter of Pharaoh went up from the city of David into her house, which 
house Solomon had builded to her (or which house Solomon had built for her); then he 
builded (the) Millo. 

25 Also Solomon offered in three times by all years burnt sacrifices and peaceable 
sacrifices, on the altar which he had builded to the Lord; and he burnt incense before 
the Lord, and the temple was performed. (And three times each year Solomon offered burnt 
sacrifices and peace offerings, on the altar which he had built to the Lord, and he burned incense 
before the Lord. And so the Temple was completed.) 

26 Also king Solomon made a navy in Eziongeber, which is beside Elath, in the brink of 
the Red Sea, in the land of Idumea. (And King Solomon also made a navy in Eziongeber, which 
is beside Elath, on the Gulf of Agaba, in the land of Edom.) 

27 And Hiram sent in that navy his servants, (those who were) shipmen, and knowing of 
the sea, with the servants of Solomon; (And Hiram sent some of his servants, those who were 
shipmen, and knowledgeable about the sea, to be in that navy with Solomon’s servants;) 

28 and when they had come into Ophir, they brought from thence gold of four hundred 
and twenty talents to king Solomon. (and when they had gone to Ophir, they brought back 
gold from there worth four hundred and twenty talents for King Solomon.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 But also the queen of Sheba, when the fame of Solomon was heard, came in the name 
of the Lord to assay him in dark and doubtful questions. (And the queen of Sheba, when she 
heard of Solomon’s fame,regarding his knowledge concerning the name of the Lord, came to test 
him with dark and doubtful questions.) 

2 And she entered with much fellowship and riches into Jerusalem, and with camels 
bearing sweet smelling things, and gold greatly without number, and precious stones; 
and she came to king Solomon, and spake to him all things which she had in her heart. 

3 And Solomon taught her all [the] words which she had put forth; no word was, that 
might be hid from the king, and which he answered not to her. (And Solomon taught her 
all the things that she asked him about; there was nothing that was hid from the king, and which 
he did not answer to her, or share with her.) 

4 And the queen of Sheba saw all the wisdom of Solomon, and the house that he had 
builded, 

5 and the meats of his table (or and the food on his table), and the dwelling places of 
his servants, and the orders of the men serving him, and the clothes of them, and the 
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butlers, and the burnt sacrifices which he offered in the house of the Lord; and she had 
no more spirit. 

6 And she said to the king, The word is true, that I heard in my land, of thy words, and 
of thy wisdom; 

7 and I believed not to men telling to me, till I myself came, and saw with mine eyes, 
and proved that the half part was not told to me; thy wisdom is more and thy works, 
than the fame that I heard. (and I did not believe what they told me, until I came myself, and 
saw with my eyes, and proved that the half part was not told to me; thy wisdom and thy works be 
more than the reports that I have heard.) 

8 Thy men be blessed, and thy servants be blessed, these that stand before thee 
ever[more], (or those who stand before thee forevermore), and hear thy wisdom. 

9 Blessed be thy Lord God, whom thou pleasedest, and hath set thee on the throne 
of Israel; for the Lord loved Israel without end, and hath ordained thee king, that 
thou shouldest do doom and rightfulness (or so that thou can give judgement and show 
uprightness). 

10 Therefore she gave to the king sixscore talents of gold, and full many sweet smelling 
things, and precious stones; so many sweet smelling things were no more brought (or 
there were never brought there again so many sweet smelling things), as those which the queen 
of Sheba gave to king Solomon. 

11 But also the ship(s) of Hiram, that brought gold from Ophir, brought from Ophir full 
many trees of thyine, and precious stones. (And the ships of Hiram, that brought gold from 
Ophir, also brought from Ophir a great deal of thyine wood, and precious stones.) 

12 And king Solomon made of the trees of thyine undersettings of the house of the 
Lord, and of the king’s house, and harps, and citoles to singers; such (fine) trees of thyine 
were not brought (there), neither seen (again), till into this present day. (And King Solomon 
made from the thyine wood undersettings for the House of the Lord, and for the king’s house, and 
harps and lutes for the singers; there was never such fine thyine wood brought there, nor seen 
again, unto this present day.) 

13 Soothly king Solomon gave to the queen of Sheba all things which she would have, 
and asked of him, besides these things which he had given to her by the king’s gift 
willfully; and she turned again, and went into her land with her servants. (And King 
Solomon gave the queen of Sheba everything that she desired, and asked for from him, besides 
those things which he had willingly,or freely, given to her by the king’s gift; and then she returned, 
and went back to her land with her servants.) 

14 Forsooth the weight of gold, that was offered to Solomon by each year, was of six 
hundred and six and sixty talents of gold, 

15 besides that which the men that were on the tollages, that is, (the) rents of things 
borne about in the land, (or that is, the taxes for things borne about in the land), and that (the) 
merchants, and all men selling shields, and that all the kings of Arabia, and the dukes of 
the land, gave. 

16 And king Solomon made two hundred shields of purest gold; he gave six hundred 
shekels of gold into the plates of one shield (or he gave six hundred shekels of gold to make 
the plates for one shield); 

17 and he made three hundred bucklers of proved gold; three hundred talents of gold 
covered one buckler (or three pounds of gold covered one buckler). And the king put those 
bucklers in the house of the forest of Lebanon. 

18 Also king Solomon made a great throne of ivory, and covered it with full fine gold; 

19 and the throne had six degrees; and the highness of the throne was round in the 
hinder part, (or and the throne had six steps; and the top of the throne was round on the back 
part); and twain hands were on this side and on that side, holding the seat, and two lions 
stood beside each hand; 
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20 and twelve little lions standing on [the] six degrees (or and twelve little lions standing 
on the six steps), on this side and on that side; such a work was not made in all realms. 

21 But also all the vessels, of which king Solomon drank, were of gold, and all the 
purtenance of the house of the forest of Lebanon was of purest gold; silver was not (used 
at all), neither it was areckoned of any price in the days of Solomon. 

22 For the ship(s) of the king went once by three years with the ship(s) of Hiram into 
Tharshish, and brought (back) from thence gold, and silver, and teeth of elephants, and 
apes, and peacocks. 

23 Therefore king Solomon was magnified above all [the] kings of [the] earth in riches 
and wisdom. 

24 Andall earth desired to see the cheer of Solomon, to hear the wisdom of him, which 
wisdom God had given in his heart. (And the whole earth desired to come see Solomon’s face, 
to hear his wisdom, whichwisdom God had placed in his heart.) 

25 And all men brought gifts to him, vessels of gold, and of silver, clothes, and armours 
of battle (or and arms, or weapons, of battle), and sweet smelling things, and horses, and 
mules, by each year. 

26 And Solomon gathered together chariots, and horsemen; and a thousand and four 
hundred chariots were made to him, and twelve thousand horsemen; and he disposed 
them by [the] strengthened cities, and with the king in Jerusalem. (And Solomon gathered 
together chariots, and horsemen; and a thousand and four hundred chariots were made for him, 
and he had twelve thousand horsemen; and he stationed them in the fortified cities, and with the 
king himself in Jerusalem.) 

27 And he made, that so great abundance of silver was in Jerusalem, (as) how great was 
also (that) of (the) stones; and he gave the multitude of cedars as (the) sycamores, that 
grow in field places, (or and he made cedars to be like the multitude of sycamores, which grow 
in the fields). 

28 And the horses of Solomon were led out of Egypt, and (out) of Coa; for (the) 
merchants of the king bought them of Coa, and brought them to him, for [the] price 
ordained. (And Solomon’s horses were brought out of Egypt, and out of Coa; for the king’s 
merchants bought them in Coa, and then brought them to him, for the ordained price.) 

29 For a chariot went out of Egypt for six hundred shekels of silver, and an horse for 
an hundred and fifty shekels; and by this manner all the kings of Hittites, and of Syria, 
sold horses. 


CHAPTER 11 

1 Forsooth king Solomon loved burningly many alien women, and the daughter of 
Pharaoh, and women of Moab, and Ammonites, and Idumeans, and Sidonians, and 
Hittites; (And King Solomon burningly loved many foreign women, including the daughter of 
Pharaoh, and women of Moab, and of the Ammonites, and Edomites, and Sidonians, and Hittites;) 

2 of the folks of which the Lord said to the sons of Israel, Ye shall not enter to those 
folks, neither any of them shall enter to you; for most certainly they shall turn away 
your hearts, that ye follow the gods of them. And so king Solomon was coupled to these 
women, by most burning love, (or But King Solomon was coupled to these women with a most 
burning love). 

3 And wives as queens were seven hundred to him, and three hundred secondary 
wives; and the women turned away his heart. 

4 And when he was then eld, his heart was depraved by women, that he followed alien 
gods, (or And then when he was old, his heart was so depraved by these women, that he followed 
other gods); and his heart was not perfect with his Lord God, as the heart of David, his 
father, was perfect. 

5 But Solomon worshipped Astarte, the goddess of Sidonians, and Chemosh, the god 
of Moabites, and Moloch, the idol of Ammonites; (For Solomon worshipped Ashtoreth, the 
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goddess of the Sidonians, and Chemosh, the god of the Moabites, and Molech, or Milcom, the god 
of the Ammonites;) 

6 and Solomon did that, that pleased not before the Lord, and he full-filled not that he 
followed the Lord, as David, his father. (and Solomon did what did not please the Lord, and he 
did not follow fully after the Lord, as his father David did.) 

7 Then Solomon builded a temple to Chemosh, the idol of Moab, in the hill which is 
(over) against Jerusalem, and to Moloch, the idol of the sons of Ammon. (Then on the 
hill that is east of Jerusalem, Solomon built a temple for Chemosh, the false god of Moab, and for 
Molech, or Milcom, the false god of the Ammonites.) 

8 And by this manner he did to all his alien wives, the which burnt incenses, and 
offered to their gods. (And so in this manner he did for all his foreign wives, who burned incense, 
and offered to their gods.) 

° Therefore the Lord was wroth to Solomon, for his soul was turned away from the 
Lord God of Israel; that appeared to him the second time, (And so the Lord was angry with 
Solomon; for his soul was turned away from the Lord God of Israel, who had appeared to him twice,) 

10 and [had] commanded of this word, that he should not follow alien gods; and he kept 
not those things, which the Lord commanded to him. (and had commanded this thing, that 
he should not follow other gods; but he did not obey those things, which the Lord had commanded 
to him.) 

11 Therefore the Lord said to Solomon, For thou haddest this thing with thee, and 
keptest not my covenant, and my behests, which I commanded to thee, I shall break, and 
I shall part thy realm, and I shall give it to thy servant. (And so the Lord said to Solomon, 
For thou hast done this thing, and did not keep my covenant, and obey my commands, which I 
commanded to thee, I shall break up, and I shall divide thy kingdom, and I shall give it to thy 
servant.) 

12 Nevertheless I shall not do (it) in thy days, for David, thy father (or for the sake of thy 
father David); 1 shall cut it (off) from the hand of thy son; 

13 neither I shall do away all the realm, but I shall give one lineage to thy son, for 
David, my servant, and for Jerusalem, which I chose. (nor shall I take away all the kingdom, 
but I shall give one tribe to thy son, for the sake of my servant David, and for Jerusalem, which I 
have chosen.) 

14 Forsooth the Lord raised to Solomon an adversary, Hadad (the) Idumean, of the 
king’s seed, that was in Edom. (And the Lord raised up an adversary to Solomon, Hadad the 
Edomite, of the king’s descendants, who was in Edom, or Idumea.) 

15 For when David was in Idumea, and Joab, the prince of his chivalry, had gone up to 
bury them that were slain, and he had slain each male kind in Idumea; (For when David 
was in Edom, Joab, the leader of his cavalry, or of his army, had gone to bury those who were killed, 
after that he had killed each male in Edom;) 

16 for Joab, and all Israel, dwelled there by six months, till they had killed each male 
kind in Idumea; (for Joab, and all Israel, stayed there for six months, until they had killed each 
male in Edom;) 

17 Hadad himself fled, and (some) men of Idumea, of the servants of his father, with 
him, that he should enter into Egypt; soothly Hadad was a little child. (and Hadad himself 
had fled, with some Edomites, some of his father’s servants, so that he could escape to Egypt; for 
Hadad was still a young boy.) 

18 And when they had risen from Midian, they came into Paran; and they took with 
them men of Paran, and entered into Egypt, to Pharaoh, king of Egypt; and Pharaoh gave 
an house to him, and ordained to him meats, and assigned to him land. (And after they had 
left Midian, they came to Paran; and they took with them men from Paran, and then went to Egypt, 
unto Pharaoh, the king of Egypt; and Pharaoh gave him a house, and ordained him sustenance, 
and assigned him some land.) 
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19 And Hadad found grace before Pharaoh greatly, in so much that Pharaoh gave to 
him a wife, the sister of his wife, (that is), the sister of the queen, (the sister) of Tahpenes. 
(And Hadad found much favour before Pharaoh, so much so that Pharaoh eventually gave him a 
wife, his own wife’s sister, that is, the sister of Queen Tahpenes.) 

20 And the sister of Tahpenes engendered to him a son, Genubath; and Tahpenes 
nursed him in the house of Pharaoh; and Genubath dwelled before Pharaoh (or and 
Genubath lived with Pharaoh), with the sons of Pharaoh. 

21 And when Hadad had heard in Egypt, that David slept with his fathers, and that 
Joab, the prince of (the) chivalry, was dead, he said to Pharaoh, Suffer thou me, that I go 
into my land. (And when Hadad had heard in Egypt, that David slept with his forefathers, that 
is, that he had died, and that Joab, the leader of the cavalry, or of the army, had also died, he said 
to Pharaoh, Allow me to go back to my own land.) 

22 And Pharaoh said to him, And of what thing hast thou need with me, that thou 
seekest to go to thy land? And he answered, Of nothing; but I beseech thee, that thou 
deliver me/that thou let me go. (And Pharaoh said to him, And what thing hast thou still need 
of from me, that thou now seekest to go back to thy own land to get? And he answered, Nothing; 
but I beseech thee, that thou let me go.) 

23 And God raised (up) another adversary to Solomon, Rezon, the son of Eliadah, that 
fled Hadadezer, king of Zobah, his lord, (or who fled from Hadadezer, the king of Zobah, his 
lord); 

24 and [he] gathered men against him, and was made the prince of thieves, when David 
killed them (of Zobah); and they went to Damascus, and dwelled there (or and stayed there); 
and they made him king in Damascus. 

25 And he was [an] adversary of Israel in all the days of Solomon; and this is (besides) 
the evil of Hadad, and his hatred against Israel; and he reigned in Syria. (And he was an 
adversary of Israel in all the days of Solomon, besides the evil that Hadad did; and he hated Israel, 
and he reigned upon Syria.) 

26 (And) Also Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, of Ephraim of Zereda, the servant of 
Solomon, of which Jeroboam, a woman widow (or a widow woman), Zeruah by name, was 
(his) mother, he (also) raised (up) his hand against the king. 

27 And this was [the] cause of (his) rebelty against the king; for Solomon builded Millo, 
and made even the swallow of the city of David, his father. (And this was the story of his 
rebellion against the king; it happened when Solomon had built the Millo, and closed the breach 
in the wall of the City of David, his father.) 

28 Forsooth Jeroboam was a mighty man and strong; and Solomon saw the young 
waxing man (to be) of good kindred, and witting in things to be done, and Solomon made 
him prefect, either sovereign, upon the tributes of all the house of Joseph. (And Jeroboam 
was a strong and mighty man; and Solomon saw that the young man was from a good family, and 
knowing how to do things, and so Solomon made him prefect, or the ruler, over all the taxes, or all 
the levies, in the house, or the territory, of the tribe of Joseph.) 

29 Therefore it was done in that time, that Jeroboam went out of Jerusalem; and Ahijah 
of Shiloh, a prophet, covered with a new mantle, found him in the way (or met him on the 
way); and they twain were alone in the field. 

30 And Ahijah took his new mantle, with which he was covered, and he cut it into 
twelve parts; 

31 and said to Jeroboam, Take to thee ten cuttings of the mantle; for the Lord God of 
Israel saith these things, Lo! I shall cut (off) the realm from the hand of Solomon, and I 
shall give to thee ten lineages (or and I shall give ten tribes to thee); 

32 but one lineage shall dwell to him, for David, my servant, and for Jerusalem, the city 
which I chose of all the lineages of Israel; (but one tribe shall stay with him, for the sake of 


3717 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 11:33 286 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 12:4 


my servant David, and for the sake of Jerusalem, the city which I have chosen out of all the tribes 
of Israel;) 

33 this cutting of the realm shall be; for Solomon forsook me, and worshipped Astarte, 
the goddess of Sidonians, and Chemosh, the god of Moab, and Moloch, the god of the 
sons of Ammon; and [he] went not in my ways, that he did rightwiseness before me, 
and my behests, and my dooms, as David, his father, did. (this breaking of his kingdom 
shall be, because Solomon deserted me, and worshipped Ashtoreth, the goddess of the Sidonians, 
and Chemosh, the god of the Moabites, and Molech, or Milcom, the god of the Ammonites; and 
he went not in my ways, so that he did what was right before me, and followed my laws, and my 
judgements, like his father David did.) 

34 And I shall not take away all the realm from his hand, but I shall put him duke in 
all the days of his life, for David, my servant, whom I chose, which kept my behests, and 
my commandments. (And I shall not take away the whole kingdom from him, but I shall keep 
him as the leader in all the days of his life, for the sake of my servant David, whom I chose, who 
obeyed my laws, and my commandments.) 

35 Soothly I shall take away the realm from the hand of his son, and I shall give [the] 
ten lineages to thee; 

36 forsooth I shall give one lineage to his son, that a lantern dwell to David, my servant, 
(or so that a light, or a flame, shall remain for my servant David), in all days before me in 
Jerusalem, the city which I chose, that my name should be there. 

37 Forsooth I shall take thee, and thou shalt reign on all things which thy soul desireth, 
and thou shalt be king upon Israel. 

38 Therefore if thou shalt hear all things which I shall command to thee, and if thou 
shalt go in my ways, and if thou shalt do that, that is rightful before me, and if thou shalt 
keep my commandments, and my behests, as David, my servant, did, I shall be with thee, 
and I shall build a faithful house to thee, as I builded an house to David, and I shall give 
Israel to thee; (And so if thou shalt obey all the things which I shall command to thee, and if 
thou shalt go in my ways, and if thou shalt do what is right before me, and if thou shalt obey my 
commandments, and my laws, as my servant David did, I shall be with thee, and I shall build thee 
a steadfast house, like I built a house for David, and I shall give Israel to thee;) 

39 and I shall torment the seed of David on this thing, nevertheless not in all days. (and 
I shall torment David’s descendants because of this, but not forever.) 

40 Therefore Solomon would slay Jeroboam, which rose (or who rose up), and fled into 
Egypt, to Shishak, king of Egypt; and he was in Egypt unto the death of Solomon. 

41 Forsooth the residue of the words of Solomon, and all things which he did, and his 
wisdom, lo! all those things be written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of Solomon. 

42 And the days in which Solomon reigned in Jerusalem upon all Israel, be forty years. 

43 And Solomon slept with his fathers, and was buried in the city of David, his father; 
and Rehoboam, his son, reigned for him. 


CHAPTER 12 


1 Forsooth Rehoboam came into Shechem; for all Israel was gathered thither to make 
him king. 

2 And soothly Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, when he was yet in Egypt, and fled from 
the face of king Solomon, turned again from Egypt, for the death of Solomon was heard; 
(And Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, when he was still in Egypt, where he had fled from King Solomon, 
heard of Solomon’s death, and returned from Egypt;) 

3 and they sent, and called him. Therefore Jeroboam came, and all the multitude of 
Israel, and they spake to Rehoboam, and said, 

4 Thy father putted the most hard yoke upon us, therefore abate thou a little now of 
the hardest commandment of thy father, and of the full grievous yoke that he hath put 
upon us, and we shall serve to thee. (Thy father put the hardest yoke upon us, but now, if thou 
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abate a little thy father’s hardest commands, and the most grievous yoke that he hath put upon 
us, then we shall serve thee.) 

5 And Rehoboam said to them, Go ye till to the third day, and turn ye again to me, (or 
Go ye away until the third day, and then return ye here). And when the people had gone, 

6 king Rehoboam took counsel with the elder men, that stood before Solomon, his 
father, while he lived yet (or while yet he lived); and Rehoboam said, What counsel give ye 
to me, that I answer to the people? 

7 Which said to him, If thou obeyest today to this people, and servest this people, and 
givest stead to their asking, and speakest to them light, or easy, words, they shall be 
servants to thee in all days (or they shall be thy servants forevermore). 

8 And Rehoboam forsook the counsel of [the] eld men, which they gave to him, and 
took (counsel with the) young men, that were nourished with him, and stood nigh [to] 
him; (But Rehoboam forsook the elders? counsel, which they gave him, and sought counsel with 
the young men, who grew up with him, and stood close to him;) 

9 and he said to them, What counsel give ye to me, that I answer to this people, that 
said to me, Make thou easier the yoke that thy father hath put upon us? 

10 And the young men, that were nourished with him (or who grew up with him), said 
to him, Thus speak thou to this people, that spake to thee, and said, Thy father made 
grievous our yoke, relieve thou us; thus thou shalt speak to them, My least finger is 
greater than the back of my father; 

11 and now (though) my father putted on youa grievous yoke, forsooth I shall add on(to) 
your yoke (or but I shall add to your yoke); my father beat you with scourges, but I shall beat 
you with scorpions”. 

12 Therefore Jeroboam, and all the people, came to Rehoboam, in the third day, as the 
king spake, saying, Turn ye again to me in the third day (or Come ye back to me in three 
days). 

13 And the king answered hard things to the people, while the counsel of [the] elder 
men was forsaken, that they had given to him; 

14 and he spake to them by the counsel of [the] young men, and said, My father made 
grievous your yoke, forsooth I shall add to your yoke; my father beat you with scourges, 
but I shall beat you with scorpions. 

15 And the king assented not to the people, for the Lord had turned him away, that the 
Lord should raise up his word, that he had spoken in the hand of the prophet Ahijah of 
Shiloh to Jeroboam, the son of Nebat. (And the king assented not to the people, for the Lord 
had turned him away from them, so that the Lord could raise up his word, which he had spoken 
by the prophet Ahijah of Shiloh to Jeroboam, the son of Nebat.) 

16 Then the people saw, that the king would not hear them, and the people answered 
to the king, and said, What part is to us in David, either what heritage in the son of Jesse? 
Israel, turn thou again into thy tabernacles; now, David, see thou (to) thine house. And 
Israel went into his tabernacles. (Then the people saw that the king would not listen to them, 
and the people answered to the king, and said, What part is for us with David, or what inheritance 
with the son of Jesse? Israel, return thou to thy homes; and David, see thou to thy own house. And 
the people of Israel went back to their homes.) 

17 Forsooth Rehoboam reigned on the sons of Israel, which dwelled in the cities of 
Judah. (And so Rehoboam reigned only upon those Israelites, who lived in the cities of Judah.) 

18 Therefore king Rehoboam sent Adoram, that was on the tributes; and all the people 
of Israel stoned him, and he was dead, (or And so King Rehoboam sent out Adoram, who was 
over the taxes, or the levies; and all the people of Israel stoned him, and he died). Forsooth king 
Rehoboam went up hastily upon his chariot, and fled into Jerusalem; 





* CHAPTER 12:11 That is, a kind of (the) hardest scourge, that hath knots of lead, either of iron, in the end of cords 
(or on the end of the cords). 
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19 and Israel departed from the house of David, till into this present day. (and so Israel, 
that is, the Northern Kingdom, hast been in rebellion against the house of David, unto this present 
day.) 

20 Forsooth it was done, when all Israel had heard that Jeroboam [was] turned again, 
they sent, and called him, when the company was gathered together, and they made him 
king upon all Israel; and no man followed the house of David, except the lineage alone 
of Judah. (And so it was done, when all Israel had heard that Jeroboam had returned, they sent 
for him, and when the people were gathered together, they made him king upon all Israel; and no 
man followed the house of David, except the tribe of Judah.) 

21 And Rehoboam came to Jerusalem, and gathered together all the house of Judah, 
and the lineage of Benjamin, an hundred and fourscore thousand of chosen men and 
warriors, that they should fight against the house of Israel, and should bring again the 
realm to Rehoboam, the son of Solomon, (or to fight against the house of Israel, and bring 
back the kingdom to Rehoboam, the son of Solomon). 

22 Forsooth the word of God was made to Shemaiah, the man of God, and said, 

23 Speak thou to Rehoboam, the son of Solomon, king of Judah, and to all the house of 
Judah and of Benjamin, and to the residue of the people, and say thou, 

24 The Lord saith these things, Ye shall not go up, neither ye shall fight against your 
brethren, the sons of Israel; turn each man again into his house, for this word is done of 
me, (or every man return to his house, for this word is from me). (And) They heard the word of 
the Lord, and they turned again from the journey, as the Lord commanded to them. 

25 And Jeroboam builded Shechem, in the hill of Ephraim, and dwelled there, (or Then 
Jeroboam built Shechem, in the hill country of Ephraim, and lived there); and he went out from 
thence, and builded Penuel. 

26 And Jeroboam said in his heart, Now the realm shall turn again to the house of David, 
(And Jeroboam said in his heart, Even now the kingdom shall return to the house of David,) 

27 if this people ascendeth to Jerusalem, that it make sacrifice in the house of the Lord 
in Jerusalem; and then the heart of this people shall turn again to their lord, Rehoboam, 
king of Judah; and they shall slay me, and shall turn again to him. (if these people goeth up 
to Jerusalem, to make sacrifice in the House of the Lord in Jerusalem; for then the heart of these 
people shall return to their lord, Rehoboam, the king of Judah; and they shall kill me, and they 
shall return to him.) 

28 And by counsel thought out, Jeroboam made twain golden calves, and he said to the 
people, Do not ye ascend more into Jerusalem; Israel, lo! thy gods, that led thee out of 
the land of Egypt. (And so, by counsel carefully thought out, Jeroboam made two gold calves, 
and he said to the people, Do not ye go up to Jerusalem any more; Israel, behold! thy gods, that led 
thee out of the land of Egypt.) 

29 And he set one calf in Bethel, and the tother in Dan. 

30 And this word was made to Israel into sin; for the people went into Dan, to worship 
the calf. (And this thing became a sin in Israel; and some people went all the way up to Dan to 
worship the calf there.) 

31 And Jeroboam made temples in high places (or And Jeroboam made temples at the hill 
shrines), and he made priests (out) of the last men of the people, the which were not of 
the sons of Levi. 

32 And the king ordained a solemn day in the eighth month, in the fifteen day of the 
month, by [the] likeness of the solemnity that was hallowed in Judah. And the king went 
up, and made in like manner an altar in Bethel, that he should offer to the calves, which 
he had made; and he ordained in Bethel priests of the high places, which he had made. 
(And the king ordained a feast in the eighth month, on the fifteen day of the month, like the feast 
that was kept in Judah. And the king went up to Bethel, and offered on the altar that he had made 
to the calves, which he had made; and he ordered the priests of the hill shrines, to serve at the altar 
in Bethel, which he had made.) 
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33 And he went up upon the altar, which he had builded in Bethel, in the fifteenth day 
of the eighth month, which he had feigned of his heart; and he made a solemnity to the 
sons of Israel, and he went upon the altar, that he should burn incense. (And so he went up 
to the altar, which he had built in Bethel, on the fifteenth day of the eighth month, which month 
he had chosen out of his own heart; and he made a feast for the sons of Israel, and he went up to 
the altar, so that he could burn incense on it.) 


CHAPTER 13 

1 And lo! a man of God came from Judah, by the word of the Lord, into Bethel, 
while Jeroboam stood upon the altar, casting incense, (or while Jeroboam stood by the altar, 
throwing incense). 

2 And he cried out against the altar, by the word of the Lord, and said, Altar! altar! the 
Lord saith these things, Lo! a son, Josiah by name, shall be born to the house of David; 
and he shall offer upon thee the priests of (the) high things, the which burn now incense 
in thee, and he shall burn the bones of men upon thee, (or and he shall offer upon thee the 
priests of the hill shrines, who now burn incense upon thee, and he shall burn men’s bones upon 
thee). 

3 And he gave a sign in that day, and said, This shall be the sign that the Lord spake, 
Lo! the altar shall be cut, and the ash which is therein, shall be shed out. (And he gave 
a sign on that day, and said, This shall be the sign that the Lord spoke, Behold! the altar shall be 
split open, and the ashes that are upon it, shall be poured out.) 

4 And when the king had heard the word of the man of God, which he had cried against 
the altar in Bethel, the king held forth his hand from the altar, and said, Take ye him. And 
his hand dried (up), which he had held forth, and he might not draw it again to himself. 

5 Also the altar was cut, and the ash was shed out of the altar, by the sign which the 
man of God before-said, in the word of the Lord. (And the altar was split open, and the ashes 
were poured out of the altar, by the sign which the man of God had foretold, by the word of the 
Lord.) 

6 And the king said to the man of God, Beseech thou (before) the face of the Lord thy 
God, and pray thou for me, that mine hand be restored to me. And the man of God prayed 
(before) the face of the Lord; and the hand of the king turned again to him (or and the king’s 
hand was restored to him), and it was made as it was before. 

7 And the king spake to the man of God, (and said), Come thou home with me, that thou 
eat, and I shall give gifts to thee. 

8 And the man of God said to the king, Though thou shalt give to me the half part of 
thine house, I shall not come with thee, neither I shall eat bread, neither I shall drink 
water in this place. 

9 for so it was commanded to me by the word of the Lord, commanding, Thou shalt 
not eat bread, neither thou shalt drink water, neither thou shalt turn again by the way 
by which thou camest. 

10 Therefore he went by another way, and turned not again by the way, by which he 
came into Bethel. 

11 Forsooth an eld prophet dwelled then in Bethel, to whom his sons came, and told to 
him all the works which the man of God had done in that day in Bethel; and they [also] 
told to their father the words which he spake to the king. 

12 And the father of them said to them, By what way went he? His sons showed to him 
the way, by which the man of God went, that came from Judah (or who came from Judah). 

13 And he said to his sons, Saddle ye an ass to me. And when they had saddled the ass, 
he went up, (And he said to his sons, Saddle ye up a donkey for me. And when they had saddled 
up the donkey, he rode on it,) 
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14 and went after the man of God, and found him sitting under a terebinth. And he 
said to the man of God, Whether thou art the man of God, that camest from Judah? He 
answered, I am. 

15 And he said to him, Come thou with me home, that thou eat bread. (And he said to 
him, Come thou home with me, so that thou can eat some bread.) 

16 And he said, I may not turn again (or I cannot return), neither come with thee, neither 
I shall eat bread, neither I shall drink water in this place; 

17 for the Lord spake to me in the word of the Lord (or for the Lord spoke to me by the 
word of the Lord), and said, Thou shalt not eat bread, and thou shalt not drink water there, 
neither thou shalt turn again by the way by which thou wentest thither. 

18 And he said to him, AndI am a prophet like thee; and an angel spake to me by the 
word of the Lord, and said, Lead again him into thine house, that he eat bread, and drink 
water, (or Bring him back to thy house, so that he can eat some food, and drink some water). (But) 
He deceived the man of God, 

19 and brought him(back) again with him. Therefore he ate bread in his house, and 
drank water. 

20 And when he sat at the table, the word of the Lord was made to the prophet” that 
brought him (back) again; 

21 and he cried [out] to the man of God that came from Judah, and said, The Lord 
saith these things, For thou obeyedest not to the mouth of the Lord, and keptest not the 
commandment which thy Lord God commanded to thee, 

22 and thou turnedest (back) again, and atest bread, and drankest water in the place in 


which I commanded to thee, that thou shouldest not eat bread, neither shouldest drink 
water, thy dead body shall not be borne into the sepulchre of thy fathers. 


23 And when he had eaten and drunk, the prophet, whom he had brought again, 
saddled his ass. (And when he had eaten and drank, the prophet, whom he had brought back, 
saddled up his donkey.) 

24 And when he had gone forth, a lion found him in the way, and killed him. And his 
dead body was cast forth in the way; soothly the ass stood beside him, and the lion also 
stood beside the dead body. (And when he had gone forth, a lion found him on the way, and 
killed him. And his dead body was thrown down on the way; and the donkey stood beside him, 
and the lion also stood beside his dead body.) 

25 And lo! men passing saw the dead body cast forth in the way, (or And behold! men 
passing by saw the dead body thrown down on the way), and the lion standing beside the dead 
body; and they came, and published it in the city, in which the eld prophet dwelled. 

26 And when that prophet, that brought him (back) again from the way, had heard 


this, he said, It is the man of God, that was unobedient to the mouth of God; and the 
Lord betook him to the lion, that hath broken him, and killed him, by the word of the 


Lord which he spake to him. 

27 And he said to his sons, Saddle ye an ass to me (or Saddle ye up a donkey for me). And 
when they had saddled (it up), 

28 and he had gone, he found his dead body cast forth in the way, and the ass and the 
lion standing beside the dead body; and the lion ate not the dead body, neither hurted 
the ass. (and he had gone there, he found his dead body thrown down on the way, and the donkey 
and the lion standing beside the dead body; and the lion had not eaten the dead body, nor had 
hurt the donkey.) 

29 Therefore the prophet took the dead body of the man of God, and put it on the 
ass; and he turned again, and brought it into the city of the eld prophet, that he should 
bewail him. (And so the prophet took the dead body of the man of God, and put it on his donkey; 





* 
CHAPTER 13:20 (The) revelation of prophesy is given sometime to evil men, as to Balaam, in (the) 22nd Chapter 
ofNumbers. 
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and then the old prophet returned, and brought the body back to the city, so that he could bewail, 
or mourn, him.) 

30 And he put his dead body in his (own) sepulchre, and they bewailed him, and said, 
Alas! alas! my brother! 

31 And when they had bewailed him, he said to his sons, When I shall be dead (or When 
Ishall die), bury me in the sepulchre, in which the man of God is buried; put ye my bones 
beside his bones. 

32 For soothly the word shall come, which he before-said in the word of the Lord, 
against the altar that is in Bethel, and against all the temples of [the] high places, which 
be in the cities of Samaria. (For truly the word shall come to pass, which he foretold by the word 
of the Lord, against the altar that is in Bethel, and against all the temples of the hill shrines, which 
be in the cities of Samaria.) 

33 After these words Jeroboam turned not again from his worst way, but on the 
contrary, of the last of the people he made priests of (the) high places; whoever would, 
[he] fulfilled his hand, and he was made [a] priest of (the) high places. (And after this thing 
Jeroboam turned not away from his worst ways, but on the contrary, he made priests for the hill 
shrines from the lowest people; yea, whoever desired it, he consecrated him, and he was made a 
priest of the hill shrines.) 

34 And for this cause the house of Jeroboam sinned, and it was destroyed, and done 
away from the face of the earth. 


CHAPTER 14 

1 In that time Abijah, (the) son of Jeroboam, was sick. 

2 And Jeroboam said to his wife, Rise thou up, and change clothing, that thou be not 
known, that thou art the wife of Jeroboam; and go thou into Shiloh, where Ahijah, the 
prophet, is, which spake to me, that I should reign upon this people. (And Jeroboam said 
to his wife, Rise thou up, and change your clothes, so that thou shalt not be known, that thou art 
Jeroboam’s wife; and go thou to Shiloh, where the prophet Ahijah is, who spoke to me, and said 
that I would reign upon this people.) 

3 Also take thou in thine hand ten loaves, and a cake, and a vessel of honey, and go 
thou to him; for he shall show to thee, what shall befall to this child. 

4 The wife of Jeroboam did as he said, and she rose up, and went into Shiloh, and came 
into the house of Ahijah; and Ahijah might not see, for his eyes dimmed for eld (age). 
(And Jeroboam’s wife did as he said, and she rose up, and went to Shiloh, and came to Ahijah’s 
house; and Ahijah could not see, for his eyes had dimmed because of old age.) 

5 Forsooth the Lord said to Ahijah, Lo! the wife of Jeroboam entereth, that she counsel 
(with) thee on her son, which is sick (or who is sick); thou shalt speak these and these things 
to her. ae when she had entered, and had feigned herself to be that (which) she 
was not, 

6 Ahijah heard the sound of the feet of her entering by the door, and he said, Enter 
thou, the wife of Jeroboam; why feignest thou thee to be another? Forsooth I am sent 
(to be) an hard messenger, that is, (one) telling hard things, to thee, (or For I am sent with a 
hard message for thee). 

7 Go thou, and say to Jeroboam, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, For I 
enhanced thee from the midst of the people, and I gave thee (to be) duke on my people 
Israel (or and I made thee the leader of my people Israel), 

8 and I cutted the realm of the house of David, and I gave it to thee, and (yet) thou were 
not as my servant David, that kept my behests, and followed me in all his heart, and did 
that that was pleasant in my sight; (and I cut away the kingdom from the house of David, and 
I gave it to thee, and yet thou were not like my servant David, who obeyed my commands, and 
followed me with all his heart, and did what was pleasing in my sight;) 
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9 but thou hast wrought evil, over all men that were before thee, and madest to thee 
alien gods, and welled those together, that thou shouldest excite me/thou shouldest 
stir me to wrathfulness, soothly thou hast cast forth me behind thy back. (but thou hast 
brought forth evil, more than all the men who were before thee, and madest other gods for thyself, 
and welded those together, so that thou shouldest stir me to anger, truly thou hast thrown me 
behind thy back.) 

10 Therefore lo! I shall bring in evils upon the house of Jeroboam, and I shall smite the 
house of Jeroboam unto a pisser to the wall, and unto him that is imprisoned, and the 
last in Israel, (or and I shall strike down the house of Jeroboam unto a pisser on the wall, and unto 
him who is imprisoned, and the last in Israel); and I shall cleanse the relics, or remnants, of 
the house of Jeroboam, as dung is wont to be cleansed unto purity, either cleanness”; 

11 soothly dogs shall eat them, that shall die of the house of Jeroboam in the city; and 
birds of the air shall devour them, that shall die in the field; for the Lord spake. (truly 
the dogs shall eat those of the house of Jeroboam who shall die in the city; and the birds of the air 
shall devour those who shall die in the field; for the Lord hath spoken.) 

12 Therefore rise thou, and go into thine house; and in that entering of thy feet into 
the city, the child shall die. (And so rise thou up, and go to thy house; and with the entry of thy 
feet into the city, the child shall die.) 

13 And all Israel shall bewail him, and shall bury him; for this child alone of Jeroboam 
shall be borne into the sepulchre, for a good word is found on him of the Lord God of 
Israel, in (all) the house of Jeroboam. (And all Israel shall bewail, or mourn, him, and shall 
bury him; for only this child of Jeroboam shall have a proper burial, because only in him is there 
found any good toward the Lord God of Israel, in all the house of Jeroboam.) 

14 Forsooth the Lord shall ordain to him(self) a king upon Israel, that shall smite the 
house of Jeroboam, in this day, and in this time, that is, of nigh; (And the Lord shall ordain 
for himself a king upon Israel, who shall strike the house of Jeroboam, on this day, and at this time, 
that is, very soon;) 

15 and the Lord God of Israel shall smite, as a reed in the water is wont to be moved; 
and he shall draw out Israel from this good land, which he gave to their fathers, and 
he shall winnow them over the flood, for they made to them maumet woods, that they 
should stir the Lord to ire. (and the Lord God shall strike Israel, like a reed in the water is wont 
to be shaken; and he shall pull Israel out of this good land, which he gave to their forefathers, and 
he shall scatter them beyond the Euphrates River, for they made for themselves sacred groves, and 
poles, and stirred the Lord to anger.) 

16 And the Lord God shall betake Israel to his enemies, for the sins of Jeroboam, that 
sinned, and made Israel to do sin. (And the Lord God shall abandon Israel, for the sins of 
Jeroboam, who sinned, and made Israel to do sin.) 

17 Therefore the wife of Jeroboam rose (up), and went (away), and came into Tirzah; 
a she entered into the threshold of the house, the child was dead (or the child 

ied). 

18 And they buried him; and all Israel bewailed him, by the word of the Lord, which 
he spake in the hand of his servant, Ahijah the prophet, (or which he spoke by his servant, 
the prophet Ahijah). 

19 Forsooth, lo! the residue of the words of Jeroboam, how he fought, and how he 
reigned, be written in the book of [the] words of the days of [the] kings of Israel. 

20 Forsooth the days, in which Jeroboam reigned, be two and twenty years; and 
Jeroboam slept with his fathers, and Nadab, his son, reigned for him. 

21 Forsooth Rehoboam, the son of Solomon, reigned in Judah; Rehoboam was of one 
and forty years, when he began to reign, and he reigned seventeen years in Jerusalem, 
the city which the Lord chose of all the lineages of Israel (or the city which the Lord chose 





* 
CHAPTER 14:10 (That is), dung is not cleansed in itself, but the place in which the dung is, is cleansed, when the 
dung is cast out. 
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out of all the tribes of Israel), that he should set his name there. And the name of his mother 
was Naamah (the) Ammonite. 

22 And Judah did evil before the Lord, and they stirred him to ire on all things, which 
their fathers did in their sins, by which they sinned. (And the people of Judah did evil before 
the Lord, and they stirred him to anger with their sins which they sinned, more than all the things 
that their forefathers had done.) 


23 For also they builded to themselves altars, and images, and woods, (or For they also 
built altars for themselves, and poles, and sacred groves), on each high hill, and under each 
tree full of boughs. 


24 But also men of women’s conditions/womanish men were in the land, and they 
did all the abominations of heathen men, which the Lord all-brake before the face of the 
sons of Israel. (And also male and female whores were in the land, serving at the hill shrines, and 
they did all the abominations of the heathen, whom the Lord had cast out before the Israelites.) 

25 Forsooth in the fifth year of the realm of Rehoboam (or Now in the fifth year of 
Rehoboam’s reign), Shishak, the king of Egypt, went up into Jerusalem; 

26 and he took the treasures of the house of the Lord, and the king’s treasures, and he 
ravished all things; also he ravished the golden shields which Solomon made. (and he 
took away the treasures of the House of the Lord, and the king’s treasures, and he took everything 
that he could get his hands on; and he also took away the gold shields which Solomon had made.) 

27 For which king Rehoboam made brazen shields, and gave those in(to) the hands 
of [the] dukes of (the) shield-makers, and of them that watched before the door of the 
house of the king. (And King Rehoboam replaced them with bronze shields, and gave them to 
the officers who guarded the door of the house of the king.) 

28 And when the king entered into the house of the Lord, they that had office to go 
before (or they who had the duty to go before him), bare those, and (then) they bare those 
again to the place of armour of [the] shield-makers. 

29 Forsooth, lo! the residue of the words of Rehoboam, and all things which he did, be 
written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of [the] kings of Judah. 


30 And battle was betwixt Rehoboam and Jeroboam, in all (their) days. 
31 And Rehoboam slept with his fathers, and was buried with them in the city of David. 


And the name of his mother was Naamah (the) Ammonite; and Abijam, his son, reigned 
for him. 


CHAPTER 15 


1 Therefore in the eighteenth year of the realm of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, Abijam 
reigned upon Judah. (And so in the eighteenth year of the reign of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, 
Abijam began to reign upon Judah.) 


2 Three years he reigned in Jerusalem (or He reigned for three years in Jerusalem); the 
name of his mother was Maachah, the daughter of Abishalom. 


3 And he went in all the sins of his father, which he did before him; and his heart was 
not perfect with his Lord God, as the heart of David, his father, was perfect. 

4 But for David, his Lord God gave to him a lantern in Jerusalem, that he should raise 
(up) his son after him, and that he should stand in Jerusalem; (But for David’s sake, the Lord 
his God gave him a light,or a flame, in Jerusalem, so that he would raise up his son after him, and 
keep Jerusalem secure;) 


5 for David had done rightfulness in the eyes of the Lord, and had not bowed [away] 
from all things that the Lord had commanded to him, in all the days of his life, except 
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the word of Uriah (the) Hittite”. (for David had done what was right in the eyes of the Lord, 
and had not turned away from all the things that the Lord had commanded to him, in all the days 
of his life, except in the matter of Uriah the Hittite.) 

6 Nevertheless battle was betwixt Abijam and Jeroboam, in all the time of his life. (And 
there was always battle between Rehoboam and Jeroboam, in all the time of Abijam’s life.) 

7 Soothly the residue of the words of Abijam, and all things that he did, whether 
these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings of Judah? And 
battle was betwixt Abijam and Jeroboam (or And there was always battle between Abijam and 
Jeroboam). 

8 And Abijam slept with his fathers; and they buried him in the city of David; and Asa, 
his son, reigned for him. 

9 And Asa, king of Judah, reigned in the twentieth year of Jeroboam, king of Israel; 
(And Asa, the king of Judah, began to reign in the twentieth year of Jeroboam, the king of Israel;) 

10 and Asa reigned one and forty years in Jerusalem. The name of his (grand)mother 
was Maachah, the daughter of Abishalom. 

11 And Asa did rightfulness in the sight of the Lord, as David, his father, did; 

12 and he took away from the land men of women’s conditions, and he purged all the 
filths of idols, which his fathers (had) made. 

13 Furthermore and he removed Maachah, his (grand)mother, that she should not be 
princess in the solemn things of the idol Priapus, and in his maumet wood that she had 
hallowed; and he destroyed the den of him, and he brake the foulest simulacrum, and 
burnt it in the strand of Kidron; (And furthermore he removed Maachah, his grandmother, so 
that she would no longer be the queen mother, for she had erected an idol of Priapus in a grove, 
and worshipped it, or for she had made an obscene idol for the worship of Asherah; and he broke 
up, and destroyed, that most foul idol, and burned it by the Kidron Stream or and burned it in the 
Kidron Gorge;) 

14 soothly he did not (do) away the high thingst (or but he did not do away the hill shrines); 
nevertheless the heart of Asa was perfect with his Lord God, in all his days. 

15 And he brought into the house of the Lord those things, which his father had 
hallowed, and avowed, (the) silver, and gold, and vessels. 

16 Forsooth battle was betwixt Asa and Baasha, king of Israel, in all the days of them. 

17 And Baasha, king of Israel, went up into Judah, and builded Ramah, that no man of 
the part of Asa, king of Judah, might go out, either go in. (And Baasha, the king of Israel, 
went up to Judah, and fortified Ramah, so that no man of Asa, the king of Judah, could come in, or 
could go out.) 

18 Therefore Asa took all the silver and gold, that (were) left in the treasuries of the 
house of the Lord, and in the treasuries of the king’s house, and gave it into the hands 
of his servants; and he sent it to Benhadad, the son of Tabrimon, son of Hezion, the king 
of Syria, that dwelled in Damascus (or who lived in Damascus), and said, 

19 A bond of peace is betwixt me and thee, and betwixt my father and thy father, and 
therefore I sent to thee gifts, gold, and silver; and I ask, that thou come, and make void 
the bond of peace, that thou hast with Baasha, king of Israel, and that he go away from 
me. (There is a covenant between me and thee, and between my father and thy father, and so I 
sent gifts of gold and silver to thee; and I ask that thou come, and dissolve the covenant, that thou 
hast with Baasha, the king of Israel, so that then he shall go away from me.) 





* CHAPTER 15:5 David sinned in the numbering of the people, and in sentence given against Mephibosheth, as it is 
told in (the)2nd book (of Samuel), but these sins were full little (sic*), in comparison of the sin in the deed of Uriah, and 
therefore these be not areckoned; for a little thing is areckoned as nothing, as the Philosopher saith in (the)2nd book 
of Physics. (*David’s decision to number, or to count, the people led to the death of 70,000 innocent Israelites. T.P.N.) 
T CHAPTER 15:14 That is, (the) high places, in which the sons of Israel made sacrifice to God, before that the temple 
was builded; and for that time it was leaveful, (or lawful), (but) not afterward. 
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20 Benhadad assented to king Asa, and sent the princes of his host into the cities 
of Israel; and they smote Ijon, and Dan, and Abel, the house of Maachah (or and 
Abelbethmaachah), and all Cinneroth, that is, all the land of Naphtali. 

21 And when Baasha had heard this thing, he left (off) to build Ramah, and turned 
again into Tirzah. (And when Baasha had heard of this thing, he stopped fortifying Ramah, and 
returned to Tirzah.) 

22 Forsooth king Asa sent [a] message into all Judah, and said, No man be excused. 
And (so) they (all came, and) took (away) the stones of Ramah, and the trees thereof, by 
which Baasha had builded (it); and king Asa builded of the same stones and trees Geba 
of Benjamin, and Mizpah. (And King Asa sent a message to all Judah, and said, No man shall 
be excused. And so they all came, and took away the stones, and the timber, from Ramah, with 
which Baasha had fortified it; and King Asa used these same stones and timber to fortify Geba of 
Benjamin, and Mizpah.) 

23 Soothly the residue of all the words of Asa, and of all his strength, and all things 
that he did, and the cities which he builded, whether these be not written in the book 
of [the] words of [the] days of [the] kings of Judah? Nevertheless Asa had (an) ache in his 
feet, in the time of his eld (age). 

24 And Asa slept with his fathers, and he was buried with them in the city of David, his 
father; and Jehoshaphat, his son, reigned for him. 

25 Forsooth Nadab, the son of Jeroboam, reigned on Israel, in the second year of Asa, 
king of Judah; and he reigned on Israel two years. (And Nadab, the son of Jeroboam, began 
to reign upon Israel in the second year of Asa, the king of Judah; and he reigned upon Israel for 
two years.) 

26 And he did that, that was evil in the sight of the Lord, and he went in the ways of 
his father, and in the sins of him, in which he made Israel to do sin. 

27 And Baasha, the son of Ahijah, of the house of Issachar, setted treason to him, and he 
smote him in Gibbethon¥, which is a city of Philistines; and Nadab and all Israel besieged 
Gibbethon. (And Baasha, the son of Ahijah, of the house of Issachar, set treason for him, and he 
struck him down in Gibbethon, which is a city of the Philistines; for Nadab and all Israel besieged 
Gibbethon.) 

28 Therefore Baasha killed him, in the third year of Asa, king of Judah, and reigned for 
him. 

29 And when he had reigned, he smote all the house of Jeroboam; he left not one man 
of his seed, till he did away him, by the word of the Lord, which he spake in the hand of 
his servant, Ahijah of Shiloh, a prophet, (And once he began to reign, he struck down all the 
house of Jeroboam; he left not one of his descendants, until he had done away all of them, by the 
word of the Lord, which he spoke by his servant, the prophet Ahijah of Shiloh,) 

30 for the sins of Jeroboam which he sinned, and in which he made Israel to do sin, 
and for the trespass, by which he wrathed the Lord God of Israel. (for the sins of Jeroboam 
which he sinned, and in which he made Israel to do sin, and for the trespass by which he stirred 
the Lord God of Israel to anger.) 

31 Soothly the residue of the words of Nadab, and all things which he wrought, 
whether these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings of 
Israel? 

32 And battle was betwixt Asa and Baasha, king of Israel, in all the days of them. (And 
there was battle between Asa and Baasha, the king of Israel, in all their days.) 

33 In the third year of Asa, king of Judah, Baasha, the son of Ahijah, reigned upon all 
Israel, in Tirzah, four and twenty years. (In the third year of Asa, the king of Judah, Baasha, 
the son of Ahijah, began to reign upon all Israel in Tirzah, and he reigned twenty-four years.) 





t CHAPTER 15:27 Gibbethon was a city in the lineage of Dan, but (the) Philistines occupied it, against which cit 
y 8 p 8 y 
Nadab went to recover it (or and so Nadab went to recover it). 
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34 And he did evil before the Lord, and he went in the ways of Jeroboam, and in his 
sins, by which he made Israel to do sin. 


CHAPTER 16 

1 Forsooth the word of the Lord was made to Jehu, the son of Hanani, against Baasha, 
and said, 

2 For that that I raised thee from dust, and setted thee duke on Israel, my people; 
soothly thou wentest in the way of Jeroboam, and thou hast made my people Israel to 
do sin, that thou shouldest stir me to ire, inthe sins of them; (For though I raised thee up out 
of the dust, and made thee the leader of my people Israel; yet thou wentest in the way of Jeroboam, 
and thou hast made my people Israel to do sin, so that thou stirrest me to anger with their sins;) 

3 lo! I shall cut away the hinder things of Baasha, and the hinder things of his house, 
and I shall make thine house as the house of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat. (behold! I shall 
cut away the posterity, or the descendants, of Baasha, and of his household, or of his family, and I 
shall make thy house like the house of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat.) 

4 Dogs shall eat that man of Baasha, that shall be dead in the city, and [the] birds of 
the air shall eat that man of Baasha, that shall die in the field. (The dogs shall eat those of 
Baasha’s family, who shall die in the city, and the birds of the air shall eat those of Baasha’s family, 
who shall die in the field.) 

5 Soothly the residue of the words of Baasha, and whatever things he did, and his 
battles, whether these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings 
of Israel? 

6 And so Baasha slept with his fathers, and he was buried in Tirzah; and Elah, his son, 
reigned for him. 

7 Forsooth when the word of the Lord was made in the hand of Jehu, the son of Hanani, 
against Baasha, and against his house, and against all the evil which he did before the 
Lord, to stir him to ire in the works of his hands, that he should be as the house of 
Jeroboam, for this cause he killed him™. (And the word of the Lord was made to Jehu, the 
son of Hanani, against Baasha, and against his house, and against all the evil which he did before 
the Lord, to stir him to anger with the works of his hands, because he sinned like the house of 
Jeroboam, and also because he killed them.) 

8 In the six and twentieth year of Asa, king of Judah, Elah, the son of Baasha, reigned 
upon Israel, in Tirzah, two years. (In the twenty-sixth year of Asa, the king of Judah, Elah, the 
son of Baasha, began to reign upon Israel in Tirzah, and he reigned for two years.) 

9 And Zimri, his servant, duke of the half part of his knights, rebelled against him; 
soothly Elah was in Tirzah, and drank and was drunken in the house of Arza, prefect of 
Tirzah. (And Zimri, his officer, the leader of half of his horsemen, rebelled against him; and Elah 
was in Tirzah, and drank until he was drunk in the house of Arza, the prefect of Tirzah.) 

10 Therefore Zimri felled in, and smote Elah, and killed him, in the seven and twentieth 
year of Asa, king of Judah; and [he] reigned for him. 

11 And when he had reigned, and sat upon his throne, he smote all the house of Baasha, 
and he left not thereof a pisser to the wall, and his kinsmen, and friends. (And once he 
began to reign, and sat on his throne, he struck down all the house of Baasha, and he left not of it 
a pisser on the wall, nor any of his kinsmen, nor any of his friends.) 

12 And Zimri did away all the house of Baasha, by the word of the Lord, which he spake 
to Baasha, in the hand of Jehu, the prophet, (or which he spoke to Baasha, by the prophet 
Jehu), 

13 for all the sins of Baasha, and for the sins of Elah, his son, which sinned, and made 
Israel to do sin, and wrathed the Lord God of Israel in their vanities. (because of all the 





* 
CHAPTER 16:7 The words that follow, ‘that is, Jehu, the prophet, the son of Hanani, (the prophet),’ are not in 
Hebrew; it is a gloss. 
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sins of Baasha, and because of the sins of his son Elah, both of whom sinned, and made Israel to do 
sin, and stirred the Lord God of Israel to anger with their worthless idols.) 

14 Soothly the residue of the words of Elah, and all things which he did, whether these 
be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings of Israel? 

15 In the seven and twentieth year of Asa, king of Judah, Zimri reigned (for) seven days 
in Tirzah, (or In the twenty-seventh year of Asa, the king of Judah, Zimri reigned in Tirzah for 
seven days); forsooth the host of Israel besieged Gibbethon, the city of (the) Philistines. 

16 And when it had heard, that Zimri had rebelled, and had slain the king, all Israel 
made Omri king to them, that was prince of the chivalry, on Israel, in that day, in their 
tents. (And when they had heard that Zimri had rebelled, and had killed the king, all Israel made 
Omri, who was the leader of the cavalry, or of the army, king upon Israel, that very day, in the 
camp.) 

17 Therefore Omri went up, and all Israel with him, from Gibbethon, and besieged 
Tirzah. (And then Omri, and all Israel with him, went up from Gibbethon, and besieged Tirzah.) 

18 And Zimri saw, that the city should be overcome, and he entered into the palace, and 
burnt himself with the king’s house; and he was dead (And Zimri saw that the city would be 
overcome, and so he entered into the palace, and burned himself up, along with the palace; and so 
he died) 

19 in his sins which he sinned, doing evil before the Lord, and going in the way of 
Jeroboam, and in his sins, by which he made Israel to do sin. 

20 Soothly the residue of the words of Zimri, and of his treasons, and tyranny, whether 
these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings of Israel? 

21 Then the people of Israel was parted into two parts; the half part of the people 
followed Tibni, the son of Ginath, to make him king, and the other half part followed 
Omri. 

22 And the people that was with Omri, had the mastery over the people that followed 
Tibni, the son of Ginath; and Tibni was dead, and Omri reigned. (And the people who were 
with Omri, had the mastery over the people who followed Tibni, the son of Ginath; and so Tibni 
was killed, and Omri reigned.) 

23 Tn the one and thirtieth year of Asa, king of Judah, Omri reigned upon Israel, twelve 
years; in Tirzah, he reigned six years. (In the one and thirtieth year of Asa, the king of Judah, 
Omri began to reign upon Israel, and he reigned for twelve years; the first six years he reigned in 
Tirzah.) 

24 And he bought of Shemer, for two talents of silver, the hill of Samaria, and builded 
(on) that hill; and he called the name of the city, which he had builded, by the name of 
Shemer, [the] lord of the hill of Samaria. (And he bought the hill of Samaria from Shemer, for 
two talents of silver, and built a city on that hill; and he called the name of the city, which he built, 
Samaria, after the name of Shemer, the former lord of that hill.) 

25 Forsooth Omri did evil in the sight of the Lord, and wrought waywardly, or wickedly, 
over all men that were before him. (But Omri did evil before the Lord, and acted more wickedly 
than all the kings who were before him.) 

26 And he went in all the way of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, and in his sins, by which 
he made Israel to do sin, that he should stir to ire, in his vanities, the Lord God of Israel. 
(And he went in all the ways of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, and in his sins, by which he made Israel 
to do sin, so that they stirred the Lord God of Israel to anger with their worthless idols.) 

27 Forsooth the residue of the words of Omri, and his battles, which he did, whether 
these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the kings of Israel? 

28 And Omri slept with his fathers, and was buried in Samaria; and Ahab, his son, 
reigned for him. 

29 Forsooth Ahab, the son of Omri, reigned upon Israel, in the eight and thirtieth year 
of Asa, king of Judah; and Ahab, the son of Omri, reigned upon Israel, in Samaria, two 
and twenty years. (Then Ahab, the son of Omri, began to reign upon Israel in the thirty-eighth 
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year of Asa, the king of Judah; and Ahab, the son of Omri, reigned upon Israel, in Samaria, for 
twenty-two years.) 

30 And Ahab, the son of Omri, did evil in the sight of the Lord, over all men that were 
before him; (And Ahab, the son of Omri, did evil before the Lord, more than all the kings who 
were before him;) 

31 and it sufficed not to him that he went in the sins of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, 
furthermore and he wedded a wife, Jezebel, the daughter of Ethbaal, king of Sidonians; 
and he went and served Baal, and worshipped him. (and it was not sufficient for him that he 
merely went in the sins of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, but moreover he wedded Jezebel for a wife, 
Ethbaal’s daughter, the king of the Sidonians; and he went and served Baal, and worshipped him.) 

32 And he set up an altar to Baal in the temple of Baal, which he had builded in Samaria, 

33 and he planted a maumet wood; and Ahab added to (that) in his work, and stirred to 
ire the Lord God of Israel, more than all [the] kings of Israel that were before him. (and 
he planted an idol grove or and he put up a sacred pole; and Ahab did more with his deeds, to stir 
the Lord God of Israel to anger, than all the kings of Israel who were before him.) 

34 Forsooth in his days Hiel of Bethel builded Jericho; in Abiram, his first son, he 
founded itt, and in Segub, his last son, he setted the gates thereof, by the word of the 
Lord, which he had spoken in the hand of Joshua, the son of Nun. (And in his days Hiel 
of Bethel rebuilt Jericho; he lost Abiram, his first son, at the time that he founded it, and he lost 
Segub, his last son, when he put up its gates, by the word of the Lord, which he had spoken by 
Joshua, the son of Nun.) 


CHAPTER 17 
1 And Elijah (the) Tishbite, of the dwellers of Gilead, said to Ahab, (As) The Lord God of 
Israel liveth, in whose sight I stand, dew and rain shall not be in these years, no but by 
the words of my mouth. 


2 And the word of the Lord was made to him, and said, 
3 Go thou away from hence, and go against the east, and be thou hid in the strand of 


Cherith, that is against Jordan, (Go thou away from here, and go toward the east, and be thou 
hid by the Cherith Stream or by the Cherith Gorge, that is east of the Jordan River,) 

4 and there thou shalt drink of the strand (or and there thou shalt drink out of the stream); 
and I have commanded to [the] crows, that they feed thee there. 

5 Therefore he went, and did by the word of the Lord; and when he had gone, he sat 
in the strand of Cherith, that is against Jordan. (And so he went, and did by the word of the 
Lord; and when he had gone forth, he sat by the Cherith Stream or he sat by the Cherith Gorge, 
that is east of the Jordan River.) 

6 And [the] crows bare to him bread and flesh early; and in like manner in the eventide; 
and he drank of the strand. (And each morning the crows brought him bread and meat; and 
likewise in the evening; and he drank from the stream.) 

7 And after some days the strand was dried (or And after some days the stream dried up); 
for it had not rained on the earth. 

8 Therefore the word of the Lord was made to him, and said, 

9 Rise thou (up), and go into Zarephath of (the) Sidonians, and thou shalt dwell 
there; for I have commanded to a woman widow there, that she feed thee, (or for I have 
commanded to a widow woman there, that she should feed thee). 

10 He rose, and went into Zarephath of Sidonians; and when he had come to the gate 
of the city, a woman widow gathering sticks appeared to him; and he called her, and said 
to her, Give thou to me a little of water in a vessel, that I drink. (He rose up, and went to 
Zarephath of the Sidonians; and when he had come to the city gate, a widow woman gathering 





T CHAPTER 16:34 That is, when he setted the foundaments, Abiram, his first engendered son, died, and when he 
went forth in building, his sons died each after (the) other, till to the last son, that was dead in the filling of the work 
(or who died when the rebuilding was completed). 
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sticks appeared before him; and he called to her, and said to her, Give thou to me a little water in 
a vessel, so that I can have a drink.) 

11 And when she went to bring it, he cried behind her back, and said, I beseech, bring 
thou to me also a morsel of bread in thine hand. 

12 And she answered, (As) Thy Lord God liveth, for I have no bread, no but as much 
of meal in a pot, as a fist[ful] may take, and a little of oil in a vessel; lo! I gather two 
sticks, that I enter, and make it to me, and to my son, that we eat, and die, (or behold! I 
am gathering only two sticks, so that I can go in, and make it up for me, and my son, so that we 
can eat, and then die). 


13 And Elijah said to her, Do not thou dread, but go, and make as thou saidest; 
nevertheless make thou first to me of that little meal a little loaf, baken under ashes, 
and bring thou it to me; soothly thou shalt make afterward to thee and to thy son. (And 
Elijah said to her, Do not thou fear, but go, and make as thou saidest; but first make thou for me 
a small loaf from that little amount of meal, baked under ashes, and bring thou it to me; then 
afterward thou shalt make some for thee and thy son.) 


14 Forsooth the Lord God of Israel saith these things (to you), The pot of meal shall not 
fail, and the vessel of oil shall not be abated, till to the day in which the Lord shall give 
rain on the face of the earth. 

15 And she went, and did by the word of Elijah; and he ate, and she, and her house, (or 
and he, and she, and all of her household, or her family, ate for many days). 


16 And from that day the pot of meal failed not, and the vessel of oil was not abated, by 
the word of the Lord, which he had spoken in the hand of Elijah (or which he had spoken 
by Elijah). 

17 Forsooth it was done after these words, (that) the son of a woman housewife, was 
sick, and the sickness was full strong, so that breath dwelled not in him. (And it was done 
after these things, that the son of that woman housewife, was sick, and the sickness grew very 
strong, so that finally no breath remained in him.) 


18 Therefore she said to Elijah, What to me and to thee, thou man of God? Enteredest 
thou to me, that my wickedness should be remembered, and that thou shouldest slay 
my son? 

19 And Elijah said to her, Give thy son to me. And he took that son from her bosom, 
and bare into the solar, where he dwelled; and he put him on his bed. (And he took her son 
from her bosom, and carried him up to the solarium, where he stayed; and he put him on his bed.) 

20 And he cried to the Lord, and said, My Lord God, whether thou hast tormented also 
the widow (or hast thou tormented this widow), with whom I am sustained in all manner, 
(so) that thou killedest her son? 

21 He spread abroad himself, and was meted upon the child by three times; and he 
cried to the Lord, and said, My Lord God, I beseech, the soul of this child turn again into 
the entrails of him. (Then he stretched himself over, or above, the child three times; and he cried 
to the Lord, and said, O Lord my God, I beseech thee, let the soul of this child return to his entrails.) 

22 The Lord heard the voice of Elijah, and the soul of the child turned again within 
him, and he lived again. 

23 And Elijah took the child, and put him down of the solar into the lower house (or 
and took him down from the solarium to the lower part of the house), and betook him to his 
mother; and he said to her, Lo! thy son liveth. 

24 And the woman said to Elijah, Now in this I have known, that thou art a man of God, 
and the word of the Lord is sooth in thy mouth. (And the woman said to Elijah, Now by this 
I know, that thou art a man of God, and that the word of the Lord from thy mouth is truth.) 
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CHAPTER 18 

1 After many days the word of the Lord was made to Elijah, in the third year, and said, 
Go, and show thee to Ahab, that I give rain upon the face of the earth, (or Go, and show 
thyself to Ahab, and I shall send rain upon the face of the earth). 

2 Therefore Elijah went to show himself to Ahab; forsooth a great hunger was made in 
Samaria (or and there was then a great famine in Samaria). 

3 And Ahab called Obadiah, the dispenser, either steward, of his house; forsooth 
Obadiah dreaded greatly the Lord God of Israel (or and Obadiah greatly feared or and greatly 
revered the Lord God of Israel). 

4 For when Jezebel killed the prophets of the Lord, he took an hundred prophets, and 
hid them, by fifties and fifties, in dens, (or and hid them in caves, fifty by fifty), and fed them 
with bread and water. 

5 Then Ahab said to Obadiah, Go thou into the land, to all the wells of waters, and into 
all (the) valleys, if in hap we may find grass, and save (the) horses and mules; and [the] 
work beasts perish not utterly (or and so the work beasts shall not utterly perish). 

6 And they parted the countries to themselves, that they should compass those; Ahab 
went by one way, and Obadiah went by another way, by himself. 

7 And when Obadiah was in the way, Elijah met him, (or And when Obadiah was on the way, 
Elijah met him); and when he had known Elijah, he felled on his face, and said, Whether 
thou art my lord Elijah? 

8 To whom he answered, I am. And Elijah said, Go thou, and say to thy lord, Elijah is 
present (or Elijah is here). 

9 And Obadiah said, What have I sinned, for thou betakest me in(to) the hand of Ahab, 
that he slay me? 

10 Thy Lord God liveth, for no folk either realm is, whither my lord, seeking thee, sent 
not; and when all men answered, He is not here, he charged greatly all realms and folks, 
for thou were not found; (As the Lord thy God liveth, for there is no nation, or kingdom, where 
my lord hath not sent, seeking thee; and when all people answered, He is not here, he greatly 
charged each kingdom, and nation, to swear, that thou were not found there;) 

11 and now thou sayest to me, Go, and say to thy lord, Elijah is present (or Elijah is here). 

12 And when I shall depart from thee, the Spirit of the Lord shall bear thee away into 
a place which I know not; and I shall enter, and tell to Ahab, and he shall not find thee, 
and he shall slay thee; forsooth thy servant dreadeth the Lord from his young childhood. 
(And when I shall leave thee, the Spirit of the Lord shall carry thee away to a place which I know 
not; and I shall go, and tell Ahab, but he shall not find thee, and then he shall kill me; and know 
ye that thy servant feareth the Lord or revereth the Lord, from his young childhood.) 

13 Whether it is not showed to thee, my lord, what I did, when Jezebel killed the 
prophets of the Lord, that I hid of the prophets of the Lord an hundred men, by fifty 
and fifty, in dens, and I fed them with bread and water? (Was it not told to thee, my lord, 
what I did, when Jezebel killed the prophets of the Lord, that I hid a hundred of the prophets of the 
Lord in caves, fifty by fifty, and that I fed them with bread and water?) 

14 And now thou sayest, Go, and say to thy lord, Elijah is present/Elijah is nigh, that 
he slay me. (And now thou sayest, Go, and say to thy lord, Elijah is here. No! he shall kill me!) 

15 And Elijah said, The Lord of hosts liveth, before whose sight I stand, for today I shall 
appear to him. (And Elijah said, As the Lord of hosts liveth, whom I stand before, I shall appear 
before him today.) 

16 Therefore Obadiah went into the meeting of Ahab, and showed it to him; and Ahab 
came into the meeting of Elijah. (And so Obadiah went to find Ahab, and told him everything; 
and Ahab came to meet with Elijah.) 

17 And when he had seen Elijah, he said, Whether thou art he, that troublest Israel? 
(And when he had seen Elijah, he said, Art thou he who troublest Israel?) 
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18 And he said, Not I trouble Israel, but thou, and the house of thy father, which have 
forsaken the commandments of the Lord, and followed Baalim. (And Elijah said, It is not I 
who trouble Israel, but thou, and the house of thy father, who have deserted the commandments 
of the Lord, and followed Baalim.) 

19 Nevertheless now send thou, and gather to me all Israel, into the hill of Carmel, 
and the four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal, and [the] four hundred prophets of (the) 
maumet woods, that eat of the table of Jezebel. (But now send thou, and gather together 
for me all Israel on Mount Carmel, and the four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal, and the four 
hundred prophets of Asherah, who eat at Jezebel’s table.) 

20 Ahab sent to all the sons of Israel, and gathered together the prophets in the hill 
of Carmel. (And so Ahab sent for all the Israelites, and gathered together the prophets on Mount 
Carmel.) 

21 Forsooth Elijah nighed to all the people of Israel, and said, How long halt ye into 
two parts? (or How long shall ye waver between two paths?) If the Lord is God, follow ye him; 
and if Baal is God, follow ye him. And the people answered not one word to him. 

22 And Elijah said again to the people, I dwelled alone a prophet of the Lord; soothly 
the prophets of Baal be four hundred and fifty, and the prophets of the maumet woods 
be four hundred men. (And Elijah said to the people, Iam the only prophet of the Lord still left; 
but there be four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal, and four hundred prophets of Asherah.) 

23 (Let) Twain oxes be given to us; and choose they one ox, and they shall cut (it) into 
gobbets, and put it on wood, but put they not fire under (it); and I shall make (ready) the 
tother ox into sacrifice(or and I shall prepare the other ox for sacrifice), and I shall put (it) on 
the wood, and I shall not put fire under (it either). 

24 Call ye the name of your gods, and I shall call the name of my God; and the God that 
heareth by fire falling down, given from heaven to waste the sacrifice, be he God. And 
all the people answered, and said, The reason is best, that Elijah hath spoken. (Then call 
ye on the name of your god, and I shall call on the name of my God; and the God who answereth 
with fire falling down, that is, with fire given from heaven to consume the sacrifice, he is God. And 
all the people answered, and said, What Elijah hath spoken is reasonable.) 

25 Therefore Elijah said to the prophets of Baal, Choose ye one ox to you, and make ye 
(ready) first your sacrifice, for ye be the more; and call ye the names of your gods, and 
put ye not fire under. (And so Elijah said to the prophets of Baal, Choose ye one ox for yourselves, 
and prepare ye first your sacrifice, for ye be the more; and then call ye on the name of your god, 
but put ye no fire under it.) 

26 And when they had taken the ox, whom Elijah gave to them, they made 

(ready the) sacrifice, and called the name of Baal, from the morrowtide till to midday, 
and said, Baal, hear us! And no voice was, neither any that answered; and they skipped 
over the altar, which they had made. (And when they had taken the ox, which was given to 
them, they prepared the sacrifice, and called on the name of Baal, from the morning until midday, 
and said, Baal, hear us! But there was no voice, nor anyone who answered; even as they leapt all 
around the altar, which they had made.) 

27 And when it was then midday, Elijah scorned them, and said, Cry ye with [a] greater 
voice, for Baal is your god, and in hap he speaketh with another, either he is in a 
harbourgerie, either in the way, either certainly he sleepeth, that he be raised up. (And 
when it was midday, Elijah scorned them, and said, Cry ye with a greater voice, for Baal is your 
god, and perhaps he speaketh with another, or else he is at an inn, or he is on the way, or certainly 
he sleepeth, so that he must be raised up.) 

28 Therefore they cried with [a] great(er) voice, and they cut themselves with knives 
and lancets, after their custom, till they were beshed with blood. 

29 But after that midday passed, and while they prophesied, or prayed, the time came, 
in which the sacrifice is wont to be offered, neither voice was heard of their gods, neither 
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any answered, neither perceived them praying. (But after that midday had passed, and yet 
while they prophesied, and prayed, the time came, in which the evening sacrifice was wont to be 
offered, and still neither the voice was heard of their god, nor did anyone answer them, nor did 
anyone perceive their prayers.) 

30 [And] Elijah said to all the people, Come ye to me. And when the people came to 
him, he arrayed the altar of the Lord, that was destroyed. (And Elijah said to all the people, 
Come ye close to me. And when the people came close to him, he repaired the altar of the Lord that 
was destroyed.) 

31 And he took twelve stones, by the number of the lineages of the sons of Jacob (or 
which was the number of the tribes of Jacob), to which Jacob the word of the Lord was made, 
and said, Israel shall be thy name. 

32 And he builded an altar of stones, in the name of the Lord, and he made a leading-to 
of water, either a ditch, (or and he made a leading-to, or a ditch, for the water), as by two little 
ditches, or furrows, in the compass of the altar™. 

33 And he dressed [the] wood, and he parted the ox by (its) members, and put it upon 
the wood, and said, Fill ye four pots with water, and pour ye it upon the burnt sacrifice 
(to be), and upon the wood. 

34 And again he said, Also the second time do ye this. And they did (it) the second time. 
And he said, Do ye the same thing the third time; and they did (it) the third time. 

35 And the waters ran about the altar, and the ditch, or(the)rut, of [the] leading-to of 
water was filled. (And the water ran about the altar, and the ditch, or the rut, of the leading-to 
for the water, was completely filled.) 

36 And when the time was then, that the burnt sacrifice should be offered, Elijah the 
prophet nighed, and said, Lord God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Israel, show thou today 
that thou art God of Israel, and that I am thy servant, and have done all these words by 
thy commandment. (And when it was the time, that the burnt sacrifice should be offered, Elijah 
the prophet came near, and said, Lord God of Abraham, and Isaac, and Israel, or Jacob, show thou 
today that thou art the God of Israel, and that I am thy servant, and that I have done all these 
things by thy commandment.) 

37 Lord, hear thou me; Lord, hear thou me; that this people learn, that thou art the 
Lord God, and that thou hast converted again the heart of them. (Lord, hear thou me; Lord, 
hear thou me; so that this people shall learn that thou art the Lord God, and thou shalt turn their 
hearts back to thee again.) 

38 Soothly [the] fire of the Lord felled down then, and devoured the burnt sacrifice, 
the wood, and the stones, and it licked up also the powder, and the water that was in the 
leading-(to), (or the rut), of (the) water. (Then the fire of the Lord fell down, and devoured the 
burnt sacrifice, and the wood, and the stones, and the dust, and it also licked up the water that 
was in the ditch, or in the rut, for the water.) 

39 And when all the people had seen this, the people felled into his face (or the people 
fell down on their faces), and said, The Lord, he is God; the Lord, he is God. 

40 And Elijah said to them, Take ye the prophets of Baal; not one soothly escape of 
them. And when they had taken them, Elijah led them to the strand of Kishon, and 
killed them there. (And Elijah said to them, Take ye hold of the prophets of Baal; do not let one 
of them escape. And when they had taken hold of them, Elijah led them to the Kishon Stream or 
to the Kishon Gorge, and they killed them there.) 

41 And Elijah said to Ahab, Go thou up, and eat, and drink, for the sound of much rain 
is nigh. (And Elijah said to Ahab, Go thou to eat, and drink, for there is the sound of much rain 
coming.) 





* 

CHAPTER 18:32 In Hebrew it is thus, ‘And he made a furrow of three bushels of seed, that is, so much seed (as) 
might be sown within the compass of the furrow (or And he made a furrow, or ditch, around the altar, deep enough 
to hold three bushels of seed that might be sown within the compass of the furrow)’, as Rabbi Solomon saith. 
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42 Ahab went up to eat and drink; but Elijah went up into (the top of) the hill of Carmel, 
and he set lowly his face to the earth, betwixt his knees; (So Ahab went to eat and drink; 
but Elijah went up to the top of Mount Carmel, and he put his face low to the ground, between his 
knees;) 

43 and said to his servant, Go thou up, and behold thou against the sea. And when he 
had gone up, and beheld, he said, Nothing is (there). And again Elijah said to him, Turn 
thou again seven times. (and said to his servant, Go thou up now, and behold the sea. And when 
he had gone, and beheld it, he said, There is nothing there. And Elijah said to him, Do it again; and 
in all, he commanded him to do it seven times.) 

44 And in the seventh time, lo! a little cloud, as the step of a man, went up from the 
sea. And Elijah said, Go thou up, and say to Ahab, Join thy chariot, and go down, lest the 
rain before-occupy thee. (And on the seventh time, behold! a little cloud, like the hand of a 
man, went up from the sea. And Elijah said, Go thou up now, and say to Ahab, Join up thy chariot, 
and get going, or the rain shall stop thee!) 

45 And when they turned them hither and thither, lo! heavens were made dark, and 
cloud, and wind, and great rain was made. Therefore Ahab went up (into his chariot), and 
went into Jezreel; (And when they turned themselves here and there, behold! the skies were 
made dark with clouds and wind, and a great rain came. And so Ahab went up into his chariot, 
and went back to Jezreel:) 

46 and the hand of the Lord was made upon Elijah, and when his loins were girded, he 
ran before Ahab, till he came into Jezreel. (and the hand of the Lord was made upon Elijah, 
and when his loins were girded up, he ran ahead of Ahab, all the way back to Jezreel.) 


CHAPTER 19 

1 Forsooth Ahab told to Jezebel all things that Elijah had done, and how he had slain 
with (the) sword all the prophets of Baal. 

2 And Jezebel sent a messenger to Elijah, and said, Gods do these things to me (or The 
gods do these things to me), and add these things too, no but tomorrow in this hour I shall 
put thy life as the life of one of them. 

3 Therefore Elijah dreaded, and rose (up), and went whither ever his will bare him; and 
he came into Beersheba of Judah, and he left there his servant (or and he left his servant 
there); 

4 and went into (the) desert, the way of one day. And when he came, and sat under 
one juniper tree, he asked to his soul, that he should die (or he prayed that he should die); 
and he said, Lord, it sufficeth to me, take my soul (now); for I am not (any) better than 
my fathers. 

5 And he casted forth himself (or And he threw himself down), and slept in the shadow of 
the juniper tree. And lo! the angel of the Lord touched him, and said to him, Rise thou 
(up), and eat. 

6 (And) He beheld, and, lo! at his head was a loaf baken under ashes, and a vessel of 
water. Therefore he ate, and drank, and slept again. 

7 And the angel of the Lord turned again the second time, and touched him; and he 
said to him, Rise thou, and eat; for a great way is to thee, (or Rise thou up, and eat, or the 
way shall be too much for thee). 

8 And when he had risen, he ate, and drank; and he went in the strength of that meat 
forty days and forty nights, unto Horeb, the hill of God. (And when he had risen, he ate, and 
drank; and he went in the strength of that food for forty days and forty nights, unto Mount Sinai, 
the mountain of God.) 

9 And when he had come thither, he dwelled in a den, (or And when he had come there, 
he lived in a cave); and lo! the word of the Lord was made to him, and said to him, Elijah, 
what doest thou here? 
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10 And he answered, By fervent love, that is, of all the heart, I have loved fervently, for 
the Lord God of hosts; for the sons of Israel have forsaken the covenant of the Lord; they 
have destroyed thine altars, and killed with (the) sword thy prophets; and am left alone, 
and they seek my life, that they do it away. (And he answered, With fervent love, that is, with 
all of my heart, I have fervently loved for the Lord God of hosts; but the Israelites have deserted 
the covenant of the Lord; they have destroyed thy altars, and killed thy prophets with the sword; 
and I alone am left, and now they seek my life, so that they can do me away.) 

1 And he said to Elijah, Go thou out, and stand in the hill, before the Lord. And lo! the 
Lord passeth, and a great wind, and strong, turning upside-down hills, and all-breaking 
stones before the Lord; not in the wind is the Lord. And after the wind is a stirring; not 
in the stirring is the Lord. (And he said to Elijah, Go thou out, and stand on the mount before 
the Lord. And behold! the Lord then passed by, and there was a great strong wind, that turned 
the mountains upside-down, and broke up the stones before the Lord; but the Lord was not in the 
wind. And after the wind there was a great shaking; but the Lord was not in that shaking.) 

12 And after the stirring is a fire; not in the fire is the Lord. And after the fire is an 
hissing of thin wind, or breathing softly; there is the Lord. (And after the stirring, or the 
shaking, there was a fire; but the Lord was not in the fire. And after the fire there was a hissing of 
the wind, as if softly breathing; and there was the Lord or and the Lord was there.) 

13 And when Elijah had heard this, he covered his face with a mantle, and he went out, 
and stood in the door of the den (or and stood at the entrance to the cave). And a voice spake 
to him, and said, Elijah, what doest thou here? 

14 And he answered, With fervent love I have loved fervently, for the Lord God of hosts; 
for the sons of Israel have forsaken thy covenant; they have destroyed thine altars, and 
they have killed with (the) sword thy prophets; and I am left alone, and they seek my 
life, that they do it away. (And he answered, and said, With fervent love I have fervently loved 
for the Lord God of hosts; but the Israelites have deserted thy covenant; they have destroyed thy 
altars, and they have killed thy prophets with the sword; and I alone am left, and now they seek 
my life, so that they can do me away.) 

15 And the Lord said to him, Go, and turn again into thy way, by the desert, into 
Damascus, (or And the Lord said to him, Go, and return on the way, by the wilderness, to 
Damascus); and when thou shalt come thither, thou shalt anoint Hazael king upon Syria; 

16 and thou shalt anoint (unto) king upon Israel, Jehu, the son of Nimshi; and thou 
shalt anoint a prophet for thee, Elisha, the son of Shaphat, that is of Abelmeholah. (and 
thou shalt anoint Jehu, the son of Nimshi, to be king upon Israel; and thou shalt anoint Elisha, the 
son of Shaphat, of Abelmeholah, to be the prophet in thy place.) 

17 And it shall be, whoever shall flee the sword of Hazael, Jehu shall slay him; and 
whoever shall flee the sword of Jehu, Elisha shall slay him. 

18 And I shall leave to me in Israel seven thousand of men, of which the knees be not 
bowed before Baal, and each mouth that worshipped not him, and kissed not his hand. 
(But I shall leave for me seven thousand men in Israel, who have not bowed their knees before Baal, 
and whose mouths have not worshipped him, nor kissed his hand.) 

19 Therefore Elijah went forth from thence, and found Elisha, the son of Shaphat, 
earing in twelve yokes of oxen; and he was one in the twelve yokes of oxen, earing. And 
when Elijah had come to him, Elijah casted his mantle upon him. (And so Elijah went forth 
from there, and found Elisha, the son of Shaphat, plowing with twelve yokes of oxen; and he was 
plowing alongside the twelfth yoke of them. And when Elijah had come to him, he threw his mantle 
upon him.) 

20 And he ran anon after Elijah, when the oxen were left, and said, I pray thee, kiss I 
my father and my mother, and so I shall follow thee. And Elijah said to him, Go thou, 
and turn again, for I have done to thee that that was mine (to do). (And leaving the oxen 
behind, Elisha ran at once after Elijah, and said, I pray thee, let me kiss my father and my mother 
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good-bye, and then I shall follow thee. And Elijah said to him, Go thou, and return, for I have done 
to thee what was mine to do.) 

21 Soothly he turned again from Elijah, and took twain oxen, and killed them; and with 
the plow of the oxen he seethed the flesh, and gave (the meat) to the people, and they 
ate; and he rose (or and then he rose up), and went, and followed Elijah, and ministered to 
him. 


CHAPTER 20 

1 Forsooth Benhadad, king of Syria, gathered together all his host, and two and thirty 
kings with him, and horses, and chariots; and he went up against Samaria, and fought, 
and besieged it. 

2 And he sent messengers to Ahab, king of Israel, into the city, and (they) said (to him), 
Benhadad saith these things, 

3 Thy silver and thy gold is mine, and thy wives, and thy best sons be mine. 

4 And the king of Israel answered, By thy word, my lord the king, I am thine, and all 
my things be thine. 

5 And the messengers turned again, and said, Benhadad, that sent us to thee, saith 
these things (again), Thou shalt give to me thy silver, and thy gold, and thy wives, and 
thy sons. 

6 Therefore tomorrow, in this same hour, I shall send my servants to thee, and they 
shall seek (throughout) thine house, and the house of thy servants; and they shall put in 
their hands, and take away all thing that shall please them. 

7 Forsooth the king of Israel called all the elder men of the land, and said, Perceive ye, 
and see, that he setteth treason to us; for he sent to me for my wives, and sons, and for 
(my) silver, and gold, and I forsook not. (And the king of Israel called all the elders of the land, 
and said, Perceive ye, and see, that this man hath set treason for us; for he sent to me for my wives, 
and my sons, and my silver, and my gold, and I agreed to it all.) 

8 And all the greater men in birth (or And all the men of great age, that is, the elders), and 
all the people said to him, Hear thou not, neither assent thou to him. 

9 And he answered to the messengers of Benhadad, Say ye to my lord the king, I shall 
do all things, for which thou sentest in the beginning to me, thy servant; but I may not 
do this thing. And the messengers turned again, and told all things to him. (And so he 
answered to the messengers of Benhadad, and said, Say ye to my lord the king, I, thy servant, shall 
do all the things for which thou sentest to me at the beginning; but I cannot do this thing. And the 
messengers returned, and told all these things to Benhadad.) 

10 Which sent again, and said, Gods do these things to me, and add these things too, (or 
And Benhadad sent them back again to Ahab, to say to him, The gods do these things to me, and 
add these things too), if the dust of Samaria shall suffice to the fist[ful] s of all the people 
that followeth me. 

11 And the king of Israel answered, and said, Say ye to him, A girded man, that is, he 
that goeth to battle, have not glory evenly as a man ungirded, that is, as he that hath the 
victory, and hath put off his armours. (And Ahab, the king of Israel, answered, and said, Say 
ye to him, A girded man, that is, he who goeth to battle, hath not equal glory to an ungirded man, 
that is, he who already hath the victory, and hath put off his armour.) 

12 And it was done, when Benhadad had heard this word, he drank, and also the kings, 
in shadowing places (or in a shady place in their tents); and he said to his servants, Compass 
ye the city. And they compassed it. 

13 And lo! one prophet nighed to Ahab, king of Israel, and said to him, The Lord God 
saith these things, Certainly thou hast seen all this multitude full great (or Certainly thou 
hast seen all this very great multitude); lo! 1 shall betake it into thine hand today, that thou 
know that I am the Lord. 
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14 And Ahab said, By whom? And he said to Ahab, The Lord saith these things, By the 
squires, or the footmen, of the princes of (the) provinces. And Ahab said, Who shall begin 
to fight? And the prophet said, Thou. 

15 Therefore he numbered the young men of the princes of [the] provinces, and he 
found the number of two hundred and two and thirty; and after them he numbered the 
people, all the sons of Israel, seven thousand. (And so he called for the young men who served 
the leaders of the provinces, and he found them to number two hundred and thirty-two; and after 
them he called for the people, yea, all the Israelites or the whole Israelite army, seven thousand of 
them.) 

16 And they went out in midday. Forsooth Benhadad drank, and was drunken in his 
shadowing place, and (the) two and thirty kings with him, that came to the help of him. 
(And they went out at midday. And ina shady place in their tents, Benhadad drank, and became 
drunk, as did the thirty-two kings who were with him, who came to help him.) 

17 And the young men of the princes of (the) provinces went out in the first front. 
Therefore Benhadad sent men, which told to him, and said, Men went out of Samaria, 
(or And Benhadad sent out men, who reported back to him, and said, Some men have come out of 
Samaria). 

18 And he said, Whether they come for peace, take ye them quick; whether to fight, 
take ye them quick. [And he saith, Whether for peace they come, taketh them alive; whether 
that they fight, taketh them alive.] 

19 Therefore the young men of the princes of (the) provinces went out, and the residue 
host followed (them); 

20 and each smote the man that came against him. And (the) men of Syria fled, and 
Israel pursued them; also Benhadad, the king of Syria, fled on an horse with his knights. 

21 Also the king of Israel went out, and smote (the) horses and chariots, and he smote 
Syria with a full great vengeance. (And the king of Israel went out, and struck down the horses 
and the chariots, and he struck down the Syrians with a very great slaughter.) 

22 Forsooth a prophet nighed to the king of Israel, and said, Go thou, and be 
strengthened, and know, and see, what thou shalt do; for the king of Syria shall ascend 
against thee in the year following (or for the king of Syria shall also come against thee next 
year). 

23 Soothly the servants of the king of Syria said to him, The Gods of hills be the Gods of 
the sons of Israel (or The gods of the hills be the gods of the Israelites), therefore they overcame 
us; but it is better that we fight against them in [the] field places, and we shall get them 


there. 
24 Therefore do thou this word, or counsel; remove thou all [the] kings from thine host, 


and set thou princes for them; (And so do thou this thing, or follow thou this counsel; remove 
thou all the kings from thy army, and put thou other leaders in their place;) 

25 and restore thou the number of knights, that felled of thine, and [the] horses after 
the former horses, and restore thou[the] chariots, by the chariots which thou haddest 
before; and we shall fight against them in [the] field places, and thou shalt see, that we 
shall get them. He believed to the counsel of them, and did so, (or He believed in their 
counsel, and did so). 

26 Therefore after that the year had passed, Benhadad numbered men of Syria (or 
Benhadad called for the Syrians), and he went up into Aphek, to fight against Israel. 

27 Forsooth the sons of Israel were numbered; and when meats were taken, they went 
forth even against (them); and they, as two little flocks of goats, setted tents against men 
of Syria. Forsooth men of Syria filled the land. (And the Israelites were also called for; and 
when provisions were taken, they went forth opposite them; and they, as but two little flocks of 
goats, pitched their tents opposite the Syrians. And the Syrians filled the land.) 

28 And one prophet of God nighed, and said to the king of Israel, The Lord God saith 
these things, For (the) men of Syria said, God of hills is the Lord of them, and he is not 
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God of valleys, (or The god of the hills is their Lord, and he is not the god of the valleys), (and 
so) I shall give all this great multitude in(to) thine hand, and ye shall know that I am the 
Lord. 

29 And seven days these and they dressed battle arrays even against each other; and 
in the seventh day the battle was joined altogether, and the sons of Israel smote of the 
men of Syria an hundred thousand of footmen in one day. (And for seven days these and 
they directed battle arrays opposite each other; and then on the seventh day the battle was joined, 
and the Israelites struck down a hundred thousand Syrian footmen in one day.) 

30 And they that (were) left fled into the city of Aphek, and the wall felled down upon 
seven and twenty thousand of (the) men that (were) left. Forsooth Benhadad fled, and 
entered into the city, into a closet that was within a closet; 

31 and his servants said to him, [Lo!] We have heard that the kings of the house of Israel 
be merciful, therefore put we sackcloths in our loins, and cords in our heads, (or and so 
let us put sackcloths on our loins, and cords on our heads), and go we out to the king of Israel; 
in hap he shall save our lives. 

32 They girded their loins with sackcloths, and put cords in their heads, and they came 
to the king of Israel, and said to him, Thy servant Benhadad saith, I pray thee, let my soul 
live. And he said, If Benhadad liveth yet, he is my brother. (And so they girded up their loins 
with sackcloths, and put cords on their heads, and they came to the king of Israel, and said to him, 
Thy servant Benhadad saith, I pray thee, let me live. And Ahab said, If Benhadad yet liveth, he is 
my brother, that is, I will make peace with him.) 

33 Which thing the men of Syria took for a gracious word, and they ravished hastily 
the word of his mouth (or and they hastily took hold of the word of his mouth), and said, 
Thy brother Benhadad liveth. And Ahab said to them, Go ye, and bring ye him to me. 
Therefore Benhadad went out to him, and he raised up Benhadad into his chariot. 

34 [The] Which Benhadad said to him, I shall yield the cities which my father took from 
thy father, and make thou streets to thee in Damascus, as my father made in Samaria; 
and I shall be bound to peace, and I shall depart from thee. Therefore Ahab made [a] 
bond of peace with him, and delivered him. (And Benhadad said to Ahab, I shall give back 
the cities which my father took from thy father, and then thou can make streets of commerce, or 
for trading, for thyself in Damascus, like my father made in Samaria. And Ahab said, On those 
terms I shall be bound in peace with thee, and then thou can depart from me. And so he made a 
covenant with him, and let him go.) 

35 Then a man of the sons of the prophets said to his fellow, in the word of the Lord 
(or by the word of the Lord), Smite thou me. And he would not smite (him). 

36 To whom the prophet said, For thou wouldest not hear the voice of the Lord, lo! 
thou shalt go [away] from me, and a lion shall smite thee. And when he had gone a little 
from him, a lion found him, and slew him. 

37 But also the prophet found another man, and he said to that man, Smite thou me. 
And he smote him, and wounded him. 

38 Therefore the prophet went, and met the king in the way; and he changed with a 
cloth, that is, by (the) wrapping of a cloth, his mouth and eyes. (And so the prophet went, 
and met the king on the way; and he covered his mouth and his eyes with a cloth, that is, he 
disguised his face by wrapping it in a cloth.) 

39 And when the king had passed (or And as the king passed by), he cried to the king, and 
said, Thy servant went out to fight anon, and when one man had fled, a man brought 
him to me, and said, Keep thou this man; and if he escapeth, thy life shall be for his life, 
either thou shalt pay a talent of silver. 

40 Soothly while I was troubled, and turned me hither and thither, suddenly he 
appeared not. And the king of Israel said to him, This is thy doom that thou [thyself] 
hast deemed. (And while I was troubled, and turned myself here and there, suddenly he was 


3739 XRN 


1ST KINGS CHAPTER 20:41 308 1ST KINGS CHAPTER 21:10 


gone. And the king of Israel said to him, This is thy judgement, or thy sentence, that thou thyself 
hast pronounced, or declared.) 

41 And anon he removed the cloth, either binding, from his face, (or And at once he 
removed the cloth, or the wrapping, from his face), and the king of Israel knew him, that he 
was (one) of the prophets. 

42 The which said to the king, The Lord saith these things, For thou deliveredest from 
thine hand a man worthy (of) death, thy life shall be for his life, and thy people for his 

eople. 
; «3 Therefore the king of Israel turned again into his house, and despised to hear God’s 
word, and came wroth into Samaria”. (And so the king of Israel returned to his house, despising 
the word of God that he had heard, and came back angry to Samaria.) 


CHAPTER 21 


1 Forsooth after these words, in that time, the vinery of Naboth of Jezreel, that was 
in Jezreel, was beside the palace of Ahab, king of Samaria. (Now after these things, at that 
time, Naboth the Jezreelite had a vineyard which was in Jezreel, beside the palace of Ahab, the 
king of Samaria, that is, the king of Israel.) 

2 Therefore Ahab spake to Naboth, and said, Give thou to me thy vineyard, that I make 
to me thereof a garden of worts, for it is nigh to me, and nigh mine house; and I shall 
give to thee a better vinery for it; either if thou guessest it more profitable to thee, I shall 
give thee the price of silver, as much as it is worth. (And so Ahab spoke to Naboth, and said, 
Give thou thy vineyard to me, so that I can make a herb garden out of it for myself, for it is close 
to me, and close to my house; and I shall give thee a better vineyard for it; or if thou guessest that 
it be more profitable to thee, I shall give thee the price of it in silver, for as much as it is worth.) 

3 To whom Naboth answered, The Lord be merciful to me, that I give not to thee the 
heritage of my fathers. 

4 Therefore Ahab came into his house, having indignation, and gnashing on the word 
which Naboth of Jezreel had spoken to him, and said, I shall not give to thee the heritage 
of my fathers. And Ahab casted down himself into his bed, and turned away his face to 
the wall, and ate not bread, (or And Ahab threw himself down onto his bed, and turned his face 
to the wall, and ate no food). 

5 And Jezebel, his wife, entered to him, and said to him, What is this thing, whereof 
thy soul is made sorry? and why eatest thou not bread? (or and why eatest thou no food?) 

6 Which answered to her, I spake to Naboth of Jezreel, and I said to him, Give thy 
vineyard to me for money taken, either if it pleaseth thee, I shall give to thee a better 
vinery for it. And he said, I shall not give to thee my vineyard. 

7 Therefore Jezebel, his wife, said to him, Thou art of great authority, and thou 
governest well [the realm of] Israel; rise thou (up), and eat bread, and be thou patient, 
either comforted; I shall give to thee the vinery of Naboth of Jezreel (or I shall get the 
vineyard of Naboth of Jezreel for thee). 

8 Therefore she wrote letters in the name of Ahab, and sealed those with the ring of 
him; and she sent to the greater men in birth, and to the best men, that were in the city 
of Naboth, and dwelled with him, (or and she sent them to the men of great age, that is, to the 
elders, and to the best men, who lived in the city of Naboth with him). 

9 And this was the sentence of the letter(s); Preach ye fasting, and make ye Naboth to 
sit among the first men of the people; 

10 and send ye (in) privily two men, the sons of Belial, against him, and say they (this) 
false witnessing, Naboth hath blessed God, and the king”, that is, hath cursed; and lead 
ye out him, and stone ye him, and die he so. (and privately, or stealthily, send ye in two men, 





* * 
CHAPTER 20:43 Josephus saith that he killed the prophet. CHAPTER 21:10 That is, ‘cursed’, as in the 2nd 
Chapter of Job, ‘Bless thou God, and die thou’; for the horror of cursing, (the) Jews signified it by the contrary name. 
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the sons of Belial, opposite him, and then say they this false witness against him, Naboth hath 
cursed God, and the king; and then lead ye him out, and stone ye him, and so he shall die.) 

11 Therefore his citizens, the greater men in birth, and the best men that dwelled with 
him in the city, (or And so his fellow citizens, the men of great age, that is, the elders, and the 
best men who lived with him in the city), did as Jezebel had commanded [to them], and as it 
was written in the letters, which she had sent to them. 

12 They preached fasting, and made Naboth to sit among the first men of the people; 

13 and when two men, (the) sons of the devil, were brought (in), they made them to sit 
against him (or they had them sit opposite him), and they, that is, as men of the devil, said 
(false) witnessing against him before all the multitude, (saying), Naboth blessed God, and 
the king, that is, Naboth hath cursed God, and the king; for which thing they led him 
without the city, and killed him with stones. 

14 And they sent to Jezebel, and said, Naboth is stoned (or Naboth was stoned), and is 
dead. 

15 Forsooth it was done, when Jezebel had heard Naboth stoned and dead, she spake 
to Ahab, Rise thou, take in possession the vinery of Naboth of Jezreel, which would not 
assent to thee, and give it for [the] money taken; for Naboth liveth not, but is dead. (And 
it was done, when Jezebel had heard that Naboth had been stoned and was dead, she spoke to 
Ahab, and said, Rise thou up, and take in possession the vineyard of Naboth of Jezreel, who would 
not assent to thee, and give it to thee for the money received; for Naboth no longer liveth, but now 
is dead.) 

16 And when Ahab had heard this, that is, Naboth to be dead, he rose, and went down 
into the vinery of Naboth of Jezreel, to have it into possession. (And when Ahab had heard 
this, that is, that Naboth was dead, he rose up, and went down to the vineyard of Naboth of Jezreel, 
to take possession of it.) 

17 Therefore the word of the Lord was made to Elijah of Tishbe, and said, 

18 Rise thou, go down into the coming of Ahab, king of Israel, which is in Samaria; lo! 
he goeth down to the vinery of Naboth, that he have it in possession. (Rise thou up, and 
go down to meet with Ahab, the king of Israel, who is in Samaria; behold! he goeth down to the 
vineyard of Naboth, to take possession of it.) 

19 And thou shalt speak to him, and say, The Lord saith these things, Thou hast slain 
Naboth, furthermore and thou hast taken his vineyard in possession; and after these 
things thou shalt add, [These things saith the Lord], In this place, wherein dogs licked the 
blood of Naboth, they shall lick also thy blood. (And thou shalt speak to him, and say, The 
Lord saith these things, Hast thou killed Naboth, and furthermore, hast thou taken possession of 
his vineyard? and after these things thou shalt add, The Lord saith these things, In this place, 
where the dogs licked up the blood of Naboth, they shall also lick up thy blood.) 

20 And Ahab said to Elijah, Whether thou hast found me thine enemy? And Elijah said, 
I have found thee so, for thou art sold to the devil that thou shouldest do evil in the sight 
of the Lord. (And when Ahab saw Elijah, he said, Hast thou found me, O my enemy? And Elijah 
said, Yes, I have found thee, for thou hath sold thyself to the devil, and thou doest evil before the 
Lord.) 

21 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall bring in upon thee evil, and I 
shall cut away thine hinder things, and I shall slay of Ahab a pisser to the wall, and the 
imprisoned, and the last in Israel; (And so the Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall bring in 
evil upon thee, and I shall cut away thy posterity, or thy descendants, and I shall kill all who be of 
Ahab, unto a pisser on the wall, and the imprisoned, and the last in Israel;) 

22 and I shall give thine house to be as the house of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, and as 
the house of Baasha, the son of Ahijah; for thou didest evil to excite me to wrathfulness, 
and madest Israel to do sin. (and I shall make thy house to be like the house of Jeroboam, the 
son of Nebat, and like the house of Baasha, the son of Ahijah; for thou didest evil to stir me to anger, 
and madest Israel to do sin.) 
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23 But also the Lord spake of Jezebel, and said, (The) Dogs shall eat (up) Jezebel in the 
field of Jezreel; 

24 if Ahab shall die in the city, dogs shall eat him; soothly if he shall die in the field, 
birds of the air shall eat him. (and if Ahab shall die in the city, the dogs shall eat him; and if he 
shall die in the field, the birds of the air shall eat him.) 

25 Therefore none other was such as Ahab, that was sold to do evil in the sight of the 
Lord; for Jezebel his wife excited him thereto; (And there was no one else like Ahab, who sold 
himself to do evil before the Lord; for Jezebel his wife stirred him to do it;) 

26 and he was made abominable, in so much that he followed the idols that (the) 
Amorites made, which men the Lord wasted from (before) the face of the sons of Israel. 

27 Therefore when Ahab had heard these words, he rent his cloth (or he tore his cloak), 
and covered his flesh with an hair-shirt, and he fasted, and slept in a sackcloth, and went 
with the head cast down. 

28 And the word of the Lord was made to Elijah of Tishbe, and said, 

29 Whether thou hast not seen Ahab made low before me? Therefore for he is made 
low for the cause of me, I shall not bring in evil in his days, but in the days of his son 
I shall bring in evil to his house. (Hast thou seen that Ahab hath made himself low, or hath 
humbled himself, before me? And so because he hath made himself low, I shall not bring in evil 
in his days, but later I shall bring in evil upon his household, or his family, yea, in the days of his 
son.) 


CHAPTER 22 

1 Therefore three years passed without battle betwixt Syria and Israel. 

2 And in the third year Jehoshaphat, king of Judah, went down to the king of Israel. 

3 And the king of Israel said to his servants, Know ye not, that Ramoth of Gilead is 
ours, and (that) we be negligent to (not) take it (back) from the hand of the king of Syria? 

4 And he said to Jehoshaphat, Whether thou shalt come with me to fight in Ramoth 
of Gilead? And Jehoshaphat said to the king of Israel, As I am, so and thou, (or I am ready 
when thou art, or What is mine is yours); my people and thy people be one; and my knights 
and thy knights be one. 

5 And Jehoshaphat said to the king of Israel, I pray thee, ask thou today the word of 
the Lord. 

6 Therefore the king of Israel gathered together [the] prophets, about four hundred 
men, and he said to them, Ought I to go into Ramoth of Gilead to fight, either ought I to 
rest? Which answered, Go thou up, and the Lord shall give it in(to) the hand of the king. 

7 Forsooth Jehoshaphat said, Is there not here any (other) prophet of the Lord, that we 
(may) ask by him? 

8 And the king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, One man, Micaiah, the son of Imlah, is 
left, by whom we may ask the Lord; but I hate him, for he prophesieth not good to me, 
but evil. To whom Jehoshaphat said, King, speak thou not so. (And the king of Israel said to 
Jehoshaphat, There is one man left, Micaiah, the son of Imlah, by whom we can ask the Lord; but 
I hate him, for he never prophesieth good things for me, but only evil. To whom Jehoshaphat said, 
O king, do not thou say such things!) 

° Therefore the king of Israel called some chamberlain, and said to him, Haste thou to 
bring Micaiah, [the] son of Imlah. 

10 Forsooth the king of Israel, and Jehoshaphat, king of Judah, sat, each in his throne, 
clothed with king’s ornament, in the large house beside the door, or wicket, of the gate 
of Samaria; and all the prophets prophesied in the sight of them. (And so the king of Israel, 
and Jehoshaphat, the king of Judah, each sat on their throne, clothed with king’s adornment, at 
the entrance to the gate of Samaria; and all the prophets prophesied before them.) 

11 Also Zedekiah, the son of Chenaanah, made to himself horns of iron, and said, The 
Lord God saith these things, With these thou shalt scatter Syria, till thou do away it. (And 
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Zedekiah, the son of Chenaanah, made iron horns for himself, and said, The Lord God saith these 
things, With these horns thou shalt scatter Syria, until thou do it away.) 

12 And all [the] prophets prophesied in like manner, and said, Ascend thou into Ramoth 
of Gilead, and go thou with prosperity; and the Lord shall betake thine enemies in(to) the 
hand of the king. 

13 Soothly the messenger, that went to call Micaiah, spake to him, and said, Lo! the 
words of the prophets with one mouth preach goods to the king; therefore thy word be 
like them, and speak thou goods. (And the messenger who went to call Micaiah, spoke to him, 
and said, Behold! the words of the prophets preach with one mouth good things for the king; and 
so let thy word/s be like them, and say thou what is good.) 

14 To whom Micaiah said, (As) The Lord liveth, for whatever thing the Lord shall say 
to me, I shall speak this. 

15 Therefore he came to the king. And the king said to him, Micaiah, ought we (to) go 
into Ramoth of Gilead to fight, either cease (we)? To which king he answered, Ascend 
thou, and go in prosperity; and the Lord shall betake it into the hand of the king. 

16 Forsooth the king said to him, Again and again I conjure thee (or Again and again I 
adjure thee), that thou speak not to me, no but that that is sooth in the name of the Lord. 

17 And he said, I saw all Israel scattered in the hills, as sheep not having a shepherd; 
and the Lord said, These have no lord, each man turn again into his house in peace, (or 
and the Lord said, They have no lord, so let each one now return to his house in peace). 

18 Therefore the king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, Whether I said not to thee, that he 
prophesieth not good to me, but ever[more] evil? (And the king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, 
Did I not say to thee, that he never prophesieth good for me, but always evil?) 

19 Soothly that Micaiah added, and said, Therefore hear thou the word of the Lord; I 
saw the Lord sitting on his throne, and I saw all the host of heaven standing nigh [to] 
him, on the right side and on the left side. 

20 And the Lord said, Who shall deceive Ahab, king of Israel, that he ascend, and fall 
in Ramoth of Gilead? And one said such words, and another in another manner. 

21 Soothly a spirit went out, and went before the Lord, and said, I shall deceive him. 

22 To whom the Lord spake, In what thing? And he said, I shall go out, and I shall be a 
spirit of leasing in the mouth of all his prophets (or and I shall be a lying spirit in the mouth of 
all his prophets). And the Lord said, Thou shalt deceive (him), and shalt have the mastery; 
go thou out, and do so. 

23 Now therefore, lo! the Lord gave a spirit of leasing in the mouth of all (these) 
prophets that be here; and the Lord spake evil against thee. (And so now, behold! the 
Lord hath put a lying spirit in the mouths of all these prophets of thine that be here; and the Lord 
hath spoken evil against thee.) 

24 Forsooth Zedekiah, [the] son of Chenaanah, nighed, and smote Micaiah on the cheek, 
and said, Whether the Spirit of the Lord forsook me, and spake to thee? 

25 And Micaiah said, Thou shalt see in that day (or Thou shalt see on that day), when thou 
shalt go into a closet within (a) closet, (so) that thou be hid. 

26 And the king of Israel said, Take Micaiah, and dwell he at Amon, [the] prince of the 
city, and at Joash, the son of Amalek; (And the king of Israel said, Take hold of Micaiah, and 
deliver him to Amon, the ruler of the city, and Joash, the son of Ahab;) 

27 and say ye to them, The king saith these things, Send ye this man into prison, and 
sustain ye him with bread of tribulation, and with water of anguish, till I turn again in 
peace (or until I safely return). 

28 And Micaiah said, If thou shalt turn again in peace, the Lord spake not in me, (or 
If thou shalt safely return, then the Lord hath not spoken by me). And he said, Hear ye, all 
peoples. 
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29 Therefore the king of Israel ascended, and Jehoshaphat, king of Judah, into Ramoth 
of Gilead. (And so the king of Israel, and Jehoshaphat, the king of Judah, went up to Ramoth of 
Gilead.) 

30 Therefore the king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, Take thou armours, and enter thou 
into battle, and be thou clothed in thy clothes, that is, in (the) noble signs of the king. 
Certainly the king of Israel changed his clothing, and entered into battle. (And so the 
king of Israel said to Jehoshaphat, Take thou up thy arms, or thy weapons, and enter thou into the 
battle, and be thou clothed in thy clothes, that is, in the noble signs of the king. But the king of 
Israel changed his own clothes, and only then entered into the battle.) 

31 Soothly the king of Syria had commanded to [the] two and thirty princes of chariots, 
and said, Ye shall not fight against any man [the] less, either [the] more, but against 
the king of Israel only. (And the king of Syria had commanded to the thirty-two leaders of 
his chariots, and said, Ye shall not fight against any lesser man, or against any greater man, but 
only against the king of Israel.) 

32 Therefore when the princes of (the) chariots had seen Jehoshaphat, they supposed 
that he was (the) king of Israel, and by fierceness made, they fought against him. And 
Jehoshaphat cried [out], calling (for) God’s help, and declaring his banner; 

33 and the princes of [the] chariots understood, that it was not the king of Israel, and 
they ceased from (pursuing) him. 

34 Soothly some man bent a bow, and directed an arrow into uncertain, and by hap 
he smote the king of Israel betwixt the lung and the stomach. And the king said to his 
charioteer, Turn thine hand, and cast me out of the host, for Iam wounded grievously, 
(or And the king said to his charioteer, Turn thy hand, and take me out of the battle, for I am 
grievously wounded). 

35 Therefore [the] battle was joined in that day, and the king of Israel stood in his 
chariot against (the) men of Syria, and he was dead at eventide. Forsooth the blood of 
the wound floated down into the bottom of the chariot. (And so the battle was joined on that 
day, and the king of Israel stood in his chariot facing the Syrians, and then he died that evening. 
And the blood from his wound flowed down into the bottom of his chariot.) 

36 And acrier sounded in all the host, before that the sun went down, and said, Each 
man turn again into his city, and into his land, (or Each man return to his own city, and to his 
own land). 

37 Forsooth the king was dead, and was borne into Samaria; and they buried the king 
in Samaria. 

38 And they washed his chariot in the cistern of Samaria, and dogs licked his blood, 
and they washed the armours, by the word of the Lord which he had spoken. (And they 
washed his chariot at the pool of Samaria, and the dogs licked up his blood, and they washed his 
arms, or his weapons, or and the whores washed themselves in it, according to the word which the 
Lord had spoken.) 

39 Soothly the residue of [the] words of Ahab, and all things which he did, and the 
house of ivory which he builded, and of all [the] cities which he builded (or and the ivory 
house and all the cities which he built), whether these be not written in the book of [the] 
words of [the] days of the kings of Israel? 

40 Therefore Ahab slept with his fathers, and Ahaziah, his son, reigned for him. (And 
so Ahab died, and his son Ahaziah reigned for him.) 

41 Forsooth Jehoshaphat, [the] son of Asa, began to reign on Judah in the fourth year 
of Ahab, king of Israel. 

42 Jehoshaphat was of five and thirty years, when he began to reign, and he reigned 
five and twenty years in Jerusalem; the name of his mother was Azubah, [the] daughter 
of Shilhi. 

43 And he went in all the way of Asa, his father, and [he] bowed not [aside] from it; and 
he did that, that was rightful in the sight of the Lord. Nevertheless he did not away [the] 
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high things, for yet the people made sacrifice, and burnt incense, in high places. (And 
he went in all the ways of his father Asa, and he turned not aside from them; and he did what was 
right before the Lord. But he did not do away the hill shrines, for yet the people offered sacrifices, 
and burned incense, at the hill shrines.) 

44 And Jehoshaphat had peace with the king of Israel. 

45 Soothly the residue of [the] words of Jehoshaphat, and the works and (the) battles, 
which he did, whether these be not written in the book of [the] words of [the] days of the 
kings of Judah? 

46 But also he took away from the land the relics of [the] men turned into women’s 
conditions, that (were) left in the days of Asa, his father. (And he also did away from the 
land the male and female whores, who served at the hill shrines, who were still there from the 
days of his father Asa.) 

47 Neither a king was ordained then in Edom (or And there was not a king then in Edom, 
that is, Idumea); (but a deputy, appointed by the king of Judah, ruled over it). 

48 Forsooth king Jehoshaphat made ships in the sea, that should sail into Ophir for 
gold, and those might not go, for they were broken in Eziongeber. (And King Jehoshaphat 
made ships of the sea, to sail to Ophir for gold, but they never arrived there, for they were wrecked 
at Eziongeber.) 

49 Then Ahaziah, [the] son of Ahab, said to Jehoshaphat, My servants (shall) go with 
thine in (our) ships. And Jehoshaphat would not (or But Jehoshaphat would not consent to 
that). 

50 And Jehoshaphat slept with his fathers, and was buried with them in the city of 
David, his (fore)father; and Jehoram”, his son, reigned for him. 

51 Forsooth Ahaziah, [the] son of Ahab, began to reign on Israel, in Samaria, in the 
seventeenth year of Jehoshaphat, king of Judah; and Ahaziah reigned on Israel two years. 

52 And he did evil in the sight of the Lord, and went in the way of his father, and of his 
mother, and in the way of Jeroboam, [the] son of Nebat, that made Israel to do sin. 

53 And he served Baal, and worshipped him, and wrathed the Lord God of Israel, by all 
things which his father had done. (And he served Baal, and worshipped him, and stirred the 
Lord God of Israel to anger, by doing all the evil things which his father had done.) 





* 
CHAPTER 22:50 Also known as Joram. 
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NEHEMIAH 


1 The words of Nehemiah, the son of Hachaliah. And it was done in the month of 
Chisleu, that is, November, in the twentieth year, and I was in the castle of Susa (or and I 
was in the capital city of Susa); 

2 and Hanani, one of my brethren, came to me, he and (some) men of Judah; and I 
asked them of the Jews, that were left, and were alive of the captivity, and of Jerusalem. 
(and Hanani, one of my brothers, came to me, he and some men of Judah; and I asked them about 
Jerusalem, and about the Jews who had remained there since the captivity or and about the Jews 
who had returned there from the captivity.) 

3 And they said to me, They that be left of the captivity, and that dwelled there still 
in the province, be in great torment, and shame; and the wall of Jerusalem is destroyed, 
and the gates of it be burnt with fire. (And they said to me, They who survived the captivity, 
and had returned there to the province, be in great torment, and shame or They who had remained 
there in the province, and had not gone into captivity, be in great torment, and shame; and the 
wall of Jerusalem is broken in many places, and its gates be burned with fire.) 

4 And when I had heard such words, I sat and wept, and mourned many days, and I 
fasted, and prayed before the face of (the) God of heaven; 

5 and I said, I beseech thee, Lord God of heaven, that art strong, great, and fearedful, 
that keepest covenant and mercy with them that love thee, and keep thy behests; (and I 
said, I beseech thee, Lord God of heaven, who art strong, and great, and fearful, and who keepest 
covenant and mercy with those who love thee, and who keep thy commandments;) 

6 thine ear be made hearkening, and thine eyes opened, that thou hear the prayer of 
thy servant, by which prayer I pray before thee now, by night and day, for the sons of 
Israel, thy servants, and I acknowledge for the sins of the sons of Israel, by which they 
have sinned to thee; both I and the house of my father have sinned; (let thy ear harken, 
and thy eyes be opened, so that thou hear the prayer of thy servant, by which prayer I pray before 
thee now, by night and day, for thy servants the Israelites, and I confess the sins of the Israelites, 
which we have sinned against thee; both I and the house of my father have sinned;) 

7 we were deceived by vanity, and we kept not thy commandment(s), and ceremonies, 
and dooms, which thou commandedest to Moses, thy servant. (we were deceptive and vain, 
that is, sinful and proud, and we kept not thy commandments, and statutes, and judgements, 
which thou commandedest to thy servant Moses.) 

8 Have mind of (or Remember) the word, which thou commandedest to thy servant 
Moses, and saidest, When ye have trespassed, I shall scatter you into (the) peoples; 

9 and if ye turn again to me, that ye keep my behests, and do those, yea, though ye be 
led away to the furthest things of heaven, from thence I shall gather you together, and I 
shall bring you into the place, that I have chosen, that my name should dwell there. (but 
if ye return to me, and ye keep my commandments, and do them, yea, though ye be led away to the 
farthest reaches of the heavens, that is, unto the ends of the earth, I shall gather you together from 
there, and I shall bring you into the place which I have chosen, that my name should be there.) 

10 And we be thy servants, and thy people, which thou hast again-bought in thy great 
strength, and in thy strong hand. (And we be thy servants, and thy people, whom thou hast 
bought back, that is, redeemed, or rescued, with thy great strength, and with thy strong hand.) 

11 Lord, I beseech thee, thine ear be attentive to the prayer of thy servant, and to the 
prayer of thy servants, that will dread thy name; and (ad)dress thy servant to day, and 
give thou mercy to him before this man, that is, Artaxerxes, (the) king. For I was the 
bottler of the king. (Lord, I beseech thee, let thy ear be attentive to the prayer of thy servant, 
and to the prayers of thy servants, who desire to revere thy name; and give thy servant success 
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today, and give thou mercy to him before this man,that is, King Artaxerxes. For I was the king’s 
butler.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And it was done in the month of Nisan, that is, April, in the twentieth year of 
Artaxerxes, the king, and wine was before him, and I took up the wine, and I gave it 
to the king, and I was as languishing before his face. 

2 And the king said to me, Why is thy cheer sorry, or heavy, since I see not thee sick? 
This is not without cause; but I know not what evil is in thine heart. And I dreaded full 
greatly; (And the king said to me, Why is thy face so sad? for I see that thou art not sick. This is 
not without a cause; but I do not know what the problem is in thy heart. And I greatly feared;) 

3 and I said to the king, King, live thou (into) without end; why should not my cheer 
mourn? for the city of the house of the sepulchres of my fathers] is deserted, either 
forsaken, and the gates thereof be burnt with fire. (and I said to the king, O king, may thou 
live forevermore; but why should my face not look sad? for the city of the house of my forefathers? 
graves, or tombs, is deserted, and its gates be burned down.) 

4 And the king said to me, For what thing askest thou? And I prayed (to the) God of 
heaven, 

5 and I said to the king, If it seemeth good to the king, and if it pleaseth thy servants 
which be before thy face, I beseech thee, that thou send me into Judah, to the city of the 
sepulchre(s) of my father/(s), and I shall build it (again). (and I said to the king, If it seemeth 
good to the king, and if thy servant who is before thy face pleaseth thee, I beseech thee, that thou 
send me to Judah, to the city of my forefathers? graves, and I shall rebuild it.) 

6 And the king said to me, and the queen sat beside him, Unto what time shall thy way 
be, and when shalt thou turn again? And it pleased to the king, and he sent me forth, 
and I set to the king a time of coming again; (And the king said to me, as the queen sat beside 
him, How long shalt thy be away, and when shalt thou return? And so it pleased the king, and he 
sent me forth, and I set a time when I would return to the king;) 

7 and I said to the king, If it seemeth good to the king, give he epistles, or letters, to 
me to the dukes of the country beyond the flood, that they lead me over, till I come into 
Judah; (and I said to the king, If it seemeth good to the king, let him give me letters to the governors 
of the province west of the Euphrates River, with orders to help me get to Judah;) 

8 and a letter to Asaph, the keeper of the king’s forest, that he give trees to me, that I 
may cover (with it) the gates of the tower of the house, and of the wall of the city, and the 
house, into which I shall enter. And the king gave (the letters) to me, by the good hand of 
my God, (that was) with me. (and also a letter to Asaph, the keeper of the king’s forests, ordering 
him to give me wood, (or timber), so that I can make beams for the gates of the stronghold, (or the 
fortress), and for the city wall, and for the house in which I shall live. And the king gave me the 
letters, by the good hand of my God, who was with me.) 

9 And I came to the dukes of the country beyond the flood, and I gave to them the 
letters of the king. Soothly the king had sent with me the princes of knights, and (some) 
horsemen. (And I came to the governors of the province west of the Euphrates River, and I gave 
them the king’s letters. And the king had sent with me the leaders of the horsemen, and some 
horsemen as well.) 

10 And Sanballat (the) Horonite, and Tobiah, the servant, (the) Ammonite, heard, and 
they were sorrowful by great torment, that a man was come, that sought prosperity of 
the sons of Israel. (And Sanballat the Horonite, and Tobiah the Ammonite servant, heard of it, 
and they were greatly vexed that a man had come, who sought to do good for the Israelites.) 

11 And I came into Jerusalem, and I was there three days. 

12 And I rose up by night, I and a few men with me, and I showed not to any man (or 
and I told no one), what thing God had given in mine heart, that I would do in Jerusalem; 
and there was no work beast with me, but the beast that I sat on. 
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13 And I went out by the gate of the valley by night, and before the well of the dragon, 
and to the gate of dung; and I beheld the wall of Jerusalem (that was) destroyed, and the 
gates thereof (that were) wasted by fire. (And I went out at night through the Valley Gate, 
toward the Dragon Well, and the Dung Gate; and I looked at the wall of Jerusalem, that was broken 
in many places, and at its gates, that had been destroyed by fire.) 

14 And I passed forth to the gate of the well, and to the water conduit of the king, and 
there was no place for to pass, to the horse, that I sat upon; (And I passed on to the Fountain 
Gate, and to the King’s Pool, but there was no place for the horse that I sat on, to pass through;) 

15 and in the night I went up by the strand, and I beheld the wall, and I turned again, 
and came to the gate of the valley, and I went again (to my lodging). (and then I went up 
that night by the valley, and I looked at the wall, and then I returned, and came back to the Valley 
Gate, and went home to my lodging.) 

16 Forsooth the magistrates knew not, whither I had gone, either what I would do; 
but also I had not showed anything to the Jews, and [the] priests, and to the best men, 
and [the] magistrates, and to [the] other men that made the work, till that time. (But the 
magistrates did not know where I had gone, or what I planned to do; and also I had not 
told anything to the Jews, or the priests, or 

the leaders, or the magistrates, or the other men who would do the work, up to that 
time.) 

17 And I said to them, Ye know the torment, in which we Jews be, for Jerusalem is 
deserted, and the gates thereof be wasted with fire; come ye, build we [up] the walls of 
Jerusalem, and be we no more (a) shame/and be we no more in shame. (And so I said to 
them, Ye know the torment in which we Jews be, for Jerusalem is deserted, and its gates have been 
destroyed by fire; come ye, let us rebuild the wall of Jerusalem, and let us be in shame no more.) 

18 And I showed to them the hand of my God, that it was good with me, and the words 
of the king, which he spake to me; and I said, Rise we up, and build we (it again); and the 
hands of them were strengthened in good. (And I told them how the good hand of my God 
was upon me, and the words of the king, which he had spoken to me; and they said, Rise we up, 
and let us rebuild it; and so they strengthened their hands to do this good work.) 

19 And Sanballat (the) Horonite, and Tobiah, the servant, (the) Ammonite, and Geshem 
(of) Arabs, heard this, and they scorned us, and despised; and said, What is this thing, 
that ye do? whether ye rebel against the king? (And Sanballat the Horonite, and Tobiah the 
Ammonite servant, and Geshem the Arab heard of this, and they scorned us, and despised us; and 
they said, What is this, that ye do? do ye rebel against the king?) 

20 And I answered to them a word, and I said to them, God himself of heaven helpeth 
us, and we be his servants; rise we up, and build; forsooth part, and rightwiseness, and 
mind, in Jerusalem, is not to you. (And I answered to them, and said, The God of heaven 
helpeth us, and we be his servants; we shall rise up, and rebuild it; but there is no part, or right, 
or precedent, for you in Jerusalem.) 


CHAPTER 3 


1 And Eliashib, the great priest, rose up, and his brethren, and priests, and they builded 
the gate of the flock; they made it steadfast; and they set up the gates thereof, and unto 
the tower of an hundred cubits they made it steadfast, unto the tower of Hananeel. (And 
the High Priest Eliashib, and his fellow priests, rose up, and they rebuilt the Sheep Gate; and they 
dedicated it or they rebuilt it, and they put up its doors, or its gates, and they dedicated the wall 
unto the Tower of the Hundred, and unto the Tower of Hananeel.) 

2 And beside him the men of Jericho builded; and beside them builded Zaccur, the son 
of Imri. (And beside him, the men of Jericho rebuilt; and Zaccur, the son of Imri, rebuilt beside 
them.) 
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3 And the sons of Hassenaah builded the gates of fishes; they covered it, and setted 
(up) the gates thereof, and (the) locks, and bars. (And the sons of Hassenaah rebuilt the Fish 
Gate; they rebuilt it, and put up its doors, or its gates, with their locks and bars.) 

4 And Meremoth, the son of Urijah, the son of Hakkoz, builded beside them. And 


Meshullam, the son of Berechiah, the son of Meshezabeel, builded beside him. And 
Zadok, the son of Baana, builded beside him. 
5 And men of Tekoa builded beside him; but the principal men of them under-putted 


not their necks in the work of their Lord God. (And the men of Tekoa rebuilt beside them; 
but their leaders did not put their shoulders to the work of the Lord their God.) 

6 And Jehoiada, the son of Paseah, and Meshullam, the son of Besodeiah, builded the 
old gate; they builded it, and setted up the gates thereof, and the locks, and bars. (And 
Jehoiada, the son of Paseah, and Meshullam, the son of Besodeiah, rebuilt the Old Gate, or the 
Jeshanah Gate; they rebuilt it, and put up its doors, or its gates, with their locks and bars.) 

7 And Melatiah (the) Gibeonite, and Jadon (the) Meronothite, men of Gibeon, and of 
Mizpah, builded beside them, for the duke that was in the country beyond the flood. 
(And Melatiah the Gibeonite, and Jadon the Meronothite, the men of Gibeon, and of Mizpah, rebuilt 
beside them, unto the residence of the governor of the province west of the Euphrates River.) 

8 And Uzziel, the goldsmith, the son of Harhaiah, builded beside him; and Hananiah, 
the son of an ointment maker, builded beside him; and they let go Jerusalem till to the 
wall of the larger street. (And Uzziel, the goldsmith, the son of Harhaiah, rebuilt beside them; 
and Hananiah, the son of a perfume maker, rebuilt beside him; and they rebuilt Jerusalem unto 
the Broad Wall.) 

9 And Rephaiah, the son of Hur, prince of a street of Jerusalem, builded beside them. 
(And Rephaiah, the son of Hur, the ruler of half of the district of Jerusalem, rebuilt beside them.) 

10 And Jedaiah, the son of Harumaph, builded beside them over against his own 
house; and Hattush, the son of Hashabniah, builded beside him. (And Jedaiah, the son 
of Harumaph, rebuilt beside him, opposite his own house; and Hattush, the son of Hashabniah, 
rebuilt beside him.) 

11 And Malchijah, the son of Harim, and Hashub, the son of Pahathmoab, builded the 
half part of the street, and the tower of ovens. (And Malchijah, the son of Harim, and Hashub, 
the son of Pahathmoab, rebuilt the next section, and the Tower of the Ovens, or the Tower of the 
Furnaces.) 

12 Shallum, the son of Halohesh, prince of the half part of a street of Jerusalem, builded 
beside him, he and his sons. (Shallum, the son of Halohesh, the ruler of the other half of the 
district of Jerusalem, rebuilt beside them, with the help of his daughters.) 

13 And Hanun, and the dwellers of Zanoah, builded the gate of the valley; they builded 
it, and setted up the gates thereof, and the locks and bars thereof; and they builded a 
thousand cubits in the wall unto the gate of the dunghill. (And Hanun, and the inhabitants 
of Zanoah, rebuilt the Valley Gate; they rebuilt it, and put up its doors, or its gates, with their locks 
and bars; and they rebuilt a thousand cubits of the wall unto the Dung Gate.) 

14 And Malchiah, the son of Rechab, prince of a street of Bethhaccerem, builded the 
gate of the dunghill; he builded it, and setted it up, and covered the gates thereof, and 
(the) locks, and bars. (And Malchiah, the son of Rechab, the ruler of the district of Bethhaccerem, 
rebuilt the Dung Gate; he rebuilt it, and put up its doors, or its gates, with their locks and bars.) 

15 And Shallun, the son of Colhozeh, prince of a town of Mizpah, builded the gate of 
the well; he builded it, and covered it, and he set up the gates thereof, and (the) locks, 
and bars; and he builded the walls of the cistern of Siloah, unto the orchard of the king, 
and unto the degrees of the king, which come down from the city of David. (And Shallun, 
the son of Colhozeh, the ruler of the district of Mizpah, rebuilt the Fountain Gate; he rebuilt it, and 
roofed it, (or covered it), and he put up its doors, (or its gates), with their locks and bars; and (he 
rebuilt) the wall by the Pool of Siloah, beside the king’s garden, and unto the steps which came 
down from the City of David.) 
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16 And Nehemiah, the son of Azbuk, prince of the half part of the street of Bethzur, 
builded after him, unto over against the sepulchre of David, and unto the cistern, that 
is builded with great work, and unto the house of strong men. (And Nehemiah, the son 
of Azbuk, the ruler of half of the district of Bethzur, rebuilt after him, to a point opposite David’s 
tomb, and the pool that was built with great work, and the house for the strong men, that is, the 
barracks.) 

17 And (the) deacons builded after him; and Rehum, the son of Bani, builded after them. 
And Hashabiah, the prince of half part of the street of Keilah, builded in his street after 
him. (And the Levites rebuilt after him; first Rehum, the son of Bani, rebuilt. And after him, 
Hashabiah, the ruler of half of the district of Keilah, rebuilt in his district.) 

18 The brethren of them, Bavai, the son of Henadad, prince of the half part of Keilah, 
builded after him. (And their kinsmen rebuilt after him; first Bavai, the son of Henadad, the 
ruler of the other half of the district of Keilah.) 

19 And Ezer, the son of Jeshua, prince of Mizpah, builded beside him the second 
measure, (over) against the going up of the strongest corner. (And then Ezer, the son of 
Jeshua, the ruler of Mizpah, rebuilt the next section beside him, opposite the ascent, or the going 
up, of the strongest corner.) 

20 And Baruch, the son of Zabbai, builded after him in the hill the second measure, 
from the corner unto the gate of the house of Eliashib, the great priest. (And Baruch, the 
son of Zabbai, rebuilt the next section after him, on the hill, from the corner unto the door of the 
house of the High Priest Eliashib.) 

21 And Meremoth, the son of Urijah, son of Hakkoz, builded after him the second 
measure, from the gate [of the house] of Eliashib, as far as the house of Eliashib was 
stretched forth. (And Meremoth, the son of Urijah, the son of Hakkoz, rebuilt the next section 
after him, from the door of the house of Eliashib, unto the end of Eliashib’s house.) 

22 And [the] priests, men of the field places of Jordan, builded after him. (And the priests, 
from the area around Jerusalem, rebuilt after him.) 

23 And Benjamin and Hashub builded after him over against their house; and Azariah, 
the son of Maaseiah, son of Ananiah, builded after him over against his own house. 
(And Benjamin and Hashub rebuilt after them, opposite their own houses; and Azariah, the son of 
Maaseiah, the son of Ananiah, rebuilt after them opposite his own house.) 

24 And Binnui, the son of Henadad, builded after him the second measure, from the 
house of Azariah unto the bowing (of the wall), and unto the corner. (And Binnui, the son 
of Henadad, rebuilt the next section after him, from the house of Azariah unto the turning of the 
wall, that is, unto the corner.) 

25 Palal, the son of Uzai, builded over against the bowing (of the wall), and the tower 
that standeth forth, from the high house of the king, that is in the large place of the 
prison; Pedaiah, the son of Parosh, builded after him. (Palal, the son of Uzai, (rebuilt) from 
the turning of the wall, opposite the tower that standeth forth from the king’s high house, (or his 
palace), in the courtyard of the guard; and Pedaiah, the son of Parosh, (rebuilt) after him,) 

26 And (the) Nethinims dwelled in Ophel till (over) against the gate of waters at the east, 
and the tower that appeared (over the others). (to a place on the east, opposite the Water Gate, 
and the tower that appeared over the others. This was near the part of Jerusalem called Ophel, 
where the Temple workers lived.) 

27 After him men of Tekoa builded the second measure even over against, from the 
great tower, and appearing unto the wall of the temple. (After him the men of Tekoa rebuilt 
a second section, from a point opposite the great tower, that appeared over the others, unto the 
wall of Ophel.) 

28 And [the] priests builded above at the gate of horses, each man over against his 
house. (And the priests rebuilt above the Horse Gate, each man opposite his own house.) 

29 And Zadok, the son of Immer, builded over against his house after them. And 
Shemaiah, the son of Shechaniah, the keeper of the east gate, builded after him. (And 


3750 XRN 


NEHEMIAH CHAPTER 3:30 319 NEHEMIAH CHAPTER 4:10 


Zadok, the son of Immer, rebuilt after them, opposite his house. And Shemaiah, the son of 
Shechaniah, the gatekeeper, or the guard, of the East Gate, rebuilt after him.) 

30 Hananiah, the son of Shelemiah, and Hanun, the sixth son of Zalaph, builded after 
him the second measure. Meshullam, the son of Berechiah, builded over against his 
chamber after him. (Hananiah, the son of Shelemiah, and Hanun, the sixth son of Zalaph, rebuilt 
the next section after him. Meshullam, the son of Berechiah, rebuilt after them, opposite his room.) 

31 Malchiah, the son of a goldsmith, builded after him unto the house of (the) 
Nethinims, and of men selling shields, over against the gate of judges, and unto the solar 
of the corner. (Malchiah, the son of a goldsmith, rebuilt after him unto the house of the Temple 
workers, and the merchants, opposite the Miphkad Gate, or the Watch Gate, to the room on the 
top of the corner.) 

32 And craftsmen and merchants builded within the solar of the corner, and the gate 
of the king. (And the craftsmen, and the merchants, rebuilt between the room on the top of the 
corner, and the Sheep Gate.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 And it was done, when Sanballat had heard, that we builded the wall, he was full 
wroth, and he was stirred greatly, and he scorned the Jews. (And it was done, when 
Sanballat heard, that we were rebuilding the wall, he was very angry, and was greatly stirred 
up, and he scorned the Jews.) 

2 And he said before his brethren, and the multitude of Samaritans, What do the feeble 
Jews? Whether heathen men shall suffer them? Whether they shall [ful] fill, and make 
sacrifice in one day? Whether they may build stones of the heaps of the dust, which 
be burnt? (And he said before his kinsmen, and the multitude of the Samaritans, What do these 
feeble Jews think they be doing? Do they think they can rebuild the whole city? Do they believe 
they can just make a sacrifice, and then finish it all in one day? Can they make stones out of heaps 
of rubble, which be all burned up?) 

3 And also Tobiah (the) Ammonite, his neighbour, said, Build they; if a fox go up, he 
shall over-leap their stone wall. (And Tobiah the Ammonite, who was beside him, said, Let 
them build; for if a fox shall go up there, he shall just leap over their stone wall.) 

4 And Nehemiah said (in prayer), Our God, hear thou, for we be made despising (for 
we be despised); turn thou the shame upon their own head(s), and give thou them into 
despising in the land of captivity; 

5 cover thou not the wickedness of them, and their sins be not done away before thy 
face; for they scorned the builders. 

6 Therefore we builded the wall, and joined together all till to the half part, and the 
heart of the people was excited to work. (And so we rebuilt the wall, and joined it all together, 
up to half of its height, and the hearts of the people were excited to do this work.) 


7 And it was done when Sanballat, and Tobiah, and Arabians, and Ammonites, and men 
of Ashdod had heard, that the breaking of the wall of Jerusalem was stopped, and that the 


crazings had begun to be closed together, they were full wroth. (And when Sanballat, and 
Tobiah, and the Arabs, and the Ammonites, and the men of Ashdod had heard, that the rebuilding 
of the wall of Jerusalem was progressing, and that the gaps had begun to be closed, they were very 
angry.) 

8 And they all were gathered together to come and fight against Jerusalem, and to cast 
treasons against it. 


9 And we prayed the Lord our God, and we setted keepers on the wall day and night 
against them. (And we prayed to the Lord our God, and we put guards on the wall day and night, 
to protect against them.) 

10 And Judah said, The strength of the bearer is made feeble, and the earth is full much, 
and we be not able to build the wall. (But the men of Judah said, The strength of the workers 
hath become feeble, and there is just too much rubble, and so we cannot rebuild the wall.) 
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11 And our enemies said, Know they not, and know they not, till we come into the 
middle of them, and slay them, and make the work to cease. (And our enemies said, Let 
them know nothing, until we suddenly come into their midst, and kill them all, and stop the work.) 

12 Forsooth it was done, when [the] Jews came, that dwelled beside them, and said to 
us by ten times, from all places from which they came to us, (And it was done, that the Jews 
who lived beside them came, and told us ten times, that our enemies would soon be upon us, from 
all the places from which they had come to us,) 

13 | ordained the people in order, with their swords, and spears, and bows, in a place 
behind the wall by compass. (and so I ordained the people in order, with their swords, and 
spears, and bows, in places all around behind the wall.) 

14 T beheld, and rose, and said to the principal men, and magistrates, and to the other 
part of the common people, Do not ye dread of their face; but have ye mind of the great 
Lord, and fearedful, and fight ye for your brothers, and your sons, and your daughters, 
for your wives, and house(hold)s. (And I looked about, and rose up, and said to the leaders, and 
the magistrates, and to all the people, Do not ye fear them; but instead, think upon, or remember, 
the great and fearful Lord, and fight ye for your brothers, and your sons, and your daughters, and 
your wives, and your families, or your kinsmen.) 

15 And it was done, when our enemies had heard that it was told to us, God destroyed 
their counsel; and then all we turned again to the walls, each man to his work. (And it 
was done, that our enemies heard that everything had been told to us, and so God destroyed their 
plans; and then we all returned to rebuilding the wall, each man to his own work.) 

16 And it was done from that day, the half part of the young men made the work, 
and the half part was ready to battle; and (held) spears, and shields, and bows, and 
habergeons, and (the) princes after them, in all the house of men of Judah, (And so it 
was done from that day on, that half the young men did the work, and the other half were ready 
for battle, and held spears, and shields, and bows, and breastplates; and the leaders supported all 
the men of the house of Judah,) 

17 building in the wall, and bearing burdens, and putting on; with their one hand they 
made the work, and with the other they held their sword. (who were rebuilding the wall. 
And for those carrying the loads, with their one hand they did the work, and with the other hand 
they held their sword.) 

18 For each of the builders was girded with a sword upon his reins; and they builded the 
wall, and they sounded with clarions beside me. (And each of the builders was girded with a 
sword around his waist, as they rebuilt the wall. And the man who sounded with the trumpet was 
beside me.) 

19 And I said to the principal men, and (to the) magistrates, and to the other part of 
the common people, The work is great and broad, and we be separated far in the wall, 
one from another; (And I said to the leaders, and the magistrates, and the rest of the people, The 
work is great and broad, or spread out, and we all be separated on the wall, one far from another;) 

20 therefore in whatever place that ye hear [the] sound of the trump (or and so whenever 
a hear the sound of the trumpet), run ye together thither to us; for our God shall fight for 


a1 And we ourselves shall make the work, and the half of us hold we spears, from the 
going up of the morrowtide till that [the] stars go out. (And so we did the work, and half of 
us held spears, from the rising of the morning sun until the stars came out.) 

22 And in that time I said to the people, Each man with his servant dwell he in the 
midst of Jerusalem, and whiles be to us by night, and (the) day to work. (And at that time I 
said to the people, Each man stay he with his servant in the middle of Jerusalem, and be on guard 
for us by night, and do the work by day.) 

23 But I, and my brethren, and my keepers, and [my] servants, that were (going) after 
me, did not (put) off our clothes; each man was made naked only to washing. (And I, and 
my kinsmen, and my servants, and the men who were protecting me, never took off our clothes; 
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each man was made naked only for washing or each of us kept our right hand on our sword at all 
times.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 And great cry of the people and of their wives was made against their brethren Jews. 
(And later there came a time when a great cry of the people, both men and women, was made 
against their fellow Jews.) 

2 And there were (those) that said, Our sons and our daughters be full many; take we 
wheat for the price of them, and eat we, and live. (And there were those who said, We have 
sold our sons and our daughters for corn, or for grain, so that we could eat, and stay alive.) 

3 Also there were (others) that said, Set we forth to sale our fields, and vineries, and our 
houses, and take we wheat to eat in this hunger. (And there were others who said, We have 
sold our fields, and our vineyards, and our houses, so we could get corn, or grain, to eat during this 
famine.) 

4 And other men said, Take we money by borrowing, for usury, into the tributes of the 
king, and give our fields and vineries. (And still others said, We have borrowed money with 
interest, against our fields and our vineyards, so we could pay the tributes, or the taxes, to the 
king.) 

5 And now as the fleshes of our brethren be, so and our fleshes be; and as be the sons 
of them, so and our sons be; lo! we have made subject our sons and our daughters into 
servage, and servantesses be (made) of our daughters, and we have not whereof they may 
be again-bought; and other men have in possession our fields, and our vineries. (And now 
though our flesh be like the flesh of our kinsmen, and our sons be like their sons; behold! we have 
subjected our sons and our daughters to servitude, (or slavery), and some of our daughters be 
made slave-girls; and we have not whereof to buy them back, for now others possess our fields, 
and our vineyards.) 

6 And I was full wroth, when I had heard the cry of them by these words. (And I was 
very angry, when I had heard their outcry over these matters.) 

7 And mine heart thought with(in) me, and I blamed the principal men, and 
magistrates; and I said to them, Ask ye not usuries, or increase, each man of your 
brethren, (or And I thought in my heart within me, and I rebuked the leaders, and the magistrates; 
and I said to them, Ye should not ask for usury, or unfair interest, from your kinsmen). And I 
gathered together a great company against them, 

8 and I said to them, As ye know, we have by our power again-bought our brethren 
Jews, that were sold to heathen men; and ye now sell your brethren, and shall we again- 
buy them of you? And they held silence, and found not what they should answer. (and I 
said to them, As ye know, by our power we have bought back our fellow Jews, who were sold to the 
heathen; but now your own kinsmen must sell themselves to you, and so now do we have to buy 
them back from you? And they held their peace, and found not what they should answer.) 

9 And I said to them, It is not (a) good thing, that ye do; why go ye not in the dread of 
our God, and reproof be not said to us of heathen men, our enemies? (And I said to them, 
It is not good what ye have done; why do ye not go in the fear of our God? and then rebuke would 
not be said to us by our enemies, the heathen.) 

10 Both I, and my brethren, and my servants, have lent to full many men money and 
wheat; in common, ask we not (for) this again; but forgive we alien money, or usury, 
which is due to us. (I, and my kinsmen, and my servants, have lent money and corn to a great 
many people; let us agree together that we shall not ask for any of this back; and let us forget about 
the interest, which is due to us.) 

11 And again yield ye to them to day their fields, and their vineries, their olive places, 
and their houses; and rather, give ye for them the hundred part of money, and of wheat, 
of wine, and of oil, which ye were wont to take of them. (And today, give ye back to them 
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their fields, and their vineyards, their olive groves, and their houses; and give ye back to them the 
money, and the corn, the wine, and the oil, which ye were wont to take from them.) 

12 And they said, We shall yield their goods to them, and we shall ask nothing of them; 
and we shall do so as thou speakest. And I called the priests, and I made them to swear, 
that they should do after this, that I had said. (And they said, We shall give back their goods 
to them, and we shall ask nothing from them; and we shall do as thou sayest. And I called for the 
priests, and I made them swear before the priests, that they would do as they had promised.) 

13 And furthermore I shook my bosom, and I said, So (may) God shake away each man 


from his house, and from his travails, that fulfilleth not this word; and be he shaken 
away, and be he made void. And all the multitude said, Amen; and they praised God. 


And the people did, as it was said, (or And all the people did or And all the leaders did, as they 
had promised). 

14 Forsooth from that day in which the king had commanded to me, that I should be 
duke in the land of Judah, from the twentieth year unto the two and thirtieth year of 
Artaxerxes (the) king, that is, by twelve years, I and my brethren ate not the sustenances 
which were due to dukes. (And from the day in which the king had commanded me, that I 
should be the governor in the land of Judah, from the twentieth year unto the thirty-second year 
of King Artaxerxes, that is, for twelve years, I and my kinsmen did not take the sustenances, that 
is, the food allowances, which were due to the governor.) 

15 But the first dukes, that were before me, grieved the people, and took of them in 
bread, and wine, and money, each day forty shekels; and also their ministers oppressed 
the people. But I did not so, for the dread of God; (But the former governors, who were there 
before me, grieved the people, and took from them bread, and wine, and money, forty shekels 
worth, each day; and their servants, and their officers, also oppressed the people. But I did not do 
so, for the fear of God or because of my reverence for God;) 

16 but rather I subjected myself, and I builded in the work of the wall (or and I helped 
rebuild the wall), and I bought no field, and all my servants were gathered together with 
me to (do) the work. 

17 Also [the] Jews and the magistrates of them, an hundred and fifty men, and they that 
came to me from heathen men, that be in our compass, were eating in my table. (And 
some of the Jews and their magistrates, a hundred and fifty men, and also some of the heathen, 
who came to me from all around us, ate at my table.) 

18 Forsooth by each day one ox was made ready to me, six chosen wethers, besides 
volatiles, and within ten days diverse wines; and I gave many other things; furthermore 
and I asked not (for) the sustenances of my duchy; for the people was made full poor. 
(And each day an ox, and six chosen sheep, and fowls, were provided by me, and every ten days, 
a new supply of wine; and I gave many other things as well; and furthermore I did not ask for the 
governor's allowance, to which I was entitled, because the people were already so poor.) 

19 My God, have thou mind on me into good, by all things which I have done to this 
people. (My God, remember me, for all the good things which I have done for these people.) 


CHAPTER 6 
1 Forsooth it was done, when Sanballat had heard, and Tobiah, and Geshem of Arabia, 
and our other enemies, that I had builded (again) the wall, and no more breaking was 
therein; and unto that time I had not set up the leaves of shutting of the gates; (And it 
was done, when Sanballat, and Tobiah, and Geshem the Arab, and all our other enemies had heard, 
that I had rebuilt the wall, and that there were no longer any breaks in it; although until that time 


Thad not put up the leaves for shutting the gates;) 

2 and Sanballat, and Tobiah, and Geshem of Arabia sent to me, and said, Come thou 
into a field, and smite we bond of peace in (one of the) villages; certainly they thought to 
do evil to me. (and Sanballat, and Tobiah, and Geshem the Arab sent word to me, and said, Come 
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thou, and strike we a covenant, in one of the villages on the Plain of Ono; but truly they thought 
to do evil to me.) 

3 Therefore I sent messengers to them, and I said, I make a great work, and I may 
not go down therefore, (or And so I sent messengers to them, and I said, I am doing important 
work here, and so I cannot go down there), lest peradventure it be done recklessly or lest 
peradventure it be done negligently, when I come, and go down to you. 

4 Soothly they sent to me by this word by four times, and I answered to them by the 
former word. (And they sent this request to me four times, and each time I answered to them 
what I had said before.) 

5 And Sanballat sent to me the fifth time by the former word his servant; and he had 
in his hand a letter, (And the fifth time, Sanballat sent his servant to me with the same request; 
and he had a letter in his hand,) 

6 written in this manner; It is heard among heathen men, and Gashmu said, that thou 
and the Jews think for to rebel, and therefore ye build (again)the wall, and thou wilt raise 
thee (up as) king on them; (written in this manner; It is heard among the heathen, and Gashmu 
said, that thou and the Jews plan to rebel, and so ye rebuild the wall, and soon thou wilt raise 
thyself up as a king over them;) 

7 for which cause also thou hast set prophets, which preach of thee in Jerusalem, and 
say, A king is in Jerusalem; the king shall hear these words; therefore come thou now, 
that we take counsel together. (for which reason thou hast also set forth prophets, who preach 
of thee in Jerusalem, and say, There is a new king in Judah; the king shall hear of these words; and 
so come thou now, so that we can take counsel about this matter together.) 

8 And I sent to them, and said, It is not done by these words which thou speakest; for 
(out) of thine own heart thou makest these things (up). 

9 All these men made us afeared, and thought that our hands should cease from our 
works, and that we should rest from building; for which cause I strengthened more mine 
hand thereto(or and for this reason I applied myself even more strongly to the task at hand). 

10 And I entered privily into the house of Shemaiah, the son of Delaiah, the son of 
Mehetabeel, which said to me, (Re)Treat we there with ourselves in(to) the house of God, 
in(to) the midst of the temple, and close we the gates of the house; for they shall come 
to slay thee, yea, by (the) night they shall come to slay thee. (And I entered into the house 
of Shemaiah, the son of Delaiah, the son of Mehetabeel, who was enclosed, or confined, there, and 
he said to me, Let us go to the House of God, into the middle of the Temple, and lock all the doors 
of the House; for they shall come to kill thee, yea, in the night they shall come to kill thee.) 

11 And I said, Whether any man like to me, that is, trusting so to God, as I do, hath 
fled for such a thing, and who as I shall enter into the temple, and shall live, or be saved 
there? I will not enter [in]thither. (And I said, Hath any man like me, who trusteth in God, like 
I do, fled for such a reason, or would anyone like me, enter into the Temple to save his own life? I 
will not go there.) 

12 And I understood that God had not sent him, but he spake as prophesying to me; 


and Tobiah and Sanballat had hired him for meed. (And then I understood that God had 
not sent him, but that he only spoke as if prophesying to me; and that Tobiah and Sanballat had 


bribed him to say it.) 

13 For he had taken price, that I should be afeared, and do their will, and that I should 
do sin; and they should have evil (against me), which they should put to me with shame. 
(For he had taken money from them, to make me afraid, so that I would do their will, and that I 
would sin; and then they would have evil to put against me, which they would put on me for my 
shame.) 

14 Lord, have mind of me, for Tobiah and Sanballat, by such works of them; but also 
of Noadiah, the prophet(ess), and of other prophets, that have made me afeared. (Lord, 
remember Tobiah, and Sanballat, for all their evil works; and also Noadiah, the prophetess, and 
the other prophets, who have made me afraid.) 
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15 And the wall was ended in the five and twentieth day of the month of Elul, that 
is, August, in two and fifty days. (And so the wall was finished on the twenty-fifth day of the 
month of Elul, that is, August, after only fifty-two days of rebuilding.) 

16 And it was done, when all our enemies had heard, that all [the] heathen men dreaded 
us, that were in our compass, and they felled down within themselves, and they knew 
then, that this work was made of God. (And it was done, when all our enemies had heard of this, 
then all the heathen, who were all around us, feared (us), and they fell down within themselves, 
for they knew (then), that this work was done with God’s help.) 

17 But also in those days many letters of the principal men of (the) Jews were sent to 
Tobiah, and came from Tobiah to them. (And also in those days many letters were sent from 
the leaders of the Jews to Tobiah, and came from Tobiah to them.) 

18 For many men were in Judah, that had his oath, that is, (who) were sworn to him; 
for he had wedded the daughter of Shechaniah, the son of Arah; and Johanan, his son, 
had taken the daughter of Meshullam, the son of Berechiah. 

19 But also they praised him before me, and told my words to him; and Tobiah sent 
letters, to make me afeared. (And so they praised him in front of me, and told him all my 
words, or what I had said; and Tobiah also sent letters to me, to make me afraid.) 


CHAPTER 7 
1 And after that the wall of Jerusalem was builded, and I had set up the gates thereof, 


and had numbered the porters, and singers, and deacons, (And after that the wall of 
Jerusalem was rebuilt, and I had put up its gates, or its doors, and had appointed the gatekeepers, 
and the singers, and the Levites,) 

2 I commanded to Hanani, my brother, and to Hananiah, the prince of the house of 
Jerusalem, (or I put my brother Hanani, and Hananiah, the commander of the stronghold, or the 
fortress, in charge of Jerusalem); for he seemed a soothfast man, and dreading God more 
than other men did; 

3 and I said to them, The gates of Jerusalem be not opened till to the heat of the sun, 
(or and I said to them, Do not let the gates of Jerusalem be opened until the heat of the sun); and, 
when I was yet present, the gates were closed, and locked. And I set keepers thereof(out) 
of the dwellers of Jerusalem, all men by their whiles, or times, and each man over against 
his own house. 

4 And the city was full broad and great, and little people in the midst thereof (or but 


there were few people living there), and the houses were not yet builded. 

5 And God gave in mine heart, and I gathered together the principal men, and (the) 
magistrates, and the common people, for to number them; and I found a book of the 
number ing] of them, that had gone up first from the captivity. And it was found written 
therein, (And God put in my heart, to gather together the leaders, and the magistrates, and the 
common people, to list, or to register, them; and I found a book listing those who had first returned 
from the captivity. And I found written in it,) 

© These be the sons of the province, which went up from the captivity of men passing 
over from Babylon to Jerusalem, which Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, had led 
over into Babylon; and they that were come with Zerubbabel turned again into Jerusalem 
and into Judah, each man to his city; (These be the sons of the province, who came back from 
the captivity, yea, the list of men returning from Babylon to Jerusalem, whom Nebuchadnezzar, 
the king of Babylon, had led over to Babylon; they returned to Jerusalem and to Judah, each man 
to his own city;) 

7 Joshua, that is to say, Jeshua, Nehemiah, Azariah, Raamiah, Nahamani, Mordecai, 
Bilshan, Mispereth, Bigvai, Nehum, (and) Baanah. And the number of the men of the 
people of Israel is this; (and their leaders were Zerubbabel, Jeshua, or Joshua, Nehemiah, 
Azariah, Raamiah, Nahamani, Mordecai, Bilshan, Mispereth, Bigvai, Nehum, and Baanah. And 
the number of the men of the people of Israel was this;) 
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8 the sons of Parosh, two thousand an hundred and two and seventy; 

9 the sons of Shephatiah, three hundred and two and seventy; 

10 the sons of Arah, six hundred and two and fifty; 

11 the sons of Pahathmoab, of the sons of Jeshua and of Joab, two thousand eight 
hundred and eighteen; 

12 the sons of Elam, a thousand eight hundred and four and fifty; (the sons of Elam, a 
thousand two hundred and fifty-four;) 

13 the sons of Zattu, eight hundred and five and forty; 

14 the sons of Zaccai, seven hundred and sixty; 

15 the sons of Binnui, six hundred and eight and forty; 

16 the sons of Bebai, six hundred and eight and twenty; 

17 the sons of Azgad, two thousand three hundred and two and twenty; 

18 the sons of Adonikam, six hundred and seven and sixty; 

19 the sons of Bigvai, two thousand and seven and sixty; 

20 the sons of Adin, six hundred and five and fifty; 

21 the sons of Ater, the son of Hezekiah, eight and twenty; (the sons of Ater, also called 
Hezekiah, ninety-eight;) 

22 the sons of Hashum, three hundred and eight and twenty; 

23 the sons of Bezai, three hundred and four and twenty; 

24 the sons of Hariph, an hundred and seven and twenty (or a hundred and twelve); 

25 the sons of Gibeon, five and twenty (or ninety-five); 

26 the men of Bethlehem and of Netophah, an hundred fourscore and eight; 

27 the men of Anathoth, an hundred and eight and twenty; 

28 the men of Bethazmaveth, two and forty; 

29 the men of Kiriathjearim, of Chephirah, and (of) Beeroth, seven hundred and three 
and forty; 

30 the men of Ramah and of Gaba, six hundred and one and twenty; 

31 the men of Michmas, two hundred and two and twenty (or one hundred and twenty- 
two); 

32 the men of Bethel and of Ai, an hundred and three and twenty; 

33 the men of the other Nebo, two and fifty; 

34 the men of the other Elam, a thousand two hundred and four and fifty; 

35 the sons of Harim, three hundred and twenty; 

36 the sons of Jericho, three hundred and five and forty; 

37 the sons of Lod, Hadid, and Ono, seven hundred and one and twenty; 

38 the sons of Senaah, three thousand nine hundred and thirty; 

39 priests; the sons of Jedaiah, in the house of Joshua, nine hundred and four and 
seventy; (the priests; the sons of Jedaiah, of the house of Jeshua, nine hundred and seventy-three;) 

40 the sons of Immer, a thousand and two and fifty; 

41 the sons of Pashur, a thousand two hundred and seven and forty; 

42 the sons of Harim, a thousand and eighteen (or a thousand and seventeen); 

43 deacons; the sons of Joshua, and of Kadmiel, (of) the sons of Hodevah, four and 
seventy; (the Levites; the sons of Jeshua, and of Kadmiel, of the house of Hodevah, seventy-four;) 

44 (the) singers; the sons of Asaph, an hundred and seven and forty (or a hundred and 
forty-eight); 

45 porters (or the gatekeepers); the sons of Shallum, the sons of Ater, the sons of Talmon, 
the sons of Akkub, the sons of Hatita, the sons of Shobai, an hundred and eight and thirty; 

46 Nethinims (or the Temple workers); the sons of Ziha, the sons of Hashupha, the sons 


of Tabbaoth, 
47 the sons of Keros, the sons of Sia, the sons of Padon, 
48 the sons of Lebana, the sons of Hagaba, the sons of Shalmai, 


49 the sons of Hanan, the sons of Giddel, the sons of Gahar, 
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50 the sons of Reaiah, the sons of Rezin, the sons of Nekoda, 

51 the sons of Gazzam, the sons of Uzza, the sons of Phaseah, 

52 the sons of Besai, the sons of Meunim, sons of Nephishesim, 

53 sons of Bakbuk, sons of Hakupha, sons of Harhur, 

54 sons of Bazlith, sons of Mehida, sons of Harsha, 

55 sons of Barkos, sons of Sisera, sons of Tamah, 

56 sons of Neziah, sons of Hatipha; 

57 (the) sons of the servants of Solomon; sons of Sotai, sons of Sophereth, sons of 
Perida, 

58 sons of Jaala, sons of Darkon, sons of Giddel, 

59 sons of Shephatiah, sons of Hattil, sons of Pochereth, which were born of Zebaim, 
(and) the son(s) of Amon; (the sons of Shephatiah, the sons of Hattil, the sons of Pochereth of 
Zebaim or the sons of Pochereth Hazzebaim, and the sons of Amon;) 

60 all Nethinims, and the sons of the servants of Solomon, were three hundred and 
two and twenty or were three hundred and two and seventy. (all the Temple workers, and 
the sons of Solomon’s servants,were three hundred and ninety-two.) 

61 And these that follow be they that went up of the country of Telmelah, Telharesha, 
Cherub, Addon, and Immer; which might not show the house of their fathers, nor their 
seed, whether they were of Israel; (And these (who follow) be they who returned (from the 
towns) of Telmelah, Telharesha, Cherub, Addon, and Immer; but they could not prove their father’s 
house, (or family), or whether they were descendants of Israelites;) 

62 the sons of Delaiah, the sons of Tobiah, the sons of Nekoda, six hundred and two 
and forty; 

63 and of the priests; the sons of Habaiah, the sons of Hakkoz, the sons of Barzillai, that 
took a wife of the daughters of Barzillai of Gilead, and was called by the name of them; 
(and of the priests; the sons of Habaiah, the sons of Hakkoz, and the sons of Barzillai, who took a 
wife of the daughters of Barzillai the Gileadite, and was called by their name;) 

64 these sought the scripture of their genealogy, and they found it not, and they were 
therefore cast out of (the) priesthood. (these men searched for their genealogy in the list, but 
they could not find it, and so they were thrown out of the priesthood.) 

65 And (the) Tirshatha said to them, that they should not eat of the holy things of holy 
men, till that a wise priest rose up among the people. (And the governor said to them, that 
they could not eat the holy food of the offerings, until a priest rose up who could consult the Urim 
and the Thummim.) 

66 All the multitude as one man, two and forty thousand six hundred and sixty, (So all 
the multitude together, were forty-two thousand three hundred and sixty,) 

67 besides the servants and handmaids of them, which were seven thousand three 
hundred and seven and thirty; and among [them] the singers and singeresses, six 
hundred and five and forty. (besides their male and female slaves, of whom there were seven 
thousand three hundred and thirty-seven; and they were two hundred and forty-five singers and 
singeresses.) 

68 The horses of them, six hundred and six and thirty; the mules of them, two hundred 
and five and forty; (Their horses numbered seven hundred and thirty-six; their mules, two 
hundred and forty-five;) 

69 the camels of them, four hundred and five and thirty; the asses of them, six 
thousand eight hundred and thirty. (their camels, four hundred and thirty-five; and their 
donkeys, six thousand seven hundred and twenty.) 

70 Soothly some of the princes of the families gave costs into the work of God; (the) 
Tirshatha gave into the treasure, a thousand drachmas of gold/a thousand drams of 
gold, fifty vials, or basins, (and) five hundred and thirty coats of priests. (And some of the 
leaders of the families contributed to the costs, or the expenses, of the work of God; the governor 
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gave to the treasury a thousand drachmas of gold, fifty basins, and five hundred and thirty priests? 
coats.) 

71 And of the princes of families, they gave into the treasure of the work, twenty 
thousand drachmas of gold/twenty thousand drams of gold, and two thousand and two 
hundred bezants of silver. (And the leaders of the families, they gave to the treasury for the 
work, twenty thousand drachmas of gold, and two thousand and two hundred bezants of silver.) 

72 And that that the residue people gave, twenty thousand drachmas of gold/twenty 
thousand drams of gold, and two thousand bezants of silver, and seven and sixty coats 
of priests. (And the rest of the people gave twenty thousand drachmas of gold, and two thousand 
bezants of silver, and sixty-seven priests? coats.) 

73 Soothly [the] priests, and deacons, and porters, and singers, and the residue people, 
and Nethinims, and all Israel dwelled in their cities. And (when) the seventh month was 
come under Ezra and Nehemiah, soothly the sons of Israel were in their cities. (And so the 
priests, and the Levites, and the gatekeepers, and the singers, and the rest of the people, and the 
Temple workers, yea, all Israel, lived in their own cities and towns. And when the seventh month 
had come under Ezra and Nehemiah, all the Israelites were in their cities.) 


CHAPTER 8 
1 And all the people was gathered together as one man, (in)to the street which is before 
the gate of waters. And they said to Ezra, the scribe, or the writer, that he should bring 


the book of the law of Moses, which the Lord had commanded to Israel. (And then all the 
people gathered together as one person, in the square in front of the Water Gate. And they said 


to Ezra, the writer or the teacher of the Law, that he should bring The Book of the Law of Moses, 
which the Lord had commanded to Israel.) 

2 Therefore Ezra, the priest, brought the law before the multitude of men and of 
women, and before all that might understand, in the first day of the seventh month. 
(And so Ezra, the priest, brought The Book of the Law before the multitude of men and women, 
yea, to all who might understand it, in the first day of the seventh month.) 

3 And he read in it openly in the street that was before the gate of waters, from the 
morrowtide till to midday, in the sight of men and of women, and of wise men; and the 
ears of all the people were raised up to the book to hear the law. (And he read from it 
openly in the square that was in front of the Water Gate, from the morning until noon, before men 
and women, yea, to all who were wise enough to understand it; and the ears of all the people were 
attentive to hear the Law from the book.) 

4 And Ezra the writer stood on the degrees of wood, that he had made to speak 
upon to the people; and Mattithiah, and Shema, and Anaiah, and Urijah, and Hilkiah, 
and Maaseiah stood beside him, at his right half; and Pedaiah, Mishael, and Malchiah, 


Hashum, and Hashbadana, and Zechariah, and Meshullam, stood at the left half. (And 
Ezra the writer or the teacher of the Law stood on a wooden platform, made for him so that he 


could speak to the people; and Mattithiah, Shema, Anaiah, Urijah, Hilkiah, and Maaseiah stood 
beside him, at his right hand; and Pedaiah, Mishael, Malchiah, Hashum, Hashbadana, Zechariah, 
and Meshullam, stood at his left hand.) 

5 And Ezra opened the book before all the people; for he appeared over all the people; 
and when he had opened the book, all the people stood to hear. (And Ezra opened the book 
before all the people; for he was above all the people; and when he had opened the book, all the 
people stood up to hear him.) 

6 And Ezra blessed the Lord God with great voice; and all the people answered, Amen, 
Amen, raising up their hands. And they were bowed, and they worshipped God, lowly 
upon the earth. (And Ezra blessed the Lord God, the great God; and all the people answered, 
Amen, Amen, and raised up their hands. And they bowed their heads, and then worshipped God, 
low upon the ground.) 


3759 XRN 


NEHEMIAH CHAPTER 8:7 328 NEHEMIAH CHAPTER 8:16 


7 And Jeshua, and Bani, and Sherebiah, Jamin, Akkub, Shabbethai, Hodijah, Maaseiah, 
Kelita, Azariah, Jozabad, Hanan, Pelaiah, deacons, made silence in the people, for to hear 
the law. And the people stood in their degree. (And then Jeshua, Bani, Sherebiah, Jamin, 
Akkub, Shabbethai, Hodijah, Maaseiah, Kelita, Azariah, Jozabad, Hanan, and Pelaiah, all Levites, 
expounded the Law to them. And all the people stood there in their places.) 


8 And they read in the book of God’s law distinctly, and openly, to understand it; and 
they understood, when it was read. (And they read from The Book of God’s Law openly, and 
distinctly, and then expounded,or explained, it; and when it was read to the people in this way, 
they could understand it.) 


9 Forsooth Nehemiah said, he is (the) Tirshatha, and Ezra, the priest and writer, and 
the deacons, expounding to all the people, This is a day hallowed to the Lord our God; 
do not ye mourn, and do not ye weep. For all the people wept, when it heard the words 
of the law. (And Nehemiah, he was the governor, and Ezra, the priest and writer or the priest and 
teacher of the Law, and the Levites, expounding the Law to all the people, said to them, This day is 
holy to the Lord our God; do not ye mourn, and do not ye weep. For all the people had wept, when 
they had heard the words of the Law.) 


10 And he said to them, Go ye, and eat ye fat things, and drink ye wine made sweet 
with honey, and send ye parts to them, that made not ready to themselves, for it is an 
holy day of the Lord; do not ye be sorry, for the joy of the Lord is your strength. (And he 
said to them, Now go ye, and eat ye rich food, and drink ye mead, and send ye portions to those 
who cannot provide for themselves, for this day is holy to the Lord; do not ye be sorrowful, or sad, 
for the joy of the Lord is your strength.) 


11 And the deacons made silence in all the people, and said, Be ye still, for this is an 
holy day, and make ye no sorrow. (And the Levites silenced all the people, and said, Be ye quiet, 
for this day is holy, and so do not ye be sad.) 


12 Therefore all the people went for to eat, and (to) drink, and to send parts (or and to 
send portions to the needy), and to make great gladness; for they understood the words, 
which he had taught them. 


13 And in the second day, the princes of families, and all the peoples, priests, and 
deacons, were gathered to Ezra, the writer, that he should expound to them the words 
of the law. (And on the second day, the leaders of the families, and all the people, and the priests, 
and the Levites, were gathered before Ezra, the writer or the teacher of the Law, so that he could 
expound to them the words of the Law.) 


14 And they found written in the law, that the Lord commanded in the hand of Moses, 
that the sons of Israel dwell in tabernacles in the solemn day(s), in the seventh month; 
(And they found written in the Law, that the Lord had commanded through Moses, that the 
Israelites should live in booths, or shelters, during the Feast of Tabernacles, that is, the Harvest 
Festival, in the seventh month;) 

15 and that they (should) preach, and publish a voice in all their cities, and in Jerusalem; 
and say, Go ye out into the hill(s), and bring ye (back) boughs of the olive tree, and boughs 
of the fairest tree, the boughs of a myrtle tree, and the branches of a palm tree, and the 
boughs of a tree full of wood, that tabernacles be made of the boughs, as it is written, (or 
so that booths, or shelters, can be made out of the boughs, as it is written). 


16 And all the people went out, and they brought (back)with them boughs, and they 
made to themselves tabernacles, each man in his house roof, and in their streets, either 
foreyards, and in the large places of God’s house, and in the street of the gate of waters, 


and in the street of the gate of Ephraim. (And all the people went out, and they brought back 
some branches, and made booths, or shelters, for themselves, yea, each person on the flat roof of 
his house, or in their yard, or in the courtyards of the House of God, or in the public squares by the 
Water Gate, and the Ephraim Gate.) 
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17 Therefore all the church, or congregation, of them, that is, (all) the gathering 
together (of them), that came again from [the] captivity, made tabernacles, and they 
dwelled in those tabernacles. Certainly the sons of Israel had not done such things from 
the days of Joshua, the son of Nun, unto that day; and full great gladness was there 
among them. (And so all the congregation, or the community, of them, who had returned from 
the captivity, made booths, or shelters, and they lived in those shelters. And truly the Israelites 
had not done such things from the days of Joshua, the son of Nun, until that day; and so there was 
much gladness among them.) 

18 And Ezra read in the book of God’s law by all days of the solemnity, from the first 
day unto the last day; and they made the solemnity by seven days; and in the eighth day 
they made a gathering, (or collection), of silver, by the custom. (And Ezra read from The Book 
of God’s Law for all the days (of the Feast, or the Festival), from the first day until the last day; and 
they held the Feast for seven days; and then on the eighth day (they held) a closing ceremony, as 
was the custom.) 


CHAPTER 9 

1 Forsooth in the four and twentieth day of this month, the sons of Israel came 
together in fasting, and in sackcloths, and earth was on them. (Now on the twenty-fourth 
day of the same month, the Israelites came together in sackcloths, with earth on their heads, for a 
fast, to show remorse for their sins.) 

2 And the seed of the sons of Israel was separated from each alien man. And they stood 
before the Lord, and acknowledged their sins, and the wickednesses of their fathers. (And 
the descendants of the Israelites separated themselves from every foreigner. And they stood before 
the Lord, and confessed their sins, and the wickednesses of their forefathers.) 

3 And they rose together to stand; and they read in the book of the law of the Lord 
their God four times in the day, and four times in the night; they acknowledged, and 
praised the Lord their God. (And they stood up in their places; and The Book of the Law of the 
Lord their God was read to them for one fourth, or one quarter, of the day; and then for another 
fourth, or quarter, they confessed their sins, and praised the Lord their God.) 

4 Forsooth they rised [up] on the degree, of (the) deacons, Jeshua, and Bani, Kadmiel, 
Bunni, Shebaniah, Sherebiah, Bani, and Chenani. And the deacons cried with great voice 
to their Lord God. (And then Jeshua, and Bani, Kadmiel, Bunni, Shebaniah, Sherebiah, another 
Bani, and Chenani stood on the platform built for the Levites. And they cried aloud to the Lord 
their God.) 

5 And (the deacons), Jeshua, and Kadmiel, Bani, Hashabniah, Sherebiah, Hodijah, 
Shebaniah, and Pethahiah, said, Rise ye (up), and bless ye the Lord your God, from 
without beginning and till into without end; and Lord, bless they the high name of thy 
glory in all blessing and praising. (And the Levites, Jeshua, and Kadmiel, Bani, Hashabniah, 
Sherebiah, Hodijah, Shebaniah, and Pethahiah, said, Rise ye up, and bless ye the Lord your God, 
forever and ever; yea, Lord, bless they thy glorious name, which is exalted above all blessing and 
praise.) 

6 Thou thyself, Lord, art alone, or Thou thyself, Lord, art alone God; thou madest 


heaven, and the heaven of heavens, and all the host of those heavens; thou madest the 
earth and all things that be therein; thou madest the seas and all things that be in them; 


and thou quickenest all these things; and the host of heaven worshippeth thee. (Thou 
thyself, art Lord alone, or Thou thyself, Lord, art God alone; thou madest the heavens, yea, the 
highest heavens, and all the stars of the sky; thou madest the earth and all the things that be on 
it; thou madest the seas and all the things that be in them; and thou quickenest all these things; 
and the host of heaven, that is, the heavenly powers, worshippeth thee.) 

7 Thou thyself art the Lord God, that choosedest Abram, and leddest him out of the 
fire of Chaldees, and thou settedest, or calledest, his name Abraham; (Thou thyself art the 
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Lord God, who chosest Abram, and leddest him out of Ur of the Chaldeans, and thou calledest his 
name Abraham;) 

8 and foundest his heart faithful before thee, and thou hast smitten with him a bond 
of peace, that thou wouldest give to him the land of Canaanites, of Hittites, of Hivites, 


of Amorites, and of Perizzites, and of Jebusites, and of Girgashites, that thou wouldest 
give it to his seed; and thou hast fulfilled thy words, for thou art just. (and foundest that 
his heart was faithful before thee, and so thou madest a covenant with him, that thou wouldest 
give him the land of the Canaanites, and Hittites, Hivites, and Amorites, Perizzites, Jebusites, and 
Girgashites, yea, that thou wouldest give it all to his descendants; and thou hast fulfilled thy words, 
for thou art just.) 

9 And thou hast seen the torment of our fathers in Egypt, and thou heardest the cry 
of them upon the Red Sea. (And thou saw the torment of our forefathers in Egypt, and thou 
heardest their cries at the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds.) 

10 And thou hast given signs and great wonders in Pharaoh, and in all his servants, 
and in all the people of that land; for thou knowest, that they did proudly against our 
fathers; and thou madest to thee a name, as also (it is) in this day. (And thou gavest signs 
and great wonders against Pharaoh, and against all his servants, and against all the people of that 
land; for thou knewest, that they did proudly against our forefathers; and thou madest a name for 
thyself, as it is unto this day.) 

11 And thou partedest the sea before them, and they passed through the midst of the 
sea in the dry place; and thou castedest down the pursuers of them into the depth, as a 
stone in strong waters. (And thou partedest the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, before them, and 
they passed through the middle of it on dry land; and thou threwest down their pursuers into the 
depths, like a stone thrown into mighty waters.) 

12 And ina pillar of cloud thou were the leader of them by day, and in a pillar of fire by 
night, that the way, by which they entered, should appear to them. (And thou wast their 
leader by a pillar of cloud in the day, and by a pillar of fire in the night, so that the way by which 
they should go, was clear to them.) 

13 Also thou camest down at the hill of Sinai, and spakest with them from heaven, 
and thou gavest to them rightful dooms, and the law of truth, ceremonies, and 
good commandments. (And thou camest down upon Mount Sinai, and spokest with them 
from heaven, and thou gavest them right judgements, and true laws, and good statutes, and 
commandments.) 

14 And thou showedest to them an hallowed sabbath; and thou commandedest to them 
commandments, and ceremonies, and law, in the hand of Moses, thy servant. (And thou 
toldest them of thy holy Sabbath; and thou commandedest to them commandments, and statutes, 
and laws, through thy servant Moses.) 

15 And thou gavest to them bread from heaven in their hunger; and thou leddest out of 
the stone water to them (who were) thirsting; and thou saidest to them, that they should 
enter, and have in possession the land, upon the which land thou raisedest up thine 
hand, that thou shouldest give it to them. (And thou gavest them bread, or manna, from 
heaven for their hunger; and thou leddest out water from the stone for those who were thirsting; 
and thou saidest to them, that they should go in, and take possession of the land, on which land 
thou raisedest up thy hand, and swore, that thou would give it to them.) 

16 But they and our fathers did proudly, and made hard their nolls, and heard not thy 
commandments. (But they, our forefathers, did proudly, and were stiff-necked, or stubborn, and 
would not obey thy commandments.) 

17 And they would not hear; and they had not mind of thy marvels, which thou haddest 
done to them; and they made hard their nolls; and they gave the head, that they were all- 
turned to their servage as by strife; but thou art God (who is) helpful, meek, and merciful, 
abiding long, either patient, and of much merciful doing, and forsookest not them; (Yea, 
they would not obey; and they did not remember thy marvels, which thou didest for them; and 
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they stiffened their necks, and were stubborn; and they rebelled, and ordained a leader to take 
them back to their servitude, or their slavery; but thou art a helpful God, meek, and merciful, long 
abiding, or patient, and of great mercy, and thou didest not abandon them;) 


18 and when they had made to them a molten calf, as by strife, and had said, This is 
thy God, Israel, that led thee out of Egypt, and they did great blasphemies to thy name. 
(even when they made for themselves a metal idol, yea, a calf, and said, Israel, this is thy god, that 
led thee out of Egypt, and they did great blasphemies to thy name.) 


19 But thou, Lord, in thy many mercies leftest, or forsookest, not them in (the) desert; 
for a pillar of cloud went not away from them by the day, that it should lead them into 
the way whither they were to go; and the pillar of fire went not away from them by night, 
that it should show to them the way, by which they should enter. (Yet thou, Lord, in thy 
many mercies, did not leave, or forsake, them in the desert; for the pillar of cloud went not away 
from them in the day, so that it could lead them in the way that they should to go; and the pillar 
of fire went not away from them in the night, so that it could also show them the way that they 
should go.) 


20 And thou gavest to them thy good Spirit, that taught them; and thou forbadest not 
thine angel’s meat, (or thy manna), from their mouth(s), and thou gavest to them water 
in their thirst (or and thou gavest them water for their thirst). 


21 Forty years thou feddest them in (the) desert, and nothing failed to them (or and 
nothing failed for them); their clothes waxed not eld, and their feet were not hurt, (or 
swollen). 

22 And thou gavest to them realms, and peoples; and thou partedest lots, either 
heritages, to them, and they had in possession the land of Sihon, and the land of the king 
of Heshbon, and the land of Og, king of Bashan. (And thou gavest kingdoms, and peoples to 
them; and thou partedest to them lots, or inheritances, and they took possession of the land of 
Sihon, the king of Heshbon, and the land of 0g, the king of Bashan.) 


23 And thou multipliedest the sons of them, as the stars of heaven/as the stars of the 
firmament; and thou broughtest them to the land, of which thou saidest to their fathers, 
that they should enter, and hold it in possession. (And thou multipliedest their sons, so that 
they be in number like the stars of the heavens or like the stars in the sky; and thou broughtest 
them to the land, of which thou saidest to their fathers, that they should enter, and take possession 
of it.) 

24 And the sons of Israel came, and had the land in possession; and before them thou 
madest low the dwellers of the land, (the) Canaanites; and thou gavest them into the 
hands of the sons of Israel, and the kings of them, and the peoples of the land, that they 
did to them, as it pleased them. (And the Israelites came, and took possession of the land; and 
thou madest the Canaanites, the inhabitants of the land, low before them; thou gavest them into 
the hands of the Israelites, yea, thou gavest them their kings, and the peoples of the land, and then 
Israel did to them, whatever it pleased them to do.) 

25 And they took cities made strong, and (a) fat earth; and they had in possession 
houses full of all goods, cisterns made of other men, vineries, and places of olives, and 
many apple trees. And they ate, and were fulfilled, and were made fat; and had plenty 
of riches in thy great goodness. (And they took over fortified cities, and a fertile land; and they 
took possession of houses full of all kinds of goods, and cisterns made by other men, and vineyards, 
and olives groves, and many apple trees. And they ate, and were fulfilled, and made fat, and had 
plenty of riches by thy great goodness.) 

26 And yet they stirred thee to wrathfulness, and went away from thee, and casted 
away thy law behind their backs; and they killed thy prophets, that witnessed to them, 
that they should turn again to thee; and they did great blasphemies. (And yet they stirred 
thee to great anger, and went away from thee, and threw away thy Law behind their backs; and 
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they killed thy prophets, who witnessed to them, that they should return to thee; and they did 
great blasphemies.) 

27 And thou gavest them into the hand(s) of their enemies; and they tormented them; 
and in the time of their tribulation they cried to thee; and thou heardest them from 
heaven, and by thy many merciful doings thou gavest them saviours, that saved them 
from the hand of their enemies (or who saved them from the hands, or the power, of their 
enemies). 

28 And when they had rested, they turned again to do evil in thy sight; and 
thou forsookest them in the hand of their enemies, and (their) enemies had them in 
possession; then they were turned again to thee, and cried to thee; and in thy mercy 
doing thou heardest them from heaven, and deliveredest them by many times. (And 
after they had rested, or had stopped for a while, again they turned to do evil before thee; and 
thou abandonedest them into the hands of their enemies, and their enemies subjugated them; 
then they turned again to thee, and cried to thee; and thou heardest them from heaven, and many 
times in thy mercy thou deliveredest them.) 

29 And thou witnessedest to them, that they should turn again to thy law; but they did 
proudly, and heard not thy behests, and sinned in thy dooms, which a man that shall do 
(them), shall live in those; but they gave their shoulder and went away, and they made 
hard their nolls, and would not obey to thy dooms. (And thou witnessedest to them, that 
they should return to thy Law; but they did proudly, and would not listen to thy commandments, 
and sinned against thy judgements, which if a man shall do them, he shall live; but instead, they 
gave their shoulder to you and went away, and they were stiff-necked, or stubborn, and would not 
obey thy judgements.) 

30 And thou drewest along many years upon them, and thou witnessedest to them 
in thy Spirit, by the hand, or telling, of thy prophets, that they were law-breakers; and 
they heard them not; and therefore thou gavest them into the hand of the peoples of 
(the) lands. (And thou wast patient with them for many years, and thou witnessedest to them by 
thy Spirit, through the words of thy prophets, that they were Law-breakers; but they did not listen 
to them; and so thou gavest them into the hands of the peoples of the lands.) 

31 But in thy mercies full many, thou madest not them to be into wasting, neither 
thou forsookest them; for thou art God of merciful doings, and meek. (But in thy very 
many mercies, thou didest not destroy them, nor abandonedest them; for thou art a merciful and 
gracious God.) 

32 Now therefore, our Lord God, great God, strong, and fearedful, keeping covenant 
and mercy, turn thou not away thy face from us in all the travail that hath found us, our 
kings, and our princes, and our fathers, and our priests, and our prophets, and all thy 
people, from the days of king Assur till to this day. (And so now, Lord our God, the great 
God, strong, and fearful, keeping covenant and mercy, turn thou not away thy face from us in all 
the travail that hath found us, yea, our kings, and our leaders, our fathers, and our priests, our 
prophets, and all thy people, from the days of the kings of Assyria until this day.) 

33 And Lord, thou art just in all (the) things, that came [up] on us, for thou didest 
truth(fully) to us; but we have done wickedly. 

34 And our kings, and our princes, and our priests, and our fathers, have not done thy 
law; and they perceived not thy behests and thy witnessings, which thou hast witnessed 
in thy behests. (And our kings, and our leaders, and our priests, and our fathers, have not obeyed 
thy Law; and they did not heed thy commandments and thy testimonies, which thou witnessed to 
them.) 

35 And they, in their good realms, and in thy much goodness which thou gavest 
to them, and in the full large land and fat, which thou haddest given in the sight of 
them, served not thee, neither turned again from their worst studies. (And they, in their 
kingdoms or with their kings, and in the great goodness, or prosperity, which thou gavest them, 
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and in the very broad and fertile land, which thou gavest them, served thee not, nor turned away 
from their evil doings.) 

36 Lo! we ourselves be thralls to day; and the land which thou gavest to our fathers, 
that they should eat the bread thereof, and the goods that be thereof, is thrall; and we 
ourselves be thralls, either bondmen, in that land. (Behold! we ourselves be slaves today, in 
the land which thou gavest to our forefathers, so that they could eat its bread, and enjoy its good 
things; yea, we ourselves be slaves, (or bondsmen), here in this land.) 

37 And the fruits thereof be multiplied to (the) kings, which thou hast set upon us for 
our sins; and they be lords of our bodies, and of our beasts, by their will, and we be in 
great tribulation. (And its fruits be multiplied, but only unto the kings whom thou hast put 
upon us for our sins; and they be lords of us, and of our beasts, at their pleasure, and we be in 
great tribulation.) 

38 Therefore on all these things we ourselves smite and write (a) bond of peace, and 
our princes, our deacons, and our priests aseal (it). (And so for all these things, we hereby 
make a covenant in writing, and our leaders, and our Levites, and our priests, put their seals to it.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 And the sealers were Nehemiah, that is, Tirshatha, (or that is, the governor), the son of 
Hachaliah, and Zidkijah, 

2 Seraiah, Azariah, Jeremy [or Jeremiah], 

3 Pashur, Amariah, Malchijah, 

4 Hattush, Shebaniah, Malluch, 

5 Harim, Meremoth, Obadiah, 

6 Daniel, Ginnethon, Baruch, 

7 Meshullam, Abijah, Mijamin, 

8 Maaziah, Bilgai, and Shemaiah; these were(the) priests. 

9 And the deacons were Joshua, [or Jeshua], the son of Azaniah, (or And the Levites were 
Jeshua, the son of Azaniah), Binnui, of the sons of Henadad, Kadmiel, 

10 and his brethren, Shebaniah, Hodijah, Kelita, Pelaiah, Hanan, (and their kinsmen, 
Shebaniah, Hodijah, Kelita, Pelaiah, Hanan,) 

11 Micha, Rehob, Hashabiah, 

12 Zaccur, Sherebiah, Shebaniah, 

13 Hodijah, Bani, Beninu. 

14 And the chief men of the people were Parosh, Pahathmoab, Elam, Zatthu, Bani, (And 
the leaders of the people were Parosh, Pahathmoab, Elam, Zatthu, Bani,) 

15 Bunni, Azgad, Bebai, 

16 Adonijah, Bigvai, Adin, 

17 Ater, Hezekiah, Azzur, 

18 Hodijah, Hashum, Bezai, 

19 Hariph, Anathoth, Nebai, 

20 Magpiash, Meshullam, Hezir, 

21 Meshezabeel, Zadok, Jaddua, 

22 Pelatiah, Hanan, Anaiah, 

23 Hoshea, Hananiah, Hashub, 

24 Hallohesh, Pileha, Shobek, 

25 Rehum, Hashabnah, Maaseiah, 

26 Ahijah, Hanan, Anan, 

27 Malluch, Harim, Baanah; 

28 and others of the people, priests, deacons, porters, and singers, Nethinims, and all 
men that separated themselves from the peoples of (the) lands to the law of God, the 
wives of them, the sons of them, and the daughters of them; all that might understand, 
(and the others of the people, or and so all the people, yea, the priests, the Levites, the gatekeepers, 
the singers, and the Temple workers, with their wives, and their sons, and their daughters; yea, all 
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who could understand, and have separated themselves from the people of the lands, in obedience 
to the Law of God,) 

29 promising for their brethren, the principal men of them, and they that came thither 
to promise, and to swear, that they should go in the law of the Lord, which he gave by 
the hand of Moses, his servant, and that they should do and keep all the behests of the 
Lord our God, and his dooms, and his ceremonies; (promise with their kinsmen, yea, their 
leaders, and swear, to go in the Law of the Lord, which he gave by the hand of his servant Moses, 
and to keep and to obey all the commandments of the Lord our God, and his judgements, and his 
statutes;) 

30 and that we should not give our daughters to the people of the land, and that we 
should not take their daughters to our sons. (and that we shall not give our daughters to be 
wives for the peoples of the land, and that we shall not take their daughters as wives for our sons.) 

31 Also the peoples of the land, that bring in things set to sale, and all things to use, 
by the day of sabbath, for to sell, we shall not take of them in the sabbath, and in a 
day hallowed; and we shall leave (the land)without tilth and sowing and gathering, the 
seventh year, and the asking of all hand, that is, (to) release debts, and (to) deliver (our) 
Hebrew servants. (And if the peoples of the land bring in food, and things to sell, on the Sabbath 
day, we shall not buy anything from them on the Sabbath, or on any other holy day. And in the 
seventh year, we shall leave the land without tilth, or sowing, or gathering, and we shall leave off 
asking for repayment of all manner of debt, that is, we shall discharge all debts, and also set free 
our Hebrew slaves.) 

32 And also we shall ordain upon us commandments, that by each year we give the 
third part of a shekel to the work of the Lord our God, (And we shall ordain the command 
upon us, that each year we give the third part of a shekel to the work of the Lord our God,) 

33 to the loaves of setting forth, and to the everlasting sacrifice, and into burnt 
sacrifice everlasting, in sabbaths, in calends, that is, (the) beginnings of months, in 
solemnities, in hallowed days, and for sin, that prayer be made for Israel, and into all the 
uses of the house of our God. (for the loaves of setting forth, that is, the loaves of proposition, 
and the everlasting offering, and the everlasting burnt sacrifice, for the Sabbaths, and the calends, 
that is, the beginning of months, and the Feasts, or the Festivals, and the holy gifts, and the sin 
offerings, to make amends for Israel, and for all the needs in the House of our God.) 

34 Also we casted lots on the offering of wood, betwixt priests and deacons and the 
people, that those should be brought into the house of our God, by the families of our 
fathers in certain times, from the times of a year sufficient unto a year, that that wood 
should burn upon the altar of the Lord our God, as it is written in the law of Moses; (And 
we, the priests, and the Levites, and the people, have thrown lots for the wood offering, so that 
it can be brought into the House of our God, by the families of our fathers, each in their turn, at 
certain times year after year, to burn on the altar of the Lord our God, as it is written in the Law;) 

35 and that we bring the first engendered things of our land, and the first fruits of all 
fruit of each tree, from year into year, into the house of the Lord, (and we shall bring the 
first fruits of our land, and the first fruits of every fruit tree, year after year, to the House of our 
God,) 

36 and the first begotten things of our sons, and of our beasts, as it is written in the law, 
and the first begotten things of our oxen, and of our sheep, that those be offered in the 
house of our God, to priests that minister in the house of our God; (and also the first-born 
of our sons, and of our beasts, as it is written in the Law, yea, the first-born of our oxen, and of our 
sheep, we shall bring all these things to the House of our God, unto the priests who minister in the 
House of our God;) 

37 and we shall bring the first fruits of our meats, and of our moist sacrifices, and the 
fruits of each tree, and of vintage, and of oil, to [the] priests, at the chamber of the (house 
of the) Lord, and the tenth part of our land to (the) deacons; those deacons shall take 
tithes of all the cities of our works. (and we shall also bring to the priests the first fruits of 
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our dough, and of our other offerings, yea, the fruits of each tree, and of wine, and of oil, to the 
storerooms of the House of our God; and we shall bring to the Levites the tenth part, or the tithes, 
from our land, for it is the Levites who collect the tithes from all the cities about our farms.) 

38 And a priest, the son of Aaron, shall be with the deacons in the tithes of (the) 
deacons; and the deacons shall offer the tenth part of their tithe in the house of our 
God, at the chamber(s), in the house of treasure. (And a priest, the son of Aaron, shall be 
with the Levites when they collect the tithes; and the Levites shall bring the tenth part of all the 
tithes, that is, a tithe of the tithes, to the House of our God, to the rooms in the storehouse.) 

39 For the sons of Israel and the sons of Levi shall bring the first fruits of wheat, of wine, 
and of oil to that place; and hallowed vessels shall be there, and priests, and singers, and 
porters, and ministers; and we shall not forsake the house of our God. (For the Israelites 
and the Levites shall bring the first fruits of corn, or of grain, and of wine, and of oil to that place; 
and the vessels of the sanctuary, and the ministering priests, and the singers, and the gatekeepers, 
shall also be there; and we shall not desert, or neglect, the House of our God.) 


CHAPTER 11 

1 Forsooth the princes of the people dwelled in Jerusalem; but the residue people sent 
lot, for to take one part of ten, which should dwell in Jerusalem, in the holy city; and the 
(other) nine parts dwelled in other cities. (Now the leaders of the people lived in Jerusalem; 
but the rest of the people cast lots, to take one part in ten, as to who would live in Jerusalem, in the 
holy city; and those who took the other nine parts lived in the other cities.) 

2 And the people blessed all men, that proffered themselves by free will to dwell in 
Jerusalem. (And the people blessed all those, who freely offered themselves to live in Jerusalem.) 

3 And so these be the princes of the province, that dwelled in Jerusalem, and in the 
cities of Judah; and each man dwelled in his possession, in their cities of Israel, that is, 
priests, deacons, Nethinims, and the sons of the servants of Solomon. (And so these named 
below be the leaders of the province, who lived in Jerusalem; and the other Israelites lived in the 
other cities of Judah,that is, the priests, the Levites, the Temple workers, and the sons of Solomon’s 
servants, each on his own property, in their own cities.) 

4 And (these be the) men of the sons of Judah, and of the sons of Benjamin (who) dwelled 
in Jerusalem; of the sons of Judah; Athaiah, the son of Uzziah, son of Zechariah, son of 
Amariah, son of Shephatiah, son of Mahalaleel, of the sons of Perez; 

5 (and) Maaseiah, the son of Baruch, the son of Colhozeh, the son of Hazaiah, the son 
of Adaiah, the son of Joiarib, the son of Zechariah, the son of Shilonites (or of the sons of 
Shelah); 

6 all the sons of Perez, that dwelled in Jerusalem, were four hundred eight and sixty, 
strong men. (and all the sons of Perez, who lived in Jerusalem, were four hundred and sixty-eight 
strong men.) 

7 And these be the sons of Benjamin; Sallu, the son of Meshullam, the son of Joed, 
the Sch of Pedaiah, the son of Kolaiah, the son of Maaseiah, the son of Ithiel, the son of 
Jesaiah; 

8 and after him Gabbai, Sallai, ninety and eight and twenty; (and after him Gabbai, and 
Sallai, nine hundred and twenty-eight in all:) 

9 and Joel, the son of Zichri, was the sovereign of them, and Judah, the son of Senuah, 
was the second man on the city. (and Joel, the son of Zichri, was their ruler, and Judah, the son 
of Senuah, was the second in charge over the city.) 

10 And of (the) priests; Jedaiah, the son of Joiarib, (and) Jachin, 

11 Seraiah, the son of Hilkiah, the son of Meshullam, the son of Zadok, the son of 
Meraioth, the son of Ahitub, these were princes of the house of God, (and Seraiah, the 
son of Hilkiah, the son of Meshullam, the son of Zadok, the son of Meraioth, the son of Ahitub, and 
he was the ruler of the House of God,) 
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12 and their brethren, making the works of the temple, were eight hundred and two 
and twenty, (or and his kinsmen, who did the work in the Temple, were eight hundred and twenty- 
two). And Adaiah, the son of Jeroham, the son of Pelaliah, the son of Amzi, the son of 
Zechariah, the son of Pashur, the son of Malchiah, 

13 and the brethren of them, the princes of (the) fathers, were two hundred and two 
and forty, (or and his kinsmen, the leaders of the families, were two hundred and forty-two). 


And Amashai, the son of Azareel, the son of Ahasai, the son of Meshillemoth, the son of 
Immer, 


4 and their brethren, full mighty men, were an hundred and eight and twenty; and 
the sovereign of them was Zabdiel, the son of (one of the) mighty men. (and his kinsmen, 
very mighty men, were a hundred and twenty-eight; and their leader was Zabdiel, the son of 
Haggedolim.) 

15 And of deacons (or And of the Levites); Shemaiah, the son of Hashub, the son of 
Azrikam, the son of Hashabiah, the son of Bunni; 

16 and Shabbethai, and Jozabad was ordained of the princes of deacons, upon all the 
works that were done withoutforth in God’s house. (and Shabbethai, and Jozabad, of the 
leaders of the Levites, who were ordained upon all the work that was done outside the House of 
God.) 

17 And Mattaniah, the son of Micha, the son of Zabdi, the son of Asaph, was(the) prince 
in God’s house, to praise and acknowledge to him in prayer; and Bakbukiah was the 
second of his brethren, and Abda, the son of Shammua, the son of Galal, the son of 
Jeduthun. (And Mattaniah, the son of Micha, the son of Zabdi, the son of Asaph, led the Temple 
choir in singing the prayer of thanksgiving; and Bakbukiah was the second among his kinsmen, 
and Abda, the son of Shammua, the son of Galal, the son of Jeduthun.) 

18 All the deacons in the holy city, were two hundred fourscore and four. (In all, there 
were two hundred and eighty-four Levites in the holy city.) 

19 And the porters, Akkub, Talmon, and the brethren of them, that kept the doors of 
the temple, were an hundred and two and seventy. (And the gatekeepers, who kept guard at 
the Temple gates, were Akkub, Talmon, and their kinsmen, a hundred and seventy-two.) 

20 And other men of Israel, priests, and deacons, in all the cities of Judah, each man in 
his possession. (And the other Israelites, and priests, and Levites, lived in all the other cities of 
Judah, each man on his own property.) 

21 And [the] Nethinims, that dwelled in Ophel; and Ziha and Gishpa of [the] Nethinims. 
(And the Temple workers lived in the part of Jerusalem called Ophel; and Ziha and Gishpa were 
their leaders, or their overseers.) 

22 And (the) sovereign of deacons in Jerusalem (was) Uzzi, the son of Bani, the son of 
Hashabiah, the son of Mattaniah, the son of Micha. (He was) Of the sons of Asaph, singers 
in the service of God’s house. (And the leader of the Levites in Jerusalem was Uzzi, the son of 
Bani, the son of Hashabiah, the son of Mattaniah, the son of Micha. He was of the sons of Asaph, 
who were singers in service or in the services in the House of God.) 

23 For the command of the king was on them, and an order was in singers by all days; 
(For by an order, the king commanded them to provide singers every day.) 

24 and Pethahiah, the son of Meshezabeel, of the sons of Zerah, the son of Judah, in 
the hand of the king, by each word of the people; (And Pethahiah, the son of Meshezabeel, of 
the sons of Zerah, the son of Judah, was at the king’s hand on all matters concerning the people.) 

25 and in the houses by all the countries of them. (Some) Of the sons of Judah dwelled 
in Kiriatharba, and in the villages thereof, and in Dibon, and in the villages thereof, and 
in Jekabzeel, and in the towns thereof; (And of the towns in the countryside, some of the sons 
of Judah lived in Kiriatharba, and in its villages, and in Dibon, and in its villages, and in Jekabzeel, 
and in its villages;) 

26 and in Jeshua, and in Moladah, and in Bethphelet, 
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27 and in Hazarshual, and in Beersheba, and in the villages thereof (or and in their 
villages); 

28 and in Ziklag, and in Mekonah, and in the villages thereof (or and in their villages); 

29 and in Enrimmon, and in Zareah, and in Jarmuth, 

30 in Zanoah, in Adullam, and in the towns thereof; in Lachish, and in the country(side) 
thereof; in Azekah, and in the villages thereof; and they dwelled in Beersheba till to the 
valley of Hinnom. (and in Zanoah, and in Adullam, and in their villages; and in Lachish, and in 
its countryside; and in Azekah, and in its villages; and so they lived in the land from Beersheba 
unto the Hinnom Valley.) 

31 And the sons of Benjamin dwelled in Geba, Michmash, and Aija, and Bethel, and in 
the villages thereof; (And the sons of Benjamin lived in Geba, Michmash, Aija, and Bethel, and 
in their villages;) 

32 in Anathoth, Nob, Ananiah, 

33 Hazor, Ramah, Gittaim, 

34 Hadid, Zeboim, Neballat, 

35 Lod, and in Ono, the valley of craftsmen. (and Lod, and Ono, and in the Craftsmen’s 
Valley.) 

36 And of the deacons, (were) the portions of Judah and of Benjamin. (And some of 
Levites, who were in Judah, were assigned to live with the people of Benjamin.) 


CHAPTER 12 
1 Soothly these were[the] priests and [the] deacons, that went up with Zerubbabel, the 


son of Shealtiel, and with Joshua; Seraiah, Jeremy [or Jeremiah], Ezra, (And these were the 
priests and the Levites, who went up with Zerubbabel, the son of Shealtiel, and Jeshua, or Joshua; 
Seraiah, Jeremiah, Ezra,) 

2 Amariah, Malluch, Hattush, 

3 Shechaniah, Rehum, Meremoth, 

4 Iddo, Ginnetho, Miamin, 

5 Abiah, Maadiah, Bilgah, 

6 Shemaiah, and Joiarib, Jedaiah, 

7 Sallu, Amok, Hilkiah, and Jedaiah; these were the princes of priests and their 
brethren, in the days of Joshua. (Sallu, Amok, Hilkiah, and Jedaiah; these were the leaders 
of the priests and their kinsmen, in the days of Jeshua, or Joshua.) 

8 Certainly deacons; Jeshua, Binnui, Kadmiel, Sherebiah, Judah, (and) Mattaniah, 
were over the hymns, they and their brethren; (And the Levites; Jeshua, Binnui, Kadmiel, 
Sherebiah, Judah, and Mattaniah, who with his kinsmen, led the hymns;) 

9 and Bakbukiah, and Unni, and the brethren of them, each man in his office. (and 
Bakbukiah, and Unni, and their kinsmen, who sang the response.) 

10 And Joshua begat Joiakim (or And Jeshua begat Joiakim), and Joiakim begat Eliashib, 
and Eliashib begat Joiada, 

11 and Joiada begat Jonathan, and Jonathan begat Jaddua. 

12 And in the days of Joiakim these were the priests, and the princes of the families 
of priests; Seraiah, Meraiah; Jeremy, Hananiah; (And in the days of Joiakim these were the 
priests, and the leaders of the priestly families; of Seraiah, Meraiah; of Jeremiah, Hananiah;) 

13 (of) Ezra, Meshullam; (of) Amariah, Jehohanan; 

14 (of) Melicu, Jonathan; (of) Shebaniah, Joseph; 

15 (of) Harim, Adna; (of) Meraioth, Helkai; 

16 (of) Iddo, Zechariah; (of) Ginnethon, Meshullam; 

17 (of) Abiah, Zichri; (of) Miniamin, (*); and (of) Moadiah, Piltai; 

18 (of) Bilgah, Shammua; (of) Shemaiah, Jehonathan; 





* 
CHAPTER 12:17 A name is missing here in both the Hebrew and the Greek texts of the Ta’na’kh (or Tanach, which 


are the Hebrew Scriptures or the Old Testament). 
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19 (of) Joiarib, Mattenai; (of) Jedaiah, Uzzi; 

20 (of) Sallai, Kallai; (of) Amok, Eber; 

21 (of) Hilkiah, Hashabiah; (of) Jedaiah, Nethaneel. 

22 Deacons in the days of Eliashib, and of Joiada, and of Johanan, and of Jaddua, were 
written princes of families, and priests, in the realm of Darius king of Persia. (The leaders 
of the priestly families, in the days of Eliashib, and Joiada, and Johanan, and Jaddua, were written 
down until the reign of Darius the Persian.) 

23 The sons of Levi, princes of families, were written in the book of the words of days, 
and unto the days of Johanan, the son of Eliashib. (But the leaders of the Levite families were 
written down in The Book of the Words of the Days, that is, in The Official Annals, only until the 
days of Johanan, the son of Eliashib.) 

24 And the princes of deacons were Hashabiah, Sherebiah, and Jeshua, the son of 
Kadmiel; and the brethren of them by their whiles or times, that they should praise 
and acknowledge by the commandment of king David, the man of God, and they should 
keep evenly by order. (And the leaders of the Levites were Hashabiah, Sherebiah, and Jeshua, 
the son of Kadmiel, who, along with their kinsmen, gave praise and thanks, each in their turn, the 
one group answering the other, by the command of King David, the man of God.) 

25 Mattaniah, and Bakbukiah, and Obadiah, Meshullam, Talmon, (and) Akkub, were 
keepers of the gates, and of the porches before the gates. (Mattaniah, Bakbukiah, Obadiah, 
Meshullam, Talmon, and Akkub were the gatekeepers standing guard at the gatehouses.) 

26 These men were (serving) in the days of Joiakim, the son of Joshua, son of Jozadak, 
and in the days of Nehemiah, the duke, and of Ezra, the priest and writer. (These men 
served in the days of Joiakim, the son of Jeshua, or Joshua, the son of Jozadak, and in the days of 
Nehemiah, the governor, and of Ezra, the priest and writer or the priest and teacher of the Law.) 

27 Forsooth in the hallowing of the wall of Jerusalem they sought (out the) deacons of 
all their places, to bring them into Jerusalem, and to make the hallowing in gladness, in 
the doing of thankings, and in song, and in cymbals, and in psalteries, and in harps. (And 
for the dedication of the wall of Jerusalem, they sought out the Levites in all the places where they 
were, to bring them to Jerusalem, to celebrate the dedication with gladness, and thanksgiving, and 
with songs, and cymbals, and lutes, and harps.) 

28 And the sons of (the) singers were gathered together, both from the field places 
about Jerusalem, and from the towns of Netophathi (or and from the towns of the 
Netophathites), 

29 and from the house of Gilgal, and from the country(sides) of Geba, and of Azmaveth; 
for the singers had builded towns to themselves in the compass of Jerusalem (or for the 
singers had built towns for themselves all around Jerusalem). 

30 And [the] priests and deacons were cleansed, and then they cleansed the people, 
and the gates, and the wall. (And the priests and the Levites purified themselves, and then 
they purified the people, and the gates, and the wall.) 

31 And I made the princes of Judah to go up on the wall, and I ordained two great 
choirs, or companies, of men praising the Lord; and they went to the right side on the 
wall, to the gate of the dunghill. (And I brought the leaders of Judah up onto the wall, and 
I ordained two great choirs, or companies, of men to give praise to the Lord; and the first group 
went up on the wall to the right side, toward the Dung Gate.) 

32 And Hoshaiah went after them, and the half part of the princes of Judah (or and half 
of the leaders of Judah), 

33 and Azariah, Ezra, and Meshullam, 

34 Judah, and Benjamin, and Shemaiah, and Jeremy. [Judah, and Benjamin, and Shemaiah, 
and Jeremiah. ] 

35 And of the sons of priests singing in trumps; Zechariah, the son of Jonathan, the 
son of Shemaiah, the son of Mattaniah, the son of Michaiah, the son of Zaccur, the son 
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of Asaph. (And then came some of the priests blowing trumpets; namely, Zechariah, the son of 
Jonathan, the son of Shemaiah, the son of Mattaniah, the son of Michaiah, the son of Zaccur, the 
son of Asaph;) 

36 And his brethren; Shemaiah, and Azarael, Milalai, Gilalai, Maai, Nethaneel, and 
Judah, and Hanani, in the instruments of song of David, the man of God; and Ezra, the 


writer, before them, (and his kinsmen; Shemaiah, Azarael, Milalai, Gilalai, Maai, Nethaneel, 
Judah, and Hanani, with the musical instruments of David, the man of God; and Ezra, the writer 


or the teacher of the Law, went before them.) 

37 in the gate of the well. And (the) men went up (over) against them, in the degrees of 
the city of David, in the going up of the wall, over the house of David, and unto the gate 
of the waters at the east coast. (And they went past the Fountain Gate, and then up the steps 
to the City of David, by the ascent to the city wall, past the house of David, and on to the Water 
Gate on the east side.) 

38 And the second choir of men telling out thankings went over against (them), or on 
the other side, and I went after them; and half part of the people was on the wall, and 
on the tower of (the) ovens, and they went unto the broadest wall; (And the second choir 
of men who gave thanks went to the other side, that is, to the left, along the top of the wall, and I 
went after them, with half of the people; and they went past the Tower of the Ovens, or the Tower 
of the Furnaces, unto the Broad Wall:) 

39 and over the gate of Ephraim, and over the eld gate, and over the gate of fishes, and 
over the tower of Hananeel, and over the tower of Meah, and they came unto the gate of 
(the) flock; and they stood still in the gate of keeping. (and then past the Ephraim Gate, and 
the Old Gate, or the Jeshanah Gate, and the Fish Gate, and the Tower of Hananeel, and the Tower 
of the Hundred, to the Sheep Gate; and they stopped at the Gate of the Guardhouse or and they 
stopped near the Temple Gate.) 

40 And the two choirs of men praising stood in the house of God, and I and the half 
part of (the) magistrates with me. (And then the two choirs of men who gave praise took their 
places in the House of God, along with me and half of the magistrates;) 

41 And the priests, Eliakim, Maaseiah, Miniamin, Michaiah, Elioenai, Zechariah, 
Hananiah, in trumps; (and the priests, Eliakim, Maaseiah, Miniamin, Michaiah, Elioenai, 
Zechariah, and Hananiah, who were blowing their trumpets;) 

42 and (also) Maaseiah, and Shemaiah, and Eleazar, and Uzzi, and Jehohanan, and 
Malchijah, and Elam, and Ezer; and the singers sang clearly, and Jezrahiah, their 
sovereign also, (or and the singers, led by Jezrahiah, who sang clearly, and loudly). 

43 And they offered in that day great sacrifices, and were glad; for God had made them 
glad with great gladness. But also their wives and their lawful children were joyful, and 
the gladness of Jerusalem was heard [a] far. (And that day, they offered great, or many, 
sacrifices, and were joyful; for God had made them very happy. And also their wives and their 
children were full of joy, and the joy of Jerusalem was heard afar off.) 

44 Also they numbered in that day the men that were over the keeping places of the 
treasure(s), to receive(the) moist sacrifices, and the first fruits, and (the) tithes, that in 
(the) seemliness, or fairness, of doing of thankings to the Lord, (the) princes of the city 
should bring in by them, (for the) priests and deacons; for Judah was glad in (the) priests 
and deacons (that were) present. (And on that day men were ordained to take charge of the 
storerooms for the contributions, that is, to receive the offerings, and the first fruits, and the tithes; 
they were to gather in the portions, required by the Law, from all the fields near the cities, for 
the priests and the Levites; for all Judah was well pleased with the service of the priests and the 
Levites.) 

45 And they kept the keeping of their God, (and) the keeping of cleansing; and (the) 
singers, and porters (did as well), by the commandment of David, and of Solomon, his 
son; (And they did the service of their God, and the rites of purification, as did the singers, and 
the gatekeepers, after the commands of David, and his son Solomon;) 
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46 for in the days of David and of Asaph, from the beginning, princes of singers were 
ordained, praising in song, and acknowledging to God. (for from the days of David and of 
Asaph, yea, from the beginning, leaders were ordained over the singers, to lead the songs of praise 
and thanksgiving to God.) 

47 And all Israel, in the days of Zerubbabel, and in the days of Nehemiah, gave parts 
to (the) singers and to (the) porters, by all the days; and they hallowed (a part for the) 
deacons, and the deacons hallowed (a part for) the sons of Aaron. (And in the days of 
Zerubbabel, and of Nehemiah, all Israel gave the portions, or the gifts, for the singers and the 
gatekeepers, as each day required; and they dedicated a portion for the Levites, and the Levites 
dedicated a portion for the priests, the sons of Aaron.) 


CHAPTER 13 

1 Forsooth in that day it was read in the book of Moses, in (the) hearing of the people; 
and it was found written therein, that Ammonites and Moabites ought not to enter into 
the church of God till into without end; (And on that day they read from The Book of Moses, 
in the hearing of the people; and it was found written in it, that Ammonites and Moabites should 
never enter into the congregation of God, that is, should never become part of their community;) 

2 for they met not the sons of Israel with bread and water, and they hired against the 
sons of Israel Balaam, for to curse them; and our God turned the cursing into blessing. 
(for they did not meet the Israelites with bread and water, but instead they hired Balaam against 
the Israelites, to curse them; but our God turned the curse into a blessing.) 

3 And it was done, when the people had heard the law, they separated each alien from 
Israel (or they set apart, or excluded, all foreigners from the Israelite community). 

4 And upon these things was Eliashib, the priest, that was sovereign in the chamber of 
the house of our God, and was the neighbour of Tobiah*. (And upon these things was the 
High Priest Eliashib, who was the ruler, or the overseer, of the storerooms of the House of our God, 
and was the neighbour, or the friend, of Tobiah.) 

5 Therefore he made to him a great chamber in the house of God; and there before 
him were men that kept the gifts that were offered, and incense, and diverse vessels, 
and the tithe of wheat, of wine, and of oil, and the parts of deacons, and of singers, and 
of porters, and the first fruits of priests. (And so Eliashib gave Tobiah a large room at the 
House of God, that was used to store the grain offerings, and the incense, and the Temple vessels, 
and the tithes of corn, and of wine, and of oil, that is, the portions, or the contributions, for the 
Levites, and the singers, and the gatekeepers, and the first fruits for the priests.) 

6 And in all these things I was not in Jerusalem; for in the two and thirtieth year of 
Artaxerxes, king of Babylon, I came to the king, and in the end of days I prayed the king. 
(And at this time I was not in Jerusalem; for in the thirty-second year of Artaxerxes, the king of 
Babylon, I went and reported to the king, but after some number of days, I was granted leave to 
return to Jerusalem.) 

7 And I came into Jerusalem, and I understood the evil that Eliashib had done to 
Tobiah, to make to him a chamber in the porches of God’s house; (And so I came back 
to Jerusalem, and I learned of the evil that Eliashib had done for Tobiah’s sake, by giving him a 
room in one of the courtyards of the House of God;) 

8 and to me it seemed full evil. And I casted forth the vessels of the house of Tobiah 
out of the chamber; (and I was greatly angered by that. And I threw all of Tobiah’s things out 
of the room;) 

9 and I commanded, and they cleansed the chambers; and I brought again there the 
vessels of God’s house, and the sacrifice thereof, and the incense. (and I commanded, that 





* CHAPTER 13:4 That is, friend, by the matrimony of his cousin, that had wedded the daughter of Sanballat. (That 
is, he was the relative of Tobiah, by the marriage of his cousin, who had wedded Sanballat’s daughter.) 
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they purify the room, and that all the vessels of the House of God, and the offerings, and the incense, 
should be put back into it.) 

10 And I knew that the parts of the deacons were not given to them, and that each man 
of the deacons and of the singers, and of them that ministered in the temple, had gone 
away into his country(side); (And I also learned that the portions for the Levites had not been 
given to them, and so all of the Levites and the singers, those who ministered in the Temple, had 
gone back to their fields;) 

11 and I did the cause against (the) magistrates, and I said, Why have ye forsaken the 
house of God? And I gathered them together, that is, (the) deacons and the ministers, 
that had gone away, and I made them to stand in their standings. (and I brought this case 
against the magistrates, and I said, Why is the House of God deserted? And so I brought back the 
Levites, and the singers who had gone away, and I put them in their places again.) 

12 And all Judah brought the tithe of wheat, of wine, and of oil, into the barns. (And so 
all Judah brought their tithes of corn, and wine, and oil, into the storehouses.) 

13 And we ordained on the barns, Shelemiah, the priest, and Zadok, the writer, and 


Pedaiah, one of the deacons, and besides them we ordained Hanan, the son of Zaccur, 
the son of Mattaniah; for they were proved faithful men, and the parts of their brethren 


were betaken to them. (And I put in charge (of the storehouses), Shelemiah, the priest, and 
Zadok, the writer or a teacher of the Law, and Pedaiah, (one) of the Levites, and besides them (I 
ordained) Hanan, the son of Zaccur, the son of Mattaniah; for they had proved to be faithful men, 
and so it was their duty to distribute their kinsmen’s portions.) 

14 My God, have mind of me for this thing, and do thou not away my merciful doings, 
which I have done in the house of my God, and in his ceremonies. (My God, remember me 
for this, and do not thou forget the good things which I have done for the House of my God, and in 
its service.) 

15 In those days I saw in Judah men treading pressers in the sabbath, men bringing 
(in) heaps, and charging on asses wine, and grapes, and figs, and all (other) burden(s), 
and bringing (them) into Jerusalem in the day of sabbath; and I witnessed to them, that 
they should sell in the day in which it was leaveful to sell. (And in those days I saw in Judah 
men treading winepresses on the Sabbath, and people bringing in heaps of produce, yea, loading 
up wine, and grapes, and figs, and all other loads onto donkeys, and bringing them into Jerusalem 
on the Sabbath day; and I witnessed to them, that they should only sell on the days in which it 
were lawful to sell.) 

16 And men of Tyre dwelled in it, and brought in fishes, and all things set to sale, and 
they sold in the sabbaths to the sons of Judah, and of Jerusalem. (And some men of Tyre 
lived in Jerusalem, and brought in fish, and all kinds of other things to sell, and they sold them on 
the Sabbath to the sons of Judah, and of Jerusalem.) 

17 And I rebuked the principal men of Judah, and I said to them, What is this evil thing 
that ye do, and make unholy the day of the sabbath? (And I rebuked the leaders of Judah, 
and I said to them, What is this evil thing that ye do, and make the Sabbath day unholy!) 

18 Whether our fathers did not these things, and (then) our God brought on us all this 
evil, and on this city? and ye increase wrathfulness on Israel, in defouling the sabbath. 
(Did not our forefathers do all these things, and then our God brought down all this evil upon 
us, and upon this city? and now ye shall bring more (of God’s) anger upon Israel by defiling the 
Sabbath!) 

19 And it was done, when the gates of Jerusalem had rested in the day of sabbath, I 
said, Shut ye the gates; and they shutted the gates; and I commanded, that they should 
not open the gates till after the sabbath. And of my children, or servants, I ordained 
numbers on the gates to keep (them) shut, that no man should bring in a burden in the 
day of sabbath. (And so it was done, when the gates of Jerusalem were empty, early on the 
Sabbath day, that I said, Shut ye the gates; and so they shut the gates; and I commanded, that 
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they should not open the gates until after the Sabbath. And I ordained a number of my servants 
there at the gates, to keep them shut, so that no one could bring in a load on the Sabbath day.) 

20 And merchants, and men selling all things set to sale, dwelled without Jerusalem 
once or twice. (And once or twice, some merchants, and people selling all kinds of things, set up 
shop outside the wall of Jerusalem.) 

21 And I areasoned (with) them, and I said to them, Why dwell ye there even against, 
or on the other side of, the wall? If ye do this thing the second time, I shall set hand on 
you. Therefore from that time forth they came not thither in the sabbath. (And I warned 
them, and I said to them, Why do ye stay there on the other side of the wall? If ye do this thing 
another time, I shall put my hands on you. And from that time forth they did not come back there 
on the Sabbath.) 

22 Also I said to the deacons, that they should be cleansed, and that they should come 
to keep the gates, and to hallow the day of sabbath. And therefore for this thing, my 
God, have mind of me, and spare me by the muchliness of thy merciful doings. (And I 
said to the Levites, that they should be purified, and then that they should go and guard the gates, 
to keep the Sabbath day holy. And so for this thing, my God, remember me, and spare me by the 
greatness of thy mercy.) 

23 But also in those days I saw Jews wedding wives, women of Ashdod, and women of 
Ammonites, and women of Moabites. 

24 And their children spake half part by the speech of Ashdod, and could not speak by 
the speech of Jews (or and could not speak the Jewish language, or Hebrew), and they spake 
by the language of (this) people, and of (that) people. 

25 And I rebuked them, and cursed them; and I beat the men of them, and I made them 
bald, and I made them swear by the Lord, that they should not give their daughters to 
the sons of those aliens, and that they should not take of the daughters of those aliens 


to their sons, and to themselves; (And I rebuked them, and cursed them; and I beat these 
men, and I made them bald, and I made them swear by the Lord, that they would not give their 


daughters as wives to the sons of those foreigners, and that they would not take the daughters of 
those foreigners as wives for their sons, or for themselves;) 

26 and I said, Whether Solomon, the king of Israel, sinned not in such things? And 
certainly in many folks there was no king like him, and he was loved of his God, and God 
setted him king upon all Israel, and alien women brought him to sin. (and I said, Did not 
King Solomon of Israel sin by doing such things? And certainly in many nations there was no king 
like him, and he was loved by his God, and God made him king upon all Israel, but then foreign 
women led him to sin.) 

27 Whether also we unobedient, should do all this great evil, that we trespass against 
our Lord God, and wed alien wives? (And shall we then follow your example, and do all this 
great evil, and trespass against the Lord our God, and wed foreign wives?) 

28 Forsooth Sanballat (the) Horonite had wedded a daughter of the sons of Joiada, son 
of Eliashib, the great priest, which Sanballat I drove away from me. (And one of the sons of 
Joiada, the son of the High Priest Eliashib, had wedded a daughter of Sanballat the Horonite, and 
so I drove Joiada away from me, and out of Jerusalem.) 

29 My Lord God, have mind against them, that defoul priesthood, and the right of 
priests, and of deacons. (My Lord God, remember them, for they have defiled the priesthood, 
and the covenant of the priests and of the Levites or and the covenant that you made with the 
priests and the Levites.) 

30 Therefore I cleansed them from all aliens, and I ordained the orders of priests and 
of deacons, each man in his service, (And so I purified them from all foreigners, and I ordained 
the orders of the priests and of the Levites, each man in his service,) 

31 and in (the) offering, that is, (the) dressing, of trees, or of (the) wood, to burn with 
(the) offered sacrifices, in times ordained, and in the first fruits. My God, have mind of 
me into good. (and I also made provision for the wood offering, that is, for the wood to burn with 
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the offered sacrifices, in times ordained, and for the first fruits. My God, remember me for the good 
things which I have done.) 
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JOB 


1 In the land of Uz was a man that was called Job; and that man was simple, that is, 
without guile, and rightful, and dreading God, and going away from evil. (In the land of 
Uz there was a man who was called Job; and that man was without guile, and upright, and feared 
God or and revered God, and went away from evil.) 

2 And there were seven sons and three daughters born to him; 

3 and his possession was seven thousand of sheep, and three thousand of camels, and 
five hundred yokes of oxen, and five hundred of female asses (or and five hundred female 
donkeys), and full much household; and this Job was a great man among all the men of 


the east. 
4 And his sons went, and made feasts by their houses, each man in his day; and they 


sent, and called their three sisters, to eat, and to drink wine with them. (And his sons held 
feasts at their houses, each one in his turn; and they sent, and called their three sisters, to come 


and eat, and drink wine with them.) 

5 And when the days of feast had passed into the world, that is, in (to) the end of 
the week, Job sent to them, and hallowed them, and he rose early, and offered burnt 
sacrifices by all, (or And when the days of feasting had ended, Job sent for them, and sanctified 
them, and he rose up early, and offered burnt sacrifices for all of them). For he said, Lest 
peradventure my sons do sin, and curse God in their hearts, [or Forsooth he said, Lest 
peradventure my sons sin, and bless*to God in their hearts]. Job did so in all (the) days. 

6 And in a day, when the sons of God were come to be present before the Lord, also 
Satan came among them. (Now on a day, when the sons of God came and were present before 
the Lord, Satan also came among them.) 

7 To whom the Lord said, From whence comest thou? And Satan answered, and said, 
I have compassed the earth, and I have walked through it. (To whom the Lord said, Where 
did you come from? And Satan answered, I have gone all around the earth, and I have walked 
throughout it.) 

8 And the Lord said to him, Whether thou hast beheld my servant Job, that there is 
no man in [the] earth like him; he is a simple man, and rightful, and dreading God, and 
going away from evil? (And the Lord said to him, Hast thou seen my servant Job? There is no 
man on earth like him; yea, he is without guile, and upright, and feareth God or and revereth God, 
and goeth away from evil.) 

° To whom Satan answered, Whether Job dreadeth God vainly? (To whom Satan 
answered, Hast not Job good reason to fear God? or to revere God?) 

10 Whether thou hast not (en)compassed him, and his house(hold), and all his chattel 
by compass? (or Hast thou not surrounded him, and his family, and all his possessions, with 
protection?) Thou hast blessed the works of his hands, and his possession is increased on 
[the] earth. 

11 But stretch forth thine hand a little, and touch thou all things that he hath in 
possession, taking them away, or extinguishing them; and if he curse not thee in the 
face, he is verily simple, and rightwise, and dreading thee, (or and then if he shall not curse 
thee to thy face, he is truly without guile, and righteous, and feareth thee, or and revereth thee). 

12 Therefore the Lord said to Satan, Lo! all things, which he hath, be in thine hand; 
only stretch thou not forth thine hand into him. And Satan went out from the face of 
the Lord. (And so the Lord said to Satan, Behold! everything which he hath, is in thy power; only 
stretch not forth thy hand onto him. And Satan went out from before the Lord.) 





* 
CHAPTER 1:5 That is, Lest peradventure my sons do sin, and curse God in their hearts; for the horror of cursing, 
(the) Jews signified it by the contrary name. 
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13 And when in a day the sons of Job and his daughters ate, and drank wine in the 
house of their first begotten brother, (And so one day, when Job’s sons and daughters ate, and 
drank wine in the house of their first-born brother, 

14 a messenger came to Job, and said to him, Thine oxen eared, and thy female asses 
[were] pastured beside them; (a messenger came to Job, and said to him, Thy oxen plowed, and 
thy female donkeys were pastured beside them;) 

15 and (the) Sabeans felled in, and took away all (thy) things, and smited the servants 
with sword (or and struck down thy servants with their swords); and I alone escaped to tell 
this to thee. 

16 And when he spake yet, another came, and said, [The] Fire of God came down from 
heaven, and wasted [the] sheep, and [the] servants touched; and I alone escaped for to 
tell to thee. (And while he still spoke, another messenger came, and said, The fire of God came 
down from the heavens, and destroyed the sheep, and torched the servants; and I alone escaped 
to tell this to thee.) 

17 But yet the while he spake, also another came, and said, Chaldees made three 
companies, and assailed the camels, and took those away, and they smited also the 
servants with sword; and I alone escaped to tell to thee. (And while he still spoke, also 
another came, and said, The Chaldeans made three companies, and assailed the camels, and took 
them away, and they also struck down thy servants with their swords; and I alone escaped to tell 
this to thee.) 

18 And yet while he spake, lo! another entered, and said, While thy sons and daughters 
ate, and drank wine in the house of their first begotten brother, (And while he still spoke, 
behold! another entered, and said, While thy sons and daughters ate, and drank wine in the house 
of their first-born brother,) 

19 a great wind felled in suddenly from the coast of (the) desert, and shook [the] four 
corners of the house, which felled down, and (it) oppressed thy children, and they be 
dead (or and they all died); and I alone fled to tell (this) to thee. 

20 Then Job rose up, and he rent his clothes, and when his head was polled, he felled 
down upon the earth, and he worshipped God, (Then Job rose up, and he tore his clothes, and 
when his head was shaved, he fell down on the ground, and he worshipped God,) 

21 and said, I went naked out of the womb of my mother, and naked I shall turn again 
thither; the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; as it pleased the Lord, so be it done; 
the name of the Lord be blessed (or blessed be the name of the Lord). 

22 Tn all these things Job sinned not in his lips, neither spake any folly thing against 
God. (And in all these things Job did not sin with his lips, nor spoke any foolish thing against God.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And it was done, in a day the sons of God were come to praise him, and they stood 
before the Lord, and Satan was come among them, and he stood in the sight of the Lord, 
(And it was done, on a day when the sons of God had come to praise him, and they stood before 
the Lord, and Satan was come among them, and he also stood before the Lord,) 

2 and the Lord said to Satan, From whence comest thou? Which answered, and said, I 
have compassed the earth, and I have gone through it. (and the Lord said to Satan, Where 
did you come from? Who answered, and said, I have gone all around the earth, and I have gone 
throughout it.) 

3 And the Lord said to Satan, Whether thou hast not considered my servant Job, that 
none in [the] earth is like him; he is a simple man, and rightful, and dreading God, and 
going away from evil, and yet holding innocence? But thou hast moved me against him, 
that I should torment him in vain/that thou vex him in vain. (And the Lord said to Satan, 
Hast thou seen my servant Job? there is one on earth like him; he is without guile, and upright, 
and feareth God or and revereth God, and goeth away from evil, and remaineth innocent. But thou 
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hast moved me against him, that I should torment him without cause or that thou should vex him 
for no reason.) 

4 To whom Satan answered, and said, A man shall give skin for skin, and all things that 
he hath for his life; 

5 therefore put to thine hand, and touch his bone and his flesh, and then thou shalt 
see, that he shall curse thee in thy face. (and so put thy hand against him, and touch his 
bones and his flesh, and then thou shalt see that he shall curse thee to thy face.) 

6 Therefore the Lord said to Satan, Lo! he is in thine hand; nevertheless keep thou his 
life. (And so the Lord said to Satan, Behold! he is in thy hands, (or under thy power); but do not 
thou kill him.) 

7 Therefore Satan went out from the face of the Lord, and he smote Job with the worst 
stinking botch, from the sole of his foot till to his top; (And so Satan went out from before 
the Lord, and he struck Job with running sores, from the soles of his feet unto the top of his head;) 

8 and Job sat in a dunghill, and he shaved away the quitter of him with a shell. (and 
then Job sat on a hill of dung, and scratched his sores with a shell.) 

° Forsooth his wife said to him, Dwellest thou yet in thy simpleness, that is, fondness? 
Curse thou God, and die. (And his wife said to him, Remaineth thou yet in thy integrity, that is, 
in thy foolishness? Curse thou God, and die.) 

10 And Job said to her, Thou hast spoken as one of the fond women; if we have taken 
goods of the hand of the Lord, why forsooth suffer we not evils? In all these things Job 
sinned not in his lips. (And Job said (to her), Thou hast spoken like the foolish woman (that thou 
art); if we have received good from the Lord’s hand, then why should we not also suffer evil? And 
so in all these things Job did not sin with his lips.) 

11 And then three friends of Job heard (of) all the evil that had befallen to him, and 
they came to him, each of them from his place, Eliphaz (the) Temanite, and Bildad (the) 
Shuhite, and Zophar (the) Naamathite; for they had said together to themselves, that 
they would come together, and visit Job, and comfort him. 

12 And when they had raised afar their eyes, they knew not him; and they cried [out], 
and wept, and rent their clothes, and sprinkled dust on their head(s) into heaven. (And 
when they had raised up their eyes from afar, they did not know him, or they could not recognize 
him; and they cried out, and wept, and tore their clothes, and sprinkled dust on their heads toward 
the heavens.) 

13 And they sat with him in the earth seven days and seven nights, and no man spake 
a word to him; for they saw, that his sorrow was great. (And then they sat on the ground 
with him for seven days and seven nights, and no one spoke a word to him; for they saw, that his 
sorrow was great.) 


CHAPTER 3 
1 After these things Job opened his mouth, and cursed his day, 


2 and he said, 

3 Perish the day in which I was born, and the night in which it was said, A man is 
conceived. 

4 That day be turned into darknesses; God seek not it [from] above, and be it not in 


mind, neither be it lightened with light. (Let that day be turned into darkness; let God not 
seek it out from above, and be it forgotten, and let no light shine upon it.) 

5 Darkness make it dark, and the shadow of death and of mist occupy it; and be it 
wrapped with bitterness. (Let darkness make it dark, and the shadow of death and mist fill it 
full; and let it be wrapped up in bitterness.) 

6 Dark whirlwind hold that night; be it not reckoned among the days of the year, 
neither be it numbered among the months. (Let a dark whirlwind hold that night; be it 
not reckoned among the days of the year, nor let it be counted among the months.) 

7 (Let) That night be sullen, and not worthy of praising. 
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8 Curse they it, that curse the day, that be ready to raise Leviathan”. (Curse they it, who 
curse the day, yea, they who be ready to raise up even Leviathan.) 

9 [The] Stars of that night be they made dark with the darkness thereof; abide it light, 
and see it not, neither see it the beginning of the morrowtide rising up. (Let the stars of 
that night be made dark in its darkness; let it wait for the light, but not see it, nor let it see the 
beginning of the morning rising up.) 

10 For it closed not (up) the doors of the womb, that bare me, neither it took away evil 
from mine eyes. 

11 Why was not I dead in the womb? why went I out of the womb, and perished not 
anon? (Why was I not dead in the womb? why did I not go out of the womb, and perish at once?) 

12 Why was I taken on knees? why was I given suck with teats? 

13 For nowI sleeping should be still, and! should rest in my sleep, (For then, now sleeping, 
I would be silent, and I would be resting in my sleep,) 

14 with kings and counsellors of the earth, which build to them sullen places; (with 
kings and counsellors of the earth, who built palaces for themselves;) 

15 either with princes that have gold in possession, and fill their houses with silver; 
(and with princes who had a great deal of gold, and filled their houses with silver;) 

16 either as a child, or a beast, born before the time, and hid, I should not have been; 
either as they that be conceived, and saw not light. (or like a child, or a beast, born early, or 
still-born, and then hidden, or buried, I should not have been; or like they who be conceived, but 
never saw the light.) 

17 There wicked men ceased of (making) noise, and there men made weary of strength 
rested. (There the wicked cease making noise, and there the strong, made weary, rest.) 

18 And sometime men bound together (now be) without dis-ease, they heard not the 
voice of the wrongful asker. (And (those who) before were bound together, now be without 
unease, (or distress); they hear no more their taskmaster’s voice.) 

19 A little man and (a) great man be there, and a servant (is) free from his lord. 

20 Why is light given to the wretch, and life to them that be in bitterness of soul? (Why 
is light given to the wretch, and life to those who have a bitter soul?) 

21 Which abide death, and it cometh not; as men that dig out treasure, (They who wait 
for death, but it cometh not; like men who dig out treasure,) 

22 and joy greatly, when they have found a sepulchre? (and greatly rejoice, when they 
have found a tomb, or a grave?) 

23 Why is light given to a man, whose way is hid, and God hath (en)compassed him 
with darknesses? (Why is light given to a man, whose way forward is hidden, or obscured, and 
God hath surrounded him with darkness?) 

24 Before that I eat, I sigh; and as of water flowing, so is my roaring. (Before that I eat, I 
sigh; and my roaring floweth out, like the water.) 

25 For the dread, which I dreaded, hath come to me; and that thing, that I shamed [of], 
hath befallen to me. (For the fear, which I feared, hath come to me; and what I was afraid of, 
hath befallen me.) 

26 Whether I dissembled, or feigned, not? whether I was not still? (or was I not silent?) 
whether I rested not? and yet indignation hath come [up] on me. 


CHAPTER 4 


1 Then Eliphaz (the) Temanite answered, and said, 

2 If we begin to speak to thee, in hap thou shalt take it heavily (or perhaps thou shalt 
take it personally); but who may hold (back) a word (once) conceived? 

3 Lo! thou hast taught full many men, and thou hast strengthened hands made faint. 





* 
CHAPTER 3:8 That is, the Devil, as Alcuin saith. 
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4 Thy words have confirmed men doubting, and thou hast comforted knees trembling. 
(Thy words have confirmed men who were doubting, and thou hast strengthened trembling knees.) 

5 But now a wound is come upon thee, and thou hast failed, (or fainted); it hath touched 
thee, and thou art troubled. 

6 Where is thy dread (or Where is thy fear or Where is thy reverence), thy strength, and thy 
patience, and the perfection of thy ways? 

7 T beseech thee, have thou mind, what innocent man perished ever, either when 
rightful men were done away? (I beseech thee, remember, did an innocent person ever 
perished, or were the upright ever done away with?) 

8 Certainly rather I saw them, that work wickedness, and sow sorrows, and reap those, 
(Rather, I saw those, who work wickedness, and sow sorrows, and reap them,) 

° to have perished by God blowing, and to be wasted by the spirit of his ire. (to have 
perished by God blowing on them, and to be destroyed by the breath from his nostrils.) 

10 The roaring of a lion, and the voice of a lioness, and the teeth of (the) whelps of 
lions, be all-broken. 

11 Tigers perished (or The tiger perished), for she had not (any) prey; and [the] whelps of 
the lion be destroyed. 

12 Certainly an hid word was said to me, and mine ear took as it were thief-like the 
veins of the privy speaking thereof. (Truly a hidden word was said to me, and my ear caught 
it like the stolen whispers of private speaking.) 

13 In the hideousness of [the] night’s sight, when heavy sleep is wont to occupy men, 

14 dread and trembling held me; and all my bones were afeared. (fear and trembling 
held me; and all my bones were made afraid.) 

15 And when the spirit went in my presence, the hairs of my flesh had hideousness. 
(And when a breeze passed by me, all the hairs of my flesh stood up.) 

16 One stood, whose cheer, or likeness, I knew not, an image before mine eyes; and I 
heard a voice as of [a] soft wind. (And something stood, whose face, or likeness, I knew not, or 
could not see, yea, there was a figure before my eyes; and I heard a voice like a soft wind.) 

17 Whether a man shall be made just in comparison of God? either a man shall be 
cleaner than his Maker? (And it said, Can anyone be seen as righteous in comparison to God? 
or is anyone purer than his Maker?) 

18 Lo! they that serve him be not steadfast; and he hath found shrewdness in his 
angels. (Behold! they who serve him be not trustworthy; and he hath found depravity even in his 
angels.) 

19 How much more they that dwell in houses of clay, which have an earthly 
foundament, shall be wasted as of a moth. (How much more they who live in clay houses, 
whose foundations be dust, and who can be squashed like a bug?) 

20 From morrowtide till to eventide they shall be cut down; and for no man 
understandeth, they shall perish without end. (From morning until evening they shall be 
cut down; they shall perish forevermore, with no one taking heed.) 

21 And they, that be left, shall be taken away; they shall die, and not in wisdom. (And 
what is left to them shall be taken away from them; they shall die, without ever finding wisdom.) 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Therefore, Job, call thou, if there is any man that shall answer thee, and turn thou 
to some of [the] saints. (And so, Job, call thou out, but is there anyone who shall answer thee? 
and to whom of the saints shalt thou turn?) 

2 Wrathfulness slayeth a fond man, and envy slayeth a little child. (Anger killeth the 
foolish, and envy killeth the childish.) 

3 | saw a fool with [a] steadfast root, and I cursed his fairness anon (or and at once I 
cursed his dwelling place). 
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4 His sons shall be made far from health, and they shall be defouled in the gate, and 
there shall be none that shall deliver them. (Yea, his sons shall be made far from help, and 
they shall be reviled in the court, and there shall be no one who shall save them.) 

5 Whose ripe corn an hungry man shall eat, and an armed man shall ravish him, and 
they, that thirst, shall drink his riches. (A hungry man shall eat his harvest, and an armed 
man shall rob him, and they, who thirst, shall drink his riches.) 

6 Nothing is done in [the] earth without cause, and sorrow shall not go out of the 
earth, that is, adversity befalleth not to any man without cause. (Nothing is done on the 
earth without a reason, and trouble groweth not out of the earth, that is, adversity befalleth not 
to anyone without a reason.) 

7 A man is born to labour, and a bird to flight. 

8 Wherefore I shall beseech the Lord, and I shall set my speech to my God (or and I shall 
put my case before my God). 

9 That maketh great things, and that may not be sought out, and wonderful things 
without number. (Who maketh great things, which may not be sought out, and wonderful things 
without number.) 

10 The which God giveth rain upon the face of the earth, and moisteth all things with 
waters (or and moisteneth everything with water). 

11 Which setteth meek men on high, and raiseth with health them that mourn. (Who 
putteth the humble upon high, and raiseth to victory those who mourn.) 

12 Which destroyeth the thoughts of evil-willed men (or Who destroyeth the thoughts of 
the evil-willed), (so) that their hands may not fulfill those things that they have begun. 

13 Which taketh sly cautelous men in their own fellness, and he destroyeth the counsel 
of shrews. (Who catcheth the sly and the shrewd in their own craftiness, and he destroyeth the 
counsel of the depraved.) 

14 By day they shall run into darknesses, and as in night, so they shall grope in midday. 
(In the daylight they shall run to the darkness, and at midday they shall grope, like in the night.) 

15 Certainly God shall make safe a needy man from the sword of their mouth, and a 
poor man from the hand of the violent, either raveners. (But God shall make the needy safe 
from the mouth of their sword, and the poor from the hand of the violent, or of the raveners.) 

16 And hope shall be to a needy man, but wickedness shall draw together his mouth. 
(And the needy shall have hope, and the mouths of the wicked shall be drawn together, or closed.) 

17 Blessed is the man, which is chastised of the Lord; therefore reprove thou not the 
blaming of the Lord. (Blessed is the man, who is chastised by the Lord; and so do not thou reprove 
the Lord’s rebuke.) 

18 For he woundeth, and (then he) doeth medicine; he smiteth (or he striketh), and (then) 
his hands shall make whole. 

19 In six tribulations he shall deliver thee, and in the seventh tribulation evil shall not 
touch thee. 

20 In hunger he shall deliver thee from death, and in battle from the power of (the) 


sword, 
21 Thou shalt be hid from the scourge of an evil tongue, and thou shalt not dread mis- 


ease, either wretchedness, when it cometh. 
22 In destroying made of enemies and in hunger thou shalt laugh, and thou shalt not 


dread the beasts of [the] earth. (In destruction made by enemies, and in hunger, thou shalt 
laugh, and thou shalt not fear the beasts of the earth.) 

23 But thy covenant shall be with the stones of (the) earth, and (the) beasts of (the) earth 
shall be peaceable to thee. (And thou shalt make a covenant with the stones of the earth, and 
the beasts of the earth shall be at peace with thee.) 

24 And thou shalt know, that thy tabernacle hath peace, and thou visiting thy fairness, 
that is, beholding thy prosperity, shalt not sin. (And thou shalt know, that thy home shall be 
at peace, and thou shalt see thy prosperity, and then thou shalt not sin.) 
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25 And thou shalt know also, that thy seed shall be manyfold, and thy generation shall 
be as an herb of [the] earth. (And thou shalt know also, that thy descendants shall be many, 
and thy children shall be like the grass on the earth.) 

26 In abundance (of years) thou shalt go into the sepulchre, as an heap of wheat is borne 
[in] in his time. (In the abundance of years thou shalt go to the grave, or into the tomb, yea, like 
a heap of wheat is brought in, or harvested, in its time.) 

27 Lo! this thing is so, as we have sought, (or Behold! we have sought out this (thing), and 
it is so); the which thing when thou hast heard (it), treat it in thy mind. 


CHAPTER 6 
1 And Job answered, and said, 


2 | would (or I wish), that my sins, by which I have deserved the wrath of God, and the 
wretchedness which I suffer, were weighed in a balance. 

3 As the gravel of the sea, this wretchedness should appear more grievous; wherefore 
and my words be full of sorrow. (For this wretchedness of mine, would weigh more than all the 
sand of the sea; and so my words be full of sorrow.) 

4 For (now) the arrows of the Lord be in me, the indignation of which drinketh up my 
spirit; and the dreads of the Lord fight against me (or and the terrors from the Lord fight 
against me). 

5 Whether a field ass shall roar, when he hath grass? Either whether an ox shall low, 
when he standeth before a full cratch? (Will a donkey bray, when he hath grass? Or shall an 
ox low, when he standeth before a full feed box?) 

6 Either whether a thing unsavory may be eaten, which is not made savory by salt? 
(Or can an unsavory thing be eaten, which is not first made savory with salt?) Either whether 
any man may taste a thing, which (once) tasted bringeth death? For why to an hungry 
soul, yea, bitter things seem to be sweet; 

7 those things which my soul would not touch before, be now my meats for anguish. 
(those things which I enjoyed before, now be the foods which make me sick.) 

8 Who giveth, or granteth, that mine asking come to me; and that God give to me that 
thing, that I abide? (or and that God give me that thing, that I wait for?) 

9 And he that hath begun to punish, all-break he me; loose he his hand, and cut he me 
down? (And he who hath begun (to punish me), now all-break he me; let him loose his hand, and 
cut me down!) 

10 And this be comfort to me, that he torment me with sorrow, and spare not, and that 
I against-say not the words of the Holy. (And this be my comfort, that though he torment me 
with sorrow, and spare me not, I have not said anything against the words of the Holy One.) 

11 For what is my strength, that I suffer? either which is mine end, that I suffer it 
patiently? (For what is my strength, so that I can endure? and what is my end, so that I can 
endure it patiently?) 

12 Neither my strength is the strength of stones, neither my flesh is of brass. (Neither 
my strength is like the strength of stones, nor my flesh is like that of bronze.) 

13 Lo! none help is to me in me, (or Behold! there is no help for me in me); and also my 
necessary friends (have) parted from me. 

14 He that taketh away mercy from his friend, forsaketh the dread of the Lord. (He who 
taketh away love from his friend, forgetteth the fear of the Lord or abandoneth reverence for the 
Lord.) 

15 My brethren passed from me, as a strand doeth, that passeth (by) rushingly in great 
valleys. (My brothers, that is, my kinsmen, have passed by me, like a stream doeth, which rusheth 
through great valleys.) 

16 Snow shall come upon them, that dread frost. 
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17 In the time wherein they be scattered, they shall perish; and when they shall wax 
hot, they shall be loosed from their place. 

18 The paths of their steps be (en)wrapped; they shall go in vain, and shall perish. 

19 Behold ye the paths of Tema, and the ways of Sheba; and abide ye a little. 

20 They be shamed, for I hoped, (or They be ashamed, for they had hoped); and they came 
unto me, and they be covered with shame. 

21 Now ye be come, and now ye see my wound, and dread (or and ye be afraid or and ye 
have fear). 

22 Whether I (ever) said, Bring ye to me, and give ye of your chattel to me? 

23 either said, Deliver ye me from the hand of mine enemy, and draw away ye me from 
the hand of strong men? (or I said, Rescue ye me from the hands of my enemy, or draw ye me 
away from the hands of the strong?) 

24 Teach ye me, and I shall be still (or and I shall be quiet); and if in hap I unknew 
anything, teach ye me. 

25 Why have ye contraried the words of truth? since there is none of you, that may 
reprove me, (or since there is none of you, who can rebuke me). 

26 Ye make ready speeches only for to blame, and ye bring forth words into wind. (Ye 
only open your mouths to blame, and ye bring forth words like so much wind.) 

27 Ye fall in on a fatherless child, and endeavour to pervert your friend. 

28 Nevertheless fulfill ye that, that ye have begun; and give ye your ear, or hearing, 
and see ye, whether I lie. 

29 | beseech you, answer ye me without strife, and speak ye, and deem ye that, that is 
just. (I beseech you, answer ye me without arguing, and say ye, and judge ye, what is fair.) 

30 And ye shall not find wickedness in my tongue, neither folly shall sound in my 
cheeks. (And ye shall not find wickedness on my tongue, nor shall foolishness come out of my 
mouth.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Knighthood, that is, continual travail, and fighting against vices, is the life of aman 
upon (the) earth, and his days be as the days of an hired man. 

2 As an hart desireth shadow, and as an hired man abideth the end of his work; (Like a 
servant desireth the shade, and like a hired man waiteth for the end of his work day;) 

3 so I have had void months (or so I have had empty months), and I have numbered 
travailous nights to me. 

4 If I shall sleep, I shall say, When shall I rise? and again I shall abide the eventide, 
and I shall be full-filled with sorrows unto darknesses come(or and I shall be filled full with 
sorrow until the darknesses come). 

5 My flesh is clothed with rot, and filths of dust; my skin dried up, and is drawn 
together, (or my skin is dried up, and is altogether drawn, or and my skin is covered with running 
sores). 

6 My days have passed swifter than a web is cut down from the looms; and those days 
be wasted without any hope of coming again. 

7 God, have thou mind, for my life is wind, and mine eye shall not turn again, that it 
see goods. (God, remember that my life is but a breath, and I shall no longer see any good days.) 

8 Neither the sight of man shall behold me; but thine eyes be in me (or but thy eyes be 
upon me), and I shall not be in deadly life, that is, I shall not abide (alive). 

9 As acloud is wasted, and passeth soon away, so he that goeth down to hell, shall not 
go up 

(from) thence; (Like a cloud that fadeth, and soon passeth away, is he who goeth down to the 
Sheol, or the grave, and shall never come up from there;) 

10 neither he shall turn again more into his house, and his place shall no more know 
him. (nor shall he return to his house, and his place shall know him no more.) 
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11 Wherefore and I shall not spare my mouth; I shall speak in the tribulation of my 
spirit, I shall talk (al)together with the bitterness of my soul (or I shall speak out of the 
bitterness of my soul). 

12 Whether I am a sea, either a whale, for thou hast (en)compassed me with a prison? 
(Am Ia sea, or a whale, for thou hast surrounded me with a prison?) 

13 If I shall say, My bed shall comfort me, and I shall be relieved, or quieted, speaking 
with me in my bed; (If I shall say, My bed shall comfort me, and I shall be relieved, or quieted, 
talking to myself in my bed;) 

14 thou shalt make me afeared by dreams, and thou shalt shake me with horror, either 
hideousness, by sights. (then thou shalt make me afraid with dreams, and thou shalt make me 
shake with visions of horror, or of hideousness.) 

15 Wherefore my soul chose hanging, and my bones have chosen death. 

16 | despaired, (and) now I shall no more live; Lord, spare thou me, for my days be 
nought. 

17 What is a man, for thou magnifiest him? either what settest thou thine heart toward 
him? (What is a man, that thou magnifiest him? or why settest thou thy heart toward him?) 

18 Thou visitest him early, and suddenly thou provest him. (And then thou punishest him 
early in the morning, and suddenly thou triest him.) 

19 How long sparest thou not me, neither sufferest me, that I swallow my spittle? (How 
long sparest thou me not, nor allowest me to swallow my own spittle?) 

20 | have sinned; O! thou keeper of men, what shall I do to thee? Why hast thou set me 
contrary to thee, and I am made grievous to myself? (I have sinned; 0 thou keeper of men! 
but what have I done to thee? Why hast thou put me contrary to thee, so that Iam even made a 
burden to thee?) 

21 Why doest thou not away my sin, and why takest thou not away my wickedness? 
Lo! now I shall sleep in dust, and if thou seekest me early, I shall not abide, (or Behold! 
now I shall sleep in the dust, and when thou seekest me in the morning, I shall already be dead). 


CHAPTER 8 

1 Then Bildad (the) Shuhite answered, and said, 

2 How long shalt thou speak such things? The spirit of the word of thy mouth is 
manyfold (or The many words from thy mouth be just so much wind). 

3 Whether God supplanteth, either deceiveth, doom, and whether Almighty God 
destroyeth that, that is just? (Did God ever pervert judgement, or did Almighty God ever destroy 
what is fair?) 

4 Yea, though thy sons sinned against him, and he left them in the hand of their 
wickedness; 

5 nevertheless, if thou risest early to God, and beseechest Almighty God, 


6 if thou goest clean and rightful, anon he shall wake fully to thee, and shall make 
peaceable the dwelling place of thy rightfulness; (if thou goest clean and upright, at once he 
shall watch over thee, and he shall make the dwelling place of thy righteousness prosperous;) 

7 in so much that thy former things were little, and that thy last things be multiplied 
greatly. (in so much that though thy first things were few, but thy last things shall be greatly 
multiplied.) 

8 For why, ask thou the former generations, and seek thou diligently the mind of [the] 
fathers (or and diligently seek thou the wisdom of the forefathers). 

° For we be men of yesterday, and know not (anything); for our days be as (a) shadow 


on the earth. 
10 And they shall teach thee, [and] they shall speak to thee, and (out) of their heart 


they shall bring forth true speeches (or and they shall bring forth truth from their hearts). 
11 Whether a (bul)rush may grow without moisture? either a reed (can grow) without 
water? 
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12 When it is yet in the flower, neither it is taken with hand, it waxeth dry before all 
herbs. (When it is still flowering, and it hath not yet been picked by hand, it groweth dry before 
all the other plants.) 

13 So be the ways of all men, that forget God (or who forget God); and the hope of an 
hypocrite shall perish. 

14 His cowardice shall not please God, and his trust shall be as a web of spiders. 

15 He shall lean, either rest, upon his house, and it shall not stand; he shall underset 
it, and it shall not rise up altogether. (He shall lean, or shall rest, upon his house, but it shall 
not stand; he shall undergird it, but it shall not endure.) 

16 The (bul)rush seemeth moist, before that the sun come; and in the rising of the sun, 
the seed thereof shall go out. 

17 The roots thereof shall be made thick upon an heap of stones, and it shall dwell 
among [the] stones. 

18 If aman draweth it out of the place thereof, that place shall deny it, and it shall say 
(in effect), 1 know thee not. 

19 For this is the gladness of his way, that again other rushes spring out of the earth. 
(For this is the joy of its way, that other bulrushes shall spring out of the earth.) 

20 Forsooth God shall not cast away a simple man, neither he shall address his hand 
to (help) wicked men; (But God shall not throw away a person who is without guile, nor shall he 
direct his hand to help the wicked;) 

21 till thy mouth be filled with laughter, and thy lips with hearty song. 

22 They that hate thee shall be clothed with shame; and the tabernacle of wicked men 
shall not stand (or and the tents, or the homes, of the wicked shall not stand). 


CHAPTER 9 
1 And Job answered, and said, 


2 Verily I know, that it is so, and that a man comparisoned to God shall not be made 
just. (Truly I know, that this is so, and that a man shall not be seen as just, when compared to 
God.) 

3 If he will strive with God, he may not answer to God one for a thousand. (And if he 
will argue with God, he cannot answer to God one question out of a thousand.) 

4 (For) He is wise in heart, and strong in might; who hath against-stood him, and had 
peace? (or who hath stood against him, and hath prevailed?) 

5 He bare over hills from one place to another, and they knew not (what had happened); 
which he destroyed in his strong vengeance (or yea, he destroyed them in his strong 
vengeance). 

6 Which stirreth the earth from his place, and the pillars thereof shall shake together. 
(Who stirreth the earth from its place, and its pillars shall altogether shake.) 


7 He commandeth to the sun, and it riseth not; and he closeth (up) the stars, as under 
a signet. 


8 He alone stretcheth forth (the) heavens, and he goeth upon the waves of the sea. 


9 He maketh Arcturus, and Orion, and Pleiades, that is, the seven stars, and the inner 
things of the south. 


10 He maketh great things, and that may not be sought out, and also wonderful things, 
of which there is none number. 

11 If he cometh to me, I shall not see him; if he goeth away from me, I shall not 
understand (or I shall not know it). 

12 If he asketh suddenly (or If he suddenly asketh), who shall answer to him? either who 
may say to him, Why doest thou so? 

13 He is God, whose wrath no man may withstand; and under whom they be bowed, 
that bear the world (or who carry the world). 
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14 How great am I, that I answer to him, and speak by my words with him? (How great 
am I, that I answer him, and say my words to him?) 

15 Which also (I) shall not answer to him, though I have anything just; but I shall 
beseech my judge to spare me. (Which even though I am just, I shall not answer him; but I 
shall still beseech my judge to spare me.) 

16 And (even) when he hath heard me inwardly calling him, I believe not, that he hath 
heard my voice. 

17 For in a whirlwind he shall all-break me, and he shall multiply my wounds, yea, 
without cause. (For he shall all-break me with a whirlwind, and he shall multiply my wounds, 
yea, for no reason.) 

18 He granteth not, that my spirit have rest, (or He granteth not, that I catch my breath), 
and he filleth me with bitternesses. 

19 If strength is sought, he is most strong; and if equity of doom is sought, no man dare 
yield witnessing for me, (or and if justice is sought, no one shall dare give testimony for me). 

20 If T will make me just, my own mouth shall condemn me; if I shall show me innocent, 
he shall prove me a shrew. (If I will declare myself just, or right, my own mouth shall condemn 
me; if I shall declare myself innocent, it shall prove me a depraved man.) 

21 Yea, though I be simple, my soul shall not know this same thing; and it shall annoy 
me of my life. (Yea, though I be without guile, I shall not know it; and my life shall vex my soul.) 

22 One thing is, which I spake, he shall waste by death also the innocent (man) and [the] 
wicked man. (One thing is, which I have always said, that by death he shall surely destroy the 
innocent and the wicked alike.) 

23 If he beateth, slay he once, and laugh he not of the pains of innocent men (or and 
laugh he not at the pains of the innocent). 

24 The earth is given into the hands of the wicked; he covereth the face(s) of (the) 
judges; that if he is not, who therefore is? (or and if he did it not, then who did?) 

25 My days were swifter than a courier; they fled away, and saw not good. 

26 They passed away as [the] ships bearing apples, as an eagle flying to (its) meat (or 
like an eagle flying to its food). 

27 When I say, I shall not speak so; I change my face, and I am tormented with sorrow. 
(If I say, I shall not speak thus; I shall change my face, and shall comfort myself.) 

28 | dread all my works, witting that thou sparest not the trespasser. (I fear all that I 
must suffer, for I know that thou sparest not the trespasser.) 

29 And if I am also thus wicked, why have I travailed in vain? (And if I am held to be 
wicked, then why travail I in vain?) 

30 (Even) Though I am washed as with waters of snow, and (even) though mine hands 
shine as most clean, 

31 nevertheless thou shalt dip me in filths, and my clothes shall hold, or show, me 
abominable. 

32 Truly I shall not answer a man, that is like me; neither that may be heard evenly 
with me in doom. (Truly I shall not be able to answer him, for he is not a man who is like me; 
nor is he someone who can equally be heard with me in court, or at the judgement.) 

33 There is none, that may reprove ever either, and set his hand in both. (There is no 
one, who can rebuke both of us, or who can put his hand upon both of us.) 

34 Do he away his rod from me, and his dread make not me afeared. (Let him take his 
rod away from me, and let not the fear of him, or his terrors, make me afraid.) 

35 | shall speak, and I shall not dread him; for I may not answer dreading. (I shall speak, 
and I shall not fear him; for I cannot answer if I am afraid.) 
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CHAPTER 10 

1 Tt annoyeth my soul of my life; I shall leave my speech against me, I shall speak in 
the bitterness of my soul. (My life vexeth my soul; but I shall forgo any talk against myself, and 
I shall speak out of the bitterness of my soul.) 

21 shall say to God, Do not thou condemn me; show thou to me, why thou deemest me 
so, (or show thou me, why thou judgest me so). 

3 Whether it seemeth good to thee, if thou challengest me as false, and oppressest me, 
the work of thine hands; and if thou helpest the counsel of wicked men? 

4 Whether fleshly eyes be to thee, either, as a man seeth, also thou shalt see? (Hast 
thou fleshly eyes? or shalt thou see like a man seeth?) 

5 Whether thy days be as the days of (a) man, and be thy years as man’s times; (Be thy 
days like the days of a man? and be thy years like the times of aman?) 

6 (so) that thou inquire (after) my wickedness, and ensearch (after) my sin? 

7 And thou, Lord, know, that I have done no wicked thing; since there is no man, that 
may deliver from thine hand? (And Lord, thou knowest that I have done no wicked thing; and 
there is no one who can rescue me out of thy hand.) 

8 Thine hands have made me, and have formed me all in compass; and thou hast cast 
me down suddenly (or and then suddenly thou hast thrown me down). 

° Lord, I pray thee, have thou mind, that thou madest me as clay, and shalt bring me 
again into dust. (Lord, I pray thee, remember that thou madest me like the clay or remember 
that thou madest me from the clay, and now shalt thou return me to the dust?) 

10 Whether thou hast not milked me as milk, and hast crudded me together as cheese? 
(Hast thou not poured me out like milk, and curdled me together like cheese?) 

11 Thou hast clothed me with skin and flesh; and thou hast joined me together with 
bones and sinews. 

12 Thou hast given life and mercy to me (or Thou hast given life and love to me), and thy 
visiting hath kept my spirit (alive). 

13 And though thou coverest these things in thine heart, nevertheless I know, that thou 
hast mind of all these things. (And though thou hidest these things in thy heart, nevertheless 
I know, that thou hast remembered all these things.) 

14 And if when I did sin, thou sparedest me at an hour; why sufferest thou not me to be 
clean of my wickedness? (And when I did sin, thou sawest me; but thou wouldest not cleanse 
me of my wickedness.) 

15 And if I was wicked, woe is to me; and if I was just, I shall not raise up mine head, 
that am full-filled with torment, and wretchedness. (And if I was wicked, woe is me; and if I 
was righteous, I shall still not raise up my head, I who am filled full of torment, and wretchedness.) 

16 And if I raise up mine head for pride, thou shalt take me as a lioness; and thou 
turnest again, and tormentest me wonderfully. (And if I raise up my head in pride, then 
thou shalt take hold of me like a lioness; and thou shalt turn, and torment me with wonders, or 
miracles.) 

17 Thou gatherest in store thy witnesses against me, and thou multipliest thine ire, 
that is, (thy) vengeance, against me; and pains hold knighthood in me. [Thou restorest thy 
witnesses against me, and thou multipliest thy wrath against me; and pains fight in me.] 

18 Lord, why hast thou led me out of the womb? Why not had I erst been wasted, that 
an eye had not seen me (or Why had I not erstwhile been destroyed, so that no eye had seen 
me). 

19 (And so) That I had been, as if I were not, and were translated, either borne over, 
from the womb to the sepulchre (or from the womb unto the tomb, or the grave). 

20 Whether not the fewness of my days shall be ended in (a) short time? Therefore 
suffer thou me, that I bewail a little (more) my sorrow, 
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21 before that I go, and turn not again, to the dark land, and (be) covered with the 
darkness of death, (before that I go to the dark land, and am covered with the darkness of death, 
never to return,) 

22 to the land of wretchedness, and of darknesses; where is shadow of death, and 
none order, but everlasting hideousness dwelleth. (yea, to the land of wretchedness, and 
of darkness; where there is only the shadow of death, and no order, and everlasting hideousness 


dwelleth there.) 
CHAPTER 11 


1 Then Zophar (the) Naamathite answered, and said, 

2 Whether he, that speaketh many things, shall not also hear? either a man full of 
words shall be made just? (Shall he, who saith many things, not also listen? or is a man so full 
of words always right, or correct?) 

3 Shall men be still to thee alone? and when thou hast scorned other men, shalt thou 
not be overcome of any man? (Shall people hold their peace for thee alone? and when thou 
hast scorned other people, shalt thou not be rebuked by anyone?) 

4 For thou saidest, My word is clean, and I am clean in thy sight. 

5 And I would, that God spake with thee, and opened his lips to thee; (And I wish, that 
God spoke with thee, and opened his lips to talk to thee;) 

6 to show to thee the privates of wisdom, and that his law is manyfold, and thou 
shouldest then understand, that thou art required of God to pay much less things, than 
thy wickedness deserveth. (to show thee the secrets of wisdom, and that his Law is manifold, 
and then thou wouldest understand, that thou art required by God to pay much less, than thy 
wickedness deserveth.) 

7 In hap thou shalt comprehend the steps of God, and thou shalt find Almighty God 
unto perfection. (Perhaps thou shalt be able to comprehend the steps of God, and thou shalt 
discover the perfection of Almighty God!) 

8 He is higher than heaven, and what shalt thou do? he is deeper than hell, and 
whereof shalt thou know? (It is higher than heaven, so what shalt thou do? it is deeper than 
Sheol, or hell, so what shalt thou know?) 

9 His measure is longer than the earth (or Its measurement is wider than the earth), and 
broader than the sea. 

10 If he destroyeth all things, either driveth them straitly into one, who shall against- 
say him? (or who shall say against him?) Either who may say to him, Why doest thou so? 

11 For he knoweth the vanity of men; and whether he seeing, beholdeth not 
wickedness? (For he knoweth the emptiness, and futility, of some people’s lives; and when he 
seeth wickedness, shall he not assay it? or and when he looketh, shall he not see their wickedness?) 

12 A vain man is raised (up) into pride; and he guesseth himself born free, as the colt 
of a wild ass (or like the colt of a wild donkey). 

13 But thou hast made steadfast thine heart, and hast spread abroad thine hands to 
him. 

14 If thou doest away from thee the wickedness, that is in thine hand, and if unright- 
wiseness dwelleth not in thy tabernacle, (If thou doest away from thee the wickedness, that 
is in thy hand, and if unrighteousness dwelleth not in thy home,) 

15 then thou shalt raise up thy face without wem, and thou shalt be steadfast, and thou 
shalt not dread. (then thou shalt raise up thy face without blemish, or without fault, and thou 
shalt be strong, and thou shalt not have fear.) 

16 And thou shalt forget (thy) wretchedness, and thou shalt not think of it, as of waters 
that have passed. (And thou shalt forget thy wretchedness, and thou shalt not think of it any 
more, like water that hath passed by, and is forgotten.) 


3788 XRN 


JOB CHAPTER 11:17 357 JOB CHAPTER 12:21 


17 Andas midday shining, it shall raise (up) to thee at eventide; and when thou guessest 
thee (to be) wasted, thou shalt rise up as the day star. (And thy life shall shine forth, like the 
noonday sun; and when thou thinkest thyself to be destroyed, thou shalt rise up like the day star.) 

18 And thou shalt have trust, while hope shall be set forth to thee; and thou buried 
shalt sleep securely (or and thou shalt lie down in safety and security). 

19 Thou shalt rest, and none shall be that shall make thee afeared; and full many men 
shall beseech thy face. (Thou shalt rest, or shalt lie down, and there shall be no one who shall 
make thee afraid; and a great many people shall beseech thee for help.) 

20 But the eyes of wicked men shall fail; and succor shall perish from them, and the 
hope of them shall be abomination of soul. (But the eyes of the wicked shall fail; and succor 
shall perish from them, and their only hope shall be their despair.) 


CHAPTER 12 


1 Soothly Job answered, and said, 

2 And ye therefore be (the) men alone, and wisdom dwell with you? (And so ye be the 
only people, with whom wisdom dwelleth?) 

3 And to me is an heart, as and to you, (or But I also have understanding, like you do), and 
I am not lower than ye; for who knoweth not these things, which ye know? 

4 He that is scorned of his friend, as I am, shall inwardly call (upon) God, and God shall 
hear him; for the simpleness of a just man is scorned (or for the innocence, or the integrity, 
of the righteous is scorned). 

5 And a lamp is despised at the thoughts of rich men, the which lamp is made ready 
to a time ordained. (And he who is about to slip, or unwittingly fall, is despised in the thoughts 
of the rich, or the successful.) 

6 The tabernacles of robbers be plenteous, either full of goods; and boldly they stir 
God to wrath, when he hath given all things into their hands. 

7 No wonder (or Do not wonder about it), (but) ask thou [the] beasts, and they shall teach 
thee; and ask thou[the] birds of the air, and they shall show to thee. 

8 Speak to the earth, and it shall answer thee; and the fishes of the sea shall tell those 
things. 

9 Who knoweth not that the hand of the Lord made all these things? 

10 In whose hand the soul is of each living thing, and the spirit of each flesh of man. 
(In whose hand is the soul of each living thing, and the breath of all mankind.) 

11 Whether the ear deemeth not words, and the cheeks of the eater deem(the) savour, 
or the taste of meat? (Whether the ear judgeth not the words, like the tongue of the eater judgeth 
the savour, or the taste, of the food?) 

12 Wisdom is in eld men, and prudence is in much time. 

13 Wisdom and strength is with God; he hath counsel and understanding. 

14 Tf he destroyeth, there is no man that buildeth; if he shutteth in a man, there is none 
that openeth. (If he destroyeth, there is no one who buildeth up again; if he shutteth someone 
in, there is no one who can release him.) 

15 If he holdeth together (the) waters, all things shall be made dry; and if he sendeth 
out those waters, they shall destroy the earth. 

16 Strength and wisdom is with God; he knoweth both him that deceiveth and him 
that is deceived. 

17 And he bringeth counsellors into a fond end, and judges into wondering, either 
astonishing. (And he bringeth counsellors to a foolish end, and judges to madness.) 

18 He unbindeth the girdle of kings, and girdeth their reins with a cord. 

19 He leadeth their priests without glory, and he deceiveth the principal men; 

20 and he changeth the lips of soothfast men, and taketh away the doctrine of eld men. 

21 He sheddeth out despising on princes, and relieveth them, that were oppressed. (He 
heapeth scorn upon leaders, and weakeneth oppressors.) 
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22 He showeth deep things from (out of the) darknesses; and he bringeth forth into (the) 
light the shadow of death. 

23 He multiplieth folks, and he loseth them; and he restoreth them, when they be 
destroyed, into whole number. (He multiplieth nations, and then he destroyeth them; and 
then after that they be destroyed, he restoreth them whole again.) 

24 He changeth the heart of [the] princes of the people of [the] earth; and deceiveth 
them, that they go in vain out of the way (or so that they go in vain where there is no way). 

25 They shall grope, as in darknesses, and not in light; and he shall make them to err 
as drunken men (or and he shall make them to wander about like drunken men). 


CHAPTER 13 

1 Lo! mine eye, saith Job, hath seen all things, and mine ear hath heard (it all); and I 
understood all things. 

2 Even with your knowing, (that) also I know, and I am not lower than ye. (What you 
know, I also know, and I am not lower than ye.) 

3 But nevertheless I shall speak to Almighty God, and I covet to dispute with God (or 
and I desire to dispute with God); 

4 and first I (shall) show you (to be) makers of lies, and lovers/favourers of wayward 
teachings. (but first I shall show you to be liars, and lovers of wayward teaching.) 

5 And I would, that ye were still, that ye were guessed to be wise men. (And I wish, that 
ye held your peace, so that ye could be thought to be wise.) 

6 Therefore hear ye my chastisings; and perceive ye the doom of my lips. (And so hear 
ye my arguments; and understand ye the judgement from my lips.) 

7 Whether God hath need to your leasing, that ye speak guileful things for him? (Hath 
God a need for your lies, so that ye speak these guileful things for him?) 

8 Whether ye take his face, and enforce to deem for God? (Do ye take his place, and 
endeavour to judge for God?) 

9 Either it shall please him, from whom nothing may be hid? Whether he, as a man, 
shall be deceived by your falsenesses? (or Shall he, like a man, be deceived by your falseness, 
or your duplicity?) 

10 He shall reprove you; for ye take his face in huddles. (He shall rebuke you, if ye secretly 
accuse me, and judge me.) 

11 Anon as he shall stir him, he shall trouble you; and his dread shall fall upon you. (At 
once he shall stir himself, and he shall trouble you; and the fear of him, or his terror, shall come 
upon you.) 

12 Your mind shall be comparisoned to ashes; and your nolls shall be driven down into 
(the) clay. 

13 Be ye still a little, that I speak (or so that I can speak), whatever thing my mind hath 
showed to me. 

14 Why rend I my flesh with my teeth, and bear my life in mine hands? 

15 Yea, though God slay me, I shall hope in him; nevertheless I shall prove my ways in 
his sight. (Yea, even if God shall kill me, I shall still hope, or trust, in him; and I shall still argue 
my case before him.) 

16 And he shall be my saviour; for why each hypocrite shall not come in his sight (or 
for no hypocrite shall ever come before him). 

17 Hear ye my word, and perceive ye with [your] ears (my) dark and hard privy 
speeches/(my) dark and hard figurative speeches. (Hear ye my voice, and perceive ye with 
your ears, my words of explanation.) 

18 If | shall be deemed, I know that I shall be found just. (If1 shall be judged, I know that 
I shall be justified, or found acquitted.) 
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19 Who is he that is deemed with me? Come he; why am still, and am wasted? (Who 
is he who is judged with me? Come he; for if I hold my peace, I shall be destroyed.) 

20 Do thou not to me two things only; and then I shall not be hid from thy face. (Do 
thou only two things for me; and then I shall not hide from thy face.) 

21 Make thine hand far from me; and thy dread make not me afeared. (Take thy hand 
far away from me; and do not let my fear of thee make me afraid.) 

22 Call thou me, and I shall answer thee; either certainly I shall speak, and (then) thou 


shalt answer me. 
23 How great sins and wickednesses have I? (or How many sins and wickednesses have I?) 


Show thou to me my felonies, and my trespasses. 

24 Why hidest thou thy face, and deemest me thine enemy? 

25 Thou showest thy might against a leaf, that is ravished away with the wind; and 
thou pursuest dry stubble. 

26 For thou writest bitternesses against me; and wilt waste me with the sins of my 
young waxing age. (For thou writest bitter charges against me; and wilt destroy me for the sins 
of my youth.) 

27 Thou hast set my foot in a stock (or Thou hast set my feet in the stocks), and thou hast 
kept (watch over) all my paths; and thou hast beheld the steps of my feet. 

28 And I shall be wasted as rot, and as a cloth, that is eaten of a moth. (And I shall be 
wasted by rot, and like a cloak, that is eaten by a moth.) 


CHAPTER 14 

1 A man is born of a woman, and liveth (but a) short time, and he is full-filled with 
many wretchednesses (or and he is filled full of many wretchednesses). 

2 And he goeth out, and is defouled as a flower; and he fleeth away as a shadow, and 
dwelleth never perfectly in that same state. (And he goeth out, and withereth like a flower; 
and then he fleeth away like a shadow, and never again dwelleth in that same state.) 

3 And guessest thou (it is a) worthy thing to open thine eyes upon such a man; and to 
bring him into doom with thee? (And thinkest thou that it is worthwhile to look upon such a 
person; and to bring him into court, or unto judgement, with thee?) 

4 Who may make a man clean (who is) conceived of unclean seed? Whether not thou, 
Lord, that art alone? (Who can make someone clean who is conceived of unclean seed? No one.) 

5 The days of a man be short, and the number of his months be with thee; thou hast 
set, either ordained, his terms, which may not be (over)passed. 

6 Therefore go thou away from him a little, that he have rest; till his meed coveted 
come, and his day is as the day of an hired man. (And so go thou away from him for a little 
while, so that he can have some rest; until his desired reward come, and his day is like the day of 
ahired man.) 

7 A tree hath hope, if it is cut down; and again it waxeth green, and his branches spread 
forth. (A tree hath hope, that if it is cut down, it shall grow green again, and its branches shall 
spread forth.) 

8 If the root thereof is eld in the earth, and the stock thereof is nigh dead in (the) dust; 
(Yea, though its roots be old in the earth, and its stump is all but dead in the ground;) 

° it shall burgeon (again) at the odour of water, and it shall make hair, that is, leaves 
and branches /or take root, as when it was planted first (or like when it was first planted). 
10 But when a man is dead, and made naked, and wasted; I pray (thee), where is he? 

11 As if waters go away from the sea, and as a river made void of waters wax dry, (Like 
when waters go away from the sea, or a river made void, or empty, of water groweth dry,) 

12 so a man, when he hath slept, that is, died, he shall not rise again, till heaven be 
broken, or made new; he shall not wake, neither he shall rise altogether from his sleep. 
(so a man, when he hath slept, or died, shall not rise again, until the heavens be broken apart; he 
shall not awake, nor shall he ever rise again from his sleep.) 
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13 Who giveth this to me, that thou defend me in hell, and that thou hide me, till thy 
great vengeance pass; and that thou set to me a time, in which thou have mind on me? 
(I wish, that thou would hide me in Sheol, yea, that thou would hide me until thy great vengeance 
pass; and then that thou would set a time for me, in which thou would remember me!) 

14 Guessest thou, whether a dead man shall live again? Now in all the days, in which 
I hold knighthood, I abide, till my changing come. (Thinkest thou, that someone dead shall 
live again? Then in all the days, in which I travail, or labour, I shall wait, for my changing to come.) 

15 Thou shalt call me, and I shall answer thee; thou shalt (ad)dress the right half, that 
is, bless, to the work of thine hands, (or thou shalt direct thy right hand, that is, thou shalt 
bless the work of thy hands). 

16 Soothly thou hast numbered my steps; but spare thou my sins (or but please do not 
count up my sins). 

17 Thou hast sealed as in a bag my trespasses, but thou hast cured my wickedness. 
(Thou hast sealed up my trespasses in a bag, and thou hast cured my wickedness.) 

18 An hill falling droppeth down, and a rock of stone is borne over from his place. (A 
falling hill floweth downward, and a stone is carried over from its place.) 

19 Waters make stones hollow, and the earth is wasted little and little by (the) washing 
away of (the) water; and thou shalt lose men in like manner (or and thou shalt destroy 
people’s hopes in like manner). 

20 Thou madest a man strong (for) a little, that he should pass [into] without end; thou 
shalt change his face, and shalt send him out. (Thou makest a man strong for a little while, 
and then he passeth away forevermore; thou changeth his face, and then sendeth him away from 
thee.) 

: 21 aad his sons be noble, either unnoble, he shall not understand (or he shall never 
now). 

22 Nevertheless his flesh, while he liveth, shall have sorrow, and his soul shall mourn 
(thinking) upon himself. 


CHAPTER 15 

1 Then Eliphaz (the) Temanite answered, and said, 

2 Whether a wise man shall answer, as speaking against the wind, and shall fill his 
stomach with burning, that is ire? (Would a wise man answer someone, whose speaking is 
merely wind, and who filleth his stomach with hot air?) 

3 For thou reprovest him by words, which is not like thee, and thou speakest that, that 
speedeth not to thee. (For thou rebukest him with worthless words, and thou speakest, what 
profiteth thee not.) 

4 As muchas is in thee, thou hast avoided dread; and thou hast taken away thy prayers 
before God. (As much as is possible, thou hast avoided fearing God or revering God; and thou hast 
not presented thy prayers to God.) 

5 For [thy] wickedness hath taught thy mouth, and thou followest the tongue of 
blasphemers. 

6 Thy tongue [or Thy mouth], and not I, shall condemn thee, and thy lips shall answer 
(against) thee. 

7 Whether thou art born the first man, and whether thou art formed before (the) little 
hills? (Art thou the first man born, and wast thou formed before the little hills?) 

8 Whether thou hast heard the counsel of God, and whether his wisdom is lower than 
thou? (or and is his wisdom less than thine?) 

9 What thing knowest thou, which we know not? What thing understandest thou, 
which we know not? 

10 Both wise men and eld (men), much elder than thy fathers (or much older than thy 
father), be among us. 
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11 Whether it is great, that God comfort thee? But thy shrewd words forbid this. (Is it 
not wonderful, that God comforteth thee? But thy depraved words forbid this.) 

12 What raiseth thine heart thee, and thou as thinking great things hast eyes 
astonished? (What raiseth up thy heart, to think such great things? and why be thine eyes 
astonished?) 

13 What swelleth thy spirit against God, that thou bring forth of thy mouth such 
words? (What swelleth thy spirit against God, so that thou bring forth such words out of thy 
mouth?) 

14 What is a man, that he be without wem, and that he, born of a woman, appear just? 
(What is a man, is he ever pure, or without fault? yea, he, who is born of a woman, is he ever truly 
right before God?) 

15 Lo! none among his saints is unchangeable, (or Behold! no one among his saints is 
trustworthy), and (even the) heavens be not clean in his sight. 

16 How much more is a man abominable and unprofitable, that drinketh wickedness 
as water? (Then how much more abominable and unprofitable is man, who drinketh wickedness 
like water?) 

17 | shall show to thee, hear thou me; I shall tell to thee that, that I saw, (or I shall tell 
thee, what I saw). 

18 Wise men acknowledge, and hide (it) not their fathers. (The wise acknowledge it, and 
their forefathers hide it not.) 

19 To which wise men alone the earth is given, and an alien shall not pass by them. (To 
whom alone the land was given; and no foreigner lived among them.) 

20 A wicked man is proud in all his days; and the number of his years and of his tyranny 
is uncertain. 

21 The sound of dread is ever[more] in his ears, and when peace is, he supposeth 
ever[more] treasons. (A fearful sound is forever in his ears, and even when there is peace, he 
always expecteth an attack.) 

22 He believeth not that he may turn again from darknesses to light; and he beholdeth 
about on each side (for) a sword. 

23 When he stirreth him[self] to seek bread, he knoweth, that the day of darknesses is 
made ready in his hand, (or he knoweth that the day of darkness is at hand). 

24 Tribulation shall make him afeared, and anguish shall (en)compass him, as a king 
which is made ready to battle. (Tribulation shall make him afraid, and anguish shall surround 
him, like a king who is made ready for battle.) 

25 For he held forth his hand against God, and he was made strong against Almighty 
God. (For he put forth his hand against God, and he made himself strong against Almighty God.) 

26 He ran with his neck raised up against God, and he was armed with a fat noll. (He 
ran with his head raised up against God, and he was armed with a stiff neck, or he was stubborn.) 

27 Fatness, that is, pride of temporal abundance, covered his face, or understanding, 
and outward fatness, that is, unshamefastness, hangeth down of his sides (or hangeth 
down on his sides). [Fatness covered his face, and of his sides grease hangeth. (Fatness covered his 
face, and grease hangeth down on his sides.)] 

28 He shall dwell in desolate cities (or He shall live in empty cities), and in deserted houses, 


that be turned into burials. 
29 He shall not be made rich, neither his chattel shall dwell steadfastly (nor shall his 


substance, or his possessions, endure); neither he shall send his root into the earth, 

30 neither he shall go away from darknesses. Flame shall make dry his branches, and 
he shall be taken away by the spirit of his mouth. (nor shall he go away from darkness. The 
flame shall dry up his branches, and then he shall be taken away by the wind.) 

31 Believe he not vainly which is deceived by error, that he shall be again-bought 
by any price. (He, who is deceived by error, vainly believeth that he shall be bought back, or 
redeemed, at any price.) 
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33 he shall be hurt as a vine in the first flower of his grape, and as an olive tree casting 
away his flower. (he shall be like a vine that droppeth off its unripe grapes, or like an olive tree 
that casteth away its flowering buds.) 

34 For the gathering together of an hypocrite is barren, and fire shall devour the 
tabernacles of them, that take gifts willfully. (For hypocrites, one and all, be barren, and 
fire shall devour the tents of those, who willingly take gifts.) 

35 He conceived sorrow, and childed wickedness, and his womb maketh ready 
treacheries. 


CHAPTER 16 

1 Forsooth Job answered, and said, 

2 | have oft heard such things; all ye be heavy comforters (or the only comfort that all of 
ye offer is more torment). 

3 Whether words full of wind shall have an end? either anything is dis-easeful to thee, 
if thou speakest (it)? 

4 Also I might speak things like to you, and I would, that your soul were for my soul; 
and I would comfort you by words, and I would move mine head on you; (I could also speak 
words like you, and if you were in my place, I could discomfort you with such words, and I could 
wag my head at you.) 

5 | would (rather) make you strong by my mouth, and I would move my lips as sparing 
you. (But I would rather make you strong with my mouth, yea, with encouraging words, and I 
would rather move my lips to say things to comfort you.) 

6 But what shall I do? If 1 speak, my sorrow resteth not; and if I am still, it goeth not 
away from me. 

7 But now my sorrow hath oppressed me, and all my limbs be driven into nought. 

8 My rivellings say witnessing against me, and a false speaker is raised up against my 
face, and against-saith me. (My wrinkles testify against me, and a liar is raised up before me, 
and speaketh against me.) 

9 He gathered together his strong vengeance in me, and he menaced me, and he 
gnashed against me with his teeth; mine enemy hath beheld me with fearedful eyes. 
(He gathered together his strong vengeance against me, and he threatened me, and he gnashed 
against me with his teeth; my enemy hath looked at me with eyes full of hatred.) 

10 They opened their mouths upon me, and they said shame to me, and they smote 
my cheek; and they be filled with my pains (or and they gathered themselves together against 
me). 
11 God hath closed me together at the wicked, and hath given me to the hands of 
wicked men. (God hath enclosed me with the wicked, and hath given me into the hands of the 
wicked.) 

12], that rich man and famous sometime, am all-broken suddenly; he held my noll; he 
hath broken me, and hath set me as into a sign. (I, that rich and sometimes famous man, am 
suddenly all-broken; he held me by the neck; he hath altogether broken me, and hath set me up 
like a target.) 

13 And he hath (en)compassed me with his spears, he hath wounded altogether my 
loins; he hath not spared me, and he hath shed out mine entrails into the earth. (And he 
hath surrounded me with his spears, he hath deeply wounded my loins; he hath not spared me, 
and he hath poured out my bowels upon the ground.) 

14 He hath beaten me with wound upon wound; and he as a giant hath fallen in upon 
me (or and he hath fallen in on me like a giant). 

15 | sewed together a sackcloth upon my skin; and I covered my flesh with ashes. 

16 My face swelled of weeping (or My face swelled from weeping), and mine eyelids waxed 


dark. 


3794 XRN 


JOB CHAPTER 16:17 363 JOB CHAPTER 18:1 


17 | suffered these things without (any) wickedness of mine hand, or work, (and) when 
I had clean prayers to God. 

18 Earth, cover thou not my blood, and my cry find not in thee a place of hiding. (0 
earth, do not thou cover up my blood, and let not my cry for justice find any place of rest.) 

19 For, lo! my witness is in heaven; and the Knower of my conscience is in high places. 

20 O! my friends, full of words; mine eye droppeth (out tears) to God. 

21 And I would, that a man were deemed so with God, as the son of man is deemed 
with his fellow. (And I wish, that there was someone to plead with God for me, like the son of a 
man who pleadeth for his fellow, or for his friend.) 

22 For lo! short years pass, and I go a path, by which I shall not turn again (or by which 
I shall not return). 


CHAPTER 17 

1 My spirit shall be made feeble; my days shall be made short, and only the sepulchre 
is left to me. (My breath shall be made weak; my days shall be made short, and only the grave, 
or a tomb, is left to me.) 

2 | have not sinned, and mine eye dwelleth in bitternesses. (I have not sinned, and yet I 
see their bitterness toward me.) 

3 Lord, deliver thou me, and set me beside thee; and the hand of each man fight against 
me. (Lord, save thou me, and put me beside thee; then let someone try to fight against me!) 

4 Thou hast made the heart of them far from doctrine, that is, (far) from knowing of 
(the) truth; therefore they shall not be enhanced (or and so thou shalt not let them triumph). 

5 He promiseth prey to his fellows, and the eyes of his sons shall fail (or yet the eyes of 
his sons shall fail). 

6 He hath set [me] as into a proverb of the common people, and his ensample before 
them. 

7 Mine eye dimmed at [the] indignation (or My eyes dimmed with grief); and my members 
be driven as into nought. 

8 Just men shall wonder on this thing; and an innocent shall be raised up against an 
hypocrite. 

9 And a just man shall hold his way, and he shall add strength to clean hands. (The 
righteous shall hold to their way, and he who hath clean hands shall be made even stronger.) 

10 Therefore all ye be turned again, and come ye; and I shall not find in you any wise 
man. (And so come now, let all of you try again; for thus far, I have not found a wise man among 
you.) 

11 My days be passed; my thoughts be scattered, tormenting mine heart. 

12 Those have turned the night into day; and again after darknesses hope (for) light. 
(They have turned the night into day; and then again after darkness, hope for some light.) 

13 If I sustain, either suffer patiently, hell is mine house; and I have arrayed my bed 
in darknesses. (If I endure, Sheol, or the grave, shall be my house; and I shall array my bed in 
darkness.) 

14 | said to rot (or And I shall say to rot), Thou art my father; and to worms, Ye be my 
mother, and my sister. 

15 Therefore where is now mine abiding? and who beholdeth my patience? 

16 All my things shall go down into [the] deepest hell; guessest thou, whether rest shall 
be to me, namely there. (All my thoughts shall go down into Sheol; thinkest thou, that there 
shall be any rest for me there?) 


CHAPTER 18 
1 Then Bildad (the) Shuhite answered, and said, 
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2 Unto what end shalt thou boast with words? Understand thou us first, and so speak 
we together. (Unto what end shalt thou continue to boast with your words? First listen to us, 
and then we shall speak together.) 

3 Why be we areckoned as beasts, and why have we been (judged) foul before thee? 

4 What, or why, losest thou thy soul in thy strong vengeance? Whether the earth shall 
be forsaken for thee, and hard stones shall be borne over from their place, (just for thee)? 

5 Whether the light of a wicked man shall not be quenched; and the flame of his fire 
shall not shine? (The light of the wicked shall be quenched; and the flame of his fire shall not 
shine!) 

6 Light shall wax dark in his tabernacle; and the lantern, which is on him, shall be 
quenched. (The light shall grow dark in his tent; and the lantern, which shineth on him, shall be 
quenched.) 

7 The steps of his strength shall be made strait; and his (own) counsel shall cast him 


own. 

8 For he hath sent, or put, his feet into a net; and he goeth in the meshes, or knittings, 
thereof. 

9 His foot shall be holden with a snare; and thirst shall burn out against him. 

10 The foot-trap of him is hid in the earth, and his snare is laid on the path. (A foot-trap 
is hid on the ground for him, and a snare is laid on the path for him.) 

11 Dreads shall make him afeared on every side, and shall bewrap his feet. (Terror shall 
make him afraid on every side, and shall enwrap, or shall bind, his feet.) 

12 His strength [shall] be made feeble by hunger; and poverty (shall) assail his ribs. 

13 Devour it the fairness of his skin; the first engendered (of) death waste his arms. 
(Disease shall devour the beauty of his skin; and Death’s first-born shall destroy,or shall eat up, 
his arms and his legs.) 

14 His trust be taken away from his tabernacle; and perishing, as a king, above-tread 
on him. (He shall be torn away from the safety of his tent; and perishing, or destruction, shall 
tread all over him, like a king.) 

15 The fellows of him that is not, that is, the fellows of a dead man, dwell in his 
tabernacle; and brimstone be sprinkled in his tabernacle. (The fellows, or friends, of him 
who is not, that is, the friends of he who is dead, shall live in his tent; and brimstone, or sulphur, 
shall be sprinkled all around it to ward off evil.) 

16 The roots of him be made dry beneath; and be his ripe corn all-broken above. (His 
roots shall be made dry beneath; and all his branches shall wither above.) 

17 His mind perish from the earth; and his name be not made solemn in streets. (His 
memory shall perish from the earth; and his name shall be forgotten in the streets.) 

18 He shall put him out from light into darknesses; and he shall bear him over from 
the world. (He shall be put out from the light into the darkness; and he shall be carried over from 
this world into the next.) 

19 Neither his seed, neither his kindred, shall be in his people, neither any remnants of 
them (shall be) left in his countries. (Neither his descendants, nor his kindred, shall be among 
his own people, nor shall any remnant of them be left in his land.) 

20 The last men (of him) shall wonder in his days; and hideousness shall assail the first 
men. (The people who come after him shall wonder at his day; just as horror assailed those who 
came before him.) 

21 Therefore these be the tabernacles of a wicked man; and this is the place of him, 
that knoweth not God. (And so such shall be the fate of the wicked; the end, or the place, of 
those, who do not know God.) 


CHAPTER 19 
1 Forsooth Job answered, and said, 
2 How long torment ye my soul, and all-break me with words? 
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3 Lo! ten times ye have shamed me, and ye (still) be not ashamed, (for) oppressing me. 

4 Forsooth and if I know not [or Forsooth if I am unknowing], mine unknowing shall be 
with me. 

5 And ye be raised (up) against me, and reprove me with my shames (or and rebuke me 
with my shame). 

6 Namely now understand ye, that God hath tormented me not by even doom, and 
hath (en)compassed me with his beatings. (Now then understand ye, that God hath tormented 
me with unfair judgement, and hath surrounded me with his beatings.) 

7 Lo! I suffering violence shall cry, and no man shall hear me; I shall cry loud, and 
there is none that deemeth me worthy to be heard. (Behold! I suffering violence shall cry 
out, but no one shall hear (me); I shall cry aloud, but there is no one who judgeth me (worthy to 
be heard).) 

8 The Lord hath beset about my path, and I may not go, (or The Lord hath hedged about 
my path, so that I cannot go forth); and he hath set darknesses in my way. 

9 He hath spoiled me of my glory (or He hath taken away my glory), and hath taken away 


the crown from mine head. 
10 He hath destroyed me on each side, and I (have) perished; and he hath taken away 


mine hope, as from a tree pulled up by the root, (or and he hath taken away my hope, like a 
tree pulled up by its roots). 

11 His strong vengeance was wroth against me; and he had me so as his enemy. 

12 His thieves came together, and made to them a way by me; and besieged my 
tabernacle in compass. (His forces came together, and made a way for themselves against me, 
and they besieged me on all sides of my tent.) 

13 He made [a] far my brethren from me; and my known as aliens went away from me. 
(He made my brothers to go far away from me; and my acquaintances, or my friends, went away 
from me like strangers.) 

14 My neighbours have forsaken me; and they that knew me have forgotten me. (My 
friends have deserted me; and they who knew me have forgotten me.) 

15 The tenants of mine house, and mine handmaids (or and my slave-girls), had me as a 
stranger; and I was as a pilgrim before their eyes. 

16 | called my servant, and he answered not to me; with mine own mouth! prayed him 
(or I begged him with my own mouth). 

17 My wife loathed my breath; and I prayed (for) the sons of my womb. (My wife loathed 
my very breath; even though I prayed for the sons of my womb.) 

18 Also fools despised me; and when I was gone away from them, they backbited me. 

19 They, that were my counsellors sometime, had abomination of me, (or They, who 
hae sometimes my counsellors, loathed me); and he, whom I loved most, was (an) adversary 

ome. 

20 When my fleshes were wasted, my bone(s) cleaved to my skin; and only [the] lips be 
left about my teeth (or and I have escaped only by the skin of my teeth). 

21 Have ye mercy on me, have ye mercy on me, namely, ye my friends; for the hand of 
the Lord hath touched me. 

22 Why pursue ye me, as God pursueth (me); and ye be fulfilled with my fleshes? (or be 
ye not yet filled full with my flesh?) 

23 Who giveth, or granteth, to me, that my words be written? Who giveth to me, that 
those be written in a book, 

24 with an iron pointel, either with a piece of lead; either with a chisel those be graven 


in a flint? (or on a piece of lead, with an iron stylus? or be engraved on a stone, with a chisel?) 
25 For I know, that mine again-buyer liveth, and in the last day I shall rise from the 
earth; (For I know, that my redeemer liveth, and on the last day he shall rise to my defense;) 


26 and again I shall be (en)compassed with my skin, and in my flesh I shall see God, my 
saviour. 
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27 Whom I myself shall see, and mine eyes shall behold, and not another man. This 
mine hope is kept in my bosom, that is, in mine heart, (or This hope of mine is kept in my 
bosom, that is, in my heart). 

28 Why therefore say ye now, Pursue we him, and find we the root of a word against 
him? (And so why now say ye, Let us pursue him, and find we the root of the matter against him?) 

29 Therefore flee ye from the face of the sword; for the sword is the venger of 
wickednesses, and know ye, that doom shall be. (And so flee ye from the face of the sword; 
for the sword is the avenger of wickedness, and know ye, that there shall be a judgement or that 
there is a Judge.) 


CHAPTER 20 

1 And then Zophar (the) Naamathite answered, and said, 

2 Therefore my thoughts diverse come one after another; and the mind is ravished 
into diverse things. (And so now my thoughts come diversely one after another; and my mind 
thinketh on many different things.) 

3 | shall hear the teaching, by which thou reprovest me; and the spirit of mine 
understanding shall answer me. (I have heard the words, with which thou rebukest me; and 
the spirit of my understanding hath given me an answer.) 

4 1 know this from the beginning, since man was set on [the] earth, (Certainly thou 
knowest this from the beginning, since man was put on the earth,) 

5 that the praising of wicked men is short(-lived), and the joy of an hypocrite is at the 
likeness of a point soon passing (awayx). 

6 Though his pride go up into (the) heaven(s), and his head toucheth the clouds, 

7 he shall be lost in the end, as a dunghill; and, they that have seen him, shall say, 
Where is he? (he shall be discarded in the end, like his own dung; and then they who have seen 
him, shall say, Where is he?) 

8 As a dream flying away, or soon forgotten, he shall not be found; he shall pass as the 
sight of nights. (Like a dream flying away, or soon forgotten, he shall not be found; he shall pass 
away like a vision in the night.) 

° The eye that saw him shall not see him again; and his place shall no more behold 
him. 

10 His sons shall be all-broken with neediness; and his hands shall yield to him his 
sorrow. (His sons shall make recompense to the poor; and with their hands they shall give back 
their goods to them.) 

11 His bones shall be [full-]filled with the vices of his young waxing age; and they shall 
sleep with him in (the) dust. 

12 For when evil was sweet in his mouth, he hid it under his tongue. 

13 He shall spare it, and shall not forsake it; and he shall hide it in his throat (or and he 
shall hide it in his mouth). 

14 His bread in his womb shall be turned into the gall of snakes within him. 

15 He shall vomit, or cast, out the riches which he hath devoured; and God shall draw 
those riches out of his womb. 

16 He shall suck the gall of snakes; and the tongue of an adder shall slay him. 

17 See he not the streams of the flood of the strand, of honey, and of butter. (He shall 
not see the streams of oil, or of cream, nor the rivers of honey and butter.) 

18 He shall suffer pains for all things which he hath done, nevertheless he shall not be 
wasted by those pains, but ever endure; and after the multitude of his findings, so shall 
he suffer, (or and he shall suffer for the multitude of his deeds). 

19 For he brake, and made naked the house of the poor man; he ravished it, and builded 
it not. (For he broke into, and emptied out, the house of the poor; and he stole, what he did not 
build.) 
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20 And his womb was not yet/ful] filled; and when he hath that, that he coveted, he 
may not hold it in possession. (And his belly, or his appetite, was not yet satisfied; and even 
when he hath, what he desired, he cannot hold onto it.) 

21 There (be) left nothing of his meat; and therefore nothing shall dwell of his goods. 
(Nothing shall remain of his food; and nothing shall remain of his goods.) 

22 When he is full-filled with riches, yet he shall be made strait in covetousness, (or 
Yea, even when he is filled full with riches, he shall still be in dire straits); he shall burn in it, 
and all sorrow shall fall in upon him. 

23 | would, that his womb be filled, that he send out into him the wrath of his strong 
vengeance, and rain his battle upon him. (I wish, that as his belly is filled, that God send upon 
him the anger of his strong vengeance, and rain down his battle upon him.) 

24 He shall flee iron armours, and he shall fall into a brazen bow. (He shall flee from iron 
arms, or weapons, and he shall fall by a bronze bow.) 

25 Which is led, or taken out of his sheath, or case, and this bow going out, and shining 
as lightning, shall smite him in bitterness; horrible fears shall go (forth), and come upon 
him. (Which is taken out of its sheath, or its case, and this bow going out, and shining like 
lightning, shall strike him in his gall bladder; horrible fears shall go forth, and shall come upon 
him.) 

26 All darknesses (shall) be hid in his privates; fire, which is not tended, shall devour 


him; he shall be tormented (who is) left in his tabernacle. (All darkness shall be hid in 
his secret place; a fire, which is not tended, shall devour him; he who is left in his tent, shall be 


tormented.) 

27 Heavens shall show his wickedness; and earth shall rise up (al)together against him. 
(The heavens shall show his wickedness; and the earth shall altogether rise up against him.) 

28 The seed, or generation, of his house shall be open (or All that he hath in his house 
shall be destroyed); it shall be drawn down in the day of the strong vengeance of the Lord. 

29 This is the part of a wicked man, which is given to him of God, and the heritage of 
his words is also of the Lord. (This is the portion for the wicked, which is given to him from 
God, and his inheritance which is also from the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 21 

1 Forsooth Job answered, and said, 

21 pray you, hear ye my words, and do ye penance. 

3 Suffer ye me, that I speak; and laugh ye after my words, if it shall seem to you worthy 
to do so. (Allow ye me, that I speak; and then laugh ye after my words, if it shall seem worthy for 
you to do so.) 

4 Whether my disputing is against man, that skillfully I ought not to be [made] sorry? 
(Is my disputing against man? have I not good cause, or a good reason, to be impatient?) 

5 Perceive ye me, and be ye astonished; and set ye your finger upon your mouth. 

6 And when I bethink me, I dread, and trembling shaketh my flesh. (And when I think 
about all of this, I am afraid, and my flesh shaketh and trembleth.) 

7 Why therefore live wicked men? They be enhanced, and strengthened with riches. 
(And so why do the wicked live so long? Indeed they be exalted, and can enjoy their riches.) 

8 Their seed dwelleth before them (or Their descendants, or their children, live with them); 
the company of their kinsmen, and of the sons of their sons, dwelleth in their sight. 

° Their houses be secure, and peaceable; and the rod, or scourge, of God is not upon 
them. (Their houses be secure, and at peace; and the scourge of God is not upon them.) 

10 The cow of them conceived, and calved not a dead calf; (yea), the cow calved, and is 
not deprived of her calf. 

11 Their little children go out as flocks; and their young children full out joy with 
playings. (Their little children go out to play like lambs; and their young children dance with 


joy.) 
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12 They hold the tympan, and (the) harp; and they (dance with) joy at the sound of the 
organ. 


13 They lead in goods (all) their days; and in a point, (or suddenly), they go down to 
hells, that is, to burials, or the grave. (They get good things for themselves all their days; and 
then, in a moment, that is, without pain, or suffering, they go down to Sheol, in peace.) 

14 Which men said to God, Go thou away from us; we desire not the knowing of thy 
ways. (And they said to God, Go thou away from us; we do not desire to know of thy ways.) 

15 Who is Almighty God, that we serve him? and what profiteth it to us, if we pray (to) 
him? 

16 Nevertheless for their goods be not in their hand, or power, the counsel of wicked 
men be far from me. (And (they say), that all their good things come from their own hands, (or 
their own effort); may the counsel of the wicked be far from me!) 

17 How oft shall the lantern of wicked men be quenched, and flowing shall come upon 
them, and God shall part with them the sorrows of his strong vengeance? (How often is 
the lantern of the wicked quenched, and destruction shall come upon them? how often shall God 
impart to them the sorrows of his strong vengeance?) 

18 They shall be as chaff before the face of the wind; and as a dead spark, that the 
whirlwind scattereth abroad. (Be they ever like chaff before the face of the wind? or like a dead 
spark that the whirlwind scattereth abroad?) 

19 (Ye say), God shall keep the sorrow of the father to his sons; and when he hath yielded 
to them vengeance, then he shall know it. (Ye say, God shall put the father’s punishment upon 
his sons; (but I say), No! he shall yield vengeance to him who deserveth it, and he shall know (it).) 

20 His eyes shall see their slaying (or His eyes shall see his own slaughter); and he shall 
drink of the strong vengeance of Almighty God. 

21 For why what pertaineth it to him of his house(hold) after him, though the number 
of his months be half taken away? (For what careth him about his family, or his children, after 
him, when his own days and months be numbered?) 

22 Whether any man shall teach God knowing, which deemeth them that be (on) high? 
(Shall anyone teach God knowledge, he who even judgeth those who be on high?) 

23 This evil man dieth strong and whole, rich and blessful to the world(or rich and 
blessed before the world). 


24 His entrails be full of fatness; and his bones be moisted with marrow. 
25 And another man dieth in the bitterness of his soul, and without any riches. 


26 Nevertheless they shall sleep together in (the) dust, and worms shall cover them. 

27 Certainly I know your wicked thoughts, and your sentences against me. 

28 For ye say, Where is the house of the prince? and where be the tabernacles of wicked 
men? (or and where be the homes of the wicked?) 

29 Ask ye this of each way-goer; and ye shall know, that he knoweth these same things, 

30 that is, that an evil man shall be kept (safe) into the day of perdition, and he shall 
be led (forth unscathed un)to the day of strong vengeance. 

31 Who shall reprove his ways before him? (or Who shall rebuke him for his ways?) and 
who shall yield to him (for) those things, which he hath done? 

32 He shall be led to the sepulchres; and he shall wake in the heap of dead men. (He 
shall be led to the graves, or to the tombs; and he shall stand watch over many of the dead or and 
many shall stand watch at his tomb.) 

33 He was sweet to the stones, either filths, of hell; and he draweth each man after 
him, and unnumberable men went before him. (The dust of the earth shall be sweet to him 
or shall lie gently upon him; and he draweth each person after him, like the innumerable people 
who went before him.) 

34 How therefore comfort ye me in vain, since your answers be showed to (be) contrary 
(to) the truth? (And so your comfort for me is in vain, for your answers be shown to be contrary 
to the truth!) 


3800 XRN 


JOB CHAPTER 22:1 369 JOB CHAPTER 22:20 


CHAPTER 22 

1 Then Eliphaz (the) Temanite answered, and said, 

2 Whether a man, yea, (even) when he is of perfect knowing, may be comparisoned to 
God? 

3 What profiteth it to God, if thou art just? either what shalt thou give to him, if thy 
life is without wem? (What profiteth it to God, if thou art righteous? or what shalt thou give 
him, if thy life is without blemish, or without fault?) 

4 Whether he shall dread (thee), and shall he reprove thee, and shall he come with thee 
into doom, (Shall he fear thee, and shall he rebuke thee, and shall he take thee to court?) 

5 and not for thy full much malice, and thy wickednesses without number, these pains 
have fallen justly to thee? (and have not these pains fallen justly upon thee, for thy great malice, 
and for thy wickednesses without number?) 

6 For thou hast taken away without cause the wed of thy brethren; and hast spoiled 
naked men of clothes. (For thou hast taken away thy brother’s pledge without a reason; and 
thou hast robbed people of their clothes, making them naked.) 

7 Thou gavest not water to the faint man; and thou withdrewest bread from the hungry 
man. (Thou gavest no water to the faint; and thou withheldest bread from the hungry.) 

8 In the strength of thine arm (or By the strength of thy arm), thou haddest the land in 
possession; and thou, most mighty, heldest (onto) it. 

9 Thou lettest go widows void, or unhelped, (or Thou lettest widows go away void, or 
without help); and all-brakest the shoulders of fatherless children. 

10 Therefore thou art now(en)compassed with snares; and sudden(ly) dread troubleth 
thee. (And so now thou art surrounded with snares; and the unexpected maketh thee afraid or 
and suddenly thou art full of fear.) 

11 And thou guessedest, that thou shouldest not see darknesses; and that thou 
shouldest not be oppressed with the fierceness of waters flowing. (And thou thinkedest, 
that thou shouldest not see darkness; and that thou shouldest not be oppressed with the fierceness 
of flowing waters.) 

12 Whether thou thinkest, that God is higher than heaven, and is enhanced above the 
top of stars? (Thinkest thou, that God is not higher than the heavens, or that he is not exalted 
above the height of the stars?) 

13 And yet thou sayest, What soothly knoweth God? and, He deemeth as by darkness. 
(And yet thou sayest, Truly what knoweth God? and, Can he judge through all that darkness?) 

14 A cloud is his hiding place, and he beholdeth not our things, and he goeth about the 
hinges of (the) heaven(s), that is, the principal parts of (the) heaven (s). 

15 Whether thou covetest to keep (to) the path of (the) world’s, that is, the life of men 
living worldly and dissolutely, (on) which wicked men have oft gone? 

16 Which were taken away before their time, and the flood destroyed the foundament 
of them. (Who were taken away before their time, and the flood destroyed their foundation.) 

17 Which said to God, Go thou away from us; and as if Almighty God may do nothing, 
they guessed him, (Who said to God, Go thou away from us; and they thought, that Almighty 
God can do nothing for them, or that Almighty God can do nothing to them,) 

18 when he had filled their houses with goods; the sentence of which men be far from 
me. (when he had filled their houses with good things; may the thoughts of these wicked people 
be far away from me!) 

19 Just men shall see, and shall be glad; and an innocent man shall scorn them. (The 
righteous shall see, and shall be glad; and the innocent shall scorn them.) 

20 Whether the up-raising of them is not cut down, and fire shall devour the remnants 
of them? (And whatever they have raised up, shall be cut down, and fire shall devour whatever 


is left.) 
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21 Therefore assent thou to God, and have thou peace; and by these things thou shalt 
have (the) best fruits. 

22 Take thou the law of his mouth (or Take thou the Law from his mouth), and set thou his 
words in thine heart. 

23 If thou turnest again to Almighty God, thou shalt be builded [up]; and thou shalt 
make wickedness far from thy tabernacle. (If thou turnest again to Almighty God, thou shalt 
be built up; and thou shalt make wickedness to go far away from thy home.) 

24 He shall give a flint for earth, and golden strands for a flint. (And thou shalt treat a 
stone like the dust, and the gold of Ophir like the stones from the stream.) 

25 And Almighty God shall be against thine enemies; and silver shall be gathered 
together to thee (or and silver shall be gathered together for thee). 

26 Then on Almighty God thou shalt flow with delights (or Then thou shalt always trust 
in Almighty God); and thou shalt raise up thy face to God. 

27 Thou shalt pray (to) him, and he shall hear thee; and thou shalt yield thy vows. 

28 Thou shalt deem a thing, and it shall come to thee; and light shall shine in thy ways. 
(Thou shalt decree a thing, and it shall come about; and light shall shine on all thy paths.) 

29 For he that is meeked shall be in glory; and he that boweth down his eyes, shall 
be saved. (For he who is humbled, shall be in glory; and he who boweth down his eyes, shall be 
saved.) 

30 An innocent shall be saved; soothly he shall be saved in the cleanness of his hands 
(or truly he shall be saved by the cleanness of his hands). 


CHAPTER 23 

1 And Job answered, and said, 

2 Now also my word is in bitterness, and the hand of my wound is aggrieved on my 
wailing. (Now my word is bitter, and the hand causing my pain is heavy upon me in my wailing.) 

3 Who giveth to me, that I know, and find him, and come unto his throne? (Who giveth 
to me, that I might know where to find him, and come unto his throne?) 

41 shall set doom before him (or I shall state my case before him), and 1 shall fill my mouth 
with arguments; 

5 that I know the words, which he shall answer to me, and that I understand, what 
he shall speak to me. (then I shall know the words, which he shall answer to me, and I shall 
understand, what he shall say to me.) 

6 | will not, that he strive with me by great strength, neither that he oppress me with 
the heaviness of his greatness. (I do not desire, that he fight me with his great strength, nor 
oppress me with his great might, or his great power.) 

7 Set he forth equity against me, and my doom come perfectly to victory. (Yea, I shall 
be righteous before him, and my judge shall find me altogether innocent.) 

8 If go to the east, God appeareth not there; if I go to the west, I shall not understand 
him; 

° if I go to the left side, what shall I do? I shall not take (hold of) him (or I shall not catch 
him); if I turn me to the right side, I shall not see him. 

10 But he knoweth my way, and he shall prove me as gold (or and he shall assay me like 
gold), that passeth through the fire. 

11 My foot followed his steps; I kept (to) his way, and I bowed not away from it. 

12 | went not away from the commandments of his lips; and I hid in my bosom the 
words of his mouth. 

13 For he is alone, and no man may turn away his thoughts; and whatever thing he 
would, his will did this thing. (For he alone decideth, and no one can turn away his thoughts; 
and whatever he desired to do, his did it.) 

14 When he hath [ful] filled his will in me, also many other like things be ready to him. 
(For he hath fulfilled his will for me, and many other plans like these be ready with him.) 
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15 And therefore I am troubled of his face, and I beholding him am anguished for dread. 
(And so I am troubled before him, and I beholding him am anguished with fear.) 

16 God hath made nesh mine heart (or God hath made my heart weak, or faint), and 
Almighty God hath troubled me. 

17 Certainly I perished not for darknesses nighing to me; neither mist covered my face. 
(For I did not perish because the darkness nighed to me, nor because the mist covered my face.) 


CHAPTER 24 

1 Times be not hid from Almighty God; soothly they that know him, know not his days, 
(or but even they who know him, do not know when the day of reckoning is). 

2 Other men have turned over the terms, (or the boundary stones), of (their) neighbours, 
they have taken away their flocks, and fed themselves. 

3 They have driven away the ass of fatherless children, and they took away the cow 
of a widow for a wed. (They have driven away the donkey of some fatherless children, and they 
took away the cow of a widow for a pledge.) 

4 They destroyed the way of poor men, and they oppressed together the mild men of 
[the] earth. (They pushed the poor out of their way, and they oppressed the needy of the earth, 
who huddle together.) 

5 Other men as wild asses in desert go out to their work; and they wake to (take) prey, 
and before make ready bread to their children. (Other men, like wild donkeys, go out to the 
wilderness; and they seek prey, to find food for their children.) 

6 They cut down a field not theirs, and they gather [the] grapes of his vinery, whom 
they have oppressed by violence. (They cut down a field not their own, and they gather grapes 
from the vineyard of the wicked.) 

7 They leave men naked, and take away their clothes, to the which men there is no 
covering in cold; (They leave people naked, having taken away their clothes, for whom then 
there is no more cover from the cold;) 

8 which men the rains of mountains wet, and they have no covering, and they embrace 
stones. (they be drenched by rains from the mountains, and have nothing to cover themselves 
with, and so all they can do is hold onto stones.) 

° They did violence, and robbed fatherless and motherless children; and they spoiled, 
either robbed, the community of poor men (or and they stole from, or plundered, the poor). 

10 They took away ears of corn from naked men, and (those) going without cloak, and 
from hungry men. (They took away clothes from those who now must go naked, and ears of corn 
from the hungry.) 

11 They were hid in midday among the heaps of those men, that thirst, when the 
presses of grapes be trodden. (They make oil in shady places, and tread the winepresses, but 
they themselves suffer thirst.) 

12 They made men of (the) cities to wail, and the souls of wounded men shall cry; and 
God suffereth it not to go away unpunished. (In the cities men wail, and the souls of the 
wounded cry out; but God alloweth them not to go away unpunished.) 

13 They were rebel to (the) light; they knew not the ways thereof, neither they turned 
again by the paths thereof. (They rebelled against the light; they knew not its ways, nor they 
walked by its paths.) 

14 A manslayer riseth full early, and slayeth a needy man, and a poor man; and by night 
he shall be as a night thief. (The murderer riseth very early, and killeth the needy and the poor; 
and in the night he shall be a thief.) 

15 The eye of [the] adulterer keepeth darkness, and saith, An eye shall not see me; and 
he shall cover his face. (The eye of the adulterer waiteth for the darkness, and saith, No eye 
shall see me; but he shall still cover his face.) 
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16 They (under)mine houses in darknesses, as they said together to themselves in the 
day; and they knew not light. (They break into houses in the night, like they said that they 
would during the day; and they know not, or avoid, the light.) 

17 If the morrowtide appeareth suddenly, they deem it the shadow of death; and so 
they go in (the) darknesses, as in (the) light. 

18 He is unstabler than the face of the water; his part in [the] earth be cursed, and go 
he not by the way of vineries. (He is more unstable than the face, or the surface, of the water; 
let his portion be cursed in the land, and go he not by the way of the vineyards.) 

19 Pass he to a full great heat from the waters of snows, and the sin of him till to hells. 
(Like a great heat taketh away the waters of the snow, so let Sheol, or the grave, take him away.) 

20 Mercy forget him; his sweetness be (for) a worm; be he not in mind, but be he all- 
broken as an unfruitful tree. (The womb shall forget him; let his sweetness be for a worm; let 
him be forgotten, and all-broken, like an unfruitful tree.) 

: For he fed (on) the barren, and her that childeth not, and he did not well to the 
widow. 

22 He drew down strong men in his strength; and when he standeth in great state /in 
prosperity, he shall not believe to his life. (He drew down the strong with his strength; and 
yet, though he standeth in great state or in prosperity, he shall not have any hope for his life.) 

23 God gave to him a place of penance, and he misuseth that into pride; soothly the 
eyes of God be beholding in the ways of that man (or truly God’s eyes behold the ways of such 
people). 

24 They be raised up at a little while, and they shall not stand; and they shall be made 
low as all vile things, and they shall be taken away; and as the highnesses of ears of corn 
they shall be all-broken. (They shall be raised up for a little while, but they shall not stand; 
then they shall be made low like all vile things, and they shall be taken away; and they shall be 
all-broken like the tops of the ears of corn.) 

25 That if it is not so, who may reprove me, that I lied, and have put forth follily my 
words before God? (And if this is not so, then who shall rebuke me, and say that I have lied, and 
have foolishly put forth my words before God?) 


CHAPTER 25 

1 Then Bildad (the) Shuhite answered, and said, 

2 Power and dread is with him, that is, God, which maketh according in his high things. 
(Power and reverence is with God or Power and fear is with God, who maketh peace in all his high 
places.) 

3 Whether there is (a) number of his knights? (or Can his host be counted?) and upon 
whom shineth not his light? 

4 Whether a man comparisoned to God may be justified, either a man born of a woman 
may appear clean? (Can aman be justified when compared to God, or cana man born of awoman 
ever be pure, or innocent?) 

5 Lo! also the moon shineth not, and [the] stars be not clean in his sight; (Behold! to his 
eyes, the moon shineth not, and the stars be not pure;) 

6 how much more man, that is rot, and the son of a man, that is a worm, is unclean, 
(and vile), in comparison to God. (and so how much more a man, who is but rot, and the son of 
aman, who is but a worm, be unclean, and vile, when compared to God.) 


CHAPTER 26 


1 Forsooth Job answered, and said, 

2 Whose helper art thou? whether of the feeble, and sustainest the arm of him, which 
is not strong? (Whose helper art thou? of the feeble? and sustainest thou the arm of him, who 
is not strong?) 
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3 To whom hast thou given counsel? In hap to him that hath not wisdom (or Perhaps 
to someone who hath not wisdom); and thou hast showed full much prudence. 

4 Either whom wouldest thou teach? whether not him, that made breathing? (Or whom 
wouldest thou teach? surely not he, who gave you breathe!) 

5 Lo! giants wail under waters, and they that dwell with them. (Behold! the (spirits of 
the) dead wail under the waters, and they that dwell with them.) 

6 Hell is naked before him, and no covering is to perdition. (Sheol is naked before him, 
and perdition hath no covering.) 

7 The which God stretcheth forth the north upon (a) void thing, and he hangeth the 
earth upon nought. 

8 And he bindeth waters in their clouds, that those break not out (altogether 
downward. (And he bindeth up the waters in the clouds, so that they do not burst open.) 

9 He holdeth the cheer of his seat, and spreadeth abroad thereon his cloud. (He 
spreadeth his cloud upon the surface of his throne.) 

10 He hath (en)compassed a term, or an end, to (the) waters, till that light and darkness 
be ended. (He hath surrounded the waters with a border, where light and darkness meet.) 

1 The pillars of heaven tremble, and dread at his will. (The pillars of heaven tremble, and 
fear his will.) 

12 In the strength of him the seas were gathered together suddenly (or By his strength 
he divided the seas), and his prudence smote the proud. 

13 His spirit hath adorned (the) heavens (or By his breathe he hath cleared the skies), and 
the crooked serpent was led out by his hand, leading him out as a midwife leadeth out a 
child. 

14 Lo! these things be said in part of his ways; and when we have heard scarcely a little 
drop of his word, who may see the thunder of his greatness? (Behold! these things that be 
said be but a part of his ways; and as we have scarcely heard but a little drop of his word, who can 
understand the thunder of his greatness?) 


CHAPTER 27 
1 Also Job added, taking his parable, and said, (And Job added to his parable, and said,) 


2 God liveth, that hath taken away my doom, and Almighty God, that hath brought my 
soul to bitterness. (The Lord God liveth, who hath taken away my justice, and Almighty God, 
who hath brought my soul to bitterness.) 

3 For as long as breath is in me, and the spirit of God is in my nostrils, 

4 my lips shall not speak wickedness, neither my tongue shall think a leasing (nor shall 
my tongue tell a lie). 

5 Far be it from me, that I deem you just (or that I judge you right, or correct); till 1 fail 
(life), that is, (for) as long as I live, I shall not go away from mine innocence. 

6 | shall not forsake my justifying, which I began to hold (fast to); for mine heart 
reproveth me not in all my life (or for my heart shall not rebuke me in all my life). 

7 As my wicked enemy doeth; (and) mine adversary is as (the) wicked. 

8 For what is the hope of an hypocrite, if he ravisheth greedily, and God delivereth not 
his soul? (For what is the hope of a hypocrite, even though he may greedily robbeth, when God 
taketh away his life?) 

9 Whether God shall hear the cry of him, when anguish shall come upon him? 

10 either whether he may delight in Almighty God, and inwardly call God in all time? 
(shall he delight himself in Almighty God, and call on God at all times?) 

11] shall teach you by the hand of God, what things Almighty God hath; and I shall not 


hide them. 
12 Lo! all ye know (them), and what then speak ye vain things without cause? (Behold! 


ye all know them, so why (then) do ye speak vain, (or empty), things without any reason?) 
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13 This is the part of a wicked man with God, and the heritage of violent men, or 
raveners, which they shall take of Almighty God. (This is the portion from God for the wicked, 
and the inheritance for the violent, or the raveners, which they shall receive from Almighty God.) 

14 If his children be multiplied, they shall be killed with (the) sword; and his sons shall 
not be [ful] filled with bread. 

15 They, that be residue of him, shall be buried in perishing; and the widows of him 
shall not weep. (They, who be left of him, shall die from disease; and their widows shall not weep 
for them.) 

16 If he gathereth together silver as earth, and maketh ready clothes as (the) clay; (Yea, 
though he gathereth together silver like dust, and getteth himself heaps of clothes;) 

17 soothly he made these things ready, but a just man shall be clothed in those things, 
and an innocent man shall part the silver. (truly he got these things, but the righteous shall 
be clothed in them, and the innocent shall divide, or shall share, the silver.) 

18 As a moth he hath builded his house, and as a keeper he made a shadowing place. 
(Like a moth, he hath built his house, and he hath made his place of shade like a watchman.) 

19 A rich man, when he shall die, shall bear nothing with him; he shall open his eyes, 
and he shall find nothing. 

20 Poverty as water shall take him (or Poverty shall overtake him like a flood); and (a) 
tempest shall oppress him in the night. 

21 Burning wind shall take him (up), and it shall do him away; and as a whirlwind it 
shall ravish him from his place (or and like a whirlwind it shall snatch him away from his 
place). 


22 The Lord shall send out 
(these) torments upon him, and shall not spare; (and) he fleeing shall flee from his 


hand. 
23 He shall constrain his hands on him, and he shall hiss on him, and shall behold his 
place. (The wind shall clap its hands at him, and shall hiss at him, wherever he may go.) 


CHAPTER 28 

1 Silver hath [the] beginning of his veins (or Silver hath the beginning of its veins); and a 
place is to gold, in which it is welled together. 

2 Tron is taken from the earth, and a stone dissolved, or melted, by heat, is turned into 
money (or is turned into bronze). 

3 God hath set (a) time to darknesses, and he beholdeth the end of all things. Also 
a strand parteth a stone of darkness, and the shadow of death, (God hath set an end for 
darkness, and he beholdeth the end of all things; a stone of darkness, and the shadow of death.) 

4 from the people going in pilgrimage; it parteth those hills, which the foot of a 
needy man forgat, and hills without (a) way. (The stream departeth from the people going 
in pilgrimage; it parteth those hills, which the foot of the needy forgot, and the hills be without a 
way. 

5 The earth, whereof bread came forth in his place, is destroyed by fire. (Though bread 
came forth in its place, underneath the earth is destroyed by fire.) 

6 The place of a sapphire be the stones thereof, and the clots thereof be gold. (Its stones 
be the place for sapphires, and its dust containeth gold.) 

7 A bird knew not the way, and the eye of a vulture beheld it not. 

8 The sons of merchants trode not upon that way, and a lioness passed not thereby. 
(The sons of a lion trod not on that way, and a lioness passed not by it.) 

° God stretched forth his hand to a flint; he destroyed [the] hills from the roots thereof. 
(God stretched forth his hand to the stones; he destroyed the mountains down to their roots.) 

10 He hewed down rivers in stones (or He hewed out rivers among the stones); and his eye 
saw all precious thing/s. 
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11 And he sought out the depths/the deepness of (the) floods; and he brought forth 
hid things into light. (And he dammed up the sources of the rivers; and he brought forth hidden 
things into the light.) 

12 But where is wisdom found, and which is the place of understanding? (But where is 
wisdom found, and where is the place of understanding?) 

13 Man knoweth not the price thereof, neither it is found in the land of men living 
delicately. (Man knoweth not its price, or its value, nor is it found in the land of the living.) 

14 The depth of (the) waters saith, It is not in me; and the sea speaketh, It is not with 
me. 
15 Gold full clean shall not be given for wisdom, neither silver shall be weighed in the 
(ex)changing thereof. (Pure gold cannot purchase wisdom, or be exchanged for it, nor can its 
price be weighed out in silver.) 

16 It shall not be comparisoned to the dyed colours of India (or It cannot be compared to 
the gold of Ophir), nor to the most precious stone sardius, neither to the sapphire. 

17 Neither gold, neither glass shall be made even worth thereto; and high and far 
appearing vessels of gold shall not be (ex)changed for wisdom, (Neither gold, nor crystal, 
can be made equal in value to it; and high-priced and outstanding vessels of gold cannot be 
exchanged for wisdom,) 

18 neither they shall be had in mind in comparison thereof. Forsooth wisdom is drawn 
out of privy things; (nor shall they even be considered when compared to it. For wisdom is drawn 
from private, or hidden, things;) 

19 topaz of Ethiopia shall not be made even worth to wisdom (or the topaz of Ethiopia 
cannot be made equal in worth to wisdom), and most precious dyeings shall not be set 
together in price, or comparisoned, thereto. 

20 Therefore whereof cometh wisdom, and which is the place of understanding? (And 
so from where cometh wisdom, and where is the place of understanding?) 

21 It is hid from the eyes of all living men; and also it is hid from the birds of (the) 
heaven(s), or of the air. 

22 Perdition and death said, With our ears we have heard (of) the fame of wisdom. 

23 God understandeth the way thereof, and he knoweth the place thereof. 

24 For he beholdeth the ends of the world, and beholdeth all things that be under 
heaven. 

25 He hath made weight to winds (or He hath made a counter-weight for the winds), and 
he hath weighed (the) waters in measure. 

26 When he set law to rain, and way to tempests sounding; (When he made a law for the 
rain, and a way for the sounding tempests;) 

27 then he saw wisdom, and told it out, and he made it ready, and sought it out. 

28 And he said to man, Lo! the dread of the Lord, that is wisdom, (or And he said to man, 
Behold! the fear of the Lord or Behold! reverence for the Lord, that is wisdom); and to go away 
from evil, (that)is understanding. 


CHAPTER 29 

1 Also Job added, taking his parable, and said, (And Job added again to his parable, and 
said,) 

2 Who giveth to me, that I be beside the eld months, by the days in which God kept 
me? (Who giveth to me, that once more | be, like in the months gone by, yea, those days in which 
God looked after me?) 

3 When his lantern shined on mine head, and I went in darknesses at his light. (When 
his lamp shone above my head, and I walked through the darkness by his light.) 

4 As I was in the days of my youth, when in private God was in my tabernacle (or when 
privately, or secretly, God was in, or watched over, my tent, or my home). 
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5 When Almighty God was with me, and my children were in my compass (or and my 
children were all about me); 

© when I washed my feet in butter, and the stone shedded out to me the streams of 
oil; [when I washed my feet with butter, and the stone poured (out) to me (or poured out for me) 
rivers of oil;] 

7 when I went forth to the gate of the city, and in the street they made ready a chair 
to me (or and in the street they prepared a chair for me). 

8 Young wanton men saw me, and were hid, and eld men rising up stood (or and old 
men rose, and stood up to honour me); 

° princes ceased to speak, and they putted their finger on their mouth; (leaders ceased 
to speak, and they covered their mouths with their hands;) 

10 dukes refrained their voice, and their tongue cleaved to their throat. (rulers refrained 
their voices, and their tongues cleaved to the roofs of their mouths.) 

1 The ear that heard me, blessed me, and the eye that saw me, yielded witnessing to 
me (or bare witness for me or testified for me); 

12 for I delivered the poor man crying [out], and the fatherless child, that had no helper. 
(for I saved the poor who cried for help, and the fatherless child who had no helper.) 

13 The blessing of a man (who was ready) to perish came (up)on me, and I comforted 
the heart of the widow. 

14] was clothed with rightfulness; and I clothed me as with a cloth, and with my doom 
a diadem. (I was clothed in righteousness, yea, it covered me; and my judgement was like a cloak 
or robe, and a crown.) 

15 | was eye to a blind man, and foot to a crooked man. (I was an eye for the blind, and 
feet for the lame.) 

16 | was a father of poor men; and I inquired most diligently the cause, which I knew 
not. (I was a father to the poor; and I inquired most diligently into their case, or their trouble, of 
which I knew not.) 

17 | all-brake the great teeth of the wicked man (or I broke the teeth of the wicked), and I 
took away the prey from his teeth. 

18 And I said, I shall die in my nest; and as a palm tree I shall multiply my days. (And I 
said, I shall die in my nest; and my days shall be numbered like the sand or like the phoenix.) 

19 My root is opened beside (the) waters, and dew shall dwell in my reaping (or and dew 
shall stay on my branches). 

20 My glory shall ever[more] be renewed (or My glory shall be renewed forevermore), and 
my bow shall be restored in mine hand. 

21 They, that heard me, abided my sentence; and they were attentive, or taking heed 
to me, and they were still at my counsel. (They, who heard me, waited for my pronouncement; 
and they were attentive, or taking heed to me, and they listened to what I said.) 

22 They durst nothing add to my words (or They dared add nothing to my words); and my 
speech dropped upon them. 

23 They abided me as (for the) rain; and they opened their mouth as to the soft rain 
coming late. (They waited for my words like for they waited for the rain; and they opened their 
mouths to drink them in, like the soft rain that cometh late.) 

24 If any time I laughed to them, they believed not; and the light of my cheer, that 
is, the gladness of my face, felled not down into the earth. (When I smiled on them, they 
took heart; and the light of my face, that is, the cheerfulness in my face towards them, encouraged 
them.) 

25 If | would go to them, I sat the first; and when I sat as [a] king, while the host stood 


about, nevertheless I was [the] comforter of them that mourned. (When I went to them, I 
was the first to sit; and when I sat like a king, while his army stood all around, I was the comforter 


of those who mourned.) 


3808 XRN 


JOB CHAPTER 30:1 377 JOB CHAPTER 30:21 
CHAPTER 30 


1 But now younger men in time scorn me, whose fathers I deigned™ not to set with 
the dogs of my flock. (But now men younger than me scorn me, men whose fathers I would not 
deign to put with the dogs of my flock.) 

2 Of which men the strength of their hands was for nought to me, and they were 
guessed unworthy to that life (or yea, they were too weak to be of any use to me). 

3 They were barren for neediness and hunger; they gnawed in (the) wilderness, and 
were (made) pale for poverty and wretchedness; 

4 and they ate herbs, and the rinds of trees; and the root of junipers was their meat. 
(and they ate grass, and the bark of trees; and juniper roots were their food.) 

5 The which men ravished these things from great valleys; and when(ever) they had 
found any of all these things, they ran with (a) cry to them. (They were driven out from 
among men, who cried after them, as if they were thieves.) 

6 They dwelled in deserts of strands, and in caves of [the] earth, either on gravel. (They 
lived in dried up riverbeds, and in caves of the earth, and on rocks.) 

7 Which were glad among such things (or And they were happy there), and they areckoned 
(it)as delights to be under bushes. 

8 These were the sons of fools, and of unnoble men, and utterly appearing not on [the] 
earth. (They were the sons of fools, and of unnoble men, and were soon driven out of the land.) 

9 But now I am turned into the song of them, and I am made a proverb to them. 

10 They hold me abominable, and they flee far from me, and dread not to spit on my 
face (or and do not fear to spit in my face). 

11 For God hath opened his arrow case, and he hath tormented me, and he hath put a 
bridle into my mouth. 

12 At the right side of the east my wretchednesses have risen up at once; they turned 
upside down my feet, and they oppressed me with their paths as with floods. (On my 
right side they attack me in a mob; they set my feet running, and they raise against me the ways 
of their destruction.) 

13 They destroyed my ways; they setted treason to me, and they had the mastery; and 
there was none that helped me(or and there was no one who helped me). 

14 They felled in upon me as by a broken wall, and by (a) gate opened (or and by an 
opened gate), and (they) were stretched forth to my wretchednesses. 

15 | am driven into nought; he took away my desire as [the] wind, and mine help passed 
away as a cloud. (I am driven down into nothing; these torments have swept away my hope like 
the wind, and my help hath passed away like a cloud.) 

16 But now my soul fadeth in myself, and [the] days of torment hold me steadfastly. 
(But now my life fadeth in myself, and the days of torment strongly hold me.) 

17 In [the] night my bone is pierced with sorrows; and they, that eat me (or who eat me), 
sleep not. 

18 In the multitude of those my cloth is wasted (or In the multitude of them my cloak is 
destroyed), and they have girded me (about) as with the collar of a coat. 

19 Tam comparisoned to clay, and I am made like to a dead spark and ashes. 

20 | shall cry to thee, and thou shalt not hear me; I stand, and thou beholdest not me. 
(I cry to thee, but thou hearest me not, or but thou answerest me not; I stand up, but thou seest 
me not.) 

21 Thou art changed into cruel to me, and in the hardness of thine hand thou art 
adversary to me. (Thou art cruel towards me, and with thy hard hand thou hast become an 
adversary to me.) 





* CHAPTER 30:1 This disdain came not (out) of despite, neither (out) of pride, but (out) of worthy beholding of 
(their) vilety (or vileness). 
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22 Thou hast raised me, and hast set me as on (the) wind; and hast hurtled me down 
strongly. (Thou hast raised me up, and set me on the wind; and then thou hast strongly hurtled 
me down.) 

23 | know, that thou shalt betake me to death, where an house is ordained to each living 
man. (I know that thou shalt deliver me unto death, where a house is ordained for each man who 
liveth.) 

24 Nevertheless thou sendest not out thine hand to the wasting of them; and if they 
fall down, thou shalt save them. 

25 | wept sometime on him that was tormented, and my soul had compassion ona poor 
man. (There were times when I wept over those who were tormented, and my soul had compassion 
for the poor.) 

26 | abode goods, and evils be come to me; I abode light, and darknesses brake out. 
(And I waited for good things, but only evil came to me; I waited for the light, but only darkness 
broke out.) 

27 Mine inner things boiled out without my rest (or My innards, or my bowels, boiled 
without any rest); and [the] days of torment came before me. 

28 T went mourning, and I rose up without strong vengeance in the company, and I 
cried. (I went in mourning, and without any sunshine, or comfort; I rose up in the congregation, 
and I cried for help.) 

29 [ was the brother of dragons, and the fellow of ostriches. 

30 My skin was made black upon me, and my bones dried for heat (or and my bones dried 
up from the heat). 

31 Mine harp is turned into mourning, and mine organ into the voice of weepers. (My 
harp is tuned for mourning, and my organ to the voice of those who weep.) 


CHAPTER 31 

1] made [a] covenant with mine eyes, that I should not think on a virgin. (I made a 
covenant with my eyes, that I would not look at a young girl.) 

2 For what part should God above have in me, and what heritage should Almighty God 
of high things have in me? (For I thought, what is the portion from God above, and what is the 
inheritance from Almighty God on high?) 

3 Whether perdition is not to a wicked man, and alienation of God is to men working 
wickedness? (Is it not perdition for the wicked, and alienation from God for those working 
wickedness?) 

4 Whether he beholdeth not my ways, and numbereth all my goings? 

5 If l have gone in vanity, and my foot hath hasted to go in guile, (I have not gone in pride, 
and my feet have not gone in guile;) 

6 God weigh me in a just balance, and know he my simpleness. (let God weigh me in a 
just balance, and he shall know my innocence.) 

7 If my step(s) have bowed from the way; and if mine eye(s) have followed mine heart, 
consenting to lust, and if a spot have cleaved to mine hands; 

8 (then) sow I, and another eat, and my generation be drawn out by the root. 

9 And if mine heart was deceived on a woman, and if I have set ambush at the door of 
my friend; (And if my heart hath been deceived by a woman, or if I have set ambush at the door 
of my friend;) 

10 my wife be then the whore of another man, and other men be bowed down upon 
her. (then let my wife be the whore of another man, and let other men be bowed down upon her.) 

11 For this is unleaveful, and the most wickedness. (For this is unlawful, and the greatest 
of wickedness.) 

12 Fire is devouring till to wasting, and drawing up by the root all generations. (It is a 
fire devouring unto destruction, and drawing up by the roots all of my descendants.) 
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13 If | despised to take doom with my servant and with mine handmaid, when they 
strived against me. (If I despised to do justly with my slave, or with my slave-girl, when they 
complained against me,) 

14 What soothly shall I do, when God shall rise up to deem? and when he shall ask, 
what shall I answer to him? (then what shall I do, when God shall rise up to judge? and when 
he shall ask, what shall I answer to him?) 

15 Whether he, that wrought also him, made not me in the womb, and one God formed 
me in the womb? (Did not he, who made me in the womb, make not also them? yea, the one God 
formed each of us in the womb.) 

16 If | denied to poor men that, that they would, and if I made the eyes of a widow to 
abide; (If I denied to the poor what they needed, or if I made the eyes of a widow to have despair;) 

17 (or) if 1 alone ate my morsel, and a fatherless child ate not thereof; 

18 for merciful doing increased with me, (or was granted to me), from my young 
childhood, and it went out of my mother’s womb with me; 

19 if | despised a man passing forth by me, for he had not a cloth (or because he had no 
cloak), and a poor man without (any) covering; 

20 if his sides blessed not me, and were not made hot of the fleece of my sheep; (if his 
body had no reason to bless me, because he was not warmed with the fleece of my sheep;) 

21 if | raised up mine hand upon a fatherless child, yea, when I saw me the higher (one) 
in the gate; (ifI raised my hand against a fatherless child, when I knew that the higher men would 
overlook it;) 

22 my shoulder fall from his joint, and mine arm with his bones be all-broken. (then 
let my shoulder come out of its joint, and the bones of my arm be all-broken.) 

23 For ever[more] I dreaded God, as waves waxing great upon me; and I might not bear 
his burden. (But I have always feared God, like waves growing great upon me; and so I could 
never do any of these things.) 

24 If | guessed gold (to be) my strength, and I said to pured gold, Thou art my trust (or 
Thou art what I trust in); 

25 if | was glad on my many riches, and for mine hand found full many things; 

26 if | saw the sun, when it shined, and the moon going clearly (or and the moon moving 
in its glory); 

27 and if mine heart was glad in private, and if I kissed mine hand with my mouth; 

28 the which is the most wickedness, and denying against the highest God; (all of this 
is most wicked, and a denial of the God on high;) 

29 if | had joy at the falling of him, that hated me, and if I joyed fully, that evil had 
found him; (and if I had great joy at the falling of him who hated me, and if I had rejoiced, that 
evil had finally found him;) 

30 for I gave not my throat to do sin, that I should assail and curse his soul; (but I did 
not give my tongue over to sin, and assail his soul with cursing;) 

31 if the men of my tabernacle said not, Who giveth, that we be [ful] filled of his fleshes? 
(even if the men of my household said, O God, that we be filled full with his flesh!) 

32 a pilgrim dwelled not withoutforth; my door was (always) open to a way-goer/to a 
way-faring man; 

33 if I as [a] man (ever) hid my sin, and covered (up) my wickedness in my bosom; 

34 if I dreaded at [the] full great multitude, and if despising of neighbours made me 
afeared; and not more, (that) I was still, and went not out of the door; (if feared all the 
people, or if the despising of my neighbours made me afraid; and not only that, but if I held my 
peace, and did not even go out the door;) 

35 who giveth then an helper to me, that Almighty God hear my desire? that he that 
deemeth, write a book, (then who shall be my helper? my only desire is that Almighty God 
would listen to me. And if my adversary hath written a book against me,) 
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36 that I bear it on my shoulder, and compass it as a crown to me? (then I would carry it 
on my shoulder, and wear it like a crown.) 

37 By all my degrees I shall pronounce it, and I shall as 

(an) offering offer it to the prince. (I shall declare all the steps, that my life hath taken, and 
I shall offer them like I would an offering to the prince.) 

38 If my land crieth against me, and his furrows weep with it (or and its furrows weep 
with it); 

39 if I ate (the) fruits thereof without money, and I tormented the soul of (the) earth- 
tillers of it; 

40 a briar grow to me for wheat, and a thorn for barley. (then let briars grow for me instead 
of wheat, and thorns instead of barley. And so Job’s words were ended.) 


CHAPTER 32 

1 Forsooth these three men left off to answer Job, for he seemed a just man to them. 
(And then these three men gave up trying to answer Job, for he continued to see himself as a 
righteous, or an innocent, man.) 

2 And Elihu, the son of Barachel (the) Buzite, of the kindred of Ram, was wroth, and 
had indignation; and he was wroth against Job, for he said himself to be just before God, 
(or and he was angry against Job, for he had said himself to be righteous before God). 

3 And also Elihu had indignation against the three friends of Job, for they had found 
no reasonable answer, but only had condemned Job (or but had only condemned Job). 

4 Therefore Elihu abode Job speaking, for they, that spake, were elder men. (And so 
Elihu waited for Job to finish speaking, for all those, who spoke, were older than he was.) 

5 But when he had seen, that these three men might not answer Job, he was wroth 
greatly (or he was very angry). 

6 And Elihu, the son of Barachel (the) Buzite, answered, and said, I am younger in time, 
and ye be elder; therefore with head holden down, I dreaded to show to you my sentence. 
(And Elihu, the son of Barachel the Buzite, answered, and said, Iam younger in age, and ye be older; 
and so with my face cast down, I feared to tell you my thinking.) 

7 For I hoped that [the] longer age should speak, and that the multitude of years should 
teach wisdom. 

8 But as I see now, a spirit is in men, and the inspiration, either revelation, of Almighty 
God giveth understanding. 

9 Men of long life be not (always) wise, and eld men understand not doom. (Men of long 
life do not always be wise, nor do old men always have judgement, or know what is right.) 

10 Therefore I shall say, Hear ye me, and I also shall show my knowing to you. (And so 
I say, Listen ye to me, and I shall show my knowledge to you.) 

11 For I abode your words, I heard your prudence, as long as ye disputed in your words. 
(For I waited on your words, and I listened to your thinking, for as long as ye disputed with your 
words.) 

12 And as long as I guessed you to say anything, I beheld; but as I perceive, there is 
none of you, that may reprove Job, and answer to his words; (And for as long as I thought, 
that any of you had something of value to say, I listened; but now I perceive, that none of you can 
rebuke Job, or make an answer to his words;) 

13 lest peradventure ye say, We have found wisdom; God, and not man, hath cast him 
away. (lest perhaps ye say, We have found wisdom; but it is God who hath thrown him away, and 
not man.) 

14 Job spake nothing to me, and I not by your words shall answer him. (Job spoke to you, 
and said nothing to me, but I shall not shall answer him with words like yours.) 

15 They [much] dreaded, and answered no more, and took away speech from them- 
selves. (For, Job, they be afraid, and have no more answers, and nothing left to say.) 
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16 Therefore since I abode, and they spake not, they stood, and answered no more; 
(And so, since I waited, and now they speak no more, but stand silent, and have no more answers,) 

17 also I shall answer my part, and I shall show my knowing. (now I shall state my part, 
and I shall say what I think.) 

18 For I am full of words, and the spirit of my womb, that is, (my) mind, constraineth 
me. 

19 Lo! my womb is as must without (a) spigot/without (a) faucet, either a venting, that 
bursteth new vessels. 

20 | shall speak, and (then) breathe again a little; I shall open my lips, and I shall answer 
(you). 

21 | shall not take the person of a man, and I shall not make God even to man. (I shall 
not show favour to anyone, and I shall not make God equal to people.) 

22 For I know not how long] shall abide alive, and if my Maker will take me away after 
a little time. 


CHAPTER 33 

1 Therefore, Job, hear thou my speeches, and harken (to) all my words. 

2 Lo! I have opened my mouth, (and) my tongue shall speak in my cheeks. 

3 Of simple heart be my words, and my lips shall speak clean sentence. (My words be 
from a sincere heart, and my lips shall speak clear sentences.) 

4 The spirit of God made me, and the breathing of Almighty God quickened me. 

5 If thou mayest, answer thou to me, and stand thou against my face. 

6 Lo! God made me as and thee; and also I am formed of the same clay. (Behold! God 
hath made me like he did thee; and I am also formed out of the same clay.) 

7 Nevertheless my miracle, that is, (the) knowing given of God, either by (a) miracle, 
to me, make thee not afeared, and mine eloquence be not grievous to thee. (But let not 
my miracle, that is, the knowledge given to me by God, by a miracle, make thee afraid, and let not 
my eloquence be grievous, or heavy, to thee.) 

8 Thou saidest in mine hearing, and I heard the voice of thy words, (saying), 

°T am clean, and without guilt, and unwemmed (or and without blemish, or without fault), 
and wickedness is not in me. 

10 For God found quarrels in me, therefore he deemed me (an) enemy to himself. (But 
for God found quarrels with me, and so he judged me as an enemy to himself.) 

11 He hath set my feet in a stock (or He hath put my feet in the stocks); he kept (watch over) 
all my paths. 

12 Therefore this thing it is, in which thou art not made just, (or And so it is this in which 
thou art wrong); I shall answer to thee, that God is more than man. 

13 Thou, Job, strivest against God, that not at all thy words [he] answered to thee. (Thou, 
Job, complainest against God, for he answered not any of thy words to thee.) 

14 God speaketh once, and the second time he rehearseth not the same thing. (For God 
speaketh once, and he repeateth not the same thing a second time.) 

15 God speaketh by a dream in the vision of (the) night, when sleep falleth on men, and 
when they sleep in their bed. (God speaketh in a dream in the vision of the night, when sleep 
falleth on men, and they sleep in their beds.) 

16 Then he openeth the ears of men, and he teacheth them, and teacheth prudence, 
or discipline; 

17 (so) that he turn away a man from these things which he made, and deliver him 
from pride; 

18 and that he deliver his soul from corruption, and his life, that it go not into sword. 
(and so that he deliver his soul from corruption, and that he die not by the sword.) 
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19 Also God blameth a man by sorrow in his bed, and he maketh all the bones of him 
for to wax rotten. (And God correcteth a person by sending sickness to him in his bed, and he 
maketh all his bones to grow rotten.) 

20 Bread is made abominable to him in his life, and the meat, that before was to him 
desirable, loathed to his soul after. (And so for him, bread is made abominable, and the food, 
which he desired before, is now loathed by his soul.) 


21 His flesh shall fail for rot, and his bones, that were covered, shall be made naked. 
22 His soul shall nigh to corruption, and his life to things bringing death. 


23 If an angel, one of a thousand, is speaking for him, that he show the equity of man, 
(Now if an angel, one of thousands, speaketh for man, to declare what he hath done right,) 

24 (then)God shall have mercy on him, and shall say, Deliver thou him, that he go not 
down into corruption; I have found in what thing I shall do mercy to him. 

25 His flesh is wasted with torments; turn he again to the days of his young waxing 
age. (His flesh hath been wasted by torments; return he now to the days of his youth.) 

26 He shall beseech God, and he shall be quemeful to him; and he shall see his face in 
perfect joy, and he shall yield to man his rightfulness. (He shall beseech God, and he shall 
be merciful to him; and he shall see his face with perfect joy, and God shall make all things right 
for him.) 

27 He shall behold (other) men, and he shall say, I have sinned, and verily I have 
trespassed; and I have not received, as I was worthy. (If he shall look at other men, and 
he shall say, I have sinned, and truly I have trespassed; and I have not received, what I was worthy 
to receive;) 

28 Forsooth he hath delivered his soul, that it should not go into perishing, but that 
he living should see light. (then he hath saved his soul, so that he shall not perish, but that in 
living he shall see the light.) 

29 Lo! God worketh all these things in three times by all men; (Behold! God worketh all 
these things many times for all people;) 

30 that he again-call their souls from corruption, and enlighten them in the light of 
living men. (so that he call back their souls from corruption, and enlighten them with the light 
of the living.) 

31 Job, take heed, and hear thou me, and be thou still, while I speak, (or and listen to me, 
while I speak). 

32 But if thou hast ready what thou shalt speak, answer thou to me, speak; for I will, 
that thou appear just, (or for I desire, that thou be justified, or proven right). 

33 That if thou hast not, hear thou me, (or But if thou hast not, listen thou to me); be thou 
still, and I shall teach thee wisdom. 


CHAPTER 34 


1 And so Elihu pronounced, and spake also these things, (and said), 

2 Wise men, hear ye my words, and learned men, harken ye (to) me; 

3 for the ear proveth words, and the throat deemeth meat by taste (or and the tongue 
judgeth food by taste). 

4 Choose we doom to us (or Let us use judgement); and see we among us, what is the 
better. 

5 For Job said, I am just, and God hath turned my justness upside down. (For Job said, I 
am innocent, but God hath turned my justice, or my sentence, upside down.) 

6 For why leasing is in deeming me, and mine arrow is violent without any sin. (For 
lies be used in judging me, and my wound is fatal, yet I am without any sin.) 

7 Who is a man, as Job is, that drinketh scorning as water? (Who is such a man like Job, 
who drinketh scorning like water?) 

8 that goeth with men working wickedness, and goeth with unfaithful men? (who goeth 
with those working wickedness, and with the unfaithful?) 
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° For he said, A man shall not please God, yea, though he run with God. (For he said, 
Yea, though one may run with God, he still shall not please God.) 

10 Therefore ye wise men, that is, (ye with) understanding, hear ye me; unpiety, either 
cruelty, be far from God (or is far from God), and wickedness from Almighty God. 

11 For he shall yield (after) the work of (a) man to him (or For he shall yield to someone 
after their work, or their deeds); and by the ways of each man he shall restore to him. 

12 For verily God shall not condemn without cause; neither Almighty God shall destroy 
doom. (For truly God shall not condemn without a reason; nor shall Almighty God destroy, or 
pervert, justice.) 

13 What other man hath he ordained upon earth? either whom hath he set upon the 
world, that he hath made? (But hath someone else ordained God upon the earth? or hath 
someone set him upon the world which he himself hath made? No!) 

14 If God (ad)dresseth his heart to him, he shall draw to himself his spirit and blast. (If 
God directed his heart towards people, and he drew back his spirit and his breath unto himself;) 

15 Each flesh shall fail together in dying; and a man shall turn again into ashes. (then 
all flesh would fail together, that is, they would all die, and everyone would return to the dust.) 

16 Therefore if thou hast understanding, hear thou that that is said, and harken (to) 
the voice of my speech. 

17 Whether he that loveth not doom may be made whole? and how then condemnest 
thou so much him, that is just? (Can he who loveth not justice be made whole? so how then 
condemnest thou him, who is so just, or so fair?) 

18 He it is that saith to a king, Thou art apostate, either (a) breaker of religion, when 
he keepeth not rightfulness and the common good; which calleth the dukes unpious, 
either unfaithful. (It is he who saith to a king, Thou art an apostate, that is, a breaker of religion, 
when he keepeth not righteousness and the common good; he who calleth the leaders unpious, or 
unfaithful.) 

19 He accepteth not the persons of princes (or He favoureth not princes, or rulers), neither 
he knoweth a tyrant to spare him, when he striveth against a poor man; for all men be 
the work of his hands. 

20 They shall die suddenly, and at midnight peoples shall be troubled; and shall pass, 
and shall take away a violent man without hand. (And then suddenly they shall die, yea, at 
midnight these people shall be troubled, and shall pass away; he shall take away a mighty man, 
without even raising a hand.) 

21 For the eyes of God be on the ways of men, and he beholdeth all the goings of them. 

22 No darknesses be, neither no shadow of death is, that they, that work wickedness, 
be hid there; (There is no darkness, nor shadow of death, where they, who work wickedness, can 
be hid;) 

23 for it is no more in the power of man, that he come to God into doom. (for it is not in 
the power of man, to set the time, when he come before God for judgement.) 

24 God shall all-break many men and unnumberable (or God shall all-break innumerable 
powerful men); and shall make other men to stand for them. 

25 For he knoweth the works of them; [and] therefore he shall bring in (the) night upon 
them, and they shall be all-broken. 

26 He smote them, as unpious men, in the place of seeing men. (He striketh them, like 
unpious men, where all can see.) 

27 Which went away from him by casting afore/by forecasting (or For they went away 
from him by intention, that is, willfully), and would not understand all his ways. 

28 That they should make the cry of a needy man to come to him, and that he should 
hear the voice of poor men. (Yea, they who maketh the cry of the needy to come to him, so that 
he heareth the voice of the poor.) 
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29 For when he granteth peace, who is it that condemneth him? And since he hideth 
his cheer, who is (it) that seeth him? And on folks, and on all men, he hath power to do 
such things. (And if he granteth peace, who is it that condemneth him? But when he hideth his 
face, then who can find him? And he hath power to do such things over the nations, yea, over all 
people.) 

30 Which maketh a man, hypocrite, to reign, for the sins of the people. (And he maketh 
aman, who is a hypocrite, to reign, for the sins of the people.) 

31 Therefore for I have spoken to God, I shall not forbid thee to speak. (And so now I 
have spoken for God, and remember, | did not forbid thee to speak for him.) 

32 If I have erred, teach thou me; if I have spoken wickedness, I shall no more add to 


(it). 

33 Whether God asketh that wickedness of thee, for it displeased thee? For thou hast 
begun to speak, and not I; (so) that if thou knowest anything better, speak thou that. 

34 Men (of) understanding, speak to me; and a wise man, hear me. 

35 Forsooth Job hath spoken follily, and his words sound not (like) teaching. (For Job 
hath spoken foolishly, and his words be not sound teaching.) 

36 My father (God), be Job proved unto the end; cease thou not from the man of 
wickedness, (My father God, let Job be proved evil unto the end; cease thou not from this wicked 
man,) 

37 that addeth blasphemy over his sins. Be he constrained among us in the meantime; 
and then by his words stir he God to the doom. (who addeth blasphemy on top of his sins. Let 
him be constrained among us in the meantime; and then, with his words, stir he God to judgement.) 


CHAPTER 35 
1 Therefore Elihu spake again, (and said) these things, 


2 Whether thy thought seemeth even, either rightful, to thee, that thou shouldest say, 
1am right-fuller than God? [or I am more rightwise than God?] 

3 For thou saidest, That, that is good, pleaseth not thee; either what profiteth it to 
thee, if do sin? (For thou hast said, What is good, pleaseth thee not; or what profiteth it to me, 
if I do not sin?) 

4 Therefore I shall answer to thy words, and to thy friends with thee. 

5 See thou, and behold (the) heaven(s) (or and look at the sky), and behold thou the air, 
and know that God is higher than thou. [Behold heaven, and look, and mindfully see the 
clouds, (all) that is higher than thou.] 

6 If thou sinnest, what shalt thou harm him? and if thy wickednesses be multiplied, 
what shalt thou do against him? (If thou sinnest, what harm shalt thou do to him? and if thy 
wickednesses be multiplied, what shalt thou do to him?) 

7 Certainly if thou doest justly, what shalt thou give to him; either what shall he take 
of thine hand? (And if thou doest righteously, what shalt thou give him? or what shall he receive 
from thy hand?) 

8 Thy wickedness shall annoy a man, which is like thee, (or Thy wickedness shall harm a 
man, who is just like thee); and thy rightwiseness shall help the son of a man. 

9 Men shall cry for the multitude of false challengers, and they shall wail for the 
violence of the power of tyrants. 

10 And Job said not, Where is God, that made me, and that gave songs in the night? 
(And no one hath said, Where is God, who made me, and gave songs in the night, that is, hope in 
the darkness?) 

11 And the which teacheth us above the beasts of [the] earth, and he shall teach us 
above the birds of (the) heaven(s). (And who teacheth us more than the beasts of the earth, 
and the birds of the air.) 

12 There they shall cry, and God shall not hear them, for the pride of evil men. (And 
they shall cry for help, but God shall not hear them, because of the pride of evil people.) 


3816 XRN 


JOB CHAPTER 35:13 385 JOB CHAPTER 36:16 


13 For God shall not hear without cause, and Almighty God shall behold the causes of 
each man. (For God shall not listen to vanity, that is, to vain, or empty, things, nor shall Almighty 
God consider the importuning of these people.) 

14 Yea, when thou sayest, He beholdeth not; be thou deemed before him, and abide 
thou him (or wait thou for him, and be thou judged before him). 

15 For now the Lord bringeth not in his strong vengeance, (n)either he vengeth felonies 
greatly here. (But here and now, the Lord bringeth not in his strong vengeance, nor greatly 
avengeth felonies;) 

16 Therefore Job openeth his mouth in vain, and multiplieth words without knowing. 
(and so Job openeth his mouth in vain, or in futility, and multiplieth words without knowledge.) 


CHAPTER 36 

1 Also Elihu added, and spake these things, (And Elihu added more, and also said these 
things,) 

2 Suffer thou me a little, and I shall show to thee; for yet I have that, that I shall speak 
for God (or for I still have things to say for God). 

3 | shall rehearse my knowing from the beginning; and I shall prove my worker just. 
(I shall use all my knowledge from far and wide; and I shall prove that my Maker is just, or fair.) 

4 For verily my words be without leasing, and by them perfect knowing shall be proved 
to thee. (For truly my words be without any lying, and by them sound reasoning shall be shown 
to thee.) 

5 God casteth not away mighty men, since he is mighty; (God, who is mighty, despiseth 
no one, since he is so mighty;) 

6 but he saveth not wicked men, and he giveth doom to poor men. (but he saveth not 
the wicked, and he giveth justice to the poor.) 

7 He taketh not away his eyes from a just man; and he setteth kings in their seat [into] 
without end, and they be raised up there. (He taketh his eyes not away from the righteous; 
and he putteth kings on their thrones forevermore, and they be raised up there.) 

8 And (then) if they be in chains, and be bound with the ropes of poverty, 

9 he shall show to them their works, and their great trespasses; for they were violent, 


either raveners. 
10 Also he shall open their ears, that he chastise them; and he shall speak to them, that 


they turn again from their wickedness. (And he shall open their ears, so that he can chastise 
them; and he shall speak to them, so that they turn away from their wickedness.) 

11 If they hear him, and keep his behests, they shall full-fill their days in good, and 
their years in glory. (If they hear him, and obey him, they shall fill their days full with good 
things, and their years with glory.) 

12 Soothly if they hear not, they shall pass by sword, and they shall be wasted in folly. 
(But if they will not listen, or obey, then they shall pass away, or die, by the sword, and they shall 
be destroyed by foolishness.) 

13 Feigners and false men stir (up) the wrath of God; and they shall not cry to God(or 
but they do not cry out to God), and acknowledge their guilt, when they be bound. 

14 The soul of them shall die in (a) tempest; and the life of them among womanish 
men. (They shall die young; after a life of disgrace.) 

15 He shall deliver a poor man from his anguish; and he shall open his ear in 
tribulation. (He shall rescue the poor from their anguish; and he shall use tribulation to open 
their eyes.) 

16 Therefore he shall save thee from the strait mouth of the broadest tribulation, and 
not having a foundament under it; and the rest of thy table shall be full of fatness. (And 
so he hath saved thee out of the strait, or the narrow, and into the broad, where there was no 
tribulation; and thy table was covered with food.) 
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17 Thy cause is deemed as the cause of a wicked man; and thou shalt receive thy cause 
and thy doom. (But now thy case is judged like the case of the wicked; and for that thou shalt 
receive thy judgement and thy punishment.) 

18 Therefore wrath overcome thee not, that thou oppress any man; and the multitude 
of gifts bow thee not. (And so let not anger overcome thee, so that thou oppress anyone; and do 
not bow thyself down before a multitude of gifts.) 

19 Put down thy greatness without tribulation, and put down all strong men by 
strength. (Depend not upon thy own greatness, whether thou suffereth tribulation, or not, and 
depend not upon any strong man for your help in times of trouble.) 

20 Delay thou not the night, that peoples go up for them. (Desire thou not the night, when 
nations shall perish.) 

21 Be thou ware, that thou bow not (down) to wickedness; for thou hast begun to follow 
this wickedness after (thy) wretchedness. 

22 Lo! God is high in his strength, and none is like him among the givers of law. (Behold! 
God’s strength towers over all, and there is no one like him among the law givers, (or the rulers).) 

23 Who may seek out the ways of God? either who dare say to him, Thou hast wrought 
wickedness? 

24 Have thou mind (or Remember), that thou knowest not his work, of whom men have 
sung. 

25 All men see God; each man beholdeth afar. (All see God, or what he hath done; but all 
behold him from afar.) 

26 Lo! God is great, over-coming our knowing, (or Behold! God (is) so great, and we shall 
truly never know how great he is); the number of his years is without number. 

27 He taketh (up) the drops of rain; and he poureth out (the) rains at the likeness of 
floodgates, 

28 which come down (out) of the clouds, that cover all things (from) above. 

29 If he will stretch forth clouds as his tent, (If he will stretch forth the clouds like his tent,) 

30 and lightning with his light from above, he shall cover, yea, the hinges of the sea, 
(that is, the depths of the sea). 

31 For by these things he deemeth peoples, and giveth meat to many deadly men. (For 
by these things he feedeth the nations, and giveth food to many mortals.) 

32 In (his) hands he hideth (the) light; and (then) commandeth it, that it come (out) 
again. 

33 He telleth of it to his friend, that it is his possession; and that he may ascend to it. 


CHAPTER 37 

1 Mine heart dreaded of this thing, and is moved out of his place. (My heart feareth this 
thing, and is given a start, or a shock, in its place or and is startled out of its place.) 

2 It shall hear an hearing in the fearedfulness of his voice, and a sound coming forth 
[out] of his mouth. 

3 He beholdeth over all (the) heavens; and his light is over the terms of the earth. 

4 (A)Great sound shall roar after him, and he shall thunder with the voice of his 
greatness; and it shall not be sought out, when his voice is heard. 

5 God shall thunder in his voice wonderfully, which maketh great things that may not 
be sought out. (God shall thunder wonderfully with his voice, and he maketh great things which 
cannot be understood.) 

6 He it is that commandeth the snow to come down upon the earth (or It is he who 
commandeth the snow to come down on the earth), and to the rains of winter, and to the 
rains of his strength. 

7 He marketh in the hand of all men, that all men know their works (or so that all can 
know his works). 
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8 An unreasonable beast shall go into his den, and shall dwell in his cave, either dark 
place. (An unreasoning beast shall go into its den, and shall live there in its cave, or that dark 
place.) 

9 Tempest shall go out from the inner things, and cold from Arcturus, that is, a sign of 
five stars in the north. (The tempest shall go out from the south, and the cold shall come from 
the north.) 

10 When God maketh blowing, frost waxeth (al)together; and again full broad waters 
be poured out thereof. (When God maketh blowing, the frost cometh; and very broad waters be 
poured out again.) 

11 Wheat desireth clouds, and (the) clouds spread abroad their light. 

12 The which clouds compass all things about by compass (or Which clouds go about 
everywhere), whither ever the will of the governor leadeth them, to all thing to which he 
commandeth them upon the face of the world; 

13 whether in one lineage, either in his land, (or whether for just one tribe, or over all his 
land), either in whatever place of his mercy he commandeth those to be found. 

14 Job, harken thou (to) these things; stand thou, and behold the marvels of God. 

15 Whether thou knowest, when God commanded to the rains, that those shall show 
the light of his clouds? (Knowest thou, that when God commandeth to the rains, they show the 
lightning in his clouds?) 

16 Whether thou knowest the great ways of the clouds, and the perfect knowings of 
those? (Knowest thou the great ways of the clouds, which be made by his perfect knowledge?) 

17 Whether thy clothes be not hot, when the earth is blown with the south (wind)? 

18 In hap thou madest with him (the) heavens, which most firm be founded, as of brass. 
(Perhaps thou madest the heavens with him, which be created most firm, like bronze.) 

19 Show thou to us, what we shall say to him; for we be wrapped in darknesses. 

20 Who shall tell to him, what things I speak? yea, if he speaketh, a man shall be 
devoured. (Who shall tell him what things he should speak? yea, if a man speaketh, he shall be 
devoured!) 

21 And now men see not (the) light; the air shall be made thick suddenly into clouds, 
and wind passing shall drive away those. (And now people do not see the light; and then 
suddenly the air shall be made thick with clouds, but the passing wind shall drive them away.) 

22 Gold shall come from the north, and the fearedful praising of God. (And thena golden 
glow shall come from the north, from the terrible, or the wonderful, majesty of God.) 

23 For we may not find him worthily; he is great in strength, and in doom, and in 
rightfulness, and he may not be told out. (For we be not able to find him; yea, he is great in 
strength, and in justice, and in righteousness, and he cannot be described, or understood.) 

24 Therefore men shall dread him; and all men, that seem to themselves to be wise, 
shall not be (so fool-)hardy to behold God. (And so people shall fear him; and all, who shall be 
wise, shall look to God.) 


CHAPTER 38 

1 Forsooth the Lord answered from the whirlwind to Job, and said, (Then the Lord 
answered Job out of the whirlwind, and said,) 

2 Who is this man, wrapping together sentences with unwise words? 

3 Gird thou as a man thy loins; I shall ask thee, and answer thou [to] me. (Gird thou up 
thy loins like a man; I shall ask thee, and thou shalt answer me.) 

4 Where were thou, when I set the foundaments of the earth? (or when I made the 
foundations of the earth?) show thou to me, if thou hast understanding. 

5 Who setted [the] measure(ment)s thereof, if thou knowest? either who stretched 
forth a line thereupon? 

6 Upon what thing be the foundaments thereof made (stead)fast? either who sent 
down the cornerstone thereof, 
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7 when the morrow stars praised me together, and all the sons of God sang joyfully? 

8 Who closed together the sea with doors, when it brake out coming forth as of the 
womb? (Who altogether enclosed the sea with doors, when it broke out as if coming forth from 
the womb?) 

9 When I setted a cloud the covering thereof, and I wrapped it with darkness, as with 
(the) ‘clothes of young childhood. 

10 | (en)compassed it with my terms, and I setted a bar, and doors; (I surrounded it with 
borders, and I set its doors and bars in place;) 

11 and I said, Hitherto thou shalt come, and thou shalt not go further; and here thou 
shalt break together thy swelling waves. (and I said, Thou shalt come hitherto, and thou shalt 
go no further; and here thou shalt altogether break thy swelling waves.) 

12 Whether after thy birth thou commandedest to the beginning of the day, and 
showedest to the morrowtide his place? (or and hast shown, or told, the morning its place?) 

13 Whether thou heldest shaking together the last parts of [the] earth, and shakedest 
away [the] wicked men therefrom? (Hast thou taught it to take hold of the last parts of the 
earth, and shakedest out the wicked from there?) 

14 A sealing shall be restored as clay, and it shall stand as a cloth. (It shall be as clear as 
the mark of a seal on a piece of clay, and it shall stand out like the folds of a cloak.) 

15 The light of wicked men shall be taken away from them, and an high arm shall be 
broken. 

16 Whether thou hast entered into the depth of the sea, and hast walked in the last 
parts of the depth, that is, the ocean, or the great west sea? (Hast thou entered into the 
depths of the sea? or hast thou walked in the deep parts of the ocean?) 

17 Whether the gates of death be opened to thee, and thou hast seen the dark doors? 
(Be the gates of death opened to thee, and hast thou seen the dark doors?) 

18 Whether thou hast beheld the breadth of the earth? Show thou to me, if thou 
knowest all (these) things, 

19 in what way the light dwelleth, and which is the place of darkness; (yea, the way to 
where the light dwelleth, and where the place of darkness is;) 

20 that thou lead out each thing to his terms, and that thou understand the ways of 
his house. (so that thou can then lead out each to its boundary, and that thou know the way to 
its house.) 

21 Knewest thou then, that thou shouldest be born, and knew thou the number of thy 
days? 

22 Whether thou enteredest into the treasures of snow, either beheldest thou the 
treasures of hail? (Hast thou entered into the treasure house of the snow? or beheldest thou 
the treasure house of the hail?) 

23 which things I made ready into the time of an enemy, into the day of fighting and of 
battle. (which things I made ready for the time of an enemy, for the day of fighting and of battle.) 

24 By what way is the light spread abroad, and by what way heat is parted upon earth? 
(By what way is the light spread abroad, and by what way is the east wind carried here and there, 
over the earth?) 

25 Who gave course to the strongest rain, and way of the thunder sounding? (Who gave 
a course for the strongest rain, and a way for the sounding thunder?) 

26 That it should rain on the earth without man, in desert, where none of deadly men 
dwelleth? (So that it would rain on the earth where there is no one, yea, in the wilderness, where 
no person liveth?) 

27 That it should [ful] fill a land without (a) way and desolate, and should bring forth 
green herbs? 

28 Who is [the] father of (the) rain, either who engendered the drops of dew? 

29 Of whose womb went out ice, and who begat frost from heaven? (Out of whose womb 
went out the ice, and who begat the frost from the heavens?) 
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30 (The) Waters be made hard in the likeness of [a] stone, and the over-part of [the] 
ocean is constrained together (or and the face of the ocean is altogether frozen). 

31 Whether thou shalt be able to join together [the] shining stars (called) Pleiades, that 
is, the seven stars, either thou shalt be able to destroy the compass of Arcturus? (or shalt 
thou be able to destroy the orbit of Orion?) 

32 Whether thou bringest forth Lucifer, that is, the day star, in his time, and makest 
the even star to rise upon the sons of [the] earth? (Bringest thou forth Mazzaloth in its time, 
that is, the stars and the constellations, or makest Arcturus to rise upon the sons of the earth?) 

33 Whether thou knowest the order of heaven, and shall set the reason thereof in [the] 
earth? (Knowest thou the order of the heavens, and can thou impose that order here on earth?) 

34 Whether thou shalt raise thy voice into a cloud, and the fierceness of (their) waters 
shall cover thee? (Can thou raise up thy voice to the clouds, so that the fierceness of their waters 
shall then cover thee?) 

35 Whether thou shalt send out lightnings (or Can thou send out lightnings), and they 
shall go forth, and those shall turn again, and shall say to thee, We be present? 

36 Who hath put wisdom (in)to the entrails of man, that is, (into his) soul, either who 
gave understanding to the cock? 

37 Who shall tell out the reason of (the) heavens, and who shall make [the] according 
of heaven to sleep? (Who can count the clouds, and who can empty out all the rain from the 
heavens?) 

38 When dust was founded on the earth, and clots were joined together? (Yea, when 
the dust is as hard as iron, and clods be joined together!) 

39 Whether thou shalt take [the] prey to the lioness, and shalt fill the souls of her 
whelps, (Shalt thou take the prey for the lioness, and fulfill, or satisfy, the hunger of her whelps,) 

40 when they lie in (their) caves, and (wait in) ambush in (their) dens? 

41 Who maketh ready for the crow his meat, when his young cry to God, and wander 
about, for they have not meats? (Who prepareth food for the crow, when his young cry to God, 
and wander about, for they have no food?) 


CHAPTER 39 

1 Whether thou knowest the time of birth of wild goats in (the) stones, either hast thou 
espied hinds bringing forth calves? (Knowest thou the time of birth for the wild mountain 
goats, or hast thou seen the deer bringing forth their calves?) 

2 Hast thou numbered the months of their conceiving, and hast thou known the time 
of their calving? 

3 They be bowed down to [the] calf, and so calve; and they send out then roarings (or 
and then they send out their roarings). 

4 Their calves be separated from them, and go forth to pasture; they go out, and they 
turn not again to their mothers. 

5 Who hath let go the wild ass free, and who hath loosed the bonds of him? (Who hath 
let the wild donkey go free, and who hath loosened his bonds?) 

6 To whom I have given an house in (the) wilderness, and the tabernacles of him in the 
land of saltness. (To whom I have given a home in the desert, and his dwelling places in the salty 
land.) 

7 He despiseth the multitude of the city; he heareth not the cry of the asker. 

8 He looketh about the hills of his pasture, and he seeketh (after) all green things. 

9 Whether an unicorn shall desire to serve thee, either shall dwell at thy cratch? (Shall 
a wild ox desire to serve thee, or shall he stay in thy stall?) 

10 Whether thou shalt bind the unicorn with thy chain, for to ear thy land, either shall 
he break the clots of the valleys after thee? (Shalt thou bind the wild ox with thy chain, to 
plow thy land, or shall he break up the clods of the valleys after thee?) 
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11 Whether thou shalt have trust in his great strength, and shalt thou leave to him thy 
travails? (Shalt thou have trust in his great strength, and shalt thou leave thy work for him to 
do?) 

12 Whether thou shalt believe to him, that he shall yield seed to thee, and shall gather 
(it) together (for) thy cornfloor? (Shalt thou trust him, that he shall bring in thy seed to thee, 
and shall gather it unto thy threshing floor?) 

13 The feather of an ostrich is like the feathers of a gyrfalcon, and of an hawk; 

14 the which ostrich forsaketh his eggs in the earth, in hap thou shalt make those hot 
in the dust. (who forsaketh his eggs in the earth, and warmeth them under the sand.) 

15 He forgetteth, that a foot treadeth those eggs, either that a beast of the field all- 
breaketh them. 

16 He is made hard to his young, as if they were not his; he travailed in vain, while no 
dread constrained him. (He is hardened against his young, as if they were not his; he laboured 
in vain, while no fear constrained him.) 

17 For God hath deprived him from wisdom, and he hath not given understanding to 
him. (For God hath deprived him of wisdom, and he hath not given him understanding.) 

18 When time is, he raiseth the wings on high, (or And then the time cometh that he raise 
up his wings on high); he scorneth the horse, and his rider. 

19 Whether thou shalt give strength to an horse, either shalt give neighing about his 
neck? (Hast thou given strength to a horse, and hast thou clothed his neck with a mane?) 

20 Whether thou shalt raise him as locusts? The glory of his nostrils is dreaded. (Hast 
thou made that horse as frightening as a horde of locusts? The glory of his nostrils (is) fearful 
indeed!) 

21 He diggeth [the] earth with his foot, he full out joyeth; and he goeth boldly against 
[the] armed men. 

22 He despiseth fearedfulness, and he giveth not stead to [the] sword. 

23 An arrow case shall sound upon him; a spear and a shield shall shine. 

24 He is hot, or fervent, and gnasheth, and swalloweth the earth; and he areckoneth 
not that the cry of the trump soundeth (or and he cannot be held when the cry of the trumpet 
soundeth). 

25 When he heareth a clarion, he saith, Joy! he smelleth (the) battle afar (off); the 
exciting of dukes, and the yelling of the host, (or the orders of the leaders, and the yelling of 
the army). 

26 Whether an hawk spreading abroad his wings to the south, beginneth to have 
feathers by thy wisdom? (Be it by thy wisdom that a hawk haveth feathers, and spreadeth 
his wings towards the south?) 

27 Whether an eagle shall be raised up at thy commandment, and shall set his nest in 
high places? 

28 He dwelleth in stones, and he abideth in flints broken before, and in rocks, to which 
men may not nigh. (He liveth on the stones, yea, on broken stones and rocks, to which men 
cannot come near.) 

29 From thence he beholdeth (his) meat (or From there he seeth his prey), and his eyes 
look from [a] far. 

30 His young suck blood, and wherever a carrion is, anon he is present. (His young suck 
up the blood, and wherever there is a carcass, at once he is present.) 


CHAPTER 40 
1 And the Lord added to (this), and spake to Job (or and spoke more to Job), and said, 


2 Whether he, that striveth with God, shall have rest so lightly? Soothly he, that 
reproveth God, oweth for to answer to him. (Shall he, who argueth with God, now so easily 
have rest? Yea he, who rebuketh God, ought to answer him.) 

3 And Job answered to the Lord, and said, 
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4 What may I answer, which have spoken lightly, that is, undiscreetly and follily? (or 
What can I answer to thee, I who have spoken so freely, that is, so indiscreetly, and so foolishly?) I 
shall put mine hand upon my mouth. 

5 | spake one thing, which thing I would, that I had not said, (or I spoke one thing, which 
I wish, that I had not said); and I spake another thing, to which I shall no more add. 

6 Forsooth the Lord answered to Job from the whirlwind, and said, (Then the Lord 
answered Job out of the whirlwind, and said,) 

7 Gird thou as a man thy loins, and I shall ask thee, and show thou to me. (Gird thou up 
thy loins like a man, and I shall ask thee, and thou shalt answer me.) 

8 Whether thou shalt make void my doom, and shalt thou condemn me, that thou be 
made just? (Shalt thou make void my justice? that is, shalt thou say that Iam unjust? and shalt 
thou condemn me, so that thou can be right?) 

® And if thou hast an arm, or power, as God hath, and if thou thunderest with like 
voice, 

10 take thou fairness about thee, and be thou raised on high, and be thou glorious, and 
be thou clothed in fair clothes. (take thou beauty about thee, and be thou raised up on high, 
and be thou glorious, and be thou clothed in beautiful clothes.) 

11 And destroy thou proud men in thy fierce vengeance (or And destroy thou the proud 
with thy fierce vengeance), and behold thou, and make low each boaster. 

12 Behold thou all proud men, and shame thou them; and all-break thou (the) wicked 
men in their place. 

13 Hide thou them in dust together, and drench down their faces into a ditch. (Hide 
thou them in the dust together, and drown them down in a ditch.) 

14 And then I shall acknowledge, that thy right hand may save thee. (And then I shall 
acknowledge, that thy right hand can save thee.) 

15 Lo! behemoth, whom I made with thee, shall as an ox eat hay. (Behold! the behemoth, 
which I made with thee, eateth hay like an ox.) 

16 His strength is in his loins, and his might is in the navel of his womb. 

17 He constraineth his tail as a cedar (or His tail standeth up like a cedar); the sinews of 
his stones of engendering be folded together. 

18 His bones be as pipes of brass; the gristle of him is as plates of iron. (His bones be like 
brass pipes; his gristle is like iron plates.) 

19 He is the beginning of the ways of God; he, that made him, shall set his sword to 
him. (He is the chief of God’s works; but he, who made him, shall set his swordagainst him.) 

20 Hills bear herbs to this behemoth(or The hills grow grass for this behemoth); all the 
beasts of the field play there. 

21 He sleepeth under shadow, in the private of a reed, in moist places. (He sleepeth 
under a shadow, hidden among the reeds of the marshes.) 

22 Shadows cover his shadow; the sallows of the river compass him (about). (Shady trees 
cover him with their shadows; the willows of the river surround him.) 

23 He shall swallow up the flood, and he shall not wonder, (or He shall swallow up the 
river, and he shall not be afraid); he hath trust, that (the) Jordan shall flow into his mouth. 

24 He shall take them by his eyes, as by an hook; and by sharp shafts he shall pierce 
his nostrils. (Who shall put out his eyes, and shall catch him? who shall pierce his nostrils with 
sharp shafts?) 


CHAPTER 41 
1 Whether thou shalt be able to draw out Leviathan with an hook, and shalt bind with 
arope his tongue? (Shalt thou be able to draw out this Leviathan with a hook, or bind his tongue 
with a rope?) 
2 Whether thou shalt put a ring in his nostrils, either shalt pierce his cheek[bone] with 
an hook? (Shalt thou put a ring in his nostrils, or pierce his cheekbone with a hook?) 
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3 Whether he shall multiply prayers to thee, either shall speak soft things to thee? 
(Shall he say many prayers to thee, pleading and begging, or speak soft things to thee?) 

4 Whether he shall make a covenant with thee, and shalt thou take him (for) a servant 
everlasting? (Shall he make a covenant with thee, and then shalt thou make him thy everlasting 
servant?) 

5 Whether thou shalt scorn him as a bird, either shalt thou bind him to thine 
handmaidens? (Shalt thou scorn him like a bird, or shalt thou bind him up for thy servantesses?) 

6 Shall friends carve him (up), shall merchants part him (among themselves)? 

7 Whether thou shalt fill nets with his skin, and a fish basket with his head? (Shalt thou 
fill his skin with harpoons, or his head with fish-hooks?) 

8 Shalt thou put thine hand upon him? have thou mind of the battle, and add thou no 
more to speak, (or remember the battle, and add thou no more to speak about it). 

° Lo! his hope shall deceive him; and in the sight of all men he shall be cast down. 
(Behold! his hope shall deceive him; and he shall be thrown down in front of all the people.) 

10 | not as cruel shall raise him; for who may against-stand my face? (Who would even 
dare raise up one who is so fierce? yea, who can stand before his face?) 

11 And who gave to me before, that I yield to him? (or And who ever gave anything to me, 
that I could give back to him?) All things, that be under heaven, be mine. 

12] shall not spare him for his mighty words, and made fair to beseech with. (And I 
shall not forget to speak of his limbs, his might, and his beautiful, or his comely, shape.) 

13 Who shall show the face of his clothing, and who shall enter into the midst of his 
mouth? (Who shall open his outer clothing, or his hide? and who shall pass by the bridle of his 
mouth?) 

14 Who shall open the gates of his cheer? fearedfulness is by the compass of his teeth. 
(Who shall open the gates of his face, or his lips? for terror cometh from his teeth.) 

15 His body is as molten shields of brass, and joined together with scales overlaying 
themselves. (His body is like bronze shields, yea, scales joined together and overlaying each 
other.) 

16 One is joined to another; and soothly breathing goeth not through those (or and 
truly a breath cannot go between them). 

17 One shall cleave to another, and those pieces holding together themselves shall not 
be parted. (One shall cleave to the other, and those pieces holding themselves together cannot be 
parted.) 

18 His neesing is as (the) shining of fire, and his eyes be as (the) eyelids of the 
morrowtide. (His sneezing or His snorting sendeth out shots of lightning, and his eyes shine 
like the breaking of the day.) 

19 Lights come forth of his mouth, as brands of fire, that be kindled. (Lightnings come 
forth from his mouth, like kindled firebrands.) 

20 Smoke cometh forth of his nostrils, as a boiling pot set upon the fire. (Smoke cometh 
forth from his nostrils, like a boiling pot put on the fire.) 

21 His breath maketh coals to burn, and (a) flame goeth out of his mouth. 

22 Strength shall dwell in his neck, and neediness shall go (away from) before his face. 

23 The members of his flesh be cleaving together to themselves; God shall send floods 
against him, and those shall not be borne over to another place. 

24 His heart shall be made (as) hard as a stone; and it shall be constrained (al)together 
as the anvil of a smith (or and it shall be firm and unyielding, like the anvil of a smith). 

25 When he shall be taken away, angels shall dread; and they afeared shall be purged. 
(When he raiseth himself up, even the mighty shall be afraid; and they who be afraid shall be 
purged, or shall be purified.) 

26 When sword taketh him, it may not stand, neither spear, neither habergeon. (And 
when a sword trieth to take him, it shall not succeed, nor a spear, nor a dagger.) 
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27 For he shall areckon iron as chaff, and brass as rotten wood (or and bronze like rotten 
wood). 

28 A man archer shall not drive him away; [the] stones of a sling be turned into stubble 
to him. 

29 He shall areckon an hammer as stubble; and he shall scorn a flourishing spear (or 
and he shall have scorn for the spear that is flourished, or shaken, at him). 

30 The beams of the sun shall be under him; and he shall strew to himself gold as clay. 
(Sharp stones shall be under him; and he shall spread abroad pointed shards upon the clay.) 

31 He shall make the deep sea to boil as a pot; and he shall put it, as when ointments 
boil. 

32 A path shall shine after him; he shall guess the great ocean as waxing eld. (He maketh 
a path to shine after him; and the great ocean as if growing old, that is, white with foam.) 

33 No power there is on earth, that shall be comparisoned to him; which is made, that 
he should dread nothing. (There is no power on earth, that can be compared to him; nothing 
which is made, that he should fear.) 

34 He seeth all high thing/s]; he is king over all the sons of pride. 


CHAPTER 42 

1 Forsooth Job answered to the Lord, and said, 

2 | know, that thou mayest (do) all things, and that no thought/and that nothing is hid 
from thee. 

3 Who is this, that covereth counsel without knowing? Therefore I have spoken 
unwisely, and those things that pass over-measure my knowing. (Who is this, you ask, 
who telleth out counsel without any true knowledge? And so yes, I have spoken unwisely, and of 
those things that, beyond measure, surpass my knowledge.) 

4 Hear thou, and I shall speak; I shall ask thee, and answer thou to me. (Listen thou, and 
I shall speak; and then, I pray, that thou shalt answer me.) 

5 By (the) hearing of (mine) ear I have heard thee, but now mine eye seeth thee (too). 

6 Therefore I reprove myself, and do penance in dead spark and ashes. (And so now I 
rebuke myself, and repent in dust and ashes.) 

7 And after that the Lord had spoken these words to Job, he said to Eliphaz (the) 
Temanite, My strong vengeance is wroth against thee, and against thy two friends; for 
ye have not spoken before me rightful things, as my servant Job (hath). (And after that 
the Lord had spoken these words to Job, he said to Eliphaz the Temanite, My strong vengeance 
is kindled against thee, and against thy two friends; for ye have not spoken rightly, or correctly, 
about me, like my servant Job hath.) 

8 Therefore take ye (un)to you seven bulls, and seven rams; and go ye to my servant 
Job, and offer ye (a) burnt sacrifice for you(rselves). Forsooth Job, my servant, shall pray 
for you; (and) I shall receive his face, (so) that folly be not areckoned to you; certainly ye 
have not spoken before me rightful thing, as hath my servant Job, (or for certainly ye have 
not spoken rightly, or correctly, about me, like my servant Job hath). 

° Therefore Eliphaz (the) Temanite, and Bildad (the) Shuhite, and Zophar (the) 
Naamathite, went, and did, as the Lord had spoken to them; and the Lord received the 
face of Job (or and then the Lord received Job into his presence). 

10 Also the Lord was converted to the penance of Job, when he prayed for his friends. 
And the Lord added all things double, whichever were of Job. (And after that he prayed for 
his friends, the Lord was converted by the penance of Job or the Lord turned the fortunes of Job. 
And the Lord restored all things double to Job.) 


1 And all his brethren, and all his sisters, and all that knew him before, came to him; 
and they ate bread with him in his house, and they moved their head upon him; and they 


comforted him on all the evil, that the Lord had brought in upon him; and they gave to 
him each mana sheep, and a golden earring. (And all his brothers, and all his sisters, and all 
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those who knew him before, came to him; and they ate bread with him in his house, and they shook 
their heads about him; and they comforted him over all the evil, which the Lord had brought in 
upon him; and each man gave him a sheep, and a gold earring.) 

12 Forsooth the Lord blessed the last things of Job, more than the beginning of him; 
and fourteen thousand of sheep were made to him, and six thousand of camels, and a 
thousand yokes of oxen, and a thousand female asses. (And the Lord blessed the last part of 
Job’s life, more than he did the beginning; and so Job had in possession fourteen thousand sheep, 
and six thousand camels, and a thousand yoke of oxen, and a thousand female donkeys.) 

13 And he had seven sons, and three daughters; 

14 and he called the name of the one daughter Jemima, and the name of the second 
daughter Kezia, and the name of the third daughter he called Kerenhappuch, that is, a 
horn of women’s ointment. (and he called his first daughter Jemima, and his second daughter 
Kezia, and his third daughter Kerenhappuch,that is, a box, or a container, of women’s ointment.) 

15 And there were not found so fair women in all the land, as were the daughters of 
Job; and their father gave heritage to them among their brethren. (And in all the land, 
there were not found any women as beautiful, as Job’s daughters; and their father gave each of 
them an inheritance, along with their brothers.) 

16 Forsooth Job lived after these beatings, or scourgings, an hundred and forty years, 
and saw his sons, and the sons of his sons, till to the fourth generation; (And after these 
tribulations, Job lived a hundred and forty years, and he saw his sons, and the sons of his sons, 
unto the fourth generation;) 

17 and he was dead eld [or and he died old], and full of days, that is, he had length and 
prosperity of life. 
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PSALMS 
PSALM 1 


1 Blessed is the man, that goeth not in the counsel of wicked men; and stood not in 
the way of sinners, and sat not in the chair of pestilence. (Happy is the person, who goeth 
not in the counsel of the wicked; and walketh not in the way of sinners, and sitteth not in the chair 
of pestilence.) 

2 But his will is in the law of the Lord; and he shall bethink in the law of him day and 
night. (But his delight is in the Law of the Lord; and he shall think about his Law day and night.) 

3 And he shall be as a tree, which is planted beside the runnings of waters; that shall 
give his fruit in his time. And his leaf shall not fall down; and all things, whichever he 
shall do, shall have prosperity. (And he shall be like a tree, which is planted beside the running 
water; it shall give its fruit at its proper time, and its leaves shall not fall down. Yea, everything, 
whatever he shall do, shall prosper.) 

4 Not so wicked men, not so; but they be as dust, which the wind casteth away from the 
face of the earth. (Not so the wicked, not so; but they be like the dust, which the wind bloweth 
away from off the face of the earth.) 

5 Therefore wicked men rise not again in doom; neither sinners in the council of just 
men [nor (the) sinful in the council of (the) rightwise]. (And so the wicked shall not stand long at 
the judgement; nor shall the sinners stand with the congregation of the righteous.) 

6 For the Lord knoweth the way of just men [or For the Lord hath known the way of the 
rightwise]; and the way of wicked men shall perish. (For the Lord knoweth the way of the 
righteous; but the way of the wicked shall perish.) 


PSALM 2 

1 Why gnashed with teeth heathen men; and peoples thought vain things? (Why do 
the heathen gnash with their teeth? and the peoples think up useless plans?) 

2 The kings of earth stood together; and princes came together against the Lord, and 
against his Christ. (The kings of the earth stood together; yea, the rulers came together against 
the Lord, and against his anointed king.) 

3 Break we the bonds of them; and cast we away the yoke of them from us. (And they 
said, Let us break their bonds, that is, their rule over us; yea, let us throw off their yoke from us.) 

4 He that dwelleth in heavens shall scorn them; and the Lord shall bemock them. (But 
he who liveth in heaven shall scorn them; yea, the Lord shall mock them.) 

5 Then he shall speak to them in his wrath; and he shall trouble them in his strong 
vengeance. (And then he shall speak to them in his anger; and he shall trouble them with his 
fury.) 

Soothly I am ordained of him a king upon Zion, his holy hill; (And the Lord saith of me, 
I have set my king upon Zion; upon my holy hill.) 

7 preaching his commandment. The Lord said to me, Thou art my son; I have begotten 
thee today. (And I said, I shall tell out his decree. Then the Lord said to me, Thou art my son; and 
today I have become thy father.) 

8 Ask thou of me, and I shall give to thee heathen men (for) thine heritage; and (for) 
thy possession the terms of earth. (Ask thou of me, and I shall give thee the heathen for thy 
inheritance; and the ends of the earth for thy possession.) 

9 Thou shalt govern them in an iron rod; and thou shalt break them together as the 
vessel of a potter. (Thou shalt govern them with an iron rod; and thou shalt break them in pieces, 
like a clay pot.) 

10 And now, ye kings, understand; ye that deem the earth, be ye learned. (And so now, 
ye kings, understand; ye who judge, (or who rule), the earth, learn your lesson!) 
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11 Serve ye the Lord with dread; and make ye full out joy to him with trembling. (Serve 
ye the Lord in fear or Serve ye the Lord with reverence; and bow down before him with trembling.) 

12 Take ye lore of chastising; lest the Lord be wroth sometime, and ye perish from the 
just way. When his wrath shall burn out in short time; blessed be all they, that trust in 
him. (Kiss ye the King, that is, worship and serve him; lest sometime, the Lord be angry. And 
then, ye perish on the way; when, in a moment of time, his anger flareth up. Happy be all they, 
who trust in him.) 


PSALM 3 

1 The psalm of David, when he fled from the face of Absalom, his son. Lord, why be 
they multiplied that trouble me? many men rise against me. (A song by David, when he 
fled from his son Absalom. Lord, why be there so many who trouble me? why be there so many 
who rise up against me?) 

2 Many men say of my soul, None health there is to him in his God. (Many say of me, 
There is no help for him from his God.) 

3 But thou, Lord, art mine up-taker; my glory, and enhancing mine head. (But thou, 
Lord, art my defender; my glory, and the one who lifteth up my head.) 

4 With my voice I cried to the Lord; and he heard me from his holy hill. (I cried to the 
Lord with my voice; and he answered me from his holy hill.) 

51 slept, and rested, and I rose up; for the Lord received me (or for the Lord had protected 
me). 

6 | shall not dread thousands of people (en)compassing me; (I shall not fear even 
thousands of people surrounding me;) 

7 Lord, arise thou; my God, make me safe. For thou hast smitten all men being 


adversaries to me without cause; thou hast all-broken the teeth of sinners. (Lord, rise 
thou up; my God, save me. Thou hast struck down all who be my adversaries; thou hast broken all 


the teeth of the sinners.) 
8 Health is of the Lord; and thy blessing is on thy people. (Victory is from the Lord, or 
Salvation, or deliverance, is from the Lord; and thy blessing is upon thy people.) 


PSALM 4 

1 To the victory, in organs, the psalm of David. When I inwardly called, God of my 
rightwiseness heard me; in tribulation thou hast alarged to me. Have thou mercy on 
me; and hear thou my prayer. (For the choirmaster, with stringed instruments, a song by David. 
Please answer me when I call thee, O God of my righteousness. For when I was in trouble, thou set 
me free, or at large. So have thou mercy on me; and hear thou my prayer.) 

2 Sons of men, how long be ye of heavy heart? why love ye vanity, and seek leasing? 
(Sons and daughters of men, how long shall ye insult me? why love ye empty and futile, or 
worthless, things, and go after lies?) 

3 And know ye, that the Lord hath made marvellous his holy man; the Lord shall hear 
me, when I shall cry to him. (And know ye, that the Lord hath chosen the holy man for his own, 
or that the Lord hath shown me his wondrous love; and that the Lord shall hear me, when I shall 
cry to him.) 

4 Be ye wroth, and do not ye sin; and for those evils to which ye say in your hearts and 
in your beds, be ye compunct. (Be ye angry, but sin ye not; and have ye remorse for the evils 
which ye say in your hearts, and in your beds.) 

5 Sacrifice ye the sacrifice of rightfulness/ Offer ye an offering of rightfulness, and 
hope ye in the Lord; (Offer ye a righteous sacrifice, and trust ye in the Lord;) 

6 many say, Who showed good things to us? Lord, the light of thy cheer is marked 
upon us; (many say, Who hath shown us any good thing? Lord, shine the light of thy face upon 
us!) 
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7 thou hast given gladness in mine heart. They be multiplied of the fruit of wheat, and 
of wine; and of their oil. (But thou hast put more gladness in my heart, than they have ever 
had; yea, even when their corn, and their wine, were plentiful.) 

8 In peace in the same thing; I shall sleep, and take rest. For thou, Lord; hast set me 
singularly in hope/hast set me only in hope. (And so I shall lie down in peace; and sleep. For 
thou alone, Lord, hast given me hope or hast made me safe.) 


PSALM 5 

1 To the overcomer, on the heritages, the psalm of David. Lord, perceive thou my 
words with ears; understand thou my cry. (For the choirmaster, with flutes, a song by David. 
Lord, hear thou my words; understand my cry.) 

2 My king (or My King), and my God; give thou attention to the voice of my prayer. For, 
Lord, I shall pray to thee; 

3 hear thou early my voice. Early I shall stand nigh to thee, and I shall see; (hear thou 
my voice in the morning. Early in the morning I shall stand near to thee, and I shall see thee;) 

4 for thou art God not desiring wickedness. Neither an evil-willed man shall dwell 
beside thee; (for thou art not a God who desireth wickedness. No one with an evil will shall stand 
beside thee;) 

5 neither unjust men shall dwell before thine eyes. Thou hatest all them that work 
wickedness; (nor shall the unrighteous stand before thine eyes. Thou hatest all those who do 
evil;) 

6 thou shalt lose them that speak leasing. The Lord shall hold abominable a man- 
queller, and a guileful man. (thou shalt destroy those who tell lies. And the Lord shall hold as 
abominable man-killers, that is, murderers, and liars.) 

7 But Lord, in the multitude of thy mercy, I shall enter into thine house; I shall worship 
to(ward) thine holy temple in thy dread. (But Lord, because of thy great love, I shall enter into 
thy House; I shall bow toward thy holy Temple in reverence for thee.) 

8 Lord, lead thou forth me in thy rightwiseness for mine enemies; (ad)dress thou my 
way in thy sight. (Lord, lead thou me forth in thy righteousness, because my enemies 
be all around me; direct thou my way before thee or direct thou me along thy 

way.) 

° For truth is not in their mouth; their heart is vain. Their throat is an open sepulchre, 
they did guilefully with their tongues; (For truth is not in their mouths; their hearts be empty. 
Their throats be an open tomb, or an open grave, and everything they say is deceitful, or corrupt;) 

10 God, deem thou them. Fall they down from their thoughts; after the multitude of 
their wickednesses, or unpiousnesses, cast thou them down; for, Lord, they have stirred 
thee to wrath. (God, judge thou them. Let them fall by their own thoughts; throw thou them 
down after all their wickednesses; for, Lord, they have rebelled against thee.) 

11 And all that hope in thee, be they glad; they shall make full out joy [into] without 
end, and thou shalt dwell in them. And all that love thy name shall have glory in thee; 
(But all who hope in thee, be they glad; they shall rejoice forever, and thou shalt live with them. 
And all who love thy name shall have glory in thee;) 

12 for thou shalt bless the just man. Lord, thou hast crowned us, as with a shield of 
thy good will. (for thou shalt bless the righteous. Lord, thou hast surrounded us with thy favour, 
yea, like with a shield.) 


PSALM 6 
1 To the overcomer in psalms, the psalm of David, on the eighth. Lord, reprove thou 
not me in thy strong vengeance; neither chastise thou me in thine ire. (For the choirmaster 
of songs, on the eighth, a song by David. Lord, do not thou condemn me in thy fury; nor chastise 
thou me in thy anger.) 
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2 Lord, have thou mercy on me, for I am sick (or for I am weak, or feeble); Lord, make 
thou me whole, for all my bones be troubled. 

3 And my soul is troubled greatly; but thou, Lord, how long? (And my soul is greatly 
troubled; but thou, O Lord, how long shalt thou wait?) 

4 Lord, be thou converted/be thou turned again, and deliver my soul; make thou me 
safe, for thy mercy. (Lord, return thou, and rescue my soul; save thou me, in thy mercy or for 
the sake of thy love.) 

5 For none there is in death, that is mindful of thee; but in hell who shall acknowledge 
to thee? (For there is no one among the dead, who remembereth thee; who shall praise thee in 
Sheol, or in the land of the dead? or who shall praise thee in the grave?) 

6 | travailed in my wailing, I shall wash my bed by each night; I shall moisten, either 
make wet, my bedstraw with my tears. (I am travailed, or made weary, from all my wailing, 
and each night I wash my bed with my weeping; yea, I moisten my bedstraw with my tears.) 

7 Mine eye is troubled of strong vengeance; I wax eld among all mine enemies. (My 
eyes be full of grief; they grow old because of all my enemies.) 

8 All ye that work wickedness, depart from me; for the Lord hath heard the voice of 
my weeping. (All ye who do evil, go away from me; for the Lord hath heard the sound of my 
weeping.) 

9 The Lord hath heard my beseeching; the Lord hath received my prayer. (The Lord 
hath heard my plea; the Lord hath received my prayer.) 

10 All mine enemies be ashamed, and be troubled greatly; be they turned (al)together, 
and be they ashamed full swiftly. (Let all my enemies be ashamed, and be greatly troubled; 
yea, let them be turned away, and be they quickly ashamed or and be they greatly confused.) 


PSALM 7 

1 For the ignorance of David, which he sang to the Lord, on the words of (the) Ethiopian, 
the son of Benjamin. My Lord God, I have hoped in thee; make thou me safe from all that 
pursue me, and deliver thou me. (On the sin of ignorance, (a song) by David, which he sang to 
the Lord, concerning the words of Cush, the Benjamite. My Lord God, I put my trust in thee; save 
thou me from all who persecute me, and rescue thou me.) 

2 Lest any time he as a lion ravish my soul; while none there is that again-buyeth, 
neither that maketh safe. (Lest any time they tear me apart like a lion; when there is no one 
who can save me.) 

3 My Lord God, if I did this thing, if wickedness is in mine hands, or works; (My Lord 
God, if I did this thing, if there is wickedness, or a stain, upon my hands, or deeds;) 

4 if I yielded to men yielding to me evils, fall I by deserving void from mine enemies; 
(if I gave back evil to those who first did good to me, let me deservedly fall before my enemies;) 

5 mine enemy pursue he my soul, and take he, and defoul my life in earth; and bring 
my glory into dust. (let my enemy persecute me, and take hold of me, and tread me down into 
the ground; and bring my honour down into the dust, or down into the dirt.) 

6 Lord, rise thou up in thine ire; and be thou raised (up) in the coasts of mine enemies. 
And, my Lord God, rise thou up in the commandment, which thou hast commanded, (or 
And, my Lord God, rise thou up in the justice, or in the judgement, which thou hast commanded); 

7 and the synagogue of peoples shall (en)compass thee. And for this go thou again on 
high; (and the congregation of the people shall surround thee. And for them, go thou again on 
high;) 

8 the Lord deemeth peoples. Lord, deem thou me by my rightfulness; and by mine 
innocence on me. (and then let the Lord judge the people. Lord, judge thou me according to my 
righteousness; and the innocence which is in me.) 

° The wickedness of sinners be ended; and thou, God, seeking the hearts, that is, 
thoughts, and reins, that is, delightings, shall (ad)dress a just man. (Let the wickedness 
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of the sinners be ended; and thou, O God, who judgeth our thoughts, and our desires, shall direct 
the righteous.) 

10 My just help is of the Lord; that maketh safe rightful men in heart. (My righteous 
help is from the Lord; who saveth the upright in heart.) 

11 The Lord is a just judge, strong and patient; whether he is wroth by all days? (The 
Lord is a righteous judge; every day he is angry with the wicked.) 

12 If ye be not converted (or If they be not turned from their evil ways), he shall flourish 
his sword; he hath bent his bow, and made it ready. 

13 And therein he hath made ready the vessels of death; he hath fully made his arrows 
with burning things (or he hath set his arrows on fire). 

14 Lo! the wicked hath conceived sorrow; he painfully hath brought forth unright- 
fulness, and he hath childed wickedness. (Behold! (he who is wicked) hath conceived many 
ways to bring sorrow; yea, he hath painfully brought forth unrighteousness, and he hath birthed 
wickedness.) 

15 He opened a pit, and digged it out; and he fell into the ditch which he made. (He 
opened a pit, and dug it out; but he himself shall fall into the ditch, which he hath made.) 

16 His sorrow Shall be turned into his head; and his wickedness shall come down into 
his neck. (His sorrow shall return onto his own head; and his wickedness shall come down onto 
his own neck.) 

17 | shall acknowledge to the Lord by his rightfulness; and I shall sing to the name of 
the highest Lord. (I shall praise the Lord for his righteousness; and I shall sing to the name of 
the Most High Lord.) 


PSALM 8 


1 To the overcomer, for[the]pressers, the psalm of David. Lord, thou art our Lord; thy 
name is full wonderful in all [the] earth. For thy great doing is raised up, above (the) 
heavens. (For the choirmaster, on the gittith, a song by David. Lord, thou art our Lord; thy name 
is most wonderful in all the earth. And thy great doing is raised up, above the heavens.) 

2 Of the mouth of young children, not speaking and sucking milk, thou hast made 
perfect praising, for thine enemies; that thou destroy the enemy and the avenger. (Out 
of the mouths of young children, who do not speak, but who suck milk, thou hast rebuked thy 
mighty enemies; yea, thou hast destroyed the enemy and the avenger.) 

3 For I shall see thine heavens, the works of thy fingers; the moon and the stars, which 
thou hast founded. 

4 What is a man, that is mankind, that thou art mindful of him; either the son of a 
virgin [or the son of man], for thou visitest him? (What is a man, that is humankind, that thou 
art mindful of him; or who is the son of a man, that thou should care about him?) 

5 Thou hast made him a little less than (the) angels; (but) thou hast crowned him with 
glory and honour, 

6 and thou hast ordained him above the works of thine hands. Thou hast made subject 
all things under his feet; (and thou hast ordained him over all thy creatures. Yea, thou hast put 
all things under his feet;) 

7 all sheep and oxen, furthermore and the beasts of the field; (all the sheep and the oxen, 
and furthermore, the beasts of the fields, that is, the wild beasts;) 

8 the birds of the air, and the fishes of the sea, (and all the other creatures) that pass by 
the paths of the sea. (and the birds of the air, and the fish of the sea, and all the other creatures 
that go along the paths of the sea.) 

° Lord, our Lord; how wonderful is thy name in all [the] earth. 


PSALM 9 


1 Into the end, for the privates of the son, the psalm of David. Lord, I shall acknowledge 
to thee in all mine heart; I shall tell all thy marvels. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The 
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death of the son’, a song by David. Lord, I shall praise thee with all my heart; I shall tell of all thy 
marvellous deeds.) 

2 Thou Highest, I shall be glad, and I shall be fully joyful in thee; I shall sing to thy 
name. (0 Most High, I shall be glad, and I shall rejoice in thee; I shall sing to thy name.) 

3 For thou turnest mine enemy aback; they shall be made feeble, and shall perish from 
thy face, (or they shall be made weak, and they shall perish before thee). 

4 For thou hast made my doom, and my cause; thou, that deemest rightfulness, hast 
set on the throne. (For thou hast made judgement in favour of me, and my case; thou, who 
judgest righteousness, sittest on the throne.) 

5 Thou hast blamed heathen men, and the wicked perished; thou hast done away the 
name of them into the world, and into the world of world. (Thou hast rebuked the heathen, 
and destroyed the wicked; thou hast done away their names forever and ever.) 

6 The swords of the enemy have failed into the end; and thou hast destroyed the cities 
of them. The mind of them hath perished with sound; (The swords of the enemy have failed 
to the end; and thou hast destroyed their cities. The memory of them hath perished without a 
trace;) 

7 and the Lord dwelleth [into] without end. He hath made ready his throne in doom; 
(but the Lord liveth forever. He hath made his throne ready for judgement;) 

8 and he shall deem the world in equity, he shall deem peoples in rightfulness. 
(and he shall judge the world with equity, or with fairness, and he shall judge the peoples with 
righteousness, or with justice.) 

9 And the Lord is made refuge, either help, to a poor man; an helper in covenable times 
in tribulation. (And the Lord is made a refuge, or a helper, to the poor; yea, a helper in their time 
of trouble.) 

10 And they, that know thy name, have hope in thee; for thou, Lord, hast not forsaken 
them that seek thee. (And they, who know thy name, shall put their trust in thee; for thou, Lord, 
hast not deserted those who seek thee.) 

11 Sing ye [psalms] to the Lord, that dwelleth in Zion; tell ye his studies among heathen 
men. (Sing ye songs to the Lord, who liveth in Zion; tell ye of his deeds to the heathen.) 

12 God forgetteth not the cry of poor men; for he hath mind of them, and he seeketh 
the blood of them. (For God forgetteth not the cry of the poor; yea, he hath remembered them, 
and he seeketh to avenge them.) 

13 Lord, have thou mercy on me; see thou my meekness of mine enemies. Which 
enhancest me from the gates of death; (Lord, have thou mercy on me; see thou all the trouble 
that my enemies have caused me. But thou hast lifted me up from the gates of death;) 

14 that I tell all thy praisings in the gates of the daughter of Zion. I shall be fully joyful 
in thine health/I shall joy fully in thine health; (so that I can tell out all thy praises in the 
gates of the daughter of Zion. I shall make full out joy in thy salvation of me or I shall rejoice in 
thy deliverance of me;) 

15 heathen men be fast-set in the perishing, which they made. In this snare, which 
they hid, the foot of them is caught. (but let the heathen be set fast in the perishing, which 
they themselves have made. Yea, let their feet be caught in the snare, which they themselves have 
hid.) 

16 The Lord making dooms shall be known; the sinner is taken in the works of his 
hands. (The Lord is known by the judgements which he maketh; the sinner is caught in the works 
of his own hands.) 

17 Sinners be turned (al)together into hell; all folks, that forget God. (Let all the sinners 
be sent down into Sheol, or the land of the dead; yea, all the nations who forget about God.) 

18 For the forgetting of a poor man shall not be into the end; the patience of poor men 
shall not perish into the end. (But the poor shall not always be forgotten; the hope of the poor 
shall not always be unfulfilled.) 
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19 Lord, rise thou up, a man be not comforted; [the] folks be deemed in thy sight. (Lord, 
rise thou up, and do not let anyone boast of his own strength; let the nations be judged before thee.) 

20 Lord, ordain thou a law maker upon them; know folks, that they be men. (Lord, make 
them afraid; let all the nations know, that they only be people.) 


PSALM 10 


1 Lord, why hast thou gone far away? thou despisest us in covenable times in 
tribulation. (Lord, why hast thou gone so far away? despisest thou us in our time of trouble?) 

2 While the wicked man waxeth proud, the poor man is burnt; they be taken in the 
wicked counsels, which they thinked. (While the wicked grow proud, the poor be persecuted; 
let the wicked be caught in the wicked plans, which they themselves have thought out.) 

3 For why the sinner is praised in the desires of his soul; and the wicked is blessed. 
The sinner hath stirred the Lord to wrath; (For the sinner glorieth in the desires of his own 
soul; and he blesseth the wicked, who have stirred the Lord to anger.) 

4 after the multitude of his wrath, he shall not seek (after God). God is not in his sight; 
(And because of the multitude of his pride, he shall not seek after God. Indeed God is not in any of 
his thoughts;) 

5 his ways be defouled in all time. Thy dooms be taken away from his face; he shall be 
lord of all his enemies. (his ways be defiled forever. And though thy judgements be far away 
from him, that is, beyond his grasp; he shall still be lord, or he shall still rule, over all his enemies.) 

6 For he said in his heart, I shall not be moved, from generation into generation 
without evil. (For he said in his heart, I shall never be shaken; yea, for all generations, I shall 
never have any trouble.) 

7 Whose mouth is full of cursing, and of bitterness, and of guile; travail and sorrow is 
under his tongue. (His mouth is full of curses, and of bitterness, and of deceit, or lies; trouble 
and sorrow be upon his tongue.) 

8 He sitteth in ambushes with rich men in privates; to slay the innocent man. His eyes 
behold cruelly on the poor man; (He sitteth in ambush in villages; to secretly kill the innocent. 
His eyes look cruelly upon the poor;) 

9 he setteth ambushes in hid place, as a lion in his den. He setteth ambushes, for to 
ravish a poor man; for to ravish a poor man, while he draweth (in) the poor man. In his 
snare he shall make meek the poor man; (he setteth ambush from a hidden place, like a lion 
in his den. He setteth ambush to catch a poor man; yea, to catch a poor man, when he draweth 
him into his trap. And with his snare, he shall bring down that poor man;) 

10 he shall bow himself down, and he shall fall, when he hath been lord of poor men. 
(yea, that good man shall fall down, and so the poor shall be brought down by his brute strength.) 

1) For he said in his heart, God hath forgotten; he hath turned away his face, that he 
see not into the end. (For he said in his heart, God hath forgotten them; he hath turned away 
his face, and he shall never see this.) 

12 Lord God, rise thou up, and thine hand be enhanced; forget thou not poor men. 
(Lord God, rise thou up, and let thy hand be lifted up; do not thou forget the poor.) 

13 For what thing stirred the wicked man God to wrath? for he said in his heart, God 
shall not seek. (And why hath the wicked person made God angry? for he said in his heart, God 
shall not see this or God shall not care about this.) 


14 Thou seest, for thou beholdest travail and sorrow; that thou take them into thine 
hands. The poor man is left to thee; thou shalt be an helper to the fatherless and 


motherless. (But thou do see it, for thou beholdest all trouble, or all tribulation, and sorrow; 
and thou hast taken the matter into thy own hands. And the poor commit themselves to thee; and 
thou art a helper to the fatherless and the motherless.) 

15 All-break thou the arm of the sinner, and evil-willed; his sin shall be sought, and it 
shall not be found. (Break thou the arm, or the power, of the sinner, and those who be evil-willed; 
let their sins be sought out until no more be found.) 
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16 The Lord shall reign [into] without end, and into the world of world; folks, ye shall 
perish from the land of him. (The Lord shall reign forever and ever; and all the nations have 
vanished from his land or and all the peoples shall vanish from his land.) 

17 The Lord hath heard the desire of poor men; thine ear hath heard the making ready 
of their heart. (The Lord hath heard the desire of the poor; yea, thy ears have heard the desires 
of their hearts.) 

18 To deem for the motherless and meek; that aman presume no more to make himself 
great on earth. (And thou shalt judge in favour of the motherless, and the fatherless, and the 
humble; so that no longer shall anyone presume to make themselves great upon the earth.) 


PSALM 11 


1 To the victory, [the psalmJof David. I trust in the Lord; how say ye to my soul, Pass 
thou over into the hill, as a sparrow doeth? (For the choirmaster, a song by David. I trust in 
the Lord; how say ye to me, Fly thou over to the mountains, like a sparrow doeth?) 

2 For lo! sinners have bent a bow; they have made ready their arrows in an arrow case; 
that they shoot in darkness the rightful men in heart. (For behold! the sinners have bent 
their bows; and they have placed their arrows in their arrow cases; so that they can shoot in the 
dark those with an upright heart.) 

3 For they have destroyed, whom thou hast made perfect; but what did the rightful 
man? (For they shall destroy, what thou hast made good; but what can the upright do?) 

4 The Lord is in his holy temple; he is Lord, his seat is in heaven. His eyes behold on 
the poor man; his eyelids ask the sons of men. (The Lord is in his holy Temple; he is the Lord, 
his throne is in heaven. He looketh upon the poor; he assayeth the sons and daughters of men.) 

5 The Lord asketh a just man, and an unfaithful man; but he, that loveth wickedness, 
hateth his soul. (The Lord assayeth the righteous, and the unrighteous alike; and with all his 
soul, he hateth those who love wickedness.) 

6 He shall rain snares upon sinners; fire, and brimstone, and the spirit of tempests be 
the part of the cup of them. (He shall rain down snares upon the sinners; fire, and brimstone, 
and the winds of tempests shall be the portion in their cup.) 

7 For the Lord is just, and loveth rightfulnesses; his cheer hath seen evenness, or 
equity. (For the Lord is righteous, and loveth righteousness; he looketh upon the upright.) 


PSALM 12 


1 To the victory, on the eighth, the song of David. Lord, make thou me safe, for the 
holy (man) failed; for truths be made little from the sons of men. (For the choirmaster, on 
the eighth, a song by David. Lord, save thou me, for there be no more holy people; the faithful be 
made few, if any, among the sons and daughters of men.) 

2 They spake vain things, each man to his neighbour; and they having guileful lips, 
spake in their heart, and with their heart. (They spoke lies, each man to his neighbour; yea, 
they having deceitful lips, spoke with a double heart.) 

3 The Lord destroy all guileful lips; and the great speaking tongue. (May the Lord destroy 
all deceitful, or lying, lips; and the tongues that speak so proudly, or so boastfully.) 

4 Which said, We shall magnify (with) our tongue, our lips be of us-selves; who (else) 
is our lord? (They who say, We shall gain victory with our tongues, for our lips be our own; who 
else is lord over us?) 

5 For the wretchedness of needy men, and for the wailing of poor men; now I shall 
rise up, saith the Lord. I shall set (him) in health; I shall do trustily in him. (Because of the 
wretchedness of the needy, and the wailing of the poor, I shall now rise up, saith the Lord. I shall 
place them in safety; I shall do trustily for them.) 

6 The speeches of the Lord be chaste speeches; (as) silver assayed by fire, proved from 
the earth, purged sevenfold. (The speeches of the Lord be chaste speeches; like silver assayed 
in an earthen furnace, purged seven times.) 
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7 Thou, Lord, shalt keep us; and thou shalt keep us from this generation [into] without 
end. (Thou, Lord, shalt keep us safe; yea, thou shalt keep us safe from this generation forever.) 

8 Wicked men go in compass; by thine highness thou hast multiplied the sons of men. 
(Even though the wicked be all around; and the vilest people be exalted.) 


PSALM 13 

1 To the victory, [the psalmJof David. Lord, how long forgettest thou me, into the end? 
how long turnest thou away thy face from me? (For the choirmaster, a song by David. Lord, 
how long forgettest thou me, forever? how long turnest thou away thy face from me?) 

2 How long shall I set counsel in my soul; sorrow in my heart by day? How long shall 
mine enemy be raised up on me? (How long shall I suffer anguish in my soul; and each day 
have sorrow in my heart? How long shall my enemy be raised up over me?) 

3 My Lord God, behold thou, and hear thou me. Lighten thou mine eyes, lest any time 
I sleep in death; (My Lord God, behold thou, and answer thou me. Give thou light to my eyes, lest 
any time I sleep in death;) 

4 lest any time mine enemy say, I had the mastery against him. They, that trouble me, 
shall have joy, if I shall be stirred; (lest any time my enemy say, I had the mastery over him. 
For they, who trouble me, shall have joy, if I shall slip, or shall stumble, or if I shall fall;) 

5 but I hoped in thy mercy. Mine heart shall fully have joy in thine health; (but I trusted 
in thy love. My heart shall make full out joy in thy salvation or My heart shall rejoice in thy 
deliverance;) 

6] shall sing to the Lord, that giveth goods to me, and I shall say psalm to the name of 
the highest Lord. (I shall sing to the Lord, who giveth good things to me, yea, I shall sing a song 
to the name of the Most High Lord.) 


PSALM 14 

1To the victory, [the psalmJof David. The unwise man said in his heart, God is not. They 
be corrupt, and they be made abominable in their studies; none there is that doeth good, 
none is till to one™. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. The fool said in his heart, There is 
no God. Such men be corrupt, and they be made abominable in their deeds; there is no one who 
doeth good, no not one.) 

2 The Lord beheld from heaven on the sons of men; that he see, if any is understanding, 
either seeking God. (The Lord looked down from heaven on the sons and daughters of men; to 
see if there is anyone who hath understanding, or is seeking God.) 

3 All bowed away, (al)together they be made unprofitable; none is that doeth good, 
none is till to one, (or But they all have turned away, they all be made utterly unredeemable; 
there is no one who doeth good, no not one). The throat of them is an open sepulchre, 
they did guilefully with their tongues; the venom of snakes is under their lips. Whose 
mouth is full of cursing and bitterness; their feet be swift to shed out blood. Sorrow and 
cursedness is in the ways of them, and they knew not the way of peace; the dread of God 
is not before their eyes. 

4 Whether all men that work wickedness shall not know; that devour my people, as 
(the) meat of bread? They called not the Lord; (Surely all those, who do evil, already know 
this; yea, they who devour my people, like men eat bread. They do not call on the Lord;) 

5 they trembled there for dread, where was no dread; for the Lord is in a rightful 
generation. (but they trembled there in fear, like never before. For the Lord is with the upright 
generation.) 

6 Thou hast shamed the counsel of a poor man; for the Lord is his hope. (Ye evil-doers, 
ye have frustrated the plans of the poor; but the Lord is their hope.) 





* 
PSALM 14:1 Compare Psalm 14:1-7 to Psalm 53:1-6. 
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7 Who shall give from Zion health to Israel? When the Lord hath turned away the 
captivity of his people; Jacob shall fully be joyful/Jacob shall (make) full out joy, and 
Israel shall be glad. (Who shall give victory or Who shall give salvation, or deliverance, to Israel 
out of Zion? When the Lord hath returned the prosperity of his people, then Jacob shall rejoice; 
yea, Israel shall be glad.) 


PSALM 15 

1 The psalm of David. Lord, who shall dwell in thy tabernacle; either who shall rest in 
thine holy hill? (A song by David. Lord, who shall rest in thy Temple? who shall live on thy holy 
hill?) 

2 He that entereth without wem; and worketh rightfulness. He that speaketh truth in 
his heart; (He who goeth on the way without blemish, or without fault; and doeth what is right. 
He who speaketh the truth from his heart;) 

3 which did not guile in his tongue. Nor did evil to his neighbour; and took not reproof 
against his neighbours. (and did not deceive with his tongue. Yea, he who did no evil to his 
neighbours; nor took up any reproach, or spreadeth any rumour, against them.) 

4 A wicked man is brought to nought in his sight; but he glorifieth them that dread 
the Lord. He that sweareth to his neighbour, and deceiveth him not; (He who regardeth 
the wicked as worthless; but he honoureth those who fear the Lord or those who revere the Lord. 
He who sweareth an oath, or who promiseth, to his neighbour, and deceiveth him not;) 

5 which gave not his money to usury; and took not gifts upon the innocent. He, that 
doeth these things, shall not be moved [into] without end. (who did not put out his money 
to usury; and who took no gifts, or bribes, to be against the innocent. He, who doeth these things, 
shall never be moved, or shaken, from his secure place in the Lord.) 


PSALM 16 

1 Of the meek and simple, the psalm of David. Lord, keep thou me, for I have hoped 
in thee; (On the humble and the innocent, a song by David. Lord, keep thou me safe, for I put my 
trust in thee;) 

2 | said to the Lord, Thou art my God; for thou hast no need of my goods. (I said to the 
Lord, Thou art my God; and every good thing that I have, cometh from thee.) 

3 To the saints that be in the land of him; he made wonderful all my wills in them. (To 
the wonderful saints of him who be in the land; in whom be all my delight.) 

4 The sicknesses of them be multiplied; afterward they hasted. I shall not gather 
together the conventicles, either little covents /or small covents, of them of bloods; and 
I shall not be mindful of their names by my lips. (May the sicknesses of those who hasten 
after other gods, be multiplied. I shall not offer their blood offerings; and I shall not remember, or 
speak, their names with my lips.) 

5 The Lord is[the] part of mine heritage, and of my passion; thou art, that shall restore 
mine heritage to me. (The Lord is the portion of my inheritance, and of my cup; thou art he, 
who shall restore my inheritance to me.) 

6 Cords felled to me in full clear things; for mine heritage is full clear to me. (The cords, 
or the boundary lines, fell to me in pleasant places; I am well content with my inheritance.) 

7 T shall bless the Lord, that hath given understanding to me; furthermore and 
my reins have blamed me unto the night. (I shall bless the Lord, who hath given me 
understanding; and furthermore my innards have taught me, that is, my conscience hath taught 
me, in the night.) 

8 | saw before (me) ever[more] the Lord in my sight; for he is at the right half to me, 
that I be not moved. (I see the Lord before me forevermore; for he is at my right hand, and I shall 
not be moved or and I cannot be shaken.) 
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9 For this thing mine heart was glad, and my tongue joyed fully; furthermore and my 
flesh shall rest in hope. (For this thing my heart was glad, and my tongue full out joyed, or 
rejoiced; and furthermore, my flesh shall rest with trust, or with confidence.) 

10 For thou shalt not leave my soul in hell; neither thou shalt give thine holy (man) to 
see corruption. (For thou shalt not leave my soul in Sheol, or the land of the dead; nor shalt thou 
allow thy holy man to see corruption, or decay.) 

11 Thou hast made known to me the ways of life; thou shalt [full-/fill me with gladness 
with thy cheer; delightings be in thy right half unto the end. (Thou hast made known to 
me the way of life; thou shalt fill me full of gladness when I go before thee; delights be at thy right 
hand forever.) 


PSALM 17 

1 The prayer of David. Lord, hear thou my rightfulness; behold thou my prayer. 
Perceive thou with ears my prayer; not made in guileful lips. (A prayer by David. Lord, 
hear thou my plea for justice; consider thou my prayer. Listen thou to my prayer; for it is not 
made with deceitful, or lying, lips.) 

2 My doom come forth of thy cheer; thine eyes see they equity. (Let my judgement come 
forth from thy lips; let thine eyes be fixed on justice.) 

3 Thou hast proved mine heart, and hast visited (me) in [the] night; thou hast examined, 
or assayed, me by fire, and wickedness is not found in me. 

4 That my mouth speak not (of) the works of men; for the words of thy lips I have kept 
hard ways. (My mouth shall not speak of the works of men; by the words of thy lips I have kept 
myself from bad ways.) 

5 Make thou perfect my goings in thy paths; that my steps be not moved. (Make thou 
perfect my goings on thy paths; so that my steps will not slip, or stumble, or so that I do not fall.) 

6 I cried, for thou, God, heardest me; bow down thy ear to me, and hear thou my 
words. (I cried, for I know that thou, God, shalt answer me; bow down thy ear to me, and listen to 
my words.) 

7 Make wonderful thy mercies; that makest safe them that hope in thee. (Show thou 
me thy constant love, thou who savest me; with thy right hand save thou those who trust in thee, 
from those who stand against them.) 

8 Keep thou me as the apple of thine eye; and from them that against-stand thy right 
hand. Cover thou me under the shadow of thy wings; (Keep thou me as the apple of thine 
eye. Cover thou me, or hide me, under the shadow of thy wings;) 

9 from the face of unpious men, that have tormented me. Mine enemies have 
(en)compassed my soul; (from the face of the unpious, or of the wicked, who torment me. My 
enemies have surrounded me;) 

10 they have closed (al)together their fatness; the mouth of them spake pride. (they be 
enclosed in their own fatness; their mouths have spoken proudly, or boastfully.) 

11 They casted me forth, and have (en)compassed me now; they ordained to bow down 
their eyes into [the] earth. (They surround me now, wherever I turn; they lie in wait, to bring 
me down to the ground.) 

12 They, as a lion made ready to his prey, have taken me; and as the whelp of a lion 
dwelling in hid places. (They be ready to catch me, like a lion catcheth its prey; and like the cub 
of a lion living in hidden places.) 

13 Lord, rise thou up, before come thou him, and deceive thou him/and overturn thou 
him; deliver thou my life from the unpious, deliver thou thy sword; (Lord, rise thou up, 
come thou before him, and overturn thou him; save thou my life from the unpious, with thy sword,) 

14 from the enemies of thine hand. Lord, part thou them from a few men of the land 
in the life of them; their womb is [full-]filled of thine hid things. They be [full-]filled with 
sons; and they left their remnants, either residue, to their little children. (yea, from the 


3837 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 17:15 406 PSALMS PSALM 18:15 


enemies of thy hand. Lord, save thou me from those of the land who have their portion in this life; 
their womb is filled full of thy good things. They be filled full with sons and daughters; and they 
have left all that they have to their little children.) 

15 But I in rightfulness shall appear to thy sight; I shall be [ful] filled, when thy glory 
shall appear. (But I shall appear upright, or righteous, before thee; and I shall be fulfilled, when 
thy glory shall appear.) 


PSALM 18 

1 To victory, the word of the Lord to David, which spake the words of this song, in the 
day in which the Lord delivered him from the hand of all his enemies, and from the hand 
of Saul; and he said: Lord, my strength, I shall love thee”: (For the choirmaster, the word 
of the Lord to David, who spoke the words of this song, on the day in which the Lord rescued him 
from the power of all his enemies, and from the power of Saul; and he said, O Lord, my strength, I 
shall love thee;) 

2 the Lord is my steadfastness, and my refuge, and my deliverer. My God is mine 
helper; and I shall hope in him. My defender, and the horn of mine health; and mine up- 
taker, (or My God is my helper; and I shall trust him. My defender, and the horn of my salvation, 
or of my deliverance; and my rescuer). 

3 | shall praise, and inwardly call the Lord; and I shall be safe from mine enemies. (I 
shall praise him, and I shall call on the Lord; and I shall be saved from my enemies.) 

4The sorrows of death (en)compassed me; and the strands of wickedness have troubled 
me. (The sorrows of death surrounded me; and the streams of wickedness have flowed over me.) 

5 The sorrows of hell (en)compassed me; the snares of death before-occupied me. (The 
sorrows of Sheol, or of the land of the dead, surrounded me./The sorrows of the grave surrounded 
me; the snares of death were set for me.) 

6 In my tribulation I inwardly called the Lord; and I cried to my God. And he heard my 
voice from his holy temple; and my cry in his sight entered into his ears. (In my trouble I 
called to the Lord; yea, I cried to my God. And he heard my voice in his holy Temple; yea, my cry 
came before him, and entered into his ears.) 

7 The earth was moved together, and trembled greatly; the foundaments of hills 
were troubled together, and moved together, for he was wroth to them. (The earth 
was altogether shaken, and greatly trembled; the foundations of the mountains were altogether 
troubled, and altogether shaken, for he was angry.) 

8 Smoke went up in the ire of the Lord, and fire burnt out from his face; coals were 
kindled of him. (Smoke went up from his nostrils, and devouring fire came out of his mouth; and 
coals were kindled by it.) 

9 He bowed down (the) heavens, and came down; and darkness was under his feet. 

10 And he ascended on cherubim, and flew; he flew over the pens of winds. (And he 
went up on cherubim, and flew; yea, he flew upon the wings of the wind.) 

11 And he setted darknesses his hiding place, his tabernacle in his compass; and dark 
water was in the clouds of the air. (And he made the darkness his hiding place; and the clouds 
of the heavens, which were filled with water, surrounded him.) 

12 Full clear clouds passed in his sight; hail and the coals of fire. 

13 And the Lord thundered from heaven; and the highest gave his voice, hail and coals 
of fire. (And the Lord thundered from the heavens; yea, the Most High sent forth his voice, and 
hail, and coals of fire.) 

14 And he sent his arrows, and destroyed those men; he multiplied lightnings, and 


troubled those men. 
15 And the wells of waters appeared; and the foundaments of the earth were showed. 


Lord, of thy blaming; of the breathing of the spirit of thine ire. (And the seabed appeared; 





* 
PSALM 18:1 Compare Psalm 18:1-50 to 2nd Samuel 22:1-51. 
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and the foundations of the earth were uncovered. Yea, by the Lord’s rebuke; by the blast of the 
breath from his nostrils.) 

16 He sent from the highest place, and took me; and he took me from many waters. (He 
reached down from the highest place, and took hold of me; yea, he took me out of the deep waters.) 

17 He delivered me from my strongest enemies; and from them that hated me, for they 
were comforted on me. (He rescued me from my strongest enemies; yea, from those who hated 
me, for they were too strong for me.) 

18 They came before me in the day of my torment; and the Lord was made my defender. 

19 And he led out me into breadth; he made me safe, for he would me. (And he led me 
out into an open place; he saved me, for he delighted in me.) 

20 And the Lord shall yield to me by my rightfulness; and he shall yield to me by 
the cleanness of mine hands. (And the Lord rewarded me according to my righteousness; he 
rewarded me according to the cleanness of my hands.) 

21 For I (have) kept the ways of the Lord; and I did not (go away) unfaithfully from my 
God. 

22 For all his dooms be in my sight; and I putted not away from me his rightfulnesses. 


(For all his laws were before me; and I did not go away from his commands.) 

23 And I shall be unwemmed with him; and I shall keep me from my wickedness. (And I 
was without blemish, or without fault, before him; for I have kept myself from my own wickedness.) 

24 And the Lord shall yield to me by my rightfulness; and by the cleanness of mine 
hands in the sight of his eyes. (And so the Lord rewarded me according to my righteousness; 
and according to the cleanness of my hands before him.) 

25 With the holy, thou shalt be holy; and with an innocent man, thou shalt be innocent. 
(With the holy, O Lord, thou shalt be holy; and with the innocent, thou shalt be innocent.) 

26 And with a chosen man, thou shalt be chosen; and with a wayward man, thou 
shalt be wayward. (And with the chosen, thou shalt be chosen; but to the wicked, thou shalt 
be vengeful, or punishing.) 

27 For thou shalt make safe a meek people; and thou shalt make meek the eyes of proud 
men. (And thou shalt save, or help, the poor; but thou shalt humble those who be high in their 
own eyes or but thou shalt look with contempt upon the proud.) 

28 For thou, Lord, lightenest my lantern; my God, lighten thou my darknesses. (For 
thou, Lord, brightenest my lantern; my God, thou lightest up my darknesses.) 

29 For by thee I shall be delivered from temptation; and in my God I shall go over the 
wall. (For I shall be rescued,or saved, from temptation by thee; and by my God or and with God’s 
help, I shall go over the wall.) 

30 My God, his way is undefouled; the speeches of the Lord be examined by fire; he is 
[the] defender of all men hoping in him. (My God, his way is undefiled; the words of the Lord 
be assayed by fire, that is, they be tried and tested, and found to be true; he is the defender of all 
who put their trust in him.) 

31 For why, who is God, except the Lord? either who is God, except our God? (For who 
else is God, except the Lord? yea, who else is God, except our God?) 

32 God that hath girded me with virtue; and hath set my way unwemmed. (God who 
hath girded me with strength; and hath made my way without blemish, or without fault.) 

33 Which made perfect my feet as the feet of harts; and ordaining me on high things. 
(Who made my feet like the feet of harts; and hath ordained me upon the high places.) 

34 Which teacheth mine hands to battle; and thou hast set mine arms as a brazen bow. 
(Who teacheth my hands in battle; and now my arms can break a bronze bow.) 

35 And thou hast given to me the covering of thine health; and thy right hand hath 
up-taken me, (or And thou hast given me the covering of thy salvation, or thy deliverance; and 
thy right hand hath taken me up). And thy chastising amended me into the end; and that 
chastising of thee shall teach me. 
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36 Thou alargedest my paces under me; and my steps be not made unsteadfast. (Thou 
hast enlarged my steps under me; and my feet have not slipped, or stumbled.) 

37 | shall pursue mine enemies, and I shall take (hold of) them; and I shall not turn 
(again) till they fail (or and I shall not return until they fall). 

38 | shall all-break them, and they shall not be able to stand; they shall fall under my 
feet. 

39 And thou hast girded me with virtue to battle; and thou hast overturned under me 
men rising against me. (And thou hast girded me with strength for the battle; and thou hast 
put beneath me those who rose up against me.) 

40 And thou hast given mine enemies aback to me; and thou hast destroyed men hating 
me/and thou hast destroyed them that hated me. (And thou hast given me the backs of my 
enemies; and I have destroyed those who hated me.) 

41 They cried, and none there was that made them safe; they cried to the Lord, and he 
heard not them. (They cried, but there was no one to save them; they cried to the Lord, but he 
did not answer them.) 

42 And I shall all-break them, as dust before the face of the wind; I shall do them away, 
as the clay of streets. (And I broke them all in pieces, so that they became like the dust in the 
wind; I did them away, and trampled them underfoot, like the clay in the streets.) 

43 Thou shalt deliver me from [the] against-sayings of the people; thou shalt set me 
into the head of folks. The people, which I knew not, hath served me; (Thou delivered me 
from the gainsaying of the people; thou put me as the head of the nations. The people, whom I 
knew not, now serve me.) 

44 in the hearing of ear it obeyed to me. Alien sons lied (down) to me, (The sons of 
foreigners, or of strangers, now bow down to me; and after hearing me speak, they obey me.) 

45 alien sons waxed eld; and (went) crooked from thy paths. (The courage of the sons of 
foreigners, or of strangers, faded away; and they slunk out of their strongholds together.) 

46 The Lord liveth, and my God be blessed; and the God of mine health be enhanced 
(or let the God of my salvation be exalted!). 

47 God, that givest vengeances to me, and makest subject peoples under me; (0 God, 
who givest vengeance to me, and makest the nations subject under me;) 

48 thou art my deliverer from my wrathful enemies. And thou shalt enhance me from 
them, that rise against me; thou shalt deliver me from a wicked man. (thou art my deliverer 
from all my enemies. And thou hast raised me up over those who rose up against me; thou hast 
rescued me from violent men.) 

49 Therefore, Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee among nations; and I shall say psalm 
to thy name. (And so, Lord, I shall praise thee before the nations; and I shall sing to thy name.) 

50 Magnifying the healths of his king; and doing mercy to his christ David, and to his 
seed till into the world. (He who giveth victories to his king; who showeth love to his anointed 
king, yea, to David, and to his children, or his descendants, forever.) 


PSALM 19 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. Heavens tell out the glory of God; and the firmament 
telleth the works of his hands. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. The heavens tell out the 
glory of God; and the firmament telleth out the works of his hands.) 

2 The day telleth out to the day a word; and the night showeth knowing to the night. 
(The day telleth out a word to the next day; the night showeth knowledge to the next night.) 

3 No languages be, neither words; of which the voices of them be not heard. (There be 
no languages, or words, where their voices be not heard.) 

4 The sound of them went out into all (the) earth; and the words of them into the ends 
of the world. In the sun he hath set his tabernacle (or In the sky he hath pitched a tent for 
the sun); 
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5 and he as a spouse coming forth of his chamber. He fully joyed, as a giant, to run his 
way; (and the sun is like a spouse coming forth from his bed-chamber. It rejoiced, like a strong 
man, who runneth his race;) 

6 his going out was from [the] highest heaven. And his going again was to the highest 
thereof; and none there is that hideth himself from his heat. (it went out from the heights 
of the heavens, and that is also to where it returned. And there is nothing that can hide from its 
heat or And nothing is hidden from its heat.) 

7 The law of the Lord is without wem, and converteth souls; the witnessing of the 
Lord is faithful, and giveth wisdom to little, either meek, children. (The Law of the Lord is 
without blemish, or without fault, and converteth souls; the teaching of the Lord is faithful, and 
giveth wisdom to the simple.) 

8 The rightfulnesses of the Lord be rightful, gladdening hearts, (or The precepts of the 
Lord be right, gladdening hearts); the commandment of the Lord is clear, enlightening eyes. 

9 The holy dread of the Lord dwelleth into the world of world; the dooms of the Lord 
be true, justified into themselves. (The fear of the Lord is holy, or pure, or Reverence for the 
Lord is holy, or pure, and it remaineth forever and ever; the judgements of the Lord be true, and 
justified unto themselves.) 

10 Desirable more than gold, and a stone much precious; and sweeter than honey and 
honeycomb. (They be more desirable than gold, or very precious stones; and sweeter than honey 
from a honeycomb.) 

11 For why thy servant keepeth those; much yielding is in those to be kept./Forsooth 
thy servant keepeth those; much yielding, or reward, is in those dooms to be kept. (For 
they instruct thy servant; and in obeying those judgements, there is much reward.) 

12 Who understandeth trespasses? make thou me clean from my privy sins; (Who 
understandeth his own trespasses? Lord, make thou me clean from my secret sins;) 

13 and of alien sins spare thy servant. If those have not lordship of me, then I shall be 


undefouled of alien sins, or without wem; and I shall be cleansed of the most sin. (and 
spare thy servant from willful sins. For if they have no rule, or lordship, over me, then I shall be 


undefiled, or without blemish, or without fault; and I shall be cleansed from all great sin.) 

14 And the speeches of my mouth shall be such, that they please; and the thinking of 
mine heart is ever[more] in thy sight. Lord, mine helper; and mine again-buyer. (May 
the words out of my mouth be such, that they please thee; and may the thinking of my heart be 
acceptable before thee forevermore, O Lord; my helper, and my redeemer.) 


PSALM 20 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. The Lord hear thee in the day of tribulation; the name 
of God of Jacob defend thee. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. May the Lord answer thee 
in the day of trouble; may the name of the God of Jacob defend thee.) 

2 Send he help to thee from the holy place; and from Zion defend he thee. 

3 Be he mindful of all thy sacrifice; and thy burnt sacrifice be made fat. (May he 
remember all thy offerings; yea, may he be pleased with thy rich offerings or with thy burnt 
sacrifices.) 

4 Give he to thee after thine heart; and confirm he all thy counsel. (May he give he thee 
thy heart’s desire; yea, may he grant success to all thy plans.) 

5 We shall be glad in thine health; and we shall be magnified in the name of our God. 
The Lord [ful] fill all thine askings; (We shall be glad for thy victory or We shall be glad for thy 
salvation, or thy deliverance; and we shall magnify the name of our God. May the Lord grant all 
thy requests;) 

6 now I have known, that the Lord hath made safe his christ. He shall hear him from 
his holy heaven; the health of his right hand is in powers. (now I know that the Lord hath 
saved his anointed king. He shall answer him from his holy heaven; with the saving power of his 


right hand.) 
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7 These, that is, adversaries, trust in chariots, and these in horses; but we shall 
inwardly call in the name of our Lord God. (Some, that is, our adversaries, trust in chariots, 
and some in horses; but we shall call on the name of the Lord our God.) 

8 They be bound, and felled down; but we have risen, and be raised. (They stumbled, 
and fell; but we have risen, and stand upright.) 

° Lord, make thou safe the king; and hear thou us in the day in which we inwardly call 
thee. (Lord, save thou the king; yea, answer thou us on the day in which we call to thee.) 


PSALM 21 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. Lord, the king shall be glad in thy virtue; and he shall 
full out have joy greatly on thine health. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. Lord, the king 
shall be glad for thy strength, or thy might; and he shall have great joy in thy victory.) 

2 Thou hast given to him the desire of his heart; and thou hast not defrauded him of 
the will of his lips. (Thou hast given him his heart’s desire; and thou hast not denied him what 
he asked for with his lips.) 

3 For thou hast before come him in the blessings of sweetness; thou hast set on his 
head a crown of precious stone. (For thou hast come before him with the blessings of goodness; 
thou hast set upon his head a crown of pure gold.) 

4 He asked of thee life, and thou gavest it to him; the length of days into the world, 
and into the world of world. (He asked for life from thee, and thou gavest it to him; yea, length 
of days forever and ever.) 

5 His glory is great in thine health; thou shalt put glory, and great fairness, on him. 
(His glory is great because of thy help or Thy salvation hath brought him great glory; thou shalt 
put honour, and majesty, upon him.) 

6 For thou shalt give him into blessing into the world of world; thou shalt make him 
glad in joy with thy cheer. (For thou shalt make him blessed forever and ever; thou shalt make 
him glad with joy before thee.) 

7 For the king hopeth in the Lord; and in the mercy of the highest he shall not be 
moved. (For the king trusteth in the Lord; and by the love of the Most High, he shall not be moved, 
or shaken.) 

8 Thine hand be found to all thine enemies; thy right hand find all them that hate 
thee. (Thy hand shall find all thy enemies; thy right hand shall find all those who hate thee.) 

9 Thou shalt put them as a furnace of fire in the time of thy cheer; the Lord shall 
trouble them in his ire, and fire shall devour them. (Thou shalt put them into a fiery furnace 
at the time of thy coming; the Lord in his anger shall trouble them, and then fire shall devour 
them.) 

10 Thou shalt lose the fruit of them from the earth; and the seed of them from the sons 
of men. (Thou shalt destroy their descendants from off the earth; yea, their children from among 
the sons and daughters of men.) 

11 For they bowed evil against thee; they thought counsels, which they might not 
stablish. (For they brought in evil against thee; yea, they thought out evil plans, but they could 
not execute them.) 

12 For thou shalt put them aback; in thy remnants thou shalt make ready the cheer of 
them. (For thou shalt make them turn, and run away, when thou shalt aim thy arrows at them.) 

13 Lord, be thou enhanced in thy virtue; we shall sing, and say openly thy virtues. 
(Lord, be thou exalted in thy strength; we shall sing, and shall talk openly, about thy power.) 


PSALM 22 
1 To (the) overcomer, for the morrowtide hind, the psalm of David. God, my God, 
behold thou on me, why hast thou forsaken me? the words of my trespasses be far from 
mine health. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The deer in the morning’, a song by David. God, 
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my God, look thou upon me, why hast thou abandoned me? why is thy help so far from me, yea, 
from answering my plea?) 

2 My God, I shall cry by day, and thou shalt not hear; and by night, and not to unwisdom 
to me. (My God, I cry to thee all day long, but thou answerest me not; and I cry to thee all night, 
without any ceasing.) 

3 Forsooth thou, the praising of Israel, dwellest in holiness; 

4 our fathers hoped in thee; they hoped, and thou deliveredest them. (our forefathers 
put their trust in thee; they trusted thee, and thou deliveredest them.) 

5 They cried to thee, and they were made safe; they hoped in thee, and they were not 
shamed. (They cried to thee, and they were saved; they trusted thee, and they were not put to 
shame, or were not disappointed.) 

6 But lama worm, and not a man; the shame of men, and the out-casting of the people. 
(But Iam a worm, and not a man; despised, and an outcast among the people.) 

7 All men seeing me scorned me; they spake with lips, and wagged the head, and said, 

8 He hoped in the Lord, deliver he him; make he him safe, for he will him. (He hoped in 
the Lord, that he would rescue him; so let him save him, if he delighteth in him.) 

9 For thou it art that drewest me out of the womb, that art mine hope from the teats 
of my mother; (For thou art he who drew me out of the womb,thou who art my hope from my 
mother’s breast;) 

10 into thee I am cast forth from the womb. From the womb of my mother thou art 
my God; (and I was cast upon thee from the womb. Thou art my God from my mother’s womb;) 

11 depart thou not from me. For tribulation is next; for none there is that helpeth. (go 
thou not away from me. For trouble is near; and there is no one to help me.) 

12 Many calves (en)compassed me; fat bulls besieged me. (Many calves surrounded me; 
the strong bulls of Bashan besieged me.) 

13 They opened their mouth on me; as a lion ravishing and roaring. (They opened their 
mouths upon me; like a roaring and ravaging lion.) 

14] am poured out as water; and all my bones be scattered. Mine heart is made, as wax 
floating abroad; in the midst of my womb. (I am poured out like water; and all my bones be 
out of joint. My heart hath turned to wax; and it melteth within me.) 

15 My virtue dried as a tilestone, and my tongue cleaved to my cheeks; and thou hast 
brought forth me into the dust of death. (My strength dried up like a tilestone, and my tongue 
cleaved to my cheeks; and thou hast brought me down into the dust of death.) 

16 For many dogs (en)compassed me; the council of wicked men besieged me. They 
delved mine hands and my feet; (For many dogs surrounded me; yea, a band of wicked men 
besieged me. They pierced my hands and my feet;) 

17 they numbered all my bones. Soothly they looked (at), and beheld me; (and they 
counted up all my bones. Yea, they beheld me;) 

18 they parted my clothes to themselves, and they sent lot on my cloth. (then they 
parted my clothes among themselves, and they cast lots for my cloak.) 

19 But thou, Lord, delay not thine help from me; behold thou to my defence. (But thou, 
Lord, do not delay thy help for me; hasten thou to my defence.) 

20 God, deliver thou my life from sword; and deliver thou mine one alone from the 
hand, or power, of the dog. (God, deliver thou my life from the sword; yea, rescue thou my very 
life from the power of these dogs.) 

21 Make thou me safe from the mouth of a lion; and my meekness from the horns of 
unicorns. (Save thou me from the lion’s mouth; yea, mypoor body from the horns of these bulls.) 

22 | shall tell thy name to my brethren; I shall praise thee in the midst of the church. 
(I shall tell out thy name to my brothers, or my kinsmen; and I shall praise thee in the midst of the 
congregation.) 
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23 Ye that dread the Lord, praise him; all the seed of Jacob, glorify him. All the seed 
of Israel, dread him; (Ye who fear the Lord, praise him; all of Jacob’s children, glorify him. All of 
Israel’s descendants, fear him;/Ye who revere the Lord, praise him; all of Jacob’s children, glorify 
him. All of Israel’s descendants, revere him;) 

24 for he forsook not, neither despised the prayer of a poor man. Neither he turned 
away his face from me; and when I cried to him, he heard me. (for he forsook not, nor 
despised the prayer of the poor man. Nor hath he turned his face away from him; but when he 
cried to him, he answered him.) 

25 My praising is with thee in a great church; I shall yield my vows in the sight of men 
dreading him. (My praises shall be for thee before the great congregation; I shall pay my vows 
before those who fear thee or before those who revere thee.) 

26 Poor men shall eat, and shall be [ful] filled, and they shall praise the Lord, that seek 
him; the hearts of them shall live into the world of world. (The poor shall eat, and shall be 
satisfied; and they who seek the Lord shall praise him, and their hearts shall live forever and ever.) 

27 All the ends of earth shall bethink; and shall be converted to the Lord. And all the 
families of heathen men, shall worship in his sight. (All the ends of the earth shall remember 
the Lord; and shall turn to him. And all the families of the heathen, shall worship before him.) 

28 For the realm is the Lord’s; and he shall be Lord of heathen men. (For the Lord is the 
King; and he is the Lord of the heathen, yea, of all the nations.) 

29 All the fat men of earth ate and worshipped; all men, that go down into earth, shall 
fall down in his sight. And my soul shall live to him; (All the proud people of the earth shall 
eat at his feasts, and they shall worship him; all those, who go down into the earth, yea, who go 
down into the grave, shall bow down before him. And my soul shall live for him;) 

30 and my seed shall serve him. A generation to coming shall be told to the Lord; (and 
my children, or my descendants, shall serve him. The generations to come shall be told about the 
Lord;) 

31 and heavens shall tell his rightfulness to the people that shall be born, whom the 
Lord made. (they shall tell of his righteousness to the people yet to be born, yea, what the Lord 
hath done, or that the Lord hath done this.) 


PSALM 23 

1 The psalm of David. The Lord governeth me, and nothing shall fail to me; (A song by 
David. The Lord governeth me, and there is nothing that I shall lack;) 

2 in the place of pasture there he hath set me. He nourished me on the water of 
refreshing; (he hath set me in a place of pasture. He nourished me by the waters of refreshing;) 

3 he converted my soul. He led me forth on the paths of rightfulness; for his name. 
(he transformed my soul. He led me forth on the paths of righteousness or on the right paths; for 
the sake of his name.) 

4 For why though I shall go in the midst of shadow of death; I shall not dread evils, for 
thou art with me. Thy rod and thy staff; those have comforted me. (For though I go in the 
midst of the shadow of death, I shall fear no evil; for thou art with me. Thy rod and thy staff, they 
have comforted me.) 

5 Thou hast made ready a board in my sight; against them that trouble me. Thou hast 
made fat mine head with oil; and my cup, that filleth greatly, is full clear. (Thou hast 
prepared a table before me; before those who trouble me. Thou hast covered my head with oil; and 
my cup, which thou greatly filleth, is full, indeed it runneth over.) 

6 And thy mercy shall follow me; in all the days of my life. And that I dwell in the 
house of the Lord; into the length of days. (And thy love shall follow me; all the days of my 
life. And I shall live in the House of the Lord forever and ever.) 
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ALM 24 
1 The psalm of David. The earth and the fullness thereof is the Lord’s; the world, and 


all that dwell therein. (A song by David. The earth and its fullness is the Lord’s; yea, the world, 
and all who live in it.) 

2 For he founded it on the seas; and made it ready on floods. (For he founded it upon the 
seas; and established it upon the depths below.) 

3 Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord; either who shall stand in the holy place 
of him? (Who shall go up on the hill of the Lord? who shall stand in his holy place?) 

4 The innocent in hands, that is, in works, and in clean heart; which took not his soul 
in vain, neither swore in guile to his neighbour. (Those with innocent hands, or works, and 
with clean, or pure, hearts; they who took not their souls unto idols, nor swore falsely to their 
neighbours.) 

5 He shall take blessing of the Lord; and mercy of God his health. (They shall receive a 
blessing from the Lord; mercy from the God of their salvation, or of their deliverance.) 

6 This is the generation of men seeking him; of men seeking the face of God of Jacob. 
(This is the generation of people seeking him; of people seeking the face of the God of Jacob.) 

7 Ye princes, take up your gates, and ye everlasting gates, be ye raised; and the king 
of glory shall enter. (Lift up your heads, ye gates, yea, ye everlasting gates, be ye raised up; and 
the King of glory shall enter in.) 

8 Who is this king of glory? the Lord strong and mighty, the Lord mighty in battle. 
(Who is this King of glory? the strong and mighty Lord, the Lord mighty in battle.) 

9 Ye princes, take up your gates, and ye everlasting gates, be ye raised; and the king 
of glory shall enter. (Lift up your heads, ye gates, yea, ye everlasting gates, be ye raised up; and 
the King of glory shall enter in.) 

10 Who is this king of glory? the Lord of virtues, he is the king of glory*. (Who is this 
King of glory? the Lord of hosts, he is the King of glory.) 


PSALM 25 
1 The song of David. Lord, to thee I have raised my soul; (A song by David. Lord, I raise 


up my soul to thee;) 

2 my God, I trust in thee, be I not ashamed. Neither mine enemies scorn me; (my God, 
I put my trust in thee, so do not let me shamed. And do not let my enemies scorn me;) 

3 for all men that suffer thee shall not be shamed. All men doing wicked things 
superfluously; be they shamed. (for all those who trust in thee shall not be shamed. But all 
those who do wicked things without cause, let them be shamed.) 

4 Lord, show thou thy ways to me; and teach thou me thy paths. 

5 (Ad)dress thou me in thy truth, and teach thou me, for thou art God, my saviour; and 
I suffered thee all day. (Direct thou me in thy truth, and teach thou me, for thou art God, my 
saviour; and I have waited for thee all day long.) 

6 Lord, have thou mind of thy merciful doings; and of thy mercies that be from the 
world. (Lord, remember thy merciful doings; and thy constant love, which thou hast shown from 
long ago.) 

7 Have thou not mind on the trespasses of my youth; and on mine unknowings. Thou, 
Lord, have mind on me by thy mercy; for thy goodness. (Remember not the trespasses of 
my youth; and all my ignorance. O Lord, because of thy love, remember me; for the sake of thy 
goodness.) 

8 The Lord is sweet and rightful; for this cause he shall give a law to men trespassing 
in the way. (The Lord is good and upright; and for this reason he hath given a way forward for 





2 PSALM 24:10 In the original Old Testament of the “Wycliffe Bible”, but only in Psalms, numerous verses have the 
phrase ‘the Lord of virtues’ /‘the Lord God of virtues’, where ‘virtues’ refers to ‘hosts’ or armies. Here in Wycliffe’s Old 
Testament, these phrases become ‘the Lord of hosts’ /‘the Lord God of hosts’, to aid comprehension, and to make them 
consistent with the rest of the text. 
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those who trespass./The Lord is good and righteous; and for this reason he hath given a way back 
for those who trespass.) 

9 He shall (ad)dress meek men in doom; he shall teach mild men his ways. (He shall 
direct the humble in their judgement; he shall teach the humble his ways.) 

10 All the ways of the Lord be mercy and truth; to men seeking his testament, and his 
witnessings. (All the ways of the Lord be loving and faithful; for those who keep his covenant, 
and his teaching, or his commands.) 

11 Lord, for thy name, thou shalt do mercy to my sin; for it is much. (Lord, for the sake 
of thy name, have thou mercy on my sin; although it is great.) 

12 Who is a man, that dreadeth the Lord? he ordaineth to him a law in the way which 
he (should) choose. (Who is someone, who feareth the Lord? or who hath reverence for the Lord? 
the Lord shall ordain to him the way that he should choose.) 

13 His soul shall dwell in goods; and his seed shall inherit the land. (He shall live in 
abundance; and his children shall inherit the land.) 

14 The Lord is a firmness to men dreading him; and his testament is, that it be showed 
to them. (The Lord shall share his secrets with those who fear him or with those who revere him; 
and he shall show his covenant to them.) 

15 Mine eyes be ever[more] to(ward) the Lord; for he shall pull away my feet from the 
snare. (My eyes be upon the Lord forevermore; for he shall pull away my feet from the snare.) 

16 Behold thou to me, and have thou mercy on me; for I am one alone and poor. (Look 
thou on me, and have thou mercy on me; for Iam all alone and poor.) 

17 The tribulations of mine heart be multiplied; deliver thou me of my needs. (The 
troubles in my heart be multiplied; save thou me from all my troubles.) 

18 See thou my meekness and my travail; and forgive thou all my trespasses. (See my 
troubles and my trials; and forgive all my sins.) 

19 Behold thou mine enemies, for they be multiplied; and they hate me by wicked 
hatred. (Look thou upon my enemies, for they be many; and they hate me with such wicked 
hatred.) 

20 Keep thou my soul, and deliver me; be I not ashamed, for I hoped in thee. (Keep thou 
me alive, and save me; let me not be shamed, for I put my trust in thee.) 

21 Innocent men and rightful cleaved to me; for I suffered thee. (Let innocence and 
uprightness, or integrity, cleave to me; for I have waited for thee.) 

22 God, deliver thou Israel; from all his tribulations. (God, save thou the people of Israel; 
from all their troubles.) 


PSALM 26 

1 [The psalm of David.] Lord, deem thou me, for I entered in mine innocence; and I 
hoping in the Lord, shall not be made unsteadfast. (A song by David. Lord, judge me, for I 
have gone my way in innocence; and trusting in the Lord, I have not been made unsteady, that is, 
Ihave not slipped, or stumbled.) 

2 Lord, prove thou me, and assay me; burn thou my reins, and mine heart, (or burn 
thou my will, and my heart). 

3 For why thy mercy is before mine eyes; and I pleased in thy truth. (For thy love is 
always before me; and I have gone in thy faithfulness.) 

4] sat not with the counsel of vanity; and I shall not enter with men doing wicked 
things. (I sat not down with vain, that is, empty, or worthless, people; and I shall not go along 
with those who do wicked things.) 

5 | hated the church of evil men; and shall not sit with wicked men. (I hate the company 
of evil people; and I shall not sit with the wicked.) 

6 | shall wash mine hands among innocents; and, Lord, I shall compass thine altar. (I 
shall wash my hands in innocence; and then, Lord, I shall march around thy altar.) 
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7 That I hear the voice of praising; and that I tell out all thy marvels. (And I shall sing 
thy praises with thanksgiving; and I shall tell of all thy marvellous deeds.) 

8 Lord, I have loved the fairness of thine house; and the place of the dwelling of thy 
glory. (Lord, I love the beauty of thy House; yea, the place where thy glory dwelleth.) 

9 God, lose thou not my soul with unfaithful men; and my life with men of bloods. 
(God, do not thou destroy me along with the unfaithful; and do not take away my life along with 
those who thirst for blood, that is, murderers.) 

10 In whose hands wickednesses be; the right hand of them is full-filled with gifts. (In 
whose hands be wickednesses; their right hands be filled full with bribes.) 

11 But I entered in mine innocence; again-buy thou me, and have mercy on me. (But I 
went forth in innocence; so redeem thou me, and have mercy on me.) 

12 My foot stood in rightfulness; Lord, I shall bless thee in churches. (Yea, my feet 
standeth on firm ground; Lord, I shall bless thee in the congregations.) 


PSALM 27 

1 The holy prayer of David. The Lord is my lightening, and mine health; whom shall 
I dread? The Lord is defender of my life; for whom shall I tremble? [or for whom shall I 
quake?](A holy prayer by David. The Lord is my light, and my salvation, or my deliverance; who 
shall I fear? The Lord is the defender of my life; for who else shall I tremble, or shake over?) 

2 The while noisome men nigh on me; for to eat my fleshes. Mine enemies, that 
troubled me; they were made sick and felled down. (All the while harmful, or dangerous, 
men come near to me; to eat my flesh. But my enemies, those who trouble me, were made feeble, 
or weak; they all fell down.) 

3 Though castles stand together against me; mine heart shall not dread, (or Though 
hosts, or armies, stand together against me; my heart shall not fear). Though battle riseth 
against me; in this thing I shall have hope. 

41 asked of the Lord one thing; I shall seek this thing; that I dwell in the house of the 
Lord all the days of my life. That I see the will of the Lord; and that I visit his temple. 
(I asked of the Lord only one thing; and I shall seek this thing; that I live in the House of the Lord 
all the days of my life. So that I can see the beauty of the Lord; and I can seek his guidance in his 
Temple.) 

5 For he hid me in his tabernacle in the day of evils; he defended me in the hid place 
of his tabernacle. He enhanced me in a stone; (For he shall hide me in his Temple on the day 
of evil; he shall defend me in the hidden place of his Temple. He shall put me upon a stone;) 

© and now he enhanced mine head over mine enemies. I compassed, and offered in 
his tabernacle a sacrifice of crying [out]; I shall sing, and I shall say psalm to the Lord. 
(and then my head shall be lifted up over my enemies, who be all around me. And I shall offer an 
offering of acclamation in his Temple; yea, I shall sing a song of praise to the Lord.) 

7 Lord, hear thou my voice, by which I cried to thee; have thou mercy on me, and hear 
me. (Lord, hear thou my voice, when I cry to thee; have thou mercy on me, and answer me.) 

8 Mine heart said to thee, My face sought thee; Lord, I shall seek again thy face. (And 
thou saidest, Seek ye my face; and my heart said to thee, Lord, I shall seek thy face.) 

° Turn thou not away thy face from me; bow thou not away in wrath from thy servant. 
Lord, be thou mine helper, forsake thou not me; and, God, mine health, despise thou 
not me, (or Lord, be thou my helper, abandon thou me not; and, O God, my salvation, or my 
deliverance, despise thou me not). 

10 For my father and my mother have forsaken me; but the Lord hath taken me (up). 
(For even if my father and my mother desert me; the Lord shall still take care of me.) 

11 Lord, set thou a law to me in thy way; and (ad)dress thou me in a rightful path, for 
mine enemies. (Lord, show thou me thy way; and direct thou me on the right path, for I have 
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many enemies./Lord, teach thou me thy way; and direct thou me on the right path, safe from my 
enemies.) 

12 Betake thou not me into the souls of them, that trouble me; for wicked witnesses 
have risen against me, and wickedness lied to itself. (Deliver thou me not unto those who 
trouble me; for wicked witnesses have risen up against me, and the wicked lie even to themselves!) 

13 | believe to see the goods of the Lord; in the land of living men. (I know that I shall 
see the goodness of the Lord; in the land of the living.) 

14 Abide thou the Lord, do thou manly; and thine heart be comforted, and suffer thou 
the Lord. (Wait thou for the Lord, be thou encouraged; let thy heart be strengthened, and wait 
thou for the Lord.) 


PSALM 28 

1 To David. [The psalm to this David.] Lord, I shall cry to thee; my God, be thou not still 
from me, be thou not still any time from me; and I shall be made like to them, that go 
down into the pit. (A song by David. Lord, I shall cry to thee. My God, be thou not deaf to me, 
and never be thou silent with me; or I shall be made like those who go down into the pit.) 

2 Lord, hear thou the voice of my beseeching, while I pray to thee; while I raise mine 
hands to(ward) thine holy temple. (Lord, hear thou the words of my plea, when I pray to thee; 
when I raise up my hands toward thy holy Temple.) 

3 Betake thou not me together with sinners; and lose thou not me with them that work 
wickedness. Which speak peace to their neighbour(s); but evils be in their hearts. (Take 
thou me not away with the sinners; and destroy thou me not with those who do evil. Yea, those 
who speak peacefully to their neighbours; but evil is in their hearts.) 

4 Give thou to them after the works of them; and after the wickedness of their findings. 
Give thou to them after the works of their hands; yield thou their yielding to them. 
(Punish thou them according to their works; yea, according to the wickedness of their deeds. 
Punish thou them according to the works of their hands; give thou them their just reward.) 

5 For they understood not the works of the Lord, and by the works of his hands thou 
shalt destroy them; and thou shalt not build them. (Because they do not respect the works of 
the Lord, or the works of his hands, he shall destroy them; and he shall not build them up again.) 

6 Blessed be the Lord; for he heard the voice of my beseeching (or for he heard the words 
of my plea). 

7 The Lord is mine helper and my defender; and mine heart hoped in him, and I am 
helped. And my flesh flowered again; and (out) of my will I shall acknowledge to him. 
(The Lord is my helper and my defender; and my heart trusted him, and I was helped. And my 
heart full out joyed, or rejoiced; and I shall praise him with my song.) 

8 The Lord is the strength of his people; and he is the defender of the savings of his 
christ. (The Lord is the strength of his people; and he is the defender and the saviour of his 
anointed king, or and he is the defender and the safe place, or the refuge, for his anointed king.) 

° Lord, make thou safe thy people, and bless thou thine heritage; and rule thou them, 
and enhance thou them till into without end. (Lord, save thou thy people, and bless thou thy 
inheritance; and rule thou over them, and lift thou them up, yea, take good care of them, forever.) 


PSALM 29 

1 The psalm of David. Ye sons of God, bring to the Lord; bring ye to the Lord, the sons of 
rams. Bring ye to the Lord glory and honour; (A song by David. Ye sons of God, acknowledge 
to the Lord; acknowledge to the Lord, ye mighty sons. Acknowledge ye the glory and the strength 
of the Lord;) 

2 bring ye to the Lord glory to his name; praise ye the Lord in his holy large place. 
(acknowledge to the Lord the glory due his name; bow ye down before the Lord in his holy Temple 
or bow ye down before the Lord in the beauty of his holiness.) 
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3 The voice of the Lord on waters, God of majesty thundered; the Lord on many waters. 
(The voice of the Lord is heard upon the waters, the God of glory thundered or the majestic God 
thundered; the Lord is heard upon the many waters.) 

4 The voice of the Lord in virtue; the voice of the Lord in great doing. (The voice of the 
Lord is strong; the majestic voice of the Lord.) 

5 The voice of the Lord breaking cedars; and the Lord shall break the cedars of 
Lebanon. (The voice of the Lord breaketh the cedars; yea, the Lord breaketh the cedars of 
Lebanon.) 

6 And he shall all-break them to dust, as a calf of the Lebanon; and the darling was as 
the son of an unicorn. (And he maketh Lebanon to jump like a calf; and Sirion to leap like a 
young wild ox.) 

7 The voice of the Lord parting the flame(s) of fire; (The voice of the Lord sendeth out 
flashes of lightning;) 

8 the voice of the Lord shaking desert; and the Lord shall stir (al)together the desert 
of Kadesh. (the voice of the Lord shaketh the wilderness; yea, the Lord shaketh the wilderness of 
Kadesh.) 

9 The voice of the Lord making ready harts (to calve), and he shall show thick things; 
and in his temple all men shall say glory. (The voice of the Lord maketh the harts to calve, 
and bringeth the goat kids early to their birth; and in his Temple everyone shall shout, Glory!) 

10 The Lord maketh to inhabit the great flood; and the Lord shall sit king (into) without 
end. (The Lord ruleth over the great flood or The Lord ruleth over the deep waters; and the Lord 
shall sit as King forever.) 

11 The Lord shall give virtue to his people; the Lord shall bless his people in peace. 
(The Lord shall give strength to his people; the Lord shall bless his people with peace.) 


PSALM 30 

1 The psalm of[the]song, for the hallowing of the house of David. Lord, I shall enhance 
thee, for thou hast up-taken me; and thou delightedest not mine enemies on me. (A 
psalm, yea, a song by David, for the dedication of the House or the Temple. Lord, I shall exalt thee, 
for thou hast taken me up or for thou hast lifted me up; and thou hast not let my enemies have 
delight, or to gloat, over me.) 

2 My Lord God, I cried to thee; and thou madest me whole. 

3 Lord, thou leddest out my soul from hell; thou savedest me from them that go down 
into the pit. (Lord, thou hast led me up from Sheol, or the land of the dead; thou hast pulled me 
out from among those who go down into the pit.) 

4 Ye saints of the Lord, sing to the Lord; and acknowledge ye to the mind of his holiness 
(or and give ye thanks at the remembrance of his holiness). 

5 For ire is in his indignation; and life is in his will. Weeping shall dwell at eventide; 
and gladness at the morrowtide. (For there is anger in his indignation; but there is life in his 
favour or in his good will. Weeping shall remain through the evening; but gladness shall come in 
the morning.) 

6 Forsooth I said in my plenty; 1 shall not be moved [into] without end. (But I said in the 
midst of my plenty, or of my abundance, I shall never be shaken, or defeated.) 

7 Lord, in thy will; thou hast given virtue to my fairness. Thou turnedest away thy 
face from me; and I am made troubled. (Lord, by thy favour, thou hast protected me; yea, 
like a mountain stronghold. But then thou hast turned thy face away from me; and I was greatly 
troubled.) 

8 Lord, I shall cry to thee; and I shall pray to my God. (Lord, I cried to thee; yea, I prayed 
to my God.) 
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9 What profit is in my blood; while I go down into corruption? Whether dust shall 
acknowledge to thee; either it shall tell thy truth? (And I said, What profit is there in my 
death; if I go down into the pit? Shall the dust then praise thee? or can it tell about thy truth?) 

10 The Lord heard, and had mercy on me; the Lord is made mine helper. (Hear me, Lord, 
and have mercy on me; Lord, be thou my helper.) 

11 Thou hast turned my wailing into joy to me; thou hast rent my sackcloth, and hast 
(en)compassed me with gladness. (And now, thou hast turned my wailing into joy for me; thou 
hast torn off my sackcloth, and surrounded me with gladness.) 

12 That my glory sing to thee, and I be not compunct; my Lord God, I shall acknowledge 
to thee [into] without end. (So that my spirit may sing to thee, and I shall never be silent; my 
Lord God, I shall thank thee forever.) 


PSALM 31 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. Lord, I have hoped in thee, be I not shamed [into] 
without end; deliver thou me in thy rightfulness. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. 
Lord, I have put my trust in thee, let me never be shamed; save thou me in thy righteousness.) 

2 Bow down thine ear to me; haste thou to deliver me. Be thou to me into God a 
defender, and into an house of refuge; that thou make me safe. (Bow down thy ear to me; 
hasten thou to rescue me. God, be my defender, and a house of refuge; so that thou keep me safe 
or so that thou save me.) 

3 For thou art my strength and my refuge; and for (the sake of) thy name, thou shalt 
lead me forth, and shalt nourish me. 

4 Thou shalt lead me out of the snare, which they hid to me (or which they have hid for 
me); for thou art my defender. 

5 | betake my spirit into thine hands; Lord God of truth, thou hast again-bought me. 
(I commit, or I entrust, my spirit into thy hands; Lord God of truth, thou hast redeemed me.) 

6 Thou hatest them that keep vanities superfluously. Forsooth I hoped in the Lord; 
(Thou hatest them who worship false gods, or useless idols. But I put my trust in the Lord;) 

71 shall have fully joy, and shall be glad in thy mercy. For thou beheldest my meekness; 
thou savedest my life from needs. (I shall have full out joy, or rejoice, and shall be glad for thy 
love. For thou hast beheld my troubles; thou hast saved my life from dis-eases, or distress.) 

8 And thou closedest not me (al)together within the hands of the enemy; thou hast set 
my feet in a large place. (And thou enclosedest me not in the hands of the enemy; thou hast set 
me free ina large place.) 

9 Lord, have thou mercy on me, for I am troubled; mine eye is troubled in ire, my soul 
and my womb also. (Lord, have thou mercy on me, for I am in trouble; my eyes be tired from so 
much grief, and my soul, and my womb, also be tired.) 

10 For why my life failed in sorrow; and my years in wailings. My virtue is made feeble 
in poverty; and my bones be troubled. (For my life is failing, because of sorrows; and my years, 
because of wailings. My strength is made feeble, or weak, by poverty; and my bones be diseased.) 

11 Over all mine enemies I am made (a) shame, [and] greatly to my neighbours; and 
dread to my known. They that saw me withoutforth, fled from me; (I am shamed before 
all my enemies, and especially my neighbours; and I am thought of as someone to be feared by my 
acquaintances. Those who saw me withoutforth, fled from me;) 

12 | am given to forgetting, as a dead man from the heart. I am made as a (for)lorn 
vessel; (I am forgotten, like a dead man out of mind. I am made like a forlorn vessel;) 

13 for I heard despising of many men dwelling in compass. In that thing while they 
came together against me; they counselled to take my life. (for I have heard the despising 
of many men who live all around me. And when they came together against me; they plotted to 
take away my life.) 

14 But, Lord, I hoped in thee, (or But, Lord, I put my trust in thee); I said, Thou art my God; 
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15 my times be in thine hands. Deliver thou me from the hands of mine enemies; and 
from them that pursue me. (my life is in thy hands. Rescue thou me from the power of my 
enemies; and from those who persecute me.) 

16 Make thou clear thy face on thy servant; Lord, make thou me safe in thy mercy; 
(Make thy face to shine upon thy servant; Lord, save thou me in thy love;) 

17 be I not shamed, for I inwardly called thee. Unpious men be ashamed, and be they 
led forth into hell; (let me not be shamed, for I have called upon thee. Let the unpious, or the 
unrighteous, be ashamed, and let them go down to Sheol, or the land of the dead;) 

18 suileful lips be made dumb. That speak wickedness against a just man; in pride, and 
in mis-using/in pride, and in abusing. (and let deceitful lips be made dumb. Yea, those who 
speak wickedness against the righteous; in pride, and in mis-using, or in pride, and in abusing.) 

19 Lord, the multitude of thy sweetness is full great; which thou hast hid to men 
dreading thee. Thou hast made a perfect thing to them that hope in thee; in the sight of 
the sons of men. (Lord, the multitude of thy goodness is very great; which thou hast kept safe 
for those who fear thee or for those who revere thee. Thou hast made a perfect thing for those who 
put their trust in thee; before the sons and daughters of men.) 

20 Thou shalt hide them in the private of thy face; from [the] troubling of men, (or Thou 
shalt hide them in the secret of thy presence; from all the troubles caused by people). Thou shalt 
defend them in thy tabernacle; from [the] against-saying of tongues. 

21 Blessed be the Lord; for he hath made wonderful his mercy to me in a strengthened 
city. (Blessed be the Lord; for he hath shown his wonderful love to me, like a city that is 
strengthened, or fortified.) 

22 Forsooth I said in the out-passing of my soul; I am cast out from the face of thine 
eyes, Therefore thou heardest the voice of my prayer; while I cried to thee. (For I said in 
the going forth of my soul, I am cast out from before thine eyes. But thou heardest the words of 
my prayer; when I cried to thee for help.) 

23 All ye holy men of the Lord, love him; for the Lord shall seek truth, and he shall 
yield plenteously to them that do pride. (All ye holy people of the Lord, love him; for the Lord 
preserveth the faithful, but he shall strongly punish the proud.) 

24 All ye that hope in the Lord, do ye manly; and your heart be comforted. (All ye who 
hope in the Lord, be ye encouraged; and let your hearts be strengthened.) 


PSALM 32 

1 Learning to David. [The understanding of David.] Blessed be they, whose wickedness be 
forgiven; and whose sins be covered. (A teaching by David. Happy be they, whose wickedness 
be forgiven; and whose sins be covered.) 

2 Blessed is the man, to whom the Lord areckoned not sin; neither guile is in his spirit. 
(Happy is the person, to whom the Lord did not reckon any sin; and there is no deceit in his spirit.) 

3 For I was still, my bones waxed eld; while I cried all day. (For when I kept silent or For 
when I did not confess my sins, my bones grew old; while I cried all day long.) 

4 For by day and night thine hand was made grievous on me (or And day and night thy 
hand was heavy upon me); 1 am turned in my wretchedness, while the thorn is set in. 

5 (Then) I made my sin known to thee; and I hid not my unrightfulness. I said, I shall 
acknowledge against me mine unrightfulness to the Lord; and thou hast forgiven the 
wickedness of my sin. 

6 For this thing each holy man shall pray to thee; in covenable time. Nevertheless in 
the great flood of many waters; they shall not (come) nigh to thee. (For this thing, each 
holy man shall pray to thee; in his time of need. And then, in the great flood of many troubles, 
none shall come near him.) 
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7 Thou art my refuge from tribulation, that (en)compassed me; thou, my fully joying, 
deliver me from them that (en)compass me. (Thou art my refuge, from the troubles that 
surround me; thou, my full out joy, deliver me from those who surround me.) 

8 | shall give understanding to thee, and I shall teach thee; in this way in which 
thou shalt go, I shall make steadfast mine eyes on thee. (And the Lord said, I shall give 
understanding to thee, and I shall teach thee the way in which thou should go; and I shall put my 
eyes steadfastly upon thee.) 

° Do not ye be made as an horse and mule; to which is none understanding. Lord, 
constrain thou the cheeks of them with a barnacle and bridle; that (they) nigh not to 
thee. (Do not ye be made like a horse or a mule; which have no understanding, or reasoning 
ability. Their mouths must be constrained with a bit and a bridle; so that they finally submit to 
where they should go.) 

10 Many beatings be of the sinner; but mercy shall (en)compass him that hopeth in the 
Lord. (Many beatings be to the sinner; but the love of the Lord shall surround those who trust in 
him.) 

11 Ye just men, be glad, and make fully joy in the Lord; and all ye rightful of heart, have 
glory. (Ye who be righteous be glad, and make full out joy, (or rejoice), in the Lord; and all ye with 
an upright heart, have glory, (or shout for joy)!) 


PSALM 33 
1 Ye just men, have fully joy in the Lord; praising (al)together becometh rightful men. 


(Ye who be righteous, have full out joy, or rejoice, in the Lord; praising him becometh those who 
be upright, or obedient.) 

2 Acknowledge ye to the Lord in an harp; sing ye to him in a psaltery of ten strings. 
(Praise ye the Lord on a harp; sing ye to him on a ten-stringed lute.) 

3 Sing ye to him a new song; say ye well psalm to him in crying [out]. (Sing ye to him a 
new song; boldly say ye a psalm to him, and shout out loud.) 

4 For the word of the Lord is rightful (or For the word of the Lord is true); and all his works 
be (done) in faithfulness. 

5 He loveth mercy and doom; the earth is full of the mercy of the Lord. (He loveth 
righteousness and justice; the earth is full of the love of the Lord.) 

6 Heavens be made steadfast by the word of the Lord; and all the virtue of those by the 
spirit of his mouth. (The heavens were made by the word of the Lord; yea, all the host of them, 
by the breath from his mouth.) 

7 And he gathered together the waters of the sea as in a bouget/as in a bottle; and 
he setteth deep waters in treasures. (And he gathered the waters of the sea together, like in a 
bottle; and he put the deep waters in his treasuries, or in his storehouses.) 

8 All earth dread the Lord; soothly all men inhabiting the world be moved of him. (Let 
all the earth fear the Lord or Let all the earth revere the Lord; let all those who inhabit the world 
be in awe of him.) 

9 For he said, and things were made; he commanded, and things were made of nought, 
(or he commanded, and everything was made out of nothing!). 

10 The Lord destroyeth the counsels of folks, forsooth he reproveth the thoughts of 
peoples; and he reproveth the counsels of princes. (The Lord destroyeth the plans of the 
nations; he thwarteth the plans of the rulers of the peoples.) 

11 But the counsel of the Lord dwelleth (into) without end; the thoughts of his heart 
dwell in generation and into generation. (But the plans of the Lord shall stand forever; the 
thoughts of his heart shall remain for all generations.) 

12 Blessed is the folk, whose Lord is his God; the people which he chose into heritage 
to himself. (Happy is the nation, whose God is the Lord; the people whom he chose for his own 
inheritance.) 
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13 The Lord beheld from heaven; he saw all the sons of men. (The Lord looked down from 
heaven; he saw all the sons and daughters of men.) 

14 From his dwelling place made ready before; he beheld on all men, that inhabit the 
earth, (or he looketh on all those who inhabit the earth). 

15 Which made singularly, either each by himself, the souls of them; which un- 
derstandeth all the works of them. (Who made each one of them individually; and who 
understandeth all their works, or their deeds.) 

16 A king is not saved by much virtue, that is, strength; and a giant shall not be saved 
in the muchliness of his virtue. (A king is not saved by his large host, or his army; and a mighty 
man shall not be saved by his great strength.) 

17 An horse is false to health; forsooth he shall not be saved in the abundance, either 
plenty, of his virtue. (A horse is an empty thing for salvation, or deliverance; for it shall not be 
able to save anyone by the abundance, or the plentifulness, of its strength.) 

18 Lo! the eyes of the Lord be on men dreading him; and in them that hope in his 
mercy. (Behold! the eyes of the Lord (be) upon those who fear, (or who obey, him); and upon those 
who hope for his mercy./Behold! the eyes of the Lord (be) upon those who revere him; and upon 
those who trust in his love.) 

19 That he deliver their souls from death; and feed them in hunger. (So that he can save 
their souls from death; and feed them in times of famine.) 

20 Our soul suffereth the Lord, that is, abideth patiently his will, (or Our souls wait for 
the Lord, yea, we wait patiently for his will to be done); for he is our helper and defender. 

21 For our heart shall be glad in him; and we shall have hope in his holy name. (And 
our hearts shall be glad in him; for we have trust in his holy name.) 

22 Lord, thy mercy be made on us; as we hoped in thee. (Lord, let thy love rest upon us; 
for we have trusted in thee.) 


PSALM 34 


1 To David, when he changed his mouth, or his word, before Abimelech, and he 
drove out David, and he went forth. [The psalm of David, when he changed his cheer before 
Abimelech, and he left him (or and so he let him go), and he went away.] I shall bless the Lord 
in all time; ever[more] his praising be in my mouth. (A song by David, when he changed his 
face, and his words, before Abimelech, who then drove out David or sent him away, and so he went 
forth. I shall always bless the Lord; his praises shall be in my mouth forevermore.) 

2 My soul shall be praised in the Lord; mild men hear, and be glad. (My soul shall have 
glory in the Lord; let the humble hear, and be glad.) 

3 Magnify ye the Lord with me; and enhance we his name into itself (or and let us exalt 
his name together). 

41 sought the Lord, and he heard me; and he delivered me from all my tribulations (or 
and he rescued, or saved, me, from all of my troubles). 

5 Nigh ye to him, and be ye lightened, (or Go ye near to him, and ye shall shine with joy); 
and your faces shall not be shamed. 

6 This poor man cried, and the Lord heard him; and saved him from all his tribulations. 

7 The angel of the Lord sendeth in the compass of men dreading him; and he shall 
deliver them. (The angel of the Lord guardeth those who fear him or who revere him; and he 
rescueth them.) 

8 Taste ye, and see, for the Lord is sweet; blessed is the man, that hopeth in him. (Taste 
ye, and see, that the Lord is good; happy is the person, who trusteth in him.) 

9 All ye holy men of the Lord, dread ye him; for no neediness is to men dreading him. 
(All ye holy people of the Lord, fear him; for there is no neediness in those who fear him./All ye 
holy people of the Lord, revere him; for there is no neediness in those who revere him.) 

10 Rich men were needy, and were hungry; but men that seek the Lord shall not fail of 
all good (or but those who seek the Lord shall not lack any good thing). 
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11 Come, ye sons, hear ye me; I shall teach you the dread of the Lord. (Come, ye sons and 
daughters, and listen ye to me; I shall teach you the fear of the Lord or I shall teach you to revere 
the Lord.) 

12 Who is the man, that willeth life; that loveth to see good days? (Who is the person 
who desireth life? who loveth to see good days?) 

13 Forbid thy tongue from evil; and thy lips speak not guile (or and do not let thy lips 
speak deceitfully). 

14 Turn thou away from evil, and do good; seek thou peace, and perfectly follow thou 
it. 

15 The eyes of the Lord be on just men (or The eyes of the Lord be on the righteous); and 
his ears be to their prayers. 

16 But the cheer of the Lord is on men doing evils; that he lose the mind of them from 
[the] earth. (But the face of the Lord is against those who do evil; and he shall blot out the memory 
of them from off the earth.) 

17 Just men cried [or The rightwise cried], and the Lord heard them; and delivered them 
from all their tribulations (or and he rescued, or saved, them from all their troubles). 

18 The Lord is nigh [to] them that be of troubled heart; and he shall save meek men in 
spirit. (The Lord is near to those who have a troubled heart; and he saveth those whose spirit is 
meek, or is humble.) 

19 Many tribulations be of just men; and the Lord shall deliver them from all these. 
(Many troubles be to the righteous; but the Lord shall rescue, or save, them out of all of them.) 

20 The Lord keepeth all the bones of them; one of those shall not be broken. (The Lord 
guardeth, or keepeth safe, all their bones; not one of them shall be broken.) 

21 The death of sinners is worst; and they that hate a just man shall trespass. (The 
death of sinners is brought about by the Worst or Evil bringeth about the death of sinners; and 
those who hate the righteous shall be punished.) 

22 The Lord shall again-buy the souls of his servants; and all, that hope in him, shall 
not trespass. (But the Lord redeemeth, or ransometh, the souls of his servants; and all who trust 
in him, shall not go astray.) 


ALM 35 


1 To David. [The psalm of David.] Lord, deem thou them, that annoy me; overcome thou 
them, that fight against me. (A song by David. Lord, judge thou them, who harm me; overcome 
thou them, who fight against me.) 

2 Take thou armours and shield; and rise up into help to me. (Take thou up arms, or 
weapons, and shield; and rise up to help me.) 

3 Shed out the sword/Hold out the sword, and close (al)together (the way) against them 
that pursue me; say thou to my soul, I am thine health. (Draw out the sword, and close up 
the way against those who persecute me; say thou to me, I am thy salvation, or thy deliverance.) 

4 They that seek my life; be shamed, and ashamed. They that think evils to me; be 
turned away backward, and be they shamed. (Let those who seek my life; be shamed, and 
ashamed. Let those who plot evil against me; be turned back, and be shamed.) 

5 Be they made as dust before the face of the wind; and the angel of the Lord make 
them strait. (Let them be made like the dust in the wind; and let the angel of the Lord pursue 
them.) 

6 Their way be made darkness, and sliderness; and the angel of the Lord pursue them. 
(Let their way be made dark, and slippery; and may the angel of the Lord strike them down.) 

7 For without cause they hid to me the death of their snare; in vain they despised my 
soul. (For no reason, they hid their deadly snare for me or they hid their snare for me in a pit; for 
no reason, they despised me.) 

8 The snare which he knoweth not come to him, and the taking which he hid take him; 
and fall he into the snare in that thing. (But let the snare catch him unawares, or by surprise, 
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yea, let the trap which he himself hid, catch him; and let him fall to his own destruction in that 
thing.) 

° But my soul shall fully have joy in the Lord; and shall delight on his health. (But my 
soul shall have full out joy, or shall rejoice, in the Lord; and it shall delight in his salvation, or in 
his deliverance.) 

10 All my bones shall say, Lord, who is like thee? Thou deliverest a poor man from the 
hand of his stronger; a needy man and poor from them that diversely ravish him. (All my 
bones said, Lord, who is like thee? Thou rescuest the poor from the hands of those who be stronger; 
yea, the poor and the needy from those who oppress them.) 

11 Wicked witnesses rising (up) asked me things, which I knew not. 

12 They yielded to me evils for goods; barrenness to my soul. (They gave me evil for good; 
making my soul barren.) 

13 But when they were dis-easeful to me; I was clothed in an hair-shirt. I meeked my 
soul in fasting; and my prayer shall be turned (again) into my bosom. (But yet when they 
were sick; I was clothed in a hair-shirt. I humbled myself with fasting; and I prayed to the Lord for 
them.) 

14] pleased so as our neighbour, as our brother; I was made meek, so as mourning and 
sorrowful. (I went around, like he was my neighbour, or my brother; I was humbled, like one 
mourning and sorrowful for his own mother.) 

15 And they were glad, and came together against me; torments were gathered on me, 
and I knew it not. They were scattered, and not compunct; (But when I was in torment, 
they were glad, and came together against me; yea, they were gathered together against me, and 
I knew not why. They tore me apart, and would not stop;) 

16 they tempted me, they scorned me with mocking, they gnashed on me with their 
teeth. 

17 Lord, when thou shalt behold, restore thou my soul from the wickedness of them; 
mine one alone from lions. (Lord, how long shalt thou but look at me? rescue thou me from 
their wicked assailings, yea, save my life from these lions.) 

18 | shall acknowledge to thee in a great church; I shall praise thee in a firm people. (I 
shall give thanks to thee in the great congregation; I shall praise thee before many people.) 

19 They that be adversaries wickedly to me, have not joy on me; that hate me without 
cause, and beckon with eyes. (Let not those who be my adversaries wickedly have joy over me; 
let not those who hate me for no reason, leer at me with delight.) 

20 For soothly they spake (not) peaceably to me; and they speaking in wrathfulness of 
[the] earth, thought guiles. (For they do not speak peacefully; but they tell forth all kinds of lies, 
against those, who live quietly upon the earth.) 

21 And they made large their mouth on me; they said, Well, well! our eyes have seen. 
(And they opened their mouths wide against me; and they said, Well, well! now our eyes have seen 
it all!) 

22 Lord, thou hast seen, be thou not still; Lord, depart thou not from me. (Lord, thou 
hast seen all of this, so keep thou not silent; Lord, go thou not away from me.) 

23 Rise up, and give attention to my doom; my God and my Lord, behold into my cause. 
(Rise up, and give me justice; my God and my Lord, (please plead) my case!) 

24 My Lord God, deem thou me by thy rightfulness; and have they not joy on me. (My 
Lord God, judge thou me by thy righteousness; and do not let them have joy over me.) 

25 Say they not in their hearts, Well, well, to our soul; neither say they, We shall devour 
him. (Let them not say in their hearts, Well, well; nor let them say, We have devoured him!) 

26 Shame they, and dread they together; that joy for mine evils. Be they clothed with 
shame and dread; that speak evil things on me. (Let them all be ashamed, and fearful; who 
take joy over my suffering. Let them be clothed with shame and fear; who speak evil against me.) 
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27 Have they full joy, and be they glad, that will my rightfulness; and say they 
ever[more], The Lord be magnified, which desire the peace of his servant. (Have they 
full out joy,or rejoice, and be they glad, who desire my vindication; and let them say forevermore, 
The Lord be magnified, who delighteth in his servant’s prosperity.) 

28 And my tongue shall bethink thy rightfulness; all day thy praising. (And my tongue 
shall speak of thy righteousness, or thy justice, and thy praises; all day long.) 


PSALM 36 

1 To victory, to Davidfor the psalm of David], the servant of the Lord. The unjust 
man said, that he trespass in himself; the dread of God is not before his eyes. (For the 
choirmaster, a song by David, a servant of the Lord. The wicked man said, My sin, or my trespass, 
is my concern alone; and so the fear of God is not in his heart or and so reverence for God is not in 
his heart.) 

2 For he did guilefully in the sight of God; that his wickedness be found to (be) hatred. 
(But he did deceitfully before God; until his wickedness was found to be hateful.) 

3 The words of his mouth be wickedness and guile; he would not understand to do 
well. (The words of his mouth be wicked and deceitful; he desireth not to understand, or to do 
good.) 

4 He thought wickedness in his bed; he stood nigh (to) all way(s)(that be) not good; 
forsooth he hated not malice. 

5 Lord, thy mercy is in heaven; and thy truth is unto [the] clouds. (Lord, thy love reacheth 
up to the heavens; and thy faithfulness up to the clouds.) 

6 Thy rightfulness is as the hills of God; thy dooms be(as) much depth of waters. 
Lord, thou shalt save men and beasts; (Thy righteousness is as high as the mountains; thy 
judgements, or thy just acts, be as deep as the water. Lord, thou shalt save people and beasts;) 

7 as thou, God, hast multiplied thy mercy. But the sons of men shall hope in the 
covering of thy wings. (for thou, God, hast multiplied thy love. And so the sons and daughters 
of men shall hope for or shall trust in the covering of thy wings.) 

8 They shall be (ful)filled greatly of the plenty of thine house; and thou shalt give drink 
to them of the stiff stream of thy liking. (They shall be filled from the rich plenty of thy House; 
and thou shalt give drink to them out of the flowing stream of thy delights, or of thy goodness.) 

9 For the well of life is with thee; and in thy light we shall see light. 

10 Lord, set forth thy mercy to them that know thee; and thy rightfulness to them 
that be of rightful heart. (Lord, continue to show thy love to those who know thee; and thy 
righteousness to those who have an upright heart.) 

11 The foot of pride come not to me; and the hand of the sinner move me not. (Let not 
the foot of pride come against me; nor let the hand of the sinner upset me.) 

12 There they have fallen down, that work wickedness; they be cast out, and might 
not stand. (See where those who do evil have fallen; yea, they be thrown down, and be not able 
to stand up again.) 


PSALM 37 

1 To David. [The psalm of David.] Do not thou follow wicked men; neither love thou men 
doing wickedness. (A song by David. Do not thou follow the wicked; nor love thou those who do 
wickedly.) 

2 For they shall wax dry swiftly as hay; and they shall fall down soon as the worts of 
herbs. (For they shall quickly grow dry like the hay, or the grass; and soon they shall fall down 
like the best herbs, or the plants.) 

3 Hope thou in the Lord, and do thou goodness, (or Trust thou in the Lord, and do good); 
and inhabit thou the land, and thou shalt be fed with his riches. 

4 Delight thou in the Lord; and he shall give to thee the askings of thine heart. 
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5 Show thy way to the Lord; and hope in him, and he shall do. (Give all thy ways to the 
Lord, and trust in him; and he shall make it happen.) 

6 And he shall lead out thy rightfulness as light, and thy doom as midday; (And he shall 
lead forth thy righteousness like the light, and thy judgement like the midday sun;) 

7 be thou subject to the Lord, and pray thou him. Do not thou follow him, that hath 
prosperity in his way; (nor) a man doing unrightfulness. (be thou subject to the Lord, and 
wait thou for him. Do not thou follow a man, simply because he hath prospered along his way; nor 
aman doing unrighteousness, or wickedness.) 

8 Cease thou of ire, and forsake strong vengeance; do not thou follow, that thou do 
wickedly. (Cease thou from anger, and abandon taking vengeance; do not thou follow after these 
things, so that thou do wickedly.) 

9 For they, that do wickedly, shall be destroyed; but they that suffer the Lord, shall 
inherit the land. (For they, who do wickedly, shall be destroyed; but they who hope in the Lord, 
shall inherit the earth.) 

10 And yet a little, and a sinner shall not be, (or For after but just a little time, that sinner 
shall not be); and thou shalt seek his place, and thou shalt not find it. 

11 But mild men shall inherit the land (or And the humble, or the meek, shall inherit the 
earth); and shall delight in the multitude of peace. 

12 A sinner shall ambush the rightful man; and he shall gnash with his teeth on him. 
(A sinner shall attack a righteous man; and he shall gnash on him with his teeth.) 

13 But the Lord shall scorn the sinner; for he beholdeth that his day cometh. 

14 Sinners have drawn out sword; they bent their bow. To deceive a poor man and 
needy; to strangle rightful men of heart. (The sinners have drawn out their swords; they 
have bent their bows. Yea, to destroy the poor and the needy; and to kill those with an upright 
heart.) 

15 Their sword enter into the heart of themselves; and their bow be broken. (But their 
swords shall enter into their own hearts; and their bows shall be broken.) 

16 Better is a little thing to a just man; than many riches of sinners. (Better is the little 
that the righteous have; than the many riches of the sinners.) 

17 For the arms of sinners shall be all-broken; but the Lord confirmeth just men. (For 
the strength of the sinners shall be all-broken; but the Lord upholdeth the righteous.) 

18 The Lord knoweth the days of [the] unwemmed; and their heritage shall be (into) 
without end. (The Lord knoweth all about those without blemish, or without fault; and their 
inheritance shall last forever.) 

19 They shall not be shamed in the evil time, and they shall be [ful] filled in the days 
of hunger; 

20 for sinners shall perish. Forsooth anon as the enemies of the Lord be honoured, and 
enhanced; they failing shall fail as smoke. (but the sinners shall perish. And after the Lord’s 
enemies be honoured, and exalted; they shall disappear, just like smoke.) 

21 A sinner shall borrow, and shall not pay (back); but a just man hath mercy, and shall 
give, (or but the righteous have love, and shall give to others). 

22 For they that bless the Lord shall inherit the land; but they that curse him shall 
perish. (For those who be blessed by the Lord, shall inherit the earth; but they who be cursed by 
him, shall perish.) 

23 The going(s) of a man shall be (ad)dressed with the Lord; and he shall delight in his 
way. (The goings of a man be directed by the Lord; and he guardeth him on his way.) 

24 When he falleth, he shall not be hurtled down/he shall not be hurled down; for the 
Lord undersetteth his hand. 

25 | was younger, and soothly I waxed eld; and I saw not a just man forsaken, neither 
his seed seeking bread. (I was young, and then I grew old; and I never saw a righteous person 
abandoned, nor his children seeking bread.) 
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26 All day he hath mercy, and lendeth; and his seed shall be in blessing. (All day long he 
hath love, and lendeth to others; and his children, or his descendants, shall be blessed.) 

27 Bow thou away from evil, and do good; and dwell thou into the world of world. (Turn 
thou away from evil, and do good; and thou shalt live forever.) 

28 For the Lord loveth doom, and shall not forsake his saints; they shall be kept [into] 
without end. Unjust men shall be punished; and the seed of wicked men shall perish. 
(For the Lord loveth justice, and shall not forsake his saints; they shall be kept safe forever. The 
unjust, or the unrighteous, shall be punished; and the descendants of the wicked shall perish.) 

29 But just men shall inherit the land; and shall inhabit thereon into the world of world. 
(But the righteous shall inherit the land; and shall inhabit it forever.) 

30 The mouth of a just man shall bethink wisdom; and his tongue shall speak doom. 
(The righteous person speaketh wisdom; yea, his tongue shall speak of justice, or fairness.) 

31 The law of his God is in his heart; and his steps shall not be deceived. (The Law of 
God is in his heart; and his steps shall not slip or and his feet shall not stumble.) 

32 A sinner beholdeth a just man; and seeketh to slay him. 


33 But the Lord shall not forsake him in his hands; neither he shall condemn him, when 
it shall be deemed against him. 


34 Abide thou the Lord, and keep thou his way, and he shall enhance thee, that by 
heritage thou take the land; when sinners shall perish, thou shalt see. (Wait thou for the 
Lord, and keep thou to his way, and he shall raise thee up, or shall exalt thee, so that thou take the 
land by inheritance; and when the sinners shall perish, thou shalt see it.) 

35 | saw the wicked man enhanced above; and raised up as the cedars of Lebanon. (Once 
I saw a wicked man exalted; yea, raised up as high as the cedars in Lebanon.) 

36 And I passed (or And then I passed by later), and lo! he was not (there); I sought him, 
and his place was not found. 

37 Keep thou innocence, and see equity; for those be relics to a peaceable man. (Mark 
thou the innocent, and look upon the righteous; for they be the progeny of peaceful people.) 

38 Forsooth unjust men shall perish; the remnants/the relics of wicked men shall 
perish (altogether. (But the unjust, or the unrighteous, shall perish; yea, the progeny of the 
wicked shall altogether perish.) 

39 But the health of just men is of the Lord; and he is their defender in the time of 
tribulation. (But the salvation, or the deliverance, of the righteous is from the Lord; and he is 
their defender in their time of trouble.) 

40 And the Lord shall help them, and shall make them free, and he shall deliver them 
from sinners; and he shall save them, for they hoped in him, (or and he shall save them, for 
they trusted in him). 


ALM 38 
1 The psalm of David, to bethink on the sabbath. Lord, reprove thou not me in thy 


strong vengeance; neither chastise thou me in thine ire. (A song by David, to remember the 
Sabbath. Lord, rebuke thou me not in thy fury; nor chastise thou me in thy anger.) 


2 For thine arrows be fixed in me; and thou hast made steadfast thine hand on me. 
3 None health is in my flesh from the face of thine ire; no peace is to my bones from 


the face of my sins. (There is no health in my flesh, because of thy anger; there is no peace for 
my bones, because of my sins.) 

4 For my wickednesses be gone over mine head; as an heavy burden, those be made 
heavy on me, (or like a heavy weight, they be made heavy upon me). 

5 Mine healed wounds were rotten, and be broken; from the face of mine unwisdom. 
(My wounds became rotten, and broken; because of my folly, or my foolishness.) 

6 | am made a wretch, and I am bowed down till into the end; all day I entered 
sorrowful. (I am made a wretch, and I am bent down to the ground; I go about in sorrow all 
day long.) 
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7 For my loins be filled with scornings; and health is not in my flesh. (For my loins be 
filled with sickness; and there is no health in my flesh.) 

8] am tormented, and made low full greatly, (or Iam tormented, and brought down so very 
low); I roared for the wailing of mine heart. 

° Lord, all my desire is before thee; and my wailing is not hid from thee. 

10 Mine heart is troubled in me, my virtue forsook me; and the light of mine eyes, and 
it is not with me. (My heart is troubled within me, my strength deserted me; and the light in my 
eyes, it hath also left me.) 

11 My friends and my neighbours nighed; and stood (over) against me. And they that 
were beside me stood afar; (My friends and my neighbours stand far away from me; because of 
my sickness, or my sores. And even my family members stand far away from me;) 

12 and they did violence, that sought my life. And they that sought evils to me, spake 
vanities; and thought guiles all day. (and they who sought my life, did violence to me. Yea, 
they who sought evil for me, spoke empty gossip; and they thought up lies and slander about me, 
all day long.) 

13 But I, as a deaf man, heard not; and as a dumb man not opening his mouth. (But I, 
like a deaf man, did not listen to them; and like a dumb man, | did not open my mouth.) 

14 And I am made as a man not hearing; and not having reprovings in his mouth. (And 
Iam made like a deaf man; yea, one not speaking any rebuke, or reply.) 

15 For, Lord, I hoped in thee, (or For, Lord, I trusted in thee); my Lord God, thou shalt hear 
me. 

16 For I said, (Hear me), Lest any time mine enemies have joy on me; and the while my 
feet be moved/and while my feet were moved, they spake great things on me. (For I said, 
Hear me, lest any time my enemies have joy over me; for when my feet slipped, or stumbled, they 
spoke many things against me.) 

17 For I am ready to beatings; and my sorrow is ever[more] in my sight. (For I am about 
to fall; and my sorrow is before me forevermore.) 

18 For I shall tell my wickedness; and I shall think for my sin. (For I shall tell out my 
wickedness; and I am afraid, when I think of my sin.) 

19 But mine enemies live, and they be confirmed on me; and they be multiplied, that 
hate me wickedly. (But my enemies live, and they be strong against me; yea, there be many who 
wickedly hate me.) 

20 They that yield evils for goods, backbited me; for I followed goodness. (Those who 
give back evil in return for good, backbite me; because I do what is right, or good.) 


21 My Lord God, forsake thou not me (or do not thou desert me); go thou not away from 
me. 
22 Lord God of mine health; behold thou into mine help. (Lord God of my salvation, or of 


my deliverance, hasten thou to help me.) 


PSALM 39 

1 For victory, to Jeduthun, the psalm of David. I said, I shall keep my ways; that I 
trespass not in my tongue. I setted keeping to my mouth; when a sinner stood against 
me. (For the choirmaster, for Jeduthun, a song by David. I said, I shall keep watch over my ways; 
so that I do not trespass with my tongue. And I guarded my mouth; when a sinner stood against 
me.) 
21 was dumb, and I was meeked full greatly, and was still, (even) from goods; and my 
sorrow was renewed. (I was dumb, and was very greatly humbled, and I was silent, even about 
good things; and so my sorrow was renewed.) 

3 Mine heart was hot within me; and fire shall burn out in my thinking. I spake in my 
tongue; (My heart was hot within me; and the fire burned forever as I thought about all this. And 
then I said with my tongue,) 
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4 Lord, make thou mine end known to me. And the number of my days, what it is; that 
I know, what faileth to me, (or so that I know, what falleth to me, or so that I know, when I shall 
fail, or die). 

5 Lo! thou hast set my days measurable; and my substance is as nought before thee. 
Nevertheless all vanity; each man living. (Behold! thou hast made my days able to be 
measured, (or counted); and my substance is like but nothing before thee, yea, (but a puff of air). 
And all is emptiness, (or uselessness); for each person alive.) 

6 Nevertheless a man passeth in an image; but also he is troubled vainly. He treasureth; 
and he know not, to whom he shall gather those things. (And a person passeth by like a 
shadow; and he travaileth, or laboureth, in vain, that is, he worketh for nothing. For he buildeth 
up treasure; yet he truly knoweth not, for whom he gathered those things.) 

7 And now which is mine abiding? whether not the Lord? and my substance is at thee. 
(And now, who do I wait for? is it not for the Lord? for my hope is in thee.) 

8 Deliver thou me from all my wickednesses; thou hast given me (as a) shame to the 
unknowing. (Rescue thou me or Save thou me from all of my wickednesses; thou hast made me 
a shame, or a reproach, to the ignorant.) 

91 was dumb, and opened not my mouth; for thou hast made (this happen), (But I was 
dumb, and did not open my mouth; for thou hast done this.) 

10 remove thou thy wounds from me. From the strength of thine hand I failed in 
blamings; (Cease thou from wounding me; for I am failing from the strokes of thy hand.) 

11 for wickedness thou hast chastised [a] man. And thou madest his life to fail as a 
spider; nevertheless each man is troubled in vain. (For when thou hast chastised someone 
for wickedness, thou hast destroyed his life; yea, like a moth that eateth up a piece of cloth. 
Nevertheless, each person is troubled over nothing anyway, for his life is nothing but emptiness.) 

12 Lord, hear thou my prayer, and my beseeching; perceive thou with ears my tears. 
Be thou not still, for I am a comeling with thee; and a pilgrim, as all my fathers. (Lord, 
hear thou my prayer; and listen to my plea. Be thou not silent before my tears, for I am but a 
newcomer, or a visitor, here with thee; yea, a pilgrim, like all my forefathers were before me.) 

13 Forgive thou to me, that I be refreshed, before that I go; and I shall no more be. 
(Forgive thou me, so that I can be refreshed, before that I go away; and then I shall be no more.) 


PSALM 40 

1 For victory, the psalm of David. I abiding abode the Lord; and he gave attention to 
me. And he heard my prayers; (For the choirmaster, a song by David. Patiently waiting, I 
waited for the Lord; and he gave attention to me. And he heard my prayers;) 

2 and he led out me from the pit of wretchedness, and from the filth of dregs. And he 
ordained my feet on a stone; and he (ad)dressed my goings. (and he led me out of the pit of 
wretchedness, and out of the filth of dregs. And he ordained my feet upon a stone; and he directed 
my goings.) 

3 And he sent into my mouth a new song; a song to our God. Many men shall see, and 
dread; and shall hope in the Lord. (And he put a new song in my mouth; a song to our God. 
And many shall see this, and shall have fear or and shall be in awe; and then they shall put their 
trust in the Lord.) 

4 Blessed is the man, of whom the name of the Lord is his hope; and he beheld not 
into vanities, and into false vengeances. (Happyis the person, for whom the Lord’s name is 
his hope; and he looketh not to idols, or to false gods.) 

5 My Lord God, thou hast made thy marvels many; and in thy thoughts none is, that is 
like thee (toward us). I told and I spake; and they be multiplied above number. (My Lord 
God, thou hast done many marvellous deeds; and there is no one like thee, for all thy thoughts be 
for our benefit. I have told about them; yea, I have spoken about them, and they be multiplied far 
above number.) 
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6 Thou wouldest not sacrifice and offering; but thou madest perfectly ears to me. Thou 
askedest not burnt sacrifice, and other sacrifice for sin; (Thou desiredest not sacrifices and 
offerings; but thou hast given me ears to hear thee. Thou askedest not for burnt sacrifices, and 
other sacrifices for sin;) 

7 then I said, Lo! I come. In the head of the book it is written of me, (and so I said, Behold! 
Iam here. From the beginning, the Book (of thy Law) was written for me,) 

8 that I should do thy will; my God, I would/I desired also to do (it); and thy law in the 
midst of mine heart. (so that I would do thy will; my God, I desire to do it; and thy Law is there 
in the midst of my heart.) 

9 1 told thy rightfulness in a great church; lo! I shall not refrain my lips, Lord, thou 
knewest. (I told of thy righteousness in the great congregation; behold! I shall not refrain my lips, 
Lord, thou knowest that.) 

10 | hid not thy rightfulness in mine heart; I said thy truth and thine health. I hid not 
thy mercy, and thy truth, from a much council. (I kept not thy righteousness, or thy goodness, 
hidden in my heart; I spoke about thy faithfulness, and thy salvation, or thy deliverance. I hid not 
thy love, and thy faithfulness, from the great congregation.) 

11 But thou, Lord, make not far thy merciful doings from me; thy mercy and truth 
ever[more] take me up. (But thou, Lord, make not thy merciful doings to be far away from me; 
let thy love, and thy faithfulness, keep me safe forevermore.) 

12 For why evils, of which is no number, (en)compassed me; my wickednesses have 
taken me, and I might not, that I should (even) see. Those be multiplied above the hairs 
of mine head; and mine heart forsook me. (For evils, of which there is no number, surrounded 
me; my wickednesses have taken hold of me, and I can no longer see. Yea, they be multiplied far 
above the hairs of my head; and my heart hath deserted me.) 

13 Lord, please it to thee, that thou deliver me; Lord, behold thou to help me”. (Lord, 
may it please thee to save me; Lord, look thou to help me.) 

14 Be they shamed, and ashamed together; that seek my life, to take away it. Be they 
turned aback, and be they shamed/and be they ashamed; that will evils to me. (Be they 
shamed, and ashamed; all who seek to take my life. Be they turned back, and be shamed or and be 
ashamed; all who desire evil for me.) 

15 Bear they their confusion anon; that say to me, Well! well! in scorn. (Bear they their 
own shame at once or Be they ashamed at once; who (scornfully) say to me, Well! well!) 

16 All men that seek thee, be fully joyful, and be glad in thee; and say they, that 
love thine health, The Lord be magnified ever[more]. (But let all those who seek thee, be 
very joyful, and be glad in thee; and let those who love thy salvation, or thy deliverance, say 
forevermore, The Lord be magnified.) 

17 Forsooth I am a beggar and poor; the Lord is busy of me, (or But Iam a poor and needy 
man, yea, a beggar; Lord, help thou me). Thou art mine helper and my defender; my God, 
tarry thou not. 


PSALM 41 


1 For victory, the song of David. Blessed is he that understandeth of the needy man 
and poor; the Lord shall deliver him in the evil day. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. 
Happy is he who hath concern for the poor and the needy; the Lord shall save him on the evil day 
or the Lord shall rescue him in his time of trouble.) 

2 The Lord keep him, and quicken him, and make him blessful in the land; and betake 
not him into the will of his enemies. (The Lord shall keep him safe, and alive, and make him 
happy in the land; and he shall not deliver him unto the power, or the will, of his enemies.) 

3 The Lord (shall) bear help to him on the bed of his sorrow; thou hast oft turned all 
his bedstraw in his sickness. 





* 
PSALM 40:13 Compare Psalm 40:13-17 to Psalm 70:1-5. 
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41 said, Lord, have thou mercy on me; heal thou my soul, for I have sinned against 
thee. 

5 Mine enemies said evils to me; When shall he die, and his name shall perish? 

6 And if he entered for to see (me), he spake vain things (to me); his heart gathered 
wickedness to himself. He went withoutforth; and spake to the same thing/and spake to 
the same end. (And when he entered to see me, he spoke to me of empty, or useless, things; and 
his heart gathered wickedness unto itself. And then he went withoutforth; and spoke the same 
thing everywhere he went.) 

7 All mine enemies backbited privily against me; against me they thought evils to me. 
(All my enemies secretly backbite me; they think up evil things to do to me.) 

8 They ordained an evil word against me; Whether he that sleepeth, shall not lie to, 
that he rise again? (They ordained an evil word against me; and they said, He who sleepeth, now 
that he lieth down, shall not rise up again.) 

9 For why the man of my peace, in whom I hoped, he that ate my loaves; made great 
deceit on me. (For my friend, in whom I trusted, he who ate my bread; brought forth great 
deceptions, or lies, against me.) 

10 But thou, Lord, have mercy on me, and raise me (up) again; and I shall yield to them 
(or and I shall repay them). 

11 In this thing I knew, that thou wouldest me; for mine enemy shall not have joy on 
me. (And by this I shall know that thou delightest in me; and that my enemy shall not have any 
joy over me.) 

12 Forsooth thou hast taken me up for (mine) innocence; and hast confirmed me in thy 
sight [into] without end. (For thou hast upheld me because of my innocence; and will keep me 
before thee forever.) 

13 Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, from the world, and into the world; be it done, be 
it done. (Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, forever and ever; amen, amen.) 


PSALM 42 

! To victory, [by the understanding], to the sons of Korah. As an hart desireth to the 
wells of waters; so thou, God, my soul desireth to thee. 

(For the choirmaster, (a song) of a teaching by the Korahites. Like a hart desireth a well 
of water; so, O God, my soul desireth thee.) 

2 My soul thirsted to God, the quick well/(the) well of life, (or My soul thirsted for God, 
the living well or the well of life); when shall I come, and appear before the face of God? 

3 My tears were loaves to me day and night; while it is said to me each day, Where is 
thy God? (My tears were my only food day and night; while my enemies said to me every day or 
over and over, Where is thy God?) 

41 bethought of these things, and I poured out in me my soul; for I shall pass into the 
place of the wonderful tabernacle, till to the house of God. In the voice of full out joying, 
and acknowledging; is the sound of the eater. (I remembered these things, as I poured out my 
soul; for I had gone with the people, yea, I had gone with them to the House of God. With words of 
rejoicing, and praising; yea, the sound of the people going in pilgrimage.) 

5 My soul, why art thou sorry; and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet 
I shall acknowledge to him; he is the health of my cheer, and my God. (My soul, why art 
thou feeling so sad? and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet I shall praise him; he 
is my true help, and my God.) 

6 My soul is troubled with(in) myself; therefore, God, I shall be mindful of thee from 
the land of Jordan, and from the little hill of Hermonites. (My soul is troubled within me; 
and so, O God, I shall remember thee from the land of the Jordan River, and from Mount Hermon, 
and Mount Mizar.) 
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7 Depth calleth depth; in the voice of thy windows. All thine high things, and thy 
waves; passed over me. (One depth calleth unto another depth; in the rush of thy channels. All 
thy billows, yea, all thy waves, passed over me.) 

8 The Lord sent his mercy in the day; and his song in the night, (or The Lord sent forth 
his love in the day; and his song in the night). With me is the prayer to (the) God of my life; 

9 shall say to God, Thou art mine up-taker. Why forgettest thou me; and why go I 
sorrowful, while the enemy tormenteth me? (I shall say to God, Thou art my defender. So 
why hast thou forgotten me? and why must I go about in sorrow, while the enemy tormenteth 
me?) 

10 While my bones be broken altogether; mine enemies, that trouble me, despised me. 
While they say to me, by all days; Where is thy God? (I feel as if my bones be altogether 
broken, or crushed; when my enemies, who trouble me, despise and scorn me. And they say to me, 
every day or over and over, Where is thy God?) 

11 My soul, why art thou sorry; and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet 
I shall acknowledge to him; he is the health of my cheer, and my God. (My soul, why art 
thou feeling so sad? and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet I shall praise him; he 
is my true help, and my God.) 


PSALM 43 


1 God, deem thou me, and separate thou my cause from a folk not holy; deliver thou 
me from a wicked man, and guileful. (God, judge thou me, and plead my case before an unholy 
people; save thou me from the wicked, and the deceitful.) 

2 For thou art God, my strength; why hast thou put me aback, and why go I sorrowful 
(or and why must I go about in sorrow), while the enemy tormenteth me? 

3 Send out thy light, and thy truth; those led me forth, and brought me into thine holy 
hill, and into thy tabernacles. (Send out thy light, and thy truth; they shall lead me forth, and 
bring me to thy holy hill, and to thy Temple.) 

4 And I shall enter to the altar of God; to God, that gladdeth my youth. God, my God, I 
shall acknowledge to thee in an harp; (And I shall go to the altar of God; to God, who made the 
time of my youth happy, or And I shall go to the altar of God; to the God of my joy. God, my God, I 
shall praise thee on the harp.) 

5 my soul, why art thou sorry, and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet 
I shall acknowledge to him; that is the health of my cheer, and my God. (My soul, why art 
thou feeling so sad? and why troublest thou me? Hope thou in God, for yet shall I praise him; he 
is my true help, and my God.) 


PSALM 44 

1 To victory, learning to the sons of Korah. God, we heard with our ears; our fathers 
told to us. The work, which thou wroughtest in the days of them; and in the old days. 
(For the choirmaster, (a song) of a teaching by the Korahites. God, we heard with our ears, for our 
forefathers told us, of the work which thou hast wrought in their days; yea, in the old days.) 

2 Thine hand lost heathen men, and thou plantedest them, (or Thy hand destroyed the 
heathen or Thy power drove out the heathen, and thou plantedest our forefathers there); thou 
tormentedest (the) peoples, and castedest them out. 

3 For the children of Israel wielded the land not by their sword; and the arm of them 
saved not them. But thy right hand, and thine arm, and the lightening of thy cheer; for 
thou were pleased in them. (For the children of Israel took the land not by their own swords; 
and their own power did not save them. But it was thy right hand, and thy power, and the shining 
of thy face; for thou gavest favour to them.) 

4 Thou art thyself, my king, and my God; that sendest healths to Jacob. (Thou art my 
King, and my God; who sendest help to Jacob.) 
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5 By thee we shall winnow our enemies with [the] horn; and in thy name we shall 
despise them, that rise against us. (By thy power we shall winnow our enemies; and in thy 
name, we shall defeat those who rise up against us.) 


6 For I shall not hope in my bow (or For I shall not trust in my bow); and my sword shall 
not save me. 
7 For thou hast saved us from men tormenting us; and thou hast shamed men hating 


us. 

8 We shall be pleased in God all day; and in thy name we shall acknowledge to thee 
into the world. (We shall glory in God all day long; and we shall praise thy name forever.) 

9 But now thou hast put us aback, and hast shamed us; and thou, Lord, shalt not go 
out in our virtues. (But now thou hast rejected us, and hast humbled us; and O Lord, thou no 
longer goeth out with our hosts, or our armies.) 

10 Thou hast turned us away behind after our enemies; and they, that hated us, 
ravished diversely to themselves. (Thou hast made us turn back, or run away, from our 
enemies; and those, who hate us, took for themselves what was ours.) 

11 Thou hast given us as sheep of meats; and among heathen men thou hast scattered 
us. (Thou hast given us up like sheep for meat, or for food; and thou hast scattered us among the 
heathen.) 

12 Thou hast sold thy people without price; and multitude there was not in the 
(ex)changings of them. (Thou hast sold thy people for nothing; and there was no profit from 
their sale.) 

13 Thou hast set us (as a) shame to our neighbours; mocking and scorn to them that 
be in our compass. (Thou hast made us a shame, or a reproach, to our neighbours; a mockery, 
and scorned by those who be all around us.) 

14 Thou hast set us into likeness to heathen men; and stirring of the head/and wagging 
of (the) head among peoples. (Thou hast made us into a likeness, or a byword, to the heathen; 
and they shook their heads over us among the nations.) 

15 All day my shame is against me; and the shame of my face covered me. (All day long 
my shame is before me; and the shame on my face covered me.) 

16 From the voice of [the] despiser, and evil speaker; from the face of the enemy, and 
[the] pursuer. (From the voice of him who despiseth, and speaketh evil; from before the enemy, 
and the pursuer.) 

17 All these things came on us, and we have not forgotten thee; and we did not wickedly 
in thy testament. (All these things came upon us, but we did not forget thee; and we have not 
broken thy covenant.) 

18 And our heart went not away behind; and thou hast (not) bowed away our paths 
from thy way. (And our hearts did not turn away from thee or And our hearts did not turn back 
from thee; and our steps have not turned away from thy way.) 

19 For thou hast made us low in the place of torment; and the shadow of death covered 
us. (Though thou hast made us low, or hast humbled us, in the place of torment; and hast covered 
us with the shadow of death.) 

20 If we forgat the name of our God; and if we held forth our hands to an alien God. 
(And if we had forgotten the name of our God; or if we had held forth our hands to a foreign, or 
another, god;) 

21 Whether God shall not seek these things? for he knoweth the hid things of heart. 
(shall not God seek out these things? for he knoweth the hidden things of the heart.) 

22 For why we be slain all day for thee; we be deemed as sheep of slaying. (But we be 
killed all day long for thee; we be judged, or treated, like sheep for the slaughter.) 

23 Lord, rise up, why sleepest thou? rise up, and put not us away into the end, (or rise 
up, and do not shun us forever). 

24 Why turnest thou away thy face? thou forgettest our poverty, and our tribulation. 
(Why turnest thou away thy face? forgettest thou our poverty, and all our troubles?) 
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25 For our life is made low in dust; our womb is glued together in the earth. (For our 
life is brought down low into the dust; our womb is glued together with the earth or and we lie flat 
on our backs.) 

26 Lord, rise up thou, and help us; and again-buy us for thy name. (Lord, rise thou up, 
and help us; and redeem us for the sake of thy name.) 


PSALM 45 

1 To the overcomer, for the lilies, the most loved song of learning of the sons of Korah. 
Mine heart hath told out a good word; I say my works to the king. My tongue is the pen 
of a writer; writing swiftly. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The lilies’, a most loved song of 
a teaching by the Korahites. My heart hath told out a good word; I tell of my works to the king. 
My tongue is like the pen of a writer, yea, writing swiftly.) 

2 Christ, thou art fairer in shape than the sons of men; grace is spread abroad in thy 
lips; therefore God blessed thee [into] without end. (Thou anointed king, thou art more 
comely in appearance than any other man; grace is spread abroad by thy lips or thy lips speak 
most eloquently; yea, God hath blessed thee forever.) 

3 Be thou gird with thy sword; on thy hip most mightily. Behold thou in thy 
shapeliness and thy fairness; (Be thou gird with thy sword on thy hip, most mighty man. In 
thy glory, and in thy majesty,) 

4 come thou forth with prosperity, and reign thou. For truth, and mildness, and 
rightfulness; and thy right hand shall lead forth thee wonderfully. (come thou forth with 
prosperity; and reign thou in truth, and humility, and righteousness. And thy right hand, or thy 
strength, shall lead thee forth to great victories.) 

5 Thy sharp arrows shall fall into the hearts of the enemies of the king; peoples shall 
be under thee. (Thy arrows shall be sharp in the hearts of the enemies of the king; and nations 
shall fall down under thee.) 

© God, thy seat is into the world of world; the rod of thy realm is a rod of right ruling, 
or of equity. (Like God, thy throne shall last forever; and the sceptre of thy kingdom is a sceptre 
of justice, yea, of equity and fairness.) 

7 Thou lovedest rightfulness, and hatedest wickedness; therefore thou, God, thy God, 
(or and so God, thy God), anointed thee with the oil of gladness, more than thy fellows. 

8 Myrrh, and gum, and cassia, of thy clothes, (out) of the ivory houses/(out) of the 
house of ivory; of which the daughters of kings delighted thee. (Myrrh, and gum, and 
cassia be the perfumes of thy clothes; and the sound of music coming forth from the ivory palace 
delighteth thee.) 

9 A queen stood nigh on thy right side, in clothing overgilded; compassed with 
diversity. (The daughters of kings be there among thy honourable women; the queen standeth 
nigh on thy right side, in clothing overgilded with the gold of Ophir.) 

10 Daughter, hear thou, and see, and bow down thine ear; and forget thy (own) people, 
and the house of thy father. 

11 And the king shall covet thy fairness; for he is thy Lord God, and they shall worship 
him. (And when the king shall desire thy beauty; for he is thy lord, thou shalt give him honour, 
that is, thou shalt obey him.) 

12 And the daughters of Tyre in gifts; all the rich men of the people shall beseech thy 
cheer. (And the daughters of Tyre shall be there with gifts; all the rich men of the nations shall 
seek thy favour.) 

13 All the glory of that daughter of the king is within, (she is adorned) in golden hems; 
(The daughter of the king is inside the palace, and how glorious she is, adorned in golden hems;) 

14 she is clothed about with diversities. Virgins shall be brought to the king after her; 
her neighbouresses shall be brought to thee. (she is clothed with much diversity. Her virgins 
shall be brought to the king after her; yea, her friends shall be brought to thee.) 
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15 They shall be brought in gladness, and full out joying; they shall be brought into 
the temple of the king. (They shall be brought in gladness, and rejoicing; they shall be brought 
into the king’s palace.) 

16 Sons be born to thee, for thy fathers; thou shalt ordain them princes on all earth. 
(Sons shall be born to thee, in place of thy forefathers; thou shalt ordain them to be the rulers over 
all the earth.) 

17 Lord, they shall be mindful of thy name; in each generation, and into generation. 
Therefore peoples shall acknowledge to thee [into] without end; and into the world of 
world. (Lord, they shall remember thy name; in all generations. And so the nations shall praise 
thee; forever and ever.) 


PSALM 46 

1 To the overcomer, the song of the sons of Korah, for youths. Our God, thou art refuge, 
and virtue; helper in tribulations, that have found us greatly. (For the choirmaster, a song 
by the Korahites, for youths. O God, thou art our refuge, and our strength; a great helper in the 
midst of all the troubles, that have found us.) 

2 Therefore we shall not dread, while the earth shall be troubled; and the hills shall 
be borne over into the heart of the sea. (And so we shall not fear, when the earth be troubled; 
and the mountains be carried over into the heart of the sea.) 

3 The waters of them sounded, and were troubled; hills were troubled (al)together 
in the strength of him. (And when the waters roar, and be troubled; and the mountains be 
altogether troubled by his strength, or his might.) 

4 The fierceness of [the] flood maketh glad the city of God; the highest God hath 
hallowed his tabernacle. (There is a river whose streams make glad the city of God; and the 
Most High God hath hallowed his Temple.) 

5 God in the midst thereof shall not be moved; God shall help it early in the gray 
morrowtide. (God is there in its midst, and that city shall not be shaken, or destroyed; God shall 
help it early in the gray morning or at the break of day.) 

6 Heathen men were troubled (al)together, and realms were bowed down; God gave 
his voice, the earth was moved. (But the heathen were altogether troubled, and kingdoms 
were bowed down; yea, God gave his voice, and the earth shook.) 

7 The Lord of virtues is with us; God of Jacob is our up-taker. (The Lord of hosts is with 
us; the God of Jacob is our refuge or the God of Jacob is our stronghold, or our defender.) 

8 Come ye, and see the works of the Lord; which wonders he hath set on the earth. 

9 He doing away battles till to the end of the land; shall all-bruise bow, and he shall 
break (al)together armours, and he shall burn shields with fire. (He doeth away, or stoppeth, 
all the battles unto the ends of the earth; he altogether breaketh the bows, and the arms, or the 
weapons, and he burneth up the shields with fire.) 

10 Give ye attention, and see ye, that I am God; I shall be enhanced among heathen 
men; and I shall be enhanced in earth. (And he saith, Give ye attention, and see ye, that 1am 
God; I shall be exalted among the heathen; and I shall be exalted over all the earth.) 

11 The Lord of virtues is with us; God of Jacob is our up-taker. (The Lord of hosts is with 
us; the God of Jacob is our refuge or the God of Jacob is our stronghold, or our defender.) 


PSALM 47 
1 To victory, a psalm to the sons of Korah. All ye folks, make joy with hands; sing ye 
heartily to God in the voice of full out joying. (For the choirmaster, a song by the Korahites. 
All ye nations, make joy with your hands or clap with your hands; sing ye heartily to God with a 
joyful voice.) 
2 For the Lord is high and fearedful; a great king on all earth. (For the Most High Lord is 
to be feared or For the Most High Lord is to be revered; a great King over all the earth.) 
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3 He made peoples subject to us; and heathen men under our feet. (He made the peoples 
subject to us; and put the heathen under our feet.) 

4 He chose his heritage to us; the fairness of Jacob, whom he loved. (He chose our 
inheritance for us; for we who be the beauty of Jacob, whom he loved.) 

5 God ascended in hearty song; and the Lord in the voice of a trump. (God ascended with 
a hearty song; the Lord went up with the sound of trumpets.) 

6 Sing ye to our God, sing ye; sing ye to our king, sing ye. (Sing ye to our God, sing ye; sing 
ye to our King, sing ye.) 

7 For God is king of all earth; sing ye [psalm] wisely. (For God is the King of all the earth; 
sing ye songs with all your skill, or sing ye songs, and understand what they mean.) 

8 God shall reign on heathen men; God sitteth on his holy seat. (God reigneth over all 
the heathen; yea, God sitteth on his holy throne.) 

9 The princes of peoples be gathered together with God of Abraham; for the strong 
gods of earth be raised greatly. (The rulers of the nations be gathered together with the people 
of the God of Abraham; for the strong of the earth belong to God, and he is raised above them all.) 


PSALM 48 

1 The song of psalm, of the sons of Korah. The Lord is great, and worthy to be praised 
full much; in the city of our God, in the holy hill of him. (A psalm, yea, a song by the 
Korahites. The Lord is great, and worthy to be greatly praised; in the city of our God, on his holy 
hill.) 

2 It is founded in the full out joying of all earth; the hill of Zion, the sides of the north, 
the city of the great king. (Well-placed, it is the full out joy, or the rejoicing, of all the earth; 
Mount Zion, on the sides of the north, the city of the great King.) 

3 God shall be known in the houses thereof; when he shall take it. (And God is known as 
a refuge, or a stronghold, in its palaces.) 

4 For lo! the kings of (the) earth were gathered together (against it); they came into 
one place. 

5 They seeing, so wondered; they were troubled, they were moved (al)together, (But 
when they saw it, they wondered about it or they were full of wonder, or amazement; and they 
were troubled, and ran away,) 

6 trembling took them. There sorrows, as of a woman travailing of child; (for panic, or 
trembling, took hold of them there. And sorrows, like when a woman laboureth with child;) 

7 in a great spirit thou shalt all-break the ships of Tarshish. (or when a great east wind 
all-breaketh the ships from Tarshish.) 

8 As we heard, so we saw, in the city of the Lord of virtues, in the city of our God; God 
hath founded that city [into] without end. (All that we had heard about, we saw with our 
own eyes, in the city of the Lord of hosts, in the city of our God; and God hath established that city 
forever.) 

9 God, we have received thy mercy; in the midst of thy temple. (God, we think about thy 
love; in the midst of thy Temple.) 

10 After thy name, God, so thy praising is spread abroad into the ends of earth; thy 
right hand is full of rightwiseness. (The praising of thy name, O God, is spread abroad unto 
the ends of the earth; thy right hand is full of righteousness.) 

1 The hill of Zion be glad, and the daughters of Judah be fully joyful; for thy dooms, 
Lord. (Let Mount Zion be glad, or rejoice, and let the daughters of Judah make full out joy; because 
of thy judgements, Lord.) 

12 Compass ye Zion, and embrace ye it; tell ye in the towers thereof. (March ye around 
Zion, ye people; and count ye up its towers.) 
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13 Set ye your hearts in the virtue of him; and part ye the houses of him, that ye tell 
out in another generation. (Put ye its strongholds, or its fortresses, in your hearts; and think 
ye about its palaces, so that ye can tell about it to the next generation.) 

14 For this is God, our God, into without end, and into the world of world; he shall 
govern us into worlds. (For this God is our God, forever and ever; yea, he shall govern us forever.) 


PSALM 49 
1 To victory, a psalm to the sons of Korah. All ye folks, hear these things; all ye that 


dwell in the world, perceive with ears. (For the choirmaster, a song by the Korahites. All ye 
nations, hear these things; all ye who live in the world, listen!) 

2 All the sons of earth, and the sons of men; together the rich man, and the poor into 
one. (All the sons and daughters of the earth, the sons and daughters of men; yea, the rich and 
the poor, together as one.) 

3 My mouth shall speak wisdom; and the thinking of mine heart shall speak prudence. 

4 [ shall bow down mine ear into a parable; I shall open my reason set forth in a 
psaltery. (I shall listen closely to a parable; then I shall set forth my understanding on a lute.) 

5 Why shall I dread in the evil day? the wickedness of mine heel shall (en)compass me. 
(Why should I have fear, or be afraid, on the day of evil, when the wickedness of my enemies shall 
surround me?) 

6 Which trust in their own virtue (or They who trust in their wealth); and have glory in 
the multitude of their riches. 

7 A brother again-buyeth not, shall a man again-buy? and he shall not give to God his 
pleasing. (No one shall ever be able to redeem himself; he shall never be able to pay God the price 
that he asketh for him.) 

8 And he shall not (be able to) give the price of ransom for his soul; and he shall travail 
into without end, (Yea, he shall never be able to pay the price of ransom for his own soul; even 
if he could work forever,) 

° and he shall live yet into the end. He shall not see perishing, (so that he would live 
forever, and not see perishing, or corruption.) 

10 when he shall see wise men dying; the unwise man and the fool shall perish 
together. And they shall leave their riches to aliens; (For he seeth that the wise die; and 
that the foolish and the ignorant perish together with them. But they all leave their riches to 
others, even strangers;) 

11 and the sepulchres of them be the houses of them without end. The tabernacles of 
them be in generation and in generation; they called their names in their lands. (and their 
tombs, or their graves, shall be their houses forever. Yea, their dwelling places for all generations; 
even though their lands were once called by their own names.) 

12 A man/Man, when he was in honour, understood not; he is comparisoned to unwise 
beasts, and is made like to those. (For anyone, even when he hath been given great honour, 
liveth not forever; he is comparable to the unthinking beasts, and soon is made like them.) 

13 This way of them is cause of stumbling to them; and afterward they shall please 
(al)together in their mouth. (Their way is a trap for themselves; and for all who seek to please 
them.) 

14 As sheep they be put in hell; death shall gnaw them. And just men shall be lords 
of them in the morrowtide; and the help of them shall wax eld in hell, for the glory of 
them or from the glory of them. (Like sheep they go down to Sheol, or the land of the dead; 
and death shall gnaw on them. The righteous shall be their lords; and their bodies shall grow old, 
or rotten, in Sheol, so different from their days of glory.) 

15 Nevertheless God shall again-buy my soul from the power of hell; when he shall 
take me. (But God shall redeem my soul; and he shall take me away from the power of Sheol, or 
the power of death.) 
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16 Dread thou not (or Fear thou not), when a man is made rich; and when the glory of 
his house is multiplied. 

17 For when he shall die, he shall not take all things with him(or he shall not take anything 
with him); and his glory shall not go down with him. 

18 For his soul shall be blessed in his life; he shall acknowledge to thee, when thou hast 
done well to him. (Even though his soul shall be blessed in this life; and people shall praise him, 
when he hath done well for himself.) 

19 He shall enter till into the generations of his fathers; and till into without end he 
shall not see light. (He shall go to the generations of his forefathers; and none of them shall ever 
see the light again.) 

20 A man/Man, when he was in honour, understood not; he is comparisoned to unwise 
beasts, and is made like to those. (Anyone, even when he hath been given great honour, liveth 
not forever; he is comparable to the unthinking beasts, and soon is made like them.) 


PSALM 50 

1 The psalm of Asaph. God, the Lord of gods, spake/God, the God of gods, spake; and 
called the earth, from the rising of the sun till to the going down. (A song by Asaph. God, 
the Lord of gods, spoke, or God, the God of gods, spoke; and called to the people of the earth, from 
the rising of the sun unto the going down of it.) 

2 The shape of his fairness from Zion, God shall come openly; (God shineth from Zion, 
perfect in beauty;) 

3 our God, and he shall not be still. Fire shall burn on high in his sight; and a strong 
tempest in his compass. (our God shall come, and he shall not be silent. Fire shall burn on 
high before him; and it shall be a strong tempest surrounding him or and a strong tempest shall 
surround him.) 

4 He called heaven above; and the earth, to (witness him) deem his people. (He calleth 
heaven above, and the earth beneath, to the judgement of his people.) 

5 Gather ye to him his saints; that ordain his testament above sacrifices. (And he saith, 
Gather my saints to me; those who have made a covenant with me, by offering a sacrifice.) 

6 And heavens shall show his rightwiseness/And heavens shall tell his rightfulness; 
for God is the judge. (And the heavens shall tell out his righteousness; for God himself is the 
judge.) 

7 My people, hear thou, and I shall speak to Israel; and I shall witness to thee, I am 
God, thy God. (My people, hear thou, and I shall speak; Israel, I shall testify against thee; Iam 
God, thy God.) 

8] shall not reprove thee in thy sacrifices; and thy burnt sacrifices be ever[more] before 
me. (I shall not rebuke thee for thy sacrifices, and for thy burnt sacrifices, that be before me 
forevermore./Shall I not rebuke thee for thy sacrifices, and for thy burnt sacrifices, that be before 
me forevermore?) 

9 | shall not take calves of thine house; neither goat bucks of thy flocks. (But I do not 
need calves from thy house, or thy farm; or goat bucks from thy flocks.) 

10 For all the wild beasts of (the) woods be mine; work beasts, and oxes in hills, (or and 
the work beasts as well, and the oxen on the hills). 

11] have known all the volatiles of the firmament; and the fairness of the field is with 
me. (I know all the birds on those hills; and the wild beasts of the fields be mine.) 

12 Tf] shall be hungry, I shall not say to thee; for the world and the fullness thereof is 
mine. (If 1am hungry, I have no need to tell thee; for the world and its fullness be mine.) 

13 Whether I shall eat the flesh of bulls? either shall I drink the blood of goat bucks? 
(Shall I eat the flesh of bulls? or drink the blood of goat bucks? No!) 

14 Offer thou to God the sacrifice of praising; and yield thine avows to the highest God. 
(Offer thou, or give, to God the sacrifice of praise; and pay thy vows to the Most High God.) 


3869 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 50:15 438 PSALMS PSALM 51:9 


15 And inwardly call thou me in the day of tribulation; and I shall deliver thee, and 
thou shalt honour me. (And call thou on me in the day of trouble; and I shall save thee, and 
then thou shalt honour me.) 

16 But God said to the sinner, Why tellest thou out my rightfulnesses; and takest my 
testament by thy mouth? (But God said to the sinner, Why should thou tell out my statutes? 
and why hast thou my covenant in thy mouth?) 

17 Soothly thou hatedest lore, or discipline; and hast cast away my words behind (thee). 
(Truly thou hatedest chastisement; and hast thrown away my words behind thee.) 

18 If thou sawest a thief, thou rannest with him; and thou settedest thy part with 


adulterers. 
19 Thy mouth was plenteous of malice; and thy tongue meddled together guiles. (Thy 


mouth is full of malice; and thy tongue mixeth up batches of lies.) 

20 Thou sitting spakest against thy brother, and thou settedest slander against the son 
of thy mother; (And thou sitteth down, and speakest against thy brother, yea, thou settest forth 
slander against thy mother’s son;) 

21 thou didest these things, and I was still. Thou guessedest wickedly, that I shall be 
like thee; I shall reprove thee, and I shall set (them) against thy face. (thou didest these 
things, and I was silent. And thou wickedly guessedest that I was just like thee; but I shall rebuke 
thee, and I shall do it to thy face.) 

22 Ye that forget God, understand these things; lest sometime he ravish, and none be 
that shall deliver. (Ye who forget God, understand these things; lest sometime I tear thee in 
pieces, and there be no one who shall save thee.) 

23 The sacrifice of praising shall honour me; and there is the way, wherein I shall show 
to him the health of God. (The sacrifice of praise shall honour me; and to those who follow my 
way or and to those who obey me, I shall give them the salvation of God.) 


PSALM 51 

! To victory, the psalm of David, when Nathan the prophet came to him, when he 
entered to Bathsheba. God, have thou mercy on me; by thy great mercy. And by the 
muchliness of thy merciful doings; do thou away my wickedness. (For the choirmaster, a 
song by David, when Nathan the prophet came to him, after he had slept with Bathsheba. God, 
have thou mercy on me; because of thy great love. And in the multitude of thy merciful doings; do 
thou away my wickedness.) 

2 Moreover wash thou me from my wickedness; and cleanse thou me from my sin. 

3 For I acknowledge my wickedness; and my sin is ever[more] against me. (For I confess 
my sinfulness; yea, my sin is before me forevermore.) 

41 have sinned to thee alone, and I have done evil before thee; that thou be justified 
in thy words, and overcome when thou art deemed. (I have sinned against thee alone, and I 
have done evil before thee; so that thou art justified with thy words, and proved right when thou 

judgest me.) 

5 For lo! I was conceived in wickednesses; and my mother conceived me in sins. (For 
behold! I was conceived in sinfulness; yea, my mother conceived me in sin.) 

6 For lo! thou lovedest truth; thou hast showed to me the uncertain things, and 
privy things of thy wisdom. (For behold! thou lovedest the truth; and thou hast shown me 
the uncertain things, and the secret things, of thy wisdom.) 

7 Lord, sprinkle thou me with hyssop, and I shall be cleansed; wash thou me, and I 
a made white more than snow, (or wash thou me, and I shall be made more white than 
snow). 

8 Give thou joy, and gladness to mine hearing; and bones made meek shall full out 
make joy. (Let me hear the sounds of joy, and of gladness; and then the bones, which thou hast 
broken and bruised, shall make great joy, or rejoice.) 

9 Turn away thy face from my sins; and do away all my wickednesses. 
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10 God, make thou a clean heart in me; and make thou new a rightful spirit in my 
entrails. (God, make my heart clean in me; and put thou a new and right spirit deep within me.) 

11 Cast thou me not away from thy face; and take thou not away from me thine holy 
spirit. (Do not throw thou me away from before thee; and take thou not away thy holy spirit from 
me or and take thou not away thy Holy Spirit from me.) 

12 Give thou to me the gladness of thine health; and confirm thou me with the 
principal spirit. (Give thou to me the gladness of thy salvation, or of thy deliverance; and give 
thou to me a spirit willing to obey thee.) 

13 | shall teach wicked men thy ways; and unfaithful men shall be converted to thee. 
(I shall teach the wicked thy ways; and the unfaithful shall return to thee.) 

14 God, the God of mine health, deliver thou me from bloods, or sins; and my tongue 
shall joyfully sing (of) thy rightfulness. (God, the God of my salvation or the God of my 
deliverance, save thou me from bloodshed, or from death; and my tongue shall joyfully sing of 
thy righteousness, or of thy justice.) 

15 Lord, open thou my lips; and my mouth shall tell (out) thy praising. 

16 For if thou haddest would sacrifice, I had given it; truly thou shalt not delight in 
burnt sacrifice. (For if thou haddest desired a sacrifice, that is, an offering, I would have given it 
to thee; but truly thou delightest not in burnt sacrifice.) 

17 A sacrifice to God is a spirit troubled, that is, (one made) sorry for sin; God, thou shalt 
not despise a contrite heart, and made meek. (A sacrifice to God is a troubled spirit, that is, 
one made sorry because of sinning; God, thou shalt not despise a contrite and humble heart.) 

18 Lord, do thou benignly in thy good will to Zion; (so) that the walls of Jerusalem (may) 
be builded. 

19 Then thou shalt take pleasantly the sacrifice of rightfulness, (with) offerings, and 
burnt sacrifices; then they shall put calves on thine altar. (Then thou shalt be pleased with 
a righteous sacrifice, yea, with offerings, and burnt sacrifices; and then they shall put calves upon 
thy altar.) 


PSALM 52 

1 To victory, the psalm of David, when Doeg (the) Idumaean came, and told to Saul, and 
said to him, David came into the house of Ahimelech. What hast thou glory in malice; 
which art mighty in wickedness? (For the choirmaster, a song by David, when Doeg the Edomite 
came, and told Saul, and said to him, David went into the house of Ahimelech. Why hast thou glory 
in evil, or in wickedness, mighty man? but the goodness of God endureth forever.) 

2 All day thy tongue thought unrightfulness; as a sharp razor thou hast done guile. 
(Thy tongue speaketh unrighteousness, sharp like a razor; yea, thou hast been deceitful.) 

3 Thou lovedest malice more than benignity; and wickedness more than to speak 
equity. (Thou lovedest evil more than good; and lying more than telling the truth.) 

4 Thou lovedest all words of casting down; with a guileful tongue. (Thou with a deceitful, 
or a lying, tongue.) 

5 Therefore God shall destroy thee into the end, he shall draw thee out by the root, 
and he shall make thee to pass away from thy tabernacle; and thy root from the land of 
living men. (And so God shall destroy thee, or ruin thee, forever, yea, he shall draw thee out, and 
he shall make thee go far away from thy home; he shall root thee out from the land of the living.) 

6 Just men shall see, and shall dread; and they shall laugh on him, (The righteous shall 
see it, and shall have fear; and then they shall laugh at him,) 

7 and they shall say, Lo! the man that setted not God his helper. But he hoped in the 
multitude of his riches; and had mastery in his vanity. (and they shall say, Behold! the man 
who did not want God to be his helper. But he trusted in the multitude of his riches; and had the 
mastery through his wickedness.) 
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8 Forsooth I, as a fruitful olive tree in the house of God; hoped in the mercy of God [into] 
without end, and into the world of world. (But I am like a fruitful olive tree in the House of 
God; I trust in God’s love, forever and ever.) 

9 shall acknowledge to thee into the world, for thou hast done mercy to me; and I 
shall abide thy name, for it is good in the sight of thy saints. (0 God, I shall praise thee 
forever, for thou hast done mercy to me; and I shall wait on thy name, for it is good in the sight of 
thy saints.) 


PSALM 53 

1 To the overcomer, by the quire, the learning of David. The unwise man said in his 
heart, God is not. They be corrupt, and made abominable in their wickednesses; none is 
that doeth good". (For the choirmaster, set to Mahalath, a teaching by David. The fool said in his 
heart, There is no God. Such men be corrupt, and they be made abominable in their wickednesses; 
there is no one who doeth good, no not one.) 

2 God beheld from heaven on the sons of men; that he see, if there is any understand- 
ing, either seeking God. (God looked down from heaven on the sons and daughters of men; to 
see if there is anyone who hath understanding, or is seeking God.) 

3 All bowed away, they be made unprofitable (altogether; none is that doeth good, 
there is not till to one. (But they all have turned away, they all be made utterly unredeemable; 
there is no one who doeth good, no not one.) 

4 Whether all men, that work wickedness, shall not know; which devour my people, 
as the meat of bread? They called not God; (Surely all those, who do evil, already know this; 
yea, they who devour my people, like people eat bread. They do not call on the Lord;) 

5 there they trembled for dread, where no dread was. For God hath scattered the bones 
of them, that please men; they be shamed, for God hath forsaken them. (but they trembled 
there in fear, like never before. For God hath scattered the bones of those who please people; they 
be put to shame, for God hath deserted, or hath despised, them.) 

6 Who shall give from Zion health to Israel? when the Lord hath turned the captivity 
of his people, Jacob shall full out make joy, and Israel shall be glad. (Who shall give victory 
or Who shall give salvation, or deliverance, to Israel out of Zion? When the Lord hath returned the 
prosperity of his people, then Jacob shall make full out joy, or rejoice; yea, Israel shall be glad.) 


PSALM 54 

1 To victory, in organs, either in psalms, the learning of David, when Ziphims came, 
and said to Saul, Whether David is not hid at us? God, in thy name, make thou me safe; 
and in thy virtue, deem thou me. (For the choirmaster, with stringed instruments, or only in 
song, a teaching by David, when the Ziphims came, and said to Saul, David is hid with us! God, by 
the power of thy name, save thou me; and in thy strength, judge thou me.) 

2 God, hear thou my prayer; with ears perceive thou the words of my mouth. (God, 
hear thou my prayer; listen thou to the words of my mouth.) 

3 For aliens have risen against me, and strong men sought my life; and they setted 
not God before their sight. (For foreigners, or strangers, have risen against me, and strong men 
sought to take my life; and they never have a thought about God.) 

4 For lo! God helpeth me; and the Lord is the up-taker of my soul (or and the Lord is my 
defender). 

5 Turn thou away evils to mine enemies; and lose thou them in thy truth. (0 Lord, turn 
thou back their own evil upon my enemies; and destroy thou them by thy truth.) 

6 Willfully I shall sacrifice to thee; and, Lord, I shall acknowledge to thy name, for it is 
good. (I shall willingly sacrifice to thee, Lord; and I shall praise thy name, for it is good.) 





* 
PSALM 53:1 Compare Psalm 53:1-6 to Psalm 14:1-7. 
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7 For thou deliveredest me from all tribulation; and mine eye despised on mine 
enemies. (For thou hast rescued me from every trouble; and I have seen come to pass what I 
desire for my enemies or and my eyes have seen the defeat of my enemies.) 


PSALM 55 

1 To victory, in organs, the learning of David. God, hear thou my prayer, and despise 
thou not my beseeching; (For the choirmaster, with stringed instruments, a teaching by David. 
God, hear thou my prayer, and despise thou not my plea;) 

2 give thou attention to me, and hear thou me. I am sorrowful in mine exercising (or I 
am grieved by my distress); 

3 and I am disturbed of the face of the enemy, and of the tribulation of the sinner. 
For they bowed wickednesses into me; and in ire they were dis-easeful to me. (and I am 
made afraid by my enemies, and by the trouble which the sinners have brought upon me. For they 
bowed down wickednesses upon me; and with great anger they were very hateful to me.) 

4 Mine heart was troubled in me; and the dread of death felled on me. (My heart was 
troubled within me; and the fear of death fell upon me.) 

5 Dread and trembling came on me (or Fear and trembling came upon me); and darknesses 
covered me. 

6 And I said, Who shall give to me feathers, as of a culver; and I shall fly, and shall take 
rest? (And I said, Who shall give me wings like a dove? and then I can fly away, and get some 
rest.) 

7 Lo! I went far away, and fled; and I dwelled in wilderness. (Behold! I would flee far 
away; and I would live in the wilderness.) 

8 | abode him, that made me safe from the littleness, either dread, of spirit; and from 
tempest. (I would hasten, and make myself safe from the wind, and from the tempest.) 

9 Lord, cast thou down, [and] part thou the tongues of them; for I saw wickedness and 
against-saying in the city. 

10 By day and night wickedness shall (en)compass it on the walls thereof; and travail 
and unrightfulness be in the midst of them. (Day and night they surround the city, all along 
its walls; and trouble and unrighteousness be in its midst.) 

11 And usury and guile failed not; from the streets thereof. (And greed, and deceit, always 
be found in its streets.) 

12 For if mine enemy had cursed me; soothly I had suffered. And if he, that hated me, 
had spoken great things on me; in hap I had hid me from him. (For if my enemy had cursed 
me; truly I would have suffered it. And if he, who hated me, had spoken great things against me; I 
would have hid myself from him.) 

13 But thou art a man of one will (with me); my leader, and my known. (But thou art a 
man of one mind with me; my leader, and my dear friend.) 

14 Which tookest together sweet meats with me; we went with consent in(to) the house 
of God. (Who shared his good counsel with me; and we went together to the House of God.) 

15 Death come on them; and go they down quick into hell, (or May death come upon 
them; and may they go down alive into Sheol, or the land of the dead). For waywardnesses be 
in the dwelling places of them; (and) in the midst of them. 

16 But I cried to thee, Lord; and the Lord saved me. (But I shall cry to thee, Lord; and the 
Lord will save me.) 

17 In the eventide, and [the] morrowtide, and in midday (or and at midday), I shall tell, 
and show (him); and he shall hear my voice. 

18 He shall again-buy my soul in peace from them, that nigh to me; for among many 
they were with me. (And he shall deliver my soul unto peace again, from those who come against 
me; for there were many against me.) 
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19 God shall hear; and he that is before the worlds shall make them low. For changing 
is not to them, and they dreaded not God; (God shall hear; and he who was before the worlds, 
shall humble them. For changing is not to them, and they do not fear God;) 

20 he holdeth forth his hand in yielding. They defouled his testament, (indeed, they put 
forth their hands, against those who be at peace with them. They have broken their promise, or 
their covenant,) 

21 the cheers thereof were parted from ire; and his heart nighed. The words thereof 
were softer than oil; and they be darts. (their words were smoother than butter; but battle 
was in their hearts. Their words were softer than oil; but they were as sharp as darts.) 

22 Cast thy care, or thought, [(or) thy busyness], on the Lord, and he shall fully nourish 
thee; and he shall not give [into] without end fluttering to a just man. (Cast thy burdens 
upon the Lord, and he shall nourish and protect thee; yea, he shall not allow the righteous to be 
moved, or shaken.) 

23 But thou, God, shalt lead them forth; into the pit of death. Men-quellers and 
beguilers shall not have half their days; but, Lord, I shall hope in thee. (But murderers 
and deceivers shall not have half their days; for thou, God, shalt lead them forth, into the pit of 
death. But, O Lord, I shall put my trust in thee.) 


PSALM 56 

1 To the overcoming, on the dumb culver of far drawing away, the comely song of 
David, when the Philistines held him in Gath. God, have mercy on me, for a man hath 
defouled me; all day he impugned, and troubled me. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The 
silent dove, for it went far away’, a comely song by David, when the Philistines held him in Gath. 
God, have mercy on me, for men have persecuted me; all day long they impugned, and troubled, 
me.) 

2 Mine enemies defouled me all day; for many fighters were against me. (My enemies 
persecuted me all day long; yea, many fight against me.) 

3 Of the highness of day I shall dread; but God, I shall hope in thee. (From the height of 
the day, I have fear; but God, I put my trust in thee.) 

4In God I shall praise my words; I hoped in God, I shall not dread what thing flesh, or 
man, shall do to me. (Yea, I shall praise God with my words; for I trust in God, and I shall not 
fear what any person shall do to me.) 

5 All day they cursed my words; against me all their thoughts were into evil. (All day 
long they cursed my words; all their thoughts were against me for evil.) 

6 They shall dwell, and they shall hide; they shall ambush mine heel. As they abide 
my life (or But though they lie in wait for my life), 

7 for nought shalt thou make them safe; in ire thou shalt break (al)together peoples. 
(it is they who shall not escape; for in thy anger, God, thou shalt break them all in pieces.) 

8 God, I showed my life to thee; thou hast set my tears in thy sight. As and in thy 
promise, Lord; (God, thou knowest my troubles; thou hast set my tears before thee. Be they not 
in thy Book, O Lord?) 

9 then mine enemies shall be turned aback. In whatever day I shall inwardly call thee; 
lo! I have known, that thou art my God. (On whatever day I shall call to thee, then my enemies 
shall be turned back; for behold! I know this, that thou art with me, my God.) 

10 In God I shall praise a word; in the Lord I shall praise a word. (I shall praise God with 
my words; yea, I shall praise the Lord with my words.) 

11] shall hope in God; I shall not dread what thing man shall do to me. (I put my trust 
in God; and I shall not fear what anyone shall do to me.) 

12 God, thine avows be in me; which I shall yield praisings to thee. (God, thy vows be 
upon me, or God, I shall pay my vows to thee; I shall give praises to thee.) 
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13 For thou hast delivered my life from death, and my feet from sliding; that I please 
before God in the light of them that live. (For thou hast rescued my life from death, and my 
feet from slipping, or stumbling; so that I can walk before God in the light that shineth on the 
living.) 


PSALM 57 


1 To the victory, lose thou not the seemly song, either the sweet song, of David, when 
he fled from the face of Saul into the den. God, have mercy on me, have thou mercy 
on me; for my soul trusteth in thee. And I shall hope in the shadow of thy wings; till 
wickedness pass. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘Do not destroy’, a comely psalm, yea, a 
sweet song by David, when he fled from the face of Saul into the cave. God, have mercy on me, 
have thou mercy on me; for my soul trusteth in thee. And I shall trust in the shadow of thy wings, 
until all wickedness pass by.) 

21 shall cry to God alder-highest; to God that did well to me. (I shall cry to the Most High 
God; to God who did so much good for me.) 

3 He sent from heaven, and delivered me; he gave into shame them that defoul me. 
God sent his mercy and his truth, (He sent from heaven, and saved me; he shamed those who 
persecute me. God showed his love and his faithfulness,) 

4 and delivered my soul from the midst of whelps of lions; I slept troubled, or 
disturbed. The sons of men, the teeth of them be armours and arrows; and their tongue 
is a sharp sword. (and saved me from the midst of those ravenous lions. Yea, those sons of men, 
whose teeth be like arms, or spears, and arrows; and whose tongues be like sharp swords.) 

5 God, be thou enhanced above heavens; and thy glory above all earth. (God, be thou 
exalted above the heavens; and thy glory above all the earth.) 

6 They made ready a snare to my feet; and they greatly bowed my life. They delved a 
ditch before my face; and they felled down into it. (They prepared a snare for my feet; and 
they greatly bowed down my life. They dug a ditch before me; but they themselves fell down into 
it.) 

7 God, mine heart is ready, mine heart is ready; I shall sing, and I shall say psalm”. 
(God, my heart is ready, my heart is ready; I shall sing, yea, I shall sing a song.) 

8 My glory, rise thou up; psaltery and harp, rise thou up; I shall rise up early. (My spirit, 
rise thou up; lute and harp, rise thou up; yea, I shall rise up in the morning.) 

° Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee among peoples; and I shall say psalm [to thee] among 
heathen men. (Lord, I shall praise thee, or Lord, I shall confess thee, or Lord, I shall give thanks 
to thee among the peoples; and I shall sing a song to thee among the heathen.) 

10 For thy mercy is magnified till to heavens; and thy truth till to the clouds. (For thy 
love reacheth above the heavens; and thy faithfulness up to the clouds.) 

11 God, be thou enhanced above heavens; and thy glory above all earth. (God, be thou 
exalted above the heavens; and let thy glory be over all the earth.) 


PSALM 58 


1 To victory, lose thou not the sweet song, either the seemly psalm, of David. Forsooth 
if ye speak rightfulness verily; ye sons of men, deem rightfully. (For the choirmaster, to 
the tune of ‘Do not destroy’, a sweet psalm, yea, a comely song by David. Speak ye truly with 
righteousness, ye sons and daughters of men? judge ye justly? No!) 

2 For in heart ye work wickedness in earth; your hands make ready unrightfulnesses. 
(For in your hearts ye do evil; and your hands bring forth unrightfulnesses, or wickedness, in all 
the earth.) 

3 Sinners were made aliens from the womb (or Sinners, or evil-doers, go wrong from the 
womb); they erred from the womb, they spake false things. 





* 
PSALM 57:7 Compare Psalm 57:7-11 to Psalm 108:1-5. 
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4 Strong vengeance is to them, by the likeness of a serpent; as of a deaf snake, and 
stopping his ears. (Strong venom cometh forth from them, like that of serpents; and they be like 
a deaf snake that stoppeth its ears.) 

5 Which shall not hear the voice of charmers; and of a venom-maker charming (ever 
so) wisely. 

6 God shall all-break the teeth of them in their mouth; the Lord shall break (al)together 
the great teeth of lions. (0 God, break all the teeth in their mouths; O Lord, break all in pieces 
the great teeth of these lions.) 

7 They shall come to nought, as water running away; he bent his bow, till they be made 
sick. (They shall come to nothing, like water running forth; and when they go to bend their bows, 
they shall be made feeble, or weak.) 

8 As wax that floateth away, they shall be taken away; fire fell above, and they saw not 
the sun. (Like a snail that melteth away into slime, they shall be taken away; like a dead-born 
child, they shall not see the sun.) 

9 Before that your thorns understood the rhamn, either thieve-thorn; he swalloweth 
them so in ire, as (with) living men. (Before that the rhamn, or the thieve-thorn, that is, a weed, 
can grow, he shall swallow them up in his anger; yea, while they still be living.) 

10 The just man shall be glad, when he shall see vengeance; he shall wash his hands 
in the blood of a sinner. (The righteous shall be glad when they see the vengeance taken; they 
shall wash their hands in the blood of the sinners.) 

11 And a man shall say truly, For fruit is to a just man; truly God is deeming them in 
earth. (And someone shall say, Truly there is a reward for the righteous; truly God is judging 
people here on earth.) 


PSALM 59 

1 To the overcomer, lose thou not the seemly song of David, when Saul sent (men) and 
kept the house, to slay him. (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘Do not destroy’, a comely song 
by David, when Saul sent men to watch his house, in order to kill him.) My God, deliver thou 
me from mine enemies; and deliver thou me from them that rise against me. 

2 Deliver thou me from them that work wickedness; and save thou me from men- 
quellers. (Rescue thou me from those who do evil; and save thou me from these murderers.) 

3 For lo! they have taken my soul; strong men fell in on me. Neither (for) my 
wickedness, neither (for) my sin; (For behold! they lie in wait for me; strong men have fallen in 
on me. But not because of my wickedness, nor for my sin.) 

4 Lord, I ran without wickedness, and (ad)dressed my works. Rise up into my meeting, 
and see; (Lord, though I am innocent, they run into position against me. Rise up to help me, and 
see;) 

5 and thou, Lord God of virtues, art God of Israel. Give thou attention to visit all folks; 
do thou not mercy to all that work wickedness. (for thou, Lord God of hosts, art the God of 
Israel. Give thou attention to punishing all the nations; do not thou give mercy to any who do evil.) 

6 They shall be turned (again) at eventide, and they as dogs shall suffer hunger; and 
they shall compass, that is, go abegging, (in) the city. (They shall return in the evening, and 
they shall suffer hunger like dogs; and they shall go about begging in the city.) 

7 Lo! they shall speak in their mouth, and a sword in their lips; for who heard? (Behold! 
they shall speak out insults with their mouths, and their lips, (or their tongues), shall be like 
swords; for they say, Who shall hear us?) 

8 And thou, Lord, shalt scorn them; thou shalt bring all folks to nought. (But thou, Lord, 
shalt scorn them; thou shalt bring down all these nations to nothing.) 

9 | shall keep my strength to thee; for God is mine up-taker, (0 my strength, I shall turn 
to thee; for God is my defender,) 
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10 my God, his mercy shall come before me. God showed to me (my desire) on mine 
enemies, (my God, his love shall come to me. God shall show me my heart’s desire for all my 
enemies.) 

11 slay thou not them; lest any time my peoples forget. Scatter thou them in thy virtue; 
and, Lord, my defender, put thou them down. (But kill thou them not; lest any time my people 
forget. Rather, scatter thou them by thy strength; and, O Lord, my defender, put thou them down.) 

12 Put down the trespass of their mouth, and the word of their lips; and be they taken 
in their pride. And of cursing and of leasing; they shall be showed (up) in the ending. 
(And for the trespasses of their mouths, and the words of their lips; let them be taken in their 
pride. And for their cursing and their lies; let them be shown up in the end.) 

13 (Destroy thou them) In the ire of ending, and they shall not be; and they shall know, 
that the Lord shall be Lord of Jacob, and of the ends of earth. (Destroy thou them in thy 
anger, yea, destroy them altogether, and they shall be no more; and then they shall know, that the 
Lord is the lord, or the ruler, in Jacob, and unto the ends of the earth.) 

14 They shall be turned (again) at eventide, and they as dogs shall suffer hunger; and 
they shall compass, that is, go abegging, (in) the city. (They shall return in the evening, and 
they shall suffer hunger like dogs; and they shall go about begging in the city.) 

15 They shall be scattered abroad, for to eat; soothly if they be not [ful] filled, and they 
shall grutch. (They shall be scattered abroad, searching for food; and truly they shall grumble, 
if they be not satisfied, or fulfilled.) 

16 But I shall sing (of) thy strength; and early I shall enhance thy mercy. For thou art 
made mine up-taker; and my refuge, in the day of my tribulation. (But I shall sing of thy 
strength; and in the morning I shall sing of thy love. For thou art my defender; and my refuge, in 
the days of my trouble.) 

17 Mine helper, I shall sing to thee; for thou art God, mine up-taker, my God, my mercy. 
(My helper, I shall sing to thee; for thou art God, my defender, the God who loveth me.) 


PSALM 60 


1 To victory, on the witnessing of (the) rose, the sweet song of David, to teach men, 
when he fought against Aram of floods, and Syria of Zobah; and Joab turned again, and 
smote Edom in the valley of salt pits, twelve thousand. God, thou hast put away us, 
and thou hast destroyed us; thou were wroth, and thou hast done mercy to us. (For the 
choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The lily of the testimony’, a sweet song by David, to teach men, when 
he fought against Aramnaharaim, and Aramzobah, and Joab returned, and struck down twelve 
thousand Edomites, in the Valley of the Salt Pits. God, thou hast cast us away, and thou hast 
destroyed us; thou were angry, but now, show thou thy mercy to us or show thou us thy mercy.) 

2 Thou movedest the earth, and thou troubledest it; make thou whole (again) the 
sorrows thereof, for it is moved. (Thou hast shaken the earth, and thou hast troubled it; but 
now heal thou its wounds, for it is broken in pieces.) 

3 Thou showedest hard things to thy people; thou gavest drink to us with the wine 
of compunction. (Thou hast shown thy people hard times; and thou hast made us stagger, as 
though we were drunk with wine.) 

4 Thou hast given a signifying to them that dread thee; that they flee from the face 
of the bow. (Thou hast given a sign, or a warning, to those who fear thee or to those who revere 
thee; so that they can flee, or escape, from the face of the bow.) 

5 That thy darlings be delivered; make thou safe with thy right hand, and hear thou 
me’. (Save thy dear ones; yea, save thou us with thy right hand, and answer thou me.) 

6 God spake by his holy (place); I shall be glad, and! shall part Shechem, and I shall mete 
the great valley of tabernacles. (God spoke in his holiness or God spoke from his sanctuary, and 
he said, I shall be glad, and I shall divide Shechem; and I shall measure out the Succoth Valley.) 





* 
PSALM 60:5 Compare Psalm 60:5-12 to Psalm 108:6-13. 
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7 Gilead is mine, and Manasseh is mine; and Ephraim is the strength of mine head. 
Judah is my king; (Gilead is mine, and Manasseh is mine; Ephraim is my helmet, and Judah is 
my sceptre.) 

8 Moab is the pot of mine hope. Into Idumea I shall stretch forth my shoe; aliens be 
made subject to me. (But Moab is my washbowl. And I shall throw my shoes at Edom; and 
Philistia shall be made subject to me.) 

9 Who shall lead me into a city made strong; who shall lead me into Idumea? (Who 
shall lead me into the strengthened, or the fortified, city? who shall lead me unto Edom?) 

10 Whether not thou, God, that hast put away us; and shalt thou not, God, go out in 
our virtues? (Shalt not thou, O God, even though thou hast cast us off, or rejected us? or shalt 
not thou, O God, go out with our hosts, or our armies, any more?) 

11 Lord, give thou to us help (out) of tribulation; for the help of man is vain. (Lord, give 
thou us help in the time of trouble; for the help of man is worthless, yea, but an empty hope.) 

12 In God we shall make virtue; and he shall bring to nought them that trouble us/that 
disturb us. (With God’s help, we shall do valiantly or we shall have the victory; and he shall bring 
down those who trouble us into nothing.) 


PSALM 61 

1 To victory, on organs, to David himself. God, hear thou my beseeching; give thou 
attention to my prayer. (For the choirmaster, with stringed instruments, a song by David. God, 
hear thou my plea; give thou attention to my prayer.) 

2 From the ends of the land I cried to thee; the while mine heart was anguished, thou 
enhancedest me in a stone, (or and while my heart was anguished, thou liftedest me up on a 
rock). Thou leddest me forth, 

3 for thou art made mine hope; a tower of strength from the face of the enemy. (for 
thou art made my hope; a tower of strength before my enemies.) 

41 shall dwell in thy tabernacle into worlds; I shall be covered in the covering of thy 
wings. (I shall live in thy Tent forever or I shall live in thy dwelling place forever; I shall be covered 
with the covering of thy wings.) 

5 For thou, my God, hast heard my prayer; thou hast given heritage to them that dread 
thy name (or thou hast given me the inheritance of those who fear thy name or of those who revere 
thy name). 

6 Thou shalt add, either increase, days on[to] the days of the king; his years till into 
the day of generation and of generation. (Thou shalt add days onto the days of the king; yea, 
year upon year for many generations.) 

7 He dwelleth [into] without end in the sight of God; who shall seek the mercy and 
truth of him? (He shall live before God forever; may thy love, and thy faithfulness, preserve, and 
protect him.) 

8 SoI shall say psalm to thy name into the world of world; that I yield my vows from 
day into day. (And I shall sing songs, or praises, to thy name forever and ever; as I offer my vows 
each day.) 


PSALM 62 

1 To victory, over Jeduthun, the psalm of David. Whether my soul shall not be subject 
to God; for mine health is of him. (For the choirmaster, for Jeduthun, a song by David. Surely 
my soul shall be made subject under God; for my salvation, or my deliverance, is from him.) 

2 For why he is both my God, and mine health; mine up-taker, I shall no more be moved. 
(For he is both my God, and my deliverer; yea, my defender, and I shall not be shaken, or defeated.) 

3 How long fall ye on a man? all ye slain; as to a wall bowed, and as a wall of stone 
without mortar cast down. (How long shall ye fall upon a man? ye shall all be killed; ye shall 
be like a wall bowed down, yea, like a stone wall without mortar thrown down.) 
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4 Nevertheless they thought to put away my price, I ran in thirst; with their mouth 
they blessed, and in their heart they cursed. (Nevertheless they thought to put him down 
from his place of honour, and they delighted in lies; they blessed with their mouths, but they cursed 
in their hearts.) 

5 Nevertheless, my soul, be thou subject to God; for my patience is of him. (Nevertheless, 
my soul, be thou made subject under God; for my hope of deliverance is in him.) 

6 For he is my God, and my saviour; mine helper, I shall not pass out. (For he is my God, 
and my saviour; my helper, and I shall not be moved, or shaken.) 

7 Mine health, and my glory is in God; God is the giver of mine help, and mine hope 
is in God. (My salvation, or my deliverance, and my glory be in God; God is the giver of my help, 
and my trust is in God.) 

8 All the gathering together of the people, hope ye in God, pour ye out your hearts 
before him; God is our helper [into] without end (All the gathering together of the people, 
trust ye in God, pour ye out your hearts before him; God shall be our helper forever.) 

9 Nevertheless the sons of men be(all in) vain; the sons of men be liars in balances, that 
they deceive of vanity into the same thing. (Nevertheless the lives of the sons and daughters 
of men be but a puff of air; yea, the sons and daughters of men all be liars, and if you put them on 
a balance, their lives shall be lighter than a breath, or a puff of air.) 

10 Do not ye have hope in wickedness, and do not ye covet ravens; if riches be 
plenteous, do not ye set the heart thereto. (Do not ye have trust in wickedness, and do not ye 
desire, or lust after, stolen goods; if riches be plentiful, do not ye set your heart on it.) 

11 God spake once, I heard these two things; that power is of God (or that power belongeth 
to God), 

12 and, thou Lord, mercy is to thee; for thou shalt yield to each man by his works. (and, 
O Lord, that true love is from thee; for thou shalt yield to each person according to his works.) 


PSALM 63 

1 The psalm of David, when he was in the desert of Judah. God, my God, I wake to thee 
full early. My soul thirsted to thee; my flesh thirsted to thee full manyfold. In a land 
forsaken without way, and without water, (A song by David, when he was in the wilderness of 
Judah. God, my God, I wake up early, and I seek thee. My soul thirsteth for thee; my flesh greatly 
thirsteth for thee. Here in a desert/ed land, without a way, and without water.) 

2 so I appeared to thee in holy; that I should see thy virtue, and thy glory. (So I came to 
thee in the holy place; so that I could see thy strength, and thy glory.) 

3 For thy mercy is better than lives (or For thy love is better than living or is better than life 
itself); my lips shall praise thee. 

4 So I shall bless thee in my life; and in thy name I shall raise mine hands. (So I shall 
bless thee all my life; and in thy name I shall raise up my hands.) 

5 My soul be [ful] filled as with inner fatness and uttermore fatness; and my mouth 
shall praise with lips of full out joying (or and my mouth shall praise thee with lips of rejoicing). 

6 So I had mind on thee on my bed, in the morrowtides I shall think of thee; (And I 
remember thee as I lie on my bed, and in the morning, I think of thee;) 

7 for thou hast been mine helper. And in the covering of thy wings I shall make full 
out joy, (for thou hast been my helper. And under the covering of thy wings I shall make great 
joy,) 

8 my soul cleaved after thee; thy right hand took me up. (for my soul cleaveth to thee or 
for my soul followeth after thee; thy right hand lifteth me up.) 

9 Forsooth they sought in vain my life, they shall enter into the lower things of earth; 
(And they, who seek to take my life, shall enter into the lower things of the earth, that is, into 
Sheol;) 
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10 they shall be betaken into the hands of sword, they shall be made the parts of foxes. 
(they shall be delivered into the hands of the sword, they shall be made a portion for foxes.) 

11 But the king shall be glad in God; and all men shall be praised that swear in him; for 
the mouth of them, that speak wicked things, is stopped. (But the king shall rejoice in God; 
and all those who swear by him shall praise him; for the mouths of them who speak wicked things 
shall be stopped.) 


PSALM 64 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. God, hear thou my prayer, when I beseech; deliver 
thou my soul from dread of the enemy. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. God, hear thou 
my prayer, when I beseech thee; save thou me from the threats of my enemies.) 

2 Thou hast defended me from the covent of evil-doers; from the multitude of them 
that work wickedness. (Thou hast protected me from the plots of the evil-doers; yea, from the 
many who do evil.) 

3 For they sharpened their tongues as a sword, they bend their bow, a bitter thing; (For 
they sharpened their tongues like swords, yea, they bent their bows, and shot out bitter words;) 

4 for to shoot in huddles, or privates, him that is unwemmed. Suddenly they shall 
shoot him, and they shall not dread; (to secretly attack he who is without blemish, or without 
fault. Suddenly they shall shoot at him, and they shall not fear;) 

5 they made steadfast to themselves a wicked word. They told, that they should hide 
snares; they said, Who shall see them? (for they encouraged each other in their evil plots. And 
they told one another to hide their snares; even though they also said, But who shall see them?) 

6 They sought wickednesses; they sought, and failed (not) in seeking. A man nighed 
to [a] deep heart; (They sought out wickednesses; yea, they sought them out, and failed not in 
finding them, for their hearts be dark and deep.) 

7 and God shall be enhanced. The arrows of little men, that is, (of) envious men, be 
made the wounds of them; (But God shall shoot his arrows at them; and then suddenly they 
shall be the ones who be wounded.) 

8 and the tongues of them be made sick against them. All men be troubled, that saw 
them; (And their tongues, that is, their own evil words, shall be their own undoing. And all who 
see them shall shake their heads;) 

° and each man dreaded. And they told the works of God; and they understood the 
deeds of him. (and every person shall be afraid. And they shall tell about the works of God; for 
they shall understand his deeds, that is, why he hath done all this.) 

10 The just man shall be glad in the Lord, and shall hope in him; and all men of rightful 
heart shall be praised. (The righteous shall be glad in the Lord, and shall trust him; and all who 
have upright hearts shall praise him.) 


PSALM 65 

1 To victory, the psalm of the song of David. God, praising becometh thee in Zion; and 
a vow shall be yielded to thee in Jerusalem. (For the choirmaster, a psalm, yea, a song by 
David. God, praises be due to thee in Zion; and our vows shall be paid to thee in Jerusalem.) 

2 Hear thou my prayer; each man shall come to thee. (Hear thou my prayer; let everyone 
come to thee.) 

3 The words of wicked men had the mastery over us; and thou shalt do mercy to our 
wickednesses. (The words of the wicked had the mastery over us; but thou hath shown mercy 
toward our wickednesses.) 

4 Blessed is he, whom thou hast chosen, and hast taken; he shall dwell in thy foreyards. 
We shall be [ful] filled with the goods of thine house; thy temple is holy, (Happy is he, whom 
thou hast chosen, and thou hast brought to live in thy courtyards; and we shall be satisfied with 
the good things of thy House, yea, of thy holy Temple.) 
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5 wonderful in equity. God, our health, hear thou us; thou art hope of all coasts of 
earth, and in the sea afar. (With wonderful things, and with victory, thou answereth us, O God, 
our salvation, or O God, our deliverance; thou art the hope of all who be at the ends of the earth, 
and who be far across the sea.) 

6 And thou makest ready hills in thy virtue, and art girded with power; (And thou 
preparest the mountains with thy strength, and thou art girded with power;) 

7 which troublest the depth of the sea, the sound of the waves thereof. Folks shall be 
troubled, (ye who maketh the sea to be still, when it is troubled, yea, who quieteth the roar of its 
waves. And the people as well; when they be troubled.) 

8 and they that dwell in the ends shall dread of thy signs; thou shalt delight the 
outgoings of the morrowtide and eventide. (And they who live at the ends of the earth shall 
be filled with awe at thy signs; thou even makest the morning and the evening to have delight at 
what thou hast done.) 

9 Thou hast visited the land, and hast greatly filled it; thou hast multiplied to make it 
rich. The flood of God was [full-]filled with waters; thou madest ready the meat of them, 
for the making ready thereof is so, (or The rivers of God were filled full with water; and thou 
preparedest rain for the land or and thou preparedest corn for the land, for such is its preparation). 

10 Thou filling greatly the streams thereof, multiply the fruits thereof; the land 
bringing forth fruits shall be glad in the gutters of it. (And by greatly filling up its streams, 
thou hast multiplied its fruits; and the land bringing forth these fruits shall be glad for all this 
water.) 

11 Thou shalt bless the crown of the year of thy good will; and thy fields shall be [full- 
]filled with plenty of fruits. (Thou shalt crown the year with thy goodness or with thy good 
things; and thy fields shall be filled full with plenty of fruits.) 

12 The fair things of desert shall wax fat; and little hills shall be compassed with full 
out joying. (The fields of the wilderness shall grow fat; and the hills shall resound with rejoicing.) 

13 The wethers of sheep be clothed, and valleys shall be plenteous of wheat; they shall 
cry (out), and soothly they shall say praising/and soothly they shall say psalm. (The 
pastures shall be clothed with sheep, and the valleys shall be plentiful with corn; they shall cry 
aloud, and truly they shall say praises or and truly they shall sing songs.) 


ALM 66 
1 To victory, the song of[the]psalm. All the earth, make ye joy heartily to God, (For the 


choirmaster, a psalm, yea, a song. All the earth, heartily make ye joy to God,) 

2 say ye psalm to his name; give ye glory to his praising. (sing ye a song to his name; give 
ye him glorious praise.) 

3 Say ye to God, Lord, thy works be full dreadful; in the multitude of thy virtue thine 
enemies shall lie (down) to thee. (Say ye to God, Lord, thy works be very fearful or how awesome 
be thy works; because of thy great strength thy enemies shall fall down before thee.) 

4 God, all the earth worship thee, and sing to thee; say it psalm to thy name. (God, let 
all the earth worship thee, and sing to thee; yea, sing they a song to thy name.) 

5 Come ye and see ye the works of God; fearedful in counsels on the sons of men (or 
fearful, or awesome, in his counsels toward the sons and daughters of men). 

6 Which turned the sea into dry land; in the flood they shall pass [through] with foot, 
there we shall be glad in him. (Who turned the sea into dry land; yea, they passed through the 
river on foot, and there we rejoiced in him.) 

7 The which is Lord in his virtue [into] without end, his eyes behold on folks; they that 
make sharp be not enhanced in themselves. (Who is the ruler by his might, or his power, 
forever, and his eyes look on the nations; let not they who rebel against him exalt themselves.) 

8 Ye heathen men, bless our God; and make ye heard the voice of his praising. (All ye 
heathen, bless our God; and make ye the sound of your praises heard.) 
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° That hath set my soul to life, and gave not my feet into stirring. (He hath given life to 
my soul or He hath given life to me, and kept my feet from slipping, or stumbling.) 

10 For thou, God, hast proved us; thou hast examined us by fire, as silver is examined, 
(or thou hast assayed us by fire, like silver is proved, or assayed). 

11 Thou leddest us into a snare, thou puttedest tribulations in our back; (Thou hast led 
us into a trap, thou hast put troubles upon our backs;) 

12 thou settedest men on our heads. We passed by fire and water; and thou leddest us 
out into refreshing. (thou settedest men to ride upon our heads. We passed through fire and 
water; and then thou leddest us out into refreshing.) 

13 | shall enter into thine house in burnt sacrifices; I shall yield to thee my vows, (I 
shall enter into thy House with burnt sacrifices; I shall pay my vows to thee,) 

14 which my lips spake distinctly. And my mouth spake in my tribulation; (which my 
lips shall speak clearly, or distinctly. Yea, what I said I would do, when I was in trouble, and you 
helped me.) 

15 | shall offer to thee burnt sacrifices full of marrow, with the burning of rams; shall 
offer to thee oxes with bucks of goats. 

16 All ye that dread God, come and hear, and I shall tell; how great things he hath done 
to my soul. (All ye who fear God, come and listen; and I shall tell you what great things he hath 
done for my soul./All ye who revere God, come and listen; and I shall tell you what great things he 
hath done for me.) 

17 | cried to him with my mouth; and I joyed fully under my tongue. (I cried to him with 
my mouth; and I praised him with my tongue.) 

18 If I beheld wickedness in mine heart; the Lord shall not hear. (And if I had still held 
wickedness in my heart; then the Lord would not have heard me.) 

19 Therefore God heard; and he perceived the voice of my beseeching. (But truly God 
did hear me; and he hath listened to the words of my plea.) 

20 Blessed be God; that removed not my prayer, nor his mercy from me. (Blessed be God; 
who did not turn my prayer away, nor kept back his love from me.) 


PSALM 67 

1 To victory in organs, the psalm of the song. God have mercy on us, and bless us; 
lighten he his cheer on us, and have he mercy on us. (For the choirmaster, with stringed 
instruments, a psalm, yea, a song. God have mercy on us, and bless us; make he his face to shine 
upon us, and have he mercy on us.) 

2 That we know thy way on earth; thine health in all folks. (So that we can know thy ways 
upon the earth; and thy salvation, or thy deliverance, among all the nations.) 

3 God, peoples acknowledge to thee; all peoples acknowledge to thee. (God, may the 
peoples praise thee; may all the peoples praise thee.) 

4 Heathen men be glad, and make fully joy, for thou deemest peoples in equity; and 
(ad)dressest heathen men in earth. (Let the heathen be glad, and make full out joy, or rejoice; 
for thou judgest the peoples with fairness, and directest, or guidest, the heathen upon the earth.) 

5 God, peoples acknowledge to thee, all peoples acknowledge to thee; (God, may the 
peoples praise thee, may all the peoples praise thee;) 

6 the earth hath given his fruit (or the earth hath given its fruits). God, our God, bless us, 

7 God bless us; and all the coasts of earth dread him. (God bless us; and may all the ends 
of the earth fear him or and may all the ends of the earth revere him.) 


PSALM 68 


1 To victory, the psalm of the song of David. God rise up, and his enemies be scattered; 
and they that hate him, flee from his face. (For the choirmaster, a psalm, yea, a song by David. 
May God rise up, and his enemies be scattered; and they who hate him, flee from his face.) 
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2 As smoke faileth, fail they; as wax floateth (away) from the face of fire, so perish [the] 
sinners from the face of God. (Like smoke vanisheth, so let them vanish; like wax melteth in 
the fire, so let the sinners perish in the presence of God.) 

3 And just men eat, and make they fully joy in the sight of God; and delight they in 
gladness. (But the righteous be glad, and make full out joy, or rejoice, before God; yea, delight 
they, and be glad.) 

4 Sing ye to God, say ye psalm to his name; make ye [a] way to him, that ascendeth on 
the going down, the Lord is name of him. Make ye fully joy in his sight, 

(his) enemies shall be troubled from the face of him, (Sing ye to God, sing ye a song to 
his name; make ye a way for him, who rideth over the plains of the desert or who rideth upon the 
clouds, yea, the Lord is his name. Make ye full out joy, or rejoice, before him, but his enemies shall 
be troubled before him,) 

5 which is the father of fatherless and motherless children; and the judge of widows, 
(or who is the father of the fatherless and the motherless; and the judge of widows). God is in his 
holy place; 

© God that maketh men of one will to dwell in the house. Which leadeth out by strength 
them that be bound; in like manner them that make sharp, that dwell in sepulchres. (yea, 
God who helpeth people to come and live in a house with others. And who leadeth out those who 
be bound into freedom; but they who rebel shall live in a dry land.) 

7 God, when thou wentest out in the sight of thy people; when thou passedest forth in 
the desert. (God, when thou wentest out before thy people; yea, when thou wentest forth in the 
wilderness,) 

8 The earth was moved, for heavens dropped down from the face of God of Sinai; from 
the face of God of Israel. (the earth shook, and the heavens dropped down rain or and the 
heavens quaked, before the God of Sinai; yea, before the God of Israel.) 

9 God, thou shalt (im)part willful rain to thine heritage, and it was sick; but thou 
madest it perfect. (God, thou imparted abundant rain upon the land of thy inheritance; it was 
enfeebled, or dry, but thou madest it perfect.) 

10 Thy beasts shall dwell therein; God, thou hast made ready in thy sweetness to the 
poor man. (And thy people shall live there; God, in thy goodness, thou hast prepared it for the 
poor.) 

11 The Lord shall give a word; to them that preach the gospel with much virtue. (The 
Lord gave the word; and many women preached this good news.) 

12 The kings of virtues be made loved of the darling; and to the fairness of the house 
to part spoils. (The kings and their hosts, or their armies, fled away; and she of the house parted 
the spoils.) 

13 If ye sleep among the midst of sorts, either heritages, (yet ye shall be as) the feathers 
of the culver (that) be (covered) of silver; and the hinder things of the back thereof be in 
the shining of gold. (Though ye have slept among the pots, yet ye shall be like the wings of the 
dove that be covered with silver; and the feathers on its back that be covered with shining gold.) 

14 While the king of heaven deemeth kings thereon, they shall be made whiter than 
snow in Salmon; (When the King of heaven scattered the kings there; they fell like the snow in 
Salmon.) 

15 the hill of God is a fat hill. The crudded hill is a fat hill; (The hill of God is like Mount 
Bashan; yea, the curdled hill is like Mount Bashan, with many peaks.) 

16 whereto believe ye falsely, (ye) crudded hills? The hill in which it pleaseth well God 
to dwell therein; for the Lord shall dwell (there) into the end. (But why, ye curdled hills, gaze 
ye with envy at the hill where it well pleaseth God to live? for the Lord shall live there forever!) 

17 The chariot of God is manyfold with ten thousand, a thousand of them that be glad; 
the Lord was in them, in Sinai, in the holy (place). (The chariots of God be twice ten thousand, 
yea, many thousands; the Lord came with them, from Sinai, to the holy place.) 


3883 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 68:18 452 PSALMS PSALM 68:34 


18 Thou ascendedest on high, thou tookest captivity (captive); thou receivedest gifts 
among men. For why thou tookest(also from) them that believed not; for to dwell in the 
Lord God. (Thou ascendedest on high, thou tookest the captivity captive; thou receivedest gifts, 
or tribute, from people. But thou also receivedest gifts from those who believed not or from those 
who were rebellious; so that the Lord God might live among them.) 

19 Blessed be the Lord each day; the God of our healths shall make an easy way to us. 
(Blessed be the Lord; each day the God of our salvation shall make our way easier for us.) 

20 Our God is God to make men safe; and out-going from death is of the Lord God. (Our 
God is the God who saveth people; and our escape from death is by the Lord God.) 

21 Nevertheless God shall break the heads of his enemies; the top of the hair of them 
that go in their trespasses. (But God shall break the heads of his enemies; yea, the top of their 
hair who go in their trespasses.) 

22 The Lord said, I shall turn (again) from Bashan; I shall turn (again) into the depth of 
the sea. (The Lord said, I shall return from Bashan; I shall return from the depths of the sea./The 
Lord said, I shall bring back my people from Bashan; I shall bring them back from the depths of 
the sea.) 

23 That thy foot be dipped in blood; the tongue of thy dogs be dipped in (the) blood of 
the enemies of him. (So that thy feet can be dipped in the blood of thy enemies; and so that the 
tongues of thy dogs can also be dipped in their blood.) 

24 God, they saw thy goings in; the goings in of my God, of my king, which is in the 
holy (place). (God, they saw thy procession; yea, the procession of my God, of my King, who is in 
the holy place, or in the sanctuary.) 

25 Princes joined with singers came before; in the middle/in the midst of young 
damsels singing in tympans. (First came the singers; then the players of the instruments, and 
after them the young women, singing with tympans or playing tambourines.) 

26 In churches bless ye God; bless ye the Lord from the wells of Israel. (Bless ye God in 
the congregations; bless the Lord all ye tribes of Israel.) 

27 There (is) Benjamin, a young man; in the ravishing of mind. The princes of Judah 
were the dukes of them; the princes of Zebulun, the princes of Naphtali. (There is 
Benjamin, the smallest tribe, in the lead. Then the leaders of Judah with their company, and the 
leaders of Zebulun, and the leaders of Naphtali.) 

28 God, command thou to thy virtue; God, confirm thou this thing, which thou hast 
wrought in us. (God, command thou to thy strength, or thy power; God, show thy strength, in 
what thou has wrought for us.) 

29 From thy temple, which is in Jerusalem; kings shall offer gifts to thee. (For thy 
Temple, which is in Jerusalem, kings shall offer gifts to thee.) 

30 Blame thou the wild beasts of the reed, the gathering together of bulls is among the 
kine of peoples; that they exclude them that be proved by silver. Destroy thou folks that 
will battles, (Rebuke thou the wild beasts of the reeds, that gathering together of bulls, that herd 
of peoples; until they all bow low, and offer thee their silver. Yea, destroy thou the nations that 
delight in battles.) 

31 legates shall come from Egypt; Ethiopia shall come before the hands thereof to God. 
(Ambassadors shall come from Egypt; Ethiopia shall raise up her hands to God.) 

32 Realms of the earth, sing ye to God; say ye psalm to the Lord. Sing ye to God; 
(Kingdoms of the earth, sing ye to God; sing ye a song to the Lord. Sing ye to God;) 

33 that ascended on the heaven of heaven at the east. Lo! he shall give to his voice 
the voice of virtue, (who rideth upon the heavens of the heavens, from the old days. Behold! he 
sendeth out his voice, a strong voice.) 

34 give ye glory to God on Israel; his great doing and his virtue is in the clouds. (Tell ye 
out the strength of God; yea, his glory, or his majesty, is over Israel, and his power, or his might, is 
in the heavens.) 
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35 God is wonderful in his saints; God of Israel, he shall give virtue, and strength, to his 
people; blessed be God. (God is wonderful as he cometh from his sanctuary; the God of Israel, 
he shall give power, and strength, to his people; blessed be God.) 


PSALM 69 

1 To victory, on the roses of David. God, make thou me safe; for waters have entered 
unto my soul. 

(For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The lilies’, (a song) by David. God, save thou me; for the 
waters have entered unto my soul!) 

2 T am set in the slime of the depth; and there is no substance. I came into the depth 
of the sea; and the tempest drenched me [down]. (I am sinking in the slime of the depth; and 
there is no firm ground beneath me. I came into the depth of the sea; for the tempest hath drowned 
me.) 

3 | travailed crying, my cheeks were made hoarse; mine eyes failed, the while I hope/ 
d into my God. (Iam made weary from crying, my voice is made hoarse; my eyes have failed, yet 
all the while I have hope/d in my God.) 

4 They that hated me without cause; were multiplied above the hairs of mine head. 
Mine enemies that pursued me unjustly were comforted; I paid then (for) those things, 
which I ravished not. (They who hated me for no reason, were greater in number than the hairs 
of my head. My enemies who unjustly persecuted me were strong; and I was forced to pay for what 
I did not steal.) 

5 God, thou knowest mine unknowing, (or God, thou knowest my foolishness, or my 
ignorance); and my trespasses be not hid from thee. 

6 Lord, Lord of virtues; they, that abide thee, be not ashamed in me. God of Israel; they, 
that seek thee, be not shamed on me. (Lord, Lord of hosts; let they, who wait for thee, be not 
shamed by me. God of Israel; let they, who seek thee, be not shamed by me.) 

7 For I suffered shame for thee; shame covered my face. 

8 | am made a stranger to my brethren; and a pilgrim to the sons of my mother. 

° For the fervent love of thine house ate me (or For my fervent love for thy House ate me 
up, or devoured me); and the shames of men saying shames to thee fell on me. 

10 And I covered my soul with fasting; and it was made into shame to me. (I humbled 
myself by fasting; and I was reproached for even that.) 

11 And I putted (for) my cloth an hair-shirt; and I am made to them into a parable. (I 
had a hair-shirt for my cloak; and for that, Iam made into their parable.) 

12 They, that sat in the gate, spake against me; and they, that drank wine, sang of me. 
(They, who sat by the gate, spoke against me; and they, who drank wine, sang about me.) 

13 But Lord, I (ad) dress my prayer to thee; God, I abide the time of good pleasance. 
Hear thou me in the multitude of thy mercy; in the truth of thine health. (But Lord, I 
direct my prayer to thee; O God, I wait for the time of thy good pleasure. Hear thou me because of 
thy great love; because of the truth of thy salvation or because of the surety of thy deliverance.) 

14 Deliver thou me from the clay, that I be not fast set-in; deliver thou me from them 
that hate me, and from [the] depths of waters/and from [the] deepness of waters. (Rescue 
thou me from the clay, so that I do not get stuck in it; save thou me from those who hate me, and 
from the depths of the waters or and from the deep waters.) 

15 The tempest of water drench not me [down], neither the depth swallow me; neither 
the pit make strait his mouth on me. (Let not the tempest of the water drown me, nor let the 
depths swallow me; let not the pit close its mouth upon me.) 

16 Lord, hear thou me, for thy mercy is benign; after the multitude of thy merciful 
doings behold thou into me. (Lord, hear thou me, out of the goodness of thy love; and according 
to the multitude of thy merciful doings, look thou upon me.) 
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17 And turn not away thy face from thy servant; for I am in tribulation, hear thou me 
swiftly, (or for Iam in trouble, so answer thou me swiftly). 

18 Give thou attention to my soul, and deliver thou it; for mine enemies, deliver thou 
me. (Give thou attention to me, and save me; save thou me from my enemies or save thou me, for 
I have many enemies.) 

19 Thou knowest my reproof, and my despising; and my shame. All that trouble me be 
in thy sight; (Thou knowest the reproaches, and the despisings, and the shames that I bear. All 
who trouble me be before thee;) 

20 mine heart abode (in) shame, and wretchedness. And I abode him, that was sorry 
together (with me), and none was; and that should comfort me, and I found not. (shame 
and wretchedness live in my heart. And I waited for someone, who would be sad together with me, 
but there was no one; and someone who would comfort me, but I found no one.) 

21 And they gave gall into my meat; and in my thirst they gave to me drink with 
vinegar. (And they gave me gall for my food; and for my thirst, they gave me vinegar to drink.) 

22 The board of them be made before them into a snare; and into yieldings, and into 
cause of stumbling. (May their own table be made into a snare before them; and may their 
sacred feasts be made into a trap, yea, the reason for their downfall, or ruin.) 

23 Their eyes be made dark, that they see not; and ever[more] bow down the back of 
them. (May their eyes be made dark, or dim, so that they cannot see; and bow down their backs 
forevermore or and make their backs crooked forevermore.) 

24 Shed out thine ire on them; and the strong vengeance of thine ire take them. (Pour 
out thy anger upon them; and let the fury of thy anger take hold of them.) 

25 The habitation of them be made forsaken; and be there none that dwell in the 
tabernacles of them. (May their homes be made empty; and may there be none of them left 
to live in their tents.) 

26 For they pursued him, whom thou hast smitten; and they added on(to) the sorrow 
of my wounds. (For they pursued after those whom thou hast struck down; yea, they added to 
the sorrow of those whom thou hast wounded.) 

27 Add thou wickedness on(to) the wickedness of them; and enter they not into thy 
rightwiseness. 

28 Be they done away from the book of living men; and be they not written with just 
men. (Let them be done away from The Book of the Living; and let their names be not written in 
The List of the Righteous.) 

29 | am poor and sorrowful; God, thine health took me up. (Iam in pain and full of sorrow; 
God, lift me up, and save me.) 

30 | shall praise the name of God with song; and I shall magnify him with praising. 

31 And it shall please God more than a new calf bringing forth horns and claws. (And 
this shall please God more than the offering of a new calf that hath horns and claws.) 

32 Poor men see, and be glad; seek ye God, and your soul shall live. (Let the poor see this, 
and be glad; seek ye God, and ye shall live.) 

33 For the Lord heard poor men; and despised not his bound men. (For the Lord heareth 
the poor; and despiseth not his people who be imprisoned or and despiseth not those who be bound 
to his service.) 

34 Heavens and earth, praise him; the sea, and all creeping beasts in those, praise him. 
(Let the heavens and the earth praise him; and the seas, and all the things that move in them.) 

35 For God shall make safe Zion; and the cities of Judah shall be builded. And they shall 
dwell there; and they shall get it by heritage. (For God shall save Zion; and he shall rebuild 
the cities of Judah. And his people shall live there; and they shall have it as their possession.) 

36 And the seed of his servants shall have it in possession; and they that love his 
name, shall dwell therein. (And the children, or the descendants, of his servants shall get it 
by inheritance; and they who love his name shall live there.) 
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ALM 70 

1 To the victory, [the psalmJof David, to have mind. God, behold thou into mine help; 
Lord, haste thou to help me’™. (For the choirmaster, a song by David, to bring to mind or for 
remembrance. God, look thou to help me; Lord, hasten thou to help me.) 

2 Be they shamed, and ashamed; that seek my life. Be they turned aback; and shame 
they, that will evils to me. (Be they shamed, and ashamed; all who seek to take my life. Be they 
turned back, and be ashamed; all who desire evil for me.) 

3 Be they turned away anon, and shame they; that say to me, Well! well! (Be they turned 
away at once, and be they ashamed; who (scornfully) say to me, Well! well!) 

4 All men that seek thee, make fully joy, and be glad in thee; and they that love thine 
health, say ever[more], The Lord be magnified. (But let all those who seek thee, make full out 

joy, or rejoice, and be glad in thee; and let those who love thy salvation, or thy deliverance, say 
forevermore, The Lord be magnified.) 

5 Forsooth I am a needy man, and poor, (or But I am a poor and needy man); God help 
thou me. Thou art mine helper and my deliverer; Lord, tarry thou not. 


1 

1 Lord, I hoped in thee; be I not shamed [into] without end; (Lord, I put my trust in thee; 
never let me be put to shame;) 

2 in thy rightwiseness deliver thou me, and ravish me out. Bow down thine ear to me; 
and make me safe. (in thy righteousness save thou me, and rescue me. Bow down thy ear to me; 
and save me.) 

3 Be thou to me into God a defender; and into a strengthened place, that thou make 
me safe. For thou art my steadfastness; and my refuge. (God, be thou my defender; and a 
place of strength, where I shall be safe. For thou art my steadfastness; and my refuge.) 

4 My God, deliver thou me from the hand of the sinner; and from the hand of a man 
doing against the law, and of the wicked man. (My God, rescue thou me from the power of the 
sinner; and from the power of the law-breakers, and of the wicked.) 

5 For thou, Lord, art my patience, (or For thou, Lord, art whom I put my trust in); Lord, 
thou art mine hope from my youth. 

6 In thee I am confirmed, that is, defended, from the womb; thou art my defender 
from the womb of my mother. My singing is ever[more] in thee (or My praises shall be of 
thee forevermore); 

71 am made as a great wonder to many men; and thou art a strong helper. (I am made 
a great example to many men; but thou art my strong helper.) 

8 My mouth be filled with praising; that I sing thy glory, all day thy greatness. (My 
mouth shall be filled with praise; and I shall sing of thy glory, and of thy greatness, all day long.) 

° Cast thou not away me in the time of eld (age)/in the time of oldness; when my 
strength faileth, forsake thou not me. (Cast thou me not away in the time of old age; when my 
strength faileth, desert thou me not.) 

10 For mine enemies said of me; and they that kept my life made counsel together. (For 
my enemies spoke against me; those who laid ambush for me took counsel together.) 

11 Saying, God hath forsaken him; pursue ye, and take him; for none there is that shall 
deliver. (And they said, God hath deserted him; pursue ye after him, and take hold of him; for 
there is no one who will save him.) 

12 God, be thou not made afar from me; my God, behold thou into mine help. (God, be 
thou not made far away from me; my God, hasten thou to help me.) 

13 Men that backbite my soul, be shamed, and fail they; and be they covered with 
reproof and shame, that seek evils to me. (Let those who backbite me be shamed, and fail 
they; let those who seek evil for me, be covered with reproach and shame.) 





* 
PSALM 70:1 Compare Psalm 70:1-5 to Psalm 40:13-17. 
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14 But I shall hope ever[more]; and I shall add to ever over all thy praising. (But I shall 
have hope in thee forevermore; and I shall praise thee more and more.) 

15 My mouth shall tell thy rightfulness; all day thine health. For I knew not (by) 
literature, that is, by man’s teaching, but by God’s revelation, (My mouth shall tell out thy 
righteousness; and thy salvation, (or thy deliverance), all day long. For I know not by literature, 
(that is, by man’s teaching, or by reading and study, but by the revelation of God).) 

16 | shall enter into the powers of the Lord; Lord, I shall bethink on thy rightfulness 
alone. (I shall walk in the Lord’s strength; I shall tell out thy righteousness, thine alone.) 

17 God, thou hast taught me from my youth, and till to now; I shall tell out thy marvels. 
(God, thou hast taught me from my youth; and I have told out all thy marvellous deeds.) 

18 And till into eld (age)/into oldness, and the last age; God, forsake thou not me. Till 
I tell thine arm, or power, to each generation that shall come. (And now in my old age, and 
in the last moments; O God, do not thou desert, or abandon, me. And I shall tell of thy power, or of 
thy might, to each generation yet to come.) 

19 Till I tell(of) thy might, and thy rightfulness, God, till into the highest great deeds 
which thou hast done; God, who is like thee? (Yea, until I tell of thy might, or of thy power, 
and thy righteousness, O God; and of the greatest deeds which thou hast done! 0 God, who is like 
thee!) 

20 How great tribulations, many and evil, hast thou showed to me; and thou converted, 
hast quickened me, and hast again-brought me again from the depths of earth. (What 
great troubles, many and evil, thou hast sent me! and then turned, thou hast granted me life, and 
hast brought me up again from the watery depths of the earth or and hast brought me up again 
from the grave.) 

21 Thou hast multiplied thy great doing; and thou converted (or and thou turned), hast 
comforted me. 

22 For why and I shall acknowledge to thee, thou God, thy truth in the instruments of 
psalm; I shall sing in an harp to thee, that art the holy of Israel. (And I shall praise thee, O 
God, for thy faithfulness, with the instruments of song; I shall sing to thee on a harp, O Holy One 
of Israel.) 

23 My lips shall make fully joy, when I shall sing to thee; and my soul, which thou again- 
boughtest. (My lips shall make full out joy, when I shall sing to thee; as will my soul, which thou 
hast bought back, or redeemed.) 

24 But and my tongue shall think all day on thy rightfulness; when they shall be 
shamed and ashamed, that seek evils to me. (And my tongue shall tell of thy righteousness 
all day long; and they, who seek evil for me, shall be shamed, and ashamed.) 


PSALM 72 
1 To Solomon. God, give thy doom to the king; and thy rightfulness to the son of the 


king. (A song of Solomon. God, give thy judgement to the king; yea, thy righteousness to the king’s 
son.) 

2 To deem thy people in rightfulness; and thy poor men in doom. (To judge thy people 
with righteousness; and thy poor with justice.) 

3 Mountains receive peace to the people; and little hills receive rightfulness. (May the 
mountains and the little hills, bring peace and prosperity to the people; in righteousness.) 

4 He shall deem the poor men of the people, and he shall make safe the sons of poor 
men; and he shall make low the false challenger. (He shall judge the poor, and he shall save 
the sons and the daughters of the poor; and he shall bring down their oppressors.) 

5 And he shall dwell with the sun, and before the moon, that is, without beginning, 
and (without) end; in generation and into generation (or in all generations). 

6 He shall come down as rain into a fleece; and as gutters dropping on the earth. (He 
shall come down like rain onto a field; and like showers dropping upon the earth.) 


3888 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 72:7 457 PSALMS PSALM 73:6 


7 Rightfulness shall come forth in his days (or Righteousness shall come forth in his days); 
and the abundance of peace, till the moon be taken away. 

8 And he shall be lord from the sea till to the sea; and from the flood till to the ends of 
the world. (And he shall be lord from sea to sea; and from the Euphrates River unto the ends of 
the earth.) 

° Ethiopians shall fall down before him; and his enemies shall lick the earth. (Those 
who live in the desert shall bow down before him; and his enemies shall lick the dust.) 

10 The kings of Tarshish and isles shall offer gifts; the kings of Arabia and of Seba shall 
bring gifts. (The kings of Tarshish and of the isles shall offer gifts, or tribute; the kings of Sheba 
and of Seba shall also bring him gifts, or tribute.) 

11 And all kings shall worship him; all folks shall serve him (or all nations shall serve 
him). 

12 For he shall deliver a poor man from the mighty; and a poor man to whom there 
was none helper. (For he shall rescue the poor from the mighty; yea, the poor for whom there 
was no helper.) 

13 He shall spare a poor man and needy; and he shall make safe the souls of poor men. 
(He shall spare the poor and the needy; yea, he shall save the souls, or the lives, of the poor.) 

14 He shall again-buy the souls of them from usuries, and wickedness; and the name 


of them is honourable before him. 
15 And he shall live, and men shall give to him of the gold of Arabia; and they shall 


ever worship of him, all day they shall bless him. (And long may he live, and may men give 
to him the gold of Sheba; they shall worship him forever, all day long they shall bless him.) 

16 Steadfastness shall be in the earth, in the highest place of mountains; the fruit 
thereof shall be enhanced above the Lebanon; and they shall blossom from the city, as 
the hay of earth doeth. (May corn grow in all the earth, even on the highest places of the 
mountains; may the crops there be numbered above that of Lebanon; and may the people in the 
city increase like the hay, or the grass, in the fields.) 

17 His name be blessed into worlds; his name dwell before the sun. And all the lineages 
of earth shall be blessed in him; all folks shall magnify him. (May the king’s name be blessed 
forever; and his name remain as long as the sun. And may all the peoples of the earth ask to be 
blessed as he was; may all the nations magnify him.) 

18 Blessed be the Lord God of Israel; which alone maketh marvels. (Blessed be the Lord 
God of Israel; who alone doeth these marvellous deeds.) 

19 And blessed be the name of his majesty [into] without end; and all earth shall be 
filled with his majesty; be it done, be it done. (And blessed be his majestic name forever; let 
all the earth be filled with his majesty, or his glory; be it done, be it done.) 

20 The prayers, [or praisings, or hymns], of David, the son of Jesse, be ended. 


PSALM 73 
1 The psalm of Asaph. God of Israel is full good; to them that be of rightful heart. (A 


song by Asaph. The God of Israel is very good; to those who have an upright heart.) 

2 But my feet were moved almost; my steps were shed out almost. (But my feet almost 
stumbled; my steps almost slipped.) 

3 For I loved fervently on wicked men; seeing the peace of sinners. (For I envied the 
wicked; when I saw the prosperity of the sinners.) 

4 For beholding is not to the death of them; and steadfastness in the sickness of them. 
(For it seemed that they never die; yea, they always be strong, and never get sick.) 

5 They be not in travail of (other) men; and they shall not be beaten with men. (They 
do not have trouble, or tribulation, like other people do; and they be not beaten down like others 
be.) 

6 Therefore pride hath held them; they were covered with their wickedness and 
unfaithfulness. 
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7 The wickedness of them came forth as of fatness; they went into desire of heart. 
(Their wickedness came forth like fatness; and they went forth in the desire of their hearts.) 

8 They thought and spake waywardness; they spake wickedness on high (or they spoke 
wickedness out loud). 

° They putted their mouth into heaven; and their tongue passed in earth. (They put 
their mouths against heaven; and their tongues went about over all the earth.) 

10 Therefore my people shall be turned again here; and full days shall be found in 
them. (And so my people followed them; and found nothing to condemn them for.) 

11 And they said, How knoweth God; and whether knowing is on high? (And they said, 
How could God know? how can the Most High have any knowledge of this?) 

12 Lo! those sinners and having abundance in the world; (they) held riches. 

13 And I said, Therefore without cause I justified mine heart; and washed mine hands 
among innocents. (And I said, And so I have keep my heart pure, and I have kept my hands 
clean, all for nothing or all in vain.) 

14 And I was beaten all day; and my chastising was in morrowtides. (Yea, all day long I 
am beaten down; and I am punished every morning.) 

15 If | said, I shall tell thus; lo! I [have] reproved the nation of thy sons. (If I had said, I 
shall talk as they do; behold! I would have brought reproach upon the nation of thy children.) 

16 | guessed, that I should know this; (but too much) travail is before me. (I tried to work 
through all of this; but it was too much for me.) 

17 Till I enter into the saintuary of God; and understand in the last things of them. 
(Until I entered into the sanctuary of God; and there I understood their last things, that is, their 
end.) 

18 Nevertheless for guiles thou hast put to them; thou castedest them down, while 
they were raised. (For thou shalt put them in slippery places; thou shalt throw them down, after 
they be raised up.) 

19 How be they made into desolation; they failed suddenly, they perished for their 
wickedness/for their waywardness. (How they shall go into desolation! they shall suddenly 
fail, and they shall perish for all their wickedness or for all their wayward ways.) 

20 As the dream of men that (a)rise; Lord, thou shalt drive their image to nought, in 
thy city. (Like a dream when one awaketh, and it vanisheth; so, Lord, thou shalt drive them down 
into nothing or until they completely disappear.) 

21 For mine heart is enflamed, and my reins be changed; (When my heart was enflamed, 
and my feelings were hurt;) 

22 and I am driven to nought, and I knew not. As a work beast I am made with thee; 
(and I was driven down into nothing, and I knew nothing; yea, I was made like a work beast before 
thee;) 

23 and I am ever with thee. Thou heldest my right hand, (but still I am ever with thee. 
Thou holdest my right hand,) 

24 and in thy will thou leddest me forth; and with glory thou tookest me up. (and by 
thy counsel, or thy instruction, thou leadest me forth; and afterward thou shalt receive me with 
honour.) 

25 For why what is to me in heaven; and what would I of thee on earth? (For what is 
there for me in heaven, but thee? and what else do I desire here on earth, but thee?) 

26 My flesh and mine heart failed; God of mine heart, and my part is God [into] without 
end. (Though my flesh and my heart fail; but God is my strength, and my portion forever.) 

27 For lo! they that draw away far themselves from thee shall perish; thou hast lost 
all men that do fornication from thee. (For behold! they who take themselves far away from 
thee, shall perish; thou shalt destroy all those who wantonly abandon thee.) 
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28 But it is good to me to cleave to God; and to set mine hope in the Lord God. That I 
tell all thy preachings, in the gates of the daughter of Zion. (But it is good for me to cleave 
to God; and to trust in the Lord God. And that I tell out all thy works, or all of thy deeds.) 


PSALM 74 

1 The learning of Asaph. God, why hast thou put (us) away into the end; thy strong 
vengeance is wroth on the sheep of thy pasture? (A teaching by Asaph. God, why hast thou 
deserted us? is it forever? and why is thy anger, yea, thy fury, so strong against the sheep of thy 
pasture?) 

2 Be thou mindful of thy gathering together; which thou haddest in possession from 
the beginning. Thou again-boughtest the rod of thine heritage; the hill of Zion, in which 
thou dwelledest therein. (Remember thy congregation; whom thou haddest in possession since 
the old days. Thou redeemedest this tribe for thy inheritance. And remember Mount Zion; where 
thou dwelledest.) 

3 Raise thine hands into the prides of them; how great things the enemy did wickedly 
in the holy (place). (How greatly wicked were the things that the enemy did in the holy place; 
raise up thy hands against their pride.) 

4 And they that hated thee; had glory in the midst of thy solemnity. They setted their 
signs, either banners, to be signs on the highest (place), as in the out-going; and they 
knew not. (For they who hated thee, had glory in the midst of thy holy place. They set up their 
signs, or their banners, there, as signs of victory.) 

5 As in a wood of trees, they hewed down with axes the gates thereof into itself; (Like 
in a forest, they hewed down its gates with their axes, as if they were woodsmen;) 

6 they casted down it with an ax, and a broad falling ax. (they threw them down with 
their axes, yea, with their broad falling axes.) 

7 They burnt with fire thy saintuary; they defouled the tabernacle of thy name in 
earth. (They burned thy sanctuary with fire; they defiled the Temple of thy name, and razed it to 
the ground.) 

8 The kindred of them said together in their heart; Make we all the feast days of God to 
cease in the earth. (They said in their hearts, Let us altogether destroy them; and they burned 
down all the synagogues of God in the land or and they burned down all the holy places of God in 
the land.) 

9 We have not seen our signs, now there is no prophet; and he shall no more know us. 
(We cannot see our signs, that is, the future, for now there is no prophet here; and none of us know 
how long this shall last.) 

10 God, how long shall the enemy say despite? the adversary stirreth to ire thy name 
into the end. (God, how long shall the enemy show their despising of us? shall the adversary 
scorn thy name forever?) 

11 Why turnest thou away thine hand, and to (not) draw out thy right hand from the 
midst of thy bosom, till into the end? (Why turnest thou away thy hand, and why draw thou 
not out thy right hand from the midst of thy bosom?) 

12 Forsooth God our king before worlds, wrought health in the midst of earth. (But 
God, our King forever, hath given salvation, or deliverance, all the world over.) 

13 Thou madest firm the sea by thy virtue; thou hast troubled the heads of the dragons 
in waters. (Thou dividedest the sea by thy strength, or thy power; thou hast broken the heads of 
the dragons in the water or thou hast broken the heads of the Dragon in the water.) 

14 Thou hast broken the heads of the dragon; thou hast given him to be meat to the 
peoples of Ethiopians. (Thou hast broken the heads of the Dragon, or of Leviathan; thou hast 
given him to be food for the peoples of the desert.) 

15 Thou hast broken wells, and strands; thou madest dry the floods of Eitan. (Thou hast 
broken open the wells, or the springs, and the streams; thou hast dried up the mighty rivers.) 
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16 The day is thine, and the night is thine; thou madest the morrowtide and the sun. 

17 Thou madest all the ends of the earth; summer, and ver time, either springing time 
(or spring time), thou formedest those. 

18 Be thou mindful of this thing, the enemy hath said shame to the Lord; and the 
unwise people hath excited to ire thy name. (Remember this, that the enemy hath said shame 
to the Lord; and that the foolish and the ignorant have scorned thy name.) 

19 Betake thou not (over) to beasts men acknowledging to thee; and forget thou not 
into the end the souls of thy poor men. (Give thou not over to beasts those who confess thee; 
and forget thou not forever the suffering of thy poor.) 

20 Behold into thy testament; for they that be made dark of (the) earth, be [full-/filled 
with the houses of wickednesses. (Remember thy covenant; for the dark places of the earth, 
be filled full with the houses of wickedness.) 

21 A meek man be not turned away made ashamed; a poor man and needy shall praise 
thy name. (Let not the humble be turned away, and be made ashamed; yea, let the poor and the 
needy praise thy name.) 

22 God, rise up, deem thou thy cause; be thou mindful of thy shames, either 
upbraidings, of those that be all day of the unwise man. (God, rise up, defend thou thy 
own case; remember the reproaches, or the upbraidings, that come to thee all day long, from the 
foolish and the ignorant.) 

23 Forget thou not the voices of thine enemies; the pride of them that hate thee 
ascendeth ever[more]. (Do not thou forget the words, or the shouts, of thy enemies; the noise 
of those who hate thee goeth up forevermore.) 


PSALM 75 

1 To the overcomer, lose thou not the psalm of the song of Asaph. God, we shall 
acknowledge to thee, we shall acknowledge; and we shall inwardly call thy name. We 
shall tell thy marvels; (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘Do not destroy’, a psalm, yea, a song 
by Asaph. God, we shall give thee thanks, we shall give thee thanks; and we shall call on thy name. 
We shall tell of all thy marvellous deeds.) 

2 when I shall take (hold of the) time, I shall deem (with) rightfulnesses. (And God said, I 
shall take hold of the time; and I shall judge with righteousness or with justice.) 

3 The earth is melted, and all that dwell therein; I confirmed the pillars thereof. (The 
earth was shaken, and all who live on it; but I made its pillars firm.) 

41 said to wicked men (or I said to the wicked), Do not ye do wickedly; and to trespassers, 
Do not ye enhance the horn. 

5 Do not ye raise on high your horn; do not ye speak wickedness against God. (Do not 
ye raise up your horn on high; do not ye speak wickedly, or proudly, against God.) 

6 For (promotion cometh) neither from the east, neither from the west, neither from 
desert hills; (For judgement cometh not from the east, nor from the west, nor from the hills in the 
wilderness;) 

7 for God is the judge. He meeketh this man, and enhanceth him; (for God is the judge. 
He humbleth this one, and raiseth up that one;) 

8 for a cup of clean wine, full of meddling, is in the hand of the Lord, (or for there (is) 
a cup of clear wine, full of mixing, (or of mixture), in the Lord’s hand). And he bowed (some) of 
this into that; nevertheless the dregs thereof is not diminished, either made less, (for) 
all [the] sinners of [the] earth shall drink thereof. 

9 Forsooth I shall tell into the world; I shall sing to God of Jacob. (And I shall tell this out 
forever; I shall sing to the God of Jacob.) 

10 And I shall break all the horns of sinners; and the horns of the just man shall be 
enhanced. (And I shall break all the horns of the sinners; but the horns of the righteous shall be 
raised up.) 
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1 To the victory in organs, the psalm of the song of Asaph. (For the choirmaster, with 
stringed instruments, a psalm, yea, a song by Asaph.) God is known in Judah; his name is 
great in Israel. 

2 And his place is made in peace; and his dwelling is in Zion. (And his Tabernacle, or his 
Tent, is pitched in Salem; and his dwelling place is in Zion.) 

3 There he brake powers; bow, shield, sword, and battle. 

4 And thou, God, lightenest wonderfully (coming back) from everlasting hills; (And thou, 
O God, wonderfully lightenest, coming back from the everlasting hills;) 

5 all unwise men of heart were troubled. They slept their sleep, that is, were dead; and 
all men found nothing of riches in their hands. (and all who were foolish and ignorant were 
troubled. But now they have slept their sleep, that is, they be dead; and all their riches be found 
to be nothing in their hands.) 

6 They that ascended on horses; slept for thy blaming, thou God of Jacob. (They who 
ascended on horses; now be asleep, or dead, after thy rebuke, O God of Jacob.) 

7 Thou art fearful, and who shall against-stand thee? from that time (of) thine ire. 
(Thou art to be feared; and who shall be able to stand against thee, when thou art angry?) 

8 From heaven thou madest doom heard; the earth trembled, and rested. (From heaven 
thou madest thy judgement heard; and the earth trembled, or shook, and kept silent.) 

° When God rose up into doom; to make safe all the mild men of earth. (When God rose 
up to judge; and to save all the humble of the earth.) 

10 For the thought of man shall acknowledge to thee; and the remnants of thought/ 
the leavings of thought shall make a feast day to thee. (For all their anger, people shall still 
praise thee; and they who be the remnants or who be the survivors shall make a feast day to thee.) 

11 Make ye a vow, and yield ye to your Lord God; all that bring gifts in the compass of 
it. To God fearedful, (Make ye a vow, and pay ye it to the Lord your God; and let those who be all 
around bring gifts to him. To him who is to be feared,) 

12 and to him that taketh away the spirit of princes; to the fearedful at the kings of 
earth. (to him who breaketh the spirit of princes, or of the leaders; to him who is feared by all the 
kings of the earth.) 


ALM 77 


1 To the victory on Jeduthun, the psalm of Asaph. (For the choirmaster, for Jeduthun, a 


song by Asaph.) With my voice I cried to the Lord, with my voice to God; and he gave 
attention to me. 
2 In the day of my tribulation I sought God with mine hands; in the night before him/ 


in the night toward him, and I am not deceived. My soul forsook to be comforted; (In the 
day of my trouble I sought out God; all night long, I raised up my hands before him or I raised up 
my hands toward him. But my soul forsook to be comforted;) 

3 | was mindful of God, and I delighted, and I was exercised; and my spirit failed. (I 
remembered God, and I was troubled, and I was upset; and my spirit failed.) 

4 Mine eyes before took wakings; I was troubled, and I spake not. (My eyes opened in the 
morning; I was troubled, and I did not speak.) 

5 | thought eld days; and I had in mind everlasting years. (I thought about the old days; I 
remembered the years long ago.) 

6 And I thought (deeply) in the night with mine heart; and I was exercised (or and I was 
upset), and I cleansed my spirit. 

7 Whether God shall cast away [into] without end; either shall he not lay to, that he 
be more pleased yet? (Shall God throw us away, or reject us, forever? shall he never be pleased 
with us again?) 

8 Either shall he cut away his mercy into the end; from generation into generation? 
(Or hath he taken away his love from us forever; yea, for all generations?) 
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9 Either shall God forget to do mercy; either shall he withhold his mercies in his ire? 
(Or shall God forget to do mercy to us? or in his anger, shall he withhold his constant love from 
us?) 

10 And I said, Now I began; this is the changing of the right hand of the high God. (And 
I said, Indeed; hath the right hand of the Most High God now lost its power?) 

11 | had mind on the works of the Lord; for I shall have mind from the beginning of 
thy marvels. (But I remembered the works of the Lord; I shall always remember thy marvellous 
deeds done in the beginning.) 

12 And I shall think on all thy works; and I shall be exercised, either occupied, in thy 
findings. (And I shall think about all thy works; and about all thy deeds.) 

13 God, thy way was in the holy (place); what God is great as our God? (God, thy way is 
in the holy place, or in the sanctuary, God, thy way is holy; and what god is as great as our God?) 

14 thou art God, that doest marvels. Thou madest thy virtue known among peoples; 
(thou art God, who doest marvellous deeds. Thou madest thy strength known among the nations;) 

15 thou again-boughtest in thine arm thy people, the sons of Jacob and of Joseph. (with 
thy arm thou hast redeemed thy people, the sons and daughters of Jacob and of Joseph.) 

16 God, waters saw thee, waters saw thee, and dreaded; and depths of waters were 
troubled. (God, the waters saw thee, the waters saw thee, and were afraid; and the depths of the 
waters were troubled.) 

17 The multitude of the sound of waters; clouds gave voice. For why thine arrows pass 
[through]; (The clouds gave forth water, or the rain; the heavens sent out a multitude of sounds. 
Thy arrows passed through them;) 

18 the voice of thy thunder was in a wheel. Thy lightnings shined to the world; 
the earth was moved, and trembled. (the sound of thy thunder was in the whirlwind. Thy 
lightnings shone upon the world; the earth was shaken, and trembled.) 

19 Thy way in the sea, and thy paths in many waters; and thy steps shall not be known. 

20 Thou leddest forth thy people as sheep; in the hand of Moses and Aaron. (Thou 
leddest forth thy people like sheep; by the guidance of Moses and Aaron.) 


PSALM 78 

1 The learning of Asaph. My people, perceive ye my law; bow your ear into the words 
of my mouth. (A teaching by Asaph. My people, listen ye to my teaching; bow down your ear to 
the words of my mouth.) 

21 shall open my mouth in parables; I shall speak perfect reasons from the beginning 
(or I shall speak perfect reasoning from the old days). 

3 How great things have we heard, and we have known those; and our fathers told to 
us. (What great things we have heard, and we have known; and our fathers told us.) 

4 Those be not hid from the sons of them; in another generation. And they told the 
praisings of the Lord, and the virtues of him; and his marvels, which he did. (We will not 
hide these things from their sons and daughters; yea, from the generations to come. We shall tell 
out the praises of the Lord, and his strength, or his power; and the marvellous deeds which he did.) 

5 And he raised witnessing in Jacob; and he setted law in Israel. How great things 
commanded he to our fathers, to make those known to their sons; (And he raised up a 
testimony in Jacob; and he set a law in Israel. He commanded to our fathers to make these things 
known to their sons and daughters;) 

6 that another generation know. Sons, that shall be born, and shall rise up; shall tell 
out to their sons. (so that another generation would know them. And so that the sons and 
daughters who shall be born, shall rise up; and shall tell these things to their sons and daughters.) 

7 That they set their hope in God, and forget not the works of God; and that they seek 
his commandments/and that they search his commandments. (So that they put their trust 
in God, and forget not the works of God; and that they obey his commandments.) 
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8 Lest they be made a shrewd generation; and (one) stirring to wrath, as the fathers of 
them. A generation that (ad)dressed not his heart; and his spirit was not believed with 
God. (Lest they be made a depraved, and a rebellious generation; like their fathers. For they were 
a generation who did not direct their hearts towards him; and their spirits were not steadfast with 
God, or firmly fixed on God.) 

9 The sons of Ephraim, bending a bow, and sending arrows; were turned (aback) in the 
day of battle. (The sons of Ephraim, bending a bow, and sending arrows; turned and ran away 
on the day of battle.) 

10 They kept not the testament of God; and they would not go in his law. (They kept not 
the covenant of God; and they would not follow, or obey, his Law.) 

11 And they forgat his benificences; and his marvels, which he showed to them. (And 
they forgot his good gifts; and his marvellous deeds, which he showed to them.) 

12 He did marvels before the fathers of them, in the land of Egypt; in the field of Tanis. 
(Yea, he did marvellous deeds before their forefathers, in the land of Egypt; on the plain of Zoan.) 

13 He brake the sea, and led them through it; and he ordained the waters as in a bouget 
(or in a bottle). (He broke the sea apart, and led them through it; he made the waters to stand up 
like walls.) 

14 And he led them forth in a cloud of the day; and all night in the lightening of fire. 
(And he led them forth by a cloud during the day; and all night long by the light of a fire.) 

15 He brake a stone in desert; and he gave water to them as in a much depth. (He broke 
open a rock in the wilderness; and he gave water to them as if out of the great depths of the ocean.) 

16 And he led water out of the stone; and he led forth waters as floods. (Yea, he brought 
forth water out of that rock; and it came forth like a river.) 

17 And they putted yet to do sin against him; they excited the high God into ire, in 
a place without water. (And still they sinned against him; they incited the Most High God to 
anger, in a place without water.) 

18 And they tempted God in their hearts; that they asked meats to their lives. (And 
they tempted God in their hearts; by demanding food for their hunger.) 

19 And they spake evil of God; they said, Whether God may make ready a board in 
desert? (And they spoke evil against God; they said, Can God truly prepare a table for us here in 
the wilderness?) 

20 For he smote a stone, and waters flowed; and streams went out in abundance. 
Whether also he may give bread; either make ready a board to his people? (For he struck 
a stone, and waters flowed; yea, streams went out in abundance. But can he also give bread, or 
food, to us? can he also prepare a table here in the wilderness for his people?) 

21 Therefore the Lord heard, and delayed; and fire was kindled in Jacob, and the ire 
of God ascended on Israel. (And so the Lord heard them, and was angry; and fire was kindled 
against the people of Jacob, yea, God’s anger descended upon the people of Israel.) 

22 For they believed not in God; neither hoped in his health. (For they did not believe in 
God; nor trusted in his salvation, or his deliverance.) 

23 And he commanded to the clouds above; and he opened the gates of heaven. (But 
then he commanded to the clouds above; and he opened the gates of the heavens.) 

24 And he rained to them manna for to eat; and he gave to them bread of heaven. (And 
he rained down manna for them to eat; yea, he gave them the bread of heaven.) 

25 Man ate the bread of angels; he sent to them meats in abundance (or he sent them an 
abundance of food). 

26 He turned over the south wind from heaven; and he brought in by his virtue the 
west wind. (He sent the south wind down from the heavens; and he brought in the west wind by 
his strength, or his power.) 
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27 And he rained fleshes as dust on them; and also volatiles feathered, as the gravel of 
the sea. (And he rained down flesh upon them, like a dust storm; yea, as many feathered fowls as 
the sand of the sea.) 

28 And those felled in the midst of their castles; about the tabernacles of them. (And 
they fell in the midst of their camp; all about their tents.) 

29 And they ate, and were filled greatly, and he brought their desire to them; (And so 
they ate, and were greatly filled, for he had brought them the desire of their hearts;) 

30 they were not defrauded of their desire. Yet their meats were in their mouth; (but 
their desire, or their yearning, was not yet quenched. And so while the food were yet in their 
mouths;) 

31 and the wrath of God ascended on them. And he killed the fat men of them; and 
he hindered the chosen men of Israel. (God’s anger descended upon them. And he killed their 
most stout-hearted men; yea, he struck down Israel’s chosen men.) 

32 In all these things they sinned yet; and believed not in the marvels of God. (Yet 
in spite of all these things, they still sinned; and did not believe or and had no faith in God’s 
marvellous deeds.) 

33 And the days of them failed in vanity; and the years of them failed with haste. (And 
so he ended their days like a breath; and their years with sudden disaster.) 

34 When he killed them, they sought him; and they turned again, and early they came 
to him. (And after he killed some of them, then they sought him again; and they returned, and 
they came eagerly to him.) 

35 And they bethought (again), that God is the helper of them; and the high God is the 
again-buyer of them. (And they remembered that God is their helper; and that the Most High 
God is their redeemer.) 

36 And they loved him in their mouth; and with their tongue they lied to him. (And 
they loved him with their mouths; but with their tongues they still lied to him.) 

37 Forsooth the heart of them was not rightful with him; neither they were had faithful 
in his testament. (And they were not loyal to him in their hearts; nor were they steadfast, or 
faithful, to obey his covenant.) 


38 But he is merciful, and he shall be made merciful to the sins of them; and he shall 
not destroy them. And he did greatly, to turn away his ire; and he kindled not all his ire. 


(But he was merciful, and he forgave their sins; and so he did not destroy them. And he had great 
restraint, and turned away his anger; and he did not kindle, or release, all of his wrath.) 

39 And he bethought, that they be flesh; a spirit going, and not turning again. (And he 
remembered, that they be but flesh; like the wind passing by, and never returning.) 

40 How oft made they him wroth in desert; they stirred him into ire in a place without 
water. (How often they made him angry in the wilderness; yea, they stirred him to anger in a 
place without water.) 

41 And they were turned, and tempted God; and they wrathed the holy of Israel. (Again 
and again they tempted God; and they angered the Holy One of Israel.) 

42 They bethought not on his hand; in the day in which he again-bought them from 
the hand of the troubler. (They did not remember his power; yea, the day when he saved them 
from the hand of the troubler.) 

43 As he setted his signs in Egypt; and his great wonders in the field of Tanis. (How he 
showed his signs, or his miracles, in Egypt; yea, his great wonders on the plain of Zoan.) 

44 And he turned the floods of them, and the rains of them, into blood; that they should 
not drink. (And he turned their rivers, and their rains, into blood; so that they could not drink 
them.) 

45 He sent a flesh fly into them, and it ate them; and he sent a paddock, and it lost 
them. (He sent swarms of flies into them, and they bit them all over; and he sent frogs among 
them, and they ruined their land.) 
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46 And he gave the fruits of them to rust; and he gave the travails of them to locusts. 
(And he gave their crops over to mildew; and he gave the produce from their labour over to locusts.) 
47 And he killed the vines of them with hail; and the (syca)more trees of them with 
frost. (And he killed their vines with hail; and their sycamore trees with frost.) 
: 48 And he betook the beasts of them (un)to hail; and the possession(s) of them (un)to 
ire. 

49 He sent into them the ire of his indignation; indignation, and ire, and tribulation, 
sendings-in by evil angels. (He sent into them the anger of his indignation; yea, his indignation, 
and anger, and trouble, by sending in evil angels among them.) 

50 He made (a) way to the path of his ire, and he spared not from the death of their 
lives; and he closed together in death the beasts of them. (He made a way for the path of 
his anger, and he did not spare their lives from death; but rather he altogether ended them with a 
pestilence.) 

51 And he smote all the first engendered thing(s) in the land of Egypt [or And he smote 
all the first begotten in the land of Egypt]; the first fruits of all the travail of them in the 
tabernacles of Ham. (And he struck down all the first-born in the land of Egypt; yea, the first 
fruits of all their travail in the tents of Ham.) 

52 And he took away his people as sheep; and he led them forth as a flock in desert. 
(But he took away his own people from there, like sheep; yea, he led them forth like a flock in the 
wilderness.) 

53 And he led them forth in hope, and they dreaded not; and the sea covered the 
enemies of them. (And he led them forth in hope, and they were not afraid; and the sea covered 
their enemies.) 

54 And he brought them into the hill of his hallowing; into the hill which his right 
hand (had) gat. (And he brought them to his holy hill; to the Mount which his right hand, or his 
power, had gotten or had won.) 

55 And he casted out heathen men from the face of them; and by lot he parted to 
them the land in a cord of dealing. And he made the lineages of Israel to dwell in the 
tabernacles of them. (And he threw out the heathen before them; and by lot he parted the land 
to them with a measuring cord. And he let the tribes of Israel to live in the tents, or the homes, of 
the heathen.) 

56 And they tempted, and wrathed the high God; and they kept not his witnessings. 
(And still they tempted, and angered, the Most High God; and they did not obey his teachings, or 
his commands.) 

57 And they turned away themselves, and they kept not covenant; as their fathers, 
(they) were turned into a shrewd bow. (And they turned themselves away or And they rebelled, 
and they did not obey the covenant; like their forefathers, they were bent like a crooked bow.) 

58 They stirred him into ire in their little hills; and they stirred him to indignation in 
their graven images. (They stirred him to anger with their high places, or their hill shrines; and 
they stirred him to indignation with their carved images, or their idols.) 

59 God heard, and forsook; and brought to nought Israel greatly. (God saw and heard all 
of this; and then he abandoned them, and he brought down Israel into nothing.) 

60 And he putted away the tabernacle of Shiloh; his tabernacle in which he dwelled 
among men. (And he deserted his Tabernacle at Shiloh; the Tent in which he lived among his 
people.) 

61 And he betook the virtue of them into captivity; and the fairness of them into 
the hands of the enemy. (And he delivered the symbol of his strength, that is, the Ark of the 
Covenant, into captivity; yea, the symbol of his beauty, or of his glory, into the hands of the enemy.) 

62 And he closed together his people in sword; and he despised his heritage. (And he 
altogether ended his people by the sword; and he despised his inheritance.) 


3897 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 78:63 466 PSALMS PSALM 79:9 


63 Fire ate the young men of them; and the virgins of them were not bewailed/were 
not bewept. (The fire ate up their young men; and their virgins did not bewail them or and their 
virgins did not weep for them.) 

64 The priests of them fell down by sword; and the widows of them were not bewept. 
(Their priests fell by the sword; and their widows did not weep for them.) 

65 And the Lord was raised, as sleeping; as mighty greatly filled of wine. (Then the Lord 
was raised up; like one who had been sleeping, like a mighty man excited by wine.) 

66 And he smote his enemies on the hinder parts; he gave to them everlasting shame. 
(And he struck his enemies on their backsides; yea, he gave them up to everlasting shame.) 

67 And he putted away the tabernacle of Joseph; and he chose not the lineage of 
Ephraim. (And he rejected the house of Joseph; and he chose not the tribe of Ephraim.) 

68 But he chose the lineage of Judah; he chose the hill of Zion, which he loved. (But he 
chose the tribe of Judah; and he chose Mount Zion, which he loved.) 

69 And he as an unicorn builded his holy place; in the land, which he founded into 
worlds. (And he built his holy place like his home in heaven or And he built his holy place as high 
as the heavens; and he founded it like the earth, to last forever.) 

70 And he chose David his servant, and took him up from the flocks of sheep; (And he 
chose David to be his servant, and took him away from the flocks of sheep;) 

71 he took him from behind sheep with lambs. To feed Jacob his servant; and Israel his 
heritage. (yea, he brought him out from following behind the sheep with their lambs, to feed his 
people Jacob; yea, his inheritance Israel.) 

72 And he fed them in the innocence of his heart; and he led them forth in the 
understandings of his hands. (And David fed them from the innocence of his heart; and he 
led them forth by the skillfulness of his hands.) 


PSALM 79 

1 The psalm of Asaph. God, heathen men came into thine heritage; they defouled 
thine holy temple, they setted Jerusalem into the keeping of apples. (A song by Asaph. 
God, the heathen came to thy inheritance; they defiled thy holy Temple, and they laid Jerusalem 
in ruins.) 

2 They setted the slain bodies of thy servants to be meats to the volatiles of heavens; 
the fleshes of thy saints to the beasts of the earth. (They left the dead bodies of thy servants 
to be food for the birds of the air; yea, the flesh of thy saints for the beasts of the earth.) 

3 They shedded out the blood of them, as water in the compass of Jerusalem; and none 
there was that buried (them). (They poured out their blood like water all around Jerusalem; and 
there was no one left to bury them.) 

4 We be made (a) shame to our neighbours; mocking and scorning to them, that be in 
our compass. (We were made a reproach to our neighbours; mocked and scorned by those who 
be all around us.) 

5 Lord, how long shalt thou be wroth into the end? shall thy vengeance be kindled as 
fire? (Lord, how long shalt thou be angry, forever? shall thy anger burn like fire?) 

6 Pour out thine ire into heathen men, that know not thee; and into realms, that called 
not thy name. (Pour out thy anger upon the heathen, who know thee not; and upon the kingdoms, 
that have not called upon thy name.) 

7 For they ate Jacob; and made desolate his place. (For they have devoured, or destroyed, 
the people of Jacob; and made their place desolate.) 

8 Have thou not mind on our eld wickednesses; thy mercies before take us soon, for we 
be made poor greatly. (Remember not our past wickednesses; let thy constant love come soon 
to us, for we be made so very low.) 

° God, our health, help thou us, and, Lord, for the glory of thy name, deliver thou us; 
and be thou merciful to our sins, for thy name. (God, our salvation, or God, our deliverance, 
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help thou us, and, Lord, for the glory of thy name, save thou us; and have thou mercy on our sins, 
for the sake of thy name.) 

10 Lest peradventure they say among heathen men, Where is the God of them? and be 
he known among nations before our eyes. The vengeance of the blood of thy servants, 
which is shed out; (Lest perhaps they say among the heathen, Where is their God? Let thyself 
be known among the nations around us, by the vengeance which is poured out upon them; for the 
blood of thy servants.) 

11 the wailing of fettered men enter into thy sight. After the greatness of thine arm; 
wield thou the sons of slain men. (Let the wailing of the fettered come before thee. And by the 
greatness of thy power, free thou those who be condemned to die.) 

12 And yield thou to our neighbours sevenfold in(to) the bosom of them; the shame of 
them (or the same rebuke), which they did shamefully to thee, thou Lord. 

13 But we that be thy people, and the sheep of thy pasture; shall acknowledge to thee 
into the world. In generation and into generation, we shall tell thy praising. (Then we 
who be thy people, and the sheep of thy pasture, shall give thanks to thee forever. Yea, in all 
generations, we shall tell out thy praises.) 


PSALM 80 


1 To victory; this psalm is the witnessing of Asaph for lilies. Thou that governest Israel, 
give attention; that leadest forth Joseph as a sheep. Thou that sittest on cherubim, be 
showed (For the choirmaster, to the tune of ‘The lilies of the testimony’, a song by Asaph. Thou 
who governest Israel, take heed; thou who leadest forth Joseph like a flock of sheep. Thou who 
sittest upon cherubim, show thyself) 

2 before Ephraim, Benjamin, and Manasseh. Stir thy power, and come thou, that thou 
make us safe. (to Ephraim, Benjamin, and Manasseh. Stir up thy power, and come thou, and save 
us.) 

3 God of virtues, turn thou us (again); and show thy face, and we shall be safe. (God of 
hosts, bring us back; and shine thy face upon us, and we shall be saved.) 

4 Lord God of virtues, how long shalt thou be wroth on the prayer of thy servant(s)? 
(Lord God of hosts, how long shalt thou be angry with thy people’s prayers?) 

5 How long shalt thou feed us with the bread of tears; and shalt give drink to us with 
tears in (great) measure? (How long shalt thou feed us with tears, instead of bread? and for 
drink, give us more tears, or even greater sorrow?) 

6 Thou hast set us into against-saying to our neighbours; and our enemies have 
scorned us. (Thou hast made our neighbours to speak out against us; and our enemies have 
mocked us.) 

7 God of virtues, turn thou us (again); and show thy face, and we shall be safe. (God of 
hosts, bring us back; and shine thy face upon us, and we shall be saved.) 

8 Thou translatedest a vine from Egypt; thou castedest out heathen men, and 
plantedest it. (Thou broughtest up a vine out of Egypt; thou threwest out the heathen, and then 
thou plantedest that vine, that is, us.) 

° Thou were leader of the way in the sight thereof; and thou plantedest the roots 
thereof, and it filled the land. (Thou madest a place for it on the way; and it planted its roots, 
and it filled the land.) 

10 The shadow thereof covered hills; and the branches thereof filled the cedars of God. 
(Its shadow covered the hills; and its branches were thick, like the cedars of God.) 

11 Tt stretched forth his scions till to the sea, and the generations thereof till to the 
flood. (It stretched out its branches unto the Mediterranean Sea, and as far as the Euphrates 
River.) 

12 Why hast thou destroyed the wall thereof; and all men that go forth by the way, 
gather away the grapes thereof? (But why hast thou destroyed the wall around it? so that now 
all those who go forth by the way, can gather up, or take away, all of its grapes?) 
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13 A boar (out) of the wood destroyed it; and a singular wild beast devoured it. 

14 God of virtues, be thou turned (again to us); behold from heaven, and see, and visit 
this vine. (God of hosts, turn thou again to us; look down from heaven, and see us in dire straits, 
and help us or and care for this vine.) 

15 And make thou it perfect, which thy right hand planted; and behold thou on the 
son of man, which thou hast confirmed to thee. (And make thou perfect what thy right hand 
hath planted; yea, look thou upon the son of man, whom thou hast made strong for thyself, or yea, 
look thou upon the branch, that thou hast made strong for thyself.) 

16 (These) Things (were) burnt with fire, and undermined; (they who did this thing) shall 
perish for the blaming of thy cheer. (For our enemies have burned it with fire, and have cut it 
down; but they shall die from the look of blame on thy face.) 

17 Thine hand be made on the man of thy right hand; and on the son of man, whom 
thou hast confirmed to thee. (Let thy hand rest upon the man at thy right hand; yea, upon the 
son of the man whom thou hast made strong for thy service.) 

18 And we departed not from thee; thou shalt quicken us, and we shall inwardly call 
thy name. (And we shall never leave thee; so grant thou us new life, and we shall call upon thy 
name.) 

19 Lord God of virtues, turn thou us (again); and show thy face, and we shall be safe. 
(Lord God of hosts, bring us back; and shine thy face upon us, and we shall be saved.) 


PSALM 81 

1 To the overcomer, on the pressers, [the psalmJof Asaph. Make ye fully joy to God, our 
helper; sing ye heartily to God of Jacob. (For the choirmaster, on the gittith, a song by Asaph. 
Make ye full out joy to God, our helper; sing ye heartily to the God of Jacob.) 

2 Take ye a psalm, and give ye a tympan; a merry psaltery with an harp. (Give ye a song, 
and take ye a drum, or a tambourine; and a merry lute, and a harp.) 

3 Blow ye with a trump in the new moon; in the noble day of your solemnity. (Blow ye 
with a trumpet for the new moon; yea, on the noble day of our solemn feast.) 

4 For why (this) commandment is in Israel; and doom is to God of Jacob. (For this is a 
law in Israel; and this ordinance is from the God of Jacob.) 

5 He setted that witnessing in Joseph; when he went out of the land of Egypt, he heard 
a language, that he knew not. (He put that command on Joseph; when he went out of the land 
of Egypt. And I heard a language, that I knew not.) 

6 He turned away his back from burdens; his hands served in a coffin. (And the Lord 
said, I took away the burdens from off his back; his hands were delivered from having to carry the 
baskets.) 

7 In tribulation thou inwardly calledest me, and I delivered thee; I heard thee in the hid 
place of tempest, I proved thee at the water(s) of against-saying. (In trouble thou calledest 
to me, and I saved thee; I answered thee from my hidden place in the tempest, and I proved thee 
at the waters of Meribah.) 

8 My people, hear thou me, and I shall be witness against thee; Israel, if thou hearest 
me, (My people, hear thou me, and I shall witness to thee; Israel, if thou wouldest but listen to 
me,) 
9 a fresh God shall not be in thee; and thou shalt not worship an alien god. (there shall 
be no new god for thee; and thou shalt never worship any foreign, or strange, god.) 

10 For I am thy Lord God, that led thee out of the land of Egypt; make large thy mouth, 
and I shall fill it. (For I am the Lord thy God, who led thee out of the land of Egypt; open thy 
mouth wide, and I shall fill it.) 

11 And my people heard not my voice; and Israel gave not attention to me. (But my 
people would not listen to my voice; yea, Israel would not give their attention to me.) 
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12 And I let go them after the desires of their heart; they shall go in their findings. (So 
I let them go after the desires of their hearts; and they went forth in their own ways.) 

13 If my people had heard me; if Israel had gone in my ways. (If my people would but 
listen to me; if Israel would just follow my ways,) 

14 For not in hap I had made low their enemies; and I had sent mine hand on men 
doing tribulation to them. (then I would bring down their enemies; and I would send forth my 
hand against those who give them trouble.) 

15 The enemies of the Lord lied (down) to him; and their time shall be into worlds. (And 
then the Lord’s enemies would fall down before me; and their punishment would last forever.) 

16 And he fed them with the fatness of wheat; and he [ful] filled them with honey of 
the stone. (And I would feed you with the fatness of the wheat; and fulfill you with honey from 
the rocks, that is, with wild honey.) 


PSALM 82 

1 The psalm of Asaph. God stood in the synagogue of gods; forsooth he deemeth gods 
in the middle. (A song by Asaph. God standeth in the council of heaven; and he judgeth among 
the gods.) 

2 How long deem ye (with) wickedness; and take the faces of sinners? (And he saith, How 
long shall ye judge wickedly; and make exceptions for sinners?) 

3 Deem ye to the needy man, and to the motherless child; justify ye the meek man and 
poor. (Judge ye for the needy, and for the motherless; give ye justice to the weak, and to the poor.) 

4 Ravish ye out a poor man; and deliver ye a needy man from the hand of the sinner. 
(Rescue ye the poor and the needy; save ye them from the power of sinners.) 

5 They know not, neither understand, they go in darknesses; all the foundaments of 
earth shall be moved. (But ye know not, nor do ye understand, that ye go in darkness; and that 
all the foundations of the earth have been shaken.) 

6 | said, Ye be gods; and all ye be the sons of the high God. (And I said, Ye be gods; and ye 
all be the sons and daughters of the Most High God.) 

7 But ye shall die as men; and ye shall fall down as one of the princes. (But ye shall die 
like men die; and ye shall fall like any of the princes, or the leaders.) 

8 Rise, thou God, deem thou the earth; for thou shalt have heritage in all folks. (Rise 
up, O God, and judge thou the earth; for all the nations shall be thy inheritance.) 


PSALM 83 

1 The song of the psalm of Asaph. God, who shall be like thee? God, be thou not still, 
neither be thou peaced. (A psalm, yea, a song by Asaph. God, be thou not silent. Yea, God, be 
thou not still, nor hold thy peace.) 

2 For lo! thine enemies sounded; and they that hate thee raised the head. (For behold! 
thy enemies have raised a ruckus; and those who hate thee have raised up their heads in revolt, 
(or in defiance).) 

3 They made a wicked counsel on thy people; and they thought against thy saints. 
(They made wicked plans against thy people; yea, they thought together against thy saints.) 

4 They said, Come ye, and lose we them from the folk; and the name of Israel be no 
more had in mind. (They said, Come ye, and let us destroy their nation; and then the name of 
Israel shall no more be remembered.) 

5 For they thought with one accord; (For they thought with one accord; they proposed 
together a plan against thee or they conspired to work together against thee;) 

6 the tabernacles of Idumeans, and men of Ishmael disposed a testament together 
against thee. Moab, and Hagarenes, (yea, the families of the Edomites, and the Ishmaelites; 
and the Moabites, and the Hagarenes;) 
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7 Gebal, and Ammon, and Amalek; (and the) aliens with them that dwell in Tyre. (and 
the peoples of Gebal, and of Ammon, and of Amalek; and the Philistines, and those who live in 
Tyre.) 

8 For Assur cometh with them; they be made into help to the sons of Lot. (And the 
Assyrians also come with them; they all want to help the sons and daughters of Lot.) 

9 Make thou to them as to Midian, and Sisera; as to Jabin, in the strand of Kison. (Do 
thou to them like thou did to the Midianites, and to Sisera; and to Jabin, at the Kishon Stream.) 

10 They perished in Endor; they were made as a turd of earth. (They perished at Endor; 
they were made like a turd upon the earth.) 

11 Put thou the princes of them as Oreb and Zeeb; and Zebah and Zalmunna. (Make 
thou their princes, or their leaders, like Oreb and Zeeb; and like Zebah and Zalmunna.) 

12 All the princes of them, that said, Hold we by heritage the saintuary of God. (Yea, all 
their princes,or their leaders, who said, Let us take for ourselves the land that belongeth to God or 
the land that belongeth to God’s people.) 

13 My God, put thou them as a wheel; and as stubble before the face of the wind. (My 
God, put thou them into a whirlwind; yea, make them like the dust in the wind.) 

14 As fire that burneth a wood; and as flame burning hills. (Like the fire that burneth a 
wood; and the flames that burn the hills,) 

15 So thou shalt pursue them in thy tempest; and thou shalt trouble them in thine 
ire. (so shalt thou pursue after them with thy tempest; and thou shalt made them afraid with thy 
storm winds.) 

16 Lord, fill thou the faces of them with shame; and they shall seek thy name. (Lord, 
fill thou their faces with shame; and then they shall seek thy name.) 

17 Be they ashamed, and be they troubled into the world of world, (or Be they ashamed, 
and let them be troubled forever); and be they shamed, and perish they. 

18 And know they, that Lord is name to thee; thou alone art the Highest in every land. 
(And then they shall know, that The Lord is thy name; and that thou alone art the Most High in 
all the earth.) 


PSALM 84 

1 To victory, on the pressers. The psalm of the sons of Korah. Lord of virtues, thy 
tabernacles be greatly loved; (For the choirmaster, on the gittith, a song by the Korahites. Lord 
of hosts, how greatly loved be thy tabernacles or how beautiful is thy dwelling place;) 

2 my soul coveteth, and faileth into the porches of the Lord. Mine heart, and my flesh; 
full out joyed into quick God. (my soul desireth, and longeth for, the courtyards of the Lord’s 
Temple. My heart, and my flesh, rejoiced in the living God.) 

3 For why a sparrow findeth an house to itself; and a turtle(dove)findeth a nest to itself, 
where it shall keep his birds. Lord of virtues, thine altars; my king, and my God. (For there 
a sparrow findeth a house for itself; and a turtledove findeth a nest for itself, where it shall keep 
its young. Yea, beside thy altars, Lord of hosts; my King, and my God.) 

4 Lord, blessed be they that dwell in thine house; they shall praise thee into the worlds 
of worlds. (Lord, happy be those who live in thy House; they shall praise thee forever.) 

5 Blessed is the man, whose help is of thee; he hath ordained (thy) goings in his heart, 
(Happy be those whose help is in thee or whose strength is in thee; they have ordained thy ways 
in their hearts.) 

6 in the valley of tears, in the place which he hath set. For the giver of the law shall 
give blessing, (And as they pass through the dry Baca Valley, they shall find water from a spring. 
For the Giver of the Law shall give them a blessing.) 

7 they shall go from virtue into virtue; God of gods shall be seen in Zion. (They shall go 
from strength to strength; and the God of gods shall be seen in Zion.) 
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8 Lord God of virtues, hear thou my prayer; God of Jacob, perceive thou with ears. 
(Lord God of hosts, hear thou my prayer; God of Jacob, please listen thou to me.) 

° God, our defender, behold thou; and behold into the face of thy christ. (God, our 
defender, look thou; and look upon the face of thy anointed king.) 

10 For why one day in thine halls is better; than a thousand (elsewhere). I choose to be 
abject, either an outcast, in the house of my God; more than to dwell in the tabernacles 
of sinners. (For one day in thy courtyards, is better than a thousand days elsewhere. I would 
rather choose to be a doorkeeper in the House of my God; than to live in the tents, or in the homes, 
of the sinners.) 

11 For God loveth mercy and truth; the Lord shall give grace and glory. He shall not 
deprive them from goods, that go in innocence; (For God loveth mercy and faithfulness; and 
the Lord giveth favour and glory. He will not hold back any good thing, from those who go in 
innocence or from those who do what is right.) 

12 Lord of virtues, blessed is the man, that hopeth in thee. (Lord of hosts, happy is the 
person, who trusteth in thee.) 


PSALM 85 

1 To the overcomer, the song of the sons of Korah. Lord, thou hast blessed thy land; 
thou hast turned away the captivity of Jacob. (For the choirmaster, a song by the Korahites. 
Lord, thou hast blessed thy land; thou hast brought back the captives of Jacob or thou hast 
returned prosperity to Jacob.) 

2 Thou hast forgiven the wickedness of thy people; thou hast covered all the sins of 
them. 

3 Thou hast assuaged all thine ire; thou hast turned (thyself) away from the ire of thine 
indignation. 

4 God, our health, convert thou us; and turn away thine ire from us. (God, our salvation, 
bring thou us back, or God, our deliverance, turn back to us; and turn away thy anger from us.) 

5 Whether thou shalt be wroth to us [into] without end; either shalt thou hold forth 
thine ire from generation into generation? (Shalt thou be angry with us forever? shalt thou 
bring forth thy anger to all generations?) 

6 God, thou converted, shalt quicken us; and thy people shall be glad in thee. (God, give 
thou us new life; and thy people shall be glad, or shall rejoice, in thee.) 

7 Lord, show thy mercy to us; and give thine health to us. (Lord, show thy love to us; and 
give thy help to us or and grant us thy salvation, or thy deliverance.) 

8 | shall hear what the Lord God shall speak in me; for he shall speak peace to his 
people. And on his holy men; and on them that be turned to heart. (I shall listen to what 
the Lord God shall say; for he shall speak words of peace to his people. Yea, to us, and to his holy 
men; and to all who turn towards him with their hearts.) 

° Nevertheless his health is nigh (to) men dreading him; that glory dwell in our land. 
(For his salvation, or his deliverance, is near to those who fear him or is near to those who revere 
him; so that glory can be in our land.) 

10 Mercy and truth met themselves; rightfulness and peace were kissed. (Love and 
faithfulness came together; righteousness and peace kissed each other.) 

11 Truth came forth (out) of the earth; and rightfulness beheld from heaven. 
(Faithfulness sprang forth from the earth; and righteousness looked down from heaven.) 

12 For the Lord shall give benignity; and our earth shall give his fruit. (For the Lord shall 
give prosperity; and our earth shall give its fruit.) 

13 Rightfulness shall go before him; and shall set his steps in the way. (Righteousness 
shall go before him; and shall prepare the way for his steps.) 
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1 The prayer of David. (A prayer by David.) Lord, bow (down) thine ear, and hear me; for 
I am needy and poor. 

2 Keep thou my life, for 1am holy; my God, make thou safe thy servant hoping in thee. 
(Keep thou my life safe, for Iam holy; my God, save thou thy servant, who trusteth in thee.) 

3 Lord, have thou mercy on me, for I cried all day (long) to thee; 

4 make thou glad the soul of thy servant; for why, Lord, I have raised my soul to thee. 
(make glad thy servant’s soul; for Lord, I have raised up my soul to thee.) 

5 For thou, Lord, art sweet and mild; and of much mercy to all men inwardly calling 
thee. (For thou, Lord, art good and forgiving; and hath great love for all who call to thee or and 
hath great mercy for all who cry to thee.) 

6 Lord, perceive thou my prayer with ears; and give thou attention to the voice of my 
beseeching. (Lord, listen thou to my prayer; and give attention to the words of my plea.) 

7 In the day of my tribulation I cried to thee; for thou heardest me. (In my time of 
trouble, I cried to thee; for thou shalt answer me.) 

8 Lord, none among gods is like thee; and none is even to thy works. (Lord, there is no 
god like thee; and there be no works like thy works or and there be no works equal to thy works.) 

9 Lord, all folks, whichever thou madest, shall come, and worship before thee; and 
they shall glorify thy name. (Lord, all the nations, which thou hast made, shall come, and shall 
worship before thee; and they shall glorify thy name.) 

10 For thou art full great, and making marvels, (or For thou art very great, and doing 
marvellous deeds); thou art God alone. 

11 Lord, lead thou me forth in thy way, and I shall enter in thy truth; mine heart be 
glad, that it dread thy name. (Lord, lead thou me forth in thy way, and I shall walk in thy truth; 
let my heart be glad, that I fear thy name or that I revere thy name.) 

12 My Lord God, I shall acknowledge to thee in all mine heart; and I shall glorify thy 
name [into] without end. (My Lord God, I shall praise thee with all my heart; and I shall glorify 
thy name forever.) 

13 For thy mercy is great on me; and thou deliveredest my soul from the lower hell. 
(For thy love is great towards me; and thou hast rescued my soul from the depths of Sheol, or the 
land of the dead, or and thou hast rescued my soul from the grave itself.) 

14 God, wicked men have risen upon me; and the synagogue of mighty men have 
sought my life; and they have not set forth thee in their sight. (God, the wicked have risen 
against me; and a company of mighty men have sought my life; and they have no thought of thee.) 

15 And thou, Lord God, doing mercy, and merciful; patient, and of much mercy, and 
soothfast. (But thou, Lord, art a God who giveth love, and art merciful; yea, thou art patient, and 
hath great love, and art faithful.) 

16 Behold on me, and have mercy on me, give thou the empire to thy servant; and 
make thou safe the son of thine handmaid. (Turn to me, and have mercy on me; give thou 
thy strength to thy servant, and save thou the son of thy servantess.) 

17 Make thou with me a sign in(to) good, that they see, that hate me, and be ashamed, 
(or Show thou me a sign of thy goodness, so that those who hate me can see it, and be ashamed); 
(yea), for thou, Lord, hast helped me or hast holpen me, and hast comforted me. 


PSALM 87 


1 The psalm of the song of the sons of Korah. The foundaments thereof be in holy 
hills; (A psalm, yea, a song by the Korahites. Its foundations be upon the holy hill/s;) 

2 (and) the Lord loveth the gates of Zion, more than all the tabernacles of Jacob. 

3 Thou city of God, without end; glorious things be said of thee. (Thou city of God; may 
glorious things be said of thee forever.) 
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4] shall be mindful of Rahab, and Babylon; knowing me. Lo! aliens, and Tyre, and 
the people of Ethiopians; they were there. (I shall remember (the people of) Rahab, and of 
Babylon; they all know me. Behold! Philistia, and Tyre, and the Ethiopian people; they all were 
there.) 

5 Whether a man shall say to Zion, And a man is born therein; and that man, (the) alder 
Highest, founded it? (And of Zion it shall be said, This person, and that person, were born there; 
and the Most High himself founded it.) 

6 The Lord shall tell in the scriptures of (these) peoples; and of these princes, that were 
therein. (The Lord shall write of these peoples; and of their princes, or their leaders, who all were 
there.) 

7 As the dwelling of all that be glad; is in thee. (And they all shall dance; and they shall 
sing, In Zion is the Source of all our blessings.) 


PSALM 88 

1 The song of the psalm, to the sons of Korah, to victory on Mahalath, for to answer 
the learning of Heman, (the) Ezrahite. Lord God of mine health; I cried in day and night 
before thee. (A psalm, yea, a song by the Korahites, for the choirmaster, according to Mahalath, 
to answer a teaching by Heman, the Ezrahite. Lord God of my salvation; I have cried day and night 
before thee.) 

2 My prayer enter before thy sight (or Let my prayer come before thee); bow down thine 
ear to my prayer. 

3 For my soul is [full-]filled with evils; and my life nighed to hell. (For my soul is filled 
full of evils; and my life came near to Sheol, that is, the land of the dead, or and my life nighed to 
the grave.) 

41 am guessed with them that go down into the pit; 1 am made as a man without help, 

5 and free among dead men. As men wounded sleeping in sepulchres, of which men 
none (thou) is mindful (of) after; and they be put away from thine hand. (and free among 
the dead. Like the slain who sleep in tombs, or graves, of whom there is no one thou remembereth 
any more; yea, they all be cut off from thy help, or thy care.) 

© They have put me in the lower pit; in dark places, and in the shadow of death. 

7 Thy strong vengeance is confirmed on me (or Thy fury hath raged against me); and thou 
hast brought in all thy waves on me. 

8 Thou hast made far from me my known; they have set me (an) abomination to 
themselves. I am taken (in), and I went not out; (Thou hast taken all my friends far away 
from me; thou hast made me an abomination to them. I am enclosed, and I cannot go out;) 

9 mine eyes were sick for poverty [or mine eyes (were) (en)feebled for mis-ease]. Lord, I 
cried to thee; all day I spreaded abroad mine hands to thee. (my eyes have been weakened 
from suffering. Lord, I cried to thee; and every day I spread abroad my hands to thee.) 

10 Whether thou shalt do marvels to dead men; either leeches shall raise (them up), 
and they shall acknowledge to thee? (Shalt thou do marvellous deeds for the dead? or shall 
physicians raise them up, and then they shall praise thee?) 

11 Whether any man in sepulchre shall tell thy mercy; and thy truth in perdition? 
(Shall any man in the tomb, or in the grave, tell of thy love? or in perdition, tell of thy faithfulness?) 

12 Whether thy marvels shall be known in darknesses; and thy rightfulness in the land 
of forgetting? (Shall thy marvellous deeds be known in the dark places? or thy righteousness in 
the land of the forgotten? or in the land of oblivion?) 

13 And, Lord, I cried to thee; and early my prayer shall before come to thee. (But, Lord, 
I cried to thee; and every morning my prayer hath come before thee.) 

14 Lord, why puttest thou away my prayer; thou turnest away thy face from me? (Lord, 
why puttest thou me away? why rejectest me? why turnest thou away thy face from me?) 
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15 [ am poor, and in travails from my youth; soothly I am enhanced, and I am made 
low, and troubled. (I am poor, and have had troubles from my youth; truly I am abased, and 
greatly troubled.) 

16 Thy wraths passed on me; and thy dreads troubled me. (Thy rages have swept over me 
or Thy anger hath come upon me; and thy terrors have made me afraid.) 

17 They (en)compassed me as water all day; they (en)compassed me (al)together. (They 
surrounded me like water all day long; they have completely surrounded me.) 

18 Thou madest far from me a friend and neighbour; and my known from wretched- 
ness. (Thou hast taken my friends and my neighbours far away from me; and now wretchedness 
is my only companion.) 


PSALM 89 

1 The learning of Ethan, (the) Ezrahite. I shall sing [into] without end; the mercies of 
the Lord. In generation and into generation; I shall tell thy truth with my mouth. (A 
teaching by Ethan, the Ezrahite. I shall sing of the Lord’s constant love forever. To all generations, 
I shall tell out thy faithfulness with my mouth.) 

2 For thou saidest, [Into] Without end mercy shall be builded in heavens; thy truth 
shall be made ready in those. (For thy love shall last forever; thy faithfulness is as enduring as 
the heavens.) 

31 disposed a testament to my chosen men; I swore to David, my servant, (Thou saidest, 
I made a covenant with my chosen man; I swore to my servant David,) 

4 till into without end I shall make ready thy seed. And I shall build thy seat; in 
generation, and into generation. (that I shall establish thy children, or thy descendants, 
forever. And I shall preserve thy throne; for all generations.) 

5 Lord, heavens shall acknowledge thy marvels; and thy truth in the church of saints. 
(Lord, the heavens shall praise thy marvellous deeds; and the council of the saints shall praise thy 
faithfulness.) 

6 For who in the clouds shall be made even to the Lord; shall be like God among the 
sons of God? (For who in heaven shall be made equal to the Lord? who shall be like God among 
the heavenly beings? or who shall be like God in the council of heaven?) 

7 God, that is glorified in the council of saints; is great, and dreadful over all that be 
in his compass. (God, thou art feared or thou art revered, in the council of the saints; thou art 
great, and glorified above all who surround thee.) 

8 Lord God of virtues, who is like thee? Lord, thou art mighty, and thy truth is in 
thy compass. (Lord God of hosts, who is like thee? Lord, thou art mighty, and thy faithfulness 
surroundeth thee.) 

° Thou art Lord of the power of the sea; forsooth thou assuagest the stirring of the 
waves thereof. 

10 Thou madest low the proud, as (those who be) wounded (and slain); in the arm of thy 
strength thou hast scattered thine enemies. (Thou hast crushed Rahab to death; thou hast 
scattered thy enemies with thy strong arm, or with thy power.) 

11 (The) Heavens be thine, and the earth is thine; thou hast founded the world, and 
the fullness thereof; 

12 thou madest of nought the north and the sea. Tabor and Hermon shall make full 


out joy in thy name; (thou madest the north and the south out of nothing. Tabor and Hermon 
shall make full out joy, or shall rejoice, in thy name.) 
13 thine arm with power. Thine hand be made steadfast, and thy right hand be 
enhanced; (Thy arm hath power; let thy hand be made firm, and thy right hand be lifted high.) 
14 rightfulness and doom is the making ready of thy seat. Mercy and truth shall 
go before thy face; (Righteousness and judgement be the foundations of thy throne; love and 
faithfulness go forth before thee.) 
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15 blessed is the people that know (a) hearty song. Lord, they shall go in the light of 
thy cheer; (Happy be the people who know a hearty song; Lord, they shall go forth by the light of 
thy face.) 

16 and in thy name they shall make full out joy all day; and they shall be enhanced in 
thy rightfulness. (And in thy name, they shall make full out joy, or shall rejoice, all day long; 
and they shall be exalted, or shall be lifted up, by thy righteousness.) 

17 For thou art the glory of the virtue of them; and in thy good pleasance our horn 
shall be enhanced. (For thou art the glory of their strength or For thou art the strength in which 
they have glory; and in thy good favour our horn shall be exalted.) 

18 For our taking up is of the Lord; and of the holy of Israel our king. (For the Lord is our 
defender; yea, the Holy One of Israel is our King.) 

19 Then thou spakest in revelation to thy saints, and saidest, I have set help in the 
mighty (man); and I have enhanced the chosen man of my people. (Then thou spokest in 
revelation to thy saints, and saidest, I have given help to the mighty man; yea, I have exalted, or 
lifted up, the chosen man of my people.) 

20 | found David, my servant; I anointed him with mine holy oil. (I found my servant 
David; and I anointed him with my holy oil.) 

21 For mine hand shall help him; and mine arm shall confirm him. (For my hand shall 
help him; and my arm, or my power, shall strengthen him.) 

22 The enemy shall nothing profit in him (or The enemy shall not gain any advantage over 
him); and the son of wickedness shall not lay to or shall not put to, for to harm him. 

23 And I shall slay his enemies from his face; and I shall turn into flight them that hate 
him. (And I shall kill all his enemies before his face; and I shall turn to flight, or make to flee, those 
who hate him.) 

24 And my truth and mercy shall be with him; and his horn shall be enhanced in my 
name. (And my faithfulness and love shall be with him; and in my name his horn shall be exalted 
or his head shall be lifted up on high.) 

25 And I shall set his hand in the sea; and his right hand in floods. (And I shall extend 
his power unto the Mediterranean Sea; and his right hand unto the Euphrates River.) 

26 He shall inwardly call me, (saying), Thou art my father; my God, and the up-taker 
of mine health. (And he shall say to me, Thou art my father; yea, my God, and my defender, my 
saviour.) 

27 And I shall set him the first begotten son; higher than the kings of earth. (And I shall 
make him my first-born son; higher than all the kings of the earth.) 

28 [Into] Without end I shall keep my mercy to him; and my testament faithful to him. 
(I shall hold onto my love for him forever; and faithfully keep my covenant with him.) 

29 And I shall set his seed into the world of world; and his throne as the days of heaven. 
(And I shall establish his descendants forever and ever; and his throne for as long as the days of 
the heavens, that is, for as long as the heavenly bodies endure.) 

30 Forsooth if his sons forsake my law; and go not in my dooms. (But if his sons abandon 
my Law; and do not go in my judgements.) 

31 If they make unholy my rightfulnesses; and keep not my commandments. (If they 
break my statutes; and do not obey my commandments.) 

32 | shall visit in a rod the wickednesses of them; and in beatings the sins of them. 
(Then I shall punish their wickednesses with a rod; and their sins with beatings.) 

33 But I shall not scatter my mercy from him; and in my truth I shall not harm him. 
(But I shall not take away my love from him; and I shall be faithful to him.) 

34 Neither I shall make unholy my testament; and I shall not make void those things 
that come forth of my lips. (Nor shall I break my covenant; and I shall not make void those 
things which come forth from my lips, that is, I shall not break my promises.) 
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35 Once I swore in mine holiness, I shall not lie to David; (Once I swore by my holiness, 
that I would never lie to David;) 

36 his seed shall dwell [into] without end. And his throne as [the] sun in my sight, (his 
children, that is, his descendants, shall live forever. And his throne shall be before me like the sun,) 

37 and as a perfect moon without end; and a faithful witness in heaven. (and like the 
moon, which shall endure forever; yea, like a faithful witness in the heavens.) 

38 But thou hast put away, and despised; and hast delayed thy christ. (But thou hast 
rejected, and despised, and hast raged against thy anointed king.) 

39 Thou hast turned away the testament of thy servant; thou madest unholy his 
saintuary in earth. (Thou hast made void the covenant with thy servant; thou hast defiled his 
crown, and hast thrown it to the ground.) 

40 Thou destroyedest all the hedges thereof; thou hast set the steadfastness thereof 
(into) dread (or thou hast brought down his strongholds, or his fortresses, into ruin). 

41 All men passing by the way ravished him; he is made (a) shame to his neighbours. 
(All who pass by him, on the way, rob him; he is shamed by his neighbours.) 

42 Thou hast enhanced the right hand of men oppressing him; thou hast gladdened 
all his enemies. 

43 Thou hast turned away the help of his sword; and thou helpedest not him in battle. 
(Thou hast turned away the help from his sword; and thou hast not helped him in the battle.) 

44 Thou destroyedest him from cleansing; and thou hast hurled down his seat in earth. 
(Thou hast destroyed his purity; and thou hast thrown down his throne to the ground.) 

45 Thou hast made less the days of his time; thou hast beshed him with shame. (Thou 
hast lessened the days of his time; thou hast covered him with shame.) 

46 Lord, how long turnest thou away, into the end; shall thine ire burn out as fire? 
(Lord, how long turnest thou away, forever? shall thy anger always burn like fire?) 

47 Bethink thou what is my substance; for whether thou hast ordained vainly all the 
sons of men? (Remember thou what my substance is or how short my time is; hast thou ordained 
all the sons and daughters of men in vain?) 

48 Who is a man, that shall live, and shall not see death; shall (he) deliver his soul from 
the hand of hell? (What man shall live, and shall not see death? can he save his soul from the 
power of Sheol, or the land of the dead? or from the power of the grave?) 

49 Lord, where be thine eld mercies; as thou hast sworn to David in thy truth? (Lord, 
where be the former acts, or the earlier proofs, of thy constant love? yea, those promises that thou 
hast sworn to David in thy faithfulness?) 

50 Lord, be thou mindful of the shame of thy servants; (of the curses) of many heathen 
men, which I held together in my bosom. (Lord, remember thy servant’s shame; remember 
the curses of many of the heathen, which I carried in my heart.) 

51 Which thine enemies, Lord, did shamefully; for they despised the changing of thy 
christ. (Which thy enemies, Lord, spoke shamefully to me; for they despised the footsteps of thy 
anointed king or for they despised the successors of thy anointed king.) 

52 Blessed be the Lord [into] without end; be it done, be it done. (Blessed be the Lord 
forever; amen, amen.) 


PSALM 90 
1 The prayer of Moses, the man of God. Lord, thou art made (a) help to us; from 
generation into generation. (A prayer of Moses, a man of God. Lord, thou hast helped us; 
from generation unto generation.) 
2 Before that hills were made, either the earth and the world was formed; from the 
world and into the world, thou art God. (Before that the mountains were made, and the earth 
and the world was formed; forever and ever, thou art God.) 
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3 Turn thou not away aman into lowness; and thou saidest, Ye sons of men, be turned 
again. (Thou hast turned people back to the lowness from whence they came; yea, thou sayest, Ye 
sons and daughters of men, return to dust.) 

4 For a thousand years be before thine eyes; as yesterday, which is passed, and as [the] 
keeping in the night. (For in thine eyes a thousand years be like yesterday, which is just passed; 
yea, as fleeting as the night watch.) 

5 The years of them shall be; that be had for nought. Early pass he, as an herb, (And 
their years shall be as if nothing. In the morning they shall come forth, like a blade of grass,) 

6 early flourish he, and pass; in the eventide fall he down, be he hard, and wax he dry. 
(yea, that flourisheth in the morning, and groweth up; and then, in the evening, it falleth down, 
and hardeneth, and groweth dry.) 

7 For we have failed in thine ire; and we be troubled in thy strong vengeance. (For we 
be brought to an end by thy anger; and we be dis-eased, or distressed, by thy fury.) 

8 Thou hast set our wickednesses in thy sight; our world in the lightening of thy cheer. 
(Thou hast set our wickednesses before thee; our secret sins in the full light of thy face.) 

9 For all our days have failed; and we have failed in thine ire. Our years (we) shall 
bethink upon as a spider; (For all our days be brought to an end by thy anger. All our years we 
shall remember as but a whisper;) 

10 the days of our years be those seventy years. Forsooth, if fourscore years/if eighty 
years be in mighty men; and (yet) the more time of them is travail and sorrow. For 
mildness came above; and we shall be chastised. (and the days of our years be those seventy 
years. For strong people, they be eighty years; yet most of that time is trouble, or labour, and 
sorrow. For life is short; and then we be gone.) 

11 Who knew the power of thine ire; and durst number thine ire for thy dread? (Who 
knoweth the power of thy anger? and who knoweth thy anger better than those who fear thee?) 

12 Make thy right hand so known; and make men learned in heart by wisdom. (Make 
thy right hand, or thy power, known to us, or Teach us that our days be short; and so make people 
learned in their hearts with thy wisdom.) 

13 Lord, be thou converted some-deal; and be thou able to be prayed of (by) thy 
servants. (Lord, how long until thou be turned somewhat; and then thou be able to be prayed 
to, or petitioned by, thy servants?) 

14 We were [ful] filled early with thy mercy; we made full out joy, and we delighted in 
all our days. (Fulfill us or Fill us full each morning with thy love; so that we can rejoice, and be 
glad, in all our days.) 

15 We were glad for the days in which thou madest us meek; for the years in which we 
saw evils. (Make us glad now in recompense for the days in which thou hast humbled us; yea, for 
the years in which we endured evils.) 

16 Lord, behold thou into thy servants, and into thy works; and (ad)dress thou, (or 
direct thou), the sons of them. (Lord, let thy servants see thy mighty works; and our sons and 
daughters see thy glory.) 

17 And the shining of our Lord God be on us; and (ad)dress thou the works of our hands 
on us; and (ad)dress thou the works of our hands. (And let the shining of the Lord our God be 
upon us, and direct thou the works of our hands for us; yea, direct thou the works of our hands.) 


PSALM 91 
1 He that dwelleth in the help of the highest God; shall dwell in the protection of God 
of heaven. (He who dwelleth in the shelter of the Most High God, shall live under the protection 
of the God of heaven.) 
2 He shall say to the Lord, Thou art mine up-taker, and my refuge; my God, I shall hope 
in him. (He shall say to the Lord, Thou art my defender, and my refuge; my God, I trust in thee.) 
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3 For he delivered me from the snare of hunters; and from a sharp word. (For he shall 
save me from the hunter’s snare; and from a sharp word.) 

4 With his shoulders he shall make shadow to thee; and thou shalt have hope under 
his feathers. His truth shall (en)compass thee with a shield; (With his feathers he shall make 
a shadow for thee; and thou shalt have hope under his wings. His faithfulness shall surround thee 
like a shield.) 

5 thou shalt not dread of the night’s dread. Of an arrow flying in the day, (Thou shalt 
not fear the terror in the night; nor an arrow flying in the day.) 

6 of a goblin going in darknesses; of assailing, and of a midday fiend. (Nor the pestilence 
going in darkness; nor the assailing of the plague at midday.) 

7 A thousand shall fall down from thy side, and ten thousand from thy right side; 
forsooth it shall not nigh to thee. (A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy 
right side; but it shall not come even close to thee.) 

8 Nevertheless thou shalt behold with thine eyes; and thou shalt see the yielding of 
sinners. (Nevertheless thou shalt see with thine eyes; yea, thou shalt see the punishment of the 
sinners.) 

9 For thou, Lord, art mine hope; thou hast set thine help (to be the) alder-Highest. (For 
thou hast made the Lord to be thy hope; yea, the Most High to be thy help.) 

10 Evil shall not come to thee; and a scourge shall not (come) nigh to thy tabernacle. 

11 For God hath commanded to his angels of thee; that they keep thee in all thy ways. 
(For God hath commanded his angels to be all around thee; so that they keep thee safe on all thy 
ways.) 

12 They shall bear thee in the hands; lest peradventure thou hurt thy foot at a stone. 
(They shall lift thee up with their hands; lest thou hurt thy foot on a stone.) 

13 Thou shalt go upon a snake, and a cockatrice; and thou shalt defoul a lion, and a 
dragon, (or and thou shalt trample upon a lion, and a dragon). 

14 (For God saith), For he hoped in me, I shall deliver him, (or For God saith, Because he 
loved me, I shall save him); 1 shall defend him, for he knew my name. 

15 He cried to me, and I shall hear him; I am with him in tribulation; I shall deliver 
him, and I shall glorify him. (When he crieth to me, I shall answer him; I shall be with him in 
all his troubles; I shall rescue him, and I shall honour him.) 

16 | shall [ful] fill him with the length of days; and I shall show mine health to him. (I 
shall fulfill him with length of days, that is, with a long life; and I shall give my salvation, or my 
deliverance, to him, or and I shall save him.) 


PSALM 92 

1 The psalm of song, in the day of sabbath. It is good to acknowledge to the Lord; and 
to sing to thy name, thou Highest. (A psalm, yea, a song for the Sabbath day. It is good to give 
thanks to the Lord; and to sing unto thy name, O Most High.) 

2 To show early thy mercy; and thy truth by night. (To declare thy love in the morning; 
and thy faithfulness every night.) 

3 In a psaltery of ten cords; with song in harp. (On a lute with ten strings; and with a song 
on the harp.) 

4 For thou, Lord, hast delighted me in (the works of) thy making; and I shall make full 
out joy in the works of thine hands. (For thou, Lord, hast delighted me with thy deeds, or thy 
acts; and I shall rejoice over the works of thy hands.) 

5 Lord, thy works be magnified greatly; thy thoughts be made full deep. (Lord, thy 
works be truly great; thy thoughts be so very deep!) 

6 An unwise man shall not know; and a fool shall not understand these things. (But 
this is what the ignorant do not know; and what the foolish do not understand.) 
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7 When sinners come forth, as hay; and all they appear, that work wickedness. That 
they perish into the world of world; (That even though the sinners come forth like hay, or like 
grass, and that those who do evil prosper; they shall all utterly perish forever.) 

8 forsooth thou, Lord, art the Highest, [into] without end. (But thou, Lord, art the Most 
High, forever.) 

9 For lo! Lord, thine enemies, for lo! thine enemies shall perish; and all they shall be 
scattered that work wickedness (or and all who do evil shall be destroyed). 

10 And mine horn shall be raised as an unicorn; and mine eld (age shall be) in plenteous 
mercy. (But my head shall be raised up, like the horn of a wild ox; and I shall be richly anointed 
with oil.) 

11 And mine eye despised mine enemies; and when wicked men rise against me, mine 
ear shall hear (their downfall). (And my eyes shall see my heart’s desire for my enemies or And 
my eyes shall see the defeat of my enemies; and my ears shall hear the downfall of the wicked 
people who rise up against me.) 

12 A just man shall flower as a palm tree; he shall be multiplied as a cedar of Lebanon. 
(The righteous shall flourish like the palm trees; they shall be multiplied like the cedars of 
Lebanon.) 

13 Men planted in the house of the Lord; shall flower in the porches of the house of 
our God. (Those who be planted in the House of the Lord; shall flourish in the courtyards of the 
House of our God.) 

14 Yet they shall be multiplied in plenteous eld (age); and they shall be suffering well. 
(They shall be granted a plentiful old age; and they shall be strong, and vigorous, or and they shall 
be prosperous, and flourishing.) 

15 That they tell, that our Lord God is rightful; and no wickedness is in him. (And they 
shall declare that the Lord our God is righteous; and there is no wickedness in him.) 


PSALM 93 

1 The Lord hath reigned, he is clothed with fairness; the Lord is clothed with strength, 
and hath girded himself. For he made steadfast the world; that shall not be moved. 
(The Lord reigneth, he is clothed with majesty; the Lord is clothed with strength, and hath girded 
himself. He hath fixed the world in its place; so that it shall not be moved.) 

2 God, thy seat was made ready from that time; thou art from the world. (God, thy 
throne was prepared from that time; thou art from before the beginning.) 

3 Lord, the floods have raised; the floods have raised their voice. Floods have raised 
their waves; of the voices of many waters. (Lord, the oceans have raised, the oceans have 
raised up their roar. The oceans have raised up their roaring waves.) 

4 The raisings of the sea be wonderful; the Lord is wonderful in high things. (But the 
Lord on high, thundereth more than the roar of many waters; he is mightier than the waves of the 
sea.) 

5 Thy witnessings be made able to be believed greatly; Lord, holiness becometh thine 
house, into the length of days. (Thy laws stand firm, and unmoveable, or unchanging; Lord, 
thy House shall be holy forever.) 


PSALM 94 
1 God is Lord of vengeances; God of vengeance did freely. (God (is) the Lord of vengeance; 
O God of vengeance, show thyselfl) 
2 Be thou enhanced that deemest the earth; yield thou (a) yielding to proud men. (Be 
thou raised up, who judgest the earth; and punish thou those, who be proud.) 
3 Lord, how long sinners; how long shall sinners have glory? (Lord, how long shall the 
sinners, yea, how long shall the sinners have glory?) 
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4 They shall tell out, and shall speak wickedness; all men shall speak that work 
unrightfulness. (They boast, and they all speak wickedness; yea, all who work unrighteousness 
have glory in themselves.) 

5 Lord, they have made low thy people; and they have dis-eased thine heritage. (Lord, 
they have beaten down thy people; and they have distressed thy inheritance.) 

6 They killed a widow and a comeling; and they have slain fatherless children and 
motherless. (They have killed widows and newcomers, or strangers; and they have slain the 
fatherless and the motherless, or the orphans.) 

7 And they said, The Lord shall not see (it); and, (The) God of Jacob shall not understand. 

8 Ye unwise men in the people, understand; and, ye fools, learn sometime. (Understand 
this, ye ignorant among the people; and learn something, ye fools.) 

9 Shall not he hear, that planted the ear; either beholdeth not he, that made the eye? 
(Shall he not hear, who formed the ear? shall he not see, who made the eye?) 

10 Shall not he reprove, that chastiseth folks; (shall he not know), which teacheth man 
knowing? (Shall he not rebuke, who chastiseth the nations? shall he not know, who teacheth the 
people knowledge?) 

11 The Lord knoweth the thoughts of men; that those be (in) vain. (The Lord knoweth, 
that the thoughts of the people be all in vain, that is, empty, and useless, or worthless.) 

12 Blessed is the man, whom thou, Lord, hast learned; and hast taught him of thy law. 
(Happy is the person whom thou, Lord, hast taught; yea, whom thou hast taught thy Law.) 

13 That thou assuage him from evil days; till a ditch be digged to the sinner. (That thou 
assuage him from the evil days; until a ditch be dug for the sinners.) 

14 For the Lord shall not put away his people; and he shall not forsake his heritage. 
(For the Lord shall not reject his people; and he shall not abandon his inheritance.) 

15 Till rightfulness be turned (again) into doom; and who be nigh it, all that be of 
rightful heart. (For judgement shall return unto righteousness; and all who have an upright 
heart shall follow it.) 

16 Who shall rise with me against mis-doers; either who shall stand with me against 
them that work wickedness? (Who shall rise up for me against the evil-doers? and who shall 
stand up for me against those who do evil?) 

17 No but for the Lord helped me; almost my soul had dwelled in hell. (If the Lord had 
not helped me; soon I would have slept in Sheol, or in the land of the dead, or soon I would have 
slept in the grave.) 

18 If | said, My foot was stirred; Lord, thy mercy helped me. (But when I said, My foot is 
slipping! Lord, thy love held me up.) 

19 After the multitude of my sorrows in mine heart; thy comforts made glad my soul. 
(And after a multitude of sorrows gathered together in my heart; once again thy comfort gladdened 
my soul.) 

20 Whether the seat of wickedness cleaveth to thee; that makest travail in command- 
ment? (Shall the throne of wickedness cleave to thee; thou who makest trespass within the 
commandments? or thou who makest trespass by the commandments?) 

21 They shall take (hold) against the soul of a just man; and they shall condemn 
innocent blood. (For they gather themselves together against the life of the righteous; and they 
condemn the innocent to death.) 

22 And the Lord was made to me into refuge (or But the Lord was made my refuge); and 
my God was made into the help of mine hope. 

23 And he shall yield to them the wickedness of them; and in the malice of them he 
shall lose them, our Lord God shall lose them. (And he shall punish them for their wickedness; 
he shall destroy them for their malice, yea, the Lord our God shall destroy them.) 
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PSALM 95 

1 Come ye, make ye full out joy to the Lord; heartily sing we to God, our health. (Come 
ye, rejoice ye before the Lord; sing we heartily to God, our salvation, or sing we heartily to God, our 
deliverer.) 

2 Before-occupy we his face in acknowledging; and heartily sing we to him in psalms. 
(Let us come before him with thanksgiving; and sing we heartily to him with songs.) 

3 For God is a great Lord, and a great King above all gods; for the Lord shall not put 
away his people. 

4 For all the ends of [the] earth be in his hand; and the highness, [(or) the heights], of 
(the) hills be his. 

5 For the sea is his, and he made it; and his hands formed the dry land. 

6 Come ye, praise we, and fall we down before God; weep we before the Lord that made 
us; (Come ye, praise we, and fall we down before God; let us kneel before the Lord who made us;) 

7 for he is our Lord God. And we be the people of his pasture; and the sheep of his 
hand. If ye have heard his voice today; (for he is the Lord our God. And we be the people of his 
pasture; and the sheep of his hand. If ye will but listen to his voice today;) 

8 do not ye make hard your hearts. As in the stirring to wrath; by the day of temptation 
in desert. (yea, do not ye make your hearts stubborn; like they were at Meribah, and like that 
time at Massah, in the wilderness.) 

9 Where your fathers tempted me; they proved and saw my works. (When your 
forefathers tempted me; they proved, or tested, me, and saw my works.) 

10 Forty years I was offended to this generation; and I said, Ever[more] they err in heart. 
And these men knew not my ways; (For forty years I was offended by that generation; and I 
said, They err in their hearts forevermore. And these people do not know my ways;) 

11 to whom I swore in mine ire, they shall not enter into my rest. (and so I swore to them 
in my anger, that they would not enter into my rest.) 


PSALM 96 

1 Sing ye a new song to the Lord; all (the) earth, sing ye to the Lord. 

2 Sing ye to the Lord, and bless ye his name; tell ye his health from day into day (or tell 
ye about his salvation, or his deliverance, yea, his saving grace, from day unto day). 

3 Tell ye his glory among heathen men; his marvels among all peoples. (Tell ye of his 
glory to the heathen; and of his marvellous deeds to all the nations.) 

4 For the Lord is great, and worthy to be praised full much; he is fearedful above all 
gods (or he should be feared above all gods, or he should be revered above all gods). 

5 For all the gods of heathen men be fiends; but the Lord made heavens. (For all the 
gods of the heathen be but idols; but the Lord made the heavens.) 

6 Acknowledging and fairness is in his sight; holiness and worthy doing is in his 
hallowing. (Majesty and glory surround him; strength and beauty be in his sanctuary.) 

7 Ye countries of heathen men, bring to the Lord, bring ye glory and honour to the 
Lord; (Ye countries of the heathen, acknowledge to the Lord, acknowledge ye the glory and the 
strength of the Lord;) 

8 bring ye to the Lord glory to his name. Take ye sacrifices, and enter ye into the halls 
of him; (give ye to the Lord the glory due his name. Bring ye your sacrifices, and enter ye into his 
courtyards;) 

9 praise ye the Lord in his holy hall. All earth be moved of his face; (praise ye the Lord 
in the beauty of his holiness. All the earth tremble before him or All the earth dance before him;) 

10 say ye among heathen men, that the Lord hath reigned. And he hath amended the 
world, that shall not be moved; he shall deem peoples in equity. (say ye among the heathen, 
that the Lord reigneth. And that he hath set the world firmly in place, so that it cannot be moved; 
he shall judge the nations with justice.) 
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11 Heavens be glad, and the earth make full out joy, the sea and the fullness thereof be 
moved (al)together; (Let the heavens be glad, and the earth rejoice, let the sea roar, and all the 
creatures in it;) 

12 fields shall make joy, and all things that be in those. Then all the trees of woods 
shall make full out joy, (let the fields make joy, and all the things that be in them. And let all the 
trees of the woods rejoice,) 

13 for the face of the Lord, for he cometh; for he cometh to deem the earth. He shall 
deem the world in equity; and peoples in his truth. (before the Lord, for he cometh; yea, he 
cometh to judge the earth. He shall judge the world with righteousness, or with justice; and all 
the peoples with fairness, or in good faith.) 


PSALM 97 

1 The Lord hath reigned, the earth make full out joy; many isles be glad. (The Lord 
reigneth, let the earth rejoice; let the many isles be glad.) 

2 Cloud and darkness in his compass; rightfulness and doom is/the] amending of his 
seat. (Clouds and darkness surround him; righteousness and justice be the foundation of his 
throne.) 

3 Fire shall go before him; and shall enflame, either set afire, his enemies in compass. 
(Fire shall go before him; and shall set his enemies aflame, all around him.) 

4 His lightnings shined to the world; the earth saw, and was moved, (or the earth saw it, 
and trembled). 

5 Hills as wax floated down from the face of the Lord; all earth from the face of the 
Lord. (The hills flowed down like wax before the Lord; before the Lord of all the earth.) 

6 Heavens told his rightfulness; and all peoples saw his glory. (The heavens told out his 
righteousness; and all the peoples saw his glory.) 

7 All they that worship graven things, or images, be shamed, and they that have glory 
in their simulacra; all ye angels of the Lord, worship him. (All those who worship carved 
images, be put to shame, and they who have glory in their idols; and all ye gods, worship him.) 

8 Zion heard, and was glad; and the daughters of Judah made full out joy, for thy dooms, 
Lord. (The people of Zion heard, and were glad; and the daughters of Judah rejoiced, for thy 
judgements, O Lord.) 

° For thou, Lord, art the highest on all earth; thou art greatly enhanced over all gods. 
(For thou, Lord, art most high over all the earth, or For thou, Most High, art lord over all the earth; 
thou art exalted far above all gods.) 

10 Ye that love the Lord, hate evil, (or Ye who love the Lord, hate evil); the Lord keepeth 
(safe) the souls of his saints; he shall deliver them from the hand of the sinner. 

11 Light is risen to the rightful man; and gladness to rightful men of heart. (Light hath 
risen for the righteous; and gladness for those with upright hearts.) 

12 Just men, be ye glad in the Lord; and acknowledge ye to the mind of his hallowing. 
(Ye righteous, be glad in the Lord; and give ye thanks at the remembrance of his holiness.) 


PSALM 98 


1 A psalm. Sing ye a new song to the Lord; for he hath done marvels. His right hand 
and his holy arm; hath made health to him. (A song. Sing ye a new song to the Lord; for he 
hath done marvellous deeds. His right hand, or his power, and his holy arm, have won him the 
victory.) 

2 The Lord hath made known his health; in the sight of heathen men he hath showed 
his rightfulness. (The Lord hath made known his victory; yea, he hath shown his righteousness 
before the heathen.) 

3 He bethought on his mercy; and on his truth, to the house of Israel. All the ends of 
earth; saw the health of our God. (He remembered his love, and his faithfulness, toward the 
house of Israel. All the ends of the earth; have seen the victory of our God.) 
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4 All earth, make ye heartily joy to God; sing ye, and make ye full out joy, and say ye 
psalm. (All the earth, heartily make ye joy to God; sing ye, and rejoice, and sing ye a song.) 

5 Sing ye to the Lord in an harp, in harp and in voice of psalm; (Sing ye to the Lord ona 
harp, yea, on a harp, and with the words of a song or and with the strains of a lute;) 

6 in trumps beaten out with hammer, and in voice of a trump of (a) horn. Heartily sing 
ye in the sight of the Lord, the king; (and with trumpets beaten out with a hammer, yea, with 
the sound of trumpets and horns. Heartily sing ye before the Lord, the King;) 

7 the sea and the fullness thereof be moved; the world, and they that dwell therein. 
(let the sea roar, and all the creatures in it; yea, the whole world, and all that live in it!) 

8 Floods shall make joy with hand; together hills shall make full out joy, (The rivers 
make joy, or clap, with their hands; the hills rejoice together,) 

9 for the sight of the Lord; for he cometh to deem the earth. He shall deem the world 
in rightfulness; and peoples in equity. (before the Lord; for he cometh to judge the earth. He 
shall judge the world with righteousness; and the peoples with justice, or with fairness.) 


ALM 

1 The Lord hath reigned, [the] peoples be wroth; thou that sittest on cherubim, the 
earthbe moved. (The Lord reigneth, let the peoples tremble; thou who sittest above the cherubim, 
let the earth be shaken!) 

2 The Lord is great in Zion; and high above all peoples. 

3 Acknowledge they to thy great name, for it is fearedful and holy; (Praise they thy great 
name, for it is fearful, and holy, or for it is to be revered, for it is holy,) 

4 and the honour of the king loveth doom. Thou hast made ready (ad)dressings; thou 
hast made doom and rightfulness in Jacob. (and mighty; and, O King, thou loveth justice. 
Thou hast prepared directions, that is, laws, and commands, for us; thou hast made justice and 
righteousness in Jacob.) 

5 Enhance ye our Lord God; and worship ye (at) the stool of his feet, for it is holy. (Exalt 
ye the Lord our God; and worship ye, or bow ye down, at the stool of his feet, for he is holy.) 

6 Moses and Aaron were among his priests; and Samuel was among them that inwardly 
call his name. They inwardly called the Lord, and he heard them; (Moses and Aaron were 
among his priests; and Samuel was among those who called on his name. They called on the Lord, 
and he answered them;) 

7 in a pillar of cloud he spake to them. They kept his witnessings; and the 
commandment which he gave to them. (he spoke to them from the pillar of cloud. They 
obeyed his laws, and his commandments, which he gave to them.) 

8 Our Lord God, thou heardest them; God, thou were merciful to them, and thou 
tookest vengeance on all their findings. (Lord our God, thou answeredest them; God, thou 
were merciful to them, even though thou punished them for all their sins.) 

9 Enhance ye our Lord God, and worship ye in his holy hill; for our Lord God is holy. 
(Exalt ye the Lord our God, and worship ye at his holy hill or and bow ye down towards his holy 
hill; for the Lord our God is holy.) 


PSALM 100 
1 A psalm to acknowledge. All earth, sing ye heartily to God; (A song of thanksgiving. All 


the earth, sing ye heartily to God;) 

2 serve ye the Lord in gladness. Enter ye in his sight in full out joying. (serve ye the Lord 
with gladness. Enter ye before him with rejoicing.) 

3 Know ye, that the Lord himself is God; he made us, and not we made us. His people, 
and the sheep of his pasture, (Know ye, that the Lord himself is God; he made us, and we did 
not make ourselves or and we belong to him. So let his people, and the sheep of his pasture,) 

4 enter ye into his gates in acknowledging; enter ye into his porches, acknowledge ye 
to him in hymns. Praise ye his name, (enter ye his gates with praise, or thanksgiving; enter ye 
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into his courtyards with hymns of praise. Thank ye him, and bless ye his name or and praise ye 
his name,) 

5 for the Lord is sweet, his mercy is[into] without end; and his truth is in generation 
and into generation. (for the Lord is good, his love is forever; and his faithfulness is for all 
generations.) 


PSALM 101 

1 The psalm of David. Lord, I shall sing to thee; mercy and doom. I shall sing, (A song 
by David. Lord, I shall sing of love and justice or I shall sing of mercy and judgement. I shall sing 
unto thee,) 

2 and I shall understand in a way without wem; when thou shalt come to me. I went 
perfectly in the innocence of mine heart; in the middle of mine house. (and I shall go on 
the way without blemish, or without fault; but when shalt thou come to me? I shall go about with 
purity in the midst of my house; yea, in the innocence of my heart.) 

3 I setted not forth before mine eyes an unjust thing; I hated them that made 
trespassings. (I shall not set any impure thing before my eyes; I hate those who trespass, but 
I know, that that shall not cleave to me.) 

4 A shrewd heart cleaved not to me; I knew not a wicked man bowing away from me. 
(I shall turn away from anyone with a depraved heart; and I shall not have any dealings with the 
wicked.) 

5] pursued him that backbited privily his neighbour. With the proud eye and an heart 
unable to be filled; I ate not with this. (I shall silence anyone who privately, or secretly, 
backbiteth his neighbour. And I shall not eat with anyone who hath a proud eye, and a heart 
unable to be filled, or ever satisfied.) 

6 Mine eyes were to the faithful men of earth, that they sit with me; he that went in 
a way without wem, ministered to me. (But I look favourably upon those who be faithful, or 
loyal, and they shall sit with me; and he who goeth on the way without blemish, or without fault, 
shall serve me or shall be my servant.) 

7 He that doeth pride, shall not dwell in the middle of mine house; he that speaketh 
wicked things, served not in the sight of mine eyes. (He who hath pride, shall not live in the 
midst of my house; he who speaketh wicked things, shall not serve me or shall not be my servant.) 

8 In the morrowtide I killed all the sinners of earth; that I should lose from the city of 
the Lord all men working wickedness. (In the morning or Morning after morning, I shall kill 
all the sinners of the land; yea, I shall destroy all who do wickedness in the city of the Lord.) 


PSALM 102 


1 The prayer of a poor man, when he was anguished, and shedded out his speech before 
the Lord. Lord, hear thou my prayer; and my cry come to thee. (A prayer of a poor man, 
when he was anguished, and poured out his words before the Lord. Lord, hear thou my prayer; 
and let my cry come unto thee.) 

2 Turn not away thy face from me; in whatever day I am troubled, bow down thine ear 
to me. In whatever day I shall inwardly call thee; hear thou me swiftly. (Turn not away 
thy face from me; on whatever day I am troubled, bow down thy ear to me. On whatever day that 
I shall call to thee, please swiftly answer thou me.) 

3 For my days have failed as smoke; and my bones have dried up as croutons/as 
cracklings, either (the) leaving (s) of frying. (For my days have vanished like smoke; and my 
bones have dried up like croutons.) 

41am smitten as hay, and mine heart (hath) dried up; for I have forgotten to eat my 
bread. (I am beaten down like dry grass; and I have forgotten to eat my food.) 

5 Of the voice of my wailing; my bone cleaved to my flesh. (My voice waileth; for my 
bones cleave to my flesh.) 

6 | am made like a pelican of (the) wilderness; I am made as a night crow in an house. 
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7 | waked; and I am made as a solitary sparrow in the roof. (I lie awake; and I am like a 
solitary sparrow on the rooftop.) 

8 All day mine enemies despised me; and they that praised me swore against me. (All 
day long my enemies despise me; and those who be angry with me or and those who mock me, 
conspire against me.) 

9 For I ate ashes as bread; and I meddled my drink with weeping. (For I have eaten ashes 
for food; and I have mixed my tears with my drink.) 

10 From the face of the ire of thine indignation; for thou raising me [up] hast hurtled 
me down. (All because of thy anger, and thy indignation; for first thou hast raised me up, and 
then thou hast hurtled me down.) 

11 My days bowed away as a shadow; and I waxed dry as hay. (My days disappeared like 
a shadow; and I am dried up like the hay, or the grass.) 

12 But, Lord, thou dwellest [into] without end; and thy memorial in generation and 
into generation. (But, Lord, thou livest forever; and shalt be remembered by all generations.) 

13 Lord, thou rising up, shalt have mercy on Zion, (or Lord, thou shalt rise up, and have 
mercy on Zion); for the time to have mercy thereof cometh, for the time cometh. 

14 For the stones thereof pleased thy servants; and they shall have mercy on the land 
thereof. (For its stones pleased thy servants; and they even love its dust.) 

15 And, Lord, heathen men shall dread thy name; and all kings of earth shall dread thy 
glory. (And, Lord, the heathen shall fear thy name; and all the kings of the earth shall fear thy 
glory.) 

16 For the Lord hath built [up] Zion; and he shall be seen in his glory. (And when the 
Lord buildeth up Zion again; he shall be seen in all his glory.) 

17 He beheld on the prayer of meek men; and he despised not the prayer of them. (He 
heareth the prayers of the humble; and he did not despise their prayers.) 

18 Be these things written in another generation; and the people that shall be made 
shall praise the Lord. (These things be written for another generation; and then those people, 
yet to be, shall praise the Lord.) 

19 For he beheld from his high holy place; the Lord looked from heaven into earth (or 
the Lord looked down from heaven onto the earth). 

20 For to hear the wailings of fettered men; and for to unbind the sons of slain men. 

21 That they tell in Zion the name of the Lord; and his praising in Jerusalem. (So that 
they tell out the Lord’s name in Zion; and his praises in Jerusalem.) 

22 In gathering together peoples into one; and kings, that they serve the Lord. (Yea, 
when all peoples, and kingdoms, shall be gathered together into one, to serve the Lord.) 

23 Tt answered to him in the way of his virtue; Tell thou to me the fewness of my days. 
(But he hath weakened my strength along the way; he hath shortened my days.) 

24 Again-call thou not me in the middle of my days; thy years be in generation and 
into generation. (Please do not call me back in the middle of my days; thy years last or continue 
for all generations.) 

25 Lord, thou foundedest the earth in the beginning; and (the) heavens be the works 


of thine hands. 
26 Those shall perish, but thou dwellest perfectly; and all shall wax eld as a cloth. And 


thou shalt change them as a covering, and those shall be changed; (They shall perish, but 
thou shalt live forever; all of them shall grow old like a cloak. And thou shalt change them like a 
covering, and they shall be changed;) 

27 but thou art the same thyself, and thy years shall not fail. (but thou thyself art the 
same, and thy years shall have no end.) 

28 The sons of thy servants shall dwell; and the seed of them shall be (ad)dressed, (or 
directed), into the world. (The sons and daughters of thy servants shall live; and their children 
shall be secure before thee or and their descendants shall be established before thee.) 
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PSALM 103 

1 A psalm of David. (A song by David.) My soul, bless thou the Lord, and all things that 
be within me, bless his holy name. 

2 My soul, bless thou the Lord; and do not thou forget all the yieldings of him. (My 
soul, bless thou the Lord; and do not thou forget about all his gifts to thee.) 

3 Which doeth mercy to all thy wickednesses; which healeth all thy sicknesses. (Who 
showeth mercy to all thy sins, or all thy wickednesses; who healeth all thy sicknesses.) 

4 Which again-buyeth thy life from death; which crowneth thee in mercy and merciful 
doings. (Who redeemeth thy life from death; who crowneth thee with love and merciful doings.) 

5 Which [ful] filleth thy desire in goods; thy youth shall be renewed as the youth of an 
eagle. (Who fulfilleth thy desires with good things; thy youth shall be renewed like the youth of 
an eagle.) 

6 The Lord doing mercies; and doom, to all men suffering wrong. (The Lord giveth mercy, 
and justice, to all who suffer wrong.) 

7 He made his ways known to Moses; his wills to the sons of Israel (or his deeds to the 
Israelites). 

8 The Lord is a merciful doer, and merciful in will, (or The Lord is a giver of love, and a 
giver of mercy); long abiding, and much merciful. 

9 He shall not be wroth [into] without end; and he shall not threaten [into] without 
end. (He shall not be angry forever; and he shall not threaten forever.) 

10 He did not to us after our sins; neither he yielded to us after our wickednesses. (He 
did not do to us what we deserved for our sins; nor did he punish us for all our wickednesses.) 

11 For by the highness of heaven from earth; he made strong his mercy on men 
dreading him. (For as high as the heavens be above the earth, is how strong his love is, for those 
who fear him or for those who revere him.) 

12 As muchas the east is from the west; he made [a] far our wickednesses from us. 

13 As a father hath mercy on his sons, the Lord had mercy on men dreading him; (Like 
a father hath love for his sons and daughters, so the Lord hath love for those who fear him or for 
those who revere him;) 

14 for he knew our making. He bethought that we be dust (or He remembered that we be 
but dust), 

15 a man is as hay; his day/s] shall flower out so as a flower of the field. (for a person’s 
days (be) like the hay, (or the grass); and he shall flower out like the flowers in the field.) 

16 For the spirit shall pass in him, and it shall not abide; and it shall no more know his 
place. (For the wind passeth over it, and it shall not remain there long; and then its place shall 
know it no more.) 

17 But the mercy of the Lord is from without beginning, and till into without end; on 
men dreading him. And his rightfulness is into the sons of sons; (But the Lord’s loveis 
without beginning, and without end; for those who fear him or for those who revere him. And his 
righteousness shall never fail the children of their children,) 

18 to them that keep his testament. And be mindful of his commandments; to do those. 
(yea, they who keep his covenant; and who remember his commandments, and who do them.) 

19 The Lord hath made ready his seat in heaven; and his realm shall be lord of all. (The 
Lord hath prepared his throne in heaven; and he shall rule over all as their King.) 

20 Angels of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; ye mighty in virtue, doing his word, to hear 
the voice of his words. (Angels of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; ye mighty and strong, who do his 
word, yea, ye who obey him.) 

21 All virtues of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; ye ministers of him, that do his will. (All 
the hosts of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; ye who be his servants, who do his will.) 
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22 All works of the Lord, bless ye the Lord, in each place of his lordship; my soul, bless 
thou the Lord. (All his creatures, bless ye the Lord, everywhere that he ruleth; my soul, bless the 
Lord!) 


PSALM 104 

1 My soul, bless thou the Lord; my Lord God, thou art magnified greatly. Thou hast 
clothed acknowledging and fairness; (My soul, bless thou the Lord; my Lord God, thou art 
greatly magnified. Thou art clothed with majesty and glory;) 

2 and thou art clothed with light, as with a cloth. And thou stretchest forth heaven as 
a skin; (and thou art clothed with light, like with a cloak. And thou stretchest forth, or spreadest 
out, the heavens like a tent;) 

3 and thou coverest with waters the higher parts thereof. Which settest a cloud thy 
ascending; which goest on the feathers of winds. (and thou layest the beams of thy chambers 
upon the waters. Thou who makest a cloud thy chariot; and who goest upon the wings of the wind.) 

4 Which makest spirits thine angels; and thy ministers (a) burning fire. (Who makest 
the winds to be thy messengers; and flames of fire, or flashes of lightning, to be thy servants.) 

5 Which hast founded the earth on his stableness; it shall not be bowed into the world 
of world. (Who hast set the earth on its foundations; yea, it shall never be moved, or shaken.) 

6 The depth of waters as a cloth is the clothing thereof; waters shall stand on hills. (The 
depth of waters, like a cloak, is its clothing; and the waters rose above, or covered, the mountains.) 

7 Those shall flee from thy blaming; men shall be afeared of the voice of thy thunder. 
(The waters fled from thy rebuke; they were afraid of the sound of thy thunder.) 

8 Hills go up, and fields go down; into the place which thou hast founded to those. 
(They went up over the mountains, and down into the valleys; to the place which thou hast 
prepared for them.) 

° Thou hast set a term, which they shall not pass (over); neither those shall be turned 
(again), for to cover the earth (nor shall they ever return, to cover the earth). 

10 And thou sendest out wells into great valleys (or And thou sendest forth springs in the 
great valleys); (and the) waters shall pass betwixt the midst of (the) hills. 

11 All the beasts of the field shall drink; wild asses shall abide in their thirst, that is, 
to be filled in their thirst. (All the beasts of the field shall drink from these waters; the wild 
donkeys shall quench their thirst there.) 

12 [The] Birds of the air shall dwell on those; from the midst of the stones they shall 
give voices. (The birds of the air shall live on trees nearby; from the midst of the leaves they shall 
give out their voices.) 

13 And thou moistest [the] hills of their higher things; the earth shall be [ful] filled of 
the fruit of thy works. (And thou waterest the hills from thy high places; and the earth shall be 
filled full with the fruit of thy works.) 

14 And thou bringest forth hay to beasts; and herb to the service of men. That thou 
bring forth bread (out) of the earth; (And thou bringest forth hay, or grass, for the beasts; and 
plants for service to people. So that thou bring forth food from the earth;) 

15 and that wine make glad the heart of men. That he make glad the face with oil; and 
that bread make steadfast the heart of man. (and wine to make the hearts of people glad. And 
oil to make their faces shine; and bread to make their hearts strong.) 

16 The trees of the field shall be [full-filled, and the cedars of the Lebanon, which he 
planted; (The trees of the field be filled full with sap, and the cedars of Lebanon, which he planted;) 

17 sparrows shall make nest there. The house of the gyrfalcon is the leader of those; 
(the sparrows make their nests there; and the homes of the gyrfalcons be on the tops of them.) 

18 high hills be refuge to harts; the stone is refuge to urchins. (The high hills, or the 
mountains, be a refuge for the harts; and the stones be a refuge for the conies, or the rock badgers.) 
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19 He made the moon into times; the sun knew his going down. (Thou hast made the 
moon for telling times, or months; and the sun, it knoweth its time to go down, and when to set.) 

20 Thou hast set darknesses, and night is made; all beasts of the wood shall go therein. 

21 Lions’ whelps roaring for to ravish (prey); and to seek of God meat to themselves. 
(The lions’ whelps roar while they hunt the prey; seeking food for themselves from God.) 

22 The sun is risen, and those be gathered together; and those shall be set (down) in 
their couches. (Then the sun riseth, and they be gathered together; and they return to their 
dens.) 

23 A man shall go out to his work; and to his working, till to the eventide. (A man goeth 
out to his work; and doeth his labour, until the evening.) 

24 Lord, thy works be magnified full much, thou hast made all things in wisdom; the 
earth is filled with thy possession(s). (Lord, thou hast made a great many things, thou hast 
made all things by thy wisdom; the earth is filled with thy creatures.) 

25 This sea is great and large to hands; there be creeping beasts, of which is no number. 
Little beasts with [the] great; (The sea is great, and too large to hold in our hands; and in it be 
creeping things of which there is no number. Yea, little beasts with the great.) 

26 ships shall pass there. This dragon which thou hast formed, for to scorn him. (Ships 
pass there; and that dragon, or Leviathan, which thou hast formed, playeth there.) 

27 All things abide of thee; that thou give to them meat in time. (All things wait for thee; 
to give them their food at the proper time.) 

28 When thou shalt give to them, they shall gather; when thou shalt open thine hand, 
all things shall be filled with goodness. (What thou givest to them, they gather up; when thou 
openest up thy hand, they be filled with good things.) 

29 But when thou shalt turn away thy face, they shall be troubled; thou shalt take away 
the spirit of them, and they shall fail; and they shall turn again into their dust. (But when 
thou turnest away thy face, they be troubled; and when thou takest away their breath, they fail; 
and then they return to the dust from whence they came.) 

30 Send out thy spirit, and they shall be formed of the new/and they shall be reformed 
of new; and thou shalt renew the face of the earth. (Give thou them breath, and they shall 
be formed anew; yea, thou shalt renew the face of all the earth.) 

31 The glory of the Lord be into the world; the Lord shall be glad in his works. (May the 
glory of the Lord be forever; may the Lord be satisfied with, or happy over, his works.) 

32 Which beholdeth the earth, and maketh it to tremble; which toucheth hills, and 
those smoke. (Who looketh upon the earth, and maketh it to tremble; who toucheth the hills, 
and they smoke.) 

33 | shall sing to the Lord in my life; I shall say psalm to my God, as long as I am. (I shall 
sing to the Lord all my life; yea, I shall sing psalms, or songs of praise, to my God, as long as I am.) 

34 My speech be merry to him/My speech be mirth to him; forsooth I shall delight in 
the Lord. (May my words please him; for my delight is in the Lord.) 

35 Sinners fail from the earth, and wicked men fail, so that they be not; my soul, bless 
thou the Lord. (May the sinners perish from the earth, and the wicked fail, so that they be not; 
but my soul, bless thou the Lord.) 


PSALM 105 
1 Alleluia. Acknowledge ye to the Lord, and inwardly call ye his name; tell ye his works 
among heathen men”. (Alleluia. Give ye thanks to the Lord, and call ye on his name; tell ye about 
his works among the heathen.) 
2 Sing ye to him, and say ye psalm to him, and tell ye all his marvels (or and tell ye of all 
his marvellous deeds); 





* 
PSALM 105:1 Compare Psalm 105:1-15 to 1st Chronicles 16:8-22. 
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3 be ye praised in his holy name. The heart of men seeking the Lord be glad; (glory ye 
in his holy name. Let the hearts of the people seeking the Lord be glad;) 

4 seek ye the Lord, and be ye confirmed; seek ye ever[more] his face. (seek ye the Lord, 
who is your strength; seek ye his face forevermore.) 

5 Have ye mind on his marvels, which he did; on his great wonders, and dooms of his 
mouth. (Remember the marvellous deeds, which he hath done; and the judgements, which came 
forth from his mouth.) 

6 The seed of Abraham, his servant; the sons of Jacob, his chosen man. (Ye descendants 
of his servant Abraham; ye sons and daughters of his chosen man Jacob.) 

7 He is our Lord God; his dooms be in all the earth. (He is the Lord our God; his judgements 
be for all the earth.) 

8 He was mindful of his testament into the world; of the word which he commanded 
into a thousand generations. (He shall remember his covenant forever; yea, the word which he 
commanded to a thousand generations.) 

9 Which he disposed to Abraham; and of his oath to Isaac. (The covenant which he made 
with Abraham; and his oath to Isaac.) 

10 And he ordained it to Jacob into a commandment; and to Israel into everlasting 
testament. (And he ordained it to Jacob for a law; yea, to Israel for an everlasting covenant.) 

11 And he said, I shall give to thee the land of Canaan; the cord of your heritage (or yea, 
your possession, your inheritance). 

12 When they were in a little number; and the comelings of them were full few. (When 
they were little in number; yea, very few, and newcomers, or strangers, in that land.) 

13 And they passed from folk into folk; and from a realm into another people. (And 
they went from one nation to another; and from one kingdom to another.) 

14 He left not a man to annoy them; and he chastised kings for them. (He did not let 
anyone harm them; and he admonished, or warned, kings about them.) 

15 (Saying), Do not ye touch my christs; and do not ye do wickedly among my prophets. 
(Saying, Do not ye touch my anointed servants; and do not ye harm my prophets.) 

16 And God called hunger on earth (or And God called for hunger, or a famine, on the earth); 


and he wasted all the steadfastness of bread. 
17 He sent a man before them; Joseph was sold into a servant (or Joseph was sold as a 


slave). 

18 They made low his feet in fetters, iron passed by his soul; (They put his feet in fetters, 
and an iron collar around his neck;) 

19 till the word of him came. The speech of the Lord enflamed him; (until the word of 
the Lord came as predicted. The word of the Lord proved him right;) 

20 the king sent and unbound him; the prince of peoples sent and delivered him. (then 
the king sent and unbound him; yea, the ruler of the nations sent word, and set him free.) 

21 He ordained him lord of his house; and prince of all his possession. (He ordained him 
lord of his house; and the ruler of all his possessions.) 

22 That he should learn his princes as himself (or And that he should teach his leaders, or 
his officials, as he desired); and that he should teach his eld men prudence. 

23 And Israel entered into Egypt; and Jacob was a comeling in the land of Ham. (And 
then Jacob, or Israel, came down to Egypt; and he was a newcomer, or a stranger, in the land of 
Ham.) 

24 And God increased his people greatly; and made them steadfast on his enemies. 
(And God greatly increased his people; and he made them stronger than their enemies.) 

25 He turned the heart of them, that they hated his people; and did guile against his 
servants. (And then he turned the hearts of their enemies, so that they hated his people; and they 
were deceitful with his servants.) 

26 He sent Moses, his servant; [and] that Aaron, whom he chose. 
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27 He putted in them (to tell and to do) the words of his miracles; and of his great 
wonders in the land of Ham. (And they told of his miracles beforehand; and then they 
performed his great wonders in the land of Egypt.) 

28 He sent darknesses, and made (it) dark; and he made not bitter his words. (He sent 
darkness, and all the land was made dark; but still the Egyptians resisted his commands.) 

29 He turned the waters of them into blood; and he killed the fishes of them. 

30 And the land of them gave paddocks; in the privy places of the kings of them. (And 
their land brought forth frogs; even the king’s private rooms were filled with them.) 

31 God said, and a flesh fly came; and gnats in all the coasts of them. (And God spoke, 
and then swarms of flies came; and gnats as well, in all their coasts.) 

32 He setted their rains (into) hail; (and) fire burning in the land of them. 

33 And he smote the vines of them, and the fig trees of them; and all-brake the trees 
of the coasts of them. 

34 He said, and the locust(s) came; and a bruchus of which (there) was no number (or 
and innumerable bruchi). 

35 And it ate all the hay in the land of them; and it ate all the fruit of the land of them. 
(And they ate all the plants in their land; and they ate all the fruit of their land.) 

36 And he killed each the first engendered thing in the land of them (or And he killed all 
their first-born in their land); the first fruits of all the travail of them. 

37 And he led out them with silver and gold; and none was sick in the lineages of them. 
(And he led them out with silver and gold; and no one was weak, or feeble, in all their tribes.) 

38 Egypt was glad in the going out of them; for the dread of them lay on Egyptians. 
(The Egyptians were glad that they left; for the Egyptians feared them.) 

39 He spreaded abroad a cloud, into the covering of them (or for their covering); and (a) 
fire, that it shined to them by night. 

40 They asked, and a curlew came; and he [ful] filled them with the bread of heaven. 
(They asked for food, and the curlews came; and then he fulfilled them with bread, or manna, from 
heaven.) 

41 He brake the stone, and waters flowed; floods went forth in the dry place. (He broke 
open a rock, and waters flowed out; yea, a river went forth there in the desert, or in the wilderness.) 

42 For he was mindful of his holy word; which he had (said) to Abraham, his servant. 
(For he remembered his solemn promise; which he had made to his servant Abraham.) 

43 And he led out his people in full out joying; and his chosen men in gladness. (And 
so he led out his people rejoicing; and his chosen in gladness.) 

44 And he gave to them the countries of heathen men; and they had in possession the 
travails of (other) peoples. (And he gave them the countries of the heathen; and they had in 
possession what other peoples had toiled for, or had worked so hard for.) 

45 That they keep his justifyings; and keep his law. (So that they would obey his statutes; 
and obey his laws.) 


PSALM 106 
1 Alleluia. Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is[into] without 


end. (Alleluia. Give ye thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his love is forever.) 

2 Who shall speak (of) the powers of the Lord; shall make known all his praisings? (Who 
shall speak of the Lord’s powers? who shall make known all his praises? or who shall make known 
all the praises that he is due?) 

3 Blessed be they that keep doom; and do rightfulness in all time. (Happy be they who 
obey his commands, or his judgements; and who always do what is right.) 

4 Lord, have thou mind on us, in the good pleasance of thy people; visit thou us in 
thine health. (Lord, remember me when thou helpest thy people; include me in their salvation, 
or in their deliverance.) 
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5 To see in the goodness of thy chosen men, to be glad in the gladness of thy folk; that 
thou be praised with thine heritage. (So that I may see the goodness of thy chosen people, 
and that I be glad, or rejoice, in the gladness of thy nation; and so that I may have glory with thy 
inheritance.) 

© We have sinned with our fathers; we have done unjustly, we have done wickedness. 
(We have all sinned like our forefathers; we have all done unjustly, we have all done wickedness.) 

7 Our fathers in Egypt understood not thy marvels; they were not mindful of the 
multitude of thy mercy. And they going into the sea, into the Red Sea, stirred (him) to 
wrath; (Our forefathers in Egypt did not understand thy marvellous deeds; they did not remember 
thy many loving deeds. And they stirred thee to anger, or they rebelled against thee, at the sea, 
yea, at the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds;) 

8 and he saved them for his name, that he should make known his power. (but still he 
saved them for the sake of his name, so that he could make known his power.) 

9 And he parted the Red Sea, and it was dried; and he led forth them in the depths of 
waters, as in desert. (And he parted the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, and it dried up; and he led 
them forth through the depths of the waters, as though through the wilderness.) 

10 And he saved them from the hand of haters; and he again-bought them from the 
hand of the enemy (or and he redeemed them from the power of the enemy). 

11 And the waters covered men troubling them; one of them abode not. (And then the 
waters covered the men who troubled them; yea, not one of them was left alive.) 

12 And they believed to his words; and they praised the praising of him. (And they 
believed in his promises; and they sang his praises.) 

13 They had soon done, (that) they forgat his works; and they abided not his counsel. 
(But soon they had forgotten all his works; and they did not wait for his counsel.) 

14 And they coveted covetousness in desert (or And they were utterly insatiable in the 
wilderness); and tempted God in a place without water. 

15 And he gave to them the asking of them; and he sent fullness into the souls of them. 
(And so he gave them what they asked for; but he also sent leanness, that is, sickness, into their 
bodies.) 

16 And they wrathed (against) Moses in the castles; (and against) Aaron, the holy (man) 
of the Lord. (And they envied Moses in their tents; and also Aaron, the holy man of the Lord.) 

17 The earth was opened, and swallowed [down] Dathan; and covered on the congre- 
gation of Abiram. (And the earth opened up, and swallowed Dathan; and it covered up the 
company, or the family, of Abiram.) 

18 And fire burnt on high in the synagogue of them; flame burnt [the] sinners. (And 
fire burned on high throughout their company, or their congregation; yea, the flame burned up 
the sinners.) 

19 And they made a calf in Horeb; and worshipped a molten image. (And then they made 
a golden calf at Sinai; and so they worshipped a cast image.) 

20 And they changed their glory; into the likeness of a calf eating hay. (And they 
exchanged the glory of God; for the metal likeness of a calf that eateth grass.) 

21 They forgat God, that saved them, that did great works in Egypt, (They forgot their 
God, who saved them, and who did great works in Egypt,) 

22 marvels in the land of Ham; fearedful things in the Red Sea. (yea, marvellous deeds in 
the land of Ham; and fearful things in the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds.) 

23 And God said, that he would lose them; (and he would have), if Moses, his chosen man, 
had not stood in the breaking of his sight. That he should turn away his ire; lest he lost 
them. (And God said, that he would destroy them; and he would have, if Moses, his chosen man, 
had not stood in the gap, or the breach, before him; so that he would turn away his anger, lest it 
destroy the people.) 
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24 And they had the desirable land for nought, (for) they believed not to his word, (And 
they considered the desirable land as worth nothing, for they did not believe his promise,) 

25 and they grutched in their tabernacles (or and they grumbled in their tents); (and) they 
heard not the voice of the Lord. 

26 And he raised his hand on them; to cast down them in desert. (And he raised up his 
hand against them; to throw them down in the wilderness.) 

27 And to cast away their seed in nations; and to lose them in countries. (And to scatter 
their descendants among the nations; and so to let them die in foreign, or strange, lands.) 

28 And they made sacrifice to Baalpeor; and they ate the sacrifices of dead beasts. (And 
then they sacrificed to Baalpeor; and they ate the sacrifices offered to dead, or lifeless, gods.) 

29 And they wrathed God in their findings; and falling, either death, was multiplied in 
them. (And they angered God with their deeds; and many died from the plague.) 

30 And Phinehas stood, and pleased God; and the vengeance ceased. (But then Phinehas 
stood up, and pleased God; and the plague ceased.) 

31 And it was areckoned to him to rightfulness; in generation and into generation, till 
into without end. (And it was counted unto him as righteousness; throughout all generations, 
forever.) 

32 And they wrathed God at the waters of against-saying; and Moses was travailed for 
them, that is, troubled in soul, (And then they angered God again, this time at the waters of 
Meribah; and Moses was travailed for them, that is, his soul was troubled over them, or and Moses 
was in great trouble because of them,) 

33 for they made bitter his spirit, and he parted in his lips. (for they made his spirit so 
bitter, that he spoke rashly with his lips.) 

34 They lost not [the] heathen men; which the Lord said to them (to do). (And they did 
not destroy the heathen; which the Lord had commanded them to do.) 

35 And they were meddled among heathen men, and learned the works of them; 
(Indeed, they were mixed in among the heathen, and learned all their ways;) 

36 and served the graven images of them; and it was made to them into cause of 
stumbling. (and served their carved idols; and that became their falling, or their trap.) 

37 And they offered their sons, and their daughters, to fiends. (And they sacrificed their 
sons and their daughters, to demons and to devils.) 

38 And they shedded out innocent blood, the blood of their sons and of their daughters; 
which they sacrificed to the graven images of Canaan. And the earth was slain in bloods, 
(And so they shed innocent blood, the blood of their own sons and daughters; whom they sacrificed 
to the carved idols of Canaan. And the earth was polluted with their children’s blood,) 

39 and was defouled in the works of them; and they did fornication in their findings. 
(and they were defiled by their works; and they wantonly abandoned God with their deeds.) 

40 And the Lord was wroth by strong vengeance against his people; and he had 
abomination of his heritage. (And the Lord grew more and more angry in his fury against 
his people; and he had abomination for his own inheritance.) 

41 And he betook them into the hands of heathen men; and they that hated them, 
were lords of them. (And he delivered them into the hands of the heathen; and so they who 
hated them, were their lords.) 

42 And their enemies did tribulation to them, and they were meeked under the hands 
of enemies; (And their enemies troubled them or oppressed them, and they were humbled at the 
hands of their enemies;) 

43 oft he delivered them. But they wrathed him in their counsel; and they were made 
low in their wickednesses. (and often he rescued them. But then they stirred him to anger 
again with their deeds or But still they chose to rebel against him; and so they were brought down 
low for their wickednesses.) 
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44 And he saw, when they were set in tribulation; and he heard the prayer of them (or 
and he heard their prayers). 

45 And he was mindful of his testament; and it repented him by the multitude of his 
mercy. (And he remembered his covenant with them; and he relented because of his great love.) 

46 And he gave them into mercies; in the sight of all men, that had taken them. (And 
he made the people, who had taken them captive, to have compassion for them.) 

47 Our Lord God, make thou us safe; and gather together us from nations. That we 
acknowledge to thine holy name; and have glory in thy praising. (Lord our God, save thou 
us; and gather us back from among the nations. So that we may give thanks to thy holy name; 
and receive glory in thy praising.) 

48 Blessed be the Lord God of Israel from the world and till into the world; and all the 
people shall say, Be it done, be it done. (Blessed be the Lord God of Israel forever and ever; and 
all the people shall say, Amen, amen.) 


PSALM 107 

1 Alleluia. Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is into the world. 
(Alleluia. Give ye thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his love is forever.) 

2 Say they, that be again-bought of the Lord; which he again-bought from the hand of 
the enemy, (Say they, who were redeemed by the Lord; whom he rescued from the power of the 
enemy,) 

3 from countries he gathered them together. From the rising of the sun, and from the 
going down; from the north, and from the sea. (yea, he gathered them together from all the 
countries. From the rising of the sun, and from the going down of the same; from the north, and 
from the sea.) 

4 They erred in wilderness, in a place without water; they found not way of the city 
of dwelling place. (They wandered about in the desert, in a place without water; they could not 
find the way to a city to live in.) 

5 They were hungry and thirsty; their soul(s) failed in them. 

6 And they cried to the Lord, when they were set in tribulation; and he delivered them 
from their needinesses. (And they cried to the Lord, when they were in trouble; and he saved 
them from all their distress.) 

7 And he led forth them into the right way; that they should go into the city of 
dwelling. (And he led them forth by the right way; so that they came to a city to live in.) 

8 The mercies of the Lord, acknowledge to him; and his marvels acknowledge to the 
sons of men. (Give thanks to the Lord for his constant love; and for the marvellous deeds which 
he hath done, for the sons and daughters of men.) 

° For he [ful] filled a void man; and he filled with goods an hungry man. (For he fulfilleth 
the thirsty; and he filleth the hungry with good things to eat.) 

10 God delivered men sitting in darkness, and in the shadow of death; and men 
imprisoned in beggary, and in iron(s). 

11 For they made bitter the speeches of God; and wrathed the counsel of the Highest. 
(Because they had rebelled against the words of God; and had rejected the counsel of the Most 
High.) 

12 And the heart of them was made meek in travails; and they were sick, and none was 
that helped (them). (And their hearts were made weary by their labour; and they were enfeebled, 
or weak, and there was no one to help them.) 

13 And they cried to the Lord, when they were set in tribulation; and he delivered them 
from their needinesses. (And they cried to the Lord, when they were in trouble; and he saved 
them from all their distress.) 

And he led them out of darknesses, and [the] shadow of death; and brake the bonds 
of them. 
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15 The mercies of the Lord, acknowledge to him; and his marvels, acknowledge to the 
sons of men. (Give thanks to the Lord for his constant love; and for the marvellous deeds which 
he hath done, for the sons and daughters of men.) 

16 For he all-brake [the] brazen gates; and he brake [the] iron bars. (For he broke all the 
bronze gates; and the iron bars.) 

17 He up-took them from the way of their wickedness; for they were made low for 
their unrightfulnesses. (And some were fools, and they went forth in their wicked ways; and 
they were made low for their unrighteousnesses.) 

18 The soul of them loathed all meat (or They hated all kinds of food); and they nighed 
unto the gates of death. 

19 And they cried to the Lord, when they were set in tribulation; and he delivered them 
from their needinesses. (And they cried to the Lord, when they were in trouble; and he saved 
them from all their distress.) 

20 He sent his word, and healed them; and delivered them from the perishings of them 
(or and saved them from death). 

21 The mercies of the Lord, acknowledge to him; and his marvels to the sons of men. 
(Give thanks to the Lord for his constant love; and for the marvellous deeds which he hath done, 
for the sons and daughters of men.) 

22 And offer they the sacrifice of praising; and tell they his works with full out joying. 
(And offer they the sacrifice of praise; and tell they about his works with rejoicing.) 

23 They that go down into the sea in ships; and make working in many waters. (And 
let others go down to the sea in ships; and do their work or and ply their trade in many waters.) 

24 They saw the works of the Lord; and his marvels in the depth. (And they saw the 
works of the Lord; and his marvellous deeds in the depths of the sea.) 

25 He said, and the spirit of tempest stood; and the waves thereof were areared. (He 
spoke, and the wind of the tempest stood still; and its waves were lifted up high.) 

26 They ascend till to heavens, and go down unto the depths; the soul of them failed in 
evils. (They were lifted up to the heavens, and then brought down to the depths; and their souls 
failed because of their troubles, yea, they lost all hope, or all courage.) 

27 They were troubled, and they were moved as a drunken man; and all the wisdom of 
them was devoured. (They were troubled, and they staggered around like drunken men; and all 
their wisdom, or all their skill, had fled.) 

28 And they cried to the Lord, when they were set in tribulation; and he led them out 
of their needinesses. (And they cried to the Lord, when they were in trouble; and he saved them 
from all their distress.) 

29 And he ordained the tempest thereof into a soft wind, either peaceability; and the 
waves thereof were still(ed). 

30 And they were glad, for those were still; and he led them forth into the haven of 
their will. (And they were glad that all was still; and he led them forth into the haven of their 
desire, yea, into a safe harbour.) 

31 The mercies of the Lord, acknowledge to him; and his marvels to the sons of men. 
(Give thanks to the Lord for his constant love; and for the marvellous deeds which he hath done, 
for the sons and daughters of men.) 

32 And enhance they him in the church of the people; and praise they him in the 
chair(s) of the elder men. (And let them exalt him in the congregation of the people; and praise 
they him in the council of the elders.) 

33 He hath set floods into desert; and the outgoings of waters into thirst(y)(ground). 
(He hath turned rivers into desert; and springs of water into thirsty ground.) 

34 He hath set fruitful land into saltiness; for the malice of men dwelling therein. (He 
hath set fruitful land into a salty wasteland; because of the evil, or the wickedness, of the people 
who live there.) 
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35 He hath set desert into ponds of waters; and [the] earth without water into [the] 
outgoings of waters. (He hath turned the desert into pools of water; yea, the place without 
water into springs of water.) 

36 And he set there hungry men; and they made a city of dwelling. (And he put the 
hungry there; and they made a city to live in.) 

37 And they sowed fields, and planted vines; and made fruit of birth. (And they sowed 
fields, and planted vines; and reaped a fruitful harvest.) 

38 And he blessed them, and they were multiplied greatly (or And he blessed them, and 
they were greatly multiplied); and he made not less their work beasts. 

39 And they were made few; and were travailed of tribulation of evils and of sorrow. 
(And then, they were made few; and were troubled with trials, and evils, and sorrow.) 

40 Strife was shed out on princes; and he made them for to err without the way, and 
not in the way. (And he poured out his contempt upon theirenemies’ leaders; and he made them 
to wander without a way, and to go not on the way.) 

41 And he helped the poor man from poverty; and setted families as a sheep bringing 
forth lambs. (But he helped the poor out of their poverty; and made families to be like sheep 
bringing forth lambs.) 

42 Rightful men shall see, and shall be glad; and all wickedness shall stop his mouth. 
(The upright shall see, and shall be glad; and all the wicked shall close their mouths.) 

43 Who is wise, and shall keep these things; and shall understand the mercies of the 
Lord? (Whoeveris wise, shall think about these things; and then they shall understand the Lord’s 
constant love.) 


PSALM 108 

1 The song of the psalm of David. Mine heart is ready, God, mine heart is ready; I shall 
sing, and I shall say psalm in my glory”. (A psalm, yea, a song by David. God, my heart is 
ready, my heart is ready; I shall sing, yea, I shall sing a song.) 

2 My glory, rise thou up, psaltery and harp, rise thou up; I shall rise up early. (My spirit, 
rise thou up; lute and harp, rise thou up; yea, I shall rise up in the morning.) 

3 Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee among peoples; and I shall say psalm to thee among 
nations. (Lord, I shall praise thee, or I shall confess thee, or I shall give thanks to thee among the 
peoples; and I shall sing a song to thee among the nations, or among the heathen.) 

4 For why, God, thy mercy is great on heavens; and thy truth is till to the clouds. (For, 
O God, thy love reacheth above the heavens; and thy faithfulness up to the clouds.) 

5 God, be thou enhanced above heavens; and thy glory over all earth. (God, be thou 
exalted above the heavens; and let thy glory be over all the earth.) 

6 That thy darlings be delivered, make thou safe with thy right hand, and hear [thou] 
met: (Save thy dear ones; yea, save thou us with thy right hand, and answer thou me.) 

7 God spake in his holy (place). I shall make full out joy, and I shall part Shechem; and 
I shall mete the great valley of tabernacles. (God spoke in his holiness or God spoke from his 
sanctuary, and he said, I shall rejoice, and I shall divide Shechem; and I shall measure out the 
Succoth Valley.) 

8 Gilead is mine, and Manasseh is mine; and Ephraim is the up-taking of mine head. 
Judah is my king; (Gilead is mine, and Manasseh is mine; Ephraim is my helmet, and Judah is 
my sceptre.) 

9 Moab is the cauldron of mine hope. Into Idumea I shall stretch forth my shoe; aliens 
be made friends to me. (But Moab is my washbowl. And I shall throw my shoes at Edom; and 
Philistia shall be made subject to me.) 





* 
PSALM 108:1 Compare Psalm 108:1-5 to Psalm 57:7-11. T psaLm 108:6 Compare Psalm 108:6-13 to Psalm 60:5-12. 
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10 Who shall lead me forth into a strong city; who shall lead me forth till into Idumea? 
(Who shall lead me forth into the fortified city? who shall lead me unto Edom?) 

11 Whether not thou, God, that hast put us away; and, God, shalt thou not go out in 
our virtues? (Shalt not thou, God, even though thou hast cast us off, or rejected us? or shalt not 
thou, God, go out with our hosts, or our armies, any more?) 

12 Give thou help to us (out) of tribulation; for the help of man is vain. (Lord, give thou 
us help in the time of trouble; for the help of man is worthless, yea, but an empty hope.) 

13 We shall make virtue in God; and he shall bring our enemies to nought. (With God’s 
help, we shall do valiantly or we shall have the victory; and he shall bring down our enemies into 
nothing.) 


PSALM 109 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. God, hold thou not still my praising; (For the 
choirmaster, a song by David. God of my praises, be thou not silent;) 

2 for the mouth of the sinner, and the mouth of the guileful man, is opened on me. 
They spake against me with a guileful tongue, (for the mouth of the sinner, and the mouth of 
the deceitful, were opened against me. Yea, they spoke against me with their lying tongues,) 

3 and they (en)compassed me with words of hatred; and fought against me without 
cause. (and they surrounded me with hateful words; and fought against me for no reason.) 

4 For that thing that they should love me (for), they backbited me; but I prayed (for 
them). 

5 And they setted against me evils for goods (or And they paid me back evil for good); and 
hatred for my love. 

6 Ordain thou a sinner on him; and the devil stand on his right half. (Ordain thou a 
sinner over my enemy; and let the devil stand at his right hand.) 

7 When he is deemed, go he out condemned; and his prayer be made into sin. (When 
he is judged, let him go out condemned; and let his prayer be made into sin.) 

8 His days be made few; and another take his bishopric. (Let his days be made few; and 
another take his office.) 

9 (Let) His sons be made fatherless; and his wife a widow. 

10 His sons trembling be borne over, and beg; and be they cast out of their habitations. 
(Let his sons and daughters be made vagrants, and go begging; yea, let them be thrown out of their 
dwelling places.) 

11 An usurer seek all his chattel; and aliens ravish his travails. (Let an usurer take away 
all his chattel, or his substance; and let foreigners, or strangers, take all that he hath worked for.) 

12 None helper be to him; neither any be that have mercy on his motherless children. 
(Let there be no one to help him; nor let anyone have mercy on his motherless children.) 

13 His sons be made into perishing (or Let all his sons and daughters die); (and) the name 
of him be done away in one generation. 

14 The wickedness of his fathers come again into mind in the sight of the Lord; and 
the sin of his mother be not done away. (Let the wickedness of his forefathers be remembered 
by the Lord; and let his mother’s sin be not done away,or wiped out.) 

15 Be they made ever[more] against the Lord; and the mind of them perish from earth. 
(Let their sins be before the Lord forevermore; but let the remembrance of these people perish from 
all the earth.) 

16 For that thing that he thought not to do mercy, and he pursued a poor man and a 
beggar; and to slay a man compunct in heart. (Because he never thought to show mercy, or 
love, but he persecuted the poor and the needy; and he even killed the broken-hearted.) 

17 And he loved cursing, and it shall come to him; and he would not blessing, and it 
shall be made far from him. (And because he loved to curse others, now let it come to him; and 
because he delighted not to give anyone a blessing, now let it be made far from him.) 
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18 And he clothed cursing as a cloth, and it entered as water into his inner things; and 
as oil in his bones. (He clothed himself in cursing, like with a cloak, and it entered into his inner 
things, like water; yea, like oil into his bones.) 

19 Be it made to him as a cloth, with which he is covered; and as a girdle, with which 
he is ever[more] girded. (Let it be made to him like a cloak, with which he is covered; yea, like a 
girdle, with which he is girded forevermore.) 

20 This is the work of them that backbite me with the Lord; and that speak evils against 
my life. (Let this be the reward of those who backbite me with the Lord; yea, those who speak evil 
against me.) 

21 And thou, Lord God, do with me for thy name; for thy mercy is sweet. Deliver thou 
me, (But thou, Lord God, do with me for the sake of thy name; for thy love is good. Save thou me,) 

22 for I am needy and poor; and mine heart is troubled within me. (for I am poor and 
needy; and my heart is troubled within me.) 

23 | am taken away as a shadow, when it boweth away; and I am shaken away as locusts. 
(I fade away like a shadow in the evening; and I am shaken off like a bug.) 

24 My knees be made feeble with fasting; and my flesh was changed for oil. (My knees 
be made weak with fasting; and my flesh wasteth away for lack of oil.) 

25 And Iam made (a) shame to them; they saw me, and moved their heads, (or they saw 
me, and shook their heads). 

26 My Lord God, help thou me; make thou me safe by thy mercy. (My Lord God, help thou 
me; save thou me in thy mercy or save thou me because of thy love.) 

27 And they shall know, that this is thine hand; and (that) thou, Lord, hast done it. 

28 And they shall curse, and thou shalt bless, they that rise against me, be shamed; 
but thy servant shall be glad. (And they shall curse, but thou shalt bless, so let those who rise 
against me, be put to shame; but thy servant shall be glad.) 

29 They that backbite me, be clothed with shame; and be they covered with their 
shame, as with a double cloth. (Let those who backbite me, be clothed with shame; yea, let 
them be covered with their shame, like with a cloak.) 

30 | shall acknowledge to the Lord greatly with my mouth; and I shall praise him in the 
middle of many men. (With my mouth I shall greatly thank the Lord; yea, I shall praise him in 
the midst of many people.) 

31 Which stood nigh on the right half of a poor man; to make safe my soul from 
pursuers. (For he standeth close to the right hand of the poor; to save them from their pursuers, 
or their persecutors.) 


PSALM 110 

1 The psalm of David. The Lord said to my Lord; Sit thou on my right side. Till I put 
thine enemies a stool of thy feet. (A song by David. The Lord said to my lord, Sit thou at my 
right hand; until I make thy enemies into thy footstool.) 

2 The Lord shall send out from Zion the rod of thy virtue; be thou lord in the midst of 
thine enemies. (The Lord shall send out from Zion the sceptre, or the symbol, of thy strength; 
and thou shalt be the lord, or the ruler, in the midst of thy enemies.) 

3 The beginning is with thee in the day of thy virtue, in the brightnesses of saints; 
I begat thee of the womb, before the day star. (From the beginning, thy strength was with 
thee, and from that day thou hast shone in the brightness of the saints; yea, I begat thee from the 
womb, before the day star.) 

4 The Lord swore, and it shall not repent him; Thou art a priest [into] without end, by 
the order of Melchizedek. (The Lord swore, and he shall never repent for saying, Thou art a 
priest forever, in the order of Melchizedek.) 
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5 The Lord on thy right side; hath broken kings in the day of his vengeance. (The Lord 
at thy right hand, hath broken kings in the day of his vengeance or shall break kings in the day of 
his vengeance.) 

6 He shall deem among nations, he shall fill (the land with) fallings; he shall shake heads 
in the land of many men. (He shall judge among the nations, he shall fill the land with the fallen; 
he shall wound those who be the chiefs, or the leaders, in many lands.) 

7 He drank of the strand in the way; therefore he enhanced the head. (The king shall 
drink from the stream beside the way; and then he shall hold up his head in victory or and then 
he shall hold his head up high.) 


PSALM 111 

1 Alleluia. Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee in all mine heart; in the council, and 
congregation of just men. (Alleluia. Lord, I shall praise thee with all my heart, in the gathering 
together of the upright; yea, in the congregation.) 

2 The works of the Lord be great; sought out into all his wills. (The works of the Lord be 
great; sought out by all who take delight in them.) 

3 His work is acknowledging and great doing; and his rightfulness dwelleth into the 
world of world. (His works be full of honour and majesty; and his righteousness remaineth 
forever and ever.) 

4 The Lord, merciful in will, and a merciful doer, hath made a mind of his marvels; (The 
Lord, merciful in will, and a giver of mercy, is remembered for his marvellous deeds;) 

5 he hath given meat to men dreading him. He shall be mindful of his testament into 
the world; (he hath given food to those who fear him or to those who revere him. He shall always 
be mindful, or shall always remember, his covenant;) 

® he shall tell to his people the strength of his works. That he give to them the 
heritage of folks; (he hath shown his people his strength in his works. Yea, he hath given them 
the inheritance of the nations;) 

7 the works of his hands be truth and doom (or the works of his hands be truth and justice). 
All his commandments be faithful, 

8 confirmed into the world of world; made in truth and equity. (confirmed forever, and 
made in truth and goodness.) 

° The Lord sent redemption to his people; he commanded his testament [into] without 
end. His name is holy and dreadful; (The Lord sent and redeemed his people; he commanded 
that his covenant should endure forever. His name is holy and fearful or His name is holy and 
worthy to be praised;) 

10 the beginning of wisdom is the dread of the Lord. Good understanding is to all that 
do it; his praising dwelleth into the world of world. (the beginning of wisdom is the fear of 
the Lord or the beginning of wisdom is to revere the Lord. All who obey his commandments grow 
in wisdom; praise shall be his forever.) 


PSALM 112 

1 Alleluia. Blessed is the man that dreadeth the Lord; he shall delight full much in his 
commandments. (Alleluia. Happy is the person who feareth the Lord or Happy is the person 
who hath reverence for the Lord; he shall take great delight, or joy, in his commandments.) 

2 His seed shall be mighty in [the] earth; the generation of rightful men shall be blessed. 
(His children shall be mighty in the earth; the descendants of good people shall be blessed or the 
generations of the upright shall be blessed.) 

3 Glory and riches be in his house; and his rightfulness dwelleth into the world of 
world. (There shall be glory and riches in his house; and his righteousness remaineth forever and 
ever.) 
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4 Light is risen up in darknesses to rightful men; the Lord is merciful in will, and a 
merciful doer, and rightful. (Light riseth up in the darkness for the upright; the Lord is merciful 
in will, a giver of mercy, and fair to all.) 

5 The man is merry, that doeth mercy, and lendeth; he disposeth his words in doom; 
(Happy is the person who giveth favour when he lendeth; he disposeth his deeds with justice, or 
with good judgement;) 

6 for he shall not be moved [into] without end. A just man shall be in everlasting mind; 
(and nothing shall shake him. A good person’s deeds shall always be remembered;) 

7 he shall not dread of an evil hearing. His heart is ready for to hope in the Lord; (he 
shall not fear to hear bad news. His heart is always ready to trust in the Lord;) 

8 his heart is confirmed, he shall not be moved, till he despise his enemies. (his heart 
is firm, he shall not be moved, and he shall gloat over his enemies./his heart is steadfast, he shall 
not be shaken, and he shall see his enemies defeated.) 

° He spreaded abroad, he gave to poor men; his rightwiseness dwelleth into the world 
of world; his horn shall be raised in glory. (He spreadeth abroad much money, yea, he giveth 
to the poor; his righteousness remaineth forever and ever, his horn shall be raised up in glory.) 

10 A sinner shall see (it), and shall be wroth; he shall gnash with his teeth, and shall 
fail, either shall wax rotten; the desire of sinners shall perish. 


PSALM 113 


1 Alleluia. Servants, praise ye the Lord; praise ye the name of the Lord. 

f 2 i name of the Lord be blessed; from this time now, and till into the world (or and 
orever). 

3 From the rising of the sun till to the going down (or From the rising of the sun until the 
going down of the same); the name of the Lord is worthy to be praised. 

4 The Lord is high above all folks (or The Lord is high above all the nations); and his glory 
is above (the) heavens. 

5 Who is as our Lord God, that dwelleth in high things; (Who is like the Lord our God, who 
liveth in high places or who liveth on high;) 

6 and beholdeth meek things in heaven and in earth? (and yet who deigneth himself to 
look upon the things in the heavens, and the things on earth!) 

7 Raising a needy man from the earth; and enhancing a poor man from drit. (Raising 
up the needy from the dust; and lifting up the poor out of the dirt.) 

8 That he set him with princes; with the princes of his people. (So that they may sit with 
princes; yea, with the leaders of the people.) 

9 Which maketh a barren woman dwell in the house; a glad mother of sons. (Who 
maketh a barren woman, who liveth in her home, into a happy mother of sons.) 


PSALM 114 
1 Alleluia. In the going out of Israel from Egypt; of the house of Jacob from the heathen 


people. (Alleluia. When Israel went out from Egypt, yea, the house of Jacob from a people with a 
strange language;) 

2 Judah was made the hallowing of him; Israel the power of him. (Judah was made the 
Lord’s sanctuary; and Israelwas made his dominion.) 

3 The sea saw, and fled; Jordan was turned aback. (The Red Sea, or The Sea of Reeds, saw 
it, and fled away; the Jordan River turned back, or backed away.) 

4 Mountains full out joyed as rams; and little hills as the lambs of sheep. (The mountains 
rejoiced like rams; and the little hills like the lambs of sheep.) 

5 Thou sea, what was to thee, for thou fleddest; and thou, Jordan, for thou were turned 
aback? (0 Red Sea, or O Sea of Reeds, what happened to thee, that thou fleddest away? and O 
Jordan, why hast thou turned back?) 
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6 Mountains, ye made full out joy as rams; and little hills, as the lambs of sheep. (0 
mountains, why did ye rejoice like rams? and ye little hills, like the lambs of sheep?) 

7 The earth was moved from the face of the Lord; from the face of God of Jacob. (The 
earth shaketh at the presence of the Lord; at the presence of the God of Jacob.) 

8 Which turned a stone into a pond of waters; and an hard rock into wells of waters. 
(Who turned the rock into a pool of water; yea, the hard rock cliff into a flowing spring.) 


PSALM 115 

1 (Alleluia.) Lord, not to us, Lord, not to us; but give thou glory to thy name. Of thy 
mercy, and of thy truth; (Alleluia. Lord, not to us, Lord, not to us; but give thou glory to thy 
name. For thy love, and for the sake of thy faithfulness;) 

2 lest any time heathen men say, Where is the God of them? (lest any time the heathen 
say, Where is their God?) 

3 Forsooth our God in heaven; did all things, whichever he would. (For our God is in 
heaven; and he doeth whatever he desireth.) 

4 The simulacra of heathen men be silver and gold (or The idols of the heathen be made 
out of silver and gold); the works of men’s hands. 

5 They have mouth(s), and shall not speak; they have eyes, and shall not see. (They 
have mouths, but they cannot speak; they have eyes, but they cannot see.) 

6 They have ears, and shall not hear; they have nostrils, and shall not smell. (They have 
ears, but they cannot hear; they have nostrils, but they cannot smell.) 

7 They have hands, and shall not grope; they have feet, and shall not go; they shall 
not cry in their throat. (They have hands, but they cannot feel; they have feet, but they cannot 
move; and they cannot make any sound.) 

8 They that make those simulacra be made like those; and all that trust in them. (Let 
all who make those idols be made like them; and also all who trust in them.) 

° The house of Israel hoped in the Lord; he is the helper of them, and the defender of 
them. (But let the house of Israel trust in the Lord; he is their helper, and their defender.) 

10 The house of Aaron hoped in the Lord; he is the helper of them, and the defender 
of them. (And let the house of Aaron trust in the Lord; he is their helper, and their defender.) 

11 They that dread the Lord, hoped in the Lord; he is the helper of them, and the 
defender of them. (Let all who fear the Lord or Let all who revere the Lord, trust in the Lord; he 
is their helper, and their defender.) 

12 The Lord was mindful of us; and blessed us. He blessed the house of Israel; he blessed 
the house of Aaron. (The Lord remembereth us; and will bless us. He will bless the house of Israel; 
he will bless the house of Aaron.) 

13 He blessed all men that dread the Lord; both little and greater. (He will bless all those 
who fear the Lord or all those who revere the Lord; both small and great alike.) 

14 The Lord add, either increase, on you; on you, and on your sons. (May the Lord give 
you increase; yea, you, and your sons and your daughters.) 

15 Blessed be ye of the Lord; that made heaven and earth. (May ye be blessed by the Lord; 
who made heaven and earth.) 

16 Heaven of heaven is to the Lord/Heaven of heavens to the Lord; but he gave the 
earth to the sons of men. (Heaven and the heavensbe the Lord’s; but he gave the earth to the 
sons and daughters of men.) 

17 Lord, not dead men shall praise thee; neither all men that go down into hell. (Lord, 
the dead shall not praise thee; yea, none who go down into Sheol, or the land of the dead, or none 
who go down into the grave.) 

18 But we that live, bless the Lord; from this time now, and till into the world. (But we 
who live, bless the Lord; from this time now, and forever.) 
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PSALM 116 
1 Alleluia. I loved the Lord; for the Lord shall hear the voice of my prayer. (Alleluia. I 


love the Lord; for the Lord hath heard the words of my prayer.) 

2 For he bowed down his ear to me; and I shall inwardly call him in my days (or and I 
shall call to him in all my days). 

3 The sorrows of death (en)compassed me; and the perils of hell found me. I found 
tribulation and sorrow; (The sorrows of death surrounded me; and the perils of Sheol, or the 
land of the dead, took hold of me. And I found myself in trouble and in sorrow;) 

4 and I called inwardly the name of the Lord. Thou, Lord, deliver my soul; (and I called 
on the name of the Lord, (saying), O Lord, save my soul! or O Lord, save me!) 


5 the Lord is merciful, and just, (or the Lord is merciful, and he is good); and our God doeth 
mercy. 


6 And the Lord keepeth little children; I was meeked, and he delivered me. (And the 
Lord keepeth safe the simple-hearted; yea, I was brought down low, but he saved me.) 

7 My soul, turn thou (again) into thy rest; for the Lord hath done well to thee. (My soul, 
return to thy rest; for the Lord hath been good to thee.) 

8 For he hath delivered my soul from death; mine eyes from weepings, and my feet 
from falling down. (For he hath saved me from death; yea, he stopped my eyes from weeping, 
and my feet from slipping, or stumbling.) 

91 shall please the Lord; in the country of them that live. (I shall walk before the Lord; in 
the land of the living.) 

10 | believed, for which thing I spake; forsooth I was made low full much. (And I 
continued to believe; even when I was brought down so very low.) 

11] said in my passing; Each man is a liar. (And I said in my panic or And I said when I was 
afraid, Everyone is a liar.) 

12 What shall I yield to the Lord; for all things which he hath yielded to me? (But what 
can I give back to the Lord; for all that he hath given to me?) 

13 | shall take the cup of health; and I shall inwardly call the name of the Lord. (I shall 
take the cup of salvation, or of deliverance; and I shall call on the name of the Lord.) 

14] shall yield my vows to the Lord before all his people; (I shall pay my vows to the Lord; 
in the sight of all his people.) 

15 the death of saints of the Lord is precious in his sight. (The Lord is deeply moved by 
the death of any of his saints.) 

16 O! Lord, for I am thy servant; I am thy servant, and the son of thine handmaid, (or I 
am thy servant, and the son of thy servantess). Thou hast broken my bonds, 

17 to thee I shall offer a sacrifice of praising; and I shall inwardly call the name of the 
Lord. (and so I shall offer a sacrifice of praise to thee; and I shall call on the name of the Lord.) 

18 | shall yield my vows to the Lord, in the sight of all his people; (I shall pay my vows to 
the Lord, before all his people;) 

19 in the foreyards of the house of the Lord, in the midst of thee, Jerusalem. (in the 
courtyards of the House of the Lord, in the midst of thee, O Jerusalem.) 


PSALM 117 
1 Alleluia. All heathen men, praise ye the Lord; all peoples, praise ye him. (Alleluia. All 


the heathen, praise ye the Lord; all the peoples, praise ye him.) 

2 For his mercy is confirmed on us; and the truth of the Lord dwelleth [into] without 
end. (For his love toward us is strong or For his love toward us is firm; and the faithfulness of the 
Lord remaineth forever.) 


PSALM 118 
1 Alleluia. Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is without end. 


(Alleluia. Give ye thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his love is forever.) 
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2 Israel say now, for he is good; for his mercy is without end (or for his love is forever). 

3 The house of Aaron say now; for his mercy is without end (or for his love is forever). 

4 They that dread the Lord, say now; for his mercy is without end. (They who fear the 
Lord or They who revere the Lord, say now; for his love is forever.) 

5 (Out) Of tribulation I inwardly called the Lord; and the Lord heard me in largeness. 
(In my trouble I called to the Lord; and the Lord answered me, and set me free.) 

6 The Lord is an helper to me; I shall not dread what man shall do to me. (The Lord is 
my helper; I shall not fear what people shall do to me.) 

7 The Lord is an helper to me; and I shall despise mine enemies. (The Lord is my helper; 
and I shall gloat over my enemies or and I shall see my enemies defeated.) 

8 It is better to trust in the Lord; than for to trust in man. (It is better to trust in the Lord; 
than to trust in any person.) 

° It is better for to hope in the Lord; than to hope in princes. (It is better to trust in the 
Lord; than to trust in our rulers.) 

10 All folks (en)compassed me; and in the name of the Lord it befelled, for lam avenged 
on them. (All the nations surrounded me; but in the name of the Lord, I shall be avenged upon 
them or I shall destroy them.) 

11 They compassing (en)compassed me; and in the name of the Lord, for I am avenged 
on them. (They surrounded me on every side; but in the name of the Lord, I shall be avenged 
upon them or I shall destroy them.) 

12 They (en)compassed me as bees, and they burnt out as fire among thorns; and in 
the name of the Lord, for I am avenged on them. (They surrounded me like bees, but they 
burned out quickly, like a fire among the thorns; for in the name of the Lord, I shall be avenged 
upon them or I shall destroy them.) 

13 | was hurled, and turned upside-down, that I should fall down; and the Lord took 
me up (or but the Lord helped me up). 

14 The Lord is my strength, and my praising; and he is made to me into health (or and 
he is my salvation, or my deliverance, or and he hath saved me). 

15 The voice of full out joying and of health; be in the tabernacles of just men. The 
right hand of the Lord hath done virtue, (The voice of rejoicing and of victory, be in the tents, 
or the camp, of the righteous. The right hand of the Lord hath done mightily,) 

16 the right hand of the Lord enhanced me; the right hand of the Lord hath done virtue. 
(the right hand of the Lord is exalted; the right hand of the Lord hath done mightily.) 

17] shall not die, but I shall live; and I shall tell (out) the works of the Lord. 

18 The Lord chastising hath chastised me; and he gave not me to death. (Yea, the Lord 
hath punished me; but he did not give me over to death.) 

19 Open ye to me the gates of rightfulness, and I shall enter by those, and I shall 
acknowledge to the Lord; (Open ye for me the gates of righteousness, or of victory, and I shall 
enter in by them, and I shall praise the Lord or and I shall give thanks to the Lord;) 

20 this gate is of the Lord, and just men shall enter by it. (this is the gate of the Lord, and 
the righteous shall enter by it.) 

21 | shall acknowledge to thee, for thou heardest me; and art made to me into health. 
(I shall praise thee, for thou hast answered me; and thou hast given me the victory, or and thou 
art my salvation, or my deliverance, or and thou hast saved me.) 

22 The stone which the builders reproved; this is made into the head (stone) of the 
corner. (The stone which the builders rejected; it is made into the chief cornerstone.) 

23 This thing is made of the Lord; and it is wonderful before our eyes. (This thing was 
done by the Lord; and it is wonderful to behold.) 

24 This is the day which the Lord made; make we full out joy, and be we glad therein. 
(This is the day which the Lord hath made; let us rejoice, and be glad in it.) 
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25 O! Lord, make thou me safe, O! Lord, make thou well prosperity; (O Lord, save thou us! 
O Lord, send us prosperity now!) 

26 blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord. We blessed you of the house of 
the Lord; (blessed is he who cometh in the name of the Lord. We bless you from the House of the 
Lord;) 

27 God is Lord, and he hath given light to us. Ordain ye a solemn day in thick peoples; 
till to the horn(s) of the altar. (God is the Lord or The Lord is God, and he hath given light to us. 
On the feast day, ordain ye a line of pilgrims, around the corners, or the horns, of the altar.) 

28 Thou art my God, and I shall acknowledge to thee; thou art my God, and I shall 
enhance thee. I shall acknowledge to thee, for thou heardest me; and thou art made to 
me into health. (Thou art my God, and I shall praise thee or and I shall give thanks to thee; thou 
art my God, and I shall exalt thee. I shall praise thee, for thou hast answered me; and thou hast 
given me the victory, or and thou art my salvation, or my deliverance, or and thou hast saved me.) 

29 Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is without end. (Give ye 
thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his love is forever.) 


PSALM 119 
1 Alleluia. [Aleph.] Blessed be men without wem in the way; that go in the law of the 


Lord. (Alleluia. Happy be they whose lives be without blemish, or without fault; who walk in the 
Law of the Lord.) 

2 Blessed be they, that seek his witnessings; and seek him in all the heart. (Happy be 
they who obey his teachings, or his commands; and who seek him, or obey him, with all their 
heart.) 

3 For they that work wickedness; went not in his ways. (For they who work wickedness, 
went not in his ways.) 

4 Thou hast commanded; that thy behests be kept greatly. (Thou hast commanded, that 
thy precepts, or thy laws, be diligently kept.) 

5 | would that my ways were (ad)dressed; to keep thy justifyings. (I desire that my ways 
be directed; so that I can obey thy statutes.) 

6 Then I shall not be shamed; when I shall behold perfectly in(to) all thy behests. (Then 
I shall not be shamed, if I fix my eyes on thy commandments.) 

71 shall acknowledge to thee in the (ad)dressing of mine heart; in that that I learned 
the dooms of thy rightfulnesses. (I shall praise thee with my heart properly directed, when I 
have learned thy righteous judgements./I shall praise thee with a pure heart, when I have learned 
thy just decrees.) 

8] shall keep thy justifyings; forsake thou not me on each side. (I shall obey thy statutes; 
do not thou abandon me on any side or never desert thou me.) 

9 [Beth.] In what thing amendeth a young waxing man his way? in keeping thy words. 
(How may a young man correct his way? by obeying thy words, or thy commands.) 

10 Tn all mine heart I sought thee; put thou me not away from thy behests. (With all my 
heart I have sought thee; let me not stray from thy commandments.) 

11 In mine heart I hid thy speeches; that I do not sin against thee. (I hid thy words in my 
heart; so that I will not sin against thee.) 

12 Lord, thou art blessed; teach thou me thy justifyings. (Lord, blessed art thou; teach 
thou me thy statutes.) 

13 In my lips I have pronounced; all the dooms of thy mouth. (With my lips I have 
declared, all the judgements, or the laws, from thy mouth.) 

14] delighted in the way of thy witnessings; (as much) as in all riches. (I delighted in the 
way of thy teachings, or thy commands; as much as in great riches.) 

15 | shall be exercised, either busily occupied, in thy behests; and I shall behold thy 
ways. (I shall think about thy precepts; and I shall study thy ways.) 
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16 | shall bethink in thy justifyings; I shall not forget thy words. (I shall delight myself 
in thy statutes; I shall not forget thy words, or thy commands.) 

17 [Gimel.] Yield to thy servant; quicken thou me, and I shall keep thy words. (Grant 
this to thy servant; that thou let me live, and that I obey thy commands.) 

18 Lighten thou mine eyes; and I shall behold the marvels of thy law. (Open thou my 
eyes; and I shall see the marvels, or the wonders, that come forth from thy Law.) 

19 | am a comeling in earth; hide thou not thy behests from me. (I am a newcomer, or a 
stranger, here on earth; hide thou not thy commandments from me.) 

20 My soul coveted to desire thy justifyings; in all time. (My soul desireth to know thy 
judgements; at all times.) 

21 Thou blamedest the proud; they be cursed, that bow away from thy behests. (Thou 
hast rebuked the proud; cursed be they who turn away from thy commandments.) 

22 Do thou away from me shame and despising; for I sought thy witnessings. (Do thou 
away from me all shame and despising; for I have kept thy commands, or for I have obeyed thy 
laws, or for I have followed thy teachings.) 

23 For why princes sat, and spake against me; but thy servant was exercised in thy 
justifyings. (For the rulers sit, and speak against me; but thy servant studied, and thought about, 
thy statutes, or but thy servant shall study, and shall think about, thy statutes.) 

24 For why and thy witnessings is my thinking; and my counsel is thy justifyings. (For 
thy teachings, or thy commands, be my delight; and they be my counsellors.) 

25 [Daleth.] My soul cleaved to the pavement; quicken thou me by thy word. (My body 
lieth on the ground or lieth in the dust; grant thou me life according to thy word.) 

26 | told out my ways, and thou heardest me; teach thou me thy justifyings. (I told 
thee all that I had done, and thou heardest me or and thou answeredest me; teach thou me thy 
statutes.) 

27 Learn thou me the way of thy justifyings; and I shall be exercised in thy marvels. 
(Teach thou me the way of thy precepts; and I shall think about thy marvels, or thy wonders.) 

28 My soul napped for, or because of, harm; confirm thou me in thy words. (I was 
harmed or My body was harmed, and could not sleep; strengthen thou me with thy words.) 

29 Remove thou from me the way of wickedness; and in thy law have thou mercy on 
me. (Remove thou me, or keep me away, from the ways of wickedness; and in thy Law have mercy 
upon me.) 

30 | chose the way of truth; I forgat not thy dooms (or I did not forget thy judgements). 

31 Lord, I cleaved to thy witnessings; do not thou shame me. (Lord, I have held fast to thy 
teachings, or thy commands; do not let me be shamed.) 

32 | ran the way of thy commandments; when thou alargedest mine heart. (I shall go 
the way of thy commandments; for thou hast enlarged my heart.) 

33 [He.] Lord, set thou to me a law, the way of thy justifyings; and I shall seek it 
ever[more]. (Lord, set thou thy Law before me, yea, the way of thy statutes; and I shall follow 
it forevermore.) 

34 Give thou understanding to me, and I shall seek thy law; and I shall keep it in all 
mine heart. (Give thou understanding to me, and I shall follow thy Law; yea, I shall obey it with 
all my heart.) 

35 Lead me forth in the path of thy behests; for I would it. (Lead me forth on the path of 
thy commandments; for I delight in them or for that is what I desire.) 

36 Bow down mine heart into thy witnessings; and not into avarice. (Turn my heart to 
thy teachings, or thy commands; and not to greed.) 

37 Turn thou away mine eyes, that they see not vanity; quicken thou me in thy way. 
(Turn thou away my eyes from the empty, and the worthless; grant thou me life in thy way.) 

38 Ordain thy speech to thy servant; (who is) in thy dread. (Ordain thy word to thy servant; 
who feareth thee or who hath reverence for thee.) 
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39 Cut away my shame, which I supposed; for thy dooms be merry. (Turn away the 
shame, or the rebuke, which I fear; for thy judgements be good.) 

40 Lo! I coveted thy commandments; quicken thou me in thine equity. (Behold! I desired 
(to obey) thy precepts; grant thou me life in thy righteousness.) 

41 [Vau.] And, Lord, thy mercy come [up] on me; thine health come by thy speech. 
(And, Lord, let thy love come to me; let thy salvation, or thy deliverance, come according to thy 
word.) 

42 And I shall answer a word to men saying shame to me; for I hoped in thy words. 
(And then I shall answer a word to those shaming me; for I put my trust in thy words.) 

43 And take thou not away from my mouth the word of truth utterly; for I hoped above 
in thy dooms. (And never take away the word of truth from my mouth; for I put my hope in thy 
judgements, or in thy decrees.) 

44 And I shall keep thy law ever[more]; into the world, and into the world of world. 
(And I shall obey thy Law forevermore; yea, forever and ever.) 

45 And I went in largeness; for I sought thy commandments. (And I shall walk in freedom; 
for I have sought out thy commandments.) 

46 And I spake of thy witnessings in the sight of kings; and I was not shamed. (And I 
shall speak of thy teachings, or thy commands, before kings; and I shall not be ashamed.) 

47 And I bethought in thy behests; which I loved. (And I delight myself in thy 
commandments; which I love.) 

48 And I raised mine hands to thy commandments, which I loved; and I shall be 
exercised in thy justifyings. (And I shall raise up my hands to thy commandments, which I 
love; and I shall think about thy statutes.) 

49 [Zain.] Lord, have thou mind on thy word to thy servant, (or Lord, remember thy word 
to thy servant); in which word thou hast given hope to me. 

50 This comforted me in my lowness; for thy word quickened me. (This comforted me in 
my time of trouble; for thy word hath given me life.) 

51 Proud men did wickedly (to me) by all things; but I bowed not away from thy law. 
(The proud and the boastful have scorned me in all things; but I have not turned away from thy 
Law.) 

52 Lord, I was mindful of thy dooms from the world; and I was comforted. (Lord, I 
remember thy judgements of long ago; and I am comforted.) 

53 Failing held me; for sinners forsaking thy law. (Anger taketh hold of me; when I think 
of the sinners who desert thy Law.) 

54 Thy justifyings were delightable to me to be sung; in the place of my pilgrimage. 
(Thy statutes were delightful for me to sing about; here on my pilgrimage.) 

55 Lord, I had mind of thy name by night; and I kept thy law. (Lord, I remember thy name 
in the night; and I obey thy Law.) 

56 This thing was made to me; for I sought thy justifyings. (And this is true of me; that I 
have kept thy precepts or that I have obeyed thy commands.) 

57 [Cheth.] Lord, my part; I said to keep thy law. (Lord, thou art my portion; I have said 
that I would obey thy Law.) 

58 | besought thy face in all mine heart; have thou mercy on me by thy speech. (I sought 
thee out with all my heart; have thou mercy on me according to thy word.) 

59 | bethought (on) my ways; and I turned my feet into thy witnessings. (I thought about 
my ways; and I have turned my feet to follow thy teachings.) 

60 | am ready, and I am not troubled; to keep thy commandments. (I am ready, and I 
have not delayed, to obey thy commandments.) 

61 The cords of sinners have embraced me; and I have not forgotten thy law. (The cords 
of the sinners have entangled me; but I have not forgotten thy Law.) 
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62 At midnight, I rose to acknowledge to thee; on the dooms of thy justifyings. (At 
midnight, I rise to give thee thanks or I rise to give thee praise; for all thy righteous judgements.) 

63 | am partner of all that dread thee; and keep thy behests. (I am a partner of all who 
fear thee or I am a friend of all who revere thee; of all who obey thy precepts.) 

64 Lord, the earth is full of thy mercy; teach thou me thy justifyings. (Lord, the earth is 
full of thy love; teach thou me thy statutes.) 

65 [Teth.] Lord, thou hast done goodness with thy servant; by thy word. (Lord, thou 
hast been kind to thy servant; yea, according to thy word.) 

66 Teach thou me goodness, and lore, either chastising, and knowing; for I believed 
to thy behests. (Teach thou me goodness, and knowledge, or discipline; for I trust in thy 
commandments.) 

67 Before that I was made meek, I trespassed; therefore I kept thy speech. (Before that 
I was punished, I trespassed; but thereafter, I have obeyed thy word.) 

68 Thou art good; and in thy goodness teach thou me thy justifyings. (Thou art good, 
and thou doest good; teach thou me thy statutes.) 

69 The wickedness of them that be proud, is multiplied on me; but in all mine heart I 
shall seek thy behests. (The wicked lies of them, who be proud, be multiplied against me; but I 
shall follow thy precepts with all my heart.) 

70 The heart of them is crudded, either made hard, as milk; but I bethought (on) thy 
law. (Their hearts be like curdled milk; but I delight in thy Law.) 

71 It is good to me, that thou hast made me meek; that I learn thy justifyings. (It was 
good for me, that thou hast punished me; so that I would learn thy statutes.) 

72 The law (out) of thy mouth is better to me; than thousands of gold and silver. (The 
Law from thy mouth meaneth more to me or is more valuable to me, than a fortune in gold and 
silver.) 

73 [Jod.] Thine hands made me, and formed me; give thou understanding to me, that 
I learn thy behests. (Thy hands made me, and formed me; now give thou me understanding, so 
that I can learn thy commandments.) 

74 They that dread thee shall see me, and they shall be glad; for I hoped more on thy 
words. (They who fear thee or They who revere thee, shall be glad when they see me; for I trust 
in thy words.) 

75 Lord, I knew, that thy dooms be equity; and in thy truth thou hast made me meek. 
(Lord, I know, that thy judgements be just; and that thou hast punished me because of thy 
faithfulness.) 

76 Thy mercy be made, that it comfort me; by thy speech to thy servant. (Let thy love 
comfort me; yea, according to thy word to thy servant.) 

77 Thy merciful doings come to me, and I shall live; for thy law is my thinking. (Let thy 
mercy come to me, and then I shall live; for thy Law is my delight.) 

78 They that be proud be shamed, for unjustly they did wickedness against me; but I 
shall be exercised in thy behests. (Let they who be proud be shamed, for unjustly, or for no 
reason, they did wickedly against me; but I shall think about thy precepts.) 

79 They that dread thee be turned to me; and they that know thy witnessings. (Let they 
who fear thee or Let they who revere thee, turn to me; yea, all who know thy teachings.) 

80 Mine heart be made unwemmed in thy justifyings; that I be not shamed. (Let my 
heart obey thy statutes, and be without blemish, or without fault; and so I shall not shamed.) 

81 [Caph.] My soul failed into thine health; and I hoped more in thy word. (My soul 
fainteth waiting for thy salvation, or thy deliverance; but still I trust in thy word.) 

82 Mine eyes failed into thy speech; saying, When shalt thou comfort me? (My eyes fail 
waiting for thy word; and so I ask, When shalt thou comfort me?) 
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83 For I am made as a bouget, (or a bottle,) in frost; (yet) I have not forgotten thy 
justifyings. (For I am shriveled up, like a wineskin in the smoke; but I have not forgotten thy 
statutes.) 

84 How many be the days of thy servant; when thou shalt make doom of them that 
pursue me? (How many days must thy servant wait? when shalt thou bring judgement upon 
those who persecute me?) 

85 Wicked men told to me janglings; but (they be) not as thy law. (The wicked gossiped 
about me; and they do not obey thy Law.) 

86 All thy commandments be truth; wicked men have pursued me, help thou me. 
(All thy commandments (be) faithful or (be) trustworthy, (and shall stand forever); the wicked 
persecute me, help thou me!) 

87 Almost they ended me in [the] earth; but I forsook not thy commandments. (Yea, 
they almost brought me to an end here on the earth; but I did not forsake thy precepts.) 

88 By thy mercy quicken thou me; and I shall keep the witnessings of thy mouth. (In 
thy mercy or In thy love, grant thou me life; so that I can obey the teachings from thy mouth.) 

89 [Lamed.] Lord, thy word dwelleth in heaven; [into] without end. (Lord, thy word 
remaineth, or liveth, in heaven, forever.) 

0 Thy truth dwelleth in generation, and into generation; thou hast founded the earth, 
and it dwelleth. (Thy faithfulness remaineth for all generations; thou hast founded the earth, 
and it still remaineth.) 

1 The day lasteth continually by thy ordinance(s); for all things serve to thee. (All 
things continue to this day according to thy ordinances; for all things serve thee./Thy ordinances, 
or thy decrees, continue to this day; for all things serve thee.) 

92 But for thy law was my thinking; then peradventure I had perished in my lowness. 
(If thy Law had not been my delight; then I would have perished in my time of trouble.) 

93 [Into] Without end I shall not forget thy justifyings; for in those thou hast quickened 
me. (I shall never forget thy precepts; for through them thou hast given me life.) 

4] am thine, make thou me safe; for I have sought thy justifyings. (Iam thine, save thou 
me; for I have sought out thy precepts.) 

%5 Sinners abode me, for to lose me; I understood thy witnessings. (The sinners have 
waited for me, to destroy me; but I shall think about thy teachings.) 

96 | saw the end of all end; thy commandment is full large. (I have seen the end of the end 
or I have seen that all things must end; but thy commandment shall go on forever.) 

97 [Mem.] Lord, how loved I thy law; all day it is my thinking. (Lord, how I love thy Law! 
I think about it all day long.) 

98 Above mine enemies thou madest me prudent by thy commandment; for it is to 
me [into] without end. (By thy commandments, thou hast made me more prudent than all my 
enemies; for thy commandments shall be with me forever.) 

99 [| understood over all men teaching me; for thy witnessings is my thinking. (I have 
more understanding than all those who teach me; because I think about thy teachings.) 

100 | understood above eld men; for I sought thy commandments. (I have more 
understanding than the old men, that is, the elders; because I have kept thy precepts.) 

101 | forbade my feet from all evil way; that I keep thy words (or so that I obey thy 
commands). 

102 | bowed not from thy dooms; for thou hast set law to me. (I turned not away from thy 
judgements; for thou thyself hast taught me.) 

103 Thy speeches be full sweet to my cheeks; above honey to my mouth. (Thy words be 
exceedingly sweet to my taste; yea, sweeter in my mouth than honey.) 

104 | understood of thy behests; therefore I hated all the ways of wickedness. (I gained 
understanding through thy precepts; and now I hate all wicked ways.) 

105 [Nun.] Thy word is a lantern to my feet; and (a) light to my paths. 


3939 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 119:106 508 PSALMS PSALM 119:127 


106 | swore, and purposed steadfastly; to keep the dooms of thy rightfulness. (I swore, 
and steadfastly purposed, to obey thy righteous judgements.) 

107 | am made low by all things; Lord, quicken thou me by thy word. (Iam brought down 
so very low, that is, I am greatly afflicted; Lord, grant thou me life according to thy word.) 

108 Lord, make thou well pleasing the willful things of my mouth; and teach thou me 
thy dooms. (Lord, accept thou the willing offerings, or the tributes, from my mouth; and teach 
thou me thy judgements.) 

109 My soul is ever[more] in mine hands; and I forgat not thy law. (My life is in my hands 
forevermore or My life is always in my hands; yet I never forget thy Law.) 

110 Sinners setted a snare to me; and I erred not from thy commandments. (Sinners set 
a snare for me; but I did not stray from thy precepts.) 

111 | purchased thy witnessings by heritage [into] without end; for those be the full 
joying of mine heart. (Thy teachings be my inheritance forever; yea, they be the full out joy of 
my heart.) 

112 | bowed mine heart to do thy justifyings [into] without end; for reward. (I committed 
my heart to follow thy statutes; for they be my reward forever or for they shall be my reward until 
the day I die.) 

113 [Samech.] I hated wicked men; and I loved thy law. (I hate the wicked; but I love thy 
Law.) 

114 Thou art mine helper, and mine up-taker; and I hoped more in thy word. (Thou art 
my helper, and my defender; I put my hope in thy word.) 

115 Ye wicked men, bow away from me; and I shall seek the commandments of my God. 
(All ye wicked people, go away from me; so that I can obey my God’s commandments.) 

116 Up-take thou me by thy word, and I shall live; and shame thou not me for mine 
abiding. (Lift up thou me or Strengthen thou me according to thy word, so that I may live; and 
do not let me be shamed for trusting in thee.) 

117 Help thou me, and I shall be safe; and I shall bethink ever[more] in thy justifyings. 
(Help thou me, and I shall be saved; and I shall think about thy statutes forevermore.) 

118 Thou hast forsaken all men going away from thy dooms; for the thought of them is 
unjust. (Thou hast abandoned all who stray, or who go away, from thy statutes; for their thoughts 
be not just, or proper.) 

119 | areckoned all the sinners of earth (to be) breakers of the law; therefore I loved thy 
witnessings. (Thou reckonest all the wicked of the earth to be but drit, or dirt; and so I love thy 
teachings.) 

120 Nail thou my flesh with thy dread; for I dreaded of thy dooms. (My flesh shaketh in 
fear of thee; because I fear thy judgements or because I revere thy justice.) 

121 [Ain.] I did doom and rightwiseness; betake thou not me to them that falsely 
challenge me. (I did what is just and right; so do not thou deliver me up to those who will oppress 
me.) 

122 Take up thy servant into goodness; they that be proud challenge not me. (Yea, 
protect thy servant; let not those who be proud oppress me.) 

123 Mine eyes failed into thine health; and into the speech of thy rightfulness. (My eyes 
fail looking for thy salvation, or for thy deliverance; and for the word of thy righteousness.) 

124 Do thou with thy servant after thy mercy; and teach thou me thy justifyings. (Do 
thou with thy servant according to thy love; and teach thou me thy statutes.) 

125 | am thy servant; give thou understanding to me, that I know thy witnessings (or 
so that I can know thy teachings). 

126 Lord, it is time to do; they have destroyed thy law. (Lord, it is time to act; for they have 
destroyed thy Law.) 

127 Therefore I loved thy commandments; more than gold and topaz. (Truly I love thy 
commandments; yea, more than gold and topaz.) 
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128 Therefore I was (ad)dressed to all thy behests; I hated all wicked way. (And so I am 
directed, or guided, by all thy precepts; and I hate all wicked ways.) 

129 [Pe.] Lord, thy witnessings be wonderful; therefore my soul sought those. (Lord, 
thy teachings be wonderful; and so my soul gladly keepeth them or and so I gladly obey them.) 

130 Declaring of thy words lighteneth; and it giveth understanding to meek men. 
(The declaring, or the exposition, of thy words bringeth light, or enlightenment; and it giveth 
understanding even to the simple, or the untaught.) 

131 | opened my mouth, and drew the spirit (or and drew my breath, yea, I panted); for I 
desired thy commandments. 

132 Behold thou on me, and have mercy on me; by the doom of them that love thy 
name. (Look thou upon me, and have mercy on me; as thou hast decreed thou shalt do, for those 
who love thy name.) 

133 (Ad)dress thou my goings by thy speech; that all unrightfulness have not lordship 
on me. (Direct thou my ways according to thy word; and do not let any unrighteousness have 
lordship, or rule, over me.) 

134 Again-buy thou me from the false challenges of men; that I keep thy behests. (Save 
thou me from those who would oppress me; so that I can obey thy precepts.) 

135 Lighten thy face on thy servant; and teach thou me thy justifyings. (Let thy face 
shine upon thy servant; and teach thou me thy statutes.) 

136 Mine eyes led forth the outgoings of waters; for they kept not thy law. (My eyes 
stream with tears; because of those who do not obey thy Law.) 

137 [Tzaddi.] Lord, thou art just; and thy doom is rightful. (Lord, thou art just; and thy 
judgements, or thy decrees, be righteous.) 

138 Thou hast commanded rightfulness, thy witnessings; and thy truth greatly to be 
kept. (The teachings that thou hast commanded be right, and true; and greatly to be obeyed.) 

139 My fervent love made me to be melted, either languished; for mine enemies forgat 
thy words. (My fervent love for thee made me feel greatly distressed; because my enemies did not 
obey thy words.) 

140 Thy speech is set afire; and thy servant loved it. (Thy word is tried by fire; and thy 
servant loveth it.) 

141 | am young, and despised; I forgat not thy justifyings. (Iam young and despised; but 
I do not forget thy precepts.) 

142 Lord, thy rightfulness is rightfulness [into] without end; and thy law is truth. (Lord, 
thy righteousness is righteousness forever; and thy Law is true forever or and thy Law is the truth 
forever.) 

143 Tribulation and anguish have found me; thy behests is my thinking. (Though trouble 
and anguish have found me; thy commandments still be my delight.) 

144 Thy witnessings is equity [into] without end (or Thy teachings be just forever); give 
thou understanding to me, and I shall live. 

145 [Koph.] I cried in all mine heart, Lord, hear thou me; I shall seek thy justifyings. (I 
cried with all my heart, O Lord, please answer me; for I shall follow thy statutes.) 

146 | cried to thee, make thou me safe; that I keep thy commandments. (I cried to thee, 
save thou me; so that I can keep thy commandments or and I shall obey thy commandments.) 

147 | before came in ripeness, and I cried; I hoped above on thy words. (I came before 
thee in the morning; I have great hope in thy words.) 

148 Mine eyes before came to thee full early; that I should bethink (on) thy speeches. 
(My eyes be open through the night or I lie awake all night; so that I can think about thy words.) 

149 Lord, hear thou my voice by thy mercy; and quicken thou me by thy doom. (Lord, 
hear thou me in thy mercy; and grant thou me life according to thy judgement./Lord, hear thou 
me in thy love; and grant thou me life by thy decree.) 
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150 They that pursue me nighed to wickedness; forsooth they be made far from thy 
law. (They who pursue me approach near to wickedness; and they be made far from thy Law./ 
They who wickedly pursue me come near to me; but they be made far from thy Law.) 

151 Lord, thou art nigh; and all thy ways be truth. (Lord, thou art near; and all thy 
commandments be true.) 

152 In the beginning I knew of thy witnessings; for thou hast founded those [into] 
without end. (Long ago I knew of thy teachings; for thou hast founded them to last forever.) 

153 [Resh.] See thou my meekness, and deliver thou me; for I forgat not thy law. (See 
thou my troubles, and save thou me; for I have not forgotten thy Law.) 

154 Deem thou my doom, and again-buy thou me; quicken me for thy speech. (Judge 
thou my case, and buy thou me back, that is, rescue me; yea, grant thou me life according to thy 
word, or thy promise.) 

155 Health is far from sinners; for they sought not thy justifyings. (Salvation is far from 
sinners; for they did not search out thy statutes or for they do not obey thy laws.) 

156 Lord, thy mercies be many; quicken thou me by thy doom. (Lord, thy constant love 
(is) great; grant thou me life according to thy judgement./Lord, thy mercy (is) great; grant thou 
me life by thy decree.) 

157 They be many that pursue me, and do tribulation to me; I bowed not away from 
thy witnessings. (There be many who persecute me, and give me trouble; but I have not turned 
away from thy teachings.) 

158 | saw breakers of the law, and I was melted, either languished; for they kept not thy 
speeches. (I saw the law-breakers, and I was greatly distressed; for they did not obey thy words, 
or thy commands.) 

159 Lord, see thou, for I loved thy commandments; quicken thou me in thy mercy. (Lord, 
see thou, how I love thy precepts; grant thou me life according to thy love.) 

160 The beginning of thy word is truth; all the dooms of thy rightwiseness be[into] 
without end. (The beginning of thy word is truth; and all thy righteous judgements be forever.) 

161 [Schin.] Princes pursued me without cause; and my heart dreaded of thy words. 
(The rulers persecuted me for no reason; but my heart is in awe of thy words.) 

162 | shall be glad on thy speeches; as he that findeth many spoils. (I shall be glad, or 
rejoice, in thy words; like he who findeth much prey.) 

163 | hated and loathed wickedness; forsooth I loved thy law. (I hate and loathe all lies; 
but I love thy Law.) 

164 | said praisings to thee seven times in the day; on the dooms of thy rightfulness. 
(Seven times a day I praise thee; for thy righteous judgements or for thy rightful decrees.) 

165 Much peace is to them that love thy law; and no cause of stumbling is to them. 
(There is much peace for those who love thy Law; and they have no reason to slip, or to stumble.) 

166 Lord, I abode thine health; and I loved thy behests. (Lord, I wait for thy salvation, or 
thy deliverance; and I follow thy commandments.) 

167 My soul kept thy witnessings; and loved those greatly. (I obey thy teachings; and I 
love them so very much.) 

168 | kept thy commandments, and thy witnessings; for all my ways be in thy sight. (I 
obey thy precepts, and thy teachings; and all my ways be before thee.) 

169 [Tau.] Lord, my beseeching come nigh in thy sight; by thy speech give thou 
understanding to me. (Lord, let my plea come before thee; give thou me understanding of thy 
word or give thou me understanding according to thy word.) 

170 Mine asking enter into thy sight; by thy speech deliver thou me. (Let my asking come 
before thee; save thou me according to thy word.) 

171 My lips shall tell out an hymn; when thou hast taught me thy justifyings. (My lips 
shall tell out thy praises or My lips shall praise thee; because thou hast taught me thy statutes.) 
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172 My tongue shall pronounce thy speech; for why all thy commandments be equity. 
(My tongue shall tell out thy word; for all thy commandments be just, or fair.) 

173 Thine hand be made, that it save me; for I have chosen thy behests. (Let thy hand 
swiftly save me; for I have chosen thy precepts.) 

174 Lord, I coveted thine health; and thy law is my thinking. (Lord, I desire thy salvation, 
or thy deliverance; and thy Law is my delight.) 

175 My soul shall live, and it shall praise thee; and thy dooms shall help me. (Let me 
live, and I shall praise thee; and let thy judgements help me or and let thy decrees guide me.) 

176 | erred as a sheep that perished; Lord, seek thy servant, for I forgat not thy 
commandments. (I have wandered about like a lost sheep; Lord, search for thy servant, for I 
have not forgotten thy commandments.) 


PSALM 120 


1 The song of degrees. When I was set in tribulation, I cried to the Lord; and he heard 
me. (A song for steps of ascending. When I was beset with troubles, I cried to the Lord; and he 
answered me.) 

2 Lord, deliver thou my soul from wicked lips; and from a guileful tongue. (Lord, save 
thou me from wicked lips; and from a deceitful tongue.) 

3 What shall be given to thee, either what shall be laid to thee; to a guileful tongue? 
(What shall be given to thee; that is, how shall he punish thee, O deceitful tongue?) 

4 Sharp arrows of the mighty; with coals that make desolate. (With sharp arrows from 
the mighty; and with coals that shall make thee desolate.) 

5 Alas to me! for my dwelling in an alien land is made long, I dwelled with men dwelling 
in Kedar; (Alas for me! for my stay here in Mesech is prolonged, and I must live among the people, 
(or in the tents), of Kedar!) 

6 my soul was much (time) a comeling. I was peaceable with them that hated peace; (I 
am here too long as a newcomer, or a stranger; yea, too long living with those who hate peace.) 

7 when I spake to them, they impugned, either against-said, me without cause. (I am 
for peace; but whenever I speak of it to them, they be for war.) 


PSALM 121 


1 The song of degrees. I raised mine eyes to the hills; from whence help shall come 
to me. (A song for steps of ascending. I raised up my eyes to the hills, or the mountains; O where 
shall I find help? or from where help shall come to me.) 

2 Mine help is of the Lord; that made heaven and earth. (My help is from the Lord; who 
made heaven and earth.) 

3 The Lord give not thy foot into moving; neither he nap, that keepeth thee. (The Lord 
shall not let thy foot slip, or stumble; nor shall he nap, who keepeth thee safe.) 

4 Lo! he shall not nap, neither sleep; that keepeth Israel. (Behold! he, who keepeth Israel 
safe; shall not nap, or sleep.) 

5 The Lord keepeth thee; the Lord is thy protection above thy right hand. (The Lord 
keepeth thee safe; the Lord is thy protection at thy right hand.) 

6 The sun shall not burn thee by day; neither the moon by night. 

7 The Lord keep thee from all evil; the Lord keep thy soul. (The Lord shall keep thee safe 
from all evil; yea, the Lord shall keep thee safe.) 

8 The Lord keep thy going in and thy going out; from this time now and into the world. 
(The Lord shall guard thy coming in, and thy going out; from this time now, and forever.) 


PSALM 122 
1 The song of degrees of David. I am glad in these things, that be said to me; We shall 


go into the house of the Lord. (A song by David for steps of ascending. I was glad, when they 
said to me, We shall go to the House of the Lord.) 
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2 Our feet were standing; in thy halls/in thy foreyards, thou Jerusalem. (And now our 
feet stand within thy gates, O Jerusalem.) 

3 Jerusalem, which is builded as a city; whose partaking thereof is into the same thing. 
(Jerusalem is built to be a city, where people be together, yea, with one heart and mind.) 

4 For the lineages, the lineages of the Lord, ascended thither, the witnessing of Israel; 
to acknowledge to the name of the Lord. (For the tribes, the Lord’s tribes, come there to give 
thanks to the Lord; that is Israel’s duty.) 

5 For they sat there on seats in doom; seats on the house of David. (For the thrones of 
judgement, or of justice, be put there; yea, the thrones of the house of David.) 

6 Pray ye those things, that be to the peace of Jerusalem; and abundance be to them 
that love thee. (Pray ye for the peace of Jerusalem; and say, May those who love thee prosper, or 
have great abundance.) 

7 Peace be made in thy strength; and abundance in thy towers. (May there be peace 
within thy strongholds, or thy fortresses; and prosperity within thy palaces.) 

8 For my brethren and my neighbours; I spake peace of thee. (For the sake of my brothers, 
or my kinsmen, and my neighbours; I say, Peace be with thee.) 

° For the house of our Lord God; I sought goods to thee. (For the sake of the House of the 
Lord our God; I shall seek thy good, or thy prosperity, or I shall pray for good things for thee.) 


PSALM 123 


1 The song of degrees. To thee I have raised mine eyes; that dwellest in heavens. (A 
song for steps of ascending. I raise up my eyes to thee; who livest in heaven.) 

2 Lo! as the eyes of servants be in the hands of their lords. As the eyes of the handmaid 
be in the hands of her lady; so our eyes be to our Lord God, till he have mercy on us. 
(Behold! like the eyes of the servant (look) to the hand of his lord; and like the eyes of the servantess 
(look) to the hand of her lady; so let our eyes (look) to the Lord our God, until he have mercy upon 
us.) 
3 Lord, have thou mercy on us, have thou mercy on us; for we be much filled with 
despising (or for we be greatly despised). 

4 For our soul is much filled; we be shame to them that be abundant with riches, and 
despising to proud men. (For our soul is filled full, with the scorn of those who have abundant 
riches; and with disdain from the proud.) 


PSALM 124 

1 The song of degrees of David. Israel say now, No but for the Lord was in us; (A song 
by David for steps of ascending. Let Israel say now, If the Lord was not with us or If the Lord had 
not been for us,) 

2 no but for the Lord was in us. When men rose up against us; (yea, if the Lord was not 
with us or if the Lord had not been for us; then when men rose up against us,) 

3 in hap they had swallowed us quick. When the strong vengeance of them was wroth 
against us; (they would have swallowed us up alive. Yea, when their fury raged against us;) 

4 in hap water had swallowed us up. Our soul passed through a strand; (the water would 
have swallowed us up. When the stream had gone up over our heads;) 

5 in hap our soul had passed through a water unsufferable. (when the insufferable waters 
had gone up over our heads.) 

6 Blessed be the Lord; that gave not us into taking, [(or) the catching], of the teeth of 
them. (Blessed be the Lord; who did not allow us to be caught by their teeth.) 

7 Our soul, as a sparrow, is delivered; from the snare of hunters. The snare is all- 
broken; and we be delivered. (We have escaped, like a sparrow, from the hunter’s snare. The 
snare is all-broken; and we be set free.) 

8 Our help is in the name of the Lord; that made heaven and earth (or who made heaven 
and earth). 
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PSALM 125 
1 The song of degrees. They that trust in the Lord be as the hill of Zion; he shall not be 


moved [into] without end, that dwelleth in Jerusalem. (A song for steps of ascending. They 
who trust in the Lord be like Mount Zion; it cannot be shaken, but it remaineth firm, or steadfast, 
forever.) 

2 Hills be in the compass of it, and the Lord is in the compass of his people; from this 
time now, and into the world. (Like the mountains, or the hills, be all around Jerusalem, so the 
Lord is all around his people; from this time now, and forever.) 

3 For the Lord shall not leave the rod of sinners on the part of just men; that just men 
hold not forth their hands to wickedness. (For the rod of the sinners shall not remain over the 
land of the righteous; lest the righteous put forth their hands to wickedness.) 

4 Lord, do thou well to good men; and to rightful in heart. (Lord, do thou good to good 
people; yea, to those with an upright heart.) 

5 But the Lord shall lead them that bow into obligations, with them that work 
wickedness; peace be upon Israel. (But may the Lord lead forth those, who turn aside into 
depraved ways, with those who do evil. May peace be upon Israel.) 


PSALM 126 


1 The song of degrees. When the Lord turned the captivity of Zion; we were made as 
comforted. (A song for steps of ascending. When the Lord returned the captives to Zion or When 
the Lord returned prosperity to Zion; we were made like in a dream.) 

2 Then our mouth was filled with joy; and our tongue with full out joying. Then they 
shall say among heathen men; The Lord magnified to do with them. (Then our mouths 
were filled with joy; and ours tongues with rejoicing. And the heathen said to each other, The Lord 
hath done great things for them.) 

3 The Lord magnified to do with us; we be made glad. (Yea, the Lord did great things for 
us; and we were glad.) 

4 Lord, turn thou (again) our captivity; as a strand in the south. (Lord, return thou the 
captives or return thou our prosperity; like the streams return to the south.) 

5 They that sow in tears; shall reap in full out joying. (Then they who sowed in tears; shall 
reap with rejoicing.) 

6 They going, went, and wept; sending their seeds. But they coming, shall come with 
full out joying; bearing their handfuls (They going, went, and wept; sending out their seeds. 
But when they shall return, they shall come back rejoicing; carrying their harvest.) 


PSALM 127 
1 The song of degrees of Solomon. No but the Lord build the house; they that built it 


have travailed in vain. No but the Lord keepeth the city; he waketh in vain that keepeth 
it./But if the Lord build the house; they that built it have travailed in vain. But (if) the 
Lord keepeth the city; he waketh in vain that keepeth it. (A song of Solomon for steps of 
ascending. Unless the Lord build the house; those who have built it, have laboured in vain. Unless 
the Lord guardeth the city; he who standeth watch, guardeth in vain.) 

2 It is vain to you to rise before the light; rise ye after ye have set, that eat the bread 
of sorrow. When he shall give sleep to his loved; (It is useless for you to rise before the light; 
and then to stay up late, only so that ye can eat the bread of sorrows. For he giveth to his beloved; 
even while they sleep.) 

3 lo! the heritage of the Lord is sons, the meed is the fruit of womb. (Behold! sons and 
daughters (be) thy inheritance or (be) thy gift from the Lord; yea, the fruit of thy womb (is) his 
reward to you.) 

4 As arrows be in the hand of the mighty; so the sons of them that be shaken out. (Like 
arrows be in the hand of the mighty; so be the sons and daughters that a man hath when he is 
young.) 
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5 Blessed is the man, that hath [full-/filled his desire of those; he shall not be shamed, 
when he shall speak to his enemies in the gate. (Happy is the man who hath filled his quiver 
full of them; he shall not be put to shame, or defeated, when he shall speak to his enemies in court.) 


PSALM 128 

1 The song of degrees. Blessed be all men, that dread the Lord; that go in his ways. (A 
song for steps of ascending. Happy be all those, who fear the Lord or who revere the Lord; and who 
go in his ways.) 

2 For thou shalt eat the travails of thine hands; thou art blessed, and it shall be well 
to thee. (For thou shalt eat the fruit of thy labour; thou shalt be happy, and it shall be well with 
thee.) 

3 Thy wife shall be as a plenteous vine; in the sides of thine house. Thy sons as the 
new springs of olive trees; in the compass of thy board. (Thy wife shall be like a fruitful 
vine; by the side of thy house. And thy sons and thy daughters shall be like the new branches of 
olive trees; all around thy table.) 

4 Lo! so aman shall be blessed; that dreadeth the Lord. (Behold! so shall the man be 
blessed; who feareth the Lord or who hath reverence for the Lord.) 

5 The Lord bless thee from Zion; and see thou the goods of Jerusalem in all the days 
of thy life. (May the Lord bless thee from Zion; and may thou see the prosperity of Jerusalem or 
and may thou share in the prosperity of Jerusalem, all the days of thy life.) 

6 And see thou the sons of thy sons; see thou peace on Israel. (And may thou see the 
children of thy children. May peace be upon Israel.) 


PSALM 129 


1 The song of degrees. Israel say now; Oft they have fought against me from my youth. 
(A song for steps of ascending. Let Israel say now; they have often fought against me from my 
youth.) 

2 Oft they [have] fought against me from my youth; and soothly they might not to me 
(Yea, they have often fought against me from my youth; but truly they could never overcome me.) 

3 Sinners forged on my back; they made long their wickedness. (The sinners scourged 
my back; they made their furrows deep and long in me.) 

4 The Lord is just, (he) shall beat (together) the nolls of sinners; (But the Lord is just, and 
he shall free me from the bonds of the wicked;) 

5 all that hate Zion be they shamed, and turned aback. (let all who hate Zion be put to 
shame, and be turned, or driven, back.) 

6 Be they made as the hay of housetops; that dried up, before that it be drawn up. (Be 
they made like the grass on the rooftops; it dried up, before that it could be pulled up.) 

7 Of which hay he that shall reap, shall not fill his hand; and he that shall gather 
handfuls, shall not fill his bosom. (Of which grass he who shall reap, shall not get a handful; 
and he who shall gather handfuls, shall not get an armful.) 

8 And they that passed forth said not, The blessing of the Lord be on you; we blessed 
you in the name of the Lord. (And so they who pass by, shall never say, The blessing of the Lord 
be upon you; we bless you in the name of the Lord.) 


PSALM 130 


1 The song of degrees. (A song for steps of ascending.) Lord, I cried to thee from the 
depths; 

2 Lord, hear thou my voice. Thine ears be made attentive into the voice of my 
beseeching. (Lord, hear my voice. Let thy ears be made attentive to the words of my plea.) 

3 Lord, if thou keepest wickednesses; Lord, who shall sustain, or abide? (Lord, if thou 
keepest a record of our wickednesses; then Lord, who shall survive? or then Lord, who will not be 
condemned?) 
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4 For mercy is at thee; (But there is mercy with thee, and I stand in awe of thee;) 

5 and, Lord, for thy law I abode thee. My soul sustained in his word; (yea, Lord, I wait 
for thee. My soul is sustained, and I hope, and I trust, in his word.) 

6 my soul hoped in the Lord. From the morrowtide keeping till to the night; (My soul 
waiteth for the Lord, more eagerly than those who wait for the morning light; yea, more eagerly 
than those who stand guard, or be on watch, until the morning light.) 

7 Israel hope in the Lord. For why mercy is at the Lord; and plenteous redemption is 
at him. (Israel, trust in the Lord. For there is always love with the Lord; and there is plentiful 
redemption with him.) 

8 And he shall again-buy Israel; from all the wickednesses thereof. (And he shall redeem 
the people of Israel; from all their wickednesses.) 


PSALM 131 


1 The song of degrees to David. Lord, mine heart is not enhanced; neither mine eyes 
be raised. Neither I went in great things; neither in marvels above me. (A song by David 
for steps of ascending. Lord, my heart is not exalted, or puffed up; nor be my eyes raised up. And 
I do not concern myself with great things; nor with marvellous things that be so high above me.) 

2 If | feeled not meekly; but [I] enhanced my soul. As a child weaned on his mother; so 
yielding be in my soul. (I went forth humbly; and I did not exalt my soul. Like a weaned child 
upon his mother; so is the yielding in my soul.) 

3 Israel, hope in the Lord; from this time now and into the world. (Israel, trust in the 
Lord; from this time now and forever.) 


PSALM 132 


1 The song of degrees. Lord, have thou mind on David; and of all his mildness. (A song 
for steps of ascending. Lord, remember David; and all his troubles and tribulations.) 

2 As he swore to the Lord; he made a vow to [the] God of Jacob. 

3] shall not enter into the tabernacle of mine house; I shall not ascend into the bed of 
my resting. 

4] shall not give sleep to mine eyes; and napping to mine eyelids. (I shall not give sleep 
to my eyes; or napping to my eyelids.) 

5 And rest to my Se till I find a place to the Lord; a tabernacle to [the] God of 
Jacob. (Until I find a ae ace for the Lord; yea, a dwelling place for the Mighty God of Jacob.) 

© Lo! we heard th 

(the) ark of ithe) eae in Ephratah, [or Lo! we have heard (of) it in Ephratah]; we 


found it inthe fields of the wood. (Behold! we have heard that the Covenant Box is in Ephratah; 
we found it in the fields of Jaar, (or of Jearim).) 

7 We shall enter into the tabernacle of him (or We shall go into his Tabernacle, or his 
dwelling place); we shall worship in the place, where his feet stood. 

8 Lord, rise thou into thy rest; thou, and the ark of thine hallowing. (Arise, O Lord, and 
come back to thy resting place; thou, and the Ark of thy power.) 

9 Thy priests be clothed with rightfulness; and thy saints make full out joy. (Let thy 
priests be clothed in righteousness; and thy saints rejoice.) 

10 For David, thy servant; turn thou not away the face of thy christ. (For the sake of thy 
servant David; turn thou not away thy face from thy anointed king.) 

11 The Lord swore (in) truth to David, and he shall not make him [in] vain; Of the fruit 
of thy womb I shall set on thy seat. (The Lord swore truthfully to David, and he did not say in 
vain, I shall put the fruit of thy womb upon thy throne.) 

12 Tf thy sons shall keep my testament; and my witnessings, these which I shall teach 
them. And the sons of them till into the world; they shall set on thy seat. (And if thy sons 
shall keep my covenant, and obey my teachings, which I shall teach them; then their sons shall sit 
on thy throne forever.) 


3947 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 132:13 516 PSALMS PSALM 135:7 


13 For the Lord chose Zion; he chose it into (a) dwelling to himself (or he chose it for his 
dwelling place). 

14 This is my rest into the world of world (or This shall be my resting place forever and 
ever); I shall dwell here, for I chose it. 

15 | blessing shall bless the widow of it; I shall [ful] fill with loaves the poor men of it. 
(I blessing shall blessZion’s widows; and I shall fulfill her poor with bread.) 

16 | shall clothe with health the priests thereof; and the holy men thereof shall make 
full out joy in full out joying/in full out rejoicing. (I shall clothe her priests with salvation, 
or with deliverance; and her holy men shall make great joy rejoicing.) 

17 Thither I shall bring forth the horn of David; I [have] made ready a lantern to my 
christ (or I have prepared a lantern for my anointed king). 

18 | shall clothe his enemies with shame; but mine hallowing shall flower out on him 
(or but a shining crown shall be upon his head). 


PSALM 133 


1 The song of degrees. Lo! how good and how merry it is; that brethren dwell together. 
(A song for steps of ascending. Behold! how good and how pleasant it is; for brothers, or for God’s 
people, to live together in unity, or in harmony.) 

2 As ointment in the head; that goeth down into the beard, into the beard of Aaron. 
That goeth down into the collar of his cloth; (Like ointment on the head, that goeth down 
onto the beard, onto Aaron’s beard; yea, that goeth down onto the collar of his cloak.) 

3 as the dew of Hermon, that goeth down into the hill of Zion. For there the Lord sent 
blessing; and life till into the world, that is, without end. (Like the dew of Mount Hermon, 
that goeth down onto the hills of Zion. For there the Lord sent blessing; and life forevermore.) 


PSALM 134 


1 The song of degrees. Lo! now bless ye the Lord; all the servants of the Lord. Ye that 
stand in the house of the Lord; in the halls/in the foreyards of the house of our God. (A 
song for steps of ascending. Behold! now bless ye the Lord; all the servants of the Lord. Ye who 
stand in the House of the Lord; night after night.) 

2 In nights raise your hands into holy things; and bless ye the Lord. (Raise up your hands 
in the holy place; and bless ye the Lord.) 

3 The Lord bless thee from Zion; the which Lord made heaven and earth. (May the Lord 
bless thee from Zion; the Lord who made heaven and earth.) 


PSALM 135 


1 Alleluia. Praise ye the name of the Lord; ye servants of the Lord, praise ye (him). 

2 Ye that stand in the house of the Lord; in the halls/in the foreyards of the house of 
our God. (Ye who stand in the House of the Lord; in the courtyards of the House of our God.) 

3 Praise ye the Lord, for the Lord is good; sing ye to his name, for it is sweet (or for it is 
pleasant to do so). 

4 For the Lord chose Jacob to himself; [and] Israel into possession to himself. (For the 
Lord chose Jacob for himself; yea, he chose Israel as his special possession.) 

5 For I have known, that the Lord is great; and our God (is) before all gods. (For I know 
that the Lord is great; and that our God is above all gods.) 

6 The Lord made all things, whatever things he would, in heaven and in earth; in the 
sea, and in all depths of waters. (The Lord made everything, whatever he desired, in heaven 
and on earth; in the sea, and in all the depths of the waters.) 

7 He led out clouds from the farthest part of earth; and made lightnings into rain. 
Which bringeth forth winds from his treasures; (He leadeth out the clouds from the farthest 
parts of the earth; and maketh lightning for the rains. He bringeth forth the wind out of his 
treasuries, or out of his storehouses.) 
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8 which killed the first begotten things of Egypt, from man unto beast. (He killed all the 
first-born in Egypt, both man and beast.) 

° He sent out signs and great wonders, in the middle of thee, thou Egypt; into Pharaoh, 
and into all his servants. (He sent out signs and great wonders, into the midst of thee, O Egypt; 
against Pharaoh, and all his servants.) 

10 Which smote many folks; and killed strong kings. (Who struck down many nations; and 
killed strong kings.) 

11 Sihon, the king of Amorites, and Og, the king of Bashan; and all the realms of Canaan 
(or and all the kings in Canaan). 

12 And he gave the land of them heritage; to be heritage to Israel, his people. (And he 
gave their land for an inheritance; yea, to be an inheritance for his people Israel.) 

13 Lord, thy name is[into] without end; Lord, thy memorial be in generation and 
into generation. (Lord, thy name shall endure forever; Lord, thou shalt be remembered by all 
generations.) 

14 For the Lord shall deem his people; and he shall be prayed in his servants. (For the 
Lord shall judge his people; and he shall take pity upon his servants.) 

15 The simulacra of heathen men be silver and gold; the works of the hands of men. 
(The idols of the heathenbe but silver and gold; yea, the works of men’s hands.) 

16 Those images have a mouth, and shall not speak; those have eyes, and shall not see. 
(Those idols have mouths, but they cannot speak; they have eyes, but they cannot see.) 

17 Those have ears, and shall not hear; for there is no spirit in the mouth of them. 
(They have ears, but they cannot hear; for there is no breath in their mouths.) 

18 They that make those [things], be made like them; and all that trust in them. (Let 
they who make those things, be made like them; and all who trust in them as well.) 

19 The house of Israel, bless ye the Lord; the house of Aaron, bless ye the Lord. 

20 The house of Levi, bless ye the Lord; ye that dread the Lord, bless ye the Lord, (or ye 
who fear the Lord, or ye who revere the Lord, bless ye the Lord). 

21 Blessed be the Lord (out) of Zion; that dwelleth in Jerusalem. (Blessed be the Lord in 
Zion; yea, he who dwelleth in Jerusalem.) 


PSALM 136 

1 Alleluia. Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is[into] without 
end. (Alleluia. Give ye thanks to the Lord, for he is good; for his love is forever.) 

2 Acknowledge ye to the God of gods. (Give ye thanks to the God of gods.) 

3 Acknowledge ye to the Lord of lords. (Give ye thanks to the Lord of lords.) 

4 Which alone maketh great marvels. (Who alone doeth marvellous deeds, or great 
miracles.) 

5 Which made heavens by understanding. (Who made the heavens by his wisdom.) 

6 Which made steadfast [the] earth on waters. (Who made the earth firm upon the waters.) 

7 Which made great lights. (Who made the great lights.) 

8 The sun into the power of the day. (The sun to have power over the day.) 

9 The moon and the stars into power of the night. (The moon and the stars to have power 
over the night.) 

10 Which smote Egypt with the first engendered things of them. (Who struck down the 
first-born of the Egyptians.) 

11 Which led out Israel from the midst of them. (Who led out Israel from their midst.) 

12 In a mighty hand, and in an high arm. (Yea, with a mighty hand, and a powerful arm.) 

13 Which parted the Red Sea into partings. (Who divided the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds, 
in two.) 

14 And led out Israel through the midst thereof. 
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15 And he cast adown Pharaoh and his power, or virtue, in the Red Sea. (And he threw 
down Pharaoh, and his host, or his army, into the Red Sea, or the Sea of Reeds.) 

16 Which led over his people through desert. (Who led his people through the wilderness.) 

17 Which smote great kings. (Who struck down great kings.) 

18 And killed strong kings. 

19 Sihon, the king of Amorites. 

20 And Og, the king of Bashan. 

21 And he gave the land of them to be heritage. (And he gave their land for an inheritance 
to his people.) 

22 Heritage to Israel, his servant. (Yea, for an inheritance to his servant Israel.) 

23 For in our lowness he had mind on us. (For he remembered us in our defeat./For he 
remembered us when we were brought down so very low.) 

24 And he again-bought us from our enemies. (And he redeemed us, or he rescued us, from 
our enemies.) 

25 Which giveth meat to each flesh. (Who giveth food to all his creatures.) 

26 Acknowledge ye to the God of heaven. Acknowledge ye to the Lord of lords; for his 
mercy is[into] without end. (Give ye thanks to the God of heaven. Give ye thanks to the Lord of 
lords; for his love is forever.) 


PSALM 137 

1 On the floods of Babylon, there we sat, and wept; while we bethought on Zion. (By 
the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down, and wept; when we thought about Zion.) 

2 In sallows in the midst thereof; we hanged up our organs. (On the willows nearby; we 
hung up our harps.) 

3 For they that led us prisoners; asked us there the words of songs. And they that led 
away us said; Sing ye to us an hymn of the songs of Zion. (For they who led us away as 
prisoners; told us to sing there. Yea, they who led us away said; Sing ye for us a hymn of the songs 
of Zion.) 

4 How shall we sing a song of the Lord; in an alien land? (But how can we sing a song to 
the Lord; in a foreign, or a strange, land?) 

5 If I forget thee, Jerusalem; my right hand be given to forgetting. (Yea, if I forget thee, 
Jerusalem; may my right hand forget how to play my harp, or may my right hand wither away.) 

6 My tongue cleave to my cheeks; if I bethink not on thee. If I purposed not of thee, 
Jerusalem; in the beginning of my gladness. (And may my tongue cleave to my cheeks; if I do 
not remember thee, Jerusalem. Yea, if I do not think of thee, as my greatest joy.) 

7 Lord, have thou mind on the sons of Edom; for the day of Jerusalem. Which say, 
Extinguish ye, extinguish ye; till to the foundament therein. (Lord, remember what the 
Edomites did; on that day that Jerusalem fell. They said, Destroy ye it! destroy ye it! unto its 
foundations!) 

8 Thou wretched daughter of Babylon; he is blessed, that yieldeth to thee thy yielding, 
which thou yieldest to us. (O wretched daughter of Babylon; happy is he, who doeth to thee, 
what thou hast done to us, or happy be those, who repay thee, for all that thou hast done to us.) 

9 He is blessed, that shall hold; and hurtle down his little children at the stone. (Happy 
is he or Happy be they, who shall take hold of thy little children; and hurtle them against a stone.) 


M 138 
1 [The psalm of David.] Lord, 1 shall acknowledge to thee in all mine heart; for thou 


heardest the words of my mouth. My God, I shall sing to thee in the sight of angels; (A 
song by David. Lord, I shall praise thee with all my heart. My God, I shall sing praises to thee before 
the angels, or before the gods.) 

21 shall worship to(ward) thine holy temple, and I shall acknowledge to thy name. On 
thy mercy and thy truth; for thou hast magnified thine holy name above all thing. (I 
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shall worship towards thy holy Temple, and I shall praise thy name; because of thy love, and thy 
faithfulness; for thou hast magnified thy holy name above all things.) 

3 In whatever day I shall inwardly call thee, hear thou me; thou shalt multiply virtue 
in my soul. (On whatever day I called to thee, thou answeredest me; and thou hast multiplied the 
strength in my soul or and thou hast made me strong.) 

4 Lord, all the kings of earth acknowledge to thee; for they heard all the words of thy 
mouth. (Lord, all the kings of the earth shall praise thee; for they have heard all the words of thy 
mouth.) 

5 And sing they in the ways of the Lord (or And they shall sing of the ways of the Lord); for 
the glory of the Lord is great. 

6 For the Lord is high, and beholdeth meek things; and knoweth afar high things. (For 
though the Lord is high above, he looketh upon the meek or he careth for the humble; and he 
knoweth the proud from afar.) 

7 If 1 shall go in the midst of tribulation, thou shalt quicken me; and thou stretchedest 
forth thine hand on the ire of mine enemies, and thy right hand made me safe. (Yea, 
though I go in the midst of trouble, or of tribulation, thou keepest me safe or thou keepest me alive; 
and thou stretchest forth thy hand against the rage of my enemies, and thy right hand savest me.) 

8 The Lord shall yield for me, Lord, thy mercy is/into] without end; despise thou not 
the works of thine hands. (The Lord shall bring to pass his promises to me. O Lord, thy love is 
forever; so complete thy work.) 


PSALM 139 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. Lord, thou hast proved me, and hast known me; (For 
the choirmaster, a song by David. Lord, thou hast assayed, or tested, me, and thou knowest me;) 

2 thou hast known my sitting, and my rising again. Thou hast understood my thoughts 
from [a] far; (thou hast known my sitting down, and my rising up. Thou hast understood my 
thoughts from afar;) 

3 thou hast inquired (of) my path and my cord. And thou hast before-seen all my ways; 
(thou hast examined my path, and my resting places. And thou hast foreseen all my ways.) 

4 for no word is in my tongue. Lo! Lord, thou hast known all things, (Yea, there is no 
word on my tongue, behold! Lord; but that thou not knowest it first.) 

5 the new things and eld; thou hast formed me, and hast set thine hand on me. (Thou 
art behind me, and before me; and thou hast set thy hand upon me.) 

6 Thy knowing is made wonderful of me; it is comforted, and I shall not be able to it. 
(Thy abundant knowledge is so wonderful to me; yea, it is so very great, and I shall never be able 
to comprehend it all.) 

7 Whither shall I go from thy spirit; and whither shall I flee from thy face? (Where shall 
I go from thy spirit; and where shall I flee from thy presence?) 

8 If I shall ascend into heaven, thou art there; if I shall go down into hell, thou art 
present. (If1 shall go up into heaven, thou art there; if I shall go down into Sheol, or into the land 
of the dead, thou art there also.) 

9 If I shall take my feathers full early; and shall dwell in the last parts of the sea. (If I 
shall take flight early in the morning; or if I shall live on the farthest edge, or the coast, of the sea.) 

10 And soothly thither thine hand shall lead me forth; and thy right hand shall hold 
me. (Even there thy hand shall lead me forth; and thy right hand shall keep me safe.) 

11 And I said, In hap darknesses shall defoul me; and the night is my lightening in my 
delights. (And I said, Perhaps the darkness shall cover me; or the light all around me shall become 
my night.) 

12 For why darknesses shall not be made dark from thee, and the night shall be 
lightened as the day; as the darknesses thereof, so and the light thereof. (But the darkness 
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shall not be dark for thee, and the night shall be like the daylight; yea, to you, the darkness is no 
different than the light.) 

13 For thou haddest in possession my reins; thou tookest me up from the womb of my 
mother. (For thou haddest my reins in thy possession or For thou formedest my inner parts; yea, 
thou madest me in my mother’s womb.) 

14 | shall acknowledge to thee, for thou art magnified dreadfully; thy works be 
wonderful, and my soul shall know (that) full much. (I shall praise thee, for thou art greatly 
to be feared or for thou hath filled me with awe; thy works be wonderful, and I truly know that.) 

15 My bone, which thou madest in private, is not hid from thee; and my substance 
(formed) in the lower parts of earth. (My bones, which thou madest in secret, be not a mystery 
to thee; yea, when my substance was formed in the lower parts of the earth.) 

16 Thine eyes saw mine unperfect thing, and all men shall be written in thy book; days 
shall be formed, and no man is in those. (Thine eyes saw my imperfect substance, and all was 
written in thy Book; but when those days were formed, no man was there.) 

17 Forsooth, God, thy friends be made honourable full much to me; the princehood of 
them is comforted full much. (But, God, how deep be thy thoughts to me; and how many of 
them there be!) 

18 | shall number them, and they shall be multiplied above the gravel; I rose up, and 
yet I am with thee. (If I tried to count them all up, their number would be more than all the 
grains of sand. And then I awake; and still I am with thee.) 

19 For thou, God, shalt slay sinners; ye men-quellers, bow away from me. (0 God, I wish 
that thou wouldest kill the sinners; ye murderers, go far away from me!) 

20 For they say in thought; Take they their cities in vanity. (For out loud they say against 
thee, We shall take thy name in vain.) 

21 Lord, whether I hated not them that hated thee; and I failed, that is, mourned 
greatly, on (those who be) thine enemies? (Lord, how I hate those who hate thee; and I am 
greatly grieved by those who be thy enemies!) 

22 By perfect hatred I hated them; they were made enemies to me. (Yea, with perfect 
hatred I hate them; they be made my enemies too.) 

23 God, prove thou me, and know thou mine heart; ask thou me, and know thou my 
paths. (God, assay, or test, thou me, and know thou my heart; ask thou me, and know thou my 
thoughts.) 

24 And see thou, if way of wickedness is in me; and lead thou me forth in [the] 
everlasting way. (And see thou, if there be found any way of wickedness in me; and then lead 
thou me forth in the everlasting way.) 


PSALM 140 

1 To victory, the psalm of David. Lord, deliver thou me from an evil man; deliver thou 
me from a wicked man. (For the choirmaster, a song by David. Lord, save thou me from evil 
people; yea, save thou me from violent, or wicked, people.) 

2 Which thought wickednesses in the heart; all day they ordained battles. (Who always 
think in their hearts about doing wicked things; who plan out battles all day long or day after day.) 

3 They sharpened their tongues as serpents; the venom of snakes is under the lips of 
them. (Their tongues be sharp like the fangs of serpents; the venom of snakes is on their lips.) 

4 Lord, keep thou me from the hand of the sinner; and deliver thou me from wicked 
men. Which thought to deceive my goings; (Lord, keep thou me safe from the power of the 
sinner; and save thou me from the wicked, from those who think out ways to thwart my progress.) 

5 proud men hid a snare to me. And they laid forth cords into a snare; they setted (a) 
trap to me beside the way. (Proud people hid a snare for me, yea, they laid out cords for a snare; 
they set a trap for me along the way.) 
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6 | said to the Lord, Thou art my God; Lord, hear thou the voice of my beseeching, (or 
Lord, hear thou the words of my plea). 

7 Lord, Lord, the virtue of mine health; thou madest shadow on mine head in the day 
of battle. (Lord, Lord, my strong salvation or my strong deliverance; thou madest a shadow upon 
my head on the day of battle.) 

8 Lord, betake thou not me from my desire to the sinner; they thought against me, 
forsake thou not me, lest peradventure they be enhanced. (Lord, do not thou deliver me 
unto the desires of the sinners; they have planned to harm me, so abandon thou me not, lest they 
gain an advantage over me.) 

9 The head of the compass of them; the travail of their lips shall cover them. (As for 
the leaders of those who surround me; let the treachery of their own lips ensnare them.) 

10 Coals shall fall on them, thou shalt cast them down into fire; in(to) wretchednesses 
(where) they shall not (be able to) stand. (Let burning coals fall upon them, and be they thrown 
down into the fire; yea, into a wretchedness from which they shall never be able to escape.) 

11 A man that is a great jangler shall not be (well-)directed in earth, (or A man who is a 
great gossip, or a slanderer, shall not be successful in the world); evils shall take an unjust man 
in(to) perishing. 

12 | have known, that the Lord shall make doom of a needy man; and the vengeance of 
poor men. (I know, that the Lord shall make judgement in favour of the needy; and he shall take 
vengeance for the poor.) 

13 Nevertheless just men shall acknowledge to thy name; and rightful men shall dwell 
with thy cheer. (Truly the righteous shall give thanks to thy name; and the upright shall live 
in thy presence./Truly the righteous shall praise thy name; and the upright shall worship before 
thee.) 


PSALM 141 

1 The psalm of David. (A song by David.) Lord, I cried to thee, hear thou me; give thou 
attention to my voice, when I shall cry to thee. 

2 My prayer be (ad)dressed as incense in thy sight; the raising up of mine hands be as 
the eventide sacrifice. (Let my prayer be directed before thee like incense; and let the raising up 
of my hands be like the evening sacrifice.) 

3 Lord, set thou a keeping to my mouth; and a door of standing about to my lips. (Lord, 
set thou a guard at my mouth; yea, a sentry at the door of my lips.) 

4 Bow thou not [down] mine heart into words of malice; to excuse excusings in sin. 
With men working wickedness; and I shall not commune with the chosen men of them. 
(Help thou me not to turn my heart to words of malice; to make excuses for sins, and for those who 
do evil. I shall not commune with their chosen ones or I shall not feast with their chosen ones.) 

5 A just man shall reprove me in mercy, and he shall blame me; but the oil of a sinner 
make not fat mine head. For why and yet my prayer is in the well pleasant things of 
them; (The righteous shall rebuke me in love, and they shall reproach me; but my head shall not 
be anointed with the oil of sinners. For my prayer is still against what is pleasing to them.) 

6 for the doomsmen of them joined to the stone were sopped up. Hear they my words, 
for they were mighty. (And when their judges shall be thrown down from stony places, then the 
people shall listen to my words; for they be true.) 

7 As fatness is broken out on the earth; our bones be scattered nigh hell. (As wood 
chopped into pieces lieth on the ground; so their bones shall be scattered nigh to Sheol or close to 
the grave.) 

8 Lord, Lord, for mine eyes be to thee, I hoped in thee; take thou not away my soul. 
(Lord, Lord, I fix my eyes upon thee, and I put my trust in thee; do not let me die!) 
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9 Keep thou me from the snare which they ordained to me; and from the traps of them 
that work wickedness. (Keep thou me safe from the snare which they have set for me; yea, from 
the traps of those who do evil.) 

10 Sinners shall fall in the net thereof; I am alone till I pass. (Let the sinners fall into their 
own nets; while I alone shall safely pass by.) 


PSALM 142 

1 The learning of David; his prayer, when he was in the den. With my voice I cried to 
the Lord; with my voice I prayed heartily to the Lord. (A teaching by David; his prayer, when 
he was in the cave. With my voice I cried to the Lord; with my voice I heartily prayed to the Lord.) 

2 | shedded out my prayer in his sight; and I pronounce(d) my tribulation before him. 
(I poured out my complaints before him; and I told him about all my troubles.) 

3 While my spirit faileth of me; and thou hast known my paths. In this way in which 
I went; proud men hid a snare to me. (Yea, when my spirit failed within me; thou knewest 
which path I should take. For on the way in which I went; proud people hid a snare for me.) 

4 I beheld to the right side, and I saw; and none there was that knew me. Flight 
perished from me; and none there is that seeketh (to help) my soul. (I looked to the right; 
and I saw, that there was no one there who knew me. I had no way to escape; there was no one to 
rescue me.) 

5 Lord, I cried to thee; I said, Thou art mine hope; my part in the land of livers. (Lord, 
I cried to thee; I said, Thou art my only hope, my portion in the land of the living.) 

6 Give thou attention to my beseeching; for I am made low full greatly. Deliver thou 
me from them that pursue me; for they be comforted on me. (Give thou attention to my 
plea; for I am brought down so very low. Save thou me from those who pursue me; for they be 
stronger than me.) 

7 Lead my soul out of keeping to acknowledge to thy name; just men abide me, till 
thou yield to me. (Lead me out of this prison, so that I can praise thy name; the righteous shall 
gather around me, when thou shalt reward me.) 


PSALM 143 

1 The psalm of David. Lord, hear thou my prayer, with ears perceive thou my 
beseeching; in thy truth hear thou me, in thy rightwiseness. (A song by David. Lord, hear 
thou my prayer, and listen thou to my plea; and answer thou me in thy faithfulness, and in thy 
righteousness.) 

2 And enter thou not into doom with thy servant; for each man living shall not be 
made just in thy sight. (And enter thou not into the judgement of thy servant; for no one living 
can be made right, or justified, before thee.) 

3 For the enemy pursued my soul; he made low my life in [the] earth. He hath set me 
in dark places, as the dead men of the world, (For the enemy hath pursued me; and he hath 
brought me down low to the ground. He hath put me in dark places, like the dead of the world,) 

4 and my spirit was anguished on me; mine heart was troubled in me. (and my spirit 
was anguished within me; and my heart was troubled within me.) 

5 I was mindful of eld days, I bethought in all thy works; I bethought in the deeds of 
thine hands. (I remembered the old days, and I thought about all thy works; yea, I thought about 
the deeds of thy hands.) 

6 | held forth mine hands to thee; my soul (was) as earth without water to thee. (I held 
out my hands to thee; my soul was like dry ground without water, thirsting for thee.) 

7 Lord, hear thou me swiftly; my spirit failed. Turn thou not away thy face from me; 
and I shall be like them that go down into the pit. (Lord, swiftly answer thou me; for my 
spirit faileth or for my spirit fainteth. Turn thou not away thy face from me; or I shall be like those 
who go down into the pit.) 
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8 Make thou early thy mercy heard to me; for I hoped in thee. Make thou known to 
me the way in which I shall go; for I raised my soul to thee. (Let me know thy love in the 
morning; for I put my trust in thee. Let me know which way I should go; for I raise up my soul to 
thee.) 

° Deliver thou me from mine enemies; Lord, I fled to thee; (Save thou me from my enemies; 
Lord, I fled to thee, or Lord, I flee to thee;) 

10 teach thou me to do thy will, for thou art my God. Thy good spirit shall lead me 
forth into a rightful land; (teach thou me to do thy will, for thou art my God. Thy good spirit 
shall lead me forth on the right path;) 

11 Lord, for thy name thou shalt quicken me in thine equity. Thou shalt lead my soul 
out of tribulation; (Lord, for the sake of thy name, save me or let me live. And because of thy 
fairness, lead thou my soul out of trouble, or tribulation;) 

12 and in thy mercy thou shalt scatter mine enemies. And thou shalt lose all them, 
that trouble my soul; for I am thy servant. (and in thy love for me, waste thou my enemies. 
Yea, destroy thou all those who trouble me; for I am thy servant.) 


PSALM 144 


1 A psalm of David. Blessed be my Lord God, that teacheth mine hands to war; and my 
fingers to battle. (A song by David. Blessed be the Lord my God, who traineth my hands for war; 
and my fingers for battle.) 

2My mercy, and my refuge; my taker up, and my deliverer. My defender, and I hoped in 
him; and thou makest subject my people under me. (My mercy, and my refuge; my defender, 
and my deliverer. Yea, my defender, and in whom I trust; and thou makest the peoples to be subject 
under me.) 

3 Lord, what is a man, for thou hast made (thyself) known to him; either the son of 


man, for thou areckonest him of some value? (Lord, what is man, that thou hast taken notice 
of him? or that thou carest for him? or the son of aman, that thou reckonest, or esteemest, him of 


some value?) 

4 A man is made like vanity; his days pass as shadow. (A person is but like vanity, yea, but 
a puff of air; his days pass like a shadow.) 

5 Lord, bow down thine heavens, and come thou down; touch thou [the] hills, and they 
shall make smoke. 

6 Light thou shining, and thou shalt scatter them, (or Send thou forth thy lightning, and 


thou shalt scatter thy enemies); send thou out thine arrows, and thou shalt trouble them. 

7 Send out thine hand from on high, ravish me out, and deliver thou me from many 
waters; and from the hand of alien sons. (Send out thy hand from on high, and take me out 
of here, that is, rescue me; save thou me from the deep waters, and from the power of foreigners, 
or of strangers.) 

8 The mouth of whom spake vanity (or Their mouths spoke lies); and the right hand of 
them is the right hand of wickedness. 

9 God, I shall sing to thee a new song; I shall say psalm to thee in psaltery of ten strings 
(or I shall sing a song to thee to the strains of a ten-stringed lute). 

10 Which givest health to kings, which again-boughtest David, thy servant; from 
the wicked sword ravish thou out me. (Who givest salvation, or deliverance, to kings, and 
redeemest thy servant David; rescue thou me from the wicked sword.) 

11 And deliver thou me from the hand of alien sons; the mouth of which spake vanity, 
and the right hand of them is the right hand of wickedness. (And save thou me from the 
power of foreigners, or of strangers; whose mouths spoke lies, and whose right hands be the right 
hands of wickedness, that is, they always break their oaths, or their pledges.) 

12 Whose sons be as new plantings in their youth. The daughters of them be arrayed; 
adorned about as the likeness of a temple. (May our sons be like plants fully grown in their 
youth; may our daughters be arrayed, or adorned, like a palace.) 


3955 XRN 


PSALMS PSALM 144:13 524 PSALMS PSALM 145:15 


13 The cellars of them be full; bringing out from this vessel into that, or from one 
vessel into another. The sheep of them be with lambs, plenteous in their goings out; 
(May our cellars be full; and we be able to bring forth from this vessel into that one, or and we be 
able to bring forth from one vessel into another. May our sheep be with lambs; yea, plentiful and 
innumerable.) 

14 their kine be fat. There is no falling of their wall, neither passing over (of it); neither 
cry is in the streets of them. (May all our kine be fat; and be there no parting in the walls of 
their wombs, nor any passing over of them. And may there be no cries of distress in all our streets.) 

15 They said, The people is blessed, that hath these things; blessed is the people, whose 
Lord is the God of it. (And so we say, Happy be the people, who have things like we do; happy be 
the people, whose God is the Lord.) 


PSALM 145 

1 The psalm of David. My God, king, I shall enhance thee; and I shall bless thy name 
into the world, and into the world of world. (A song by David. My God and my King, I shall 
exalt thee; and I shall bless thy name forever and ever.) 

2 By all days I shall bless thee; and I shall praise thy name into the world, and into the 
world of the world. (Every day I shall bless thee; and I shall praise thy name forever and ever.) 

3 The Lord is great, and worthy to be praised full much; and none end there is of 
his greatness. (The Lord is great, and worthy to be greatly praised; and there is no end to his 
greatness.) 

4 Generation and generation shall praise thy works; and they shall pronounce, either 
tell (a) far, thy power. (One generation shall praise thy works unto the next; and they shall 
declare, or shall tell of, thy power.) 

5 They shall speak (of) the magnificence of the glory of thine holiness; and they shall 
tell (of all) thy marvels (or and they shall declare all thy marvellous deeds). 

6 And they shall say (of) the strength of thy fearedful things; and they shall tell (of) thy 
greatness. 

7 They shall bring forth the mind of the abundance of thy sweetness; and they shall 
tell with full out joying (of) thy rightfulness. (They shall bring forth the remembrance of the 
abundance of thy goodness; and they shall sing with rejoicing about thy righteousness.) 

8 The Lord is a merciful doer and merciful in will (or The Lord is a giver of mercy, or of 
love, and merciful in will); patient, and much merciful. 

9 The Lord is sweet in all things; and his merciful doings be above all his works. (The 
Lord is good to all; and his merciful doings be over, or upon, all his creatures.) 

10 Lord, all thy works acknowledge to thee; and thy saints bless thee. (Lord, all thy 
creatures shall praise thee; and thy saints shall bless thee.) 

11 They shall say [of] the glory of thy realm; and they shall speak (of) thy power. (They 
shall speak of the glory of thy kingdom; and they shall tell of thy power.) 

12 That they make thy power known to the sons of men (or So that they make known thy 
power to all the people); and the glory of the magnificence of thy realm. 

13 Thy realm is the realm of all worlds; and thy lordship is in all generation and 
into generation, (or Thy kingdom is a kingdom forever; and thy lordship, or thy rule, is for all 
generations). The Lord is faithful in all his words; and holy in all his works. 

14 The Lord lifteth up all that fall down; and raiseth up all men hurtled down. (The 
Lord lifteth up all who fall down; and raiseth up all who be hurtled down.) 

15 Lord, the eyes of all beasts hope in thee; and thou givest the meat of them in 
covenable time. (Lord, the eyes of all look with hope to thee; and thou givest them their food 
at the proper time.) 
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16 Thou openest thine hand; and thou [ful] fillest each beast with blessing. (Thou 
openest thy hand; and thou fulfillest each living creature with blessing or with what they need, or 
desire.) 

17 The Lord is just in all his ways; and holy in all his works. 

18 The Lord is nigh to all that inwardly call him; to all that inwardly call him in truth. 
(The Lord is near, or close, to all who call to him; to all who call to him in truth, or with sincerity.) 

19 He shall do the will of them, that dread him; and he shall hear the beseeching of 
them, and he shall make them safe. (He shall fulfill the desires of those who fear him or of 
those who revere him; he shall hear their pleas, and he shall save them.) 

20 The Lord keepeth all men loving him; and he shall lose all sinners. (The Lord keepeth 
safe all those who love him; but he shall destroy all the sinners.) 

21 My mouth shall speak the praising of the Lord; and each man bless his holy name 
into the world, and into the world of world. (My mouth shall declare the praises of the Lord; 
let everyone bless his holy name forever and ever.) 


PSALM 146 

1 Alleluia. My soul, praise thou the Lord; 

2 | shall praise the Lord in my life (or I shall praise the Lord all my life); 1 shall sing to my 
God as long as I shall be. 

3 Do not ye trust in princes; neither in the sons of men, in whomis no health. (Do not ye 
trust in princes, or in your leaders; nor in other people, in whom there is no help, or deliverance.) 

4 The spirit of him shall go out, and he shall turn again into his earth; in that day all 
the thoughts of them shall perish. (The breath of your prince, or of your leader, shall go out of 
him, and he shall return to the dust; and on that day all his thoughts shall perish.) 

5 He is blessed, of whom the God of Jacob is his helper; his hope is in his Lord God, (He 
is blessed, whom the God of Jacob is his helper; his hope is in the Lord his God,) 

6 that made heaven, and earth; the sea, and all things that be in those. Which keepeth 
truth into the world, (who made heaven, and earth; and the sea, and all the creatures that be 
in them. Who keepeth the truth safe forever,) 

7 he maketh doom to them that suffer wrong; he giveth meat to them that be hungry. 
The Lord unbindeth fettered men; (he maketh justice for those who suffer wrong; he giveth 
food to those who be hungry. The Lord unbindeth the fettered;) 

8 the Lord lighteneth blind men. The Lord raiseth men hurtled down; the Lord loveth 
just men. (the Lord giveth light to the blind or the Lord giveth sight to the blind. The Lord raiseth 
up those who be hurtled down; the Lord loveth the righteous.) 

9 The Lord keepeth comelings; he shall take up a motherless child, and a widow; and 
he shall destroy the ways of sinners. (The Lord keepeth newcomers, or strangers, safe or The 
Lord keepeth watch over newcomers, or strangers; he taketh up the causes of a motherless child, 
and of a widow; but he destroyeth the ways of the sinners.) 

10 The Lord shall reign into the worlds; Zion, thy God shall reign in generation and 
into generation. (The Lord shall reign forever; Zion, thy God shall reign for all generations, or 
thy God shall reign in all generations.) 


PSALM 147 
1 Alleluia. Praise ye the Lord, for the psalm is good; (let our) praising be merry, and fair 
to our God. (Alleluia. Praise ye the Lord, for it is good to sing to him; let our praises be joyful, and 
pleasing to our God.) 
2 The Lord shall build [up] Jerusalem; and he shall gather together the scatterings of 
Israel. (The Lord shall rebuild Jerusalem; and he shall gather together the scattered people of 
Israel.) 
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3 The which Lord maketh whole men contrite in heart; and bindeth together the 
sorrows of them. (The Lord who maketh whole those who be contrite in heart, or who be broken- 
hearted; and who bindeth up their wounds.) 

4 Which numbereth the multitude of stars; and calleth names to all those. (Who 
numbereth the multitude of the stars; and calleth all of them by their names.) 

5 Our Lord is great, and his virtue is great; and of his wisdom there is no number. (Our 
Lord is great, and his power is great; and there is no measure of his wisdom.) 

6 The Lord taketh up mild men; forsooth he maketh low sinners till to the earth. (The 
Lord raiseth up the meek, or the humble; but he bringeth the sinners down to the ground.) 

7 Before sing ye to the Lord in acknowledging; say ye psalm to our God in an harp. 
(Sing ye to the Lord with thanksgiving; sing ye songs to our God on a harp.) 

8 Which covereth heaven with clouds; and maketh ready rain to the earth. Which 
bringeth forth hay in hills; and herb to the service of men. (Who covereth the heavens with 
clouds; and prepareth rain for the earth. Who bringeth forth hay, or grass, on the hills; and plants 
for the service of all.) 

9 Which giveth meat to their work beasts; and to the birds of crows calling him. (Who 
giveth food to their work beasts; and to the younglings of crows calling to him.) 

10 He shall not have will in the strength of an horse; neither it shall be well pleasant 
to him in the legs of a man. (He shall not take delight in the strength of a horse; nor shall a 
man’sfast legs be well pleasing to him.) 

11 Tt is well pleasant to the Lord on men that dread him; and in them that hope in his 
mercy. (But the Lord is well pleased with those who fear him or with those who revere him; and 
with those who trust in his love.) 

12 Jerusalem, praise thou the Lord; Zion, praise thou thy God. 

13 For he hath comforted the locks of thy gates; he hath blessed thy sons in thee. (For 
he hath strengthened the locks of thy gates; he hath blessed thy children within them.) 

14 Which hath set thy coasts peace; and filleth thee with the fatness of wheat. (He who 
hath put thy land at peace; and filleth thee with the finest wheat.) 

15 Which sendeth out his speech to the earth; his word runneth swiftly. (Who sendeth 
out his word, or his command, to the earth; yea, his word runneth swiftly about.) 

16 Which giveth snow as wool; he spreadeth abroad a cloud as ashes. (Who giveth the 
snow like wool; and he spreadeth abroad the hoarfrost like ashes.) 

17 He sendeth his crystal as morsels; who shall be able to suffer before the face of his 
coldness? (He sendeth out his ice like morsels; yea, who can survive the cold that he sendeth?) 

18 He shall send out his word, and shall melt those; his spirit shall blow, and waters 
shall flow. (And then he sendeth out his word, and the ice melteth; and his wind bloweth, and the 
waters flow.) 

19 Which telleth his word to Jacob; and his rightfulnesses and dooms to Israel. (Who 
telleth his word to Jacob; yea, his statutes and his laws, or his decrees, to Israel.) 

20 He did not so to each nation; and he showed not his dooms to them. (He hath not 
done this for any other nation; he hath not shown his laws, or his decrees, to them.) 


PSALM 148 

1 Alleluia. Ye of heavens, praise the Lord; praise ye him in high things. (Alleluia. Ye in 
heaven or Ye in the heavens, praise the Lord; praise ye him in high places.) 

2 All his angels, praise ye him; all his virtues, praise ye him, (or all his hosts, praise ye 
him). 

3 Sun and moon, praise ye him; all stars and light, praise ye him, (or all the stars of light, 
or all the shining stars, praise ye him). 

4 Heavens of heavens, praise ye him, (or Heaven of heavens, or The highest heaven, praise 
ye him); and the waters that be above (the) heavens, 
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5 praise they the name of the Lord. For he said, and things were made; he commanded, 
and things were made of nought. (praise they the name of the Lord. For he spoke, and 
everything was made; he commanded, and everything was made out of nothing.) 

6 He ordained those things into the world, and into the world of world; he setted a 
commandment, and it shall not pass. (He ordained those things forever and ever; he gave a 
command, and it shall not pass away.) 

7 Ye of the earth, praise the Lord; dragons, and all depths of waters. (Praise the Lord, 
from the earth; ye dragons, and all the depths of the waters.) 

8 Fire, hail, snow, ice, spirits of tempests; that do his word. (Fire, hail, snow, ice, and the 
winds of the tempests; that all follow his command.) 

9 Mountains, and all little hills; trees bearing fruit, and all cedars. 

10 wild beasts, and all tame beasts; serpents, and feathered birds. 

11 The kings of earth, and all peoples; the princes, and all judges of earth. (The kings of 
the earth, and all the peoples; the princes, and the judges, that is, the leaders, over all the earth.) 

12 Young men, and virgins, eld men with [the] younger, (Young men, and virgins, old men, 
and the young,) 

13 praise the name of the Lord; for the name of him alone is enhanced. His 
acknowledging be on heaven and earth; (praise the name of the Lord; for only his name should 
be exalted. For his glory is above the earth, and above heaven;) 

14 and he hath enhanced the horn of his people. An hymn be to all his saints; to the 
children of Israel, to a people nighing to him. (and he hath exalted the horn of his people. 
So let there be a hymn to all his saints; to the children of Israel, to the people who be the closest to 
him, or So let there be praises from all his saints; from the children of Israel, from the people who 
be the closest to him.) 


PSALM 149 


1 Alleluia. Sing ye to the Lord a new song; his praising be in the church of saints. 
(Alleluia. Sing ye a new song to the Lord; let his praises be in the congregation of his saints.) 

2 Israel be glad in him that made him; and the daughters of Zion make full out joy in 
their king. (Let the people of Israel be glad in him, who made them; and let the daughters of Zion 
rejoice in their King.) 

3 Praise they his name in a quire; say they psalm to him in a tympan, and psaltery. 
(Praise they his name with a dance; sing they songs to him with a tympan, or with a drum, and a 
lute./Praise they his name with dancing; sing they songs to him with a tambourine, and a lute.) 

4 For the Lord is well pleased in his people; and he hath raised mild men into health. 
(For the Lord is well pleased with his people; and he hath raised up the meek to victory, or and he 
hath given salvation, or deliverance, to the humble.) 

5 Saints shall make full out joy in glory; they shall be glad in their beds. (The saints 
shall rejoice in triumph; they shall sing joyfully all night long.) 

6 The full out joyings of God in the throat of them; and swords sharp on both sides in 
the hands of them. (Let there be rejoicing for God on their lips or in their mouths; and let sharp 
swords be in their hands.) 

7 To do vengeance in nations; and blamings in peoples. (To bring vengeance to the 
nations; and to punish the peoples.) 

8 To bind the kings of them in stocks; and the noble men of them in iron manacles. (To 
bind up their kings in the stocks; and their noble men in iron manacles.) 

9 That they make in them (the) doom written; this is the glory to all his saints. (So that 
they execute the judgement written against them; this is the glory for all his saints.) 
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1 Alleluia. Praise ye the Lord in his saints; praise ye him in the firmament of his virtue. 
(Alleluia. Praise ye the Lord in his sanctuary; praise ye him in the firmament of his power or praise 
ye him in his mighty heavens.) 

2 Praise ye him in his v 
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JEREMIAH 


1 The words of Jeremy, son of Hilkiah, of the priests that were in Anathoth, in the land 
of Benjamin. (The words of Jeremiah, the son of Hilkiah, one of the priests who were in Anathoth, 
in the land of Benjamin.) 

2 For the word of the Lord was made to him in the days of Josiah, the son of Amon, 
king of Judah, in the thirteenth year of his realm. (For the word of the Lord was made to him 
in the days of Josiah, the son of Amon, the king of Judah, in the thirteenth year of his reign.) 

3 And it was done in the days of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, unto the 
ending of the eleventh year of Zedekiah, son of Josiah, king of Judah, till to the passing 
over, either (the taking into) captivity, of Jerusalem, in the fifth month. (And it was done 
in the days of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, unto the end of the eleventh year of 
Zedekiah, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, until the taking into captivity, or the exile, of the 
people of Jerusalem, in the fifth month.) 

4 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

5 Before that I formed thee in the womb, I knew thee; and before that thou wentest 
out of the womb, I hallowed thee; and I gave thee to be a prophet among folks. (Before 
that I formed thee in the womb, I knew thee; and before that thou wentest out of the womb, I 
consecrated, or dedicated, thee; and I gave thee to be a prophet among the nations.) 

6 And I said, A! A! A! Lord God, lo! I cannot speak, for I am a child. (And I said, O! O! O! 
Lord God, behold! I cannot speak, for I am but a child.) 

7 And the Lord said to me, Do not thou say, that I am a child; for thou shalt go to all 
things, to which I shall send thee, and thou shalt speak all things, whatever things I shall 
command to thee. (And the Lord said to me, Do not thou say, that Iam but a child; for thou shalt 
go to whatever people I shall send thee, and thou shalt say whatever words I shall command thee.) 

8 Dread thou not of the face of them; for Iam with thee, to deliver thee, saith the Lord. 
(Fear thou not them; for I am with thee, to keep thee safe, saith the Lord./Do not thou fear them, 
for Iam with thee, to protect thee, saith the Lord.) 

9 And the Lord sent his hand, and touched my mouth; and the Lord said to me, Lo! I 
have given my words in thy mouth; (And the Lord put forth his hand, and touched my mouth; 
and the Lord said to me, Behold! I have put my words in thy mouth;) 

10 Jo! I have ordained thee today on folks, and on realms, (or behold! today I have ordained 
thee over nations, and over kingdoms), that thou draw up, and destroy, and lose, and scatter, 
and build, and plant. 

11 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, What seest thou, Jeremy? And 
I said, I see a rod wakening. (And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, What seest 
thou, Jeremiah? And I said, I see a branch, or a shoot, of an almond tree.) 

12 And the Lord said to me, Thou hast seen well, for I shall wake* on my word, to do 
it. (And the Lord said to me, Thou hast seen well, for I am on watch, to carry out my word.) 

13 And the word of the Lord was made the second time to me, and said, What seest 
thou? [And I said], 1 see a pot boiling, and the face thereof from the face of the north, (or 
And I said, I see a boiling pot, and its face is towards the north). 

14 And the Lord said to me, From the north shall be showed all evil on all the dwellers 
of the land. (And the Lord said to me, From the north shall come all evil for all the inhabitants of 
this land.) 

15 For lo! I shall call together all the nations of [the] realms of the north, saith the Lord; 
and they shall come, and set each man his seat in the entering of the gates of Jerusalem, 
and on all the walls thereof in compass, and on all the cities of Judah. (For behold! I shall 





* 
CHAPTER 1:12 This word in Hebrew sounds like the Hebrew for ‘almond’. 
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call together all the nations of the kingdoms of the north, saith the Lord; and they shall come, and 
each king shall set up his throne before the gates of Jerusalem, and against the walls all around it, 
and in all the cities of Judah.) 

16 And I shall speak my dooms with them on all the malice of them, that forsook me, 
and made sacrifice to alien gods, and worshipped the work of their hands. (And I shall tell 
out my judgement of them, for all the malice of those who have deserted me, and made sacrifice 
to strange, or foreign, gods, and who worshipped the work of their own hands.) 

17 Therefore gird [up] thou thy loins, and rise thou (up), and speak to them all things 
which I command to thee; dread thou not of the face of them, for I shall not make thee 
for to dread the cheer of them. (And so gird thou up thy loins, and rise thou up, and say to 
them all the things which I command thee; fear thou not to go before them, or else I shall truly 
make thee afraid when thou art before them.) 

18 For I gave thee today into a strong city, and into an iron pillar, and into a brazen 
wall, on all the land, to the kings of Judah, and to the princes thereof, and to the priests 
thereof, and to all the people of the land. (For I have made thee this day like a strong city, 
and like an iron pillar, and like a bronze wall, to stand against all the land, yea, against the kings 
of Judah, and its princes, or its leaders, and its priests, and all the people of the land.) 

19 And they shall fight against thee, and they shall not have the mastery; for Iam with 
thee, saith the Lord, that I deliver thee. (And they shall fight against thee, but they shall not 
have the mastery; for I am with thee, saith the Lord, and I shall keep thee safe.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

2 Go thou, and cry in the ears of Jerusalem, and say, The Lord saith these things, I had 
mind on thee, and I had mercy on thee in thy young waxing age, and on the charity of 
thy espousing, when thou followedest me in desert, in the land which is not sown. (Go 
thou, and cry in the ears of Jerusalem, and say, The Lord saith these things, I remembered thee, 
and I had mercy on thee in thy youth, and at the time of thy love in thy espousing, when thou 
followedest me in the wilderness, in the land which is not sown.) 

3 Israel was holy to the Lord, the first of fruits of him; men that devour that Israel, 
trespass; evils shall come on them, saith the Lord. (Israel was holy to the Lord, his first 
fruits; all who devour that Israel, trespass, or greatly sin; evils shall come upon them, saith the 
Lord.) 

4 The house of Jacob, and all the lineages of the house of Israel (or and all the tribes of 
the house of Israel), hear ye the word of the Lord. 

5 The Lord saith these things, What of wickedness found your fathers in me, for they 
went far away from me, and went after vanity, and were made vain? (The Lord saith these 
things, What wickedness did your forefathers find in me? for they went far away from me, and 
went after what was empty and futile.) 

6 And they said not, Where is the Lord, that made us to go up from the land of Egypt, 
that led us over through desert, by the land unhabitable and without (a) way, by the land 
of thirst, and by the image of death, by the land in which a man went not, neither a man 
dwelled. (And they did not ask, Where is the Lord, who brought us up from the land of Egypt, who 
led us over through the wilderness, by the land that was uninhabited and without a way, by the 
land of thirst, and with portents of death, by the land in which no one went, nor in which anyone 
lived?) 

7 And I brought you into the land of Carmel, that ye should eat the fruit thereof, and 
the goods thereof; and ye entered, and defouled my land, and setted mine heritage into 
abomination. (And I brought you into a plentiful land, so that ye could enjoy its fruit, and its 
goodness; and ye entered, and defiled my land, and made my inheritance into an abomination.) 

8 Priests said not, Where is the Lord? and they that held the law, knew not me; and 
shepherds trespassed against me, and prophets prophesied in Baal, and followed idols. 
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(The priests did not ask, Where is the Lord? yea, they who handled the Law, did not know me; 
and the shepherds of the people trespassed against me, and the prophets prophesied by Baal, and 
followed idols.) 

9 Therefore yet I shall strive with you in doom, saith the Lord, and I shall dispute with 
your sons. (And so I shall contend, or argue, with you in judgement, saith the Lord, and I shall 
dispute with your sons.) 

10 Go ye to the isles of Chittim, and see ye; and send ye into Kedar, and behold ye 
greatly, (or and send ye to Kedar, and greatly consider ye); and see ye, if such a thing is (ever) 
done, 

11 if a folk changed his gods; and certainly they be no gods; but my people changed 
his glory into an idol. (ifa nation ever changed their gods? and certainly they be no gods; but 
my people exchanged their glory for an idol.) 

12 Heavens, be ye astonied on this thing, and, ye gates of heaven, be ye desolate greatly, 
saith the Lord. (Ye heavens, be ye astonished by this, and, ye gates of heaven, be ye greatly 
desolate, or in great despair, saith the Lord.) 

13 For why my people hath done twain evils; they have forsaken me, the well of quick 
water, and have digged to them cisterns, that were destroyed, that may not hold waters. 
(For my people have done two evils; they have deserted me, the well of living water, and they have 
dug for themselves cisterns, that were destroyed, or cracked, and so cannot hold any water.) 

14 Whether Israel is a bondman, either is born bond? Why therefore is he made into 
prey? (Is Israel a slave, or was he born into slavery? And so why is he made into prey, or 

into spoils?) 

15 Lions roared on him, and gave their voice; they have set the land of him into 
wilderness, the cities of him be burnt [up], and none there is that dwelleth in those. 
(The lions roared at him, and gave out their voice; they have turned his land into a wilderness, his 
cities be burned down, and there is no one who liveth in them.) 

16 Also the sons of Memphis and Tahpanhes have defouled thee, unto the top of the 
head. 

17 Whether this is not done to thee, for thou forsookest thy Lord God, in that time in 
which he led thee by the way? (Is this not done to thee, because thou hast deserted the Lord 
thy God, at that time when he led thee by the way?) 

18 And now what wilt thou to thee in the way of Egypt, that thou drink troubled water? 
And what is to thee with the way of Assyrians, that thou drink water of the flood? (And 
now what wilt thou do if thou go back to Egypt, shalt thou drink there the waters of Sihor, that is, 
of the Nile River? And what is for thee if thou go to Assyria, shalt thou drink there the waters of 
the Euphrates River?) 

19 Thy malice shall reprove thee, and thy turning away shall blame thee; know thou 
and see, that it is (an) evil and bitter (thing), that thou hast forsaken thy Lord God, and 
that his dread is not at thee, saith the Lord God of hosts. (Thy malice shall reproach thee, 
and thy turning away shall rebuke thee; know thou and see, that it is an evil and a bitter thing, that 
thou hast deserted the Lord thy God, and that the fear of me is not in thee or and that reverence 
for me is not in thee, saith the Lord God of hosts.) 

20 From the world thou hast broken my yoke, thou hast broken my bonds, and saidest, 
I shall not serve. For thou whore didest whoredom in each high little hill, and under 
each tree full of boughs. (Long ago thou hast broken thy yoke, and thou hast broken thy bonds, 
and saidest, I shall not serve thee. For thou whore didest whoredom on each high little hill, and 
under each tree full of branches.) 

21 Forsooth I planted thee a chosen vinery, all true seed; how therefore art thou, an 
alien vinery, turned to me into a shrewd thing? (Yet I planted thee like a choice vine, all of 
you the best seed; and so how art thou turned into such a depraved thing, yea, a strange vine, to 
me?) 
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22 Though thou wash thee with fuller’s clay (or Even if thou shalt wash thyself with fuller’s 
clay), and multipliest to thee the [cleansing] herb boreth, thou art (still) defouled in thy 
wickedness before me, saith the Lord God. 

23 How sayest thou, I am not defouled, I went not after Baalim? (or How sayest thou, I 
am not defiled, and I did not go after the Baalim?) See thy ways in the great valley, know thou 
what thou hast done; a swift runner ordaining his ways. 


24 A wild ass accustomable in wilderness, drew the wind of his love in the desire of his 
soul; no man shall turn away it. All that seek it, shall not fail; they shall find it in the flux 


of unclean blood thereof. (Like a wild donkey accustomed to the wilderness, that drew up the 
scent of the lust that her soul desired; not one shall turn away from her. All that seek her, shall not 
fail to find her; they shall find her in the flowing of her unclean blood.) 

25 Forbid thy foot from nakedness, and thy throat from thirst; and thou saidest, I 
despaired, (for) I shall not do (that); for I loved burningly alien gods, and I shall go after 
them, (or for I have burningly loved these strange, or these foreign, gods, and I shall go after 
them). 

26 As a thief is shamed, when he is taken, so the house of Israel be shamed; they, and 
[the] kings of them, the princes, and priests, and the prophets of them, (Like a thief is 
shamed, when he is caught, so let the house of Israel be shamed; they, and their kings, and the 
princes, or the leaders, and the priests, and their prophets,) 

27 that say to a tree, Thou art my father; and to a stone, Thou hast engendered me. 
They turned to me the back, and not the face; and in the time of their torment they shall 
say, Rise thou, and deliver us. (who say to a piece of wood, Thou art my father; and to a stone, 
Thou hast begat me. They turned their backs on me or They turned their backs to me, and not 
their faces; yet in the time of their torment they shall say, Rise thou up, and save us!) 

28 Where be thy gods, which thou madest to thee? Rise they, and deliver thee in the 
time of thy torment; for after the number of thy cities were thy gods, thou Judah. (And 
then I shall say to them, Where be thy gods, which thou madest for thyselves? Let them rise up, 
and save thee in the time of thy torment; for the number of thy gods, O Judah, were as many as 
the number of thy cities.) 

29 What, will ye strive with me in doom? All ye have forsaken me, saith the Lord. 
(What, will ye contend, or will ye argue, with me in judgement? All of ye have deserted me, saith 
the Lord.) 

30 In vain I smote your sons, they received not chastising; your sword devoured 
your prophets, your generation is destroyed as a lion. (In vain I struck down your sons 
and daughters, for they would not receive their discipline, or their correction; your own sword 
devoured your prophets, like a destroying lion.) 

31 See ye the word of the Lord, whether I am made a wilderness to Israel, either a land 
late bringing forth fruit? Why therefore said my people, We have gone away, we shall 
no more come to thee? (See ye the word of the Lord, am I made like a wilderness to Israel, or 
like a land bringing forth late fruit? And so why did my people say, We have gone away, we shall 
no longer come to thee?) 

32 Whether a virgin shall forget her ornament? and a spousess her breast-girdle? But 
my people hath forgotten me by days without number. 

33 What enforcest thou to show thy way good to seek love, which furthermore both 
hast taught thy malices thy ways, (How well thou endeavourest to find thy lovers, even the 
worst women can learn from thy ways!) 

34 and the blood of poor men and innocents is found in thy wings? I found not them 
in ditches, but in all things which I remembered before. (and the blood of the poor and the 
innocent is found on thy wings. Yea, it got there not from breaking into houses, but from sacrifices 
made under every tree.) 

35 And thou saidest, I am without sin and innocent; and therefore thy strong 
vengeance be turned away from me. Lo! I shall strive with thee in doom; for thou 
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saidest, I sinned not. (And still thou saidest, I am without sin and innocent; and so let thy 
strong vengeance be turned away from me, (0 Lord). Behold! I shall contend, (or shall argue), 
with thee in judgement; for thou saidest, I did not sin.) 

36 How vile art thou made, rehearsing thy ways? and thou shalt be shamed of Egypt, 
as thou were shamed of Assur. (How vile thou art made, changing thy ways! and thou shalt be 
shamed by Egypt, as thou were shamed by Assyria.) 

37 For why and thou shalt go out of this land, and thine hands shall be on thine head; 
for why the Lord hath all-broken thy trust, and thou shalt have nothing to prosperity. 
(And so thou shalt go out of this land, and thy hands shall be upon thy head; for the Lord hath 
all-broken those in whom thou trusted, and thou shalt get, or gain, nothing from them.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 It is said commonly, If a man forsaketh his wife, and she go away from him, and be 
wedded to another husband, whether he shall turn again [any] more to her? whether 
that woman shall not be defouled, and made unclean? (or shall he return to her again? 
shall that woman not be defiled, and made unclean?) Forsooth thou hast done fornication 
with many lovers; nevertheless turn thou again to me, saith the Lord, and I shall receive 
thee. 

2 Raise thine eyes into straight, and see, where thou art not cast down. Thou hast sat 
in ways, abiding them as a thief in wilderness, and thou hast defouled the earth in thy 
fornications and in thy malices. (Raise up thine eyes into the high places, and see, if there is 
any place where thou hast not laid down. Thou hast sat in ways, waiting for them like a thief in 
the wilderness, and thou hast defiled the earth with thy fornications and thy malices.) 

3 Wherefore the drops of rains were forbidden, and no late rain was. The forehead of 
a woman whore is made to thee; thou wouldest not be ashamed. (And so the drops of rain 
were forbidden, and there was no late rain for thee. Thou haddest the forehead, or the face, of a 
whore-woman, but thou wouldest not be ashamed.) 

4 Namely from this time forth call thou me, Thou art my father, the leader of my 
virginity. (Yet now thou sayest to me, Thou art my father, my guide in my younger years.) 

5 (And), Whether thou shalt be wroth without end, either shalt continue (to feel so) into 
the end? Lo! thou hast spoken, and hast done evils, and thou were mighty (in them). And 
for words of penance thou blasphemedest by words of pride; and thou filledest thine 
evil thought(s), and showedest thy strength against thy husband, (so) that thou mayest 
do that thing that thou treatedest by word. 

6 And the Lord said to me, in the days of Josiah, the king, Whether thou hast seen what 
thing the adversary, Israel, hath done? She went [away] to herself on each high hill, and 
under each tree full of boughs, and did fornication there. (And the Lord said to me, in the 
days of King Josiah, Hast thou seen what my adversary, Israel, hath done? She went upon each 
high hill, and under each tree full of branches, and she did fornication there.) 

7 AndI said, when she had done all these things, Turn thou again to me; and she turned 
not again. And her sister, Judah, breaker of the law, saw, (And I said to her, when she had 
done all these things, Return thou again to me; but she did not return. And her sister, Judah, the 
law-breaker, saw,) 

8 that for the adversary, Israel, did adultery, I had let go her, and I had given to her a 
libel, (or a little book), of forsaking; and Judah, her sister, breaker of the law, dreaded not, 
but also she went, and did fornication. (that my adversary, Israel, had done adultery, and that 
Thad let her go, and that I had given her a note of divorce; and her sister Judah, the law-breaker, 
did not fear, but she also went, and did fornication.) 

9 And by lightness of her fornication she defouled the earth, and did adultery with a 
stone, and with a tree. (And with the indifference of her fornication she defiled the land, and 
did idolatry with a stone, and with a piece of wood.) 
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10 And in all these things her sister, Judah, breaker of the law, turned not again to me, 
in all her heart, but in a leasing, saith the Lord God. (And in all these things her sister, Judah, 
the law-breaker, did not return to me, with all her heart, but in a lie, or falsely, saith the Lord God.) 

11 And the Lord said to me, The adversary, Israel, hath justified her soul, in comparison 
of Judah, breaker of the law. (And the Lord said to me, My adversary, Israel, hath justified her 
soul, in comparison to Judah, the law-breaker.) 

12 Go thou, and cry these words against the north; and thou shalt say, Thou adversary, 
Israel, turn again, saith the Lord, and I shall not turn away my face from you; for I am 
holy, saith the Lord, and I shall not be wroth without end. (Go thou, and cry out these words 
against the north; and thou shalt say, O my adversary, Israel, return to me, saith the Lord, and 
I shall not turn away my face from you; for I am holy, saith the Lord, and I shall not be angry 
forever.) 

13 Nevertheless know thou thy wickedness; for thou hast trespassed against thy Lord 
God, and thou hast spread abroad thy ways to aliens under each tree full of boughs; and 
thou heardest not my voice, saith the Lord. (Nevertheless know thou thy wickedness; for thou 
hast trespassed against the Lord thy God, and thou hast spread abroad thy ways to strangers, or 
to foreigners, under each tree full of branches; and thou hast not listened to, or obeyed, my voice, 
saith the Lord.) 

14 Be ye converted, sons, turning again, saith the Lord, for I am your husband; and I 
shall take you, one of a city, and twain of a kindred, and I shall lead you into Zion; (Come 
back to me or Return to me, ye people who be turned away, saith the Lord, for 1am your husband; 
and I shall take you, one from a city, and two from a tribe, and I shall lead you unto Mount Zion;) 

15 and I shall give to you shepherds after mine heart, and they shall feed you with 
knowing and teaching. 

16 And when ye shall be multiplied, and increase(d) in the land, in those days, saith the 
Lord, they shall no more say, The ark of [the] testament of the Lord, (or they shall no more 
speak of the Ark of the Covenant of the Lord); neither it shall ascend on the heart, neither 
they shall think on it, neither it shall be visited, neither it shall be further (needed). 

17 Tn that time they shall call Jerusalem The seat of the Lord, and all heathen men 
shall be gathered together to it, in the name of the Lord, in Jerusalem; and they shall 
not go after the shrewdness of their worst heart. (At that time they shall call Jerusalem The 
Throne of the Lord, and all the heathen shall be gathered together to it, in the name of the Lord, 
in Jerusalem; and they shall not go after the depravity of the worst desires of their hearts.) 

18 In those days the house of Judah shall go to the house of Israel; and they shall come 
together from the land of the north to the land which I gave to your fathers. 

19 Forsooth I said, How shall I set thee among (my) sons, and shall give to thee a 
desirable land, a full clear heritage of the hosts of heathen men? And I said, Thou shalt 
call me, Father, and thou shalt not cease to enter after me. (And I said, Yea, I shall put thee 
among my sons and daughters, and I shall give thee a desirable land, an inheritance better than 
anything of the heathen! And I said, Thou shalt call me Father, and thou shalt not cease to follow 
me.) 

20 But as if a woman despiseth her lover (or But like a woman can despise her lover), so the 
house of Israel despised me, saith the Lord. 

21 A voice is heard in (the) ways, the weeping and yelling of the sons of Israel; for they 
made wicked their way, they forgat their Lord God. (A sound is heard on the way, the weeping 
and yelling of the Israelites; for they made their way wicked, they forgot the Lord their God.) 

22 Be ye converted, sons, turning again, and I shall heal your turnings away. Lo! we 
come to thee; for thou art our Lord God. (Come back to me or Return to me, ye people who be 
turned away, and I shall heal your turnings away. (And ye shall say), Behold! we come to thee; for 
thou art the Lord our God.) 
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23 Verily the little hills were liars, the multitude of mountains was false; verily in our 
Lord God is the health of Israel. (Truly there was no help from our worship on the little hills, 
or on the mountains; truly in the Lord our God (is) Israel’s (only) salvation, (or deliverance).) 

24 Shame ate the travail of our fathers, from our youth; shame ate the flocks of them, 
and the droves of them, the sons of them, and the daughters of them. (From our early 
days, (Baal), the god of shame ate the fruits of our forefathers’ labours; yea, (the god of shame ate) 
their flocks, and their herds, and their sons, and their daughters.) 

25 We shall sleep in our shame, and our shame shall cover us; for we sinned to our Lord 
God, both we and our fathers, from our youth unto this day; and we have not heard the 
voice of our Lord God. (We shall sleep in our shame, and our shame shall cover us; for we have 
sinned against the Lord our God, both we and our forefathers, from our early days until this day; 
and we have not heard the voice of the Lord our God.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Israel, if thou turnest again, saith the Lord, turn thou (again) to me; if thou takest 
away thine offendings from my face, thou shalt not be moved. (Israel, if thou shalt return 
to me, saith the Lord, then return thou to me; if thou takest away thy offences from before my face, 
then thou shalt not be shaken out.) 

2 And thou shalt swear, The Lord liveth, in truth, and in doom, and in rightfulness; and 
all folks shall bless him, and shall praise him. (And if thou shalt swear, As the Lord liveth, in 
truth, and in judgement, and in righteousness, or in truth, and in justice, and in uprightness; then 
all the nations shall ask me to bless them like you, and they shall praise me.) 

3 For the Lord God saith these things to a man of Judah, and to a dweller of Jerusalem 
(or and to an inhabitant of Jerusalem), Make ye new to you a land tilled of new, either a 
fallow (land), and do not ye sow on thorns. 

4 Men of Judah, and dwellers of Jerusalem, be ye circumcised to the Lord, and do ye 
away the prepuces, either filths, of your hearts; lest peradventure mine indignation 
go out as fire, and be kindled, and none there be that quench, for the malice of your 
thoughts. (People of Judah, and inhabitants of Jerusalem, be ye circumcised to the service of the 
Lord, and do ye away the prepuces, or the filths, of your hearts; lest perhaps my indignation go out 
like fire, and be kindled, and there be no one who can quench it, for the malice of your thoughts.) 

5 Tell ye in Judah, and make ye heard in Jerusalem; speak ye, and sing ye with a trump 
in the land; cry ye strongly, and say ye, Be ye gathered together, and enter we into [the] 
strong cities. 

6 Raise ye a sign in Zion, comfort ye, and do not ye stand, (or Raise ye up a sign in Zion, 
escape ye, and do not ye just stand there); for I [shall] bring evil from the north, and a great 
sorrow. 

7 A lion shall go up from his den, and the robber of folks shall raise himself. He is gone 
out of his place, to set thy land into wilderness; thy cities shall be destroyed, abiding 
still without (a) dweller. (A lion shall go up from his den, yea, the robber of the nations shall 
raise himself up. He is gone out of his place, to make thy land into a wilderness; thy cities shall be 
destroyed, and their remains, or their ruins, shall be without any inhabitants.) 

8 On this thing gird you(rselves) with hair-shirts; wail ye, and yell, for the wrath of the 
strong vengeance of the Lord is not turned away from you. 

9 And it shall be, in that day, saith the Lord, the heart of the king shall perish, and the 
heart of princes; and the priests shall wonder, and the prophets shall be astonied. (And 
it shall be, on that day, saith the Lord, the heart of the king, and the hearts of the princes, or of 
the leaders, shall perish, or shall fail them; and the priests shall wonder, and the prophets shall be 
astonished.) 


10 And I said, Alas! alas! alas! Lord God; therefore whether thou hast deceived this 
people and Jerusalem, saying, Peace shall be to you, and lo! a sword is come unto the 


soul? (or and behold! a sword is come unto our souls?/!) 
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11 Tn that time it shall be said to this people and to Jerusalem, A burning wind in the 
ways that be in desert, be the ways of the daughter of my people, not to winnow, and 
not to purge. (At that time it shall be said to this people and to Jerusalem, Like a burning wind 
on the ways that be in the wilderness, be the ways of the daughter of my people, not to winnow, 
and not to purge.) 

12 A spirit full of them shall come to me; and now I, but I shall speak my dooms with 
them. (A strong wind shall come to them at my command; and now I shall tell out my judgement 
against them.) 

13 Lo! he shall ascend as a cloud, and his chariots as a tempest, (or Behold! the enemy 
shall ascend like a cloud, and his chariots like a tempest); his horses be swifter than eagles; 
woe to us, for we be destroyed. 

14 Thou Jerusalem, wash thine heart from malice, that thou be made safe (or so that 
thou can be saved). How long shall harmful thoughts dwell in thee? 

15 For why the voice of a teller from Dan, and making known an idol from the hill(s) 
of Ephraim. 

16 Raise, ye folks; lo! it is heard in Jerusalem, that keepers be come froma far land, and 
give their voice on the cities of Judah. (Raise up, ye nations; behold! it is heard in Jerusalem, 
that enemies have come from a far land, and shout out their voices against the cities of Judah.) 

17 As the keepers of fields, they be made on it in compass; for it stirred me to 
wrathfulness, saith the Lord. (Like the guardians of a field, they stand all around it, and come 
against it; for it stirred me to anger, saith the Lord.) 

18 Thy ways and thy thoughts have made this to thee; this malice of thee, for it is bitter, 
for it touched thine heart. (Thy ways and thy thoughts have brought these things to thee; this 
is thy malice, for it is bitter, and it hath touched thy heart.) 

19 My womb acheth, my womb acheth; the wits of mine heart be troubled in me. I 
shall not be still, for my soul heard the voice of a trump, the cry of battle. 

20 Sorrow is called on sorrow, and all the land is destroyed; my tabernacles be wasted 
suddenly, my skins be wasted suddenly, (or my tents suddenly be destroyed, my curtains 
suddenly be all torn in pieces). 

21 How long shall I see them that flee, shall I hear the voice of a clarion? (How long shall 
I see those who attack, shall I hear the sound of the trumpet?) 

22 For my fond people knew not me; they be unwise sons, and cowards; they be wise 
to do evils, but they know not (how) to do well. (For my foolish people knew me not; they be 
unwise sons and daughters, and cowards; they be wise in doing evil, but they do not know how to 
do good.) 

23 | beheld the land, and lo! it was void, and nought; and I beheld heavens, and no 
light there was in them, (or and I beheld the heavens, and there was no light in them). 

24 | saw (the) mountains, and lo! they were moved, (or and behold! they were shaken), 
and all (the) little hills were troubled. 

25 | looked, and no man there was, and each bird of heaven was gone away. (I looked, 
and there was no one, and each bird of the heavens had gone away.) 

26 | beheld, and lo! Carmel is forsaken, and all cities thereof be destroyed from the face 
of the Lord, and from the face of the ire of his strong vengeance. (I beheld, and behold! the 
plentiful land (was) deserted, and all its cities were destroyed before the Lord, yea, before the anger 
of his strong vengeance.) 

27 For the Lord saith these things, All the land shall be forsaken, but nevertheless, I 
shall not make a [full] ending. 

28 The earth shall mourn, and (the) heavens above shall make sorrow, for that I spake; 
I thought, and it repented not me, (or I thought, and I shall not repent), neither I am turned 
away from it. 
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29 Each city fled from the voice of a knight, and a man shooting an arrow, (or Each city 
fled from the shouts of the horsemen, and the men shooting arrows); they entered into hard 
places, and ascended into rocks of stone; all [the] cities be forsaken, and no man dwelleth 
in them. 

30 But what shalt thou (that art to be) destroyed, do? When thou shalt clothe thee with 
red scarlet, when thou shalt be adorned with a golden brooch, and shalt anoint thine 
eyes with woman’s ointment, thou shalt be arrayed in vain; thy lovers have despised 
thee, they shall seek thy soul. (But thou who art doomed, what shalt thou do? Even though 
thou shalt clothe thyself with red scarlet, and be adorned with a gold brooch, and shalt anoint 
thine eyes with woman’s ointment, thou shalt be arrayed in vain; for thy lovers despise thee, and 
they shall seek thy soul or and they shall seek thy life.) 

31 For I heard a voice as a woman travailing of child, the anguishes as of a woman 
childing; the voice of the daughter of Zion among them that die, and spread abroad her 
hands; Woe to me, for my soul failed for them that be slain. (For I heard a sound like a 
woman in labour, like the anguishes of a woman giving birth; the voice of the daughter of Zion 
among those who die, spreading abroad her hands, and saying, Woe to me, for my soul, or my life, 


failed over those who be killed.) 
CHAPTER 5 


1 Compass ye the ways of Jerusalem, and look, and behold ye, and seek ye in the streets 
thereof, whether ye find a man doing doom, and seeking faith; and I shall be merciful 
to them. (Go ye about the ways of Jerusalem, and look, and behold ye, and seek ye in its streets, 
whether ye can find anyone doing justice, and seeking faith; and I shall be merciful to them.) 

2 That if also they say, The Lord liveth, yea, they shall swear this falsely. (But even if 
they say, As the Lord liveth, yea, they shall swear this falsely.) 

3 Lord, thine eyes behold faith; thou hast smitten them, and they made not sorrow; 
thou hast all-broken them, and they forsook to take chastising; they made their faces 
harder than a stone, and would not turn again. (Lord, thine eyes look for faithfulness; thou 
hast struck them, but they did not have sorrow; thou hast all-broken them, but they refused to 
accept their discipline, or their correction; they made their faces harder than a stone, and would 
not return to thee.) 

4 Forsooth I said, In hap they be poor men, and fools, that know not the way of the 
Lord, and the doom of their God. (And I said, Perhaps they be the poor, and the foolish, and 
they do not know the way of the Lord, and the judgement, or the justice, of their God.) 

5 Therefore I shall go to the principal men, and I shall speak to them; for they knew the 
way of the Lord, and the doom of their God. And lo! they have more broken together the 
yoke, and have broken [the] bonds. (And so I shall go to the principal men, (or to the leaders), 
and I shall speak to them; for they knew the way of the Lord, and the judgement, (or the justice), 
of their God. But behold! they also have altogether broken the yoke, and have broken their bonds.) 

6 Therefore a lion of the wood smote them; a wolf at eventide wasted them, a leopard 
watching on the cities of them. Each man that goeth out of them, shall be taken; for 
the trespassings of them be multiplied, the turnings away of them be comforted, (or 
Each person who goeth out of them, shall be taken, or shall be torn apart; for their trespassings be 
multiplied, their turnings away be increased). 

7 On what thing may I be merciful to thee? Thy sons have forsaken me, and swear by 
them that be not gods. I [full-]filled them, and they did adultery, and in the house of an 
whore they did lechery. (For what thing can I be merciful to thee? Thy children have deserted 
me, and swear by those that be not gods. I filled them full, and they still did adultery, that is, 
idolatry, yea, they still did lechery in a whorehouse.) 

8 They be made horses, and stallions, lovers to women (or lovers of women); each man 
neighed to the wife of his neighbour. 
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9 Whether I shall not visit on these things, saith the Lord, and shall not my soul take 
vengeance on such a folk? (Shall I not punish them for these things? saith the Lord, and shall 
not my soul take vengeance on such a nation?) 

10 Go ye up on the walls thereof, and destroy ye; but do not ye make an ending. Do ye 
away the scions thereof, for they be not servants of the Lord. 

11 For why the house of Israel and the house of Judah hath trespassed by trespassing 
against me, saith the Lord; (Because the house of Israel and the house of Judah have trespassed 
by trespassing against me, saith the Lord;) 


12 they denied the Lord, and said, He is not, neither evil shall come [up] on us; we shall 
not see sword and hunger (or we shall not see the sword and hunger). 


13 The prophets spake against the wind, and none answer was in them; therefore these 
things shall come to them. (The prophets spoke nothing but wind, and there was no word of 
God in them; and so these things shall come to them.) 

14 The Lord God of hosts saith these things, For ye spake this word, lo! I give my words 
in thy mouth into fire, and this people into trees, and it shall devour them. (The Lord God 
of hosts saith these things, Because ye spoke these words, behold! I shall make my words in thy 
mouth into fire, and this people into wood, and it shall devour them.) 

15 Lo! thou house of Israel, saith the Lord, I shall bring on you a folk from [a] far; 
a strong folk, an old folk, a folk whose language thou shalt not know, neither shalt 
understand what it speaketh. (Behold! O house of Israel, saith the Lord, I shall bring upon 
you a nation from far away; a strong nation, an old nation, a nation whose language thou shalt 
not know, nor shalt thou understand what they say.) 


16 The arrow case thereof is as an open sepulchre; all be strong men. (Its arrow case, or 
its quiver, is an open grave, or an empty tomb; they all be strong men.) 

17 And it shall eat thy corns, and it shall devour thy bread, thy sons and thy daughters; 
it shall eat thy flock, and thy droves, it shall eat also thy vinery, and thy fig tree; it shall 
all-break thy strong cities with sword, in which thou hast trusted. (And they shall eat thy 
corn, or thy harvest, and shall devour thy bread, or thy food, and thy sons and thy daughters; they 
shall eat thy flocks, and thy herds, and they shall eat thy vines, and thy fig trees; and they shall 
all-break with the sword thy strong cities, in which thou hast trusted.) 


18 Nevertheless in those days, saith the Lord, I shall not make you into (a)[full] ending. 
(Nevertheless in those days, saith the Lord, I shall not make an end of you.) 

19 That if ye say, Why hath our Lord God done all these things to us? thou shalt say 
to them, As ye forsook me, and served an alien god in your land, so ye shall serve alien 
gods in a land not yours. (And when they ask, Why hath the Lord our God done all these things 
to us? thou shalt say to them, As ye deserted me, and served a strange, or a foreign, god in your 
own land, so now ye shall serve strange, or foreign, gods in a land not your own.) 

20 Tell ye this to the house of Jacob, and make ye (it) heard in Judah, and say ye, 

21 Hear, thou fond people, that hast none heart; which have eyes, and see not, and 
ears, and hear not. (Listen, O foolish people, ye who have no heart; yea, ye who have eyes, but 
cannot see, and ears, but cannot hear.) 

22 Therefore shall not ye dread me, saith the Lord, and shall not ye make sorrow for 
my face? Which have set gravel to be a term, either end, to the sea, an everlasting 
commandment, which it shall not pass; and the waves thereof shall be moved, and shall 
not have power; and shall wax great, and shall not pass it. (And so shall ye not fear me, saith 
the Lord, and shall ye not tremble before my face? Yea, before I, who hath set the sand to be the 
term, or the boundary, of the sea, by an everlasting commandment, which it shall not pass over; 
and its waves shall be moved, but they shall not have the power to pass over it; yea, they shall grow 
great, but they shall not pass over it.) 
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23 Forsooth an heart unbelieveful and stirring (me) to wrath is made to this people; 
they departed, and went away, (But this people hath an unbelieving heart, and stirreth me to 
anger; they departed, and went away,) 

24 and they said not in their heart, Dread we our Lord God, that giveth to us rain 
timeful, and lateful in his time; that keepeth to us the plenty of harvest of the year. (and 
they did not say in their hearts, Let us fear the Lord our God or Let us revere the Lord our God, who 
giveth us timely rain, and late rain in its time; and who giveth us the plenty of the harvest every 
year.) 

25 Your wickednesses did away these things, and your sins forbidded good from 
(coming to) you. 

26 For there be found wicked men in my people, setting treason, as fowlers setting 
snares and traps, to take men. (For the wicked be found among my people, setting treason, like 
fowlers settings snares and traps, to take hold of, or to catch, people.) 

27 As a net, either a trap, (is) full of birds, so the houses of them be full of guile. (Like a 
net, or a trap, is full of birds, so their houses be full of deceit.) 

28 Therefore they be magnified, and made rich, made fat within, and made fat 
withoutforth, and they passed worst my words; they deemed not the cause of a widow, 
they (ad)dressed not the cause of a fatherless child, and they deemed not the doom of 
poor men. (And so they be magnified,or enlarged, and made rich, made fat within, and made fat 
outside, and their deeds surpassed even those of the very worst; they judged not justly a widow’s 
case, they did not even address the case of a fatherless child, and they judged not justly for the 
poor.) 

29 Whether I shall not visit on these things, saith the Lord, either shall not my soul 
take vengeance on such a folk? (Shall I not punish them for these things? saith the Lord, or 
shall I not take vengeance upon such a nation?) 

30 Wonder and marvelous things be made in the land; (A horrible and terrible thing is 
done in the land;) 

31 prophets prophesied leasing, and priests joyed with their hands, and my people 
loved such things. What therefore shall be done in the last thing thereof? (prophets 
prophesied lies, and the priests clapped their hands, and my people loved such things. And so 
what shall be done in its last things, or at the end of it all?) 


CHAPTER 6 

1 Sons of Benjamin, be ye comforted in the middle of Jerusalem, and make ye noise 
with a clarion in Tekoa, and raise ye a banner on Bethhaccerem; for why evil and great 
sorrow is seen from the north. (Sons of Benjamin, escape ye from the midst of Jerusalem, and 
make ye a sound with a trumpet in Tekoa, and raise ye up a banner over Bethhaccerem; for evil 
and great sorrow is seen coming from the north.) 

2 | have likened the daughter of Zion to a fair woman and delicate. (I have likened, or 
compared, the daughter of Zion to a beautiful and delicate woman.) 

3 Shepherds and their flocks shall come to it; they have pitched tents in it in compass; 
each man shall feed them, that be under his hand. (Shepherds and their flocks shall come to 
her; they shall pitch their tents all around her; each one shall feed his beasts there, that be under 
his hand.) 

4 Hallow ye battle on it. Rise ye together, and ascend we in midday, (or Prepare ye battle 
against her. Rise ye up together, and go we up at midday). Woe to us, for the day hath bowed 
down, for shadows be made longer in the eventide. 

5 Rise ye, and ascend we in the night, and destroy we the houses thereof. (Rise ye, and 
go we up in the night, and let us destroy its houses.) 

6 For the Lord of hosts saith these things, Cut ye down the tree(s) thereof, and shed 
ye earth about Jerusalem; this is the city of visitation; all false challenge is in the midst 
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thereof. (For the Lord of hosts saith these things, Cut ye down its trees, and heap ye earth all 
around Jerusalem; this is the city to be punished; for oppression is widespread in its midst.) 

7 As a cistern maketh his water cold, so it made his malice cold; wickedness and 
destroying shall ever be heard therein before me, sickness and wound. (Like a cistern 
maketh its water cold, so Jerusalem made its malice cold; wickedness and destruction be heard 
there, sickness and wounds be ever before me.) 

8 Jerusalem, be thou taught, lest peradventure my soul go away from thee; lest 
peradventure I set thee forsaken, a land unhabitable. (Jerusalem, make thyself able to be 
taught, lest perhaps my soul go away from thee; lest perhaps I make thee deserted, yea, a land 
uninhabited, or yea, an uninhabitable land.) 

9 The Lord of hosts saith these things, They shall gather till to a raisin, they shall 
gather the remnants of Israel as in a vinery (or they shall gather the remnants of Israel like 
in a vineyard); turn thine hand, as a gatherer of grapes to the basket. 

10 To whom shall I speak, and to whom shall I say witnessing, that he hear? Lo! the 
ears of them be uncircumcised, and they be not able to hear; lo! the word of the Lord is 
made to them into despite, and they shall not receive it, (or behold! the word of the Lord is 
taken as a rebuke to them, and they shall not accept it). 

1 Therefore I am full of the strong vengeance of the Lord, and I travailed suffering. 
Shed thou out vengeance on a little child withoutforth, and on the counsel(s) of young 
men together, (or Pour thou out vengeance upon a little child outside, and upon young men who 
make plans together); for a man with his wife shall be taken, and an eld man with him that 
is full of days. 

12 And the houses of them, (with) the fields and wives together, shall go to other men; 
for I shall stretch forth mine hand on the dwellers of the land, saith the Lord. 

13 For from the less unto the greater, all study to avarice; and all do guile, from the 
prophet unto the priest. (For from the least unto the greatest, all work hard to do avarice, or to 
fulfill their greed; and all be deceitful, from the prophet unto the priest.) 

14 And they healed the sorrow of the daughter of my people with evil fame, saying, 
Peace, peace, and no peace was. (And they tried to heal the sorrow of the daughter of my people 
with shallow words, by simply saying, Peace, peace, when there was no peace.) 

15 They be shamed, that did abomination; yea, rather they were not shamed by 
confusion, and they could not be ashamed. Wherefore they shall fall down among them 
that shall fall down; they shall fall down in the time of their visitation, saith the Lord. 
(Were they ashamed, who did these abominations? nay, they were not ashamed, and they could 
not be ashamed. And so they shall fall among the fallen; they shall fall down at the time of their 
punishment, saith the Lord.) 

16 The Lord saith these things, Stand ye on ways, and see ye, and ask ye of [the] eld 
paths, which is the good way; and go ye therein, and ye shall find refreshing to your 
souls. And they said, We shall not go. (The Lord saith these things, Stand ye at the crossways, 
and see ye, and ask ye for the old paths, and where is the good way; and go ye on it, and ye shall 
find refreshing for your souls. But they said, We shall not go on it.) 

17 And I ordained espyers, either beholders, on you, and I said, Hear ye the voice of a 
trump. And they said, We shall not hear (it). 

18 Therefore, heathen men, hear ye, and, thou congregation, know, how great things I 
shall do to them. (And so, ye heathen, listen, and, thou congregation, know, what mighty things 
I shall do to them.) 

19 Thou earth, hear, lo! I shall bring evils on this people, the fruit of their thoughts; 
for they heard not my words, and casted away my law (or and cast away my Law). 

20 Whereto bring ye to me incense from Sheba, and a tree of spicery smelling sweetly 
from a far land? Your burnt sacrifices be not accepted, and your slain sacrifices pleased 
not me, (or I will not accept your burnt sacrifices, and your slain sacrifices do not please me). 
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21 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall give (causes of) fallings into 
this people, and fathers and sons together, (and) a neighbour and (a) kinsman, shall fall 
in them, and shall perish. 

22 The Lord God saith these things, Lo! a people cometh from the land of the north, 
and a great folk shall rise together from the ends of [the] earth (or and a great nation shall 
altogether rise from the ends of the earth). 

23 Tt shall take arrow and shield; it is cruel, and shall not have mercy; the voice thereof 
shall sound as the sea, and they made ready as a man to battle shall ascend on horses 
against thee, thou daughter of Zion. (They shall take up arrows and shields; they be cruel, and 
shall not have mercy; their thunder shall sound like the sea, and like a man prepared for battle, 
they shall go upon horses against thee, O daughter of Zion.) 

24 We [have] heard the fame thereof, our hands be aclumsid; tribulation hath taken 
us, sorrows have taken us as a woman travailing of child. (And ye shall say, We have heard 
of their reputation, and our hands be benumbed; tribulation hath taken hold of us, yea, sorrows 
have taken hold of us like a woman in labour.) 

25 Do not ye go out to the fields, and go ye not in the way, for the sword of the enemy, 
dread in compass. (Do not ye go out to the fields, and go ye not on the way, for the sword of the 
enemy, and fear all around.) 

26 The daughter of my people, be thou girded with hair-shirt, and be thou sprinkled 
together with ashes; make to thee mourning of [the] one alone begotten son, a bitter 
wailing, for why a waster shall come suddenly [up] on you. (The daughter of my people, 
be thou girded with a hair-shirt, and be thou altogether sprinkled with ashes; make thyself as if 
mourning for thy only begotten son, yea, a bitter wailing, for a destroyer shall suddenly come upon 
you.) 

27 | gave thee to be a strong prover in my people, and thou shalt know, and prove the 
way of them. (I gave thee to be a strong assayer, or a strong tester, of my people, and thou shalt 
know, and prove their ways.) 

28 All these princes bowing away, going guilefully, be (like) metal and iron; all be 
corrupt. (All these people turning away, doing deceitfully, be made hard like metal and iron; 
they all be corrupt.) 

29 The bellow failed, lead is wasted in the fire, the weller welled in vain (or the welder 
welded in vain); for the malices of them be not wasted. 

30 Call ye them reprovable silver (or Call ye them worthless silver), for the Lord hath cast 
them away. 


CHAPTER 7 


1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (The word of the Lord that was 
made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 Stand in the gate of the house of the Lord, and preach there this word, and say, All 
Judah, that enter [in] by these gates for to worship the Lord, hear ye the word of the 
Lord. (Stand at the gate of the House of the Lord, and preach there this word, and say, All Judah, 
who enter in by these gates to worship the Lord, hear ye the word of the Lord.) 

3 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Make ye good your ways, and 
your studies, and I shall dwell with you in this place. (The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, 
saith these things, Make ye good your ways, and your deeds, and I shall live with you in this place.) 

4 Do not ye trust in the words of leasing, and say, The temple of the Lord, the temple 
of the Lord, the temple of the Lord is (this place!). (Do not ye trust in lies, and then say, The 
Temple of the Lord, the Temple of the Lord, this is the Temple of the Lord!) 

5 For if ye bless your ways, and your studies; if ye do doom betwixt a man and his 
neighbour; (But if ye mend your ways, and your deeds; if ye do rightly, or justly, between a man 
and his neighbour;) 
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6 if ye make not false challenge to a comeling, and toa fatherless child, and to a widow; 
neither shed out innocent blood in this place, and go not after alien gods, into evil to 
yourselves, (if ye do not oppress a newcomer, and a fatherless child, and a widow; nor shed out 
innocent blood in this place, and do not go after strange, or foreign, gods, into evil for yourselves,) 

71 shall dwell with you in this place, in the land which I gave to your fathers, from the 
world and till into the world. (then I shall live with you in this place, in the land which I gave 
to your fathers, forever and ever.) 

8 Lo! ye trust to you in the words of leasing, that shall not profit to you; (Behold! ye 
trust in the words of lies, that shall not profit you;) 

° to steal, to slay, to do adultery, to swear falsely, to make sacrifice to Baalim, and to go 
after alien gods, which ye know not. (and ye steal, and kill, and do adultery, and swear falsely, 
and make sacrifice to Baal, and go after strange, or foreign, gods, which ye know not.) 

10 And ye came, and stood before me in this house, in which my name is called to help; 
and ye said, We be delivered, for we have done all these abominations. (And then ye come, 
and stand before me in this House, where my name is called on for help or which is called by my 
name; and ye say, We be safe, even though we have done all these abominations.) 

11 Whether therefore this house, wherein my name is called to help before your eyes, 
is made a den of thieves? I, I am, I saw, saith the Lord. (And so hath this House, where my 
name is called on for help or which is called by my name, been made a den of thieves in your eyes? 
Yea, and I myself have seen it, saith the Lord.) 

12 Go ye to my place in Shiloh, where my name dwelled at the beginning, and see ye 
what things I did to it, for the malice of my people Israel. 

13 And now, for ye have done all these works, saith the Lord, and I spake to you, and 
rose (up) early, and I spake, and ye heard not (or and ye did not listen), and I called you, and 
ye answered not; 

14[ shall do to this house, wherein my name is called to help, and in which house ye 
have trust, and to the place which I gave to you and to your fathers, as I did to Shiloh. (so 
now I shall do to this House, where my name is called on for help or which is called by my name, 
and in which House ye have trust, yea, to the place which I gave to you and your forefathers, what 
I did to Shiloh.) 

15 And I shall cast you forth from my face, as I casted forth all your brethren, all the 
seed of Ephraim. 

16 Therefore do not thou pray for this people, neither take thou praising and prayer 
for them; and against-stand thou not me, for I shall not hear thee. (And so do not thou 
pray for this people, neither make thou praising or prayer for them; and do not thou stand before 
me for them, for I shall not listen to thee.) 

17 Whether thou seest not, what these men do in the cities of Judah, and in the streets 
of Jerusalem? 

18 The sons gather sticks, and the fathers kindle a fire; and women sprinkle together 
(the) inner fatness, to make cakes to the queen of heaven, (and) to make sacrifice (of wine) 
to alien gods, and to stir me to wrathfulness. (The sons gather sticks, and their fathers kindle 
a fire, and the women altogether sprinkle the inner fatness, to make cakes for the queen of heaven, 
and they also offer a wine offering to strange, or foreign, gods, all to stir me to anger.) 

19 Whether they stir me to wrathfulness? saith the Lord; whether they stir not 
themselves into [the] shame of their cheer? (Do they hurt me? saith the Lord; rather, do 
they not cover themselves with shame?) 

20 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! my strong vengeance and mine 
indignation is welled together on this place, on men, and on beasts, and on the tree(s) 
of the country(side), and on the fruits of [the] earth; and it shall be kindled, and it shall 
not be quenched. 
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21 The Lord of hosts, (the) God of Israel, saith these things, Heap ye your burnt 
sacrifices (on)to your slain sacrifices, and eat ye fleshes. 

22 For I spake not with your fathers, and I commanded not to them of the word of 
burnt sacrifices, and of slain sacrifices, in the day in which I led them out of the land of 
Egypt. (For I spoke not to your forefathers, and I commanded not to them about burnt sacrifices, 
and slain sacrifices, on the day when I led them out of the land of Egypt.) 

23 But I commanded this word to them, and I said, Hear ye my voice, and I shall be 
God to you, and ye shall be a people to me; and go ye in all the way which I commanded 
to you, that it be well to you. (But I commanded this word to them, and I said, Listen ye to 
my voice, and I shall be your God, and ye shall be my people; and go ye in all the ways to which I 
command you, so that it can be well with you.) 

24 And they heard not, neither bowed down their ear, but they went in their lusts, and 
in the shrewdness of their evil heart; and they be made behind, and not before, (But they 
did not listen to me, nor bowed down their ear, but they went in their lusts, and in the depravity 
of their own evil hearts; and so they be made behind, and not before,) 

25 from the day in which their fathers went out of the land of Egypt till to this day. 
And I sent to you all my servants (the) prophets, and I rose early by the day, and I sent, 
(or yea, I rose up early in the day, and I sent them). 

26 And they heard not me, neither bowed down their ear; but they made hard their 
noll, and wrought worse than the fathers of them. (But they did not listen to me, nor 
bowed down their ear; but they stiffened their necks, or were stubborn, and did worse than their 
forefathers.) 

27 And thou shalt speak to them all these words, and they shall not hear thee; and 
thou shalt call them, and they shall not answer to thee. (And thou shalt speak to them all 
these words, but they shall not listen to thee; and thou shalt call them, but they shall not answer 
thee.) 

28 And thou shalt say to them, This is the folk, that heard not the voice of their Lord 
God, neither received chastising; faith perished, and is taken away from the mouth of 
them. (And thou shalt say to them, This is the nation, that did not listen to, or obey, the voice of 
the Lord their God, nor accepted his discipline, or his correction; truth perished, and is taken away 
from their mouths.) 

29 Clip thine hair, and cast (it) away, and take thou wailing straightly (or and take up thou 
wailing on high places); for the Lord hath cast away, and hath forsaken the generation of 
his strong vengeance. 

30 For the sons of Judah have done evil before mine eyes, saith the Lord; they have 
set their offendings in the house, in which my name is called to help, that they should 
defoul that house; (For the people of Judah have done evil before my eyes, saith the Lord; they 
have put their offences in the House, where my name is called on for help or which is called by my 
name, so that they would defile that House;) 

31 and they builded high things in Tophet, which is in the valley of the son of Hinnom, 
that they should burn their sons and their daughters by fire, which things I commanded 
not, neither thought in mine heart. (and they built the high places, or the hill shrines, 
of Tophet, which is in the Valley of Ben-hinnom, so that they could burn their sons and their 
daughters with fire, which things I did not command, nor ever thought of in my heart.) 

32 Therefore lo! days come, saith the Lord, and it shall no more be said Tophet, and the 
valley of the son of Hinnom, but the valley of slaying; and they shall bury in Tophet, for 
there is no (other) place. (And so behold! days shall come, saith the Lord, and it shall no more be 
called Tophet, and the Valley of Ben-hinnom, but, rather, the Valley of Slaughter; and they shall 
bury them in Tophet, for there is no other place for them.) 

33 And the dead carrion of this people shall be into meat to the birds of heaven, and 
to the beasts of (the) earth; and none there shall be that shall drive away. (And the dead 
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bodies of these people shall be food for the birds of the heavens, or of the air, and for the beasts of 
the earth; and there shall be no one who shall scare them away.) 


34 And I shall make to cease the voice of joy, and the voice of gladness, (or And I shall 
make to cease the sound of joy, and the sound of happiness), and the voice of [the] spouse, and 
the voice of [the] spousess from the cities of Judah, and from the streets of Jerusalem; for 
the land shall be in desolation. 


CHAPTER 8 
1 In that time, saith the Lord, they shall cast out the bones of the kings of Judah, and 
the bones of princes thereof, and the bones of priests, and the bones of prophets, and 
the bones of them that dwelled in Jerusalem, from their sepulchres; (At that time, saith 
the Lord, they shall cast out the bones of the kings of Judah, and the bones of its princes, or of its 
leaders, and the bones of its priests, and the bones of its prophets, and the bones of those who lived 
in Jerusalem, from their tombs, or out of their graves;) 


2 and they shall lay abroad those bones to the sun, and [the] moon, and to all the 
knighthood of (the) heaven(s), which they loved, and which they served, and after which 
they went, and which they sought, and worshipped; they shall not be gathered, and shall 
not be buried; they shall be into a dunghill on the face of [the] earth. (and they shall lay 
abroad those bones before the sun, and the moon, and all the host of heaven, which they loved, 
and which they sought after, and which they worshipped, and served; they shall not be gathered, 
and shall not be buried; they shall be like a mound of dung upon the face of the earth.) 

3 And all men shall choose death more than life, which be residue, either left, of this 
worst kindred, in all (the) places that be left, to which places I casted them out, saith the 
Lord of hosts. 

4 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, Whether he that shall fall, 
shall not rise again? and whether he that is turned away, shall not turn again? 

5 Why therefore is this people in Jerusalem turned away by turning away full of strife? 
They have taken leasing, and would not turn again, (or They have taken hold of lies, and 
would not return to me). 

® | perceived, and harkened; no man speaketh that that is good, none there is that 
doeth penance for his sin, and saith, What have I done? All be turned together to their 
course, as an horse going by fierceness to battle. (I perceived, and harkened; there is no one 
who speaketh what is good, there is no one who doeth penance for his sin, and saith, What have I 
done? They all be altogether turned to their course, like a horse going by fierceness to battle.) 

7 Akite in the air knew his time; a turtle, and a swallow, and a ciconia, kept the time of 
their coming; but my people knew not the doom of the Lord, (A kite in the air knew its time; 
aturtledove, and a swallow, and a stork, kept the time of their coming back, or of their return; but 
my people did not know the judgement of the Lord or did not know the justice, or the laws, of the 
Lord,) 

8 How say ye, We be wise men, and the law of the Lord is with us? Verily the false 
stylus, either writing, of scribes wrought leasing. (How can ye say, We be wise men, and 
the Law of the Lord is with us? Truly the false stylus, or the deceitful writing, of the writers hath 
wrought lies.) 


9 [The] Wise men be shamed, they be made afeared and taken. For they cast away the 
word of the Lord, and no wisdom is in them. 

10 Therefore I shall give the women of them to strangers, and the fields of them to 
alien heirs; for from the least unto the most all follow avarice, from a prophet unto the 
priest all make leasing; (And so I shall give their women to strangers, and their fields to foreign 
heirs; for from the least unto the most all follow avarice, or greed, from the prophet to the priest 
all make lies, or deception;) 
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11 and they healed the sorrow of the daughter of my people to (their) shame, saying, 
Peace, peace, when no peace was. (and they tried to heal the sorrow of the daughter of my 
people with shallow words, by simply saying, Peace, peace, when there was no peace.) 

12 They be shamed, for they did abomination; yea, rather they were not shamed by 
shame, and could not be ashamed. Therefore they shall fall among fallers, in the time 
of their visitation they shall fall, saith the Lord. (Be they ashamed, they who did these 
abominations? nay, they were not ashamed, and they could not be ashamed. And so they shall 
fall among the fallen; they shall fall down at the time of their punishment, saith the Lord.) 

13 | gathering shall gather them, saith the Lord; no grape is in the vines, and figs be 
not in the fig tree; a leaf fell down, and I gave to them those things that be gone out over 
(them). (I gathering shall gather them, saith the Lord; no grapes be on the vines, and no figs be on 
the fig trees; a leaf fell down, and those things that I gave to them shall pass away from them.) 

14 Why sit we? come ye together, enter we into a strong city, and be we still there; for 
our Lord hath made us to be still, and gave to us (to) drink the water of gall; for we have 
sinned to the Lord (or for we have sinned against the Lord). 

15 We abided peace, and no good was; we abided time of medicine, and lo! dread is. 
(We waited for peace, but no good came; (we waited for) a time of respite, and behold! there (is) 
only fear.) 

16 [The] Gnashing of horses thereof is heard from Dan; all the land is moved of the 
voice of neighings of his warriors; and they came, and devoured the land, and the plenty 
thereof, the city, and the dwellers thereof. (The gnashing of his horses is heard from Dan; all 
the land shaketh at the sound of the neighings of his warriors; and they came, and devoured the 
land, and its plenty, and the city, and its inhabitants.) 

17 For lo! I shall send to you the worst serpents, to which is no charming (or which 
cannot be charmed); and they shall bite you, saith the Lord. 

18 My sorrow is on sorrow, mine heart is mourning in me. 

19 And lo! the voice of cry of the daughter of my people cometh from a far land. 
Whether the Lord is not in Zion, either the king thereof is not therein? Why therefore 
stirred they me to wrathfulness by their graven images, and by alien vanities? (And 
behold! the sound of the cry of the daughter of my people (cometh) from a far land. Is the Lord 
not in Zion, or is its King not there? And so why have they stirred me to anger with their carved 
images, and their strange vanities? or and their useless foreign gods?) 

20 Harvest is passed, summer is ended; and we be not saved. 

211 am tormented, and sorry on the sorrow of the daughter of my people; astonishing 


held me. 

22 Whether resin, that is, a gum of great odour and medicinal, is not in Gilead, either a 
leech is not there? Why therefore the wound of the daughter of my people is not healed 
perfectly? (Is there not resin, that is, a medicinal gum of strong odour, in Gilead, or is a physician 
not there? And so why is the wound of the daughter of my people not perfectly healed?) 


CHAPTER 9 


1 Who shall give water to mine head, and a well of tears to mine eyes? (or Who shall 
make my head to be full of water, and my eyes to be a well of tears?) And (then) I shall beweep 
day and night (for) the slain men of the daughter of my people. 

2 Who shall give me into a wilderness of diverse waygoers? (or Who shall show me a place 
for waygoers in the wilderness?) And (then) I shall forsake my people, and I shall go away 
from them. For why all be adulterers, and the companies of trespassers against the law; 

3 and they held forth their tongue as a bow of leasing, and not of truth. They be 
comforted in (the) earth, for they went out from evil to evil, and they knew not me, saith 
the Lord. (and they put forth their tongues like bows sending out lies, and not truth. They be 
made comfortable on the earth, as they go from evil to evil, and they do not even know me, saith 
the Lord.) 


3977 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 9:4 546 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 9:17 


4 Each man keep him(self) from his neighbour, and have no trust in any brother of him; 
for why each brother deceiving shall deceive, and each friend shall go guilefully, (or for 
each brother shall deceive, and each friend shall be deceitful). 

5 And a man shall scorn his brother, and shall not speak truth; for they taught their 
tongue to speak leasing; they travailed to do wickedly. (And a man shall mock his brother, 
and shall not speak the truth; for they taught their tongues to speak lies; they laboured to do 
wickedly.) 

6 Thy dwelling is in the midst of guile; in guile they forsook to know me, saith the 
Lord. 

7 Therefore the Lord of hosts saith these things, Lo! I shall well (them) together, and 
I shall prove them; for why what other thing shall I do from the face of the daughter of 
my people? (or for what else shall I do with my people?) 

8 The tongue of them is an arrow wounding, and [it] spake guile; in his mouth he 
speaketh peace with his friend, and privily he setteth treasons to him. (Their tongue is 
like a wounding arrow, and it spoke deceitfully; yea, he speaketh peace to his friend with his mouth, 
but privately he setteth treasons for him.) 

9 Whether I shall not visit on these things, saith the Lord, either shall not my soul take 
vengeance on such a folk? (Shall I not punish them for these things, saith the Lord, or shall not 
my soul take vengeance upon such a nation?) 

10 On hills I shall take weeping and mourning, and wailing on the fair things of desert, 
for they be burnt [up]; for no man is passing forth, and they heard not the voice of him 
that wieldeth; from a bird of the air unto [the] sheep, they passed over, and went away. 
(I shall take up weeping and mourning for the hills, and wailing for the beautiful things of the 
desert, for they be dried up; for no one is passing forth, and they did not hear the sound of the 
cattle; yea, from a bird of the air unto the sheep, they passed over it, and went away.) 

11 And I shall give Jerusalem into heaps of gravel, and into dens of dragons; and I shall 
give the cities of Judah into desolation, for there is no dweller. (And I shall make Jerusalem 
into heaps of dirt, and into the dens of dragons, or of jackals; and I shall bring the cities of Judah 
into desolation, for there shall be no inhabitants there.) 

12 Who is a wise man that shall understand these things, and to whom the word of the 
mouth of the Lord shall be made, that he tell this? Why the earth perished, it is burnt as 
desert, for none is that passeth? (Who is so wise that he shall understand these things, and to 
whom the word from the mouth of the Lord shall be made, so that he shall tell this out? Why hath 
the land perished, and it is burned up like a desert, and there is no one who passeth through it?) 

13 And the Lord said, For they forsook my law, which I gave to them, and they heard 
not my voice, and they went not therein; (And the Lord said, For they deserted my Law, which 
I gave to them, and they did not listen to, or obey, my voice, and they did not follow it;) 

14 and they went after the shrewdness of their heart, and after Baalim, which they 
learned of their fathers; (and they went after the depravity of their hearts, and went after the 
Baalim, which they learned from their fathers;) 

15 therefore the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall feed this 
people with wormwood, and I shall give to them (to) drink the water of gall (or and I shall 
give them the water of gall to drink). 

16 And I shall scatter them among heathen men, which they and their fathers knew 
not; and I shall send sword after them, till they be wasted. (And I shall scatter them among 
the heathen, whom they and their fathers did not know; and I shall send the sword after them, 
until they be destroyed.) 

17 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Behold ye, and call ye women 
that wail, and come they; and send ye to those women that be wise, and haste they. (The 
Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, Behold ye, and call ye for women who wail, and 
come they; and send ye for those women who be wise, and hasten they here.) 
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18 Haste they, and take they wailing on you, (or Yea, hasten they here, and take they up 
wailing for you); your eyes bring down tears, and your eyelids flow with waters; 

19 for the voice of wailing is heard from Zion. How be we destroyed, and shamed 
greatly? for we have forsaken the land, for our tabernacles be forsaken. (for the voice of 
wailing is heard in Zion. How we be destroyed, and so greatly shamed! for we have left the land, 
we have abandoned our tents.) 

20 Therefore, women, hear ye the word of the Lord, and your ears take the word of 


his mouth; and teach ye your daughters wailing, and each woman teach her neighbour 
mourning. 


21 For why death ascended by your windows, it entered into your houses, to lose little 
children withoutforth, and young men from the streets. (For death hath gone in by your 
windows, it entered into your houses; and it hath destroyed the little children outside, and the 
young men in the streets.) 

22 Speak thou, The Lord saith these things, And the dead body of a man shall fall down 
as a turd on the face of the country(side), and as hay behind the back of the mower, and 
none there is that gathereth (or and there is no one who gathereth them). 

23 (And) The Lord saith these things, A wise man have not glory in his wisdom, and a 
strong man have not glory in his strength, and a rich man have not glory in his riches; 

24 but he that hath glory, have glory in this, to know and know me, for I am the Lord, 
that do mercy, and doom, and rightfulness in [the] earth. For why these things please 
me, saith the Lord. (but he who hath glory, have glory in this, to know and to understand me, 
for Iam the Lord, who do mercy, and judgement, and righteousness, or who do mercy, and justice, 
and what is right, upon the earth. Yea, because these things please me, saith the Lord.) 

25 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall visit on each man that hath prepuce 
uncircumcised; (Behold! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall punish each man who hath an 
uncircumcised prepuce;) 

26 on Egypt, and on Judah, and on Edom, and on the sons of Ammon, and on Moab, 
and on all men that be clipped on long hair, and dwell in desert; for why all heathen men 
have prepuce, forsooth all the house of Israel be uncircumcised in heart. (yea, in Egypt, 
and in Judah, and in Edom, and among the Ammonites, and in Moab, and among all the men who 
have clipped their long hair, and live in the desert; for all heathen men have prepuces, and all the 
house of Israel have uncircumcised hearts.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 The house of Israel, hear ye the word which the Lord spake on you. (The house of 
Israel, hear ye the word which the Lord spoke against you.) 

2 The Lord saith these things, Do not ye learn after the ways of heathen men, and do 
not ye dread of the signs of heaven, which signs heathen men dread. (The Lord saith these 
things, Do not ye learn after the ways of the heathen, and do not ye fear the signs of the heavens, 
which signs the heathen fear.) 

3 For the laws of peoples be vain (or For the religions, or the customs, of the peoples, or of 
the nations, be empty and futile), for why the work of [the] hands of a craftsman hath cut 
down with an ax a tree of the forest. 

4 He made it fair with silver and gold; (and) with nails and hammers he joined it 
together, that it be not loosed [atwain]. 

5 Idols be made in the likeness of a palm tree, and shall not speak; those shall be taken 
and be borne (about), for those may not go; therefore do not ye dread those, for they may 
neither do evil, neither well. (These idols be made straight and tall like a palm tree, but they 
cannot speak; they must be picked up and carried about, for they cannot walk; and so do not ye 
fear them, for they can do neither good nor evil to you or for you.) 

6 Lord, none is like thee, (or Lord, there is no one like thee); thou art great, and thy name 
is great in strength. 
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7 A! thou king of folks, who shall not dread thee? for why honour is thine among all 
wise men of heathen men, and in all the realms of them none is like thee. (0 thou King of 
nations! who shall not fear thee? for honour is thine among all the wise of the heathen, and in all 
their kingdoms there is no one like thee.) 

8 They shall be proved unwise and fools together; the teaching of their vanity is a tree. 
(They shall be proved altogether unwise and foolish; their empty and futile teaching is from a piece 
of wood.) 

9 Silver wrapped is brought from Tarshish, and gold from Uphaz, (or Silver beaten into 
plates is brought from Tarshish, and gold from Ophir); it is the work of a craftsman, and of the 
hand(s) of a worker in metal; jacinth and purple be the clothing of them; all these things 
be the work of workmen. 

10 Forsooth the Lord is very God; he is God living, and a king everlasting; the earth 
shall be moved together of his indignation, and heathen men shall not (be able to) suffer 
the menacing of him. (For the Lord is the true God; he is the living God, and the everlasting 
King; the earth shall be altogether shaken by his indignation, and the heathen shall not be able to 
suffer his threats.) 

11 Therefore thus ye shall say to them, Gods that made not heaven and earth, perish 
from the earth, and from these things that be under heaven. (And so ye shall say this to 
them, The gods that did not make the heavens and the earth, shall perish from the earth, and from 
these things that be under the heavens.) 

12 He is God, that maketh the earth in his strength, that maketh ready the world in 
his wisdom, and stretcheth forth (the) heavens by his prudence. (He is God, who maketh 
the earth by his strength, who prepareth the world by his wisdom, and who stretcheth forth the 
heavens by his prudence, or by his knowledge.) 

13 At his voice he giveth the multitude of waters in (the) heaven(s), and he raiseth [up] 
mists from the ends of (the) earth; he maketh lightnings into rain, and leadeth out wind 
of his treasures/of his treasuries (or and leadeth forth the wind from his storehouses). 

14 Each man is made a fool of [his] knowing, each craftsman is shamed in a graven 
image; for why that that he welled together is false, and no spirit is in them. (Each person 
is made a fool by his knowledge, each craftsman is shamed by a carved, or a cast, idol; for what he 
welded together is false, and no breath, or life, is in them.) 

15 Those be vain (or They be empty and futile), and a work worthy of scorn; those shall 
perish in the time of their visitation. 

16 The part of Jacob is not like these, for he that formed all things is God of Jacob, and 
Israel is the rod of his heritage; the Lord of hosts is name to him. (The portion of Jacob is not 
like these, for he who formed all things is the God of Jacob, and Israel is the rod of his inheritance; 
the Lord of hosts is his name.) 

17 Thou that dwellest in besieging, gather from the land thy shame; (Thou who livest 
under siege, gather up thy goods from the land;) 

18 for the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall cast away far the dwellers of the land in 
this while; and I shall give tribulation to them, so that they be not found. (for the Lord 
saith these things, Behold! I shall cast far away the inhabitants of the land at this time; and I shall 
give them so much trouble, that they shall never be found again.) 

19 Woe to me on my sorrow, my wound is full evil; forsooth I said, Plainly this is my 
sickness, and I shall bear it. (Woe to me for my sorrow, my wound is very bad; but I said, Truly 
this is my plight, and I shall bear it.) 

20 My tabernacle is destroyed, all my ropes be broken; my sons went out from me, and 
be not; none is that shall stretch forth more my tent, and shall raise [up] my skins. (My 
tent is destroyed, all my ropes be broken; my sons and daughters went out from me, and now be 
not; there is no longer anyone who shall stretch forth my tent, and shall raise up my curtains.) 
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21 For the shepherds did follily, and sought not the Lord, (or For the shepherds of the 
people did foolishly, and did not seek the Lord); therefore they understood not, and all the 
flock of them is scattered. 

22 Lo! the voice of hearing cometh, and a great moving together from the land of the 
north, that it set the cities of Judah into wilderness, and a dwelling place of dragons. 
(Behold! tidings come, and then a great tumult from the land of the north, that shall turn the 
cities of Judah into a wilderness, and into a dwelling place for dragons, (or for jackals).) 

23 Lord, I know, that the way of a man is not of him(self), neither it is of a man that he 
go, and (ad)dress his steps. (Lord, I know, that the way of a person is not their own choosing, 
nor is it for anyone that they can go, and direct their own steps.) 

24 Lord, chastise thou me; nevertheless in doom, and not in thy strong vengeance, lest 
peradventure thou drive me to nought. (Lord, discipline, or correct, thou me; nevertheless 
with justice or in judgement, and not with thy strong vengeance, lest perhaps thou drive me down 
to nothing.) 

25 Pour out thine indignation on heathen men that knew not thee, and on provinces 
that called not thy name to help; for they ate Jacob, and devoured him, and wasted him, 
and destroyed the honour of him. (Pour out thy indignation upon the heathen who do not 
know thee, and upon the provinces that did not call on thy name for help; for they ate up Jacob, 
and devoured him, and wasted him, and destroyed his honour.) 


CHAPTER 11 

1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (The word of the Lord that was 
made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 Hear ye the words of this covenant, and speak ye to the men of Judah, and to the 
dwellers of Jerusalem; (Hear ye the words of this covenant, and speak ye to the people of Judah, 
and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem;) 

3 and thou shalt say to them, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Cursed be the 
man that heareth not the words of this covenant, (and thou shalt say to them, The Lord God 
of Israel saith these things, Cursed be the person who would not listen to, or obey, the words of this 
covenant,) 

4 which I commanded to your fathers, in the day in which I led them out of the land 
of Egypt, from the iron furnace; and I said, Hear ye my voice, and do ye all things which 
I commanded to you, and ye shall be into a people to me, and I shall be into God to you; 

5 that I raise (up) the oath which I swore to your fathers, that I should give to them a 
land flowing with milk and honey, as this day is (or as it is this day). And I answered, and 
said, Amen, Lord. 

6 And the Lord said to me, Cry thou [out] all these words in the cities of Judah, and 
without[forth] Jerusalem, and say thou, Hear ye the words of this covenant, and do ye 
them; 

7 for I witnessing have witnessed to your fathers, in the day in which I led them out 


of the land of Egypt, unto this day; I rose (up) early, and witnessed, and said, Hear ye my 
voice. 

8 And they heard not, neither bowed down their ear, but they went forth each man in 
the shrewdness of his evil heart, (or But they would not listen, or obey, nor bowed down their 
ear, but they went forth each person in the depravity of their own evil heart); and I brought in 
on them all the words of this covenant, which I commanded that they should do, and 
they did not. 

9 And the Lord said to me, Swearing together is found in the men of Judah, and in 
the dwellers of Jerusalem; (And the Lord said to me, Conspiracy, or plotting together, is found 
among the people of Judah, and the inhabitants of Jerusalem;) 

10 they turned again to the former wickednesses of their fathers, that would not hear 
my words; and therefore these men went after alien gods, for to serve them; the house of 
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Israel and the house of Judah made void my covenant, which I made with the fathers of 
them. (they returned to the former wickednesses of their forefathers, who would not listen to, or 
obey, my words; and so these people went after strange, or foreign, gods, to serve them; the house 
of Israel and the house of Judah made void my covenant, which I had made with their forefathers.) 

11 Wherefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall bring in on them evils, of which 
they shall not be able to go out (or from which they shall not be able to escape); and they shall 
cry to me, and I shall not hear them. 

12 And the cities of Judah and the dwellers of Jerusalem shall go, and shall cry to them 
to which they offer sacrifices; and they shall not save them in the time of their torment. 
(And the cities of Judah and the inhabitants of Jerusalem shall go, and shall cry to them to which 
they offer sacrifices; but they shall not save them in their time of torment.) 

13 For thou, Judah, thy gods were by the number of thy cities, and thou settedest altars 
of shame, by the number of the ways of Jerusalem, altars to offer sacrifices to Baalim (or 
altars to offer sacrifices to Baal). 

14 Therefore do not thou pray for this people, and take thou not (up) praising and 
prayer for them; for I shall not hear (them) in the time of the cry of them to me, in the 
time of the torment of them. 

15 What is it, that my darling doeth many great trespasses in mine house? whether 
holy fleshes shall do away from thee thy malice, in which thou hast glory? (What right 
hath my darling to be in my House, she who doeth so many great trespasses? shall holy flesh do 
away from thee thy malice, in which thou hast so much glory?) 

16 The Lord called thy name an olive tree, fair, full of fruit, shapely; at the voice of a 
great speech, fire burnt on high therein, and the bushes thereof be burnt. (Once the Lord 
called thee an olive tree, yea, beautiful, full of fruit, and shapely; but now, at the sound of a great 
shout, fire shall burn on high there, and its bushes shall be burned down.) 

17 And the Lord of hosts that planted thee, spake evil on thee, for the evils of the house 
of Israel, and of the house of Judah, which they did to themselves, and offered to Baalim, 
to stir me to wrath. (And the Lord of hosts who planted thee, spoke evil against thee, for the evils 
of the house of Israel, and of the house of Judah, which they did to themselves, when they stirred 
me to anger, by offering to Baal.) 

18 Forsooth, Lord, thou showedest to me, and I knew; thou showedest to me the studies 
of them. (But, Lord, thou hast shown me, and so I knew; yea, thou hast shown me their deeds.) 

19 AndI am as a mild lamb, which is borne to slain sacrifice; and I knew not, that they 
thought counsels on me, and said, Send we a tree into the bread of him, and raze we him 
away from the land of livers, and his name be no more had in mind. (And I am like a meek 
lamb, which is carried to the slain sacrifice; and I knew not that they thought up plans against 
me, and said, Destroy we the tree with its fruit, and raze we him down from the land of the living, 
and his name shall no longer be remembered.) 

20 But thou, Lord of hosts, that deemest justly, and provest reins and hearts, see I thy 
vengeance of them; for to thee I showed my cause. (But thou, Lord of hosts, who judgest 

justly, and provest reins and hearts, let me see thy vengeance against them; for I have shown my 
cause to thee or for I have made my case to thee.) 

21 Therefore the Lord saith these things to the men of Anathoth, that seek thy life, 
and say, Thou shalt not prophesy in the name of the Lord, and thou shalt not die in our 
hands. (And so the Lord saith these things to those people of Anathoth, who seek thy life, and say, 
Prophesy thou no more in the name of the Lord, and then thou shalt not die by our hands.) 

22 Therefore the Lord of hosts saith these things, Lo! I shall visit on them; the young 
men of them shall die by sword, the sons of them, and the daughters of them, shall die 
for hunger; (And so the Lord of hosts saith these things, Behold! I shall punish them; their young 
men shall die by the sword, and their sons, and their daughters, shall die by hunger;) 
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23 and no remnants, either children left, shall be of them; for I shall bring in evil on 
the men of Anathoth, the year of the visitation of them. (and there shall be no remnant, 
or any children, left of them; for I shall bring in evil upon the people of Anathoth, yea, the time of 
their punishment.) 


CHAPTER 12 

1 Forsooth, Lord, thou art just; if dispute with thee, nevertheless I shall speak (about) 
just things to thee. Why hath the way of wicked men prosperity? It is well to all men that 
break the law, and do wickedly? (But, Lord, thou art just; and if I dispute with thee, nevertheless 
I shall speak about just things with thee. Why hath the ways of the wicked prospered? Why is it 
well with all those who break the law, and who do wickedly?) 

2 Thou hast planted them, and they sent (out) root; they increase, and make fruit; thou 
art nigh to the mouth of them, and far from the reins of them. 

3 And thou, Lord, hast known me, thou hast seen me, and hast proved mine heart with 
thee. Gather thou them together as a flock to slain sacrifice, and hallow thou them in 
the day of slaying. 

4 How long shall the earth mourn, and each herb of the field shall be dried, for the 
malice of them that dwell therein? A beast is wasted, and a bird, for they said, The Lord 
shall not see our last things. (How long shall the land mourn, and the grass on each field shall 
be dried up, because of the malice of those who live there? Yea, a beast is destroyed, and also a 
bird, because those people said, The Lord shall not see what we do.) 

5 If thou travailest running with footmen, how shalt thou be able to strive with horses? 
but when thou art secure in the land of peace, what shalt thou do in the pride of Jordan? 
(or what shalt thou do in the thickets of the Jordan River?) 

6 For why both thy brethren and the house of thy father, yea, they fought against thee, 
and cried with full voice after thee; believe thou not to them, when they speak goods to 
thee, (or do not thou believe them, when they say their fine words to thee). 

7 | have left mine house, I have forsaken mine heritage; I gave my loved soul into the 
hands of enemies thereof. (I have left my house, I have abandoned my inheritance; I gave the 
beloved of my soul into the hands of their enemies.) 

8 Mine heritage is made as a lion in the wood to me; it gave voice against me, therefore 
I hated it. (My inheritance is made like a lion in the woods to me; they gave voice against me, and 
so I hated them.) 

9 Whether mine heritage is (like) a bird of diverse colours to me? whether it is(like) a 
bird dyed throughout? All beasts of the field, come ye, be ye gathered together; haste 
ye for to devour. (Is my inheritance like but a bird of diverse colours to me? (is it) like but a 
bird dyed throughout? All the beasts of the field, come ye, be ye gathered together; hasten ye to 
devour! or hasten ye to the feast!) 

10 Many shepherds destroyed my vinery, defouled my part, gave my desirable portion 
into desert of wilderness; (Many shepherds destroyed my vineyard, and defiled my portion, 
yea, they turned my desirable portion into a desert of wilderness;) 

11 they setted it into scattering, and it mourned on me (or and it mourned for me); all 
the land is desolate by desolation, for none is that again-thinketh (on it) in (his) heart. 

12 All (the) destroyers of the land came on all the ways of (the) desert, for the sword of 
the Lord shall devour from the last part of the land unto the last part thereof; no peace 
is to all flesh (or no flesh shall have any peace). 

13 They sowed wheat, and reaped thorns; they took heritage, and it shall not profit to 
them. Ye shall be shamed of your fruits, for the wrath of the strong vengeance of the 
Lord. (They sowed wheat, and reaped thorns; they took hold of their inheritance, but it shall not 
profit them. Ye shall be shamed by your fruits or Ye shall be ashamed of your fruits, because of 
the anger of the strong vengeance of the Lord.) 
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14 The Lord saith these things against all my worst neighbours, that touch the heritage 
which I parted to my people Israel (or who touch the inheritance which I gave to my people 
Israel), Lo! I shall draw them out of their land, and I shall draw the house of Judah out of 
the midst of them. 

15 And when I shall draw out those Jews, I shall turn again, and have mercy on them; 
and I shall lead them again, a man to his heritage, and a man into his land. (But after I 
shall draw out those Jews, I shall return, and have mercy on them; and I shall lead them again, 
each person to his own inheritance, and to his own land.) 

16 And it shall be, if they that be taught learn the ways of my people, that they swear 
in my name, The Lord liveth, as they taught my people to swear in Baal, they shall be 
builded in the midst of my people. (And it shall be, if they who be taught learn the ways of 
my people, that they swear in my name, As the Lord liveth, like they taught my people to swear by 
Baal, then they shall be built up, or shall flourish and prosper, in the midst of my people.) 

17 That if they hear not, I shall draw out that folk by drawing out and perdition, saith 
the Lord. (But if they will not listen, or obey, then I shall draw out that nation, or that people, by 
drawing out and perdition, saith the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 13 

1 The Lord saith these things to me, Go, and take in possession to thee a linen breech- 
girdle; and thou shalt put it on thy loins, and thou shalt not bear it into water. 

2 And I took in possession a breech-girdle, by the word of the Lord; and I putted about 
my loins (or and I put it about my loins). 

3 And the word of the Lord was made to me in the second time, and said, 

4 Take the breech-girdle, which thou haddest in possession, which is about thy loins; 
and rise thou, and go to Euphrates, (or and rise thou, and go to the Euphrates River), and hide 
thou it there, in the hole of a stone. 

5 And I went, and hid it in Euphrates (or and hid it by the Euphrates River), as the Lord 
commanded to me. 

6 And it was done after full many days, the Lord said to me, Rise thou, and go to 
Euphrates, (or Rise thou, and go to the Euphrates River), and take from thence the breech- 
girdle, which I commanded to thee, that thou shouldest hide it there. 

7 And! went to Euphrates, and digged out, and I took the breech-girdle from the place, 
where I had hid it; and lo! the breech-girdle was rotten, so that it was not able to any 
use. (And I went to the Euphrates River, and dug it out, and I took the breech-girdle from the 
place, where I had hidden it; and behold! the breech-girdle was rotten, so that now it was good for 
nothing.) 

8 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

9 The Lord saith these things, So I shall make rotten the pride of Judah, and the much 
pride of Jerusalem, 

10 and this worst people, that will not hear my words, and go in the shrewdness of 
their heart; and they went after alien gods, to serve them, and to worship them; and 
they shall be as this breech-girdle, which is not able to any use. (and this worst people, 
who will not listen to, or obey, my words, and who go in the depravity of their hearts; and they 
went after strange, or foreign, gods, to serve them, and to worship them; and they shall be like this 
breech-girdle, which now is good for nothing.) 

1 For as a breech-girdle cleaveth to the loins of a man, so I joined fast to me all the 
house of Israel, and all the house of Judah, saith the Lord, that they should be to me into 
a people, and into name, and into praising, and into glory; and they heard not. (For like 
a breech-girdle cleaveth to a man’s loins, so I securely joined to me all the house of Israel, and all 
the house of Judah, saith the Lord, so that they would be my people, and they would bring praises, 
and glory, to my name; but they would not listen to,or obey, me.) 
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12 Therefore thou shalt say to them this word, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, 
Each pottle shall be filled of wine. And they shall say to thee, Whether we know not, that 
each pottle shall be filled of wine? (And so thou shalt say this word to them, The Lord God of 
Israel saith these things, Each bottle, or each wine jar, shall be filled with wine. And they shall say 
to thee, Do we not know, that each bottle, or each wine jar, shall be filled with wine?) 

13 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall fill with 
drunkenness all the dwellers of this land, and the kings of the generation of David, that 
sit on his throne, and the priests, and prophets, and all the dwellers of Jerusalem. (And 
thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall fill with drunkenness all the 
inhabitants of this land, and the kings who be descended from David, who sit on his throne, and 
the priests, and the prophets, and all the inhabitants of Jerusalem.) 

14 And I shall scatter them, a man from his brother, and the fathers and sons together, 
saith the Lord; I shall not spare, and I shall not grant, neither I shall do mercy, that I lose 
not them. (And then I shall destroy them, a man and his brother, and the fathers and the sons 
together, saith the Lord; I shall not spare anyone, and I shall not grant anyone a reprieve, nor shall 
I have any mercy, so that I do not destroy them.) 

15 Hear ye, and perceive with ears, (or Hear ye, and listen); do not ye be raised [up], for 
the Lord spake. 

16 Give ye glory to your Lord God, before that it wax dark, and before that your feet 
hurt at [the] dark hills; ye shall abide light, and he shall set it into the shadow of death, 
and into darkness. (Give ye glory to the Lord your God, before that it grow dark, and before that 
your feet stumble on the dark hills; ye shall wait for the light, but he shall turn it into the shadow 
of death, and into darkness.) 

17 That if ye hear not this, my soul shall weep in hid place for the face of pride; it 
weeping shall weep, and mine eye shall cast out a tear, for the flock of the Lord is taken. 
(And if ye do not listen to this, my soul shall weep in a hidden place because of thy pride; it weeping 
shall weep, and my eyes shall cast out tears, for the flock of the Lord is carried away captive.) 

18 Say thou to the king, and to the lady, Be ye meeked, sit ye, for the crown of your 
glory shall go down from your head. (Say thou to the king, and to the queen, Be ye humbled, 
sit ye, for your glorious crowns shall go down from off your heads.) 

19 The cities of the south be closed, and none is that openeth; all Judah is translated 
by perfect passing over, either going out of their land. (The cities of the south be besieged, 
and there is no one who can help them; all the people of Judah have been carried away captive.) 

20 Raise ye (up) your eyes, and see ye, what men come from the north; where is the 
flock which is given to thee, thy noble sheep? 

21 What shalt thou say, when he shall visit thee? for thou hast taught them against 
thee, and thou hast taught against thine head. Whether sorrows have not taken thee, as 
a woman travailing of child? (What shalt thou say, when he shall punish thee? for thou hast 
taught them to be thy leaders, but now they be against thee. Shall sorrows not take hold of thee, 
like a woman in labour?) 

22 That if thou sayest in thine heart, Why came these things to me? for the multitude 
of thy wickedness thy shamefuller things be showed, thy feet be defouled. (And if thou 
sayest in thy heart, Why did these things come to me? I shall answer, Because of the multitude of 
thy wickedness, thy shameful things be shown, and thy feet be defiled.) 

23 If a man of Ethiopia may change his skin (colour), either a leopard may change his 
diversities, and ye may do well, when ye have learned evil. (Only if a man of Ethiopia can 
change his skin colour, or if a leopard can change his spots, then can ye still do good, after all the 
evil that ye have learned.) 

24 And I shall sow them abroad, as stubble which is ravished, or taken away, of the 
wind in desert. (And so I shall sow them abroad, like stubble which is robbed, or is taken away, 
by the wind in the desert.) 
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25 This is thy lot, and the part of thy measure of me, saith the Lord; for thou 
forgettedest me, and trustedest in a leasing. (This is thy lot, and the portion of thy measure 
from me, saith the Lord; for thou hast forgotten me, and hast trusted in lies.) 

26 Wherefore and I made naked thine hips against thy face, and thy shame appeared, 
(And so I made thy hips naked before thy face, and thy shameful things appeared,) 

27 thine adulteries, and thine neighing, and the felony of thy fornication on (the) little 
hills in the field; (yea), I saw thine abominations. Jerusalem, woe to thee, thou shalt not 
be cleansed after me till yet, (or Jerusalem, woe to thee, if thou shalt not be cleansed by now, 
then when shall it be?). 


CHAPTER 14 

1 The word of the Lord, that was made to Jeremy, of the words of dryness. (The word of 
the Lord, that was made to Jeremiah, about the drought.) 

2 Judah wailed, and the gates thereof fell down (or and the city gates fell down), and be 
made dark in [the] earth, and the cry of Jerusalem went up. 

3 Greater men sent their less(er) men to (the) water; they came to draw water, and 
they found no water, (and) they brought again their vessels void; they were shamed and 
tormented, and they covered their heads, 

4 for [the] destroying of the land, for rain came not in the land. (The) Earth-tillers were 
shamed, (and) they covered their heads. 

5 For why and an hind calved in the field, and left her calves, for none herb was (or for 
there was no grass); 

6 and wild asses stood in rocks, and drew wind as dragons; their eyes failed, for none 
herb was. (and the wild donkeys stood on the high rocks, and drew up the wind like jackals; and 
their eyes failed, for there was no grass.) 

7 If our wickednesses answer to us, Lord, do thou for thy name, for our turnings away 
be many; we have sinned against thee. (Our wickednesses witness against us, Lord, but do 
thou it for the sake of thy name, even though our turnings away, that is, our sins, be many; yea, 
we have sinned against thee.) 

8 Thou abiding of Israel, the saviour thereof in the time of tribulation, why shalt thou 
be as a comeling in the land, and as a waygoer bowing [down] to dwell? (0 hope of Israel, its 
Saviour in the time of trouble, why shalt thou be like a newcomer in the land, and like a waygoer 
bowing down to rest?) 

9 why shalt thou be as a man of unstable dwelling, as a strong man that may not save? 
Forsooth, Lord, thou art in us, and thine holy name is called to help on us; forsake thou 
not us. (why shalt thou be like a person of unstable dwelling, like a strong man who cannot save? 
For Lord, thou art in the midst of us, and thy holy name is called on to help us or and we be called 
by thy name; do not thou abandon us.) 

10 The Lord saith these things to this people, that loved to stir his feet, and rested not, 
and pleased not the Lord; now he shall have mind on the wickednesses of them, and he 
shall visit the sins of them. (The Lord saith these things to this people, who loved to stir their 
feet, that is, to go astray, and did not rest, and did not please the Lord; now he shall remember 
their wickednesses, and he shall punish them for their sins.) 

11 And the Lord said to me, Do not thou pray for this people into good. (And the Lord 
said to me, Do not thou pray for the well-being of this people.) 

12 When they shall fast, I shall not hear the prayers of them; and if they offer burnt 
sacrifices and slain sacrifices, I shall not receive them, for I shall waste them by sword 
and hunger and pestilence. 

13 And I said, A! A! A! Lord God, [the] prophets say to them, Ye shall not see sword, and 
hunger shall not be in you, but he shall give to you very peace in this place. (And I said, O! 
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O! O! Lord God, the prophets say to them, Ye shall not see a sword, and hunger shall not be among 
you, but he shall give you true peace in this place.) 

14 And the Lord said to me, The prophets prophesy falsely in my name; I sent not 
them (or I did not send them), and I commanded not to them, neither I spake to them; 
they prophesy to you a false revelation, and a guileful divining, and the deceiving of 
their heart. 

15 Therefore the Lord saith these things of the prophets that prophesy in my name, 
which I sent not, and say, Sword and hunger shall not be in this land; Those prophets 
shall be wasted by sword and hunger. (And so the Lord saith these things about the prophets 
who prophesy in my name, whom I did not send, and who say, The sword and hunger shall not be 
in this land; Those prophets shall be destroyed by the sword and hunger.) 

16 And the peoples, to which they prophesied, shall be cast forth in the ways of 
Jerusalem, for hunger and sword, and none there shall be, that shall bury them; they 
and the wives of them, the sons and the daughters of them; and I shall shed out on 
them their evil. (And the people, to whom they prophesied, shall be thrown forth on the ways 
of Jerusalem, because of hunger and the sword, and no one shall bury them, yea, they and their 
wives, and their sons and their daughters; and I shall pour out their own evil upon them.) 

17 And thou shalt say to them this word, Mine eyes lead down a tear by night and 
day, and be it not still; for the virgin, the daughter of my people, is defouled by great 
defouling, with the worst wound greatly. (And thou shalt say to them this word, Let my eyes 
stream down tears night and day, and cease they not; for the virgin daughter of my people is defiled 
with great defiling, yea, so greatly with the very worst wounds.) 

18 If | go out to [the] fields, lo! men be slain with sword; and if I enter into the city, lo! 
men be made lean for hunger, (or behold! people (be) made lean by hunger); also a prophet 
and a priest went into the land which they knew not. 

19 Whether thou casting away hast cast away Judah, either thy soul hath loathed Zion? 
why therefore hast thou smitten us, so that no health there is? We abided peace, and no 
good is; and we abided time of healing, and lo! troubling is. (Casting away, hast thou cast 
away Judah, or hath thy soul loathed Zion? and so why hast thou struck us, so that now there is 
no health? or so that now there is no deliverance? We waited for peace, but nothing good hath 
come; and (we waited for) a time of healing, (or of deliverance), but behold! there is only a time of 
trouble.) 

20 Lord, we have known our unfaithfulness, and the wickednesses of our fathers, for 
we have sinned to thee. (Lord, we acknowledge our unfaithfulness, and the wickednesses of our 
forefathers, for we all have sinned against thee.) 

21 Give thou not us into shame, for thy name, neither do thou despite to us; have thou 
mind on the seat of thy glory, make thou not void thy bond of peace with us. (Give thou 
us not unto shame, for the sake of thy name, nor despise thou us; remember thou the throne of thy 
glory, make thou not void thy covenant with us.) 

22 Whether in graven images of heathen men be they that (can make) rain, either 
heavens may give rains? whether thou art not our Lord God, whom we abided? For 
thou madest all these things. (Can any of the carved idols of the heathen make rain, or can the 
heavens give out rain by themselves? art thou not the Lord our God, whom we have waited for? 
For thou madest all these things.) 


CHAPTER 15 


1 And the Lord said to me, Though Moses and Samuel stood before me, (yet) my soul 
is not to(ward) this people; cast thou them out from my face, and go they out. 

2 That if they say to thee, Whither shall we go out? (or And if they say to thee, Where shall 
we go?) thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, They that to death, to death, 


and they that to sword, to sword, and they that to hunger, to hunger, and they that to 
captivity, to captivity. 
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3 | shall visit on them four species, saith the Lord; a sword to slaying, and dogs for to 
rend, and volatiles of the air, and beasts of the earth, to devour and to destroy. (I shall 
punish them four ways, saith the Lord; with a sword for killing, and dogs for tearing apart, and 
birds of the air, and beasts of the earth, for devouring and for destroying.) 

4 And I shall give them into fervor to all (the) realms of (the) earth, for Manasseh, the 
son of Hezekiah, king of Judah, on all things which he did in Jerusalem (or for all the things 
which he did in Jerusalem). 

5 For why who shall have mercy on thee, Jerusalem, either who shall be sorry for thee, 
either who shall go to pray for thy peace? 

6 Thou hast forsaken me, saith the Lord, thou hast gone aback; and I shall stretch forth 
mine hand on thee, and I shall slay thee; I travailed praying. (Thou hast deserted me, saith 
the Lord, thou hast gone away; and I shall stretch forth my hand against thee, and I shall kill thee; 
Iam weary of restraining myself.) 

7 And I shall scatter them with a winnowing instrument in the gates of [the] earth; 
I killed, and lost my people, (or I killed, and destroyed my people), and nevertheless they 
turned not again from their ways. 

8 The widows thereof be multiplied to me above the gravel of the sea; and I brought 
into them a destroyer in midday on the mother of a young man, I sent dread suddenly 
on [the] cities. (Its widows be multiplied by me, in number more than the sands of the sea; and 
I brought in upon them a destroyer at midday against the mothers of the young men, and I sent 
fear suddenly upon the cities.) 

9 She was sick that childed seven, her soul failed; the sun went down to her, when day 
was yet. She was shamed, and was ashamed; and I shall give the residue thereof into 
sword in the sight of their enemies, saith the Lord. (She was sick who gave birth to seven, 
her life failed; her sun went down, while it was still daylight. She was shamed, and was ashamed; 
and I shall give all the rest who be alive unto the sword in the sight of their enemies, saith the 
Lord.) 

10 My mother, woe to me; why engenderedest thou me a man of chiding, a man of 
discord in all the land? I lent not, neither any man lent to me; all men curse me(.), 

11 the Lord saith. No man believe to me, if thy remnants be not into good, if I run not 
to thee in the time of torment, and in the time of tribulation and of anguish, against the 
enemy. (The Lord saith, No one believe me, if it be not well with thy remnant, and if I do not run 
against the enemy for thee, in the time of torment, and in the time of trouble and of anguish.) 

12 Whether iron and metal shall be joined by peace to iron from the north? (Can iron 
be broken, especially the iron from the north, that is joined with bronze?) 

13 And I shall give freely thy riches and thy treasures into ravishing, for all thy sins, 
and in all thine ends. (And I shall freely give thy riches and thy treasures for robbing, for all thy 
sins, and in all thy land.) 

14 And I shall bring thine enemies from the land which thou knowest not; for (a) fire 
is kindled in my strong vengeance, and it shall burn on you. 

15 Lord, thou knowest, have thou mind on me, and visit me, and deliver me from them 
that pursue me; do not thou take me (away) in thy patience, know thou, that I suffered 


shame for thee. (Lord, thou knowest, remember thou me, and visit me, and rescue me, or save 
me, from those who pursue me; yea, in thy patience, do not thou take me away, that is, do not let 


me perish, and know thou, that I have suffered shame for thee.) 

16 Thy words be found, and I ate those; and thy word was made to me into joy, and 
into gladness of mine heart; for thy name, Lord God of hosts, is called to help on me, (or 
for thy name, the Lord God of hosts, is called on to help me, or for I am called by thy name, O Lord 
God of hosts). 

17 [ sat not in the council of players, and I had glory for the face of thine hand; I 
sat alone, for thou filledest me with bitterness. (I sat not in the company of scorners, or 
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of mockers, and I took no glory with them or and I made not merry with them; because of thy 
hand, or in obedience to thee, I sat alone; for thou hast filled me with anger.) 

18 Why is my sorrow made everlasting, and my wound despaired (to heal?), (why) 
forsook (it) to be cured? it is made to me, as a leasing of unfaithful waters, (or it is made 
to me like a lie, like summer waters that fail, or that dry up). 

19 For this thing the Lord saith these things (to me), If thou turnest (back to me), (then) I 
shall turn (back to) thee, and thou shalt stand before my face (again); and if thou partest 
precious thing from vile thing, (then) thou shalt be as my mouth (again); and they shall 
be turned to thee, and thou shalt not be turned to them, (or and if thou separatest precious 
words from vile ones, then thou shalt be like my mouth again; and the people shall return to thee, 
and thou shalt not need to go to them). 

20 And I shall give thee into a brazen wall and strong to this people (or And I shall make 
thee like a strong bronze wall to this people), and they shall fight against thee, and they shall 
not have the victory; for I am with thee, to save thee, and to deliver thee, saith the Lord. 

21 And I shall deliver thee from the hand of the worst men, and I shall again-buy thee 
from the hand of strong men. (And I shall rescue, or shall save, thee from the hands, or the 
power, of the wicked, and I shall buy thee back from the hands, or the power, of the strong.) 


CHAPTER 16 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

2 Thou shalt not take a wife, and sons and daughters shall not be to thee in this place. 

3 For the Lord saith these things on sons and daughters, that be engendered in this 
place, and on the mothers of them, that engendered them, and on the fathers of them, 
of whose generation they be born in this land. (For the Lord saith these things about the 
sons and daughters, who be begotten in this place, and about their mothers, who begat them, and 
about their fathers, from whose generation they be born in this land.) 

4 They shall die by deaths of sicknesses, they shall not be bewailed, and they shall 
not be buried; they shall be into a dunghill on the face of [the] earth, and they shall be 
wasted by sword and hunger; and the carrion of them shall be into meat to the volatiles 
of heaven, and to [the] beasts of the earth. (They shall die by the death of sicknesses, but they 
shall not be bewailed, and they shall not be buried; they shall be like a mound of dung upon the 
face of the earth, and they shall be wasted by the sword and by hunger; and their dead bodies shall 
be food for the birds of the heavens, or of the air, and for the beasts of the earth.) 

5 For the Lord saith these things, Enter thou not into an house of feast, neither go thou 
to bewail, neither comfort thou them; for I have taken away my peace from this people, 
saith the Lord, and (my) mercy and merciful doings. 

6 And great and small shall die in this land; they shall not be buried, neither shall be 
bewailed; and they shall not cut themselves, neither baldness shall be made for them. 

7 And they shall not break bread among them to him that mourneth, to comfort on a 
dead man, and they shall not give to them drink of a cup, to comfort on their father and 
mother. (And they shall not break bread among themselves with him who mourneth, to comfort 
him over the dead, and they shall not give a drink from a cup to anyone, to comfort them over the 
loss of even their father or their mother.) 

8 And thou shalt not enter into the house of (the) feast, that thou sit with them, and 
eat, and drink. 

9 For why the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall take away from 
this place, before your eyes, and in your days, the voice of joy, and the voice of gladness 
(or and the voice of happiness), the voice of the spouse, and the voice of spousess. 

10 And when thou shalt tell all these words to this people, and they shall say to thee, 
Why spake the Lord all this great evil on us? what is our wickedness, either what is 
our sin which we sinned to our Lord God? (And when thou shalt tell all these things to this 
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people, and they shall say to thee, Why spoke the Lord all this great evil against us? what is our 
wickedness, or what is our sin which we sinned against the Lord our God?) 

11 thou shalt say to them, For your fathers forsook me, saith the Lord, and went after 
alien gods, and served them, and worshipped them, and they forsook me, and kept not 
my law. (thou shalt say to them, For your forefathers deserted me, saith the Lord, and went after 
strange, or foreign, gods, and served them, and worshipped them, yea, they deserted me, and did 
not keep, or obey, my law.) 

12 But also ye wrought worse than your fathers; for lo! each man goeth after the 
shrewdness of his evil heart, that he hear not me. (And ye have wrought worse than your 
forefathers; for behold! each person goeth after the depravity of his own evil heart, so that they do 
not listen to, (or obey), me.) 

13 And I shall cast you out of this land, into the land which ye and your fathers know 
not; and ye shall serve there to alien gods day and night, which shall not give rest to you. 
(And I shall throw you out of this land, into the land which ye and your forefathers know not; and 
there ye shall serve strange, or foreign, gods day and night, and I shall not show you any mercy or 
and I shall not show you any favour.) 

14 Therefore lo! days come, saith the Lord, and it shall no more be said, The Lord 
liveth, that led the sons of Israel out of the land of Egypt; (And so behold! days come, saith 
the Lord, and it shall no more be said, As the Lord liveth, who led the Israelites out of the land of 
Egypt;) 

15 but, The Lord liveth, that led [out] the sons of Israel from the land of the north, and 
from all lands to which I casted them out; and I shall lead them again into their land 
which I gave to the fathers of them. (but, As the Lord liveth, who led out the Israelites from 
the land of the north, and from all the lands to which I threw them out; and I shall lead them again 
into their land which I gave to their forefathers.) 

16 Lo! I shall send many fishers to them, saith the Lord, and they shall fish them; and 
after these things I shall send many hunters to them, and they shall hunt them from 


each mountain, and from each little hill, and from the caves of stones. 
17 For mine eyes be on all the ways of them; those ways be not hid from my face, and 


the wickedness of them was not privy from mine eyes. 

18 And I shall yield first the double wickednesses and [the] sins of them, for they 
defouled my land in the slain beasts of their idols, and filled mine heritage with their 
abominations. (And first I shall make them yield double for their wickednesses and their sins, 
for they defiled my land with the slain beasts for their idols, and filled my inheritance with their 
abominations.) 

19 Lord, my strength, and my stalworthness, and my refuge in the day of tribulation, 
heathen men shall come to thee from the farthest places of (the) earth, and shall say, 
Verily our fathers held a leasing in possession, vanity that profited not to them. (Lord, 
my strength, and my stalwartness, and my refuge in the day of trouble, the heathen shall come to 
thee from the farthest places of the earth, and shall say, Truly our forefathers inherited only lies, 
yea, vain, or useless, idols that profited them nothing.) 

20 Whether a man shall make gods to himself? and those be no gods. (Can a man make 
gods for himself? yea, but they be no gods.) 

21 Therefore lo! I shall show to them by this while, I shall show to them mine hand, 
and my strength; and they shall know, that the name to me is [the] Lord (or and they shall 
know, that my name is the Lord). 


CHAPTER 17 
1 The sin of Judah is written with an iron pointel, in a nail of adamant; it is written on 
the breadth of the heart of them, and in the horns of the altars of them. (The sin of Judah 
is written with an iron stylus, with an adamant point; it is written on the breadth of their hearts, 
and on the corners of their altars.) 
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2 When the sons of them bethink on their altars, and [maumet] woods, and on the trees 
full of boughs, (While their sons and daughters worship at their altars, and in their sacred woods, 
by the trees full of branches, in the high mountains,) 

3 making sacrifice in the field in high mountains, I shall give thy strength and all thy 
treasures into ravishing, thine high things for sins in all thine ends. (and make sacrifice 
in the fields, I shall give thy wealth and all thy treasures to robbing, or for spoils, and thy high 
places, or thy hill shrines, for more sins, in all thy terms, or in all thy land.) 

4 And thou shalt be left alone from thine heritage which I gave to thee (or And thou 
shalt be taken away from thy inheritance which I gave thee); and I shall make thee to serve 
thine enemies, in the land which thou knowest not; for thou hast kindled (a) fire in my 
strong vengeance, it shall burn till into without end. 

5 The Lord saith these things, Cursed is the man that trusteth in man, and setteth 
flesh his arm, and his heart goeth away from the Lord. (The Lord saith these things, Cursed 
is the person who trusteth in people, and maketh any flesh his source of power and security, and 
his heart goeth away from the Lord.) 

6 For he shall be as brooms in desert, and he shall not see, when good shall come; but 
he shall dwell in dryness in desert, in the land of saltness, and unhabitable. (For he shall 
be like the heather in the wilderness, and he shall not see, when good shall come; but he shall live 
in the dryness of the desert, yea, in an uninhabitable and salty land.) 

7 Blessed is the man that trusteth in the Lord (or Happy is the person who trusteth in the 
Lord), and the Lord shall be his trust. 

8 And he shall be as a tree, which is planted over waters, which sendeth his roots to 


moisture; and it shall not dread, when heat shall come; and the leaf thereof shall be 
green, and it shall not be moved in the time of dryness, neither any time it shall fail to 


make fruit. (And he shall be like a tree, which is planted by the waters, which sendeth out its 
roots to moisture; and it shall not have any fear, when the heat shall come; and its leaves shall be 
green, and it shall not be moved in the time of drought, nor at any time shall it fail to make fruit.) 

9 The heart of man is shrewd, and unsearchable; who shall know it? (Each person’s heart 
is depraved, and unknowable; who can understand it?) 

10 | am the Lord seeking the heart, and proving the reins, either kidneys, and I give 
to each man after his way, and after the fruit of his findings. (Iam the Lord searching the 
minds, and proving the hearts, and I give to each person after his own ways, and after the fruit of 
his own deeds.) 

11 (As) A partridge nourished those things which she breeded not; (so) he made riches, 
and not in doom, (or Like a partridge nourished those young which she did not bring forth, so he 
made riches, but not justly); in the midst of his days he shall forsake them, and in his last 
time he shall be unwise. 

12 The seat of glory of highness was at the beginning the place of our hallowing, the 
abiding of Israel. (The throne of glory, exalted from the beginning, is the place of our sanctuary, 
the abiding of Israel.) 

13 Lord, all they that forsake thee, shall be shamed; they that go away from thee, shall 
be written in [the] earth, for they have forsaken the Lord, a vein of quick waters. (Lord, 
all they who desert thee, shall be ashamed; they who go away from thee, shall vanish like words 
written in the sand, for they have deserted the Lord, the vein, or the spring, of living waters.) 

14 Lord, heal me, and I shall be healed; make thou me safe, and I shall be safe, (or save 
thou me or rescue thou me, and I shall be saved); for thou art my praising. 

15 Lo! they say to me, Where is the word of the Lord? come it. 

16 And I am not troubled, following thee shepherd, and I desired not the day of man, 
thou knowest. That that went out of my lips was rightful in thy sight. 

17 Be thou not to dread to me; thou art mine hope in the day of torment. (Be thou not 
a terror to me, that is, something to fear; thou art my hope on the day of torment.) 
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18 Be they shamed, that pursue me, and be I not shamed; dread they, and dread not I; 
bring in on them a day of torment, and defoul thou them by double defouling. (Be they 
shamed, who pursue me, and let me not be shamed; let them fear, and let me not be afraid; bring 
in upon them a day of torment, and defile thou them with double defiling.) 

19 The Lord saith these things to me, Go thou, and stand in the gate of the sons of 
the people, by which the kings of Judah enter [in], and go out, and in all the gates of 
Jerusalem. 

20 And thou shall say to them, Hear the word of the Lord, ye kings of Judah, and all 
Judah, and all the dwellers of Jerusalem, that enter [in] by these gates. (And thou shall 
say to them, Hear the word of the Lord, ye kings of Judah, and all Judah, and all the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem, who enter in by these gates.) 

21 The Lord God saith these things, Keep ye your souls, and do not ye bear burdens in 
the day of sabbath (or and do not ye carry any burdens on the day of Sabbath), neither bring 
(them) in by the gates of Jerusalem. 

22 And do not ye cast burdens out of your houses in the day of sabbath (or And do not 
ye carry any burdens out of your houses on the day of Sabbath), and ye shall not do any work; 
hallow ye the day of sabbath, as 1 commanded to your fathers. 

23 And they heard not, neither bowed down their ear, but they made hard their noll, 
that they should not hear me, and that they should not take chastising. (But they did not 
listen, nor bowed down their ear, but they stiffened their necks, or were stubborn, so that they 
would not listen to me, so that they could receive my discipline, or my correction.) 

24 And it shall be, if ye hear me, saith the Lord, that ye bear not in burdens by the gates 
of this city in the day of sabbath, and if ye hallow the day of sabbath, that ye do not work 
therein, (And it shall be, if ye listen to, or obey, me, saith the Lord, so that ye do not carry in 
burdens by the gates of this city on the day of Sabbath, and if ye hallow the day of Sabbath, so 
that ye do no work on it,) 

25 kings and princes sitting on the seat of David shall enter [in] by the gates of this city, 
and ascending in chariots and horses; they, and the princes of them, the men of Judah, 
and the dwellers of Jerusalem; and this city shall be inhabited without end. (then kings 
and princes sitting on the throne of David shall enter in by the gates of this city, and shall come 
in chariots and on horses; they, and their princes, and the people of Judah, and the inhabitants of 
Jerusalem; and this city shall be inhabited forever.) 

26 And they shall come from the cities of Judah, and from the compass of Jerusalem 
(or and from all around Jerusalem), and from the land of Benjamin, and from [the] field 
places, and from [the] hilly places, and from the south, bearing burnt sacrifice, and slain 
sacrifice, and incense; and they shall bring offering(s) into the house of the Lord. 

27 Forsooth if ye hear not me, that ye hallow the day of sabbath, and that ye bear not 
a burden, and that ye bring not in by the gates of Jerusalem in the day of sabbath, I shall 
kindle fire in the gates thereof; and it shall devour the houses of Jerusalem, and it shall 
not be quenched. (But if ye do not listen to me, so that ye hallow the day of Sabbath, and so that 
ye do not carry a burden, and so that ye do not bring it in by the gates of Jerusalem on the day of 
Sabbath, then I shall kindle a fire in its gates; and it shall devour the houses of Jerusalem, and it 
shall not be quenched.) 


CHAPTER 18 


1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (The word of the Lord that was 
made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 Rise thou, and go down into the house of a potter, and there thou shalt hear my 
words. 

3 And I went down into the house of a potter, and lo! he made a work on a wheel. 


4 And the vessel was destroyed, which he made of clay with his hands; and he turned 
it, and made it another vessel, as it pleased in his eyes to make. (And when the vessel, 
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which he made out of clay with his hands, was not acceptable, he turned it again, and made it into 
another vessel, which did please his eyes.) 

5 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

6 Whether as this potter doeth, I may not do to you, the house of Israel? saith the 
Lord. Lo! as clay is in the hand of a potter, so ye, the house of Israel, be in mine hand, (or 
Behold! like clay (is) in a potter’s hands, so ye, the house of Israel, (be) in my hands). 

7 Suddenly I shall speak against a folk, and against a realm, that I draw (it) out, and 
destroy (it), and lose it. 

8 If that folk doeth penance of his evil, which I spake against it, also I shall do penance 
on the evil, which I thought to do to it. (But if that nation doeth penance for their evil, for 
which I spoke against them, then I shall do penance for the evil, which I thought to do to them.) 

9 And I shall speak suddenly of a folk, and of a realm, that I build, and plant it. (And at 
any moment I shall speak of a nation, or of a kingdom, that I build it, or that I plant it.) 

10 (But) If it doeth evil before mine eyes, (and) that it hear not my voice, (then) I shall 
do penance on the good which I spake, that I should do to it. 

11 Now therefore say thou to a man of Judah, and to the dweller of Jerusalem, and say, 
The Lord saith these things, Lo! I make evil against you, and I think a thought against 
you; each man turn again from his evil way, and (ad)dress ye your ways and your studies. 
(And so now say thou to the people of Judah, and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, The Lord saith 
these things, Behold! I make evil plans against you, and I think thoughts against you; each person 
turn away from their evil ways, and direct, (or amend), ye your ways and your deeds.) 

12 Which said, We have despaired, for we shall go after our thoughts, and we shall do 
each man the shrewdness of his evil heart. (But they said, We despair, for we feel that we 
must go after our own thoughts, and each person doeth the depravity of his own evil heart.) 

13 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Ask ye heathen men, who heard such horrible 
things, which the virgin of Israel hath done greatly? (And so the Lord saith these things, Ask 
ye the heathen, who hath heard of such a horrible thing, as that which the virgin of Israel hath 
done?) 

14 Whether [the] snow of the Lebanon shall fail from the stone of the field? either cold 
waters breaking out, and floating down, may be taken away? (Shall the snow in Lebanon 
fail to fall on the stones of the field? or shall cold water breaking out, and flowing down, not be 
taken away?) 

15 For my people hath forgotten me, and they offered sacrifices in vain, and stumbled 
in their ways, and in the paths of the world, (or and stumbled on their own ways, and on the 
paths of the world), (so) that they went by those in a way not trodden; 

16 that the land of them should be into desolation, and into an hissing everlasting; for 
why each that passeth by it, shall be astonied, and shall move his head. (so that their land 
now be into desolation, and into an everlasting hissing; for each person who passeth by it shall be 
astonished, and shall move their head.) 

17 As a burning wind shall scatter them before the enemy (or Like a burning wind I shall 
scatter them before the enemy); I shall show to them the back and not the face, in the day 
of the perdition of them. 

18 And they said, Come ye, and think we thoughts against Jeremy; for why the law shall 
not perish from a priest, neither counsel shall perish from a wise man, neither word shall 
perish from a prophet, (or for the Law shall never perish from, (or be lost to), a priest, nor good 
advice from a wise man, nor (God’s) word from a prophet); come ye, and smite we him with 
(the) tongue, and take we none heed to all the words of him. 

19 Lord, give thou attention to me, and hear thou the voice of mine adversaries. 

20 Whether evil is yielded for good, for they have digged a pit to my soul; have 
thou mind, that I stood in thy sight, to speak good for them, and to turn away thine 
indignation from them. (Shall evil be yielded for good, for they have dug a pit for me; remember, 
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O Lord, that I stood in thy sight, to speak good of them, and to turn away thy indignation from 
them.) 

21 Therefore give thou the sons of them into hunger, and lead forth them into the 
hands of [the] sword; the wives of them be made without children, and be made widows, 
and the husbands of them be slain by death; the young men of them be pierced together 
by sword in battle. (And so give thou their sons into hunger, and lead them forth into the hands 
of the sword; let their wives be made without children, and be made widows, and let their husbands 
be killed; and let their young men be altogether pierced by the sword in battle.) 

22 Cry be heard of the houses of them, for thou shalt bring suddenly a thief on them; 
for they digged a pit to take me, and hid snares to my feet. (Let a cry be heard from their 
houses, for thou shalt suddenly bring a thief upon them; for they dug a pit to catch me, and hid 
snares for my feet.) 

23 But thou, Lord, knowest all the counsel of them against me into death; do thou not 
mercy to the wickedness of them, and the sin of them be not done away from thy face; 
be they made falling down in thy sight, in the time of thy strong vengeance; use thou 
them to other thing than they were ordained (or use thou them for something other than 
what they were ordained for). 


CHAPTER 19 
1 The Lord saith these things, Go thou, and take an earthen(ware) pottle of a potter, 


[and](some) of the elder men of the people, and of the elder men of the priests. (The Lord 
saith these things, Go thou, and take the clay jar of a potter, and some of the elders of the people, 
and some of the elders of the priests.) 

2 And go thou out to the valley of the sons of Hinnom, which is beside the entering of 
the earthen gate, (or And go thou out to the Valley of Ben-hinnom, which is before, or in front 
of, the entrance to the Potsherd Gate); and there thou shalt preach the words which I shall 
speak to thee; 

3 and thou shalt say, Kings of Judah, and the dwellers of Jerusalem, hear ye the word of 
the Lord. The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall bring in torment 
on this place, so that each man that heareth it, his ears tingle. (and thou shalt say, Kings of 
Judah, and the inhabitants of Jerusalem, hear ye the word of the Lord. The Lord of hosts, the God 
of Israel, saith these things, Behold! I shall bring in torment upon this place, so that each person 
who heareth about it, their ears shall tingle.) 

4 For they have forsaken me, and made alien this place, and offered sacrifices to alien 
gods therein, which they, and the fathers of them, and the kings of Judah, knew not; 
and they filled this place with the blood of innocents, (For they have deserted me, and made 
this place strange, or foreign, to me, and offered sacrifices to strange, or foreign, gods there, which 
they, and their forefathers, and the kings of Judah, did not know; and they filled this place with 
the blood of innocents,) 

5 and builded high things to Baalim, to burn their sons in fire, into burnt sacrifice to 
Baalim, (or and built the high places, or the hill shrines, to Baal, to burn their children in the fire, 
for burnt sacrifices to Baal); which things I commanded not, neither spake, neither those 
(things) ascended into mine heart. 

6 Therefore the Lord saith, Lo! days shall come, and this place shall no more be called 
Tophet, and the valley of the son of Hinnom, but the valley of slaying. (And so the Lord 
saith, Behold! days shall come, and this place shall no longer be called Tophet, and the Valley of 
Ben-hinnom, but the Valley of Slaughter.) 

7 And I shall destroy the counsel of Judah and of Jerusalem in this place, and I shall 
destroy them by sword, in the sight of their enemies, and in the hand of men seeking 
the lives of them; and I shall give their dead bodies to be meat to the birds of the air, and 
to [the] beasts of (the) earth. (And I shall destroy the plans of Judah and of Jerusalem in this 
place, and I shall destroy them by the sword, before their enemies, and by the hands, or the power, 
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of those who seek their lives; and I shall give their dead bodies to be food for the birds of the air, 
and for the beasts of the earth.) 

8 And I shall set this city into wondering, and into hissing; each that passeth by it, 
shall wonder, and hiss on all the vengeance thereof, (or each person who passeth by it, shall 
wonder and shall hiss at all the vengeance there). 


9 And I shall feed them with the fleshes of their sons, and with the fleshes of their 
daughters; and each man shall eat the fleshes of his friend in the besieging and anguish, 


in which the enemies of them, and they that seek the lives of them, shall close them 
together. (And I shall feed them with the flesh of their sons, and with the flesh of their daughters; 
and each person shall eat the flesh of his friend in the besieging and in the anguish, in which their 
enemies, and those who seek their lives, shall altogether enclose them.) 

10 And thou shalt all-break the pottle before the eyes of the men, that shall go with 
thee. (And thou shalt break the jar in pieces, before those who shall go with thee.) 

11 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord of hosts saith these things, So I shall all-break 
this people, and this city, as the vessel of a potter is all-broken, which may no more be 
restored; and they shall be buried in Tophet, for none other place is to bury. (And thou 
shalt say to them, The Lord of hosts saith these things, So I shall break this people all in pieces, and 
this city, like this potter’s vessel is broken all in pieces, which cannot be restored; and they shall be 
buried in Tophet, for there is no other place left for burying them.) 

12 So I shall do to this place, saith the Lord, and to dwellers thereof, that I set this city 
as Tophet. (So shall I do to this place, saith the Lord, and to its inhabitants, so that I make this 
city like Tophet.) 

13 And the houses of Jerusalem, and the houses of the kings of Judah, shall be as the 
place of Tophet; all the unclean houses, in whose roofs they sacrificed to all the chivalry 
of heaven, and offered moist sacrifices to alien gods. (And the houses of Jerusalem, and the 
houses of the kings of Judah, shall be made like Tophet; yea, all the unclean houses, on whose roofs 
they sacrificed to all the host of heaven, and offered wine offerings to strange, or foreign, gods.) 

14 Forsooth Jeremy came from Tophet, whither the Lord had sent him for to prophesy; 
and he stood in the porch of the house of the Lord, and said to all the people, (And Jeremiah 
came in from Tophet, where the Lord had sent him to prophesy; and he stood in the courtyard of 
the House of the Lord, and said to all the people,) 

15 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall bring in on this city, 
and on all the cities thereof, all the evils which I spake against it; for they made hard their 
noll, (so) that they heard not my words, (or for they stiffened their necks, or were stubborn, 
and did not listen to, or obey, my words). 


CHAPTER 20 

1 And Pashur, the son of Immer, the priest, that was ordained prince in the house of the 
Lord, heard Jeremy prophesying these words. (And Pashur, the son of Immer, the priest, who 
was ordained the leader, or the chief official, in the House of the Lord, heard Jeremiah prophesying 
these words.) 

2 And Pashur smote Jeremy, the prophet, and sent him into the stocks, that were in the 
higher gate of Benjamin, in the house of the Lord. (And Pashur struck the prophet Jeremiah, 
and then sent him into the stocks, that were at the Upper Gate of Benjamin, in the House of the 
Lord.) 

3 And when it was clear in the morrow, Pashur led Jeremy out of the stocks. And 
Jeremy said to him, The Lord called not Pashur thy name, but Dread on each side. (And 
when the morning came, Pashur led Jeremiah out of the stocks. And Jeremiah said to him, The 
Lord calleth thy name not Pashur, but Magormissabib, that is, Terror let loose.) 

4 For the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall give thee and all thy friends into dread, 
and they shall fall down by the sword of their enemies; and thine eyes shall see; and I 
shall give all Judah in the hand of the king of Babylon, and he shall lead them over into 
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Babylon, and he shall smite them with sword. (For the Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall 
give thee and all thy friends unto terror, and they shall fall down by the sword of their enemies; 
and thy eyes shall see it; and I shall give all Judah into the hands, (or into the power), of the king of 
Babylon, and he shall lead them over to Babylon, and he shall strike them down with the sword.) 

5 And I shall give (them) all the chattel of this city, and all the travail thereof, and all 
the price; and I shall give all the treasures of the kings of Judah in(to) the hand of their 
enemies; and they shall ravish them, and shall take, and lead [them] forth into Babylon. 
(And I shall give all the substance of this city, and all the fruits of its labours, and all its things of 
value, and all the treasures of the kings of Judah into the hands of their enemies; yea, they shall 
rob them, and then they shall take these people, and lead them forth to Babylon.) 

6 Forsooth thou, Pashur, and all the dwellers of thine house, shall go into captivity; 
and thou shalt come into Babylon, and thou shalt die there; and thou shalt be buried 
there, thou and all thy friends, to which thou prophesiedest leasing. (And thou, Pashur, 
and all the inhabitants of thy house, shall go into captivity; and thou shalt come into Babylon, and 
thou shalt die there; and thou shalt be buried there, thou and all thy friends, to whom thou hast 
prophesied many lies.) 

7 (0) Lord, thou deceivedest me, and I am deceived; thou were stronger than I, and 
thou haddest the mastery; I am made into scorn all day. All men bemock me, 

8 for now a while ago I spake, crying [out] wickedness, and I cried (out) destroying. And 
the word of the Lord is made to me into shame, and into scorn all day. (for a while now 
I have spoken, crying out against wickedness, and against destruction. But the word of the Lord 
hath only brought me shame, and scorn, each day.) 

9 And I said, I shall not have mind on him, and I shall no more speak in his name. And 
the word of the Lord was made, as fire swelling in mine heart, and closed in my bones; 
and I failed, not suffering to bear. (And so I said, I shall not remember him, and I shall no 
longer speak in (the Lord’s) name. But (the word of the Lord) was made to me like a fire swelling 
in my heart, and enclosed in my bones; and I failed, and could not bear it, and so I had to speak it 
out.) 

10 For I heard despisings of many men, and dread in compass, (and they said), Pursue 
ye, and pursue we him, of all men that were peaceable to me, and keeping my side; if in 
any manner he be deceived, and we have the mastery against him, and get vengeance of 
him. (For I heard the despising of many people, and fear was all around, and they said, Pursue ye, 
yea, let us pursue him, even from all those who were peaceable to me, and on my side; yea, they 
said, perhaps he can be deceived, and we shall have the mastery over him, and take vengeance 
upon him.) 

11 Forsooth the Lord as a strong warrior is with me, therefore they that pursue me 
shall fall, and they shall be feeble; and they shall be shamed greatly (or and they shall be 
greatly shamed), for they understood not (about) everlasting shame, that shall never be 
done away. 

12 And thou, Lord of hosts, the prover of a just man, which seest the reins and [the] 
heart, I beseech, see I thy vengeance of them; for I have showed my cause to thee. (And 
thou, Lord of hosts, the prover of the just, who seest the reins and the heart, I beseech thee, let me 
see thy vengeance upon them; for I have shown my cause to thee./And thou, Lord of hosts, the 
tester of the righteous, who seest the depths of the heart, I beseech thee, let me see thy vengeance 
upon them; for I have stated my case to thee.) 

13 Sing ye to the Lord, praise ye the Lord, for he delivered the soul of a poor man from 
the hand of evil men. (Sing ye to the Lord, praise ye the Lord, for he rescued the souls of the poor 
from the hands, or the power, of evil people.) 

14 Cursed be the day wherein I was born, the day wherein my mother childed me be 
not blessed. (Cursed be the day when I was born, may the day when my mother gave birth to me 
be not blessed.) 
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15 Cursed be the man, that told to my father, and said, A knave child is born to thee, 
and made him glad as with joy. (Cursed be the man, who told my father, and said, A boy child 
is born to thee, and made him happy with joy.) 

16 That man be as the cities be, which the Lord destroyed, and it repented not him; [Be 
that man as be the cities, that the Lord turned upside-down, and it repented him not; hear he (the) 
cry early, and yelling in midday time,](May that man be like the cities, which the Lord destroyed, 
and he did not repent for doing that; let him hear the cries of alarm in the morning, and the yelling 
at midday,) 

17 he that killed not me from the womb, hear cry early, and yelling in the time 
of midday; that my mother were [made] a sepulchre to me, and her womb were an 
everlasting conceiving. (because the Lord did not kill me in the womb, so that my mother was 
made my tomb, and I was an everlasting, or never born, conception, within her womb.)[that me 
(he) slew not from the privy womb; that made were to me my mother a sepulchre, and her privy 
womb conceiving everlasting. (that he did not kill me in the womb; so that my mother was made 
a tomb for me, and within her womb I was an everlasting conception.)] 

18 Why went I out of the womb, that I should see travail and sorrow, and that my days 
shall be wasted in shame? (0 why was I born, so that I could see struggle, or trouble, and sorrow, 
and that my days would be wasted in shame?) 


CHAPTER 21 

1 The word which was made of the Lord to Jeremy (or The word of the Lord which was made 
to Jeremiah), when king Zedekiah sent to him Pashur, the son of Melchiah, and Zephaniah, 
the priest, the son of Maaseiah, and (they) said, 

2 Ask thou the Lord for us, for Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, fighteth against 
us; if in hap the Lord do with us by all his marvels, and he go away from us, (or if perhaps 
the Lord shall do one of his marvels, or one of his miracles, for us, and he shall go away from us). 

3 And Jeremy said to them, Thus ye shall say to Zedekiah, 

4 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Lo! I shall turn (back upon you) the 
instruments of battle that be in your hands, and with which ye fight against the king 
of Babylon, and against Chaldees, that besiege you in the compass of [the] walls, (or and 
against the Chaldeans, who besiege you all around the walls); and I shall gather those together 
in the midst of this city. 

5 And I shall overcome you in [a] hand stretched forth, and in [a] strong arm, (or 
And I shall overcome you with a hand stretched forth, and with a strong arm), and in strong 
vengeance, and in indignation, and in great wrath; 

6 and I shall smite the dwellers of this city (or and I shall strike down the inhabitants of 
this city), (yea), men and beasts shall die by great pestilence. 

7 And after these things, saith the Lord, I shall give Zedekiah, king of Judah, and his 
servants, and his people, and (those) that be left in this city from pestilence, and sword, 
and hunger, in(to) the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, and in(to) the hand of 
their enemies, and in(to) the hand of men seeking the life of them; and he shall smite 
them by the sharpness of sword (or and he shall strike them down by the sharpness of the 
sword); and he shall not be bowed, neither shall spare, neither shall have mercy. 

8 And thou shalt say to this people, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I give before 
you the way of life, and the way of death. 

9 He that dwelleth in this city, shall die by sword, and hunger, and pestilence; but he 
that goeth out, and fleeth over to [the] Chaldees that besiege you, shall live, and his life 
shall be as a prey to him. (He who liveth in this city, shall die by the sword, and hunger, and 
pestilence; but he who goeth out, and fleeth over to the Chaldeans who besiege you, shall live, but 
his own life shall be his only prey.) 
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10 For I have set my face on this city into evil, and not into good, saith the Lord, (or For 
I have set my face against this city for evil, and not for good, saith the Lord); it shall be given 
in(to) the hand of the king of Babylon, and he shall burn it with fire. 

11 And thou shall say to the house of the king of Judah, the house of David, Hear ye 
the word of the Lord. (And thou shall say to the house of the king of Judah, Ye house of David, 
hear ye the word of the Lord.) 

12 The Lord saith these things, Deem ye early doom, and deliver ye him that is 
oppressed by violence from the hand of the false challenger; lest peradventure mine 
indignation go out as fire, and be kindled, and none be that quench, for the malice of 
your studies. (The Lord saith these things, Early judge ye judgement, and rescue ye him who is 
oppressed with violence from the hand of the oppressor; lest perhaps my indignation go out like a 
fire, and be kindled, and there is no one who can quench it, for the malice of your deeds.) 

13 Lo! I do to thee, dwelleress of the firm valley, and plain, saith the Lord, [ye] which 
say, Who shall smite us, and who shall enter into our houses? (Behold! I am against thee, 
O dwelleress of the firm valley, and O rock of the plain, saith the Lord, Yea, ye who say, Who shall 
strike us, and who shall enter into our houses?) 

14 And I shall visit on you by the fruit of your studies, saith the Lord; and I shall kindle 
fire in the forest thereof, and it shall devour all things in the compass thereof. (And I 
shall punish you for the fruit of your deeds, saith the Lord; and I shall kindle a fire in the forest 
there, and it shall devour everything all around it.) 


CHAPTER 22 

1 The Lord saith these things, Go thou down into the house of the king of Judah, and 
thou shalt speak there this word, (The Lord saith these things, Go thou down to the house of 
the king of Judah, and thou shalt speak this word there,) 

2 and shalt say, Hear thou the word of the Lord, thou king of Judah, that sittest on the 
seat of David, thou, and thy servants, and thy people, that enter [in] by these gates. (and 
shalt say, Hear thou the word of the Lord, O king of Judah, who sittest on David’s throne, thou, and 
thy servants, and thy people, who enter in by these gates.) 

3 The Lord saith these things, Do ye doom, and rightfulness, and deliver ye him that 
is oppressed by violence from the hand of the false challenger; and do not ye make 
sorry, neither oppress ye wickedly a comeling, and a fatherless child, and a widow, and 
shed ye not out innocent blood in this place. (The Lord saith these things, Do ye justice, and 
uprightness, and rescue ye him who is oppressed by violence from the hand of the oppressor; and 
do not ye make sorry, nor wickedly oppress ye, a newcomer, or a stranger, or a fatherless child, or 
a widow, and pour ye not out innocent blood in this place.) 

4 For if ye doing do this word, (then) kings of the kin of David sitting on his throne shall 
enter [in] by the gates of this house, and shall ascend on chariots and horses, they, and 
the servants, and the people of them. (For if ye do this thing, then kings of the kin of David 
sitting on his throne shall enter in by the gates of this house, or of this palace, and shall come in 
chariots and on horses, they, and their servants, and their people.) 

5 That if ye hear not these words, I swore in myself, saith the Lord, that this house 
shall be into wilderness. (But if ye do not listen to these words, I swore to myself, saith the Lord, 
that this house shall be turned into a wilderness, that is, into an empty ruin.) 

6 For the Lord saith these things on the house of the king of Judah; Gilead, thou art 
to me the head of the Lebanon; credence be not given to me, if I set not thee (into) a 
wilderness, (and) cities (which be) unhabitable. (For the Lord saith these things about the 
house of the king of Judah; thou art to me like Gilead, and like the heights of Lebanon; but credence 
be not given to me, or but no one believe me, if I do not make thee into a wilderness, and a land of 
uninhabited cities.) 
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7 And I shall hallow on thee a man slaying, and his arms, (or And I shall ordain men 
against thee to kill thee with their weapons); and they shall cut down thy chosen cedars, and 
shall cast (them) down into (the) fire. 

8 And many folks shall pass by this city, and each man shall say to his neighbour, Why 
did the Lord thus to this great city? (And people from many nations shall pass by this city, 
and each person shall say to his neighbour, Why did the Lord do thus to this great city?) 

9 And they shall answer, For they forsook the covenant of their Lord God, and 
worshipped alien gods, and served them. (And they shall answer, For they deserted the 
covenant of the Lord their God, and worshipped strange, or foreign, gods, and served them.) 

10 Do not ye beweep him that is dead, neither wail ye on him by weeping; bewail ye 
him that goeth out, for he shall no more turn again, neither he shall see the land of his 
birth. (Do not ye weep for him who is dead, nor wail ye for him with weeping; but wail ye for him 
who goeth out, for he shall no more return, nor shall he see again the land of his birth.) 

11 For the Lord saith these things to Shallum, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, 
that reigned for Josiah, his father, He that went out of this place, shall no more turn 
again hither; (For the Lord saith these things to Shallum, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, 
who reigned for his father Josiah, He who went out of this place, shall no more return here;) 

12 but in the place to which I have translated him, there he shall die, and he shall no 
more see this land. (but in the place to which I have carried him away captive, there he shall 
die, and he shall never see this land again.) 

13 Woe to him that buildeth his house in unrightfulness, and his solars not in doom; 
he shall oppress his friend in vain, and he shall not yield his hire to him. (Woe to him who 
buildeth his house in unrighteousness, and his rooms with injustice; he shall make his neighbours 
work for nothing, and he shall not pay them their wages.) 

14 Which saith, I shall build to me a large house, and wide solars; which openeth 
windows to himself, and maketh couples of cedar, and painteth with red colour. (Who 
saith, I shall build for myself a large house with wide rooms; and I shall cut out windows for it, and 
make couplings out of cedar, and paint it with red colour.) 

15 Whether thou shalt reign, for thou comparisonest thee to a cedar? whether thy 
father ate not, and drank, and did doom and rightfulness then, when it was well to him? 
(Shalt thou reign, because thy cedar is finer in comparison to others? did not thy father eat, and 
drink, and did justly and with righteousness, and was it not well with him?) 

16 He deemed the cause of a poor man, and needy, into his good; whether not therefore 
for he knew me? saith the Lord. (He judged the cases of the poor and the needy, for their good; 
did this not show that he knew me? saith the Lord.) 

17 Forsooth thine eyes and heart be to avarice, and to shed innocent blood, and to 
false challenge, and to the performing of evil work. (But thine eyes and thy heart be turned 
to greed, and to pour out innocent blood, and to oppression, and to the performing of evil work.) 

18 Therefore the Lord saith these things to Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of 
Judah, They shall not bewail him, (and say), Woe brother! and woe sister! they shall not 
sound together to him (and say), Woe lord! and woe noble man! (And so the Lord saith 
these things about Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, They shall not bewail him, and 
say, Woe brother! and woe sister! they shall not sound together for him, and say, Woe lord! and 
woe noble man!) 

19 He shall be buried with the burying of an ass, he shall be rotten, and cast forth 
without the gates of Jerusalem. (He shall be buried like the burying of a donkey, yea, he shall 
be rotten, and thrown outside the gates of Jerusalem.) 

20 Ascend thou on the Lebanon, and cry thou, and give thy voice in Bashan, and cry to 
them that pass forth, for all thy lovers be all-broken. (Go thou up to Lebanon, and cry thou, 
and give thy voice in Bashan, and cry to those who pass forth, for all thy allies be all-broken.) 
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21 | spake to thee in thy plenty, and thou saidest, I shall not hear (or I will not listen to 
thee); this is thy way from thy youth, for thou heardest not my voice. 

22 Wind shall feed all thy shepherds, and thy lovers shall go into captivity; (The wind 
shall carry away all thy shepherds, and thy lovers shall go into captivity; and then thou shalt be 
shamed, and ashamed for all thy malice,) 

23 and then thou that sittest in the Lebanon, and makest (thy) nest in cedars, shalt be 
shamed, and ashamed of all thy malice. How wailedest thou, when sorrows were come 
to thee, as the sorrow of a woman travailing of child? (thou who sittest in Lebanon, and 
makest thy nest in cedars. How thou shalt wail, when sorrows shall come to thee, like the sorrow 
of a woman in labour!) 

24 | live, saith the Lord, for thou Jeconiah”, the son of Jehoiakim, king of Judah, were 
(as) a ring in my right hand, from thence I shall draw away him. (As I live, saith the Lord, 
for thou Jeconiah, the son of Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, were the ring on my right hand, but now 
I shall draw thee away from there.) 

25 And I shall give thee in the hand of them that seek thy life, and in the hand of them 
whose face thou dreadest, and in the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, and in 
the hand of Chaldees. (And I shall give thee into the hands of those who seek thy life, and into 
the hands of those whose faces thou fearest, and into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of 
Babylon, and into the hands of the Chaldeans.) 

26 And I shall send thee, and thy mother that engendered thee, into an alien land, in 
which ye were not born, and there ye shall die; (And I shall send thee, and thy mother who 
begat thee, into a foreign, or a strange, land, where ye were not born, and ye shall die there;) 

27 and they shall not turn again into the land, to which they raise their soul(s), that 
they turn again thither. (and they shall never return to the land, to which they raise up their 
souls, that they could return there.) 

28 Whether this man Jeconiah is(but) an earthen vessel, and all-broken? whether a 
vessel without all-liking? (or but a vessel all despised?) Why (else) be he and his seed cast 
away, and cast forth into a land which they knew not? 

29 Earth, earth, earth, hear thou the word of the Lord. (0 land, land, land, hear thou the 
words of the Lord.) 

30 The Lord saith these things, Write thou this man barren, a man that shall not have 
prosperity in his days; for of his seed shall be no man, that shall sit on the seat of David, 
and have power further in Judah. (The Lord saith these things, Write thou that this man shall 
be barren, and he shall not prosper in all his days; for none of his descendants shall sit on David’s 
throne, or have any power again in Judah.) 


CHAPTER 23 

1 Woe to the shepherds, that scatter and draw the flock of my pasture, saith the Lord. 
(Woe to the shepherds of the people, who scatter and draw away the flock of my pasture, saith the 
Lord.) 

2 Therefore the Lord God of Israel saith these things to the shepherds that feed my 
people, Ye have scattered my flock, and have cast them out, and have not visited them; 
lo! I shall visit on you the malice of your studies, saith the Lord. (And so the Lord God 
of Israel saith these things to the shepherds who feed my people, Ye have scattered my flock, and 
have cast them out, and have not cared for them or and have not watched over them; behold! I 
shall punish you for the malice of your deeds, saith the Lord.) 

3 And I shall gather together the remnants of my flock from all lands, to which I shall 
cast them out thither; and I shall turn them (again) to their fields (or and I shall return 
them to their fields), and they shall increase, and shall be multiplied. 





* 
CHAPTER 22:24 Also known as Coniah and Jehoiachin. 
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4 And! shall raise up shepherds on them, and they shall feed them; they shall no more 
dread, and shall not be afeared, (or and they shall no longer have fear, and shall not be afraid); 
and none shall be sought of the number (of them), saith the Lord. 

5 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall raise a just burgeoning, either seed, to 
David; and he shall reign a king, and he shall be wise, and he shall make doom and 
rightfulness in earth. (Behold! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall raise up a just Burgeoning, 
(or a descendant), of David; and he shall reign a King, and he shall be wise, and he shall make 

judgement and righteousness in all the land or and he shall make Law and justice in all the land.) 

6 In those days Judah shall be saved, and Israel shall dwell trustily; and this is the name 
which they shall call him, The Lord our rightful [or Our rightwise Lord]. 

7 For this thing lo! days come, saith the Lord, and they shall no more say, The Lord 
liveth, that led the sons of Israel out of the land of Egypt; (For this thing behold! days shall 
come, saith the Lord, and they shall no more say, The Lord liveth, who led the Israelites out of the 
land of Egypt;) 

8 but, The Lord liveth, that led out (who led out), and brought (back) the seed of the 
house of Israel from the land of the north, and from all lands to which I had cast them 
out thither; and they shall dwell in their [own] land. 

9 To the prophets; Mine heart is contrite, either all-broken for sorrow, in the midst of 
me, all my bones trembled together; I am made as a man drunken, and as a man wet of 
wine, of the face of the Lord, and of the face of the holy words of him, (or I am made like 
a drunken man, and like one who is wet with wine, because of the Lord, and because of his holy 
words); 

10 for the land is filled with adulterers. For the earth mourned of the face of cursing; 
the fields of desert be made dry, the course of them is made evil, and their strength is 
unlike. (for the land is filled with adulterers. Because of cursing or Because of them, the earth 
mourned; the fields of the desert be made dry, their course is made evil, and their strength is not 
rightly used.) 

11 For why the prophet and the priest be defouled; and in mine house, saith the Lord, 
I found the evil of them. (For the prophet and the priest be defiled; and I found them doing evil, 
even in my own House, saith the Lord.) 

12 Therefore the way of them shall be as slidery thing(s) in darknesses, for they shall 
be hurtled, either shoved, and shall fall down therein; for I shall bring on them evils, 
the year of [the] visitation of them, saith the Lord. (And so their way shall be slippery in the 
darkness, for they shall be hurtled, or shall be shoved, and shall fall down there; for I shall bring 
in evil upon them, yea, the time of their punishment, saith the Lord.) 

13 And in the prophets of Samaria I saw fondness, and they prophesied in Baal, and 
deceived my people Israel. (And I saw Samaria’s prophets to be foolish, for they prophesied in 
Baal’s name, and deceived my people Israel.) 

14 And inthe prophets of Jerusalem I saw, (in) likeness, adultery, and the way of leasing; 
and they comforted the hands of the worst men, that each man should not convert from 
his malice; all they be made as Sodom to me, and all the dwellers thereof be made as 
Gomorrah. (And in the lives of the prophets of Jerusalem, I saw adultery, and the way of lies; and 
they strengthened the hands of the worst people, so that no one would not turn away from their 
own malice; yea, they all be made like Sodom to me, and all its inhabitants be made like Gomorrah.) 

15 Therefore the Lord of hosts saith these things to the prophets, Lo! I shall feed them 
with wormwood, and I shall give drink to them with gall; for why defouling is gone out 
of the prophets of Jerusalem on all the land. (And so the Lord of hosts saith these things to 
the prophets, Behold! I shall feed them with wormwood, and I shall give them gall to drink; for 
defiling hath gone out from the prophets of Jerusalem upon all the land.) 

16 The Lord of hosts saith these things, Do not ye hear the words of [the] prophets, that 
prophesy to you, and deceive you; they speak the vision of their heart, not of the mouth 
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of the Lord. (The Lord of hosts saith these things, Do not ye listen to the words of the prophets, 
who prophesy to you, and deceive you; they speak the vision of their own hearts, and not from the 
mouth of the Lord.) 

17 They say to them that blaspheme me, The Lord spake, Peace shall be to you; and 
they said to each man that goeth in the shrewdness of his heart, Evil shall not come [up] 
on you. (They say to those who blaspheme me, The Lord spoke, Peace shall be to you; and they 
said to each person who goeth in the depravity of his own heart, Evil shall not come upon you.) 


18 For why who is present in the counsel of the Lord (or For who hath stood in the council 
of the Lord), and saw, and heard his word? who beheld, and heard the word of him? 


19 Lo! the whirlwind of the Lord’s indignation shall go out, and tempest breaking [out] 
shall come on the head of wicked men. 

20 The strong vengeance of the Lord shall not turn again, till that he do, and till that 
he [ful] fill the thought of his heart. In the last days ye shall understand the counsel of 
him. 

21 [ sent not the prophets, and they ran; I spake not to them, and they prophesied. 

22 If they had stood in my counsel, and had made known my words to my people, 
forsooth I had turned them away from their evil way, and from their worst thoughts. 
(But if they had stood in my council, and had told out my words to my people, then they would 
have turned them away from their evil ways, and from their worst thoughts.) 

23 Guessest thou, whether I am God of nigh, saith the Lord, and not God afar? (Thinkest 
thou, that I am the God of near at hand, but not also the God of far away?) 

24 A man shall not be privy in hid places, and I shall not see him, saith the Lord. 
Whether | fill not heaven and earth? saith the Lord. (Shall a man hide himself in a secret 
place, and shall I not see him? saith the Lord. Do I not fill heaven and the earth? saith the Lord.) 

25 | heard what things the prophets said, prophesying leasing in my name (or 
prophesying lies in my name), and saying, I dreamed dreams. 

26 How long is this thing in the heart of (the) prophets, prophesying leasing (or 
prophesying lies), and prophesying the deceit of their (own) heart? 

27 Which will make, that my people forget my name for the dreams of them, which 
each man telleth to his neighbour, as the fathers of them forgat my name for Baal. 
(Who desire to make my people forget my name by their dreams, which each person telleth to 
his neighbour, like their forefathers forgot my name for Baal.) 

28 A prophet that hath a dream, tell a dream; and he that hath my word, speak verily 
my word, (or A prophet who hath a dream, tell a dream; and he who hath my word, truthfully 
speak my word). What is with [the] chaffs to the wheat? saith the Lord. 

29 Whether my words be not as fire burning, saith the Lord, and as an hammer all- 
breaking a stone? (Be not my words like a burning fire, saith the Lord, and like a hammer 
breaking a stone to pieces?) 

30 Therefore lo! I am ready to the prophets, saith the Lord, that steal my words, each 
man from his neighbour. (And so behold! I am against the prophets, saith the Lord, who steal 
my words, each one from their neighbour, for their own use.) 

31 Lo! Ito the prophets, saith the Lord, that take their tongues, and say, The Lord saith. 
(Behold! I am against the prophets, saith the Lord, who use their tongues, and say, The Lord saith.) 

32 Lo! I to the prophets, dreaming leasing, saith the Lord; which told them, and 
deceived my people in their leasing, and in their miracles, when I had not sent them, 
neither had commanded to them; which profited nothing to this people, saith the Lord. 
(Behold! I am against the prophets, who dreamed lies, saith the Lord; and then told them out, and 
deceived my people with their lies, and with their miracles, when I had not sent them, nor had 
commanded to them; yea, which profited nothing for this people, saith the Lord.) 
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33 Therefore if this people, either (a) prophet, either (a) priest, asketh thee, and saith, 
What is the burden of the Lord? thou shalt say to them, Ye be the burden, for I shall cast 
you away, saith the Lord; 

34 and (as for) a prophet, and a priest, and the people, that saith, The burden of the 
Lord, I shall visit on that man, and on his house. (and as for a prophet, and a priest, and the 
people, who saith, The burden of the Lord, I shall punish that man, and his house.) 

35 Ye shall say these things, each man to his neighbour, and to his brother, What 
answered the Lord? and, What spake the Lord? 

36 For the burden of the Lord shall no more be remembered, and the word of each 
man shall be (the) burden to him; and ye have perverted the words of [the] living God, of 
the Lord of hosts, your God. (For the burden of the Lord shall no more be remembered, and the 
word of each person shall be his own burden; for ye have perverted the words of the living God, the 
words of the Lord of hosts, your God.) 

37 Thou shalt say these things to the prophet, What answered the Lord to thee? and, 
What spake the Lord? 

38 Forsooth if ye say, The burden of the Lord, for this thing the Lord saith these things, 
For ye said this word, The burden of the Lord, and I sent to you, and I said, Do not ye say, 
The burden of the Lord; 

39 therefore lo! I shall take you away, and shall bear, and I shall forsake you, and the 
city which I gave to you, and to your fathers, from my face. (and so behold! I shall carry 
you out, and I shall leave you there, yea, I shall throw away from my sight both you, and the city 
which I gave to you, and your forefathers.) 

40 And I shall give you into everlasting shame, and into everlasting scandal, that shall 
never be done away by forgetting. 


CHAPTER 24 

1 The Lord showed to me, and lo! two panniers full of figs were set before the temple 
of the Lord, after that Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, translated Jeconiah, the son 
of Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, and the princes of him, and a subtle craftsman, and a 
goldsmith, from Jerusalem, and brought them into Babylon. (The Lord showed to me, and 
behold! two baskets full of figs (were) put before the Temple of the Lord, after that Nebuchadnezzar, 
the king of Babylon, had carried away captive Jeconiah, the son of Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, and 
his princes, (or his leaders), and the craftsmen, and the goldsmiths, from Jerusalem, and brought 
them to Babylon.) 

2 And one pannier had full good figs, as figs of the first time be wont to be; and one 
pannier had full evil figs, that might not be eaten, for those were evil figs. 

3 And the Lord said to me, Jeremy, what thing seest thou? And I said, Figs, good figs, 
full good; and evil figs, full evil, that may not be eaten, for those be evil figs. (And the 
Lord said to me, Jeremiah, what seest thou? And I said, Figs, good figs, very good; and bad figs, 
very bad, that cannot be eaten, for they be bad, or rotten, figs.) 

4 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

5 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, As these figs be good, so I shall know the 
transmigration of Judah, which I sent out from this place into the land of Chaldees, into 
good. (The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Like these figs be good, so I consider those of Judah 
who be carried away captive, yea, whom I sent out from this place to the land of the Chaldeans, to 
be good.) 

6 And I shall set mine eyes on them to please (or And I shall put my eyes on them to do good 
for them), and I shall bring them again into this land; and I shall build them, and I shall 
not destroy them; and I shall plant them, and I shall not draw (them) up by the root. 

7 And I shall give to them an heart, that they (would) know me, for I am the Lord; and 
they shall be into a people to me, and I shall be into God to them, for they shall turn 
again to me in all their heart. (And I shall give them a heart, that they would desire to know 
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me, for I am the Lord; and they shall be my people, and I shall be their God, for they shall return 
to me with all their heart.) 

8 And as the worst figs be, that may not be eaten, for those be evil figs, the Lord saith 
these things, So I shall give Zedekiah, the king of Judah, and the princes of him, and 
other men of Jerusalem, that dwell in this city, and that dwell in the land of Egypt. (And 
as for the worst figs that cannot be eaten, for they be evil figs, saith the Lord, so I shall consider 
Zedekiah, the king of Judah, and his princes, or his leaders, and the other people of Jerusalem, who 
live in this city, and who live in the land of Egypt.) 

9 And I shall give them into travailing and (into) torment in all (the) realms of (the) 
earth, into reproof (or into reproach), and into parable, and into a proverb, and into 
cursing, in all places to which I casted them out. 

10 And I shall send in them sword, and hunger, and pestilence, till they be wasted from 
the land which I gave to them, and to the fathers of them. (And I shall send against them 
the sword, and hunger, and pestilence, until they be wasted from off the land which I gave to them, 
and to their forefathers.) 


CHAPTER 25 

1 The word of the Lord, that was made to Jeremy, of all the people of Judah, in the 
fourth year of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, after that Jeconiah was 
translated into Babylon; that is the first year of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon; (The 
word of the Lord, that was made to Jeremiah, about all the people of Judah, in the fourth year of 
Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, after that Jehoahaz was carried away captive to 
Egypt; that was the first year of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon;) 

2 which word Jeremy, the prophet, spake to all the people of Judah, and to all the 
dwellers of Jerusalem, and said, (which word the prophet Jeremiah spoke to all the people of 
Judah, and to all the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and said,) 

3 From the thirteenth year of the realm of Josiah, the son of Amon, the king of Judah, 
unto this day, this is the three and twentieth year, (that) the word of the Lord was made 
to me; and I spake to you, and I rose (up) by night and spake, and ye heard not (or but ye 
would not listen). 

4 And the Lord sent to you all his servants (the) prophets, and rose (up) full early, and 
sent, and ye heard not (or but you would not listen), neither ye bowed [in] your ears, for to 
hear; 

5 when he said, Turn ye again, each man from his evil way, and from your worst 
thoughts, and ye shall dwell in the land which the Lord gave to you, and to your fathers, 
from the world and till into the world. (when they said, Turn ye, each person, from your evil 
ways, and from your worst thoughts, and ye shall live in the land which the Lord gave to you, and 
to your forefathers, forever and ever.) 

6 And do not ye go after alien gods, (saith the Lord), that ye serve them, and worship 
them, neither stir ye me to wrathfulness, in the works of your hands, and I shall not 
torment you. (And do not ye go after strange, or foreign, gods, saith the Lord, so that ye serve 
them, and worship them, nor stir ye me to anger, with the works of your hands, and I shall not 
torment you.) 

7 And ye heard not me, saith the Lord, that ye stirred me to wrathfulness in the works 
of your hands, into your [own] evil. (But ye would not listen to me, saith the Lord, and ye stirred 
me to anger with the works of your hands, to your own harm.) 

8 Therefore the Lord of hosts saith these things, For that that ye heard not my words, 
(And so the Lord of hosts saith these things, Because ye did not listen to, or obey, my words,) 

9 lo! I shall send (for), and take all the kindreds of the north, saith the Lord, and 
Nebuchadnezzar, my servant, the king of Babylon; and I shall bring them on this land, 
and on the dwellers thereof, and on all nations, that be in the compass thereof, (or behold! 
I shall send for all the tribes of the north, saith the Lord, and my servant Nebuchadnezzar, the king 
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of Babylon; and I shall bring them against this land, and its inhabitants, and all the nations that be 
all around it); and I shall slay them, and I shall set them into wondering, and into hissing, 
and into everlasting wildernesses. 

10 And I shall lose of them the voice of joy, and the voice of gladness, the voice of 
spouse, and the voice of spousess, the voice of [the] quern, and the light of the lantern. 
(And I shall take from them the sound of joy, and the sound of happiness, the voice of the spouse, 
and the voice of the spousess, the sound of the quern, and the light of the lantern.) 

11 And all the land thereof shall be into wilderness, and into wondering; and all these 
folks shall serve the king of Babylon seventy years. 

12 And when seventy years be [ful] filled, I shall visit on the king of Babylon, and on 
that folk, (for) the wickedness of them, saith the Lord, and on the land of Chaldees, and I 
shall set it into everlasting wildernesses. (And when seventy years be fulfilled, I shall punish 
the king of Babylon, and that nation, saith the Lord, for their wickedness, and I shall make the 
land of the Chaldeans into an everlasting wilderness.) 

13 And I shall bring on that land all my words which I spake against it, all thing that 
is written in this book; whatever things Jeremy prophesied against all folks (or whatever 
Jeremiah prophesied against all the nations); 

14 for they served to them, when they were many folks, and great kings; and I shall 
yield to them after the works of them, and after the deeds of their hands. (and then they 
shall serve many nations, and great kings; and so I shall yield to them after their works, and after 
the deeds of their own hands.) 

15 For the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith thus, Take thou the cup of wine of this 
strong vengeance from mine hand, and thou shall pour out drink thereof to all heathen 
men, to which I shall send thee. 

16 And they shall drink, and shall be troubled, and shall be mad, of the face of sword, 
which I shall send among them. (And they shall drink it, and shall be troubled, and shall go 
mad, in the face of the sword, which I shall send among them.) 

17 And I took the cup from the hand of the Lord, and I poured out drink to all folks, to 
which the Lord sent me; (And I took the cup from the Lord’s hand, and I poured out drink to all 
the nations, to which the Lord had sent me;) 

18 to Jerusalem, and to all the cities of Judah, and to the kings thereof, and to the 
princes thereof; that I should give them into wilderness, and into wondering, and into 
hissing, and into cursing, as this day is, (or yea, to make them into wilderness, and into 
wondering, and into hissing, and into cursing, as it is this day); 

19 to Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, and to his servants, and to his princes, and to all his 
people; 

20 and to all men generally, to all the kings of the land (of) Uz, and to all the kings of 
the land of Philistines, and to Ashkelon, and to Azzah, and to Ekron, and to the residues 
of Ashdod (or and to the remnant of Ashdod); 

21 to Idumea, and to Moab, and to the sons of Ammon; (to Edom, and to Moab, and to the 
Ammonites;) 

22 and to all the kings of Tyrus (or and to all the kings of Tyre), and to all the kings of 
Sidon, and to the kings of the land of isles that be beyond the sea; 

23 and to Dedan, and Tema, and Buz, and to all men that be clipped on the long hair 
(or and to all the men who clip their long hair); 

24 and to all the kings of Arabia, and to all the kings of the west, that dwell in desert 
(or who live in the desert); 

25 and to all the kings of Zimri, and to all the kings of Elam, and to all the kings of 
Medes (or and to all the kings of Media); 
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26 and to all the kings of the north, of nigh and of far, to each man against his brother; 
and to all the realms of earth, that be on the face thereof; and (the) king (of) Sheshach* 
shall drink after them. (and to all the kings of the north, of near and of far away, to each 
person and their kin; and to all the kingdoms of the earth, that be on the face of it; and the king of 
Sheshach, that is, the king of Babylon, shall drink after them.) 

27 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, 
Drink ye, and be ye drunken, and spew ye, and fall ye down, and do not ye rise (up) from 
the face of [the] sword which I shall send among you. 

28 And when they will not take the cup from thine hand (or And if they refuse to take the 
cup from thy hand), (so) that they drink, thou shalt say to them, The Lord of hosts saith 
these things, Ye drinking shall drink; 

29 for lo! in the city in which my name is called to help, I begin to torment, and shall 
ye as innocents be without pain? ye shall not be without pain, for I call (for the) sword on 
all the dwellers of earth, saith the Lord of hosts. (for behold! in the city in which my name is 
called on for help or in the city which is called by my name, I shall begin to torment it, and shall 
ye, as innocents, be without pain? ye shall not be without pain, for I shall call for the sword on all 
the inhabitants of the earth, saith the Lord of hosts.) 

30 And thou shalt prophesy to them all these words, and thou shalt say to them, The 
Lord shall roar from on high, and from his holy dwelling place he shall give his voice; he 
roaring shall roar on his fairness; a merry song, as of men treading in pressers, shall be 
sung against all [the] dwellers of earth. (And thou shalt prophesy to them all these words, and 
thou shalt say to them, The Lord shall roar from on high, and he shall give his voice from his holy 
dwelling place; he roaring shall roar across the heavens; and a happy song, like when people tread 
the winepresses, shall be sung against all the inhabitants of the earth.) 

31 [The] Sound is come unto the last parts of [the] earth, for why doom is to the Lord 
with folks, he is deemed with each flesh; the Lord saith, I have given wicked men to the 
sword. (The sound shall come unto the last parts of the earth, for the Lord shall judge the nations, 
yea, he shall judge all flesh, and he shall give the wicked ones to the sword. Thus saith the Lord.) 

32 The Lord of hosts saith these things, Lo! torment shall go out from folk into folk, 
and a great whirlwind shall go out from the ends of [the] earth. 

33 And the slain men of the Lord shall be in that day from the end of the earth unto 
the end thereof; they shall not be bewailed, neither shall be gathered together, neither 
shall be buried; they shall lie into a dunghill on the face of [the] earth. (And on that day, 
the people killed by the Lord shall lie flat on the earth from one end to the other; they shall not be 
bewailed, nor shall they be gathered together, nor shall they be buried, but they shall lie upon the 
face of the earth like a mound of dung.) 

34 Yell, ye shepherds, and cry, and, ye principals of the flock, besprinkle you with ashes; 
for your days be [ful] filled, that ye be slain, and your scatterings be (ful) filled, and ye 
shall fall as precious vessels. (Yell, ye shepherds of the people, and cry aloud, and besprinkle 
yourselves with ashes, ye principal men, or ye leaders, of the flock; for your days be fulfilled, and 
now ye shall be killed, and your scatterings be fulfilled, and now ye shall fall like precious vessels.) 

35 And fleeing shall perish from [the] shepherds, and saving shall perish from the 
principals of the flock. (And there shall be no escape for the shepherds of the people, yea, no 
salvation for the principal men, or the leaders, of the flock.) 

36 The voice of the cry of shepherds, and the yelling of the principals of the flock, for 
the Lord hath wasted the pastures of them. (Hear the sound of the cry of the shepherds of 
the people, and the yelling of the principal men, or of the leaders, of the flock, for the Lord hath 
destroyed their pastures.) 





* 
CHAPTER 25:26 Sheshach is another name for Babylon. 
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37 And the fields of peace were still(ed), for the face of [the] wrath of the strong 
vengeance of the Lord. (And the peaceful fields were wasted, by the anger of the strong 
vengeance of the Lord.) 

38 He as a lion hath forsaken his tabernacle, for the land of them is made into 
desolation, of the face of (the) wrath of the culver, and of the face of (the) wrath of the 
strong vengeance of the Lord. (They have deserted their tents like a lion hath deserted his 
den, for their land is made into desolation, by the cruel sword, and by the anger of his strong 
vengeance.) 


CHAPTER 26 
1In the beginning of the realm of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, king of Judah, this word 


was made of the Lord, and said, (At the beginning of the reign of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, 
the king of Judah, this word of the Lord was made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 The Lord said these things, Stand thou in the foreyard of the house of the Lord, and 
thou shalt speak to all the cities of Judah, from which they come for to worship in the 
house of the Lord, all the words which I command to thee, that thou speak to them; 
do not thou withdraw a word; (The Lord said these things, Stand thou in the courtyard of the 
House of the Lord, and thou shalt speak to all people of the cities of Judah, from which they come 
in order to worship in the House of the Lord, all the words which I command thee, that thou speak 
to them; do not thou withhold one word;) 

3 if peradventure they hear, and be converted, each man from his evil way, and it 
repent me of the evil, which I thought to do to them, for the malices of their studies. (if 
perhaps they hear, and each person turn from his evil ways, and then I shall repent for the evil, 
which I had thought to do to them, for the malice of their deeds.) 

4 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, If ye hear not me, that ye 
go in my law which I gave to you, (And thou shalt say to them, The Lord saith these things, If 
ye do not listen to me, so that ye go in my Law which I gave to you,) 

5 that ye hear the words of my servants, (the) prophets, which I rising by night, and 
(ad)dressing, sent to you, and ye heard not; (and that ye hear the words of my servants, the 
prophets, which I rising up by night, and directing, sent to you, but ye did not listen to them;) 

6 | shall give this house as Shiloh, and I shall give this city into cursing to all folks of 
earth. (then I shall make this House like Shiloh, and I shall give this city into cursing by all the 
nations of the earth.) 

7 And the priests, and prophets, and all the people heard Jeremy speaking these words 
in the house of the Lord. (And the priests, and the prophets, and all the people heard Jeremiah 
speaking these words in the House of the Lord.) 

8 And when Jeremy had [ful] filled speaking all things, which the Lord had commanded 
to him, that he should speak to all the people, the priests, and [the] prophets, and all the 
people took him, and said, Die he by death (or He must die!); 

° why prophesied he in the name of the Lord, and said, This house shall be as Shiloh, 
and this city shall be desolate, for no dweller there is? And all the people was gathered 
together against Jeremy, in the house of the Lord. (why did he prophesy in the name of the 
Lord, and said, This House shall be like Shiloh, and this city shall be made desolate, for there shall 
be no inhabitants here? And all the people were gathered together against Jeremiah, in the House 
of the Lord.) 

10 And the princes of Judah heard all these words; and they ascended from the king’s 
house into the house of the Lord, and sat in the entering of the new gate of the house of 
the Lord. (And the princes,or the leaders, of Judah heard all these words; and they went up from 
the king’s house to the House of the Lord, and sat at the entrance of the New Gate of the House of 
the Lord.) 
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11 And the priests and [the] prophets spake to the princes, and to all the people, and 
said, Doom of death is to this man (or A judgement, or a sentence, of death is given to this 
man), for he prophesied against this city, as ye heard with your (own) ears. 

12 And Jeremy said to all the princes (or And Jeremiah said to all the leaders), and to all 
the people, saying, The Lord sent me, that I should prophesy to this house, and to this 
city, all the words which ye heard. 

13 Now therefore make ye good your ways, and your studies, and hear ye the voice of 
your Lord God; and it shall repent the Lord of the evil which he spake against you. (And 
so now if ye make good your ways, and your deeds, and listen to the voice of the Lord your God, 
then the Lord shall repent for the evil which he spoke against you.) 

14 Lo! forsooth I am in your hands; do ye to me, as it is good and rightful before your 
eyes. 

15 Nevertheless know ye, and [well] know, that if ye slay me, ye shall betray innocent 
blood against yourselves, and against this city, and the dwellers thereof; for in truth the 
Lord sent me to you, that I should speak in your ears all these words. (Nevertheless know 
ye, and know ye well, that if ye kill me, ye shall betray innocent blood against yourselves, and 
against this city, and its inhabitants; for in all truth, the Lord hath sent me to you, so that I could 
speak all these words in your ears.) 

16 And the princes and all the people said to the priests and prophets, Doom of death 
is not to this man; for he spake to us in the name of our Lord God. (And the princes, or 
the leaders, and all the people said to the priests and the prophets, A judgement, or a sentence, of 
death should not be given to this man; for he spoke to us in the name of the Lord our God.) 

17 Therefore men of the elder men of the land rose up, and said to all the company 
of the people, and spake, (And so some of the elders of the land rose up, and spoke to all the 
company of the people, and said,) 

18 Micah of Moresheth was a prophet in the days of Hezekiah, king of Judah; and he 
said to all the people of Judah, saying, The Lord of hosts saith these things, Zion shall be 
eared as a field, and Jerusalem shall be into an heap of stones, and the hill of the house of 
the Lord shall be into high things of woods. (Micah of Moresheth was a prophet in the days of 
Hezekiah, the king of Judah; and he said to all the people of Judah, saying, The Lord of hosts saith 
these things, Zion shall be plowed like a field, and Jerusalem shall become a heap of stones, and 
the hill of the House of the Lord shall become the high places of a forest.) 

19 Whether Hezekiah, king of Judah, and all Judah condemned him by death? Whether 
they dreaded not the Lord, and besought the face of the Lord? and it repented the Lord 
of the evil which he spake against them. Therefore do we not great evil against our souls. 
(Did Hezekiah, the king of Judah, and all Judah condemn him to death? Rather, did they not fear 
the Lord, and besought the face of the Lord? and then the Lord repented for the evil which he spoke 
against them. And so let us not do this great evil against ourselves.) 

20 Also Urijah, the son of Shemaiah, of Kiriathjearim, was a man prophesying in the 
name of the Lord; and he prophesied against this city, and against this land, by all the 
words of Jeremy (or with words like those of Jeremiah). 

21 And king Jehoiakim, and all the mighty men, and princes of them (or and their 
leaders), heard these words; and the king sought to slay him; and Urijah heard, and 
dreaded, and he fled, and entered into Egypt. 

22 And king Jehoiakim sent men into Egypt, (namely), Elnathan, the son of Achbor, and 
(the other) men with him, into Egypt; 

23 and they led Urijah out of Egypt, and brought him to king Jehoiakim; and the king 
killed him with sword, and casted forth his carrion in the sepulchres of the common 
people unnoble. (and they led Urijah out of Egypt, and brought him to King Jehoiakim; and the 
king killed him with a sword, and cast forth his dead body onto the graves of the common, or the 
unnoble, people.) 
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24 Therefore the hand of Ahikam, son of Shaphan, was with Jeremy, that he was not 
betaken into the hands of the people, and that it killed not him. (And so the hand, or the 
power, of Ahikam, the son of Shaphan, was with Jeremiah, so that he was not delivered into the 
hands of the people, and so that they did not kill him.) 


CHAPTER 27 

1Tn the beginning of the realm of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, king of Judah, this word 
was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (At the beginning of the reign of Jehoiakim, the son 
of Josiah, the king of Judah, this word of the Lord was made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 The Lord saith these things to me, Make thou to thee bonds and chains, and thou 
shalt put them in thy neck (or and thou shalt put them on, or around, thy neck); 

3 and thou shalt send those to the king of Edom, and to the king of Moab, and to the 
king of the sons of Ammon (or and to the king of the Ammonites), and to the king of Tyre, 
and to the king of Sidon, by the hand of [the] messengers that came to Jerusalem, and to 
Zedekiah, king of Judah. 

4 And thou shalt command to them, that they speak to their lords, (and say), The Lord 
of hosts, God of Israel saith these things, Ye shall say these things to your lords, 

5 | made earth, and man, and beasts that be on the face of all earth, in my great 
strength, and in mine arm holden forth; and I gave it to him that pleased (me) before 
mine eyes. (I made the earth, and the people, and all the beasts that be upon the face of the 
earth, by my great strength, and by my arm stretched forth; and I gave it to those who pleased my 
eyes.) 

6 And now therefore I gave all these lands in the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, my servant, 
the king of Babylon; furthermore and I gave to him the beasts of the field, that they serve 
him. (And so now I have given all of these lands into the hands, or into the power, of my servant 
Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon; and I have even given him the beasts of the field, so that 
they would serve him.) 

7 And all folks shall serve him, and his son, and the son of his son, till the time of his 
land and of him come; and many folks and great kings shall serve him. (And all the nations 
shall serve him, and his son, and the son of his son, until the time of the end for his own land come; 
yea, many nations and great kings shall serve him.) 

8 Forsooth the folk and realm that serveth not Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, and 
whoever boweth not his neck under the yoke of the king of Babylon, I shall visit on 
that folk in sword, and hunger, and pestilence, saith the Lord, till I waste them in his 
hand. (But the nation, or the kingdom, that serveth not Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, 
and whoever boweth not his neck under the yoke of the king of Babylon, I shall punish that nation 
with the sword, and hunger, and pestilence, saith the Lord, until I destroy them by his hand, or by 
his power.) 

9 Therefore do not ye hear your prophets, and false diviners, and dreamers, and 
diviners by (the) chittering and flying of birds, and witches, that say to you, Ye shall 
not serve the king of Babylon; 

10 for they prophesy a leasing to you, that they make you far from your land, and cast 
out you, and ye perish. (for they prophesy a lie to you, so that they make you far from your 
land, and cast you out, and ye perish.) 

11 Certainly the folk that maketh subject their noll under the yoke of the king of 
Babylon, and serveth him, I shall leave, either deliver, it in his (own) land, saith the Lord; 
and it shall till that land, and shall dwell therein. (Truly the nation that maketh subject their 
necks under the yoke of the king of Babylon, and serveth him, I shall leave them in their own land, 
saith the Lord; and they shall till that land, and shall live there.) 

12 And I spake by all these words to Zedekiah, king of Judah, and I said, Make ye subject 
your necks under the yoke of the king of Babylon, and serve ye him, and his people, and 
ye shall live. 
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13 Why shall ye die, thou and thy people, by sword, and hunger, and pestilence, as the 
Lord spake to the folk, that would not serve to the king of Babylon? (Why shall ye die, thou 
and thy people, by the sword, and hunger, and pestilence, as the Lord said would happen to any 
nation, that would not serve the king of Babylon?) 

14 Do not ye hear the words of prophets saying to you, Ye shall not serve the king of 
Babylon; for they speak leasing to you (or for they say lies to you), 

15 for I sent not them, saith the Lord; and they prophesy falsely in my name, that they 
cast out you, and that ye perish, both ye and the prophets that prophesy to you. (for I did 
not send them, saith the Lord; and they prophesy falsely in my name, and so I shall cast you out, 
and ye shall perish, both ye and the prophets who prophesy to you.) 

16 And I spake to the priests, and to this people, and I said, The Lord God saith these 
things, Do not ye hear the words of your prophets, that prophesy to you, and say, Lo! 
the vessels of the (house of the) Lord shall turn again now soon from Babylon; for they 
prophesy a leasing to you. (And I spoke to the priests, and to this people, and I said, The Lord 
God saith these things, Do not ye listen to the words of your prophets, who prophesy to you, and 
say, Behold! the vessels of the House of the Lord shall soon be brought back from Babylon; for they 
prophesy a lie to you.) 

17 Therefore do not ye hear them, but serve ye the king of Babylon, that ye live; why 
is this city given into wilderness? (And so do not ye listen to them, but serve ye the king of 
Babylon, so that ye can live; why should this city be turned into a wilderness?) 

18 And if they be prophets, and if the word of God is in them, run they (now) to the Lord 
of hosts, (and plead) that the vessels, which were left in the house of the Lord, and in the 
house of the king of Judah, and in Jerusalem, come not into Babylon (or be not taken away 
to Babylon). 

19 For the Lord of hosts saith these things to the pillars, and to the sea, that is, a great 
washing vessel, and to the foundaments, and to the remnants of [the] vessels, that were 
left in this city, (For the Lord of hosts saith these things about the pillars, and the sea, that is, a 
great washing vessel, and their bases, and the remnants of the vessels, that were left in this city,) 

20 which Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, took not, when he translated Jeconiah (or 
when he carried away captive Jeconiah), the son of Jehoiakim, king of Judah, from Jerusalem 
into Babylon, and all the principal men of Judah and of Jerusalem. 

21 For the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things to the vessels that be left in 
the house of the Lord, and in the house of the king of Judah, and in Jerusalem, (For the 
Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things about the vessels that be left in the House of the 
Lord, and in the house of the king of Judah, and in Jerusalem,) 

22 They shall be translated, either led over, into Babylon, and shall be (left) there unto 
the day of their visitation, saith the Lord; and (then) I shall make those to be brought 
(back), and to be restored in this place. 


CHAPTER 28 

1 And it was done in that year, in the beginning of the realm of Zedekiah (or at the 
beginning of the reign of Zedekiah), king of Judah, in the fourth year, in the fifth month, 
Hananiah, the son of Azur, a prophet of Gibeon, said to me in the house of the Lord, 
before the priests, and all the people, saying, 

2 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, I have all-broken the yoke of the 
king of Babylon. 

3 Yet two years of days (shall) there be, and (then) I shall make to be brought again to 
this place all the vessels of the Lord, which Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, took from 
this place, and translated them into Babylon (or and carried them away to Babylon). 

4 And I shall turn (again) to this place, saith the Lord, Jeconiah, the son of Jehoiakim, 
the king of Judah, and all the passing over of Judah, that entered into Babylon; for I shall 
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all-break the yoke of the king of Babylon. (And I shall bring back to this place Jeconiah, the 
son of Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, and all the captives of Judah, who were taken to Babylon, saith 
the Lord; for I shall all-break the yoke of the king of Babylon.) 

5 And Jeremy, the prophet, said to Hananiah, the prophet, before the eyes of priests, 
and before the eyes of all the people that stood in the house of the Lord. (And the prophet 
Jeremiah spoke to the prophet Hananiah, before the priests, and before all the people who stood in 
the House of the Lord.) 

6 And Jeremy, the prophet, said to Hananiah, Amen! so do the Lord; the Lord raise (up) 
thy words which thou prophesiedest, that the vessels be brought again into the house of 
the Lord, and all the passing over from Babylon, to this place. (And the prophet Jeremiah 
said to Hananiah, Amen! may the Lord do so; yea, may the Lord raise up the words which thou 
hast prophesied, so that the vessels of the House of the Lord, and all the captives, be brought back 
from Babylon to this place.) 

7 Nevertheless hear thou this word, which I speak in thine ears, and in the ears of all 
the people. 

8 Prophets that were before me, and before thee, from the beginning, and prophesied 
on many lands, and on many realms, of battle, and of torment, and of hunger. (The 
prophets who were before me, and before thee, from the beginning prophesied of battle, and of 
torment, and of hunger, for many lands, and for many kingdoms.) 

° The prophet that prophesied peace (or But the prophet who prophesied peace), when his 
word cometh, shall be known (as) the prophet whom the Lord sent in truth. 

10 And Hananiah, the prophet, took the chain from the neck of Jeremy, the prophet, 
and brake it. 

11 And Hananiah, the prophet, spake in the sight of all the people, saying, The Lord 
saith these things, So I shall break the yoke of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, after 
two years of days, from the neck of all folks. And Jeremy, the prophet, went into his way, 
(or And the prophet Jeremiah went on his way). 

12 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, after that Hananiah, the prophet, 
brake the chain from the neck of Jeremy; and the Lord said, 

13 Go thou, and say to Hananiah, The Lord saith these things, Thou hast all-broken the 
chains of wood, and thou shalt make iron chains for them (or but now thou shalt get iron 
chains in place of them). 

14 For the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, I have set an iron yoke on 
the neck of all these folks, (so) that they serve Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, and 
(that) they shall serve him (well); furthermore and I gave to him the beasts of [the] earth 
(or and I have even given him all the beasts of the field). 

15 And Jeremy, the prophet, said to Hananiah, the prophet, Hananiah, hear thou; the 
Lord sent not thee, and thou madest this people for to trust in leasing. (And the prophet 
Jeremiah said to the prophet Hananiah, Hananiah, listen thou; the Lord did not send thee, and 
thou madest this people to trust in lies or to believe lies.) 

16 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall send thee out from the face of [the] 
earth; in this year thou shalt die, for thou spakest against the Lord. 

17 And Hananiah, the prophet, died in that year, in the seventh month. (And the prophet 
Hananiah died that year, in the seventh month.) 


CHAPTER 29 
1 And these be the words of the book, which Jeremy, the prophet, sent from Jerusalem 
to the residues of [the] elder men of [the] passing over, (or And these be the words of the 
letter, which the prophet Jeremiah sent from Jerusalem, to the remaining elders among those 
carried away captive), and to the priests, and to the prophets, and to all the people, whom 
Nebuchadnezzar had led over from Jerusalem into Babylon, 
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2 after that Jeconiah, the king, went out, and the lady, and the honest servants and 
chaste, and the princes of Judah went out of Jerusalem, and a subtle craftsman, and a 
goldsmith of Jerusalem, (after that King Jeconiah, and the queen mother, and the honest and 
chaste servants, or the eunuchs, and the princes, or the leaders, of Judah and of Jerusalem, and 
the craftsmen, and the goldsmiths, had left Jerusalem,) 

3 in the hand of Elasah, (the) son of Shaphan, and of Gemariah, the son of Hilkiah, which 
Zedekiah, king of Judah, sent to Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, into Babylon. And 
Jeremy said, (by the hand of Elasah, the son of Shaphan, and of Gemariah, the son of Hilkiah, 
whom Zedekiah, the king of Judah, sent to Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, in Babylon. And 
Jeremiah said,) 

4 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things to all the passing over, which 
I translated from Jerusalem into Babylon, (The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these 
things to all those, whom I carried away captive from Jerusalem to Babylon,) 

5 Build ye houses, and inhabit (them), and plant ye orchards, and eat ye [the] fruit of 
them; 

6 take ye wives, and engender ye sons and daughters, and give ye wives to your sons, 
and give ye your daughters to husbands, and bear they sons and daughters; and be ye 
multiplied there, and do not ye be few in number. 

7 And seek ye [the] peace of the cities, to which I made you to pass over; and pray ye 
the Lord for it, for in the peace thereof shall be peace to you. (And seek ye the peace of any 
city, to which I made you to be carried away captive; yea, pray ye to the Lord for it, for in its peace 
shall be peace for you.) 

8 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Your prophets, that be in the 
midst of you, and your diviners, deceive you not, (or Let not your prophets, and your diviners, 
who be in the midst of you, deceive you); and take ye none heed to your dreams, which ye 
dream; 

9 for they prophesy falsely to you in my name, and I sent not them, saith the Lord. (for 
they prophesy falsely to you in my name, and I did not send them, saith the Lord.) 

10 For the Lord saith these things, When seventy years begin to be [ful] filled in 
Babylon, I shall visit you, and I shall raise on you my good word, and I shall bring you 
again to this place. 

11 For I know the thoughts which I think on you, saith the Lord, the thoughts of peace, 
and not of torment, that I give to you an end and patience. (For I know the thoughts which I 
think about you, saith the Lord, the thoughts of peace, and not of torment, so that I shall give you 
a good ending.) 

12 And ye shall call me to help (or And ye shall call on me for help), and ye shall go, and 
shall worship me, and I shall hear you; 

13 ye shall seek me, and ye shall find, when ye seek me in all your heart. (ye shall seek 
me, and ye shall find me, when ye seek me with all your heart.) 

14 And I shall be found of you, saith the Lord, and I shall bring (you back) again (from) 
your captivity, and I shall gather you from all folks, and from all places, to which I casted 
out you, saith the Lord; and I shall make you to turn again from the place, to which I 
made you to pass over. (And I shall be found by you, saith the Lord, and I shall restore your 
fortunes, and I shall gather you from all the nations, and from all the places, to which I cast you 
out, saith the Lord; and I shall bring you back from the place, to which I made you to be carried 
away captive.) 

15 For ye said, The Lord shall raise (up) prophets to us in Babylon. (For ye said, The Lord 
hath raised up prophets for us in Babylon.) 

16 For the Lord saith these things to the king, that sitteth on the seat of David, and to 
all the people, dweller(s) of this city, (and) to your brethren, that went not out with you 
into the passing over, (For the Lord saith these things to the king, who sitteth on David’s throne, 
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and to all the people, the inhabitants of this city, and to your kinsmen, who did not go out with 
you into captivity,) 

17 The Lord of hosts saith these things, Lo! I shall send among them sword, and hunger, 
and pestilence; and I shall set them as evil figs, that may not be eaten, for those be full 
evil (or for they be too rotten to eat). 

18 And I shall pursue them in sword, and in hunger, and in pestilence; and I shall give 
them into travailing in all realms of earth, into cursing, and into wondering, and into 
scorning, and into shame to all folks, to which I casted them out. (And I shall pursue them 
with the sword, and with hunger, and with pestilence; and I shall give them into despising in all the 
kingdoms of the earth, and into cursing, and into wondering, and into mocking, and into shame 
to all the nations, to which I cast them out.) 

19 For they heard not my words, saith the Lord, which I sent to them by my servants, 
(the) prophets, and rose (up) by night, and sent, and ye heard not, saith the Lord, (or but 
ye did not listen, or obey, saith the Lord). 

20 Therefore all the passing over, which I sent out from Jerusalem into Babylon, hear 
ye the word of the Lord. (And so all the captives, whom I sent out from Jerusalem to Babylon, 
hear ye the word of the Lord.) 

21 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things to Ahab, the son of Kolaiah, and 
to Zedekiah, the son of Maaseiah, that prophesy to you leasing in my name, Lo! I shall 
betake them into the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, and he shall smite them 
before your eyes. (The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things about Ahab, the son of 
Kolaiah, and about Zedekiah, the son of Maaseiah, who prophesy lies to you in my name, Behold! I 
shall deliver them into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, and he shall strike them 
down before your eyes.) 

22 And cursing shall be taken of them to all the passing over of Judah, which is in 
Babylon, of men saying, The Lord set thee as Zedekiah, and as Ahab, which the king of 
Babylon fried in fire, (And their names shall be used as curses by all the captives from Judah 
who be in Babylon, yea, by people saying, The Lord make thee like Zedekiah, and like Ahab, whom 
the king of Babylon fried in the fire,) 

23 for they did folly in Israel, and did adultery on the wives of their friends, (or for they 
did foolishness in Israel, and did adultery with the wives of their friends); and they spake a word 
falsely in my name, which I commanded not to them; I am judge and witness, saith the 


Lord. 

24 And thou shalt say to Shemaiah (the) Nehelamite, 

25 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, For that that thou sentest books 
in my name to all the people, which is in Jerusalem (or who be in Jerusalem), and to 
Zephaniah, the son of Maaseiah, the priest, and to all the priests, and saidest, 

26 The Lord gave thee priest for Jehoiada, the priest, that thou be duke in the house of 
the Lord on each man that is travailed of the fiend, and prophesying, that thou send him 
into stocks, and into prison. (The Lord made thee to be priest in place of the priest Jehoiada, 
so that thou be the leader, or the chief official, in the House of the Lord, over each person who is 
troubled by a fiend, and prophesying falsely, and that thou send such people into the stocks, and 
into prison.) 

27 And now why blamest thou not Jeremy of Anathoth, that prophesieth to you? (And 
so now why hast thou not rebuked Jeremiah of Anathoth, who prophesieth to you?) 

28 For on this thing he sent to us into Babylon, and said, It is long; build ye houses, and 
inhabit, and plant ye orchards, and eat ye the fruit of them. (For about this thing he sent to 
us in Babylon, and said, Ye shall be there a long time; so build ye houses, and inhabit them, and 
plant ye orchards, and eat ye their fruit.) 

29 Therefore Zephaniah, the priest, read this book in the ears of Jeremy, the prophet. 
(And so Zephaniah, the priest, read this letter to the prophet Jeremiah.) 

30 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, and said, 
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31 Send thou to all the passing over, and say, The Lord saith these things to Shemaiah 
(the) Nehelamite, For that that Shemaiah prophesied to you, and I sent not him, and he 
made you to trust in a leasing; (Send thou to all the captives, and say, The Lord saith these 
things to Shemaiah the Nehelamite, Because of what Shemaiah prophesied to you, and I did not 
send him, and he made you to trust in a lie;) 

32 therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall visit on Shemaiah (the) Nehelamite, 
and on his seed; and no man sitting in the midst of this people shall be to him; and 
he shall not see the good, which I shall do to my people, saith the Lord, for he spake 
trespassing against the Lord. (and so the Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall punish 
Shemaiah the Nehelamite, and his children; and none of his descendants shall sit in the midst 
of this people; and he shall not see the good which I shall do for my people, saith the Lord, for he 
spoke trespassing against the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 30 


1 This is the word, that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (This is the word of the 
Lord, that was made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

2 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, and speaketh, Write to thee in a book, all 
these words which I spake to thee. (The Lord God of Israel speaketh these things, and saith, 
Write thee in a book, all these words which I spoke to thee.) 

3 For lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall turn the turning of my people Israel 
and Judah, saith the Lord; and I shall turn them (again) to the land which I gave to the 
fathers of them, and they shall have it in possession. (For behold! the days shall come, saith 
the Lord, and I shall restore the fortunes of my people Israel and Judah, saith the Lord; and I shall 
return them to the land which I gave to their fathers, and they shall have it in possession.) 

4 And these be the words, which the Lord spake to Israel, and to Judah, 

5 For the Lord saith these things, We heard a word of dread; inward dread is, and peace 
is not. (For the Lord saith these things, We heard a cry of terror; yea, a cry of terror, or of fear, and 
not of peace.) 

6 Ask ye, and see, if a male beareth child; why therefore saw I the hand of each man 
on his loins, as of a woman travailing of child, and all faces be turned into yellow colour? 
(Ask ye, and see, can a male bear a child? and so why did I see the hand of each man upon his 
loins, like a woman in labour, and that all your faces be so pale?) 

7 Woe! for that day is great, neither any is like it; and it is a time of tribulation to Jacob, 
and (out) of him [he] shall be saved. (Woe! for that day (is) great, and nothing is like it; and it 
is a time of trouble for Jacob, but he shall be saved out of it.) 

8 And it shall be, in that day, saith the Lord of hosts, I shall all-break the yoke of him 
from thy neck, and I shall break his bonds; and aliens shall no more be lords of it, (And 
it shall be, on that day, saith the Lord of hosts, I shall all-break the yoke from off their necks, and 
I shall break their bonds; and strangers, or foreigners, shall no more be their lords,) 

° but they shall serve to their Lord God, and to David, their king, whom I shall raise 
for them. (but they shall serve the Lord their God, and David, their king, whom I shall raise up 
for them.) 

10 Therefore, Jacob, my servant, dread thou not, saith the Lord, and Israel, dread thou 
not; for lo! I shall save thee from a far land, and thy seed from the land of the captivity 
of them. And Jacob shall turn again, and shall rest, and shall flow with all goods; and 
none shall be whom he shall dread. (And so my servant Jacob, fear thou not, saith the Lord, 
yea, Israel, fear thou not; for behold! I shall bring thee back safe from a far away land, and thy 
descendants from the land of their captivity. And Jacob shall return, and shall have rest, and shall 
flow with all good things; and there shall be no one whom he shall fear.) 

11 For I am with thee, saith the Lord, for to save thee. For I shall make [full] ending in 
all folks, in which I scattered thee; soothly I shall not make thee into [full] ending, but 
I shall chastise thee in doom, that thou be not seen to thee to be guiltless, (or but I shall 
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discipline, or shall correct, thee with justice or in judgement, so that thou do not see thyself to be 
guiltless). 

12 For the Lord saith these things, Thy breaking is uncurable, thy wound is the worst. 

13 None is, that deemeth thy doom to bind together; the profit of healings is not to 
thee. (There is no one who can help thee bind up thy wounds; healings, or medicine, shall not 
benefit thee.) 

14 All thy lovers have forgotten thee, they shall not seek thee; for I have smitten thee 
with the wound of an enemy, with cruel chastising; for the multitude of thy wickedness, 
thy sins be made hard (or and for thy sins be many). 

15 What criest thou on thy breaking? thy sorrow is uncurable; for the multitude of thy 
wickedness, and for thine hard sins, I have done these things to thee. (Why criest thou over 
thy breaking? thy sorrow is incurable; I have done these things to thee, for the multitude of thy 
wickedness, and because of thy many sins.) 


16 Therefore all that eat thee, shall be devoured, and all thine enemies shall be led into 
captivity; and they that destroy thee, shall be destroyed, and I shall give all thy robbers 


into raven. (But now, all who eat thee, shall be devoured, and all thy enemies shall be led into 
captivity; and they who destroy thee, shall be destroyed, and I shall make all thy robbers to be 
robbed.) 

17 For I shall heal perfectly thy wound, and I shall make thee whole of thy wounds, 
saith the Lord; for thou, Zion, they called thee Cast-out; this is it that had no seeker. (For 
I shall perfectly heal thy wounds, yea, I shall make thee whole from thy wounds, saith the Lord; for 
they called thee Outcast, O Zion, and thou had no seeker after thee or and thou had no companion 
with thee.) 

18 The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall turn the turning of the tabernacles of Jacob, 
and I shall have mercy on the houses of him; and the city shall be builded [up] in his 
highness, and the temple shall be founded by his order. (The Lord saith these things, Behold! 
I shall restore the fortunes of the tents of Jacob, and I shall have mercy on their houses; and the 
city shall be rebuilt on top of its heaps of rubble, and the palace shall be restored (to its former 
glory).) 

19 And praising and the voice of players shall go out of them, and! shall multiply them, 
and they shall not be decreased; and I shall glorify them, and they shall not be made thin, 
(or and I shall glorify them, and they shall not be despised). 

20 And the sons thereof shall be as at the beginning, and the company thereof shall 
dwell before me; and I shall visit against all that do tribulation to it (or and I shall punish 
all those who oppress them). 

21 And the duke thereof shall be of it, and a prince shall be brought forth of the midst 
thereof; and I shall join him, and he shall nigh to me; for who is this, that shall join his 
heart (to me), that he nigh to me (uninvited)? saith the Lord. (And its leader shall be from 
there, and a prince shall be brought forth out of its midst; and I shall ask him to join me, and he 
shall come near to me; for who is this, who shall join his heart to me, that he come near to me 
uninvited? saith the Lord.) 

22 And ye shall be into a people to me, and I shall be into God to you. (And ye shall be 
my people, and I shall be your God.) 

23 Lo! the whirlwind of the Lord, a strong vengeance going out, atempest falling down, 
shall rest in the head of wicked men (or shall rest upon the heads of the wicked). 

24 The Lord shall not turn away the ire of (his) indignation, till he do, and [ful] fill the 
thought of his heart; in the last days ye shall understand those things. 


CHAPTER 31 
1 Tn that time, saith the Lord, I shall be God to all the kindreds of Israel; and they shall 


be into a people to me. (At that time, saith the Lord, I shall be God to all the tribes of Israel; and 
they shall be my people.) 
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2 The Lord saith these things, The people that was left of sword, found grace in desert; 
Israel shall go to his rest. (The Lord saith these things, The people who were left from the sword, 
found favour in the wilderness; yea, Israel shall take rest.) 

3 (From) Far (off) the Lord appeared to me, and in everlasting charity I loved thee; 
therefore I doing mercy drew thee. (From far away or From long ago the Lord appeared to me, 
and said, I loved thee with an everlasting love; and so I doing mercy drew thee to me.) 

4 And again I shall build thee, and thou, virgin Israel, shalt be builded; yet thou shalt 
be adorned with thy tympans, and shalt go out in the quire, either company, of players. 
(And I shall rebuild thee, and thou, virgin of Israel, shalt be rebuilt; yet thou shalt be adorned with 
thy drums, or with thy tambourines, and thou shalt go out with the group, or with the company, 
of dancers.) 

5 Yet thou shalt plant vines in the hills of Samaria; men planting shall plant, and till 
the time come, they shall not gather grapes, (or and when the time come, they shall gather 
the grapes). 

6 For why a day shall be, wherein keepers shall cry in the hill of Samaria, and in the 
hill of Ephraim, Rise ye, and ascend we into Zion, to our Lord God. (For a day shall be, when 
watchmen shall cry on the hills of Ephraim, Rise ye, and go we up to Zion, to the Lord our God.) 

7 For the Lord saith these things, Jacob, make ye full out joy in gladness, and neigh ye 
against the head of heathen men; sound ye, sing ye, and say ye, Lord, save thy people, 
the residues of Israel. (For the Lord saith these things, Rejoice with happiness for Jacob’s sake, 
and shout ye among the chieftains of the heathen; sound ye, sing ye, and say ye, Lord, save thy 
people, the remnant of Israel.) 

8 Lo! I shall bring them from the land of the north, and I shall gather them from the 
farthest parts of [the] earth; among which shall be a blind man, and (a) crooked (man), 
and a woman with child, and (a woman) travailing of child together, (or and a woman with 
child, and a woman in labour together), (yea), a great company of them that shall turn again 
hither. 

9 They shall come in weeping, and I shall bring them again in mercy, (or They shall 
come with weeping, but I shall comfort them as I lead them here); and I shall bring them by the 
strands of waters in a rightful way, (so that) they shall not spurn therein; for I am made 
a father to Israel, and Ephraim is my engendered son. 

10 Ye heathen men, hear the word of the Lord, and tell ye in isles that be [a] far (off), 
and say, He that scattered Israel, shall gather it, and shall keep it, as a shepherd keepeth 
his flock. (Ye heathen, hear the word of the Lord, and tell ye in the islands that be far away, and 
say, He who scattered Israel, shall gather it, and shall watch over it, like a shepherd watcheth over 
his flock.) 

11 For the Lord again-bought Jacob, and delivered him from the hand of the mightier. 
(For the Lord rescued, or ransomed, Jacob, and saved him from the hand of the one mightier than 
himself.) 

12 And they shall come, and praise in the hill of Zion; and they shall flow together to 
the goods of the Lord, on wheat, wine, and oil, and on the fruit of sheep, and of neat; and 
the soul of them shall be as a watery garden, and they shall no more hunger. (And they 
shall come, and give praise on Mount Zion; and they shall altogether flow with the good things 
of the Lord, with wheat, and wine, and oil, and with the fruit of sheep, and with cattle; and their 
souls shall be like a watered garden, and they shall no longer have hunger.) 

13 Then a virgin shall be glad in a company, young men and eld together, (or Then a 
virgin, or a maiden, shall dance, and be glad, and men young and old shall rejoice together); and 
I shall turn the mourning of them into joy, and I shall comfort them, and I shall make 
them glad (from out) of their sorrow. 

14 And I shall greatly fill the soul of [the] priests with fatness, and my people shall be 
[ful] filled with my goods, saith the Lord. 
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15 The Lord saith these things, A voice of wailing, and of weeping, and of mourning, 
was heard on high (or was heard in Ramah); the voice of Rachel beweeping her sons, and 
not willing to be comforted on them, for they be not. 

16 The Lord saith these things, Thy voice rest of weeping, and thine eyes rest of tears; 
for why meed is to thy work, saith the Lord; and they shall turn again from the land of 
the enemy. (The Lord saith these things, Let thy voice rest from weeping, and thine eyes rest from 
tears; for there shall be a reward for thy work, saith the Lord; and they shall return from the land 
of the enemy.) 

17 And hope is to thy last things, saith the Lord; and thy sons shall turn again to their 
ends. (And there is hope in thy last things, saith the Lord, and thy sons and daughters shall return 
to their own lands.) 

18 | hearing heard Ephraim passing over; saying, thou chastisedest me, and I am 
learned as a young one untamed, either wild; turn thou me, and I shall be turned again, 
for thou art my Lord God. (Hearing I heard Ephraim mourning, saying, thou hast disciplined, 
or hast corrected, me, and now I am taught, I who before was like a young calf, untamed and wild; 
restore thou me, yea, let me return, for thou art the Lord my God.) 

19 For after that thou convertedest me, I did penance; and after that thou showedest 
to me, I smote mine hip (or I struck my hip); 1am ashamed, and I (am) shamed, for I (have) 
suffered the shame of my youth. 

20 For Ephraim is a worshipful son to me, for he is a delicate child; for since I spake of 
him, yet I shall have mind on him; therefore mine entrails be troubled on him, I doing 
mercy shall have mercy on him, saith the Lord. (For Ephraim is a dear son to me, he is a 
delightful child; for though I spoke against him, still I remembered him; and so my bowels, or my 
innards, be concerned for him, I doing mercy shall have mercy on him, saith the Lord.) 

21 Ordain to thee an high lookout place, set to thee bitternesses; (ad)dress thine heart 
into a straight way, in which thou went; turn again, thou virgin of Israel, turn again to 
these thy cities. (Ordain for thyself a high lookout place, put up signposts for thyself; direct thy 
heart toward the straight way in which thou went before; return, O virgin of Israel, return to these 
thy cities.) 

22 How long, daughter of unsteadfast dwelling, art thou made dissolute in delights? 
for the Lord hath made a new thing on earth, a woman shall compass a man, (or for the 
Lord hath made something new on the earth, a woman shall go about, or shall protect, a man). 

23 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Yet they shall say this word in the 
land of Judah, and in the cities thereof, when I shall turn (again) the captivity of them (or 
when I shall restore their fortunes), The Lord bless thee, thou fairness of rightfulness, thou 
holy hill. 

24 And Judah, and all the cities thereof shall dwell in it together, (yea), earth-tillers, 
and they that drive flocks. 

25 For I filled greatly a faint soul, and I have [full-]filled each hungry soul. (For I have 
greatly filled a faint soul, and I have filled full each hungry soul.) 

26 Therefore I am as raised from sleep, and I saw; and my sleep was sweet to me. 

27 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall sow the house of Israel and the house of 
Judah with the seed of men, and with the seed of work beasts. 

28 And as I waked on them, to draw up by the root, and to destroy, and to scatter, and 
to lose, and to torment; so I shall wake on them, to build, and to plant, saith the Lord. 
(And as I kept watch over them, in order to draw them up by the root, and to destroy, and to scatter, 
and to lose, and to torment them, now I shall keep watch over them, in order to build, and to plant 
them, saith the Lord.) 

29 In those days they shall no more say, The fathers ate a sour grape, and the teeth of 
[the] sons were astonied; 
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30 but each man shall die in his wickedness, each man that eateth a sour grape, his 
teeth shall be astonied. (but each person shall die for their own wickedness, each person who 
eateth a sour grape, his teeth shall be astonished, or shall be set on edge.) 

31 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall smite a new bond of peace to the house of 
Israel, and to the house of Judah; (Behold! days shall come, saith the Lord, and I shall strike a 
new covenant with the house of Israel, and with the house of Judah;) 

32 not by the covenant which I made with your fathers, in the day in which I took the 
hand of them, to lead them out of the land of Egypt, the covenant which they made void; 
and I was Lord of them, saith the Lord, (or though I was like a lord, or like a husband, to them, 
saith the Lord). 


33 But this shall be the covenant, which I shall smite with the house of Israel after 
those days, saith the Lord; I shall give my law in the entrails of them, and I shall write it 


in the heart of them, and I shall be into God to them, and they shall be into a people to 
me. (But this shall be the covenant, which I shall strike with the house of Israel after those days, 
saith the Lord; I shall put my Law in their bowels, or in their innards, and I shall write it upon their 
hearts, and I shall be their God, and they shall be my people.) 

34 And aman shall no more teach his neighbour, and a man his brother, and say, Know 
thou the Lord; for all shall know me, from the least of them unto the most, saith the 
Lord; for I shall be merciful to the wickednesses of them, and I shall no more be mindful 
on the sin of them, (or for I shall be merciful to them regarding their wickednesses, and I shall 
remember their sin no more). 

35 The Lord saith these things, that giveth the sun in the light of day, the order of the 
moon and of the stars in the light of the night, which troubleth the sea, and the waves 
thereof sound, the Lord of hosts is name to him. (The Lord saith these things, who giveth the 
sun for the light of the day, and the order of the moon and of the stars for the light of the night, 
who troubleth the sea, and its waves sound, or roar, the Lord of hosts is his name.) 

36 If these laws fail before me, saith the Lord, then and the seed of Israel shall fail, that 
it be not a folk before me in all days. (If these laws fail before me, saith the Lord, then also the 
children, or the descendants, of Israel shall fail, so that they be not a nation before me forever.) 

37 The Lord saith these things, If (the) heavens above may be measured, and the 
foundaments of [the] earth beneath be sought out, and I shall cast away all the seed 
of Israel, for all things which they did, saith the Lord. (The Lord saith these things, If the 
heavens above could be measured, and the foundations of the earth beneath could be sought out, 
only then would I cast away all the children, or the descendants, of Israel, for all the things which 
they have done, saith the Lord.) 

38 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and a city shall be builded (again) to the Lord, from 
the tower of Hananeel unto the gate of the corner. (Behold! the days shall come, saith the 
Lord, and the city shall be rebuilt in the Lord’s honour, from the Tower of Hananeel unto the Corner 
Gate.) 

39 And it shall go out over the rule of [the] measure, in the sight thereof, on the hill (of) 
Gareb, and it shall compass Goath (or and it shall go all around Goath), 

40 and all the valley of carrions, and it shall compass/[the] ashes, and all the 
country(side) of death, unto the strand of Kidron, and to the corner of the east gate of 
horses, (or and all the valley of the dead, and the ashes, and all the countryside unto the Kidron 
Stream, and unto the corner of the Horse Gate to the east); (yea), the holy thing of the Lord 
shall not be drawn out, and it shall no more be destroyed without end. 


CHAPTER 32 


1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy (or The word of the Lord that was made 
to Jeremiah), in the tenth year of Zedekiah, king of Judah; that is the eighteenth year of 
Nebuchadnezzar. 
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2 Then the host of the king of Babylon besieged Jerusalem; and Jeremy, the prophet, 
was closed in the porch of the prison, (or and the prophet Jeremiah was enclosed in the 
courtyard of the prison), that was in the house of the king of Judah. 

3 For why Zedekiah, the king of Judah, had (en)closed him, and said, Why prophesiest 
thou, saying, The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall give this city in[to] the hand of the 
king of Babylon, and he shall take it; 

4 and Zedekiah, king of Judah, shall not escape from the hand of Chaldees, but he shall 
be betaken into the hand of the king of Babylon, (or and Zedekiah, king of Judah, shall not 
escape from the hands of the Chaldeans, but he shall be delivered into the hand of the king of 
Babylon); and his mouth shall speak with the mouth of him, and his eyes shall see the 
eyes of him; 

5 and he shall lead Zedekiah into Babylon, and he shall be there, till I visit him, saith 
the Lord; forsooth if ye fight against [the] Chaldees, ye shall have nothing in prosperity? 
(and he shall lead Zedekiah to Babylon, and he shall be there, until I visit him or until I deal with 
him, saith the Lord; and even if ye fight against the Chaldeans, ye shall not succeed.) 

6 And Jeremy said, (Because) The word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 

7 Lo! Hanameel, the son of Shallum, the son of thy father’s brother, shall come to thee, 
and say, Buy thou to thee my field, which is in Anathoth; for it befalleth to thee by nigh 
kindred, that thou buy it. (Behold! Hanameel, the son of Shallum, the son of thy uncle, shall 
come to thee, and say, Buy thou for thyself my field, which is in Anathoth; for it befalleth to thee 
by the right of next of kin, that thou may buy it.) 

8 And Hanameel, the son of my father’s brother, came to me, by the word of the Lord, 
to the porch of the prison, and said to me, Wield thou my field, which is in Anathoth, 
in the land of Benjamin; for why the heritage befalleth to thee, and thou art the next of 


blood, that thou wield it. Forsooth I understood, that it was the word of the Lord. (And 
Hanameel, the son of my uncle, indeed did come to me, after the word of the Lord, to the courtyard 


of the prison, and said to me, Buy thou my field, which is in Anathoth, in the land of Benjamin; 
for the inheritance befalleth to thee, and thou art the next of blood, or the next of kin, and so thou 
may buy it. And so I understood, that it was the word of the Lord.) 

9 And I bought the field, which is in Anathoth, of Hanameel, the son of my father’s 
brother, (or And so I bought the field, which is in Anathoth, from Hanameel, the son of my uncle). 
And I paid to him silver, seven staters, and ten pieces of silver; 

10 and I wrote (it up) in a book, and I sealed (it), and I gave (it to) witnesses. And 
I weighed silver in a balance; (and I signed, and sealed, the deed of purchase, and I had it 
witnessed, and copied. And I weighed out the silver on a balance;) 

11 and I took the book asealed of possession, and [the] askings and [the] answerings of 
the seller and [the] buyer, and [the] covenants, and [the] seals withoutforth. (and I took 
both copies of the deed of purchase, the sealed one, as by law and custom, and the unsealed one;) 

12 And I gave the book of possession to Baruch, the son of Neriah, son of Maaseiah, 
before the eyes of Hanameel, the son of my father’s brother, and before the eyes of (the) 
witnesses that were written in the book of [the] buying, (and) before the eyes of all (the) 
Jews, that sat in the porch of the prison. (and I gave the copies of the deed of purchase to 
Baruch, the son of Neriah, the son of Maaseiah, in the sight of Hanameel, the son of my uncle, and 
in the sight of the witnesses who were named on the copies of the deed of purchase, and in the 
sight of all the Jews, who sat in the courtyard of the prison.) 

13 And I commanded to Baruch before them, and I said, 

14 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Take thou these books, this sealed 
book of buying, and this book which is open, and put thou those in an earthen(ware) 
vessel, that they may dwell many days. (The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, 
Take thou these copies of the deed of purchase, both the sealed one, and the unsealed one, and put 
thou them in a clay jar, so that they can be safe there for many days.) 
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15 For why the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Yet houses, and fields, 
and vines shall be wielded in this land. 

16 And I prayed to the Lord, after that I betook the book of possession to Baruch, the 
son of Neriah; and I said, (And I prayed to the Lord, after that I gave the copies of the deed of 
purchase to Baruch, the son of Neriah; and I said,) 

17 Alas! alas! alas! Lord God, Lord, thou madest heaven and earth in thy great strength, 


and in thine arm stretched forth; each word shall not be hard to thee; (Alas! alas! alas! 
Lord God, behold! thou madest the heavens and the earth with thy great strength, and with thy 


arm stretched forth; nothing shall be too hard for thee;) 

18 which doest mercy in thousands, and yieldest the wickedness of fathers into the 
bosom of their sons after them. Thou strongest, great, mighty, Lord of hosts is name to 
thee; (who doest mercy to thousands, and yieldest the wickedness of the fathers into the bosom 
of their sons after them. O Strongest One, great, and mighty, the Lord of hosts is thy name;) 

19 great in counsel, and uncomprehensible in thought, whose eyes be open on all the 
ways of the sons of Adam, that thou yield to each after his ways, and after the fruit of 
his findings (or and after the fruits of his deeds); 

20 which settedest signs and great wonders in the land of Egypt, unto this day, both in 
Israel, and in men; and madest to thee a name, as this day is (or as it is this day). 

21 And thou leddest thy people Israel out of the land of Egypt, in signs and in great 
wonders, and in a strong hand, and in an arm holden forth, and in great dread; (And thou 
leddest thy people Israel out of the land of Egypt, with signs and great wonders, and with a strong 
hand and an arm stretched forth, and with great fear;) 

22 and thou gavest to them this land, which thou sworest to the fathers of them (or 
which thou sworest to their fathers), that thou wouldest give to them, a land flowing with 
milk and honey. 

23 And they entered, and had it in possession; and they obeyed not to thy voice, and 
they went not in thy law, (or but they did not obey thy commands, and they did not walk in thy 
Law); all things which thou commandedest to them to do, they did not (do); and all these 
evils befell to them. 

24 Lo! strongholds be builded against the city, that it be taken, and the city is given 
into the hands of Chaldees, and into the hands of the king of Babylon, that fight against 
it, of the face of [the] sword, and of hunger, and of pestilence, (or because of the sword, and 
hunger, and pestilence); and whatever things thou spakest, befell, as thou thyself seest. 

25 And thou saidest to me, Lord God, Buy thoua field for silver, and give thou witnesses, 
when the city is given in(to) the hands of Chaldees. (And, Lord God, thou saidest to me, Buy 
thou a field for silver, and have thou witnesses, even though the city is given into the hands of the 
Chaldeans.) 

26 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, and said, 

27 Lo! I am the Lord God of all flesh. Whether any word shall be hard to me? (or Shall 
anything be too hard for me?) 

28 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall betake this city into the hands of 
Chaldees, and into the hand of (Nebuchadnezzar), the king of Babylon, and he shall take it. 
(And so the Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall deliver this city into the hands of the Chaldeans, 
and into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, and he shall take it or and he shall 
capture it.) 

29 And Chaldees shall come, and fight against this city, and they shall burn it with fire, 
and they shall burn it, and [the] houses, in whose roofs they sacrificed to Baal, and offered 
moist sacrifices to alien gods, to stir me to wrath. (And the Chaldeans shall come, and fight 
against this city, and they shall burn it down, yea, they shall burn it down, and all the houses, on 
whose rooftops they sacrificed to Baal, and offered wine offerings to strange, or to foreign, gods, to 
stir me to anger.) 
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30 For why the sons of Israel, and the sons of Judah, did evil continually, from their 
young waxing age, before mine eyes; the sons of Israel, which till to now (hath) wrathed 
me by the work of their hands, saith the Lord. (For the Israelites, and the people of Judah, 
continually did evil, from their youth, before me; the Israelites, who until now have angered me 
with the work of their hands, saith the Lord.) 

31 For why this city is made to me in my strong vengeance and indignation (or For this 
city hath stirred my strong vengeance and my indignation), from the day in which they built 
it, unto this day, in which it shall be taken away from my sight; 

32 (yea, taken away) for the malice of the sons of Israel, and of the sons of Judah, which 
they did, stirring me to wrathfulness, they, and the kings of them, the princes of them, 
and the priests, and prophets of them, the men of Judah, and the dwellers of Jerusalem. 
(yea, taken away for the malice of the Israelites, and of the people of Judah, which they did, stirring 
me to anger, they, and their kings, their princes, or their leaders, and their priests, and their 
prophets, yea, the people of Judah, and all the inhabitants of Jerusalem.) 

33 And they turned to me the backs, and not the faces, when I taught, and informed 
them early; and they would not hear, that they should take teaching. (And they turned 
their backs on me or And they turned their backs to me, and not their faces, when I rose up early 
to teach them, and to inform them; and they would not listen, so that they would take my teaching 
to heart.) 

34 And they setted their idols in the house, in which my name is called to help, that 
they should defoul it. (And they put their idols in the House, where my name is called on for 
help or which is called by my name, and so they did defile it.) 

35 And they builded (the) high things to Baal, that be in the valley of the sons of 
Hinnom, that they should hallow their sons and their daughters to Molech, (or And 
they built the high places, or the hill shrines, to Baal, that be in the Valley of Ben-hinnom, where 
they caused their sons and their daughters to pass through the fire unto Molech), which thing I 
commanded not to them, neither it ascended into mine heart, that they should do this 
abomination, and (so) bring [down] Judah into sin. 

36 And now for these things, the Lord God of Israel saith these things to this city, of 
which ye say, that it shall be betaken into the hands of the king of Babylon, in sword, 
and in hunger, and in pestilence, (And now for these things, the Lord God of Israel saith these 
things to this city, of which ye say, that it shall be delivered into the hands of the king of Babylon, 
with the sword, and with hunger, and with pestilence,) 

37 Lo! I shall gather them from all lands, to which I casted them out in my strong 
vengeance, and in my wrath, and in (my) great indignation; and I shall bring them again 
to this place, and I shall make them to dwell trustily. 

38 And they shall be into a people to me, and I shall be into God to them. (And they shall 
be my people, and I shall be their God.) 

39 And I shall give to them one heart, and one soul, that they dread me in all days, and 
that it be well to them, and to their sons after them. (And I shall give to them one heart, and 
one soul, so that they fear me forever or so that they revere me forever, and so that it be well with 
them, and with their children after them.) 

40 And I shall smite to them a covenant everlasting, and I shall not cease to do well to 
them, and I shall give my dread in the heart of them, that they go not away from me. 
(And I shall strike an everlasting covenant with them, and I shall not cease to do good things for 
them, and I shall put the fear of me in their hearts or and I shall put reverence for me in their 
hearts, so that they do not go away from me.) 

41 And I shall be glad on them, when I shall do well to them; and I shall plant them 
in this land in truth, in all mine heart, and in all my soul. (And I shall be happy over them, 
when I shall do good things for them; and truly, with all my heart, and with all my soul, I shall 
plant them in this land.) 
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42 For the Lord saith these things, As I brought on this people all this great evil, so 
I shall bring on them all the good (things), which I shall speak to them (or that I have 
promised them). 

43 And fields shall be wielded in this land, of which ye say, that it is desert, for no man 
and beast is left; and it is given into the hands of Chaldees. (And fields shall be bought and 
sold in this land, of which ye say, It is but a wilderness, for no people or beasts be left here, and it 
is given into the hands of the Chaldeans.) 

44 Fields shall be bought for money, and (it) shall be written (up) in a book, and a seal 
shall be (im)printed; and witnesses shall be given, in the land of Benjamin, and in the 
compass of Jerusalem, and in the cities of Judah, and in the cities in [the] hilly places, 
and in the cities in [the] field places, and in the cities that be at the south; for I shall turn 
(again) the captivity of them, saith the Lord. (Yea, fields shall be bought, and sold, for money, 
and deeds shall be signed, and sealed, and witnessed, in the land of Benjamin, and all around 
Jerusalem, and in the cities of Judah, and in the cities in the hill country, and in the cities on the 
plains, or in the Negeb, and in the cities that be at the south; for I shall restore their fortunes, saith 
the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 33 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, in the second time, when he was closed 
yet in the porch of the prison, and said, (And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremiah the 
second time, when he was yet enclosed in the courtyard of the prison, and said,) 

2 The Lord saith these things, The Lord is name of him that shall do, and form, and 
make ready that thing; (The Lord saith these things, he who made, and formed, and established 
the earth, yea, the Lord is his name;) 

3 Cry thou to me, and I shall hear thee, and I shall tell to thee great things, and steadfast 
(or and I shall tell thee great and steadfast things), which thou knowest not. 

4 For the Lord God of Israel saith these things to the houses of this city, and to the 
houses of the king(s) of Judah, that be destroyed, and to the strongholds, and to the 
sword of men (For the Lord God of Israel saith these things about the houses of this city, and 
the house of the king of Judah, that shall be destroyed, by men from strongholds, wielding their 
swords;) 

5 coming to fight with Chaldees, and to fill those houses with carrions of men, which 
I smote in my strong vengeance, and in mine indignation; and I hid my face from this 
city, for all the malice of them. (some shall fight against the Chaldeans, but they shall still fill 
those houses with the dead bodies of the people, whom I shall strike down in my strong vengeance, 
and in my indignation; and I hid my face from this city, for all their malice.) 

6 Lo! I shall close together to them a wound and health, (or But now, I shall close up their 
wounds, and give them health, or healing), and I shall make them whole, and I shall show to 
them the beseeching of peace and of truth; 

7 and I shall convert the conversion of Judah, and I shall convert the conversion of 
Jerusalem, and I shall build them [up](again), as at the beginning. (and I shall restore the 
fortunes of Judah, and the fortunes of Jerusalem, and I shall rebuild them, like they were before, 
or at the beginning.) 

8 And I shall cleanse them from all their wickedness, in which they sinned to me, and 
I shall be merciful to all the wickednesses of them, in which they trespassed to me, and 
forsook me. (And I shall cleanse them from all their wickedness, in which they sinned against me, 
and I shall be merciful to them regarding all their wickednesses, in which they trespassed against 
me, and deserted me.) 

9 And they shall be to me into a name, and into joy, and into praising, and into full out 
joying to all folks of (the) earth, that heard (of) all the goods which I shall do to them; 
and they shall dread, and shall be troubled in all (the) goods, and in all the peace, which 
I shall do to them. (And they shall be for me a source of joy, and of praising, and of rejoicing, 
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before all the nations of the earth, that shall hear of all the good things which I shall do for them; 
and those nations shall have fear, and shall tremble, over all the good things, and all the peace, 
which I have brought to them.) 

10 The Lord saith these things, Yet in this place, which ye say to be forsaken, for no man 
is, neither beast, in the cities of Judah, and in the gates of Jerusalem, that be desolate, 
without man, and without dweller, and without beast, (The Lord saith these things, Yet 
again in this place, which ye say to be deserted, for there be no people, or beasts, in the cities of 
Judah, and within the gates of Jerusalem, which be desolate, without any people, yea, without any 
inhabitants, and without any beasts,) 

11 the voice of joy shall be heard, and the voice of gladness, the voice of spouse, and 
the voice of spousess, the voice of men, saying, Acknowledge ye to the Lord of hosts, for 
the Lord is good, for his mercy is without end, and of men bearing vows into the house 
of the Lord; for I shall bring again the conversion of the land, as at the beginning, saith 
the Lord. (the sound of joy shall be heard, and the sound of happiness, the voice of the spouse, 
and the voice of the spousess, yea, the voice of people saying, Acknowledge ye to the Lord of hosts, 
for the Lord is good, for his mercy is forever, as the people carry their vows, or thank offerings, into 
the House of the Lord; for I shall restore the fortunes of the land, as they once were, saith the Lord.) 

12 The Lord of hosts saith these things, Yet in this forsaken place, without man, and 
without beast, and in all cities thereof, shall be a dwelling place of shepherds, (and) of 
flocks lying (down). (The Lord of hosts saith these things, Yet in this deserted place, without any 
people, and without any beasts, and in all its cities, shall be a dwelling place for shepherds, where 
their flocks can lie down.) 

13 And in the cities in [the] hilly places, and in the cities in [the] field places, and in the 
cities that be at the south, and in the land of Benjamin, and in the compass of Jerusalem, 
and in the cities of Judah, yet flocks shall pass, at the hand of the numberer, saith the 
Lord. (And in the cities in the hills, and in the cities on the plains, or in the Negeb, and in the cities 
that be at the south, and in the land of Benjamin, and all around Jerusalem, and in the cities of 
Judah, once again the flocks shall pass under the hand of the numberer, saith the Lord.) 

14 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall raise (up) the good word, which I spake to 
the house of Israel, and to the house of Judah. 

15 In those days, and in that time, I shall make the seed of rightfulness to burgeon to 
David, and he shall make doom and rightfulness in [the] earth. (In those days, and at that 
time, I shall make the Seed of righteousness to burgeon unto David, and He shall make justice and 
right or judgement and righteousness in all the land.) 

16 In those days Judah shall be saved, and Israel shall dwell trustily; and this is the 
name which they shall call him, Our rightful Lord [or The Lord our rightwise(ness)]. (In 
those days Judah shall be saved, and Jerusalem shall dwell trustily; and the name of the city shall 
be The Lord is our Righteousness.) 

17 For the Lord saith these things, A man of David shall not perish, that shall sit on the 
throne of the house of Israel; (For the Lord saith these things, A man of David shall always sit 
on the throne of the house of Israel;) 

18 and of [the] priests and deacons, a man shall not perish from (before) my face, that 
shall offer burnt sacrifices, and burn sacrifices, and slay sacrifice(s), in all days. (and a 
priest of the Levites shall always offer the burnt sacrifices to me, and shall burn the sacrifices, and 
shall kill the sacrifices.) 

19 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, and said, 

20 The Lord saith these things, If my covenant with the day, and my covenant with the 
night, may be made void, that the day and the night be not in his time; (The Lord saith 
these things, Only if my covenant with the day, and my covenant with the night, could ever be 
made void, so that the day and the night be not at their proper time;) 
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21 and my covenant with David, my servant, may be voided, that of him be no son, 
that shall reign in his throne, and no deacons, and priests, my ministers; (then could my 
covenant with my servant David be made void, so that there would no longer be any of his sons, 
who shall reign on his throne, and no longer any priests of the Levites, who shall be my ministers;) 

22 as the stars of (the) heaven(s) may not be numbered, and the gravel of the sea may 
not be meted, so I shall multiply the seed of David, my servant, and (the) deacons, my 
ministers. (for as the host of heaven cannot be numbered, and as the sands of the sea cannot be 
measured, so I shall multiply in number the descendants of my servant David, and my ministers, 
the Levites.) 

23 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, and said, 

24 Whether thou hast not seen, that this people spake, saying, Two kindreds which the 
Lord chose, be cast away, and (so) they (have) despised my people, for it is no more a folk 
before them. (Hast thou not heard, what this people said, saying, Two families which the Lord 
chose, now be cast away, and so they have despised my people, for it is no more a nation before 
them.) 

25 The Lord saith these things, If I setted not my covenant betwixt day and night, and 
if I setted not laws to heaven and earth; (But the Lord saith these things, If I had not made my 
covenant between day and night, and if I had not made my laws in the heavens and on the earth;) 

26 soothly and I shall cast away the seed of Jacob, and of David, my servant, that I take 
not (any) of the seed of him (to be) princes of the seed of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob; 
for I shall bring again the conversion of them, and I shall have mercy on them. (then truly 
I would cast away the descendants of Jacob, and of my servant David, so that I would not take any 
of his descendants to be the rulers over the descendants of Abraham, and of Isaac, and of Jacob; 
but now I shall restore their fortunes, and I shall have mercy on them.) 


CHAPTER 34 

1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, when Nebuchadnezzar, king of 
Babylon, and all his host, and all the realms of [the] earth, that were under the power 
of his hand, and all peoples fought against Jerusalem, and against all cities thereof; and 
he said, (The word of the Lord that was made to Jeremiah, when Nebuchadnezzar, the king of 
Babylon, and all his army, and all the kingdoms of the earth, that were under the power of his 
hand, and all the peoples, fought against Jerusalem, and against all its nearby towns; and he said,) 

2 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Go thou, and speak to Zedekiah, king of 
Judah; and thou shalt say to him, The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall betake this city 
into the hand of the king of Babylon, and he shall burn it by fire, (or Behold! I shall deliver 
this city into the hands of the king of Babylon, and he shall burn it down). 

3 And thou shalt not escape from his hand, but thou shalt be taken by taking, and thou 
shalt be betaken into his hand (or and thou shalt be delivered into his hands); and thine eyes 
shall see the eyes of the king of Babylon, and his mouth shall speak with thy mouth, and 
thou shalt enter into Babylon. 

4 Nevertheless Zedekiah, the king of Judah, hear thou the word of the Lord; the Lord 
saith these things to thee, Thou shalt not die by sword, 

5 but thou shalt die in peace; and by the burnings of thy fathers (or and like the burning 
of incense for thy forefathers), the former kings that were before thee, so they shall burn 
(incense for) thee, and they shall bewail thee, (and say), Woe! (my) lord; for I spake a word, 
saith the Lord. 

6 And Jeremy, the prophet, spake to Zedekiah, king of Judah, all these words in 
Jerusalem. 

7 And the host of the king of Babylon fought against Jerusalem, and against all the 
cities of Judah, that were left; against Lachish, and against Azekah; for why these strong 
cities were left of the cities of Judah. 
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8 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, after that king Zedekiah smote bond 
of peace with all the people in Jerusalem, and preached, (The word of the Lord that was 
made to Jeremiah, after that King Zedekiah struck a covenant with all the people in Jerusalem, 
and had proclaimed,) 

9 that each man should deliver his servant, and each man his handmaid, an Hebrew 
man and an Hebrew woman, free, and that they should not be lords of them, that is, in a 
Jew, and their brother. (that each person should set free their servants, and their servantesses, 
yea, any Hebrew man or woman, and that they should not be their lords, that is, of a Jew, their 
brother, or their sister.) 

10 Therefore all the princes and all the people heard, which made covenant, that they 
should deliver each man his servant, and each man his handmaid, free, and should no 
more be lords of them; therefore they heard, and delivered (them); (And so when all the 
leaders and all the people, who had made the covenant, had heard that each person should set 
their servants, and their servantesses, free, and that they should no more be their lords; yea, when 
they had heard this, they indeed set them free;) 

11 and they were turned afterward, and drew again their servants, and handmaids, 
which they had let go free, and they made them subject (again) into servants, and 
into servantesses. (but then afterward, they turned back, and drew again to themselves their 
servants, and servantesses, whom they had let go free, and they made them subject again into 
servants, and into servantesses.) 

12 And the word of the Lord was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (And so the word 
of the Lord was made to Jeremiah, and said,) 

13 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, I smote a bond of peace with your fathers, 
in the day in which I led them out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of servage; and 
I said, (The Lord God of Israel saith these things, I struck a covenant with your forefathers, on the 
day when I led them out of the land of Egypt, from the house of servitude, or of slavery; and I said,) 

14 When seven years be [ful] filled, each man deliver his brother, an Hebrew man, 
which is sold to him, and he shall serve thee six years, and (then) thou shalt deliver him 
from thee; and your fathers heard not me, neither bowed [in] their ear. (Every seven years, 
each person shall let their brother, a Hebrew man, who was sold to him, go free, yea, after that he 
hath served thee for six years, thou shalt let him go free from thee; but your forefathers did not 
listen to me, nor bowed in their ears.) 

15 And ye be converted today, and ye did that, that is rightful before mine eyes, that 
ye preached each man freedom to his friend, and ye made (a) covenant in my sight, in 
the house wherein my name is called to help on that freedom. (And today ye turned, and 
ye did what was right before my eyes, in that ye preached freedom for each person to their friend, 
and ye made a covenant in my sight, in the House where my name is called on for help, or and ye 
made a covenant before me, in the House which is called by my name.) 

16 And ye turned again, and defouled my name, and ye brought again each man his 
servant, and each man his handmaid, which ye delivered, that they should be free, and 
of their own power; and ye made them subject, that they be servants and handmaids to 
you. (But then ye turned again, and defiled my name, and each person took back his servant, and 
his servantess, whom they had let go, so that they could be free, and under their own power; and 
ye made them subject again, so that they be your servants and your servantesses.) 

17 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Ye heard not me, that ye preached freedom, 
each man to his brother, and each man to his friend; lo! (so now) I preach to you freedom, 
saith the Lord, and to sword, and to hunger, and to pestilence; and I shall give you into 
stirring to all realms of (the) earth. (And so the Lord saith these things, Ye did not listen to me, 
ye who proclaimed freedom, each person to their brother, and each person to their friend; so now 
behold! I proclaim freedom to you, saith the Lord, yea, freedom to the sword, and to hunger, and to 
pestilence; and I shall give you into stirring, (or into loathing), by all the kingdoms of the earth.) 
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18 And I shall give the men, that brake my bond of peace, and kept not the words of 
[the] bond of peace, to which they assented in my sight, and kept not the calf which they 
cutted into two parts; (And I shall make those who broke my covenant, and did not keep, or 
obey, the words of the covenant, to which they assented before me, to become like the calf which 
they cut into two parts;) 

19 and (they be) the princes of Judah, and the princes of Jerusalem, and the honest (and 
chaste) servants, and priests (that) went between the partings thereof, and all the people 
of the land, that went between the partings of the calf; (and these be the leaders of Judah, 
and the leaders of Jerusalem, and the eunuchs, and the priests who went between its parts, and 
all the people of the land, who went between the parts of the calf;) 

20 and I shall give them into the hand of their enemies, and into the hand of them that 
seek their life; and the dead carrion of them shall be into meat to the volatiles of the air, 
and to the beasts of (the) earth. (and I shall give them into the hands, or into the power, of their 
enemies, and into the hands of those who seek their life; and their dead bodies shall be food for the 
birds of the air, and for the beasts of the earth.) 

21 And I shall give Zedekiah, the king of Judah, and his princes, into the hand of their 
enemies, and into the hand of them that seek their life, and into the hand of the hosts of 
the king of Babylon, that went away from you. (And I shall give Zedekiah, the king of Judah, 
and his leaders, into the hands of their enemies, and into the hands of those who seek their lives, 
and into the hands of the army of the king of Babylon, that went away from you.) 

22 Lo! I command, saith the Lord, and I shall bring them again into this city; and they 
shall fight against it, and shall take it, and shall burn it with fire; and I shall give the 
cities of Judah into wilderness, for there is no dweller. (Behold! I command, saith the Lord, 
and I shall bring them again into this city; and they shall fight against it, and shall take it, and 
they shall burn it down; and I shall make the cities of Judah like a wilderness, (or like a desert), 
where there be no inhabitants.) 


CHAPTER 35 

1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, in the days of Jehoiakim, son of 
Josiah, king of Judah, and said, (The word of the Lord that was made to Jeremiah, in the days 
of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, and said,) 

2 Go thou to the house of Rechabites, and speak thou to them; and thou shalt bring 
them into the house of the Lord, into one chamber of [the] treasuries, and thou shalt give 
to them to drink wine. (Go thou to the house of the Rechabites, and speak thou to them; and 
thou shalt bring them into the House of the Lord, into one of the chambers, or one of the rooms, 
and thou shalt give them some wine to drink.) 

3 And I took Jaazaniah, the son of Jeremy, son of Habaziniah, and his brethren, and 
all the sons of him, and all the house of Rechabites. (And I went to Jaazaniah, the son of 
Jeremiah, the son of Habaziniah, and his brothers, and all their sons, and all the house of the 
Rechabites.) 

4 AndI led them into the house of the Lord, to the treasury of the sons of Hanan, son of 
Igdaliah, the man of God; which treasury was beside the treasury of [the] princes, (and) 
above the treasury of Maaseiah, son of Shallum, that was keeper of the vestiary. (And 
I led them into the House of the Lord, to the chamber of the sons of Hanan, the son of Igdaliah, 
the man of God; which chamber was beside the chamber of the leaders, and above the chamber of 
Maaseiah, the son of Shallum, who was the keeper of the door.) 

5 And I setted before the sons of the house of Rechabites pecks, and great cups full of 
wine; and I said to them, Drink ye (some) wine. 

6 And they answered, We shall not drink wine; for why Jonadab, our father, the son of 
Rechab, commanded to us, and said, Ye shall not drink wine, ye and your sons, till into 
without end; 
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7 and ye shall not build an house, and ye shall not sow seed, and ye shall not plant 
vines, neither (ye) shall have (any), but ye shall dwell in tabernacles in all your days (or 
but ye shall live in tents all your lives), (so) that ye (may) live many days on the face of [the] 
earth, in which ye go in pilgrimage. 

8 Therefore we obeyed to the voice of Jonadab, our father, the son of Rechab, in all 
things which he commanded to us; so that we drank not wine in all our days, we, and 
our women, our sons, and (our) daughters; 

9 and we builded not houses to dwell (in), and we had not a vinery, and a field, and 
seed; (and we did not build any houses to live in, and we do not have any vineyards, or any fields, 
or any seed;) 

10 but we dwelled in tabernacles (or but we lived in tents), and were obeying, and did by 
all things, which Jonadab, our father, commanded to us. 

11 But when Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, had ascended to this land, we said, 
Come ye, and enter we into Jerusalem, from the face of the host of Chaldees, and from 
the face of the host of Syria; and we dwelled in Jerusalem. (But when Nebuchadnezzar, the 
king of Babylon, came into this land, we said, Come ye, and go we to Jerusalem, away from the 
Chaldean army, and away from the Syrian army; and so we stayed in Jerusalem.) 

12 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, and said, 

13 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Go thou, and say to the men of 
Judah, and to the dwellers of Jerusalem, Whether ye shall not take teaching, that ye obey 
to my words, saith the Lord? (The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, Go thou, 
and say to the people of Judah, and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, Shall ye not receive teaching, 
or instruction, so that ye obey my words? saith the Lord.) 

14 The words of Jonadab, son of Rechab, had the mastery, which he commanded to his 
sons, that they should not drink wine; and they drink not, unto this day; for they obeyed 
to the commandment of their father; but I spake to you, and I rose (up) full early, and 
spake, and ye obeyed not to me. 

15 And I sent to you all my servants (the) prophets, and I rose (up) full early, and I sent, 
and said, Be ye converted, each man from his worst way, and make ye good your studies, 
and do not ye follow alien gods, neither worship ye them, and ye shall dwell in the land, 
which I gave to you, and to your fathers; and ye bowed not [in] your ear, neither heard 
me. (And I sent my servants the prophets to all of you, yea, I rose up very early, and I sent them, 
and I said, Each person, turn ye away from his worst ways, and do ye good deeds, and do not ye 
follow strange, or foreign, gods, nor worship ye them, and then ye shall live in the land, which I 
gave to you, and to your forefathers; but ye bowed not in your ear, nor did ye listen to me.) 

16 Therefore the sons of Jonadab, son of Rechab, made steadfast the commandment of 
their father, which he commanded to them; but this people obeyed not to me. 

17 Therefore the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall bring on 
Judah, and on all the dwellers of Jerusalem (or and on all the inhabitants of Jerusalem), all 
the torment which I spake against them; for I spake to them, and they heard not; I called 
them, and they answered not to me. 

18 Forsooth Jeremy said to the house of Rechabites, The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, 
saith these things, For that that ye obeyed to the commandment of Jonadab your father, 
and kept all his commandments, and did all things, which he commanded to you; 

19 therefore the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, A man of the generation 
of Jonadab, son of Rechab, shall not fail standing in my sight in all days. (and so the Lord 
of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, One of the descendants of Jonadab, the son of Rechab, 
shall always stand before me.) 


CHAPTER 36 
1 And it was done, in the fourth year of Jehoiakim, son of Josiah, king of Judah, this 


word was made of the Lord to Jeremy, and said, (And it was done, in the fourth year of 
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Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, that this word of the Lord was made to Jeremiah, 
and said,) 


2 Take thou the volume of a book, and thou shalt write therein all the words, which 
I spake to thee against Israel and Judah, and against all folks, from the day in which I 


spake to thee, from the days of Josiah unto this day. (Take thou the volume of a book, and 
thou shalt write in it all the words, which I spoke to thee against Israel and Judah, and against all 
the nations, from the day when I first spoke to thee, yea, from the days of Josiah unto this day.) 

3 If peradventure when the house of Judah heareth all the evils which I think to do to 
them, each man turn again from his worst way, and I shall be merciful to the wickedness 
and sin of them. (And perhaps when the house of Judah heareth all the evils which I think to do 
to them, each person shall turn from his worst ways, and then I shall be merciful to them regarding 
their wickedness and their sin.) 

4 Therefore Jeremy called Baruch, the son of Neriah; and Baruch wrote (out) of the 
mouth of Jeremy in the volume of a book all the words of the Lord, which he spake to 
him. (And so Jeremiah called Baruch, the son of Neriah; and Baruch wrote in the volume ofa book, 
from the mouth of Jeremiah, all the words of the Lord which he spoke to him.) 

5 And Jeremy commanded to Baruch, and said, I am closed, and I may not enter into 
the house of the Lord. (And Jeremiah said to Baruch, I am enclosed, or imprisoned, and I cannot 
go to the House of the Lord.) 

6 Therefore enter thou, and read (out) of the book, in which thou hast written (out) of 
my mouth the words of the Lord, in hearing of the people, in the house of the Lord, in 
the day of fasting; furthermore and in hearing of all Judah, that come from their cities, 
thou shalt read to them; (And so go thou, and read from the book in which thou hast written 
from my mouth the words of the Lord, in the hearing of all the people, in the House of the Lord, 
on the day of fasting; and thou shalt even read this in the hearing of all those of Judah, who come 
from their cities;) 

7 if peradventure the prayer of them fall in the sight of the Lord, and each man turn 
again from his worst way; for why the strong vengeance and indignation is great, which 
the Lord spake against this people. (if perhaps their prayer come before the Lord, and each 
person turn from his worst ways; for great is the strong vengeance and the indignation, which the 
Lord spoke against this people.) 

8 And Baruch, the son of Neriah, did after all things, which Jeremy, the prophet, 
commanded to him; and he read (out) of the book the words of the Lord, in the house 
of the Lord. (And Baruch, the son of Neriah, did all the things, which the prophet Jeremiah 
commanded him to do; and so he read from the book the words of the Lord, in the House of the 
Lord.) 

9 Forsooth it was done, in the fifth year of Jehoiakim, son of Josiah, king of Judah, 
in the ninth month, they preached fasting in the sight of the Lord, to all the people in 
Jerusalem, and to all the multitude, that came together from the cities of Judah into 
Jerusalem. (For it was done, in the fifth year of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, the king of Judah, in 
the ninth month, they proclaimed a fast before the Lord, for all the people in Jerusalem, and for all 
the multitude, who came together from the cities of Judah into Jerusalem.) 

10 And Baruch read (out) of the volume the words of Jeremy, in the house of the Lord, in 
the treasury of Gemariah, the son of Shaphan, scribe, in the higher porch, in the entering 
of the new gate of the house of the Lord, in audience of all the people. (And Baruch read 
from the book the words of Jeremiah, in the House of the Lord, in the chamber of Gemariah, the 
son of Shaphan, the writer, or the court secretary, in the upper courtyard, at the entrance to the 
New Gate of the House of the Lord, before all the people.) 

11 And when Michaiah, the son of Gemariah, son of Shaphan, had heard all the words 
of the Lord, of the book (or from the book), 

12 he went down into the house of the king, to the treasury of the scribe. And lo! all the 
princes sat there, Elishama, the scribe, and Delaiah, the son of Shemaiah, and Elnathan, 
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the son of Achbor, and Gemariah, the son of Shaphan, and Zedekiah, the son of Hananiah, 
and all [the] princes. (he went down to the house of the king, to the chamber of the writer, (or 
of the court secretary). And behold! all the leaders, (or all the officers), sat there, Elishama, the 
writer, and Delaiah, the son of Shemaiah, and Elnathan, the son of Achbor, and Gemariah, the son 
of Shaphan, and Zedekiah, the son of Hananiah, and all the other officers.) 

13 And Michaiah told to them all the words, which he heard Baruch reading of the 
book, in the ears of the people. (And Michaiah told them all the words, which he had heard 
Baruch reading from the book, before the people.) 

14 Therefore all the princes sent to Baruch Jehudi, the son of Nethaniah, son of 


Shelemiah, son of Cushi, and said, Take in thine hand the book, of which thou readest in 
audience of the people, and come thou. Therefore Baruch, the son of Neriah, took the 


book in his hand, and came to them. (And so all the officers sent Jehudi, the son of Nethaniah, 
the son of Shelemiah, the son of Cushi, to Baruch, and he said, Bring the book in thy hand, from 
which thou readest before the people, and come thou. And so Baruch, the son of Neriah, brought 
the book in his hand, and came to them.) 

15 And they said to him, Sit thou, and read these things in our ears; and Baruch read 
(it) in the ears of them. (And they said to him, Sit thou, and read these things to us; and so 
Baruch read from the book to them.) 

16 Therefore when they had heard all the words, they wondered each man to his 
neighbour, and they said to Baruch, Ought we to tell to the king all these words? 

17 And they asked him, and said, Show thou to us, how thou hast written all these 
words of his mouth. (And they asked him, and said, Tell thou us, how thou hast written all 
these words from his mouth.) 

18 Forsooth Baruch said to them, Of his mouth he spake, as reading to me, all these 
words; and I wrote in a book with ink. (And Baruch said to them, He spoke all these words out 
of his mouth, as if reading to me, and I wrote them down with ink in a book.) 

19 And all the princes said to Baruch, Go, be thou hid, thou and Jeremy; and no man 
know where ye be. (And all the officers said to Baruch, Go, be thou hid, thou and Jeremiah; and 
let no one know where ye be.) 

20 And they entered to the king, into the hall; forsooth they betook the book to be kept 
into the treasury of Elishama, the scribe. And they told all the words, in audience of the 
king. (And then they went to the king, in the hall; and they had put the book in the chamber of 
Elishama, the writer, or the court secretary, for safekeeping. And they told everything to the king.) 

21 Therefore the king sent Jehudi, that he should take the book. Which took the book 
from the treasury of Elishama, the scribe, and read in audience of the king, and of all 
the princes that stood about the king. (And so the king sent Jehudi, to get the book. Who 
brought the book from the chamber of Elishama, the writer, or the court secretary, and then he 
read it before the king, and before all the officers who stood about the king.) 

22 Forsooth the king sat in the winter house, in the ninth month; and a pan full of coals 
was set before him. 

23 And when Jehudi had read three pages, either four, he cutted it with the knife of a 
scribe, and casted into the fire, (or he cut it with a writer’s knife, and threw it into the fire), 
that was in the pan, till all the book was wasted by the fire, that was in the pan. 

24 And the king, and all his servants, that heard all these words, dreaded not, neither 
rent their clothes. (And the king, and all his officers, who heard all these words, did not fear, nor 
tore their clothes.) 

25 Nevertheless Elnathan, and Delaiah, and Gemariah against-said [to] the king, that 
he should not burn the book; and he heard not them (or but he would not listen to them). 

26 And the king commanded to Jerahmeel, son of Hammelech, and to Seraiah, son of 
Azriel, and to Shelemiah, son of Abdeel, that they should take (hold of) Baruch, the writer, 
and Jeremy, the prophet; forsooth the Lord hid them. 
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27 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, the prophet, after that the king had 
burnt the book, and [the] words, which Baruch had written of Jeremy’s mouth; and he 
said, (And the word of the Lord was made to the prophet Jeremiah, after that the king had burned 
the book, and the words, which Baruch had written from Jeremiah’s mouth; and he said,) 

28 Again take thou another book, and write therein all the former words, that were 
in the first book, which Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, burnt. (Take thou another book, and 
write in it all the former words, that were in the first book, which Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, 
burned.) 

29 And thou shalt say to Jehoiakim, king of Judah, The Lord saith these things, Thou 
burntest that book, and saidest, What hast thou written therein, telling, The king of 
Babylon shall come hasting, and shall destroy this land, and shall make man and beast 
to cease thereof? (And thou shalt say to Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, The Lord saith these 
things, Thou hast burned that book, and thou asked, Why hast thou written in it, saying, The king 
of Babylon shall come with haste, and shall destroy this land, and shall make the people and the 
beasts to cease to be there, that is, that he shall kill them all?) 

30 Therefore the Lord saith these things against Jehoiakim, king of Judah, None there 
shall be of him, that shall sit on the seat of David; and his carrion shall be cast forth to the 
heat by day, and to the frost by night. (And so the Lord saith these things against Jehoiakim, 
the king of Judah, There shall be none of his kin, who shall sit on David’s throne; and his dead body 
shall be cast forth to the heat of the day, and to the frost of the night.) 

31 And I shall visit against him, and against his seed, and against his servants, (for) their 
wickednesses. And I shall bring on them, and on the dwellers of Jerusalem, and on the 
men of Judah, all the evil which I spake to them, and they heard not. (And I shall punish 
him, and his descendants, and his officers, for their wickednesses. And I shall bring down upon 
them, and upon the inhabitants of Jerusalem, and upon the people of Judah, all the evil which I 
spoke against them, but they would not hear about.) 

32 Forsooth Jeremy took another book, and gave it to Baruch, the writer, the son of 
Neriah, which wrote therein of Jeremy’s mouth all the words of the book, which book 
Jehoiakim, king of Judah, had burnt by fire; and furthermore many more words were 
added than were before. (And so Jeremiah took another book, and gave it to Baruch, the 
writer, the son of Neriah, who wrote in it from Jeremiah’s mouth all the words of the book, which 
Jehoiakim, the king of Judah, had burned in the fire; and furthermore many more words were 
added to it, than were there before.) 


CHAPTER 37 

1 And king Zedekiah, the son of Josiah, reigned for Jeconiah”, the son of Jehoiakim, 
whom Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, made king in the land of Judah. 

2 And he, and his servants, and his people obeyed not to the words of the Lord, which 
he spake in the hand of Jeremy, the prophet. (And he, and his officers, and his people did not 
obey the words of the Lord, which he spoke by the prophet Jeremiah.) 

3 And king Zedekiah sent Jehucal, the son of Shelemiah, and Zephaniah, the priest, the 
son of Maaseiah, to Jeremy, the prophet, and said, Pray thou for us our Lord God. (And 
King Zedekiah sent Jehucal, the son of Shelemiah, and Zephaniah, the priest, the son of Maaseiah, 
to the prophet Jeremiah, and said, Pray thou for us to the Lord our God.) 

4 Forsooth Jeremy went freely in the midst of the people; for they had not (yet) sent 
him into the keeping of the prison. 

5 Therefore the host of Pharaoh went out of Egypt, and [the] Chaldees, that besieged 
Jerusalem, heard such a message, and went away from Jerusalem. (And so, Pharaoh’s army 
went forth out of Egypt, and when the Chaldeans, who were besieging Jerusalem, heard this news, 
they went away from Jerusalem.) 





* 
CHAPTER 37:1 Also known as Coniah and Jehoiachin. 
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6 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, the prophet, and said, 

7 The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Thus ye shall say to the king of Judah, that 
sent you to ask me, Lo! the host of Pharaoh, which went out to you into help, shall turn 
again into his land, into Egypt. (The Lord God of Israel saith these things, Thus ye shall say to 
the king of Judah, who sent you to ask me, Behold! Pharaoh’s army, which went out to help you, 
shall return to their own land, yea, to Egypt.) 

8 And Chaldees shall come again, and shall fight against this city, and shall take it, and 
shall burn it with fire. (And then the Chaldeans shall return, and shall fight against this city, 
and shall take it, and shall burn it down.) 

9 The Lord saith these things, Do not ye deceive your souls, saying, Chaldees going 
shall go away, and shall depart from us; for they shall not go away. (The Lord saith these 
things, Do not ye deceive yourselves, by saying, The Chaldeans going away shall truly go away, 
and shall indeed depart from us; for they shall not go away from you.) 

10 But though ye slay all the host of Chaldees, that fight against you, and some 
wounded men of them be left, each man shall rise from his tent, and they shall burn 
this city with fire. (But even if ye might kill all of the Chaldean army, who fight against you, and 
only some of their wounded men be left, each wounded man shall rise up out of his tent, and they 
shall burn down this city.) 

11 Therefore when the host of Chaldees had gone away from Jerusalem, for (fear of) 
the host of Pharaoh, (And so when the Chaldean army had gone away from Jerusalem, for fear 
of Pharaoh’s army,) 

12 Jeremy went out of Jerusalem, to go into the land of Benjamin, and to part there the 
possession in the sight of [the] citizens. (Jeremiah went out of Jerusalem, to go to the land of 
Benjamin, and to take possession of his portion of the family property before the citizens there.) 

13 And when he was come to the gate of Benjamin, there was a keeper of the gate by 
whiles (or the guard, or the gatekeeper, was there), Irijah by name, the son of Shelemiah, 
son of Hananiah; and he took (hold of) Jeremy, the prophet, and said, Thou fleest to [the] 
Chaldees. 

14 And Jeremy answered, It is false; I flee not to [the] Chaldees. And he heard not 
Jeremy, but Irijah took Jeremy, and brought him to the princes. (And Jeremiah answered, 
That is false; I do not flee to the Chaldeans. But Irijah would not listen to him, and he took Jeremiah, 
and brought him to the officers.) 

15 Wherefore the princes were wroth against Jeremy, and beat him, and sent him into 
the prison, that was in the house of Jonathan, the scribe; for he was sovereign on the 
prison (or for he was the ruler of the prison). 

16 Therefore Jeremy entered into the house of the pit, and into the prison of travail; 
and Jeremy sat there many days (or and Jeremiah sat there for many days). 

17 Therefore king Zedekiah sent, and took him away, and asked him privily in his 
house, and said, Guessest thou, whether a word is of the Lord? And Jeremy said, There 
is. And Jeremy said, Thou shalt be betaken into the hand of the king of Babylon. (And 
so King Zedekiah sent for Jeremiah, and had him brought to his house, and privately asked him, 
Knowest thou, is there a word from the Lord? And Jeremiah said, There is. And Jeremiah said, 
Thou shalt be delivered into the hands of the king of Babylon.) 

18 And Jeremy said to Zedekiah, the king, What have I sinned to thee, and to thy 
servants, and to thy people, for thou hast sent me into the house of [the] prison? (And 
Jeremiah said to King Zedekiah, What have I sinned against thee, and thy officers, and thy people, 
so that thou hast sent me into the prison house?) 

19 Where be your prophets, that prophesied to you, and said, The king of Babylon shall 
not come on you, and on this land? (Where be your prophets, who prophesied to you, and said, 
The king of Babylon shall not come against you, or against this land?) 
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20 Now therefore, my lord the king, I beseech, hear thou, my prayer be worth(y) in thy 
sight, and send thou not me again into the house of Jonathan, the scribe, lest I die there. 
(And so now, my lord the king, I beseech thee, hear thou, let my prayer be worthy in thy sight, and 
do not thou send me again into the house of Jonathan, the writer, lest I die there.) 

21 Therefore Zedekiah commanded, that Jeremy should be betaken into the porch of 
the prison, and that a cake of bread should be given to him each day, without stew, till all 
the loaves of the city were wasted; and Jeremy dwelled in the porch of the prison. (And 
so Zedekiah commanded that Jeremiah should be taken to the courtyard of the prison, and that 
a loaf of bread should be given to him each day, but without stew, until all the loaves of the city 
were gone; and so Jeremiah lived in the courtyard of the prison.) 


CHAPTER 38 


1 Forsooth Shephatiah, son of Mattan, and Gedaliah, son of Pashur, and Jucal, son of 
Shelemiah, and Pashur, son of Malchiah, heard the words which Jeremy spake to all the 
people, saying, 

2 The Lord saith these things, Whoever dwelleth in this city, shall die by sword, and 
hunger, and pestilence; but he that fleeth to [the] Chaldees, shall live, and his soul shall 
be whole and living. (The Lord saith these things, Whoever remaineth in this city, shall die by 
the sword, and by hunger, and by pestilence; but he who fleeth to the Chaldeans, shall live, and he 
shall be whole and living.) 

3 The Lord saith these things, This city to be betaken shall be betaken into the hand of 
the host of the king of Babylon, and he shall take it. (The Lord saith these things, This city 
shall be delivered into the hands, or into the power, of the army of the king of Babylon, and they 
shall capture it.) 

4 And the princes said to the king, We pray, that this man be slain; for of before-casting 
he discomforteth the hands of (the) men warriors, that dwelled in this city, and the hands 
of all the people, and speaketh to them by all these words. For why this man seeketh not 
peace to this people, but evil. (And the officers said to the king, We pray, that this man be killed; 
because by such forecasting he weakeneth the hands, or the resolve, of the warriors, and the hands 
of all the people, who still remain in this city, yea, by speaking to them by all these words. For this 
man seeketh not peace for this people, but evil.) 

5 And king Zedekiah said, Lo! he is in your hands, for it is not leaveful that the king 
deny anything to you. (And King Zedekiah said, Behold! he is in your hands, for it is not lawful 
for the king to deny anything to you.) 

6 Therefore they took Jeremy, and casted him down into the pit of Malchiah, the son of 
Hammelech, which was in the porch of the prison; and they sent down Jeremy by cords 
into the pit, wherein was no water, but fen; therefore Jeremy went down into the filth. 
(And so they took Jeremiah, and threw him down into the pit of Malchiah, the son of Hammelech, 
which was in the courtyard of the prison; yea, they sent Jeremiah down by cords into the pit, where 
there was no water, but only dirt, or mire; and so Jeremiah went down into the filth.) 

7 Forsooth Ebedmelech (the) Ethiopian, a chaste man and honest, heard, that was in 
the king’s house, that they had sent Jeremy into the pit; soothly the king (then) sat in 
the gate of Benjamin. (But Ebedmelech the Ethiopian, an honest and chaste servant, (that is, a 
eunuch), who was in the king’s house, (or the palace), heard that they had sent Jeremiah into the 
pit; and the king then sat at the Benjamin Gate.) 

8 And Ebedmelech went out of the king’s house, and spake to the king, and said, (And 
Ebedmelech went forth from the palace, and spoke to the king, and said,) 

9 My lord the king, these men did evil all things, whatever things they did against 
Jeremy, the prophet, sending him into the pit, that he die there for hunger; for why 
loaves be no more in the city. (My lord the king, these men have done a very evil thing, yea, 
what they have done against the prophet Jeremiah, by sending him into the pit, so that he would 
die there of hunger; for there be no more loaves in the city.) 
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10 Therefore the king commanded to Ebedmelech (the) Ethiopian, and said, Take with 
thee thirty men from hence, and raise thou [up] Jeremy, the prophet, from the pit, before 
that he die. (And so the king commanded to Ebedmelech the Ethiopian, and said, Take three men 
from here with thee, and raise thou up the prophet Jeremiah, from the pit, before that he die there.) 

11 Therefore when Ebedmelech had taken men with him, he entered into the house of 
the king, that was under the cellar; and he took from thence old clothes, and old rags, 
that were rotten; and he sent them down to Jeremy, into the pit, by cords. (And so when 
Ebedmelech had taken the men with him, he entered into the house of the king, and went down to 
the cellar; and he took from there some old clothes, and some old rags, that were rotten; and then 
he sent them down by cords, into the pit, to Jeremiah.) 

12 And Ebedmelech (the) Ethiopian said to Jeremy, Put thou [the] old clothes, and these 
rent and rotten things under the cubit of thine hands, and on the cords. Therefore 
Jeremy did so (or And Jeremiah did so). 

13 And they drew out Jeremy with cords, and led him out of the pit. Forsooth Jeremy 
dwelled in the porch of the prison. (And they drew up Jeremiah with the cords, and pulled 
him out of the pit. And then Jeremiah lived in the courtyard of the prison.) 

14 And king Zedekiah sent, and took (to) him Jeremy, the prophet, at the third door 
that was in the house of the Lord, (or And King Zedekiah again sent for the prophet Jeremiah, 
and had him brought to him at the third entrance to the House of the Lord). And the king said 
to Jeremy, I (shall) ask of thee a word; hide thou not anything from me. 

15 Forsooth Jeremy said to Zedekiah, If I tell to thee, whether thou shalt not slay me? 
And if I give counsel to thee, thou shalt not hear me. (And Jeremiah said to Zedekiah, If I tell 
thee, shalt thou not kill me? And if I give counsel to thee, shalt thou truly listen to me?) 

16 Therefore Zedekiah the king swore to Jeremy privily, and said, The Lord liveth, that 
made to us this soul, I shall not slay thee, and I shall not betake thee into the hands of 
these men, that seek thy life. (And so King Zedekiah privately swore to Jeremiah, and said, As 
the Lord liveth, who made these souls for us, I shall not kill thee, and I shall not deliver thee into 
the hands of these men who seek thy life.) 

17 And Jeremy said to Zedekiah, The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, If 
thou goest forth, and goest out to the princes of the king of Babylon, thy soul shall live, 
and this city shall not be burnt with fire, and thou shalt be safe, thou and thine house. 
(And Jeremiah said to Zedekiah, The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, If thou 
goest forth, and goest out to the leaders, or the officers, of the king of Babylon, thou shalt live, and 
this city shall not be burned down, and thou shalt be safe, thou and thy house.) 

18 Forsooth if thou goest not out to the princes of the king of Babylon, this city shall be 
betaken into the hands of Chaldees; and they shall burn it with fire, and thou shalt not 
escape from the hand of them. (But if thou goest not out to the officers of the king of Babylon, 
this city shall be delivered into the hands of the Chaldeans; and they shall burn it down, and thou 
shalt not escape from their hands.) 

19 And king Zedekiah said to Jeremy, I am anguished for the Jews that fled over to 
[the] Chaldees, lest peradventure I be betaken into the hands of them, and they scorn 
me. (And King Zedekiah said to Jeremiah, I am anguished about the Jews who fled over to the 
Chaldeans, lest perhaps I be delivered into their hands, and they mock me or and they harm me.) 

20 Forsooth Jeremy answered, and said to him, They shall not betake thee; I beseech, 
hear thou the voice of the Lord, which I shall speak to thee, and it shall be well to thee, 
and thy soul shall live. (And Jeremiah answered, and said to him, They shall not deliver thee 
up; I beseech thee, listen thou to the words of the Lord, which I say to thee, and it shall be well with 
thee, and thou shalt live.) 

21 That if thou wilt not go out, this is the word which the Lord showed to me, (But if 
thou wilt not go out, this is what the Lord told me,) 
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22 Lo! all the women, that were left in the house of the king of Judah, shall be led out 
to the princes of the king of Babylon; and those women shall say, Thy peaceable men 
deceived thee, and had the mastery against thee; they drenched thee [down] in [the] filth, 
and thy feet in sliderness, and [they] went away from thee. (Behold! all the women, who were 
left in the house of the king of Judah, shall be led out to the officers of the king of Babylon; and 
those women shall say, The king’s friends have deceived him, and had the mastery over him; they 
have drowned him down in the filth, and his feet have slid, and now they have all gone away from 
him.) 

23 And all thy wives and thy sons shall be led out to [the] Chaldees, and thou shalt 
not escape the hands of them; but thou shalt be betaken into the hands of the king of 
Babylon, and he shall burn this city with fire. (And all thy wives and thy sons and daughters 
shall be led out to the Chaldeans, and thou shalt not escape from their hands; but thou shalt be 
delivered into the hands of the king of Babylon, and he shall burn down this city.) 

24 Therefore Zedekiah said to Jeremy, (Let) No man know these words, and thou shalt 
not die. 

25 Soothly if the princes hear, that I spake with thee, and they come to thee, and say 
to thee, Show thou to us what thou spakest with the king, hide thou not from us, and we 
shall not slay thee; and what the king spake with thee, (But if my officers hear, that I spoke 
with thee, and they come to thee, and say to thee, Tell thou to us what thou saidest to the king, 
and what the king said to thee, hide thou it not from us, and we shall not kill thee;) 

26 (then) thou shalt say to them, Kneelingly I setted forth my prayers before the king, 
that he should not command me to be led again into the house of Jonathan, and (so) I 
should die there. 

27 Therefore all the princes came to Jeremy, and asked him, (or And so all the officers did 
come to Jeremiah, and asked him); and he spake to them by all the words which the king 
had commanded to him, and they ceased from him; for why nothing was heard. 

28 Therefore Jeremy dwelled in the porch of the prison, till to the day in which 
Jerusalem was taken; and it was done, that Jerusalem should be taken. (And so Jeremiah 
lived in the courtyard of the prison, until the day when Jerusalem was taken; and indeed it was 
done, that Jerusalem was taken.) 


CHAPTER 39 
1 In the ninth year of Zedekiah, king of Judah, in the tenth month, Nebuchadnezzar, 
ne of Babylon, and all his host (or and all his army), came to Jerusalem, and they besieged 


"2 Forsooth in the eleventh year of Zedekiah, in the fourth month, in the fifth day of 
the month (or on the fifth day of the mouth), the city was opened; 

3 and all the princes of the king of Babylon entered, and sat in the middle gate, 
Nergalsharezer, Samgarnebo, Sarsechim, Rabsaris, (another) Nergalsharezer, Rabmag, 
and all [the] other princes of the king of Babylon. (and all the leaders, or all the officers, of the 
king of Babylon entered, and sat at the Middle Gate, yea, Nergalsharezer, Samgarnebo, Sarsechim, 
Rabsaris, another Nergalsharezer, Rabmag, and all the other officers of the king of Babylon.) 

4 And when Zedekiah, the king of Judah, and all the men warriors had seen them, they 
fled, and went out by night from the city, by the way of the garden of the king, and by 
the gate that was betwixt (the) two walls; and they went out to the way of (the) desert. 

5 Forsooth the host of Chaldees pursued them, and they took Zedekiah in the field 
of wilderness of Jericho; and they took him, and brought to Nebuchadnezzar, king of 
Babylon, in Riblah, which is in the land of Hamath; and Nebuchadnezzar spake dooms 
to him. (And the Chaldean army pursued them, and they took hold of Zedekiah in the field of the 
Jericho wilderness; and they took him, and brought him to Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, 
in Riblah, which is in the land of Hamath; and Nebuchadnezzar passed judgement upon him or 
and Nebuchadnezzar spoke out his sentence, or his fate.) 
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6 And the king of Babylon killed the sons of Zedekiah in Riblah, before his eyes; and 
the king of Babylon (also) killed all the noble men of Judah. 

7 Also he putted out the eyes of Zedekiah, and bound him in fetters, that he should be 
led into Babylon. (And he put out Zedekiah’s eyes, and bound him with fetters, so that he could 
be led to Babylon.) 

8 And [the] Chaldees burnt with fire the house of the king (or And the Chaldeans burned 
down the palace), and the house(s) of the common people, and destroyed the wall of 
Jerusalem. 

9 And Nebuzaradan, the master of knights, translated into Babylon the residues of the 
people, that dwelled in the city, and the fleers-away, that had fled over to him, and the 
superfluous men of the common people, that were left. (And Nebuzaradan, the captain of 
the guard, carried away captive to Babylon the rest of the people, who lived in the city, and the 
fleers-away, who had fled over to him, and the rest of the common people, who were left there.) 

10 And Nebuzaradan, the master of knights, left in the land of Judah, of the people 
of poor men, and gave to them vineries and cisterns in that day. (But Nebuzaradan, the 
captain of the guard, left some of the poor people in the land of Judah, and gave them vineyards 
and cisterns on that day.) 

11 Forsooth Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, had commanded of Jeremy to Neb- 
uzaradan, master of the chivalry, and said, (And Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, gave 
custody of Jeremiah to Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, and said,) 

12 Take thou him, and set thine eyes on him, and do thou nothing of evil to him; but 
as he will, so do thou to him, (or but whatever he desireth, do thou for him). 

13 Therefore Nebuzaradan, the prince of the chivalry, (or And so Nebuzaradan, the captain 
of the guard), sent Nebushazban, and Rabsaris, and Nergalsharezer, and Rabmag, and all 
the principal men of the king of Babylon, 

14 sent, and took Jeremy from the porch of the prison, and they betook him to 
Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, son of Shaphan, that he should enter into the house, and 
dwell among the people. (yea, he sent them, and they took Jeremiah from the courtyard of the 
prison, and they delivered him to Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, the son of Shaphan, so that he could 
go to his house, and live among the people.) 

15 Forsooth the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy, when he was closed in the porch 
of the prison, and said, (And the word of the Lord had come to Jeremiah, when he was enclosed 
in the courtyard of the prison, and said,) 

16 Go thou, and say to Ebedmelech (the) Ethiopian, and speak thou, The Lord of hosts, 
God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall bring my words on this city into evil, and not 
into good; and those shall be in thy sight in that day. (Go thou, and speak to Ebedmelech 
the Ethiopian, and say thou, The Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, Behold! I shall 
bring to pass my words upon this city, for evil, and not for good, and it shall happen before thine 
eyes on that day.) 

17 And I shall deliver thee in that day, saith the Lord, and thou shalt not be betaken 
into the hands of [the] men, which thou dreadest; (And I shall rescue thee on that day, saith 
the Lord, and thou shalt not be delivered into the hands of the people, whom thou fearest;) 

18 but I delivering shall deliver thee, and thou shalt not fall down by (the) sword; but 
thy soul shall be into health to thee (or but thy soul shall be saved for thee), for thou haddest 
trust in me, saith the Lord. 


CHAPTER 40 


1 The word that was made of the Lord to Jeremy, after that he was delivered of 
Nebuzaradan, master of the chivalry, from Ramah, when he took him bound with chains, 
in the midst of all men that passed from Jerusalem, and from Judah, and were led into 
Babylon. (The word of the Lord that was made to Jeremiah, after that Nebuzaradan, the captain 
of the guard, had let him go from Ramah, where he had taken him bound with chains, in the midst 
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of all those who were carried away captive from Jerusalem, and from Judah, and were being led 
captive to Babylon.) 

2 Therefore the prince of the chivalry took Jeremy, and said to him, Thy Lord God 
spake this evil on this place, (And so the captain of the guard took Jeremiah aside, and said to 
him, The Lord thy God spoke evil against this place,) 

3 and the Lord hath brought (it in), and hath done (it), as he spake; for ye sinned to the 
Lord, and heard not the voice of him, and this word is done to you. (and now the Lord hath 
brought it to be, and hath done just as he said he would do; for ye all have sinned against the Lord, 
and did not listen to his voice, and so all of this hath come upon you.) 

4 Now therefore lo! I have released thee today from the chains that be in thine hands, 
(or And so now behold! I release thee today from the chains that be upon thy hands); if it pleaseth 
thee to come with me into Babylon, come thou, and I shall set mine eyes on thee; soothly 
if it displeaseth thee to come with me into Babylon, sit thou here; lo! all the land is in 
thy sight, that that thou choosest, and whither it pleaseth thee to go, thither go thou, 

5 and do not thou come with me. But dwell thou with Gedaliah, son of Ahikam, son 
of Shaphan, whom the king of Babylon made sovereign to the cities of Judah; therefore 
dwell thou with him in the midst of the people, either go thou, whither ever it pleaseth 
thee to go. And the master of [the] chivalry gave to him meats, and gifts, and let go him. 
(and do not thou feel compelled to come with me. Yea, stay thou with Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, 
the son of Shaphan, whom the king of Babylon hath made the ruler over the cities of Judah; and 
so either stay thou with him in the midst of the people, or go thou, wherever it pleaseth thee to go. 
And the captain of the guard gave him food, and gifts, and let him go.) 

6 Forsooth Jeremy came to Gedaliah, son of Ahikam, in Mizpah, and dwelled with him 
(or and stayed with him), in the midst of the people that was left in the land. 

7 And when all princes of the host had heard, that were scattered by countries, they 
and the fellows of them, that the king of Babylon had made Gedaliah sovereign of the 
land, the son of Ahikam, and that he had betaken to Gedaliah men, and women, and 
little children, and of [the] poor men of the land, that were not translated into Babylon, 
(And when all the leaders of the army, who were scattered in the countryside, yea, they and their 
fellows, had heard that the king of Babylon had made Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, the ruler of 
the land, and that he had delivered to Gedaliah the men, and the women, and the little children, 
of the poor of the land, who were not carried away captive to Babylon,) 

8 they came to Gedaliah, in Mizpah; and Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, and Johanan, 
the son of Kareah, and Jonathan, (or that is, Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, and Johanan, and 

Jonathan, the sons of Kareah), and Seraiah, the son of Tanhumeth, and the sons of Ephai, 
that were of (the) Netophathites, and Jezaniah, the son of (a) Maachathite; both they and 
their men came to Gedaliah. 

9 And Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, son of Shaphan, swore to them, and to the fellows 
of them, and said, Do not ye dread to serve [the] Chaldees; but dwell ye in the land, 
and serve ye the king of Babylon, and it shall be well to you. (And Gedaliah, the son of 
Ahikam, the son of Shaphan, swore to them, and to their fellows, and said, Do not ye fear to serve 
the Chaldeans; but live ye in the land, and serve ye the king of Babylon, and it shall be well with 
you.) 

10 Lo! I dwell in Mizpah, for to answer to the commandment of [the] Chaldees, that be 
sent to us; forsooth gather ye vintage, and ripe corn, and oil, and keep ye in your vessels, 
and dwell ye in your cities which ye hold. (Behold! I must stay in Mizpah, in order to answer 
to the commandment of the Chaldeans, who be sent to us; but ye can gather the vintage, and the 
ripe corn, and the oil, and keep ye them in your vessels, and live ye in your cities which ye have 
taken, (or occupied).) 

11 But also all the Jews, that were in Moab, and in the hosts of Ammon, and in Idumea, 
and in all the countries, when it is heard, that the king of Babylon had given residues, 
either remnants, in Judah, and that he had made sovereign on them Gedaliah, the son of 
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Ahikam, son of Shaphan, (And all the Jews, who were in Moab, and in the land of Ammon, and 
in Edom, and in all the other countries, when they had heard that the king of Babylon had left a 
remnant in Judah, and that he had made Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, the son of Shaphan, their 
ruler,) 

12 soothly all [the] Jews turned again from all [the] places, to which they had fled; and 
they came into the land of Judah, to Gedaliah, in Mizpah, and gathered wine and ripe 
corn full much. (truly all the Jews returned from all the places, to which they had fled; and they 
came to the land of Judah, to Gedaliah, in Mizpah, and gathered a great deal of wine and ripe corn.) 

13 Forsooth Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of the host, that were 
scattered in the countries, came to Gedaliah in Mizpah, (And Johanan, the son of Kareah, 
and all the leaders, or all the officers, of the army, who were scattered in the countryside, came to 
Gedaliah in Mizpah,) 

14 and said to him, Know thou, that Baalis, king of the sons of Ammon, hath sent 
Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, to smite thy life. And Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, 
believed not to them. (and said to him, Know thou, that Baalis, the king of the Ammonites, 
hath sent Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, to strike down thy life. But Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, 
did not believe them.) 

15 Forsooth Johanan, the son of Kareah, said to Gedaliah asides half in Mizpah, and 
spake, I shall go, and slay Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, while no man knoweth, lest he 
slay thy life, and all the Jews be scattered, that be gathered to thee, and the remnants of 
Judah shall perish. (Then Johanan, the son of Kareah, took Gedaliah aside in Mizpah, and said, I 
shall go, and kill Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, while no one knoweth it, lest he kill thee, and then 
all the Jews be scattered, who now be gathered to thee, and so the remnant of Judah shall perish.) 

16 And Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, said to Johanan, the son of Kareah, Do not thou 
do this word, for thou speakest false of Ishmael. (But Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, said to 
Johanan, the son of Kareah, Do not thou do this thing, for thou speakest falsely of Ishmael.) 


CHAPTER 41 


1 And it was done in the seventh month, Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, son of 
Elishama, of the king’s seed, and the principal men of the king, and ten men with him, 


came to Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, in Mizpah; and they ate there loaves together in 
Mizpah. (And it was done in the seventh month, that Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, the son of 
Elishama, of the king’s descendants, and some of the king’s principal men, (or some of his leaders), 
that is, the ten men who were with him, came to Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, in Mizpah; and they 
ate bread, (or a meal), together there in Mizpah.) 

2 Forsooth Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, and the ten men that were with him, rose 
up, and killed with sword Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, son of Shaphan; and they killed 
him, whom the king of Babylon had made sovereign of the land. (And then Ishmael, the son 
of Nethaniah, and the ten men who were with him, rose up, and killed with the sword Gedaliah, 
the son of Ahikam, the son of Shaphan; yea, they killed him, whom the king of Babylon had made 
the ruler of the land.) 

3 Also Ishmael killed all the Jews, that were with Gedaliah in Mizpah, and the Chaldees, 
that were found there, and the men warriors. (Ishmael also killed all the Jews, who were with 
Gedaliah in Mizpah, and the Chaldeans, who were found there, and the warriors.) 

4 Forsooth in the second day (or And on the second day), after that he had slain Gedaliah, 
(but) while no man knew (it) yet, 

5 fourscore men with shaven beards, and rent clothes, and pale men, came from 
Shechem, and from Shiloh, and from Samaria; and they had gifts and incense in the 
hand, for to offer in the house of the Lord. (eighty men with shaved beards, and torn clothes, 
and pale from cutting themselves, came from Shechem, and from Shiloh, and from Samaria; and 
they had gifts and incense in their hands, to offer in the House of the Lord.) 
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6 Therefore Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, went out of Mizpah into the meeting of 
them; and he went going and weeping (or weeping as he went). Soothly when he had met 
them, he said to them, Come ye to Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam; 


7 and when they were come to the midst of the city, Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, 
killed them about the midst of the pit, he and the men that were with him. (and when 
they were come into the midst of the city, Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, and the men who were 
with him, killed them there, and threw them into the midst of the pit.) 


8 But ten men were found among them, that said to Ishmael, Do not thou slay us, for 
we have treasure(s) of wheat, and of barley, and of oil, and of honey, in the field. And he 
ceased, and killed not them with their brethren. (But ten men were found among them, who 
said to Ishmael, Do not thou kill us, for we have treasures of wheat, and of barley, and of oil, and 
of honey, in the field. And so he ceased, and did not kill them with their kinsmen.) 


9 Forsooth the pit into which Ishmael casted forth all the carrions of [the] men, which 
he killed for Gedaliah, is that pit, which king Asa made for Baasha, the king of Israel; 
Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, filled that pit with slain men. (And the pit into which 
Ishmael cast forth all the dead bodies of the men, whom he had lured to their deaths using the 
name of Gedaliah, is that pit, which King Asa made for Baasha, the king of Israel; Ishmael, the son 
of Nethaniah, filled that pit with dead men.) 


10 And Ishmael led (away as) prisoners all the remnants of the people, that were in 
Mizpah, the daughters of the king, and all the people that dwelled in Mizpah, which 
Nebuzaradan, the prince of [the] chivalry, had betaken to keeping to Gedaliah, the son 
of Ahikam. And Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, took them, and went to pass over to 
the sons of Ammon. (And Ishmael led away as prisoners all the remnant of the people who 
were in Mizpah, that is, the daughters of the king, and all the people who lived in Mizpah, which 
Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, had delivered to Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam. And Ishmael, 
the son of Nethaniah, took them, and left to go over to the Ammonites.) 


11 Forsooth Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, that were with 
him, (or Now Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the leaders of the warriors, who were with him), 
heard (of) all the evil, which Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, had done. 


12 And when they had taken all (their) men, they went forth to fight against Ishmael, 
the son of Nethaniah; and they found him at the many waters, that be in Gibeon. 


13 And when all the people, that was with Ishmael, had seen Johanan, the son of 
Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, that were with him, they were glad. (And when 
all the people, who were with Ishmael, had seen Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the leaders of 
the warriors, who were with him, they were happy.) 


14 And all the people, whom Ishmael had taken (prisoner) in Mizpah, turned again; and 
it turned again (or yea, they turned), and went (over) to Johanan, the son of Kareah. 


15 Forsooth Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, fled with eight men from the face of 
Johanan, and went to the sons of Ammon. (But Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, fled from 
Johanan with eight men, and went to the Ammonites.) 


16 Therefore Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, that were 
with him, took all the remnants of the common people, which they brought again from 
Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, that were of Mizpah, after that he killed Gedaliah, the 
son of Ahikam; he took strong men to battle, and women, and children, and geldings, 
which he had brought again from Gibeon. (And so Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the 
leaders of the warriors, who were with him, took all the remnant of the common people, who 
were from Mizpah, whom he had rescued from Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, after that he had 
killed Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam; yea, he took the strong men of battle, and the women, and the 
children, and the eunuchs, and brought them back from Gibeon.) 
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17 And they went (on their way), and sat being pilgrims in Chimham (for a time), which 
is beside Bethlehem, (before) that they should go, and enter into Egypt, from the face of 
Chaldees (or to escape from the Chaldeans); 

18 for they dreaded those Chaldees, for Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, had slain 
Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, whom the king Nebuchadnezzar had made sovereign in 
the land of Judah. (for they feared those Chaldeans, for Ishmael, the son of Nethaniah, had 
killed Gedaliah, the son of Ahikam, whom King Nebuchadnezzar had made the ruler of the land of 
Judah.) 


CHAPTER 42 

1 And all the princes of (the) warriors nighed, and Johanan, the son of Kareah, and 
Jezaniah, the son of Hoshaiah, and the residue common people, from a little man unto 
a great man. (And all the leaders of the warriors, including Johanan, the son of Kareah, and 
Jezaniah, the son of Hoshaiah, along with the common people, from a little man unto a great man, 
came to the prophet Jeremiah.) 

2 And they said to Jeremy, the prophet, Our prayer fall in thy sight, and pray thou for 
us to thy Lord God, for all these remnants; for we be left a few of many, as thine eyes 
behold us; (And they said to the prophet Jeremiah, May our prayer come before thee, and thou 
pray for us to the Lord thy God, yea, for all these remnants; for we who be left be but a few of many, 
as thine eyes do see;) 

3 and thy Lord God tell to us the way, by which we shall go, and the word which we 
shall do. (and the Lord thy God tell us the way, by which we shall go, and everything that we 
should do.) 

4 Forsooth Jeremy, the prophet, said to them, I have heard (you); lo! I pray to our Lord 
God, by your words, (or behold! I shall pray to the Lord your God, with your words); I shall 
show to you each word, whatever word the Lord shall answer to me, neither I shall hide 
anything from you. 

5 And they said to Jeremy, The Lord be (a) witness of truth and of faith betwixt us; 
if not by each word, in which thy Lord God shall send thee to us, so we shall do, (And 
they said to Jeremiah, May the Lord be a true and faithful witness against us, if we do not do each 
command, which the Lord thy God shall give to thee, for us,) 

6 whether it be good either evil. We shall obey to the voice of our Lord God, to whom 
we send thee, that it be well to us, when we have heard the voice of our Lord God. 
(whether it be good or evil. We shall obey the voice of the Lord our God, to whom we send thee, so 
that it may be well with us, when we have heard the voice of the Lord our God.) 

7 Forsooth when ten days were [ful] filled, the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy. 

8 And he called Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, that were 
with him, (or and all the leaders of the warriors, who were with him), and all the people from 
the least unto the most; 

9 and he said to them, The Lord God of Israel saith these things, to whom ye sent me, 
that I should meekly set forth your prayers in his sight. 

10 If ye rest, and dwell in this land, I shall build you, and I shall not destroy; I shall 
plant, and I shall not draw out; for now I am pleased on the evil which I did to you. (If 
ye rest, and live in this land, I shall build you, and I shall not destroy you; I shall plant you, and I 
shall not draw you out; for now I repent for the evil which I have done to you.) 

11 Do not ye dread of the face of the king of Babylon, whom ye that be fearful, dread; 
do not ye dread him, saith the Lord, for I am with you, to make you safe, and to deliver 
[you] from his hand. (Do not ye fear the king of Babylon, whom ye who be fearful, do fear; do 
not ye fear him, saith the Lord, for I am with you, to make you safe, and to deliver you out of his 
hands.) 

12 And I shall give mercies to you, and I shall have mercy on you, and I shall make you 
dwell in your land (or and I shall help you to live in your own land). 
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13 Forsooth if ye say, We shall not dwell in this land, neither we shall hear the voice of 
our Lord God, (But if ye say, We shall not live in this land, nor shall we listen to the voice of the 
Lord our God,) 

14 and say, Nay, but we shall go to the land of Egypt, where we shall not see battle, 
and shall not hear the noise, either sound, of trump, and we shall not suffer hunger, and 
there we shall dwell; (and say, No! but we shall go to the land of Egypt, where we shall not see 
battle, and shall not hear the sound of the trumpet, and we shall not suffer hunger, and we shall 
live there;) 

15 for this thing, ye remnants of Judah, hear now the word of the Lord. The Lord of 
hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, If ye set your face, for to enter into Egypt, and if 
ye enter, to dwell there, (or If ye set your face, to enter into Egypt, and if ye go, to live there), 

16 the sword which ye dread shall take you there in the land of Egypt, and the hunger 
for which ye be anguished shall cleave to you in Egypt; and there ye shall die (or and ye 
shall die there). 

17 And all the men that setted their face, to enter into Egypt, and to dwell there, shall 
die by sword, and hunger, and pestilence; no man of them shall dwell still, neither shall 
escape from the face of [the] evil, which I shall bring on them. (And all those who set their 
face, to enter into Egypt, and to live there, shall die by the sword, and hunger, and pestilence; not 
one of them shall still remain, nor shall escape from the face of the evil, which I shall bring upon 
them.) 

18 For why the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, As my strong 
vengeance and mine indignation is welled together on the dwellers of Jerusalem, so mine 
indignation shall be welled together on you, when ye have entered into Egypt; and ye 
shall be into swearing, and into wondering, and into cursing, and into shame; and ye 
shall no more see this place. (For the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, As my 
strong vengeance and my indignation is welled together upon the inhabitants of Jerusalem, so my 
indignation shall be welled together upon you, when ye have entered into Egypt; and ye shall be 
into swearing, and into wondering, and into cursing, and into shame; and ye shall no longer see 
this place.) 

19 The word of the Lord is on you, ye remnants of Judah; do not ye enter into Egypt; ye 
(that be) witting shall know, that I have witnessed (against that) to you today; (This word 
of the Lord is for you, ye remnant of Judah; do not ye enter into Egypt; ye who be witting, or who 
understand, now know, that I have witnessed against that to you today;) 

20 for ye have deceived your souls, for ye sent me to your Lord God, and said, Pray thou 
for us to our Lord God, and by all things whatever things our Lord [God] shall say to thee, 
so tell thou to us, and we shall do. (for ye have deceived your own souls, when ye sent me to 
the Lord your God, and said, Pray thou for us to the Lord our God, and everything that the Lord 
our God shall say to thee, tell thou to us, and we shall do it.) 

21 And I told to you today, and ye heard not the voice of your Lord God, on all things for 
which he sent me to you. (And so I told it to you today, but ye have not listened to, or obeyed, 
the voice of the Lord your God, regarding anything for which he hath sent me to you.) 

22 Now therefore, ye (that be) witting shall know, for ye shall die by sword, and hunger, 
and pestilence, in the place to which ye would enter, to dwell there. (And so, ye who be 
witting now know, or understand, that ye shall die by the sword, and hunger, and pestilence, in 
the place where ye would go, to live there.) 


CHAPTER 43 
1 Forsooth it was done, when Jeremy, speaking to the people, had [ful] filled all the 
words of the Lord God of them, for which the Lord God of them sent him to them, (yea), 
all these words, (And it was done, when Jeremiah, speaking to the people, had finished telling all 
the words of the Lord their God, for which the Lord their God had sent him to them, yea, all these 
words,) 
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2 Azariah, the son of Hoshaiah, said, and Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all (the) proud 
men, saying to Jeremy, Thou speakest leasing; our Lord God sent not thee, and said, Enter 
ye not into Egypt, to dwell there; (then Azariah, the son of Hoshaiah, and Johanan, the son of 
Kareah, and all the other proud men, speaking to Jeremiah, said, Thou speakest lies; the Lord our 
God sent thee not to say, Go ye not into Egypt, to live there;) 


3 but Baruch, the son of Neriah, stirreth thee against us, that he betake us in the hands 
of Chaldees, that he slay us, and make to be led over into Babylon. (but Baruch, the son of 
Neriah, stirreth thee against us, so that he can deliver us into the hands of the Chaldeans, so that 
they can kill us, or can make us to be led over captive to Babylon.) 


4 And Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, and all the people, 
heard not the voice of the Lord, that they dwell in the land of Judah. (And so Johanan, the 
son of Kareah, and all the leaders of the warriors, and all the people, did not obey the voice of the 
Lord, that they should remain in the land of Judah.) 


5 But Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the princes of warriors, took all of the 
remnants of Judah, that turned again from all folks, to which they were scattered before, 
that they should dwell in the land of Judah; (But Johanan, the son of Kareah, and all the leaders 
of the warriors, took all the remnant of Judah, who returned from all the nations, to which they 
were scattered before, so that they could live in the land of Judah;) 


6 they took men, and women, and little children, and the daughters of the king, and 
each person, whom Nebuzaradan, the prince of [the] chivalry, had left with Gedaliah, 
the son of Ahikam, son of Shaphan. And they took Jeremy, the prophet, and Baruch, 
the son of Neriah, (yea,they took the men, and the women, and the little children, and the king’s 
daughters, and each person, whom Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, had left with Gedaliah, 
the son of Ahikam, son of Shaphan. And they took the prophet Jeremiah, and Baruch, the son of 
Neriah,) 


7 and they entered into the land of Egypt; for they obeyed not to the voice of the Lord 
(or for they did not obey the voice of the Lord), and they came unto Tahpanhes. 


8 And the word of the Lord was made to Jeremy in Tahpanhes, and said, 


9 Take in thine hand great stones, and hide thou those in a den, which is under the 
wall of tilestone, in the gate of the house of Pharaoh, in Tahpanhes, while all the Jews 
see it. (Take some great stones in thy hands, and hide thou them in the clay, which is under the 
wall made out of tilestone, or out of bricks, at the gate of the house of Pharaoh, in Tahpanhes, and 
let the people of Judah, or the Jews, see thee do it.) 


10 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, 
Lo! I shall send (for), and I shall take (in hand) Nebuchadnezzar, my servant, the king of 
Babylon; and I shall set his throne on these stones, which I [have] hid; and he shall set 
his seat on those stones(or yea, he shall set his throne upon these stones). 


11 And he shall come, and smite the land of Egypt (and shall strike the land of Egypt), 
(those) which in(to) death into death, and (those) which in(to) captivity into captivity, and 
(those) which in(to) sword into sword. 

12 And he shall kindle (a) fire in the temples of [the] gods of Egypt, and he shall burn 
those temples, and shall lead them prisoners, (that is, he shall carry off the gods of those 
temples as prey); and the land of Egypt shall be wrapped, as a shepherd is wrapped in his 
mantle; and he shall go out from thence in peace. 

13 And he shall all-break the images of the house of the sun, that be in the land of 
Egypt; and he shall burn in fire the temples of the gods of Egypt. (And he shall all-break 
the idols of Bethshemesh, that be in the land of Egypt; and he shall burn down the temples of the 
gods of Egypt.) 
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CHAPTER 44 

1 The word that was made to Jeremy, and to all the Jews, that dwelled in the land 
of Egypt (or who lived in the land of Egypt), dwelling in Migdol, and in Tahpanhes, and in 
Memphis, and in the land of Pathros, and said, 

2 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Ye saw all this evil, which I 
brought (in) on Jerusalem, and on all the cities of Judah; and lo! those be forsaken today, 
and no dweller is in them, (or and behold! they be deserted now, and no one is living there); 

3 for the malice which they did, to stir me to wrathfulness, and that they went, and 
made sacrifice, and worshipped alien gods, which they knew not, both ye, and they, and 
your fathers. (for the malice which they did, to stir me to anger, and that they went, and made 
sacrifice, and worshipped strange, or foreign, gods, which they knew not, neither ye, nor they, nor 
your fathers.) 

4 And I sent to you all my servants (the) prophets; and I rose by night, and sent, and 
said, Do not ye do the word of such abomination, (or and I rose up at night, and sent, and 
said, Do not ye do such abominable things). 

5 And they heard not, neither bowed down their ear, that they shall be converted from 
their evils, and should not make sacrifice to alien gods. (But they did not listen, nor bowed 
down their ear, so that they would be turned from their evil doings, and would not make sacrifice 
to strange, or foreign, gods.) 

6 And mine indignation and my strong vengeance is welled together, and is kindled in 
the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem; and they be turned into wilderness, 
and wasteness, by this day. (And my indignation and my strong vengeance was poured out, 
and was kindled in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem; and they were turned into 
wilderness, and waste, as they be today.) 

7 And now the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Why do ye this great evil 
against your souls, that a man of you perish and a woman, a little child and (a) sucking, 
(or so that aman and a woman, and alittle child and a suckling, all perish from among you), from 
the midst of Judah, (and) neither any residue thing (shall) be left in you, 

8 that stir me to wrath by the works of your hands, in making sacrifice to alien gods 
in the land of Egypt, into which ye entered, that ye dwell there, and that ye perish, and 
be into cursing, and into shame to all the folks of earth? (and that ye stir me to anger by 
the works of your hands, in making sacrifice to strange, or to foreign, gods in the land of Egypt, 
into which ye have entered, so that ye live there, but where ye shall also perish, and shall be into 
cursing, and into shame to all the nations of the earth?) 

9 Whether ye have forgotten the evils of your fathers, and the evils of the kings of 
Judah, and the evils of their wives, and your evils, and the evils of your wives, which 
they did in the land of Judah, and in the countries of Jerusalem? (or and in the streets of 
Jerusalem?) 

10 They be not cleansed unto this day, and they dreaded not, and they went not in the 
law of the Lord, and in my behests, which I gave before you, and before your fathers. 
(They be not cleansed unto this day, and they do not fear or and they do not show reverence, and 
they do not walk in the Law of the Lord, and in my commands, which I set before you, and before 
your fathers.) 

11 Therefore the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall set my face 
in you into evil, and I shall lose all Judah, (And so the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith 
these things, Behold! I shall set my face against you for evil, and I shall destroy all of Judah,) 

12 and I shall take the remnants of Judah, that setted their faces, to go into the land of 
Egypt, and to dwell there; and (they) all shall be wasted in the land of Egypt, they shall 
fall down by sword, and shall be wasted in hunger (or and shall be wasted by hunger), from 
the least unto the most, (yea), they shall die by sword and (by) hunger, and (they) shall 
be into swearing, and into miracle, or wonder, and into cursing, and into shame. 
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13 And I shall visit on the dwellers of Egypt, as I visited on Jerusalem, in sword, and 
in hunger, and in pestilence. (And I shall punish those who live in Egypt, like I have punished 
those who be in Jerusalem, with the sword, and with hunger, and with pestilence.) 

14 And none shall be, that shall escape, and be [the] residue of the remnants of (the) 
Jews, that go to be pilgrims in the land of Egypt, and to turn again to the land of Judah, 
to which they raise [up] their souls, that they turn again, and dwell there; they shall not 
turn again thither, no but they that fled. (And none of the remnants of the Jews, who went 
down to the land of Egypt as visitors, shall escape, and return to the land of Judah, to which they 
raise up their souls, that they should return, and live there; yea, they shall not return there, no but 
only the few who have already fled there.) 

15 Forsooth all men answered to Jeremy, and knew, that their wives made sacrifice to 
alien gods, and all [the] women, of which a great multitude stood, and all the people of 
dwellers in the land of Egypt, in Pathros, and said, (But all the men, who knew that their wives 
made sacrifice to strange, or to foreign, gods, and all the women, of whom stood a great multitude, 
and all the people of those who lived in the land of Egypt, in Pathros, answered to Jeremiah, and 
said,) 

16 We shall not hear of thee the word which thou speakest to us in the name of our 
Lord God, (We shall not listen to the word which thou speakest to us in the name of the Lord our 
God,) 

17 but we doing shall do each word that shall go out of our mouth, that we make 
sacrifice to the queen of heaven, and that we offer to it moist sacrifices, as we did, and our 
fathers, our kings, and our princes, in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem; 
and we were [full-]filled with loaves, and it was well to us, and we saw none evil. (but we 
doing shall keep each promise that went out of our mouths, that we make sacrifice to the queen of 
heaven, and that we offer wine offerings to her, like we used to do, yea, we, and our fathers, and 
our kings, and our princes, or our leaders, in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of Jerusalem; 
for then we were filled full with loaves, and it was well with us, and we saw no evil.) 

18 But from that time, in which we ceased to make sacrifice to the queen of heaven, 
and to offer to it moist sacrifices, we had need to all things, and we were wasted by sword 
and hunger. (But from the time, in which we ceased to make sacrifice to the queen of heaven, and 
to offer wine offerings to her, we had need for everything, and we were wasted by the sword and 
by hunger.) 

19 That if we make sacrifice to the queen of heaven, and offer to it moist sacrifices, 
whether without our husbands (knowing it) we made to it cakes, to worship it, and loaves 
to be offered? (And the women said, And when we made sacrifice to the queen of heaven, and 
offered wine offerings to her, did we make the cakes for her, to worship her, and were the wine 
offerings offered, without our husbands knowing about it? No!) 

20 And Jeremy said to all the people, against the men, and against the women, and 
against all the people, that answered to him the word, and he said, (And Jeremiah replied 
to all the people, yea, to the men, and the women, and all the people, who had answered this to 
him, and he said,) 

21 Whether not the sacrifices which ye sacrificed in the cities of Judah, and in the 
streets of Jerusalem, ye, and your fathers, your kings, and your princes, and the people of 
the land, stirred God to vengeance? The Lord had mind on these things, and it ascended 
on his heart; (Did the sacrifices which ye sacrificed in the cities of Judah, and in the streets of 
Jerusalem, ye, and your fathers, and your kings, and your princes, or your leaders, and the people 
of the land, stir God to vengeance? Yea, the Lord remembered these things, and it ascended upon 
his heart;) 

22 and the Lord might no more bear (it), for the malice of your studies, and for the 
abominations which ye did. And your land is made into desolation, and into wondering, 
and into curse, for no dweller is, as this day is. (and the Lord could no longer bear it, for the 
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malice of your deeds, and for the abominations which ye did. And so your land was made into 
desolation, and into wondering, and into cursing, where no one liveth, as it is this day.) 

23 Therefore for ye made sacrifice to idols, and sinned to the Lord, and heard not 
the voice of the Lord, and went not in the law, and in the commandments, and in the 
witnesses of him, therefore these evils befell to you, as this day is. (And so for ye made 
sacrifice to idols, and sinned against the Lord, and did not listen to, or obey, the voice of the Lord, 
and went not in the Law, and in the commandments, and in his testimonies, so these evils befell 
to you, as it is this day.) 

24 Forsooth Jeremy said to all the people, and to all the women, All Judah, that be in 
the land of Egypt, hear ye the word of the Lord. (And Jeremiah said to all the people, and 
especially to all the women, All Judah, who be in the land of Egypt, hear ye the word of the Lord.) 

25 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, and speaketh, Ye and your wives 
spake with your mouth(s), and [ful] filled with your hands, and said, Make we our vows 
which we vowed, that we make sacrifice to the queen of heaven, and offer to it moist 
sacrifices; ye [ful] filled your vows, and did those in work. (The Lord of hosts, the God of 
Israel, speaketh these things, and saith, Ye and your wives spoke with your mouths, and fulfilled 
with your hands, and said, Let us keep our vows which we vowed, that we make sacrifice to the 
queen of heaven, and offer wine offerings to her; and so ye have fulfilled your vows, and have 
accomplished them.) 

26 Therefore, all Judah, that dwell in the land of Egypt, hear ye the word of the Lord; 
Lo! I swore in my great name, saith the Lord, that my name shall no more be called (on) 
by the mouth of each man Jew, saying, The Lord God liveth, in all the land of Egypt. (And 
so, all Judah, who live in the land of Egypt, hear ye the word of the Lord; Behold! I swore by my 
great name, saith the Lord, that my name shall no longer be called on by the mouth of any Jew, 
saying, As the Lord God liveth, in all the land of Egypt.) 

27 Lo! I shall wake on them into evil, and not into good; and all the men of Judah, that 
be in the land of Egypt, shall be wasted, by sword and hunger, till they be wasted utterly. 
(Behold! I shall keep watch, to bring in evil upon thee, and not good; and all those of Judah, who be 
in the land of Egypt, shall be wasted, by the sword and by hunger, until they be utterly destroyed.) 

28 And a few men that fled the sword, shall turn again from the land of Egypt into 
the land of Judah; and all the remnants of Judah, of them that enter(ed) into the land 
of Egypt, to dwell there, shall know, whose word shall be [ful] filled, mine either theirs. 
(And a few who fled the sword, shall return from the land of Egypt to the land of Judah; and all the 
remnant of Judah, of those who went to the land of Egypt, to live there, shall know, whose word 
shall be fulfilled, mine or theirs.) 

29 And this shall be a sign to you, saith the Lord, that I shall visit on you in this place, 
that ye know, that verily my words shall be [ful] filled against you into evil. (And this shall 
be a sign to you, saith the Lord, that I shall punish you in this place, so that ye know, that my words 
shall truly be fulfilled against you for evil.) 

30 The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall betake Pharaoh(hophra), the king of Egypt, 


into the hand of his enemies, and into the hand of them that seek his life, as I betook 
Zedekiah, king of Judah, into the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, his enemy, 


and seeking his life. (The Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall deliver Pharaoh Hophra, the 
king of Egypt, into the hands of his enemies, and into the hands of those who seek his life, as I 
delivered Zedekiah, the king of Judah, into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, his 
enemy, who sought to take his life.) 


CHAPTER 45 
1 The word that Jeremy, the prophet, spake to Baruch, the son of Neriah, when he had 
written these words in the book, of the mouth of Jeremy (or from the mouth of Jeremiah), 
in the fourth year of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, king of Judah, and said, 
2 The Lord God of Israel saith these things to thee, Baruch. 
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3 Thou saidest, Woe to me (a) wretch, for the Lord (hath) increased sorrow to my 
sorrow; I travailed in my wailing, and I found not rest, (or I laboured in my wailing or I 
am wearied from my wailing, and I could not find any rest). 

4 The Lord saith these things, Thus thou shalt say to him, Lo! I destroy them, which 
I builded, and I draw out them, which I planted, and all this land. (The Lord saith these 
things, Thou shalt say this to him, Behold! I destroy those, whom I built up, and I draw out those, 
whom I planted, yea, even the entire earth.) 

5 And seekest thou great things to thee? do not thou seek, for lo! I shall bring evil 
on each man, saith the Lord, and I shall give to thee thy life into health, in all places, to 
which ever places thou shalt go. (And seekest thou great things for thyself? do not thou seek 
them, for behold! I shall bring in evil upon each person, saith the Lord, but at least I shall save thy 
life for thee, in every place, wherever thou shalt go. (That I shall do for thee).) 


CHAPTER 46 


1 The word of the Lord, that was made to Jeremy, the prophet, against heathen men; 
(The word of the Lord, that was made to the prophet Jeremiah, against the heathen or about the 
nations;) 

2 to Egypt, against the host of Pharaohnecho, king of Egypt, that was beside the flood 
[of] Euphrates, in Carchemish, whom Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, smote, in the 
fourth year of Jehoiakim, son of Josiah, king of Judah. (about Egypt, concerning the army 
of Pharaoh Necho, the king of Egypt, who was by the Euphrates River, in Carchemish, whom 
Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, struck, in the fourth year of Jehoiakim, the son of Josiah, 
the king of Judah.) 

3 Make ye ready shield and target, and go ye forth to battle. 

4Join ye horses, and ascend, ye knights; stand ye in helmets, polish ye spears, clothe ye 
you in habergeons. (Join ye up the horses, and ye horsemen go upon them; stand ye in helmets, 
polish ye the spears, clothe ye yourselves with breastplates.) 

5 What therefore? I saw them dreadful, either afeared, and turning the(ir) backs, the 
strong men of them (be) slain; and they fled swiftly, and beheld not; dread was on each 
side, saith the Lord. (But what did I see? I saw them fearful, or afraid, and turning their backs, 
for their strong men be killed; and the rest swiftly fled away, and beheld not; fear was on all sides, 
saith the Lord.) 

6 A swift man shall not flee, and a strong man guess not himself to be saved; at the 
north, beside the flood [of] Euphrates, they were overcome, and fell down. (But the swift 
shall not be able to flee away, and the strong shall not be able to save themselves; in the north, by 
the Euphrates River, they were overcome, and fell down.) 

7 Who is this, that ascendeth as a flood, and his swells waxed great as of floods? (Who 
is this, who goeth up like a flood, yea, like a river overflowing its banks?) 

8 Egypt ascended at the likeness of a flood, and his waves shall be moved as [the] floods; 
and it shall say, I shall ascend, and cover the earth; I shall lose the city, and (the) dwellers 
thereof. (It is Egypt that goeth up like a flood, yea, like a river overflowing its banks; and it shall 
say, I shall rise, and cover the earth; I shall destroy the city, and its inhabitants.) 

9 Ascend ye upon horses, and make ye full out joy in chariots, (or Go ye upon horses, 
and rejoice, or shout, ye in the chariots); and strong men, come forth, Ethiopia and Libya, 
holding shield, and Lydia, taking and shooting arrows. 

10 Forsooth that day of the Lord God of hosts is a day of vengeance, that he take 
vengeance of his enemies; the sword shall devour, and shall be [full-Jfilled, and shall 
greatly be filled with the blood of them; for why the slain sacrifice of the Lord of hosts 
is in the land of the north, beside the flood [of] Euphrates. (For that day of the Lord God of 
hosts is a day of vengeance, that he take vengeance on his enemies; the sword shall devour, and 
shall be filled full, yea, it shall be greatly filled with their blood; for the slain sacrifice of the Lord 
of hosts is in the land of the north, by the Euphrates River.) 
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11 Thou virgin, the daughter of Egypt, go up into Gilead, and take medicine. In vain 
thou shalt multiply medicines; health shall not be to thee. (0 virgin, the daughter of Egypt, 
go up into Gilead, and get some medicine. But thou shalt take thy many medicines in vain; for 
health, or healing, shall not be to thee.) 

12 Heathen men heard thy shame (or The heathen heard of thy shame), and thy yelling 
filled the earth; for a strong man hurtled against a strong man, and both fell down 
together. 

13 The word which the Lord spake to Jeremy, the prophet, on that that Nebuchadnez- 
zar, king of Babylon, was to coming, and to smiting the land of Egypt. (The word which 
the Lord spoke to the prophet Jeremiah, when Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, was coming 
to strike the land of Egypt.) 

14 Tell ye (out) to Egypt, and make ye heard in Migdol, and sound it in Memphis, and 
say ye in Tahpanhes, Stand thou, and make thee ready, for a sword shall devour those 
things that be by thy compass (or for a sword shall devour those things that be all around thee). 

15 Why hath thy strong man waxed rotten? He stood not, for the Lord underturned 
him. 

16 He multiplied fallers, and a man fell down to his neighbour; and they shall say, Rise 
ye, and turn we again to our people, and to the land of our birth, from the face of (the) 
sword of the culver. (He multiplied the fallen, yea, a man fell upon his neighbour; and they shall 
say, Rise ye up, and let us return to our people, and to the land of our birth, away from the cruel 
sword.) 

17 Call ye the name of Pharaoh, king of Egypt, The time hath brought noise. (Call ye the 
name of Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, The man who missed his chance.) 

18 | live, saith the king, the Lord of hosts is his name; for it shall come as Tabor in hills, 
and as Carmel in the sea. (As I live, saith the King, whose name is the Lord of hosts; for he shall 
come as surely as Tabor is in the hills, and that Carmel is by the sea.) 

19 Thou dwelleress, the daughter of Egypt, make to thee vessels of passing over; for 
why Memphis shall be into wilderness, and it shall be forsaken [and] unhabitable. (0 
dwelleress, the daughter of Egypt, make ready for thyself vessels for a time of captivity; for 
Memphis shall be turned into a wilderness, and it shall be deserted, and uninhabited.) 

20 Egypt is a shapely cow calf, and fair (or and beautiful); (but) a pricker from the north 
shall come to it. 

21 Also the hired men thereof, that lived as calves made fat in the midst thereof, be 
turned, and fled (away) together, and might not stand; for the day of (the) slaying of them 
shall come on them, the time of the visiting of them. (And its hired men, who lived like calves 
made fat in its midst, shall turn, and flee away together, and they shall not stand; for the day of 
their slaughter hath come upon them, the time of their punishment.) 

22 The voice of them shall sound as of brass, for they shall hasten with (a) host, and 
with axes they shall come to it. As men cutting down trees, (The voice of Egypt shall hiss 
like a snake, but the enemy shall make haste with their host, and shall come against them with 
axes. Yea, like men cutting down trees,) 

23 they cutted down the forest thereof, saith the Lord, which may not be numbered; 
they be multiplied over locusts, and no number is in them. (they shall cut down the 
Egyptians, saith the Lord, like falling the trees in a forest, which cannot be numbered; and the 
men in this army be multiplied over the locusts, yea, there is no number of them, or yea, they be 
innumerable.) 

24 The daughter of Egypt is shamed, and betaken into the hand of the people of the 
north, (And so the daughter of Egypt shall be shamed, and taken into the hands of the people of 
the north,) 


25 said the Lord of hosts, God of Israel. Lo! I shall visit on the noise of Alexandria, and 
on Pharaoh, and on Egypt, and on the gods thereof, and on the kings thereof, and on 


them that trust in him. (said the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel. Behold! I shall punish Amon, 


4046 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 46:26 615 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 48:1 


the god of No or the god of Thebes, and Egypt, and its gods, and its kings, and Pharaoh, and all 
those who trust in him.) 

26 And I shall give them into the hands of men that seek the life of them (or And I shall 
give them into the hands of those who seek their lives), and into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, 
king of Babylon, and into the hands of his servants; and after these things it shall be 
inhabited, as in the former days, saith the Lord. 

27 And thou, Jacob, my servant, dread thou not, and Israel, dread thou not; for lo! I 
shall make thee safe from (a) far place, and thy seed from the land of his captivity; and 
Jacob shall turn again, and shall rest, and shall have prosperity, and none shall be, that 
shall make him afeared. (And thou, my servant Jacob, fear thou not, O Israel, fear thou not; for 
behold! I shall bring thee home safe from a far off place, and thy descendants from the land of 
their captivity; and Jacob shall return, and shall rest, and shall have prosperity, and no one shall 
be, who shall make him afraid.) 

28 And Jacob, my servant, do not thou dread, saith the Lord, for I am with thee; for 
I shall waste all folks, to which I casted thee out; but I shall not waste thee, but I shall 
chastise thee in doom, and I shall not spare thee as innocent. (And my servant Jacob, do not 
thou fear, saith the Lord, for I am with thee; for I shall waste all the nations, to whom I cast thee 
out; but I shall not destroy thee, but I shall discipline, or correct, thee with justice or in judgement, 
and I shall not spare thee as innocent.) 


CHAPTER 47 

1 The word of the Lord, that was made to Jeremy, the prophet, against Palestines, 
before that Pharaoh smote Gaza. (The word of the Lord, that was made to the prophet Jeremiah, 
about the Philistines, before that Pharaoh struck Gaza.) 

2 The Lord saith these things, Lo! waters shall ascend from the north, and they shall be 
as a strand (over)flowing, and they shall cover the land, and the fullness thereof, the city, 
and the dwellers thereof. Men shall cry, and all the dwellers of the land shall yell, (The 
Lord saith these things, Behold! the waters shall rise up from the north, and they shall be like an 
overflowing river, and they shall cover the land, and its fullness, and the city, and its inhabitants. 
People shall cry, and all the inhabitants of the land shall yell,) 

3 for the noise of boast of armed men, and of warriors of him, and for moving of his 
carts, and multitude of his wheels. Fathers beheld not sons with aclumsid hands, (for 
the sound of the boast of his armed men, and of his warriors, and for the moving of his chariots, 
and the multitude of his wheels. Fathers, with their hands benumbed, shall not take care of their 
children,) 

4 for the coming of the day in which all Philistines shall be destroyed; and Tyrus 
shall be destroyed, and Sidon with all their other helps. For the Lord hath destroyed 
Palestines, the remnants of the isle of Cappadocia. (for the coming of the day in which all 
the Philistines shall be destroyed; and Tyre and Sidon shall be destroyed, and all their helpers. 
Yea, the Lord shall destroy the Philistines, who be the remnant from the island of Caphtor.) 

5 Baldness came on Gaza; Ashkelon was still, and the remnants of the valley of them. 
How long shalt thou fall down, (Baldness came upon Gaza, Ashkelon was silent, along with the 
remnants of their valley; how long shalt thou fall down?) 

6 O! sword of the Lord, how long shalt thou not rest? (or O sword of the Lord! how long 
until thou shalt rest?) Enter thou into thy sheath, be thou refreshed, and be still. 

7 How shall it rest, when the Lord commanded to it against Ashkelon, and against the 
sea coasts thereof, and there [he] hath said to it? (But how can it rest, when the Lord hath 
commanded to it against Ashkelon, and against its sea coasts? yea, he hath ordered it upon them.) 


CHAPTER 48 
1 To Moab, the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things. Woe on Nebo, for it 
is destroyed, and shamed; Kiriathaim is taken (captive), the strong city is shamed, and 
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trembled. (About Moab, the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things. Woe on Nebo, for 
it is destroyed; Kiriathaim is shamed, and taken captive; Misgab is shamed, and trembleth.) 

2 And full out joying is no more in Moab; they thought evil against Heshbon. Come 
ye, and lose we it from [the] folk. Therefore thou being still, [thou] shalt be stilled, and 
sword shall follow thee. (And rejoicing is no longer in Moab; they plotted evil against Heshbon. 
Come ye, and let us destroy them from being a nation. And so thou shalt be silenced, O town of 
Madmen, yea, the sword shall follow after thee.) 

3 A voice of cry(ing) from Horonaim, destroying, and great sorrow. 

4 Moab is defouled, tell ye [out the] cry to (the) little children thereof. (Moab is defiled, 
tell ye out the cry of its little children.) 

5 For a man weeping, ascended with weeping, by the ascending of Luhith; for in 
the coming down of Horonaim, [the] enemies heard the yelling of (that) sorrow. (For 
people wept, as they went up by the ascent of Luhith; and on the coming down, or the descent, of 
Horonaim, their enemies heard their cries of distress.) 

6 Flee ye, save ye your lives; and ye shall be as brooms in desert. (Flee ye, save ye your 
lives; and ye shall be like the heath in the wilderness.) 

7 For that that thou haddest trust in thy strongholds, and in thy treasures, also thou 
shalt be taken. And Chemosh shall go into passing over, the priests thereof and the 
princes thereof together. (For that thou haddest trust in thy strongholds, and in thy treasures, 
thou also shalt be taken. And Chemosh shall go into captivity, its priests and its princes, or its 
leaders, together.) 

8 And a robber shall come to each city, and no city shall be saved; and valleys shall 
perish, and field places shall be destroyed, for the Lord said. 

° Give ye the flower of Moab, for it shall go out flowering; and the cities thereof shall 
be forsaken, and unhabitable. (Give ye a flower to Moab, for it shall go out flowering; and its 
cities shall be deserted, and uninhabited.) 

10 He is cursed, that doeth the work of God guilefully; and he is cursed, that forbiddeth 
his sword from blood. (He is cursed, who doeth the work of God deceitfully; and he is cursed, 
who forbiddeth his sword from blood.) 

11 Moab was plenteous from his young waxing age, and rested in his dregs, neither 
was shed out from vessel into vessel, and went not into passing over; therefore his taste 
dwelled in him, and his odour is not changed. (Moab hath lived safe and secure since his 
youth, and rested on his dregs, or on his lees, yea, he was not poured out from vessel to vessel, nor 
went into captivity; and so his taste stayed in him, and his odour was not changed.) 

12 Therefore lo! days come, saith the Lord, and! shall send to it ordainers, and arrayers 
of pottles; and they shall array it, and they shall waste the vessels thereof, and hurtle 
together the pottles of them. (And so behold! days shall come, saith the Lord, and I shall send 
him ordainers, and arrayers of bottles, (or of wine jars); and they shall array it, and they shall 
destroy its vessels, and hurtle together their bottles, (or break their wine jars in pieces).) 

13 And Moab shall be ashamed of Chemosh, as the house of Israel was ashamed of 
Bethel, in which it had trust. (And Moab shall be shamed by Chemosh, like the house of Israel 
was shamed by Bethel, in which it had trust.) 

14 How say ye, We be strong, and stalworthy men to fight? (How say ye, We be strong, 
and stalwart men for the fight?) 

15 Moab is destroyed, and they have burnt the cities thereof, and the chosen young 
men thereof went down into slaying, saith the king, the Lord of hosts is his name. (Moab 
is destroyed, and they have burned down its cities, and its chosen young men were killed, saith the 
King, whose name is the Lord of hosts.) 

16 The perishing of Moab is nigh, that it come, and the evil thereof runneth full swiftly. 
(The perishing of Moab is near at hand, and its evil runneth very quickly.) 
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17 All ye that be in the compass thereof, comfort it; and all ye that know the name 
thereof, say, How is the strong rod broken, the glorious staff? (All ye who be around it, 
comfort it; and all ye who know its name, say, How the strong rod is broken, yea, the glorious 
staff!) 

18 Thou dwelling of the daughter of Dibon, go down from glory, sit thou in thirst; for 
the destroyer of Moab shall ascend to thee, and he shall destroy thy strongholds. (0 
daughter who liveth in Dibon, go down from thy glory, sit thou in thirst; for the destroyer of Moab 
shall come to thee, and he shall destroy thy strongholds.) 

19 Thou dwelling of Aroer, stand in the way, and behold; ask thou him that fleeth, and 
him that escaped; say thou, What befell? (0 inhabitant of Aroer, stand by the way, and look; 
ask thou him who fleeth, and him who escaped; say thou, What happened?) 

20 Moab is shamed, for he is overcome; yell ye, and cry; tell ye (out) in Arnon, that 
Moab is destroyed. 

21 And doom is come to the land of the field (or And judgement hath come to the land of 
the field, or to the plateau), (yea), on Holon, and on Jahazah, and on Mephaath, 

‘ and on Dibon, and on Nebo, and on the house of Diblathaim (or and on Bethdiblath- 
aim), 

23 and on Kiriathaim, and on Bethgamul, and on Bethmeon, 

24 and on Kerioth, and on Bozrah, and on all the cities of the land of Moab, that be far, 
and that be nigh. (and on Kerioth, and on Bozrah, and on all the cities in the land of Moab, that 
be far away, and that be near.) 

25 The horn of Moab is cut away, and the arm thereof is all-broken, saith the Lord. 

26 Fill ye him greatly, for he is raised (up) against the Lord; and he shall hurtle down 
the hand of Moab in his spewing, and he also shall be into scorn. 

27 For why, Israel, he was into scorn to thee, as if thou haddest found him among 
thieves; therefore for thy words which thou spakest against him, thou shalt be led (away 
as a) prisoner. 

28 Ye dwellers of Moab, forsake cities, and dwell in the stone, and be ye as a culver 
making nest in the highest mouth of an hole. (Ye inhabitants of Moab, leave the cities, and 
live among the stones, and be ye like a dove making her nest in the highest mouth of a hole in the 
wall of the cliff.) 

29 We have heard the pride of Moab; he is full proud. I know, saith the Lord, the 
highness thereof, and pride in word, and pride in bearing, and the highness of heart, 
(We have heard of the pride of Moab; yea, he is very proud. I know his highness, saith the Lord, 
and his pride in words, and his pride in bearing, and the highness of his heart,) 

30 and the boast thereof, and that the virtue thereof is not nigh, either like it, neither 
it enforced to do after that that it might. (and his boasting, and that his virtue, if any, is far 
from apparent, and that he hath not endeavoured to do what he should do.) 

31 Therefore I shall wail on Moab, and I shall cry to all Moab, to the men of the earthen 
wall, that wail. (And so I shall wail for Moab, and I shall cry for all of Moab, and I shall wail for 
the people of Kirheres.) 

32 Of the wailing of Jazer I shall weep to thee, thou vine of Sibmah, (or O vine of Sibmah, 
I shall weep for thee more than my wailing for Jazer); thy scions passed (over) the sea, those 
came unto the sea of Jazer; a robber fell in on thy ripe corn, and on thy vintage. 

33 Full out joy and gladness is taken away from Carmel, and from the land of Moab, 
and I have taken away wine from [the] pressers; a stamper of [the] grape shall not sing a 
customable merry song. (Rejoicing and happiness is taken away from the plentiful land, and 
from the land of Moab, and I have stopped the flow of wine from the winepresses; yea, a stamper 
of the grapes shall not sing the customary happy song.) 

34 Of the cry of Heshbon unto Elealeh and (unto) Jahaz they gave their voice, from Zoar 
unto Horonaim (like) a cow calf of three years; forsooth the waters of Nimrim shall be 
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full evil. (The people of Heshbon and of Elealeh cry out, and their voices have gone unto Jahaz, 
and unto Zoar, and unto Horonaim, and even unto Eglath Shelishiyah; for the waters of Nimrim 
have become evil, and have all dried up.) 

35 And I shall take away from Moab, saith the Lord, him that offereth in high places, 
and him that maketh sacrifice to the gods thereof. (And I shall take away from Moab, saith 
the Lord, those who offer at the hill shrines, and who make sacrifices to their gods.) 

36 Therefore mine heart shall sound as a pipe of brass to Moab, and mine heart shall 
give (the) sound of pipes to the men of the earthen wall; for it did more than it might, 
therefore they perished. (And so my heart shall sound like a brass pipe for Moab, and like 
funeral pipes for the people of Kirheres; for all their riches have perished.) 

37 For why (on) each head shall be baldness, and each beard shall be shaved; in all 
hands shall be binding together (or and all hands shall be cut and gouged), and an hair-shirt 


shall be on each back. 
38 And all wailing shall be on all the roofs of Moab, and in the streets thereof, for I 


have all-broken Moab as an unprofitable vessel, saith the Lord. (And only wailingshall be 
on all of Moab’s rooftops, and in its streets, for I have broken Moab in pieces, like a useless vessel, 
saith the Lord.) 

39 How is it overcome, and they yelled? how hath Moab cast down the noll, and is 
shamed? And Moab shall be into scorn, and into ensample to all men in his compass. 
(And they shall yell, How it is overcome! how Moab hath cast down its head, and is shamed! And 
Moab shall be mocked, and made an example to all the people around it.) 

40 The Lord saith these things, Lo! as an eagle he shall fly out, and he shall stretch 
forth his wings to Moab. (The Lord saith these things, Behold! he shall fly out like an eagle, and 
he shall stretch out his wings over Moab.) 

41 Kerioth is taken, and strongholds be taken; and the heart of strong men of Moab 
shall be in that day, as the heart of a woman travailing of child. (Yea, Kerioth is taken, and 
the strongholds be taken; and the hearts of Moab’s strong men shall be on that day, like the heart 
of a woman in labour.) 

42 And Moab shall cease to be a people, for it had glory against the Lord. (And Moab 
shall cease to be a nation, for it magnified itself against the Lord.) 

43 Dread, and ditch, and snare is on thee, thou dweller of Moab, saith the Lord. (Terror, 
and ditch, and trap be waiting for thee, O inhabitant of Moab, saith the Lord.) 

44 He that fleeth from the face of dread, shall fall into a ditch; and they that ascend 
from the ditch, shall be taken with a snare. For I shall bring on Moab the year of the 
visitation of them, saith the Lord. (He who fleeth from the face of terror, shall fall into the 
ditch; and those who get up out of the ditch, shall be caught in the trap. For I shall bring upon 
Moab the year of its visitation, that is, its time of punishment, saith the Lord.) 

45 Men fleeing from the snare stood in the shadow of Heshbon, for why fire went out 
of Heshbon, and flame from the midst of Sihon; and [it] devoured a part of Moab, and 
the top of the sons of noise, (or and it devoured a part of Moab, and the mountaintops of the 
sons of tumult). 

46 Moab, woe to thee; thou people of Chemosh, hast perished, for why thy sons and thy 
daughters be taken into captivity. (Moab, woe to thee; thou people of Chemosh have perished, 
for thy sons and thy daughters be taken into captivity.) 

47 And I shall turn (again) the captivity of Moab in the last days, saith the Lord. 
Hitherto be the dooms of Moab. (But I shall restore the fortunes of Moab in the last days, 
saith the Lord. Heretofore is the judgement, or the sentence, upon Moab.) 


CHAPTER 49 


1 To the sons also of Ammon. The Lord saith these things. Whether no sons be of 
Israel, either an heir is not to it? why therefore wielded Malcham the heritage of Gad, 
and the people thereof dwelled in the cities of Gad? (And about the Ammonites, the Lord 
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saith these things. Did Israel have no children, or hath he not left an heir? and so why did Milcom 
possess the inheritance of Gad, and his people live in the cities of Gad?) 

2 Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall make the gnashing of battle heard on 
Rabbah of the sons of Ammon; and it shall be destroyed into noise, and the villages 


thereof shall be burnt with fire, and Israel shall wield his wielders, saith the Lord. (Behold! 
days shall come, saith the Lord, and I shall make the gnashing of battle heard in Rabbah of the 


Ammonites; and it shall be destroyed unto heaps of rubble, and its villages shall be burned down, 
and then Israel shall overcome his overcomers, saith the Lord.) 

3 Yell, ye Heshbon, for Ai is destroyed; cry, ye daughters of Rabbah, gird you with hair- 
shirts, wail ye, and compass by hedges; for why Malcham shall be led into passing over, 
the priests thereof and princes thereof together. (Yell, ye Heshbon, for Ai is destroyed; cry, 
ye daughters of Rabbah, gird yourselves with hair-shirts, wail ye, and go around by the hedges; 
for Milcom shall be led into captivity, together with its priests and its princes, or its leaders.) 

4 What hast thou glory in valleys? Thy valleys floated away, thou delicate daughter, 
that haddest trust in thy treasures, and saidest, Who shall come to me? (Why hast thou 
glory over rich valleys? For thy valleys have floated away, thou delicate daughter, ye who haddest 
trust in thy treasures, and saidest, Who shall come against me?) 

5 Lo! I shall bring in dread on thee, saith the Lord God of hosts, God of Israel, of all men 
that be in thy compass; and ye shall be scattered, each by himself, from your sight, and 
none shall be, that gather them that flee. (Behold! I shall bring in terror upon thee, saith the 
Lord God of hosts, the God of Israel, from all who be around thee; and ye shall be scattered, each 
person by himself, from your sight, and there shall be no one, who shall gather together them who 
flee.) 

6 And after these things I shall make the fleers and [the] prisoners of the sons of 
Ammon to turn again, saith the Lord. (And after these things I shall restore the fortunes 
of the Ammonites, saith the Lord.) 

7 To Idumea, the Lord of hosts saith these things. Whether wisdom is no more in 
Teman? Counsel perished from sons, the wisdom of them is made unprofitable. (About 
Edom, the Lord of hosts saith these things. Is wisdom no more in Teman? hath counsel, or good 
advice, perished from its people? is their wisdom made worthless?) 

8 Flee ye, and turn ye the backs; go down into a swallow, ye dwellers of Dedan, for I 
have brought the perdition of Esau on him, the time of his visitation. (Flee ye, and turn ye 
the backs; go down into a hollow, ye inhabitants of Dedan, for I have brought the perdition of Esau 
upon him, yea, the time of his punishment.) 

° If gatherers of grapes had come [up] on thee, they should have left (at least) a cluster; 
if thieves in the night, they should have ravished that that sufficed to them, (or if thieves 
in the night, they should have robbed, or taken, only what sufficed for themselves). 

10 Forsooth I have uncovered Esau, and I have showed the hid things of him, and he 
may not be able to be hid; his seed is destroyed, and his brethren, and his neighbours, 
and it shall not be. (But I have uncovered Esau, and I have shown his hidden things, and he 
cannot hide himself; his children, or his descendants, be destroyed, and also his kinsmen, and his 
neighbours, and now he is not.) 

11 Forsake thy fatherless children, and I shall make them to live, and thy widows shall 
(have) hope in me. 

12 For the Lord saith these things, Lo! they drinking shall drink, to whom was no doom, 
that they should drink the cup, (or Behold! they who were not doomed, that they should drink 
the cup, even so, they shall still have to drink it). And shalt thou be left as innocent? (No!) 
thou shalt not be (left as) innocent, but thou drinking shalt (also) drink (of it). 

13 For I swore by myself, saith the Lord, that Bozrah shall be into wilderness, and 
into shame, and into forsaking, and into cursing; and all the cities thereof shall be into 
everlasting wildernesses. 
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14 | heard an hearing of the Lord, and I am sent (as) a messenger to heathen men, 
(or I heard a word from the Lord, and I am sent as a messenger to the heathen); (to say), Be ye 
gathered together, and come ye against them, and rise we (up) together into battle. 


15 For lo! I have given thee (like) a little one among heathen men, despisable among 
men. (For behold! I make thee little among the heathen, and despised among the people.) 


16 Thy boast, and the pride of thine heart, hath deceived thee, that dwellest in the 
caves of stone, and enforcest to take (hold of) the highness of a little hill; when thou as 
an eagle hast raised (up) thy nest, from thence I shall draw thee down, saith the Lord. 
(Thy boast, and the pride of thy heart, have deceived thee, thou who livest in stone caves, and 
endeavourest to take hold of the highness, or the top, of a little hill; even though thou hast raised 
up thy nest like an eagle, from there I shall draw thee down, saith the Lord.) 


17 And Idumea shall be forsaken; each man that shall pass by it, shall wonder, and shall 
hiss on all the wounds thereof; (And Edom shall be deserted; each person who shall pass by it, 
shall wonder, and shall hiss at all its wounds;) 

18 as Sodom and Gomorrah is destroyed, and the nigh cities thereof, saith the Lord. A 
man shall not dwell there, and the son of (a) man shall not inhabit it. (yea, it, and the cities 
nearby, shall be destroyed, like Sodom and Gomorrah, saith the Lord. No one shall live there, and 
no one shall inhabit it.) 

19 Lo! as a lion he shall ascend from the pride of Jordan to the strong fairness; for I 
shall make him run suddenly to it; and who shall be the chosen man whom I shall set 
before him? For who is like to me, and who shall suffer me? and who is this shepherd, 
that shall against-stand my cheer? (Behold! like a lion he shall come up from the thickets of 
the Jordan River to the plentiful pastures; but suddenly I shall make him run away; and then who 
shall be the chosen one that I shall set before him? For who (is) like me? and who shall dare to 
challenge me? and who is this shepherd (of the people), who shall stand against me?) 

20 Therefore hear ye the counsel of the Lord, which he took to Edom, and his thoughts, 
which he thought of the dwellers of Teman. If the little (ones) of the flock cast not them 
down, if they destroy not with them the dwelling of them, else no man give credence to 
me. (And so hear ye the counsel, or the advice, of the Lord, which he brought against Edom, and 
his thoughts, which he thought against the inhabitants of Teman. The little ones of the flock shall 
be cast down, or carried off, and they shall destroy their dwelling places with them, else no one 
give credence to me or else no one believe me.) 


21 The earth was moved of the voice of [the] falling of them; the cry of voice thereof 
was heard in the Red Sea. (The earth was shaken at the sound of their falling; the cries of their 
voices were heard at the Sea of Reeds.) 

22 Lo! as an eagle he shall ascend, and fly out, and he shall spread abroad his wings 
on Bozrah; and the heart of the strong men of Idumea shall be in that day, as the heart 
of a woman travailing of child. (Behold! he shall ascend like an eagle, and fly out, and he shall 
spread abroad his wings over Bozrah; and the hearts of the strong men of Edom shall be on that 
day, like the heart of a woman in labour or like the heart of a woman giving birth.) 

23 To Damascus. Hamath is shamed, and Arpad, for they heard a full wicked hearing; 
they were troubled in the sea, for anguish they might not have rest. (About Damascus. 
Hamath and Arpad be confused, for they heard a very wicked report; they were troubled like a 
restless sea, they could not take rest from their anguish.) 

24 Damascus was discomforted, it was turned into flight; trembling took it, anguishes 
and sorrows held it, as a woman travailing of child (or like a woman in labour or like a woman 
giving birth). 

25 How forsook they a praiseable city, the city of gladness? (How they deserted the 
praiseworthy city, the happy, (or the joyful), city!) 


4052 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 49:26 621 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 49:37 


26 Therefore the young men thereof shall fall in the streets thereof, and all men of 
battle shall be still(ed) in that day, saith the Lord of hosts. (And so its young men shall fall 
in its streets, and all the men of battle shall die on that day, saith the Lord of hosts.) 

27 And I shall kindle (a) fire in the wall of Damascus, and it shall devour the buildings 
of Benhadad. 

28 To Kedar, and to the realm[s] of Hazor, which Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, 
smote, the Lord saith these things. Rise ye, and ascend to Kedar, and destroy ye the 
sons of the east. (About Kedar, and the kingdoms of Hazor, which Nebuchadnezzar, the king of 
Babylon, struck, the Lord saith these things. Rise ye, and go up to Kedar, and destroy ye the people 
of the east.) 

29 They shall take the tabernacles of them, and the flocks of them; they shall take to 
them the skins of them, and all the vessels of them, and the camels of them; and they 
shall call on them inward dread in compass. (They shall take their tents, and their flocks; 
they shall take their curtains for themselves, and all their vessels, and their camels; and they shall 
cry aloud, saying, Terror is all around you!) 

30 Flee ye, go ye away greatly, ye that dwell in Hazor, sit in swallows, saith the Lord. For 
why Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, hath taken counsel against you, and he thought 
thoughts against you. (Flee ye, go ye far away, and then sit in the hollows, ye who live in Hazor, 
saith the Lord. For Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, hath taken counsel against you, and he 
hath made plans against you.) 

31 Rise ye together, and ascend ye to a peaceable folk, and dwelling trustily, saith the 
Lord; not doors nor bars be to it, and they dwell alone. (Rise ye up together, and attack ye a 
peaceful nation, they who live with trust, saith the Lord; yea, they who have no doors or bars, and 
they live alone, or apart from others.) 

32 And the camels of them shall be into ravishing, and the multitude of their beasts 
into prey; and I shall scatter them into each wind, (they) that be beclipped on the long 
hair, and by each coast of them I shall bring perishing on them, saith the Lord. (And their 
camels shall be for robbing, and the multitude of their beasts for prey; and I shall scatter them 
into each wind, they who have clipped their long hair, and I shall bring perishing upon them on 
each of their coasts, saith the Lord.) 

33 And Hazor shall be into a dwelling place of dragons; it shall be forsaken till into 
without end; a man shall not dwell there, neither the son of (a) man shall inhabit it. (And 
Hazor shall be a dwelling place for dragons, or for jackals; it shall be deserted forever; no one shall 
live there, and no one shall inhabit it.) 

34 The word of the Lord that was made to Jeremy, the prophet, against Elam, in the 
beginning of the realm of Zedekiah, king of Judah, and said, (The word of the Lord that was 
made to the prophet Jeremiah, about Elam, at the beginning of the reign of Zedekiah, the king of 
Judah, and said,) 

35 The Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall break the bow of Elam, 
and I shall take the strength of them (or and I shall take away their strength). 

36 And I shall bring on Elam four winds, from [the] four coasts of heaven, and I shall 
winnow them into all these winds, and no folk shall be, to whom the fleers of Elam shall 
not come. (And I shall bring on Elam the four winds, from the four corners of the heavens, and 
I shall winnow them into all of these winds, and there shall be no nation, to whom the fleers from 
Elam shall not come.) 

37 And I shall make Elam for to dread before their enemies, and in the sight of 
men seeking the life of them; and I shall bring on them evil, the wrath of my strong 
vengeance, saith the Lord; and I shall send after them a sword, till I waste them. (And I 
shall make Elam to be in terror, or in fear, before their enemies, and before those who seek their 
lives; and I shall bring in evil upon them, the anger of my strong vengeance, saith the Lord; and I 
shall send a sword after them, until I destroy them.) 


4053 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 49:38 622 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 50:11 


38 And I shall set my king’s seat in Elam, and I shall lose thereof kings, and princes, 
saith the Lord. (And I shall set up my king’s throne in Elam, and I shall destroy its kings, and its 
princes,or its leaders, saith the Lord.) 

39 But in the last days I shall make the prisoners of Elam to turn again, saith the Lord. 
(But in the last days I shall restore the fortunes of Elam, saith the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 50 

1 The word which the Lord spake of Babylon, and of the land of Chaldees, in the hand 
of Jeremy, the prophet. (The word which the Lord spoke about Babylon, and the land of the 
Chaldeans, by the prophet Jeremiah.) 

2 Tell ye among heathen men, and make ye heard; raise ye [up] a sign; preach ye, and 
do not ye hold still; say ye, Babylon is taken, Bel is shamed, Merodach is overcome; the 
graven images thereof be shamed, the idols of them be overcome. (Tell ye out among the 
heathen, and make ye it heard; raise ye up a sign; preach ye, and do not ye hold back; say ye, 
Babylon is taken, Bel is put to shame, Merodach is overcome with despair; its carved idols be put 
to shame, yea, its idols be broken in pieces.) 

3 For a folk shall ascend from the north against it, which folk shall set the land thereof 
into wilderness; and none shall be that shall dwell therein, from man unto beast; and 
they be moved, and went away. (For a nation shall come from the north against it, which 
nation shall make its land into a wilderness; and there shall be no one who shall live there, from 
man unto beast; yea, they shall remove themselves, and shall go far away.) 

4 In those days, and in that time, saith the Lord, the sons of Israel shall come, they and 
the sons of Judah together, going and weeping; they shall haste, and seek their Lord God 
in Zion, (In those days, and at that time, saith the Lord, the Israelites shall come, they and the 
people of Judah together, going and weeping; they shall make haste, and shall seek the Lord their 
God,) 

5 and they shall ask the way. Hither the faces of them shall come, and they shall be 
set to the Lord with bond of peace everlasting, which shall not be done away by any 
forgetting. (and they shall ask the way to Zion. They shall come here, and they shall be joined to 
the Lord with an everlasting covenant, which shall not be done away with by any forgetting.) 

6 My people is made a lost flock, the shepherds of them deceived them, and made 
them to go unstably in (the) hills; they passed from (a) mountain into a little hill (or they 
passed from mountain to little hill), they forgot their bed. 

7 All men that found (them), ate them, and the enemies of them said, We sinned not, 
for that they sinned to the Lord, the fairness of rightfulness, and to the Lord, the abiding 
of their fathers. (All those who found them, ate them, and their enemies said, We sinned not, 
for they have sinned against the Lord, the Beauty of righteousness, yea, against the Lord, their 
forefathers’ hope.) 

8 Go ye away from the midst of Babylon, and go ye out of the land of Chaldees, and be 
ye as kids before the flock. (Go ye away from the midst of Babylon, and go ye out of the land of 
the Chaldeans, and be ye like the goat kids leading the flock.) 

° For lo! I shall raise (up), and bring into Babylon the gathering together of great folks, 
from the land of the north; and they shall be made ready against it, and it shall be taken 
in the day; the arrow(s) thereof (shall be) as of a strong man, a slayer, (and they) shall not 
turn again [void]. 

10 And Chaldea shall be into prey, all that destroy it (or all who destroy it), shall be [ful] 
filled, saith the Lord. 

11 For ye make full out joy, and speak great things, and ravish mine heritage; for ye 
be shed out as calves on herb, and lowed, or bellowed, as bulls. (Yea, ye rejoice, and speak 
great things, for ye robbed my inheritance; and ye run about like calves after the threshing, and 
low, or bellow, like bulls.) 
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12 Your mother is shamed greatly, and she that engendered you, is made even to dust; 
lo! she shall be the last among folks, and forsaken, without (a) way, and dry. (But your 
mother (city) shall be greatly shamed, and she who begat you, shall be made even to the dust; 
behold! she shall be the last among the nations, and deserted, and without a way, and dried up.) 

13 For the wrath of the Lord it shall not be inhabited, but it shall be driven all into 
wilderness; each that shall pass by Babylon, shall wonder, and shall hiss on all the 
wounds thereof. (Because of the Lord’s anger it shall not be inhabited, but all of it shall be 
driven,or made, into a wilderness; each person who shall pass by Babylon shall wonder, and shall 
hiss at all its wounds.) 

14 All ye that bend bow, be made ready against Babylon by compass; overcome ye it, 
spare ye not arrows, for it sinned to the Lord. (All ye who bend bow, be made ready against 
Babylon all around it, or on every side; and then overcome ye it, spare ye not any arrows, for it 
hath sinned against the Lord.) 

15 Cry ye against it, everywhere it gave (up the) hand; the foundaments thereof fell 
down, and the walls thereof be destroyed; for it is the vengeance of the Lord. Take ye 
vengeance of it; as it did, do ye to it. (Cry ye against it, yea, everywhere it threw up its hands; 
its foundations fell down, and its walls be destroyed; for it is the vengeance of the Lord. Take ye 
vengeance upon it; as it did, so do ye unto it.) 

16 Lose ye a sower of Babylon, and him that holdeth a sickle in the time of harvest, 
from the face of [the] sword of the culver; each man shall be turned (again) to his people, 
and each man shall flee to his land. (Destroy ye each sower of Babylon, and him who holdeth 
a sickle at the time of harvest. Before the coming cruel sword, each man shall return to his own 
people, and each person shall flee to his own land.) 

17 Israel is a scattered flock, lions casted out it; first (the) king (of) Assur ate it, (and) this 
last, Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, did away the bones thereof. (Israel is a scattered 
flock, for the lions cast it out; first, the king of Assyria ate it, and then lastly, this Nebuchadnezzar, 
the king of Babylon, did away its bones.) 

18 Therefore the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, Lo! I shall visit (against) 
the king of Babylon, and his land, as I visited (against) the king of Assur; (And so the Lord 
of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, Behold! I shall punish the king of Babylon, and his 
land, like I punished the king of Assyria;) 

19 and I shall bring again Israel to his dwelling place. Carmel and Bashan shall be fed, 
and his soul shall be [ful] filled in the hill of Ephraim, and of Gilead. (and I shall bring back 
Israel to his dwelling place. He shall feed, or shall graze, on Carmel and Bashan, and his soul shall 
be fulfilled in the hills of Ephraim, and of Gilead.) 

20 In those days, and in that time, saith the Lord, the wickedness of Israel shall be 
sought, and it shall not be; and the sin of Judah shall be sought, and it shall not be found; 
for I shall be merciful to them, which I shall leave (alive). (In those days, and at that time, 
saith the Lord, the wickedness of Israel shall be sought, but there shall be none; and the sin of 
Judah shall be sought, and it shall not be found; for I shall be merciful to them, whom I shall leave 
alive.) 


21 Ascend thou on the land of the lords, and visit thou on the dwellers thereof; scatter 
thou, and slay those things, that be after them, saith the Lord; and do thou by all things 


which I commanded to thee. (Go thou up against the land of Merathaim, and attack thou the 
inhabitants of Pekod; scatter thou, and kill thou them, saith the Lord; and do thou by all the things 
which I commanded thee.) 

22 The voice of battle and (of) great sorrow (is) in the land. 

23 How is the hammer of all (the) earth broken and all-defouled? how is Babylon turned 
into desert, among heathen men? (How the hammer of all the earth is broken and all-defiled! 
how Babylon is turned into a wilderness, among the heathen!) 
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24 Babylon, I have snared thee, and thou art taken, and thou knewest not; thou art 
found, and taken, for thou stirredest the Lord to wrath (or for thou hast stirred the Lord to 
anger). 

25 The Lord opened his treasure (house), and brought forth the vessels of his wrath; 
for why a work is to the Lord God of hosts in the land of Chaldees. (The Lord opened his 
treasure house, and brought forth the vessels of his anger; for the Lord God of hosts hath a work 
to do in the land of the Chaldeans.) 

26 Come ye to it from the farthest ends, open ye, that they go out, that shall defoul it; 
take ye away stones from the way, and drive ye into heaps, and slay ye it, and nothing 
be residue. (Come ye against it from the farthest borders, and open ye it up, so that they go out, 
who defile it; take ye away stones from the way, and pile ye them up into heaps, and kill ye it, and 
let nothing be left alive there.) 

27 Destroy ye all the strong men thereof, go they down into slaying; woe to them, for 
the day of them cometh, the time of visiting of them. (Destroy ye all its strong men, go they 
down to the slaughter; woe to them, for their day cometh, the time of their punishment.) 

28 The voice of fleers, and of them that escaped from the land of Babylon, that they tell 
in Zion the vengeance of our Lord God, the vengeance of his temple. (Hear the voices of the 
fleers, and of those who escaped from the land of Babylon, as they tell out in Zion the vengeance 
of the Lord our God, yea, the avenging of his Temple.) 

29 Tell ye against Babylon to full many men, to all that bend bow. Stand ye together 
against it by compass, and let none escape; yield ye to it after his work, after all things 
which it did, do ye to it; for it was raised against the Lord, against the Holy of Israel. (Call 
ye against Babylon a great many men, yea, to all who bend the bow. Stand ye together against it 
all around it, and let no one escape; yield ye to it after its work, after all the things which it did, do 
ye to it; for it was raised up against the Lord, against the Holy One of Israel.) 

30 Therefore young men thereof shall fall down in the streets thereof, and all men 
warriors thereof shall be still(ed) in that day, saith the Lord. (And so its young men shall fall 
down in its streets, and all its warriors shall die on that day, saith the Lord.) 

31 Lo! thou proud, I to thee, saith the Lord of hosts, for thy day is come, the time of 
thy visitation. (Behold! O most proud, I am against thee, saith the Lord of hosts, for thy day is 
come, the time of thy punishment.) 

32 And the proud shall fall, and shall fall down together, and none shall be, that shall 
raise him; and I shall kindle fire in the cities of him, and it shall devour all things in 
compass of it. (Yea, the proud one shall fall, and shall altogether fall down, and there shall be no 
one, who shall raise it up; and I shall kindle a fire in its cities, and it shall devour everything all 
around it.) 

33 The Lord of hosts saith these things, The sons of Israel and the sons of Judah 
together suffer false challenge; all that took them, hold, they will not deliver them. (The 
Lord of hosts saith these things, The Israelites and the people of Judah be oppressed together; all 
they who took them captive, hold onto them, and they will not let them go.) 

34 The again-buyer of them is strong, the Lord of hosts is his name; by doom he shall 
defend the cause of them, that he make the land afeared, and stir together the dwellers 
of Babylon. (But their Redeemer is strong, his name is the Lord of hosts; he shall justly defend 
their cause, and he shall trouble the inhabitants of Babylon, and make the land afraid, or he shall 
justly defend their case, and make the land to rest, but he shall trouble the inhabitants of Babylon.) 

35 A sword to Chaldees, saith the Lord, and to the dwellers of Babylon, and to the 
princes, and to the wise men thereof. (A sword to the Chaldeans, saith the Lord, and to the 
inhabitants of Babylon, and to its princes, or to its leaders, and to its wise men.) 

36 A sword to the false diviners thereof, that shall be fools; a sword to the strong men 
thereof, that shall dread. (A sword to its false diviners, who be fools; a sword to its strong men, 
who have fear, or who shall be in terror.) 


4056 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 50:37 625 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 51:1 


37 Sword to the horses thereof, and to the chariots thereof, and to all the common 
people which is in the midst thereof, and they shall be as women; a sword to the treasures 


thereof, that shall be ravished. (A sword to its horses, and to its chariots, and to all the common 
people who be in its midst, and they shall become like women; a sword to its treasures, that shall 


be robbed.) 

38 Dryness shall be on the waters thereof, and they shall be dry; for it is the land of 
graven images, and hath glory in false feignings. (A drought shall be upon its waters, and 
they shall dry up; for it is the land of carved idols, and hath glory in false portents.) 

39 Therefore dragons shall dwell with fond wild men, and ostriches shall dwell therein; 
and it shall no more be inhabited till into without end, and it shall not be builded till to 
generation and generation; (And so dragons, or jackals, shall live there with foolish wild men, 
and ostriches, or owls, shall live there also; and it shall no more be inhabited until forever, and it 
shall not be rebuilt until forever;) 

40 as the Lord destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, and the nigh cities thereof, saith the 


Lord. A man shall not dwell there, and the son of (a) man shall not dwell in it. (like when 
the Lord destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, and the cities nearby, saith the Lord. No one liveth there 


now, and no one shall ever live there again.) 

41 Lo! a people cometh from the north, and a great folk, and many kings shall rise 
together from the ends of [the] earth. (Behold! a people cometh from the north, and a great 
nation, and many kings shall rise up from the ends of the earth.) 

42 They shall take bow and sword, they be cruel and unmerciful; the voice of them 
shall sound as the sea, and they shall ascend on horses as a man made ready to battle, 
against thee, thou daughter of Babylon. (They shall take bow and sword, and they shall be 
cruel and unmerciful; they shall sound like the roaring sea, and they shall go upon horses like a 
man prepared for battle, against thee, O daughter of Babylon.) 

43 The king of Babylon heard the fame of them, and his hands be aclumsid; anguish 
took him, sorrow took him, as a woman travailing of child. (The king of Babylon heard the 
news about them, and his hands be benumbed; anguish took hold of him, and sorrow took hold of 
him, like a woman in labour.) 

44 Lo! as a lion he shall ascend from the pride of Jordan to the strong fairness, for I 
shall make him to run suddenly to it; and who shall be the chosen man whom I shall set 
before him? For who is like me? and who shall suffer me? and who is this shepherd, 
that shall against-stand my cheer? (Behold! like a lion he shall come up from the thickets of 
the Jordan River to the plentiful pastures, but suddenly I shall make him run away; and then who 
shall be the chosen one whom I shall set before them? For who (is) like me? and who shall dare to 
challenge me? and who is this shepherd (of the people), who shall stand against me?) 

45 Therefore hear ye the counsel of the Lord, which he conceived in mind against 
Babylon, and his thoughts, which he thought on the land of Chaldees, no but the little 
(ones) of the flocks draw them down, no but the dwelling place of them be destroyed 
with them, else no man give credence to me. (And so hear ye the counsel of the Lord, which 
he conceived in his mind against Babylon, and his thoughts, or his plans, which he thought against 
the land of the Chaldeans: Even the little ones of the flocks shall be taken away, and their dwelling 
place shall be destroyed along with them, else no one give credence to me, or else no one believe 
me.) 

46 The earth is moved of the voice of [the] captivity of Babylon, and cry is heard among 
heathen men. (The land shaketh at the sound of Babylon going into captivity, and its cry of 
despair is heard among the heathen.) 


CHAPTER 51 


1 The Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall raise on Babylon, and on the dwellers thereof, 
that raised their heart against me, as a wind of pestilence. (The Lord saith these things, 
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Behold! I shall raise up a wind of pestilence against Babylon, and against its inhabitants, who 
raised up their hearts against me.) 

2 And! shall send into Babylon winnowers, and they shall winnow it, and shall destroy 
the land of it; for they came on it on each side, in the day of the torment thereof, (or for 
they shall come against it on all sides, on the day of its torment). 

3 He that bendeth his bow, bend not, and a man clothed in habergeon, ascend not; do 
not ye spare the young men thereof, slay ye all the chivalry thereof. (He who bendeth his 
bow, bend not, and a man clothed in a breastplate, do not go up; do not ye spare its young men, 
kill ye all its army.) 

4 And slain men shall fall in the land of Chaldees, and wounded men in the countries 
thereof. (And the slain shall fall in the land of the Chaldeans, and the wounded in its streets.) 

5 For why Israel and Judah was not made widow(ed) from their God, the Lord of hosts; 
but the land of them was filled with trespass of the Holy of Israel. (For neither Israel nor 
Judah were left widowed by their God, the Lord of hosts; though their land was filled with trespass 
against the Holy One of Israel.) 

6 Flee ye from the midst of Babylon, that each man save his soul; do not ye be still on 
the wickedness thereof, for why time of vengeance thereof is to the Lord; he shall yield 
while to it. (Flee ye from the midst of Babylon, so that each person can save his own soul,or his 
own life; do not ye stay in the midst of its wickedness, for this is the time of the Lord’s vengeance 
upon it, and now he shall yield its recompense.) 

7 Babylon is a golden cup in the hand of the Lord, and filleth all [the] earth; heathen 
men drank of the wine thereof, and therefore they be moved. (Babylon was a gold cup in 
the hand of the Lord, and maketh all the earth drunk; yea, the heathen have drunk its wine, and 
so they be made mad.) 

8 Babylon fell down suddenly, and is all-broken; yell ye on it, take ye resin to the sorrow 
thereof, if peradventure it be healed. (Babylon fell down suddenly, and was broken in pieces; 
yell ye over it, get ye resin for its wound, if perhaps it can be healed.) 

9 We healed Babylon, and it is not made whole; forsake we it and go we each into his 
land; for the doom thereof came till to heavens, and is raised [up] till to [the] clouds. (We 
would have healed Babylon, but it would not be made whole; leave we it and go we each into his 
own land; for its doom, or its judgement, came unto the heavens, and is raised up unto the clouds.) 

10 The Lord hath brought forth our rightfulnesses; come ye, and tell we in Zion the 
work of our Lord God. (The Lord hath brought forth our righteousness; come ye, and tell we out 
in Zion the work of the Lord our God.) 

11 Sharpen ye arrows, fill ye arrow cases; the Lord hath raised the spirit of the kings of 
Medes, and his mind is against Babylon, that he lose it, for it is the vengeance of the Lord, 
the vengeance of his temple. The king of Medes is raised of the Lord against Babylon. 
(Sharpen ye the arrows, fill ye the quivers; the Lord hath raised the spirit of the kings of the Medes, 
and his mind is against Babylon, that he destroy it, for it is the vengeance of the Lord, the avenging 
of his Temple. The Lord hath raised up the king of the Medes against Babylon.) 

12 Raise ye a sign on the walls of Babylon, increase ye [the] keeping, raise ye keepers, 
make ye ready ambushments; for the Lord thought, and did, whatever thing he spake 
against the dwellers of Babylon. (Raise ye up a sign on the walls of Babylon, increase ye the 
watch, raise ye up the watchmen, prepare ye ambushes; for the Lord thought, and did, whatever 
he spoke against the inhabitants of Babylon.) 

13 A! thou Babylon, that dwellest on many waters, rich in thy treasures, thine end 
cometh, the foot measure of thy cutting down. (0 thou Babylon! that dwellest by many 
waters, rich in thy treasures, thy end cometh, and the full measure of thy cutting down.) 

14 The Lord of hosts swore by his soul, that I shall fill thee with men, as with bruchuses, 
and a merry song shall be sung on thee. (The Lord of hosts swore by his soul, saying, I shall 
fill thee with men, like a swarm of locusts, and then a happy song shall be sung over thee.) 


4058 XRN 


JEREMIAH CHAPTER 51:15 627 JEREMIAH CHAPTER 51:27 


15 The Lord swore, which made [the] earth by his strength, (which) made ready the 
world by his wisdom, and stretched forth (the) heavens by his prudence. 

16 When he giveth voice, waters be multiplied in heaven; which Lord raiseth clouds 
from [the] last of the earth, he made lightnings into rain, and brought forth wind of his 
treasures/of his treasuries. (When he giveth his voice, the waters be multiplied in the heavens; 
he raiseth up clouds from the ends of the earth, and maketh lightnings with rain, and bringeth 
forth the wind out of his storehouses.) 

17 Each man is made a fool of knowing, each weller together is shamed in a graven 
image; for his welling together is false, and a spirit is not in those. (Each person is made 
a fool by their own knowledge, and each welder is shamed by his cast idol, for his welding is false, 
or asham, and breath is not in them.) 

18 The works be vain, and worthy of scorn; they shall perish in the time of their 
visiting. (Their works be empty and futile, and worthy of scorn, or of mocking; they shall perish 
at the time of their reckoning.) 

19 The part of Jacob is not as these things; for he that made all things is the part of 
Jacob, and Israel is the sceptre of his heritage; the Lord of hosts is his name. (The portion 
of Jacob is not like these things; for he who made all things is the portion of Jacob, and Israel is the 
sceptre of his inheritance; the Lord of hosts is his name.) 

20 Thou hurtlest down to me the instruments of battle, and I shall hurtle down folks 
in thee, and I shall lose realms in thee; (Thou be the instruments of battle for me, and I shall 
hurtle down nations with thee, and destroy kingdoms with thee;) 

21 and I shall hurtle down in thee an horse, and the rider thereof; and I shall hurtle 
down in thee a chariot, and the rider thereof; (and I shall hurtle down with thee a horse, and 
its rider; and I shall hurtle down with thee a chariot, and its rider, or its driver;) 

22 and I shall hurtle down in thee man and woman; and I shall hurtle down in thee 
eld man and child; and I shall hurtle down in thee a young man and a virgin; (and I shall 
hurtle down with thee men and women; and I shall hurtle down with thee an old man and a child; 
and I shall hurtle down with thee a young man and a maiden;) 

23 and I shall hurtle down in thee a shepherd and his flock; and I shall hurtle down 
in thee an earth-tiller and his yoke beasts; and I shall hurtle down in thee dukes and 
magistrates. (and I shall hurtle down with thee a shepherd and his flock; and I shall hurtle down 
with thee an earth-tiller, or a farmer, and his yoke beasts; and I shall hurtle down with thee rulers 
and magistrates.) 

24 And I shall yield, saith the Lord, to Babylon, and to all the dwellers of Chaldea, all 
their evil, which they did in Zion, before your eyes. (And I shall yield recompense, saith the 
Lord, to Babylon, and to all the inhabitants of Chaldea, for all their evil, which they did in Zion, 
before your eyes.) 

25 Lo! I, saith the Lord, to thee, thou hill bearing pestilence, which corruptest all [the] 
earth. I shall stretch forth mine hand on thee, and I shall unwrap thee from stones, and 
I shall give thee into an hill of burning. (Behold! I am against thee, saith the Lord, thou hill 
bearing pestilence, which corruptest all the earth. And I shall stretch forth my hand against thee, 
and I shall unwrap thee from thy stones, and I shall make thee into a burned down hill.) 

26 And I shall not take of thee a stone into a corner, and a stone into foundaments; but 
thou shalt be lost without end, saith the Lord. (And no one shall take out of thee a cornerstone, 
or a foundation stone; but thou shalt be destroyed unto forever, saith the Lord.) 

27 Raise ye a sign in the land, sound ye with a clarion in hills; hallow ye folks on it, tell 
ye to the kings of Ararat, of Minni, and of Ashchenaz against it; number ye (the) Tifsar, 
that is, (the leader of the) host, against it, and bring ye an horse, as a bruchus having a 
prick. (Raise ye up a sign in the land, sound ye with a trumpet on the hills; prepare ye the nations 
against it, call ye together the kings of Ararat, and of Minni, and of Ashchenaz against it; appoint 
ye the Tifsar, that is, the captain, or the commander, of the army, against it, and bring ye up all 
the horses like a swarm of locusts.) 
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28 Hallow ye folks against it, the kings of Media, the dukes thereof, and all the 
magistrates thereof, and all the land of his power. (Dedicate ye the nations against it, the 
king of the Medes, its rulers, and all its magistrates, and all the land of his power.) 

29 And the earth shall be moved, and shall be troubled; for the thought of the Lord 
shall fully awaken against Babylon, that he set the land of Babylon (into) desert, and 
unhabitable. (And the earth shall be shaken, and shall be troubled; for the thought of the Lord 
shall fully awaken against Babylon, that he make the land of Babylon into a wilderness, and 
uninhabited.) 

30 The strong men of Babylon ceased of battle, they dwelled in strongholds; the 
strength of them is devoured, and they be made as women; the tabernacles thereof be 
burnt, the bars thereof be all-broken. (The strong men of Babylon ceased from battle, they 
lived in strongholds; their strength is devoured, and they be made like women; its buildings be 
burned down, its bars, or its locks, all be broken.) 

31 A runner shall come to meet a runner, and a messenger (shall come) to meet a 
messenger, to tell to the king of Babylon, that his city is taken from the one end till 


to the tother end; 
32 and the forths be before-occupied, and the marishes be burnt with fire, and the 


men warriors be troubled. (and the fords, that is, the crossings, be occupied, or be seized, and 
the marshes be burned down, and the warriors be troubled.) 

33 For the Lord of hosts, God of Israel, saith these things, The daughter of Babylon is as 
a cornfloor, (at) the time of threshing thereof; yet a little, and the time of reaping thereof 
shall come. (For the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, saith these things, The daughter of Babylon 
is like a threshing floor, at the time of its threshing; and then after a little while, its time of reaping, 
or of harvest, shall come.) 

34 Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, ate me, and devoured me; he made me as a 
void vessel, he as a dragon swallowed me, (or he made me like an empty vessel, he swallowed 
me up like a dragon); he filled his womb with my tenderness, and (then) he casted me out. 

35 Wickedness against me, and my flesh on Babylon, saith the dwelling of Zion; and 
my blood on the dwellers of Chaldea, saith Jerusalem. (Let the wickedness done against me, 
and against my flesh, be upon Babylon, say the inhabitants of Zion; and let my blood be upon the 
inhabitants of Chaldea, saith Jerusalem.) 

36 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I shall deem thy cause, and I shall venge 
thy vengeance; and I shall make the sea thereof forsaken, and I shall make dry the vein 
thereof. (And so the Lord saith these things, Behold! I shall judge thy case, and I shall avenge 
thee; and I shall make its sea into a desert, and I shall dry up its springs.) 

37 And Babylon shall be into burials, it shall be the dwelling (place) of dragons, 
wondering, and hissing, for that no dweller is. (And Babylon shall be for burials, or shall 
be a heap of ruins, it shall be the dwelling place of jackals, yea, a place for wondering, and hissing, 
where there be no inhabitants.) 

38 They shall roar together as lions, and they shall shake [their] locks, as the whelps of 
lions. (They shall roar together like lions, and they shall shake their locks, like lion cubs.) 

39 In the heat of them I shall set the drinks of them; and I shall make them drunken, 
that they be brought asleep, and that they sleep (an) everlasting sleep, and rise not (up), 
saith the Lord. 

40 | shall lead forth them, as lambs to slain sacrifice, and as wethers with kids. (I shall 
lead them forth, like lambs to slain sacrifice, and like rams with kids.) 

41 How is Sheshach* taken, and the noble city of all (the) earth is taken? How is Babylon 
made into wonder among heathen men? (How Sheshach, (that is, Babylon), is taken! the noble 
(city) of all the earth is taken! how Babylon is made into a horror among the heathen!) 

42 And the sea ascended on Babylon, it was covered with the multitude of his waves. 
(And the sea ascended upon Babylon, yea, it was covered with a multitude of its waves.) 





* 
CHAPTER 51:41 Sheshach is another name for Babylon. 
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43 The cities thereof be made into wondering, the land is made unhabitable and 
forsaken (or the land is made uninhabited and deserted); the land wherein no man dwelleth, 
and the son of (a) man shall not pass by it. 

44 And I shall visit on Bel into Babylon, and I shall cast out of his mouth that, that he 
had swallowed, and folks shall no more flow to it; for also the wall of Babylon shall fall 
down. (And I shall punish Bel in Babylon, and I shall cast out of his mouth what he had swallowed, 
and the nations shall no more flow to him; for also the wall of Babylon shall fall down.) 

45 My people, go ye out from the midst thereof, that each man save his soul from the 
wrath of the strong vengeance of the Lord; (My people, go ye out from its midst, so that each 
person can save his own soul from the anger of the strong vengeance of the Lord;) 

46 and lest peradventure your heart wax nesh, and lest ye dread the hearing, that 
shall be heard in the land; and (an) hearing shall come ina year, and after this year shall 
come(another) hearing, and wickedness in the land, anda lord on a lord. (lest perhaps your 
heart grow soft, and lest ye fear the rumour, that shall be heard in the land; yea, a rumour shall 
come this year, and after this year another rumour shall come, and wickedness in the land, and a 
lord against a lord.) 

47 Therefore lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall visit on the graven images of 
Babylon; and all the land thereof shall be shamed, and all slain men thereof shall fall 
down in the midst thereof. (And so behold! days shall come, saith the Lord, and I shall punish 
Babylon for its carved idols; and all its land shall be shamed, and all its slain men shall fall down 
in its midst.) 

48 And heaven’s, and earth’s, and all things that be in those, shall praise on Babylon; 


for raveners shall come from the north to it, saith the Lord. (And heaven, and the earth, 
and everything that is in them, shall praise the victory over Babylon; for robbers, or thieves, shall 


come from the north to destroy it, saith the Lord, and they will.) 

49 Andas Babylon did, that slain men fell down in Israel, so of Babylon slain men shall 
fall down and in all the land. (And as Babylon caused the slain to fall down in Israel, so now the 
slain of all the earth shall fall down in Babylon.) 

50 Come ye, that fled the sword, do not ye stand; have ye mind afar on the Lord, and 
Jerusalem ascend on your heart. (Come ye, who fled the sword, do not ye stand still; remember 
ye the Lord from afar or ye who be far away, remember the Lord, and let Jerusalem ascend upon 
your hearts.) 

51 We be shamed, for we heard shame; shame covered our faces, for aliens came on 
the hallowing of the house of the Lord. (We be shamed, and disgraced; yea, shame covered 
our faces, for strangers, or foreigners, came into the hallowed places of the House of the Lord.) 

52 Therefore lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall visit on the graven images of 
Babylon, and in all the land thereof a wounded man shall bellow. (And so behold! days shall 
come, saith the Lord, and I shall punish Babylon for its carved idols, and through all that land the 
wounded shall bellow, (or shall moan and groan).) 

53 If Babylon ascendeth into heaven, and maketh steadfast his strength on high, 
destroyers thereof shall come of me, saith the Lord. (Yea, even if Babylon goeth up into 
the heavens, and maketh steadfast its strength on high, its destroyers shall still come from me, 
saith the Lord.) 

54 The voice of a crier of Babylon, and great sorrow of the land of Chaldees, (The sound 
of crying in Babylon, and the sound of great sorrow in the land of the Chaldeans,) 

55 for the Lord destroyed Babylon, and lost of it a great voice; and the waves of them 
shall sound as many waters. The voice of them gave sound, (for the Lord destroyed Babylon, 
yea, destroyed its great voice; and the waves of the attacking armies shall sound like many waters. 
Their voices made a great noise,) 

56 for aravener came [up] on it (or for arobber came upon it), that is, lup] on Babylon; and 
the strong men thereof be taken, and the bow of them withered, for the strong venger, 
the Lord, yielding [again] shall yield. 
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57 And I shall make drunken the princes thereof, and the wise men thereof, the dukes 
thereof, and the magistrates thereof, and the strong men thereof; and they shall sleep 
everlasting sleep, and they shall not be awaked, saith the king, the Lord of hosts is name 
of him. (And shall make drunk its princes, and its wise men, and its leaders, and its magistrates, 
and its strong men; and they shall sleep an everlasting sleep, and they shall never awaken, saith 
the King, the Lord of hosts is his name.) 

58 The Lord God of hosts saith these things, That broadest wall of Babylon shall be 
[under] mined with [under] mining, and the high gates thereof shall be burnt with fire; 
and the travails of peoples shall be to nought, and the travails of heathen men shall be 
into fire, and shall perish. (The Lord God of hosts saith these things, That most broad wall of 
Babylon shall be undermined with undermining, and its high gates shall be burned down; and all 
the labours of the peoples shall be for nothing, and all the labours of the heathen shall be but for 
the fire, for they shall all perish.) 

59 The word which Jeremy, the prophet, commanded to Seraiah, son of Neriah, son 
of Maaseiah, when he went with Zedekiah, the king, into Babylon, in the fourth year of 
his realm; forsooth Seraiah was prince of prophecy. (The word which the prophet Jeremiah 
commanded to Seraiah, the son of Neriah, the son of Maaseiah, when he went with King Zedekiah, 
to Babylon, in the fourth year of his reign; and Seraiah was a prince of prophecy.) 

60 And Jeremy wrote all the evil, that was to coming on Babylon, in a book, (or And 
Jeremiah wrote down all of the evil, that was to come upon Babylon, in a book), (yea), all these 
words that were written against Babylon. 

61 And Jeremy said to Seraiah, When thou comest into Babylon, and seest, and readest 


all these words, 
62 thou shalt say, Lord, thou spakest against this place, that thou shouldest lose it, 


that none be that dwell therein, from man unto beast, and that it be an everlasting 
wilderness. (thou shalt say, O Lord, thou hast spoken against this place, that thou wouldest 
destroy it, so that there be no one who live there, from man unto beast, and that it become an 
everlasting wilderness.) 

63 And when thou hast [ful] filled to read this book, thou shalt bind to it a stone, and 
thou shalt cast it forth into the midst of Euphrates; (And when thou hast finished reading 
this book, thou shalt bind it to a stone, and thou shalt throw it forth into the midst of the Euphrates 
River;) 

64 and thou shalt say, So Babylon shall be drowned, and it shall not rise from the face 
of torment, which I (shall) bring [up] on it, and it shall be destroyed. Hitherto be the 
words of Jeremy (or Heretofore be the words of Jeremiah). 


CHAPTER 52 

1 Zedekiah was a son of one and twenty years (or Zedekiah was twenty-one years old), 
when he began to reign, and he reigned eleven years in Jerusalem; and the name of his 
mother was Hamutal, the daughter of Jeremy of Libnah. 

2 And he did evils before the eyes of the Lord, by all things which Jehoiakim had done. 
(And he did evil things before the Lord, like all the things that Jehoiakim had done.) 

3 For the strong vengeance of the Lord was in Jerusalem, and in Judah, till he casted 
them away from his face. And Zedekiah went away from the king of Babylon. (And so the 
strong vengeance of the Lord was toward Jerusalem, and toward Judah, until he threw them away 
from his face. And then Zedekiah rebelled against the king of Babylon.) 

4 Forsooth it was done in the ninth year of his realm, in the tenth month, in the tenth 
day of the month, Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, came, he and all his host, against 
Jerusalem; and they besieged it, and builded against it strongholds in compass. (And it 
was done in the ninth year of his reign, in the tenth month, on the tenth day of the month, that 
Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, came, he and all his army, against Jerusalem; and they 
besieged it, and built strongholds all around it.) 
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5 And the city was besieged, till to the eleventh year of the realm of Zedekiah. (And 
the city was besieged, until the eleventh year of Zedekiah’s reign.) 

6 Forsooth in the fourth month, in the ninth day of the month, hunger held the city; 
and foods were not to the people of the land. (And by the fourth month, on the ninth day of 
the month, hunger held the city, and there was no food for the people of the land.) 

7 And (then) the city was broken (into), and all (the) men warriors thereof fled; and they 
went out of the city in the night, by the way of the gate, which is betwixt (the) two walls, 
and leadeth to the garden of the king, while [the] Chaldees besieged the city in compass 
(or while the Chaldeans besieged the city on every side); and they went forth by the way that 
leadeth into (the) desert. 

8 Soothly the host of Chaldees pursued the king; and they took Zedekiah in desert, 
which is beside Jericho, and all his fellowship fled away from him. (And the Chaldean 
army pursued the king; and they took hold of, or caught, Zedekiah in the desert, which is beside 
Jericho, and all his fellows, or all his soldiers, fled away from him.) 

9 And when they had taken (hold of) the king, they brought him to the king of Babylon 
in Riblah, which is in the land of Hamath; and the king of Babylon spake dooms to him. 
(And when they had captured the king, they brought him to the king of Babylon in Riblah, which 
is in the land of Hamath; and the king of Babylon passed judgement upon him or and the king of 
Babylon spoke out his sentence, or his fate.) 

10 And the king of Babylon strangled the sons of Zedekiah before his eyes; but also he 
killed all the princes of Judah in Riblah, (or and he also killed all the princes, or all the leaders, 
of Judah in Riblah). 

11 And he putted out the eyes of Zedekiah, and bound him in stocks; and the king of 
Babylon brought him into Babylon, and putted him in the house of the prison (or and put 
him in the prison house), till to the day of his death. 

12 Forsooth in the ninth month, in the tenth day of the month, that is the nineteenth 
year of the king of Babylon, Nebuzaradan, the prince of [the] chivalry, that stood before 
the king of Babylon, came into Jerusalem. (Now in the ninth month, on the tenth day of the 
month, of the nineteenth year of the reign of the king of Babylon, Nebuzaradan, the captain of the 
guard, who stood before the king of Babylon, came into Jerusalem.) 

13 And he burnt the house of the Lord, and the house of the king, and all the houses 
of Jerusalem; and he burnt with fire each great house. (And he burned down the House of 
the Lord, and the house of the king, or the palace, and all the houses of Jerusalem; yea, he burned 
down each great house, or mansion.) 

14 And all the host of Chaldees, that was with the master of (the) chivalry, destroyed 
all the wall of Jerusalem by compass. (And the Chaldean army, that was with the captain of 
the guard, destroyed the wall of Jerusalem that was all around it.) 

15 Soothly Nebuzaradan, the prince of [the] chivalry, translated (most) of the poor men 
of the people, and of the residue common people, that was left in the city, and of the 
fleers-over, that fled over to the king of Babylon; and he translated other men of the 
multitude. (And Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, carried away captive most of the poor 
people, and the rest of the common people, who were left in the city, and the fleers-over, who had 
fled over to the king of Babylon; and he also carried away captive others of the multitude.) 

16 But Nebuzaradan, the prince of [the] chivalry, left of the poor men of the land (to 
be) vine-tillers, and earth-tillers. (But Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, left some of the 
poor people of the land to look after the vineyards, and to be farmers.) 

17 Also Chaldees brake the brazen pillars, that were in the house of the Lord, and the 
foundaments, and the brazen washing vessel, that was in the house of the Lord; and they 
took all the metal of those into Babylon. (And the Chaldeans broke up the bronze pillars, that 
were in the House of the Lord, and their bases, and the bronze washing vessel, that was in the 
House of the Lord; and they took all of that metal back to Babylon.) 
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18 And they took cauldrons, and fleshhooks, and psalteries, and vials, and mortars, 
and all brazen vessels, that were in service (in the house of the Lord); (And they took the 
cauldrons, and the fleshhooks, and the trowels, and the basins, and the spoons, and all the vessels 
of bronze, that were in service in the House of the Lord;) 

19 they took also [the] water pots, and vessels of incense, and pots, and basins, and 
candlesticks, and mortars (or and spoons), and little cups; how many ever golden, golden, 
and how many ever silveren, silveren. 

20 The master of chivalry took (the) two pillars, and (the) one washing vessel, and [the] 
twelve brazen calves, that were under the foundaments, which king Solomon had made 
in the house of the Lord. No weight was of the metal of all these vessels. (And the weight 
of the metal of the two pillars, and the one washing vessel, and the twelve bronze calves, that were 
under the bases, which King Solomon had made for the House of the Lord, was beyond measure.) 

21 Forsooth of the pillars, eighteen cubits of height were in one pillar, and a rope of 
twelve cubits compassed it; certainly the thickness thereof was of four fingers, and was 
hollow within. (And concerning the pillars, each pillar was eighteen cubits in height, and a 
rope, twelve cubits long, was needed to go all around it; its metal was four fingers thick, and it was 
hollow within.) 

22 And brazen pommels were on ever either; and the height of one pommel was of five 
cubits; and works like nets and pomegranates were on the crown in compass, [(and) all 
was brazen. Like manner was the second pillar, and the pomegranates; and they were upon the 
head in compass, all brazen, like manner of the tother pillar]. (And a bronze crown, or a bronze 
capital, was upon each pillar; and each crown was five cubits in height; and all around the crown 
was a network arrayed with pomegranates, and all was bronze. In like manner was the second 
pillar, and its pomegranates; and they went all around its crown, and all was bronze, just like the 
other pillar.) 

23 And the pomegranates were ninety and six hanging down, and all [the] 
pomegranates were compassed with an hundred works like nets. (And ninety-six 
pomegranates could be seen hanging down, and altogether there were a hundred pomegranates 
on the network, all around each crown.) 

24 And the master of the chivalry took Seraiah, the first priest, and Zephaniah, the 
second priest, and [the] three keepers of the vestiary. (And the captain of the guard took 
hold of Seraiah, the first priest, and Zephaniah, the second priest, and the three guards, or the 
three doorkeepers.) 

25 And of the city he took one chaste servant and honest, that was sovereign on the 
men warriors; and seven men of them that saw the face of the king, which were found 
in the cities; and a scribe, prince of knights, that proved [the] young knights; and sixty 
men of the people of the land, that were found in the midst of the city. (And he also took 
away from the city one honest and chaste servant, that is, a eunuch, who was the ruler over the 
warriors; and seven men of them who saw the face of the king, who were found in the city; and a 
writer, or a secretary, who was the leader of the horsemen, who assayed, or mustered, the young 
horsemen; and sixty men of the people of the land, who were also found in the midst of the city.) 

26 Forsooth Nebuzaradan, the master of [the] chivalry, (or And Nebuzaradan, the captain 
of the guard), took them, and brought them to the king of Babylon in Riblah. 

27 And the king of Babylon smote them, and killed them in Riblah, in the land of 
Hamath; and Judah was translated from his land. (And the king of Babylon struck them 
down, and killed them in Riblah, in the land of Hamath. And so the people of Judah were carried 
away captive from their land.) 

28 This is the people, whom Nebuchadnezzar translated in the seventh year; Jews, 
three thousand and three and twenty. (These be the people, whom Nebuchadnezzar carried 
away captive in the seventeenth year; three thousand and twenty-three Jews.) 
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29 In the eighteenth year, Nebuchadnezzar translated from Jerusalem eight hundred 
and two and thirty persons. (In the eighteenth year, Nebuchadnezzar carried away captive 
eight hundred and thirty-two people from Jerusalem.) 

30 In the three and twentieth year of Nebuchadnezzar, Nebuzaradan, the master of 
[the] chivalry, translated seven hundred and five and forty persons of Jews. Therefore 
all the persons were four thousand and six hundred. (In the twenty-third year of 
Nebuchadnezzar, Nebuzaradan, the captain of the guard, carried away captive seven hundred 
and forty-five people of the Jews. And so all the people taken captive were four thousand and six 
hundred.) 

31 And it was done, in the seven and thirtieth year of the passing over of Jehoiachin, 
king of Judah, in the twelfth month, in the five and twentieth day of the month, 
Evilmerodach, king of Babylon, raised [up] in that (first) year of his realm the head of 
Jehoiachin, king of Judah; and led him out of the house of the prison, (And it was done, in 
the thirty-seventh year of the captivity of Jehoiachin, the king of Judah, in the twelfth month, on 
the twenty-fifth day of the month, Evilmerodach, the king of Babylon, in the first year of his reign, 
raised up the head of Jehoiachin, the king of Judah, and let him out of the prison house,) 

32 and spake good things with him. And he setted the throne of him above the thrones 
of (the) kings, that were after him in Babylon, (and spoke good things to him. And he put his 
throne above the thrones of the other kings, who were with him in Babylon,) 

33 and changed the clothes of his prison (or and changed his prison clothes, that is, he gave 
him some new clothes). And Jehoiachin ate bread before him ever[more], in all the days of 
his life; 

34 and (for) his meats, everlasting meats were given to him of the king of Babylon, (or 
and for his sustenance, food was given to him regularly by the king of Babylon), ordained by 
each day, till to the day of his death, in all the days of his life. 
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LAMENTATIONS 


1 How sitteth alone the city (that once was so) full of people? the lady of folks is made as 
a widow; the princess of provinces is made under tribute. (How the city now sitteth alone, 
(or empty), that once was so full of people! the lady of nations is made like a widow; the princess 
of provinces is put under tribute or is made to suffer forced labour.) 

2 It* weeping wept in the night, and the tears thereof be in the cheeks thereof (or and 
its tears be on its cheeks); there is none of all the dearworthy thereof, that comforteth it; 


all the friends thereof forsook it, and be made enemies to it. 
3 Judah passed from torment and multitude of servage, it dwelled among heathen 


men, and found no rest; all the pursuers thereof took it among anguishes. (Judah went 
into the torment of captivity and a multitude of servitude, or of slavery, it lived among the heathen, 
and found no rest; all of its pursuers brought it much anguish.) 

4 The ways of Zion mourn, for no men come to the solemnity; all the gates thereof be 
destroyed, the priests thereof wail; the virgins thereof be defouled, and it is oppressed 
with bitterness. (The ways of Zion mourn, for no people come to its solemn feasts; all its gates 
be destroyed, its priests wail; its virgins be defiled, and it is oppressed with bitterness.) 


5 The enemies thereof be made in the head, and the enemies thereof be made rich, 
for the Lord spake on it. For the multitude of wickednesses thereof the little children 


thereof be led into captivity, before the face of the troubler. (Its enemies be put at its head, 
that is, they rule over it, and they be made rich, for the Lord spoke against it. For the multitude of 
its wickednesses its little children be led into captivity, by the enemy.) 

6 And all the fairness of the daughter of Zion went out from the daughter of Zion; the 
princes thereof be made as rams not finding pastures; and went forth without strength 
before the face of the follower. (And all the beauty of the daughter of Zion went away from the 
daughter of Zion; its princes be made like rams not finding pasture; and they went forth without 
strength before their pursuer.) 

7 And Jerusalem bethought on the days of her affliction and of trespassing, and on 
all her desirable things which it had from [the] eld days; when the people thereof fell 
down in the hand of enemies, and none helper was; [the] enemies saw it, and scorned the 
sabbaths thereof. (And Jerusalem remembered the days of its affliction and of its trespassing, 
and on all the desirable things which it had in the old days; when its people fell into the hands of 
its enemies, and there was no one to help them; its enemies saw it, and mocked its Sabbaths.) 

8 Jerusalem sinned a sin, therefore it was made unsteadfast; all that glorified it forsook 
it, for they saw the shame thereof, (or all who honoured it, deserted it, for they saw its shame); 


forsooth it wailed, and was turned aback. 
9 The filths thereof be in the feet thereof, and it had no mind of her end; it was put 


down greatly, and had no comforter; Lord, see thou my torment, for the enemy is raised 
[up]. (Its filths be upon its feet, and it had no thought of its end; it was greatly put down, and it 
had no comforter; it said, Lord, see thou my torment, for the enemy is raised up against me.) 

10 The enemy put his hand to all the desirable things thereof; for it saw heathen men 
entered into thy saintuary, of which thou haddest commanded, that they should not 
enter into thy church. (The enemy put his hands onto all its desirable things; and it saw the 
heathen go into thy Temple, of whom thou haddest commanded, that they should never enter into 
thy congregation.) 

11 All the people thereof was wailing and seeking bread, they gave all precious things 
for meat, to strengthen the soul; (and the city saith), See thou, Lord, and behold, for I am 
made vile. (All its people were wailing and seeking bread, they gave all precious things for food, 





* 
CHAPTER 1:2 Throughout Chapter 1, where the “Later Version” uses the impersonal ‘it’ and ‘thereof’, the “Early 
Version” and most other translations use ‘she’ and ‘her’. 
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to strengthen, or to feed, themselves; and the city saith, See thou, Lord, and behold, for 1am made 
vile.) 
12 Al all ye that pass by the way, perceive, and see, if any sorrow is as my sorrow; for he 
gathered away (my) grapes from me, as the Lord spake in the day of wrath of his strong 
vengeance. (0 all ye who go on the way! look, and see, if there is any sorrow like my sorrow; 
for he hath afflicted me, like the Lord said that he would, on the day of the wrath of his strong 
vengeance.) 

13 From on high he sent fire in(to) my bones, and taught me; he spreaded abroad a net 
to my feet, he turned me aback; he setted me desolate, meddled together all day with 
mourning, (or he left me desolate, mixed together with mourning, all day long). 

14 The yoke of my wickednesses watched in the hand of him, those be folded together, 
and put on my neck; my strength is made feeble; the Lord gave me in(to) the hand, from 
which I shall not be able to rise. (He watched my wickednesses, and he folded them together 
like a yoke, and put them about my neck; my strength is made feeble, or weak; the Lord gave me 
into their hands, from whom I shall not be able to escape.) 

15 The Lord took away all my worshipful men from the midst of me; he called time 
against me, that he should all-foul my chosen men; the Lord stamped a presser to the 
virgin, the daughter of Judah. (The Lord took away all my honourable men from my midst; 
he called out time against me, so that he could defile all my chosen people; the Lord stamped the 
virgin, the daughter of Judah, like grapes in a winepress.) 

16 Therefore I am weeping, and mine eye is leading down water; for a comforter, 
converting my soul, is made far from me; my sons be made lost, for the enemy had the 
mastery. (And so I am weeping, and my eyes be leading down water; for a comforter, to refresh 
my soul, is made far from me; my sons and daughters be made lost, or left desolate, for the enemy 
had the mastery.) 

17 Zion spreaded abroad his hands, none is that comforteth it; the Lord sent against 
Jacob enemies thereof, in the compass thereof; Jerusalem is made as defouled with 
unclean blood among them. (Zion spread abroad its hands, there is no one to comfort it; the 
Lord sent against Jacob its enemies, all around it; Jerusalem is defiled with unclean blood among 
them.) 

18 (And the city saith), The Lord is just (or The Lord is in the right), for I stirred his mouth 
to wrathfulness; all peoples, I beseech, hear ye, and see my sorrow; my virgins and my 
young men went forth into captivity. 

19 T called my friends, and they deceived me; my priests and mine eld men in the city 
be wasted; for they sought meat to themselves, to comfort their life/to strengthen their 
life, (or for they sought food for themselves, to refresh their souls). 

20 See thou, Lord, for I am troubled, my womb is troubled; mine heart is destroyed in 
myself, for I am full of bitterness; [the] sword slayeth withoutforth, and like death is at 
home, (or the sword killeth people outside, and there is death at home). 

21 They heard, that I make inward wailing, and none is that comforteth me; all mine 
enemies heard (of) mine evil, they be glad, for thou hast done (it); thou hast brought a 
day of comfort, and they shall be made like me, (or but thou shalt bring the day that thou 
hast promised, and then they shall be made like me). 

22 All the evil of them enter before thee, and gather thou grapes away from them, as 
thou hast gathered grapes away from me, for my wickednesses; for my wailings be many, 
and mine heart is mourning. (Let all their evil enter before thee, and take away the grapes from 
them, as thou hast taken away the grapes from me, for my wickednesses; for my wailings be many, 
and my heart is in mourning.) 


CHAPTER 2 


1 How hath the Lord covered the daughter of Zion with darkness in his strong 
vengeance? he hath cast down from heaven into earth the noble city of Israel; and 
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bethought not on the stool of his feet, in the day of his strong vengeance. (How the Lord 
hath covered the daughter of Zion with darkness in his strong vengeance! he hath thrown down 
the glory of Israel from heaven to the earth; and thought not about the stool of his feet, on the day 
of his strong vengeance.) 

2 The Lord casted down, and spared not, all the fair things of Jacob; he destroyed in 
his strong vengeance the strongholds of the virgin of Judah, and casted down into [the] 
earth; he defouled the realm, and the princes thereof. (The Lord threw down, and spared 
not, all the beautiful things of Jacob; he destroyed in his strong vengeance the strongholds of the 
virgin of Judah, and threw them down to the ground; he defiled the kingdom, and its leaders.) 

3 He brake in the ire of his strong vengeance all the horn of Israel; he turned aback his 
right hand from the face of the enemy; and he kindled in Jacob, as fire of flame devouring 
in compass, (or and he kindled against Jacob, like a fire of 

devouring flame all around it). 

4 He as an enemy bent his bow, he as an adversary made steadfast his right hand; and 
he killed all thing that was fair in sight in the tabernacle of the daughter of Zion; he 
shedded out his indignation as fire. (He bent his bow like an enemy, he made steadfast, or 
firm, his right hand like an adversary; and he killed everything that was beautiful in sight in the 
tent of the daughter of Zion; he poured out his anger like fire.) 

5 The Lord is made as an enemy; he casted down Israel, he casted down all the walls 
thereof; he destroyed the strongholds thereof, and filled in the daughter of Judah a man 
made low, and a woman made low. (The Lord is made like an enemy; he threw down Israel, he 
threw down all its walls; he destroyed its strongholds, and filled the daughter of Judah full of men 
and women who were humbled, or were made low.) 

6 And he scattered his tent as a garden (or And he plowed under his tent like a garden), 
(yea), he destroyed his tabernacle; the Lord gave to forgetting in Zion a feast day, and 
(the) sabbath; and (put) the king and (the) priest into shame, and into the indignation of 
his strong vengeance. 

7 The Lord putted away his altar, he cursed his hallowing; he betook into the hands of 
the enemy the walls of the towers thereof; they gave voice in the house of the Lord, as 
in a solemn day. (The Lord destroyed his altar, he cursed his sanctuary; he gave into the hands 
of the enemy the walls of its towers; and the enemy gave his voice in the House of the Lord, like on 
a feast day.) 

8 The Lord thought to destroy the wall of the daughter of Zion; he stretched forth his 
cord, and turned not away his hand from perdition; the forewall, either the outer ward, 
mourned, and the wall was destroyed together (with it). 

° The gates thereof be pitched in the earth, he lost and all-brake the bars thereof; the 
king thereof and the princes thereof (be) among heathen men; the law is not, and the 
prophets thereof found not of the Lord a vision, either revelation. (Its gates be thrown 
onto the ground, he destroyed and broke up all its bars, or all its locks; its king and its leaders be 
put among the heathen; the Law is not, and its prophets cannot find a vision, that is, a revelation, 
from the Lord.) 

10 They sat in [the] earth, the eld men of the daughter of Zion were still; they 
besprinkled their heads with ashes, the elder men of Judah be girt with hair-shirts; the 
virgins of Judah casted down to the earth their heads. (They sat on the ground, the old men 
of the daughter of Zion were silent; they sprinkled their heads with ashes, the elders of Judah be 
girded with hair-shirts; the virgins of Judah cast down their heads to the ground.) 

11 Mine eyes failed for tears, mine entrails were troubled; my maw was shed out in 
[the] earth upon the sorrow of the daughter of my people (or my bile was poured out on the 
ground over the sorrow of the daughter of my people); when a little child and [the] sucking 
(one) failed in the streets of the city. 
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12 They said to their mothers, Where is wheat, and wine? when they failed as wounded 
men inthe streets of the city, (or They asked their mothers, Where is some corn, and some wine? 
then they died, wounded in the streets of the city); yea, when they sent out their souls in(to) 
the bosom of their mothers. 

13 To whom shall I comparison thee? either to whom shall I liken thee, thou daughter 
of Jerusalem? to whom shall I make thee even, and shall I comfort thee, thou virgin, the 
daughter of Zion? for why thy sorrow is(as) great as the sea; who shall do medicine to 
thee? (To whom shall I compare thee? or to whom shall I liken thee, O daughter of Jerusalem? to 
whom shall I make thee equal, so that I can comfort thee, O virgin, the daughter of Zion? for thy 
sorrow is as great as the sea; who shall give medicine to thee?) 

14 Thy prophets saw to thee false things, and fond; and they opened not thy 
wickedness, that they should stir thee to penance; but they saw to thee false takings, 
and castings out. (Thy prophets saw false and foolish things for thee; and they told not about 
thy wickedness, so that they could stir thee to penance; but they saw for thee false burdens, and 
castings out, or causes of banishment.) 

15 All men passing on the way clapped with hands on thee; they hissed, and moved 
their head on the daughter of Jerusalem; and said, This is the city of perfect fairness, the 
joy of all (the) earth. (All those passing on the way clapped with their hands at thee; they hissed, 
and shook their heads over the daughter of Jerusalem; and said, Is this the city that once was so 
perfect in beauty, yea, the joy of all the earth?) 

16 All thine enemies opened their mouth on thee; they hissed, and gnashed with their 
teeth, and said, We shall devour; lo! this is the day which we abided, we found, we saw. 
(All thy enemies opened their mouths against thee; they hissed, and gnashed with their teeth, and 
said, We shall devour thee; lo! this is the day which we have waited for; now it hath arrived, and 
we have seen it happen!) 

17 The Lord did those things which he thought, he [ful] filled his word which he had 
commanded from [the] eld days; he destroyed, and spared not; and made glad the enemy 
on thee (or and let the enemy rejoice over thee); and enhanced the horn of thine enemies. 


18 The heart of them cried to the Lord, on the walls of the daughter of Zion; lead thou 
forth tears as a strand, by day and night, (or lead thou forth tears like a stream, both day and 
night); give thou not rest to thee, neither the apple of thine eye be still. 

19 Rise thou together, praise thou in the night, in the beginning of wakings; shed out 
thine heart as water, before the sight of the Lord, (or Rise thou up, praise thou in the night, at 
the beginning of every watch; pour out thy heart like water, before the Lord); raise thine hands 
to him for the souls of thy little children, that failed for hunger in the head of all (the) 
meetings of (the) ways. 

20 See thou, Lord, and behold, whom thou hast made so bare; therefore whether 
women shall eat their fruit, (their) little children at the measure of an hand? for a priest 
and prophet is slain in the saintuary of the Lord. (See thou, Lord, and behold, they whom 
thou hast made so bare; and so shall women eat their own fruit, their own little children at the 
measure of an hand? shall a priest and a prophet be killed in the Lord’s sanctuary?) 

21 A child and an eld man lie on the earth withoutforth; my virgins and my young 
men fell down by sword; thou hast slain them in the day of thy strong vengeance, thou 
smotest and didest no mercy. (A child and an old man lie on the ground outside; my virgins and 
my young men fell down by the sword; thou hast killed them on the day of thy strong vengeance, 
thou struck them down, and showed no mercy.) 

22 Thou calledest, as to a solemn day, them that made me afeared of compass; and 
none was that escaped in the day of the strong vengeance of the Lord, and was left; 
mine enemy wasted them, which I fed, and nourished up. (Thou hast called, like to a feast 
day, those all around me who made me afraid; and there was no one who escaped on the day of 
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the strong vengeance of the Lord, and was left alive; my enemy destroyed all of them, whom I had 


fed, and nourished.) 
CHAPTER 3 


1] am a man seeing my poverty in the rod of his indignation. (Iam aman who seeth my 
poverty, I have felt the rod of his indignation, or of his anger.) 

2 He drove me, and brought (me) into darknesses, and not into light. 

3 Only he turned into me, and turned together his hand all day. (He turned only against 
me, and he turned his hand against me all day long.) 

4 He made eld my skin, and my flesh; he all-brake my bones. (He made old, or wasted, 
my skin, and my flesh; he broke all my bones.) 

5 He builded in my compass, and he compassed me with gall and travail. (He built all 
around me, yea, he surrounded me with gall and tribulation.) 

6 He setted me in dark places, as everlasting dead men. (He put me in dark places, like 
the everlasting dead.) 

7 He builded about against me, (so) that I go not out; he aggrieved my gyves (or he made 
my chains heavy). 

8 But and when I cry and pray, he hath excluded my prayer. 

9 He closed together my ways with square stones; he destroyed my paths. (He altogether 
enclosed my ways with square stones; he destroyed my paths.) 

10 He is made (like) a bear setting ambush to me, (like) a lion in hid places. 

11 He destroyed my paths, and brake me; he setted me desolate (or he left me desolate). 

12 He bent his bow, and setted me as a sign to an arrow. (He bent his bow, and made me 
a target for his arrows.) 

13 He sent in(to) my reins the daughters of his arrow case. 

14 | am made into scorn to all the people (or Iam mocked by everyone), the song of them 
all day (long). 

15 He filled me with bitternesses; he greatly filled me with wormwood. 

16 He brake at number my teeth (or He broke my teeth on gravel); he fed me with ashes. 

17 And my soul is put away; I have forgotten goods. (And I have given up; I have forgotten 
the good things or I have forgotten whatever was good.) 

18 And I said, Mine end perished, and mine hope, from the Lord. (And I said, My strength, 
and my hope in the Lord, have all perished.) 

19 Have thou mind on my poverty, and going over, and on wormwood and gall. 
(Remember my poverty, and my goings about, yea, the wormwood and the gall.) 

20 By mind I shall be mindful; and my soul shall fail in me. (Remember, O remember; even 
though my soul shall fail in me.) 

21 | bethink these things in mine heart, I shall hope in God. 

22 The mercies of the Lord be many, for we be not wasted; for why his merciful doings 
failed not. 

23 | knew in the morrowtide; thy faith is much [or much is thy faith]. (They be new in the 
morning; great is thy faithfulness.) 

24 My soul said, The Lord is my part; therefore I shall abide him. (My soul said, The Lord 
is my portion; and so I shall wait for him.) 

25 The Lord is good to them that hope into him, to a soul seeking him. (The Lord is good 
to those who hope in him, to someone seeking him.) 

26 It is good to abide with stillness the health of God. (It is good to silently wait for the 
salvation of God./It is good to patiently wait for the deliverance of God.) 

27 It is good to a man (or It is good for a person), when he hath borne the yoke of his 
youth. 
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28 He shall sit alone, and he shall be still; for he raised himself above himself. (He shall 
sit alone, and he shall be silent or and he shall be patient; and he shall carry it by himself.) 

29 He shall set his mouth in (the) dust, if peradventure hope is. (He shall put his face upon 
the ground, for perhaps there may still be hope.) 

30 He shall give the cheek to a man that smiteth him; he shall be filled with shames. 
(He shall give his cheek to the one who striketh him; he shall be laden with abuse.) 

31 For the Lord shall not put away [into] without end. (For the Lord shall not cast us away 
forever.) 

32 For if he casted away, and he shall do mercy after the multitude of his mercies. (For 
even if he hath cast us away, he shall still do mercy after the multitude of his mercies.) 

33 For he maked not low of his heart; and casted not away the sons of men. (For he did 
not make his heart low; and did not cast away the sons and daughters of men forever.) 

34 That he should all-foul under his feet all the bound men of [the] earth. (So that he 
would all-foul all the bound, or all the imprisoned, on earth, under his feet.) 

35 That he should bow down the doom of (a) man, in the sight of the cheer of the 
Highest. (So that he would deny someone justice, before the very face of the Most High.) 

36 That he should pervert a man in his doom, the Lord knew not. (So that he would 
pervert a person in his judgement; no, the Lord desireth none of this.) 

37 Who is this that said (or Who is this who said), that a thing should be done, when the 
Lord commandeth (it) not? 

38 Neither goods neither evils shall go out of the mouth of the Highest. (Do not both 
good and evil go out from the mouth of the Most High?) 

39 What grutched a man living, a man (punished) for his sins? (Why grumble a living man, 
when he is punished for his sins?) 

40 Search we our ways, and seek we, and turn we again to the Lord. (Consider all that 
we do, and seek we the truth about it, and then turn we again to the Lord.) 

41 Raise we our hearts with hands, to the Lord into heavens. (Raise we up our hearts with 
our hands, to the Lord in heaven.) 

42 We have done wickedly, and have stirred thee to wrath; therefore thou art not able 
to be prayed (to). 

43 Thou coveredest in strong vengeance, and smitedest us (or and hast struck us); thou 
killedest (us), and sparedest (us) not. 

44 Thou settedest a cloud to thee, that prayer pass not. (Thou hast set a cloud before thee, 
that prayers cannot pass through.) 

45 Thou settedest me, drawing up by the root, and casting out, in the midst of [the] 
peoples. (Thou hast made us, as if drawn up by the root, and cast out, in the midst of the peoples.) 

46 All [the] enemies opened their mouth on us. (All the enemies have opened their mouths 
against us.) 

47 Inward dread and snare is made to us, prophecy and defouling. (Inward fear and snare 
be made upon us, and prophecy and defiling.) 

48 Mine eyes led down partings of waters, for the defouling of the daughter of my 
people. 

49 Mine eye was tormented, and was not still; for no rest was. (My eyes were tormented, 
and were not still; for there was no rest,) 

50 Until the Lord beheld, and saw from heavens. (until the Lord beheld, and saw from 
heaven.) 

51 Mine eye robbed my soul in all the daughters of my city. (My heart is grieved at what 
befell all the daughters of my city.) 

52 Mine enemies took me without cause, by hunting (me) as a bird. (My enemies had no 
reason to be against me, yet they hunted me down like a bird.) 

53 My life slid into a pit; and they putted a stone on me. 
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54 Waters flowed over mine head; I said, I perish. 

55 Lord, I called to help thy name, from the last pit. (Lord, I called thy name for help, from 
the deepest pit or from the bottom of the pit.) 

56 Thou heardest my voice; turn thou not away thine ear from my sobbing and cries. 

57 Thou nighedest to me in the day, wherein I called thee to help; thou saidest, Dread 
thou not. (Thou came to me on the day, when I called to thee for help; thou saidest, Fear thou 
not.) 

58 Lord, again-buyer of my life, thou deemedest the cause of my soul. (Lord, the 
Redeemer of my life, thou hast pleaded the cause of my soul or thou hast pleaded my soul's case.) 

59 Lord, thou sawest the wickedness of them against me; deem thou my doom (or judge 
thou my judgement or judge thou my justice). 

60 Thou sawest all the strong vengeance, all the thoughts of them against me. 

61 Lord, thou heardest the shames of them, (or Lord, thou heardest their abuse); all the 
thoughts of them against me. 

62 The lips of men rising against me, and the thoughts of them against me all day (long). 

63 See thou the sitting and (the) rising again of them; I am the psalm of them (or Iam 
their song of mocking). 

64 Lord, thou shalt yield while to them, by the works of their hands. (Lord, thou shalt 
punish them, according to the works of their hands.) 

65 Thou shalt give to them the shield of heart, thy travail. (Give thou them much sorrow 
of heart, and thy trials and tribulation.) 

66 Lord, thou shalt pursue them in thy strong vengeance, and thou shalt defoul them 
under heavens. (Lord, pursue thou them in thy strong anger, and utterly defile, or destroy, thou 
them under the heavens.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 How is gold made dark, the best colour is changed? the stones of the saintuary be 
scattered in the head of all streets. (How the gold is made dark, the best colour is changed! the 
stones from the sanctuary be scattered at the head, (or at the top), of every street.) 

2 The noble sons of Zion, and clothed with the best gold, how be they areckoned into 
earthen vessels, into the work of the hands of a potter? (The noble sons of Zion, and clothed 
with the best gold, how they be reckoned like clay vessels, yea, the work of the hands of a potter!) 

3 But also lamias (or lamiae) made naked their teats, gave milk to their whelps; (but) the 
daughter of my people is cruel, as an ostrich in desert (or like an ostrich in the wilderness). 

4 The tongue of the sucking child cleaved to his palate in thirst; little children asked 
(for) bread, and none was that brake to them (or but no one gave them any). 

5 They that ate lustfully, perished in ways; they that were nourished in cradles, 
embraced turds. (They who ate lustfully, perished on the ways; they who were nourished in 
cradles, hung onto dung.) 

6 And the wickedness of the daughter of my people is made more than the sin of (the) 
men of Sodom, that was destroyed in a moment, and hands took not therein. 

7 (The) Nazarites thereof were whiter than snow, shininger than milk; ruddier than 
eld ivory, fairer than sapphire, (or redder than old ivory, more beautiful than sapphire). 

8 The face of them was made blacker than coals, and they were not known in (the) 
streets; the skin cleaved to their bones, it dried, and was made as a stick, (or it dried up, 
and was made like a stick). 

9 It was better to men slain with sword, than to men slain with hunger; for these men 
waxed rotten, they were wasted of the barrenness of [the] earth. (It was better for those who 
were killed with the sword, than for those killed by hunger; for these people slowly grew rotten, 
and they wasted away for the barrenness of the land.) 
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10 The hands of merciful women seethed their children; they were made the meats of 
those women in the sorrow of the daughter of my people. (The hands of merciful women 
boiled their own children; they were made the food for those women in the horror of the wounding 
of my people.) 

11 The Lord [ful] filled his strong vengeance, he shedded out the ire of his indignation 
(or he poured out his anger); and the Lord kindled a fire in Zion, and it devoured the 


foundaments thereof. 
12 The kings of [the] earth, and all the dwellers of the world believed not (or and all the 


inhabitants of the world could not believe it), that an adversary and [the] enemy should enter 
in by the gates of Jerusalem. 

13 For the sins of the prophets thereof, and for [the] wickednesses of priests thereof, 
that shedded out the blood of just men in the midst thereof. (For the sins of its prophets, 
and for the wickednesses of its priests, who poured out the blood of the just in its midst.) 

14 Blind men erred in streets, they were defouled in blood, (or They wandered about like 
the blind in the streets, they were defiled in blood); and when they might not go, they held 
(onto) their hems. 

15 They cried to them, Depart away, ye defouled men, depart ye, go ye away, do not 
ye touch; forsooth they chided, and were stirred; they said among heathen men (or they 
said among the heathen), God shall no more add to, that he dwell among them. 

16 The face of the Lord parted them, he shall no more lay to, that he behold them; 
they were not ashamed of the faces of priests, neither they had mercy on eld men, (or 
they were not ashamed before the priests, nor did they have any mercy for the elders). 

17 The while we stood yet, our eyes failed to our vain help; when we beheld attentive 
to a folk, that might not save us. (Yet while we stood, our eyes looked in vain for our help; we 
looked attentively for a nation, that could not save us.) 

18 Our steps were slidery in the way of our streets; our end nighed, our days were [ful] 
filled, for our end came. 

19 Our pursuers were swifter than the eagles of heaven; they pursued us on [the] hills, 
they setted ambushments to us in desert. (Our pursuers were swifter than the eagles of the 
heavens; they pursued us over the hills, they set ambush for us in the wilderness.) 

20 The spirit of our mouth, Christ the Lord, was taken in our sins; to whom we said, We 
shall live in thy shadow among heathen men. (The very breath of our mouth, yea, the Lord’s 
anointed king, was caught in their sins; he of whom we had said, We shall live under thy shadow, 
among the heathen.) 

21 Thou daughter of Edom, make joy, and be glad, that dwellest in the land of Uz; the 
cup shall come also to thee, thou shalt be made drunken, and shalt be made bare. (0 
daughter of Edom, rejoice, and be happy, thou who livest in the land of Uz; the cup shall also come 
to thee, and thou shalt be made drunk, and shalt be made naked.) 

22 Thou daughter of Zion, thy wickedness is [ful] filled; he shall not add more, that 
he make thee to pass over (again into captivity); thou daughter of Edom, he shall visit thy 
wickedness, he shall uncover thy sins, (or 0 daughter of Edom, he shall punish thy wickedness, 
he shall uncover thy sins). 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Lord, have thou mind what befell to us, (or Lord, remember what hath happened to us); 
see thou, and behold our shame. 

2 Our heritage is turned to aliens, our houses be turned to strangers. (Our inheritance 
is turned, or given, over to foreigners, our houses be turned over to strangers.) 

3 We be made fatherless children without (a) father; our mothers be as widows (or our 
mothers be like widows). 

4 We drank our water for money, we bought our wood for silver. (We must buy with 
money our water to drink, and we must buy with silver our wood to burn.) 
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5 We were driven by our heads, and rest was not given to faint men. (The yoke is upon 
our necks, and rest is not given to the weary.) 

6 We gave (the) hand to Egypt, and to Assyrians, that we should be [ful] filled with 
bread. (We put forth our hands to Egypt, and to Assyria, for food to eat.) 

7 Our fathers sinned, and be not, and we bare the wickednesses of them. (Our forefathers 
sinned, and be not, and we carry their wickednesses.) 

8 Servants were lords of us, and none was, that again-bought from the hand of them. 
(Servants be our lords, and there is no one who can rescue us from their hands.) 

9 In our lives we brought bread to us, from the face of [the] sword in desert. (Risking 
our lives, we brought in food for us, from the face of the sword in the wilderness.) 

10 Our skin is burnt as a furnace, of the face of tempests of hunger. (Our skin is burned 
like from a furnace, from being buffeted by the tempests of hunger.) 

11 They made low (the) women in Zion, and (the) virgins in the cities of Judah. 

12 Princes were hanged [up] by the hand; they were not ashamed of the faces of eld 
men. (Our leaders were hung up by their hands; no one showed any honour to the old men, or the 
elders.) 

13 They misused young waxing men unchastely, and children fell down in (the) tree. 
(They used the young men unchastely, and children fell down under loads of wood.) 

14 Eld men failed from [the] gates; young men failed from the quire of singers. (Old men 
no longer sit at the city gates; young men no longer sing in the choir.) 

15 The joy of our heart failed; our song is turned into mourning. 

16 The crown of our head fell down (or The crowns have fallen from off our heads); woe to 
us! for we (all have) sinned. 

17 Therefore our heart is made sorrowful, therefore our eyes be made dark. 

18 For the hill of Zion, for it perished; foxes went in it. (For Mount Zion, for it hath perished; 
and now foxes run all over it.) 

19 But thou, Lord, shalt dwell without end; thy seat shall dwell in generation and into 
generation. (But thou, Lord, shalt live forever; thy throne shall remain for all generations.) 

20 Why shalt thou forget us [into] without end, shalt thou forsake us into [the] length 
of days? (Why hast thou forgotten us for so long, shalt thou abandon us forever?) 

21 Lord, convert thou us to thee, and we shall be converted; make thou new our days, 
as at the beginning. (Lord, turn thou us back to thee, and we shall come back to thee; renew 
thou our days, like at the beginning.) 

22 But thou casting away hast cast away us; thou art wroth against us greatly. (But thou 
casting away hath cast us away; thou still hath great anger against us.) 
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EZEKIEL 


1 And it was done, in the thirtieth year, in the fourth month, in the fifth day of the 
month, when I was in the midst of captives, beside the flood Chebar, heavens were 
opened, and I saw the revelations of God. (And it was done, in the thirtieth year, in the fourth 
month, on the fifth day of the month, when I was in the midst of the captives, or of the exiles, by 
the Chebar River, the heavens were opened, and I saw the revelations of God or and I saw a vision 
from God.) 

2 In the fifth day of the month; that is the fifth year of [the] passing over of Jehoiachin, 
king of Judah; (On the fifth day of the month; that is the fifth year of the exile, or of the captivity, 
of Jehoiachin, the king of Judah;) 

3 the word of the Lord was made to Ezekiel, priest, the son of Buzi, in the land of 


Chaldees, beside the flood Chebar; and the hand of the Lord was made there on him. (the 
word of the Lord was made to Ezekiel, the priest, the son of Buzi, in the land of the Chaldeans, by 


the Chebar River; and the Lord’s hand was made upon him there.) 
4 And I saw, and lo! a whirlwind came from the north, and a great cloud, and fire 
wrapping in, and brightness in the compass thereof; and as the likeness of electrum from 


the midst thereof, that is, from the midst of the fire. (And I saw, and behold! a whirlwind 
came from the north, and a great cloud, and fire enwrapping itself, and brightness all around it; 


and with the likeness of electrum in its midst, that is, in the midst of the fire.) 

5 And of the midst thereof was a likeness of four beasts. And this was the beholding of 
those, the likeness of a man in those. (And in its midst were the forms of four creatures. And 
this was their appearance, each one had the form of a man.) 

6 And four faces were to one, and four wings were to one. (But each one had four faces, 
and four wings.) 

7 And the feet of those were straight feet, and the sole of the foot of those was as the 
sole of a foot of a calf, and sparkles, as the beholding of boiling brass. (And their legs (were) 
straight, and the soles of their feet (were) like the soles of a calf’s feet, and they sparkled, like the 
appearance of boiling, (or of shining), bronze.) 

8 And the hands of a man were under the wings of those, in four parts; and those had 
faces and wings by four parts; (And the hands of a man were under their wings, on their four 
sides; and those four creatures had faces and wings;) 

9 and the wings of those were joined together of one to another. They turned not 
again, when they went, but each went before his face. (and their wings touched one another. 
They did not turn, from where they went, but each one went straight ahead.) 


10 Forsooth the likeness of the face of those was the face of a man, and the face of a 
lion, at the right half of those four. Forsooth the face of an ox was at the left half of those 


four; and the face of an eagle was above those four. (And the likenesses of their faces were 
the face of aman, and the face of a lion, on the right side of each of those four. And the face of an 
ox, or the face of a bull, and the face of an eagle, were on the left side of each of those four.) 

11 And the faces of those and (the) wings of those were stretched forth above. Two 
wings of each were joined together, and twain covered the bodies of those. (And their 
wings were stretched forth above. Two wings of each touched the wings of its neighbours, and two 
wings covered their bodies.) 

12 And each of those went before his face. Where (ever) the fierceness of the wind 
was, thither those went, and turned not again, when they went. (And each of them went 
straight ahead. Wherever the fierceness of the wind was, they went there, and they did not turn, 
from where they went.) 

13 And the likeness of the beasts, and the beholding of them, was as of burning coals 
of fire, and as the beholding of lamps. This was the sight running about in the midst of 
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[the] beasts, the shining of fire, and the lightning going out of the fire. (And the likeness 
of the creatures, and their appearance, was like burning coals of fire, or like the appearance of 
lamps. This was the sight running about in the midst of the creatures, the shining of the fire, and 
the lightning going out of the fire.) 

14 And the beasts went, and turned again, at the likeness of lightning shining. (And the 
creatures went forth, and returned, in the form of a shining of lightning.) 

15 And when I beheld the beasts, one wheel, having four faces, appeared on the earth, 
beside the beasts. (And when I looked at the creatures, a wheel appeared on the ground, beside 
each of those creatures with four faces.) 

16 And the beholding of the wheels and the work of those was as the sight of the sea; 
and one likeness was of those four; and the beholding and the works of those, as if a 
wheel be in the midst of a wheel. (And the appearance of the wheels and their work was like 
the colour of the sea; and those four were of one likeness; and their appearance and their work, as 
if a wheel be in the midst of a wheel.) 

17 Those going went by four parts of those, and turned not again, when those went. 
(And they went straight ahead, in any of the four directions, and did not turn from where they 
went.) 

18 Also stature, and highness, and horrible beholding was to the wheels; and all the 
body (of them)was full of eyes in the compass of those four. (And stature, and highness, and 
a terrible, or a fearful, appearance was to the wheels; and all the bodies of the wheels were full of 
eyes, all around each of those four wheels.) 

19 And when the beasts went, the wheels also went together beside those. And when 
the beasts were raised [up] from the earth, the wheels also were raised [up] together. 
(And when the creatures went, the wheels also went together with them. And when the creatures 
were raised up from the ground, the wheels also were raised up together with them.) 

20 Whither ever the spirit went, when the spirit went thither, also the wheels following 
it were raised [up] together (with them); for why the spirit of life was in the wheels. 
(Wherever the spirit went, when the spirit went there, the wheels following it also were raised 
up together with them, that is, with the creatures; for the spirit of life was in the wheels.) 

21 Those went with the beasts going, and those stood with the beasts standing. And 
with the beasts raised (up) from [the] earth, also the wheels following those beasts were 
raised together; for the spirit of life was in the wheels. (They went when the creatures went, 
and they stood when the creatures stood. And when the creatures raised themselves up from the 
earth, the wheels following those creatures were also raised up together with them; for the spirit 
of life was in the wheels.) 

22 And the likeness of the firmament was above the head[s] of the beasts, and as the 
beholding of horrible crystal, and stretched abroad on the heads of those beasts above. 
(And the likeness of the firmament was above the heads of the creatures, and it had the appearance 
of awe-full, or amazing, crystal, and it stretched abroad over the heads of those creatures.) 

23 Forsooth under the firmament the wings of those beasts were straight (out), of one 
to another; each beast covered his body with two wings, and another was covered in like 
manner. (And under the firmament, or under the heavens, the wings of those creatures went 
straight out, touching one another; and each creature covered his body with two wings, yea, they 
all were covered in like manner.) 

24 And I heard the sound of wings, as the sound of many waters, as the sound of (the) 
high God. When those went, there was as a sound of (a) multitude, as the sound of hosts 
of battle; and when those stood, the wings of those were let down. (And I heard the sound 
of their wings, and it was like the sound of many waters, and like the sound of the Most High God. 
When they went, there was a sound like a multitude, and like the sound of armies in battle; and 
when they stood, their wings were let down.) 
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25 For why when a voice was made on the firmament, that was on the head[s] of those, 
those stood, and let down their wings. (And when a sound was made above the heavens, that 
were over their heads, they stood, and let down their wings.) 

26 And on the firmament, that was above the head(s) of those, was as the beholding 
of a sapphire stone, (in) the likeness of a throne; and on the likeness of the throne was 
a likeness, as the beholding of a man above. (And above the heavens, that were over their 
heads, there appeared a sapphire stone, in the form of a throne; and high above, on the likeness of 
the throne, was a form with the appearance of a man, sitting upon it.) 

27 And I saw as a likeness of electrum, as the beholding of fire within, by the compass 
thereof; from the loins of him and above, and from the loins of him till to beneath, I 
saw as the likeness of fire, shining in compass, (And I saw in the likeness of electrum, the 
appearance of fire within it, all around it; from the loins of him and above, and from the loins of 
him and below, I saw as the likeness of fire, shining all around it,) 

28 as the beholding of the rainbow, when it is in the cloud in the day of rain. This was 
the beholding of shining by compass. This was a sight of the likeness of the glory of the 
Lord. And I saw, and I fell down on my face; and I heard the voice of a speaker. (like the 
appearance of the rainbow, when it is in the clouds on a rainy day. This was the appearance of the 
shining all around it. This was the sight of the likeness of the glory of the Lord. And I saw it, and I 
fell down on my face; and I heard the voice of a speaker.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And he said to me, Thou, son of man, stand on thy feet, and I shall speak with thee. 
[And he said to me, Son of man, stand upon thy feet, and I shall speak with thee.] 

2 And the spirit entered into me, after that he spake to me, and setted me on my feet. 
And I heard one speaking to me, 

3 and saying, Son of man, I send thee to the sons of Israel, to folks apostates, either 

(those) going aback from faith, that went away from me; the fathers of them brake my 
covenant till to this day. (and saying, Son of man, I send thee to the Israelites, to an apostate 
nation, or those who went away from the faith, that went away from me; their forefathers broke 
my covenant, as they do unto this day.) 

4 And the sons be of hard face, and of unchastiseable heart, to whom I send thee, (or 
And the people be stubborn, and with undisciplined hearts or and with willful hearts, to whom I 
send thee). And thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things; 

5 if peradventure namely they hear, and if peradventure they rest, for it is an house 
stirring to wrath. And they shall know, that a prophet is in the midst of them. (whether 
they shall listen to you or not, for it is a house stirring me to anger. And they shall know, that a 
prophet is in their midst.) 

6 Therefore thou, son of man, dread not them, neither dread thou the words of them; 
for unbelieveful men and destroyers be with thee, and thou dwellest with scorpions. 
Dread thou not the words of them, and dread thou not the faces of them, for it is an 
house stirring to wrath. (And so thou, son of man, do not thou fear them, nor fear thou their 
words; though unbelieving people and destroyers be with thee, and thou livest with scorpions. 
Fear thou not their words, and fear thou not their faces, though it is a house stirring me to anger.) 

7 Therefore thou shalt speak my words to them, if peradventure they hear, and rest, 
for they be stirrers to wrath. (And so thou shalt speak my words to them, whether they shall 
listen to you or not, for they be a house stirring me to anger or for they be stirrers to anger.) 

8 But thou, son of man, hear whatever things I shall speak to thee; and do not thou be 
a stirrer to wrath, as the house of Israel is a stirrer to wrath. Open thy mouth, and eat 
whatever things I give to thee. (But thou, son of man, listen to whatever I say to thee; and do 
not thou be a stirrer, or a provoker, to anger, like the house of Israel is a stirrer to anger. Open thy 
mouth, and eat whatever things I give thee.) 
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° And! saw, and lo! an hand was sent to me, in which a book was folded together. (And 
I saw, and behold! a hand was sent to me, holding a folded up book, (or a folio, or) holding a rolled 
up scroll.) 

10 And he spreaded abroad it before me, that was written within and withoutforth. 
And lamentations, and song, and woe, were written therein. (And he spread it out before 
me or And he unrolled it before me, and it was written on both sides, that is, the inside, and the 
outside. And lamentations, and songs, and woes, were written on it.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 And he said to me, Son of man, eat thou whatever thing thou findest (before thee), 
eat thou this volume; and go thou, and speak to the sons of Israel. (And he said to me, Son 
of man, eat thou whatever thing thou findest before thee, yea, eat thou this book, or yea, eat thou 
this scroll; and then go thou, and speak to the Israelites.) 

2 And I opened my mouth, and he fed me with that volume. (And I opened my mouth, 
and he fed me with that book or and he fed me with that scroll.) 

3 And he said to me, Son of man, thy womb shall eat, and thine entrails shall be filled 
with this volume, which I give to thee. And I ate it, and it was made as sweet honey in 
my mouth. (And he said to me, Son of man, make thy womb to eat, and thy bowels to be filled 
with this book or with this scroll, which I give thee. And I ate it, and it was made as sweet as honey 
in my mouth.) 

4 And he said to me, Son of man, go thou to the house of Israel, and thou shalt speak 
my words to them. 

5 For thou shalt not be sent to a people of high word, and of unknown language; thou 
shalt be sent to the house of Israel, 

6 neither to many peoples of high word, and of unknown language, of which thou 
mayest not hear the words. And if thou were sent to them, they should hear thee. (nor 
to great peoples of difficult and unknown languages, of which thou cannot understand the words. 
Though if thou had been sent to them, they would have listened to thee.) 

7 But the house of Israel will not hear thee, for they will not hear me. For all the house 


of Israel is of defouled, either of unshamefast, forehead, and of hard heart. (But the house 
of Israel will not listen to thee, for they will not listen to me. For all the house of Israel is of defiled, 


or of defiant, face, and of hard, or stubborn, heart.) 

8 Lo! I gave thy face stronger than the faces of them, and thy forehead harder than 
the foreheads of them. (Behold! I made thy face stronger than their faces, and thy head harder 
than their heads, (or thy stubbornness stronger than their stubbornness).) 

9 And I gave thy face as an adamant, and as a flint; dread thou not them, neither dread 
thou of the face of them, for it is an house stirring to wrath. (And I made thy face like 
adamant, yea, harder than flint; do not thou fear them, nor fear thou their faces, though it is a 
house stirring me to anger.) 


10 And he said to me, Son of man, take in thine heart, and hear with thine ears all these 
my words, which I speak to thee. 


11 And go thou, and enter to the passing over, to the sons of thy people. And thou 
shalt speak to them, and thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things, if 
peradventure they hear, and rest. (And go thou, and enter in to the exiles, or to the captives, 
to the nation of thy people. And thou shalt speak to them, and thou shalt say to them, whether 
they listen to you or not, The Lord God saith these things.) 

12 And the spirit took me, and I heard after me the voice of a great moving. The blessed 
glory of the Lord was heard from his place; (And the spirit took me up, and I heard behind 
me the sound of a great rushing, as the blessed glory of the Lord was heard from his place;) 

13 and I heard the voice of (the) wings of the beasts smiting one another, and the voice 
of (the) wheels following the beasts, and the voice of a great stirring. (and I heard the 
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sound of the wings of the creatures, striking one another, and the sound of the wheels following 
the creatures, and the sound of a great stirring.) 

14 Also the spirit raised me, and took me. And I went forth bitter in the indignation of 
my spirit; for the hand of the Lord was with me, and comforted me. (And the spirit raised 
me up, and took me away. And I went forth in the bitterness and the anger of my spirit; but the 
hand of the Lord was with me, and was strong upon me.) 

15 AndI came to the passing over, to the heap of new fruits, to them that dwelled beside 
the flood Chebar. And I sat where they sat, and I dwelled there seven days, wailing, in 
the midst of them. (And I came to the exiles, or to the captives, at Telabib, to those who lived by 
the Chebar River. And I sat where they sat, and I stayed there seven days, wailing, in the midst of 
them.) 

16 Forsooth when seven days were passed, the word of the Lord was made to me, and 
said, 

17 Son of man, I gave thee to be an espyer, or a beholder, to the house of Israel. And 
thou shalt hear of my mouth a word, and thou shalt tell [it] to them of me. (Son of man, I 
gave thee to be a lookout, or a watchman, to the house of Israel. And thou shalt hear a word from 
my mouth, and thou shalt tell it to them for me.) 

18 If when I say to the wicked man, Thou shalt die by death, (and) thou tellest it not 
to him, and speakest not to him, that he be turned from his wicked way, and live; that 
wicked man shall die in his wickedness, but I shall seek his blood of thine hand. (If when 
I say to the wicked person, Thou shalt die, and thou tellest it not to him, and speakest not to him, 
so that he is turned from his wicked ways, and live; that wicked person shall die in his wickedness, 
but I shall seek payment for his blood from thee.) 


19 Forsooth if thou tellest to the wicked man, and he is not converted from his 
wickedness, and from his wicked way; soothly he shall die in his wickedness, but thou 


hast delivered thy soul. (But if thou tellest to the wicked person, and he is not turned from his 
wickedness, and from his wicked ways; truly he shall die in his wickedness, but thou hast saved 
thy own soul or but thou hast saved thy own life.) 

20 But also if a just man is turned from his rightfulness, and doeth wickedness, I shall 
set an hurting before him; he shall die, for thou toldest not to him; he shall die in his 
sin, and his rightfulnesses, which he did, shall not be in mind, but I shall seek his blood 
of thine hand. (And also if a just, or a righteous, person is turned from his righteousness, and 
doeth wickedness, I shall set a cause of stumbling before him; and he shall die, for thou hast not 
told him; he shall die in his sin, and his righteousnesses, which he did, shall not be remembered, 
but I shall seek payment for his blood from thee.) 

21 Forsooth if thou tellest to a just man, that a just man do not sin, and he sin not, he 
living shall live, for thou toldest to him, and thou hast delivered thy soul. (But if thou 
tellest to a just, or a righteous, person, that a just person should not sin, and in deed he sin not, he 
shall live, for thou hast told him, and thou hast delivered thy own soul or and thou hast saved thy 
own life.) 

22 And the hand of the Lord was made [up] on me, and he said to me, Rise thou (up), 
and go out into the field, and there I shall speak with thee. 

23 And I rose (up), and went out into the field. And lo! the glory of the Lord stood 
there, as the glory which I saw beside the flood Chebar, (or And behold! the glory of the Lord 
stood there, like the glory which I saw by the Chebar River); and I fell down on my face. 

24 And the spirit entered into me, and setted me on my feet. And he spake to me, and 
said to me, Enter thou, and be thou (en)closed in the midst of thine house. 

25 And thou, son of man, lo! bonds be given on thee, (or And thou, son of man, behold! 
bonds be put upon thee), and they shall bind thee with those, and thou shalt not go out 
in(to) the midst of them. 

26 And I shall make thy tongue to cleave to the roof of thy mouth, and thou shalt be 
dumb, and thou shalt not be as a man rebuking; for it is an house stirring to wrath. (And 
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I shall make thy tongue to cleave to the roof of thy mouth, and thou shalt be dumb, and thou shalt 
not rebuke them; though it is a house stirring me to anger.) 

27 But when I shall speak to thee, I shall open thy mouth, and thou shalt say to them, 
The Lord saith these things, He that heareth, hear, and he that resteth, rest; for it is an 
house stirring to wrath. (But when I shall speak to thee, I shall open thy mouth, and thou shalt 
say to them, The Lord saith these things, He who shall listen, listen, and he who shall not listen, 
do not listen; for it is a house stirring me to anger.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 And thou, son of man, take to thee a tilestone; and thou shalt set it before thee, and 
thou shalt describe therein the city of Jerusalem (or and thou shalt draw upon it the city of 
Jerusalem). 

2 And thou shalt ordain besieging against that Jerusalem; and thou shalt build 
strongholds, and thou shalt bear together [an heap of] earth, and thou shalt give hosts of 
battle against it, and thou shalt set engines by compass (or and thou shalt set up battering 
rams all around it). 

3 And take thou to thee an iron frying pan; and thou shalt set it into an iron wall 
betwixt thee and betwixt the city; and thou shalt set steadfastly thy face to it, and it 
shall be into besieging, and thou shalt (en)compass it; it is a sign to the house of Israel. 
(And take thou thee an iron frying pan; and thou shalt set it there like an iron wall between thee 
and the city; and thou shalt steadfastly set thy face toward the city, and it shall be into besieging, 
and so thou shalt surround, or besiege, it; this shall be a sign to the house of Israel.) 

4 And thou shalt sleep on thy left side, and thou shalt put the wickednesses of the 
house of Israel on that side; in the number of days in which thou shalt sleep on that side, 
and thou shalt take the wickedness of them, (or for the number of days in which thou shalt 
sleep on that side, thou shalt bear their wickedness). 

5 Forsooth I gave to thee the years of the wickedness of them by (the) number of days, 
three hundred and ninety days; and thou shalt bear the wickedness of the house of Israel. 

6 And when thou hast [ful] filled these things, thou shalt sleep the second time on thy 
right side. And thou shalt take the wickedness of the house of Judah by forty days; I gave 
to thee a day for a year, a day soothly for a year, (or And thou shalt bear the wickedness of 
the house of Judah for forty days; I shall give thee a day for a year, truly a day for a year). 

7 And thou shalt turn thy face to the besieging of Jerusalem; and thine arm shall be 
stretched forth, and thou shalt prophesy against it. 

8 Lo! I have (en)compassed thee with bonds, and thou shalt not turn thee from this side 
into the other side, till thou [ful] fill the days of thy besieging. (Behold! I have surrounded 
thee with bonds, and thou shalt not turn thyself from one side to the other side, until thou fulfill 
the days of thy besieging.) 

9 And take thou to thee wheat, and barley, and beans, and lentils, and millet, and 
fitches; and thou shalt put those into one vessel. And thou shalt make to thee loaves for 
the number of days, by which thou shalt sleep on thy side; by three hundred and ninety 
days thou shalt eat it. (And get thou for thyself some wheat, and barley, and beans, and lentils, 
and millet, and vetches; and thou shalt put them into one pot. And thou shalt make loaves for 
thyself for the number of days by which thou shalt sleep on thy side; for three hundred and ninety 
days thou shalt eat it.) 

10 Forsooth thy meat, which thou shalt eat, shall be in weight twenty staters in a day, 
(or And thy food, which thou shalt eat, shall be, by weight, twenty staters a day); from time till 
to time thou shalt eat it. 

11 And thou shalt drink water in measure, the sixth part of hin; from time till to time 
thou shalt drink it. (And thou shalt drink water by measure, the sixth part of a hin; from time 
to time thou shalt drink it.) 
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12 And thou shalt eat it as barley bread baken under the ashes; and with the dung that 
goeth out of a man thou shalt cover it, before the eyes of them. (And thou shalt eat it like 
barley bread baked under ashes; and thou shalt cover it with the dung that goeth out of a person, 
before their eyes.) 

13 The Lord saith these things, So the sons of Israel shall eat their bread defouled 
among heathen men, to whom I shall cast them out. (The Lord saith these things, And so 
shall the Israelites eat their defiled bread among the heathen, to whom I shall cast them out.) 

14 And I said, A! A! A! Lord God, lo! my soul is not defouled, and from my young 
childhood till to now I ate not a thing dead by itself, and rent of beasts; and all unclean 
flesh entered not into my mouth. (And I said, O! O! O! Lord God, behold! my soul is not defiled, 
and from my young childhood until now I have not eaten anything that died naturally, or was torn 
apart by beasts; and no unclean flesh hath ever entered into my mouth.) 

15 And (so) he said to me, Lo! I have given to thee the dung of oxes for men’s turds; 
and thou shalt make (ready) thy bread with it (instead). 

16 And he said to me, Son of man, lo! I shall all-break the staff of bread in Jerusalem, 
and they shall eat their bread in weight and in busyness, and they shall drink water in 
measure and in anguish; (And he said to me, Son of man, behold! I shall all-break the staff of 
bread in Jerusalem, and they shall eat their bread by weight and in busyness, (or in distress, or in 
dis-ease), and they shall drink water by measure and in anguish;) 

17 that when bread and water fail, each man fall down to his brother, and they fail in 
their wickednesses. (so that when the bread and water fail, each person shall fall down before 
their neighbour, and they shall die in their wickednesses.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 And thou, son of man, take to thee a sharp sword, [or (a) razor], (for) shaving hairs; 
and thou shalt take it, and shalt lead it by thine head, and by thy beard. And thou shalt 
take to thee a balance of weight(s), and thou shalt part those. (And thou, son of man, get 
thee a sharp razor for shaving hair; and thou shalt take it, and shalt lead it over thy head, and 
over thy beard. And thou shalt get thee a balance of weights, and thou shalt separate, or divide, 
that hair.) 

2 Thou shalt burn the third part with fire in the midst of the city, by the [ful] filling of 
days of besieging. And thou shalt take the third part, and shalt cut (it) by sword in the 
compass thereof. But thou shalt scatter the tother third part into the wind; and I shall 
make naked a sword after them. (Thou shalt burn a third part of it with fire in the midst of the 
city, at the fulfilling, or at the end, of the days of the besieging. And thou shalt take another third 
part, and shalt cut it by the sword all around the city. And thou shalt scatter the other third part 
into the wind; and I shall make naked a sword to go after that hair.) 

3 And thou shalt take thereof a little number (of those hairs), and thou shalt bind those 
in the highness of thy mantle. 

4 And again thou shalt take of them, and thou shalt cast forth them into the midst of 
the fire (or and thou shalt throw them forth into the midst of the fire). And thou shalt burn 
them in (the) fire; and (the) fire shall go out of that into all the house of Israel. 

5 The Lord God saith these things, This is Jerusalem; I have set it in the midst of 
heathen men, and lands in the compass thereof. (The Lord God saith these things, This is 
Jerusalem; I have set it in the midst of the heathen, and the other lands all around it.) 

6 And it despised my dooms, that it was more wicked than heathen men; and it 
despised my commandments more than lands that be in the compass thereof. For they 
have cast away my dooms, and they went not in my commandments. (And it despised 
my laws, or my judgements, so that it was more wicked than the heathen; and it despised my 
commandments more than the lands that be all around it. For they have thrown away my laws, 
or my judgements, and they did not obey my commandments.) 
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7 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For ye have passed heathen men that be 
in your compass, and ye went not in my commandments, and ye did not my dooms, and 
ye wrought not by the dooms of heathen men that be in your compass; (And so the Lord 
God saith these things, For ye have surpassed the heathen who be all around you, and ye did not 
obey my commandments, and ye did not follow my laws, and ye did not even follow the laws of the 
heathen who be all around you;) 

8 therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to thee, and I myself shall make 
dooms in the midst of thee, before the eyes of heathen men; (and so the Lord God saith 
these things, Behold! I am against thee, and I myself shall bring in judgements in the midst of 
thee, before the eyes of the heathen;) 

9 and I shall do things in thee which I did not, and to which I shall no more make like 
things, for all thine abominations. (and I shall do things in thee which I have not done before, 
and which I shall never do again, for all thy abominations.) 

10 Therefore fathers shall eat (their) sons in the midst of thee, and sons shall eat their 
fathers; and I shall make dooms in thee (or and I shall bring in judgements upon thee), and I 
shall winnow all thine remnants into each wind; 

1 Therefore (as) I live, saith the Lord God, no but for that that thou defouledest mine 
holy thing in all thine offences, and in all thine abominations; and I shall break, and mine 
eye shall not spare, and I shall not do mercy. (And so as I live, saith the Lord God, because 
thou hast defiled my holy place with all thy offences, and with all thy abominations, I shall break 
thee, and my eye shall not spare thee, and I shall not have any mercy on thee.) 

12 The third part of thee shall die by pestilence, and shall be wasted by hunger in 
the midst of thee; and the third part of thee shall fall down by sword in thy compass; 
forsooth I shall scatter thy third part into each wind, and I shall draw out a sword after 
them. (A third part of thee shall die by pestilence, and shall be wasted by famine in the midst of 
thee; and a third part of thee shall fall down by the sword all around thee; and I shall scatter a 
third part of thee into each wind, and then I shall draw out a sword to go after them.) 

13 And I shall [ful] fill my strong vengeance, and I shall make mine indignation to rest 
in them, and I shall be comforted. And they shall know, that I the Lord spake in my 
fervent love, when! shall [ful] fill all mine indignation in them. (And I shall fulfill my strong 
vengeance, and I shall make my indignation to rest upon them, and then I shall be comforted, or 
shall be satisfied. And they shall know, that I the Lord spoke in my jealous anger, when I shall 
fulfill all my indignation upon them.) 


14 And I shall give thee into desert, [and] into shame to heathen men that be in thy 
compass, in the sight of each that passeth forth. (And I shall make thee into desolation, and 
into shame to the heathen who be all around thee, and before each person who passeth by.) 

15 And thou shalt be shame and blasphemy, ensample and wondering, among heathen 
men that be in thy compass, when I shall make dooms in thee, in strong vengeance, and 
indignation, and in blamings of ire. I the Lord have spoken, (And thou shalt be shame and 
blasphemy, and example and wondering, among the heathen who be all around thee, when I shall 
bring in judgements, or pass sentence, upon thee, in strong vengeance, and indignation, and in 
blamings of anger. I the Lord have spoken,) 

16 when I shall send into them the worst arrows of hunger, that shall bear death; and 
which I shall send, that I lose you, (or when I shall send into you the worst arrows of famine, 
that shall carry death; and which I shall send, so that I destroy you). And I shall gather hunger 
[up] on you, and I shall all-break in you the firmness of bread. 

17 And I shall send into you hunger, and worst beasts, till to the death; and pestilence 
and blood shall pass by thee, and I shall bring in [a] sword on thee; I the Lord spake. (And 
so I shall send into you famine, and evil, or wild, beasts, unto the death; and pestilence and blood, 
or slaughter, shall pass through thee, and I shall bring in a sword upon thee; I the Lord spoke.) 
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1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
2 Thou, son of man, set thy face to(ward) the hills of Israel; and thou shalt prophesy to 


those hills, 
3 and shalt say, Hills of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord God. The Lord God saith 


these things to mountains, and little hills, to rocks of stone, and to valleys, Lo! I shall 
bring in on you a sword, and I shall lose your high things. (and shalt say, Hills of Israel, hear 
ye the word of the Lord God. The Lord God saith these things to the mountains, and the little hills, 
to the rocks and stones, and to the valleys, Behold! I shall bring in a sword upon you, and I shall 
destroy your high places, (or your hill shrines).) 

4 And I shall destroy your altars, and your simulacra shall be broken; and I shall cast 
down your slain men before your idols. (And I shall destroy your altars, and your idols shall 
be broken; and I shall throw down your slain before your idols.) 

5 And I shall give the dead bodies of the sons of Israel before the face of your simulacra, 
and I shall scatter your bones about your altars, (Yea, I shall throw down the dead bodies of 
the Israelites in front of your idols, and I shall scatter your bones all about your altars.) 

6 in all your dwellings. Cities shall be forsaken, and high things shall be destroyed, and 
shall be scattered; and your altars shall perish, and shall be broken, (or In all your dwelling 
places, the cities shall be deserted, and the high places, or the hill shrines, shall be destroyed, and 
shall be scattered; and your altars shall perish, and shall be broken in pieces). And your idols 
shall cease (to exist), and your temples of idols shall be all-broken, and your works shall 
be done away. 

7 And a slain man shall fall down in the midst of you; and ye shall know, that I am the 
Lord. (And the slain shall fall down in the midst of you; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

8 And I shall leave in you (some of) them that fled [the] sword, (to go) among heathen 
men, when I shall scatter you into lands. (And I shall leave among you some of them who fled 
from the sword, to go among the heathen, when I shall scatter you into other lands.) 

9 And your delivered men shall have mind on me among heathen men, to which they 
be led prisoners; for I have all-broken their heart doing fornication, and going away 
from me, and their eyes doing fornication after their idols. And they shall displease 
themselves on the evils, which they did in all their abominations. (And your people who 
survive shall remember me among the heathen, to whom they be led away as prisoners; for I have 
all-broken the hearts of those who did fornication, that is, idolatry, and went away from me, and 
the eyes of those who did fornication, or idolatry, with their idols. And they shall loathe themselves 
for all the evils which they did with their abominations.) 

10 And they shall know, that I the Lord spake not in vain, that I should do this evil to 
them. (And they shall know, that I the Lord spoke not in vain, that I would do this evil to them.) 

11 The Lord God saith these things, Smite thine hand, and hurtle thy foot, and say, 
Alas! to all abominations of the evils of the house of Israel; for they shall fall down by 
sword, hunger, and pestilence. (The Lord God saith these things, Strike thy hand, and hurtle 
thy foot, and say, Alas! for all the evil abominations of the house of Israel; for they shall fall down 
by the sword, and famine, and pestilence.) 

12 He that is far, shall die by pestilence. Forsooth he that is nigh, shall fall by sword. 
And he that is left and besieged, shall die by hunger. And I shall [ful] fill mine indignation 
in them. (He who is far off, shall die by pestilence. And he who is near, shall fall by the sword. 
And he who is left and besieged, shall die by famine. And so I shall fulfill my indignation upon 
them.) 

13 And ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when your slain men shall be in the midst of 
your idols, in the compass of your altars, in each high little hill, and in all the highnesses 
of mountains, and under each tree full of wood, and under each oak full of boughs, that 
is, a place where they burnt incense sweet smelling to all their idols. (And ye shall know, 
that I am the Lord, when your slain shall be in the midst of your idols, all around your altars, on 
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each high little hill, and on all the highnesses of the mountains, and under every thick tree, and 
under every oak with many branches, that is, the place where they burned sweet smelling incense 
to all their idols.) 

14 And I shall stretch forth mine hand on them, and I shall make their land desolate 
and destitute, from (the) desert (unto) Diblath, in all the dwellings of them; and they shall 
know, that I am the Lord. (And I shall stretch forth my hand upon them, and I shall make their 
land a desolate wasteland, from the desert unto Riblah, in all their dwelling places; and they shall 
know, that I am the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, saying, 

2 And thou, son of man, the Lord God of the land of Israel saith these things, The end 
cometh, the end cometh, on [the] four coasts of the land. (And thou, son of man, the Lord 
God saith these things to the land of Israel, The end cometh, the end cometh, on all four sides of 
the land.) 

3 Now an end is[up] on thee, and I shall send in my strong vengeance [up] on thee, and 
I shall deem thee by thy ways (or and I shall judge thee by thy ways), and I shall set all thine 
abominations against thee. 

4 And mine eye shall not spare on thee, and I shall not do mercy, (or And my eye shall 
not spare thee, and I shall have no mercy on thee). But I shall set thy ways [up] on thee, and 
thine abominations shall be in the midst of thee; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. 

5 The Lord God saith these things, Lo! torment, lo! torment cometh; 

6 the end cometh, the end cometh; it shall wake fully against thee (or it watcheth for 
thee); lo! it cometh. 

7 Sorrow cometh [up] on thee, that dwellest in the land (or who livest in the land); the 
time cometh, the day of slaying is nigh, and not of (the) glory of hills. 

8 Now anon I shall shed out mine ire on thee, and I shall [ful] fill my strong vengeance 
in thee; and I shall deem thee by thy ways, and I shall put to thee all thy great trespasses. 
(Now at once I shall pour out my anger upon thee, and I shall fulfill my strong vengeance upon 
thee; and I shall judge thee by thy ways, and I shall put to thee all thy great trespasses.) 

9 And mine eye shall not spare, neither I shall do mercy; but I shall put on thee thy 
ways, and thine abominations shall be in the midst of thee; and ye shall know, that I am 
the Lord smiting. (And my eye shall not spare thee, nor shall I have any mercy on thee; but I 
shall put upon thee thy ways, and thy abominations shall be in the midst of thee; and ye shall 
know, that Iam the Lord who striketh.) 

10 Lo! the day, lo! it cometh; sorrow is gone out. A rod flowered, pride burgeoned, 

11 wickedness rose (up) in the rod of unpiety; not (anything) of them (shall remain), and 
not of the people, neither of the sound of them, and no rest shall be in them. 

12 The time cometh, the day nighed; he that buyeth, be not glad, and he that selleth, 
mourn not, (or he who buyeth, be not happy, and he who selleth, mourn not); for why (my) ire 
is on all the people thereof. 

13 For he that selleth, shall not turn again to that that he sold, and yet the life of them 
is in livers, (or For he who selleth, shall not return to what he sold, and yet their life is in the 
living); for why the vision, either revelation, to all the multitude thereof shall not go 
again, and a man shall not be strengthened in the wickedness of his life. 

14 Sing ye with a trump, all men be made ready, and none is that shall go to battle (or 
but no one shall go out to battle); for why my wrath is on all the people thereof. 

15 Sword is without, pestilence and hunger within; he that is in the field, shall die by 
sword; and they that be in the city, shall be devoured by pestilence and hunger. (The 
sword is outside, pestilence and famine within; he who is in the field, shall die by sword; and they 
who be in the city, shall be devoured by pestilence and famine.) 
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16 And they shall be saved that flee of them; and they shall be as (the) culvers of great 
valleys in [the] hills, all-quaking, each man in his wickedness. (But those of them who flee 
shall be saved; and they shall be on the great hills, like the doves of the valleys, all-shaking, or 
trembling, each person in their wickedness.) 

17 All hands shall be benumbed, and all knees shall flow with waters. (Every hand shall 
be numb, or be limp, and every knee shall tremble and sweat.) 

18 And they shall gird them with hair-shirts, and inward dread shall cover them; and 
shame shall be in each face, and baldness shall be in all the heads of them. (And they shall 
gird themselves with hair-shirts, and inward fear shall cause them to tremble; and shame shall be 
on every face, and baldness shall be on all their heads.) 

19 The silver of them shall be cast out, and the gold of them shall be into a dunghill; 
the silver of them and the gold of them shall not be able to deliver them in the day of 
the strong vengeance of the Lord. They shall not [ful] fill their soul(s), and the wombs of 
them shall not be filled; for it is made the cause of stumbling (out) of their wickedness. 

20 And they setted the ornament of their brooches into pride; and they made of it 
the images of their abominations and simulacra. For this thing I gave it to them, into 
uncleanness. 

21 And I shall give it into the hands of aliens, to ravish, and to the unpious men of (the) 
earth, into prey, and they shall defoul it. (And I shall give it into the hands of strangers, or of 
foreigners, to rob, and to the unpious of the earth, for prey, and they shall defile it.) 

22 And I shall turn away my face from them, and they shall defoul my private (place); 
and knaves shall enter into it, and shall defoul it. 

23 Make thou a closing together; for the land is full of doom of bloods (or for the land is 
full of the judgement of bloodshed), and the city is full of wickedness. 

24 And I shall bring (in) the worst of heathen men, and they shall have in possession 
the houses of them; and I shall make the pride of mighty men to cease, and enemies shall 
have in possession the saintuaries of them. (And shall bring in the worst of the heathen, and 
they shall take possession of their houses; and I shall make the pride of the mighty to cease, and 
their enemies shall take possession of their sanctuaries.) 

25 In anguish coming above (or In anguish coming upon them), they shall seek peace, and 
it shall not be. 

26 Disturbing shall come on disturbing, and hearing on hearing; and they shall seek of 
the prophet a revelation, and (the) law shall perish from the priest, and counsel from the 
elder men. (Disturbance, or trouble, shall come upon disturbance, and rumour upon rumour or 
and bad news upon bad news; and they shall seek a revelation, or a vision, from the prophet, but 
teaching shall perish from the priest, and counsel, or good advice, from the elders.) 

27 The king shall mourn, and the prince shall be clothed in wailing, and the hands of 
the people of the land shall be disturbed; by the way(s) of them I shall do to them, and 
by the dooms of them I shall deem them, (or I shall do to them by their own ways, and I shall 
judge them with their own judgements); and they shall know, that I am the Lord. 


CHAPTER 8 

1 And it was done in the sixth year, in the sixth month, on the fifth day of the month, 
I sat in mine house, and the eld men of Judah sat before me, (or I sat in my house, and the 
elders of Judah sat before me); and the hand of the Lord God fell there [up] on me. 

2 And I saw, and lo! a likeness as the beholding of fire; from the beholding of his loins 
and beneath was fire, and from his loins and above was as the beholding of shining, as 
the sight of electrum, [that is, metal made of gold and silver, brighter than gold]. (And I saw, 
and behold! a form with the appearance of fire; from his loins and beneath was like the appearance 
of fire, and from his loins and above (was) like the appearance of shining, like the sight of electrum, 
(that is, a metal made of gold and silver, but even brighter than gold).) 
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3 And the likeness of an hand was sent out, and took me by the hair, either locks, of 
mine head; and the spirit raised me [up] betwixt heaven and earth, and brought me into 
Jerusalem, in the sight of God, beside the inner door that beheld to the north, (or in the 
vision of God, beside the inner door that faced north), where the idol of envy was set, to stir 
indignation. 

4 And lo! the glory of God of Israel was there, by the sight which I saw in the field. 
(And behold! the glory of the God of Israel (was) there, like the vision which I saw in the field.) 

5 And he said to me, Thou, son of man, raise up thine eyes to the way of the north; and 
I raised (up) mine eyes to the way of the north, and lo! from the north of the gate of the 
altar, the idol of envy was in that entering, (or and behold! north of the gate of the altar, at 
the entrance, (was) that idol of envy). 

6 And he said to me, Son of man, guessest thou whether thou seest what thing these 
men do, the great abominations which the house of Israel doeth here, that I go far away 
from my saintuary? and yet thou shalt turn, and shalt see greater abominations. (And he 
said to me, Son of man, seest thou what things these people do, yea, the great abominations which 
the house of Israel doeth here, so that I must go far away from my sanctuary? and yet thou shalt 
turn, and shalt see greater abominations (than these)!) 

7 And he led me within to the door of the foreyard; and I saw, and lo! one hole in the 
wall. (And he led me within to the entrance of the courtyard; and I saw, and behold! a hole in the 
wall.) 

8 And he said to me, Son of man, dig thou (in) the wall; and when I had digged (in) the 
wall, one door appeared. 

9 And he said to me, Enter thou, and see the worst abominations, which these men do 


ere. 

10 AndI entered, and saw; and lo! each likeness of reptiles, either creeping beasts, and 
abominations of beasts, and all [the] idols of the house of Israel, were painted in the wall 
all about in compass (or were painted on the walls all around). 

11 And seventy men of the elders of the house of Israel stood; and Jaazaniah, the son of 
Shaphan, stood in the midst of them, standing before the paintings; and each man had 
a censer in his hand, and the smoke of a cloud of incense went up. 

12 And he said to me, Certainly, son of man, thou seest what things the elder men of 
the house of Israel do in darknesses, each man in the hid place of his bed; for they say, 
The Lord seeth not us, the Lord hath forsaken the land, (or for they say, The Lord seeth us 
not, the Lord hath abandoned the land or the Lord hath deserted the country). 

13 And the Lord said to me, Yet thou shalt turn, and shalt see greater abominations, 


which these men do. 
14 And he led me within, by the door of the gate of the house of the Lord, which door 


beheld to the north; and lo! women sat there, bewailing Adonis. (And he led me within, 
by the entrance of the gate of the House of the Lord, which (entrance) faced north; and behold! 
women sat there, bewailing Tammuz.) 

15 And the Lord said to me, Certainly, son of man, thou hast seen, (or And the Lord said 
to me, Truly, son of man, hast thou seen this? or do thou see this?); yet thou shalt turn, and 
shalt see greater abominations than these. 

16 And he led me within, into the inner foreyard of the house of the Lord; and lo! in the 
door of the temple of the Lord, betwixt the porch and the altar, were as five and twenty 
men having the(ir) backs against the temple of the Lord, and their faces to the east; and 
they worshipped at the rising of the sun. (And he led me within, to the inner courtyard of the 
House of the Lord; and behold! by the entrance to the Temple of the Lord, between the porch and 
the altar, (were) twenty-five men with their backs against the Temple of the Lord, and their faces 
turned toward the east; and they worshipped the rising of the sun.) 

17 And the Lord said to me, Certainly, son of man, thou hast seen, (or And the Lord said 
to me, Truly, son of man, hast thou seen this? or do thou see this?); whether this is a light thing 
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to the house of Judah, that they should do these abominations, which they did here? For 
they filled the land with wickedness, and turned (again) to stir me to wrath; and lo! they 
apply a branch to their nostrils. 

18 Therefore and I shall do in strong vengeance; mine eye shall not spare, neither I 
shall do mercy; and when they shall cry to mine ears with great voice, I shall not hear 
them. (And so I shall do strong vengeance against them; my eyes shall not spare them, nor shall I 
have mercy on them; and when they shall cry to my ears with a loud voice, I shall not hear them.) 


CHAPTER 9 
1 And he cried in mine ears with great voice, and said, The visitings of the city have 
nighed, and each man hath in his hand an instrument of slaying. (And he cried in my ears 
with a loud voice, and said, The punishment of the city hath arrived, and each man have in his 
hand an instrument for killing, that is, a weapon.) 
2 And lo! six men came from the way of the higher gate, that beholdeth to the north, 


and the instrument of death of each man was in his hand; also one man in the midst 
of them was clothed with linen clothes, and a penner of a writer at his reins; and they 


entered, and stood beside the brazen altar. (And behold! six men came from the way of the 
upper northern gate, and each man had an instrument of death in his hand; and one man in their 
midst was clothed in linen clothes, and (had) a writer’s inkhorn at his side; and they entered, and 
stood beside the bronze altar.) 

3 And the glory of the Lord of Israel was taken up from cherub[im], which glory was 
on it, to the threshold of the house (of the Lord); and the Lord called the man that was 
clothed with linen clothes, and had a penner of a writer in his loins. (Then the glory of the 
Lord of Israel was taken up from above the cherubim, which glory was upon them, to the threshold 
of the House of the Lord; andthe Lord called to the man who was clothed in linen clothes, and had 
awriter’s inkhorn at his side.) 

4 And the Lord said to him, Pass thou by the midst of the city, in the midst of 
Jerusalem, and mark thou Tau on the foreheads of men wailing and sorrowing on all 
[the] abominations that be done in the midst thereof. 

5 And he said to them in mine hearing, Go ye through the city, and follow ye him, and 
smite ye; your eye spare not, neither do ye mercy. (And he said to the others in my hearing, 
Go ye through the city, and follow ye him, and strike ye them down; do not let your eye spare them, 
nor have ye any mercy on them.) 

6 Slay ye till to death, an eld man, a young man, and a virgin, a little child, and women; 
but slay ye not any man, on whom ye see Tau; and begin ye at my saintuary. Therefore 
they began at the elder men, that were before the face of the house, (or And so they began 
with the elders, who were in front of the House of the Lord). 

7 And he said to them, Defoul ye the house (of the Lord), and fill ye the foreyards with 
slain men; go ye out. And they went out, and killed them that were in the city. (And he 
said to them, Defile ye the House of the Lord, and fill ye the courtyards with the slain; go ye out. 
And they went out, and killed those who were in the city.) 

8 And lo! when the slaying was [ful] filled, I was left (alone). And I fell down on my face, 
and I cried, and said, Alas! alas! alas! Lord God, therefore whether thou shalt lose all the 
remnants of Israel, and shalt shed out thy strong vengeance on Jerusalem? (And behold! 
when the killing was finished, I was left alone. And I fell down on my face, and I cried, and said, 
Alas! alas! alas! Lord God, and so shalt thou destroy all the remnants of Israel, and shalt thou pour 
out thy strong vengeance upon Jerusalem?) 

9 And he said to me, The wickedness of the house of Israel and of Judah is full great, 
and the land is filled of bloods, and the city is filled with turning away; for they said, The 
Lord hath forsaken the land, and the Lord seeth not. (And he said to me, The wickedness of 
the house of Israel and Judah is very great, and the land is filled with bloodshed, or of murder, and 


4087 XRN 


EZEKIEL CHAPTER 9:10 656 EZEKIEL CHAPTER 10:10 


the city is filled with turning away from righteousness; for they said, The Lord hath abandoned 
the land, and the Lord seeth not.) 

10 Therefore and mine eye shall not spare, neither I shall do mercy; I shall yield the 
way of them on the head of them. (And so my eye shall not spare them, nor shall I have any 
mercy on them; I shall yield their ways back upon their own heads.) 

11 And lo! the man that was clothed in linen clothes, that had a penner in his back 
(or who had an inkhorn at his side), answered a word, and said, I have done, as thou 
commandedest to me. 


CHAPTER 10 

1 And I saw, and lo! in the firmament that was on the head(s) of cherubims, as a 
sapphire stone, and as the form of likeness of a king’s seat appeared thereon”. (And I 
saw, and behold! in the firmament that was over the heads of the cherubim, a sapphire stone, in 
the form of the likeness of a king’s throne, appeared above them.) 

2 And he said to the man that was clothed in linen clothes, and spake, Enter thou in 
the midst of the wheels, that be under cherubims, and fill thine hand with coals of fire, 
that be betwixt cherubims, and shed thou out on the city. And he entered in my sight; 


(And he spoke to the man who was clothed in linen clothes, and said, Go thou into the midst of the 
wheels, that be under the cherubim, and fill thy hand with the coals of fire, that be between the 
cherubim, and pour thou them out upon the city. And he went in before my eyes;) 

3 forsooth cherubims stood at the right side of the house (of the Lord), when the man 
entered, and a cloud filled the inner foreyard. (and the cherubim stood on the right side of 
the House of the Lord, when the man entered, and a cloud filled the inner courtyard.) 

4 And the glory of the Lord was raised [up] from above cherubims to the threshold of 
the house (of the Lord); and the house was filled with a cloud, and the foreyard was filled 
with shining of the glory of the Lord. (And the glory of the Lord was raised up from above the 
cherubim to the threshold of the House of the Lord; and the House was filled with a cloud, and the 
courtyard was filled with the shining of the glory of the Lord.) 

5 And the sound of wings of cherubims was heard till to the outermore foreyard, as 
the voice of Almighty God speaking. (And the sound of the wings of the cherubim was heard 
unto the outer courtyard, like the voice of Almighty God speaking.) 

6 And when he had commanded to the man that was clothed in linen clothes, and 
had said, Take thou fire from the midst of the wheels, that be betwixt cherubims, he 
entered, and stood beside the wee (And when he had commanded to the man who was 
clothed in linen clothes, and had said, Take thou fire from the midst of the wheels, that be between 
the cherubim, or Take thou fire from between the wheels, that be under the cherubim, he entered, 
and stood beside the wheels.) 

7 And cherub stretched forth his hand from the midst of cherubims, to the fire that 
was betwixt cherubims; and took, and gave into the hands of him that was clothed in 


linen clothes; and he took, and went out. (And a cherub stretched forth his hand from the 
midst of the cherubim, to the fire that was between the cherubim; and took it, and gave it into the 
hands of him who was clothed in linen clothes; and he took it, and went out.) 

8 And the likeness of the hand of a man appeared in cherubims, under the wings of 
those. (And the likeness of a man’s hand appeared among the cherubim, under their wings.) 

9 And I saw, and lo! four wheels were beside cherubims; one wheel beside one cherub, 
and another wheel beside another cherub; forsooth the likeness of wheels was as the 
sight of the stone chrysolyte. (And I saw, and behold! four wheels (were) beside the cherubim; 
one wheel beside one cherub, and another wheel beside another cherub, (that is, one wheel beside 
each cherub); and the likeness of the wheels was like the sight, (or the appearance), of a chrysolyte 
stone. 

10 And the beholding of those was one likeness of four, as if a wheel be in the midst of 
a wheel. (And the appearance of those four was of one form, of a wheel in the midst of a wheel.) 





CHAPTER 10:1 Many verses in Chapter 10 repeat imagery found in Chapter 1. 
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11 And when they went, they went into (the) four parts; those turned not again going, 
but to the place to which that that was the first wheel bowed to go, also [the] others 
followed, and turned not again. (And when they went, in any of the four directions, they did 
not turn from where they went, but the place to which the first wheel turned to go, the others also 
followed, and did not turn away from there.) 

12 And all the body of those wheels, and the necks, and hands, and wings of the beasts, 
and the circles, were full of eyes, in the compass of (the) four wheels. (And all their bodies, 
and the necks, and hands, and wings of the creatures, or of the cherubim, and the wheels, were 
full of eyes, yea, even all around the four wheels.) 

13 And he called those wheels voluble, or able to go all about, in mine hearing. 

14 Forsooth one beast had four faces; one face was the face of cherub, and the second 
face was the face of a man, and in the third was the face of a lion, and in the fourth was 
the face of an eagle; (And one creature, or one cherub, had four faces; the first face was the face 
of a cherub or the first face was the face of an ox, or of a bull, and the second face was the face of 
aman, and the third face was the face of a lion, and the fourth face was the face of an eagle;) 

15 and the cherubims were raised [up]. That is the beast, which I had seen beside the 
flood Chebar. (and then the cherubim raised themselves up. These were the same creatures, 
which I had seen by the Chebar River.) 

16 And when cherubims went, also the wheels beside those went together (with them); 
when the cherubims raised [up] their wings, that those should be enhanced from the 


earth, the wheels abided not still, but also those were beside cherubims. (And when the 
cherubim went, the wheels also went beside them; and when the cherubim raised up their wings, 


so that they would be lifted up from the earth, the wheels were not still, but they went up beside 
the cherubim.) 

17 The wheels stood with those cherubims standing, and were raised [up] with the 
cherubims raised [up]; for the spirit of life was in those wheels. (The wheels stopped when 
the cherubim stopped, and were raised, or were lifted, up when the cherubim were lifted up; for 
the spirit of life was in those wheels.) 

18 And the glory of the Lord went out from the threshold of the temple, and stood on 
the cherubims. (And the glory of the Lord went out from the threshold of the Temple, and stood 
above the cherubim.) 

19 And [the] cherubims raised [up] their wings, and were enhanced from the earth 


before me; and when those went out, also the wheels followed; and it stood in the 
entering of the east gate of the house of the Lord, and the glory of God of Israel was 


on those. (And the cherubim raised up their wings, and were lifted up from the ground before 
me; and when they went out, the wheels followed them; and they stood at the east gate of the 
House of the Lord, and the glory of the God of Israel was over them.) 

20 That is the beast, which I saw under God of Israel, beside the flood Chebar. And I 
understood that four cherubims (they) were; (These were the same creatures, which I had seen 
under the God of Israel, by the Chebar River. And now I understood that they were four cherubim;) 

21 four faces were to one, and four wings to one; and the likeness of the hand of a man 
was under the wings of those. (each one (had) four faces, and four wings; and the likeness of a 
man’s hand (appeared) under their wings.) 


22 And the likeness of the cheers of those were those cheers which I had seen beside 
the flood Chebar; and the beholding of those, and the fierceness of each, was to enter 


before his face. (And the likenesses of their faces were like those faces which I had seen by the 
Chebar River; yea, their appearance, and the fierceness of each; and each one of them went straight 


ahead.) 


CHAPTER 11 
1 And the spirit raised me [up], and led me within to the east gate of the house of the 


Lord, that beholdeth the rising of the sun. And lo! in the entering of the gate were five 
and twenty men; and I saw in the midst of them Jaazaniah, the son of Azur, and Pelatiah, 
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the son of Benaiah, princes of the people. (And the spirit raised me up, and led me within to 
the east gate of the House of the Lord, that faceth the rising of the sun. And behold! at the entrance 
of the gate were twenty-five men; and I saw in the midst of them Jaazaniah, the son of Azur, and 
Pelatiah, the son of Benaiah, the leaders of the people.) 

2 And he said to me, Thou, son of man, these be the men that think wickedness, and 
treat the worst counsel in this city, (And he said to me, Thou, son of man, these be the men 
who think wickedly, and indulge in the worst counsel, or give the worst advice, in this city,) 

3 and say, Whether houses were not builded a while ago? this is the cauldron, forsooth 
we be fleshes. (and say, Were all the houses built a while ago? this city is the cauldron, and we 
be the meat in it.) 

4 Therefore prophesy thou of them, prophesy thou, son of man. (And so prophesy thou 
against them, prophesy thou, son of man.) 

5 And the Spirit of the Lord fell into me (or And the Spirit of the Lord fell upon me), and 
said to me, Speak thou, The Lord saith these things, Ye house of Israel spake thus, and I 
knew the thoughts of your heart; 

6 ye killed full many men in this city, and ye filled the ways thereof with slain men. (ye 
killed a great many people in this city, and ye filled its ways with the slain.) 

7 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Your slain men, which ye putted in the midst 
thereof, these be the fleshes, and this is the cauldron; and I shall lead you out of the 
midst thereof. (And so the Lord saith these things, Your slain, whom ye put in its midst, they be 
the meat, and this is the cauldron; but I shall lead you out of its midst.) 

8 Ye dreaded sword, and I shall bring in a sword on you, saith the Lord God. (Ye feared 
the sword, and I shall bring in a sword upon you, saith the Lord God.) 

9 And I shall cast you out of the midst thereof, and I shall give you into the hand of 
enemies, and I shall make dooms in you. (And I shall take you out of its midst, and I shall give 
you into the hands of your enemies, and I shall bring in judgements, or a sentence of death, upon 
you.) 

10 By sword ye shall fall down, I shall deem you in the ends of Israel; and ye shall know, 
that I am the Lord. (Ye shall fall by the sword, yea, I shall judge you unto the ends of Israel; and 
ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

1 This shall not be to you into a cauldron, and ye shall not be into fleshes in the midst 
thereof; I shall deem you in the ends of Israel, (And so this city shall not be like a cauldron 
for you, and ye shall not be like the meat in its midst; I shall judge you unto the ends of Israel,) 

12 and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. For ye went not in my behests, and ye did not 
my dooms, but ye wrought by the dooms of heathen men, that be in your compass. (and 
ye shall know, that I am the Lord. For ye did not follow my commands, and ye did not follow my 
laws, or my judgements, but ye followed the laws of the heathen, who be all around you.) 

13 And it was done, when I prophesied, Pelatiah, the son of Benaiah, was dead, (or 
Pelatiah, the son of Benaiah, fell down dead); and | fell down on my face, and I cried with 
great voice, and said, Alas! alas! alas! Lord God, thou makest [an] ending of the remnants 
of Israel. 


14 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and said, 
15 Son of man, thy brethren, thy brethren, thy kinsmen, and all the house of Israel, 


and all men, to whom the dwellers of Jerusalem said, Go ye away far from the Lord, the 
land is given to us into possession. (Son of man, thy brothers, thy brothers, yea, thy kinsmen, 
and all the house of Israel, and all the people, be to whom the present inhabitants of Jerusalem 
have said, Go ye far away from the Lord, for the land is given to us as our possession.) 

16 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For I made them (to be) far (off) among 
heathen men, and for I scattered them in lands, I shall be to them into a little hallowing, 
in the lands to which they came. (And so the Lord God saith these things, For I made them to be 
far away among the heathen, and for I scattered them into many lands, I shall be their sanctuary, 
in the lands to which they have gone.) 
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17 Therefore speak thou, The Lord God saith these things, I shall gather you from (the) 
peoples, and I shall gather you together from (the) lands, in which ye be scattered; and 
I shall give the earth of Israel to you (or and I shall give the soil of Israel to you or and I shall 
give you the land of Israel). 

18 And they shall enter thither, and shall do away all offences, [or grievings], and all 
abominations thereof in that day. (And they shall enter there, and shall do away all the 
offences, and all the abominations there, on that day.) 

19 And I shall give to them one heart, and I shall give a new spirit in the entrails of 
them; and I shall take away a stony heart from the flesh of them, and I shall give to them 
an heart of flesh; (And I shall give them one heart, and I shall give them a new spirit in their 
bowels, or in their innards; and I shall take away a heart of stone from their flesh, and I shall give 
them a heart of flesh;) 

20 that they goin my commandments, and keep my dooms, and do those; and that they 
be into a people to me, and I be into God to them. (so that they walk in my commandments, 
and obey my laws, and do them; and so that they be my people, and I be their God.) 

21 But of which the heart goeth after their offendings and abominations, I shall set 
the way of them in their head, saith the Lord God. (But of those whom their hearts go after 
their offences and abominations, I shall bring down their ways upon their own heads, saith the 
Lord God.) 

22 And the cherubims raised [up] their wings, and the wheels went with those, and the 
glory of God of Israel was on those. (And the cherubim raised up their wings, and the wheels 
went with them, and the glory of the God of Israel was over, or above, them.) 

23 And the glory of the Lord ascended from the midst of the city, and stood on the hill, 
which is at the east of the city. 

24 And the spirit raised me, and brought me into Chaldea, to the passing over, in [a] 
vision by the spirit of God; and the vision which I had seen, was taken away from me. 
(And the spirit raised me up, and brought me into Chaldea, to the exiles, or to the captives, in a 
vision by the Spirit of God; and then the vision which I had seen, was taken away from me.) 

25 And I spake to the passing over all the words of the Lord, which he had showed to 
me. (And I told the exiles, or the captives, all that the Lord had shown me.) 


CHAPTER 12 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, thou dwellest in the midst of an house stirring to wrath, which have 
eyes to see, and see not, and ears to hear, and hear not; for it an house stirring to wrath. 
(Son of man, thou livest in the midst of a house stirring me to anger, those who have eyes to see, 
and see not, and ears to hear, and hear not; for it a house stirring me to anger.) 

3 Therefore thou, son of man, make to thee vessels of passing over, and thou shalt 
pass over by day before them; forsooth thou shalt pass over from thy place to another 
place, in the sight of them; if peradventure they behold, for it is an house stirring to 
wrath. (And so thou, son of man, prepare for thyself the necessary things for going into exile, or 
into captivity, and thou shalt go out by day before them as if going into exile, or into captivity; and 
thou shalt go out from thy place to another place before them; if perhaps they shall see, for it is a 
house stirring me to anger.) 

4 And thou shalt bear withoutforth thy vessels, as the vessels of a man passing over 
by day, in the sight of them; soothly thou shalt go out in the eventide before them, as 
a man passing forth goeth out. (And by day, in their sight, or before them, thou shalt carry 
thy things outside, like the necessary things of a man going into exile, or into captivity; and in the 
evening thou shalt go out before them, like a man going into exile, or into captivity, goeth out.) 

5 Before the eyes of them dig (in) the wall to thee, and thou shalt go out through it, 
(Before their eyes, dig thou through the wall, and then thou shalt go out through it.) 
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6 in the sight of them. Thou shalt be borne on shoulders, thou shalt be borne out in 
darkness; thou shalt cover thy face, and thou shalt not see the earth, for I have given thee 
to be a sign of thing to coming to the house of Israel. (In their sight, or before them, thou 
shalt carry those things out upon thy shoulders, yea, thou shalt carry them out in the darkness; 
thou shalt cover thy face, and thou shalt not see the ground, for I have given thee to be a sign of 
what is to come for the house of Israel.) 

7 Therefore I did as the Lord commanded to me; I brought forth my vessels, as the 
vessels of a man passing over by day, and in the eventide I digged (through) a wall to 
me with (mine) hand; I went out in darkness, and I was borne on shoulders, in the sight 
of them. (And so I did as the Lord commanded me; by day I brought forth my things, like the 
necessary things of a man going into exile, or into captivity, and in the evening I dug through the 
wall with my hands; then I went out in the darkness, in the sight of them, and I carried those things 
upon my shoulders.) 

8 And the word of the Lord was made early to me, and he said, (And early in the morning 
the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said,) 

° Son of man, whether the house of Israel, the house stirring (me) to wrath, said not 
to thee, What doest thou? 

10 Say thou to them, The Lord God saith these things, This burden is on the duke, 
which is in Jerusalem, (or This burden is on the prince, who is in Jerusalem), and on all the 
house of Israel, which is in the midst of them. 

11 Say thou, I am your sign of thing to coming; as I did, so it shall be done to them; 
they shall go into passing over, and into captivity. (Say thou, I am your sign of what is to 
come; as I did, so it shall be done to them; they shall go into exile, and into captivity.) 

12 And the duke which is in the midst of them, shall be borne out on shoulders, and 
he shall go out in darkness; they shall dig (through) the wall, and lead him out; his face 
shall be covered, that he see not with eye the earth. (And the prince who is in their midst, 
shall carry his necessary things upon his shoulders, and he shall go out in darkness; they shall dig 
through the wall to let him out; his face shall be covered, so that he shall not see the ground with 
his eyes.) 

13 And I shall stretch forth my net on him, and he shall be taken in my net; and I shall 
lead him into Babylon, into the land of Chaldees, and he shall not see that land, and he 
shall die there. (And I shall stretch forth my net upon him, and he shall be caught in my net; 
and I shall lead him to Babylon, to the land of the Chaldeans, but he shall not see that land, even 
though he shall die there.) 

14 And I shall scatter into each wind all men that be about him, his help, and his 
companies; and I shall draw out the sword after them. (And I shall scatter into the winds 
all those who be about him, yea, his help, and his companies; and I shall draw out the sword after 
them.) 

15 And they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall scatter them among heathen 
men (or when I shall scatter them among the heathen), and shall sow them abroad in (the) 
lands. 

16 And I shall leave of them a few men from sword, and hunger, and pestilence, that 
they tell out all the great trespasses of them among heathen men, to whom they shall 
enter; and they shall know, that I am the Lord. (And I shall leave alive a few of them from 
the sword, and famine, and pestilence, so that they can tell out all their great trespasses to the 
heathen, among whom they shall enter; and then they shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

17 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

18 Thou, son of man, eat thy bread in disturbing, but also drink thy water in haste and 
mourning. (Thou, son of man, eat thy bread with trembling, or in distress, and drink thy water 
in haste and with mourning.) 

19 And thou shalt say to the people of the land, The Lord God saith these things to them 
that dwell in Jerusalem, (and elsewhere) in the land of Israel, They shall eat their bread in 
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anguish, and they shall drink their water in desolation; that the land be desolate of his 
multitude, for the wickedness of all men that dwell therein, (or yea, the land shall be made 
desolate of its multitude, for the wickedness of all those who live there). 

20 And [the] cities that be now inhabited, shall be desolate, and the land shall be 
forsaken (or and the land shall be deserted or and the land shall become a desert); and ye shall 
know, that I am the Lord. 

21 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

22 Son of man, what is this proverb to you, of men saying in the land of Israel, (The) 
Days shall be deferred into (a) long time, and each vision shall perish? 

23 Therefore say thou to them, The Lord God saith these things, I shall make this 
proverb to cease, and it shall no more be said commonly in Israel; and speak thou to 
them, that the days have nighed, and each word of vision, either of prophesy. (And so 
say thou to them, The Lord God saith these things, I shall make this proverb to cease, and it shall 
no more be commonly said in Israel; and then say thou to them, The days have arrived, and all the 
words of the vision, or of the prophesy, shall be fulfilled.) 

24 For why each vision shall no more be void, neither before-telling of thing to coming 
shall be doubtful in the midst of the sons of Israel; 

25 for I the Lord shall speak whatever word I shall speak, and it shall be done; it shall 
no more be delayed, but in your days, ye house stirring to wrath (or ye house stirring me 
to anger), I shall speak a word, and I shall do that word, saith the Lord God. 

26 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

27 Thou, son of man, lo! the house of Israel, of them that say, The vision which this 
man seeth, is into many days (yet to come), and this man prophesieth into long times. 
(Thou, son of man, behold! they of the house of Israel say, The vision which this (man) seeth (is) 
not to be until many days yet to come, and this man prophesieth into times afar off.) 

28 Therefore say thou to them, The Lord God saith these things, Each word of me shall 
no more be deferred (or No word of mine shall any more be delayed); the word which I shall 


speak, shall be [ful] filled, saith the Lord God. 
CHAPTER 13 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, prophesy thou to the prophets of Israel that prophesy; and thou shalt say 
to them that prophesy of their heart, Hear ye the word of the Lord. (Son of man, prophesy 
thou against the prophets of Israel who prophesy; and thou shalt say to those who prophesy out 
of their own hearts, Hear ye the word of the Lord.) 

3 The Lord God saith these things, Woe to the unwise prophets, that follow their spirit, 
and see nothing; (The Lord God saith these things, Woe to the unwise prophets, who follow their 
own spirit, and so see nothing;) 

4 Israel, thy prophets were as foxes in deserts]. (Israel, thy prophets were like foxes in the 
desert.) 

5 Ye ascended not even against, neither again-setted a wall for the house of Israel, that 
ye should stand in battle in the day of the Lord. (Ye went not even against, nor set again, 
or fixed, the broken wall for the house of Israel, so that ye could stand in battle on the day of the 
Lord.) 

6 They see vain things, and divine a leasing, and say, The Lord saith, when the Lord 
sent not them; and they continued to confirm the word. (They see empty and futile things, 
and divine a lie, and say, The Lord saith, when the Lord did not send them; and yet they continue 
to confirm their words.) 

7 Whether ye saw not a vain vision, and spake false divining, and said, The Lord saith, 
when I spake not? (Saw ye not an empty and futile vision, and spoke false divining, and said, 
The Lord saith, when I did not speak?) 
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8 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For ye spake vain things, and saw a leasing, 
therefore lo! I to you, saith the Lord God. (And so the Lord God saith these things, For ye spoke 
empty and futile things, and saw a lie, and so behold! I am against you, saith the Lord God.) 

9 And mine hand shall be on the prophets that see vain things, and divine leasings, (or 
And my hand shall be against those prophets who see empty and futile things, and divine lies); 
they shall not be in the counsel(s) of my people, and they shall not be written in the 
scripture of the house of Israel, neither they shall enter into the land of Israel; and ye 
shall know, that I am the Lord God. 

10 For they deceived my people, and said, Peace, peace, and no peace is; and it builded 
a wall, but they pargeted it with fen without chaffs. (For they deceived my people, and 
said, Peace, peace, when there was no peace; and they built a wall, but they mortared it with dirt 
without any chaff, that is, without any straw.) 

11 Say thou to them that parget without tempering, that it shall fall down; for a strong 
rain shall be (over)flowing, and I shall give full great stones falling from above, and I shall 
give a wind of tempest that destroyeth. (Say thou to those who mortar it without tempering, 
that it shall fall down; for there shall be an overflowing rain, and I shall send some very great 
hailstones falling down from above, and I shall make a wind of tempest that shall destroy it.) 

12 For lo! the wall fell down. Whether it shall not be said to you, Where is the pargeting, 
which ye pargeted? (For behold! when the wall falleth down, shall it not be said to you, Where 
is the mortar, which ye should have used?) 

13 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, And I shall make the spirit of tempests 
to break out in mine indignation, and [a] strong rain flowing in my strong vengeance 
shall be (or and there shall be a strong overflowing rain in my strong vengeance), and great 
(hail)stones in [my] wrath into wasting. 

14 And I shall destroy the wall, which ye have pargeted without tempering, and I shall 


make it even with the earth; and the foundament thereof shall be showed, and it shall 
fall down, and it shall be wasted in the midst thereof; and ye shall know, that I am the 


Lord. (And I shall destroy the wall, which ye have mortared without tempering, and I shall bring 
it down to the ground; and its foundation shall be shown, and it shall fall down, and thou shalt be 
wasted, or shalt be destroyed, in its midst; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

15 And I shall [ful] fill mine indignation in the wall, and in them that pargeted it 
without tempering; and I shall say to you, The wall is not, and they be not, that pargeted 
it, (And I shall fulfill my indignation upon the wall, and upon those who mortared it without 
tempering; and I shall say to you, The wall is not, and they be not, who mortared it,) 

16 (that is), the prophets of Israel, that prophesy to Jerusalem, and see to it the vision 
of peace, and peace is not, saith the Lord God. (that is, the prophets of Israel, who prophesied 
to Jerusalem, and saw a vision of peace for it, when there was no peace, saith the Lord God.) 

17 And thou, son of man, set thy face against the daughters of thy people, that 
prophesy of their heart; and prophesy thou on them, (And thou, son of man, set thy face 
toward the daughters of thy people, who prophesy out of their own hearts; and prophesy thou 
against them,) 

18 and say thou, The Lord God saith these things, Woe to them that sew together 
cushions under each cubit of [the] hand, and make pillows under the head of each age, 
to take souls; and when they deceived the souls of my people, they quickened the souls 
of them. (and say thou, The Lord God saith these things, Woe to those who sew bands for each 
wrist, and put veils on the heads of everyone, to hunt souls, or lives; and while they hunt the souls 
of my people, yet they keep their own souls safe.) 

19 And they defouled me to my people, for an handful of barley, and for a gobbet of 
bread, that they should slay souls that die not, and quicken souls that live not; and they 
lied to my people, believing to leasings. (And they defiled me among my people, for a handful 
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of barley, and for a piece of bread, so that they kill souls that should not die, and enliven souls that 
should not live; and they lied to my people, who believed the lies.) 

20 For this thing the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to your cushions, by which ye 
deceive souls flying; and I shall all-break those from your arms, and I shall deliver [the] 
souls which ye deceive, souls (that ye make) to fly. (For this thing the Lord God saith these 
things, Behold! I am against your wristbands, with which ye hunt souls to make them fly; and I 
shall rip them from your arms, and I shall deliver, (or shall set free), the souls which ye hunt to 
make fly.) 

21 And I shall all-break your pillows, and I shall deliver my people from your hand, (or 
And I shall tear off your veils, and I shall deliver my people from out of your hands); and they 
shall no more be in your hands, to be robbed; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. 

22 For that that ye made falsely the heart of a just man to mourn, whom I made not 
sorry; and ye strengthened the hands of a wicked man, that he should not turn again 
from his evil way, and live. (Because ye falsely made the heart of the just, or of the righteous, 
to mourn, whom I have not made sorrowful; and ye strengthened the hands of the wicked, so that 
they would not turn from their evil ways, and live.) 

23 Therefore ye shall not see vain things (or And so ye shall not see empty and futile things 
again), and ye shall no more divine false divinings; and I shall deliver my people from 
your hand, and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. 


CHAPTER 14 


1 And men of the elders of Israel came to me, and sat before me. (And some of Israel’s 
elders came to me, and sat with me.) 

2 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

3 Son of man, these men have set their uncleannesses in their hearts, and have 
set steadfastly the cause of stumbling of their wickedness against their face (or and 
steadfastly have put the cause of stumbling of their wickedness before their faces). Whether I 
that am asked, shall answer to them? 

4 For this thing speak thou to them, and thou shalt say to them, These things saith 


the Lord God, A man, a man of the house of Israel, that setteth his uncleannesses in 
his heart, and setteth steadfastly the cause of stumbling of his wickedness against his 


face, (or A man, a man of the house of Israel, who setteth his uncleannesses in his heart, and 
steadfastly setteth the cause of stumbling of his wickedness before his face), and cometh to the 
prophet, and asketh me by him, I the Lord shall answer to him in the multitude of his 
uncleannesses; 

5 that the house of Israel be taken in their heart, by which they went away from me 
in all their idols. (so that the house of Israel be taken in their own hearts, by which they went 
away from me with all their idols.) 

6 Therefore say thou to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Be ye 
converted (or Be ye turned), and go ye away from your idols, and turn away your faces 
from all your filths. 

7 For why aman, a man of the house of Israel, and of converts, whoever is a comeling in 
Israel, if he is aliened from me, and setteth his idols in his heart, and setteth steadfastly 
the cause of stumbling of his wickedness against his face, (or For a man, aman of the house 
of Israel, and of the converts, yea, whomever is a newcomer in Israel, if he is alienated from me, and 
setteth up his idols in his heart, and steadfastly setteth the cause of stumbling of his wickedness 
before his face), and he cometh to the prophet, to ask me by him, I the Lord shall answer 
him by myself. 

8 And I shall set my face on that man, and I shall make him into ensample, and into a 
proverb, and I shall lose him from the midst of my people; and ye shall know, that I am 
the Lord. (And I shall set my face against that person, and I shall make him into an example, and 
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into a proverb, and I shall remove him from the midst of my people; and ye shall know, that Iam 
the Lord.) 

9 And when a prophet erreth, and speaketh a word, I the Lord shall deceive that 
prophet (or I the Lord have deceived that prophet); and I shall stretch forth mine hand [up] 
on him, and I shall do him away from the midst of my people Israel. 

10 And they shall bear their wickedness; by the wickedness of the asker, so the 
wickedness of the prophet shall be; (And they shall bear their wickedness; as the wickedness 
of the asker, so shall be the wickedness of the prophet;) 

1 that the house of Israel err no more from me, neither be defouled in all their 
trespassings; but that it be into a people to me, and I be into God to them, saith the 
Lord of hosts. (so that the house of Israel no more go astray from me, nor be defiled with all their 
trespassings; but that they shall become my people, and I shall become their God, saith the Lord 
of hosts.) 

12 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

13 Son of man, when the land sinneth against me, that it trespassing do trespass (or 
that trespassing it do trespass), I shall stretch forth mine hand on it, and I shall all-break 
the staff of bread thereof; and I shall send hunger into it, and I shall slay of it man and 
beast. 

14 And if these three men, Noe, Daniel, and Job, be in the midst thereof, they by their 
rightfulness shall deliver their souls, saith the Lord of hosts. (And even if these three men, 
Noah, Daniel, and Job, were in its midst, they would only be able to save their own souls, or their 
own lives, by their righteousness, saith the Lord of hosts.) 

15 That if also I bring in worst beasts on the land, that I destroy it, and if it is without 
(a) way, for that no passer is for the beasts, (And if I should bring in evil, or wild, beasts on 
the land, so that I destroy it, and it is without a safe way, so that no one can pass through because 
of those beasts,) 

16 and these three men that be before-said, be therein, I live, saith the Lord God, for 
they shall neither deliver sons, neither daughters, but they alone shall be delivered; 
forsooth the land shall be made desolate. (and if these three men who were spoken of before, 
were there, as I live, saith the Lord God, they would not be able to save even their own sons, or their 
own daughters, but they alone would be saved; and the land would be made desolate.) 

17 Either if I bring in (a) sword on that land, and I say to the sword, Pass thou through 
the land, and I slay of it man and beast, 

18 and these three men be in the midst thereof, I live, saith the Lord God, that they 
shall not deliver sons neither daughters, but they alone shall be delivered. (and if these 
three men were in its midst, as I live, saith the Lord God, they would not be able to save even their 
own sons, or their own daughters, but they alone would be saved.) 

19 Forsooth if I bring in also pestilence on that land, and I shed out mine indignation 
on it in blood, that I do away from it man and beast, (And if I also bring in pestilence upon 
that land, and I pour out my indignation upon it in blood, so that I do away man and beast from 
it,) 

20 and Noe, and Daniel, and Job, be in the midst thereof, I live, saith the Lord God, for 
they shall not deliver a son and a daughter, but they by their rightfulness shall deliver 
their souls. (and if Noah, and Daniel, and Job, were in its midst, as I live, saith the Lord God, they 
would not be able to save even their own son, or their own daughter, but they would save only their 
own souls, or their own lives, by their righteousness.) 

21 For the Lord God saith these things, That though I send in my four worst dooms, 
sword, and hunger, and evil beasts, and pestilence, into Jerusalem, that I slay of it man 
and beast, (For the Lord God saith these things, Even though I send in my four worst judgements, 
sword, and famine, and wild beasts, and pestilence, into Jerusalem, so that I kill the people and 
the animals in it,) 


4096 XRN 


EZEKIEL CHAPTER 14:22 665 EZEKIEL CHAPTER 16:4 


22 nevertheless salvation of them that led out sons and daughters, shall be left therein. 
Lo! they shall go out to you, and ye shall see the way of them, and the findings of them; 
and ye shall be comforted on the evil, which I brought in on Jerusalem, in all things 
which I bare in on it. (nevertheless some of them shall be left (alive) there, and they shall be 
brought out, both sons and daughters. Behold! they shall go out to you, and ye shall see their 
ways, and their deeds; and ye shall be comforted, (or satisfied), for all the evil, which I brought in 
upon Jerusalem, yea, for all the things which I brought in upon it.) 

23 And they shall comfort you, when ye shall see the way of them, and the findings of 
them; and ye shall know, that not in vain I did all things, whatever things I did therein, 
saith the Lord Almighty. (And they shall comfort you, when ye shall see their ways, and their 
deeds; and ye shall know, that I have not done all these things in vain, or without justification, 
whatever things I did there, saith the Lord Almighty.) 


CHAPTER 15 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, what shall be done to the tree of a vine, of all the trees of woods, that be 
among the trees of woods? (Son of man, what shall be done to the vine tree, of all the trees in 
the woods, that be among the trees of the woods?) 

3 Whether tree, or timber, shall be taken thereof, that work be made? either shall a 
stake be made thereof, that any vessel hang thereon? (Shall wood, or timber, be taken from 
it, so that some work be made of it? or shall a stake, or a peg, be made of it, so that something can 
hang on it?) 

4Lo! it is given [to the fire] into meat; [the] fire wasted ever either part thereof, and the 
midst thereof is driven into a dead spark; whether it shall be profitable to work? (Behold! 
it is sent into the fire for fuel; the fire destroyed each part of it, and the midst of it is driven into a 
dead spark; shall it be profitable, (or useful), for anything?) 

5 Yea, when it was whole, it was not covenable to work; how much more when fire 
hath devoured, and hath burnt it, nothing of work shall be made thereof? (Yea, when 
it was whole, it was not suitable, (or useful), for anything; how much more when the fire hath 
devoured it, and hath burned it, so that nothing (useful) shall be made out of it!) 

6 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, As the tree of a vine is among the trees 
of woods, which I gave to fire to devour, so I gave the dwellers of Jerusalem, (And so the 
Lord God saith these things, Like the vine tree is among the trees in the woods, which I gave to the 
fire to devour, so I shall take the inhabitants of Jerusalem,) 

7 and I shall set my face against them. They shall go out of the (one) fire, and (then 
another) fire shall waste them; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall set my 
face against them, 

8 and shall give the land without way and desolate, for they were trespassers, saith 
the Lord God. (and I shall make the land without a way and desolate, for they were trespassers, 
saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 16 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, make known to Jerusalem their abominations; 

3 and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things. A! thou Jerusalem, thy root 
and thy generation is of the land of Canaan; thy father is Amorite, and thy mother is 
Hittite. (and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things. O thou Jerusalem! thy roots and thy 
generation (be) from the land of Canaan; thy father (is) an Amorite, and thy mother (is) a Hittite.) 

4 And when thou were born, thy navel was not cut away in the day of thy birth (or thy 
navel-string was not cut on the day of thy birth), and thou were not washed in water into 
health, neither salted with salt, neither wrapped in (swaddling) ‘clothes. 
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5 An eye spared not on thee, that it having mercy on thee, did to thee one of these 
things; but thou were cast forth on the face of (the) earth, in the casting out of thy soul, 
in the day in which thou were born. (An eye spared thee not, that it having mercy on thee, 
did to thee one of these things; but thou were thrown forth onto the face of the earth, or onto the 
ground, in the casting out of thyself, on the day on which thou were born.) 

6 Forsooth I passed by thee, and I saw thee defouled in thy blood (or and I saw thee defiled 
in thy own blood); and I said to thee, when thou were in thy blood, Live thou; soothly I said 
to thee in thy blood, Live thou. 

7 1 gave thee multiplied as the seed of a field, and thou were multiplied, and made 
great; and thou enteredest, and camest fully to women’s adorning; thy teats waxed great, 
and thine hair waxed; and thou were naked, and full of shame. (I made thee to multiply like 
the seed in the field, and thou were multiplied, and made great; and thou enteredest, and camest 
fully to women’s adorning; thy breasts grew great, and thy hair grewlong; but thou were naked, 
and full of shame.) 

8 And I passed by thee, and I saw thee, and lo! thy time, the time of lovers (or yea, the 
time of love); and I spreaded abroad my clothing on thee, and I covered thy shame, (or thy 
nakedness). And I swore to thee, and I made a covenant with thee, saith the Lord God, 
and thou were made a wife to me. 

9 And I washed thee in water, and I cleansed away thy blood from thee, and I anointed 
thee with oil. 

10 And I clothed thee with clothes of diverse colours, and I shodded thee in jacinth, 
and I girded thee with bis, [or white silk]; 

11 and I clothed thee with subtle things, and I adorned thee with ornament|/s]. And I 
gave bands in thine hands (or And I put bands on thy wrists), and a wreath about thy neck; 

12 and I gave a ring on thy mouth, and circles to thine ears, and a crown of fairness in 
thine head. (and I put a ring in thy nose, and earrings on thy ears, and a beautiful crown upon 
thy head.) 

13 And thou were adorned with gold and silver, and thou were clothed with bis, and 
ray-cloth with round images, and many colours. Thou atest clean flour of wheat, and 
honey, and oil, and thou were made fair full greatly; and thou increasedest into a realm 
(or and thou hast increased into a kingdom or and thou hast become a queen), 

14 and thy name went out into heathen men for thy fairness (or and thy name went out 
to the heathen because of thy beauty); for thou were perfect in my fairness which I had set 
[up] on thee, saith the Lord God. 

15 And thou haddest trust in thy fairness, and didest fornication in thy name; and thou 
settedest forth thy fornication to each that passed forth, that thou shouldest be made 
his, (or and thou hast put forth, or hast proffered, thy willingness for fornication to anyone who 
passed by, so that thou wouldest be made his). 

16 And thou tookest of my clothes, and madest to thee high things set about on each 
side, (or And thou tookest some of thy clothes, and adornest thy high places with them put about 
a each side); and thou didest fornication on those, as it was not done, neither shall be 

one. 

17 And thou tookest the vessels of thy fairness, of my gold and of my silver, which I 
gave to thee; and thou madest to thee images of men, and didest fornication in those. 
(And thou tookest my beautiful vessels of gold and of silver, which I gave to thee; and thou madest 
for thyself idols of men, and didest fornication, that is, idolatry, with them.) 

18 And thou tookest thy clothes of many colours, and thou were clothed in those; and 
thou settedest mine oil and mine incense in the sight of those. 

19 And thou settedest my bread, which I gave to thee, flour of wheat, and oil, and 
honey, by which I nourished thee, in the sight of those, into (an) odour of sweetness (or 
for a sweet aroma); and it was done, saith the Lord God. 
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20 And thou tookest thy sons and thy daughters, which thou engenderedest to me (or 
whom thou hast begotten for me), and offeredest (them) to those (idols), for to be devoured. 
Whether thy fornication is (so) little? 

21 Thou offeredest my sons (and my daughters), and gavest them, and hallowedest to 
those. (Thou hast offered my sons and my daughters, and gavest them up, and madest them to 
pass through the fire for those idols!) 

22 And after all thine abominations and fornications, thou bethoughtest not on the 
days of thy young waxing age, when thou were naked, and full of shame, and were 
defouled in thy blood (or and were defiled in thy own blood). 

23 And after all thy malice, woe, woe befell to thee, saith the Lord God. 

24 And thou buildedest to thee a bordello house, and madest to thee a place of 
whoredom in all (the) streets. 

25 At each head of the way thou buildedest a sign of thine whoredom, and madest 
thy fairness abominable; and thou partedest thy feet to each man passing forth, and 
multipliedest thy fornications. 

26 And thou didest fornication with the sons of Egypt, thy neighbours of great fleshes, 
and thou multipliedest thy fornications, to stir me to wrath (or to stir me to anger). 

27 Lo! I shall stretch forth mine hand on thee, and I shall take away thy justifying; and 
I shall give thee into the souls of them that hate thee, of the daughters of Palestines, that 
be ashamed in thy way full of great trespass. (Behold! I shall stretch forth my hand upon thee, 
and I shall take away thy justifying; and I shall give thee into the hands of those who hate thee, to 
the daughters of the Philistines, who be ashamed of thy way that is so full of such great trespass.) 

28 And thou didest fornication with the sons of Assyrians, for thou were not [ful] filled 
yet; and after that thou didest fornication, neither so thou were [ful] filled. (And thou 
didest fornication, that is idolatry, with the Assyrians, for thou were not yet fulfilled; and after 
that thou didest fornication with them, thou were still not fulfilled.) 

29 And thou multipliedest thy fornication in the land of Canaan with Chaldees, and 
neither so thou were [ful] filled. (And thou multipliedest thy fornication, that is, thy idolatry, 
in the land of Canaan with the Chaldeans, and thou were still not fulfilled.) 

30 In what thing shall I cleanse thine heart, saith the Lord God, when thou doest all 
these works of a woman, an whore, and greedy asker? (With what thing, or how, shall I 
cleanse thy heart, saith the Lord God, when thou doest all these works of a greedy whore-woman?) 

31 For thou madest thy bordello house in the head of each way, and thou madest 
thine high place in each street; and thou were not made as an whore full of annoying, 
increasing price, (or but thou were not made like a common whore, naming a price), 

32 but as a woman adulteress, that bringeth in aliens on her husband. (but like an 
adulterous woman, who bringeth in strangers instead of her husband!) 

33 Hires be given to all whores, but thou hast given hire, [or meed], to all thy lovers; 
and thou gavest to them, that they should enter to thee on each side, to do fornication 
with thee. (Commonly, or usually, wages, or money, be given to all whores, but thou hast given 
wages, or gifts, or rewards, to all thy lovers; and thou gavest to them, so that they would come to 
thee on every side, or from all quarters, to do fornication with thee.) 

34 And it was done in thee against the custom of women in thy fornications, and 
fornication shall not be after thee; for in that that thou gavest hires, and tookest not 
hires, the contrary was done in thee. (But it was done by thee against the custom of such 
women with thy fornications, for no one followed after thee for fornication, and in that thou gavest 
gifts, or money, and tookest no gifts, the contrary was done by thee.) 

35 Therefore, thou whore, hear the word of the Lord. 

36 The Lord God saith these things, For thy riches is shed out, and thy shame is showed 
in thy fornications on thy lovers, and on the idols of thine abominations, (and) in the 
blood of thy sons (and daughters), which thou gavest to them; (The Lord God saith these 
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things, For thy riches be poured out, and thy shame, or thy nakedness, is shown in thy fornications 
with thy lovers, and with the idols of thy abominations, and by the blood of thy sons and thy 
daughters, whom thou gavest to them;) 

37 lo! I shall gather together all thy lovers, with which thou were meddled (together), 
and all men which thou lovedest, with all men which thou hatedest; and I shall gather 
them on thee on each side, and I shall make naked thy shame before them, and they 
shall see all thy filth(hood). (behold! I shall gather together all thy lovers, with whom thou were 
mixed, (or mingled), together, and all the men whom thou lovedest, with all the men whom thou 
hatedest; and I shall gather them together against thee on every side, and I shall make thee naked 
before them, and they shall see all thy nakedness.) 

38 And I shall deem thee by the dooms of adulteresses, and (those) shedding out blood; 
and I shall give thee into the blood of strong vengeance, and of fervor. (And I shall judge 
thee by the laws of adultery, and by the laws for those who shed out blood; and I shall give thee 
unto the blood of strong vengeance, and of jealousy.) 

39 And I shall give thee into the hands of them, and they shall destroy thy bordello 
house, and they shall destroy the place of thine whoredom; and they shall make thee 
naked of thy clothes, and they shall take away the vessels of thy fairness, and they shall 
forsake thee naked, and full of shame, (or and they shall make thee naked of thy clothes, and 
they shall take away thy beautiful jewels, and they shall leave thee naked, and ashamed). 

40 And they shall bring on thee a multitude (or And they shall bring against thee a 
multitude), and they shall stone thee with stones, and they shall slay thee with their 
swords. 

41 And they shall burn thine houses with fire, and they shall make dooms in thee, 
before the eyes of full many women; and thou shalt cease to do fornication, and thou 
shalt no more give hires. (And they shall burn down thy houses, and they shall bring in 
judgements upon thee, before the eyes of a great many women; and thou shalt cease to do 
fornication, that is, idolatry, and thou shalt no more give gifts, or money.) 

42 And mine indignation shall rest in thee, and my fervent love shall be taken away 
from thee; and I shall rest, and I shall no more be wroth, (And then my indignation toward 
thee shall rest, and my jealousy shall be turned away from thee; and I shall rest, and I shall no 
more be angry,) 

43 for thou haddest not mind on the days of thy young waxing age, and thou stirredest 
me to ire in all these things. Wherefore and I gave thy ways in thine head, saith the Lord 
God, and I did not after thy great trespasses, in all these thine abominations. (for thou 
hast not remembered the days of thy youth, and thou stirredest me to anger in all these things. 
And so I gave thy ways back upon thy own head, saith the Lord God, for thou should not do after 
thy great trespasses, and all these thy abominations.) 

44 Lo! each man that saith a proverb commonly, shall take it in thee, and shall say, As 
the mother, so and the daughter of her. (Behold! each person who commonly saith a proverb, 
shall take it against thee, and shall say, As the mother, and so her daughter.) 

45 Thou art the daughter of thy mother, that casted away her husband and her sons; 
and thou art the sister of thy sisters, that casted away their husbands and their sons. 
Thy mother is(an) Hittite, and thy father is(an) Amorite; 

46 and thy greater sister is Samaria, she and her daughters, that dwell at thy left side; 
but thy sister less than thou, that dwelleth at thy right side, is Sodom, and her daughters. 
(and thy elder sister is Samaria, she and her daughters, that live at thy left side, or to the north; 
and thy younger sister, that liveth at thy right side, or to the south, is Sodom, and her daughters.) 

47 But thou wentest not in the ways of them, neither thou didest after the great 
trespasses of them; hast thou done almost a little less curseder deeds than they, in all 
thy ways? (But wentest thou not in their ways, and didest thou not after their great trespasses? 
hast thou done any less cursed deeds than they, in all thy ways?) 
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48 (Yea, as) I live, saith the Lord God, for Sodom, thy sister, did not, she and her 
daughters (or neither she nor her daughters), as thou didest, and thy daughters. 

49 Lo! this was the wickedness of Sodom, thy sister, pride, fullness of bread, and 
abundance, and (the) idleness of her, and of her daughters; and they putted not hand 
to a needy man and poor, (or and they gave not their hand, or their help, to the poor and the 
needy). 

50 And they were enhanced, and did other abominations before me; and I took them 
away, as thou hast seen. (And they were lifted up, that is, they were proud and haughty, and 
did other abominations before me; and so I took them away, as thou hast seen.) 

51 And Samaria sinned not the half of thy sins, but thou hast overcome them in thy 
great trespasses; and thou hast justified thy sisters in all thine abominations, which thou 
wroughtest. (And Samaria sinned not the half of thy sins, yea, thou hast gone over, or hast 
surpassed, them with thy great trespasses; and thou hast justified, or hast absolved, thy sisters 
with all thy abominations which thou hast done.) 

52 Therefore and thou bear thy shame, that hast overcome thy sisters with thy sins, 
and didest more cursedly than they; for they be justified of thee. Therefore and be thou 
shamed, and bear thy shame, which hast justified thy sisters. (And so bear thou thy shame, 
thou who hast gone over, or hast surpassed, thy sisters with thy sins, and didest more cursedly 
than they; for they be more justified, or appear more innocent, than thou. And so be thou shamed, 
and bear thy shame, thou whom hast absolved thy sisters.) 

53 And I shall convert and restore them by the conversion of Sodom with her 
daughters, and by the conversion of Samaria and of her daughters; and I shall convert 
thy turning again in the midst of them, (But I shall restore the prosperity of Sodom and her 
daughters, and the prosperity of Samaria and her daughters; and I shall restore thy prosperity in 
their midst,) 

54 (so) that thou bear thy shame, and be shamed in all things which thou didest, 
comforting them. 

55 And thy sister Sodom and her daughters shall turn again to their eldness; and 
Samaria and her daughters shall turn again to their eldness; and thou and thy daughters 
(shall) turn again to your eldness. (And thy sister Sodom and her daughters shall be restored 
to what they were of old, or before; and Samaria and her daughters shall be restored to what they 
were of old, or before; and thou and thy daughters shall also be restored.) 

56 Forsooth Sodom, thy sister, was not heard in thy mouth, in the day of thy pride, 
(And was not thy sister Sodom heard in the words of thy mouth, in the days of thy pride,) 

57 before that thy malice was showed, as in this time, into shame of the daughters of 
Syria, and all daughters in thy compass, of the daughters of Palestines, that be about thee 
by compass. (before that thy malice was shown, like at this time, to the shame of the daughters of 
Syria, and all the daughters all around thee, of the daughters of the Philistines, who be all around 
thee?) 

58 Thou hast borne thy great trespass, and thy shame, saith the Lord God. 

59 For the Lord God saith these things, And I shall do to thee as thou despisedest the 
oath, that thou shouldest make void the covenant; (For the Lord God saith these things, And 
so I shall do to thee like thou hast done, despising the oath, so that thou hast made the covenant 
void;) 

60 and I shall have mind on my covenant with thee in the days of thy youth, and I shall 
raise to thee a covenant everlasting. (and I shall remember my covenant with thee in the days 
of thy youth, and I shall establish with thee an everlasting covenant.) 

61 And thou shalt have mind on thy ways, and shalt be ashamed, when thou shalt 
receive thy sisters greater than thou, with thy less sisters; and I shall give them into 
daughters to thee, but not of thy covenant. (And thou shalt remember thy ways, and shalt 
be ashamed, when thou shalt receive thy elder sisters, with thy younger sisters; and I shall give 
them to thee as daughters, but not by thy covenant.) 
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62 And I shall raise, (or I shall establish), my covenant with thee, and thou shalt know, 
that I am the Lord, 

63 that thou have mind, and be ashamed; and that it be no more to thee to open the 
mouth for thy shame, when I shall be pleased to thee in all things which thou didest, 
saith the Lord God. (and thou shalt remember, and be ashamed; and thou shalt no more open 
thy mouth because of thy shame, when I have forgiven thee for all the things which thou hast 
done, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 17 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, set forth a dark speech, and tell thou a parable to the house of Israel; 

3 and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things. A great eagle of great wings, with 
long stretching out of members, full of feathers and of diversity, came to the Lebanon, 
and took away the marrow of the cedar. 

4 He pulled away the highness of (the) boughs thereof, and bare it over into the land of 
Canaan, and setted it in the city of merchants. (He pulled away the highness of its branches, 
and carried it into the land of merchandising, and put it in the city of merchants.) 

5 And he took of the seed of the land, and setted it in the land for seed, that it should 
make steadfast root on many waters (or so that it would make a steadfast root by many 
waters); and he setted it in the higher part. 

6 And when it had grown, it increased into a larger vinery, in low stature; for the 
boughs thereof beheld to that eagle, and the roots thereof were under that eagle; 
therefore it was made a vinery, and it made fruit into scions, and sent out boughs. (And 
when it had grown, it increased into a long spreading vine, on the ground; for its branches looked 
upward to that eagle, and its roots were under that eagle; and so it was made a vine, and it made 
its fruit among the leaves, and sent out its branches.) 

7 And another great eagle was made, with great wings, and many feathers; and lo! this 
vinery as sending his roots to that eagle, stretched forth his scions to that eagle, that 
he should moist it (out) of the cornfloors of his seed. (And another great eagle was made, 
with great wings, and many feathers; and behold! this vine sending its roots toward that (eagle), 
stretched forth its leaves toward that (eagle), so that it could water itself from the threshing floors 
of its seed.) 

8 Which is planted ina good land on many waters, that it make boughs, and bear fruit, 
that it be into a great vinery. (Which is planted in a good land by many waters, so that it can 
make branches, and bear fruit, and so that it be a great vine.) 

9 Say thou, Ezekiel, The Lord God saith these things, Therefore whether he shall have 
prosperity? Whether Nebuchadnezzar shall not pull away the roots of him, and shall 
constrain the fruits of him? And he shall make dry all the scions of burgeoning thereof, 
and it shall be dry; and not in great arm, neither in much people, that he should draw 
it out by the roots. (Say thou, Ezekiel, The Lord God saith these things, And so shall it have 
prosperity? Shall Nebuchadnezzar not pull away its roots, and shall constrain its fruit? And he 
shall make dry all the leaves of its burgeoning, and it shall be dry; and he shall not need a great 
arm, nor a great many people, to draw it out by its roots.) 

10 Lo! it is planted, therefore whether it shall have prosperity? Whether not when 
burning wind shall touch it, it shall be made dry, and shall wax dry in the cornfloors of 
his seed? (or and shall grow dry on the threshing floors of its seed?) 

11 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

12 Say thou to the house (of Israel) stirring (me) to wrath, Know ye not what these things 
signify? Say thou, Lo! the king of Babylon cometh into Jerusalem; and he shall take the 
king and the princes thereof, and he shall lead them to himself into Babylon, (or and he 
shall take hold of the king and its princes, or its leaders, and he shall bring them back with himself 
to Babylon). 
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13 And he shall take of the seed of the realm, and shall smite with it a bond of peace, 
and he shall take of it an oath; but also he shall take away the strong men of the land, 
(And he shall take one of the king’s children, and shall strike a covenant,or a treaty, with him, and 
he shall make him swear an oath; and he shall also take away the strong men of the land,) 

14 that it be a meek realm, and be not raised [up], but that it keep the covenant of him, 
and hold it. (so that it be a humble kingdom, and not be raised up, but that it keep his covenant, 
and hold it firm.) 

15 Which went away from him, and sent messengers into Egypt, that it should give to 
him horses and much people. Whether he that did these things, shall have prosperity, 
either shall get health? and whether he that breaketh [a] covenant, shall escape? (Who 
then went away from him, and sent messengers to Egypt, that they should give him horses and 
a great many people. Shall he who did these things, have prosperity, or shall get salvation, or 
deliverance? and shall he who breaketh a covenant, be able to escape?) 

16 (As) I live, saith the Lord God, for in the place of the king that made him king (or for 
there in the place of the king who made him king), whose oath he made void, and brake the 
covenant, which he had with him, (there) in the midst of Babylon he shall die. 

17 And not in great host, neither in much people, Pharaoh shall make battle against 
him, in the casting (up) of [an heap of] earth, and in building of pales, that he slay many 
persons. (And not with a great army, nor with a great many people, shall Pharaoh make battle 
against him, in the throwing up of heaps of earth, and in the building of stockades, that he kill 
many people.) 

18 For he despised the oath, that he should break the bond of peace, and lo! he gave his 
hand; and when he hath done all these things, he shall not escape. (For he had so despised 
the oath, that he broke the covenant, (or the treaty), and behold! he had raised up his hand, (or 
he had sworn an oath to it); and now that he hath done all these things, he shall not escape.) 

19 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, (As) I live, for I shall set on his head the 
oath which he despised, and the bond of peace which he brake (or and the covenant which 
he broke). 

20 And I shall spread abroad my net [up] on him, and he shall be taken in my net, and 
I shall bring him into Babylon; and there I shall deem him in the trespassing, by which 
he despised me, (or and there I shall judge him for the trespassing, by which he despised me). 

21 And all his fleers-away with all his company shall fall down by sword, forsooth the 
remnants shall be scattered into each wind; and ye shall know, that I the Lord spake. 

22 The Lord God saith these things, And I shall take of the marrow of an high cedar, 
and I shall set a tender thing of the top of his branches (or and I shall break a tender thing 
from off the top of its branches); I shall constrain (it), and I shall plant (it) on an high hill, 
and appearing far (off). 

23 In the high hill of Israel I shall plant it; and it shall break out into burgeoning, and 
it shall make fruit, and it shall be into a great cedar, and all birds shall dwell under it; 
each volatile shall make (a) nest under the shadow of his boughs. (On the high hill of Israel 
I shall plant it; and it shall break out into burgeoning, and it shall make fruit, and it shall be a 
great cedar, and all the birds shall live under it; each bird shall make a nest under the shadow of 
its branches.) 

24 And all [the] trees of the country shall know, that I am the Lord; I made low the high 
tree, and I enhanced the low tree, and I made dry the green tree, and I made the dry tree 
to bring forth boughs; I the Lord have spoken, and I have done. (And all the trees of the 
countryside shall know, that I am the Lord; I made low the high tree, and I lifted, or I raised, up 
the low tree, and I dried up the green tree, and I made the dry tree to bring forth branches; I the 
Lord have spoken, and I have done it.) 


CHAPTER 18 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
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2 What is it, that ye turn a parable among you into this proverb, in the land of Israel, 
and say, [The] Fathers ate a bitter grape, and the teeth of (the) sons be on edge, either (be) 
astonied? (What is this proverb, that ye have in the land of Israel, when you say, The fathers ate 
bitter grapes, but the children’s teeth be on edge,that is, they be astonished, or they be startled?) 

3 | live, saith the Lord God, this parable shall no more be into a proverb to you in Israel. 
(As I live, saith the Lord God, this parable, or this saying, shall no longer be a proverb for you in 
Israel.) 

4 Lo! all souls be mine; as the soul of the father, so and the soul of the son is mine, (or 
like the father’s soul, so also the son’s soul is mine). That soul that doeth sin, shall die. 

5 And if a man is just, and doeth doom and rightfulness, (But if a man is righteous, and 
doeth what is just and right, or honest,) 

6 (and) eateth not in [the] hills, and raiseth not his eyes to the idols of the house of 
Israel; and defouleth not the wife of his neighbour, and nigheth not to a woman defouled 


with unclean blood; 
7 and maketh not a man sorry, yieldeth the wed to the debtor, ravisheth nothing by 


violence, giveth his bread to the hungry, and covereth a naked man with a cloth; (and 
maketh not a man sorrowful, but giveth back the pledge to the debtor, taketh nothing by force, 
giveth his bread to the hungry, and covereth a naked person with a cloak;) 

8 lendeth not to usury, and taketh not more; turneth away his hand from wickedness, 
and maketh true doom betwixt man and man; (lendeth not for usury, and taketh not more 
than is just, or is right; turneth away his hand from wickedness, and maketh true justice between 
one person and another;) 

9 and goeth in my commandments, and keepeth my dooms, that he do truth; this is 
a just man, he shall live in life, saith the Lord God. (and goeth in my commandments, and 
keepeth, or obeyeth, my laws, so that he do them in truth, or truthfully; this is a just, or a righteous, 
man, and he shall live, saith the Lord God.) 

10 That if he engendereth a son, a thief, shedding out blood, and doeth (not) one of 
these things, (And if he begetteth a son, yea, a thief who sheddeth out blood, and doeth not any 
of these good, or righteous, things,) 

11 and soothly not doing all these things, but eating in hills, and defouling the wife of 
his neighbour; (and truly not doing any of thesegood things, that his father did, but eateth on 
hills, and defileth his neighbour’s wife;) 

12 making sorrowful a needy man and poor, ravishing ravens, not yielding a wed, 
raising his eyes to idols, doing abomination; (maketh sorrowful the needy and the poor, 
robbeth spoils, giveth not back a pledge, raiseth his eyes to idols, doeth abomination;) 

13 giving to usury, and taking more; whether he shall live? he shall not live; when he 
hath done all these abominable things, he shall die by death, his blood shall be in him. 
(lendeth for usury, and taketh more than he should; shall he live? no! he shall not live; for he hath 
done all these abominable things, he shall die, and his blood shall be upon him.) 

14 That if he begetteth a son, which seeth all the sins of his father, which he did, and 
dreadeth, and doeth none like those; (And if he begetteth a son, who seeth all his father’s sins, 
which he did, and feareth, and doeth none like them;) 

15 eateth not on hills, and raiseth not (up) his eyes to the idols of the house of Israel; 
and defouleth not the wife of his neighbour (or and defileth not his neighbour’s wife), 

16 and maketh not sorry a man, withholdeth not a wed, and ravisheth not raven, giveth 
his bread to the hungry, and covereth the naked with a cloth; (and maketh not any person 
sorrowful, withholdeth not a pledge, and robbeth not any spoils, but giveth his bread to the hungry, 
and covereth the naked with a cloak;) 

17 turneth away his hand from the wrong of a poor man, taketh not usury and 
overabundance, that is, nothing more than he lent, and doeth my dooms, and goeth 
in my commandments; this son shall not die in the wickedness of his father, but he 
shall live in life. (turneth away his hand from doing wrong to the poor, taketh not usury and 
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overabundance, that is, nothing more than he lent, and keepeth, or obeyeth, my laws, and goeth 
in my commandments; this son shall not die in the wickedness of his father, but he shall live.) 

18 For his father made false challenge, and did violence to his brother, and wrought evil 
in the midst of his people, lo! he is dead in his wickedness. (Because his father oppressed, 
and did violence to his kinsman, and wrought evil in the midst of his people, behold! he shall die 
because of his wickedness.) 

19 And ye say, Why beareth not the son the wickedness of the father? That is to say, for 
the son wrought doom and rightfulness, he kept all my commandments, and did those, 
he shall live in life. (And ye say, Why beareth not the son his father’s wickedness? Because the 
son did what was just and right, he kept all my commandments, and did them, and so he shall 
live.) 


20 That soul that doeth sin, shall die; the son shall not bear the wickedness of the 
father, and the father shall not bear the wickedness of the son; the rightfulness of a 


just man shall be on him, and the wickedness of a wicked man shall be on him, (or the 
righteousness of a just person shall be upon him, and the wickedness of a wicked person shall be 
upon him). 

21 Forsooth if a wicked man doeth penance of all his sins which he wrought, and 
keepeth all my behests, and doeth doom and rightfulness, he shall live by life, and shall 
not die. (And if a wicked person doeth penance for all his sins which he did, and keepeth, or 
obeyeth, all my commands, and doeth what is just and right, then he shall live, and shall not die.) 

22 | shall not have mind of all his wickednesses which he wrought; he shall live in his 
rightfulness which he wrought. (I shall not remember all his wickednesses which he did; he 
shall live in his righteousness, or because of his righteous deeds, which he hath done.) 

23 Whether the death of the wicked man is of my will, saith the Lord God, and not that 
he be converted from his ways, and live? (Is the death of the wicked person my desire, saith 
the Lord God, and not, rather, that he be turned from his evil ways, and so live?) 

24 Forsooth if a just man turneth away himself from his rightfulness, and doeth 
wickedness by all his abominations, which a wicked man is wont to work, whether he 
shall live? All his rightfulnesses which he did, shall not be had in mind; in his trespassing 
by which he trespassed, and in his sin which he sinned, he shall die in those. (And if 
a just person turneth himself away from his righteousness, and doeth wickedness with all his 
abominations, which a wicked person is wont to do, shall he live? No! All his righteousness which 
he did, shall not be remembered; and in the trespassing by which he trespassed, and in the sin in 
which he sinned, in those he shall die.) 

25 And ye said, The way of the Lord is not even. Therefore, the house of Israel, hear 
ye, whether my way is not even, and not more, your ways be shrewd? (And ye said, The 
way of the Lord is not equal, or not fair. And so, O house of Israel, hear ye, is not my way equal, or 
fair, and not only that, but that your ways be depraved?) 

26 For when a rightful man turneth away himself from his rightfulness, and doeth 
wickedness, he shall die in it; he shall die in the unrightfulness which he wrought. (For 
when a righteous person turneth himself away from his righteousness, and doeth wickedness, he 
shall die in it; he shall die in the unrighteousness which he hath done.) 

27 And when a wicked man turneth away himself from his wickedness which he 
wrought, and doeth doom and rightfulness, he shall quicken his soul. (And when a wicked 
person turneth himself away from his wickedness which he hath done, and doeth what is just and 
right, he shall quicken his soul, that is, he shall save his own life.) 

28 For he beholding and turning away himself from all his wickednesses which he 
wrought, [he] shall live in life, and shall not die. (For by considering and then turning himself 
away from all of the wickednesses which he hath done, he shall live, and shall not die.) 

29 And the sons of Israel say, The way of the Lord is not even. Whether my ways be not 
even, ye house of Israel, and not more, your ways be shrewd? (And the Israelites say, The 
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way of the Lord is not equal, (or not fair). Is not my way equal, (or fair), ye house of Israel, and not 
only that, but that your ways be depraved? Yea!) 

30 Therefore, thou house of Israel, I shall deem each man by his ways, saith the Lord 
God. Turn ye together, and do ye penance for all your wickednesses, and wickedness 
shall not be to you into falling. (And so, O house of Israel, I shall judge each person by their 
ways, saith the Lord God. Altogether turn ye, and do ye penance for all your wickednesses, and 
wickedness shall not be to you into falling.) 

31 Cast away from you all your trespassings, by which ye trespassed, and make ye a 
new heart and a new spirit to you (or and get yourselves a new heart and a new spirit), and 
then why shall ye die, the house of Israel? 

32 For I desire not the death of him that dieth, saith the Lord God, (or For I do not desire 
the death of anyone who dieth); turn ye again, and live ye. 


CHAPTER 19 

1 And thou, son of man, take wailing on the princes of Israel; (And thou, son of man, take 
up a wailing for the princes of Israel;) 

2 and thou shalt say, Why thy mother, a lioness, lay among lions? In the midst of little 
lions she nourished her whelps, (and thou shalt say, Thy mother, a lioness, lay among the lions! 
In the midst of the little lions she nourished, (or brought up), her cubs,) 

3 and led out one of her little lions; he was made a lion, and he learned to take prey, 
and to eat men. 

4 And heathen men heard of him, and took him not without their wounds; and they 
brought him in chains into the land of Egypt. (And the heathen, or the nations, heard of him, 
and caught him in their pit; and they brought him in chains to the land of Egypt.) 

5 Which mother when she had seen, that she was sick, and the abiding of him perished, 


took (another) one of her little lions, and made hima lion. (Which mother when she had seen, 
that her hope was gone, and her waiting was for nought, took another one of her little lions, and 


made him a lion.) 

6 Which went among (the) lions, and was made (like) a (young) lion; and [he] learned to 
take prey, and to devour men. 

7 He learned to make widows, and to bring the cities of men into desert; and the land 
and the fullness thereof was made desolate, of the voice of his roaring. (He learned to make 
widows, and to lay waste the peoples? cities; and the land and its fullness was made desolate, at 
the sound of his roaring.) 

8 And heathen men came together against him on each side from provinces, and 
spread on him their net; he was taken in the wounds of those heathen men. (And from the 
provinces the heathen came together against him on every side, and spread their net upon him; 
and he was caught in the pit of those heathen.) 

9 And they sent him into a cave in chains, and brought him to the king of Babylon; 
and they sent him into prison, that his voice were no more heard on the hills of Israel, 
(or and they sent him into prison, so that his roar was never heard again on the hills of Israel). 

10 Thy mother as a vinery in thy blood was planted on water; the fruits thereof and the 
boughs thereof increased (by reason) of many waters. (Thy mother like a vine in thy vineyard 
was planted by the water; its fruits and its branches increased because of the many waters.) 

11 And firm rods were made to it into sceptres of lords, and the stature thereof was 
enhanced among boughs; and it saw his highness in the multitude of his scions. (And its 
firm branches were made into sceptres for lords, and its stature was raised up among the other 
branches; and it saw its highness amid the multitude of its leaves.) 

12 And it was drawn out in wrath, and was cast forth into [the] earth; and a burning 
wind dried the fruit thereof, and the rods of strength thereof withered, and were made 
dry, and the fire ate it. (And it was drawn out in anger, and was thrown forth onto the ground; 
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and a burning wind dried up its fruit, and its strong branches withered, and were dried up, and 
the fire ate it.) 

13 And now it is planted over in desert, in a land without way, and thirsty. (And now it 
is planted again in the wilderness, in a thirsty land without a way, or without a road, or in a dry 
and thirsty land.) 

14 And fire went out of a rod of the branches thereof, that ate the fruit thereof. Anda 
strong rod, the sceptre of lords, was not init. It is (a) wailing, and it shall be into wailing, 
(or This is a lament, and it shall be sung for a lament). 


CHAPTER 20 

1 And it was done in the seventh year, in the fifth month, in the tenth day of the month 
(or on the tenth day of the month), men of the elders of Israel came to ask the Lord; and they 
sat before me. 

2 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

3 Son of man, speak thou to the elder men of Israel; and thou shalt say to them, The 
Lord God saith these things, Whether ye came to ask me? I live, for I shall not answer to 
you, saith the Lord God. (Son of man, speak thou to the elders of Israel; and thou shalt say to 
them, The Lord God saith these things, Did ye come here to ask me something? As I live, I shall not 
answer you, saith the Lord God.) 

4 Son of man, if thou deemest them, if thou deemest, show thou to them the 
abominations of their fathers. (Son of man, if thou judgest them, yea, if thou judgest them, 
show thou to them their forefathers? abominations.) 

5 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things, In the day in which 
I chose Israel, and raised mine hand for the generation of the house of Jacob, and I 
appeared to them in the land of Egypt, and I raised mine hand for them, and I said, I 
am your Lord God, (And thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things, On the day 
on which I chose Israel, and raised up my hand for the descendants of the house of Jacob, and I 
appeared to them in the land of Egypt, and I raised up my hand for them, and I said, Iam the Lord 
your God,) 

6 in that day I raised mine hand for them, that I should lead them out of the land of 
Egypt, (or on that day that I raised up my hand for them, that I would lead them out of the land of 
Egypt), into the land which I had purveyed for them, a land flowing with milk and honey, 
which is noble among all lands. 

7 And I said to them, Each man cast away the offences of his eyes, and do not ye be 
defouled in the idols of Egypt; I am your Lord God. (And I said to them, Each person throw 
away the abominations before his eyes, and do not ye be defiled with the idols of Egypt; I am the 
Lord your God.) 

8 And they stirred me to wrath, and would not hear me; each man casted not away 
the abominations of his eyes, neither they forsook the idols of Egypt. And I said, that I 
would shed out mine indignation on them, and [ful] fill my wrath in them, in the midst 
of the land of Egypt. (And they stirred me to anger, and would not listen to me; each person did 
not throw away the abominations before their eyes, nor did they abandon the idols of Egypt. And 
I said, that I would pour out my indignation upon them, and fulfill my anger against them, in the 
midst of the land of Egypt.) 

9 And I did for my name, that it should not be defouled before heathen men, in the 
midst of whom they were, and among whom | appeared to them, that I should lead them 
out of the land of Egypt. (And I did it for the sake of my name, so that it would not be defiled 
before the heathen, in the midst of whom they were, and among whom I appeared to them, so that 
I could lead them out of the land of Egypt.) 

10 Therefore I casted them out of the land of Egypt, and I led them out into desert; 
(And so I brought them out of the land of Egypt, and I led them out into the desert, or into the 
wilderness;) 
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11 and I gave to them my commandments, and I showed to them my dooms, which a 
man shall do, and live in those. (and I gave them my commandments, and I showed them, or I 
taught them, my laws, which a person shall do, and shall live because of them.) 

12 Furthermore and I gave to them my sabbaths, that it should be a sign betwixt me and 
them, and that they should know, that I am the Lord hallowing them. (And furthermore 
I gave them my Sabbaths, so that they would be a sign between me and them, and so that they 
would know, that I am the Lord who maketh them holy.) 

13 And the house of Israel stirred me to wrath in desert; they went not in my 
commandments, and they casted away my dooms, which a man that doeth, shall live 
in those; and they defouled greatly my sabbaths. Therefore I said, that I would shed out 
my strong vengeance on them in desert, and waste them; (And the house of Israel stirred me 
to anger in the wilderness; they went not in my commandments, and they threw away my laws, 
which a person who doeth them, shall live in them; and they greatly defiled my Sabbaths. And so I 
said, that I would pour out my strong vengeance upon them in the wilderness, and destroy them;) 

14 and I did for my name, lest it were defouled before heathen men, from whom I 
casted them out in the sight of those. (and I did it for the sake of my name, lest it were defiled 
before the heathen, from whom I brought them out in their sight.) 

15 Therefore I raised mine hand on them in the desert, that I brought not them into 
the land which I gave to them, the land flowing with milk and honey, the best of all lands. 
(And so I raised up my hand before them in the wilderness, and said that I would not bring them 
into the land which I had given them, the land flowing with milk and honey, yea, the best of all 
lands.) 

16 For they casted away my dooms, and went not in my commandments, and they 
defouled my sabbaths; for the heart of them went after idols. (For they threw away my 
laws, and went not in my commandments, and they defiled my Sabbaths; for their hearts went 
after idols.) 

17 And mine eyes spared on them, that I killed not them, neither I wasted them in the 
desert. (And my eyes spared them, so that I did not kill them, and I did not destroy them in the 
wilderness.) 

18 Forsooth I said to the sons of them in wilderness, Do no ye go in the commandments 
of your fathers, neither keep ye the dooms of them, neither be ye defouled in the idols of 
them. (For I said to them in the wilderness, Do no ye go in the commandments of your forefathers, 
neither keep ye, or obey ye, their laws, nor be ye defiled with their idols.) 

19 T am your Lord God, go ye in my commandments, and keep ye my dooms, and do ye 
those. (I am the Lord your God, go ye in my commandments, and keep ye, or obey ye, my laws, 
and do ye them.) 

20 And hallow ye my sabbaths, that it be a sign betwixt me and you, and that it be 
known, that I am your Lord God. (And make ye holy my Sabbaths, so that it be a sign between 
me and you, and so that it be known, that I am the Lord your God.) 

21 And the sons stirred me to wrath, and went not in my commandments, and kept 
not my dooms, that they did those, which when a man hath done, he shall live in those, 
and they defouled my sabbaths. AndI menaced to them that I would shed out my strong 
vengeance on them, and [ful] fill my wrath in them in the desert. (But they stirred me to 
anger, and went not in my commandments, and kept not, or obeyed not, my laws, so that they did 
them, which when a person hath done them, he shall live in them, and they defiled my Sabbaths. 
And I threatened them that I would pour out my strong vengeance upon them, and fulfill my anger 
against them in the wilderness.) 

22 But I turned away mine hand, and I did this for my name, that it were not defouled 
before heathen men, from which I casted them out before the eyes of those. (But I turned 
away my hand, and I did this for the sake of my name, so that it was not defiled before the heathen, 
from whom I brought them out before their eyes.) 
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23 Again I raised (up) mine hand against them in (the) wilderness, that I should scatter 
them into (the) nations, and winnow them into (other) lands; 

24 for that that they had not done my dooms, and had reproved my commandments, 
and had defouled my sabbaths, and their eyes had been (longing) after the idols of their 
fathers. (because they had not followed my laws, and had rejected my commandments, and had 
defiled my Sabbaths, and their eyes had been longing after their forefathers? idols.) 

25 Therefore and I gave to them commandments (that were) not good, and dooms in 
which they shall not live. (And so I gave them commandments that were not good, and laws 
that would not bring them life.) 

26 And I defouled them in their gifts (or And I let them defile themselves with their gifts), 
when they offered to me for their trespasses all thing that openeth the womb; and (so) 
they shall know, that I am the Lord. 

27 Wherefore speak thou, son of man, to the house of Israel, and thou shalt say to them, 
The Lord God saith these things, Yet and in this your fathers blasphemed me, when they 
despising had forsaken me, (or And yet in this your forefathers blasphemed me, when they 
despising me had deserted me), 

28 and I had brought them into the land on which I raised (up) mine hand, that I should 
give [it] to them, they saw each high little hill, and each tree full of boughs, and they 
offered there their sacrifices, and they gave there their offerings, into stirring (me) to 
wrath; and they set there the odour of their sweetness, and they offered their moist 
sacrifices, (or and they set forth their offerings of sweet aroma, and they offered their wine 
offerings). 

29 And I said to them, What is the high thing, to which ye enter? And the name thereof 
is called High Thing till to this day. (And I said to them, What is the high place, or the hill shrine, 
to which ye enter? And its name is called High Place, or Hill Shrine, or Bamah, unto this day.) 

30 Therefore say thou to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Certainly 
ye be defouled in the way of your fathers, and ye do fornication after the offendings of 
them, (And so say thou to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Truly ye be defiled 
in the ways of your forefathers, and ye do fornication, or idolatry, after their abominations,) 

31 and in the offering of your gifts, when ye led over your sons by fire, ye be defouled 
in all your idols till today, and shall I answer to you, the house of Israel? I live, saith the 
Lord God, for I shall not answer to you; (and in the offering of your gifts, when ye led your 
sons and your daughters through the fire, ye be defiled with all your idols unto this day, and so 
shall I answer you, O house of Israel? As I live, saith the Lord God, I shall not answer you;) 

32 neither the thought of your soul shall be done, that say, We shall be as heathen men, 
and as [the] nations of earth, that we worship trees and stones. (nor shall the thoughts of 
your souls be done, that say, We shall be like the heathen, and like the nations of the earth, so that 
we worship wood and stones.) 

33 (As) I live, saith the Lord God, for in strong hand, and in arm stretched forth, and in 
strong vengeance shed out, I shall reign [up] on you (or I shall rule over you). 

34 And I shall lead out you from peoples, and I shall gather you from lands, in which ye 
be scattered; in strong hand, and in arm stretched forth, and in strong vengeance shed 
out I shall reign on you. (And I shall lead you out from the peoples, or from the nations, and 
I shall gather you from the lands, in which ye be scattered; yea, with a strong hand, and an arm 
stretched forth, and with strong vengeance poured out I shall rule over you.) 

35 And I shall bring you into desert of peoples, and I shall be deemed there with you 
face to face. (And I shall bring you into the wilderness of the nations, and I shall judge you there 
face to face.) 

36 As I strived in doom against your fathers in the desert of the land of Egypt, so I shall 
deem you, saith the Lord; (Like I pronounced judgement against your forefathers in the desert, 
or in the wilderness, in the land of Egypt, so now I shall judge you, saith the Lord;) 
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37 and I shall make you subject to my sceptre, and I shall bring in you in the bonds of 
peace. (and I shall make you subject to my rod, or to my rule, and I shall bring you within, or 
make you obey, the covenant.) 

38 And I shall choose of you trespassers, and wicked men, (or And I shall purge you of 
trespassers, and those who be wicked); and I shall lead them out of the land of their dwelling, 
and they shall not enter into the land of Israel; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. 

39 And ye, the house of Israel, the Lord God saith these things, Go ye each man after 
your idols, and serve ye those. That and if ye hear not me in this, and defoul more mine 
holy name in your gifts, and in your idols, (And ye, O house of Israel, the Lord God saith these 
things, Go ye each person after your idols, and serve ye them. But if ye do not listen to me, or obey 
me, in this, and more defile my holy name with your gifts, and with your idols,) 

40 in mine holy hill, in the high hill of Israel, saith the Lord God, ye shall be punished 
grievouslier. There all the house of Israel shall serve me, soothly all men in the land (or 
truly all those in the land), in which they shall please me; and there I shall seek your first 
fruits, and the beginning of your tithes in all your hallowings. 

41 | shall receive you into odour of sweetness (or I shall receive your offerings of sweet 
aroma), when I shall lead you out of (the) peoples, and shall gather you from (the) lands, 
in which ye were scattered; and I shall be hallowed in you before the eyes of the nations. 

42 And ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall bring you into the land of Israel, 
into the land for which I raised (up) mine hand, that I should give it to your fathers (or 
that I would give it to your forefathers). 

43 And ye shall have mind there on your ways, and on all your great trespasses, by 
which ye be defouled in those; and ye shall displease you in your sight, in all your malices 
which ye did. (And ye shall remember there your ways, and all your great trespasses, by which 
ye be defiled in them; and ye shall displease yourselves in your own sight, with all your malices 
which ye did.) 

44 And ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall do well to you for my name (or 
when I shall do well with you for the sake of my name); (and) not by your evil ways, neither by 
your worst trespasses, ye house of Israel, saith the Lord God. 

45 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

46 Thou, son of man, set thy face against the way of the south, and drop thou (thy word) 
to the south, and prophesy thou to the forest of the midday, [or south], field. (Thou, son of 
man, set thy face toward the way of the south, and drop thou thy word to the south, and prophesy 
thou to the forest of the south, or to the Negeb.) 

47 And thou shalt say to the midday, [or south(ern)], forest, Hear thou the word of the 
Lord. The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall kindle a fire in thee, and I shall burn 
in thee each green tree, and each dry tree; the flame of burning shall not be quenched, 
and each face shall be burnt therein, from the south till to the north. (And thou shalt say 
to the southern forest, (or to the Negeb), Hear thou the word of the Lord. The Lord God saith these 
things, Behold! I shall kindle a fire in thee, and I shall burn each green tree, and each dry tree, in 
thee; the flame of burning shall not be quenched, and each face shall be burned there, from the 
south unto the north.) 

48 And each man shall see (or And each person shall see), that I the Lord have kindled it, 
and it shall not be quenched. 

49 And I said, A! A! A! Lord God, they say of me, Whether this man speaketh not by 
parables? (And I said, O! O! O! Lord God, they say of me, Speaketh this man only by parables?) 


CHAPTER 21 
1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
2 Thou, son of man, set thy face to Jerusalem, and drop thou (thy word) to the 
saintuaries, and prophesy thou against the earth of Israel. (Thou, son of man, set thy face 
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toward Jerusalem, and drop thou thy word against the sanctuaries, and prophesy thou against 
the land of Israel.) 

3 And thou shalt say to the land of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to 
thee, and I shall cast my sword out of his sheath, and I shall slay in thee a just man and 
a wicked man. (And thou shalt say to the land of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Behold! 
Iam against thee, and I shall draw my sword out of its sheath, and I shall kill there the righteous 
and the wicked.) 

4 Forsooth for that that I have slain in thee a just man and a wicked man, therefore 
my sword shall go out of his sheath to each man, from the south till to the north; (Yea, 
because I shall kill there the righteous and the wicked, and so my sword shall go out of its sheath 
against every person, from the south unto the north;) 

5 that each man know, that I the Lord have drawn out my sword from his sheath, that 
shall not be called again. (so that every person know, that I the Lord have drawn out my sword 
from its sheath, and it shall not be called back, or recalled.) 

6 And thou, son of man, wail in [the] sorrow of loins, and in bitternesses thou shalt 
wail before them. 

7 And when they shall say to thee, Why wailest thou? thou shalt say, For [the] hearing 
(or For the news), for it cometh; and each heart shall fail, and all hands shall be benumbed, 
and each spirit shall be feeble, and waters shall flow down by all knees; lo! it cometh, 
and it shall be done, saith the Lord God. 

8 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

9 Son of man, prophesy thou; and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, 
Speak thou, The sword, the sword is made sharp, and is made bright; 

10 it is made sharp to slay sacrifices; it is made bright, (so) that it shine. Thou that 
movest the sceptre of my son, hast cut down each tree. 

11 And I gave it to be furbished, that it be holden with hand; this sword is made sharp, 
and this is made bright (or and it is made bright), that it be in the hand of the slayer. 

12 Son of man, cry thou, and yell, for this sword is made in my people, this in all the 
dukes of Israel; they that fled be given to sword with my people. Therefore smite thou 
on thine hip, (Son of man, cry thou, and yell, for this sword is sent upon my people, it shall be 
upon all the princes, or all the leaders, of Israel; they who fled be given to the sword along with my 
people. And so strike thou upon thy hip,) 

13 for it is proved; and this when it hath destroyed the sceptre, and it shall not be, 
saith the Lord God. 

14 Therefore, son of man, prophesy thou, and smite thou hand to hand (or and strike 
thou one hand to the other, that is, clap thy hands), and the sword be doubled, and the sword 
of the slayers be trebled; this is the sword of great slaying, that shall make them astonied, 
and to fail in heart, and multiplieth fallings. 

15 Tn all the gates of them I gave (the) troubling of a sword, sharp and made bright to 
shine, girded to slaying. 

16 Be thou made sharp, go thou to the right side, either to the left side, whither ever 
the desire of thy face is (or wherever the desire of thy face is or wherever thou desireth). 

17 Certainly and I shall smite with hand to hand (or Truly I shall clap my hands), and I 
shall [ful] fill mine indignation; I the Lord spake. 

18 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

19 And thou, son of man, set to thee two ways, (so) that the sword of the king of Babylon 
(may) come; both shall go out of one land, and by the hand he shall take conjecturing; 
he shall conjecture in the head of the way of the city, (or and so carve a signpost, and then 
place it at the head of the ways to two cities), 

20 setting a way, that the sword come to Rabbath of the sons of Ammon, and to Judah 
into Jerusalem most strong. (pointing the way, so that the sword come to Rabbath of the 
Ammonites, and to Judah into the fortified Jerusalem.) 
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21 For the king of Babylon stood in the meeting of two ways, in the head of two ways, 
and sought divining, and meddled arrows; he asked idols, and took counsel at entrails. 
(For the king of Babylon stood at the meeting of two ways, at the head of two ways, and sought 
divining, and mixed, or mingled, the arrows; he asked idols, and received counsel, or advice, from 
entrails.) 

22 Divining was made to his right side on Jerusalem, that he set engines, that he open 
[the] mouth in slaying, that he raise [the] voice in yelling, that he set engines against the 
gates, that he bear together [an heap of] earth, that he build strongholds. (Divining was 
made at his right hand for Jerusalem, that he set up battering rams, and that he open his mouth 
in killing, and that he raise up his voice in yelling, yea, that he set up battering rams against the 
gates, and that he bear together heaps of earth, and that he build strongholds.) 

23 And he shall be as counselling in (a) vain god’s answer before the eyes of them, and 
serving (on) the rest of sabbaths; but he shall have mind on (their) wickedness, to take 
(them). (And he shall be like the counselling in an idol’s answer before their eyes, and serving on 
the rest of the Sabbaths; but he shall remember their wickedness, to take them captive.) 

24 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For that that ye had mind on your 
wickednesses, and showed your trespassings, and your sins appeared in all your 
thoughts, forsooth for that that ye had mind, ye shall be taken by the (enemies?) hand. 

25 But thou, cursed wicked duke of Israel, whose day before-determined is come in the 
time of wickedness, (But thou, cursed wicked prince of Israel, whose predetermined day hath 
come in the time of wickedness,) 

26 the Lord God saith these things, Do away the mitre, take away the crown; whether 
it is not this that raised the meek man, and made low the high man? 

27 Wickedness, wickedness, wickedness, I shall put it; and this shall not be done till he 


come, whose the doom (it) is, and I shall betake (it) to him. (Ruin, ruin, ruin, so I shall make 
it; but this shall not be done until he come, who shall render the judgement, and I shall deliver it 


to him.) 

28 And thou, son of man, prophesy, and say, The Lord God saith these things to the 
sons of Ammon, and to the shame of them; and thou shalt say, A! thou sword, A! thou 
sword, drawn out to slay, made bright, that thou slay and shine, (And thou, son of man, 
prophesy, and say, The Lord God saith these things to the Ammonites, yea, for their shame; and 
thou shalt say, O thou sword! O thou sword! drawn out to kill, made bright, that thou shine and 
kill) 

29 when vain things were seen to thee, and leasings were divined, that thou shouldest 
be given on the necks of wicked men wounded, the day of which before-determined shall 
come in the time of wickedness, (when false things were seen by thee, and lies were divined, 
so that thou shouldest be brought down upon the necks of the wicked who be killed, the which 
predetermined day hath come in the time of wickedness,) 

30 turn thou again into thy sheath, into the place in which thou were made. I shall 
deem thee in the land of thy birth, (turn thou again into thy sheath. And in the place where 
thou were made, I shall judge thee, yea, in the land of thy birth,) 

31 and I shall shed out mine indignation on thee; in the fire of my strong vengeance I 
shall blow in thee, and I shall give thee into the hands of unwise men, and making death. 
(and I shall pour out my indignation upon thee; I shall blow against thee, with the fire of my strong 
vengeance, and I shall give thee into the hands of the unwise, and those making, or bringing in, 
death.) 

32 Thou shalt be meat to fire, thy blood shall be in the midst of earth; thou shalt be 
given to forgetting, for I the Lord spake. (Thou shalt be food for the fire, thy blood shall be in 
the midst of the land; and thou shalt be forgotten, for I the Lord have spoken.) 


CHAPTER 22 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
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2 And thou, son of man, whether thou deemest not the city of bloods? And thou shalt 
show to it all his abominations, (And thou, son of man, judgest thou not this city of bloodshed, 
or this city of murder? And thou shalt show it all of its abominations,) 

3 and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, This is a city shedding out blood 
in the midst of itself, that the time thereof come; and which made idols against itself, 
that it should be defouled. (and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, This is a city 
shedding out blood in the midst of itself, and its time hath come; yea, it made idols for itself to 
worship, so that it would be defiled.) 

4 In thy blood which is shed out of thee, thou trespassedest, and thou art defouled in 
thine idols which thou madest; and thou madest thy days to nigh, and thou broughtest 
the time of thy years. Therefore I gave thee to be(a) shame to heathen men, and (a) 
scorning to all lands (In the blood which thou hast shed out, thou hast trespassed, and thou 
art defiled with thy idols which thou hast made; and thou madest thy days to come, and thou 
broughtest the time of thy years. And so I gave thee to be a shame to the heathen, and a mocking 
to all lands) 

5 that be nigh thee, and that be far from thee; thou foul city, noble, great in perishing, 
they shall have victory of thee (or they shall have the victory over thee). 

6 Lo! [the] princes of Israel, all in their arm, were in thee, to shed out blood. (Behold! 
the leaders of Israel, all in their power, were in thee, to shed out blood.) 

7 They punished with wrongs [the] father and (the) mother in thee, they challenged 
falsely a comeling in the midst of thee, they made sorry a fatherless child, and a widow 
at thee. (They treated wrongfully the father and the mother there with thee, they oppressed a 
newcomer in the midst of thee, they made sorrowful a fatherless child, and a widow there with 
thee.) 

8 Ye despised my saintuaries, and ye defouled my sabbaths. (Ye despised my sanctuaries, 
and ye defiled my Sabbaths.) 

2 Men backbiters were in thee, to shed out blood, and eat on hills in thee (or and to eat 
on thy hills); they wrought great trespass in the midst of thee. 

10 They uncovered the shamefuller things of the father[s] in thee, they made low in 


thee the uncleanness of a woman in unclean blood. 
11 And each man wrought abomination against the wife of his neighbour, and the 


father of the husband defouled his son’s wife unleavefully; a brother oppressed in thee 
his sister, the daughter of his father. (And each man did abomination with his neighbour's 
wife, and the father of the husband lewdly defiled his son’s wife; a brother in thee oppressed his 
sister, his father’s daughter.) 

12 They took gifts of thee, to shed out blood; thou tookest usury and overabundance, 
and thou challengedest greedily thy neighbours, and thou hast forgotten me, saith the 
Lord God. (They took gifts, or bribes, in thee to shed out blood; thou hast taken usury and 
overabundance, and thou hast oppressed thy neighbours for greed, and thou hast forgotten me, 
saith the Lord God.) 

13 Lo! I have smitten together mine hands on thine avarice, [or greediness], which thou 
didest, and on the blood which is shed out in the midst of thee. (Behold! I have struck my 
fist into my hand over thy greediness, and over the blood which is shed out in thy midst.) 

14 Whether thine heart shall sustain, either thine hands shall have power, in the days 
which I shall make to thee? For I the Lord spake, and I shall do. (Shall thy heart be able to 
sustain thee, or shall thy hands have any power left, in the days when I shall deal with thee? For 
I the Lord spoke, and I shall do it.) 

15 And I shall scatter thee into (the) nations, and I shall winnow, [or blow], thee into 
(other) lands; and I shall make thine uncleanness to fail from thee, 

16 and I shall wield thee in the sight of heathen men (or and shall be in possession of thee 
before the heathen); and thou shalt know, that I am the Lord. 

17 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
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18 Thou, son of man, the house of Israel is turned to me into dross, either filth of iron, 
(or Thou, son of man, to me the house of Israel is turned into dross, or slag, that is, the filth of iron); 
all these be brass, and tin, and iron, and lead, in the midst of a furnace; they (even) be 
made the dross of silver. 

19 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For that all ye be turned into dross, (or 
Because ye all be turned into dross, or slag), lo! 1 shall gather you together in the midst of 
Jerusalem, 

20 by the gathering together of silver (or like the gathering together of silver), and of latten, 


and of iron, and of tin, and of lead, in the midst of a furnace; and I shall kindle therein a 
fire, to well together; so I shall gather you together in my strong vengeance, and in my 


wrath, and (then) I shall rest. And I shall well you together, 

21 and I shall gather you together, and I shall set you afire in the fire of my strong 
vengeance, and ye shall be welled together in the midst thereof. 

22 As silver is welled together in the midst of a furnace, so ye shall be in the midst 
thereof; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I have shed out mine indignation 
[up] on you. (Like silver is welled together in the midst of a furnace, so ye shall be in its midst; 
and ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I have poured out my indignation upon you.) 

23 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

24 Son of man, say thou to it, Thou art a land unclean (or Thou art an unclean land), and 
not berained in the day of strong vengeance. 

25 Swearing together, either conspiring, of prophets is in the midst thereof; as a lion 
roaring and taking prey (or like a lion roaring and taking prey), they devoured men, they 
took riches, and price; they multiplied widows thereof in the midst thereof. 

26 [The] Priests thereof despised my law, and defouled my saintuaries, (or Its priests 
despised my Law, and defiled my sanctuaries); they had not difference betwixt holy thing and 
unholy, they understood not betwixt defouled thing and clean thing; and they turned 
away their eyes from my sabbaths, and I was defouled in the midst of them. 

27 The princes thereof in the midst thereof were as wolves ravishing prey, to shed out 
blood, and to lose men, and in following lucres greedily. (Its princes in its midst were like 
wolves tearing apart their prey, who shed out blood, and destroy people, to greedily acquire filthy 
lucre.) 

28 Forsooth the prophets thereof pargeted them without tempering, and saw vain 
things, and divined leasings to them, and said, The Lord God saith these things, when 
the Lord spake not. (And its prophets mortared them without tempering, and saw empty and 
futile things, and divined lies for them, and said, The Lord God saith these things, when the Lord 
did not speak.) 

29 The peoples of the land challenged false challenge, and ravished by violence; they 
tormented a needy man and (a) poor (man), and oppressed a comeling by false challenge, 
without doom. (The peoples of the land oppressed, and robbed with violence; they tormented the 
needy and the poor, and oppressed newcomers, without justification.) 

30 And I sought of them a man, that should set an hedge betwixt, and stand set against 
me for the land, that I should not destroy it, and I found not. (And I sought someone among 
them, who would make a hedge between, and would stand against me for the land, so that I would 
not destroy it, but I found no one.) 

31 And! shed out on them mine indignation, and I wasted them in the fire of my wrath; 
and I yielded the way of them on the head of them, saith the Lord God. (And so I poured 
out my indignation upon them, and I destroyed them in the fire of my anger; and I gave back their 
ways onto their own heads, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 23 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
2 Thou, son of man, two women were the daughters of one mother, 
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3 and did fornication in Egypt; in their young waxing age they did fornication; there 
the breasts of them were made low, and the teats of the time of marriage of them were 
broken. 

4 Forsooth the names of them be, Oholah, the more sister, and Oholibah, the less 
sister of her. And I had them, and they childed sons and daughters; certainly the names 


of them be Samaria Oholah, and Jerusalem Oholibah. (And their names be, Oholah, the 
elder sister, and Oholibah, her younger sister. And I had them, and they gave birth to sons and 
daughters; yea, their names be Samaria Oholah, and Jerusalem Oholibah.) 

5 Therefore Oholah did fornication on me, and was wild on her lovers, on Assyrians 
nighing, (And then Oholah did fornication against me, and was mad for her lovers, yea, for the 
Assyrians, who were nearby,) 

6 (who were) clothed with jacinth, princes, and magistrates, young men of covetous- 
ness, all knights (or all of them horsemen), (yea), riders of horses. 

7 And she gave her fornications on them, on all the chosen sons of Assyrians; and in 


all on which she was wild, she was defouled in the uncleanness of them. (And she did her 
fornications with them, with all the chosen sons of the Assyrians; and with all whom she was mad 


for, she was defiled in their uncleanness.) 

8 Furthermore and she left not her fornications, which she had in Egypt, (or And 
furthermore, she left not her fornications, which she had practised in Egypt); for why and they 
slept with her in the youth of her, and they brake the teats of the time of marriage of 
her, and they shed out their fornication [up] on her. 

9 Therefore I gave her into the hands of her lovers, into the hands of the sons of Assur, 
on whose lechery she was wild. (And so I gave her into the hands of her lovers, into the hands 
of the sons of the Assyrians, whose lechery she was mad for.) 

10 They discovered the shame of her; they took away the sons and the daughters of 
her, and killed her with sword; and the women were made (in)famous, that is, made a 
scandal, and they did dooms in her. (They uncovered her shame, or her nakedness; they took 
away her sons and her daughters, and killed her with the sword; and she was made infamous, that 
is, was made a scandal, among women, and they brought in judgements against her.) 

11 And when her sister Oholibah had seen this, she was wild in lechery more than that 
sister, and gave unshamefastly her fornication, on the fornication of her sister, (And when 
her sister Oholibah had seen this, she was mad with lechery more than her (elder sister was), and 
unshamefastly, (or unabashedly), she did her fornication, more than her sister’s fornication,) 

12 to the sons of Assyrians, to dukes and magistrates coming to her, that were 
clothed with diverse cloth(ing), to knights that were borne on horses, and to young 
men with noble shape, to all men. (with the sons of the Assyrians, with princes, or leaders, 
and magistrates coming to her, who were clothed with diverse clothing, with horsemen who were 
carried by horses, and with young men of noble form, yea, with all their men.) 

13 And I saw that one way of both sisters was defouled, (And I saw that in one way both 
sisters were defiled,) 

14 and she increased her fornications. And when she had seen men painted in the 
wall, the images of Chaldees expressed with colours, (but she increased her fornications. 
And when she had seen men painted on the wall, the images of the Chaldeans expressed with 
colours,) 

15 and girded on the reins with knights? girdles, and caps painted on the heads of 
them, the forms of all dukes, the likeness of the sons of Babylon, and of the land of 
Chaldees (or of the land of Chaldea), in which they were born; 

16 she was wild on them by covetousness of her eyes (or she was mad for them with the 
covetousness of her eyes), and she sent messengers to them into Chaldea. 

17 And when the sons of Babylon were come to her, to the bed of teats, they defouled 
her in their lecheries of virgins; and she was defouled of them, and the soul of her was 
filled (with revulsion) of them. (And when the sons of Babylon had come to her, to her bed of 
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love, they defiled her with their lecheries for virgins; and she was defiled by them, until her soul 
was filled with revulsion for them.) 

18 Also she made naked her fornications, and discovered her shame; and my soul 
went away from her, as my soul had gone away from her sister. (And she made known 
her fornications, and uncovered her shame, or her nakedness; and my soul went away from her, 
like my soul had gone away from her sister.) 

19 For she multiplied her fornications, and had mind on the days of her youth (or and 
remembered the days of her youth), in which she did fornication in the land of Egypt. 

20 And she was wild in lechery on the lying-by of them, whose fleshes be as the fleshes 


of asses, and as the members of horses be the members of them. (And she was mad with 
lechery in their lyings-by, whose flesh be like donkeys? flesh, and their members be like horses? 


members.) 

21 And thou (re)visitedest the great trespass of thy youth, when thy breasts were made 
low in Egypt, and the teats of the time of thy marriage were broken. 

22 Therefore, thou Oholibah, the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall raise (up) all 
thy lovers against thee, of which thy soul was filled (with revulsion), and I shall gather 
them against thee in compass (or and I shall gather them against thee all around thee, or on 
every side); 

23 the sons of Babylon, and all Chaldees, noble and mighty men and princes, [and] all 
the sons of Assyrians, and young men of noble form, dukes, and magistrates, all princes 
of princes, and [the] named riders of horses. (the sons of Babylon, and all the Chaldeans, 
Pekod, and Shoa, and Koa, and all the Assyrians, yea, young men of noble form, leaders, and 
magistrates, all the princes of princes, and the named, or the famous, riders of horses.) 

24 And they arrayed with chariot and wheel shall come on thee, the multitude of 
peoples shall be armed with habergeon, and shield, and basinet, against thee on each 
side; and I shall give doom before them, and (then) they shall deem thee by their dooms. 
(And they arrayed with chariot and wheel shall come against thee, the multitude of peoples shall 
be armed with breastplates, and shields, and helmets, against thee on every side; and I shall give 
judgement to them, and then they shall judge thee by their own laws or and then they shall judge 
thee according to their own judgements.) 

25 And I shall set my fervour in thee, which they shall use with thee in strong 
vengeance, (or And I shall set my jealous anger against thee, and they shall take out their strong 
vengeance upon thee); they shall cut away thy nose and thine ears, and they shall slay with 
sword those things that were left; they shall take thy sons and thy daughters, and thy 
last thing shall be devoured by fire. 

26 And they shall make thee naked of thy clothes, and they shall take away the vessels 
of thy glory (or and they shall take away thy beautiful vessels, or thy jewelry). 

27 And I shall make thy great trespass to rest from thee, and thy fornication from the 
land of Egypt; and thou shalt not raise (up) thine eyes to them, and thou shalt no more 
have mind on Egypt (or and no more shalt thou remember Egypt). 

28 For the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall give thee into the hands of them 
which thou hatest, into the hands of them of which thy soul was filled (with revulsion), 
(For the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall give thee into the hands of those whom thou 
hatest, into the hands (of those) for whom thy soul was filled with revulsion,) 

29 and they shall do with thee in hatred (or and they shall deal with thee in hatred or and 
they shall make thee feel their hatred). And they shall take away all thy travails, and they 
shall leave thee naked, and full of shame; and the shame of thy fornications shall be 
showed. 

30 Thy great trespass and thy fornications have done these things to thee; for thou 
didest fornication after heathen men, among which thou were defouled in the idols of 
them, (or for thou didest fornication with the heathen, and thou were defiled with their idols). 
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31 Thou wentest in the way of thy sister, and I shall give the cup of her in(to) thine 
hand. 

32 The Lord God saith these things, Thou shalt drink the cup of thy sister, the depth, 
and the broadness; thou that art most able to take, shalt be into scorning, and into 
mocking, (or thou shalt be into scorning, and into mocking, more than the cup can hold). 

33 Thou shalt be filled with drunkenness and sorrow, with the cup of mourning and of 
heaviness, with the cup of thy sister Samaria. 

34 And thou shalt drink it, and thou shalt drink of (it) till to the dregs, (or unto the lees), 
and thou shalt devour the remnants thereof (or and thou shalt devour its remnants), and 
thou shalt rend thy breasts, for I the Lord spake, saith the Lord God. 

35 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For thou hast forgotten me, and hast cast 
forth me behind thy body (or and hast thrown me away behind thy back), bear thou also thy 
great trespass and thy fornications. 

36 And the Lord God said to me, and spake, Son of man, whether thou deemest 
Oholibah and Oholah, and tellest to them the great trespasses of them? (And the Lord 
God spoke to me, and said, Son of man, judgest thou Oholibah and Oholah, and tellest them their 
great trespasses?) 

37 For they did adultery, and blood was in the hands of them, and they did fornication 
with their idols; furthermore and they offered to those (idols) the sons which they 
engendered to me, for to be devoured. (For they did adultery, and blood was upon their 
hands, and they did fornication, or idolatry, with their idols; and furthermore they offered the 
children whom they begat for me, to those idols to be devoured.) 

38 But also they did this to me, they defouled my saintuary in that day, and made 
unholy my sabbaths. (But they also did this to me, they defiled my sanctuary on that day, and 
made my Sabbaths unholy.) 

39 And when they sacrificed their sons to their idols, and entered into my saintuary 
in that day, that they should defoul it, they did also these things in the midst of mine 
house. (And when they sacrificed their sons and daughters to their idols, and entered into my 
sanctuary on that day, so that they could defile it, they also did these things in the midst of my 
House.) 

40 They sent to men coming from (a)far, to which they had sent messengers. Therefore 
lo! they came, to which thou washedest thee, and anointedest thine eyes with ointment 
of women, and thou were adorned with women’s attire. (They sent for men coming from 
afar, to whom they had sent messengers. And so behold! they came, for whom thou hast 
washed thyself, and hast anointed thine eyes with women’s ointment, and thou were adorned 
with women’s attire.) 

41 Thou satest in a full fair bed, and a board was adorned before thee; thou settedest 
mine incense and mine ointment on it. (And thou satest on a very beautiful bed, and a table 
was adorned before thee; thou hast set my incense and my ointment upon it.) 

42 And a voice of multitude making full out joy was therein; and in men that were 
brought of the multitude of men, and came from desert, they setted bands in the hands 
of them, and fair crowns on the heads of them. (And the sound of a multitude making great 
joy was there; and with the multitude of people were the Sabeans, brought in from the wilderness, 
and they put bands upon their wrists, and beautiful crowns upon their heads.) 

43 And I said to her, that was defouled in adulteries, Now also this shall do fornication 
in her fornication. (And I said to myself about her, who was defiled in (her) adulteries, (that is, 
by her idolatries), Now they shall also do fornication with her, with her of all women!) 

44 And (so) they entered to her; as to a woman, an whore, (or like to a whore-woman), so 
they entered to Oholah and to Oholibah, (the) cursed women. 

45 Therefore these men (that) be just, these shall deem those women by the doom of 
adulteresses, and by the doom of them that shed out blood; for they be adulteresses, and 
blood is in the hands of them, and they did fornication with their idols. (And so these men 
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who be upright, they shall judge those women by the law of adulteresses, and by the judgement 
of those who shed out blood; for they be adulteresses, and blood is upon their hands, and they did 
fornication, or idolatry, with their idols.) 

46 For the Lord God saith these things, Bring thou multitudes to them, and give thou 
them into noise, and into raven, (or and give thou them unto terror, and robbery); 

47 and be they stoned with the stones of (the) peoples, and be they sticked together 
with the swords of them. They shall slay the sons and the daughters of them, and they 
shall burn with fire the houses of them, (or They shall kill their sons and their daughters, and 
they shall burn down their houses). 

48 And I shall do away great trespass from the land; and all women shall learn, that 
they do not after the great trespass of them. (And so I shall do away great trespass from the 
land; and all women shall learn, that they should not do, or should not follow, after their great 
trespasses.) 

49 And they shall give your great trespass on you; and ye shall bear the sins of your 
idols, and ye shall know, that I am the Lord God. (And ye shall be punished for your great 
trespass, and for your sin of worshipping idols, and ye shall know, that I am the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 24 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, in the ninth year, and in the tenth month, 
in the tenth day of the month (or on the tenth day of the month), and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, write to thee the name of this day, in which the king of Babylon 
is confirmed (in his attack) against Jerusalem today. 

3 And thou shalt say by a proverb a parable to the house (of Israel), (the) stirrer to wrath, 
and thou shalt speak to them, The Lord God saith these things, Set thou a brazen pot, set 
thou (it) soothly, and put thou water into it. (And thou shalt speak by a parable to the house 
of Israel, the stirrer, or provoker, to anger, and thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these 
things, Take thou a bronze pot, yea, take thou it, and put thou water into it.) 

4 Take thou a beast full fat (or Take thou a very fat beast); gather thou together the 
gobbets thereof into it, each good part, and the hip, and the shoulder, chosen things 


and full of bones. 
5 Also dress thou heaps of bones under it; and the seething thereof boiled out, and the 


bones thereof were sodden in the midst thereof (or and its bones were boiled in its midst). 

6 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Woe to the city of bloods, to the pot whose 
rust is therein, and the rust thereof went not out of it; cast thou out it by parts, and by 
his parts; (and the) lot fell not on it. (And so the Lord God saith these things, Woe to the city 
of bloodshed, to the pot whose rust is in it, and its rust went not out of it; throw thou it out by its 
parts, and by its parts; and the lot did not fall on it.) 

7 For why the blood thereof is in the midst thereof; he shed it out on a full clear stone, 
he shed not it out on (the) earth, that it may be covered with dust, (For its blood is in its 
midst; he poured it out on a very clean, or on a very bright, stone, he did not pour it out on the 
ground, so that it might be covered with dust,) 

8 that I should bring in mine indignation, and avenge by vengeance; I gave the blood 
thereof on a full clear stone, that it should not be covered, (or I spilt its blood on a very 
clean, or on a very bright, stone, so that it would not be covered up, or hidden). 

9 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Woe to the city of bloods (or Woe to this 
city of bloodshed, or this city of murder), whose burning I shall make great; 

10 gather thou together [the] bones, which I shall kindle with fire; (the) fleshes shall be 
wasted, and all the setting together shall be sodden (or and it shall all be boiled away), and 
(the) bones shall fail. 


11 Also set thou it void on coals, that the metal thereof wax hot, and be melted, and 
that the filth thereof be welled together in the midst thereof, and the rust thereof be 


wasted. 
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12 Tt was sweated by much travail (or It was sweated over with much travail, or with much 
labour), and the over-great rust thereof went not out thereof, neither by fire. 

13 Thine uncleanness is abominable; for I would cleanse thee, and thou art not 
cleansed from thy filths; but neither thou shalt be cleansed before, till I make mine 
indignation to rest in thee, (or and thou shalt not be cleansed, until I make my indignation 
to rest upon thee). 

14 | the Lord spake; it shall come, and I shall make (it), I shall not pass, neither I shall 
spare, neither I shall be pleased; by thy ways and by thy findings, I shall deem thee, saith 
the Lord. (I the Lord spoke; it shall come, and I shall make it, I shall not pass by, or over, neither 
shall I spare thee, nor shall I repent, and not do it; by thy ways and by thy doings, I shall judge 
thee, saith the Lord.) 

15 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

16 Thou, son of man, lo! I take away from thee the desirable thing of thine eyes in 
vengeance, and thou shalt not wail, neither weep, neither thy tears shall flow down. 
(Thou, son of man, behold! with vengeance I take away from thee the desire of thine eyes, (and of 
thy heart), but thou shalt not wail, nor weep, nor shall thy tears flow down.) 

17 Wail thou (while) being still, thou shalt not make mourning of dead men; thy crown 
be bound about thine head, and thy shoes shall be in the feet, neither thou shalt cover 
the mouth with a cloth, neither thou shalt eat the meats of mourners. (Wail thou, but 
silently, thou shalt not make mourning for the dead; let thy crown, or thy covering, be put upon 
thy head, and thy shoes shall be upon thy feet, but thou shalt not cover thy mouth with a cloth, 
nor shalt thou eat the food of mourners.) 

18 Therefore I spake to the people in the morrowtide, and my wife was dead in the 
eventide; and I did in the morrowtide, as he had commanded to me. 

19 And the people said to me, Why showest thou not to us what these things signify, 
which thou doest? 

20 And I said to them, The word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

21 Speak thou to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall defoul 
my saintuary, the pride of your empire, and the desirable thing of your eyes, and on 
which your soul dreadeth; and your sons and your daughters, which ye left, shall fall by 
sword. (Speak thou to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall defile 
my sanctuary, the pride of your empire, and the desire of your eyes, and that which your soul, (or 
your heart), delighteth in; and your sons and your daughters, whom ye left behind, shall fall by 
the sword.) 

22 And ye shall do, as I did; ye shall not cover (your) mouths with (a) cloth, and ye shall 
not eat the meat of wailers (or and ye shall not eat the food of mourners). 

23 Ye shall have crowns in your heads, and shoes in the feet; ye shall not wail, neither 
ye shall weep, but ye shall fail in wretchedness, for your wickednesses; and each man 
shall wail to his brother. (Ye shall have crowns, or coverings, upon your heads, and shoes 
upon your feet; and ye shall not wail, nor shall ye weep, but ye shall fail in wretchedness, for 
your wickednesses; and each person shall wail to another.) 

24 And Ezekiel shall be to you into a sign of thing to coming; by all things which he 
did, ye shall do, when this thing shall come; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord God. 
(And Ezekiel shall be for you a sign of things to come; and when this thing shall come, ye shall do 
all that he hath done; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord God.) 

25 And thou, son of man, lo! in the day in which I shall take away from them the 
strength of them, and the joy of dignity, and the desire of their eyes, on which the souls 
of them rest, cast away the sons and the daughters of them; (And thou, son of man, behold! 
on the day when I shall take away from them their strength, (or their fortress), and their pride and 
joy, and the desire of their eyes, on which their souls, (or their hearts), rest, (I shall also take away) 
their sons and their daughters;) 
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26 in that day when a man fleeing shall come to thee, to tell to thee; (on that day when 
those who flee, or those who escape, shall come to thee, and shall tell thee their news;) 

27 in that day soothly thou shalt open thy mouth with him that fled; and thou shalt 
speak, and shalt no more be still; and thou shalt be to them into a sign of thing to coming, 
and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. (on that day thou shalt open thy mouth with them who 
fled; and thou shalt speak, and shalt no more be silent; and thou shalt be to them a sign of what is 
to come, and ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 25 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, set thy face against the sons of Ammon, and thou shalt prophesy 
of them. (Thou, son of man, set thy face toward the Ammonites, and thou shalt prophesy against 
them.) 

3 And thou shalt say to the sons of Ammon, Hear ye the word of the Lord God; the 
Lord God saith these things, For that that ye said, Well! well! on my saintuary, for it is 
defouled, and on the land of Israel, for it is made desolate, and on the house of Judah, 
for they be led into captivity; (And thou shalt say to the Ammonites, Hear ye the word of the 
Lord God; the Lord God saith these things, Because ye said, Well! well! to my sanctuary, for it is 
defiled, and to the land of Israel, for it is made desolate, and to the house of Judah, for they be led 
into captivity;) 

4 lo! therefore I shall give thee (to) the sons of the east into heritage, (or and so behold! 
I shall give thee to the sons of the east for a possession), and they shall set their folds in thee, 
and they shall set their tents in thee; they shall eat thy fruits, and they shall drink thy 
milk. 

5 And I shall give Rabbah into a dwelling place of camels, and the sons of Ammon into 
a bed of beasts; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. (And I shall make Rabbah into a 
dwelling place for camels, and the Ammonites into a bed for beasts; and ye shall know, that Iam 
the Lord.) 

6 For the Lord God saith these things, For that that thou clappedest with hand(s), and 
smitedest with the foot, and joyedest of all [thy] desire on the land of Israel; (For the Lord 
God saith these things, Because thou clappedest with thy hands, and struckest, or hast kicked, 
with the foot, and joyedest over the land of Israel with all thy desire;) 

7 therefore lo! I shall stretch forth mine hand [up] on thee, and I shall give thee into 
ravishing of heathen men (or and I shall give thee into robbing by the heathen), and | shall 
slay thee from (the other) peoples, and I shall lose thee, and all-break thee from (the other) 
lands; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. 

8 The Lord God saith these things, For that that Moab and Seir said, Lo! the house of 
Judah is as all folks, (The Lord God saith these things, Because Moab and Seir said, Behold! the 
house of Judah (is) like all the other nations,) 

9 therefore lo! I shall open the shoulder of Moab of cities, soothly of cities thereof, 
and of the ends thereof, the noble cities of the land, Bethjeshimoth, Baalmeon, and 
Kiriathaim, (and so behold! I shall open the shoulder of Moab and its cities, yea, its cities, and its 
borders, (from one end unto the other), yea, the noble (cities) of the land, Bethjeshimoth, Baalmeon, 
and Kiriathaim,) 

10 to the sons of the east, with the sons of Ammon. And I shall give it into heritage, that 
mind of the sons of Ammon be no more among heathen men, (together with the Ammonites, 
and I shall give them to the sons of the east. And I shall give them for a possession, so that the 
memory of the Ammonites no more be among the heathen,) 

11 and in Moab I shall make dooms (or and I shall bring in judgements upon Moab); and 
they shall know, that I am the Lord. 

12 The Lord God saith these things, For that that Idumea did vengeance, that it avenged 
itself of the sons of Judah, and sinned doing trespass, and asked greatly vengeance of 
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them; (The Lord God saith these things, Because Edom did vengeance, and avenged itself upon 
the sons of Judah, and sinned doing trespass, and took great vengeance upon them;) 

13 therefore the Lord God saith these things, I shall stretch forth mine hand on Idumea, 
and I shall take away from it man and beast, and I shall make it desert of the south; and 
they that be in Dedan shall fall by sword. (and so the Lord God saith these things, I shall 
stretch forth my hand upon Edom, and I shall take away man and beast from it, and I shall make 
it into a wasteland, from Teman unto Dedan; and they shall all fall by the sword.) 

14 And I shall give my vengeance on Idumea, by the hand of my people Israel, (or And I 
shall take vengeance upon Edom, through my people Israel); and they shall do in Edom by my 
wrath, and by my strong vengeance; and they shall know my vengeance, saith the Lord 
God. 

15 The Lord God saith these things, For that that Palestines did vengeance, and avenged 


themselves, with all will slaying, and filling old enmities; (The Lord God saith these things, 
Because the Philistines did vengeance, and avenged themselves, killing with all their will, and 
fulfilling old enmities;) 

16 therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall stretch forth mine hand on 
Palestines, and I shall slay [the] slayers, and I shall lose the remnants of the sea coast; 
(and so the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall stretch forth my hand upon the Philistines, 
and I shall kill the killers, and I shall destroy the rest of those who live on the sea coast;) 

17 and I shall make great vengeances in them, and I shall reprove in strong vengeance; 
and they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall give my vengeance on them. (and I 
shall bring great vengeance upon them, and I shall rebuke them with strong vengeance; and they 
shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall take my vengeance upon them.) 


CHAPTER 26 

1 And it was done in the eleventh year, in the first day of the month (or on the first day 
of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, for that that Tyre said of Jerusalem, Well! the gates of peoples be 
broken, it is turned to me; I shall be filled, it is forsaken; (Thou, son of man, because Tyre 
hath said of Jerusalem, Well! the gateway to the nations is broken, and it is open to me; I shall be 
filled, it is deserted;) 

3 therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! Tyre, I on thee; and I shall make many 
folks to ascend to thee, as the sea flowing ascendeth. (and so the Lord God saith these things, 
Behold! Tyre, I am against thee; and I shall make many nations to ascend against thee, like the 
flowing sea ascendeth.) 

4 And they shall destroy the walls of Tyre, and they shall destroy the towers thereof; 
and I shall raze the dust thereof from it, and I shall give it into a most clear stone. (And 
they shall destroy the walls of Tyre, and they shall destroy its towers; and I shall raze, or shall 
sweep away, even the dust from it, and I shall make it into a very clean, or a very bare, rock.) 

5 Drying of nets [it] shall be in the midst of the sea, for I spake, saith the Lord God. And 
Tyre shall be into ravishing to heathen men. (It shall be for the drying of nets in the midst of 
the sea, for I have spoken, saith the Lord God. And Tyre shall be for robbing, or for spoils, for the 
heathen.) 

6 And the daughters thereof that be in the field, shall be slain by sword; and they shall 
know, that I am the Lord. 

7 For why the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall bring to Tyre Nebuchadnezzar, 
king of Babylon, from the north, the king of kings, with horses, and chariots, and knights, 
and with a company, and great people. (For the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall 
bring against Tyre Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, the king of kings, from the north, with 
horses, and chariots, and horsemen, and with a great company of people.) 

8 He shall slay by sword thy daughters that be in the field, and he shall (en)compass 
thee with strongholds, and he shall bear together [the heap of] earth in compass. And he 
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shall raise a shield against thee, (He shall kill by the sword thy daughters who be in the fields, 
and he shall surround thee with strongholds, and he shall bear together heaps of earth all around 
thee. And he shall raise up a shield against thee,) 

9 and he shall temper engines like vineries, and engines that be called wethers against 
thy walls; and he shall destroy thy towers by his arms. (and he shall use battering rams 
against thy walls; and he shall destroy thy towers with his weapons.) 

10 By (the) flowing (by) of his horses, the dust of those shall cover thee; thy walls shall 
be moved of the sound of knights, and of wheels, and of chariots, (or thy walls shall be 
shaken at the sound of the horsemen, and the wheels, and the chariots); when he shall enter by 
the gates, as by enterings of a city destroyed, 

11 with the claws of his horses he shall defoul all thy streets. He shall slay by sword 
thy people, and thy noble images shall fall down into earth. (with the hoofs of his horses he 
shall defile all thy streets. He shall kill thy people by the sword, and thy mighty pillars shall fall 
down to the ground.) 

12 They shall waste thy riches, they shall ravish thy merchandise; and they shall 
destroy thy walls, and they shall destroy thine houses full clear, and thy stones, and thy 
trees, and they shall put thy dust in the midst of waters. (They shall destroy thy riches, and 
they shall rob thy merchandise; they shall destroy thy walls, and they shall destroy thy glorious 
houses, and thy stones, and thy timber, and they shall put thy dust into the midst of thy waters.) 

13 And I shall make to rest the multitude of thy singers, and the sound of thine harps 
shall no more be heard; 

14 and I shall give thee into a most clear stone. Thou shalt be (a place for the) drying of 
nets, and thou shalt no more be builded, for I the Lord spake, saith the Lord God. (and I 
shall make thee into a very clean, or a very bare, rock. Thou shalt be a place for the drying of nets, 
and thou shalt never be rebuilt, for I the Lord spoke, saith the Lord God.) 

15 The Lord God saith these things of Tyre, Whether isles shall not be moved of the 
sound of thy fall, and of the wailing of thy slain men, when they be slain in the midst of 
thee? (The Lord God saith these things to Tyre, Shall not the islands be moved at the sound of thy 
fall, and at the wailing of thy slain, when they be killed in thy midst?) 

16 And all the princes of the sea shall go down off their seats, and they shall do away 
their mantles, either their spoils of slain enemies, and they shall cast away their diverse 
clothes, and shall be clothed with wondering. They shall sit in the earth, and shall be 
astonied, and shall wonder on thy sudden fall. (And all the kings of the sea shall go down off 
their thrones, and they shall do away their mantles, or the spoils of their slain enemies, and they 
shall throw away their diverse clothes, and they shall be clothed with wondering. They shall sit 
on the ground, and shall be astonished, and shall wonder at thy sudden fall.) 

17 And they shall take wailing on thee, and shall say to thee, How perishedest thou, 
noble city, that dwellest in the sea, that were strong in the sea, with thy dwellers, which 
dwellers all men dreaded? (And they shall take up a wailing for thee, and shall say of thee, 
How thou hast perished, O noble city, that dwellest by the sea, that were strong in the sea, with 
thy inhabitants, which (inhabitants) all the peoples feared!) 

18 Now ships shall wonder in the day of thy dread, and isles in the sea shall be troubled, 
for none goeth out of thee. (Now the people shall wonder on the day of thy downfall, and the 
islands in the sea shall be troubled, for no one dwelleth within thee any more.) 

19 For the Lord God saith these things, When I shall give thee to be a city desolate, as 
the cities that be not inhabited, and I shall bring on thee the depth of waters, and many 
waters shall cover thee. (For the Lord God saith these things, I shall make thee to be a desolate 
city, like the cities that be not inhabited, and I shall bring upon thee the water from the depths, 
and many waters shall cover thee.) 

20 And I shall draw thee down with them that go down into a pit, to the people 
everlasting; and I shall set thee in the last land, as old wildernesses, with them that 
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be led down into a pit, that thou be not inhabited. Certainly when I shall give glory in 
the land of livers, (And I shall draw thee down with those who go down into the pit, with the 
people of all the ages; and I shall put thee in the last land, an eternal wilderness, with them who 
be led down into the pit, so that thou be not inhabited. Truly when I shall give glory in the land of 
the living,) 

21 | shall drive thee into nought, and thou shalt not be; and thou shalt be sought, and 


thou shalt no more be found [into] without end, saith the Lord God. (then I shall drive thee 
down into nothing, and thou shalt not be; and thou shalt be sought, but thou shalt never be found 


again, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 27 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Therefore thou, son of man, take wailing on Tyre. (And so thou, son of man, take up a 
wailing for Tyre.) 

3 And thou shalt say to Tyre, that dwelleth in the entering of the sea, to the (selling 
of) merchandise of peoples to many isles, The Lord God saith these things, O! Tyre, thou 
saidest, I am of perfect fairness, (And thou shalt say to Tyre, that dwelleth at the entrance to 
the sea, for the selling of the merchandise of the nations to many islands, The Lord God saith these 
things, O Tyre! thou saidest, I am of great beauty,) 

4 and Iam set in the heart of the sea. They that be in thy coasts that builded thee, [ful] 
filled thy fairness; 

5 they builded thee with fir trees of Senir, with all works of boards of the sea; they 
took a cedar of the Lebanon, to make a mast to thee, (or they took a cedar from Lebanon, to 
make a mast for thee). 

6 They hewed oaks of Bashan into thine oars, they made to thee thy seats of (the) 
rowers of (the) ivory of India, and (thy) cabins (of the wood) of the isles of Italy. (They cut 
oaks of Bashan into thy oars, they made the seats for thy rowers out of the ivory of the Ashurites, 
and thy cabins out of the wood from the islands of Chittim, or of Cyprus.) 

7 Diverse bis, either white silk, of Egypt, was woven to thee into a veil, that it should 
be set in the mast, (or Diverse bis, or white silk, from Egypt, was woven for thee into a sail, so 
that it could be set on the mast); jacinth and purple of the isles of Elishah were made thy 
covering. 

8 The dwellers of Sidon and Arvadians were thy rowers (or The inhabitants of Sidon and 
the Arvadians were thy rowers); Tyre, thy wise men were made thy governors. 

9 The old men of Byblos, and the prudent men thereof, had shipmen to the service of 
thy diverse array of household; all the ships of the sea, and the shipmen of these, were 
in the people of thy merchandise, (or all the ships of the sea, and the shipmen from these, were 
of the people of thy merchandise). 

10 Persians, and Ludians, and Libyans were in thine host, (or Persians, and Ludians, and 
Libyans were in thy army); thy men warriors hanged in thee a shield and helmet, for thine 
adorning. 

11 Sons (of) Arvadians with thine host were on thy walls in thy compass; but also 
Gammadims, that were in thy towers, hanged their arrow cases on thy walls by compass; 
they [ful] filled thy fairness. (The sons of the Arvadians were with thy army upon thy walls all 
around; and also the Gammadims, who were in thy towers, hung up their arrow cases on thy walls 
all around; they fulfilled, or made perfect, thy beauty.) 

12 Carthaginians, thy merchants, of the multitude of all (kind of) riches filled thy fairs, 
with silver, and iron, with tin, and lead. (Tarshish, thy merchants, filled thy fairs with the 
multitude of all kinds of riches, with silver, and iron, and tin, and lead.) 

13 Greece, and Tubal, and Meshech, they were thy merchants, and brought bondmen 
and brazen vessels to thy people (or and brought slaves and bronze vessels to thy people). 
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14 From the house of Togarmah they brought horses, and horsemen, and mules, to thy 
chapping. 

15 The sons of Dedan were thy merchants; many isles (provided) the merchandise of 
thine hand, (they)(ex)changed teeth of ivory, and of ebony, in thy price (or at thy price). 

16 Syria was thy merchant, for the multitude of thy works, they setted forth in thy 
market gem(s), and purple, and clothes woven diversely at the manner of shields, and 
bis, and silk, and coral, either avoirdupois. 

17 Judah and the land of Israel were thy merchants in the best wheat, and setted forth 
in thy fairs balm, and honey, and oil, and resin. (Judah and the land of Israel were thy 
merchants of the wheat of Minnith, and set forth in thy fairs balm, and honey, and oil, and resin.) 

18 Damascus was thy merchant, in the multitude of thy works, in the multitude of 
diverse riches, in fat wine (or in the wine of Helbon), and wools of (the) best colour. 

19 Dan, and Greece, and Uzal, setted forth in thy fairs iron made subtly, gum of myrrh, 
and calamus, that is, a spice sweet smelling, in thy merchandise. (Dan, and Greece, and 
Mosel, set forth in thy markets wrought iron, and gum of myrrh, and calamus, that is, a sweet 
smelling spice, for thy merchandise.) 


20 Dedan were thy merchants, in tapets to sit (upon). (Dedan were thy merchants of carpets 
to sit upon.) 

21 Arabia and all the princes of Kedar, they were the merchants of thine hand; with 
lambs, and wethers, and (goat) kids, (they) thy merchants came to thee. 

22 The sellers of Sheba and of Raamah, they were thy merchants, with all the best sweet 
smelling spices, and precious stone, and gold, which they setted forth in thy market. 

23 Haran, and Canneh, and Eden, were thy merchants; Sheba, and Assur, and Chilmad, 
were thy sellers. 

24 They were thy merchants in many manners, in fardels of jacinth, and of clothes of 
many colours, and of precious riches, that were wrapped and bound with cords. 

25 Also ships of the sea had cedars in their merchandises; thy princes were in thy 
merchandise; and thou were [ful] filled, and were glorified greatly in the heart of the 
sea. (And the ships of Tarshish had cedars for their merchandise; they were filled full, and thou 
were greatly glorified in the heart of the sea.) 

26 Thy rowers brought thee in(to) many waters, (but) the south wind all-brake thee; in 
the heart of the sea were(Thy rowers brought thee into many waters, but the east wind broke 
thee in pieces, in the heart of the sea.) 

27 thy riches, and thy treasures, and thy manyfold instrument(s). Thy shipmen, and 
thy governors that held thy purtenance of household, and were sovereigns of thy people, 
and thy men warriors that were in thee, with all thy multitude which is in the midst of 
thee, shall fall down in the heart of the sea, in the day of thy falling. (Thy riches, and 
thy treasures, and thy manifold instruments, and thy shipmen, and thy governors who held thy 
purtenance of household, and thy people’s merchants, and thy warriors who were of thee, with 
all thy multitude who be in thy midst, they all fell down in the heart of the sea, on the day of thy 
falling.) 

28 Ships shall be troubled of the sound of the cry of thy governors; (And the ships were 
troubled at the sound of the cry of thy governors;) 

29 and all men that held oar, shall go down (out) of their ships. Shipmen and all 
governors of the sea shall stand in the land; (and all the men who held an oar shall go down 
from their ships. The shipmen and all the governors of the sea shall stand upon the land;) 


30 and shall yell on thee with great voice (or and they shall yell about thee with a loud 
voice), And they shall cry bitterly, and shall cast powder, [or dust], on their heads, and 
shall be sprinkled with ashes. 
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31 And they shall shave baldness on thee, and shall be gird with hair-shirts, (or And they 
shall shave themselves bald for thee, and shall be clothed in hair-shirts), and they shall beweep 
thee in bitterness of soul, with most bitter weeping. 

32 And they shall take on thee a song of mourning, and they shall bewail thee, (and 
say), Who is as Tyre, that was dumb in the midst of the sea? (And they shall take up a song 
of mourning for thee, and they shall bewail thee, and say, Who is like Tyre, that now is silent in 
the midst of the sea?) 

33 And thou, Tyre, filledest (the needs of) many peoples in the going out of thy 
merchandise of the sea; in the multitude of thy riches, and of thy peoples, (or with the 
multitude of thy riches, and of thy peoples), thou madest rich the kings of (the) earth. 

34 Now thou art all-broken of the sea, in the depths of waters. Thy riches and all thy 
multitude that was in the midst of thee fell down; (Now thou art broken in pieces by the 
sea, lying in the depths of the waters. Thy riches and all thy multitude who were in thy midst fell 
down;) 

35 all the dwellers of isles and the kings of those were astonied on thee. All they were 
smitten with tempest, and changed (their) cheers; (all the inhabitants of the islands and their 
kings were astonished at thee. They were all as if struck with a tempest, or horrified, and changed 
their faces;) 

36 the merchants of peoples hissed on, [or scorned], thee. Thou art brought to nought, 
and thou shalt not be till into without end. (the merchants of the peoples hissed at, or mocked, 
thee. Thou art brought down to nothing, and so thou shalt be until forever.) 


CHAPTER 28 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, say thou to the prince of Tyre, The Lord God saith these things, For 
thine heart was raised [up], and thou saidest, I am God, and I sat in the chair of God, in 
the heart of the sea, since thou art man and not God, and thou gavest thine heart as the 
heart of God; (Son of man, say thou to the leader of Tyre, The Lord God saith these things, For 
thy heart was raised up, and thou saidest, I am a god, and I sat on the throne of a god, in the heart 
of the sea; yet thou art a man and not a god, even though thou settest thy heart like the heart of a 
god;) 

3 Jo! thou art wiser than Daniel, each private is not hid from thee; (behold! art thou 
wiser than Daniel? is no secret hid from thee?) 

4 in thy wisdom and prudence thou madest to thee strength, and thou gattest to thee 
gold and silver in thy treasuries; (with thy wisdom and prudence thou madest riches for thyself, 
and thou gottest thyself gold and silver in thy treasures;) 

5 in the multitude of thy wisdom, and in thy merchandise thou multipliedest to thee 
strength, and thine heart was raised [up] in thy strength; (in the multitude of thy wisdom, 
and in thy merchandise thou multipliedest to thee riches, and thy heart was raised up because of 
thy riches;) 

6 therefore the Lord God saith these things, For thine heart was raised [up] as the heart 
of God, (and so the Lord God saith these things, For thy heart was raised up like the heart of a god,) 

7 therefore lo! I shall bring on thee aliens, the strongest of heathen. And they 
shall make naked their swords on the fairness of thy wisdom, and they shall defoul thy 
fairness. (and so behold! I shall bring strangers, (or foreigners), against thee, yea, the strongest 
of the heathen. And they shall make their swords naked against the beauty of thy wisdom, and 
they shall defile thy beauty.) 

8 They shall slay, and draw down thee (into the pit), (or They shall kill thee, and draw thee 
down into the pit); and thou shalt die by the death of uncircumcised men, in the heart of 


the sea. 
9 Whether thou shalt say, and speak, I am God, before them that slay thee; since thou 


art a man, and not God? In the hand of them that slay thee, (Shalt thou speak, and say, I 
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am a god, before those who shall kill thee; since thou art but a man, and not a god? In the hands 
of those who shall kill thee,) 

10 by death of uncircumcised men, thou shalt die in the hand of aliens; for I the Lord 
spake, saith the Lord God. (thou shalt die the death of the uncircumcised, yea, by the hands of 
strangers, or of foreigners; for I the Lord spoke, saith the Lord God.) 

11 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

12 Son of man, raise thou wailing on the king of Tyre; and thou shalt say to him, The 
Lord God saith these things, Thou, a print of likeness, full of wisdom, perfect in fairness, 
(Son of man, raise thou up a wailing for the king of Tyre; and thou shalt say to him, The Lord God 
saith these things, Thou, a seal of perfection, full of wisdom, great in beauty,) 

13 were in the delights of paradise of God. Each precious stone was thy covering, 
sardius, topaz, and jasper, chrysolyte, and onyx, and beryl, sapphire, and carbuncle, and 
smaragdus; also gold was the work of thy fairness, and thine holes were made ready, in 
the day in which thou were made. (were in Eden, the Garden of God. Each precious stone was 
thy covering, yea, sardius, and topaz, and jasper, chrysolyte, and onyx, and beryl, sapphire, and 
carbuncle, and emerald; and gold was the work of thy beauty, and thy ornaments were prepared, 
on the day in which thou were made, or were created.) 

14 Thou were(with a) cherub held forth, and covering; and I setted thee in the holy hill 
of God. In the midst of stones set afire thou wentest, (Thou were with a mighty cherub who 
protected thee, and I put thee on the holy hill of God. Thou wentest in the midst of stones set afire,) 

15 perfect in thy ways from the day of thy making, till wickedness was found in thee. 

16 In the multitude of thy merchandise, thine inner things were filled of wickedness, 
and thou didest sin; and I casted thee out of the hill of God, and, thou cherub covering 
(a)far, I lost thee from the midst of stones set afire. (In the multitude of thy merchandise, 
thy inner things were filled with wickedness, and thou didest sin; and I threw thee far away from 
the hill of God, and the cherub that protected thee drove thee away from the midst of the stones 
set afire.) 

17 And thine heart was raised [up] in thy fairness, thou lostest thy wisdom in thy 
fairness. I casted thee down into (the) earth, I gave thee before the face of kings, that 
they should see thee. (And thy heart was raised up because of thy beauty, thou lostest thy 
wisdom because of thy beauty. I threw thee down to the ground, I put thee before the face of 
kings, so that they would see thee.) 

18 In the multitude of thy wickednesses, and in the wickedness of thy merchandise, 
thou defouledest thine hallowing; therefore I shall bring forth fire of the midst of thee, 
that shall eat thee; and I shall give thee into ashes on [the] earth, in the sight of all men 
seeing thee. (In the multitude of thy wickednesses, and in the wickedness of thy merchandise, 
thou defiledest thy sanctuaries; and so I shall bring forth a fire out of the midst of thee, that shall 
eat thee; and I shall make thee into ashes upon the ground, in the sight of all who see thee.) 

19 All men that shall see thee among heathen men, shall be astonied on thee; thou art 
made nought, and thou shalt not be without end. (All the people who shall see thee among 
the heathen, shall be astonished at thee; thou art made into nothing, and thou shalt not be forever.) 

20 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

21 Thou, son of man, set thy face against Sidon, and thou shalt prophesy of it; (Thou, 
son of man, set thy face toward Sidon, and thou shalt prophesy against it;) 

22 and shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to thee, Sidon, and I shall be 
glorified in the midst of thee; and they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall do 
dooms in it, and I shall be hallowed therein. (and shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, 
Behold! I am against thee, Sidon, and I shall be glorified in the midst of thee; and they shall know, 
that I (am) the Lord, when I shall bring in judgements upon it, and I shall be hallowed, (or shall 
show my holiness), there.) 
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23 And I shall send pestilence into it, and blood in(to) the streets thereof, and slain 
men by sword shall fall down in the midst thereof by compass (or and people killed by the 
sword shall fall down in its midst all around it); and they shall know, that I am the Lord God. 

24 And there shall no more be an hurting of bitterness to the house of Israel, and a 
thorn bringing in sorrow on each side, by the compass of them, that be adversaries to 
them; and they shall know, that I am the Lord God. (And no more shall there be a hurting 
of bitterness for the house of Israel, and a thorn bringing in sorrow on every side, by those who be 
their adversaries, all around them; and they shall know, that I am the Lord God.) 

25 The Lord God saith these things, When I shall gather together the house of Israel 
from peoples, among which they be scattered, I shall be hallowed in them before heathen 
men. And they shall dwell in their land, which I gave to my servant Jacob. (The Lord God 
saith these things, When I shall gather together the house of Israel from the peoples, among whom 
they be scattered, I shall be hallowed, or shall be shown holy, in them before the heathen. And they 
shall live in their land, which I gave to my servant Jacob.) 

26 And they shall dwell secure therein, and they shall build houses, and they shall 
plant vines, and they shall dwell trustily, when I shall make dooms in all men that be 
adversaries to them by compass; and they shall know, that I am the Lord God of them. 
(And they shall live in security there, and they shall build houses, and they shall plant vines, 
and they shall live with trust, when I shall bring in judgements upon all the people who be their 
adversaries all around them; and they shall know, that I am the Lord their God.) 


CHAPTER 29 

1 In the tenth year, in the twelfth month, in the first day of the month (or on the first 
day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, set thy face against Pharaoh, king of Egypt; and thou shalt 
prophesy of him, and of all Egypt. (Thou, son of man, set thy face toward Pharaoh, the king of 
Egypt; and thou shalt prophesy against him, and against all of Egypt.) 

3 Speak thou, and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to thee, thou 
Pharaoh, king of Egypt, thou great dragon, that liest in the midst of thy floods, and 
sayest, The flood is mine, and I made (it for) myself. (Speak thou, and thou shalt say, The Lord 
God saith these things, Behold! I am against thee, O Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, O great dragon, 
that liest in the midst of the River, (that is, the Nile), and sayest, The River is mine, and I made it 
for myself.) 

4 And I shall set a bridle in thy cheeks, and I shall glue the fishes of thy floods to thy 
scales; and I shall draw thee out of the midst of thy floods, and all thy fishes shall cleave 
to thy scales. (And I shall put a bridle on thy cheeks, or a hook in thy jaw, and I shall glue the 
fish of the River to thy scales; and I shall draw thee out of the midst of the River, and all thy fish 
shall cleave to thy scales.) 

5 And I shall cast thee forth into desert, (thee) and all the fishes of thy flood; on the 
face of (the) earth thou shalt fall down, thou shalt not be gathered [up], neither shalt be 
gathered together (to thy people); to the beasts of (the) earth, and to the volatiles of the 
air, I gave thee to be devoured. (And I shall throw thee forth into the wilderness, thee and all 
the fish of thy River; thou shalt fall down upon the face of the earth, thou shalt not be gathered up, 
nor shalt thou be gathered to thy people, or buried; I shall give thee to be devoured by the beasts 
of the field, and by the birds of the air.) 

6 And all the dwellers of Egypt shall know, that I am the Lord, (or And all the inhabitants 
of Egypt shall know, that I am the Lord). For that that thou were a staff of (a) reed to the 
house of Israel, 

7 (and) when they took (hold of) thee with (their) hand(s), and thou were broken (or thou 
were broken), and rentest each shoulder of them, and when they rested on thee, thou were 
made less, and thou hast loosed, either discomforted, all the reins of them; 
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8 therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall bring a sword on thee, and I 
shall slay of thee man and beast; (and so the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall bring 
a sword against thee, and I shall kill thy people and thy beasts;) 

9 and the land of Egypt shall be into desert, and into wilderness, and they shall know, 


that I am the Lord. For that that thou saidest, The flood is mine, and I made it, (and the 
land of Egypt shall be made into a desert, and into a wilderness, and they shall know, that I am 


the Lord. And because thou hast said, The River is mine, and I made it,) 

10 therefore lo! I to thee, and to thy floods. And I shall give into wilderness the land 
of Egypt, destroyed by sword, from the tower of Syene till to the terms of Ethiopia. (and 
so behold! I am against thee, and against thy River. And I shall make the land of Egypt into a 
wilderness, wasted by drought, from the tower of Syene unto the border of Ethiopia.) 

11 The foot of man shall not pass by it, neither the foot of beast shall go in it, and it 
shall not be inhabited in forty years (or and it shall not be inhabited for forty years). 

12 And I shall give the land of Egypt forsaken, in the midst of lands forsaken, and the 
cities thereof in the midst of a city destroyed, and those shall be desolate by forty years. 
And I shall scatter (the) Egyptians into nations, and I shall winnow them into lands. (And 
I shall make the land of Egypt to be deserted, in the midst of lands that be deserted, and its cities in 
the midst of cities that be destroyed, and they shall be desolate for forty years. And I shall scatter 
the Egyptians among the nations, and I shall winnow them into other lands.) 

13 For the Lord God saith these things, After the end of forty years I shall gather 
together Egypt from peoples, among which they were scattered; (For the Lord God saith 
these things, After the end of forty years I shall gather together the Egyptians from the nations, 
among whom they were scattered;) 

14 and I shall bring again the captivity of Egypt. And shall set them (again) in the land 
of Pathros, in the land of their birth; and they shall be there into a meek realm, (and I 
shall turn the fortunes of Egypt. And I shall set them again in the land of Pathros, in the land of 
their birth; but there they shall be a weak kingdom,) 

15 and among other realms it shall be most low, and it shall no more be raised over 
nations. And I shall make them less, that they reign not on heathen men; (and among 
other kingdoms they shall be the most low, and no more shall they be raised up over other nations. 
Yea, I shall make them so diminished, that they shall not be able to reign over the heathen, or over 
the peoples;) 

16 and they shall no more be to the house of Israel in(to) trust (or and they shall no more 
be trustworthy for the house of Israel), (and) teaching (them) wickedness, that they flee, and 
follow them; and they shall know, that I am the Lord God. 

17 And it was done in the seven and twentieth year, in the first month, in the first day 
of the month (or on the first day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and 
he said, 

18 Thou, son of man, Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, made his host to serve by great 
service against Tyre; each head was made bald, and each shoulder was made bare of hair, 
and meed was not yielded of Tyre to him, neither to his host, (or and no reward, or money, 


was given from Tyre to him, nor to his army), for the service by which he served to me against 
it 


19 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall give Nebuchadnezzar, king 
of Babylon, in the land of Egypt, and he shall take the multitude thereof; and he shall 
take in prey the clothes thereof, and he shall ravish the spoils thereof, and meed shall 
be to his host, (And so the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I shall give the land of Egypt to 
Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon, and he shall take its multitude; and he shall take its clothes 
as prey, and he shall rob its spoils, and it shall be a reward for his army,) 

20 and to the work for which he served to me against it; and I gave the land of Egypt 
to him, for that that he travailed to me, saith the Lord God. (and for the work in which he 
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served me against it; and so I gave the land of Egypt to him, because he laboured for me, saith the 
Lord God.) 

21 In that day (or On that day), an horn of the house of Israel shall come forth, and I 
shall give to thee an open mouth in the midst of them; and they shall know, that I am 
the Lord. 


CHAPTER 30 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Son of man, prophesy thou, and say, The Lord God saith these things, Yell ye, Woe! 
woe! to the day, 

3 for the day is nigh; and the day of the Lord nigheth, the day of a cloud. The time of 
heathen men shall be (or The time of the heathen shall be); 

4 and a sword shall come into Egypt, and dread shall be in Ethiopia, when wounded 
men shall fall down in Egypt, and the multitude thereof shall be taken away, and the 
foundaments thereof shall be destroyed. (and a sword shall come into Egypt, and fear shall 
be in Ethiopia, when the slain shall fall down in Egypt, and the multitude there shall be taken 
away, and its foundations shall be destroyed.) 

5 Ethiopia, and Libya, and Lydians, and all the residue common people, and Chub, and 
the sons of the land of bond of peace, shall fall down by sword with them. (Ethiopia, and 
Libya, and the Lydians, and all the rest of the common people, and Chub, and the sons of the land 
of the covenant, shall fall down by the sword with them.) 

6 The Lord God saith these things, And they that underset Egypt shall fall down, and 
the pride of the lordship thereof shall be destroyed (or and the pride of its power shall be 
destroyed); from the tower of Syene they shall fall by sword therein, saith the Lord God 
of hosts. 

7 And they shall be destroyed in the midst of lands made desolate, and the cities 
thereof shall be in the midst of cities forsaken (or and its cities shall be in the midst of deserted 
cities). 

8 And they shall know, that I am the Lord God, when I shall give fire in Egypt (or when 
I shall set Egypt on fire), and all the helpers thereof shall be all-broken. 

° In that day messengers shall go out from my face in ships with three orders of oars, 
to all-break, [or destroy], the trust of Ethiopia; and dread shall be in them (as) in the day 
of Egypt, for without doubt it shall come. (On that day messengers shall go out from before 
me in ships with three orders of oars, to all-break, or to destroy, the confidence of Ethiopia; and 
fear shall be upon them like in the day of Egypt, for without doubt it shall come.) 

10 The Lord God saith these things, And I shall make to cease the multitude of Egypt in 
the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon. (The Lord God saith these things, And I shall 
make an end of the multitude of Egypt by the hand of Nebuchadnezzar, the king of Babylon.) 

11 He and his people with him, the strongest men of heathen men, shall be brought, 
to lose the land; and they shall draw out their swords on Egypt, and they shall fill the 
land with slain men. (He and his people with him, the strongest men of the heathen, shall be 
brought to destroy the land; and they shall draw out their swords against Egypt, and they shall 
fill the land with the slain.) 

12 And I shall make dry the bottoms of floods, and I shall give the land in(to) the hand 
of the worst men; and I shall destroy the land, and the fullness thereof in the hand of 
aliens; I the Lord spake. (And I shall dry up the bottoms of the rivers, or the riverbeds, and I 
shall give the land into the hands, or into the power, of the worst people; and I shall destroy the 
land, and its fullness, by the hands of foreigners, or of strangers; I the Lord spoke.) 

13 The Lord God saith these things, And I shall lose simulacra, and I shall make idols to 
cease from Memphis, and a duke of the land of Egypt shall no more be. And I shall give 
dread in the land of Egypt, (The Lord God saith these things, And I shall destroy the idols, and 
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I shall make the idols to cease to exist in Noph, and a prince, or a leader, shall no more be in the 
land of Egypt. And I shall bring fear into the land of Egypt,) 

14 and I shall lose, [or destroy], the land of Pathros. And I shall give fire in Tanis, and I 
shall make my dooms in Alexandria. (and I shall destroy the land of Pathros. And I shall set 
fire to Zoan, and I shall bring in my judgements upon No.) 

15 AndI shall shed out mine indignation on Pelusium, the strength of Egypt; and I shall 
slay the multitude of Alexandria, (And I shall pour out my indignation upon Sin, the strength 
of Egypt; and I shall kill the multitude of No,) 

16 and I shall give fire in Egypt. Pelusium, as a woman travailing of child, shall have 
sorrow, and Alexandria shall be destroyed, and in Memphis shall be each day’s anguishes. 
(and I shall set fire to Egypt. Sin, like a woman labouring with child, shall have sorrow, and No 
shall be destroyed, and in Nophshall be each day’s anguishes.) 

17 The young men of Heliopolis and of Bubastis shall fall down by sword, and those 
cities shall be led captives (or and these cities shall go into captivity). 

18 And in Tahpanhes the day shall wax black, when I shall all-break there the sceptres 
of Egypt (or when! shall all-break there the yoke of Egypt), and the pride of the power thereof 
are on therein. A cloud shall cover it; forsooth the daughters thereof shall be led into 
captivity, 

19 and I shall make dooms in Egypt (or and I shall bring in my judgements upon Egypt); and 
they shall know, that I am the Lord. 

20 And it was done in the eleventh year, in the first month, in the seventh day of the 
month (or on the seventh day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he 


said, 

21 Thou, son of man, I have broken the arm of Pharaoh, king of Egypt; and lo! it is not 
wrapped [about], that health should be restored thereto, that it should be bound with 
clothes (or that it should be bound with a dressing), and wound (about) with linen clothes, 
and that he might hold (a) sword (again), when he had received strength. 

22 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I to Pharaoh, king of Egypt; I shall 
make less his strong arm but broken, and I shall cast down the sword from his hand. (And 
so the Lord God saith these things, Behold! I am against Pharaoh, the king of Egypt; I shall make 
less, (or I shall break), both his arms, his strong arm, and his broken arm, and I shall throw down 
the sword from his hand.) 

23 And I shall scatter Egypt among heathen men, and I shall winnow them in lands. 
(And I shall scatter the Egyptians among the heathen, and I shall winnow them into many lands.) 

24 And I shall strengthen the arms of the king of Babylon, and I shall give my sword 
in the hand of him; and I shall break the arms of Pharaoh, and men slain before his face 
shall wail by wailings. (And I shall strengthen the arms of the king of Babylon, and I shall put 
my sword into his hand; but I shall break the arms of Pharaoh, and he shall wail with the wailings 
of a gravely wounded man before him.) 

25 And I shall strengthen the arms of the king of Babylon, and the arms of Pharaoh 
shall fall down. And they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall give my sword 
in(to) the hand of the king of Babylon; and he shall stretch forth it on the land of Egypt. 
(Yea, I shall strengthen the arms of the king of Babylon, but the arms of Pharaoh shall fall down. 
And they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall put my sword into the hand of the king of 
Babylon; and he shall stretch it forth upon the land of Egypt.) 

26 And I shall scatter Egypt into nations, and I shall winnow them into lands, (or And 
I shall scatter the Egyptians among the nations, and I shall winnow them into other lands); and 
they shall know, that I am the Lord. 


CHAPTER 31 
1 And it was done in the eleventh year, in the third month, in the first day of the month 
(or on the first day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
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2 Thou, son of man, say to Pharaoh, king of Egypt, and to his people, To whom art thou 
made like in thy greatness? 

3 Lo! Assur as a cedar in Lebanon, fair in branches, and full of boughs, and high by 
highness; and his height was raised [up] among thick boughs. (Behold! Assyria (was) like a 
cedar in Lebanon, (that was) beautiful in branches, and full of boughs, and high by highness; and 
its height was raised up among the thick boughs.) 

4 Waters nourished him, the depth of waters enhanced him; his floods floated out 
in the compass of his roots, and he sent out his strands to all the trees of the country. 
(Waters nourished it, the waters from the depths raised it up, or made it grow; its rivers flowed out 
all around its roots, and it sent out its streams to all the trees in the country.) 

5 Therefore his highness was enhanced over all [the] trees of the country, and his trees 
were multiplied, and his branches were raised [up], for many waters. And when he had 
stretched forth his shadow, (And so its highness was lifted up over all the trees of the country, 
and its boughs were multiplied, and its branches were raised up, because of the abundant waters. 
And when it had stretched forth its shadow,) 


6 all the volatiles of the air made nests in his branches; and all the beasts of forests 
engendered under his boughs, and the company of full many folks dwelled under the 


shadowing place of him. (all the birds of the air made nests in its branches; and all the beasts 
of the forests begat under its boughs, and a great many nations lived under its shadow.) 

7 And he was full fair in his greatness, and in alarging of his trees; for the root of him 
was beside many waters. (And it was very beautiful in its greatness, and in the enlarging of its 
branches; for its roots were beside many waters.) 

8 Cedars in the paradise of God were not higher than he; fir trees attained not evenly 
to the highness of him, and plane trees were not even with the boughs of him. Each tree 
of (the) paradise of God was not made like him in his fairness. (The cedars in the Garden 
of God were not higher than it was; the fir trees attained not equal to its highness, and the plane 
trees were not equal in height with its branches. Every tree of the Garden of God was not made like 
it, or was not equal to it, in its beauty.) 

° For I made him fair, and with many and thick boughs; and all the trees of lust, that 
were in the paradise of God, had envy to him. (For I made it beautiful, and with many thick 
branches; and all the trees of Eden, that were in the Garden of God, envied it.) 

10 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, For that that he was raised in highness, 
and he gave his highness green and thick, and his heart was raised [up] in his highness; 
(And so the Lord God saith these things, Because it was raised up into highness, and it made its 
highness green and thick, its heart was also raised up in its highness;) 

11 now I have given him into the hands of the strongest man of heathen men. And he 
doing shall do to that Assur; after the unfaithfulness of him I casted him out. (so now I 
have given it into the hands of the strongest man of the heathen. And he doing shall do to that 
Assyria; yea, because of its unfaithfulness, I have cast it out.) 


12 And aliens, and the most cruel men of nations, shall cut him down, and shall cast 
him forth on hills. And his branches shall fall down in all the great valleys, and his trees 


shall be broken in all rocks of stone of (the) earth. And all the peoples of earth shall go 
away from his shadowing place, and shall forsake him. (And foreigners, and the most cruel 
men of the nations, have cut it down, and have thrown it forth upon the hills. And its branches 
have fallen down in all the great valleys, and its boughs were broken by all the hard rocks of the 
earth. And all the peoples of the earth went away from under its shadow, and deserted it.) 

13 All the volatiles of the air dwelled in the falling of him, and all beasts of the country 
were in the branches of him. (All the birds of the air lived on that fallen tree, and all the beasts 
of the field walked all over its branches.) 

14 Wherefore all the trees of waters shall not be raised [up] in their highness, neither 
shall set their highness among places full of wood(s), and full of boughs, and all trees 
that be moisted of waters shall not stand in the highness of those. For all they be given 
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into death, to the farthest land in the midst of the sons of men, to them that go down 
into the pit. (And so all the trees by the waters shall not be raised up in their highness, nor shall 
set their highness in places full of woods, and full of branches, and all the trees that be watered by 
these waters shall not stand in their highness. For they all be given over unto death, yea, to the 
farthest, or to the last, land in the midst of those, who go down into the pit.) 

15 The Lord God saith these things, In the day when he went down to hells, I brought in 
mourning; I covered him with depth of waters, and I forbade his floods, and I refrained 
many waters. The Lebanon was sorry on him, and all the trees of the field were shaken 
of the sound of his falling. (The Lord God saith these things, On the day when it went down to 
Sheol, I brought in mourning; I covered it with the depths of waters, and I forbade its rivers, and I 
restrained the great waters. Lebanon sorrowed for it, and all the trees of the field were shaken by 
the sound of its falling.) 

16 | moved together heathen men, when I led him down to hell, with them that went 
down into the pit. And all trees of liking, noble trees, and full clear in the Lebanon, all 
that were moisted with waters, were comforted in the lowest land. (I altogether shook the 
heathen, when I led it down to Sheol, with them who went down into the pit. And all the trees 
of Eden, noble trees, and the most beautiful in Lebanon, all that were watered with water, were 
comforted in the lowest land.) 

17 For why also they shall go down with him to hell, to [the] slain men with sword; and 
the arm of each man, shall sit under the shadowing place of him, in the midst of nations. 
(For they shall also go down with it to Sheol, to those killed with the sword; and each person shall 
sit under its shadow, in the midst of the peoples.) 

18 To whom art thou likened, thou noble and high among the trees of liking? Lo! thou 
art led down with the trees of liking to the farthest land. In the midst of uncircumcised 
men thou shalt sleep, with them that be slain by sword. That is Pharaoh, and all the 
multitude of him, saith the Lord God. (To whom art thou likened, O noble and high among 
the trees of Eden? Behold! thou art led down with the trees of Eden to the farthest, (or to the last), 
land. Thou shalt sleep in the midst of the uncircumcised, with those who were killed by the sword. 
This is Pharaoh, and all his multitude, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 32 

1 And it was done in the twelfth year, in the twelfth month, in the first day of the 
month (or on the first day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, take wailing on Pharaoh, king of Egypt, and thou shalt say to him, 
Thou were made like to a lion of heathen men, and to a dragon which is in the sea. And 
thou winnowest with horn in thy floods, and thou disturbedest waters with thy feet, and 
defouledest the floods of those. (Thou, son of man, take up a wailing for Pharaoh, the king of 
Egypt, and thou shalt say to him, Thou were made like a lion of the heathen, and like a dragon 
which is in the sea. And thou winnowest with thy horn in the River, and thou disturbedest the 
waters with thy feet, and hast defiled those rivers.) 

3 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, I shall spread abroad my net [up] on thee 
in the multitude of many peoples, and I shall draw thee out in my net; 

4 and I shall cast forth thee into [the] earth. On the face of the field I shall cast thee 
away, and I shall make all the volatiles of heaven to dwell on thee, and I shall fill of thee 
the beasts of all (the) earth. (and I shall throw thee forth onto the ground. Yea, I shall throw 
thee upon the face of the field, and I shall make all the birds of the heavens, or of the air, to live 
upon thee, and I shall fill all the beasts of the field with thee.) 

5 And I shall give thy fleshes on (the) hills, and I shall fill thy little hills with thy root(s); 

6 and I shall moist the earth with the stink of thy blood on mountains, and valleys shall 
be filled of thee. (and I shall water the earth with the stink of thy blood upon the mountains, 
and the valleys shall be filled with thee.) 
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7 And when thou shalt be quenched, I shall cover (the) heavens, and I shall make black 
the stars thereof; I shall cover the sun witha cloud, and the moon shall not give her light. 

8 | shall make all the light-givers of heaven to mourn on thee, and I shall give 
darknesses on thy land, saith the Lord God; when thy wounded men shall fall down in 
the midst of (the) earth, saith the Lord God. (I shall make all the light-givers of the heavens to 
mourn over thee, and I shall make darknesses upon thy land, saith the Lord God; when thy slain 
shall fall down in the midst of the earth, saith the Lord God.) 

9 And I shall stir to wrath the heart of many peoples, when I shall bring in thy sorrow 
among folks, on lands which thou knowest not. (And I shall stir to anger the heart of many 
peoples, when I shall bring in thy sorrow among the nations, into lands which thou knowest not.) 

10 And I shall make many peoples to wonder on thee, and the kings of them shall 
dread with full great horror, or hideousness, on thee, for all thy wickednesses which 
thou wroughtest, when my sword shall begin to fly on the faces of them. And all men 
shall be astonied suddenly, for their life, in the day of their falling. (And I shall make many 
peoples to have wonder about thee, and their kings shall have fear of thee, with very great horror, 
or terror, for all thy wickednesses which thou hast done, when my sword shall begin to fly in their 
faces. And all the people shall suddenly be astonished, for their own lives, on the day of their 
falling.) 

11 For the Lord God saith these things, The sword of the king of Babylon shall come to 
thee; 

12 in swords of strong men I shall cast down thy multitude, all these folks (that) be not 
able to be overcome, (or with the swords of strong men I shall throw down thy multitude, all 
these people who be not able to be overcome). And they shall waste the pride of Egypt, and 
the multitude thereof shall be destroyed. 

13 And I shall lose all the beasts thereof, that were on full many waters; and the foot 
of a man shall no more trouble those waters, neither the claw of beasts shall trouble 
those. (And I shall destroy all the beasts there, that were by a great many waters; and no more 
shall anyone’s foot trouble thosewaters, nor shall the hoofs of beasts trouble them.) 

14 Then I shall yield the waters of them cleanest, and I shall bring the floods of them 
as oil, saith the Lord God, (Then I shall let their waters settle and become clear, and I shall let 
their rivers run as smooth as oil, saith the Lord God,) 

15 when I shall give desolate the land of Egypt. Forsooth the land shall be forsaken of 
his fullness, when I shall smite all the dwellers thereof; and they shall know, that I am 
the Lord. (when I shall make the land of Egypt desolate. And the land shall be deserted over all 
its fullness, when I shall strike down all of its inhabitants; and they shall know, that Iam the Lord.) 

16 [t is a wailing, and the daughters of heathen men shall bewail him; they shall bewail 
him on Egypt, and they shall bewail him on the multitude thereof, saith the Lord God. 
(It is a wailing, and the daughters of the heathen shall bewail it; they shall bewail it over Egypt, 
and they shall bewail it over its multitude, saith the Lord God.) 

17 And it was done in the twelfth year, in the fifteen day of the month (or on the fifteenth 
day of the month), the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

18 Son of man, sing thou a song of wailing on the multitude of Egypt, and draw thou 
down it the same, and the daughters of strong heathen men, to the last land, with them 
that went down into the pit. (Son of man, sing a song of wailing, thou and the daughters of 
the strong heathen men, for the multitude of Egypt, whom I shall draw down to the last land, with 
those who go down into the pit.) 

19 Inasmuch as thou art fairer, go down, and sleep with uncircumcised men. (And even 
though thou art beautiful, go down, and sleep with the uncircumcised.) 

20 In the midst of slain men they shall fall down by sword (or In the midst of the slain 
they shall fall down by the sword); a sword is given, and they draw it to, and all the peoples 
thereof. 
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21 The mightest of strong men shall speak to him, from the midst of hell, which with 
their helpers went down, and slept uncircumcised, and slain by sword. (The mightest of 
the strong men shall speak to him, from the midst of Sheol, they who went down with their helpers, 
and slept uncircumcised, killed by the sword.) 

22 There is Assur, and all his multitude; the sepulchres of them be in the compass of 
him; all slain men, that fell down by sword, (Saying, There is Asshur, or Assyria, and all her 
multitude; their tombs, or their graves, be all around her; all the slain, who fell down by the sword,) 

23 whose sepulchres be given in the last things of the pit. And the multitude of him is 
made (there) by the compass of his sepulchre; all slain men, and falling down by sword, 
which gave sometime their fearedfulness in the land of living men. (whose tombs, or 
graves, be found in the last things of the pit. And her multitude is buried there all around her tomb, 
or her grave; all the slain, and those fallen by the sword, who spread abroad their fearfulness, or 
their terror, in the land of the living.) 

24 There is Elam, and all the multitude thereof by the compass of his sepulchre; all 
these were slain, and falling down by sword, that went down uncircumcised to the last 
land; which setted their dread in the land of living men, and bare their shame with them 
that go down into the pit. (There is Elam, and all her multitude all around her tomb, or her 
grave; all these were slain, and fallen by the sword, who went down uncircumcised to the last 
land; who spread abroad their terror in the land of the living, and bare their shame with those 
who go down into the pit.) 

25 In the midst of slain men they putted his bed in all the peoples of him; his sepulchre 
is in the compass of him. All these were uncircumcised and slain by sword, for they gave 
dread in the land of living men, and bare their shame with them that go down into the 
pit; they be set in the midst of slain men. (In the midst of the slain they put her bed with 
all her peoples; yea, their tombs, or their graves, be all around her. All these were uncircumcised 
and slain by the sword, for they spread abroad their terror in the land of the living, and bare their 
shame with those who go down into the pit; they be set in the midst of the slain.) 

26 There be Meshech and Tubal, and all the multitude thereof; the sepulchres thereof 
be in the compass thereof. All these men uncircumcised were slain, and falling down by 
sword, for they gave their dread in the land of living men. (There be Meshech and Tubal, 
and all their multitudes; their tombs, or their graves, be all around them. All these uncircumcised 
men were slain, and fallen by the sword, though they once spread abroad their terror in the land 
of the living.) 

27 And they shall not sleep with strong men, and falling down, and uncircumcised, 
that went down into hell with their arms, and putted their swords under their heads. 
And the wickednesses of them were in the bones of them, for they were made the dread 
of strong men in the land of living men. (And they shall not sleep with the strong men, who 
be the fallen of the uncircumcised, who went down into Sheol with their weapons, and put their 
swords under their heads. And their wickednesses were in their bones, though once they were 
made the terror of the strong in the land of the living.) 

28 And thou therefore shalt be defouled in the midst of uncircumcised men, and shalt 
sleep with them that be slain with sword. (And so thou shalt be defiled in the midst of 
uncircumcised men, and shalt sleep with those who be killed with the sword.) 

29 There is Idumea, and the kings thereof, and all dukes thereof, that be given with 
their host, with men slain by sword, and which slept with uncircumcised men, and them 
that went down into the pit. (There is Edom, and her kings, and all her princes, or her leaders, 
who be given with their army, yea, with those who be killed by the sword, and who slept with the 
uncircumcised, and those who went down into the pit.) 

30 There be all princes of the north, and all hunters, that were led forth with slain 
men, that be dreading and shamed in their strength, which slept uncircumcised with 
men slain by sword, and bare their shame with them that went down into the pit. (There 
be all the princes of the north, and all the Sidonians, who were led forth with the slain, who spread 
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abroad their terror, but now be ashamed of their strength, who slept with the uncircumcised killed 
by the sword, and bare their shame with those who went down into the pit.) 

31 Pharaoh saw them, and was comforted on all his multitude that was slain by sword. 
And Pharaoh and all his host, saith the Lord God, bare their shame with them that went 
down into the pit; (Pharaoh shall see them, and shall be comforted for all his multitude who 
were killed by the sword. And Pharaoh and all his army shall bear their shame with those who go 
down into the pit, saith the Lord God;) 

32 for he gave his dread in the land of living men. And Pharaoh and all his multitude 
slept in the midst of uncircumcised men, with men slain by sword, saith the Lord God. 
(though he spread abroad his terror in the land of the living. And Pharaoh and all his multitude 
shall sleep in the midst of the uncircumcised, with those killed by the sword, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 33 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, speak to the sons of thy people, and thou shalt say to them, A land 
when I bring in a sword on it, and the people of the land take one man of his last men, 
and maketh him a beholder, either espyer, on him, (Thou, son of man, speak to the sons of 
thy people, and thou shalt say to them, When I bring in a sword against a land, and if the people 
of that land take one man of their last men, and maketh him a watchman, or a lookout, for them,) 

3 and (when) he seeth a sword coming on the land, and soundeth with a clarion (or and 
bloweth a trumpet), and telleth to the people, 

4 forsooth a man that heareth, whoever he is, the sound of the clarion, and keepeth 
not himself, and the sword cometh, and taketh him away, the blood of him shall be on 
the head of him. (if anyone, whoever he is, heareth the sound of the trumpet, and keepeth not 
himself safe, or taketh no heed, and the sword cometh, and taketh him away, his blood shall be 
upon his own head.) 

5 He heard the sound of the clarion, and kept not himself, his blood shall be in him; 
forsooth if he keepeth himself, he shall save his life. (He heard the sound of the trumpet, 
and did not keep himself safe, or did not take heed, and so his blood shall be upon him; but if he 
keepeth himself safe, or taketh heed, he shall save his own life.) 

6 That if the beholder, or the espyer, seeth a sword coming, and soundeth not with a 
clarion, and the people keepeth not himself, and the sword cometh, and taketh away a 
man of them, soothly he is taken in his wickedness; but I shall seek the blood of him of 
the hand of the espyer. (But ifthe watchman, or the lookout, seeth a sword coming, and bloweth 
not the trumpet, and the people do not keep themselves safe, or do not take heed, and the sword 
cometh, and taketh away some of them, they shall be caught in their own wickedness; but I shall 
seek payment for their blood at the hand of the lookout.) 

7 And thou, son of man, I gave thee (as) an espyer, to the house of Israel; therefore 
thou shalt hear of my mouth a word, and shalt tell to them of me. (And thou, son of man, 
I have made thee a lookout, or a watchman, for the house of Israel; and so thou shalt hear a word 
from my mouth, and shalt tell it to them for me.) 

8 If when I say to the wicked man, Thou, wicked man, shalt die by death, (and) thou 
speakest not, that the wicked man keep himself from his way, that wicked man shall die 
in his wickedness, but I shall seek his blood of thine hand. (If when I say to a wicked person, 
Thou, wicked person, shalt die, and thou speakest not, so that that wicked person keep himself 
from his evil ways, that wicked person shall die in his wickedness, but I shall seek payment for his 
blood at thy hand, or from thee.) 

° Forsooth if when thou tellest to the wicked man, that he be converted from his ways, 
(and) he is not converted from his way(s), he shall die in his wickedness; certainly thou 
hast delivered thy soul. (But if thou tellest to that wicked person, so that he be converted from 
his evil ways, and he is not converted from his evil ways, then he shall die in his wickedness; but 
thou hast delivered thy own soul.) 
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10 Therefore thou, son of man, say to the house of Israel, Thus ye spake, saying, Our 
wickednesses and our sins be [up] on us, and we fail in those; how therefore may we live? 

11 say thou to them, I live, saith the Lord God, I desire not the death of the wicked man, 
but that the wicked man be converted from his way(s), and live; be ye converted from 
your worst ways, and why shall ye die, the house of Israel? (say thou to them, As I live, saith 
the Lord God, I do not desire the death of the wicked, but that the wicked person be turned from 
his evil ways, and live; yea, be ye turned from your evil ways, and then why should ye die, ye house 
of Israel?) 

12 Therefore thou, son of man, say to the sons of thy people, The rightfulness of a 
rightful man shall not deliver him, in whatever day he doeth sin; and the wickedness of 
a wicked man shall not harm him, in whatever day he is converted from his wickedness; 
and a just man shall not be able to live in his rightfulness, in whatever day he doeth sin. 
(And so thou, son of man, say to thy people, The righteousness of a righteous person shall not save 
him, on whatever day he doeth sin; and the wickedness of a wicked person shall not harm him, 
on whatever day he is converted from his wickedness; and a good person shall not be able to live 
because of his past righteousness, on whatever day he doeth sin.) 

13 Also if I say to a just man, that he shall live by life, and he trusteth in his rightfulness, 
and doeth wickedness, all his rightfulnesses shall be given to forgetting, and in his 
wickedness which he wrought, in that he shall die. (And if1 say to a good person, that he shall 
live, and he trusteth in his own righteousness, and doeth wickedness, then all his righteousnesses 
shall be given to forgetting, and he shall die in his wickedness, which he himself did.) 

14 Forsooth if I say to the wicked man, Thou shalt die by death, and he doeth penance 
for his sin, and doeth doom and rightfulness, (And if I say to the wicked person, Thou shalt 
die, and he doeth penance for his sin, and doeth justice and righteousness,) 

15 and if that wicked man restoreth a wed, and yieldeth raven, and goeth in the 
commandments of life, and doeth not any unjust thing, he shall live by life, and shall 
not die. (and if that wicked person restoreth a pledge, and giveth back what he hath stolen, and 
goeth in the commandments of life, and doeth not any unjust thing, then he shall live, and shall 
not die.) 

16 All his sins which he sinned, shall not be areckoned to him; he did doom and 
rightfulness, he shall live by life, (or he did justice and righteousness, and he shall live). 

17 And the sons of thy people said, The way of the Lord is not of even weight, [or (of) 
even charge]; and the way of them is unjust. (And thy people said, The way of the Lord is not 
equal, or not fair; but it is their way that is unjust, or unfair.) 

18 For when a just man goeth away from his rightfulness, and doeth wickednesses, he 
shall die in those; (For when a just, or a righteous, person goeth away from his righteousness, 
and doeth wickednesses, he shall die in them;) 

19 and when a wicked man goeth away from his wickedness, and doeth doom and 
rightfulness, he shall live in those. (but if a wicked person goeth away from his wickedness, 
and doeth justice and righteousness, he shall live in them.) 

20 And ye say, The way of the Lord is not rightful. I shall deem each man by his ways 
of you, the house of Israel. (And so ye say, The way of the Lord is not right, or not fair. But I 
shall judge every one of you after your own ways, ye house of Israel.) 

21 And it was done in the twelfth year, in the tenth month, in the fifth day of the 
month of our passing over, he that fled from Jerusalem came to me, and said, The city is 
destroyed. (And it was done in the twelfth year, in the tenth month, on the fifth day of the month 
of our exile, or of our captivity, one who had fled from Jerusalem came to me, and said, The city is 
destroyed.) 


22 Forsooth the hand of the Lord was made to me in the eventide, before that he came 
that fled; and he opened my mouth, till he came to me early; and when my mouth was 


opened, I was no more still. (And the hand of the Lord was made upon me in the evening, before 
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that he who had fled had come; and the Lord opened my mouth, until he who had fled came to me 
early in the morning; and when my mouth was opened, I was silent no more.) 

23 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

24 Thou, son of man, they that dwell in these ruinous things, either ready to fall down, 
on the earth of Israel, say, speaking, Abraham was one, and by heritage he had the land 
in possession; forsooth we be many, (and) the land is given to us into possession. (Thou, 
son of man, they who live in these ruined places, or in places ready to fall down, in the land of 
Israel, speak, saying, Abraham was but one, and he had the land in possession; and we be many, 
and the land is given to us by inheritance for a possession.) 

25 Therefore thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things, Whether ye that 
eat in blood, and raise your eyes to your uncleannesses, and shed blood, shall have in 
possession the land by heritage? (And so thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these 
things, Shall ye who eat things with blood, and raise up your eyes to your idols, and shed blood, 
have the land in possession by inheritance?) 

26 Ye stood in your swords, ye did your abominations, and each man defouled the wife 
of his neighbour; and shall ye wield the land by heritage? (Ye trusted in your swords, ye 
did your abominations, and every man defiled his neighbour’s wife; and so shall ye get the land 
by inheritance?) 

27 Thou shalt say these things to them, Thus saith the Lord God, I live, for they that 
dwell in ruinous things, either ready to fall down, shall fall down by sword, and he that 
is in the field, shall be given to beasts to be devoured; but they that be in strongholds 
and in dens, shall die by pestilence. (Thou shalt say these things to them, Thus saith the Lord 
God, As I live, for they who live in ruined places, or in places ready to fall down, shall fall by the 
sword, and he who is in the field, shall be given to the beasts to be devoured; and they who be in 
strongholds and in dens, shall die by pestilence.) 

28 And I shall give the land into wilderness, and into desert, and the pride and the 
strength thereof shall fail; and the hills of Israel shall be made desolate, for none is that 
shall pass by those. (And I shall make the land into a wilderness, and into a desert, and its pride 
and its strength shall fail; and the hills of Israel shall be made desolate, and no one shall travel 
over them.) 

29 And they shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall give their land desolate and 
desert (or when I shall make their land a desolate wilderness), for all their abominations which 
they wrought. 

30 And thou, son of man, the sons of thy people that speak of thee beside walls, and in 
the doors of houses, and say, one to another, a man to his neighbour, and speak, Come ye, 
and hear we, what is the word going out from the Lord; (And thou, son of man, thy people 
who speak of thee beside the walls, and in the doors of houses, and speak one to another, yea, a 
person to his neighbour, and say, Come ye, and hear we, what is the word going out from the Lord;) 

31 and they come to thee, as if my people entereth, and my people sit before thee, and 
they hear thy words, and do not those; for they turn those into the song of their mouth, 
and their heart followeth their avarice; (and my people come to thee, like any people entereth, 
and they sit before thee, and they hear thy words, but they do not do them; they turn them into 
the song of their mouths, but their hearts follow after their greed;) 

32 and it is to them as a song of music, which is sung by soft and sweet sound; and they 
hear thy words, and they do not those; (and it is to them like a song of music, which is sung 
with a soft and sweet sound; and they hear thy words, but they do not do them;) 

33 and when that that was before-said cometh, for lo! it cometh, then they shall know, 
that a prophet was among them. (and when what was foretold cometh, for behold! it shall 
come, then they shall know, that a prophet was among them.) 


CHAPTER 34 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 
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2 Son of man, prophesy thou of the shepherds of Israel, prophesy thou; and thou 
shalt say to the shepherds, The Lord God saith these things, Woe to the shepherds of 
Israel, that fed himself [or that fed themselves]; whether flocks be not fed of shepherds? 
(Son of man, prophesy thou against the shepherds of Israel, prophesy thou; and thou shalt say 
to the shepherds, The Lord God saith these things, Woe to the shepherds of Israel, who only feed 
themselves; should not the shepherds feed the flock?) 

3 Ye ate [the] milk, and were covered with [the] wools, and ye killed that that was fat 
(or and ye killed what was fat); but ye fed not my flock. 

4 Ye made not firm that that was unsteadfast, and ye made not whole that that was 
sick; ye bound not (up) that that was broken, and ye brought not again that that was cast 
away, and ye sought not that that perished; but ye commanded to them with sternness, 
and with power. 

5 And my sheep were scattered, for no shepherd was; and they were made into 
devouring of all beasts of the field, and they were scattered. (And my sheep were scattered, 
for there was no shepherd; and they were made into food for all the beasts of the field, and they 
were scattered.) 

6 My flocks erred in all mountains, and in each high hill, and my flocks were scattered 
on all the face of earth, and none was that sought. (My flock wandered on all the mountains, 
and on each high hill, yea, my flock was scattered over all the face of the earth, and there was no 
one who sought them.) 

7 Therefore, shepherds, hear ye the word of the Lord; 

8 | live, saith the Lord God, for why for that that my flocks be made into raven, and 
my sheep into devouring of all beasts of the field, for that that no shepherd was, for 
the shepherds sought not my flock(s), but the shepherds fed themselves, and fed not my 
flocks; (As I live, saith the Lord God, because my flock was made into spoils, and my sheep into 
food for all the beasts of the field, because there was no shepherd, for the shepherds sought not my 
flock, but the shepherds fed only themselves, and fed not my flock;) 

9 therefore, shepherds, hear ye the word of the Lord, 

10 The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I myself am over [the] shepherds; I shall seek 
my flock of the hand of them, and I shall make them to cease, that they feed no more 
my flock, and that the shepherds feed no more themselves. And I shall deliver my flock 
from the mouth of them, and it shall no more be into meat to them. (The Lord God saith 
these things, Behold! I (am) against the shepherds; I shall take my flock out of their hands, and 
I shall make them cease, that they do not feed my flock, but that these shepherds only feed only 
themselves. And I shall rescue my flock from their mouths, and they shall no more be their food.) 

11 For the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I myself shall seek (out) my sheep, and I 
shall visit them (or and I shall search for them). 

12 As a shepherd visiteth his flock, in the day when he is in the midst of his sheep that 
be scattered, so I shall visit my sheep; and I shall deliver them from all places in which 
they were scattered, in the day of cloud, and of darkness. (Like a shepherd searcheth for 
his flock, on the day when he is in the midst of his sheep that be scattered, so I shall search for 
my sheep; and I shall rescue them from all the places in which they were scattered, on the day of 
cloud, and of darkness.) 

13 And I shall lead them out of peoples, and I shall gather them from lands, and I shall 
bring them into their land, and I shall feed them in the hills of Israel, in rivers, and in all 
seats of earth. (And I shall lead them out from the nations, and I shall gather them from other 
lands, and I shall bring them back to their own land, and I shall feed them on the hills of Israel, by 
the rivers, and on all the green fields.) 

14 | shall feed them in most plenteous pastures, and the pastures of them shall be in 
the high hills of Israel; there they shall rest in green herbs, and in fat pastures they shall 
be fed on the hills of Israel. (I shall feed them in most plentiful pastures, and their pastures shall 
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be on the high hills of Israel; they shall rest there on green grass, and they shall feed in plentiful 
pastures, on the hills of Israel.) 

15 | shall feed my sheep, and I shall make them to lie (down, or to rest), saith the Lord 
God. 

16 | shall seek that that perished, and I shall bring again that that was cast away; and 
I shall bind (up) that that was broken, and I shall make strong that that was sick; and I 
shall keep that that is fat and strong; and I shall feed them in doom (or and I shall feed 
them with justice); 

17 forsooth ye be my flocks. The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I deem betwixt beast 
and beast, and a wether and a buck of goats. (for ye be my flock. The Lord God saith these 
things, Behold! I judge between beast and beast, and a ram and a goat buck.) 

18 Whether it was not enough to you to devour good pastures? Furthermore and ye 
defouled with your feet the remnants of your pastures, and when ye drank clearest water, 
ye disturbed the residue with your feet. (Was it not enough for some of you to devour the good 
pastures? But furthermore, ye defiled the remnants of your pastures with your feet, and after that 
ye drank of the clearest water, then ye disturbed the residue with your feet.) 

19 And my sheep were fed with these things that were defouled with your feet; and 
they drank these things, that your feet had troubled. 

20 Therefore the Lord God saith these things to you, Lo! I myself deem betwixt a fat 
beast and a lean beast. 

21 For that that ye hurled with (your) sides, and shoulders, and winnowed with your 
horns all sick beasts (or and winnowed all the sick, or all the weak, beasts with your horns), till 
those were scattered withoutforth, 

22 T shall save my flock, and it shall no more be into raven. And I shall deem betwixt 
beast and beast; (I shall save my flock, and they shall no more be spoils. And I shall judge between 
beast and beast) 

23 and I shall raise on those one shepherd, my servant David, that shall feed those; 
he shall feed them, and he shall be a shepherd to them. (and I shall raise upon them one 
shepherd, my servant David, who shall feed them; yea, he shall feed them, and he shall be their 
shepherd.) 

24 Forsooth I the Lord shall be into God to them, and my servant David shall be prince 
in the midst of them; I the Lord spake. (And I the Lord shall be their God, and my servant 
David shall be their leader in their midst; I the Lord spoke.) 

25 And I shall make with them a covenant of peace, and I shall make [the] worst beasts 
to cease from [the] earth; and they that dwell in desert, shall sleep secure in forests. (And 
I shall make a covenant of peace with them, and I shall make evil, or wild, beasts to cease to exist 
in the land; and then my sheep shall live with security in the field, and shall sleep with peace in 
the forests.) 

26 And I shall set them [a] blessing in the compass of my little hill, and I shall lead 
down rain in his time. And rains of blessing shall be, (And I shall place them all around my 
little hill for a blessing, and I shall lead down rain in its time. Yea, there shall be blessed rains, or 
Yea, there shall be rains of blessing,) 

27 and the tree of the field shall give his fruit, and the earth shall give his seed. And 
they shall be in their land without dread; and they shall know, that I am the Lord, when 
I shall all-break the chains of their yoke, and shall deliver them from the hand of them 
that command to them. (and the tree of the field shall give its fruit, and the earth shall give its 
seed. And they shall live in their land without any fear; and they shall know, that I am the Lord, 
when I shall all-break the chains of their yoke, and shall rescue them from the hands, or from the 
power, of those who commanded to them.) 

28 And they shall no more be into raven into heathen men, neither the beasts of [the] 
earth shall devour them, but they shall dwell trustily without any dread. (And they shall 
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no more be spoils for the heathen, nor shall the beasts of the field devour them, but they shall live 
with trust, and without any fear.) 

29 And I shall raise to them a just burgeoning named; and they shall no more be made 
less for hunger in earth, and they shall no more bear the shame of heathen men. (And I 
shall raise up for them a burgeoning justly named; and they shall no more be made less because 
of famine in the land, and they shall no more bear the shame of the heathen.) 

30 And they shall know, that I am their Lord God with them, and they be my people, 
the house of Israel, saith the Lord God. (And they shall know that I, the Lord their God, am 
with them, and that they, the house of Israel, be my people, saith the Lord God.) 

31 Forsooth ye my flocks be men, the flocks of my pasture; and I am your Lord God, 
saith the Lord God. (For ye people be my flock, the flock of my pasture; and I am the Lord your 
God, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 35 

1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, set thy face against the hill of Seir; and thou shalt prophesy to it, 
(Thou, son of man, set thy face toward the hill country of Seir; and thou shalt prophesy against it,) 

3 and shalt say to it, The Lord God saith these things, Thou hill of Seir, lo! I to thee; I 
shall stretch forth mine hand on thee, and I shall give thee desolate and forsaken. (and 
shalt say to it, The Lord God saith these things, Thou hill country of Seir, behold! I am against thee; 
I shall stretch forth my hand upon thee, and I shall make thee into a desolate wilderness.) 

41 shall destroy thy cities, and thou shalt be forsaken; and thou shalt know, that I am 
the Lord. 

5 For thou were an enemy everlasting, and closedest together the sons of Israel into 


the hands of sword, in the time of their torment, in the time of the last wickedness; (For 
thou were an everlasting enemy, and hast altogether enclosed the Israelites in the hands of the 


sword, in the time of their torment, at the time of the last wickedness;) 

6 therefore (as) I live, saith the Lord God, for I shall give thee to blood, and blood shall 
pursue thee; and sith (or since) thou hatedest (not) blood, blood shall pursue thee. 

7 And I shall give the hill of Seir desolate and forsaken (or And I shall make the hill country 
of Seir a desolate wilderness), and I shall take away from it a goer and a comer-again; 

8 and I shall fill the hills thereof with the carrions of their slain men. Men slain by 
sword shall fall down in thy little hills, and in thy valleys, and in thy strands. (and I shall 
fill its hills with the bodies of their slain. People killed by the sword shall fall down in thy little 
hills, and in thy valleys, and by thy streams.) 

91 shall give thee into everlasting wildernesses, and thy cities shall not be inhabited, 
(or I shall make thee into everlasting wildernesses, and thy cities shall not be inhabited); and ye 
shall know, that Iam the Lord God. 

10 For thou saidest, Two folks and two lands shall be mine, and I shall wield those by 
heritage, when the Lord was there; (For thou saidest, Those two nations and two lands shall 
be mine, and I shall possess them by inheritance, even though the Lord was there;) 

11 therefore I live, saith the Lord God, for I shall do by thy wrath, and by thine envy, 
which thou didest, hating them (my people), and I shall be made known by them, when 
I shall deem thee; (and so as I live, saith the Lord God, I shall do by thy anger, and by thy envy, 
which thou didest, in hating my people, and I shall be known by them, when I shall judge thee;) 

12 and (then) thou shalt know, that I am the Lord. I heard all thy shames, which thou 
spakest of the hills of Israel, (or I heard all thy shameful words, which thou spokest against the 
hills of Israel), and saidest, The hills of Israel be forsaken, and be given to us, for to devour. 

13 And ye have risen on me with your mouth, and ye have depraved, [or spoken evil], 
against me; I heard your words. (And ye have risen against me with your mouth, and ye have 
spoken evil against me; I heard your words.) 
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14 The Lord God saith these things, While all the land is glad, I shall turn thee into (a) 
wilderness. 

15 As thou haddest joy on the heritage of the house of Israel, for it was destroyed, so I 
shall do to thee; the hill of Seir shall be destroyed, and all Idumea; and they shall know, 
that I am the Lord. (Like thou haddest joy over the inheritance of the house of Israel, for it was 
destroyed, so I shall do to thee; the hill country of Seir shall be destroyed, and all of Edom; and they 
shall know, that I am the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 36 

1 Forsooth thou, son of man, prophesy on the hills of Israel, (or And thou, son of man, 
prophesy to the hills of Israel); and thou shalt say, Hills of Israel, hear ye the word of the 
Lord. 

2 The Lord God saith these things, For that that the enemy said of you, Well! 
everlasting highnesses be given to us into heritage; (The Lord God saith these things, Because 
the enemy hath said to you, Well! the everlasting highlands shall be given to us for an inheritance;) 

3 therefore prophesy thou, and say, The Lord God saith these things, For that that ye 
be made desolate, and defouled by compass, and be made into heritage to other folks, 
and ye ascended on the lip of tongue, and on the shame of people; (and so prophesy thou, 
and say, The Lord God saith these things, Because ye be made desolate, and defiled all around, and 
be made into an inheritance to other nations, and ye ascended on the lip of the tongue, and be 
made a shame to the people;) 

4 therefore, hills of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord God. The Lord God saith these 
things to the mountains, and little hills, to strands, and to valleys, and to pieces of walls 
left, and to cities forsaken, that be made bare of peoples, and be scorned of other folks 
by compass. (and so, hills of Israel, hear ye the word of the Lord God. The Lord God saith these 
things to the mountains, and to the little hills, to the streams, and to the valleys, and to the pieces 
of walls that be left standing, and to the deserted cities, that be made empty of people, and be 
mocked by the other nations all around them;) 

5 therefore the Lord God saith these things, For in the fire of my fervor I spake of other 
folks, and of all Idumea, that gave my land into heritage to themselves with joy and all 
[the] heart, and of intent, and casted out it, to destroy it; (and so the Lord God saith these 
things, For in the fire of my jealousy I spoke against the other nations, and against all of Edom, 
who made my land into an inheritance for themselves, with all the joy of their hearts, and with 
the intent to cast it out, and to destroy it;) 

6 therefore prophesy thou on the earth of Israel, and thou shalt say to mountains, and 
little hills, to the highness of hills, and to valleys, The Lord God saith these things, For 
that that ye be desolate, lo! I spake in my fervor and in my strong vengeance. For that 
that ye suffered (the) shame of heathen men; (and so prophesy thou about the land of Israel, 
and thou shalt say to the mountains, and to the little hills, to the highness of the hills, and to the 
valleys, The Lord God saith these things, For that ye be desolate, behold! I spoke in my jealousy 
and in my strong vengeance. Because ye have suffered the shame of the heathen;) 

7 therefore the Lord God saith these things, Lo! I raised mine hand against heathen 
men, that be in your compass, that they bear their shame. (and so the Lord God saith these 
things, Behold! I raised up my hand against the heathen, who be all around thee, so that they bear 
their shame.) 

8 Forsooth, ye hills of Israel, bring forth your branches, and bring ye fruit to my people 
Israel; for it is nigh that it come. 

9 For lo! I to you, (or For behold! I am for you), and I shall turn to you, and ye shall be 
eared, and shall take seed. 

10 And in you I shall multiply men, and all the house of Israel; and cities shall be 
inhabited, and ruinous things shall be repaired. (And I shall multiply people in you, in all the 
house of Israel; and cities shall be inhabited, and the ruined places shall be repaired.) 
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11 And I shall fill you with men and beasts, and they shall be multiplied, and shall 
increase; and I shall make you to dwell as at the beginning, and I shall reward (you) with 
more goods than ye had at the beginning; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord. (And I 
shall fill you with people and beasts, and they shall be multiplied, and shall increase; and I shall 
make you to live like at the beginning, and I shall reward you with more good things than ye had 
at the beginning; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

12 And I shall bring men on you, my people Israel, and by heritage they shall wield 
thee, and thou shalt be to them into heritage; and thou shalt no more lay to, that thou 
be without them. (And I shall bring back your people, yea, my people Israel, and by inheritance 
they shall possess thee, and thou shalt be their inheritance; and thou shalt no more be without 
them.) 

13 The Lord God saith these things, For that that they say of you (or Because they say 
about you), Thou art a devouress of men, and stranglest thy folk; 

14 therefore thou shalt no more eat men, and thou shalt no more slay thy folk, saith 
the Lord God. (and so thou shalt no more eat the people, and thou shalt no more kill thy nation, 
saith the Lord God.) 


15 And I shall no more make heard in thee the shame of heathen men, and thou shalt 
no more bear the shame of peoples, and thou shalt no more lose thy folk, saith the Lord 


God. (And I shall no more make heard in thee the shame of the heathen, and thou shalt no more 
bear the shame of the nations, and thou shalt no more destroy thy people, saith the Lord God.) 

16 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

17 Thou, son of man, the house of Israel dwelled in their land, and they defouled it 
in their ways, and in their studies; by the uncleanness of a woman in rotten blood the 
way of them is made before me. (Thou, son of man, when the house of Israel lived in their own 
land, they defiled it with their ways, and with their deeds; their ways were made before me like 
the uncleanness of a woman in her rotten blood.) 

18 And I shedded out mine indignation on them, for [the] blood which they shedded 
on the land, and in their idols they defouled it. (And I poured out my indignation upon them, 
for the blood which they poured out upon the land, and for their idols with which they defiled it.) 

19 And I scattered them among heathen men, and they were winnowed into lands; I 
deemed them by the ways and findings of them. (And I scattered them among the heathen, 
and they were winnowed into other lands; I judged them for their ways and their deeds.) 

20 And they entered to heathen men, to which they entered, and defouled mine holy 
name, when it was said to them, This is the people of the Lord, and they went out of the 
land of him. (And when they entered to the heathen, to whomever they entered, they defiled my 
holy name, for it was said of them, This is the people of the Lord, and they have gone out of his 
land.) 

21 And I spared (them for the sake of) mine holy name, which the house of Israel had 
defouled among heathen men, to which they entered. (And I spared them for the sake of my 
holy name, which the house of Israel had defiled among the heathen, to whom they had entered.) 

22 Therefore thou shalt say to the house of Israel, The Lord God saith these things, 
O! ye house of Israel, not for you I shall do, but for mine holy name, which ye defouled 
among heathen men, to which ye entered. (And so thou shalt say to the house of Israel, The 
Lord God saith these things, O ye house of Israel! I shall not do this for you, but for the sake of my 
holy name, which ye defiled among the heathen, to whom ye had entered.) 

23 And I shall hallow my great name, which is defouled among heathen men, which ye 
defouled in the midst of them; that heathen men know, that Iam the Lord, saith the Lord 
of hosts, when I shall be hallowed in you before them. (And I shall consecrate my great name, 
which is defiled among the heathen, which ye defiled in their midst; so that the heathen know, that 
Iam the Lord, saith the Lord of hosts, when I shall be hallowed, or shall be shown holy, through 
you before them.) 
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24 For I shall take away you from heathen men (or For I shall take you away from the 
heathen), and I shall gather you from all (the) lands, and I shall bring you (back) into your 
(own) land. 

25 And I shall pour out clean water [up] on you, and ye shall be cleansed from all your 
filths; and I shall cleanse you from all your idols. 

26 And I shall give to you a new heart, and I shall set a new spirit in the midst of you; 
and I shall do away an heart of stone from your flesh, and I shall give to you an heart of 
flesh, 

27 and I shall set my spirit in(to) the midst of you. And I shall make that ye go in my 
commandments, and [that ye] keep and work my dooms (or and that ye keep and obey my 
laws). 

28 And ye shall dwell in the land, which I gave to your fathers; and ye shall be into a 
people to me, and I shall be into God to you. (And ye shall live in the land, which I gave to 
your fathers; and ye shall be my people, and I shall be your God.) 

29 And I shall save you from all your filths; and I shall call (for) wheat (or and I shall call 
for the corn), and I shall multiply it, and I shall not put hunger on you. 

30 And I shall multiply the fruit of (the) tree, and the seeds of the field, that ye bear no 
more the shame of hunger among heathen men (or so that ye no more bear the shame, or 
the reproach, of famine among the heathen). 


31 And ye shall have mind on your worst ways, and on studies not good, (or And ye shall 
remember your worst ways, and your deeds that were not good); and your wickednesses, and 
your great trespasses, shall displease you. 

32 Not for you I shall do (this), saith the Lord God, be it known to you; O! the house of 
Israel, be ye shamed, and be ashamed on your ways. (I shall not do this for your sakes, saith 
the Lord God, be it known to you; O the house of Israel! be ye shamed, and be ye ashamed of all 
your ways.) 

33 The Lord God saith these things, In the day in which I shall cleanse you from all your 
wickednesses, and I shall make cities to be inhabited (again), and I shall repair ruinous 
things, (The Lord God saith these things, On the day in which I shall cleanse you from all your 
wickednesses, and I shall make the cities to be inhabited again, and I shall repair the ruined places,) 

34 and the desert land shall be tilled, that was sometime desolate (or that sometime was 
desolate), before the eyes of each waygoer, 

35 they shall say, That land untilled is made as a garden of liking, and cities (that) 
forsaken and destitute and undermined sat, (now be) made strong; (they shall say, That 
untilled land is made like the Garden of Eden, and the cities that sat deserted and destitute and 
undermined, now be made strong;) 

36 and heathen men, which ever be left in your compass, shall know, that I the Lord 
have builded [the] destroyed things, and I have planted untilled things; I the Lord spake, 
and | did (it). (and the heathen, whomever be left all around you, shall know, that I the Lord have 
rebuilt the destroyed places, and I have planted the untilled land; I the Lord spoke, and I shall do 
it.) 

37 The Lord God saith these things, Yet in this thing the house of Israel shall find me, 
that I do to them; I shall multiply them as the flock of men, (The Lord God saith these things, 
Yet again the house of Israel shall ask me, that I act for them; and I shall multiply them into a flock 
of people,) 

38 as an holy flock, as the flock of Jerusalem in the solemnities thereof, so the cities 
that be forsaken shall be full of the flocks of men; and they shall know, that Iam the Lord. 
(like a holy flock, yea, like the flock in Jerusalem at its feasts, so that the cities that be deserted shall 
again be full of flocks of people; and they shall know, that I am the Lord.) 
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CHAPTER 37 

1 The hand of the Lord was made on me, and led me out in the spirit of the Lord; and 
he let go me in the midst of a field that was full of bones; (The hand of the Lord was made 
upon me, and led me out in the spirit of the Lord; and he let me go in the midst of a field that was 
full of bones;) 

2 and he led me about by them in compass. Forsooth those were full many on the face 
of the field, and dry greatly. (and he led me about all around them. And they were a great many 
on the face of the field, and they were all dried up.) 


3 And he said to me, Guessest thou, son of man, whether these bones shall live? And I 
said, Lord God, thou knowest. 


4 And he said to me, Prophesy thou of these bones, (or Prophesy thou over these bones, or 
Prophesy thou to these bones); and thou shalt say to them, Ye dry bones, hear the word of 
the Lord. 

5 The Lord God saith these things to these bones, Lo! I shall send into you a spirit, and 


ye shall live. (The Lord God saith these things to these bones, Behold! I shall send breath into 
you, and ye shall live.) 

6 And I shall give sinews on you, and I shall make fleshes to wax on you, and I shall 
stretch forth above skin in you, and I shall give a spirit to you, and ye shall live; and ye 
shall know, that I am the Lord. (And I shall make sinews upon you, and I shall make flesh to 
grow upon you, and I shall stretch forth skin over you, and I shall give breath to you, and ye shall 
live; and ye shall know, that I am the Lord.) 

7 And I prophesied, as he commanded to me; forsooth a sound was made, while I 
prophesied, and lo! a stirring together, and bones came to bones, each to his jointure 
(or each one to its joint, or to its joining). 

8 And I saw, and lo! sinews and fleshes waxed upon those, and skin was stretched forth 
above in them, and those had no spirit. (And I saw, and behold! sinews and flesh grew upon 
them, and skin was stretched forth over them, but they had no breath.) 

9 And he said to me, Prophesy thou to the spirit, prophesy thou, son of man; and thou 
shalt say to the spirit, The Lord God saith these things, Come, thou spirit, from four 
winds, and blow thou on these slain men, and live they again. (And he said to me, Prophesy 
thou to the wind, prophesy thou, son of man; and thou shalt say to the wind, The Lord God saith 
these things, Come, thou wind, from the four winds, and breathe thou into these slain, so that they 
can live again.) 

10 And I prophesied, as he commanded to me; and the spirit entered into those bones, 
and they lived, and stood on their feet, a full great host. (And I prophesied, as he commanded 
me; and breath entered into those bones, and they lived, and stood upon their feet, yea, a very great 
army.) 

11 And the Lord said to me, Thou, son of man, all these bones is the house of Israel; 
they say, Our bones dried, and our hope perished, and we be cut away. (And the Lord said 
to me, Thou, son of man, all these bones be the house of Israel; behold! they say, Our bones have 
dried up, and our hope hath perished, and we be cut off.) 

12 Therefore prophesy thou, and thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these 
things, Lo! I shall open your graves, and I shall lead you out of your sepulchres, my 
people, (or and I shall lead you out of your tombs, or out your graves, my people), and I shall 
lead you into your land [of] Israel. 

13 And ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall open your sepulchres, and shall 
lead you out of your burials, my people; (And ye shall know, that I am the Lord, when I shall 
open up your tombs, and shall lead you out of your graves, my people;) 

14 and I shall give my spirit in you, and ye shall live. And I shall make you for to rest 
on your land; and ye shall know, that I the Lord spake, and did, saith the Lord God. (and 
I shall put my breath in you, and ye shall live. And I shall make you to rest in your own land; and 
ye shall know, that I the Lord spoke, and did it, saith the Lord God.) 
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15 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

16 And thou, son of man, take to thee one stick, and write thou on it, To Judah, and to 
the sons of Israel, and to his fellows. And take thou another stick, and write on it, Joseph, 
the stick of Ephraim, and of all the house of Israel, and of his fellows. (And thou, son of 
man, get thyself a stick, and write thou on it, For Judah, and for the Israelites, his fellow citizens. 
And get thou another stick, and write on it, Joseph, the stick of Ephraim, and for all the house of 
Israel, his fellow citizens.) 

17 And join thou those sticks one to the tother into one stick to thee; and those shall 
be into onement in thine hand. (And join thou up those two sticks one to the other, to become 
one stick for thee; yea, they shall become one stick in thy hand.) 

18 Soothly when the sons of thy people that speak, shall say to thee, Whether thou 
showest not to us, what thou wilt to thee in these things? (And when thy people shall speak 
to thee, and say, Showest thou not to us, what thou meanest by these things?) 

19 thou shalt speak to them, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall take the stick 
of Joseph, which is in the hand of Ephraim, and the lineages of Israel, that be joined to 
him, and I shall give them together with the stick of Judah; and I shall make them into 
one stick, and they shall be one in the hand of him. (thou shalt say to them, The Lord God 
saith these things, Behold! I shall take the stick of Joseph, which is in the hand of Ephraim, and 
the tribes of Israel, that be joined to him, and I shall put it together with the stick of Judah; and I 
shall make them into one stick, and they shall become one (stick) in my hand.) 

20 Soothly the sticks on which thou hast written, shall be in thine hand before the eyes 
of them. (And the sticks on which thou hast written, shall be in thy hand before their eyes.) 

21 And thou shalt say to them, The Lord God saith these things, Lo! I shall take the 
sons of Israel from the midst of nations, to which they went forth, (or Behold! I shall take 
the Israelites from the midst of the nations, to which they went forth); and I shall gather them 
together on each side. And I shall bring them (back) to their (own) land, 

22 and I shall make them one folk in the land, in the hills of Israel, and one king shall 
be commanding to all; and they shall no more be two folks, and they shall no more be 
parted into two realms. (and I shall make them one nation in the land, on the hills of Israel, 
and one king shall be commanding to all; and they shall no more be two nations, and they shall no 
more be divided into two kingdoms.) 

23 And they shall no more be defouled in their idols, and their abominations, and in 
all their wickednesses. And I shall make them safe from all their seats, in which they 
sinned, and I shall cleanse them; and they shall be a people to me, and I shall be God to 
them. (And they shall no more be defiled with their idols, and their abominations, and with all 
their wickednesses. And I shall save them from all their ways, in which they sinned, and I shall 
cleanse them; and they shall be my people, and I shall be their God.) 

24 And my servant David shall be king on them, and one shepherd shall be of all them; 
they shall go in my dooms, and they shall keep my commandments, and shall do those. 
(And my servant David shall be the king over them, and there shall be one shepherd for all of them; 
they shall walk in my laws, and they shall keep, or shall obey, my commandments, and they shall 
do them.) 

25 And they shall dwell on the land, which I gave to my servant Jacob, in which your 
fathers dwelled; and they shall dwell on that land, they, and the sons of them, and the 
sons of their sons, till into without end; and David, my servant, shall be the prince of 
them without end. (And they shall live on the land, which I gave to my servant Jacob, on which 
your fathers lived or on which their forefathers lived; and they shall live on that land, they, and 
their sons, and the sons of their sons, unto forever; and my servant David shall be their prince 
forever.) 

26 And I shall smite to them a bond of peace; it shall be a covenant everlasting to them, 
and I shall ‘found’ them, and I shall multiply [them], and I shall give mine hallowing 
in the midst of them without end. (And I shall strike a covenant with them; it shall be an 
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everlasting covenant with them, and I shall ‘found’ them, and I shall multiply them, and I shall set 
my sanctuary, or my Temple, in the midst of them forever.) 

27 And my tabernacle shall be among them, and I shall be God to them, and they shall 
be a people to me. (And my Tabernacle, or my Temple, shall be in their midst, and I shall be 
their God, and they shall be my people.) 

28 And heathen men shall know, that Iam the Lord, (the) hallower of Israel, when mine 
hallowing shall be in the midst of them without end. (And the heathen shall know, that I 
am the Lord, who maketh Israel holy to me, when my sanctuary shall be in their midst forever.) 


CHAPTER 38 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to me, and he said, 

2 Thou, son of man, set thy face against Gog, and against the land of Magog, the prince 
of the head of Meshech and of Tubal; and prophesy thou of him. (Thou, son of man, set thy 
face toward Gog, the chief leader of Meshech and of Tubal, of the land of Magog, or set thy face 
toward Gog, the prince of Rosh and Meshech and Tubal, of the land of Magog; and prophesy thou 
against him.) 

3 And thou shalt say to him, The Lord God saith these things, A! Gog, lo! I to thee, 
prince of the head of Meshech and of Tubal; (And thou shalt say to him, The Lord God saith 
these things, O Gog! behold! I am against thee, the chief leader of Meshech and of Tubal or the 
prince of Rosh and Meshech and Tubal;) 

4 and I shall lead thee about, and I shall set a bridle in thy cheeks, and I shall lead 
out thee, and all thine host, horses, and horsemen, all clothed with habergeons, a great 
multitude of men, taking spear, and shield, and sword. (and I shall lead thee about, and I 
shall put a bridle upon thy jaw, and I shall lead out thee, and all of thy army, yea, the horses, and 
the horsemen, all clothed in breastplates, a great multitude of men, taking spears, and shields, and 
swords.) 

5 Persians, Ethiopians, and Libyans with them, all be arrayed with shields and helmets. 

6 Gomer, and all the companies of him, the house of Togarmah, the sides of the north, 
and all the host thereof (or and all its army), and many peoples be with thee. 

7 Make ready, and array thee, and all thy multitude which is gathered to thee, and be 
thou into commandment to them (or and be thou ready to follow his commands!). 

8 After many days thou shalt be visited; in the last of years thou shalt come to the 
land, that [is] turned again from sword, and was gathered of many peoples, to the hills 
of Israel, that were desert full oft; this was led out of peoples, and all men dwelled trustily 
therein. (And after many days thou shalt be called; in the latter years thou shalt enter into the 
land, that is brought back, or restored, from the sword, whose people were gathered from many 
peoples, back to the hills of Israel, that were deserted for so long; they were led out from the peoples, 
and all the people shall live there in trust.) 

° Forsooth thou shalt ascend, and shalt come as a tempest, and as a cloud, for to cover 
the land, thou, and all thy companies, and many peoples with thee. (And thou shalt ascend, 
and shalt come like a tempest, and like a cloud, and shalt cover the land, yea, thou, and all thy 
companies, and many peoples with thee.) 

10 The Lord God saith these things, In that day (or On that day), words shall ascend [up] 
on thine heart, and thou shalt think the worst thought; 

11 and shalt say, I shall go up to the land without wall(s), I shall come to them that 
rest, and dwell securely; all these dwell without wall(s), bars, [or locks], and gates be not 
to them; (and thou shalt say, I shall go up to the land without walls, I shall come to those who 
rest, and live in security; yea, all those who live without walls, and bars, or locks, and gates be not 
to them;) 

12 that thou ravish spoils, and assail prey; that thou bring in thine hand on them that 
were forsaken, and afterward restored, and on the people which is gathered of heathen 
men, that began to wield, and to be inhabiter of the navel of [the] earth. (in order to rob 
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spoils, and to assail prey; and that thou bring in thy hand upon those who were forsaken, and 
afterward restored, and upon the people who be gathered back from the heathen, who began to 
possess their things again, and to be the inhabitants at the centre of the world.) 


13 Sheba, and Dedan, and the merchants of Tarshish, and all the lions thereof, shall 
say to thee, Whether thou comest to take spoils? Lo! to ravish prey thou hast gathered 


thy multitude, (or Behold! thou hast gathered thy multitude to rob prey), that thou take away 
gold and silver, and do away purtenance of household and cattle, and that thou ravish 
preys without number. 

14 Therefore prophesy thou, son of man; and thou shalt say to Gog, The Lord God saith 
these things, Whether not in that day, when my people Israel shall dwell trustily, thou 
shalt know; (And so prophesy thou, son of man; and thou shalt say to Gog, The Lord God saith 
these things, On that day, when my people Israel shall live in trust, thou shalt know about it;) 

15 and (thou) shalt come from thy place, from the sides of the north, thou, and many 
peoples with thee, all (the) riders of horses, a great company, and an huge host (or and a 
large army); 

16 and thou as a cloud shalt ascend on my people Israel, that thou cover the earth? 
Thou shalt be in the last days, and I shall bring thee on my land, that my folks know, 
when I shall be hallowed in thee, thou Gog, before the eyes of them. (and thou shalt ascend 
against my people Israel, and like a cloud thou shalt cover the earth. It shall be in the latter days, 
and I shall bring thee against my land, so that the peoples, or the nations, can know me, when I 
shall be shown to be holy, by what I shall do through thee, O Gog, before their eyes.) 

17 The Lord God saith these things, Therefore thou art he of whom I spake in eld days, 
in the hand of my servants, prophets of Israel, that prophesied in the days of those times, 
that I should bring thee on them. (The Lord God saith these things, And so thou art he of whom 
I spoke in the old days, or long ago, by my servants, the prophets of Israel, who prophesied in the 
days of those times, that I would bring thee against them.) 

18 And it shall be, in that day, in the day of the coming of Gog on the land of Israel, 
saith the Lord God, mine indignation shall ascend in my strong vengeance, (And it shall 
be, on that day, on the day of the coming of Gog against the land of Israel, saith the Lord God, my 
indignation shall ascend in my strong vengeance,) 

19 and in my fervor; I spake in the fire of my wrath. For in that day shall be (a) great 
(earth-)moving on the land of Israel; (and in my jealousy; I spoke in the fire of my anger. For 
on that day there shall be a great earthquake in the land of Israel;) 

20 and fishes of the sea, and beasts of [the] earth, and birds of the air, and each creeping 
beast which is moved on earth, and all men that be on the face of [the] earth, shall be 
moved from my face; and hills shall be under-turned, and hedges shall fall down, and 
each wall shall fall down into the earth. (and the fish of the sea, and the beasts of the field, 
and the birds of the air, and each creeping beast that moveth upon the earth, and all the people 
who be on the face of the earth, shall be shaken before me or shall shake, or shall tremble, before 
me; and the hills shall be turned under, and the hedges shall fall down, and each wall shall fall 
down to the ground.) 

21 And I shall call together a sword against him in all mine hills, saith the Lord God; 
the sword of each man shall be (ad)dressed against his brother. (And I shall altogether call 
for, or summon, a sword against him, that is, Gog, in all my hills, saith the Lord God; the sword of 
every man shall be directed against his own kinsman.) 

22 And then I shall deem him by pestilence, and blood, and great rain, and by great 
stones; I shall rain fire and brimstone on him, and on his host, and on many peoples that 
be with him. (And then in judgement I shall bring upon him pestilence, and blood, and great 
rain, and great hailstones; yea, I shall rain down fire and brimstone upon him, and upon his army, 
and upon the many peoples who be with him.) 

23 And I shall be magnified, and shall be hallowed, and I shall be known before the eyes 
of many folks; and they shall know, that I am the Lord. 
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CHAPTER 39 

1 But prophesy thou, son of man, against Gog; and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith 
these things, Lo! I on thee, thou Gog, prince of the head of Meshech and of Tubal. (But 
prophesy thou, son of man, against Gog; and thou shalt say, The Lord God saith these things, 
Behold! I am against thee, O Gog, the chief leader of Meshech and of Tubal or the prince of Rosh 
and Meshech and Tubal.) 

2 And I shall lead thee about, and I shall deceive thee, and I shall make thee to go up 
from the sides of the north, and I shall bring thee on(to) the hills of Israel. 

3 And I shall smite thy bow in thy left hand, and I shall cast down thine arrows from 
thy right hand. (And I shall strike thy bow in thy left hand, and I shall throw down thy arrows 
from thy right hand.) 

4 Thou shalt fall down on the hills of Israel, thou, and all thy companies, and peoples 
that be with thee; I gave thee for to be devoured to wild beasts, to birds, and to each 
volatile, and to the beasts of the earth. (Thou shalt fall down on the hills of Israel, thou, and 
all thy companies, and the peoples who be with thee; I gave thee up to be devoured by the wild 
beasts, and by the birds, yea, by every bird, and by the beasts of the field.) 

5 Thou shalt fall down on the face of the field; for I the Lord have spoken, saith the 
Lord God. 

6 And I shall send fire in Magog, and in them that dwell trustily in isles, (or And I shall 
send fire upon Magog, and upon those who live in trust on the islands); and they shall know, 
that I am the Lord God of Israel. 

7 And I shall make mine holy name known in the midst of my people Israel, and I shall 
no more (let them) defoul mine holy name; and heathen men shall know, that I am the 
Lord God, the Holy of Israel. (And I shall make my holy name known in the midst of my people 
Israel, and I shall no more let them defile my holy name; and the heathen shall know, that I am 
the Lord God, the Holy One of Israel.) 

8 Lo! it cometh, and it is done, saith the Lord God. This is the day of which I spake. 

9 And dwellers shall go out of the cities of Israel, and they shall set afire, and shall 
burn armours, shield and spear, bow and arrows, and staves of hand, and shafts without 
iron; and they shall burn those in fire by seven years. (And the inhabitants shall go out of 
the cities of Israel, and they shall set on fire, and shall burn the arms, or the weapons, yea, shield 
and spear, bow and arrows, and hand-staffs, and shafts without iron; and they shall have enough 
weapons to burn for seven years.) 

10 And they shall not bear trees of countries, neither shall cut down of [the] forests, for 
they shall burn armours by fire; and they shall take preys of them, to whom they were 
preys, and they shall ravish their wasters, saith the Lord God. (And so they shall not need 
to carry wood out of the countryside, nor shall they need to cut it down from the forests, for they 
shall burn all the arms, or all the weapons, in the fire; and they shall take preys of them, to whom 
they were preys, and they shall rob, or waste, their wasters, saith the Lord God.) 

11 And it shall be in that day, I shall give to Gog a named place, a sepulchre in Israel, 
the valley of waygoers at the east of the sea, that shall make them that pass forth for 
to wonder; and they shall bury there Gog, and all the multitude of him, and it shall be 
called The valley of the multitude of Gog. (And it shall be on that day, I shall give to Gog a 
place for a tomb, or for a grave, there in Israel, yea, the Valley of the Waygoers to the east of the 
Dead Sea, that shall make them who pass forth to wonder; and they shall bury Gog, and all his 
multitude there, and it shall be called The Valley of Hamongog.) 

12 And the house of Israel shall bury them, that they cleanse the land in seven months. 
(And it shall take the house of Israel seven months to bury them, yea, that long to cleanse the land.) 

13 Forsooth all the people of the land shall bury them, and it shall be a named day to 
them, in which I am glorified, saith the Lord God. (And all the people of the land shall bury 
them; and the day on which I am glorified, shall be a day of renown for them, saith the Lord God.) 
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14 And they shall ordain busily men compassing the land, that shall bury and seek 
them that were left on the face of the land, that they cleanse it. Forsooth after seven 
months they shall begin to seek, (And they shall ordain men to busily go about the land, to 
seek out and bury those who were left on the face of the land, so that they may altogether cleanse 
it. And they shall begin to seek them out after seven months,) 

15 and they shall compass going about the land; and when they shall see the bone of 
a man, they shall set a title, or a notable sign, beside it, till the buriers of carrions bury 
it in the valley of the multitude of Gog. (and going about they shall go all around the land; 
and when they shall see a person’s bone, they shall set a title,or a notable sign, beside it, until the 
buriers of the dead bodies can bury it in the Valley of Hamongog.) 

16 Soothly the name of the city (nearby)is Hamonah; and (so) they shall cleanse the 
land. 

17 Forsooth, thou, son of man, the Lord God saith these things, Say thou to each bird, 
and to all fowls, and to all beasts of the field, Come ye together, and haste ye, run ye 
together on each side to my sacrifice, which I slay to you, a great sacrifice on the hills of 
Israel, that ye eat fleshes, and drink blood. (And, thou, son of man, the Lord God saith these 
things, Say thou to each and every bird, and to all beasts of the field, Come ye together, and haste 
ye, run ye together on every side to my sacrifice, which I shall kill for you, yea, a great sacrifice on 
the hills of Israel, so that ye can eat flesh, or meat, and drink blood.) 

18 Ye shall eat the fleshes of strong men, and ye shall drink the blood of princes of 
earth, of wethers, of lambs, and of bucks of goats, and of bulls, and of beasts made fat, 
and of all fat things (of Bashan). (Ye shall eat the flesh of strong men, and ye shall drink the 
blood of the princes of the earth, and of rams, and of lambs, and of goat bucks, and of bulls, and of 
the fat beasts of Bashan.) 

19 And ye shall eat the inner fatness into fullness, and ye shall drink the blood into 
drunkenness, of the sacrifice which I shall slay to you (or of the sacrifice which I shall kill 
for you). 

20 And ye shall be filled on my board (or And ye shall be filled full at my table), of horse, 
and of strong horseman, [or knight], and of all men warriors, saith the Lord God. 

21 And I shall set my glory among heathen men, and all heathen men shall see my 
doom, which I have done, and mine hand, which I have set on them. (And I shall set my 
glory among the heathen, and all the heathen shall see my judgement, which I have done, and my 
hand, or my power, which I have put upon them.) 

22 And the house of Israel shall know, that I am their Lord God (or that I am the Lord 
their God), from that day and afterward. 


23 And heathen men shall know, that the house of Israel is taken in their wickedness, 
for that that they forsook me; and I hid my face from them, and I betook them into the 


hands of (their) enemies, and all they fell down by sword. (And the heathen shall know, that 
the house of Israel is taken in their wickedness, because they deserted me; and I hid my face from 
them, and I delivered them into the hands of their enemies, and they all fell down by the sword.) 

24 By the uncleanness and great trespass of them I did to them, and (then) I hid my 
face from them. 

25 Therefore the Lord God saith these things, Now I shall lead again the captivity of 
Jacob, and I shall have mercy on all the house of Israel; and I shall take fervor for mine 
holy name. (And so the Lord God saith these things, Now I shall restore the prosperity of Jacob, 
and I shall have mercy on all the house of Israel; and I shall be jealous for my holy name.) 

26 And they shall bear their shame, and all their trespassing by which they trespassed 
against me, when they dwelled in their land trustily, and dreaded no man, (or when they 
lived in their land with trust, and feared no one); 

27 and when I shall bring them again from (the) peoples, and shall gather [them](back) 
from the lands of their enemies, and shall be hallowed in them, before the eyes of full 
many folks (or before the eyes of a great many nations). 
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28 And they shall know, that I am the Lord God of them, for that I translated them into 
(the) nations, and have gathered them on their land, and I left not any of them there. 
(And they shall know, that I am the Lord their God, for I led them captive to the nations, but now 
I have gathered them back again to their own land, and I have not left any of them there.) 


29 And I shall no more hide my face from them, for I have shed out my spirit on all the 
house of Israel, saith the Lord God. (And no more shall I hide my face from them, for I have 
poured out my spirit upon all the house of Israel, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 40 


1 Tn the five and twentieth year of our passing over, in the beginning of the year, in 
the tenth day of the month, in the fourteenth year after that the city was smitten, in 
this same day the hand of the Lord was made on me, and he brought me thither (In the 
twenty-fifth year of our exile, or of our captivity, at the beginning of the year, on the tenth day of 
the month, in the fourteenth year after that the city was struck, on this same day the hand of the 
Lord was made upon me, and he brought me there) 


2 in the revelations of God. And he brought me into the land of Israel, and he let me 
down on a full high hill, on which was as the building of a city going to the south; (in a 
vision from God. And he brought me into the land of Israel, and he let me down on a very high 
hill, on which were like the buildings of a city going towards the south or on which were like the 
buildings of a city in front of me;) 

3 and he led me in thither. And lo! a man, whose likeness was as the likeness of brass, 
and a cord of flax was in his hand, and a reed of measure in his hand; forsooth he stoo 
in the gate. (and he led me in there. And behold! a man, whose form was like bronze, and a cord 
of flax (was) in his hand, and a measuring reed, (or a measuring rod), was in his hand; and he 
stood by the gate.) 


4 And the same man spake to me, (saying), Thou, son of man, see with thine eyes, and 
hear with thine ears, and set thine heart on all things which I shall show to thee, for 
thou art brought hither that those be showed to thee (or for thou hast been brought there 
so that they could be shown to thee); tell thou all things which thou seest to the house of 
Israel. 


5 And lo! a wall withoutforth, in the compass of the house (of the Lord) on each side; 
and in the hand of the man was a reed of measure of six cubits and a span, that is, an 
handbreadth; and he meted the breadth of the building with one reed, and the highness 
by one reed. (And behold! a wall outside, all around the House of the Lord, or the Temple, on 
every side; and in the man’s hand was a measuring rod of six cubits, reckoning by the long cubit, 
that is, a cubit and a hand’s breadth; and he measured the breadth of the wall, one rod, and its 
height, one rod.) 


6 And he came to the gate that beheld the way of the east, and he ascended by [the] 
degrees of it; and he meted the lintel of the gate, by one reed the breadth, that is, one 
lintel by one reed in breadth; (And he came to the gate that faced east, and he went up by its 
steps; and he measured the lintel of the gateway, one rod in breadth, that is, one lintel was one rod 


in breadth;) 


7 and he meted one (little) chamber by one reed in length, and by one reed in breadth, 
and five cubits betwixt (the little) chambers; and he meted the lintel of the gate beside 
the porch of the gate within, by one reed. (and he measured one little chamber, one rod in 
length, and one rod in breadth, and five cubits between the little chambers; and he measured the 
lintel of the gateway beside the porch of the gateway within, one rod.) 


8 (This verse omitted in the original text.) 
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9 And he meted the porch of the gate of eight cubits, and the post(s)* thereof by two 
cubits; soothly the porch of the gate was within. (And he measured the porch of the gateway, 
eight cubits, and its posts, two cubits; and the porch of the gateway was within.) 

10 Certainly the (little) chambers of the gate at the way of the east were three on this 
side, and three on that side; one measure of three, and one measure of the posts on ever 
either side. (And the little chambers of the gateway, facing east, were three on this side, and 
three on that side; one measurement was of the three, and one measurement was of the posts on 
both sides.) 

11 And he meted the breadth of the lintel of the gate of ten cubits, and the length of the 
gate of thirteen cubits. (And he measured the breadth of the lintel of the gateway, ten cubits, 
and the length of the gateway, thirteen cubits.) 

12 And he meted a margin of one cubit before the (little) chambers, and one cubit was 
the end on each side; forsooth the (little) chambers were of six cubits on this side and on 
that side. (And he measured a low wall, or a curb, in front of the little chambers, and the curb 
ie a on each side; and the little chambers were six cubits on this side, and six cubits on 
that side. 

13 And he meted the gate from the roof of the (little) chamber till to the roof thereof, 
the breadth of five and twenty cubits, a door against a door. (And he measured the gateway 
from the roof of one little chamber unto the roof of another, and the breadth was twenty-five cubits, 
with a door opposite a door.) 

14 And he made posts by sixty cubits, and at the post a foreyardt of the gate on each 
side by compass; (And he made posts of sixty cubits, and at the post a courtyard of the gateway 
on each side all around;) 

15 and before the face of the gate that stretcheth forth till to the face of the porch of 
the inner gate, he meted fifty cubits. (and he measured the gateway from the front of the gate 
unto the front of the porch of the inner gate, fifty cubits.) 

16 And he meted windows narrow without and large within, in the (little) chambers, 
and posts of those, that were within the gate on each side by compass. Soothly in like 
manner also windows were in the porches by compass within; and the painture of palm 
trees was graven before the posts. (And he measured the windows that were narrow outside 
and large within, in the little chambers, and their posts, that were within the gateway on each side 
all around. And in like manner windows were also in the porch all around within; and images of 
palm trees were carved on the posts.) 

17 And he led me out to the outermore foreyard, and lo! treasuries§, and (a) pavement 
arrayed with stone in the foreyard by compass; thirty treasuries (were) in the compass of 
the pavement; (And he led me out to the outer courtyard, and behold! chambers, (or rooms), and 
a pavement arrayed with stone all around the courtyard; and there were thirty rooms all around 
the pavement;) 

18 and the pavement was beneath in the front of the gates, by the length of the gates. 
(and the lower pavement was by the sides of the gateways, by the length of the gateways.) 

19 And he meted the breadth from the face of the lower gate till to the front of the 
inner foreyard withoutforth, an hundred cubits at the east, and at the north. (And he 





° CHAPTER 40:9 In the original text, throughout the rest of Ezekiel, ‘front/s’ and ‘post/s’ are used interchangeably. 
To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘post/s’ will be used here. T CHAPTER 40:14 In the 
original text, throughout the rest of Ezekiel, both ‘foreyard’ and ‘hall’ are used to express a ‘court’ or a ‘courtyard’, 
at times within the same sentence (‘hall’ is also used to express a ‘porch’, and once, in a misprint, a ‘wall’; ‘court’ 
is found elsewhere in the “Wycliffe Bible”). To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘foreyard’ will 
be used here. * CHAPTER 40:16 In the original text, throughout the rest of Ezekiel, ‘porch/es’ and ‘hall (way)/s’ 
are used interchangeably. To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘porch/es’ will be used here. 
S CHAPTER 40:17 Inthe original text, throughout the rest of Ezekiel, ‘treasury’ and ‘treasuries’ are used where other 
translations have ‘chamber/s’, ‘room/s’, ‘cell/s’, etc. (‘chamber’ and ‘cell’ are found elsewhere in the “Wycliffe Bible”). 
To avoid confusion, and to enhance comprehension, only ‘chamber/s’ will be used here. 
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measured the breadth from the front of the lower gateway unto the front of the inner courtyard 
outside, a hundred cubits.) 

20 And he meted, both in length and in breadth, the gate that beheld (to) the way of 
the north, of the outermore foreyard. (And he measured, both in length and in breadth, the 
gateway that faced north, of the outer courtyard.) 

21 And he meted the (little) chambers thereof, three on this side, and three on that 
side, and the post(s) thereof, and the porch thereof, by the measure of the former gate; 
the length thereof of fifty cubits, and the breadth thereof of five and twenty cubits. (And 
he measured its little chambers, three on this side, and three on that side, and its posts, and its 
porch, and they had the same measurements as those of the first gateway; and its length was fifty 
cubits, and its breadth was twenty-five cubits.) 

22 Soothly the windows thereof, and the porch, and the engravings, were by the 
measure of the gate that beheld to the east; and the ascending thereof was of seven 
degrees, and a porch was before it. (And its windows, and the porch, and the carvings of the 
palm trees, had the same measurements as the gateway that faced east; and the stairway up to it 
had seven steps, and its porch was facing them.) 

23 And the gate of the inner foreyard was against the gate of the north, and against 
the east side; and he meted from the gate till to the gate, an hundred cubits. (And the 
gate of the inner courtyard was facing the northern gateway, like the one on the east side; and he 
measured from gateway unto gateway, a hundred cubits.) 

24 And he led me out to the way of the south, and lo! the gate that beheld to the south; 
and he meted the post(s) thereof, and the porch thereof, by the former measures; (And 
he led me out to the way of the south, and behold! the gateway that faced south; and he measured 
its posts, and its porch, and they had the same measurements as the others;) 

25 and the windows thereof, and the porch in compass, as [the] other windows, (or and 
its windows, and the porch all around, like the other windows); the length of fifty cubits, and 
the breadth of five and twenty cubits. 

26 And by seven degrees men ascended to it, and a porch was before the gates thereof; 
and palm trees were graven, one in this side, and another in that side, in the post(s) 
thereof. (And by seven steps people went up to it, and its porch was facing them; and palm trees 
were carved, one on this side, and another on that side, on its posts.) 

27 And the gate of the inner foreyard was in the way of the south; and he meted from 
the gate till to the gate in the way of the south, an hundred cubits. (And the gateway of 
the inner courtyard faced south; and he measured from gateway unto gateway facing south, a 
hundred cubits.) 

28 And he led me into the inner foreyard, to the south gate; and he meted the gate by 
the former measures; (And he led me into the inner courtyard, to the southern gateway; and 
the gateway had the same measurements as the other gateways;) 

29 the (little) chamber[s] thereof, and the post(s) thereof, and the porch thereof by the 
same measures; and he meted the windows thereof, and the porch thereof in compass; 
fifty cubits of length, and five and twenty cubits of breadth. (its little chambers, and its 
posts, and its porch, had the same measurements as the others; and he measured its windows, and 
its porch all around; fifty cubits in length, and twenty-five cubits in breadth.) 

30 And he meted the porch by compass, the length of five and twenty cubits, and the 
breadth thereof of five cubits. (And he measured the porch all around, its length was twenty- 
five cubits, and its breadth was five cubits.) 

31 And the porch thereof was to the outermore foreyard, and the palm trees thereof 
in the post(s); and eight degrees were, by which men ascended through it. (And its porch 
faced the outer courtyard, and palm trees were carved on its posts; and there were eight steps, by 
which people went up to it.) 
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32 And he led me into the inner foreyard, by the east way; and he meted the gate by 
the former measures; (And he led me into the inner courtyard, facing east; and he measured 
the gateway, and it had the same measurements as the other gateways;) 

33 the (little) chamber(s) thereof, and the post(s) thereof, and the porches thereof, as 
above; and he meted the windows thereof, and the porches thereof in compass; the 
length of fifty cubits, and the breadth of five and twenty cubits; (its little chambers, and 
its posts, and its porch, were as above; and he measured its windows, and its porch all around; the 
length of fifty cubits, and the breadth of twenty-five cubits;) 

34 and the porch thereof, that is, of the outermore foreyard; and palm trees graven in 
the post(s) thereof, on this side and on that side; and in eight degrees was the ascending 
thereof. (and its porch, that is, of the outer courtyard; and palm trees were carved on its posts, 
on this side and on that side; and the stairway that went up to it had eight steps.) 

35 And he led me in to the gate that beheld to the north; and he meted by the former 
measures; (And he led me to the gateway that faced north; and he measured it, and it had the 
same measurements as the others;) 

36 the (little) chamber[s] thereof, and the post(s) thereof, and the porch thereof, and 
the windows thereof by compass; the length of fifty cubits, and the breadth of five and 
twenty cubits. (its little chambers, and its posts, and its porch, and its windows all around; the 
length of fifty cubits, and the breadth of twenty-five cubits.) 

37 The porch thereof beheld to the outermore foreyard; and the engraving of palm 
trees was in the post(s) thereof, on this side and on that side; and in eight degrees was 
the ascending thereof. (Its porch faced the outer courtyard; and palm trees were carved on its 
posts, on this side and on that side; and the stairway that went up to it had eight steps.) 

38 And by all chambers a door was in the posts of gates; and there they washed burnt 
sacrifice. (And the chambers, or the rooms, and their doors, were by the gateposts; and they 
washed the burnt sacrifice there.) 

39 And in the porch of the gate were two boards on this side, and two boards on that 
side, that burnt sacrifice be offered on those, both for sin and for trespass. (And on the 
porch of the gateway were two tables on this side, and two tables on that side, so that the burnt 
sacrifice could be slaughtered on them, and also the sin offering, and the trespass offering.) 

40 And at the outermore side, which ascendeth to the door of the gate that goeth to 
the north, were two boards; and at the tother side, before the porch of the gate, were 
two boards. (And on the outside, as one goeth up to the opening of the northern gateway, were 
two tables; and on the other side, in front of the porch of the gateway, were two more tables.) 

41 Four boards on this side, and four boards on that side; by the sides of the gate were 
eight boards, on which they offered (the sacrifices). (So, four tables on this side, and four 
tables on that side, by the sides of the gateway; altogether eight tables on which they offered the 
sacrifices.) 

42 Forsooth four boards to burnt sacrifice were builded of square stones, in the length 
of one cubit and an half, and in the breadth of one cubit and an half, and in the height 
of one cubit; on which boards they shall set (the) vessels, in which burnt sacrifice and 
slain sacrifice is offered. (The four tables for preparing the burnt sacrifice were built of square 
stones, in the length of one cubit and a half, and in the breadth of one cubit and a half, and in the 
height of one cubit; on which tables they put the instruments, by which the burnt sacrifice, and 
the slain sacrifice, were slaughtered.) 

43 And the brinks of the boards be of an handbreadth, and be bowed again within by 
compass; forsooth on the boards were fleshes of offering. (And the ledges of the (tables) 
were a hand’s breadth, and were turned within all around; and on the tables (were) the meat for 
the offerings.) 

44 And without the inner gate were chambers of chanters, in the inner foreyard, that 
was in the side of the gate beholding to the north; and the faces of those were against 
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the south way; one of the side of the east gate, that beheld to the way of the north. (And 
outside the inner gate were two rooms, in the inner courtyard, one at the side of the northern 
gateway facing south, and one at the side of the southern gateway facing north.) 

45 And he said to me, This chamber, that beholdeth (to) the south way, is of the priests 
that watch in the keepings of the temple. (And he said to me, This room, that faceth south, is 
for the priests who serve in, or who be in charge of, the Temple.) 

46 Soothly the chamber, that beholdeth to the way of the north, shall be of the priests 
that watch to the service of the altar; these be the sons of Zadok, which of the sons of Levi 
nigh to the Lord, for to minister to him. (And the room, that faceth north, is for the priests 
who serve at, or who be in charge of, the altar; these be the sons of Zadok, who alone among the 
sons of Levi, may come into the presence of the Lord, to serve him.) 

47 And he meted the foreyard, the length of an hundred cubits, and the breadth of 
an hundred cubits, by square, and the altar (was) before the face of the temple. (And he 
measured the courtyard, the length of a hundred cubits, and the breadth of a hundred cubits, that 
is, square, and the altar was in front of the Temple.) 

48 And he led me into the porch of the temple; and he meted the porch by five cubits 
on this side, and five cubits on that side; and he meted the breadth of the gate, of three 
cubits on this side, and of three cubits on that side. (And he led me onto the porch of the 
Temple; and he measured the porch, five cubits on this side, and five cubits on that side; and he 
measured the breadth of the gateway, three cubits on this side, and three cubits on that side.) 

49 But he meted the length of the porch of twenty cubits, and the breadth of eleven 
cubits, and by eight degrees men ascended to it; and pillars were in the posts, one on 
this side, and another on that side. (And he measured the length of the porch, twenty cubits, 
and the breadth, eleven cubits, and by eight steps people went up to it; and pillars were by the 
posts, one on this side, and another on that side.) 


CHAPTER 41 
1 And he led me into the temple, and he meted the posts, six cubits of breadth on this 


side, and six cubits of breadth on that side, (which was) the breadth of the tabernacle. 
(And he led me into the Temple, and he measured the posts, six cubits in breadth on this side, and 
six cubits in breadth on that side, that is, square.) 

2 And the breadth of the gate was of ten cubits; and he meted the sides of the gate by 
five cubits on this side, and by five cubits on that side; and he meted the length thereof 
by forty cubits, and the breadth of twenty cubits. (And the breadth of the opening was ten 
cubits; and he measured the sides of the opening, five cubits on this side, and five cubits on that 
side; and he measured its length, forty cubits, and its breadth, twenty cubits.) 

3 And he entered within, and he meted in the post of the gate, two cubits; and he 
meted the gate of six cubits, and the breadth of the gate of seven cubits. (And he entered 
within, and he measured the post of the opening, two cubits; and he measured the opening, six 
cubits, and the breadth of the opening, seven cubits.) 

4 And he meted the length thereof of twenty cubits, and the breadth of twenty cubits, 
before the face of the temple. And he said to me, This is the holy thing of holy things. 
(And he measured the room at the far end of the Temple; its length was twenty cubits, and its 
breadth was twenty cubits. And he said to me, This room is the Most Holy Place or This room is 
the Holy of Holies.) 

5 And he meted the wall of the house (of the Lord) of six cubits, and the breadth of the 
side (chambers) of four cubits, on each side by compass of the house (of the Lord). (And he 
measured the wall of the Temple, six cubits; and the breadth of the side chambers was four cubits, 
on each side all around the Temple.) 

6 Forsooth the sides were twice three and thirty, the side to the side; and those were 
standing on high, that entered by the wall of the house (of the Lord), in those sides by 
compass, that those held together, and touched not the wall of the temple. (And these 
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side chambers were in three stories, with thirty rooms on each floor; and they entered into the wall 
of the Temple, on each side all around, so that they held together, but they were not joined to the 
wall of the Temple.) 

7 Anda street was in round, and went upward by a vice, and bare into the solar of the 
temple by compass; therefore the temple was broader in the higher things; and so from 
the lower things men ascended to the higher things, and into the midst. 

8 And I saw in the house (of the Lord) an highness by compass, (and) the sides founded 
at the measure of a reed in the space of six cubits; (And I saw in the Temple a high place all 
around, and the foundations of the side chambers were the measure of a rod, that is, six cubits;) 

9 and the breadth of the wall of the side withoutforth, of five cubits; and the inner 
house was in the sides of the house (of the Lord). (and the breadth of the wall of the side 
outside was five cubits; and an unused place was at the side of the Temple.) 

10 And betwixt (the) chambers I saw the breadth of twenty cubits in the compass of the 
house (of the Lord) on each side; (And there was an open space, the breadth of twenty cubits, 
all around the Temple on every side.) 

11 and I saw the door(s) of the side to prayer; one door to the way of the north, and 
one door to the way of the south; and I saw the breadth of (the) place to prayer, of five 
cubits in compass. (And the doors into the side chambers opened toward the unused place; one 
door faced north, and one door faced south; and the breadth of the unused place was five cubits 
all around.) 

12 And the building that was joined to the place separated, and turned to the way 
beholding to the sea, (was) of the breadth of seventy cubits; soothly the wall of the 
building (was) of five cubits of breadth by compass, and the length thereof of ninety 
cubits. (And the building that was at the far end of the open space, and turned toward the west, 
was seventy cubits in breadth; the wall of the building was five cubits in breadth all around, and 
its length was ninety cubits.) 

13 And he meted the length of the house (of the Lord), of an hundred cubits; and that 
(place) that was separated, (and) the building, and the walls thereof, (were) of the length 
of an hundred cubits. (And he measured the length of the Temple, a hundred cubits; and the 
length of the open space, and the building, and its walls, was also a hundred cubits.) 

14 Forsooth the breadth of the street before the face of the house (of the Lord), and 
of that (place) that was separated against the east, was of an hundred cubits. (And the 
breadth of the street before the front of the Temple, and of the open space facing east, was also a 
hundred cubits.) 

15 And he meted the length of the building (over) against the face of that (place) that 
was separated at the back; he meted the buttresses on ever either side, of an hundred 
cubits. And he meted the inner temple, and the porches of the foreyard, (And he measured 
the length of the building at the far end of the open space, that was facing west, and its galleries 
on either side, and it was a hundred cubits. And the sanctuary, the inner temple, and the porch of 
the courtyard,) 

16 lintels, and windows narrow withoutforth and broad within; buttresses in compass 
by three parts, against the lintel of each, and arrayed with wood by compass all about; 
soothly from the earth till to the windows, and the windows were enclosed (the lintels, 
and the windows narrow outside and broad within, and the galleries all around on three stories, 
over against the lintel of each, were arrayed with wood all around, from the ground, or the floor, 
up to the windows; and the windows were covered.) 

17 on the doors, and till to the inner house, and withoutforth by all the wall(s) in 
compass, within and withoutforth at measure. (And above the door, inside and outside, and 
on all the walls all around, inside and outside, with the same measurements,) 

18 And cherubims and palm trees were made craftily, and (there was) a palm tree 
betwixt cherub and cherub; and (each) cherub had two faces, (were cherubim and palm 
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trees, carved with craftsmanship, that is, made with precision, with a palm tree between one 
cherub and another cherub; and each cherub had two faces,) 

19 (so that) the face of a man (was) beside the palm tree on this side, and the face of a 
lion (was) expressed beside the palm tree on the tother side. By all the house (of the Lord) 
in compass (or By all the Temple all around), 

20 from the earth till to the higher part, cherubims and palm trees were graven in the 
wall(s) of the temple. (from the ground, or the floor, until above the door, cherubim and palm 
trees were carved in the walls of the Temple.) 

21 A threshold was four-cornered; and the face of the beholding of the saintuary 
was(over) against the beholding of the altar of wood; (The gateposts of the sanctuary were 
four-cornered, or square; and in front of the Most Holy Place, or the Holy of Holies, was what 
appeared to be a wooden altar;) 

22 the height thereof was of three cubits, and the length thereof two cubits; and the 
corners thereof, and the length thereof, and the walls thereof, were of wood. And he 
spake to me, This is the board before the Lord. (its height was three cubits, and its length 
was two cubits; and its corners, and its length, and its walls, were all made of wood. And he said 
to me, This is the table which stands before the Lord.) 

23 And two doors were in the temple, and in the saintuary. (And the Temple, and the 
sanctuary, or the Holy of Holies, both had a double-door.) 

24 And in the two doors on ever either side were two little doors, that were folded 
together in themselves; for why two doors were on ever either side of the doors. (Each 
double-door consisted of two little doors, or two leaves, that swung open in the middle.) 

25 And the cherubims, and the engraving of palm trees, were graven in the doors of the 
temple, as also those were expressed in the walls. Wherefore and greater beams were in 
the front of the porch withoutforth, (And cherubim and palm trees were carved on the doors 
of the Temple, like those that were also expressed on its walls. And there were great beams over 
the front of the porch outside,) 

26 on which the windows narrow without and large within, and the likeness of palm 
trees were on this side and on that side; in the little shoulders, either undersettings, of 
the porch, by the sides of the house, and by the breadth of the walls. (and there were 
windows narrow outside and broad within, and the likeness of palm trees on this side and on that 
side, on the little shoulders, or the undersettings, of the porch, on the sides of the Temple, and on 


the breadth of the walls.) 


CHAPTER 42 

1 And he led me out into the outermore foreyard, by the way leading to the north; 
and he led me into the chamber, that was against the building separated, and against 
the house going to the north; (And he led me out to the outer courtyard, by the way leading to 
the north; and he led me into the room that was facing the open space, and the building/s to the 
north;) 

2 in the face, an hundred cubits of length of the (side of the) door of the north, and fifty 
cubits of breadth, (on its front, the side of the door on the north was a hundred cubits in length, 
and fifty cubits in breadth,) 

3 (over) against twenty cubits of the inner foreyard, and (over) against the pavement 
arrayed with stone of the outermore foreyard, where a porch was joined to (a) three-fold 
porch. 

4 And before the chambers was a walking (place) of ten cubits of breadth, beholding 
to the inner things of the way of one (hundred) cubit(s). And the doors of those to the 
north, (And before the rooms was a walking place of ten cubits in breadth, and a length of one 
hundred cubits, facing the inner courtyard. And their doors, or their entrances, faced north,) 
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5 where (the) chambers were lower in the higher things; for those bare up the porches 
that appeared on high of those from the lower things, and from the middle things of the 
building. 

6 For those were of three stages, and had not pillars, as were the pillars of [the] 
foreyards; therefore those stood on high from the lower things, and from the middle 
things from [the] earth, by fifty cubits. (For they were of three stages, and did not have pillars, 
like the pillars of the courtyards; and so they stood on high from the ground, from the lower things, 
and from the middle things.) 

7 And the outermore hall closing the walking place was by the chambers, that were in 
the way of the outermore foreyard, before the chambers; the length thereof was of fifty 
cubits. (And the outside wall enclosing the walking place was by the rooms, that were on the way 
of the outer courtyard, and in front of the rooms; its length was fifty cubits.) 

8 For the length of the chambers of the outermore foreyard was of fifty cubits, and 
the length before the face of the temple was of an hundred cubits. (For the length of the 
rooms of the outer courtyard was fifty cubits, and the length of the rooms facing the Temple was 
a hundred cubits.) 

9 And under these chambers was an entering from the east, of men entering into those, 
from the outermore foreyard, (And under these rooms was an entrance from the east, for people 
entering into them, from the outer courtyard,) 

10 in the breadth of the wall of the foreyard that was (over) against the east way, into 
the face of the building separated. And (the) chambers were before the building, (in the 
breadth of the wall of the courtyard that was facing east, opposite the open space, and the building. 
And the rooms were in the front of the building,) 

11 and a way was before the face of those, by the likeness of (the) chambers that were 
in the way of the north; by the length of those, so was also the breadth of those. And all 
the entering of those, and the likenesses and the doors of those, (and a way was in front 
of them, like the rooms that were facing north; their length was like their breadth. And all their 
entrances, and their forms, and their doors,) 

12 were like the doors of (the) chambers that were in the way beholding to the south; 
a door was in the head of the way, which way was before the porch separated to men 
entering by the east way. (were like the doors of the rooms that were facing south; a door was 
at the head of the way, which way was in front of the porch for people entering from the east.) 

13 And he said to me, The chambers of the north, and the chambers of the south, 
that be before the building separated, these be holy chambers, in which the priests be 
clothed, that nigh to the Lord into the holy of holy things; there they shall put the holy 
of holy things, and offerings for sin, and for trespass; for it is an holy place. (And he said 
to me, The rooms of the north, and the rooms of the south, that face the open space, these be the 
holy rooms, in which the priests, who come near to the Lord, may eat the holy offerings; yea, they 
shall put the holy offerings, and the sin offerings, and the trespass offerings there; for it is a holy 
place.) 

14 Soothly when priests have entered, they shall not go out of (the) holy things into the 
outermore foreyard; and there they shall put up their clothes in which they minister, for 
those be holy; and they shall be clothed in other clothes, and so they shall go forth to 
the people. (And when the priests have entered, they shall not go out of the Holy Place, or out of 
the Temple, into the outer courtyard, until they have put away, or have left, their clothes there, in 
which they minister, for those clothes be holy; and after that they be clothed in other clothes, then 
they shall go out to the people.) 

15 And when he had filled the measures of the inner house, he led me out by the way 
of the gate that beheld to the east way; and he meted it on each side by compass. (And 
when he had finished the measurements of the inner temple, he led me out by the gateway that 
faced east; and he measured it on each side all around.) 
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16 Forsooth he meted against the east wind with the reed of measure, by compass five 
hundred reeds [or five hundred rods], in a reed of measure by compass. (And he measured 
the east side with the measuring rod, five hundred cubits*in length.) 

17 And he meted against the wind of the north five hundred reeds [or five hundred rods], 
in the reed of measure by compass. (And he measured the north side with the measuring rod, 
five hundred cubits in length.) 

18 And at the south wind he meted five hundred reeds [or five hundred rods], witha reed 
of measure by compass. (And he measured the south side with the measuring rod, five hundred 
cubits in length.) 

19 And at the west wind he meted five hundred reeds [or five hundred rods], with the 
reed of measure. (And he measured the west side with the measuring rod, five hundred cubits 
in length.) 

20 By (the) four winds he meted the wall thereof on each side by compass, the length 
of five hundred [cubits], and the breadth of five hundred [cubits], (the wall) separating 
betwixt the saintuary and the place of the common people. (On all four sides he measured 
its wall, on each side all around, the length of five hundred cubits, and the breadth of five hundred 
cubits. The wall was to separate the place for the sanctuary, from the place for the common people.) 


CHAPTER 43 

1 And he led me out to the gate, that beheld to the east way. (And he led me out to the 
gate, that faced east.) 

2 And lo! the glory of God of Israel entered by the east way; and a voice was to it, as 
the voice of many waters, and the earth shined of the majesty of him. (And behold! the 
glory of the God of Israel entered from the east; and his voice was like the sound of many waters, 
and the earth shone with his majesty.) 

3 And I saw a vision, by the likeness which I had seen, when he came to destroy the 
city; and the likeness was like the beholding which I had seen beside the flood Chebar. 
And I fell down on my face, (And I saw a vision, of the same form which I had seen, when he 
had come to destroy the city; and the form was like what I had seen by the Chebar River. And I fell 
down on my face,) 

4 and the majesty of the Lord entered into the temple by the way of the gate that 
beheld to the east. (and the majesty of the Lord entered into the Temple by way of the gate that 
faced east.) 

5 And the Spirit raised me, and led me into the inner foreyard; and lo! the house (of 
the Lord) was filled with the glory of the Lord. (And the Spirit raised me up, and led me into 
the inner courtyard; and behold! the Temple was filled with the glory of the Lord.) 

6 And I heard one speaking to me (out) of the house (of the Lord). And the man that 
stood beside me, (And I heard someone speaking to me from the Temple. And the man who 
stood beside me also heard the voice.) 

7 said to me, Thou, son of man, this is the place of my seat, and the place of the steps 
of my feet, where I dwell in the midst of the sons of Israel without end; and the house 
of Israel shall no more defoul mine holy name, they, and the kings of them, in their 
fornications, and in the fallings of their kings, and in (their) high places. (And the Lord 
said to me, Thou, son of man, this is the place of my throne, and the place of the steps of my 
feet, where I shall live in the midst of the Israelites forever; and the house of Israel shall no more 
defile my holy name, they, and their kings, with their fornications, or their idolatries, and with the 
fallings of their kings, and with their high places, that is, their hill shrines.) 

8 Which made their threshold beside my threshold, and their posts beside my posts, 
and a wall was betwixt me and them; and they defouled mine holy name in abominations 





* 
CHAPTER 42:16 For verses 16-20, some modern translations state the measurements as cubits, not rods. 
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which they did; wherefore I wasted them in my wrath, (or and they defiled my holy name 
with the abominations which they did; and so I destroyed them in my anger). 

9 Now therefore put they away far their fornication, and the fallings of their kings 
from me; and I shall dwell ever in the midst of them. (And so now, they must put their 
fornication, that is, their idolatry, and the sins of their kings, far away from me; and then I shall 
live forevermore in their midst.) 

10 But thou, son of man, show the temple to the house of Israel, and be they ashamed 
of their wickednesses; and mete they the building, (But thou, son of man, show this Temple 
to the house of Israel, and measure they the building, and be they ashamed of their wickednesses.) 

11 and be they ashamed of all things which they did. Thou shalt show to them, and 
thou shalt write before the eyes of them the figure of the house, and of the building 
thereof; the out-goings, and the enterings, and all the describings thereof, and all the 
commandments thereof, and all the order thereof, and all the laws thereof; that they 
keep all the describings thereof, and commandments thereof, and do those. (And if they 
be ashamed of all the things which they have done, then thou shalt show them, and thou shalt 
draw before their eyes the plan for this Temple, and for its building; the goings out, or the exits, 
and the enterings, or the entrances, and all its describings, and all its rules and regulations, and 
all its order, and all its laws; so that they follow all of its describings, and its rules and regulations, 
and do them.) 

12 This is the law of the house (of the Lord), in the highness of the hill; all the coasts 
thereof in compass is the holy of holy things; therefore this is the law of the house (of the 
Lord). (This is the law of the House of the Lord, on the highness of the hill; all the area surrounding 
it is most holy; and so this is the law of the Temple.) 

13 Forsooth these be the measures of the altar, in a veriest cubit, that had a cubit and 
a span; in the bosom thereof was a cubit in length, and a cubit in breadth; and the end 
thereof till to the brink, and one span in compass; also this was the ditch of the altar. 
(And these be the measurements of the altar, in a true cubit, that is, a cubit and a span; its bottom, 
or its base, was a cubit in height, and a cubit in breadth, or projecting out; and all around its 
outside edge was a ditch, one span deep; this was the altar’s ditch, or its gutter.) 

14 And from the bosom of the earth till to the last height were two cubits, and the 
breadth of one cubit; and from the less height (of the pedestal), till to the greater height 
(of the pedestal), were four cubits, and the breadth was of one cubit; (And from the top of 
the base on the ground, unto the top of the second base, was two cubits, set-in one cubit from the 
edge; and from the top of the second base, unto the top of the pedestal, was four cubits, set-in one 
cubit from the edge;) 

15 forsooth that ariel, that is, the higher part of the altar, was of four cubits; and from 
the altar till to above were four horns. (and the altar was four cubits high; and at the corners 
all around the altar were four horns, each horn one cubit high.) 

16 And the altar of twelve cubits in length was four-cornered with even sides, by twelve 
cubits of breadth. (And the top of the altar was twelve cubits in length, by twelve cubits in 
breadth, that is, four-cornered with equal sides.) 

17 And the height of fourteen cubits of length was by fourteen cubits of breadth, in 
four corners thereof. And a crown of half a cubit was in the compass thereof, and the 
bosom thereof was of one cubit by compass; forsooth the degrees thereof were turned 
to the east. (And so the space for the altar was fourteen cubits in length, by fourteen cubits in 
breadth, unto its four corners. And a rim of half a cubit was all around it, and its bottom, or its 
base, was set-in one cubit all around; and its steps were turned toward the east.) 

18 And he said to me, Thou, son of man, the Lord God saith these things, These be the 
customs of the altar, in whatever day it is made, that men offer on it burnt sacrifice, and 
blood be shed out. (And he said to me, Thou, son of man, the Lord God saith these things, These 
be the customs for the altar, or the way to consecrate it, once it is made, so that people can offer 
burnt sacrifice on it, and blood can be thrown against it.) 
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19 And thou shalt give to priests and deacons that be of the seed of Zadok, that nigh to 
me, saith the Lord God, that they offer to me a calf of the drove for sin. (Thou shalt give 
to the levitical priests, who be the descendants of Zadok, and who alone may come near me, saith 
the Lord God, a calf from the herd, that they offer to me for a sin offering.) 

20 And thou shalt take of the blood thereof, and shalt put on four horns thereof, and 
on four corners of [the] height, and on the crown in compass; and thou shalt cleanse it, 
and [fully] make clean. (And thou shalt take some of its blood, and shalt put it on the four horns 
on the top of the altar, and on the four corners of the middle section, and on the crown all around 
it; and so thou shalt cleanse it, and make it fully clean.) 

21 And thou shalt take the calf which is offered for sin, and thou shalt burn it in a 
separated place of the house (of the Lord), without the saintuary. (And then thou shalt take 
the calf which is offered for sin, and thou shalt burn it in an appointed place of the Temple area, 
outside the sanctuary.) 

22 And in the second day thou shalt offer a buck of goats, which is without wem, for 
sin; and they shall cleanse the altar, as they cleansed (it) in the calf. (And on the second 
day thou shalt offer a goat buck, which is without blemish, or without fault, for sin; and then they 
shall cleanse, or shall purify, the altar, like they cleansed it with the calf.) 

23 And when thou hast [ful] filled that cleansing, thou shalt offer a calf of the drove, 


which calf is without wem, and a wether without wem of the flock. (And when thou hast 
finished that cleansing, thou shalt offer a calf from the herd, which calf is without blemish, or 


without fault, and a ram without blemish from the flock.) 

24 And thou shalt offer those in the sight of the Lord; and (the) priests shall put salt on 
those, and shall offer those into (a) burnt sacrifice to the Lord (or and shall offer them for 
a burnt sacrifice to the Lord). 

25 By seven days, thou shalt make (ready) a buck of goats for sin, each day; and they 
shall offer a calf of the drove, and a wether unwemmed of sheep. (For seven days, each day 
for a sin offering thou shalt offer a goat buck, a calf from the herd, and a ram from the sheep, all 
of them without blemish, or without fault.) 

26 By seven days they shall [fully] cleanse the altar, and shall make it clean, and they 
shall [ful] fill the hand thereof. (And so for seven days they shall fully cleanse, or shall fully 
purify, the altar, and shall make it clean, and they shall consecrate it.) 

27 Forsooth when seven days be [ful] filled, in the eighth day and further, (the) priests 
shall make on the altar your burnt sacrifices, and those things which they offer for peace; 
and I shall be pleased to you, saith the Lord God. (And when the seven days be fulfilled, on 
the eighth day, and afterward, the priests shall offer upon the altar your burnt sacrifices, and your 
peace offerings; and then I shall be pleased with you, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 44 


1 And he turned me (again) to the way of the gate of the outermore saintuary, which 
gate beheld to the east, and was closed. (And he returned me to the outer gate of the sanctuary, 
which gate faced east, and was closed.) 

2 And the Lord said to me, This gate shall be closed, and shall not be opened, and a 
man shall not pass through it; for the Lord God of Israel entered [in] by it, and it shall 
(also) be closed to the prince. 

3 The prince himself shall sit therein, that he eat bread before the Lord, (or But the 
prince himself may sit there, to eat the holy food before the Lord); he shall go in by the way of 
the gate of the porch, and he shall go out by the (same) way thereof. 

4 And he led me by the way of the north gate, in the sight of the house (of the Lord); 
and I saw, and lo! the glory of the Lord filled the house of the Lord; and I fell down on 
my face. 

5 And the Lord said to me, Thou, son of man, set thine heart, and see with thine eyes, 
and hear with thine ears all things which I speak to thee, of all the ceremonies of the 
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house of the Lord, and of all the laws thereof; and thou shalt set thine heart in the ways 
of the temple, by all the goings out of the saintuary. 

6 And thou shalt say to the house of Israel stirring me to wrath, The Lord God saith 
these things, Ye house of Israel, (let) all your great trespasses suffice to you (or let all your 
great trespasses now suffice for you), 

7 for ye bring in alien sons, uncircumcised in heart, and uncircumcised in flesh, that 
they be in my saintuary, and defoul mine house. And ye offer my loaves, inner fatness, 
and blood, and break my covenant in all your great trespasses. (for ye bring in foreigners, 
or strangers, uncircumcised in heart, and uncircumcised in flesh, who be in my sanctuary, and 
defile my House, when ye offer my loaves, and the inner fatness, and the blood; and so ye break 
my covenant with all your great trespasses.) 


8 And ye kept not the commandments of my saintuary, and ye setted keepers of my 
keepings in my saintuary to yourselves. (And ye kept not charge of the holy things yourselves, 
but ye have put these foreigners, or these strangers, in charge of my sanctuary.) 

° The Lord God saith these things, Each alien, uncircumcised in heart, and uncircum- 
cised in flesh, shall not enter into my saintuary; (not even) each alien son, which is in 
the midst of the sons of Israel. (The Lord God saith these things, No foreigner, or no stranger, 
uncircumcised in heart, and uncircumcised in flesh, shall enter into my sanctuary; not even any 
foreigner, who liveth in the midst of the Israelites.) 


10 But also [the] Levites, [or deacons], that went far away from me, in the error of the 


sons of Israel, and erred from me after their idols, and bare their wickedness, (But the 
Levites, or the deacons, though they went far away from me, in the error of the Israelites, and 


went astray from me after their idols, and bare their wickedness,) 


11 they shall be keepers of [the] houses in my saintuary, and porters of gates of the 
house (of the Lord), and ministers of the house (of the Lord); they shall slay burnt sacrifices, 
and sacrifices for victory of the people; and they shall stand in the sight of the priests 
for to minister to them. (they shall still do service in my sanctuary, and as gatekeepers they 
shall be in charge of the gates of the Temple, and shall also minister, or shall serve, at the Temple; 
they shall kill the burnt sacrifices, and the sacrifices for the people; and they shall stand before 
the priests to serve the people.) 

12 For that that they ministered to those in the sight of their idols, and were made 
to the house of Israel into offending, either hurting, of wickedness; therefore I raised 
mine hand on them, saith the Lord God, and they bare their wickedness. (But because 
they ministered to the people before their idols, and were made to the house of Israel the cause of 
their falling into wickedness; therefore I have raised up my hand against them, saith the Lord God, 
and they shall bear their wickedness.) 

13 And they shall not nigh to me, that they use priesthood to me, neither they shall 
nigh to all my saintuary, (or) beside (the) holy of holy things, but they shall bear their 
shame, and their great trespasses which they did. (And they shall not come near me, so that 
they serve me in the priesthood or so that they serve me as priests, nor shall they come near to my 
holy things, or into the Holy of Holies, that is, into the Most Holy Place, but they shall bear their 
shame, and their great trespasses which they did.) 

14 And I shall make them porters of the house (of the Lord), in all the service thereof, 
and in all things that be done therein. (And I shall make them servants at the Temple, in all 
its service, and for all the things that need to be done there.) 

15 Forsooth priests and deacons, the sons of Zadok, that kept the ceremonies of my 
saintuary, when the sons of Israel erred from me, they shall nigh to me, for to minister 
to me; and they shall stand in my sight, that they offer to me inner fatness and blood, 
saith the Lord God. (But the levitical priests, the sons of Zadok, who kept, or continued, the 
ceremonies of my sanctuary, when the Israelites went astray from me, they shall come near me to 
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minister to me; and they shall stand before me, to offer me the inner fatness and the blood, saith 
the Lord God.) 

16 They shall enter into my saintuary, and they shall nigh to my board, that they 
minister to me, and keep my ceremonies. (They shall enter into my sanctuary, and they shall 
come near to my table, so that they can minister to me, and keep, or conduct, my ceremonies.) 

17 And when they shall enter into the gates of the inner foreyard, they shall be clothed 
with linen clothes, neither any woolen thing shall go on them, when they minister in 
the gates of the inner foreyard, and within; (And when they shall enter into the gates of the 
inner courtyard, they shall be clothed with linen clothes, yea, no woolen thing shall be upon them, 
when they serve me at the gates of the inner courtyard, and within;) 

18 linen caps, either mitres, shall be in the heads of them, and linen breeches shall be 
in the loins of them, and they shall not be gird in sweat. (linen caps, or linen mitres, shall 
be upon their heads, and linen breeches, or linen pants, shall be upon their loins, and so they shall 
not be covered in sweat.) 

19 And when they shall go out at the outermore foreyard to the people, they shall 
despoil them(selves) of their clothes in which they ministered, and they shall lay those 
up in the chamber(s) of the saintuary; and they shall clothe themselves in other clothes, 
and they shall not hallow my people in their clothes. (And when they shall go out to the 
outer courtyard to the people, they shall remove the clothes in which they ministered, and they 
shall put them away, or shall leave them, in the rooms of the sanctuary; and so they shall not 
hallow, or shall not sanctify, my people, or and so they shall not harm my people with the clothes 
in which they ministered.) 

20 Forsooth they shall not shave their head/[s], neither they shall nurse long hair, but 
they clipping shall clip their heads. 

21 And each priest shall not drink wine, when he shall enter into the inner foreyard. 
(And no priest shall drink wine, before that he shall go into the inner courtyard.) 

22 And priests shall not take (for) wives a widow, and a forsaken woman, but virgins of 
the seed of the house of Israel; but also they shall take a widow, which is the widow of 
a priest. (And priests shall not take for wives a widow, or an abandoned, or a divorced, woman, 
but only virgins of the descendants of the house of Israel; and they may also take in marriage a 
widow, who is the widow of a priest.) 

23 And they shall teach my people, what is betwixt holy thing and defouled; and they 
shall show to them, what is betwixt clean thing and unclean. 

24 And when debate is, they shall stand in my dooms, and shall deem (by) my laws; 
and they shall keep my commandments in all my solemnities, and they shall hallow my 
sabbaths. (And when there is debate, or a dispute, they shall stand in my judgements, and shall 

judge by my laws; and they shall keep my commands for all my solemn feasts, and they shall hallow 
my Sabbaths or and they shall keep my Sabbaths holy.) 

25 And they shall not enter to a dead man, lest they be defouled; no but to father, and 
mother, and to son, and daughter, and to brother, and sister that had not an husband, 
in which they shall be defouled. (And they shall not go to a dead person, lest they be defiled; 
except for their father, or their mother, or their son, or their daughter, or their brother, or their 
sister who did not have a husband, only for them shall they be defiled.) 

26 And after that he is cleansed, seven days shall be numbered to him. (And then after 
that he is cleansed, or is purified, he shall count, or shall wait, seven days.) 

27 And in the day of his entering into the saintuary, to the inner foreyard, that he 
minister to me in the saintuary, he shall offer for his sin, saith the Lord God. (And on the 
day of his entrance into the sanctuary, into the inner courtyard, so that he minister to me in the 
sanctuary or so that he serve me in the sanctuary, he shall offer his sin offering, saith the Lord 


God.) 
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28 Forsooth none heritage shall be to them, (for) I am the heritage of them; and ye 
shall not give to them (a) possession in Israel, for I am the possession of them. (And no 
inheritance shall be for them, for I am their inheritance; and ye shall not give them a possession, 
or any parcel of land, in Israel, for I am their possession, or their portion.) 

29 They shall eat (the) sacrifice, and (that) for sin, and (that) for trespass, and each avow 


of Israel shall be theirs. 
30 And the first things of all first engendered things, and all moist sacrifices, of all 


things that be offered, shall be the priests? part; and ye shall give the first things of 
your meats to the priest, that he lay up blessing to his house. (And the first things of all the 
first begotten things, and of all the other things that be offered, shall be the portion for the priests; 
and ye shall give the first things of your food to the priest, so that a blessing may rest upon thy 
house.) 

31 Priests shall not eat anything dead by itself, and taken of a beast, of fowls, and of 
sheep. (Priests shall not eat anything that dieth naturally, or is killed by a wild beast, neither 
bird, nor beast.) 


CHAPTER 45 

1 And when ye shall begin to part the land by parts, separate ye the first things to 
the Lord, an hallowed thing of the land, five and twenty thousand of reeds in length (or 
twenty-five thousand rods in length), and ten thousand of reeds in breadth (and ten thousand 
rods in breadth); it shall be hallowed in all the coast thereof by compass. (And when ye shall 
begin to divide the land in parts, separate ye the first things to the Lord, a hallowed, or a holy, 
portion of the land, twenty-five thousand cubits” in length, and ten thousand cubits in breadth or 
and twenty thousand cubits in breadth; all of this portion shall be hallowed, or shall be dedicated 
to the Lord.) 

2 And it shall be hallowed on each part in five hundred reeds(or five hundred rods), by 
five hundred, in four sides by compass, and in fifty cubits into the suburbs thereof by 
compass. (And for the Temple shall be a portion five hundred cubits, by five hundred, on four 
sides all around, with fifty cubits of open space on each side all around it.) 

3 And from this measure thou shalt mete the length of five and twenty thousand of 
reeds(or the length of twenty-five thousand rods), and the breadth of ten thousand; and the 
temple and the holy of holy things shall be in it. (And from this area thou shalt measure the 
length of twenty-five thousand cubits, and the breadth of ten thousand; and the Temple and the 
Holy of Holies, that is, the Most Holy Place, shall be there within it.) 

4 An hallowed thing of the land shall be to (the) priests, the ministers of the saintuary, 
that nigh to the service of the Lord; and a place shall be to them into houses, and into 
the saintuary of holiness. (A hallowed portion of the land shall be for the priests, the ministers, 
or the servants, of the sanctuary, who come near to serve the Lord; and a place shall be for their 
houses, and a holy place for the sanctuary.) 

5 Soothly five and twenty thousand of length shall be, and ten thousand of breadth; but 
the deacons that minister to the house, they shall have in possession twenty chambers. 
(And twenty-five thousand cubits in length, and ten thousand in breadth, shall be for the Levites, 
who serve in the Temple; and there will be suburbs there for them to live in.) 

6 And ye shall give the possession of the city, five thousand reeds of breadth (or five 
thousand rods of breadth), and five and twenty thousand of length, by the separating of 
the saintuary, to all the house of Israel. (And ye shall make a possession for a city, five 
thousand cubits in breadth, and twenty-five thousand in length, beside the separated place for 
the sanctuary, for all the house of Israel.) 

7 And ye shall give a portion to the prince on this side and on that side, beside the 
separating of the saintuary, and beside the possession of the city, against the face of 





* 
CHAPTER 45:1 For verses 1-6, some modern translations state the measurements as cubits, not rods. 
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(the) separating of the saintuary, and against the face of (the) possession of the city, (or 
And ye shall give a portion to the prince on this side and on that side, beside the separated place 
for the sanctuary, and the possession for the city, facing the separated place for the sanctuary, and 
the possession for the city); from the side of the sea till to the sea, and from the side of the 
east till to the east, shall be of the possession of the prince. Forsooth the length by each 
of the parts, from the west end till to the east end of the land, 

8 shall be (the) possession to him in Israel; and the princes shall no more rob my people, 
but they shall give (the rest of) the land to the house of Israel, by the lineages of them. 
(shall be his possession in Israel; and then the princes shall no more rob my people, but they shall 
give the rest of the land to the house of Israel, by all their tribes.) 

° The Lord God saith these things, O! princes of Israel, suffice it to you, leave ye 
wickedness and raven, and do ye doom and rightfulness; part ye your nigh coasts from 
my people, saith the Lord God. (The Lord God saith these things, O princes of Israel! suffice 
it to you, leave ye behind wickedness and robbery, and do ye law and justice, (or what is right); 
never again shall ye separate my people from their land, saith the Lord God.) 

10 A just balance, and a just measure[of dry things]called ephah, and a just measure[of 
flowing things]called bath, shall be to you. 

11 Ephah and bath shall be even, and of one measure, (or An ephah and a bath shall be 
equal, and of one measure), (so) that (a) bath take the tenth part of the measure called(a) 
cor, and that (an) ephah take the tenth part of the measure (called a) cor; by the measure 
of (a) cor shall be even weighing of those. 

12 Forsooth a shekel shall have twenty halfpence; certainly twenty shekels, and five 
and twenty shekels, and fifteen shekels (shall) make a bezant. 

13 And these be the first fruits which ye shall take away (or And these be the first fruits 
which ye shall offer); the sixth part of (an) ephah of a cor of wheat, and the sixth part of 
(an) ephah of a cor of barley. 

14 Also the measure of oil; a bath of oil is the tenth part of (a) cor, and ten baths make 
one cor; for ten baths fill one cor (or for ten baths equal one cor). 


15 And one ram, either wether, of the flock of two hundred, of these which the men of 
Israel nourish, into sacrifice, and into burnt sacrifice, and into peaceable sacrifices, to 


cleanse for them, saith the Lord God. (And one ram, or one wether, from the flock, out of every 
two hundred, of those which the Israelites raise. All of these things for a sacrifice, and for a burnt 
sacrifice, and for peace offerings, to make amends for them, saith the Lord God.) 

16 All the people of the land shall be bound in these first fruits to the prince in Israel. 
(All the people of the land shall bring these first fruits to the prince in Israel.) 

17 And on the (part of the) prince shall be burnt sacrifices, and sacrifice(s), and moist 
sacrifices, in solemnities, and in calends, either (the) beginnings of months, and in 
sabbaths, and in all the solemnities of the house of Israel; he shall make (ready the) 
sacrifice for sin, and (the) burnt sacrifice, and (the) peaceable sacrifices, to cleanse for 
the house of Israel. (And the prince shall provide the burnt sacrifices, and the sacrifices, and the 
wine offerings, for the feasts, and on calends, or at the beginning of the months, and on Sabbaths, 
and for all the solemn feasts of the house of Israel; he shall provide the sacrifice for sin, and the 
burnt sacrifice, and the peace offerings, to make amends for the house of Israel.) 

18 The Lord God saith these things, In the first month, in the first day of the month, 
thou shalt take a calf without wem of the drove, and thou shalt cleanse the saintuary. 
(The Lord God saith these things, In the first month, on the first day of the month, thou shalt take 
acalf without blemish, or without fault, from the herd, and thou shalt cleanse, or thou shalt purify, 
the sanctuary.) 

19 And the priest shall take of the blood of the beast that shall be for sin; and he shall 
put in the posts of the house (of the Lord), and in (the) four corners of the height of the 
altar, and in the posts of the gate of the inner foreyard. (And the priest shall take the blood 
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of the beast that shall be for the sin offering; and he shall put it on the posts of the Temple, and on 
the four corners on the top of the altar, and on the gateposts of the inner courtyard.) 

20 And thus thou shalt do in the seventh day of the month, for each that knew not, 
and was deceived by error, and thou shalt cleanse for the house. (And thus thou shalt do 
on the seventh day of the month, for all who knew not, and were deceived by error, and so thou 
shalt make amends for the Temple, or shalt keep it holy.) 

21 In the first month, in the fourteenth day of the month, the solemnity of pask shall 
be to you; therf loaves shall be eaten by seven days. (In the first month, on the fourteenth 
day of the month, ye shall have the Feast of Passover; unleavened bread shall be eaten for seven 
days.) 

22 And the prince shall make (ready) a calf for sin in that day, for himself and for all 
the people of the land. (And on that day, the prince shall provide a calf for a sin offering, for 
himself and for all the people of the land.) 

23 And in the solemnity of seven days he shall make burnt sacrifice to the Lord; he 
shall offer seven calves and seven wethers without wem each day, by seven days, and 
each day a buck of goats, for sin. (And for the seven days of the feast he shall provide a burnt 
sacrifice to the Lord; for seven days, each day he shall offer seven calves and seven rams without 
blemish, or without fault, and also each day a goat buck for a sin offering.) 

24 And he shall make the sacrifice of ephah by a calf, and of ephah by a wether, and 
of oil the measure hin, by each ephah. (And he shall provide a sacrifice of an ephah of grain 
with each calf, and with each ram, and the measure of a hin of oil with each ephah.) 

25 In the seventh month, in the fifteenth day of the month, in the solemnity, he shall 
make as those be before-said, by seven days, as well for sin, as for burnt sacrifice, and in 
sacrifice, and in oil. (And in the seventh month, on the fifteenth day of the month, for the seven 
days of the feast, he shall provide what was before-said, that is, the sin offering, and the burnt 
sacrifice, and the grain sacrifice, and the oil.) 


CHAPTER 46 
1 The Lord God saith these things, The gate of the inner foreyard, that beholdeth to 


the east, shall be closed six days in which work is done; for it shall be opened in the 
day of sabbath, but also it shall be opened in the day of calends. (The Lord God saith these 
things, The gate of the inner courtyard, that faceth east, shall be closed for the six days in which 
work is done; it shall be opened only on the day of Sabbath, and on the day of calends.) 

2 And the prince shall enter by the way of the porch of the gate withoutforth, and 
he shall stand in the threshold of the gate; and priests shall make the burnt sacrifice of 
him, and the peaceable sacrifices of him; and he shall worship on the threshold of the 
gate, and he shall go out; forsooth the gate shall not be closed till to the eventide. (And 
the prince shall enter by way of the porch of the gate from the outside, and he shall stand at the 
gate’s threshold; and the priests shall offer his burnt sacrifice, and his peace offerings; and he shall 
worship at the gate’s threshold, and then he shall go out; and the gate shall not be closed until the 
evening.) 

3 And the people of the land shall worship at the door of that gate, in sabbaths, and in 
calends, before the Lord. (And the people of the land shall worship at the door of that gate, on 
Sabbaths, and on calends, before the Lord.) 

4 Forsooth the prince shall offer this burnt sacrifice to the Lord in the day of sabbath, 
six lambs without wem, and a wether without wem, (And the prince shall offer this burnt 
sacrifice to the Lord on the day of Sabbath, six lambs without blemish, or without fault, and a ram 
without blemish,) 

5 and the sacrifice of ephah by a wether; but in the lambs he shall offer the sacrifice 
which his hand shall give, and of oil the measure hin, by each ephah. (and the sacrifice of 
an ephah of grain with the ram; and with each lamb he shall offer a sacrifice of whatever his hand 
shall give, and the measure of a hin of oil, with each ephah.) 
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6 But in the day of calends he shall offer a calf without wem of the drove; and six lambs, 
and wethers shall be without wem, (And on the day of calends he shall offer a calf of the herd 
without blemish, and six lambs, and a ram, which shall also be without blemish.) 

7 and ephah by acalf. Also he shall make the sacrifice, ephah by a wether; but of lambs 
as his hand findeth, and of oil the measure hin, by each ephah. (And he shall provide the 
sacrifice of an ephah of grain with the calf, and another ephah of grain with the ram; and with the 
lambs whatever his hand may find; and the measure of a hin of oil with each ephah.) 

8 And when the prince shall enter, enter he by the way of the porch of the gate, and 
go he out by the same way. 

9 And when the people of the land shall enter in the sight of the Lord into (the) 
solemnities, which people entereth by the gate of the north for to worship, go it out 
by the way of the south gate. Certainly the people that entereth by the way of the south 
gate, go (it) out by the way of the north gate. It shall not turn again by the way of the 
gate by which it entered, but even against that way it shall go out. (And when the people 
of the land shall enter before the Lord for the feasts, which people entereth by the north gate to 
worship, go they out by the way of the south gate. And the people who entereth by the south gate, 
go they out by the way of the north gate. They shall not return by the gate by which they entered, 
but they shall go out by the opposite way.) 

10 Forsooth the prince shall be in the midst of them; he shall enter with them that 
enter, and he shall go out with them that go out. (And the prince shall be in their midst; he 
shall go in with those who go in, and he shall go out with those who go out.) 

11 And in fairs and in solemnities, the sacrifice of ephah shall be by a calf, and ephah 
by a wether; in lambs shall be sacrifice as his hand findeth, and of oil the measure hin, 
by each ephah. (And at feasts and at solemn feasts, the sacrifice of an ephah of grain shall be 
given with a calf, and another ephah of grain with a ram; and with the lambs the sacrifice shall 
be such as his hand may find; and the measure of a hin of oil, with each ephah.) 

12 Forsooth when the prince maketh a willful burnt sacrifice, either willful peaceable 
sacrifice(s) to the Lord, the gate that beholdeth to the east shall be opened to him; and 
he shall make his burnt sacrifice, and his peaceable sacrifices, as it is wont to be done in 
the day of sabbath; and he shall go out, and the gate shall be closed after that he went 
out. (And when the prince provideth a voluntary burnt sacrifice, or peace offerings to the Lord, 
the gate that faceth east shall be opened for him; and he shall make his burnt sacrifice, and his 
peace offerings, as it is wont to be done on the day of Sabbath; and then he shall go out, and the 
gate shall be closed after that he hath gone out.) 

13 And he shall make burnt sacrifice each day to the Lord, a lamb without wem of the 
same year; ever he shall make it in the morrowtide, (And thou shalt provide a burnt sacrifice 
each day to the Lord, a lamb of the first year without blemish; thou shalt provide it every morning,) 

14 and he shall make sacrifice on it full early; early he shall make the sixth part of 
ephah, and of oil the third part of hin, that it be meddled with the flour of wheat; it is a 
lawful sacrifice, continual and everlasting, to the Lord. (and thou shalt provide an offering 
with it every morning; yea, each morning thou shalt provide the sixth part of an ephah of grain, 
and the third part of a hin of oil, that it be mixed, or mingled, with the wheat flour; this is a sacrifice 
ordained by law, continual, or daily, and everlasting, to the Lord.) 

15 He shall make (ready) a lamb, and sacrifice, and oil, full early; he shall make (ready) 
early [the] burnt sacrifice everlasting. (Thou shalt provide a lamb, and a grain sacrifice, and 
oil, every morning; yea, each morning thou shalt provide the everlasting burnt sacrifice.) 

16 The Lord God saith these things, If the prince giveth an house to any of his sons, 
the heritage of him shall be of his sons; they shall wield it by heritage. (The Lord God saith 
these things, If the prince giveth a house to any of his sons, its inheritance shall be for his sons; 
yea, they shall get it by inheritance.) 


4166 XRN 


EZEKIEL CHAPTER 46:17 735 EZEKIEL CHAPTER 47:2 


17 Forsooth if he giveth a bequest of his heritage to one of his servants, it shall be his 
till to the year of remission, and it shall turn again to the prince; forsooth the heritage 
of him shall be to his sons. (But if he giveth a bequest of his inheritance, that is, a gift of his 
estate, to one of his servants, or to one of his slaves, it shall be his only until the Year of Remission, 
or the Year of Restoration, and then it shall return to the prince; for his inheritance, or his estate, 
shall only be for his sons.) 

18 And the prince shall not take by violence of the heritage of the people, and of the 
possession of them; but of his own possession he shall give heritage to his sons, that my 
people be not scattered, each man from his possession. (And the prince shall not take by 
violence any of the people’s inheritance, or any of their possessions; but out of his own possessions 
he shall give an inheritance to his sons, so that my people be not scattered, each person from his 
own possession.) 

19 And he led me in by the entering, that was on the side of the gate, into the chambers 
of the saintuary to the priests, which chambers beheld to the north; and there was a 
place going to the west. (And he led me in by the entrance, that was by the side of the gate, into 
the rooms of the sanctuary, or of the Temple, for the priests, which rooms faced north; and there 
was a place on the western side.) 

20 And he said to me, This is the place where (the) priests shall seethe, both for sin [of 
doing], and for trespass [of leaving (undone)]; where they shall seethe (the) sacrifice, that 
they bear (it) not out into the outermore foreyard, and the people be hallowed. (And he 
said to me, This is the place where the priests shall boil the offerings, both for the sin of doing, 
and for the trespass of leaving undone; yea, where they shall boil the sacrifice, so that they do not 
carry it out into the outer courtyard, and then the people be made holy or and then the people be 
harmed.) 

21 And he led me out into the outermore foreyard, and led me about by the four 
corners of the foreyard; and lo! a little foreyard was in the corner of the foreyard, all 
little foreyards by the corners of the foreyard; (And he led me out into the outer courtyard, 
and led me about by the four corners of the courtyard; and behold! in each corner of the courtyard 
was a smaller courtyard;) 

22 in four corners of the foreyard little foreyards were disposed, of forty cubits by 
length, and of thirty by breadth; four were of one measure; (yea, in the four corners of the 
courtyard were placed smaller courtyards, that were forty cubits in length, and thirty cubits in 
breadth; all four had the same measurements;) 

23 and a wall by compass went about (the) four little foreyards; and kitchens were made 
under the porches by compass. (and a wall went all around the four smaller courtyards; and 
kitchens were made against the porches all around.) 

24 And he said to me, This is the house of (the) kitchens, in which the ministers of the 
house of the Lord shall seethe the sacrifice of the people. (And he said to me, These are the 
kitchens for the Temple, in which the ministers,or the servants, of the House of the Lord shall boil 
the people’s sacrifices.) 


CHAPTER 47 

1 And he turned me (again) to the gate of the house (of the Lord); and lo! waters went 
out (from) under the threshold of the house to the east; for the face of the house (of the 
Lord) beheld to the east; forsooth the waters came down into the right side of the temple, 
to the south part of the altar. (And he returned me to the gate of the House of the Lord; and 
behold! water went out from under the threshold of the House of the Lord to the east; for the front 
of the Temple faced east; and the water came down from the right side of the Temple, to the south 
side of the altar or to south of the altar.) 

2 And he led me out by the way of the north gate, and he turned me to the way without 
the outermore gate, to the way that beholdeth to the east; and lo! waters flowing from 
the right side, (And he led me out by the way of the north gate, and he turned me to the way 
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outside the outer gate, to the way that faceth east; and behold! water was flowing out from the 
right side,) 

3 when the man that had a cord in his hand went out to the east. And he meted a 
thousand cubits, and led me over through the water till to the heels. (when that man, 
who had a cord in his hand, went out to the east. And he measured a thousand cubits, and led me 
through the water unto my heels.) 

4 And again he meted a thousand, and led me over through the water till to the knees. 
And again he meted a thousand, and led me over through the water till to the reins. 
(And again he measured a thousand, and led me through the water unto my knees. And again he 
measured a thousand, and led me through the water unto my waist.) 

5 And (again) he meted a thousand, by the strand which I might not pass [over]; for the 
deep waters of the strand had waxed great, that may not be waded over. (And again he 
measured a thousand, and it was now a river, which I could not cross over; for the deep waters of 
the river had grown so great, that they could not be waded through.) 

6 And he said to me, Certainly, son of man, thou hast seen (this). And he led me, and 
he turned me (again) to the river of the strand. (And he said to me, Son of man, mark thou 
this well or remember that thou hast seen this. And then he led me back to the river bank.) 

7 And when I had turned me (again), lo! in the river of the strand (were) full many 
trees on ever either side. (And when I had returned there, behold! on the river bank were a 
great many trees on either side.) 

8 And he said to me, These waters that go out to the heaps of sand of the east, and go 
down into [the] plain places of desert, shall enter into the sea, and shall go out; and the 
waters shall be healed. (And he said to me, This water that goeth out to the heaps of sand in the 
east, and goeth down to the plains of the desert, or down to the Arabah, shall enter into the Dead 
Sea, and then shall go out again; and the waters of the Dead Sea shall be healed.) 

9 And each living beast that creepeth, shall live, whither ever the strand shall come; 
and fishes many enough shall be, after that these waters come thither, and [they] shall be 
healed, and shall live; all things to which the strand shall come, shall live. (And every living 
beast that moveth, shall live, wherever the stream shall come; and there shall be a great many fish, 
after that this water cometh there, and they shall be healed, and shall live; yea, everything to which 
the stream shall come, shall live or shall have life.) 

10 And fishers shall stand on those waters; from Engedi till to Eneglaim shall be drying 
of nets; full many kinds of fishes thereof shall be, as the fishes of the great sea, of full 
great multitude; (And fishermen shall stand by this water; from Engedi unto Eneglaim shall be 
the drying of nets; and there shall be a great many kinds of fish, like the fish of the Great Sea, that 
is, the Mediterranean Sea, yea, of a very great multitude;) 

1 but in the brinks thereof and in (the) marishes 

(the) waters shall not be healed, for those shall be given into places of (the) making of 
salt. 

12 And each tree bearing fruit shall grow on the strand, in the rivers thereof on each 
side; a leaf thereof shall not fall down, and the fruit thereof shall not fail; by all months it 
shall bear first fruits, for the waters thereof shall go out of the saintuary; and the fruits 
thereof shall be into meat, and the leaves thereof to medicine. (And every tree bearing 
fruit shall grow by the stream, on its banks on each side; none of their leaves shall fall down, and 
none of their fruit shall fail; in every month they shall bear first fruits, for the water there shall 
have gone out from the sanctuary; and their fruit shall be for food, and their leaves for shall be 
medicine.) 

13 The Lord God saith these things, This is the end, in which ye shall wield the land, in 
the twelve lineages of Israel; for Joseph hath double part. (The Lord God saith these things, 
These be the borders, or the boundaries, in which ye shall possess the land, among the twelve tribes 
of Israel; for Joseph hath a double portion.) 
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14 Forsooth ye shall wield it, each man evenly as his brother; on which I raised mine 
hand, that I should give to your fathers; and this land shall fall to you into possession. 
(And ye shall possess it, each man equally like his brother; on which I raised up my hand, that I 
should give it to your forefathers; and this land shall fall to you into a possession.) 

15 This is the end of the land at the north coast, from the great sea, (by) the way of 
Hethlon, to men coming to Zedad, (This is the border of the land on the north side, from the 
Great Sea, by way of Hethlon, to those coming to Zedad,) 

16 Hamath, Berothah, Sibraim, which is in the midst betwixt Damascus and [the] nigh 


coasts of Hamath, (to) the house of Hatticon, which is beside the ends of Hauran. (Hamath, 
Berothah, Sibraim, which is in the midst between Damascus and the border of Hamath, unto 


Hazarhatticon, which is by the border of Hauran.) 

17 And the end shall be from the sea till to the porch of Enan, (to) the end of Damascus, 
and from the north till to the north, (to) the end of Hamath; forsooth this is the north 
coast. (And so the border shall be from the Great Sea, unto Hazarenan, to the border of Damascus, 
and from the north unto the north, to the border of Hamath; this is the north side.) 

18 Certainly the east coast from the midst of Hauran, and from the midst of Damascus, 
and from the midst of Gilead, and from the midst of the land of Israel, is Jordan, parting 
at the east sea, also ye shall mete the east coast. (And ye shall measure the east side from 
the midst of Hauran, and from the midst of Damascus, and from the midst of Gilead, and from the 
midst of the land of Israel, unto the Jordan River, and then south unto the East Sea, that is, the 
Dead Sea, to Tamar; this is the east side.) 

19 Forsooth the south coast of midday is from Tamar till to the waters of against-saying 
of Kadesh; and the strand till to the great sea, and the south coast of midday. (And the 
south side is southward from Tamar unto the waters of strife at Kadesh or unto the waters of 
Meribah-by-Kadesh; and along the river, unto the Great Sea; this is the south side toward the 
Negeb.) 

20 And the coast of the sea is the great sea, from the nigh coast by [the] straight, till 
thou come to Hamath:; this is the coast of the sea. (And the west side is the Great Sea, straight 
north along the coast, until thou come to Hamath; this is the west side.) 

21 And ye shall part this land to you by the lineages of Israel; (And ye shall divide this 
land unto the tribes of Israel) 

22 and ye shall send it into heritage to you, and to comelings that come to you, that 
engendered sons in the midst of you; and they shall be to you as men born in the land 
among the sons of Israel; with you they shall part possession, in the midst of the lineages 
of Israel. (and ye shall divide it into an inheritance for yourselves, and for the newcomers who 
come to you, who beget children in the midst of you; and they shall be to you like people born in 
the land among the Israelites; they shall share the possession with you, in the midst of the tribes 
of Israel.) 

23 Forsooth in whatever lineage a comeling is, there ye shall give possession to him, 
saith the Lord God. (Yea, in whatever tribe a newcomer is, there ye shall give a possession to 
him, saith the Lord God.) 


CHAPTER 48 
1 And these be the names of (the) lineages, from the ends of the north, beside the way 


(of) Hethlon, to men going to Hamath, (to) the porch of Enan, (to) the term of Damascus, 
(and) to the north beside Hamath; and the east coast shall be to it the sea, one part shall 
be of Dan. (And these be the names of the tribes, from the border in the north, by the way to 
Hethlon, for those going to Hamath, unto Hazarenan, and the border of Damascus, and to the 
north beside Hamath; and so from the east side unto the west side, one portion shall be for Dan.) 

2 And from the end of Dan, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one part 
shall be of Asher. (And from the border of Dan, from the east side unto the west side, one portion 
shall be for Asher.) 
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3 And on the end of Asher, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one of 
Naphtali. (And from the border of Asher, from the east side unto the west side, one portion shall 
be for Naphtali.) 

4 And on the term of Naphtali, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one of 
Manasseh. (And from the border of Naphtali, from the east side unto the west side, one portion 
shall be for Manasseh.) 

5 And on the end of Manasseh, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one of 
Ephraim. (And from the border of Manasseh, from the east side unto the west side, one portion 
shall be for Ephraim.) 

6 And on the end of Ephraim, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one of 
Reuben. (And from the border of Ephraim, from the east side unto the west side, one portion shall 
be for Reuben.) 

7 And on the end of Reuben, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, one of 
Judah. (And from the border of Reuben, from the east side unto the west side, one portion shall 
be for Judah.) 

8 And on the end of Judah, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea, shall be the 
(place of the) first fruits, which ye shall (set)(a)part by five and twenty thousand reeds of 
breadth and of length [or in five and twenty thousand rods of breadth and of length], as all 
(the other) parts be, from the east coast till to the coast of the sea; and the saintuary shall 
be in the midst thereof. (And from the border of Judah, from the east side unto the west side, 
shall be the place of the first fruits, which ye shall set apart by twenty-five thousand cubits*in 
breadth, and its length shall be like all the other parts, from the east side unto the west side; and 
the sanctuary, or the Temple, shall be in its midst.) 

9 The (place of the) first fruits which ye shall (set)(a)part to the Lord, the length shall be 
in five and twenty thousand, and the breadth in ten thousand. (The place of the first fruits 
which ye shall set apart for the Lord, the length shall be twenty-five thousand, and the breadth 
shall be ten thousand or and the breadth shall be twenty thousand.) 

10 Forsooth these shall be the first fruits of the saintuary of (the) priests; to the north 
five and twenty thousand of length, and to the sea ten thousand of breadth; but to the 
east ten thousand of breadth, and to the south five and twenty thousand of length; and 
the saintuary of the Lord shall be in the midst thereof. (And this shall be the portion of the 
place of the first fruits for the priests; to the north twenty-five thousand in length, and to the west 
ten thousand in breadth; and to the east ten thousand in breadth, and to the south twenty-five 
thousand in length; and the sanctuary of the Lord shall be in its midst.) 

11 The saintuary shall be to (the) priests of the sons of Zadok, that kept my ceremonies, 
and erred not, when the sons of Israel erred, as also [the] deacons erred. (This portion of 
the place of the first fruits shall be for the priests of the sons of Zadok who kept, or who continued, 
my ceremonies, and went not astray, when the Israelites went astray, like also the Levites went 
astray.) 

12 And (this portion of the place of) the first fruits shall be to them of the first fruits of 
the land, the holy of holy things, by the term of Levites, either deacons. (And this portion 
of the place of the first fruits shall be a most holy place for them, and it shall be unto the border of 
the Levites, or the deacons.) 

13 But also to deacons in like manner by the coasts of priests shall be five and twenty 
thousand of length, and ten thousand of breadth; all the length of five and twenty 
thousand, and the breadth of ten thousand. (And also the Levites in like manner shall have 
a portion of the place of the first fruits unto the border of the priests, and it shall be twenty- 
five thousand in length, and ten thousand in breadth; and so all the length shall be twenty-five 
thousand, and the breadth shall be ten thousand.) 





* 
CHAPTER 48:8 For verses 8-35, some modern translations state the measurements as cubits, not rods. 
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14 And they shall not sell thereof, neither shall (ex)change (any part of their portion); 
and the (place of the) first fruits of the land shall not be translated, for those be hallowed 
to the Lord. (And they shall never sell, or exchange, any part of their portion; and the place of 
the first fruits of the land shall never be transferred to anyone, for they be holy to, and belong to, 
the Lord.) 

15 Soothly the five thousand, that be left over in breadth, by five and twenty thousand, 
shall be the unholy things, either common things, of the city, into dwelling place, and 
into suburbs, (or for a dwelling place, and for common land); and the city shall be in the midst 
thereof. 

16 And these shall be the measures thereof; at the north coast, five hundred and four 
thousand of reeds(or five hundred and four thousand rods), and at the south coast, five 
hundred and four thousand, and at the east coast, five hundred and four thousand, and 
at the west coast, five hundred and four thousand. (And these shall be its measurements; 
on the north side, four thousand five hundred cubits, and on the south side, four thousand five 
hundred, and on the east side, four thousand five hundred, and on the west side, four thousand 


five hundred.) 


17 Forsooth the suburbs of the city at the north shall be two hundred and fifty, and at 
the south two hundred and fifty, and at the east two hundred and fifty, and at the sea, 
that is, (at) the west, two hundred and fifty. 


18 But that that is residue in length, by the (place of the) first fruits of the saintuary, 
ten thousand into the east, and ten thousand into the west, shall be as the (place of the) 
first fruits of the saintuary; and the fruits shall be into loaves to them that serve the city. 
(But what is left over in length, by the place of the first fruits, ten thousand to the east, and ten 
thousand to the west, which be alongside the place of the first fruits, shall be used to grow food for 
those who serve in the city.) 


19 Forsooth they that serve (in) the city shall work (that land), (anyone out) of all the 
lineages of Israel. (And they who serve in the city shall be able to work that land, yea, anyone 
from all of Israel’s tribes.) 


20 All the (place of the) first fruits of five and twenty thousand, by five and twenty 
thousand in square, shall be separated into the (place of the) first fruits of [the] saintuary, 
and into (the) possession of the city. (All the place of the first fruits, twenty-five thousand, by 
twenty-five thousand square, shall be set apart for the place of the first fruits, unto the possession 
for the city.) 

21 Forsooth that that is residue, shall be the prince’s part, on each side of the (place 
of the) first fruits of [the] saintuary, and of the possession of the city, even against (the) 
five and twenty thousand of the (place of the) first fruits, till to the east end; but also to 
the sea even against (the) five and twenty thousand, till to the end of the sea, shall be in 
like manner in the parts of the prince; and the (place of the) first fruits of the saintuary, 
and the saintuary of the temple shall be in the midst of it. (And what is left over, shall be 
the prince’s (portion), on each side of the place of the first fruits, and the possession of the city; 
that is, to the east, over against the twenty-five thousand of the place of the first fruits unto the 
east side, and also to the west, over against the twenty-five thousand, unto the west side, in like 
manner, both portions shall be for the prince; and the place of the first fruits, and the sanctuary, 
(that is, the Temple), shall be in their midst.) 


22 Forsooth from the possession of (the) deacons, and from the possession of the city, 
which is in the midst of (the) parts of the prince, shall be into the term, either portion, of 
Judah, and into the term, either portion, of Benjamin; and it shall pertain to the prince. 
(And from the possession of the Levites, and from the possession of the city, which is in the midst 
of the portions of the prince, shall be unto the border, or the portion, of Judah, and unto the border, 
or the portion, of Benjamin; and it shall pertain to the prince.) 
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23 And to [the] other lineages, from the east coast till to the west coast, one to 
Benjamin. (And for the other tribes, from the east side unto the west side, one portion shall 
be for Benjamin.) 

24 And against the term, either portion, of Benjamin, from the east coast till to the 
west coast, one to Simeon. (And from the border of Benjamin, from the east side unto the west 
side, one portion shall be for Simeon.) 

25 And on the term, (or the end), of Simeon, from the east coast till to the west coast, one 
to Issachar. (And from the border of Simeon, from the east side unto the west side, one portion 
shall be for Issachar.) 

26 And on the term, (or the end), of Issachar, from the east coast till to the west coast, 
one to Zebulun. (And from the border of Issachar, from the east side unto the west side, one 
portion shall be for Zebulun.) 

27 And on the term, (or the end), of Zebulun, from the east coast till to the west coast, 
one to Gad. (And from the border of Zebulun, from the east side unto the west side, one portion 
shall be for Gad.) 

28 And on the term, (or the end), of Gad, to the coast of the south into midday, [or 
south(ward)]; and the end shall be from Tamar till to the waters of against-saying of 
Kadesh, and the heritage against the great sea. (And from the border of Gad, on the south 
side toward the Negeb, the border shall be from Tamar unto the waters of strife at Kadesh or unto 
the waters of Meribah-by-Kadesh, and through the inheritance unto the Great Sea, that is, the 
Mediterranean Sea.) 

29 This is the land which ye shall send into part to the lineages of Israel, and these be 
the partings of those, saith the Lord God. (This is the land which ye shall divide by lot to the 
tribes of Israel, and these be their portions, saith the Lord God.) 

30 And these be the goings out of the city; from the north coast thou shalt mete five 
hundred and four thousand reeds(or five hundred and four thousand rods). (And these be the 
goings out of the city; on the north side thou shalt measure four thousand five hundred cubits.) 

31 And gates of the city shall be (named) in all the lineages of Israel, three gates at the 
north; one gate of Reuben, one gate of Judah, one gate of Levi. (And the city gates shall be 
named for all the tribes of Israel, three gates at the north; one gate for Reuben, one gate for Judah, 
one gate for Levi.) 

32 And at the east coast, five hundred and four thousand reeds(or five hundred and four 
thousand rods), and three gates; one gate of Joseph, one gate of Benjamin, one gate of Dan. 
(And on the east side, four thousand five hundred cubits, and three gates; one gate for Joseph, one 
gate for Benjamin, one gate for Dan.) 

33 And at the south coast thou shalt mete five hundred and four thousand reeds(or five 
hundred and four thousand rods), and three gates shall be of those; one gate of Simeon, one 
gate of Issachar, one gate of Zebulun. (And on the south side thou shalt measure four thousand 
five hundred cubits, and three gates shall be there; one gate for Simeon, one gate for Issachar, one 
gate for Zebulun.) 

34 And at the west coast, five hundred and four thousand reeds(or five hundred and 
four thousand rods), three gates of those; one gate of Gad, one gate of Asher, one gate of 
Naphtali. (And on the west side, four thousand five hundred cubits, and the three gates there; 
one gate for Gad, one gate for Asher, one gate for Naphtali.) 

35 By compass eighteen miles; and the name of the city shall be from that day, The 
Lord (is) there. Amen. (The wall of the city or The city’s perimeter shall be eighteen miles all 
around; and the name of the city shall be from that day, The Lord is There! Amen.) 
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JOEL 


1 The word of the Lord is this, that was made to Joel, the son of Pethuel. 

2 Eld men, hear ye this, and all dwellers of the land, perceive ye with ears. If this thing 
was done in your days, either in the days of your fathers. (Old men, hear ye this, and all the 
inhabitants of the land, listen! Was such a thing as this ever done in your days, or in the days of 
your forefathers?) 

3 Of this thing tell ye to your sons, and your sons tell to their sons, and the sons of 
them tell to another generation. (Tell ye this thing to your children, and your children tell 
their children, and their children tell to another generation.) 

4 A locust ate the residue of a wortworm, and a bruchus ate the residue of a locust, 
and rust ate the residue of a bruchus. 

5 Drunken men, wake ye, and weep; and yell ye, all that drink wine in sweetness; for it 
perished from your mouth. (Drunken people, wake ye up, and weep; and yell ye, all who drink 
wine for its sweetness; for it hath perished from your mouth.) 

6 For why a folk strong and unnumberable ascended on my land. The teeth thereof be 
as the teeth of a lion, and the cheek teeth thereof be as of a whelp of a lion. (For a people, 
strong and innumerable, came upon my land. Their teeth (be) like the teeth of a lion; and their 
molars (be) like that of a lion’s cub.) 

7 It setted my vinery into desert, and took away the rind of my fig tree. It made naked 
and spoiled that vinery, and casted forth; the branches thereof be made white. (They 
destroyed my vines, and took the rind off my fig trees. They made bare and spoiled that vineyard, 
and cast it down; its branches were made white.) 

8 Wail thou, as a virgin girded witha sackcloth on the husband of her time of marriage. 
(Wail thou, like a virgin clothed with a sackcloth for her husband, at the time of her marriage.) 

° Sacrifice and moist sacrifice perished from the house of the Lord; and priests, the 
ministers of the Lord, mourned. (There is no grain or wine to offer in the House of the Lord; 
and the priests, the ministers of the Lord, mourned.) 

10 The country is made bare of people. The earth mourned; for wheat is destroyed. 
Wine is shamed, and oil was sick, either failed. (The land is made bare of people. The earth 
mourned, for the corn, or the grain, is destroyed. The wine is dried up, and the oil languished, or 
failed.) 

11 The earth-tillers be shamed, the vine-tillers yelled on wheat and barley; for the 
ripe corn of the field is perished. (The earth-tillers despaired, the vine-tillers mourned for the 
wheat and the barley; for the harvest of the field hath perished.) 

12 The vinery is shamed; and the fig tree was sick. The pomegranate tree, and the palm 
tree, and the fir tree, and all the trees of the field dried up; for joy is shamed from the 
sons of men. (The vines be dried up, and the fig trees languished, or failed. The pomegranate 
tree, the palm tree, the fir tree, and all the trees of the field have dried up; and joy is gone away 
from among the people.) 

13 Ye priests, gird you(rselves), and wail; ye ministers of the altar, yell. Ministers of my 
God, enter ye, lie ye in sackcloth; for why sacrifice and moist sacrifice perished from the 
house of your God (or for there is no grain or wine to offer in the House of your God). 

14 Hallow ye fasting, call ye the company, gather ye together eld men, and all dwellers 
of the earth, into the house of your God; and cry ye to the Lord, (Call ye for a fast, call ye 
the congregation, gather ye together the old men, that is, the elders, and all the people of the land, 
into the House of your God; and cry ye to the Lord,) 

15 A! A! A! to the day; for the day of the Lord is nigh, and shall come as a tempest from 
the (Al)mighty. (0! 0! O! what a day! for the day of the Lord is near, and it shall come like a 
tempest from the Almighty.) 
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16 Whether foods perished not before your eyes; gladness and full out joy perished 
from the house of your God? (All the food hath perished before our eyes; and happiness and 
rejoicing have departed from the House of our God.) 

17 Beasts waxed rotten in their drit. Barns be destroyed, cellars be destroyed, for 
wheat is shamed. (The seed grew rotten in the dirt, or the dry earth. The barns be empty, 
and the cellars be bare, for the corn, or the grain, is parched, or dried up.) 

18 Why wailed a beast? why lowed the flocks of oxen and kine? for no pasture is to 
them; but also the flocks of sheep perished. (Why do the beasts wail? why do the herds of 
oxen and cattle bellow? because there is no pasture for them; and the flocks of sheep have also 
perished.) 

19 Lord, I shall cry to thee, for fire ate the fair things of desert, and flame burnt all 
the trees of the country. (Lord, I shall cry to thee, for fire ate up the beautiful things of the 
desert or for fire ate up the pastures of the wilderness, and flames burned down all the trees of the 
countryside.) 

20 But also beasts of the field, as a cornfloor thirsting rain, beheld [up] to thee; for the 
wells of waters be dried up, and fire devoured the fair things of desert. (And the beasts 
of the field, like a threshing floor thirsting for rain, looked up to thee; for the water wells be dried 
up, and fire devoured the beautiful things of the desert or and fire devoured the pastures of the 
wilderness.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Sing ye with a trump in Zion, yell ye in mine holy hill. All the dwellers of earth be 
disturbed; for the day of the Lord cometh, (Sing ye with a trumpet in Zion, yell ye upon my 
holy hill. All the people of the land be troubled; for the day of the Lord cometh,) 

2 for the day of darknesses and of mist is nigh, the day of cloud and of whirlwind. (These 
locusts be) As the morrowtide spread abroad on hills, (like) a much people and strong. 
None was like it from the beginning, and after it shall not be, till into years of generation 
and of generation. (for the day of darkness and of mist is near, the day of cloud and of whirlwind. 
These locusts be like the morning spread abroad upon the hills, like a strong, innumerable host, or 
army. Nothing was ever like them before, and after them, nothing shall ever be like them again.) 

3 Before the face thereof shall be fire devouring, and after it shall be burning flame; 
as a garden of liking the land shall be before them, and wilderness of desert 

(it) shall be after them, and none is that shall escape them. (At the front, they be like 
a devouring fire, and at the back, they be like a burning flame; before they come, the land shall 
be like a Garden of Eden, but after they leave, it shall be a wilderness of the desert, and there is 
nothing that shall escape them.) 

4 The looking of them shall be as the looking of horses; and as horsemen, so they shall 
run. 

5 As the sound of carts on the heads of hills they shall skip; as the sound of the flame 
of fire devouring stubble, as a strong people made ready to battle. (They shall skip over the 
hilltops, sounding like the rattle of carts, and like the flames of fire devouring stubble; they shall 
come like a strong, innumerable host, or army, prepared to do battle.) 

6 Peoples shall be tormented of the face thereof, all faces shall be (as) driven into a 
pot. (The peoples shall be tormented before them, yea, all their faces shall turn pale with fear.) 

7 As strong men they shall run, as men warriors they shall ascend on the wall. (These) 
Men shall go in their ways, and they shall not bow away from their paths. (They shall run 
like strong men, and like fighting men they shall go up on the walls. They shall go straight in their 
ways, and they shall not turn away from their paths.) 

8 Each man shall not make strait his brother, each man shall go in his path; but also 
they shall fall down by windows, and shall not be hurt. (No one shall divert his neighbour, 
each one shall go on his own path; and they shall go in through the windows, and not be hurt.) 
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9 They shall enter into the city, they shall run on the wall; they shall ascend on houses, 
they shall enter as a night thief by windows. (They shall enter into the city, they shall run 
upon the walls; they shall go up on the houses, and they shall go in through the windows like a 
night thief.) 

10 The earth trembled of his face, heavens were moved, the sun and the moon were 
made dark, and stars withdrew their shining. (The earth trembled before them, the heavens 
were moved, the sun and the moon were made dark, and the stars withdrew their shining.) 

11 And the Lord gave his voice before the face of his host, for his hosts be full many; 
for those be strong, and do the word of him. For the day of the Lord is great, and full 


fearedful, and who shall suffer it? 
12 Now therefore saith the Lord, Be ye turned again to me in all your heart, in fasting, 


and weeping, and wailing; (And yet even now, saith the Lord, turn ye again to me or return to 
me, with all your heart, with fasting, and weeping, and wailing;) 

13 and carve ye your hearts, and not your clothes, and be ye turned again to your 
Lord God, for he is benign, and merciful, patient, and of much mercy, and abiding, either 
forgiving, on malice. (and carve ye, or rend ye, your hearts, and not your clothes, and turn ye 
again to the Lord your God or and return to the Lord your God, for he is benign, and merciful, 
patient, and of much mercy, and forgiving of malice.) 

14 Who knoweth, if God be (not) turned again, and forgive, and leave blessing after 
him? sacrifice and moist sacrifice to our Lord God. (Who knoweth, if God shall not turn 
again, (or repent), and forgive, and even leave a blessing behind him? so, offer ye grain and wine 
to the Lord our God!) 

15 Sing ye with a trump in Zion, hallow ye fasting, call ye (a) company; (Sing ye with a 
trumpet in Zion, call ye for a fast, call ye the congregation;) 

16 gather together the people, hallow ye the church, (or gather together the people, call ye 
the congregation), gather ye together (the) eld men, gather ye together (the) little children, 
and (those) sucking the breasts; a spouse go out of his bed, and a spousess (out) of her 


chamber. 
17 Priests, the ministers of the Lord, shall weep betwixt the porch and the altar, and 


shall say, Lord! spare thou, spare thy people, and give thou not thine heritage into 
shame, that nations be lords of them. Why say they among peoples, Where is the God 
of them? (The priests, the ministers of the Lord, shall weep between the porch and the altar, and 
shall say, Lord! spare thou, spare thy people, and give thou not thy own inheritance into shame, 
so that the nations be their lords. Why let the heathen say, Where is their God?) 

18 The Lord loved jealously his land, and spared his people. (And then the Lord jealously, 
or zealously, loved his land, and spared his people.) 

19 And the Lord answered, and said to his people, Lo! I shall send to you wheat, and 
wine, and oil, and ye shall be [ful] filled with those; and I shall no more give you (to be 
a) shame among heathen men. (And the Lord said to his people, Behold! I shall send you corn, 
(or grain), and wine, and oil, and ye shall be fulfilled, (or satisfied), with them, or and ye shall be 
filled full with them; and I shall no more allow you to be the reproach of the heathen.) 

20 And I shall make him that is at the north far from you; and I shall cast him out into a 
land without way, and desert; his face against the east sea, and the last part thereof at the 
last sea; and the stink thereof shall go up, and the root thereof shall ascend, for he did 
proudly. (And I shall make those who be at the north to go far away from you; and I shall throw 
them out into a land without a way, and turned into a desert; their front forces shall turn toward 
the East Sea, or the Dead Sea, and their last parts toward the West Sea, or the Mediterranean 
Sea; and the stink of their carrion, or of their corpses, shall go up, for I shall go out against them, 
because of what they did so proudly to thee.) 

21 Earth, do not thou dread, make thou full out joy, and be glad; for the Lord magnified 
that he should do. (0 earth or O land, do not thou fear, rejoice, and be happy; for the Lord 
magnified what he said he would do.) 
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22 Beasts of the country, do not ye dread, for the fair things of desert burgeoned; for 
the tree brought his fruit, the fig tree and [the] vinery gave their strength. (Beasts in the 
fields, do not ye fear, for the beautiful things of the desert have burgeoned or for the pastures of 
the wilderness have become green; the trees have brought forth their fruit, and the fig trees and 
the vines gave their harvest.) 

23 And the sons of Zion, make ye full out joy, and be ye glad in your Lord God, for he 
gave to you a teacher of rightfulness, and he shall make morrowtide rain and eventide 
rain to come down to you, as in the beginning. (And people of Zion, rejoice, and be ye happy in 
the Lord your God, for he gave you a teacher of righteousness or for he gave you the right amount 
of rain, and he shall make the morning, or the early, rain and the evening, or the late, rain come 
down to you, like before.) 


24 And cornfloors shall be [full-]filled of wheat, and pressers shall flow with wine and 
oil. (And the threshing floors shall be filled full with grain, and the winepresses shall flow with 
wine and oil.) 

25 AndI shall yield to youthe years which the locust, bruchus, and rust, and wortworm, 
my great strength, ate, which I sent into you. (And I shall give back to you the years which 
the locust, and the bruchus, and rust, and the wortworm, my great host, or my great army, ate, 
which I sent against you.) 


26 And ye shall eat eating, and ye shall be /ful] filled; and ye shall praise the name of 
your Lord God, that made marvels with you; and my people shall not be shamed [into] 
without end. (And ye shall have plenty to eat, and ye shall be fulfilled, or satisfied, or and ye 
shall be filled full; and ye shall praise the name of the Lord your God, who made miracles for you; 
and my people shall not be shamed forever.) 

27 And ye shall know, that I am in the midst of Israel; and I am your Lord God, and none 
is more; and my people shall not be shamed [into] without end. (And ye shall know, that I 
am in the midst of Israel; and I am the Lord your God, and no one is greater; and my people shall 
not be shamed forever.) 


28 And it shall be, after these things I shall shed out my spirit on each man, (or And it 
shall be, after these things I shall pour out my spirit upon everyone); and your sons and your 


daughters shall prophesy; your eld men shall dream dreams, and your young men shall 
see visions. 


29 But also I shall shed out my spirit on my servants, and handmaids, in those days; 
(And I shall even pour out my spirit upon slaves, and slave-girls, in those days;) 

30 and I shall give great wonders in heaven, and in earth, blood, and fire, and the heat 
of smoke. (and I shall give great wonders in the heavens, and upon the earth, yea, blood, and fire, 
and the heat of smoke.) 

31 The sun shall be turned into darknesses, and the moon into blood, before that the 
great day and horrible of the Lord come. (The sun shall be turned into darkness, and the 
moon into blood, before that the great and terrible day of the Lord come.) 

32 And it shall be, each that calleth to help the name of the Lord shall be safe; for why 
salvation, either saving, shall be in the hill of Zion and in Jerusalem, as the Lord said, 
and in the residue men, which the Lord calleth. (And it shall be, that everyone who calleth 
on the name of the Lord for help, shall be saved; for salvation, or saving, shall be on Mount Zion, 
and in Jerusalem, as the Lord hath said, and among those who remain, or those who survive, that 
is, the remnant, whom the Lord calleth.) 


CHAPTER 3 


1 For lo! in those days, and in that time, when I shall turn the captivity of Judah and 
of Jerusalem, (For behold! in those days, and at that time, when I shall restore the prosperity of 
Judah and Jerusalem,) 
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21 shall gather all folks, and I shall lead them [forth] into the valley of Jehoshaphat’; 
and I shall dispute there with them on my people, and mine heritage Israel, which they 
scattered among nations; and they parted my land, (I shall gather all the nations, and I shall 
lead them forth into the Valley of Doom, or the Valley of Judgement; and I shall judge them there 
on behalf of my people Israel, my own inheritance, whom they have scattered among the nations; 
for they have divided up my land,) 

3 and sent lot on my people; and they setted a knave child in the bordel house, and 
sold a damsel for wine, that they should drink. (and cast lots for my people; and they put a 
boy child in the bordellery, and sold a young girl for wine, so that they could have something to 
drink.) 

4 But what to me and to you, thou Tyre, and Sidon, and each end of Palestine? Whether 
ye shall yield venging to me? and if ye venge you against me, soon swiftly I shall yield 
while to you on(to) your head. (But what be you to me, O Tyre, and Sidon, and all of Philistia? 
Shall ye avenge yourselves against me? if ye do avenge yourselves against me, soon and swiftly I 
shall turn back your despicable deeds upon your own heads.) 

5 Ye took away my silver and gold, and ye brought my desirable things and fairest 
things into your temples of idols. (Ye took away my silver and gold, and ye brought my most 
desired and beautiful things into your temples of idols.) 

6 And ye sold the sons of Judah, and the sons of Jerusalem, to the sons of (the) Greeks, 
that ye should make them far from their coasts. (And ye sold the people of Judah, and of 
Jerusalem, to the Greeks, so that ye could send them far away from their own coasts.) 

7 Lo! I shall raise them from the place in which ye sold them; and I shall turn your 
yielding into your head. (Behold! I shall raise them up from the place into which ye sold them; 
and I shall turn back your (despicable) deeds upon your own heads.) 

8 And I shall sell your sons and your daughters in(to) the hands of the sons of Judah, 
and they shall sell them to (the) Sabeans, a far(-off) folk, for the Lord spake. 

° Cry ye this thing among heathen men, hallow ye battle (or prepare ye for battle), raise 
ye (up) strong men; all men warriors, nigheth, and goeth up. 

10 Beat ye together your plows? into swords, and your mattocks, either pickaxes, into 
spears; a feeble man say, that I am strong, (or let the weak say, I am strong). 

11 All folks, break ye out, and come from compass (about), and be ye gathered together; 
there the Lord shall make thy strong men to die. (All the nations, break ye out, and come 
from all around, and be ye gathered together; and there the Lord shall make thy strong men to 
die.) 

12 Folks rise together, and goeth up into the valley of Jehoshaphat; for I shall sit there, 
to deem all folks in compass. (Let all the nations rise up, and go into the Valley of Doom, or the 
Valley of Judgement; for there I shall sit, and judge all the nations around them.) 

13 Send ye sickles, either scythes, for [the] ripe corn waxed; come ye, and go ye down, 
for the presser is full; pressers be plenteous, for the malice of them is multiplied. (Send 
ye in sickles, or scythes, for the grain is ripe, or the harvest is ready; come ye, and go ye down, for 
the winepress is full; yea, the winepresses be overflowing, for their malice, or their wickedness, is 
multiplied.) 

14 Peoples, peoples in the valley of cutting down; for the day of the Lord is nigh in the 
valley of cutting down. (Peoples, peoples in the Valley of Doom, (or the Valley of Judgement); 
for the day of the Lord is near in the Valley of Doom!) 

15 The sun and the moon be made dark, and (the) stars withdraw their shining. 

16 And the Lord shall roar from Zion, and shall give his voice from Jerusalem, and (the) 
heavens and (the) earth shall be moved; and the Lord is the hope of his people, and the 





* 

CHAPTER 3:2 Also known as the Kidron Valley; it is said to be the setting for the Last Judgement, and so it is called 
the ‘Valley of Doom’ in other translations. T CHAPTER 3:10 In other writings, John Wycliffe renders this word in 
this verse as ‘plowghschares’ (‘ploughshares’/‘plowshares’). 
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strength of the sons of Israel, (or and the Lord is the hope of his people, and the defender of the 
Israelites). 

17 And ye shall know, that I am your Lord God, dwelling in Zion, in mine holy hill; and 
Jerusalem shall be holy, and aliens shall no more pass by it. (And ye shall know, that Iam 
the Lord your God, living in Zion, on my holy hill, or living upon Mount Zion, my holy hill; and 
Jerusalem shall be holy, and foreigners shall no more pass through, or invade, it.) 

18 And it shall be, in that day, mountains shall drop sweetness, and little hills shall 
flow with milk, and waters shall go by all the rivers of Judah; and a well shall go out of 
the house of the Lord, and shall moist the strand of thorns. (And it shall be, on that day, 
the mountains shall drip with sweetness, and the little hills shall flow with milk, and all the rivers 
of Judah shall flow with water; and a fountain, or a spring, shall go out of the House of the Lord, 
and shall water the Shittim Valley.) 

19 Egypt shall be into desolation, and Idumea into desert of perdition; for that that 
they did wickedly against the sons of Judah, and shedded out innocent blood in their 
land. (Egypt shall become a desolation, and Edom a wilderness of perdition; because they did 
wickedly against the people of Judah, and poured out innocent blood in their land.) 

20 And Judah shall be inhabited [into] without end, and Jerusalem into generation and 
into generation. (And Judah shall be inhabited forever, and Jerusalem for all generations.) 

21 And I shall cleanse the blood of them, which I had not cleansed; and the Lord shall 
dwell in Zion. (And I shall purge unto the blood, that is, unto the death, those whom I have not 
yet purged; and then the Lord shall live in Zion or and then the Lord shall live upon Mount Zion.) 
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OBADIAH 


1 [The] Vision of Obadiah. The Lord God saith these things to Edom. We heard an 
hearing of the Lord, and he sent a legate, either a messenger, to heathen men. Rise ye, 
and together rise we against him into battle. (The vision, or the prophecy, of Obadiah. The 
Lord God saith these things about Edom. We heard a word from the Lord, and he sent a messenger 
to the heathen. And he said, Rise ye, let us rise up together against Edom in battle.) 

2 Lo! I gave thee (to be) little in heathen men, thou art full much worthy to be despised. 
(Behold! I made thee, (O Edom), to be the least among the heathen, and thou art very worthy to 
be despised.) 

3 The pride of thine heart enhanced thee, dwelling in the crazings of stones, araising 
thy seat. Which sayest in thine heart, Who shall draw me down into earth? (The pride of 
thy heart exalted thee, or raised thee up, thou living in the chinks of stones, and making thy home 
high in the heights. Who sayest in thy heart, Who can ever pull me down to the ground?) 

4 Though thou shalt be raised as an eagle, and thou shalt put thy nest among stars, 
from thence I shall draw thee down, saith the Lord. (But even though thou shalt be raised 
up like an eagle, and even if thou shalt put thy nest among the stars, I shall still pull thee down 
from there, saith the Lord.) 

5 If night thieves had entered to thee, if outlaws by night, how shouldest thou have 
been still? whether they should not have stolen things enough to them? If gatherers of 
grapes had entered to thee, whether they should have left namely raisins, or clusters, to 
thee? (If night thieves come in upon thee, yea, outlaws by night, do they not steal only what they 
want for themselves? And if gatherers of grapes come in upon thee, do they not at least leave the 
raisins, (or the clusters), for thee? But thy enemies have left thee with nothing!) 

6 How sought they Esau, searched the hid things of him? (Yea, how they sought out Esau, 
and searched for all his hidden treasures, (or all his riches)!) 

7 Till to the terms they sent out thee; and all men of thy covenant of peace scorned, 
either deceived, thee, men of thy peace waxed strong against thee; they that shall eat 
with thee, shall set ambush, either treasons, under thee; (and they shall say), there is no 
prudence (left) in him. (And they sent thee out unto thy borders; and all thy allies mocked, or 
deceived, thee, yea, men at peace with thee grew strong against thee; those who ate with thee, set 
ambush for thee; and they said, There is no wisdom left in him.) 

8 Whether not in that day, saith the Lord, I shall lose the wise men of Idumea, and 
prudence (out) of the mount of Esau? (On that day, saith the Lord, I shall destroy the wise men 
of Edom, and leave no wisdom on the mount of Esau!) 

9 And thy strong men shall dread of midday, either south, that a man of the hill of Esau 
perish. (And thy strong men, O Teman, shall have fear, and everyone on the mount of Esau shall 
perish.) 

10 For slaying and for wickedness against thy brother Jacob, confusion shall cover thee, 
and thou shalt perish [into] without end. (For the killing and the wickedness done against thy 
brother Jacob, shame shall cover thee, and thou shalt be cut off forever.) 

11 Tn the day when thou stoodest against him, when aliens took the host of him, and 
strangers entered into the gates of him, and sent lot on Jerusalem, thou were also as one 
of them. (For on the day when thou stoodest aside, and when foreigners took all of his wealth, 
and strangers entered into his gates, and cast lots for Jerusalem, thou were just like one of them.) 

12 And thou shalt not despise in the day of thy brother, in the day of his pilgrimage, 
and thou shalt not be glad on the sons of Judah, in the day of perdition of them; and thou 
shalt not magnify thy mouth in the day of anguish, (And thou should not have had glory on 
the day of thy brother, on the day of his misfortune, and thou should not have been happy over 
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the sons of Judah, on the day of their perdition; and thou should not have opened thy mouth in 
laughter, and mocking, on the day of their anguish,) 

13 neither thou shalt enter into the gate(s) of my people, in the day of falling of them; 
and thou shalt not despise in the evils of him, in the day of his destroying; and thou 
shalt not be sent out against his host, in the day of his destroying; (nor should thou have 
entered into the gates of my people, on the day of their falling; and thou should not have seized 
their treasures, or their riches, on the day of their destruction; and thou should not have gone out 
against their host, or their army, on the day of their destruction;) 

14 neither thou shalt stand in the going out [of the ways], that thou slay them that 
fled; and thou shalt not close together the residues, either left men, of him, in the day 
of tribulation, (nor should thou have stood in the going out of the ways, so that thou could kill 
those who fled; and thou should not have enclosed their remnants, or those who were left, on the 
day of their tribulation,) 

15 for the day of the Lord is nigh on all heathen men. As thou hast done, it shall be 
done to thee; he shall convert thy yielding into thine head. (for the day of the Lord is near 
for all the heathen. As thou hast done, now it shall be done to thee; and what thou hast yielded, 
shall now return upon thy own head.) 

16 For as ye drank on mine holy hill, all heathen men shall drink busily, and they shall 
drink, and they shall swallow up; and they shall be as if they be not. (For as ye drank on 
my holy hill, all the heathen shall busily drink, and they shall drink, and they shall swallow it all 
down; and then they shall be as if they had never been.) 

17 And salvation shall be in the hill of Zion, and it shall be holy; and the house of Jacob 
shall wield them which wielded them. (And deliverance shall be upon Mount Zion or And 
those who escape shall be upon Mount Zion, and it shall be holy; and the house of Jacob shall rule 
those who once ruled them.) 

18 And the house of Jacob shall be fire, and the house of Joseph shall be flame, and the 
house of Esau shall be stubble; and they shall be kindled in them, and they shall devour 
them; and remnants shall not be of the house of Esau, for the Lord spake, (or and no one 
of the house of Esau shall be left, for the Lord hath spoken). 

19 And these that be at the south, shall inherit the hill of Esau; and they that be in 
the low fields, shall inherit Philistines; and they shall wield the country of Ephraim, and 
the country of Samaria; and Benjamin shall wield Gilead. (And then those who be at the 
south, or in the Negeb, shall inherit the mount of Esau; and those who be in the low lands, or in the 
Shephelah, shall inherit the Philistines; and they shall possess the countryside of Ephraim, and 
the countryside of Samaria; and Benjamin shall possess Gilead.) 

20 And transmigration, either passing over, of this host of sons of Israel shall wield all 
places of Canaanites, till to Zarephath; and the transmigration of Jerusalem, which is in 
Sepharad, shall wield the cities of the south. (And this army of the exiles of the Israelites 
shall possess all the places of the Canaanites, unto Zarephath; and the exiles of Jerusalem, who be 
in Sardis, shall possess the cities of the south, or of the Negeb.) 

21 And saviours shall go up into the hill of Zion, for to deem the hill of Esau, and a 
realm shall be to the Lord. (And the victors shall go up from Mount Zion, to judge the mount of 
Esau, and the kingdom shall be the Lord’s.) 
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JONAH 


1 And the word of the Lord was made to Jonah, the son of Amittai, and said, 

2 Rise thou, and go into Nineveh, the great city, and preach thou therein, for the malice 
thereof goeth up before me. (Rise thou up, and go to the great city of Nineveh, and preach thou 
there, for the malice of the people there goeth up before me.) 

3 And Jonah rose for to flee into Tarshish, from the face of the Lord. And he came 
down to Joppa, and found a ship going into Tarshish, and he gave ship-hire to them; and 
he went down into it, for to go with them into Tarshish, from the face of the Lord. (But 
Jonah rose up to flee to Tarshish, away from the Lord. And he came down to Joppa, and found a 
ship going to Tarshish, and he bought passage with them; and he went down into it, to go with 
them to Tarshish, away from the Lord.) 

4 Forsooth the Lord sent a great wind into the sea, and a great tempest was made in 
the sea, and the ship was in peril for to be all-broken. 

5 And shipmen dreaded, and men cried to their god; and sent vessels, that were in 
the ship, into the sea, that it were made lighter of them. And Jonah went down into the 
inner things of the ship, and slept by a grievous sleep. (And the shipmen feared, and the 
men cried out to their god; and they sent vessels, or equipment, and other things, that were on the 
ship, into the sea, so that it was made lighter. And Jonah was down in the hold of the ship, and 
slept a troubled sleep.) 

6 And the governor came to him, and said to him, Why art thou cast down in sleep? 
rise thou, call thy God to help, if peradventure God again-think of us, and we perish not. 
(And the captain came down to him, and said, Why art thou sleeping? rise thou up, call thy God 
to help us, and perhaps your God shall remember us, and then we shall not perish.) 

7 Andaman said to his fellows, Come ye, and cast we lots, and know we, why this evil 
is to us. And they cast lots, and lot fell on Jonah. (And a man said to his fellows, Come ye, 
and cast we lots, and then we shall know, why this evil hath come upon us. And they cast lots, and 
the lot fell upon Jonah.) 

8 And they said to him, Show thou to us, for cause of what thing this evil is to us; what 
is thy work, which is thy land, and whither goest thou, either of what people art thou? 
(And they said to him, Tell thou us, for what cause, or for what reason, hath this evil come upon 
us; what is thy work, which is thy land, and where goest thou, and of what people art thou?) 

9 And he said to them, I am an Hebrew, and I dread the Lord God of heaven, that made 
the sea and the dry land. (And he said to them, Iam a Hebrew, and I fear the Lord God of heaven, 
who made the sea and the dry land.) 

10 And the men dreaded with great dread, and said to him, Why didest thou this thing? 
for the men knew that he flew from the face of the Lord, for Jonah had showed to them. 
(And the men had great fear, and said to him, Why didest thou do this? for the men knew that he 
had fled from the Lord, for earlier Jonah had told them that.) 

11 And they said to him, What shall we do to thee, and the sea shall cease from us? for 
the sea went, and waxed great on them. (And they said to him, What shall we do to thee, and 
then the sea shall cease from threatening us? for the sea grew great against them.) 

12 And he said to them, Take ye me, and throw or send me into the sea, and the sea 
shall cease from you; for I know, that for me this great tempest is on you. (And he said to 
them, Take ye me, and throw me into the sea, and then the sea shall cease from threatening you; 
for I know, that it is because of me, that this great tempest hath come upon you.) 

13 And the men rowed, for to turn again to the dry land, and they might not, for the 
sea went, and waxed great on them. (And the men rowed, to try to return to the dry land, but 
they could not, for the sea grew great against them.) 
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14 And they cried to the Lord, and said, Lord, we beseech, that we perish not in the life 
of this man, and that thou give not on us innocent blood; for thou, Lord, didest as thou 
wouldest. (And they cried out to the Lord, and said, Lord, we beseech thee, that we perish not for 
taking the life of this man, and that thou do not put innocent blood upon us; for all this, Lord, is 
as thou desirest, or for all this is thy doing, Lord.) 

15 And they took Jonah, and threw into the sea; and the sea stood of his boiling. (And 
then they took Jonah, and threw him into the sea; and at last the sea ceased its roiling.) 

16 And the men dreaded the Lord with great dread, and offered hosts to the Lord, and 
vowed avows. (And the men feared the Lord with great fear, and offered sacrifices to the Lord, 
and vowed vows.) 

17 And the Lord made ready a great fish, that he should swallow Jonah; and Jonah was 
in the womb of the fish three days and three nights. (And the Lord made ready a great fish, 
that would swallow Jonah; and then Jonah was in the belly of the fish for three days and three 
nights.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And Jonah prayed to the Lord his God from the fish’s womb, 

2 and said, I cried to God of my tribulation, and he heard me, (or and he said, I cried out 
to God in my tribulation, and he heard me); from the womb (or the belly) of hell I cried, and 
thou heardest my voice. 

3 Thou castedest me down into deepness, in the heart of the sea, and the floods 
compassed me [about]; all thy swells and thy waves passed on me. (Thou hast thrown me 
down into the depths, into the heart of the sea, and the water surrounded me; yea, all thy swells 
and thy waves passed over me.) 

4 And I said, Iam cast away from the sight of thine eyes; nevertheless again I shall see 
thine holy temple. (And I said, Though I am thrown away from thy sight; nevertheless I shall 
see thy holy Temple again.) 

5 Waters (en)compassed me till to my soul, deepness environed me, the sea(weed) 
covered mine head. (The water surrounded me unto my very breath, the depths environed 
me, the seaweed covered my head.) 

6 | went down to the uttermost places of hills, the bars of earth (en)closed me 
(al)together, into without end; and thou, my Lord God, shalt raise up my life from 
corruption. (I went down to the uttermost places, or the very roots, of the hills, or of the 
mountains, and there the bars, or the gates, of the earth would have locked me in forever; but 
thou, my Lord God, raised up my life from corruption.) 

7 When my soul was anguished in me, I bethought on the Lord, that my prayer come 
to thee, to thine holy temple. (And when my soul was anguished within me, I thought about 
the Lord, and that my prayer would come to thee, in thy holy Temple.) 

8 They that keep vanities, forsake their mercy idly. (Those who worship idols, idly desert 
thy mercy.) 

9 But I in voice of praising shall offer to thee; whatever things I vowed, I shall yield to 
the Lord, for mine health. (But I shall offer to thee, with my words of praise; yea, whatever I 
have vowed, I shall give to the Lord, for my deliverance, or my salvation.) 

10 And the Lord said to the fish, and it casted out Jonah on/to the dry land. (And then 
the Lord spoke to the fish, and it cast out Jonah on/to the dry land.) 


CHAPTER 3 
1 And the word of the Lord was made the second time to Jonah, and said, 
2 Rise thou, and go into Nineveh, the great city, and preach thou in it the preaching 
which I speak to thee. (Rise thou up, and go to the great city Nineveh, and preach thou in it the 
preaching which I tell thee or which I told thee before.) 
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3 And Jonah rose, and went into Nineveh, by the word of the Lord. And Nineveh was a 
great city, of the journey of three days. (And Jonah rose up, and went to Nineveh, by the word 
of the Lord. And Nineveh was such a great,or such a large, city, that it took three days’ journey to 
walk across it.) 

4 And Jonah began for to enter into the city, by the journey of one day, and cried, and 
said, Yet forty days, and Nineveh shall be overturned, or destroyed. (And after one day’s 

journey in the city, Jonah cried aloud, and said, In forty days, Nineveh shall be destroyed!) 

5 And men of Nineveh believed to the Lord, and preached fasting, and were clothed 
with sackcloths, from the more till to the less. (And the people of Nineveh believed the word 
of the Lord, and proclaimed a fast, and were clothed with sackcloths, from the greatest unto the 
least.) 

6 And the word came to the king of Nineveh; and he rose off his seat, and casted away 
his clothing from him, (or and he rose up off his throne, and threw off his clothes), and was 
clothed with sackcloth, and sat in ashes. 

7 And he cried, and said in Nineveh of the mouth of the king and of his princes, saying, 
Men, and work beasts, and oxen, and sheep, taste not anything, neither be fed, neither 
drink water. (And he cried aloud, and had it said in Nineveh by the command of the 
king and of his princes, saying, People, and work beasts, and oxen, and sheep, taste not 
anything, neither be 

fed, nor drink water.) 

8 And men be covered with sackcloths, and work beasts, (and) cry to the Lord in 
strength; and be a man converted, or all-turned, from his evil way, and from (the) 
wickedness that is in the hands of them. (And let everyone, and their work beasts, be 
covered with sackcloths, and cry out to the Lord with all their strength; let everyone be turned, or 
converted, from their evil ways, and from the wickedness that they do.) 

° Who knoweth, if God be converted, and forgive, and be turned away from strong 
vengeance of his wrath, and we shall not perish? (Who knoweth, if God shall not be converted, 
(or shall not change his thinking), and forgive us, and turn away from the strong vengeance of his 
anger, and then we shall not perish!) 

10 And God saw the works of them, that they were converted from their evil way; and 
God had mercy on the malice which he spake, that he would do to them, and did not. 
(And indeed God saw their works, and that they were converted, or were turned, from their evil 
ways; and God repented for the malice, which he had said he would do to them, and so he did not 
harm them.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 And Jonah was tormented with great torment, and was wroth. (And Jonah was greatly 
tormented, and was very angry, about what happened.) 

2 And he prayed to the Lord, and said, Lord, I beseech, whether this is not my word, 
when I was yet in my land? For this thing I purposed for to flee into Tarshish; for I 
know, that thou, God, art meek and merciful, patient, and of much merciful doing, and 
forgiving of malice. (And he prayed to the Lord, and said, Lord, I beseech thee, was this not just 
what I said would happen, when I was still in my own land? For this very reason I fled to Tarshish; 
for I knew, that thou, God, art humble and merciful, patient, and of much merciful doing, and 
forgiving of malice.) 

3 And now, Lord, I pray, take my life from me; for death is better to me than life. 

4 And the Lord said, Guessest thou, whether thou art well wroth? (And the Lord said, 
Thinkest thou, that thou art right to be so angry?) 

5 And Jonah went out of the city, and sat against the east of the city, and made to hima 
shadowing place there; and sat under it in shadow, till he saw what befell to the city. (And 
Jonah went out of the city, and sat down to the east of it, and made a place of shade for himself; 
and he sat there in the shadows or and he sat there in the shade, until he saw what befell the city.) 


4183 XRN 


JONAH CHAPTER 4:6 752 JONAH CHAPTER 4:11 


6 And the Lord God made ready an ivy, and it went upon the head of Jonah, that (a) 
shadow/that shade were on his head, and covered him; for he had travailed. And Jonah 
was glad on the ivy, with great gladness. (And the Lord God made ready some ivy, and it went 
up over Jonah’s head, so that a shadow,or some shade, was over his head, and it covered him; for 
he had laboured so. And Jonah was glad for the ivy, yea, with great gladness.) 

7 And God made ready a worm, in the going up of gray day on the morrow; and it 
smote the ivy, and it dried up. (And then God made ready a worm, at the dawning of the day 
the next morning; and it struck, or attacked, the ivy, and it dried up, and died.) 

8 And when the sun was risen, the Lord commanded to the hot wind and burning; and 
the sun smote on the head of Jonah, and he sweltered. And he asked to his soul that he 


should die, and said, It is better to me to die, than to live. (And when the sun was risen, the 
Lord commanded to the hot and burning wind; and the sun shone down upon Jonah’s head, and 


he sweated. And he said to himself that he wanted to die, yea, he said, It is better for me to die, 
than to live.) 

9 And the Lord said to Jonah, Guessest thou, whether thou art well wroth on the ivy? 
And he said, I am well wroth, till to the death. (And the Lord said to Jonah, Thinkest thou, 
that thou art right to be so angry about the ivy? And he said, Yea, I am right to be so angry about 
it, unto the death!) 

10 And the Lord said, Thou art sorry on the ivy, in which thou travailedest not, neither 
madest that it waxed, which was grown under one night, and perished in one night. 
(And the Lord said, Thou art sorry about, or thou art grieved over, the ivy, over which thou hast 
not laboured, nor madest that it grew, and furthermore which grew up in one night, and then 
perished in one night.) 

11 And shall I not spare the great city Nineveh, in which be more than sixscore 
thousand of men, which know not what is betwixt their right half and left half, and 
many beasts? (And yet should I not be sorry over, and so then spare the great city Nineveh, in 
which be more than one hundred and twenty thousand people, who know not their right hand 
from their left hand, yea, and the many beasts that also be there?) 
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MICAH 


1 The word of the Lord, which was made to Micah (the) Morasthite, in the days 
of Jotham, Ahaz, and Hezekiah, kings of Judah; which word he saw on Samaria and 
Jerusalem (or which vision he saw concerning Samaria and Jerusalem). 

2 Hear ye, all peoples, and the earth perceive, and the plenty thereof, and be the Lord 
God to you into a witness, the Lord from his holy temple. (Hear ye, all the peoples, or all the 
nations, and the earth, and its plenty, understand, that the Lord God shall be a witness against 
you, yea, the Lord in his holy Temple.) 

3 For lo! the Lord shall go out of his place, and shall come down, and shall tread on 
high things of earth. (For behold! the Lord shall go out of his place, and shall come down, and 
shall tread upon the high places of the earth.) 

4 And mountains shall be wasted under him, and valleys shall be cut, as wax from the 
face of fire, and as waters that run down into a pit. (And the mountains shall be destroyed 
under him, and the valleys shall be cut open, like wax in the fire, and like the water that runneth 
down into a pit.) 

5 In the great trespass of Jacob is all this thing, and in the sins of the house of Israel. 
Which is the great trespass of Jacob? whether not Samaria? and which be the high things 
of Judah? whether not Jerusalem? (All of this is because of the great trespass of Jacob, and the 
sins of the house of Israel. What is the great trespass of Jacob? is it not Samaria? and what is the 
high place, or the hill shrine, of Judah? is it not Jerusalem?) 

6 And I shall put Samaria as an heap of stones in the field, when a vineyard is planted; 
and I shall draw away the stones thereof into a valley, and I shall show the foundaments 
thereof. (And I shall make Samaria into a heap of stones in a field, where a vineyard can be 
planted; and I shall put all its stones into a valley, and I shall lay bare its foundations.) 

7 And all graven images thereof shall be beaten together, and all hires thereof shall 
be burnt in fire; and I shall put all the idols thereof into perdition; for of the hires of 
an whore those be gathered, and to hire of an whore those shall turn again. (And all its 
carved idols shall be altogether broken, and all its images, or all its figures, shall be burned in the 
fire; and so I shall put all its idols into perdition; for they be bought with the wages of a whore, and 
they shall return to the wages of a whore.) 

8 On this thing I shall wail and yell, I shall go spoiled and naked; I shall make wailing 
as of dragons, and mourning as of ostriches. (On this thing I shall wail and yell, I shall go 
robbed of my clothes and naked; I shall wail like the jackals, and mourn like the owls.) 

° For wound thereof is despaired; for it came till to Judah, it touched the gate of my 
people, till to Jerusalem. (For its wound is incurable; for it came unto Judah, and it touched the 
gate of my people, yea, it came unto Jerusalem.) 

10 In Gath do not ye tell (it), by tears weep ye not; in the house of dust with dust 
(al)together sprinkle you. (Do not ye tell it out in Gath, weep ye not with tears; in Beth-aphrah 
sprinkle yourselves all over with dust.) 

11 And ye (of) a fair dwelling, pass to you, which is confounded with evil fame; it is not 
gone out, which dwelleth in the going out; a nigh house shall take of you wailing, which 
stood to itself. (And ye of Shaphir, go ye away, shamed with evil fame, or with ill repute; they 
who live in Zaanan be afraid to go out; they of Beth-ezel shall wail, and there shall be no refuge 
there.) 

12 For it is made sick [in] to good, which dwelleth in bitternesses. For evil came 
down from the Lord into the gate of Jerusalem, (They who live in Maroth wait anxiously 
for something good; for evil came down from the Lord unto the very gate of Jerusalem.) 
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13 the noise of [a] four-horsed cart, of dread to the people dwelling at Lachish, (or Bind 
the horses to the chariots, ye people living in Lachish). It is the beginning of (the) sin of the 
daughter of Zion, for the great trespasses of Israel be found in thee. 

14 Therefore he shall give warriors on the heritage of Gath, on the houses of leasing 
into deceit to (the) kings of Israel. (And so he shall send warriors against Moreshethgath; the 
town of Achzib shall give no help to the kings of Israel.) 

15 Yet I shall bring an heir to thee, that dwellest in Mareshah; the glory of Israel shall 
come till to (the cave in) Adullam. (And yet I shall bring an heir to thee, who livest in Mareshah; 
the glory, or the leaders, of Israel shall go and hide in the cave at Adullam.) 

16 Be thou made bald, and be thou clipped on the sons of thy delights; alarge thy 
baldness as an eagle, for they be led (away) captive from thee. (Be thou made bald, yea, 
shave thyselves, for the children that thou lovest; make thy baldness like that of a vulture, for they 
be led away captive from thee.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Woe to you, that think unprofitable thing, and work evil in your beds; in the 
morrowtide light they do it, for the hand of them is against God. (Woe to you, who think 
up unprofitable things, and work out evil plots in your beds; then in the morning light they do it, 
for they have the power in their hands.) 

2 They coveted fields, and took violently; and ravished houses, and falsely challenged 
a man and his house, a man and his heritage. (They coveted fields, and violently took them; 
and they robbed houses, and oppressed a man and his house, yea, every man and his inheritance.) 

3 Therefore the Lord saith these things, Lo! I think on this family evil, from which ye 
shall not take away your necks; and ye shall not walk proud, for the worst time is. (And 
so the Lord saith these things, Behold! I think evil against this family, from which ye shall not be 
able to take away your necks, (or be able to escape); and ye shall not walk proudly, for this shall 
be the worst time for you.) 

4 In that day a parable shall be taken on you, and a song shall be sung with sweetness 
of men, saying, By robbing we be destroyed; a part of my people is changed; how shall 
he go away from me, when he turneth again that shall part your countries? (On that day 
a parable shall be made about you, and a song shall be sung with sadness by people, saying, We 
be destroyed by robbing; a part, or a portion, of my people hath been taken away; he hath divided 
up our countryside unto those who took us captive.) 

5 For this thing, none shall be to thee sending a little cord of lot, in company of the 
Lord. (And because of this, no one shall be casting for thee a little cord by lot, in the congregation 
of the Lord.) 

6 A! thou Israel, speak ye not speaking; it shall not drop (a word) on these men, 
confusion shall not catch, (0 thou Israel! thou saith to me, Speak ye not! ye shall not drop 
a word upon us, for shame shall not catch us!) 

7 saith the house of Jacob. Whether the Spirit of the Lord is abridged, either such be 
the thoughts of him? Whether my words be not good, with him that goeth rightly? (0 
house of Jacob, is the Spirit of the Lord abridged, that is, is his patience at an end, or do such things 
be his thoughts? Be my words not good, to him who goeth uprightly?) 

8 And on the contrary, my people rose together into an adversary; ye took away the 
mantle above the coat, and ye turned into battle them that went simply. (But on the 
contrary, my people altogether rose up like an adversary; ye took away the cloak over the coat, 
from those who returned from battle, and thought themselves safe.) 

9 Ye casted the women of my people out of the house of their delights; from the little 
children of them ye took away my praising without end. (Ye threw the women of my people 
out of their happy homes; and took away my blessings, or my glory, from their little children 
forever.) 
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10 Rise ye, and go, for here ye have no rest; for the uncleanness thereof it shall be 
corrupted with the worst rot. 

11 | would that I were not a man having spirit, and rather that I spake a leasing. I shall 
drop (a word) to thee into wine, and into drunkenness; and this people shall be, on whom 
it is dropped. (I wish that I did not haveGod’s spirit, but rather that I spoke lies. And then I would 
drop a word to thee about wine, and about drunkenness; and this people shall be, on whom it is 
dropped.) 

12 With gathering I shall gather Jacob; I shall lead together thee all into one, the 
remnants of Israel. I shall put him together, as a flock in the fold; as sheep in the middle 
of folds they shall make noise, (by reason) of multitude of men. (With gathering I shall 
gather Jacob; I shall lead thee, the remnants of Israel, all together into one. I shall put them like 
a flock in the fold; and like sheep in the middle of the fold they shall make noise, because of the 
multitude of the people.) 

13 For he shall go up showing (the) way before them; they shall depart, and pass the 
gate, and shall go out thereby; and the king of them shall pass before them, and the Lord 
in the head of them, (or and their king shall go before them, and the Lord shall beat their head). 


CHAPTER 3 

1 And I said, Ye princes of Jacob, and 

dukes of the house of Israel, hear. Whether it is not yours for to know doom, (And I 
said, Ye leaders of Jacob, and rulers of the house of Israel, listen. Is it not for you to know what is 
right, or to do what is just,) 

2 which hate good, and love evil? Which violently take away the skins of them from 
above them, and the flesh of them from above the bones of them. (ye who hate good, and 
love evil? Who violently take away their very skin, and their flesh from off their bones.) 

3 Which ate the flesh of my people, and (un)covered, [or flayed (off)], the skin of them 
from above; and brake together the bones of them, and cutted (them up) together as ina 
cauldron, and as flesh in the middle of a pot. (Who eat the flesh of my people, and uncover, or 
flay off, their skin; and altogether break their bones, and altogether cut them up, as if to put them 
into a cauldron, yea, like meat in the middle of a pot.) 

4 Then they shall cry to the Lord, and he shall not hear them; and he shall hide his 
face from them in that time, as they did wickedly in their findings. (Then they shall cry to 
the Lord, but he shall not hear them; and he shall hide his face from them at that time, for they 
did wickedly in their deeds.) 

5 The Lord saith these things on the prophets that deceive my people, that bite with 
their teeth, and preach peace; and if any man giveth not in the mouth of them anything, 
they hallow battle on him. (The Lord saith these things about the prophets who deceive my 
people, who bite with their teeth, and preach peace; and if anyone will not put something into 
their mouths, or into their pockets, they proclaim battle against them.) 

6 Therefore night shall be to you for vision, or prophecy, and darknesses to you for 
divination; and the sun shall go down on the prophets, and the day shall be made dark 
on them. 

7 And they shall be confounded that see visions, and diviners shall be confounded, 
and all shall cover their cheers, for it is not the answer of God. (And they who see visions 
shall be shamed, and diviners shall be shamed, and all of them shall cover their faces, for it is not 
the answer of God.) 

8 Nevertheless I am filled with (the) strength of the Spirit of the Lord, and with doom 
and power (or and with judgement and with power), (so) that I show to Jacob his great 
trespass, and to Israel his sin. 

° Hear these things, ye princes of the house of Jacob, and doomsmen of the house of 
Israel, which loathe doom, and pervert all right things; (Hear these things, ye leaders of the 
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house of Jacob, and rulers of the house of Israel, who hate justice, and pervert, or warp, every good, 
or right, thing;) 

10 which build Zion in bloods, and Jerusalem in wickedness. (who build up Zion with 
bloodshed, and Jerusalem with wickedness.) 

11 The princes thereof deemed for gifts, and [the] priests thereof taught for hire, and 
the prophets thereof divined for money; and on the Lord they rested, and said, Whether 
the Lord is not in the middle of us? evils shall not come (up)on us. (Its leaders judged, or 
governed, for bribes, and its priests taught for pay, and its prophets divined for money; and yet 
they rested, or relied, upon the Lord, and said, Is not the Lord here in the midst of us? yea, evil 
shall not come upon us.) 

12 For this thing because of you, Zion as a field shall be eared; and Jerusalem shall be 
as an heap of stones, and the hill of the temple shall be into high things of woods. (For 
this thing, because of you, Zion shall be plowed under like a field, and Jerusalem shall become a 
heap of stones, and the Temple mount shall become the high place of a forest.) 


CHAPTER 4 
1 And in the last days, the hill of the house of the Lord shall be made ready in the top 


of [the] hills, and shall be high over small hills. And peoples shall flow to him, (And in the 
last days, the hill of the House of the Lord shall be made to be above the tops of all the other hills, 
and shall be high over all the small hills. And the peoples, or the nations, shall flow to it,) 

2 and many peoples shall hasten, and shall say, Come ye, ascend we to the hill of the 
Lord, and to the house of God of Jacob; and he shall teach us of his ways, and we shall go 
in his paths. For the law shall go out from Zion, and the word of the Lord from Jerusalem; 
(yea, many people shall hasten there, and shall say, Come ye, go we up to the hill of the Lord, and 
to the House of the God of Jacob, or Come ye, let us go up the hill of the Lord, to the House of the 
God of Jacob; and he shall teach us his ways, and we shall go on his paths. For the Law shall go out 
from Zion, and the word of the Lord from Jerusalem;) 

3 and he shall deem betwixt many peoples, and shall chastise strong folks till into far. 
And they shall beat together their swords into shares", and their spears into pickaxes; 
folk shall not take sword against folk, and they shall no more learn to fight. (and he shall 
judge between many peoples, and shall chastise, or shall discipline, strong nations afar off. And 
they shall beat their swords into plowshares, and their spears into pickaxes; yea, nation shall not 
take up sword against nation, and they shall no more prepare for battle.) 

4 And aman shall sit under his vineyard, and under his fig tree; and there shall not be 
that shall make afeared (or and there shall be no one and nothing that shall make him afraid), 
for the mouth of the Lord of hosts spake. 

5 For all peoples shall go, each man in the name of his Lord God; but we shall walk in 
the name of our Lord God into the world, and over. (For all peoples go forth, each person in 
the name of their god; but we shall walk in the name of the Lord our God, forever and ever.) 

6 In that day, saith the Lord, I shall gather the halting, and I shall gather her that I 
casted away, and whom I tormented I shall strengthen. (On that day, saith the Lord, I shall 
gather together the halt, or the lame, and those whom I have cast away, and I shall strengthen 
those whom I tormented.) 

7 AndI shall put the halting into remnants, and her that travailed in/to] a strong folk. 
And the Lord shall reign (up)on them in the hill of Zion, from this time now and till 


into without end. (And I shall make the halt into a remnant, and those who laboured, or who 
struggled, into a strong nation. And the Lord shall reign over them on Mount Zion, from this time 


now until forever.) 
8 And thou, dark tower of the flock of the daughter of Zion, unto thee he shall come, 
and the first power shall come, the realm of the daughter of Jerusalem. (And thou, dark 





* 
CHAPTER 4:3 In other writings, John Wycliffe renders this word in this verse as ‘plowghschares’ 
(‘ploughshares’/‘plowshares’). 
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tower of the flock of the daughter of Zion, it shall come unto thee, yea, the former power shall come 
unto the kingdom of the daughter of Jerusalem.) 

9 Now why art thou drawn together with mourning? whether a king is not to thee, 
either thy counsellor perished? for sorrow hath taken thee as a woman travailing of 
child. (Now why art thou altogether drawn with mourning? is there not a king for thee, or hath 
thy counsellor perished? hath sorrow taken thee like a woman with child in labour, or giving 
birth?) 

10 Thou daughter of Zion, make sorrow, and haste, as a woman travailing of child; for 
now thou shalt go out of the city, and shalt dwell in the country, and shalt come unto 
Babylon; there thou shalt be delivered, there the Lord shall again-buy thee, from the 
hand of thine enemies. (0 daughter of Zion, make sorrow, and make haste, like a woman with 
child in labour; for now thou shalt go out of the city, and shalt live in the open country, and shalt 
come to Babylon; there thou shalt be saved, there the Lord shall rescue thee, from the hands of thy 
enemies.) 

11 And now many folks be gathered on thee, which say, Be it stoned, and our eye 
behold into Zion. (And now many nations be gathered against thee, who say, Let it be stoned, 
and brought down unto ruins, and then we shall look upon Zion.) 

12 Forsooth they knew not the thoughts of the Lord, and understood not the counsel of 
him, for he gathered them as the hay of the field. (But they did not know the Lord’s thoughts, 
and did not understand his counsel,or his advice, for he gathered them like the hay of the field.) 

13 Rise thou, and thresh, daughter of Zion, for I shall put thine horn of iron, and shall 
put thy nails brazen; and thou shalt lose, either waste, many peoples, and shalt slay to 
the Lord (for an offering) the ravens of them, and the strength of them to the Lord of all 
earth. (Rise thou, and thresh, O daughter of Zion, for I shall make thy horns out of iron, and thy 
hooves out of bronze; and thou shalt destroy, or shalt waste, many peoples, or many nations, and 
shalt offer their stolen goods, or their spoils, to the Lord, yea, their wealth to the Lord of all the 
earth.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 Now thou, daughter of a thief, shalt be destroyed; they putted on us besieging, in a 
rod they shall smite the cheek of the judge of Israel. (Now, daughter of a thief, thou shalt be 
destroyed; they have put besieging against us, and they shall strike the cheek of the judge, or of 
the ruler, of Israel with a rod.) 

2 And thou, Bethlehem Ephratah, art little in the thousands of Judah; he that is the 
lordly governor in Israel shall go out of thee to me, (or but he who shall be the ruler, or the 
governor, in Israel shall go out of thee to me); and the going out of him is from [the] beginning, 
from (the) days of everlastingness. 

3 For this thing he shall give them (up), till to the time in which the (woman) travailing 
of child shall bear child, and the remnants of his brethren shall be turned again to the 
sons of Israel. (For this thing he shall give them all up, until the time in which the woman with 
child in labour shall give birth to her child, and then the remnants of his kinsmen shall return to 
the Israelites.) 

4 And he shall stand, and shall feed in the strength of the Lord, in the height of the 
name of his Lord God; and they shall be converted, for now he shall be magnified till to 
the ends of all earth. (And he shall stand, and shall rule them in the strength of the Lord, in the 
majesty of the name of the Lord his God; and they shall continue in safety and security, for now he 
shall be magnified unto the ends of the earth.) 

5 And this shall be peace, when (the) Assyrian shall come into our land, and when he 
shall tread in our houses; and we shall raise on him seven shepherds, and eight primates 
men, either the first in dignity. (And he shall be a man of peace. But when the Assyrians shall 
come into our land, and when they shall tread down our houses, then we shall raise up against 
them seven or eight shepherds, or primates, that is, those who be the first in dignity.) 
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6 And they shall waste the land of Assur by sword, and the land of Nimrod by (the) 
spears of him; and he shall deliver us from Assur, when he shall come into our land, and 
when he shall tread in our coasts. (And they shall destroy the land of Assyria with the sword, 
and the land of Nimrod with their spears; and they shall save us from the Assyrians, when they 
shall come into our land, and when they shall tread upon all our coasts.) 

7 And remnants of Jacob shall be in the midst of many peoples, as dew of the Lord, and 
as drops on herb, which abideth not man, and shall not abide the sons of men. (And the 
remnants of Jacob shall be in the midst of many peoples, like dew from the Lord, and like drops on 
the grass, which do not wait for people, and do not follow their commands.) 

8 And remnants of Jacob shall be in heathen men, in the middle of many peoples, as 
a lion among beasts of the woods, and as a whelp of a lion roaring in flocks of sheep; 
and when he passeth, and defouleth, and taketh, there is not that shall deliver. (And the 
remnants of Jacob shall be among the heathen, in the midst of many peoples, like a lion among the 
beasts of the woods, and like a lion’s cub roaring among the flocks of sheep; and when he passeth 
by, and taketh, and defileth them, there is no one who shall save them.) 

9 And thine hand shall be raised (up)on thine enemies, and all thine enemies shall 
perish. 

10 And it shall be, in that day, saith the Lord, I shall take away thine horses from the 
middle of thee, and I shall destroy thy four-horsed carts. (And it shall be, on that day, saith 
the Lord, I shall take away thy horses from thy midst, and I shall destroy thy chariots.) 

11 And I shall lose the cities of thy land, and I shall destroy all thy strongholds, either 
wardings; (And I shall destroy the cities of thy land, and I shall destroy all thy fortresses;) 

12 and I shall do away witchcrafts from thine hand, and divinations, either tellings by 
devil’s craft, shall not be in thee. (and I shall do away witchcraft from thee, and no more shall 
there be divinations,or fortune-telling by the devil’s craft, among thee.) 

13 And I shall make for to perish thy graven images, and I shall break together from the 
middle of thee thine images, and thou shalt no more worship the works of thine hands. 
(And I shall make thy carved idols to perish, and I shall altogether break thy images, or thy figures, 
in thy midst, and thou shalt no more worship the works of thy hands.) 

14 And I shall draw out of the midst of thee thy woods (dedicated to idols), and I shall 
all-break thy cities. (And I shall pull down thy sacred poles in thy midst, and I shall altogether 
break, or completely destroy, thy cities.) 

15 And I shall make in wrath and indignation vengeance in all folks, which heard not. 
(And in anger and indignation, I shall take vengeance upon all the nations, who did not obey me.) 


CHAPTER 6 
1 Hear ye which things the Lord speaketh. Rise thou, strive thou by doom against 


mountains, and little hills hear thy voice. (Listen ye to what the Lord saith. Rise thou, state 
thy case to the mountains, and let the little hills hear thy voice.) 

2 Mountains and the strong foundaments of earth, hear the doom of the Lord; for 
the doom of the Lord shall be with his people, and he shall be deemed with Israel. (0 
mountains and the strong foundations of the earth, listen to the Lord’s case; for the Lord hath a 
case against his people, and he shall judge Israel.) 

3 My people, what have I done to thee, either (in) what was I grievous to thee? Answer 
thou to me. (My people, what have I done to thee, or how have I grieved thee? Answer thou me.) 

4 For I led thee out of the land of Egypt, and of the house of servage I delivered thee; 
and I sent before thy face Moses, and Aaron, and Mary. (For I led thee out of the land of 
Egypt, and I brought thee out of the house of servitude, or of slavery; and I sent thee Moses, and 
Aaron, and Miriam.) 

5 My people, bethink, I pray, what Balak, king of Moab, thought, and what Balaam, 
son of Beor, of Shittim, answered to him till to Gilgal, that thou shouldest know the 
rightwiseness of the Lord. (My people, remember, I pray thee, what Balak, the king of Moab, 
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thought,or planned, to do against you, and what Balaam, the son of Beor, answered to him; 
remember the journey from Shittim to Gilgal, so that thou shalt know the Lord’s righteousness.) 

6 What worthy thing shall I offer to the Lord? shall I bow the knee to the high God? 
Whether shall I offer to him brunt sacrifices, and calves of one year? (What worthy thing 
shall I offer to the Lord? shall I bow my knee to the Most High God? Shall I offer him burnt 
sacrifices, and one year old calves?) 

7 Whether God may be satisfied in thousands of wethers, either in many thousands of 
fat goat bucks? Whether I shall give my first begotten for my great trespass, the fruit of 
my womb for sin of my soul? (Can God truly be satisfied even with thousands of rams, or with 
many thousands of fat goat bucks? Shall I give my first begotten son for my great trespass, yea, 
the fruit of my womb for the sin of my soul?) 

8 | shall show to thee, thou man, what is good, and what the Lord asketh of thee; 
forsooth for to do doom, and for to love mercy, and be busy for to walk with thy God. (I 
shall tell thee, ye people, what is good, and what the Lord asketh of thee; and that is, to act rightly, 
or with justice, and to love mercy, or and to love mercifully, and to be busy, or committed, to walk 
with thy God.) 

9 The voice of the Lord crieth to the city, and health shall be to all men dreading thy 
name. Ye lineages, hear; and who shall approve it? (The voice of the Lord crieth to the city, 
and success, or victory, shall be for all those who fear his name or for all those who revere his name. 
Listen, ye tribes, to him who hath gathered thee together, or Listen, ye tribes, all ye who gather 
together in the city.) 

10 Yet fire is in the house of unpious men, the treasures of wickedness, and a less 
measure, (which make me) full of wrath. (Yet in the house of the unrighteous, or of the wicked, 
there is fire, yea, the treasures of wickedness, and a false measure, which make me very angry.) 

11 Whether I shall justify the wicked balance, and the guileful weights of a little sack, 
(Can I justify a wicked, or a false, balance, and a bag of deceitful weights,) 

12 in which rich men thereof be filled with wickedness? And men dwelling therein 
spake leasing, and the tongue of them was guileful in the mouth of them. (in which the 
rich there be filled with wickedness? And those living there spoke lies, and their tongues were 
deceitful in their mouths.) 

13 And I therefore began for to smite thee, in(to) perdition on thy sins. (And so I began 
to strike thee down unto perdition, for thy sins.) 

14 Thou shalt eat, and shalt not be [ful] filled, and thy meeking is in the middle of thee 
(or and thy humbling is in thy midst); and thou shalt take (hold), and shalt not save; and 
(that) which thou shalt save, I shall give into (the) sword. 

15 Thou shalt sow, and shalt not reap; thou shalt tread the olive, and shalt not be 
anointed with oil; and (make) must, and shalt not drink (the) wine. 

16 And thou keptest the behests of Omri, and all the work of the house of Ahab, and 
hast walked in the lusts of them, that I should give thee into perdition, and men dwelling 
in it into hissing, either scorning, and ye shall bear the shame of my people. (And thou 
hast followed the ways of Omri, and all the work of the house of Ahab, and hast walked in their 
lusts, so that now I shall give thee unto perdition, and the people living there unto hissing, or 
mocking, and ye shall bear the shame of my people.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Woe to me, for 1 am made as he that gathereth in harvest (the) raisins of (the) grapes; 
there is no cluster for to eat; my soul desired (the) figs ripe before (the) others. 

2 The holy (man) perished from [the] earth, and (a) rightful (man) is not in men; all 
ambush, either set treason, in blood; a man hunteth his brother to death. (The holy people 
have perished from the earth, and there is no one upright among the people; all ambush, or set 
treason, for blood; everyone hunteth his brother, or his kinsman, unto the death.) 
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3 The evil of their hands they say good; the prince asketh, and the doomsman is in 
yielding; and a great man spake the desire of his soul, and they troubled together it. 
(They say that the evil of their hands is good; the leader, or the ruler, and the judge, ask for gifts, 
or bribes; the great man spoke of the evil desire of his heart, and he got it; yea, they all make trouble 
together.) 

4 He that is the best in them, is as a paliurus, that is, a teasel, either a sharp bush; and 
he that is rightful is as a thorn of hedge. The day of thy beholding, thy visiting cometh, 
now shall be destroying of them. (He who is the best in them, is like a paliurus, that is, a teasel, 
or a sharp bush; and he who is upright is like a thorn on a hedge. The day of thy beholding, and 
of thy punishment, cometh, yea, now shall be their destruction.) 

5 Do not ye believe to a friend, and do not ye trust in a duke; from her that sleepeth 
in thy bosom, keep thou the closings of thy mouth. (Do not ye believe a friend, and do not 
ye trust in a leader; and keep thou the private, or the secret, words of thy mouth, from her who 
sleepeth in thy bosom.) 

6 For the son doeth wrong to the father, and the daughter shall rise (up) against her 
mother, and the wife of the son against the mother of her husband; the enemies of a 
man be the (ones) at home, either the household members, of him, (or a man’s enemies 
(be) those who be at home with him, (or the members of his own household)). 

7 Forsooth I shall behold to the Lord, I shall abide God my saviour; the Lord my God 
shall hear me. (But I shall look to the Lord, I shall wait for God my Saviour; and the Lord my God 
shall hear me.) 

8 Thou, mine enemy, be not glad on me (or do not be happy over me), for I fell down, (for) 
I shall rise (up again); (and) when I sit in darknesses, the Lord is my light. 

9 1 shall bear wrath of the Lord, for I have sinned to him, till he deem my cause, and 
make my doom; he shall lead out me into light, I shall see [the] rightwiseness of him. (I 
shall bear the anger of the Lord, for I have sinned against him, until he judge my case, and declare 
my sentence; and then he shall lead me out into the light, and I shall see his righteousness.) 

10 And mine enemy shall behold me, and she shall be covered with confusion, which 
saith to me, Where is thy Lord God? Mine eyes shall see her, now she shall be into 
defouling, as clay, either fen, of streets. (And then my enemies shall see me, and shall be 
covered with shame, they who say to me, Where is the Lord thy God? My eyes shall see them, and 
they shall be defiled, like the clay, or the mud, in the streets.) 

11 Day shall come, that thy walls be builded; in that day law shall be made afar. (The 
day shall come, when thy walls shall be rebuilt; on that day, thy borders shall be enlarged.) 

12 Tn that day, and Assur shall come till to thee, and till to strong cities, and from 
strong cities till to [the] flood; and to sea from sea, and to hill from hill. (On that day, they 
shall come to thee from Assyria, and from the fortified cities, yea, from the fortified cities unto the 
Euphrates River; and from every sea, and from every hill, or from every mountain.) 

13 And [the] earth shall be into desolation for her dwellers, and for fruit of the thoughts 
of them. (And the earth shall be made into desolation, or into a wasteland, because of what her 
inhabitants did; yea, this shall be the fruit of their deeds.) 

14 Feed thou thy people in thy rod, the flock of thine heritage, that dwell alone in [the] 
wild wood; in the middle of Carmel they shall be fed of Bashan and of Gilead, (as) by eld 
days, (Feed thou thy people with thy rod, yea, the flock of thy inheritance, who live alone in the 
wild wood, and in the midst of the fertile land; they shall be fed in Bashan and in Gilead, like in 
the old days.) 

15 by days of thy going out of the land of Egypt. I shall show to him wonderful things; 
(Make thou for us miracles, (or wonders), like in the days of our going out of the land of Egypt;/I 
shall show thee miracles, (or wonders), like in the days of thy going out of the land of Egypt;) 

16 heathen men shall see, and they shall be confounded on all their strength; they shall 
put hands on their mouth, the ears of them shall be deaf; (the heathen shall see, and they 
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shall be confounded in spite of all their strength; they shall put their hands upon their mouths, 
and their ears shall be deaf;) 

17 they shall lick dust as a serpent; as creeping things of [the] earth they shall be 
disturbed, or troubled, (out) of their houses; they shall not desire our Lord God, and 
they shall dread thee. (they shall lick the dust like serpents, or snakes, yea, like creeping things 
upon the earth; they shall be distressed, and shall come out of their strongholds; and they shall 
come to thee, O Lord our God, and they shall fear thee.) 

18 God, who is like thee, that doest away wickedness, and bearest over the sin of the 
remnants of thine heritage? He shall no more send in his strong vengeance, for he is 
willing mercy; (God, who is like thee, who doest away wickedness, and passest over the sins of 
the remnants of thy inheritance? He shall no more send in his strong vengeance, for he delighteth 
in mercy;) 

19 he shall turn again, and have mercy on us. He shall put down our wickednesses, and 
shall cast far into deepness of the sea all our sins. (he shall return, and have mercy upon us. 
He shall put down our wickednesses, and shall throw down all our sins into the depths of the sea.) 

20 Thou shalt give truth to Jacob, mercy to Abraham, which thou sworest to our fathers 
from eld days. (Thou shalt give truth to Jacob, and mercy, or love, to Abraham, as thou sworest 
to our forefathers in the old days.) 
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HABAKKUK 


1 The burden that Habakkuk, the prophet, saw. (The vision that the prophet Habakkuk 
saw.) 

2 How long, Lord, shall I cry, and thou shalt not hear? I suffering violence shall cry on 
high to thee, and thou shalt not save? (How long, Lord, shall I cry, and thou shalt not hear 
me? I suffering violence shall cry aloud to thee, and shalt thou not save me?) 

3 Why showedest thou to me wickedness and travail, for to see prey and unrightwise- 
ness against me? Why beholdest thou despisers, and art still, the while the unpious 
man defouleth a right-fuller than himself? And thou shalt make men as fishes of the 
sea, and as creeping things not having a leader; and doom is made, and against-saying 
is more mighty. (Why hast thou shown me wickedness and struggle, in order to see robbery and 
unrighteousness done against me? Why beholdest thou despisers, and art silent, while the wicked 
defile someone more upright than themselves? Shalt thou make people like the fish of the sea, and 
like the creeping things that do not have a leader? yea, judgement is made, or justice is given, but 
saying against, or contention, is more mighty, or more powerful.) 

4 For this thing law is broken, and doom cometh not till to the end; for the unpious man 
hath might against the just, therefore wayward doom shall go out. (And so because of this, 
the law is broken, and judgement, or justice, cometh not unto its proper end; for the wicked have 
might, or power, against the just, or the righteous, and so perverted justice, or warped judgement, 
shall go forth.) 

5 Behold ye in heathen men, and see ye, and wonder ye, and greatly dread ye; for a 
work is done in your days, which no man shall believe, when it shall be told. (Behold ye 
the heathen, and see ye, and wonder ye, and greatly fear ye; for a work is done in your days, which 
no one shall believe, when it shall be told to them.) 

6 For lo! I shall raise Chaldees, a bitter folk and swift, going on the breadth of earth, 
that he wield tabernacles not his. (For behold! I shall raise up the Chaldeans, a swift and bitter 
nation, going upon the breadth of the earth, in order to take tents, (or homes), not their own.) 

7 It is horrible, and dreadful; the doom and the burden thereof shall go out of itself. 
(They be terrible, and fearful, that is, they instill terror, and fear; and law, and justice, or 
judgement, shall go out from them alone.) 

8 His horses be lighter than leopards, and swifter than eventide wolves, and his 
horsemen shall be scattered abroad; for why his horsemen shall come from far, they 
shall fly as an eagle hasting to eat. (Their horses be lighter than leopards, and swifter than 
wolves in the night, and their horsemen shall be spread abroad everywhere; yea, their horsemen 
shall come from afar, and they shall fly like eagles hastening to eat.) 

9 All (these) men shall come to prey, the faces of them is as a burning wind; and he 
shall gather as gravel (the) captivity, (All these men shall come for prey, their faces be like the 
burning wind; and they shall gather up captives like the sand,) 

10 and he shall have victory of kings, and tyrants shall be of his scorning. He shall 
laugh on all stronghold, and shall bear together [an] heap of earth, and shall take it. (and 
they shall have victory over kings, and only scorn, or mocking, for any tyrant. They shall laugh at 
every stronghold, or every fortress, and shall bear together heaps of earth, and then shall take, or 
shall capture, them.) 

11 Then the spirit [of him] shall be changed, and he shall pass forth, and fall down; this 
is the strength of him, of his god. (Then their spirit shall be changed, and they shall pass forth, 
and shall fall down, or Then they shall pass forth like the changing wind, and shall fall down; for 
their own strength was their god.) 

12 Whether thou art not from the beginning, thou, Lord my God, mine holy, and we 
shall not die? Lord, into doom thou hast set him, and thou groundedest him strong, that 
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thou shouldest chastise. (Lord, art thou not God from the beginning? yea, my God, my Holy 
One, and so we shall not die. Lord, thou hast ordained them for judgement, and thou hast used 
them, O strong God, to chastise, or to discipline, us.) 

13 Thine eyes be clean, see thou not evil, and thou shalt not be able to behold to 
wickedness. Why beholdest thou not on men doing wickedly, and thou art still, while the 
unpious man devoureth a more just man than himself? (Thine eyes be pure, thou seest no 
evil, and thou art not able to look upon wickedness. But why beholdest thou not upon those doing 
wickedly, and thou art silent, while the wicked devour those who be more just, or more righteous, 
than themselves?) 

14 And thou shalt make men as fishes of the sea, and as a creeping thing not having 
a prince. (And shalt thou make people like the fish of the sea, and like the creeping things that 
do not have a leader?/And why makest thou people like the fish of the sea, and like the creeping 
things that do not have a leader?) 

15 He shall lift up all in the hook; he drew it in his great net, and gathered into his net; 
on this thing he shall be glad, and make joy withoutforth. (For they lift up all the people by 
their hooks; they gather them into their great nets, and draw them along in their nets; and then 
they be happy, and rejoice, over this.) 

16 Therefore he shall offer to his great net, and shall make sacrifice to his net; for in 
them his part is made fat, and his meat is chosen. (And they even make offerings to their 
great nets, and make sacrifices to their nets; for by them their portions be made fat, and their 
meats be chosen and tasty.) 

17 Therefore for this thing he spreadeth abroad his great net, and evermore he ceaseth 
not for to slay folks. (And so for this they spread abroad their great nets, and they never cease 
to slaughter the nations.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 On my keeping I shall stand, and shall pitch my step on [the] warding; and I shall 
behold, that I see what thing shall be said to me, and what I shall answer to him that 
reproveth me. (I shall stand watch at my station, and shall climb the stairs of the watchtower; 
and I shall see, what shall be said to me, and what I shall answer to him who rebuketh me.) 

2 And the Lord answered to me, and said, Write thou the sight, either revelation, and 
make it plain on tables, that he (may) run, that shall read it. (And the Lord said to me, Write 
thou what thou seest, and make it clear on a tablet, ready for a courier to carry it with haste or so 
that it can easily be read.) 

3 For yet the vision is far, and it shall appear into the end, and shall not lie; if it shall 
make dwelling, abide thou it, for it coming shall come, and shall not tarry. (For yet the 
vision is far off, but it shall appear in the end, and it shall not lie; and even if it appeareth to be 
delayed, wait thou for it, for it is coming, and indeed shall come, and shall not be late.) 

4Lo! the soul of him, that is unbelieveful, shall not be rightful in himself; forsooth the 
just man shall live in his faith. (Behold! the soul of him, who is unbelieving, shall not be right 
within himself; but the just, (or the righteous), shall live by faith.) 

5 And as wine deceiveth a man drinking, so shall the proud man be, and he shall not 
be made fair; for as hell he alarged his soul, and he is as death, and he is not [ful] filled; 
and he shall gather to him all folks, and he shall gather together to him all peoples. (And 
like wine deceiveth someone who is drinking, so shall be the proud person, and he shall never be 
content, or at peace; for he enlarged his soul, or his mouth, as wide as Sheol, or the land of the 
dead, but he, like death itself, shall never be satisfied, or fulfilled; even though he shall gather all 
the nations unto himself, yea, though he shall gather together all the peoples unto himself.) 

6 Whether not all these peoples shall take a parable on him, and the speaking of dark 
sentences of him? And it shall be said, Woe to him that multiplieth things not his own; 
how long, and he aggregateth against himself thick clay? (Shall not all these (peoples) turn 
him into a parable, (or an example), and speak dark sentences about him? And so it shall be said, 
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Woe to you who multiplieth riches not your own! how long shall you gather unto yourself things 
taken in pledge?) 

7 Whether not suddenly they shall rise together, that shall bite thee? And they shall 
be raised tearing thee, and thou shalt be into raven to them; and thine ambushers in evil 
shall wake. (Shall they not suddenly rise up, and bite thee? Yea, they shall be raised up, and shall 
tear thee apart, and thou shalt become prey, or spoils, to them; and thy ambushers in evil shall 
watch for thy fall.) 

8 For thou robbedest many folks, all shall rob thee, which shall be residue, either left, of 
peoples, for blood of man, and for wickedness of land, of the city, and of all men dwelling 
in it. (For thou hast robbed many nations, all who shall be the residue, or those left, of the peoples, 
shall rob thee, for the bloodshed, or the murder, of the people, and for the wickedness done in the 
land, to the city, and to all the people who live there.) 

9 Woe to him that gathereth evil covetousness to his house, that his nest be on high, 
and guesseth him for to be 

delivered (out) of the hand of evil. (Woe to you who gathereth evil gain, or filthy lucre, unto 
your house, so that your nest would be on high, and thinketh yourself to be delivered, or saved, 
from the hand of evil.) 

10 Thou thoughtest confusion to thine house; thou hast slain many peoples, and thy 
soul sinned. (Thou hast brought shame to thy house; thou hast killed many people, yea, thy soul 
hath sinned.) 

11 For the stone of the wall shall cry, and a tree that is betwixt jointures of buildings 
shall answer. (And so the stones in the walls shall cry out, and a beam of the timbers that is 
between the joinings of the building shall answer them.) 

12 Woe to him that buildeth a city in bloods, and maketh ready a city in wickedness. 
(Woe to you who buildeth a city with bloodshed, or with murder, and who maketh ready a city 
with wickedness.) 

13 Whether not these things be of the Lord of hosts? For peoples shall travail in much 
fire, and folks in vain, and they shall fail. (Be not all these things from the Lord of hosts? For 
peoples and nations shall labour, or shall struggle, amid much fire, or much adversity, and all for 
nothing, for they all shall fail.) 

14 For the earth shall be filled, that it know the glory of the Lord, as waters covering 
the sea. (For the earth shall be filled with the knowledge of the glory of the Lord, like the waters 
covering, or filling, the sea.) 

15 Woe to him that giveth drink to his friend, and sendeth his gall, and maketh 
drunken, that he behold his nakedness. (Woe to you who sendeth your gall, or your anger, 
onto your friend, as if giving him drink, and maketh him drunk, so that you can behold his shame, 
or his nakedness.) 

16 He is filled with evil fame for glory; and thou drink, and be fast asleep; the cup of 
the right half of the Lord shall compass thee, and casting up, either spewing, of evil fame 
(shall be)[up] on thy glory. (Thou shalt be filled with shame and not with glory; yea, thou shalt 
drink, and then be asleep; the cup of the right hand of the Lord shall be given to thee, and then 
thy shame shall exceed thy glory.) 

17 For the wickedness of Lebanon shall cover thee, and [the] destruction of beasts shall 
make them afeared, of bloods of man, and of wickedness of [the] land, and of the city, 
and of all men dwelling therein. (For the wickedness done to Lebanon shall now be done to 
thee, and the destruction of its beasts shall now make thee afraid, because of the bloodshed, or the 
murder, of the people, and the wickedness done in the land, to the city, and to all the people who 
live there.) 

18 What profiteth the graven image, for his maker graved it, a welled thing together, 
and [a] false image? for the maker thereof hoped in [the] making, that he made dumb 
simulacra. (What is the profit, or the benefit, of an engraved figure? for its maker engraved it, a 
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thing welded together, yet it is but a false, or an empty, and useless, image; even though its maker 
hoped in the making of it, he hath made only dumb idols.) 

19 Woe to him that saith to a tree, Wake thou; (and), Rise thou, to a stone being still; 
whether he shall be able to teach? Lo! this (thing) is covered with gold and silver, and no 
spirit is in his entrails. (Woe to you who saith to a piece of wood, Wake up thou! and, Rise thou! 
to a stone being still; shall it be able to teach you (anything)? Behold! this thing is covered with 
gold and silver, but there is no breath in its innards.) 

20 Forsooth the Lord is in his holy temple, all earth be still from his face. (But the Lord 
is in his holy Temple, let all the earth be silent before him.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 The prayer of Habakkuk, the prophet, for unknowing men. (The prayer of the prophet 
Habakkuk, for those without knowledge.) 

2 Lord, I heard thy praising, and I dreaded; Lord, it is thy work, in the middle of years, 
quicken thou it. In the middle of years, thou shalt make (thyself) known; when thou shalt 
be wroth, thou shalt have mind of mercy. (Lord, I have heard of thy deeds, and I am filled with 
reverence for thee; Lord, it is thy work, in the midst of the years, quicken thou it or do thou it again. 
Inthe midst of the years, thou shalt make thyself known; even when thou shalt be angry, thou shalt 
remember to be merciful.) 

3 God shall come from the south, and the holy from the mount of Paran. The glory of 
him covered heavens, and the earth is full of his praising. (God shall come from Teman, the 
Holy One from Mount Paran. His glory shall cover the heavens, and the earth shall be full of his 
praising.) 

4 The shining of him shall be as light; (with) horns in the hands of him. There the 
strength of him was hid, (His shining shall be like the light; with rays coming from his hands. 
That is where his strength, or his power, is hidden,) 

5 death shall go before his face; the devil shall go out before his feet. (death shall go out 
before him; and the devil shall follow his feet or and the devil shall follow him.) 


6 He stood, and meted the earth; he beheld, and unbound folks, and hills of the 
world were all-broken; the little hills of the world were bowed down, of the ways of 


his everlastingness. (He shall stand, and shall measure the earth; he shall look, and the nations 
shall tremble, or shall shake; the mountains of the world shall be altogether broken, and the little 
hills of the world shall be bowed down, unto his everlasting ways.) 

7 For wickedness I saw the tents of Ethiopia, the skins of the land of Midian shall be 
troubled. (I saw that the tents of Cushan were under wickedness, and that the tent curtains of 
the lands of Midian were troubled, or trembled.) 

8 Lord, whether in floods thou art wroth, either in floods is thy strong vengeance, 
either in the sea is thine indignation? Which shalt ascend on thine horses; and on thy 
four-horsed carts is salvation. (Lord, art thou angry with the rivers, or is thy indignation 
against the sea? Thou shalt go upon thy horses; and salvation, or deliverance, is in thy four-horsed 
carts, or and victory is in thy chariots.) 

9 Thou raising shalt raise thy bow, (according to the) oaths to lineages which thou hast 
spoken; thou shalt part the floods of earth. (Thou shalt raise thy bow, in accordance with the 
oaths to the tribes which thou hast spoken; thou shalt divide the earth with thy rivers.) 

10 Waters saw thee, and hills sorrowed, the gutter of waters passed; deepness gave 
his voice, highness raised his hands. (The mountains saw thee, and they trembled; the waters 
from the gutters of the heavens passed by; the depths gave their voices, and raised up their hands 
into the highness, or on high.) 

11 The sun and moon stood in their dwelling place; in the light of thine arrows they 
shall go, in the shining of thy spear glistening. (The sun and the moon stood in their dwelling 
places; they shall go in the light of thy arrows, and in the shining of thy glistening spear.) 
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12 In gnashing thou shalt defoul earth, and in strong vengeance thou shalt astonish 
folks. (Thou shalt defile the earth with thy gnashing, and thou shalt greatly astonish the nations 
with thy vengeance.) 

13 Thou art gone out into health of thy people, into health with thy christ; thou 
hast smitten the head of the house of the unpious man, thou hast made naked the 
foundament till to the neck. (Thou hast gone forth for the salvation of thy people, and for 
the salvation of thy anointed king; thou hast struck the head of the house of the unrighteous, or 
of the wicked, and thou hast made naked its foundations unto the neck, or unto the rock.) 

14 Thou cursedest the sceptre, either power, of him, (that is), the head of his fighters, 
to men coming as whirlwind for to scatter me; (thou heardest) the joying withoutforth of 
them, as of him that devoureth a poor man in huddles. (Thou hast cursed his sceptre, or 
his power, that is, thou hast pierced the leaders of his fighting men, who came like a whirlwind to 
destroy me; thou hast heard their rejoicing, like those who devour the poor in secret.) 

15 Thou madest a way in the sea to thine horses, in clay of many waters. (Thou hast 
made a way in the sea with thy horses, through the clay of many waters.) 

16 | heard, and my womb is troubled together; my lips trembled together of the 
voice. Rot entered in/to] my bones, and sprang under me; that I rest again in the day of 
tribulation, and I shall go up to our people girded together. (I heard, and my belly altogether 
shook; my lips altogether trembled at the sound. Rot entered into my bones, and sprang up under 
me. O! that I might rest again after the day of tribulation, when thou shalt go up against those 
who assail us.) 

17 For the fig tree shall not flower, and burgeoning shall not be in vineyards; the work 
of [the] olive tree shall lie (down), and fields shall not bring (forth) meat; a sheep shall be 
cut away from the fold, a drove shall not be in cratches. (Yea, though the fig tree flowereth 
not, and burgeoning be not be in the vineyards; the work of the olive tree falleth down, and the 
fields bring not forth a harvest; and the sheep be cut away from the fold, and there be no herd in 
the stalls;) 

18 Forsooth I shall have joy in the Lord, and I shall make joy withoutforth in God my 
Jesus. (still I shall have joy in the Lord, and I shall rejoice in God my Saviour.) 

19 God the Lord is my strength, and he shall put my feet as of harts; and on mine high 
things, the overcomer shall lead forth me, singing in psalms. (The Lord God is my strength, 
and he shall make my feet like the feet of harts; and the Overcomer shall lead me forth on the high 
places, singing in psalms.) 
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BARUCH 


1 And these be the words of the book, which Baruch, the son of Neriah, son of 
Mahseiah, son of Zedekiah, son of Hasadiah, son of Hilkiah, wrote in Babylon; 


2 in the fifth year, in the seventh day of the month, in the time wherein (the) Chaldeans 
took Jerusalem, and burnt it with fire. 

3 And Baruch read the words of this book to the ears of Jeconiah, son of Jehoiakim (or 
son of Joachim), king of Judah, and to the ears of all the people coming to (hear) the book; 

4 and to the ears of the mighty [men], (and of the) sons of (the) kings, and to the ears of 
(the) priests, and to the ears of the people, from the most unto the least of them, of all 
(those) dwelling in Babylon, and at the flood Sud (or by the Sud River). 

5 Which heard, and wept, and fasted, and prayed in the sight of the Lord. 

6 And they gathered money, by [or after] that that each man’s hand might; 

7 and [they] sent (it) into Jerusalem to Jehoiakim, the (high) priest, the son of Hilkiah, 
son of Shallum, and to the priests, and to all the people that were found with him in 
Jerusalem; 

8 when he took (or when he received) the vessels of the temple of the Lord, that were 
taken away from the temple, to again-call (them) into the land of Judah, in the tenth day 
of the month Sivan, or May; the silvern [or the silver] vessels, which Zedekiah, the king 
of Judah, the son of Josiah, (had) made, 

° after that Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, had taken (away) Jeconiah, and (the) 
princes, and all (the) mighty men, and the people of the land from Jerusalem, and led 
them bound into Babylon. 

10 And they said, Lo! we have sent to you riches [or monies], of (or with) which buy ye 
burnt sacrifices, and incense, and make ye sacrifice, and offer ye for sin at the altar of 
your Lord God. 

11 And pray ye for the life of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, and for the life of 
Belshazzar, his son, that the days of them be on (the) earth as the days of heaven; 

12 that the Lord give virtue (or strength) to us, and (en)lighten our eyes, that we 
live under the shadow of Nebuchad-nezzar, king of Babylon, and under the shadow of 
Belshazzar, his son; and that we serve them by many days, and find grace in the sight of 
them. 

13 And pray ye for us to our Lord God, for we have sinned to our Lord God, and his 
strong vengeance is not turned away from us, till into this day. 

14 And read ye this book, which we [have] sent to you, to be rehearsed (or to be read 
aloud) in the temple of the Lord, in a solemn day, and in a covenable day, (or on solemn 
days, and on other suitable days). 

15 And ye shall say, Rightfulness [or rightwiseness]is to our Lord God, but shame of our 
face is to us, as this day (it) is, to all Judah, and to (the) dwellers in Jerusalem, 

16 to our kings, and to our princes, to our priests, and to our prophets, and to our 


fathers. 
17 We sinned before our Lord God, 
18 and believed not, and trusted not in him. And we were not ready to be subject 


to him, and we obeyed not to the voice of our Lord God, (so) that we went in his 
commandments, which he gave to us; 

19 from the day in which he led our fathers out of the land of Egypt, till into this day, 
we were unbelieveful to our Lord God; and we were scattered, and went away, (so) that 


we heard not the voice of him. 
20 And many evils and cursings, which the Lord ordained to his servant Moses, cleaved 


to us; which Lord led our fathers out of the land of Egypt, to give to us a land flowing 
(with) milk and honey, as (it is) in this day. 
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21 And we heard not the voice of our Lord God, by [or after] all the words of (the) 
prophets, which he sent to us, and to our judges; 

22 and we went away, each man into the wit (or the understanding) of his evil heart, to 
work to alien gods (or to serve foreign gods), and we did evils before the eyes of our Lord 
God. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 For which thing our Lord God setted steadfastly his word, which he spake to us, and 
to our judges, that deemed in Israel, and to our kings, and to our princes, and to all Israel 
and Judah; 

2 that the Lord should bring on us great evils, that were not done under heaven, as 
those be done in Jerusalem; by [or after] those things that be written in the law of Moses, 

3 that a man should eat the fleshes [or the flesh] of his (own) son, and the fleshes [or the 
flesh] of his (own) daughter. 

4 And he gave them into the hand of all (the) kings, that be in our compass, into shame 
[or reproof], and into desolation in all peoples, among which the Lord scattered us. 

5 And we be made beneath, and not above; for we sinned to our Lord God, in not 
obeying to the voice of him. 

6 Rightfulness [or rightwiseness]is to our Lord God, but shame of face is to us and to our 
fathers, as this day (it) is. 

7 For the Lord spake on us all these evils, that came on us. 

8 And we besought not the face of our Lord God, that we should turn again, each of us 
from our worst ways. 

9 And the Lord waked in evils (or watched for evils), and brought those [or them] on us; 
for the Lord is just [or rightwise] in all his works, which he commanded to us. 

10 And we heard not the voice of him, that we should go in the commandments of the 
Lord, which he gave before our face. 

11 And now, Lord God of Israel, that leddest [or broughtest] thy people out of the land of 
Egypt in (or with) a strong hand, and in (or with) miracles, and in (or with) great wonders, 
and in thy great virtue (or with thy great power), and in (or with) an high arm, and madest 
to thee a name, as this day (it) is; 

12 we have sinned, we have done unfaithfully, we have done wickedly, our Lord God, 
in all thy rightfulnesses [or rightwisenesses]. 

13 (Let) Thy wrath be turned away from us; for we be left a few among (the) heathen 
men, where thou hast scattered us. 

14 Lord, hear thou our askings, and our prayers, and lead [or bring] us out for thee; and 
give thou to us to find grace before the face of them, that led us away; 

15 (so) that all (the) earth know, that thou art our Lord God, and that thy name is called 
to help on Israel, and on the kin of him (or by his kin). 

16 Lord, behold thou from thine holy house on us, and bow down thine ear, and hear 
us. 
17 Open thine eyes, and see; for not (the) dead men that be in hell (or in the grave), 
whose spirit is taken from their entrails, shall give honour [or worship] and justifying to 
the Lord; 

18 but a soul which is sorry [up] on the greatness [or muchliness] of evil, and goeth 
bowed, and sick (or feeble), [or meeked], and [the] eyes failing, and an hungry soul [or the 
soul hunger-ing], giveth glory to thee, and rightful-ness [or rightwiseness] to the Lord. 

19 For not by [or after] the rightwise-nesses of our fathers we poured out prayers, and 
asked (for) mercy before thy sight, our Lord God; 

20 but for thou sentest thy wrath and thy strong vengeance on us, as thou spakest in 
the hands of thy children (the) prophets (or by thy servants the prophets), and saidest, 
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21 Thus saith the Lord, Bow ye your shoulders], and your neck(s), and do ye travail to 
(or for) the king of Babylon; and ye shall sit in the land, which I gave to your fathers. 

22 That (or But) if ye do not, neither hear the voice of your Lord God, to work to (or for) 
the king of Babylon, 

23 [ shall make your failing from the cities of Judah, and from the gates of Jerusalem; 
and I shall take away from you the voice of gladness [or of mirth], and the voice of joy, 
and the voice of (the) spouse, and the voice of (the) spousess; and all the land shall be 
with-out step of them that dwell therein. 

24 And they heard not thy voice, that they should work to (or for) the king of Babylon; 
and (so) thou hast set stead-fastly thy words, which thou spakest in the hands of thy 
children, (the) prophets (or by thy servants the prophets); that the bones of our kings, and 
the bones of our fathers should be borne over [or translated] from their place. 

25 And lo! they be cast forth in the heat of the sun, and in the frost of the night; and 
menor they] be dead in the worst sorrows, in hunger, and in sword, and in sending out. 

26 And thou hast set (or brought down low) the temple in which thy name was called to 
(or for) help, as this day showeth, for the wickedness of the house of Israel, and of the 
house of Judah. 

27 And thou, our Lord God, hast done in (or with) us by [or after] all thy goodness, and 
by all that great merciful doing of thee, [or after all that thy great mercy doing], 

28 as thou spakest in the hand of thy child Moses (or by thy servant Moses), in the day 
in which thou command-edest to him to write thy law, before the sons of Israel, and 
saidest, 

29 If ye hear not my voice, this great adorning and much [or this great multitude] shall 
be turned into the least among (the) heathen men, whither I shall scatter them. 

30 For I knew, that the people shall not hear me, for it is a people of (or with)[an] hard 
noll. And it (or But they) shall (re)turn to their heart(s) in the land of their captivity; 

31 and they shall know, that I am the Lord God of them. And I shall give to them an 
heart, and they shall under-stand, and ears, and they shall hear. 

32 And they shall praise me in the land of their captivity, and they shall be mindful of 
my name. 

33 [And] They shall turn away them-selves from their hard back, and from their 
wickednesses; for they shall have mind of [or shall remember] the way of their fathers, 
that sinned against me. 

34 And I shall again-call them into the land, which I swore to give to the fathers of 
them, to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; and they shall be lords of it. And I shall multiply 
them, and they [shall] not be made less. 

35 And I shall ordain to them another testament everlasting, that I be to them into 
God, and they shall be to me into a people. And I shall no more move my people, the 
sons of Israel, from the land which I gave to them. 


CHAPTER 3 

1 And now, Lord Almighty, God of Israel, a soul in anguishes, and a spirit annoyed (or 
harmed), crieth to thee. 

2 Lord, hear thou, and have mercy, for thou art merciful God; and have thou mercy on 
us, for we have sinned before thee, 

3 (for) thou sittest without end, and we shall not perish without end. 

4 Lord God Almighty, God of Israel, hear thou now the prayer of the dead men of Israel, 
and of the sons of them, that [have] sinned before thee, and heard not the voice of their 
Lord God, and evils be fastened [or joined] to us. 

5 Do not thou have mind on (or remember) the wickedness of our fathers, but have thou 
mind on thine hand, and on thy name, in this time; 

6 for thou art our Lord God, and, Lord, we shall praise thee. 
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7 For why for this thing thou hast given thy dread in our hearts, (so) that we call (on) 
thy name to (or for) help, and praise thee in our captivity; for we shall be converted [or 
turned] from the wickedness of our fathers, that sinned against thee. 

8 And lo! we be in our captivity today, whither thou scatteredest us, into shame, and 
into cursing, and into sin, by [or after] all the wickedness of our fathers, that went away 
from thee, thou our Lord God. 

9 Israel, hear thou the command-ments of life; perceive thou with ears, (so) that thou 
know prudence. 

10 Israel, what (or why) is it, that thou art in the land of (thy) enemies? Thou waxedest 
(or grewest) eld in an alien land, thou art defouled with dead men, 

11 (and) thou art areckoned with them, that go down into hell (or the grave)? 

12 Thou hast forsaken the well of wisdom; 

13 for why if thou haddest gone in the ways of God, soothly thou haddest dwelled in 
peace on (the) earth. 

14 Learn thou, where is wisdom, where is prudence, where is virtue, where is 
understanding, (so) that thou know (al)together, where is long enduring of life, and 
lifelode, (or livelihood), (and) where is (the) light of (the) eyes, and peace. 

15 Who found the place thereof, and who entered into the treasures thereof? 

16 Where be the princes of (the) heathen men, and that be lords over the beasts, that 
be on (the) earth? 

17 Which played with the birds of heaven; which treasure silver and gold, in which 
men trust, and none end [there] is of the purchasing of them? 

18 Which make silver, and be busy, and no finding is of their works? 

19 They be destroyed, and went down to hells, [or to hell], (or to the grave); and other 
men rose (up) in the place of them. 

20 The young men of them saw light, and dwelled on (the) earth. But they knew not 
the way of wisdom, 

21 neither understood the paths thereof; neither the sons of them received it. It was 
made far from the face of them; 

22 it is not heard (of) in the land of Canaan, neither [it] is seen in Teman. 

23 Also the sons of Hagar, that sought out prudence which is of (or on the) earth, the 
merchants of (the) earth, and of Teman, and the tale tellers [or the fablers, or janglers], and 
seekers out of prudence, and of understand-ing. But they knew not the way of wisdom, 
neither had mind on the paths thereof. 

24 O! Israel, the house of God is full great, and the place of his possession is great; 

25 it is great and hath none end, high and great without measure. 

26 (The) Named giants were there; they that were of great stature at the beginning, 
and knew (or knowing in) battle. 

27 The Lord chose not these, neither they found the way of wisdom [or of discipline]; 
therefore they perished. 

28 And for they had not wisdom, they perished for their unwisdom. 

29 Who ascended, or went up, into heaven, and took that wisdom, and brought it down 
from the clouds? 

30 Who (hath) passed over the sea, and found it, and brought it more than chosen gold? 

31 None is [or There is not], that may know the way thereof, neither that seeketh [out] 
the paths thereof; 

32 but he that have all things [or that knoweth all things], knew it, and found it by his 
prudence. Which made ready the earth in everlasting time, and filled it with two-footed 
beasts, and (with) four-footed beasts. 

33 Which sendeth out (the) light, and it goeth, and called it (again); and it obeyeth to 
him in trembling. 
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34 Forsooth (the) stars gave light in their keepings, and were glad; those [or they] were 
called, and those said, We be present [or they said, We come to (thee)]; and those (or they) 
shined to him with mirth, that made those [or them]. 

35 This is our God, and none other shall be guessed against him. 

36 This [or He] found each way of wisdom, and gave it to Jacob, his child (or his servant), 
and to Israel, his darling [or his dearworth(y)]. 

37 After these things he was seen in (many) lands, and lived with men. 


CHAPTER 4 

1 This (is the) book of God’s behests [or commandments], and the law which is without 
end, All that hold it, shall come to life. But they that have forsaken it, shall come into 
death. 

2 Jacob, be thou converted, and take thou (hold of)[or catch] it; go thou [or walk] by the 
way at the brightness thereof, against the light thereof. 

3 Give thou not thy glory to another, and thy dignity to an alien, (or to a strange, or 
foreign) folk. 

4 Israel, we be blessed; for those things that please God, be open to us [or be known to 
us]. 
5 The people of God, Israel worthy to be had in mind (or remembered), be thou patienter, 
either of better comfort. 

6 Ye be sold to (the) heathen men, not into perdition; but for that that ye in ire [or 
wrath] stirred God to wrath-fulness, ye be betaken to adversaries. 

7 For ye wrathed that God ever-lasting, that made you; and ye offered to fiends, and 
not to God. [Forsooth ye stirred to bitterness the everlasting God, that made you; offering to 
devils, and not to God.] 

8 For ye forgot him that nourished or nursed you, and ye made sorry [or sorrowful] your 
nurse, Jerusalem. 

° For it saw (the) wrathfulness of God coming to you, and it said, Ye nigh coasts of Zion, 
hear; forsooth God hath brought great mourning to me. 

10 For I saw the captivity of my people, of my sons and daughters, which he that is 
without beginning and end [or the Everlasting] brought on them. 


11 For I nourished them with mirth; but I left them (or I let them go) with weeping and 
mourning. 


12 No man have joy on (or over) me, a widow and desolate. I am forsaken [or left] of (or 
by) many, for the sins of my sons; for they bowed away from the law of God. 

13 Forsooth they knew not (the) right-fulnesses of him; neither they went [or walked] 
by the ways of God’s behests (or commandments), neither by the paths of his truth they 
entered with rightfulness [or rightwiseness]. 

14 The nigh coasts of Zion come, and have they mind on, [or bethink they (of)], (or 
remember) the captivity of my sons and daughters, which he that is without beginning 
and end [or the Everlasting] brought on them. 

15 For he brought on them a folk from (a)far, an evil folk, and of another lan-guage; 
that reverenced not an eld [or an old] man, neither had mercy on children; 

16 and they led away the dear-worthy sons of a widow, and made a woman alone 


desolate of sons. 
17 But what may I help you? (or How can I help you?) 


18 For he that brought on you evils, shall deliver you from the hands of your enemies. 

19 Go ye, sons, go ye; for Iam forsaken, or I am left alone. 

20 | have unclothed me of the stole, either long robe, of peace; but I have clothed me 
with a sackcloth of beseeching, and I shall cry to the Highest in my days. 

21 Sons, be ye of better comfort [or be of better heart, or stabler]; cry ye to the Lord, and 
he shall deliver you from the hand of princes, that be your enemies. 
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22 For I hoped (for) your health without end, and joy came to me from the Holy (One) 
on (or for the) mercy, that shall come to you from your Saviour without beginning and 
end [or your Saviour Everlasting]. 

23 For I sent you out with mourning and weeping; but God shall bring [or shall lead] you 
again to me, with joy and mirth without end. 

24 For as the neighbouresses [or the neighbours] of Zion saw your captivity made of (or 
by) God, so they shall see and in swiftness [or in haste] your health of (or your deliverance 
from our) God, which health (or deliverance) shall come to you from above, with great 
honour and everlasting shining. 

25 Sons, suffer ye patiently (the) ire [or the wrath] that came on you; for thine enemy 
pursued thee, but thou shalt see soon the perdition of him [or soon thou shalt see the 
perdition of him], and thou shalt ascend (or go) upon the necks of him. 

26 My delicate men went (in) sharp ways; for they as a flock that is ravished were led 
(away) of (or by the) enemies. [My delicates, or nourished in delights, walked sharp ways; soothly 
they were led as a flock ravished with enemies.] 

27 Sons, be ye patienter [or of evener heart, or stabler], and cry ye [a] far to the Lord; for 
why your mind shall be of (or on) him that leadeth you. 

28 For as your wit was, that ye erred from God, ye shall convert again, and shall seek 
him ten times so much (the more). 

29 For he that brought in evils to you, shall bring again everlasting mirth to you with 
your health (or your deliverance). 

30 Jerusalem, be thou of better com-fort; for he that named thee, exciteth thee. 
[Jerusalem, be thou more stable, or of better heart; soothly he that named thee, admonisheth thee.] 

31 They that travailed thee, shall perish guilty; and they that thanked, [or joyed], in (or 
at) thy falling, shall be punished. 

32 [The] Cities to which thy sons served, shall be punished, and that city that took thy 
sons, shall be punished. 

33 For as Babylon made joy in thy hurling down [or in thy falling], and was glad in thy 
fall, so it shall be made sorry [or it shall be sorrowful] in his (or its own) desolation. 

34 And the full out joy of the multitude thereof shall be cut away, and the joy thereof 
shall be into mourning. 

35 For why fire shall come on it from him that is without beginning and end [or (from) 
the Everlasting], in full long days; and it shall be inhabited of (or by) fiends [or devils], into 
the multitude [or (the) muchliness] of time. 

36 Jerusalem, behold about to the east, and see thou (the) mirth coming of (or from) God 


to thee. 
37 For lo! thy sons come, which [or whom] thou leftest (or thou lettest go) scattered; they 


come gathered from the east unto the west, in (or by) the word of the Holy (One), and 
make joy [or joying] to the honour of God. 


CHAPTER 5 


1Jerusalem, unclothe thee of the stole of thy mourning, and travailing [or of thy travail]; 
and clothe thou thee in [or with] the fairness, and (the) honour of it, which is of (or from) 
God to thee in everlasting glory [or that is to thee of (or from) God in everlasting glory]. 

2 God of rightfulness [or rightwise-ness] shall (en)compass thee with a double cloth (or 
a double cloak), and shall set [or put] on thine head a mitre of everlasting honour. 

3 For God shall show his brightness in (or to) thee, which is under heaven. 

4 For thy name shall be named of (or by) God to thee without end, The peace of 
rightfulness [or rightwise-ness], and The honour of piety. 

5 Jerusalem, rise up, and stand in an high place [or stand in (or on) high], and behold 
about to the east; and see thy sons gathered together from the sun rising till to the west, 
in (or by) the word of the Holy (One), that make joy in the mind of God. 
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6 For they went out from thee, and were led (away) of enemies on feet (or were led away 
on foot by their enemies); but the Lord shall bring to thee them borne into honour, as the 
sons of (the) realm [or the sons of (the) kingdom]. 

7 For God hath ordained to make low each high hill, and (the) ever-lasting rocks of 
stones, and great valleys, to fill the unevenness of (the) earth; (so) that Israel (may) go 
diligently into the honour of God. 

8 Forsooth the woods, and each tree of sweetness, (over)shadowed Israel, by the 
commandment of God. 

9 For God shall bring Israel with mirth, into [or in] the light of his majesty, with mercy 
and rightfulness [or right-wiseness], which is of (or from) him. 
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PRAYER OF AZARIAH & SONG OF THE THREE 


1 And they walked in the midst of the flame, and praised God, and blessed the Lord. 
[And they walked in the middle of the flame, praising God, and blessing the Lord.] 

2 Forsooth Azariah stood, and prayed thus; and he opened his mouth in the midst of 
the fire, and said, 

3 Lord, God of our fathers, thou art blessed, and worthy to be praised, and thy name 
is glorious into worlds; [Blessed art thou, Lord God of our Fathers, and praiseful, or worthy to 
be praised, and thy name glorious into worlds;] 

4 for thou art rightful in all (the) things which thou didest to us, and all thy works be 
true; and thy ways be rightful [or right], and thy dooms (or thy judgements)be true. 

5 For thou hast done true dooms, by [or after] all (the) things which thou broughtest 
in on us, and on Jeru-salem, the holy city of our fathers; for in truth and in doom, thou 
broughtest in all these things for our sins. 

6 For we sinned, and did wickedly, going away from thee, 

7 and we trespassed in all things, and we heard not, neither kept thy commandments, 
neither we did as thou commandedest to us, (so) that it should be well to (or with) us. 
[and trespassed in all things, and heard not thine behests, neither kept (them), neither did as thou 
commandedest to us, that it were well to us.] 

8 Therefore thou didest by thy very doom (or in thy true judgement) all (the) things which 
thou broughtest in on us, and all (the) things which thou didest to us; [Therefore all (the) 
things that thou leddest in upon us, and all (the) things that thou didest to us, in very doom thou 
hast done;] 

9 and thou hast betaken us in(to) the hands of (our) enemies, wicked men, and worst 
trespassers, and to the unjust king, and worst over all (the) earth. 

10 And now we may not (or we be not able to) open the mouth; we be made (a) shame 
and (a) reproof to thy servants, and to them that worship thee. 

11 We beseech (thee), give thou not us to (our) enemies without end, for thy name, and 
destroy thou not thy testament (or thy covenant), [We pray, betake not us into without end, 
for thy name, and destroy not thy testament,] 

12 and take thou not away thy mercy from us, for Abraham, thy darling [or thy 
dearworthy], and Isaac, thy servant, and Israel, [or Jacob], thine holy (one); 

13 to which thou spakest, promising that thou shouldest multiply their seed as the 
stars of heaven, and as (the) gravel which is in (or on) the brink of the sea. 

14 For why, Lord, we be made little, more than all folks, and we be low in all (the) earth 
today, for our sins. [For, Lord, we be made little, more than all heathen men, and we be meek, or 
low, in each land this day, for our sins.] 

15 And in this time is no prince [or And there is not in this time prince], and (or) duke, and 
(or) prophet, neither burnt sacrifice, neither sacrifice, neither offering, neither incense, 
neither place of first fruits before thee, (so) that we may or we be able to find thy mercy; 

16 but be we received in (or with a) contrite soul, and in (or with a) spirit of meekness. 

17 As in (the) burnt sacrifice of rams, and of bulls, and as in thousands of fat lambs, so 
our sacrifice be made today in thy sight, that it please thee; for no shame [or confusion] 
is to them that trust in thee. 

18 And now we pursue (or follow) thee in (or with) all the heart, and we dread thee, and 
we seek thy face. 

19 Shame thou not us, but do with us by [or after] thy mildness, and by [or after] the 
multitude of thy mercy. 

20 And deliver thou us in thy marvels, and give thou glory to thy name, Lord; and all 
men be (a)shamed, that show evils to thy servants; 
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21 be they shamed in all thy might (or in all their might), and the strength of them be 
all-broken; [be they confounded in all thy power (or in all their power), and the strength of them 
be broken (al)together;] 

22 and they shall know, that thou art the Lord God alone, and glorious on (or over) the 
roundness of (the) lands [or the roundness of (the) earth’s]. (Amen). 

23 And the ministers (or the servants) of the king, that had sent them (in), ceased not to 
make hot the furnace with cement [or naphtha], and hards of flax [or of hemp], and pitch, 
and scions [or cuttings] of vines. 

24 And the flame was shed [or poured] out over the furnace by nine and forty cubits, 

25 and brake out, and burnt them that it found of (the) Chaldeans beside the furnace. 
[and brake out, and burnt whom of (the) Chaldeans it found beside the furnace.] 

26 Forsooth the angel of the Lord came down with Azariah and his fellows, into the 


furnace, and smote out the flame of the fire from the furnace; 
27 and made the midst of the furnace as the wind of dew blowing; and utterly the fire 


touched not them, neither made sorry, neither did anything of dis-ease [or neither made 
sorrowful, neither brought in anything of heaviness]. 

28 Then these three as of one mouth praised and glorified God, and blessed God in the 
furnace, and said, 

29 Lord God of our fathers, thou art blessed, and worthy to be praised, and glorious, 
and above enhanced into worlds (or for evermore); [Blessed art thou, Lord God of our fathers, 
and worthy to be praised, and glorious, and above enhanced into worlds;] 

30 and blessed is the name of thy glory, which name is holy, and worthy to be praised, 
and above enhanced in(to) all worlds. [and blessed (is) the name of thy glory, the which is holy, 
and worthy to be praised, and above raised in(to) all worlds.] 

31 Thou art blessed in the holy temple of thy glory, and above praiseable, and glorious 
into worlds. [Blessed art thou in the holy temple of thy glory, and thou above praiseful, and 
glorious into worlds.] 

32 Thou art blessed in (or on) the throne of thy realm, and above praiseable, and above 
enhanced into worlds. [Blessed art thou in the throne of thy realm, and above praiseful, and 
above raised into worlds.] 

33 Thou art blessed, that beholdest (the) depths of (the) waters, and sittest on cherubim, 
and praiseable, and above enhanced into worlds. [Blessed art thou, that beholdest (the) 
deepness-es, and sittest upon cherubim, and praiseful, and above raised into worlds.] 

34 Thou art blessed in the firmament of heaven, and praiseable, and glorious into 
worlds. [Blessed art thou in the firmament of heaven, and praiseful, and glorious into worlds.] 

35 All (the) works of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance (or raise) 
ye him into worlds. 

36 Angels of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. 

37 Heavens, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 
worlds. 

38 All (the) waters that be above (the) heavens, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above 
enhance [or raise] ye him into worlds. 

39 All the virtues of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] 
ye him into worlds. (All the hosts or the powers of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and 
exalt him above all for evermore.) 

40 Sun and moon, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 
worlds. 

41 Stars of heaven, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. 

42 Rain and dew, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 
worlds. 
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43 Each spirit of God, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. 

44 Fire and heat, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 
worlds. 

45 Cold and summer, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. 

46 Dews and white frost, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye 
him into worlds. 

47 Black frost and cold, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance ye him into 
worlds. [Binding frost and cold, bless ye to the Lord; praise ye, and above raise ye him into worlds. ] 

48 Ices and snows, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 
worlds. 

49 Nights and days, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. 

50 Light and darkness, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 


into worlds. 

51 Lightnings and clouds, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye 
him into worlds. 

52 The earth bless the Lord; praise it, and above enhance it him [or above raise (ye) him] 


into worlds. (The earth, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and exalt ye him above all for evermore.) 

53 Mountains and little hills, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] 
ye him into worlds. 

54 All burgeoning things in (the) earth, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance 
[or raise] ye him into worlds. 

55 Wells, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into worlds. 

56 Seas and floods (or Seas and rivers), bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance 
[or raise] ye him into worlds. 

57 Whales, and all things that be moved in (the) waters (or Whales, and all things that 
move in the waters), bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 


worlds. 
58 All birds of the air, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance ye him into 


worlds. [All fowls of heaven, bless ye to the Lord; praise ye, and above raise ye him into worlds.] 
59 All wild beasts and tame beasts, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance ye 
him into worlds. [All beasts and eatable (or edible), or little, beasts, bless ye to the Lord; praise 
ye, and above raise ye him into worlds.] 
60 Sons of men, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him into 


worlds. 
61 Israel bless the Lord; praise it, and above enhance it him [or above raise (ye) him] into 


worlds. (Israel, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and exalt ye him above all for evermore.) 

62 Priests of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or raise] ye him 
into worlds. © Servants of the Lord, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or 
raise] ye him into worlds. 

64 Spirits and souls of just men, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance [or 
raise] ye him into worlds. 

65 Holy men and meek of heart, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance ye him 
into worlds. [Holy and meek in heart, bless ye to the Lord; praise ye, and above raise ye him into 
worlds.] 

66 Hananiah, Azariah, and Mishael, bless ye the Lord; praise ye, and above enhance ye 
him into worlds. The which Lord ravished us from hell, and saved (us) from the hand 
of death, and delivered us from the midst of flame burning, and ravished us from the 
midst of (the) fire, (or The which Lord delivered us from the grave, and saved us from the hand 
of death, and delivered us from the midst of the burning flame, yea, delivered us from the midst of 
the fire). [Hananiah, Azariah, and Mishael, bless ye to the Lord; praise ye, and above raise ye him 
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into worlds. Which delivered us from hell, and made safe from the hand of death, and delivered 
from the middle of the burning flame, and ravished us out of the middle of the fire.] 

67 Acknowledge ye to the Lord, for he is good; for his mercy is into the worlds (or for 
evermore). 

68 All religious men [or All (the) religious], bless ye the Lord, God of gods; praise ye, and 
acknowledge to him, for his mercy is into all worlds (or for evermore). 
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2ND MACCABEES 


1 To brethren Jews, that be scattered through(out) Egypt, (the) brethren, that be in 
Jerusalem, (the) Jews, and that be in the country of Judea, say health and good peace. 

2 God do well to you, and have mind of his testament, that he spake to Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob, that be of the number of his true servants; 

3 and give he (an) heart to you all, (so) that ye worship him, and do the will of him with 
(a) great heart and (a) willful (or a willing) soul. 

4 Open he your heart in his law, and in his behests, and make he peace; 

5 hear he graciously your prayers, and be reconciled to you, neither forsake you in evil 
time. 

6 And now we be here praying for you. 

7 While Demetrius reigneth in the hundred year and sixty and ninth, we Jews have 
written to you in tribulation and fierceness, that came above to (or upon) us in these 
years, and since Jason went out of the holy land and realm. 

8 They burnt the gate, and shedded out innocent blood; and we prayed to the Lord, and 
we be graciously heard, and we have offered sacrifice, and clean flour, and have tended 
lanterns, and have put forth loaves. 

9 And now make ye solemn the days of Scenopegia (or Feast of Taber-nacles), either 
cleansing of the temple, of the month Kislev, that is, November. 

10 In the hundred year and eight and eightieth, the people that is in Jerusalem, and in 
Judea, and the elder men, and Judas, to Aristobulus, master (or teacher) of Ptolemy, (the) 
king, that is of the kin of (the) anointed priests, and to them that be in Egypt, (the) Jews, 
health of soul, and health of body. 

11 We delivered of (or by) God from great perils, do thankings to him hugely, as we that 
have fought against such a king. 

12 For he made for to boil out of Persia them that fought against us and the holy city. 

13 For why when the duke himself was in Persia, and with him a great host, he fell in 
the temple of Nanea, and deceived by the counsel of the priest(s) of Nanea. 

14 Forsooth Antiochus came to the place, as to dwelling with him, and his friends, and 
for to take many riches [or much monies] by name of dower (or in the mane of a dowry). 

15 And when (the) priests of Nanea had put forth those [or had put them forth], and 
he with few entered within the compass of the temple, they closed the temple, when 
Antiochus had entered. 

16 And when the privy entry of the temple was opened, they threw stones, and smited 
the duke, and them that were with him, and they parted (them) limb-meal (or limb for 
limb); and when the heads were girded off, they casted (them)(with)outforth. 

17 By all things blessed be God, that betook unpious men. 

18 Therefore we to making purify-ing, or cleansing, of the temple, in the five and 
twentieth day of the month Kislev, that is, November, led (it) needful for to signify to 
you, that and ye do also the day of Scenopegia, and the day of fire, that was given, when 
Nehemiah offered sacrifices, after that the temple and the altar were builded. 

19 For why when our fathers were led into Persia, (the) priests that then were 
worshippers of God, hid privily fire taken of (or from) the altar, in a valley, where was 
a deep pit and dry; and therein they kept it, so that the place was unknown to all men. 

20 Forsooth when many years had passed, and it pleased God that Nehemiah was sent 
from the king of Persia, he sent the sons’ sons of the priests that (had) hidden (it), for to 
seek the fire; and as they told to us, they found not fire, but fat water. 

21 And he commanded them for to draw (it up), and bring (it) to him. And Nehemiah, 
the priest, commanded the sacrifices, that were put on, for to be sprinkled with the 
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water, those and the trees (or the wood), and those things that were put above (or upon 
them). 

22 And as this was done, and the time came, in which the sun shone again, that before 
was in (a) cloud, a great fire was kindled, so that all men wondered. 

23 Forsooth all (the) priests made (a) prayer, while the sacrifice was ended; and 
Jonathan began, and others forsooth answered. 

24 And the prayer of Nehemiah was having this manner. Lord God, Maker (out) of 
nought of all things, dreadful and strong, just and merciful, which alone art (the) good 
King, 

25 alone giving, alone just, and almighty, and without beginning and end, which 
deliverest Israel from all evil, which madest (the) fathers chosen, and hallowedest them; 

26 take thou (the) sacrifice for all thy people Israel, and keep thy part, and hallow (it). 

27 Gather our dispersion, or scattering, deliver them that serve to heathen men, and 
behold thou despised men, and made abominable, (so) that heathen men know, that thou 
art our God. 

28 Torment thou men oppressing us, and doing despite in pride. 

29 Ordain thy people in thine holy place, as Moses said. 

30 Forsooth (the) priests sung hymns, till the sacrifice was ended. 

31 Forsooth when the sacrifice was ended, Nehemiah commanded (that) the more (or 
the great) stones for to be beshed of (or with) the residue water; 

32 and as this thing was done, (a) flame was kindled of (or from) them, but it was wasted 
of (or by) the light, that again-shined of (or from) the altar. 

33 Forsooth after the thing was known, it was told to the king of Persia, that in the place 
in which the priests that were translated (or were led away), had hid fire, water appeared, 
of (or with) which Nehemiah and they that were with him cleansed (the) sacrifices. 

34 Forsooth the king beholding and diligently examining the thing, made a temple to 
(or for) him(self), for to prove that thing that was done. 

35 And when he had proved (it), he gave many goods to (the) priests, and other gifts; 
and he took (them) with his hand, and he gave (them) to them. 

36 Forsooth Nehemiah called this place Nephthar, that is interpreted, either ex- 
pounded, cleansing; forsooth with many it is called Naphtha. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Forsooth it is found in (the) writings [or (the) describings] of Jeremy (or Jere-miah), the 
prophet, that he commanded them that passed over (or who were carried away), for to take 
(of the) fire, as it is signified, and as he bade to men passing over, or (taken) captive. 

2 And he gave to them the law, lest they forgot the behests of the Lord; and that they 
should not err in (their) souls, [or understandings], seeing gold-en and silvern simulacra, 
and (the) ornaments or adornments of them. 

3 And he said other such things, and admonished, that they should not remove the 
law from their hearts. 

4 Soothly it was in that writing, how the prophet bade, by God’s answer made to him, 
that the tabernacle and the ark follow with them (or with him), till he went out into the 
hill in which Moses ascended, and saw the heritage of God. 

5 And Jeremy came, and found there a place of [a] den (or acave), and brought in thither 
the tabernacle, and the ark, and (the) altar of incense, and stopped the door. 

6 And some men came together that followed, for to mark the place to (or for) them, 
and [they] might not find (it). 

7 Forsooth as Jeremy knew, he blamed them, and said, that the place shall be unknown, 
till God gather the congregation [together] of people, and be made helpful, or merciful. 
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8 And then the Lord shall show these things, and the majesty of the Lord shall appear; 
and a cloud shall be, as to Moses it was showed, and as when Solomon asked, that the 
place should be hallowed to the great God, this cloud showed; 

9 and as having wisdom, he offered (the) sacrifice of (the) hallowing, and of (the) 
performing (or the completion) of the temple. 

10 As and Moses prayed to the Lord, and fire came down from heaven, and wasted the 
burnt sacrifice(s); as and Solomon prayed, and fire came down from heaven, and wasted 
the burnt sacrifice[s]. 

11 And Moses said, For that it is not cleansed, that was for sin, and (so) it was wasted. 

12 Also and Solomon in eight days made solemn the hallowing (or celebrated the feast). 

13 Forsooth and these same things were put in descriptions, and expo-sitions, [or 
the almeries, (or aumbries)] of Nehemiah; and as he made a little bible (or a library), and 
gathered books of countries, and of prophets, and of David, and epistles of kings, and 
gifts. 

14 Also soothly and Judas gathered all those things which he learned by battle, that 
befell to us, and they be with us. 

15 Therefore if ye desire these, send ye (someone) which shall bear (them) to you. 

16 Therefore we doing purifying, have written to you; therefore ye shall do well, if ye 
shall do these days. 

17 Forsooth it is God that delivered his people, and yielded his heritage to all, and 
realm, and priesthood, and (the) hallowing (or the Temple), 

18 as he promised in the law, we hope that soon he shall have mercy on us, and shall 
gather (us together) from under heaven into the holy place; for he delivered us from great 
perils, and purged the place. 

19 Soothly of Judas Maccabeus, and his brethren, and of (the) purifying of the great 
temple, and of (the) hallow-ing of the altar; 

20 but and of the battles, that pertain to Antiochus the noble, (or Antiochus Epiphanes), 
and his son Eupator; 

21 and of lightnings that were made from heaven, to them that strongly did for (the) 
Jews, so that, when they were few, they avenged all the country, and drove (out) an 
heathen multitude, 

22 and recovered the most famous temple in all the world; and delivered the city, (so) 
that the laws that were done away were restored; for the Lord was made helpful to them, 
with all peaceability. 

23 And also we attempted or assayed for to abridge in one book, (all the) things 
comprehended of (or by) Jason of Cyrene in five books. 

24 Forsooth we beheld the multitude and (the) hardness (or the difficulty) of books, to 
men willing (or desiring) for to begin the tellings of stories, for (the) multitude of things; 

25 and soothly we had busyness, (or concern), [or we cared], that it were delectation, or 
liking, of soul to men willing (or desiring) for to read; forsooth to studious men, that they 
might lightlier (or easier) betake to mind; forsooth that to all men reading profit be given. 

26 And soothly we took to us-selves [or ourselves] that received this work, by cause (or 
because) of abridging, not (an) easy travail, but soothly a work full of wakings (or watching) 
and [of] sweat. 

27 As these that make ready a feast, and seek for to please to the will of other men, for 
(the) grace of many men, we suffer willfully travail (or willingly we suffer this travail); 

28 forsooth we grant the truth of all authors, but we us-self [or we our-selves] study to 
shortness, by the form given. 

29 Forsooth as it is to the chief carpenter [or the wright] of a new house, to be busy of 
[or to care (for)] all the building; to him soothly that busyeth for to paint, those things be 
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to be sought out, that be covenable to (or suitable for) adorning; so it is to be guessed also 
in (or with) us. 

30 Forsooth for to gather understand-ing, and ordain a word, and full busily for to 
inquire all parts of the story, each by themselves, accordeth to an author; 

31 forsooth for to pursue (or to follow) shortness of saying, and for to eschew out 
pursuings of things, is to be granted to the abridger. 

32 Therefore from henceforth we shall begin the telling; be it enough for to have said 
so much of prefaction (or of prefacing), or before speaking; for it is folly for to float out, 
either be long, before the story, but in that story for to be made short. 


CHAPTER 3 


1 Therefore when the holy city was inhabited in all peace, laws also yet were best 
kept, for the faithfulness of Onias, (the) bishop [or for ordinance and piety of Onias, (the 
high) priest], and for souls hating evil things, 

2 it was made, that both they kings and princes led the place worthy (to the) highest 
honour, and lighted the temple with (their) greatest gifts; 

3 so that Seleucus, king of Asia, gave of his rents all (the) expenses pertain-ing to the 
service of (the) sacrifices. 

4 Forsooth Simon, of the lineage of Benjamin, that was ordained sovereign [or provost] 
of the temple, when the prince of priests against-stood him, strove for to cast some 
wicked thing in the city. 

5 But when he might not overcome Onias, he came to Apollonius, son of Thraseus, that 
in that time was duke of Celosyria and Phenice (or governor of Greater Syria and Phoenicia); 

6 and told to him, that the treasury in Jerusalem was full with riches [or with monies] 
unnumberable; and that common riches be great, which pertain not to the reason (or to 
the account) of (the) sacrifices; forsooth that it was possible, that all things fall under (the) 
power of the king. 

7 And when Apollonius had told to the king of (the) riches [or monies] that were borne 
in, he sent Helio-dorus called, that was on (or over) his needs, with commandments for 
to bear out the foresaid money. 

8 And anon (or at once) Heliodorus took the way, soothly by form as if he were to passing 
by Celosyria and Phenice cities (or visiting the cities of Greater Syria and Phoenicia), but in 
true thing to performing the king’s purpose. 

° But when he came to Jerusalem, and was received benignly of (or by) the highest 
priest in the city, he told of (the) doom given of the riches [or (the) monies], and opened 
for cause of what thing he came; forsooth he asked, if verily these things were so. 

10 Then the highest priest showed, that these things were kept to the lifelodes [or the 
livelodes](or for the livelihoods) of widows, and of father-less either motherless children; 

11 that some soothly were of Hyrcanus (son of) Tobias, a man full noble in these things, 
that unpious Simon had told; forsooth that all the talents of silver were four hundred, 
and of gold two hundred; 

12 for that it was impossible on all manner, that they be deceived, that betook their 
things to be kept to the place and temple, that by (or in) all the world was honoured for 
his worship-ping (or its distinction) and holiness. 

13 And he said, for these things that he had in commandments of the king, That in all 
kind those should be borne to the king. 

14 Forsooth in the day ordained Heliodorus entered, to ordain of these things; forsooth 
there was not a little trembling through all the city. 

15 Forsooth (the) priests casted them-selves before the altar, with (their) priests’ stoles, 
and called to help from heaven him that gave (a) law of things put in keeping, (so) that 
he should keep those things safe to (or for) them that had put those [or them] in keeping. 
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16 Now forsooth he that saw the cheer (or the face) of the highest priest, was wounded 
in soul; for the face and colour was changed, and declared the inward sorrow of (his) 


soul, 
17 For some sorrowfulness was shed about to the man, and hideousness of body, by 


which the sorrow of heart was made known to men beholding. 

18 Also other men gathered together flock-meal, and came out of (their) houses, 
beseeching with open beseech-ing, for that that the place was to coming into despite. 

19 And (the) women were gird on the breast with hair-shirts, and flowed together by 
(or in the) streets; but and virgins, that were closed (up)(al)to-gether, ran to Onias; others 
forsooth to the walls, some soothly beheld by (the) windows. 

20 Forsooth all held forth (their) hands into heaven, and besought; 

21 for there was a wretched abiding of (the) multitude mingled (or mixed), and of the 
highest priest ordained in strife, or anguish. 

22 And these soothly called Almighty God to help, that things taken in keeping should 
be kept in all holi-ness, to (or for) them that had put those [or had put them] in keeping. 

23 Forsooth Heliodorus performed that thing, that he had deemed, 

24 and he was present with his knights in the same place about the treasury. But the 
Spirit of Almighty God made great evidence of his show-ing, so that all that were hardy 
for to obey to him, fell down by (the) virtue (or the power) of God, and were con-verted 
into feebleness, [or unstrength], and inward dread. 

25 For an horse appeared to them, and had a dreadful sitter (upon him), adorn-ed with 
(the) best coverings; and he with fierceness rushed the former feet to Heliodorus (or he 
rushed with fierce-ness at Heliodorus with his forefeet); forsooth he that sat on him, seemed 
[or was seen] for to have golden armours. 

26 Also two other young men appear-ed, fair in virtue (or in strength), best in glory, and 
fair in clothing, that stood about him, and on each side scourged him without ceasing, 
and beat (him) with many wounds. 

27 Soothly forsooth Heliodorus fell down to the earth, and they ravished him shed 
about with much darkness, and casted out him, put in(to) a pack saddle, either (a) horse’s 


litter. 
28 And he that entered with many runners and knights into the foresaid treasury, 


was borne, when no man helped him, for the open virtue (or manifest power) of God was 
known; 

29 and forsooth by God’s virtue he lay dumb, and (de)prived of all hope and health. 

30 Forsooth these Jews blessed the Lord, for he magnified his place; and the temple, 
that a little before was full of dread and noise, is (now) filled with joy and gladness, for 
the Lord Almighty appeared. 

31 Then forsooth some of Heliodorus’ friends prayed anon Onias, for to call to help the 
Highest, and for to give life to him, that was set in the last spirit. 

32 Soothly the highest priest beheld, lest peradventure the king would suppose any 
malice fully done of (or by the) Jews about Heliodorus, and offered for (the) health of the 


man a wholeful or an healthful sacrifice. 
33 And when the highest priest prayed, the same younglings, clothed in the same 


clothes, stood nigh [to] Heliodorus, and said, Do thou thank-ings to Onias, the priest; 
for why for him the Lord hath given life to thee; 

34 thou soothly, that art scourged of (or by) God, tell to all men the great do-ings and 
power of God. And when these things were said, they appeared not. 

35 Heliodorus soothly, when a sacrifice was offered to God, and great avows were 
promised to him, that granted him for to live, and did thankings, or thanks, to Onias; 
and when his host was received, he went again to the king. 

36 Soothly he witnessed to all men (about) the works of (the) great God, which he saw 
under (or with) his eyes. 
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37 Forsooth when the king asked Heliodorus, who was able to be sent yet once (again) 
to Jerusalem, he said, 

38 If thou hast any enemy, either traitor of thy realm, send thither, and thou shalt 
receive him beaten, if never-theless he shall escape; for some virtue (or power) of God is 
verily (or is truly) in the place. 

39 For why he that hath dwelling in heavens, is (a) visitor and (a) helper of that place; 
and he smiteth and loseth (or destroyeth) them, that come to mis-do. 

40 Therefore of Heliodorus, and (the) keeping of the treasury, thus the thing hath itself. 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Simon forsooth before-said, accuser of (the) riches [or monies], and of the country, 
spake evil of (or about) Onias, as if he had stirred Heliodorus to these things, and he had 
been stirrer of evils; 

2 and he durst say (that) the pur-veyor of the city, and defender of his folk, and lover 
of the law of God, (was a) traitor [or enemy] of the realm. 

3 But when (their) enmities came forth in so much, that also by some familiar, [or nigh], 
friends of Simon, manslayings were done, 

4 Onias beheld the peril of strife, and that Apollonius was mad, as duke of Celosyria 
and Phenice (or governor of Greater Syria and Phoenicia), for to increase the malice of Simon. 

5 And Onias gave himself to the king; not as (an) accuser of (the) citizens, but beholding 
with himself the common profit of all the multitude. 

6 For he saw, that it was impossible that peace were given to things with-out the king’s 
purveyance, and that Simon might not cease of his folly. 

7 But after the passing out of Seleucus’ life, when Antiochus, that was called noble 
(or Epiphanes), had taken (the) realm, Jason, the brother of Onias, coveted the highest 
priest-hood or the high priesthood; 

8 and Jason went to the king, and promised to him three hundred talents and sixty of 
silver, and of other rents fourscore talents; 

9 over these things he promised also other talents an hundred and fifty, if it were 
granted to his power, for to ordain a school, and (a) gather-ing of young men to him; 
and for to write them that were in Jerusalem (known as the) Antiochenes, or (the) men of 
Antiochus. 

10 And when the king had granted this, and he wielded the princehood, anon he began 
to translate to heathen custom(s), (the) men of his lineage. 

11 And when these things were done away, which by cause (or because) of humanity, 
either courtesy, were ordain-ed of (or by) kings to (the) Jews by John, the father of 
Eupolemus, which was ordained in lawful message of friendship and fellowship with 
(the) Romans, he destroyed (the) rights, or (the) laws, of (the) citizens, and made shrewd 
(or depraved) ordinances; 

12 for he was hardy for to ordain a school of heathenness under that high tower, and 
for to put all the best of (the) fair young men in bordel houses. 

13 Forsooth this was not beginning, but some increasing and profit of heathen and 
ee life, for the unleaveful and unheard great trespass of unpious(ness), and not priest 

ason; 

14 so that (the) priests not now were given about offices of the altar, but they despised 
the temple, and left (the) sacrifices, and they hast(en)ed for to be made fellows of 
wrestling or of rassling, and of unjust giving of him, that is, of his giving of (the) worst 
teaching, and in occupations of a dish, either playing with a leaden dish (or discus). 

15 And soothly they had (the) honours of (their) fathers at nought, and deemed (the) 
Greek glories best. 
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16 For cause of which perilous contention had them, and they followed their 
ordinances; and by all things they coveted them for to be like them, which [or whom] 
they had (as their) enemies and destroyers. 

17 Forsooth for to do unfaithfully against God’s laws it befalleth not without pain, but 
the time pursuing (or following) shall declare these things. 

18 Soothly when Justus, done once in five years (or Now when the athletic game that was 
done every five years), was made solemnly in Tyre, and the king was present, 

19 Jason, full of great trespasses, sent from Jerusalem men sinners, (or some Anti- 
ochenes), bearing three hundred double drachmas of silver into (or for the) sacrifice of 
Hercules; which these men that bare out asked, that those [or that they] were not given 
in sacri-fices, for it needed not, but that those shall be ordained into other expenses. 

20 But soothly these were offered of (or by) him that sent into (or for) the sacrifice of 
Hercules; soothly for (the) men present, those [or they] were given into (the) making of 
great ships. 

21 Forsooth Apollonius, son of Menes-theus, was sent into Egypt for primates, or 
princes, of Ptolemy Philometor, the king; when Antiochus knew him made alien from 
needs of the realm, he counselled for [or to] his own profits, and went from thence, and 
came to Joppa, and from thence to Jerusalem. 

22 And he was received of (or by) Jason and the city worshipfully (or honourably), with 
(the) lights of brands, and praisings, and went in, and from thence he turned the host 
into Phenice (or unto Phoenicia). 

23 And after the time of three years, Jason sent Menelaus, the brother of Simon above- 
said, bearing riches [or monies] to the king, and of necessary causes to bearing answers. 

24 And he was commended to the king, and, when he had magnified the face of his 
power, he turned into (or unto) himself the highest priesthood, and setted above [or above 
putting to] Jason three hundred talents of silver. 

25 And by commandments taken of the king, he came, soothly having nothing worthy 
to (or of) priesthood; but he bare the soul of a cruel tyrant, and (the) wrath of [a] wild 
beast. 

26 And soothly that Jason, that took his own brother captive, was deceived, and was 
outlawed, and put out into the country of (the) Ammonites. 

27 But Menelaus forsooth wielded the princehood, but of (or as for the) riches promised 
to the king, he did nothing, when Sostratus, that was (the) sovereign of the high tower, 
made exaction, or masterful asking/or that was provost of the high rock, made exaction, or 
unjust asking], 

28 for why raising [or extraction] of tributes pertained to him; for which cause both 
were called to the king. 

29 And Menelaus was removed from priesthood, and Lysimachus, his brother, was (his) 
successor; soothly Sostratus was made sovereign of men of Cyprus. 

30 And when these things were done, it befell (to them of) Tarsus and Mallus for to move 
debate, for that they were given in gift to the concubine of Antiochus, the king. 

31 Therefore the king hastily came, for to assuage them, and left one of his earls 
suffectus (or suffect consuls), Andronicus, in dignity, or lieutenant. 

32 Forsooth Menelaus deemed that he had taken covenable time, and stole some 
golden vessels of (or from) the temple, and gave (some of them) to Andronicus, and he 
sold to Tyre others, and by (or to the) nigh cities. 

33 And when Onias had known this thing most certainly, he reproved him, and held 
himself in(to) a secure place at Antiochia, beside Daphne. 

34 Wherefore Menelaus went to Andronicus, and prayed that he would slay Onias. And 
when he came to Onias, and had given right hands with an oath, though he was suspect 
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to him, he counselled him for to go forth (out) of asylum, and anon he slew him, and 
dreaded not rightwiseness. 

35 For which cause not only (the) Jews, but and other nations, were wroth, and bare 
heavily of (or for) the unjust death of so great a man. 

36 But Jews at Antioch, and (the) Greeks, together (com)plained of (or about) the unjust 
death of Onias, and went to the king, that (re)turned again from (the) places of (or about) 
Cilicia. 

37 Therefore the king Antiochus was sorry in soul for Onias, and was bowed to mercy, 
and shedded tears, and bethought on the soberness and mildness (or humility) of the dead 
man. 

38 And his heart was kindled, and he commanded that Andronicus, unclothed of 
(his) purple, be led about by all the city, and that in that place in which he had done 
unpious(ly) against Onias, the cursed man be (de)prived of life; for the Lord gave to him 
even-worthy pain. 

39 Forsooth when many sacrileges were done of (or by) Lysimachus, by counsel of 
Menelaus, in the temple, and the fame (or story) was published, (a) multitude was 
gathered against Lysimachus; for much gold was then borne out. 

40 Forsooth when the companies rose, and souls were filled with wrath, Lysimachus 
began for to use almost three thousand armed wicked hands, by some tyrant leader, eld 
[or old] in age, and also in madness. 

41 But as they understood the endeavouring of Lysimachus, others took stones, others 
strong staffs, (and) some soothly casted ashes into (or onto) Lysimachus. 

42 And many soothly were wounded, some forsooth were cast down, all forsooth were 
(al)together turned into flight; also they slew him (the) sacrileger, either (the) thief of 
(the) holy things, beside the treasury. 

43 Therefore of these things doom be-gan for to be moved against Menelaus. 

44 And when the king came to Tyre, three men were sent of the elder men, and brought 
the cause to him. 

45 And when Menelaus was over-come, he promised for to give many riches [or many 
monies] to Ptolemy, for to counsel the king. 

46 Therefore Ptolemy went to the king, set in some porch, as for cause of refreshing, 
either colding, [or cool-ing], and led away from (the) sentence; 

47 and absolved from (the) crimes Menelaus, guilty truly of all the malice. Forsooth he 
condemned by death these wretches, which should be deemed innocents, yea, if they 
had led cause with (the) Scythians. 

48 Therefore soon they gave unjust pain to them, that pursued (the) cause for the city, 
and [for the] people, and (for the) holy vessels. 

49 Wherefore and (the) men of Tyre were wroth, and were most liberal with the burying 
of them. 

50 Forsooth for (the) covetousness of them that were in power, Menelaus dwelt in 
power, waxing in malice, and to deceits (or deceiving) of citizens. 


CHAPTER 5 

1 In the same time Antiochus made ready the second going into Egypt. 

2 Forsooth it befell, that by each city of men of Jerusalem, were seen by forty days, 
horsemen running about by the air, having golden stoles, and shafts, as companies of 
knights armed; 

3 and courses of horses wisely set by orders, and assailings, or fightings together, 
for to be made nigh, and movings of shields, and multitude of helmeted men, with 
(unre)strained swords, and castings of darts, and shining of golden armours, and of all 
kind of habergeons (or breastplates). 
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4 Wherefore all men prayed, that the monsters, or wonders, tokens of things to 
coming, be converted [or be (al)together turned] into good. 

5 But when false tiding [or false ramour] went out, as if Antiochus had gone out of life, 
Jason suddenly assailed the city, with men taken not less than a thousand; and when 
(the) citizens fled to the wall together, and at the last the city was taken, Menelaus fled 
into the high tower. 

6 Forsooth Jason spared not in slay-ing his citizens, neither he thought prosperity 
against (his) cousins; and he deemed it for to be most evil, that he should take victories 
of (his) enemies, and not of (his) citizens. 

7 And soothly he wielded not (the) princehood, but took confusion end of his deceits, 
or his espies; and he flew again, and went into Ammonites. 

8 And at the last into undoing of him, he was (en)closed together of Aretas, tyrant 
of Arabians, and flew [or flee-ing] from city into city, and was odious to all men, as (an) 
apostate, or (a) forsaker of (the) laws, and abomin-able, as (an) enemy of (his) country 
and citizens, and was cast out into Egypt. 

9 And he that had put out many of their country, perished in pilgrimage, and went to 
(the) Lacedaemonians, as for cousinage to have there refuge. 

10 And he that had casted away many unburied, is cast out both unwailed and 
unburied, and neither useth strange sepulchre, neither taketh part of (his) fathers’ 
sepulchre. 

11 And when these things were done so, the king supposed, that Jews should forsake 
fellowship; and for this he went out of Egypt with mad souls, and took the city soothly 
with arms. 

12 Forsooth he commanded to the knights, for to slay, neither [to] spare to men running 
against (them), and to go up by houses, and strangle. 

13 Therefore there were made slay-ings of young and elder, destroyings of women and 
children, and deaths of maidens and little children. 

14 Forsooth in all three days, four-score thousand were slain, forty thousand bound, 


forsooth not less sold; 
15 but neither these things sufficed. Also he was hardy for to enter into the temple 


holier than all the land, by Menelaus (the) leader, that was traitor of (the) laws and (to his) 
country. 


16 And he touched unworthily, and defouled, taking in cursed hands the holy vessels, 
that were put (there) of (or by) other kings and cities, to (the) adorning and glory of the 
place. 

17 Antiochus was so alienated from mind, or understanding, and beheld not, that, for 
(the) sins of men inhab-iting, the Lord was wroth (for) a little (while) to the city; for which 
thing also despising befell about the place. 

18 (Or) Else if it had not befallen them for to be wrapped in many sins, as Heliodorus, 
that was sent from king Seleucus for to rob the treasury, also this (man) anon coming 
should be beaten, and forsooth put aback from (his) hardiness. 

19 But the Lord chose not the folk for the place, but place for the folk. 

20 And therefore also that place was made partner of evils of the people; afterward 
forsooth it shall be made fellow also of (the) goods, and it, that is forsaken in wrath of 
Almighty God, again in reconciling of the great Lord, shall be enhanced with great glory. 

21 Therefore Antiochus, when he had taken away a thousand and eight hundred talents 
of the temple, swiftly (re)turned again to Antiochia, and deemed him for pride to lead 
the land for to sail, (and) the sea forsooth for to make journey, for pride of (his) soul. 

22 Forsooth he left also sovereigns, to torment the folk, in Jerusalem soothly Philip, of 
the kin of (the) Phyrgians, crueler than himself in manners, of whom he was ordained; 

23 forsooth in Gerizim, Andronicus and Menelaus, which more grievously than others 
lay on, [or annoyed, (or harmed)], (the) citizens. And when he was set against (the) Jews, 
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24 he sent an odious prince, Apollon-ius, with an host (of) two and twenty thousands, 
and commanded to him for to slay all of perfect age, for to sell (the) women and young 
children. 

25 Which when he came to Jerusalem, feigned peace, and rested till the holy day of 
sabbath. And then while (the) Jews held (the) holiday, or the holy day, he commanded his 
men for to take arms (or weapons), 

26 and [he] strangled all that came forth together to the spectacle, or (the) beholding; 
and he ran about the city with armed men, and slew a great multitude. 

27 Forsooth Judas Maccabeus, that was the tenth, went into (a) desert place, and there 
led life with men, among wild beasts in hills; and [they] dwelt eating meat (or meals) of 
hay, lest they were partners of defouling. 


CHAPTER 6 

1 But not after much time, the king sent an eld [or old] man of Antiochia, (or of 
Athens), which should constrain (the) Jews, that they should translate [or transfer (over)] 
themselves from (the) laws of (the) fathers, and of God; 

2 also he should defoul the temple in Jerusalem, and should call it (the Temple) of Jupiter 
Olympus, and in Gerizim, as they were, that inhabited the place, of Jupiter Hospitality. 

3 Forsooth the falling in of evils was worst and grievous to all; 

4 for why the temple was full of lechery and gluttony of (the) heathen men, and of men 
doing lechery with whores, and women bare in themselves to (the) hallowed houses, at 
their own will, bearing within those things which it was not leaveful (or lawful). 

5 Also the altar was full of unleaveful things, which were forbidden by laws. 

6 Soothly neither sabbaths were kept, neither solemn days of (the) fathers were kept, 
neither simply, neither openly, [or plainly], any man acknowledged him(self)(to be) a Jew. 

7 Forsooth they were led with bitter need in the day of the king’s birth to sacrifices. 
And when (the) holy things of Liber, that is Bacchus, either a false god, which the heathen 
men called (the) god of wine, were made solemnly, [or hallowed], they were crowned with 
ivy, and were constrained for to go about with Liber (or unto Bacchus). 

8 Soothly the doom went out into the next cities of (the) heathen men, by Ptolemy 
procuring, that in like manner also they should do against (the) Jews, that they should 
do sacrifice; 

° soothly that they should slay them, that would not pass (or agree) to the ordinances 
of heathen men. Therefore it was to see wretchedness [or it was wretchedness for to see 
these things]. 

10 For why two women were accused, that they had circumcised their children; and 
when they had led them about openly by the city, with [the] infants hanged at their 
breasts, they casted [them] down by the walls. 

11 Forsooth other men went together to the next dens, and hallowed privily the day 
of sabbath, (and) when they were showed to Philip, they were burnt in flames, for they 
dreaded for religion and observance, for to bear help to themselves with hand. 

12 Therefore I beseech them, that shall read this book, that they dread not for 
adversities; but areckon they those things that befell to be not to perishing, but to [or 
for](the) amending of our kin. 

13 For why for to not suffer by much time sinners for to do of sentence, [or doom], but 
anon for to give vengeances, is the showing of (his) great benefice. 

14 For why, not as in other nations, the Lord abideth patiently, (so) that when the day of 
doom shall come, he punish them in (the) plenty of (their) sins, so and in us he ordaineth, 
15 that when our sins be turned about into (the) end, so at the last he avenge on us. 

16 For which thing soothly he never removeth his mercy from us; but he chastiseth his 
people, and forsaketh not in adversities. 
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17 But these things be said of (or by) us [or to you] in (a) few words to the admonishing 
of men reading; now forsooth it is to come to the telling. 

18 Therefore Eleazar, one of the former (or first) of the scribes, or men of law, and a 
man waxed in age, and fair in cheer, was compelled, yawning with open mouth, for to 
eat swine’s flesh. 

19 And he embraced, or chose, more glorious death, than hateful life, and willfully 
went before to torment. 

20 Forsooth he beheld how it behooved for to go, and suffered patiently, and ordained 
for to not do unleaveful things for the love of life. 

21 Soothly these that stood nigh, were moved (al)together by wicked mercy, for eld [or 
old] friendship of the man, and they took him privily, and prayed that fleshes should be 
brought, which it was leaveful to him for to eat, (so) that he were feigned to have eaten, 
as the king commanded, of the flesh of sacrifice; 

22 (so) that by this deed he should be delivered from death; and for eld friendship of 
the man, they did this humanity, or courtesy, in (or to) him. 

23 And he began for to think (about) the worthy excellence of age, and of his eld (age), 
and the free-born hoari-ness of nobility, and of (his) best living from child[hood]; and by 
the ordinances of holy law, and made of God, he answered soon, saying, that he would 
be sent before into hell. 

24 For he said, It is not worthy to (or for) our age for to feign, (so) that many young 
men deem, that Eleazar of four-score year and ten, hath passed to the life of aliens (or 
the religion of strangers), 

25 and that they be deceived by my feigning, and that for (a) little time of corruptible 
life, and that by this I get spot and execration, or cursedness, to mine eld (age). 

26 For why though in present time I be delivered from (the) torments of men, but 
neither quick (or alive), neither dead, I shall (not) escape the hand of [the] Almighty. 

27 Wherefore in passing the life strongly, that is, in dying for the law of God, soothly I 
shall appear worthy of (my) age; 

28 forsooth I shall leave strong ensample to young men, if I use perfectly honest death 
with ready will, and strongly for the worthiest and holiest laws. When these things were 
said, anon (or at once) he was drawn to (the) torment. 

29 Forsooth these that led him, and (that) a little before were milder, were turned into 
wrath, for the words said of (or by) him, which they deemed brought forth by pride of 
heart. 

30 But when he should be slain with wounds, he sorrowed inwardly, and said, Lord, that 
hast holy knowing, openly thou knowest, that when I might be delivered from death, I 
(now) suffer hard sorrows of (or in)(my) body; for-sooth by soul willfully (or willingly) 1 
suffer these things, for thy dread. 

31 And soothly this man on [or in] this manner departed from life; not only leaving the 
mind of his death to young men, but and to all the folk, to (an) ensample of virtue and 
strength. 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Forsooth it befell, that seven brethren taken together with the mother, were 
constrained of (or by) the king, for to taste against the law swine’s flesh; and were 
tormented with scourgings, and torment made of (or from) bull’s leather. 

2 Forsooth one of them, that was the first, said thus, What seekest thou? and what 
wilt thou learn of (or from) us? we be ready for to die, more than to break the fathers’ 
laws of God. 

3 Therefore the king was wroth, and commanded brazen pans, [or pans of brass], and 
brass pots for to be made full hot. 
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4 And when those anon were made full hot, he commanded the tongue for to be cut 
off from him that spake first; and when the skin of the head (or his head) was drawn away, 
he bade (or commanded) both the highest parts of his hands and of his feet for to be cut 
off, the while the other brethren of him and the mother of him beheld. 

5 And when he was made then [or now] unprofitable by (or in) all things, he commanded 
fire for to be brought to him, and yet all quick, breathing, or groaning, for to be burnt 
in the brazen pan; in which when he was long tormented, the others together with the 
mother, admonished them(selves) together for to die strongly, saying, 

6 The Lord God shall behold truth, and shall give comfort, or give solace, in (or to) us, 
as Moses declared in before-witnessing of his song, And in (or to) his servants he shall 
give comfort. 

7 Therefore when that first was dead in this manner, they led forth the next for to 
be scorned; and when the skin of his head was drawn off, with the hairs, they asked, 
if he would eat, before that he were punished in all the body, by all (the) members by 
themselves. 

8 And he answered by the [country] voice (or language) of (his) fathers, and said, I shall 
not do it. For which thing, and this in (the) pursuing place, received like torments of (or 
as) the first. 

9 And when he was ordained in the last spirit, he said thus, Soothly thou most wicked, 
or cursed, losest us in this life, but the King of the world shall raise us (up)that be dead 
for his laws, in again-rising of everlasting life. 

10 After this the third was scorned; and when he was bidden, he proffered soon forth 
his tongue, and steadfastly held forth his hands, 

11 and said with trust, Of heaven I wield these limbs, but for the laws of God now I 
despise these same; for I hope, that I shall receive those [or them] of (or from) him (again). 

12 So that the king, and they that were with him, wondered on the wisdom of the 
young man, that he led the torments as nought. 

13 And when this was thus dead, they travailed the fourth, and tormented him in like 
manner. 

14 And when he was then at the death, he said thus, Well the rather it is need, that 
men given to death of (or by) men, abide the hope of God, for they shall be raised-again 
again of (or by) him; forsooth (the) again-rising to life (or resurrection) shall not be to thee. 

15 And when they had brought the fifth, they travailed him. 

16 And he beheld into him, and said, Thou hast power among men, and though thou 
be corruptible, thou doest what thou wilt; but do not thou guess, that our kin is forsaken 
of God. 

17 But abide thou patiently, and thou shalt see the great power of him, how he shall 
torment thee, and thy seed. 

18 After [this] they brought also the sixth; and this began for to die, and said thus, Do 
not thou err idly; for we suffer these things for ourselves, sinning against our God, and 
things worthy of wondering be made in us; 

19 but deem thou not, that it shall be without pain to (or for) thee, that thou hast 
tempted for to fight against God. 

20 Forsooth the mother (of them) is wonderful above manner, and worthy (of) the mind 
of good men (or worthy to be remembered by all good people), which beheld (her) seven sons 
perishing under the time of one day, and suffer-ed above manner with good will, for the 
hope that she had into God; 

21 she admonished each of them by (the) voice (or language) of (her fore)-fathers, [or 
of (her) country], and was strongly filled with wisdom, and setted man’s wit to woman’s 
thought, and said to them, 
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22 Sons, I know not how ye appear-ed in my womb; for neither I have given to you 
spirit, and (or) soul, and (or) life, and I myself joined not to-gether the members of each 
(of you); 

23 but the Maker (out) of nought of the world, that formed the nativity of man, and 
found (out the) beginning of all, shall yield again to you spirit, and life, with mercy, as 
now ye despise yourselves for the laws of him. 

24 Forsooth Antiochus deemed him-(self) for to be despised, and also by (the) despisable 
voice of a reprover [or despised by voice of the reproving], and when yet the younger was 
alive, not only he admonished by words, but with an oath he affirmed to make him rich 
and blissful [or blessed], and to have him (for) a friend, translated (or turned) from (the) 
laws of (his) fathers, and to give to him needful things. 

25 But when the young man was not bowed to these things, the king called the mother, 
and softly counselled her, that she should be made to the young man into health (or his 
deliverance). 

26 Forsooth when he admonished her by many words, she promised him for to counsel 


her son. 
27 Therefore she bowed down to him, and scorned the cruel tyrant, and said in (her) 


country(’s) voice (or language), Son, have mercy on me, that bare thee in (my) womb (for) 
nine months, and gave (thee) milk by (or for) three years, and nourished or nursed (thee), 
and fully brought (thee) into this age. 

28 | ask, child, that thou behold to heaven and earth, and all things that be in them, and 
understand, that God made them (out) of nought, and the kind of men (or and mankind 
also). 

29 So it shall be done, that thou dread not this tormentor, but be thou made worthy 
to (or of) thy brethren, and receive death, that in that mercy doing I receive thee (again) 
with thy brethren. 

30 When she said yet these things [or When she yet said these things], the young man said, 
Whom abide ye? I obey not to the bidding of the king, but to (the) commandment of the 
law, that was given to us by Moses. 

31 Forsooth thou, that art made (the) finder of all malice against (the) Hebrews, shalt 
not escape the hand of God. 

32 For we suffer these things for our sins; 

33 and though our Lord be a little wroth to (or with) us, for (our) blaming and chastising, 
but again he shall be reconciled to his servants. 

34 Forsooth thou cursed, and most flagitious, or fullest of evil doings, and stirrings, 
of all men, do not thou vainly be enhanced, that art enflamed by vain hope against his 


servants; 
35 for thou hast not escaped yet the doom of Almighty God, and behold-ing all things. 


36 For my brethren suffered now a little sorrow, and be made under (the) testament 
of everlasting life; thou soothly by (the) doom of God shall pay just pains of (or for)(thy) 
pride. 

37 Soothly I, as my brethren, betake my soul and (my) body for the laws of (our) fathers; 
and I call God to help [or in-calling God], that more ripely he be made helpful to our folk, 
and that thou acknowledge with (or after) torments and beatings, that he is God alone. 

38 Forsooth the wrath of (the) Almighty shall fail, or shall have an end, in me, and in 
my brethren, which is justly brought in [up] on all our kin. 

39 Then the king was kindled with wrath, and was fierce against him more cruelly 
above all; and bare (it) unworthily, either heavily, himself (to be) scorned. 

40 Therefore this (man) was clean (or undefouled), and died, trusting by all things in the 


Lord. 
41 Forsooth at the last also the mother was wasted, either died, after the sons. 
42 Therefore of sacrifices, and over-great cruelties, is enough said. 
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CHAPTER 8 

1 Forsooth Judas Maccabeus, and they that were with him, entered privily into (the) 
castles (or entered privately, or secretly, into the towns); and called together cousins, and 
friends, and took them that dwelt in Judea [or in Jewry], or in (the) keeping of the law of 
(the) Jews, and led out men to six thousands. 

2 And they called the Lord to (or for) help, for to behold on the people, that was 
defouled of (or who were trampled upon by) all men; (and) for to have mercy on the temple, 
that was defouled of unpious men; 

3 and for to have mercy on (the) destroying of the city, that was anon to be made plain 
(al)together (or to be levelled to the ground); and for to hear the voice of (the) blood crying 
to him, 

4 and for to have mind on the wickedest deaths of little children innocents, and of (the) 
blasphemies given to (or against) his name; and for to have indignation on these things. 

5 And Maccabeus, with the multitude gathered, was made unsufferable to (the) 
heathen men; for the wrath of the Lord was converted into mercy. 

6 And he above-came to castles (or towns) and cities, unwarned (or unan-nounced), 
and burnt them (up); and occupied covenable places, and gave not few slayings of (his) 
enemies. 

7 Soothly in (the) nights he was most borne to seek out runnings; and fame of his virtue 
was shed out, either showed, everywhere. 

8 Forsooth Philip saw, that the man by little and little came to increase, and that full 
often things befell to him in prosperity; and he wrote to Ptol-emy, duke of Celosyria and 
Phenice (or Ptolemeus, the governor of Greater Syria and Phoenicia), that he should bear help 
to the king’s needs. 

9 And he swiftly sent Nicanor (the son) of Patroclus, (one) of the former (or first), or 
(the) worthier, friends, and gave to him not less than twenty thousands of armed folks 
mingled (al)together, for to do away all the kin of (the) Jews; and joined to him Gorgias, 
a knightly man, and most expert (or experienced) in things of battle. 

10 Forsooth Nicanor promised stead-fastly to the king, that he should fill the tribute 
that was to be given to (the) Romans, two thousands of talents, (out) of (or from) the (sale 
of the) captivity of (the) Jews (or of the Jewish captives). 

11 And anon he sent to (the) cities of the sea coast, and called together to (or for) even- 
buying of (the) prisoners, or of (the) bondmen, of (the) Jews; and promised, that he shall 
sell ninety bondmen for a talent [or one talent], not beholding to the vengeance that 
should pursue him of Almighty God. 

12 Forsooth when Judas found (out this), he showed to these Jews that were with him, 
the coming of Nicanor. 

13 Of which [or Of whom] some inwardly dreaded, and believed not to (or in) the 
rightwiseness of God, and were turned into flight; 

14 others soothly, if any left of them, came (or others sold all that they had left, and came), 
and together besought the Lord, for to deliver them from (the) wicked Nicanor, which 
had sold them before that he came nigh; 

15 and though not for them, but for the testament that was to the fathers of them, and 
for the calling to help of his holy name and great on them. 

16 Forsooth Maccabeus called to-gether seven thousands that were with him, and 
prayed, that they should not be reconciled to (the) enemies, neither should dread the 
multitude of (the) enemies wickedly coming against them, but strongly should fight; 

17 having before the(ir) eyes, the despite that was done in the holy place, unjustly of 
(or by) them, and also the wrong of the city, had in scorning; yet also the ordinances of 
(the) eld [or old] men destroyed. 
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18 For why he said, They soothly trust in arms (or weapons)(al)together and hardiness; 
forsooth we trust in the Lord Almighty, that may do away with one looking, both them 
that come against us, and all the world. 

19 Forsooth he admonished them also of (the) helps of God, that were done against 
(their) fathers; and that under Sennacherib an hundred thousand fourscore thousand 
and five thousand [or an hundred fourscore and five thousand] perished; 

20 and of the battle that was to them against (the) Galatians, in Babylon; whether if 
it come to the thing, or (the) truth, when all fellows Macedonians doubted, they six 
thousands alone slew an hundred thousand and twenty thousands [or an hundred and 
twenty thousands], for (the) help given to them from heaven; and for these things they 
had full many benefices. 

21 By these words they were made steadfast, and ready for to die for (the) laws and 
(the) country. 

22 Therefore he ordained his brethren leaders to (or of) each order, Simon, and Joseph, 
and Jonathan, and made subject to each a thousand and five hundred (men). 

23 Also to this thing, when the holy book was read to them of Ezra, and a token was 
given of God’s help, he was duke (or leader) in the first battle array, and joined battle with 
Nicanor. 

24 And for the Almighty was made (the) helper to (or of) them, they slew over nine 
thousand of men; forsooth they constrained the more part of Nicanor’s host, made feeble 
by wounds, for to flee. 

25 Forsooth when the riches [or the monies] of them, that came to (or for) the buying of 
them, were taken up, on each side they pursued them; but they (re)turned again, closed 
(al)to-gether by an hour; 

26 for why it was before (the) sabbath, for which cause they lasted not (in) pursuing 
(them). 

27 Forsooth they gathered the arms or armours of them, and (the) spoils, and did (the) 
sabbath, and blessed the Lord, that delivered them in (or unto) this day, dropping into (or 
upon) them (the) beginning of mercy. 

28 Forsooth after the sabbath, they parted spoils to the feeble folks, and fatherless, 
and motherless, and widows; and they with theirs had the residues. 

29 When these things were thus done, and commonly of (or by) all men beseeching was 
made, they asked the merciful Lord, for to be reconciled into the end to his servants. 

30 And of these that were with Timothy (or Timotheus) and Bacchides, striving 
against themselves, they slew over twenty thousand, and they wielded his strengths 
(or strongholds); and they parted more preys, and made even portion to (the) feeble folks, 
fatherless, and motherless, and widows, but and (also) to (the) elder men. 

31 And when they had gathered the arms or armours of them, diligently they putted 
together, or kept, all things in covenable places; forsooth they bare to Jerusalem the 
residue spoils. 

32 And they slew Philarches, that was with Timothy (or Timotheus), a man full of great 
trespasses, that had tormented (the) Jews in many things. 

33 And when (the) feasts of [or for](the) victory were done in Jerusalem, they burnt 
them that had burnt (the) holy gates, that is to say, Callisthenes, when he had flown into 
an house; for why worthy meed (or reward) was yielded to them for their unpiousnesses. 

34 Forsooth the wickedest Nicanor, that brought a thousand merchants to the selling 
[or buying] of (the) Jews, 

35 was meeked, or made low, by (the) help of the Lord, of them which he guessed none; 
and when he had put away the cloth(es) of glory, he fled alone by privy places, and came 
to Antioch, and had (the) highest infelicity, or wretchedness, of (or over) the death of his 
host. 
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36 And he that (had) promised him-(self) to restore tribute to (the) Romans, of (or from) 
the captivity of (the) men of Jerusalem, preached now that (the) Jews had one defender 
God, and for (or because of) him, they were unable for to be wounded, for they pursued 
laws ordained of him. 


CHAPTER 9 

1 In the same time Antiochus (re)turned again unhonestly (or with disgrace or dishonour) 
from Persia. 

2 For he had entered into that city, that is said Persepolis, that is, the chief city of 
Persia, and he attempted for to rob the temple, and oppress the city; but for (or because) 
the multitude ran together to (their) arms, they were turned into flight; and so it befell, 
that Antiochus after flight vile-like, [or lowly], (re)turned again. 

3 And when he came about (to) Ecbatana, he knew what things were done against 
Nicanor and Timothy. 

4 Forsooth he was enhanced in wrath, and deemed that he might (re)turn into (the) 
Jews the wrong of them, that had driven him (away). And therefore he bade the chariot 
to be led in haste, doing journey without ceasing; for why heavenly doom drove, or 
constrained, him, for that he spake so proudly, that he shall come to Jerusalem, and to 
make it a gathering of (the) sepulchre(s) of (the) Jews. 

5 But the Lord God of Israel, that beholdeth all things, smote him with a wound 


incurable and invisible; for as he ended this same word, an hard sorrow of entrails took 
him, and bitter torments of inward things. 


6 And soothly justly enough, for he that had tormented the entrails of other men, with 
many and new torments, 

7 though he in no manner ceased of (or from) his malice. Forsooth over this he was filled 
with pride, and breathed fire in (his) soul against (the) Jews, and commanding the need 
for (it) to be hast(en)ed, it befell, that he going in fierceness fell down off the chariot, and 
that the members were travailed with the grievous hurtling (al)together of (his) body. 

8 And he that seemed to himself for to command also to (the) waves of the sea, and over 
man’s manner was filled with pride, and for to weigh in (the) balance the heights of (the) 
hills, was then made low to (the) earth, and was borne in a bier, either (a) horse-litter, 
and witnessed in himself the open virtue (or manifest power) of God; 

9 so that (the) worms boiled out of the body of the unpious man, and the quick (or 
living) fleshes of him floated out in sorrows. Also with the savour of him, and stinking, 
his host was grieved; 

10 and (now) no man might bear him, for (the) unsuffering of (his) stink (or his 
insufferable smell), that a little before (had) deemed him(self) for to touch the stars of 
heaven. 

11 Therefore hereby he was led down from grievous pride, and began for to come to 
(the) knowing of himself, and was warned by God’s vengeance, for by all moments his 
sorrows took increases. 

12 And when he might not then [or now] suffer his (own) stink, thus he said, It is just 
for to be subject to God, and that a deadly (or a mortal) man feel not even things to God. 

13 Forsooth the cursed man prayed (to) the Lord of these things, of whom he should 
not get mercy or of whom he should get no mercy. 

14 And now he desireth to yield free the city, to which he came hast(en)-ing, for to 
draw down it [or to lead it down] to (the) earth (or the ground), and for to make a sepulchre 
of things borne together. 

15 And now he promiseth to make the Jews even to (the) men of Athens, which Jews 
he said that he should not have worthy, yea, of (a) sepulchre, but to betake to fowls and 
wild beasts, for to be drawn, and to destroy with (their) little children; 
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16 also to adorn with best gifts the holy temple, which he (had) robbed before, and 
to multiply (its) holy vessels, and to (the) giving of his rents (for the) costs (or charges) 
pertaining to (the) sacrifices; 

17 over these things and that he shall be made a Jew, and to walk by each place of the 
land, and to preach the power of God. 

18 But, for (the) sorrows ceased not, the just doom of God had above come on him (or 
had come upon him), he despaired, and wrote to (the) Jews, by manner of beseeching, an 
epistle, containing these things. 

19 To the best citizens, (the) Jews, most health, and welfare, and to be rich, or in 
prosperity, the king and prince Antiochus. 

20 If ye fare well, and your sons, and all things be to you of sentence, that is, befall at 
(or to) your will, we do most thankings. 

21 And I am ordained in sickness, and soothly I am mindful benignly of you, and I 
(re)turned again from places of Persia, and am caught with (a) grievous infirmity, and I 
led (it) needful for to have care for (the) common profit; 

22 and I despair not of (or for) myself, but I have much hope to escape (this) sickness. 

23 For I behold that also my father, in what times he led (an) host in(to)(the) higher 
places, showed, who after him should receive princehood; 

24 if that any contrary thing befell, or hard thing were told, these that were in 
countries (or in the land), shall know to whom the sum, or charge, of [all] things was left, 
and should not be troubled. 

25 To these things I beheld of (or to) next, that all the mighty men and neighbours espy 
times, and abide coming, and I have ordained my son Antiochus king, whom I, running 
again often into (the) high realms (or the high provinces of my kingdom), commended to 
many of you, and I wrote to him what things be subject. 

26 Therefore I pray you, and ask, that ye be mindful of (the) benefices openly and 
privily, and that each of you keep faith to(wards) me, and to(wards) my son. 

27 For I trust, that he shall do mildly, and manly (or humanely), or courteously, and 
pursue my purpose, and be common, or treatable, to you. 

28 Therefore the man-queller and blasphemer was smitten worst, and as he had 
treated others, he died in pilgrimage in (the) mountains, in wretchedful death. 

29 Forsooth Philip, his even-sucker, translated [or transferred], or bare over, the body; 
which dreaded the son of Antiochus, and went to Ptolemy Philometor, into Egypt. 


CHAPTER 10 
1 Forsooth Maccabeus, and they that were with him, for the Lord defended them, 


received soothly the temple, and (the) city. 

2 Forsooth he destroyed the altars, that aliens made by (or in)(the) streets, and also 
[the] temples of washing. 

3 And when the temple was purged, they made another altar, and of stones fired, or 
flints, by fire conceived, they offered sacrifices after two years, and putted incense, and 
lanterns, and loaves of proposition. 

4 And when these things were done, they were cast down to (the) earth, and prayed 
the Lord, that they should no more fall in[to] such evils; but though in anytime they 
had sinned, that they should be chastised of (or by) him more easily, and should not be 
betaken to barbarians, [or heathen], and blasphemous men. 

5 Forsooth in what day the temple was defouled of (or by)(the) aliens, it befell that in 
the same day cleansing was made, in the five and twentieth day of the month, that was 
Kislev. 

6 And with gladness in (or for) eight days they did by manner of (the Feast of) 
Tabernacles, bethinking that before a little of time they had done the solemn day of 
Tabernacles, in hills and in dens, by (the) custom of beasts. 
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7 For which thing they bare before rods, and green branches, and palms, to him that 
gave prosperity for to cleanse his place. 

8 And they deemed with common behest (or command), and with doom, to all the folk 
of (the) Jews, for to do these feast days in all years. 

9 And the ending of (the) life of Antiochus, that was called noble, (or Epiphanes), had it 


thus. 
10 Now forsooth we shall tell of Eupator, son of unpious Antiochus (or And now we shall 


tell of Antiochus Eupator, who was the son of this unpious man), what things were done, and 
abridge, or shortly tell, the evils that were done in battles. 

11 For when this Eupator had received the realm, he ordained on (or over) (the) needs 
of the realm a man (called) Lysias, prince of knight-hood, of Phenice and (Celo)Syria (or 
the governor of Phoenicia and Greater Syria). 

12 For why Ptolemy, that was said (or called) Macron, ordained for to hold just things 
against (or unto)(the) Jews, and most(ly) for (the) wicked-ness that was done against them, 
and peaceably for to do with them. 

13 But for this thing he was accused of (or by)(the king’s) friends with (or before) Eupator, 
when he heard often, Thou traitor, for that he had forsaken Cyprus, betaken to him of (or 
by) Philometor, and had translated to Antiochus noble (or Epiphanes), also he had gone 
away from him, (and) with venom he ended the life. 

14 Forsooth Gorgias, when he was duke of places, with comelings taken, overcame 
often (the) Jews in battle. 

15 Forsooth (the) Jews that held covenable strengths (or strongholds), received men 
driven from Jerusalem, and assayed, either attempted, for to fight. 

16 These forsooth that were with Maccabeus, prayed the Lord by prayers, that he 
should be (a) helper to them, and they made (an) assault into (the) strengths of (the) 
Idumeans. 

17 And they were busy by much strength, and wielded places, and slew men running 
again, and strangled all together, not less than five and twenty thousands. 

18 Forsooth when some fled together into two towers full strong, having all apparel to 
against-fight, 

19 Maccabeus left Simon, and Joseph, and again Zacchaeus, and them that were with 
them (or with him), many enough, to the overcoming of them; and he was converted [or 
turned again] to those battles that constrained more. 

20 Soothly these that were with Simon, were led by covetousness, and were counselled 
by money, of (or by) some that were in the towers; and when they had taken seventy 
thousand double drachmas, they let some [to] flee out. 

21 Forsooth when that thing that was done, was told to Maccabeus, he gathered the 
princes of (the) people, and he accused (them), that they had sold (their) brethren for 
money, for they delivered [or dismissed](or had freed)(the) adversaries of them. 

22 Therefore he slew these (men) made traitors, and anon (or at once) occupied the two 
towers. 

23 Forsooth in doing all things weal-somely, either by prosperity, in arms, and hands, 
he slew in the two strengths more than twenty thousands. 

24 And Timothy (or Timotheus), that before was overcome of (or by)(the) Jews, called [or 
gathered] together an host of strange (or foreign) multitude, and gathered the multitude 
of horse-men of Asia, and came with arms (or weapons), as to take Judea. 

25 Forsooth Maccabeus, and they that were with him, when he nighed, besought God, 
and besprinkled the(ir) head(s) with earth, and before-girded the(ir) loins with hair- 
shirts, 

26 and kneeled down at the brink of the altar, (so) that he should be helpful to them, 
forsooth that to (the) enemies of them he were (an) enemy, and were (an) adversary to 
(their) adversaries, as the law saith. 
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27 And so after (the) prayer, when they had taken arms, they went forth far from the 
city, and they were made next to (their) enemies, and sat (waiting). 

28 Forsooth in (or at) the first rising of the sun, both joined battle; these soothly had 
the Lord (as a) promiser of victory and prosperity; for they had hardiness (as) the duke 
of (the) battle. 

29 But when (the) great fight was, five fair man, that is, angels in the likeness of men, on 
horses with golden bridles, appeared to (the) adversaries from heaven, and gave leading 
to (the) Jews; 

30 of which twain [or of whom two] had Maccabeus in the middle, and set about with 
their armours or arms, and kept him sound, either without harm. Forsooth they casted 
darts and lightnings against (the) adversaries; of which thing and they were shamed [or 
confused] with blindness, and were [full]-filled with perturbation, and fell down. 

31 Forsooth there were slain of foot-men twenty thousand and five hundred, and 
horsemen six hundred. 

32 Soothly Timothy (or Timotheus) fled into the stronghold [or a strong-hold] of Gazara, 
of which stronghold Chereas was sovereign. 

33 Forsooth Maccabeus, and they that were with him, were glad, and besieged the 
stronghold by four days. 

34 And they that were within, trusted in the secureness of the place, and cursed above 
manner, and casted, or proudly pronounced, cursed words, that is, blasphemy against 
God. 

35 But when the fifth day shined, twenty young men of these that were with 
Maccabeus, were kindled in (their) souls for (the) blasphemy, and went manly to the wall, 
and they went with fierce will, and went up; 

36 but and others also ascended [or going up], and assailed for to burn (the) towers and 
(the) gates, and (al)together burn the cursers quick (or alive). Forsooth by continual two 
days they wasted the stronghold, 

37 and slew Timothy, hiding himself, found in some place; and they slew his brother 
Chereas, and Apollophanes. 

38 When these things were done, they blessed the Lord in (or with) hymns and 
confessions, which (or who) did great things in Israel, and gave them (the) victory. 


CHAPTER 11 

1 But a little time after, Lysias, the procurator of the king, and kinsman, and sovereign 
of offices [or provost of needs], bare grievously of these things that befell, 

2 and gathered fourscore thousands, and all the multitude of horsemen, and came 
against (the) Jews, and deemed himself to make the city taken a dwelling to (or for) 
heathen men, 

3 forsooth to have the temple into winning of money, as other temples of (the) heathen 
men, and (the) priest-hood set to sale by each year; 

4 and bethought not on the power of God, but in mind, or understanding, he was made 
without bridle, and trusted in (the) multitude of footmen, and in thousands of horsemen, 
and in fourscore elephants. 

5 Soothly he went into Judea, and came nigh to Bethsura, that was in a strait place, 
from Jerusalem in (the) space of five furlongs, and fought against that strength (or 
stronghold). 

6 Soothly when Maccabeus, and they that were with him, knew that (the) strengths (or 
strongholds) were impugned, with weeping and tears they prayed the Lord, and all the 
company together, for to send a good angel to the health of Israel. 

7 And Maccabeus himself took first arms, and admonished others to take together 
peril with him, and bear help to (or for) their brethren. 
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8 And when they went forth to-gether with ready will from Jerusalem, an horseman, 
that is, an angel in the likeness of an horseman, or knight, appeared going before them 
in white cloth(es), in golden armours or arms, and flourishing a shaft. 

9 Then all together (they) blessed the merciful Lord, and waxed strong in souls (or grew 
confident); and were ready for to pierce not only men, but and most fierce beasts, and 
iron walls. 

10 Therefore they went ready, having an helper of (or from) heaven, and the Lord having 
mercy on them. 

11 Soothly by (or in)(the) custom of lions, in fierceness they hurled into (the) enemies, 
and casted down of them eleven thousands of footmen, and a thousand and six hundred 
of horsemen. Soothly they turned all (the others) into flight; 

12 forsooth many of them wounded, escaped naked, but and Lysias him-self foully 
fleeing escaped. 

13 And for he was not witless, he areckoned with(in) himself the making less done 
against him, and understood that (the) Hebrews be unovercome, and trust to (the) help 
of Almighty God; 

14 and he sent to them, and promised him(self) to consent to all things that be just, 
and to compel the king for to be made (a) friend. 

15 Forsooth Maccabeus granted to the prayers of Lysias, and counselled to profit in all 
things; and whatever things Maccabeus wrote of (the) Jews to Lysias, the king granted 
those things. 

16 For why epistles were written to (the) Jews from Lysias, containing (or in) this 
manner. Lysias to the people of (the) Jews, health. 

17 John and Absalom, that were sent from you, betook writs, and asked, that I should 
[ful] fill those things that were signified by them. 

18 Therefore whatever things might be brought forth to the king, I expounded, and 
which the thing suffered, that is, was covenable (or suitable) and just, he granted. 

19 Therefore if in needs ye keep faith, also from henceforth I shall endeavour or shall 
attempt for to be (the) cause of good things to (or for) you. 

20 Of other things soothly I com-manded by all words, both to these and to them that 
be sent of (or from) me, for to speak together with you. 

21 Fare ye well. In the hundred year and eight and fortieth, in the four and twentieth 
day of the month Dios-corinthius, that is, in June. 

22 Forsooth the epistle of the king contained these things. King Antiochus to Lysias, 
brother, health. 

23 For our father is translated among (the) gods, we will (or desire) that they that be in 
our realm do without noise, and give diligence to their things; 

24 we have heard that (the) Jews assented not to the father, to be translated (or brought 
over) to the custom of (the) Greeks, but will (or desire)[for to] hold their (own) ordinance, 
and that therefore they ask of us, that their lawful things be granted to them. 

25 Therefore we will (or desire) that also this folk be quiet, and have ordained and 
deemed, that the temple be restored to them, (so) that they should do by [or after] the 
custom of their greater men. 

26 Therefore thou shalt do well, if thou shalt send to them, and shalt give (to them)(the) 
right hand; (so) that, when our will (or desire) is known, they be in (or of) good comfort, 
and serve to their own profits. 

27 Soothly to the Jews the king’s epistle was such. King Antiochus to the senate, or 
(the) elder men, of (the) Jews, and to (the) other Jews, health. 

28 If ye fare well, so it is as we will, but and we (our)selves fare well. 

29 Menelaus came to us, and said, that ye will (or that ye desire to) go down to yours, 
that be with us. 
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30 Therefore to these that (shall) go together, we give right hands of secureness till to 
the thirtieth day of the month Xanthicus, that is, April, 

31 (and) that (the) Jews use their (own) meats, and laws, as and before; and no man of 
them in any manner suffer dis-ease (because) of these things, that be done by ignorance. 

32 Soothly we sent also Menelaus, that shall speak to you. 

33 Fare ye well. In the hundred year and eight and fortieth, the fifteenth day of the 
month Xanthicus, 

34 also (the) Romans sent an epistle, having it thus. Quintus Memmius, and Titus 
Manlius, legates of (the) Romans, to the people of (the) Jews, health. 

35 Of these things that Lysias, (the) cousin of the king, hath granted to you, also we 
granted. 

36 Forsooth of which things he deemed to be told again to the king, anon (or at once) 
send ye some man; and speak ye among you diligentlier, (so) that we deem as it accordeth 
unto you. For we go to Antioch, 

37 and therefore haste(n) ye for to again-write, that and we know of what will ye be (or 
what your desire is). 

38 Fare ye well. In the hundred year and four and fortieth, in the fifteenth day of the 
month Xanthicus, 


CHAPTER 12 


1 when these covenants were made, Lysias went to the king; forsooth (the) Jews gave 
work to earth-tilling. 

2 But these that dwelt, or were resident, Timothy, and Apollonius, the son of Gennaeus, 
but and Jerome, and Demophon proud, and Nicanor, prince of Cyprus, suffered not them 
for to do in silence and quiet, or rest. 

3 Forsooth men of Joppa have done such a felony; they prayed (the) Jews with which 
they dwelt, for to go up, with wives, and sons, into small boats, which they had made 
ready, as if none enmities lay privily among them. 

4 Therefore by [or after] the common doom of the city, and for they accorded, and for 
(the) cause of peace, had nothing suspect, when they came into the depth, they drowned 
two hundred (of them), not less. 

5 And as (or when) Judas knew (of) this cruelty done against (some) men of his folk, he 
commanded to (the) men that were with him; 

6 and he called to help [or in-called] the just doomsman God, and he came against the 
slayers of (his) brethren, and by night he burnt the haven, he burnt the boats, (and) 
forsooth he slew by sword them that fled from the fire. 

7 And when he had done these things, he went away, as again to (re)turning again, and 
utterly to des-troying [or to destroy] all men of Joppa. 

8 But when he knew, that also they that were at Jamnia would do in like manner to 
(the) Jews dwelling with them, 

9 also to (the) Jamnites he above came by night, and burnt the haven, with (the) ships; 
so that the light appeared to Jerusalem from two hundred furlongs and forty (away). 

10 When they had gone then from thence by nine furlongs [or When now they had 
gone thence by nine furlongs], and made journey to(wards) Timothy, men of Arabia, five 
thousand men, and horsemen five hundred, joined battle with him. 

11 And when (a) strong fight was made, and by (the) help of God it befell easily, or 
by prosperity, the residue of (the) men of Arabia, that were overcome, asked of Judas 
the right hands for to be given to them; promising themselves to give pastures, and to 
profiting in other things. 

12 Forsooth Judas deemed verily (or truly) them (to be) profitable in many things, and 
promised (them) peace; and when they had taken right hands, they departed to their 
tabernacles. 
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13 Forsooth he assailed also some city (made) firm by bridges (or buttress-es), and about- 
set (or set about) with walls, which was inhabited of (or by) companies of heathen men 
mingled (or mixed), both men and women, to which the name (of it)was Caspin. 

14 Forsooth these that were within, trusted in the stableness of (the) walls, and in 
(the) apparel of foods, and did slacklier, stirring Judas with curses, either swearings, and 
blaspheming, and speaking which things it is not leaveful (or lawful)(to speak). 

15 Soothly Maccabeus called to help [or in-called] the great Prince of the world, which 
without wethers, that be engines like wethers (or rams), and without engines, in the times 
of Jesus, either Joshua, casted down Jericho; and hurled fiercely to the walls, 

16 and took the city by (the) will of the Lord, and did unnumberable slayings; so that 
the pool of standing water of two furlongs of (or in) breadth, seemed [or was seen] to flow 
with (the) blood of slain men. 

17 From thence they went seven hundred and fifty furlongs, and came into Charax, to 
the Jews that be called Toubiani. 

18 And soothly they caught not Timothy in those places; and (or for) when no journey 
[or no need] was fully done, Timothy/(re)turned again, while (a) most firm strength (or 
force) was left in a certain place. 

19 Forsooth Dositheus and Sosipater, that were dukes with Maccabeus, slew ten 
thousand men left of (or by) Timothy in the strength. 

20 And Maccabeus ordained about him six thousand, and ordained by cohorts, or 
companies of knights, and went forth against Timothy, having with him an hundred 
and twenty thousand of footmen, and of horse-men two thousand and five hundred. 

21 Forsooth when the coming of Judas was known, Timothy before-sent (the) women, 
and sons, and other apparel into a strength (or a stronghold) that is called Carnaim; for it 
was unable to be overcome, and hard in going-to, for (the) straitnesses of (the) places. 

22 And when the first company of Judas appeared, dread was made to (the) enemies 
by (the) presence of God, that beholdeth all things; and they were turned into flight, one 
after another, so that they were cast down more of (or by) their own, and were feebled 


with strokes of their swords. 
23 Judas soothly continued greatly, punishing unholy men, and [he] casted down of 


them thirty thousand of men. 

24 Timothy soothly himself fell into the parts (or the hands) of Dositheus and Sosipater; 
and he asked by many prayers, that he were delivered quick (or alive); for he had fathers, 
and mothers, and brethren, of many of (the) Jews, which it should befall for to be 
deceived by his death. 

25 And when he had given faith, that he should restore them by (the) covenant, [or 
after (the) thing ordained], they dismissed him unhurt, for (the) health (or deliverance) of 


brethren. 
26 Forsooth Judas (re)turned again from Carnaim, after that he had slain five and 


twenty thousands. 

27 After the flight and death of these (men), he moved the host to(wards) Ephron, 
(a) strong city, in which the multitude of diverse folks dwelt; and strong young men, 
standing together for (the) walls, strongly fought against (him); forsooth in this were 
many engines, and apparels of darts. 

28 But when they had called to help the Almighty, that by his power all-breaketh (the) 
mights of (his) enemies, they took the city, and casted down of them that were within 
five and twenty thousand. 

29 From thence they went to the city of Scythes (or Scythopolis), which was far from 
Jerusalem (by) six hundred furlongs. 

30 Forsooth for these Jews that were with (the) Scythopolitans witnessed, that they 
were had of them benignly, yea, in times of adversity, and that they did mildly with 
them, 
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31 they did thankings to them; and also stirred from henceforth for to be benign 
against (or towards) their kin, and came to Jerusalem, when the solemn day of weeks 
nighed. 

32 And after Pentecost, they went against Gorgias, (the) sovereign [or provost] of Idumea 
(or of Edom). 

33 Soothly he went out with three thousand footmen, and four hundred horsemen; 

34 and when they were assembled, it befell that a few of (the) Jews felled down. 

35 Forsooth Dositheus, an horsemen of Bacenor, a strong man, held Gorgias; and when 
he would take him quick (or alive), an horseman of Thracia fell on him, and cutted off his 
shoulder, and so Gorgias flew into Marisa. 

36 And when they that were with Gorgias (had) fought longer, and they were made 
weary, Judas inwardly called the Lord for to be made (their) helper, and duke of (the) 
battle; 

37 and he began with (a) country voice (or in his own language), and with hymns raised 
(up a) cry, and made the knights of Gorgias to flee. 

38 Forsooth Judas with the host gathered, came into the city (of) Adullam; and when 
the seventh day came above, they were cleansed by [or after](the) custom, and did (the) 
sabbath in the same place. 

39 And in the day pursuing (or following), Judas came with his men, for to take away the 
bodies of (the) men cast down, and for to put (them) with (their) fathers, and mothers, in 
(the) sepulchres of (their) fathers. 

40 Forsooth they found under (the) coats of (the) slain men, of the gifts of (or for the) 
idols that were at Jamnia, from which the law forbiddeth Jews; therefore it was made 
known to all men, that they fell down for this cause. 

41 And therefore all blessed the just doom of the Lord, which made privy things known. 

42 And so they converted (or turned) to prayers, and prayed, that that trespass that 
was done, were betaken to forgetting. And soothly the strongest Judas admonished the 
people, for to keep them(selves) without sin, seeing under (or right before)(their) eyes, what 
things were done for (the) sins of them that were cast down. 

43 And when (a) collection was made, he sent twelve thousand drachmas of silver to 
Jerusalem, to be offered (as) a sacrifice for (the) sins of (the) dead men, and bethought 
well and religiously of (the) again-rising; 

44 for if he hoped not, that they that fell should rise again, it was seen (as) superfluous 
and vain for to pray for (the) dead men; 

45 and for he beheld, that they that took sleeping, or death, with piety, had best grace 
kept. Therefore holy and healthful thinking (it) is, for to pray for dead men, that they be 
released of (or from)(their) sins. 


CHAPTER 13 

1 In the hundred and nine and fortieth year Judas knew, that Antiochus Eupator came 
with (a) multitude against Judea; 

2 and with him came Lysias, procurator and sovereign of offices [or provost of needs], 
having with him an hundred and ten thousand of footmen, and of horsemen five 
thousand, and elephants two and twenty, (and) chariots with scythes [or with sickles] 
three hundred. 

3 Forsooth and Menelaus joined him(self) to them, and with great deceit besought 


Antiochus, not for (the) health (or for the deliverance) of the country, but hoping that he 
should be ordained into princehood. 

4 But the King of kings raised the wills of Antiochus against the sinner; and when 
Lysias showed that he was (the) cause of all evils, he commanded, as custom is to them, 
him taken, (and) for to be slain in the same place. 
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5 Soothly in the same place was a tower of fifty cubits, having on each side a gathering 
of (or full of) ashes; this was beholding into a ditch. 

6 From thence he commanded the sacrileger, or (the) cursed man, for to be cast down 
into (the) ashes, when all men putted forth him to the death. 

7 And by such (a) law it befell the breaker of (the) law for to die, neither (that) Menelaus 
for to be given to (the) earth. And forsooth justly enough; 

8 for why for he did many tres-passes against the altar of God, whose fire and ashes 
was holy, (so) he was condemned in the death of ashes. 

° But the king without bridle in mind, or understanding, came to show him worse to 
(the) Jews, than his father. 

10 And when these things were known, Judas commanded the people, that by night 
and day they should call to help the Lord; that as evermore, also now he should help 
them; which soothly dreaded for to be (de)prived of law, and country, and holy temple; 

11 and that he suffered not the people, that (just) a while (a)go had a little quickened 
again, for to be subject again to blasphemous nations. 

12 Therefore when all men did to-gether that thing, and asked (for) mercy of (or from) 
the Lord with weeping, in fasting/s by (or for) all three days, and kneeled [down], Judas 
admonished them for to make them/(selves) ready. 

13 Forsooth he with (the) elder men thought for to go out, before that the king moved 
(his) host to Judea, and got the city, and to betake the end of the thing to the doom of the 
Lord. 

14 Therefore he gave power of all things to God, (the) Maker (out) of nought of the 
world, and admonished his (men) to fight strongly, and stand till to the death [or unto 
death], for (the) laws, (the) temple, (the) city, (the) country, and (the) citizens; and he 
ordained the host about Modin. 

15 And when a token was given to his (men) of (the) victory of (or from) God, he chose the 
strongest young men, and by night he assailed the king’s hall in (the) tents, and he slew 
fourteen thousand men, and the most (or greatest) of (the) elephants, with these (men) 
that were put above. 

16 And they filled the tents of (the) enemies with (the) highest dread and disturbing, 
and when these things were done easily, [or wealsomely], either in prosperity, they went 
away. 

17 Forsooth this was done in the day lighting, for the protection of the Lord helped 
him. 

18 But when the king had taken (a) taste of hardiness of (the) Jews by craft, he assayed 
hardinesses of places; 

19 and moved the tents to Bethsura, that was a stronghold of (the) Jews; but he was 
driven (away), (and) hurtled, and (di)minished, or wasted. 

20 Forsooth to these that were within, Judas sent needful things. 

21 Forsooth Rhodocus, some man of the host of Jews, told out privates (or secrets) to 
(the) enemies; which was sought, and taken, and (im)prisoned. 

22 Again the king had (a) word to them that were in Bethsura, and gave the right 
hand, and received (theirs), and went away. He joined battle with Judas, and Judas was 
overcome. 

23 Forsooth as he knew that Philip had rebelled at Antioch, which was left on needs, he 
was astonished in mind, either understanding, and besought (the) Jews, and was subject 
to them, and swore of all things, of which it was seen just; and he was reconciled, and 
offered sacrifice, and worshipped the temple, and putted gifts (forth). 

24 He embraced, or kissed, Mac-cabeus, and made him prince and duke from Ptolemais 
till to (the) Gerrhenians. 

25 Soothly as he came to Ptolemais, men of Ptolemais bare grievously (the) according 
of friendship, and had indignation, lest peradventure they would break (the) peace. 
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26 Then Lysias went up into the doom place, and expounded reason, and ceased the 
people, and (re)turned again to Antioch; and in this manner the king’s going out and 
(re)turning again went forth. 


CHAPTER 14 

1 But after (the) time of three years Judas knew, and they that were with him, that 
Demetrius (son of) Seleucus ascended or went up to covenable places, with (a) strong 
multitude, and ships, by the haven of Tripoli, 

: 2 and hath holden countries (or had taken the country) against Antiochus, and his duke 
ysias. 

3 Forsooth one Alcimus, that was (the) highest priest, but willfully was defouled in 
times of mingling together, beheld that in no manner health was to (or for) him, neither 
access, or nighing, [or coming to], to the altar, 

4 and he came to king Demetrius, in the hundred and fiftieth year, and offered to him 
a golden crown, and (a) palm, (and) over these things and offered vessels, that were seen 
to be of (or from) the temple; and soothly in that day he was still. 

5 Forsooth he got a covenable time of his madness, and he was called of (or by) 
Demetrius to counsel, and was asked with what things and counsels Jews endeavoured, 
and he answered, 

6 They that be said Hasideans of (the) Jews, of which [or whom] Judas Maccabeus is 
(the) sovereign, nourish battles, and move dissensions, neither suffer the realm for to be 
quiet. 

7 For why and I am defrauded of (the) glory of (my) father and mother, soothly I say, of 
(the) highest priest-hood, and I came hither, 

8 first, soothly keeping faith to the king’s profits, (and) the second time, soothly 
counselling also to citizens, for why by shrewdness (or depravity) of them, all our kin 
is travailed greatly. 

9 But I pray, thou king, when all these things be known, behold to the country, and 
kin, by thy manliness (or according to thy humanity), or courtesy, showed to all men. 

10 For why as long as Judas liveth, it is impossible that peace be to needs. 

11 Forsooth when such things were said of (or by) him, and other friends, having them 
enmity, enflamed Demetrius against Judas. 

12 Which anon sent Nicanor, sove-reign of elephants, a duke into Judea, 

13 with commandments given for to take that Judas quick, for to scatter soothly them 
that were with him, and for to ordain Alcimus highest priest of the most (or the great) 
temple. 

14 Then (the) heathen men, that fled Judas from Judea, flock-meal joined them to 
Nicanor, and guessed the wretchednesses and deaths of Jews (to be) prosperities of (or 
for) their things. 

15 Therefore when (the) coming of Nicanor was heard (of), and coming together of 
(the) nations, (the) Jews besprinkled with earth prayed him, that ordained his people into 
without end for to keep, and which covereth, or defendeth, his part with open signs. 

16 Forsooth for the duke commanded, anon (or at once) they (re)moved from thence, 
and came together to the castle Dessau (or to the town of Adasa). 

17 Simon forsooth, brother of Judas, joined battle with Nicanor, but he was all-broken 
with (the) sudden coming of (the) adversaries. 

18 Nevertheless Nicanor heard (of) the virtue (or might) of Judas’ fellows, and greatness 
of hardiness, which they had for strives of the country, and dreaded for to make doom 
by blood. 

19 Wherefore he before-sent Posidon-ius, and Theodotus, and Mattathias, for to give 
right hands, and take (or to make peace). 
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20 And when long counsel was done of (or on) these things, and the duke himself had 
told to the multi-tude, one sentence was of all, for to grant to friendships. 

21 Therefore [or And so] they ordain-ed a day, in which they should do privily betwixt 
themselves; and stools, or small seats, were brought forth, and set to (or set out)(for) each. 

22 Forsooth Judas commanded armed men for to be in covenable places, lest 
peradventure anything of evil should rise suddenly of (or from)(the) enemies; and they 
made a covenable (or a suitable) speech together. 

23 Forsooth Nicanor dwelt in Jeru-salem, and nothing did evil (or did no evil); and he let 
go (the) flocks of (the) companies, that were gathered (unto him). 

24 Forsooth he had Judas evermore dearworthy of heart, and was bowed to the man; 

25 and prayed him for to wed a wife, and [to] engender sons; and he made weddings, 
did quietly, and they lived commonly, or communally, or together. 

26 Alcimus forsooth saw the charity (or the love) of them together, and accordings, and 
came to Demetrius, and said, that Nicanor assenteth to alien, either other men’s, things, 
and hath ordained Judas, (a) traitor of the realm, (to be)(the) successor to him. 

27 Therefore the king was made sharp, and stirred to wrath with such worst accusings, 
and wrote to Nicanor, and said, that soothly he bare griev-ously of (the) according of 
friendship, and nevertheless commanded for to send Maccabeus bound to Antioch. 

28 And when these things were known, Nicanor was astonished, and grievously bare 
(it), if he made void those things that were accorded [or that accorded], and (as) he was 
nothing hurt, or harmed, of (or by) the man; 

29 but for he might not against-stand the king, he kept covenability (or he waited for an 
opportunity), in which he should perform the commandment. 

30 And Maccabeus saw, that Nicanor did with him most sternly, and gave fiercelier 
customable coming together, and he understood that this sternness [or fierceness] was 
not of (or for) good, and with a few of his (men) gathered, he hid him(self) from Nicanor. 

31 And as he knew this thing, that he was strongly before-come, or espied, of (or by) the 
man, he came to the most and holiest temple, and he commanded to the priests offering 
customable (or the accustomed) sacri-fices, that the man be betaken to him. 

32 And when they said with (an) oath, that they knew not, where he was that was 
sought, 

33 he stretched forth the hand to the temple, and swore, If ye shall not be-take to me 
Judas bound, I shall draw down this temple of God into plain-ness (or even with the ground), 
and dig out the altar, and I shall hallow this temple to Liber (or Pater), or Bacchus, that 
is, (the) god of wine, the father. 

34 And when he had said these things, he went away. Forsooth the priests held forth 
(their) hands into heaven, and called him to help that ever(more) is (a) for-fighter of the 
folk of them, and said these things, 

35 Thou, Lord of all creatures [or Thou, Lord of university, or of all creatures], (or O Lord of 
all Creation), that of nothing hast need, wouldest (or desiredest) that the temple of thine 
habitation be made in (or among) us. 

36 And now, thou Lord, holy of all holy, keep without end this house undefouled, that 
(just) a little (while) ago was cleansed. 

37 Forsooth Razis, one of the elder men of Jerusalem, was accused to Nicanor; and Razis 
was a man, (a) lover of the city, and well-hearing (or well heard of) or and well-praising (or 
highly praised), that for affection, or love, was called (the) father of (the) Jews. 

38 This man many times held purpose of continence in Judea [or in Jewry], and was 
appeased (or was satisfied) for to betake body and soul for perseverance, or lasting. 

39 Forsooth Nicanor would show the hatred, that he had against (the) Jews, and sent 
five hundred knights, for to take him. 
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40 For he guessed, if he had deceived him, that he should bring in most death to (the) 
Jews. 


41 Forsooth when (the) companies coveted for to fall into his house, and for to break 
the gate, and for to move to fire, when now he was taken, that is, was nigh the taking, 
he assailed himself with (a) sword; 

42 choosing to die nobly, rather than to be made subject to sinners, and against his 
birth for to be led with unworthy wrongs. 

43 But when by hast(en)ing he had given wound with uncertain stroke, and (the) 
companies betwixt (the) doors burst in, he ran again hardily to the wall, and casted down 
himself manly into the companies. 

44 And when they gave swiftly place to his fall, he came by the middle of the knoll, 

45 and yet while he breathed, he was kindled in heart, and rose (up). And when his 
blood with great flowing flowed down, and with most grievous wounds he was wounded, 
by running he passed the company; and stood on an high stone [or standing upon some 
high stone], 

46 and now was made without blood, and embraced his entrails with both hands, and 
casted (them) forth on the companies, and called to help the lordshipper of life and spirit 
[or he in-calling the lordshipper of life and spirit], that he should yield again these things to 
him; and thus he was dead from life. 


CHAPTER 15 


1 Forsooth as Nicanor found that Judas was in the place of Samaria, he thought for to 
join battle in (or on) the day of sabbath with all fierceness. 

2 Forsooth when (the) Jews, that pursued (or followed) him by need, said, Do thou not so 
fiercely and heathenly, but give thou honour to the day of hallowing, and worship thou 
him, that beholdeth all things. 

3 And he (who was) unblessed, asked, If there is a Mighty (One) in heaven, that 
commanded the day of sabbaths for to be done? 

4 And when they answered, There is a quick (or a living) Lord [or There is one Lord], and 
he is mighty in heaven, that commanded the seventh day for to be done. 

5 And he said, And I am mighty on (the) earth, which command armours, (or arms, or 
weapons) for to be taken, and needs of the king for to be fulfilled. Nevertheless he got 
not, for to perform counsel. 

6 And soothly Nicanor was enhanced (or was exalted) with sovereign or masterful pride, 
and thought for to ordain a common victory of (or over) Judas. 

7 Forsooth Maccabeus trusted ever-more with all hope, that help should come to him 
of (or from) the Lord, 

8 and he admonished his (people), that they should not inwardly dread at the coming 
to (them) of (the) nations, but should have in mind the helps done to (or for) them of (or 
from) heaven, and now should hope that the victory should come to them of (or from) the 
Almighty. 

9 And he spake to them of the law, and (the) prophets, and admonished (them) of (the) 
battles which they did before, and (so he) ordained, [or confirmed], them readier. 

10 And so when the souls of them were raised (up), he showed (al)to-gether the 
falseness of (the) heathen men, and (the) breaking of oaths. 

11 Forsooth he armed each of them, not by (the) strengthening of shield and shaft, but 
with (the) best words and admonishings, and expounded a sweven worthy of believe (or 
a dream worthy to be believed), by which he gladded all. 

12 Soothly the vision was such. Judas saw Onias, that was (the) highest priest, a good 
man and benign, shamefast in sight, and mild (or meek) in manners, and fair in speech, 
and which was exercised in virtues from a child, holding forth the hands for to pray for 
all the people of (the) Jews. 
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13 After this thing, that also another man appeared, wonderful in age and glory, and 
in having of great fairness about him. 

14 Forsooth he saw Onias answering for to have said, This is the lover of (the) brethren, 
and of the people of Israel; this is he, that much prayeth for the people, and [for] all the 
holy city, Jeremy (or Jeremiah), the prophet of God. 

15 Forsooth he saw that Jeremy hath straight(en)ed (out)(or stretched) forth the right 
hand, and hath given a golden sword to Judas, and said, 

16 Take thou the holy sword, a gift of (or from) God, in (or with) which thou shalt cast 
down the adversaries of my people Israel. 

17 Therefore they were admonished with (the) full great words of Judas [or And so 
they admonished with words of Judas full good], of (or by) which (their) fierceness might be 
enhanced (or lifted up), and (the) souls of (the) young men be comforted (or strength-ened), 
and they ordained for to fight, and torment (al)together strongly, that virtue should 
deem of needs, or causes, for that the holy city, and (the) temple were in peril. 

18 For why [or Soothly] for (their) wives, and (their) sons, and also for (their) brethren, 
and cousins, was less busyness (or less care), but the most and first dread was [for](the) 
holiness of the temple (or but their first and fore-most fear was for the holy Temple). 

19 But not (the) least busyness (or care) had them that were in the city, for these that 
should assail, or fight together. 

20 And when now all men hoped doom to be, and (the) enemies come [or and (the) 
enemies came], and the host was ordained, (and the) beasts and horsemen put together in 
covenable (or suitable) place(s), 

21 Maccabeus beheld the coming of (the) multitude, and diverse apparel of armours, 
and (the) fierceness of (the) beasts, and he stretched out the hands to heaven, and called 
to help the Lord doing great wonders, which not by [or after](the) power of arms (or 
weapons), but as it pleaseth to him, giveth victory to worthy men. 

22 Forsooth he said, calling to help in this manner, Thou Lord, that sentest thine 
angel under Hezekiah, king of Judea, and hast slain of (or in) the tents, either hosts, of 
Sennacherib, an hundred thousand fourscore and five thousand [or an hundred (and) four- 
score and five thousand]; 

23 and now, lordshipper of heavens, send thou thy good angel before us, in dread and 
trembling of (the) greatness of thine arm, 

24 (so) that they dread, that come with blasphemy against thine holy people. And 
soothly thus he perfectly prayed. 

25 Forsooth Nicanor, and they that were with him, moved to(wards)(them) with trumps 
and songs. 

26 Judas forsooth, and they that were with him, called God to help by (or with) prayers 
[of acknowledging], and went together. 

27 Soothly they fighting with (their) hand(s), but praying (to) God in (or with) (their) 
hearts, casted down five and thirty thousand, not less, and (were) delighted greatly by 
(the) presence of God [or by (or in) the presence of God greatly delighting]. 

28 And when they had ceased, and with joy (re)turned again, they knew that Nicanor 
had fallen, with his armours. 

29 Therefore when (a) cry was made, and (a) perturbation was stirred, by (their) 
country(’s) voice (or in their own language) they blessed the Lord Almighty. 

30 Forsooth Judas, that by all things in body and soul was ready for to die for (the) 
citizens, bade [or commanded], that the head of Nicanor, and (his) hand with the shoulder 
gird(ed) off, should be brought forth to Jerusalem. 

31 Whither when he fully came, when men of his lineage were called together, and 
(the) priests to the altar, he called also them that were in the high tower. 
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32 And when the head of Nicanor was showed, and the cursed hand, which he holding 
forth against the holy house of Almighty God greatly gloried, 

33 also he commanded (that) the tongue of (the) unpious Nicanor (be) cut off, for to be 
given to (the) birds gobbet-meal (or piecemeal); forsooth he commanded the hand of the 
mad man for to be hanged up against (or opposite) the temple. 

34 Therefore all blessed the Lord of heaven, and said, Blessed be the Lord, that kept his 
place undefouled. 

35 Forsooth he hanged up Nicanor’s head in the highest tower, (so) that it were (an) 
evident, or known, and open sign of the help of God. 

36 Therefore all men, by common counsel, deemed in no manner for to pass this day 
without solemnity, but for to have solemnity [or worshipping] in (or on) the thirteenth day 
of the month Adar, that is said, by voice of Syria (or in the Syrian language), the first day 


of Mordecai. 
37 Therefore when these things were done against Nicanor, and of those times when 


the city was wielded of (or by)(the) Hebrews, also I in these things shall make an end of 
(my) word(s). 

38 And soothly if well, and as it accordeth to the story, this thing and I will (or I desire); 
if (or) else less worthily, it is to forgive [or to be granted](or to be forgiven) to me. 

39 Soothly as for to drink evermore wine, either [or] evermore water, it is contrary, but 
for to use changeable, either[or]now one, now another, is delightable; so to men reading, 
if the word be evermore sought to (or for) each part, it shall not be covenable (or suitable), 
or pleasing; therefore here it shall be ended. 

Here endeth the second book of Maccabees, which is (the) end of the Old Testa- 
ment[Here endeth the story of Maccabees, the which is the last book of the Old Testament]; see 
now the New Testament. 
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3RD EZRA 


1 And Josiah made (the) pask (or the Passover) in Jerusalem to the Lord, and he offered 
(the) pask the fourteenth day of the month of the first month, 

2 ordaining (the) priests by their whiles of days, clothed in stoles, or long clothes, in 
the temple of the Lord. 

3 And he said to the deacons [or to the Levites], the holy servants of Israel, that they 
should hallow themselves to the Lord, in (the) setting of the holy ark of the Lord in the 
house, that king Solomon, the son of David, builded; 

41t shall not be to youno more to take it upon (your) shoulders; and now serveth to our 
Lord, and do ye (the) care of that folk of Israel, of the part after towns, and their lineages, 

5 after (or according to) the writing of David, king of Israel, and after the great 
worshipful doing of Solomon, his son, in all the temple, and after your little fathers part 
of (the) princehood of them, that stand in the sight of the brethren of the sons of Israel. 

6 Offer ye (the) pask, and maketh ready the sacrifices to your brethren; and do ye after 
the behest of the Lord, that is given to Moses. 

7 And Josiah gave to the folk that was found there, sheep, of lambs, and of kids, and of 
she-goats, thirty thousand; calves, three thousand. 

8 These gifts be given (out) of the king’s own things, after the behest of the Lord to the 
people, and to (the) priests, into (the) pask; sheep in number two thousand, and calves 
an hundred. 

9 And Jeconiah, and Samaeas, and Nathanael, his brother, and Sabias, and Ochiel, and 
Joram, gave into (the) pask, five thousand sheep, and five hundred calves. 

10 And when these things were nobly done, the priests and deacons [or Levites] stood, 
having therf loaves by lineages. 

11 And after the parts of the prince-hood of (the) fathers, they offered to the Lord in 
the sight of the people, after those things that be written in the book of Moses. 

12 And they roasted the pask with fire, as it behooved; and they soddened hosts in 
seething vessels and in pots, with well-willing. 

13 And they brought it to all that there were of the folk; and after these things they 
made ready to (or for) themselves and to (or for the) priests. 

14 Forsooth the priests offered inner fatness [or tallow], unto the hour was ended; and 
(the) deacons prepared to (or for) themselves [or and (the) Levites made ready to themselves], 
and to (or for) their brethren, and to (or) the sons of Aaron. 

15 And men sacrificing [or the sacri-ficers] offered their daughters, after the order and 
the behests (or commands) of David; and Asaph, and Zechariah, and Eddinous, that was 
of the king; 

16 and the porters by all the gates offered, so that none passed his gate. Forsooth their 
brethren prepared to (or made ready for) them. 

17 And so those things, that pertained to the sacrifice of the Lord, be ended. In that 
day they did (the) pask, 

18 and offered hosts upon the sacrifice of the Lord, after the behest (or the command) 
of king Josiah. 

19 And the sons of Israel, that were found present, did in that time (the) pask, and the 
feast day of therf loaves by seven days. 

20 And there was not solemnized such a pask in Israel, from the times of Samuel, the 
prophet. 

21 And all the kings of Israel hallowed not sucha pask, as did Josiah, and the priests, and 
deacons [or Levites], and (the) Jews, and all Israel, that were found in the commemoration, 
or mind-making, (or memory-making), at Jerusalem. 
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22 In the eighteenth year, Josiah reigning, this pask was hallowed. 

23 And the works of Josiah be made right in the sight of the Lord, in (or with a) full 
dreading heart; 

24 and those things forsooth that were about him be written, in the rather times of 
them that sinned, and the which were unreligious against the Lord, before, or more 
than, all heathen folk, and the which sinners sought not the words of the Lord upon 


Israel. 
25 And after all this deed (or all these deeds) of Josiah, Pharaoh, king of Egypt, went up, 


coming to cast away in Carchemish upon Euphrates; and Josiah went into (the) meeting 
to (or of) him. 

26 And the king of Egypt sent to Josiah, saying, What is to me and to thee, king of 
Judea? 

27 | am not sent of (or from) the Lord (against thee), upon Euphrates forsooth is my 
battle; hastily therefore go down. 

28 And Josiah was not turned again (or did not turn back) upon the chariot, but he 
endeavoured himself to over-come Pharaoh [or but (he) enforced to overcome him], not 
taking heed to the word of the prophet (Jeremiah), from the mouth of the Lord; 

29 but he set to him battle in the field of Megiddo; and (the) princes came down to 
(fight) king Josiah. 

30 And then the king said to his children, or (to his) servants, Moveth me away from the 
battle; forsooth I am greatly made sick (or very weak). And anon (or at once) his children 
(or his servants) moved him away from the battle array. 

31 And he went up upon his secondary chariot; and coming to Jerusalem, he died, and 
was buried in his father’s sepulchre. 

32 And in all Judah (or in all Jewry) they bewailed Josiah, and they that before-set with 
wives, wailed him unto this day; and this is granted to be done evermore in all the 


kindred of Israel. 
33 These things forsooth be written in the book of (the) stories of (the) kings of Judah, 


and the glory of Josiah, and his understanding in the law of God, by all (the) deeds of the 
doing of him; for evenly those were done of (or by) him, and the which be not written in 
the book of (the) kings of Israel and of Judah. 

34 And they that were of the kindred took Jehoahaz, the son of Josiah, and set him (as) 
king for Josiah, his father, when he was of three and thirty years (old). 

35 And he reigned upon Israel three months; and then the king of Egypt put him away, 
(so) that he reigned not in Jerusalem. 

36 And he polled (or taxed) the folk of (or for) an hundred talents of silver, and of (or for) 
a talent of gold. 

37 And the king of Egypt set Jehoiakim, his brother, king of Judea and of Jerusalem; 

38 and he bound the master judges of Jehoiakim, and taking Zarius, his brother, he 
brought him again to (or out of) Egypt. 

39 Jehoiakim was of five and twenty years, when he reigned in the land of Judah and 
of Jerusalem; and he did evil things in the sight of the Lord. 

40 After this forsooth Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, went up, and binding Joakim 
in a strong bond, brought him into Babylon; 

41 and Nebuchadnezzar took and brought the holy vessels of God, and (made) sacred 
(or consecrated)those in his temple in Babylon. 

42 Forsooth of his uncleanness and unreligiosity it is written in the book of the times 
of (the) kings. 

43 And Joakim, his son, reigned for him; when forsooth he was ordained king, he was 
of eight(een) years (old). 

44 Forsooth he reigned three months and ten days in Jerusalem; and did evil in (the) 
sight of the Lord. 
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45 And after a year Nebuchadnezzar sent (for), and brought him over into Babylon, 
together with the sacred vessels of the Lord. 

46 And he set Zedekiah king of Judah and of Jerusalem, when he was of one and twenty 
years (old). Forsooth he reigned eleven years; 

47 and he did evil in (the) sight of the Lord, and was not adread of the words that be 
said of Jeremy (or by Jeremiah), the prophet, from the mouth of the Lord. 

48 And he adjured, or charged by oath, of (or by) king Nebuchadnezzar, forsworn went 
away, and his noll made hard, he over-passed the lawful things of the Lord God of Israel. 

49 And the dukes of the Lord’s people bare them(selves) wickedly many things, and they 
did unpiously over all the wickednesses of (the) Gentiles; and they defouled (or defiled) 
the temple of the Lord, that was holy in Jerusalem. 

50 And (the) God of their fathers sent by his angel to again-call them, for the which 
thing he spared to them, and to their tabernacles [or their tabernacle]. 

51 They forsooth scorned in their corners, and that day that the Lord spake, they were 
bobbing his prophets. 

52 The which Lord is stirred to wrath upon his folk, for their irreligiosity. And the 
kings of (the) Chaldeans commanded, and went up, 

53 (and) they slew the young men of them with (the) sword, about the holy temple of 
them; and they spared not to young man, nor to maiden, nor to old man, and to full 
waxen man (or to fully grown man); but also all they be taken into the hands of them; 

54 and they took all the sacred vessels of the Lord, and the king’s coffers, and brought 
those into Babylon. 

55 And they burned up the house of the Lord, and destroyed the walls of Jerusalem, 
and they burned (up) his (or its) towers with fire. 

56 And they wasted all the worship-ful things, and brought them to nought; and they 
brought the people left of (or by) the sword into Babylon. 

57 And they were his thralls, unto the time that (the) Persians reigned, in the fulfilling 
of the word of the Lord, in the mouth of Jeremy; 

58 till that the land would do benignly their sabbaths, he sabbatized all the time of 
their forsaking, in the applying of seventy years. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Reigning Cyrus, king of Persia, in the fulfilling of the word of the Lord, in the mouth 
of Jeremy (or Jeremiah), 

2 the Lord raised up the spirit of Cyrus, king of Persia; and he preached in(to) all his 
realm (al)together by scripture (or by writing), 

3 saying, These things saith Cyrus, king of Persia, The Lord of Israel, the high Lord, 
hath ordained me king to the world of earths (or over the whole earth); 

4 and he signified to me to build to (or for) him an house in Jerusalem, that is in Judah. 

5 If there is any man of your kindred, his Lord go up with him into Jerusalem. 

© Therefore how many ever dwell in places about, help they them that dwell in that 
place, in gold and silver, 

7 in gifts, with horse(s), and beasts, and with other things, the which after vows be 
laid up into the house of the Lord, that is in Jerusalem. 

8 And the standing princes of (the) lineages of (the) towns of Judah, of the lineage of 
Benjamin, and priests and deacons [or Levites], whom the Lord stirred to wend [or to go] 
up, and to build up the house of the Lord, that is in Jerusalem; 

9 and they, that were in the environ, or in (the) compass, of them, should help in (or 
with) all silver and gold of it, and in (or with) beasts, and in (or with) many vows; and many 
others, of whom the wit is stirred, help they also. 
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10 And king Cyrus brought forth the sacred vessels of the Lord, the which Nebuchad- 
nezzar translated (or brought over) from Jerusalem, and (had made) sacred (or consecrated) 
them in his (temple of) maumet(s). 

11 And Cyrus, king of Persia, bringing them forth, took those to Mithradates, that was 
upon (or over) the treasures of him. 

12 Forsooth by him they be taken to Sanabassar, governor of Judea. 

13 Of these things forsooth this is the number; silvern hallowed vessels of liquors 
(or for liquids), two thousand and four hundred; thirty silvern drink-ing vessels; thirty 
golden vials (or phials); and two thousand and four hundred silvern vials (or phials); and 
a thousand other vessels. 

14 Forsooth all the golden and silvern vessels were four thousand and four hundred 
and eight and sixty. 

15 And they be delivered out to Sanabassar, together with them, that were come into 
Jerusalem of the captivity, or thralldom, of Babylon. 

16 Forsooth in the time of Artaxerxes, king of Persia, there wrote to him, of these 
that dwelled in Judea and in Jerusalem, Belemus, and Mithradates, and Tabellius, and 
Rathymus, Beelteth-mus, and Semellius, the scribe, and others dwelling in Samaria, and 
in other places, they wrote this subject letter to king Artaxerxes. 

17 Lord, thy children (or thy servants) Rathymus, and Semellius, the scribe, and other 
doomsmen of thy court, of things that fall in Celosyria and Phenice (or in Greater Syria 
and Phoenicia). 

18 And now be it known to the lord the king, that (the) Jews, the which went up from 
you to us, coming into Jerusalem, a city of fleers-away [or a city again-flown to], and a full 
evil city, they build up the ovens of it, and they (re)set the walls, and rear (or raise up) the 
temple. 

19 That if this city and walls were made up (again), [or were full ended], they shall not 
suffer to yield tributes, but also they shall against-stand to kings. 

20 And for cause that that thing is done about the temple, to have it rightly we have 
deemed to not despise that same thing, 

21 but to make known to the lord [the] king, that if it shall be seen pleasing to the king, 
be it sought in the books of thy fathers; 

22 and thou shalt find in (the) remembrances written of them, and thou shalt know, 
that that city was again-flown (or rebellious), and kings and cities smiting together, 

23 and (the) Jews fleeing again (or rebelling), and making battles in it always; for the 
which cause this city was forsaken [or is desert(ed)]. 

24 Now therefore we make known to the lord [the] king, that if this city were built up, 
and the walls of it were areared, there shall be no coming down to thee into Celosyria 
and Phenice. 

25 Then the king wrote again to Rathymus, that wrote those things that befell, and 
to Beeltethmus, and to Semellius, the scribe, and to others ordained sovereigns and 
dwelling in Syria, and in Phenice (or in Phoenicia), [or to others ordained, and dwellers in 
Syria, and Phenice], he wrote to them these things that be set under. 

26 | have read the letter, that thou sentest to me. Therefore I commanded it to be 
sought; and it was found, that that city was always withstanding to kings, 

27 and (the) men again-fugitive, and making battles in it; and most strong kings 
have been lordshipping in Jerusalem, and asking tributes of Celosyria and Phenice (or 
Phoenicia). 

28 Now therefore I (have) command-(ed) to prevent those men to build up the city, and 
to look [or to purvey], that anything be not made hereafter; but that they pass not into 
full much [or go they not forth into more], 

29 since they be of malice, so that grievances be not brought there to kings. 
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30 Then after these things were rehearsed (or read), that were written of (or from) 
Artaxerxes, the king, Rath-ymus, and Semellius, the scribe, and they that were with 
them ordained, enjoining, hieingly (or hastily) came into Jerusalem, with horsemen, and 
people, and with company; and they began to prevent (or to hinder) the builders. And 
they voided (or ceased)then from the building of the temple [in Jerusalem], unto the second 
year of the realm of Darius, king of Persia. 


CHAPTER 3 
1 King Darius made a great supper to (or for) all his servants, and to all the master 
judges of Media and Persia, 
2 and to all that weared (or wore) purple, and to governors, and to counsellors, and 


to prefects under him, from India unto Ethiopia, to an hundred and seven and twenty 
provinces. 


3 And when they had eaten and drunken, and were fulfilled, they (re)turned again 
(home). Then king Darius went up in his little bed-place, and slept, and (then) was 
(a)waked. 

4 Then those three young men, keepers of the body (or his body-guards), the which kept 
the body of the king [or that kept the body of the king], said one to another, 

5 Say we each of us a word, that before pass (or surpass)in knowing; and whose ever 
word seem wiser than of another [or the tother], king Darius shall give to him great gifts, 

6 and to be covered with purple, and to drink in gold, and to sleep upon gold; and he 
shall give him a golden chariot, with the bridle, and a mitre of bis (or fine linen), and a bie 
(or a band) about the neck; 

7 and he shall sit in the second place from Darius, for his wisdom; and he shall be called 
Darius’ cousin. 

8 Then each of them three writing his word, sealed (it), and put those under the pillow 
of king Darius; 

9 and said, When the king hath risen, they will take [or they shall give] to him their 
things written, and whatever thing the king shall deem of (these) three, and the master 
judges of Persia, forsooth the word of him is wiser than of the others, to him shall be 
given the victory, as it is written. 

10 One wrote, Wine is strong. 

11 Another wrote, The king is stronger. 

12 The third wrote, Women be strongest; truth overcometh forsooth over all things. 

13 And when the king had risen up, they took their things written [or they took their 
written things], and gave those to him, and he read (them). 

14 And he sent (forth) and called all the master judges of Persia, and of the land(of) 
Media, and the clothed men in purple, and the rulers of (the) provinces, and (the) prefects; 

15 and they set in council, and the writings were read before them. 

16 And the king said, Calleth the young men, and they shall show their words. And 
they were called, and they came in. 

17 And Darius said to them, Show ye to us of these things that be written. And the 
first, that had said of the strength of wine, he began, 

18 and said to them, Men! full sur-passing(ly) strong is wine; to all men that drink it, 
it beareth down the mind; 

19 also it maketh the mind vain, both of (the) king and of the fatherless child; also of 
servant and of free men, of poor and of rich; 

20 and it turneth all the mind into secureness, and [in] to gladness; and it remembereth 
not any sorrow and debt; 

21 and it maketh all the entrails honest (or rich); and it remembereth not king, nor 
master judge; and all things it maketh speak by talent(s); 
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22 and when they have drunken, they remember not friendship nor brotherhood, and 
not long after they take (out) swords; 

23 and when they have been drenched of (or drowned in) wine, and rise, they have no 
mind (or memory of) what things they did. 

24 QO men! whether wine is not surpassingly strong, that thus constrain-eth men to 
do? And this thing said, he held his peace. 


CHAPTER 4 
1 And the next follower began to say, that said of the strength of a king, 


2.0 men! whether men be not sur-passingly strong, the which hold land and sea, and 
all things that be in them? 

3 The king forsooth surpasseth above all things, and he hath lordship of them, and 
they do all thing(s), what-ever he will say to them. 

4 And if he send them to fighters, they go, and destroy hills, and walls, and towers; 

5 they be slain and slay, and they pass not the word of the king; for if they overcome, 
they bring to the king all things, whatever things they have spoiled evermore, and all 
other things. 

6 And how many ever (or however many) bear not knighthood, nor fight, but ear (or 
plow) the land, again when they shall reap, they bring tributes to the king. 

7 And he is(but) one (man) alone; and if he bid to slay, they slay; and if he bid them to 
forgive, they forgive; 

8 and if he say them to smite [or and if he say to smite], they smite; if he say to outlaw, 
they outlaw; if he bid them to build, they build; 

9 if he bid to throw down, they throw adown; if he bid to plant, they plant; 

10 and all (the) folk and virtues (or hosts) obeish (or obey) to him; and over all these 
things he shall sit, and drink, and sleep. 

11 These forsooth keep him about [or in environ keep him], and may not go each one (or 
be not able to go each one), and do their own works, but in his word men obeish (or obey) to 
him. 

12 What manner wise surpasseth not the king before others, that thus is loosed? And 
he held his peace. 

13 The third, that had said of women, and of truth; this is said(or he was called) 
Zerubbabel; he began to speak, 

14. OQ men! the king is not great, neither many other men, nor wine surpasseth before; 
who is it then that hath lordship of them? 

15 Whether not women, that have (be) gotten kings, and all the people, the which kings 
have lordship both of (the) sea and of (the) land, and of women they be born? 

16 And they brought forth them that planted vines, of the which wine is made. 

17 And they make the stoles, or long clothes, of all men, and they do glory to men, and 
men may not or be not able to be severed from women. 

18 If they gather together gold and silver, and all fair thing, and see a woman in good(ly) 
array, and in good fairness, 

19 they, forsaking all these things, take heed to her, and the mouth opened, they behold 
her, and they draw more to her than to gold and [or] silver, or any precious thing. 

20 A man shall forsake his father, that nourished him, and his own land, and toa woman 
he joineth him(self) together, 

21 and with a woman he liveth his life, and neither remembereth father, nor mother, 
nor the land of his birth. 

22 And therefore it behooveth us to know, that women have lordship of us. Whether 
ye sorrow not? 

23 And also a man taketh his sword, and goeth in the way to do thefts, and 
manslaughters, and to sail over the sea, and over floods (or on rivers); 
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24 and he seeth a lion, and he goeth in darknesses; and when he hath done his theft, 
and guiles, and ravens, he bringeth it to his lief (or to his love). 

25 And again a man loveth his wife more than father or mother; 

26 and many men be made mad for their wives, and many be made thralls for them; 

27 and many perished, and were strangled, and many have sinned for women, [or and 
sinned, for women]. 

28 And now (be)lieveth me; forsooth a king is great, and his power [or for great is the 
king in his power], for all regions, or kingdoms about, be afeared to touch him. 

29 | saw neverthelater (or neverthe-less) Apame, the daughter of Bartacus, the wonder- 
ful man [or the daughter of (the) wonderful man Bartacus], the secondary wife (or concubine) 
of the king, sitting beside the king at the right side; 

30 and taking away the diadem (or the crown) from his head, and putting it on herself, 
and with the palm of her left hand she smote the king. 

31 And over these things, the mouth opened, he beheld her, and if she laugh to (or at) 
him, he laughed, and if she were wroth to him, he glosseth (or he flattereth), or pleaseth, 
unto the time that he be reconciled [in] to grace. 

32.0 men! why be not women strongest? Great is the earth, and heaven is high, that 
do these things. 

33 Then the king and the purpled men beheld either into (the) other; and he began to 
speak of truth. 

34 men! whether women be not strong? Great is the earth, and heaven is high, and 
the course of the sun is swift; it is turned in the compass of heaven, and again it runneth 
again into the same place in a day. 

35 Whether he is not a great doer, that maketh these things? and truth great, and 
stronger before all things? 

36 All (the) earth calleth inwardly (the) truth, also it blesseth heaven, and all works be 
moved and dread it; and there is no wicked thing with it. 

37 (A) Wicked king, and wicked women, and all the sons [or all the works] of men be 
wicked, and there is not truth in them, and in their wickedness they shall perish; 

38 and truth dwelleth, and waxeth into without end, and it liveth, and wieldeth, into 
worlds of worlds. 

39 It is not with truth to out-take (or to accept) persons, and differences; but it doeth 
those things that be rightful [or rightwise], to all unrightwise and evil men; and all men 
be made benign in his works. 

40 And there is not wickedness in his doom, but there is strength, and realm, and 
power, and majesty of all endurings above time. Blessed be the God of truth! 

41 And then he left (off) in speaking. And all the peoples cried, and said, Great is truth, 
and it (sur)passeth before all others. 

42 Then the king said to him, Ask, if thou wilt, anything moreover, than there be 
written, and I shall give (it) to thee, after that thou art found (the) wiser; and next to 
me thou shalt sit, and thou shalt be called my cousin. 

43 Then said he to the king, Be thou mindful of the vow, that thou vowed-est, to build 
up Jerusalem, in the day in which thou took the realm; 

44 and to send again (or away) all the vessels, that be taken from Jerusalem, the which 
Cyrus parted (or set apart), when he slew Babylon, and would send again those things 
thither. 

45 And thou wouldest build up the temple, that Idumeans burned (up), for Judea is put 
out of their terms, or marches, of (or by) the Chaldeans. 

46 And now, lord, this it is that I ask, and that I bid; this is the majesty that I ask of thee, 
that thou do the vow that thou vowedest to the King of heaven, of (or with) thy mouth. 
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47 Then Darius, the king, rising kissed him, and wrote epistles to all the dispensators, 
and prefects, and to men clothed in purple, that they should lead him forth, and them 
that were with him, all wending [or going] up to build Jerusalem. 

48 And to all the prefects that were in (Celo)Syria and Phenice (or in Greater Syria and 
Phoenicia), and (in) Lebanon, he wrote epistles, that they should draw (up) cedar trees 
from the hill Lebanon into Jerusalem, (and) that they build up the city with them. 

49 And he wrote to all the Jews, that went up from the realm in(to) Judea, for freedom, 
that any man of power, or master judge, and prefect, should not come over to the gates 
of them, 

50 and each region, that they had hold (of), to be free from them; and that Idumeans 
leave up [or left] the castles of Jews, that they withheld (and that the Edomites should let go 
of the towns of the Jews, that they held), 

51 and to give year by year twenty talents, into (the) making of the temple, unto the 
time that it be full(y) builded; 

52 and each day to offer hosts upon the place of sacred things (or the altar), as they be 
commanded; to offer, by all years, (an)other ten talents; 

53 and to all men, that go forth from Babylon, to make the city, as freedom were, both 
to them, and to the sons of them, and to [all] the priests that go before. 

54 Forsooth also he wrote the quantity; and he commanded the sacred stole(s), or 
vestment (s), to be given, in which they should serve; 

55 and he wrote (the) wages to be given to the deacons [or Levites], unto the day that 
the house should be fully ended, and Jerusalem made out; 

56 and he wrote to all men keeping the city, to give to the builders lots and wages. 

57 And he left (for) them (or he let go to them) all the vessels, that Cyrus had parted (or 
had set apart) from Babylon; and all things, whatever Cyrus said, he commanded it to be 
done, and to be sent to Jerusalem. 

58 And when that young man had gone forth, raising his face toward Jeru-salem, he 
blessed the King of heaven, 

59 and said, Of thee, Lord, is victory, and of thee is wisdom, and clearness (or glory), 
and I am thy servant. 

60 Thou art blessed [or Blessed thou art], for thou hast given to me wisdom, and I 
acknowledge to thee, Lord of our fathers. 

61 And he took the epistles, or (the) letters, and went forth into Babylon; and he came, 
and told to all his brethren, that were in Babylon. 

62 And they blessed the God of their fathers, that gave to them forgiveness and 
refreshing, 

63 that they should go up, and build Jerusalem, and the temple, where his name is 
named in it; and they joyed [full out] with musics and with gladness (for) seven days. 


CHAPTER 5 

1 After these things forsooth there were princes chosen of (or from their) towns, that 
they should wend [or go] up, by houses, by their lineages, and the wives of them, and the 
sons and daughters of them, and servants and handmaidens of them, and their beasts. 

2 And king Darius sent together with them a thousand horsemen, to the time that they 
brought them into Jerusalem, with peace, and with musics, and timbres, and trumps; 

3 and all the brethren were playing. And he made them to go up together with them. 

4 And these be the names of the men, that went up, by their towns, into lineages, and 
into (the) part of the princehood of them. 

5 Priests; the sons of Phinehas, the sons of Aaron, Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), the son 
of Josedek, the son of Saraeas, (and) Joakim, the son of Zer-ubbabel, son of Salathiel, of 
the house of David, of the progeny of Phares (or Perez), of the lineage forsooth of Judah, 
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6 that spake under Darius, king of Persia, marvellous doing words, in the second year 
of his realm [or of his reign], in April (or Nisan), the first month. 

7 Forsooth these it be, that went up of Judah from the captivity, or thralldom, of the 
transmigration, whom Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, translated (or brought over) into 
Babylon; 

8 and each is (re)turned again into Jerusalem, and into all the cities of Judea, each into 
his own city, that came with Zerubbabel, and with Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua); Nehemiah, 
Zar-aeas, and Resaiah, Eneneus, Mardoch-aeus (or Mordecai), Beelsarus, Asphar-asus, 
Reeliah, Romelius, (and) Baana, one of the princes of them. 

9 And the number from the Gentiles of them, from the provosts, or reeves, of them; 
the sons of Phoros, two thousand an hundred seventy and two; (the sons of Saphat, four 
hundred seventy and two); 

10 the sons of Ares, seven hundred fifty and six; 

1 the sons of Pahath-moab, two thousand eight hundred and twelve; 

12 the sons of Elam, a thousand two hundred fifty and four; the sons of Zathui, nine 
hundred forty and five; the sons of Chorbe, seven hundred and five; the sons of Bani, six 
hundred forty and eight; 

13 the sons of Bebai, six hundred twenty and three; the sons of Astaa, three thousand 
two hundred twenty and two; 

14 the sons of Adonikam, six hundred sixty and seven; the sons of Bagoi, two thousand 
sixty and six; the sons of Adin, four hundred fifty and four; 

15 the sons of Ater (the son of) Hezekiah, ninety and two; the sons of Keilan and Azetas, 
threescore and seven; the sons of Azurus, four hundred thirty and two; 

16 the sons of Annias, an hundred and one; the sons of Arom, thirty-two; the sons of 
Bassa, three hundred twenty and three; the sons of Arsiphurith, an hundred and two (or 
twelve); 

17 the sons of Baeterus, three thousand and five; the sons of Bethlo-mon, an hundred 
twenty and three; 

18 the sons of Netophah, fifty and five; the sons of Anathoth, an hundred fifty and 
eight; the sons of Bethas-moth, forty and two; 

19 the sons of Cariathiarius, twenty and five; the sons of Caphira and Beroth, seven 
hundred forty and three; the sons of Pira, seven hundred; 

20 the sons of Chadias and Ammidoi, four hundred twenty and two; the sons of Cirama 
and Gabdes, six hundred twenty and one; 

21 the sons of Macalon, an hundred twenty and two; the sons of Betolio, fifty and two; 
the sons of Phinis, an hundred fifty and six; 

22 the sons of Calamolalus and Onus, seven hundred twenty and five; the sons of 
Jerechus, two hundred forty and five; 

23 the sons of Sanaas, three thousand three hundred and thirty. 

24 Priests: the sons of Jeddu, the son of Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), among the sons of 
Anasib, nine hundred seventy and two; the sons of Emmer-uth (or Immer), a thousand 
fifty and two; 

25 the sons of Phassurus, a thousand forty and seven; the sons of Charme, a thousand 
and seventeen. 

26 Deacons [or Levites]; the sons of Jessue, and Cadmielus, and Bannus, and Sudius, 
four and seventy; all the number from the two and twenty year, thirty thousand four 
hundred and two and sixty; sons, and daughters, and wives, all the numbering, sixty 
thousand two hundred and two and forty. 

27 The sons of priests, that sung in the temple; the sons of Asaph, an hundred and 
eight and twenty. 
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28 Ushers forsooth (or The porters); the sons of Salum, the sons of Atar, the sons of 
Tolmon, the sons of Dacubi, the sons of Ateta, the sons of Sabi, (in) all an hundred and 
nine and thirty. 

29 Priests, serving in the temple (or The Temple servants); (the) sons of Esau, the sons of 
Asipha, the sons of Taboth, the sons of Keras, the sons of Susa, the sons of Phaleas, the 
sons of Labana, the sons of Aggaba, 


30 the sons of Acud, the sons of Uta, the sons of Ketab, the sons of Gaba, the sons of 
Subai, the sons of Anan, the sons of Cathua, the sons of Geddur, 

31 the sons of Jairus, the sons of Desan, the sons of Noeba, the sons of Chaseba, the sons 
of Gazera, the sons of Ozius, the sons of Phinoe, the sons of Asara, the sons of Basthae, 
the sons of Asana, the sons of Maani, the sons of Naphisi, the sons of Acum, the sons of 


Achipha, the sons of Asur, the sons of Pharakim, the sons of Baaloth, 

32 the sons of Meedda, the sons of Coutha, the sons of Charea, the sons of Barchue, the 
sons of Serar, the sons of Thomi, the sons of Nasith, the sons of Atepha. 

33 Solomon, the sons of him (or The sons of Solomon’s servants); the sons of Asapphioth, 
the sons of Pharida, the sons of Jeeli, the sons of Lozon, the sons of Isdael, the sons of 
Saphythi, 

34 the sons of Hagia, the sons of Phacareth, the sons of Sabie, the sons of Sarothie, the 
sons of Masias, the sons of Gas, the sons of Addus, the sons of Subas, the sons of Apherra, 
the sons of Barodis, the sons of Saphat, the sons of Adlon. 

35 All these were in holy serving; and the children of Solomon were four hundred 
fourscore and two. 

36 These be the sons that went up to (or from) Thermeleth and Thelsas; the princes of 
them were Charaathalar and Alar; 

37 and they might not tell out their cities, and their progenies, what manner they be; 
and of Israel, the sons of Dalan, the sons of Ban, the sons of Necodan, (six hundred and 
fifty-two). 

38 And of the priests, that used (the office of the) priesthood, and were [not] found; the 
sons of Obdia, the sons of Accos, the sons of Joddus, that took Augia (as his) wife, (one) of 
the daughters of Barzillai, and they be called by the name of her; 

39 and of these is sought the genealogy written [or the written genealogy] of the kindred, 
and they be prevented to use (the office of the) priesthood. 

40 And Nehemiah said to them, and Attharias, that they take not part of the holy 
things, till the time that there arise a taught bishop, into showing (or revelation) and 
truth. 

41 All Israel forsooth was twelve thousand (or All Israel twelve years of age and older), out- 
ea (or besides) servants and handmaidens, two and forty thousand three hundred and 
sixty. 

42 The servants of [them, and](the) handmaidens were seven thousand three hundred 
and seven and thirty (or forty); singers and singsters [or singeresses], two hundred and five 
and sixty (or forty); 

43 camels, four hundred and five and thirty; horses, seven thousand six and thirty; 
mules, two hundred thousand and five and forty (or two hundred and five and forty); beasts 
under yoke, five thousand (and five hundred) and five and twenty. 

44 And of those provosts, or reeves, by towns, while they should come into the temple 
of as that was in Jeru-salem, to be avowed to rear up the temple in his place, after their 
virtue; 

45 and the holy treasury to be given into the temple of works [or to be given into the 
temple (into) the holy treasury of works], were eleven thousand bezants, and an hundred 
priests’ stoles. 

46 And there dwelled (the) priests, and deacons [or Levites], and others, that were of the 
people, in Jerusalem, and in the realm [or region]; and the holy singers, and ushers (or the 
porters), and all Israel, in their regions. 
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47 While the seventh month yet lasted, and when the sons of Israel were each in his 
own things, they came together of one accord into the porch (or open space), that was 
before the east gate. 

48 And while Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), the son of Josedek, and his brethren, (the) 
priests, stood, and Zerubbabel, the son of Salathiel, and his brethren, they made ready 
an altar, 

49 that they would offer on it burnt sacrifices, after those things that be written in the 
book of Moses, the man of God. 

50 And there came to them of other nations of the land, and reared (up) the holy 
treasury in his (or its own) place, all the folk of the land; and they offered hosts, and 
burnt sacrifices of the morrowtide to the Lord. 

51 And they did the feast of tabernacles, and a solemn day, as it is written in the law, 
and sacrifices each day, as it behooved. 

52 And after these things they ordain-ed offerings, and hosts of sabbaths, and of new 
moons, and of all solemn days hallowed [or all hallowed solemn days]. 

53 And how many ever vowed to the Lord, from the time of the new moon of the 
seventh month, they took hosts to offer to God; and the temple of the Lord was not 
yet builded up [or yet was not built up]. 

54 And they gave money to masons, and to wrights, and drinks [or and drink] and meats, 
with joy. 

55 And they gave cars (or carts) to (the) Sidonians and to (the) Tyrians (or the men of Tyre), 
that they should carry over to them from Lebanon wood cedar beams, and to make a navy 
ey the haven of Joppa, after the decree that was written to them from Cyrus, king of 

ersia. 

56 And in the second year (after) they came into (or back to) the temple of God, into 
Jerusalem; the second month Zerubbabel began, the son of Salathiel, and Jesus, (or Jeshua, 
or Joshua), the son of Josedek, and the brethren of them, and (the) priests, and Levites (or 
deacons), and all they that came from the captivity into Jerusalem; 

57 and founded the temple of God, in the new moon of the second month of the second 
year, when they had come into Judea and to Jerusalem; 

58 and set deacons [or Levites] from the age of twenty years (old) upon the works of 
the Lord. And Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), stood, (and) his son(s), and his brethren, all 
the deacons [or all Levites] together casting, and executors, or followers, of the law, and 
doing works in the house of the Lord. 

59 And there stood (the) priests, hav-ing stoles, or long clothes, with trumps, and (the) 
Levites (or the deacons), the sons of Asaph, having cymbals, 

60 together praising the Lord, and blessing him, after the manner of David, king of 
Israel. 

61 And they sung a song to the Lord, for his sweetness and his worship into worlds, or 
ever (more), upon all Israel. 

62 And all the people sung with trumps, and cried with (a) great (or a loud) voice, 
praising together the Lord, in the rearing (up) of the Lord’s house. 

63 And there came many of the priests, and of (the) deacons [or Levites], and of (the) 
presidents after (the) towns (or the princes of the towns), to the elders that had seen the 
rather house (or the first Temple), and at the building up of this house, with cry(ing), and 
with great wailing; 

64 and many with trumps, and great joy, 

65 so that the people heard not the trumps, for the great wailing of the people. 
Forsooth there was a company singing worshipfully in trumps (or with the trumpets), so 
that it was heard afar. 

66 And the enemies heard the lineages of Judah and of Benjamin, and came to know, 
what was this voice (or meaning) of (the) trumps. 
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67 And they knew, that they that were of the captivity builded, [or built], the temple to 
the Lord God of Israel. 

68 And the enemies coming nigh to Zerubbabel, and to Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), and 
to the reeves of (the) towns, they said to them, We shall build together with you. 

69 In like manner forsooth we have heard our Lord, and we have gone together from 
the days of Asbasareth (or Esarhaddon), king of Assyrians, that over-passed from hence, 
[or that went over hence], (or that brought us here). 

70 And Zerubbabel, and Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), and the princes of the towns of 
Israel said to them, It (be)longeth not to us and to you together to build up the house of 
our God; 

71 forsooth we alone shall build the house of our God, after those things, that Cyrus, 
king of Persia, commanded. 

72 The Gentiles forsooth of the land living with them that be in Judea, and rearing up 
the work of building, and bringing forth both (their) espies and people, they prevented 
them to build up; 

73 and they hindered (the) men, haunting the goings-to, (so) that the building should 
not be ended in all the time of the life of the king Cyrus; and they drew along the making- 
up by two years, unto the reign of Darius. 


CHAPTER 6 

1 Forsooth in the second year of the realm of Darius, Haggai prophesied, and 
Zechariah, the son of Addo, a prophet, with Judea and in Jerusalem, in the name of the 
Lord God of Israel, upon them. 

2 Then standing Zerubbabel, the son of Salathiel, and Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), the 
son of Josedek, they began to build up the house of the Lord, that is in Jerusalem; when 
there were nigh to them, (yea), (the) prophets of the Lord, and helped them. 

3 In that time came to them Sisinnes, the under-little-king of Syria and of Phenice (or 
Phoenicia), and Sathrabuzanes, and his fellows. And they said to them, 

4 Who commanded to you, that ye build this house, and this roof, and many other 
things (that) ye perform? and who be those builders [or the builders], that build up these 
things? 

5 And the elder men of Israel had grace of (or from) the Lord, when the visitation of 
them was made upon them that were of the captivity; 

6 and they were not hindered to build up, to the time that it were signified to Darius 
of all these things, and an answer were taken again. 

7 This is the ensample of the letter, that Sisinnes, the under-(little-)king of Syria and 
of Phenice (or of Phoenicia), and Sathrabuzanes, and their fellows, rulers in Syria and in 
Phenice (or in Phoenicia), sent to the king. To king Darius, greeting(s). 

8 All things be they known to the lord the king; forsooth when we came into the region 
of Judea, and went into Jerusalem, we found men 

9 building a great house of God, and a temple of great polished stones, and of precious 
materials in the walls; 

10 and those works busily in making, and to help, and to make wealsome in the hands 
of them, and in all glory, full diligently to be performed. 

11 Then we asked the elder men, saying, Who suffered (or allowed) you to build this 
house, and to build [or (to) found] these works? 

12 Therefore forsooth we asked them, (so) that we might make known to thee the men, 
and the provosts, or reeves; and we asked them the writing of the names of the masters 
of the work. 

13 And they answered to us, saying, We be servants of the Lord, that made both heaven 
and earth [or that made heaven and earth]; 
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14 and this house was builded [or built] before these many years of (or by) the king of 
Israel, that was great, and a full strong king, and it was destroyed again[or full ended]. 

15 And for our fathers stirred and sinned against [the] God of Israel, he betook them 
into the hands of Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, king of (the) Chaldeans; 

16 and they destroyed and burned up this house, and they brought the people made 
thrall [or captive] into Babylon. 

17 Tn the first year reigning Cyrus, king of Babylon, king Cyrus wrote to build up this 
house; 

18 and those holy golden vessels and silvern, that Nebuchadnezzar had borne away 
from the house of God, that is in Jerusalem, and had (made) sacred (or had consecrated) 
them in his temple, again king Cyrus brought them forth from the temple that was in 
Babylon, and they were betaken to Zerubbabel, and to Sanabassar, the under-little-king. 

19 And it was commanded to them, that they offer these vessels, and they should lay 
them up in the temple, that was in Jerusalem, and to build up that temple of God in that 
place. 

20 Then Sanabassar under-laid the foundaments of the house of the Lord, that is in 
Jerusalem; and from thence unto now is (still) abuilding, and hath taken no full ending. 

21 Now then, O king! if it is deemed of (or by) thee, that it be perfectly sought [or be it 
perfectly sought] in the king’s libraries of king Cyrus, that be in Babylon; 

22 and if it were found in the counsel of king Cyrus, (that) the making of the house of 
the Lord, that is in Jerusalem, to be begun, and if it shall be showed of (or by) the lord our 
king, write he to us of these things. 

23 Then king Darius commanded to be inwardly sought in the libraries; and there was 
found in Ecbatana, a borough town, that is in the middle region, a place (or a roll), in the 
which were written these things. 

24 The first year reigning Cyrus king, Cyrus commanded to build up the house of the 
Lord, that is in Jerusalem, where they burned with continual fire; 

25 whose height was made of sixty cubits, and the breadth of sixty cubits, squared with 
three polished stones, and with solar (or throne) tree of the same region, and with one 
new solar (or with three rows of polished stones, and one row of new wood from the same region); 
and costs to be given (out) of the house of king Cyrus; 

26 and the holy vessels of the house of the Lord, both golden and silvern, that 
Nebuchadnezzar bare away, that those [or they] be put thither into the house, that is 
in Jerusalem, where they were put. 

27 And he commanded Sisinnes, the under-little-king of Syria and Phenice (or 
Phoenicia), and Sathrabuzanes, and his fellows, to do their(own) business, and they 
that were in Syria and Phenice (or Phoenicia) ordained rulers, that they should abstain 
them(selves) from the same place. 

28 And I also commanded to make (or build)it up all (again), and I looked forth, that 
they help them that be of the captivity of (the) Jews, unto the time that the temple of 
the house of the Lord be full(y) ended (or finished); 

29 and a quantity to be given dili-gently to these men of the travail of the tributes of 
Celosyria and Phenice (or taxes of Greater Syria and Phoenicia), to the sacrifice of the Lord, 
to Zerubbabel, the prefect, to bulls, and wethers (or rams), and to lambs; 

30 also forsooth both wheat, and salt, wine, and oil, busily by all years, as the priests, 
that be in Jerusalem, ordained to be fulfilled each day, without any delay; 

31 also that there be offered offer-ings of liquors (or liquid sacrifices) to the highest God, 
for the king, and for his children, and pray they for the life of them. 

32 And be it denounced (or announced), that whosoever over-pass anything of these 
things that be written, either [or] despise (them), be there taken a tree of their own, and 
be they hanged thereon, and their goods be escheated (or forfeited) to the king. 
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33 Therefore also the Lord, whose name is inwardly called there, outlaw he each king 
and folk, that stretch out their hand to offend [or to hinder], or to evil treat that house of 
the Lord, that is in Jerusalem. 

34 I, king Darius, have made a decree, to be done as most diligently after these things. 


CHAPTER 7 

1 Then Sisinnes, the under-little-king of Celosyria and Phenice (or the governor of 
Greater Syria and Phoe-nicia), and Sathrabuzanes, and their fellows, obeyed to these things, 
that were deemed of (or by) king Darius, 

2 and stood full diligently into the holy works, working together with the elder men 
of (the) Jews, (and) princes of Syria (or the temple officers). 

3 And the holy works be made wealsome, as the prophets Haggai and Zechariah 
prophesied. 

4 And they fulfilled all things, after the behest (or the command) of the Lord God of 
Israel, and after the counsel of Cyrus, and of Darius, and of Artaxerxes, king(s) of Persia. 

5 And our house is ended (or was finished), in the three and twentieth day of the month 
of March, in the sixth year of king Darius. 

6 And the sons of Israel, and the priests, and (the) deacons [or Levites], and others that 
were of the captivity, the which be set to, did after those things that be written in the 
book of Moses. 

7 And they offered into the dedi-cation of the temple of the Lord, an hundred bulls, 
two hundred wethers (or rams), four hundred lambs; 

8 (and) twelve kids, for the sins of all Israel, after the number of the twelve lineages of 
Israel. 

9 And the priests and (the) deacons [or Levites] stood, clothed [or clad] with the stoles, 
by their lineages, upon the works of the Lord God of Israel, after the book of Moses; and 
there were porters [or ushers] by all the gates. 

10 And the sons of Israel did that pask, with them that were of the captivity, in the 
moon of the first month, the fourteenth day, when the priests and (the) deacons be 
hallowed. 

11 And all the sons of (the) captivity they be not hallowed together, for (or but) all the 
Levites be hallowed together. 

12 And they offered (the) pask to all the sons of (the) captivity, and to their brethren 
(the) priests, and to themselves. 

13 And the sons of Israel, the which were of the captivity, all they that had left (or 
separated) from all the cursed-nesses of (the) Gentiles, or heathen folk, of the earth, ate, 
and sought the Lord; 

14 and they hallowed the feast day of therf loaves, seven days eating in the sight of the 
Lord; 

15 for he converted the counsel of the king of Assyria in (or towards) them, to comfort 
(or to strengthen) the hands of them to (or in) the works of the Lord God of Israel. 


CHAPTER 8 

1 And after this, while Artaxerxes, king of Persia, reigned, there went to Ezra, a man 
that was the son of Seraiah (or there came Ezra, the son of Seraiah), son of Azariah, son of 
Hilkiah, son of Shallum, 

2 son of Zadok, son of Ahitub, son of Amariah, son of Azariah, son of Meraioth, son of 
Zerahiah, son of Uzzi, son of Bukki, son of Abishua, son of Phinehas, son of Eleazar, son 
of Aaron, the first priest. 

3 This Ezra went up from Babylon, when he was (a) scribe, and witty, (or witting, or 
knowing) in the law of Moses, the which was given of (or by) the Lord of Israel, to say it 
and do it. 
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4 And the king gave to him glory, that he had found grace in all dignity, and in desire, 
in the sight of him. 

5 And there went up with him into Jerusalem (some) of the sons of Israel, both priests, 
and deacons, and (the) holy singers of the temple, and ushers, (or porters), and servants 
of the temple. 

® In the seventh year reigning Artaxerxes, in the fifth month, this is the seventh year 
of the realm [or the reign], going out forsooth from Babylon in the new moon of the 
fifth month, they came to Jerusalem, after the behests (or commands) of him, when the 
prosperity of the way was granted [or given] to them of (or by) that Lord. 

7 In these things forsooth Ezra wielded great discipline, lest he passed (over) anything 
of those things that were of the law of the Lord, and of the behests (or commandments), 
and in teaching all Israel all rightwiseness and doom (or judgements). 

8 They forsooth that write the writings of king Artaxerxes, coming nigh, took writing 
that (or Now regarding the ordinance, or the decree), that came from king Artaxerxes to Ezra, 
the priest, and reader of the law of the Lord, the ensample of the which thing written is 
set next after [or of which thing the example is laid under(neath)]. 

9 King Artaxerxes to Ezra, the priest, and reader of the law of the Lord, sendeth 
greeting(s). 

10 More benign I deeming also to benefits, commanded to them that desire of the 
folk of (the) Jews their own things willfully (or willingly), and of the priests, and of (the) 
deacons [or Levites], that be in my realm, to fellowship with thee into Jerusalem. 

11 Then if any covet to go with thee, come they together, and go they forth, as it 
pleaseth to me, and to my seven friends (the) counsellors; 

12 that they visit those things, that be done after (or unto) Judea and Jerusalem, keeping 
the law, as thou hast in the law of the Lord; 

13 and bear they gifts to the Lord of Israel, whom I knew, and the friends of Jerusalem, 
and all the gold and the silver, that were found in the realm of Babylon, be it borne to 
the Lord in Jerusalem, 

14 with that that is given of (or by) those folk in (or for) the temple of the Lord, of (or by) 
them that is in Jeru-salem; that this gold be gathered and silver [or that be gathered this 
gold and silver], to bulls, and wethers (or rams), and to lambs, and kids, and that to these 
be covenable (or suitable); 

15 that they offer hosts to the Lord, upon the altar of the Lord of them, that is in 
Jerusalem. 

16 And all things whatever thou wilt do with thy brethren, perform it with (the) gold 
and silver, for thy will, after the behest of the Lord thy God. 

17 And the sacred holy vessels, the which were given to thee, to (or for) the works of 
the Lord’s house, thy God, that is in Jerusalem, 

18 and other things, whatever will help to (or for) the works of the temple of thy God, 
thou shalt give it(out) of the king’s treasury, when thou wilt make the work with thy 
brethren, with gold and silver; and perform thou all thing(s) after the will of thy Lord. 

19 And I, king Artaxerxes, have commanded to [the] keepers of the treasures of Syria 
and of Phenice (or to the treasury officials of Syria and Phoenicia), that whatever things Ezra, 
the priest, and (the) reader of the law of the Lord, write for, busily (or swiftly) be it given 
to him, 

20 unto an hundred talents of silver, also and of gold [or (in) like manner and of gold]; and 
unto an hundred bushels of wheat, and an hundred vessels of wine, and other things, 
whatever abound, without taxing. 

21 All things be done (un)to the highest God, after the law of God, lest peradventure 
wrath arise up in the realm of the king, and of his son, and of the sons of him. 
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22 To you forsooth it was said, that to all the priests, and deacons [or Levites], and to (the) 
holy singers, and servants of the temple, and to (the) scribes of this temple, no tribute, 
nor any other preventing or hindering be borne to them, nor have there any man power 
to against-cast (or impose) anything to them. 

23 Thou forsooth, Ezra, after the wisdom of God ordain doomsmen (or judges) and 
arbitrators, in all Syria and Phenice (or Phoenicia), and teach all (those) that know (not) 
the law of thy God [or all that the law of thy God knew (not), teach]; 

24 that how many ever [over]-pass (or transgress) the law, they be busily (or swiftly) 
punished, or by death, or by torment, or also by mulcting, or punishing, of money, or by 
departing away. 

25 And Ezra, the scribe, said, Blessed be the Lord God of our fathers, that gave this 
will (or this desire) into the heart of the king, to clarify (or to glorify) his house, that is in 
Jerusalem; 

26 and hath worshipped (or honoured) me in (the) sight of the king, and of his 
counsellors, and of his friends, and of his purpled men. 

27 And I am made steadfast in inwit, after the helping of the Lord our God; and I 
gathered of Israel men (or I gathered men of Israel), that they should go up together with 
me. 

28 And these be the provosts, after their countries, and apportional prince-hoods of 
them, that with me went up from Babylon, in the realm of Artaxerxes. 

29 Of the sons of Phineas was Gershom; of the sons of Ithamar, Gamael; of the sons of 
David, Attus, the son of Sechenias; 

30 of the sons of Phoros, Zechariah, and with him be turned again an hundred men 
and fifty; 

31 of the sons of Pahath-moab, Eliaonias, (the son of) Zaraeas, and with him two hundred 
men and fifty; 

32 of the sons of Zathoe, Sechenias (the son of) Jezelus, and with him two hundred men 
and fifty; of the sons of Adin, Obeth (the son of) Jonathan, and with him two hundred men 
and fifty; 

33 of the sons of Elam, Jessias (the son of) Gotholias, and with him seventy men; 

34 of the sons of Sophotias, Zerahiah (the son of) Michael, and with him fourscore men; 

35 of the sons of Joab, Abadias (the son of) Jezelus, and with him two hundred men and 
twelve; 

36 of the sons of Bani, Assalimoth (the son of) Josiphiah, and with him an hundred men 
and sixty; 

37 of the sons of Babi, Zechariah (the son of) Bebai, and with him two hundred men and 
eight (or twenty-eight men); 

38 of the sons of Astath, Johanan (the son of) Hacatan, and with him an hundred men 
and ten; 

39 of the sons of Adonikam, that be the last, and these be the names of them, 
Eliphalatus, Jeuel, and Samaeas, and with them seventy men; 

40 (This verse is omitted in the original text.) 

41 And I gathered them to the flood, that is said Theras and Methati (or And I gathered 
them together at the river, that is called Theras); there we were (for) three days, and I knew 
them. 

42 And of the sons of (the) priests and of (the) Levites I found not there. 

43 And I sent to Eleazar, and to Iduel, and Maasmas, 

44 and Elnathan, and Samaeas, and Joribus, Nathan, Ennatas, Zechariah, [and] 
Mosollamus, the which were leaders and wise men. 

45 And I said to them that they should come to Doldaeus, (the chief official), that was at 
the place of the treasury. 
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46 And I sent to them, that they should say to Doldaeus, and (to) his brethren, and to 
them that were in the treasury, that they should send to us them that should use (the 
office of the) priesthood in the house of the Lord our God. 

47 And they brought to us, after the strong hand of the Lord our God, wise men of the 
sons of Mahli, son of Levi, son of Israel, Asebebias, and (his) sons, and (his) brethren, that 
were eighteen; 

48 (and) Asebias, and Annunus, and Hosaeas, his brother, of the sons of Chanunaeus; 
and the sons of them, were twenty men. 

49 And of them that served in the temple, the which David and they princes gave [or 
the which David gave, and they princes], to the working to the Levites, to the temple, of men 
serving, two hundred and twenty. The names of all be signified in (the) scriptures (or in 
the register). 

50 And I vowed there fasting to (the) young men, in the sight of the Lord, (so) that I 
should seek of him a good way to us (or so that I should seek from him a good way for us), and 
to (or for) them that were with us, of sons, and beasts, for espies (or safe from ambush). 

51 Forsooth I shamed to ask of the king (for) footmen and horsemen, in fellowship of 
grace, of keeping against our adversaries. 

52 Forsooth we said to the king, For the virtue of the Lord shall be with them, that 
inwardly seek him in all effect. 

53 And (so) again we prayed the Lord our God, after these things, whom also we had 
benignly; and we be made whole to our God. 

54 And I parted (or set apart) of the provosts of the folk, and of the priests of the temple, 
twelve men, and Sarabias (or yea, Sarabias), and Asamias, and ten men with them of their 
brethren. 

55 And I weighed (out) to (or for) them (the) silver and (the) gold, and (the) priests’ 
vessels, of the house of the Lord our God, the which the king had given, and his 
counsellors, and princes, and all Israel. 

56 And when I had peised (or weighed)it(out), I took an hundred talents of silver and 
fifty, and silvern vessels of an hundred talents, and of gold an hundred talents, 

57 and of golden vessels sevenscore, and twelve brazen vessels of good shining metal, 
yielding the likeness of gold. 

58 And I said to them, Both ye be holy to the Lord, and the vessels be holy, and the gold 
and the silver is of the avow to the Lord God of our fathers. 

59 Wake ye, and keep it, till the time that ye take it of (or to) the provosts of the people, 
and of the priests, and of the deacons, and of (the) princes of the cities of Israel, and 
Jerusalem [or in Jerusalem], in the privy chamber of the house of our God. 

60 And these priests and deacons [or Levites], that took (the) gold and silver, and (the) 
vessels, that were in Jerusalem, they brought those into the temple of the Lord. 

61 And we moved forth from the flood of Theras, the twelfth day of the first month, 
till that we went into Jerusalem. 

62 And when the third day was done, the fourth day forsooth the peised gold and silver 
was betaken into the house of the Lord our God, to Marmathi, the son of Uri, the priest; 

63 and with him was Eleazar, the son of Phinehas; and there were with them Jozabdus, 
the son of Jeshua, and Moeth, and Sabannus, the son of a deacon (or and Moeth, the son of 
Sabannus, Levites); all things (were delivered to them) at number and weight. 

64 And the weight of them is written (up) in the same hour. 

65 Those forsooth, that came from the captivity, offered sacrifice of (or unto) the Lord 
of Israel, twelve bulls for all Israel, fourscore wethers and six (or eighty-six rams), 

66 two and seventy lambs, twelve goats for sin, and twelve kine for health; all into the 
sacrifice of the Lord. 
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67 And again they read the behests of the king to the king’s dispensers, and to the little- 
under-kings (or to the under-little-kings) of Celosyria, and of Phenice; and they worshipped 
the folk and the temple of the Lord. 

68 And after these things were ended, they came to me, saying, 

69 The kindred of Israel, and the princes, and the priests, and Levites (or deacons), 
and alien folks, and (the) nations of the land, have not parted away [or severed] their 
uncleannesses from the Canaanites, and Hittites, and from (the) Perizzites, and Jebusites, 
and from the Moabites, and Egyptians, and Idumeans (or Edomites); 

70 forsooth they were joined to the daughters of them, both they and their sons; and 
the holy seed was [or is] mingled (or mixed) together with the heathen folk of the land; and 
the provosts and master judges were partners of this wickedness, from the beginning of 
that realm. 

71 And anon (or at once) as I heard these things, I cut my clothes, and the hallowed [or 
the sacred] coat, and I tore the hairs of mine head, and the beard, and I sat sorrowing, 
and dreary. 

72 And there came to me then as many as ever were moved in (or by) the word of the 
Lord God of Israel, wailing me [or me wailing] upon this wickedness (or while I wailed over 
this iniquity); and I sat sorrowful unto the eventide sacrifice. 

73 And then I rising from fasting, having my clothes cut, kneeled much [or much 
kneeling], and stretching out mine hands to the Lord, 

74 1 said, Lord, Iam confounded (or confused), and I am adread before thy face. 

75 Forsooth our sins be multiplied upon our heads, and our wickednesses be enhanced 
(or be exalted or raised up) unto heaven; 

76 for from the time of our fathers we have been in great sin unto this day. 


77 And for our own sins, and for the sins of our fathers we be taken, with our brethren, 
and with our priests, and with kings of the land, into sword, and captivity, and into prey, 


with confusion, unto the day that is now. 

78 And now how much is it, that the mercy of thee, Lord God, falleth to us; leave thou 
to us a root and a name, into the place of thine hallowing (or in the place of thy sanctuary), 

79 to uncover (or to discover) our giver of light in the house of the Lord our God, to give 
to us meat in the time of our servage (or to give us food in the time of our servitude). 

80 And when we served (in bondage), we were not forsaken of (or by) the Lord our God; 
but he set us in grace, putting to us kings of Persia to give us meat (or food), 

81 and to clarify (or to glorify) the temple of the Lord our God, and to build (up) the 
deserts (or the ruins) of Zion, and to give to us stableness in Judea and in Jerusalem. 

82 And now, Lord, what say we, having these things? We have over-passed thy behests 
(or have transgress-ed thy commandments), the which thou give [or thou gave] into the hands 
of thy children (or which thou gavest by the hands of thy servants), (the) prophets, that said, 

83 Forsooth the land, in(to) which ye have entered, to wield the heritage of it, is a 
defouled (or a defiled) land with the filths of [the] heathen men of the land, and the 
uncleannesses of them have full-filled all (of) it [or have full-filled it all] in (or with) his 
uncleanness. 

84 And now therefore ye shall not join your daughters to their sons, and their 
daughters ye shall not take to yours sons; 

85 and ye shall not seek to have peace with them (for) all time, (so) that coming above ye 
eat the best things of the land, and (so) that ye deal the heritage to your sons, ever(more). 

86 And those things that fall to us, be they all done for our shrewd (or depraved) works, 
and our great sins. 

87 And thou hast given to us such a root, and again we be turned again to over-pass (or 
transgress) thy lawful things, (so) that the uncleannesses of the heathen folk of this land 
were mingled. 
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88 Whether thou shalt not wrath to us, to lose (or to destroy) us, for till the root be 
forsaken, and our seed? 

89 Lord God of Israel, thou art sooth-fast; forsooth the root is forsaken, unto the day 
that is now. 

90 Lo! now we be in thy sight in our wickednesses; forsooth it is not yet to stand before 
thee in these things. 

91 And when Ezra honouring (or worshipping) acknowledged, weeping, he fell down 
to the earth before the temple, there be gathered before him a full great multitude of 
Jerusalem [or be gathered before him of Jerusalem a full great company or crowd], men, and 
women, and young men, and young women; forsooth the weeping was great in that 
multitude. 

92 And when Jechonias, the son of Jeel, of the sons of Israel, had cried, Ezra said, We 
have sinned against the Lord (or And then Jechonias, the son of Jeel, one of the sons of Israel, 
cried out, and said, O Ezra, we have sinned against the Lord), for that we have set with us into 
matrimony heathen women, of the Gentiles of the land. 

°3 And now whosoever is over all Israel in these things, be there to us an oath of (or to) 
the Lord, to put away all our wives, that be, with their sons, of the heathen folk; 

94 as it is deemed to (or by) thee of the greater men, after the law of the Lord. 

5 Arise now up, and show [out]thy will; forsooth to thee abideth this need, and we be 
with thee; do manly. 

96 And Ezra arising up, made the princes of (the) priests, and the deacons [or the Levites], 
and (or of) all Israel, to swear to do after all these things; and they swore. 


CHAPTER 9 

1 And Ezra rising up from the fore-porch (or the courtyard) of the temple, went into the 
cell (or the room) of Johanan, the son of Eliasibus. 

2 And he harboured there, tasted no bread, nor drank water, for the wickednesses of 
the multitude. 

3 And there was made a preaching in all Judea and in Jerusalem, to all that were of the 
captivity (that they should be) gathered (together) in Jerusalem, 

4 (And) Whosoever again-cometh not to the second or the third day, after the doom 
of the elder men sitting, his faculties shall be taken away, and (that) he be deemed alien 
(or stranger, or cast out) from the multitude of the captivity. 

5 And all, that were of the lineage(s) of Judah and Benjamin, were gathered together, 
three days (later) in Jerusalem; this is the ninth month, the twentieth day of the month. 

6 And all the multitude sat in the floor (or the open space) of the temple, trembling for 
winter then being. 

7 And Ezra rising up, said to Israel, Ye have done wickedly, setting to you into 
matrimony heathen wives, (so) that ye add to the sins of Israel. 

8 And now give ye to the Lord God of our fathers confession, and great worthiness; 

° and perform ye his will, and goeth away from the heathen folk of the land, and from 
heathen wives. 

10 And all the multitude cried, and they said with a great (or a loud) voice, We shall do, 
as thou hast said. 

11 But for the multitude is great, and the time is winter, and we may not stand 
unholpen, [or unhelped], (or without help), and this work is not to (or for) us of one day, 
nor of two; (for) much we have sinned in these things; 

12 therefore stand the provosts of the multitude, and all that dwell with us, and how 
many ever have with them heathen wives; 

13 and stand they nigh in the time that is taken [or in the accept(able) time of (or in) all 
place(s)], priests, and doomsmen, till that they lose (or turn away) the wrath of the Lord, 
of this need (or over this matter). 
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14 Jonathan forsooth, the son of Azael, and Hezekiah, (the son of) Thocanus, took after 
these things, and Mosollamus, and Levi, and Sabba-taeus wrought together with them. 

15 And all that were of the captivity stood there, after all these things. 

16 And Ezra, (the) priest, chose to him(self) men, (the) great princes, of the fathers of 
them, after the names; and they sat together, in the new moon of the tenth month, to 
examine this need (or this matter). 

17 And it is determined of the men, that had heathen wives, unto the new moons of 
the first month. 

18 And there be found mingled (or mixed) among of the priests, that had heathen wives; 

19 of the sons of Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), the son of Josedek, and of his brethren, 
Mathelas, and Eleazar, and Joribus, and Joadanus. 

20 And they laid (or put up)their hands, that they should (or would) put away their wives, 
and for to sacrifice a ram, into prayer for their ignorance. 

21 And of the sons of Emmer, Ananias, and Zabdaeus, and Manes, and Samaeus, and 
Jereel, (and) Azarias; 

rf ane of the sons of Phaesus, Elionas, Massias, Ishmael, and Nathanael, and Okidelus, 
and Saloas. 

23 And of the deacons [or the Levites], Jozabadus, and Semis, and Colius, who was called 
Calitas, and Phathaeus, and Judas, and Jonas. 

24 And of the hallowed [or the sacred] singers, Eliasibus, (and) Bacchurus. 

25 And of the ushers, Sallumus, and Tolbanes. (And of the porters, Shallum, and Telem.) 

26 And of Israel, of the sons of Phoros, Jermas, and Jeddias, and Melchias, and Maelus, 
and Eleazar, and Asibias, and Bannaeas. 

27 And of the sons of Ela, Matthanias, and Zechariah, (and) Jezrielus, and Jeremoth, 
and Aedias. 

28 And of the sons of Zamoth, Eliadas, and Eliasimus, and Othonias, and Jarimoth, and 
Sabathus, and Zardaeus. 

29 And of the sons of Bebai, Johannes, and Ananias, and Ozabadus, and Emathis. 

30 And of the sons of Mani, Olamus, and Mamuchus, and Jedaeus, and Jasubus, and 
Asaelus, and Jeremoth. 

31 And of the sons of Addi, Naathus, and Moossias, and Laccunus, and Naidus, 
Matthanias, and Sesthel, and Balnuus, and Manasseas. 

32 And of the sons of Annas, Elionas, and Asaeas, and Melchias, and Sabbaeus, and 
Simon Chosamaeus. 

33 And of the sons of Asom, Altan-naeus, Mattathias, and Bannaeus, and Eliphalat, and 
Manasseh, and Shimei. 

34 And of the sons of Bani, Jeremiah, and Momdis, and Ismaerus, and Juel, and Mandae, 
and Paedias, and Anos, Carabasion, and Enasibus, and Mamni-tanaemus, and Eliasis, and 
Bannus, and Eliali, and Somis, and Selemias, and Nathaniah; and of the sons of Ezora, 
Sessis, and Ezril, and Azael, and Samatus, and Zambris, and Josephus. 

35 And of the sons of Nooma, Mazitias, and Zabadaeas, and Edaes, and Juel, (and) 
Banaeas. 

36 All (of) these (had) joined to them-(selves) heathen wives, and (now) left them (or let 
them go), with their sons. 

37 And (the) priests, and deacons, and they that were of Israel, dwelled in Jerusalem in 
an one region (or dwelled in Jerusalem, and its vicinity), (in) the new moon of the seventh 
month; and the sons of Israel were in their abidings. 

38 And all the multitude gathered together in the floor (or in the open space), that is 
from the east of the hallowed [or the sacred] gate. 

39 And they said to Ezra, (the) bishop and reader, that he should bring forth the law of 
Moses, that was given of (or by) the Lord God of Israel. 

40 And Ezra, the bishop, brought forth the law to all the multitude of them, from man 
unto woman, and to all the priests, to hear the law, in the new moon of the seventh 
month. 
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41 And he read in the floor (or the open space), that is before the holy gate of the temple, 
from the first light of the day unto even(ing), before men and women; and all they gave 
wit, (or thought, or understanding) to the law. 

42 And Ezra, the priest, and reader of the law, stood [up] upon the treen (or the wooden) 
chair, that was made therefore. 


43 And there stood with him Mattathias, and Sammus, and Ananias, Azariah, Uriah, 
Hezekiah, and Baal-samus, at the right side; 


. anda the left side, Phaldaeus, Mishael, Melchias, Lothasubus, Nabariah, and 
Zechariah. 

45 And Ezra took a book before all the multitude; forsooth he sat before in worship (or 
in honour), in the sight of all. 

46 And when he had assoiled the law (or had opened, or had expounded upon, the law), all 
they stood upright. And Ezra blessed the Lord God, alder-Highest God of (the) Sabbath, 
Almighty or all mighty. 

47 And all the people answered, Amen. And again they raised up their hands, and 
falling down unto the earth, they honoured (or worshipped) the Lord. 

48 And Ezra commanded, that these should teach the law, Jesus, (or Jeshua, or Joshua), 
and Annus, and Sarabias, and Jadinus, and Jacubus, and Sabba-taeas, and Autaeas, and 
Maeannas, and Calitas, and Azarias, and Jozab-dus, and Ananias, and Phiathas, (the) 
deacons [or Levites]. The which taught the law of the Lord, and in (or to) the multitude 
they read the law of the Lord; and each by himself, that under-stood the lesson, told it 
before them. 

49 And Attharates said to Ezra (or And the governor said to Ezra), the bishop and reader, 


and to the Levites that taught the multitude, saying, 

50 This day is holy to the Lord. And all they wept, when they had heard the law. 

51 And Ezra said, Ye therefore, after ye be gone atwain, eateth all most fat things, and 
drinketh all most sweet, and send ye gifts to them that have not; 

52 forsooth this day of the Lord is holy; and be ye not sorry, the Lord forsooth shall 
clarify us (or for the Lord shall glorify us). 

53 And the deacons [or the Levites] denounced (or announced), or showed, openly to all 
men, saying, This day is holy; will ye not (to) be sorry (or resolve not to be sorrowful). 

54 And then all they went away, to eat, and to drink, and to have plenty of meat (or 
food), and to give gifts to them that have not, whereof to eat plenteously. 

55 Greatly forsooth they be enhanced in the words, with the which they be taught. And 
all they were gathered into Jerusalem, to make solemn the gladness, after the testament 
of the Lord God of Israel. 
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PRAYER OF MANASSEH 


1 Lord God Almighty of our fathers, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and of their just seed, 

2 which madest heaven and earth, with all the adorning of those, 

3 which hast marked the sea by the word of thy commandment, which hast (en)closed 
(al)together the depth, or the deepness, of (the) waters, and hast marked them to (or 
hast sealed them by or with) thy fearedful and praiseable name, 

4 which all men dread, and tremble of the cheer of thy virtue, (whom all men fear, and 
tremble at the face of thy power, or before thy power,) 

5 and the wrath, or the ire, of thy menacing on sinners is unsufferable, either may not 


be sustained. 
6 Soothly the mercy of thy promise is full great and unsearchable, either may not be 


comprehended by man’s wit (or cannot be comprehended by one’s understanding); 

7 for thou art the Lord most high over all (the) earth; thou art patient, or long-abiding, 
and much merciful, and doing penance, or repenting, on the malices of men. Truly, Lord, 
by thy goodness thou hast promised penance of forgiveness of sins, that is, forgiving of 
sins for (the) repenting of men; 

8 and thou, Lord, that art God of just men, hast not set penance to just men, (as) to 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, (yea), to them that sinned not against thee, (but thou hast 
appointed repentance unto me that am a sinner). (and thou, Lord, who art God of the 
just, hast not set penance for the just, for Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, yea, for those who 
sinned not against thee, but thou hast appointed repentance unto me, who is a sinner.) 

9 For I have sinned more than the number is of the gravel of the sea; 

10 my wickednesses be multiplied. I am bowed (down) with much bond(s), (or with 
many bands), of iron, and no breathing is to me; for I have stirred thy wrathfulness, and 
I have done evil before thee, and I have set (up) abominations, and I have multiplied 
offensions (or offences). 

11 And now, I bow the knees of mine heart, and beseech goodness of (or from) thee, 


Lord. 
12 | have sinned, Lord; I have sinned, and I acknowledge my wickedness. 


13 | ask, and I pray thee, Lord; forgive thou to me, forgive thou to me; lose (or destroy) 
thou me not (al)together with my wickednesses, neither reserve thou evils to me without 
end (or forever). 

14 For, Lord, by thy great mercy thou shalt save me (who is) unworthy, and I shall praise 
thee ever(more) in all the days of my life; for all the virtue, that is, all those orders of 
angels, of heavens praiseth thee (or for all the powers of the heavens praise thee), and 
to thee is glory into worlds of worlds. Amen. 
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ROMANS 


1 Paul, the servant of Jesus Christ, called an apostle, separated into the gospel of God, 
(or set apart for the Gospel, or the Good News, of God); 

2 which he had promised before by his prophets in (the) holy scriptures 

3 of his Son, which is made to him of the seed of David by the flesh, [of his Son, the which 
is made of the seed of David after the flesh,] (of his Son, who was made for him from the seed of 
David by the flesh,) 

4 and he was before-ordained, [or predestined by grace], the Son of God in virtue, by the 
Spirit of hallowing of the again-rising of dead men, of Jesus Christ our Lord, (and he was 
predestined by grace the Son of God in power, by the Spirit, by the consecrating of the resurrection 
from the dead, yea, Jesus Christ our Lord,) 

5 by whom we have received grace and the office of apostle, [or apostlehood], to obey 
to the faith in all folks, for his name, (or to lead to the faith in his name those in all nations 
and peoples), 

© among which ye be also called of Jesus Christ, 

7 to all that be at Rome, darlings [or the (be)loved] of God, and called holy, grace [be] to 
you, and (the) peace of God our Father, and of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

8 First I do thankings to my God (or First I give thanks to my God), by Jesus Christ, for all 
(of) you, for your faith is showed in all the world. 

° For God is a witness to me, to whom I serve in my spirit, in the gospel of his Son, that 
without ceasing I make mind of you (for)ever[more] in my prayers, (For God is my witness, 
to whom I serve in my spirit, in the Gospel, or the Good News, of his Son, so that without ceasing I 
always remember you in my prayers,) 

10 and beseech [or praying], if in any manner sometime I have a speedy way in the will 
of God to come to you. 

11 For I desire to see you, to (im)part somewhat to you of spiritual grace [or that I give 
to you something of spiritual grace], (so) that ye be confirmed, 

12 that is, to be comforted together in you (or to be strengthened by you), by [that] faith 
that is both yours and mine together. 

13 And, brethren, I will not, that ye not know, that oft I purposed to come to you, and 
lam hindered till this time, that I have some fruit in you, as in other folks. (And brothers, 
I do not desire, that ye do not know, that I often planned to come to you, but I am hindered until 
this time, so that I can have some fruit in you, as I have in other nations and peoples.) 

14 To Greeks and to barbarians, to wise men and to unwise men, I am (a) debtor, 

15 so that that is in me is ready to preach the gospel [or to evangelize] also to you that 


be at Rome. 

16 For I shame not the gospel, for it is the virtue of God into health, to each man that 
believeth, to the Jew first, and to the Greek. (For Iam not ashamed of the Gospel or the Good 
News, for it is the power of God unto salvation, to everyone who believeth, to the Jew first, and to 
the Greek.) 

17 For the rightwiseness of God is showed in it, of faith into faith, as it is written, For 
a just man liveth of faith. 

18 For the wrath of God is showed from heaven on all unpiety and wickedness [or 
unrightwiseness] of those men, that withhold [or that hold aback] the truth of God in 
unrightwiseness. 

19 For that thing of God that is known, is showed [or is made open] to them, for God hath 
showed (it) to them. 

20 For the invisible things of him, that be understood, be beheld of the creature of the 
world (or be seen from the creation of the world), by those things that be made, yea, and the 
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everlasting virtue of him (or and his eternal power), and the Godhead, so that they may 
not be excused [or they be unexcusable]. 

21 For when they had known God, they glorified him not as God, neither did thankings 
(or nor gave thanks); but they vanished in their thoughts, and the unwise heart of them 
was darked [or made dark]. 

22 For they saying that themselves were wise, they were made fools. 

23 And they (ex)changed the glory of (the) uncorruptible God into the likeness of an 
image of a deadly [or a corruptible] man, and of birds, and of four-footed beasts, and of 
serpents. (And they exchanged the glory of the incorruptible or the immortal God, for the likeness 
of an image of a mortal man, and those of birds, and of four-footed beasts, and of serpents.) 

24 For which thing God betook them into the desires of their heart (or For which thing 
God delivered them unto the desires of their hearts), into uncleanness, (so) that they punish 
with wrongs their bodies in themselves. 

25 The which [men] changed the truth of God into leasing (or into lying), and praised 
and served a creature rather than the Creator, that is blessed into worlds of worlds [or 
into without end]. Amen. (And these men changed the truth of God into lies, and praised and 
served creatures, or the Creation, rather than the Creator, who is blessed forever and ever. Amen.) 

26 Therefore God betook them into (the) passions of shame [or of evil fame]. For the 
women of them changed the natural use into that use that is against kind. (And so God 
delivered them unto their shameless passions. And their women changed from the natural use, or 
the natural way, to that way that is against nature.) 

27 Also the men forsook the kindly use of women, and burned in their desires together, 
and men into men wrought filthhood, and received into themselves the meed that 
behooved (them) of their error. (And the men gave up the natural use of women, and burned in 
their desires for one another, and men with men wrought filthhood, and received unto themselves 
the reward that they deserved for their error.) 

28 And as they proved that they had not God in knowing, God betook them into a 
reprovable wit, that they do those things that be not covenable; (And as they proved that 
they did not have true knowledge of God, God delivered them unto their corrupted minds, or their 
corrupted way of thinking, so that they do those things that be not suitable;) 

29 that they be full-filled with all wickedness (or so that they be filled full with all 
wickedness), malice, fornication, covetousness, waywardness, full of envy, manslayings, 
strife, guile, evil will, 

30 privy backbiters, detractors, hateful to God, debaters [or despisers], proud, and high 
over-measure, finders of evil things, not obedient to father and mother, 

31 unwise, unmannerly, without love [or without affection], without (a) bond of peace, 
without mercy. 

32 The which when they had known the rightwiseness of God, understood not, that 
they that do such things be worthy (of) the death, not only they that do those things (or 
not only they who do such things), but also they that consent to the doers. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Therefore thou art unexcusable, each man that deemest (or each one who judgest), for 
in what thing thou deemest another, thou condemnest thyself; for thou doest the same 
things which thou deemest. 

2 And we know, that the doom of God is after (the) truth against them, that do such 
things. (And we know, that the judgement of God is according to the truth against those, who do 
such things.) 

3 But guessest thou, man, that deemest them that do such things, and thou doest those 
things, that thou shalt escape the doom of God? (or that thou shalt escape God’s judgement?) 
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4 Whether thou despisest the riches of his goodness, and the patience, and the long 
abiding? Knowest thou not, that the benignity, [or (the) good will], of God leadeth thee to 
forthinking, (or to repenting), [or to penance]? 

5 But after thine hardness and unrepentant heart, thou treasurest to thee wrath in[to] 
the day of wrath, and of (the) showing of the rightful doom of God (or and of the showing 
of God’s righteous judgement), 

6 that shall yield to each man after his works; 

7 soothly to them that be by patience of good work, glory, and honour, and 
uncorruption, to them that seek everlasting life; (truly to those who patiently do good works, 
and seek glory, and honour, and incorruption, he shall give eternal life;) 

8 but to them that be of strife (or but to those who argue and fight), and that assent not 
to (the) truth, but believe to wickedness, wrath and indignation, 

° tribulation and anguish, into each soul of man that worketh evil, to the Jew first, and 
to the Greek; (he shall give troubles and anguish, yea, unto each person who worketh evil, to the 
Jew first, and to the Greek;) 

10 but glory, and honour, and peace, to each man that worketh good thing(s), (or to each 
person who doeth good things), to the Jew first, and to the Greek. 

11 For acception of persons, [that is, to put one before another without desert, (or without 
deserving it)], is not with God. (For favouring people is not God’s way.) 

12 For whoever have sinned without the law, shall perish without the law; and whoever 
have sinned in the law, they shall be deemed by the law. (For whoever have sinned without 
the Law, shall perish without the Law; and whoever have sinned in the Law, they shall be judged 
by the Law.) 

13 For the hearers of the law be not just with God, but the doers of the law shall be 
made just. 

14 For when heathen men that have not (the) law, do kindly those things that be of the 
law, (or For when the Gentiles who do not have the Law, do by kind, or naturally, those things that 
be in the Law), they not having such manner [of] law, be (a) law (un)to themselves, 

15 that show the work of the law written in their hearts (or who show the work of the Law 
written on their hearts). For the conscience of them yieldeth to them a witnessing (or a 
testimony) betwixt themselves of thoughts that be accusing or defending, 

16 in the day when God shall deem the privy things of men after my gospel, by Jesus 
Christ. (on the day when God shall judge the private, or the secret, things of men, according to 
my Gospel or Good News, through Jesus Christ.) 

17 But if thou art named a Jew, and restest in the law, and hast glory (or pride) in God, 
(But if thou art called a Jew, and leanest on the Law, and hast boasted about God,) 

18 and hast known his will, and thou learned by the law (ap)provest [or hast proved] the 
more profitable things, 

19 and trustest thyself to be a leader of blind men, the light of them that be in 
darknesses (or the light for those who be in darkness), 

20 a teacher of unwise men, a master of young children (or a teacher of young children), 
that hast the form of cunning, (or of knowing), [or of science], (or of knowledge), and of (the) 
truth in the law; 

21 what then teachest thou another, and teachest not thyself? (or why then teachest 
thou someone else, but teachest not thyself?) Thou that preachest that me/that men shall 
not steal, stealest? [or Thou that preachest to not steal, stealest?] 

22 Thou that teachest that me/that men shall not do lechery, doest lechery? [or Thou 
that sayest to not do lechery, doest lechery?] Thou that loathest maumets [or idols], doest 
sacrilege? (Thou who teachest that me or that men shall not do adultery, doest adultery? Thou 
who loathest idols, doest sacrilege?) 
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23 Thou that hast glory in the law, unworshippest God by breaking of the law? (Thou 
who hast boasted about the Law, dishonourest God by breaking the Law?) 


24 For the name of God is blasphemed by you among (the) heathen men, as [it] is 
written. 
25 For circumcision profiteth, if thou keep the law; but if thou be a trespasser against 


the law, thy circumcision is made prepuce. (For circumcision profiteth, if thou keep the Law; 
but if thou be a trespasser against the Law, thy circumcision is made uncircumcision.) 

26 Therefore if (the) prepuce (or the heathen men) keep the rightwiseness of the 
law, whether his prepuce shall not be areckoned into circumcision? (And so if the 
uncircumcised, or the Gentiles, keep the righteousness of the Law, shall not his uncircumcision 
be reckoned as circumcision?) 

27 And the prepuce of kind that fulfilleth the law, shall deem thee, that by (the) letter 
and circumcision art a trespasser against the law. (And the uncircumcised, or the Gentiles, 
who by kind, or naturally, fulfill the Law, shall judge thee, who by the letter and thy circumcision 
art a trespasser against the Law.) 

28 For he that is in (the) open (or only by appearance) is not a Jew, neither it is [the] 
circumcision that is openly in the flesh; 

29 but he that is a Jew in hid, and the circumcision of (the) heart, in spirit, not by the 
letter [or not in (the) letter], whose praising is not of men, but of God. (but he who is a 
Jew inside, or internally, and whose heart is circumcised by the work of the Spirit, not simply by 
following the written Law, and whose praising is not from men, but from God.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 What then is more to a Jew, or what (is the) profit of circumcision? 

2 Much by all wise [or by all manner]; first, for the speakings of God were betaken to 
them, (or first, for the speakings of God, or God’s messages, were delivered to them, or were given 
to them). 

3 And what if some of them believed not? Whether the unbelief of them hath voided 
the faith of God? (or Hath their lack of faith made God's faithfulness null and void?) 


4 God forbid. For God is soothfast, [or true], (or truthful), but each man (is) a liar; as it 
is written, That thou be justified in thy words, and overcome, when thou art deemed (or 
when thou art judged). 

5 But if our wickedness commend the rightwiseness of God, what shall we say? 
Whether God is wicked, that bringeth in wrath? After man I say. 

6 God forbid. Else how shall God deem this world? (God forbid. Or how else would God 
judge this world?) 

7 For if the truth of God hath abounded in my leasing (or in my lying), into the glory of 
him, what yet am I deemed as a sinner? (For if God’s truth hath abounded in my lies, unto his 
glory, why am I still judged like a sinner?) 

8 And not as we be blasphemed, and as some say that we say, Do we evil things, (so) 
that good things come. Whose damnation is just. 

9 What then? (Sur)pass we them? Nay; for we have showed by skill, that all both Jews 
and Greeks be under sin, [What therefore? Pass we them? Nay; soothly we have showed by skill, 
the Jews and Greeks all to be under sin,] 

10 as it is written, For there is no man (that is) just; (as it is written, For there is no one who 
is righteous;) 

11 there is no man understanding, neither seeking God. 

12 All bowed away, together they be made unprofitable; there is none that doeth (any) 
good thing, there is none till to one. 

13 The throat of them is an open sepulchre; with their tongues they did guilefully, [or 
treacherously]; the venom of snakes is under their lips. 

14 The mouth of whom is full of cursing and bitterness; 
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15 the feet of them be swift to shed blood. 

16 Sorrow and cursedness be in the ways of them, [+Contrition, or defouling together, and 
infelicity/unhappiness be in the ways of them,] 

17 and they knew not the way of peace; 

18 the dread of God is not before their eyes. (the fear of God, or fearful reverence for God, 
is not in their thoughts.) 

19 And we know, that whatever things the law speaketh, it speaketh to them that be 
in the law, (so) that each mouth be stopped, and each world be made subject to God. 

20 For of the works of the law each flesh shall not be justified before him; for by the 
law there is knowing of sin. 

21 But now without the law the rightwiseness of God is showed, that is witnessed of 
the law and the prophets. (But now without the Law God’s righteousness is shown, which is 
testified to by the Law and the prophets.) 

22 And the rightwiseness of God is by the faith of Jesus Christ into all men and on all 
men that believe in him; for there is no parting [or distinction]. 

23 For all men sinned, and have need to the glory of God; (For all have sinned, and have 
need of God’s glory;) 

24 and be justified freely by his grace, by the again-buying [or by the redemption] that 
is in Christ (or that is in the Messiah). 

25 Whom God ordained (the) forgiver [or purposed (as) an helper], by faith in his blood, to 
the showing of his rightwiseness, for [the] remission of before-going sins, in the bearing 
up of God, 

26 to the showing of his rightwiseness in this time, that he be just, and justifying him 
that is of the faith of Jesus Christ. 

27 Where then is thy glorying? (or Then where is thy boasting?) It is excluded. By what 
law? Of deeds doing? Nay, but by the law of faith. 

28 For we deem a man to be justified by faith, without works of the law. 

29 Whether of the Jews is God only? Whether he is not also of (the) heathen men? Yes, 
and of (the) heathen men. (Is God only for the Jews, or only of the Jews? Is he not also for, or of, 
the Gentiles? Yes, he is also for or of the Gentiles.) 

30 For there is one God, that justifieth (the) circumcision by faith, and (the) prepuce (or 
the heathen men) by faith. (For there is one God, who justifieth the circumcised by faith, and the 
uncircumcised, or the Gentiles, by faith.) 

31 Destroy we therefore the law by faith? God forbid; but we stablish the law. 


CHAPTER 4 

1 What then shall we say, that Abraham, our father after the flesh, found? 

2 For if Abraham is justified of works of the law, he hath glory, but not with God. (For 
if Abraham is justified by works of the Law, he can boast, but not of God or not before God.) 

3 For what saith the scripture? Abraham believed to God (or Abraham believed God), and 
it was areckoned to him to rightwiseness. 

4 And to him that worketh, meed is not areckoned by grace, but by debt. (And to him 
who worketh, his wages, or his reward, is not reckoned as a gift, but as a debt that is owed to him.) 

5 Soothly to him that worketh not, but believeth into him that justifieth a wicked [or 
an unpious] man, his faith is areckoned to rightwiseness, after the purpose of God’s grace. 

® As David saith the blessedness of a man, whom God accepteth, he giveth to him 
rightwiseness without works of the law, 

7 Blessed be they, whose wickednesses be forgiven, and whose sins be hid, [or be 
covered], (or and whose sins be hidden, or covered over). 

8 Blessed is that man, to whom God areckoned not sin. 
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° Then whether dwelleth this blessedness only in (the) circumcision, or also in (the) 
prepuce? (or also among the uncircumcised, or among the Gentiles?) For we say, that the faith 
was areckoned to Abraham to rightwiseness. 

10 How then was it areckoned? in circumcision, or in prepuce? Not in circumcision, 
but in prepuce. (But when was it reckoned? when he was circumcised, or when he was 
uncircumcised? Not when he was circumcised, but when he was uncircumcised.) 

11 And he took a sign of circumcision, a token [or a marking] of (the) rightwiseness of the 
faith which is in (the) prepuce, that he be (the) father of all men believing by prepuce, that 
it be areckoned also to them to rightwiseness; (And he later received the sign of circumcision, 
amarking of the righteousness of his faith, when he was still uncircumcised, and so he is the father 
of all believing men who be uncircumcised, so that righteousness is also reckoned to them;) 

12 and that he be (the) father of (the) circumcision, not only to them that be of (the) 
circumcision, but also to them that (pur)sue the steps of the faith, which faith is in (the) 
prepuce of our father Abraham. [and that he be (the) father of (the) circumcision, not only to 
them that be of circumcision, but and to them that (pur)sue the steps of the faith of our father 
Abraham, that is in (the) prepuce (or who was uncircumcised).] (and so he is the father of the 
circumcised, not only to those who be of the circumcision, but also to those who follow the steps of 
the faith, which faith Abraham had while he was still uncircumcised.) 

13 For not by the law is [the] promise to Abraham, or to his seed, that he should be [the] 
heir of the world, but by the rightwiseness of faith. 

14 For if they that be of the law, be heirs, faith is destroyed, (the) promise is done away. 

15 For the law worketh wrath; for where (there) is no law, there is no trespass, neither 
is (there) trespassing [or prevarication]. 

16 Therefore rightwiseness is of (the) faith, (so) that by grace (the) promise be stable [or 
be steadfast] to each seed, not to that seed only that is of the law, but to that that is of the 
faith of Abraham, which (or who) is (the) father of us all. 

17 As it is written, For I have set thee father of many folks (or For I have made thee the 
father of many nations and peoples), before God to whom thou hast believed. The which 
God quickeneth dead men, [or The which quickeneth the dead], (or The which God giveth life 
to the dead), and calleth those things that be not, as those that be. 

18 [The] Which Abraham against hope believed into hope, that he should be made 
father of many folks (or that he would be made the father of many nations and peoples), as it 
was said to him [or after that it is said to him], Thus shall thy seed be, as the stars of (the) 
heaven(s), and as the gravel [or (the) sand] that is in the brink of the sea (or and like the 
sand that is on the seashore). 

19 And he was not made unsteadfast in the belief, neither he beheld his body then nigh 
dead, when he was almost of an hundred years (old), nor the womb of Sarah nigh dead. 

20 Also in the promise of God he doubted not with untrust; but he was comforted in 
(his) belief, giving glory to God, 

21 witting most fully (or fully knowing) that whatever things (that) God hath promised, 
he is mighty also to do (them). 

22 Therefore it was areckoned to him to rightwiseness. 

23 And it is not written only for him, that it was areckoned to him to rightwiseness, 

24 but also for us, to whom it shall be areckoned, that believe in him that raised our 
Lord Jesus Christ from death. [but and for us, to which it shall be reckoned, believing into him 
that raised our Lord Jesus Christ from (the) dead.] 

25 Which was betaken for our sins (or Who was delivered, or given over, for our sins), and 
rose again for our justifying. 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Therefore we, justified of faith, have we peace at God by our Lord Jesus Christ. (And 
so we, justified by faith, let us have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.) 
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2 By whom we have nigh going to [or access], by faith into this grace, in which we stand, 
and have glory in the hope of the glory of God’s children. 

3 And not this only, but also we glory in tribulations, witting that tribulation worketh 
patience, (And not only this, but also we can boast, or we can rejoice, in trials and troubles, 
knowing that trouble worketh patience,) 

4 and patience proving, and proving hope. 

5 And hope confoundeth not, for the charity of God is spread abroad in our hearts by 
the Holy Ghost, that is given to us. (And hope shameth not us, for the love of God is spread 
abroad in our hearts by the Holy Spirit, who is given to us.) 

6 And while that we were sick after the time, what died Christ for wicked men? (And 
while that we were frail or weak at the time, why did the Messiah die for wicked men?) 

7 For scarcely dieth any man for the just man [or Soothly scarcely dieth any man for the 

just]; and yet for a good man peradventure some man (might) dare die. 

8 But God commendeth his charity in us; for if when we were yet sinners, after the 
time Christ was dead for us, (But God showeth his love for us; for if when we were still sinners, 
at that time the Messiah died for us,) 

9 then much more now we justified in his blood, shall be safe from wrath by him. (then 
much more now we having been justified by his blood, shall be saved from God’s wrath, or from 
his righteous anger, through him.) 

10 For if when we were enemies, we be reconciled to God by the death of his Son, much 
more we reconciled shall be safe in the life of him. (For if when we were enemies, we were 
reconciled to God by the death of his Son, then much more now we who be reconciled shall be saved 
by his life.) 

11 And not only this, but also we glory in God, (or but also we can boast, or we can rejoice, 
in God), by our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom we have received now reconciling. 

12 Therefore as by one man sin entered into this world, and by sin death, and so death 
passed forth into all men, in which man all men sinned. 

. For unto the law sin was in the world; but sin was not reckoned, when [the] law was 
not. 

14 But death reigned from Adam unto Moses, also into them that sinned not in (the) 
likeness of the trespassing of Adam, the which is (the) likeness of Christ to coming, [or the 
which is (the) form, or (the) likeness, of (the) one to come], (or who was the likeness of the Messiah 
to come). 

15 But not as [the] guilt [or as the trespass], so the gift; for if through the guilt [or through 
the trespass] of one many be dead, much more the grace of God and the gift in the grace 
of one man Jesus Christ hath abounded into many men. 

16 Andnotas by one sin, so by the gift; for the doom, (or the judgement, or the sentence), of 
one into condemnation, but the (gift of) grace of (or over) many guilts [or many trespassings] 
into justification. 

17 For if in the guilt of one death reigned through one, much more men that take plenty 
of grace (or those who receive an abundance of grace), and of giving, and of rightwiseness, 
shall reign in life by one Jesus Christ. 

18 Therefore as by the guilt of one into all men into condemnation, so by the 
rightwiseness of one into all men into (the) justifying of life. 

19 For as by (the) unobedience of one man many be made sinners, so by the obedience 
of one many shall be [ordained] just. 

20 And the law entered, (so) that guilt should be plenteous; but where guilt was 
plenteous, grace was more plenteous [or abounded]. 

21 That as sin reigned into death, so grace reign by rightwiseness into everlasting life 
(or so grace reign by righteousness unto eternal life), by Jesus Christ our Lord. 
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1 Therefore what shall we say? Shall we dwell in sin, (so) that grace be plenteous? 

2 God forbid. For how shall we that be dead to sin, live yet therein? 

3 Whether, brethren, ye know not, that whichever we be baptized in Christ Jesus, we 
be baptized in his death? (Brothers, do ye not know, that whoever is baptized into union with 
the Messiah Jesus, is baptized into his death?) 

4 For we be together buried with him by baptism into death; that as Christ arose from 
death by the glory of the Father, [or that as Christ rose from (the) dead by (the) glory of the 
father], (or that as the Messiah rose from the dead by the glory of the Father), so walk we in a 


newness of life. 
5 For if we planted together be made to the likeness of his death, also we shall be of 


the likeness of his rising again (or we shall also be made to the likeness of his resurrection); 

6 witting this thing (or knowing this), that our old man is crucified together (with him), 
(so) that the body of sin be destroyed, (so) that we serve no more to sin. 

7 For he that is dead [to sin], is justified from sin. 

8 And if we be dead with Christ (or And if we have died with the Messiah), we believe that 
also we shall live together with him; 

9 witting that Christ, rising again from death [or rising again from (the) dead], now dieth 
not, death shall no more have lordship on him. (knowing that the Messiah, rising again from 
the dead, now dieth not, death shall no more have lordship over him.) 


10 For that he was dead to sin, he was dead once; but that he liveth, he liveth to God. 
11 So ye deem yourselves to be dead to sin, but living to God in Jesus Christ our Lord. 


12 Therefore reign not sin in your deadly body, that ye obey to his covetings. (And so 
do not let sin reign in your mortal body, so that ye obey its desires.) 

13 Neither give ye your members (as) armours, (or as arms, or as instruments), of 
wickedness to sin, but give ye yourselves to God, as they that live of dead men, and your 
members (as) armours, (or as arms, or as instruments), of rightwiseness to God. 


4 For sin shall not have lordship over you; for ye be not under the law, but under 
grace. 


15 What therefore? Shall we do sin, for we be not under the law, but under grace? God 
forbid. 

16 Know ye not, that to whom ye give yourselves (as) servants to obey to, ye be 
(the) servants of that thing, to which ye have obeyed, either of sin to death, either of 
obedience to rightwiseness? 

17 But I thank God, that (once) ye were servants of sin; but ye have obeyed of heart into 
that form of teaching, in which ye be betaken. (But I thank God, that before ye were servants 
of sin; but now ye have obeyed with your heart that form of teaching, which was delivered unto 
you, or unto which ye be delivered.) 

18 And ye delivered from sin, be made (the) servants of rightwiseness. 

19 | say that thing that is of man, for the unsteadfastness, [or the infirmity, or 
unstableness], of your flesh, (or for the frailty, or the weakness, of your flesh). But as ye have 
given your members to serve to uncleanness, and to wickedness into wickedness, so now 
give ye your members to serve to rightwiseness into holiness. 

20 For when ye were servants of sin, ye were free of rightwiseness. (For when ye were 
the servants of sin, ye were free from the control of righteousness.) 

21 Therefore what fruit had ye then in those things, in which ye shame now? For 
the end of them is death. (And so what fruit had ye then in those things, of which ye now be 
ashamed? For their end is death.) 

22 But now ye delivered from sin, and made servants to God, have your fruit into 
holiness, and the end everlasting life (or and the end is eternal life). 

23 For the wages of sin is death; the grace of God is everlasting life in Christ Jesus our 
Lord. (For the wages of sin (be) death; but the gift of God (is) eternal life in the Messiah Jesus.) 
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CHAPTER 7 

1 Brethren, whether ye know not; for I speak to men that know the law; for the law 
hath lordship in a man (or for the Law hath lordship over aman), as long (a) time as he liveth? 

2 For that woman that is under an husband, is bound to the law, while the husband 
a a if her husband is dead, she is delivered [or she is unbound] from the law of the 

usband. 

3 Therefore she shall be called (an) adulteress, if she be with another man, while the 
husband liveth; but if her husband is dead, she is delivered from the law of the husband, 
(or but if her husband dieth, she is released from the marriage law), (so) that she be not (an) 
adulteress, if she be with another man. 

4 And so, my brethren, ye be made dead to the law by the body of Christ, (so) that ye be 
of another, that rose again from death (or who rose again from the dead), (so) that ye bear 
fruit to God. [Truly, brethren, and ye be made dead to the law through the body of Christ, that 
ye be another's, that rose again from (the) dead, (so) that we bear fruit to God.] 

5 For when we were in (the) flesh, (the) passions of sins, that were by the law (or which 
were stirred up by the Law), wrought in our members, to bear fruit to death. 

6 But now we be unbound from the law of death, in which we were held, so that we 
serve in (a) newness of spirit, and not in (the) oldness of (the) letter. 

7 What therefore shall we say? The law is sin? God forbid. But I knew not sin, [no] but 
by [the] law, (or But I did not know sin, except for the Law); for I knew not that coveting was 
sin, [no] but for the law said, Thou shalt not covet. 

8 And through occasion taken, sin by the commandment hath wrought in me all 
covetousness; for without the law, sin was dead. 

9 And I lived without the law sometime; but when the commandment was come [or 
but when the commandment had come], sin lived again. But I was dead, 

10 and this commandment that was to life, was found to me, to be to death. 

1 For sin, through occasion taken by the commandment, deceived me, and by that it 
slew me. 

12 Therefore the law is holy, and the commandment is holy, and just, and good. 

13 Ts then that thing that is good, made death to me? God forbid. But sin, that it seem 
sin, through good thing wrought death to me, (so) that me sin over-manner/(so) that men 
sin over-manner through the commandment. [Therefore that that is good, is made death to 
me? Far be it. But that sin appear, or be known, (as) sin, through good thing wrought death to me, 
(so) that there be made sin sinning over-manner or over-measure, by (the) commandment.] 

14 And we know, that the law is spiritual; but I am fleshly, sold under sin. 

15 For I understand not that that I work; for I do not the good thing that I will, (or for I 
do not do the good thing that I desire to do), but I do that evil thing that I hate. 

16 And if I do that thing that I will not, (then) I consent to the law, that it is good. (And 
if Ido that which I do not desire to do, then I agree with the Law, that it is good, or that it is right.) 

17 But now I work not it now, but the sin that dwelleth in me. [Now soothly I work not it 
now/Now soothly I work not that thing now, but that sin that dwelleth in me.] 

18 But I know, that in me, that is, in my flesh, dwelleth no good; for will lieth to me, 
(or for the will, or the desire, to do good, lieth before me), but I find not (how) to perform (any) 
good thing. 

19 For I do not that good thing that I will, but I do that evil thing that I will not. (For I 
do not do that good thing that I desire to do, but I do that evil thing that I do not desire to do.) 

20 And if I do that evil thing that I will not (or And if I do that evil thing that I do not desire 
to do), (then) I work not it, but the sin that dwelleth in me. 

21 Therefore I find the law to me willing to do good thing [or Therefore I find a law to me 
willing (or desiring) to do (the) good thing], for evil thing lieth to me. (And so I find this law in 
me; I desire to do the good thing, but only the evil thing lieth before me.) 
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22 For I delight (al)together to the law of God, after the inner man. (For I greatly delight 
in the Law of God, in my inner man.) 

23 But I see another law in my members, fighting against the law of my soul, and 
making me captive in the law of sin, that is in my members. 

24 T am an unhappy [or a woeful] man; who shall deliver me from the body of this sin? 

25 The grace of God, by Jesus Christ our Lord. Therefore I myself by the soul serve to 
the law of God; but by the flesh to the law of sin. 


CHAPTER 8 


1 Therefore now nothing of condem-nation is to them that be in Christ Jesus, which 
wander not after the flesh. (And so now there is no condemnation for those who be in the 
Messiah Jesus, who do not walk, or go, according to the flesh.) 

2 For the law of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus hath delivered me from the law of sin, 
and of death [or and death]. (For the law of the Spirit of life in the Messiah Jesus hath delivered 
me from the law of sin, and of death.) 

3 For that that was impossible to the law, in what thing it was sick by (the) flesh, (or 
For that which was impossible for the Law, because the flesh was frail or weak), God sent his Son 
into the likeness of (the) flesh of sin, and of sin condemned sin in (the) flesh; 

4 (so) that the justifying of the law were fulfilled in us, (so) that [we] go not after the 
flesh, but after the Spirit. 

5 For they that be after the flesh, understand [or savour] those things that be of the 
tee but they that be after the Spirit, feel (or experience) those things that be of the 

pirit. 

6 For the prudence (or the wisdom) of (the) flesh is death; but the prudence (or the 
wisdom) of (the) Spirit is life and peace. 

7 For the wisdom of the flesh is enemy to God; for it is not subject to the law of God, 
for neither it may [be subject to the law], (or nor could it be subject to the law). 

8 And they that be in (the) flesh, may not please to God. (And those who be in the flesh, 
cannot please God.) 

9 But ye be not in (the) flesh, but in (the) Spirit; if nevertheless the Spirit of God dwelleth 
in you. But if any man hath not the Spirit of Christ, this is not his. 

10 For if Christ is in you, the body is dead for sin [or the body is dead from sin], but the 
Spirit liveth for justifying. (For if the Messiah is in you, then though the body shall die because 
of sin, the Spirit shall give life to you, because you have been justified.) 

11 And ifthe Spirit of him that raised Jesus Christ from death dwelleth in you, (then) he 
that raised Jesus Christ from death, shall quicken also your deadly bodies, for the Spirit 
of him that dwelleth in you. [+For if the Spirit of him that raised Jesus Christ from (the) dead 
dwelleth in you, (then) he that raised Jesus Christ from (the) dead, shall quicken also your deadly 
bodies, for the Spirit of him is dwelling in you.](And if the Spirit of him who raised Jesus Christ 
from the dead liveth in you, then he who raised Jesus Christ from the dead, shall also enliven, or 
shall give life, to your mortal bodies, through the Spirit of him who liveth in you.) 

12 Therefore, brethren, we be debtors, not to the flesh, (so) that we live after (or 
according to) the flesh. 

13 For if ye live after (or according to) the flesh, ye shall die; but if ye by the Spirit slay 
the deeds of the flesh, ye shall live. 

14 For whoever be led by the Spirit of God, these be the sons of God. 

15 For ye have not taken again the spirit of servage in dread, but ye have taken the 
Spirit of adoption of sons, that is, sons of God by grace, in which we cry, Abba, Father. 
(For ye have not received the spirit of servitude, or of slavery, in fear, but ye have received the Spirit 
of the adoption of sons, that is, sons of God by grace, in which we cry, Abba, or Father.) 

16 And that Spirit yieldeth witnessing (or testifieth) to our spirit, that we be the sons of 
God; 
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17 if sons, and heirs, heirs forsooth of God, and heirs together with Christ, [or soothly 
heirs of God, truly even-heirs of Christ], (or truly heirs of God, and fellow heirs with the Messiah); 
if nevertheless we suffer together, (so) that also we be glorified together. 

18 And I deem, that the passions of this time be not even worthy, to the glory to coming 
[or to the glory to come], that shall be showed in us. (And I judge, that the sufferings of this 
time be not worthy of any comparison, to the glory that is to come, that shall be showed to us, or 
which shall be given to us.) 

19 For the abiding of creature (or of all Creation) abideth the showing of the sons of God. 

20 But the creature is subject to vanity, not willing(ly), but for him that made it subject 
in hope; (But all Creation is subject to emptiness and futility, not out of free will, or of its own 
choice, but because of him who made it so, but also with hope;) 

21 for that creature shall be delivered from servage of corruption into the liberty of the 
glory of the sons of God. (for that Creation shall be set free from the servitude, or the slavery, 
of corruption into the freedom of the glory of the sons of God.) 

22 And we know, that each creature (or that all Creation) sorroweth, and travaileth with 
pain till yet. 

23 And not only it, but also we us-selves, that have the first fruits of the Spirit, and we 
us-selves sorrow within us for the adoption of God’s sons, abiding the again-buying of 
our body (or awaiting the redemption of our body). 

24 But by hope we be made safe (or But through hope we be saved). For hope that is seen, 
is not hope; for who hopeth (for) that thing, that he seeth? 

25 And if we hope (for) that thing that we see not, we abide by patience. 

26 And also the Spirit helpeth our infirmity; for what we shall pray, as it behooveth, we 
know not, but that Spirit asketh for us with sorrowings, that may not be told out. (And 
the Spirit also helpeth our frailty or weakness; because we do not know what we ought to pray for, 
or because we do not know how we should pray, but that Spirit asketh for us with groanings, that 
cannot be told out.) 

27 For he that seeketh the hearts, knoweth what the Spirit desireth, for by God, [that 
is, after God’s will], he asketh for (the) holy men. 

28 And we know, that to men that love God, all things work together into good, to them 
that after (the) purpose be called saints (or for them who according to his purpose be called 
God’s people). 

29 For those that he knew before, he before-ordained by grace to be made like to the 
image of his Son, (so) that he be the first begotten among many brethren. 

30 And those that he before-ordained to bless, them he called; and whom he called, 
them he justified; and whom he justified, them he glorified. 

31 What then shall we say to these things? If God be for us, who is against us? 

32 Which also spared not his own Son, but betook him for us all (or but delivered him for 
us all), how also gave he not to us all things with him? 

33 Who shall accuse against the chosen men of God? It is God that justifieth, 

34 who is it that condemneth? It is Jesus Christ that was dead, yea, the which rose 
again, the which is on the right half of God, and the which prayeth for us. (who is it who 
condemneth? It is Jesus Christ, who died, yea, who rose again, who is on the right side, or at the 
right hand, of God, and who prayeth for us.) 

35 Who then shall part us from the charity of Christ? (or What then shall separate us from 
the love of the Messiah?) tribulation, or anguish, or hunger, or nakedness, or persecution, 
or peril, or (the) sword? 

36 As it is written, For we be slain all day for thee; we be guessed as (the) sheep of 
slaughter, [or we be guessed as sheep to slaughter], (or we have been thought of, or we have been 
treated like, sheep for the slaughter). 


4271 XRN 


ROMANS CHAPTER 8:37 840 ROMANS CHAPTER 9:20 


37 But in all these things we overcome, for him that loved us (or through him who loved 
us). 

38 But I am certain, that neither death, neither life, neither angels, neither principats 
(or principalities), neither virtues (or powers), neither present things, neither things to 
coming [or neither things to come], neither strength, 

39 neither height, neither deepness, neither any other creature, may part us from the 
charity of God, that is in Christ Jesus our Lord. (neither height, nor depth, nor anything else 
in all Creation, can separate us from the love of God, that is in the Messiah Jesus our Lord.) 


CHAPTER 9 

11 say (the) truth in Christ Jesus, I lie not, for my conscience beareth witnessing to me 
in the Holy Ghost, (I tell the truth in the Messiah Jesus, I do not lie, for my conscience testifieth 
to me by the Holy Spirit,) 

2 for great heaviness is to me, and continual sorrow to my heart. 

3 For I myself desired to be parted [or to be cursed] from Christ for (the sake of) my 
brethren, that be my cousins after the flesh, (For I myself desired to be separated from the 
Messiah, that is, to be accursed for the sake of my brothers, who be my cousins after the flesh,) 

4 that be men of Israel [or that be Israelites]; whose is (the) adoption of sons, and glory, 
and testament (or and the covenant), and (the) giving of the law, and service, and promises; 

5 whose be the fathers, and of which is Christ after the flesh, that is God above all 
things, blessed into worlds. Amen. (whose be the fathers, and whom is the Messiah according 
to the flesh, who is above everything, and blessed by God forever. Amen.) 

6 But not that the word of God hath fallen down, [or (hath) failed unfulfilled]. For not all 
that be of Israel, these be Israelites. 

7 Neither they that be [the] seed of Abraham, all be sons; but in Isaac the seed shall be 
called to thee; 

8 that is to say, not they that be (the) sons of the flesh, be(the) sons of God, but they 
that be (the) sons of [the] promise be deemed (or be judged to be) in the seed. 

9 For why this is the word of promise, After this time I shall come, and a son shall be 
(given) to Sarah. 

10 And not only she, but also Rebecca had two sons of one lying-by, [or of one knowing 
of man], of Isaac, our father. 

11 And when they were not yet born, neither had done anything of good either evil, 
(so) that the purpose of God should dwell by election, not of works, but of God calling, 

12 it was said to him [or it is said to her], That the more should serve the less, 

13 as it is written, I loved Jacob, but I hated Esau. 

14 What therefore shall we say? Whether wickedness be with God? God forbid. 

15 For he saith to Moses, I shall have mercy on whom I shall have mercy; and I shall 
give mercy on whom] shall have mercy. 

16 Therefore it is not neither of [a] man willing (or desiring), neither running, but of 
God having mercy. 

17 And the scripture saith to Pharaoh, For to this thing I have stirred thee, that I show 
in thee my virtue (or so that I show my power through dealing with thee), and that my name 
be told in all [the] earth. 

18 Therefore of whom God will, he hath mercy; and whom he will, he endureth. (And 
so for whom God desireth, he hath mercy; and for whom he desireth, he maketh hard or he maketh 
stubborn.) 

19 Then sayest thou to me, What is sought yet? [or What thing is yet sought?] for who 
withstandeth his will? 

20 O! man, who art thou, that answerest to God? Whether a made thing saith to him 
that made it, What hast thou made me so? (or Why hast thou made me so?) 
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21 Whether a potter of clay hath not power to make of the same gobbet one vessel into 
honour, another into despite, [or low office]? (Hath not a potter of clay the power, or the right, 
to make out of the same piece one vessel to be honoured, and another to be despised?) 

22 And if God willing to show his wrath, and to make his power known, hath suffered 
in great patience vessels of wrath able into death, [or into perdition, or damnation], 

23 to show the riches of his glory into vessels of mercy, which he made ready into glory. 

24 Which also he called [us], not only of the Jews, but also of (the) heathen men, (And 
so he hath called us, not only from among the Jews, but also from among the Gentiles,) 

25 as he saith in Osee (or in Hosea), I shall call not my people my people, and not my 
(be)loved my (be)loved, and not getting mercy getting mercy [or and not having mercy 
having mercy]; 

26 and it shall be in the place, where it is said to them, Not ye my people, there they 
shall be called the sons of (the) living God. 

27 But Esaias crieth for Israel, If the number of children of Israel shall be as [the] gravel 
of the sea, the remnants shall be made safe. (But Isaiah crieth for Israel, Even if the number 
of the children of Israel shall be like the sand of the sea, only a remnant shall be saved.) 

28 Forsooth a word making an end, and abridging in equity, for the Lord shall make a 
word abridged, [or made short], on all the earth. 

29 And as Esaias before-said, [No] But (the) God of hosts had left to us seed, we had been 
made as Sodom, and we had been like as Gomorrha. (And as Isaiah said before, If the God of 
hosts had not left us some seed or a few descendants, we would have become like Sodom, and we 
would have been like Gomorrah.) 

30 Therefore what shall we say? That heathen men that (pur)sued not rightwiseness, 
have gotten [or have caught] rightwiseness, yea, the rightwiseness that is of faith. (And 
so then what shall we say? That the Gentiles, who did not follow righteousness, have gotten 
righteousness, yea, the righteousness that is from faith.) 

31 But Israel (pur)suing the law of rightwiseness, came not perfectly to the law of 
rightwiseness. (But Israel following the law of righteousness, did not perfectly come to, or attain, 
the law of righteousness.) 

32 Why? For not of faith, but as of works. And they spurned against the stone of 
offence, [or (against the stone of) spurning], (Why? Because their efforts were not based on faith, 
but rather on works. And so they stumbled against the stone of stumbling,) 

33 as itis written, Lo! I put a stone of offence (or a stone of spurning) in Sion, and a stone 
of stumbling; and each that shall believe in it, shall not be confounded, [or shamed]. (as 
it is written, Behold! I put a stone of offense in Zion, yea, a stone of stumbling; and everyone who 
shall believe in it, shall not be put to shame.) 


CHAPTER 10 


1 Brethren, the will of mine heart and my beseeching is made to God for them into 
health. (Brothers, my heart’s desire and my beseeching be made to God for their salvation.) 

2 But I bear witnessing to them, that they have the love of God, but not after cunning 
(or knowing). (For I can testify about them, that they have the love of God, but it is not based on 
true knowledge.) 

3 For they unknowing (or not knowing) God’s rightwiseness, and seeking to make 
steadfast their own rightwiseness, be not subject to the rightwiseness of God. 

4 For the end of the law is Christ, to rightwiseness to each man that believeth. (For the 
end of the law is the Messiah, unto righteousness for each man who believeth.) 
naes Moses wrote, For the man that shall do rightwiseness that is of the law, shall live 
in it. 

6 But the rightwiseness that is of belief, saith thus, Say thou not in thine heart, Who 
shall ascend into heaven? that is to say, to lead down Christ, (or that is to say, to bring down 
the Messiah); 
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7 or who shall go down into hell? that is, to again-call Christ from death, (or that is, 
to bring the Messiah up from the dead). [+or who shall go down into (the) deepness, or into (the) 
depth(s)? that is, to again-call Christ from the dead.] 

8 But what saith the scripture? The word is nigh in thy mouth, and in thine heart; this 
is the word of belief (or this is the word of faith), which we preach. 

° That if thou acknowledge in thy mouth the Lord Jesus Christ, and believest in thine 
heart, that God raised him from death [or that God raised him from (the) dead], thou shalt 
be safe. (If thou acknowledge with thy mouth that Jesus Christ is the Lord, and believest in thine 
heart, that God raised him from the dead, then thou shalt be saved.) 

10 For by heart me believeth to rightwiseness [or Forsooth by heart men believeth to 
rightwiseness], but by mouth acknowledging is made to health (or unto salvation). 

11 For why the scripture saith, Each that believeth in him, shall not be confounded. 
(Because the Scripture saith, Everyone who believeth in him, shall not be shamed.) 

12 And there is no distinction of Jew and of Greek (or And there is no difference between 
Jew and Greek); for the same Lord of all is rich into all, that inwardly call him [or that in-call 
him]. 

13 For each man, whoever shall inwardly call the name of the Lord [or whoever shall 
in-call the name of the Lord], shall be safe (or shall be saved). 

14 How then shall they inwardly call him [or How therefore shall they in-call him], into 
whom they have not believed? or how shall they believe to him, whom they have not 
heard? (or how shall they believe in him, whom they have not heard?) How shall they hear, 
without a preacher? 

15 and how shall they preach, but (that) they be sent? As it is written, How fair be the 
feet of them that preach [or that evangelize] peace, of them that preach good things. 

16 But not all men obey to the gospel. For Esaias saith, Lord, who believed to our 
hearing? (But not everyone obeyeth the Gospel or the Good News. For Isaiah saith, Lord, who 
believed our message?) 

17 Therefore faith is of hearing [or Therefore faith by hearing], but hearing by the word 
of Christ (or through the word of the Messiah). 

18 But I say, Whether they heard not? Yes, soothly, the sound of them went out into all 
the earth, (Yes, truly, their voices went out unto all the earth), and their words into the ends 


of the world. 
19 But I say, Whether Israel knew not? First Moses saith, I shall lead you to envy, that 


ye be no folk (or so that ye be not a nation), [or First Moses saith, I shall lead you to envy, to not 
a folk]; (for) that ye be an unwise folk, I shall send you into wrath. 

20 And Esaias is bold, and saith, I am found of men that seek me not; openly I appeared 
to them, that asked not (about) me. (And Isaiah is bold, and saith, I am found by men who did 
not seek me; openly I appeared to them, who did not ask for me.) 

21 But to Israel he saith, All day I stretched out mine hands to a people that believed 
not [to me], but gainsaid me. (But to Israel he says, All day I have stretched out my hands to a 
people that did not believe me, but rather, spoke against me.) 


CHAPTER 11 
1 Therefore I say, Whether God hath put away his people? God forbid. For I am an 


Israelite, of the seed of Abraham, of the lineage of Benjamin. (And so I say, Hath God 
discarded his people? God forbid. For I am an Israelite, of the seed of Abraham, of the tribe of 
Benjamin.) 

2 God hath not put away his people, which he before-knew. Whether ye know not, 
what the scripture saith in Elias? (or Do ye not know, what the Scripture saith in the story 
about Elijah?) How he prayeth God against Israel, 

3 Lord, they have slain thy prophets, they have under-delved thine altars, and I am 
left alone, and they seek my life. 
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4 But what saith God’s answer to him? I have left to me seven thousands of men, that 
have not bowed their knees before Baal. 

5 So therefore also in this time, the remnants be made safe, (or And so also in this time, 
a remnant hath been saved), by the choosing of the grace of God. 

6 And if it be by the grace of God, it is not now of works; else grace is not now grace. 

7 What then? Israel hath not gotten this that he sought, but (the) election hath gotten 
(it); and the others be blinded. 

8 As it is written, God gave to them a spirit of compunction, eyes that they see not, 
and ears, that they hear not, into this day. 

9 And David saith, Be the board of them made into a snare before them (or Let their 
table, or their feasts, be made into a snare for them), and into catching, and into (a) cause of 
stumbling, and into yielding [again] to them. 

10 Be the eyes of them made dark, (so) that they see not; and bow thou down always 
the back of them. 

11 Therefore I say, Whether they offended so, that they should fall down? God forbid. 


But by the guilt of them health is made to heathen men, that they, (the Israelites), (pur)sue 
them, (or But because of their guilt, salvation hath come to the Gentiles, so that they, the Israelites, 
follow them). 

12 (So) That if the guilt of them be (the) riches of the world, and the making less [or the 
diminishing] of them be (the) riches of heathen men (or of the Gentiles), how much more 
the plenty of them? 

13 But I say to you, heathen men, for as long as I am (an) apostle of heathen men, I shall 
honour my ministry [or my service], (But I say to you, Gentiles, that as long as Iam an apostle 
to the Gentiles, I shall give honour to my ministry,) 

14 if in any manner I stir my flesh for to follow, and that I make some of them safe (or 
and that I save some of them). 

15 For if the loss of them is the reconciling of the world, what is the taking up [of them], 
but (the giving of) life of dead men? [+or no but (the giving of) life to (the) dead?](or nothing 
less than the giving of life to the dead! or the giving of life from the dead!) 

16 For if a little part of that that is tasted be holy, the whole gobbet is holy; and if the 
root is holy, also the branches. 

17 What if any of the branches be broken, when thou were a wild olive tree, art grafted 
[or art set in] among them, and art made (a) fellow of the root, and of the fatness of the 
olive tree, 

18 do not thou have glory (or boast) against the branches. For if thou gloriest (or For if 
thou boastest), thou bearest not the root, but the root thee. 

19 Therefore thou sayest, The branches be broken, (so) that I be grafted in [or so that I 
be inset]. 

20 Well, for unbelief the branches be broken; but thou standest by faith. Do not thou 
understand [or savour] high things, but dread thou (them), (or fear them), 

21 for if God spared not the kindly branches (or for if God did not spare the natural 
branches), [see thou] lest peradventure he spare not thee. 

22 Therefore see the goodness, and the fierceness of God; yea, the fierceness into them 
that fell down, but the goodness of God into thee, if thou dwellest in goodness, else also 
thou shalt be cut down. 

23 Yea, and they shall be set in [or they shall be inset], if they dwell not in unbelief. For 
God is mighty, to set them in again. 

24 For if thou art cut down of the kindly wild olive tree, and against kind art set into 
a good olive tree, how much more they that be by kind, shall be set in their olive tree? 
(For if thou art cut down from the naturally wild olive tree, and against nature art grafted into a 
good or a cultivated olive tree, how much more then they who be of that very nature, shall be able 
to be grafted into their olive tree?) 
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25 But, brethren, I will not, that ye not know this mystery, that ye be not wise to 
yourselves; for blindness hath fallen a part in Israel, till that the plenty of heathen 
men entered, (But, brothers, I do not desire, that ye do not know this mystery, so that ye do 
not think yourselves to be wise; for blindness hath fallen in part upon Israel, until the multitude 
of the Gentiles have entered,) 

26 and so all Israel should be made safe. As it is written, He shall come of Sion, that 
shall deliver, and turn away the wickedness [or the unpiety] of Jacob. (and so all Israel shall 
be saved. As it is written, He shall come from Zion, who shall deliver them, and shall take away 
wickedness or impiety from Jacob.) 

27 And this testament to them of me (or And this is my covenant with them), when I shall 
do away their sins. 

28 After the gospel they be enemies for you, but they be most dearworthy by the 
election [or after the election] for the fathers. 

29 And the gifts and the calling of God be without forthinking, (or repenting), [or 
revoking]. 

30 And as sometime also ye believed not to God, but now ye have gotten mercy for the 
unbelief of them; 

31 so and these now believed not into your mercy, (so) that also they get mercy. 

32 For God closed all things together in unbelief [or Forsooth God closed together all things 
in unbelief], (so) that he have mercy on all. 

33 O! the highness of the riches of the wisdom and of the cunning, (or the knowing, 
or the knowledge), of God [+or O! the depth of the riches of wisdom and cunning of God]; how 
incomprehensible be his dooms (or how incomprehensible be his judgements), and his ways 
be unsearchable. 

34 For why who knew the wit of the Lord (or For who knew the mind, or the thinking, of the 
Lord), or who was his counsellor? 

35 or who former gave to him (or who first gave to him), and (after) it shall be requited 
[again] to him? 

36 For of him, and by him, and in him be all things. To him be glory into worlds [of 
worlds], (or To him be glory forever and ever). Amen. 


CHAPTER 12 

1 Therefore, brethren, I beseech you by the mercy of God, that ye give your bodies 
(as) a living sacrifice, holy, pleasing to God, and your service reasonable (or which is your 
reasonable service). 

2 And do not ye be conformed to this world, but be ye reformed in (the) newness of 
your wit, that ye prove which is the will of God, (or but be ye reformed in the renewing of 
your mind, or in your thinking, so that ye prove what is the will of God), good, and well pleasing, 
and perfect. 

3 For I say, by the grace that is given to me, to all that be among you, that ye understand 
not more than it behooveth to understand, but for to understand to soberness, [or to not 
savour, or know, more than it behooveth to know, but to know to soberness]; and to each man, 
as God hath parted the measure of faith. 

4 For as in one body we have many members, but all the members have not the same 
deed [or the same act]; 

5 so we many be one body in Christ, and each be members one of another. (so we many 
bodies be but one body in the Messiah, and each of us be members of one another.) 

6 Therefore we that have gifts diversing [or Therefore having gifts diversing], after the 
grace that is given to us, either prophecy, after the reason of faith; 

7 either service [or ministry], in ministering; either he that teacheth, in teaching; 
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8 he that stirreth softly, in admonishing [or in exhortation]; he that giveth, in simpleness 
(or with sincerity); he that is sovereign, [or is (a) prelate, or is before], in busyness (or with zeal 
and concern); he that hath mercy, in gladness. 

9 Love without feigning, hating evil, drawing [or fast(ly) cleaving] to (the) good; 

10 loving together the charity of brotherhood. Each come before to worship (the) other 
[or Coming before together in honour]; 

11 not slow in busyness, fervent in spirit, serving to the Lord, 

12 joying in hope, patient in tribulation, busy in prayer, 

13 giving good to the needs of (the) saints, keeping hospitality. (giving what is needed to 
God’s people, being hospitable.) 

14 Bless ye men that pursue you; bless ye, and do not ye curse (them); (Bless those who 
persecute you; yea, bless them, and do not curse them;) 

15 for to joy with men that joy, for to weep with men that weep. 

16 Feel ye the same thing together; not understanding high things, [or not savouring, or 
cunning, (or knowing), high things], but consenting to meek (or to humble) things, [following 
meek (or humble) fathers]. Do not ye be prudent with yourselves (or Do not think yourselves 
to be overly wise); 

17 to no man yielding evil for evil, but purvey ye good things, not only before God, but 
also before all men. 

18 If it may be done, that that is of you, have ye peace with all men. 

19 Ye most dear brethren, not defending, [or venging], yourselves, but give ye place to 
wrath [or ire]; for it is written, The Lord saith, To me vengeance, and I shall yield (it). 

20 But if thine enemy hungereth, feed thou him; if he thirsteth, give thou drink to him; 
for thou doing this thing shalt gather together coals on his head [or forsooth doing these 
things thou shalt gather together coals on his head]. 

21 Do not thou be overcome of evil, but overcome thou evil by good. (Do not be overcome 
by evil, but overcome evil with good.) 


CHAPTER 13 

1 Every soul be subject to higher powers. For there is no power but of God (or For there 
is no authority except from God), and those things that be of God, be ordained. 

2 Therefore he that against-standeth power, against-standeth the ordinance of God; 
and they that against-stand (that), get to themselves damnation. 

3 For princes be not to the dread of good work(s), but of evil (works), (or For rulers or 
leaders should not be feared by those who do good works, but by those who do evil works). But 
wilt thou, that thou dread not power? Do thou (a) good thing, and thou shalt have (the) 
praising of it; [For why princes be not to the dread of good work(s), but of evil. Soothly wilt thou 
not dread power? Do good, and thou shalt have (the) praising of it;] 

4 for he is the minister of God to thee into good. But if thou doest evil, dread thou; for 
not without cause he beareth the sword, for he is the minister of God, venger into wrath 
to him that doeth evil. (for he is God’s servant for your own good. But if thou doest evil, fear 
thou; for not without cause he beareth the sword, for he is God’s servant, the avenger unto wrath 
of those who do evil.) 

5 And therefore by need be ye subject, not only for wrath, but also for conscience. 

6 For therefore ye give tributes, they be the ministers of God, and serve for this same 
thing. (And so for this ye pay taxes, for they be God’s servants, and serve by these duties.) 

7 Therefore yield ye to all men (your) debts, to whom tribute, tribute, to whom toll, 
[or (a) custom (duty) for things borne about], toll, [or such (a) custom (duty)], to whom dread, 
dread, to whom honour, honour. (And so yield to all men your debts, to whom taxes, taxes, to 
whom a custom duty or a toll, a custom duty or a toll, to whom fear, fear, to whom honour, honour.) 
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8 To no man owe ye anything, [no] but that ye love together (or except that ye love one 
another). For he that loveth his neighbour, hath fulfilled the law. 

° For, Thou shalt do no lechery (or Thou shalt not do adultery), Thou shalt not slay, 
Thou shalt not steal, Thou shalt not say false witnessing (or Thou shalt not give false 
testimony), Thou shalt not covet the thing of thy neighbour, and if there be any other 
commandment, it is enstored, or included, [or enclosed], in this word, Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour as thyself. 

10 The love of thy neighbour worketh not evil; therefore love is the fulfilling of the 
law. 

11 And we know (at) this time, that the hour is now, that we rise from sleep; for now 
is our health near(er), [or soothly now our health is nearer], (or for now our salvation, or our 
deliverance, is nearer), than when we (first) believed. 

12 The night went before, but the day hath nighed. Therefore cast we away the works 
of darknesses, and be we clothed in the armours of light [or and be we clothed with the 
armours of light]. (The night went before, but now the day hath approached. And so let us throw 
off the works of darkness, and be we clothed in the armour of light.) 

13 As in [the] day wander, (or walk, or go), we honestly (or decently), not in superfluous 
feasts [or in oft eatings], and drunkennesses, not in beds (or bedchambers) and unchastities, 
not in strife and in envy; 

14 but be ye clothed in the Lord Jesus Christ, and do ye not the busyness [or the cares] 
of (the) flesh in desires. 


CHAPTER 14 

1 But take ye a sick man in belief, not in deemings of thoughts, [or not in deceptions, or 
disputations, of thoughts]. (Accept a man frail or weak in the faith, without judging or arguing 
about his thoughts and beliefs.) 

2 For another man believeth, that he may eat all things; but he that is sick, [or 
unsteadfast], eat worts. (For one man believeth, that he can eat anything and everything; but he 
who is frail or weak, eateth only vegetables and herbs.) 

3 He that eateth, despise not him that eateth not; and he that eateth not, deem not 
him that eateth (or judge not him who eateth). For God hath taken him (un)to him(self), [or 
For why God hath taken him], (or Because God hath accepted him). 

4 Who art thou, that deemest another’s servant? (or Who art thou, who judgest another’s 
servant?) To his lord he standeth, or falleth from him, [or To his lord he standeth, or falleth 
down]. But he shall stand; for the Lord is mighty to make him perfect, [or to ordain him, 
or make (him) steadfast]. 

5 For why one deemeth a day betwixt a day, another deemeth each day. Each man 
increase in his wit (or Each man increase in his understanding, or in his thinking). 

6 He that understandeth the day, understandeth to the Lord, [or He that savoureth the 
day, savoureth to the Lord]. And he that eateth, eateth to the Lord, for he doeth thankings 
to God (or for he giveth thanks to God). And he that eateth not, eateth not to the Lord, and 
doeth thankings to God. 

7 For no man of us liveth (un)to himself, and no man dieth (un)to himself. 

8 For whether we live, we live to the Lord; and whether we die, we die to the Lord. 
Therefore whether we live or die, we be of the Lord [or we be (the) Lord’s]. 

° For why for this thing Christ was dead, and rose again, that he be (the) Lord both of 
quick and of dead men [or of quick and of dead]. (Because the Messiah died, and rose again for 
this, so that he be the Lord both of the living and of the dead.) 

10 But what deemest thou thy brother? or why despisest thou thy brother? for all we 
shall stand before the throne of Christ. (But why judgest thy brother? or why despisest thy 
brother? for all of us shall stand before the throne of the Messiah.) 
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1 For it is written, I live, saith the Lord, for to me each knee shall be bowed, and each 
tongue shall acknowledge to God. 

12 Therefore each of us shall yield reason to God for himself. (And so each of us shall 
have to answer to God for himself, or give an account of himself.) 

13 Therefore no more deem we (or judge) each other; but more deem ye this thing, that 
ye put not hurting, or (any) cause of stumbling, to a brother. 

14 | know and trust in the Lord Jesus, that nothing is (made) unclean by him, no but to 
him that deemeth anything to be unclean, to him it is unclean. 

15 And if thy brother be made sorry, [or heavy], in (his) conscience for meat, now thou 
walkest not after charity. Do not thou through thy meat lose him, for whom Christ died. 
(And if thy brother be grieved in his conscience over food, now thou walkest not with love. Do not 
because of thy food, or by thy eating, destroy him for whom the Messiah died.) 

16 Therefore be not your good thing blasphemed [or despised]. 

17 For why the realm of God is not meat and drink, but rightwiseness and peace and 
joy in the Holy Ghost. (Because the Kingdom of God is not food and drink, but righteousness 
and joy in the Holy Spirit.) 

18 And he that in this thing serveth Christ, pleaseth God, and is proved to men. (And 
he who doeth this serveth the Messiah, pleaseth God, and is approved by men.) 

19 Therefore (pur)sue we those things that be of peace, and keep we together those 
things that be of edification. (And so follow those things that be about peace, and hold we 
together those things that be for our edification.) 

20 Do not thou for meat lose the work of God. For all things be clean, but it is evil to the 
man that eateth by offending. (Do not because of food, or by thy eating, destroy the work of 
God. For all things be clean, but it becometh evil to the man who, by his eating, causeth someone 
else to stumble.) 

21 It is good to not eat flesh, and to not drink wine, neither in what thing thy brother 
offendeth, or is caused to stumble, or is made sick, [or unsteadfast], (or is made frail, or 
weak). 

22 Thou hast faith with thyself, have thou (it) before God. Blessed is he that deemeth 
not himself in that thing that he (ap)proveth [or Blessed is he that deemeth not, or 
condemneth not, himself in that thing that he proveth]. 

23 For he that deemeth, is condemned [or is damned], if he eateth; for it, [his eating], is 
not of faith (or is not based on faith). And all thing that is not of faith, is sin. 


CHAPTER 15 

1 But we firmer men owe to sustain [or to bear up] the feeblenesses of sick men, [or 
(those) unfirm in (the) faith], and not [to] please to ourselves. (But we stronger men ought 
to bear up the weakness of frail or weak men, or those unstable in the faith, and not to please 
ourselves.) 

2 Each of us please to his neighbour in[to] good, to edification. 

3 For Christ pleased not to himself (or For the Messiah did not please himself), [but], as it 
is written, The reproofs of men despising thee, felled on me, [or The reproofs, or shames, of 
men despising thee, fell on me]. 

4 For whatever things be written, those be written to our teaching, (so) that by (the) 
patience and (the) comfort of (the) scriptures we have hope. 

5 But (the) God of patience and of solace give to you to understand the same thing, 
each into (the) other, after (the example of) Jesus Christ, (And may the God of patience and of 
solace help you to agree on matters, with one another, after the example of Jesus Christ,) 

6 (so) that ye of one will with one mouth worship God and the Father of our Lord Jesus 
Christ. 
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7 For which thing take ye together, as also Christ took you into the honour of God. (For 
which thing accept one another, as also the Messiah hath accepted you, for the honour or the glory 
of God.) 

8 For I say, that Jesus Christ was a minister (or a servant) of (the) circumcision for the 
truth of God, to confirm the promises of (the) fathers. 

9 And (the) heathen men owe to honour God for mercy (or And the Gentiles ought to 
honour God for his mercy); as it is written, Therefore, Lord, I shall acknowledge to thee 
among (the) heathen men, and I shall sing to thy name. 

10 And again he saith, Ye heathen men, be ye glad [or (make) joy] with his people. (And 
again it saith, Ye Gentiles, rejoice with his people!) 

11 And again, All heathen men, praise ye the Lord; and all peoples, magnify ye him. 
(And again, All the Gentiles, praise the Lord; yea, all the peoples, praise him.) 

12 And again Esaias saith, There shall be a root of Jesse, that shall rise up to govern 
heathen men, and heathen men shall (have) hope in him. (And again, Isaiah saith, There 
shall be a root of Jesse, that shall rise up to govern the Gentiles, and the Gentiles shall have hope 
in him.) 

13 And God of hope full-fill you in all joy and peace in believing, that ye increase [or ye 
abound] in hope and virtue of the Holy Ghost. (And may the God of hope fill you full with all 

joy and peace by your believing, or by your faith in him, so that ye increase or abound in the hope 
and the power of the Holy Spirit.) 

14 And, brethren, I myself am certain of you, that also ye be full of love, and ye be [full- 
]filled with all cunning, (or with all knowing), [or with all science], so that ye may admonish 
each other. (And, brothers, I myself am certain about you, that ye also be full of love, and that ye 
be filled full with all knowledge, so that ye can admonish one another.) 

15 And, brethren, more boldly I wrote to you a part, as bringing you into mind, for the 
grace that is given to me of God, (And, brothers, more boldly I wrote to you in part, as bringing 
you into remembrance, of the gift that is given to me by God,) 

16 that I be the minister of Christ Jesus among heathen men. And I hallow the gospel of 
God, that the offering of heathen men be accepted [or be made acceptable], and hallowed in 
the Holy Ghost. (that I be the servant of the Messiah Jesus among the Gentiles. And I consecrate 
the Gospel, or the Good News, of God, so that the offering of the Gentiles be made acceptable, and 
consecrated by the Holy Spirit.) 

17 Therefore I have glory in Christ Jesus to God. (And so I have glory in the Messiah Jesus 
to God.) 

18 For I dare not speak anything of those things, which Christ doeth not by me, into 
obedience of (the) heathen men, in word and deeds, (For I dare not say anything about those 
things, which the Messiah doeth not by me, to bring the Gentiles into obedience to God, by word 
and deed,) 

19 in virtue of tokens and great wonders, in virtue of the Holy Ghost, so that from 
Jerusalem by compass to the Illyricum sea [or till unto Illyricum], 1 have [full-]filled the 
gospel of Christ. (by the power of miracles, or signs, and great wonders, by the power of the Holy 
Spirit, so that from Jerusalem all around unto Illyricum, I have fully preached the Gospel, or the 
Good News, of the Messiah.) 

20 And so I have preached this gospel, not where Christ was named, (or not where the 
Messiah hath already been spoken of, or not where the Messiah hath already been heard of), lest 
I build upon another’s ground, 

21 but as it is written, For to whom it is not told of him, they shall see, and they that 
heard not, shall understand. 

22 For which thing I was hindered full much to come to you, and I am hindered till [to] 
this time. 
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23 And now I have not further place, [or cause of longer dwelling (there)], in these 
countries (or in these regions), but I have (a) desire to come to you, of many years that 
[now] be passed. 

24 When I begin to pass into Spain (or When I go forth to Spain), | hope that in my going 
I shall see you, and of you I shall be led thither, if I [shall] use you first in part. 

25 Therefore now I shall pass forth to Jerusalem, to minister to (the) saints. (But now I 
shall go forth to Jerusalem, to serve God’s people.) 

26 For Macedonia and Achaia have assayed to make some gift, [or some collection, or (a) 
gathering of money], to (the) poor men of (the) saints, that be in Jerusalem. (For the churches 
in Macedonia and in Achaia have decided to make a gift of some money, for those of God’s people 
in Jerusalem who be poor.) 

27 For it pleased to them, and they be debtors of them; for if heathen men be made 
partners of their ghostly things, they owe also in fleshly things to minister to them. (For 
it pleased them to do this, and they be their debtors; for if the Gentiles be made the partners of 
their spiritual things, then they, the Gentiles, ought also to serve them with fleshly things.) 

28 Therefore when I have ended this thing, and have assigned to them this fruit, I shall 
pass by you into Spain (or I shall pass by you as I go to Spain). 

29 And I know, that I coming to you, shall come in the abundance, [or (in the) plenty], 
of the blessing of Christ. (And I know, that when I come, I shall come with a full measure of the 
Messiah’s blessing.) 

30 Therefore, brethren, I beseech you by our Lord Jesus Christ, and by the charity of 
the Holy Ghost, that ye help me in your prayers [for me] to the Lord, (And so, brothers, I 
beseech you by our Lord Jesus Christ, and by the love of the Holy Spirit, that ye help me by your 
prayers for me to the Lord,) 

31 that I be delivered from the unfaithful men, that be in Judea, and that the offering of 
my service be accepted in Jerusalem to (the) saints; (so that I be delivered from the unfaithful 
men, who be in Judea, and that the offering of my service be accepted by, or acceptable to, God’s 
people in Jerusalem;) 

32 (so) that I come to you in joy, by the will of God, and that I be refreshed with you. 

33 And (may the) God of peace be with you all. Amen. 


CHAPTER 16 

1 AndI commend to you Phebe, our sister, which is in the service of the church that is 
at Cenchrea, (And I commend to you our sister Phoebe, who is in the service of the church that is 
at Cenchrea,) 

2 that ye receive her in the Lord worthily to (the) saints, and that ye help her in 
whatever cause she shall need of you (or and that ye help her with whatever she shall need 
from you). For she hath helped many men, and myself. 

3 Greet Priscilla and Aquila, mine helpers in Christ Jesus, (Greetings to Priscilla and 
Aquila, my helpers in the Messiah Jesus,) 

4 which under-putted their necks for my life; to whom not I alone do thankings, but 
also all the churches of (the) heathen men. (who risked their necks for me; for whom not I 
alone give thanks, but also all the churches of the Gentiles.) 

5 And greet ye well their household church [or their home-church]. Greet well 
Epaenetus, (be)loved to me, that is the first of Asia in Christ, Jesus (or Hearty greetings 
to Epaenetus, beloved to me, who is the first Asian convert to the Messiah Jesus). 

6 Greet well Mary, the which hath travailed much in us. (Hearty greetings to Mary, who 
hath laboured much with us, or for us.) 

7 Greet well Andronicus and Junia, my cousins, and mine even-prisoners, which be 
noble among the apostles, and which were before me in Christ. (Hearty greetings to 
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Andronicus and Junia, my cousins, and my fellow prisoners, who be of note among the apostles, 
and who were in the Messiah before me.) 
8 Greet well Amplias (or Hearty greetings to Amplias), most dearworthy to me in the Lord. 
9 Greet well Urbane, our helper in Christ Jesus, and Stachys, my darling [or my 
(be)loved]. (Hearty greetings to Urbane, our helper in the Messiah Jesus, and Stachys, my beloved.) 
10 Greet well Apelles, the noble in Christ [or noble in Christ]. Greet well them that be of 


Aristobulus’ house. 
11 Greet well Herodion, my cousin. Greet well them that be of Narcissus’ house, that 


be in the Lord. 
12 Greet well Tryphena and Tryphosa, which women travail in the Lord. Greet well 


Persis, most dearworthy woman, that hath travailed much in the Lord. 


13 Greet well Rufus, chosen in the Lord, and his mother, and mine. 
14 Greet well Asyncritus, Phlegon, Hermes, Patrobas, Hermas, and brethren that be 


with them (or and the brothers who be with them). 

15 Greet well Philologus, and Julia, and Nereus, and his sister, and Olympas, and all the 
saints that be with them (or and all of God’s people who be with them). 

16 Greet ye well together in holy kiss. All the churches of Christ greet you well. (Give 
hearty greetings to one another with a holy kiss. All the churches of the Messiah send you hearty 
greetings.) 

17 But, brethren, I pray you, that ye espy them that make dissensions and hurtings [or 
offences], besides the doctrine that ye have learned, and bow away from them. 

18 For such men serve not to the Lord Christ, but to their womb, (or For such men do not 
serve the Lord Messiah, but their own bellies), and by sweet words and blessings deceive the 


hearts of innocent men. 
19 But your obedience is published into every place, therefore I have joy in you. But I 


will (or I desire), that ye be wise in good thing(s), and simple in evil (things). 

20 And (may the) God of peace tread Satan under your feet swiftly. The grace of our 
Lord Jesus Christ be with you. 

21 Timothy, mine helper, greeteth you well (or sendeth hearty greetings), and also Lucius, 
and Jason, and Sosipater, my cousins. 

22 | Tertius greet you well, that wrote this epistle, in the Lord. (I Tertius, who wrote this 
letter, send you hearty greetings, in the Lord.) 

23 Gaius, mine host, greeteth you well, and all the church. Erastus, (the) treasurer, 
[or (the) keeper], of the city, greeteth you well, and Quartus [the] brother. (My host Gaius, 
sendeth you hearty greetings, and all the church. Erastus, the treasurer of the city, sendeth you 
hearty greetings, and also our brother Quartus.) 

24 The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you all. Amen. 

25 And honour and glory be to him, that is mighty to confirm you by my gospel, and 
(the) preaching of Jesus Christ, by the revelation of (the) mystery held still, in times 
everlasting; [Forsooth to him, that is mighty to confirm you by my gospel, and (the) preaching 
of Jesus Christ, after the revelation of (the) mystery holden still, that is, not showed, in times 
everlasting;] 

26 which mystery is now made open by (the) scriptures of (the) prophets, by the 
commandment of God without beginning and ending, to the obedience of faith in all 
heathen men (or to bring all the Gentiles to faith and obedience), 

27 the mystery known by Jesus Christ to God alone wise [or the mystery known to God 
alone wise by Jesus Christ], to whom be honour and glory into worlds of worlds. Amen. 
(to God who alone is wise, through Jesus Christ, to whom be honour and glory forever and ever. 
Amen.) 
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1ST CORINTHIANS 


1 Paul, called (an) apostle of Jesus Christ, by the will of God, and Sosthenes, (a) brother, 

2 to the church of God that is at Corinth, to them that be hallowed in Christ Jesus, and 
called saints, (or to those who be consecrated in the Messiah Jesus, and be called God’s people), 
with all that inwardly call the name of our Lord Jesus Christ [or with all that in-call the 
name of our Lord Jesus Christ], in each place of them and of ours (or in every place of theirs 
and of ours), 

3 grace (be) to you and (the) peace of God, our Father, and of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

41 do thankings to my God (for)evermore for you, in the grace of God that is given to 
you in Christ Jesus. (I give thanks always to my God for you, for the grace of God which is given 
to you in the Messiah Jesus.) 

5 For in all things ye be made rich in him, in each word, and in each cunning, (or 
knowing), [or science], (or in all knowledge), 

6 as the witnessing of Christ is confirmed in you; (as the testimony of the Messiah is 
confirmed in you;) 

7 so that nothing fail to you in any grace (or of any blessing), that abide the showing [or 
the revelation] of our Lord Jesus Christ; 

8 which also shall confirm you into the end without crime, [or great sin], in the day of 
the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

9 A true God [or Forsooth God is true], by whom ye be called into the fellowship of his 
Son Jesus Christ our Lord. 

10 But, brethren, I beseech you, by the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, that ye all say 
the same thing, and that dissensions, [or schisms, or divisions, or discords], be not among 
you; but be ye perfect in the same wit, (or in the same thinking, or of the same mind), and in 
the same cunning, (or the same knowing, or with the same knowledge). 

11 For, my brethren, it is told to me of them that be at Chloe’s, that strives (or arguments) 
be among you. 

12 And I say that, that each of you saith, For I am of Paul, and I am of Apollos, and 1 am 
of Cephas, [that is, Peter], but I am of Christ. 

13 Whether Christ is parted? (or Is the Messiah divided?) whether Paul was crucified for 
you, either ye be baptized in the name of Paul? 

14 | do thankings to my God (or I give thanks to my God), that I baptized none of you, but 
Crispus and Gaius; 

15 lest any man say, that ye be baptized in my name. 

16 And I baptized also the house of Stephanas, but I know not, that I baptized any other. 

17 For Christ sent me not to baptize, but to preach the gospel [or to evangelize]; not in 
(the) wisdom of word(s), that the cross of Christ be not voided away (or so that the cross of 
the Messiah be made of no consequence). 

18 For the word of the cross is folly to them that perish; but to them that be made safe, 
that is to say, to us, it is the virtue of God. (For the word of the cross is foolishness to those 
who perish; but for those who be saved, that is to say, for us, it is the power of God.) 

19 For it is written, I shall destroy the wisdom of wise men, and I shall reprove the 
prudence of prudent men. 

20 Where is the wise man? where is the wise lawyer? [or where is the writer, or the man 
of (the) law?] where is the purchaser of this world? Whether God hath not made the 
wisdom of this world fond [or foolish]? 

21 For the world, in (the) wisdom of God, knew not God by wisdom, [or For why for 
in the wisdom of God, the world knew not God by wisdom], it pleased to God, by [the] folly of 
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preaching, to make them safe that believed, (or it pleased God, by the foolishness of preaching, 
to save those who believed). 

22 For Jews seek signs, and Greeks seek wisdom; 

23 but we preach Christ crucified, to the Jews (a) cause of stumbling, and to heathen 
men folly; (but we preach the crucified Messiah, to the Jews a stumbling block, and to the Gentiles 
foolishness;) 

24 but to those Jews and Greeks that be called, we preach Christ the virtue of God, and 
the wisdom of God. (but to those Jews and Greeks who be called, we preach the Messiah to be 
the power of God, and the wisdom of God.) 

25 For that that is (a) folly thing of God, is wiser than men; and that that is the feeble, 
[or (the) frail], thing of God, is stronger than men. (For that which is a foolish thing of God, is 
wiser than men; and that which is the frail or the weak thing of God, is stronger than men.) 

26 But, brethren, see ye your calling, (or But, brothers, see to your calling); for not many 
(of you be) wise men after the flesh, not many mighty, not many noble. 

27 But God chose those things that be fond [or that be foolish] of the world, to confound 
wise men; and God chose the feeble, [or (the) frail], things of the world, to confound the 
strong things; (But God chose those things that be foolish in the world, to shame the wise; and 
God chose the frail or the weak things of the world, to shame the strong;) 

28 and God chose the unnoble things and (the) despisable things of the world, and those 
things that be not, to destroy those things that be; 

29 that each man have not glory in his sight. (so that no one can boast in the presence of 
God or before God.) 

30 But of him ye be in Christ Jesus, which is made of God to us wisdom, and 
rightwiseness, and holiness, and again-buying; (For ye be in the Messiah Jesus, whom God 
made to be for us our wisdom, and righteousness, and holiness, and redemption;) 

31 that, as it is written, He that glorieth, have glory in the Lord. (so that, as it is written, 
He who boasteth, boast of the Lord.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And I, brethren, when I came to you, came not in the highness of word(s), either of 
wisdom, telling, [or showing], to you the witnessing of Christ (or telling the testimony of the 
Messiah). 

2 For I deemed not me to know anything among you, but Christ Jesus, and him 
crucified. (For I judged, or I determined, that when I was among you, I did not know anything, 
except the Messiah Jesus, and his crucifixion.) 

3 And I in sickness, and dread, and in much trembling, was among you [or was with 
you]; (And I in frailty or weakness, and in fear, and in much trembling, was with you;) 

4 and my word(s) and my preaching was not in (or with) subtly stirring [or persuadable] 
words of man’s wisdom, but in (the) showing of (the) Spirit and of virtue (or and of the 
power); 

5 (so) that your faith be not in the wisdom of men, but in the virtue of God (or but in 
the power of God). 

6 For we speak wisdom among perfect men, but not (the) wisdom of this world, neither 
of (the) princes of this world, that be destroyed, (or nor of the rulers of this world, who be 
destroyed); 

7 but we speak the wisdom of God in mystery, which wisdom is hid; which wisdom 
God before-ordained before (the) worlds into our glory, (but we speak God’s secret wisdom, 
which wisdom is hidden; whichwisdom God before-ordained before the making or the creation of 
the world for our glory,) 
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8 which none of the princes of this world knew; for if they had known (it), they should 
never have crucified the Lord of glory. (which none of the rulers of this world knew; for if they 
had known it, they would never have crucified the Lord of glory.) 

9 But as it is written, That eye saw not, nor ear heard, neither it ascended into the 
heart of man, what things God arrayed [or made ready before] to them that love him (or 
what things God hath prepared for those who love him); 

10 but God showed to us by his Spirit. For why the Spirit searcheth all things, yea, the 
deep things of God. 

11 And who of men knoweth, what things be of man, but the spirit of man that is in 
him? So what things be of God, no man knoweth, but the Spirit of God. 

12 And we have not received the spirit of this world, but the Spirit that is of God, that 
we know what things be given to us of God. (And we have not received the spirit of this world, 
but the Spirit that is from God, so that we know what things be given to us from God.) 

13 Which things we speak also, not in wise [or in taught] words of man’s wisdom, but 
in the doctrine of the Spirit, and make a likeness [or a comparison] of spiritual things to 
ghostly men (or and make a comparison of spiritual things for spiritual men). 

14 For a beastly man perceiveth not those things that be of the Spirit of God; for it is 
folly to him, and he may not understand, for it is examined, [or assayed], ghostly. (For a 
fleshly man perceiveth not those things that be of God’s Spirit; for it is foolishness to him, and he 
cannot understand, for it is examined spiritually.) 


15 But a spiritual man deemeth (or judgeth) all things, and he is deemed of (or by) no 
man. 

16 As it is written, And who knew the wit of the Lord, or who taught him? And we have 
the wit of Christ. (As it is written, And who knew the mind, or the thoughts, of the Lord, or who 
taught him? And we have the mind of the Messiah.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 And 1, brethren, might not speak to you as to spiritual men, but as to fleshly men; as 
to little children in Christ, 

2 | gave to you milk to drink, not meat (or solid food); for ye might not yet understand, 
neither ye may now (or nor can ye now), 

3 for yet ye be fleshly. For while envy and strife is among you, whether ye be not 
fleshly, and ye go after man? 

4 For when some saith, I am of Paul, and another, But I am of Apollos, whether ye be 
not [fleshly] men? 

5 What therefore is Apollos, and what Paul? They be ministers (or servants) of him, to 
whom ye have believed; and to each man as God hath given. 

6 | planted, Apollos moisted (or Apollos watered), but God gave increasing. 

7 Therefore neither he that planteth is anything, neither he that moisteth (or nor he 
who watereth), but God that giveth increasing. 

8 And he that planteth, and he that moisteth, be one; and each shall take his own meed, 
after his travail. (And he who planteth, and he who watereth, be one; and each shall receive his 
own reward, according to his labour.) 

9 For we be the helpers of God; ye be the earth-tilling of God, ye be the building of God. 

10 After the grace of God that is given to me, as a wise master carpenter I setted the 
foundament, (or By the grace of God that is given to me, like a wise master carpenter I set the 
foundation); and another buildeth above. But each man see, how he buildeth above, [or 
Soothly each man see, how and what things he buildeth upon]. 

11 For no man may set another foundament, except [or besides] that that is set, which 
is Christ Jesus. (And no other foundation can be laid by any man, besides that which was laid, 
which is the Messiah Jesus.) 
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12 For if any man buildeth over [or upon] this foundament, (with) gold, silver, precious 
stones, sticks, hay, or stubble, 

13 every man’s work shall be open; for the day of the Lord shall declare (it), for it shall 
be showed in fire; the fire shall prove the work of each man, what manner work it is. 

14 Tf the work of any man dwell still, which he builded above [or upon], he shall receive 
meed (or he shall receive a reward). 

15 If any man’s work burn, he shall suffer harm, either impairing; but he shall be safe, 
so nevertheless as by fire, (or but he shall be saved, as if from a fire). 

16 Know ye not, that ye be the temple of God, (or Do ye not know, that ye be God’s temple), 
and the Spirit of God dwelleth in you? 

17 And if any [man] defouleth the temple of God, God shall lose him; for the temple of 
God is holy, which ye be. (And if any man defileth God’s temple, God shall destroy him; for God’s 
temple is holy, which ye be.) 

18 No man deceive himself. If any man among you is seen to be wise in this world, be 
he made a fool, (so) that he (can truly) be wise. 

19 For the wisdom of this world is folly with God (or For this world’s wisdom is foolishness 
to God); for it is written, I shall catch wise men in their fell wisdom, [or subtle guile]; 

20 and again, The Lord knoweth the thoughts of wise men, for those be vain (or for they 
be empty and useless). 

21 Therefore no man have glory in men (or And so let no man boast about men). For all 
things be yours, 

22 either Paul, either Apollos, either Cephas (or Peter), either the world, either life, 
either death, either things present, either things to coming [or either things to come]; for 
all things be yours, 

23 and ye be of Christ, and Christ is of God. (and ye (be) of the Messiah, and the Messiah 
(is) of God.) 


CHAPTER 4 


1 So aman guess, [or deem], us as ministers of Christ, (or So think of us as servants of the 
Messiah), and (as) dispensers of the mysteries of God. 

2 Now it is sought here among the dispensers, that a man be found true. 

3 And to me it is for the least thing, that I be deemed of you (or if I be judged by you), or 
of man’s day; but neither I deem (or I judge) myself. 

4 For I am nothing over-trusting, [or guilty], to myself, but not in this thing I am 
justified; for he that deemeth me, is the Lord. 

5 Therefore do not ye deem before the time, till that the Lord come, which shall lighten 
the hid things of (the) darknesses, and shall show the counsels of (the) hearts; and then 
praising shall be to each man of God. (And so do not judge before the time, until that the Lord 
come, who shall lighten things hidden in the darkness, and shall reveal the plans in the hearts; 
and then praises shall be to each person in God.) 

6 And, brethren, I have transfigured these things into me and into Apollos, for you; 
that in us ye learn (or so that ye can learn from us), lest over that it is written [or lest over 
that that is written], one against another be blown with pride for another [man]. 

7 Who deemeth thee? (or Who judgeth thee?) And what hast thou, that thou hast not 
received? And if thou hast received (it), what gloriest thou (or why boastest thou), as (if) 
thou haddest not received (it)? 

8 Now ye be [full-]filled, now ye be made rich; ye reign without us; and I would that ye 
reign, (so) that also we (could) reign with you. 

9 And I guess, that God showed us the last apostles, (or For I think, that God hath made us 
apostles the last, or the lowest), (yea), as those that be sent to the death; for we be made a 
spectacle to the world, and to angels, and to men. 
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10 We fools for Christ, but ye prudent in Christ; we sick, but ye strong; ye noble, but 
we unnoble. (We be fools for the Messiah, but ye be wise in the Messiah; we be frail or weak, but 
ye be strong; ye be noble, but we be ignoble.) 

11 Till into this hour we hunger, and thirst, and be naked, and be smitten with buffets, 
and we be unstable, [moving from place to place], 

12 and we travail working with our hands; we be cursed, and we bless; we suffer 
persecution, and we abide long; 

13 we be blasphemed, and we beseech; as cleansings of this world we be made the 
out-casting(s) of all things till yet. 

14 | write not these things, (so) that I confound you, but (that) 1 warn you as my most 
dearworthy sons. 

15 For why if ye have ten thousand of under-masters in Christ, but not many fathers; 
for in Christ Jesus I have (en)gendered you by the gospel. (For ye may have ten thousand 
tutors in the Messiah, but only one father; for in the Messiah Jesus I have begat you, by preaching 
the Gospel or the Good News.) 

16 Therefore, brethren, I pray you, be ye followers of me, as I of Christ. (And so brothers, 
I beseech you, be followers of me, like I am of the Messiah.) 

17 Therefore I sent to you Timothy, which is my most dearworthy son, and faithful 
in the Lord, which shall teach you [or shall admonish you (in)] my ways, that be in Christ 
Jesus, (or who shall teach you my way of life, that is in the Messiah Jesus); as I teach everywhere 
in each church. 

18 As though I should not come to you, so some be blown with pride; 

19 but I shall come to you soon, if God will (or God willing); and I shall know not the 
word(s) of them that be blown with pride, but the virtue (or but the power). 

20 For the realm of God is not in word(s), but in virtue. (For the Kingdom of God is not of 
words, but of power.) 

21 What will ye? Shall I come to you ina rod, or in charity, and in a spirit of mildness? 
(What desire ye? Shall I come to you with a rod, or with love, and in a spirit of meekness and 
humility?) 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Yet all manner of fornication is heard among you, and such fornication, which is not 
among heathen men (or which is not even seen among the Gentiles), so that some man have 
the wife of his father. 

2 And ye be swollen [or blown] with pride, and not more had wailing, that he that did 
this work, be taken away from the middle of you. 

3 And I absent in body, but present in spirit, now have deemed (or now have judged), as 
(if I were) present, him that hath thus wrought, 

4 when ye be gathered together in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, and my spirit, 
with the virtue of the Lord Jesus (or with the power of the Lord Jesus), 

5 to betake such a man to Satan, into the perishing of flesh, that the spirit be safe in 
the day of our Lord Jesus Christ. (to deliver such a man unto Satan, into the perishing of the 
flesh, so that his spirit be saved on the Day of our Lord Jesus Christ.) 

6 Your glorying is not good. Know ye not, that a little sourdough impaireth [or 
corrupteth] all the gobbet? (Your boasting, or your pride, is not good. Know ye not, that a 
little yeast corrupteth all the piece?) 

7 Cleanse ye out the old sourdough, (so) that ye be (a) new sprinkling together, as ye 
be therf, [or without souring], (or unleavened). For Christ offered is our pask, [or Forsooth 
Christ is offered our pask], (or For the sacrificed Messiah is our Passover). 

8 Therefore eat we, not in old sourdough, neither in sourdough of malice and 
waywardness, but in therf things of clearness, and of truth. (And so, let us not eat the 
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old yeast, yea, the yeast of malice and wickedness, but the unleavened things of sincerity, and of 
truth.) 

91 wrote to you in an epistle, that ye be not meddled, [or mingled, or commune not], with 
lechers, 

10 not with (the) lechers of this world, nor with covetous men, nor raveners, nor with 
men serving to maumets [or to idols], else ye should have gone out of this world (or else 
ye would have had to have gone out of this world). 

11 But now I have written to you, that ye be not meddled, [or mingled, or commune not 
with such]. If he that is named a brother among you, and is a lecher, or covetous, or 
serving to idols, or a curser, or full of drunkenness, or a ravener, to take no meat with 
such, (or to have no meals, or to eat no food, with such people). 

12 For what is it to me to deem of them that be withoutforth? Whether ye deem not 
of things [or of them] that be withinforth? (For why should I judge those who be outside of us? 
Ye should judge those who be inside with us.) 

13 For God shall deem them that be withoutforth (or And God shall judge those who be 
outside of us). Do ye away evil from yourselves. 


CHAPTER 6 

1 Dare any of you that hath a cause against another, be deemed at wicked men, and 
not at holy men [or saints]? (Dare any of you who hath a case against another, be judged by 
wicked men, and not by God’s people?) 

2 Whether ye know not, that (the) saints shall deem this world? And if the world shall 
be deemed by you, be ye unworthy to deem the least things? (Do ye not know, that God’s 
people shall judge this world? And so if the world shall be judged by you, be ye unworthy to judge 
these least things?) 

3 Know ye not, that we shall deem angels? (or Do ye not know, that we shall judge the 
angels?)(and so then) how much more (the) worldly things? 

4 Therefore if ye have worldly dooms (or And so if ye have worldly judgements to make), 
ordain ye those contemptible men, [or of little reputation], that be in the church, to deem 
(them). 

5 I say (this) to make you ashamed [or I say (this) to your shame]. So there is not any wise 
man, that may deem betwixt a brother and his brother, (or So is there not any wise man, 
who can judge between a brother and his brother); 

6 but brother with brother striveth in doom, and that among unfaithful men. (but a 
brother must fight, or argue, with another brother in court, and in front of men who be out of the 
faith?) 

7 And (so) now trespass is always among you, for ye have dooms among you (or because 
ye have legal wranglings among you). Why rather take ye not (the) wrong? why rather suffer 
ye not (the) deceit [or (the) fraud]? 

8 But also ye do wrong, and do fraud [or and defraud], and that to brethren. 

9 Whether ye know not, that wicked men shall not wield the kingdom of God? Do 
not ye err; neither lechers, neither men that serve maumets, neither adulterers, neither 
lechers against kind, neither they that do lechery with men, (Do ye not know, that the 
wicked shall not possess the Kingdom of God? Do not err; neither lechers, nor men who serve idols, 
nor adulterers, nor lechers against nature, nor those who do lechery with men,) 

10 neither thieves, neither avaricious [or covetous] men, neither men full of drunken- 
ness, neither cursers, neither raveners, shall wield the kingdom of God (or shall possess 
the Kingdom of God). 

11 And ye were sometime these things; but ye be washed, but ye be hallowed (or but ye 
be consecrated), but ye be justified in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, and in the Spirit 
of our God. 
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12 All things be leaveful to me, but not all things be speedful. All things be leaveful to 
me, but I shall not be brought down under any man’s power. (All things be lawful for me, 
but not all things be expedient. All things be lawful for me, but I shall not be brought down under 
the power of any man.) 

13 Meat to the womb, and the womb to meats; and God shall destroy both this and 
that. And the body not to fornication, but to the Lord, and the Lord to the body. (Food 
for the belly, and the belly for food; and God shall destroy both this and that. And the body is not 
for fornication, but for the Lord, and the Lord is for the body.) 

14 For God raised the Lord, and shall raise us by his virtue. (For God raised the Lord, and 
he shall also raise us by his power.) 

15 Know ye not, that your bodies be members of Christ? Shall I then take the members 
of Christ, and shall I make them the members of a whore? God forbid. (Do ye not know, 
that your bodies be parts of the Messiah? Shall I then take the parts of the Messiah, and make 
(them), or join (them), to the parts of a whore? God forbid.) 

16 Whether ye know not, that he that cleaveth to a whore, is made one body? For he 
saith, There shall be twain in one flesh. 

17 And he that cleaveth to the Lord, is one Spirit. 

18 Flee ye fornication; all sin whatever sin a man doeth, is without the body (or is outside 
the body); but he that doeth fornication, sinneth against his body. 

19 Whether ye know not, that your members be the temple of the Holy Ghost, that is 
in you, whom ye have of God, and ye be not your own? (Do ye not know, that your bodies be 
the temple of the Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom ye have received from God, and ye be not your 
own?) 

20 For ye be bought with (a) great price. Glorify ye, and bear ye God in your body, (or 
Glorify, and carry or bear about God in your body). 


CHAPTER 7 


1 But of those things that ye have written to me, it is good to a man to touch not a 
woman (or it is good for a man not to touch a woman). 


. Ponts fornication each man have his own wife, and each woman have her own 
usband. 
3 The husband yield debt to the wife, and also the wife to the husband. 


4 The woman hath not power of her body, but the husband; and the husband hath not 
power of his body, but the woman [or but the wife]. (The woman hath not power over her 
body, but the husband; and the husband hath not power over his body, but the wife.) 

5 Do not ye defraud each to (the) other (or Do not deny yourselves to one another), [no] but 
peradventure of consent for a time, (so) that ye give attention to prayer; and again turn 
again to the same thing (or and then return to being together), lest Satan tempt you for your 
uncontinence. 

6 But I say this thing as giving leave [or by indulgence], not by commandment. 

7 For I will (or I desire), that all men be as myself. But each man hath his proper gift of 
God (or But each man hath his own gift from God); one thus, and another thus. 

8 But I say to them, that be not wedded, and to widows, it is good to them, if they dwell 
so as I. (But I say to them, who be not wedded, and to widows, it is good for them, if they remain 
like Iam.) 

9 And if they contain not themselves, [or be not chaste], be they wedded; for it is better 
to be wedded, than to be burnt. (And if they cannot contain themselves, or remain chaste, then 
let them be married; for it is better to be married, than to burn alone.) 

10 But to them that be joined in matrimony, I command, not I, but the Lord, that the 
wife depart not from the husband; 

11 and that if she departeth, that she dwell unwedded, or be reconciled to her husband; 
and the husband forsake not the wife (or and the husband must not desert the wife). 
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12 But to others I say, not the Lord. If any brother hath an unfaithful, [or heathen], wife, 
ort any brother hath a Gentile wife), and she consenteth to dwell with him, leave he her 
not. 

13 And if any woman hath an unfaithful (or heathen) husband (or And if any woman hath 
a Gentile husband), and this consenteth to dwell with her, leave she not the husband. 

14 For the unfaithful husband is hallowed by the faithful woman, and the unfaithful 
woman is hallowed by the faithful husband. Else your children were unclean, but now 
they be holy. 

15 That if the unfaithful departeth, depart he. For why the brother or sister is not 
subject to servage in such; for God hath called us in peace. (But if the unfaithful departeth, 
then let him depart. Because the brother or the sister is not subject to servitude or to slavery in 
such; for God hath called us to live in peace.) 

16 And whereof knowest thou, woman, if thou shalt make the man safe; or whereof 
knowest thou, man, ifthou shalt make the woman safe? (And whereof knowest thou, woman, 
if thou shalt save the man; or whereof knowest thou, man, if thou shalt save the woman?) 

17 [No] But as the Lord hath parted to each, and as God hath called each man, so go he, 
as I teach in all (the) churches. 

18 A man circumcised is called, bring he (himself) not (back) to (being) prepuce (or 
bring he himself not back to being uncircumcised). A man is called in prepuce, be he not 
circumcised. 

19 Circumcision is nought, and prepuce is nought, but the keeping of the command- 
ments of God (is everything). (Being circumcised is nothing, and being uncircumcised is nothing, 
but keeping, or obeying, the commandments of God is everything.) 

20 Each man in what calling he is called, in that dwell he. 

21 Thou [a] servant art called, be it no charge to thee (or do not let that be a burden to 
you); but if thou mayest be made free, use it rather. 

22 He that is a servant, and is called in the Lord, is a free man of the Lord. Also he that 
is a free man, and is called, is the servant of Christ (or is a servant of the Messiah). 

23 With (a) price ye be bought; do not ye be made (the) servants of men. 

24 Therefore each man in what thing (that) he is called a brother, dwell he in this with 
God (or remain he in this with God). 

25 But of virgins I have no commandment of (or from) God; but I give counsel, as he that 
hath gotten mercy of the Lord (or as he who hath received mercy from the Lord), (so) that I 
be true. 

26 Therefore I guess, that this thing is good for the present need; for it is good to a 
man to be so [or for it is good for a man to be so]. 

27 Thou art bound to a wife, do not thou seek unbinding; thou art unbound from a 
wife, do not thou seek a wife. 


28 But if thou hast taken a wife, thou hast not sinned; and if a maiden is wedded, she 
sinned not; nevertheless such shall have tribulation of flesh. But I spare you. 


29 Therefore, brethren, I say this thing, The time is short. Another is this, that they 
that have wives, be as though they had none; 

30 and they that weep, as they wept not; and they that joy, as they joyed not; and they 
that buy, as they had not; 

31 and they that use this world, as they that use [it] not. For why the figure, [or (the) 
fairness], of this world passeth (or Because the beauty of this world passeth away). 

32 But I will, that ye be without busyness (or But I desire, that ye be without cares or 
concerns), for he that is without (a) wife, is busy (with) what things (that) be of the Lord, 
how he shall please God. 

33 But he that is with a wife, is busy (with) what things (that) be of the world, how he 
shall please the wife [or how he shall please his wife], and he is parted (or and he is divided). 
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34 And a woman unwedded and [a] maiden thinketh what things be of the Lord, (so) 
that she be holy in body and spirit. But she that is wedded, thinketh what things be of 
the world, how she shall please the husband [or how she shall please her husband]. 

35 And I say these things to your profit, not that I cast to you a snare, but to that that 
is seemly, and that giveth easiness [or facility], without hindering to make prayers [or to 
beseech] to the Lord. 

36 And if any man guesseth himself to be seen foul on his virgin, that she is full waxen 
[or that she is well old], and so it behooveth to be done, do she that that she will [+or do she 
what he will]; she sinneth not, if she be wedded, [+or s/he sinneth not, if s/he be wedded]. 

37 For he that ordained stably, [or steadfast(ly)], in his heart, not having need, but 
having power of his will, and hath deemed in his heart this thing, to keep his virgin(ity), 
doeth well. (For he who resolutely ordained in his heart, not having need, but having power over 
his will, and hath determined in his heart, to keep his virginity, doeth well.) 

38 Therefore he that joineth his virgin (or his betrothed) in matrimony, doeth well, (or 
And so he who alloweth his daughter to be joined in matrimony, doeth well); and he that joineth 
not, doeth better. 

39 The woman is bound to the law, as long (a) time as her husband liveth; and if her 


husband is dead, she is delivered from the law of the husband, be she wedded to whom 
she will, only in the Lord. 


40 But she shall be more blessed, if she dwelleth thus, after my counsel; and I ween (or 
I guess), that I have the Spirit of God. 


CHAPTER 8 


1 But of these things that be sacrificed to idols, we know, for all we have cunning, (or 
knowing, or knowledge). But cunning, (or knowing), [or science], bloweth [with pride], charity 
edifieth, (or But such knowledge swelleth a man with pride, while love edifieth). 

2 But if any man guesseth, [or deem(eth)], that he knoweth anything, he hath not yet 
known how it behooveth him to know. 

3 And if any man loveth God, this is known of him (or this is known by him). 

4 But of meats (or of foods) that be offered to idols, we know, that an idol is nothing in 
the world, and that there is no God but one. 

5 For though there be some that be said gods, either in heaven, either in earth, as there 
be many gods, and many lords; 

6 nevertheless to us (there) is one God, the Father, of whom be all things, and we in 
him; and one Lord Jesus Christ, by whom be all things, and we by him. 

7 But not in all men is cunning (or knowing). For some men with (the) conscience of 
idol(s), that is, they guess that the idol is some divine thing, till now eat (such food) as 
(a) thing offered to idols; and (so) their conscience is defouled, for it is sick. (But not all 
men have this knowledge. For some men with the consciousness, or the experience, of idols, that 
is, they think that the idol is some divine thing, till now eat such food that was offered to idols; and 
so their conscience is defiled, for it is frail or weak.) 

8 Meat commendeth us not to God (or Food commendeth us not to God); for neither we 
shall fail, if we eat not, neither if we eat, we shall have plenty [or we shall abound]. 

9 But see ye, lest peradventure this your leave be made (a) hurting to sick men (or to 
frail and weak men). [+See ye forsooth, lest peradventure this your license, or leave, be made (a) 
hurting to sick men, or (to the) frail.] 

10 For if any man shall see him, that hath cunning, (or knowing), (or who hath knowledge 
of God), eating in a place where idols be worshipped, whether his conscience, since it is 
sick, (or it is frail or weak), shall not be edified to eat things offered to idols? 

11 And the sick, [or unsteadfast], brother, for whom Christ died, shall perish in thy 
cunning (or in thy knowing). (And the frail or weak brother, for whom the Messiah died, shall 
now perish because of thy so-called knowledge.) 
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12 For thus ye sinning against (the) brethren, and smiting their sick conscience, sin 
against Christ. (For thus ye sinning against the brothers, and striking or wounding their frail or 
weak conscience, sin against the Messiah.) 

13 Wherefore if meat causeth my brother to stumble (or And so if any food causeth my 
brother to stumble), I shall never eat flesh, lest I cause my brother to stumble. 


CHAPTER 9 


1 Whether I am not free? Am I not (an) apostle? Whether I saw not Jesus Christ, our 
Lord? Whether ye be not my work in the Lord? 

2 And though to others I am not (an) apostle, but nevertheless to you I am; for ye be 
the little sign of mine apostlehood in the Lord. 

3 My defence to them that ask me, that is. [My defence to them that ask me, is this.] 

4 Whether we have not (the) power to eat and drink? 

5 Whether we have not (the) power to lead about a woman, a sister, as also other 
apostles, and (the) brethren of the Lord, and Cephas? (or and Peter?) 

6 Or I alone and Barnabas have not (the) power to work these things? 

7 Who travaileth any time with his own wages? (or Who laboureth any time at his own 
expense?) Who planteth a vineyard, and eateth not of his fruit? Who keepeth a flock, and 
eateth not of the milk of the flock? [+Who fighteth, or holdeth knighthood, any time with his 
own soldiers’ pay? Who planteth a vineyard, and eateth not of the fruits? Who feedeth a flock, 
and eateth not of the milk of the flock?] 

8 Whether after man I say these things? whether also the law saith not these things? 

9 For it is written in the law of Moses, Thou shalt not bind [up] the mouth of the ox 
that thresheth. Whether of oxen is (a) charge to God? (or Whether oxen be of any concern 
to God?) 

10 Whether for us he saith these things? For why those be written for us; for he 
that eareth, oweth to ear in hope, and he that thresheth, in hope to take (some) fruits. 
(Whether he saith these things for us? Yea, they be written for us; for he that ploweth, ought to 
plow in hope, and he that reapeth, in hope to take some fruits.) 

11 If we sow spiritual things to you, is it great, if we reap your fleshly things? (If we sow 
spiritual things for you, is it too much to ask, that we be able to harvest your fleshly things?) 

12 Tf others be partners of your power, why not rather we? But we use not this power, 
but we suffer all things, that we give no hindering to the evangel of Christ. (If ye give 
others this right, why not also us? But we do not need this right, rather we endure everything, so 
that we do not hinder the Gospel, or the Good News, of the Messiah.) 

13 Know ye not, that they that work in the temple, eat those things that be of the 
temple, and they that serve to the altar, be partners of the altar? 

14 So the Lord ordained to them that tell the gospel, to live of the gospel. (So the Lord 
hath ordained for those who tell the Gospel or the Good News, to live from the Gospel or the Good 
News.) 

15 But I used none of these things; and I wrote not these things, that they be done so 
in me (or so that they be done for me); for it is good rather for me to die, than that any man 
avoid my glory (or make my boasting void). 

16 For if I preach the gospel, glory is not to me, (or there is no boasting, or any glory, for 
me), for need-like I must do it; for woe to me, if I preach not the gospel. 

17 But if I do this thing willfully [or willing(ly)], | have meed, (or But if I do this of my own 


free will, I have a reward); but if against my will, dispensing [or (a) dispensation] is betaken 
to me. 
18 What then is my meed? (or Then what is my reward?) That I preaching the gospel, 


put the gospel without others’ cost, [or expense, either taking of sustenance therefore], that 
I use not my power in the gospel, [or that I mis-use not my power in the gospel], (or so that I 
do not mis-use my power in the Gospel or the Good News). 
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19 For why when | was free of all men, I made me (a) servant of all men (or I made myself 
aservant to all men), to win the more men [or (so) that I should win more men]. 

20 And (so) to (the) Jews Iam made as a Jew, to win the Jews; to them that be under the 
law, as (if) | were under the law, when I was not under the law, to win them that were 
under the law; 

21 to them that were without (the) law, as (if) I were without (the) law, when I was not 
without [the] law of God, but I was in the law of Christ, to win them that were without 
[the] law, (or but I was in the law of the Messiah, to win those who were without the Law, or outside 
the Law). 

22 1 am made sick to sick men, to win sick men; to all men I am made all things, to make 
all men safe. (I am made frail or weak to frail or weak men, to win frail or weak men; to all men 
Iam made all things, to save all men.) 

23 But I do all things for the gospel, (so) that I be made (a) partner of it. 

24 Know ye not, that they that run in a furlong, all run, but one taketh the prize? So 
run ye, that ye catch (it), (or So run, so that ye win it). 

25 Each man that striveth in (a) fight, abstaineth him(self) from all things; and they, 
that they take a corruptible crown, (or and they, so that they receive or they win a corruptible 
crown), but we an uncorrupt(ed)(one). 

26 Therefore I run so, not as to an uncertain thing; thus I fight, not as beating the air; 

27 but I chastise my body, and bring it into servage, [or into servitude], (or into slavery); 
lest peradventure when I preach to others, I myself be made reprovable. 


CHAPTER 10 


1 Brethren, I will not, that ye unknow (or that ye not know), that all our fathers were 
under [a] cloud, and all passed (through) the (Red) sea; (Brothers, I do not desire, that ye do 
not know, that all our fathers were under the protection of a cloud, and all passed through the Sea 
of Reeds;) 

2 and all were baptized in Moses, in the cloud and in the sea; 

3 and all ate the same spiritual meat, (and everyone ate the same spiritual food,) 

4 and all drank the same spiritual drink; and they drank of the spiritual stone following 
them; and the stone was Christ (or and that stone was the Messiah). 

> But not in full many of them it was well pleasant to God; for why they were cast down 
in [the] desert. (But not very many of them pleased God; and because of that they were thrown 
down in the desert.) 

6 But these things were done in figure of us (or But these things were done as an example 
for us), (so) that we be not coveters of evil things, as they coveted. 

7 Neither be ye made idolaters, as some of them; as it is written, The people sat to eat 
and drink, and they rose up to play. 

8 Neither do we fornication, as some of them did fornication, and three and twenty 
thousand were dead in one day. 

9 Neither tempt we Christ, as some of them tempted, and perished of serpents. (Nor 
let us test the Lord, as some of them tested him, and perished from the bites of snakes.) 

10 Neither grudge ye, as some of them grudged, and they perished of a destroyer 
[or of the waster]. (And do not grumble, like some of them grumbled, and they perished by the 
Destroyer.) 

11 And all these things fell to them in figure; but they be written to our amending, 
into whom the ends of the worlds be come, [or soothly they be written to our correction, into 
whom the ends of the world have come]. (And all these things were examples for them; but they 
were written for our correction, unto whom the ends of the world have come.) 

12 Therefore he that guesseth him(self), that he standeth, see he, that he fall not. 

13 Temptation take not you, but man’s temptation; for God is true, which shall not 
suffer you to be tempted above that that ye may; but he shall make with temptation also 
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purveyance, that ye may suffer [or sustain](it). (Do not let yourselves be overtaken or defeated 
by any test, for it is but each man’stesting; and God is true, and he shall not allow you to be tested 
beyond what ye can endure; and he shall also make provision with any test, so that ye can endure 
it, or so that ye can sustain it.) 

14 Wherefore, ye most dearworthy to me, flee ye from the worshipping of maumets 
[or flee from worshipping of idols]. 

15 As to prudent men I speak, deem ye (or judge) yourselves that thing that I say [or ye 
yourselves deem that thing that I say]. 

16 Whether the cup of blessing which we bless, is not the communing of Christ’s blood? 
and whether the bread which we break, is not the part-taking of the body of the Lord? 
(The cup of blessing which we bless, is it not the sharing of the Messiah’s blood? and the bread 
which we break, is it not the partaking of the Lord’s body?) 

17 For we many be one bread and one body, all we that take part of one bread and of 
one cup. 

18 See ye Israel after the flesh, whether they that eat sacrifices, be not partners of the 
altar? 

19 What therefore say I, that a thing that is offered to idols is anything, or that the idol 
is anything? 

20 But those things that heathen men offer, they offer to devils, and not to God. But 
I will not, that ye be made fellows of fiends; (But those things which the Gentiles offer, they 
offer to demons, and not to God. But I do not desire, that ye be made the partners of devils and 
demons;) 

21 for ye may not drink the cup of the Lord, and the cup of fiends; ye may not be 
partners of the board of the Lord, and of the board of fiends. (for ye cannot drink the cup 
of the Lord, and the cup of devils and demons; ye cannot be partners of the table of the Lord, and 
partners of the table of devils and demons.) 

22 Whether we have envy to the Lord? whether we be stronger than he? (Could the 
Lord ever envy us? be we stronger than him?) 

23 All things be leaveful to me, but not all things be speedful. All things be leaveful to 
me, but not all things edify. (All things be lawful for me, but not all things be expedient. All 
things be lawful for me, but not all things edify.) 

24 No man seek (to protect or to esteem) that thing that is his own, but that thing that is 
of another (man). 

25 All thing that is sold in the butchery, eat ye, asking nothing for conscience. 

26 The earth and the plenty of it, is the Lord’s. 

27 If any of heathen [or of unfaithful] men call you to supper (or If any of the Gentiles 


invite you to dinner), and ye will go, all thing that is set to you, eat ye, asking nothing for 
conscience, 
28 But if any man saith, This thing is offered to idols, do not ye eat (it), for him that 


showed [this thing], and for conscience; 

29 and I say not, thy conscience, but of another [man’s](conscience). But whereto is my 
freedom [or my liberty] deemed of (or judged by) another man’s conscience? 

30 Therefore if I take part with grace, what am I blasphemed, for that that I do 
thankings [or I do graces]? (And so if I take part after saying grace, why am I blasphemed or 
criticized for that over which I have said grace, or for which I have given thanks?) 

31 Therefore whether ye eat, or drink, or do any other thing, do ye all things to the 
glory of God. 

32 Be ye without offence to Jews, and to heathen men, and to the church of God; (Give 
no offence to Jews, or to Gentiles, or to the church of God;) 

33 as I by all things please to all men, not seeking that that is profitable to me [or not 
seeking what is profitable to me], but that that is profitable to many men, that they be made 
safe (or so that they can be saved). 
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1 Be ye my followers, as I am of Christ. (Be followers of me, like I am of the Messiah.) 

2 And, brethren, I praise you, that by all things ye be mindful of me; and as I betook 
to you my commandments, ye hold (onto them), [or ye keep (them)]. (And, brothers, I praise 
you, because ye always remember me; and as I delivered to you my teachings, ye follow and obey 
them.) 

3 But I will that ye know, that Christ is [the] head of each man; but the head of the 
woman is the man; and the head of Christ is God. (But I desire that ye know, that the Messiah 
is the head of every man; and the head of the woman is the man; and the head of the Messiah is 
God.) 

4 Each man praying, or prophesying, when his head is covered, defouleth his head (or 
defileth his head). 

5 But each woman praying, or prophesying, when her head is not covered, defouleth 
her head (or defileth her head); for it is one (or for it is such), as if she were polled, [or if she 
were made bald, or clipped]. 

6 And if a woman be not covered [or veiled], be she polled; and if it is (a) foul thing to a 
woman to be polled, or to be made bald, (or and ifit is a foul thing for a woman to be clipped, 
or to be cropped, or to be made bald), cover she her head. 

7 But a man shall not cover his head, for he is the image and (the) glory of God; but a 
woman is the glory of man. 

8 For aman is not of the woman, but the woman of the man. 

9 And the man is not made for the woman, but the woman for the man. 

10 Therefore the woman shall have a covering on her head, (and) also (out of regard) 
for (the) angels. (And so the woman shall have a covering upon her head, out of respect for the 
angels.) 

11 Nevertheless neither the man is without the woman, neither the woman is without 
[the] man, in the Lord. 

12 For why as the woman is of the man, so the man is by the woman; but all things be 
of God. 

13 Deem ye yourselves (or You yourselves judge); beseemeth it [or becometh it] (for) a 
woman not covered on the head to pray to God? 

14 Neither the kind itself teacheth us [that](or Neither nature itself teacheth us that), for 
if aman nourish long hair, it is (a) shame to him; 


15 but if a woman nourish long hair, it is (a) glory to her, for hairs be given to her for 
covering. 


16 But if any man is seen to be full of strife (or And if anyone is seen to be always arguing), 
we have none such custom, neither (hath) the church of God. 

17 But this thing I command, not praising, that ye come together not into the better, 
but into the worse. 

18 First for when ye come together into the church, I hear that dissensions, either 
partings, be, and in part I believe (it). 

_ 19 For it behooveth heresies to be, (so) that they that be (ap)proved, be openly known 
in you. 

20 Therefore when ye come together into one, now it is not to eat the Lord’s supper; 

21 for why each man before taketh his supper to eat, and one is (still) hungry, and 
another is (now) drunken. 

22 Whether ye have not houses to eat and (to) drink (in), or ye (so) despise the church 
of God, and confound, [or shame], them that have none [or them that have not]? What shall 
I say to you? I praise you, but herein I praise you not, [or in this thing I praise you not]. 

23 For I have taken of the Lord that thing, which I have betaken to you, (or For I have 
received from the Lord, that which I have delivered to you). For the Lord Jesus, in what night 
he was betrayed, took bread, 


4295 XRN 


1ST CORINTHIANS CHAPTER 11:24 864 1ST CORINTHIANS CHAPTER 12:11 


24 and did thankings [or graces], and brake (it), and said, Take ye, and eat ye; this is 
my body, which shall be betrayed for you; do ye this thing into my mind (or do this in 
remembrance of me). 

25 Also [he took] the cup, after that he had supped, and said, This cup is the new 
testament in my blood; do ye this thing, as oft as ye shall drink [it], into my mind. (And 
(he took) the cup, after that he had supped, and said, This cup is the New Covenant sealed by my 
blood; do this, as often as ye shall drink (it), in remembrance of me.) 

26 For as oft as ye shall eat this bread, and drink this cup, ye shall tell the death of the 
Lord, till that he come, [or ye shall show the death of the Lord, till he come]. 

27 Therefore whoever eateth the bread, or drinketh the cup of the Lord unworthily, 
he shall be guilty of the body and of the blood of the Lord. 

28 But prove a man himself, and so eat he of that bread, and drink he of the cup. 

29 For he that eateth and drinketh unworthily, eateth and drinketh doom, [or 
damnation], (or judgement), (un)to him|self], not wisely deeming the body of the Lord. 

30 Therefore among you many be sick and feeble [or unstrong], and many sleep, [or die]. 
(And so among you there be many who be frail and weak, and many who have died.) 

31 And if we deemed wisely us-selves, we should not be deemed; (And if we wisely judged 
ourselves, then we would not be judged or come under God’s judgement;) 

32 but while we be deemed of the Lord (or but when we be judged by the Lord), we be 
chastised, (so) that we be not condemned with this world. 

33 Therefore, my brethren, when ye come together to eat, abide ye together. (And so, 
my brothers, when ye come together to eat, wait for one another.) 

34 If any man hungereth, eat he at home, that ye come not together into doom (or 


so that ye do not come together under judgement). And I shall dispose other things, when I 
come. 


CHAPTER 12 


1 But of spiritual things, brethren, I will not that ye unknow. (But regarding spiritual 
matters, brothers, I do not desire that ye do not know or be ignorant about such things.) 

2 For ye know, that when ye were heathen men, how ye were led going to dumb 
maumets [or to dumb simulacra]. (For ye know, how that when ye were Gentiles, ye were led 
like sheep unto mute and lifeless idols.) 

3 Therefore I make known to you, that no man speaking in the Spirit of God, saith 
departing from Jesus; and no man may say the Lord Jesus [is], [no] but in the Holy Ghost, 
(or and no one can say that Jesus is the Lord, unless he is guided by the Holy Spirit). 

4 And diverse graces there be, (or And there be many different gifts or blessings), but it is 
all one Spirit; 

5 and diverse services there be, but it is all one Lord; 

6 and diverse workings there be, but it is all one God, that worketh all things in all 
things. (and there be many different kinds of works, but it is all one God, who worketh everything 
in everything.) 

7 And to each man the showing of (the) Spirit is given to (his) profit (or for his benefit). 

8 And the word of wisdom is given to one by (the) Spirit; to another the word of 
cunning, (or of knowing), (or to another the word of knowledge), by the same Spirit; 

9 faith to another, in the same Spirit; to another, grace(s) of healings [or of healths], in 
one Spirit; (faith to another, by the same Spirit; to another, gifts of healing, by the one Spirit; 

10 to another, the working of virtues, (or works of power, or miracles); to another, 
prophecy; to another, very knowing, [or discretion], (or true discerning), of spirits; to 
another, kinds of (strange and ecstatic) languages [or tongues]; to another, (the) expounding 
[or (the) interpreting] of words. 

11 And one and the same Spirit worketh all these things, parting to each by themselves 
as he will, (or dividing, or imparting, to each as he so desireth). 
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12 For as there is one body, and (it) hath many members, and all the members of the 
body when those be many [or when they be many], be one body, so also Christ (or so also 
the Messiah). 

13 For in one Spirit all we be baptized into one body, either Jews, either heathen, either 
servants, either free; and all we be filled with drink in one Spirit [or and all we have drunk 
in one Spirit]. (For by one Spirit or in one Spirit, we all were baptized into one body, whether Jews, 
or Gentiles, servants, or free men; and we all have drunk from the one Spirit, or of one Spirit.) 

14 For the body is not one member, but many. 

15 Tf the foot shall say, For I am not the hand, I am not of the body; not therefore it is 
not of the body. 

16 And if the ear saith, For I am not the eye, I am not of the body; not therefore it is 
not of the body. 

17 Tf all the body is the eye, where is [the] hearing? and if all the body is hearing, where 
is [the] smelling? 

18 But now God hath set members [or Now forsooth God hath put members], and each of 
them in the body, as he would (or as he wanted them to be). 

19 And if all were one member, where were the body? (or where would the body be?) 

20 But now there be many members, but one body. 

21 And (so) the eye may not say to the hand, I have no need to thy works (or I have no 
need of thy works); or again the head to the feet, Ye be not necessary to me. 

22 But much more those that be seen to be the lower members of the body, [or the more 
sick], (or the more frail, or weaker, members of the body), be more needful; 

23 and those that we guess to be the unworthier [or the unnobler] members of the body, 
to them we give more honour; and those members that be unhonest, have more honesty, 
(or and those members that be unseemly, have more seemliness). 

24 For our honest members have need of none; but God tempered the body, giving 
more worship to it, to whom it failed, (For our seemly members have need of no one else; but 
God tempered the body, giving more honour to those parts, that seemed lacking,) 

25 (so) that debate be not in the body, but that the members be busy into the same 
thing each for (the) other (or for one another). 

26 And if one member suffereth anything, all members suffer therewith; either if one 
member joyeth [or glorieth], all members joy together. 

27 And ye be the body of Christ (or And ye be the body of the Messiah), and members of 
member. 

28 But God set some men in the church, first apostles, the second time prophets [or 
the second prophets], the third teachers, afterward virtues, (or works of power, or miracles), 
afterward graces of healings (or gifts of healing), helpings, governings, kinds of (strange 
and ecstatic) languages (or tongues), interpretations of words. 

29 Whether all [be] apostles? whether all [be] prophets? whether all (be) teachers? 
whether all (be) virtues? (or whether all be works of power or miracles?) 

30 whether all have (the) grace of healings? whether all speak with (strange and ecstatic) 
languages? whether all expound [or interpret]? (whether all have the gift of healing? whether 
all speak with tongues? whether all interpret?) 

31 But (pur)sue ye the better ghostly gifts (or But follow, or go after, the better spiritual 
gifts). And yet I (shall) show to you a more excellent, [or worthy], way. 


CHAPTER 13 


1 If 1 speak with tongues of men and of angels, and I have not charity, I am made as 
brass sounding, or a cymbal tinkling. (If 1 speak with the tongues of men and of angels, but I 
have no love, Iam made like a sounding brass, or like a tinkling cymbal.) 
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2 And if I have prophecy, and know all mysteries, and all cunning, (or all knowing), [or 
science], and if I have all faith, so that I (can) move hills from their place(s), [or from one 
place to another], and I have not charity, I am nought. (And if I have prophecy, and know all 
mysteries, and all knowledge, and if I have all faith, so that I can move mountains from one place 
to another, but I have no love, Iam nothing.) 

3 And if I part all my goods into the meats of poor men, and if I betake my body, so that 
I burn, and if I have not charity, it profiteth to me nothing. (And if I part with, or divide up, 
all my goods, to provide food for the poor, and if I deliver, or give up, my body, to be burned, but I 
have no love, it profiteth nothing to me.) 

4 Charity is patient, it is benign; charity envieth not, it doeth not wickedly, it is not 
blown [with pride], (Love is patient, it is kind; love envieth not, it doeth not wickedly, it is not 
swollen with pride,) 

5 it is not covetous, [or it is not ambitious, or covetous of worships, (or honours)], it seeketh 
not those things that be his own [or her own], it is not stirred to wrath, it thinketh not 
evil, 

6 it joyeth not on wickedness, but it joyeth together to (the) truth; [it joyeth not in 
wickedness, forsooth it joyeth together with (the) truth;] 

7 it suffereth all things, it believeth all things, it hopeth all things, it sustaineth all 
things. 

8 Charity falleth never down, whether prophecies shall be voided, either languages 
shall cease, either science shall be destroyed. (Love never falleth down, whether prophecies 
shall be made null and void, or strange and ecstatic languages shall cease, or knowledge shall be 
destroyed.) 

9 For a part we know, and a part we prophesy; 

10 but when that shall come that is perfect, that thing that is of part shall be voided. 
(but when that shall come which is complete, or which is finished, that which is but partial, or is 
unfinished, shall be done away.) 

11 When I was a little child, I spake as a little child, I understood as a little child, I 
thought as a little child; but when I was made a man, | avoided those things/I voided 
those things that were of a little child. (When I was a little child, I spoke like a little child, I 
understood like a little child, I thought like a little child; but when I became a man, I put away 
those things that were a little child’s.) 

12 And we see now by a mirror in darkness, but then face to face; now I know of part, 
but then I shall know, as I am known. (And we see now by a mirror in the dark, but then face 
to face; now I know a part, but then I shall know, like I am known by God.) 

13 And now dwell faith, hope, charity, these three; but the most of these is charity. 
(And now remain faith, hope, love, these three; but the greatest of these is love.) 


CHAPTER 14 


1 (Pur)Sue ye charity, (or Follow or Go after love), (and) love ye spiritual things, but more 
that ye prophesy. 

2 And he that speaketh in tongue(s), speaketh not to men, but to God; for no man 
heareth (it), (or And he who speaketh in a strange and ecstatic language, speaketh not to men, 
but to God; for no one can understand it). But the Spirit speaketh mysteries. 

3 For he that prophesieth, speaketh to men to edification (or speaketh to men for 
edification), and admonishing, and comforting. 

4 He that speaketh in tongue(s), that is, in(a)strange language, edifieth himself, (or He 
who speaketh in a strange and ecstatic language, edifieth himself); but he that prophesieth, 
edifieth the church of God. 

5 And I will, that all ye speak in tongues, but more that ye prophesy. For he that 
prophesieth, is more than he that speaketh in (strange and ecstatic) languages, [or in 
tongues]; but peradventure he expound, [or interpret, or declare], that the church take 
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edification. (And I do desire, that ye all speak in strange and ecstatic languages, or in tongues, 
but more importantly, that ye all prophesy. For he who prophesieth, is more helpful to others than 
he who speaketh in a strange and ecstatic language; unless of course, the speaker in tongues can 
also expound or interpret, so that the entire church can receive edification.) 

6 But now, brethren, if I come to you, and speak in tongues, what shall I profit to 
you [or what shall it profit to you], [no] but if I speak to you either in revelation, either in 
science, either in prophecy, either in teaching? (But now, brothers, if I come to you, and 
speak in a strange and ecstatic language, what shall it profit you, unless I also speak to you either 
in revelation, or in knowledge, or in prophecy, or in teaching?) 

7 For those things that be without soul, [or life], and giveth voices (or maketh sounds), 
(yea), either pipe, either harp, but those give (a) distinction of soundings [or no but if they 
shall give (a) distinction of soundings], how shall it be known that that is sung, either that 
that is trumped [or is harped]. 

8 For if a trumpet give an uncertain sound, who shall make himself ready to battle? 
(or who shall prepare himself for battle?) 

9 So but ye give an open word by tongue(s), how shall that that is said be known? (or 
And so, unless ye open, or ye interpret, the words spoken in a strange and ecstatic language, how 
shall what is said be understood?) For ye shall be speaking in vain [or in the air]. 

10 There be many kinds of languages [or tongues] in this world, and nothing is without 
voice (or and none of them is without sound or meaning). 

11 But if I know not the virtue of a voice (or But if I do not know the meaning of a sound), | 
shall be to him, to whom I shall speak, (like) a barbaric; and he that speaketh to me, shall 
be(like) a barbaric. 

12 So ye, for ye be lovers of spirits, [that is, of ghostly, (or spiritual) gifts], seek ye that ye 
be plenteous to (the) edification of the church. 

13 And therefore he that speaketh in (a strange and ecstatic) language [or in tongue(s)], 
pray, that he expound (it), [or pray, that he interpret (it)]. (And so he who speaketh in a strange 
and ecstatic language, beseech him to interpret it.) 

14 For if I pray in tongue(s), my spirit prayeth; mine understanding, [or my mind, or 
reasoning], is without fruit. (For if I pray in a strange and ecstatic language, my spirit prayeth; 
but my thinking, or my reasoning, is without fruit.) 

15 What then? I shall pray in (my) spirit, I shall pray in (my) mind; 1 shall say psalm in 
(my) spirit, I shall say psalm also in (my) mind. 

16 For if thou blessest in (thy) spirit, who filleth the place of an idiot, [or unlearned man], 
(or For if thou blessest from thy spirit, if an unlearned man be there), how shall he say Amen 
on thy blessing, for he knoweth not, what thou sayest? 

17 For thou doest well (thy) thankings [or (thy) graces], but another man is not edified. 

18 | thank my God, for I speak in the language of all (of) you; [I do graces to my God, for I 
speak in the tongue of all (of) you;] 

19 but in the church I will (rather) speak five words in my wit, (or but in the church I would 
rather speak five words from my mind, or out of my thoughts), (so) that also I teach other men, 
than ten thousand words in (a) tongue [not understood]. 

20 Brethren, do not ye be made children in wits, (or Brothers, do not be made like children 
in your minds, or in your thoughts), but in malice be ye children; but in wits be ye perfect. 

21 For in the law it is written, That in other tongues and other lips I shall speak to this 
people, and neither so they shall hear me, saith the Lord. 

22 Therefore (strange and ecstatic) languages be into (a) token, not to faithful men, but 
to men out of the faith; but prophecies be not to men out of the faith, but to faithful men. 
(And so tongues be a sign, not for men in the faith, but for men out of the faith; and prophecies be 
a sign, not for men out of the faith, but for men in the faith.) 
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23 Therefore if all the church come together into one, and all men speak in tongues, 
if idiots, either men out of the faith, enter, whether they shall not say, What, be ye 
mad? (And so if all the church come together as one, and everyone speak in strange and ecstatic 
languages, if the unlearned, or those not in the faith enter, shall they not say, What is this? ye be 
crazy!) 

24 But if all men prophesy, if any unfaithful man or idiot enter, he is convicted of all, 
he is wisely deemed of all (these words). (But if everyone prophesy, if anyone not in the faith, or 
someone unlearned, enter, he is convicted by all of these words, he is wisely judged by all of them.) 

25 For the hid things of his heart be known, and so he shall fall down on the face, and 
shall worship God, and show verily that God is in you. (For the hidden things of his heart 
be known, and so he shall fall down on his face, and shall worship God, and truly show that God is 
there with you.) 

26 What then, brethren? When ye come together, each of you hath a psalm, he hath 
teaching, he hath apocalypse, [or revelation], he hath tongue(s), (or he hath a strange and 
ecstatic language), he hath expounding [or interpreting]; all (these) things be they done to 


edification. 
27 Whether a man speaketh in tongue(s), (or And if someone speaketh in a strange and 


ecstatic language), [be this done] by two men, either three at the most, and by parts, (so) 
that (some)one (can) interpret. 

28 But if there be not an interpreter, be he still [or speak he not] in the church, and speak 
he (only) to himself and to God. 

29 Prophets twain or three say, and others wisely deem. (Let two or three prophets speak, 
and others wisely judge what they say.) 

30 But if anything be showed to a sitter [or (to) one (who is) sitting], the former be still 
(or the first speaker stop speaking). 

31 For ye may all prophesy, each by himself, that all men learn (or so that everyone can 
learn), and all admonish. 

32 And the spirits of (the) prophets be subject to (other) prophets; 

33 for why God is not of dissension, but of peace; as I teach in all churches of holy men. 
(for God is not (the God) of conflict or discord, but (the God) of peace; as I teach in all the churches 
of the saints or of God’s people.) 

34 Women in churches be still; for it is not suffered to them to speak, but to be subject, 
as the law saith. (Women should be silent in church; for it is not allowed for them to speak, but 
they should be subordinate, or in submission, like the Law saith.) 

35 But if they will anything learn, ask they their husbands at home; for it is foul thing 
to a woman to speak in the church. (And if they desire to learn anything, let them ask their 
husbands at home; for it is a foul thing for a woman to speak in the church.) 

36 Whether the word of God came forth of you, or to you alone it came? (Did the word 
of God come forth from you, or did it come to you alone?) 

37 If any man is seen to be a prophet, or spiritual, know he those things that I write to 
you, for those be the commandments of the Lord [or for they be the commandments of the 
Lord]. 

38 And if any man unknoweth (or not knoweth), he shall be unknowing. (And if anyone is 
ignorant, let him be ignorant.) 

39 Therefore, brethren, love ye to prophesy, and do not ye forbid to speak in tongues. 
(And so brothers, love prophesy, and do not forbid any to speak in strange and ecstatic languages.) 

40 But be all things done honestly, and by due order in you. (But let all things be done 
with seemliness, and by due order among you.) 


CHAPTER 15 
1 Soothly, brethren, I make the gospel known to you, which I have preached to you, 


which also ye have taken, in which ye stand, (Truly, brothers, I make the Gospel, or the Good 
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News, known to you, which I have preached to you, and which ye have received, and in which ye 
stand,) 

2 by which also ye shall be saved; by which reason I have preached to you, if ye hold, 
if ye have not believed idly. (and by which ye shall be saved; for which reason I have preached 
to you, if ye will hold onto it, and if ye have not idly believed it.) 

3 For I betook to you at the beginning [or in the first] that thing which also I have 
received; that Christ was dead for our sins, by the scriptures; (For I delivered or I gave 
to you, from the beginning, that which also I have received; that the Messiah died for our sins, 
according to the Scriptures;) 

4 and that he was buried, and that he rose again in the third day, after [the] scriptures; 
(and that he was buried, and that he rose again on the third day, according to the Scriptures;) 

5 and that he was seen to Cephas, and after these things to (the) eleven; (and that he 
was seen by Peter, and afterward by the Eleven;) 

6 afterward he was seen to more than five hundred brethren together, of which many 
live yet, but some be dead; (afterward he was seen by more than five hundred brothers together, 
of whom many still live, but some of whom have died;) 

7 afterward he was seen to James, and afterward to all the apostles. (afterward he was 
seen by James, and afterward by all the apostles.) 

8 And last of all he was seen also to me, as to a dead-born child. (And last of all he was 
also seen by me, as if to a dead-born child.) 

° For I am the least of the apostles, that am not worthy to be called (an) apostle, for I 
pursued the church of God (or for I persecuted God’s church). 

10 But by the grace of God I am that thing that I am; and his grace was not void in me. 
For I travailed more plenteously than all they; but not I, but the grace of God with me. 
(But by the grace of God I am what I am; and his grace was not given to me in vain. For I worked 
harder than all of them; but not me really, but the grace of God working through me.) 

11 But whether I, or they, so we have preached, and so ye have believed. 

12 And if Christ is preached, that he rose again from death [or that he rose again from 
(the) dead], how say some men among you, that the again-rising of dead men is not? (And 
if it be preached, that the Messiah rose again from the dead, then how can some men among you 
say, that there is no resurrection of the dead?) 

13 And if the again-rising of dead men is not, neither Christ rose again from death. 
(And if there is no resurrection of the dead, then the Messiah did not rise again from the dead.) 

14 And if Christ rose not, our preaching is vain, our faith is vain. (And if the Messiah did 
not rise again, then our preaching is in vain, and our faith is in vain.) 

15 And we be found false witnesses of God, for we have said witnessing against God, 
that he raised Christ, whom he raised not, if dead men rise not again. (And we be found 
to be false witnesses about God, for we have said false testimony about God, that he raised the 
Messiah, whom he did not raise, if the dead do not rise again.) 

16 For why if dead men rise not again, neither Christ rose again; (Because if the dead do 
not rise again, then neither did the Messiah rise again;) 

17 and if Christ rose not again, our faith is vain; and yet ye be in your sins. (and if the 
Messiah did not rise again, then our faith is in vain; and ye still be in your sins.) 

18 And then they that have died [or that (have) slept] in Christ, have perished. (And then 
those who have died in the Messiah, have truly perished.) 

19 Tf in this life only we be hoping in Christ, we be more wretches than all men. (Ifit is 
only for this life that we have hope in the Messiah, then we be greater wretches than anyone.) 

20 But now Christ hath risen again from death [or Now forsooth Christ rose again, from 
dead men], the first fruit(s) of dead men; (But the Messiah hath risen again from the dead, yea, 
he is the first fruits of the dead;) 
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21 for death was by a man, and by a man is again-rising (or the resurrection) from death. 
[+for soothly by a man (came) death, and by a man (the) again-rising of (the) dead.] 

22 And as in Adam all men die, so in Christ all men shall be quickened. (And so as in 
Adam all men die, so in the Messiah all men shall be enlivened or shall be given life.) 

23 But each man in his order; the first fruit(s), Christ, [or (the) first fruits, Christ], 
afterward they that be of Christ, that believed in the coming of Christ; (But each one in the 
proper order; the first fruits, the Messiah, afterward they who be of the Messiah, yea, those who 
believe at the coming of the Messiah;) 

24 afterward an end, when he shall betake the kingdom to God and to the Father, when 
he shall void all princehood, and power, and virtue. (and then the end, when he shall deliver 
the Kingdom to God the Father, when he shall make void, or shall do away, all princehood, and 
power, and authority.) 

25 But it behooveth him to reign, till he put all his enemies under his feet. 

26 And at the last, death the enemy shall be destroyed; 

27 for he hath made subject all things under his feet. And when he saith, all things be 
subject to him, without doubt except him that subjected all things to him. 

28 And when all things be subjected to him, then the Son himself shall be subject to 
him, that made all things subject to him, (so) that God be all things in all things. 

29 Else what shall they do, that be baptized for dead men, if in no wise dead men rise 
again? whereto be they baptized for them? (Or else what shall they do, who be baptized for 
the dead, if in no way the dead rise again? why then be they baptized for them?) 

30 And whereto be we in peril every hour? (And why be we in danger every hour?) 

31 Each day I die for your glory, brethren, which glory I have in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
(Every day I die for your glory, brothers, which glory I have in the Messiah Jesus our Lord.) 

32 If after man I have fought to beasts, [or against beasts], at Ephesus, what profiteth it 
to me, if dead men rise not again? (or what is the benefit to me, if the dead do not rise again?) 
Eat we, and drink we, for we shall die tomorrow. 

33 Do not ye be deceived; for evil speeches destroy good conduct. [+Do not ye be deceived 
by false teaching; forsooth evil speeches, or false doctrine, corrupt good virtues.] 

34 Awake ye, just men, and do not ye do sin [or and do not ye sin]; for some men have 
ignorance of God, but to reverence, that is, to your shame, I speak to you (or I speak about 
you). 

35 But some man saith, How shall dead men rise again (or How can the dead rise again), 
or in what manner body shall they come? 

36 [O!] Unwise man, that thing that thou sowest, is not quickened, [no] but it die first; 
(0 unwise man! that which thou sowest, is not brought back to life, unless it first die;) 

37 and that thing that thou sowest, thou sowest not the body that is to come, but a 
naked corn, (or a kernel, or a grain), as of wheat, or of some other seeds; 

38 and God giveth to it a body, as he will, and to each of (the) seeds a proper body. (and 
God giveth it a body, as he so desireth, yea, to each seed its own body.) 

39 Not each flesh is the same flesh (or All flesh is not the same flesh), but one is of men, 


another is of beasts, another is of birds, another is of fishes. 
40 And there be heavenly bodies, and there be earthly bodies; but one glory is of 


heavenly bodies, and another is of earthly [bodies]. (And there be heavenly bodies, and there 
be earthly bodies; but one beauty or splendour is of or for heavenly bodies, and another beauty or 
splendour is of or for earthly bodies.) 

41 Another clearness is of the sun, another clearness is of the moon, and another 


clearness is of the stars; and a star diverseth from a star in clearness. (And there is one 
beauty or splendour for the sun, another beauty or splendour is for the moon, and another beauty 


or splendour is for the stars; and a star diverseth from a star in its beauty or splendour.) 
42 And so the again-rising of dead men (or And so the resurrection of the dead). It is sown 
in corruption, it shall rise in uncorruption; 
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43 it is sown in unnobleness, it shall rise in glory; it is sown in infirmity, it shall rise in 
virtue, (or it is sown in frailty and weakness, it shall rise in strength and power); 

44 it is sown a beastly body, it shall rise a spiritual body, (or it is sown as a fleshly body, it 
shall rise as a spiritual body). If there is a beastly body, (then) there is also a spiritual body; 

45 as it is written, The first man Adam was made into a soul living, the last Adam into 
a spirit quickening. (as it is written, The first Adam was made into a living soul, the last Adam 
into the enlivening, or the life-giving, Spirit.) 

46 But the first is not that [body] that is spiritual, but that that is beast-like (or that is 
fleshly), afterward that that is spiritual. 

47 The first man of earth is earthly; the second man of heaven is heavenly. (The first 
man from earth (is) earthly; the second Man from heaven (is) heavenly.) 

48 Such as the earthly man is, such be the earthly men; and such as the heavenly man 
is, such be also the heavenly men. 

49 Therefore as we have borne the image of the earthly man, bear we also the image 
of the heavenly man. (And so as we have worn the image of the earthly man, let us also wear 
the image of the heavenly Man.) 

5° Brethren, I say this thing, that flesh and blood may not wield the kingdom of God, 
neither corruption shall wield uncorruption [or incorruption]. (Brothers, I say this, that 
flesh and blood cannot possess the Kingdom of God, nor shall that which is corrupted or is mortal, 
possess incorruption or immortality.) 

51 Lo! I say to you (a) private [or a mystery] of holy things, (or Behold! I shall tell you a 
secret about the holy things). And all we shall rise again, but not all we shall be changed to 
the state of glory; 

52 in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, in the last trump; for the trump shall 
sound, and dead men shall rise again, without corruption [or incorrupt], and we shall be 
changed. (in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trumpet call; for the trumpet shall 
sound, and the dead shall rise again, without corruption, or incorrupt, or immortal, and so we 
shall be changed.) 

53 For it behooveth this corruptible thing to clothe uncorruption [or incorruption], 
and this deadly thing to put away [or to clothe] undeadliness. (For it behooveth that this 
corruptible thing be clothed with incorruption, yea, that this mortal thing put on, or be clothed 
with, immortality.) 

54 But when this deadly thing shall clothe undeadliness, then shall the word be done 
[or be fulfilled], that is written, Death is sopped up in victory. (But when this mortal 
thing shall be clothed with immortality, then shall the word be fulfilled that is written, Death 
is swallowed up in victory!) 

55 Death, where is thy victory? Death, where is thy prick? (Death, where is thy victory? 
Death, where is thy prod?) 

56 But the prick of death is sin; and the virtue of sin is the law. (And the prod of death is 
sin; and the power of sin cometh from the Law.) 

57 But do we thankings to God, that gave to us victory by our Lord Jesus Christ. (But 
we give thanks to God, who gave us victory by our Lord Jesus Christ.) 

58 Therefore, my dearworthy brethren, be ye steadfast, and unmoveable, being 
plenteous in (the) work of the Lord, (for)evermore witting that your travail is not idle 
in the Lord (or always knowing that your labour is never in vain, or futile, in, or done for, the 
Lord). 


CHAPTER 16 


1 But of the gatherings [or of the collectslJof money that be made into (the) saints (or 
Regarding the collection of money that be made for the saints or God’s people), as I have ordained 
in the churches of Galatia, so also do ye 
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2 one day of the week (or the first day of the week). Each of you keep, [or lay up], at 
himself, keeping that that pleaseth to him(self), (so) that when I come, the gatherings be 
not made. 

3 And when I shall be present, which men ye (ap)prove, I shall send them by epistles 


to bear your grace into Jerusalem. (And then when I shall be there, whichever men ye shall 
approve, I shall send them with letters to take your gift to Jerusalem.) 

4 That if it be worthy that also I go, they shall go with me. (And if it be worthwhile that I 
also go, they shall go with me.) 

5 But I shall come to you, when I shall pass by Macedonia; for why I shall pass by 
Macedonia. (But I shall come to you, when I shall pass through Macedonia; for I shall go through 
Macedonia.) 

6 But peradventure I shall dwell at you (or But perhaps I shall remain with you), or also 
dwell the winter (there), (so) that ye (can) lead me whither ever I shall go. 

7 And I will not now see you in my passing (through), [or Soothly I will not now see you in 
(or while) passing (through)], for I hope to dwell with you a while, if the Lord shall suffer, 
(or for I hope to remain with you for a while, if the Lord will allow it). 

8 But I shall dwell at Ephesus, unto Whitsuntide. 

° For a great door and an open [or (an) evident](one) is opened to me (or For a great door 
is opened to me for effective work), and (there be) many adversaries. 

10 And if Timothy come, see ye that he be without dread with you (or see that he be 
without anything to fear from you), for he worketh the work of the Lord, as I (do). 

11 Therefore no man despise him; but lead him forth in peace, (so) that he come to me; 
for I abide him with (the) brethren (or for I wait for him with the brothers). 

12 But, brethren, I make known to you of Apollos, that I prayed (or beseeched) him much, 
that he should come to you, with (some) brethren. But it was not his will to come now 
(or But it was not his desire to come now); but he shall come, when he shall have leisure [or 
when it shall be able to him]. 

13 Walk ye, and stand ye in the faith; do ye manly, and be ye comforted in the Lord, (or 
be brave, and be strong in the Lord), 

14 and be all your things done in charity. (and let everything ye do be done in love, or with 
love.) 

15 And, brethren, I beseech you, ye know the house(hold) of Stephanas, and of 
Fortunatus, and Achaicus, for they be the first fruits of Achaia, and into (the) ministry of 
(the) saints they have ordained themselves (or and they have committed themselves unto the 
service of God’s people); 

16 that also ye be subjects to such, and to each working together and travailing. 

17 For I have joy in the presence of Stephanas, and Fortunatus, and Achaicus; for they 
[full-]filled that thing that failed to you (or for they did fully what you were unable to do, 
because of your absence); 

18 for they have refreshed both my spirit and yours. Therefore know ye them, that be 
such manner men(or And so know and respect those who be such kind of men). 

19 All the churches of Asia greet you well (or All the Asian churches send you hearty 
greetings). Aquila and Priscilla, with their home-church, greet you much in the Lord, 


at the which also I am harboured. 
20 All (the) brethren greet you well. Greet ye well together in holy kiss. (All the brothers 


send you hearty greetings. Give hearty greetings to one another with a holy kiss.) 

21 My greeting by Paul’s hand. 

22 If any man loveth not our Lord Jesus Christ, be he cursed, Maranatha, that is, in the 
coming of the Lord, or in the day of doom. (If anyone loveth not our Lord Jesus Christ, let him 
be cursed on the Day of Judgement.) 

23 The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you. 
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24 My charity be with you all in Christ Jesus our Lord. Amen. (My love be with you all in 
the Messiah Jesus our Lord. Amen.) 
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GALATIANS 


1 Paul the apostle, not of men, nor by man, but by Jesus Christ, and God the Father, 
that raised him from death [or that raised him from (the) dead], 

2 and all the brethren that be with me, to the churches of Galatia, (and all the brothers 
who be with me, to the churches in Galatia,) 

3 grace (be) to you and (the) peace of God the Father, and of the Lord Jesus Christ, 

4 that gave himself for our sins, to deliver us from the present wicked world, by the 
will of God and our Father, 

5 to whom is honour and glory into worlds of worlds. Amen. (to whom be honour and 
glory forever and ever. Amen.) 

6 | wonder, that so soon ye be thus moved from him that called you into the grace 
of Christ, into another evangel [or into another gospel]; (I am amazed, that so quickly ye be 
moved away from him who called you into the grace of the Messiah, to another gospel;) 

7 which is not another, but that there be some that trouble you, and will mis-turn the 
evangel of Christ. (which is not truly another gospel, but that there be some who trouble you, 
and will pervert the Gospel, or the Good News, of the Messiah.) 

8 But though we, or an angel of heaven, preached to you, besides that that we have 
preached to you, be he accursed. [But though we, or an angel of heaven, evangelized to you, 
besides that that we have evangelized to you, cursed be he.] 

9 As I have said before, and now again I say, if any man preach to you besides that that 
ye have received, be he accursed [or cursed be he]. 

10 For now whether counsel I men, or God? or whether I seek to please men? If I 
pleased yet men, I were not Christ’s servant, (or If 1 still sought to please men, I would not be 
the Messiah’s servant). 

11 For, brethren, I make known to you the evangel [or the gospel], that was preached of 
me (or by me), for it is not by man; 

12 nor I took it of man (or nor I received it from any man), nor learned (it from any man), 
but by [the] revelation of Jesus Christ. 

13 For ye have heard my conversation sometime in the Jewry, that I pursued 
(sur)passingly, [or over-manner, or (over-) measure], the church of God, and fought against 
it. (For ye have heard about my life before among the Jewry, how I persecuted God’s church beyond 
measure, and fought so very hard against it.) 

14 And I profited in the Jewry above many of mine even-elders in my kindred, and was 
more abundantly a follower [or a lover] of my fathers’ traditions. 

15 But when it pleased him, that parted me (or who separated me) from my mother’s 
womb, and called (me) by his grace, 

16 to show his Son in me, that I should preach him among the heathen, anon I drew me 
not to flesh and blood; (to show his Son to me, so that I would preach him among the Gentiles, 
at once I drew me not to flesh and blood;) 

17 nor I came to Jerusalem to the apostles, that were before me, but I went into Arabia, 
and again I turned again into Damascus. (nor did I come to Jerusalem to those who were 
apostles before me, but I went to Arabia, and then I returned to Damascus.) 

18 And since three years after I came to Jerusalem [or Afterward after three years I came 
to Jerusalem], to see Peter, and I dwelled with him (for) fifteen days; 

19 but I saw none other of the apostles, but James, our Lord’s brother. 

20 And these things which I write to you, lo! before God I lie not. 

21 Afterward I came into the coasts of Syria and Cilicia. 

22 But I was unknown by face to the churches of Judea, that were in Christ (or who were 
in the Messiah); 
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23 and they had only an hearing, that he that pursued us sometime (ago), preacheth 
now the faith, against which he fought sometime (ago); (and they had only heard it said, 
that he who had persecuted us before, now preacheth the faith, which before he fought so very 
hard against;) 

24 and in me they glorified God. (and they praised God for me.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 And since fourteen years after [or Afterward after fourteen years], again I went up to 
Jerusalem with Barnabas, and took with me Titus. 

2 | went up by revelation, and spake with them the evangel [or the gospel], which I 
preach among the heathen, (or I went up by revelation, and spoke, or shared, the Gospel, or the 
Good News, with them, which I preach among the Gentiles); and by themselves to these that 
seemed to be somewhat, lest I run [or lest peradventure I should run], or had run in vain. 

3 And neither Titus, that had been with me, while he was heathen, was compelled to 
be circumcised; (And Titus, who had been with me, while he was a Gentile, was not compelled to 
be circumcised;) 

4 but for false brethren that were brought in, which had [privily] entered to espy our 
freedom [or our liberty], which we have in Jesus Christ, to bring us [or to drive us] into 
servage (or to drive us into servitude, or into slavery). 

5 But we gave no place to subjection, that the truth of the gospel should dwell with 
you. (But we did not submit to their domination, so that the truth of the Gospel or the Good News 
would remain with you.) 

6 But of these that seemed to be somewhat (or to be esteemed); which they were 
sometime, it pertaineth not to me, for God taketh not the person of (a) man (or for God 
favoureth not any person); for they that seemed to be somewhat (or to be esteemed), gave 
me nothing. 

7 But on the contrary, when they had seen, that the evangel of (the) prepuce (or for the 
uncircumcision) was given to me [or that the gospel of heathen men is betaken to me], as the 
evangel of (the) circumcision was given to Peter; (But on the contrary, when they had seen, 
that the Gospel, or the Good News, for the uncircumcised, or the heathen, or the Gentiles, was given 
to me, like the Gospel, or the Good News, for the circumcised, or the Jews, was given to Peter;) 

8 for he that wrought to Peter in apostlehood of (the) circumcision, wrought also to 
me among the heathen; (for he who made Peter the apostle to the circumcised, also made me 
the apostle to the Gentiles;) 

9 and when they had known the grace of God, that was given to me, James, and Peter 
[or Cephas], and John, which were seen to be the pillars, they gave the right hand of 
fellowship to me and to Barnabas, that we [preach] among the heathen (or that we preach 
among the Gentiles), and they into the circumcision; 

10 only that we had mind of, [or that we should be mindful of], (the) poor men, the which 
thing I was full busy to do. (only that we should remember the poor, which I already was always 
doing.) 

11 But when Peter was come to Antioch, I against-stood him in the face, (or I stood up 
against him, or I opposed him, to his face), for he was worthy to be reproved. 

12 For before that there came some men from James [or Forsooth before that some came 
from James], he ate with heathen men; but when they were come, he withdrew, and 
departed him(self), dreading them that were of (the) circumcision. (For before that some 
men came from James, he ate with the Gentiles; but when they had come, he withdrew, and 
separated himself, fearing those who were of the circumcision.) 

13 And the other Jews assented [or consented] to his feigning, so that Barnabas was 
drawn of (or by) them into that feigning. 
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14 But when I saw, that they walked not rightly to the truth of the gospel, I said to Peter 
[or to Cephas] before all men, If thou, that art a Jew, livest heathen-like, and not Jew-like, 
how constrainest thou heathen men to become Jews? (or how can thou compel Gentiles to 
become Jews?) 

15 We Jews of kind, and not sinful men of the heathen, (We Jews by kind, or naturally, and 
not of the sinners of the Gentiles, as they be called,) 

16 know that a man is not justified of the works of the law, but by the faith of Jesus 
Christ; and we believe in Jesus Christ, that we be justified of [or by] the faith of Christ, 


and not of the works of the law. Wherefore of the works of the law each flesh shall not be 
justified. (know that a man is not justified by the works of the Law, but by faith in Jesus Christ; 


and we believe in Jesus Christ, that we be justified by faith in the Messiah, and not by doing the 
works of the Law. And so by doing the works of the Law each flesh shall not be justified.) 

17 And if we seek to be justified in Christ, we ourselves be found sinful men [or to be 
sinners], whether Christ be (a) minister of sin? God forbid. (And if we seek to be justified in 
the Messiah, and we ourselves be found to be sinners, then is the Messiah a servant of sin? God 
forbid.) 

18 And if I build again things that I have destroyed, I make myself a trespasser. 

19 For by the law I am dead to the law, [For by the law I am dead to the law, that I live to 
God;] 

20 and I am fixed to the cross, that I live to God with Christ. And now live not I, but 
Christ liveth in me, (or and I am fixed to the cross, so that I live to God with the Messiah. But 
now I do not live, but the Messiah who liveth in me). But that I live now in (the) flesh, I live in 
the faith of God’s Son, that loved me, and gave himself for me. [with Christ I am fixed to 
the cross. Forsooth I live now, not I, but Christ liveth in me. Forsooth that I live now in (the) flesh, 
I live in the faith of God’s son, the which loved me, and betook (or delivered) himself for me.] 

21 | cast not away the grace of God; for if rightwiseness be through (the) law [or for if 
rightwiseness is by the law], then Christ died without cause. (I do not throw away God’s grace; 
because if righteousness can be gained through the Law, then the Messiah died without any reason 
or for no purpose.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 O! unwitty Galatians, before whose eyes Jesus Christ is exiled, [or O! ye witless men of 
Galatia, before whose eyes Jesus Christ is damned or condemned], and is crucified in you, who 
hath deceived you, that ye obey not to truth? (0 foolish Galatians! before whom Jesus was 
shown to be condemned, and crucified, who hath deceived you, so that ye do not obey the truth?) 

2 This only I desire to learn of you, whether ye have received the Spirit of the works 
of the law, or of hearing of belief? (I only desire to learn this from you, did ye receive the Spirit 
by doing the works of the Law, or by hearing and believing?) 

3 So ye be fools, that when ye have begun in Spirit (or because what ye have begun in the 
Spirit), [now] ye be ended in (the) flesh. 

4 So great things [or So many things] ye have suffered without cause, (or without any 
reason, or for any purpose), if it be without cause. 

5 He that giveth to you [the] Spirit, and worketh virtues in you, whether of works of 
the law, or of hearing of belief? [Therefore he that giveth to you the spirit, and worketh virtues 
in you, whether of the works of the law, or of hearing of faith?](Giveth he the Spirit to you, and 
worketh works of power among you, because of ye doing the works of the Law, or because of ye 
hearing and believing?) 


6 As it is written, Abraham believed to God, and it was reckoned to him to rightwise- 
ness. 
7 And therefore know ye, that these that be of belief, be the sons of Abraham. 


[+Therefore know ye, that they that be of faith, they be the sons of Abraham.] 
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8 And the scripture seeing afar, that God justifieth the heathen of belief, [or Forsooth 
the scripture purveying, for God justifieth of faith heathen men], told before(hand) to Abraham, 
That in thee all the heathen [or all (the) folks] shall be blessed. (And the Scripture seeing afar 
off, that God justifieth the Gentiles by faith, said ahead of time to Abraham, Through thee all the 
nations and all the peoples shall be blessed.) 

9 And therefore these that be of belief, [or Therefore they that be of faith], (or And so they 
who be of the faith or who have faith), shall be blessed with faithful Abraham. 

10 For all that be of (or rely on) the works of the law, be under (a) curse; for it is written, 
Each man is cursed, that abideth not [or that dwelleth not] in all (the) things that be written 
in the book of the law (or in the Book of the Law), to do those things. 

11 And that no man is justified in the law before God, it is open, for a rightful man 
liveth of belief. [Forsooth for no man is justified in the law with God, it is known, for a rightful 
man liveth by faith.] 

12 But the law is not of belief (or But the Law is not a matter of faith), but he that doeth 
those things of the law, shall live in them. 

13 But Christ again-bought us [or delivered us] from the curse of the law (or But the 
Messiah redeemed us from the curse of the Law), and was made accursed for us; for it is 
written, Each man is cursed that hangeth in (or on) the tree; 

14 that among the heathen the blessing of Abraham were made in Jesus Christ, that we 
receive the promise of (the) Spirit through belief. [that the blessing of Abraham in heathen 
men should be made in Christ Jesus, that we take the promise of (the) Spirit by faith.](so that 
among the Gentiles the blessing of Abraham came through, or by, Jesus Christ, and so we receive 
the promise of the Spirit through faith.) 

15 Brethren, I say after man, no man despiseth the testament (or the covenant) of aman 
that is confirmed, or ordaineth above, (or can add, or subtract), (any)[other thing]. 

16 The promises were said to Abraham and to his seed; he saith not, In [the] seeds, as 
in many, but as in one, And to thy seed, that is, Christ (or the Messiah). 

17 But I say, this testament is confirmed of God, (or But I say, this covenant is confirmed 
by God); the law that was made after four hundred and thirty years, maketh not the 
testament (in) vain to void away the promise [or maketh (it) not void for to do away the 
promise]. 

18 For if [the] heritage were of the law, it were not now of (the) promise, (or For if the 
inheritance (is) by the Law, (it is) not by the Promise). But God granted [or gave] to Abraham 
through (the) promise. 

19 What then the law? that is, Whereto is the law profitable? [or What therefore profiteth 
the law?] It was set for trespassing, till the seed came, to whom he had made the promise. 
Which law was ordained by angels, in the hand of a mediator. 

20 But a mediator is not of one. But God is one. 

21 Ts then the law against the promises of God? God forbid. For if the law were given, 
that might quicken, verily were rightfulness of (the) law, [or verily rightwiseness were of 
(the) law], (or For if a law had been given, that could enliven, or that could give life, then truly 
righteousness would have come from keeping or obeying the Law). 

22 But the scripture hath concluded all things under sin, (so) that the promise of the 
faith of Jesus Christ were given to them that believe. 

23 And before that belief came, they were kept under the law, enclosed into that belief 
that was to be showed. [Forsooth before that the faith came, we were kept under the law, shut 
together into that faith that was to be showed.] 

24 And so the law was our under-master in Christ, that we be justified of belief. 
[+Therefore the law was our little master (or our teacher) in Christ, that we be justified of faith.] 
(And so the Law was our tutor in the Messiah, so that we would be justified through faith.) 
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25 But after that belief came, we be not now under the under-master. [But after that the 
faith came, now we be not under the little master (or under the teacher). ](But now that faith hath 
come, we be not under the tutor any longer.) 

26 For all ye be the children of God through the belief of Jesus Christ. [For all ye be the 
sons of God by faith in Christ Jesus.](For all of ye be God’s children through faith in the Messiah 
Jesus.) 

27 For all ye that be baptized, be clothed with Christ. (For all of ye who be baptized, be 
clothed with the Messiah.) 

28 There is no Jew, nor Greek, no bondman, nor free man, no male, nor female; for all 
ye be one in Christ Jesus (or for all of ye be one in the Messiah Jesus). 


29 And if ye be one in Jesus Christ, then ye be the seed of Abraham, and heirs by (the) 
promise. 


CHAPTER 4 

1 But I say, as long (a) time as the heir is a little child, he diverseth nothing from a 
servant, when he is (the) lord of all things, [or when he is lord of all], (or even though he is the 
lord of all); 

2 but he is under keepers and tutors, into the time determined of the father (or until 
the time determined by his father). 

3 So we, when we were little children, we served under the elements of the world. 

4 But after that the fulfilling of time came, God sent his Son, made of a woman, made 
under the law, 

5 that he should again-buy them that were under the law, that we should receive the 
adoption of sons. (so that he would redeem those who were under the Law, so that we could 
receive adoption as sons.) 

6 And for ye be God’s sons, God sent his Spirit into your hearts, crying, Abba, Father. 
[Forsooth for ye be the sons of God, God sent the Spirit of his Son into your hearts, crying, Abba, 
that is, father.] 

7 And so there is not now a servant, but a son; and if he is a son, he is an heir by God. 

8 But then ye unknowing God, served to them that in kind were not gods. (But when ye 
did not know God, ye served those who by their very nature were not gods.) 

° But now when ye have known God, and be known of God, how be ye turned again to 
the feeble [or to the sick] and needy elements, to the which ye will again serve? (But now 
when ye have known God, and ye be known by God, how can ye return to those elements which be 
frail or weak, and lacking, yet which ye will serve again?) 

10 Ye take keep to days, [or Ye keep, or wait (upon), days], (or Ye care about special days), 
and months, and times, and years. 

11 But I dread you, lest without cause, I have travailed among you, [or lest peradventure 
I have travailed in you without cause]. (But you make me fear, that I have laboured among you 
for no good reason, or for no good purpose, or without any good result.) 

12 Be ye as I, for 1 am as ye. Brethren, I beseech you, ye have hurt me nothing, [or 
Brethren, I beseech you, ye have nothing hurt me]. 

13 But ye know, that by, (or with), (an) infirmity of (the) flesh I have preached to you [or 
I have evangelized to you] now before; 

14 and ye despised not, neither forsook your temptation in my flesh, but ye received 
me as an angel of God, as Christ Jesus (or like the Messiah Jesus himself). 

15 Where then is your blessing? [or Where is therefore your blessedness, that ye had before 
time?] For I bear you witness (or For I testify about you), that if it might have been done, ye 
would have put out your eyes, and have given them to me. 

16 Am I then made an enemy to you, saying to you the sooth? (Am I then made your 
enemy, by telling you the truth?) 
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17 They love not you well [or They love you not well], but they will exclude you, that ye 
(pur)sue them (or so that ye follow them). 

18 But (pur)sue ye the good (for)evermore in good, (or But instead, always follow, or go 
after, the good, simply because it is good), and not only when I am present with you. 

19 My small children, which I bear again, till that Christ be formed in you, [My little sons, 
whom I child, or I bring forth by travail, again, till Christ be formed in you,](My young children, 
whom I bring forth through travail, or with great labour, until the Messiah is formed within you,) 

20 and I would now be at you, and change my voice, for I am confounded among you. 
(I wish that I could be with you, and change my tone, for I am confused about you.) 

21 Say to me, ye that will be under the law, have ye not read the law? 

22 For it is written, that Abraham had two sons, one of a servant [or of a handmaiden], 
and one of a free woman [or of a wife]. 

23 But he that was of the servant [or of the handmaiden] was born after the flesh; but he 
that was of the free woman [or of the wife] by a promise. 

24 The which things be said by another understanding. For these be two testaments (or 
For they be two covenants); one in the hill of Sinai, (en)gendering into servage, (or begetting 
into servitude, or into slavery), which is Agar. [+Which things be said by allegory. For why these 
things be two testaments; soothly the one in the mount Sinai, (en)gendering into servage, that is 
Agar.] 

25 For Sinai is an hill that is in Arabia, which hill is joined to it that is now Jerusalem, 
and serveth with her children. 

26 But that Jerusalem that is above, is free, which is our mother. 

27 For it is written, Be glad, thou barren, that bearest not; break out and cry, [thou] 
that bringest forth no children; for many sons be of her that is left of her husband, more 
than of her that hath an husband, (or for there shall be more sons of her who was deserted by 
her husband, than of her who hath a husband). 

28 For, brethren, we be [the] sons of (the) promise after Isaac; 

29 but now as this that was born after the flesh pursued him that was after the Spirit, 
so now. (but just as he who was born after the flesh persecuted him who was born according to 
the Spirit, so it is also today.) 

30 But what saith the scripture? Cast out the servant [or the handmaiden] and her son, 
for the son of the servant shall not be heir with the son of the free wife. 

31 And so, brethren, we be not sons of the servant [or of the handmaiden], but of the free 
wife, by which freedom [or liberty] Christ hath made us free. (And so brothers, we be not the 
sons of the handmaid, but the sons of the free wife, by which freedom the Messiah hath made us 


free.) 
CHAPTER 5 


1 Stand ye therefore, and do not ye again be held in the yoke of servage. (And so stand 
firm, and do not be held again in the yoke of servitude or slavery.) 

2 Lo! I, Paul, say to you, that if ye be circumcised, Christ shall nothing profit to you. 
(Behold! I, Paul, say to you, that if ye be circumcised, the Messiah shall be of no profit to you.) 

3 And I witness again to each man that circumciseth himself (or And I testify again to 
each man who circumciseth himself), that he is a debtor of all the law to be done. 

4 And ye be voided away from Christ, and ye that be justified in the law, ye have fallen 
away from grace. (And ye be devoid of the Messiah, yea, ye who be justified by the Law, ye have 
fallen away from grace.) 

5 For we through the Spirit of belief abide the hope of rightwiseness. [For we by (the) 
Spirit of faith abide the hope of rightwiseness.] 

6 For in Jesus Christ neither circumcision is anything worth, neither prepuce, but the 
belief that worketh by charity [or but (the) faith that worketh by charity]. (For in Jesus Christ 
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circumcision is not worth anything, nor is uncircumcision, but only faith that worketh through 
love.) 

7 Ye ran well; who hindered you that ye obeyed not to the truth? 

8 Consent ye to no man; for this counsel is not of (or from) him that hath called you. 

9 A little sourdough impaireth [or maketh sour] all the gobbet. (A little leaven maketh the 
whole piece sour.) 

10 | trust on you in our Lord, that ye should understand none other thing. And who 
that disturbeth you [or Forsooth he that distroubleth you], shall bear doom (or shall receive 
God’s judgement), whoever he be. 

11 And, brethren, if I preach yet circumcision, what suffer I yet persecution? then the 
stumbling of the cross is avoided/is voided. (And, brothers, if I still preach circumcision, why 
do I still suffer persecution? for then the stumbling of the cross is made null and void.) 

12 | would that they were cut away, that disturb you. [I would that they that distrouble 
you, be also cut off.](I wish that those who disturb or trouble you, wanting you to be circumcised 
just like they be, would cut it all off!) 

13 For, brethren, ye be called into freedom [or into liberty]; only give ye not freedom [or 
liberty] into (an) occasion of (the) flesh, but by charity of [the] Spirit serve ye together (or 
but in the love of the Spirit serve one another). 

14 For every law [or all the law] is fulfilled in one word (or For all the Law is fulfilled in a 
single sentence), Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself. 

15 And if ye bite, and eat each other, see ye, lest ye be wasted each from (the) other (or 
lest ye destroy one another). 

16 And I say to you in Christ(or And I say to you in the Messiah), walk ye in (the) Spirit, 
and ye shall not perform the desires of the flesh. 

17 For the flesh coveteth against the Spirit, and the Spirit against the flesh; for these 
be adversaries together, that ye do not all things that ye will, (or for they be adversaries 
with each other, so that ye do not do the things that ye desire to do). 

18 That if ye be led by [the] Spirit, ye be not under the law. (But if ye be led by the Spirit, 
ye shall not be under the Law.) 

19 And the works of the flesh be open, which be fornication, uncleanness, unchastity, 
lechery, 

20 service of false gods [or serving of idols], witchcrafts, enmities, strivings [or strives], 
indignations, wraths, chidings, dissensions, sects [or heresies], 

21 envies, manslayings, drunkennesses, unmeasurable eatings [or gluttonies], and 
things like to these, which I say to you before, as I have told to you before, for they 
that do such things, shall not have the kingdom of God, (or for they who do such things, 
shall not possess the Kingdom of God). 

22 But the fruit of the Spirit is charity (or love), joy, peace, patience, long abiding (or 
endurance), benignity, [or good will], goodness, mildness (or meekness and humility), faith, 

23 temperance, continence, chastity; against such things (there) is no law. 

24 And they that be of Christ, have crucified their flesh with vices and covetings [or 
concupiscences]. (And they who belong to the Messiah, have crucified their flesh with its vices 
and its coveting.) 

25 If we live by (the) Spirit, walk we by (the) Spirit; 

26 be we not made covetous of vain glory, stirring each other to wrath, or having envy 
each to (the) other. (be we not made covetous of empty boasting, stirring each other to anger, or 
having envy with one another.) 


CHAPTER 6 


1 Brethren, if a man be occupied in any guilt [or overcome in any trespass], ye that be 
spiritual, inform ye [or teach] such one in (the) spirit of softness, [or meekness], beholding 
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thyself, lest that thou be tempted, [falling in the same wise], (or lest thou be tested, failing in 
the same way, or in like manner). 

2 Each bear (the) other’s charges, and so ye shall fulfill the law of Christ. (Bear each 
other’s burdens, and so ye shall fulfill the law of the Messiah.) 

3 For who that troweth [or guesseth] that he be aught, when he is nought, he beguileth 
himself. (For he who thinketh that he is something, when he is really nothing, fooleth himself.) 

4 But each man prove his own work, and so he shall have glory [only] in himself, and 
not in another. 

5 For each man shall bear his own charge. (For each man shall bear his own burden.) 

6 He that is taught in word, commune he with him that teacheth him, in all goods [or 
in all good things]. 

7 Do not ye err, God is not scorned; for those things that a man soweth, those things 
he shall reap, [or for why what things a man soweth, also these things he shall reap]. 

8 For he that soweth in his flesh, of the flesh he shall reap corruption; but he that 
soweth in the Spirit, of the Spirit he shall reap everlasting life. 

9 And doing good fail we not; for in his time we shall reap, not failing. 

10 Therefore while we have time, work we good to all men; but most(ly) to them that 
be home-like [or that be the household members] of the faith. (And so while we have the time, 
do we good to all; but most of all to those who be members of the household, or the family, of faith.) 

11 See ye, what manner letters I have written to you with mine own hand. 

12 For whoever will please in the flesh, these constrain you to be circumcised, only 
that they suffer not the persecution of Christ’s cross (or so that they themselves shall not 
suffer persecution for the cross of the Messiah). 

13 For neither they that be circumcised keep the law; but they will (or they desire) that 
ye be circumcised, (so) that they have glory in your flesh. 

14 But far be it from me to have glory, [no] but in the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ, by 
whom the world is crucified to me, and I to the world. 

15 For in Jesus Christ neither circumcision is anything (of) worth, nor prepuce, but 
a new creature. (For in Jesus Christ being circumcised is not worth anything, nor being 
uncircumcised, but only being a new creation.) 

16 And whoever [shall](pur)sue this rule (or And whoever shall follow this rule), peace (be) 
on them, and mercy, and on (the) Israel of God. 

17 And hereafter [or From henceforth], no man be heavy to me; for I bear in my body 
the tokens, [or the wounds], of our Lord Jesus Christ (or for I bear on my body the signs, or the 
marks, of our Lord Jesus Christ). 

18 The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with your spirit, brethren. Amen. 
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EPHESIANS 


1 Paul, the apostle of Jesus Christ, by the will of God, to all the saints that be at Ephesus 
(or to all of God’s people who be at Ephesus), and to the faithful men in Jesus Christ, 

2 grace be to you and (the) peace of God, our Father, and of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

3 Blessed be God and the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, that hath blessed us in all 
spiritual blessing in heavenly things in Christ, 

4 as he hath chosen us in himself before the making of the world, that we were holy 
[or that we should be holy], and without wem in his sight, in charity. (as he hath chosen us for 
himself before the creation of the world, so that we were holy, and without spot or blemish before 
him, in love.) 

5 Which hath before-ordained us into [the] adoption of sons by Jesus Christ into him, 
by the purpose of his will, 

6 into the praising of the glory of his grace; in which he hath glorified us in his 
dearworthy Son. [into the praising of the glory of his grace; in which he made us able to his 
grace in his dearworthy Son.] 

7 In whom we have redemption by his blood, [and] forgiveness of sins, after the riches 
of his grace, 

8 that abounded greatly in us in all wisdom and prudence, 

9 to make known to us the sacrament (or the mystery) of his will, by the good pleasance 
of him; (to make known to us his secret plan, by his good pleasure;) 

10 the which sacrament he purposed in him in the dispensation of (the) plenty of times, 
to store up all things in Christ (or to include everything in the Messiah), which be in heavens, 
and which be in earth, in him. 

11 In whom [also] we be called by lot, before-ordained by the purpose of him that 
worketh all things by the counsel of his will; 

12 that we be into the praising of his glory, we that have hoped before in Christ [or we 
that before hoped in Christ]. (so that we can praise his glory, we who first hoped in the Messiah, 
or we who were the first to hope in the Messiah.) 

13 In whom also ye were called, when ye heard the word of truth, the gospel of your 
health, in whom ye believing be marked with the Holy Ghost of promise, (In whom also 
ye were called, when ye heard the Word of Truth, the Gospel, or the Good News, of your salvation, 
in whom ye believing be sealed with the Holy Spirit, as was promised,) 

14 which is the earnest [or a wed] of our heritage (or which is the pledge of our inheritance), 
into the redemption of purchasing, into [the] praising of his glory. 

15 Therefore and I hearing (of) your faith, that is in Christ Jesus, and the love into all 
(the) saints, (And so I hearing of your faith, that is in the Messiah Jesus, and your love for all of 
God’s people,) 

16 cease not to do thankings for you, making mind of you in my prayers; (never cease 
to give thanks for you, remembering you in my prayers;) 

17 (so) that (the) God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of glory, give to you the spirit 
of wisdom and of revelation, into the knowing of him; 

18 and the eyes of your heart lightened, that ye know, which is the hope of his calling, 
and which be the riches of the glory of his heritage in saints; (and that the eyes of your 
hearts be enlightened, so that ye know, what is the hope of his calling, and what be the riches and 
the glory of his inheritance for God’s people;) 

19 and which is the excellent greatness of his virtue, into us that have believed, by the 
working of the might of his virtue, (and what is the excellent greatness of his power, for those 
of us who have believed, by the working of the might of his power,) 
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20 which he wrought in Christ, raising him from death [or raising him from (the) dead], 
and setting him on his right half in heavenly things, (which he worked in the Messiah, raising 
him from the dead, and setting him at his right hand, or on his right side, in heavenly things,) 

21 above each principat, and potentate, and virtue, and domination, (or above each 
principality, and authority, and power, and dominion), and above each name that is named, 
not only in this world, but also in the world to coming [or but also in the world to come]; 

22 and made all things subject under his feet, and gave him to be (the) head over all 
the church, 

23 that is the body of him, and the plenty of him, which is all things in all things 
fulfilled. 


CHAPTER 2 


1 And when ye were dead in your guilts and sins, 
2 in which ye wandered sometime, (or in which ye walked, or ye went some time ago), after 
the course of this world, after the prince of the power of this air, of the spirit that worketh 


now into the sons of unbelief; 
3 in which also we all lived sometime in the desires of our flesh, doing the wills of the 


flesh and of the thoughts (or doing the desires of the flesh and of the thoughts, or of the mind), 
and we were by kind (or by nature) the sons of wrath, as other men; 

4 but God, that is rich in mercy, for his full much charity in which he loved us, (but God, 
who is rich in mercy, for his very great love with which he loved us,) 

5 yea, when we were dead in (our) sins, quickened us together in Christ (or made us alive 
together with the Messiah), by whose grace ye be saved, 

6 and again-raised together, and made together to sit in heavenly things in Christ 
Jesus; (and ye be raised up, and allowed to sit in heavenly things with the Messiah Jesus;) 

7 that he should show in the worlds above coming the plenteous riches of his grace in 
goodness on us in Christ Jesus. (so that he could show in the world to come the plentiful riches 
of his grace in goodness for us in the Messiah Jesus.) 

8 For by grace ye be saved by faith, and this not of you (or and this is not by your own 
doing); for it is the gift of God, 

9 not of works, that no man have glory. (and not by works, so that no one can boast.) 

10 For we be the making of him, made of nought in Christ Jesus, in good works, (or 
made out of nothing in the Messiah Jesus, for good works), which God hath ordained, that we 
go in those works. 

11 For which thing be ye mindful that sometime ye were heathen in (the) flesh, which 
were said prepuce (or who were called the uncircumcision), from that that is said (the) 
circumcision made by hand in (the) flesh; (For which thing remember that sometime ago 
ye were Gentiles in the flesh, ye who were called the uncircumcised, by those who be called the 
circumcised, which is made in the flesh by our hands;) 

12 and ye were in that time without Christ, aliened [or strangers] from the living 
(community) of Israel, and guests of the testaments, not having (any) hope of (the) 
promise, and without God in this world. (and at that time ye were without the Messiah, 
alienated from, or strangers to, the living community of Israel, and outside of the covenants, not 
having any hope of the Promise, and without God in this world.) 

13 But now in Christ Jesus ye that were sometime far, be made nigh in the blood of 
Christ. (But now in the Messiah Jesus ye who were sometime far off, be made near by the blood of 
the Messiah.) 

14 For he is our peace, that made both one, and unbinding the middle wall of a wall 
without mortar, 

15 enmities in his flesh; and voided the law of commandments by dooms (or and voided 
the Law with its commandments and ordinances), (so) that he make two in himself into a new 
man, making peace, 
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16 to reconcile both in one body to God by the cross, slaying the enmities in himself. 

17 And he coming preached peace to you that were far, and peace to them that were 
nigh; (And he coming preached peace to you who were far off, and peace to those who were near;) 

18 for by him we both have nigh coming in one Spirit to the Father. 

19 Therefore now ye be not guests and strangers, but ye be citizens of saints, and [the] 
household members of God; (And so now ye be not guests and strangers, but ye be citizens 
along with God’s people, and members of God’s household, or of God’s family.) 

20 above builded on the foundament of (the) apostles and of (the) prophets, upon 
that highest cornerstone, Christ Jesus; (built upon the foundation of the apostles and of the 
prophets, and the highest cornerstone is the Messiah Jesus;) 

21 in whom each building made waxeth into an holy temple in the Lord. 

22 In whom also ye be builded together into the habitation of God, in the Holy Ghost 
(or in the Holy Spirit). 


CHAPTER 3 
1 For the grace of this thing I, Paul, the bound of Christ Jesus, for you heathen men, 
(For the grace of this thing I, Paul, the prisoner of the Messiah Jesus, for you Gentiles,) 


2 if nevertheless ye have heard the dispensation of God’s grace, that is given to me in 
you. 


3 For by revelation the sacrament is made known to me, as I above wrote in short 
thing, 

4 as ye may read, and understand my prudence in the mystery of Christ. (so ye can read, 
and understand my comprehension of the secret of the Messiah.) 

5 Which was not known to other generations to the sons of men, as it is now showed 
to his holy apostles and prophets in the Spirit, 

© that heathen men be even-heirs, and of one body, and partners together of his 
promise in Christ Jesus by the evangel; (that the Gentiles be equal heirs, and of one body, 
and partners together of his promise in the Messiah Jesus by the Gospel or the Good News;) 

7 whose minister I am made, by the gift of God’s grace, which is given to me by the 
working of his virtue (or which is given to me by the working of his power). 

8 To me, least of all (the) saints, this grace is given to preach [or to evangelize] among 
heathen men the unsearchable riches of Christ, (To me, least of all of God’s people, this grace 
is given to preach among the Gentiles the immeasurable riches of the Messiah,) 

9 and to (en)lighten all men, which is the dispensation of [the] sacrament hid from 
worlds in God, that made all things of nought; (and to enlighten all men, which is the 
dispensation of the mystery, or the secret, hidden from the beginning, or from the Creation, in 
God, who made everything out of nothing;) 

10 (so) that the much-fold wisdom of God be known to princes and potentates in 
heavenly things by the church, 

11 by the before-ordinance of worlds [or after the setting of worlds], which he made in 
Christ Jesus our Lord. (according to his eternal purpose, which he made in the Messiah Jesus 
our Lord.) 

12 In whom we have trust and nigh coming [to], in trusting by the faith of him. 

13 For which thing I ask, that ye fail not in my tribulations for you, which is your glory. 

14 For grace of this thing I bow my knees to the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, 

15 of whom each fatherhood (or every family) in heavens and in earth is named, [of whom 
each fatherhood in heaven and in earth is named,] 

16 (so) that he give to you, after the riches of his glory, (the) virtue (or the power) to be 
strengthened by his Spirit in the inner man, 

17 that Christ dwell by faith in your hearts; that ye rooted and grounded in charity, (so 
that the Messiah live by faith in your hearts; so that ye rooted and grounded in love,) 
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18 may (be able to) comprehend with all (the) saints, which is the breadth, and the 
length, and the highness, and the deepness; (can grasp along with all of God’s people, what 
is the breadth, and the length, and the highness, and the depth;) 

19 also to know the charity of Christ more excellent(ly) than science, that ye be [full- 
]filled in all the plenty of God. (and also to know the love of the Messiah more completely than 
knowledge itself, so that ye be filled full with all the abundance of God.) 

20 And to him that is mighty to do all things more plenteously than we ask or 
understand, by the virtue that worketh in us (or by the power that worketh in us), 

21 to him be glory in the church, and in Christ Jesus, into all the generations of the 
world(s) of worlds. Amen. (to him be glory in the church, and in Messiah Jesus, from generation 
unto generation forever and ever. Amen.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Therefore I bound for the Lord beseech you, that ye walk worthily in the calling, in 
which ye be called, 

2 with all meekness and mildness, with patience supporting each other in charity, (in 
all humbleness and humility, with forbearance supporting each other in love,) 

3 busy to keep (the) unity of (the) Spirit in the bond of peace. 

4 One body and one Spirit, as ye be called in one hope of your calling; 

5 one Lord, one faith, one baptism, 

® one God and Father of all, which is above all men, and by all things, and in us all. 

7 But to each of us grace is given by [or after] the measure of the giving of Christ; (But 
each of us is given grace according to the measure of the giving of the Messiah;) 

: 8 for which thing he saith, He ascending on high, led captivity captive, he gave gifts 
omen. 

9 But what is it, that he ascended up, no but that also he came down first into the lower 
parts of the earth? 

10 He it is that came down, and that ascended [up] on (or above) all (the) heavens, (so) 
that he should fill all things. 

11 And he gave some apostles (or And he made some of us apostles), some prophets, others 
evangelists, others shepherds and teachers, 

12 to the full ending of (the) saints, into the work of (the) ministry, into [the] edification 
of Christ’s body, (for the perfection or the completion of God’s people, for the work of the ministry, 
for the instruction of the Messiah’s body,) 

13 till we run all, into (the) unity of (our) faith and of (our) knowing of God’s Son, [or till 
we run all, in unity of faith and of knowing of God’s Son], into a perfect man, after the measure 
of the age of the plenty of Christ (or according to the measure of the stature of the fullness of 
the Messiah); 

14 (so) that we be not now little children, moving as (the) waves, and be not borne about 
with each wind of teaching, in the waywardness of men, in subtle wit, to the deceiving 
of error. 

15 But do we (the) truth in charity, and wax in him by all things, that is Christ our head; 
(But speak we the truth in love, and grow in him in every way, who is the Messiah our head;) 

16 of whom all the body set together, and bound together by each jointure of under- 
serving, by (the) working into the measure of each member, maketh increasing of the 
body, into [the] edification of itself in charity (or in love). 

17 Therefore I say and witness (to) this thing in the Lord, that ye walk not now, as 
heathen men walk, in the vanity of their wit; (And so I say and testify to this in the Lord, that 
ye walk not now, like the Gentiles walk, in the emptiness and uselessness of their reasoning or of 
their thinking;) 
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18 that have understanding darkened with darknesses (or who have their understanding 
darkened with darkness), and be aliened, (or alienated), [or made far], from the life of God, 
by (the) ignorance that is in them, for the blindness of their heart(s). 

19 Which despairing betook (or delivered) themselves to unchastity, into the working 


of all uncleanness in covetousness. 
20 But ye have not so learned Christ, (But ye have not so learned the Messiah,) 


21 if nevertheless ye heard him, and be taught in him, as is (the) truth in Jesus. 

22 Do ye away by the old living, [or after the first living], the old man, that is corrupt by 
the desires of error; 

23 and be ye renewed [or made new again] in the spirit of your soul; 

24 and clothe ye the new man, which is made after God in rightwiseness and (in the) 
holiness of truth. [and clothe ye the new man, which after God is made of nought (or out of 
nothing) in rightwiseness and holiness of truth.] 

25 For which thing put ye away leasing (or lying), and speak ye (the) truth each man with 
his neighbour, for we be members each to (the) other, [or together], (or for we be members 
with one another of one body). 

26 Be ye wroth, and do not do sin [or and do not ye sin]; the sun fall not down on your 


wrath. 
27 Do not ye give stead (or a place) to the devil. 


28 He that stole, now steal he not; but more rather travail he in working with his hands 
that that is good, (so) that he have whereof he shall give to the needy. 

29 Each evil word go not out of your mouth; but if any (word) is good to the edification 
of (the) faith, (so) that it give grace to men that hear (it). 

30 And do not ye make the Holy Ghost of God sorry, [or heavy], in which ye be marked 
in the day of redemption. (And do not make the Holy Spirit of God sorrowful, in whom, and by 
whom, ye be sealed unto the Day of Redemption.) 

31 All bitterness, and wrath, and indignation, and cry, and blasphemy be taken away 
from you, with all malice; 

32 and be ye together benign, [or of good will], merciful, forgiving together, as also God 
forgave to you in Christ. (and be benign, or have good will, with one another, merciful, and 
forgiving each other, as also God forgave you in the Messiah.) 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Therefore be ye followers of God, as most dearworthy sons; 

2 and walk ye in love, as Christ loved us (or as the Messiah loved us), and gave himself for 
us (as) an offering and a sacrifice to God, into the odour of sweetness. 

3 And fornication, and all uncleanness, or avarice (or greed), be not named among you, 
as it becometh holy men; 

4 either filth, or folly speech, or buffoonery [or harlotry], that pertaineth not to profit, 
but more rather doing of thankings. (or filth, or foolish speaking, or buffoonery, all that 
pertaineth not to profit, but more rather the giving of thanks or thanksgiving.) 

5 For know ye this, and understand, that each lecher [or each fornicator], or unclean 
man, or covetous [man], that serveth to maumets [or to idols], hath not heritage in the 
kingdom of Christ and of God (or hath not an inheritance in the Kingdom of the Messiah and 
of God). 

6 No man deceive you by vain words (or Let no one deceive you with empty and useless 
words); for why for these things the wrath of God came upon the sons of unbelief. 

7 Therefore do not ye be made partners of them. 

8 For ye were sometime darknesses, (or For before ye were in darkness, or For before ye were 
darkness), but now ye be light in the Lord. Walk ye as the sons of light. 

° For the fruit of light is in all goodness, and rightwiseness, and truth. 

10 And prove ye what thing is well pleasing to God. 
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11 And do not ye commune to unfruiteous works of darknesses; but more rather 
reprove ye [them]. (And do not share, or take part in, unfruitful works of darkness, but rather, 
rebuke them.) 

12 For what things be done of them in privy, it is foul, yea, to speak. 

13 And all things that be reproved of the light, be openly showed [or be made open]; for 
all thing that is showed, is light. (And everything that is reproved is first brought into the light, 
so that it can be openly shown, or made open; for everything that is shown, is light.) 

14 For which thing he saith, Rise thou that sleepest, and rise up from death, and Christ 
shall lighten thee. [For which thing he saith, Rise thou that sleepest, and rise up from (the) dead, 
and Christ shall illumine thee.](For which thing he saith, Rise thou who sleepest, yea, rise up from 
the dead, and the Messiah shall shine upon thee.) 

15 Therefore, brethren (or brothers), see ye, how warily ye shall go; not as unwise men, 
but as wise men, (And so, people, see how prudently you should go; not as unwise people, but as 
wise people,) 

16 again-buying the time (or redeeming the time), for the days be evil. 

17 Therefore do not ye be made unwise, but understanding which is the will of God [or 
of the Lord]. (And so do not be made unwise, but rather seek understanding of what is God’s will.) 

18 And do not ye be drunk of wine, in which is lechery [or in which is luxury], but be ye 
filled with the Holy Ghost; (And do not be drunk with wine, which leadeth to lechery, and to 
self-indulgence, but be filled with the Holy Spirit;) 

19 and speak ye to yourselves in psalms, and hymns, and spiritual songs, singing and 
saying psalm/(s) in your hearts to the Lord; 

20 (forevermore doing thankings for all things (or always giving thanks for everything), 
in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ to God and to the Father. 

21 Be ye subject together in the dread of Christ. (Be subject to one another out of reverence 
for the Messiah.) 

22 Women, be they subject to their husbands, as to the Lord, 

23 for the man is (the) head of the woman, as Christ is head of the church (or as the 
Messiah is the head of the church); he is(the) Saviour of his body. 

24 But as the church is subject to Christ (or And just as the church is subject to the Messiah), 
so (let) women (be subject) to their husbands in all things. 

25 Men, love ye your wives, as Christ loved the church (or as the Messiah loved the church), 
and gave himself for it, 

26 to make it holy; and cleansed it with the washing of water, in the word of life, 

27 to give the church glorious to himself, that it had no wem, [or spot], nor rivelling [or 
wrinkle], or any such thing, but that it be holy and undefouled. (to give the church glorious 
to himself, so that it had no blemish, or spot, or wrinkle, or any such thing, but that it be holy and 
undefiled.) 

28 So and men shall love their wives, as their own bodies. He that loveth his wife, 
loveth himself; 

29 for no man hated ever his own flesh, but nourisheth and fostereth it, as Christ doeth 
the church (or as the Messiah nourisheth and fostereth the church). 

30 And we be (the) members of his body, of his flesh, and of his bones. 

31 For this thing a man shall forsake his father and mother (or a man shall leave his father 
and his mother), and he shall draw [or he shall cleave] to his wife; and they shall be twain 
in one flesh. 

32 This sacrament is great; yea, I say in Christ, and in the church. (In this is a great 
mystery or a great secret; yes, I speak here about the Messiah, and about the church.) 

33 Nevertheless ye all, each man love his wife as himself; and the wife dread her 
husband (or and the wife revere her husband). 
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CHAPTER 6 

1 Sons, obey ye to your father and mother, in the Lord; for this thing is rightful, [or (it) 
is just], (or for this is the right thing to do). 

2 Honour thou thy father and mother, that is the first commandment in [the] promise; 

3 (so) that it be well to thee, and that thou be long living on the earth. 

4 And, fathers, do not ye provoke your sons to wrath; but nourish ye them in the 
teaching and (the) chastising of the Lord [or but nourish ye them in the discipline and (the) 
correction of the Lord]. 

5 Servants, obey ye to fleshly lords with dread and trembling, in simpleness of your 
heart, as to Christ; (Servants, obey your human lords with fearful reverence and trembling, and 
with sincerity in your hearts, as unto the Messiah;) 

6 not serving at the eye, as pleasing to men, but as servants of Christ (or but as the 
Messiah’s servants); doing the will of God by discretion, 

7 with good will serving as to the Lord, and not as to men; 

8 witting (or knowing) that each man, whatever good thing he shall do, he shall receive 
this of the Lord, whether servant, whether free man. 

9 And, ye lords, do the same things to them, forgiving menacings; witting that both 
their Lord and yours is in heavens, and the taking of persons is not with God. (And, ye 
lords, do the same thing for them, forgiving threats; knowing that both their Lord and yours is in 
heaven, and that the favouring of persons is not done by God.) 

10 Here afterward, brethren, be ye comforted in the Lord, and in the might of his 
virtue. (Here afterward or Henceforth, brothers, be strengthened in the Lord, and in the power of 
his might.) 

11 Clothe you(rselves) with the armour of God, that ye may stand against the 
ambushings, [or (the) assailings], of the devil. (Clothe yourselves with the armour of God, so 
that ye can stand against the Devil’s assaults.) 

12 For why striving [or battle] is not to us against flesh and blood, but against [the] 
princes and (the) potentates, against (the) governors of the world of these darknesses, (or 
against the rulers of the darkness in this world, or the rulers of this dark world), against spiritual 
things of wickedness, in heavenly things. 

13 Therefore take ye the armour of God, that ye may against-stand in the evil day, (or 
And so take or put on God’s armour, so that ye can withstand, or stand against,the Devil on the 
Day of Evil); and in all things stand perfect. 

14 Therefore stand ye, and be girded about your loins in soothfastness, and clothed 
with the habergeon of rightwiseness, (And so stand, with your loins girded in truthfulness, or 
with truth, and clothed with the breastplate of righteousness,) 

15 and your feet shod in (the) making ready of the gospel of peace. (and your feet shod 
in the preparation of the Gospel, or the Good News, of peace.) 

16 [n all things take ye the shield of faith, in which ye may quench all the fiery darts 
of him that is(the) most wicked or (of him who is) the worst. 

17 And take ye the helmet of health, and the sword of the Ghost, that is, the word of 
God. (And take or put on the helmet of salvation, and the sword of the Holy Spirit, that is, the 
word of God.) 

18 By all prayer and beseeching pray ye all time in (the) Spirit, and in him waking 
in all busyness, and beseeching for all holy men [or for all (the) saints]. (By all prayer 
and beseeching pray all the time in the Spirit, and in him keeping watch with all diligence, and 
beseeching for all of God’s people.) 

19 and for me; that word be given to me in (the) opening of my mouth, with trust to 
make known the mystery of the gospel, 

20 for which I am set in message in a chain (or for which I am an ambassador in a chain); 
so that in it I be hardy (or I be bold) to speak, as it behooveth me [to speak out]. 
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21 And (so that) ye know, what things be about me, (and) what I do, Tychicus, my most 
dear brother, and true minister in the Lord (or and a true servant in the Lord), shall make 
all things known to you; 

22 whom I sent to you for this same thing, (so) that ye know what things be about us, 
and that he comfort your hearts (or and so that he strengthen your hearts). 

23 Peace to brethren, and charity, (or Peace be to the brothers, and love), with (the) faith 
of God our Father, and of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

24 Grace (be) with all men that love our Lord Jesus Christ in uncorruption. Amen, that 
is, So be it. 
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1ST THESSALONIANS 


1 Paul, and Silvanus, and Timothy, to the church of (the) Thessalonians, in God the 
Father, and in the Lord Jesus Christ, grace and peace (be) to you. 

2 We do thankings to God (for)evermore for all (of) you, and we make mind of you in 
our prayers without ceasing; (We always give thanks to God for all of you, and we remember 
you in our prayers without ceasing;) 

3 having mind of the work of your faith [+or mindful of the work of your faith], and travail, 
and charity, and abiding of the hope of our Lord Jesus Christ, before God and our Father. 
(remembering the work of your faith, and your labour, and your love, and the endurance of your 
hope in our Lord Jesus Christ, before God and our Father.) 

4 Ye beloved brethren of God, we witting your choosing, (You beloved brothers in God, we 
knowing of your choosing, or of your election,) 

5 for our gospel was not at you in word only, but also in virtue, and in the Holy Ghost, 
and in much plenty; as ye know, which we were among you for you; (and so we brought 
you the Gospel or the Good News, not in words alone, but also in power, and in the Holy Spirit, or 
but also in the power of the Holy Spirit, and with great certitude; and ye know, what manner of 
men we were when we were among you for your own sakes;) 

6 and ye be made followers of us, and of the Lord, receiving the word in much 
tribulation, with joy of the Holy Ghost, (or with joy in the Holy Spirit or from the Holy Spirit); 

7 so that ye be made (an) ensample to all men that believe, in Macedonia and in Achaia. 

8 For of you the word of the Lord is published [or is much told (out)], not only in 
Macedonia and Achaia, but your faith that is to God, in each place is gone forth, [or but 
in each place your faith that is to God, is gone forth]; so that it is not need(ful) to us to speak 
anything (or so that it is not needed or necessary for us to say anything more). 

9 For they show of you, what manner entry we had to you, and how ye be converted 
to God from maumets [or from simulacra], to serve to the living God and very; (For they tell 
about you, and how we visited you, and thereafter how ye be turned from idols, to serve the living 
and true God;) 

10 and to abide his Son from heavens (or and to wait for his Son to come from heaven), whom 
he raised from death, the Lord Jesus, that delivered us from (the) wrath to coming. [and 
for to abide his son from heavens, whom he raised from (the) dead, Jesus, that delivered us from 
(the) wrath to come.] 


CHAPTER 2 

1 For, brethren, ye know our entry to you, for it was not (in) vain; 

2 but first we suffered, and were punished with wrongs, as ye know in Philippi, and 
had trust in our Lord, to speak to you the gospel of God in much busyness (or to tell you 
about the Gospel, or the Good News, of God with much diligence). 

3 And our exhortation [or our teaching] is not of error, neither of uncleanness, neither 
in guile, 

4 but as we be (ap)proved of God, that the gospel of God should be taken to us, so we 
speak, (or but as we be approved by God, that the Gospel, or the Good News, of God should be given 
to us, and so we speak); not as pleasing to men, but to God that proveth our hearts. 

5 For neither we were any time in word(s) of glossing [or of flattering], as ye know, 
neither in occasion of avarice (or nor as an occasion for greed); God is (our) witness; 

6 neither seeking glory of men, neither of you, neither of others, when we, as Christ’s 
apostles, might have been in charge to you. (neither seeking praise from people, nor from 
you, nor from others, when we, as Christ’s apostles, might have been in charge of you or might 
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have been a burden to you.)[neither seeking glory of men, neither of you, neither of others, when 
we might have been chargeous (or burdensome) to you, as Christ’s apostles.] 

7 But we were made little in the middle of you, as if a nurse foster her sons; 

8 so we desiring you with great love, would have betaken to you not only the gospel of 
God (or would have delivered to you not only the Gospel, or the Good News, of God), but also our 
lives, for ye be made most dearworthy to us. 

9 For, brethren, ye be mindful of our travail and weariness; we worked night and day, 
that we should not grieve any of you, and preached to you the gospel of God. (Because, 
brothers, ye remember our labour and our weariness; yea, we worked night and day, so that we 
would not grieve any of you, and preached to you the Gospel, or the Good News, of God.) 

10 God and ye be witnesses, how holily (or how devoutly), and justly, and without 
(com)plaint [or quarrel], we were to you that believed. 

11 As ye know, how we prayed you (or how we beseeched you), and comforted each of 
you, as the father his sons, 

12 and we have witnessed (or and we have testified), that ye should go worthily to God, 
that called you into his kingdom and glory. 

13 Therefore we do thankings to God without ceasing. For when ye had taken of us 
the word of the hearing of God, ye took it not as the word of men, but as it is verily, the 
word of God, that worketh in you that have believed. (And so we give thanks to God without 
ceasing. Because when ye had received from us the word of God, which ye heard, ye took it not as 
the word of men, but as it truly is, the word of God, which worketh in you who have believed.) 

14 For, brethren, ye be made followers of the churches of God, that be in Judea, in Christ 
Jesus, for ye have suffered the same things of your even-lineages, as they of the Jews, (or 
and ye have suffered the same things from your fellow countrymen, as they have from the Jews). 

15 Which slew both the Lord Jesus and the prophets, and pursued us (or and persecuted 
us), and they please not to God, and they be adversaries to all men; 

16 forbidding us to speak to heathen men, that they be made safe, that they [full-Jfill 
their sins (forevermore; for the wrath of God came on them into the end. (forbidding us 
to speak to the Gentiles, so that they can be saved, so that they fill their sins full forevermore; but 
God’s wrath hath come upon them in the end.) 

17 And, brethren, we desolate from you for a time, by mouth and in beholding, [as in 
presence], but not in heart, have hied more plenteously to see your face with great desire. 

18 For we would come to you, yea, I, Paul, once and again, but Satan hindered us. 

19 For why what is our hope, or joy, or crown of glory? Whether ye be not before our 
Lord Jesus Christ in his coming? (or Shall it not be you, when we stand before our Lord Jesus 
Christ at his coming?) 

20 For ye be our glory and joy. (Yea, ye be our glory and our joy.) 


CHAPTER 3 


1 For which thing we suffered (it) no longer, and it pleased to us to dwell alone at 
Athens; (For which thing we could no longer bear it, and it pleased us to remain alone at Athens;) 

2 and we sent Timothy, our brother, and minister of God in the evangel of Christ, (or 
and so we sent Timothy, our brother, and the servant of God in the Gospel, or the Good News, of 
the Messiah), to you to be confirmed, and to be taught, [or admonished], for your faith, 

3 that no man be moved in these tribulations (or so that no one be moved, or be shaken, by 
these troubles). For [ye] yourselves know, that in this thing we be set. 

4 For when we were at you, we before-said to you, that we should suffer tribulations; 
as it is (now) done, and ye know (it). (For when we were with you, we said ahead of time to you, 
or we warned you, that we would suffer troubles; as it is now done, and ye know it.) 

5 Therefore I, Paul, no longer abiding, sent to know your faith, lest peradventure he 
that tempteth [shall] tempt you, and your travail be made (in) vain [or and our travail be 
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made (in) vain]. (And so I, Paul, no longer waiting, sent to know your faith, lest perhaps he who 
testeth shall test you, and my labour be made in vain.) 

6 But now, when Timothy shall come to us from you, and (shall) tell to us your faith 
and charity, and that ye have good mind of us, (for)ever[more] desiring to see us, as we 
also you; [Now forsooth Timothy coming to us from you, and telling to us your faith and charity, 
and for ye have evermore good mind of us, desiring for to see us, as we also you;](But now, Timothy 
hath come back to us from you, and hath told us about your faith and love, and that ye have a fond 
remembrance of us, always desiring to see us, as we also you;) 

7 therefore, brethren, we be comforted in you, in all our need and tribulation, by your 
faith. (and so, brothers, we be strengthened by you, in all our need and troubles, by your faith.) 

8 For now we live, if ye stand in the Lord. 

° For what doing of thankings may we yield to God for you (or For what doing of thanks 
can we give to God for you), in all joy, in which we joy for you before our Lord? 

10 night and day more plenteously praying, that we see your face, and fulfill those 
things that fail to your faith [or and fulfill those things that fail of your faith]. 

11 But God himself and our Father, and the Lord Jesus Christ, (ad)dress our way to you. 
(But God himself and our Father, and the Lord Jesus Christ, direct our way to you.) 

12 And the Lord multiply you, and make your charity to be plenteous of each to (the) 
other [or and make your charity for to abound together], and into all men, as also we in you; 
(And may the Lord make your love for one another be plentiful, or to abound more and more, and 
for all men, as also we for you, or and also our love for you;) 

13 that your hearts be confirmed without (com)plaint in holiness, before God and our 
Father, in the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ with all his saints. Amen. (so that your 
hearts be confirmed in holiness without fault or blemish, before God and our Father, in the coming 
of our Lord Jesus Christ with all his people. Amen.) 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Therefore, brethren, from henceforward we pray you, and beseech in the Lord Jesus, 
that as ye have received of us (or that as ye have received from us), how it behooveth you to 
go and to please God, so walk ye, (so) that ye abound more. 

2 For ye know what commandments I have given to you by the Lord Jesus. 

3 For this is the will of God, (yea), your holiness, that ye abstain you(rselves) from 
fornication. 

4 That each of you know how to wield his vessel in holiness, and honour; (So that each 
of you know how to control his body with holiness, and with honour;) 

5 not in (the) passion(s) of lust, as (the) heathen men that know not God. (not in lustful 
passions, like the Gentiles who do not know God.) 

6 And that no man over-go, neither deceive his brother, in chaffering. For the Lord is 
(the)(a)venger of all these things, as we before-said to you, and have witnessed. (And that 
no one overreach, or take advantage of, or deceive his brother, in merchandising or in trading. For 
the Lord is the avenger of all these things, as we said to you before, or as we warned you, and have 
so testified.) 

7 For God called not us into uncleanness, but into holiness. 

8 Therefore he that despiseth these things, despiseth not man, but God, that also gave 


his Holy Spirit in us (or who also gave us his Holy Spirit). 

° But of the charity of brotherhood, we had no need to write to you; ye yourselves 
have learned of God, that ye love together; (But about the love for the brotherhood, we had 
no need to write to you; ye yourselves have learned from God, that ye should love one another;) 

10 for ye do that into all (the) brethren in all (of) Macedonia. And, brethren, we pray 
you, that ye abound more; (and in fact ye do love all the brothers in all of Macedonia. And, 
brothers, we beseech you, that ye abound all the more;) 
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11 and take keep, that ye be quiet, [or and give work, or busyness, that ye be quiet], (or and 
take care, that ye be calm, or that ye live quietly); and that ye do your need, and that ye work 
with your [own] hands, as we have commanded to you; 

12 and that ye wander honestly to them that be withoutforth, and that of no man ye 
desire anything. (and that ye walk honestly, or properly, with those who be outside of us, and 
that ye desire nothing from anyone.) 

13 For, brethren, we will not, that ye unknow of men that die, that ye be not sorrowful, 
as others that have not hope. (And, brothers, we do not desire, that ye do not know about men 
who die, so that ye do not sorrow, like others who have no hope.) 

14 For if we believe, that Jesus was dead, and rose again, so God shall lead with him 
them that be dead by Jesus. (For we believe, that Jesus died, and rose again, and so God shall 
bring back with him those who have died as believers.) 

15 And we say this thing to you in the word of the Lord, that we that live, that be left 
in the coming of the Lord, shall not come before them that be dead. (And we say this to 
you by the word of the Lord, that we who live, who be left alive until the coming, or the return, of 
the Lord, shall not go before those who have died.) 

16 For the Lord himself shall come down from heaven, in the commandment [or in the 
commanding], and in the voice of an archangel, and in the trump of God; and the dead men 
that be in Christ, shall rise again first. (For the Lord himself shall come down from heaven, at 
the command, and with the voice of an archangel, and with the trumpet of God; and the dead who 
believe in the Messiah, shall rise again first.) 

17 Afterward we that live, that be left, shall be ravished together with them in (the) 
clouds, meeting Christ in the air; and so (for)evermore we shall be with the Lord. 
(Afterward we who live, who be left alive, shall be snatched up together with those in the clouds, 
meeting the Messiah in the air; and then forevermore, we shall be with the Lord.) 

18 Therefore be ye comforted together in these words. (And so comfort ye or strengthen 
one another with these words.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 But, brethren, of times and moments ye need not that I write to you. 

2 For ye yourselves know diligently, that the day of the Lord shall come, as a thief in 
the night. (For ye yourselves assuredly know, that the Day of the Lord shall come, like a thief in 
the night.) 

3 For when they shall say peace is, and secureness, then sudden death shall come on 
them [+or then suddenly perishing shall come on them], as sorrow to a woman that is with 
child, and they shall not escape. 

4 But, brethren, ye be not in darknesses, that that day as a thief catch you. (But, 
brothers, ye do not be in darkness, so that that day shall catch you like a thief.) 

5 For all ye be the sons of light, and sons of [the] day; we be not of night, neither of 
darknesses. (For all of ye be the children of the light, and the children of the day; we do not be of 
the night, nor of the darkness.) 

6 Therefore sleep we not as others; but wake we, and be we sober. (And so let us not sleep 
like others; but watch, and be resolute.) 

7 For they that sleep, sleep in the night, and they that be drunken, be drunken in the 
night. 

8 But we that be of the day, be sober, clothed in the habergeon of faith and of charity, 
and in the helmet of hope of health. (But we who be of the day, be resolute, clothed in the 
breastplate of faith and of love, and in the helmet of the hope of salvation.) 

9 For God putted not us into wrath, but into the purchasing of health (or but unto the 
getting of salvation), by our Lord Jesus Christ, 
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10 that was dead for us (or who died for us); (so) that whether we wake, whether we sleep, 
we live together with him. 

11 For which thing comfort ye together (or For which thing strengthen ye one another), 
and edify ye each other, as ye do. 

12 And, brethren, we pray you, that ye know them that travail among you, and be 
sovereigns to you [or be before to you] in the Lord, and (who) teach you, (And, brothers, we 
beseech you, that ye acknowledge and honour those who labour among you, and be your leaders 
in the Lord, and who teach you,) 

13 that ye have them more abundantly in charity (or and that ye have more love for them); 
and for the work of them, have ye peace with them. 

14 And, brethren, we pray you, reprove unpeaceable men, [or reprove ye, or chastise, 
unquiet men]. Comfort ye men of little heart, receive ye sick men, be ye patient to all men. 
(And, brothers, we beseech you, rebuke the unpeaceable, or chastise the troublesome. Strengthen 
men of faint heart, receive the frail, or support the weak, and be patient with all men.) 

15 See ye, that no man yield evil for evil to any man; but (for)evermore (pur)sue ye that 
that is good, each to (the) other, and to all men. (Ensure, that no one give back evil for evil to 
anyone; but always pursue that which is good, for one another, and for all people.) 

16 (For)Evermore joy ye; (Always have joy;) 

17 without ceasing pray ye; 

18 in all things do ye thankings. For this is the will of God in Christ Jesus, in all you. (in 
all things give thanks. For this is the will of God in the Messiah Jesus, for all of you.) 

19 Do not ye quench the Spirit, 

20 do not ye despise prophecies. 

21 But prove ye all things, and hold ye (fast, or firm), (to) that thing that is good. 

22 Abstain [ye] you(rselves) from all evil species, [or (all evil) likeness]. (Absent yourselves 
from anything that hath even the appearance of evil.) 

23 And God himself of peace make you holy by all things, that your spirit be kept whole, 
and soul, and body, without (com)plaint, in the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ. (And God 
himself, the God of peace, make you holy in everything, so that your spirit, and your soul, and your 
body, be kept whole, yea, without fault, into the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ.) 

24 God is true, that called you, which also shall do [(a) work of grace in you]. 

25 Brethren, pray ye for us. 

26 Greet ye well all (the) brethren in (a) holy kiss. (Give hearty greetings to all the brothers 
with a holy kiss.) 

27 | charge you by the Lord, that this epistle be read to all (of the) holy brethren. 

28 The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen. 
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1ST TIMOTHY 


1 Paul, [the] apostle of Jesus Christ, by the commandment of God our Saviour, and of 
Jesus Christ our hope, 

2 to Timothy, beloved son in the faith, grace and mercy and (the) peace, of God the 
Father, and of Jesus Christ, our Lord. 

3 As I prayed thee, that thou shouldest dwell at Ephesus, when I went into Macedonia, 
that thou shouldest command to some men, that they should not teach (any) other way, 

4 neither give attention to fables and genealogies that be uncertain [or without end], 
which give questions, more than edification of God, that is in the faith. 

5 For the end of the commandment is (the) charity of (a) clean heart, and good 
conscience, and of faith not feigned. (For the goal of this command is the love of a pure heart, 
and a good conscience, and true and sincere faith.) 

6 From which things some men have erred, and be turned into vain speech; 

7 and will to be teachers of the law (or and desire to be teachers of the Law), and understand 
not what things they speak, neither of what things they affirm. 

8 And we know that the law is good, if any man use it lawfully; 

° and witting this thing, that the law is not set [or is not put] to a just man, but to 
unjust men and not subject, to wicked men and to sinners, to cursed men and defouled, 
to slayers of father, and slayers of mother, to manslayers (and knowing this, that the Law is 
not made, or it is not ordained, for a good man, but for evil men and those disobedient, for wicked 
men and for sinners, for cursed men and defiled men, for killers of father, and killers of mother, for 
manslayers) 

10 and lechers, to them that do lechery with men, leasing-mongers and forsworn, and 
if any other thing is contrary to the wholesome teaching, [+and fornicators, to them that 
trespass with males against kind, sellers, or stealers, of men, to leasing-mongers and to forsworn 
men, and if any other thing is contrary to wholesome teaching,](and lechers, for those who do 
lechery with men, for liars and perjurers, and if any other thing is contrary to the wholesome 
teaching,) 

11 that is after the gospel of the glory of blessed God, which is betaken to me. (that 
is found in the Gospel or the Good News of the glory of the blessed God, or of the glorious and the 
blessed God, which was delivered to me.) 

12] do thankings to him, that comforted me in Christ Jesus our Lord, for he guessed me 
faithful, and put me in ministry, (I give thanks to him, who strengthened me, yea, the Messiah 
Jesus our Lord, for he believed me to be faithful, and set me in service,) 

13 that first was a blasphemer, and a pursuer, and full of wrongs. But I have gotten 
the mercy of God, for I unknowing(ly) did in unbelief. (who before was a blasphemer, and a 
persecutor, and full of wrongs. But I have received God’s mercy, for Iunknowingly acted in unbelief, 
or out of ignorance.) 

14 But the grace of our Lord over-abounded, with faith and love that is in Christ Jesus. 
(But the grace of our Lord was most plentiful, with the faith and love which is ours in the Messiah 
Jesus.) 

15 A true word and worthy (of) all receiving, for Christ Jesus came into this world 
to make sinful men safe, of which I am the first. (Here is a true word and worthy of all 
acceptance, that the Messiah Jesus came into this world to save sinful men, of whom I am the first 
or of whom I am the worst.) 

16 But therefore I have gotten mercy, that Christ Jesus should show in me first all 
patience, to the informing of them that shall believe to him into everlasting life. (And 
so I have received mercy, so that the Messiah Jesus could first show in me all his patience, for the 
informing of those who shall believe in him unto eternal life.) 
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17 And to the king of worlds, undeadly, and invisible God alone, be honour and glory 
into worlds of worlds. Amen. (And to the King of all the worlds, or the eternal King, immortal, 
and invisible God alone, be honour and glory forever and ever. Amen.) 

18 | betake this commandment to thee, thou son Timothy, after the prophecies that 
have been heretofore in thee, that thou travail [or fight] in them a good travail, 

19 having faith and good conscience, which some men cast away, and perished about 
the faith. (having faith and a good conscience, which some men threw away, and perished amid 
their faith.) 

20 Of which is Hymenaeus and Alexander, whom I betook to Satan (or whom I delivered 
unto Satan), (so) that they learn not to blaspheme. 


CHAPTER 2 
1 Therefore I beseech first of all things, that beseechings, prayers, askings, (and) doing 


of thankings, (or and thanksgiving, or the giving of thanks), be made for all men, 

2 for kings and all that be set in highness, (so) that we (can) lead a quiet and a peaceable 
life, in all piety and chastity. 

3 For this thing is good and accepted before God, our Saviour, (For this is something good 
and acceptable before God, our Saviour,) 

4 that will that all men be made safe (or who desireth that all men be saved), and that they 
come to the knowing of (the) truth. 

5 For one God and one mediator is of God and of men, a man Christ Jesus, (For there is 
one God, and one mediator between God and men, a man, the Messiah Jesus,) 

6 that gave himself (as a) redemption for all men. Whose witnessing is confirmed in 
his times; (who gave himself for the redemption of all men. Whose testimony was confirmed in 
his time or at his time;) 

7 in which I am set a preacher and an apostle. For I say (the) truth [in Christ Jesus], and 
I lie not, that am a teacher of heathen men in faith and in truth. (in whom I am put or am 
made a preacher and an apostle. For I tell the truth in the Messiah Jesus, and I do not lie, (I who 
am) a teacher of the Gentiles about faith and about truth, or (I who am) a teacher of the Gentiles 
in the true faith.) 

8 Therefore I will (or And so I desire), that men pray in all place(s), lifting up clean hands 
without wrath and strife [or disputing]. 

9 Also women in suitable habit, with shamefastness and soberness arraying them- 
selves, not in wreathed hairs, either in gold, or pearls, or precious cloth (or expensive 
clothing); 

10 but that that becometh women, promising piety by good works. 

11 A woman learn [she] in silence, with all subjection. 

12 But I suffer not a woman to teach, neither to have lordship on the husband [or on 
the man], but to be in silence. (But I do not allow a woman to teach, or to have lordship over a 
man, but rather, to be silent or to be quiet.) 

13 For Adam was first formed, afterward Eve; 

14 and Adam was not deceived, but the woman was deceived, in (the) breaking of the 
law [or in prevarication]. 

15 But she shall be saved by (the) generation of children, if she dwell perfectly in faith, 
and love, and holiness, with soberness. 


CHAPTER 3 
1 A faithful word [I shall say]. If any man desireth a bishopric, he desireth a good work. 


2 Therefore it behooveth a bishop to be without reproof, the husband of one wife, 
sober, prudent, chaste, virtuous, holding hospitality, a teacher; 

3 not given much to wine, not a smiter, but temperate [or patient], not full of chiding 
[or full of strife], not covetous, 
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4 well-ruling his house, and have sons subject with all chastity; 

5 for if any man know not how to govern his house, how shall he have (the) diligence 
[or the keeping] of the church of God? 

6 not new(ly) converted to the faith, lest he be borne up into pride, and fall into [the] 
doom of the devil. (not newly converted to the faith, lest he be raised up into pride, and then 
fall into the judgement of the Devil, or and then fall down under the same condemnation as the 
Devil.) 

7 For it behooveth him to have also good witnessing of them that be withoutforth (or 
And it behooveth him to have good testimony from those who be outside the church), (so) that he 
fall not into reproof, and into the snare of the devil. 

8 Also it behooveth deacons to be chaste, not double-tongued, not given much to wine 
[or not given to much wine], not following foul winning; 

° that have the mystery of faith in clean conscience. (who hold to the mystery of the faith 
with a clear conscience.) 

10 But be they proved first, and minister they so, having no crime, [or great sin]. 

11 Also it behooveth women to be chaste, not backbiting, sober, faithful in all things. 

12 Deacons be husbands of one wife; which govern well their sons and their houses. 

13 For they that minister well, shall get a good degree to themselves, and much trust 
in the faith, that is in Christ Jesus (or that is in the Messiah Jesus). 

14 Son Timothy, I write to thee these things, hoping that I shall come soon to thee; 

15 but if I tarry, that thou knowest, how it behooveth thee to live in the house of God, 
that is the church of (the) living God, (as) a pillar and (a) firmness of (the) truth. 

16 And openly it is a great sacrament of piety, that thing that was showed in (the) flesh, 
it is justified in (the) Spirit, it appeared to angels, it is preached to heathen men, it is 
believed in the world, it is taken up into glory. 


CHAPTER 4 
1 But the Spirit saith openly, that in the last times some men shall depart from the 


faith, giving attention to spirits of error, and to (the) teachings of devils (or and to the 
doctrines of demons); 

2 that speak leasing in hypocrisy (or who speak lies and hypocrisy), and have their 
conscience corrupted, 

3 forbidding to be wedded, and to abstain from meats, which God made to take with 
(the) doing of thankings, to faithful men, and them that have known the truth. (forbidding 
to be wedded, and to abstain from foods, which God made to be received with thanksgiving, or with 
the giving of thanks, by faithful men, and by those who have known the truth.) 

4 For each creature of God is good, and nothing is to be cast away, which is taken with 
(the) doing of thankings; (For each creation of God is good, and nothing is to be thrown away, 
which is received with thanksgiving, or with the giving of thanks;) 

5 for it is hallowed by the word of God, and by prayer. 

© Thou putting forth these things to brethren, shalt be a good minister of Christ 
Jesus; nourished with words of faith and of good doctrine, which thou hast gotten [in 
(pur)suing]. (Thou putting forth these things to the brothers, shalt be a good servant of the 
Messiah Jesus; nourished with words of faith and of good doctrine, which thou hast followed.) 

7 But eschew thou [or shun thou] uncovenable fables (or But shun unsuitable fables), and 
old women’s fables; haunt thyself to piety. 

8 For bodily exercitation is profitable to little thing; but piety is profitable to all things, 
that hath a promise of life that now is, and that is to come. 

9 A true word, and worthy (of) all acceptation [or (of) all acception]. (This word is true, 
and worthy of all acceptance.) 

10 And in this thing we travail, and be cursed, for we hope in (the) living God, that is 
(the) Saviour of all men, most(ly) of faithful men (or and most of all the faithful). 


4329 XRN 


1ST TIMOTHY CHAPTER 4:11 898 1ST TIMOTHY CHAPTER 5:16 


11 Command thou this thing, and teach (it). 

12 No man despise thy youth, but be thou ensample of faithful men (or but be an example 
to those in the faith), in word, in living, in charity (or in love), in faith, in chastity. 

13 Till | come, take attention to reading, to exhortation and teaching. 

14 Do not thou little care (for), [or despise], the grace which is in thee, that is given to 
thee by prophecy, with (the) putting on of the hands of [the] priesthood. 

15 Think thou (on) these things, in these be thou, (so) that thy profiting be showed to 
all men. 

16 Take attention to thyself and to doctrine; be busy in them. For thou doing these 
things, shalt make both thyself safe, and them that hear thee (or For thou doing these things, 
shalt save thyself, and those who listen to thee). 


CHAPTER 5 

1 Blame thou not an elder man (or Do not admonish, or rebuke, an older man), but beseech 
[him] as a father, young men as brethren; 

2 old women as mothers, young women as sisters, in all chastity. 

3 Honour thou [the] widows, that be very widows. (Honour the widows, who be true 
widows, or who be all alone.) 

4 But if any widow hath children of sons, learn she first to govern her house, and 
requite to (her) father and mother; for this thing is accepted before God, (or for this is 
acceptable before God, or for God approveth of this). 

5 And she that is a widow verily, and desolate, hope [she] into God, (or And she who 
is truly a widow, and desolate, let her put her hope in God), and be busy in beseechings and 
prayers night and day. 

6 For she that is living in delights, is dead [in (her) soul]. 

7 And command thou this thing, (so) that they be without reproof. 

8 For if any man hath not care of his own, and most(ly) of his household members (or of 
his own family), he hath denied the faith, and is worse than an unfaithful, [or (a) heathen], 
man. 

° A widow be chosen [into the temple] not less than sixty years (old), that was (the) wife 
of one husband, 

10 and hath witnessing in good works (or and hath testimony of good works), (yea), if she 
nourished children, if she received poor men to harbour, if she hath washed the feet 
of holy men, if she ministered to men that suffered tribulation, if she followed all good 
work(s). 

11 But eschew thou younger widows; for when they have done lechery, they will be 
wedded in Christ, [or forsooth when they have done lechery in Christ, they will be wedded], 
(But shun younger widows; for when, while yet in the Messiah, they shall feel passion, or shall do 
lechery, and they will be wedded,) 

12 having damnation (or and so shall receive condemnation), for they have made void 
the(ir) first faith. 

13 Also they (being) idle learn to go about houses, not only idle, but [they be] full of 
words and curious [or and curiosity], speaking things that it behooveth not. 

14 Therefore I will (or And so I desire), that younger widows be wedded, and bring forth 
children, and be housewives, to give none occasion to the adversary, because of (any) 
cursed thing. 

15 For now some be turned aback after Satan. 

16 If any faithful man hath widows, minister he to them, that the church be not 
charged, that it suffice to them that be very widows. (If anyone in the faith hath a widow 
in their family, let them minister unto her, so that the church be not burdened, and so that it can 
provide sufficiently for those who be true widows, or who be all alone.) 
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17 The priests that be well governors, [that is, (that) truly keep well (the) priesthood], be 
they had worthy to double honour; most(ly) they that travail in word and teaching (or 
and most of all those who labour in speaking and teaching). 

18 For the scripture saith, Thou shalt not bridle the mouth of the ox threshing, and, A 
workman is worthy (of) his hire (or A worker is worthy of their wages). 


19 Do not thou receive accusing against a priest, [no] but under twain or three 
witnesses. 
20 But reprove thou men that sin before all men, that also others have dread. (And 


rebuke those who sin before everyone, so that others also have fearful reverence.) 

21] pray thee [or I adjure thee] before God, and Jesus Christ, (or I beseech thee before God, 
and Jesus Christ), and his chosen angels, that thou keep these things without prejudice, 
and do nothing in bowing to the other side. 

22 Put thou hands to no man, neither anon commune thou with other men’s sins. Keep 
thyself chaste. [Put thou hands to no man soon, neither commune thou with other men’s sins. 
Keep thyself chaste.](Do not at once, or too hastily, lay hands upon any man for ordination, nor 
share thou in other men’s sinning. Keep thyself pure.) 

23 Do not thou yet drink water, but use a little wine, for thy stomach, and for thine oft 
falling infirmities. 

24 Some men’s sins be open, before going to doom (or before going unto Judgement); but 
of some men they come after [or they follow]. 

25 And also good deeds be open, and those that have them in other manner, may not 
be hid. (And some good deeds be done in the open, but those which be not, cannot be kept hidden 
forever.) 


CHAPTER 6 


1 Whatever servants be under yoke, deem they their lords worthy (of) all honour, lest 
the name of the Lord and the doctrine be blasphemed [+or lest the name of their Lord God 
and his doctrine be blasphemed]. 

2 And they that have faithful, [or christian], lords, despise them not, for they be 
brethren; but more serve they [them], for they be faithful and loved, which be partners 
of beneficence, [or (of) good-doing]. Teach thou these things, and admonish thou these 
things. 

3 If any man teach otherwise, and accordeth not to the wholesome words of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, and to that teaching that is by piety, 

4 he is proud, and knoweth nothing, but languisheth about questions and strivings 


[or fightings] of words, of the which be brought forth envies, strives, blasphemies, evil 
suspicions, 


5 fightings of men, that be corrupt in soul [or in reason], and that be deprived from (the) 
truth, that deem winning to be piety, (or who believe their gain to be proof of their piety, or 
who believe their increase to be a reward for their piety). 

6 But a great winning is piety, with sufficience. (But piety, in and of itself, is a great gain 
or a great reward, yea, with abundance.) 

7 For we brought in nothing into this world, and no doubt, that we may not bear 
anything away. [+Forsooth we brought nothing into this world, (and) no doubt, that we may 
not bear away anything.](For we brought nothing into this world, and there is no doubt, that we 
cannot take anything out of it or away from it.) 

8 But we having foods, and with what things we shall be covered [or and with what things 
we shall be clothed], be we satisfied with these things. 

9 For they that will be made rich, fall into temptation, and into the snare of the devil, 
and into many unprofitable desires and noxious, which drench men (down) into death 
and perdition. (For those who will be made rich, fall into testing, and into the Devil’s snare, and 
into many unprofitable and harmful desires, which drown men down into death and destruction.) 
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10 For the root of all evils is covetousness, which some men coveting erred from the 
faith, and besetted them(selves) with many sorrows. 

11 But, thou, man of God, flee these things; but follow thou rightwiseness, piety, faith, 
charity (or love), patience, (and) mildness (or and meekness and humility). 

12 Strive thou a good strife of faith, catch everlasting life, into which thou art called, 
and hast acknowledged a good acknowledging before many witnesses. 

13 T command to thee before God, that quickeneth all things, and before Christ Jesus, 
that yielded a witnessing under Pilate of Pontii, a good confession, (I command thee before 
God, who enliveneth all things, or who giveth life to everything, and before the Messiah Jesus, who 
gave his testimony to Pontius Pilate, yea, a worthy testimony,) 

14 that thou keep the commandment without wem, without reproof, into the coming 
of our Lord Jesus Christ; (that thou obey, or follow thy orders, without spot or blemish, and 
without reproof, unto the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ;) 

15 whom the blessed and alone almighty King of kings and Lord of lords shall show in 


his times. 
16 Which alone hath undeadliness [or immortality], and dwelleth in light, to which light 


no man may come; whom no man saw, neither may see (or nor can see); to whom glory, 
and honour, and empire be without end, [or to whom (be) glory, and honour, and empire into 
without end]. Amen. 

17 Command thou to the rich men of this world, that they understand not highly [or 
proudly], neither that they hope in (the) uncertainty of riches, but in the living God, that 
giveth to us all things plenteously to use; 

18 to do well, to be made rich in good works, lightly to give (or easy, or quickly, to give), 
to commune, 

19 to treasure to themselves a good foundament, into (the) time to coming [or into (the) 
time to come], that they catch everlasting life. (to treasure unto themselves a good foundation, 
into the time to come, so that they can grasp eternal life.) 

20 Thou Timothy, keep the thing [or the deposit] betaken to thee, eschewing cursed 
novelties of voices, and opinions of (the) false name of cunning (or of knowing); (O Timothy, 
guard the deposit delivered unto thee, shunning the cursed novelties, or chattering, of voices, and 
opinions in the name of false knowledge;) 

21 which some men promising, about the faith fell down [or the which some men 
promising, fell down about the faith]. The grace of God be with thee. Amen. 
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2ND TIMOTHY 


1 Paul, [the] apostle of Jesus Christ, by the will of God, by the promise of life that is in 
Christ Jesus, (Paul, the apostle of Jesus Christ, by the desire of God, by the promise of life that is 
in the Messiah Jesus,) 

2 to Timothy, his most dearworthy son, grace, mercy, and (the) peace of God the Father, 
and of Jesus Christ, our Lord. 

31 do thankings to my God, to whom I serve from my progenitors [or from my ancestors], 
in clean conscience, that without ceasing I have mind of thee in my prayers, night and 
day, (I give thanks to my God, whom I serve, like my ancestors, with a clean conscience, so that 
without ceasing I remember thee in my prayers, night and day,) 

4 desiring to see thee; having mind of thy tears, [or mindful of thy tears], (or remembering 
thy tears), (so) that I be [ful] filled with joy. 

5 And I bethink of that faith, that is in thee not feigned, which also dwelled first in 
thine aunt Lois, and in thy mother Eunice. And I am certain, that (is) also in thee. 

© For which cause I admonish thee, that thou raise again the grace of God, that is in 
thee by the setting on of mine hands [or by the on-putting of mine hands]. 

7 For why God gave not to us the spirit of dread, but of virtue, and of love, and of 
soberness. (Because God did not give us the spirit of fear, but of power, and of love, and of 
resoluteness.) 

8 Therefore do not thou shame the witnessing of our Lord Jesus Christ, neither (of) 
me, his prisoner; but travail thou together (with others) in the gospel by the virtue of 
God; (And so do not be ashamed of the testimony of our Lord Jesus Christ, nor of me, his prisoner 
or a prisoner for his sake; but labour together with others for the Gospel or the Good News, by the 
power of God;) 

° that delivered us, and called (us) with his holy calling, not after our works, but by his 
purpose and grace, that is given [to us] in Christ Jesus before worldly times; (who delivered 
us, and called us with his holy calling, not according to our works, but by his purpose and grace, 
that is given to us in the Messiah Jesus before the creation of the world or before time began;) 

10 but now it is open by the lightening of our Saviour Jesus Christ, which destroyed 
death, and lightened life and uncorruption by the gospel. (but now it is made open by the 
appearance of our Saviour Jesus Christ, who destroyed death, and lightened life and uncorruption 
by the Gospel or the Good News.) 

11 In which I am set a preacher and apostle, and master of heathen men. (In which 1am 
ordained a preacher and an apostle, and a teacher of the Gentiles.) 

12 For which cause also I suffer these things; but I am not confounded. For I know to 
whom I have believed, and I am certain that he is mighty to keep that (which) is taken to 
my keeping (or that which is delivered unto my keeping), into that day. 

13 Have thou the form of wholesome words, which thou heardest of me in (the) faith 
and love in Christ Jesus. (Have thou the form of wholesome words, which thou hast heard from 
me in the faith and love in the Messiah Jesus.) 

14 Keep thou the good [deposit, or (the good) thing], taken to thy keeping by the Holy 
Ghost, that dwelleth in us. (Keep thou, or Guard, the good deposit delivered unto thy keeping 
by the Holy Spirit, who dwelleth in us.) 

15 Thou knowest this, that all that be in Asia be turned away from me, of which is 
Phygellus and Hermogenes. 

16 The Lord give mercy to the house of Onesiphorus, for oft he refreshed me, and 
shamed not my chain. (May the Lord show kindness to the family of Onesiphorus, for he often 
refreshed me, and he was not ashamed of my bonds, or my imprisonment.) 

17 But when he came to Rome, he sought me (out) busily, and found [me]. 
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18 The Lord give to him to find (the) mercy of God in that day. And how great things 
he ministered to me at Ephesus, thou knowest better. 


CHAPTER 2 


1 Therefore thou, my son, be comforted in (the) grace that is in Christ Jesus. (And so, 
my son, be thou strengthened by the grace that is ours in the Messiah Jesus.) 

2 And what things thou hast heard of me by many witnesses, betake thou these to 
faithful men, which shall be able also to teach other men. (And those things that thou hast 
heard from me, in the presence of many witnesses, deliver them to the faithful, or share them with 
the faithful, who then shall be able to also teach others.) 

3 Travail thou as a good knight of Christ Jesus. (Labour thou, or Endure thou, like a good 
soldier of the Messiah Jesus.) 

4 No man holding knighthood to God, [en] wrappeth himself with worldly needs, (so) 
that he please to him, to whom he hath proved himself. 

> For he that fighteth in a battle, shall not be crowned, [no] but he fight lawfully. 

6 It behooveth an earth-tiller to receive (the) first of the fruits. 

7 Understand thou what things I say. For the Lord shall give to thee understanding in 
all things. 

8 Be thou mindful that the Lord Jesus Christ of the seed of David hath risen again from 
death, after my gospel, [+Be thou mindful that the Lord Jesus Christ of the seed of David hath 
risen again from (the) dead, after my gospel, ](Remember, that the Lord Jesus Christ of the seed of 
David hath risen again from the dead, according to my Gospel or my Good News,) 

9 in which I travail unto bonds, as (if) working evil, but the word of God is not bound. 

10 Therefore I suffer [or I sustain] all things for the chosen (ones), that also they get the 
health that is in Christ Jesus, with heavenly glory. (And so I endure everything for the chosen 
ones, so that they also get the salvation that is in the Messiah Jesus, along with heavenly glory.) 

11 A true word [is this that I say], that if we be dead together [to the world], also we shall 
live together [in bliss]; 

12 if we suffer [or if we sustain], we shall reign together [with Christ], (or if we endure, we 
shall reign together with the Messiah); if we deny [him], he shall deny us; 

13 if we believe not, he dwelleth faithful, he may not deny himself. (if we do not believe, 
he remaineth faithful, for he cannot deny himself.) 

14 Teach thou these things, witnessing before God. Do not thou strive in words; for 
to nothing it is profitable, [no] but to the subverting of men that hear (it). (Teach these 
things, testifying before God. And do not argue; because it is profitable for nothing, but to the 
undermining of those who hear it.) 

15 Busily keep [or Take care] to give thyself (as) a proved, praiseable workman to God, 
without shame, rightly treating the word of truth. (Work hard to make thyself an approved, 
praiseworthy workman for God, without shame, correctly proclaiming the Word of Truth.) 

16 But eschew thou [or shun thou] unholy and vain (or empty and useless) speeches, for 
why those profit much to unfaithfulness, 

17 and the word of them creepeth as a canker. Of whom Philetus is, and Hymenaeus, 

18 which felled down from the truth, saying that the rising-again is now done (or saying 
that the resurrection hath happened already), and they subverted [or they turned upside-down] 
the faith of some men. 

19 But the firm foundament of God standeth, having this mark, The Lord knoweth 
which be his, and, Each man that nameth the name of the Lord, departeth from 
wickedness. (But the firm foundation of God standeth, having this sign or this inscription, The 
Lord knoweth whom be his, and, Each man who nameth the name of the Lord, goeth away from 
wickedness.) 

20 But in a great house be not only vessels of gold and of silver, but also of tree, and of 
earth, (or but also of wood, and of clay); and so some be into honour, and some into despite. 
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21 Therefore, if any man cleanseth himself from these, he shall be a vessel hallowed 
into honour, and profitable to the Lord, ready to (do) all good work. 

22 And flee thou [the] desires of youth, but follow thou rightwiseness, faith, charity (or 
love), (and) peace, with them that inwardly call the Lord of a clean heart, [or with them 
that in-call the Lord of a clean heart], (or with those who call upon the Lord from a pure heart). 

23 And eschew thou [or shun] foolish questions, and without knowing, [or without 
discipline], (or without knowledge), witting (or knowing) that those (en)gender chidings. 

24 But it behooveth the servant of the Lord to chide not; but to be mild to all men (or 
but to be meek and humble with everyone), able to teach, patient, 

25 with temperance reproving them that against-stand the truth, that sometime God 
give to them forthinking, (or repenting), [or penance], (so) that they know the truth, 

26 and that they rise again from the snares of the devil, of whom they be held prisoners 
at his will (or by whom they be held prisoners by his desire). 


CHAPTER 3 

1 But know thou this thing, that in the last days perilous times shall nigh, (But know 
this, that in the Last Days perilous times shall approach,) 

2 and men shall be loving themselves, covetous, high of bearing, proud, blasphemers, 
not obedient to (their) father and mother, unkind, cursed, 

3 without affection, [or good will], without peace, false blamers [or false challengers], 
uncontinent, [or unchaste], unmild, without benignity, 

4 traitors, over-thwart [or froward], swollen [or blown]with proud thoughts, blind, 
lovers of lusts more than of God, 

5 having the likeness of piety, but denying the virtue of it (or but denying its power). And 
eschew thou (or shun) these men. 

6 Of these they be that pierce houses, and lead women captives [or and lead little women 
captive], charged (or burdened) with sins, which be led with diverse desires, 

7 (for)evermore learning, and never perfectly coming to the science, [or to the cunning], 
(or to the knowing), of truth. (always learning, and never perfectly coming to the knowledge of 
the truth.) 

8 And as Jannes and Jambres against-stood Moses, so these against-stand the truth, 
men corrupt in understanding [or in soul], reproved about the faith. 

° But further they shall not profit, for the unwisdom of them shall be known to all 
men, as theirs was. 

10 But thou hast gotten my teaching [or my doctrine], (or But thou hast received my 
teaching), ordinance, purposing [or purpose], faith, long abiding, love, patience, 

11 persecutions, passions, which were made to me at Antioch, at Iconium, at Lystra, 
what manner persecutions I suffered, and the Lord hath delivered me of all (or but the 
Lord hath delivered me from all of them). 

12 And all men that will live faithfully [or piously] in Christ Jesus, shall suffer 
persecution. (And all who will live faithfully, or piously, in the Messiah Jesus, shall suffer 
persecution.) 

13 But evil men and deceivers shall increase into worse, erring [themselves], and 
sending [others] into error. 

14 But dwell thou in these things that thou hast learned, and that be betaken to thee, 
witting of whom thou hast learned (them); (But remain thou in these things that thou hast 
learned, and that be delivered to thee, knowing from whom thou hast learned them;) 

15 for thou hast known holy letters from thy youth, which may learn thee [or which 
may inform thee] to health, by (the) faith that is in Christ Jesus. (for thou hast known the holy 
Scriptures from thy youth, which can lead thee to salvation, through faith that is in the Messiah 
Jesus.) 
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16 For all scripture inspired of (or by) God is profitable to teach, to reprove, to chastise, 
[for] to learn in rightwiseness, 
17 (so) that the man of God be perfect, learned to (do) all good work(s). 


CHAPTER 4 
1] witness before God and Christ Jesus, that shall deem the quick and the dead, by the 


coming of him, and the kingdom of him, (I testify before God and the Messiah Jesus, who shall 
judge the living and the dead, by his coming, and his reign,) 

2 preach the word, be thou busy covenably without rest, (or be thou suitably busy, or be 
thou busy at every opportunity, without any rest, or without ceasing), reprove thou, beseech 
thou, blame thou in all patience and doctrine. 

3 For (the) time shall be, when men shall not suffer [or shall not sustain] wholesome 
teaching (or when men shall not allow or permit wholesome teaching), but at their desires 
they shall gather together to themselves masters (or teachers) itching [or pleasing] to the 
ears. 

4 And truly they shall turn away the(ir) hearing from (the) truth, but to fables they 
shall turn (or and instead they shall turn their attention to fables). 

5 But wake thou (or Watch), in all things travail thou, do [thou] the work of an evangelist, 
fulfill thy service, [or (thine) office], be thou sober (or be resolute). 

6 For I am sacrificed now, and the time of my departing is nigh (or and the time of my 
departure is near). 

7 | have striven a good strife (or I have fought a good fight), 1 have ended the course, I 
have kept the faith. 

8 In the tother time a crown of rightwiseness is kept to me, which the Lord, a just 
doomsman, shall yield to me in that day; and not only to me, but also to these that love 
his coming. (In the time to come a crown of righteousness is kept for me, which the Lord, a 
righteous Judge, shall give to me on that Day; and not only to me, but also to those who await his 
coming with love.) 


9 Hie thou to come to me soon. 

10 For Demas, loving this world, hath forsaken me, and went to Thessalonica, Crescens 
into Galatia, Titus into Dalmatia; 

11 Luke alone is with me. Take thou Mark, and bring (him) with thee; for he is profitable 
to me into service. 

12 Forsooth I sent Tychicus to Ephesus. 


13 The cloth which! left at Troas at Carpas (or The cloak which I left with Carpas in Troas), 
when thou comest, bring with thee, and the books, but most(ly) the parchments. 
14 Alexander, the treasurer, showed to me much evil; the Lord shall yield to him after 


his works. 
15 Whom also thou eschew; for he against-stood full greatly our words. (Whom also 


thou should shun; for he very strongly stood against our words.) 
16 In my first defence no man helped me, but all forsook me; be it not areckoned to 


them. 

17 But the Lord helped me [or Forsooth the Lord stood nigh to me], and comforted me, that 
the preaching be [full-]filled by me, and that all folks hear, (and) that I am delivered from 
the mouth of the lion. (But the Lord stood near to me, or by me, and strengthened me, so that 
the preaching was fully proclaimed by me, and all the nations heard it, and I was delivered from 
the lion’s mouth.) 

18 And the Lord delivered me from all evil work, and shall make me safe into his 
heavenly kingdom, to whom be glory into worlds of worlds. Amen. (And the Lord shall 
deliver me from all evil works, and shall bring me safely into his heavenly kingdom, to whom be 
glory forever and ever. Amen.) 

19 Greet well Prisca, and Aquila, and the house of Onesiphorus. (Give hearty greetings to 
Prisca, and Aquila, and Onesiphorus’ household or family.) 
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20 Erastus (was) left [or dwelt] at Corinth, and I left Trophimus sick at Miletum. 

21 Hie thou to come before winter. Eubulus, and Pudens, and Linus, and Claudia, and 
all brethren, greet thee well, (or and all the brothers, send hearty greetings). 

22 Our Lord Jesus Christ be with thy spirit. The grace of God be with you. Amen. 
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TITUS 


1 Paul, the servant of God, and (an) apostle of Jesus Christ, by the faith of the chosen 
of God, and by the knowing of the truth, which is after piety, 

2 into the hope of everlasting life, which life God that lieth not, promised before (the) 
times of the world; (in the hope of eternal life, which life God who lieth not, promised before the 
creation of the world;) 

3 but he hath showed in his times his word in preaching, that is betaken to me (or that 
is delivered to me), by the commandment of God, our Saviour, 

4 to Titus, most dearworthy son [or beloved son], by the common faith, grace and (the) 
peace of God the Father, and of Christ Jesus, our Saviour, (or and of the Messiah Jesus, our 
Saviour). 

5 For cause of this thing I left thee at Crete, (so) that thou amend those things that fail, 
and ordain priests by cities, as also I assigned to thee [or I disposed to thee]. 

6 If any man is without crime, [or great sin], an husband of one wife, and hath faithful 
sons, not in accusation of lechery, or not subject. 

7 For it behooveth a bishop to be without crime, [as] a dispenser of God, not proud, 
not wrathful, not given to drunkenness, not [a] smiter, not covetous of foul winning(s); 

8 but holding hospitality, benign, prudent, sober, just, holy, continent, 

9 taking [or embracing] that true word, that is after doctrine; that he be mighty to 
admonish in wholesome teaching [or doctrine], and to reprove them that gainsay (or and 
to rebuke those who speak against it). 

10 For there be many unobedient, and vain speakers, and deceivers, most(ly) they that 
be of (the) circumcision, (or mostly those who be of the circumcision, or who be circumcised), 

11 which it behooveth to be reproved (or who it behooveth to be rebuked); which subvert 
all houses, teaching which things it behooveth not, for [the] love of foul winning. 

12 And one of them, their proper prophet said (or their own prophet said), Men of Crete 
be(for)evermore liars, evil beasts, of slow womb. 

13 This witnessing is true. For which cause blame them sore, that they be (made) whole 
in (the) faith, (This testimony is true. For which reason sharply rebuke them, so that they can be 
made whole in the faith,) 

14 not giving attention to (the) fables of (the) Jews, and to (the) commandments of men, 
that turn away them from (the) truth [or (that) turn them away from (the) truth]. 

15 And all things be clean to clean men; but to unclean men and to unfaithful (men), 
nothing is clean, for the soul and (the) conscience of them be made unclean. 

16 They acknowledge that they know God, but by (their) deeds they deny [him]; when 
they be abominable, and unbelieveful, and reprovable to all good work(s)(or and unfit for 
any good work). 


CHAPTER 2 


1 But speak thou those things that beseem [or that become] wholesome teaching; 

2 that old men be sober, chaste, prudent, whole in faith, in love, and patience; 

3 also old women in holy habit, not slanderers [or backbiters], not serving much to wine, 
well-teaching, (so) that they teach prudence. 

4 Admonish thou young women, that they love their husbands, that they love their 
children; 


5 and that they be prudent, chaste, sober, having care of the house, benign, subject to 
their husbands, (so) that the word of God be not blasphemed. 
6 Also admonish young men, that they be sober (or that they be temperate). 
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7 In all things give thyself ensample of good works, in teaching, in wholeness [or in 
holiness of living], that is, in cleanness of soul and body, in firmness [of virtues]. 

8 An wholesome word, and unreprovable (or unreproachable); that he that is of the 
contrary side, be ashamed, having none evil thing to say of you. 

9 Admonish thou servants to be subject to their lords; in all things pleasing, not 
gainsaying, (or not speaking back to them, or not speaking against them), 

10 not defrauding, but in all things showing good faith, (so) that they honour in all 
things the doctrine of God, our Saviour. 

11 For the grace of God, our Saviour, hath appeared to all men, 

12 and taught us, that we (should) forsake wickedness [or unpiety], and worldly desires, 
and live soberly, and justly, and piously in this world, 

13 abiding the blessed hope and the coming of the glory of the great God, and our 
Saviour Jesus Christ; 

14 that gave himself for us, to again-buy us from all wickedness, and make clean to 
himself a people acceptable, and (pur)suer of good works. (who gave himself for us, to 
redeem us from all wickedness, and to make clean an acceptable people unto himself, who be 
pursuers of good works.) 

15 Speak thou these things, and admonish thou, and reprove thou with all command- 
ment; no man despise thee. (Speak these things, and admonish, and rebuke them with all 
authority; let no man despise thee.) 


CHAPTER 3 

1 Admonish them to be subjects to princes [or Admonish them to be subject to princes], 
and to powers; to obey to that that is said, and to be ready to (do) all good work(s); 

2 to blaspheme no man, to be not full of chiding, but temperate [or patient], showing 
all mildness to all men (or showing meekness and humility to everyone). 

3 For we were sometime unwise, unbelieveful, erring, and serving to desires, and to 
diverse lusts, doing in malice and envy, worthy to be hated, hating each other. 

4 But when the benignity and the manhood [or the humanity] of our Saviour God 
appeared, 

5 not of works of rightwiseness that we did, but by his mercy he made us safe, by [the] 
washing, [or (the) baptism], of (the) again-begetting, and (the) again-newing of the Holy 
Ghost, (not because of works of righteousness that we did, but by his mercy he saved us, by the 
washing, or the baptism, of rebirth, and the renewing power of the Holy Spirit,) 

6 whom he shedded [out] into us plenteously by Jesus Christ, our Saviour, 

7 that we justified by his grace, be heirs by hope of everlasting life. (so that we who be 
justified by his grace, be heirs through the hope of eternal life.) 

8 A true word is [this], and of these things I will that thou confirm others, that they that 
believe in God, be busy to be above others [or to be before others] in good works. These 
things be good, and profitable to men. (This is a true word, and I desire that thou confirm 
these things to others, so that they who believe in God, be busy to be before others, or ahead of 
others, in doing good works. These things be good, and profitable for everyone.) 

9 And eschew thou foolish questions, and genealogies, and strivings [or and strives], 
and fightings of the law; for those be unprofitable and vain. (And shun foolish questions, 
and genealogies, and fights, and arguments over the Law; for they be empty and useless.) 

10 Eschew thou [or Shun thou] a man heretic, after one and the second correction; 

11 witting that he that is such a manner man is subverted, and trespasseth, and is 
condemned by his own doom (or by his own judgement). 

12 When I send to thee Artemas, or Tychicus, hie thou [or (make) haste] to come to me to 
Nicopolis; for I have purposed to dwell in winter there. (When I send Artemas, or Tychicus, 
to thee, hasten to come to me at Nicopolis; for I have decided to remain there for the winter.) 
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13 Busily before send Zenas [or Busily send before Zenas], a wise man of (the) law, and 
Apollos, (so) that nothing fail to them. (With whatever assistance you can provide, send forth 
Zenas, a man wise in the Law, and Apollos, so that nothing is lacking for them.) 

14 They that be of ours, learn to be governors [or to be before] in good works, (or Those 
who be of us, learn to be leaders in good works, or the first to do good works), to necessary uses, 
(and) that they be not without fruit. 

15 All men that be with me greet thee well. Greet thou well them, that love us in [the] 
faith. The grace of God be with you all. Amen. (All who are with me send hearty greetings 
to thee. Give hearty greetings to those in the faith who love us. The grace of God be with you all. 
Amen.) 
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HEBREWS 


1 God, that spake sometime by prophets in many manners to our fathers, 

2 at the last in these days he hath spoken to us by the Son; whom he hath ordained 
(the) heir of all things, and by whom he made the worlds. 

3 Which when also he is the brightness of glory, and [the] figure of his substance, and 
beareth all things by (the) word of his virtue, he maketh purgation of sins, and sitteth on 
the right half of the majesty in heavens; (Who when he is also the brightness of glory, and the 
example, or the image, of his substance, and beareth all things by the word of his power, he maketh 
purgation of sins, and sitteth at the right hand, or on the right side, of the Majesty in heaven;) 

4 and so much is made better than angels, by how much he hath inherited a more 
diverse name before them. (and is made so much better than the angels, for he hath inherited 
amore excellent name than they have.) 

5 For to which of the angels said God any time, Thou art my Son, I have (en)gendered 
thee today? And again, I shall be to him into a Father, and he shall be to me into a Son? 
(For to which of the angels did God say at any time, Thou art my Son, I have begotten thee today? 
And again, I shall be like a Father to him, and he shall be like a Son to me?) 

6 And when again he bringeth in the first begotten Son into the world, he saith, And 
all the angels of God worship him. 

7 But he saith to (the) angels, He that maketh his angels spirits (or wind), and his 
ministers (a) flame of fire. 

8 But to the Son he saith, God, thy throne is into the world of world(s), (or thy kingdom, 
or thy rule, is forever and ever); a rod of equity is the rod of thy realm; 

9 thou hast loved rightwiseness, and hatedest wickedness; therefore the God [or 
therefore God], thy God, anointed thee with (the) oil of joy, more than thy fellows. 

10 And, Thou, Lord, in the beginning foundedest the earth, and (the) heavens be (the) 
works of thine hands; 

11 they shall perish, but thou shalt perfectly dwell; and all shall wax old as a cloth (or 
and all things shall grow old like a cloak), 

12 and thou shalt change them as a cloth (or and thou shalt change them like a cloak), and 
they shall be changed. But thou art the same thyself, and thy years shall not fail. 

13 But to which of the angels said God at any time, Sit thou on my right half, till 1 put 
thine enemies a stool of thy feet? (But to which of the angels did God say at any time, Sit thou 
at my right hand, or on my right side, until I make thine enemies thy footstool?) 

14 Whether they all be not serving spirits, sent to serve for them that take the heritage 
of health? (Be they not all spirits that serve, yea, sent to serve those who receive the inheritance 
of salvation?) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Therefore more plenteously it behooveth us to keep those things, that we have heard, 
lest peradventure we float away. 

2 For if that word that was said by (the) angels, was made firm, and each breaking of 
the law [or each trespassing], and unobedience took just retribution of meed, (For if that 
word that was said by the angels, was made firm, and each trespass, and disobedience, received 
just retribution as a reward,) 

3 how shall we escape, if we despise so great an health? (or then how shall we escape, if we 
despise so great a salvation, or so great a deliverance?) Which, when it had taken beginning 
to be told out by the Lord, of them that heard (him), (it) is confirmed into us. 

4 For God witnessed together by miracles [or by signs], and wonders, and great marvels, 
and diverse virtues, and partings [or distributions] of the Holy Ghost, by his will. (Because 
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God testified by miracles or signs, and wonders, and great marvels, and various works of power, 
and distributions of the Holy Spirit, according to his will.) 

5 But not to (the) angels God subjected the world that is to coming, of which we speak. 
[Forsooth not to angels God subjected the roundness of the earth to come, of which we speak.] 

6 But some man witnessed in a place, and said, What thing is man, that thou art 
mindful of him, or man’s son, for thou visitest him? (But someone testified, in some place, 
and said, What is a man, that thou rememberest him, or a man’s son, that thou visitest him?) 

7 Thou hast made him a little less than (the) angels; thou hast crowned him with glory 
and honour; and thou hast ordained him on (or over) the works of thine hands. 

8 Thou hast made all things subject under his feet. And in that that he subjected all 
things to him, he left nothing unsubject to him. But now we see not yet all things subject 
to him; 

° but we see him that was made a little less than (the) angels, Jesus, for the passion 
of death (or through the suffering of death), crowned with glory and honour, (so) that he 
through [the] grace of God should taste death for all men. 

10 For it beseemed him, for whom all things, and by whom all things were made, which 
had brought many sons into glory, and was/the] author [or the maker] of the health of 
them, that he had an end by passion. (For it seemed appropriate for him, for whom all things, 
and by whom all things (were made), who had brought many sons unto glory, (and was) the Maker 
of their salvation, that he met his end in suffering.) 

1 For he that halloweth, and they that be hallowed, be all of one; for which cause he 
is not ashamed to call them brethren, 

12 saying, I shall tell thy name to my brethren; in the middle of the church I shall praise 
thee. 


13 And again, I shall be trusting into him; and again, Lo! I and my children, which God 
gave to me. 


14 Therefore for children communed to flesh and blood, and he also took part of the 
same, that by death he should destroy him that had lordship of death (or so that by death 
he would destroy him who had authority over death), that is to say, the devil, 

15 and that he should deliver them that by dread of death, by all life were bound to 
servage. (and that he would deliver those who by fear of death, for all their lives were bound in 
servitude or in slavery.) 

16 And he took never (the) angels, but he took the seed of Abraham. 

17 Wherefore he ought to be likened to brethren by all things, that he should be made 
merciful and a faithful bishop to God, that he should be merciful to the trespasses of 
the people. (And so he ought to be likened tohis brothers in all things, so that he would be 
made a merciful and faithful High Priest to God, and so that he would be merciful to the people’s 
trespasses.) 

18 For in that thing in which he suffered, and was tempted, he is mighty to help also 
them that be tempted. 


CHAPTER 3 
1 Therefore, holy brethren (or holy brothers), and partners of heavenly calling, behold 


ye the apostle and the bishop (or the High Priest) of our confession, Jesus, 

2 which is true to him that made him, as also Moses in all the house(hold) of him. 

3 But this bishop(or this High Priest) is had worthy of more glory than Moses, by as much 
as he hath more honour of the house(hold), that made the house. 

4 For each house is made of some man; [forsooth] he that made all things (out) of nought 
is God. (For every house is made by someone; but he who made everything out of nothing is God.) 

5 And Moses was true in all his house, as a servant, into witnessing of those things 
that were to be said; (And in all his household, Moses was a true or a faithful servant, testifying 
about those things that would be said later, or in the future;) 
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6 but Christ (is) as a son in his house. Which house we be, if we hold firm (our) trust 
and (the) glory of hope into the end. (but the Messiah is like a son in his household, or in his 
family. Which household or family we be, if we hold firm to our trust and the glory of hope unto 
the end.) 

7 Wherefore as the Holy Ghost saith (or And so as the Holy Spirit said), Today, if ye have 
heard his voice, 

8 do not ye harden your hearts, as in (the) wrathing, like the day of temptation in (the) 
desert; (do not harden your hearts, like in the rebellion, like on the day of testing in the desert;) 

° where your fathers tempted me, and proved (me), (or where your fathers tested me, and 
proved me), and saw my works (for) forty years. 

10 Wherefore I was wroth to this generation, and I said, (For) Evermore they err in 
heart, for they knew not my ways; (And so I was angry with that generation, and I said, They 
always go astray in their hearts, because they do not know my ways;) 


11 to which I swore in my wrath (or to whom I swore in my anger), they shall not enter 
into my rest. 


12 Brethren (or Brothers), see ye, lest peradventure in any of you be an evil heart of 
unbelief, to depart from the living God. 

13 But admonish yourselves by all days, the while today is named, that none of you be 
hardened by (the) fallacy [or by (the) falseness] of sin. 

14 For we be made partners of Christ (or For we become the Messiah’s partners), if 
nevertheless we hold the beginning of his substance firm into the end. 

15 While it is said, today, if ye have heard the voice of him, do not ye harden your 
hearts, as in that wrathing, (or do not harden your hearts, like in that rebellion). 

16 For some men hearing wrathed (or rebelled), but not all they that went out of Egypt 
by Moses. 

17 But to whom was he wrathed forty years? Whether not to them that sinned, whose 
carrions were cast down in (the) desert? (But by whom was he angered for forty years? 
Whether not by those who sinned, whose carcasses were thrown down in the desert?) 

18 And to whom swore he, that they should not enter into the rest of him, no but to 
them that were unbelieveful? [+To whom he swore soothly, for to not enter into his rest, no but 
to them that were unbelieveful?] 

19 And (so) we see, that they might not enter into the rest of him for unbelief. 


CHAPTER 4 


1 Therefore dread we, lest peradventure while the promise of entering into his rest is 
left (open), that any of us be guessed to be away, [or (that) any of us be guessed, or deemed, 
for to fail]. (And so let us be fearful, lest perhaps while the promise of entering into his rest is left 
open, that any of us be thought to miss our opportunity.) 

2 For it is told also to us, as to them. And the word that was heard profited not to them, 
not mingled to (the) faith of those things that they heard. 

3 For we that have believed, shall enter into (his) rest, as he said, As I swore in my 
wrath, they shall not enter into my rest, (or As I swore in my anger, They shall not enter into 
my rest), [or As I swore in my wrath, if they shall enter into my rest]. And when the works were 
made perfect at the ordinance of the world, 

4 he said thus in a place [or in some place] of the seventh day, And God rested in the 
seventh day from all his works. 

5 And in this place again, They shall not enter into my rest [or If they shall enter into my 
rest]. 

6 Therefore for it (pur)sueth (or And so it followeth), that some men shall enter into it, 
and they to which it was told to before [or and they first to whom it is told], entered not for 
their unbelief. 
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7 Again, he determineth some day, and saith in David, Today, after so much time of 
time, as it is before-said, Today if ye have heard his voice, do not ye harden your hearts. 

8 For if Jesus, that is, Joshua, had given rest to them, he should never speak of (an)other 
(rest) after this day. 

9 Therefore the sabbath [or (a) rest] is left to the people of God. 

10 For he that is entered into his rest, rested of his works, as also God of his. (For he 
who is entered into his rest, rested from his own works, like God rested from his.) 

1 Therefore haste we to enter into that rest, (so) that no man fall into the same 
ensample of unbelief. 

12 For the word of God is quick (or alive), and speedy in working, and more able to pierce 
than any twain-edged sword, and stretcheth forth [till] to the parting of the soul and of 
the spirit, and of the jointures and (the) marrows, and [it is the] deemer (or the judge) of 
thoughts, and of (the) intents of hearts. 

13 And no creature is invisible in the sight of God. For all things be naked and open to 
his eyes, to whom a word to us. 

14 Therefore we that have a great bishop, that pierced heavens, Jesus, the Son of God, 
hold we the acknowledging [or the confession] of our hope. (And so we who have a great High 
Priest, who pierced the heavens, Jesus, the Son of God, let us hold onto the confession of our hope.) 

15 For we have not a bishop, that may not have compassion on our infirmities, (or For 
we do not have a High Priest, who cannot have compassion on our frailties or our weaknesses), 
but (One who) was tempted by all things by likeness, without sin. 

16 Therefore go we with trust to the throne of his grace, (so) that we get mercy, and 
find grace in covenable, (or in opportune, or in timely), help. 


CHAPTER 5 

1 For each bishop taken of men (or For every high priest taken from among men), is 
ordained for men in these things that be to God, (so) that he offer gifts and sacrifices 
for sins. 

2 Which may together sorrow with them (or Who can feel compassion for those), that be 
uncunning, (or unknowing, or ignorant), and err; for also he is environed with infirmity. 

3 And therefore he oweth (or And so he ought), as for the people, so also for himself, to 
offer for sins. 

4 Neither any man taketh to him honour, but he that is called of God, as Aaron was. 

5 So Christ clarified not himself, that he were bishop, but he that spake to him, Thou 
art my Son, today I (en)gendered thee. (So the Messiah did not glorify himself, so that he 
became High Priest, but he who spoke to him, and said, Thou art my Son, today I begat thee.) 

6 As in another place he saith, Thou art a priest [into] without end, after the order of 
Melchisedec, (or Thou art a priest forever, after the order of Melchizedek). 

7 Which in the days of his flesh offered, with great cry and tears, prayers and 
beseechings to him that might make him safe from death (or prayers and beseechings to 
him who could save him from death), and was heard for his reverence. 

8 And when he was God’s Son, he learned obedience of these things that he suffered; 

9 and he brought to the end [or he led to perfection] is made (the) cause of everlasting 
health to all that obey him, (and he brought to perfection is made the Source of eternal salvation 
for all who obey him,) 

10 and is called of God a bishop, by the order of Melchisedec. (and is named the High 
Priest by God, in the order of Melchizedek.) 

11 Of whom there is to us a great word for to say, and able to be expounded, for ye be 
made feeble to hear. 

12 For when ye ought to be masters for a time (or For although ye ought to be teachers by 
this time), again ye need that ye be taught, which be the letters [or the elements] of the 
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beginning of God’s words. And ye be made those, to whom is need of milk, and not [of] 
firm meat (or of solid food). 

13 For each that is (a) partner of milk, is without (a) part (or a portion) of the word of 
rightwiseness, for he is (but) a little child. 

14 But of perfect men is firm meat, of them that for custom have [their] wits exercised 
to (the) discretion of good and of evil. (But for grown men there is solid food, yea, for those who 
by custom have their minds, or their thoughts, exercised by the discretion of good and of evil.) 


CHAPTER 6 

1 Therefore we bringing in a word of the beginning of Christ, be we born to the 
perfection of him, not again laying the foundament of penance from dead works, and of 
the faith to God, (And so, having brought to you the beginning of the words, or the first lessons, 
about the Messiah, now let us be born unto his perfection, not again laying the foundation of 
repentance from dead works, and of faith in God,) 

2 and of teaching of baptisms, and of laying on of hands, and of (the) rising again of 
dead men, and of everlasting doom. (and of the teaching of baptisms, and of the laying on of 
hands, and of the resurrection of the dead, and of eternal judgement.) 

3 And this thing we shall do, if God shall suffer. (And we shall do this, if God shall allow it.) 

4 But it is impossible, that they that be once (en)lightened [or illumined], and have 
tasted also an heavenly gift, and be made partners of the Holy Ghost (or and be made 
partners of the Holy Spirit), 

5 and nevertheless have tasted the good word of God, and the virtues of the world to 
coming, [or and the virtues of the world to come], (or and the powers of the world to come), 

6 and be slid far away, that they be renewed again to penance. Which again crucify to 
themselves the Son of God, and have him to scorn. 

7 For the earth that drinketh rain oft coming on it, and bringeth forth covenable (or 
suitable) herb(s), to them of which it is tilled, taketh blessing of God. 

8 But that that is bringing forth thorns and briars, is reprovable, (or is reproachable, or 
is worthy to be rebuked), and next to curse, whose ending shall be into burning. 

9 But, ye most dearworthy, we trust of you better things, and near(er) to health (or and 
nearer to salvation), though we speak so. 

10 For God is not unjust, that he forget your work and love, which ye have showed in 
his name; for ye have ministered to (the) saints, and (do) minister, (or for ye have served 
God’s people, and continue to serve them). 

11 And we covet that each of you show the same busyness to the [full-filling of hope 
into the end; 

12 that ye be not made slow, but also (pur)suers of them, which by faith and patience 
shall inherit the promises. (so that ye be not made slow, but also followers of those, who by 
faith and patience, or endurance, shall inherit the promises.) 

13 For God promising to Abraham, for he had none greater, by whom he should swear, 
swore by himself, 

14 and said, I blessing shall bless thee, and I multiplying shall multiply thee; 

15 and so he long abiding had the promise. [and so he long suffering got repromission.] 

16 For men swear by a greater than themselves, and the end of all their plea, [or all 
their controversy, or debate], is an oath to confirmation. 

17 In which thing God willing to show plenteouslier (or In which God desiring to show 
more plentifully), to the heirs of his promise the firmness [or the unmoveableness] of his 
counsel, put betwixt an oath, 

18 (so) that by two things unmoveable, by which it is impossible that God lie, we have 


(the) strongest solace, [or comfort], we that flee together to hold the hope that is put forth 
to us. 
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19 Which hope as an anchor we have secure to the soul, and firm, and going into the 
inner things of hiding; 

20 where the before-goer, Jesus, that is made bishop [into] without end by the order of 
Melchisedec, entered for us. (where the foregoer, Jesus, who is made High Priest forever in the 
order of Melchizedek, entered for us.) 


CHAPTER 7 

1 And this Melchisedec, king of Salem, and [the] priest of the highest God, which met 
Abraham, as he turned again from the slaying of the kings, and blessed him; (And this 
Melchizedek, the king of Salem, and the priest of the Most High God, who met Abraham, as he 
returned from the killing of the kings, and blessed him;) 

2 to whom also Abraham parted tithes of all things (or to whom Abraham gave tithes of 
all that he had taken); first he is said (the) king of rightwiseness, and afterward (the) king 
of Salem, that is to say, (the) king of peace, 

3 without father, without mother, without genealogy, neither having beginning of 
days, neither end of life; and he is likened to the Son of God, and dwelleth (a) priest [into] 
without end (or and remaineth a priest forever). 

4 But behold ye how great is this [man], to whom Abraham the patriarch gave tithes 
of the best things. 

5 For men of the sons of Levi taking priesthood have commandment to take tithes of 
the people, by the law, that is to say, of their brethren, though also they went out of the 
loins of Abraham. (For the men of the descendants of Levi who become priests have a command 
to receive tithes from the people, according to the Law, that is to say, from their brothers, even 
though they also came from the loins of Abraham.) 

6 But he whose generation is not numbered in them, took tithes of (or from) Abraham; 
and he blessed this Abraham, which had repromissions (or who received the promises). 

7 Without any gainsaying, that that is less, is blessed of the better. (For without a doubt 
or without any contradiction, that that is less, is blessed by the better.) 

8 And here deadly men take tithes; but there he beareth witnessing, that he liveth. 
(And here mortal men, or those who die, receive tithes; but there, as the Scripture testifieth, he 
who yet liveth.) 

9 And that it be said so, by Abraham also Levi, that took tithes (or who received tithes), 
was tithed; 

10 and yet he was in his father’s loins, when Melchisedec met him. 

11 Therefore if perfection was by the priesthood of Levi, for under him the people took 
the law, what yet was it needful, (for) another priest to rise, by the order of Melchisedec, 
and not to be said by the order of Aaron? (And so if perfection had truly come by means of 
the priesthood of the sons of Levi, for under him the people received the Law, why then was it still 
necessary for another priest to arise, by the order of Melchizedek, and not to be called by, or to 
come from, the order of Aaron?) 

12 For why when the priesthood is translated, it is need[ful] that also [the] translation 
of the law be made. (Because when there is a change in the priesthood, it is also necessary that 
there be a change in the Law.) 

13 But he in whom these things be said, is of another lineage (or of another tribe), of 
which no man was priest to the altar. 

14 For it is open [or it is openly known], that our Lord is born of Judah, in which lineage 
Moses spake nothing of priests. (For it is openly known, that our Lord was born from Judah, 
from which tribe Moses said nothing about priests.) 

15 And more yet it is known, if by the order of Melchisedec another priest is risen up; 
(And more yet it is known, if by the order of Melchizedek another priest hath arisen;) 
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16 which is not made by the law(s) of fleshly commandment(s), but by [the] virtue of 
(a) life that may not be undone [or is indissoluble]. (who is made a priest not by a system of 
human laws, but by the power of a life that cannot be destroyed, or be dissolved.) 

17 For he witnesseth, That thou art a priest [into] without end, by the order of 
Melchisedec; (For the Scripture testifieth, Thou art a priest forever, in the order of Melchizedek;) 

18 (so) that reproving of the commandment before-going is made, for the unfirmness 
and unprofit of it. 

19 For why the law brought nothing to perfection, but there is a bringing in of a better 
hope, by which we nigh to God. (Because the Law brought nothing to perfection, but there is 
the bringing in of a better hope, by which we can come near to God, or by which we can approach 
God.) 

20 And how great it is, not without swearing, [that Christ is made priest after the order of 
Melchisedec], (or that the Messiah is made a priest in the order of Melchizedek); 

21 but the others be made priests without an oath; but this priest with an oath, by 
him that said to him, The Lord swore, and it shall not rue him, Thou art a priest [into] 
without end, by the order of Melchisedec; (but the others be made priests without an oath; 
but this priest with an oath, by him who said to him, or as the Scripture said about him, The Lord 
swore, and he shall not regret it, Thou art a priest forever, in the order of Melchizedek;) 

22 in so much Jesus is made (a)[better] promiser of the better testament (or of a better 
covenant). 

23 And [soothly] the others were made many priests, therefore for they were forbidden 
by death to dwell still; (And truly there were many priests of those others, because they were 
forbidden by death to remain alive forever;) 

24 but this man, for he dwelleth [into] without end, hath an everlasting priesthood. 
(but this man, because he liveth forever, hath an eternal priesthood.) 

25 Wherefore also he may save [into] without end, coming nigh by himself to God, and 
(for)evermore liveth to pray for us. (And so he can also save forever, those who come near to 
God through him, and he always liveth to pray for us.) 

26 For it beseemed that such a man were a bishop to us, holy, innocent, undefouled, 
clean, separated from sinful men, and made higher than (the) heavens; (For it is indeed 
appropriate that such a man became the High Priest for us, holy, innocent, undefiled, clean, 
separated from sinners, and made higher than the heavens;) 

27 which hath not need each day, as priests, first for his own guilts (or his own trespasses) 


to offer sacrifices, and afterward for the people; for he did this thing in offering himself 
once. 
28 And the law ordained men priests having sickness, [or frailty]; but the word of 


swearing, which is after the law, ordained the Son perfect [into] without end. (And the 
Law ordained men to be high priests who were weak, (or frail); but the words of the oath, which 
came after the Law, (ordained) the Son to be perfect forever.) 


CHAPTER 8 

1 But a capital, that is, a short comprehending of many things, on those things that be 
said. We have such a bishop, that sat on the right half of the seat of greatness in heavens, 
(But a recapitulation of those things that have already been said. We have such a High Priest, who 
sat on the right side, or at the right hand, of the throne of the Greatness in heaven,) 

2 the minister of (the) saints, and of the very tabernacle, that God made [or set], and 
not man. (the minister of God’s people, and of the true Tabernacle, or the true Tent, that God 
made,or pitched, and not man.) 

3 For each bishop is ordained to offer gifts and sacrifices; wherefore it is need(ful), that 
also this bishop have something that he shall offer. (For every high priest is ordained to offer 
gifts and sacrifices; and so it is necessary, that also this High Priest have something that he shall 


offer.) 
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4 Therefore if he were on (the) earth, he were no priest, when there were (priests) that 
should offer gifts by the law, 

5 which serve to the exemplar, [or (the) figure], and (the) shadow of heavenly things. As 
it was answered to Moses, when he should end [or when he should make] the tabernacle, 
See [thou], he said, make thou all things by the exemplar, that is showed to thee in the 
mount, (or make all things by the example, or the pattern, that was shown to thee on Mount 
Sinai). 

6 But now he hath gotten a better ministry, by so much as he is a mediator of a better 


testament (or because he is a mediator of a better covenant), which is confirmed with better 
promises. 


7 For if that first had lacked blame, the place of the second should not have been 
sought. 

8 For he reproving them saith, Lo! days come, saith the Lord, and I shall make perfect 
a new testament on the house of Israel, and on the house of Judah; (For he rebuking them 
said, Behold! the days shall come, saith the Lord, and I shall complete a new covenant with the 
house of Israel, and with the house of Judah;) 

9 not like the testament that I made to their fathers, in the day in which I caught their 
hand, that I should lead them out of the land of Egypt; for they dwelled not perfectly 
in my testament, and I have despised them, saith the Lord. (not like the covenant which I 
made with their fathers, on the day in which I took their hands, so that I could lead them out of 
the land of Egypt; for they did not remain perfectly, or faithfully, in my covenant, and so I have 
despised them, saith the Lord.) 

10 But this is the testament which I shall assign [or I shall dispose] to the house of Israel 
after those days, saith the Lord, in giving my laws into the souls of them, and into the 
hearts of them I shall above write them; and I shall be to them into a God [or and I shall be 
to them into God], and they shall be to me into a people. (But this is the covenant which I shall 
allot to the house of Israel after those days, saith the Lord, in putting my laws into their minds, 
and I shall write them upon their hearts; and I shall be their God, and they shall be my people.) 

11 And each man shall not teach his neighbour, and each man his brother, saying, Know 
thou the Lord; for all men shall know me, from the least to the more of them, (or for all 
shall know me, from the least unto the greatest of them). 

12 For I shall be merciful to the wickedness of them, and now I shall not bethink on 
the sins of them (or and now I shall not remember their sins). 

13 But in saying a new (testament) the former (testament) waxed old; and that that is 
of many days, and waxeth old, is nigh the death. (But in proclaiming a new covenant, the 
former covenant hath grown old; and that which is of many days, and groweth old, is nearly dead, 
or shall soon die.) 


CHAPTER 9 

1 And the former testament had justifyings of worship (or And the former covenant had 
rules for worship), and holy thing(s)(en)during for a time. 

2 For the tabernacle was made first, in which were candlesticks, and [a] board (or a 
table), and (the) setting forth [or (the) putting forth] of loaves, which is said holy. 

3 And after the veil, the second tabernacle, that is said sanctum sanctorum, that is, 
(the)holy of holy things(or the Holy of Holies); 

4 having a golden censer, and the ark of the testament (or the Covenant Box), covered 
about on each side with gold, in which was a pot of gold having manna, and the rod of 
Aaron that flowered, and the tables of the testament (or and the Tablets of the Covenant); 

5 on which things were cherubims of glory, overshadowing the propitiatory, [or (the) 
mercyable place], (or over which things were the cherubims of God’s glory, or the heavenly 
cherubim, overshadowing the mercy seat); of which things it is not now to say by all. 
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6 But when these were made thus together, priests entered (for)evermore in(to) the 
former tabernacle, (or the priests always went into the first tabernacle or tent), doing the 
offices of (the) sacrifices; 

7 but in the second tabernacle, the bishop, (or the high priest), [aloneJentered once in 
the year, not without blood, which he offered for his ignorance and (for) the people’s. 

8 For the Holy Ghost signified this thing, that not yet the way of (the) saints was opened, 
while the former tabernacle had state. (For the Holy Spirit signified this, that the way for God’s 
people was not yet opened, or was not yet revealed, while the first tabernacle still stood.) 

9 Which parable is of this present time, by which also gifts and sacrifices be offered, 
which may not make a man serving perfect by conscience, (Which parable is for this present 
time, in which gifts and sacrifices also be offered, which cannot make the man who serveth there, 
or who worshippeth there, inwardly perfect,) 

10 only in meats (or they only be food), and drinks, and diverse washings, and 
rightwisenesses of (the) flesh, that were set [till] to the time of correction. 

11 But Christ being a bishop of goods to coming, entered by a larger and perfecter 
tabernacle, not made by hand, that is to say, not of this making, (But the Messiah being the 
High Priest of the good things to come, entered into a larger and more perfect Tabernacle, or Tent, 
not made by hands, that is to say, not of this making,) 

12 neither by (the) blood of goat bucks, or of calves, but by his own blood, entered once 
into the holy things, that were found by an everlasting redemption. (nor with the blood 
of goat bucks, or of calves, but with his own blood, he entered once into the Holy of Holies, and 
obtained eternal deliverance for us.) 

13 For if the blood of goat bucks, and of bulls, and the ashes of a cow calf sprinkled, 
halloweth unclean men (un)to the cleansing of (the) flesh, 

14 how much more the blood of Christ, which by the Holy Ghost offered himself 
unwemmed to God, shall cleanse our conscience from dead works, to serve (the) God 
that liveth? [or for to serve to (the) living God?](then how much more the blood of the Messiah, 
who by the Holy Spirit offered himself without fault, or without blemish, to God, shall cleanse our 
conscience from dead works, to serve the living God?) 

15 And therefore he is a mediator of the new testament, that by death falling betwixt, 
into redemption of the trespassings that were under the former testament, they that be 
called take the behest of everlasting heritage. (And so he is the mediator of the new covenant, 
which by death falling between, for the redemption of the trespasses that were under the former 
covenant, they who be called receive the promise of the eternal inheritance.) 

16 For where a testament is, it is need(ful), (or For where there is a testament, it is needed), 
that the death of the testament-maker come betwixt. 

17 For a testament is confirmed in dead men; (or) else it is not (of) worth, [(or) else it is 
(of) no worth], while he liveth, that made the testament (or who made the testament). 

18 Wherefore neither the first testament was hallowed without blood. 

19 For when each commandment of the law was read of Moses to all the people (or 
Because when Moses read each commandment of the Law to the people), he took the blood of 
calves, and of bucks of goats, with water, and red wool, and hyssop, and besprinkled both 
that book and all the people, 

20 and said, This is the blood of the testament that God commanded to you. (and said, 
This is the blood that sealeth the covenant which God hath commanded that you obey.) 

21 Also he sprinkled with blood the tabernacle, and all the vessels of the service in like 
manner. 

22 And almost all things be cleansed in blood by the law; and without shedding of blood 
remission of sins is not made (or and without the shedding of blood there is no forgiveness of 
sins). 
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23 Therefore it is need(ful), (or And so it is needed), that the exemplars of heavenly things 
be cleansed with these things; but those heavenly things with better sacrifices than 
these (sacrifices). 

24 For Jesus entered not into (the) holy things made by hands, that be[the] exemplars of 
very things, but into heaven itself, that he appear now to the face of God for us; (Because 
Jesus did not enter into the Holy Place made with hands, which is the example, or the figure, or 
the shadow, of the true place, but into heaven itself, so that now he appear before God or in the 
presence of God, for us;) 

25 neither that he offer himself oft, as the bishop entered into (the) holy things by all 
years in alien blood, (nor that he offer himself often, like the high priest who entered into the 
Holy of Holies each year with blood not his own,) 

26 (or) else it behooved him to suffer oft from the beginning of the world; but now 
once in the ending of the worlds, to the destruction of sin by his sacrifice he appeared. 

27 And as it is ordained to men, once to die, but after this is the doom (or but after this 
is the Judgement), 

28 so Christ was offered once, to void, [or (to) do away], the sins of many men; the second 
time he shall appear without sin to men that abide him into health. (so the Messiah was 
offered once, to do away the sins of many men; the second time he shall appear without sin to those 
who wait for him unto salvation, or for deliverance.) 


CHAPTER 10 

1 For the law having, (or containing, or being but) a shadow of (the) good things to 
come, not that image of things, may never make men nighing [or coming nigh] perfect by 
those same sacrifices, (or can never make those who approach become perfect by those same 
sacrifices), which they offer without ceasing by all years; 

2 (or) else they should have ceased to be offered, for as much as the worshippers 
cleansed once, had not furthermore conscience of sin. 

3 But in them [by oft offering], (the) mind of sins is made by all years (or a remembrance 
of sins is made year after year). 

4 For it is impossible that sins be done away by (the) blood of bulls, and of (the) bucks 
of goats. 

5 Therefore he entering into the world, saith, Thou wouldest not sacrifice and offering; 
but thou hast shaped a body to me; (And so he entering into the world, saith, Thou desirest 
not sacrifice and offering; but thou hast shaped, or thou hast prepared, a body for me;) 

6 [and] burnt sacrifices also for sin pleased not to thee. 

7 Then I said, Lo! I come; in the beginning of the book it is written of me (or from the 
beginning of the Book it is written about me), that I do thy will, God. 

8 He saying before, That thou wouldest not sacrifices, and offerings, and burnt 
sacrifices for sin, nor those things be pleasant to thee, which be offered by the law, 
(He saying first, Thou desirest not sacrifices, and offerings, and burnt sacrifices for sin, nor those 
things be pleasing to thee, which be offered by the Law,) 

9 then I said, Lo! I come, that I do thy will, God. He doeth away the first, that he make 
steadfast the second. 

10 In which will we be hallowed by the offering of the body of Christ Jesus once. (By 
whose will we be consecrated, or we be sanctified, by the offering of the body of the Messiah Jesus 
once.) 

11 And each priest is ready ministering each day, and oft times offering the same 
sacrifices, which may never do away sins (or which can never do away sins). 

12 But this man offering one sacrifice for sins, forevermore sitteth in the right half of 
God the Father [or forevermore sitteth on the right half of God the Father]; (But this man offering 
one sacrifice for sins, forevermore sitteth at the right hand, or on the right side, of God the Father;) 
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13 from thenceforth abiding, till his enemies be put a stool of [or under] his feet. (where 
he waiteth henceforth, until his enemies be made a footstool under his feet.) 

14 For by one offering he made perfect forever[more] hallowed men. 

15 And the Holy Ghost witnesseth to us (or And the Holy Spirit testifieth to us); for after 


that he said, 
16 This is the testament, which I shall witness to them after those days, the Lord saith, 


in giving my laws in(to) the hearts of them, and in the souls of them I shall above write 
them; (This is the covenant, about which I shall testify to them after those days, saith the Lord, 
in putting my laws in their hearts, and I shall write them upon their minds;) 

17 and now I shall no more think on the sins and the wickedness(es) of them. 

18 And where remission of these is, now is there none offering for sin. [+Forsooth where 
(there) is remission of these, now is none offering for sin.](And where there is forgiveness for sins, 
now there is no more any need of offerings for sins.) 

19 Therefore, brethren, having trust into the entering of (the) holy things, in the blood 
of Christ, (And so brothers, having trust to enter into the Holy of Holies, by the blood of the 
Messiah,) 

20 which [he] hallowed to us a new way (or the new way which he hath consecrated for us), 
and living by the covering [or by a veil], that is to say, his flesh, 

21 and we having the great priest on the house of God, (and we having the Great Priest 
over the household of God,) 

22 nigh we with very heart (or let us approach with a true heart), in the plenty of faith; 
and be our hearts sprinkled from an evil conscience, and our bodies washed with clean 
water, 

23 and hold we the confession of our hope, bowing to no side, [or unbowing, or unpliable]; 
for he is true that hath made the promise. 

24 And behold we together in the stirring of charity (or of love), and of good works; 

25 not forsaking our gathering together, as it is the custom to some men, but 
comforting [them], and by so much the more, by how much ye see the day nighing. 

26 For why now a sacrifice for sins is not left to us, that sin willfully, after that we have 
taken the knowing of truth. (Because now there is no longer any sacrifice for sins for us, we 
who sin willingly, or with our free will, after that we have received the knowledge of the truth.) 

27 For why some abiding of doom is dreadful, and the (pur)suing of fire, which shall 
waste (his) adversaries. (But instead, only waiting for fearful Judgement, and the fire following, 
which shall waste all his adversaries.) 

28 Who that breaketh Moses’ law, dieth without any mercy, by two or three witnesses 
(or on the evidence given by two or three witnesses); 

29 how much more guess ye, that he deserveth worse torments, which defouleth the 
Son of God, and holdeth the blood of the testament polluted, in which he is hallowed, 
and doeth despite [or wrong] to the Spirit of grace? (then how much more do ye think, that 
he deserveth worse torments, who defileth the Son of God, and holdeth the blood of the covenant 
polluted, by which he was consecrated, or he was sanctified, and despiseth or doeth wrong to the 
Spirit of grace?) 

30 For we know him that said, To me vengeance, and I shall yield (it). And again, For 
the Lord shall deem his people. (For we know him who said, Vengeance is mine, and I shall 
yield it. And again, The Lord shall judge his people.) 

31 It is fearedful to fall into the hands of God living. [+It is fearful to fall into the hands of 
(the) living God.] 

32 And have ye mind on the former days, in which ye were (en)lightened, and suffered 
great strife of passions. (And remember the early days, when ye were first enlightened, and 
struggled through great sufferings.) 

33 And in the tother ye were made a spectacle by shames, and tribulations, (or by 
reproofs, and troubles); in another ye were made fellows of men living so. 
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34 For also to bound men ye had compassion, and ye received with joy the robbing of 
your goods, knowing that ye have a better and a dwelling substance. 

35 Therefore do not ye lose your trust, which hath great rewarding. 

36 For patience is needful to you, that ye do the will of God, and bring again the 
promise. (Because it is necessary that ye be patient, or that ye endure, so that ye do God’s will, 
and win the promise, or and receive the promise.) 

37 For yet a little, and he that is to come shall come, and he shall not tarry. 

38 For my just man liveth of faith (or For my righteous man liveth by faith); (so) that if he 
withdraweth himself, he shall not please to my soul. 

39 But we be not the sons of withdrawing away into perdition, but of faith into [the] 
getting of (the) soul, (or but of faithfulness unto the getting of life, or unto the saving of our 
souls). 


CHAPTER 11 
1 But faith is the substance of things that be to be hoped [or Forsooth faith is the substance 


of things to be hoped], and an argument, [or (a) certainty], of things not appearing. 

2 And in this faith old men have gotten witnessing. (And by this faith men of old have 
received a good witness or a good testimony.) 

3 By faith we understand that the worlds were made [or were shaped] by God’s word, 
that visible things were made (out) of invisible things. 

4 By faith Abel offered a much more sacrifice than Cain to God [or By faith Abel offered 
full much more host, or sacrifice, to God than Cain], by which he got witnessing to be just, 
for God bare witnessing to his gifts; and by that faith he dead speaketh yet. (By faith 
Abel offered a much better sacrifice than Cain to God, by which he received testimony that he was 
righteous, for God gave testimony regarding his gifts; and through that faith though he is dead 
still speaketh.) 

5 By faith Enoch was translated, that he should not see death; and he was not found, for 
the Lord translated him. For before [the] translation he had witnessing that he pleased 
God. (By faith Enoch was transferred or was carried away, so that he did not see death; and he was 
not found, because the Lord carried him away. For before he was carried away it is the testimony 
of Scripture that he had pleased God.) 

6 And it is impossible to please God without faith. For it behooveth that a man coming 
to God, believe that he is, and that he is [a] rewarder of men that seek him. 

7 By faith Noe dreaded, through (an) answer taken of these things that yet were not 
seen, and shaped a ship [or an ark] into the health of his house, (or By faith Noah feared, 
through an answer received regarding those things that were not yet seen, and made an ark for 
the salvation, or the deliverance, of his family); by which he condemned the world, and is 
ordained (an) heir of rightwiseness, which is by faith. 

8 By faith he that is called Abraham, obeyed to go out into a place, which he should 
take into heritage (or which he would receive for an inheritance); and he went out, not witting 
whither (or knowing where) he should go. 

9 By faith he dwelt in the land of promise, as in an alien land, (or like in a strange, or 


a foreign, land), dwelling in little houses with Isaac and Jacob, even-heirs of the same 
promise. 


10 For he abode a city having foundaments (or For he was waiting for a city with firm 
foundations), whose craftsman and maker is God. 

11 By faith also that Sara barren, took virtue in conceiving of seed, (or Also by faith Sarah 
who was barren, received strength to conceive by seed), yea, against the time of age; for she 
believed him true, that had promised (it). 

12 For which thing of one, and yet nigh dead, there were born as (the) stars of (the) 
heaven(s) in multitude, and as (the) gravel, that is at the seaside out of number. [For 
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which thing, and of one, and him nigh dead, men be born as stars of heaven in multitude, and as 
gravel, or (the) sand, that is at the seaside unnumerable.] 

13 By faith all these be dead, when the behests were not taken, (or when the promises 
were not yet received, or were not yet fulfilled), but they beheld them afar, and greeting them 
well, and acknowledged that they were pilgrims, and harboured men on the earth. 

14 And they that say these things, signify that they seek a country. 

15 If they had had mind of that, of which they went out, they had time of turning again; 
(And if they had remembered, or had thought upon, the place from which they had gone out, they 
would have found the way, or a time, to return;) 

16 but now they desire a better, that is to say, (a) heavenly (country). Therefore God is 
not confounded, [or ashamed], to be called the God of them; for he made ready to them a 
city (or for he prepared a city for them). 

17 By faith Abraham offered Isaac, when he was tempted; and he offered the one 
begotten [son], which had taken the behests; (By faith Abraham offered Isaac, when he was 
tested; yea, he offered his only begotten son, he who had received the promises;) 

18 to whom it was said, For in Isaac the seed shall be called to thee. 

19 For he deemed (or For he judged), that God is mighty to raise him, yea, from death [or 
from (the) dead]; wherefore he took him also into a parable. 

20 By faith also of things to coming [or By faith and of things to come], Isaac blessed Jacob 
and Esau. 

21 By faith Jacob dying blessed all the sons of Joseph, and honoured the highness of 
his staff [or the highness of his rod]. 

22 By faith Joseph dying had mind of the passing forth of the children of Israel, and 
commanded of his bones. (By faith when Joseph was dying, he spoke of the going forth of the 
children of Israel from Egypt, and commanded about his bones.) 

23 By faith Moses born, was hid three months of his father and mother, for that they 
saw the young child fair, [or seemly]; and they dreaded not the commandment of the king. 
(By faith after Moses was born, he was hidden for three months by his father and mother, for they 
saw that the young child was beautiful; and they did not fear, or they were not afraid of, the king’s 
command.) 

24 By faith Moses was made great, and denied that he was the son of Pharaoh’s 
daughter, 

25 and chose more [or rather] to be tormented with the people of God, than to have 
(the) mirth of temporal sin; 

26 deeming the reproof of Christ (to be) more riches, than the treasures of [the] 
Egyptians, (or judging the rebuke of the Messiah to be greater riches, than the treasures of the 
Egyptians); for he beheld into the rewarding. 

27 By faith he forsook Egypt, and dreaded not the hardness of the king, (or By faith he 
left Egypt, and did not fear the king’s wrath); for he abode, as seeing him that was invisible. 

28 By faith he hallowed pask, (or By faith he consecrated, or he sanctified, the Passover), 
and the shedding out of (the) blood, (so) that he that destroyed the first things 
of[theJEgyptians, should not touch them. 

29 By faith they passed (through) the Red Sea, as by dry land, (or By faith they crossed 
over the Sea of Reeds, like on dry land), which (the same) thing (the) Egyptians assaying were 
devoured [in the waters]. 

30 By faith the walls of Jericho felled down, by (the)(en)compassing of seven days. 

31 By faith Rahab the whore received the spies with peace, and perished not with (the) 
unbelieveful men. 

32 And what yet shall say? For time shall fail to me telling of Gedeon (or Gideon), Barak, 
Samson, Jephthae (or Jephthah), David, and Samuel, and of (the) other prophets; 
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33 which by faith overcame realms, wrought rightwiseness, got repromissions; they 
stopped the mouths of lions, (who by faith overcame kingdoms, worked righteousness, received 
the promises; they stopped the mouths of lions,) 

34 they quenched the fierceness of fire, they drove away the edge of (the) sword, they 
recovered of sickness, they were made strong in battle, they turned (back) the hosts of 
aliens (or they turned back the armies of the foreigners). 

35 Women received their dead children from death to life; but others were held forth, 
[or died], not taking redemption, that they should find a better again-rising. (Women 
received their dead raised from death back to life; but others died, not accepting release or 
deliverance, so that they would receive, or could get, a better resurrection.) 

36 And others assayed scornings and beatings, moreover and bonds and prisons. 

37 They were stoned, they were sawed, they were tempted, they were dead in (or by) 
slaying of (the) sword. They went about in badger skins, and in skins of goats, needy, 
anguished, tormented; 

38 to which the world was not worthy. They wandered in (the) wildernesses (or They 
eis about in the wilderness), and in (the) mountains and dens, and [in](the) caves of the 
earth. 

39 And all these, proved by (the) witnessing of faith, took not repromission; (And all 
these, approved by the testimony of their faith, did not receive the promise;) 

40 for God provided some better thing for us, that they should not be made perfect 
without us (or so that they would not be made perfect without us). 


CHAPTER 12 

1 Therefore we that have so great a cloud of witnesses put (forth) to [us], do we away all 
charge, and sin standing about us, and by patience run we to the battle, [or to the strife, 
or (the) fight], purposed to us, (And so we who have such a great crowd of witnesses put before 
us, let us do away every burden, and every sin standing about us, and then girded with endurance 
let us run to the battle, or to the strife, or the fight, purposed for us,) 

2 beholding into the maker of faith, and the perfect ender, Jesus; which when joy was 
purposed to him, he suffered the cross, and despised confusion, and sitteth on the right 
half of the seat of God. (beholding the maker and the perfect finisher of faith, Jesus; who when 
joy was purposed to him, he suffered the cross, and despised its shame, and now sitteth at the right 
hand, or on the right side, of God’s throne.) 

3 And bethink ye on him that suffered such gainsaying of sinful men against himself, 
that ye be not made weary, failing in your souls. (And so think upon him who suffered such 
opposition, or such railing, against himself from sinners, so that ye be not made weary, and lose 
heart.) 

4 For ye against-stood not yet unto (the) blood, fighting against sin. 

5 And ye have forgotten the comfort that speaketh to you as to sons, and saith, My 
son, do not thou despise the teaching [or the discipline] of the Lord, neither be thou made 
weary, the while thou art chastised of him. 

6 For the Lord chastiseth him that he loveth; he beateth [or he scourgeth] every son that 
he receiveth. 

7 Abide ye still in chastising; God proffereth him(self) to you as to sons [+or Last ye 
therefore in discipline; God offereth him(self) to you as to sons]. For what son is it, whom the 
father chastiseth not? 

8 That if ye be out of chastising, whose partners be ye all made [+or That if ye be out of 
discipline, of which all ye be made partners], then ye be adulterers (or ye be bastards), and not 
sons. 

9 And afterward we had fathers of our flesh, (yea), teachers, and we with reverence 
dreaded them (or and we had fearful reverence for them). Whether not much more we shall 
obey to the Father of spirits, and (then) we shall live? 
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10 And they in time of few days taught us by their will; but this Father teacheth to 
that thing that is profitable, in(to) receiving (of) the hallowing of him. (And they taught 
us for only a few days, or they disciplined us for only a short time, out of their own desires; but 
this Father teacheth or disciplineth that which is profitable, unto the receiving or the sharing of 
his holiness.) 

11 And each chastising in [this] present time seemeth to be not of joy, but of sorrow; 
but afterward it shall yield (the) fruit of rightwiseness most peaceable to men exercised 
by it. 

12 For which thing raise ye [up] slow hands, and knees unbound, 

13 and make ye rightful steps to your feet; (so) that no man halting err, but (that) more 
be healed. 

14 (Pur)Sue ye peace with all men (or Seek peace with everyone), and holiness, without 
which no man shall see God. 

15 Behold ye, that no man fail to the grace of God, (so) that no root of bitterness 


burrowing upward hinder [us], and many be defouled by it (or and by which many be 
defiled); 

16 that no man be (a) lecher, either unholy, as Esau (was), which for one [meal’s] meat 
sold his first things, [or (his) heritage], (or who for the food of one meal sold his birthright, or 
his inheritance). 

17 For know ye, that afterward he coveting to inherit (a) blessing, was reproved. For he 
found not (a) place of penance, though he sought it with tears. (For know ye, that afterward 
he coveting to inherit a blessing, was rebuked. For he could not find a way to repentance, though 
he sought it with tears.) 

18 But ye have not come to the fire able to be touched, and able to come to, and to the 
whirlwind [or the great wind], and (the) mist, and (the) tempest, 

19 and sound of trump, and voice of words, (or and the sound of the trumpet, and the sound 
of words); which they that heard, excused them(selves), (so) that the word should not be 
made to them. 

20 For they bare not that that was said, And if a beast touched the hill, it was stoned 
[or it shall be stoned]. 

21 And so dreadful it was that was seen (or And what was seen was so fearful), that Moses 
said, I am afeared, and full of trembling. 

22 But ye have come nigh to the hill [of] Sion, and to the city of God living, [or and to 
the city of living God], (or But ye have come near to Mount Zion, and to the city of the living God), 
the heavenly Jerusalem, and to the multitude of many thousand angels, 

23 and to the church of the first men, which be written in (the) heavens, and to God, 
doomsman of all, and to the spirit(s) of just (and) perfect men, (and to the congregation or 
to the assembly of the first-born, whose names be written in heaven, and to God, the Judge of all, 
and to the spirits of righteous or good people made perfect,) 

24 and to Jesus, mediator of the new testament, (or and to Jesus, the mediator of the new 
covenant), and to the sprinkling of blood, speaking better than Abel [or better speaking 
than Abel’s blood]. 

25 See ye, that ye forsake not [or that ye refuse (not)] the speaker; for if they that forsaked 
[or refusing] him that spake on the earth, escaped not, much more we that turn away from 
him that speaketh to us from (the) heavens. (See, that ye do not refuse to listen to the speaker; 
for if those who refused to listen to him, who spoke on the earth, did not escape, then how much 
more we who turn away from him, who now speaketh to us from heaven.) 

26 Whose voice then moved the earth, but now he again promiseth, and saith, Yet once 
and I shall move not only the earth, but also heaven. (Whose voice then shook the earth, and 
now he again promiseth, and saith, Yet once more I shall shake not only the earth, but also heaven.) 

27 And that he saith, Yet once (more), he declareth the translation of moveable things, 
as of made things, that those things dwell, that be unmoveable. (And that he saith, Yet 
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once more, he declareth the shaking of moveable things, that is, of made or created things, so that 
those other things remain, which be unmoveable.) 

28 Therefore we receiving the kingdom unmoveable, have we grace, by which serve we 
pleasing to God with dread and reverence. (And so having received an unshakeable kingdom, 
let us be grateful, and let our service please God, yea, with fearful reverence.) 

29 For our God is (a) fire that wasteth. 


CHAPTER 13 

1 The charity of (the) brotherhood dwell in you, (Keep the love for the brotherhood dwelling 
in you,) 

2 and do not ye forget hospitality; for by this some men pleased to angels, that were 
received to harbour. 

3 Think ye on bound men, as (if) ye were together bound (with them), and of travailing 
men, as yourselves dwelling in the body. (Remember those in prison, as if ye were in prison 
together with them, and those who be struggling, like ye yourselves who remain in the body.) 

4 Wedding is in all things honourable, and (the) bed unwemmed, [or undefouled, (or 
undefiled)]; for God shall deem fornicators and adulterers (or for God shall judge fornicators 
and adulterers). 

5 Be your manners without covetousness, satisfied with present things; for he said, I 
shall not leave thee, neither forsake (thee), 

6 so that we say trustily, The Lord is an helper to me; I shall not dread what a man shall 
do to me (or I shall not fear what anyone shall do to me). 

7 Have ye mind of your sovereigns [or your provosts], that have spoken to you the word 
of God; of whom behold ye the going out of living, and (pur)sue ye the faith of them, 
(Remember your leaders, who have spoken the word of God unto you; think about their living and 
their dying, and follow the example of their faith,) 

8 Jesus Christ, yesterday, and today, he is also into worlds. (Jesus Christ, he is yesterday, 
and today, and forevermore.) 

° Do not ye be led away with diverse and strange teachings. For it is best to stable the 
heart with grace, not with meats (or not with food), which profited not to men wandering 
[or going] in them. 

10 We have an altar, of which they that serve to the tabernacle, have not (the) power 
[or (the) leave] to eat. (We have an altar, from which those who serve in the Tabernacle, or the 
Tent, do not have the right to eat off of.) 

11 For of which beasts the blood is borne in for sin into (the) holy things by the bishop, 
the bodies of them be burnt without the castles. (For of which beasts the blood for sin is 
carried into the Holy of Holies by the high priest, and their bodies be burned up outside the camp.) 

12 For which thing Jesus, that he should hallow the people by his blood, suffered 
without the gate. (For which thing Jesus, so that he could consecrate, or he could sanctify, the 
people with his own blood, suffered outside the gate.) 

13 Therefore go we out to him without the castles, bearing his reproof. (And so let us 
go out to him outside the camp, carrying the same rebuke or sharing the same reproach.) 

14 For we have not here a city dwelling, but we seek a city to coming. [+Soothly we have 
not here a dwelling city, but we seek a city to come.] 

15 Therefore by him offer we a sacrifice of praising (for)evermore to God, that is to say, 
the fruit of (our) lips acknowledging to his name. 

16 And do not ye forget well-doing, and communing; for by such sacrifices God is well- 
served, (or is pleased, or is well-satisfied). 

17 Obey ye to your sovereigns, [or to your provosts, or prelates], and be ye subject to them; 
for they perfectly wake (or for they diligently watch), as to yielding reason for your souls, 
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(so) that they do this thing with joy, and not sorrowing; for this thing speedeth not to 
you (or for that would not be expedient for you). 

18 Pray ye for us, and we trust that we have good conscience in all things, willing to 
live well (or desiring always to do the right thing). 

19 Moreover I beseech you to do [this thing], (so) that I be restored the sooner to you. 

20 And God of peace, that led out from death the great shepherd of (the) sheep, in the 
blood of [the] everlasting testament (or by the blood of the eternal covenant), our Lord Jesus 
Christ, 

21 shape you in all good thing(s), [+or make you able in each good work], (so) that ye do the 
will of him; and he do in you that thing that shall please before him, by Jesus Christ, to 
whom be glory into worlds of worlds (or to whom be glory forever and ever). Amen. 

22 And, brethren, I pray you, that ye suffer a word of solace; for by full few things I 
have written to you. 

23 Know ye our brother Timothy, that is sent forth, with whom if he shall come more 
hastily, I shall see you. (Know that our brother Timothy hath been set free, or is now at liberty, 
and if he shall come in time, he shall be with me when I shall see you.) 

24 Greet ye well all your sovereigns, and all (the) holy men, [or Greet well all your provosts, 
and all (the) saints]. The brethren of Italy greet you well. (Give a hearty greeting to all of your 
leaders, and to all of the saints, or to all of God’s people. The brothers in Italy send you hearty 
greetings.) 

25 The grace of God be with you all. Amen. 
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JAMES 


1 James, the servant of God, and of our Lord Jesus Christ, to the twelve kindreds, that 
be in (the) scattering abroad, health. (James, the servant of God, and of our Lord Jesus Christ, to 
the twelve tribes, who be in the scattering abroad, or in the dispersion, or the Diaspora, greetings.) 

2 My brethren, deem ye (it) all joy, when ye fall into diverse temptations, (My brothers, 

judge it to be most joyful, when ye undergo different tests,) 

3 witting that the proving of your faith worketh patience; (knowing that the proving of 
your faith produceth patience, or increaseth endurance;) 

4 and patience hath a perfect work, that ye be perfect and whole, and fail in nothing. 

5 And if any of you needeth wisdom, ask he of God, which giveth to all men largely (or 
who giveth generously to everyone), and upbraideth not; and it shall be given to him. 

6 But ask he in faith, and doubt nothing; for he that doubteth, is like to a wave of the 
sea, which is moved and borne about of the wind. (But ask he with faith, and do not doubt; 
for he who doubteth, is like a wave of the sea, which is moved and carried about by the wind.) 

7 Therefore guess not that man, that he shall take anything of the Lord. (And so do not 
let that man think, that he shall receive anything from the Lord.) 

8 A man double in soul is unstable in all his ways. 

9 And a meek brother have glory in his enhancing, (And a humble man have glory in his 
exalting,) 

10 and a rich man in his lowness; for as the flower of grass he shall pass (away). 

11 The sun rose up with heat, and dried the grass [or the hay], and the flower of it felled 
down, and the fairness of his cheer perished (or and the beauty of his face perished); and so 
a rich man withereth in his ways. 

12 Blessed is the man, that suffereth temptation, (or Happy is the man, who undergoeth 
testing); for when he shall be proved, he shall receive the crown of life, which God 
promised to men that love him. 

13 No man when he is tempted, say, that he is tempted of God; for why God is not a 
tempter of evil things, for he tempteth no man. (Let no man say, when he is tempted or 
tested, that he was tempted or tested by God; for God cannot be tempted by evil, and he tempteth 
no one.) 

14 But each man is tempted, drawn (away) and stirred, of his own coveting. [Soothly each 
man is tempted of (or by) his own coveting, drawn (away) from reason, and snared, or deceived.] 
(But each person is tempted or tested, drawn away and stirred, by his own lusts and envies.) 

15 Afterward coveting [or Then coveting], when it hath conceived, bringeth forth sin; 
but sin, when it is [ful] filled, (en)gendereth death. 

16 Therefore, my most dearworthy brethren, do not ye err. 

17 Each good gift, and each perfect gift is from above, and cometh down from the 
Father of lights, with whom is none other changing, nor overshadowing of reward. 
[+Each best thing given, and all perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of lights, 
with whom is not any changing, neither shadowing of whileness, or (of) time.] 

18 For willfully he begat us by the word of truth, that we be a beginning of his 
creature(s). (For willingly, or by free will, he begat us by the Word of Truth, so that we hold 
the first rank among all his creatures.) 

19 Know ye, my brethren most (be)loved, be each man swift to hear, but slow to speak, 
and slow to wrath; 

20 for the wrath of man worketh not the rightwiseness of God. 
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21 For which thing cast ye away all uncleanness, and plenty of malice, and in mildness 
(or and in meekness and humility), receive ye the word that is planted, that may save your 
souls (or that can save your souls). 

22 But be ye doers of the word, and not hearers only, deceiving yourselves. 

23 For if any man is an hearer of the word, and not a doer, this shall be likened to a 
man that beholdeth the cheer of his birth in a mirror (or he shall be like a man who seeth 
his face in a mirror); 

24 for he beheld himself, and went away, and anon he forgot which [or what] he was (or 
and at once he forgot what he was). 

25 But he that beholdeth into the law of perfect freedom, and dwelleth in it, and is not 
made a forgetful hearer, but a doer of work(s), this shall be blessed in his deed(s). 

26 And if any man guesseth himself to be religious, and refraineth not his tongue, but 
deceiveth his heart, the religion of him is vain (or his religion is empty and useless). 

27 A clean religion, and unwemmed with God and the Father, is this, to visit 
fatherless and motherless children, and widows in their tribulation, and to keep himself 
undefouled from this world. (A clean religion, and unspotted, or without blemish, with God 
the Father, is this, to visit fatherless and motherless children, and widows in their distress, and to 


keep himself undefiled from this world.) 


CHAPTER 2 

1 My brethren, do not ye have the faith of our Lord Jesus Christ of glory, in (the) 
acception of persons. [My brethren, do not in acception, or taking, of persons, have the faith of 
our Lord Jesus Christ of glory.](My brothers, ye who have faith in our Lord Jesus Christ in glory, 
do not favour, or have respect for, certain people over others.) 

2 For if a man that hath a golden ring, and in a fair clothing, (or For if a man who hath 
a gold ring, and beautiful clothes), cometh in your company, and a poor man entereth in a 
foul clothing, 

3 and if ye behold into him that is clothed with clear clothing, and if ye say to him, Sit 
thou here well, (or and if ye see him who is clothed with beautiful clothes, and ye say to him, Sit 
thou here in this favoured place); but to the poor man ye say, Stand thou there, either sit 
under the stool of my feet; 

4 whether ye deem not with yourselves, and be made doomsmen of wicked thoughts? 
(do not ye judge, and make yourselves judges, with your wicked thoughts?) 

5 Hear ye, my most dearworthy brethren, whether God chose not poor men in this 
world, rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom, that God promised to men that love him? 

6 But ye have despised the poor man. Whether rich men oppress not you by power, 
and they draw you to dooms? (or and do they not drag you to the courts?) 

7 Whether they blaspheme not the good name, that is called to help on you? [Whether 
they blaspheme not the good name, that is in-called of you?](Do they not blaspheme the good 
name, that you call upon for help?) 

8 Nevertheless if ye perform the King’s law, by (the) scriptures, Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour as thyself, ye do well. 

° But if ye take persons, ye work sin, and be reproved of the law, as trespassers [or as 
transgressors]. (But if ye favour, or have respect for, certain people over others, ye work sin, and 
be rebuked by the Law, as trespassers or as transgressors.) 

10 And whoever keepeth all the law, but offendeth in one, he is made guilty of all (of 
it). 

11 For he that said, Thou shalt do no lechery [or Thou shalt not do lechery], said also, 
Thou shalt not slay; (so) that if thou doest no lechery, but thou slayest, thou art made [a] 
trespasser of the law. 
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12 Thus speak ye, and thus do ye, as beginning to be deemed (or to be judged) by the law 
of freedom. 

13 For why doom without mercy is to him, that doeth no mercy; but mercy above 
raiseth doom. (For judgement without mercy is for him, who doeth no mercy; but mercy riseth 
above or triumpheth over judgement.) 

14 My brethren, what shall it profit, if any man say that he hath faith, but he hath not 
works? whether faith shall be able to save him? 

15 And if a brother or sister be naked, and have need of each day’s livelode [or of each 
day’s lifelode], (And if a brother or sister be naked, and have need of each day’s livelihood,) 

16 and if any of you say to them, Go ye in peace, be ye made hot, and be ye [full-]filled; 
but if ye give not to them those things that be necessary to the body, what shall it profit? 

17 So also faith, if it hath not works, is dead in itself. 

18 But some man shall say, Thou hast faith, and I have works; show thou to me thy 
faith without works, and I shall show to thee my faith of works, (or show to me thy faith 
without works, and I shall show to thee my faith by my works). 

19 Thou believest, that one God is; thou doest well; and (the) devils believe, and 
[together] tremble. 

20 But wilt thou know, thou vain man (or O empty and useless man), that faith without 
works is idle? 

21 Whether Abraham, our father, was not justified of works, (or Was not our father 
Abraham justified by works), offering Isaac, his son, on the altar? 

22 Therefore thou seest, that faith wrought with his works, and his faith was [ful] filled 
of works. (And so thou seest, that faith was at work in his works, and his faith was fulfilled, or 
was brought to fruition, by his works.) 

23 And the scripture was [ful] filled, saying, Abraham believed to God, and it was 
areckoned to him to rightwiseness, and he was called the friend of God. 

24 Ye see that a man is justified of works, and not of faith only. (And so ye see that aman 
is justified by works, and not by faith alone.) 

25 In like manner, whether also Rahab, the whore, was not justified of works, (or In like 
manner, was not Rahab, the whore, justified by works), and received the messengers, and sent 
them out by another way? 

26 For as the body without (the) spirit is dead, so also faith without works is dead. 


CHAPTER 3 

1 My brethren, do not ye be made (into) many masters, witting that ye take the more 
doom. (My brothers, do not let many of you become teachers, knowing that if ye do, ye shall 
receive a sterner judgement, or a greater condemnation.) 

2 For all we offend in many things. If any man offendeth not in word, this is a perfect 
man, (or If some man offendeth not by speaking unkindly, or harshly, then he is a perfect man); 
for also he may lead about all the body with a bridle. 

3 For if we put bridles into horses’ mouths, for to consent to us, and (so) we lead about 
all the body of them. 

4 And lo! ships, when they be great, and be driven of strong winds, yet they be borne 
about of a little rudder, where the moving of the governor will. (And behold! ships, 
although they be great, and be driven by strong winds, yet they can be turned about by a little 
rudder, wherever the captain desireth.) 

5 So also the tongue is but a little member, and raiseth great things. Lo! how little fire 
burneth [or kindleth] a full great wood, (or Behold! how a little fire burneth a very large forest). 

6 And our tongue is (a) fire, the university of wickedness. The tongue is ordained in 
our members, which defouleth all the body; and it is enflamed, [or set afire], of hell (or 
and it is set on fire from hell), and enflameth the wheel of our birth. 
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7 And all the kind(s) of beasts, and of fowls, and of serpents, and of others is chastised, 
and those be made tame of man’s kind (or and they all can be tamed by mankind); [Soothly 
all kind(s) of beasts, and fowls, and serpents, and of others, be overcome, or under-yoked, and be 
made tame, of mankind, (or and can be made tame by mankind);] 

8 but no man may chastise the tongue (or but no one can discipline the tongue), for it is 
an unpeaceable evil, and full of deadly venom. 

9 In it we bless God, the Father, and in it we curse men, that be made to the likeness 
i a (With it we bless God the Father, and with it we curse men, who be made in the likeness 
of God. 

10 (Out) Of the same mouth passeth forth [or cometh forth] blessing and cursing. My 
brethren (or My brothers), it behooveth not that these things be done so. 

11 Whether a well of the same hole bringeth forth sweet (water), and salt water? 

12 My brethren (or My brothers), whether a fig tree may make grapes, either a vine figs? 
So neither salt water may make sweet water. 

13 Who is wise, and taught among you? show he of good living his working [or show 
he of good living his work], in mildness of his wisdom. (Who is wise, and learned among you? 
show he by good living his work, along with the humility and the meekness of his wisdom.) 

14 (So) That if ye have bitter envy, and strivings [or strives] be in your hearts, do not ye 
have glory (or do not boast), and be liars against the truth. 

15 For this wisdom is not from above coming down, but earthly, and beastly, and fiendly 
(or and devilish). 

16 For where (there) is envy and strife, there is unsteadfastness and all shrewd work 
(or and every depraved work). 

17 But wisdom that is from above, first it is chaste, afterward peaceable, mild (or meek 
and humble), able to be counselled [or persuadable], consenting to good things, full of 
mercy and of good fruits, deeming without feigning (or judging with sincerity). 

18 And the fruit of rightwiseness is sown in peace, to men that make peace. (And the 
fruit of righteousness is sown in peace, by men who make peace.) 


CHAPTER 4 


1 Whereof be battles and chidings among you? Whether not (out) of your covetings, 
that fight in your members? (Where do battles and arguments among you come from? Whether 
not from your lusts and your envies, that fight among your members?) 

2 Ye covet, and ye have not; ye slay, and ye have envy, and ye may not get (or and ye 
cannot get). Ye chide, and make battle; and ye have not, for that ye ask not. 

3 Ye ask, and ye receive not; for that ye ask (with) evil (intent), as ye show openly in 
your covetings. 

4 Adulterers, know not ye, that the friendship of this world is enemy to God? [+or that 
the friendship of this world is enmity to God? ](or that friendship with this world, or love of or for 
this world, is enmity to God?) Therefore whoever will be the friend of this world, is made 
the enemy of God. 

5 Whether ye guess, that the scripture saith vainly, (or Do ye think, that the Scripture saith 
emptily, or for no purpose), The spirit that dwelleth in you, coveteth to envy? 

© But he giveth the more grace; for which thing he saith, God withstandeth proud 
men, but to meek men he giveth grace, (or God opposeth the proud, but he giveth grace to the 
humble). 


7 Therefore be ye subject to God; but withstand ye the devil, and he shall flee from 
you. 


8 Nigh ye to God, and he shall nigh to you. Ye sinners, cleanse ye the hands, and ye 
double in soul [or and ye double of will], purge ye the hearts. (Come near to God, and he shall 
come near to you. Ye sinners, cleanse your hands, and ye of two minds, purge your hearts.) 
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° Be ye wretches, and wail ye [or and weep ye]; your laughing be turned into weeping, 
and [your] joy into (the) sorrow of heart. 

10 Be ye meeked in the sight of the Lord, and he shall enhance you. (Be ye humble before 
the Lord, and he shall raise you up.) 

11 My brethren, do not ye backbite each other. He that backbiteth his brother, either 
that deemeth his brother, backbiteth the law, and deemeth the law. And if thou deemest 
the law, thou art not a doer of the law, but a doomsman. (My brothers, do not slander each 
other. He who slandereth his brother, or who judgeth his brother, slandereth the Law, and judgeth 
the Law. And if thou judgest the Law, thou art not a doer of the Law, but a judge.) 

12 But one is maker of the law, and judge, that may lose and deliver. And who art thou, 
that deemest thy neighbour? (But there is One who is the Maker of the Law, and the Judge, 
who can destroy and save. And so who art thou, who judgest thy neighbour?) 

13 Lo! now ye, that say, Today either tomorrow we shall go into that city, and there we 
shall dwell a year, and we shall make merchandise, and we shall make winning(s), (or and 
we shall have great success, and make great profits); 

14 which know not, what is to you in the morrow. For what is your life? A smoke [or A 
vapour] appearing at a little time, and afterward it shall be wasted. 

15 Therefore that ye say, If the Lord will, and if we live, we shall do this thing, either 
that thing. (And so ye should say, If the Lord desireth it, and if we live, we shall do this, or that.) 

16 And now ye make full out joy in your prides; every such joying is wicked. 

17 Therefore it is sin to him, that knoweth to do good, and doeth not. 


CHAPTER 5 


1 Do now, ye rich men, weep ye, yelling in your wretchednesses that shall come to you. 

2 Your riches be rotten, and your clothes be eaten of moths. (Your riches have rotted, 
and your clothes have been eaten by moths.) 

3 Your gold and silver hath rusted, and the rust of them shall be to you into witnessing, 
and shall eat your fleshes, as fire. Ye have treasured to you wrath in the last days. (Your 
gold and silver have rusted, and their rust shall be the testimony against you, and shall eat your 
flesh, like fire. Ye have piled up wealth for yourselves in the Last Days.) 

4 Lo! the hire of your workmen, that reaped your fields, which is defrauded of you, 
crieth; and the cry of them hath entered into the ears of the Lord of hosts. (Behold! the 
wages of your workers, who harvested your fields, and who were defrauded by you, crieth out; and 
their cry hath entered into the ears of the Lord of hosts.) 

5 Ye have eaten on the earth, and in your lecheries ye have nourished your hearts. In 
the day of slaying 

6 ye brought, and slew the just Man, and he against-stood not you. [ye led to, and slew 
the just man, and he withstood you not (or and he did not withstand you).](ye condemned, and 
killed the Just Man, and he did not oppose you, or and he did not stand against you.) 

7 Therefore, brethren, be ye patient, till to the coming of the Lord. Lo! an earth-tiller 
abideth [the] precious fruit of the earth, patiently suffering, till he receive timeful and 
lateful fruit. (And so brothers, endure, until the coming of the Lord. Behold! a farmer waiteth 
for the precious fruit from the earth, yea, patiently waiting, until he receive (the fruit) in its time, 
and then even a later harvest.) 

8 And be ye patient, and confirm ye your hearts, for the coming of the Lord shall nigh. 
(And so be patient, and make your hearts firm, for the coming of the Lord shall approach, or it is 
near.) 

9 Brethren, do not ye be sorrowful [or do not ye be scornful] each to (the) other, that ye 
be not deemed (or so that ye be not judged). Lo! the judge standeth nigh before the gate. 

10 Brethren, take ye (an) ensample of evil going out, and of long abiding, and travail, 
[or and of (the) long abiding of travail], and of patience, the prophets, that spake to you in 
the name of the Lord, (or the prophets, who spoke to you in the name of the Lord). 
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11 Lo! we bless them that suffered. Ye have heard (of) the patience of Job, and ye saw 


the end of the Lord (or and ye saw his end with the Lord), for the Lord is merciful, and doing 
mercy. 


12 Before all things, my brethren, do not ye swear, neither by heaven, neither by earth, 
neither by whatever other oath. But be your word Yea, yea, Nay, nay, that ye fall not 
under doom (or so that ye do not fall under judgement). 

13 And if any of you is sorrowful, [or (is) heavy], pray he with (a) patient soul, and say 
he a psalm. 

14 If any of you is sick, lead he in (some) priests of the church (or send he for some priests 
from the church), and pray they for him, and anoint him with oil in the name of the Lord; 

15 and the prayer of faith shall save the sick man/or and the prayer of faith shall save the 
sick], and the Lord shall make him light (or and the Lord shall put him at ease); and if he be 
in sins, they shall be forgiven to him. 

16 Therefore acknowledge ye each to (the) other your sins, and pray ye each for (the) 
other, (so) that ye be saved. For the continual prayer of a just man is (of) much worth. 

17 Elias was a deadly man like us (or Elijah was a mortal man like us), and in prayer he 
prayed, that it should not rain on the earth, and it rained not (for) three years and six 
months. 

18 And again he prayed, and heaven gave rain, and the earth gave his fruit (or and the 
land brought forth its fruit). 

19 And, brethren, if any of you erreth from (the) truth, and any converteth him, 

20 he oweth to know, that he that maketh a sinner to be turned from the error of his 
way(s), shall save the soul of him from death, and covereth the multitude of sins. [Amen.] 
(he ought to know, that he who maketh a sinner to turn from the error of his ways, shall save his 
soul from death, and covereth a multitude of sins. Amen.) 
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1ST PETER 


1 Peter, (an) apostle of Jesus Christ, to the chosen men, to the comelings of (the) 
scattering abroad, [or to the chosen guests, or (the) comelings, of (the) dispersion, or the 
scattering abroad], (or who be the newcomers, or the strangers, in the scattering abroad, or in the 
dispersion, or the Diaspora), of Pontus, of Galatia, of Cappadocia, of Asia, and of Bithynia, 

2 by the before-knowing [or the prescience] of God, the Father, in (the) hallowing of (the) 
Spirit, (or by the consecrating, or the sanctifying, of the Spirit), by (the) obedience, and (the) 
sprinkling of the blood of Jesus Christ, grace and peace be multiplied to you. 

3 Blessed be God, and the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, which by his great mercy 
begat us again into (a) living hope, by the again-rising of Jesus Christ from death, [or by 
the again-rising of Jesus Christ from (the) dead], (or by the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the 
dead), 

4 into (a) heritage uncorruptible, and undefouled, and that shall not fade, that is kept 
in heavens for you, (to an incorruptible and undefiled inheritance, that shall not fade, and that 
is kept for you in heaven,) 

5 that in the virtue of God be kept by the faith into health, and is ready to be showed 
in the last time. (who by the power of God be kept by the faith unto salvation, and is ready to be 
shown on the Last Day or at the Time of the End.) 

6 In which ye shall make joy, though it behooveth now a little to be sorry in diverse 
temptations; (On which Day ye shall have joy, though it behooveth now to be sorrowful for a 
while, enduring different tests;) 

7 (so) that the proving of your faith be much more precious than gold, that is proved by 
fire; and be found into praising, and glory, and honour, in the revelation of Jesus Christ. 

8 Whom when ye have not seen, ye love; into whom also now ye not seeing, believe; 
but ye that believe shall have joy, and gladness that may not be told out, (or but ye who 
believe shall have joy, yea, joy that cannot be told out), and ye shall be glorified, 

9 and have [or bring again] the end of your faith, the health of your souls. (and receive 
the completion of your faith, yea, the salvation of your souls.) 

10 Of which health prophets sought [out], (or Of which salvation the prophets sought out), 
and searched into, that prophesied of the grace to coming in you, [Of which health prophets 
sought out, and ensearched, that prophesied of the grace to come into you,] 

11 and sought which either what manner time the Spirit of Christ signified in them, 
and before-told those passions that be in Christ, and the latter glories. (and sought at what 
time and in what manner the Spirit of the Messiah signified to them, and foretold the sufferings 
that be for the Messiah, and the latter glories.) 

12 To which it was showed, for not to themselves, but to you they ministered those 
things, that now be told to you by them that preached to you by the Holy Ghost (or which 
now be told to you by those who preached to you through the Holy Spirit), sent from heaven, 
into whom angels desire to behold. 

13 For which thing be ye gird the loins of your soul, sober (or resolute), perfect, and 
hope ye into that grace that is proffered to you by the showing of Jesus Christ [or and 
hope ye into that grace that is offered to you by the revelation of Jesus Christ], 

14 as sons of obedience, not made like to the former desires of your uncunningness, 
(or your unknowingness), [or of your ignorance], 

15 but like him that hath called you holy; (so) that also yourselves be holy in all living; 

16 for it is written, Ye shall be holy, for I am holy. 

17 And if ye inwardly call him Father, which deemeth without acception of persons by 
the work of each man, live ye in dread in the time of your pilgrimage [in, (or on), (the) 
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earth]; (And if ye inwardly call him Father, who judgeth without respect for persons, or without 
favouritism, but rather, according to the works of each man, live ye in fearful reverence during the 
time of your pilgrimage on the earth;) 

18 witting that not by corruptible gold, either silver, ye be bought again of your 
vain living of (your) fathers’ tradition, (knowing that not by corruptible gold, or silver, ye be 
redeemed, or released, from the empty and useless living of your fathers’ traditions,) 

19 (no) but by the precious blood as of the lamb undefouled and unspotted, Christ 
Jesus, (but rather, by the precious blood as of an undefiled and unspotted lamb, yea, the Messiah 
Jesus,) 

20 that was known before the making of the world, but he is showed in the last times, 
for you (who was known before the creation of the world, but he was shown in these Last Times, 
for you) 

21 that by him be faithful in God; that raised him from death [or that raised him from 
(the) dead], and gave to him everlasting glory, (so) that your faith and hope were in God. 

22 And make ye chaste your souls in obedience of charity, in love of (the) brotherhood; 
of simple heart love ye together more busily (or with a sincere heart love one another more 
diligently). 

23 And be ye born again, not of corruptible seed, but [of] uncorruptible (seed), by the 
word of (the) living God, and dwelling into without end (or and living forever). 

24 For each flesh is(as) hay, and all the glory of it is as the flower of hay; the hay dried 
up, and his (or its) flower felled down; 

25 but the word of the Lord dwelleth [into] without end (or but the word of the Lord 
remaineth forever). And this is the word, that is preached to you. 


CHAPTER 2 

1 Therefore put ye away all malice, and all guile, and feignings [or simulations], and 
envies, and all backbitings [or all detractions]; 

2 as now born young children, reasonable, without guile, covet ye (the) milk [of full 
teaching], that in it ye wax into health (or so that by it ye grow in your salvation); 

3 if nevertheless ye have tasted, that the Lord is sweet. 

4 And nigh ye to him, that is a living stone, and reproved of men, but chosen of God, 
and honoured; (And come near to him, who is a living stone, and rebuked and rejected by men, 
but chosen and honoured by God;) 

5 and yourselves as quick stones (or and yourselves like living stones), be ye above builded 
into spiritual houses, and an holy priesthood, to offer spiritual sacrifices, acceptable to 
God by Jesus Christ. 

6 For which thing the scripture saith, Lo! I shall set in Sion [or I shall put in Sion] the 
highest cornerstone, chosen and precious; and he that shall believe in him, shall not 
be confounded. (For which thing the Scripture saith, Behold! I shall put in Zion the highest 
cornerstone, chosen and precious; and he who shall believe in him, shall not be shamed.) 

7 Therefore honour to you that believe; but to men that believe not, the stone whom 
the builders reproved, this is made into the head of the corner; (And so honour to you who 
believe; but to those who do not believe, the stone which the builders rejected, this is made into 
the head of the corner;) 

8 and the stone of hurting, and the stone of stumbling, to them that offend to the word 
(or to those who stumble at the word), neither believe it, in which they be set. 

9 But ye be a chosen kin [or Forsooth ye be a kind (that was) chosen], a kingly priesthood, 
(a) holy folk, a people of purchasing, that ye tell the virtues of him, that called you from 
darknesses into his wonderful light, (or so that ye tell out his praises, he who called you from 
darkness into his wonderful light). 
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10 Which sometime were not a people of God, but now ye be the people of God; which 
had not mercy, but now ye have mercy. 

11 Most dear (ones), I beseech you, as comelings, [or as guests], (or as newcomers), and 
pilgrims, to abstain you from fleshly desires, that fight against the soul; 

12 and have ye your conversation [or your life] good among heathen men, that in that 
thing that they backbite of you, as of mis-doers, they behold you of good works, and 
glorify God in the day of visitation. (and live a good life among the Gentiles, so that in those 
things in which they now slander you, as mis-doers, they shall instead see your good works, and 
glorify God on the Day of Visitation.) 

13 Be ye subject to each creature of man, for God, (or Be subject to each creation, or to each 


institution of man, for God); either to the king, as to him that is higher [or is more worthy] in 
state, 
14 either to dukes, as to those that be sent of him to the vengeance of mis-doers, and 


to the praising of good men [or of good deeds]. 

15 For so is the will of God, that ye do well, and make the uncunningness, (or the 
unknowingness, or the ignorance) of unprudent men [or of unwise men] to be dumb (or to 
be silent). 

16 As free men, and not as having freedom the covering of malice, but as the servants 


of God. 
17 Honour ye all men, love ye (the) brotherhood, dread ye God (or have fearful reverence 


toward God), honour ye the king. 

18 Servants, be ye subject in all dread to (your) lords, not only to good and to mild 
(ones), but also to tyrants. (Servants, be subject in all fear or with all due respect, or reverence, 
for your lords, not only to good and to meek ones, but also to tyrants.) 

19 For this is grace, if for conscience of God any man suffereth heavinesses [or sorrows], 
and suffereth unjustly. 

20 For what grace is it, if ye sin, and be buffeted, and suffer? But if ye do well, and 
suffer patiently, this is grace with God. 

21 For to this thing ye be called. For also Christ suffered for us, and left (an) ensample 
to you, that ye follow the steps of him. (For to this ye be called. For the Messiah also suffered 
for us, and left an example for you, so that ye follow his steps.) 

22 Which did not sin, neither guile was found in his mouth. (Who did not sin, nor was a 
lie ever found in his mouth, or nor did a lie ever come out of his mouth.) 

23 And when he was cursed, he cursed not; when he suffered, he menaced not; but he 
betook himself to him, that deemed him unjustly. (And when he was cursed, he did not curse 
back; when he suffered, he did not threaten; but he delivered himself unto him, who judged him 
unjustly.) 

24 And he himself bare [or suffered] our sins in his body on a tree, (so) that we be dead 
to sins, and live to rightwiseness, by whose wan wound ye be healed. 

25 For ye were as sheep erring, but ye be now turned to the shepherd [or but ye be 
converted now to the shepherd], and (the) bishop (or the High Priest) of your souls. 


CHAPTER 3 

1 Also women be they subject to their husbands; that if any man, that is, 
(their)husbands, believe not to the word, by the conversation of women they (shall) be 
won without (any) word(s). (And women should be subject to their husbands; so that if their 
husbands do not believe the word of God, by the way their women live these men shall be won 
without any words.) 

2 And behold ye in dread your holy conversation. (And so, ye women, watch over your 
pure way of living, with a fear of losing it.) 

3 Of whom be there not withoutforth curious adorning of hair, either doing about of 
gold, either adorning of clothing; 
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4 but that that is the hid man of (the) heart, in uncorruption, and of mild spirit, [or 
in (the) uncorruptibility of (a) quiet and mild spirit], which is rich in the sight of God. (but 
within, yea, hidden in the heart, and with a meek and a humble spirit, which is rich before God.) 

5 For so sometime holy women hoping in God adorned themselves, and were subject 
to their own husbands. 

6 As Sara(h) obeyed to Abraham, and called him lord; of whom ye be daughters well- 
doing, and not dreading any perturbation. 

7 Also men dwell together, and by cunning, (or knowing), [or science], give ye honour 
to the woman’s frailty, [or to her vessel], (or to her body), as to the more feeble, and as to 
even-heirs of grace and of life, (so) that your prayers be not hindered. 

8 And in faith all of one will (or of one intention), in prayer be ye each suffering with 
(the) other, lovers of (the) brotherhood, merciful, mild (or humble), meek; [Forsooth in faith 
all of one understanding, or will, in prayer be ye compassionate, or each suffering with (the) other, 
lovers of (the) fraternity, merciful, mild, meek;] 

9 not yielding evil for evil, neither cursing for cursing, but on the contrary blessing; 
for in this thing ye be called, that ye wield blessing by heritage (or so that ye can possess 
the blessing by inheritance). 

10 For he that will love life, and see good days, constrain his tongue from evil, and his 
lips, that they speak not guile, [or that they speak no guile], (or so that they do not speak lies). 
11 And bow he (away) from evil, and do good; seek he peace, and perfectly follow it. 

12 For the eyes of the Lord be on just men, and his ears on the prayers of them; but the 
cheer [or the face] of the Lord is on men that do evils. 

13 And who is it that shall annoy you, if ye be (pur)suers and lovers of goodness? [And 
who is it that shall annoy to you, if ye shall be good (pur)suers?](And who is it that shall harm 
you, if ye be followers and lovers of goodness, or if ye pursue after that which is good?) 

14 But also if ye suffer anything for rightwiseness, ye be blessed; but dread ye not the 
dread of them (or but do not fear them), (so) that ye be not disturbed [or distroubled]. 

15 But hallow ye the Lord Christ in your hearts, and evermore be ye ready to [do] 
satisfaction to each man asking you (for the) reason of that faith and hope that is in you, 
but with mildness, and dread, (But consecrate the Lord Messiah in your hearts, and always be 
ye ready to give satisfaction to each man asking you for the reason for the faith and hope that is 
in you, but with meekness and humility, and fearful reverence,) 

16 having good conscience; that in that thing that they backbite of you, they be 
confounded, which challenge falsely your good conversation in Christ. (having a clear 
conscience; so that for that thing in which they slander you, they shall be ashamed, yea, they who 
defame your pure life in the Messiah.) 

17 For it is better that ye do well, and suffer, if the will of God will, than doing evil. 
[Soothly it is better, if the will of God will, ye well-doing, to suffer, than evil-doing.](For it is better 
that ye do good, and suffer, if it be God’s will, than to do evil.) 

18 For also Christ once died for our sins, he (the) just for (the) unjust, that he should 
offer to God us [or that he should offer us to God], made dead in (the) flesh, but made quick 
in (the) Spirit. (For also the Messiah once died for our sins, or For the Messiah also died for our 
sins once and for all, he the righteous for the unrighteous, so that he could offer us to God, made 
dead in the flesh, but made alive in the Spirit.) 

19 For which thing he came in (the) Spirit, and also to them that were (en)closed 
together in prison; 

20 which were sometime unbelieveful, when they abided the patience of God in the 
days of Noe (or of Noah), when the ship [or the ark] was made, in which a few, that is to 
say, eight souls were made safe by water (or eight lives were saved through water). 

21 And so baptism of like form maketh us safe; not the putting away of the filths of (the) 
flesh, but the asking of a good conscience in God, by the again-rising of our Lord Jesus 
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Christ, (And so a baptism of like form saveth us; not the putting away of the filths of the flesh, but 
the asking by a good conscience to God, through the resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ,) 

22 that is in the right half of God, and swalloweth death, that we should be made heirs 
of everlasting life, (or who is at the right hand, or on the right side, of God, and swalloweth death, 
so that we can be made heirs of eternal life). He went into heaven, and angels, and powers, 
and virtues (or authorities) be made subject to him. 


CHAPTER 4 
1 Therefore for Christ suffered in (the) flesh (or And so because the Messiah suffered in the 
flesh), be ye also armed by the same thinking; for he that suffered in (the) flesh ceased 
from sins, 
2 that that is left now of (the) time in (the) flesh live not now to the desires of men, but 
to the will of God. 
3 For the time that is passed is enough to the will of (the) heathen men to be ended, 


which walked in lecheries, and lusts, in much drinking of wine, in unmeasurable [or oft] 
eatings, and drinkings, and unleaveful worshipping of maumets [or of idols]. (For the time 
that is passed was enough for the desires of the Gentiles to be done, or to be finished, yea, they who 
lived, or went, in lecheries, and lusts, in much drinking of wine, in immeasurable or oft eatings, 
and drinkings, and unlawful worshipping of idols.) 

4 In which now they be astonied (or astonished), in which thing they wonder (about), 
for ye run not together (with them) into the same confusion of lechery, and (so they) 
blaspheme (thee), (or and so they insult thee, or they vilify thee). 

5 And they shall give reason to him, that is ready to deem the quick and the dead. (But 
soon they shall have to give an answer to him, who is ready to judge the living and the dead.) 

6 For why for this thing it is preached [or it is evangelized] also to dead men, that they 
be deemed by men in (the) flesh, and that they live by God in (the) Spirit. 

7 For the end of all things shall nigh. Therefore be ye prudent, and wake ye in prayers; 
(For the end of everything shall approach or it is near. And so be prudent, and be on watch, keep 
praying;) 

8 before all things have ye charity each to (the) other in yourselves always lasting; for 
charity covereth the multitude of sins. (above all, love one another always and earnestly; for 
love covereth a multitude of sins.) 

9 Hold ye hospitality together without grudging; (Have hospitality toward one another 
without grumbling;) 

10 each man as he hath received grace, ministering it into each other, [or ministering 
each to (the) other], (or serving one another), as good dispensers of the manifold grace of 


God. 
11 If any man speaketh, speak he as the words of God; if any man ministereth, as 


of the virtue which God ministereth; (so) that God be honoured in all things by Jesus 
Christ our Lord, to whom is glory and lordship into worlds of worlds. Amen. (If anyone 
speaketh, (speak he) with the words of God; if anyone serveth, (serve he) with the strength which 
God supplieth; so that God be honoured in all things by Jesus Christ our Lord, to whom is glory and 
lordship forever and ever. Amen.) 

12 Most dear brethren, do not ye go in pilgrimage in fervour, that is made to you to 
temptation (or that is made to test you), as if any new thing befall to you; 

13 but commune ye with the passions of Christ, and have ye joy, (or but share in the 
sufferings of the Messiah, and rejoice), (so) that also ye be glad, and have joy in the revelation 
of his glory. 

14 If ye be despised for the name of Christ, ye shall be blessed; for that that is of the 
honour, and of the glory, and of the virtue of God, and the Spirit that is his, shall rest 
on you. (If ye be despised for the name of the Messiah, ye shall be blessed; for that that is of the 
honour, and of the glory, and of the power of God, and the Spirit that is his, shall rest upon you.) 
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15 But no man of you suffer as a manslayer, either a thief, either curser, either a desirer 
of other men’s goods [or of other men’s things]; 

16 but if he suffer as a christian man, shame he not (or be he not ashamed), but glorify 
he God in this name. 

17 For (the) time is, that doom begin at God’s house; and if it begin first at us, what end 
shall be of them, that believe not to the gospel? (For it is now the time that judgement begin 
at God’s household; and if (it begin) first with us, what end (shall be) for those, who do not believe 
the Gospel or the Good News?) 

18 And if a just man scarcely shall be saved, where shall the unfaithful man and the 
sinner appear? 

19 Therefore and they that suffer by the will of God, betake their souls in good deeds 
to the faithful Maker of nought. (And so let them who suffer by God’s will, deliver their souls 
through good deeds unto the faithful Maker of everything out of nothing.) 


CHAPTER 5 

1 Therefore I, an even-elder man, and a witness of Christ’s passions, which also am a 
communer of that glory, that shall be showed in (the) time to come; beseech the elder 
men, that be among you, (And so I, a fellow elder, and a witness of the Messiah’s sufferings, who 
also (shall) partake of, or (shall) share in, that glory, which shall be shown, or shall be revealed, in 
the time to come; yea, I beseech the elders, who be among you,) 

2 feed ye the flock of God, that is among you, and purvey ye, not as constrained, but 
willfully, by God; not for love of foul winning, but willfully, (feed the flock of God, who be 
among you, yea, provide for them, not like someone who is compelled, but willingly, or by free will, 
through God; not for the love of foul gain, or for immoral profit, but willingly, or by free will,) 

3 neither as having lordship in the clergy, but (so) that ye be made (an) ensample to 
the flock, of (free) will [or by intent]. 

4 And when the prince of shepherds shall appear, ye shall receive the crown of glory, 
that may never fade (or that can never fade). 

5 Also, ye young men, be ye subject to elder men, and all show ye together meekness (or 
and all of you show humility and humbleness before them); for the Lord withstandeth proud 
men, but he giveth grace to meek men. 

6 Therefore be ye meeked under the mighty hand of God, that he raise you in the time 
[or in the day] of visitation, (And so be humble under the mighty hand of God, so that he can 
raise you up at the Time of Visitation, or on the Day of Visitation,) 

7 and cast ye all your busyness into him, for to him is (the) care of you. (and throw all 
your concerns onto him, for he careth for you.) 

8 Be ye sober, and wake ye, (or Be resolute, and be on watch), for your adversary, the devil, 
as a roaring lion goeth about, seeking whom he shall devour. 

9 Whom against-stand ye, strong in the faith, witting that the same passion is made 
to that brotherhood of you, that is in the world. (Yea, he whom you must stand against, or 
whom you must withstand, being strong in the faith, and knowing that your brothers, who be in 
the world, experience the same suffering.) 

10 And God of all grace, that called you into his everlasting glory, you suffering a little 
[in Christ Jesus], (or though you do suffer now for a short time in the Messiah Jesus), he shall 
perform, and shall confirm, and shall make firm. 

11 To him be glory and lordship, into worlds of worlds (or forever and ever). Amen. 

12 By Silvanus, [a] faithful brother to you as I deem, I wrote shortly; beseeching, and 
witnessing that this is the very grace of God, in which ye stand. (I have written this short 
letter by Silvanus, a faithful brother of yours whom I trust; beseeching, and testifying that this is 
the true grace of God, in which ye should stand.) 
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13 The church that is gathered in Babylon, and Marcus, my son, greeteth you well. (The 
church that is gathered in Babylon, and my son Mark, send you hearty greetings.) 

14 Greet ye well together in holy kiss. Grace be to you all that be in Christ. Amen. (Give 
hearty greetings to one another with a holy kiss. Grace be to all of you who be in the Messiah. 


Amen.) 


4370 XRN 


1ST JOHN CHAPTER 1:1 939 1ST JOHN CHAPTER 2:9 


1ST JOHN 


1 That thing that was from the beginning, which we heard, which we saw with our 
eyes, which we beheld, and our hands touched, of the word of life; (That which was from 
the beginning, which we heard, which we saw with our eyes, which we beheld, and our hands 
touched, of the Word of Life, or of the Living Word;) 

2 and the life is showed. And we saw, and witness, and tell to you the everlasting life, 
that was with the Father, and appeared to us. (and that Life was shown. And we saw, and 
testify, and tell you about the Eternal Life, who was with the Father, and appeared to us.) 

3 Therefore that thing, that we saw, and heard, we tell to you, (or And so that which we 
saw, and heard, we tell to you), (so) that also ye have fellowship with us, and our fellowship 
be with the Father, and with his Son Jesus Christ. 

4 And we write this thing to you, that ye have joy, and that your joy be full. (And we 
write this to you, so that ye have joy, and that your joy be complete.) 

5 And this is the telling, that we heard of him, and tell to you, that God is light, and 
there be no darknesses in him. (And this is the tiding, or the message, that we heard from him, 
and tell to you, that God is light, and there is no darkness in him.) 

6 If we say, that we have fellowship with him, and we wander in darknesses (or and we 
walk in the darkness), we lie, and do not (have the) truth. 

7 But if we walk in (the) light, as also he is in (the) light, we have fellowship together; 
and the blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth us from all sin. 

8 If we say, that we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, and (the) truth is not in us. 

° If we acknowledge our sins, he is faithful and just, that he forgive to us our sins, and 


cleanse us from all wickedness. 
10 And if we say, that we have not sinned, we make him a liar, and his word is not in 
us. 


CHAPTER 2 
1 My little sons, I write to you these things, (so) that ye sin not. But if any man sinneth, 
we have an advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ (who is)[just], 
2 and he is the forgiveness [or (the) helping] for our sins; and not only for our sins, but 
also for the sins of all the world. 
3 And in this thing we know, that we know him, if we keep his commandments (or if 


we obey his commands). 

4 He that saith that he knoweth God, and keepeth not his commandments, is a liar, and 
(the) truth is not in him. (He who saith that he knoweth God, and obeyeth not his commands, is 
aliar, and the truth is not in him.) 

5 But the charity of God is perfect verily in him, that keepeth his word (or But the love of 
God is truly perfect in him, who obeyeth his word or his commands), [or Forsooth who keepeth his 
word, verily in him is perfect charity (or But who obeyeth his word, truly in him is perfect love)]. 
In this thing we know, that we be in him, if we be perfect in him. 

6 He that saith, that he dwelleth in him, he oweth to walk, as he walked. (He who saith, 
that he remaineth in him, he ought to walk, like he walked.) 

7 Most dear brethren(or Most dear brothers), I write to you, not a new commandment, 
but the old commandment, that ye had from the beginning. The old commandment is 
the word, that ye heard. 

8 Again I write to you a new commandment, that is true both in him and in you; for 
(the) darknesses be passed (away), and very light shineth now, (or for the darkness hath 
gone away, and the true light shineth now). 

9 He that saith, that he is in (the) light, and hateth his brother, is in darknesses yet. (He 
who saith, that he is in the light, and hateth his brother, is still in darkness.) 
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10 He that loveth his brother, dwelleth in (the) light, (or He who loveth his brother, 
remaineth in the light), and (a) cause of stumbling is not in him. 

1 But he that hateth his brother, is in darknesses, and wandereth in darknesses, and 
knoweth not whither he goeth; for darknesses have blinded his eyes. (But he who hateth 
his brother, is in darkness, and walketh in darkness, and knoweth not where he goeth; for the 
darkness hath blinded his eyes.) 

12 Little sons, I write to you, that your sins be forgiven to you for (the sake of) his name. 
[Little sons, I write to you, for your sins be forgiven to you for his name.] 

13 Fathers, I write to you, for ye have known him, that is from the beginning, (or Fathers, 
I write to you, because ye have known him, who is from the beginning). Young men, I write to 
you, for ye have overcome the wicked (one). I write to you, young children [or infants], 
for ye have known the Father. 

14] write to you, brethren, for ye have known him, that is from the beginning. I write 
to you, young men, for ye be strong, and the word of God dwelleth in you, and ye have 
overcome the wicked (one). (I write to you, brothers, for ye have known him, who is from the 
beginning. I write to you, young men, for ye be strong, and God’s Word liveth in you, or and God’s 
word remaineth in you, and ye have overcome the Wicked One.) 

15 Do not ye love the world, nor those things that be in the world. If any man loveth 
the world, the charity of the Father is not in him. (Do not love the world, nor those things 
that be in the world. If anyone loveth the world, the love of the Father is not in them.) 

16 For all thing that is in the world, is covetousness of (the) flesh, and covetousness of 
(the) eyes, and (the) pride of life, which is not of the Father, but it is of the world. 

17 And the world shall pass (away), and the covetousness of it; but he that doeth the 
will of God, dwelleth [into] without end, (or but he who doeth God’s will, remaineth forever, or 
liveth forever). 

18 My little sons, the last hour is; and as ye have heard, that (the) antichrist cometh, 
now many antichrists be made; wherefore we know, that it is the last hour. (My little sons, 
it is the Last Hour; and as ye have heard, that the Anti-Messiah, or the False Messiah, or the Enemy 
of the Messiah, cometh, and that now many anti-messiahs have appeared; and so we know, that 
it is the Last Hour.) 

19 They went forth from us, but they were not of us; for if they had been of us, they 
had dwelt with us; but that they be known, that they be not all of us. (They went out from 
us, but they were not of us; for if they had been of us, they would have remained with us; but now 
they be known, or but now it be known, that they be not of us.) 

20 But ye have (an) anointing [or (an) unction] of the Holy Ghost, and know all things. 
(But ye have an anointing of the Holy Spirit, and know everything, or and know all the truth.) 

21 | wrote not to you, as to men that know not the truth, but as to men that know it, 
and for each leasing is not of truth (or and because every lie is not of the truth). 

22 Who is a liar, [no] but this that denieth that Jesus is not Christ? This is (the) antichrist, 
that denieth the Father, and the Son. (Who is a liar? none but he who denieth that Jesus is the 
Messiah. This is the Anti-Messiah, or the False Messiah, or the Enemy of the Messiah, who denieth 
the Father, and the Son.) 

23 For each that denieth the Son, hath not the Father; but he that acknowledgeth the 
Son, hath also the Father. 

24 That thing that ye heard at [or from] the beginning, dwell it in you; for if that thing 
dwelleth in you, which ye heard at (or from) the beginning, ye shall dwell in the Son and 
in the Father. (That which ye heard from the beginning, let it remain in you; for if that remaineth 
in you, which ye have heard from the beginning, ye shall remain in the Son and in the Father.) 

25 And this is the promise, that he promised to us, everlasting life, (or Eternal Life, or 
eternal life). 
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26 | wrote these things to you, of them that deceive you, (I wrote these things to you, 
about those who deceive you,) 

27 and that the anointing which ye received of him, dwell in you. And ye have not 
need, that any man teach you, but as his anointing teacheth you of all things, and it is 
true, and it is not leasing; and as he taught you, dwell ye in him. (and so that the anointing 
which ye have received from him, remain in you. And ye have no need, that any man teach you, 
for his anointing teacheth you everything, and it is true, and it is not a lie; and so as he taught 
you, remain in him, or live in him.) 

28 And now, ye little sons, dwell ye in him, that when he shall appear, we have trust, 
and be not confounded of him in his coming. (And now, ye little sons, remain in him, so that 
when he shall appear, we have trust, and be not ashamed of him at his coming.) 

29 Tf ye know that he is just, know ye that also each that doeth rightwiseness, is born of 
him. (If ye know that he is just or is righteous, know also that each one who doeth righteousness, 


is his child.) 
CHAPTER 3 


1 See ye what manner charity the Father gave to us (or See what kind of love the Father 
gave us), that we be named the sons of God, and be his sons. For this thing the world 
knew not us, for it knew not him. 

2 Most dear brethren(or Most dear brothers), now we be the sons of God, and yet it 
appeared not, what we shall be. We know, that when he shall appear, we shall be like 


him, for we shall see him as he is. 
3 And each man that hath this hope in him, maketh himself holy, as he is holy. 


4 Each man that doeth sin, doeth also wickedness, and sin is wickedness. 
5 And ye know, that he appeared to do away sins, and sin is not in him. 


6 Each man that dwelleth in him, sinneth not; and each that sinneth, seeth not him, 
neither knew him. (Each one who remaineth in him, or who liveth in him, sinneth not; and each 
one who sinneth, seeth not him, nor knoweth him.) 

2 Eee sons, (let) no man deceive you; he that doeth rightwiseness, is just, as also he 
is just. 

8 He that doeth sin, is of the devil; for the devil sinneth from the beginning. In this 
thing the Son of God appeared, that he undo the works of the devil. (He who doeth sin, is 
of the Devil; for the Devil sinneth from the beginning. The Son of God appeared for this, yea, that 
he destroy the works of the Devil.) 

9 Each man that is born of God, doeth not sin; for the seed of God dwelleth in him, and 
he may not do sin, for he is born of God. (Each one who is born of God, or who is a child of 
God, sinneth not; for God’s seed liveth in him, and so he cannot do sin, for he is born of God or he 
is a child of God.) 

10 In this thing the sons of God be known, and the sons of the fiend, (or By this the sons 
of God be known, and also the sons of the Devil). Each man that is not just, is not of God, and 
he that loveth not his brother [is not of God]. 

11 For this is the telling, that ye heard at the beginning, that ye love each other; (For this 
is the tiding, or the message, that ye heard from the beginning, that ye should love one another;) 

12 not as Cain, that was of the devil, and slew his brother. And for what thing slew 
he him? for his works were evil, and his brother’s (were) just. (not as Cain, who was of the 
Devil, and murdered his brother. And why did he murder him? for his works were evil, and his 
brother’s works were righteous.) 

13 Brethren (or Brothers), do not ye wonder, if the world hateth you. 

14 We know, that we be translated from death to life, for we love (the) brethren. He 
that loveth not, (yet) dwelleth in death. (We know, that we be transferred from death unto 
life, for we love the brothers. He who loveth not, remaineth yet in death, or still liveth in death.) 

15 Each man that hateth his brother, is a manslayer; and ye know, that each manslayer 
hath not everlasting life dwelling in him. (Each one who hateth his brother, is a murderer; and 
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ye know, that no murderer hath Eternal Life living within him, or that no murderer hath eternal 
life dwelling within him.) 

16 In this thing we have known the charity of God, for he put his life for us, and we 
owe to put our lives for our brethren. (In this we have known the love of God, for he gave his 
life for us, and so we ought to give our lives for our brothers.) 

17 He that hath the chattel [or the substance] of this world, and seeth that his brother 
hath need, and closeth his entrails from him, how dwelleth the charity of God in him? 
(or how can he say that the love of God dwelleth within him?) 

18 My little sons, love we not in word, neither in tongue, but in work and truth. 

19 In this thing we know, that we be of (the) truth, and in his sight we admonish our 
hearts. 

20 For if our heart reproveth us (or For if our conscience rebuketh us), God is more than 
our heart, and knoweth all things. 

21 Most dear brethren, if our heart reproveth not us, we have trust to God; (Most 
dearbrothers, if our conscience rebuketh us not, then we have God’s trust;) 

22 and whatever we shall ask, we shall receive of him, for we keep his commandments, 
and we do those things that be pleasant before him. (and whatever we shall ask, we shall 
receive from him, for we obey his commands, and we do those things that be pleasing before him.) 

23 And this is the commandment of God, that we believe in the name of his Son Jesus 
Christ, and that we love each other, as he gave behest to us. (And this is God’s command, 
that we believe in the name of his Son Jesus Christ, and that we love one another, as he commanded 
us.) 

24 And he that keepeth his commandments, dwelleth in him, and he in him, (or And 
he who obeyeth his commands, remaineth in him, and he in him). And in this thing we know, 
that he dwelleth in us, by the Spirit, whom he gave to us. 


CHAPTER 4 

1 Most dear brethren, do not ye believe to each spirit, but prove ye the spirits, if they 
be of God, (or Most dear brothers, do not believe every spirit, but rather, test the spirits, to see if 
they be from God); for many false prophets went out into the world. 

2 In this thing the Spirit of God is known; each spirit that acknowledgeth that Jesus 
Christ hath come in (the) flesh, is of God; (The Spirit of God is known by this; every spirit that 
acknowledgeth that Jesus Christ hath come in the flesh, is from God;) 

3 and each spirit that undoeth Jesus, is not of God. And this is (of the) antichrist, of 
whom ye have heard, that he cometh; and right now he is in the world. (and every spirit 
that will not acknowledge Jesus, is not from God. Rather they be from the Anti-Messiah, or the 
False Messiah, or the Enemy of the Messiah, of whom ye have heard, that he cometh; and right 
now he is in the world.) 

4 Ye, little sons, be of God, and ye have overcome him; for he that is in you is more, 
than he that is in the world, (or for he who is in you is greater, than he who is in the world). 

5 They be of the world, therefore they speak of the world, (or and so they speak about 
the world), and the world heareth them. 

6 We be of God; he that knoweth God, heareth us; he that is not of God, heareth not us. 
In this thing we know the spirit of truth, and the spirit of error. 

7 Most dear brethren, love we together, for charity is of God; and each that loveth his 
brother, is born of God, and knoweth God. (Most dear brothers, love one another, for love is 
from God; and each one who loveth his brother, is born of God, or is a child of God, and knoweth 
God.) 

8 He that loveth not, knoweth not God; for God is charity (or for God is love). 

9 In this thing, the charity of God appeared in us, (or In this, the love of God appeared to 
us), for God sent his one begotten Son into the world, (so) that we live by him. 
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10 In this thing is charity, not as we had loved God, but for he first loved us, (or And this 
is love, not because we had loved God, but because he first loved us), and sent his Son (as the) 
forgiveness [or (as the) helping] for our sins. 

11 Ye most dear brethren, if God loved us, we owe to love each other. (Ye most dear 
brothers, if God loved us, we ought to love one another.) 

12 No man saw ever God; if we love together, God dwelleth in us, and the charity of 
him is perfect in us. (No one ever saw God; but if we love one another, God remaineth in us, and 
his love is perfect, or complete, in us.) 

13 In this thing we know, that we dwell in him, and he in us; for of his Spirit he gave to 
us (or for he gave his Spirit to us). 

14 And we saw, and witness (or testify), that the Father sent his Son (as the) Saviour of 
the world. 

15 Whoever acknowledgeth, that Jesus is the Son of God, God dwelleth in him, and he 
in God. 

16 And we have known, and believe to the charity, that God hath in us. God is charity, 
and he that dwelleth in charity, dwelleth in God, and God in him. (And we have known, 
and believe in the love, that God hath for us. God is love, and he who remaineth in love, remaineth 
in God, and God in him.) 

17 In this thing is the perfect charity of God with us [or In this thing is the perfect charity 
of God in us], that we have trust in the day of doom; for as he is, also we be in this world. 
(In this then is the perfect love of God for us, so that we can have trust on the Day of Judgement; 
for as he is in this world, also we be in this world.) 

18 Dread is not in charity, but perfect charity putteth out dread; for dread hath pain. 
But he that dreadeth, is not perfect in charity. (There is no fear in love, but perfect love 
putteth out fear; because fear hath pain, or fear cometh before pain. But he who feareth, is not 
perfect in love.) 

19 Therefore love we God, for he loved us before. [Therefore love we God, for he former 
loved us (or for he first loved us).](And so let us love God, for he loved us first.) 

20 If any man saith, I love God, and hateth his brother, he is a liar. For he that loveth 
not his brother, whom he seeth, how may he love God (or how can he love God), whom he 
seeth not? 


¢ oe we have this commandment of God, that he that loveth God, love also his 
rotner. 


CHAPTER 5 

1 Each man that believeth that Jesus is Christ, is born of God; and each man that loveth 
him that (en)gendered [or that loveth him that (en)gendereth], loveth him that is born of 
him. (Each one who believeth that Jesus is the Messiah, is born of God or is a child of God; and 
each one who loveth him that begetteth, loveth him who is born of him.) 

2 In this thing we know, that we love the children of God, when we love God, and do 
his commandments (or and obey his commands). 

3 For this is the charity of God, that we keep his commandments; and his command- 
ments be not heavy [or grievous]. (For this is the love of God, that we obey his commands; and 
his commands be not heavy or grievous.) 

4 For all thing that is born of God, overcometh the world, (or For everyone who is born of 
God or who is a child of God, overcometh the world); and this is the victory that overcometh 
the world, our faith. 

7 who is he that overcometh the world, but he that believeth that Jesus is the Son 
of God! 

6 This is Jesus Christ, that came by water and blood; not in water only, but in water 
and blood. And the Spirit is he that witnesseth, that Christ is [the] truth, (or And the Spirit 
is he who testifieth, that the Messiah is the truth). 
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7 For three be, that give witnessing in heaven, the Father, the Son [or the Word], and 
the Holy Ghost; and these three be one. (For there be three, who give testimony in heaven, the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit; and these three be one.) 

8 And three be, that give witnessing in earth, (or And there be three, that give testimony 
on earth), the Spirit, water, and blood; and these three be one. 

9 If we receive the witnessing of men, the witnessing of God is more; for this is the 
witnessing of God, that is more, for he witnessed of his Son. (If we accept the testimony of 
men, then the testimony of God is greater or is stronger; for this is the testimony of God, that is 
greater or is stronger, that he testified about his Son.) 

10 He that believeth in the Son of God, hath the witnessing of God in him. He that 
believeth not to the Son, maketh him a liar; for he believeth not in the witnessing that 
God witnessed of his Son. (He who believeth in the Son of God, hath God’s testimony in him. 
He who believeth not in the Son, maketh him out to be a liar; for he believeth not in the testimony 
that God testified about his Son.) 

11 And this is the witnessing, for God gave to you everlasting life [or for God gave to us 
everlasting life], and this life is in his Son. (And this is the testimony, that God gave us Eternal 
Life, or eternal life, and this life is in his Son.) 

12 He that hath the Son of God, hath also life; he that hath not the Son of God, hath 
not life. (He who hath the Son (of God), hath also life; he who hath not the Son (of God), hath not 
life.) 

13 | write to you these things, that ye know, that ye have everlasting life, which believe 
in the name of God’s Son. (I write these things to you, so that ye know, that ye have Eternal 
Life, or eternal life, ye who believe in the name of God’s Son.) 

14 And this is the trust which we have to God [or And this is the trust that we have in God], 
that whatever thing we ask after his will, he shall hear us (or he shall listen to us). 

15 And we know, that he heareth us, whatever thing we [shall] ask; we know, that we 
have the askings, that we ask of him. 

16 He that knoweth that his brother sinneth a sin not to death, ask he (for him), and life 
shall be given to him that sinneth not to death (or and life shall be given to him who sinneth 
not a deadly sin). There is a sin to death; not for it I say, that any man pray. 

17 Each wickedness is sin, and there is [a] sin to death. 

18 We know, that each man that is born of God, sinneth not; but the generation of God 
Keeper him (or but the Son of God keepeth him safe), and the wicked (one) toucheth him 
not. 

19 We know, that we be of God, and all the world is set in evil. 

20 And we know, that the Son of God came in (the) flesh, and gave to us wit, that 
we know him very God, and be in the very Son [Jesus] of him. This is very God, and 
everlasting life. (And we know, that the Son of God came in the flesh, and gave understanding 
to us, so that we can know him, the true God, and so that we can be in His true Son, Jesus. This is 
the true God, and Eternal Life, or eternal life.) 

21 My little sons, keep ye you (safe) from maumets. [Little sons, keep ye you (safe) from 
simulacra.] My little sons, keep away from idols (or false gods). [Amen.] 
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2ND JOHN 


1 The elder man, to the chosen lady, and to her children, which I love in truth (or whom 
I truly love); and not I alone, but also all men that know (the) truth; 

2 for the truth that dwelleth in you, and with you shall be [into] without end. (for the 
sake of the truth which dwelleth within you, and shall be with you forever.) 

3 Grace be with you, mercy, and (the) peace of God the Father, and of Jesus Christ, the 
Son of the Father, in truth and charity (or in truth and love). 

4 | joyed full much, for I found (some) of thy sons going in truth, as we received 
commandment of the Father. (I greatly joyed, when I found some of thy sons going in the 
truth, as we were commanded by the Father.) 

5 And now I pray thee, lady, not as writing a new commandment to thee, but that that 
we had from the beginning, that we love each other. (And now dear lady, I beseech thee, 
not as writing a new command to thee, but that which we had from the beginning, that we love 
one another.) © And this is charity, that we walk after his commandments. For this is the 
commandment, that as ye heard at the beginning, walk ye in him. (And this is love, that we 
walk, or that we live, according to his commands. For this is the command, which ye have heard 
from the beginning, walk or live in him.) 

7 For many deceivers went out into the world, which acknowledge not that Jesus Christ 
hath come in (the) flesh; this is a deceiver and (the) antichrist. (For many deceivers went 
out into the world, who do not acknowledge that Jesus Christ hath come in the flesh; yea, such a 
person is a deceiver and the Anti-Messiah, or the False Messiah, or the Enemy of the Messiah.) 

8 See ye yourselves, lest ye lose the things that ye have wrought, that ye receive full 
meed; (Watch yourselves, or Be on guard, lest ye lose the things that ye have worked for, so that 
ye receive your full reward;) 

9 witting that each man that goeth before [or witting that each man that goeth away], and 
dwelleth not in the teaching of Christ, hath not God. He that dwelleth in the teaching 
[of Christ], hath both the Son and the Father. (knowing that everyone who goeth away, and 
remaineth not in the teaching of the Messiah, hath not God. He who remaineth in the teaching of 
the Messiah, hath both the Son and the Father.) 

10 If any man cometh to you, and bringeth not this teaching, do not ye receive him 
into your house, neither say to him, Hail. 

1 For he that saith to him, Hail, communeth with his evil works. Lo! I before-said to 
you, that ye be not confounded in the day of our Lord Jesus Christ (or Behold! I have told 
you this ahead of time, so that ye be not ashamed on the Day of our Lord Jesus Christ). 

12 | have more things to write to you, and I would not by parchment and ink; for I 
hope that I shall come to you, and speak mouth to mouth, that our joy be full. (I have 
more things to write to you, but I will not write them with paper and ink; because I hope that I shall 
come to you, and then we can speak face to face, or in person, so that our joy will be complete.) 

13 The sons of thy chosen sister greet thee well. The grace of God be with thee. Amen. 
(The sons of thy chosen sister send hearty greetings to thee. The grace of God be with thee. Amen.) 
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3RD JOHN 


1 The elder man to Gaius, most dear brother, whom I love in truth (or whom I truly 
love). 

2 Most dear brother, of all things I make prayer, that thou enter, and fare wellfully (or 
fully well), as thy soul doeth wellfully (or fully well). 

3 | joyed greatly, for brethren came, and bare witnessing to thy truth, as thou walkest 
in truth. (I greatly joyed, for the brothers came, and gave testimony about the truth 
of thee, or and gave testimony about thee and the truth, yea, how thou walkest in the 
truth.) 

4] have not more grace of these things (or I have no greater joy), than that I hear that 
my sons walk in (the) truth. 

5 Most dear brother, thou doest faithfully, whatever thou workest in (the) brethren, 
and that into pilgrims, (Most dear brother, thou hast done faithfully, all that thou hast 
done for the brothers, who were strangers, or were visitors,) 

© which yielded witnessing to thy charity, in the sight of the church; which thou 
leadest forth, and doest well-worthily to God. (and they gave testimony about thy love, 
here in the church; yea, whom thou leadest forth, and helpest in a way worthy of God.) 

7 For they went forth for his name, and took nothing of heathen men. (For they went 
forth for his name, and took nothing from the Gentiles.) 

8 Therefore we owe to receive such, that we be even-workers of (the) truth. (And so 
we all ought to receive such men, so that we be fellow workers, or do our share of the 
work, in spreading the truth.) 

9 | had written peradventure to the church, but this Diotrephes, that loveth to bear 
primacy, [or (the) chief places], in them, receiveth not us. (I had written to the church, 
but this Diotrephes, who loveth to be in the lead, or to take the chief place among them, 
would not receive us, or did not welcome us.) 

10 For this thing, if1 shall come, I shall admonish his works, which he doeth, chiding [or 
chattering] against us with evil words. And as if these things suffice not to him, neither 
he receiveth brethren, and forbiddeth them that receive, and putteth out of the church 
(or And as if this did not suffice for him, he would not receive the brothers, and forbade 
those who had wanted to receive them, and even put them out of the church). 

11 Most dear brother, do not thou (pur)sue (any) evil thing, but that that is (a) good 
thing. He that doeth well, is of God; he that doeth evil, seeth not God. (Most dear brother, 
do not follow after anything evil, but only after that which is good. He who doeth good, 
is of God; he who doeth evil, seeth not God.) 

12 Witnessing is yielded to Demetrius of all men, and of (the) truth itself; but also we 
bear witnessing, and thou knowest, that our witnessing is true. (A good testimony is 
given about Demetrius from everyone, and even by the truth itself; and I also give good 
testimony about him, and thou knowest, that my testimony is true.) 

13 | had many things to write to thee, but I would not write to thee by ink and pen. (I 
have many things that I would write to thee, but I will not write them to thee with pen 
and ink.) 

14 For I hope soon to see thee, and we shall speak mouth to mouth. Peace be to thee. 
(Your) Friends greet thee well. Greet thou well (my) friends by name. (Amen.) (Because 
I hope soon to see thee, and then we shall speak face to face, or in person. Peace be 
with thee. Your friends send hearty greetings to thee. Give hearty greetings to all of my 
friends by name. Amen.) 
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Acts 


1 The former account, indeed, I made concerning all things, O Theophilus, that Jesus 
began both to do and to teach, ? until the day in which, having given command through 
the Holy Spirit to the apostles whom He chose out, He was taken up, 3 to whom He also 
presented Himself alive after His suffering, in many certain proofs, being seen by them 
through forty days, and speaking the things concerning the Kingdom of God. 4 And being 
assembled together with them, He commanded them not to depart from Jerusalem, but 
to wait for the promise of the Father, which, [He says,] “You heard of Me; 5 because 
John, indeed, immersed in water, but you will be immersed in the Holy Spirit—after not 
many [more] days.” © They, therefore, indeed, having come together, were questioning 
Him, saying, “Lord, do You at this time restore the kingdom to Israel?” 7 And He said 
to them, “It is not yours to know times or seasons that the Father appointed in His own 
authority; ® but you will receive power at the coming of the Holy Spirit on you, and you 
will be witnesses for Me both in Jerusalem, and in all Judea and Samaria, and to the end 
of the earth.” ° And having said these things—they beholding—He was taken up, and a 
cloud received Him up from their sight; !° and as they were looking steadfastly to the sky 
in His going on, then, behold, two men stood by them in white clothing, " who also said, 
“Men, Galileans, why do you stand gazing into the sky? This Jesus who was received up 
from you into Heaven, will so come in what manner you saw Him going on to Heaven.” 
12 Then they returned to Jerusalem from [that] called the Mount of Olives, that is near 
Jerusalem, a Sabbath’s journey; 13 and when they came in, they went up into the upper 
room, where were abiding both Peter, and James, and John, and Andrew, Philip, and 
Thomas, Bartholomew, and Matthew, James, of Alphaeus, and Simon the Zealot, and 
Judas, of James; ! these were all continuing with one accord in prayer and supplication, 
with women, and Mary the mother of Jesus, and with His brothers. 1° And in these 
days, Peter having risen up in the midst of the disciples, said (also the multitude of the 
names at the same place was, as it were, one hundred and twenty), 1° “Men, brothers, 
it was necessary [for] this Writing to be fulfilled that the Holy Spirit spoke beforehand 
through the mouth of David, concerning Judas, who became guide to those who took 
Jesus, 17 because he was numbered among us, and received the share in this ministry. 
18 (This one, indeed, then, purchased a field out of the reward of unrighteousness, and 
falling headlong, burst apart in the midst, and all his bowels gushed forth, 19 and it 
became known to all those dwelling in Jerusalem, insomuch that this place is called, 
in their proper dialect, Aceldama, that is, Field of Blood.) 2° For it has been written in 
[the] Scroll of Psalms: Let his lodging-place become desolate, and let no one be dwelling 
in it, and let another take his oversight. 2! It is necessary, therefore, of the men who 
went with us during all the time in which the Lord Jesus went in and went out among us, 
22 beginning from the immersion of John, to the day in which He was received up from 
us, one of these to become with us a witness of His resurrection.” 23 And they set two, 
Joseph called Barsabas, who was surnamed Justus, and Matthias, 24 and having prayed, 
they said, “You, LORD, who are knowing the heart of all, show which one You chose of 
these two, *° to receive the share of this ministry and apostleship, from which Judas, by 
transgression, fell, to go on to his proper place”; 6 and they gave their lots, and the lot 
fell on Matthias, and he was numbered with the eleven apostles. 


1 And in the day of the Pentecost being fulfilled, they were all with one accord at the 
same place, 2 and there came suddenly out of the sky a sound as of a violent rushing 
wind, and it filled all the house where they were sitting, 3 and there appeared to them 
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divided tongues, as it were of fire; it also sat on each one of them, 4 and they were all 
filled with the Holy Spirit, and began to speak with other tongues, according as the Spirit 
was giving them to declare. 5 And there were Jews dwelling in Jerusalem, devout men 
from every nation of those under the heaven, © and the rumor of this having come, the 
multitude came together, and was confounded, because they were, each one, hearing 
them speaking in his proper dialect, 7 and they were all amazed, and wondered, saying 
to one another, “Behold, are not all these who are speaking Galileans? § And how do we 
hear, each in our proper dialect, in which we were born? 9 Parthians, and Medes, and 
Elamites, and those dwelling in Mesopotamia, in Judea also, and Cappadocia, Pontus, 
and Asia, 1° Phrygia also, and Pamphylia, Egypt, and the parts of Libya that [are] along 
Cyrene, and the strangers of Rome, both Jews and proselytes, 11 Cretes and Arabians, 
we heard them speaking the great things of God in our tongues.” 12 And they were all 
amazed, and were in doubt, saying to one another, “What would this wish to be?” 13 And 
others mocking said, “They are full of sweet wine”; 14 and Peter having stood up with 
the Eleven, lifted up his voice and declared to them: “Men—Jews, and all those dwelling 
in Jerusalem! Let this be known to you, and listen to my sayings, 15 for these are not 
drunken, as you take it up, for it is the third hour of the day. 1° But this is that which 
has been spoken through the prophet Joel: 17 And it will be in the last days, says God, || I 
will pour out of My Spirit on all flesh, || And your sons and your daughters will prophesy, 
|| And your young men will see visions, || And your old men will dream dreams; !8 And 
also on My menservants, and on My maidservants, || In those days, I will pour out of My 
Spirit, || And they will prophesy; 19 And I will give wonders in the sky above, || And signs 
on the earth beneath—Blood, and fire, and vapor of smoke, 2° The sun will be turned 
to darkness, || And the moon to blood, || Before the coming of the Day of the LORD— 
the great and conspicuous; 21 And it will be, everyone who, if he may have called on 
the Name of the LORD, will be saved. 22 Men, Israelites! Hear these words: Jesus the 
Nazarene, a man approved of God among you by mighty works, and wonders, and signs, 
that God did through Him in the midst of you, according as also you yourselves have 
known, 23 this One, by the determinate counsel and foreknowledge of God, being given 
out, having been taken by lawless hands, having been crucified—you slew, 24 whom God 
raised up, having loosed the travails of death, because it was not possible for Him to 
be held by it; 25 for David says in regard to Him: I foresaw the LORD always before me 
—Because He is on my right hand—That I may not be moved; 26 Because of this was my 
heart cheered, || And my tongue was glad, || And yet—my flesh will also rest on hope, 
27 Because You will not leave my soul to Hades, || Nor will You give Your Holy One to see 
corruption; 28 You made known to me ways of life, || You will fill me with joy with Your 
countenance. 29 Men, brothers! It is permitted to speak with freedom to you concerning 
the patriarch David, that he both died and was buried, and his tomb is among us to this 
day; 3° therefore, being a prophet, and knowing that God swore to him with an oath, 
out of the fruit of his loins, according to the flesh, to raise up the Christ, to sit on his 
throne, 31 having foreseen, he spoke concerning the resurrection of the Christ, that His 
soul was not left to Hades, nor did His flesh see corruption. 32 God raised up this Jesus, 
of which we are all witnesses; 33 then having been exalted at the right hand of God—also 
having received the promise of the Holy Spirit from the Father—He poured forth this 
which you now see and hear; 34 for David did not go up into the heavens, and he says 
himself: The LORD says to my Lord, || Sit at My right hand, 35 Until I make Your enemies 
Your footstool; 3° assuredly, therefore, let all the house of Israel know that God made 
Him both Lord and Christ—this Jesus whom you crucified.” 37 And having heard, they 
were pricked to the heart; they also say to Peter and to the rest of the apostles, “What 
will we do, men, brothers?” °8 And Peter said to them, “Convert, and each of you be 
immersed on the Name of Jesus Christ, for forgiveness of sins, and you will receive the 
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gift of the Holy Spirit, 3° for the promise is to you and to your children, and to all those 
far off, as many as the LORD our God will call.” 4° Also with many more other words he 
was testifying and exhorting, saying, “Be saved from this perverse generation”; 41 then 
those, indeed, who gladly received his word were immersed, and there were added on 
that day, as it were, three thousand souls, 42 and they were continuing steadfastly in 
the teaching of the apostles, and the fellowship, and the breaking of the bread, and the 
prayers. 43 And fear came on every soul, also many wonders and signs were being done 
through the apostles, 44 and all those believing were at the same place, and had all things 
common, 4° and they were selling the possessions and the goods, and were parting them 
to all, according as anyone had need. 4° Also continuing daily with one accord in the 
temple, also breaking bread at every house, they were partaking of food in gladness and 
simplicity of heart, 4? praising God, and having favor with all the people, and the LORD 
was adding those being saved every day to the Assembly. 


3 


1 And Peter and John were going up at the same time into the temple, at the hour 
of the prayer, the ninth [hour], 2 and a certain man, being lame from the womb of his 
mother, was being carried, whom they were laying every day at the gate of the temple, 
called Beautiful, to ask a kindness from those entering into the temple, > who, having 
seen Peter and John about to go into the temple, was begging to receive a kindness. 
4 And Peter, having looked steadfastly toward him with John, said, “Look toward us”; 
5 and he was giving heed to them, looking to receive something from them; © and Peter 
said, “I have no silver and gold, but what I have, that I give to you; in the Name of Jesus 
Christ of Nazareth, rise up and be walking.” 7 And having seized him by the right hand, 
he raised [him] up, and instantly his feet and ankles were strengthened, 8 and springing 
up, he stood, and was walking, and entered with them into the temple, walking and 
springing, and praising God; 9 and all the people saw him walking and praising God, !°and 
they knew him, that this it was who for a kindness was sitting at the Beautiful Gate of 
the temple, and they were filled with wonder and amazement at what has happened to 
him. 11 And at the lame man who was healed holding Peter and John, all the people ran 
together to them in the porch called Solomon’s—greatly amazed, 12 and Peter having 
seen, answered to the people, “Men, Israelites! Why do you wonder at this? Or why do 
you look on us so earnestly, as if by our own power or piety we have made him to walk? 
13 The God of Abraham, and of Isaac, and of Jacob, the God of our fathers, glorified His 
child Jesus, whom you delivered up, and denied Him in the presence of Pilate, he having 
given judgment to release [Him], 14 and you denied the Holy and Righteous One, and 
desired a man—a murderer—to be granted to you, 15 and the Prince of life you killed, 
whom God raised out of the dead, of which we are witnesses; 1° and on the faith of His 
Name, this one whom you see and have known, His Name made strong, even the faith 
that [is] through Him gave to him this perfect soundness before you all. 17 And now, 
brothers, I have known that through ignorance you did [it], as also your rulers; 18 and 
God, what things He had declared before through the mouth of all His prophets, that the 
Christ should suffer, He thus fulfilled; 19 convert, therefore, and turn back, for your sins 
being blotted out, that times of refreshing may come from the presence of the LORD, 
20 and He may send Jesus Christ who before has been preached to you, 2! whom Heaven 
required, indeed, to receive until times of a restitution of all things, of which God spoke 
through the mouth of all His holy prophets from the age. 22 For Moses, indeed, said to 
the fathers—The LORD your God will raise up a Prophet to you out of your brothers, like 
to me; you will hear Him in all things, as many as He may speak to you; 23 and it will be, 
every soul that may not hear that Prophet will be utterly destroyed out of the people; 
24 and also all the prophets from Samuel and those following in order, as many as spoke, 
also foretold of these days. 25 You are sons of the prophets, and of the covenant that God 
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made to our fathers, saying to Abraham: And in your Seed will all the families of the 
earth be blessed; 2° to you first, God, having raised up His child Jesus, sent Him, blessing 
you, in the turning away of each one from your evil ways.” 


4 

1 And as they are speaking to the people, there came to them the priests, and the 
magistrate of the temple, and the Sadducees— ? being grieved because of their teaching 
the people, and preaching in Jesus the resurrection out of the dead— 3 and they laid 
hands on them, and put them in custody until the next day, for it was evening already; 
4and many of those hearing the word believed, and the number of the men became, as it 
were, five thousand. ° And it came to pass the next day, there were gathered together of 
them the rulers, and elders, and scribes, to Jerusalem, © and Annas the chief priest, and 
Caiaphas, and John, and Alexander, and as many as were of the family of the chief priest, 
7 and having set them in the midst, they were inquiring, “In what power, or in what 
name did you do this?” 8 Then Peter, having been filled with the Holy Spirit, said to 
them: “Rulers of the people, and elders of Israel, ° if we are examined today concerning 
the good deed to the ailing man, by whom he has been saved, !° be it known to all of 
you, and to all the people of Israel, that in the Name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth, whom 
you crucified, whom God raised out of the dead, in Him has this one stood by before you 
whole. !! This is the stone that was set at nothing by you—the builders, that became 
head of a corner; }2 and there is not salvation in any other, for there is no other name 
under Heaven that has been given among men, in which it is required of us to be saved.” 
13 And beholding the openness of Peter and John, and having perceived that they are 
illiterate men and commoners, they were wondering—they were also taking knowledge 
of them that they had been with Jesus— !4 and seeing the man standing with them who 
has been healed, they had nothing to say against [it], 5 and having commanded them 
to go away out of the Sanhedrin, they took counsel with one another, !° saying, “What 
will we do to these men? Because that, indeed, a notable sign has been done through 
them [is] apparent to all those dwelling in Jerusalem, and we are not able to deny [it]; 
17but that it may spread no further toward the people, let us strictly threaten them to no 
longer speak in this Name to any man.” 18 And having called them, they charged them 
not to speak at all, nor to teach, in the Name of Jesus, 19 and Peter and John answering 
to them said, “Whether it is righteous before God to listen to you rather than to God, 
judge; 2° for we cannot but speak what we saw and heard.” 21 And they having further 
threatened [them], let them go, finding no way how they may punish them, because of 
the people, because all were glorifying God for that which has been done, 22 for above 
forty years of age was the man on whom had been done this sign of the healing. 23 And 
being let go, they went to their own friends, and declared whatever the chief priests and 
the elders said to them, 24 and they having heard, lifted up the voice to God with one 
accord and said, “LORD, you [are] God, who made the heaven, and the earth, and the sea, 
and all that [are] in them, 25 who, through the mouth of Your servant David, said, Why 
did nations rage, and peoples meditate vain things? 26 The kings of the earth stood up, 
and the rulers were gathered together against the LORD and against His Christ; 27 for 
gathered together of a truth against Your holy child Jesus, whom You anointed, were 
both Herod and Pontius Pilate, with nations and peoples of Israel, 28 to do whatever Your 
hand and Your counsel determined before to come to pass. 2? And now, LORD, look on 
their threatenings, and grant to Your servants to speak Your word with all freedom, 3° in 
the stretching forth of Your hand, for healing, and signs, and wonders, to come to pass 
through the Name of Your holy child Jesus.” 31 And they having prayed, the place was 
shaken in which they were gathered together, and they were all filled with the Holy 
Spirit, and were speaking the word of God with freedom, 32 and of the multitude of those 
who believed, the heart and the soul were one, and not one was saying that anything of 
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the things he had was his own, but all things were in common to them. 33 And with great 
power the apostles were giving the testimony to the resurrection of the Lord Jesus, great 
grace was also on them all, 34 for there was not anyone among them who lacked, for as 
many as were possessors of fields, or houses, selling [them], were bringing the prices of 
the thing sold, 35 and were laying them at the feet of the apostles, and distribution was 
being made to each according as anyone had need. 36 And Joses, who was surnamed by 
the apostles Barnabas—which is, having been interpreted, Son of Comfort—a Levite, of 
Cyprus by birth, 3” a field being his, having sold [it], brought the money and laid [it] at 
the feet of the apostles. 


1 And acertain man, Ananias by name, with his wife Sapphira, sold a possession, 2 and 
kept back of the price—his wife also knowing—and having brought a certain part, he laid 
[it] at the feet of the apostles. 3 And Peter said, “Ananias, why did Satan fill your heart, 
for you to lie to the Holy Spirit, and to keep back of the price of the place? 4 While it 
remained, did it not remain yours? And having been sold, was it not in your authority? 
Why [is] it that you put this thing in your heart? You did not lie to men, but to God”; 
5 and Ananias hearing these words, having fallen down, expired, and great fear came 
on all who heard these things, ° and having risen, the younger men wound him up, and 
having carried forth, they buried [him]. 7 And it came to pass, about three hours after, 
that his wife, not knowing what has happened, came in, 8 and Peter answered her, “Tell 
me if for so much you sold the place”; and she said, “Yes, for so much.” 9 And Peter said 
to her, “How was it agreed by you to tempt the Spirit of the LORD? Behold, the feet of 
those who buried your husband [are] at the door, and they will carry you forth”; 1° and 
immediately she fell down at his feet, and expired, and the young men having come in, 
found her dead, and having carried forth, they buried [her] by her husband; !1 and great 
fear came on all the Assembly, and on all who heard these things. !2 And through the 
hands of the apostles came many signs and wonders among the people, and they were 
all with one accord in the porch of Solomon; !3 and of the rest no one was daring to join 
himself to them, but the people were magnifying them, !4 (and the more were believers 
added to the LORD, multitudes of both men and women), 15 so as to bring forth the ailing 
into the broad places, and to lay [them] on beds and pallets, that at the coming of Peter, 
even [his] shadow might overshadow someone of them; !¢ and there were also coming 
together the people of the surrounding cities to Jerusalem, carrying ailing persons, and 
those harassed by unclean spirits—who were all healed. !” And having risen, the chief 
priest, and all those with him—being the sect of the Sadducees—were filled with zeal, 
18 and laid their hands on the apostles, and put them ina public prison; !° but through the 
night a messenger of the LORD opened the doors of the prison, having also brought them 
forth, he said, 2° “Go on, and standing, speak in the temple to the people all the sayings 
of this life”; 21 and having heard, they entered into the temple at the dawn, and were 
teaching. And the chief priest having come, and those with him, they called together 
the Sanhedrin and all the Senate of the sons of Israel, and they sent to the prison to 
have them brought, 2? and the officers having come, did not find them in the prison, 
and having turned back, they told, 23 saying, “We indeed found the prison shut in all 
safety, and the keepers standing outside before the doors, and having opened—we found 
no one within.” 24 And as the priest, and the magistrate of the temple, and the chief 
priests, heard these words, they were doubting concerning them to what this would 
come; 25 and coming near, a certain one told them, saying, “Behold, the men whom 
you put in the prison are in the temple standing and teaching the people”; 2° then the 
magistrate having gone away with officers, brought them without violence, for they 
were fearing the people, lest they should be stoned; 2” and having brought them, they 
set [them] in the Sanhedrin, and the chief priest questioned them, ?8 saying, “Did we not 
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strictly command you not to teach in this Name? And behold, you have filled Jerusalem 
with your teaching, and you intend to bring on us the blood of this Man.” 29 And Peter 
and the apostles answering, said, “It is required to obey God, rather than men; 3° and the 
God of our fathers raised up Jesus, whom you slew, having hanged on a tree; 3! this One, 
God, a Prince and a Savior, has exalted with His right hand, to give conversion to Israel, 
and forgiveness of sins; 32 and we are His witnesses of these sayings, and the Holy Spirit 
also, whom God gave to those obeying Him.” 33 And they having heard, were cut [to 
the heart], and were intending to slay them, *4 but a certain one, having risen up in the 
Sanhedrin—a Pharisee, by name Gamaliel, a teacher of law honored by all the people 
—commanded to put the apostles forth a little, 35 and said to them, “Men, Israelites, 
take heed to yourselves about these men, what you are about to do, °° for before these 
days Theudas rose up, saying that he was someone, to whom a number of men joined 
themselves, as it were four hundred, who was slain, and all, as many as were obeying 
him, were scattered, and came to nothing. 37 After this one, Judas the Galilean rose up, 
in the days of the census, and drew away people after him, and that one perished, and 
all, as many as were obeying him, were scattered; 38 and now I say to you, refrain from 
these men, and leave them alone, because if this counsel or this work may be of men, it 
will be overthrown, 29 and if it be of God, you are not able to overthrow it, lest perhaps 
you are also found fighting against God.” 4° And to him they agreed, and having called 
near the apostles, having beaten [them], they commanded [them] not to speak in the 
Name of Jesus, and let them go; *! they, indeed, then, departed from the presence of the 
Sanhedrin, rejoicing that for His Name they were counted worthy to suffer dishonor, 
42 also every day in the temple, and in every house, they were not ceasing teaching and 
proclaiming good news—Jesus the Christ. 


6 


1 And in these days, the disciples multiplying, there came a murmuring of the 
Hellenists at the Hebrews, because their widows were being overlooked in the daily 
ministry, 2 and the Twelve, having called near the multitude of the disciples, said, “It 
is not pleasing that we, having left the word of God, minister at tables; 3 look out, 
therefore, brothers, seven men of you who are testified well of, full of the Holy Spirit and 
wisdom, whom we may set over this necessity, 4 and we to prayer, and to the ministry 
of the word, will give ourselves continually.” > And the thing was pleasing before all the 
multitude, and they chose Stephen, a man full of faith and the Holy Spirit, and Philip, 
and Prochorus, and Nicanor, and Timon, and Parmenas, and Nicolaus, a proselyte of 
Antioch, © whom they set before the apostles, and they, having prayed, laid [their] hands 
on them. 7 And the word of God increased, and the number of the disciples multiplied in 
Jerusalem exceedingly; a great multitude of the priests were also obedient to the faith. 
8 And Stephen, full of faith and power, was doing great wonders and signs among the 
people, ° and there arose certain of those of the synagogue, the [one] called Libertines 
(and Cyrenians, and Alexandrians, and of those from Cilicia, and Asia), disputing with 
Stephen, !° and they were not able to resist the wisdom and the Spirit with which he was 
speaking; !! then they suborned men, saying, “We have heard him speaking slanderous 
sayings in regard to Moses and God.” !? They also stirred up the people, and the elders, 
and the scribes, and having come on [him], they caught him, and brought [him] to the 
Sanhedrin; 13 they also set up false witnesses, saying, “This one does not cease to speak 
evil sayings against this holy place and the Law, !4 for we have heard him saying that this 
Jesus the Nazarean will overthrow this place, and will change the customs that Moses 
delivered to us”; 5 and gazing at him, all those sitting in the Sanhedrin saw his face as 
it were the face of a messenger. 
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7 


1 And the chief priest said, “Are then these things so?” ? And he said, “Men, 
brothers, and fathers, listen! The God of glory appeared to our father Abraham, being 
in Mesopotamia, before his dwelling in Haran, 3 and He said to him, Go forth out of your 
land, and out of your relatives, and come to a land that I will show you. 4 Then having 


come forth out of the land of the Chaldeans, he dwelt in Haran, and from there, after 
the death of his father, He removed him to this land wherein you now dwell, 5 and He 


gave him no inheritance in it, not even a footstep, and promised to give it to him for a 
possession, and to his seed after him—he having no child. ® And God spoke thus, that his 
seed will be sojourning in a strange land, and they will cause it to serve, and will do it evil 
[for] four hundred years. 7 And the nation whom they will serve I will judge, said God; 
And after these things they will come forth and will do Me service in this place. 8 And 
He gave to him a covenant of circumcision, and so he begot Isaac, and circumcised him 
on the eighth day, and Isaac [begot] Jacob, and Jacob—the twelve patriarchs; ° and the 
patriarchs, having been moved with jealousy, sold Joseph to Egypt, and God was with 
him, 1° and delivered him out of all his tribulations, and gave him favor and wisdom 
before Pharaoh king of Egypt, and he set him—governor over Egypt and all his house. 
11 And there came a scarcity on all the land of Egypt and Canaan, and great tribulation, 
and our fathers were not finding sustenance, 12 and Jacob having heard that there was 
grain in Egypt, sent forth our fathers a first time; 13 and at the second time was Joseph 
made known to his brothers, and Joseph’s family became disclosed to Pharaoh, 14 and 
Joseph having sent, called for his father Jacob, and all his relatives—with seventy-five 
souls— 15 and Jacob went down to Egypt, and died, himself and our fathers, 1° and they 
were carried over into Shechem, and were laid in the tomb that Abraham bought for 
a price in money from the sons of Emmor, of Shechem. 17 And according as the time 
of the promise was drawing near, which God swore to Abraham, the people increased 
and multiplied in Egypt, 18 until another king rose, who had not known Joseph; 1° this 
one, having dealt subtly with our family, did evil to our fathers, causing to expose their 
babies, that they might not live; 2° in which time Moses was born, and he was fair to God, 
and he was brought up [for] three months in the house of his father; 2! and he having 
been set outside, the daughter of Pharaoh took him up, and reared him to herself for 
a son; 22 and Moses was taught in all wisdom of the Egyptians, and he was powerful in 
words and in works. 23 And when forty years were fulfilled to him, it came on his heart 
to look after his brothers, the sons of Israel; 24 and having seen a certain one suffering 
injustice, he defended, and did justice to the oppressed, having struck the Egyptian; 
25 and he was supposing his brothers to understand that God gives salvation through his 
hand; and they did not understand. 2° On the succeeding day, also, he showed himself 
to them as they are striving, and urged them to peace, saying, Men, you are brothers, 
why do you do injustice to one another? 2” And he who is doing injustice to the neighbor, 
thrusted him away, saying, Who set youa ruler and a judge over us? 28 Do you wish to kill 
me, as you killed the Egyptian yesterday? 29 And Moses fled at this word, and became 
a sojourner in the land of Midian, where he begot two sons, °° and forty years having 
been fulfilled, there appeared to him in the wilderness of Mount Sinai [the] Messenger 
of the LORD, in a flame of fire of a bush, 3! and Moses having seen, wondered at the sight; 
and he drawing near to behold, there came a voice of the LORD to him, 371 [am] the God 
of your fathers; the God of Abraham, and the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob. And 
Moses having become terrified, did not dare behold, 33 and the LORD said to him, Loose 
the sandal of your feet, for the place in which you have stood is holy ground; 34 seeing 
I have seen the affliction of My people that [is] in Egypt, and I heard their groaning, 
and came down to deliver them; and now come, I will send you to Egypt. 3° This Moses, 
whom they refused, saying, Who set you a ruler and a judge? This one God sent [as] a 
ruler and a redeemer, by the hand of [the] Messenger who appeared to him in the bush; 
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36 this one brought them forth, having done wonders and signs in the land of Egypt, and 
in the Red Sea, and in the wilderness forty years; 37 this is the Moses who said to the 
sons of Israel: The LORD your God will raise up to you a Prophet out of your brothers, 
like to me, Him will you hear. 38 This is he who was in the assembly in the wilderness, 
with the Messenger who is speaking to him in Mount Sinai, and with our fathers who 
received the living oracles to give to us; 39 to whom our fathers did not wish to become 
obedient, but thrusted away, and turned back in their hearts to Egypt, 4° saying to Aaron, 
Make to us gods who will go on before us, for this Moses, who brought us forth out of 
the land of Egypt, we have not known what has happened to him. 4! And they made a 
calf in those days, and brought a sacrifice to the idol, and were rejoicing in the works of 
their hands, 42 and God turned, and gave them up to do service to the host of Heaven, 
according as it has been written in the scroll of the Prophets: Did you offer slain beasts 
and sacrifices to Me forty years in the wilderness, O house of Israel? 43 And you took 
up the dwelling place of Moloch, and the star of your god Remphan—the figures that 
you made to worship them, and I will remove your dwelling beyond Babylon. 44 The 
Dwelling Place of the Testimony was among our fathers in the wilderness, according as 
He directed, who is speaking to Moses, to make it according to the figure that he had 
seen; 45 which also our fathers having in succession received, brought in with Joshua, 
into the possession of the nations whom God drove out from the presence of our fathers, 
until the days of David, 4° who found favor before God, and requested to find a dwelling 
place for the God of Jacob; 47 and Solomon built Him a house. 48 But the Most High does 
not dwell in sanctuaries made with hands, according as the prophet says: 49 Heaven [is] 
My throne, || And the earth My footstool, || What house will you build to Me? Says the 
LORD; Or what [is] the place of My rest? 5° Has My hand not made all these things? 51 You 
stiff-necked and uncircumcised in heart and in ears! You always resist the Holy Spirit; 
as your fathers—also you; 52 which of the prophets did your fathers not persecute? And 
they killed those who declared before about the coming of the Righteous One, of whom 
you have now become betrayers and murderers, °° who received the Law by arrangement 
of messengers, and did not keep [it].” 54 And hearing these things, they were cut to the 
hearts, and gnashed the teeth at him; 5° and being full of the Holy Spirit, having looked 
steadfastly to the sky, he saw the glory of God, and Jesus standing on the right hand 
of God, °° and he said, “Behold, I see the heavens having been opened, and the Son of 
Man standing on the right hand of God.” 57 And they, having cried out with a loud voice, 
stopped their ears, and rushed with one accord on him, 58 and having cast him forth 
outside of the city, they were stoning [him]—and the witnesses put down their garments 
at the feet of a young man called Saul— 5° and they were stoning Stephen, [as he was] 
calling and saying, “Lord Jesus, receive my spirit”; ©° and having bowed the knees, he 
cried with a loud voice, “LORD, may You not lay to them this sin”; and having said this, 
he fell asleep. 


8 

1 And Saul was assenting to his death, and there came in that day a great persecution 
on the Assembly in Jerusalem, all were also scattered abroad in the regions of Judea 
and Samaria, except the apostles; 2 and devout men carried Stephen away, and made 
great lamentation over him; ? and Saul was making havoc of the Assembly, entering into 
every house, and dragging away men and women, giving them up to prison; 4 they then 
indeed, having been scattered, went abroad proclaiming good news—the word. 5 And 
Philip having gone down to a city of Samaria, was preaching the Christ to them; © the 
multitudes were also giving heed to the things spoken by Philip, with one accord, in their 
hearing and seeing the signs that he was doing, 7 for unclean spirits came forth from 
many who were possessed, crying with a loud voice, and many who have been paralytic 
and lame were healed, ® and there was great joy in that city. 9 And a certain man, by 
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name Simon, was previously in the city using magic, and amazing the nation of Samaria, 
saying himself to be a certain great one, !°to whom they were all giving heed, from small 
to great, saying, “This one is the great power of God”; 11 and they were giving heed to 
him, because of his having amazed them for a long time with deeds of magic. 12 And 
when they believed Philip, proclaiming good news, the things concerning the Kingdom 
of God and the Name of Jesus Christ, they were immersed—both men and women; 3 and 
Simon himself also believed, and having been immersed, he was continuing with Philip, 
beholding also signs and mighty acts being done, he was amazed. 4 And the apostles 
in Jerusalem having heard that Samaria has received the word of God, sent Peter and 
John to them, 5 who having come down prayed concerning them, that they may receive 
the Holy Spirit— 1° for as yet He was fallen on none of them, and only they have been 
immersed—into the Name of the Lord Jesus; 1” then they were laying hands on them, 
and they received the Holy Spirit. 18 And Simon, having beheld that through the laying 
on of the hands of the apostles the Holy Spirit is given, brought money before them, 
19 saying, “Give also to me this authority, that on whomsoever I may lay the hands, he 
may receive the Holy Spirit.” 2° And Peter said to him, “Your silver with you—may it be 
to destruction! Because you thought to possess the gift of God through money; 21 you 
have neither part nor lot in this thing, for your heart is not right before God; 22 convert, 
therefore, from this your wickedness, and implore God, if then the purpose of your heart 
may be forgiven you, 23 for in the gall of bitterness, and bond of unrighteousness, I 
perceive you being.” 24 And Simon answering, said, “Implore for me to the LORD, that 
nothing may come on me of the things you have spoken.” 25 They indeed, therefore, 
having testified fully, and spoken the word of the LORD, turned back to Jerusalem; they 
also proclaimed good news in many villages of the Samaritans. 2° And a messenger of 
the LORD spoke to Philip, saying, “Arise, and go on toward the south, on the way that is 
going down from Jerusalem to Gaza.” (This is desolate.) 27 And having arisen, he went 
on, and behold, a man of Ethiopia, a eunuch, a man of rank, of Candace the queen of the 
Ethiopians, who was over all her treasure, who had come to Jerusalem to worship; 28 he 
was also returning, and is sitting on his chariot, and he was reading the prophet Isaiah. 
29 And the Spirit said to Philip, “Go near, and be joined to this chariot”; 3° and Philip 
having run near, heard him reading the prophet Isaiah and said, “Do you then know 
what you read?” 3! And he said, “Why, how am I able, if someone may not guide me?” 
He called Philip also, having come up, to sit with him. 32 And the passage of the Writing 
that he was reading was this: “He was led as a sheep to slaughter, || And as a lamb before 
his shearer is silent, || So He does not open His mouth; 33 In His humiliation His judgment 
was taken away, || And His generation—who will declare? Because His life is taken from 
the earth.” 34 And the eunuch answering Philip said, “I beg you, about whom does the 
prophet say this? About himself, or about some other one?” 5 And Philip having opened 
his mouth, and having begun from this Writing, proclaimed good news to him—Jesus. 
36 And as they were going on the way, they came on some water, and the eunuch said, 
“Behold, water; what hinders me to be immersed?” 37 [[And Philip said, “If you believe 
out of all the heart, it is lawful”; and he answering said, “I believe Jesus Christ to be 
the Son of God”s]] 38 and he commanded the chariot to stand still, and they both went 
down to the water, both Philip and the eunuch, and he immersed him; 39 and when they 
came up out of the water, the Spirit of the LORD snatched up Philip, and the eunuch saw 
him no more, for he was going on his way rejoicing; 4° and Philip was found at Azotus, 


and passing through, he was proclaiming good news to all the cities, until his coming to 
Caesarea. 


9 
1 And Saul, yet breathing of threatening and slaughter to the disciples of the LORD, 
having gone to the chief priest, 2 asked from him letters to Damascus, to the synagogues, 
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that if he may find any being of The Way, both men and women, he may bring them 
bound to Jerusalem. 3 And in the going, he came near to Damascus, and suddenly there 
shone around him a light from Heaven, 4 and having fallen on the earth, he heard a 
voice saying to him, “Saul, Saul, why do you persecute Me?” 5 And he said, “Who are 
You, Lord?” And the LORD said, “I am Jesus whom you persecute; [[hard for you to kick 
at the goads”; © trembling also, and astonished, he said, “Lord, what do You wish me to 
do?” And the LORD [said] to him,]] “Arise, and enter into the city, and it will be told [to] 
you what you must do.” 7 And the men who are journeying with him stood speechless, 
indeed hearing the voice but seeing no one, ® and Saul arose from the earth, and his eyes 
having been opened, he beheld no one, and leading him by the hand they brought him to 
Damascus, ° and he was three days without seeing, and he neither ate nor drank. 1° And 
there was a certain disciple in Damascus, by name Ananias, and the LORD said to himina 
vision, “Ananias”; and he said, “Behold me, Lord”; 11 and the LORD [says] to him, “Having 
risen, go on to the street that is called Straight, and seek in the house of Judas, [one] by 
name Saul of Tarsus, for behold, he prays, 12 and he saw in a vision a man, by name 
Ananias, coming in, and putting a hand on him, that he may see again.” 13 And Ananias 
answered, “LORD, I have heard from many about this man, how many evils he did to 
Your holy ones in Jerusalem, 14 and here he has authority from the chief priests, to bind 
all those calling on Your Name.” 15 And the LORD said to him, “Go, because this one is a 
chosen vessel to Me, to carry My Name before nations and kings—also the sons of Israel; 
16 for I will show him how many things he must suffer for My Name.” !7 And Ananias went 
away, and entered into the house, and having put on him [his] hands, said, “Saul, brother, 
the LORD has sent me—Jesus who appeared to you in the way in which you were coming 
—that you may see again, and may be filled with the Holy Spirit.” 18 And immediately 
there fell from his eyes as it were scales, he also saw again instantly, and having risen, 
was immersed, 19 and having received nourishment, was strengthened, and Saul was 
with the disciples in Damascus certain days, 2° and immediately he was preaching the 
Christ in the synagogues, that He is the Son of God. 2! And all those hearing were amazed 
and said, “Is this not he who laid waste in Jerusalem those calling on this Name, and 
here to this intent had come, that he might bring them bound to the chief priests?” 
22 And Saul was still more strengthened, and he was confounding the Jews dwelling in 
Damascus, proving that this is the Christ. 22 And when many days were fulfilled, the Jews 
took counsel together to kill him, 24 and their counsel against [him] was known to Saul; 
they were also watching the gates both day and night, that they may kill him, 2° and 
the disciples having taken him, by night let him down by the wall, letting down in a 
basket. 26 And Saul, having come to Jerusalem, tried to join himself to the disciples, and 
they were all afraid of him, not believing that he is a disciple, 2”? and Barnabas having 
taken him, brought [him] to the apostles, and declared to them how he saw the LORD 
in the way, and that He spoke to him, and how in Damascus he was speaking boldly 
in the Name of Jesus. 28 And he was with them, coming in and going out in Jerusalem, 
29 and speaking boldly in the Name of the Lord Jesus; he was both speaking and disputing 
with the Hellenists, and they were taking in hand to kill him, °° and the brothers having 
known, brought him down to Caesarea, and sent him forth to Tarsus. 3! Then, indeed, 
the assemblies throughout all Judea, and Galilee, and Samaria, had peace, being built up, 
and going on in the fear of the LORD, and in the comfort of the Holy Spirit, they were 
multiplied. 32 And it came to pass that Peter passing throughout all [quarters], also came 
down to the holy ones who were dwelling at Lydda, 3° and he found there a certain man, 
Aeneas by name—for eight years laid on a pallet—who was paralytic, 34 and Peter said to 
him, “Aeneas, Jesus the Christ heals you; arise and spread for yourself”; and immediately 
he rose, 35 and all those dwelling at Lydda and Saron saw him, and turned to the LORD. 
36 And in Joppa there was a certain female disciple, by name Tabitha (which interpreted, 
is called Dorcas); this woman was full of good works and kind acts that she was doing; 
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37 and it came to pass in those days she, having ailed, died, and having bathed her, they 
laid her in an upper chamber, 38 and Lydda being near to Joppa, the disciples having 
heard that Peter is in that [place], sent two men to him, calling on him not to delay to 
come through to them. 3° And Peter having risen, went with them, whom having come, 
they brought into the upper chamber, and all the widows stood by him weeping, and 
showing coats and garments, as many as Dorcas was making while she was with them. 
40 And Peter having put them all forth outside, having bowed the knees, prayed, and 
having turned to the body, said, “Tabitha, arise”; and she opened her eyes, and having 
seen Peter, she sat up, *! and having given her [his] hand, he lifted her up, and having 
called the holy ones and the widows, he presented her alive, 42 and it became known 
throughout all Joppa, and many believed on the LORD; 43 and it came to pass, that he 
remained many days in Joppa, with a certain one, Simon a tanner. 


10 

1 And there was a certain man in Caesarea, by name Cornelius, a centurion from a 
cohort that is called Italian, 2 pious, and fearing God with all his house, also doing many 
kind acts to the people, and always imploring God; 3 he saw in a vision openly, as it 
were the ninth hour of the day, a messenger of God coming in to him, and saying to 
him, “Cornelius”; 4 and he having looked earnestly on him, and becoming afraid, said, 
“What is it, Lord?” And he said to him, “Your prayers and your kind acts came up for a 
memorial before God, ° and now send men to Joppa, and send for a certain one Simon, 
who is surnamed Peter; © this one lodges with a certain Simon a tanner, whose house is 
by the sea; this one will speak to you what you must do.” 7 And when the messenger 
who is speaking to Cornelius went away, having called two of his servants, and a pious 
soldier of those waiting on him continually, § and having expounded all things to them, 
he sent them to Joppa. ? And on the next day, as these are proceeding on the way, and are 
drawing near to the city, Peter went up on the housetop to pray, about the sixth hour, 
10 and he became very hungry, and wished to eat; and they making ready, there fell on 
him a trance, and he beholds Heaven opened, and a certain vessel descending to him, 
as a great sheet, bound at the four corners, and let down on the earth, 12 in which were 
all the four-footed beasts of the earth, and the wild beasts, and the creeping things, and 
the birds of the sky, 13 and there came a voice to him: “Having risen, Peter, slay and 
eat.” 14 And Peter said, “Not so, Lord; because at no time did I eat anything common 
or unclean”; }5 and [there is] a voice again a second time to him: “What God cleansed, 
you do not declare common”; !¢ and this was done three times, and again was the vessel 
received up to Heaven. !” And as Peter was perplexed in himself what the vision that he 
saw might be, then, behold, the men who have been sent from Cornelius, having made 
inquiry for the house of Simon, stood at the gate, 18 and having called, they were asking 
if Simon, who is surnamed Peter, lodges here. 19 And Peter thinking about the vision, 
the Spirit said to him, “Behold, three men seek you; 2° but having risen, go down and go 
on with them, doubting nothing, because I have sent them”; 21 and Peter having come 
down to the men who have been sent from Cornelius to him, said, “Behold, lam he whom 
you seek, what [is] the cause for which you are present?” 22 And they said, “Cornelius, 
a centurion, a man righteous and fearing God, well testified to, also, by all the nation of 
the Jews, was divinely warned by a holy messenger to send for you, to his house, and to 
hear sayings from you.” 23 Having called them in, therefore, he lodged them, and on the 
next day Peter went forth with them, and certain of the brothers from Joppa went with 
him, 24 and on the next day they entered into Caesarea; and Cornelius was waiting for 
them, having called together his relatives and near friends, 25 and as it came that Peter 
entered in, Cornelius having met him, having fallen at [his] feet, worshiped [him]; 26 and 
Peter raised him, saying, “Stand up; I am also a man myself”; 27 and talking with him 
he went in, and finds many having come together. 28 And he said to them, “You know 
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how it is unlawful for a man, a Jew, to keep company with, or to come to, one of another 


race, but God showed to me to call no man common or unclean; 2? therefore also without 
contradicting I came, having been sent for; I ask, therefore, for what matter you sent for 


me?” 3° And Cornelius said, “Four days ago until this hour, I was fasting, and [at] the 
ninth hour praying in my house, and behold, a man stood before me in radiant clothing, 
31 and he said, Cornelius, your prayer was heard, and your kind acts were remembered 
before God; 32 send, therefore, to Joppa, and call for Simon, who is surnamed Peter; this 
one lodges in the house of Simon a tanner, by the sea, who having come, will speak to you; 
33 at once, therefore, I sent to you; you also did well, having come; now, therefore, we are 
all present before God to hear all things that have been commanded you by God.” 34 And 
Peter having opened his mouth, said, “Of a truth, I perceive that God is not favoring by 
appearance, °° but in every nation he who is fearing Him, and is working righteousness, 
is acceptable to Him; 3¢the word that He sent to the sons of Israel, proclaiming good news 
—peace through Jesus Christ (this One is Lord of all), 37 you have known the word that 
came throughout all Judea, having begun from Galilee, after the immersion that John 
preached; 38 Jesus who [is] from Nazareth—how God anointed Him with the Holy Spirit 
and power; who went through, doing good, and healing all those oppressed by the Devil, 
because God was with Him; 3? and we are witnesses of all things that He did, both in the 
country of the Jews, and in Jerusalem—whom they slew, having hanged [Him] on a tree. 
40 This One God raised up [on] the third day, and gave Him to become visible, “1 not to all 
the people, but to witnesses, to those having been chosen before by God—to us who ate 
with [Him], and drank with Him, after His rising out of the dead; 42 and He commanded 
us to preach to the people, and to fully testify that it is He who has been ordained judge 
of living and dead by God— 43 to this One do all the Prophets testify, that through His 
Name everyone that is believing in Him receives forgiveness of sins.” 44 While Peter is yet 
speaking these sayings, the Holy Spirit fell on all those hearing the word, 45 and those 
of circumcision [who were] believing were astonished—as many as came with Peter— 
because the gift of the Holy Spirit has also been poured out on the nations, 4° for they 
were hearing them speaking with tongues and magnifying God. 4” Then Peter answered, 
“Is anyone able to forbid the water, that these may not be immersed, who received the 
Holy Spirit—even as us also?” 48 He commanded them to also be immersed in the Name 
of the LORD; then they implored him to remain certain days. 


11 


1 And the apostles and the brothers who are in Judea heard that the nations also 
received the word of God, 2 and when Peter came up to Jerusalem, those of circumcision 
were contending with him, 3 saying, “You went in to uncircumcised men, and ate with 
them!” 4 And Peter having begun, set [it] forth to them in order, saying, 5 “I was in 
the city of Joppa praying, and I saw in a trance a vision, a certain vessel coming down, 
as a great sheet by four corners being let down out of Heaven, and it came to me; © at 
which having looked steadfastly, I was considering, and I saw the four-footed beasts of 
the earth, and the wild beasts, and the creeping things, and the birds of the sky; 7 and I 
heard a voice saying to me, Having risen, Peter, slay and eat; § and I said, Not so, Lord, 
because anything common or unclean has at no time entered into my mouth; ° and a 
voice answered me a second time out of Heaven, What God cleansed, you do not declare 
common. !° And this happened three times, and again was all drawn up to Heaven, !! and 
behold, immediately, three men stood at the house in which I was, having been sent 
from Caesarea to me, !2and the Spirit said to me to go with them, doubting nothing, and 


these six brothers also went with me, and we entered into the house of the man, 13 he 
also declared to us how he saw the messenger standing in his house, and saying to him, 


Send men to Joppa, and call for Simon, who is surnamed Peter, !4 who will speak sayings 
by which you will be saved, you and all your house. 15 And in my beginning to speak, 
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the Holy Spirit fell on them, even as also on us in the beginning, 16 and I remembered 
the saying of the LORD, how He said, John indeed immersed in water, but you will be 
immersed in the Holy Spirit; 1” if then God gave to them the equal gift as also to us, having 
believed on the Lord Jesus Christ, I—how was I able to withstand God?” 18 And they, 
having heard these things, were silent, and were glorifying God, saying, “Then, indeed, 
God also gave conversion to life to the nations.” 19 Those, indeed, therefore, having 
been scattered abroad, from the tribulation that came after Stephen, went through to 
Phoenicia, and Cyprus, and Antioch, speaking the word to none except to Jews only; 
20 and there were certain of them, men of Cyprus and Cyrene, who having entered into 
Antioch, were speaking to the Hellenists, proclaiming good news—the Lord Jesus, 21 and 
the hand of the LORD was with them, a great number also, having believed, turned to 
the LORD. 22 And the account was heard in the ears of the assembly that [is] in Jerusalem 
concerning them, and they sent forth Barnabas to go through to Antioch, 23 who, having 
come, and having seen the grace of God, was glad, and was exhorting all with purpose 
of heart to cleave to the LORD, 24 because he was a good man, and full of the Holy Spirit, 
and of faith, and a great multitude was added to the LORD. *° And Barnabas went forth to 
Tarsus, to seek for Saul, 26 and having found him, he brought him to Antioch, and it came 
to pass that they assembled together a whole year in the assembly, and taught a great 
multitude, and the disciples were first called Christians in Antioch. 2” And in those days 
there came from Jerusalem prophets to Antioch, 28 and one of them, by name Agabus, 
having stood up, signified through the Spirit a great scarcity is about to be throughout all 
the world—which also came to pass in the time of Claudius Caesar— 29 and the disciples, 
according as anyone was prospering, determined each of them to send for ministry to 
the brothers dwelling in Judea, 3° which also they did, having sent to the elders by the 
hand of Barnabas and Saul. 


I2 

1 And about that time, Herod the king put forth his hands to do evil to certain of those 
of the Assembly, 2 and he killed James, the brother of John, with the sword, ? and having 
seen that it is pleasing to the Jews, he added to lay hold of Peter also—and they were the 
days of the Unleavened [Bread]— 4 whom also having seized, he put in prison, having 
delivered [him] to four squads of four soldiers to guard him, intending to bring him forth 
to the people after the Passover. ° Peter, therefore, indeed, was kept in the prison, and 
fervent prayer was being made by the Assembly to God for him, ® and when Herod was 
about to bring him forth, the same night was Peter sleeping between two soldiers, having 
been bound with two chains, guards were also keeping the prison before the door, 7 and 
behold, a messenger of the LORD stood by, and a light shone in the buildings, and having 
struck Peter on the side, he raised him up, saying, “Rise in haste,” and his chains fell 
from off [his] hands. ® The messenger also said to him, “Gird yourself, and bind on your 
sandals”; and he did so; and he says to him, “Cast your garment around and follow me”; 
9 and having gone forth, he was following him, and he did not know that it is true that 
which is done through the messenger, and was thinking he saw a vision, !° and having 
passed through a first ward, and a second, they came to the iron gate that is leading into 
the city, which opened to them of its own accord, and having gone forth, they went on 
through one street, and immediately the messenger departed from him. 1 And Peter 
having come to himself, said, “Now I have known of a truth that the LORD sent forth 
His messenger, and delivered me out of the hand of Herod, and all the expectation of 
the people of the Jews”; 12 also, having considered, he came to the house of Mary, the 
mother of John, who is surnamed Mark, where there were many thronged together and 
praying. !3 And Peter having knocked at the door of the porch, there came a girl to listen, 
by name Rhoda, 4 and having known the voice of Peter, from the joy she did not open 
the porch, but having run in, told of the standing of Peter before the porch, 15 and they 
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said to her, “You are mad”; and she was confidently affirming [it] to be so, and they 
said, “It is his messenger”; 1° and Peter was continuing knocking, and having opened, 
they saw him, and were astonished, 17 and having beckoned to them with the hand to 
be silent, he declared to them how the LORD brought him out of the prison, and he said, 
“Declare these things to James and to the brothers”; and having gone forth, he went on 
to another place. 18 And day having come, there was not a little stir among the soldiers 
what then was become of Peter, 19 and Herod having sought for him, and having not 
found, having examined the guards, commanded [them] to be led away to punishment, 
and having gone down from Judea to Caesarea, he was abiding [there]. 2° And Herod 
was highly displeased with the Tyrians and Sidonians, and with one accord they came 
to him, and having made a friend of Blastus, who [is] over the bed-chambers of the king, 
they were asking peace, because of their country being nourished from the king’s; 21 and 
on a set day, Herod having clothed himself in kingly clothing, and having sat down on 
the judgment seat, was making an oration to them, 22 and the populace were shouting, 
“The voice of a god, and not of a man!” 23 And immediately a messenger of the LORD 
struck him in return for that he did not give the glory to God, and having been eaten 
of worms, he expired. 24 And the word of God grew and multiplied, 2° and Barnabas and 
Saul turned back out of Jerusalem, having fulfilled the ministry, having also taken John 
with [them], who was surnamed Mark. 


13 

1 And there were certain in Antioch, in the assembly there, prophets and teachers: 
both Barnabas, and Simeon who is called Niger, and Lucius the Cyrenian, Manaen also 
—Herod the tetrarch’s foster-brother—and Saul; 2 and in their ministering to the LORD 
and fasting, the Holy Spirit said, “Separate to Me both Barnabas and Saul to the work to 
which I have called them,” 3 then having fasted, and having prayed, and having laid the 
hands on them, they sent [them] away. 4 These, indeed, then, having been sent forth 
by the Holy Spirit, went down to Seleucia, and from there they sailed to Cyprus, 5 and 
having come to Salamis, they declared the word of God in the synagogues of the Jews, 
and they also had John [as] a servant; © and having gone through the island to Paphos, 
they found a certain magus, a false prophet, a Jew, whose name [is] Bar-Jesus; 7 who 
was with the proconsul Sergius Paulus, an intelligent man; this one having called for 
Barnabas and Saul, desired to hear the word of God, 8 and there withstood them Elymas 
the magus—for so is his name interpreted—seeking to pervert the proconsul from the 
faith. 9 And Saul—who also [is] Paul—having been filled with the Holy Spirit, and having 
looked steadfastly on him, 1 said, “O full of all guile, and all recklessness, son of a devil, 
enemy of all righteousness, will you not cease perverting the right ways of the LORD? 
11 And now, behold, a hand of the LORD [is] on you, and you will be blind, not seeing 
the sun for a season”; and instantly there fell on him a mist and darkness, and he, going 
around, was seeking some to lead [him] by the hand; !2 then the proconsul having seen 
what has come to pass, believed, being astonished at the teaching of the LORD. 13 And 
those around Paul having set sail from Paphos, came to Perga of Pamphylia, and John 
having departed from them, turned back to Jerusalem, 14 and they having gone through 
from Perga, came to Antioch of Pisidia, and having gone into the synagogue on the day of 
the Sabbaths, they sat down, 15 and after the reading of the Law and of the Prophets, the 
chief men of the synagogue sent to them, saying, “Men, brothers, if there be a word 
in you of exhortation to the people—say on.” 16 And Paul having risen, and having 
beckoned with the hand, said, “Men, Israelites, and those fearing God, listen: 17 the God 
of this people Israel chose our fathers, and He exalted the people in their sojourning in 
the land of Egypt, and He brought them out of it with a high arm; 18 and about a period of 
forty years He endured their conduct in the wilderness, 19 and having destroyed seven 
nations in the land of Canaan, He divided their land to them by lot. 2° And after these 
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things, about four hundred and fifty years, He gave judges—until Samuel the prophet; 
21 and thereafter they asked for a king, and God gave to them Saul, son of Kish, a man 
of the tribe of Benjamin, for forty years; 22 and having removed him, He raised up to 
them David for king, to whom also having testified, He said, I found David, the [son] 
of Jesse, a man according to My heart, who will do all My will. 23 Of this one’s seed, 
God, according to promise, raised to Israel a Savior—Jesus, 24 John having first preached, 
before His coming, an immersion of conversion to all the people of Israel; 2° and as John 
was fulfilling the course, he said, Whom do you suppose I am? I am not [He], but behold, 
He comes after me, of whom I am not worthy to loose the sandal of [His] feet. 2° Men, 
brothers, sons of the race of Abraham, and those among you fearing God, to you was the 
word of this salvation sent, 27 for those dwelling in Jerusalem, and their chiefs, having 
not known this One, also the voices of the Prophets, which are being read every Sabbath 
—having judged [Him]—fulfilled, 28 and having found no cause of death, they asked of 
Pilate that He should be slain, 2? and when they fulfilled all the things written about 
Him, having taken [Him] down from the tree, they laid Him in a tomb; 3° and God raised 
Him out of the dead, 31 and He was seen for many days of those who came up with Him 
from Galilee to Jerusalem, who are His witnesses to the people. 32 And we proclaim good 
news to you—that the promise made to the fathers, 3° God has completed this in full to 
us their children, having raised up Jesus, as also in the second Psalm it has been written: 
You are My Son—I have begotten You today. 34 And that He raised Him up out of the 
dead, to no longer return to corruption, He has said this: I will give to You the holy 
[blessings] of David [that are] faithful; 35 for what reason He also says in another [place]: 
You will not give Your Holy One to see corruption; °° for David, indeed, having served 
his own generation by the will of God, fell asleep, and was added to his fathers, and saw 
corruption, 3” but He whom God raised up, did not see corruption. 38 Let it therefore be 
known to you, men, brothers, that the forgiveness of sins is declared to you through 
this One, 3° and from all things in the Law of Moses from which you were not able 
to be declared righteous, everyone who is believing in this One is declared righteous; 
40 see, therefore, it may not come on you that has been spoken in the Prophets: 41 See, 
you despisers, and wonder, and perish, because I work a work in your days, a work in 
which you may not believe, though anyone may declare [it] to you.” 42 And having gone 
forth out of the synagogue of the Jews, the nations were calling on [them] that on the 
next Sabbath these sayings may be spoken to them, *? and the synagogue having been 
dismissed, many of the Jews and of the devout proselytes followed Paul and Barnabas, 
who, speaking to them, were persuading them to remain in the grace of God. 44 And on 
the coming Sabbath, almost all the city was gathered together to hear the word of God, 
45 and the Jews having seen the multitudes, were filled with zeal, and contradicted the 
things spoken by Paul—contradicting and slandering. 4° And speaking boldly, Paul and 
Barnabas said, “It was necessary that the word of God be first spoken to you, and seeing 
you thrust it away, and do not judge yourselves worthy of the continuous life, behold, 
we turn to the nations; 4” for so the LORD has commanded us: I have set you for a light 
of nations—for your being for salvation to the end of the earth.” 48 And the nations 
hearing were glad, and were glorifying the word of the LORD, and believed—as many 
as were appointed to continuous life; 49 and the word of the LORD was spread abroad 
through all the region. 5° And the Jews stirred up the devout and honorable women, and 
the first men of the city, and raised persecution against Paul and Barnabas, and put them 
out from their borders; 5! and having shaken off the dust of their feet against them, they 
came to Iconium, >“ and the disciples were filled with joy and the Holy Spirit. 


14 


1 And it came to pass in Iconium, that they entered together into the synagogue of 
the Jews, and spoke, so that there believed a great multitude of both Jews and Greeks; 
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2 and the unbelieving Jews stirred up and made the souls of the nations evil against the 
brothers; 3 [for a] long time, indeed, therefore, they abided speaking boldly in the LORD, 
who is testifying to the word of His grace, and granting signs and wonders to come to 
pass through their hands. 4 And the multitude of the city was divided, and some were 
with the Jews, and some with the apostles, 5 and when there was a purpose both of 
the nations and of the Jews with their rulers to mistreat [them], and to stone them, 
6 they having become aware, fled to the cities of Lycaonia, Lystra, and Derbe, and the 
surrounding region, 7 and there they were proclaiming good news. ® Anda certain manin 
Lystra, impotent in the feet, was sitting, being lame from the womb of his mother—who 
never had walked; ° this one was hearing Paul speaking, who, having steadfastly beheld 
him, and having seen that he has faith to be saved, 1° said with a loud voice, “Stand up on 
your feet upright”; and he was springing and walking, 4 and the multitudes having seen 
what Paul did, lifted up their voice in the speech of Lycaonia, saying, “The gods, having 
become like men, came down to us”; 12 they were also calling Barnabas Zeus, and Paul 
Hermes, since he was the leader in speaking. 13 And the priest of the Zeus that is before 
their city, having brought oxen and garlands to the porches, wished to sacrifice with 
the multitudes, 14 and having heard, the apostles Barnabas and Paul, having torn their 
garments, sprung into the multitude, crying 5 and saying, “Men, why do you do these 
things? And we are similar-feeling men with you, proclaiming good news to you, to turn 
to the living God from these vanities, who made the heaven, and the earth, and the sea, 
and all the things in them; 1° who in the past generations permitted all the nations to 
go on in their ways, !” though, indeed, He did not leave Himself without witness, doing 
good—giving rains to us from Heaven, and fruitful seasons, filling our hearts with food 
and gladness”; !8 and saying these things, they scarcely restrained the multitudes from 
sacrificing to them. !° And there came there, from Antioch and Iconium, Jews, and they 
having persuaded the multitudes, and having stoned Paul, drew him outside of the city, 
having supposed him to be dead; 2° and the disciples having surrounded him, having 
risen he entered into the city, and on the next day he went forth with Barnabas to 
Derbe. 2! Having also proclaimed good news to that city, and having discipled many, 
they turned back to Lystra, and Iconium, and Antioch, 22 confirming the souls of the 
disciples, exhorting to remain in the faith, and that it is required of us to enter into 
the Kingdom of God through many tribulations, 23 and having appointed to them elders 
in every assembly by vote, having prayed with fastings, they commended them to the 
LORD in whom they had believed. 24 And having passed through Pisidia, they came to 
Pamphylia, 2° and having spoken the word in Perga, they went down to Attalia, 2° and 
[from] there sailed to Antioch, from where they had been given by the grace of God for 
the work that they fulfilled; 2? and having come and gathered the assembly together, 
they declared as many things as God did with them, and that He opened a door of faith 
to the nations; 28 and they abided there with the disciples [for] not a short time. 


15 

1 And certain having come down from Judea, were teaching the brothers, “If you are 
not circumcised after the custom of Moses, you are not able to be saved”; 2 there having 
been, therefore, not a little dissension and debate to Paul and Barnabas with them, they 
arranged for Paul and Barnabas, and certain others of them, to go up to the apostles and 
elders to Jerusalem about this question; 3 they indeed, then, having been sent forward 
by the assembly, were passing through Phoenicia and Samaria, declaring the conversion 
of the nations, and they were causing great joy to all the brothers. 4 And having come 
to Jerusalem, they were received by the assembly, and the apostles, and the elders; they 
also declared as many things as God did with them; ° and there rose up certain of those 
of the sect of the Pharisees who believed, saying, “It is required to circumcise them, to 
command them also to keep the Law of Moses.” © And there were gathered together the 
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apostles and the elders, to see about this matter, 7 and there having been much disputing, 
Peter having risen up said to them, “Men, brothers, you know that from former days 
God made choice among us, through my mouth, for the nations to hear the word of the 
good news, and to believe; § and the heart-knowing God bore them testimony, having 
given to them the Holy Spirit, even as also to us, 9 and also put no difference between 
us and them, having purified their hearts by faith; 1° now, therefore, why do you tempt 
God, to put a yoke on the neck of the disciples, which neither our fathers nor we were 
able to bear? 11 But through the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, we believe to be saved, 
even as also they.” 12 And all the multitude kept silence and were listening to Barnabas 
and Paul expounding as many signs and wonders as God did among the nations through 
them; 13 and after they were silent, James answered, saying, “Men, brothers, listen to 
me: !4 Simeon expounded how at first God looked on [us] to take a people out of [the] 
nations for His Name, and to this the words of the Prophets agree, as it has been 
written: 1¢ After these things I will return, || And I will rebuild the dwelling place of 
David that has fallen down, || And I will rebuild its ruins, || And will set it upright— 
17 That the remnant of men may seek after the LORD, || And all the nations on whom 
My Name has been called, || Says the LORD, who is doing all these things. 18 Known 
from the ages to God are all His works. !° For this reason I judge: not to trouble those 


who turn back to God from the nations, 2° but to write to them to abstain from the 
defilements of the idols, and the whoredom, and the strangled thing, and the blood; 


21 for Moses has those preaching him from former generations in every city—being read 
every Sabbath in the synagogues.” 22 Then it seemed good to the apostles and the elders, 
with the whole assembly, to send to Antioch with Paul and Barnabas chosen men out 
of themselves—Judas surnamed Barsabas, and Silas, leading men among the brothers 
— 23 having written through their hand thus: “The apostles, and the elders, and the 
brothers, to those in Antioch, and Syria, and Cilicia, brothers, who [are] of the nations, 
greeting; 24 seeing we have heard that some having gone forth from us troubled you with 
words, subverting your souls, saying to be circumcised and to keep the Law, to whom we 
gave no charge, 25it seemed good to us, having come together with one accord, to send to 
you chosen men, with our beloved Barnabas and Paul— 2° men who have given up their 
lives for the Name of our Lord Jesus Christ— 27 we have sent, therefore, Judas and Silas, 
and they are telling the same things by word. 28 For it seemed good to the Holy Spirit, 
and to us, to lay no more burden on you, except these necessary things: 29 to abstain 
from things offered to idols, and blood, and a strangled thing, and whoredom; keeping 
yourselves from which, you will do well; be strong!” 3° They then, indeed, having been 
let go, went to Antioch, and having brought the multitude together, delivered the letter, 
31 and having read [it] they rejoiced for the consolation; 32 Judas also and Silas, also being 
prophets themselves, through much discourse exhorted the brothers, and confirmed, 
33 and having passed some time, they were let go with peace from the brothers to the 
apostles; 34[[and it seemed good to Silas to remain there still.]] 35 And Paul and Barnabas 
continued in Antioch, teaching and proclaiming good news—with many others also—the 
word of the LORD; 3° and after certain days, Paul said to Barnabas, “Having turned back 
again, we may look after our brothers, in every city in which we have preached the word 
of the LORD—how they are.” 37 And Barnabas resolved to take with [them] John called 
Mark, °8 and Paul was not thinking it good to take him with them who withdrew from 
them from Pamphylia, and did not go with them to the work; 39 there came, therefore, 
a sharp contention, so that they were parted from one another, and Barnabas having 
taken Mark, sailed to Cyprus, 4° and Paul having chosen Silas, went forth, having been 
given up to the grace of God by the brothers; 41 and he went through Syria and Cilicia, 
confirming the assemblies. 
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1 And he came to Derbe and Lystra, and behold, a certain disciple was there, by name 
Timotheus, son of a certain woman, a believing Jewess, but of a father, a Greek, 2 who 
was well testified to by the brothers in Lystra and Iconium; 3 Paul wished this one to go 
forth with him, and having taken [him], he circumcised him, because of the Jews who 
are in those places, for they all knew his father—that he was a Greek. 4 And as they were 
going on through the cities, they were delivering to them the decrees to keep, that have 
been judged by the apostles and the elders who [are] in Jerusalem, ° then, indeed, were 
the assemblies established in the faith, and were abounding in number every day; ® and 
having gone through Phrygia and the region of Galatia, having been forbidden by the 
Holy Spirit to speak the word in Asia, ’ having gone toward Mysia, they were trying to 
go on toward Bithynia, and the Spirit did not permit them, ® and having passed by Mysia, 
they came down to Troas. ? And a vision through the night appeared to Paul—a certain 
man of Macedonia was standing, calling on him, and saying, “Having passed through 
to Macedonia, help us.” 1° And when he saw the vision, immediately we endeavored to 
go forth to Macedonia, assuredly gathering that the LORD has called us to preach good 
news to them, " having set sail, therefore, from Troas, we came with a straight course 
to Samothracia, on the next day also to Neapolis, !2 there also to Philippi, which is a 
principal city of the part of Macedonia—a colony. And we were abiding in this city some 
days; 13 on the day of the Sabbaths we also went forth outside of the city, by a river, 
where there used to be prayer, and having sat down, we were speaking to the women 
who came together, !4and a certain woman, by name Lydia, a seller of purple, of the city 
of Thyatira, worshiping God, was hearing, whose heart the LORD opened to attend to the 
things spoken by Paul; 15 and when she was immersed, and her household, she called on 
us, saying, “If you have judged me to be faithful to the LORD, having entered into my 
house, remain”; and she constrained us. 1° And it came to pass in our going on to prayer, 
a certain maid, having a spirit of Python, met us, who brought much employment to her 
masters by soothsaying; !’ she having followed Paul and us, was crying, saying, “These 
men are servants of the Most High God, who declare to us [the] way of salvation!” 18 And 
this she was doing for many days, but Paul having been grieved, and having turned, said 
to the spirit, “I command you, in the Name of Jesus Christ, to come forth from her”; 
and it came forth the same hour. !9 And her masters having seen that the hope of their 
employment was gone, having caught Paul and Silas, drew [them] into the marketplace, 
to the rulers, 2° and having brought them to the magistrates, they said, “These men being 
Jews exceedingly trouble our city; 21 and they proclaim customs that are not lawful for 
us to receive nor to do, being Romans.” 22 And the multitude rose up together against 
them, and the magistrates having torn their garments from them, were commanding 
to beat [them] with rods, 23 having also laid on them many blows, they cast them into 
prison, having given charge to the jailor to keep them safely, 24 who having received such 
a charge, put them into the inner prison, and fastened their feet in the stocks. 25 And 
at midnight Paul and Silas praying, were singing hymns to God, and the prisoners were 
hearing them, #6 and suddenly a great earthquake came, so that the foundations of the 
prison were shaken, also all the doors were immediately opened, and of all—the bands 
were loosed; 2” and the jailor having come out of sleep, and having seen the doors of the 
prison open, having drawn a sword, was about to kill himself, supposing the prisoners 
to have fled, 28 and Paul cried out with a loud voice, saying, “You may not do yourself 
any harm, for we are all here!” 2° And having asked for a light, he sprang in, and he fell 
down before Paul and Silas trembling, 3° and having brought them forth, said, “Lords, 
what must I do that I may be saved?” 3! And they said, “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and you will be saved—you and your household.” 32 And they spoke to him the word 
of the LORD, and to all those in his household; 33 and having taken them, in that hour 
of the night, he bathed [them] from the blows, and immediately he and all of his were 
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immersed, 34 having also brought them into his house, he set food before [them], and 
was glad with all the household, he having believed in God. 35 And day having come, 
the magistrates sent the rod-bearers, saying, “Let those men go”; 3 and the jailor told 
these words to Paul, “The magistrates have sent, that you may be let go; now, therefore, 
having gone forth go on in peace”; 37 and Paul said to them, “Having beaten us publicly 
uncondemned—men, being Romans—they cast [us] to prison, and now privately they 
cast us forth! Why no! But having come themselves, let them bring us forth.” 38 And the 
rod-bearers told these sayings to the magistrates, and they were afraid, having heard 
that they are Romans, 2? and having come, they implored them, and having brought 
[them] forth, they were asking [them] to go forth from the city; 4° and they, having gone 
forth out of the prison, entered into [the house of] Lydia, and having seen the brothers, 
they comforted them, and went forth. 


1 And having passed through Amphipolis, and Apollonia, they came to Thessalonica, 
where the synagogue of the Jews was, 2and according to the custom of Paul, he went into 
them, and for three Sabbaths he was reasoning with them from the Writings, 3 opening 
and alleging that it was necessary [for] the Christ to suffer, and to rise again out of the 
dead, and that “this is the Christ—Jesus whom I proclaim to you.” 4 And certain of them 
believed, and attached themselves to Paul and to Silas, also a great multitude of the 
worshiping Greeks, also not a few of the principal women. 5 And the Jews, having been 
moved with envy, and having taken to themselves certain evil men of the agitators, 
and having made a crowd, were setting the city in an uproar; having also assailed the 
house of Jason, they were seeking them to bring [them] to the populace, ¢ and having 
not found them, they drew Jason and certain brothers to the city rulers, calling aloud, 
“These, having put the world in commotion, are also present here, 7 whom Jason has 
received; and all these do contrary to the decrees of Caesar, saying another to be king— 
Jesus.” § And they troubled the multitude and the city rulers, hearing these things, 9 and 
having taken security from Jason and the rest, they let them go. 1° And the brothers 
immediately, through the night, sent forth both Paul and Silas to Berea, who having 
come, went into the synagogue of the Jews; !! and these were more noble than those in 
Thessalonica; they received the word with all readiness of mind, examining the Writings 
every day [to see] whether those things were so; !2 therefore, many of them, indeed, 
believed, and not a few of the honorable Greek women and men. * And when the Jews 
from Thessalonica knew that also in Berea was the word of God declared by Paul, they 
came there also, agitating the multitudes; !4 and then immediately the brothers sent 
forth Paul, to go on as it were to the sea, but both Silas and Timotheus were remaining 
there. 15 And those conducting Paul, brought him to Athens, and having received a 
command to Silas and Timotheus that with all speed they may come to him, they 
departed; 1¢ and Paul waiting for them in Athens, his spirit was stirred in him, beholding 
the city wholly given to idolatry, 1’ therefore, indeed, he was reasoning in the synagogue 
with the Jews, and with the worshiping persons, and in the marketplace every day with 
those who met with him. 18 And certain of the Epicurean and of the Stoic philosophers, 
were meeting together to see him, and some were saying, “What would this seed picker 
wish to say?” And others, “He seems to be an announcer of strange demons”; because 
he proclaimed to them Jesus and the resurrection as good news, !9 having also taken 
him, they brought [him] to the Areopagus, saying, “Are we able to know what this new 
teaching [is] that is spoken by you, 2° for you bring certain strange things to our ears? 
We resolve, then, to know what these things would wish to be”; 21 and all Athenians, and 
the strangers sojourning, for nothing else were at leisure but to say something, and to 
hear some newer thing. 22 And Paul, having stood in the midst of the Areopagus, said, 
“Men, Athenians, in all things I perceive you as over-religious; 23 for passing through 
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and contemplating your objects of worship, I also found an altar on which had been 
inscribed: To God—unknown; whom, therefore—not knowing—you worship, this One 
I announce to you. 24 God, who made the world, and all things in it, this One, being 
Lord of Heaven and of earth, does not dwell in temples made with hands, 25 neither is 
He served by the hands of men—needing anything, He giving life to all, and breath, and 
all things; 2° He also made every nation of man of one blood, to dwell on all the face of 
the earth—having ordained times before appointed, and the bounds of their dwellings 
— 27 to seek the LORD, if perhaps they felt after Him and found, though, indeed, He is 
not far from each one of us, 28 for in Him we live, and move, and are; as certain of your 
poets have also said: For we are also His offspring. 29 Being, therefore, offspring of God, 
we ought not to think the Godhead to be like to gold, or silver, or stone, [an] engraving 
of art and imagination of man; 3° therefore indeed God, having overlooked the times of 
ignorance, now commands all men everywhere to convert, 31 because He set a day in 
which He is about to judge the world in righteousness, by a Man whom He ordained, 
having given assurance to all, having raised Him out of the dead.” 32 And having heard 
of a resurrection of the dead, some, indeed, were mocking, but others said, “We will 
hear you again concerning this”; 33 and so Paul went forth from the midst of them, 
34 and certain men having cleaved to him, believed, among whom [is] also Dionysius 
the Areopagite, and a woman, by name Damaris, and others with them. 


1 And after these things, Paul having departed out of Athens, came to Corinth, 2 and 
having found a certain Jew, by name Aquilas, of Pontus by birth, lately come from Italy, 
and his wife Priscilla—because of Claudius having directed all the Jews to depart out of 
Rome—he came to them, 3 and because of being of the same craft, he remained with 
them, and was working, for they were tentmakers as to craft; 4and he was reasoning in 
the synagogue every Sabbath, persuading both Jews and Greeks. 5 And when both Silas 
and Timotheus came down from Macedonia, Paul was pressed in the Spirit, testifying 
fully to the Jews Jesus the Christ; and on their resisting and slandering, having shaken 
[his] garments, he said to them, “Your blood [is] on your head—I am clean; from now 
on I will go on to the nations.” 7 And having departed from there, he went to the 
house of a certain one, by name Justus, a worshiper of God, whose house was adjoining 
the synagogue, § and Crispus, the ruler of the synagogue believed in the LORD with all 
his house, and many of the Corinthians hearing were believing, and they were being 
immersed. 9 And the LORD said through a vision in the night to Paul, “Do not be afraid, 
but be speaking and you may not be silent; 1° because I am with you, and no one will set 
on you to do evil [to] you, because I have many people in this city”; and he continued 
a year and six months, teaching the word of God among them. !” And Gallio being 
proconsul of Achaia, the Jews made a rush with one accord on Paul, and brought him 
to the judgment seat, 13 saying, “This one persuades men to worship God against the 
Law”; 14 and Paul being about to open [his] mouth, Gallio said to the Jews, “If, indeed, 
then, it was anything unrighteous, or an act of wicked recklessness, O Jews, according to 
reason I had borne with you, !° but if it is a question concerning words and names, and of 
your law, look [to it] yourselves, for I do not intend to be a judge of these things,” 1° and 
he drives them from the judgment seat; 17 and all the Greeks having taken Sosthenes, 
the chief man of the synagogue, were beating [him] before the judgment seat, and Gallio 
was not even caring for these things. 18 And Paul having remained yet a good many days, 
having taken leave of the brothers, was sailing to Syria—and with him [are] Priscilla 
and Aquilas—having shorn [his] head in Cenchera, for he had a vow; 19 and he came 
down to Ephesus, and left them there, and he himself having entered into the synagogue 
reasoned with the Jews: 2° and they having requested [him] to remain a longer time with 
them, he did not consent, 21 but took leave of them, saying, “It is necessary for me by all 
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means to keep the coming celebration at Jerusalem, and again I will return to you—God 
willing.” And he sailed from Ephesus, 22 and having come down to Caesarea, having gone 
up, and having greeted the assembly, he went down to Antioch. 23 And having stayed 
some time, he went forth, going successively through the region of Galatia and Phrygia, 
strengthening all the disciples. 24 And a certain Jew, Apollos by name, an Alexandrian 
by birth, a man of eloquence, being mighty in the Writings, came to Ephesus; 25 this one 
was instructed in the way of the LORD, and being fervent in the Spirit, was speaking and 
teaching exactly the things about the LORD, knowing only the immersion of John; 2° this 
one also began to speak boldly in the synagogue, and Aquilas and Priscilla having heard 
of him, took him to [them], and more exactly set forth to him The Way of God, 2” and he 
resolving to go through into Achaia, the brothers wrote to the disciples, having exhorted 
them to receive him, who having come, helped them much who have believed through 
grace, 28 for he was powerfully refuting the Jews publicly, showing through the Writings 
Jesus to be the Christ. 


19 

1 And it came to pass, in Apollos being in Corinth, Paul having gone through the 
upper parts, came to Ephesus, and having found certain disciples, he said to them, 
“Having believed, did you receive the Holy Spirit?” And they said to him, “But we did 
not even hear whether there is any Holy Spirit”; 3 and he said to them, “Into what, 
then, were you immersed?” And they said, “Into John’s immersion.” 4 And Paul said, 
“John, indeed, immersed with an immersion of conversion, saying to the people that 
they should believe in Him who is coming after him—that is, in the Christ—Jesus”; 5 and 
they, having heard, were immersed into the Name of the Lord Jesus, © and Paul having 
laid [his] hands on them, the Holy Spirit came on them, they were also speaking with 
tongues, and prophesying, 7 and all the men were, as it were, twelve. 8 And having gone 
into the synagogue, he was speaking boldly for three months, reasoning and persuading 
the things concerning the Kingdom of God, 9 and when certain were hardened and were 
disbelieving, speaking evil of The Way before the multitude, having departed from them, 
he separated the disciples, reasoning every day in the school of a certain Tyrannus. 
10 And this happened for two years so that all those dwelling in Asia heard the word 
of the Lord Jesus, both Jews and Greeks, 11 also mighty works—not common—God was 
working through the hands of Paul, !2 so that even to the ailing were brought from his 
body handkerchiefs or aprons, and the diseases departed from them; the evil spirits also 
went forth from them. 13 And certain of the wandering exorcist Jews, took on [them] to 
name over those having the evil spirits the Name of the Lord Jesus, saying, “We adjure 
you by Jesus, whom Paul preaches”; 14 and there were certain—seven sons of Sceva, a 
Jew, a chief priest—who are doing this thing; 5 and the evil spirit, answering, said, “I 
know Jesus, and I am acquainted with Paul; and you—who are you?” !¢ And the man, in 
whom was the evil spirit, leaping on them, and having overcome them, prevailed against 
them, so that they fled naked and wounded out of that house, !” and this became known 
to all, both Jews and Greeks, who are dwelling at Ephesus, and fear fell on them all, and 
the Name of the Lord Jesus was being magnified; !8 many also of those who believed were 
coming, confessing and declaring their acts, 19 and many of those who had practiced the 
superfluous arts, having brought the scrolls together, were burning [them] before all; 
and they reckoned together the prices of them, and found [it] fifty thousand pieces of 
silver, 2° so powerfully was the word of God increasing and prevailing. 21 And when these 
things were fulfilled, Paul purposed in the Spirit, having gone through Macedonia and 
Achaia, to go on to Jerusalem, saying, “After my being there, it is also necessary for me to 
see Rome”; 22 and having sent to Macedonia two of those ministering to him—Timotheus 
and Erastus—he himself stayed a time in Asia. 23 And there came, at that time, not a little 
stir about The Way, 24 for a certain one, Demetrius by name, a worker in silver, making 
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silver sanctuaries of Artemis, was bringing to the craftsmen not a little gain, 2> whom, 
having brought in a crowd together, and those who worked around such things, he said, 
“Men, you know that by this work we have our wealth; 2° and you see and hear, that 
not only at Ephesus, but almost in all Asia, this Paul, having persuaded, turned away a 
great multitude, saying that they who are made by hands are not gods; 2” and not only 
is this department in danger for us of coming into disregard, but also, that of the great 
goddess Artemis, the temple is to be reckoned for nothing, and also her greatness is 
about to be brought down, whom all Asia and the world worships.” 28 And having heard, 
and having become full of wrath, they were crying out, saying, “Great [is] the Artemis of 
the Ephesians!” 29 And the whole city was filled with confusion; they rushed also with 
one accord into the theater, having caught Gaius and Aristarchus, Macedonians, Paul’s 
fellow-travelers. 3° And on Paul’s resolving to enter in to the populace, the disciples were 
not permitting him, 3! and also some of the chief men of Asia, being his friends, having 
sent to him, were pleading [with] him not to venture into the theater himself. 32 Some 
indeed, therefore, were calling out one thing, and some another, for the assembly was 
confused, and the greater part did not know for what they had come together; 3 and 
out of the multitude they put forward Alexander—the Jews thrusting him forward—and 
Alexander having beckoned with the hand, wished to make defense to the populace, 
34 and having known that he is a Jew, one voice came out of all, for about two hours, 
crying, “Great [is] the Artemis of the Ephesians!” 35 And the public clerk having quieted 
the multitude, says, “Men, Ephesians, why, who is the man that does not know that the 
city of the Ephesians is temple-keeper of the great goddess Artemis, and of that which 
fell down from Zeus? 3° These things, then, being undeniable, it is necessary for you 
to be quiet, and to do nothing rashly. 37 For you brought these men, who are neither 
temple-robbers nor slandering of your goddess; 3° if indeed, therefore, Demetrius and 
the craftsmen with him have a matter with anyone, court [days] are held, and there are 
proconsuls; let them accuse one another. 39 And if you seek after anything concerning 
other matters, it will be determined in the legal assembly; 4° for we are also in peril of 
being accused of insurrection in regard to this day, there being no occasion by which 
we will be able to give an account of this concourse”; 41 and having said these things, he 
dismissed the assembly. 


20 
1 And after the ceasing of the tumult, Paul having called near the disciples, and having 
embraced [them], went forth to go on to Macedonia; 2 and having gone through those 
parts, and having exhorted them with many words, he came to Greece; 3 and having 
continued three months—a counsel of the Jews having been against him—being about 
to set forth to Syria, there came [to him] a resolution of returning through Macedonia. 
4 And there were accompanying him to Asia, Sopater of Pyrrhus from Berea, and of 


Thessalonians Aristarchus and Secundus, and Gaius of Derbe, and Timotheus, and of 
Asians Tychicus and Trophimus; > these, having gone before, remained for us in Troas, 


6 and we sailed, after the days of the Unleavened [Bread], from Philippi, and came to 
them to Troas in five days, where we abided seven days. 7 And on the first [day] of the 
weeks, the disciples having been gathered together to break bread, Paul was discoursing 
to them, about to depart on the next day, he was also continuing the discourse until 
midnight, § and there were many lamps in the upper chamber where they were gathered 
together, ? and there a certain youth was sitting, by name Eutychus, on the window— 
being borne down by a deep sleep, Paul discoursing long—he having sunk down from 
the sleep, fell down from the third story, and was lifted up dead. 1° And Paul, having 
gone down, fell on him, and having embraced [him], said, “Make no tumult, for his life is 
in him”; 11 and having come up, and having broken bread, and having tasted, for a long 
time also having talked—until daylight, so he went forth, !2 and they brought up the boy 
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alive, and were comforted in no ordinary measure. 13 And we having gone before to the 
ship, sailed to Assos, there intending to take in Paul, for so he had arranged, intending 
himself to go on foot; 14and when he met with us at Assos, having taken him up, we came 
to Mitylene, 1 and there having sailed, on the next day we came opposite Chios, and the 
next day we arrived at Samos, and having remained in Trogyllium, on the following day 
we came to Miletus, 1¢ for Paul decided to sail past Ephesus, that there may not be to him 
aloss of time in Asia, for he was hurrying, if it were possible for him, to be at Jerusalem on 
the day of the Pentecost. 17 And from Miletus, having sent to Ephesus, he called for the 
elders of the assembly, 18 and when they were come to him, he said to them, “You know 
from the first day in which I came to Asia, how I was with you at all times; 19 serving the 
LORD with all humility, and many tears, and temptations, that befell me in the counsels 
of the Jews against [me]; 2° how I kept back nothing of what things are profitable, not to 
declare to you, and to teach you publicly, and in every house, 2! testifying fully both to 
Jews and Greeks, conversion toward God, and faith toward our Lord Jesus Christ. 22 And 
now, behold, I—bound in the Spirit—go on to Jerusalem, not knowing the things that 
will befall me in it, 23 except that the Holy Spirit fully testifies in every city, saying that 


bonds and tribulations remain for me; 24 but I make account of none of these, neither do 
I count my life precious to myself, so that I finish my course with joy, and the ministry 


that I received from the Lord Jesus, to fully testify [to] the good news of the grace of God. 
25 And now, behold, I have known that you will no longer see my face, among all you [to] 
whom I went preaching the Kingdom of God; 2° for this reason I take you to witness this 
day, that I [am] clear from the blood of all, 2” for I did not keep back from declaring to 
you all the counsel of God. 28 Take heed, therefore, to yourselves, and to all the flock, 
among which the Holy Spirit made you overseers, to feed the Assembly of God that He 
acquired through His own blood, 29 for I have known this, that there will enter in, after 
my departing, grievous wolves to you, not sparing the flock, 2° and there will arise men 
of your own selves, speaking perverse things, to draw away the disciples after them. 
31 Therefore, watch, remembering that three years, night and day, I did not cease with 
tears warning each one; 32 and now, I commend you, brothers, to God, and to the word 
of His grace, that is able to build up, and to give you an inheritance among all those 
sanctified. 331 coveted the silver or gold or clothing of no one; 34 and you yourselves 
know that to my necessities, and to those who were with me, these hands ministered; 
35] showed you all things, that, thus laboring, it is necessary to partake with the ailing, 
to also be mindful of the words of the Lord Jesus, that He Himself said: It is more blessed 
to give than to receive.” 3° And having said these things, having bowed his knees, with 
them all, he prayed, 3” and there came a great weeping to all, and having fallen on the 
neck of Paul, they were kissing him, °° sorrowing most of all for the word that he had 
said—that they are about to see his face no longer; and they were accompanying him to 
the ship. 


21 


1 And it came to pass, at our sailing, having been parted from them, having run direct, 
we came to Coos, and the succeeding [day] to Rhodes, and there to Patara, 2 and having 
found a ship passing over to Phoenicia, having gone on board, we sailed, 3 and having 
discovered Cyprus, and having left it on the left, we were sailing to Syria, and landed at 
Tyre, for there was the ship discharging the cargo. 4 And having found out the disciples, 
we tarried there seven days, and they said to Paul, through the Spirit, not to go up to 
Jerusalem; > but when it came that we completed the days, having gone forth, we went 
on, all bringing us on the way, with women and children, to the outside of the city, and 
having bowed the knees on the shore, we prayed, and having embraced one another, we 
embarked in the ship, and they returned to their own friends. 7 And we, having finished 
the course, from Tyre came down to Ptolemais, and having greeted the brothers, we 
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remained one day with them; 8 and on the next day Paul and his company having gone 
forth, we came to Caesarea, and having entered into the house of Philip the evangelist 
—who is of the seven—we remained with him, ? and this one had four daughters, virgins, 
prophesying. 1° And we remaining many more days, there came down a certain one from 
Judea, a prophet, by name Agabus, ! and he having come to us, and having taken up the 
girdle of Paul, having also bound his own hands and feet, said, “Thus says the Holy Spirit: 
The man whose is this girdle—so will the Jews in Jerusalem bind, and they will deliver 
[him] up into the hands of nations.” 12 And when we heard these things, we called on 
[him]—both we, and those of that place—not to go up to Jerusalem, 13 and Paul answered, 
“Why are you weeping, and crushing my heart? For I am ready, not only to be bound, but 
also to die at Jerusalem for the Name of the Lord Jesus”; !4and he not being persuaded, we 
were silent, saying, “The will of the LORD be done.” !5 And after these days, having taken 
[our] vessels, we were going up to Jerusalem, 16 and there went also of the disciples from 
Caesarea with us, bringing with them him with whom we may lodge, a certain Mnason 
of Cyprus, an aged disciple. 17 And we having come to Jerusalem, the brothers gladly 
received us, 18 and on the next day Paul was going in with us to James, all the elders also 
came, !9 and having greeted them, he was expounding, one by one, each of the things God 
did among the nations through his ministry, 2° and they having heard, were glorifying 
the LORD. They also said to him, “You see, brother, how many myriads there are of Jews 
who have believed, and all are zealous of the Law, 2! and they are instructed concerning 
you, that you teach departure from Moses to all Jews among the nations, saying not to 
circumcise the children, nor to walk after the customs; 22 what then is it? Certainly the 
multitude must come together, for they will hear that you have come. 23 This, therefore, 
that we say to you, do. We have four men having a vow on themselves, 24 having taken 
these, be purified with them, and be at expense with them, that they may shave the head, 
and all may know that the things of which they have been instructed concerning you are 
nothing, but you walk—yourself also—keeping the Law. 25 And concerning those of the 
nations who have believed, we have written, having given judgment, that they observe 
no such thing, except to keep themselves both from idol-sacrifices, and blood, and a 
strangled thing, and whoredom.” 26 Then Paul, having taken the men, on the following 
day, having purified himself with them, was entering into the temple, announcing the 
fulfilment of the days of the purification, until the offering was offered for each one of 
them. 27 And as the seven days were about to be fully ended, the Jews from Asia having 
beheld him in the temple, were stirring up all the multitude, and they laid hands on 
him, 28 crying out, “Men, Israelites, help! This is the man who, against the people, and 
the Law, and this place, is teaching all everywhere; and further, also, he brought Greeks 
into the temple, and has defiled this holy place”; 29 for they had seen before Trophimus, 
the Ephesian, in the city with him, whom they were supposing that Paul brought into the 
temple. 3° All the city was also moved and there was a running together of the people, 
and having laid hold on Paul, they were drawing him out of the temple, and immediately 
were the doors shut, 31 and they seeking to kill him, a rumor came to the chief captain 
of the band that all Jerusalem has been thrown into confusion, 32 who, at once, having 
taken soldiers and centurions, ran down on them, and they having seen the chief captain 
and the soldiers, left off beating Paul. 33 Then the chief captain, having come near, took 
him, and commanded [him] to be bound with two chains, and was inquiring who he 
may be, and what it is he has been doing, 34 and some were crying out one thing, and 
some another, among the multitude, and not being able to know the certainty because 
of the tumult, he commanded him to be carried into the stronghold, 35 and when he 
came on the steps, it happened he was carried by the soldiers, because of the violence 
of the multitude, 3° for the crowd of the people was following after, crying, “Away with 
him.” 37 And Paul being about to be led into the stronghold, says to the chief captain, 
“Is it permitted to me to say anything to you?” And he said, “Do you know Greek? 38 Are 
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you not, then, the Egyptian who made an uprising before these days, and led the four 


thousand men of the assassins into the desert?” 39 And Paul said, “I, indeed, am a man, a 
Jew, of Tarsus of Cilicia, a citizen of no insignificant city; and I implore you, permit me to 


speak to the people.” 4° And he having given him leave, Paul having stood on the stairs, 
beckoned with the hand to the people, and there having been a great silence, he spoke 
to them in the Hebrew dialect, saying: 


Ze 


1 “Men, brothers, and fathers, hear my defense now to you.” 2 and they having heard 
that he was speaking to them in the Hebrew dialect, they became even more silent, and 
he says, 3 “I, indeed, am a man, a Jew, having been born in Tarsus of Cilicia, and brought 
up in this city at the feet of Gamaliel, having been taught according to the exactness of a 
law of the fathers, being zealous of God, as all you are today. * And this Way I persecuted 
to death, binding and delivering up to prisons both men and women, ° as also the chief 
priest testifies to me, and all the eldership; from whom also having received letters to 
the brothers, to Damascus, I was going on, to bring also those there bound to Jerusalem 
that they might be punished, ° and it came to pass, in my going on and coming near to 
Damascus, about noon, suddenly out of Heaven there shone a great light around me; 71 
also fell to the ground, and I heard a voice saying to me, Saul, Saul, why do you persecute 
Me? 8 And I answered, Who are You, Lord? And He said to me, I am Jesus the Nazarene 
whom you persecute— 9 and they who are with me saw the light, and became afraid, 
and they did not hear the voice of Him who is speaking to me— 1° and I said, What will 
I do, Lord? And the LORD said to me, Having risen, go on to Damascus, and there it will 
be told you concerning all things that have been appointed for you to do. 11 And when 
I did not see from the glory of that light, being led by the hand by those who are with 
me, I came to Damascus, 1? and a certain one, Ananias, a pious man according to the 
Law, being testified to by all the Jews dwelling [there], 13 having come to me and stood 
by [me], said to me, Saul, brother, look up; and the same hour I looked up to him; !4 and 
he said, The God of our fathers chose you beforehand to know His will, and to see the 
Righteous One, and to hear a voice out of His mouth, !5 because you will be His witness 
to all men of what you have seen and heard; !¢ and now, why do you linger? Having 
risen, immerse yourself, and wash away your sins, calling on the Name of the LORD. 
17 And it came to pass, when I returned to Jerusalem, and while I was praying in the 
temple, I came into a trance, 18 and I saw Him saying to me, Hurry and go forth in haste 
out of Jerusalem, because they will not receive your testimony concerning Me; !9 and I 
said, LORD, they know that I was imprisoning and was scourging those believing on You 
in every synagogue; 2° and when the blood of your witness Stephen was being poured 
forth, I was also standing by and assenting to his death, and keeping the garments of 
those putting him to death; 2! and He said to me, Go, because I will send you to far-off 
nations.” 22 And they were hearing him to this word, and they lifted up their voice, 
saying, “Away from the earth with such a one; for it is not fit for him to live.” 23 And 
they crying out and casting up their garments, and throwing dust into the air, 24 the 
chief captain commanded him to be brought into the stronghold, saying, “Let him be 
examined by scourges,” that he might know for what cause they were crying so against 
him. 25 And as he was stretching him with the straps, Paul said to the centurion who 
was standing by, “Is it lawful to you to scourge a man, a Roman, uncondemned?” 26 And 
the centurion having heard, having gone near to the chief captain, told, saying, “Take 
heed what you are about to do, for this man is aRoman”; 2’ and the chief captain having 
come near, said to him, “Tell me, are you a Roman?” And he said, “Yes”; 28 and the chief 
captain answered, “I, with a great sum, obtained this citizenship”; but Paul said, “But 
I have even been born [so].” 29 Immediately, therefore, they departed from him, those 
being about to examine him, and the chief captain was also afraid, having learned that 
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he is a Roman, and because he had bound him, 3° and the next day, intending to know 
the certainty for what reason he is accused by the Jews, he loosed him from the bonds, 
and commanded the chief priests and all their Sanhedrin to come, and having brought 
down Paul, he set [him] before them. 


23 


1 And Paul having earnestly beheld the Sanhedrin, said, “Men, brothers, I have lived 
to God in all good conscience to this day”; 2 and the chief priest Ananias commanded 
those standing by him to strike him on the mouth, 3 then Paul said to him, “God is about 
to strike you, you whitewashed wall, and you sit judging me according to the Law, and 
violating law, order me to be struck!” 4 And those who stood by said, “Do you revile the 
chief priest of God?” 5 And Paul said, “I did not know, brothers, that he is chief priest, 
for it has been written: You will not speak evil of the ruler of your people”; © and Paul 
having known that one part are Sadducees, and the other Pharisees, cried out in the 
Sanhedrin, “Men, brothers, I am a Pharisee—son of a Pharisee—concerning [the] hope 
and resurrection of [the] dead I am judged.” 7 And he having spoken this, there came 


a dissension of the Pharisees and of the Sadducees, and the crowd was divided, 8 for 
Sadducees, indeed, say there is no resurrection, nor messenger, nor spirit, but Pharisees 


confess both. 9 And there came a great cry, and the scribes of the Pharisees’ part having 
arisen, were striving, saying, “We find no evil in this man; and if a spirit spoke to him, or 
a messenger, we may not fight against God”; 1° and a great dissension having come, the 
chief captain having been afraid lest Paul may be pulled to pieces by them, commanded 
the army, having gone down, to seize him out of their midst, and to bring [him] into the 
stronghold. 11 And on the following night, the LORD having stood by him, said, “Take 
courage, Paul, for as you fully testified [to] the things concerning Me at Jerusalem, so you 
must also testify at Rome.” !2 And day having come, certain of the Jews having made a 
concourse, cursed themselves, saying neither to eat nor to drink until they may kill Paul; 
13 and they were more than forty who made this conspiracy by oath, 14 who having come 
near to the chief priests and to the elders said, “With a curse we accursed ourselves— 
to taste nothing until we have killed Paul; 15 now, therefore, you, signify to the chief 
captain, with the Sanhedrin, that tomorrow he may bring him down to you, as being 
about to know more exactly the things concerning him; and we, before his coming near, 
are ready to put him to death.” 1¢ And the son of Paul’s sister having heard of the lying 
in wait, having gone and entered into the stronghold, told Paul, 1” and Paul having called 
near one of the centurions, said, “Lead this young man to the chief captain, for he has 
something to tell him.” 18 He indeed, then, having taken him, brought him to the chief 
captain and says, “The prisoner Paul, having called me near, asked [me] to bring to you 
this young man, having something to say to you.” 19 And the chief captain having taken 
him by the hand, and having withdrawn by themselves, inquired, “What is that which 
you have to tell me?” 2° And he said, “The Jews agreed to request you, that tomorrow you 
may bring down Paul to the Sanhedrin, as being about to inquire something more exactly 
concerning him; 2! you, therefore, may you not yield to them, for there more than forty 


men of them lie in wait for him, who cursed themselves—not to eat nor to drink until 
they kill him, and now they are ready, waiting for the promise from you.” 22 The chief 


captain, then, indeed, let the young man go, having charged [him], “Tell no one that you 
have shown these things to me”; 23 and having called a certain two of the centurions 
near, he said, “Make ready two hundred soldiers, that they may go on to Caesarea, and 
seventy horsemen, and two hundred spearmen, from the third hour of the night; 24 also 
provide beasts, that, having set Paul on, they may bring him safe to Felix the governor”; 
25 he having written a letter after this description: 2° “Claudius Lysias, to the most noble 
governor Felix, greetings: 27 This man having been taken by the Jews, and being about 
to be killed by them—having come with the army, I rescued him, having learned that 
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he is a Roman; 28 and intending to know the cause for which they were accusing him, I 
brought him down to their Sanhedrin, 2? whom I found accused concerning questions 
of their law, and having no accusation worthy of death or bonds; 3° and a plot having 
been intimated to me against this man—about to be of the Jews—I sent to you at once, 
having also given command to the accusers to say the things against him before you; 
be strong.” 31 Then, indeed, the soldiers according to that directed them, having taken 
up Paul, brought him through the night to Antipatris, 32 and on the next day, having 
permitted the horsemen to go on with him, they returned to the stronghold; 3 those 
having entered into Caesarea, and delivered the letter to the governor, also presented 
Paul to him. *4 And the governor having read [it], and inquired of what province he is, 
and understood that [he is] from Cilicia; 35 “I will hear you,” he said, “when your accusers 
may also have come”; he also commanded him to be kept in the Praetorium of Herod. 


24 

1 And after five days the chief priest Ananias came down, with the elders, and a certain 
orator—Tertullus, and they disclosed to the governor [the things] against Paul; 2 and 
he having been called, Tertullus began to accuse [him], saying, “Enjoying much peace 
through you, and worthy deeds being done to this nation through your forethought, 
3 always, also, and everywhere we receive it, most noble Felix, with all thankfulness; 
4 and that I may not be further tedious to you, I exhort you to hear us concisely in 
your gentleness; 5 for having found this man a pestilence, and moving a dissension to 
all the Jews through the world—also a ringleader of the sect of the Nazarenes— © who 
also tried to profane the temple, whom we also took, [[and wished to judge according 
to our law, 7 and Lysias the chief captain having come near, took away out of our hands 
with much violence, 8 having commanded his accusers to come to you,]] from whom you 
may be able, yourself having examined, to know concerning all these things of which we 
accuse him”; 9 and the Jews also agreed, professing these things to be so. 1° And Paul—the 
governor having beckoned to him to speak—answered, “Knowing [that] for many years 
you have been a judge to this nation, I answer more cheerfully the things concerning 
myself; 11 you being able to know that it is not more than twelve days to me since I went 
up to worship in Jerusalem, !? and neither did they find me reasoning with anyone in the 
temple, or making a dissension of the multitude, nor in the synagogues, nor in the city; 
13 nor are they able to prove against me the things concerning which they now accuse 
me. 14 And I confess this to you, that, according to The Way that they call a sect, so I 
serve the God of the fathers, believing all things that have been written in the Law and 
the Prophets, 15 having hope toward God, which they themselves also wait for, [that] 
there is about to be a resurrection of the dead, both of righteous and unrighteous; 1¢ and 
in this I exercise myself, to always have a conscience void of offense toward God and 
men. 17 And after many years I came, about to do kind acts to my nation, and offerings, 
18 in which certain Jews from Asia found me purified in the temple, not with multitude, 
nor with tumult, 19 whom it is necessary to be present before you, and to accuse, if they 
had anything against me, 2° or let these same say if they found any unrighteousness in 
me in my standing before the Sanhedrin, 2! except concerning this one voice, in which 
I cried, standing among them—Concerning a resurrection of the dead I am judged by 
you today.” 22 And having heard these things, Felix delayed them—having known more 
exactly of the things concerning The Way—saying, “When Lysias the chief captain may 
come down, I will know fully the things concerning you”; 23 having also given a direction 
to the centurion to keep Paul, to let [him] also have liberty, and to forbid none of his own 
friends to minister or to come near to him. 24 And after certain days, Felix having come 
with his wife Drusilla, being a Jewess, he sent for Paul, and heard him concerning faith 
toward Christ, 25 and he reasoning concerning righteousness, and self-control, and the 
judgment that is about to be, Felix, having become afraid, answered, “For the present 
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be going, and having time, I will call for you”; 2° and at the same time also hoping that 
money will be given to him by Paul, that he may release him, therefore, also sending 
for him often, he was conversing with him; 2” and two years having been fulfilled, Felix 
received a successor, Porcius Festus; Felix also willing to lay a favor on the Jews, left Paul 


bound. 
25 


1 Festus, therefore, having come into the province, after three days went up to 
Jerusalem from Caesarea, 2 and the chief priest and the principal men of the Jews 
disclosed to him [the things] against Paul, and were calling on him, 3 asking favor against 
him, that he may send for him to Jerusalem, making an ambush to put him to death in 
the way. 4 Then, indeed, Festus answered that Paul is kept in Caesarea, and is himself 
about to go forth speedily, 5 “Therefore those able among you,” he says, “having come 
down together, if there be anything in this man—let them accuse him”; © and having 
tarried among them more than ten days, having gone down to Caesarea, on the next day 
having sat on the judgment seat, he commanded Paul to be brought; 7 and he having 
come, there stood around the Jews who have come down from Jerusalem—many and 
weighty charges they are bringing against Paul, which they were not able to prove, 
8 he making defense, [said,] “Neither in regard to the Law of the Jews, nor in regard 
to the temple, nor in regard to Caesar—did I commit any sin.” 9 And Festus willing 
to lay on the Jews a favor, answering Paul, said, “Are you willing, having gone up to 
Jerusalem, to be judged before me there concerning these things?” 1° And Paul said, “At 
the judgment seat of Caesar I am standing, where it is necessary for me to be judged; I did 
no unrighteousness to Jews, as you also very well know; " for if 1 am indeed unrighteous, 
and have done anything worthy of death, I do not deprecate to die; and if there is none 
of the things of which these accuse me, no one is able to make a favor of me to them; 
I appeal to Caesar!” 12 Then Festus, having communed with the council, answered, “To 
Caesar you have appealed; to Caesar you will go.” 13 And certain days having passed, 
Agrippa the king, and Bernice, came down to Caesarea greeting Festus, 14 and as they 
were continuing there more days, Festus submitted to the king the things concerning 
Paul, saying, “There is a certain man, left by Felix, a prisoner, 4 about whom, in my 
being at Jerusalem, the chief priests and the elders of the Jews laid information, asking 
a decision against him, 1¢to whom I answered, that it is not a custom of Romans to make 
a favor of any man to die, before that he who is accused may have the accusers face to 
face, and may receive place of defense in regard to the charge laid against [him]. 1” They, 
therefore, having come together—I, making no delay, on the succeeding [day] having 
sat on the judgment seat, commanded the man to be brought, 18 concerning whom the 
accusers, having stood up, were bringing against [him] no accusation of the things I was 
thinking of, !° but certain questions concerning their own religion they had against him, 
and concerning a certain Jesus who was dead, whom Paul affirmed to be alive; 2° and I, 
doubting in regard to the question concerning this, asked if he was willing to go on to 
Jerusalem, and to be judged there concerning these things— 21 but Paul having appealed 
to be kept to the hearing of Sebastus, I commanded him to be kept until I might send 
him to Caesar.” 22 And Agrippa said to Festus, “I was also intending to hear the man 
myself”; and he said, “Tomorrow you will hear him”; 23 on the next day, therefore—on 
the coming of Agrippa and Bernice with much display, and they having entered into the 
audience chamber, with the chief captains also, and the principal men of the city, and 
Festus having ordered—Paul was brought forth. 24 And Festus said, “King Agrippa, and 
all men who are present with us, you see this one, about whom all the multitude of the 
Jews dealt with me, both in Jerusalem and here, crying out, He ought not to live any 
longer; 25 and I, having found him to have done nothing worthy of death, and he also 
himself having appealed to Sebastus, I decided to send him, 26 concerning whom I have 
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no certain thing to write to [my] lord, for what reason I brought him forth before you, 
and especially before you, King Agrippa, that the examination having been made, I may 
have something to write; 2” for it seems to me irrational, sending a prisoner, not to also 
signify the charges against him.” 


26 

1 And Agrippa said to Paul, “It is permitted to you to speak for yourself”; then Paul 
having stretched forth the hand, was making a defense: 2 “Concerning all things of which 
Iam accused by Jews, King Agrippa, I have thought myself blessed, being about to make a 
defense before you today, ? especially knowing you to be acquainted with all things—both 
customs and questions—among Jews; for this reason, I implore you to hear me patiently. 
4The manner of my life then, indeed, from youth—which from the beginning was among 
my nation, in Jerusalem—all the Jews know, > knowing me before from the first (if they 
may be willing to testify), that after the most exact sect of our worship, I lived a Pharisee; 
6 and now for the hope of the promise made to the fathers by God, I have stood judged, ’ to 
which our twelve tribes, intently serving night and day, hope to come, concerning which 
hope I am accused, King Agrippa, by the Jews; ® why is it judged incredible with you if 
God raises the dead? °I indeed, therefore, thought with myself that it was necessary 
[for me] to do many things against the Name of Jesus of Nazareth, 1° which I also did in 
Jerusalem, and I shut up many of the holy ones in prison, having received the authority 
from the chief priests; they also being put to death, I gave my vote against them, 1 and 
in every synagogue, often punishing them, I was constraining [them] to speak evil, being 
also exceedingly mad against them, I was also persecuting [them] even to strange cities. 
121n which things, also, going on to Damascus—with authority and commission from the 
chief priests— 13 at midday, I saw in the way, O king, out of Heaven, above the brightness 
of the sun, shining around me a light—and those going on with me; !4 and we all having 
fallen to the earth, I heard a voice speaking to me, and saying in the Hebrew dialect, 
Saul, Saul, why do you persecute Me? [It is] hard for you to kick against goads! 15 And I 
said, Who are You, Lord? And He said, I am Jesus whom you persecute; !° but rise, and 
stand on your feet, for this I appeared to you, to appoint you an officer and a witness 
both of the things you saw, and of the things [in which] I will appear to you, 1” delivering 
you from the people, and the nations, to whom I now send you, 18 to open their eyes, to 
turn [them] from darkness to light, and [from] the authority of Satan to God, for their 
receiving forgiveness of sins, and a lot among those having been sanctified by faith that 
[is] toward Me. 19 After which, King Agrippa, I was not disobedient to the heavenly vision, 
20 but to those in Damascus first, and to those in Jerusalem, also to all the region of 
Judea, and to the nations, I was preaching to convert, and to turn back to God, doing 
works worthy of conversion; 2! because of these things the Jews—having caught me in 
the temple—were endeavoring to kill [me]. 2? Having obtained, therefore, help from God, 
until this day, I have stood witnessing both to small and to great, saying nothing besides 
the things that both the prophets and Moses spoke of as about to come, 23 that the Christ 
is to suffer, whether first by a resurrection from the dead, He is about to proclaim light 
to the people and to the nations.” 24 And he thus making a defense, Festus said with a 
loud voice, “You are mad, Paul; much learning turns you mad!” 25 And he says, “I am not 
mad, most noble Festus, but of truth and soberness I speak forth the sayings; 2° for the 
king knows concerning these things, before whom I also speak boldly, for none of these 
things, Iam persuaded, are hidden from him; for this thing has not been done in a corner; 
27 do you believe, King Agrippa, the prophets? I have known that you believe!” 28 And 
Agrippa said to Paul, “In [so] little you persuade me to become a Christian?” 29 And Paul 
said, “I would have wished to God, both in a little, and in much, not only you, but also 
all those hearing me today, to become such as I also am—except these bonds.” 3° And he 
having spoken these things, the king rose up, and the governor, Bernice also, and those 
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sitting with them, 31 and having withdrawn, they were speaking to one another, saying, 
“This man does nothing worthy of death or of bonds”; 32 and Agrippa said to Festus, 
“This man might have been released if he had not appealed to Caesar.” 


Zf 

1 And when our sailing to Italy was determined, they were delivering up both Paul 
and certain others, prisoners, to a centurion, by name Julius, of the band of Sebastus, 
2 and having embarked in a ship of Adramyttium, we, being about to sail by the coasts 
of Asia, set sail, there being with us Aristarchus, a Macedonian of Thessalonica, 3 on the 
next [day] also we touched at Sidon, and Julius, courteously treating Paul, permitted 
[him], having gone on to friends, to receive [their] care. 4 And there, having set sail, we 
sailed under Cyprus, because of the winds being contrary, > and having sailed over the 
sea down by Cilicia and Pamphylia, we came to Myria of Lycia, © and there the centurion 
having found a ship of Alexandria, sailing to Italy, put us into it, 7 and having sailed slowly 
many days, and with difficulty coming down by Cnidus, the wind not permitting us, we 
sailed under Crete, down by Salmone, 8 and hardly passing it, we came to a certain place 
called Fair Havens, near to which was the city of Lasaea. 9? And much time being spent, 
and the sailing now being dangerous—because of the fast also being already past—Paul 
was admonishing, !° saying to them, “Men, I perceive that with hurt, and much damage, 
not only of the load and of the ship, but also of our lives—the voyage is about to be”; 
11 but the centurion gave more credence to the pilot and to the shipowner than to the 
things spoken by Paul; 12 and the haven being not well placed to winter in, the greater 
part gave counsel to sail from there, if somehow they might be able, having attained 
to Phoenix, to winter [there], [which is] a haven of Crete, looking to the southwest and 
northwest, !3 and a south wind blowing softly, having thought they had obtained [their] 
purpose, having lifted anchor, they sailed close by Crete, !4 and not long after, there 
came down from it a turbulent wind [that] is called the Euroclydon, !5 and the ship being 
caught, and not being able to bear up against the wind, having given [her] up, we were 
carried on, 1° and having run under a certain little island called Clauda, we were hardly 
able to become masters of the boat, 1” which having taken up, they were using helps, 
undergirding the ship, and fearing lest they may fall into the [sandbars of] Syrtis, having 
let down the mast—so were carried on. 18 And we, being exceedingly storm-tossed, the 
succeeding [day] they were making a clearing, !° and on the third [day] we cast out the 
tackling of the ship with our own hands, 2° and neither sun nor stars appearing for more 
days, and not a little storm lying on us, from then on all hope was taken away of our 
being saved. 2! And there having been long fasting, then Paul having stood in the midst 
of them, said, “It was necessary, indeed, O men—having listened to me—not to set sail 
from Crete, and to save this hurt and damage; 22 and now! exhort you to be of good cheer, 
for there will be no loss of life among you—but of the ship; 23 for this night there stood 
by me a messenger of God—whose I am, and whom I serve— 24 saying, Do not be afraid 
Paul; it is necessary for you to stand before Caesar; and behold, God has granted to you 
all those sailing with you; 25 for this reason be of good cheer, men! For I believe God, that 
so it will be, even as it has been spoken to me, 2 and ona certain island it is necessary for 
us to be cast.” 27 And when the fourteenth night came—we being carried up and down in 
the Adria—toward the middle of the night the sailors were supposing that some country 
drew near to them; 28 and having sounded they found twenty fathoms, and having gone 
a little farther, and again having sounded, they found fifteen fathoms, 2? and fearing lest 
we may fall on rough places, having cast four anchors out of the stern, they were wishing 
day to come. 2° And the sailors seeking to flee out of the ship, and having let down the 
boat to the sea, in pretense as [if] out of the prow they are about to cast anchors, 31 Paul 
said to the centurion and to the soldiers, “If these do not remain in the ship—you are 
not able to be saved”; 32 then the soldiers cut off the ropes of the boat, and permitted 
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it to fall off. 33 And until the day was about to be, Paul was calling on all to partake of 
nourishment, saying, “Fourteen days today, waiting, you continue fasting, having taken 
nothing, 34 for this reason I call on you to take nourishment, for this is for your safety, 
for of not one of you will a hair fall from the head”; 35 and having said these things, and 
having taken bread, he gave thanks to God before all, and having broken [it], he began to 
eat; 2¢ and all having become of good cheer, also took food themselves, 37 (and we were 
—all the souls in the ship—two hundred, seventy-six), 38 and having eaten sufficient 
nourishment, they were lightening the ship, casting forth the wheat into the sea. 39 And 
when the day came, they were not discerning the land, but were perceiving a certain 
bay having a beach, into which they took counsel, if possible, to thrust forward the ship, 
40 and having taken up the anchors, they were committing [it] to the sea, at the same 
time—having loosed the bands of the rudders, and having hoisted up the foresail to the 
wind—they were making for the shore, 41 and having fallen into a place of two seas, they 
ran the ship aground, and the prow, indeed, having stuck fast, remained immoveable, 
but the stern was broken by the violence of the waves. 42 And the soldiers’ counsel was 
that they should kill the prisoners, lest anyone having swam out should escape, 4 but 
the centurion, resolving to save Paul, hindered them from the counsel, and commanded 
those able to swim, having cast themselves out first—to get to the land, 44 and the rest, 
some indeed on boards, and some on certain things of the ship; and thus it came to pass 
that all came safe to the land. 


28 

1 And having been saved, then they knew that the island is called Malta, 2 and the 
foreigners were showing us no ordinary kindness, for having kindled a fire, they received 
us all, because of the pressing rain, and because of the cold; 3 but Paul having gathered 
together a quantity of sticks, and having laid [them] on the fire, a viper—having come out 
of the heat—fastened on his hand. 4 And when the foreigners saw the beast hanging from 
his hand, they said to one another, “Certainly this man is a murderer, whom, having 
been saved out of the sea, the justice did not permit to live”; 5 he then, indeed, having 
shaken off the beast into the fire, suffered no evil, © and they were expecting him to 
be about to be inflamed, or to suddenly fall down dead, and they, expecting [it] a long 
time, and seeing nothing uncommon happening to him, changing [their] minds, said he 
was a god. 7 And in the neighborhood of that place were lands of the principal man of 
the island, by name Publius, who, having received us, courteously lodged [us for] three 
days; 8 and it came to pass, the father of Publius was lying, oppressed with fevers and 
dysentery, to whom Paul, having entered and having prayed, having laid [his] hands 
on him, healed him; ? this, therefore, being done, also the others in the island having 
sicknesses were coming and were healed; !° who also honored us with many honors, and 
we setting sail—they were loading [us] with the things that were necessary. !! And after 
three months, we set sail in a ship (that had wintered in the island) of Alexandria, with 
the sign Dioscuri, 2 and having landed at Syracuse, we remained three days, !3 there 
having gone around, we came to Rhegium, and after one day, a south wind having 
sprung up, the second [day] we came to Puteoli, 14 where, having found brothers, we 
were called on to remain with them seven days, and thus we came to Rome; } and 
there, the brothers having heard the things concerning us, came forth to meet us, as 
far as [the] Forum of Appius, and Three Taverns—whom Paul having seen, having given 
thanks to God, took courage. 1° And when we came to Rome, the centurion delivered 
up the prisoners to the captain of the barracks, but Paul was permitted to remain by 
himself, with the soldier guarding him. 17 And it came to pass after three days, Paul called 
together those who are the principal men of the Jews, and they having come together, 
he said to them: “Men, brothers, I—having done nothing contrary to the people, or to 
the customs of the fathers—a prisoner from Jerusalem, was delivered up into the hands 
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of the Romans; 18 who having examined me, were willing to release [me], because of 
their being no cause of death in me, 1° and the Jews having spoken against [it], I was 
constrained to appeal to Caesar—not as having anything to accuse my nation of; 2° for 
this cause, therefore, I called for you to see and to speak with [you], for because of the 
hope of Israel I am bound with this chain.” 2! And they said to him, “We neither received 
letters concerning you from Judea, nor did anyone who came of the brothers declare or 
speak any evil concerning you, 22 and we think it good from you to hear what you think, 
for indeed, concerning this sect it is known to us that it is spoken against everywhere”; 
23 and having appointed him a day, more of them came to him, to the lodging, to whom 
he was setting [it] forth, testifying fully the Kingdom of God, persuading them also of the 
things concerning Jesus, both from the Law of Moses, and the Prophets, from morning 
until evening, 24 and some, indeed, were believing the things spoken, and some were 
not believing. 25 And not being agreed with one another, they were going away, Paul 
having spoken one word, “The Holy Spirit spoke well through Isaiah the prophet to our 
fathers, 2° saying, Go on to this people and say, With hearing you will hear, and you will 
not understand, and seeing you will see, and you will not perceive, 27 for the heart of this 
people was made obtuse, and with the ears they barely heard, and they closed their eyes, 
lest they may see with the eyes, and may understand with the heart, and should turn, 
and I may heal them. 28 Be it known, therefore, to you, that the salvation of God was 
sent to the nations, these also will hear it”; 2° [[and he having said these things, the Jews 
went away, having much debate among themselves;]] 3° and Paul remained an entire two 
years in his own hired [house], and was receiving all those coming in to him, 3! preaching 
the Kingdom of God, and teaching the things concerning the Lord Jesus Christ with all 
boldness—unforbidden. 
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BOOK I 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Uther Pendragon sent for the duke of Cornwall and 
Igraine his wife, and of their departing suddenly again. 

IT befell in the days of Uther Pendragon, when he was king of all England, 
and so reigned, that there was a mighty duke in Cornwall that held war against 
him long time. And the duke was called the Duke of Tintagil. And so by means 
King Uther sent for this duke, charging him to bring his wife with him, for she 
was Called a fair lady, and a passing wise, and her name was called Igraine. 

So when the duke and his wife were come unto the king, by the means of 
great lords they were accorded both. The king liked and loved this lady well, and 
he made them great cheer out of measure, and desired to have lain by her. But 
she was a passing good woman, and would not assent unto the king. And then 
she told the duke her husband, and said, I suppose that we were sent for that I 
should be dishonoured; wherefore, husband, I counsel you, that we depart from 
hence suddenly, that we may ride all night unto our own castle. And in like wise 
as she said so they departed, that neither the king nor none of his council were 
ware of their departing. All so soon as King Uther knew of their departing so 
suddenly, he was wonderly wroth. Then he called to him his privy council, and 
told them of the sudden departing of the duke and his wife. 

Then they advised the king to send for the duke and his wife by a great 
charge; and if he will not come at your summons, then may ye do your best, then 
have ye cause to make mighty war upon him. So that was done, and the 
messengers had their answers; and that was this shortly, that neither he nor his 
wife would not come at him. 

Then was the king wonderly wroth. And then the king sent him plain word 
again, and bade him be ready and stuff him and garnish him, for within forty 
days he would fetch him out of the biggest castle that he hath. 

When the duke had this warning, anon he went and furnished and garnished 
two strong castles of his, of the which the one hight Tintagil, and the other castle 
hight Terrabil. So his wife Dame Igraine he put in the castle of Tintagil, and 
himself he put in the castle of Terrabil, the which had many issues and posterns 
out. Then in all haste came Uther with a great host, and laid a siege about the 
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castle of Terrabil. And there he pight many pavilions, and there was great war 
made on both parties, and much people slain. Then for pure anger and for great 
love of fair Igraine the king Uther fell sick. So came to the king Uther Sir Ulfius, 
a noble knight, and asked the king why he was sick. I shall tell thee, said the 
king, I am sick for anger and for love of fair Igraine, that I may not be whole. 
Well, my lord, said Sir Ulfius, I shall seek Merlin, and he shall do you remedy, 
that your heart shall be pleased. So Ulfius departed, and by adventure he met 
Merlin in a beggar's array, and there Merlin asked Ulfius whom he sought. And 
he said he had little ado to tell him. Well, said Merlin, I know whom thou 
seekest, for thou seekest Merlin; therefore seek no farther, for I am he; and if 
King Uther will well reward me, and be sworn unto me to fulfil my desire, that 
shall be his honour and profit more than mine; for I shall cause him to have all 
his desire. All this will I undertake, said Ulfius, that there shall be nothing 
reasonable but thou shalt have thy desire. Well, said Merlin, he shall have his 
intent and desire. And therefore, said Merlin, ride on your way, for I will not be 
long behind. 


CHAPTER II. How Uther Pendragon made war on the duke of 
Cornwall, and how by the mean of Merlin he lay by the duchess and gat 
Arthur. 

THEN Ulfius was glad, and rode on more than a pace till that he came to 
King Uther Pendragon, and told him he had met with Merlin. Where is he? said 
the king. Sir, said Ulfius, he will not dwell long. Therewithal Ulfius was ware 
where Merlin stood at the porch of the pavilion's door. And then Merlin was 
bound to come to the king. When King Uther saw him, he said he was welcome. 
Sir, said Merlin, I know all your heart every deal; so ye will be sworn unto me as 
ye be a true king anointed, to fulfil my desire, ye shall have your desire. Then 
the king was sworn upon the Four Evangelists. Sir, said Merlin, this is my 
desire: the first night that ye shall lie by Igraine ye shall get a child on her, and 
when that is born, that it shall be delivered to me for to nourish there as I will 
have it; for it shall be your worship, and the child's avail, as mickle as the child 
is worth. I will well, said the king, as thou wilt have it. Now make you ready, 
said Merlin, this night ye shall lie with Igraine in the castle of Tintagil; and ye 
shall be like the duke her husband, Ulfius shall be like Sir Brastias, a knight of 
the duke's, and I will be like a knight that hight Sir Jordanus, a knight of the 
duke's. But wait ye make not many questions with her nor her men, but say ye 
are diseased, and so hie you to bed, and rise not on the morn till I come to you, 
for the castle of Tintagil is but ten miles hence; so this was done as they devised. 
But the duke of Tintagil espied how the king rode from the siege of Terrabil, and 
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therefore that night he issued out of the castle at a postern for to have distressed 
the king's host. And so, through his own issue, the duke himself was slain or ever 
the king came at the castle of Tintagil. 

So after the death of the duke, King Uther lay with Igraine more than three 
hours after his death, and begat on her that night Arthur, and on day came Merlin 
to the king, and bade him make him ready, and so he kissed the lady Igraine and 
departed in all haste. But when the lady heard tell of the duke her husband, and 
by all record he was dead or ever King Uther came to her, then she marvelled 
who that might be that lay with her in likeness of her lord; so she mourned 
privily and held her peace. Then all the barons by one assent prayed the king of 
accord betwixt the lady Igraine and him; the king gave them leave, for fain 
would he have been accorded with her. So the king put all the trust in Ulfius to 
entreat between them, so by the entreaty at the last the king and she met 
together. Now will we do well, said Ulfius, our king is a lusty knight and 
wifeless, and my lady Igraine is a passing fair lady; it were great joy unto us all, 
an it might please the king to make her his queen. Unto that they all well 
accorded and moved it to the king. And anon, like a lusty knight, he assented 
thereto with good will, and so in all haste they were married in a morning with 
great mirth and joy. 

And King Lot of Lothian and of Orkney then wedded Margawse that was 
Gawaine's mother, and King Nentres of the land of Garlot wedded Elaine. All 
this was done at the request of King Uther. And the third sister Morgan le Fay 
was put to school in a nunnery, and there she learned so much that she was a 
great clerk of necromancy. And after she was wedded to King Uriens of the land 
of Gore, that was Sir Ewain's le Blanchemain's father. 


CHAPTER III. Of the birth of King Arthur and of his nurture. 

THEN Queen Igraine waxed daily greater and greater, so it befell after 
within half a year, as King Uther lay by his queen, he asked her, by the faith she 
owed to him, whose was the body; then she sore abashed to give answer. Dismay 
you not, said the king, but tell me the truth, and I shall love you the better, by the 
faith of my body. Sir, said she, I shall tell you the truth. The same night that my 
lord was dead, the hour of his death, as his knights record, there came into my 
castle of Tintagil a man like my lord in speech and in countenance, and two 
knights with him in likeness of his two knights Brastias and Jordanus, and so I 
went unto bed with him as I ought to do with my lord, and the same night, as I 
shall answer unto God, this child was begotten upon me. That is truth, said the 
king, as ye say; for it was I myself that came in the likeness, and therefore 
dismay you not, for I am father of the child; and there he told her all the cause, 
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how it was by Merlin's counsel. Then the queen made great joy when she knew 
who was the father of her child. 

Soon came Merlin unto the king, and said, Sir, ye must purvey you for the 
nourishing of your child. As thou wilt, said the king, be it. Well, said Merlin, I 
know a lord of yours in this land, that is a passing true man and a faithful, and he 
shall have the nourishing of your child, and his name is Sir Ector, and he is a 
lord of fair livelihood in many parts in England and Wales; and this lord, Sir 
Ector, let him be sent for, for to come and speak with you, and desire him 
yourself, as he loveth you, that he will put his own child to nourishing to another 
woman, and that his wife nourish yours. And when the child is born let it be 
delivered to me at yonder privy postern unchristened. So like as Merlin devised 
it was done. And when Sir Ector was come he made fiaunce to the king for to 
nourish the child like as the king desired; and there the king granted Sir Ector 
great rewards. Then when the lady was delivered, the king commanded two 
knights and two ladies to take the child, bound in a cloth of gold, and that ye 
deliver him to what poor man ye meet at the postern gate of the castle. So the 
child was delivered unto Merlin, and so he bare it forth unto Sir Ector, and made 
an holy man to christen him, and named him Arthur; and so Sir Ector's wife 
nourished him with her own pap. 


CHAPTER IV. Of the death of King Uther Pendragon. 

THEN within two years King Uther fell sick of a great malady. And in the 
meanwhile his enemies usurped upon him, and did a great battle upon his men, 
and slew many of his people. Sir, said Merlin, ye may not lie so as ye do, for ye 
must to the field though ye ride on an horse-litter: for ye shall never have the 
better of your enemies but if your person be there, and then shall ye have the 
victory. So it was done as Merlin had devised, and they carried the king forth in 
an horse-litter with a great host towards his enemies. And at St. Albans there met 
with the king a great host of the North. And that day Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias 
did great deeds of arms, and King Uther's men overcame the Northern battle and 
slew many people, and put the remnant to flight. And then the king returned unto 
London, and made great joy of his victory. And then he fell passing sore sick, so 
that three days and three nights he was speechless: wherefore all the barons 
made great sorrow, and asked Merlin what counsel were best. There is none 
other remedy, said Merlin, but God will have his will. But look ye all barons be 
before King Uther to-morn, and God and I shall make him to speak. So on the 
morn all the barons with Merlin came to-fore the king; then Merlin said aloud 
unto King Uther, Sir, shall your son Arthur be king after your days, of this realm 
with all the appurtenance? Then Uther Pendragon turned him, and said in 
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hearing of them all, I give him God's blessing and mine, and bid him pray for my 
soul, and righteously and worshipfully that he claim the crown, upon forfeiture 
of my blessing; and therewith he yielded up the ghost, and then was he interred 
as longed to a king. Wherefore the queen, fair Igraine, made great sorrow, and 
all the barons. 


CHAPTER V. How Arthur was chosen king, and of wonders and 
marvels of a sword taken out of a stone by the said Arthur. 

THEN stood the realm in great jeopardy long while, for every lord that was 
mighty of men made him strong, and many weened to have been king. Then 
Merlin went to the Archbishop of Canterbury, and counselled him for to send for 
all the lords of the realm, and all the gentlemen of arms, that they should to 
London come by Christmas, upon pain of cursing; and for this cause, that Jesus, 
that was born on that night, that he would of his great mercy show some miracle, 
as he was come to be king of mankind, for to show some miracle who should be 
rightwise king of this realm. So the Archbishop, by the advice of Merlin, sent for 
all the lords and gentlemen of arms that they should come by Christmas even 
unto London. And many of them made them clean of their life, that their prayer 
might be the more acceptable unto God. So in the greatest church of London, 
whether it were Paul's or not the French book maketh no mention, all the estates 
were long or day in the church for to pray. And when matins and the first mass 
was done, there was seen in the churchyard, against the high altar, a great stone 
four square, like unto a marble stone; and in midst thereof was like an anvil of 
steel a foot on high, and therein stuck a fair sword naked by the point, and letters 
there were written in gold about the sword that said thus:—Whoso pulleth out 
this sword of this stone and anvil, is rightwise king born of all England. Then the 
people marvelled, and told it to the Archbishop. I command, said the 
Archbishop, that ye keep you within your church and pray unto God still, that no 
man touch the sword till the high mass be all done. So when all masses were 
done all the lords went to behold the stone and the sword. And when they saw 
the scripture some assayed, such as would have been king. But none might stir 
the sword nor move it. He is not here, said the Archbishop, that shall achieve the 
sword, but doubt not God will make him known. But this is my counsel, said the 
Archbishop, that we let purvey ten knights, men of good fame, and they to keep 
this sword. So it was ordained, and then there was made a cry, that every man 
should assay that would, for to win the sword. And upon New Year's Day the 
barons let make a jousts and a tournament, that all knights that would joust or 
tourney there might play, and all this was ordained for to keep the lords together 
and the commons, for the Archbishop trusted that God would make him known 
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that should win the sword. 

So upon New Year's Day, when the service was done, the barons rode unto 
the field, some to joust and some to tourney, and so it happened that Sir Ector, 
that had great livelihood about London, rode unto the jousts, and with him rode 
Sir Kay his son, and young Arthur that was his nourished brother; and Sir Kay 
was made knight at All Hallowmass afore. So as they rode to the jousts-ward, Sir 
Kay lost his sword, for he had left it at his father's lodging, and so he prayed 
young Arthur for to ride for his sword. I will well, said Arthur, and rode fast 
after the sword, and when he came home, the lady and all were out to see the 
jousting. Then was Arthur wroth, and said to himself, I will ride to the 
churchyard, and take the sword with me that sticketh in the stone, for my brother 
Sir Kay shall not be without a sword this day. So when he came to the 
churchyard, Sir Arthur alighted and tied his horse to the stile, and so he went to 
the tent, and found no knights there, for they were at the jousting. And so he 
handled the sword by the handles, and lightly and fiercely pulled it out of the 
stone, and took his horse and rode his way until he came to his brother Sir Kay, 
and delivered him the sword. And as soon as Sir Kay saw the sword, he wist 
well it was the sword of the stone, and so he rode to his father Sir Ector, and 
said: Sir, lo here is the sword of the stone, wherefore I must be king of this land. 
When Sir Ector beheld the sword, he returned again and came to the church, and 
there they alighted all three, and went into the church. And anon he made Sir 
Kay swear upon a book how he came to that sword. Sir, said Sir Kay, by my 
brother Arthur, for he brought it to me. How gat ye this sword? said Sir Ector to 
Arthur. Sir, I will tell you. When I came home for my brother's sword, I found 
nobody at home to deliver me his sword; and so I thought my brother Sir Kay 
should not be swordless, and so I came hither eagerly and pulled it out of the 
stone without any pain. Found ye any knights about this sword? said Sir Ector. 
Nay, said Arthur. Now, said Sir Ector to Arthur, I understand ye must be king of 
this land. Wherefore I, said Arthur, and for what cause? Sir, said Ector, for God 
will have it so; for there should never man have drawn out this sword, but he that 
shall be rightwise king of this land. Now let me see whether ye can put the 
sword there as it was, and pull it out again. That is no mastery, said Arthur, and 
so he put it in the stone; wherewithal Sir Ector assayed to pull out the sword and 
failed. 


CHAPTER VI. How King Arthur pulled out the sword divers times. 
Now assay, said Sir Ector unto Sir Kay. And anon he pulled at the sword 
with all his might; but it would not be. Now shall ye assay, said Sir Ector to 
Arthur. I will well, said Arthur, and pulled it out easily. And therewithal Sir 
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Ector knelt down to the earth, and Sir Kay. Alas, said Arthur, my own dear 
father and brother, why kneel ye to me? Nay, nay, my lord Arthur, it is not so; I 
was never your father nor of your blood, but I wot well ye are of an higher blood 
than I weened ye were. And then Sir Ector told him all, how he was betaken him 
for to nourish him, and by whose commandment, and by Merlin's deliverance. 

Then Arthur made great dole when he understood that Sir Ector was not his 
father. Sir, said Ector unto Arthur, will ye be my good and gracious lord when ye 
are king? Else were I to blame, said Arthur, for ye are the man in the world that I 
am most beholden to, and my good lady and mother your wife, that as well as 
her own hath fostered me and kept. And if ever it be God's will that I be king as 
ye say, ye shall desire of me what I may do, and I shall not fail you; God forbid I 
should fail you Sir, said Sir Ector, I will ask no more of you, but that ye will 
make my son, your foster brother, Sir Kay, seneschal of all your lands. That shall 
be done, said Arthur, and more, by the faith of my body, that never man shall 
have that office but he, while he and I live Therewithal they went unto the 
Archbishop, and told him how the sword was achieved, and by whom; and on 
Twelfth-day all the barons came thither, and to assay to take the sword, who that 
would assay. But there afore them all, there might none take it out but Arthur; 
wherefore there were many lords wroth, and said it was great shame unto them 
all and the realm, to be overgoverned with a boy of no high blood born. And so 
they fell out at that time that it was put off till Candlemas and then all the barons 
should meet there again; but always the ten knights were ordained to watch the 
sword day and night, and so they set a pavilion over the stone and the sword, and 
five always watched. So at Candlemas many more great lords came thither for to 
have won the sword, but there might none prevail. And right as Arthur did at 
Christmas, he did at Candlemas, and pulled out the sword easily, whereof the 
barons were sore aggrieved and put it off in delay till the high feast of Easter. 
And as Arthur sped before, so did he at Easter; yet there were some of the great 
lords had indignation that Arthur should be king, and put it off in a delay till the 
feast of Pentecost. 

Then the Archbishop of Canterbury by Merlin's providence let purvey then 
of the best knights that they might get, and such knights as Uther Pendragon 
loved best and most trusted in his days. And such knights were put about Arthur 
as Sir Baudwin of Britain, Sir Kay, Sir Ulfius, Sir Brastias. All these, with many 
other, were always about Arthur, day and night, till the feast of Pentecost. 


CHAPTER VII. How King Arthur was crowned, and how he made 
officers. 
AND at the feast of Pentecost all manner of men assayed to pull at the sword 
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that would assay; but none might prevail but Arthur, and pulled it out afore all 
the lords and commons that were there, wherefore all the commons cried at 
once, We will have Arthur unto our king, we will put him no more in delay, for 
we all see that it is God's will that he shall be our king, and who that holdeth 
against it, we will slay him. And therewithal they kneeled at once, both rich and 
poor, and cried Arthur mercy because they had delayed him so long, and Arthur 
forgave them, and took the sword between both his hands, and offered it upon 
the altar where the Archbishop was, and so was he made knight of the best man 
that was there. And so anon was the coronation made. And there was he sworn 
unto his lords and the commons for to be a true king, to stand with true justice 
from thenceforth the days of this life. Also then he made all lords that held of the 
crown to come in, and to do service as they ought to do. And many complaints 
were made unto Sir Arthur of great wrongs that were done since the death of 
King Uther, of many lands that were bereaved lords, knights, ladies, and 
gentlemen. Wherefore King Arthur made the lands to be given again unto them 
that owned them. 

When this was done, that the king had stablished all the countries about 
London, then he let make Sir Kay seneschal of England; and Sir Baudwin of 
Britain was made constable; and Sir Ulfius was made chamberlain; and Sir 
Brastias was made warden to wait upon the north from Trent forwards, for it was 
that time the most party the king's enemies. But within few years after Arthur 
won all the north, Scotland, and all that were under their obeissance. Also 
Wales, a part of it, held against Arthur, but he overcame them all, as he did the 
remnant, through the noble prowess of himself and his knights of the Round 
Table. 


CHAPTER VIII. How King Arthur held in Wales, at a Pentecost, a 
great feast, and what kings and lords came to his feast. 

THEN the king removed into Wales, and let cry a great feast that it should be 
holden at Pentecost after the incoronation of him at the city of Carlion. Unto the 
feast came King Lot of Lothian and of Orkney, with five hundred knights with 
him. Also there came to the feast King Uriens of Gore with four hundred knights 
with him. Also there came to that feast King Nentres of Garlot, with seven 
hundred knights with him. Also there came to the feast the king of Scotland with 
six hundred knights with him, and he was but a young man. Also there came to 
the feast a king that was called the King with the Hundred Knights, but he and 
his men were passing well beseen at all points. Also there came the king of 
Carados with five hundred knights. And King Arthur was glad of their coming, 
for he weened that all the kings and knights had come for great love, and to have 
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done him worship at his feast; wherefore the king made great joy, and sent the 
kings and knights great presents. But the kings would none receive, but rebuked 
the messengers shamefully, and said they had no joy to receive no gifts of a 
beardless boy that was come of low blood, and sent him word they would none 
of his gifts, but that they were come to give him gifts with hard swords betwixt 
the neck and the shoulders: and therefore they came thither, so they told to the 
messengers plainly, for it was great shame to all them to see such a boy to have a 
rule of so noble a realm as this land was. With this answer the messengers 
departed and told to King Arthur this answer. Wherefore, by the advice of his 
barons, he took him to a strong tower with five hundred good men with him. 
And all the kings aforesaid in a manner laid a siege to-fore him, but King Arthur 
was well victualed. And within fifteen days there came Merlin among them into 
the city of Carlion. Then all the kings were passing glad of Merlin, and asked 
him, For what cause is that boy Arthur made your king? Sirs, said Merlin, I shall 
tell you the cause, for he is King Uther Pendragon's son, born in wedlock, gotten 
on Igraine, the duke's wife of Tintagil. Then is he a bastard, they said all. Nay, 
said Merlin, after the death of the duke, more than three hours, was Arthur 
begotten, and thirteen days after King Uther wedded Igraine; and therefore I 
prove him he is no bastard. And who saith nay, he shall be king and overcome 
all his enemies; and, or he die, he shall be long king of all England, and have 
under his obeissance Wales, Ireland, and Scotland, and more realms than I will 
now rehearse. Some of the kings had marvel of Merlin's words, and deemed well 
that it should be as he said; and some of them laughed him to scorn, as King Lot; 
and more other called him a witch. But then were they accorded with Merlin, 
that King Arthur should come out and speak with the kings, and to come safe 
and to go safe, such surance there was made. So Merlin went unto King Arthur, 
and told him how he had done, and bade him fear not, but come out boldly and 
speak with them, and spare them not, but answer them as their king and 
chieftain; for ye shall overcome them all, whether they will or nill. 


CHAPTER IX. Of the first war that King Arthur had, and how he won 
the field. 

THEN King Arthur came out of his tower, and had under his gown a 
jesseraunt of double mail, and there went with him the Archbishop of 
Canterbury, and Sir Baudwin of Britain, and Sir Kay, and Sir Brastias: these 
were the men of most worship that were with him. And when they were met 
there was no meekness, but stout words on both sides; but always King Arthur 
answered them, and said he would make them to bow an he lived. Wherefore 
they departed with wrath, and King Arthur bade keep them well, and they bade 
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the king keep him well. So the king returned him to the tower again and armed 
him and all his knights. What will ye do? said Merlin to the kings; ye were better 
for to stint, for ye shall not here prevail though ye were ten times so many. Be 
we well advised to be afeared of a dream-reader? said King Lot. With that 
Merlin vanished away, and came to King Arthur, and bade him set on them 
fiercely; and in the meanwhile there were three hundred good men, of the best 
that were with the kings, that went straight unto King Arthur, and that comforted 
him greatly. Sir, said Merlin to Arthur, fight not with the sword that ye had by 
miracle, till that ye see ye go unto the worse, then draw it out and do your best. 
So forthwithal King Arthur set upon them in their lodging. And Sir Baudwin, Sir 
Kay, and Sir Brastias slew on the right hand and on the left hand that it was 
marvel; and always King Arthur on horseback laid on with a sword, and did 
marvellous deeds of arms, that many of the kings had great joy of his deeds and 
hardiness. 

Then King Lot brake out on the back side, and the King with the Hundred 
Knights, and King Carados, and set on Arthur fiercely behind him. With that Sir 
Arthur turned with his knights, and smote behind and before, and ever Sir Arthur 
was in the foremost press till his horse was slain underneath him. And therewith 
King Lot smote down King Arthur. With that his four knights received him and 
set him on horseback. Then he drew his sword Excalibur, but it was so bright in 
his enemies' eyes, that it gave light like thirty torches. And therewith he put them 
a-back, and slew much people. And then the commons of Carlion arose with 
clubs and staves and slew many knights; but all the kings held them together 
with their knights that were left alive, and so fled and departed. And Merlin 
came unto Arthur, and counselled him to follow them no further. 


CHAPTER X. How Merlin counselled King Arthur to send for King 
Ban and King Bors, and of their counsel taken for the war. 

SO after the feast and journey, King Arthur drew him unto London, and so 
by the counsel of Merlin, the king let call his barons to council, for Merlin had 
told the king that the six kings that made war upon him would in all haste be 
awroke on him and on his lands. Wherefore the king asked counsel at them all. 
They could no counsel give, but said they were big enough. Ye say well, said 
Arthur; I thank you for your good courage, but will ye all that loveth me speak 
with Merlin? ye know well that he hath done much for me, and he knoweth 
many things, and when he is afore you, I would that ye prayed him heartily of 
his best advice. All the barons said they would pray him and desire him. So 
Merlin was sent for, and fair desired of all the barons to give them best counsel. I 
shall say you, said Merlin, I warn you all, your enemies are passing strong for 
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you, and they are good men of arms as be alive, and by this time they have 
gotten to them four kings more, and a mighty duke; and unless that our king 
have more chivalry with him than he may make within the bounds of his own 
realm, an he fight with them in battle, he shall be overcome and slain. What were 
best to do in this cause? said all the barons. I shall tell you, said Merlin, mine 
advice; there are two brethren beyond the sea, and they be kings both, and 
marvellous good men of their hands; and that one hight King Ban of Benwick, 
and that other hight King Bors of Gaul, that is France. And on these two kings 
watreth a mighty man of men, the King Claudas, and striveth with them for a 
castle, and great war is betwixt them. But this Claudas is so mighty of goods 
whereof he getteth good knights, that he putteth these two kings most part to the 
worse; wherefore this is my counsel, that our king and sovereign lord send unto 
the kings Ban and Bors by two trusty knights with letters well devised, that an 
they will come and see King Arthur and his court, and so help him in his wars, 
that he will be sworn unto them to help them in their wars against King Claudas. 
Now, what say ye unto this counsel? said Merlin. This is well counselled, said 
the king and all the barons. 

Right so in all haste there were ordained to go two knights on the message 
unto the two kings. So were there made letters in the pleasant wise according 
unto King Arthur's desire. Ulfius and Brastias were made the messengers, and so 
rode forth well horsed and well armed and as the guise was that time, and so 
passed the sea and rode toward the city of Benwick. And there besides were 
eight knights that espied them, and at a strait passage they met with Ulfius and 
Brastias, and would have taken them prisoners; so they prayed them that they 
might pass, for they were messengers unto King Ban and Bors sent from King 
Arthur. Therefore, said the eight knights, ye shall die or be prisoners, for we be 
knights of King Claudas. And therewith two of them dressed their spears, and 
Ulfius and Brastias dressed their spears, and ran together with great raundom. 
And Claudas' knights brake their spears, and theirs to-held and bare the two 
knights out of their saddles to the earth, and so left them lying, and rode their 
ways. And the other six knights rode afore to a passage to meet with them again, 
and so Ulfius and Brastias smote other two down, and so passed on their ways. 
And at the fourth passage there met two for two, and both were laid unto the 
earth; so there was none of the eight knights but he was sore hurt or bruised. And 
when they come to Benwick it fortuned there were both kings, Ban and Bors. 

And when it was told the kings that there were come messengers, there were 
sent unto them two knights of worship, the one hight Lionses, lord of the country 
of Payarne, and Sir Phariance a worshipful knight. Anon they asked from 
whence they came, and they said from King Arthur, king of England; so they 
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took them in their arms and made great joy each of other. But anon, as the two 
kings wist they were messengers of Arthur's, there was made no tarrying, but 
forthwith they spake with the knights, and welcomed them in the faithfullest 
wise, and said they were most welcome unto them before all the kings living; 
and therewith they kissed the letters and delivered them. And when Ban and 
Bors understood the letters, then they were more welcome than they were before. 
And after the haste of the letters they gave them this answer, that they would 
fulfil the desire of King Arthur's writing, and Ulfius and Brastias, tarry there as 
long as they would, they should have such cheer as might be made them in those 
marches. Then Ulfius and Brastias told the kings of the adventure at their 
passages of the eight knights. Ha! ah! said Ban and Bors, they were my good 
friends. I would I had wist of them; they should not have escaped so. So Ulfius 
and Brastias had good cheer and great gifts, as much as they might bear away; 
and had their answer by mouth and by writing, that those two kings would come 
unto Arthur in all the haste that they might. So the two knights rode on afore, 
and passed the sea, and came to their lord, and told him how they had sped, 
whereof King Arthur was passing glad. At what time suppose ye the two kings 
will be here? Sir, said they, afore All Hallowmass. Then the king let purvey for a 
great feast, and let cry a great jousts. And by All Hallowmass the two kings were 
come over the sea with three hundred knights well arrayed both for the peace 
and for the war. And King Arthur met with them ten mile out of London, and 
there was great joy as could be thought or made. And on All Hallowmass at the 
great feast, sat in the hall the three kings, and Sir Kay seneschal served in the 
hall, and Sir Lucas the butler, that was Duke Corneus' son, and Sir Griflet, that 
was the son of Cardol, these three knights had the rule of all the service that 
served the kings. And anon, as they had washen and risen, all knights that would 
joust made them ready; by then they were ready on horseback there were seven 
hundred knights. And Arthur, Ban, and Bors, with the Archbishop of 
Canterbury, and Sir Ector, Kay's father, they were in a place covered with cloth 
of gold like an hall, with ladies and gentlewomen, for to behold who did best, 
and thereon to give judgment. 


CHAPTER XI. Of a great tourney made by King Arthur and the two 
kings Ban and Bors, and how they went over the sea. 

AND King Arthur and the two kings let depart the seven hundred knights in 
two parties. And there were three hundred knights of the realm of Benwick and 
of Gaul turned on the other side. Then they dressed their shields, and began to 
couch their spears many good knights. So Griflet was the first that met with a 
knight, one Ladinas, and they met so eagerly that all men had wonder; and they 
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so fought that their shields fell to pieces, and horse and man fell to the earth; and 
both the French knight and the English knight lay so long that all men weened 
they had been dead. When Lucas the butler saw Griflet so lie, he horsed him 
again anon, and they two did marvellous deeds of arms with many bachelors. 
Also Sir Kay came out of an ambushment with five knights with him, and they 
six smote other six down. But Sir Kay did that day marvellous deeds of arms, 
that there was none did so well as he that day. Then there came Ladinas and 
Gracian, two knights of France, and did passing well, that all men praised them. 

Then came there Sir Placidas, a good knight, and met with Sir Kay, and 
smote him down horse and man, where fore Sir Griflet was wroth, and met with 
Sir Placidas so hard, that horse and man fell to the earth. But when the five 
knights wist that Sir Kay had a fall, they were wroth out of wit, and therewith 
each of them five bare down a knight. When King Arthur and the two kings saw 
them begin to wax wroth on both parties, they leapt on small hackneys, and let 
cry that all men should depart unto their lodging. And so they went home and 
unarmed them, and so to evensong and supper. And after, the three kings went 
into a garden, and gave the prize unto Sir Kay, and to Lucas the butler, and unto 
Sir Griflet. And then they went unto council, and with them Gwenbaus, the 
brother unto Sir Ban and Bors, a wise clerk, and thither went Ulfius and Brastias, 
and Merlin. And after they had been in council, they went unto bed. And on the 
mor they heard mass, and to dinner, and so to their council, and made many 
arguments what were best to do. At the last they were concluded, that Merlin 
should go with a token of King Ban, and that was a ring, unto his men and King 
Bors'; and Gracian and Placidas should go again and keep their castles and their 
countries, as for [dread of King Claudas] King Ban of Benwick, and King Bors 
of Gaul had ordained them, and so passed the sea and came to Benwick. And 
when the people saw King Ban's ring, and Gracian and Placidas, they were glad, 
and asked how the kings fared, and made great joy of their welfare and cording, 
and according unto the sovereign lords desire, the men of war made them ready 
in all haste possible, so that they were fifteen thousand on horse and foot, and 
they had great plenty of victual with them, by Merlin's provision. But Gracian 
and Placidas were left to furnish and garnish the castles, for dread of King 
Claudas. Right so Merlin passed the sea, well victualled both by water and by 
land. And when he came to the sea he sent home the footmen again, and took no 
more with him but ten thousand men on horseback, the most part men of arms, 
and so shipped and passed the sea into England, and landed at Dover; and 
through the wit of Merlin, he had the host northward, the priviest way that could 
be thought, unto the forest of Bedegraine, and there in a valley he lodged them 
secretly. 
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Then rode Merlin unto Arthur and the two kings, and told them how he had 
sped; whereof they had great marvel, that man on earth might speed so soon, and 
go and come. So Merlin told them ten thousand were in the forest of Bedegraine, 
well armed at all points. Then was there no more to say, but to horseback went 
all the host as Arthur had afore purveyed. So with twenty thousand he passed by 
night and day, but there was made such an ordinance afore by Merlin, that there 
should no man of war ride nor go in no country on this side Trent water, but if he 
had a token from King Arthur, where through the king's enemies durst not ride 
as they did to-fore to espy. 


CHAPTER XII. How eleven kings gathered a great host against King 
Arthur. 

AND SO within a little space the three kings came unto the castle of 
Bedegraine, and found there a passing fair fellowship, and well beseen, whereof 
they had great joy, and victual they wanted none. This was the cause of the 
northern host: that they were reared for the despite and rebuke the six kings had 
at Carlion. And those six kings by their means, gat unto them five other kings; 
and thus they began to gather their people. 

And now they sware that for weal nor woe, they should not leave other, till 
they had destroyed Arthur. And then they made an oath. The first that began the 
oath was the Duke of Cambenet, that he would bring with him five thousand 
men of arms, the which were ready on horseback. Then sware King Brandegoris 
of Stranggore that he would bring five thousand men of arms on horseback. 
Then sware King Clariance of Northumberland he would bring three thousand 
men of arms. Then sware the King of the Hundred Knights, that was a passing 
good man and a young, that he would bring four thousand men of arms on 
horseback. Then there swore King Lot, a passing good knight, and Sir Gawain's 
father, that he would bring five thousand men of arms on horseback. Also there 
swore King Urience, that was Sir Uwain's father, of the land of Gore, and he 
would bring six thousand men of arms on horseback. Also there swore King 
Idres of Cornwall, that he would bring five thousand men of arms on horseback. 
Also there swore King Cradelmas to bring five thousand men on horseback. 
Also there swore King Agwisance of Ireland to bring five thousand men of arms 
on horseback. Also there swore King Nentres to bring five thousand men of arms 
on horseback. Also there swore King Carados to bring five thousand men of 
arms on horseback. So their whole host was of clean men of arms on horseback 
fifty thousand, and a-foot ten thousand of good men's bodies. Then were they 
soon ready, and mounted upon horse and sent forth their fore-riders, for these 
eleven kings in their ways laid a siege unto the castle of Bedegraine; and so they 
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departed and drew toward Arthur, and left few to abide at the siege, for the castle 
of Bedegraine was holden of King Arthur, and the men that were therein were 
Arthur's. 


CHAPTER XIII. Of a dream of the King with the Hundred Knights. 

So by Merlin's advice there were sent fore-riders to skim the country, and 
they met with the fore-riders of the north, and made them to tell which way the 
host came, and then they told it to Arthur, and by King Ban and Bors' council 
they let burn and destroy all the country afore them, there they should ride. 

The King with the Hundred Knights met a wonder dream two nights afore 
the battle, that there blew a great wind, and blew down their castles and their 
towns, and after that came a water and bare it all away. All that heard of the 
sweven Said it was a token of great battle. Then by counsel of Merlin, when they 
wist which way the eleven kings would ride and lodge that night, at midnight 
they set upon them, as they were in their pavilions. But the scout-watch by their 
host cried, Lords! at arms! for here be your enemies at your hand! 


CHAPTER XIV. How the eleven kings with their host fought against 
Arthur and his host, and many great feats of the war. 

THEN King Arthur and King Ban and King Bors, with their good and trusty 
knights, set on them so fiercely that they made them overthrow their pavilions on 
their heads, but the eleven kings, by manly prowess of arms, took a fair 
champaign, but there was slain that morrowtide ten thousand good men's bodies. 
And so they had afore them a strong passage, yet were they fifty thousand of 
hardy men. Then it drew toward day. Now shall ye do by mine advice, said 
Merlin unto the three kings: I would that King Ban and King Bors, with their 
fellowship of ten thousand men, were put in a wood here beside, in an 
ambushment, and keep them privy, and that they be laid or the light of the day 
come, and that they stir not till ye and your knights have fought with them long. 
And when it is daylight, dress your battle even afore them and the passage, that 
they may see all your host, for then will they be the more hardy, when they see 
you but about twenty thousand men, and cause them to be the gladder to suffer 
you and your host to come over the passage. All the three kings and the whole 
barons said that Merlin said passingly well, and it was done anon as Merlin had 
devised. So on the morn, when either host saw other, the host of the north was 
well comforted. Then to Ulfius and Brastias were delivered three thousand men 
of arms, and they set on them fiercely in the passage, and slew on the right hand 
and on the left hand that it was wonder to tell. 

When that the eleven kings saw that there was so few a fellowship did such 
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deeds of arms, they were ashamed and set on them again fiercely; and there was 
Sir Ulfius's horse slain under him, but he did marvellously well on foot. But the 
Duke Eustace of Cambenet and King Clariance of Northumberland, were alway 
grievous on Ulfius. Then Brastias saw his fellow fared so withal he smote the 
duke with a spear, that horse and man fell down. That saw King Clariance and 
returned unto Brastias, and either smote other so that horse and man went to the 
earth, and so they lay long astonied, and their horses' knees brast to the hard 
bone. Then came Sir Kay the seneschal with six fellows with him, and did 
passing well. With that came the eleven kings, and there was Griflet put to the 
earth, horse and man, and Lucas the butler, horse and man, by King Brandegoris, 
and King Idres, and King Agwisance. Then waxed the medley passing hard on 
both parties. When Sir Kay saw Griflet on foot, he rode on King Nentres and 
smote him down, and led his horse unto Sir Griflet, and horsed him again. Also 
Sir Kay with the same spear smote down King Lot, and hurt him passing sore. 
That saw the King with the Hundred Knights, and ran unto Sir Kay and smote 
him down, and took his horse, and gave him King Lot, whereof he said 
gramercy. When Sir Griflet saw Sir Kay and Lucas the butler on foot, he took a 
sharp spear, great and square, and rode to Pinel, a good man of arms, and smote 
horse and man down, and then he took his horse, and gave him unto Sir Kay. 
Then King Lot saw King Nentres on foot, he ran unto Melot de la Roche, and 
smote him down, horse and man, and gave King Nentres the horse, and horsed 
him again. Also the King of the Hundred Knights saw King Idres on foot; then 
he ran unto Gwiniart de Bloi, and smote him down, horse and man, and gave 
King Idres the horse, and horsed him again; and King Lot smote down Clariance 
de la Forest Savage, and gave the horse unto Duke Eustace. And so when they 
had horsed the kings again they drew them, all eleven kings, together, and said 
they would be revenged of the damage that they had taken that day. The 
meanwhile came in Sir Ector with an eager countenance, and found Ulfius and 
Brastias on foot, in great peril of death, that were foul defoiled under horse-feet. 
Then Arthur as a lion, ran unto King Cradelment of North Wales, and smote 
him through the left side, that the horse and the king fell down; and then he took 
the horse by the rein, and led him unto Ulfius, and said, Have this horse, mine 
old friend, for great need hast thou of horse. Gramercy, said Ulfius. Then Sir 
Arthur did so marvellously in arms, that all men had wonder. When the King 
with the Hundred Knights saw King Cradelment on foot, he ran unto Sir Ector, 
that was well horsed, Sir Kay's father, and smote horse and man down, and gave 
the horse unto the king, and horsed him again. And when King Arthur saw the 
king ride on Sir Ector's horse, he was wroth and with his sword he smote the 
king on the helm, that a quarter of the helm and shield fell down, and so the 
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sword carved down unto the horse's neck, and so the king and the horse fell 
down to the ground. Then Sir Kay came unto Sir Morganore, seneschal with the 
King of the Hundred Knights, and smote him down, horse and man, and led the 
horse unto his father, Sir Ector; then Sir Ector ran unto a knight, hight Lardans, 
and smote horse and man down, and led the horse unto Sir Brastias, that great 
need had of an horse, and was greatly defoiled. When Brastias beheld Lucas the 
butler, that lay like a dead man under the horses' feet, and ever Sir Griflet did 
marvellously for to rescue him, and there were always fourteen knights on Sir 
Lucas; then Brastias smote one of them on the helm, that it went to the teeth, and 
he rode to another and smote him, that the arm flew into the field. Then he went 
to the third and smote him on the shoulder, that shoulder and arm flew in the 
field. And when Griflet saw rescues, he smote a knight on the temples, that head 
and helm went to the earth, and Griflet took the horse of that knight, and led him 
unto Sir Lucas, and bade him mount upon the horse and revenge his hurts. For 
Brastias had slain a knight to-fore and horsed Griflet. 


CHAPTER XV. Yet of the same battle. 

THEN Lucas saw King Agwisance, that late had slain Moris de la Roche, 
and Lucas ran to him with a short spear that was great, that he gave him such a 
fall, that the horse fell down to the earth. Also Lucas found there on foot, Bloias 
de La Flandres, and Sir Gwinas, two hardy knights, and in that woodness that 
Lucas was in, he slew two bachelors and horsed them again. Then waxed the 
battle passing hard on both parties, but Arthur was glad that his knights were 
horsed again, and then they fought together, that the noise and sound rang by the 
water and the wood. Wherefore King Ban and King Bors made them ready, and 
dressed their shields and harness, and they were so courageous that many 
knights shook and bevered for eagerness. All this while Lucas, and Gwinas, and 
Briant, and Bellias of Flanders, held strong medley against six kings, that was 
King Lot, King Nentres, King Brandegoris, King Idres, King Uriens, and King 
Agwisance. So with the help of Sir Kay and of Sir Griflet they held these six 
kings hard, that unnethe they had any power to defend them. But when Sir 
Arthur saw the battle would not be ended by no manner, he fared wood as a lion, 
and steered his horse here and there, on the right hand, and on the left hand, that 
he stinted not till he had slain twenty knights. Also he wounded King Lot sore on 
the shoulder, and made him to leave that ground, for Sir Kay and Griflet did with 
King Arthur there great deeds of arms. Then Ulfius, and Brastias, and Sir Ector 
encountered against the Duke Eustace, and King Cradelment, and King 
Clariance of Northumberland, and King Carados, and against the King with the 
Hundred Knights. So these knights encountered with these kings, that they made 
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them to avoid the ground. Then King Lot made great dole for his damages and 
his fellows, and said unto the ten kings, But if ye will do as I devise we shall be 
slain and destroyed; let me have the King with the Hundred Knights, and King 
Agwisance, and King Idres, and the Duke of Cambenet, and we five kings will 
have fifteen thousand men of arms with us, and we will go apart while ye six 
kings hold medley with twelve thousand; an we see that ye have foughten with 
them long, then will we come on fiercely, and else shall we never match them, 
said King Lot, but by this mean. So they departed as they here devised, and six 
kings made their party strong against Arthur, and made great war long. 

In the meanwhile brake the ambushment of King Ban and King Bors, and 
Lionses and Phariance had the vanguard, and they two knights met with King 
Idres and his fellowship, and there began a great medley of breaking of spears, 
and smiting of swords, with slaying of men and horses, and King Idres was near 
at discomforture. 

That saw Agwisance the king, and put Lionses and Phariance in point of 
death; for the Duke of Cambenet came on withal with a great fellowship. So 
these two knights were in great danger of their lives that they were fain to return, 
but always they rescued themselves and their fellowship marvellously When 
King Bors saw those knights put aback, it grieved him sore; then he came on so 
fast that his fellowship seemed as black as Inde. When King Lot had espied King 
Bors, he knew him well, then he said, O Jesu, defend us from death and horrible 
maims! for I see well we be in great peril of death; for I see yonder a king, one 
of the most worshipfullest men and one of the best knights of the world, is 
inclined unto his fellowship. What is he? said the King with the Hundred 
Knights. It is, said King Lot, King Bors of Gaul; I marvel how they came into 
this country without witting of us all. It was by Merlin's advice, said the knight. 
As for him, said King Carados, I will encounter with King Bors, an ye will 
rescue me when myster is. Go on, said they all, we will do all that we may. Then 
King Carados and his host rode on a soft pace, till that they came as nigh King 
Bors as bow-draught; then either battle let their horse run as fast as they might. 
And Bleoberis, that was godson unto King Bors, he bare his chief standard, that 
was a passing good knight. Now shall we see, said King Bors, how these 
northern Britons can bear the arms: and King Bors encountered with a knight, 
and smote him throughout with a spear that he fell dead unto the earth; and after 
drew his sword and did marvellous deeds of arms, that all parties had great 
wonder thereof; and his knights failed not, but did their part, and King Carados 
was smitten to the earth. With that came the King with the Hundred Knights and 
rescued King Carados mightily by force of arms, for he was a passing good 
knight of a king, and but a young man. 
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CHAPTER XVI. Yet more of the same battle. 

BY then came into the field King Ban as fierce as a lion, with bands of green 
and thereupon gold. Ha! a! said King Lot, we must be discomfited, for yonder I 
see the most valiant knight of the world, and the man of the most renown, for 
such two brethren as is King Ban and King Bors are not living, wherefore we 
must needs void or die; and but if we avoid manly and wisely there is but death. 
When King Ban came into the battle, he came in so fiercely that the strokes 
redounded again from the wood and the water; wherefore King Lot wept for pity 
and dole that he saw so many good knights take their end. But through the great 
force of King Ban they made both the northern battles that were departed hurtled 
together for great dread; and the three kings and their knights slew on ever, that 
it was pity on to behold that multitude of the people that fled. But King Lot, and 
King of the Hundred Knights, and King Morganore gathered the people together 
passing knightly, and did great prowess of arms, and held the battle all that day, 
like hard. 

When the King of the Hundred Knights beheld the great damage that King 
Ban did, he thrust unto him with his horse, and smote him on high upon the 
helm, a great stroke, and astonied him sore. Then King Ban was wroth with him, 
and followed on him fiercely; the other saw that, and cast up his shield, and 
spurred his horse forward, but the stroke of King Ban fell down and carved a 
cantel off the shield, and the sword slid down by the hauberk behind his back, 
and cut through the trapping of steel and the horse even in two pieces, that the 
sword felt the earth. Then the King of the Hundred Knights voided the horse 
lightly, and with his sword he broached the horse of King Ban through and 
through. With that King Ban voided lightly from the dead horse, and then King 
Ban smote at the other so eagerly, and smote him on the helm that he fell to the 
earth. Also in that ire he felled King Morganore, and there was great slaughter of 
good knights and much people. By then came into the press King Arthur, and 
found King Ban standing among dead men and dead horses, fighting on foot as a 
wood lion, that there came none nigh him, as far as he might reach with his 
sword, but he caught a grievous buffet; whereof King Arthur had great pity. And 
Arthur was so bloody, that by his shield there might no man know him, for all 
was blood and brains on his sword. And as Arthur looked by him he saw a 
knight that was passingly well horsed, and therewith Sir Arthur ran to him, and 
smote him on the helm, that his sword went unto his teeth, and the knight sank 
down to the earth dead, and anon Arthur took the horse by the rein, and led him 
unto King Ban, and said, Fair brother, have this horse, for he have great myster 
thereof, and me repenteth sore of your great damage. It shall be soon revenged, 
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said King Ban, for I trust in God mine ure is not such but some of them may sore 
repent this. I will well, said Arthur, for I see your deeds full actual; nevertheless, 
I might not come at you at that time. 

But when King Ban was mounted on horseback, then there began new battle, 
the which was sore and hard, and passing great slaughter. And so through great 
force King Arthur, King Ban, and King Bors made their knights a little to 
withdraw them. But alway the eleven kings with their chivalry never turned 
back; and so withdrew them to a little wood, and so over a little river, and there 
they rested them, for on the night they might have no rest on the field. And then 
the eleven kings and knights put them on a heap all together, as men adread and 
out of all comfort. But there was no man might pass them, they held them so 
hard together both behind and before, that King Arthur had marvel of their deeds 
of arms, and was passing wroth. Ah, Sir Arthur, said King Ban and King Bors, 
blame them not, for they do as good men ought to do. For by my faith, said King 
Ban, they are the best fighting men, and knights of most prowess, that ever I saw 
or heard speak of, and those eleven kings are men of great worship; and if they 
were longing unto you there were no king under the heaven had such eleven 
knights, and of such worship. I may not love them, said Arthur, they would 
destroy me. That wot we well, said King Ban and King Bors, for they are your 
mortal enemies, and that hath been proved aforehand; and this day they have 
done their part, and that is great pity of their wilfulness. 

Then all the eleven kings drew them together, and then said King Lot, Lords, 
ye must other ways than ye do, or else the great loss is behind; ye may see what 
people we have lost, and what good men we lose, because we wait always on 
these foot-men, and ever in saving of one of the foot-men we lose ten horsemen 
for him; therefore this is mine advice, let us put our foot-men from us, for it is 
near night, for the noble Arthur will not tarry on the footmen, for they may save 
themselves, the wood is near hand. And when we horsemen be together, look 
every each of you kings let make such ordinance that none break upon pain of 
death. And who that seeth any man dress him to flee, lightly that he be slain, for 
it is better that we slay a coward, than through a coward all we to be slain. How 
say ye? said King Lot, answer me all ye kings. It is well said, quoth King 
Nentres; so said the King of the Hundred Knights; the same said the King 
Carados, and King Uriens; so did King Idres and King Brandegoris; and so did 
King Cradelment, and the Duke of Cambenet; the same said King Clariance and 
King Agwisance, and sware they would never fail other, neither for life nor for 
death. And whoso that fled, but did as they did, should be slain. Then they 
amended their harness, and righted their shields, and took new spears and set 
them on their thighs, and stood still as it had been a plump of wood. 
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CHAPTER XVII. Yet more of the same battle, and how it was ended by 
Merlin. 

WHEN Sir Arthur and King Ban and Bors beheld them and all their knights, 
they praised them much for their noble cheer of chivalry, for the hardiest fighters 
that ever they heard or saw. With that, there dressed them a forty noble knights, 
and said unto the three kings, they would break their battle; these were their 
names: Lionses, Phariance, Ulfius, Brastias, Ector, Kay, Lucas the butler, Griflet 
le Fise de Dieu, Mariet de la Roche, Guinas de Bloi, Briant de la Forest Savage, 
Bellaus, Morians of the Castle [of] Maidens, Flannedrius of the Castle of Ladies, 
Annecians that was King Bors' godson, a noble knight, Ladinas de la Rouse, 
Emerause, Caulas, Graciens le Castlein, one Blois de la Case, and Sir 
Colgrevaunce de Gorre; all these knights rode on afore with spears on their 
thighs, and spurred their horses mightily as the horses might run. And the eleven 
kings with part of their knights rushed with their horses as fast as they might 
with their spears, and there they did on both parties marvellous deeds of arms. 
So came into the thick of the press, Arthur, Ban, and Bors, and slew down right 
on both hands, that their horses went in blood up to the fetlocks. But ever the 
eleven kings and their host was ever in the visage of Arthur. Wherefore Ban and 
Bors had great marvel, considering the great slaughter that there was, but at the 
last they were driven aback over a little river. With that came Merlin on a great 
black horse, and said unto Arthur, Thou hast never done! Hast thou not done 
enough? of three score thousand this day hast thou left alive but fifteen thousand, 
and it is time to say Ho! For God is wroth with thee, that thou wilt never have 
done; for yonder eleven kings at this time will not be overthrown, but an thou 
tarry on them any longer, thy fortune will turn and they shall increase. And 
therefore withdraw you unto your lodging, and rest you as soon as ye may, and 
reward your good knights with gold and with silver, for they have well deserved 
it; there may no riches be too dear for them, for of so few men as ye have, there 
were never men did more of prowess than they have done today, for ye have 
matched this day with the best fighters of the world. That is truth, said King Ban 
and Bors. Also said Merlin, withdraw you where ye list, for this three year I dare 
undertake they shall not dere you; and by then ye shall hear new tidings. And 
then Merlin said unto Arthur, These eleven kings have more on hand than they 
are ware of, for the Saracens are landed in their countries, more than forty 
thousand, that burn and slay, and have laid siege at the castle Wandesborow, and 
make great destruction; therefore dread you not this three year. Also, sir, all the 
goods that be gotten at this battle, let it be searched, and when ye have it in your 
hands, let it be given freely unto these two kings, Ban and Bors, that they may 
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reward their knights withal; and that shall cause strangers to be of better will to 
do you service at need. Also you be able to reward your own knights of your 
own goods whensomever it liketh you. It is well said, quoth Arthur, and as thou 
hast devised, so shall it be done. When it was delivered to Ban and Bors, they 
gave the goods as freely to their knights as freely as it was given to them. Then 
Merlin took his leave of Arthur and of the two kings, for to go and see his master 
Bleise, that dwelt in Northumberland; and so he departed and came to his 
master, that was passing glad of his coming; and there he told how Arthur and 
the two kings had sped at the great battle, and how it was ended, and told the 
names of every king and knight of worship that was there. And so Bleise wrote 
the battle word by word, as Merlin told him, how it began, and by whom, and in 
likewise how it was ended, and who had the worse. All the battles that were 
done in Arthur's days Merlin did his master Bleise do write; also he did do write 
all the battles that every worthy knight did of Arthur's court. 

After this Merlin departed from his master and came to King Arthur, that 
was in the castle of Bedegraine, that was one of the castles that stand in the 
forest of Sherwood. And Merlin was so disguised that King Arthur knew him 
not, for he was all befurred in black sheep-skins, and a great pair of boots, and a 
bow and arrows, in a russet gown, and brought wild geese in his hand, and it was 
on the morn after Candlemas day; but King Arthur knew him not. Sir, said 
Merlin unto the king, will ye give me a gift? Wherefore, said King Arthur, 
should I give thee a gift, churl? Sir, said Merlin, ye were better to give me a gift 
that is not in your hand than to lose great riches, for here in the same place where 
the great battle was, is great treasure hid in the earth. Who told thee so, churl? 
said Arthur. Merlin told me so, said he. Then Ulfius and Brastias knew him well 
enough, and smiled. Sir, said these two knights, it is Merlin that so speaketh unto 
you. Then King Arthur was greatly abashed, and had marvel of Merlin, and so 
had King Ban and King Bors, and so they had great disport at him. So in the 
meanwhile there came a damosel that was an earl's daughter: his name was 
Sanam, and her name was Lionors, a passing fair damosel; and so she came 
thither for to do homage, as other lords did after the great battle. And King 
Arthur set his love greatly upon her, and so did she upon him, and the king had 
ado with her, and gat on her a child: his name was Borre, that was after a good 
knight, and of the Table Round. Then there came word that the King Rience of 
North Wales made great war on King Leodegrance of Cameliard, for the which 
thing Arthur was wroth, for he loved him well, and hated King Rience, for he 
was alway against him. So by ordinance of the three kings that were sent home 
unto Benwick, all they would depart for dread of King Claudas; and Phariance, 
and Antemes, and Gratian, and Lionses [of] Payarne, with the leaders of those 
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that should keep the kings' lands. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How King Arthur, King Ban, and King Bors rescued 
King Leodegrance, and other incidents. 

AND then King Arthur, and King Ban, and King Bors departed with their 
fellowship, a twenty thousand, and came within six days into the country of 
Cameliard, and there rescued King Leodegrance, and slew there much people of 
King Rience, unto the number of ten thousand men, and put him to flight. And 
then had these three kings great cheer of King Leodegrance, that thanked them 
of their great goodness, that they would revenge him of his enemies; and there 
had Arthur the first sight of Guenever, the king's daughter of Cameliard, and 
ever after he loved her. After they were wedded, as it telleth in the book. So, 
briefly to make an end, they took their leave to go into their own countries, for 
King Claudas did great destruction on their lands. Then said Arthur, I will go 
with you. Nay, said the kings, ye shall not at this time, for ye have much to do 
yet in these lands, therefore we will depart, and with the great goods that we 
have gotten in these lands by your gifts, we shall wage good knights and 
withstand the King Claudas' malice, for by the grace of God, an we have need 
we will send to you for your succour; and if ye have need, send for us, and we 
will not tarry, by the faith of our bodies. It shall not, said Merlin, need that these 
two kings come again in the way of war, but I know well King Arthur may not 
be long from you, for within a year or two ye shall have great need, and then 
shall he revenge you on your enemies, as ye have done on his. For these eleven 
kings shall die all in a day, by the great might and prowess of arms of two 
valiant knights (as it telleth after); their names be Balin le Savage, and Balan, his 
brother, that be marvellous good knights as be any living. 

Now turn we to the eleven kings that returned unto a city that hight Sorhaute, 
the which city was within King Uriens', and there they refreshed them as well as 
they might, and made leeches search their wounds, and sorrowed greatly for the 
death of their people. With that there came a messenger and told how there was 
come into their lands people that were lawless as well as Saracens, a forty 
thousand, and have burnt and slain all the people that they may come by, without 
mercy, and have laid siege on the castle of Wandesborow. Alas, said the eleven 
kings, here is sorrow upon sorrow, and if we had not warred against Arthur as 
we have done, he would soon revenge us. As for King Leodegrance, he loveth 
Arthur better than us, and as for King Rience, he hath enough to do with 
Leodegrance, for he hath laid siege unto him. So they consented together to keep 
all the marches of Cornwall, of Wales, and of the North. So first, they put King 
Idres in the City of Nauntes in Britain, with four thousand men of arms, to watch 
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both the water and the land. Also they put in the city of Windesan, King Nentres 
of Garlot, with four thousand knights to watch both on water and on land. Also 
they had of other men of war more than eight thousand, for to fortify all the 
fortresses in the marches of Cornwall. Also they put more knights in all the 
marches of Wales and Scotland, with many good men of arms, and so they kept 
them together the space of three year, and ever allied them with mighty kings 
and dukes and lords. And to them fell King Rience of North Wales, the which 
and Nero that was a mighty man of men. And all this while they furnished them 
and garnished them of good men of arms, and victual, and of all manner of 
habiliment that pretendeth to the war, to avenge them for the battle of 
Bedegraine, as it telleth in the book of adventures following. 


CHAPTER XIX. How King Arthur rode to Carlion, and of his dream, 
and how he saw the questing beast. 

THEN after the departing of King Ban and of King Bors, King Arthur rode 
into Carlion. And thither came to him, King Lot's wife, of Orkney, in manner of 
a message, but she was sent thither to espy the court of King Arthur; and she 
came richly beseen, with her four sons, Gawaine, Gaheris, Agravine, and Gareth, 
with many other knights and ladies. For she was a passing fair lady, therefore the 
king cast great love unto her, and desired to lie by her; so they were agreed, and 
he begat upon her Mordred, and she was his sister, on his mother's side, Igraine. 
So there she rested her a month, and at the last departed. Then the king dreamed 
a marvellous dream whereof he was sore adread. But all this time King Arthur 
knew not that King Lot's wife was his sister. Thus was the dream of Arthur: Him 
thought there was come into this land griffins and serpents, and him thought they 
burnt and slew all the people in the land, and then him thought he fought with 
them, and they did him passing great harm, and wounded him full sore, but at the 
last he slew them. When the king awaked, he was passing heavy of his dream, 
and so to put it out of thoughts, he made him ready with many knights to ride a- 
hunting. As soon as he was in the forest the king saw a great hart afore him. This 
hart will I chase, said King Arthur, and so he spurred the horse, and rode after 
long, and so by fine force oft he was like to have smitten the hart; whereas the 
king had chased the hart so long, that his horse lost his breath, and fell down 
dead. Then a yeoman fetched the king another horse. 

So the king saw the hart enbushed, and his horse dead, he set him down by a 
fountain, and there he fell in great thoughts. And as he sat so, him thought he 
heard a noise of hounds, to the sum of thirty. And with that the king saw coming 
toward him the strangest beast that ever he saw or heard of; so the beast went to 
the well and drank, and the noise was in the beast's belly like unto the questing 
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of thirty couple hounds; but all the while the beast drank there was no noise in 
the beast's belly: and there with the beast departed with a great noise, whereof 
the king had great marvel. And so he was in a great thought, and therewith he 
fell asleep. Right so there came a knight afoot unto Arthur and said, Knight full 
of thought and sleepy, tell me if thou sawest a strange beast pass this way. Such 
one saw I, said King Arthur, that is past two mile; what would ye with the beast? 
said Arthur. Sir, I have followed that beast long time, and killed mine horse, so 
would God I had another to follow my quest. Right so came one with the king's 
horse, and when the knight saw the horse, he prayed the king to give him the 
horse: for I have followed this quest this twelvemonth, and either I shall achieve 
him, or bleed of the best blood of my body. Pellinore, that time king, followed 
the Questing Beast, and after his death Sir Palamides followed it. 


CHAPTER XX. How King Pellinore took Arthur's horse and followed 
the Questing Beast, and how Merlin met with Arthur. 

SIR knight, said the king, leave that quest, and suffer me to have it, and I will 
follow it another twelvemonth. Ah, fool, said the knight unto Arthur, it is in vain 
thy desire, for it shall never be achieved but by me, or my next kin. Therewith he 
started unto the king's horse and mounted into the saddle, and said, Gramercy, 
this horse is my own. Well, said the king, thou mayst take my horse by force, but 
an I might prove thee whether thou were better on horseback or I.—Well, said 
the knight, seek me here when thou wilt, and here nigh this well thou shalt find 
me, and so passed on his way. Then the king sat in a study, and bade his men 
fetch his horse as fast as ever they might. Right so came by him Merlin like a 
child of fourteen year of age, and saluted the king, and asked him why he was so 
pensive. I may well be pensive, said the king, for I have seen the marvellest sight 
that ever I saw. That know I well, said Merlin, as well as thyself, and of all thy 
thoughts, but thou art but a fool to take thought, for it will not amend thee. Also I 
know what thou art, and who was thy father, and of whom thou wert begotten; 
King Uther Pendragon was thy father, and begat thee on Igraine. That is false, 
said King Arthur, how shouldest thou know it, for thou art not so old of years to 
know my father? Yes, said Merlin, I know it better than ye or any man living. I 
will not believe thee, said Arthur, and was wroth with the child. So departed 
Merlin, and came again in the likeness of an old man of fourscore year of age, 
whereof the king was right glad, for he seemed to be right wise. 

Then said the old man, Why are ye so sad? I may well be heavy, said Arthur, 
for many things. Also here was a child, and told me many things that meseemeth 
he should not know, for he was not of age to know my father. Yes, said the old 
man, the child told you truth, and more would he have told you an ye would 
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have suffered him. But ye have done a thing late that God is displeased with you, 
for ye have lain by your sister, and on her ye have gotten a child that shall 
destroy you and all the knights of your realm. What are ye, said Arthur, that tell 
me these tidings? I am Merlin, and I was he in the child's likeness. Ah, said King 
Arthur, ye are a marvellous man, but I marvel much of thy words that I must die 
in battle. Marvel not, said Merlin, for it is God's will your body to be punished 
for your foul deeds; but I may well be sorry, said Merlin, for I shall die a 
shameful death, to be put in the earth quick, and ye shall die a worshipful death. 
And as they talked this, came one with the king's horse, and so the king mounted 
on his horse, and Merlin on another, and so rode unto Carlion. And anon the 
king asked Ector and Ulfius how he was begotten, and they told him Uther 
Pendragon was his father and Queen Igraine his mother. Then he said to Merlin, 
I will that my mother be sent for that I may speak with her; and if she say so 
herself then will I believe it. In all haste, the queen was sent for, and she came 
and brought with her Morgan le Fay, her daughter, that was as fair a lady as any 
might be, and the king welcomed Igraine in the best manner. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Ulfius impeached Queen Igraine, Arthur's 
mother, of treason; and how a knight came and desired to have the death of 
his master 

revenged. 

RIGHT SO came Ulfius, and said openly, that the king and all might hear 
that were feasted that day, Ye are the falsest lady of the world, and the most 
traitress unto the king's person. Beware, said Arthur, what thou sayest; thou 
speakest a great word. I am well ware, said Ulfius, what I speak, and here is my 
glove to prove it upon any man that will say the contrary, that this Queen Igraine 
is causer of your great damage, and of your great war. For, an she would have 
uttered it in the life of King Uther Pendragon, of the birth of you, and how ye 
were begotten ye had never had the mortal wars that ye have had; for the most 
part of your barons of your realm knew never whose son ye were, nor of whom 
ye were begotten; and she that bare you of her body should have made it known 
openly in excusing of her worship and yours, and in like wise to all the realm, 
wherefore I prove her false to God and to you and to all your realm, and who 
will say the contrary I will prove it on his body. 

Then spake Igraine and said, I am a woman and I may not fight, but rather 
than I should be dishonoured, there would some good man take my quarrel. 
More, she said, Merlin knoweth well, and ye Sir Ulfius, how King Uther came to 
me in the Castle of Tintagil in the likeness of my lord, that was dead three hours 
to-fore, and thereby gat a child that night upon me. And after the thirteenth day 
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King Uther wedded me, and by his commandment when the child was born it 
was delivered unto Merlin and nourished by him, and so I saw the child never 
after, nor wot not what is his name, for I knew him never yet. And there, Ulfius 
said to the queen, Merlin is more to blame than ye. Well I wot, said the queen, I 
bare a child by my lord King Uther, but I wot not where he is become. Then 
Merlin took the king by the hand, saying, This is your mother. And therewith Sir 
Ector bare witness how he nourished him by Uther's commandment. And 
therewith King Arthur took his mother, Queen Igraine, in his arms and kissed 
her, and either wept upon other. And then the king let make a feast that lasted 
eight days. 

Then on a day there came in the court a squire on horseback, leading a knight 
before him wounded to the death, and told him how there was a knight in the 
forest had reared up a pavilion by a well, and hath slain my master, a good 
knight, his name was Miles; wherefore I beseech you that my master may be 
buried, and that some knight may revenge my master's death. Then the noise was 
great of that knight's death in the court, and every man said his advice. Then 
came Griflet that was but a squire, and he was but young, of the age of the king 
Arthur, so he besought the king for all his service that he had done him to give 
the order of knighthood. 


CHAPTER XXII. How Griflet was made knight, and jousted with a 
knight 

THOU art full young and tender of age, said Arthur, for to take so high an 
order on thee. Sir, said Griflet, I beseech you make me knight. Sir, said Merlin, it 
were great pity to lose Griflet, for he will be a passing good man when he is of 
age, abiding with you the term of his life. And if he adventure his body with 
yonder knight at the fountain, it is in great peril if ever he come again, for he is 
one of the best knights of the world, and the strongest man of arms. Well, said 
Arthur. So at the desire of Griflet the king made him knight. Now, said Arthur 
unto Sir Griflet, sith I have made you knight thou must give me a gift. What ye 
will, said Griflet. Thou shalt promise me by the faith of thy body, when thou hast 
jousted with the knight at the fountain, whether it fall ye be on foot or on 
horseback, that right so ye shall come again unto me without making any more 
debate. I will promise you, said Griflet, as you desire. Then took Griflet his 
horse in great haste, and dressed his shield and took a spear in his hand, and so 
he rode a great wallop till he came to the fountain, and thereby he saw a rich 
pavilion, and thereby under a cloth stood a fair horse well saddled and bridled, 
and on a tree a shield of divers colours and a great spear. Then Griflet smote on 
the shield with the butt of his spear, that the shield fell down to the ground. With 
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that the knight came out of the pavilion, and said, Fair knight, why smote ye 
down my shield? For I will joust with you, said Griflet. It is better ye do not, said 
the knight, for ye are but young, and late made knight, and your might is nothing 
to mine. As for that, said Griflet, I will joust with you. That is me loath, said the 
knight, but sith I must needs, I will dress me thereto. Of whence be ye? said the 
knight. Sir, I am of Arthur's court. So the two knights ran together that Griflet's 
spear all to-shivered; and there withal he smote Griflet through the shield and the 
left side, and brake the spear that the truncheon stuck in his body, that horse and 
knight fell down. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How twelve knights came from Rome and asked 
truage for this land of Arthur, and how Arthur fought with a knight. 
WHEN the knight saw him lie so on the ground, he alighted, and was passing 
heavy, for he weened he had slain him, and then he unlaced his helm and gat him 
wind, and so with the truncheon he set him on his horse, and so betook him to 
God, and said he had a mighty heart, and if he might live he would prove a 
passing good knight. And so Sir Griflet rode to the court, where great dole was 
made for him. But through good leeches he was healed and saved. Right so came 
into the court twelve knights, and were aged men, and they came from the 
Emperor of Rome, and they asked of Arthur truage for this realm, other else the 
emperor would destroy him and his land. Well, said King Arthur, ye are 
messengers, therefore ye may say what ye will, other else ye should die 
therefore. But this is mine answer: I owe the emperor no truage, nor none will I 
hold him, but on a fair field I shall give him my truage that shall be with a sharp 
spear, or else with a sharp sword, and that shall not be long, by my father's soul, 
Uther Pendragon. And therewith the messengers departed passingly wroth, and 
King Arthur as wroth, for in evil time came they then; for the king was passingly 
wroth for the hurt of Sir Griflet. And so he commanded a privy man of his 
chamber that or it be day his best horse and armour, with all that longeth unto his 
person, be without the city or to-morrow day. Right so or to-morrow day he met 
with his man and his horse, and so mounted up and dressed his shield and took 
his spear, and bade his chamberlain tarry there till he came again. And so Arthur 
rode a soft pace till it was day, and then was he ware of three churls chasing 
Merlin, and would have slain him. Then the king rode unto them, and bade them: 
Flee, churls! then were they afeard when they saw a knight, and fled. O Merlin, 
said Arthur, here hadst thou been slain for all thy crafts had I not been. Nay, said 
Merlin, not so, for I could save myself an I would; and thou art more near thy 
death than I am, for thou goest to the deathward, an God be not thy friend. 

So as they went thus talking they came to the fountain, and the rich pavilion 
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there by it. Then King Arthur was ware where sat a knight armed in a chair. Sir 
knight, said Arthur, for what cause abidest thou here, that there may no knight 
ride this way but if he joust with thee? said the king. I rede thee leave that 
custom, said Arthur. This custom, said the knight, have I used and will use 
maugre who saith nay, and who is grieved with my custom let him amend it that 
will. I will amend it, said Arthur. I shall defend thee, said the knight. Anon he 
took his horse and dressed his shield and took a spear, and they met so hard 
either in other's shields, that all to-shivered their spears. Therewith anon Arthur 
pulled out his sword. Nay, not so, said the knight; it is fairer, said the knight, that 
we twain run more together with sharp spears. I will well, said Arthur, an I had 
any more spears. I have enow, said the knight; so there came a squire and 
brought two good spears, and Arthur chose one and he another; so they spurred 
their horses and came together with all their mights, that either brake their spears 
to their hands. Then Arthur set hand on his sword. Nay, said the knight, ye shall 
do better, ye are a passing good jouster as ever I met withal, and once for the 
love of the high order of knighthood let us joust once again. I assent me, said 
Arthur. Anon there were brought two great spears, and every knight gat a spear, 
and therewith they ran together that Arthur's spear all to-shivered. But the other 
knight hit him so hard in midst of the shield, that horse and man fell to the earth, 
and therewith Arthur was eager, and pulled out his sword, and said, I will assay 
thee, sir knight, on foot, for I have lost the honour on horseback. I will be on 
horseback, said the knight. Then was Arthur wroth, and dressed his shield 
toward him with his sword drawn. When the knight saw that, he alighted, for 
him thought no worship to have a knight at such avail, he to be on horseback and 
he on foot, and so he alighted and dressed his shield unto Arthur. And there 
began a strong battle with many great strokes, and so hewed with their swords 
that the cantels flew in the fields, and much blood they bled both, that all the 
place there as they fought was overbled with blood, and thus they fought long 
and rested them, and then they went to the battle again, and so hurtled together 
like two rams that either fell to the earth. So at the last they smote together that 
both their swords met even together. But the sword of the knight smote King 
Arthur's sword in two pieces, wherefore he was heavy. Then said the knight unto 
Arthur, Thou art in my daunger whether me list to save thee or slay thee, and but 
thou yield thee as overcome and recreant, thou shalt die. As for death, said King 
Arthur, welcome be it when it cometh, but to yield me unto thee as recreant I had 
liefer die than to be so shamed. And therewithal the king leapt unto Pellinore, 
and took him by the middle and threw him down, and raced off his helm. When 
the knight felt that he was adread, for he was a passing big man of might, and 
anon he brought Arthur under him, and raced off his helm and would have 


4439 XRN 


smitten off his head. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How Merlin saved Arthur's life, and threw an 
enchantment on King Pellinore and made him to sleep. 

THEREWITHAL came Merlin and said, Knight, hold thy hand, for an thou 
slay that knight thou puttest this realm in the greatest damage that ever was 
realm: for this knight is a man of more worship than thou wotest of. Why, who is 
he? said the knight. It is King Arthur. Then would he have slain him for dread of 
his wrath, and heaved up his sword, and therewith Merlin cast an enchantment to 
the knight, that he fell to the earth in a great sleep. Then Merlin took up King 
Arthur, and rode forth on the knight's horse. Alas! said Arthur, what hast thou 
done, Merlin? hast thou slain this good knight by thy crafts? There liveth not so 
worshipful a knight as he was; I had liefer than the stint of my land a year that he 
were alive. Care ye not, said Merlin, for he is wholer than ye; for he is but 
asleep, and will awake within three hours. I told you, said Merlin, what a knight 
he was; here had ye been slain had I not been. Also there liveth not a bigger 
knight than he is one, and he shall hereafter do you right good service; and his 
name is Pellinore, and he shall have two sons that shall be passing good men; 
save one they shall have no fellow of prowess and of good living, and their 
names shall be Percivale of Wales and Lamerake of Wales, and he shall tell you 
the name of your own son, begotten of your sister, that shall be the destruction of 
all this realm. 


CHAPTER XXV. How Arthur by the mean of Merlin gat Excalibur his 

sword of the Lady of the Lake. 

RIGHT SO the king and he departed, and went unto an hermit that was a 
good man and a great leech. So the hermit searched all his wounds and gave him 
good salves; so the king was there three days, and then were his wounds well 
amended that he might ride and go, and so departed. And as they rode, Arthur 
said, I have no sword. No force, said Merlin, hereby is a sword that shall be 
yours, an I may. So they rode till they came to a lake, the which was a fair water 
and broad, and in the midst of the lake Arthur was ware of an arm clothed in 
white samite, that held a fair sword in that hand. Lo! said Merlin, yonder is that 
sword that I spake of. With that they saw a damosel going upon the lake. What 
damosel is that? said Arthur. That is the Lady of the Lake, said Merlin; and 
within that lake is a rock, and therein is as fair a place as any on earth, and richly 
beseen; and this damosel will come to you anon, and then speak ye fair to her 
that she will give you that sword. Anon withal came the damosel unto Arthur, 
and saluted him, and he her again. Damosel, said Arthur, what sword is that, that 
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yonder the arm holdeth above the water? I would it were mine, for I have no 
sword. Sir Arthur, king, said the damosel, that sword is mine, and if ye will give 
me a gift when I ask it you, ye shall have it. By my faith, said Arthur, I will give 
you what gift ye will ask. Well! said the damosel, go ye into yonder barge, and 
row yourself to the sword, and take it and the scabbard with you, and I will ask 
my gift when I see my time. So Sir Arthur and Merlin alighted and tied their 
horses to two trees, and so they went into the ship, and when they came to the 
sword that the hand held, Sir Arthur took it up by the handles, and took it with 
him, and the arm and the hand went under the water. And so [they] came unto 
the land and rode forth, and then Sir Arthur saw a rich pavilion. What signifieth 
yonder pavilion? It is the knight's pavilion, said Merlin, that ye fought with last, 
Sir Pellinore; but he is out, he is not there. He hath ado with a knight of yours 
that hight Egglame, and they have foughten together, but at the last Egglame 
fled, and else he had been dead, and he hath chased him even to Carlion, and we 
shall meet with him anon in the highway. That is well said, said Arthur, now 
have I a sword, now will I wage battle with him, and be avenged on him. Sir, 
you shall not so, said Merlin, for the knight is weary of fighting and chasing, so 
that ye shall have no worship to have ado with him; also he will not be lightly 
matched of one knight living, and therefore it is my counsel, let him pass, for he 
shall do you good service in short time, and his sons after his days. Also ye shall 
see that day in short space, you shall be right glad to give him your sister to wed. 
When I see him, I will do as ye advise, said Arthur. 

Then Sir Arthur looked on the sword, and liked it passing well. Whether 
liketh you better, said Merlin, the sword or the scabbard? Me liketh better the 
sword, said Arthur. Ye are more unwise, said Merlin, for the scabbard is worth 
ten of the swords, for whiles ye have the scabbard upon you, ye shall never lose 
no blood, be ye never so sore wounded; therefore keep well the scabbard always 
with you. So they rode unto Carlion, and by the way they met with Sir Pellinore; 
but Merlin had done such a craft, that Pellinore saw not Arthur, and he passed by 
without any words. I marvel, said Arthur, that the knight would not speak. Sir, 
said Merlin, he saw you not, for an he had seen you, ye had not lightly departed. 
So they came unto Carlion, whereof his knights were passing glad. And when 
they heard of his adventures, they marvelled that he would jeopard his person so, 
alone. But all men of worship said it was merry to be under such a chieftain, that 
would put his person in adventure as other poor knights did. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How tidings came to Arthur that King Rience had 
overcome eleven kings, and how he desired Arthur's beard to trim his 
mantle. 
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THIS meanwhile came a messenger from King Rience of North Wales, and 
king he was of all Ireland, and of many isles. And this was his message, greeting 
well King Arthur in this manner wise, saying that King Rience had discomfited 
and overcome eleven kings, and everych of them did him homage, and that was 
this, they gave him their beards clean flayed off, as much as there was; 
wherefore the messenger came for King Arthur's beard. For King Rience had 
purfled a mantle with kings' beards, and there lacked one place of the mantle; 
wherefore he sent for his beard, or else he would enter into his lands, and burn 
and slay, and never leave till he have the head and the beard. Well, said Arthur, 
thou hast said thy message, the which is the most villainous and lewdest message 
that ever man heard sent unto a king; also thou mayest see my beard is full 
young yet to make a purfle of it. But tell thou thy king this: I owe him none 
homage, nor none of mine elders; but or it be long to, he shall do me homage on 
both his knees, or else he shall lose his head, by the faith of my body, for this is 
the most shamefulest message that ever I heard speak of. I have espied thy king 
met never yet with worshipful man, but tell him, I will have his head without he 
do me homage. Then the messenger departed. 

Now is there any here, said Arthur, that knoweth King Rience? Then 
answered a knight that hight Naram, Sir, I know the king well; he is a passing 
good man of his body, as few be living, and a passing proud man, and Sir, doubt 
ye not he will make war on you with a mighty puissance. Well, said Arthur, I 
shall ordain for him in short time. 


CHAPTER XXVII. How all the children were sent for that were born on 
May-day, and how Mordred was saved. 

THEN King Arthur let send for all the children born on May-day, begotten 
of lords and born of ladies; for Merlin told King Arthur that he that should 
destroy him should be born on May-day, wherefore he sent for them all, upon 
pain of death; and so there were found many lords' sons, and all were sent unto 
the king, and so was Mordred sent by King Lot's wife, and all were put in a ship 
to the sea, and some were four weeks old, and some less. And so by fortune the 
ship drave unto a castle, and was all to-riven, and destroyed the most part, save 
that Mordred was cast up, and a good man found him, and nourished him till he 
was fourteen year old, and then he brought him to the court, as it rehearseth 
afterward, toward the end of the Death of Arthur. So many lords and barons of 
this realm were displeased, for their children were so lost, and many put the wite 
on Merlin more than on Arthur; so what for dread and for love, they held their 
peace. But when the messenger came to King Rience, then was he wood out of 
measure, and purveyed him for a great host, as it rehearseth after in the book of 
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Balin le Savage, that followeth next after, how by adventure Balin gat the sword. 
Explicit liber primus. Incipit liber secundus 
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BOOK II 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. Of a damosel which came girt with a sword for to find a 
man of such virtue to draw it out of the scabbard. 

AFTER the death of Uther Pendragon reigned Arthur his son, the which had 
great war in his days for to get all England into his hand. For there were many 
kings within the realm of England, and in Wales, Scotland, and Cornwall. So it 
befell on a time when King Arthur was at London, there came a knight and told 
the king tidings how that the King Rience of North Wales had reared a great 
number of people, and were entered into the land, and burnt and slew the king's 
true liege people. If this be true, said Arthur, it were great shame unto mine 
estate but that he were mightily withstood. It is truth, said the knight, for I saw 
the host myself. Well, said the king, let make a cry, that all the lords, knights, 
and gentlemen of arms, should draw unto a castle called Camelot in those days, 
and there the king would let make a council-general and a great jousts. 

So when the king was come thither with all his baronage, and lodged as they 
seemed best, there was come a damosel the which was sent on message from the 
great lady Lile of Avelion. And when she came before King Arthur, she told 
from whom she came, and how she was sent on message unto him for these 
causes. Then she let her mantle fall that was richly furred; and then was she girt 
with a noble sword whereof the king had marvel, and said, Damosel, for what 
cause are ye girt with that sword? it beseemeth you not. Now shall I tell you, 
said the damosel; this sword that I am girt withal doth me great sorrow and 
cumbrance, for I may not be delivered of this sword but by a knight, but he must 
be a passing good man of his hands and of his deeds, and without villainy or 
treachery, and without treason. And if I may find such a knight that hath all these 
virtues, he may draw out this sword out of the sheath, for I have been at King 
Rience's it was told me there were passing good knights, and he and all his 
knights have assayed it and none can speed. This is a great marvel, said Arthur, 
if this be sooth; I will myself assay to draw out the sword, not presuming upon 
myself that I am the best knight, but that I will begin to draw at your sword in 
giving example to all the barons that they shall assay everych one after other 
when I have assayed it. Then Arthur took the sword by the sheath and by the 
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girdle and pulled at it eagerly, but the sword would not out. 

Sir, said the damosel, you need not to pull half so hard, for he that shall pull 
it out shall do it with little might. Ye say well, said Arthur; now assay ye all my 
barons; but beware ye be not defiled with shame, treachery, nor guile. Then it 
will not avail, said the damosel, for he must be a clean knight without villainy, 
and of a gentle strain of father side and mother side. Most of all the barons of the 
Round Table that were there at that time assayed all by row, but there might 
none speed; wherefore the damosel made great sorrow out of measure, and said, 
Alas! I weened in this court had been the best knights without treachery or 
treason. By my faith, said Arthur, here are good knights, as I deem, as any be in 
the world, but their grace is not to help you, wherefore I am displeased. 


CHAPTER II. How Balin, arrayed like a poor knight, pulled out the 
sword, which afterward was the cause of his death. 

THEN fell it so that time there was a poor knight with King Arthur, that had 
been prisoner with him half a year and more for slaying of a knight, the which 
was cousin unto King Arthur. The name of this knight was called Balin, and by 
good means of the barons he was delivered out of prison, for he was a good man 
named of his body, and he was born in Northumberland. And so he went privily 
into the court, and saw this adventure, whereof it raised his heart, and he would 
assay it as other knights did, but for he was poor and poorly arrayed he put him 
not far in press. But in his heart he was fully assured to do as well, if his grace 
happed him, as any knight that there was. And as the damosel took her leave of 
Arthur and of all the barons, so departing, this knight Balin called unto her, and 
said, Damosel, I pray you of your courtesy, suffer me as well to assay as these 
lords; though that I be so poorly clothed, in my heart meseemeth I am fully 
assured as some of these others, and meseemeth in my heart to speed right well. 
The damosel beheld the poor knight, and saw he was a likely man, but for his 
poor arrayment she thought he should be of no worship without villainy or 
treachery. And then she said unto the knight, Sir, it needeth not to put me to 
more pain or labour, for it seemeth not you to speed there as other have failed. 
Ah! fair damosel, said Balin, worthiness, and good tatches, and good deeds, are 
not only in arrayment, but manhood and worship is hid within man's person, and 
many a worshipful knight is not known unto all people, and therefore worship 
and hardiness is not in arrayment. By God, said the damosel, ye say sooth; 
therefore ye shall assay to do what ye may. Then Balin took the sword by the 
girdle and sheath, and drew it out easily; and when he looked on the sword it 
pleased him much. Then had the king and all the barons great marvel that Balin 
had done that adventure, and many knights had great despite of Balin. Certes, 


AAAs XRN 


said the damosel, this is a passing good knight, and the best that ever I found, 
and most of worship without treason, treachery, or villainy, and many marvels 
shall he do. Now, gentle and courteous knight, give me the sword again. Nay, 
said Balin, for this sword will I keep, but it be taken from me with force. Well, 
said the damosel, ye are not wise to keep the sword from me, for ye shall slay 
with the sword the best friend that ye have, and the man that ye most love in the 
world, and the sword shall be your destruction. I shall take the adventure, said 
Balin, that God will ordain me, but the sword ye shall not have at this time, by 
the faith of my body. Ye shall repent it within short time, said the damosel, for I 
would have the sword more for your avail than for mine, for I am passing heavy 
for your sake; for ye will not believe that sword shall be your destruction, and 
that is great pity. With that the damosel departed, making great sorrow. 

Anon after, Balin sent for his horse and armour, and so would depart from 
the court, and took his leave of King Arthur. Nay, said the king, I suppose ye 
will not depart so lightly from this fellowship, I suppose ye are displeased that I 
have shewed you unkindness; blame me the less, for I was misinformed against 
you, but I weened ye had not been such a knight as ye are, of worship and 
prowess, and if ye will abide in this court among my fellowship, I shall so 
advance you as ye shall be pleased. God thank your highness, said Balin, your 
bounty and highness may no man praise half to the value; but at this time I must 
needs depart, beseeching you alway of your good grace. Truly, said the king, I 
am right wroth for your departing; I pray you, fair knight, that ye tarry not long, 
and ye shall be right welcome to me, and to my barons, and I shall amend all 
miss that I have done against you; God thank your great lordship, said Balin, and 
therewith made him ready to depart. Then the most part of the knights of the 
Round Table said that Balin did not this adventure all only by might, but by 
witchcraft. 


CHAPTER III. How the Lady of the Lake demanded the knight's head 
that had won the sword, or the maiden's head. 

THE meanwhile, that this knight was making him ready to depart, there 
came into the court a lady that hight the Lady of the Lake. And she came on 
horseback, richly beseen, and saluted King Arthur, and there asked him a gift 
that he promised her when she gave him the sword. That is sooth, said Arthur, a 
gift I promised you, but I have forgotten the name of my sword that ye gave me. 
The name of it, said the lady, is Excalibur, that is as much to say as Cut-steel. Ye 
say well, said the king; ask what ye will and ye shall have it, an it lie in my 
power to give it. Well, said the lady, I ask the head of the knight that hath won 
the sword, or else the damosel's head that brought it; I take no force though I 
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have both their heads, for he slew my brother, a good knight and a true, and that 
gentlewoman was causer of my father's death. Truly, said King Arthur, I may not 
grant neither of their heads with my worship, therefore ask what ye will else, and 
I shall fulfil your desire. I will ask none other thing, said the lady. When Balin 
was ready to depart, he saw the Lady of the Lake, that by her means had slain 
Balin's mother, and he had sought her three years; and when it was told him that 
she asked his head of King Arthur, he went to her straight and said, Evil be you 
found; ye would have my head, and therefore ye shall lose yours, and with his 
sword lightly he smote off her head before King Arthur. Alas, for shame! said 
Arthur, why have ye done so? ye have shamed me and all my court, for this was 
a lady that I was beholden to, and hither she came under my safe-conduct; I shall 
never forgive you that trespass. Sir, said Balin, me forthinketh of your 
displeasure, for this same lady was the untruest lady living, and by enchantment 
and sorcery she hath been the destroyer of many good knights, and she was 
causer that my mother was burnt, through her falsehood and treachery. What 
cause soever ye had, said Arthur, ye should have forborne her in my presence; 
therefore, think not the contrary, ye shall repent it, for such another despite had I 
never in my court; therefore withdraw you out of my court in all haste ye may. 
Then Balin took up the head of the lady, and bare it with him to his hostelry, 
and there he met with his squire, that was sorry he had displeased King Arthur 
and so they rode forth out of the town. Now, said Balin, we must depart, take 
thou this head and bear it to my friends, and tell them how I have sped, and tell 
my friends in Northumberland that my most foe is dead. Also tell them how I am 
out of prison, and what adventure befell me at the getting of this sword. Alas! 
said the squire, ye are greatly to blame for to displease King Arthur. As for that, 
said Balin, I will hie me, in all the haste that I may, to meet with King Rience 
and destroy him, either else to die therefore; and if it may hap me to win him, 
then will King Arthur be my good and gracious lord. Where shall I meet with 
you? said the squire. In King Arthur's court, said Balin. So his squire and he 
departed at that time. Then King Arthur and all the court made great dole and 
had shame of the death of the Lady of the Lake. Then the king buried her richly. 


CHAPTER IV. How Merlin told the adventure of this damosel. 

AT that time there was a knight, the which was the king's son of Ireland, and 
his name was Lanceor, the which was an orgulous knight, and counted himself 
one of the best of the court; and he had great despite at Balin for the achieving of 
the sword, that any should be accounted more hardy, or more of prowess; and he 
asked King Arthur if he would give him leave to ride after Balin and to revenge 
the despite that he had done. Do your best, said Arthur, I am right wroth with 
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Balin; I would he were quit of the despite that he hath done to me and to my 
court. Then this Lanceor went to his hostelry to make him ready. In the 
meanwhile came Merlin unto the court of King Arthur, and there was told him 
the adventure of the sword, and the death of the Lady of the Lake. Now shall I 
say you, said Merlin; this same damosel that here standeth, that brought the 
sword unto your court, I shall tell you the cause of her coming: she was the 
falsest damosel that liveth. Say not so, said they. She hath a brother, a passing 
good knight of prowess and a full true man; and this damosel loved another 
knight that held her to paramour, and this good knight her brother met with the 
knight that held her to paramour, and slew him by force of his hands. When this 
false damosel understood this, she went to the Lady Lile of Avelion, and 
besought her of help, to be avenged on her own brother. 


CHAPTER V. How Balin was pursued by Sir Lanceor, knight of 
Ireland, and how he jousted and slew him. 

AND so this Lady Lile of Avelion took her this sword that she brought with 
her, and told there should no man pull it out of the sheath but if he be one of the 
best knights of this realm, and he should be hard and full of prowess, and with 
that sword he should slay her brother. This was the cause that the damosel came 
into this court. I know it as well as ye. Would God she had not come into this 
court, but she came never in fellowship of worship to do good, but always great 
harm; and that knight that hath achieved the sword shall be destroyed by that 
sword, for the which will be great damage, for there liveth not a knight of more 
prowess than he is, and he shall do unto you, my Lord Arthur, great honour and 
kindness; and it is great pity he shall not endure but a while, for of his strength 
and hardiness I know not his match living. 

So the knight of Ireland armed him at all points, and dressed his shield on his 
shoulder, and mounted upon horseback, and took his spear in his hand, and rode 
after a great pace, as much as his horse might go; and within a little space on a 
mountain he had a sight of Balin, and with a loud voice he cried, Abide, knight, 
for ye shall abide whether ye will or nill, and the shield that is to-fore you shall 
not help. When Balin heard the noise, he turned his horse fiercely, and said, Fair 
knight, what will ye with me, will ye joust with me? Yea, said the Irish knight, 
therefore come I after you. Peradventure, said Balin, it had been better to have 
holden you at home, for many a man weeneth to put his enemy to a rebuke, and 
oft it falleth to himself. Of what court be ye sent from? said Balin. I am come 
from the court of King Arthur, said the knight of Ireland, that come hither for to 
revenge the despite ye did this day to King Arthur and to his court. Well, said 
Balin, I see well I must have ado with you, that me forthinketh for to grieve King 
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Arthur, or any of his court; and your quarrel is full simple, said Balin, unto me, 
for the lady that is dead, did me great damage, and else would I have been loath 
as any knight that liveth for to slay a lady. Make you ready, said the knight 
Lanceor, and dress you unto me, for that one shall abide in the field. Then they 
took their spears, and came together as much as their horses might drive, and the 
Irish knight smote Balin on the shield, that all went shivers off his spear, and 
Balin hit him through the shield, and the hauberk perished, and so pierced 
through his body and the horse's croup, and anon turned his horse fiercely, and 
drew out his sword, and wist not that he had slain him; and then he saw him lie 
as a dead corpse. 


CHAPTER VI. How a damosel, which was love to Lanceor, slew herself 
for love, and how Balin met with his brother Balan. 

THEN he looked by him, and was ware of a damosel that came riding full 
fast as the horse might ride, on a fair palfrey. And when she espied that Lanceor 
was Slain, she made sorrow out of measure, and said, O Balin, two bodies thou 
hast slain and one heart, and two hearts in one body, and two souls thou hast 
lost. And therewith she took the sword from her love that lay dead, and fell to 
the ground in a swoon. And when she arose she made great dole out of measure, 
the which sorrow grieved Balin passingly sore, and he went unto her for to have 
taken the sword out of her hand, but she held it so fast he might not take it out of 
her hand unless he should have hurt her, and suddenly she set the pommel to the 
ground, and rove herself through the body. When Balin espied her deeds, he was 
passing heavy in his heart, and ashamed that so fair a damosel had destroyed 
herself for the love of his death. Alas, said Balin, me repenteth sore the death of 
this knight, for the love of this damosel, for there was much true love betwixt 
them both, and for sorrow might not longer behold him, but turned his horse and 
looked toward a great forest, and there he was ware, by the arms, of his brother 
Balan. And when they were met they put off their helms and kissed together, and 
wept for joy and pity. Then Balan said, I littlke weened to have met with you at 
this sudden adventure; I am right glad of your deliverance out of your dolorous 
prisonment, for a man told me, in the castle of Four Stones, that ye were 
delivered, and that man had seen you in the court of King Arthur, and therefore I 
came hither into this country, for here I supposed to find you. Anon the knight 
Balin told his brother of his adventure of the sword, and of the death of the Lady 
of the Lake, and how King Arthur was displeased with him. Wherefore he sent 
this knight after me, that lieth here dead, and the death of this damosel grieveth 
me sore. So doth it me, said Balan, but ye must take the adventure that God will 
ordain you. Truly, said Balin, I am right heavy that my Lord Arthur is displeased 
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with me, for he is the most worshipful knight that reigneth now on earth, and his 
love will I get or else will I put my life in adventure. For the King Rience lieth at 
a siege at the Castle Terrabil, and thither will we draw in all haste, to prove our 
worship and prowess upon him. I will well, said Balan, that we do, and we will 
help each other as brethren ought to do. 


CHAPTER VII. How a dwarf reproved Balin for the death of Lanceor, 

and how King Mark of Cornwall found them, and made a tomb over them. 

Now go we hence, said Balin, and well be we met. The meanwhile as they 
talked, there came a dwarf from the city of Camelot on horseback, as much as he 
might; and found the dead bodies, wherefore he made great dole, and pulled out 
his hair for sorrow, and said, Which of you knights have done this deed? 
Whereby askest thou it? said Balan. For I would wit it, said the dwarf. It was I, 
said Balin, that slew this knight in my defence, for hither he came to chase me, 
and either I must slay him or he me; and this damosel slew herself for his love, 
which repenteth me, and for her sake I shall owe all women the better love. Alas, 
said the dwarf, thou hast done great damage unto thyself, for this knight that is 
here dead was one of the most valiantest men that lived, and trust well, Balin, the 
kin of this knight will chase you through the world till they have slain you. As 
for that, said Balin, I fear not greatly, but I am right heavy that I have displeased 
my lord King Arthur, for the death of this knight. So as they talked together, 
there came a king of Cornwall riding, the which hight King Mark. And when he 
saw these two bodies dead, and understood how they were dead, by the two 
knights above said, then made the king great sorrow for the true love that was 
betwixt them, and said, I will not depart till I have on this earth made a tomb, 
and there he pight his pavilions and sought through all the country to find a 
tomb, and in a church they found one was fair and rich, and then the king let put 
them both in the earth, and put the tomb upon them, and wrote the names of 
them both on the tomb. How here lieth Lanceor the king's son of Ireland, that at 
his own request was slain by the hands of Balin; and how his lady, Colombe, and 
paramour, slew herself with her love's sword for dole and sorrow. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Merlin prophesied that two the best knights of 

the world should fight there, which were Sir Lancelot and Sir Tristram. 
THE meanwhile as this was a-doing, in came Merlin to King Mark, and 
seeing all his doing, said, Here shall be in this same place the greatest battle 
betwixt two knights that was or ever shall be, and the truest lovers, and yet none 
of them shall slay other. And there Merlin wrote their names upon the tomb with 
letters of gold that should fight in that place, whose names were Launcelot de 
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Lake, and Tristram. Thou art a marvellous man, said King Mark unto Merlin, 
that speakest of such marvels, thou art a boistous man and an unlikely to tell of 
such deeds. What is thy name? said King Mark. At this time, said Merlin, I will 
not tell, but at that time when Sir Tristram is taken with his sovereign lady, then 
ye shall hear and know my name, and at that time ye shall hear tidings that shall 
not please you. Then said Merlin to Balin, Thou hast done thyself great hurt, 
because that thou savest not this lady that slew herself, that might have saved her 
an thou wouldest. By the faith of my body, said Balin, I might not save her, for 
she slew herself suddenly. Me repenteth, said Merlin; because of the death of 
that lady thou shalt strike a stroke most dolorous that ever man struck, except the 
stroke of our Lord, for thou shalt hurt the truest knight and the man of most 
worship that now liveth, and through that stroke three kingdoms shall be in great 
poverty, misery and wretchedness twelve years, and the knight shall not be 
whole of that wound for many years. Then Merlin took his leave of Balin. And 
Balin said, If I wist it were sooth that ye say I should do such a perilous deed as 
that, I would slay myself to make thee a liar. Therewith Merlin vanished away 
suddenly. And then Balan and his brother took their leave of King Mark. First, 
said the king, tell me your name. Sir, said Balan, ye may see he beareth two 
swords, thereby ye may call him the Knight with the Two Swords. And so 
departed King Mark unto Camelot to King Arthur, and Balin took the way 
toward King Rience; and as they rode together they met with Merlin disguised, 
but they knew him not. Whither ride you? said Merlin. We have little to do, said 
the two knights, to tell thee. But what is thy name? said Balin. At this time, said 
Merlin, I will not tell it thee. It is evil seen, said the knights, that thou art a true 
man that thou wilt not tell thy name. As for that, said Merlin, be it as it be may, I 
can tell you wherefore ye ride this way, for to meet King Rience; but it will not 
avail you without ye have my counsel. Ah! said Balin, ye are Merlin; we will be 
ruled by your counsel. Come on, said Merlin, ye shall have great worship, and 
look that ye do knightly, for ye shall have great need. As for that, said Balin, 
dread you not, we will do what we may. 


CHAPTER IX. How Balin and his brother, by the counsel of Merlin, 
took King Rience and brought him to King Arthur. 

THEN Merlin lodged them in a wood among leaves beside the highway, and 
took off the bridles of their horses and put them to grass and laid them down to 
rest them till it was nigh midnight. Then Merlin bade them rise, and make them 
ready, for the king was nigh them, that was stolen away from his host with a 
three score horses of his best knights, and twenty of them rode to-fore to warn 
the Lady de Vance that the king was coming; for that night King Rience should 
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have lain with her. Which is the king? said Balin. Abide, said Merlin, here in a 
strait way ye shall meet with him; and therewith he showed Balin and his brother 
where he rode. 

Anon Balin and his brother met with the king, and smote him down, and 
wounded him fiercely, and laid him to the ground; and there they slew on the 
right hand and the left hand, and slew more than forty of his men, and the 
remnant fled. Then went they again to King Rience and would have slain him 
had he not yielded him unto their grace. Then said he thus: Knights full of 
prowess, slay me not, for by my life ye may win, and by my death ye shall win 
nothing. Then said these two knights, Ye say sooth and truth, and so laid him on 
a horse-litter. With that Merlin was vanished, and came to King Arthur 
aforehand, and told him how his most enemy was taken and discomfited. By 
whom? said King Arthur. By two knights, said Merlin, that would please your 
lordship, and to-morrow ye shall know what knights they are. Anon after came 
the Knight with the Two Swords and Balan his brother, and brought with them 
King Rience of North Wales, and there delivered him to the porters, and charged 
them with him; and so they two returned again in the dawning of the day. King 
Arthur came then to King Rience, and said, Sir king, ye are welcome: by what 
adventure come ye hither? Sir, said King Rience, I came hither by an hard 
adventure. Who won you? said King Arthur. Sir, said the king, the Knight with 
the Two Swords and his brother, which are two marvellous knights of prowess. I 
know them not, said Arthur, but much I am beholden to them. Ah, said Merlin, I 
shall tell you: it is Balin that achieved the sword, and his brother Balan, a good 
knight, there liveth not a better of prowess and of worthiness, and it shall be the 
greatest dole of him that ever I knew of knight, for he shall not long endure. 
Alas, said King Arthur, that is great pity; for I am much beholden unto him, and 
I have ill deserved it unto him for his kindness. Nay, said Merlin, he shall do 
much more for you, and that shall ye know in haste. But, sir, are ye purveyed, 
said Merlin, for to-morn the host of Nero, King Rience's brother, will set on you 
or noon with a great host, and therefore make you ready, for I will depart from 
you. 


CHAPTER X. How King Arthur had a battle against Nero and King Lot 
of Orkney, and how King Lot was deceived by Merlin, and how twelve 
kings were slain. 

THEN King Arthur made ready his host in ten battles and Nero was ready in 
the field afore the Castle Terrabil with a great host, and he had ten battles, with 
many more people than Arthur had. Then Nero had the vanguard with the most 
part of his people, and Merlin came to King Lot of the Isle of Orkney, and held 
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him with a tale of prophecy, till Nero and his people were destroyed. And there 
Sir Kay the seneschal did passingly well, that the days of his life the worship 
went never from him; and Sir Hervis de Revel did marvellous deeds with King 
Arthur, and King Arthur slew that day twenty knights and maimed forty. At that 
time came in the Knight with the Two Swords and his brother Balan, but they 
two did so marvellously that the king and all the knights marvelled of them, and 
all they that beheld them said they were sent from heaven as angels, or devils 
from hell; and King Arthur said himself they were the best knights that ever he 
saw, for they gave such strokes that all men had wonder of them. 

In the meanwhile came one to King Lot, and told him while he tarried there 
Nero was destroyed and slain with all his people. Alas, said King Lot, I am 
ashamed, for by my default there is many a worshipful man slain, for an we had 
been together there had been none host under the heaven that had been able for 
to have matched with us; this faiter with his prophecy hath mocked me. All that 
did Merlin, for he knew well that an King Lot had been with his body there at 
the first battle, King Arthur had been slain, and all his people destroyed; and 
well Merlin knew that one of the kings should be dead that day, and loath was 
Merlin that any of them both should be slain; but of the twain, he had liefer King 
Lot had been slain than King Arthur. Now what is best to do? said King Lot of 
Orkney; whether is me better to treat with King Arthur or to fight, for the greater 
part of our people are slain and destroyed? Sir, said a knight, set on Arthur for 
they are weary and forfoughten and we be fresh. As for me, said King Lot, I 
would every knight would do his part as I would do mine. And then they 
advanced banners and smote together and all to-shivered their spears; and 
Arthur's knights, with the help of the Knight with the Two Swords and his 
brother Balan put King Lot and his host to the worse. But always King Lot held 
him in the foremost front, and did marvellous deeds of arms, for all his host was 
borne up by his hands, for he abode all knights. Alas he might not endure, the 
which was great pity, that so worthy a knight as he was one should be 
overmatched, that of late time afore had been a knight of King Arthur's, and 
wedded the sister of King Arthur; and for King Arthur lay by King Lot's wife, 
the which was Arthur's sister, and gat on her Mordred, therefore King Lot held 
against Arthur. So there was a knight that was called the Knight with the Strange 
Beast, and at that time his right name was called Pellinore, the which was a good 
man of prowess, and he smote a mighty stroke at King Lot as he fought with all 
his enemies, and he failed of his stroke, and smote the horse's neck, that he fell 
to the ground with King Lot. And therewith anon Pellinore smote him a great 
stroke through the helm and head unto the brows. And then all the host of 
Orkney fled for the death of King Lot, and there were slain many mothers' sons. 
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But King Pellinore bare the wite of the death of King Lot, wherefore Sir 
Gawaine revenged the death of his father the tenth year after he was made 
knight, and slew King Pellinore with his own hands. Also there were slain at that 
battle twelve kings on the side of King Lot with Nero, and all were buried in the 
Church of Saint Stephen's in Camelot, and the remnant of knights and of others 
were buried in a great rock. 


CHAPTER XI. Of the interment of twelve kings, and of the prophecy of 
Merlin, and how Balin should give the dolorous stroke. 

SO at the interment came King Lot's wife Margawse with her four sons, 
Gawaine, Agravaine, Gaheris, and Gareth. Also there came thither King Uriens, 
Sir Ewaine's father, and Morgan le Fay his wife that was King Arthur's sister. 
All these came to the interment. But of all these twelve kings King Arthur let 
make the tomb of King Lot passing richly, and made his tomb by his own; and 
then Arthur let make twelve images of latten and copper, and over-gilt it with 
gold, in the sign of twelve kings, and each one of them held a taper of wax that 
burnt day and night; and King Arthur was made in sign of a figure standing 
above them with a sword drawn in his hand, and all the twelve figures had 
countenance like unto men that were overcome. All this made Merlin by his 
subtle craft, and there he told the king, When I am dead these tapers shall burn 
no longer, and soon after the adventures of the Sangreal shall come among you 
and be achieved. Also he told Arthur how Balin the worshipful knight shall give 
the dolorous stroke, whereof shall fall great vengeance. Oh, where is Balin and 
Balan and Pellinore? said King Arthur. As for Pellinore, said Merlin, he will 
meet with you soon; and as for Balin he will not be long from you; but the other 
brother will depart, ye shall see him no more. By my faith, said Arthur, they are 
two marvellous knights, and namely Balin passeth of prowess of any knight that 
ever I found, for much beholden am I unto him; would God he would abide with 
me. Sir, said Merlin, look ye keep well the scabbard of Excalibur, for ye shall 
lose no blood while ye have the scabbard upon you, though ye have as many 
wounds upon you as ye may have. So after, for great trust, Arthur betook the 
scabbard to Morgan le Fay his sister, and she loved another knight better than 
her husband King Uriens or King Arthur, and she would have had Arthur her 
brother slain, and therefore she let make another scabbard like it by 
enchantment, and gave the scabbard Excalibur to her love; and the knight's name 
was Called Accolon, that after had near slain King Arthur. After this Merlin told 
unto King Arthur of the prophecy that there should be a great battle beside 
Salisbury, and Mordred his own son should be against him. Also he told him that 
Bagdemegus was his cousin, and germain unto King Uriens. 
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CHAPTER XII. How a sorrowful knight came before Arthur, and how 

Balin fetched him, and how that knight was slain by a knight invisible. 

WITHIN a day or two King Arthur was somewhat sick, and he let pitch his 
pavilion in a meadow, and there he laid him down on a pallet to sleep, but he 
might have no rest. Right so he heard a great noise of an horse, and therewith the 
king looked out at the porch of the pavilion, and saw a knight coming even by 
him, making great dole. Abide, fair sir, said Arthur, and tell me wherefore thou 
makest this sorrow. Ye may little amend me, said the knight, and so passed forth 
to the castle of Meliot. Anon after there came Balin, and when he saw King 
Arthur he alighted off his horse, and came to the King on foot, and saluted him. 
By my head, said Arthur, ye be welcome. Sir, right now came riding this way a 
knight making great mourn, for what cause I cannot tell; wherefore I would 
desire of you of your courtesy and of your gentleness to fetch again that knight 
either by force or else by his good will. I will do more for your lordship than 
that, said Balin; and so he rode more than a pace, and found the knight with a 
damosel in a forest, and said, Sir knight, ye must come with me unto King 
Arthur, for to tell him of your sorrow. That will I not, said the knight, for it will 
scathe me greatly, and do you none avail. Sir, said Balin, I pray you make you 
ready, for ye must go with me, or else I must fight with you and bring you by 
force, and that were me loath to do. Will ye be my warrant, said the knight, an I 
go with you? Yea, said Balin, or else I will die therefore. And so he made him 
ready to go with Balin, and left the damosel still. And as they were even afore 
King Arthur's pavilion, there came one invisible, and smote this knight that went 
with Balin throughout the body with a spear. Alas, said the knight, I am slain 
under your conduct with a knight called Garlon; therefore take my horse that is 
better than yours, and ride to the damosel, and follow the quest that I was in as 
she will lead you, and revenge my death when ye may. That shall I do, said 
Balin, and that I make vow unto knighthood; and so he departed from this knight 
with great sorrow. So King Arthur let bury this knight richly, and made a 
mention on his tomb, how there was slain Herlews le Berbeus, and by whom the 
treachery was done, the knight Garlon. But ever the damosel bare the truncheon 
of the spear with her that Sir Herlews was slain withal. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Balin and the damosel met with a knight which 

was in likewise slain, and how the damosel bled for the custom of a castle. 
So Balin and the damosel rode into a forest, and there met with a knight that 
had been a-hunting, and that knight asked Balin for what cause he made so great 
sorrow. Me list not to tell you, said Balin. Now, said the knight, an I were armed 
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as ye be I would fight with you. That should little need, said Balin, I am not 
afeard to tell you, and told him all the cause how it was. Ah, said the knight, is 
this all? here I ensure you by the faith of my body never to depart from you 
while my life lasteth. And so they went to the hostelry and armed them, and so 
rode forth with Balin. And as they came by an hermitage even by a churchyard, 
there came the knight Garlon invisible, and smote this knight, Perin de 
Mountbeliard, through the body with a spear. Alas, said the knight, I am slain by 
this traitor knight that rideth invisible. Alas, said Balin, it is not the first despite 
he hath done me; and there the hermit and Balin buried the knight under a rich 
stone and a tomb royal. And on the morn they found letters of gold written, how 
Sir Gawaine shall revenge his father's death, King Lot, on the King Pellinore. 
Anon after this Balin and the damosel rode till they came to a castle, and there 
Balin alighted, and he and the damosel went to go into the castle, and anon as 
Balin came within the castle's gate the portcullis fell down at his back, and there 
fell many men about the damosel, and would have slain her. When Balin saw 
that, he was sore aggrieved, for he might not help the damosel. Then he went up 
into the tower, and leapt over walls into the ditch, and hurt him not; and anon he 
pulled out his sword and would have foughten with them. And they all said nay, 
they would not fight with him, for they did nothing but the old custom of the 
castle; and told him how their lady was sick, and had lain many years, and she 
might not be whole but if she had a dish of silver full of blood of a clean maid 
and a king's daughter; and therefore the custom of this castle is, there shall no 
damosel pass this way but she shall bleed of her blood in a silver dish full. Well, 
said Balin, she shall bleed as much as she may bleed, but I will not lose the life 
of her whiles my life lasteth. And so Balin made her to bleed by her good will, 
but her blood helped not the lady. And so he and she rested there all night, and 
had there right good cheer, and on the morn they passed on their ways. And as it 
telleth after in the Sangreal, that Sir Percivale's sister helped that lady with her 
blood, whereof she was dead. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Balin met with that knight named Garlon at a 
feast, and there he slew him, to have his blood to heal therewith the son of 
his host. 

THEN they rode three or four days and never met with adventure, and by 
hap they were lodged with a gentle man that was a rich man and well at ease. 
And as they sat at their supper Balin overheard one complain grievously by him 
in a chair. What is this noise? said Balin. Forsooth, said his host, I will tell you. I 
was but late at a jousting, and there I jousted with a knight that is brother unto 
King Pellam, and twice smote I him down, and then he promised to quit me on 
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my best friend; and so he wounded my son, that cannot be whole till I have of 
that knight's blood, and he rideth alway invisible; but I know not his name. Ah! 
said Balin, I know that knight, his name is Garlon, he hath slain two knights of 
mine in the same manner, therefore I had liefer meet with that knight than all the 
gold in this realm, for the despite he hath done me. Well, said his host, I shall tell 
you, King Pellam of Listeneise hath made do cry in all this country a great feast 
that shall be within these twenty days, and no knight may come there but if he 
bring his wife with him, or his paramour; and that knight, your enemy and mine, 
ye shall see that day. Then I behote you, said Balin, part of his blood to heal your 
son withal. We will be forward to-morn, said his host. So on the morn they rode 
all three toward Pellam, and they had fifteen days' journey or they came thither; 
and that same day began the great feast. And so they alighted and stabled their 
horses, and went into the castle; but Balin's host might not be let in because he 
had no lady. Then Balin was well received and brought unto a chamber and 
unarmed him; and there were brought him robes to his pleasure, and would have 
had Balin leave his sword behind him. Nay, said Balin, that do I not, for it is the 
custom of my country a knight always to keep his weapon with him, and that 
custom will I keep, or else I will depart as I came. Then they gave him leave to 
wear his sword, and so he went unto the castle, and was set among knights of 
worship, and his lady afore him. 

Soon Balin asked a knight, Is there not a knight in this court whose name is 
Garlon? Yonder he goeth, said a knight, he with the black face; he is the 
marvellest knight that is now living, for he destroyeth many good knights, for he 
goeth invisible. Ah well, said Balin, is that he? Then Balin advised him long: If I 
slay him here I shall not escape, and if I leave him now, peradventure I shall 
never meet with him again at such a steven, and much harm he will do an he 
live. Therewith this Garlon espied that this Balin beheld him, and then he came 
and smote Balin on the face with the back of his hand, and said, Knight, why 
beholdest me so? for shame therefore, eat thy meat and do that thou came for. 
Thou sayest sooth, said Balin, this is not the first despite that thou hast done me, 
and therefore I will do what I came for, and rose up fiercely and clave his head 
to the shoulders. Give me the truncheon, said Balin to his lady, wherewith he 
slew your knight. Anon she gave it him, for alway she bare the truncheon with 
her. And therewith Balin smote him through the body, and said openly, With that 
truncheon thou hast slain a good knight, and now it sticketh in thy body. And 
then Balin called unto him his host, saying, Now may ye fetch blood enough to 
heal your son withal. 


CHAPTER XV. How Balin fought with King Pellam, and how his sword 
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brake, and how he gat a spear wherewith he smote the dolorous stroke. 

ANON all the knights arose from the table for to set on Balin, and King 
Pellam himself arose up fiercely, and said, Knight, hast thou slain my brother? 
thou shalt die therefore or thou depart. Well, said Balin, do it yourself. Yes, said 
King Pellam, there shall no man have ado with thee but myself, for the love of 
my brother. Then King Pellam caught in his hand a grim weapon and smote 
eagerly at Balin; but Balin put the sword betwixt his head and the stroke, and 
therewith his sword burst in sunder. And when Balin was weaponless he ran into 
a chamber for to seek some weapon, and so from chamber to chamber, and no 
weapon he could find, and always King Pellam after him. And at the last he 
entered into a chamber that was marvellously well dight and richly, and a bed 
arrayed with cloth of gold, the richest that might be thought, and one lying 
therein, and thereby stood a table of clean gold with four pillars of silver that 
bare up the table, and upon the table stood a marvellous spear strangely wrought. 
And when Balin saw that spear, he gat it in his hand and turned him to King 
Pellam, and smote him passingly sore with that spear, that King Pellam fell 
down in a swoon, and therewith the castle roof and walls brake and fell to the 
earth, and Balin fell down so that he might not stir foot nor hand. And so the 
most part of the castle, that was fallen down through that dolorous stroke, lay 
upon Pellam and Balin three days. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Balin was delivered by Merlin, and saved a 
knight that would have slain himself for love. 

THEN Merlin came thither and took up Balin, and gat him a good horse, for 
his was dead, and bade him ride out of that country. I would have my damosel, 
said Balin. Lo, said Merlin, where she lieth dead. And King Pellam lay so, many 
years sore wounded, and might never be whole till Galahad the haut prince 
healed him in the quest of the Sangreal, for in that place was part of the blood of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, that Joseph of Arimathea brought into this land, and there 
himself lay in that rich bed. And that was the same spear that Longius smote our 
Lord to the heart; and King Pellam was nigh of Joseph's kin, and that was the 
most worshipful man that lived in those days, and great pity it was of his hurt, 
for through that stroke, turned to great dole, tray and tene. Then departed Balin 
from Merlin, and said, In this world we meet never no more. So he rode forth 
through the fair countries and cities, and found the people dead, slain on every 
side. And all that were alive cried, O Balin, thou hast caused great damage in 
these countries; for the dolorous stroke thou gavest unto King Pellam three 
countries are destroyed, and doubt not but the vengeance will fall on thee at the 
last. When Balin was past those countries he was passing fain. 
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So he rode eight days or he met with adventure. And at the last he came into 
a fair forest in a valley, and was ware of a tower, and there beside he saw a great 
horse of war, tied to a tree, and there beside sat a fair knight on the ground and 
made great mourning, and he was a likely man, and a well made. Balin said, God 
save you, why be ye so heavy? tell me and I will amend it, an I may, to my 
power. Sir knight, said he again, thou dost me great grief, for I was in merry 
thoughts, and now thou puttest me to more pain. Balin went a little from him, 
and looked on his horse; then heard Balin him say thus: Ah, fair lady, why have 
ye broken my promise, for thou promisest me to meet me here by noon, and I 
may curse thee that ever ye gave me this sword, for with this sword I slay 
myself, and pulled it out. And therewith Balin stert unto him and took him by the 
hand. Let go my hand, said the knight, or else I shall slay thee. That shall not 
need, said Balin, for I shall promise you my help to get you your lady, an ye will 
tell me where she is. What is your name? said the knight. My name is Balin le 
Savage. Ah, sir, I know you well enough, ye are the Knight with the Two 
Swords, and the man of most prowess of your hands living. What is your name? 
said Balin. My name is Garnish of the Mount, a poor man's son, but by my 
prowess and hardiness a duke hath made me knight, and gave me lands; his 
name is Duke Hermel, and his daughter is she that I love, and she me as I 
deemed. How far is she hence? said Balin. But six mile, said the knight. Now 
ride we hence, said these two knights. So they rode more than a pace, till that 
they came to a fair castle well walled and ditched. I will into the castle, said 
Balin, and look if she be there. So he went in and searched from chamber to 
chamber, and found her bed, but she was not there. Then Balin looked into a fair 
little garden, and under a laurel tree he saw her lie upon a quilt of green samite 
and a knight in her arms, fast halsing either other, and under their heads grass 
and herbs. When Balin saw her lie so with the foulest knight that ever he saw, 
and she a fair lady, then Balin went through all the chambers again, and told the 
knight how he found her as she had slept fast, and so brought him in the place 
there she lay fast sleeping. 


CHAPTER XVII. How that knight slew his love and a knight lying by 
her, and after, how he slew himself with his own sword, and how Balin rode 
toward a 

castle where he lost his life. 

AND when Garnish beheld her so lying, for pure sorrow his mouth and nose 
burst out a-bleeding, and with his sword he smote off both their heads, and then 
he made sorrow out of measure, and said, O Balin, much sorrow hast thou 
brought unto me, for hadst thou not shewed me that sight I should have passed 
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my sorrow. Forsooth, said Balin, I did it to this intent that it should better thy 
courage, and that ye might see and know her falsehood, and to cause you to 
leave love of such a lady; God knoweth I did none other but as I would ye did to 
me. Alas, said Garnish, now is my sorrow double that I may not endure, now 
have I slain that I most loved in all my life; and therewith suddenly he rove 
himself on his own sword unto the hilts. When Balin saw that, he dressed him 
thenceward, lest folk would say he had slain them; and so he rode forth, and 
within three days he came by a cross, and thereon were letters of gold written, 
that said, It is not for no knight alone to ride toward this castle. Then saw he an 
old hoar gentleman coming toward him, that said, Balin le Savage, thou passest 
thy bounds to come this way, therefore turn again and it will avail thee. And he 
vanished away anon; and so he heard an horn blow as it had been the death of a 
beast. That blast, said Balin, is blown for me, for I am the prize and yet am I not 
dead. Anon withal he saw an hundred ladies and many knights, that welcomed 
him with fair semblant, and made him passing good cheer unto his sight, and led 
him into the castle, and there was dancing and minstrelsy and all manner of joy. 
Then the chief lady of the castle said, Knight with the Two Swords, ye must 
have ado and joust with a knight hereby that keepeth an island, for there may no 
man pass this way but he must joust or he pass. That is an unhappy custom, said 
Balin, that a knight may not pass this way but if he joust. Ye shall not have ado 
but with one knight, said the lady. 

Well, said Balin, since I shall thereto I am ready, but travelling men are oft 
weary and their horses too, but though my horse be weary my heart is not weary, 
I would be fain there my death should be. Sir, said a knight to Balin, methinketh 
your shield is not good, I will lend you a bigger. Thereof I pray you. And so he 
took the shield that was unknown and left his own, and so rode unto the island, 
and put him and his horse in a great boat; and when he came on the other side he 
met with a damosel, and she said, O knight Balin, why have ye left your own 
shield? alas ye have put yourself in great danger, for by your shield ye should 
have been known; it is great pity of you as ever was of knight, for of thy prowess 
and hardiness thou hast no fellow living. Me repenteth, said Balin, that ever I 
came within this country, but I may not tum now again for shame, and what 
adventure shall fall to me, be it life or death, I will take the adventure that shall 
come to me. And then he looked on his armour, and understood he was well 
armed, and therewith blessed him and mounted upon his horse. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Balin met with his brother Balan, and how each 
of them slew other unknown, till they were wounded to death. 
THEN afore him he saw come riding out of a castle a knight, and his horse 


4A60 XRN 


trapped all red, and himself in the same colour. When this knight in the red 
beheld Balin, him thought it should be his brother Balin by cause of his two 
swords, but by cause he knew not his shield he deemed it was not he. And so 
they aventryd their spears and came marvellously fast together, and they smote 
each other in the shields, but their spears and their course were so big that it bare 
down horse and man, that they lay both in a swoon. But Balin was bruised sore 
with the fall of his horse, for he was weary of travel. And Balan was the first that 
rose on foot and drew his sword, and went toward Balin, and he arose and went 
against him; but Balan smote Balin first, and he put up his shield and smote him 
through the shield and tamed his helm. Then Balin smote him again with that 
unhappy sword, and well-nigh had felled his brother Balan, and so they fought 
there together till their breaths failed. Then Balin looked up to the castle and saw 
the towers stand full of ladies. So they went unto battle again, and wounded 
everych other dolefully, and then they breathed ofttimes, and so went unto battle 
that all the place there as they fought was blood red. And at that time there was 
none of them both but they had either smitten other seven great wounds, so that 
the least of them might have been the death of the mightiest giant in this world. 

Then they went to battle again so marvellously that doubt it was to hear of 
that battle for the great blood-shedding, and their hauberks unnailed that naked 
they were on every side. At last Balan the younger brother withdrew him a little 
and laid him down. Then said Balin le Savage, What knight art thou? for or now 
I found never no knight that matched me. My name is, said he, Balan, brother 
unto the good knight, Balin. Alas, said Balin, that ever I should see this day, and 
therewith he fell backward in a swoon. Then Balan yede on all four feet and 
hands, and put off the helm off his brother, and might not know him by the 
visage it was so ful hewn and bled; but when he awoke he said, O Balan, my 
brother, thou hast slain me and I thee, wherefore all the wide world shall speak 
of us both. Alas, said Balan, that ever I saw this day, that through mishap I might 
not know you, for I espied well your two swords, but by cause ye had another 
shield I deemed ye had been another knight. Alas, said Balin, all that made an 
unhappy knight in the castle, for he caused me to leave my own shield to our 
both's destruction, and if I might live I would destroy that castle for ill customs. 
That were well done, said Balan, for I had never grace to depart from them since 
that I came hither, for here it happed me to slay a knight that kept this island, and 
since might I never depart, and no more should ye, brother, an ye might have 
slain me as ye have, and escaped yourself with the life. 

Right so came the lady of the tower with four knights and six ladies and six 
yeomen unto them, and there she heard how they made their moan either to 
other, and said, We came both out of one tomb, that is to say one mother's belly, 
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and so shall we lie both in one pit. So Balan prayed the lady of her gentleness, 
for his true service, that she would bury them both in that same place there the 
battle was done. And she granted them, with weeping, it should be done richly in 
the best manner. Now, will ye send for a priest, that we may receive our 
sacrament, and receive the blessed body of our Lord Jesus Christ? Yea, said the 
lady, it shall be done; and so she sent for a priest and gave them their rights. 
Now, said Balin, when we are buried in one tomb, and the mention made over us 
how two brethren slew each other, there will never good knight, nor good man, 
see our tomb but they will pray for our souls. And so all the ladies and 
gentlewomen wept for pity. Then anon Balan died, but Balin died not till the 
midnight after, and so were they buried both, and the lady let make a mention of 
Balan how he was there slain by his brother's hands, but she knew not Balin's 
name. 


CHAPTER XIX. How Merlin buried them both in one tomb, and of 
Balin's sword. 

IN the morn came Merlin and let write Balin's name on the tomb with letters 
of gold, that Here lieth Balin le Savage that was the Knight with the Two 
Swords, and he that smote the Dolorous Stroke. Also Merlin let make there a 
bed, that there should never man lie therein but he went out of his wit, yet 
Launcelot de Lake fordid that bed through his noblesse. And anon after Balin 
was dead, Merlin took his sword, and took off the pommel and set on another 
pommel. So Merlin bade a knight that stood afore him handle that sword, and he 
assayed, and he might not handle it. Then Merlin laughed. Why laugh ye? said 
the knight. This is the cause, said Merlin: there shall never man handle this 
sword but the best knight of the world, and that shall be Sir Launcelot or else 
Galahad his son, and Launcelot with this sword shall slay the man that in the 
world he loved best, that shall be Sir Gawaine. All this he let write in the 
pommel of the sword. Then Merlin let make a bridge of iron and of steel into 
that island, and it was but half a foot broad, and there shall never man pass that 
bridge, nor have hardiness to go over, but if he were a passing good man and a 
good knight without treachery or villainy. Also the scabbard of Balin's sword 
Merlin left it on this side the island, that Galahad should find it. Also Merlin let 
make by his subtilty that Balin's sword was put in a marble stone standing 
upright as great as a mill stone, and the stone hoved always above the water and 
did many years, and so by adventure it swam down the stream to the City of 
Camelot, that is in English Winchester. And that same day Galahad the haut 
prince came with King Arthur, and so Galahad brought with him the scabbard 
and achieved the sword that was there in the marble stone hoving upon the 
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water. And on Whitsunday he achieved the sword as it is rehearsed in the book 
of Sangreal. 

Soon after this was done Merlin came to King Arthur and told him of the 
dolorous stroke that Balin gave to King Pellam, and how Balin and Balan fought 
together the marvellest battle that ever was heard of, and how they were buried 
both in one tomb. Alas, said King Arthur, this is the greatest pity that ever I 
heard tell of two knights, for in the world I know not such two knights. Thus 
endeth the tale of Balin and of Balan, two brethren born in Northumberland, 
good knights. 

Sequitur iii liber. 
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BOOK III 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How King Arthur took a wife, and wedded Guenever, 
daughter to Leodegrance, King of the Land of Cameliard, with whom he 
had the Round Table. 

IN the beginning of Arthur, after he was chosen king by adventure and by 
grace; for the most part of the barons knew not that he was Uther Pendragon's 
son, but as Merlin made it openly known. But yet many kings and lords held 
great war against him for that cause, but well Arthur overcame them all, for the 
most part the days of his life he was ruled much by the counsel of Merlin. So it 
fell on a time King Arthur said unto Merlin, My barons will let me have no rest, 
but needs I must take a wife, and I will none take but by thy counsel and by thine 
advice. It is well done, said Merlin, that ye take a wife, for a man of your bounty 
and noblesse should not be without a wife. Now is there any that ye love more 
than another? Yea, said King Arthur, I love Guenever the king's daughter, 
Leodegrance of the land of Cameliard, the which holdeth in his house the Table 
Round that ye told he had of my father Uther. And this damosel is the most 
valiant and fairest lady that I know living, or yet that ever I could find. Sir, said 
Merlin, as of her beauty and fairness she is one of the fairest alive, but, an ye 
loved her not so well as ye do, I should find you a damosel of beauty and of 
goodness that should like you and please you, an your heart were not set; but 
there as a man's heart is set, he will be loath to return. That is truth, said King 
Arthur. But Merlin warned the king covertly that Guenever was not wholesome 
for him to take to wife, for he warned him that Launcelot should love her, and 
she him again; and so he turned his tale to the adventures of Sangreal. 

Then Merlin desired of the king for to have men with him that should 
enquire of Guenever, and so the king granted him, and Merlin went forth unto 
King Leodegrance of Cameliard, and told him of the desires of the king that he 
would have unto his wife Guenever his daughter. That is to me, said King 
Leodegrance, the best tidings that ever I heard, that so worthy a king of prowess 
and noblesse will wed my daughter. And as for my lands, I will give him, wist I 
it might please him, but he hath lands enow, him needeth none; but I shall send 
him a gift shall please him much more, for I shall give him the Table Round, the 
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which Uther Pendragon gave me, and when it is full complete, there is an 
hundred knights and fifty. And as for an hundred good knights I have myself, but 
I faute fifty, for so many have been slain in my days. And so Leodegrance 
delivered his daughter Guenever unto Merlin, and the Table Round with the 
hundred knights, and so they rode freshly, with great royalty, what by water and 
what by land, till that they came nigh unto London. 


CHAPTER II. How the Knights of the Round Table were ordained and 
their sieges blessed by the Bishop of Canterbury. 

WHEN King Arthur heard of the coming of Guenever and the hundred 
knights with the Table Round, then King Arthur made great joy for her coming, 
and that rich present, and said openly, This fair lady is passing welcome unto 
me, for I have loved her long, and therefore there is nothing so lief to me. And 
these knights with the Round Table please me more than right great riches. And 
in all haste the king let ordain for the marriage and the coronation in the most 
honourable wise that could be devised. Now, Merlin, said King Arthur, go thou 
and espy me in all this land fifty knights which be of most prowess and worship. 
Within short time Merlin had found such knights that should fulfil twenty and 
eight knights, but no more he could find. Then the Bishop of Canterbury was 
fetched, and he blessed the sieges with great royalty and devotion, and there set 
the eight and twenty knights in their sieges. And when this was done Merlin 
said, Fair sirs, ye must all arise and come to King Arthur for to do him homage; 
he will have the better will to maintain you. And so they arose and did their 
homage, and when they were gone Merlin found in every sieges letters of gold 
that told the knights' names that had sitten therein. But two sieges were void. 
And so anon came young Gawaine and asked the king a gift. Ask, said the king, 
and I shall grant it you. Sir, I ask that ye will make me knight that same day ye 
shall wed fair Guenever. I will do it with a good will, said King Arthur, and do 
unto you all the worship that I may, for I must by reason ye are my nephew, my 
sister's son. 


CHAPTER III. How a poor man riding upon a lean mare desired King 
Arthur to make his son knight. 

FORTHWITHAL there came a poor man into the court, and brought with 
him a fair young man of eighteen years of age riding upon a lean mare; and the 
poor man asked all men that he met, Where shall I find King Arthur? Yonder he 
is, said the knights, wilt thou anything with him? Yea, said the poor man, 
therefore I came hither. Anon as he came before the king, he saluted him and 
said: O King Arthur, the flower of all knights and kings, I beseech Jesu save 
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thee. Sir, it was told me that at this time of your marriage ye would give any man 
the gift that he would ask, out except that were unreasonable. That is truth, said 
the king, such cries I let make, and that will I hold, so it apair not my realm nor 
mine estate. Ye say well and graciously, said the poor man; Sir, I ask nothing 
else but that ye will make my son here a knight. It is a great thing thou askest of 
me, said the king. What is thy name? said the king to the poor man. Sir, my 
name is Aries the cowherd. Whether cometh this of thee or of thy son? said the 
king. Nay, sir, said Aries, this desire cometh of my son and not of me, for I shall 
tell you I have thirteen sons, and all they will fall to what labour I put them, and 
will be right glad to do labour, but this child will not labour for me, for anything 
that my wife or I may do, but always he will be shooting or casting darts, and 
glad for to see battles and to behold knights, and always day and night he 
desireth of me to be made a knight. What is thy name? said the king unto the 
young man. Sir, my name is Tor. The king beheld him fast, and saw he was 
passingly well-visaged and passingly well made of his years. Well, said King 
Arthur unto Aries the cowherd, fetch all thy sons afore me that I may see them. 
And so the poor man did, and all were shaped much like the poor man. But Tor 
was not like none of them all in shape nor in countenance, for he was much more 
than any of them. Now, said King Arthur unto the cow herd, where is the sword 
he shall be made knight withal? It is here, said Tor. Take it out of the sheath, 
said the king, and require me to make you a knight. 

Then Tor alighted off his mare and pulled out his sword, kneeling, and 
requiring the king that he would make him knight, and that he might be a knight 
of the Table Round. As for a knight I will make you, and therewith smote him in 
the neck with the sword, saying, Be ye a good knight, and so I pray to God so ye 
may be, and if ye be of prowess and of worthiness ye shall be a knight of the 
Table Round. Now Merlin, said Arthur, say whether this Tor shall be a good 
knight or no. Yea, sir, he ought to be a good knight, for he is come of as good a 
man as any is alive, and of kings' blood. How so, sir? said the king. I shall tell 
you, said Merlin: This poor man, Aries the cowherd, is not his father; he is 
nothing sib to him, for King Pellinore is his father. I suppose nay, said the 
cowherd. Fetch thy wife afore me, said Merlin, and she shall not say nay. Anon 
the wife was fetched, which was a fair housewife, and there she answered Merlin 
full womanly, and there she told the king and Merlin that when she was a maid, 
and went to milk kine, there met with her a stern knight, and half by force he had 
my maidenhead, and at that time he begat my son Tor, and he took away from 
me my greyhound that I had that time with me, and said that he would keep the 
greyhound for my love. Ah, said the cowherd, I weened not this, but I may 
believe it well, for he had never no tatches of me. Sir, said Tor unto Merlin, 


AA66 XRN 


dishonour not my mother. Sir, said Merlin, it is more for your worship than hurt, 
for your father is a good man and a king, and he may right well advance you and 
your mother, for ye were begotten or ever she was wedded. That is truth, said the 
wife. It is the less grief unto me, said the cowherd. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Tor was known for son of King Pellinore, and 
how Gawaine was made knight. 

SO on the morn King Pellinore came to the court of King Arthur, which had 
great joy of him, and told him of Tor, how he was his son, and how he had made 
him knight at the request of the cowherd. When Pellinore beheld Tor, he pleased 
him much. So the king made Gawaine knight, but Tor was the first he made at 
the feast. What is the cause, said King Arthur, that there be two places void in 
the sieges? Sir, said Merlin, there shall no man sit in those places but they that 
shall be of most worship. But in the Siege Perilous there shall no man sit therein 
but one, and if there be any so hardy to do it he shall be destroyed, and he that 
shall sit there shall have no fellow. And therewith Merlin took King Pellinore by 
the hand, and in the one hand next the two sieges and the Siege Perilous he said, 
in open audience, This is your place and best ye are worthy to sit therein of any 
that is here. Thereat sat Sir Gawaine in great envy and told Gaheris his brother, 
yonder knight is put to great worship, the which grieveth me sore, for he slew 
our father King Lot, therefore I will slay him, said Gawaine, with a sword that 
was sent me that is passing trenchant. Ye shall not so, said Gaheris, at this time, 
for at this time I am but a squire, and when I am made knight I will be avenged 
on him, and therefore, brother, it is best ye suffer till another time, that we may 
have him out of the court, for an we did so we should trouble this high feast. I 
will well, said Gawaine, as ye will. 


CHAPTER V. How at feast of the wedding of King Arthur to Guenever, 

a white hart came into the hall, and thirty couple hounds, and how a 

brachet 

pinched the hart which was taken away. 

THEN was the high feast made ready, and the king was wedded at Camelot 
unto Dame Guenever in the church of Saint Stephen's, with great solemnity. And 
as every man was set after his degree, Merlin went to all the knights of the 
Round Table, and bade them sit still, that none of them remove. For ye shall see 
a strange and a marvellous adventure. Right so as they sat there came running in 
a white hart into the hall, and a white brachet next him, and thirty couple of 
black running hounds came after with a great cry, and the hart went about the 
Table Round as he went by other boards. The white brachet bit him by the 
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buttock and pulled out a piece, wherethrough the hart leapt a great leap and 
overthrew a knight that sat at the board side; and therewith the knight arose and 
took up the brachet, and so went forth out of the hall, and took his horse and 
rode his way with the brachet. Right so anon came in a lady on a white palfrey, 
and cried aloud to King Arthur, Sir, suffer me not to have this despite, for the 
brachet was mine that the knight led away. I may not do therewith, said the king. 

With this there came a knight riding all armed on a great horse, and took the 
lady away with him with force, and ever she cried and made great dole. When 
she was gone the king was glad, for she made such a noise. Nay, said Merlin, ye 
may not leave these adventures so lightly; for these adventures must be brought 
again or else it would be disworship to you and to your feast. I will, said the 
king, that all be done by your advice. Then, said Merlin, let call Sir Gawaine, for 
he must bring again the white hart. Also, sir, ye must let call Sir Tor, for he must 
bring again the brachet and the knight, or else slay him. Also let call King 
Pellinore, for he must bring again the lady and the knight, or else slay him. And 
these three knights shall do marvellous adventures or they come again. Then 
were they called all three as it rehearseth afore, and each of them took his 
charge, and armed them surely. But Sir Gawaine had the first request, and 
therefore we will begin at him. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Gawaine rode for to fetch again the hart, and 
how two brethren fought each against other for the hart. 

SIR GAWAINE rode more than a pace, and Gaheris his brother that rode 
with him instead of a squire to do him service. So as they rode they saw two 
knights fight on horseback passing sore, so Sir Gawaine and his brother rode 
betwixt them, and asked them for what cause they fought so. The one knight 
answered and said, We fight for a simple matter, for we two be two brethren 
born and begotten of one man and of one woman. Alas, said Sir Gawaine, why 
do ye so? Sir, said the elder, there came a white hart this way this day, and many 
hounds chased him, and a white brachet was alway next him, and we understood 
it was adventure made for the high feast of King Arthur, and therefore I would 
have gone after to have won me worship; and here my younger brother said he 
would go after the hart, for he was better knight than I: and for this cause we fell 
at debate, and so we thought to prove which of us both was better knight. This is 
a simple cause, said Sir Gawaine; uncouth men ye should debate withal, and not 
brother with brother; therefore but if you will do by my counsel I will have ado 
with you, that is ye shall yield you unto me, and that ye go unto King Arthur and 
yield you unto his grace. Sir knight, said the two brethren, we are forfoughten 
and much blood have we lost through our wilfulness, and therefore we would be 
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loath to have ado with you. Then do as I will have you, said Sir Gawaine. We 
will agree to fulfil your will; but by whom shall we say that we be thither sent? 
Ye may say, By the knight that followeth the quest of the hart that was white. 
Now what is your name? said Gawaine. Sorlouse of the Forest, said the elder. 
And my name is, said the younger, Brian of the Forest. And so they departed and 
went to the king's court, and Sir Gawaine on his quest. 

And as Gawaine followed the hart by the cry of the hounds, even afore him 
there was a great river, and the hart swam over; and as Sir Gawaine would 
follow after, there stood a knight over the other side, and said, Sir knight, come 
not over after this hart but if thou wilt joust with me. I will not fail as for that, 
said Sir Gawaine, to follow the quest that I am in, and so made his horse to swim 
over the water. And anon they gat their spears and ran together full hard; but Sir 
Gawaine smote him off his horse, and then he turned his horse and bade him 
yield him. Nay, said the knight, not so, though thou have the better of me on 
horseback. I pray thee, valiant knight, alight afoot, and match we together with 
swords. What is your name? said Sir Gawaine. Allardin of the Isles, said the 
other. Then either dressed their shields and smote together, but Sir Gawaine 
smote him so hard through the helm that it went to the brains, and the knight fell 
down dead. Ah! said Gaheris, that was a mighty stroke of a young knight. 


CHAPTER VII How the hart was chased into a castle and there slain, 
and how Sir Gawaine slew a lady. 

THEN Gawaine and Gaheris rode more than a pace after the white hart, and 
let slip at the hart three couple of greyhounds, and so they chased the hart into a 
castle, and in the chief place of the castle they slew the hart; Sir Gawaine and 
Gaheris followed after. Right so there came a knight out of a chamber with a 
sword drawn in his hand and slew two of the greyhounds, even in the sight of Sir 
Gawaine, and the remnant he chased them with his sword out of the castle. And 
when he came again, he said, O my white hart, me repenteth that thou art dead, 
for my sovereign lady gave thee to me, and evil have I kept thee, and thy death 
shall be dear bought an I live. And anon he went into his chamber and armed 
him, and came out fiercely, and there met he with Sir Gawaine. Why have ye 
slain my hounds? said Sir Gawaine, for they did but their kind, and liefer I had 
ye had wroken your anger upon me than upon a dumb beast. Thou sayest truth, 
said the knight, I have avenged me on thy hounds, and so I will on thee or thou 
go. Then Sir Gawaine alighted afoot and dressed his shield, and struck together 
mightily, and clave their shields, and stoned their helms, and brake their 
hauberks that the blood ran down to their feet. 

At the last Sir Gawaine smote the knight so hard that he fell to the earth, and 


4469 XRN 


then he cried mercy, and yielded him, and besought him as he was a knight and 
gentleman, to save his life. Thou shalt die, said Sir Gawaine, for slaying of my 
hounds. I will make amends, said the knight, unto my power. Sir Gawaine would 
no mercy have, but unlaced his helm to have stricken off his head. Right so came 
his lady out of a chamber and fell over him, and so he smote off her head by 
misadventure. Alas, said Gaheris, that is foully and shamefully done, that shame 
shall never from you; also ye should give mercy unto them that ask mercy, for a 
knight without mercy is without worship. Sir Gawaine was so stonied of the 
death of this fair lady that he wist not what he did, and said unto the knight, 
Arise, I will give thee mercy. Nay, nay, said the knight, I take no force of mercy 
now, for thou hast slain my love and my lady that I loved best of all earthly 
things. Me sore repenteth it, said Sir Gawaine, for I thought to strike unto thee; 
but now thou shalt go unto King Arthur and tell him of thine adventures, and 
how thou art overcome by the knight that went in the quest of the white hart. I 
take no force, said the knight, whether I live or I die; but so for dread of death he 
swore to go unto King Arthur, and he made him to bear one greyhound before 
him on his horse, and another behind him. What is your name? said Sir Gawaine, 
or we depart. My name is, said the knight, Ablamar of the Marsh. So he departed 
toward Camelot. 


CHAPTER VIII. How four knights fought against Gawaine and 
Gaheris, and how they were overcome, and their lives saved at request of 
four ladies. 

AND Sir Gawaine went into the castle, and made him ready to lie there all 
night, and would have unarmed him. What will ye do, said Gaheris, will ye 
unarm you in this country? Ye may think ye have many enemies here. They had 
not sooner said that word but there came four knights well armed, and assailed 
Sir Gawaine hard, and said unto him, Thou new-made knight, thou hast shamed 
thy knighthood, for a knight without mercy is dishonoured. Also thou hast slain 
a fair lady to thy great shame to the world's end, and doubt thou not thou shalt 
have great need of mercy or thou depart from us. And therewith one of them 
smote Sir Gawaine a great stroke that nigh he fell to the earth, and Gaheris smote 
him again sore, and so they were on the one side and on the other, that Sir 
Gawaine and Gaheris were in jeopardy of their lives; and one with a bow, an 
archer, smote Sir Gawaine through the arm that it grieved him wonderly sore. 
And as they should have been slain, there came four fair ladies, and besought the 
knights of grace for Sir Gawaine; and goodly at request of the ladies they gave 
Sir Gawaine and Gaheris their lives, and made them to yield them as prisoners. 
Then Gawaine and Gaheris made great dole. Alas! said Sir Gawaine, mine arm 
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grieveth me sore, I am like to be maimed; and so made his complaint piteously. 

Early on the morrow there came to Sir Gawaine one of the four ladies that 
had heard all his complaint, and said, Sir knight, what cheer? Not good, said he. 
It is your own default, said the lady, for ye have done a passing foul deed in the 
slaying of the lady, the which will be great villainy unto you. But be ye not of 
King Arthur's kin? said the lady. Yes truly, said Sir Gawaine. What is your 
name? said the lady, ye must tell it me or ye pass. My name is Gawaine, the 
King Lot of Orkney's son, and my mother is King Arthur's sister. Ah! then are ye 
nephew unto King Arthur, said the lady, and I shall so speak for you that ye shall 
have conduct to go to King Arthur for his love. And so she departed and told the 
four knights how their prisoner was King Arthur's nephew, and his name is Sir 
Gawaine, King Lot's son of Orkney. And they gave him the hart's head because 
it was in his quest. Then anon they delivered Sir Gawaine under this promise, 
that he should bear the dead lady with him in this manner; the head of her was 
hanged about his neck, and the whole body of her lay before him on his horse's 
mane. Right so rode he forth unto Camelot. And anon as he was come, Merlin 
desired of King Arthur that Sir Gawaine should be sworn to tell of all his 
adventures, and how he slew the lady, and how he would give no mercy unto the 
knight, wherethrough the lady was slain. Then the king and the queen were 
greatly displeased with Sir Gawaine for the slaying of the lady. And there by 
ordinance of the queen there was set a quest of ladies on Sir Gawaine, and they 
judged him for ever while he lived to be with all ladies, and to fight for their 
quarrels; and that ever he should be courteous, and never to refuse mercy to him 
that asketh mercy. Thus was Gawaine sworn upon the Four Evangelists that he 
should never be against lady nor gentlewoman, but if he fought for a lady and his 
adversary fought for another. And thus endeth the adventure of Sir Gawaine that 
he did at the marriage of King Arthur. Amen. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Tor rode after the knight with the brachet, and 

of his adventure by the way. 

WHEN Sir Tor was ready, he mounted upon his horseback, and rode after 
the knight with the brachet. So as he rode he met with a dwarf suddenly that 
smote his horse on the head with a staff, that he went backward his spear length. 
Why dost thou so? said Sir Tor. For thou shalt not pass this way, but if thou joust 
with yonder knights of the pavilions. Then was Tor ware where two pavilions 
were, and great spears stood out, and two shields hung on trees by the pavilions. 
I may not tarry, said Sir Tor, for I am in a quest that I must needs follow. Thou 
shalt not pass, said the dwarf, and therewithal he blew his horn. Then there came 
one armed on horseback, and dressed his shield, and came fast toward Tor, and 
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he dressed him against him, and so ran together that Tor bare him from his 
horse. And anon the knight yielded him to his mercy. But, sir, I have a fellow in 
yonder pavilion that will have ado with you anon. He shall be welcome, said Sir 
Tor. Then was he ware of another knight coming with great raundon, and each of 
them dressed to other, that marvel it was to see; but the knight smote Sir Tor a 
great stroke in midst of the shield that his spear all to-shivered. And Sir Tor 
smote him through the shield below of the shield that it went through the cost of 
the knight, but the stroke slew him not. And therewith Sir Tor alighted and 
smote him on the helm a great stroke, and therewith the knight yielded him and 
besought him of mercy. I will well, said Sir Tor, but thou and thy fellow must go 
unto King Arthur, and yield you prisoners unto him. By whom shall we say are 
we thither sent? Ye shall say by the knight that went in the quest of the knight 
that went with the brachet. Now, what be your two names? said Sir Tor. My 
name is, said the one, Sir Felot of Langduk; and my name is, said the other, Sir 
Petipase of Winchelsea. Now go ye forth, said Sir Tor, and God speed you and 
me. Then came the dwarf and said unto Sir Tor, I pray you give me a gift. I will 
well, said Sir Tor, ask. I ask no more, said the dwarf, but that ye will suffer me 
to do you service, for I will serve no more recreant knights. Take an horse, said 
Sir Tor, and ride on with me. I wot ye ride after the knight with the white 
brachet, and I shall bring you where he is, said the dwarf. And so they rode 
throughout a forest, and at the last they were ware of two pavilions, even by a 
priory, with two shields, and the one shield was enewed with white, and the 
other shield was red. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Tor found the brachet with a lady, and how a 
knight assailed him for the said brachet. 

THEREWITH Sir Tor alighted and took the dwarf his glaive, and so he came 
to the white pavilion, and saw three damosels lie in it, on one pallet, sleeping, 
and so he went to the other pavilion, and found a lady lying sleeping therein, but 
there was the white brachet that bayed at her fast, and therewith the lady yede 
out of the pavilion and all her damosels. But anon as Sir Tor espied the white 
brachet, he took her by force and took her to the dwarf. What, will ye so, said the 
lady, take my brachet from me? Yea, said Sir Tor, this brachet have I sought 
from King Arthur's court hither. Well, said the lady, knight, ye shall not go far 
with her, but that ye shall be met and grieved. I shall abide what adventure that 
cometh by the grace of God, and so mounted upon his horse, and passed on his 
way toward Camelot; but it was so near night he might not pass but little further. 
Know ye any lodging? said Tor. I know none, said the dwarf, but here beside is 
an hermitage, and there ye must take lodging as ye find. And within a while they 
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came to the hermitage and took lodging; and was there grass, oats and bread for 
their horses; soon it was sped, and full hard was their supper; but there they 
rested them all night till on the morn, and heard a mass devoutly, and took their 
leave of the hermit, and Sir Tor prayed the hermit to pray for him. He said he 
would, and betook him to God. And so mounted upon horseback and rode 
towards Camelot a long while. 

With that they heard a knight call loud that came after them, and he said, 
Knight, abide and yield my brachet that thou took from my lady. Sir Tor 
returned again, and beheld him how he was a seemly knight and well horsed, and 
well armed at all points; then Sir Tor dressed his shield, and took his spear in his 
hands, and the other came fiercely upon him, and smote both horse and man to 
the earth. Anon they arose lightly and drew their swords as eagerly as lions, and 
put their shields afore them, and smote through the shields, that the cantels fell 
off both parties. Also they tamed their helms that the hot blood ran out, and the 
thick mails of their hauberks they carved and rove in sunder that the hot blood 
ran to the earth, and both they had many wounds and were passing weary. But 
Sir Tor espied that the other knight fainted, and then he sued fast upon him, and 
doubled his strokes, and gart him go to the earth on the one side. Then Sir Tor 
bade him yield him. That will I not, said Abelleus, while my life lasteth and the 
soul is within my body, unless that thou wilt give me the brachet. That will I not 
do, said Sir Tor, for it was my quest to bring again thy brachet, thee, or both. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Tor overcame the knight, and how he lost his 
head at the request of a lady. 

WITH that came a damosel riding on a palfrey as fast as she might drive, and 
cried with a loud voice unto Sir Tor. What will ye with me? said Sir Tor. I 
beseech thee, said the damosel, for King Arthur's love, give me a gift; I require 
thee, gentle knight, as thou art a gentleman. Now, said Tor, ask a gift and I will 
give it you. Gramercy, said the damosel; now I ask the head of the false knight 
Abelleus, for he is the most outrageous knight that liveth, and the greatest 
murderer. I am loath, said Sir Tor, of that gift I have given you; let him make 
amends in that he hath trespassed unto you. Now, said the damosel, he may not, 
for he slew mine own brother before mine own eyes, that was a better knight 
than he, an he had had grace; and I kneeled half an hour afore him in the mire for 
to save my brother's life, that had done him no damage, but fought with him by 
adventure of arms, and so for all that I could do he struck off his head; wherefore 
I require thee, as thou art a true knight, to give me my gift, or else I shall shame 
thee in all the court of King Arthur; for he is the falsest knight living, and a great 
destroyer of good knights. Then when Abelleus heard this, he was more afeard, 
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and yielded him and asked mercy. I may not now, said Sir Tor, but if I should be 
found false of my promise; for while I would have taken you to mercy ye would 
none ask, but if ye had the brachet again, that was my quest. And therewith he 
took off his helm, and he arose and fled, and Sir Tor after him, and smote off his 
head quite. 

Now sir, said the damosel, it is near night; I pray you come and lodge with 
me here at my place, it is here fast by. I will well, said Sir Tor, for his horse and 
he had fared evil since they departed from Camelot, and so he rode with her, and 
had passing good cheer with her; and she had a passing fair old knight to her 
husband that made him passing good cheer, and well eased both his horse and 
him. And on the morn he heard his mass, and brake his fast, and took his leave 
of the knight and of the lady, that besought him to tell them his name. Truly, he 
said, my name is Sir Tor that was late made knight, and this was the first quest 
of arms that ever I did, to bring again that this knight Abelleus took away from 
King Arthur's court. O fair knight, said the lady and her husband, an ye come 
here in our marches, come and see our poor lodging, and it shall be always at 
your commandment. So Sir Tor departed and came to Camelot on the third day 
by noon, and the king and the queen and all the court was passing fain of his 
coming, and made great joy that he was come again; for he went from the court 
with little succour, but as King Pellinore his father gave him an old courser, and 
King Arthur gave him armour and a sword, and else had he none other succour, 
but rode so forth himself alone. And then the king and the queen by Merlin's 
advice made him to swear to tell of his adventures, and so he told and made 
proofs of his deeds as it is afore rehearsed, wherefore the king and the queen 
made great joy. Nay, nay, said Merlin, these be but japes to that he shall do; for 
he shall prove a noble knight of prowess, as good as any is living, and gentle and 
courteous, and of good tatches, and passing true of his promise, and never shall 
outrage. Wherethrough Merlin's words King Arthur gave him an earldom of 
lands that fell unto him. And here endeth the quest of Sir Tor, King Pellinore's 
son. 


CHAPTER XII. How King Pellinore rode after the lady and the knight 
that led her away, and how a lady desired help of him, and how he fought 
with two 

knights for that lady, of whom he slew the one at the first stroke. 

THEN King Pellinore armed him and mounted upon his horse, and rode 
more than a pace after the lady that the knight led away. And as he rode in a 
forest, he saw in a valley a damosel sit by a well, and a wounded knight in her 
arms, and Pellinore saluted her. And when she was ware of him, she cried 
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overloud, Help me, knight; for Christ's sake, King Pellinore. And he would not 
tarry, he was so eager in his quest, and ever she cried an hundred times after 
help. When she saw he would not abide, she prayed unto God to send him as 
much need of help as she had, and that he might feel it or he died. So, as the 
book telleth, the knight there died that there was wounded, wherefore the lady 
for pure sorrow slew herself with his sword. As King Pellinore rode in that 
valley he met with a poor man, a labourer. Sawest thou not, said Pellinore, a 
knight riding and leading away a lady? Yea, said the man, I saw that knight, and 
the lady that made great dole; and yonder beneath in a valley there shall ye see 
two pavilions, and one of the knights of the pavilions challenged that lady of that 
knight, and said she was his cousin near, wherefore he should lead her no 
farther. And so they waged battle in that quarrel, the one said he would have her 
by force, and the other said he would have the rule of her, by cause he was her 
kinsman, and would lead her to her kin. For this quarrel he left them fighting. 
And if ye will ride a pace ye shall find them fighting, and the lady was beleft 
with the two squires in the pavilions. God thank thee, said King Pellinore. 

Then he rode a wallop till he had a sight of the two pavilions, and the two 
knights fighting. Anon he rode unto the pavilions, and saw the lady that was his 
quest, and said, Fair lady, ye must go with me unto the court of King Arthur. Sir 
knight, said the two squires that were with her, yonder are two knights that fight 
for this lady, go thither and depart them, and be agreed with them, and then may 
ye have her at your pleasure. Ye say well, said King Pellinore. And anon he rode 
betwixt them, and departed them, and asked them the causes why that they 
fought? Sir knight, said the one, I shall tell you, this lady is my kinswoman nigh, 
mine aunt's daughter, and when I heard her complain that she was with him 
maugre her head, I waged battle to fight with him. Sir knight, said the other, 
whose name was Hontzlake of Wentland, and this lady I gat by my prowess of 
arms this day at Arthur's court. That is untruly said, said King Pellinore, for ye 
came in suddenly there as we were at the high feast, and took away this lady or 
any man might make him ready; and therefore it was my quest to bring her again 
and you both, or else the one of us to abide in the field; therefore the lady shall 
go with me, or I will die for it, for I have promised it King Arthur. And therefore 
fight ye no more, for none of you shall have no part of her at this time; and if ye 
list to fight for her, fight with me, and I will defend her. Well, said the knights, 
make you ready, and we shall assail you with all our power. And as King 
Pellinore would have put his horse from them, Sir Hontzlake rove his horse 
through with a sword, and said: Now art thou on foot as well as we are. When 
King Pellinore espied that his horse was slain, lightly he leapt from his horse and 
pulled out his sword, and put his shield afore him, and said, Knight, keep well 
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thy head, for thou shalt have a buffet for the slaying of my horse. So King 
Pellinore gave him such a stroke upon the helm that he clave the head down to 
the chin, that he fell to the earth dead. 


CHAPTER XIII. How King Pellinore gat the lady and brought her to 
Camelot to the court of King Arthur. 

AND then he tured him to the other knight, that was sore wounded. But 
when he saw the other's buffet, he would not fight, but kneeled down and said, 
Take my cousin the lady with you at your request, and I require you, as ye be a 
true knight, put her to no shame nor villainy. What, said King Pellinore, will ye 
not fight for her? No, sir, said the knight, I will not fight with such a knight of 
prowess as ye be. Well, said Pellinore, ye say well; I promise you she shall have 
no villainy by me, as I am true knight; but now me lacketh an horse, said 
Pellinore, but I will have Hontzlake's horse. Ye shall not need, said the knight, 
for I shall give you such an horse as shall please you, so that you will lodge with 
me, for it is near night. I will well, said King Pellinore, abide with you all night. 
And there he had with him right good cheer, and fared of the best with passing 
good wine, and had merry rest that night. And on the morn he heard a mass and 
dined; and then was brought him a fair bay courser, and King Pellinore's saddle 
set upon him. Now, what shall I call you? said the knight, inasmuch as ye have 
my cousin at your desire of your quest. Sir, I shall tell you, my name is King 
Pellinore of the Isles and knight of the Table Round. Now I am glad, said the 
knight, that such a noble man shall have the rule of my cousin. Now, what is 
your name? said Pellinore, I pray you tell me. Sir, my name is Sir Meliot of 
Logurs, and this lady my cousin hight Nimue, and the knight that was in the 
other pavilion is my sworn brother, a passing good knight, and his name is Brian 
of the Isles, and he is full loath to do wrong, and full loath to fight with any man, 
but if he be sore sought on, so that for shame he may not leave it. It is marvel, 
said Pellinore, that he will not have ado with me. Sir, he will not have ado with 
no man but if it be at his request. Bring him to the court, said Pellinore, one of 
these days. Sir, we will come together. And ye shall be welcome, said Pellinore, 
to the court of King Arthur, and greatly allowed for your coming. And so he 
departed with the lady, and brought her to Camelot. 

So as they rode in a valley it was full of stones, and there the lady's horse 
stumbled and threw her down, that her arm was sore bruised and near she 
swooned for pain. Alas! sir, said the lady, mine arm is out of lithe, wherethrough 
I must needs rest me. Ye shall well, said King Pellinore. And so he alighted 
under a fair tree where was fair grass, and he put his horse thereto, and so laid 
him under the tree and slept till it was nigh night. And when he awoke he would 
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have ridden. Sir, said the lady, it is so dark that ye may as well ride backward as 
forward. So they abode still and made there their lodging. Then Sir Pellinore put 
off his armour; then a little afore midnight they heard the trotting of an horse. Be 
ye still, said King Pellinore, for we shall hear of some adventure. 


CHAPTER XIV. How on the way he heard two knights, as he lay by 
night in a valley, and of their adventures. 

AND therewith he armed him. So right even afore him there met two 
knights, the one came froward Camelot, and the other from the north, and either 
saluted other. What tidings at Camelot? said the one. By my head, said the other, 
there have I been and espied the court of King Arthur, and there is such a 
fellowship they may never be broken, and well-nigh all the world holdeth with 
Arthur, for there is the flower of chivalry. Now for this cause I am riding into the 
north, to tell our chieftains of the fellowship that is withholden with King 
Arthur. As for that, said the other knight, I have brought a remedy with me, that 
is the greatest poison that ever ye heard speak of, and to Camelot will I with it, 
for we have a friend right nigh King Arthur, and well cherished, that shall poison 
King Arthur; for so he hath promised our chieftains, and received great gifts for 
to do it. Beware, said the other knight, of Merlin, for he knoweth all things by 
the devil's craft. Therefore will I not let it, said the knight. And so they departed 
asunder. Anon after Pellinore made him ready, and his lady, [and] rode toward 
Camelot; and as they came by the well there as the wounded knight was and the 
lady, there he found the knight, and the lady eaten with lions or wild beasts, all 
save the head, wherefore he made great sorrow, and wept passing sore, and said, 
Alas! her life might I have saved; but I was so fierce in my quest, therefore I 
would not abide. Wherefore make ye such dole? said the lady. I wot not, said 
Pellinore, but my heart mourneth sore of the death of her, for she was a passing 
fair lady and a young. Now, will ye do by mine advice? said the lady, take this 
knight and let him be buried in an hermitage, and then take the lady's head and 
bear it with you unto Arthur. So King Pellinore took this dead knight on his 
shoulders, and brought him to the hermitage, and charged the hermit with the 
corpse, that service should be done for the soul; and take his harness for your 
pain. It shall be done, said the hermit, as I will answer unto God. 


CHAPTER XV. How when he was come to Camelot he was sworn upon 

a book to tell the truth of his quest. 
AND therewith they departed, and came there as the head of the lady lay 
with a fair yellow hair that grieved King Pellinore passingly sore when he 
looked on it, for much he cast his heart on the visage. And so by noon they came 
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to Camelot; and the king and the queen were passing fain of his coming to the 
court. And there he was made to swear upon the Four Evangelists, to tell the 
truth of his quest from the one to the other. Ah! Sir Pellinore, said Queen 
Guenever, ye were greatly to blame that ye saved not this lady's life. Madam, 
said Pellinore, ye were greatly to blame an ye would not save your own life an 
ye might, but, save your pleasure, I was so furious in my quest that I would not 
abide, and that repenteth me, and shall the days of my life. Truly, said Merlin, ye 
ought sore to repent it, for that lady was your own daughter begotten on the lady 
of the Rule, and that knight that was dead was her love, and should have wedded 
her, and he was a right good knight of a young man, and would have proved a 
good man, and to this court was he coming, and his name was Sir Miles of the 
Launds, and a knight came behind him and slew him with a spear, and his name 
is Loraine le Savage, a false knight and a coward; and she for great sorrow and 
dole slew herself with his sword, and her name was Eleine. And because ye 
would not abide and help her, ye shall see your best friend fail you when ye be in 
the greatest distress that ever ye were or shall be. And that penance God hath 
ordained you for that deed, that he that ye shall most trust to of any man alive, he 
shall leave you there ye shall be slain. Me forthinketh, said King Pellinore, that 
this shall me betide, but God may fordo well destiny. 

Thus, when the quest was done of the white hart, the which followed Sir 
Gawaine; and the quest of the brachet, followed of Sir Tor, Pellinore's son; and 
the quest of the lady that the knight took away, the which King Pellinore at that 
time followed; then the king stablished all his knights, and them that were of 
lands not rich he gave them lands, and charged them never to do outrageousity 
nor murder, and always to flee treason; also, by no means to be cruel, but to give 
mercy unto him that asketh mercy, upon pain of forfeiture of their worship and 
lordship of King Arthur for evermore; and always to do ladies, damosels, and 
gentlewomen succour, upon pain of death. Also, that no man take no battles ina 
wrongful quarrel for no law, nor for no world's goods. Unto this were all the 
knights sworn of the Table Round, both old and young. And every year were 
they sworn at the high feast of Pentecost. 

Explicit the Wedding of King Arthur. Sequitur quartus liber. 
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BOOK IV 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Merlin was assotted and doted on one of the ladies of 

the lake, and how he was shut in a rock under a stone and there died. 

SO after these quests of Sir Gawaine, Sir Tor, and King Pellinore, it fell so 
that Merlin fell in a dotage on the damosel that King Pellinore brought to court, 
and she was one of the damosels of the lake, that hight Nimue. But Merlin would 
let her have no rest, but always he would be with her. And ever she made Merlin 
good cheer till she had learned of him all manner thing that she desired; and he 
was assotted upon her, that he might not be from her. So on a time he told King 
Arthur that he should not dure long, but for all his crafts he should be put in the 
earth quick. And so he told the king many things that should befall, but always 
he warned the king to keep well his sword and the scabbard, for he told him how 
the sword and the scabbard should be stolen by a woman from him that he most 
trusted. Also he told King Arthur that he should miss him,—Yet had ye liefer 
than all your lands to have me again. Ah, said the king, since ye know of your 
adventure, purvey for it, and put away by your crafts that misadventure. Nay, 
said Merlin, it will not be; so he departed from the king. And within a while the 
Damosel of the Lake departed, and Merlin went with her evermore 
wheresomever she went. And ofttimes Merlin would have had her privily away 
by his subtle crafts; then she made him to swear that he should never do none 
enchantment upon her if he would have his will. And so he sware; so she and 
Merlin went over the sea unto the land of Benwick, whereas King Ban was king 
that had great war against King Claudas, and there Merlin spake with King Ban's 
wife, a fair lady and a good, and her name was Elaine, and there he saw young 
Launcelot. There the queen made great sorrow for the mortal war that King 
Claudas made on her lord and on her lands. Take none heaviness, said Merlin, 
for this same child within this twenty year shall revenge you on King Claudas, 
that all Christendom shall speak of it; and this same child shall be the most man 
of worship of the world, and his first name is Galahad, that know I well, said 
Merlin, and since ye have confirmed him Launcelot. That is truth, said the 
queen, his first name was Galahad. O Merlin, said the queen, shall I live to see 
my son such a man of prowess? Yea, lady, on my peril ye shall see it, and live 
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many winters after. 

And so, soon after, the lady and Merlin departed, and by the way Merlin 
showed her many wonders, and came into Cornwall. And always Merlin lay 
about the lady to have her maidenhood, and she was ever passing weary of him, 
and fain would have been delivered of him, for she was afeard of him because he 
was a devil's son, and she could not beskift him by no mean. And so on a time it 
happed that Merlin showed to her in a rock whereas was a great wonder, and 
wrought by enchantment, that went under a great stone. So by her subtle 
working she made Merlin to go under that stone to let her wit of the marvels 
there; but she wrought so there for him that he came never out for all the craft he 
could do. And so she departed and left Merlin. 


CHAPTER II. How five kings came into this land to war against King 
Arthur, and what counsel Arthur had against them. 

AND as King Arthur rode to Camelot, and held there a great feast with mirth 
and joy, so soon after he returned unto Cardoile, and there came unto Arthur new 
tidings that the king of Denmark, and the king of Ireland that was his brother, 
and the king of the Vale, and the king of Soleise, and the king of the Isle of 
Longtains, all these five kings with a great host were entered into the land of 
King Arthur, and burnt and slew clean afore them, both cities and castles, that it 
was pity to hear. Alas, said Arthur, yet had I never rest one month since I was 
crowned king of this land. Now shall I never rest till I meet with those kings in a 
fair field, that I make mine avow; for my true liege people shall not be destroyed 
in my default, go with me who will, and abide who that will. Then the king let 
write unto King Pellinore, and prayed him in all haste to make him ready with 
such people as he might lightliest rear and hie him after in all haste. All the 
barons were privily wroth that the king would depart so suddenly; but the king 
by no mean would abide, but made writing unto them that were not there, and 
bade them hie after him, such as were not at that time in the court. Then the king 
came to Queen Guenever, and said, Lady, make you ready, for ye shall go with 
me, for I may not long miss you; ye shall cause me to be the more hardy, what 
adventure so befall me; I will not wit my lady to be in no jeopardy. Sir, said she, 
I am at your commandment, and shall be ready what time so ye be ready. So on 
the morn the king and the queen departed with such fellowship as they had, and 
came into the north, into a forest beside Humber, and there lodged them. When 
the word and tiding came unto the five kings above said, that Arthur was beside 
Humber in a forest, there was a knight, brother unto one of the five kings, that 
gave them this counsel: Ye know well that Sir Arthur hath the flower of chivalry 
of the world with him, as it is proved by the great battle he did with the eleven 
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kings; and therefore hie unto him night and day till that we be nigh him, for the 
longer he tarrieth the bigger he is, and we ever the weaker; and he is so 
courageous of himself that he is come to the field with little people, and 
therefore let us set upon him or day and we shall slay down; of his knights there 
shall none escape. 


CHAPTER III. How King Arthur had ado with them and overthrew 
them, and slew the five kings and made the remnant to flee. 

UNTO this counsel these five kings assented, and so they passed forth with 
their host through North Wales, and came upon Arthur by night, and set upon his 
host as the king and his knights were in their pavilions. King Arthur was 
unarmed, and had laid him to rest with his Queen Guenever. Sir, said Sir Kay, it 
is not good we be unarmed. We shall have no need, said Sir Gawaine and Sir 
Griflet, that lay in a little pavilion by the king. With that they heard a great noise, 
and many cried, Treason, treason! Alas, said King Arthur, we be betrayed! Unto 
arms, fellows, then he cried. So they were armed anon at all points. Then came 
there a wounded knight unto the king, and said, Sir, save yourself and my lady 
the queen, for our host is destroyed, and much people of ours slain. So anon the 
king and the queen and the three knights took their horses, and rode toward 
Humber to pass over it, and the water was so rough that they were afraid to pass 
over. Now may ye choose, said King Arthur, whether ye will abide and take the 
adventure on this side, for an ye be taken they will slay you. It were me liefer, 
said the queen, to die in the water than to fall in your enemies' hands and there 
be slain. 

And as they stood so talking, Sir Kay saw the five kings coming on 
horseback by themselves alone, with their spears in their hands even toward 
them. Lo, said Sir Kay, yonder be the five kings; let us go to them and match 
them. That were folly, said Sir Gawaine, for we are but three and they be five. 
That is truth, said Sir Griflet. No force, said Sir Kay, I will undertake for two of 
them, and then may ye three undertake for the other three. And therewithal, Sir 
Kay let his horse run as fast as he might, and struck one of them through the 
shield and the body a fathom, that the king fell to the earth stark dead. That saw 
Sir Gawaine, and ran unto another king so hard that he smote him through the 
body. And therewithal King Arthur ran to another, and smote him through the 
body with a spear, that he fell to the earth dead Then Sir Griflet ran unto the 
fourth king, and gave him such a fall that his neck brake. Anon Sir Kay ran unto 
the fifth king, and smote him so hard on the helm that the stroke clave the helm 
and the head to the earth. That was well stricken, said King Arthur, and 
worshipfully hast thou holden thy promise, therefore I shall honour thee while 
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that I live. And therewithal they set the queen in a barge into Humber; but 
always Queen Guenever praised Sir Kay for his deeds, and said, What lady that 
ye love, and she love you not again she were greatly to blame; and among ladies, 
said the queen, I shall bear your noble fame, for ye spake a great word, and 
fulfilled it worshipfully. And therewith the queen departed. 

Then the king and the three knights rode into the forest, for there they 
supposed to hear of them that were escaped; and there he found the most part of 
his people, and told them all how the five kings were dead. And therefore let us 
hold us together till it be day, and when their host have espied that their 
chieftains be slain, they will make such dole that they shall no more help 
themselves. And right so as the king said, so it was; for when they found the five 
kings dead, they made such dole that they fell from their horses. Therewithal 
came King Arthur but with a few people, and slew on the left hand and on the 
right hand, that well-nigh there escaped no man, but all were slain to the number 
thirty thousand. And when the battle was all ended, the king kneeled down and 
thanked God meekly. And then he sent for the queen, and soon she was come, 
and she made great joy of the overcoming of that battle. 


CHAPTER IV. How the battle was finished or he came, and how King 
Arthur founded an abbey where the battle was. 

THEREWITHAL came one to King Arthur, and told him that King Pellinore 
was within three mile with a great host; and he said, Go unto him, and let him 
understand how we have sped. So within a while King Pellinore came with a 
great host, and saluted the people and the king, and there was great joy made on 
every side. Then the king let search how much people of his party there was 
slain; and there were found but little past two hundred men slain and eight 
knights of the Table Round in their pavilions. Then the king let rear and devise 
in the same place whereat the battle was done a fair abbey, and endowed it with 
great livelihood, and let it call the Abbey of La Beale Adventure. But when some 
of them came into their countries, whereof the five kings were kings, and told 
them how they were slain, there was made great dole. And all King Arthur's 
enemies, as the King of North Wales, and the kings of the North, [when they] 
wist of the battle, they were passing heavy. And so the king returned unto 
Camelot in haste. 

And when he was come to Camelot he called King Pellinore unto him, and 
said, Ye understand well that we have lost eight knights of the best of the Table 
Round, and by your advice we will choose eight again of the best we may find in 
this court. Sir, said Pellinore, I shall counsel you after my conceit the best: there 
are in your court full noble knights both of old and young; and therefore by mine 
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advice ye shall choose half of the old and half of the young. Which be the old? 
said King Arthur. Sir, said King Pellinore, meseemeth that King Uriens that hath 
wedded your sister Morgan le Fay, and the King of the Lake, and Sir Hervise de 
Revel, a noble knight, and Sir Galagars, the fourth. This is well devised, said 
King Arthur, and right so shall it be. Now, which are the four young knights? 
said Arthur. Sir, said Pellinore, the first is Sir Gawaine, your nephew, that is as 
good a knight of his time as any is in this land; and the second as meseemeth 
best is Sir Griflet le Fise de Dieu, that is a good knight and full desirous in arms, 
and who may see him live he shall prove a good knight; and the third as 
meseemeth is well to be one of the knights of the Round Table, Sir Kay the 
Seneschal, for many times he hath done full worshipfully, and now at your last 
battle he did full honourably for to undertake to slay two kings. By my head, 
said Arthur, he is best worth to be a knight of the Round Table of any that ye 
have rehearsed, an he had done no more prowess in his life days. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Tor was made knight of the Round Table, and 
how Bagdemagus was displeased. 

NOW, said King Pellinore, I shall put to you two knights, and ye shall 
choose which is most worthy, that is Sir Bagdemagus, and Sir Tor, my son. But 
because Sir Tor is my son I may not praise him, but else, an he were not my son, 
I durst say that of his age there is not in this land a better knight than he is, nor of 
better conditions and loath to do any wrong, and loath to take any wrong. By my 
head, said Arthur, he is a passing good knight as any ye spake of this day, that 
wot I well, said the king; for I have seen him proved, but he saith little and he 
doth much more, for I know none in all this court an he were as well born on his 
mother's side as he is on your side, that is like him of prowess and of might: and 
therefore I will have him at this time, and leave Sir Bagdemagus till another 
time. So when they were so chosen by the assent of all the barons, so were there 
found in their sieges every knights' names that here are rehearsed, and so were 
they set in their sieges; whereof Sir Bagdemagus was wonderly wroth, that Sir 
Tor was advanced afore him, and therefore suddenly he departed from the court, 
and took his squire with him, and rode long in a forest till they came to a cross, 
and there alighted and said his prayers devoutly. The meanwhile his squire found 
written upon the cross, that Bagdemagus should never return unto the court 
again, till he had won a knight's body of the Round Table, body for body. So, sir, 
said the squire, here I find writing of you, therefore I rede you return again to the 
court. That shall I never, said Bagdemagus, till men speak of me great worship, 
and that I be worthy to be a knight of the Round Table. And so he rode forth, and 
there by the way he found a branch of an holy herb that was the sign of the 
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Sangreal, and no knight found such tokens but he were a good liver. 

So, as Sir Bagdemagus rode to see many adventures, it happed him to come 
to the rock whereas the Lady of the Lake had put Merlin under the stone, and 
there he heard him make great dole; whereof Sir Bagdemagus would have 
holpen him, and went unto the great stone, and it was so heavy that an hundred 
men might not lift it up. When Merlin wist he was there, he bade leave his 
labour, for all was in vain, for he might never be holpen but by her that put him 
there. And so Bagdemagus departed and did many adventures, and proved after a 
full good knight, and came again to the court and was made knight of the Round 
Table. So on the morn there fell new tidings and other adventures. 


CHAPTER VI. How King Arthur, King Uriens, and Sir Accolon of 
Gaul, chased an hart, and of their marvellous adventures. 

THEN it befell that Arthur and many of his knights rode a-hunting into a 
great forest, and it happed King Arthur, King Uriens, and Sir Accolon of Gaul, 
followed a great hart, for they three were well horsed, and so they chased so fast 
that within a while they three were then ten mile from their fellowship. And at 
the last they chased so sore that they slew their horses underneath them. Then 
were they all three on foot, and ever they saw the hart afore them passing weary 
and enbushed. What will we do? said King Arthur, we are hard bestead. Let us 
go on foot, said King Uriens, till we may meet with some lodging. Then were 
they ware of the hart that lay on a great water bank, and a brachet biting on his 
throat, and more other hounds came after. Then King Arthur blew the prise and 
dight the hart. 

Then the king looked about the world, and saw afore him in a great water a 
little ship, all apparelled with silk down to the water, and the ship came right 
unto them and landed on the sands. Then Arthur went to the bank and looked in, 
and saw none earthly creature therein. Sirs, said the king, come thence, and let us 
see what is in this ship. So they went in all three, and found it richly behanged 
with cloth of silk. By then it was dark night, and there suddenly were about them 
an hundred torches set upon all the sides of the ship boards, and it gave great 
light; and therewithal there came out twelve fair damosels and saluted King 
Arthur on their knees, and called him by his name, and said he was right 
welcome, and such cheer as they had he should have of the best. The king 
thanked them fair. Therewithal they led the king and his two fellows into a fair 
chamber, and there was a cloth laid, richly beseen of all that longed unto a table, 
and there were they served of all wines and meats that they could think; of that 
the king had great marvel, for he fared never better in his life as for one supper. 
And so when they had supped at their leisure, King Arthur was led into a 
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chamber, a richer beseen chamber saw he never none, and so was King Uriens 
served, and led into such another chamber, and Sir Accolon was led into the 
third chamber passing richly and well beseen; and so they were laid in their beds 
easily. And anon they fell asleep, and slept marvellously sore all the night. And 
on the morrow King Uriens was in Camelot abed in his wife's arms, Morgan le 
Fay. And when he awoke he had great marvel, how he came there, for on the 
even afore he was two days' journey from Camelot. And when King Arthur 
awoke he found himself in a dark prison, hearing about him many complaints of 
woful knights. 


CHAPTER VII. How Arthur took upon him to fight to be delivered out 

of prison, and also for to deliver twenty knights that were in prison. 

WHAT are ye that so complain? said King Arthur. We be here twenty 
knights, prisoners, said they, and some of us have lain here seven year, and some 
more and some less. For what cause? said Arthur. We shall tell you, said the 
knights; this lord of this castle, his name is Sir Damas, and he is the falsest 
knight that liveth, and full of treason, and a very coward as any liveth, and he 
hath a younger brother, a good knight of prowess, his name is Sir Ontzlake; and 
this traitor Damas, the elder brother will give him no part of his livelihood, but 
as Sir Ontzlake keepeth thorough prowess of his hands, and so he keepeth from 
him a full fair manor and a rich, and therein Sir Ontzlake dwelleth worshipfully, 
and is well beloved of all people. And this Sir Damas, our master is as evil 
beloved, for he is without mercy, and he is a coward, and great war hath been 
betwixt them both, but Ontzlake hath ever the better, and ever he proffereth Sir 
Damas to fight for the livelihood, body for body, but he will not do; other-else to 
find a knight to fight for him. Unto that Sir Damas had granted to find a knight, 
but he is so evil beloved and hated, that there is never a knight will fight for him. 
And when Damas saw this, that there was never a knight would fight for him, he 
hath daily lain await with many knights with him, and taken all the knights in 
this country to see and espy their adventures, he hath taken them by force and 
brought them to his prison. And so he took us separately as we rode on our 
adventures, and many good knights have died in this prison for hunger, to the 
number of eighteen knights; and if any of us all that here is, or hath been, would 
have foughten with his brother Ontzlake, he would have delivered us, but for 
because this Damas is so false and so full of treason we would never fight for 
him to die for it. And we be so lean for hunger that unnethe we may stand on our 
feet. God deliver you, for his mercy, said Arthur. 

Anon, therewithal there came a damosel unto Arthur, and asked him, What 
cheer? I cannot say, said he. Sir, said she, an ye will fight for my lord, ye shall 
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be delivered out of prison, and else ye escape never the life. Now, said Arthur, 
that is hard, yet had I liefer to fight with a knight than to die in prison; with this, 
said Arthur, I may be delivered and all these prisoners, I will do the battle. Yes, 
said the damosel. I am ready, said Arthur, an I had horse and armour. Ye shall 
lack none, said the damosel. Meseemeth, damosel, I should have seen you in the 
court of Arthur. Nay said the damosel, I came never there, I am the lord's 
daughter of this castle. Yet was she false, for she was one of the damosels of 
Morgan le Fay. 

Anon she went unto Sir Damas, and told him how he would do battle for 
him, and so he sent for Arthur. And when he came he was well coloured, and 
well made of his limbs, that all knights that saw him said it were pity that such a 
knight should die in prison. So Sir Damas and he were agreed that he should 
fight for him upon this covenant, that all other knights should be delivered; and 
unto that was Sir Damas sworn unto Arthur, and also to do the battle to the 
uttermost. And with that all the twenty knights were brought out of the dark 
prison into the hall, and delivered, and so they all abode to see the battle. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Accolon found himself by a well, and he took 
upon him to do battle against Arthur. 

NOW turn we unto Accolon of Gaul, that when he awoke he found himself 
by a deep well-side, within half a foot, in great peril of death. And there came 
out of that fountain a pipe of silver, and out of that pipe ran water all on high in a 
stone of marble. When Sir Accolon saw this, he blessed him and said, Jesus save 
my lord King Arthur, and King Uriens, for these damosels in this ship have 
betrayed us, they were devils and no women; and if I may escape this 
misadventure, I shall destroy all where I may find these false damosels that use 
enchantments. Right with that there came a dwarf with a great mouth and a flat 
nose, and saluted Sir Accolon, and said how he came from Queen Morgan le 
Fay, and she greeteth you well, and biddeth you be of strong heart, for ye shall 
fight to morrow with a knight at the hour of prime, and therefore she hath sent 
you here Excalibur, Arthur's sword, and the scabbard, and she biddeth you as ye 
love her, that ye do the battle to the uttermost, without any mercy, like as ye had 
promised her when ye spake together in privity; and what damosel that bringeth 
her the knight's head, which ye shall fight withal, she will make her a queen. 
Now I understand you well, said Accolon, I shall hold that I have promised her 
now I have the sword: when saw ye my lady Queen Morgan le Fay? Right late, 
said the dwarf. Then Accolon took him in his arms and said, Recommend me 
unto my lady queen, and tell her all shall be done that I have promised her, and 
else I will die for it. Now I suppose, said Accolon, she hath made all these crafts 
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and enchantments for this battle. Ye may well believe it, said the dwarf. Right so 
there came a knight and a lady with six squires, and saluted Accolon, and prayed 
him for to arise, and come and rest him at his manor. And so Accolon mounted 
upon a void horse, and went with the knight unto a fair manor by a priory, and 
there he had passing good cheer. 

Then Sir Damas sent unto his brother Sir Ontzlake, and bade make him ready 
by to-morn at the hour of prime, and to be in the field to fight with a good 
knight, for he had found a good knight that was ready to do battle at all points. 
When this word came unto Sir Ontzlake he was passing heavy, for he was 
wounded a little to-fore through both his thighs with a spear, and made great 
dole; but as he was wounded, he would have taken the battle on hand. So it 
happed at that time, by the means of Morgan le Fay, Accolon was with Sir 
Ontzlake lodged; and when he heard of that battle, and how Ontzlake was 
wounded, he said that he would fight for him. Because Morgan le Fay had sent 
him Excalibur and the sheath for to fight with the knight on the morn: this was 
the cause Sir Accolon took the battle on hand. Then Sir Ontzlake was passing 
glad, and thanked Sir Accolon with all his heart that he would do so much for 
him. And therewithal Sir Ontzlake sent word unto his brother Sir Damas, that he 
had a knight that for him should be ready in the field by the hour of prime. 

So on the morn Sir Arthur was armed and well horsed, and asked Sir Damas, 
When shall we to the field? Sir, said Sir Damas, ye shall hear mass. And so 
Arthur heard a mass, and when mass was done there came a squire on a great 
horse, and asked Sir Damas if his knight were ready, for our knight is ready in 
the field. Then Sir Arthur mounted upon horseback, and there were all the 
knights and commons of that country; and so by all advices there were chosen 
twelve good men of the country for to wait upon the two knights. And right as 
Arthur was on horseback there came a damosel from Morgan le Fay, and 
brought unto Sir Arthur a sword like unto Excalibur, and the scabbard, and said 
unto Arthur, Morgan le Fay sendeth here your sword for great love. And he 
thanked her, and weened it had been so, but she was false, for the sword and the 
scabbard was counterfeit, and brittle, and false. 


CHAPTER IX. Of the battle between King Arthur and Accolon. 
AND then they dressed them on both parties of the field, and let their horses 
run so fast that either smote other in the midst of the shield with their spear- 
heads, that both horse and man went to the earth; and then they started up both, 
and pulled out their swords. The meanwhile that they were thus at the battle, 
came the Damosel of the Lake into the field, that put Merlin under the stone; and 
she came thither for love of King Arthur, for she knew how Morgan le Fay had 
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so ordained that King Arthur should have been slain that day, and therefore she 
came to save his life. And so they went eagerly to the battle, and gave many 
great strokes, but always Arthur's sword bit not like Accolon's sword; but for the 
most part, every stroke that Accolon gave he wounded sore Arthur, that it was 
marvel he stood, and always his blood fell from him fast. 

When Arthur beheld the ground so sore be-bled he was dismayed, and then 
he deemed treason that his sword was changed; for his sword bit not steel as it 
was wont to do, therefore he dreaded him sore to be dead, for ever him seemed 
that the sword in Accolon's hand was Excalibur, for at every stroke that Accolon 
struck he drew blood on Arthur. Now, knight, said Accolon unto Arthur, keep 
thee well from me; but Arthur answered not again, and gave him such a buffet 
on the helm that it made him to stoop, nigh falling down to the earth. Then Sir 
Accolon withdrew him a little, and came on with Excalibur on high, and smote 
Sir Arthur such a buffet that he fell nigh to the earth. Then were they wroth both, 
and gave each other many sore strokes, but always Sir Arthur lost so much blood 
that it was marvel he stood on his feet, but he was so full of knighthood that 
knightly he endured the pain. And Sir Accolon lost not a deal of blood, therefore 
he waxed passing light, and Sir Arthur was passing feeble, and weened verily to 
have died; but for all that he made countenance as though he might endure, and 
held Accolon as short as he might. But Accolon was so bold because of 
Excalibur that he waxed passing hardy. But all men that beheld him said they 
saw never knight fight so well as Arthur did considering the blood that he bled. 
So was all the people sorry for him, but the two brethren would not accord. Then 
always they fought together as fierce knights, and Sir Arthur withdrew him a 
little for to rest him, and Sir Accolon called him to battle and said, It is no time 
for me to suffer thee to rest. And therewith he came fiercely upon Arthur, and 
Sir Arthur was wroth for the blood that he had lost, and smote Accolon on high 
upon the helm, so mightily, that he made him nigh to fall to the earth; and 
therewith Arthur's sword brast at the cross, and fell in the grass among the blood, 
and the pommel and the sure handles he held in his hands. When Sir Arthur saw 
that, he was in great fear to die, but always he held up his shield and lost no 
ground, nor bated no cheer. 


CHAPTER X. How King Arthur's sword that he fought with brake, and 
how he recovered of Accolon his own sword Excalibur, and overcame his 
enemy. 

THEN Sir Accolon began with words of treason, and said, Knight, thou art 
overcome, and mayst not endure, and also thou art weaponless, and thou hast 
lost much of thy blood, and I am full loath to slay thee, therefore yield thee to 
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me as recreant. Nay, said Sir Arthur, I may not so, for I have promised to do the 
battle to the uttermost by the faith of my body, while me lasteth the life, and 
therefore I had liefer to die with honour than to live with shame; and if it were 
possible for me to die an hundred times, I had liefer to die so oft than yield me to 
thee; for though I lack weapon, I shall lack no worship, and if thou slay me 
weaponless that shall be thy shame. Well, said Accolon, as for the shame I will 
not spare, now keep thee from me, for thou art but a dead man. And therewith 
Accolon gave him such a stroke that he fell nigh to the earth, and would have 
had Arthur to have cried him mercy. But Sir Arthur pressed unto Accolon with 
his shield, and gave him with the pommel in his hand such a buffet that he went 
three strides aback. 

When the Damosel of the Lake beheld Arthur, how full of prowess his body 
was, and the false treason that was wrought for him to have had him slain, she 
had great pity that so good a knight and such a man of worship should so be 
destroyed. And at the next stroke Sir Accolon struck him such a stroke that by 
the damosel's enchantment the sword Excalibur fell out of Accolon's hand to the 
earth. And therewithal Sir Arthur lightly leapt to it, and gat it in his hand, and 
forthwithal he knew that it was his sword Excalibur, and said, Thou hast been 
from me all too long, and much damage hast thou done me; and therewith he 
espied the scabbard hanging by his side, and suddenly he sterte to him and 
pulled the scabbard from him, and threw it from him as far as he might throw it. 
O knight, said Arthur, this day hast thou done me great damage with this sword; 
now are ye come unto your death, for I shall not warrant you but ye shall as well 
be rewarded with this sword, or ever we depart, as thou hast rewarded me; for 
much pain have ye made me to endure, and much blood have I lost. And 
therewith Sir Arthur rushed on him with all his might and pulled him to the 
earth, and then rushed off his helm, and gave him such a buffet on the head that 
the blood came out at his ears, his nose, and his mouth. Now will I slay thee, 
said Arthur. Slay me ye may well, said Accolon, an it please you, for ye are the 
best knight that ever I found, and I see well that God is with you. But for I 
promised to do this battle, said Accolon, to the uttermost, and never to be 
recreant while I lived, therefore shall I never yield me with my mouth, but God 
do with my body what he will. Then Sir Arthur remembered him, and thought he 
should have seen this knight. Now tell me, said Arthur, or I will slay thee, of 
what country art thou, and of what court? Sir Knight, said Sir Accolon, I am of 
the court of King Arthur, and my name is Accolon of Gaul. Then was Arthur 
more dismayed than he was beforehand; for then he remembered him of his 
sister Morgan le Fay, and of the enchantment of the ship. O sir knight, said he, I 
pray you tell me who gave you this sword, and by whom ye had it. 
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CHAPTER XI. How Accolon confessed the treason of Morgan le Fay, 
King Arthur's sister, and how she would have done slay him. 

THEN Sir Accolon bethought him, and said, Woe worth this sword, for by it 
have I got my death. It may well be, said the king. Now, sir, said Accolon, I will 
tell you; this sword hath been in my keeping the most part of this twelvemonth; 
and Morgan le Fay, King Uriens' wife, sent it me yesterday by a dwarf, to this 
intent, that I should slay King Arthur, her brother. For ye shall understand King 
Arthur is the man in the world that she most hateth, because he is most of 
worship and of prowess of any of her blood; also she loveth me out of measure 
as paramour, and I her again; and if she might bring about to slay Arthur by her 
crafts, she would slay her husband King Uriens lightly, and then had she me 
devised to be king in this land, and so to reign, and she to be my queen; but that 
is now done, said Accolon, for I am sure of my death. Well, said Sir Arthur, I 
feel by you ye would have been king in this land. It had been great damage to 
have destroyed your lord, said Arthur. It is truth, said Accolon, but now I have 
told you truth, wherefore I pray you tell me of whence ye are, and of what court? 
O Accolon, said King Arthur, now I let thee wit that I am King Arthur, to whom 
thou hast done great damage. When Accolon heard that he cried aloud, Fair, 
sweet lord, have mercy on me, for I knew not you. O Sir Accolon, said King 
Arthur, mercy shalt thou have, because I feel by thy words at this time thou 
knewest not my person; but I understand well by thy words that thou hast agreed 
to the death of my person, and therefore thou art a traitor; but I wite thee the less, 
for my sister Morgan le Fay by her false crafts made thee to agree and consent to 
her false lusts, but I shall be sore avenged upon her an I live, that all 
Christendom shall speak of it; God knoweth I have honoured her and 
worshipped her more than all my kin, and more have I trusted her than mine own 
wife and all my kin after. 

Then Sir Arthur called the keepers of the field, and said, Sirs, come hither, 
for here are we two knights that have fought unto a great damage unto us both, 
and like each one of us to have slain other, if it had happed so; and had any of us 
known other, here had been no battle, nor stroke stricken. Then all aloud cried 
Accolon unto all the knights and men that were then there gathered together, and 
said to them in this manner, O lords, this noble knight that I have fought withal, 
the which me sore repenteth, is the most man of prowess, of manhood, and of 
worship in the world, for it is himself King Arthur, our alther liege lord, and with 
mishap and with misadventure have I done this battle with the king and lord that 
I am holden withal. 
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CHAPTER XII. How Arthur accorded the two brethren, and delivered 
the twenty knights, and how Sir Accolon died. 

THEN all the people fell down on their knees and cried King Arthur mercy. 
Mercy shall ye have, said Arthur: here may ye see what adventures befall ofttime 
of errant knights, how that I have fought with a knight of mine own unto my 
great damage and his both. But, sirs, because I am sore hurt, and he both, and I 
had great need of a little rest, ye shall understand the opinion betwixt you two 
brethren: As to thee, Sir Damas, for whom I have been champion and won the 
field of this knight, yet will I judge because ye, Sir Damas, are called an 
orgulous knight, and full of villainy, and not worth of prowess your deeds, 
therefore I will that ye give unto your brother all the whole manor with the 
appurtenance, under this form, that Sir Ontzlake hold the manor of you, and 
yearly to give you a palfrey to ride upon, for that will become you better to ride 
on than upon a courser. Also I charge thee, Sir Damas, upon pain of death, that 
thou never distress no knights errant that ride on their adventure. And also that 
thou restore these twenty knights that thou hast long kept prisoners, of all their 
harness, that they be content for; and if any of them come to my court and 
complain of thee, by my head thou shalt die therefore. Also, Sir Ontzlake, as to 
you, because ye are named a good knight, and full of prowess, and true and 
gentle in all your deeds, this shall be your charge I will give you, that in all 
goodly haste ye come unto me and my court, and ye shall be a knight of mine, 
and if your deeds be thereafter I shall so prefer you, by the grace of God, that ye 
shall in short time be in ease for to live as worshipfully as your brother Sir 
Damas. God thank your largeness of your goodness and of your bounty, I shall 
be from henceforward at all times at your commandment; for, sir, said Sir 
Ontzlake, as God would, as I was hurt but late with an adventurous knight 
through both my thighs, that grieved me sore, and else had I done this battle with 
you. God would, said Arthur, it had been so, for then had not I been hurt as I am. 
I shall tell you the cause why: for I had not been hurt as I am, had it not been 
mine own sword, that was stolen from me by treason; and this battle was 
ordained aforehand to have slain me, and so it was brought to the purpose by 
false treason, and by false enchantment. Alas, said Sir Ontzlake, that is great pity 
that ever so noble a man as ye are of your deeds and prowess, that any man or 
woman might find in their hearts to work any treason against you. I shall reward 
them, said Arthur, in short time, by the grace of God. Now, tell me, said Arthur, 
how far am I from Camelot? Sir, ye are two days' journey therefrom. I would 
fain be at some place of worship, said Sir Arthur, that I might rest me. Sir, said 
Sir Ontzlake, hereby is a rich abbey of your elders' foundation, of nuns, but three 
miles hence. So the king took his leave of all the people, and mounted upon 
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horseback, and Sir Accolon with him. And when they were come to the abbey, 
he let fetch leeches and search his wounds and Accolon's both; but Sir Accolon 
died within four days, for he had bled so much blood that he might not live, but 
King Arthur was well recovered. So when Accolon was dead he let send him on 
an horse-bier with six knights unto Camelot, and said: Bear him to my sister 
Morgan le Fay, and say that I send her him to a present, and tell her I have my 
sword Excalibur and the scabbard; so they departed with the body. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Morgan would have slain Sir Uriens her 
husband, and how Sir Uwaine her son saved him. 

THE meanwhile Morgan le Fay had weened King Arthur had been dead. So 
on a day she espied King Uriens lay in his bed sleeping. Then she called unto her 
a maiden of her counsel, and said, Go fetch me my lord's sword, for I saw never 
better time to slay him than now. O madam, said the damosel, an ye slay my lord 
ye can never escape. Care not you, said Morgan le Fay, for now I see my time in 
the which it is best to do it, and therefore hie thee fast and fetch me the sword. 
Then the damosel departed, and found Sir Uwaine sleeping upon a bed in 
another chamber, so she went unto Sir Uwaine, and awaked him, and bade him, 
Arise, and wait on my lady your mother, for she will slay the king your father 
sleeping in his bed, for I go to fetch his sword. Well, said Sir Uwaine, go on 
your way, and let me deal. Anon the damosel brought Morgan the sword with 
quaking hands, and she lightly took the sword, and pulled it out, and went boldly 
unto the bed's side, and awaited how and where she might slay him best. And as 
she lifted up the sword to smite, Sir Uwaine leapt unto his mother, and caught 
her by the hand, and said, Ah, fiend, what wilt thou do? An thou wert not my 
mother, with this sword I should smite off thy head. Ah, said Sir Uwaine, men 
saith that Merlin was begotten of a devil, but I may say an earthly devil bare me. 
O fair son, Uwaine, have mercy upon me, I was tempted with a devil, wherefore 
I cry thee mercy; I will never more do so; and save my worship and discover me 
not. On this covenant, said Sir Uwaine, I will forgive it you, so ye will never be 
about to do such deeds. Nay, son, said she, and that I make you assurance. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Queen Morgan le Fay made great sorrow for the 
death of Accolon, and how she stole away the scabbard from Arthur. 
THEN came tidings unto Morgan le Fay that Accolon was dead, and his 

body brought unto the church, and how King Arthur had his sword again. But 
when Queen Morgan wist that Accolon was dead, she was so sorrowful that near 
her heart to-brast. But because she would not it were known, outward she kept 
her countenance, and made no semblant of sorrow. But well she wist an she 
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abode till her brother Arthur came thither, there should no gold go for her life. 

Then she went unto Queen Guenever, and asked her leave to ride into the 
country. Ye may abide, said Queen Guenever, till your brother the king come 
home. I may not, said Morgan le Fay, for I have such hasty tidings, that I may 
not tarry. Well, said Guenever, ye may depart when ye will. So early on the 
morn, or it was day, she took her horse and rode all that day and most part of the 
night, and on the morn by noon she came to the same abbey of nuns whereas lay 
King Arthur; and she knowing he was there, she asked where he was. And they 
answered how he had laid him in his bed to sleep, for he had had but little rest 
these three nights. Well, said she, I charge you that none of you awake him till I 
do, and then she alighted off her horse, and thought for to steal away Excalibur 
his sword, and so she went straight unto his chamber, and no man durst disobey 
her commandment, and there she found Arthur asleep in his bed, and Excalibur 
in his right hand naked. When she saw that she was passing heavy that she might 
not come by the sword without she had awaked him, and then she wist well she 
had been dead. Then she took the scabbard and went her way on horseback. 
When the king awoke and missed his scabbard, he was wroth, and he asked who 
had been there, and they said his sister, Queen Morgan had been there, and had 
put the scabbard under her mantle and was gone. Alas, said Arthur, falsely ye 
have watched me. Sir, said they all, we durst not disobey your sister's 
commandment. Ah, said the king, let fetch the best horse may be found, and bid 
Sir Ontzlake arm him in all haste, and take another good horse and ride with me. 
So anon the king and Ontzlake were well armed, and rode after this lady, and so 
they came by a cross and found a cowherd, and they asked the poor man if there 
came any lady riding that way. Sir, said this poor man, right late came a lady 
riding with a forty horses, and to yonder forest she rode. Then they spurred their 
horses, and followed fast, and within a while Arthur had a sight of Morgan le 
Fay; then he chased as fast as he might. When she espied him following her, she 
rode a greater pace through the forest till she came to a plain, and when she saw 
she might not escape, she rode unto a lake thereby, and said, Whatsoever come 
of me, my brother shall not have this scabbard. And then she let throw the 
scabbard in the deepest of the water so it sank, for it was heavy of gold and 
precious stones. 

Then she rode into a valley where many great stones were, and when she saw 
she must be overtaken, she shaped herself, horse and man, by enchantment unto 
a great marble stone. Anon withal came Sir Arthur and Sir Ontzlake whereas the 
king might know his sister and her men, and one knight from another. Ah, said 
the king, here may ye see the vengeance of God, and now am I sorry that this 
misadventure is befallen. And then he looked for the scabbard, but it would not 
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be found, so he returned to the abbey where he came from. So when Arthur was 
gone she turned all into the likeliness as she and they were before, and said, Sirs, 
now may we go where we will. 


CHAPTER XV. How Morgan le Fay saved a knight that should have 
been drowned, and how King Arthur returned home again. 

THEN said Morgan, Saw ye Arthur, my brother? Yea, said her knights, right 
well, and that ye should have found an we might have stirred from one stead, for 
by his armyvestal countenance he would have caused us to have fled. I believe 
you, said Morgan. Anon after as she rode she met a knight leading another 
knight on his horse before him, bound hand and foot, blindfold, to have drowned 
him in a fountain. When she saw this knight so bound, she asked him, What will 
ye do with that knight? Lady, said he, I will drown him. For what cause? she 
asked. For I found him with my wife, and she shall have the same death anon. 
That were pity, said Morgan le Fay. Now, what say ye, knight, is it truth that he 
saith of you? she said to the knight that should be drowned. Nay truly, madam, 
he saith not right on me. Of whence be ye, said Morgan le Fay, and of what 
country? I am of the court of King Arthur, and my name is Manassen, cousin 
unto Accolon of Gaul. Ye say well, said she, and for the love of him ye shall be 
delivered, and ye shall have your adversary in the same case ye be in. So 
Manassen was loosed and the other knight bound. And anon Manassen unarmed 
him, and armed himself in his harness, and so mounted on horseback, and the 
knight afore him, and so threw him into the fountain and drowned him. And then 
he rode unto Morgan again, and asked if she would anything unto King Arthur. 
Tell him that I rescued thee, not for the love of him but for the love of Accolon, 
and tell him I fear him not while I can make me and them that be with me in 
likeness of stones; and let him wit I can do much more when I see my time. And 
so she departed into the country of Gore, and there was she richly received, and 
made her castles and towns passing strong, for always she dreaded much King 
Arthur. 

When the king had well rested him at the abbey, he rode unto Camelot, and 
found his queen and his barons right glad of his coming. And when they heard of 
his strange adventures as is afore rehearsed, then all had marvel of the falsehood 
of Morgan le Fay; many knights wished her burnt. Then came Manassen to court 
and told the king of his adventure. Well, said the king, she is a kind sister; I shall 
so be avenged on her an I live, that all Christendom shall speak of it. So on the 
morn there came a damosel from Morgan to the king, and she brought with her 
the richest mantle that ever was seen in that court, for it was set as full of 
precious stones as one might stand by another, and there were the richest stones 


494 XRN 


that ever the king saw. And the damosel said, Your sister sendeth you this 
mantle, and desireth that ye should take this gift of her; and in what thing she 
hath offended you, she will amend it at your own pleasure. When the king 
beheld this mantle it pleased him much, but he said but little. 


CHAPTER XVI. How the Damosel of the Lake saved King Arthur from 

mantle that should have burnt him. 

WITH that came the Damosel of the Lake unto the king, and said, Sir, I must 
speak with you in privity. Say on, said the king, what ye will. Sir, said the 
damosel, put not on you this mantle till ye have seen more, and in no wise let it 
not come on you, nor on no knight of yours, till ye command the bringer thereof 
to put it upon her. Well, said King Arthur, it shall be done as ye counsel me. And 
then he said unto the damosel that came from his sister, Damosel, this mantle 
that ye have brought me, I will see it upon you. Sir, she said, It will not beseem 
me to wear a king's garment. By my head, said Arthur, ye shall wear it or it come 
on my back, or any man's that here is. And so the king made it to be put upon 
her, and forth withal she fell down dead, and never more spake word after and 
burnt to coals. Then was the king wonderly wroth, more than he was to- 
forehand, and said unto King Uriens, My sister, your wife, is alway about to 
betray me, and well I wot either ye, or my nephew, your son, is of counsel with 
her to have me destroyed; but as for you, said the king to King Uriens, I deem 
not greatly that ye be of her counsel, for Accolon confessed to me by his own 
mouth, that she would have destroyed you as well as me, therefore I hold you 
excused; but as for your son, Sir Uwaine, I hold him suspect, therefore I charge 
you put him out of my court. So Sir Uwaine was discharged. And when Sir 
Gawaine wist that, he made him ready to go with him; and said, Whoso 
banisheth my cousin-germain shall banish me. So they two departed, and rode 
into a great forest, and so they came to an abbey of monks, and there were well 
lodged. But when the king wist that Sir Gawaine was departed from the court, 
there was made great sorrow among all the estates. Now, said Gaheris, 
Gawaine's brother, we have lost two good knights for the love of one. So on the 
morn they heard their masses in the abbey, and so they rode forth till that they 
came to a great forest. Then was Sir Gawaine ware in a valley by a turret [of] 
twelve fair damosels, and two knights armed on great horses, and the damosels 
went to and fro by a tree. And then was Sir Gawaine ware how there hung a 
white shield on that tree, and ever as the damosels came by it they spit upon it, 
and some threw mire upon the shield. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Gawaine and Sir Uwaine met with twelve 
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fair damosels, and how they complained on Sir Marhaus. 

THEN Sir Gawaine and Sir Uwaine went and saluted them, and asked why 
they did that despite to the shield. Sir, said the damosels, we shall tell you. There 
is a knight in this country that owneth this white shield, and he is a passing good 
man of his hands, but he hateth all ladies and gentlewomen, and therefore we do 
all this despite to the shield. I shall say you, said Sir Gawaine, it beseemeth evil 
a good knight to despise all ladies and gentlewomen, and peradventure though 
he hate you he hath some certain cause, and peradventure he loveth in some 
other places ladies and gentlewomen, and to be loved again, an he be such a man 
of prowess as ye speak of. Now, what is his name? Sir, said they, his name is 
Marhaus, the king's son of Ireland. I know him well, said Sir Uwaine, he is a 
passing good knight as any is alive, for I saw him once proved at a jousts where 
many knights were gathered, and that time there might no man withstand him. 
Ah! said Sir Gawaine, damosels, methinketh ye are to blame, for it is to suppose, 
he that hung that shield there, he will not be long therefrom, and then may those 
knights match him on horseback, and that is more your worship than thus; for I 
will abide no longer to see a knight's shield dishonoured. And therewith Sir 
Uwaine and Gawaine departed a little from them, and then were they ware where 
Sir Marhaus came riding on a great horse straight toward them. And when the 
twelve damosels saw Sir Marhaus they fled into the turret as they were wild, so 
that some of them fell by the way. Then the one of the knights of the tower 
dressed his shield, and said on high, Sir Marhaus, defend thee. And so they ran 
together that the knight brake his spear on Marhaus, and Marhaus smote him so 
hard that he brake his neck and the horse's back. That saw the other knight of the 
turret, and dressed him toward Marhaus, and they met so eagerly together that 
the knight of the turret was soon smitten down, horse and man, stark dead. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Marhaus jousted with Sir Gawaine and Sir 
Uwaine, and overthrew them both. 

AND then Sir Marhaus rode unto his shield, and saw how it was defouled, 
and said, Of this despite I am a part avenged, but for her love that gave me this 
white shield I shall wear thee, and hang mine where thou wast; and so he hanged 
it about his neck. Then he rode straight unto Sir Gawaine and to Sir Uwaine, and 
asked them what they did there? They answered him that they came from King 
Arthur's court to see adventures. Well, said Sir Marhaus, here am I ready, an 
adventurous knight that will fulfil any adventure that ye will desire; and so 
departed from them, to fetch his range. Let him go, said Sir Uwaine unto Sir 
Gawaine, for he is a passing good knight as any is living; I would not by my will 
that any of us were matched with him. Nay, said Sir Gawaine, not so, it were 
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shame to us were he not assayed, were he never so good a knight. Well, said Sir 
Uwaine, I will assay him afore you, for I am more weaker than ye, and if he 
smite me down then may ye revenge me. So these two knights came together 
with great raundon, that Sir Uwaine smote Sir Marhaus that his spear brast in 
pieces on the shield, and Sir Marhaus smote him so sore that horse and man he 
bare to the earth, and hurt Sir Uwaine on the left side. 

Then Sir Marhaus turned his horse and rode toward Gawaine with his spear, 
and when Sir Gawaine saw that he dressed his shield, and they aventred their 
spears, and they came together with all the might of their horses, that either 
knight smote other so hard in midst of their shields, but Sir Gawaine's spear 
brake, but Sir Marhaus' spear held; and therewith Sir Gawaine and his horse 
rushed down to the earth. And lightly Sir Gawaine rose on his feet, and pulled 
out his sword, and dressed him toward Sir Marhaus on foot, and Sir Marhaus 
saw that, and pulled out his sword and began to come to Sir Gawaine on 
horseback. Sir knight, said Sir Gawaine, alight on foot, or else I will slay thy 
horse. Gramercy, said Sir Marhaus, of your gentleness ye teach me courtesy, for 
it is not for one knight to be on foot, and the other on horseback. And therewith 
Sir Marhaus set his spear against a tree and alighted and tied his horse to a tree, 
and dressed his shield, and either came unto other eagerly, and smote together 
with their swords that their shields flew in cantels, and they bruised their helms 
and their hauberks, and wounded either other. But Sir Gawaine from it passed 
nine of the clock waxed ever stronger and stronger, for then it came to the hour 
of noon, and thrice his might was increased. All this espied Sir Marhaus and had 
great wonder how his might increased, and so they wounded other passing sore. 
And then when it was past noon, and when it drew toward evensong, Sir 
Gawaine's strength feebled, and waxed passing faint that unnethes he might dure 
any longer, and Sir Marhaus was then bigger and bigger. Sir knight, said Sir 
Marhaus, I have well felt that ye are a passing good knight and a marvellous man 
of might as ever I felt any, while it lasteth, and our quarrels are not great, and 
therefore it were pity to do you hurt, for I feel ye are passing feeble. Ah, said Sir 
Gawaine, gentle knight, ye say the word that I should say. And therewith they 
took off their helms, and either kissed other, and there they swore together either 
to love other as brethren. And Sir Marhaus prayed Sir Gawaine to lodge with 
him that night. And so they took their horses, and rode toward Sir Marhaus' 
house. And as they rode by the way, Sir knight, said Sir Gawaine, I have marvel 
that so valiant a man as ye be love no ladies nor damosels. Sir, said Sir Marhaus, 
they name me wrongfully those that give me that name, but well I wot it be the 
damosels of the turret that so name me, and other such as they be. Now shall I 
tell you for what cause I hate them: for they be sorceresses and enchanters many 
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of them, and be a knight never so good of his body and full of prowess as man 
may be, they will make him a stark coward to have the better of him, and this is 
the principal cause that I hate them; and to all good ladies and gentlewomen I 
owe my service as a knight ought to do. 

As the book rehearseth in French, there were many knights that overmatched 
Sir Gawaine, for all the thrice might that he had: Sir Launcelot de Lake, Sir 
Tristram, Sir Bors de Ganis, Sir Percivale, Sir Pelleas, and Sir Marhaus, these six 
knights had the better of Sir Gawaine. Then within a little while they came to Sir 
Marhaus' place, which was in a little priory, and there they alighted, and ladies 
and damosels unarmed them, and hastily looked to their hurts, for they were all 
three hurt. And so they had all three good lodging with Sir Marhaus, and good 
cheer; for when he wist that they were King Arthur's sister's sons he made them 
all the cheer that lay in his power, and so they sojourned there a sennight, and 
were well eased of their wounds, and at the last departed. Now, said Sir 
Marhaus, we will not depart so lightly, for I will bring you through the forest; 
and rode day by day well a seven days or they found any adventure. At the last 
they came into a great forest, that was named the country and forest of Arroy, 
and the country of strange adventures. In this country, said Sir Marhaus, came 
never knight since it was christened but he found strange adventures; and so they 
rode, and came into a deep valley full of stones, and thereby they saw a fair 
stream of water; above thereby was the head of the stream a fair fountain, and 
three damosels sitting thereby. And then they rode to them, and either saluted 
other, and the eldest had a garland of gold about her head, and she was three 
score winter of age or more, and her hair was white under the garland. The 
second damosel was of thirty winter of age, with a circlet of gold about her head. 
The third damosel was but fifteen year of age, and a garland of flowers about her 
head. When these knights had so beheld them, they asked them the cause why 
they sat at that fountain? We be here, said the damosels, for this cause: if we 
may see any errant knights, to teach them unto strange adventures; and ye be 
three knights that seek adventures, and we be three damosels, and therefore each 
one of you must choose one of us; and when ye have done so we will lead you 
unto three highways, and there each of you shall choose a way and his damosel 
with him. And this day twelvemonth ye must meet here again, and God send you 
your lives, and thereto ye must plight your troth. This is well said, said Sir 
Marhaus. 


CHAPTER XIX. How Sir Marhaus, Sir Gawaine, and Sir Uwaine met 
three damosels, and each of them took one.[*1] 
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NOW shall everych of us choose a damosel. I shall tell you, said Sir Uwaine, 
I am the youngest and most weakest of you both, therefore I will have the eldest 
damosel, for she hath seen much, and can best help me when I have need, for I 
have most need of help of you both. Now, said Sir Marhaus, I will have the 
damosel of thirty winter age, for she falleth best to me. Well, said Sir Gawaine, I 
thank you, for ye have left me the youngest and the fairest, and she is most 
liefest to me. Then every damosel took her knight by the reins of his bridle, and 
brought him to the three ways, and there was their oath made to meet at the 
fountain that day twelvemonth an they were living, and so they kissed and 
departed, and each knight set his lady behind him. And Sir Uwaine took the way 
that lay west, and Sir Marhaus took the way that lay south, and Sir Gawaine took 
the way that lay north. Now will we begin at Sir Gawaine, that held that way till 
that he came unto a fair manor, where dwelled an old knight and a good 
householder, and there Sir Gawaine asked the knight if he knew any adventures 
in that country. I shall show you some to-morn, said the old knight, and that 
marvellous. So, on the morn they rode into the forest of adventures to a laund, 
and thereby they found a cross, and as they stood and hoved there came by them 
the fairest knight and the seemliest man that ever they saw, making the greatest 
dole that ever man made. And then he was ware of Sir Gawaine, and saluted 
him, and prayed God to send him much worship. As to that, said Sir Gawaine, 
gramercy; also I pray to God that he send you honour and worship. Ah, said the 
knight, I may lay that aside, for sorrow and shame cometh to me after worship. 


CHAPTER XX. How a knight and a dwarf strove for a lady. 

AND therewith he passed unto the one side of the laund; and on the other 
side saw Sir Gawaine ten knights that hoved still and made them ready with their 
shields and spears against that one knight that came by Sir Gawaine. 

Then this one knight aventred a great spear, and one of the ten knights 
encountered with him, but this woful knight smote him so hard that he fell over 
his horse's tail. So this same dolorous knight served them all, that at the leastway 
he smote down horse and man, and all he did with one spear; and so when they 
were all ten on foot, they went to that one knight, and he stood stone still, and 
suffered them to pull him down off his horse, and bound him hand and foot, and 
tied him under the horse's belly, and so led him with them. O Jesu! said Sir 
Gawaine, this is a doleful sight, to see the yonder knight so to be entreated, and 
it seemeth by the knight that he suffereth them to bind him so, for he maketh no 
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resistance. No, said his host, that is truth, for an he would they all were too weak 
so to do him. Sir, said the damosel unto Sir Gawaine, meseemeth it were your 
worship to help that dolorous knight, for methinketh he is one of the best knights 
that ever I saw. I would do for him, said Sir Gawaine, but it seemeth he will have 
no help. Then, said the damosel, methinketh ye have no lust to help him. 

Thus as they talked they saw a knight on the other side of the laund all armed 
save the head. And on the other side there came a dwarf on horseback all armed 
save the head, with a great mouth and a short nose; and when the dwarf came 
nigh he said, Where is the lady should meet us here? and therewithal she came 
forth out of the wood. And then they began to strive for the lady; for the knight 
said he would have her, and the dwarf said he would have her. Will we do well? 
said the dwarf; yonder is a knight at the cross, let us put it both upon him, and as 
he deemeth so shall it be. I will well, said the knight, and so they went all three 
unto Sir Gawaine and told him wherefore they strove. Well, sirs, said he, will ye 
put the matter in my hand? Yea, they said both. Now damosel, said Sir Gawaine, 
ye shall stand betwixt them both, and whether ye list better to go to, he shall 
have you. And when she was set between them both, she left the knight and went 
to the dwarf, and the dwarf took her and went his way singing, and the knight 
went his way with great mourning. 

Then came there two knights all armed, and cried on high, Sir Gawaine! 
knight of King Arthur's, make thee ready in all haste and joust with me. So they 
ran together, that either fell down, and then on foot they drew their swords, and 
did full actually. The meanwhile the other knight went to the damosel, and asked 
her why she abode with that knight, and if ye would abide with me, I will be 
your faithful knight. And with you will I be, said the damosel, for with Sir 
Gawaine I may not find in mine heart to be with him; for now here was one 
knight discomfited ten knights, and at the last he was cowardly led away; and 
therefore let us two go whilst they fight. And Sir Gawaine fought with that other 
knight long, but at the last they accorded both. And then the knight prayed Sir 
Gawaine to lodge with him that night. So as Sir Gawaine went with this knight 
he asked him, What knight is he in this country that smote down the ten knights? 
For when he had done so manfully he suffered them to bind him hand and foot, 
and so led him away. Ah, said the knight, that is the best knight I trow in the 
world, and the most man of prowess, and he hath been served so as he was even 
more than ten times, and his name hight Sir Pelleas, and he loveth a great lady in 
this country and her name is Ettard. And so when he loved her there was cried in 
this country a great jousts three days, and all the knights of this country were 
there and gentlewomen, and who that proved him the best knight should have a 
passing good sword and a circlet of gold, and the circlet the knight should give it 
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to the fairest lady that was at the jousts. And this knight Sir Pelleas was the best 
knight that was there, and there were five hundred knights, but there was never 
man that ever Sir Pelleas met withal but he struck him down, or else from his 
horse; and every day of three days he struck down twenty knights, therefore they 
gave him the prize, and forthwithal he went thereas the Lady Ettard was, and 
gave her the circlet, and said openly she was the fairest lady that there was, and 
that would he prove upon any knight that would say nay. 


CHAPTER XXI. How King Pelleas suffered himself to be taken prisoner 
because he would have a sight of his lady, and how Sir Gawaine promised 
him to get 

to him the love of his lady. 

AND so he chose her for his sovereign lady, and never to love other but her, 
but she was so proud that she had scorn of him, and said that she would never 
love him though he would die for her. Wherefore all ladies and gentlewomen 
had scorn of her that she was so proud, for there were fairer than she, and there 
was none that was there but an Sir Pelleas would have proffered them love, they 
would have loved him for his noble prowess. And so this knight promised the 
Lady Ettard to follow her into this country, and never to leave her till she loved 
him. And thus he is here the most part nigh her, and lodged by a priory, and 
every week she sendeth knights to fight with him. And when he hath put them to 
the worse, then will he suffer them wilfully to take him prisoner, because he 
would have a sight of this lady. And always she doth him great despite, for 
sometime she maketh her knights to tie him to his horse's tail, and some to bind 
him under the horse's belly; thus in the most shamefullest ways that she can 
think he is brought to her. And all she doth it for to cause him to leave this 
country, and to leave his loving; but all this cannot make him to leave, for an he 
would have fought on foot he might have had the better of the ten knights as well 
on foot as on horseback. Alas, said Sir Gawaine, it is great pity of him; and after 
this night I will seek him to-morrow, in this forest, to do him all the help I can. 
So on the morn Sir Gawaine took his leave of his host Sir Carados, and rode into 
the forest; and at the last he met with Sir Pelleas, making great moan out of 
measure, so each of them saluted other, and asked him why he made such 
sorrow. And as it is above rehearsed, Sir Pelleas told Sir Gawaine: But always I 
suffer her knights to fare so with me as ye saw yesterday, in trust at the last to 
win her love, for she knoweth well all her knights should not lightly win me, an 
me list to fight with them to the uttermost. Wherefore an I loved her not so sore, 
I had liefer die an hundred times, an I might die so oft, rather than I would suffer 
that despite; but I trust she will have pity upon me at the last, for love causeth 
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many a good knight to suffer to have his entent, but alas I am unfortunate. And 
therewith he made so great dole and sorrow that unnethe he might hold him on 
horseback. 

Now, said Sir Gawaine, leave your mourning and I shall promise you by the 
faith of my body to do all that lieth in my power to get you the love of your lady, 
and thereto I will plight you my troth. Ah, said Sir Pelleas, of what court are ye? 
tell me, I pray you, my good friend. And then Sir Gawaine said, I am of the court 
of King Arthur, and his sister's son, and King Lot of Orkney was my father, and 
my name is Sir Gawaine. And then he said, My name is Sir Pelleas, born in the 
Isles, and of many isles I am lord, and never have I loved lady nor damosel till 
now in an unhappy time; and, sir knight, since ye are so nigh cousin unto King 
Arthur, and a king's son, therefore betray me not but help me, for I may never 
come by her but by some good knight, for she is in a strong castle here, fast by 
within this four mile, and over all this country she is lady of. And so I may never 
come to her presence, but as I suffer her knights to take me, and but if I did so 
that I might have a sight of her, I had been dead long or this time; and yet fair 
word had I never of her, but when I am brought to-fore her she rebuketh me in 
the foulest manner. And then they take my horse and harness and put me out of 
the gates, and she will not suffer me to eat nor drink; and always I offer me to be 
her prisoner, but that she will not suffer me, for I would desire no more, what 
pains so ever I had, so that I might have a sight of her daily. Well, said Sir 
Gawaine, all this shall I amend an ye will do as I shall devise: I will have your 
horse and your armour, and so will I ride unto her castle and tell her that I have 
slain you, and so shall I come within her to cause her to cherish me, and then 
shall I do my true part that ye shall not fail to have the love of her. 


CHAPTER XXII. How Sir Gawaine came to the Lady Ettard, and how 
Sir Pelleas found them sleeping. 

AND therewith Sir Gawaine plight his troth unto Sir Pelleas to be true and 
faithful unto him; so each one plight their troth to other, and so they changed 
horses and harness, and Sir Gawaine departed, and came to the castle whereas 
stood the pavilions of this lady without the gate. And as soon as Ettard had 
espied Sir Gawaine she fled in toward the castle. Sir Gawaine spake on high, and 
bade her abide, for he was not Sir Pelleas; I am another knight that have slain Sir 
Pelleas. Do off your helm, said the Lady Ettard, that I may see your visage. And 
so when she saw that it was not Sir Pelleas, she bade him alight and led him unto 
her castle, and asked him faithfully whether he had slain Sir Pelleas. And he said 
her yea, and told her his name was Sir Gawaine of the court of King Arthur, and 
his sister's son. Truly, said she, that is great pity, for he was a passing good 
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knight of his body, but of all men alive I hated him most, for I could never be 
quit of him; and for ye have slain him I shall be your woman, and to do anything 
that might please you. So she made Sir Gawaine good cheer. Then Sir Gawaine 
said that he loved a lady and by no means she would love him. She is to blame, 
said Ettard, an she will not love you, for ye that be so well born a man, and such 
a man of prowess, there is no lady in the world too good for you. Will ye, said 
Sir Gawaine, promise me to do all that ye may, by the faith of your body, to get 
me the love of my lady? Yea, sir, said she, and that I promise you by the faith of 
my body. Now, said Sir Gawaine, it is yourself that I love so well, therefore I 
pray you hold your promise. I may not choose, said the Lady Ettard, but if I 
should be forsworn; and so she granted him to fulfil all his desire. 

So it was then in the month of May that she and Sir Gawaine went out of the 
castle and supped in a pavilion, and there was made a bed, and there Sir 
Gawaine and the Lady Ettard went to bed together, and in another pavilion she 
laid her damosels, and in the third pavilion she laid part of her knights, for then 
she had no dread of Sir Pelleas. And there Sir Gawaine lay with her in that 
pavilion two days and two nights. And on the third day, in the morning early, Sir 
Pelleas armed him, for he had never slept since Sir Gawaine departed from him; 
for Sir Gawaine had promised him by the faith of his body, to come to him unto 
his pavilion by that priory within the space of a day and a night. 

Then Sir Pelleas mounted upon horseback, and came to the pavilions that 
stood without the castle, and found in the first pavilion three knights in three 
beds, and three squires lying at their feet. Then went he to the second pavilion 
and found four gentlewomen lying in four beds. And then he yede to the third 
pavilion and found Sir Gawaine lying in bed with his Lady Ettard, and either 
clipping other in arms, and when he saw that his heart well-nigh brast for 
sorrow, and said: Alas! that ever a knight should be found so false; and then he 
took his horse and might not abide no longer for pure sorrow. And when he had 
ridden nigh half a mile he turned again and thought to slay them both; and when 
he saw them both so lie sleeping fast, unnethe he might hold him on horseback 
for sorrow, and said thus to himself, Though this knight be never so false, I will 
never slay him sleeping, for I will never destroy the high order of knighthood; 
and therewith he departed again. And or he had ridden half a mile he returned 
again, and thought then to slay them both, making the greatest sorrow that ever 
man made. And when he came to the pavilions, he tied his horse unto a tree, and 
pulled out his sword naked in his hand, and went to them thereas they lay, and 
yet he thought it were shame to slay them sleeping, and laid the naked sword 
overthwart both their throats, and so took his horse and rode his way. 

And when Sir Pelleas came to his pavilions he told his knights and his 
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squires how he had sped, and said thus to them, For your true and good service 
ye have done me I shall give you all my goods, for I will go unto my bed and 
never arise until I am dead. And when that I am dead I charge you that ye take 
the heart out of my body and bear it her betwixt two silver dishes, and tell her 
how I saw her lie with the false knight Sir Gawaine. Right so Sir Pelleas 
unarmed himself, and went unto his bed making marvellous dole and sorrow. 

When Sir Gawaine and Ettard awoke of their sleep, and found the naked 
sword overthwart their throats, then she knew well it was Sir Pelleas' sword. 
Alas! said she to Sir Gawaine, ye have betrayed me and Sir Pelleas both, for ye 
told me ye had slain him, and now I know well it is not so, he is alive. And if Sir 
Pelleas had been as uncourteous to you as ye have been to him ye had been a 
dead knight; but ye have deceived me and betrayed me falsely, that all ladies and 
damosels may beware by you and me. And therewith Sir Gawaine made him 
ready, and went into the forest. So it happed then that the Damosel of the Lake, 
Nimue, met with a knight of Sir Pelleas, that went on his foot in the forest 
making great dole, and she asked him the cause. And so the woful knight told 
her how his master and lord was betrayed through a knight and lady, and how he 
will never arise out of his bed till he be dead. Bring me to him, said she anon, 
and I will warrant his life he shall not die for love, and she that hath caused him 
so to love, she shall be in as evil plight as he is or it be long to, for it is no joy of 
such a proud lady that will have no mercy of such a valiant knight. Anon that 
knight brought her unto him, and when she saw him lie in his bed, she thought 
she saw never so likely a knight; and therewith she threw an enchantment upon 
him, and he fell asleep. And therewhile she rode unto the Lady Ettard, and 
charged no man to awake him till she came again. So within two hours she 
brought the Lady Ettard thither, and both ladies found him asleep: Lo, said the 
Damosel of the Lake, ye ought to be ashamed for to murder such a knight. And 
therewith she threw such an enchantment upon her that she loved him sore, that 
well-nigh she was out of her mind. O Lord Jesu, said the Lady Ettard, how is it 
befallen unto me that I love now him that I have most hated of any man alive? 
That is the righteous judgment of God, said the damosel. And then anon Sir 
Pelleas awaked and looked upon Ettard; and when he saw her he knew her, and 
then he hated her more than any woman alive, and said: Away, traitress, come 
never in my sight. And when she heard him say so, she wept and made great 
sorrow out of measure. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How Sir Pelleas loved no more Ettard by means of 
the Damosel of the Lake, whom he loved ever after. 
SIR KNIGHT PELLEAS, said the Damosel of the Lake, take your horse and 
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come forth with me out of this country, and ye shall love a lady that shall love 
you. I will well, said Sir Pelleas, for this Lady Ettard hath done me great despite 
and shame, and there he told her the beginning and ending, and how he had 
purposed never to have arisen till that he had been dead. And now such grace 
God hath sent me, that I hate her as much as ever I loved her, thanked be our 
Lord Jesus! Thank me, said the Damosel of the Lake. Anon Sir Pelleas armed 
him, and took his horse, and commanded his men to bring after his pavilions and 
his stuff where the Damosel of the Lake would assign. So the Lady Ettard died 
for sorrow, and the Damosel of the Lake rejoiced Sir Pelleas, and loved together 
during their life days. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How Sir Marhaus rode with the damosel, and how he 

came to the Duke of the South Marches. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Marhaus, that rode with the damosel of thirty winter 
of age, southward. And so they came into a deep forest, and by fortune they were 
nighted, and rode long in a deep way, and at the last they came unto a 
courtelage, and there they asked harbour. But the man of the courtelage would 
not lodge them for no treatise that they could treat, but thus much the good man 
said, An ye will take the adventure of your lodging, I shall bring you where ye 
shall be lodged. What adventure is that that I shall have for my lodging? said Sir 
Marhaus. Ye shall wit when ye come there, said the good man. Sir, what 
adventure so it be, bring me thither I pray thee, said Sir Marhaus; for I am 
weary, my damosel, and my horse. So the good man went and opened the gate, 
and within an hour he brought him unto a fair castle, and then the poor man 
called the porter, and anon he was let into the castle, and so he told the lord how 
he brought him a knight errant and a damosel that would be lodged with him. Let 
him in, said the lord, it may happen he shall repent that they took their lodging 
here. 

So Sir Marhaus was let in with torchlight, and there was a goodly sight of 
young men that welcomed him. And then his horse was led into the stable, and 
he and the damosel were brought into the hall, and there stood a mighty duke 
and many goodly men about him. Then this lord asked him what he hight, and 
from whence he came, and with whom he dwelt. Sir, he said, I am a knight of 
King Arthur's and knight of the Table Round, and my name is Sir Marhaus, and 
born I am in Ireland. And then said the duke to him, That me sore repenteth: the 
cause is this, for I love not thy lord nor none of thy fellows of the Table Round; 
and therefore ease thyself this night as well as thou mayest, for as to-morn I and 
my six sons shall match with you. Is there no remedy but that I must have ado 
with you and your six sons at once? said Sir Marhaus. No, said the duke, for this 
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cause I made mine avow, for Sir Gawaine slew my seven sons in a recounter, 
therefore I made mine avow, there should never knight of King Arthur's court 
lodge with me, or come thereas I might have ado with him, but that I would have 
a revenging of my sons’ death. What is your name? said Sir Marhaus; I require 
you tell me, an it please you. Wit thou well I am the Duke of South Marches. 
Ah, said Sir Marhaus, I have heard say that ye have been long time a great foe 
unto my lord Arthur and to his knights. That shall ye feel to-morn, said the duke. 
Shall I have ado with you? said Sir Marhaus. Yea, said the duke, thereof shalt 
thou not choose, and therefore take you to your chamber, and ye shall have all 
that to you longeth. So Sir Marhaus departed and was led to a chamber, and his 
damosel was led unto her chamber. And on the morn the duke sent unto Sir 
Marhaus and bade make him ready. And so Sir Marhaus arose and armed him, 
and then there was a mass sung afore him, and brake his fast, and so mounted on 
horseback in the court of the castle where they should do the battle. So there was 
the duke all ready on horseback, clean armed, and his six sons by him, and 
everych had a spear in his hand, and so they encountered, whereas the duke and 
his two sons brake their spears upon him, but Sir Marhaus held up his spear and 
touched none of them. 


CHAPTER XXV. How Sir Marhaus fought with the duke and his four 
sons and made them to yield them. 

THEN came the four sons by couple, and two of them brake their spears, and 
so did the other two. And all this while Sir Marhaus touched them not. Then Sir 
Marhaus ran to the duke, and smote him with his spear that horse and man fell to 
the earth, and so he served his sons; and then Sir Marhaus alighted down and 
bade the duke yield him or else he would slay him. And then some of his sons 
recovered, and would have set upon Sir Marhaus; then Sir Marhaus said to the 
duke, Cease thy sons, or else I will do the uttermost to you all. Then the duke 
saw he might not escape the death, he cried to his sons, and charged them to 
yield them to Sir Marhaus; and they kneeled all down and put the pommels of 
their swords to the knight, and so he received them. And then they helped up 
their father, and so by their cominal assent promised to Sir Marhaus never to be 
foes unto King Arthur, and thereupon at Whitsuntide after to come, he and his 
sons, and put them in the king's grace. 

Then Sir Marhaus departed, and within two days his damosel brought him 
whereas was a great tournament that the Lady de Vawse had cried. And who that 
did best should have a rich circlet of gold worth a thousand besants. And there 
Sir Marhaus did so nobly that he was renowned, and had sometime down forty 
knights, and so the circlet of gold was rewarded him. Then he departed from 
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them with great worship; and so within seven nights his damosel brought him to 
an earl's place, his name was the Earl Fergus, that after was Sir Tristram's 
knight; and this earl was but a young man, and late come into his lands, and 
there was a giant fast by him that hight Taulurd, and he had another brother in 
Cornwall that hight Taulas, that Sir Tristram slew when he was out of his mind. 
So this earl made his complaint unto Sir Marhaus, that there was a giant by him 
that destroyed all his lands, and how he durst nowhere ride nor go for him. Sir, 
said the knight, whether useth he to fight on horseback or on foot? Nay, said the 
earl, there may no horse bear him. Well, said Sir Marhaus, then will I fight with 
him on foot; so on the morn Sir Marhaus prayed the earl that one of his men 
might bring him whereas the giant was; and so he was, for he saw him sit under 
a tree of holly, and many clubs of iron and gisarms about him. So this knight 
dressed him to the giant, putting his shield afore him, and the giant took an iron 
club in his hand, and at the first stroke he clave Sir Marhaus' shield in two 
pieces. And there he was in great peril, for the giant was a wily fighter, but at 
last Sir Marhaus smote off his right arm above the elbow. 

Then the giant fled and the knight after him, and so he drove him into a 
water, but the giant was so high that he might not wade after him. And then Sir 
Marhaus made the Earl Fergus' man to fetch him stones, and with those stones 
the knight gave the giant many sore knocks, till at the last he made him fall 
down into the water, and so was he there dead. Then Sir Marhaus went unto the 
giant's castle, and there he delivered twenty-four ladies and twelve knights out of 
the giant's prison, and there he had great riches without number, so that the days 
of his life he was never poor man. Then he returned to the Earl Fergus, the which 
thanked him greatly, and would have given him half his lands, but he would 
none take. So Sir Marhaus dwelled with the earl nigh half a year, for he was sore 
bruised with the giant, and at the last he took his leave. And as he rode by the 
way, he met with Sir Gawaine and Sir Uwaine, and so by adventure he met with 
four knights of Arthur's court, the first was Sir Sagramore le Desirous, Sir 
Osanna, Sir Dodinas le Savage, and Sir Felot of Listinoise; and there Sir 
Marhaus with one spear smote down these four knights, and hurt them sore. So 
he departed to meet at his day aforeset. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How Sir Uwaine rode with the damosel of sixty year 
of age, and how he gat the prize at tourneying. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Uwaine, that rode westward with his damosel of three 
score winter of age, and she brought him thereas was a tournament nigh the 
march of Wales. And at that tournament Sir Uwaine smote down thirty knights, 
therefore was given him the prize, and that was a gerfalcon, and a white steed 
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trapped with cloth of gold. So then Sir Uwaine did many strange adventures by 
the means of the old damosel, and so she brought him to a lady that was called 
the Lady of the Rock, the which was much courteous. So there were in the 
country two knights that were brethren, and they were called two perilous 
knights, the one knight hight Sir Edward of the Red Castle, and the other Sir Hue 
of the Red Castle; and these two brethren had disherited the Lady of the Rock of 
a barony of lands by their extortion. And as this knight was lodged with this lady 
she made her complaint to him of these two knights. 

Madam, said Sir Uwaine, they are to blame, for they do against the high 
order of knighthood, and the oath that they made; and if it like you I will speak 
with them, because I am a knight of King Arthur's, and I will entreat them with 
fairness; and if they will not, I shall do battle with them, and in the defence of 
your right. Gramercy said the lady, and thereas I may not acquit you, God shall. 
So on the morn the two knights were sent for, that they should come thither to 
speak with the Lady of the Rock, and wit ye well they failed not, for they came 
with an hundred horse. But when this lady saw them in this manner so big, she 
would not suffer Sir Uwaine to go out to them upon no surety nor for no fair 
language, but she made him speak with them over a tower, but finally these two 
brethren would not be entreated, and answered that they would keep that they 
had. Well, said Sir Uwaine, then will I fight with one of you, and prove that ye 
do this lady wrong. That will we not, said they, for an we do battle, we two will 
fight with one knight at once, and therefore if ye will fight so, we will be ready 
at what hour ye will assign. And if ye win us in battle the lady shall have her 
lands again. Ye say well, said Sir Uwaine, therefore make you ready so that ye 
be here to-morn in the defence of the lady's right. 


CHAPTER XXVII. How Sir Uwaine fought with two knights and 
overcame them. 

SO was there sikerness made on both parties that no treason should be 
wrought on neither party; so then the knights departed and made them ready, and 
that night Sir Uwaine had great cheer. And on the morn he arose early and heard 
mass, and brake his fast, and so he rode unto the plain without the gates, where 
hoved the two brethren abiding him. So they rode together passing sore, that Sir 
Edward and Sir Hue brake their spears upon Sir Uwaine. And Sir Uwaine smote 
Sir Edward that he fell over his horse and yet his spear brast not. And then he 
spurred his horse and came upon Sir Hue and overthrew him, but they soon 
recovered and dressed their shields and drew their swords and bade Sir Uwaine 
alight and do his battle to the uttermost. Then Sir Uwaine devoided his horse 
suddenly, and put his shield afore him and drew his sword, and so they dressed 
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together, and either gave other such strokes, and there these two brethren 
wounded Sir Uwaine passing grievously that the Lady of the Rock weened he 
should have died. And thus they fought together five hours as men raged out of 
reason. And at the last Sir Uwaine smote Sir Edward upon the helm such a 
stroke that his sword carved unto his canel bone, and then Sir Hue abated his 
courage, but Sir Uwaine pressed fast to have slain him. That saw Sir Hue: he 
kneeled down and yielded him to Sir Uwaine. And he of his gentleness received 
his sword, and took him by the hand, and went into the castle together. Then the 
Lady of the Rock was passing glad, and the other brother made great sorrow for 
his brother's death. Then the lady was restored of all her lands, and Sir Hue was 
commanded to be at the court of King Arthur at the next feast of Pentecost. So 
Sir Uwaine dwelt with the lady nigh half a year, for it was long or he might be 
whole of his great hurts. And so when it drew nigh the term-day that Sir 
Gawaine, Sir Marhaus, and Sir Uwaine should meet at the cross-way, then every 
knight drew him thither to hold his promise that they had made; and Sir Marhaus 
and Sir Uwaine brought their damosels with them, but Sir Gawaine had lost his 
damosel, as it is afore rehearsed. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. How at the year's end all three knights with their 
three damosels met at the fountain. 

RIGHT so at the twelvemonths' end they met all three knights at the fountain 
and their damosels, but the damosel that Sir Gawaine had could say but little 
worship of him so they departed from the damosels and rode through a great 
forest, and there they met with a messenger that came from King Arthur, that 
had sought them well-nigh a twelvemonth throughout all England, Wales, and 
Scotland, and charged if ever he might find Sir Gawaine and Sir Uwaine to bring 
them to the court again. And then were they all glad, and so prayed they Sir 
Marhaus to ride with them to the king's court. And so within twelve days they 
came to Camelot, and the king was passing glad of their coming, and so was all 
the court. Then the king made them to swear upon a book to tell him all their 
adventures that had befallen them that twelvemonth, and so they did. And there 
was Sir Marhaus well known, for there were knights that he had matched 
aforetime, and he was named one of the best knights living. 

Against the feast of Pentecost came the Damosel of the Lake and brought 
with her Sir Pelleas; and at that high feast there was great jousting of knights, 
and of all knights that were at that jousts, Sir Pelleas had the prize, and Sir 
Marhaus was named the next; but Sir Pelleas was so strong there might but few 
knights sit him a buffet with a spear. And at that next feast Sir Pelleas and Sir 
Marhaus were made knights of the Table Round, for there were two sieges void, 
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for two knights were slain that twelvemonth, and great joy had King Arthur of 
Sir Pelleas and of Sir Marhaus. But Pelleas loved never after Sir Gawaine, but as 
he spared him for the love of King Arthur; but ofttimes at jousts and tournaments 
Sir Pelleas quit Sir Gawaine, for so it rehearseth in the book of French. So Sir 
Tristram many days after fought with Sir Marhaus in an island, and there they 
did a great battle, but at the last Sir Tristram slew him, so Sir Tristram was 
wounded that unnethe he might recover, and lay at a nunnery half a year. And 
Sir Pelleas was a worshipful knight, and was one of the four that achieved the 
Sangreal, and the Damosel of the Lake made by her means that never he had ado 
with Sir Launcelot de Lake, for where Sir Launcelot was at any jousts or any 
tournament, she would not suffer him be there that day, but if it were on the side 
of Sir Launcelot. 
Explicit liber quartus. Incipit liber quintus. 
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BOOK V 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How twelve aged ambassadors of Rome came to King 
Arthur to demand truage for Britain. 

WHEN King Arthur had after long war rested, and held a royal feast and 
Table Round with his allies of kings, princes, and noble knights all of the Round 
Table, there came into his hall, he sitting in his throne royal, twelve ancient men, 
bearing each of them a branch of olive, in token that they came as ambassadors 
and messengers from the Emperor Lucius, which was called at that time, 
Dictator or Procuror of the Public Weal of Rome. Which said messengers, after 
their entering and coming into the presence of King Arthur, did to him their 
obeisance in making to him reverence, and said to him in this wise: The high and 
mighty Emperor Lucius sendeth to the King of Britain greeting, commanding 
thee to acknowledge him for thy lord, and to send him the truage due of this 
realm unto the Empire, which thy father and other to-fore thy precessors have 
paid as is of record, and thou as rebel not knowing him as thy sovereign, 
withholdest and retainest contrary to the statutes and decrees made by the noble 
and worthy Julius Cesar, conqueror of this realm, and first Emperor of Rome. 
And if thou refuse his demand and commandment know thou for certain that he 
shall make strong war against thee, thy realms and lands, and shall chastise thee 
and thy subjects, that it shall be ensample perpetual unto all kings and princes, 
for to deny their truage unto that noble empire which domineth upon the 
universal world. Then when they had showed the effect of their message, the 
king commanded them to withdraw them, and said he should take advice of 
council and give to them an answer. Then some of the young knights, hearing 
this their message, would have run on them to have slain them, saying that it was 
a rebuke to all the knights there being present to suffer them to say so to the 
king. And anon the king commanded that none of them, upon pain of death, to 
missay them nor do them any harm, and commanded a knight to bring them to 
their lodging, and see that they have all that is necessary and requisite for them, 
with the best cheer, and that no dainty be spared, for the Romans be great lords, 
and though their message please me not nor my court, yet I must remember mine 
honour. 
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After this the king let call all his lords and knights of the Round Table to 
counsel upon this matter, and desired them to say their advice. Then Sir Cador of 
Cornwall spake first and said, Sir, this message liketh me well, for we have 
many days rested us and have been idle, and now I hope ye shall make sharp war 
on the Romans, where I doubt not we shall get honour. I believe well, said 
Arthur, that this matter pleaseth thee well, but these answers may not be 
answered, for the demand grieveth me sore, for truly I will never pay truage to 
Rome, wherefore I pray you to counsel me. I have understood that Belinus and 
Brenius, kings of Britain, have had the empire in their hands many days, and 
also Constantine the son of Heleine, which is an open evidence that we owe no 
tribute to Rome but of right we that be descended of them have right to claim the 
title of the empire. 


CHAPTER II. How the kings and lords promised to King Arthur aid 
and help against the Romans. 

THEN answered King Anguish of Scotland, Sir, ye ought of right to be 
above all other kings, for unto you is none like nor pareil in Christendom, of 
knighthood nor of dignity, and I counsel you never to obey the Romans, for 
when they reigned on us they distressed our elders, and put this land to great 
extortions and tallies, wherefore I make here mine avow to avenge me on them; 
and for to strengthen your quarrel I shall furnish twenty thousand good men of 
war, and wage them on my costs, which shall await on you with myself when it 
shall please you. And the king of Little Britain granted him to the same thirty 
thousand; wherefore King Arthur thanked them. And then every man agreed to 
make war, and to aid after their power; that is to wit, the lord of West Wales 
promised to bring thirty thousand men, and Sir Uwaine, Sir Ider his son, with 
their cousins, promised to bring thirty thousand. Then Sir Launcelot with all 
other promised in likewise every man a great multitude. 

And when King Arthur understood their courages and good wills he thanked 
them heartily, and after let call the ambassadors to hear their answer. And in 
presence of all his lords and knights he said to them in this wise: I will that ye 
return unto your lord and Procuror of the Common Weal for the Romans, and 
say ye to him, Of his demand and commandment I set nothing, and that I know 
of no truage nor tribute that I owe to him, nor to none earthly prince, Christian 
nor heathen; but I pretend to have and occupy the sovereignty of the empire, 
wherein I am entitled by the right of my predecessors, sometime kings of this 
land; and say to him that I am delibered and fully concluded, to go with mine 
army with strength and power unto Rome, by the grace of God, to take 
possession in the empire and subdue them that be rebel. Wherefore I command 
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him and all them of Rome, that incontinent they make to me their homage, and 
to acknowledge me for their Emperor and Governor, upon pain that shall ensue. 
And then he commanded his treasurer to give to them great and large gifts, and 
to pay all their dispenses, and assigned Sir Cador to convey them out of the land. 
And so they took their leave and departed, and took their shipping at Sandwich, 
and passed forth by Flanders, Almaine, the mountains, and all Italy, until they 
came unto Lucius. And after the reverence made, they made relation of their 
answer, like as ye to-fore have heard. 

When the Emperor Lucius had well understood their credence, he was sore 
moved as he had been all araged, and said, I had supposed that Arthur would 
have obeyed to my commandment, and have served you himself, as him well 
beseemed or any other king to do. O Sir, said one of the senators, let be such 
vain words, for we let you wit that I and my fellows were full sore afeard to 
behold his countenance; I fear me ye have made a rod for yourself, for he 
intendeth to be lord of this empire, which sore is to be doubted if he come, for he 
is all another man than ye ween, and holdeth the most noble court of the world, 
all other kings nor princes may not compare unto his noble maintenance. On 
New Year's Day we saw him in his estate, which was the royalest that ever we 
saw, for he was served at his table with nine kings, and the noblest fellowship of 
other princes, lords, and knights that be in the world, and every knight approved 
and like a lord, and holdeth Table Round: and in his person the most manly man 
that liveth, and is like to conquer all the world, for unto his courage it is too 
little: wherefore I advise you to keep well your marches and straits in the 
mountains; for certainly he is a lord to be doubted. Well, said Lucius, before 
Easter I suppose to pass the mountains, and so forth into France, and there 
bereave him his lands with Genoese and other mighty warriors of Tuscany and 
Lombardy. And I shall send for them all that be subjects and allied to the empire 
of Rome to come to mine aid. And forthwith sent old wise knights unto these 
countries following: first to Ambage and Arrage, to Alexandria, to India, to 
Armenia, whereas the river of Euphrates runneth into Asia, to Africa, and 
Europe the Large, to Ertayne and Elamye, to Araby, Egypt, and to Damascus, to 
Damietta and Cayer, to Cappadocia, to Tarsus, Turkey, Pontus and Pamphylia, 
to Syria and Galatia. And all these were subject to Rome and many more, as 
Greece, Cyprus, Macedonia, Calabria, Cateland, Portugal, with many thousands 
of Spaniards. Thus all these kings, dukes, and admirals, assembled about Rome, 
with sixteen kings at once, with great multitude of people. When the emperor 
understood their coming he made ready his Romans and all the people between 
him and Flanders. 

Also he had gotten with him fifty giants which had been engendered of 
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fiends; and they were ordained to guard his person, and to break the front of the 
battle of King Arthur. And thus departed from Rome, and came down the 
mountains for to destroy the lands that Arthur had conquered, and came unto 
Cologne, and besieged a castle thereby, and won it soon, and stuffed it with two 
hundred Saracens or Infidels, and after destroyed many fair countries which 
Arthur had won of King Claudas. And thus Lucius came with all his host, which 
were disperplyd sixty mile in breadth, and commanded them to meet with him in 
Burgoyne, for he purposed to destroy the realm of Little Britain. 


CHAPTER III. How King Arthur held a parliament at York, and how 
he ordained the realm should be governed in his absence. 

NOW leave we of Lucius the Emperor and speak we of King Arthur, that 
commanded all them of his retinue to be ready at the utas of Hilary for to hold a 
parliament at York. And at that parliament was concluded to arrest all the navy 
of the land, and to be ready within fifteen days at Sandwich, and there he 
showed to his army how he purposed to conquer the empire which he ought to 
have of right. And there he ordained two governors of this realm, that is to say, 
Sir Baudwin of Britain, for to counsel to the best, and Sir Constantine, son to Sir 
Cador of Cornwall, which after the death of Arthur was king of this realm. And 
in the presence of all his lords he resigned the rule of the realm and Guenever his 
queen to them, wherefore Sir Launcelot was wroth, for he left Sir Tristram with 
King Mark for the love of Beale Isould. Then the Queen Guenever made great 
sorrow for the departing of her lord and other, and swooned in such wise that the 
ladies bare her into her chamber. Thus the king with his great army departed, 
leaving the queen and realm in the governance of Sir Baudwin and Constantine. 
And when he was on his horse he said with an high voice, If I die in this journey 
I will that Sir Constantine be mine heir and king crowned of this realm as next of 
my blood. And after departed and entered into the sea at Sandwich with all his 
army, with a great multitude of ships, galleys, cogs, and dromounds, sailing on 
the sea. 


CHAPTER IV. How King Arthur being shipped and lying in his cabin 
had a marvellous dream and of the exposition thereof. 

AND as the king lay in his cabin in the ship, he fell in a slumbering and 
dreamed a marvellous dream: him seemed that a dreadful dragon did drown 
much of his people, and he came flying out of the west, and his head was 
enamelled with azure, and his shoulders shone as gold, his belly like mails of a 
marvellous hue, his tail full of tatters, his feet full of fine sable, and his claws 
like fine gold; and an hideous flame of fire flew out of his mouth, like as the land 
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and water had flamed all of fire. After, him seemed there came out of the orient, 
a grimly boar all black in a cloud, and his paws as big as a post; he was rugged 
looking roughly, he was the foulest beast that ever man saw, he roared and 
romed so hideously that it were marvel to hear. Then the dreadful dragon 
advanced him and came in the wind like a falcon giving great strokes on the 
boar, and the boar hit him again with his grizzly tusks that his breast was all 
bloody, and that the hot blood made all the sea red of his blood. Then the dragon 
flew away all on an height, and came down with such a swough, and smote the 
boar on the ridge, which was ten foot large from the head to the tail, and smote 
the boar all to powder both flesh and bones, that it flittered all abroad on the sea. 

And therewith the king awoke anon, and was sore abashed of this dream, and 
sent anon for a wise philosopher, commanding to tell him the signification of his 
dream. Sir, said the philosopher, the dragon that thou dreamedst of betokeneth 
thine own person that sailest here, and the colours of his wings be thy realms that 
thou hast won, and his tail which is all to-tattered signifieth the noble knights of 
the Round Table; and the boar that the dragon slew coming from the clouds 
betokeneth some tyrant that tormenteth the people, or else thou art like to fight 
with some giant thyself, being horrible and abominable, whose peer ye saw 
never in your days, wherefore of this dreadful dream doubt thee nothing, but as a 
conqueror come forth thyself. 

Then after this soon they had sight of land, and sailed till they arrived at 
Barflete in Flanders, and when they were there he found many of his great lords 
ready, as they had been commanded to wait upon him. 


CHAPTER V. How a man of the country told to him of a marvellous 
giant, and how he fought and conquered him. 

THEN came to him an husbandman of the country, and told him how there 
was in the country of Constantine beside Brittany, a great giant which had slain, 
murdered and devoured much people of the country, and had been sustained 
seven year with the children of the commons of that land, insomuch that all the 
children be all slain and destroyed; and now late he hath taken the Duchess of 
Brittany as she rode with her meiny, and hath led her to his lodging which is in a 
mountain, for to ravish and lie by her to her life's end, and many people followed 
her, more than five hundred, but all they might not rescue her, but they left her 
shrieking and crying lamentably, wherefore I suppose that he hath slain her in 
fulfilling his foul lust of lechery. She was wife unto thy cousin Sir Howell, 
whom we call full nigh of thy blood. Now, as thou art a rightful king, have pity 
on this lady, and revenge us all as thou art a noble conqueror. Alas, said King 
Arthur, this is a great mischief, I had liefer than the best realm that I have that I 
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had been a furlong way to-fore him for to have rescued that lady. Now, fellow, 
said King Arthur, canst thou bring me thereas this giant haunteth? Yea, Sir, said 
the good man, look yonder whereas thou seest those two great fires, there shalt 
thou find him, and more treasure than I suppose is in all France. When the king 
had understood this piteous case, he returned into his tent. 

Then he called to him Sir Kay and Sir Bedivere, and commanded them 
secretly to make ready horse and harness for himself and them twain; for after 
evensong he would ride on pilgrimage with them two only unto Saint Michael's 
mount. And then anon he made him ready, and armed him at all points, and took 
his horse and his shield. And so they three departed thence and rode forth as fast 
as ever they might till that they came to the foreland of that mount. And there 
they alighted, and the king commanded them to tarry there, for he would himself 
go up into that mount. And so he ascended up into that hill till he came to a great 
fire, and there he found a careful widow wringing her hands and making great 
sorrow, sitting by a grave new made. And then King Arthur saluted her, and 
demanded of her wherefore she made such lamentation, to whom she answered 
and said, Sir knight, speak soft, for yonder is a devil, if he hear thee speak he 
will come and destroy thee; I hold thee unhappy; what dost thou here in this 
mountain? for if ye were such fifty as ye be, ye were not able to make resistance 
against this devil: here lieth a duchess dead, the which was the fairest of all the 
world, wife to Sir Howell, Duke of Brittany, he hath murdered her in forcing her, 
and hath slit her unto the navel. 

Dame, said the king, I come from the noble conqueror King Arthur, for to 
treat with that tyrant for his liege people. Fie on such treaties, said she, he setteth 
not by the king nor by no man else; but an if thou have brought Arthur's wife, 
dame Guenever, he shall be gladder than thou hadst given to him half France. 
Beware, approach him not too nigh, for he hath vanquished fifteen kings, and 
hath made him a coat full of precious stones embroidered with their beards, 
which they sent him to have his love for salvation of their people at this last 
Christmas. And if thou wilt, speak with him at yonder great fire at supper. Well, 
said Arthur, I will accomplish my message for all your fearful words; and went 
forth by the crest of that hill, and saw where he sat at supper gnawing on a limb 
of a man, baking his broad limbs by the fire, and breechless, and three fair 
damosels turning three broaches whereon were broached twelve young children 
late born, like young birds. 

When King Arthur beheld that piteous sight he had great compassion on 
them, so that his heart bled for sorrow, and hailed him, saying in this wise: He 
that all the world wieldeth give thee short life and shameful death; and the devil 
have thy soul; why hast thou murdered these young innocent children, and 
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murdered this duchess? Therefore, arise and dress thee, thou glutton, for this day 
shalt thou die of my hand. Then the glutton anon started up, and took a great 
club in his hand, and smote at the king that his coronal fell to the earth. And the 
king hit him again that he carved his belly and cut off his genitours, that his guts 
and his entrails fell down to the ground. Then the giant threw away his club, and 
caught the king in his arms that he crushed his ribs. Then the three maidens 
kneeled down and called to Christ for help and comfort of Arthur. And then 
Arthur weltered and wrung, that he was other while under and another time 
above. And so weltering and wallowing they rolled down the hill till they came 
to the sea mark, and ever as they so weltered Arthur smote him with his dagger. 

And it fortuned they came to the place whereas the two knights were and 
kept Arthur's horse; then when they saw the king fast in the giant's arms they 
came and loosed him. And then the king commanded Sir Kay to smite off the 
giant's head, and to set it upon a truncheon of a spear, and bear it to Sir Howell, 
and tell him that his enemy was slain; and after let this head be bound to a 
barbican that all the people may see and behold it; and go ye two up to the 
mountain, and fetch me my shield, my sword, and the club of iron; and as for the 
treasure, take ye it, for ye shall find there goods out of number; so I have the 
kirtle and the club I desire no more. This was the fiercest giant that ever I met 
with, save one in the mount of Araby, which I overcame, but this was greater 
and fiercer. Then the knights fetched the club and the kirtle, and some of the 
treasure they took to themselves, and returned again to the host. And anon this 
was known through all the country, wherefore the people came and thanked the 
king. And he said again, Give the thanks to God, and depart the goods among 
you. 

And after that King Arthur said and commanded his cousin Howell, that he 
should ordain for a church to be builded on the same hill in the worship of Saint 
Michael. And on the morn the king removed with his great battle, and came into 
Champayne and in a valley, and there they pight their tents; and the king being 
set at his dinner, there came in two messengers, of whom that one was Marshal 
of France, and said to the king that the emperor was entered into France, and had 
destroyed a great part, and was in Burgoyne, and had destroyed and made great 
slaughter of people, and burnt towns and boroughs; wherefore, if thou come not 
hastily, they must yield up their bodies and goods. 


CHAPTER VI. How King Arthur sent Sir Gawaine and other to Lucius, 
and how they were assailed and escaped with worship. 

THEN the king did do call Sir Gawaine, Sir Bors, Sir Lionel, and Sir 

Bedivere, and commanded them to go straight to Sir Lucius, and say ye to him 
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that hastily he remove out of my land; and if he will not, bid him make him 
ready to battle and not distress the poor people. Then anon these noble knights 
dressed them to horseback, and when they came to the green wood, they saw 
many pavilions set in a meadow, of silk of divers colours, beside a river, and the 
emperor's pavilion was in the middle with an eagle displayed above. To the 
which tent our knights rode toward, and ordained Sir Gawaine and Sir Bors to do 
the message, and left in a bushment Sir Lionel and Sir Bedivere. And then Sir 
Gawaine and Sir Bors did their message, and commanded Lucius, in Arthur's 
name to avoid his land, or shortly to address him to battle. To whom Lucius 
answered and said, Ye shall return to your lord, and say ye to him that I shall 
subdue him and all his lands. Then Sir Gawaine was wroth and said, I had liefer 
than all France fight against thee; and so had I, said Sir Bors, liefer than all 
Brittany or Burgoyne. 

Then a knight named Sir Gainus, nigh cousin to the emperor, said, Lo, how 
these Britons be full of pride and boast, and they brag as though they bare up all 
the world. Then Sir Gawaine was sore grieved with these words, and pulled out 
his sword and smote off his head. And therewith turned their horses and rode 
over waters and through woods till they came to their bushment, whereas Sir 
Lionel and Sir Bedivere were hoving. The Romans followed fast after, on 
horseback and on foot, over a champaign unto a wood; then Sir Bors turned his 
horse and saw a knight come fast on, whom he smote through the body with a 
spear that he fell dead down to the earth; then came Caliburn one of the strongest 
of Pavie, and smote down many of Arthur's knights. And when Sir Bors saw him 
do so much harm, he addressed toward him, and smote him through the breast, 
that he fell down dead to the earth. Then Sir Feldenak thought to revenge the 
death of Gainus upon Sir Gawaine, but Sir Gawaine was ware thereof, and smote 
him on the head, which stroke stinted not till it came to his breast. And then he 
returned and came to his fellows in the bushment. And there was a recounter, for 
the bushment brake on the Romans, and slew and hew down the Romans, and 
forced the Romans to flee and return, whom the noble knights chased unto their 
tents. 

Then the Romans gathered more people, and also footmen came on, and 
there was a new battle, and so much people that Sir Bors and Sir Berel were 
taken. But when Sir Gawaine saw that, he took with him Sir Idrus the good 
knight, and said he would never see King Arthur but if he rescued them, and 
pulled out Galatine his good sword, and followed them that led those two 
knights away; and he smote him that led Sir Bors, and took Sir Bors from him 
and delivered him to his fellows. And Sir Idrus in likewise rescued Sir Berel. 
Then began the battle to be great, that our knights were in great jeopardy, 
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wherefore Sir Gawaine sent to King Arthur for succour, and that he hie him, for 
I am sore wounded, and that our prisoners may pay goods out of number. And 
the messenger came to the king and told him his message. And anon the king did 
do assemble his army, but anon, or he departed the prisoners were come, and Sir 
Gawaine and his fellows gat the field and put the Romans to flight, and after 
returned and came with their fellowship in such wise that no man of worship was 
lost of them, save that Sir Gawaine was sore hurt. Then the king did do ransack 
his wounds and comforted him. And thus was the beginning of the first journey 
of the Britons and Romans, and there were slain of the Romans more than ten 
thousand, and great joy and mirth was made that night in the host of King 
Arthur. And on the morn he sent all the prisoners into Paris under the guard of 
Sir Launcelot, with many knights, and of Sir Cador. 


CHAPTER VII. How Lucius sent certain spies in a bushment for to have 

taken his knights being prisoners, and how they were letted. 

NOW turn we to the Emperor of Rome, which espied that these prisoners 
should be sent to Paris, and anon he sent to lie in a bushment certain knights and 
princes with sixty thousand men, for to rescue his knights and lords that were 
prisoners. And so on the morn as Launcelot and Sir Cador, chieftains and 
governors of all them that conveyed the prisoners, as they should pass through a 
wood, Sir Launcelot sent certain knights to espy if any were in the woods to let 
them. And when the said knights came into the wood, anon they espied and saw 
the great embushment, and returned and told Sir Launcelot that there lay in await 
for them three score thousand Romans. And then Sir Launcelot with such 
knights as he had, and men of war to the number of ten thousand, put them in 
array, and met with them and fought with them manly, and slew and detrenched 
many of the Romans, and slew many knights and admirals of the party of the 
Romans and Saracens; there was slain the king of Lyly and three great lords, 
Aladuke, Herawd, and Heringdale. But Sir Launcelot fought so nobly that no 
man might endure a stroke of his hand, but where he came he showed his 
prowess and might, for he slew down right on every side; and the Romans and 
Saracens fled from him as the sheep from the wolf or from the lion, and put 
them, all that abode alive, to flight. 

And so long they fought that tidings came to King Arthur, and anon he 
graithed him and came to the battle, and saw his knights how they had 
vanquished the battle, he embraced them knight by knight in his arms, and said, 
Ye be worthy to wield all your honour and worship; there was never king save 
myself that had so noble knights. Sir, said Cador, there was none of us failed 
other, but of the prowess and manhood of Sir Launcelot were more than wonder 
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to tell, and also of his cousins which did that day many noble feats of war. And 
also Sir Cador told who of his knights were slain, as Sir Berel, and other Sir 
Moris and Sir Maurel, two good knights. Then the king wept, and dried his eyes 
with a kerchief, and said, Your courage had near-hand destroyed you, for though 
ye had returned again, ye had lost no worship; for I call it folly, knights to abide 
when they be overmatched. Nay, said Launcelot and the other, for once shamed 
may never be recovered. 


CHAPTER VIII. How a senator told to Lucius of their discomfiture, and 

also of the great battle between Arthur and Lucius. 

NOW leave we King Arthur and his noble knights which had won the field, 
and had brought their prisoners to Paris, and speak we of a senator which 
escaped from the battle, and came to Lucius the emperor, and said to him, Sir 
emperor, I advise thee for to withdraw thee; what dost thou here? thou shalt win 
nothing in these marches but great strokes out of all measure, for this day one of 
Arthur's knights was worth in the battle an hundred of ours. Fie on thee, said 
Lucius, thou speakest cowardly; for thy words grieve me more than all the loss 
that I had this day. And anon he sent forth a king, which hight Sir Leomie, with a 
great army, and bade him hie him fast to-fore, and he would follow hastily after. 
King Arthur was warned privily, and sent his people to Sessoine, and took up the 
towns and castles from the Romans. Then the king commanded Sir Cador to take 
the rearward, and to take with him certain knights of the Round Table, and Sir 
Launcelot, Sir Bors, Sir Kay, Sir Marrok, with Sir Marhaus, shall await on our 
person. Thus the King Arthur disperpled his host in divers parties, to the end that 
his enemies should not escape. 

When the emperor was entered into the vale of Sessoine, he might see where 
King Arthur was embattled and his banner displayed; and he was beset round 
about with his enemies, that needs he must fight or yield him, for he might not 
flee, but said openly unto the Romans, Sirs, I admonish you that this day ye fight 
and acquit you as men, and remember how Rome domineth and is chief and 
head over all the earth and universal world, and suffer not these Britons this day 
to abide against us; and therewith he did command his trumpets to blow the 
bloody sounds, in such wise that the ground trembled and dindled. 

Then the battles approached and shoved and shouted on both sides, and great 
strokes were smitten on both sides, many men overthrown, hurt, and slain; and 
great valiances, prowesses and appertices of war were that day showed, which 
were over long to recount the noble feats of every man, for they should contain 
an whole volume. But in especial, King Arthur rode in the battle exhorting his 
knights to do well, and himself did as nobly with his hands as was possible a 
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man to do; he drew out Excalibur his sword, and awaited ever whereas the 
Romans were thickest and most grieved his people, and anon he addressed him 
on that part, and hew and slew down right, and rescued his people; and he slew a 
great giant named Galapas, which was a man of an huge quantity and height, he 
shorted him and smote off both his legs by the knees, saying, Now art thou better 
of a size to deal with than thou were, and after smote off his head. There Sir 
Gawaine fought nobly and slew three admirals in that battle. And so did all the 
knights of the Round Table. Thus the battle between King Arthur and Lucius the 
Emperor endured long. Lucius had on his side many Saracens which were slain. 
And thus the battle was great, and oftsides that one party was at a fordeal and 
anon at an afterdeal, which endured so long till at the last King Arthur espied 
where Lucius the Emperor fought, and did wonder with his own hands. And 
anon he rode to him. And either smote other fiercely, and at last Lucius smote 
Arthur thwart the visage, and gave him a large wound. And when King Arthur 
felt himself hurt, anon he smote him again with Excalibur that it cleft his head, 
from the summit of his head, and stinted not till it came to his breast. And then 
the emperor fell down dead and there ended his life. 

And when it was known that the emperor was slain, anon all the Romans 
with all their host put them to flight, and King Arthur with all his knights 
followed the chase, and slew down right all them that they might attain. And 
thus was the victory given to King Arthur, and the triumph; and there were slain 
on the part of Lucius more than an hundred thousand. And after King Arthur did 
do ransack the dead bodies, and did do bury them that were slain of his retinue, 
every man according to the estate and degree that he was of. And them that were 
hurt he let the surgeons do search their hurts and wounds, and commanded to 
Spare no salves nor medicines till they were whole. 

Then the king rode straight to the place where the Emperor Lucius lay dead, 
and with him he found slain the Soudan of Syria, the King of Egypt and of 
Ethiopia, which were two noble kings, with seventeen other kings of divers 
regions, and also sixty senators of Rome, all noble men, whom the king did do 
balm and gum with many good gums aromatic, and after did do cere them in 
sixty fold of cered cloth of sendal, and laid them in chests of lead, because they 
should not chafe nor savour, and upon all these bodies their shields with their 
arms and banners were set, to the end they should be known of what country 
they were. And after he found three senators which were alive, to whom he said, 
For to save your lives I will that ye take these dead bodies, and carry them with 
you unto great Rome, and present them to the Potestate on my behalf, shewing 
him my letters, and tell them that I in my person shall hastily be at Rome. And I 
suppose the Romans shall beware how they shall demand any tribute of me. And 
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I command you to say when ye shall come to Rome, to the Potestate and all the 
Council and Senate, that I send to them these dead bodies for the tribute that they 
have demanded. And if they be not content with these, I shall pay more at my 
coming, for other tribute owe I none, nor none other will I pay. And methinketh 
this sufficeth for Britain, Ireland and all Almaine with Germany. And 
furthermore, I charge you to say to them, that I command them upon pain of 
their heads never to demand tribute nor tax of me nor of my lands. Then with 
this charge and commandment, the three senators aforesaid departed with all the 
said dead bodies, laying the body of Lucius in a car covered with the arms of the 
Empire all alone; and after alway two bodies of kings in a chariot, and then the 
bodies of the senators after them, and so went toward Rome, and showed their 
legation and message to the Potestate and Senate, recounting the battle done in 
France, and how the field was lost and much people and innumerable slain. 
Wherefore they advised them in no wise to move no more war against that noble 
conqueror Arthur, for his might and prowess is most to be doubted, seen the 
noble kings and great multitude of knights of the Round Table, to whom none 
earthly prince may compare. 


CHAPTER IX How Arthur, after he had achieved the battle against the 
Romans, entered into Almaine, and so into Italy. 

NOW turn we unto King Arthur and his noble knights, which, after the great 
battle achieved against the Romans, entered into Lorraine, Brabant and Flanders, 
and sithen returned into Haut Almaine, and so over the mountains into 
Lombardy, and after, into Tuscany wherein was a city which in no wise would 
yield themself nor obey, wherefore King Arthur besieged it, and lay long about 
it, and gave many assaults to the city; and they within defended them valiantly. 
Then, on a time, the king called Sir Florence, a knight, and said to him they 
lacked victual, And not far from hence be great forests and woods, wherein be 
many of mine enemies with much bestial: I will that thou make thee ready and 
go thither in foraying, and take with thee Sir Gawaine my nephew, Sir Wisshard, 
Sir Clegis, Sir Cleremond, and the Captain of Cardiff with other, and bring with 
you all the beasts that ye there can get. 

And anon these knights made them ready, and rode over holts and hills, 
through forests and woods, till they came into a fair meadow full of fair flowers 
and grass; and there they rested them and their horses all that night. And in the 
springing of the day in the next morn, Sir Gawaine took his horse and stole away 
from his fellowship, to seek some adventures. And anon he was ware of a man 
armed, walking his horse easily by a wood's side, and his shield laced to his 
shoulder, sitting on a strong courser, without any man saving a page bearing a 
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mighty spear. The knight bare in his shield three griffins of gold, in sable 
carbuncle, the chief of silver. When Sir Gawaine espied this gay knight, he 
feutred his spear, and rode straight to him, and demanded of him from whence 
that he was. That other answered and said he was of Tuscany, and demanded of 
Sir Gawaine, What, profferest thou, proud knight, thee so boldly? here gettest 
thou no prey, thou mayest prove what thou wilt, for thou shalt be my prisoner or 
thou depart. Then said Gawaine, thou avauntest thee greatly and speakest proud 
words, I counsel thee for all thy boast that thou make thee ready, and take thy 
gear to thee, to-fore greater grame fall to thee. 


CHAPTER X. Of a battle done by Sir Gawaine against a Saracen, which 

after was yielden and became Christian. 

THEN they took their spears and ran each at other with all the might they 
had, and smote each other through their shields into their shoulders, wherefore 
anon they pulled out their swords, and smote great strokes that the fire sprang 
out of their helms. Then Sir Gawaine was all abashed, and with Galatine his 
good sword he smote through shield and thick hauberk made of thick mails, and 
all to-rushed and break the precious stones, and made him a large wound, that 
men might see both liver and lung. Then groaned that knight, and addressed him 
to Sir Gawaine, and with an awk stroke gave him a great wound and cut a vein, 
which grieved Gawaine sore, and he bled sore. Then the knight said to Sir 
Gawaine, bind thy wound or thy blee[ding] change, for thou be-bleedest all thy 
horse and thy fair arms, for all the barbers of Brittany shall not con staunch thy 
blood, for whosomever is hurt with this blade he shall never be staunched of 
bleeding. Then answered Gawaine, it grieveth me but little, thy great words shall 
not fear me nor lessen my courage, but thou shalt suffer teen and sorrow or we 
depart, but tell me in haste who may staunch my bleeding. That may I do, said 
the knight, if I will, and so will I if thou wilt succour and aid me, that I may be 
christened and believe on God, and thereof I require thee of thy manhood, and it 
shall be great merit for thy soul. I grant, said Gawaine, so God help me, to 
accomplish all thy desire, but first tell me what thou soughtest here thus alone, 
and of what land and liegiance thou art of. Sir, he said, my name is Priamus, and 
a great prince is my father, and he hath been rebel unto Rome and overridden 
many of their lands. My father is lineally descended of Alexander and of Hector 
by right line. And Duke Joshua and Maccabaeus were of our lineage. I am right 
inheritor of Alexandria and Africa, and all the out isles, yet will I believe on thy 
Lord that thou believest on; and for thy labour I shall give thee treasure enough. 
I was so elate and hauteyn in my heart that I thought no man my peer, nor to me 
semblable. I was sent into this war with seven score knights, and now I have 
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encountered with thee, which hast given to me of fighting my fill, wherefore sir 
knight, I pray thee to tell me what thou art. I am no knight, said Gawaine, I have 
been brought up in the guardrobe with the noble King Arthur many years, for to 
take heed to his armour and his other array, and to point his paltocks that long to 
himself. At Yule last he made me yeoman, and gave to me horse and harness, 
and an hundred pound in money; and if fortune be my friend, I doubt not but to 
be well advanced and holpen by my liege lord. Ah, said Priamus, if his knaves 
be so keen and fierce, his knights be passing good: now for the King's love of 
Heaven, whether thou be a knave or a knight, tell thou me thy name. By God, 
said Sir Gawaine, now I will say thee sooth, my name is Sir Gawaine, and 
known I am in his court and in his chamber, and one of the knights of the Round 
Table, he dubbed me a duke with his own hand. Therefore grudge not if this 
grace is to me fortuned, it is the goodness of God that lent to me my strength. 
Now am I better pleased, said Priamus, than thou hadst given to me all the 
Provence and Paris the rich. I had liefer to have been torn with wild horses, than 
any varlet had won such loos, or any page or priker should have had prize on me. 
But now sir knight I warn thee that hereby is a Duke of Lorraine with his army, 
and the noblest men of Dolphiny, and lords of Lombardy, with the garrison of 
Godard, and Saracens of Southland, y-numbered sixty thousand of good men of 
arms; wherefore but if we hie us hence, it will harm us both, for we be sore hurt, 
never like to recover; but take heed to my page, that he no horn blow, for if he 
do, there be hoving here fast by an hundred knights awaiting on my person, and 
if they take thee, there shall no ransom of gold nor silver acquit thee. 

Then Sir Gawaine rode over a water for to save him, and the knight followed 
him, and so rode forth till they came to his fellows which were in the meadow, 
where they had been all the night. Anon as Sir Wisshard was ware of Sir 
Gawaine and saw that he was hurt, he ran to him sorrowfully weeping, and 
demanded of him who had so hurt him; and Gawaine told how he had foughten 
with that man, and each of them had hurt other, and how he had salves to heal 
them; but I can tell you other tidings, that soon we shall have ado with many 
enemies. 

Then Sir Priamus and Sir Gawaine alighted, and let their horses graze in the 
meadow, and unarmed them, and then the blood ran freshly from their wounds. 
And Priamus took from his page a vial full of the four waters that came out of 
Paradise, and with certain balm anointed their wounds, and washed them with 
that water, and within an hour after they were both as whole as ever they were. 
And then with a trumpet were they all assembled to council, and there Priamus 
told unto them what lords and knights had sworn to rescue him, and that without 
fail they should be assailed with many thousands, wherefore he counselled them 
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to withdraw them. Then Sir Gawaine said, it were great shame to them to avoid 
without any strokes; Wherefore I advise to take our arms and to make us ready 
to meet with these Saracens and misbelieving men, and with the help of God we 
shall overthrow them and have a fair day on them. And Sir Florence shall abide 
still in this field to keep the stale as a noble knight, and we shall not forsake 
yonder fellows. Now, said Priamus, cease your words, for I warn you ye shall 
find in yonder woods many perilous knights; they will put forth beasts to call 
you on, they be out of number, and ye are not past seven hundred, which be over 
few to fight with so many. Nevertheless, said Sir Gawaine, we shall once 
encounter them, and see what they can do, and the best shall have the victory. 


CHAPTER XI. How the Saracens came out of a wood for to rescue their 

beasts, and of a great battle. 

THEN Sir Florence called to him Sir Floridas, with an hundred knights, and 
drove forth the herd of beasts. Then followed him seven hundred men of arms; 
and Sir Ferant of Spain on a fair steed came springing out of the woods, and 
came to Sir Florence and asked him why he fled. Then Sir Florence took his 
spear and rode against him, and smote him in the forehead and brake his neck 
bone. Then all the other were moved, and thought to avenge the death of Sir 
Ferant, and smote in among them, and there was great fight, and many slain and 
laid down to ground, and Sir Florence with his hundred knights alway kept the 
stale, and fought manly. 

Then when Priamus the good knight perceived the great fight, he went to Sir 
Gawaine, and bade him that he should go and succour his fellowship, which 
were sore bestead with their enemies. Sir, grieve you not, said Sir Gawaine, for 
their gree shall be theirs. I shall not once move my horse to them ward, but if I 
see more than there be; for they be strong enough to match them. 

And with that he saw an earl called Sir Ethelwold and the duke of Dutchmen, 
came leaping out of a wood with many thousands, and Priamus' knights, and 
came straight unto the battle. Then Sir Gawaine comforted his knights, and bade 
them not to be abashed, for all shall be ours. Then they began to wallop and met 
with their enemies, there were men slain and overthrown on every side. Then 
thrust in among them the knights of the Table Round, and smote down to the 
earth all them that withstood them, in so much that they made them to recoil and 
flee. By God, said Sir Gawaine, this gladdeth my heart, for now be they less in 
number by twenty thousand. Then entered into the battle Jubance a giant, and 
fought and slew down right, and distressed many of our knights, among whom 
was Slain Sir Gherard, a knight of Wales. Then our knights took heart to them, 
and slew many Saracens. And then came in Sir Priamus with his pennon, and 
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rode with the knights of the Round Table, and fought so manfully that many of 
their enemies lost their lives. And there Sir Priamus slew the Marquis of Moises 
land, and Sir Gawaine with his fellows so quit them that they had the field, but in 
that stour was Sir Chestelaine, a child and ward of Sir Gawaine slain, wherefore 
was much sorrow made, and his death was soon avenged. Thus was the battle 
ended, and many lords of Lombardy and Saracens left dead in the field. 

Then Sir Florence and Sir Gawaine harboured surely their people, and took 
great plenty of bestial, of gold and silver, and great treasure and riches, and 
returned unto King Arthur, which lay still at the siege. And when they came to 
the king they presented their prisoners and recounted their adventures, and how 
they had vanquished their enemies. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Gawaine returned to King Arthur with his 
prisoners, and how the King won a city, and how he was crowned Emperor. 

NOW thanked be God, said the noble King Arthur. But what manner man is 
he that standeth by himself, him seemeth no prisoner. Sir, said Gawaine, this is a 
good man of arms, he hath matched me, but he is yielden unto God, and to me, 
for to become Christian; had not he have been we should never have returned, 
wherefore I pray you that he may be baptised, for there liveth not a nobler man 
nor better knight of his hands. Then the king let him anon be christened, and did 
do call him his first name Priamus, and made him a duke and knight of the Table 
Round. And then anon the king let do cry assault to the city, and there was 
rearing of ladders, breaking of walls, and the ditch filled, that men with little 
pain might enter into the city. Then came out a duchess, and Clarisin the 
countess, with many ladies and damosels, and kneeling before King Arthur, 
required him for the love of God to receive the city, and not to take it by assault, 
for then should many guiltless be slain. Then the king avaled his visor with a 
meek and noble countenance, and said, Madam, there shall none of my subjects 
misdo you nor your maidens, nor to none that to you belong, but the duke shall 
abide my judgment. Then anon the king commanded to leave the assault, and 
anon the duke's oldest son brought out the keys, and kneeling delivered them to 
the king, and besought him of grace; and the king seized the town by assent of 
his lords, and took the duke and sent him to Dover, there for to abide prisoner 
term of his life, and assigned certain rents for the dower of the duchess and for 
her children. 

Then he made lords to rule those lands, and laws as a lord ought to do in his 
own country; and after he took his journey toward Rome, and sent Sir Floris and 
Sir Floridas to-fore, with five hundred men of arms, and they came to the city of 
Urbino and laid there a bushment, thereas them seemed most best for them, and 
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rode to-fore the town, where anon issued out much people and skirmished with 
the fore-riders. Then brake out the bushment and won the bridge, and after the 
town, and set upon the walls the king's banner. Then came the king upon an hill, 
and saw the city and his banner on the walls, by which he knew that the city was 
won. And anon he sent and commanded that none of his liege men should defoul 
nor lie by no lady, wife nor maid; and when he came into the city, he passed to 
the castle, and comforted them that were in sorrow, and ordained there a captain, 
a knight of his own country. 

And when they of Milan heard that thilk city was won, they sent to King 
Arthur great sums of money, and besought him as their lord to have pity on 
them, promising to be his subjects for ever, and yield to him homage and fealty 
for the lands of Pleasance and Pavia, Petersaint, and the Port of Tremble, and to 
give him yearly a million of gold all his lifetime. Then he rideth into Tuscany, 
and winneth towns and castles, and wasted all in his way that to him will not 
obey, and so to Spolute and Viterbe, and from thence he rode into the Vale of 
Vicecount among the vines. And from thence he sent to the senators, to wit 
whether they would know him for their lord. But soon after on a Saturday came 
unto King Arthur all the senators that were left alive, and the noblest cardinals 
that then dwelt in Rome, and prayed him of peace, and proferred him full large, 
and besought him as governor to give licence for six weeks for to assemble all 
the Romans, and then to crown him emperor with chrism as it belongeth to so 
high estate. I assent, said the king, like as ye have devised, and at Christmas 
there to be crowned, and to hold my Round Table with my knights as me liketh. 
And then the senators made ready for his enthronization. And at the day 
appointed, as the romance telleth, he came into Rome, and was crowned emperor 
by the pope's hand, with all the royalty that could be made, and sojourned there a 
time, and established all his lands from Rome into France, and gave lands and 
realms unto his servants and knights, to everych after his desert, in such wise 
that none complained, rich nor poor. And he gave to Sir Priamus the duchy of 
Lorraine; and he thanked him, and said he would serve him the days of his life; 
and after made dukes and earls, and made every man rich. 

Then after this all his knights and lords assembled them afore him, and said: 
Blessed be God, your war is finished and your conquest achieved, in so much 
that we know none so great nor mighty that dare make war against you: 
wherefore we beseech you to return homeward, and give us licence to go home 
to our wives, from whom we have been long, and to rest us, for your journey is 
finished with honour and worship. Then said the king, Ye say truth, and for to 
tempt God it is no wisdom, and therefore make you ready and return we into 
England. Then there was trussing of harness and baggage and great carriage. 
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And after licence given, he returned and commanded that no man in pain of 
death should not rob nor take victual, nor other thing by the way but that he 
should pay therefore. And thus he came over the sea and landed at Sandwich, 
against whom Queen Guenever his wife came and met him, and he was nobly 
received of all his commons in every city and burgh, and great gifts presented to 
him at his home-coming to welcome him with. 

Thus endeth the fifth book of the conquest that King Arthur had against 
Lucius the Emperor of Rome, and here followeth the sixth book, which is of Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. 
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BOOK VI 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Lionel departed from the 
court, and how Sir Lionel left him sleeping and was taken. 

SOON after that King Arthur was come from Rome into England, then all 
the knights of the Table Round resorted unto the king, and made many jousts 
and tournaments, and some there were that were but knights, which increased so 
in arms and worship that they passed all their fellows in prowess and noble 
deeds, and that was well proved on many; but in especial it was proved on Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, for in all tournaments and jousts and deeds of arms, both for 
life and death, he passed all other knights, and at no time he was never overcome 
but if it were by treason or enchantment; so Sir Launcelot increased so 
marvellously in worship, and in honour, therefore is he the first knight that the 
French book maketh mention of after King Arthur came from Rome. Wherefore 
Queen Guenever had him in great favour above all other knights, and in certain 
he loved the queen again above all other ladies and damosels of his life, and for 
her he did many deeds of arms, and saved her from the fire through his noble 
chivalry. 

Thus Sir Launcelot rested him long with play and game. And then he thought 
himself to prove himself in strange adventures, then he bade his nephew, Sir 
Lionel, for to make him ready; for we two will seek adventures. So they 
mounted on their horses, armed at all rights, and rode into a deep forest and so 
into a deep plain. And then the weather was hot about noon, and Sir Launcelot 
had great lust to sleep. Then Sir Lionel espied a great apple-tree that stood by an 
hedge, and said, Brother, yonder is a fair shadow, there may we rest us [and] our 
horses. It is well said, fair brother, said Sir Launcelot, for this eight year I was 
not so sleepy as I am now; and so they there alighted and tied their horses unto 
sundry trees, and so Sir Launcelot laid him down under an appletree, and his 
helm he laid under his head. And Sir Lionel waked while he slept. So Sir 
Launcelot was asleep passing fast. 

And in the meanwhile there came three knights riding, as fast fleeing as ever 
they might ride. And there followed them three but one knight. And when Sir 
Lionel saw him, him thought he saw never so great a knight, nor so well faring a 
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man, neither so well apparelled unto all rights. So within a while this strong 
knight had overtaken one of these knights, and there he smote him to the cold 
earth that he lay still. And then he rode unto the second knight, and smote him so 
that man and horse fell down. And then straight to the third knight he rode, and 
smote him behind his horse's arse a spear length. And then he alighted down and 
reined his horse on the bridle, and bound all the three knights fast with the reins 
of their own bridles. When Sir Lionel saw him do thus, he thought to assay him, 
and made him ready, and stilly and privily he took his horse, and thought not for 
to awake Sir Launcelot. And when he was mounted upon his horse, he overtook 
this strong knight, and bade him turn, and the other smote Sir Lionel so hard that 
horse and man he bare to the earth, and so he alighted down and bound him fast, 
and threw him overthwart his own horse, and so he served them all four, and 
rode with them away to his own castle. And when he came there he gart unarm 
them, and beat them with thorns all naked, and after put them in a deep prison 
where were many more knights, that made great dolour. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Ector followed for to seek Sir Launcelot, and 
how he was taken by Sir Turquine. 

WHEN Sir Ector de Maris wist that Sir Launcelot was passed out of the 
court to seek adventures, he was wroth with himself, and made him ready to seek 
Sir Launcelot, and as he had ridden long in a great forest he met with a man was 
like a forester. Fair fellow, said Sir Ector, knowest thou in this country any 
adventures that be here nigh hand? Sir, said the forester, this country know I 
well, and hereby, within this mile, is a strong manor, and well dyked, and by that 
manor, on the left hand, there is a fair ford for horses to drink of, and over that 
ford there groweth a fair tree, and thereon hang many fair shields that wielded 
sometime good knights, and at the hole of the tree hangeth a basin of copper and 
latten, and strike upon that basin with the butt of thy spear thrice, and soon after 
thou shalt hear new tidings, and else hast thou the fairest grace that many a year 
had ever knight that passed through this forest. Gramercy, said Sir Ector, and 
departed and came to the tree, and saw many fair shields. And among them he 
saw his brother's shield, Sir Lionel, and many more that he knew that were his 
fellows of the Round Table, the which grieved his heart, and promised to 
revenge his brother. 

Then anon Sir Ector beat on the basin as he were wood, and then he gave his 
horse drink at the ford, and there came a knight behind him and bade him come 
out of the water and make him ready; and Sir Ector anon turned him shortly, and 
in feuter cast his spear, and smote the other knight a great buffet that his horse 
turned twice about. This was well done, said the strong knight, and knightly thou 
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hast stricken me; and therewith he rushed his horse on Sir Ector, and cleight him 
under his right arm, and bare him clean out of the saddle, and rode with him 
away into his own hall, and threw him down in midst of the floor. The name of 
this knight was Sir Turquine. Then he said unto Sir Ector, For thou hast done 
this day more unto me than any knight did these twelve years, now will I grant 
thee thy life, so thou wilt be sworn to be my prisoner all thy life days. Nay, said 
Sir Ector, that will I never promise thee, but that I will do mine advantage. That 
me repenteth, said Sir Turquine. And then he gart to unarm him, and beat him 
with thorns all naked, and sithen put him down in a deep dungeon, where he 
knew many of his fellows. But when Sir Ector saw Sir Lionel, then made he 
great sorrow. Alas, brother, said Sir Ector, where is my brother Sir Launcelot? 
Fair brother, I left him asleep when that I from him yode, under an apple-tree, 
and what is become of him I cannot tell you. Alas, said the knights, but Sir 
Launcelot help us we may never be delivered, for we know now no knight that is 
able to match our master Turquine. 


CHAPTER III How four queens found Launcelot sleeping, and how by 
enchantment he was taken and led into a castle. 

NOW leave we these knights prisoners, and speak we of Sir Launcelot du 
Lake that lieth under the apple-tree sleeping. Even about the noon there came by 
him four queens of great estate; and, for the heat should not annoy them, there 
rode four knights about them, and bare a cloth of green silk on four spears, 
betwixt them and the sun, and the queens rode on four white mules. Thus as they 
rode they heard by them a great horse grimly neigh, then were they ware of a 
sleeping knight, that lay all armed under an apple-tree; anon as these queens 
looked on his face, they knew it was Sir Launcelot. Then they began for to strive 
for that knight, everych one said they would have him to her love. We shall not 
Strive, said Morgan le Fay, that was King Arthur's sister, I shall put an 
enchantment upon him that he shall not awake in six hours, and then I will lead 
him away unto my castle, and when he is surely within my hold, I shall take the 
enchantment from him, and then let him choose which of us he will have unto 
paramour. 

So this enchantment was cast upon Sir Launcelot, and then they laid him 
upon his shield, and bare him so on horseback betwixt two knights, and brought 
him unto the castle Chariot, and there they laid him in a chamber cold, and at 
night they sent unto him a fair damosel with his supper ready dight. By that the 
enchantment was past, and when she came she saluted him, and asked him what 
cheer. I cannot say, fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, for I wot not how I came 
into this castle but it be by an enchantment. Sir, said she, ye must make good 
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cheer, and if ye be such a knight as it is said ye be, I shall tell you more to-morn 
by prime of the day. Gramercy, fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, of your good 
will I require you. And so she departed. And there he lay all that night without 
comfort of anybody. And on the morn early came these four queens, passingly 
well beseen, all they bidding him good morn, and he them again. 

Sir knight, the four queens said, thou must understand thou art our prisoner, 
and we here know thee well that thou art Sir Launcelot du Lake, King Ban's son, 
and because we understand your worthiness, that thou art the noblest knight 
living, and as we know well there can no lady have thy love but one, and that is 
Queen Guenever, and now thou shalt lose her for ever, and she thee, and 
therefore thee behoveth now to choose one of us four. I am the Queen Morgan le 
Fay, queen of the land of Gore, and here is the queen of Northgalis, and the 
queen of Eastland, and the queen of the Out Isles; now choose one of us which 
thou wilt have to thy paramour, for thou mayest not choose or else in this prison 
to die. This is an hard case, said Sir Launcelot, that either I must die or else 
choose one of you, yet had I liefer to die in this prison with worship, than to 
have one of you to my paramour maugre my head. And therefore ye be 
answered, I will none of you, for ye be false enchantresses, and as for my lady, 
Dame Guenever, were I at my liberty as I was, I would prove it on you or on 
yours, that she is the truest lady unto her lord living. Well, said the queens, is 
this your answer, that ye will refuse us. Yea, on my life, said Sir Launcelot, 
refused ye be of me. So they departed and left him there alone that made great 
SOITOW. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Launcelot was delivered by the mean of a 
damosel. 

RIGHT so at the noon came the damosel unto him with his dinner, and asked 
him what cheer. Truly, fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, in my life days never so 
ill. Sir, she said, that me repenteth, but an ye will be ruled by me, I shall help 
you out of this distress, and ye shall have no shame nor villainy, so that ye hold 
me a promise. Fair damosel, I will grant you, and sore I am of these queen- 
sorceresses afeard, for they have destroyed many a good knight. Sir, said she, 
that is sooth, and for the renown and bounty that they hear of you they would 
have your love, and Sir, they say, your name is Sir Launcelot du Lake, the 
flower of knights, and they be passing wroth with you that ye have refused them. 
But Sir, an ye would promise me to help my father on Tuesday next coming, that 
hath made a tournament betwixt him and the King of Northgalis—for the last 
Tuesday past my father lost the field through three knights of Arthur's court—an 
ye will be there on Tuesday next coming, and help my father, to-morn or prime, 
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by the grace of God, I shall deliver you clean. Fair maiden, said Sir Launcelot, 
tell me what is your father's name, and then shall I give you an answer. Sir 
knight, she said, my father is King Bagdemagus, that was foul rebuked at the last 
tournament. I know your father well, said Sir Launcelot, for a noble king and a 
good knight, and by the faith of my body, ye shall have my body ready to do 
your father and you service at that day. Sir, she said, gramercy, and to-morn 
await ye be ready betimes and I shall be she that shall deliver you and take you 
your armour and your horse, shield and spear, and hereby within this ten mile, is 
an abbey of white monks, there I pray you that ye me abide, and thither shall I 
bring my father unto you. All this shall be done, said Sir Launcelot as I am true 
knight. 

And so she departed, and came on the morn early, and found him ready; then 
she brought him out of twelve locks, and brought him unto his armour, and when 
he was clean armed, she brought him until his own horse, and lightly he saddled 
him and took a great spear in his hand and so rode forth, and said, Fair damosel, 
I shall not fail you, by the grace of God. And so he rode into a great forest all 
that day, and never could find no highway and so the night fell on him, and then 
was he ware in a slade, of a pavilion of red sendal. By my faith, said Sir 
Launcelot, in that pavilion will I lodge all this night, and so there he alighted 
down, and tied his horse to the pavilion, and there he unarmed him, and there he 
found a bed, and laid him therein and fell asleep sadly. 


CHAPTER V. How a knight found Sir Launcelot lying in his leman's 
bed, and how Sir Launcelot fought with the knight. 

THEN within an hour there came the knight to whom the pavilion ought, and 
he weened that his leman had lain in that bed, and so he laid him down beside 
Sir Launcelot, and took him in his arms and began to kiss him. And when Sir 
Launcelot felt a rough beard kissing him, he started out of the bed lightly, and 
the other knight after him, and either of them gat their swords in their hands, and 
out at the pavilion door went the knight of the pavilion, and Sir Launcelot 
followed him, and there by a little slake Sir Launcelot wounded him sore, nigh 
unto the death. And then he yielded him unto Sir Launcelot, and so he granted 
him, so that he would tell him why he came into the bed. Sir, said the knight, the 
pavilion is mine own, and there this night I had assigned my lady to have slept 
with me, and now I am likely to die of this wound. That me repenteth, said 
Launcelot, of your hurt, but I was adread of treason, for I was late beguiled, and 
therefore come on your way into your pavilion and take your rest, and as I 
suppose I shall staunch your blood. And so they went both into the pavilion, and 
anon Sir Launcelot staunched his blood. 
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Therewithal came the knight's lady, that was a passing fair lady, and when 
she espied that her lord Belleus was sore wounded, she cried out on Sir 
Launcelot, and made great dole out of measure. Peace, my lady and my love, 
said Belleus, for this knight is a good man, and a knight adventurous, and there 
he told her all the cause how he was wounded; And when that I yielded me unto 
him, he left me goodly and hath staunched my blood. Sir, said the lady, I require 
thee tell me what knight ye be, and what is your name? Fair lady, he said, my 
name is Sir Launcelot du Lake. So me thought ever by your speech, said the 
lady, for I have seen you oft or this, and I know you better than ye ween. But 
now an ye would promise me of your courtesy, for the harms that ye have done 
to me and my Lord Belleus, that when he cometh unto Arthur's court for to cause 
him to be made knight of the Round Table, for he is a passing good man of arms, 
and a mighty lord of lands of many out isles. 

Fair lady, said Sir Launcelot, let him come unto the court the next high feast, 
and look that ye come with him, and I shall do my power, an ye prove you 
doughty of your hands, that ye shall have your desire. So thus within a while, as 
they thus talked, the night passed, and the day shone, and then Sir Launcelot 
armed him, and took his horse, and they taught him to the Abbey, and thither he 
rode within the space of two hours. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot was received of King Bagdemagus' 
daughter, and how he made his complaint to her father. 

AND soon as Sir Launcelot came within the abbey yard, the daughter of 
King Bagdemagus heard a great horse go on the pavement. And she then arose 
and yede unto a window, and there she saw Sir Launcelot, and anon she made 
men fast to take his horse from him and let lead him into a stable, and himself 
was led into a fair chamber, and unarmed him, and the lady sent him a long 
gown, and anon she came herself. And then she made Launcelot passing good 
cheer, and she said he was the knight in the world was most welcome to her. 
Then in all haste she sent for her father Bagdemagus that was within twelve mile 
of that Abbey, and afore even he came, with a fair fellowship of knights with 
him. And when the king was alighted off his horse he yode straight unto Sir 
Launcelot's chamber and there he found his daughter, and then the king 
embraced Sir Launcelot in his arms, and either made other good cheer. 

Anon Sir Launcelot made his complaint unto the king how he was betrayed, 
and how his brother Sir Lionel was departed from him he wist not where, and 
how his daughter had delivered him out of prison; Therefore while I live I shall 
do her service and all her kindred. Then am I sure of your help, said the king, on 
Tuesday next coming. Yea, sir, said Sir Launcelot, I shall not fail you, for so I 
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have promised my lady your daughter. But, sir, what knights be they of my lord 
Arthur's that were with the King of Northgalis? And the king said it was Sir 
Mador de la Porte, and Sir Mordred and Sir Gahalantine that all for-fared my 
knights, for against them three I nor my knights might bear no strength. Sir, said 
Sir Launcelot, as I hear say that the tournament shall be here within this three 
mile of this abbey, ye shall send unto me three knights of yours, such as ye trust, 
and look that the three knights have all white shields, and I also, and no painture 
on the shields, and we four will come out of a little wood in midst of both 
parties, and we shall fall in the front of our enemies and grieve them that we 
may; and thus shall I not be known what knight I am. 

So they took their rest that night, and this was on the Sunday, and so the king 
departed, and sent unto Sir Launcelot three knights with the four white shields. 
And on the Tuesday they lodged them in a little leaved wood beside there the 
tournament should be. And there were scaffolds and holes that lords and ladies 
might behold and to give the prize. Then came into the field the King of 
Northgalis with eight score helms. And then the three knights of Arthur's stood 
by themselves. Then came into the field King Bagdemagus with four score of 
helms. And then they feutred their spears, and came together with a great dash, 
and there were slain of knights at the first recounter twelve of King Bagdemagus' 
party, and six of the King of Northgalis' party, and King Bagdemagus' party was 
far set aback. 


CHAPTER VII. How Sir Launcelot behaved him in a tournament, and 
how he met with Sir Turquine leading Sir Gaheris. 

WITH that came Sir Launcelot du Lake, and he thrust in with his spear in the 
thickest of the press, and there he smote down with one spear five knights, and 
of four of them he brake their backs. And in that throng he smote down the King 
of Northgalis, and brake his thigh in that fall. All this doing of Sir Launcelot saw 
the three knights of Arthur's. Yonder is a shrewd guest, said Sir Mador de la 
Porte, therefore have here once at him. So they encountered, and Sir Launcelot 
bare him down horse and man, so that his shoulder went out of lith. Now 
befalleth it to me to joust, said Mordred, for Sir Mador hath a sore fall. Sir 
Launcelot was ware of him, and gat a great spear in his hand, and met him, and 
Sir Mordred brake a spear upon him, and Sir Launcelot gave him such a buffet 
that the arson of his saddle brake, and so he flew over his horse's tail, that his 
helm butted into the earth a foot and more, that nigh his neck was broken, and 
there he lay long in a swoon. 

Then came in Sir Gahalantine with a great spear and Launcelot against him, 
with all their strength that they might drive, that both their spears to-brast even 
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to their hands, and then they flang out with their swords and gave many a grim 
stroke. Then was Sir Launcelot wroth out of measure, and then he smote Sir 
Gahalantine on the helm that his nose brast out on blood, and ears and mouth 
both, and therewith his head hung low. And therewith his horse ran away with 
him, and he fell down to the earth. Anon therewithal Sir Launcelot gat a great 
spear in his hand, and or ever that great spear brake, he bare down to the earth 
sixteen knights, some horse and man, and some the man and not the horse, and 
there was none but that he hit surely, he bare none arms that day. And then he 
gat another great spear, and smote down twelve knights, and the most part of 
them never throve after. And then the knights of the King of Northgalis would 
joust no more. And there the gree was given to King Bagdemagus. 

So either party departed unto his own place, and Sir Launcelot rode forth 
with King Bagdemagus unto his castle, and there he had passing good cheer both 
with the king and with his daughter, and they proffered him great gifts. And on 
the morn he took his leave, and told the king that he would go and seek his 
brother Sir Lionel, that went from him when that he slept, so he took his horse, 
and betaught them all to God. And there he said unto the king's daughter, If ye 
have need any time of my service I pray you let me have knowledge, and I shall 
not fail you as I am true knight. And so Sir Launcelot departed, and by adventure 
he came into the same forest there he was taken sleeping. And in the midst of a 
highway he met a damosel riding on a white palfrey, and there either saluted 
other. Fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, know ye in this country any adventures? 
Sir knight, said that damosel, here are adventures near hand, an thou durst prove 
them. Why should I not prove adventures? said Sir Launcelot for that cause 
come I hither. Well, said she, thou seemest well to be a good knight, and if thou 
dare meet with a good knight, I shall bring thee where is the best knight, and the 
mightiest that ever thou found, so thou wilt tell me what is thy name, and what 
knight thou art. Damosel, as for to tell thee my name I take no great force; truly 
my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake. Sir, thou beseemest well, here be adventures 
by that fall for thee, for hereby dwelleth a knight that will not be overmatched 
for no man I know but ye overmatch him, and his name is Sir Turquine. And, as 
I understand, he hath in his prison, of Arthur's court, good knights three score 
and four, that he hath won with his own hands. But when ye have done that 
journey ye shall promise me as ye are a true knight for to go with me, and to 
help me and other damosels that are distressed daily with a false knight. All your 
intent, damosel, and desire I will fulfil, so ye will bring me unto this knight. 
Now, fair knight, come on your way; and so she brought him unto the ford and 
the tree where hung the basin. 

So Sir Launcelot let his horse drink, and then he beat on the basin with the 
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butt of his spear so hard with all his might till the bottom fell out, and long he 
did so, but he saw nothing. Then he rode endlong the gates of that manor nigh 
half-an-hour. And then was he ware of a great knight that drove an horse afore 
him, and overthwart the horse there lay an armed knight bound. And ever as they 
came near and near, Sir Launcelot thought he should know him. Then Sir 
Launcelot was ware that it was Sir Gaheris, Gawaine's brother, a knight of the 
Table Round. Now, fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, I see yonder cometh a 
knight fast bounden that is a fellow of mine, and brother he is unto Sir Gawaine. 
And at the first beginning I promise you, by the leave of God, to rescue that 
knight; but if his master sit better in the saddle I shall deliver all the prisoners 
that he hath out of danger, for I am sure he hath two brethren of mine prisoners 
with him. By that time that either had seen other, they gripped their spears unto 
them. Now, fair knight, said Sir Launcelot, put that wounded knight off the 
horse, and let him rest awhile, and let us two prove our strengths; for as it is 
informed me, thou doest and hast done great despite and shame unto knights of 
the Round Table, and therefore now defend thee. An thou be of the Table 
Round, said Turquine, I defy thee and all thy fellowship. That is overmuch said, 
said Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Turquine fought together. 

AND then they put their spears in the rests, and came together with their 
horses as fast as they might run, and either smote other in midst of their shields, 
that both their horses' backs brast under them, and the knights were both stonied. 
And as soon as they might avoid their horses, they took their shields afore them, 
and drew out their swords, and came together eagerly, and either gave other 
many strong strokes, for there might neither shields nor harness hold their 
strokes. And so within a while they had both grimly wounds, and bled passing 
grievously. Thus they fared two hours or more trasing and rasing either other, 
where they might hit any bare place. 

Then at the last they were breathless both, and stood leaning on their swords. 
Now fellow, said Sir Turquine, hold thy hand a while, and tell me what I shall 
ask thee. Say on. Then Turquine said, Thou art the biggest man that ever I met 
withal, and the best breathed, and like one knight that I hate above all other 
knights; so be it that thou be not he I will lightly accord with thee, and for thy 
love I will deliver all the prisoners that I have, that is three score and four, so 
thou wilt tell me thy name. And thou and I we will be fellows together, and 
never to fail thee while that I live. It is well said, said Sir Launcelot, but sithen it 
is so that I may have thy friendship, what knight is he that thou so hatest above 
all other? Faithfully, said Sir Turquine, his name is Sir Launcelot du Lake, for he 


4537 XRN 


slew my brother, Sir Carados, at the dolorous tower, that was one of the best 
knights alive; and therefore him I except of all knights, for may I once meet with 
him, the one of us shall make an end of other, I make mine avow. And for Sir 
Launcelot's sake I have slain an hundred good knights, and as many I have 
maimed all utterly that they might never after help themselves, and many have 
died in prison, and yet have I three score and four, and all shall be delivered so 
thou wilt tell me thy name, so be it that thou be not Sir Launcelot. 

Now, see I well, said Sir Launcelot, that such a man I might be, I might have 
peace, and such a man I might be, that there should be war mortal betwixt us. 
And now, sir knight, at thy request I will that thou wit and know that I am 
Launcelot du Lake, King Ban's son of Benwick, and very knight of the Table 
Round. And now I defy thee, and do thy best. Ah, said Turquine, Launcelot, thou 
art unto me most welcome that ever was knight, for we shall never depart till the 
one of us be dead. Then they hurtled together as two wild bulls rushing and 
lashing with their shields and swords, that sometime they fell both over their 
noses. Thus they fought still two hours and more, and never would have rest, and 
Sir Turquine gave Sir Launcelot many wounds that all the ground thereas they 
fought was all bespeckled with blood. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Turquine was slain, and how Sir Launcelot 
bade Sir Gaheris deliver all the prisoners. 

THEN at the last Sir Turquine waxed faint, and gave somewhat aback, and 
bare his shield low for weariness. That espied Sir Launcelot, and leapt upon him 
fiercely and gat him by the beaver of his helmet, and plucked him down on his 
knees, and anon he raced off his helm, and smote his neck in sunder. And when 
Sir Launcelot had done this, he yode unto the damosel and said, Damosel, I am 
ready to go with you where ye will have me, but I have no horse. Fair sir, said 
she, take this wounded knight's horse and send him into this manor, and 
command him to deliver all the prisoners. So Sir Launcelot went unto Gaheris, 
and prayed him not to be aggrieved for to lend him his horse. Nay, fair lord, said 
Gaheris, I will that ye take my horse at your own commandment, for ye have 
both saved me and my horse, and this day I say ye are the best knight in the 
world, for ye have slain this day in my sight the mightiest man and the best 
knight except you that ever I saw, and, fair sir, said Gaheris, I pray you tell me 
your name. Sir, my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake, that ought to help you of 
right for King Arthur's sake, and in especial for my lord Sir Gawaine's sake, your 
own dear brother; and when that ye come within yonder manor, I am sure ye 
shall find there many knights of the Round Table, for I have seen many of their 
shields that I know on yonder tree. There is Kay's shield, and Sir Brandel's 
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shield, and Sir Marhaus' shield, and Sir Galind's shield, and Sir Brian de 
Listnois' shield, and Sir Aliduke's shield, with many more that I am not now 
advised of, and also my two brethren's shields, Sir Ector de Maris and Sir Lionel; 
wherefore I pray you greet them all from me, and say that I bid them take such 
stuff there as they find, and that in any wise my brethren go unto the court and 
abide me there till that I come, for by the feast of Pentecost I cast me to be there, 
for as at this time I must ride with this damosel for to save my promise. 

And so he departed from Gaheris, and Gaheris yede in to the manor, and 
there he found a yeoman porter keeping there many keys. Anon withal Sir 
Gaheris threw the porter unto the ground and took the keys from him, and hastily 
he opened the prison door, and there he let out all the prisoners, and every man 
loosed other of their bonds. And when they saw Sir Gaheris, all they thanked 
him, for they weened that he was wounded. Not so, said Gaheris, it was 
Launcelot that slew him worshipfully with his own hands. I saw it with mine 
own eyes. And he greeteth you all well, and prayeth you to haste you to the 
court; and as unto Sir Lionel and Ector de Maris he prayeth you to abide him at 
the court. That shall we not do, says his brethren, we will find him an we may 
live. So shall I, said Sir Kay, find him or I come at the court, as I am true knight. 

Then all those knights sought the house thereas the armour was, and then 
they armed them, and every knight found his own horse, and all that ever longed 
unto him. And when this was done, there came a forester with four horses laden 
with fat venison. Anon, Sir Kay said, Here is good meat for us for one meal, for 
we had not many a day no good repast. And so that venison was roasted, baken, 
and sodden, and so after supper some abode there all night, but Sir Lionel and 
Ector de Maris and Sir Kay rode after Sir Launcelot to find him if they might. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Launcelot rode with a damosel and slew a knight 

that distressed all ladies and also a villain that kept a bridge. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Launcelot, that rode with the damosel in a fair 
highway. Sir, said the damosel, here by this way haunteth a knight that distressed 
all ladies and gentlewomen, and at the least he robbeth them or lieth by them. 
What, said Sir Launcelot, is he a thief and a knight and a ravisher of women? he 
doth shame unto the order of knighthood, and contrary unto his oath; it is pity 
that he liveth. But, fair damosel, ye shall ride on afore, yourself, and I will keep 
myself in covert, and if that he trouble you or distress you I shall be your rescue 
and learn him to be ruled as a knight. 

So the maid rode on by the way a soft ambling pace, and within a while 
came out that knight on horseback out of the wood, and his page with him, and 
there he put the damosel from her horse, and then she cried. With that came 
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Launcelot as fast as he might till he came to that knight, saying, O thou false 
knight and traitor unto knighthood, who did learn thee to distress ladies and 
gentlewomen? When the knight saw Sir Launcelot thus rebuking him he 
answered not, but drew his sword and rode unto Sir Launcelot, and Sir Launcelot 
threw his spear from him, and drew out his sword, and struck him such a buffet 
on the helmet that he clave his head and neck unto the throat. Now hast thou thy 
payment that long thou hast deserved! That is truth, said the damosel, for like as 
Sir Turquine watched to destroy knights, so did this knight attend to destroy and 
distress ladies, damosels, and gentlewomen, and his name was Sir Peris de 
Forest Savage. Now, damosel, said Sir Launcelot, will ye any more service of 
me? Nay, sir, she said, at this time, but almighty Jesu preserve you 
wheresomever ye ride or go, for the curteist knight thou art, and meekest unto all 
ladies and gentlewomen, that now liveth. But one thing, sir knight, methinketh 
ye lack, ye that are a knight wifeless, that he will not love some maiden or 
gentlewoman, for I could never hear say that ever ye loved any of no manner 
degree, and that is great pity; but it is noised that ye love Queen Guenever, and 
that she hath ordained by enchantment that ye shall never love none other but 
her, nor none other damosel nor lady shall rejoice you; wherefore many in this 
land, of high estate and low, make great sorrow. 

Fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, I may not warn people to speak of me what 
it pleaseth them; but for to be a wedded man, I think it not; for then I must couch 
with her, and leave arms and tournaments, battles, and adventures; and as for to 
say for to take my pleasaunce with paramours, that will I refuse in principal for 
dread of God; for knights that be adventurous or lecherous shall not be happy 
nor fortunate unto the wars, for other they shall be overcome with a simpler 
knight than they be themselves, other else they shall by unhap and their 
cursedness slay better men than they be themselves. And so who that useth 
paramours shall be unhappy, and all thing is unhappy that is about them. 

And so Sir Launcelot and she departed. And then he rode in a deep forest 
two days and more, and had strait lodging. So on the third day he rode over a 
long bridge, and there stert upon him suddenly a passing foul churl, and he 
smote his horse on the nose that he turned about, and asked him why he rode 
over that bridge without his licence. Why should I not ride this way? said Sir 
Launcelot, I may not ride beside. Thou shalt not choose, said the churl, and 
lashed at him with a great club shod with iron. Then Sir Launcelot drew his 
sword and put the stroke aback, and clave his head unto the paps. At the end of 
the bridge was a fair village, and all the people, men and women, cried on Sir 
Launcelot, and said, A worse deed didst thou never for thyself, for thou hast 
slain the chief porter of our castle. Sir Launcelot let them say what they would, 
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and straight he went into the castle; and when he came into the castle he 
alighted, and tied his horse to a ring on the wall and there he saw a fair green 
court, and thither he dressed him, for there him thought was a fair place to fight 
in. So he looked about, and saw much people in doors and windows that said, 
Fair knight, thou art unhappy. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Launcelot slew two giants, and made a castle 
free. 

ANON withal came there upon him two great giants, well armed all save the 
heads, with two horrible clubs in their hands. Sir Launcelot put his shield afore 
him and put the stroke away of the one giant, and with his sword he clave his 
head asunder. When his fellow saw that, he ran away as he were wood, for fear 
of the horrible strokes, and Launcelot after him with all his might, and smote 
him on the shoulder, and clave him to the navel. Then Sir Launcelot went into 
the hall, and there came afore him three score ladies and damosels, and all 
kneeled unto him, and thanked God and him of their deliverance; For sir, said 
they, the most party of us have been here this seven year their prisoners, and we 
have worked all manner of silk works for our meat, and we are all great 
gentlewomen born; and blessed be the time, knight, that ever thou be born, for 
thou hast done the most worship that ever did knight in this world, that will we 
bear record, and we all pray you to tell us your name, that we may tell our 
friends who delivered us out of prison. Fair damosel, he said, my name is Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. Ah, sir, said they all, well mayest thou be he, for else save 
yourself, as we deemed, there might never knight have the better of these two 
giants; for many fair knights have assayed it, and here have ended, and many 
times have we wished after you, and these two giants dread never knight but 
you. Now may ye say, said Sir Launcelot, unto your friends how and who hath 
delivered you, and greet them all from me, and if that I come in any of your 
marches, show me such cheer as ye have cause, and what treasure that there in 
this castle is I give it you for a reward for your grievance, and the lord that is 
owner of this castle I would he received it as is right. Fair sir, said they, the name 
of this castle is Tintagil, and a duke ought it sometime that had wedded fair 
Igraine, and after wedded her Uther Pendragon, and gat on her Arthur. Well, said 
Sir Launcelot, I understand to whom this castle longeth; and so he departed from 
them, and betaught them unto God. 

And then he mounted upon his horse, and rode into many strange and wild 
countries, and through many waters and valleys, and evil was he lodged. And at 
the last by fortune him happened, against a night, to come to a fair courtelage, 
and therein he found an old gentlewoman that lodged him with good will, and 
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there he had good cheer for him and his horse. And when time was, his host 
brought him into a fair garret, over the gate, to his bed. There Sir Launcelot 
unarmed him, and set his harness by him, and went to bed, and anon he fell 
asleep. So, soon after, there came one on horseback, and knocked at the gate in 
great haste, and when Sir Launcelot heard this, he arose up and looked out at the 
window, and saw by the moonlight three knights came riding after that one man, 
and all three lashed on him at once with swords, and that one knight turned on 
them knightly again, and defended him. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, yonder one 
knight shall I help, for it were shame for me to see three knights on one, and if 
he be slain I am partner of his death; and therewith he took his harness, and went 
out at a window by a sheet down to the four knights, and then Sir Launcelot said 
on high, Turn you knights unto me, and leave your fighting with that knight. 
And then they all three left Sir Kay, and turned unto Sir Launcelot, and there 
began great battle, for they alighted all three, and struck many great strokes at 
Sir Launcelot, and assailed him on every side. Then Sir Kay dressed him for to 
have holpen Sir Launcelot. Nay, sir, said he, I will none of your help; therefore 
as ye will have my help, let me alone with them. Sir Kay, for the pleasure of the 
knight, suffered him for to do his will, and so stood aside. And then anon within 
six strokes, Sir Launcelot had stricken them to the earth. 

And then they all three cried: Sir knight, we yield us unto you as a man of 
might makeless. As to that, said Sir Launcelot, I will not take your yielding unto 
me. But so that ye will yield you unto Sir Kay the Seneschal, on that covenant I 
will save your lives, and else not. Fair knight, said they, that were we loath to do; 
for as for Sir Kay, we chased him hither, and had overcome him had not ye been, 
therefore to yield us unto him it were no reason. Well, as to that, said Launcelot, 
advise you well, for ye may choose whether ye will die or live, for an ye be 
yolden it shall be unto Sir Kay. Fair knight, then they said, in saving of our lives 
we will do as thou commandest us. Then shall ye, said Sir Launcelot, on 
Whitsunday next coming, go unto the court of King Arthur, and there shall ye 
yield you unto Queen Guenever, and put you all three in her grace and mercy, 
and say that Sir Kay sent you thither to be her prisoners. Sir, they said, it shall be 
done by the faith of our bodies, an we be living, and there they swore every 
knight upon his sword. And so Sir Launcelot suffered them so to depart. And 
then Sir Launcelot knocked at the gate with the pommel of his sword, and with 
that came his host, and in they entered Sir Kay and he. Sir, said his host, I 
weened ye had been in your bed. So I was, said Sir Launcelot, but I rose and 
leapt out at my window for to help an old fellow of mine. And so when they 
came nigh the light, Sir Kay knew well that it was Sir Launcelot, and therewith 
he kneeled down and thanked him of all his kindness that he had holpen him 
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twice from the death. Sir, he said, I have nothing done but that me ought for to 
do, and ye are welcome, and here shall ye repose you and take your rest. 

So when Sir Kay was unarmed, he asked after meat; so there was meat 
fetched him, and he ate strongly. And when he had supped they went to their 
beds and were lodged together in one bed. On the morn Sir Launcelot arose 
early, and left Sir Kay sleeping, and Sir Launcelot took Sir Kay's armour and his 
shield, and armed him, and so he went to the stable, and took his horse, and took 
his leave of his host, and so he departed. Then soon after arose Sir Kay and 
missed Sir Launcelot. And then he espied that he had his armour and his horse. 
Now by my faith I know well that he will grieve some of the court of King 
Arthur; for on him knights will be bold, and deem that it is I, and that will 
beguile them. And because of his armour and shield I am sure [I shall ride in 
peace. And then soon after departed Sir Kay and thanked his host. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Launcelot rode disguised in Sir Kay's harness, 

and how he smote down a knight. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Launcelot that had ridden long in a great forest, and 
at the last he came into a low country, full of fair rivers and meadows. And afore 
him he saw a long bridge, and three pavilions stood thereon, of silk and sendal of 
divers hue. And without the pavilions hung three white shields on truncheons of 
spears, and great long spears stood upright by the pavilions, and at every 
pavilion's door stood three fresh squires, and so Sir Launcelot passed by them 
and spake no word. When he was passed the three knights said them that it was 
the proud Kay; He weeneth no knight so good as he, and the contrary is ofttime 
proved. By my faith, said one of the knights, his name was Sir Gaunter, I will 
ride after him and assay him for all his pride, and ye may behold how that I 
speed. So this knight, Sir Gaunter, armed him, and hung his shield upon his 
shoulder, and mounted upon a great horse, and gat his spear in his hand, and 
walloped after Sir Launcelot. And when he came nigh him, he cried, Abide, thou 
proud knight Sir Kay, for thou shalt not pass quit. So Sir Launcelot turned him, 
and either feutred their spears, and came together with all their mights, and Sir 
Gaunter's spear brake, but Sir Launcelot smote him down horse and man. And 
when Sir Gaunter was at the earth his brethren said each one to other, Yonder 
knight is not Sir Kay, for he is bigger than he. I dare lay my head, said Sir 
Gilmere, yonder knight hath slain Sir Kay and hath taken his horse and his 
harness. Whether it be so or no, said Sir Raynold, the third brother, let us now go 
mount upon our horses and rescue our brother Sir Gaunter, upon pain of death. 
We all shall have work enough to match that knight, for ever meseemeth by his 
person it is Sir Launcelot, or Sir Tristram, or Sir Pelleas, the good knight. 
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Then anon they took their horses and overtook Sir Launcelot, and Sir 
Gilmere put forth his spear, and ran to Sir Launcelot, and Sir Launcelot smote 
him down that he lay in a swoon. Sir knight, said Sir Raynold, thou art a strong 
man, and as I suppose thou hast slain my two brethren, for the which raseth my 
heart sore against thee, and if I might with my worship I would not have ado 
with you, but needs I must take part as they do, and therefore, knight, he said, 
keep thyself. And so they hurtled together with all their mights, and all to- 
shivered both their spears. And then they drew their swords and lashed together 
eagerly. Anon therewith arose Sir Gaunter, and came unto his brother Sir 
Gilmere, and bade him, Arise, and help we our brother Sir Raynold, that yonder 
marvellously matched yonder good knight. Therewithal, they leapt on their 
horses and hurtled unto Sir Launcelot. 

And when he saw them come he smote a sore stroke unto Sir Raynold, that 
he fell off his horse to the ground, and then he struck to the other two brethren, 
and at two strokes he struck them down to the earth. With that Sir Raynold 
began to start up with his head all bloody, and came straight unto Sir Launcelot. 
Now let be, said Sir Launcelot, I was not far from thee when thou wert made 
knight, Sir Raynold, and also I know thou art a good knight, and loath I were to 
slay thee. Gramercy, said Sir Raynold, as for your goodness; and I dare say as 
for me and my brethren, we will not be loath to yield us unto you, with that we 
knew your name, for well we know ye are not Sir Kay. As for that be it as it be 
may, for ye shall yield you unto dame Guenever, and look that ye be with her on 
Whitsunday, and yield you unto her as prisoners, and say that Sir Kay sent you 
unto her. Then they swore it should be done, and so passed forth Sir Launcelot, 
and each one of the brethren holp other as well as they might. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Launcelot jousted against four knights of the 
Round Table and overthrew them. 

SO Sir Launcelot rode into a deep forest, and thereby in a slade, he saw four 
knights hoving under an oak, and they were of Arthur's court, one was Sir 
Sagramour le Desirous, and Ector de Maris, and Sir Gawaine, and Sir Uwaine. 
Anon as these four knights had espied Sir Launcelot, they weened by his arms it 
had been Sir Kay. Now by my faith, said Sir Sagramour, I will prove Sir Kay's 
might, and gat his spear in his hand, and came toward Sir Launcelot. Therewith 
Sir Launcelot was ware and knew him well, and feutred his spear against him, 
and smote Sir Sagramour so sore that horse and man fell both to the earth. Lo, 
my fellows, said he, yonder ye may see what a buffet he hath; that knight is 
much bigger than ever was Sir Kay. Now shall ye see what I may do to him. So 
Sir Ector gat his spear in his hand and walloped toward Sir Launcelot, and Sir 
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Launcelot smote him through the shield and shoulder, that man and horse went 
to the earth, and ever his spear held. 

By my faith, said Sir Uwaine, yonder is a strong knight, and I am sure he 
hath slain Sir Kay; and I see by his great strength it will be hard to match him. 
And therewithal, Sir Uwaine gat his spear in his hand and rode toward Sir 
Launcelot, and Sir Launcelot knew him well, and so he met him on the plain, 
and gave him such a buffet that he was astonied, that long he wist not where he 
was. Now see I well, said Sir Gawaine, I must encounter with that knight. Then 
he dressed his shield and gat a good spear in his hand, and Sir Launcelot knew 
him well; and then they let run their horses with all their mights, and either 
knight smote other in midst of the shield. But Sir Gawaine's spear to-brast, and 
Sir Launcelot charged so sore upon him that his horse reversed up-so-down. And 
much sorrow had Sir Gawaine to avoid his horse, and so Sir Launcelot passed on 
a pace and smiled, and said, God give him joy that this spear made, for there 
came never a better in my hand. 

Then the four knights went each one to other and comforted each other. 
What say ye by this guest? said Sir Gawaine, that one spear hath felled us all 
four. We commend him unto the devil, they said all, for he is a man of great 
might. Ye may well say it, said Sir Gawaine, that he is a man of might, for I dare 
lay my head it is Sir Launcelot, I know it by his riding. Let him go, said Sir 
Gawaine, for when we come to the court then shall we wit; and then had they 
much sorrow to get their horses again. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Launcelot followed a brachet into a castle, 
where he found a dead knight, and how he after was required of a damosel 
to heal her 

brother. 

NOW leave we there and speak of Sir Launcelot that rode a great while in a 
deep forest, where he saw a black brachet, seeking in manner as it had been in 
the feute of an hurt deer. And therewith he rode after the brachet, and he saw lie 
on the ground a large feute of blood. And then Sir Launcelot rode after. And 
ever the brachet looked behind her, and so she went through a great marsh, and 
ever Sir Launcelot followed. And then was he ware of an old manor, and thither 
ran the brachet, and so over the bridge. So Sir Launcelot rode over that bridge 
that was old and feeble; and when he came in midst of a great hall, there he saw 
lie a dead knight that was a seemly man, and that brachet licked his wounds. 
And therewithal came out a lady weeping and wringing her hands; and then she 
said, O knight, too much sorrow hast thou brought me. Why say ye so? said Sir 
Launcelot, I did never this knight no harm, for hither by feute of blood this 
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brachet brought me; and therefore, fair lady, be not displeased with me, for I am 
full sore aggrieved of your grievance. Truly, sir, she said, I trow it be not ye that 
hath slain my husband, for he that did that deed is sore wounded, and he is never 
likely to recover, that shall I ensure him. What was your husband's name? said 
Sir Launcelot. Sir, said she, his name was called Sir Gilbert the Bastard, one of 
the best knights of the world, and he that hath slain him I know not his name. 
Now God send you better comfort, said Sir Launcelot; and so he departed and 
went into the forest again, and there he met with a damosel, the which knew him 
well, and she said aloud, Well be ye found, my lord; and now I require thee, on 
thy knighthood, help my brother that is sore wounded, and never stinteth 
bleeding; for this day he fought with Sir Gilbert the Bastard and slew him in 
plain battle, and there was my brother sore wounded, and there is a lady a 
sorceress that dwelleth in a castle here beside, and this day she told me my 
brother's wounds should never be whole till I could find a knight that would go 
into the Chapel Perilous, and there he should find a sword and a bloody cloth 
that the wounded knight was lapped in, and a piece of that cloth and sword 
should heal my brother's wounds, so that his wounds were searched with the 
sword and the cloth. This is a marvellous thing, said Sir Launcelot, but what is 
your brother's name? Sir, she said, his name was Sir Meliot de Logres. That me 
repenteth, said Sir Launcelot, for he is a fellow of the Table Round, and to his 
help I will do my power. Then, sir, said she, follow even this highway, and it 
will bring you unto the Chapel Perilous; and here I shall abide till God send you 
here again, and, but you speed, I know no knight living that may achieve that 
adventure. 


CHAPTER XV. How Sir Launcelot came into the Chapel Perilous and 
gat there of a dead corpse a piece of the cloth and a sword. 

RIGHT so Sir Launcelot departed, and when he came unto the Chapel 
Perilous he alighted down, and tied his horse unto a little gate. And as soon as he 
was within the churchyard he saw on the front of the chapel many fair rich 
shields turned up-so-down, and many of the shields Sir Launcelot had seen 
knights bear beforehand. With that he saw by him there stand a thirty great 
knights, more by a yard than any man that ever he had seen, and all those 
grinned and gnashed at Sir Launcelot. And when he saw their countenance he 
dreaded him sore, and so put his shield afore him, and took his sword ready in 
his hand ready unto battle, and they were all armed in black harness ready with 
their shields and their swords drawn. And when Sir Launcelot would have gone 
throughout them, they scattered on every side of him, and gave him the way, and 
therewith he waxed all bold, and entered into the chapel, and then he saw no 
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light but a dim lamp burning, and then was he ware of a corpse hilled with a 
cloth of silk. Then Sir Launcelot stooped down, and cut a piece away of that 
cloth, and then it fared under him as the earth had quaked a little; therewithal he 
feared. And then he saw a fair sword lie by the dead knight, and that he gat in his 
hand and hied him out of the chapel. 

Anon as ever he was in the chapel yard all the knights spake to him with a 
grimly voice, and said, Knight, Sir Launcelot, lay that sword from thee or else 
thou shalt die. Whether that I live or die, said Sir Launcelot, with no great word 
get ye it again, therefore fight for it an ye list. Then right so he passed 
throughout them, and beyond the chapel yard there met him a fair damosel, and 
said, Sir Launcelot, leave that sword behind thee, or thou wilt die for it. I leave it 
not, said Sir Launcelot, for no treaties. No, said she, an thou didst leave that 
sword, Queen Guenever should thou never see. Then were I a fool an I would 
leave this sword, said Launcelot. Now, gentle knight, said the damosel, I require 
thee to kiss me but once. Nay, said Sir Launcelot, that God me forbid. Well, sir, 
said she, an thou hadst kissed me thy life days had been done, but now, alas, she 
said, I have lost all my labour, for I ordained this chapel for thy sake, and for Sir 
Gawaine. And once I had Sir Gawaine within me, and at that time he fought with 
that knight that lieth there dead in yonder chapel, Sir Gilbert the Bastard; and at 
that time he smote the left hand off of Sir Gilbert the Bastard. And, Sir 
Launcelot, now I tell thee, I have loved thee this seven year, but there may no 
woman have thy love but Queen Guenever. But sithen I may not rejoice thee to 
have thy body alive, I had kept no more joy in this world but to have thy body 
dead. Then would I have balmed it and served it, and so have kept it my life 
days, and daily I should have clipped thee, and kissed thee, in despite of Queen 
Guenever. Ye say well, said Sir Launcelot, Jesu preserve me from your subtle 
crafts. And therewithal he took his horse and so departed from her. And as the 
book saith, when Sir Launcelot was departed she took such sorrow that she died 
within a fourteen night, and her name was Hellawes the sorceress, Lady of the 
Castle Nigramous. 

Anon Sir Launcelot met with the damosel, Sir Meliot's sister. And when she 
saw him she clapped her hands, and wept for joy. And then they rode unto a 
castle thereby where lay Sir Meliot. And anon as Sir Launcelot saw him he knew 
him, but he was passing pale, as the earth, for bleeding. When Sir Meliot saw Sir 
Launcelot he kneeled upon his knees and cried on high: O lord Sir Launcelot, 
help me! Anon Sir Launcelot leapt unto him and touched his wounds with Sir 
Gilbert's sword. And then he wiped his wounds with a part of the bloody cloth 
that Sir Gilbert was wrapped in, and anon an wholer man in his life was he 
never. And then there was great joy between them, and they made Sir Launcelot 
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all the cheer that they might, and so on the morn Sir Launcelot took his leave, 
and bade Sir Meliot hie him to the court of my lord Arthur, for it draweth nigh to 
the Feast of Pentecost, and there by the grace of God ye shall find me. And 
therewith they departed. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Launcelot at the request of a lady recovered a 

falcon, by which he was deceived. 

AND so Sir Launcelot rode through many strange countries, over marshes 
and valleys, till by fortune he came to a fair castle, and as he passed beyond the 
castle him thought he heard two bells ring. And then was he ware of a falcon 
came flying over his head toward an high elm, and long lunes about her feet, and 
as she flew unto the elm to take her perch the lunes over-cast about a bough. 
And when she would have taken her flight she hung by the legs fast; and Sir 
Launcelot saw how she hung, and beheld the fair falcon perigot, and he was 
sorry for her. 

The meanwhile came a lady out of the castle and cried on high: O Launcelot, 
Launcelot, as thou art flower of all knights, help me to get my hawk, for an my 
hawk be lost my lord will destroy me; for I kept the hawk and she slipped from 
me, and if my lord my husband wit it he is so hasty that he will slay me. What is 
your lord's name? said Sir Launcelot. Sir, she said, his name is Sir Phelot, a 
knight that longeth unto the King of Northgalis. Well, fair lady, since that ye 
know my name, and require me of knighthood to help you, I will do what I may 
to get your hawk, and yet God knoweth I am an ill climber, and the tree is 
passing high, and few boughs to help me withal. And therewith Sir Launcelot 
alighted, and tied his horse to the same tree, and prayed the lady to unarm him. 
And so when he was unarmed, he put off all his clothes unto his shirt and breech, 
and with might and force he clomb up to the falcon, and tied the lines to a great 
rotten boyshe, and threw the hawk down and it withal. 

Anon the lady gat the hawk in her hand; and therewithal came out Sir Phelot 
out of the groves suddenly, that was her husband, all armed and with his naked 
sword in his hand, and said: O knight Launcelot, now have I found thee as I 
would, and stood at the bole of the tree to slay him. Ah, lady, said Sir Launcelot, 
why have ye betrayed me? She hath done, said Sir Phelot, but as I commanded 
her, and therefore there nis none other boot but thine hour is come that thou must 
die. That were shame unto thee, said Sir Launcelot, thou an armed knight to slay 
a naked man by treason. Thou gettest none other grace, said Sir Phelot, and 
therefore help thyself an thou canst. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, that shall be thy 
shame, but since thou wilt do none other, take mine harness with thee, and hang 
my sword upon a bough that I may get it, and then do thy best to slay me an thou 
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canst. Nay, nay, said Sir Phelot, for I know thee better than thou weenest, 
therefore thou gettest no weapon, an I may keep you therefrom. Alas, said Sir 
Launcelot, that ever a knight should die weaponless. And therewith he waited 
above him and under him, and over his head he saw a rownsepyk, a big bough 
leafless, and therewith he brake it off by the body. And then he came lower and 
awaited how his own horse stood, and suddenly he leapt on the further side of 
the horse, fro-ward the knight. And then Sir Phelot lashed at him eagerly, 
weening to have slain him. But Sir Launcelot put away the stroke with the 
rownsepyk, and therewith he smote him on the one side of the head, that he fell 
down in a swoon to the ground. So then Sir Launcelot took his sword out of his 
hand, and struck his neck from the body. Then cried the lady, Alas! why hast 
thou slain my husband? I am not causer, said Sir Launcelot, for with falsehood 
ye would have had slain me with treason, and now it is fallen on you both. And 
then she swooned as though she would die. And therewithal Sir Launcelot gat all 
his armour as well as he might, and put it upon him for dread of more resort, for 
he dreaded that the knight's castle was so nigh. And so, as soon as he might, he 
took his horse and departed, and thanked God that he had escaped that 
adventure. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Launcelot overtook a knight which chased 
his wife to have slain her, and how he said to him. 

SO Sir Launcelot rode many wild ways, throughout marches and many wild 
ways. And as he rode in a valley he saw a knight chasing a lady, with a naked 
sword, to have slain her. And by fortune as this knight should have slain this 
lady, she cried on Sir Launcelot and prayed him to rescue her. When Sir 
Launcelot saw that mischief, he took his horse and rode between them, saying, 
Knight, fie for shame, why wilt thou slay this lady? thou dost shame unto thee 
and all knights. What hast thou to do betwixt me and my wife? said the knight. I 
will slay her maugre thy head. That shall ye not, said Sir Launcelot, for rather we 
two will have ado together. Sir Launcelot, said the knight, thou dost not thy part, 
for this lady hath betrayed me. It is not so, said the lady, truly he saith wrong on 
me. And for because I love and cherish my cousin germain, he is jealous betwixt 
him and me; and as I shall answer to God there was never sin betwixt us. But, 
sir, said the lady, as thou art called the worshipfullest knight of the world, I 
require thee of true knighthood, keep me and save me. For whatsomever ye say 
he will slay me, for he is without mercy. Have ye no doubt, said Launcelot, it 
shall not lie in his power. Sir, said the knight, in your sight I will be ruled as ye 
will have me. And so Sir Launcelot rode on the one side and she on the other: he 
had not ridden but a while, but the knight bade Sir Launcelot turn him and look 
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behind him, and said, Sir, yonder come men of arms after us riding. And so Sir 
Launcelot turned him and thought no treason, and therewith was the knight and 
the lady on one side, and suddenly he swapped off his lady's head. 

And when Sir Launcelot had espied him what he had done, he said, and 
called him, Traitor, thou hast shamed me for ever. And suddenly Sir Launcelot 
alighted off his horse, and pulled out his sword to slay him, and therewithal he 
fell flat to the earth, and gripped Sir Launcelot by the thighs, and cried mercy. 
Fie on thee, said Sir Launcelot, thou shameful knight, thou mayest have no 
mercy, and therefore arise and fight with me. Nay, said the knight, I will never 
arise till ye grant me mercy. Now will I proffer thee fair, said Launcelot, I will 
unarm me unto my shirt, and I will have nothing upon me but my shirt, and my 
sword and my hand. And if thou canst slay me, quit be thou for ever. Nay, sir, 
said Pedivere, that will I never. Well, said Sir Launcelot, take this lady and the 
head, and bear it upon thee, and here shalt thou swear upon my sword, to bear it 
always upon thy back, and never to rest till thou come to Queen Guenever. Sir, 
said he, that will I do, by the faith of my body. Now, said Launcelot, tell me 
what is your name? Sir, my name is Pedivere. In a shameful hour wert thou born, 
said Launcelot. 

So Pedivere departed with the dead lady and the head, and found the queen 
with King Arthur at Winchester, and there he told all the truth. Sir knight, said 
the queen, this is an horrible deed and a shameful, and a great rebuke unto Sir 
Launcelot; but notwithstanding his worship is not known in many divers 
countries; but this shall I give you in penance, make ye as good shift as ye can, 
ye shall bear this lady with you on horseback unto the Pope of Rome, and of him 
receive your penance for your foul deeds; and ye shall never rest one night 
whereas ye do another; an ye go to any bed the dead body shall lie with you. 
This oath there he made, and so departed. And as it telleth in the French book, 
when he came to Rome, the Pope bade him go again unto Queen Guenever, and 
in Rome was his lady buried by the Pope's commandment. And after this Sir 
Pedivere fell to great goodness, and was an holy man and an hermit. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Launcelot came to King Arthur's Court, 
and how there were recounted all his noble feats and acts. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Launcelot du Lake, that came home two days afore 
the Feast of Pentecost; and the king and all the court were passing fain of his 
coming. And when Sir Gawaine, Sir Uwaine, Sir Sagramore, Sir Ector de Maris, 
saw Sir Launcelot in Kay's armour, then they wist well it was he that smote them 
down all with one spear. Then there was laughing and smiling among them. And 
ever now and now came all the knights home that Sir Turquine had prisoners, 
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and they all honoured and worshipped Sir Launcelot. 

When Sir Gaheris heard them speak, he said, I saw all the battle from the 
beginning to the ending, and there he told King Arthur all how it was, and how 
Sir Turquine was the strongest knight that ever he saw except Sir Launcelot: 
there were many knights bare him record, nigh three score. Then Sir Kay told the 
king how Sir Launcelot had rescued him when he should have been slain, and 
how he made the knights yield them to me, and not to him. And there they were 
all three, and bare record. And by Jesu, said Sir Kay, because Sir Launcelot took 
my harness and left me his I rode in good peace, and no man would have ado 
with me. 

Anon therewithal there came the three knights that fought with Sir Launcelot 
at the long bridge. And there they yielded them unto Sir Kay, and Sir Kay 
forsook them and said he fought never with them. But I shall ease your heart, 
said Sir Kay, yonder is Sir Launcelot that overcame you. When they wist that 
they were glad. And then Sir Meliot de Logres came home, and told the king 
how Sir Launcelot had saved him from the death. And all his deeds were known, 
how four queens, sorceresses, had him in prison, and how he was delivered by 
King Bagdemagus' daughter. Also there were told all the great deeds of arms that 
Sir Launcelot did betwixt the two kings, that is for to say the King of Northgalis 
and King Bagdemagus. All the truth Sir Gahalantine did tell, and Sir Mador de la 
Porte and Sir Mordred, for they were at that same tournament. Then came in the 
lady that knew Sir Launcelot when that he wounded Sir Belleus at the pavilion. 
And there, at request of Sir Launcelot, Sir Belleus was made knight of the Round 
Table. And so at that time Sir Launcelot had the greatest name of any knight of 
the world, and most he was honoured of high and low. 

Explicit the noble tale of Sir Launcelot du Lake, which is the vi. book. Here 
followeth the tale of Sir Gareth of Orkney that was called Beaumains by Sir 
Kay, and is the seventh book. 
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BOOK VII 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Beaumains came to King Arthur's Court and 
demanded three petitions of King Arthur. 

WHEN Arthur held his Round Table most plenour, it fortuned that he 
commanded that the high feast of Pentecost should be holden at a city and a 
castle, the which in those days was called Kynke Kenadonne, upon the sands 
that marched nigh Wales. So ever the king had a custom that at the feast of 
Pentecost in especial, afore other feasts in the year, he would not go that day to 
meat until he had heard or seen of a great marvel. And for that custom all 
manner of strange adventures came before Arthur as at that feast before all other 
feasts. And so Sir Gawaine, a little to-fore noon of the day of Pentecost, espied 
at a window three men upon horseback, and a dwarf on foot, and so the three 
men alighted, and the dwarf kept their horses, and one of the three men was 
higher than the other twain by a foot and an half. Then Sir Gawaine went unto 
the king and said, Sir, go to your meat, for here at the hand come strange 
adventures. So Arthur went unto his meat with many other kings. And there 
were all the knights of the Round Table, [save] only those that were prisoners or 
slain at a recounter. Then at the high feast evermore they should be fulfilled the 
whole number of an hundred and fifty, for then was the Round Table fully 
complished. 

Right so came into the hall two men well beseen and richly, and upon their 
shoulders there leaned the goodliest young man and the fairest that ever they all 
saw, and he was large and long, and broad in the shoulders, and well visaged, 
and the fairest and the largest handed that ever man saw, but he fared as though 
he might not go nor bear himself but if he leaned upon their shoulders. Anon as 
Arthur saw him there was made peace and room, and right so they yede with him 
unto the high dais, without saying of any words. Then this much young man 
pulled him aback, and easily stretched up straight, saying, King Arthur, God you 
bless and all your fair fellowship, and in especial the fellowship of the Table 
Round. And for this cause I am come hither, to pray you and require you to give 
me three gifts, and they shall not be unreasonably asked, but that ye may 
worshipfully and honourably grant them me, and to you no great hurt nor loss. 
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And the first don and gift I will ask now, and the other two gifts I will ask this 
day twelvemonth, wheresomever ye hold your high feast. Now ask, said Arthur, 
and ye shall have your asking. 

Now, sir, this is my petition for this feast, that ye will give me meat and 
drink sufficiently for this twelvemonth, and at that day I will ask mine other two 
gifts. 

My fair son, said Arthur, ask better, I counsel thee, for this is but a simple 
asking; for my heart giveth me to thee greatly, that thou art come of men of 
worship, and greatly my conceit faileth me but thou shalt prove a man of right 
great worship. Sir, he said, thereof be as it be may, I have asked that I will ask. 
Well, said the king, ye shall have meat and drink enough; I never defended that 
none, neither my friend nor my foe. But what is thy name I would wit? I cannot 
tell you, said he. That is marvel, said the king, that thou knowest not thy name, 
and thou art the goodliest young man that ever I saw. Then the king betook him 
to Sir Kay the steward, and charged him that he should give him of all manner of 
meats and drinks of the best, and also that he had all manner of finding as though 
he were a lord's son. That shall little need, said Sir Kay, to do such cost upon 
him; for I dare undertake he is a villain born, and never will make man, for an he 
had come of gentlemen he would have asked of you horse and armour, but such 
as he is, so he asketh. And sithen he hath no name, I shall give him a name that 
shall be Beaumains, that is Fair-hands, and into the kitchen I shall bring him, and 
there he shall have fat brose every day, that he shall be as fat by the 
twelvemonths' end as a pork hog. Right so the two men departed and beleft him 
to Sir Kay, that scorned him and mocked him. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Gawaine were wroth because 
Sir Kay mocked Beaumains, and of a damosel which desired a knight to 
fight for a 

lady. 

THEREAT was Sir Gawaine wroth, and in especial Sir Launcelot bade Sir 
Kay leave his mocking, for I dare lay my head he shall prove a man of great 
worship. Let be said Sir Kay, it may not be by no reason, for as he is, so he hath 
asked. Beware, said Sir Launcelot, so ye gave the good knight Brewnor, Sir 
Dinadan's brother, a name, and ye called him La Cote Male Taile, and that 
turned you to anger afterward. As for that, said Sir Kay, this shall never prove 
none such. For Sir Brewnor desired ever worship, and this desireth bread and 
drink and broth; upon pain of my life he was fostered up in some abbey, and, 
howsomever it was, they failed meat and drink, and so hither he is come for his 
sustenance. 
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And so Sir Kay bade get him a place, and sit down to meat; so Beaumains 
went to the hall door, and set him down among boys and lads, and there he ate 
sadly. And then Sir Launcelot after meat bade him come to his chamber, and 
there he should have meat and drink enough. And so did Sir Gawaine: but he 
refused them all; he would do none other but as Sir Kay commanded him, for no 
proffer. But as touching Sir Gawaine, he had reason to proffer him lodging, 
meat, and drink, for that proffer came of his blood, for he was nearer kin to him 
than he wist. But that as Sir Launcelot did was of his great gentleness and 
courtesy. 

So thus he was put into the kitchen, and lay nightly as the boys of the kitchen 
did. And so he endured all that twelvemonth, and never displeased man nor 
child, but always he was meek and mild. But ever when that he saw any jousting 
of knights, that would he see an he might. And ever Sir Launcelot would give 
him gold to spend, and clothes, and so did Sir Gawaine, and where there were 
any masteries done, thereat would he be, and there might none cast bar nor stone 
to him by two yards. Then would Sir Kay say, How liketh you my boy of the 
kitchen? So it passed on till the feast of Whitsuntide. And at that time the king 
held it at Carlion in the most royallest wise that might be, like as he did yearly. 
But the king would no meat eat upon the Whitsunday, until he heard some 
adventures. Then came there a squire to the king and said, Sir, ye may go to your 
meat, for here cometh a damosel with some strange adventures. Then was the 
king glad and sat him down. 

Right so there came a damosel into the hall and saluted the king, and prayed 
him of succour. For whom? said the king, what is the adventure? 

Sir, she said, I have a lady of great worship and renown, and she is besieged 
with a tyrant, so that she may not out of her castle; and because here are called 
the noblest knights of the world, I come to you to pray you of succour. What 
hight your lady, and where dwelleth she, and who is she, and what is his name 
that hath besieged her? Sir king, she said, as for my lady's name that shall not ye 
know for me as at this time, but I let you wit she is a lady of great worship and 
of great lands; and as for the tyrant that besiegeth her and destroyeth her lands, 
he is called the Red Knight of the Red Launds. I know him not, said the king. 
Sir, said Sir Gawaine, I know him well, for he is one of the perilloust knights of 
the world; men say that he hath seven men's strength, and from him I escaped 
once full hard with my life. Fair damosel, said the king, there be knights here 
would do their power for to rescue your lady, but because you will not tell her 
name, nor where she dwelleth, therefore none of my knights that here be now 
shall go with you by my will. Then must I speak further, said the damosel. 
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CHAPTER III. How Beaumains desired the battle, and how it was 
granted to him, and how he desired to be made knight of Sir Launcelot. 

WITH these words came before the king Beaumains, while the damosel was 
there, and thus he said, Sir king, God thank you, I have been this twelvemonth in 
your kitchen, and have had my full sustenance, and now I will ask my two gifts 
that be behind. Ask, upon my peril, said the king. Sir, this shall be my two gifts, 
first that ye will grant me to have this adventure of the damosel, for it belongeth 
unto me. Thou shalt have it, said the king, I grant it thee. Then, sir, this is the 
other gift, that ye shall bid Launcelot du Lake to make me knight, for of him I 
will be made knight and else of none. And when I am passed I pray you let him 
ride after me, and make me knight when I require him. All this shall be done, 
said the king. Fie on thee, said the damosel, shall I have none but one that is your 
kitchen page? Then was she wroth and took her horse and departed. And with 
that there came one to Beaumains and told him his horse and armour was come 
for him; and there was the dwarf come with all thing that him needed, in the 
richest manner; thereat all the court had much marvel from whence came all that 
gear. So when he was armed there was none but few so goodly a man as he was; 
and right so as he came into the hall and took his leave of King Arthur, and Sir 
Gawaine, and Sir Launcelot, and prayed that he would hie after him, and so 
departed and rode after the damosel. 


CHAPTER IV. How Beaumains departed, and how he gat of Sir Kay a 
spear and a shield, and how he jousted with Sir Launcelot. 

BUT there went many after to behold how well he was horsed and trapped in 
cloth of gold, but he had neither shield nor spear. Then Sir Kay said all open in 
the hall, I will ride after my boy in the kitchen, to wit whether he will know me 
for his better. Said Sir Launcelot and Sir Gawaine, Yet abide at home. So Sir 
Kay made him ready and took his horse and his spear, and rode after him. And 
right as Beaumains overtook the damosel, right so came Sir Kay and said, 
Beaumains, what, sir, know ye not me? Then he turned his horse, and knew it 
was Sir Kay, that had done him all the despite as ye have heard afore. Yea, said 
Beaumains, I know you for an ungentle knight of the court, and therefore beware 
of me. Therewith Sir Kay put his spear in the rest, and ran straight upon him; and 
Beaumains came as fast upon him with his sword in his hand, and so he put 
away his spear with his sword, and with a foin thrust him through the side, that 
Sir Kay fell down as he had been dead; and he alighted down and took Sir Kay's 
shield and his spear, and stert upon his own horse and rode his way. 

All that saw Sir Launcelot, and so did the damosel. And then he bade his 
dwarf stert upon Sir Kay's horse, and so he did. By that Sir Launcelot was come, 
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then he proffered Sir Launcelot to joust; and either made them ready, and they 
came together so fiercely that either bare down other to the earth, and sore were 
they bruised. Then Sir Launcelot arose and helped him from his horse. And then 
Beaumains threw his shield from him, and proffered to fight with Sir Launcelot 
on foot; and so they rushed together like boars, tracing, rasing, and foining to the 
mountenance of an hour; and Sir Launcelot felt him so big that he marvelled of 
his strength, for he fought more liker a giant than a knight, and that his fighting 
was durable and passing perilous. For Sir Launcelot had so much ado with him 
that he dreaded himself to be shamed, and said, Beaumains, fight not so sore, 
your quarrel and mine is not so great but we may leave off. Truly that is truth, 
said Beaumains, but it doth me good to feel your might, and yet, my lord, I 
showed not the utterance. 


CHAPTER V. How Beaumains told to Sir Launcelot his name, and how 

he was dubbed knight of Sir Launcelot, and after overtook the damosel. 

IN God's name, said Sir Launcelot, for I promise you, by the faith of my 
body, I had as much to do as I might to save myself from you unshamed, and 
therefore have ye no doubt of none earthly knight. Hope ye so that I may any 
while stand a proved knight? said Beaumains. Yea, said Launcelot, do as ye have 
done, and I shall be your warrant. Then, I pray you, said Beaumains, give me the 
order of knighthood. Then must ye tell me your name, said Launcelot, and of 
what kin ye be born. Sir, so that ye will not discover me I shall, said Beaumains. 
Nay, said Sir Launcelot, and that I promise you by the faith of my body, until it 
be openly known. Then, sir, he said, my name is Gareth, and brother unto Sir 
Gawaine of father and mother. Ah, sir, said Sir Launcelot, I am more gladder of 
you than I was; for ever me thought ye should be of great blood, and that ye 
came not to the court neither for meat nor for drink. And then Sir Launcelot gave 
him the order of knighthood, and then Sir Gareth prayed him for to depart and let 
him go. 

So Sir Launcelot departed from him and came to Sir Kay, and made him to 
be borne home upon his shield, and so he was healed hard with the life; and all 
men scomed Sir Kay, and in especial Sir Gawaine and Sir Launcelot said it was 
not his part to rebuke no young man, for full little knew he of what birth he is 
come, and for what cause he came to this court; and so we leave Sir Kay and 
turn we unto Beaumains. 

When he had overtaken the damosel, anon she said, What dost thou here? 
thou stinkest all of the kitchen, thy clothes be bawdy of the grease and tallow 
that thou gainest in King Arthur's kitchen; weenest thou, said she, that I allow 
thee, for yonder knight that thou killest. Nay truly, for thou slewest him 
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unhappily and cowardly; therefore turn again, bawdy kitchen page, I know thee 
well, for Sir Kay named thee Beaumains. What art thou but a lusk and a turner of 
broaches and a ladle-washer? Damosel, said Beaumains, say to me what ye will, 
I will not go from you whatsomever ye say, for I have undertaken to King Arthur 
for to achieve your adventure, and so shall I finish it to the end, either I shall die 
therefore. Fie on thee, kitchen knave, wilt thou finish mine adventure? thou shalt 
anon be met withal, that thou wouldest not for all the broth that ever thou 
suppest once look him in the face. I shall assay, said Beaumains. 

So thus as they rode in the wood, there came a man flying all that ever he 
might. Whither wilt thou? said Beaumains. O lord, he said, help me, for here by 
in a slade are six thieves that have taken my lord and bound him, so I am afeard 
lest they will slay him. Bring me thither, said Beaumains. And so they rode 
together until they came thereas was the knight bounden; and then he rode unto 
them, and struck one unto the death, and then another, and at the third stroke he 
slew the third thief, and then the other three fled. And he rode after them, and he 
overtook them; and then those three thieves turned again and assailed Beaumains 
hard, but at the last he slew them, and returned and unbound the knight. And the 
knight thanked him, and prayed him to ride with him to his castle there a little 
beside, and he should worshipfully reward him for his good deeds. Sir, said 
Beaumains, I will no reward have: I was this day made knight of noble Sir 
Launcelot, and therefore I will no reward have, but God reward me. And also I 
must follow this damosel. 

And when he came nigh her she bade him ride from her, For thou smellest all 
of the kitchen: weenest thou that I have joy of thee, for all this deed that thou 
hast done is but mishapped thee: but thou shalt see a sight shall make thee turn 
again, and that lightly. Then the same knight which was rescued of the thieves 
rode after that damosel, and prayed her to lodge with him all that night. And 
because it was near night the damosel rode with him to his castle, and there they 
had great cheer, and at supper the knight sat Sir Beaumains afore the damosel. 
Fie, fie, said she, Sir knight, ye are uncourteous to set a kitchen page afore me; 
him beseemeth better to stick a swine than to sit afore a damosel of high parage. 
Then the knight was ashamed at her words, and took him up, and set him at a 
sideboard, and set himself afore him, and so all that night they had good cheer 
and merry rest. 


CHAPTER VI. How Beaumains fought and slew two knights at a 
passage. 
AND on the morn the damosel and he took their leave and thanked the 
knight, and so departed, and rode on their way until they came to a great forest. 
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And there was a great river and but one passage, and there were ready two 
knights on the farther side to let them the passage. What sayest thou, said the 
damosel, wilt thou match yonder knights or turn again? Nay, said Sir 
Beaumains, I will not turn again an they were six more. And therewithal he 
rushed into the water, and in midst of the water either brake their spears upon 
other to their hands, and then they drew their swords, and smote eagerly at other. 
And at the last Sir Beaumains smote the other upon the helm that his head 
stonied, and therewithal he fell down in the water, and there was he drowned. 
And then he spurred his horse upon the land, where the other knight fell upon 
him, and brake his spear, and so they drew their swords and fought long 
together. At the last Sir Beaumains clave his helm and his head down to the 
shoulders; and so he rode unto the damosel and bade her ride forth on her way. 

Alas, she said, that ever a kitchen page should have that fortune to destroy 
such two doughty knights: thou weenest thou hast done doughtily, that is not so; 
for the first knight his horse stumbled, and there he was drowned in the water, 
and never it was by thy force, nor by thy might. And the last knight by mishap 
thou camest behind him and mishappily thou slew him. 

Damosel, said Beaumains, ye may say what ye will, but with whomsomever 
I have ado withal, I trust to God to serve him or he depart. And therefore I reck 
not what ye say, so that I may win your lady. Fie, fie, foul kitchen knave, thou 
shalt see knights that shall abate thy boast. Fair damosel, give me goodly 
language, and then my care is past, for what knights somever they be, I care not, 
nor I doubt them not. Also, said she, I say it for thine avail, yet mayest thou turn 
again with thy worship; for an thou follow me, thou art but slain, for I see all that 
ever thou dost is but by misadventure, and not by prowess of thy hands. Well, 
damosel, ye may say what ye will, but wheresomever ye go I will follow you. So 
this Beaumains rode with that lady till evensong time, and ever she chid him, 
and would not rest. And they came to a black laund; and there was a black 
hawthorn, and thereon hung a black banner, and on the other side there hung a 
black shield, and by it stood a black spear great and long, and a great black horse 
covered with silk, and a black stone fast by. 


CHAPTER VII. How Beaumains fought with the Knight of the Black 
Launds, and fought with him till he fell down and died. 

THERE sat a knight all armed in black harness, and his name was the Knight 
of the Black Laund. Then the damosel, when she saw that knight, she bade him 
flee down that valley, for his horse was not saddled. Gramercy, said Beaumains, 
for always ye would have me a coward. With that the Black Knight, when she 
came nigh him, spake and said, Damosel, have ye brought this knight of King 
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Arthur to be your champion? Nay, fair knight, said she, this is but a kitchen 
knave that was fed in King Arthur's kitchen for alms. Why cometh he, said the 
knight, in such array? it is shame that he beareth you company. Sir, I cannot be 
delivered of him, said she, for with me he rideth maugre mine head: God would 
that ye should put him from me, other to slay him an ye may, for he is an 
unhappy knave, and unhappily he hath done this day: through mishap I saw him 
slay two knights at the passage of the water; and other deeds he did before right 
marvellous and through unhappiness. That marvelleth me, said the Black Knight, 
that any man that is of worship will have ado with him. They know him not, said 
the damosel, and for because he rideth with me, they ween that he be some man 
of worship born. That may be, said the Black Knight; howbeit as ye say that he 
be no man of worship, he is a full likely person, and full like to be a strong man: 
but thus much shall I grant you, said the Black Knight; I shall put him down 
upon one foot, and his horse and his harness he shall leave with me, for it were 
shame to me to do him any more harm. 

When Sir Beaumains heard him say thus, he said, Sir knight, thou art full 
large of my horse and my harness; I let thee wit it cost thee nought, and whether 
it liketh thee or not, this laund will I pass maugre thine head. And horse nor 
harness gettest thou none of mine, but if thou win them with thy hands; and 
therefore let see what thou canst do. Sayest thou that? said the Black Knight, 
now yield thy lady from thee, for it beseemeth never a kitchen page to ride with 
such a lady. Thou liest, said Beaumains, I am a gentleman born, and of more 
high lineage than thou, and that will I prove on thy body. 

Then in great wrath they departed with their horses, and came together as it 
had been the thunder, and the Black Knight's spear brake, and Beaumains thrust 
him through both his sides, and therewith his spear brake, and the truncheon left 
still in his side. But nevertheless the Black Knight drew his sword, and smote 
many eager strokes, and of great might, and hurt Beaumains full sore. But at the 
last the Black Knight, within an hour and an half, he fell down off his horse in 
swoon, and there he died. And when Beaumains saw him so well horsed and 
armed, then he alighted down and armed him in his armour, and so took his 
horse and rode after the damosel. 

When she saw him come nigh, she said, Away, kitchen knave, out of the 
wind, for the smell of thy bawdy clothes grieveth me. Alas, she said, that ever 
such a knave should by mishap slay so good a knight as thou hast done, but all 
this is thine unhappiness. But here by is one shall pay thee all thy payment, and 
therefore yet I counsel thee, flee. It may happen me, said Beaumains, to be 
beaten or slain, but I warn you, fair damosel, I will not flee away, a nor leave 
your company, for all that ye can say; for ever ye say that they will kill me or 
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beat me, but howsomever it happeneth I escape, and they lie on the ground. And 
therefore it were as good for you to hold you still thus all day rebuking me, for 
away will I not till I see the uttermost of this journey, or else I will be slain, other 
truly beaten; therefore ride on your way, for follow you I will whatsomever 
happen. 


CHAPTER VIII. How the brother of the knight that was slain met with 
Beaumains, and fought with Beaumains till he was yielden. 

THUS as they rode together, they saw a knight come driving by them all in 
green, both his horse and his harness; and when he came nigh the damosel, he 
asked her, Is that my brother the Black Knight that ye have brought with you? 
Nay, nay, she said, this unhappy kitchen knave hath slain your brother through 
unhappiness. Alas, said the Green Knight, that is great pity, that so noble a 
knight as he was should so unhappily be slain, and namely of a knave's hand, as 
ye say that he is. Ah! traitor, said the Green Knight, thou shalt die for slaying of 
my brother; he was a full noble knight, and his name was Sir Perard. I defy thee, 
said Beaumains, for I let thee wit I slew him knightly and not shamefully. 

Therewithal the Green Knight rode unto an horn that was green, and it hung 
upon a thorn, and there he blew three deadly motes, and there came two 
damosels and armed him lightly. And then he took a great horse, and a green 
shield and a green spear. And then they ran together with all their mights, and 
brake their spears unto their hands. And then they drew their swords, and gave 
many sad strokes, and either of them wounded other full ill. And at the last, at an 
overthwart, Beaumains with his horse struck the Green Knight's horse upon the 
side, that he fell to the earth. And then the Green Knight avoided his horse 
lightly, and dressed him upon foot. That saw Beaumains, and therewithal he 
alighted, and they rushed together like two mighty kemps a long while, and sore 
they bled both. With that came the damosel, and said, My lord the Green Knight, 
why for shame stand ye so long fighting with the kitchen knave? Alas, it is 
shame that ever ye were made knight, to see such a lad to match such a knight, 
as the weed overgrew the corn. Therewith the Green Knight was ashamed, and 
therewithal he gave a great stroke of might, and clave his shield through. When 
Beaumains saw his shield cloven asunder he was a little ashamed of that stroke 
and of her language; and then he gave him such a buffet upon the helm that he 
fell on his knees. And so suddenly Beaumains pulled him upon the ground 
grovelling. And then the Green Knight cried him mercy, and yielded him unto 
Sir Beaumains, and prayed him to slay him not. All is in vain, said Beaumains, 
for thou shalt die but if this damosel that came with me pray me to save thy life. 
And therewithal he unlaced his helm like as he would slay him. Fie upon thee, 
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false kitchen page, I will never pray thee to save his life, for I will never be so 
much in thy danger. Then shall he die, said Beaumains. Not so hardy, thou 
bawdy knave, said the damosel, that thou slay him. Alas, said the Green Knight, 
suffer me not to die for a fair word may save me. Fair knight, said the Green 
Knight, save my life, and I will forgive thee the death of my brother, and for 
ever to become thy man, and thirty knights that hold of me for ever shall do you 
service. In the devil's name, said the damosel, that such a bawdy kitchen knave 
should have thee and thirty knights’ service. 

Sir knight, said Beaumains, all this availeth thee not, but if my damosel 
speak with me for thy life. And therewithal he made a semblant to slay him. Let 
be, said the damosel, thou bawdy knave; slay him not, for an thou do thou shalt 
repent it. Damosel, said Beaumains, your charge is to me a pleasure, and at your 
commandment his life shall be saved, and else not. Then he said, Sir knight with 
the green arms, I release thee quit at this damosel's request, for I will not make 
her wroth, I will fulfil all that she chargeth me. And then the Green Knight 
kneeled down, and did him homage with his sword. Then said the damosel, Me 
repenteth, Green Knight, of your damage, and of your brother's death, the Black 
Knight, for of your help I had great mister, for I dread me sore to pass this forest. 
Nay, dread you not, said the Green Knight, for ye shall lodge with me this night, 
and to-morn I shall help you through this forest. So they took their horses and 
rode to his manor, which was fast there beside. 


CHAPTER IX. How the damosel again rebuked Beaumains, and would 
not suffer him to sit at her table, but called him kitchen boy. 

AND ever she rebuked Beaumains, and would not suffer him to sit at her 
table, but as the Green Knight took him and sat him at a side table. Marvel 
methinketh, said the Green Knight to the damosel, why ye rebuke this noble 
knight as ye do, for I warn you, damosel, he is a full noble knight, and I know no 
knight is able to match him; therefore ye do great wrong to rebuke him, for he 
shall do you right good service, for whatsomever he maketh himself, ye shall 
prove at the end that he is come of a noble blood and of king's lineage. Fie, fie, 
said the damosel, it is shame for you to say of him such worship. Truly, said the 
Green Knight, it were shame for me to say of him any disworship, for he hath 
proved himself a better knight than I am, yet have I met with many knights in 
my days, and never or this time have I found no knight his match. And so that 
night they yede unto rest, and all that night the Green Knight commanded thirty 
knights privily to watch Beaumains, for to keep him from all treason. 

And so on the morn they all arose, and heard their mass and brake their fast; 
and then they took their horses and rode on their way, and the Green Knight 
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conveyed them through the forest; and there the Green Knight said, My lord 
Beaumains, I and these thirty knights shall be always at your summons, both 
early and late, at your calling and whither that ever ye will send us. It is well 
said, said Beaumains; when that I call upon you ye must yield you unto King 
Arthur, and all your knights. If that ye so command us, we shall be ready at all 
times, said the Green Knight. Fie, fie upon thee, in the devil's name, said the 
damosel, that any good knights should be obedient unto a kitchen knave. So then 
departed the Green Knight and the damosel. And then she said unto Beaumains, 
Why followest thou me, thou kitchen boy? Cast away thy shield and thy spear, 
and flee away; yet I counsel thee betimes or thou shalt say right soon, alas; for 
wert thou as wight as ever was Wade or Launcelot, Tristram, or the good knight 
Sir Lamorak, thou shalt not pass a pass here that is called the Pass Perilous. 
Damosel, said Beaumains, who is afeard let him flee, for it were shame to turn 
again sithen I have ridden so long with you. Well, said the damosel, ye shall 
soon, whether ye will or not. 


CHAPTER X. How the third brother, called the Red Knight, jousted 
and fought against Beaumains, and how Beaumains overcame him. 

SO within a while they saw a tower as white as any snow, well matchecold 
all about, and double dyked. And over the tower gate there hung a fifty shields 
of divers colours, and under that tower there was a fair meadow. And therein 
were many knights and squires to behold, scaffolds and pavilions; for there upon 
the morn should be a great tournament: and the lord of the tower was in his 
castle and looked out at a window, and saw a damosel, a dwarf, and a knight 
armed at all points. So God me help, said the lord, with that knight will I joust, 
for I see that he is a knight-errant. And so he armed him and horsed him hastily. 
And when he was on horseback with his shield and his spear, it was all red, both 
his horse and his harness, and all that to him longeth. And when that he came 
nigh him he weened it had been his brother the Black Knight; and then he cried 
aloud, Brother, what do ye in these marches? Nay, nay, said the damosel, it is 
not he; this is but a kitchen knave that was brought up for alms in King Arthur's 
court. Nevertheless, said the Red Knight, I will speak with him or he depart. Ah, 
said the damosel, this knave hath killed thy brother, and Sir Kay named him 
Beaumains, and this horse and this harness was thy brother's, the Black Knight. 
Also I saw thy brother the Green Knight overcome of his hands. Now may ye be 
revenged upon him, for I may never be quit of him. 

With this either knights departed in sunder, and they came together with all 
their might, and either of their horses fell to the earth, and they avoided their 
horses, and put their shields afore them and drew their swords, and either gave 
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other sad strokes, now here, now there, rasing, tracing, foining, and hurling like 
two boars, the space of two hours. And then she cried on high to the Red Knight, 
Alas, thou noble Red Knight, think what worship hath followed thee, let never a 
kitchen knave endure thee so long as he doth. Then the Red Knight waxed wroth 
and doubled his strokes, and hurt Beaumains wonderly sore, that the blood ran 
down to the ground, that it was wonder to see that strong battle. Yet at the last 
Sir Beaumains struck him to the earth, and as he would have slain the Red 
Knight, he cried mercy, saying, Noble knight, slay me not, and I shall yield me 
to thee with fifty knights with me that be at my commandment. And I forgive 
thee all the despite that thou hast done to me, and the death of my brother the 
Black Knight. All this availeth not, said Beaumains, but if my damosel pray me 
to save thy life. And therewith he made semblant to strike off his head. Let be, 
thou Beaumains, slay him not, for he is a noble knight, and not so hardy, upon 
thine head, but thou save him. 

Then Beaumains bade the Red Knight, Stand up, and thank the damosel now 
of thy life. Then the Red Knight prayed him to see his castle, and to be there all 
night. So the damosel then granted him, and there they had merry cheer. But 
always the damosel spake many foul words unto Beaumains, whereof the Red 
Knight had great marvel; and all that night the Red Knight made three score 
knights to watch Beaumains, that he should have no shame nor villainy. And 
upon the morn they heard mass and dined, and the Red Knight came before 
Beaumains with his three score knights, and there he proffered him his homage 
and fealty at all times, he and his knights to do him service. I thank you, said 
Beaumains, but this ye shall grant me: when I call upon you, to come afore my 
lord King Arthur, and yield you unto him to be his knights. Sir, said the Red 
Knight, I will be ready, and my fellowship, at your summons. So Sir Beaumains 
departed and the damosel, and ever she rode chiding him in the foulest manner. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Beaumains suffered great rebukes of the 
damosel, and he suffered it patiently. 

DAMOSEL, said Beaumains, ye are uncourteous so to rebuke me as ye do, 
for meseemeth I have done you good service, and ever ye threaten me I shall be 
beaten with knights that we meet, but ever for all your boast they lie in the dust 
or in the mire, and therefore I pray you rebuke me no more; and when ye see me 
beaten or yielden as recreant, then may ye bid me go from you shamefully; but 
first I let you wit I will not depart from you, for I were worse than a fool an I 
would depart from you all the while that I win worship. Well, said she, right 
soon there shall meet a knight shall pay thee all thy wages, for he is the most 
man of worship of the world, except King Arthur. I will well, said Beaumains, 


4563 XRN 


the more he is of worship, the more shall be my worship to have ado with him. 

Then anon they were ware where was afore them a city rich and fair. And 
betwixt them and the city a mile and an half there was a fair meadow that 
seemed new mown, and therein were many pavilions fair to behold. Lo, said the 
damosel, yonder is a lord that owneth yonder city, and his custom is, when the 
weather is fair, to lie in this meadow to joust and tourney. And ever there be 
about him five hundred knights and gentlemen of arms, and there be all manner 
of games that any gentleman can devise. That goodly lord, said Beaumains, 
would I fain see. Thou shalt see him time enough, said the damosel, and so as 
she rode near she espied the pavilion where he was. Lo, said she, seest thou 
yonder pavilion that is all of the colour of Inde, and all manner of thing that 
there is about, men and women, and horses trapped, shields and spears were all 
of the colour of Inde, and his name is Sir Persant of Inde, the most lordliest 
knight that ever thou lookedst on. It may well be, said Beaumains, but be he 
never so stout a knight, in this field I shall abide till that I see him under his 
shield. Ah, fool, said she, thou wert better flee betimes. Why, said Beaumains, 
an he be such a knight as ye make him, he will not set upon me with all his men, 
or with his five hundred knights. For an there come no more but one at once, I 
shall him not fail whilst my life lasteth. Fie, fie, said the damosel, that ever such 
a stinking knave should blow such a boast. Damosel, he said, ye are to blame so 
to rebuke me, for I had liefer do five battles than so to be rebuked, let him come 
and then let him do his worst. 

Sir, she said, I marvel what thou art and of what kin thou art come; boldly 
thou speakest, and boldly thou hast done, that have I seen; therefore I pray thee 
save thyself an thou mayest, for thy horse and thou have had great travail, and I 
dread we dwell over long from the siege, for it is but hence seven mile, and all 
perilous passages we are passed save all only this passage; and here I dread me 
sore lest ye shall catch some hurt, therefore I would ye were hence, that ye were 
not bruised nor hurt with this strong knight. But I let you wit that Sir Persant of 
Inde is nothing of might nor strength unto the knight that laid the siege about my 
lady. As for that, said Sir Beaumains, be it as it be may. For sithen I am come so 
nigh this knight I will prove his might or I depart from him, and else I shall be 
shamed an I now withdraw me from him. And therefore, damosel, have ye no 
doubt by the grace of God I shall so deal with this knight that within two hours 
after noon I shall deliver him. And then shall we come to the siege by daylight. 
O Jesu, marvel have I, said the damosel, what manner a man ye be, for it may 
never be otherwise but that ye be come of a noble blood, for so foul nor 
shamefully did never woman rule a knight as I have done you, and ever 
courteously ye have suffered me, and that came never but of a gentle blood. 
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Damosel, said Beaumains, a knight may little do that may not suffer a 
damosel, for whatsomever ye said unto me I took none heed to your words, for 
the more ye said the more ye angered me, and my wrath I wreaked upon them 
that I had ado withal. And therefore all the missaying that ye missaid me 
furthered me in my battle, and caused me to think to show and prove myself at 
the end what I was; for peradventure though I had meat in King Arthur's kitchen, 
yet I might have had meat enough in other places, but all that I did it for to prove 
and assay my friends, and that shall be known another day; and whether that I be 
a gentleman born or none, I let you wit, fair damosel, I have done you 
gentleman's service, and peradventure better service yet will I do or I depart 
from you. Alas, she said, fair Beaumains, forgive me all that I have missaid or 
done against thee. With all my heart, said he, I forgive it you, for ye did nothing 
but as ye should do, for all your evil words pleased me; and damosel, said 
Beaumains, since it liketh you to say thus fair unto me, wit ye well it gladdeth 
my heart greatly, and now meseemeth there is no knight living but I am able 
enough for him. 


CHAPTER XII. How Beaumains fought with Sir Persant of Inde, and 
made him to be yielden. 

WITH this Sir Persant of Inde had espied them as they hoved in the field, 
and knightly he sent to them whether he came in war or in peace. Say to thy lord, 
said Beaumains, I take no force, but whether as him list himself. So the 
messenger went again unto Sir Persant and told him all his answer. Well then 
will I have ado with him to the utterance, and so he purveyed him and rode 
against him. And Beaumains saw him and made him ready, and there they met 
with all that ever their horses might run, and brast their spears either in three 
pieces, and their horses rushed so together that both their horses fell dead to the 
earth; and lightly they avoided their horses and put their shields afore them, and 
drew their swords, and gave many great strokes that sometime they hurtled 
together that they fell grovelling on the ground. Thus they fought two hours and 
more, that their shields and their hauberks were all forhewen, and in many steads 
they were wounded. So at the last Sir Beaumains smote him through the cost of 
the body, and then he retrayed him here and there, and knightly maintained his 
battle long time. And at the last, though him loath were, Beaumains smote Sir 
Persant above upon the helm, that he fell grovelling to the earth; and then he 
leapt upon him overthwart and unlaced his helm to have slain him. 

Then Sir Persant yielded him and asked him mercy. With that came the 
damosel and prayed to save his life. I will well, for it were pity this noble knight 
should die. Gramercy, said Persant, gentle knight and damosel. For certainly 
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now I wot well it was ye that slew my brother the Black Knight at the black 
thorn; he was a full noble knight, his name was Sir Percard. Also I am sure that 
ye are he that won mine other brother the Green Knight, his name was Sir 
Pertolepe. Also ye won my brother the Red Knight, Sir Perimones. And now 
since ye have won these, this shall I do for to please you: ye shall have homage 
and fealty of me, and an hundred knights to be always at your commandment, to 
go and ride where ye will command us. And so they went unto Sir Persant's 
pavilion and drank the wine, and ate spices, and afterward Sir Persant made him 
to rest upon a bed until supper time, and after supper to bed again. When 
Beaumains was abed, Sir Persant had a lady, a fair daughter of eighteen year of 
age, and there he called her unto him, and charged her and commanded her upon 
his blessing to go unto the knight's bed, and lie down by his side, and make him 
no strange cheer, but good cheer, and take him in thine arms and kiss him, and 
look that this be done, I charge you, as ye will have my love and my good will. 
So Sir Persant's daughter did as her father bade her, and so she went unto Sir 
Beaumains' bed, and privily she dispoiled her, and laid her down by him, and 
then he awoke and saw her, and asked her what she was. Sir, she said, I am Sir 
Persant's daughter, that by the commandment of my father am come hither. Be 
ye a maid or a wife? said he. Sir, she said, I am a clean maiden. God defend, said 
he, that I should defoil you to do Sir Persant such a shame; therefore, fair 
damosel, arise out of this bed or else I will. Sir, she said, I came not to you by 
mine own will, but as I was commanded. Alas, said Sir Beaumains, I were a 
shameful knight an I would do your father any disworship; and so he kissed her, 
and so she departed and came unto Sir Persant her father, and told him all how 
she had sped. Truly, said Sir Persant, whatsomever he be, he is come of a noble 
blood. And so we leave them there till on the morn. 


CHAPTER XIII. Of the goodly communication between Sir Persant and 
Beaumains, and how he told him that his name was Sir Gareth. 

AND so on the morn the damosel and Sir Beaumains heard mass and brake 
their fast, and so took their leave. Fair damosel, said Persant, whitherward are ye 
way-leading this knight? Sir, she said, this knight is going to the siege that 
besiegeth my sister in the Castle Dangerous. Ah, ah, said Persant, that is the 
Knight of the Red Laund, the which is the most perilous knight that I know now 
living, and a man that is without mercy, and men say that he hath seven men's 
strength. God save you, said he to Beaumains, from that knight, for he doth great 
wrong to that lady, and that is great pity, for she is one of the fairest ladies of the 
world, and meseemeth that your damosel is her sister: is not your name Linet? 
said he. Yea, sir, said she, and my lady my sister's name is Dame Lionesse. Now 
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Shall I tell you, said Sir Persant, this Red Knight of the Red Laund hath lain long 
at the siege, well-nigh this two years, and many times he might have had her an 
he had would, but he prolongeth the time to this intent, for to have Sir Launcelot 
du Lake to do battle with him, or Sir Tristram, or Sir Lamorak de Galis, or Sir 
Gawaine, and this is his tarrying so long at the siege. 

Now my lord Sir Persant of Inde, said the damosel Linet, I require you that 
ye will make this gentleman knight or ever he fight with the Red Knight. I will 
with all my heart, said Sir Persant, an it please him to take the order of 
knighthood of so simple a man as I am. Sir, said Beaumains, I thank you for 
your good will, for I am better sped, for certainly the noble knight Sir Launcelot 
made me knight. Ah, said Sir Persant, of a more renowned knight might ye not 
be made knight; for of all knights he may be called chief of knighthood; and so 
all the world saith, that betwixt three knights is departed clearly knighthood, that 
is Launcelot du Lake, Sir Tristram de Liones, and Sir Lamorak de Galis: these 
bear now the renown. There be many other knights, as Sir Palamides the Saracen 
and Sir Safere his brother; also Sir Bleoberis and Sir Blamore de Ganis his 
brother; also Sir Bors de Ganis and Sir Ector de Maris and Sir Percivale de 
Galis; these and many more be noble knights, but there be none that pass the 
three above said; therefore God speed you well, said Sir Persant, for an ye may 
match the Red Knight ye shall be called the fourth of the world. 

Sir, said Beaumains, I would fain be of good fame and of knighthood. And I 
let you wit I came of good men, for I dare say my father was a noble man, and so 
that ye will keep it in close, and this damosel, I will tell you of what kin I am. 
We will not discover you, said they both, till ye command us, by the faith we 
owe unto God. Truly then, said he, my name is Gareth of Orkney, and King Lot 
was my father, and my mother is King Arthur's sister, her name is Dame 
Morgawse, and Sir Gawaine is my brother, and Sir Agravaine and Sir Gaheris, 
and I am the youngest of them all. And yet wot not King Arthur nor Sir Gawaine 
what I am. 


CHAPTER XIV. How the lady that was besieged had word from her 
sister how she had brought a knight to fight for her, and what battles he had 
achieved. 

SO the book saith that the lady that was besieged had word of her sister's 
coming by the dwarf, and a knight with her, and how he had passed all the 
perilous passages. What manner a man is he? said the lady. He is a noble knight, 
truly, madam, said the dwarf, and but a young man, but he is as likely a man as 
ever ye saw any. What is he? said the damosel, and of what kin is he come, and 
of whom was he made knight? Madam, said the dwarf, he is the king's son of 
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Orkney, but his name I will not tell you as at this time; but wit ye well, of Sir 
Launcelot was he made knight, for of none other would he be made knight, and 
Sir Kay named him Beaumains. How escaped he, said the lady, from the 
brethren of Persant? Madam, he said, as a noble knight should. First, he slew two 
brethren at a passage of a water. Ah! said she, they were good knights, but they 
were murderers, the one hight Gherard le Breuse, and the other knight hight Sir 
Arnold le Breuse. Then, madam, he recountered with the Black Knight, and slew 
him in plain battle, and so he took his horse and his armour and fought with the 
Green Knight and won him in plain battle, and in like wise he served the Red 
Knight, and after in the same wise he served the Blue Knight and won him in 
plain battle. Then, said the lady, he hath overcome Sir Persant of Inde, one of the 
noblest knights of the world, and the dwarf said, He hath won all the four 
brethren and slain the Black Knight, and yet he did more to-fore: he overthrew 
Sir Kay and left him nigh dead upon the ground; also he did a great battle with 
Sir Launcelot, and there they departed on even hands: and then Sir Launcelot 
made him knight. 

Dwarf, said the lady, I am glad of these tidings, therefore go thou in an 
hermitage of mine hereby, and there shalt thou bear with thee of my wine in two 
flagons of silver, they are of two gallons, and also two cast of bread with fat 
venison baked, and dainty fowls; and a cup of gold here I deliver thee, that is 
rich and precious; and bear all this to mine hermitage, and put it in the hermit's 
hands. And sithen go thou unto my sister and greet her well, and commend me 
unto that gentle knight, and pray him to eat and to drink and make him strong, 
and say ye him I thank him of his courtesy and goodness, that he would take 
upon him such labour for me that never did him bounty nor courtesy. Also pray 
him that he be of good heart and courage, for he shall meet with a full noble 
knight, but he is neither of bounty, courtesy, nor gentleness; for he attendeth 
unto nothing but to murder, and that is the cause I cannot praise him nor love 
him. 

So this dwarf departed, and came to Sir Persant, where he found the damosel 
Linet and Sir Beaumains, and there he told them all as ye have heard; and then 
they took their leave, but Sir Persant took an ambling hackney and conveyed 
them on their ways, and then beleft them to God; and so within a little while they 
came to that hermitage, and there they drank the wine, and ate the venison and 
the fowls baken. And so when they had repasted them well, the dwarf returned 
again with his vessel unto the castle again; and there met with him the Red 
Knight of the Red Launds, and asked him from whence that he came, and where 
he had been. Sir, said the dwarf, I have been with my lady's sister of this castle, 
and she hath been at King Arthur's court, and brought a knight with her. Then I 
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account her travail but lost; for though she had brought with her Sir Launcelot, 
Sir Tristram, Sir Lamorak, or Sir Gawaine, I would think myself good enough 
for them all. 

It may well be, said the dwarf, but this knight hath passed all the perilous 
passages, and slain the Black Knight and other two more, and won the Green 
Knight, the Red Knight, and the Blue Knight. Then is he one of these four that I 
have afore rehearsed. He is none of those, said the dwarf, but he is a king's son. 
What is his name? said the Red Knight of the Red Launds. That will I not tell 
you, said the dwarf, but Sir Kay upon scorn named him Beaumains. I care not, 
said the knight, what knight so ever he be, for I shall soon deliver him. And if I 
ever match him he shall have a shameful death as many other have had. That 
were pity, said the dwarf, and it is marvel that ye make such shameful war upon 
noble knights. 


CHAPTER XV. How the damosel and Beaumains came to the siege; and 
came to a sycamore tree, and there Beaumains blew a horn, and then the 
Knight of the 

Red Launds came to fight with him. 

NOW leave we the knight and the dwarf, and speak we of Beaumains, that 
all night lay in the hermitage; and upon the morn he and the damosel Linet heard 
their mass and brake their fast. And then they took their horses and rode 
throughout a fair forest; and then they came to a plain, and saw where were 
many pavilions and tents, and a fair castle, and there was much smoke and great 
noise; and when they came near the siege Sir Beaumains espied upon great trees, 
as he rode, how there hung full goodly armed knights by the neck, and their 
shields about their necks with their swords, and gilt spurs upon their heels, and 
so there hung nigh a forty knights shamefully with full rich arms. 

Then Sir Beaumains abated his countenance and said, What meaneth this? 
Fair sir, said the damosel, abate not your cheer for all this sight, for ye must 
courage yourself, or else ye be all shent, for all these knights came hither to this 
siege to rescue my sister Dame Lionesse, and when the Red Knight of the Red 
Launds had overcome them, he put them to this shameful death without mercy 
and pity. And in the same wise he will serve you but if you quit you the better. 

Now Jesu defend me, said Beaumains, from such a villainous death and 
shenship of arms. For rather than I should so be faren withal, I would rather be 
slain manly in plain battle. So were ye better, said the damosel; for trust not, in 
him is no courtesy, but all goeth to the death or shameful murder, and that is 
pity, for he is a full likely man, well made of body, and a full noble knight of 
prowess, and a lord of great lands and possessions. Truly, said Beaumains, he 
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may well be a good knight, but he useth shameful customs, and it is marvel that 
he endureth so long that none of the noble knights of my lord Arthur's have not 
dealt with him. 

And then they rode to the dykes, and saw them double dyked with full 
warlike walls; and there were lodged many great lords nigh the walls; and there 
was great noise of minstrelsy; and the sea beat upon the one side of the walls, 
where were many ships and mariners’ noise with "hale and how." And also there 
was fast by a sycamore tree, and there hung an horn, the greatest that ever they 
saw, of an elephant's bone; and this Knight of the Red Launds had hanged it up 
there, that if there came any errant-knight, he must blow that horn, and then will 
he make him ready and come to him to do battle. But, sir, I pray you, said the 
damosel Linet, blow ye not the horn till it be high noon, for now it is about 
prime, and now increaseth his might, that as men say he hath seven men's 
strength. Ah, fie for shame, fair damosel, say ye never so more to me; for, an he 
were as good a knight as ever was, I shall never fail him in his most might, for 
either I will win worship worshipfully, or die knightly in the field. And therewith 
he spurred his horse straight to the sycamore tree, and blew so the horn eagerly 
that all the siege and the castle rang thereof. And then there leapt out knights out 
of their tents and pavilions, and they within the castle looked over the walls and 
out at windows. 

Then the Red Knight of the Red Launds armed him hastily, and two barons 
set on his spurs upon his heels, and all was blood red, his armour, spear and 
shield. And an earl buckled his helm upon his head, and then they brought him a 
red spear and a red steed, and so he rode into a little vale under the castle, that all 
that were in the castle and at the siege might behold the battle. 


CHAPTER XVI. How the two knights met together, and of their talking, 

and how they began their battle. 

SIR, said the damosel Linet unto Sir Beaumains, look ye be glad and light, 
for yonder is your deadly enemy, and at yonder window is my lady, my sister, 
Dame Lionesse. Where? said Beaumains. Yonder, said the damosel, and pointed 
with her finger. That is truth, said Beaumains. She beseemeth afar the fairest 
lady that ever I looked upon; and truly, he said, I ask no better quarrel than now 
for to do battle, for truly she shall be my lady, and for her I will fight. And ever 
he looked up to the window with glad countenance, and the Lady Lionesse made 
curtsey to him down to the earth, with holding up both their hands. 

With that the Red Knight of the Red Launds called to Sir Beaumains, Leave, 
sir knight, thy looking, and behold me, I counsel thee; for I warn thee well she is 
my lady, and for her I have done many strong battles. If thou have so done, said 
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Beaumains, meseemeth it was but waste labour, for she loveth none of thy 
fellowship, and thou to love that loveth not thee is but great folly. For an I 
understood that she were not glad of my coming, I would be advised or I did 
battle for her. But I understand by the besieging of this castle she may forbear 
thy fellowship. And therefore wit thou well, thou Red Knight of the Red Launds, 
I love her, and will rescue her, or else to die. Sayst thou that? said the Red 
Knight, meseemeth thou ought of reason to be ware by yonder knights that thou 
sawest hang upon yonder trees. Fie for shame, said Beaumains, that ever thou 
shouldest say or do so evil, for in that thou shamest thyself and knighthood, and 
thou mayst be sure there will no lady love thee that knoweth thy wicked 
customs. And now thou weenest that the sight of these hanged knights should 
fear me. Nay truly, not so; that shameful sight causeth me to have courage and 
hardiness against thee, more than I would have had against thee an thou wert a 
well-ruled knight. Make thee ready, said the Red Knight of the Red Launds, and 
talk no longer with me. 

Then Sir Beaumains bade the damosel go from him; and then they put their 
spears in their rests, and came together with all their might that they had both, 
and either smote other in midst of their shields that the paitrelles, surcingles, and 
cruppers brast, and fell to the earth both, and the reins of their bridles in their 
hands; and so they lay a great while sore astonied, that all that were in the castle 
and in the siege weened their necks had been broken; and then many a stranger 
and other said the strange knight was a big man, and a noble jouster, for or now 
we Saw never no knight match the Red Knight of the Red Launds: thus they said, 
both within the castle and without. Then lightly they avoided their horses and put 
their shields afore them, and drew their swords and ran together like two fierce 
lions, and either gave other such buffets upon their helms that they reeled 
backward both two strides; and then they recovered both, and hewed great pieces 
off their harness and their shields that a great part fell into the fields. 


CHAPTER XVII. How after long fighting Beaumains overcame the 
knight and would have slain him, but at the request of the lords he saved his 
life, and 

made him to yield him to the lady. 

AND then thus they fought till it was past noon, and never would stint, till at 
the last they lacked wind both; and then they stood wagging and scattering, 
panting, blowing and bleeding, that all that beheld them for the most part wept 
for pity. So when they had rested them a while they yede to battle again, tracing, 
racing, foining as two boars. And at some time they took their run as it had been 
two rams, and hurtled together that sometime they fell grovelling to the earth: 
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and at some time they were so amazed that either took other's sword instead of 
his own. 

Thus they endured till evensong time, that there was none that beheld them 
might know whether was like to win the battle; and their armour was so forhewn 
that men might see their naked sides; and in other places they were naked, but 
ever the naked places they did defend. And the Red Knight was a wily knight of 
war, and his wily fighting taught Sir Beaumains to be wise; but he abought it full 
sore or he did espy his fighting. 

And thus by assent of them both they granted either other to rest; and so they 
set them down upon two mole-hills there beside the fighting place, and either of 
them unlaced his helm, and took the cold wind; for either of their pages was fast 
by them, to come when they called to unlace their harness and to set them on 
again at their commandment. And then when Sir Beaumains' helm was off, he 
looked up to the window, and there he saw the fair lady Dame Lionesse, and she 
made him such countenance that his heart waxed light and jolly; and therewith 
he bade the Red Knight of the Red Launds make him ready, and let us do the 
battle to the utterance. I will well, said the knight, and then they laced up their 
helms, and their pages avoided, and they stepped together and fought freshly; but 
the Red Knight of the Red Launds awaited him, and at an overthwart smote him 
within the hand, that his sword fell out of his hand; and yet he gave him another 
buffet upon the helm that he fell grovelling to the earth, and the Red Knight fell 
over him, for to hold him down. 

Then cried the maiden Linet on high: O Sir Beaumains, where is thy courage 
become? Alas, my lady my sister beholdeth thee, and she sobbeth and weepeth, 
that maketh mine heart heavy. When Sir Beaumains heard her say so, he abraid 
up with a great might and gat him upon his feet, and lightly he leapt to his sword 
and gripped it in his hand, and doubled his pace unto the Red Knight, and there 
they fought a new battle together. But Sir Beaumains then doubled his strokes, 
and smote so thick that he smote the sword out of his hand, and then he smote 
him upon the helm that he fell to the earth, and Sir Beaumains fell upon him, and 
unlaced his helm to have slain him; and then he yielded him and asked mercy, 
and said with a loud voice: O noble knight, I yield me to thy mercy. 

Then Sir Beaumains bethought him upon the knights that he had made to be 
hanged shamefully, and then he said: I may not with my worship save thy life, 
for the shameful deaths that thou hast caused many full good knights to die. Sir, 
said the Red Knight of the Red Launds, hold your hand and ye shall know the 
causes why I put them to so shameful a death. Say on, said Sir Beaumains. Sir, I 
loved once a lady, a fair damosel, and she had her brother slain; and she said it 
was Sir Launcelot du Lake, or else Sir Gawaine; and she prayed me as that I 
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loved her heartily, that I would make her a promise by the faith of my 
knighthood, for to labour daily in arms unto I met with one of them; and all that I 
might overcome I should put them unto a villainous death; and this is the cause 
that I have put all these knights to death, and so I ensured her to do all the 
villainy unto King Arthur's knights, and that I should take vengeance upon all 
these knights. And, sir, now I will thee tell that every day my strength increaseth 
till noon, and all this time have I seven men's strength. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How the knight yielded him, and how Beaumains 
made him to go unto King Arthur's court, and to cry Sir Launcelot mercy. 

THEN came there many earls, and barons, and noble knights, and prayed 
that knight to save his life, and take him to your prisoner. And all they fell upon 
their knees, and prayed him of mercy, and that he would save his life; and, Sir, 
they all said, it were fairer of him to take homage and fealty, and let him hold his 
lands of you than for to slay him; by his death ye shall have none advantage, and 
his misdeeds that be done may not be undone; and therefore he shall make 
amends to all parties, and we all will become your men and do you homage and 
fealty. Fair lords, said Beaumains, wit you well I am full loath to slay this 
knight, nevertheless he hath done passing ill and shamefully; but insomuch all 
that he did was at a lady's request I blame him the less; and so for your sake I 
will release him that he shall have his life upon this covenant, that he go within 
the castle, and yield him there to the lady, and if she will forgive and quit him, I 
will well; with this he make her amends of all the trespass he hath done against 
her and her lands. And also, when that is done, that ye go unto the court of King 
Arthur, and there that ye ask Sir Launcelot mercy, and Sir Gawaine, for the evil 
will ye have had against them. Sir, said the Red Knight of the Red Launds, all 
this will I do as ye command, and siker assurance and borrows ye shall have. 
And so then when the assurance was made, he made his homage and fealty, and 
all those earls and barons with him. 

And then the maiden Linet came to Sir Beaumains, and unarmed him and 
searched his wounds, and stinted his blood, and in likewise she did to the Red 
Knight of the Red Launds. And there they sojourned ten days in their tents; and 
the Red Knight made his lords and servants to do all the pleasure that they might 
unto Sir Beaumains. And so within a while the Red Knight of the Red Launds 
yede unto the castle, and put him in her grace. And so she received him upon 
sufficient surety, so all her hurts were well restored of all that she could 
complain. And then he departed unto the court of King Arthur, and there openly 
the Red Knight of the Red Launds put him in the mercy of Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Gawaine, and there he told openly how he was overcome and by whom, and also 
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he told all the battles from the beginning unto the ending. Jesu mercy, said King 
Arthur and Sir Gawaine, we marvel much of what blood he is come, for he is a 
noble knight. Have ye no marvel, said Sir Launcelot, for ye shall right well wit 
that he is come of a full noble blood; and as for his might and hardiness, there be 
but few now living that is so mighty as he is, and so noble of prowess. It seemeth 
by you, said King Arthur, that ye know his name, and from whence he is come, 
and of what blood he is. I suppose I do so, said Launcelot, or else I would not 
have given him the order of knighthood; but he gave me such charge at that time 
that I should never discover him until he required me, or else it be known openly 
by some other. 


CHAPTER XIX How Beaumains came to the lady, and when he came to 
the castle the gates were closed against him, and of the words that the lady 
said to 

him. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Beaumains that desired of Linet that he might see her 
sister, his lady. Sir, she said, I would fain ye saw her. Then Sir Beaumains all 
armed him, and took his horse and his spear, and rode straight unto the castle. 
And when he came to the gate he found there many men armed, and pulled up 
the drawbridge and drew the port close. 

Then marvelled he why they would not suffer him to enter. And then he 
looked up to the window; and there he saw the fair Lionesse that said on high: 
Go thy way, Sir Beaumains, for as yet thou shalt not have wholly my love, unto 
the time that thou be called one of the number of the worthy knights. And 
therefore go labour in worship this twelvemonth, and then thou shalt hear new 
tidings. Alas, fair lady, said Beaumains, I have not deserved that ye should show 
me this strangeness, and I had weened that I should have right good cheer with 
you, and unto my power I have deserved thank, and well I am sure I have bought 
your love with part of the best blood within my body. Fair courteous knight, said 
Dame Lionesse, be not displeased nor over-hasty; for wit you well your great 
travail nor good love shall not be lost, for I consider your great travail and 
labour, your bounty and your goodness as me ought to do. And therefore go on 
your way, and look that ye be of good comfort, for all shall be for your worship 
and for the best, and perdy a twelvemonth will soon be done, and trust me, fair 
knight, I shall be true to you, and never to betray you, but to my death I shall 
love you and none other. And therewithal she turned her from the window, and 
Sir Beaumains rode awayward from the castle, making great dole, and so he rode 
here and there and wist not where he rode, till it was dark night. And then it 
happened him to come to a poor man's house, and there he was harboured all that 
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night. 

But Sir Beaumains had no rest, but wallowed and writhed for the love of the 
lady of the castle. And so upon the morrow he took his horse and rode until 
underne, and then he came to a broad water, and thereby was a great lodge, and 
there he alighted to sleep and laid his head upon the shield, and betook his horse 
to the dwarf, and commanded him to watch all night. 

Now turn we to the lady of the same castle, that thought much upon 
Beaumains, and then she called unto her Sir Gringamore her brother, and prayed 
him in all manner, as he loved her heartily, that he would ride after Sir 
Beaumains: And ever have ye wait upon him till ye may find him sleeping, for I 
am sure in his heaviness he will alight down in some place, and lie him down to 
sleep; and therefore have ye your wait upon him, and in the priviest manner ye 
can, take his dwarf, and go ye your way with him as fast as ever ye may or Sir 
Beaumains awake. For my sister Linet telleth me that he can tell of what kindred 
he is come, and what is his right name. And the meanwhile I and my sister will 
ride unto your castle to await when ye bring with you the dwarf. And then when 
ye have brought him unto your castle, I will have him in examination myself. 
Unto the time that I know what is his right name, and of what kindred he is 
come, shall I never be merry at my heart. Sister, said Sir Gringamore, all this 
shall be done after your intent. 

And so he rode all the other day and the night till that he found Sir 
Beaumains lying by a water, and his head upon his shield, for to sleep. And then 
when he saw Sir Beaumains fast asleep, he came stilly stalking behind the dwarf, 
and plucked him fast under his arm, and so he rode away with him as fast as ever 
he might unto his own castle. And this Sir Gringamore's arms were all black, and 
that to him longeth. But ever as he rode with the dwarf toward his castle, he 
cried unto his lord and prayed him of help. And therewith awoke Sir Beaumains, 
and up he leapt lightly, and saw where Sir Gringamore rode his way with the 
dwarf, and so Sir Gringamore rode out of his sight. 


CHAPTER XX. How Sir Beaumains rode after to rescue his dwarf, and 

came into the castle where he was. 

THEN Sir Beaumains put on his helm anon, and buckled his shield, and took 
his horse, and rode after him all that ever he might ride through marshes, and 
fields, and great dales, that many times his horse and he plunged over the head in 
deep mires, for he knew not the way, but took the gainest way in that woodness, 
that many times he was like to perish. And at the last him happened to come to a 
fair green way, and there he met with a poor man of the country, whom he 
saluted and asked him whether he met not with a knight upon a black horse and 
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all black harness, a little dwarf sitting behind him with heavy cheer. Sir, said the 
poor man, here by me came Sir Gringamore the knight, with such a dwarf 
mourning as ye say; and therefore I rede you not follow him, for he is one of the 
periloust knights of the world, and his castle is here nigh hand but two mile; 
therefore we advise you ride not after Sir Gringamore, but if ye owe him good 
will. 

So leave we Sir Beaumains riding toward the castle, and speak we of Sir 
Gringamore and the dwarf. Anon as the dwarf was come to the castle, Dame 
Lionesse and Dame Linet her sister, asked the dwarf where was his master born, 
and of what lineage he was come. And but if thou tell me, said Dame Lionesse, 
thou shalt never escape this castle, but ever here to be prisoner. As for that, said 
the dwarf, I fear not greatly to tell his name and of what kin he is come. Wit you 
well he is a king's son, and his mother is sister to King Arthur, and he is brother 
to the good knight Sir Gawaine, and his name is Sir Gareth of Orkney. And now 
I have told you his right name, I pray you, fair lady, let me go to my lord again, 
for he will never out of this country until that he have me again. And if he be 
angry he will do much harm or that he be stint, and work you wrack in this 
country. As for that threatening, said Sir Gringamore, be it as it be may, we will 
go to dinner. And so they washed and went to meat, and made them merry and 
well at ease, and because the Lady Lionesse of the castle was there, they made 
great joy. Truly, madam, said Linet unto her sister, well may he be a king's son, 
for he hath many good tatches on him, for he is courteous and mild, and the most 
suffering man that ever I met withal. For I dare say there was never 
gentlewoman reviled man in so foul a manner as I have rebuked him; and at all 
times he gave me goodly and meek answers again. 

And as they sat thus talking, there came Sir Gareth in at the gate with an 
angry countenance, and his sword drawn in his hand, and cried aloud that all the 
castle might hear it, saying: Thou traitor, Sir Gringamore, deliver me my dwarf 
again, or by the faith that I owe to the order of knighthood, I shall do thee all the 
harm that I can. Then Sir Gringamore looked out at a window and said, Sir 
Gareth of Orkney, leave thy boasting words, for thou gettest not thy dwarf again. 
Thou coward knight, said Sir Gareth, bring him with thee, and come and do 
battle with me, and win him and take him. So will I do, said Sir Gringamore, an 
me list, but for all thy great words thou gettest him not. Ah! fair brother, said 
Dame Lionesse, I would he had his dwarf again, for I would he were not wroth, 
for now he hath told me all my desire I keep no more of the dwarf. And also, 
brother, he hath done much for me, and delivered me from the Red Knight of the 
Red Launds, and therefore, brother, I owe him my service afore all knights 
living. And wit ye well that I love him before all other, and full fain I would 
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speak with him. But in nowise I would that he wist what I were, but that I were 
another strange lady. 

Well, said Sir Gringamore, sithen I know now your will, I will obey now 
unto him. And right therewithal he went down unto Sir Gareth, and said: Sir, I 
cry you mercy, and all that I have misdone I will amend it at your will. And 
therefore I pray you that ye would alight, and take such cheer as I can make you 
in this castle. Shall I have my dwarf? said Sir Gareth. Yea, sir, and all the 
pleasaunce that I can make you, for as soon as your dwarf told me what ye were 
and of what blood ye are come, and what noble deeds ye have done in these 
marches, then I repented of my deeds. And then Sir Gareth alighted, and there 
came his dwarf and took his horse. O my fellow, said Sir Gareth, I have had 
many adventures for thy sake. And so Sir Gringamore took him by the hand and 
led him into the hall where his own wife was. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Sir Gareth, otherwise called Beaumains, came to 
the presence of his lady, and how they took acquaintance, and of their love. 

AND then came forth Dame Lionesse arrayed like a princess, and there she 
made him passing good cheer, and he her again; and they had goodly language 
and lovely countenance together. And Sir Gareth thought many times, Jesu, 
would that the lady of the Castle Perilous were so fair as she was. There were all 
manner of games and plays, of dancing and singing. And ever the more Sir 
Gareth beheld that lady, the more he loved her; and so he burned in love that he 
was past himself in his reason; and forth toward night they yede unto supper, and 
Sir Gareth might not eat, for his love was so hot that he wist not where he was. 

All these looks espied Sir Gringamore, and then at-after supper he called his 
sister Dame Lionesse into a chamber, and said: Fair sister, I have well espied 
your countenance betwixt you and this knight, and I will, sister, that ye wit he is 
a full noble knight, and if ye can make him to abide here I will do him all the 
pleasure that I can, for an ye were better than ye are, ye were well bywaryd upon 
him. Fair brother, said Dame Lionesse, I understand well that the knight is good, 
and come he is of a noble house. Notwithstanding, I will assay him better, 
howbeit I am most beholden to him of any earthly man; for he hath had great 
labour for my love, and passed many a dangerous passage. 

Right so Sir Gringamore went unto Sir Gareth, and said, Sir, make ye good 
cheer, for ye shall have none other cause, for this lady, my sister, is yours at all 
times, her worship saved, for wit ye well she loveth you as well as ye do her, and 
better if better may be. An I wist that, said Sir Gareth, there lived not a gladder 
man than I would be. Upon my worship, said Sir Gringamore, trust unto my 
promise; and as long as it liketh you ye shall sojourn with me, and this lady shall 
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be with us daily and nightly to make you all the cheer that she can. I will well, 
said Sir Gareth, for I have promised to be nigh this country this twelvemonth. 
And well I am sure King Arthur and other noble knights will find me where that 
I am within this twelvemonth. For I shall be sought and found, if that I be alive. 
And then the noble knight Sir Gareth went unto the Dame Lionesse, which he 
then much loved, and kissed her many times, and either made great joy of other. 
And there she promised him her love certainly, to love him and none other the 
days of her life. Then this lady, Dame Lionesse, by the assent of her brother, told 
Sir Gareth all the truth what she was, and how she was the same lady that he did 
battle for, and how she was lady of the Castle Perilous, and there she told him 
how she caused her brother to take away his dwarf, [*2]for this cause, to know 
the certainty what was your name, and of what kin ye were come. 
[*2] Printed by Caxton as part of chap. xxii. 


CHAPTER XXII. How at night came an armed knight, and fought with 

Sir Gareth, and he, sore hurt in the thigh, smote off the knight's head. 

AND then she let fetch to-fore him Linet, the damosel that had ridden with 
him many wildsome ways. Then was Sir Gareth more gladder than he was to- 
fore. And then they troth-plight each other to love, and never to fail whiles their 
life lasteth. And so they burnt both in love, that they were accorded to abate their 
lusts secretly. And there Dame Lionesse counselled Sir Gareth to sleep in none 
other place but in the hall. And there she promised him to come to his bed a little 
afore midnight. 

This counsel was not so privily kept but it was understood; for they were but 
young both, and tender of age, and had not used none such crafts to-fore. 
Wherefore the damosel Linet was a little displeased, and she thought her sister 
Dame Lionesse was a little over-hasty, that she might not abide the time of her 
marriage; and for saving their worship, she thought to abate their hot lusts. And 
so she let ordain by her subtle crafts that they had not their intents neither with 
other, as in their delights, until they were married. And so it passed on. At-after 
supper was made clean avoidance, that every lord and lady should go unto his 
rest. But Sir Gareth said plainly he would go no farther than the hall, for in such 
places, he said, was convenient for an errant-knight to take his rest in; and so 
there were ordained great couches, and thereon feather beds, and there laid him 
down to sleep; and within a while came Dame Lionesse, wrapped in a mantle 
furred with ermine, and laid her down beside Sir Gareth. And therewithal he 
began to kiss her. And then he looked afore him, and there he apperceived and 
saw come an armed knight, with many lights about him; and this knight had a 
long gisarm in his hand, and made grim countenance to smite him. When Sir 
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Gareth saw him come in that wise, he leapt out of his bed, and gat in his hand his 
sword, and leapt straight toward that knight. And when the knight saw Sir 
Gareth come so fiercely upon him, he smote him with a foin through the thick of 
the thigh that the wound was a shaftmon broad and had cut a-two many veins 
and sinews. And therewithal Sir Gareth smote him upon the helm such a buffet 
that he fell grovelling; and then he leapt over him and unlaced his helm, and 
smote off his head from the body. And then he bled so fast that he might not 
stand, but so he laid him down upon his bed, and there he swooned and lay as he 
had been dead. 

Then Dame Lionesse cried aloud, that her brother Sir Gringamore heard, and 
came down. And when he saw Sir Gareth so shamefully wounded he was sore 
displeased, and said: I am shamed that this noble knight is thus honoured. Sir, 
said Sir Gringamore, how may this be, that ye be here, and this noble knight 
wounded? Brother, she said, I can not tell you, for it was not done by me, nor by 
mine assent. For he is my lord and I am his, and he must be mine husband; 
therefore, my brother, I will that ye wit I shame me not to be with him, nor to do 
him all the pleasure that I can. Sister, said Sir Gringamore, and I will that ye wit 
it, and Sir Gareth both, that it was never done by me, nor by my assent that this 
unhappy deed was done. And there they staunched his bleeding as well as they 
might, and great sorrow made Sir Gringamore and Dame Lionesse. 

And forthwithal came Dame Linet, and took up the head in the sight of them 
all, and anointed it with an ointment thereas it was smitten off; and in the same 
wise she did to the other part thereas the head stuck, and then she set it together, 
and it stuck as fast as ever it did. And the knight arose lightly up, and the 
damosel Linet put him in her chamber. All this saw Sir Gringamore and Dame 
Lionesse, and so did Sir Gareth; and well he espied that it was the damosel 
Linet, that rode with him through the perilous passages. Ah well, damosel, said 
Sir Gareth, I weened ye would not have done as ye have done. My lord Gareth, 
said Linet, all that I have done I will avow, and all that I have done shall be for 
your honour and worship, and to us all. And so within a while Sir Gareth was 
nigh whole, and waxed light and jocund, and sang, danced, and gamed; and he 
and Dame Lionesse were so hot in burning love that they made their covenant at 
the tenth night after, that she should come to his bed. And because he was 
wounded afore, he laid his armour and his sword nigh his bed's side. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How the said knight came again the next night and 
was beheaded again, and how at the feast of Pentecost all the knights that 
Sir Gareth 

had overcome came and yielded them to King Arthur. 
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RIGHT as she promised she came; and she was not so soon in his bed but 
she espied an armed knight coming toward the bed: therewithal she warned Sir 
Gareth, and lightly through the good help of Dame Lionesse he was armed; and 
they hurtled together with great ire and malice all about the hall; and there was 
great light as it had been the number of twenty torches both before and behind, 
so that Sir Gareth strained him, so that his old wound brast again a-bleeding; but 
he was hot and courageous and took no keep, but with his great force he struck 
down that knight, and voided his helm, and struck off his head. Then he hewed 
the head in an hundred pieces. And when he had done so he took up all those 
pieces, and threw them out at a window into the ditches of the castle; and by this 
done he was so faint that unnethes he might stand for bleeding. And by when he 
was almost unarmed he fell in a deadly swoon on the floor; and then Dame 
Lionesse cried so that Sir Gringamore heard; and when he came and found Sir 
Gareth in that plight he made great sorrow; and there he awaked Sir Gareth, and 
gave him a drink that relieved him wonderly well; but the sorrow that Dame 
Lionesse made there may no tongue tell, for she so fared with herself as she 
would have died. 

Right so came this damosel Linet before them all, and she had fetched all the 
gobbets of the head that Sir Gareth had thrown out at a window, and there she 
anointed them as she had done to-fore, and set them together again. Well, 
damosel Linet, said Sir Gareth, I have not deserved all this despite that ye do 
unto me. Sir knight, she said, I have nothing done but I will avow, and all that I 
have done shall be to your worship, and to us all. And then was Sir Gareth 
staunched of his bleeding. But the leeches said that there was no man that bare 
the life should heal him throughout of his wound but if they healed him that 
caused that stroke by enchantment. 

So leave we Sir Gareth there with Sir Gringamore and his sisters, and turn 
we unto King Arthur, that at the next feast of Pentecost held his feast; and there 
came the Green Knight with fifty knights, and yielded them all unto King 
Arthur. And so there came the Red Knight his brother, and yielded him to King 
Arthur, and three score knights with him. Also there came the Blue Knight, 
brother to them, with an hundred knights, and yielded them unto King Arthur; 
and the Green Knight's name was Pertolepe, and the Red Knight's name was 
Perimones, and the Blue Knight's name was Sir Persant of Inde. These three 
brethren told King Arthur how they were overcome by a knight that a damosel 
had with her, and called him Beaumains. Jesu, said the king, I marvel what 
knight he is, and of what lineage he is come. He was with me a twelvemonth, 
and poorly and shamefully he was fostered, and Sir Kay in scorn named him 
Beaumains. So right as the king stood so talking with these three brethren, there 


4580 XRN 


came Sir Launcelot du Lake, and told the king that there was come a goodly lord 
with six hundred knights with him. 

Then the king went out of Carlion, for there was the feast, and there came to 
him this lord, and saluted the king in a goodly manner. What will ye, said King 
Arthur, and what is your errand? Sir, he said, my name is the Red Knight of the 
Red Launds, but my name is Sir Ironside; and sir, wit ye well, here I am sent to 
you of a knight that is called Beaumains, for he won me in plain battle hand for 
hand, and so did never no knight but he, that ever had the better of me this thirty 
winter; the which commanded to yield me to you at your will. Ye are welcome, 
said the king, for ye have been long a great foe to me and my court, and now I 
trust to God I shall so entreat you that ye shall be my friend. Sir, both I and these 
five hundred knights shall always be at your summons to do you service as may 
lie in our powers. Jesu mercy, said King Arthur, I am much beholden unto that 
knight that hath put so his body in devoir to worship me and my court. And as to 
thee, Ironside, that art called the Red Knight of the Red Launds, thou art called a 
perilous knight; and if thou wilt hold of me I shall worship thee and make thee 
knight of the Table Round; but then thou must be no more a murderer. Sir, as to 
that, I have promised unto Sir Beaumains never more to use such customs, for all 
the shameful customs that I used I did at the request of a lady that I loved; and 
therefore I must go unto Sir Launcelot, and unto Sir Gawaine, and ask them 
forgiveness of the evil will I had unto them; for all that I put to death was all 
only for the love of Sir Launcelot and of Sir Gawaine. They be here now, said 
the king, afore thee, now may ye say to them what ye will. And then he kneeled 
down unto Sir Launcelot, and to Sir Gawaine, and prayed them of forgiveness of 
his enmity that ever he had against them. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How King Arthur pardoned them, and demanded of 

them where Sir Gareth was. 

THEN goodly they said all at once, God forgive you, and we do, and pray 
you that ye will tell us where we may find Sir Beaumains. Fair lords, said Sir 
Ironside, I cannot tell you, for it is full hard to find him; for such young knights 
as he is one, when they be in their adventures be never abiding in no place. But 
to say the worship that the Red Knight of the Red Launds, and Sir Persant and 
his brother said of Beaumains, it was marvel to hear. Well, my fair lords, said 
King Arthur, wit you well I shall do you honour for the love of Sir Beaumains, 
and as soon as ever I meet with him I shall make you all upon one day knights of 
the Table Round. And as to thee, Sir Persant of Inde, thou hast been ever called a 
full noble knight, and so have ever been thy three brethren called. But I marvel, 
said the king, that I hear not of the Black Knight your brother, he was a full 
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noble knight. Sir, said Pertolepe, the Green Knight, Sir Beaumains slew him in a 
recounter with his spear, his name was Sir Percard. That was great pity, said the 
king, and so said many knights. For these four brethren were full well known in 
the court of King Arthur for noble knights, for long time they had holden war 
against the knights of the Round Table. Then said Pertolepe, the Green Knight, 
to the king: At a passage of the water of Mortaise there encountered Sir 
Beaumains with two brethren that ever for the most part kept that passage, and 
they were two deadly knights, and there he slew the eldest brother in the water, 
and smote him upon the head such a buffet that he fell down in the water, and 
there he was drowned, and his name was Sir Gherard le Breusse; and after he 
slew the other brother upon the land, his name was Sir Arnold le Breusse. 


CHAPTER XXvV. How the Queen of Orkney came to this feast of 
Pentecost, and Sir Gawaine and his brethren came to ask her blessing. [*3] 


[*3] In Caxton's edition this chapter is misnumbered 
XXVI., setting the numeration wrong to the end of the 
book. 


So then the king and they went to meat, and were served in the best manner. 
And as they sat at the meat, there came in the Queen of Orkney, with ladies and 
knights a great number. And then Sir Gawaine, Sir Agravaine, and Gaheris 
arose, and went to her and saluted her upon their knees, and asked her blessing; 
for in fifteen year they had not seen her. Then she spake on high to her brother 
King Arthur: Where have ye done my young son Sir Gareth? He was here 
amongst you a twelvemonth, and ye made a kitchen knave of him, the which is 
shame to you all. Alas, where have ye done my dear son that was my joy and 
bliss? O dear mother, said Sir Gawaine, I knew him not. Nor I, said the king, that 
now me repenteth, but thanked be God he is proved a worshipful knight as any is 
now living of his years, and I shall never be glad till I may find him. 

Ah, brother, said the Queen unto King Arthur, and unto Sir Gawaine, and to 
all her sons, ye did yourself great shame when ye amongst you kept my son in 
the kitchen and fed him like a poor hog. Fair sister, said King Arthur, ye shall 
right well wit I knew him not, nor no more did Sir Gawaine, nor his brethren; but 
sithen it is so, said the king, that he is thus gone from us all, we must shape a 
remedy to find him. Also, sister, meseemeth ye might have done me to wit of his 
coming, and then an I had not done well to him ye might have blamed me. For 
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when he came to this court he came leaning upon two men's shoulders, as though 
he might not have gone. And then he asked me three gifts; and one he asked the 
same day, that was that I would give him meat enough that twelvemonth; and the 
other two gifts he asked that day a twelvemonth, and that was that he might have 
the adventure of the damosel Linet, and the third was that Sir Launcelot should 
make him knight when he desired him. And so I granted him all his desire, and 
many in this court marvelled that he desired his sustenance for a twelvemonth. 
And thereby, we deemed, many of us, that he was not come of a noble house. 

Sir, said the Queen of Orkney unto King Arthur her brother, wit ye well that 
I sent him unto you right well armed and horsed, and worshipfully beseen of his 
body, and gold and silver plenty to spend. It may be, said the King, but thereof 
saw we none, save that same day as he departed from us, knights told me that 
there came a dwarf hither suddenly, and brought him armour and a good horse 
full well and richly beseen; and thereat we all had marvel from whence that 
riches came, that we deemed all that he was come of men of worship. Brother, 
said the queen, all that ye say I believe, for ever sithen he was grown he was 
marvellously witted, and ever he was faithful and true of his promise. But I 
marvel, said she, that Sir Kay did mock him and scorn him, and gave him that 
name Beaumains; yet, Sir Kay, said the queen, named him more righteously than 
he weened; for I dare say an he be alive, he is as fair an handed man and well 
disposed as any is living. Sir, said Arthur, let this language be still, and by the 
grace of God he shall be found an he be within this seven realms, and let all this 
pass and be merry, for he is proved to be a man of worship, and that is my joy. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How King Arthur sent for the Lady Lionesse, and 

how she let cry a tourney at her castle, whereas came many knights. 

THEN said Sir Gawaine and his brethren unto Arthur, Sir, an ye will give us 
leave, we will go and seek our brother. Nay, said Sir Launcelot, that shall ye not 
need; and so said Sir Baudwin of Britain: for as by our advice the king shall send 
unto Dame Lionesse a messenger, and pray her that she will come to the court in 
all the haste that she may, and doubt ye not she will come; and then she may 
give you best counsel where ye shall find him. This is well said of you, said the 
king. So then goodly letters were made, and the messenger sent forth, that night 
and day he went till he came unto the Castle Perilous. And then the lady Dame 
Lionesse was sent for, thereas she was with Sir Gringamore her brother and Sir 
Gareth. And when she understood this message, she bade him ride on his way 
unto King Arthur, and she would come after in all goodly haste. Then when she 
came to Sir Gringamore and to Sir Gareth, she told them all how King Arthur 
had sent for her. That is because of me, said Sir Gareth. Now advise me, said 
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Dame Lionesse, what shall I say, and in what manner I shall rule me. My lady 
and my love, said Sir Gareth, I pray you in no wise be ye aknowen where I am; 
but well I wot my mother is there and all my brethren, and they will take upon 
them to seek me, I wot well that they do. But this, madam, I would ye said and 
advised the king when he questioned with you of me. Then may ye say, this is 
your advice that, an it like his good grace, ye will do make a cry against the feast 
of the Assumption of our Lady, that what knight there proveth him best he shall 
wield you and all your land. And if so be that he be a wedded man, that his wife 
shall have the degree, and a coronal of gold beset with stones of virtue to the 
value of a thousand pound, and a white gerfalcon. 

So Dame Lionesse departed and came to King Arthur, where she was nobly 
received, and there she was sore questioned of the king and of the Queen of 
Orkney. And she answered, where Sir Gareth was she could not tell. But thus 
much she said unto Arthur: Sir, I will let cry a tournament that shall be done 
before my castle at the Assumption of our Lady, and the cry shall be this: that 
you, my lord Arthur, shall be there, and your knights, and I will purvey that my 
knights shall be against yours; and then I am sure ye shall hear of Sir Gareth. 
This is well advised, said King Arthur; and so she departed. And the king and 
she made great provision to that tournament. 

When Dame Lionesse was come to the Isle of Avilion, that was the same isle 
thereas her brother Sir Gringamore dwelt, then she told them all how she had 
done, and what promise she had made to King Arthur. Alas, said Sir Gareth, I 
have been so wounded with unhappiness sithen I came into this castle that I shall 
not be able to do at that tournament like a knight; for I was never thoroughly 
whole since I was hurt. Be ye of good cheer, said the damosel Linet, for I 
undertake within these fifteen days to make ye whole, and as lusty as ever ye 
were. And then she laid an ointment and a salve to him as it pleased to her, that 
he was never so fresh nor so lusty. Then said the damosel Linet: Send you unto 
Sir Persant of Inde, and assummon him and his knights to be here with you as 
they have promised. Also, that ye send unto Sir Ironside, that is the Red Knight 
of the Red Launds, and charge him that he be ready with you with his whole sum 
of knights, and then shall ye be able to match with King Arthur and his knights. 
So this was done, and all knights were sent for unto the Castle Perilous; and then 
the Red Knight answered and said unto Dame Lionesse, and to Sir Gareth, 
Madam, and my lord Sir Gareth, ye shall understand that I have been at the court 
of King Arthur, and Sir Persant of Inde and his brethren, and there we have done 
our homage as ye commanded us. Also Sir Ironside said, I have taken upon me 
with Sir Persant of Inde and his brethren to hold part against my lord Sir 
Launcelot and the knights of that court. And this have I done for the love of my 
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lady Dame Lionesse, and you my lord Sir Gareth. Ye have well done, said Sir 
Gareth; but wit you well ye shall be full sore matched with the most noble 
knights of the world; therefore we must purvey us of good knights, where we 
may get them. That is well said, said Sir Persant, and worshipfully. 

And so the cry was made in England, Wales, and Scotland, Ireland, 
Cornwall, and in all the Out Isles, and in Brittany and in many countries; that at 
the feast of our Lady the Assumption next coming, men should come to the 
Castle Perilous beside the Isle of Avilion; and there all the knights that there 
came should have the choice whether them list to be on the one party with the 
knights of the castle, or on the other party with King Arthur. And two months 
was to the day that the tournament should be. And so there came many good 
knights that were at their large, and held them for the most part against King 
Arthur and his knights of the Round Table and came in the side of them of the 
castle. For Sir Epinogrus was the first, and he was the king's son of 
Northumberland, and Sir Palamides the Saracen was another, and Sir Safere his 
brother, and Sir Segwarides his brother, but they were christened, and Sir 
Malegrine another, and Sir Brian de les Isles, a noble knight, and Sir Grummore 
Grummursum, a good knight of Scotland, and Sir Carados of the dolorous tower, 
a noble knight, and Sir Turquine his brother, and Sir Arnold and Sir Gauter, two 
brethren, good knights of Cornwall. There came Sir Tristram de Liones, and 
with him Sir Dinas, the Seneschal, and Sir Sadok; but this Sir Tristram was not 
at that time knight of the Table Round, but he was one of the best knights of the 
world. And so all these noble knights accompanied them with the lady of the 
castle, and with the Red Knight of the Red Launds; but as for Sir Gareth, he 
would not take upon him more but as other mean knights. 


CHAPTER XXVII. How King Arthur went to the tournament with his 
knights, and how the lady received him worshipfully, and how the knights 
encountered. 

AND then there came with King Arthur Sir Gawaine, Agravaine, Gaheris, 
his brethren. And then his nephews Sir Uwaine le Blanchemains, and Sir 
Aglovale, Sir Tor, Sir Percivale de Galis, and Sir Lamorak de Galis. Then came 
Sir Launcelot du Lake with his brethren, nephews, and cousins, as Sir Lionel, Sir 
Ector de Maris, Sir Bors de Ganis, and Sir Galihodin, Sir Galihud, and many 
more of Sir Launcelot's blood, and Sir Dinadan, Sir La Cote Male Taile, his 
brother, a good knight, and Sir Sagramore, a good knight; and all the most part 
of the Round Table. Also there came with King Arthur these knights, the King of 
Ireland, King Agwisance, and the King of Scotland, King Carados and King 
Uriens of the land of Gore, and King Bagdemagus and his son Sir Meliaganus, 
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and Sir Galahault the noble prince. All these kings, princes, and earls, barons, 
and other noble knights, as Sir Brandiles, Sir Uwaine les Avoutres, and Sir Kay, 
Sir Bedivere, Sir Meliot de Logres, Sir Petipase of Winchelsea, Sir Godelake: all 
these came with King Arthur, and more that cannot be rehearsed. 

Now leave we of these kings and knights, and let us speak of the great array 
that was made within the castle and about the castle for both parties. The Lady 
Dame Lionesse ordained great array upon her part for her noble knights, for all 
manner of lodging and victual that came by land and by water, that there lacked 
nothing for her party, nor for the other, but there was plenty to be had for gold 
and silver for King Arthur and his knights. And then there came the harbingers 
from King Arthur for to harbour him, and his kings, dukes, earls, barons, and 
knights. And then Sir Gareth prayed Dame Lionesse and the Red Knight of the 
Red Launds, and Sir Persant and his brother, and Sir Gringamore, that in no wise 
there should none of them tell not his name, and make no more of him than of 
the least knight that there was, For, he said, I will not be known of neither more 
nor less, neither at the beginning neither at the ending. Then Dame Lionesse said 
unto Sir Gareth: Sir, I will lend you a ring, but I would pray you as you love me 
heartily let me have it again when the tournament is done, for that ring 
increaseth my beauty much more than it is of himself. And the virtue of my ring 
is that, that is green it will turn to red, and that is red it will turn in likeness to 
green, and that is blue it will turn to likeness of white, and that is white it will 
turn in likeness to blue, and so it will do of all manner of colours. Also who that 
beareth my ring shall lose no blood, and for great love I will give you this ring. 
Gramercy, said Sir Gareth, mine own lady, for this ring is passing meet for me, 
for it will turn all manner of likeness that I am in, and that shall cause me that I 
shall not be known. Then Sir Gringamore gave Sir Gareth a bay courser that was 
a passing good horse; also he gave him good armour and sure, and a noble sword 
that sometime Sir Gringamore's father won upon an heathen tyrant. And so thus 
every knight made him ready to that tournament. And King Arthur was come 
two days to-fore the Assumption of our Lady. And there was all manner of 
royalty of all minstrelsy that might be found. Also there came Queen Guenever 
and the Queen of Orkney, Sir Gareth's mother. 

And upon the Assumption Day, when mass and matins were done, there 
were heralds with trumpets commanded to blow to the field. And so there came 
out Sir Epinogrus, the king's son of Northumberland, from the castle, and there 
encountered with him Sir Sagramore le Desirous, and either of them brake their 
spears to their hands. And then came in Sir Palamides out of the castle, and there 
encountered with him Gawaine, and either of them smote other so hard that both 
the good knights and their horses fell to the earth. And then knights of either 
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party rescued their knights. And then came in Sir Safere and Sir Segwarides, 
brethren to Sir Palamides; and there encountered Sir Agravaine with Sir Safere 
and Sir Gaheris encountered with Sir Segwarides. So Sir Safere smote down 
Agravaine, Sir Gawaine's brother; and Sir Segwarides, Sir Safere's brother. And 
Sir Malegrine, a knight of the castle, encountered with Sir Uwaine le 
Blanchemains, and there Sir Uwaine gave Sir Malegrine a fall, that he had 
almost broke his neck. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. How the knights bare them in the battle. 

THEN Sir Brian de les Isles and Grummore Grummursum, knights of the 
castle, encountered with Sir Aglovale, and Sir Tor smote down Sir Grummore 
Grummursum to the earth. Then came in Sir Carados of the dolorous tower, and 
Sir Turquine, knights of the castle; and there encountered with them Sir 
Percivale de Galis and Sir Lamorak de Galis, that were two brethren. And there 
encountered Sir Percivale with Sir Carados, and either brake their spears unto 
their hands, and then Sir Turquine with Sir Lamorak, and either of them smote 
down other's horse and all to the earth, and either parties rescued other, and 
horsed them again. And Sir Amold and Sir Gauter, knights of the castle, 
encountered with Sir Brandiles and Sir Kay, and these four knights encountered 
mightily, and brake their spears to their hands. Then came in Sir Tristram, Sir 
Sadok, and Sir Dinas, knights of the castle, and there encountered Sir Tristram 
with Sir Bedivere, and there Sir Bedivere was smitten to the earth both horse and 
man. And Sir Sadok encountered with Sir Petipase, and there Sir Sadok was 
overthrown. And there Uwaine les Avoutres smote down Sir Dinas, the 
Seneschal. Then came in Sir Persant of Inde, a knight of the castle, and there 
encountered with him Sir Launcelot du Lake, and there he smote Sir Persant, 
horse and man, to the earth. Then came Sir Pertolepe from the castle, and there 
encountered with him Sir Lionel, and there Sir Pertolepe, the Green Knight, 
smote down Sir Lionel, brother to Sir Launcelot. All this was marked by noble 
heralds, who bare him best, and their names. 

And then came into the field Sir Perimones, the Red Knight, Sir Persant's 
brother, that was a knight of the castle, and he encountered with Sir Ector de 
Maris, and either smote other so hard that both their horses and they fell to the 
earth. And then came in the Red Knight of the Red Launds, and Sir Gareth, from 
the castle, and there encountered with them Sir Bors de Ganis and Sir Bleoberis, 
and there the Red Knight and Sir Bors [either] smote other so hard that their 
spears brast, and their horses fell grovelling to the earth. Then Sir Bleoberis 
brake his spear upon Sir Gareth, but of that stroke Sir Bleoberis fell to the earth. 
When Sir Galihodin saw that he bade Sir Gareth keep him, and Sir Gareth smote 


4587 XRN 


him to the earth. Then Sir Galihud gat a spear to avenge his brother, and in the 
same wise Sir Gareth served him, and Sir Dinadan and his brother, La Cote Male 
Taile, and Sir Sagramore le Desirous, and Sir Dodinas le Savage. All these he 
bare down with one spear. 

When King Agwisance of Ireland saw Sir Gareth fare so, he marvelled what 
he might be that one time seemed green, and another time, at his again coming, 
he seemed blue. And thus at every course that he rode to and fro he changed his 
colour, so that there might neither king nor knight have ready cognisance of him. 
Then Sir Agwisance, the King of Ireland, encountered with Sir Gareth, and there 
Sir Gareth smote him from his horse, saddle and all. And then came King 
Carados of Scotland, and Sir Gareth smote him down horse and man. And in the 
same wise he served King Uriens of the land of Gore. And then came in Sir 
Bagdemagus, and Sir Gareth smote him down, horse and man, to the earth. And 
Bagdemagus' son, Meliganus, brake a spear upon Sir Gareth mightily and 
knightly. And then Sir Galahault, the noble prince, cried on high: Knight with 
the many colours, well hast thou jousted; now make thee ready that I may joust 
with thee. Sir Gareth heard him, and he gat a great spear, and so they 
encountered together, and there the prince brake his spear; but Sir Gareth smote 
him upon the left side of the helm that he reeled here and there, and he had fallen 
down had not his men recovered him. 

So God me help, said King Arthur, that same knight with the many colours is 
a good knight. Wherefore the king called unto him Sir Launcelot, and prayed 
him to encounter with that knight. Sir, said Launcelot, I may well find in my 
heart for to forbear him as at this time, for he hath had travail enough this day; 
and when a good knight doth so well upon some day, it is no good knight's part 
to let him of his worship, and namely, when he seeth a knight hath done so great 
labour; for peradventure, said Sir Launcelot, his quarrel is here this day, and 
peradventure he is best beloved with this lady of all that be here; for I see well 
he paineth him and enforceth him to do great deeds, and therefore, said Sir 
Launcelot, as for me, this day he shall have the honour; though it lay in my 
power to put him from it I would not. 


CHAPTER XXIX. Yet of the said tournament. 

THEN when this was done there was drawing of swords, and then there 
began a sore tournament. And there did Sir Lamorak marvellous deeds of arms; 
and betwixt Sir Lamorak and Sir Ironside, that was the Red Knight of the Red 
Launds, there was strong battle; and betwixt Sir Palamides and Bleoberis there 
was a strong battle; and Sir Gawaine and Sir Tristram met, and there Sir 
Gawaine had the worse, for he pulled Sir Gawaine from his horse, and there he 
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was long upon foot, and defouled. Then came in Sir Launcelot, and he smote Sir 
Turquine, and he him; and then came Sir Carados his brother, and both at once 
they assailed him, and he as the most noblest knight of the world worshipfully 
fought with them both, that all men wondered of the noblesse of Sir Launcelot. 
And then came in Sir Gareth, and knew that it was Sir Launcelot that fought with 
the two perilous knights. And then Sir Gareth came with his good horse and 
hurtled them in-sunder, and no stroke would he smite to Sir Launcelot. That 
espied Sir Launcelot, and deemed it should be the good knight Sir Gareth: and 
then Sir Gareth rode here and there, and smote on the right hand and on the left 
hand, and all the folk might well espy where that he rode. And by fortune he met 
with his brother Sir Gawaine, and there he put Sir Gawaine to the worse, for he 
put off his helm, and so he served five or six knights of the Round Table, that all 
men said he put him in the most pain, and best he did his devoir. For when Sir 
Tristram beheld him how he first jousted and after fought so well with a sword, 
then he rode unto Sir Ironside and to Sir Persant of Inde, and asked them, by 
their faith, What manner a knight is yonder knight that seemeth in so many 
divers colours? Truly, meseemeth, said Tristram, that he putteth himself in great 
pain, for he never ceaseth. Wot ye not what he is? said Sir Ironside. No, said Sir 
Tristram. Then shall ye know that this is he that loveth the lady of the castle, and 
she him again; and this is he that won me when I besieged the lady of this castle, 
and this is he that won Sir Persant of Inde, and his three brethren. What is his 
name, said Sir Tristram, and of what blood is he come? He was called in the 
court of King Arthur, Beaumains, but his right name is Sir Gareth of Orkney, 
brother to Sir Gawaine. By my head, said Sir Tristram, he is a good knight, and a 
big man of arms, and if he be young he shall prove a full noble knight. He is but 
a child, they all said, and of Sir Launcelot he was made knight. Therefore he is 
mickle the better, said Tristram. And then Sir Tristram, Sir Ironside, Sir Persant, 
and his brother, rode together for to help Sir Gareth; and then there were given 
many strong strokes. 

And then Sir Gareth rode out on the one side to amend his helm; and then 
said his dwarf: Take me your ring, that ye lose it not while that ye drink. And so 
when he had drunk he gat on his helm, and eagerly took his horse and rode into 
the field, and left his ring with his dwarf; and the dwarf was glad the ring was 
from him, for then he wist well he should be known. And then when Sir Gareth 
was in the field all folks saw him well and plainly that he was in yellow colours; 
and there he rased off helms and pulled down knights, that King Arthur had 
marvel what knight he was, for the king saw by his hair that it was the same 
knight. 
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CHAPTER XXX. How Sir Gareth was espied by the heralds, and how 
he escaped out of the field. 

BUT before he was in so many colours, and now he is but in one colour; that 
is yellow. Now go, said King Arthur unto divers heralds, and ride about him, and 
espy what manner knight he is, for I have spered of many knights this day that 
be upon his party, and all say they know him not. And so an herald rode nigh 
Gareth as he could; and there he saw written about his helm in gold, This helm is 
Sir Gareth of Orkney. Then the herald cried as he were wood, and many heralds 
with him:—This is Sir Gareth of Orkney in the yellow arms; wherby[*4] all 
kings and knights of Arthur's beheld him and awaited; and then they pressed all 
to behold him, and ever the heralds cried: This is Sir Gareth of Orkney, King 
Lot's son. And when Sir Gareth espied that he was discovered, then he doubled 
his strokes, and smote down Sir Sagramore, and his brother Sir Gawaine. O 
brother, said Sir Gawaine, I weened ye would not have stricken me. 

[*4] So W. de Worde; Caxton "that by." 

So when he heard him say so he thrang here and there, and so with great pain 
he gat out of the press, and there he met with his dwarf. O boy, said Sir Gareth, 
thou hast beguiled me foul this day that thou kept my ring; give it me anon 
again, that I may hide my body withal; and so he took it him. And then they all 
wist not where he was become; and Sir Gawaine had in manner espied where Sir 
Gareth rode, and then he rode after with all his might. That espied Sir Gareth, 
and rode lightly into the forest, that Sir Gawaine wist not where he was become. 
And when Sir Gareth wist that Sir Gawaine was passed, he asked the dwarf of 
best counsel. Sir, said the dwarf, meseemeth it were best, now that ye are 
escaped from spying, that ye send my lady Dame Lionesse her ring. It is well 
advised, said Sir Gareth; now have it here and bear it to her, and say that I 
recommend me unto her good grace, and say her I will come when I may, and I 
pray her to be true and faithful to me as I will be to her. Sir, said the dwarf, it 
shall be done as ye command: and so he rode his way, and did his errand unto 
the lady. Then she said, Where is my knight, Sir Gareth? Madam, said the dwarf, 
he bade me say that he would not be long from you. And so lightly the dwarf 
came again unto Sir Gareth, that would full fain have had a lodging, for he had 
need to be reposed. And then fell there a thunder and a rain, as heaven and earth 
should go together. And Sir Gareth was not a little weary, for of all that day he 
had but little rest, neither his horse nor he. So this Sir Gareth rode so long in that 
forest until the night came. And ever it lightened and thundered, as it had been 
wood. At the last by fortune he came to a castle, and there he heard the waits 
upon the walls. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. How Sir Gareth came to a castle where he was well 
lodged, and he jousted with a knight and slew him. 

THEN Sir Gareth rode unto the barbican of the castle, and prayed the porter 
fair to let him into the castle. The porter answered ungoodly again, and said, 
Thou gettest no lodging here. Fair sir, say not so, for I am a knight of King 
Arthur's, and pray the lord or the lady of this castle to give me harbour for the 
love of King Arthur. Then the porter went unto the duchess, and told her how 
there was a knight of King Arthur's would have harbour. Let him in, said the 
duchess, for I will see that knight, and for King Arthur's sake he shall not be 
harbourless. Then she yode up into a tower over the gate, with great torchlight. 

When Sir Gareth saw that torch-light he cried on high: Whether thou be lord 
or lady, giant or champion, I take no force so that I may have harbour this night; 
and if it so be that I must needs fight, spare me not to-morn when I have rested 
me, for both I and mine horse be weary. Sir knight, said the lady, thou speakest 
knightly and boldly; but wit thou well the lord of this castle loveth not King 
Arthur, nor none of his court, for my lord hath ever been against him; and 
therefore thou were better not to come within this castle; for an thou come in this 
night, thou must come in under such form, that wheresomever thou meet my 
lord, by stigh or by street, thou must yield thee to him as prisoner. Madam, said 
Sir Gareth, what is your lord, and what is his name? Sir, my lord's name is the 
Duke de la Rowse. Well madam, said Sir Gareth, I shall promise you in what 
place I meet your lord I shall yield me unto him and to his good grace; with that 
I understand he will do me no harm: and if I understand that he will, I will 
release myself an I can with my spear and my sword. Ye say well, said the 
duchess; and then she let the drawbridge down, and so he rode into the hall, and 
there he alighted, and his horse was led into a stable; and in the hall he unarmed 
him and said, Madam, I will not out of this hall this night; and when it is 
daylight, let see who will have ado with me, he shall find me ready. Then was he 
set unto supper, and had many good dishes. Then Sir Gareth list well to eat, and 
knightly he ate his meat, and eagerly; there was many a fair lady by him, and 
some said they never saw a goodlier man nor so well of eating. Then they made 
him passing good cheer, and shortly when he had supped his bed was made 
there; so he rested him all night. 

And on the morn he heard mass, and brake his fast and took his leave at the 
duchess, and at them all; and thanked her goodly of her lodging, and of his good 
cheer; and then she asked him his name. Madam, he said, truly my name is 
Gareth of Orkney, and some men call me Beaumains. Then knew she well it was 
the same knight that fought for Dame Lionesse. So Sir Gareth departed and rode 
up into a mountain, and there met him a knight, his name was Sir Bendelaine, 
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and said to Sir Gareth: Thou shalt not pass this way, for either thou shalt joust 
with me, or else be my prisoner. Then will I joust, said Sir Gareth. And so they 
let their horses run, and there Sir Gareth smote him throughout the body; and Sir 
Bendelaine rode forth to his castle there beside, and there died. So Sir Gareth 
would have rested him, and he came riding to Bendelaine's castle. Then his 
knights and servants espied that it was he that had slain their lord. Then they 
armed twenty good men, and came out and assailed Sir Gareth; and so he had no 
spear, but his sword, and put his shield afore him; and there they brake their 
spears upon him, and they assailed him passingly sore. But ever Sir Gareth 
defended him as a knight. 


CHAPTER XXXII. How Sir Gareth fought with a knight that held 
within his castle thirty ladies, and how he slew him. 

SO when they saw that they might not overcome him, they rode from him, 
and took their counsel to slay his horse; and so they came in upon Sir Gareth, 
and with spears they slew his horse, and then they assailed him hard. But when 
he was on foot, there was none that he fought but he gave him such a buffet that 
he did never recover. So he slew them by one and one till they were but four, 
and there they fled; and Sir Gareth took a good horse that was one of theirs, and 
rode his way. 

Then he rode a great pace till that he came to a castle, and there he heard 
much mourning of ladies and gentlewomen. So there came by him a page. What 
noise is this, said Sir Gareth, that I hear within this castle? Sir knight, said the 
page, here be within this castle thirty ladies, and all they be widows; for here is a 
knight that waiteth daily upon this castle, and his name is the Brown Knight 
without Pity, and he is the periloust knight that now liveth; and therefore sir, said 
the page, I rede you flee. Nay, said Sir Gareth, I will not flee though thou be 
afeard of him. And then the page saw where came the Brown Knight: Lo, said 
the page, yonder he cometh. Let me deal with him, said Sir Gareth. And when 
either of other had a sight they let their horses run, and the Brown Knight brake 
his spear, and Sir Gareth smote him throughout the body, that he overthrew him 
to the ground stark dead. So Sir Gareth rode into the castle, and prayed the ladies 
that he might repose him. Alas, said the ladies, ye may not be lodged here. Make 
him good cheer, said the page, for this knight hath slain your enemy. Then they 
all made him good cheer as lay in their power. But wit ye well they made him 
good cheer, for they might none otherwise do, for they were but poor. 

And so on the morn he went to mass, and there he saw the thirty ladies kneel, 
and lay grovelling upon divers tombs, making great dole and sorrow. Then Sir 
Gareth wist well that in the tombs lay their lords. Fair ladies, said Sir Gareth, ye 
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must at the next feast of Pentecost be at the court of King Arthur, and say that I, 
Sir Gareth, sent you thither. We shall do this, said the ladies. So he departed, and 
by fortune he came to a mountain, and there he found a goodly knight that bade 
him, Abide sir knight, and joust with me. What are ye? said Sir Gareth. My 
name is, said he, the Duke de la Rowse. Ah sir, ye are the same knight that I 
lodged once in your castle; and there I made promise unto your lady that I 
should yield me unto you. Ah, said the duke, art thou that proud knight that 
profferest to fight with my knights; therefore make thee ready, for I will have 
ado with you. So they let their horses run, and there Sir Gareth smote the duke 
down from his horse. But the duke lightly avoided his horse, and dressed his 
shield and drew his sword, and bade Sir Gareth alight and fight with him. So he 
did alight, and they did great battle together more than an hour, and either hurt 
other full sore. At the last Sir Gareth gat the duke to the earth, and would have 
slain him, and then he yield him to him. Then must ye go, said Sir Gareth, unto 
Sir Arthur my lord at the next feast, and say that I, Sir Gareth of Orkney, sent 
you unto him. It shall be done, said the duke, and I will do to you homage and 
fealty with an hundred knights with me; and all the days of my life to do you 
service where ye will command me. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. How Sir Gareth and Sir Gawaine fought each 
against other, and how they knew each other by the damosel Linet. 

SO the duke departed, and Sir Gareth stood there alone; and there he saw an 
armed knight coming toward him. Then Sir Gareth took the duke's shield, and 
mounted upon horseback, and so without biding they ran together as it had been 
the thunder. And there that knight hurt Sir Gareth under the side with his spear. 
And then they alighted and drew their swords, and gave great strokes that the 
blood trailed to the ground. And so they fought two hours. 

At the last there came the damosel Linet, that some men called the damosel 
Savage, and she came riding upon an ambling mule; and there she cried all on 
high, Sir Gawaine, Sir Gawaine, leave thy fighting with thy brother Sir Gareth. 
And when he heard her say so he threw away his shield and his sword, and ran to 
Sir Gareth, and took him in his arms, and sithen kneeled down and asked him 
mercy. What are ye, said Sir Gareth, that right now were so strong and so 
mighty, and now so suddenly yield you to me? O Gareth, I am your brother Sir 
Gawaine, that for your sake have had great sorrow and labour. Then Sir Gareth 
unlaced his helm, and kneeled down to him, and asked him mercy. Then they 
rose both, and embraced either other in their arms, and wept a great while or 
they might speak, and either of them gave other the prize of the battle. And there 
were many kind words between them. Alas, my fair brother, said Sir Gawaine, 
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perdy I owe of right to worship you an ye were not my brother, for ye have 
worshipped King Arthur and all his court, for ye have sent him[*5] more 
worshipful knights this twelvemonth than six the best of the Round Table have 
done, except Sir Launcelot. 

[*5] So W. de Worde; Caxton "me." 

Then came the damosel Savage that was the Lady Linet, that rode with Sir 
Gareth so long, and there she did staunch Sir Gareth's wounds and Sir 
Gawaine's. Now what will ye do? said the damosel Savage; meseemeth that it 
were well done that Arthur had witting of you both, for your horses are so 
bruised that they may not bear. Now, fair damosel, said Sir Gawaine, I pray you 
ride unto my lord mine uncle, King Arthur, and tell him what adventure is to me 
betid here, and I suppose he will not tarry long. Then she took her mule, and 
lightly she came to King Arthur that was but two mile thence. And when she had 
told him tidings the king bade get him a palfrey. And when he was upon his back 
he bade the lords and ladies come after, who that would; and there was saddling 
and bridling of queens' horses and princes' horses, and well was him that soonest 
might be ready. 

So when the king came thereas they were, he saw Sir Gawaine and Sir 
Gareth sit upon a little hill-side, and then the king avoided his horse. And when 
he came nigh Sir Gareth he would have spoken but he might not; and therewith 
he sank down in a swoon for gladness. And so they stert unto their uncle, and 
required him of his good grace to be of good comfort. Wit ye well the king made 
great joy, and many a piteous complaint he made to Sir Gareth, and ever he wept 
as he had been a child. With that came his mother, the Queen of Orkney, Dame 
Morgawse, and when she saw Sir Gareth readily in the visage she might not 
weep, but suddenly fell down in a swoon, and lay there a great while like as she 
had been dead. And then Sir Gareth recomforted his mother in such wise that she 
recovered and made good cheer. Then the king commanded that all manner of 
knights that were under his obeissance should make their lodging right there for 
the love of his nephews. And so it was done, and all manner of purveyance 
purveyed, that there lacked nothing that might be gotten of tame nor wild for 
gold or silver. And then by the means of the damosel Savage Sir Gawaine and 
Sir Gareth were healed of their wounds; and there they sojourned eight days. 

Then said King Arthur unto the damosel Savage: I marvel that your sister, 
Dame Lionesse, cometh not here to me, and in especial that she cometh not to 
visit her knight, my nephew Sir Gareth, that hath had so much travail for her 
love. My lord, said the damosel Linet, ye must of your good grace hold her 
excused, for she knoweth not that my lord, Sir Gareth, is here. Go then for her, 
said King Arthur, that we may be appointed what is best to be done, according to 
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the pleasure of my nephew. Sir, said the damosel, that shall be done, and so she 
rode unto her sister. And as lightly as she might she made her ready; and she 
came on the morn with her brother Sir Gringamore, and with her forty knights. 
And so when she was come she had all the cheer that might be done, both of the 
king, and of many other kings and queens. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. How Sir Gareth acknowledged that they loved each 

other to King Arthur, and of the appointment of their wedding. 

AND among all these ladies she was named the fairest, and peerless. Then 
when Sir Gawaine saw her there was many a goodly look and goodly words, that 
all men of worship had joy to behold them. Then came King Arthur and many 
other kings, and Dame Guenever, and the Queen of Orkney. And there the king 
asked his nephew, Sir Gareth, whether he would have that lady as paramour, or 
to have her to his wife. My lord, wit you well that I love her above all ladies 
living. Now, fair lady, said King Arthur, what say ye? Most noble King, said 
Dame Lionesse, wit you well that my lord, Sir Gareth, is to me more liefer to 
have and wield as my husband, than any king or prince that is christened; and if I 
may not have him I promise you I will never have none. For, my lord Arthur, 
said Dame Lionesse, wit ye well he is my first love, and he shall be the last; and 
if ye will suffer him to have his will and free choice I dare say he will have me. 
That is truth, said Sir Gareth; an I have not you and wield not you as my wife, 
there shall never lady nor gentlewoman rejoice me. What, nephew, said the king, 
is the wind in that door? for wit ye well I would not for the stint of my crown to 
be causer to withdraw your hearts; and wit ye well ye cannot love so well but I 
shall rather increase it than distress it. And also ye shall have my love and my 
lordship in the uttermost wise that may lie in my power. And in the same wise 
said Sir Gareth's mother. 

Then there was made a provision for the day of marriage; and by the king's 
advice it was provided that it should be at Michaelmas following, at Kink 
Kenadon by the seaside, for there is a plentiful country. And so it was cried in all 
the places through the realm. And then Sir Gareth sent his summons to all these 
knights and ladies that he had won in battle to-fore, that they should be at his day 
of marriage at Kink Kenadon by the sands. And then Dame Lionesse, and the 
damosel Linet with Sir Gringamore, rode to their castle; and a goodly and a rich 
ring she gave to Sir Gareth, and he gave her another. And King Arthur gave her 
a rich pair of beads[*6] of gold; and so she departed; and King Arthur and his 
fellowship rode toward Kink Kenadon, and Sir Gareth brought his lady on the 
way, and so came to the king again and rode with him. Lord! the great cheer that 
Sir Launcelot made of Sir Gareth and he of him, for there was never no knight 
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that Sir Gareth loved so well as he did Sir Launcelot; and ever for the most part 
he would be in Sir Launcelot's company; for after Sir Gareth had espied Sir 
Gawaine's conditions, he withdrew himself from his brother, Sir Gawaine's, 
fellowship, for he was vengeable, and where he hated he would be avenged with 
murder, and that hated Sir Gareth. 

[*6] So W. de Worde; Caxton "bee." 


CHAPTER XXXV. Of the Great Royalty, and what officers were made 

at the feast of the wedding, and of the jousts at the feast. 

SO it drew fast to Michaelmas; and thither came Dame Lionesse, the lady of 
the Castle Perilous, and her sister, Dame Linet, with Sir Gringamore, her 
brother, with them for he had the conduct of these ladies. And there they were 
lodged at the device of King Arthur. And upon Michaelmas Day the Bishop of 
Canterbury made the wedding betwixt Sir Gareth and the Lady Lionesse with 
great solemnity. And King Arthur made Gaheris to wed the Damosel Savage, 
that was Dame Linet; and King Arthur made Sir Agravaine to wed Dame 
Lionesse's niece, a fair lady, her name was Dame Laurel. 

And so when this solemnization was done, then came in the Green Knight, 
Sir Pertolepe, with thirty knights, and there he did homage and fealty to Sir 
Gareth, and these knights to hold of him for evermore. Also Sir Pertolepe said: I 
pray you that at this feast I may be your chamberlain. With a good will, said Sir 
Gareth sith it liketh you to take so simple an office. Then came in the Red 
Knight, with three score knights with him, and did to Sir Gareth homage and 
fealty, and all those knights to hold of him for evermore. And then this Sir 
Perimones prayed Sir Gareth to grant him to be his chief butler at that high feast. 
I will well, said Sir Gareth, that ye have this office, and it were better. Then 
came in Sir Persant of Inde, with an hundred knights with him, and there he did 
homage and fealty, and all his knights should do him service, and hold their 
lands of him for ever; and there he prayed Sir Gareth to make him his sewer- 
chief at the feast. I will well, said Sir Gareth, that ye have it and it were better. 
Then came the Duke de la Rowse with an hundred knights with him, and there 
he did homage and fealty to Sir Gareth, and so to hold their lands of him for 
ever. And he required Sir Gareth that he might serve him of the wine that day of 
that feast. I will well, said Sir Gareth, and it were better. Then came in the Red 
Knight of the Red Launds, that was Sir Ironside, and he brought with him three 
hundred knights, and there he did homage and fealty, and all these knights to 
hold their lands of him for ever. And then he asked Sir Gareth to be his carver. I 
will well, said Sir Gareth, an it please you. 

Then came into the court thirty ladies, and all they seemed widows, and 
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those thirty ladies brought with them many fair gentlewomen. And all they 
kneeled down at once unto King Arthur and unto Sir Gareth, and there all those 
ladies told the king how Sir Gareth delivered them from the dolorous tower, and 
slew the Brown Knight without Pity: And therefore we, and our heirs for 
evermore, will do homage unto Sir Gareth of Orkney. So then the kings and 
queens, princes and earls, barons and many bold knights, went unto meat; and 
well may ye wit there were all manner of meat plenteously, all manner revels 
and games, with all manner of minstrelsy that was used in those days. Also there 
was great jousts three days. But the king would not suffer Sir Gareth to joust, 
because of his new bride; for, as the French book saith, that Dame Lionesse 
desired of the king that none that were wedded should joust at that feast. 

So the first day there jousted Sir Lamorak de Galis, for he overthrew thirty 
knights, and did passing marvellously deeds of arms; and then King Arthur made 
Sir Persant and his two brethren Knights of the Round Table to their lives’ end, 
and gave them great lands. Also the second day there jousted Tristram best, and 
he overthrew forty knights, and did there marvellous deeds of arms. And there 
King Arthur made Ironside, that was the Red Knight of the Red Launds, a 
Knight of the Table Round to his life's end, and gave him great lands. The third 
day there jousted Sir Launcelot du Lake, and he overthrew fifty knights, and did 
many marvellous deeds of arms, that all men wondered on him. And there King 
Arthur made the Duke de la Rowse a Knight of the Round Table to his life's end, 
and gave him great lands to spend. But when these jousts were done, Sir 
Lamorak and Sir Tristram departed suddenly, and would not be known, for the 
which King Arthur and all the court were sore displeased. And so they held the 
court forty days with great solemnity. And this Sir Gareth was a noble knight, 
and a well-ruled, and fair-languaged. 

Thus endeth this tale of Sir Gareth of Orkney that wedded Dame Lionesse of 
the Castle Perilous. And also Sir Gaheris wedded her sister, Dame Linet, that 
was Called the Damosel Sabage. And Sir Agrabaine wedded Dame Laurel, a fair 
lady and great, and mighty lands with great riches gave with them King Arthur, 
that royally they might live till their lives' end. 

Here followeth the viii. book, the which is the first book of Sir Tristram de 
Liones, and who was his father and his mother, and how he was born and 
fostered, and how he was made knight. 
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BOOK VII 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Tristram de Liones was born, and how his 
mother died at his birth, wherefore she named him Tristram. 

IT was a king that hight Meliodas, and he was lord and king of the country of 
Liones, and this Meliodas was a likely knight as any was that time living. And 
by fortune he wedded King Mark's sister of Cornwall, and she was called 
Elizabeth, that was called both good and fair. And at that time King Arthur 
reigned, and he was whole king of England, Wales, and Scotland, and of many 
other realms: howbeit there were many kings that were lords of many countries, 
but all they held their lands of King Arthur; for in Wales were two kings, and in 
the north were many kings; and in Cornwall and in the west were two kings; also 
in Ireland were two or three kings, and all were under the obeissance of King 
Arthur. So was the King of France, and the King of Brittany, and all the 
lordships unto Rome. 

So when this King Meliodas had been with his wife, within a while she 
waxed great with child, and she was a full meek lady, and well she loved her 
lord, and he her again, so there was great joy betwixt them. Then there was a 
lady in that country that had loved King Meliodas long, and by no mean she 
never could get his love; therefore she let ordain upon a day, as King Meliodas 
rode a-hunting, for he was a great chaser, and there by an enchantment she made 
him chase an hart by himself alone till that he came to an old castle, and there 
anon he was taken prisoner by the lady that him loved. When Elizabeth, King 
Meliodas' wife, missed her lord, and she was nigh out of her wit, and also as 
great with child as she was, she took a gentlewoman with her, and ran into the 
forest to seek her lord. And when she was far in the forest she might no farther, 
for she began to travail fast of her child. And she had many grimly throes; her 
gentlewoman helped her all that she might, and so by miracle of Our Lady of 
Heaven she was delivered with great pains. But she had taken such cold for the 
default of help that deep draughts of death took her, that needs she must die and 
depart out of this world; there was none other bote. 

And when this Queen Elizabeth saw that there was none other bote, then she 
made great dole, and said unto her gentlewoman: When ye see my lord, King 
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Meliodas, recommend me unto him, and tell him what pains I endure here for his 
love, and how I must die here for his sake for default of good help; and let him 
wit that I am full sorry to depart out of this world from him, therefore pray him 
to be friend to my soul. Now let me see my little child, for whom I have had all 
this sorrow. And when she saw him she said thus: Ah, my little son, thou hast 
murdered thy mother, and therefore I suppose, thou that art a murderer so young, 
thou art full likely to be a manly man in thine age. And because I shall die of the 
birth of thee, I charge thee, gentlewoman, that thou pray my lord, King 
Meliodas, that when he is christened let call him Tristram, that is as much to say 
as a sorrowful birth. And therewith this queen gave up the ghost and died. Then 
the gentlewoman laid her under an umbre of a great tree, and then she lapped the 
child as well as she might for cold. Right so there came the barons, following 
after the queen, and when they saw that she was dead, and understood none other 
but the king was destroyed, [*7]then certain of them would have slain the child, 
because they would have been lords of the country of Liones. 
[*7] Printed by Caxton as part of chap. ii. 


CHAPTER II. How the stepmother of Sir Tristram had ordained poison 

for to have poisoned Sir Tristram. 

BUT then through the fair speech of the gentlewoman, and by the means that 
she made, the most part of the barons would not assent thereto. And then they let 
carry home the dead queen, and much dole was made for her. 

Then this meanwhile Merlin delivered King Meliodas out of prison on the 
morn after his queen was dead. And so when the king was come home the most 
part of the barons made great joy. But the sorrow that the king made for his 
queen that might no tongue tell. So then the king let inter her richly, and after he 
let christen his child as his wife had commanded afore her death. And then he let 
call him Tristram, the sorrowful born child. Then the King Meliodas endured 
seven years without a wife, and all this time Tristram was nourished well. Then 
it befell that King Meliodas wedded King Howell's daughter of Brittany, and 
anon she had children of King Meliodas: then was she heavy and wroth that her 
children should not rejoice the country of Liones, wherefore this queen ordained 
for to poison young Tristram. So she let poison be put in a piece of silver in the 
chamber whereas Tristram and her children were together, unto that intent that 
when Tristram were thirsty he should drink that drink. And so it fell upon a day, 
the queen's son, as he was in that chamber, espied the piece with poison, and he 
weened it had been good drink, and because the child was thirsty he took the 
piece with poison and drank freely; and therewithal suddenly the child brast and 
was dead. 
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When the queen of Meliodas wist of the death of her son, wit ye well that she 
was heavy. But yet the king understood nothing of her treason. Notwithstanding 
the queen would not leave this, but eft she let ordain more poison, and put it in a 
piece. And by fortune King Meliodas, her husband, found the piece with wine 
where was the poison, and he that was much thirsty took the piece for to drink 
thereout. And as he would have drunken thereof the queen espied him, and then 
she ran unto him, and pulled the piece from him suddenly. The king marvelled 
why she did so, and remembered him how her son was suddenly slain with 
poison. And then he took her by the hand, and said: Thou false traitress, thou 
shalt tell me what manner of drink this is, or else I shall slay thee. And therewith 
he pulled out his sword, and sware a great oath that he should slay her but if she 
told him truth. Ah! mercy, my lord, said she, and I shall tell you all. And then 
she told him why she would have slain Tristram, because her children should 
rejoice his land. Well, said King Meliodas, and therefore shall ye have the law. 
And so she was condemned by the assent of the barons to be burnt; and then was 
there made a great fire, and right as she was at the fire to take her execution, 
young Tristram kneeled afore King Meliodas, and besought him to give him a 
boon. I will well, said the king again. Then said young Tristram, Give me the life 
of thy queen, my stepmother. That is unrightfully asked, said King Meliodas, for 
thou ought of right to hate her, for she would have slain thee with that poison an 
she might have had her will; and for thy sake most is my cause that she should 
die. 

Sir, said Tristram, as for that, I beseech you of your mercy that you will 
forgive it her, and as for my part, God forgive it her, and I do; and so much it 
liked your highness to grant me my boon, for God's love I require you hold your 
promise. Sithen it is so, said the king, I will that ye have her life. Then, said the 
king, I give her to you, and go ye to the fire and take her, and do with her what 
ye will. So Sir Tristram went to the fire, and by the commandment of the king 
delivered her from the death. But after that King Meliodas would never have ado 
with her, as at bed and board. But by the good means of young Tristram he made 
the king and her accorded. But then the king would not suffer young Tristram to 
abide no longer in his court. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Tristram was sent into France, and had one to 
govern him named Gouvernail, and how he learned to harp, hawk, and 
hunt. 

AND then he let ordain a gentleman that was well learned and taught, his 
name was Gouvernail; and then he sent young Tristram with Gouvernail into 
France to learn the language, and nurture, and deeds of arms. And there was 
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Tristram more than seven years. And then when he well could speak the 
language, and had learned all that he might learn in that country, then he came 
home to his father, King Meliodas, again. And so Tristram learned to be an 
harper passing all other, that there was none such called in no country, and so on 
harping and on instruments of music he applied him in his youth for to learn. 

And after, as he grew in might and strength, he laboured ever in hunting and 
in hawking, so that never gentleman more, that ever we heard read of. And as the 
book saith, he began good measures of blowing of beasts of venery, and beasts 
of chase, and all manner of vermin, and all these terms we have yet of hawking 
and hunting. And therefore the book of venery, of hawking, and hunting, is 
called the book of Sir Tristram. Wherefore, as meseemeth, all gentlemen that 
bear old arms ought of right to honour Sir Tristram for the goodly terms that 
gentlemen have and use, and shall to the day of doom, that thereby in a manner 
all men of worship may dissever a gentleman from a yeoman, and from a 
yeoman a villain. For he that gentle is will draw him unto gentle tatches, and to 
follow the customs of noble gentlemen. 

Thus Sir Tristram endured in Cornwall until he was big and strong, of the 
age of eighteen years. And then the King Meliodas had great joy of Sir Tristram, 
and so had the queen, his wife. For ever after in her life, because Sir Tristram 
saved her from the fire, she did never hate him more after, but loved him ever 
after, and gave Tristram many great gifts; for every estate loved him, where that 
he went. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Marhaus came out of Ireland for to ask truage 
of Cornwall, or else he would fight therefore. 

THEN it befell that King Anguish of Ireland sent unto King Mark of 
Cornwall for his truage, that Cornwall had paid many winters. And all that time 
King Mark was behind of the truage for seven years. And King Mark and his 
barons gave unto the messenger of Ireland these words and answer, that they 
would none pay; and bade the messenger go unto his King Anguish, and tell him 
we will pay him no truage, but tell your lord, an he will always have truage of us 
of Cornwall, bid him send a trusty knight of his land, that will fight for his right, 
and we shall find another for to defend our right. With this answer the 
messengers departed into Ireland. And when King Anguish understood the 
answer of the messengers he was wonderly wroth. And then he called unto him 
Sir Marhaus, the good knight, that was nobly proved, and a Knight of the Table 
Round. And this Marhaus was brother unto the queen of Ireland. Then the king 
said thus: Fair brother, Sir Marhaus, I pray you go into Comwall for my sake, 
and do battle for our truage that of right we ought to have; and whatsomever ye 
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spend ye shall have sufficiently, more than ye shall need. Sir, said Marhaus, wit 
ye well that I shall not be loath to do battle in the right of you and your land with 
the best knight of the Table Round; for I know them, for the most part, what be 
their deeds; and for to advance my deeds and to increase my worship I will right 
gladly go unto this journey for our right. 

So in all haste there was made purveyance for Sir Marhaus, and he had all 
things that to him needed; and so he departed out of Ireland, and arrived up in 
Cornwall even fast by the Castle of Tintagil. And when King Mark understood 
that he was there arrived to fight for Ireland, then made King Mark great sorrow 
when he understood that the good and noble knight Sir Marhaus was come. For 
they knew no knight that durst have ado with him. For at that time Sir Marhaus 
was Called one of the famousest and renowned knights of the world. And thus 
Sir Marhaus abode in the sea, and every day he sent unto King Mark for to pay 
the truage that was behind of seven year, other else to find a knight to fight with 
him for the truage. This manner of message Sir Marhaus sent daily unto King 
Mark. 

Then they of Cornwall let make cries in every place, that what knight would 
fight for to save the truage of Cornwall, he should be rewarded so that he should 
fare the better, term of his life. Then some of the barons said to King Mark, and 
counselled him to send to the court of King Arthur for to seek Sir Launcelot du 
Lake, that was that time named for the marvelloust knight of all the world. Then 
there were some other barons that counselled the king not to do so, and said that 
it was labour in vain, because Sir Marhaus was a knight of the Round Table, 
therefore any of them will be loath to have ado with other, but if it were any 
knight at his own request would fight disguised and unknown. So the king and 
all his barons assented that it was no bote to seek any knight of the Round Table. 
This mean while came the language and the noise unto King Meliodas, how that 
Sir Marhaus abode battle fast by Tintagil, and how King Mark could find no 
manner knight to fight for him. When young Tristram heard of this he was 
wroth, and sore ashamed that there durst no knight in Cornwall have ado with 
Sir Marhaus of Ireland. 


CHAPTER V. How Tristram enterprized the battle to fight for the 
truage of Cornwall, and how he was made knight. 
THEREWITHAL Tristram went unto his father, King Meliodas, and asked 
him counsel what was best to do for to recover Cornwall from truage. For, as 
meseemeth, said Sir Tristram, it were shame that Sir Marhaus, the queen's 
brother of Ireland, should go away unless that he were foughten withal. As for 
that, said King Meliodas, wit you well, son Tristram, that Sir Marhaus is called 
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one of the best knights of the world, and Knight of the Table Round; and 
therefore I know no knight in this country that is able to match with him. Alas, 
said Sir Tristram, that I am not made knight; and if Sir Marhaus should thus 
depart into Ireland, God let me never have worship: an I were made knight I 
should match him. And sir, said Tristram, I pray you give me leave to ride to 
King Mark; and, so ye be not displeased, of King Mark will I be made knight. I 
will well, said King Meliodas, that ye be ruled as your courage will rule you. 
Then Sir Tristram thanked his father much. And then he made him ready to ride 
into Cornwall. 

In the meanwhile there came a messenger with letters of love from King 
Faramon of France's daughter unto Sir Tristram, that were full piteous letters, 
and in them were written many complaints of love; but Sir Tristram had no joy 
of her letters nor regard unto her. Also she sent him a little brachet that was 
passing fair. But when the king's daughter understood that Sir Tristram would 
not love her, as the book saith, she died for sorrow. And then the same squire 
that brought the letter and the brachet came again unto Sir Tristram, as after ye 
shall hear in the tale. 

So this young Sir Tristram rode unto his eme, King Mark of Cornwall. And 
when he came there he heard say that there would no knight fight with Sir 
Marhaus. Then yede Sir Tristram unto his eme and said: Sir, if ye will give me 
the order of knighthood, I will do battle with Sir Marhaus. What are ye, said the 
king, and from whence be ye come? Sir, said Tristram, I come from King 
Meliodas that wedded your sister, and a gentleman wit ye well I am. King Mark 
beheld Sir Tristram and saw that he was but a young man of age, but he was 
passingly well made and big. Fair sir, said the king, what is your name, and 
where were ye born? Sir, said he again, my name is Tristram, and in the country 
of Liones was I born. Ye say well, said the king; and if ye will do this battle I 
shall make you knight. Therefore I come to you, said Sir Tristram, and for none 
other cause. But then King Mark made him knight. And therewithal, anon as he 
had made him knight, he sent a messenger unto Sir Marhaus with letters that said 
that he had found a young knight ready for to take the battle to the uttermost. It 
may well be, said Sir Marhaus; but tell King Mark I will not fight with no knight 
but he be of blood royal, that is to say, other king's son, other queen's son, born 
of a prince or princess. 

When King Mark understood that, he sent for Sir Tristram de Liones and told 
him what was the answer of Sir Marhaus. Then said Sir Tristram: Sithen that he 
saith so, let him wit that I am come of father side and mother side of as noble 
blood as he is: for, sir, now shall ye know that I am King Meliodas' son, born of 
your own sister, Dame Elizabeth, that died in the forest in the birth of me. O 
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Jesu, said King Mark, ye are welcome fair nephew to me. Then in all the haste 
the king let horse Sir Tristram, and armed him in the best manner that might be 
had or gotten for gold or silver. And then King Mark sent unto Sir Marhaus, and 
did him to wit that a better born man than he was himself should fight with him, 
and his name is Sir Tristram de Liones, gotten of King Meliodas, and born of 
King Mark's sister. Then was Sir Marhaus glad and blithe that he should fight 
with such a gentleman. And so by the assent of King Mark and of Sir Marhaus 
they let ordain that they should fight within an island nigh Sir Marhaus' ships; 
and so was Sir Tristram put into a vessel both his horse and he, and all that to 
him longed both for his body and for his horse. Sir Tristram lacked nothing. And 
when King Mark and his barons of Cornwall beheld how young Sir Tristram 
departed with such a carriage to fight for the right of Cornwall, there was neither 
man nor woman of worship but they wept to see and understand so young a 
knight to jeopardy himself for their right. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Tristram arrived into the Island for to furnish 
the battle with Sir Marhaus. 

SO to shorten this tale, when Sir Tristram was arrived within the island he 
looked to the farther side, and there he saw at an anchor six ships nigh to the 
land; and under the shadow of the ships upon the land, there hoved the noble 
knight, Sir Marhaus of Ireland. Then Sir Tristram commanded his servant 
Gouvernail to bring his horse to the land, and dress his harness at all manner of 
rights. And then when he had so done he mounted upon his horse; and when he 
was in his saddle well apparelled, and his shield dressed upon his shoulder, 
Tristram asked Gouvernail, Where is this knight that I shall have ado withal? Sir, 
said Gouvernail, see ye him not? I weened ye had seen him; yonder he hoveth 
under the umbre of his ships on horseback, with his spear in his hand and his 
shield upon his shoulder. That is truth, said the noble knight, Sir Tristram, now I 
see him well enough. 

Then he commanded his servant Gouvernail to go to his vessel again: And 
commend me unto mine eme King Mark, and pray him, if that I be slain in this 
battle, for to inter my body as him seemed best; and as for me, let him wit that I 
will never yield me for cowardice; and if I be slain and flee not, then they have 
lost no truage for me; and if so be that I flee or yield me as recreant, bid mine 
eme never bury me in Christian burials. And upon thy life, said Sir Tristram to 
Gouvernail, come thou not nigh this island till that thou see me overcome or 
slain, or else that I win yonder knight. So either departed from other sore 
weeping. 
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CHAPTER VII. How Sir Tristram fought against Sir Marhaus and 
achieved his battle, and how Sir Marhaus fled to his ship. 

AND then Sir Marhaus avised Sir Tristram, and said thus: Young knight, Sir 
Tristram, what dost thou here? me sore repenteth of thy courage, for wit thou 
well I have been assayed, and the best knights of this land have been assayed of 
my hand; and also I have matched with the best knights of the world, and 
therefore by my counsel return again unto thy vessel. And fair knight, and well- 
proved knight, said Sir Tristram, thou shalt well wit I may not forsake thee in 
this quarrel, for I am for thy sake made knight. And thou shalt well wit that I am 
a king's son born, and gotten upon a queen; and such promise I have made at my 
uncle's request and mine own seeking, that I shall fight with thee unto the 
uttermost, and deliver Cornwall from the old truage. And also wit thou well, Sir 
Marhaus, that this is the greatest cause that thou couragest me to have ado with 
thee, for thou art called one of the most renowned knights of the world, and 
because of that noise and fame that thou hast thou givest me courage to have ado 
with thee, for never yet was I proved with good knight; and sithen I took the 
order of knighthood this day, I am well pleased that I may have ado with so good 
a knight as thou art. And now wit thou well, Sir Marhaus, that I cast me to get 
worship on thy body; and if that I be not proved, I trust to God that I shall be 
worshipfully proved upon thy body, and to deliver the country of Cornwall for 
ever from all manner of truage from Ireland for ever. 

When Sir Marhaus had heard him say what he would, he said then thus 
again: Fair knight, sithen it is so that thou castest to win worship of me, I let thee 
wit worship may thou none lose by me if thou mayest stand me three strokes; for 
I let thee wit for my noble deeds, proved and seen, King Arthur made me Knight 
of the Table Round. 

Then they began to feutre their spears, and they met so fiercely together that 
they smote either other down, both horse and all. But Sir Marhaus smote Sir 
Tristram a great wound in the side with his spear, and then they avoided their 
horses, and pulled out their swords, and threw their shields afore them. And then 
they lashed together as men that were wild and courageous. And when they had 
stricken so together long, then they left their strokes, and foined at their breaths 
and visors; and when they saw that that might not prevail them, then they hurtled 
together like rams to bear either other down. Thus they fought still more than 
half a day, and either were wounded passing sore, that the blood ran down 
freshly from them upon the ground. By then Sir Tristram waxed more fresher 
than Sir Marhaus, and better winded and bigger; and with a mighty stroke he 
smote Sir Marhaus upon the helm such a buffet that it went through his helm, 
and through the coif of steel, and through the brain-pan, and the sword stuck so 
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fast in the helm and in his brain-pan that Sir Tristram pulled thrice at his sword 
or ever he might pull it out from his head; and there Marhaus fell down on his 
knees, the edge of Tristram's sword left in his brain-pan. And suddenly Sir 
Marhaus rose grovelling, and threw his sword and his shield from him, and so 
ran to his ships and fled his way, and Sir Tristram had ever his shield and his 
sword. 

And when Sir Tristram saw Sir Marhaus withdraw him, he said: Ah! Sir 
Knight of the Round Table, why withdrawest thou thee? thou dost thyself and 
thy kin great shame, for I am but a young knight, or now I was never proved, and 
rather than I should withdraw me from thee, I had rather be hewn in an hundred 
pieces. Sir Marhaus answered no word but yede his way sore groaning. Well, Sir 
Knight, said Sir Tristram, I promise thee thy sword and thy shield shall be mine; 
and thy shield shall I wear in all places where I ride on mine adventures, and in 
the sight of King Arthur and all the Round Table. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Sir Marhaus after that he was arrived in Ireland 
died of the stroke that Sir Tristram had given him, and how Tristram was 
hurt. 

ANON Sir Marhaus and his fellowship departed into Ireland. And as soon as 
he came to the king, his brother, he let search his wounds. And when his head 
was Searched a piece of Sir Tristram's sword was found therein, and might never 
be had out of his head for no surgeons, and so he died of Sir Tristram's sword; 
and that piece of the sword the queen, his sister, kept it for ever with her, for she 
thought to be revenged an she might. 

Now turn we again unto Sir Tristram, that was sore wounded, and full sore 
bled that he might not within a little while, when he had taken cold, unnethe stir 
him of his limbs. And then he set him down softly upon a little hill, and bled 
fast. Then anon came Gouvernail, his man, with his vessel; and the king and his 
barons came with procession against him. And when he was come unto the land, 
King Mark took him in his arms, and the king and Sir Dinas, the seneschal, led 
Sir Tristram into the castle of Tintagil. And then was he searched in the best 
manner, and laid in his bed. And when King Mark saw his wounds he wept 
heartily, and so did all his lords. So God me help, said King Mark, I would not 
for all my lands that my nephew died. So Sir Tristram lay there a month and 
more, and ever he was like to die of that stroke that Sir Marhaus smote him first 
with the spear. For, as the French book saith, the spear's head was envenomed, 
that Sir Tristram might not be whole. Then was King Mark and all his barons 
passing heavy, for they deemed none other but that Sir Tristram should not 
recover. Then the king let send after all manner of leeches and surgeons, both 
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unto men and women, and there was none that would behote him the life. Then 
came there a lady that was a right wise lady, and she said plainly unto King 
Mark, and to Sir Tristram, and to all his barons, that he should never be whole 
but if Sir Tristram went in the same country that the venom came from, and in 
that country should he be holpen or else never. Thus said the lady unto the king. 

When King Mark understood that, he let purvey for Sir Tristram a fair 
vessel, well victualled, and therein was put Sir Tristram, and Gouvernail with 
him, and Sir Tristram took his harp with him, and so he was put into the sea to 
sail into Ireland; and so by good fortune he arrived up in Ireland, even fast by a 
castle where the king and the queen was; and at his arrival he sat and harped in 
his bed a merry lay, such one heard they never none in Ireland before that time. 

And when it was told the king and the queen of such a knight that was such 
an harper, anon the king sent for him, and let search his wounds, and then asked 
him his name. Then he answered, I am of the country of Liones, and my name is 
Tramtrist, that thus was wounded in a battle as I fought for a lady's right. So God 
me help, said King Anguish, ye shall have all the help in this land that ye may 
have here; but I let you wit, in Cornwall I had a great loss as ever had king, for 
there I lost the best knight of the world; his name was Marhaus, a full noble 
knight, and Knight of the Table Round; and there he told Sir Tristram wherefore 
Sir Marhaus was slain. Sir Tristram made semblant as he had been sorry, and 
better knew he how it was than the king. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Tristram was put to the keeping of La Beale 
Isoud first for to be healed of his wound. 

THEN the king for great favour made Tramtrist to be put in his daughter's 
ward and keeping, because she was a noble surgeon. And when she had searched 
him she found in the bottom of his wound that therein was poison, and so she 
healed him within a while; and therefore Tramtrist cast great love to La Beale 
Isoud, for she was at that time the fairest maid and lady of the world. And there 
Tramtrist learned her to harp, and she began to have a great fantasy unto him. 
And at that time Sir Palamides, the Saracen, was in that country, and well 
cherished with the king and the queen. And every day Sir Palamides drew unto 
La Beale Isoud and proffered her many gifts, for he loved her passingly well. All 
that espied Tramtrist, and full well knew he Sir Palamides for a noble knight and 
a mighty man. And wit you well Sir Tramtrist had great despite at Sir Palamides, 
for La Beale Isoud told Tramtrist that Palamides was in will to be christened for 
her sake. Thus was there great envy betwixt Tramtrist and Sir Palamides. 

Then it befell that King Anguish let cry a great jousts and a great tournament 
for a lady that was called the Lady of the Launds, and she was nigh cousin unto 
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the king. And what man won her, three days after he should wed her and have all 
her lands. This cry was made in England, Wales, Scotland, and also in France 
and in Brittany. It befell upon a day La Beale Isoud came unto Sir Tramtrist, and 
told him of this tournament. He answered and said: Fair lady, I am but a feeble 
knight, and but late I had been dead had not your good ladyship been. Now, fair 
lady, what would ye I should do in this matter? well ye wot, my lady, that I may 
not joust. Ah, Tramtrist, said La Beale Isoud, why will ye not have ado at that 
tournament? well I wot Sir Palamides shall be there, and to do what he may; and 
therefore Tramtrist, I pray you for to be there, for else Sir Palamides is like to 
win the degree. Madam, said Tramtrist, as for that, it may be so, for he is a 
proved knight, and I am but a young knight and late made; and the first battle 
that I did it mishapped me to be sore wounded as ye see. But an I wist ye would 
be my better lady, at that tournament I will be, so that ye will keep my counsel 
and let no creature have knowledge that I shall joust but yourself, and such as ye 
will to keep your counsel, my poor person shall I jeopard there for your sake, 
that, peradventure, Sir Palamides shall know when that I come. Thereto, said La 
Beale Isoud, do your best, and as I can, said La Beale Isoud, I shall purvey horse 
and armour for you at my device. As ye will so be it, said Sir Tramtrist, I will be 
at your commandment. 

So at the day of jousts there came Sir Palamides with a black shield, and he 
overthrew many knights, that all the people had marvel of him. For he put to the 
worse Sir Gawaine, Gaheris, Agravaine, Bagdemagus, Kay, Dodinas le Savage, 
Sagramore le Desirous, Gumret le Petit, and Griflet le Fise de Dieu. All these the 
first day Sir Palamides struck down to the earth. And then all manner of knights 
were adread of Sir Palamides, and many called him the Knight with the Black 
Shield. So that day Sir Palamides had great worship. 

Then came King Anguish unto Tramtrist, and asked him why he would not 
joust. Sir, he said, I was but late hurt, and as yet I dare not adventure me. Then 
came there the same squire that was sent from the king's daughter of France unto 
Sir Tristram. And when he had espied Sir Tristram he fell flat to his feet. All that 
espied La Beale Isoud, what courtesy the squire made unto Sir Tristram. And 
therewithal suddenly Sir Tristram ran unto his squire, whose name was Hebes le 
Renoumes, and prayed him heartily in no wise to tell his name. Sir, said Hebes, I 
will not discover your name but if ye command me. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Tristram won the degree at a tournament in 
Ireland, and there made Palamides to bear no more harness in a year. 
THEN Sir Tristram asked him what he did in those countries. Sir, he said, I 

came hither with Sir Gawaine for to be made knight, and if it please you, of your 
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hands that I may be made knight. Await upon me as to-morn secretly, and in the 
field I shall make you a knight. 

Then had La Beale Isoud great suspicion unto Tramtrist, that he was some 
man of worship proved, and therewith she comforted herself, and cast more love 
unto him than she had done to-fore. And so on the morn Sir Palamides made him 
ready to come into the field as he did the first day. And there he smote down the 
King with the Hundred Knights, and the King of Scots. Then had La Beale Isoud 
ordained and well arrayed Sir Tristram in white horse and harness. And right so 
she let put him out at a privy postern, and so he came into the field as it had been 
a bright angel. And anon Sir Palamides espied him, and therewith he feutred a 
spear unto Sir Tramtrist, and he again unto him. And there Sir Tristram smote 
down Sir Palamides unto the earth. And then there was a great noise of people: 
some said Sir Palamides had a fall, some said the Knight with the Black Shield 
had a fall. And wit you well La Beale Isoud was passing glad. And then Sir 
Gawaine and his fellows nine had marvel what knight it might be that had 
smitten down Sir Palamides. Then would there none joust with Tramtrist, but all 
that there were forsook him, most and least. Then Sir Tristram made Hebes a 
knight, and caused him to put himself forth, and did right well that day. So after 
Sir Hebes held him with Sir Tristram. 

And when Sir Palamides had received this fall, wit ye well that he was sore 
ashamed, and as privily as he might he withdrew him out of the field. All that 
espied Sir Tristram, and lightly he rode after Sir Palamides and overtook him, 
and bade him turn, for better he would assay him or ever he departed. Then Sir 
Palamides turned him, and either lashed at other with their swords. But at the 
first stroke Sir Tristram smote down Palamides, and gave him such a stroke upon 
the head that he fell to the earth. So then Tristram bade yield him, and do his 
commandment, or else he would slay him. When Sir Palamides beheld his 
countenance, he dread his buffets so, that he granted all his askings. Well said, 
said Sir Tristram, this shall be your charge. First, upon pain of your life that ye 
forsake my lady La Beale Isoud, and in no manner wise that ye draw not to her. 
Also this twelvemonth and a day that ye bear none armour nor none harness of 
war. Now promise me this, or here shalt thou die. Alas, said Palamides, for ever 
am I ashamed. Then he sware as Sir Tristram had commanded him. Then for 
despite and anger Sir Palamides cut off his harness, and threw them away. 

And so Sir Tristram turned again to the castle where was La Beale Isoud; and 
by the way he met with a damosel that asked after Sir Launcelot, that won the 
Dolorous Guard worshipfully; and this damosel asked Sir Tristram what he was. 
For it was told her that it was he that smote down Sir Palamides, by whom the 
ten knights of King Arthur's were smitten down. Then the damosel prayed Sir 
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Tristram to tell her what he was, and whether that he were Sir Launcelot du 
Lake, for she deemed that there was no knight in the world might do such deeds 
of arms but if it were Launcelot. Fair damosel, said Sir Tristram, wit ye well that 
I am not Sir Launcelot, for I was never of such prowess, but in God is all that he 
may make me as good a knight as the good knight Sir Launcelot. Now, gentle 
knight, said she, put up thy visor; and when she beheld his visage she thought 
she saw never a better man's visage, nor a better faring knight. And then when 
the damosel knew certainly that he was not Sir Launcelot, then she took her 
leave, and departed from him. And then Sir Tristram rode privily unto the 
postern, where kept him La Beale Isoud, and there she made him good cheer, 
and thanked God of his good speed. So anon, within a while the king and the 
queen understood that it was Tramtrist that smote down Sir Palamides; then was 
he much made of, more than he was before. 


CHAPTER XI. How the queen espied that Sir Tristram had slain her 
brother Sir Marhaus by his sword, and in what jeopardy he was. 

THUS was Sir Tramtrist long there well cherished with the king and the 
queen, and namely with La Beale Isoud. So upon a day the queen and La Beale 
Isoud made a bain for Sir Tramtrist. And when he was in his bain the queen and 
Isoud, her daughter, roamed up and down in the chamber; and therewhiles 
Gouvernail and Hebes attended upon Tramtrist, and the queen beheld his sword 
thereas it lay upon his bed. And then by unhap the queen drew out his sword and 
beheld it a long while, and both they thought it a passing fair sword; but within a 
foot and an half of the point there was a great piece thereof out-broken of the 
edge. And when the queen espied that gap in the sword, she remembered her of a 
piece of a sword that was found in the brain-pan of Sir Marhaus, the good knight 
that was her brother. Alas then, said she unto her daughter, La Beale Isoud, this 
is the same traitor knight that slew my brother, thine eme. When Isoud heard her 
say so she was passing sore abashed, for passing well she loved Tramtrist, and 
full well she knew the cruelness of her mother the queen. 

Anon therewithal the queen went unto her own chamber, and sought her 
coffer, and there she took out the piece or the sword that was pulled out of Sir 
Marhaus' head after that he was dead. And then she ran with that piece of iron to 
the sword that lay upon the bed. And when she put that piece of steel and iron 
unto the sword, it was as meet as it might be when it was new broken. And then 
the queen gripped that sword in her hand fiercely, and with all her might she ran 
straight upon Tramtrist where he sat in his bain, and there she had rived him 
through had not Sir Hebes gotten her in his arms, and pulled the sword from her, 
and else she had thrust him through. 
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Then when she was let of her evil will she ran to the King Anguish, her 
husband, and said on her knees: O my lord, here have ye in your house that 
traitor knight that slew my brother and your servant, that noble knight, Sir 
Marhaus. Who is that, said King Anguish, and where is he? Sir, she said, it is Sir 
Tramtrist, the same knight that my daughter healed. Alas, said the king, therefore 
am I right heavy, for he is a full noble knight as ever I saw in field. But I charge 
you, said the king to the queen, that ye have not ado with that knight, but let me 
deal with him. 

Then the king went into the chamber unto Sir Tramtrist, and then was he 
gone unto his chamber, and the king found him all ready armed to mount upon 
his horse. When the king saw him all ready armed to go unto horseback, the king 
said: Nay, Tramtrist, it will not avail to compare thee against me; but thus much 
I shall do for my worship and for thy love; in so much as thou art within my 
court it were no worship for me to slay thee: therefore upon this condition I will 
give thee leave for to depart from this court in safety, so thou wilt tell me who 
was thy father, and what is thy name, and if thou slew Sir Marhaus, my brother. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Tristram departed from the king and La Beale 
Isoud out of Ireland for to come into Cornwall. 

SIR, said Tristram, now I shall tell you all the truth: my father's name is Sir 
Meliodas, King of Liones, and my mother hight Elizabeth, that was sister unto 
King Mark of Cornwall; and my mother died of me in the forest, and because 
thereof she commanded, or she died, that when I were christened they should 
christen me Tristram; and because I would not be known in this country I turned 
my name and let me call Tramtrist; and for the truage of Cornwall I fought for 
my eme's sake, and for the right of Cornwall that ye had posseded many years. 
And wit ye well, said Tristram unto the king, I did the battle for the love of mine 
uncle, King Mark, and for the love of the country of Cornwall, and for to 
increase mine honour; for that same day that I fought with Sir Marhaus I was 
made knight, and never or then did I battle with no knight, and from me he went 
alive, and left his shield and his sword behind. 

So God me help, said the king, I may not say but ye did as a knight should, 
and it was your part to do for your quarrel, and to increase your worship as a 
knight should; howbeit I may not maintain you in this country with my worship, 
unless that I should displease my barons, and my wife and her kin. Sir, said 
Tristram, I thank you of your good lordship that I have had with you here, and 
the great goodness my lady, your daughter, hath shewed me, and therefore, said 
Sir Tristram, it may so happen that ye shall win more by my life than by my 
death, for in the parts of England it may happen I may do you service at some 
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season, that ye shall be glad that ever ye shewed me your good lordship. With 
more I promise you as I am true knight, that in all places I shall be my lady your 
daughter's servant and knight in right and in wrong, and I shall never fail her, to 
do as much as a knight may do. Also I beseech your good grace that I may take 
my leave at my lady, your daughter, and at all the barons and knights. I will well, 
said the king. 

Then Sir Tristram went unto La Beale Isoud and took his leave of her. And 
then he told her all, what he was, and how he had changed his name because he 
would not be known, and how a lady told him that he should never be whole till 
he came into this country where the poison was made, wherethrough I was near 
my death had not your ladyship been. O gentle knight, said La Beale Isoud, full 
woe am I of thy departing, for I saw never man that I owed so good will to. And 
therewithal she wept heartily. Madam, said Sir Tristram, ye shall understand that 
my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, gotten of King Meliodas, and born of his 
queen. And I promise you faithfully that I shall be all the days of my life your 
knight. Gramercy, said La Beale Isoud, and I promise you there-against that I 
shall not be married this seven years but by your assent; and to whom that ye 
will I shall be married to him will I have, and he will have me if ye will consent. 

And then Sir Tristram gave her a ring, and she gave him another; and 
therewith he departed from her, leaving her making great dole and lamentation; 
and he straight went unto the court among all the barons, and there he took his 
leave at most and least, and openly he said among them all: Fair lords, now it is 
so that I must depart: if there be any man here that I have offended unto, or that 
any man be with me grieved, let complain him here afore me or that ever I 
depart, and I shall amend it unto my power. And if there be any that will proffer 
me wrong, or say of me wrong or shame behind my back, say it now or never, 
and here is my body to make it good, body against body. And all they stood still, 
there was not one that would say one word; yet were there some knights that 
were of the queen's blood, and of Sir Marhaus' blood, but they would not meddle 
with him. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Tristram and King Mark hurted each other 
for the love of a knight's wife. 

SO Sir Tristram departed, and took the sea, and with good wind he arrived 
up at Tintagil in Cornwall; and when King Mark was whole in his prosperity 
there came tidings that Sir Tristram was arrived, and whole of his wounds: 
thereof was King Mark passing glad, and so were all the barons; and when he 
saw his time he rode unto his father, King Meliodas, and there he had all the 
cheer that the king and the queen could make him. And then largely King 
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Meliodas and his queen departed of their lands and goods to Sir Tristram. 

Then by the license of King Meliodas, his father, he returned again unto the 
court of King Mark, and there he lived in great joy long time, until at the last 
there befell a jealousy and an unkindness betwixt King Mark and Sir Tristram, 
for they loved both one lady. And she was an earl's wife that hight Sir 
Segwarides. And this lady loved Sir Tristram passingly well. And he loved her 
again, for she was a passing fair lady, and that espied Sir Tristram well. Then 
King Mark understood that and was jealous, for King Mark loved her passingly 
well. 

So it fell upon a day this lady sent a dwarf unto Sir Tristram, and bade him, 
as he loved her, that he would be with her the night next following. Also she 
charged you that ye come not to her but if ye be well armed, for her lover was 
called a good knight. Sir Tristram answered to the dwarf: Recommend me unto 
my lady, and tell her I will not fail but I will be with her the term that she hath 
set me. And with this answer the dwarf departed. And King Mark espied that the 
dwarf was with Sir Tristram upon message from Segwarides' wife; then King 
Mark sent for the dwarf, and when he was come he made the dwarf by force to 
tell him all, why and wherefore that he came on message from Sir Tristram. 
Now, said King Mark, go where thou wilt, and upon pain of death that thou say 
no word that thou spakest with me; so the dwarf departed from the king. 

And that same night that the steven was set betwixt Segwarides' wife and Sir 
Tristram, King Mark armed him, and made him ready, and took two knights of 
his counsel with him; and so he rode afore for to abide by the way for to wait 
upon Sir Tristram. And as Sir Tristram came riding upon his way with his spear 
in his hand, King Mark came hurtling upon him with his two knights suddenly. 
And all three smote him with their spears, and King Mark hurt Sir Tristram on 
the breast right sore. And then Sir Tristram feutred his spear, and smote his 
uncle, King Mark, so sore, that he rashed him to the earth, and bruised him that 
he lay still in a swoon, and long it was or ever he might wield himself. And then 
he ran to the one knight, and eft to the other, and smote them to the cold earth, 
that they lay still. And therewithal Sir Tristram rode forth sore wounded to the 
lady, and found her abiding him at a postern. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Tristram lay with the lady, and how her 
husband fought with Sir Tristram. 

AND there she welcomed him fair, and either halsed other in arms, and so 
she let put up his horse in the best wise, and then she unarmed him. And so they 
supped lightly, and went to bed with great joy and pleasaunce; and so in his 
raging he took no keep of his green wound that King Mark had given him. And 
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so Sir Tristram be-bled both the over sheet and the nether, and pillows, and head 
sheet. And within a while there came one afore, that warned her that her lord 
was near-hand within a bow-draught. So she made Sir Tristram to arise, and so 
he armed him, and took his horse, and so departed. By then was come 
Segwarides, her lord, and when he found her bed troubled and broken, and went 
near and beheld it by candle light, then he saw that there had lain a wounded 
knight. Ah, false traitress, then he said, why hast thou betrayed me? And 
therewithal he swang out a sword, and said: But if thou tell me who hath been 
here, here thou shalt die. Ah, my lord, mercy, said the lady, and held up her 
hands, saying: Slay me not, and I shall tell you all who hath been here. Tell 
anon, said Segwarides, to me all the truth. Anon for dread she said: Here was Sir 
Tristram with me, and by the way as he came to me ward, he was sore wounded. 
Ah, false traitress, said Segwarides, where is he become? Sir, she said, he is 
armed, and departed on horseback, not yet hence half a mile. Ye say well, said 
Segwarides. 

Then he armed him lightly, and gat his horse, and rode after Sir Tristram that 
rode straightway unto Tintagil. And within a while he overtook Sir Tristram, and 
then he bade him, Turn, false traitor knight. And Sir Tristram anon turned him 
against him. And therewithal Segwarides smote Sir Tristram with a spear that it 
all to-brast; and then he swang out his sword and smote fast at Sir Tristram. Sir 
knight, said Sir Tristram, I counsel you that ye smite no more, howbeit for the 
wrongs that I have done you I will forbear you as long as I may. Nay, said 
Segwarides, that shall not be, for either thou shalt die or I. 

Then Sir Tristram drew out his sword, and hurtled his horse unto him 
fiercely, and through the waist of the body he smote Sir Segwarides that he fell 
to the earth in a swoon. And so Sir Tristram departed and left him there. And so 
he rode unto Tintagil and took his lodging secretly, for he would not be known 
that he was hurt. Also Sir Segwarides' men rode after their master, whom they 
found lying in the field sore wounded, and brought him home on his shield, and 
there he lay long or that he were whole, but at the last he recovered. Also King 
Mark would not be aknown of that Sir Tristram and he had met that night. And 
as for Sir Tristram, he knew not that King Mark had met with him. And so the 
king askance came to Sir Tristram, to comfort him as he lay sick in his bed. But 
as long as King Mark lived he loved never Sir Tristram after that; though there 
was fair speech, love was there none. And thus it passed many weeks and days, 
and all was forgiven and forgotten; for Sir Segwarides durst not have ado with 
Sir Tristram, because of his noble prowess, and also because he was nephew 
unto King Mark; therefore he let it overslip: for he that hath a privy hurt is loath 
to have a shame outward. 
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CHAPTER XV. How Sir Bleoberis demanded the fairest lady in King 
Mark's court, whom he took away, and how he was fought with. 

THEN it befell upon a day that the good knight Bleoberis de Ganis, brother 
to Blamore de Ganis, and nigh cousin unto the good knight Sir Launcelot du 
Lake, this Bleoberis came unto the court of King Mark, and there he asked of 
King Mark a boon, to give him what gift that he would ask in his court. When 
the king heard him ask so, he marvelled of his asking, but because he was a 
knight of the Round Table, and of a great renown, King Mark granted him his 
whole asking. Then, said Sir Bleoberis, I will have the fairest lady in your court 
that me list to choose. I may not say nay, said King Mark; now choose at your 
adventure. And so Sir Bleoberis did choose Sir Segwarides' wife, and took her 
by the hand, and so went his way with her; and so he took his horse and gart set 
her behind his squire, and rode upon his way. 

When Sir Segwarides heard tell that his lady was gone with a knight of King 
Arthur's court, then he armed him and rode after that knight for to rescue his 
lady. So when Bleoberis was gone with this lady, King Mark and all the court 
was wroth that she was away. Then were there certain ladies that knew that there 
were great love between Sir Tristram and her, and also that lady loved Sir 
Tristram above all other knights. Then there was one lady that rebuked Sir 
Tristram in the horriblest wise, and called him coward knight, that he would for 
shame of his knighthood see a lady so shamefully be taken away from his uncle's 
court. But she meant that either of them had loved other with entire heart. But 
Sir Tristram answered her thus: Fair lady, it is not my part to have ado in such 
matters while her lord and husband is present here; and if it had been that her 
lord had not been here in this court, then for the worship of this court 
peradventure I would have been her champion, and if so be Sir Segwarides speed 
not well, it may happen that I will speak with that good knight or ever he pass 
from this country. 

Then within a while came one of Sir Segwarides' squires, and told in the 
court that Sir Segwarides was beaten sore and wounded to the point of death; as 
he would have rescued his lady Sir Bleoberis overthrew him and sore hath 
wounded him. Then was King Mark heavy thereof, and all the court. When Sir 
Tristram heard of this he was ashamed and sore grieved; and then was he soon 
armed and on horseback, and Gouvernail, his servant, bare his shield and spear. 
And so as Sir Tristram rode fast he met with Sir Andred his cousin, that by the 
commandment of King Mark was sent to bring forth, an ever it lay in his power, 
two knights of Arthur's court, that rode by the country to seek their adventures. 
When Sir Tristram saw Sir Andred he asked him what tidings. So God me help, 
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said Sir Andred, there was never worse with me, for here by the commandment 
of King Mark I was sent to fetch two knights of King Arthur's court, and that one 
beat me and wounded me, and set nought by my message. Fair cousin, said Sir 
Tristram, ride on your way, and if I may meet them it may happen I shall 
revenge you. So Sir Andred rode into Cornwall, and Sir Tristram rode after the 
two knights, the which one hight Sagramore le Desirous, and the other hight 
Dodinas le Savage. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Tristram fought with two knights of the 
Round Table. 

THEN within a while Sir Tristram saw them afore him, two likely knights. 
Sir, said Gouvernail unto his master, Sir, I would counsel you not to have ado 
with them, for they be two proved knights of Arthur's court. As for that, said Sir 
Tristram, have ye no doubt but I will have ado with them to increase my 
worship, for it is many day sithen I did any deeds of arms. Do as ye list, said 
Gouvernail. And therewithal anon Sir Tristram asked them from whence they 
came, and whither they would, and what they did in those marches. Sir 
Sagramore looked upon Sir Tristram, and had scorn of his words, and asked him 
again, Fair knight, be ye a knight of Cornwall? Whereby ask ye it? said Sir 
Tristram. For it is seldom seen, said Sir Sagramore, that ye Cornish knights be 
valiant men of arms; for within these two hours there met us one of your Cornish 
knights, and great words he spake, and anon with little might he was laid to the 
earth. And, as I trow, said Sir Sagramore, ye shall have the same handsel that he 
had. Fair lords, said Sir Tristram, it may so happen that I may better withstand 
than he did, and whether ye will or nill I will have ado with you, because he was 
my cousin that ye beat. And therefore here do your best, and wit ye well but if ye 
quit you the better here upon this ground, one knight of Cornwall shall beat you 
both. 

When Sir Dodinas le Savage heard him say so he gat a spear in his hand, and 
said, Sir knight, keep well thyself: And then they departed and came together as 
it had been thunder. And Sir Dodinas' spear brast in-sunder, but Sir Tristram 
smote him with a more might, that he smote him clean over the horse-croup, that 
nigh he had broken his neck. When Sir Sagramore saw his fellow have such a 
fall he marvelled what knight he might be. And he dressed his spear with all his 
might, and Sir Tristram against him, and they came together as the thunder, and 
there Sir Tristram smote Sir Sagramore a strong buffet, that he bare his horse 
and him to the earth, and in the falling he brake his thigh. 

When this was done Sir Tristram asked them: Fair knights, will ye any more? 
Be there no bigger knights in the court of King Arthur? it is to you shame to say 
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of us knights of Cornwall dishonour, for it may happen a Cornish knight may 
match you. That is truth, said Sir Sagramore, that have we well proved; but I 
require thee, said Sir Sagramore, tell us your right name, by the faith and troth 
that ye owe to the high order of knighthood. Ye charge me with a great thing, 
said Sir Tristram, and sithen ye list to wit it, ye shall know and understand that 
my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, King Meliodas' son, and nephew unto King 
Mark. Then were they two knights fain that they had met with Tristram, and so 
they prayed him to abide in their fellowship. Nay, said Sir Tristram, for I must 
have ado with one of your fellows, his name is Sir Bleoberis de Ganis. God 
speed you well, said Sir Sagramore and Dodinas. Sir Tristram departed and rode 
onward on his way. And then was he ware before him in a valley where rode Sir 
Bleoberis, with Sir Segwarides' lady, that rode behind his squire upon a palfrey. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Tristram fought with Sir Bleoberis for a 
lady, and how the lady was put to choice to whom she would go. 

THEN Sir Tristram rode more than a pace until that he had overtaken him. 
Then spake Sir Tristram: Abide, he said, Knight of Arthur's court, bring again 
that lady, or deliver her to me. I will do neither, said Bleoberis, for I dread no 
Cornish knight so sore that me list to deliver her. Why, said Sir Tristram, may 
not a Cornish knight do as well as another knight? this same day two knights of 
your court within this three mile met with me, and or ever we departed they 
found a Cornish knight good enough for them both. What were their names? said 
Bleoberis. They told me, said Sir Tristram, that the one of them hight Sir 
Sagramore le Desirous, and the other hight Dodinas le Savage. Ah, said Sir 
Bleoberis, have ye met with them? so God me help, they were two good knights 
and men of great worship, and if ye have beat them both ye must needs be a 
good knight; but if it so be ye have beat them both, yet shall ye not fear me, but 
ye shall beat me or ever ye have this lady. Then defend you, said Sir Tristram. 
So they departed and came together like thunder, and either bare other down, 
horse and all, to the earth. 

Then they avoided their horses, and lashed together eagerly with swords, and 
mightily, now tracing and traversing on the right hand and on the left hand more 
than two hours. And sometime they rushed together with such a might that they 
lay both grovelling on the ground. Then Sir Bleoberis de Ganis stert aback, and 
said thus: Now, gentle good knight, a while hold your hands, and let us speak 
together. Say what ye will, said Tristram, and I will answer you. Sir, said 
Bleoberis, I would wit of whence ye be, and of whom ye be come, and what is 
your name? So God me help, said Sir Tristram, I fear not to tell you my name. 
Wit ye well I am King Meliodas' son, and my mother is King Mark's sister, and 
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my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, and King Mark is mine uncle. Truly, said 
Bleoberis, I am right glad of you, for ye are he that slew Marhaus the knight, 
hand for hand in an island, for the truage of Cornwall; also ye overcame Sir 
Palamides the good knight, at a tournament in an island, where ye beat Sir 
Gawaine and his nine fellows. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, wit ye well 
that I am the same knight; now I have told you my name, tell me yours with 
good will. Wit ye well that my name is Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, and my brother 
hight Sir Blamore de Ganis, that is called a good knight, and we be sister's 
children unto my lord Sir Launcelot du Lake, that we call one of the best knights 
of the world. That is truth, said Sir Tristram, Sir Launcelot is called peerless of 
courtesy and of knighthood; and for his sake, said Sir Tristram, I will not with 
my good will fight no more with you, for the great love I have to Sir Launcelot 
du Lake. In good faith, said Bleoberis, as for me I will be loath to fight with you; 
but sithen ye follow me here to have this lady, I shall proffer you kindness, 
courtesy, and gentleness right here upon this ground. This lady shall be betwixt 
us both, and to whom that she will go, let him have her in peace. I will well, said 
Tristram, for, as I deem, she will leave you and come to me. Ye shall prove it 
anon, said Bleoberis. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How the lady forsook Sir Tristram and abode with 
Sir Bleoberis, and how she desired to go to her husband. 

So when she was set betwixt them both she said these words unto Sir 
Tristram: Wit ye well, Sir Tristram de Liones, that but late thou wast the man in 
the world that I most loved and trusted, and I weened thou hadst loved me again 
above all ladies; but when thou sawest this knight lead me away thou madest no 
cheer to rescue me, but suffered my lord Segwarides ride after me; but until that 
time I weened thou haddest loved me, and therefore now I will leave thee, and 
never love thee more. And therewithal she went unto Sir Bleoberis. 

When Sir Tristram saw her do so he was wonderly wroth with that lady, and 
ashamed to come to the court. Sir Tristram, said Sir Bleoberis, ye are in the 
default, for I hear by this lady's words she before this day trusted you above all 
earthly knights, and, as she saith, ye have deceived her, therefore wit ye well, 
there may no man hold that will away; and rather than ye should be heartily 
displeased with me I would ye had her, an she would abide with you. Nay, said 
the lady, so God me help I will never go with him; for he that I loved most I 
weened he had loved me. And therefore, Sir Tristram, she said, ride as thou 
came, for though thou haddest overcome this knight, as ye was likely, with thee 
never would I have gone. And I shall pray this knight so fair of his knighthood, 
that or ever he pass this country, that he will lead me to the abbey where my lord 
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Sir Segwarides lieth. So God me help, said Bleoberis, I let you wit, good knight 
Sir Tristram, because King Mark gave me the choice of a gift in this court, and 
so this lady liked me best—notwithstanding, she is wedded and hath a lord, and I 
have fulfilled my quest, she shall be sent unto her husband again, and in especial 
most for your sake, Sir Tristram; and if she would go with you I would ye had 
her. I thank you, said Sir Tristram, but for her love I shall beware what manner a 
lady I shall love or trust; for had her lord, Sir Segwarides, been away from the 
court, I should have been the first that should have followed you; but sithen that 
ye have refused me, as I am true knight I shall her know passingly well that I 
shall love or trust. And so they took their leave one from the other and departed. 

And so Sir Tristram rode unto Tintagil, and Sir Bleoberis rode unto the 
abbey where Sir Segwarides lay sore wounded, and there he delivered his lady, 
and departed as a noble knight; and when Sir Segwarides saw his lady, he was 
greatly comforted; and then she told him that Sir Tristram had done great battle 
with Sir Bleoberis, and caused him to bring her again. These words pleased Sir 
Segwarides right well, that Sir Tristram would do so much; and so that lady told 
all the battle unto King Mark betwixt Sir Tristram and Sir Bleoberis. 


CHAPTER XIX. How King Mark sent Sir Tristram for La Beale Isoud 
toward Ireland, and how by fortune he arrived into England. 

THEN when this was done King Mark cast always in his heart how he might 
destroy Sir Tristram. And then he imagined in himself to send Sir Tristram into 
Ireland for La Beale Isoud. For Sir Tristram had so praised her beauty and her 
goodness that King Mark said that he would wed her, whereupon he prayed Sir 
Tristram to take his way into Ireland for him on message. And all this was done 
to the intent to slay Sir Tristram. Notwithstanding, Sir Tristram would not refuse 
the message for no danger nor peril that might fall, for the pleasure of his uncle, 
but to go he made him ready in the most goodliest wise that might be devised. 
For Sir Tristram took with him the most goodliest knights that he might find in 
the court; and they were arrayed, after the guise that was then used, in the 
goodliest manner. So Sir Tristram departed and took the sea with all his 
fellowship. And anon, as he was in the broad sea a tempest took him and his 
fellowship, and drove them back into the coast of England; and there they 
arrived fast by Camelot, and full fain they were to take the land. 

And when they were landed Sir Tristram set up his pavilion upon the land of 
Camelot, and there he let hang his shield upon the pavilion. And that same day 
came two knights of King Arthur's, that one was Sir Ector de Maris, and Sir 
Morganor. And they touched the shield, and bade him come out of the pavilion 
for to joust, an he would joust. Ye shall be answered, said Sir Tristram, an ye 
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will tarry a little while. So he made him ready, and first he smote down Sir Ector 
de Maris, and after he smote down Sir Morganor, all with one spear, and sore 
bruised them. And when they lay upon the earth they asked Sir Tristram what he 
was, and of what country he was knight. Fair lords, said Sir Tristram, wit ye well 
that I am of Cornwall. Alas, said Sir Ector, now am I ashamed that ever any 
Cornish knight should overcome me. And then for despite Sir Ector put off his 
armour from him, and went on foot, and would not ride. 


CHAPTER XX. How King Anguish of Ireland was summoned to come 
to King Arthur's court for treason. 

THEN it fell that Sir Bleoberis and Sir Blamore de Ganis, that were brethren, 
they had summoned the King Anguish of Ireland for to come to Arthur's court 
upon pain of forfeiture of King Arthur's good grace. And if the King of Ireland 
came not in, at the day assigned and set, the king should lose his lands. So it 
happened that at the day assigned, King Arthur neither Sir Launcelot might not 
be there for to give the judgment, for King Arthur was with Sir Launcelot at the 
Castle Joyous Garde. And so King Arthur assigned King Carados and the King 
of Scots to be there that day as judges. So when the kings were at Camelot King 
Anguish of Ireland was come to know his accusers. Then was there Sir Blamore 
de Ganis, and appealed the King of Ireland of treason, that he had slain a cousin 
of his in his court in Ireland by treason. The king was sore abashed of his 
accusation, for-why he was come at the summons of King Arthur, and or he 
came at Camelot he wist not wherefore he was sent after. And when the king 
heard Sir Blamore say his will, he understood well there was none other remedy 
but for to answer him knightly; for the custom was such in those days, that an 
any man were appealed of any treason or murder he should fight body for body, 
or else to find another knight for him. And all manner of murders in those days 
were called treason. 

So when King Anguish understood his accusing he was passing heavy, for he 
knew Sir Blamore de Ganis that he was a noble knight, and of noble knights 
come. Then the King of Ireland was simply purveyed of his answer; therefore 
the judges gave him respite by the third day to give his answer. So the king 
departed unto his lodging. The meanwhile there came a lady by Sir Tristram's 
pavilion making great dole. What aileth you, said Sir Tristram, that ye make 
such dole? Ah, fair knight, said the lady, I am ashamed unless that some good 
knight help me; for a great lady of worship sent by me a fair child and a rich, 
unto Sir Launcelot du Lake, and hereby there met with me a knight, and threw 
me down from my palfrey, and took away the child from me. Well, my lady, 
said Sir Tristram, and for my lord Sir Launcelot's sake I shall get you that child 
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again, or else I shall be beaten for it. And so Sir Tristram took his horse, and 
asked the lady which way the knight rode; and then she told him. And he rode 
after him, and within a while he overtook that knight. And then Sir Tristram 
bade him turn and give again the child. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Sir Tristram rescued a child from a knight, and 
how Gouvernail told him of King Anguish. 

THE knight turned his horse and made him ready to fight. And then Sir 
Tristram smote him with a sword such a buffet that he tumbled to the earth. And 
then he yielded him unto Sir Tristram. Then come thy way, said Sir Tristram, 
and bring the child to the lady again. So he took his horse meekly and rode with 
Sir Tristram; and then by the way Sir Tristram asked him his name. Then he 
said, My name is Breuse Saunce Pite. So when he had delivered that child to the 
lady, he said: Sir, as in this the child is well remedied. Then Sir Tristram let him 
go again that sore repented him after, for he was a great foe unto many good 
knights of King Arthur's court. 

Then when Sir Tristram was in his pavilion Gouvernail, his man, came and 
told him how that King Anguish of Ireland was come thither, and he was put in 
great distress; and there Gouvernail told Sir Tristram how King Anguish was 
summoned and appealed of murder. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, these be 
the best tidings that ever came to me this seven years, for now shall the King of 
Ireland have need of my help; for I daresay there is no knight in this country that 
is not of Arthur's court dare do battle with Sir Blamore de Ganis; and for to win 
the love of the King of Ireland I will take the battle upon me; and therefore 
Gouvernail bring me, I charge thee, to the king. 

Then Gouvernail went unto King Anguish of Ireland, and saluted him fair. 
The king welcomed him and asked him what he would. Sir, said Gouvernail, 
here is a knight near hand that desireth to speak with you: he bade me say he 
would do you service. What knight is he? said the king. Sir, said he, it is Sir 
Tristram de Liones, that for your good grace that ye showed him in your lands 
will reward you in this country. Come on, fellow, said the king, with me anon 
and show me unto Sir Tristram. So the king took a little hackney and but few 
fellowship with him, until he came unto Sir Tristram's pavilion. And when Sir 
Tristram saw the king he ran unto him and would have holden his stirrup. But 
the king leapt from his horse lightly, and either halsed other in their arms. My 
gracious lord, said Sir Tristram, gramercy of your great goodnesses showed unto 
me in your marches and lands: and at that time I promised you to do you service 
an ever it lay in my power. And, gentle knight, said the king unto Sir Tristram, 
now have I great need of you, never had I so great need of no knight's help. How 
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so, my good lord? said Sir Tristram. I shall tell you, said the king: I am 
summoned and appealed from my country for the death of a knight that was kin 
unto the good knight Sir Launcelot; wherefore Sir Blamore de Ganis, brother to 
Sir Bleoberis hath appealed me to fight with him, outher to find a knight in my 
stead. And well I wot, said the king, these that are come of King Ban's blood, as 
Sir Launcelot and these other, are passing good knights, and hard men for to win 
in battle as any that I know now living. Sir, said Sir Tristram, for the good 
lordship ye showed me in Ireland, and for my lady your daughter's sake, La 
Beale Isoud, I will take the battle for you upon this condition that ye shall grant 
me two things: that one is that ye shall swear to me that ye are in the right, that 
ye were never consenting to the knight's death; Sir, then said Sir Tristram, when 
that I have done this battle, if God give me grace that I speed, that ye shall give 
me a reward, what thing reasonable that I will ask of you. So God me help, said 
the king, ye shall have whatsomever ye will ask. It is well said, said Sir Tristram. 


CHAPTER XXII. How Sir Tristram fought for Sir Anguish and 
overcame his adversary, and how his adversary would never yield him. 

NOW make your answer that your champion is ready, for I shall die in your 
quarrel rather than to be recreant. I have no doubt of you, said the king, that, an 
ye should have ado with Sir Launcelot du Lake— Sir, said Sir Tristram, as for 
Sir Launcelot, he is called the noblest knight of the world, and wit ye well that 
the knights of his blood are noble men, and dread shame; and as for Bleoberis, 
brother unto Sir Blamore, I have done battle with him, therefore upon my head it 
is no shame to call him a good knight. It is noised, said the king, that Blamore is 
the hardier knight. Sir, as for that let him be, he shall never be refused, an as he 
were the best knight that now beareth shield or spear. 

So King Anguish departed unto King Carados and the kings that were that 
time as judges, and told them that he had found his champion ready. Then by the 
commandment of the kings Sir Blamore de Ganis and Sir Tristram were sent for 
to hear the charge. And when they were come before the judges there were many 
kings and knights beheld Sir Tristram, and much speech they had of him because 
that he slew Sir Marhaus, the good knight, and because he for-jousted Sir 
Palamides the good knight. So when they had taken their charge they withdrew 
them to make them ready to do battle. 

Then said Sir Bleoberis unto his brother, Sir Blamore: Fair dear brother, 
remember of what kin we be come of, and what a man is Sir Launcelot du Lake, 
neither farther nor nearer but brother's children, and there was never none of our 
kin that ever was shamed in battle; and rather suffer death, brother, than to be 
shamed. Brother, said Blamore, have ye no doubt of me, for I shall never shame 
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none of my blood; howbeit I am sure that yonder knight is called a passing good 
knight as of his time one of the world, yet shall I never yield me, nor say the 
loath word: well may he happen to smite me down with his great might of 
chivalry, but rather shall he slay me than I shall yield me as recreant. God speed 
you well, said Sir Bleoberis, for ye shall find him the mightiest knight that ever 
ye had ado withal, for I know him, for I have had ado with him. God me speed, 
said Sir Blamore de Ganis; and therewith he took his horse at the one end of the 
lists, and Sir Tristram at the other end of the lists, and so they feutred their spears 
and came together as it had been thunder; and there Sir Tristram through great 
might smote down Sir Blamore and his horse to the earth. Then anon Sir 
Blamore avoided his horse and pulled out his sword and threw his shield afore 
him, and bade Sir Tristram alight: For though an horse hath failed me, I trust to 
God the earth will not fail me. And then Sir Tristram alighted, and dressed him 
unto battle; and there they lashed together strongly as racing and tracing, foining 
and dashing, many sad strokes, that the kings and knights had great wonder that 
they might stand; for ever they fought like wood men, so that there was never 
knights seen fight more fiercely than they did; for Sir Blamore was so hasty that 
he would have no rest, that all men wondered that they had breath to stand on 
their feet; and all the place was bloody that they fought in. And at the last, Sir 
Tristram smote Sir Blamore such a buffet upon the helm that he there fell down 
upon his side, and Sir Tristram stood and beheld him. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How Sir Blamore desired Tristram to slay him, and 
how Sir Tristram spared him, and how they took appointment. 

THEN when Sir Blamore might speak, he said thus: Sir Tristram de Liones, I 
require thee, as thou art a noble knight, and the best knight that ever I found, that 
thou wilt slay me out, for I would not live to be made lord of all the earth, for I 
have liefer die with worship than live with shame; and needs, Sir Tristram, thou 
must slay me, or else thou shalt never win the field, for I will never say the loath 
word. And therefore if thou dare slay me, slay me, I require thee. When Sir 
Tristram heard him say so knightly, he wist not what to do with him; he 
remembering him of both parties, of what blood he was come, and for Sir 
Launcelot's sake he would be loath to slay him; and in the other party in no wise 
he might not choose, but that he must make him to say the loath word, or else to 
slay him. 

Then Sir Tristram stert aback, and went to the kings that were judges, and 
there he kneeled down to-fore them, and besought them for their worships, and 
for King Arthur's and Sir Launcelot's sake, that they would take this matter in 
their hands. For, my fair lords, said Sir Tristram, it were shame and pity that this 
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noble knight that yonder lieth should be slain; for ye hear well, shamed will he 
not be, and I pray to God that he never be slain nor shamed for me. And as for 
the king for whom I fight for, I shall require him, as I am his true champion and 
true knight in this field, that he will have mercy upon this good knight. So God 
me help, said King Anguish, I will for your sake; Sir Tristram, be ruled as ye 
will have me, for I know you for my true knight; and therefore I will heartily 
pray the kings that be here as judges to take it in their hands. And the kings that 
were judges called Sir Bleoberis to them, and asked him his advice. My lords, 
said Bleoberis, though my brother be beaten, and hath the worse through might 
of arms, I dare say, though Sir Tristram hath beaten his body he hath not beaten 
his heart, and I thank God he is not shamed this day; and rather than he should 
be shamed I require you, said Bleoberis, let Sir Tristram slay him out. It shall not 
be so, said the kings, for his part adversary, both the king and the champion, 
have pity of Sir Blamore's knighthood. My lords, said Bleoberis, I will right well 
as ye will. 

Then the kings called the King of Ireland, and found him goodly and 
treatable. And then, by all their advices, Sir Tristram and Sir Bleoberis took up 
Sir Blamore, and the two brethren were accorded with King Anguish, and kissed 
and made friends for ever. And then Sir Blamore and Sir Tristram kissed 
together, and there they made their oaths that they would never none of them 
two brethren fight with Sir Tristram, and Sir Tristram made the same oath. And 
for that gentle battle all the blood of Sir Launcelot loved Sir Tristram for ever. 

Then King Anguish and Sir Tristram took their leave, and sailed into Ireland 
with great noblesse and joy. So when they were in Ireland the king let make it 
known throughout all the land how and in what manner Sir Tristram had done 
for him. Then the queen and all that there were made the most of him that they 
might. But the joy that La Beale Isoud made of Sir Tristram there might no 
tongue tell, for of all men earthly she loved him most. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How Sir Tristram demanded La Beale Isoud for 
King Mark, and how Sir Tristram and Isoud drank the love drink. 

THEN upon a day King Anguish asked Sir Tristram why he asked not his 
boon, for whatsomever he had promised him he should have it without fail. Sir, 
said Sir Tristram, now is it time; this is all that I will desire, that ye will give me 
La Beale Isoud, your daughter, not for myself, but for mine uncle, King Mark, 
that shall have her to wife, for so have I promised him. Alas, said the king, I had 
liefer than all the land that I have ye would wed her yourself. Sir, an I did then I 
were shamed for ever in this world, and false of my promise. Therefore, said Sir 
I Tristram, I pray you hold your promise that ye promised me; for this is my 
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desire, that ye will give me La Beale Isoud to go with me into Cornwall for to be 
wedded to King Mark, mine uncle. As for that, said King Anguish, ye shall have 
her with you to do with her what it please you; that is for to say if that ye list to 
wed her yourself, that is me liefest, and if ye will give her unto King Mark, your 
uncle, that is in your choice. So, to make short conclusion, La Beale Isoud was 
made ready to go with Sir Tristram, and Dame Bragwaine went with her for her 
chief gentlewoman, with many other. 

Then the queen, Isoud's mother, gave to her and Dame Bragwaine, her 
daughter's gentlewoman, and unto Gouvernail, a drink, and charged them that 
what day King Mark should wed, that same day they should give him that drink, 
so that King Mark should drink to La Beale Isoud, and then, said the queen, I 
undertake either shall love other the days of their life. So this drink was given 
unto Dame Bragwaine, and unto Gouvernail. And then anon Sir Tristram took 
the sea, and La Beale Isoud; and when they were in their cabin, it happed so that 
they were thirsty, and they saw a little flasket of gold stand by them, and it 
seemed by the colour and the taste that it was noble wine. Then Sir Tristram took 
the flasket in his hand, and said, Madam Isoud, here is the best drink that ever ye 
drank, that Dame Bragwaine, your maiden, and Gouvernail, my servant, have 
kept for themselves. Then they laughed and made good cheer, and either drank 
to other freely, and they thought never drink that ever they drank to other was so 
sweet nor so good. But by that their drink was in their bodies, they loved either 
other so well that never their love departed for weal neither for woe. And thus it 
happed the love first betwixt Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud, the which love 
never departed the days of their life. 

So then they sailed till by fortune they came nigh a castle that hight Pluere, 
and thereby arrived for to repose them, weening to them to have had good 
harbourage. But anon as Sir Tristram was within the castle they were taken 
prisoners; for the custom of the castle was such; who that rode by that castle and 
brought any lady, he must needs fight with the lord, that hight Breunor. And if it 
were so that Breunor won the field, then should the knight stranger and his lady 
be put to death, what that ever they were; and if it were so that the strange knight 
won the field of Sir Breunor, then should he die and his lady both. This custom 
was used many winters, for it was called the Castle Pluere, that is to say the 
Weeping Castle. 


CHAPTER XXV. How Sir Tristram and Isoud were in prison, and how 

he fought for her beauty, and smote of another lady's head. 
THUS as Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud were in prison, it happed a knight 
and a lady came unto them where they were, to cheer them. I have marvel, said 
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Tristram unto the knight and the lady, what is the cause the lord of this castle 
holdeth us in prison: it was never the custom of no place of worship that ever I 
came in, when a knight and a lady asked harbour, and they to receive them, and 
after to destroy them that be his guests. Sir, said the knight, this is the old custom 
of this castle, that when a knight cometh here he must needs fight with our lord, 
and he that is weaker must lose his head. And when that is done, if his lady that 
he bringeth be fouler than our lord's wife, she must lose her head: and if she be 
fairer proved than is our lady, then shall the lady of this castle lose her head. So 
God me help, said Sir Tristram, this is a foul custom and a shameful. But one 
advantage have I, said Sir Tristram, I have a lady is fair enough, fairer saw I 
never in all my life-days, and I doubt not for lack of beauty she shall not lose her 
head; and rather than I should lose my head I will fight for it on a fair field. 
Wherefore, sir knight, I pray you tell your lord that I will be ready as to-morm 
with my lady, and myself to do battle, if it be so 1 may have my horse and mine 
armour. Sir, said that knight, I undertake that your desire shall be sped right well. 
And then he said: Take your rest, and look that ye be up betimes and make you 
ready and your lady, for ye shall want no thing that you behoveth. And therewith 
he departed, and on the morn betimes that same knight came to Sir Tristram, and 
fetched him out and his lady, and brought him horse and armour that was his 
own, and bade him make him ready to the field, for all the estates and commons 
of that lordship were there ready to behold that battle and judgment. 

Then came Sir Breunor, the lord of that castle, with his lady in his hand, 
muffled, and asked Sir Tristram where was his lady: For an thy lady be fairer 
than mine, with thy sword smite off my lady's head; and if my lady be fairer than 
thine, with my sword I must strike off her head. And if I may win thee, yet shall 
thy lady be mine, and thou shalt lose thy head. Sir, said Tristram, this is a foul 
custom and horrible; and rather than my lady should lose her head, yet had I 
liefer lose my head. Nay, nay, said Sir Breunor, the ladies shall be first showed 
together, and the one shall have her judgment. Nay, I will not so, said Sir 
Tristram, for here is none that will give righteous judgment. But I doubt not, said 
Sir Tristram, my lady is fairer than thine, and that will I prove and make good 
with my hand. And whosomever he be that will say the contrary I will prove it 
on his head. And therewith Sir Tristram showed La Beale Isoud, and turned her 
thrice about with his naked sword in his hand. And when Sir Breunor saw that, 
he did the same wise turn his lady. But when Sir Breunor beheld La Beale Isoud, 
him thought he saw never a fairer lady, and then he dread his lady's head should 
be off. And so all the people that were there present gave judgment that La Beale 
Isoud was the fairer lady and the better made. How now, said Sir Tristram, 
meseemeth it were pity that my lady should lose her head, but because thou and 
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she of long time have used this wicked custom, and by you both have many good 
knights and ladies been destroyed, for that cause it were no loss to destroy you 
both. So God me help, said Sir Breunor, for to say the sooth, thy lady is fairer 
than mine, and that me sore repenteth. And so I hear the people privily say, for 
of all women I saw none so fair; and therefore, an thou wilt slay my lady, I doubt 
not but I shall slay thee and have thy lady. Thou shalt win her, said Sir Tristram, 
as dear as ever knight won lady. And because of thine own judgment, as thou 
wouldst have done to my lady if that she had been fouler, and because of the evil 
custom, give me thy lady, said Sir Tristram. And therewithal Sir Tristram strode 
unto him and took his lady from him, and with an awk stroke he smote off her 
head clean. Well, knight, said Sir Breunor, now hast thou done me a despite; 
[*8]now take thine horse: sithen I am ladyless I will win thy lady an I may. 
[*8] Printed by Caxton as part of chap. xxvi. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How Sir Tristram fought with Sir Breunor, and at 
the last smote off his head. 

THEN they took their horses and came together as it had been the thunder; 
and Sir Tristram smote Sir Breunor clean from his horse, and lightly he rose up; 
and as Sir Tristram came again by him he thrust his horse throughout both the 
shoulders, that his horse hurled here and there and fell dead to the ground. And 
ever Sir Breunor ran after to have slain Sir Tristram, but Sir Tristram was light 
and nimble, and voided his horse lightly. And or ever Sir Tristram might dress 
his shield and his sword the other gave him three or four sad strokes. Then they 
rushed together like two boars, tracing and traversing mightily and wisely as two 
noble knights. For this Sir Breunor was a proved knight, and had been or then 
the death of many good knights, that it was pity that he had so long endured. 

Thus they fought, hurling here and there nigh two hours, and either were 
wounded sore. Then at the last Sir Breunor rashed upon Sir Tristram and took 
him in his arms, for he trusted much in his strength. Then was Sir Tristram 
called the strongest and the highest knight of the world; for he was called bigger 
than Sir Launcelot, but Sir Launcelot was better breathed. So anon Sir Tristram 
thrust Sir Breunor down grovelling, and then he unlaced his helm and struck off 
his head. And then all they that longed to the castle came to him, and did him 
homage and fealty, praying him that he would abide there still a little while to 
fordo that foul custom. Sir Tristram granted thereto. The meanwhile one of the 
knights of the castle rode unto Sir Galahad, the haut prince, the which was Sir 
Breunor's son, which was a noble knight, and told him what misadventure his 
father had and his mother. 


4627 XRN 


CHAPTER XXVII. How Sir Galahad fought with Sir Tristram, and how 

Sir Tristram yielded him and promised to fellowship with Launcelot. 

THEN came Sir Galahad, and the King with the Hundred Knights with him; 
and this Sir Galahad proffered to fight with Sir Tristram hand for hand. And so 
they made them ready to go unto battle on horseback with great courage. Then 
Sir Galahad and Sir Tristram met together so hard that either bare other down, 
horse and all, to the earth. And then they avoided their horses as noble knights, 
and dressed their shields, and drew their swords with ire and rancour, and they 
lashed together many sad strokes, and one while striking, another while foining, 
tracing and traversing as noble knights; thus they fought long, near half a day, 
and either were sore wounded. At the last Sir Tristram waxed light and big, and 
doubled his strokes, and drove Sir Galahad aback on the one side and on the 
other, so that he was like to have been slain. 

With that came the King with the Hundred Knights, and all that fellowship 
went fiercely upon Sir Tristram. When Sir Tristram saw them coming upon him, 
then he wist well he might not endure. Then as a wise knight of war, he said to 
Sir Galahad, the haut prince: Sir, ye show to me no knighthood, for to suffer all 
your men to have ado with me all at once; and as meseemeth ye be a noble 
knight of your hands it is great shame to you. So God me help, said Sir Galahad, 
there is none other way but thou must yield thee to me, other else to die, said Sir 
Galahad to Sir Tristram. I will rather yield me to you than die for that is more for 
the might of your men than of your hands. And therewithal Sir Tristram took his 
own sword by the point, and put the pommel in the hand of Sir Galahad. 

Therewithal came the King with the Hundred Knights, and hard began to 
assail Sir Tristram. Let be, said Sir Galahad, be ye not so hardy to touch him, for 
I have given this knight his life. That is your shame, said the King with the 
Hundred Knights; hath he not slain your father and your mother? As for that, 
said Sir Galahad, I may not wite him greatly, for my father had him in prison, 
and enforced him to do battle with him; and my father had such a custom that 
was a Shameful custom, that what knight came there to ask harbour his lady must 
needs die but if she were fairer than my mother; and if my father overcame that 
knight he must needs die. This was a shameful custom and usage, a knight for 
his harbour-asking to have such harbourage. And for this custom I would never 
draw about him. So God me help, said the King, this was a shameful custom. 
Truly, said Sir Galahad, so seemed me; and meseemed it had been great pity that 
this knight should have been slain, for I dare say he is the noblest man that 
beareth life, but if it were Sir Launcelot du Lake. Now, fair knight, said Sir 
Galahad, I require thee tell me thy name, and of whence thou art, and whither 
thou wilt. Sir, he said, my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, and from King Mark 
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of Cornwall I was sent on message unto King Anguish of Ireland, for to fetch his 
daughter to be his wife, and here she is ready to go with me into Cornwall, and 
her name is La Beale Isoud. And, Sir Tristram, said Sir Galahad, the haut prince, 
well be ye found in these marches, and so ye will promise me to go unto Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, and accompany with him, ye shall go where ye will, and 
your fair lady with you; and I shall promise you never in all my days shall such 
customs be used in this castle as have been used. Sir, said Sir Tristram, now I let 
you wit, so God me help, I weened ye had been Sir Launcelot du Lake when I 
saw you first, and therefore I dread you the more; and sir, I promise you, said Sir 
Tristram, as soon as I may I will see Sir Launcelot and in fellowship me with 
him; for of all the knights of the world I most desire his fellowship. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. How Sir Launcelot met with Sir Carados bearing 
away Sir Gawaine, and of the rescue of Sir Gawaine. 

AND then Sir Tristram took his leave when he saw his time, and took the 
sea. And in the meanwhile word came unto Sir Launcelot and to Sir Tristram 
that Sir Carados, the mighty king, that was made like a giant, fought with Sir 
Gawaine, and gave him such strokes that he swooned in his saddle, and after that 
he took him by the collar and pulled him out of his saddle, and fast bound him to 
the saddle-bow, and so rode his way with him toward his castle. And as he rode, 
by fortune Sir Launcelot met with Sir Carados, and anon he knew Sir Gawaine 
that lay bound after him. Ah, said Sir Launcelot unto Sir Gawaine, how stands it 
with you? Never so hard, said Sir Gawaine, unless that ye help me, for so God 
me help, without ye rescue me I know no knight that may, but outher you or Sir 
Tristram. Wherefore Sir Launcelot was heavy of Sir Gawaine's words. And then 
Sir Launcelot bade Sir Carados: Lay down that knight and fight with me. Thou 
art but a fool, said Sir Carados, for I will serve you in the same wise. As for that, 
said Sir Launcelot, spare me not, for I warn thee I will not spare thee. And then 
he bound Sir Gawaine hand and foot, and so threw him to the ground. And then 
he gat his spear of his squire, and departed from Sir Launcelot to fetch his 
course. And so either met with other, and brake their spears to their hands; and 
then they pulled out swords, and hurtled together on horseback more than an 
hour. And at the last Sir Launcelot smote Sir Carados such a buffet upon the 
helm that it pierced his brain-pan. So then Sir Launcelot took Sir Carados by the 
collar and pulled him under his horse's feet, and then he alighted and pulled off 
his helm and struck off his head. And then Sir Launcelot unbound Sir Gawaine. 
So this same tale was told to Sir Galahad and to Sir Tristram:—here may ye hear 
the nobleness that followeth Sir Launcelot. Alas, said Sir Tristram, an I had not 
this message in hand with this fair lady, truly I would never stint or I had found 
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Sir Launcelot. Then Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud went to the sea and came 
into Cornwall, and there all the barons met them. 


CHAPTER XXIX. Of the wedding of King Mark to La Beale Isoud, and 

of Bragwaine her maid, and of Palamides. 

AND anon they were richly wedded with great noblesse. But ever, as the 
French book saith, Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud loved ever together. Then 
was there great jousts and great tourneying, and many lords and ladies were at 
that feast, and Sir Tristram was most praised of all other. Thus dured the feast 
long, and after the feast was done, within a little while after, by the assent of two 
ladies that were with Queen Isoud, they ordained for hate and envy for to destroy 
Dame Bragwaine, that was maiden and lady unto La Beale Isoud; and she was 
sent into the forest for to fetch herbs, and there she was met, and bound feet and 
hand to a tree, and so she was bounden three days. And by fortune, Sir 
Palamides found Dame Bragwaine, and there he delivered her from the death, 
and brought her to a nunnery there beside, for to be recovered. When Isoud the 
queen missed her maiden, wit ye well she was right heavy as ever was any 
queen, for of all earthly women she loved her best: the cause was for she came 
with her out of her country. And so upon a day Queen Isoud walked into the 
forest to put away her thoughts, and there she went herself unto a well and made 
great moan. And suddenly there came Palamides to her, and had heard all her 
complaint, and said: Madam Isoud, an ye will grant me my boon, I shall bring to 
you Dame Bragwaine safe and sound. And the queen was so glad of his proffer 
that suddenly unadvised she granted all his asking. Well, Madam, said 
Palamides, I trust to your promise, and if ye will abide here half an hour I shall 
bring her to you. I shall abide you, said La Beale Isoud. And Sir Palamides rode 
forth his way to that nunnery, and lightly he came again with Dame Bragwaine; 
but by her good will she would not have come again, because for love of the 
queen she stood in adventure of her life. Notwithstanding, half against her will, 
she went with Sir Palamides unto the queen. And when the queen saw her she 
was passing glad. Now, Madam, said Palamides, remember upon your promise, 
for I have fulfilled my promise. Sir Palamides, said the queen, I wot not what is 
your desire, but I will that ye wit, howbeit I promised you largely, I thought none 
evil, nor I warn you none evil will I do. Madam, said Sir Palamides, as at this 
time, ye shall not know my desire, but before my lord your husband there shall 
ye know that I will have my desire that ye have promised me. And therewith the 
queen departed, and rode home to the king, and Sir Palamides rode after her. 
And when Sir Palamides came before the king, he said: Sir King, I require you 
as ye be a righteous king, that ye will judge me the right. Tell me your cause, 
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said the king, and ye shall have right. 


CHAPTER XXX. How Palamides demanded Queen Isoud, and how 
Lambegus rode after to rescue her, and of the escape of Isoud. 

SIR, said Palamides, I promised your Queen Isoud to bring again Dame 
Bragwaine that she had lost, upon this covenant, that she should grant me a boon 
that I would ask, and without grudging, outher advisement, she granted me. 
What say ye, my lady? said the king. It is as he saith, so God me help, said the 
queen; to say thee sooth I promised him his asking for love and joy that I had to 
see her. Well, Madam, said the king, and if ye were hasty to grant him what 
boon he would ask, I will well that ye perform your promise. Then, said 
Palamides, I will that ye wit that I will have your queen to lead her and govern 
her whereas me list. Therewith the king stood still, and bethought him of Sir 
Tristram, and deemed that he would rescue her. And then hastily the king 
answered: Take her with the adventures that shall fall of it, for as I suppose thou 
wilt not enjoy her no while. As for that, said Palamides, I dare right well abide 
the adventure. And so, to make short tale, Sir Palamides took her by the hand 
and said: Madam, grudge not to go with me, for I desire nothing but your own 
promise. As for that, said the queen, I fear not greatly to go with thee, howbeit 
thou hast me at advantage upon my promise, for I doubt not I shall be 
worshipfully rescued from thee. As for that, said Sir Palamides, be it as it be 
may. So Queen Isoud was set behind Palamides, and rode his way. 

Anon the king sent after Sir Tristram, but in no wise he could be found, for 
he was in the forest a-hunting; for that was always his custom, but if he used 
arms, to chase and to hunt in the forests. Alas, said the king, now I am shamed 
for ever, that by mine own assent my lady and my queen shall be devoured. 
Then came forth a knight, his name was Lambegus, and he was a knight of Sir 
Tristram. My lord, said this knight, sith ye have trust in my lord, Sir Tristram, 
wit ye well for his sake I will ride after your queen and rescue her, or else I shall 
be beaten. Gramercy, said the king, as I live, Sir Lambegus, I shall deserve it. 
And then Sir Lambegus armed him, and rode after as fast as he might. And then 
within a while he overtook Sir Palamides. And then Sir Palamides left the queen. 
What art thou, said Palamides, art thou Tristram? Nay, he said, I am his servant, 
and my name is Sir Lambegus. That me repenteth, said Palamides. I had liefer 
thou hadst been Sir Tristram. I believe you well, said Lambegus, but when thou 
meetest with Sir Tristram thou shalt have thy hands full. And then they hurtled 
together and all to-brast their spears, and then they pulled out their swords, and 
hewed on helms and hauberks. At the last Sir Palamides gave Sir Lambegus such 
a wound that he fell down like a dead knight to the earth. 


4631 XRN 


Then he looked after La Beale Isoud, and then she was gone he nist where. 
Wit ye well Sir Palamides was never so heavy. So the queen ran into the forest, 
and there she found a well, and therein she had thought to have drowned herself. 
And as good fortune would, there came a knight to her that had a castle thereby, 
his name was Sir Adtherp. And when he found the queen in that mischief he 
rescued her, and brought her to his castle. And when he wist what she was he 
armed him, and took his horse, and said he would be avenged upon Palamides; 
and so he rode on till he met with him, and there Sir Palamides wounded him 
sore, and by force he made him to tell him the cause why he did battle with him, 
and how he had led the queen unto his castle. Now bring me there, said 
Palamides, or thou shalt die of my hands. Sir, said Sir Adtherp, I am so wounded 
I may not follow, but ride you this way and it shall bring you into my castle, and 
there within is the queen. Then Sir Palamides rode still till he came to the castle. 
And at a window La Beale Isoud saw Sir Palamides; then she made the gates to 
be shut strongly. And when he saw he might not come within the castle, he put 
off his bridle and his saddle, and put his horse to pasture, and set himself down 
at the gate like a man that was out of his wit that recked not of himself. 


CHAPTER XXXI. How Sir Tristram rode after Palamides, and how he 
found him and fought with him, and by the means of Isoud the battle 
ceased. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Tristram, that when he was come home and wist La 
Beale Isoud was gone with Sir Palamides, wit ye well he was wroth out of 
measure. Alas, said Sir Tristram, I am this day shamed. Then he cried to 
Gouvernail his man: Haste thee that I were armed and on horseback, for well I 
wot Lambegus hath no might nor strength to withstand Sir Palamides: alas that I 
have not been in his stead! So anon as he was armed and horsed Sir Tristram and 
Gouvernail rode after into the forest, and within a while he found his knight 
Lambegus almost wounded to the death; and Sir Tristram bare him to a forester, 
and charged him to keep him well. And then he rode forth, and there he found 
Sir Adtherp sore wounded, and he told him how the queen would have drowned 
herself had he not been, and how for her sake and love he had taken upon him to 
do battle with Sir Palamides. Where is my lady? said Sir Tristram. Sir, said the 
knight, she is sure enough within my castle, an she can hold her within it. 
Gramercy, said Sir Tristram, of thy great goodness. And so he rode till he came 
nigh to that castle; and then Sir Tristram saw where Sir Palamides sat at the gate 
sleeping, and his horse pastured fast afore him. Now go thou, Gouvernail, said 
Sir Tristram, and bid him awake, and make him ready. So Gouvernail rode unto 
him and said: Sir Palamides, arise, and take to thee thine harness. But he was in 
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such a study he heard not what Gouvernail said. So Gouvernail came again and 
told Sir Tristram he slept, or else he was mad. Go thou again, said Sir Tristram, 
and bid him arise, and tell him that I am here, his mortal foe. So Gouvernail rode 
again and put upon him the butt of his spear, and said: Sir Palamides, make thee 
ready, for wit ye well Sir Tristram hoveth yonder, and sendeth thee word he is 
thy mortal foe. And therewithal Sir Palamides arose stilly, without words, and 
gat his horse, and saddled him and bridled him, and lightly he leapt upon, and 
gat his spear in his hand, and either feutred their spears and hurtled fast together; 
and there Tristram smote down Sir Palamides over his horse's tail. Then lightly 
Sir Palamides put his shield afore him and drew his sword. And there began 
strong battle on both parts, for both they fought for the love of one lady, and ever 
she lay on the walls and beheld them how they fought out of measure, and either 
were wounded passing sore, but Palamides was much sorer wounded. Thus they 
fought tracing and traversing more than two hours, that well-nigh for dole and 
sorrow La Beale Isoud swooned. Alas, she said, that one I loved and yet do, and 
the other I love not, yet it were great pity that I should see Sir Palamides slain; 
for well I know by that time the end be done Sir Palamides is but a dead knight: 
because he is not christened I would be loath that he should die a Saracen. And 
therewithal she came down and besought Sir Tristram to fight no more. Ah, 
madam, said he, what mean you, will ye have me shamed? Well ye know I will 
be ruled by you. I will not your dishonour, said La Beale Isoud, but I would that 
ye would for my sake spare this unhappy Saracen Palamides. Madam, said Sir 
Tristram, I will leave fighting at this time for your sake. Then she said to Sir 
Palamides: This shall be your charge, that thou shalt go out of this country while 
I am therein. I will obey your commandment, said Sir Palamides, the which is 
sore against my will. Then take thy way, said La Beale Isoud, unto the court of 
King Arthur, and there recommend me unto Queen Guenever, and tell her that I 
send her word that there be within this land but four lovers, that is, Sir Launcelot 
du Lake and Queen Guenever, and Sir Tristram de Liones and Queen Isoud. 


CHAPTER XXXII. How Sir Tristram brought Queen Isoud home, and 
of the debate of King Mark and Sir Tristram. 

AND so Sir Palamides departed with great heaviness. And Sir Tristram took 
the queen and brought her again to King Mark, and then was there made great 
joy of her home-coming. Who was cherished but Sir Tristram! Then Sir Tristram 
let fetch Sir Lambegus, his knight, from the forester's house, and it was long or 
he was whole, but at the last he was well recovered. Thus they lived with joy and 
play a long while. But ever Sir Andred, that was nigh cousin to Sir Tristram, lay 
in a watch to wait betwixt Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud, for to take them and 
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slander them. So upon a day Sir Tristram talked with La Beale Isoud in a 
window, and that espied Sir Andred, and told it to the King. Then King Mark 
took a sword in his hand and came to Sir Tristram, and called him false traitor, 
and would have stricken him. But Sir Tristram was nigh him, and ran under his 
sword, and took it out of his hand. And then the King cried: Where are my 
knights and my men? I charge you slay this traitor. But at that time there was not 
one would move for his words. When Sir Tristram saw that there was not one 
would be against him, he shook the sword to the king, and made countenance as 
though he would have stricken him. And then King Mark fled, and Sir Tristram 
followed him, and smote upon him five or six strokes flatling on the neck, that 
he made him to fall upon the nose. And then Sir Tristram yede his way and 
armed him, and took his horse and his man, and so he rode into that forest. 

And there upon a day Sir Tristram met with two brethren that were knights 
with King Mark, and there he struck off the head of the one, and wounded the 
other to the death; and he made him to bear his brother's head in his helm unto 
the king, and thirty more there he wounded. And when that knight came before 
the king to say his message, he there died afore the king and the queen. Then 
King Mark called his council unto him, and asked advice of his barons what was 
best to do with Sir Tristram. Sir, said the barons, in especial Sir Dinas, the 
Seneschal, Sir, we will give you counsel for to send for Sir Tristram, for we will 
that ye wit many men will hold with Sir Tristram an he were hard bestead. And 
sir, said Sir Dinas, ye shall understand that Sir Tristram is called peerless and 
makeless of any Christian knight, and of his might and hardiness we knew none 
so good a knight, but if it be Sir Launcelot du Lake. And if he depart from your 
court and go to King Arthur's court, wit ye well he will get him such friends 
there that he will not set by your malice. And therefore, sir, I counsel you to take 
him to your grace. I will well, said the king, that he be sent for, that we may be 
friends. Then the barons sent for Sir Tristram under a safe conduct. And so when 
Sir Tristram came to the king he was welcome, and no rehearsal was made, and 
there was game and play. And then the king and the queen went a-hunting, and 
Sir Tristram. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. How Sir Lamorak jousted with thirty knights, and 
Sir Tristram at the request of King Mark smote his horse down. 

THE king and the queen made their pavilions and their tents in that forest 
beside a river, and there was daily hunting and jousting, for there were ever 
thirty knights ready to joust unto all them that came in at that time. And there by 
fortune came Sir Lamorak de Galis and Sir Driant; and there Sir Driant jousted 
right well, but at the last he had a fall. Then Sir Lamorak proffered to joust. And 
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when he began he fared so with the thirty knights that there was not one of them 
but that he gave him a fall, and some of them were sore hurt. I marvel, said King 
Mark, what knight he is that doth such deeds of arms. Sir, said Sir Tristram, I 
know him well for a noble knight as few now be living, and his name is Sir 
Lamorak de Galis. It were great shame, said the king, that he should go thus 
away, unless that some of you meet with him better. Sir, said Sir Tristram, 
meseemeth it were no worship for a noble man to have ado with him: and for 
because at this time he hath done over much for any mean knight living, 
therefore, as meseemeth, it were great shame and villainy to tempt him any more 
at this time, insomuch as he and his horse are weary both; for the deeds of arms 
that he hath done this day, an they be well considered, it were enough for Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. As for that, said King Mark, I require you, as ye love me and 
my lady the queen, La Beale Isoud, take your arms and joust with Sir Lamorak 
de Galis. Sir, said Sir Tristram, ye bid me do a thing that is against knighthood, 
and well I can deem that I shall give him a fall, for it is no mastery, for my horse 
and I be fresh both, and so is not his horse and he; and wit ye well that he will 
take it for great unkindness, for ever one good knight is loath to take another at 
disadvantage; but because I will not displease you, as ye require me so will I do, 
and obey your commandment. 

And so Sir Tristram armed him and took his horse, and put him forth, and 
there Sir Lamorak met him mightily, and what with the might of his own spear, 
and of Sir Tristram's spear, Sir Lamorak's horse fell to the earth, and he sitting in 
the saddle. Then anon as lightly as he might he avoided the saddle and his horse, 
and put his shield afore him and drew his sword. And then he bade Sir Tristram: 
Alight, thou knight, an thou durst. Nay, said Sir Tristram, I will no more have 
ado with thee, for I have done to thee over much unto my dishonour and to thy 
worship. As for that, said Sir Lamorak, I can thee no thank; since thou hast for- 
jousted me on horseback I require thee and I beseech thee, an thou be Sir 
Tristram, fight with me on foot. I will not so, said Sir Tristram; and wit ye well 
my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, and well I know ye be Sir Lamorak de Galis, 
and this that I have done to you was against my will, but I was required thereto; 
but to say that I will do at your request as at this time, I will have no more ado 
with you, for me shameth of that I have done. As for the shame, said Sir 
Lamorak, on thy part or on mine, bear thou it an thou wilt, for though a mare's 
son hath failed me, now a queen's son shall not fail thee; and therefore, an thou 
be such a knight as men call thee, I require thee, alight, and fight with me. Sir 
Lamorak, said Sir Tristram, I understand your heart is great, and cause why ye 
have, to say thee sooth; for it would grieve me an any knight should keep him 
fresh and then to strike down a weary knight, for that knight nor horse was never 
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formed that alway might stand or endure. And therefore, said Sir Tristram, I will 
not have ado with you, for me forthinketh of that I have done. As for that, said 
Sir Lamorak, I shall quit you, an ever I see my time. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. How Sir Lamorak sent an horn to King Mark in 
despite of Sir Tristram, and how Sir Tristram was driven into a chapel. 

So he departed from him with Sir Driant, and by the way they met with a 
knight that was sent from Morgan le Fay unto King Arthur; and this knight had a 
fair horn harnessed with gold, and the horn had such a virtue that there might no 
lady nor gentlewoman drink of that horn but if she were true to her husband, and 
if she were false she should spill all the drink, and if she were true to her lord she 
might drink peaceable. And because of the Queen Guenever, and in the despite 
of Sir Launcelot, this horn was sent unto King Arthur; and by force Sir Lamorak 
made that knight to tell all the cause why he bare that horn. Now shalt thou bear 
this horn, said Lamorak, unto King Mark, or else choose thou to die for it; for I 
tell thee plainly, in despite and reproof of Sir Tristram thou shalt bear that horn 
unto King Mark, his uncle, and say thou to him that I sent it him for to assay his 
lady, and if she be true to him he shall prove her. So the knight went his way 
unto King Mark, and brought him that rich horn, and said that Sir Lamorak sent 
it him, and thereto he told him the virtue of that horn. Then the king made Queen 
Isoud to drink thereof, and an hundred ladies, and there were but four ladies of 
all those that drank clean. Alas, said King Mark, this is a great despite, and 
sware a great oath that she should be burnt and the other ladies. 

Then the barons gathered them together, and said plainly they would not 
have those ladies burnt for an horn made by sorcery, that came from as false a 
sorceress and witch as then was living. For that horn did never good, but caused 
strife and debate, and always in her days she had been an enemy to all true 
lovers. So there were many knights made their avow, an ever they met with 
Morgan le Fay, that they would show her short courtesy. Also Sir Tristram was 
passing wroth that Sir Lamorak sent that horn unto King Mark, for well he knew 
that it was done in the despite of him. And therefore he thought to quite Sir 
Lamorak. 

Then Sir Tristram used daily and nightly to go to Queen Isoud when he 
might, and ever Sir Andred his cousin watched him night and day for to take him 
with La Beale Isoud. And so upon a night Sir Andred espied the hour and the 
time when Sir Tristram went to his lady. Then Sir Andred gat unto him twelve 
knights, and at midnight he set upon Sir Tristram secretly and suddenly and there 
Sir Tristram was taken naked abed with La Beale Isoud, and then was he bound 
hand and foot, and so was he kept until day. And then by the assent of King 
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Mark, and of Sir Andred, and of some of the barons, Sir Tristram was led unto a 
chapel that stood upon the sea rocks, there for to take his judgment: and so he 
was led bounden with forty knights. And when Sir Tristram saw that there was 
none other boot but needs that he must die, then said he: Fair lords, remember 
what I have done for the country of Cornwall, and in what jeopardy I have been 
in for the weal of you all; for when I fought for the truage of Cornwall with Sir 
Marhaus, the good knight, I was promised for to be better rewarded, when ye all 
refused to take the battle; therefore, as ye be good gentle knights, see me not 
thus shamefully to die, for it is shame to all knighthood thus to see me die; for I 
dare say, said Sir Tristram, that I never met with no knight but I was as good as 
he, or better. Fie upon thee, said Sir Andred, false traitor that thou art, with thine 
avaunting; for all thy boast thou shalt die this day. O Andred, Andred, said Sir 
Tristram, thou shouldst be my kinsman, and now thou art to me full unfriendly, 
but an there were no more but thou and I, thou wouldst not put me to death. No! 
said Sir Andred, and therewith he drew his sword, and would have slain him. 

When Sir Tristram saw him make such countenance he looked upon both his 
hands that were fast bounden unto two knights, and suddenly he pulled them 
both to him, and unwrast his hands, and then he leapt unto his cousin, Sir 
Andred, and wrested his sword out of his hands; then he smote Sir Andred that 
he fell to the earth, and so Sir Tristram fought till that he had killed ten knights. 
So then Sir Tristram gat the chapel and kept it mightily. Then the cry was great, 
and the people drew fast unto Sir Andred, mo than an hundred. When Sir 
Tristram saw the people draw unto him, he remembered he was naked, and sperd 
fast the chapel door, and brake the bars of a window, and so he leapt out and fell 
upon the crags in the sea. And so at that time Sir Andred nor none of his fellows 
might get to him, at that time. 


CHAPTER XXXV. How Sir Tristram was holpen by his men, and of 

Queen Isoud which was put in a lazar-cote, and how Tristram was hurt. 
SO when they were departed, Gouvernail, and Sir Lambegus, and Sir 
Sentraille de Lushon, that were Sir Tristram's men, sought their master. When 
they heard he was escaped then they were passing glad; and on the rocks they 
found him, and with towels they pulled him up. And then Sir Tristram asked 
them where was La Beale Isoud, for he weened she had been had away of 
Andred's people. Sir, said Gouvernail, she is put in a lazar-cote. Alas, said Sir 
Tristram, this is a full ungoodly place for such a fair lady, and if I may she shall 
not be long there. And so he took his men and went thereas was La Beale Isoud, 
and fetched her away, and brought her into a forest to a fair manor, and Sir 
Tristram there abode with her. So the good knight bade his men go from him: 
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For at this time I may not help you. So they departed all save Gouvernail. And so 
upon a day Sir Tristram yede into the forest for to disport him, and then it 
happened that there he fell sleep; and there came a man that Sir Tristram 
aforehand had slain his brother, and when this man had found him he shot him 
through the shoulder with an arrow, and Sir Tristram leapt up and killed that 
man. And in the meantime it was told King Mark how Sir Tristram and La Beale 
Isoud were in that same manor, and as soon as ever he might thither he came 
with many knights to slay Sir Tristram. And when he came there he found him 
gone; and there he took La Beale Isoud home with him, and kept her strait that 
by no means never she might wit nor send unto Tristram, nor he unto her. And 
then when Sir Tristram came toward the old manor he found the track of many 
horses, and thereby he wist his lady was gone. And then Sir Tristram took great 
sorrow, and endured with great pain long time, for the arrow that he was hurt 
withal was envenomed. 

Then by the mean of La Beale Isoud she told a lady that was cousin unto 
Dame Bragwaine, and she came to Sir Tristram, and told him that he might not 
be whole by no means. For thy lady, La Beale Isoud, may not help thee, 
therefore she biddeth you haste into Brittany to King Howel, and there ye shall 
find his daughter, Isoud la Blanche Mains, and she shall help thee. Then Sir 
Tristram and Gouvernail gat them shipping, and so sailed into Brittany. And 
when King Howel wist that it was Sir Tristram he was full glad of him. Sir, he 
said, I am come into this country to have help of your daughter, for it is told me 
that there is none other may heal me but she; and so within a while she healed 
him. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. How Sir Tristram served in war King Howel of 
Brittany, and slew his adversary in the field. 

THERE was an earl that hight Grip, and this earl made great war upon the 
king, and put the king to the worse, and besieged him. And on a time Sir 
Kehydius, that was son to King Howel, as he issued out he was sore wounded, 
nigh to the death. Then Gouvernail went to the king and said: Sir, I counsel you 
to desire my lord, Sir Tristram, as in your need to help you. I will do by your 
counsel, said the king. And so he yede unto Sir Tristram, and prayed him in his 
wars to help him: For my son, Sir Kehydius, may not go into the field. Sir, said 
Sir Tristram, I will go to the field and do what I may. Then Sir Tristram issued 
out of the town with such fellowship as he might make, and did such deeds that 
all Brittany spake of him. And then, at the last, by great might and force, he slew 
the Earl Grip with his own hands, and more than an hundred knights he slew that 
day. And then Sir Tristram was received worshipfully with procession. Then 
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King Howel embraced him in his arms, and said: Sir Tristram, all my kingdom I 
will resign to thee. God defend, said Sir Tristram, for I am beholden unto you for 
your daughter's sake to do for you. 

Then by the great means of King Howel and Kehydius his son, by great 
proffers, there grew great love betwixt Isoud and Sir Tristram, for that lady was 
both good and fair, and a woman of noble blood and fame. And for because Sir 
Tristram had such cheer and riches, and all other pleasaunce that he had, almost 
he had forsaken La Beale Isoud. And so upon a time Sir Tristram agreed to wed 
Isoud la Blanche Mains. And at the last they were wedded, and solemnly held 
their marriage. And so when they were abed both Sir Tristram remembered him 
of his old lady La Beale Isoud. And then he took such a thought suddenly that he 
was all dismayed, and other cheer made he none but with clipping and kissing; 
as for other fleshly lusts Sir Tristram never thought nor had ado with her: such 
mention maketh the French book; also it maketh mention that the lady weened 
there had been no pleasure but kissing and clipping. And in the meantime there 
was a knight in Brittany, his name was Suppinabiles, and he came over the sea 
into England, and then he came into the court of King Arthur, and there he met 
with Sir Launcelot du Lake, and told him of the marriage of Sir Tristram. Then 
said Sir Launcelot: Fie upon him, untrue knight to his lady, that so noble a 
knight as Sir Tristram is should be found to his first lady false, La Beale Isoud, 
Queen of Cornwall; but say ye him this, said Sir Launcelot, that of all knights in 
the world I loved him most, and had most joy of him, and all was for his noble 
deeds; and let him wit the love between him and me is done for ever, and that I 
give him warning from this day forth as his mortal enemy. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. How Sir Suppinabiles told Sir Tristram how he 
was defamed in the court of King Arthur, and of Sir Lamorak. 

THEN departed Sir Suppinabiles unto Brittany again, and there he found Sir 
Tristram, and told him that he had been in King Arthur's court. Then said Sir 
Tristram: Heard ye anything of me? So God me help, said Sir Suppinabiles, 
there I heard Sir Launcelot speak of you great shame, and that ye be a false 
knight to your lady and he bade me do you to wit that he will be your mortal 
enemy in every place where he may meet you. That me repenteth, said Tristram, 
for of all knights I loved to be in his fellowship. So Sir Tristram made great 
moan and was ashamed that noble knights should defame him for the sake of his 
lady. And in this meanwhile La Beale Isoud made a letter unto Queen Guenever, 
complaining her of the untruth of Sir Tristram, and how he had wedded the 
king's daughter of Brittany. Queen Guenever sent her another letter, and bade her 
be of good cheer, for she should have joy after sorrow, for Sir Tristram was so 
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noble a knight called, that by crafts of sorcery ladies would make such noble 
men to wed them. But in the end, Queen Guenever said, it shall be thus, that he 
shall hate her, and love you better than ever he did to-fore. 

So leave we Sir Tristram in Brittany, and speak we of Sir Lamorak de Galis, 
that as he sailed his ship fell on a rock and perished all, save Sir Lamorak and his 
squire; and there he swam mightily, and fishers of the Isle of Servage took him 
up, and his squire was drowned, and the shipmen had great labour to save Sir 
Lamorak's life, for all the comfort that they could do. 

And the lord of that isle, hight Sir Nabon le Noire, a great mighty giant. And 
this Sir Nabon hated all the knights of King Arthur's, and in no wise he would do 
them favour. And these fishers told Sir Lamorak all the guise of Sir Nabon; how 
there came never knight of King Arthur's but he destroyed him. And at the last 
battle that he did was slain Sir Nanowne le Petite, the which he put to a shameful 
death in despite of King Arthur, for he was drawn limb-meal. That forthinketh 
me, said Sir Lamorak, for that knight's death, for he was my cousin; and if I were 
at mine ease as well as ever I was, I would revenge his death. Peace, said the 
fishers, and make here no words, for or ever ye depart from hence Sir Nabon 
must know that ye have been here, or else we should die for your sake. So that I 
be whole, said Lamorak, of my disease that I have taken in the sea, I will that ye 
tell him that I am a knight of King Arthur's, for I was never afeard to reneye my 
lord. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. How Sir Tristram and his wife arrived in Wales, 
and how he met there with Sir Lamorak. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Tristram, that upon a day he took a little barget, and 
his wife Isoud la Blanche Mains, with Sir Kehydius her brother, to play them in 
the coasts. And when they were from the land, there was a wind drove them in to 
the coast of Wales upon this Isle of Servage, whereas was Sir Lamorak, and 
there the barget all to-rove; and there Dame Isoud was hurt; and as well as they 
might they gat into the forest, and there by a well he saw Segwarides and a 
damosel. And then either saluted other. Sir, said Segwarides, I know you for Sir 
Tristram de Liones, the man in the world that I have most cause to hate, because 
ye departed the love between me and my wife; but as for that, said Sir 
Segwarides, I will never hate a noble knight for a light lady; and therefore, I pray 
you, be my friend, and I will be yours unto my power; for wit ye well ye are hard 
bestead in this valley, and we shall have enough to do either of us to succour 
other. And then Sir Segwarides brought Sir Tristram to a lady thereby that was 
bom in Cornwall, and she told him all the perils of that valley, and how there 
came never knight there but he were taken prisoner or slain. Wit you well, fair 
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lady, said Sir Tristram, that I slew Sir Marhaus and delivered Cornwall from the 
truage of Ireland, and I am he that delivered the King of Ireland from Sir 
Blamore de Ganis, and I am he that beat Sir Palamides; and wit ye well I am Sir 
Tristram de Liones, that by the grace of God shall deliver this woful Isle of 
Servage. So Sir Tristram was well eased. 

Then one told him there was a knight of King Arthur's that was wrecked on 
the rocks. What is his name? said Sir Tristram. We wot not, said the fishers, but 
he keepeth it no counsel but that he is a knight of King Arthur's, and by the 
mighty lord of this isle he setteth nought. I pray you, said Sir Tristram, an ye 
may, bring him hither that I may see him, and if he be any of the knights of 
Arthur's I shall know him. Then the lady prayed the fishers to bring him to her 
place. So on the morrow they brought him thither in a fisher's raiment; and as 
soon as Sir Tristram saw him he smiled upon him and knew him well, but he 
knew not Sir Tristram. Fair sir, said Sir Tristram, meseemeth by your cheer ye 
have been diseased but late, and also methinketh I should know you heretofore. I 
will well, said Sir Lamorak, that ye have seen me and met with me. Fair sir, said 
Sir Tristram, tell me your name. Upon a covenant I will tell you, said Sir 
Lamorak, that is, that ye will tell me whether ye be lord of this island or no, that 
is called Nabon le Noire. Forsooth, said Sir Tristram, I am not he, nor I hold not 
of him; I am his foe as well as ye be, and so shall I be found or I depart out of 
this isle. Well, said Sir Lamorak, since ye have said so largely unto me, my 
name is Sir Lamorak de Galis, son unto King Pellinore. Forsooth, I trow well, 
said Sir Tristram, for an ye said other I know the contrary. What are ye, said Sir 
Lamorak, that knoweth me? I am Sir Tristram de Liones. Ah, sir, remember ye 
not of the fall ye did give me once, and after ye refused me to fight on foot. That 
was not for fear I had of you, said Sir Tristram, but me shamed at that time to 
have more ado with you, for meseemed ye had enough; but, Sir Lamorak, for my 
kindness many ladies ye put to a reproof when ye sent the horn from Morgan le 
Fay to King Mark, whereas ye did this in despite of me. Well, said he, an it were 
to do again, so would I do, for I had liefer strife and debate fell in King Mark's 
court rather than Arthur's court, for the honour of both courts be not alike. As to 
that, said Sir Tristram, I know well; but that that was done it was for despite of 
me, but all your malice, I thank God, hurt not greatly. Therefore, said Sir 
Tristram, ye shall leave all your malice, and so will I, and let us assay how we 
may win worship between you and me upon this giant Sir Nabon le Noire that is 
lord of this island, to destroy him. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, now I understand your 
knighthood, it may not be false that all men say, for of your bounty, noblesse, 
and worship, of all knights ye are peerless, and for your courtesy and gentleness 
I showed you ungentleness, and that now me repenteth. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. How Sir Tristram fought with Sir Nabon, and 
overcame him, and made Sir Segwarides lord of the isle. 

IN the meantime there came word that Sir Nabon had made a cry that all the 
people of that isle should be at his castle the fifth day after. And the same day 
the son of Nabon should be made knight, and all the knights of that valley and 
thereabout should be there to joust, and all those of the realm of Logris should be 
there to joust with them of North Wales: and thither came five hundred knights, 
and they of the country brought thither Sir Lamorak, and Sir Tristram, and Sir 
Kehydius, and Sir Segwarides, for they durst none otherwise do; and then Sir 
Nabon lent Sir Lamorak horse and armour at Sir Lamorak's desire, and Sir 
Lamorak jousted and did such deeds of arms that Nabon and all the people said 
there was never knight that ever they saw do such deeds of arms; for, as the 
French book saith, he for-jousted all that were there, for the most part of five 
hundred knights, that none abode him in his saddle. 

Then Sir Nabon proffered to play with him his play: For I saw never no 
knight do so much upon a day. I will well, said Sir Lamorak, play as I may, but I 
am weary and sore bruised. And there either gat a spear, but Nabon would not 
encounter with Sir Lamorak, but smote his horse in the forehead, and so slew 
him; and then Sir Lamorak yede on foot, and turned his shield and drew his 
sword, and there began strong battle on foot. But Sir Lamorak was so sore 
bruised and short breathed, that he traced and traversed somewhat aback. Fair 
fellow, said Sir Nabon, hold thy hand and I shall show thee more courtesy than 
ever I showed knight, because I have seen this day thy noble knighthood, and 
therefore stand thou by, and I will wit whether any of thy fellows will have ado 
with me. Then when Sir Tristram heard that, he stepped forth and said: Nabon, 
lend me horse and sure armour, and I will have ado with thee. Well, fellow, said 
Sir Nabon, go thou to yonder pavilion, and arm thee of the best thou findest 
there, and I shall play a marvellous play with thee. Then said Sir Tristram: Look 
ye play well, or else peradventure I shall learn you a new play. That is well said, 
fellow, said Sir Nabon. So when Sir Tristram was armed as him liked best, and 
well shielded and sworded, he dressed to him on foot; for well he knew that Sir 
Nabon would not abide a stroke with a spear, therefore he would slay all knights’ 
horses. Now, fair fellow, Sir Nabon, let us play. So then they fought long on 
foot, tracing and traversing, smiting and foining long without any rest. At the last 
Sir Nabon prayed him to tell him his name. Sir Nabon, I tell thee my name is Sir 
Tristram de Liones, a knight of Cornwall under King Mark. Thou art welcome, 
said Sir Nabon, for of all knights I have most desired to fight with thee or with 
Sir Launcelot. 
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So then they went eagerly together, and Sir Tristram slew Sir Nabon, and so 
forthwith he leapt to his son, and struck off his head; and then all the country 
said they would hold of Sir Tristram. Nay, said Sir Tristram, I will not so; here is 
a worshipful knight, Sir Lamorak de Galis, that for me he shall be lord of this 
country, for he hath done here great deeds of arms. Nay, said Sir Lamorak, I will 
not be lord of this country, for I have not deserved it as well as ye, therefore give 
ye it where ye will, for I will none have. Well, said Sir Tristram, since ye nor I 
will not have it, let us give it to him that hath not so well deserved it. Do as ye 
list, said Segwarides, for the gift is yours, for I will none have an I had deserved 
it. So was it given to Segwarides, whereof he thanked them; and so was he lord, 
and worshipfully he did govern it. And then Sir Segwarides delivered all 
prisoners, and set good governance in that valley; and so he returned into 
Cornwall, and told King Mark and La Beale Isoud how Sir Tristram had 
advanced him to the Isle of Servage, and there he proclaimed in all Cornwall of 
all the adventures of these two knights, so was it openly known. But full woe 
was La Beale Isoud when she heard tell that Sir Tristram was wedded to Isoud la 
Blanche Mains. 


CHAPTER XL 


How Sir Lamorak departed from Sir Tristram, and 
how he met with Sir Frol, and after with Sir 
Launcelot. 


SO tur we unto Sir Lamorak, that rode toward Arthur's court, and Sir 
Tristram's wife and Kehydius took a vessel and sailed into Brittany, unto King 
Howel, where he was welcome. And when he heard of these adventures they 
marvelled of his noble deeds. Now turn we unto Sir Lamorak, that when he was 
departed from Sir Tristram he rode out of the forest, till he came to an hermitage. 
When the hermit saw him, he asked him from whence he came. Sir, said Sir 
Lamorak, I come from this valley. Sir, said the hermit: thereof I marvel. For this 
twenty winter I saw never no knight pass this country but he was either slain or 
villainously wounded, or pass as a poor prisoner. Those ill customs, said Sir 
Lamorak, are fordone, for Sir Tristram slew your lord, Sir Nabon, and his son. 
Then was the hermit glad, and all his brethren, for he said there was never such a 
tyrant among Christian men. And therefore, said the hermit, this valley and 
franchise we will hold of Sir Tristram. 
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So on the morrow Sir Lamorak departed; and as he rode he saw four knights 
fight against one, and that one knight defended him well, but at the last the four 
knights had him down. And then Sir Lamorak went betwixt them, and asked 
them why they would slay that one knight, and said it was shame, four against 
one. Thou shalt well wit, said the four knights, that he is false. That is your tale, 
said Sir Lamorak, and when I hear him also speak, I will say as ye say. Then said 
Lamorak: Ah, knight, can ye not excuse you, but that ye are a false knight. Sir, 
said he, yet can I excuse me both with my word and with my hands, that I will 
make good upon one of the best of them, my body to his body. Then spake they 
all at once: We will not jeopardy our bodies as for thee. But wit thou well, they 
said, an King Arthur were here himself, it should not lie in his power to save his 
life. That is too much said, said Sir Lamorak, but many speak behind a man 
more than they will say to his face; and because of your words ye shall 
understand that I am one of the simplest of King Arthur's court; in the worship of 
my lord now do your best, and in despite of you I shall rescue him. And then 
they lashed all at once to Sir Lamorak, but anon at two strokes Sir Lamorak had 
slain two of them, and then the other two fled. So then Sir Lamorak turned again 
to that knight, and asked him his name. Sir, he said, my name is Sir Frol of the 
Out Isles. Then he rode with Sir Lamorak and bare him company. 

And as they rode by the way they saw a seemly knight riding against them, 
and all in white. Ah, said Frol, yonder knight jousted late with me and smote me 
down, therefore I will joust with him. Ye shall not do so, said Sir Lamorak, by 
my counsel, an ye will tell me your quarrel, whether ye jousted at his request, or 
he at yours. Nay, said Sir Frol, I jousted with him at my request. Sir, said 
Lamorak, then will I counsel you deal no more with him, for meseemeth by his 
countenance he should be a noble knight, and no japer; for methinketh he should 
be of the Table Round. Therefore I will not spare, said Sir Frol. And then he 
cried and said: Sir knight, make thee ready to joust. That needeth not, said the 
White Knight, for I have no lust to joust with thee; but yet they feutred their 
spears, and the White Knight overthrew Sir Frol, and then he rode his way a soft 
pace. Then Sir Lamorak rode after him, and prayed him to tell him his name: For 
meseemeth ye should be of the fellowship of the Round Table. Upon a covenant, 
said he, I will tell you my name, so that ye will not discover my name, and also 
that ye will tell me yours. Then, said he, my name is Sir Lamorak de Galis. And 
my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake. Then they put up their swords, and kissed 
heartily together, and either made great joy of other. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, an it 
please you I will do you service. God defend, said Launcelot, that any of so 
noble a blood as ye be should do me service. Then he said: More, I am in a quest 
that I must do myself alone. Now God speed you, said Sir Lamorak, and so they 
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departed. Then Sir Lamorak came to Sir Frol and horsed him again. What knight 
is that? said Sir Frol. Sir, he said, it is not for you to know, nor it is no point of 
my charge. Ye are the more uncourteous, said Sir Frol, and therefore I will 
depart from you. Ye may do as ye list, said Sir Lamorak, and yet by my 
company ye have saved the fairest flower of your garland; so they departed. 


CHAPTER XLI. How Sir Lamorak slew Sir Frol, and of the courteous 
fighting with Sir Belliance his brother. 

THEN within two or three days Sir Lamorak found a knight at a well 
sleeping, and his lady sat with him and waked. Right so came Sir Gawaine and 
took the knight's lady, and set her up behind his squire. So Sir Lamorak rode 
after Sir Gawaine, and said: Sir Gawaine, turn again. And then said Sir Gawaine: 
What will ye do with me? for I am nephew unto King Arthur. Sir, said he, for 
that cause I will spare you, else that lady should abide with me, or else ye should 
joust with me. Then Sir Gawaine turned him and ran to him that ought the lady, 
with his spear, but the knight with pure might smote down Sir Gawaine, and 
took his lady with him. All this Sir Lamorak saw, and said to himself: But I 
revenge my fellow he will say of me dishonour in King Arthur's court. Then Sir 
Lamorak returned and proffered that knight to joust. Sir, said he, I am ready. 
And there they came together with all their might, and there Sir Lamorak smote 
the knight through both sides that he fell to the earth dead. 

Then that lady rode to that knight's brother that hight Belliance le Orgulus, 
that dwelt fast thereby, and then she told him how his brother was slain. Alas, 
said he, I will be revenged. And so he horsed him, and armed him, and within a 
while he overtook Sir Lamorak, and bade him: Turn and leave that lady, for thou 
and I must play a new play; for thou hast slain my brother Sir Frol, that was a 
better knight than ever wert thou. It might well be, said Sir Lamorak, but this day 
in the field I was found the better. So they rode together, and unhorsed other, and 
tured their shields, and drew their swords, and fought mightily as noble knights 
proved, by the space of two hours. So then Sir Belliance prayed him to tell him 
his name. Sir, said he, my name is Sir Lamorak de Galis. Ah, said Sir Belliance, 
thou art the man in the world that I most hate, for I slew my sons for thy sake, 
where I saved thy life, and now thou hast slain my brother Sir Frol. Alas, how 
should I be accorded with thee; therefore defend thee, for thou shalt die, there is 
none other remedy. Alas, said Sir Lamorak, full well me ought to know you, for 
ye are the man that most have done for me. And therewithal Sir Lamorak 
kneeled down, and besought him of grace. Arise, said Sir Belliance, or else 
thereas thou kneelest I shall slay thee. That shall not need, said Sir Lamorak, for 
I will yield me unto you, not for fear of you, nor for your strength, but your 
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goodness maketh me full loath to have ado with you; wherefore I require you for 
God's sake, and for the honour of knighthood, forgive me all that I have offended 
unto you. Alas, said Belliance, leave thy kneeling, or else I shall slay thee 
without mercy. 

Then they yede again unto battle, and either wounded other, that all the 
ground was bloody thereas they fought. And at the last Belliance withdrew him 
aback and set him down softly upon a little hill, for he was so faint for bleeding 
that he might not stand. Then Sir Lamorak threw his shield upon his back, and 
asked him what cheer. Well, said Sir Belliance. Ah, Sir, yet shall I show you 
favour in your mal-ease. Ah, Knight Sir Belliance, said Sir Lamorak, thou art a 
fool, for an I had had thee at such advantage as thou hast done me, I should slay 
thee; but thy gentleness is so good and so large, that I must needs forgive thee 
mine evil will. And then Sir Lamorak kneeled down, and unlaced first his 
umberere, and then his own, and then either kissed other with weeping tears. 
Then Sir Lamorak led Sir Belliance to an abbey fast by, and there Sir Lamorak 
would not depart from Belliance till he was whole. And then they sware together 
that none of them should never fight against other. So Sir Lamorak departed and 
went to the court of King Arthur. 

Here leave we of Sir Lamorak and of Sir Tristram. And here beginneth the 
history of La Cote Male Taile. 
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BOOK IX 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How a young man came into the court of King Arthur, 
and how Sir Kay called him in scorn La Cote Male Taile. 

AT the court of King Arthur there came a young man and bigly made, and he 
was richly beseen: and he desired to be made knight of the king, but his over- 
garment sat over-thwartly, howbeit it was rich cloth of gold. What is your name? 
said King Arthur. Sir, said he, my name is Breunor le Noire, and within short 
space ye shall know that I am of good kin. It may well be, said Sir Kay, the 
Seneschal, but in mockage ye shall be called La Cote Male Taile, that is as much 
to say, the evil-shapen coat It is a great thing that thou askest, said the king; and 
for what cause wearest thou that rich coat? tell me, for I can well think for some 
cause it is. Sir, he answered, I had a father, a noble knight, and as he rode a- 
hunting, upon a day it happed him to lay him down to sleep; and there came a 
knight that had been long his enemy, and when he saw he was fast asleep he all 
to-hew him; and this same coat had my father on the same time; and that maketh 
this coat to sit so evil upon me, for the strokes be on it as I found it, and never 
shall be amended for me. Thus to have my father's death in remembrance I wear 
this coat till I be revenged; and because ye are called the most noblest king of the 
world I come to you that ye should make me knight. Sir, said Sir Lamorak and 
Sir Gaheris, it were well done to make him knight; for him beseemeth well of 
person and of countenance, that he shall prove a good man, and a good knight, 
and a mighty; for, Sir, an ye be remembered, even such one was Sir Launcelot 
du Lake when he came first into this court, and full few of us knew from whence 
he came; and now is he proved the man of most worship in the world; and all 
your court and all your Round Table is by Sir Launcelot worshipped and 
amended more than by any knight now living. That is truth, said the king, and to- 
morrow at your request I shall make him knight. 

So on the morrow there was an hart found, and thither rode King Arthur with 
a company of his knights to slay the hart. And this young man that Sir Kay 
named La Cote Male Taile was there left behind with Queen Guenever; and by 
sudden adventure there was an horrible lion kept in a strong tower of stone, and 
it happened that he at that time brake loose, and came hurling afore the queen 
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and her knights. And when the queen saw the lion she cried and fled, and prayed 
her knights to rescue her. And there was none of them all but twelve that abode, 
and all the other fled. Then said La Cote Male Taile: Now I see well that all 
coward knights be not dead; and therewithal he drew his sword and dressed him 
afore the lion. And that lion gaped wide and came upon him ramping to have 
slain him. And he then smote him in the midst of the head such a mighty stroke 
that it clave his head in sunder, and dashed to the earth. Then was it told the 
queen how the young man that Sir Kay named by scorn La Cote Male Taile had 
slain the lion. With that the king came home. And when the queen told him of 
that adventure, he was well pleased, and said: Upon pain of mine head he shall 
prove a noble man and a faithful knight, and true of his promise: then the king 
forthwithal made him knight. Now Sir, said this young knight, I require you and 
all the knights of your court, that ye call me by none other name but La Cote 
Male Taile: in so much as Sir Kay hath so named me so will I be called. I assent 
me well thereto, said the king. 


CHAPTER II. How a damosel came into the court and desired a knight 
to take on him an enquest, which La Cote Male Taile emprised. 

THEN that same day there came a damosel into the court, and she brought 
with her a great black shield, with a white hand in the midst holding a sword. 
Other picture was there none in that shield. When King Arthur saw her he asked 
her from whence she came and what she would. Sir, she said, I have ridden long 
and many a day with this shield many ways, and for this cause I am come to 
your court: there was a good knight that ought this shield, and this knight had 
undertaken a great deed of arms to enchieve it; and so it misfortuned him another 
strong knight met with him by sudden adventure, and there they fought long, and 
either wounded other passing sore; and they were so weary that they left that 
battle even hand. So this knight that ought this shield saw none other way but he 
must die; and then he commanded me to bear this shield to the court of King 
Arthur, he requiring and praying some good knight to take this shield, and that 
he would fulfil the quest that he was in. Now what say ye to this quest? said 
King Arthur; is there any of you here that will take upon him to wield this 
shield? Then was there not one that would speak one word. Then Sir Kay took 
the shield in his hands. Sir knight, said the damosel, what is your name? Wit ye 
well, said he, my name is Sir Kay, the Seneschal, that wide-where is known. Sir, 
said that damosel, lay down that shield, for wit ye well it falleth not for you, for 
he must be a better knight than ye that shall wield this shield. Damosel, said Sir 
Kay, wit ye well I took this shield in my hands by your leave for to behold it, not 
to that intent; but go wheresomever thou wilt, for I will not go with you. 
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Then the damosel stood still a great while and beheld many of those knights. 
Then spake the knight, La Cote Male Taile: Fair damosel, I will take the shield 
and that adventure upon me, so I wist I should know whitherward my journey 
might be; for because I was this day made knight I would take this adventure 
upon me. What is your name, fair young man? said the damosel. My name is, 
said he, La Cote Male Taile. Well mayest thou be called so, said the damosel, 
the knight with the evil-shapen coat; but an thou be so hardy to take upon thee to 
bear that shield and to follow me, wit thou well thy skin shall be as well hewn as 
thy coat. As for that, said La Cote Male Taile, when I am so hewn I will ask you 
no salve to heal me withal. And forthwithal there came into the court two squires 
and brought him great horses, and his armour, and his spears, and anon he was 
armed and took his leave. I would not by my will, said the king, that ye took 
upon you that hard adventure. Sir, said he, this adventure is mine, and the first 
that ever I took upon me, and that will I follow whatsomever come of me. Then 
that damosel departed, and La Cote Male Taile fast followed after. And within a 
while he overtook the damosel, and anon she missaid him in the foulest manner. 


CHAPTER III. How La Cote Male Taile overthrew Sir Dagonet the 
king's fool, and of the rebuke that he had of the damosel. 

THEN Sir Kay ordained Sir Dagonet, King Arthur's fool, to follow after La 
Cote Male Taile; and there Sir Kay ordained that Sir Dagonet was horsed and 
armed, and bade him follow La Cote Male Taile and proffer him to joust, and so 
he did; and when he saw La Cote Male Taile, he cried and bade him make him 
ready to joust. So Sir La Cote Male Taile smote Sir Dagonet over his horse's 
croup. Then the damosel mocked La Cote Male Taile, and said: Fie for shame! 
now art thou shamed in Arthur's court, when they send a fool to have ado with 
thee, and specially at thy first jousts; thus she rode long, and chid. And within a 
while there came Sir Bleoberis, the good knight, and there he jousted with La 
Cote Male Taile, and there Sir Bleoberis smote him so sore, that horse and all 
fell to the earth. Then La Cote Male Taile arose up lightly, and dressed his 
shield, and drew his sword, and would have done battle to the utterance, for he 
was wood wroth. Not so, said Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, as at this time I will not 
fight upon foot. Then the damosel Maledisant rebuked him in the foulest 
manner, and bade him: Tum again, coward. Ah, damosel, he said, I pray you of 
mercy to missay me no more, my grief is enough though ye give me no more; | 
call myself never the worse knight when a mare's son faileth me, and also I count 
me never the worse knight for a fall of Sir Bleoberis. 

So thus he rode with her two days; and by fortune there came Sir Palomides 
and encountered with him, and he in the same wise served him as did Bleoberis 
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to-forehand. What dost thou here in my fellowship? said the damosel 
Maledisant, thou canst not sit no knight, nor withstand him one buffet, but if it 
were Sir Dagonet. Ah, fair damosel, I am not the worse to take a fall of Sir 
Palomides, and yet great disworship have I none, for neither Bleoberis nor yet 
Palomides would not fight with me on foot. As for that, said the damosel, wit 
thou well they have disdain and scorn to light off their horses to fight with such a 
lewd knight as thou art. So in the meanwhile there came Sir Mordred, Sir 
Gawaine's brother, and so he fell in the fellowship with the damosel Maledisant. 
And then they came afore the Castle Orgulous, and there was such a custom that 
there might no knight come by that castle but either he must joust or be prisoner, 
or at the least to lose his horse and his harness. And there came out two knights 
against them, and Sir Mordred jousted with the foremost, and that knight of the 
castle smote Sir Mordred down off his horse. And then La Cote Male Taile 
jousted with that other, and either of them smote other down, horse and all, to 
the earth. And when they avoided their horses, then either of them took other's 
horses. And then La Cote Male Taile rode unto that knight that smote down Sir 
Mordred, and jousted with him. And there Sir La Cote Male Taile hurt and 
wounded him passing sore, and put him from his horse as he had been dead. So 
he turned unto him that met him afore, and he took the flight towards the castle, 
and Sir La Cote Male Taile rode after him into the Castle Orgulous, and there La 
Cote Male Taile slew him. 


CHAPTER IV. How La Cote Male Taile fought against an hundred 
knights, and how he escaped by the mean of a lady. 

AND anon there came an hundred knights about him and assailed him; and 
when he saw his horse should be slain he alighted and voided his horse, and put 
the bridle under his feet, and so put him out of the gate. And when he had so 
done he hurled in among them, and dressed his back unto a lady's chamber-wall, 
thinking himself that he had liefer die there with worship than to abide the 
rebukes of the damosel Maledisant. And in the meantime as he stood and fought, 
that lady whose was the chamber went out slily at her postern, and without the 
gates she found La Cote Male Taile's horse, and lightly she gat him by the bridle, 
and tied him to the postern. And then she went unto her chamber slily again for 
to behold how that one knight fought against an hundred knights. And when she 
had beheld him long she went to a window behind his back, and said: Thou 
knight, thou fightest wonderly well, but for all that at the last thou must needs 
die, but, an thou canst through thy mighty prowess, win unto yonder postern, for 
there have I fastened thy horse to abide thee: but wit thou well thou must think 
on thy worship, and think not to die, for thou mayst not win unto that postern 
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without thou do nobly and mightily. When La Cote Male Taile heard her say so 
he gripped his sword in his hands, and put his shield fair afore him, and through 
the thickest press he thrulled through them. And when he came to the postern he 
found there ready four knights, and at two the first strokes he slew two of the 
knights, and the other fled; and so he won his horse and rode from them. And all 
as it was it was rehearsed in King Arthur's court, how he slew twelve knights 
within the Castle Orgulous; and so he rode on his way. 

And in the meanwhile the damosel said to Sir Mordred: I ween my foolish 
knight be either slain or taken prisoner: then were they ware where he came 
riding. And when he was come unto them he told all how he had sped and 
escaped in despite of them all: And some of the best of them will tell no tales. 
Thou liest falsely, said the damosel, that dare I make good, but as a fool and a 
dastard to all knighthood they have let thee pass. That may ye prove, said La 
Cote Male Taile. With that she sent a courier of hers, that rode alway with her, 
for to know the truth of this deed; and so he rode thither lightly, and asked how 
and in what manner that La Cote Male Taile was escaped out of the castle. Then 
all the knights cursed him, and said that he was a fiend and no man: For he hath 
slain here twelve of our best knights, and we weened unto this day that it had 
been too much for Sir Launcelot du Lake or for Sir Tristram de Liones. And in 
despite of us all he is departed from us and maugre our heads. 

With this answer the courier departed and came to Maledisant his lady, and 
told her all how Sir La Cote Male Taile had sped at the Castle Orgulous. Then 
she smote down her head, and said little. By my head, said Sir Mordred to the 
damosel, ye are greatly to blame so to rebuke him, for I warn you plainly he is a 
good knight, and I doubt not but he shall prove a noble knight; but as yet he may 
not yet sit sure on horseback, for he that shall be a good horseman it must come 
of usage and exercise. But when he cometh to the strokes of his sword he is then 
noble and mighty, and that saw Sir Bleoberis and Sir Palomides, for wit ye well 
they are wily men of arms, and anon they know when they see a young knight by 
his riding, how they are sure to give him a fall from his horse or a great buffet. 
But for the most part they will not light on foot with young knights, for they are 
wight and strongly armed. For in likewise Sir Launcelot du Lake, when he was 
first made knight, he was often put to the worse upon horseback, but ever upon 
foot he recovered his renown, and slew and defoiled many knights of the Round 
Table. And therefore the rebukes that Sir Launcelot did unto many knights 
causeth them that be men of prowess to beware; for often I have seen the old 
proved knights rebuked and slain by them that were but young beginners. Thus 
they rode sure talking by the way together. 
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CHAPTER V. How Sir Launcelot came to the court and heard of La 
Cote Male Taile, and how he followed after him, and how La Cote Male 
Taile was 

prisoner. 

HERE leave we off a while of this tale, and speak we of Sir Launcelot du 
Lake,[*9] that when he was come to the court of King Arthur, then heard he tell 
of the young knight La Cote Male Taile, how he slew the lion, and how he took 
upon him the adventure of the black shield, the which was named at that time the 
hardiest adventure of the world. So God me save, said Sir Launcelot unto many 
of his fellows, it was shame to all the noble knights to suffer such a young knight 
to take such adventure upon him for his destruction; for I will that ye wit, said 
Sir Launcelot, that that damosel Maledisant hath borne that shield many a day 
for to seek the most proved knights, and that was she that Breuse Saunce Pite 
took that shield from her, and after Tristram de Liones rescued that shield from 
him and gave it to the damosel again, a little afore that time that Sir Tristram 
fought with my nephew Sir Blamore de Ganis, for a quarrel that was betwixt the 
King of Ireland and him. Then many knights were sorry that Sir La Cote Male 
Taile was gone forth to that adventure. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, I cast me to 
ride after him. And within seven days Sir Launcelot overtook La Cote Male 
Taile, and then he saluted him and the damosel Maledisant. And when Sir 
Mordred saw Sir Launcelot, then he left their fellowship; and so Sir Launcelot 
rode with them all a day, and ever that damosel rebuked La Cote Male Taile; and 
then Sir Launcelot answered for him, then she left off, and rebuked Sir 
Launcelot. 

[*9] Printed by Caxton as part of chap. iv. 

So this meantime Sir Tristram sent by a damosel a letter unto Sir Launcelot, 
excusing him of the wedding of Isoud la Blanche Mains; and said in the letter, as 
he was a true knight he had never ado fleshly with Isoud la Blanche Mains; and 
passing courteously and gentily Sir Tristram wrote unto Sir Launcelot, ever 
beseeching him to be his good friend and unto La Beale Isoud of Cornwall, and 
that Sir Launcelot would excuse him if that ever he saw her. And within short 
time by the grace of God, said Sir Tristram, that he would speak with La Beale 
Isoud, and with him right hastily. Then Sir Launcelot departed from the damosel 
and from Sir La Cote Male Taile, for to oversee that letter, and to write another 
letter unto Sir Tristram de Liones. 

And in the meanwhile La Cote Male Taile rode with the damosel until they 
came to a castle that hight Pendragon; and there were six knights stood afore 
him, and one of them proffered to joust with La Cote Male Taile. And there La 
Cote Male Taile smote him over his horse's croup. And then the five knights set 
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upon him all at once with their spears, and there they smote La Cote Male Taile 
down, horse and man. And then they alighted suddenly, and set their hands upon 
him all at once, and took him prisoner, and so led him unto the castle and kept 
him as prisoner. 

And on the morn Sir Launcelot arose, and delivered the damosel with letters 
unto Sir Tristram, and then he took his way after La Cote Male Taile; and by the 
way upon a bridge there was a knight proffered Sir Launcelot to joust, and Sir 
Launcelot smote him down, and then they fought upon foot a noble battle 
together, and a mighty; and at the last Sir Launcelot smote him down grovelling 
upon his hands and his knees. And then that knight yielded him, and Sir 
Launcelot received him fair. Sir, said the knight, I require thee tell me your 
name, for much my heart giveth unto you. Nay, said Sir Launcelot, as at this 
time I will not tell you my name, unless then that ye tell me your name. 
Certainly, said the knight, my name is Sir Nerovens, that was made knight of my 
lord Sir Launcelot du Lake. Ah, Nerovens de Lile, said Sir Launcelot, I am right 
glad that ye are proved a good knight, for now wit ye well my name is Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. Alas, said Sir Nerovens de Lile, what have I done! And 
therewithal flatling he fell to his feet, and would have kissed them, but Sir 
Launcelot would not let him; and then either made great joy of other. And then 
Sir Nerovens told Sir Launcelot that he should not go by the Castle of 
Pendragon: For there is a lord, a mighty knight, and many knights with him, and 
this night I heard say that they took a knight prisoner yesterday that rode with a 
damosel, and they say he is a Knight of the Round Table. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot fought with six knights, and after 
with Sir Brian, and how he delivered the prisoners. 

AH, said Sir Launcelot, that knight is my fellow, and him shall I rescue or 
else I shall lose my life therefore. And therewithal he rode fast till he came 
before the Castle of Pendragon; and anon therewithal there came six knights, and 
all made them ready to set upon Sir Launcelot at once; then Sir Launcelot 
feutred his spear, and smote the foremost that he brake his back in-sunder, and 
three of them hit and three failed. And then Sir Launcelot passed through them, 
and lightly he tured in again, and smote another knight through the breast and 
throughout the back more than an ell, and therewithal his spear brake. So then all 
the remnant of the four knights drew their swords and lashed at Sir Launcelot. 
And at every stroke Sir Launcelot bestowed so his strokes that at four strokes 
sundry they avoided their saddles, passing sore wounded; and forthwithal he 
rode hurling into that castle. 

And anon the lord of the castle, that was that time cleped Sir Brian de les 


4653 XRN 


Isles, the which was a noble man and a great enemy unto King Arthur, within a 
while he was armed and upon horseback. And then they feutred their spears and 
hurled together so strongly that both their horses rashed to the earth. And then 
they avoided their saddles, and dressed their shields, and drew their swords, and 
flang together as wood men, and there were many strokes given in a while. At 
the last Sir Launcelot gave to Sir Brian such a buffet that he kneeled upon his 
knees, and then Sir Launcelot rashed upon him, and with great force he pulled 
off his helm; and when Sir Brian saw that he should be slain he yielded him, and 
put him in his mercy and in his grace. Then Sir Launcelot made him to deliver 
all his prisoners that he had within his castle, and therein Sir Launcelot found of 
Arthur's knights thirty, and forty ladies, and so he delivered them; and then he 
rode his way. And anon as La Cote Male Taile was delivered he gat his horse, 
and his harness, and his damosel Maledisant. 

The meanwhile Sir Nerovens, that Sir Launcelot had foughten withal afore at 
the bridge, he sent a damosel after Sir Launcelot to wit how he sped at the Castle 
of Pendragon. And then they within the castle marvelled what knight he was, 
when Sir Brian and his knights delivered all those prisoners. Have ye no marvel, 
said the damosel, for the best knight in this world was here, and did this journey, 
and wit ye well, she said, it was Sir Launcelot. Then was Sir Brian full glad, and 
so was his lady, and all his knights, that such a man should win them. And when 
the damosel and La Cote Male Taile understood that it was Sir Launcelot du 
Lake that had ridden with them in fellowship, and that she remembered her how 
she had rebuked him and called him coward, then was she passing heavy. 


CHAPTER VII. How Sir Launcelot met with the damosel named Male 
disant, and named her the Damosel Bienpensant. 

SO then they took their horses and rode forth a pace after Sir Launcelot. And 
within two mile they overtook him, and saluted him, and thanked him, and the 
damosel cried Sir Launcelot mercy of her evil deed and saying: For now I know 
the flower of all knighthood is departed even between Sir Tristram and you. For 
God knoweth, said the damosel, that I have sought you my lord, Sir Launcelot, 
and Sir Tristram long, and now I thank God I have met with you; and once at 
Camelot I met with Sir Tristram, and there he rescued this black shield with the 
white hand holding a naked sword that Sir Breuse Saunce Pite had taken from 
me. Now, fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, who told you my name? Sir, said she, 
there came a damosel from a knight that ye fought withal at the bridge, and she 
told me your name was Sir Launcelot du Lake. Blame have she then, said Sir 
Launcelot, but her lord, Sir Nerovens, hath told her. But, damosel, said Sir 
Launcelot, upon this covenant I will ride with you, so that ye will not rebuke this 
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knight Sir La Cote Male Taile no more; for he is a good knight, and I doubt not 
he shall prove a noble knight, and for his sake and pity that he should not be 
destroyed I followed him to succour him in this great need. Ah, Jesu thank you, 
said the damosel, for now I will say unto you and to him both, I rebuked him 
never for no hate that I hated him, but for great love that I had to him. For ever I 
supposed that he had been too young and too tender to take upon him these 
adventures. And therefore by my will I would have driven him away for jealousy 
that I had of his life, for it may be no young knight's deed that shall enchieve this 
adventure to the end. Pardieu, said Sir Launcelot, it is well said, and where ye 
are called the Damosel Maledisant I will call you the Damosel Bienpensant. 

And so they rode forth a great while unto they came to the border of the 
country of Surluse, and there they found a fair village with a strong bridge like a 
fortress. And when Sir Launcelot and they were at the bridge there stert forth 
afore them of gentlemen and yeomen many, that said: Fair lords, ye may not 
pass this bridge and this fortress because of that black shield that I see one of 
you bear, and therefore there shall not pass but one of you at once; therefore 
choose you which of you shall enter within this bridge first. Then Sir Launcelot 
proffered himself first to enter within this bridge. Sir, said La Cote Male Taile, I 
beseech you let me enter within this fortress, and if I may speed well I will send 
for you, and if it happened that I be slain, there it goeth. And if so be that Iam a 
prisoner taken, then may ye rescue me. I am loath, said Sir Launcelot, to let you 
pass this passage. Sir, said La Cote Male Taile, I pray you let me put my body in 
this adventure. Now go your way, said Sir Launcelot, and Jesu be your speed. 

So he entered, and anon there met with him two brethren, the one hight Sir 
Plaine de Force, and the other hight Sir Plaine de Amours. And anon they met 
with Sir La Cote Male Taile; and first La Cote Male Taile smote down Plaine de 
Force, and after he smote down Plaine de Amours; and then they dressed them to 
their shields and swords, and bade La Cote Male Taile alight, and so he did; and 
there was dashing and foining with swords, and so they began to assail full hard 
La Cote Male Taile, and many great wounds they gave him upon his head, and 
upon his breast, and upon his shoulders. And as he might ever among he gave 
sad strokes again. And then the two brethren traced and traversed for to be of 
both hands of Sir La Cote Male Taile, but he by fine force and knightly prowess 
gat them afore him. And then when he felt himself so wounded, then he doubled 
his strokes, and gave them so many wounds that he felled them to the earth, and 
would have slain them had they not yielded them. And right so Sir La Cote Male 
Taile took the best horse that there was of them three, and so rode forth his way 
to the other fortress and bridge; and there he met with the third brother whose 
name was Sir Plenorius, a full noble knight, and there they jousted together, and 
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either smote other down, horse and man, to the earth. And then they avoided 
their horses, and dressed their shields, and drew their swords, and gave many sad 
strokes, and one while the one knight was afore on the bridge, and another while 
the other. And thus they fought two hours and more, and never rested. And ever 
Sir Launcelot and the damosel beheld them. Alas, said the damosel, my knight 
fighteth passing sore and over long. Now may ye see, said Sir Launcelot, that he 
is a noble knight, for to consider his first battle, and his grievous wounds; and 
even forthwithal so wounded as he is, it is marvel that he may endure this long 
battle with that good knight. 


CHAPTER VIII. How La Cote Male Taile was taken prisoner, and after 

rescued by Sir Launcelot, and how Sir Launcelot overcame four brethren. 

THIS meanwhile Sir La Cote Male Taile sank right down upon the earth, 
what for-wounded and what for-bled he might not stand. Then the other knight 
had pity of him, and said: Fair young knight, dismay you not, for had ye been 
fresh when ye met with me, as I was, I wot well that I should not have endured 
so long as ye have done; and therefore for your noble deeds of arms I shall show 
to you kindness and gentleness in all that I may. And forthwithal this noble 
knight, Sir Plenorius, took him up in his arms, and led him into his tower. And 
then he commanded him the wine, and made to search him and to stop his 
bleeding wounds. Sir, said La Cote Male Taile, withdraw you from me, and hie 
you to yonder bridge again, for there will meet with you another manner knight 
than ever was I. Why, said Plenorius, is there another manner knight behind of 
your fellowship? Yea, said La Cote Male Taile, there is a much better knight 
than I am. What is his name? said Plenorius. Ye shall not know for me, said La 
Cote Male Taile. Well, said the knight, he shall be encountered withal 
whatsomever he be. 

Then Sir Plenorius heard a knight call that said: Sir Plenorius, where art 
thou? either thou must deliver me the prisoner that thou hast led unto thy tower, 
or else come and do battle with me. Then Plenorius gat his horse, and came with 
a spear in his hand walloping toward Sir Launcelot; and then they began to 
feutre their spears, and came together as thunder, and smote either other so 
mightily that their horses fell down under them. And then they avoided their 
horses, and pulled out their swords, and like two bulls they lashed together with 
great strokes and foins; but ever Sir Launcelot recovered ground upon him, and 
Sir Plenorius traced to have gone about him. But Sir Launcelot would not suffer 
that, but bare him backer and backer, till he came nigh his tower gate. And then 
said Sir Launcelot: I know thee well for a good knight, but wit thou well thy life 
and death is in my hand, and therefore yield thee to me, and thy prisoner. The 
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other answered no word, but struck mightily upon Sir Launcelot's helm, that the 
fire sprang out of his eyes. Then Sir Launcelot doubled his strokes so thick, and 
smote at him so mightily, that he made him kneel upon his knees. And therewith 
Sir Launcelot leapt upon him, and pulled him grovelling down. Then Sir 
Plenorius yielded him, and his tower, and all his prisoners at his will. 

Then Sir Launcelot received him and took his troth; and then he rode to the 
other bridge, and there Sir Launcelot jousted with other three of his brethren, the 
one hight Pillounes, and the other hight Pellogris, and the third Sir Pellandris. 
And first upon horseback Sir Launcelot smote them down, and afterward he beat 
them on foot, and made them to yield them unto him; and then he returned unto 
Sir Plenorius, and there he found in his prison King Carados of Scotland, and 
many other knights, and all they were delivered. And then Sir La Cote Male 
Taile came to Sir Launcelot, and then Sir Launcelot would have given him all 
these fortresses and these bridges. Nay, said La Cote Male Taile, I will not have 
Sir Plenorius' livelihood; with that he will grant you, my lord Sir Launcelot, to 
come unto King Arthur's court, and to be his knight, and all his brethren, I will 
pray you, my lord, to let him have his livelihood. I will well, said Sir Launcelot, 
with this that he will come to the court of King Arthur and become his man, and 
his brethren five. And as for you, Sir Plenorius, I will undertake, said Sir 
Launcelot, at the next feast, so there be a place voided, that ye shall be Knight of 
the Round Table. Sir, said Plenorius, at the next feast of Pentecost I will be at 
Arthur's court, and at that time I will be guided and ruled as King Arthur and ye 
will have me. Then Sir Launcelot and Sir La Cote Male Taile reposed them 
there, unto the time that Sir La Cote Male Taile was whole of his wounds, and 
there they had merry cheer, and good rest, and many good games, and there were 
many fair ladies. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Launcelot made La Cote Male Taile lord of the 

Castle of Pendragon, and after was made knight of the Round Table. 

AND in the meanwhile came Sir Kay, the Seneschal, and Sir Brandiles, and 
anon they fellowshipped with them. And then within ten days, then departed 
those knights of Arthur's court from these fortresses. And as Sir Launcelot came 
by the Castle of Pendragon there he put Sir Brian de les Isles from his lands, for 
cause he would never be withhold with King Arthur; and all that Castle of 
Pendragon and all the lands thereof he gave to Sir La Cote Male Taile. And then 
Sir Launcelot sent for Nerovens that he made once knight, and he made him to 
have all the rule of that castle and of that country, under La Cote Male Taile; and 
so they rode to Arthur's court all wholly together. And at Pentecost next 
following there was Sir Plenorius and Sir La Cote Male Taile, called otherwise 
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by right Sir Breunor le Noire, both made Knights of the Table Round; and great 
lands King Arthur gave them, and there Breunor le Noire wedded that damosel 
Maledisant. And after she was called Beauvivante, but ever after for the more 
part he was called La Cote Male Taile; and he proved a passing noble knight, 
and mighty; and many worshipful deeds he did after in his life; and Sir Plenorius 
proved a noble knight and full of prowess, and all the days of their life for the 
most part they awaited upon Sir Launcelot; and Sir Plenorius' brethren were ever 
knights of King Arthur. And also, as the French book maketh mention, Sir La 
Cote Male Taile avenged his father's death. 


CHAPTER X. How La Beale Isoud sent letters to Sir Tristram by her 
maid Bragwaine, and of divers adventures of Sir Tristram. 

NOW leave we here Sir La Cote Male Taile, and turn we unto Sir Tristram 
de Liones that was in Brittany. When La Beale Isoud understood that he was 
wedded she sent to him by her maiden Bragwaine as piteous letters as could be 
thought and made, and her conclusion was that, an it pleased Sir Tristram, that 
he would come to her court, and bring with him Isoud la Blanche Mains, and 
they should be kept as well as she herself. Then Sir Tristram called unto him Sir 
Kehydius, and asked him whether he would go with him into Cornwall secretly. 
He answered him that he was ready at all times. And then he let ordain privily a 
little vessel, and therein they went, Sir Tristram, Kehydius, Dame Bragwaine, 
and Gouvernail, Sir Tristram's squire. So when they were in the sea a contrarious 
wind blew them on the coasts of North Wales, nigh the Castle Perilous. Then 
said Sir Tristram: Here shall ye abide me these ten days, and Gouvernail, my 
squire, with you. And if so be I come not again by that day take the next way 
into Cornwall; for in this forest are many strange adventures, as I have heard say, 
and some of them I cast me to prove or I depart. And when I may I shall hie me 
after you. 

Then Sir Tristram and Kehydius took their horses and departed from their 
fellowship. And so they rode within that forest a mile and more; and at the last 
Sir Tristram saw afore him a likely knight, armed, sitting by a well, and a strong 
mighty horse passing nigh him tied to an oak, and a man hoving and riding by 
him leading an horse laden with spears. And this knight that sat at the well 
seemed by his countenance to be passing heavy. Then Sir Tristram rode near him 
and said: Fair knight, why sit ye so drooping? ye seem to be a knight-errant by 
your arms and harness, and therefore dress you to joust with one of us, or with 
both. Therewithal that knight made no words, but took his shield and buckled it 
about his neck, and lightly he took his horse and leapt upon him. And then he 
took a great spear of his squire, and departed his way a furlong. Sir Kehydius 
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asked leave of Sir Tristram to joust first. Do your best, said Sir Tristram. So they 
met together, and there Sir Kehydius had a fall, and was sore wounded on high 
above the paps. Then Sir Tristram said: Knight, that is well jousted, now make 
you ready unto me. I am ready, said the knight. And then that knight took a 
greater spear in his hand, and encountered with Sir Tristram, and there by great 
force that knight smote down Sir Tristram from his horse and had a great fall. 
Then Sir Tristram was sore ashamed, and lightly he avoided his horse, and put 
his shield afore his shoulder, and drew his sword. And then Sir Tristram required 
that knight of his knighthood to alight upon foot and fight with him. I will well, 
said the knight; and so he alighted upon foot, and avoided his horse, and cast his 
shield upon his shoulder, and drew his sword, and there they fought a long battle 
together full nigh two hours. Then Sir Tristram said: Fair knight, hold thine 
hand, and tell me of whence thou art, and what is thy name. As for that, said the 
knight, I will be avised; but an thou wilt tell me thy name peradventure I will tell 
thee mine. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Tristram met with Sir Lamorak de Galis, and 
how they fought, and after accorded never to fight together. 

NOW fair knight, he said, my name is Sir Tristram de Liones. Sir, said the 
other knight, and my name is Sir Lamorak de Galis. Ah, Sir Lamorak, said Sir 
Tristram, well be we met, and bethink thee now of the despite thou didst me of 
the sending of the horn unto King Mark's court, to the intent to have slain or 
dishonoured my lady the queen, La Beale Isoud; and therefore wit thou well, 
said Sir Tristram, the one of us shall die or we depart. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, 
remember that we were together in the Isle of Servage, and at that time ye 
promised me great friendship. Then Sir Tristram would make no longer delays, 
but lashed at Sir Lamorak; and thus they fought long till either were weary of 
other. Then Sir Tristram said to Sir Lamorak: In all my life met I never with 
such a knight that was so big and well breathed as ye be, therefore, said Sir 
Tristram, it were pity that any of us both should here be mischieved. Sir said Sir 
Lamorak, for your renown and name I will that ye have the worship of this 
battle, and therefore I will yield me unto you. And therewith he took the point of 
his sword to yield him. Nay, said Sir Tristram, ye shall not do so, for well I 
know your proffers, and more of your gentleness than for any fear or dread ye 
have of me. And therewithal Sir Tristram proffered him his sword and said: Sir 
Lamorak, as an overcome knight I yield me unto you as to a man of the most 
noble prowess that ever I met withal. Nay, said Sir Lamorak, I will do you 
gentleness; I require you let us be sworn together that never none of us shall 
after this day have ado with other. And therewithal Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak 
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sware that never none of them should fight against other, nor for weal nor for 
woe. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Palomides followed the Questing Beast, and 
smote down Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak with one spear. 

AND this meanwhile there came Sir Palomides, the good knight, following 
the Questing Beast that had in shape a head like a serpent's head, and a body like 
a leopard, buttocks like a lion, and footed like an hart; and in his body there was 
such a noise as it had been the noise of thirty couple of hounds questing, and 
such a noise that beast made wheresomever he went; and this beast ever more Sir 
Palomides followed, for it was called his quest. And right so as he followed this 
beast it came by Sir Tristram, and soon after came Palomides. And to brief this 
matter he smote down Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak both with one spear; and so 
he departed after the beast Galtisant, that was called the Questing Beast; 
wherefore these two knights were passing wroth that Sir Palomides would not 
fight on foot with them. Here men may understand that be of worship, that he 
was never formed that all times might stand, but sometime he was put to the 
worse by mal-fortune; and at sometime the worse knight put the better knight to 
a rebuke. 

Then Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak gat Sir Kehydius upon a shield betwixt 
them both, and led him to a forester's lodge, and there they gave him in charge to 
keep him well, and with him they abode three days. Then the two knights took 
their horses and at the cross they departed. And then said Sir Tristram to Sir 
Lamorak: I require you if ye hap to meet with Sir Palomides, say him that he 
shall find me at the same well where I met him, and there I, Sir Tristram, shall 
prove whether he be better knight than I. And so either departed from other a 
sundry way, and Sir Tristram rode nigh thereas was Sir Kehydius; and Sir 
Lamorak rode until he came to a chapel, and there he put his horse unto pasture. 
And anon there came Sir Meliagaunce, that was King Bagdemagus' son, and he 
there put his horse to pasture, and was not ware of Sir Lamorak; and then this 
knight Sir Meliagaunce made his moan of the love that he had to Queen 
Guenever, and there he made a woful complaint. All this heard Sir Lamorak, and 
on the morn Sir Lamorak took his horse and rode unto the forest, and there he 
met with two knights hoving under the wood-shaw. Fair knights, said Sir 
Lamorak, what do ye hoving here and watching? and if ye be knights-errant that 
will joust, lo I am ready. Nay, sir knight, they said, not so, we abide not here to 
joust with you, but we lie here in await of a knight that slew our brother. What 
knight was that, said Sir Lamorak, that you would fain meet withal? Sir, they 
said, it is Sir Launcelot that slew our brother, and if ever we may meet with him 
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he shall not escape, but we shall slay him. Ye take upon you a great charge, said 
Sir Lamorak, for Sir Launcelot is a noble proved knight. As for that we doubt 
not, for there nis none of us but we are good enough for him. I will not believe 
that, said Sir Lamorak, for I heard never yet of no knight the days of my life but 
Sir Launcelot was too big for him. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Lamorak met with Sir Meliagaunce, and 
fought together for the beauty of Dame Guenever. 

RIGHT so as they stood talking thus Sir Lamorak was ware how Sir 
Launcelot came riding straight toward them; then Sir Lamorak saluted him, and 
he him again. And then Sir Lamorak asked Sir Launcelot if there were anything 
that he might do for him in these marches. Nay, said Sir Launcelot, not at this 
time I thank you. Then either departed from other, and Sir Lamorak rode again 
thereas he left the two knights, and then he found them hid in the leaved wood. 
Fie on you, said Sir Lamorak, false cowards, pity and shame it is that any of you 
should take the high order of knighthood. So Sir Lamorak departed from them, 
and within a while he met with Sir Meliagaunce. And then Sir Lamorak asked 
him why he loved Queen Guenever as he did: For I was not far from you when 
ye made your complaint by the chapel. Did ye so? said Sir Meliagaunce, then 
will I abide by it: I love Queen Guenever, what will ye with it? I will prove and 
make good that she is the fairest lady and most of beauty in the world. As to that, 
said Sir Lamorak, I say nay thereto, for Queen Morgawse of Orkney, mother to 
Sir Gawaine, and his mother is the fairest queen and lady that beareth the life. 
That is not so, said Sir Meliagaunce, and that will I prove with my hands upon 
thy body. Will ye so? said Sir Lamorak, and in a better quarrel keep I not to 
fight. Then they departed either from other in great wrath. And then they came 
riding together as it had been thunder, and either smote other so sore that their 
horses fell backward to the earth. And then they avoided their horses, and 
dressed their shields, and drew their swords. And then they hurtled together as 
wild boars, and thus they fought a great while. For Meliagaunce was a good man 
and of great might, but Sir Lamorak was hard big for him, and put him always 
aback, but either had wounded other sore. 

And as they stood thus fighting, by fortune came Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Bleoberis riding. And then Sir Launcelot rode betwixt them, and asked them for 
what cause they fought so together: And ye are both knights of King Arthur! 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Meliagaunce told for what cause they fought, 
and how Sir Lamorak jousted with King Arthur. 
SIR, said Meliagaunce, I shall tell you for what cause we do this battle. I 
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praised my lady, Queen Guenever, and said she was the fairest lady of the world, 
and Sir Lamorak said nay thereto, for he said Queen Morgawse of Orkney was 
fairer than she and more of beauty. Ah, Sir Lamorak, why sayest thou so? it is 
not thy part to dispraise thy princess that thou art under her obeissance, and we 
all. And therewith he alighted on foot, and said: For this quarrel, make thee 
ready, for I will prove upon thee that Queen Guenever is the fairest lady and 
most of bounty in the world. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, I am loath to have ado with 
you in this quarrel, for every man thinketh his own lady fairest; and though I 
praise the lady that I love most ye should not be wroth; for though my lady 
Queen Guenever, be fairest in your eye, wit ye well Queen Morgawse of Orkney 
is fairest in mine eye, and so every knight thinketh his own lady fairest; and wit 
ye well, sir, ye are the man in the world except Sir Tristram that I am most 
loathest to have ado withal, but, an ye will needs fight with me I shall endure 
you as long as I may. Then spake Sir Bleoberis and said: My lord Sir Launcelot, 
I wist you never so misadvised as ye are now, for Sir Lamorak sayeth you but 
reason and knightly; for I warn you I have a lady, and methinketh that she is the 
fairest lady of the world. Were this a great reason that ye should be wroth with 
me for such language? And well ye wot, that Sir Lamorak is as noble a knight as 
I know, and he hath ought you and us ever good will, and therefore I pray you be 
good friends. Then Sir Launcelot said unto Sir Lamorak. I pray you forgive me 
mine evil will, and if I was misadvised I will amend it. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, the 
amends is soon made betwixt you and me. And so Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Bleoberis departed, and Sir Meliagaunce and Sir Lamorak took their horses, and 
either departed from other. 

And within a while came King Arthur, and met with Sir Lamorak, and 
jousted with him; and there he smote down Sir Lamorak, and wounded him sore 
with a spear, and so he rode from him; wherefore Sir Lamorak was wroth that he 
would not fight with him on foot, howbeit that Sir Lamorak knew not King 
Arthur. 


CHAPTER XV. How Sir Kay met with Sir Tristram, and after of the 
shame spoken of the knights of Cornwall, and how they jousted. 

NOW leave we of this tale, and speak we of Sir Tristram, that as he rode he 
met with Sir Kay, the Seneschal; and there Sir Kay asked Sir Tristram of what 
country he was. He answered that he was of the country of Cornwall. It may well 
be, said Sir Kay, for yet heard I never that ever good knight came out of 
Cornwall. That is evil spoken, said Sir Tristram, but an it please you to tell me 
your name I require you. Sir, wit ye well, said Sir Kay, that my name is Sir Kay, 
the Seneschal. Is that your name? said Sir Tristram, now wit ye well that ye are 
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named the shamefullest knight of your tongue that now is living; howbeit ye are 
called a good knight, but ye are called unfortunate, and passing overthwart of 
your tongue. And thus they rode together till they came to a bridge. And there 
was a knight would not let them pass till one of them jousted with him; and so 
that knight jousted with Sir Kay, and there that knight gave Sir Kay a fall: his 
name was Sir Tor, Sir Lamorak's half-brother. And then they two rode to their 
lodging, and there they found Sir Brandiles, and Sir Tor came thither anon after. 
And as they sat at supper these four knights, three of them spake all shame by 
Cornish knights. Sir Tristram heard all that they said and he said but little, but he 
thought the more, but at that time he discovered not his name. 

Upon the morn Sir Tristram took his horse and abode them upon their way. 
And there Sir Brandiles proffered to joust with Sir Tristram, and Sir Tristram 
smote him down, horse and all, to the earth. Then Sir Tor le Fise de Vayshoure 
encountered with Sir Tristram and there Sir Tristram smote him down, and then 
he rode his way, and Sir Kay followed him, but he would not of his fellowship. 
Then Sir Brandiles came to Sir Kay and said: I would wit fain what is that 
knight's name. Come on with me, said Sir Kay, and we shall pray him to tell us 
his name. So they rode together till they came nigh him, and then they were ware 
where he sat by a well, and had put off his helm to drink at the well. And when 
he saw them come he laced on his helm lightly, and took his horse, and proffered 
them to joust. Nay, said Sir Brandiles, we jousted late enough with you, we 
come not in that intent. But for this we come to require you of knighthood to tell 
us your name. My fair knights, sithen that is your desire, and to please you, ye 
shall wit that my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, nephew unto King Mark of 
Cornwall. In good time, said Sir Brandiles, and well be ye found, and wit ye well 
that we be right glad that we have found you, and we be of a fellowship that 
would be right glad of your company. For ye are the knight in the world that the 
noble fellowship of the Round Table most desireth to have the company of. God 
thank them said Sir Tristram, of their great goodness, but as yet I feel well that I 
am unable to be of their fellowship, for I was never yet of such deeds of 
worthiness to be in the company of such a fellowship. Ah, said Sir Kay, an ye be 
Sir Tristram de Liones, ye are the man called now most of prowess except Sir 
Launcelot du Lake; for he beareth not the life, Christian nor heathen, that can 
find such another knight, to speak of his prowess, and of his hands, and his truth 
withal. For yet could there never creature say of him dishonour and make it 
good. Thus they talked a great while, and then they departed either from other 
such ways as them seemed best. 


CHAPTER XVI. How King Arthur was brought into the Forest 
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Perilous, and how Sir Tristram saved his life. 

NOW shall ye hear what was the cause that King Arthur came into the Forest 
Perilous, that was in North Wales, by the means of a lady. Her name was 
Annowre, and this lady came to King Arthur at Cardiff; and she by fair promise 
and fair behests made King Arthur to ride with her into that Forest Perilous; and 
she was a great sorceress; and many days she had loved King Arthur, and 
because she would have him to lie by her she came into that country. So when 
the king was gone with her many of his knights followed after King Arthur when 
they missed him, as Sir Launcelot, Brandiles, and many other; and when she had 
brought him to her tower she desired him to lie by her; and then the king 
remembered him of his lady, and would not lie by her for no craft that she could 
do. Then every day she would make him ride into that forest with his own 
knights, to the intent to have had King Arthur slain. For when this Lady 
Annowre saw that she might not have him at her will, then she laboured by false 
means to have destroyed King Arthur, and slain. 

Then the Lady of the Lake that was alway friendly to King Arthur, she 
understood by her subtle crafts that King Arthur was like to be destroyed. And 
therefore this Lady of the Lake, that hight Nimue, came into that forest to seek 
after Sir Launcelot du Lake or Sir Tristram for to help King Arthur; foras that 
same day this Lady of the Lake knew well that King Arthur should be slain, 
unless that he had help of one of these two knights. And thus she rode up and 
down till she met with Sir Tristram, and anon as she saw him she knew him. O 
my lord Sir Tristram, she said, well be ye met, and blessed be the time that I 
have met with you; for this same day, and within these two hours, shall be done 
the foulest deed that ever was done in this land. O fair damosel, said Sir 
Tristram, may I amend it. Come on with me, she said, and that in all the haste ye 
may, for ye shall see the most worshipfullest knight of the world hard bestead. 
Then said Sir Tristram: I am ready to help such a noble man. He is neither better 
nor worse, said the Lady of the Lake, but the noble King Arthur himself. God 
defend, said Sir Tristram, that ever he should be in such distress. Then they rode 
together a great pace, until they came to a little turret or castle; and underneath 
that castle they saw a knight standing upon foot fighting with two knights; and 
so Sir Tristram beheld them, and at the last the two knights smote down the one 
knight, and that one of them unlaced his helm to have slain him. And the Lady 
Annowre gat King Arthur's sword in her hand to have stricken off his head. And 
therewithal came Sir Tristram with all his might, crying: Traitress, traitress, 
leave that. And anon there Sir Tristram smote the one of the knights through the 
body that he fell dead; and then he rashed to the other and smote his back 
asunder; and in the meanwhile the Lady of the Lake cried to King Arthur: Let 
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not that false lady escape. Then King Arthur overtook her, and with the same 
sword he smote off her head, and the Lady of the Lake took up her head and 
hung it up by the hair of her saddle-bow. And then Sir Tristram horsed King 
Arthur and rode forth with him, but he charged the Lady of the Lake not to 
discover his name as at that time. 

When the king was horsed he thanked heartily Sir Tristram, and desired to 
wit his name; but he would not tell him, but that he was a poor knight 
adventurous; and so he bare King Arthur fellowship till he met with some of his 
knights. And within a while he met with Sir Ector de Maris, and he knew not 
King Arthur nor Sir Tristram, and he desired to joust with one of them. Then Sir 
Tristram rode unto Sir Ector, and smote him from his horse. And when he had 
done so he came again to the king and said: My lord, yonder is one of your 
knights, he may bare you fellowship, and another day that deed that I have done 
for you I trust to God ye shall understand that I would do you service. Alas, said 
King Arthur, let me wit what ye are? Not at this time, said Sir Tristram. So he 
departed and left King Arthur and Sir Ector together. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Tristram came to La Beale Isoud, and how 
Kehydius began to love Beale Isoud, and of a letter that Tristram found. 

AND then at a day set Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak met at the well; and 
then they took Kehydius at the forester's house, and so they rode with him to the 
ship where they left Dame Bragwaine and Gouvernail, and so they sailed into 
Cornwall all wholly together. And by assent and information of Dame 
Bragwaine when they were landed they rode unto Sir Dinas, the Seneschal, a 
trusty friend of Sir Tristram's. And so Dame Bragwaine and Sir Dinas rode to the 
court of King Mark, and told the queen, La Beale Isoud, that Sir Tristram was 
nigh her in that country. Then for very pure joy La Beale Isoud swooned; and 
when she might speak she said: Gentle knight Seneschal, help that I might speak 
with him, outher my heart will brast. Then Sir Dinas and Dame Bragwaine 
brought Sir Tristram and Kehydius privily unto the court, unto a chamber 
whereas La Beale Isoud had assigned it; and to tell the joys that were betwixt La 
Beale Isoud and Sir Tristram, there is no tongue can tell it, nor heart think it, nor 
pen write it. And as the French book maketh mention, at the first time that ever 
Sir Kehydius saw La Beale Isoud he was so enamoured upon her that for very 
pure love he might never withdraw it. And at the last, as ye shall hear or the 
book be ended, Sir Kehydius died for the love of La Beale Isoud. And then 
privily he wrote unto her letters and ballads of the most goodliest that were used 
in those days. And when La Beale Isoud understood his letters she had pity of 
his complaint, and unavised she wrote another letter to comfort him withal. 
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And Sir Tristram was all this while in a turret at the commandment of La 
Beale Isoud, and when she might she came unto Sir Tristram. So on a day King 
Mark played at the chess under a chamber window; and at that time Sir Tristram 
and Sir Kehydius were within the chamber over King Mark, and as it mishapped 
Sir Tristram found the letter that Kehydius sent unto La Beale Isoud, also he had 
found the letter that she wrote unto Kehydius, and at that same time La Beale 
Isoud was in the same chamber. Then Sir Tristram came unto La Beale Isoud 
and said: Madam, here is a letter that was sent unto you, and here is the letter 
that ye sent unto him that sent you that letter. Alas, Madam, the good love that I 
have loved you; and many lands and riches have I forsaken for your love, and 
now ye are a traitress to me, the which doth me great pain. But as for thee, Sir 
Kehydius, I brought thee out of Brittany into this country, and thy father, King 
Howel, I won his lands, howbeit I wedded thy sister Isoud la Blanche Mains for 
the goodness she did unto me. And yet, as I am true knight, she is a clean maiden 
for me; but wit thou well, Sir Kehydius, for this falsehood and treason thou hast 
done me, I will revenge it upon thee. And therewithal Sir Tristram drew out his 
sword and said: Sir Kehydius, keep thee, and then La Beale Isoud swooned to 
the earth. And when Sir Kehydius saw Sir Tristram come upon him he saw none 
other boot, but leapt out at a bay-window even over the head where sat King 
Mark playing at the chess. And when the king saw one come hurling over his 
head he said: Fellow, what art thou, and what is the cause thou leapest out at that 
window? My lord the king, said Kehydius, it fortuned me that I was asleep in the 
window above your head, and as I slept I slumbered, and so I fell down. And 
thus Sir Kehydius excused him. 

CHAP TER XVII. How Sir Tristram departed from Tintagil, and how he 
sorrowed and was so long in a forest till he was out of his mind. 

THEN Sir Tristram dread sore lest he were discovered unto the king that he 
was there; wherefore he drew him to the strength of the Tower, and armed him 
in such armour as he had for to fight with them that would withstand him. And 
so when Sir Tristram saw there was no resistance against him he sent Gouvernail 
for his horse and his spear, and knightly he rode forth out of the castle openly, 
that was called the Castle of Tintagil. And even at gate he met with Gingalin, Sir 
Gawaine's son. And anon Sir Gingalin put his spear in his rest, and ran upon Sir 
Tristram and brake his spear; and Sir Tristram at that time had but a sword, and 
gave him such a buffet upon the helm that he fell down from his saddle, and his 
sword slid adown, and carved asunder his horse's neck. And so Sir Tristram rode 
his way into the forest, and all this doing saw King Mark. And then he sent a 
squire unto the hurt knight, and commanded him to come to him, and so he did. 
And when King Mark wist that it was Sir Gingalin he welcomed him and gave 
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him an horse, and asked him what knight it was that had encountered with him. 
Sir, said Gingalin, I wot not what knight he was, but well I wot that he sigheth 
and maketh great dole. 

Then Sir Tristram within a while met with a knight of his own, that hight Sir 
Fergus. And when he had met with him he made great sorrow, insomuch that he 
fell down off his horse in a swoon, and in such sorrow he was in three days and 
three nights. Then at the last Sir Tristram sent unto the court by Sir Fergus, for to 
spere what tidings. And so as he rode by the way he met with a damosel that 
came from Sir Palomides, to know and seek how Sir Tristram did. Then Sir 
Fergus told her how he was almost out of his mind. Alas, said the damosel, 
where shall I find him? In such a place, said Sir Fergus. Then Sir Fergus found 
Queen Isoud sick in her bed, making the greatest dole that ever any earthly 
woman made. And when the damosel found Sir Tristram she made great dole 
because she might not amend him, for the more she made of him the more was 
his pain. And at the last Sir Tristram took his horse and rode away from her. And 
then was it three days or that she could find him, and then she brought him meat 
and drink, but he would none; and then another time Sir Tristram escaped away 
from the damosel, and it happed him to ride by the same castle where Sir 
Palomides and Sir Tristram did battle when La Beale Isoud departed them. And 
there by fortune the damosel met with Sir Tristram again, making the greatest 
dole that ever earthly creature made; and she yede to the lady of that castle and 
told her of the misadventure of Sir Tristram. Alas, said the lady of that castle, 
where is my lord, Sir Tristram? Right here by your castle, said the damosel. In 
good time, said the lady, is he so nigh me; he shall have meat and drink of the 
best; and an harp I have of his whereupon he taught me, for of goodly harping he 
beareth the prize in the world. So this lady and damosel brought him meat and 
drink, but he ate little thereof. Then upon a night he put his horse from him, and 
then he unlaced his armour, and then Sir Tristram would go into the wilderness, 
and brast down the trees and boughs; and otherwhile when he found the harp that 
the lady sent him, then would he harp, and play thereupon and weep together. 
And sometime when Sir Tristram was in the wood that the lady wist not where 
he was, then would she sit her down and play upon that harp: then would Sir 
Tristram come to that harp, and hearken thereto, and sometime he would harp 
himself. Thus he there endured a quarter of a year. Then at the last he ran his 
way, and she wist not where he was become. And then was he naked and waxed 
lean and poor of flesh; and so he fell in the fellowship of herdmen and 
shepherds, and daily they would give him some of their meat and drink. And 
when he did any shrewd deed they would beat him with rods, and so they 
clipped him with shears and made him like a fool. 


4667 XRN 


CHAPTER XIX. How Sir Tristram soused Dagonet in a well, and how 
Palomides sent a damosel to seek Tristram, and how Palomides met with 
King Mark. 

AND upon a day Dagonet, King Arthur's fool, came into Cornwall with two 
squires with him; and as they rode through that forest they came by a fair well 
where Sir Tristram was wont to be; and the weather was hot, and they alighted to 
drink of that well, and in the meanwhile their horses brake loose. Right so Sir 
Tristram came unto them, and first he soused Sir Dagonet in that well, and after 
his squires, and thereat laughed the shepherds; and forthwithal he ran after their 
horses and brought them again one by one, and right so, wet as they were, he 
made them leap up and ride their ways. Thus Sir Tristram endured there an half 
year naked, and would never come in town nor village. The meanwhile the 
damosel that Sir Palomides sent to seek Sir Tristram, she yede unto Sir 
Palomides and told him all the mischief that Sir Tristram endured. Alas, said Sir 
Palomides, it is great pity that ever so noble a knight should be so mischieved for 
the love of a lady; but nevertheless, I will go and seek him, and comfort him an I 
may. Then a little before that time La Beale Isoud had commanded Sir Kehydius 
out of the country of Cornwall. So Sir Kehydius departed with a dolorous heart, 
and by adventure he met with Sir Palomides, and they enfellowshipped together; 
and either complained to other of their hot love that they loved La Beale Isoud. 
Now let us, said Sir Palomides, seek Sir Tristram, that loved her as well as we, 
and let us prove whether we may recover him. So they rode into that forest, and 
three days and three nights they would never take their lodging, but ever sought 
Sir Tristram. 

And upon a time, by adventure, they met with King Mark that was ridden 
from his men all alone. When they saw him Sir Palomides knew him, but Sir 
Kehydius knew him not. Ah, false king, said Sir Palomides, it is pity thou hast 
thy life, for thou art a destroyer of all worshipful knights, and by thy mischief 
and thy vengeance thou hast destroyed that most noble knight, Sir Tristram de 
Liones. And therefore defend thee, said Sir Palomides, for thou shalt die this 
day. That were shame, said King Mark, for ye two are armed and I am unarmed. 
As for that, said Sir Palomides, I shall find a remedy therefore; here is a knight 
with me, and thou shalt have his harness. Nay, said King Mark, I will not have 
ado with you, for cause have ye none to me; for all the misease that Sir Tristram 
hath was for a letter that he found; for as to me I did to him no displeasure, and 
God knoweth I am full sorry for his disease and malady. So when the king had 
thus excused him they were friends, and King Mark would have had them unto 
Tintagil; but Sir Palomides would not, but turned unto the realm of Logris, and 
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Sir Kehydius said that he would go into Brittany. 

Now turn we unto Sir Dagonet again, that when he and his squires were upon 
horseback he deemed that the shepherds had sent that fool to array them so, 
because that they laughed at them, and so they rode unto the keepers of beasts 
and all to-beat them. Sir Tristram saw them beat that were wont to give him meat 
and drink, then he ran thither and gat Sir Dagonet by the head, and gave him 
such a fall to the earth that he bruised him sore so that he lay still. And then he 
wrast his sword out of his hand, and therewith he ran to one of his squires and 
smote off his head, and the other fled. And so Sir Tristram took his way with that 
sword in his hand, running as he had been wild wood. Then Sir Dagonet rode to 
King Mark and told him how he had sped in that forest. And therefore, said Sir 
Dagonet, beware, King Mark, that thou come not about that well in the forest, 
for there is a fool naked, and that fool and I fool met together, and he had almost 
slain me. Ah, said King Mark, that is Sir Matto le Breune, that fell out of his wit 
because he lost his lady; for when Sir Gaheris smote down Sir Matto and won 
his lady of him, never since was he in his mind, and that was pity, for he was a 
good knight. 


CHAPTER XX. How it was noised how Sir Tristram was dead, and how 
La Beale Isoud would have slain herself. 

THEN Sir Andred, that was cousin unto Sir Tristram, made a lady that was 
his paramour to say and to noise it that she was with Sir Tristram or ever he died. 
And this tale she brought unto King Mark's court, that she buried him by a well, 
and that or he died he besought King Mark to make his cousin, Sir Andred, king 
of the country of Liones, of the which Sir Tristram was lord of. All this did Sir 
Andred because he would have had Sir Tristram's lands. And when King Mark 
heard tell that Sir Tristram was dead he wept and made great dole. But when 
Queen Isoud heard of these tidings she made such sorrow that she was nigh out 
of her mind; and so upon a day she thought to slay herself and never to live after 
Sir Tristram's death. And so upon a day La Beale Isoud gat a sword privily and 
bare it to her garden, and there she pight the sword through a plum tree up to the 
hilt, so that it stuck fast, and it stood breast high. And as she would have run 
upon the sword and to have slain herself all this espied King Mark, how she 
kneeled down and said: Sweet Lord Jesu, have mercy upon me, for I may not 
live after the death of Sir Tristram de Liones, for he was my first love and he 
shall be the last. And with these words came King Mark and took her in his 
arms, and then he took up the sword, and bare her away with him into a tower; 
and there he made her to be kept, and watched her surely, and after that she lay 
long sick, nigh at the point of death. 
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This meanwhile ran Sir Tristram naked in the forest with the sword in his 
hand, and so he came to an hermitage, and there he laid him down and slept; and 
in the meanwhile the hermit stole away his sword, and laid meat down by him. 
Thus was he kept there ten days; and at the last he departed and came to the 
herdmen again. And there was a giant in that country that hight Tauleas, and for 
fear of Sir Tristram more than seven year he durst never much go at large, but 
for the most part he kept him in a sure castle of his own; and so this Tauleas 
heard tell that Sir Tristram was dead, by the noise of the court of King Mark. 
Then this Tauleas went daily at large. And so he happed upon a day he came to 
the herdmen wandering and langering, and there he set him down to rest among 
them. The meanwhile there came a knight of Cornwall that led a lady with him, 
and his name was Sir Dinant; and when the giant saw him he went from the 
herdmen and hid him under a tree, and so the knight came to that well, and there 
he alighted to repose him. And as soon as he was from his horse this giant 
Tauleas came betwixt this knight and his horse, and took the horse and leapt 
upon him. So forthwith he rode unto Sir Dinant and took him by the collar, and 
pulled him afore him upon his horse, and there would have stricken off his head. 
Then the herdmen said unto Sir Tristram: Help yonder knight. Help ye him, said 
Sir Tristram. We dare not, said the herdmen. Then Sir Tristram was ware of the 
sword of the knight thereas it lay; and so thither he ran and took up the sword 
and struck off Sir Tauleas' head, and so he yede his way to the herdmen. 


CHAPTER XXI. How King Mark found Sir Tristram naked, and made 
him to be borne home to Tintagil, and how he was there known by a 
brachet. 

THEN the knight took up the giant's head and bare it with him unto King 
Mark, and told him what adventure betid him in the forest, and how a naked man 
rescued him from the grimly giant, Tauleas. Where had ye this adventure? said 
King Mark. Forsooth, said Sir Dinant, at the fair fountain in your forest where 
many adventurous knights meet, and there is the mad man. Well, said King 
Mark, I will see that wild man. So within a day or two King Mark commanded 
his knights and his hunters that they should be ready on the morn for to hunt, and 
so upon the morn he went unto that forest. And when the king came to that well 
he found there lying by that well a fair naked man, and a sword by him. Then 
King Mark blew and straked, and therewith his knights came to him; and then 
the king commanded his knights to: Take that naked man with fairness, and 
bring him to my castle. So they did softly and fair, and cast mantles upon Sir 
Tristram, and so led him unto Tintagil; and there they bathed him, and washed 
him, and gave him hot suppings till they had brought him well to his 
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remembrance; but all this while there was no creature that knew Sir Tristram, 
nor what man he was. 

So it fell upon a day that the queen, La Beale Isoud, heard of such a man, 
that ran naked in the forest, and how the king had brought him home to the court. 
Then La Beale Isoud called unto her Dame Bragwaine and said: Come on with 
me, for we will go see this man that my lord brought from the forest the last day. 
So they passed forth, and spered where was the sick man. And then a squire told 
the queen that he was in the garden taking his rest, and reposing him against the 
sun. So when the queen looked upon Sir Tristram she was not remembered of 
him. But ever she said unto Dame Bragwaine: Meseemeth I should have seen 
him heretofore in many places. But as soon as Sir Tristram saw her he knew her 
well enough. And then he turned away his visage and wept. 

Then the queen had always a little brachet with her that Sir Tristram gave her 
the first time that ever she came into Cornwall, and never would that brachet 
depart from her but if Sir Tristram was nigh thereas was La Beale Isoud; and this 
brachet was sent from the king's daughter of France unto Sir Tristram for great 
love. And anon as this little brachet felt a savour of Sir Tristram, she leapt upon 
him and licked his lears and his ears, and then she whined and quested, and she 
smelled at his feet and at his hands, and on all parts of his body that she might 
come to. Ah, my lady, said Dame Bragwaine unto La Beale Isoud, alas, alas, 
said she, I see it is mine own lord, Sir Tristram. And thereupon Isoud fell down 
in a swoon, and so lay a great while And when she might speak she said: My 
lord Sir Tristram, blessed be God ye have your life, and now I am sure ye shall 
be discovered by this little brachet, for she will never leave you. And also I am 
sure as soon as my lord, King Mark, do know you he will banish you out of the 
country of Cornwall, or else he will destroy you; for God's sake, mine own lord, 
grant King Mark his will, and then draw you unto the court of King Arthur, for 
there are ye beloved, and ever when I may I shall send unto you; and when ye 
list ye may come to me, and at all times early and late I will be at your 
commandment, to live as poor a life as ever did queen or lady. O Madam, said 
Sir Tristram, go from me, for mickle anger and danger have I escaped for your 
love. 


CHAPTER XXII. How King Mark, by the advice of his council, 
banished Sir Tristram out of Cornwall the term of ten years. 

THEN the queen departed, but the brachet would not from him; and 
therewithal came King Mark, and the brachet set upon him, and bayed at them 
all. There withal Sir Andred spake and said: Sir, this is Sir Tristram, I see by the 
brachet. Nay, said the king, I cannot suppose that. Then the king asked him upon 
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his faith what he was, and what was his name. So God me help, said he, my 
name is Sir Tristram de Liones; now do by me what ye list. Ah, said King Mark, 
me repenteth of your recovery. And then he let call his barons to judge Sir 
Tristram to the death. Then many of his barons would not assent thereto, and in 
especial Sir Dinas, the Seneschal, and Sir Fergus. And so by the advice of them 
all Sir Tristram was banished out of the country for ten year, and thereupon he 
took his oath upon a book before the king and his barons. And so he was made to 
depart out of the country of Cornwall; and there were many barons brought him 
unto his ship, of the which some were his friends and some his foes. And in the 
meanwhile there came a knight of King Arthur's, his name was Dinadan, and his 
coming was for to seek after Sir Tristram; then they showed him where he was 
armed at all points going to the ship. Now fair knight, said Sir Dinadan, or ye 
pass this court that ye will joust with me I require thee. With a good will, said 
Sir Tristram, an these lords will give me leave. Then the barons granted thereto, 
and so they ran together, and there Sir Tristram gave Sir Dinadan a fall. And 
then he prayed Sir Tristram to give him leave to go in his fellowship. Ye shall be 
right welcome, said then Sir Tristram. 

And so they took their horses and rode to their ships together, and when Sir 
Tristram was in the sea he said: Greet well King Mark and all mine enemies, and 
say them I will come again when I may; and well am I rewarded for the fighting 
with Sir Marhaus, and delivered all this country from servage; and well am I 
rewarded for the fetching and costs of Queen Isoud out of Ireland, and the 
danger that I was in first and last, and by the way coming home what danger I 
had to bring again Queen Isoud from the Castle Pluere; and well am I rewarded 
when I fought with Sir Bleoberis for Sir Segwarides' wife; and well am I 
rewarded when I fought with Sir Blamore de Ganis for King Anguish, father 
unto La Beale Isoud; and well am I rewarded when I smote down the good 
knight, Sir Lamorak de Galis, at King Mark's request; and well am I rewarded 
when I fought with the King with the Hundred Knights, and the King of 
Northgalis, and both these would have put his land in servage, and by me they 
were put to a rebuke; and well am I rewarded for the slaying of Tauleas, the 
mighty giant, and many other deeds have I done for him, and now have I my 
warison. And tell King Mark that many noble knights of the Table Round have 
spared the barons of this country for my sake. Also am I not well rewarded when 
I fought with the good knight Sir Palomides and rescued Queen Isoud from him; 
and at that time King Mark said afore all his barons I should have been better 
rewarded. And forthwithal he took the sea. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How a damosel sought help to help Sir Launcelot 
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against thirty knights, and how Sir Tristram fought with them. 

AND at the next landing, fast by the sea, there met with Sir Tristram and 
with Sir Dinadan, Sir Ector de Maris and Sir Bors de Ganis; and there Sir Ector 
jousted with Sir Dinadan, and he smote him and his horse down. And then Sir 
Tristram would have jousted with Sir Bors, and Sir Bors said that he would not 
joust with no Cornish knights, for they are not called men of worship; and all 
this was done upon a bridge. And with this came Sir Bleoberis and Sir Driant, 
and Sir Bleoberis proffered to joust with Sir Tristram, and there Sir Tristram 
smote down Sir Bleoberis. Then said Sir Bors de Ganis: I wist never Cornish 
knight of so great valour nor so valiant as that knight that beareth the trappings 
embroidered with crowns. And then Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan departed from 
them into a forest, and there met them a damosel that came for the love of Sir 
Launcelot to seek after some noble knights of King Arthur's court for to rescue 
Sir Launcelot. And so Sir Launcelot was ordained, for-by the treason of Queen 
Morgan le Fay to have slain Sir Launcelot, and for that cause she ordained thirty 
knights to lie in await for Sir Launcelot, and this damosel knew this treason. And 
for this cause the damosel came for to seek noble knights to help Sir Launcelot. 
For that night, or the day after, Sir Launcelot should come where these thirty 
knights were. And so this damosel met with Sir Bors and Sir Ector and with Sir 
Driant, and there she told them all four of the treason of Morgan le Fay; and then 
they promised her that they would be nigh where Sir Launcelot should meet with 
the thirty knights. And if so be they set upon him we will do rescues as we can. 

So the damosel departed, and by adventure the damosel met with Sir 
Tristram and with Sir Dinadan, and there the damosel told them all the treason 
that was ordained for Sir Launcelot. Fair damosel, said Sir Tristram, bring me to 
that same place where they should meet with Sir Launcelot. Then said Sir 
Dinadan: What will ye do? it is not for us to fight with thirty knights, and wit 
you well I will not thereof; as to match one knight two or three is enough an they 
be men, but for to match fifteen knights that will I never undertake. Fie for 
shame, said Sir Tristram, do but your part. Nay, said Sir Dinadan, I will not 
thereof but if ye will lend me your shield, for ye bear a shield of Cornwall; and 
for the cowardice that is named to the knights of Cornwall, by your shields ye be 
ever forborne. Nay, said Sir Tristram, I will not depart from my shield for her 
sake that gave it me. But one thing, said Sir Tristram, I promise thee, Sir 
Dinadan, but if thou wilt promise me to abide with me, here I shall slay thee, for 
I desire no more of thee but answer one knight. And if thy heart will not serve 
thee, stand by and look upon me and them. Sir, said Sir Dinadan, I promise you 
to look upon and to do what I may to save myself, but I would I had not met with 
you. 
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So then anon these thirty knights came fast by these four knights, and they 
were ware of them, and either of other. And so these thirty knights let them pass, 
for this cause, that they would not wrath them, if case be that they had ado with 
Sir Launcelot; and the four knights let them pass to this intent, that they would 
see and behold what they would do with Sir Launcelot. And so the thirty knights 
passed on and came by Sir Tristram and by Sir Dinadan, and then Sir Tristram 
cried on high: Lo, here is a knight against you for the love of Sir Launcelot. And 
there he slew two with one spear and ten with his sword. And then came in Sir 
Dinadan and he did passing well, and so of the thirty knights there went but ten 
away, and they fled. All this battle saw Sir Bors de Ganis and his three fellows, 
and then they saw well it was the same knight that jousted with them at the 
bridge; then they took their horses and rode unto Sir Tristram, and praised him 
and thanked him of his good deeds, and they all desired Sir Tristram to go with 
them to their lodging; and he said: Nay, he would not go to no lodging. Then 
they all four knights prayed him to tell them his name. Fair lords, said Sir 
Tristram, as at this time I will not tell you my name. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan came to a lodging 

where they must joust with two knights. 

THEN Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan rode forth their way till they came to the 
shepherds and to the herdmen, and there they asked them if they knew any 
lodging or harbour there nigh hand. Forsooth, sirs, said the herdmen, hereby is 
good lodging in a castle; but there is such a custom that there shall no knight be 
harboured but if he joust with two knights, and if he be but one knight he must 
joust with two. And as ye be therein soon shall ye be matched. There is shrewd 
harbour, said Sir Dinadan; lodge where ye will, for I will not lodge there. Fie for 
shame, said Sir Tristram, are ye not a knight of the Table Round? wherefore ye 
may not with your worship refuse your lodging. Not so, said the herdmen, for an 
ye be beaten and have the worse ye shall not be lodged there, and if ye beat them 
ye shall be well harboured. Ah, said Sir Dinadan, they are two sure knights. 
Then Sir Dinadan would not lodge there in no manner but as Sir Tristram 
required him of his knighthood; and so they rode thither. And to make short tale, 
Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan smote them down both, and so they entered into 
the castle and had good cheer as they could think or devise. 

And when they were unarmed, and thought to be merry and in good rest, 
there came in at the gates Sir Palomides and Sir Gaheris, requiring to have the 
custom of the castle. What array is this? said Sir Dinadan, I would have my rest. 
That may not be, said Sir Tristram; now must we needs defend the custom of this 
castle, insomuch as we have the better of the lords of this castle, and therefore, 
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said Sir Tristram, needs must ye make you ready. In the devil's name, said Sir 
Dinadan, came I into your company. And so they made them ready; and Sir 
Gaheris encountered with Sir Tristram, and Sir Gaheris had a fall; and Sir 
Palomides encountered with Sir Dinadan, and Sir Dinadan had a fall: then was it 
fall for fall. So then must they fight on foot. That would not Sir Dinadan, for he 
was so sore bruised of the fall that Sir Palomides gave him. Then Sir Tristram 
unlaced Sir Dinadan's helm, and prayed him to help him. I will not, said Sir 
Dinadan, for I am sore wounded of the thirty knights that we had but late ago to 
do withal. But ye fare, said Sir Dinadan unto Sir Tristram, as a madman and as a 
man that is out of his mind that would cast himself away, and I may curse the 
time that ever I saw you, for in all the world are not two such knights that be so 
wood as is Sir Launcelot and ye Sir Tristram; for once I fell in the fellowship of 
Sir Launcelot as I have done now with you, and he set me a work that a quarter 
of a year I kept my bed. Jesu defend me, said Sir Dinadan, from such two 
knights, and specially from your fellowship. Then, said Sir Tristram, I will fight 
with them both. Then Sir Tristram bade them come forth both, for I will fight 
with you. Then Sir Palomides and Sir Gaheris dressed them, and smote at them 
both. Then Dinadan smote at Sir Gaheris a stroke or two, and turned from him. 
Nay, said Sir Palomides, it is too much shame for us two knights to fight with 
one. And then he did bid Sir Gaheris stand aside with that knight that hath no list 
to fight. Then they rode together and fought long, and at the last Sir Tristram 
doubled his strokes, and drove Sir Palomides aback more than three strides. And 
then by one assent Sir Gaheris and Sir Dinadan went betwixt them, and departed 
them in-sunder. And then by assent of Sir Tristram they would have lodged 
together. But Sir Dinadan would not lodge in that castle. And then he cursed the 
time that ever he came in their fellowship, and so he took his horse, and his 
harness, and departed. 

Then Sir Tristram prayed the lords of that castle to lend him a man to bring 
him to a lodging, and so they did, and overtook Sir Dinadan, and rode to their 
lodging two mile thence with a good man in a priory, and there they were well at 
ease. And that same night Sir Bors and Sir Bleoberis, and Sir Ector and Sir 
Driant, abode still in the same place thereas Sir Tristram fought with the thirty 
knights; and there they met with Sir Launcelot the same night, and had made 
promise to lodge with Sir Colgrevance the same night. 


CHAPTER XXV. How Sir Tristram jousted with Sir Kay and Sir 
Sagramore le Desirous, and how Sir Gawaine turned Sir Tristram from 
Morgan le Fay. 
BUT anon as the noble knight, Sir Launcelot, heard of the shield of 
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Cornwall, then wist he well that it was Sir Tristram that fought with his enemies. 
And then Sir Launcelot praised Sir Tristram, and called him the man of most 
worship in the world. So there was a knight in that priory that hight Pellinore, 
and he desired to wit the name of Sir Tristram, but in no wise he could not; and 
so Sir Tristram departed and left Sir Dinadan in the priory, for he was so weary 
and so sore bruised that he might not ride. Then this knight, Sir Pellinore, said to 
Sir Dinadan: Sithen that ye will not tell me that knight's name I will ride after 
him and make him to tell me his name, or he shall die therefore. Beware, sir 
knight, said Sir Dinadan, for an ye follow him ye shall repent it. So that knight, 
Sir Pellinore, rode after Sir Tristram and required him of jousts. Then Sir 
Tristram smote him down and wounded him through the shoulder, and so he 
passed on his way. And on the next day following Sir Tristram met with 
pursuivants, and they told him that there was made a great cry of tournament 
between King Carados of Scotland and the King of North Wales, and either 
should joust against other at the Castle of Maidens; and these pursuivants sought 
all the country after the good knights, and in especial King Carados let make 
seeking for Sir Launcelot du Lake, and the King of Northgalis let seek after Sir 
Tristram de Liones. And at that time Sir Tristram thought to be at that jousts; and 
so by adventure they met with Sir Kay, the Seneschal, and Sir Sagramore le 
Desirous; and Sir Kay required Sir Tristram to joust, and Sir Tristram in a 
manner refused him, because he would not be hurt nor bruised against the great 
jousts that should be before the Castle of Maidens, and therefore thought to 
repose him and to rest him. And alway Sir Kay cried: Sir knight of Cornwall, 
joust with me, or else yield thee to me as recreant. When Sir Tristram heard him 
say so he turned to him, and then Sir Kay refused him and turned his back. Then 
Sir Tristram said: As I find thee I shall take thee. Then Sir Kay turned with evil 
will, and Sir Tristram smote Sir Kay down, and so he rode forth. 

Then Sir Sagramore le Desirous rode after Sir Tristram, and made him to 
joust with him, and there Sir Tristram smote down Sir Sagramore le Desirous 
from his horse, and rode his way; and the same day he met with a damosel that 
told him that he should win great worship of a knight adventurous that did much 
harm in all that country. When Sir Tristram heard her say so, he was glad to go 
with her to win worship. So Sir Tristram rode with that damosel a six mile, and 
then met him Sir Gawaine, and therewithal Sir Gawaine knew the damosel, that 
she was a damosel of Queen Morgan le Fay. Then Sir Gawaine understood that 
she led that knight to some mischief. Fair knight, said Sir Gawaine, whither ride 
you now with that damosel? Sir, said Sir Tristram, I wot not whither I shall ride 
but as the damosel will lead me. Sir, said Sir Gawaine, ye shall not ride with her, 
for she and her lady did never good, but ill. And then Sir Gawaine pulled out his 
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sword and said: Damosel, but if thou tell me anon for what cause thou leadest 
this knight with thee thou shalt die for it right anon: I know all your lady's 
treason, and yours. Mercy, Sir Gawaine, she said, and if ye will save my life I 
will tell you. Say on, said Sir Gawaine, and thou shalt have thy life. Sir, she said, 
Queen Morgan le Fay, my lady, hath ordained a thirty ladies to seek and espy 
after Sir Launcelot or Sir Tristram, and by the trains of these ladies, who that 
may first meet any of these two knights they should turn them unto Morgan le 
Fay's castle, saying that they should do deeds of worship; and if any of the two 
knights came there, there be thirty knights lying and watching in a tower to wait 
upon Sir Launcelot or upon Sir Tristram. Fie for shame, said Sir Gawaine, that 
ever such false treason should be wrought or used in a queen, and a king's sister, 
and a king and queen's daughter. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How Sir Tristram and Sir Gawaine rode to have 
foughten with the thirty knights, but they durst not come out. 

SIR, said Sir Gawaine, will ye stand with me, and we will see the malice of 
these thirty knights. Sir, said Sir Tristram, go ye to them, an it please you, and ye 
shall see I will not fail you, for it is not long ago since I and a fellow met with 
thirty knights of that queen's fellowship; and God speed us so that we may win 
worship. So then Sir Gawaine and Sir Tristram rode toward the castle where 
Morgan le Fay was, and ever Sir Gawaine deemed well that he was Sir Tristram 
de Liones, because he heard that two knights had slain and beaten thirty knights. 
And when they came afore the castle Sir Gawaine spake on high and said: Queen 
Morgan le Fay, send out your knights that ye have laid in a watch for Sir 
Launcelot and for Sir Tristram. Now, said Sir Gawaine, I know your false 
treason, and through all places where that I ride men shall know of your false 
treason; and now let see, said Sir Gawaine, whether ye dare come out of your 
castle, ye thirty knights. Then the queen spake and all the thirty knights at once, 
and said: Sir Gawaine, full well wottest thou what thou dost and sayest; for by 
God we know thee passing well, but all that thou speakest and dost, thou sayest 
it upon pride of that good knight that is there with thee. For there be some of us 
that know full well the hands of that knight over all well. And wit thou well, Sir 
Gawaine, it is more for his sake than for thine that we will not come out of this 
castle. For wit ye well, Sir Gawaine, the knight that beareth the arms of 
Cornwall, we know him and what he is. 

Then Sir Gawaine and Sir Tristram departed and rode on their ways a day or 
two together; and there by adventure, they met with Sir Kay and Sir Sagramore 
le Desirous. And then they were glad of Sir Gawaine, and he of them, but they 
wist not what he was with the shield of Cornwall, but by deeming. And thus they 
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rode together a day or two. And then they were ware of Sir Breuse Saunce Pite 
chasing a lady for to have slain her, for he had slain her paramour afore. Hold 
you all still, said Sir Gawaine, and show none of you forth, and ye shall see me 
reward yonder false knight; for an he espy you he is so well horsed that he will 
escape away. And then Sir Gawaine rode betwixt Sir Breuse and the lady, and 
said: False knight, leave her, and have ado with me. When Sir Breuse saw no 
more but Sir Gawaine he feutred his spear, and Sir Gawaine against him; and 
there Sir Breuse overthrew Sir Gawaine, and then he rode over him, and 
overthwart him twenty times to have destroyed him; and when Sir Tristram saw 
him do so villainous a deed, he hurled out against him. And when Sir Breuse 
saw him with the shield of Cornwall he knew him well that it was Sir Tristram, 
and then he fled, and Sir Tristram followed after him; and Sir Breuse Saunce 
Pite was so horsed that he went his way quite, and Sir Tristram followed him 
long, for he would fain have been avenged upon him. And so when he had long 
chased him, he saw a fair well, and thither he rode to repose him, and tied his 
horse till a tree. 


CHAPTER XXVII. How damosel Bragwaine found Tristram sleeping 

by a well, and how she delivered letters to him from La Beale Isoud. 

AND then he pulled off his helm and washed his visage and his hands, and 
so he fell asleep. In the meanwhile came a damosel that had sought Sir Tristram 
many ways and days within this land. And when she came to the well she looked 
upon him, and had forgotten him as in remembrance of Sir Tristram, but by his 
horse she knew him, that hight Passe-Brewel that had been Sir Tristram's horse 
many years. For when he was mad in the forest Sir Fergus kept him. So this 
lady, Dame Bragwaine, abode still till he was awake. So when she saw him 
wake she saluted him, and he her again, for either knew other of old 
acquaintance; then she told him how she had sought him long and broad, and 
there she told him how she had letters from Queen La Beale Isoud. Then anon 
Sir Tristram read them, and wit ye well he was glad, for therein was many a 
piteous complaint. Then Sir Tristram said: Lady Bragwaine, ye shall ride with 
me till that tournament be done at the Castle of Maidens, and then shall bear 
letters and tidings with you. And then Sir Tristram took his horse and sought 
lodging, and there he met with a good ancient knight and prayed him to lodge 
with him. Right so came Gouvernail unto Sir Tristram, that was glad of that 
lady. So this old knight's name was Sir Pellounes, and he told of the great 
tournament that should be at the Castle of Maidens. And there Sir Launcelot and 
thirty-two knights of his blood had ordained shields of Cormmwall. And right so 
there came one unto Sir Pellounes, and told him that Sir Persides de Bloise was 
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come home; then that knight held up his hands and thanked God of his coming 
home. And there Sir Pellounes told Sir Tristram that in two years he had not seen 
his son, Sir Persides. Sir, said Sir Tristram, I know your son well enough for a 
good knight. 

So on a time Sir Tristram and Sir Persides came to their lodging both at once, 
and so they unarmed them, and put upon them their clothing. And then these two 
knights each welcomed other. And when Sir Persides understood that Sir 
Tristram was of Cornwall, he said he was once in Cornwall: And there I jousted 
afore King Mark; and so it happed me at that time to overthrow ten knights, and 
then came to me Sir Tristram de Liones and overthrew me, and took my lady 
away from me, and that shall I never forget, but I shall remember me an ever I 
see my time. Ah, said Sir Tristram, now I understand that ye hate Sir Tristram. 
What deem ye, ween ye that Sir Tristram is not able to withstand your malice? 
Yes, said Sir Persides, I know well that Sir Tristram is a noble knight and a 
much better knight than I, yet shall I not owe him my good will. Right as they 
stood thus talking at a bay-window of that castle, they saw many knights riding 
to and fro toward the tournament. And then was Sir Tristram ware of a likely 
knight riding upon a great black horse, and a black-covered shield. What knight 
is that, said Sir Tristram, with the black horse and the black shield? he seemeth a 
good knight. I know him well, said Sir Persides, he is one of the best knights of 
the world. Then is it Sir Launcelot, said Tristram. Nay, said Sir Persides, it is Sir 
Palomides, that is yet unchristened. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. How Sir Tristram had a fall with Sir Palomides, 
and how Launcelot overthrew two knights. 

THEN they saw much people of the country salute Sir Palomides. And 
within a while after there came a squire of the castle, that told Sir Pellounes that 
was lord of that castle, that a knight with a black shield had smitten down 
thirteen knights. Fair brother, said Sir Tristram unto Sir Persides, let us cast upon 
us cloaks, and let us go see the play. Not so, said Sir Persides, we will not go like 
knaves thither, but we will ride like men and good knights to withstand our 
enemies. So they armed them, and took their horses and great spears, and thither 
they went thereas many knights assayed themself before the tournament. And 
anon Sir Palomides saw Sir Persides, and then he sent a squire unto him and 
said: Go thou to the yonder knight with the green shield and therein a lion of 
gold, and say him I require him to joust with me, and tell him that my name is 
Sir Palomides. When Sir Persides understood that request of Sir Palomides, he 
made him ready, and there anon they met together, but Sir Persides had a fall. 
Then Sir Tristram dressed him to be revenged upon Sir Palomides, and that saw 
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Sir Palomides that was ready and so was not Sir Tristram, and took him at an 
advantage and smote him over his horse's tail when he had no spear in his rest. 
Then stert up Sir Tristram and took his horse lightly, and was wroth out of 
measure, and sore ashamed of that fall. Then Sir Tristram sent unto Sir 
Palomides by Gouvernail, and prayed him to joust with him at his request. Nay, 
said Sir Palomides, as at this time I will not joust with that knight, for I know 
him better than he weeneth. And if he be wroth he may right it to-morn at the 
Castle of Maidens, where he may see me and many other knights. 

With that came Sir Dinadan, and when he saw Sir Tristram wroth he list not 
to jape. Lo, said Sir Dinadan, here may a man prove, be a man never so good yet 
may he have a fall, and he was never so wise but he might be overseen, and he 
rideth well that never fell. So Sir Tristram was passing wroth, and said to Sir 
Persides and to Sir Dinadan: I will revenge me. Right so as they stood talking 
there, there came by Sir Tristram a likely knight riding passing soberly and 
heavily with a black shield. What knight is that? said Sir Tristram unto Sir 
Persides. I know him well, said Sir Persides, for his name is Sir Briant of North 
Wales; so he passed on among other knights of North Wales. And there came in 
Sir Launcelot du Lake with a shield of the arms of Cornwall, and he sent a squire 
unto Sir Briant, and required him to joust with him. Well, said Sir Briant, sithen 
I am required to joust I will do what I may; and there Sir Launcelot smote down 
Sir Briant from his horse a great fall. And then Sir Tristram marvelled what 
knight he was that bare the shield of Cornwall. Whatsoever he be, said Sir 
Dinadan, I warrant you he is of King Ban's blood, the which be knights of the 
most noble prowess in the world, for to account so many for so many. Then 
there came two knights of Northgalis, that one hight Hew de la Montaine, and 
the other Sir Madok de la Montaine, and they challenged Sir Launcelot foot-hot. 
Sir Launcelot not refusing them but made him ready, with one spear he smote 
them down both over their horses’ croups; and so Sir Launcelot rode his way. By 
the good lord, said Sir Tristram, he is a good knight that beareth the shield of 
Cornwall, and meseemeth he rideth in the best manner that ever I saw knight 
ride. 

Then the King of Northgalis rode unto Sir Palomides and prayed him heartily 
for his sake to joust with that knight that hath done us of Northgalis despite. Sir, 
said Sir Palomides, I am full loath to have ado with that knight, and cause why 
is, for as to-morn the great tournament shall be; and therefore I will keep myself 
fresh by my will. Nay, said the King of Northgalis, I pray you require him of 
jousts. Sir, said Sir Palomides, I will joust at your request, and require that 
knight to joust with me, and often I have seen a man have a fall at his own 
request. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. How Sir Launcelot jousted with Palomides and 
overthrew him, and after he was assailed with twelve knights. 

THEN Sir Palomides sent unto Sir Launcelot a squire, and required him of 
jousts. Fair fellow, said Sir Launcelot, tell me thy lord's name. Sir, said the 
squire, my lord's name is Sir Palomides, the good knight. In good hour, said Sir 
Launcelot, for there is no knight that I saw this seven years that I had liefer ado 
withal than with him. And so either knights made them ready with two great 
spears. Nay, said Sir Dinadan, ye shall see that Sir Palomides will quit him right 
well. It may be so, said Sir Tristram, but I undertake that knight with the shield 
of Comwall shall give him a fall. I believe it not, said Sir Dinadan. Right so they 
spurred their horses and feutred their spears, and either hit other, and Sir 
Palomides brake a spear upon Sir Launcelot, and he sat and moved not; but Sir 
Launcelot smote him so lightly that he made his horse to avoid the saddle, and 
the stroke brake his shield and the hauberk, and had he not fallen he had been 
slain. How now, said Sir Tristram, I wist well by the manner of their riding both 
that Sir Palomides should have a fall. 

Right so Sir Launcelot rode his way, and rode to a well to drink and to 
repose him, and they of Northgalis espied him whither he rode; and then there 
followed him twelve knights for to have mischieved him, for this cause that upon 
the morn at the tournament of the Castle of Maidens that he should not win the 
victory. So they came upon Sir Launcelot suddenly, and unnethe he might put 
upon him his helm and take his horse, but they were in hands with him; and then 
Sir Launcelot gat his spear, and rode through them, and there he slew a knight 
and brake a spear in his body. Then he drew his sword and smote upon the right 
hand and upon the left hand, so that within a few strokes he had slain other three 
knights, and the remnant that abode he wounded them sore all that did abide. 
Thus Sir Launcelot escaped from his enemies of North Wales, and then Sir 
Launcelot rode his way till a friend, and lodged him till on the morn; for he 
would not the first day have ado in the tournament because of his great labour. 
And on the first day he was with King Arthur thereas he was set on high upon a 
scaffold to discern who was best worthy of his deeds. So Sir Launcelot was with 
King Arthur, and jousted not the first day. 


CHAPTER XXX. How Sir Tristram behaved him the first day of the 
tournament, and there he had the prize. 
NOW turn we unto Sir Tristram de Liones, that commanded Gouvernail, his 
servant, to ordain him a black shield with none other remembrance therein. And 
so Sir Persides and Sir Tristram departed from their host Sir Pellounes, and they 
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rode early toward the tournament, and then they drew them to King Carados' 
side, of Scotland; and anon knights began the field what of King Northgalis' part, 
and what of King Carados' part, and there began great party. Then there was 
hurling and rashing. Right so came in Sir Persides and Sir Tristram and so they 
did fare that they put the King of Northgalis aback. Then came in Sir Bleoberis 
de Ganis and Sir Gaheris with them of Northgalis, and then was Sir Persides 
smitten down and almost slain, for more than forty horse men went over him. 
For Sir Bleoberis did great deeds of arms, and Sir Gaheris failed him not. When 
Sir Tristram beheld them, and saw them do such deeds of arms, he marvelled 
what they were. Also Sir Tristram thought shame that Sir Persides was so done 
to; and then he gat a great spear in his hand, and then he rode to Sir Gaheris and 
smote him down from his horse. And then was Sir Bleoberis wroth, and gat a 
spear and rode against Sir Tristram in great ire; and there Sir Tristram met with 
him, and smote Sir Bleoberis from his horse So then the King with the Hundred 
Knights was wroth, and he horsed Sir Bleoberis and Sir Gaheris again, and there 
began a great medley; and ever Sir Tristram held them passing short, and ever 
Sir Bleoberis was passing busy upon Sir Tristram; and there came Sir Dinadan 
against Sir Tristram, and Sir Tristram gave him such a buffet that he swooned in 
his saddle. Then anon Sir Dinadan came to Sir Tristram and said: Sir, I know 
thee better than thou weenest; but here I promise thee my troth I will never come 
against thee more, for I promise thee that sword of thine shall never come on 
mine helm. 

With that came Sir Bleoberis, and Sir Tristram gave him such a buffet that 
down he laid his head; and then he caught him so sore by the helm that he pulled 
him under his horse's feet. And then King Arthur blew to lodging. Then Sir 
Tristram departed to his pavilion, and Sir Dinadan rode with him; and Sir 
Persides and King Arthur then, and the kings upon both parties, marvelled what 
knight that was with the black shield. Many said their advice, and some knew 
him for Sir Tristram, and held their peace and would nought say. So that first 
day King Arthur, and all the kings and lords that were judges, gave Sir Tristram 
the prize; howbeit they knew him not, but named him the Knight with the Black 
Shield. 


CHAPTER XXXI. How Sir Tristram returned against King Arthur's 
party because he saw Sir Palomides on that party. 

THEN upon the morn Sir Palomides returned from the King of Northgalis, 
and rode to King Arthur's side, where was King Carados, and the King of 
Ireland, and Sir Launcelot's kin, and Sir Gawaine's kin. So Sir Palomides sent 
the damosel unto Sir Tristram that he sent to seek him when he was out of his 
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mind in the forest, and this damosel asked Sir Tristram what he was and what 
was his name? As for that, said Sir Tristram, tell Sir Palomides ye shall not wit 
as at this time unto the time I have broken two spears upon him. But let him wit 
thus much, said Sir Tristram, that I am the same knight that he smote down in 
over-evening[*10] at the tournament; and tell him plainly on what party that Sir 
Palomides be I will be of the contrary party. Sir, said the damosel, ye shall 
understand that Sir Palomides will be on King Arthur's side, where the most 
noble knights of the world be. In the name of God, said Sir Tristram, then will I 
be with the King of Northgalis, because Sir Palomides will be on King Arthur's 
side, and else I would not but for his sake. So when King Arthur was come they 
blew unto the field; and then there began a great party, and so King Carados 
jousted with the King of the Hundred Knights, and there King Carados had a 
fall: then was there hurling and rushing, and right so came in knights of King 
Arthur's, and they bare aback the King of Northgalis' knights. 

[*10] "the evening afore," W. de W. 

Then Sir Tristram came in, and began so roughly and so bigly that there was 
none might withstand him, and thus Sir Tristram dured long. And at the last Sir 
Tristram fell among the fellowship of King Ban, and there fell upon him Sir 
Bors de Ganis, and Sir Ector de Maris, and Sir Blamore de Ganis, and many 
other knights. And then Sir Tristram smote on the right hand and on the left 
hand, that all lords and ladies spake of his noble deeds. But at the last Sir 
Tristram should have had the worse had not the King with the Hundred Knights 
been. And then he came with his fellowship and rescued Sir Tristram, and 
brought him away from those knights that bare the shields of Cornwall. And then 
Sir Tristram saw another fellowship by themself, and there were a forty knights 
together, and Sir Kay, the Seneschal, was their governor. Then Sir Tristram rode 
in amongst them, and there he smote down Sir Kay from his horse; and there he 
fared among those knights like a greyhound among conies. 

Then Sir Launcelot found a knight that was sore wounded upon the head. Sir, 
said Sir Launcelot, who wounded you so sore? Sir, he said, a knight that beareth 
a black shield, and I may curse the time that ever I met with him, for he is a devil 
and no man. So Sir Launcelot departed from him and thought to meet with Sir 
Tristram, and so he rode with his sword drawn in his hand to seek Sir Tristram; 
and then he espied him how he hurled here and there, and at every stroke Sir 
Tristram wellnigh smote down a knight. O mercy Jesu! said the king, sith the 
times I bare arms saw I never no knight do so marvellous deeds of arms. And if I 
should set upon this knight, said Sir Launcelot to himself, I did shame to myself, 
and therewithal Sir Launcelot put up his sword. And then the King with the 
Hundred Knights and an hundred more of North Wales set upon the twenty of 
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Sir Launcelot's kin: and they twenty knights held them ever together as wild 
swine, and none would fail other. And so when Sir Tristram beheld the noblesse 
or these twenty knights he marvelled of their good deeds, for he saw by their fare 
and by their rule that they had liefer die than avoid the field. Now Jesu, said Sir 
Tristram, well may he be valiant and full of prowess that hath such a sort of 
noble knights unto his kin, and full like is he to be a noble man that is their 
leader and governor. He meant it by Sir Launcelot du Lake. So when Sir 
Tristram had beholden them long he thought shame to see two hundred knights 
battering upon twenty knights. Then Sir Tristram rode unto the King with the 
Hundred Knights and said: Sir, leave your fighting with those twenty knights, for 
ye win no worship of them, ye be so many and they so few; and wit ye well they 
will not out of the field I see by their cheer and countenance; and worship get ye 
none an ye slay them. Therefore leave your fighting with them, for I to increase 
my worship I will ride to the twenty knights and help them with all my might 
and power. Nay, said the King with the Hundred Knights, ye shall not do so; 
now I see your courage and courtesy I will withdraw my knights for your 
pleasure, for evermore a good knight will favour another, and like will draw to 
like. 


CHAPTER XXXII. How Sir Tristram found Palomides by a well, and 
brought him with him to his lodging. 

THEN the King with the Hundred Knights withdrew his knights. And all this 
while, and long to-fore, Sir Launcelot had watched upon Sir Tristram with a very 
purpose to have fellowshipped with him. And then suddenly Sir Tristram, Sir 
Dinadan, and Gouvernail, his man, rode their way into the forest, that no man 
perceived where they went. So then King Arthur blew unto lodging, and gave 
the King of Northgalis the prize because Sir Tristram was upon his side. Then 
Sir Launcelot rode here and there, so wood as lion that fauted his fill, because he 
had lost Sir Tristram, and so he returned unto King Arthur. And then in all the 
field was a noise that with the wind it might be heard two mile thence, how the 
lords and ladies cried: The Knight with the Black Shield hath won the field. 
Alas, said King Arthur, where is that knight become? It is shame to all those in 
the field so to let him escape away from you; but with gentleness and courtesy 
ye might have brought him unto me to the Castle of Maidens. Then the noble 
King Arthur went unto his knights and comforted them in the best wise that he 
could, and said: My fair fellows, be not dismayed, howbeit ye have lost the field 
this day. And many were hurt and sore wounded, and many were whole. My 
fellows, said King Arthur, look that ye be of good cheer, for to-morn I will be in 
the field with you and revenge you of your enemies. So that night King Arthur 
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and his knights reposed themself. 

The damosel that came from La Beale Isoud unto Sir Tristram, all the while 
the tournament was a-doing she was with Queen Guenever, and ever the queen 
asked her for what cause she came into that country. Madam, she answered, I 
come for none other cause but from my lady La Beale Isoud to wit of your 
welfare. For in no wise she would not tell the queen that she came for Sir 
Tristram's sake. So this lady, Dame Bragwaine, took her leave of Queen 
Guenever, and she rode after Sir Tristram. And as she rode through the forest she 
heard a great cry; then she commanded her squire to go into the forest to wit 
what was that noise. And so he came to a well, and there he found a knight 
bounden till a tree crying as he had been wood, and his horse and his harness 
standing by him. And when he espied that squire, therewith he abraid and brake 
himself loose, and took his sword in his hand, and ran to have slain the squire. 
Then he took his horse and fled all that ever he might unto Dame Bragwaine, 
and told her of his adventure. Then she rode unto Sir Tristram's pavilion, and 
told Sir Tristram what adventure she had found in the forest. Alas, said Sir 
Tristram, upon my head there is some good knight at mischief. 

Then Sir Tristram took his horse and his sword and rode thither, and there he 
heard how the knight complained unto himself and said: I, woful knight Sir 
Palomides, what misadventure befalleth me, that thus am defoiled with 
falsehood and treason, through Sir Bors and Sir Ector. Alas, he said, why live I 
so long! And then he gat his sword in his hands, and made many strange signs 
and tokens; and so through his raging he threw his sword into that fountain. 
Then Sir Palomides wailed and wrang his hands. And at the last for pure sorrow 
he ran into that fountain, over his belly, and sought after his sword. Then Sir 
Tristram saw that, and ran upon Sir Palomides, and held him in his arms fast. 
What art thou, said Palomides, that holdeth me so? I am a man of this forest that 
would thee none harm. Alas, said Sir Palomides, I may never win worship where 
Sir Tristram is; for ever where he is an I be there, then get I no worship; and if he 
be away for the most part I have the gree, unless that Sir Launcelot be there or 
Sir Lamorak. Then Sir Palomides said: Once in Ireland Sir Tristram put me to 
the worse, and another time in Cornwall, and in other places in this land. What 
would ye do, said Sir Tristram, an ye had Sir Tristram? I would fight with him, 
said Sir Palomides, and ease my heart upon him; and yet, to say thee sooth, Sir 
Tristram is the gentlest knight in this world living. What will ye do, said Sir 
Tristram, will ye go with me to your lodging? Nay, said he, I will go to the King 
with the Hundred Knights, for he rescued me from Sir Bors de Ganis and Sir 
Ector and else had I been slain traitorly. Sir Tristram said him such kind words 
that Sir Palomides went with him to his lodging. Then Gouvernail went to-fore, 
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and charged Dame Bragwaine to go out of the way to her lodging And bid ye Sir 
Persides that he make him no quarrels. And so they rode together till they came 
to Sir Tristram's pavilion, and there Sir Palomides had all the cheer that might be 
had all that night. But in no wise Sir Palomides might not know what was Sir 
Tristram; and so after supper they yede to rest, and Sir Tristram for great travail 
slept till it was day. And Sir Palomides might not sleep for anguish; and in the 
dawning of the day he took his horse privily, and rode his way unto Sir Gaheris 
and unto Sir Sagramore le Desirous, where they were in their pavilions; for they 
three were fellows at the beginning of the tournament. And then upon the morn 
the king blew unto the tournament upon the third day. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. How Sir Tristram smote down Sir Palomides, and 
how he jousted with King Arthur, and other feats. 

SO the King of Northgalis and the King with the Hundred Knights, they two 
encountered with King Carados and with the King of Ireland; and there the King 
with the Hundred Knights smote down King Carados, and the King of 
Northgalis smote down the King of Ireland. With that came in Sir Palomides, 
and when he came he made great work, for by his indented shield he was well 
known. So came in King Arthur, and did great deeds of arms together, and put 
the King of Northgalis and the King with the Hundred Knights to the worse. 
With this came in Sir Tristram with his black shield, and anon he jousted with 
Sir Palomides, and there by fine force Sir Tristram smote Sir Palomides over his 
horse's croup. Then King Arthur cried: Knight with the Black Shield, make thee 
ready to me, and in the same wise Sir Tristram smote King Arthur. And then by 
force of King Arthur's knights the King and Sir Palomides were horsed again. 
Then King Arthur with a great eager heart he gat a spear in his hand, and there 
upon the one side he smote Sir Tristram over his horse. Then foot-hot Sir 
Palomides came upon Sir Tristram, as he was upon foot, to have overridden him. 
Then Sir Tristram was ware of him, and there he stooped aside, and with great 
ire he gat him by the arm, and pulled him down from his horse. Then Sir 
Palomides lightly arose, and then they dashed together mightily with their 
swords; and many kings, queens, and lords, stood and beheld them. And at the 
last Sir Tristram smote Sir Palomides upon the helm three mighty strokes, and at 
every stroke that he gave him he said: This for Sir Tristram's sake. With that Sir 
Palomides fell to the earth grovelling. 

Then came the King with the Hundred Knights, and brought Sir Tristram an 
horse, and so was he horsed again. By then was Sir Palomides horsed, and with 
great ire he jousted upon Sir Tristram with his spear as it was in the rest, and 
gave him a great dash with his sword. Then Sir Tristram avoided his spear, and 
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gat him by the neck with his both hands, and pulled him clean out of his saddle, 
and so he bare him afore him the length of ten spears, and then in the presence of 
them all he let him fall at his adventure. Then Sir Tristram was ware of King 
Arthur with a naked sword in his hand, and with his spear Sir Tristram ran upon 
King Arthur; and then King Arthur boldly abode him and with his sword he 
smote a-two his spear, and therewithal Sir Tristram stonied; and so King Arthur 
gave him three or four strokes or he might get out his sword, and at the last Sir 
Tristram drew his sword and [either] assailed other passing hard. With that the 
great press departed [them]. Then Sir Tristram rode here and there and did his 
great pain, that eleven of the good knights of the blood of King Ban, that was of 
Sir Launcelot's kin, that day Sir Tristram smote down; that all the estates 
marvelled of his great deeds and all cried upon the Knight with the Black Shield. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. How Sir Launcelot hurt Sir Tristram, and how 
after Sir Tristram smote down Sir Palomides. 

THEN this cry was so large that Sir Launcelot heard it. And then he gat a 
great spear in his hand and came towards the cry. Then Sir Launcelot cried: The 
Knight with the Black Shield, make thee ready to joust with me. When Sir 
Tristram heard him say so he gat his spear in his hand, and either abashed down 
their heads, and came together as thunder; and Sir Tristram's spear brake in 
pieces, and Sir Launcelot by malfortune struck Sir Tristram on the side a deep 
wound nigh to the death; but yet Sir Tristram avoided not his saddle, and so the 
spear brake. Therewithal Sir Tristram that was wounded gat out his sword, and 
he rushed to Sir Launcelot, and gave him three great strokes upon the helm that 
the fire sprang thereout, and Sir Launcelot abashed his head lowly toward his 
saddle-bow. And therewithal Sir Tristram departed from the field, for he felt him 
so wounded that he weened he should have died; and Sir Dinadan espied him 
and followed him into the forest. Then Sir Launcelot abode and did many 
marvellous deeds. 

So when Sir Tristram was departed by the forest's side he alighted, and 
unlaced his harness and freshed his wound; then weened Sir Dinadan that he 
should have died. Nay, nay, said Sir Tristram, Dinadan never dread thee, for I 
am heart-whole, and of this wound I shall soon be whole, by the mercy of God. 
By that Sir Dinadan was ware where came Palomides riding straight upon them. 
And then Sir Tristram was ware that Sir Palomides came to have destroyed him. 
And so Sir Dinadan gave him warning, and said: Sir Tristram, my lord, ye are so 
sore wounded that ye may not have ado with him, therefore I will ride against 
him and do to him what I may, and if I be slain ye may pray for my soul; and in 
the meanwhile ye may withdraw you and go into the castle, or in the forest, that 
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he shall not meet with you. Sir Tristram smiled and said: I thank you, Sir 
Dinadan, of your good will, but ye shall wit that I am able to handle him. And 
then anon hastily he armed him, and took his horse, and a great spear in his 
hand, and said to Sir Dinadan: Adieu; and rode toward Sir Palomides a soft pace. 
Then when Sir Palomides saw that, he made countenance to amend his horse, 
but he did it for this cause, for he abode Sir Gaheris that came after him. And 
when he was come he rode toward Sir Tristram. Then Sir Tristram sent unto Sir 
Palomides, and required him to joust with him; and if he smote down Sir 
Palomides he would do no more to him; and if it so happened that Sir Palomides 
smote down Sir Tristram, he bade him do his utterance. So they were accorded. 
Then they met together, and Sir Tristram smote down Sir Palomides that he had 
a grievous fall, so that he lay still as he had been dead. And then Sir Tristram ran 
upon Sir Gaheris, and he would not have jousted; but whether he would or not 
Sir Tristram smote him over his horse's croup, that he lay still as though he had 
been dead. And then Sir Tristram rode his way and left Sir Persides' squire 
within the pavilions, and Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan rode to an old knight's 
place to lodge them. And that old knight had five sons at the tournament, for 
whom he prayed God heartily for their coming home. And so, as the French 
book saith, they came home all five well beaten. 

And when Sir Tristram departed into the forest Sir Launcelot held alway the 
stour like hard, as a man araged that took no heed to himself, and wit ye well 
there was many a noble knight against him. And when King Arthur saw Sir 
Launcelot do so marvellous deeds of arms he then armed him, and took his horse 
and his armour, and rode into the field to help Sir Launcelot; and so many 
knights came in with King Arthur. And to make short tale in conclusion, the 
King of Northgalis and the King of the Hundred Knights were put to the worse; 
and because Sir Launcelot abode and was the last in the field the prize was given 
him. But Sir Launcelot would neither for king, queen, nor knight, have the prize, 
but where the cry was cried through the field: Sir Launcelot, Sir Launcelot hath 
won the field this day, Sir Launcelot let make another cry contrary: Sir Tristram 
hath won the field, for he began first, and last he hath endured, and so hath he 
done the first day, the second, and the third day. 


CHAPTER XXXV. How the prize of the third day was given to Sir 
Launcelot, and Sir Launcelot gave it to Sir Tristram. 

THEN all the estates and degrees high and low said of Sir Launcelot great 
worship, for the honour that he did unto Sir Tristram; and for that honour doing 
to Sir Tristram he was at that time more praised and renowned than an he had 
overthrown five hundred knights; and all the people wholly for this gentleness, 
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first the estates both high and low, and after the commonalty cried at once: Sir 
Launcelot hath won the field whosoever say nay. Then was Sir Launcelot wroth 
and ashamed, and so therewithal he rode to King Arthur. Alas, said the king, we 
are all dismayed that Sir Tristram is thus departed from us. By God, said King 
Arthur, he is one of the noblest knights that ever I saw hold spear or sword in 
hand, and the most courteoust knight in his fighting; for full hard I saw him, said 
King Arthur, when he smote Sir Palomides upon the helm thrice, that he abashed 
his helm with his strokes, and also he said: Here is a stroke for Sir Tristram, and 
thus thrice he said. Then King Arthur, Sir Launcelot, and Sir Dodinas le Savage 
took their horses to seek Sir Tristram, and by the means of Sir Persides he had 
told King Arthur where Sir Tristram was in his pavilion. But when they came 
there, Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan were gone. 

Then King Arthur and Sir Launcelot were heavy, and returned again to the 
Castle of Maidens making great dole for the hurt of Sir Tristram, and his sudden 
departing. So God me help, said King Arthur, I am more heavy that I cannot 
meet with him than for all the hurts that all my knights have had at the 
tournament. Right so came Sir Gaheris and told King Arthur how Sir Tristram 
had smitten down Sir Palomides, and it was at Sir Palomides' own request. Alas, 
said King Arthur, that was great dishonour to Sir Palomides, inasmuch as Sir 
Tristram was sore wounded, and now may we all, kings, and knights, and men of 
worship, say that Sir Tristram may be called a noble knight, and one of the best 
knights that ever I saw the days of my life. For I will that ye all, kings and 
knights, know, said King Arthur, that I never saw knight do so marvellously as 
he hath done these three days; for he was the first that began and that longest 
held on, save this last day. And though he was hurt, it was a manly adventure of 
two noble knights, and when two noble men encounter needs must the one have 
the worse, like as God will suffer at that time. As for me, said Sir Launcelot, for 
all the lands that ever my father left me I would not have hurt Sir Tristram an I 
had known him at that time; that I hurt him was for I saw not his shield. For an I 
had seen his black shield, I would not have meddled with him for many causes; 
for late he did as much for me as ever did knight, and that is well known that he 
had ado with thirty knights, and no help save Sir Dinadan. And one thing shall I 
promise, said Sir Launcelot, Sir Palomides shall repent it as in his unkindly 
dealing for to follow that noble knight that I by mishap hurted thus. Sir 
Launcelot said all the worship that might be said by Sir Tristram. Then King 
Arthur made a great feast to all that would come. And thus we let pass King 
Arthur, and a little we will turn unto Sir Palomides, that after he had a fall of Sir 
Tristram, he was nigh-hand araged out of his wit for despite of Sir Tristram. And 
so he followed him by adventure. And as he came by a river, in his woodness he 
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would have made his horse to have leapt over; and the horse failed footing and 
fell in the river, wherefore Sir Palomides was adread lest he should have been 
drowned; and then he avoided his horse, and swam to the land, and let his horse 
go down by adventure. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. How Palomides came to the castle where Sir 
Tristram was, and of the quest that Sir Launcelot and ten knights made for 
Sir Tristram. 

AND when he came to the land he took off his harness, and sat roaring and 
crying as a man out of his mind. Right so came a damosel even by Sir 
Palomides, that was sent from Sir Gawaine and his brother unto Sir Mordred, 
that lay sick in the same place with that old knight where Sir Tristram was. For, 
as the French book saith, Sir Persides hurt so Sir Mordred a ten days afore; and 
had it hot been for the love of Sir Gawaine and his brother, Sir Persides had slain 
Sir Mordred. And so this damosel came by Sir Palomides, and she and he had 
language together, the which pleased neither of them; and so the damosel rode 
her ways till she came to the old knight's place, and there she told that old knight 
how she met with the woodest knight by adventure that ever she met withal. 
What bare he in his shield? said Sir Tristram. It was indented with white and 
black, said the damosel. Ah, said Sir Tristram, that was Sir Palomides, the good 
knight. For well I know him, said Sir Tristram, for one of the best knights living 
in this realm. Then that old knight took a little hackney, and rode for Sir 
Palomides, and brought him unto his own manor; and full well knew Sir 
Tristram Sir Palomides, but he said but little, for at that time Sir Tristram was 
walking upon his feet, and well amended of his hurts; and always when Sir 
Palomides saw Sir Tristram he would behold him full marvellously, and ever 
him seemed that he had seen him. Then would he say unto Sir Dinadan: An ever 
I may meet with Sir Tristram he shall not escape mine hands. I marvel, said Sir 
Dinadan, that ye boast behind Sir Tristram, for it is but late that he was in your 
hands, and ye in his hands; why would ye not hold him when ye had him? for I 
saw myself twice or thrice that ye gat but little worship of Sir Tristram. Then 
was Sir Palomides ashamed. So leave we them a little while in the old castle 
with the old knight Sir Darras. 

Now shall we speak of King Arthur, that said to Sir Launcelot: Had not ye 
been we had not lost Sir Tristram, for he was here daily unto the time ye met 
with him, and in an evil time, said Arthur, ye encountered with him. My lord 
Arthur, said Launcelot, ye put upon me that I should be cause of his departition; 
God knoweth it was against my will. But when men be hot in deeds of arms oft 
they hurt their friends as well as their foes. And my lord, said Sir Launcelot, ye 
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shall understand that Sir Tristram is a man that I am loath to offend, for he hath 
done for me more than ever I did for him as yet. But then Sir Launcelot made 
bring forth a book: and then Sir Launcelot said: Here we are ten knights that will 
swear upon a book never to rest one night where we rest another this 
twelvemonth until that we find Sir Tristram. And as for me, said Sir Launcelot, I 
promise you upon this book that an I may meet with him, either with fairness or 
foulness I shall bring him to this court, or else I shall die therefore. And the 
names of these ten knights that had undertaken this quest were these following: 
First was Sir Launcelot, Sir Ector de Maris, Sir Bors de Ganis, and Bleoberis, 
and Sir Blamore de Ganis, and Lucan the Butler, Sir Uwaine, Sir Galihud 
Lionel, and Galiodin. So these ten noble knights departed from the court of King 
Arthur, and so they rode upon their quest together until they came to a cross 
where departed four ways, and there departed the fellowship in four to seek Sir 
Tristram. 

And as Sir Launcelot rode by adventure he met with Dame Bragwaine that 
was sent into that country to seek Sir Tristram, and she fled as fast as her palfrey 
might go. So Sir Launcelot met with her and asked her why she fled. Ah, fair 
knight, said Dame Bragwaine, I flee for dread of my life, for here followeth me 
Sir Breuse Saunce Pite to slay me. Hold you nigh me, said Sir Launcelot. Then 
when Sir Launcelot saw Sir Breuse Saunce Pite, Sir Launcelot cried unto him, 
and said: False knight destroyer of ladies and damosels, now thy last days be 
come. When Sir Breuse Saunce Pite saw Sir Launcelot's shield he knew it well, 
for at that time he bare not the arms of Cornwall, but he bare his own shield. 
And then Sir Breuse fled, and Sir Launcelot followed after him. But Sir Breuse 
was so well horsed that when him list to flee he might well flee, and also abide 
when him list. And then Sir Launcelot returned unto Dame Bragwaine, and she 
thanked him of his great labour. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. How Sir Tristram, Sir Palomides, and Sir Dinadan 

were taken and put in prison. 

NOW will we speak of Sir Lucan the butler, that by fortune he came riding 
to the same place thereas was Sir Tristram, and in he came in none other intent 
but to ask harbour. Then the porter asked what was his name. Tell your lord that 
my name is Sir Lucan, the butler, a Knight of the Round Table. So the porter 
went unto Sir Darras, lord of the place, and told him who was there to ask 
harbour. Nay, nay, said Sir Daname, that was nephew to Sir Darras, say him that 
he shall not be lodged here, but let him wit that I, Sir Daname, will meet with 
him anon, and bid him make him ready. So Sir Daname came forth on 
horseback, and there they met together with spears, and Sir Lucan smote down 
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Sir Daname over his horse's croup, and then he fled into that place, and Sir 
Lucan rode after him, and asked after him many times. 

Then Sir Dinadan said to Sir Tristram: It is shame to see the lord's cousin of 
this place defoiled. Abide, said Sir Tristram, and I shall redress it. And in the 
meanwhile Sir Dinadan was on horseback, and he jousted with Lucan the butler, 
and there Sir Lucan smote Dinadan through the thick of the thigh, and so he rode 
his way; and Sir Tristram was wroth that Sir Dinadan was hurt, and followed 
after, and thought to avenge him; and within a while he overtook Sir Lucan, and 
bade him turn; and so they met together so that Sir Tristram hurt Sir Lucan 
passing sore and gave him a fall. With that came Sir Uwaine, a gentle knight, 
and when he saw Sir Lucan so hurt he called Sir Tristram to joust with him. Fair 
knight, said Sir Tristram, tell me your name I require you. Sir knight, wit ye well 
my name is Sir Uwaine le Fise de Roy Ureine. Ah, said Sir Tristram, by my will 
I would not have ado with you at no time. Ye shall not so, said Sir Uwaine, but 
ye shall have ado with me. And then Sir Tristram saw none other bote, but rode 
against him, and overthrew Sir Uwaine and hurt him in the side, and so he 
departed unto his lodging again. And when Sir Dinadan understood that Sir 
Tristram had hurt Sir Lucan he would have ridden after Sir Lucan for to have 
slain him, but Sir Tristram would not suffer him. Then Sir Uwaine let ordain an 
horse litter, and brought Sir Lucan to the abbey of Ganis, and the castle thereby 
hight the Castle of Ganis, of the which Sir Bleoberis was lord. And at that castle 
Sir Launcelot promised all his fellows to meet in the quest of Sir Tristram. 

So when Sir Tristram was come to his lodging there came a damosel that told 
Sir Darras that three of his sons were slain at that tournament, and two 
grievously wounded that they were never like to help themself. And all this was 
done by a noble knight that bare the black shield, and that was he that bare the 
prize. Then came there one and told Sir Darras that the same knight was within, 
him that bare the black shield. Then Sir Darras yede unto Sir Tristram's chamber, 
and there he found his shield and showed it to the damosel. Ah sir, said the 
damosel, that same is he that slew your three sons. Then without any tarrying Sir 
Darras put Sir Tristram, and Sir Palomides, and Sir Dinadan, within a strong 
prison, and there Sir Tristram was like to have died of great sickness; and every 
day Sir Palomides would reprove Sir Tristram of old hate betwixt them. And 
ever Sir Tristram spake fair and said little. But when Sir Palomides saw the 
falling of sickness of Sir Tristram, then was he heavy for him, and comforted 
him in all the best wise he could. And as the French book saith, there came forty 
knights to Sir Darras that were of his own kin, and they would have slain Sir 
Tristram and his two fellows, but Sir Darras would not suffer that, but kept them 
in prison, and meat and drink they had. So Sir Tristram endured there great pain, 
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for sickness had undertaken him, and that is the greatest pain a prisoner may 
have. For all the while a prisoner may have his health of body he may endure 
under the mercy of God and in hope of good deliverance; but when sickness 
toucheth a prisoner's body, then may a prisoner say all wealth is him bereft, and 
then he hath cause to wail and to weep. Right so did Sir Tristram when sickness 
had undertaken him, for then he took such sorrow that he had almost slain 
himself. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. How King Mark was sorry for the good renown 
of Sir Tristram. Some of King Arthur's knights jousted with knights of 
Cornwall. 

NOW will we speak, and leave Sir Tristram, Sir Palomides, and Sir Dinadan 
in prison, and speak we of other knights that sought after Sir Tristram many 
divers parts of this land. And some yede into Cornwall; and by adventure Sir 
Gaheris, nephew unto King Arthur, came unto King Mark, and there he was well 
received and sat at King Mark's own table and ate of his own mess. Then King 
Mark asked Sir Gaheris what tidings there were in the realm of Logris. Sir, said 
Sir Gaheris, the king reigneth as a noble knight; and now but late there was a 
great jousts and tournament as ever I saw any in the realm of Logris, and the 
most noble knights were at that jousts. But there was one knight that did 
marvellously three days, and he bare a black shield, and of all knights that ever I 
saw he proved the best knight. Then, said King Mark, that was Sir Launcelot, or 
Sir Palomides the paynim. Not so, said Sir Gheris, for both Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Palomides were on the contrary party against the Knight with the Black Shield. 
Then was it Sir Tristram, said the king. Yea, said Sir Gaheris. And therewithal 
the king smote down his head, and in his heart he feared sore that Sir Tristram 
should get him such worship in the realm of Logris wherethrough that he himself 
should not be able to withstand him. Thus Sir Gaheris had great cheer with King 
Mark, and with Queen La Beale Isoud, the which was glad of Sir Gaheris' words; 
for well she wist by his deeds and manners that it was Sir Tristram. And then the 
king made a feast royal, and to that feast came Sir Uwaine le Fise de Roy 
Ureine, and some called him Uwaine le Blanchemains. And this Sir Uwaine 
challenged all the knights of Cornwall. Then was the king wood wroth that he 
had no knights to answer him. Then Sir Andred, nephew unto King Mark, leapt 
up and said: I will encounter with Sir Uwaine. Then he yede and armed him and 
horsed him in the best manner. And there Sir Uwaine met with Sir Andred, and 
smote him down that he swooned on the earth. Then was King Mark sorry and 
wroth out of measure that he had no knight to revenge his nephew, Sir Andred. 

So the king called unto him Sir Dinas, the Seneschal, and prayed him for his 
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sake to take upon him to joust with Sir Uwaine. Sir, said Sir Dinas, I am full 
loath to have ado with any knight of the Round Table. Yet, said the king, for my 
love take upon thee to joust. So Sir Dinas made him ready, and anon they 
encountered together with great spears, but Sir Dinas was overthrown, horse and 
man, a great fall. Who was wroth but King Mark! Alas, he said, have I no knight 
that will encounter with yonder knight? Sir, said Sir Gaheris, for your sake I will 
joust. So Sir Gaheris made him ready, and when he was armed he rode into the 
field. And when Sir Uwaine saw Sir Gaheris' shield he rode to him and said: Sir, 
ye do not your part. For, sir, the first time ye were made Knight of the Round 
Table ye sware that ye should not have ado with your fellowship wittingly. And 
pardie, Sir Gaheris, ye knew me well enough by my shield, and so do I know 
you by your shield, and though ye would break your oath I would not break 
mine; for there is not one here, nor ye, that shall think I am afeard of you, but I 
durst right well have ado with you, and yet we be sisters’ sons. Then was Sir 
Gaheris ashamed, and so therewithal every knight went their way, and Sir 
Uwaine rode into the country. 

Then King Mark armed him, and took his horse and his spear, with a squire 
with him. And then he rode afore Sir Uwaine, and suddenly at a gap he ran upon 
him as he that was not ware of him, and there he smote him almost through the 
body, and there left him. So within a while there came Sir Kay and found Sir 
Uwaine, and asked him how he was hurt. I wot not, said Sir Uwaine, why nor 
wherefore, but by treason I am sure I gat this hurt; for here came a knight 
suddenly upon me or that I was ware, and suddenly hurt me. Then there was 
come Sir Andred to seek King Mark. Thou traitor knight, said Sir Kay, an I wist 
it were thou that thus traitorly hast hurt this noble knight thou shouldst never 
pass my hands. Sir, said Sir Andred, I did never hurt him, and that I will report 
me to himself. Fie on you false knight, said Sir Kay, for ye of Cornwall are 
nought worth. So Sir Kay made carry Sir Uwaine to the Abbey of the Black 
Cross, and there he was healed. And then Sir Gaheris took his leave of King 
Mark, but or he departed he said: Sir king, ye did a foul shame unto you and 
your court, when ye banished Sir Tristram out of this country, for ye needed not 
to have doubted no knight an he had been here. And so he departed. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. Of the treason of King Mark, and how Sir Gaheris 
smote him down and Andred his cousin. 

THEN there came Sir Kay, the Seneschal, unto King Mark, and there he had 
good cheer showing outward. Now, fair lords, said he, will ye prove any 
adventure in the forest of Morris, in the which I know well is as hard an 
adventure as I know any. Sir, said Sir Kay, I will prove it. And Sir Gaheris said 
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he would be avised for King Mark was ever full of treason: and therewithal Sir 
Gaheris departed and rode his way. And by the same way that Sir Kay should 
ride he laid him down to rest, charging his squire to wait upon Sir Kay; And 
warn me when he cometh. So within a while Sir Kay came riding that way, and 
then Sir Gaheris took his horse and met him, and said: Sir Kay, ye are not wise 
to ride at the request of King Mark, for he dealeth all with treason. Then said Sir 
Kay: I require you let us prove this adventure. I shall not fail you, said Sir 
Gaheris. And so they rode that time till a lake that was that time called the 
Perilous Lake, and there they abode under the shaw of the wood. 

The meanwhile King Mark within the castle of Tintagil avoided all his 
barons, and all other save such as were privy with him were avoided out of his 
chamber. And then he let call his nephew Sir Andred, and bade arm him and 
horse him lightly; and by that time it was midnight. And so King Mark was 
armed in black, horse and all; and so at a privy postern they two issued out with 
their varlets with them, and rode till they came to that lake. Then Sir Kay espied 
them first, and gat his spear, and proffered to joust. And King Mark rode against 
him, and smote each other full hard, for the moon shone as the bright day. And 
there at that jousts Sir Kay's horse fell down, for his horse was not so big as the 
king's horse, and Sir Kay's horse bruised him full sore. Then Sir Gaheris was 
wroth that Sir Kay had a fall. Then he cried: Knight, sit thou fast in thy saddle, 
for I will revenge my fellow. Then King Mark was afeard of Sir Gaheris, and so 
with evil will King Mark rode against him, and Sir Gaheris gave him such a 
stroke that he fell down. So then forthwithal Sir Gaheris ran unto Sir Andred and 
smote him from his horse quite, that his helm smote in the earth, and nigh had 
broken his neck. And therewithal Sir Gaheris alighted, and gat up Sir Kay. And 
then they yode both on foot to them, and bade them yield them, and tell their 
names outher they should die. Then with great pain Sir Andred spake first, and 
said: It is King Mark of Cornwall, therefore be ye ware what ye do, and I am Sir 
Andred, his cousin. Fie on you both, said Sir Gaheris, for a false traitor, and false 
treason hast thou wrought and he both, under the feigned cheer that ye made us! 
it were pity, said Sir Gaheris, that thou shouldst live any longer. Save my life, 
said King Mark, and I will make amends; and consider that I am a king anointed. 
It were the more shame, said Sir Gaheris, to save thy life; thou art a king 
anointed with cream, and therefore thou shouldst hold with all men of worship; 
and therefore thou art worthy to die. With that he lashed at King Mark without 
saying any more, and covered him with his shield and defended him as he might. 
And then Sir Kay lashed at Sir Andred, and therewithal King Mark yielded him 
unto Sir Gaheris. And then he kneeled adown, and made his oath upon the cross 
of the sword, that never while he lived he would be against errant-knights. And 
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also he sware to be good friend unto Sir Tristram if ever he came into Cornwall. 

By then Sir Andred was on the earth, and Sir Kay would have slain him. Let 
be, said Sir Gaheris, slay him not I pray you. It were pity, said Sir Kay, that he 
should live any longer, for this is nigh cousin unto Sir Tristram, and ever he hath 
been a traitor unto him, and by him he was exiled out of Cornwall, and therefore 
I will slay him, said Sir Kay. Ye shall not, said Sir Gaheris; sithen I have given 
the king his life, I pray you give him his life. And therewithal Sir Kay let him go. 
And so Sir Kay and Sir Gaheris rode their way unto Dinas, the Seneschal, for 
because they heard say that he loved well Sir Tristram. So they reposed them 
there, and soon after they rode unto the realm of Logris. And so within a little 
while they met with Sir Launcelot that always had Dame Bragwaine with him, to 
that intent he weened to have met the sooner with Sir Tristram; and Sir 
Launcelot asked what tidings in Cornwall, and whether they heard of Sir 
Tristram or not. Sir Kay and Sir Gaheris answered and said, that they heard not 
of him. Then they told Sir Launcelot word by word of their adventure. Then Sir 
Launcelot smiled and said: Hard it is to take out of the flesh that is bred in the 
bone; and so made them merry together. 


CHAPTER XL. How after that Sir Tristram, Sir Palomides, and Sir 
Dinadan had been long in prison they were delivered. 

NOW leave we off this tale, and speak we of sir Dinas that had within the 
castle a paramour, and she loved another knight better than him. And so when sir 
Dinas went out a-hunting she slipped down by a towel, and took with her two 
brachets, and so she yede to the knight that she loved, and he her again. And 
when sir Dinas came home and missed his paramour and his brachets, then was 
he the more wrother for his brachets than for the lady. So then he rode after the 
knight that had his paramour, and bade him turn and joust. So sir Dinas smote 
him down, that with the fall he brake his leg and his arm. And then his lady and 
paramour cried sir Dinas mercy, and said she would love him better than ever 
she did. Nay, said sir Dinas, I shall never trust them that once betrayed me, and 
therefore, as ye have begun, so end, for I will never meddle with you. And so sir 
Dinas departed, and took his brachets with him, and so rode to his castle. 

Now will we turn unto sir Launcelot, that was right heavy that he could 
never hear no tidings of sir Tristram, for all this while he was in prison with sir 
Darras, Palomides, and Dinadan. Then Dame Bragwaine took her leave to go 
into Cornwall, and sir Launcelot, sir Kay, and sir Gaheris rode to seek sir 
Tristram in the country of Surluse. 

Now speaketh this tale of sir Tristram and of his two fellows, for every day 
sir Palomides brawled and said language against sir Tristram. I marvel, said sir 
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Dinadan, of thee, sir Palomides, an thou haddest sir Tristram here thou wouldst 
do him no harm; for an a wolf and a sheep were together in a prison the wolf 
would suffer the sheep to be in peace. And wit thou well, said sir Dinadan, this 
same is sir Tristram at a word, and now must thou do thy best with him, and let 
see now if ye can skift it with your hands. Then was sir Palomides abashed and 
said little. Sir Palomides, then said sir Tristram, I have heard much of your 
maugre against me, but I will not meddle with you as at this time by my will, 
because I dread the lord of this place that hath us in governance; for an I dread 
him not more than I do thee, soon it should be skift: so they peaced themself. 
Right so came in a damosel and said: Knights, be of good cheer, for ye are sure 
of your lives, and that I heard say my lord, Sir Darras. Then were they glad all 
three, for daily they weened they should have died. 

Then soon after this Sir Tristram fell sick that he weened to have died; then 
Sir Dinadan wept, and so did Sir Palomides under them both making great 
sorrow. So a damosel came in to them and found them mourning. Then she went 
unto Sir Darras, and told him how that mighty knight that bare the black shield 
was likely to die. That shall not be, said Sir Darras, for God defend when knights 
come to me for succour that I should suffer them to die within my prison. 
Therefore, said Sir Darras to the damosel, fetch that knight and his fellows afore 
me. And then anon Sir Darras saw Sir Tristram brought afore him. He said: Sir 
knight, me repenteth of thy sickness for thou art called a full noble knight, and 
so it seemeth by thee; and wit ye well it shall never be said that Sir Darras shall 
destroy such a noble knight as thou art in prison, howbeit that thou hast slain 
three of my sons whereby I was greatly aggrieved. But now shalt thou go and thy 
fellows, and your harness and horses have been fair and clean kept, and ye shall 
go where it liketh you, upon this covenant, that thou, knight, wilt promise me to 
be good friend to my sons two that be now alive, and also that thou tell me thy 
name. Sir, said he, as for me my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, and in Cornwall 
was I born, and nephew I am unto King Mark. And as for the death of your sons 
I might not do withal, for an they had been the next kin that I have I might have 
done none otherwise. And if I had slain them by treason or treachery I had been 
worthy to have died. All this I consider, said Sir Darras, that all that ye did was 
by force of knighthood, and that was the cause I would not put you to death. But 
sith ye be Sir Tristram, the good knight, I pray you heartily to be my good friend 
and to my sons. Sir, said Sir Tristram, I promise you by the faith of my body, 
ever while I live I will do you service, for ye have done to us but as a natural 
knight ought to do. Then Sir Tristram reposed him there till that he was amended 
of his sickness; and when he was big and strong they took their leave, and every 
knight took their horses, and so departed and rode together till they came to a 


4697 XRN 


cross way. Now fellows, said Sir Tristram, here will we depart in sundry ways. 
And because Sir Dinadan had the first adventure of him I will begin. 


CHAPTER XLI. How Sir Dinadan rescued a lady from Sir Breuse 

Saunce Pite, and how Sir Tristram received a shield of Morgan le Fay. 

SO as Sir Dinadan rode by a well he found a lady making great dole. What 
aileth you? said Sir Dinadan. Sir knight, said the lady, I am the wofullest lady of 
the world, for within these five days here came a knight called Sir Breuse 
Saunce Pite, and he slew mine own brother, and ever since he hath kept me at his 
own will, and of all men in the world I hate him most; and therefore I require 
you of knighthood to avenge me, for he will not tarry, but be here anon. Let him 
come, said Sir Dinadan, and because of honour of all women I will do my part. 
With this came Sir Breuse, and when he saw a knight with his lady he was wood 
wroth. And then he said: Sir knight, keep thee from me. So they hurtled together 
as thunder, and either smote other passing sore, but Sir Dinadan put him through 
the shoulder a grievous wound, and or ever Sir Dinadan might turn him Sir 
Breuse was gone and fled. Then the lady prayed him to bring her to a castle there 
beside but four mile thence; and so Sir Dinadan brought her there, and she was 
welcome, for the lord of that castle was her uncle; and so Sir Dinadan rode his 
way upon his adventure. 

Now turn we this tale unto Sir Tristram, that by adventure he came to a castle 
to ask lodging, wherein was Queen Morgan le Fay; and so when Sir Tristram 
was let into that castle he had good cheer all that night. And upon the morn when 
he would have departed the queen said: Wit ye well ye shall not depart lightly, 
for ye are here as a prisoner. Jesu defend! said Sir Tristram, for I was but late a 
prisoner. Fair knight, said the queen, ye shall abide with me till that I wit what 
ye are and from whence ye come. And ever the queen would set Sir Tristram on 
her own side, and her paramour on the other side. And ever Queen Morgan 
would behold Sir Tristram, and thereat the knight was jealous, and was in will 
suddenly to have run upon Sir Tristram with a sword, but he left it for shame. 
Then the queen said to Sir Tristram: Tell me thy name, and I shall suffer you to 
depart when ye will. Upon that covenant I tell you my name is Sir Tristram de 
Liones. Ah, said Morgan le Fay, an I had wist that, thou shouldst not have 
departed so soon as thou shalt. But sithen I have made a promise I will hold it, 
with that thou wilt promise me to bear upon thee a shield that I shall deliver thee, 
unto the castle of the Hard Rock, where King Arthur had cried a great 
tournament, and there I pray you that ye will be, and to do for me as much deeds 
of arms as ye may do. For at the Castle of Maidens, Sir Tristram, ye did 
marvellous deeds of arms as ever I heard knight do. Madam, said Sir Tristram, 
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let me see the shield that I shall bear. Then the shield was brought forth, and the 
field was goldish, with a king and a queen therein painted, and a knight standing 
above them, [one foot] upon the king's head, and the other upon the queen's. 
Madam, said Sir Tristram, this is a fair shield and a mighty; but what signifieth 
this king and this queen, and the knight standing upon both their heads? I shall 
tell you, said Morgan le Fay, it signifieth King Arthur and Queen Guenever, and 
a knight who holdeth them both in bondage and in servage. Who is that knight? 
said Sir Tristram. That shall ye not wit as at this time, said the queen. But as the 
French book saith, Queen Morgan loved Sir Launcelot best, and ever she desired 
him, and he would never love her nor do nothing at her request, and therefore 
she held many knights together for to have taken him by strength. And because 
she deemed that Sir Launcelot loved Queen Guenever paramour, and she him 
again, therefore Queen Morgan le Fay ordained that shield to put Sir Launcelot 
to a rebuke, to that intent that King Arthur might understand the love between 
them. Then Sir Tristram took that shield and promised her to bear it at the 
tournament at the Castle of the Hard Rock. But Sir Tristram knew not that that 
shield was ordained against Sir Launcelot, but afterward he knew it. 


CHAPTER XLII. How Sir Tristram took with him the shield, and also 
how he slew the paramour of Morgan le Fay. 

SO then Sir Tristram took his leave of the queen, and took the shield with 
him. Then came the knight that held Queen Morgan le Fay, his name was Sir 
Hemison, and he made him ready to follow Sir Tristram. Fair friend, said 
Morgan, ride not after that knight, for ye shall not win no worship of him. Fie on 
him, coward, said Sir Hemison, for I wist never good knight come out of 
Cornwall but if it were Sir Tristram de Liones. What an that be he? said she. 
Nay, nay, said he, he is with La Beale Isoud, and this is but a daffish knight. 
Alas, my fair friend, ye shall find him the best knight that ever ye met withal, for 
I know him better than ye do. For your sake, said Sir Hemison, I shall slay him. 
Ah, fair friend, said the queen, me repenteth that ye will follow that knight, for I 
fear me sore of your again coming. With this this knight rode his way wood 
wroth, and he rode after Sir Tristram as fast as he had been chased with knights. 
When Sir Tristram heard a knight come after him so fast he returned about, and 
saw a knight coming against him. And when he came nigh to Sir Tristram he 
cried on high: Sir knight, keep thee from me. Then they rushed together as it had 
been thunder, and Sir Hemison brised his spear upon Sir Tristram, but his 
harness was so good that he might not hurt him. And Sir Tristram smote him 
harder, and bare him through the body, and he fell over his horse's croup. Then 
Sir Tristram turned to have done more with his sword, but he saw so much blood 
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go from him that him seemed he was likely to die, and so he departed from him 
and came to a fair manor to an old knight, and there Sir Tristram lodged. 


CHAPTER XLIII. How Morgan le Fay buried her paramour, and how 
Sir Tristram praised Sir Launcelot and his kin. 

NOW leave to speak of Sir Tristram, and speak we of the knight that was 
wounded to the death. Then his varlet alighted, and took off his helm, and then 
he asked his lord whether there were any life in him. There is in me life said the 
knight, but it is but little; and therefore leap thou up behind me when thou hast 
holpen me up, and hold me fast that I fall not, and bring me to Queen Morgan le 
Fay; for deep draughts of death draw to my heart that I may not live, for I would 
fain speak with her or I died: for else my soul will be in great peril an I die. 
For[thwith] with great pain his varlet brought him to the castle, and there Sir 
Hemison fell down dead. When Morgan le Fay saw him dead she made great 
sorrow out of reason; and then she let despoil him unto his shirt, and so she let 
him put into a tomb. And about the tomb she let write: Here lieth Sir Hemison, 
slain by the hands of Sir Tristram de Liones. 

Now tum we unto Sir Tristram, that asked the knight his host if he saw late 
any knights adventurous. Sir, he said, the last night here lodged with me Ector de 
Maris and a damosel with him, and that damosel told me that he was one of the 
best knights of the world. That is not so, said Sir Tristram, for I know four better 
knights of his own blood, and the first is Sir Launcelot du Lake, call him the best 
knight, and Sir Bors de Ganis, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Blamore de Ganis, and Sir 
Gaheris. Nay, said his host, Sir Gawaine is a better knight than he. That is not so, 
said Sir Tristram, for I have met with them both, and I felt Sir Gaheris for the 
better knight, and Sir Lamorak I call him as good as any of them except Sir 
Launcelot. Why name ye not Sir Tristram? said his host, for I account him as 
good as any of them. I know not Sir Tristram, said Tristram. Thus they talked 
and bourded as long as them list, and then went to rest. And on the morn Sir 
Tristram departed, and took his leave of his host, and rode toward the Roche 
Dure, and none adventure had Sir Tristram but that; and so he rested not till he 
came to the castle, where he saw five hundred tents. 


CHAPTER XLIV. How Sir Tristram at a tournament bare the shield 
that Morgan le Fay delivered to him. 

THEN the King of Scots and the King of Ireland held against King Arthur's 
knights, and there began a great medley. So came in Sir Tristram and did 
marvellous deeds of arms, for there he smote down many knights. And ever he 
was afore King Arthur with that shield. And when King Arthur saw that shield 
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he marvelled greatly in what intent it was made; but Queen Guenever deemed as 
it was, wherefore she was heavy. Then was there a damosel of Queen Morgan in 
a chamber by King Arthur, and when she heard King Arthur speak of that shield, 
then she spake openly unto King Arthur. Sir King, wit ye well this shield was 
ordained for you, to warn you of your shame and dishonour, and that longeth to 
you and your queen. And then anon that damosel picked her away privily, that 
no man wist where she was become. Then was King Arthur sad and wroth, and 
asked from whence came that damosel. There was not one that knew her nor 
wist where she was become. Then Queen Guenever called to her Sir Ector de 
Maris, and there she made her complaint to him, and said: I wot well this shield 
was made by Morgan le Fay in despite of me and of Sir Launcelot, wherefore I 
dread me sore lest I should be destroyed. And ever the king beheld Sir Tristram, 
that did so marvellous deeds of arms that he wondered sore what knight he might 
be, and well he wist it was not Sir Launcelot. And it was told him that Sir 
Tristram was in Petit Britain with Isoud la Blanche Mains, for he deemed, an he 
had been in the realm of Logris, Sir Launcelot or some of his fellows that were 
in the quest of Sir Tristram that they should have found him or that time. So 
King Arthur had marvel what knight he might be. And ever Sir Arthur's eye was 
on that shield. All that espied the queen, and that made her sore afeard. 

Then ever Sir Tristram smote down knights wonderly to behold, what upon 
the right hand and upon the left hand, that unnethe no knight might withstand 
him. And the King of Scots and the King of Ireland began to withdraw them. 
When Arthur espied that, he thought that that knight with the strange shield 
should not escape him. Then he called unto him Sir Uwaine le Blanche Mains, 
and bade him arm him and make him ready. So anon King Arthur and Sir 
Uwaine dressed them before Sir Tristram, and required him to tell them where 
he had that shield. Sir, he said, I had it of Queen Morgan le Fay, sister unto King 
Arthur. 

So here endeth this history of this book, for it is the first book of Sir Tristram 
de Liones and the second book of Sir Tristram followeth. 
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BOOK X 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Tristram jousted, and smote down King Arthur, 
because he told him not the cause why he bare that shield. 

AND if so be ye can descrive what ye bear, ye are worthy to bear the arms. 
As for that, said Sir Tristram, I will answer you; this shield was given me, not 
desired, of Queen Morgan le Fay; and as for me, I can not descrive these arms, 
for it is no point of my charge, and yet I trust to God to bear them with worship. 
Truly, said King Arthur, ye ought not to bear none arms but if ye wist what ye 
bear: but I pray you tell me your name. To what intent? said Sir Tristram. For I 
would wit, said Arthur. Sir, ye shall not wit as at this time. Then shall ye and I 
do battle together, said King Arthur. Why, said Sir Tristram, will ye do battle 
with me but if I tell you my name? and that little needeth you an ye were a man 
of worship, for ye have seen me this day have had great travail, and therefore ye 
are a Villainous knight to ask battle of me, considering my great travail; howbeit 
I will not fail you, and have ye no doubt that I fear not you; though you think 
you have me at a great advantage yet shall I right well endure you. And there 
withal King Arthur dressed his shield and his spear, and Sir Tristram against 
him, and they came so eagerly together. And there King Arthur brake his spear 
all to pieces upon Sir Tristram's shield. But Sir Tristram hit Arthur again, that 
horse and man fell to the earth. And there was King Arthur wounded on the left 
side, a great wound and a perilous. 

Then when Sir Uwaine saw his lord Arthur lie on the ground sore wounded, 
he was passing heavy. And then he dressed his shield and his spear, and cried 
aloud unto Sir Tristram and said: Knight, defend thee. So they came together as 
thunder, and Sir Uwaine brised his spear all to pieces upon Sir Tristram's shield, 
and Sir Tristram smote him harder and sorer, with such a might that he bare him 
clean out of his saddle to the earth. With that Sir Tristram turned about and said: 
Fair knights, I had no need to joust with you, for I have had enough to do this 
day. Then arose Arthur and went to Sir Uwaine, and said to Sir Tristram: We 
have as we have deserved, for through our orgulytA© we demanded battle of 
you, and yet we knew not your name. Nevertheless, by Saint Cross, said Sir 
Uwaine, he is a strong knight at mine advice as any is now living. 
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Then Sir Tristram departed, and in every place he asked and demanded after 
Sir Launcelot, but in no place he could not hear of him whether he were dead or 
alive; wherefore Sir Tristram made great dole and sorrow. So Sir Tristram rode 
by a forest, and then was he ware of a fair tower by a marsh on that one side, and 
on that other side a fair meadow. And there he saw ten knights fighting together. 
And ever the nearer he came he saw how there was but one knight did battle 
against nine knights, and that one did so marvellously that Sir Tristram had great 
wonder that ever one knight might do so great deeds of arms. And then within a 
little while he had slain half their horses and unhorsed them, and their horses ran 
in the fields and forest. Then Sir Tristram had so great pity of that one knight 
that endured so great pain, and ever he thought it should be Sir Palomides, by his 
shield. And so he rode unto the knights and cried unto them, and bade them 
cease of their battle, for they did themselves great shame so many knights to 
fight with one. Then answered the master of those knights, his name was called 
Breuse Saunce PitA©, that was at that time the most mischievoust knight living, 
and said thus: Sir knight, what have ye ado with us to meddle? and therefore, an 
ye be wise, depart on your way as ye came, for this knight shall not escape us. 
That were pity, said Sir Tristram, that so good a knight as he is should be slain 
so cowardly; and therefore I warn you I will succour him with all my puissance. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Tristram saved Sir Palomides' life, and how they 

promised to fight together within a fortnight. 

So Sir Tristram alighted off his horse because they were on foot, that they 
should not slay his horse, and then dressed his shield, with his sword in his hand, 
and he smote on the right hand and on the left hand passing sore, that well-nigh 
at every stroke he struck down a knight. And when they espied his strokes they 
fled all with Breuse Saunce PitA© unto the tower, and Sir Tristram followed fast 
after with his sword in his hand, but they escaped into the tower, and shut Sir 
Tristram without the gate. And when Sir Tristram saw this he returned aback 
unto Sir Palomides, and found him sitting under a tree sore wounded. Ah, fair 
knight, said Sir Tristram, well be ye found. Gramercy, said Sir Palomides, of 
your great goodness, for ye have rescued me of my life, and saved me from my 
death. What is your name? said Sir Tristram. He said: My name is Sir 
Palomides. O Jesu, said Sir Tristram, thou hast a fair grace of me this day that I 
should rescue thee, and thou art the man in the world that I most hate; but now 
make thee ready, for I will do battle with thee. What is your name? said Sir 
Palomides. My name is Sir Tristram, your mortal enemy. It may be so, said Sir 
Palomides; but ye have done over much for me this day that I should fight with 
you; for inasmuch as ye have saved my life it will be no worship for you to have 
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ado with me, for ye are fresh and I am wounded sore, and therefore, an ye will 
needs have ado with me, assign me a day and then I shall meet with you without 
fail. Ye say well, said Sir Tristram, now I assign you to meet me in the meadow 
by the river of Camelot, where Merlin set the peron. So they were agreed. 

Then Sir Tristram asked Sir Palomides why the ten knights did battle with 
him. For this cause, said Sir Palomides; as I rode upon mine adventures in a 
forest here beside I espied where lay a dead knight, and a lady weeping beside 
him. And when I saw her making such dole, I asked her who slew her lord. Sir, 
she said, the falsest knight of the world now living, and he is the most villain that 
ever man heard speak of and his name is Sir Breuse Saunce PitA©. Then for pity 
I made the damosel to leap on her palfrey, and I promised her to be her warrant, 
and to help her to inter her lord. And so, suddenly, as I came riding by this 
tower, there came out Sir Breuse Saunce PitA©, and suddenly he struck me from 
my horse. And then or I might recover my horse this Sir Breuse slew the 
damosel. And so I took my horse again, and I was sore ashamed, and so began 
the medley betwixt us: and this is the cause wherefore we did this battle. Well, 
said Sir Tristram, now I understand the manner of your battle, but in any wise 
have remembrance of your promise that ye have made with me to do battle with 
me this day fortnight. I shall not fail you, said Sir Palomides. Well, said Sir 
Tristram, as at this time I will not fail you till that ye be out of the danger of your 
enemies. 

So they mounted upon their horses, and rode together unto that forest, and 
there they found a fair well, with clear water bubbling. Fair sir, said Sir Tristram, 
to drink of that water have I courage; and then they alighted off their horses. And 
then were they ware by them where stood a great horse tied to a tree, and ever he 
neighed. And then were they ware of a fair knight armed, under a tree, lacking 
no piece of harness, save his helm lay under his head. By the good lord, said Sir 
Tristram, yonder lieth a well-faring knight; what is best to do? Awake him, said 
Sir Palomides. So Sir Tristram awaked him with the butt of his spear. And so the 
knight rose up hastily and put his helm upon his head, and gat a great spear in his 
hand; and without any more words he hurled unto Sir Tristram, and smote him 
clean from his saddle to the earth, and hurt him on the left side, that Sir Tristram 
lay in great peril. Then he walloped farther, and fetched his course, and came 
hurling upon Sir Palomides, and there he struck him a part through the body, that 
he fell from his horse to the earth. And then this strange knight left them there, 
and took his way through the forest. With this Sir Palomides and Sir Tristram 
were on foot, and gat their horses again, and either asked counsel of other, what 
was best to do. By my head, said Sir Tristram, I will follow this strong knight 
that thus hath shamed us. Well, said Sir Palomides, and I will repose me hereby 
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with a friend of mine. Beware, said Sir Tristram unto Palomides, that ye fail not 
that day that ye have set with me to do battle, for, as I deem, ye will not hold 
your day, for I am much bigger than ye. As for that, said Sir Palomides, be it as 
it be may, for I fear you not, for an I be not sick nor prisoner, I will not fail you; 
but I have cause to have more doubt of you that ye will not meet with me, for ye 
ride after yonder strong knight. And if ye meet with him it is an hard adventure 
an ever ye escape his hands. Right so Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides departed, 
and either took their ways diverse. 


CHAPTER III 
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How Sir Tristram sought a strong knight that had 
smitten him down, and many other knights of the 
Round Table. 


AND so Sir Tristram rode long after this strong knight. And at the last he 
saw where lay a lady overthwart a dead knight. Fair lady, said Sir Tristram, who 
hath slain your lord? Sir, she said, here came a knight riding, as my lord and I 
rested us here, and asked him of whence he was, and my lord said of Arthur's 
court. Therefore, said the strong knight, I will joust with thee, for I hate all these 
that be of Arthur's court. And my lord that lieth here dead amounted upon his 
horse, and the strong knight and my lord encountered together, and there he 
smote my lord throughout with his spear, and thus he hath brought me in great 
woe and damage. That me repenteth, said Sir Tristram, of your great anger; an it 
please you tell me your husband's name. Sir, said she, his name was Galardoun, 
that would have proved a good knight. So departed Sir Tristram from that 
dolorous lady, and had much evil lodging. Then on the third day Sir Tristram 
met with Sir Gawaine and with Sir Bleoberis in a forest at a lodge, and either 
were sore wounded. Then Sir Tristram asked Sir Gawaine and Sir Bleoberis if 
they met with such a knight, with such a cognisance, with a covered shield. Fair 
sir, said these knights, such a knight met with us to our great damage. And first 
he smote down my fellow, Sir Bleoberis, and sore wounded him because he bade 
me I should not have ado with him, for why he was overstrong for me. That 
strong knight took his words at scorn, and said he said it for mockery. And then 
they rode together, and so he hurt my fellow. And when he had done so I might 
not for shame but I must joust with him. And at the first course he smote me 
down and my horse to the earth. And there he had almost slain me, and from us 
he took his horse and departed, and in an evil time we met with him. Fair 
knights, said Sir Tristram, so he met with me, and with another knight that hight 
Palomides, and he smote us both down with one spear, and hurt us right sore. By 
my faith, said Sir Gawaine, by my counsel ye shall let him pass and seek him no 
further; for at the next feast of the Round Table, upon pain of my head ye shall 
find him there. By my faith, said Sir Tristram, I shall never rest till that I find 
him. And then Sir Gawaine asked him his name. Then he said: My name is Sir 
Tristram. And so either told other their names, and then departed Sir Tristram 
and rode his way. 

And by fortune in a meadow Sir Tristram met with Sir Kay, the Seneschal, 
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and Sir Dinadan. What tidings with you, said Sir Tristram, with you knights? 
Not good, said these knights. Why so? said Sir Tristram; I pray you tell me, for I 
ride to seek a knight. What cognisance beareth he? said Sir Kay. He beareth, said 
Sir Tristram, a covered shield close with cloth. By my head, said Sir Kay, that is 
the same knight that met with us, for this night we were lodged within a widow's 
house, and there was that knight lodged; and when he wist we were of Arthur's 
court he spoke great villainy by the king, and specially by the Queen Guenever, 
and then on the morn was waged battle with him for that cause. And at the first 
recounter, said Sir Kay, he smote me down from my horse and hurt me passing 
sore; and when my fellow, Sir Dinadan, saw me smitten down and hurt he would 
not revenge me, but fled from me; and thus he departed. And then Sir Tristram 
asked them their names, and so either told other their names. And so Sir Tristram 
departed from Sir Kay, and from Sir Dinadan, and so he passed through a great 
forest into a plain, till he was ware of a priory, and there he reposed him with a 
good man six days. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Tristram smote down Sir Sagramore le 
Desirous and Sir Dodinas le Savage. 

AND then he sent his man that hight Gouvernail, and commanded him to go 
to a city thereby to fetch him new harness; for it was long time afore that that Sir 
Tristram had been refreshed, his harness was brised and broken. And when 
Gouvernail, his servant, was come with his apparel, he took his leave at the 
widow, and mounted upon his horse, and rode his way early on the morn. And 
by sudden adventure Sir Tristram met with Sir Sagramore le Desirous, and with 
Sir Dodinas le Savage. And these two knights met with Sir Tristram and 
questioned with him, and asked him if he would joust with them. Fair knights, 
said Sir Tristram, with a good will I would joust with you, but I have promised at 
a day set, near hand, to do battle with a strong knight; and therefore I am loath to 
have ado with you, for an it misfortuned me here to be hurt I should not be able 
to do my battle which I promised. As for that, said Sagramore, maugre your 
head, ye shall joust with us or ye pass from us. Well, said Sir Tristram, if ye 
enforce me thereto I must do what I may. And then they dressed their shields, 
and came running together with great ire. But through Sir Tristram's great force 
he struck Sir Sagramore from his horse. Then he hurled his horse farther, and 
said to Sir Dodinas: Knight, make thee ready; and so through fine force Sir 
Tristram struck Dodinas from his horse. And when he saw them lie on the earth 
he took his bridle, and rode forth on his way, and his man Gouvernail with him. 

Anon as Sir Tristram was passed, Sir Sagramore and Sir Dodinas gat again 
their horses, and mounted up lightly and followed after Sir Tristram. And when 
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Sir Tristram saw them come so fast after him he returned with his horse to them, 
and asked them what they would. It is not long ago sithen I smote you to the 
earth at your own request and desire: I would have ridden by you, but ye would 
not suffer me, and now meseemeth ye would do more battle with me. That is 
truth, said Sir Sagramore and Sir Dodinas, for we will be revenged of the despite 
ye have done to us. Fair knights, said Sir Tristram, that shall little need you, for 
all that I did to you ye caused it; wherefore I require you of your knighthood 
leave me as at this time, for I am sure an I do battle with you I shall not escape 
without great hurts, and as I suppose ye shall not escape all lotless. And this is 
the cause why I am so loath to have ado with you; for I must fight within these 
three days with a good knight, and as valiant as any is now living, and if I be 
hurt I shall not be able to do battle with him. What knight is that, said Sir 
Sagramore, that ye shall fight withal? Sirs, said he, it is a good knight called Sir 
Palomides. By my head, said Sir Sagramore and Sir Dodinas, ye have cause to 
dread him, for ye shall find him a passing good knight, and a valiant. And 
because ye shall have ado with him we will forbear you as at this time, and else 
ye should not escape us lightly. But, fair knight, said Sir Sagramore, tell us your 
name. Sir, said he, my name is Sir Tristram de Liones. Ah, said Sagramore and 
Sir Dodinas, well be ye found, for much worship have we heard of you. And 
then either took leave of other, and departed on their way. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Tristram met at the peron with Sir Launcelot, 
and how they fought together unknown. 

THEN departed Sir Tristram and rode straight unto Camelot, to the peron 
that Merlin had made to-fore, where Sir Lanceor, that was the king's son of 
Ireland, was slain by the hands of Balin. And in that same place was the fair lady 
Colombe slain, that was love unto Sir Lanceor; for after he was dead she took his 
sword and thrust it through her body. And by the craft of Merlin he made to inter 
this knight, Lanceor, and his lady, Colombe, under one stone. And at that time 
Merlin prophesied that in that same place should fight two the best knights that 
ever were in Arthur's days, and the best lovers. So when Sir Tristram came to the 
tomb where Lanceor and his lady were buried he looked about him after Sir 
Palomides. Then was he ware of a seemly knight came riding against him all in 
white, with a covered shield. When he came nigh Sir Tristram he said on high: 
Ye be welcome, sir knight, and well and truly have ye holden your promise. And 
then they dressed their shields and spears, and came together with all their might 
of their horses; and they met so fiercely that both their horses and knights fell to 
the earth, and as fast as they might avoided their horses, and put their shields 
afore them; and they struck together with bright swords, as men that were of 
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might, and either wounded other wonderly sore, that the blood ran out upon the 
grass. And thus they fought the space of four hours, that never one would speak 
to other one word, and of their harness they had hewn off many pieces. O Lord 
Jesu, said Gouvernail, I marvel greatly of the strokes my master hath given to 
your master. By my head, said Sir Launcelot's servant, your master hath not 
given so many but your master has received as many or more. O Jesu, said 
Gouvernail, it is too much for Sir Palomides to suffer or Sir Launcelot, and yet 
pity it were that either of these good knights should destroy other's blood. So 
they stood and wept both, and made great dole when they saw the bright swords 
over-covered with blood of their bodies. 

Then at the last spake Sir Launcelot and said: Knight, thou fightest wonderly 
well as ever I saw knight, therefore, an it please you, tell me your name. Sir, said 
Sir Tristram, that is me loath to tell any man my name. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, 
an I were required I was never loath to tell my name. It is well said, said Sir 
Tristram, then I require you to tell me your name? Fair knight, he said, my name 
is Sir Launcelot du Lake. Alas, said Sir Tristram, what have I done! for ye are 
the man in the world that I love best. Fair knight, said Sir Launcelot, tell me your 
name? Truly, said he, my name is Sir Tristram de Liones. O Jesu, said Sir 
Launcelot, what adventure is befallen me! And therewith Sir Launcelot kneeled 
down and yielded him up his sword. And therewith Sir Tristram kneeled adown, 
and yielded him up his sword. And so either gave other the degree. And then 
they both forthwithal went to the stone, and set them down upon it, and took off 
their helms to cool them, and either kissed other an hundred times. And then 
anon after they took off their helms and rode to Camelot. And there they met 
with Sir Gawaine and with Sir Gaheris that had made promise to Arthur never to 
come again to the court till they had brought Sir Tristram with them. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot brought Sir Tristram to the court, 
and of the great joy that the king and other made for the coming of Sir 
Tristram. 

RETURN again, said Sir Launcelot, for your quest is done, for I have met 
with Sir Tristram: lo, here is his own person! Then was Sir Gawaine glad, and 
said to Sir Tristram: Ye are welcome, for now have ye eased me greatly of my 
labour. For what cause, said Sir Gawaine, came ye into this court? Fair sir, said 
Sir Tristram, I came into this country because of Sir Palomides; for he and I had 
assigned at this day to have done battle together at the peron, and I marvel I hear 
not of him. And thus by adventure my lord, Sir Launcelot, and I met together. 
With this came King Arthur, and when he wist that there was Sir Tristram, then 
he ran unto him and took him by the hand and said: Sir Tristram, ye are as 
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welcome as any knight that ever came to this court. And when the king had 
heard how Sir Launcelot and he had foughten, and either had wounded other 
wonderly sore, then the king made great dole. Then Sir Tristram told the king 
how he came thither for to have had ado with Sir Palomides. And then he told 
the king how he had rescued him from the nine knights and Breuse Saunce 
PitA©; and how he found a knight lying by a well, and that knight smote down 
Sir Palomides and me, but his shield was covered with a cloth. So Sir Palomides 
left me, and I followed after that knight; and in many places I found where he 
had slain knights, and forjousted many. By my head, said Sir Gawaine, that same 
knight smote me down and Sir Bleoberis, and hurt us sore both, he with the 
covered shield. Ah, said Sir Kay, that knight smote me adown and hurt me 
passing sore, and fain would I have known him, but I might not. Jesu, mercy, 
said Arthur, what knight was that with the covered shield? I know not, said Sir 
Tristram; and so said they all. Now, said King Arthur, then wot I, for it is Sir 
Launcelot. Then they all looked upon Sir Launcelot and said: Ye have beguiled 
us with your covered shield. It is not the first time, said Arthur, he hath done so. 
My lord, said Sir Launcelot, truly wit ye well I was the same knight that bare the 
covered shield; and because I would not be known that I was of your court I said 
no worship of your house. That is truth, said Sir Gawaine, Sir Kay, and Sir 
Bleoberis. 

Then King Arthur took Sir Tristram by the hand and went to the Table 
Round. Then came Queen Guenever and many ladies with her, and all the ladies 
said at one voice: Welcome, Sir Tristram! Welcome, said the damosels. 
Welcome, said knights. Welcome, said Arthur, for one of the best knights, and 
the gentlest of the world, and the man of most worship; for of all manner of 
hunting thou bearest the prize, and of all measures of blowing thou art the 
beginning, and of all the terms of hunting and hawking ye are the beginner, of all 
instruments of music ye are the best; therefore, gentle knight, said Arthur, ye are 
welcome to this court. And also, I pray you, said Arthur, grant me a boon. It 
shall be at your commandment, said Tristram. Well, said Arthur, I will desire of 
you that ye will abide in my court. Sir, said Sir Tristram, thereto is me loath, for 
I have ado in many countries. Not so, said Arthur, ye have promised it me, ye 
may not say nay. Sir, said Sir Tristram, I will as ye will. Then went Arthur unto 
the sieges about the Round Table, and looked in every siege the which were void 
that lacked knights. And then the king saw in the siege of Marhaus letters that 
said: This is the siege of the noble knight, Sir Tristram. And then Arthur made 
Sir Tristram Knight of the Table Round, with great nobley and great feast as 
might be thought. For Sir Marhaus was slain afore by the hands of Sir Tristram 
in an island; and that was well known at that time in the court of Arthur, for this 
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Marhaus was a worthy knight. And for evil deeds that he did unto the country of 
Cornwall Sir Tristram and he fought. And they fought so long, tracing and 
traversing, till they fell bleeding to the earth; for they were so sore wounded that 
they might not stand for bleeding. And Sir Tristram by fortune recovered, and 
Sir Marhaus died through the stroke on the head. So leave we of Sir Tristram and 
speak we of King Mark. 


CHAPTER VII. How for the despite of Sir Tristram King Mark came 
with two knights into England, and how he slew one of the knights. 

THEN King Mark had great despite of the renown of Sir Tristram, and then 
he chased him out of Cornwall: yet was he nephew unto King Mark, but he had 
great suspicion unto Sir Tristram because of his queen, La Beale Isoud; for him 
seemed that there was too much love between them both. So when Sir Tristram 
departed out of Cornwall into England King Mark heard of the great prowess 
that Sir Tristram did there, the which grieved him sore. So he sent on his part 
men to espy what deeds he did. And the queen sent privily on her part spies to 
know what deeds he had done, for great love was between them twain. So when 
the messengers were come home they told the truth as they had heard, that he 
passed all other knights but if it were Sir Launcelot. Then King Mark was right 
heavy of these tidings, and as glad was La Beale Isoud. Then in great despite he 
took with him two good knights and two squires, and disguised himself, and 
took his way into England, to the intent for to slay Sir Tristram. And one of these 
two knights hight Bersules, and the other knight was called Amant. So as they 
rode King Mark asked a knight that he met, where he should find King Arthur. 
He said: At Camelot. Also he asked that knight after Sir Tristram, whether he 
heard of him in the court of King Arthur. Wit you well, said that knight, ye shall 
find Sir Tristram there for a man of as great worship as is now living; for 
through his prowess he won the tournament of the Castle of Maidens that 
standeth by the Hard Rock. And sithen he hath won with his own hands thirty 
knights that were men of great honour. And the last battle that ever he did he 
fought with Sir Launcelot; and that was a marvellous battle. And not by force Sir 
Launcelot brought Sir Tristram to the court, and of him King Arthur made 
passing great joy, and so made him Knight of the Table Round; and his seat was 
where the good knight's, Sir Marhaus, seat was. Then was King Mark passing 
sorry when he heard of the honour of Sir Tristram; and so they departed. 

Then said King Mark unto his two knights: Now will I tell you my counsel: 
ye are the men that I trust most to alive, and I will that ye wit my coming hither 
is to this intent, for to destroy Sir Tristram by wiles or by treason; and it shall be 
hard if ever he escape our hands. Alas, said Sir Bersules, what mean you? for ye 
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be set in such a way ye are disposed shamefully; for Sir Tristram is the knight of 
most worship that we know living, and therefore I warn you plainly I will never 
consent to do him to the death; and therefore I will yield my service, and forsake 
you. When King Mark heard him say so, suddenly he drew his sword and said: 
Ah, traitor; and smote Sir Bersules on the head, that the sword went to his teeth. 
When Amant, the knight, saw him do that villainous deed, and his squires, they 
said it was foul done, and mischievously: Wherefore we will do thee no more 
service, and wit ye well, we will appeach thee of treason afore Arthur. Then was 
King Mark wonderly wroth and would have slain Amant; but he and the two 
squires held them together, and set nought by his malice. When King Mark saw 
he might not be revenged on them, he said thus unto the knight, Amant: Wit thou 
well, an thou appeach me of treason I shall thereof defend me afore King Arthur; 
but I require thee that thou tell not my name, that I am King Mark, whatsomever 
come of me. As for that, said Sir Amant, I will not discover your name; and so 
they departed, and Amant and his fellows took the body of Bersules and buried 
it. 


CHAPTER VIII. How King Mark came to a fountain where he found 
Sir Lamorak complaining for the love of King Lot's wife. 

THEN King Mark rode till he came to a fountain, and there he rested him, 
and stood in a doubt whether he would ride to Arthur's court or none, or return 
again to his country. And as he thus rested him by that fountain there came by 
him a knight well armed on horseback; and he alighted, and tied his horse until a 
tree, and set him down by the brink of the fountain; and there he made great 
languor and dole, and made the dolefullest complaint of love that ever man 
heard; and all this while was he not ware of King Mark. And this was a great 
part of his complaint: he cried and wept, saying: O fair Queen of Orkney, King 
Lot's wife, and mother of Sir Gawaine, and to Sir Gaheris, and mother to many 
other, for thy love I am in great pains. Then King Mark arose and went near him 
and said: Fair knight, ye have made a piteous complaint. Truly, said the knight, it 
is an hundred part more ruefuller than my heart can utter. I require you, said 
King Mark, tell me your name. Sir, said he, as for my name I will not hide it 
from no knight that beareth a shield, and my name is Sir Lamorak de Galis. But 
when Sir Lamorak heard King Mark speak, then wist he well by his speech that 
he was a Cornish knight. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, I understand by your tongue ye 
be of Cornwall, wherein there dwelleth the shamefullest king that is now living, 
for he is a great enemy to all good knights; and that proveth well, for he hath 
chased out of that country Sir Tristram, that is the worshipfullest knight that now 
is living, and all knights speak of him worship; and for jealousness of his queen 
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he hath chased him out of his country. It is pity, said Sir Lamorak, that ever any 
such false knight-coward as King Mark is, should be matched with such a fair 
lady and good as La Beale Isoud is, for all the world of him speaketh shame, and 
of her worship that any queen may have. I have not ado in this matter, said King 
Mark, neither nought will I speak thereof. Well said, said Sir Lamorak. Sir, can 
ye tell me any tidings? I can tell you, said Sir Lamorak, that there shall be a great 
tournament in haste beside Camelot, at the Castle of Jagent; and the King with 
the Hundred Knights and the King of Ireland, as I suppose, make that 
tournament. 

Then there came a knight that was called Sir Dinadan, and saluted them both. 
And when he wist that King Mark was a knight of Cornwall he reproved him for 
the love of King Mark a thousand fold more than did Sir Lamorak. Then he 
proffered to joust with King Mark. And he was full loath thereto, but Sir 
Dinadan edged him so, that he jousted with Sir Lamorak. And Sir Lamorak 
smote King Mark so sore that he bare him on his spear end over his horse's tail. 
And then King Mark arose again, and followed after Sir Lamorak. But Sir 
Dinadan would not joust with Sir Lamorak, but he told King Mark that Sir 
Lamorak was Sir Kay, the Seneschal. That is not so, said King Mark, for he is 
much bigger than Sir Kay; and so he followed and overtook him, and bade him 
abide. What will you do? said Sir Lamorak. Sir, he said, I will fight with a 
sword, for ye have shamed me with a spear; and therewith they dashed together 
with swords, and Sir Lamorak suffered him and forbare him. And King Mark 
was passing hasty, and smote thick strokes. Sir Lamorak saw he would not stint, 
and waxed somewhat wroth, and doubled his strokes, for he was one of the 
noblest knights of the world; and he beat him so on the helm that his head hung 
nigh on the saddle bow. When Sir Lamorak saw him fare so, he said: Sir knight, 
what cheer? meseemeth you have nigh your fill of fighting, it were pity to do 
you any more harm, for ye are but a mean knight, therefore I give you leave to 
go where ye list. Gramercy, said King Mark, for ye and I be not matches. 

Then Sir Dinadan mocked King Mark and said: Ye are not able to match a 
good knight. As for that, said King Mark, at the first time I jousted with this 
knight ye refused him. Think ye that it is a shame to me? said Sir Dinadan: nay, 
sir, it is ever worship to a knight to refuse that thing that he may not attain, there 
fore your worship had been much more to have refused him as I did; for I warn 
you plainly he is able to beat such five as ye and I be; for ye knights of Cornwall 
are no men of worship as other knights are. And because ye are no men of 
worship ye hate all men of worship, for never was bred in your country such a 
knight as is Sir Tristram. 
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CHAPTER IX. How King Mark, Sir Lamorak, and Sir Dinadan came to 
a castle, and how King Mark was known there. 

THEN they rode forth all together, King Mark, Sir Lamorak, and Sir 
Dinadan, till that they came to a bridge, and at the end thereof stood a fair tower. 
Then saw they a knight on horseback well armed, brandishing a spear, crying 
and proffering himself to joust. Now, said Sir Dinadan unto King Mark, yonder 
are two brethren, that one hight Alein, and the other hight Trian, that will joust 
with any that passeth this passage. Now proffer yourself, said Dinadan to King 
Mark, for ever ye be laid to the earth. Then King Mark was ashamed, and 
therewith he feutred his spear, and hurtled to Sir Trian, and either brake their 
spears all to pieces, and passed through anon. Then Sir Trian sent King Mark 
another spear to joust more; but in no wise he would not joust no more. Then 
they came to the castle all three knights, and prayed the lord of the castle of 
harbour. Ye are right welcome, said the knights of the castle, for the love of the 
lord of this castle, the which hight Sir Tor le Fise Aries. And then they came into 
a fair court well repaired, and they had passing good cheer, till the lieutenant of 
this castle, that hight Berluse, espied King Mark of Cornwall. Then said Berluse: 
Sir knight, I know you better than you ween, for ye are King Mark that slew my 
father afore mine own eyen; and me had ye slain had I not escaped into a wood; 
but wit ye well, for the love of my lord of this castle I will neither hurt you nor 
harm you, nor none of your fellowship. But wit ye well, when ye are past this 
lodging I shall hurt you an I may, for ye slew my father traitorly. But first for the 
love of my lord, Sir Tor, and for the love of Sir Lamorak, the honourable knight 
that here is lodged, ye shall have none ill lodging; for it is pity that ever ye 
should be in the company of good knights; for ye are the most villainous knight 
or king that is now known alive, for ye are a destroyer of good knights, and all 
that ye do is but treason. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Berluse met with King Mark, and how Sir 
Dinadan took his part. 

THEN was King Mark sore ashamed, and said but little again. But when Sir 
Lamorak and Sir Dinadan wist that he was King Mark they were sorry of his 
fellowship. So after supper they went to lodging. So on the morn they arose 
early, and King Mark and Sir Dinadan rode together; and three mile from their 
lodging there met with them three knights, and Sir Berluse was one, and that 
other his two cousins. Sir Berluse saw King Mark, and then he cried on high: 
Traitor, keep thee from me for wit thou well that I am Berluse. Sir knight, said 
Sir Dinadan, I counsel you to leave off at this time, for he is riding to King 
Arthur; and because I have promised to conduct him to my lord King Arthur 
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needs must I take a part with him; howbeit I love not his condition, and fain I 
would be from him. Well, Dinadan, said Sir Berluse, me repenteth that ye will 
take part with him, but now do your best. And then he hurtled to King Mark, and 
smote him sore upon the shield, that he bare him clean out of his saddle to the 
earth. That saw Sir Dinadan, and he feutred his spear, and ran to one of Berluse's 
fellows, and smote him down off his saddle. Then Dinadan turned his horse, and 
smote the third knight in the same wise to the earth, for Sir Dinadan was a good 
knight on horseback; and there began a great battle, for Berluse and his fellows 
held them together strongly on foot. And so through the great force of Sir 
Dinadan King Mark had Berluse to the earth, and his two fellows fled; and had 
not been Sir Dinadan King Mark would have slain him. And so Sir Dinadan 
rescued him of his life, for King Mark was but a murderer. And then they took 
their horses and departed and left Sir Berluse there sore wounded. 

Then King Mark and Sir Dinadan rode forth a four leagues English, till that 
they came to a bridge where hoved a knight on horseback, armed and ready to 
joust. Lo, said Sir Dinadan unto King Mark, yonder hoveth a knight that will 
joust, for there shall none pass this bridge but he must joust with that knight. It is 
well, said King Mark, for this jousts falleth with thee. Sir Dinadan knew the 
knight well that he was a noble knight, and fain he would have jousted, but he 
had had liefer King Mark had jousted with him, but by no mean King Mark 
would not joust. Then Sir Dinadan might not refuse him in no manner. And then 
either dressed their spears and their shields, and smote together, so that through 
fine force Sir Dinadan was smitten to the earth; and lightly he rose up and gat his 
horse, and required that knight to do battle with swords. And he answered and 
said: Fair knight, as at this time I may not have ado with you no more, for the 
custom of this passage is such. Then was Sir Dinadan passing wroth that he 
might not be revenged of that knight; and so he departed, and in no wise would 
that knight tell his name. But ever Sir Dinadan thought he should know him by 
his shield that it should be Sir Tor. 


CHAPTER XI. How King Mark mocked Sir Dinadan, and how they met 

with six knights of the Round Table. 

So as they rode by the way King Mark then began to mock Sir Dinadan, and 
said: I weened you knights of the Table Round might not in no wise find their 
matches. Ye say well, said Sir Dinadan; as for you, on my life I call you none of 
the best knights; but sith ye have such a despite at me I require you to joust with 
me to prove my strength. Not so, said King Mark, for I will not have ado with 
you in no manner; but I require you of one thing, that when ye come to Arthur's 
court discover not my name, for I am there so hated. It is shame to you, said Sir 
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Dinadan, that ye govern you so shamefully; for I see by you ye are full of 
cowardice, and ye are a murderer, and that is the greatest shame that a knight 
may have; for never a knight being a murderer hath worship, nor never shall 
have; for I saw but late through my force ye would have slain Sir Berluse, a 
better knight than ye, or ever ye shall be, and more of prowess. Thus they rode 
forth talking till they came to a fair place, where stood a knight, and prayed them 
to take their lodging with him. So at the request of that knight they reposed them 
there, and made them well at ease, and had great cheer. For all errant-knights 
were welcome to him, and specially all those of Arthur's court. Then Sir Dinadan 
demanded his host what was the knight's name that kept the bridge. For what 
cause ask you it? said the host. For it is not long ago, said Sir Dinadan, sithen he 
gave me a fall. Ah, fair knight, said his host, thereof have ye no marvel, for he is 
a passing good knight, and his name is Sir Tor, the son of Aries le Vaysher. Ah, 
said Sir Dinadan, was that Sir Tor? for truly so ever me thought. 

Right as they stood thus talking together they saw come riding to them over a 
plain six knights of the court of King Arthur, well armed at all points. And there 
by their shields Sir Dinadan knew them well. The first was the good knight Sir 
Uwaine, the son of King Uriens, the second was the noble knight Sir Brandiles, 
the third was Ozana le Cure Hardy, the fourth was Uwaine les Aventurous, the 
fifth was Sir Agravaine, the sixth Sir Mordred, brother to Sir Gawaine. When Sir 
Dinadan had seen these six knights he thought in himself he would bring King 
Mark by some wile to joust with one of them. And anon they took their horses 
and ran after these knights well a three mile English. Then was King Mark ware 
where they sat all six about a well, and ate and drank such meats as they had, 
and their horses walking and some tied, and their shields hung in divers places 
about them. Lo, said Sir Dinadan, yonder are knights-errant that will joust with 
us. God forbid, said King Mark, for they be six and we but two. As for that, said 
Sir Dinadan, let us not spare, for I will assay the foremost; and therewith he 
made him ready. When King Mark saw him do so, as fast as Sir Dinadan rode 
toward them, King Mark rode froward them with all his menial meiny. So when 
Sir Dinadan saw King Mark was gone, he set the spear out of the rest, and threw 
his shield upon his back, and came, riding to the fellowship of the Table Round. 
And anon Sir Uwaine knew Sir Dinadan, and welcomed him, and so did all his 
fellowship. 


CHAPTER XII. How the six knights sent Sir Dagonet to joust with King 
Mark, and how King Mark refused him. 

AND then they asked him of his adventures, and whether he had seen Sir 

Tristram or Sir Launcelot. So God me help, said Sir Dinadan, I saw none of them 
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sithen I departed from Camelot. What knight is that, said Sir Brandiles, that so 
suddenly departed from you, and rode over yonder field? Sir, said he, it was a 
knight of Cornwall, and the most horrible coward that ever bestrode horse. What 
is his name? said all these knights. I wot not, said Sir Dinadan. So when they had 
reposed them, and spoken together, they took their horses and rode to a castle 
where dwelt an old knight that made all knights-errant good cheer. Then in the 
meanwhile that they were talking came into the castle Sir Griflet le Fise de Dieu, 
and there was he welcome; and they all asked him whether he had seen Sir 
Launcelot or Sir Tristram. Sirs, he answered, I saw him not sithen he departed 
from Camelot. So as Sir Dinadan walked and beheld the castle, thereby in a 
chamber he espied King Mark, and then he rebuked him, and asked him why he 
departed so. Sir, said he, for I durst not abide because they were so many. But 
how escaped ye? said King Mark. Sir, said Sir Dinadan, they were better friends 
than I weened they had been. Who is captain of that fellowship? said the king. 
Then for to fear him Sir Dinadan said that it was Sir Launcelot. O Jesu, said the 
king, might I know Sir Launcelot by his shield? Yea, said Dinadan, for he 
beareth a shield of silver and black bends. All this he said to fear the king, for Sir 
Launcelot was not in his fellowship. Now I pray you, said King Mark, that ye 
will ride in my fellowship. That is me loath to do, said Sir Dinadan, because ye 
forsook my fellowship. 

Right so Sir Dinadan went from King Mark, and went to his own fellowship; 
and so they mounted upon their horses, and rode on their ways, and talked of the 
Cornish knight, for Dinadan told them that he was in the castle where they were 
lodged. It is well said, said Sir Griflet, for here have I brought Sir Dagonet, King 
Arthur's fool, that is the best fellow and the merriest in the world. Will ye do 
well? said Sir Dinadan: I have told the Cornish knight that here is Sir Launcelot, 
and the Cornish knight asked me what shield he bare. Truly, I told him that he 
bare the same shield that Sir Mordred beareth. Will ye do well? said Sir 
Mordred; I am hurt and may not well bear my shield nor harness, and therefore 
put my shield and my harness upon Sir Dagonet, and let him set upon the 
Cornish knight. That shall be done, said Sir Dagonet, by my faith. Then anon 
was Dagonet armed him in Mordred's harness and his shield, and he was set on a 
great horse, and a spear in his hand. Now, said Dagonet, shew me the knight, and 
I trow I shall bear him down. So all these knights rode to a woodside, and abode 
till King Mark came by the way. Then they put forth Sir Dagonet, and he came 
on all the while his horse might run, straight upon King Mark. And when he 
came nigh King Mark, he cried as he were wood, and said: Keep thee, knight of 
Cornwall, for I will slay thee. Anon, as King Mark beheld his shield, he said to 
himself: Yonder is Sir Launcelot; alas, now am I destroyed; and therewithal he 
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made his horse to run as fast as it might through thick and thin. And ever Sir 
Dagonet followed after King Mark, crying and rating him as a wood man, 
through a great forest. When Sir Uwaine and Sir Brandiles saw Dagonet so chase 
King Mark, they laughed all as they were wood. And then they took their horses, 
and rode after to see how Sir Dagonet sped, for they would not for no good that 
Sir Dagonet were shent, for King Arthur loved him passing well, and made him 
knight with his own hands. And at every tournament he began to make King 
Arthur to laugh. Then the knights rode here and there, crying and chasing after 
King Mark, that all the forest rang of the noise. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Palomides by adventure met King Mark 
flying, and how he overthrew Dagonet and other knights. 

SO King Mark rode by fortune by a well, in the way where stood a knight- 
errant on horseback, armed at all points, with a great spear in his hand. And 
when he saw King Mark coming flying he said: Knight, return again for shame 
and stand with me, and I shall be thy warrant. Ah, fair knight, said King Mark, 
let me pass, for yonder cometh after me the best knight of the world, with the 
black bended shield. Fie, for shame, said the knight, he is none of the worthy 
knights, and if he were Sir Launcelot or Sir Tristram I should not doubt to meet 
the better of them both. When King Mark heard him say that word, he turned his 
horse and abode by him. And then that strong knight bare a spear to Dagonet, 
and smote him so sore that he bare him over his horse's tail, and nigh he had 
broken his neck. And anon after him came Sir Brandiles, and when he saw 
Dagonet have that fall he was passing wroth, and cried: Keep thee, knight, and 
so they hurtled together wonder sore. But the knight smote Sir Brandiles so sore 
that he went to the earth, horse and man. Sir Uwaine came after and saw all this. 
Jesu, said he, yonder is a strong knight. And then they feutred their spears, and 
this knight came so eagerly that he smote down Sir Uwaine. Then came Ozana 
with the hardy heart, and he was smitten down. Now, said Sir Griflet, by my 
counsel let us send to yonder errant-knight, and wit whether he be of Arthur's 
court, for as I deem it is Sir Lamorak de Galis. So they sent unto him, and prayed 
the strange knight to tell his name, and whether he were of Arthur's court or not. 
As for my name they shall not wit, but tell them I am a knight-errant as they are, 
and let them wit that I am no knight of King Arthur's court; and so the squire 
rode again unto them and told them his answer of him. By my head, said Sir 
Agravaine, he is one of the strongest knights that ever I saw, for he hath 
overthrown three noble knights, and needs we must encounter with him for 
shame. So Sir Agravaine feutred his spear, and that other was ready, and smote 
him down over his horse to the earth. And in the same wise he smote Sir Uwaine 
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les Avoutres and also Sir Griflet. Then had he served them all but Sir Dinadan, 
for he was behind, and Sir Mordred was unarmed, and Dagonet had his harness. 

So when this was done, this strong knight rode on his way a soft pace, and 
King Mark rode after him, praising him mickle; but he would answer no words, 
but sighed wonderly sore, hanging down his head, taking no heed to his words. 
Thus they rode well a three mile English, and then this knight called to him a 
varlet, and bade him ride until yonder fair manor, and recommend me to the lady 
of that castle and place, and pray her to send me refreshing of good meats and 
drinks. And if she ask thee what I am, tell her that I am the knight that followeth 
the glatisant beast: that is in English to say the questing beast; for that beast 
wheresomever he yede he quested in the belly with such a noise as it had been a 
thirty couple of hounds. Then the varlet went his way and came to the manor, 
and saluted the lady, and told her from whence he came. And when she 
understood that he came from the knight that followed the questing beast: O 
sweet Lord Jesu, she said, when shall I see that noble knight, my dear son 
Palomides? Alas, will he not abide with me? and therewith she swooned and 
wept, and made passing great dole. And then also soon as she might she gave the 
varlet all that he asked. And the varlet returned unto Sir Palomides, for he was a 
varlet of King Mark. And as soon as he came, he told the knight's name was Sir 
Palomides. I am well pleased, said King Mark, but hold thee still and say 
nothing. Then they alighted and set them down and reposed them a while. Anon 
withal King Mark fell asleep. When Sir Palomides saw him sound asleep he took 
his horse and rode his way, and said to them: I will not be in the company of a 
sleeping knight. And so he rode forth a great pace. 


CHAPTER XIV. How King Mark and Sir Dinadan heard Sir Palomides 

making great sorrow and mourning for La Beale Isoud. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Dinadan, that found these seven knights passing 
heavy. And when he wist how that they sped, as heavy was he. My lord Uwaine, 
said Dinadan, I dare lay my head it is Sir Lamorak de Galis. I promise you all I 
shall find him an he may be found in this country. And so Sir Dinadan rode after 
this knight; and so did King Mark, that sought him through the forest. So as 
King Mark rode after Sir Palomides he heard the noise of a man that made great 
dole. Then King Mark rode as nigh that noise as he might and as he durst. Then 
was he ware of a knight that was descended off his horse, and had put off his 
helm, and there he made a piteous complaint and a dolorous, of love. 

Now leave we that, and talk we of Sir Dinadan, that rode to seek Sir 
Palomides. And as he came within a forest he met with a knight, a chaser of a 
deer. Sir, said Sir Dinadan, met ye with a knight with a shield of silver and lions' 
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heads? Yea, fair knight, said the other, with such a knight met I with but a while 
agone, and straight yonder way he yede. Gramercy, said Sir Dinadan, for might I 
find the track of his horse I should not fail to find that knight. Right so as Sir 
Dinadan rode in the even late he heard a doleful noise as it were of a man. Then 
Sir Dinadan rode toward that noise; and when he came nigh that noise he 
alighted off his horse, and went near him on foot. Then was he ware of a knight 
that stood under a tree, and his horse tied by him, and the helm off his head; and 
ever that knight made a doleful complaint as ever made knight. And always he 
made his complaint of La Beale Isoud, the Queen of Cornwall, and said: Ah, fair 
lady, why love I thee! for thou art fairest of all other, and yet showest thou never 
love to me, nor bounty. Alas, yet must I love thee. And I may not blame thee, 
fair lady, for mine eyes be cause of this sorrow. And yet to love thee I am but a 
fool, for the best knight of the world loveth thee, and ye him again, that is Sir 
Tristram de Liones. And the falsest king and knight is your husband, and the 
most coward and full of treason, is your lord, King Mark. Alas, that ever so fair a 
lady and peerless of all other should be matched with the most villainous knight 
of the world. All this language heard King Mark, what Sir Palomides said by 
him; wherefore he was adread when he saw Sir Dinadan, lest he espied him, that 
he would tell Sir Palomides that he was King Mark; and therefore he withdrew 
him, and took his horse and rode to his men, where he commanded them to 
abide. And so he rode as fast as he might unto Camelot; and the same day he 
found there Amant, the knight, ready that afore Arthur had appealed him of 
treason; and so, lightly the king commanded them to do battle. And by 
misadventure King Mark smote Amant through the body. And yet was Amant in 
the righteous quarrel. And right so he took his horse and departed from the court 
for dread of Sir Dinadan, that he would tell Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides what 
he was. Then were there maidens that La Beale Isoud had sent to Sir Tristram, 
that knew Sir Amant well. 


CHAPTER XV. How King Mark had slain Sir Amant wrongfully to- 

fore King Arthur, and Sir Launcelot fetched King Mark to King Arthur. 
THEN by the license of King Arthur they went to him and spake with him; 
for while the truncheon of the spear stuck in his body he spake: Ah, fair 
damosels, said Amant, recommend me unto La Beale Isoud, and tell her that I 
am slain for the love of her and of Sir Tristram. And there he told the damosels 
how cowardly King Mark had slain him, and Sir Bersules, his fellow. And for 
that deed I appealed him of treason, and here am I slain in a righteous quarrel; 
and all was because Sir Bersules and I would not consent by treason to slay the 
noble knight, Sir Tristram. Then the two maidens cried aloud that all the court 
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might hear it, and said: O sweet Lord Jesu, that knowest all hid things, why 
sufferest Thou so false a traitor to vanquish and slay a true knight that fought in 
a righteous quarrel? Then anon it was sprung to the king, and the queen, and to 
all the lords, that it was King Mark that had slain Sir Amant, and Sir Bersules 
afore hand; wherefore they did their battle. Then was King Arthur wroth out of 
measure, and so were all the other knights. But when Sir Tristram knew all the 
matter he made great dole and sorrow out of measure, and wept for sorrow for 
the loss of the noble knights, Sir Bersules and of Sir Amant. 

When Sir Launcelot espied Sir Tristram weep he went hastily to King 
Arthur, and said: Sir, I pray you give me leave to return again to yonder false 
king and knight. I pray you, said King Arthur, fetch him again, but I would not 
that ye slew him, for my worship. Then Sir Launcelot armed him in all haste, 
and mounted upon a great horse, and took a spear in his hand and rode after 
King Mark. And from thence a three mile English Sir Launcelot over took him, 
and bade him: Turn recreant king and knight, for whether thou wilt or not thou 
shalt go with me to King Arthur's court. King Mark returned and looked upon 
Sir Launcelot, and said: Fair sir, what is your name? Wit thou well, said he, my 
name is Sir Launcelot, and therefore defend thee. And when King Mark wist that 
it was Sir Launcelot, and came so fast upon him with a spear, he cried then 
aloud: I yield me to thee, Sir Launcelot, honourable knight. But Sir Launcelot 
would not hear him, but came fast upon him. King Mark saw that, and made no 
defence, but tumbled adown out of his saddle to the earth as a sack, and there he 
lay still, and cried Sir Launcelot mercy. Arise, recreant knight and king. I will 
not fight, said King Mark, but whither that ye will I will go with you. Alas, alas, 
said Sir Launcelot, that I may not give thee one buffet for the love of Sir 
Tristram and of La Beale Isoud, and for the two knights that thou hast slain 
traitorly. And so he mounted upon his horse and brought him to King Arthur; 
and there King Mark alighted in that same place, and threw his helm from him 
upon the earth, and his sword, and fell flat to the earth of King Arthur's feet, and 
put him in his grace and mercy. So God me help, said Arthur, ye are welcome in 
a manner, and in a manner ye are not welcome. In this manner ye are welcome, 
that ye come hither maugre thy head, as I suppose. That is truth, said King Mark, 
and else I had not been here, for my lord, Sir Launcelot, brought me hither 
through his fine force, and to him am I yolden to as recreant. Well, said Arthur, 
ye understand ye ought to do me service, homage, and fealty. And never would 
ye do me none, but ever ye have been against me, and a destroyer of my knights; 
now, how will ye acquit you? Sir, said King Mark, right as your lordship will 
require me, unto my power, I will make a large amends. For he was a fair 
speaker, and false thereunder. Then for great pleasure of Sir Tristram, to make 
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them twain accorded, the king withheld King Mark as at that time, and made a 
broken love-day between them. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Dinadan told Sir Palomides of the battle 
between Sir Launcelot and Sir Tristam. 

NOW turn we again unto Sir Palomides, how Sir Dinadan comforted him in 
all that he might, from his great sorrow. What knight are ye? said Sir Palomides. 
Sir, Iam a knight-errant as ye be, that hath sought you long by your shield. Here 
is my shield, said Sir Palomides, wit ye well, an ye will ought, therewith I will 
defend it. Nay, said Sir Dinadan, I will not have ado with you but in good 
manner. And if ye will, ye shall find me soon ready. Sir, said Sir Dinadan, 
whitherward ride you this way? By my head, said Sir Palomides, I wot not, but 
as fortune leadeth me. Heard ye or saw ye ought of Sir Tristram? So God me 
help, of Sir Tristram I both heard and saw, and not for then we loved not 
inwardly well together, yet at my mischief Sir Tristram rescued me from my 
death; and yet, or he and I departed, by both our assents we assigned a day that 
we should have met at the stony grave that Merlin set beside Camelot, and there 
to have done battle together; howbeit I was letted, said Sir Palomides, that I 
might not hold my day, the which grieveth me sore; but I have a large excuse. 
For I was prisoner with a lord, and many other more, and that shall Sir Tristram 
right well understand, that I brake it not of fear of cowardice. And then Sir 
Palomides told Sir Dinadan the same day that they should have met. So God me 
help, said Sir Dinadan, that same day met Sir Launcelot and Sir Tristram at the 
same grave of stone. And there was the most mightiest battle that ever was seen 
in this land betwixt two knights, for they fought more than two hours. And there 
they both bled so much blood that all men marvelled that ever they might endure 
it. And so at the last, by both their assents, they were made friends and sworn- 
brethren for ever, and no man can judge the better knight. And now is Sir 
Tristram made a knight of the Round Table, and he sitteth in the siege of the 
noble knight, Sir Marhaus. By my head, said Sir Palomides, Sir Tristram is far 
bigger than Sir Launcelot, and the hardier knight. Have ye assayed them both? 
said Sir Dinadan. I have seen Sir Tristram fight, said Sir Palomides, but never 
Sir Launcelot to my witting. But at the fountain where Sir Launcelot lay asleep, 
there with one spear he smote down Sir Tristram and me, said Palomides, but at 
that time they knew not either other. Fair knight, said Sir Dinadan, as for Sir 
Launcelot and Sir Tristram let them be, for the worst of them will not be lightly 
matched of no knights that I know living. No, said Sir Palomides, God defend, 
but an I had a quarrel to the better of them both I would with as good a will fight 
with him as with you. Sir, I require you tell me your name, and in good faith I 
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shall hold you company till that we come to Camelot; and there shall ye have 
great worship now at this great tournament; for there shall be the Queen 
Guenever, and La Beale Isoud of Cornwall. Wit you well, sir knight, for the love 
of La Beale Isoud I will be there, and else not, but I will not have ado in King 
Arthur's court. Sir, said Dinadan, I shall ride with you and do you service, so you 
will tell me your name. Sir, ye shall understand my name is Sir Palomides, 
brother to Safere, the good and noble knight. And Sir Segwarides and I, we be 
Saracens born, of father and mother. Sir, said Sir Dinadan, I thank you much for 
the telling of your name. For I am glad of that I know your name, and I promise 
you by the faith of my body, ye shall not be hurt by me by my will, but rather be 
advanced. And thereto will I help you with all my power, I promise you, doubt 
ye not. And certainly on my life ye shall win great worship in the court of King 
Arthur, and be right welcome. So then they dressed on their helms and put on 
their shields, and mounted upon their horses, and took the broad way towards 
Camelot. And then were they ware of a castle that was fair and rich, and also 
passing strong as any was within this realm. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Lamorak jousted with divers knights of the 
castle wherein was Morgan le Fay. 

SIR PALOMIDES, said Dinadan, here is a castle that I know well, and 
therein dwelleth Queen Morgan le Fay, King Arthur's sister; and King Arthur 
gave her this castle, the which he hath repented him sithen a thousand times, for 
sithen King Arthur and she have been at debate and strife; but this castle could 
he never get nor win of her by no manner of engine; and ever as she might she 
made war on King Arthur. And all dangerous knights she withholdeth with her, 
for to destroy all these knights that King Arthur loveth. And there shall no knight 
pass this way but he must joust with one knight, or with two, or with three. And 
if it hap that King Arthur's knight be beaten, he shall lose his horse and his 
harness and all that he hath, and hard, if that he escape, but that he shall be 
prisoner. So God me help, said Palomides, this is a shameful custom, and a 
villainous usance for a queen to use, and namely to make such war upon her own 
lord, that is called the Flower of Chivalry that is christian or heathen; and with 
all my heart I would destroy that shameful custom. And I will that all the world 
wit she shall have no service of me. And if she send out any knights, as I 
suppose she will, for to joust, they shall have both their hands full. And I shall 
not fail you, said Sir Dinadan, unto my puissance, upon my life. 

So as they stood on horseback afore the castle, there came a knight with a red 
shield, and two squires after him; and he came straight unto Sir Palomides, the 
good knight, and said to him: Fair and gentle knight-errant, I require thee for the 
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love thou owest unto knighthood, that ye will not have ado here with these men 
of this castle; for this was Sir Lamorak that thus said. For I came hither to seek 
this deed, and it is my request; and therefore I beseech you, knight, let me deal, 
and if I be beaten revenge me. In the name of God, said Palomides, let see how 
ye will speed, and we shall behold you. Then anon came forth a knight of the 
castle, and proffered to joust with the Knight with the Red Shield. Anon they 
encountered together, and he with the red shield smote him so hard that he bare 
him over to the earth. Therewith anon came another knight of the castle, and he 
was smitten so sore that he avoided his saddle. And forthwithal came the third 
knight, and the Knight with the Red Shield smote him to the earth. Then came 
Sir Palomides, and besought him that he might help him to joust. Fair knight, 
said he unto him, suffer me as at this time to have my will, for an they were 
twenty knights I shall not doubt them. And ever there were upon the walls of the 
castle many lords and ladies that cried and said: Well have ye jousted, Knight 
with the Red Shield. But as soon as the knight had smitten them down, his squire 
took their horses, and avoided their saddles and bridles of the horses, and turned 
them into the forest, and made the knights to be kept to the end of the jousts. 
Right so came out of the castle the fourth knight, and freshly proffered to joust 
with the Knight with the Red Shield: and he was ready, and he smote him so 
hard that horse and man fell to the earth, and the knight's back brake with the 
fall, and his neck also. O Jesu, said Sir Palomides, that yonder is a passing good 
knight, and the best jouster that ever I saw. By my head, said Sir Dinadan, he is 
as good as ever was Sir Launcelot or Sir Tristram, what knight somever he be. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Palomides would have jousted for Sir 
Lamorak with the knights of the castle. 

THEN forthwithal came a knight out of the castle, with a shield bended with 
black and with white. And anon the Knight with the Red Shield and he 
encountered so hard that he smote the knight of the castle through the bended 
shield and through the body, and brake the horse's back. Fair knight, said Sir 
Palomides, ye have overmuch on hand, therefore I pray you let me joust, for ye 
had need to be reposed. Why sir, said the knight, seem ye that I am weak and 
feeble? and sir, methinketh ye proffer me wrong, and to me shame, when I do 
well enough. I tell you now as I told you erst; for an they were twenty knights I 
shall beat them, and if I be beaten or slain then may ye revenge me. And if ye 
think that I be weary, and ye have an appetite to joust with me, I shall find you 
jousting enough. Sir, said Palomides, I said it not because I would joust with 
you, but meseemeth that ye have overmuch on hand. And therefore, an ye were 
gentle, said the Knight with the Red Shield, ye should not proffer me shame; 
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therefore I require you to joust with me, and ye shall find that I am not weary. 
Sith ye require me, said Sir Palomides, take keep to yourself. Then they two 
knights came together as fast as their horses might run, and the knight smote Sir 
Palomides sore on the shield that the spear went into his side a great wound, and 
a perilous. And therewithal Sir Palomides avoided his saddle. And that knight 
turned unto Sir Dinadan; and when he saw him coming he cried aloud, and said: 
Sir, I will not have ado with you; but for that he let it not, but came straight upon 
him. So Sir Dinadan for shame put forth his spear and all to-shivered it upon the 
knight. But he smote Sir Dinadan again so hard that he smote him clean from his 
saddle; but their horses he would not suffer his squires to meddle with, and 
because they were knights-errant. 

Then he dressed him again to the castle, and jousted with seven knights 
more, and there was none of them might withstand him, but he bare him to the 
earth. And of these twelve knights he slew in plain jousts four. And the eight 
knights he made them to swear on the cross of a sword that they should never 
use the evil customs of the castle. And when he had made them to swear that 
oath he let them pass. And ever stood the lords and the ladies on the castle walls 
crying and saying: Knight with the Red Shield, ye have marvellously well done 
as ever we saw knight do. And therewith came a knight out of the castle 
unarmed, and said: Knight with the Red Shield, overmuch damage hast thou 
done to us this day, therefore return whither thou wilt, for here are no more will 
have ado with thee; for we repent sore that ever thou camest here, for by thee is 
fordone the old custom of this castle. And with that word he turned again into 
the castle, and shut the gates. Then the Knight with the Red Shield turned and 
called his squires, and so passed forth on his way, and rode a great pace. 

And when he was past Sir Palomides went to Sir Dinadan, and said: I had 
never such a shame of one knight that ever I met; and therefore I cast me to ride 
after him, and to be revenged with my sword, for a-horseback I deem I shall get 
no worship of him. Sir Palomides, said Dinadan, ye shall not meddle with him 
by my counsel, for ye shall get no worship of him; and for this cause, ye have 
seen him this day have had overmuch to do, and overmuch travailed. By 
almighty Jesu, said Palomides, I shall never be at ease till that I have had ado 
with him. Sir, said Dinadan, I shall give you my beholding. Well, said 
Palomides, then shall ye see how we shall redress our mights. So they took their 
horses of their varlets, and rode after the Knight with the Red Shield; and down 
in a valley beside a fountain they were ware where he was alighted to repose 
him, and had done off his helm for to drink at the well. 


CHAPTER XIX. How Sir Lamorak jousted with Sir Palomides, and 
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hurt him grievously. 

THEN Palomides rode fast till he came nigh him. And then he said: Knight, 
remember ye of the shame ye did to me right now at the castle, therefore dress 
thee, for I will have ado with thee. Fair knight, said he to Palomides, of me ye 
win no worship, for ye have seen this day that I have been travailed sore. As for 
that, said Palomides, I will not let, for wit ye well I will be revenged. Well, said 
the knight, I may happen to endure you. And therewithal he mounted upon his 
horse, and took a great spear in his hand ready for to joust. Nay, said Palomides, 
I will not joust, for I am sure at jousting I get no prize. Fair knight, said that 
knight, it would beseem a knight to joust and to fight on horseback. Ye shall see 
what I will do, said Palomides. And therewith he alighted down upon foot, and 
dressed his shield afore him and pulled out his sword. Then the Knight with the 
Red Shield descended down from his horse, and dressed his shield afore him, 
and so he drew out his sword. And then they came together a soft pace, and 
wonderly they lashed together passing thick the mountenance of an hour or ever 
they breathed. Then they traced and traversed, and waxed wonderly wroth, and 
either behight other death; they hewed so fast with their swords that they cut in 
down half their swords and mails, that the bare flesh in some place stood above 
their harness. And when Sir Palomides beheld his fellow's sword over-hylled 
with his blood it grieved him sore: some while they foined, some while they 
struck as wild men. But at the last Sir Palomides waxed faint, because of his first 
wound that he had at the castle with a spear, for that wound grieved him 
wonderly sore. Fair knight, said Palomides, meseemeth we have assayed either 
other passing sore, and if it may please thee, I require thee of thy knighthood tell 
me thy name. Sir, said the knight to Palomides, that is me loath to do, for thou 
hast done me wrong and no knighthood to proffer me battle, considering my 
great travail, but an thou wilt tell me thy name I will tell thee mine. Sir, said he, 
wit thou well my name is Palomides. Ah, sir, ye shall understand my name is Sir 
Lamorak de Galis, son and heir unto the good knight and king, King Pellinore, 
and Sir Tor, the good knight, is my half brother. When Sir Palomides heard him 
say so he kneeled down and asked mercy, For outrageously have I done to you 
this day; considering the great deeds of arms I have seen you do, shamefully and 
unknightly I have required you to do battle. Ah, Sir Palomides, said Sir 
Lamorak, overmuch have ye done and said to me. And therewith he embraced 
him with his both hands, and said: Palomides, the worthy knight, in all this land 
is no better than ye, nor more of prowess, and me repenteth sore that we should 
fight together. So it doth not me, said Sir Palomides, and yet am I sorer wounded 
than ye be; but as for that I shall soon thereof be whole. But certainly I would 
not for the fairest castle in this land, but if thou and I had met, for I shall love 
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you the days of my life afore all other knights except my brother, Sir Safere. I 
say the same, said Sir Lamorak, except my brother, Sir Tor. Then came Sir 
Dinadan, and he made great joy of Sir Lamorak. Then their squires dressed both 
their shields and their harness, and stopped their wounds. And thereby at a priory 
they rested them all night. 


CHAPTER XX. How it was told Sir Launcelot that Dagonet chased 
King Mark, and how a knight overthrew him and six knights. 

Now turn we again. When Sir Ganis and Sir Brandiles with his fellows came 
to the court of King Arthur they told the king, Sir Launcelot, and Sir Tristram, 
how Sir Dagonet, the fool, chased King Mark through the forest, and how the 
strong knight smote them down all seven with one spear. There was great 
laughing and japing at King Mark and at Sir Dagonet. But all these knights could 
not tell what knight it was that rescued King Mark. Then they asked King Mark 
if that he knew him, and he answered and said: He named himself the Knight 
that followed the Questing Beast, and on that name he sent one of my varlets to a 
place where was his mother; and when she heard from whence he came she 
made passing great dole, and discovered to my varlet his name, and said: Oh, my 
dear son, Sir Palomides, why wilt thou not see me? And therefore, sir, said King 
Mark, it is to understand his name is Sir Palomides, a noble knight. Then were 
all these seven knights glad that they knew his name. 

Now turn we again, for on the morn they took their horses, both Sir 
Lamorak, Palomides, and Dinadan, with their squires and varlets, till they saw a 
fair castle that stood on a mountain well closed, and thither they rode, and there 
they found a knight that hight Galahalt, that was lord of that castle, and there 
they had great cheer and were well eased. Sir Dinadan, said Sir Lamorak, what 
will ye do? Oh sir, said Dinadan, I will to-morrow to the court of King Arthur. 
By my head, said Sir Palomides, I will not ride these three days, for I am sore 
hurt, and much have I bled, and therefore I will repose me here. Truly, said Sir 
Lamorak, and I will abide here with you; and when ye ride, then will I ride, 
unless that ye tarry over long; then will I take my horse. Therefore I pray you, 
Sir Dinadan, abide and ride with us. Faithfully, said Dinadan, I will not abide, 
for I have such a talent to see Sir Tristram that I may not abide long from him. 
Ah, Dinadan, said Sir Palomides, now do I understand that ye love my mortal 
enemy, and therefore how should I trust you. Well, said Dinadan, I love my lord 
Sir Tristram, above all other, and him will I serve and do honour. So shall I, said 
Sir Lamorak, in all that may lie in my power. 

So on the morn Sir Dinadan rode unto the court of King Arthur; and by the 
way as he rode he saw where stood an errant knight, and made him ready for to 
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joust. Not so, said Dinadan, for I have no will to joust. With me shall ye joust, 
said the knight, or that ye pass this way. Whether ask ye jousts, by love or by 
hate? The knight answered: Wit ye well I ask it for love, and not for hate. It may 
well be so, said Sir Dinadan, but ye proffer me hard love when ye will joust with 
me with a sharp spear. But, fair knight, said Sir Dinadan, sith ye will joust with 
me, meet with me in the court of King Arthur, and there shall I joust with you. 
Well, said the knight, sith ye will not joust with me, I pray you tell me your 
name. Sir knight, said he, my name is Sir Dinadan. Ah, said the knight, full well 
know I you for a good knight and a gentle, and wit you well I love you heartily. 
Then shall there be no jousts, said Dinadan, betwixt us. So they departed. And 
the same day he came to Camelot, where lay King Arthur. And there he saluted 
the king and the queen, Sir Launcelot, and Sir Tristram; and all the court was 
glad of Sir Dinadan, for he was gentle, wise, and courteous, and a good knight. 
And in especial, the valiant knight Sir Tristram loved Sir Dinadan passing well 
above all other knights save Sir Launcelot. 

Then the king asked Sir Dinadan what adventures he had seen. Sir, said 
Dinadan, I have seen many adventures, and of some King Mark knoweth, but not 
all. Then the king hearkened Sir Dinadan, how he told that Sir Palomides and he 
were afore the castle of Morgan le Fay, and how Sir Lamorak took the jousts 
afore them, and how he forjousted twelve knights, and of them four he slew, and 
how after he smote down Sir Palomides and me both. t I may not believe that, 
said the king, for Sir Palomides is a passing good knight. That is very truth, said 
Sir Dinadan, but yet I saw him better proved, hand for hand. And then he told 
the king all that battle, and how Sir Palomides was more weaker, and more hurt, 
and more lost of his blood. And without doubt, said Sir Dinadan, had the battle 
longer lasted, Palomides had been slain. O Jesu, said King Arthur, this is to me a 
great marvel. Sir, said Tristram, marvel ye nothing thereof, for at mine advice 
there is not a valianter knight in the world living, for I know his might. And now 
I will say you, I was never so weary of knight but if it were Sir Launcelot. And 
there is no knight in the world except Sir Launcelot that did so well as Sir 
Lamorak. So God me help, said the king, I would that knight, Sir Lamorak, came 
to this Court. Sir, said Dinadan, he will be here in short space, and Sir Palomides 
both, but I fear that Palomides may not yet travel. 


CHAPTER XXI. How King Arthur let do cry a jousts, and how Sir 
Lamorak came in, and overthrew Sir Gawaine and many other. 
THEN within three days after the king let make a jousting at a priory. And 
there made them ready many knights of the Round Table, for Sir Gawaine and 
his brethren made them ready to joust; but Tristram, Launcelot, nor Dinadan, 
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would not joust, but suffered Sir Gawaine, for the love of King Arthur, with his 
brethren, to win the gree if they might. Then on the morn they apparelled them 
to joust, Sir Gawaine and his four brethren, and did there great deeds of arms. 
And Sir Ector de Maris did marvellously well, but Sir Gawaine passed all that 
fellowship; wherefore King Arthur and all the knights gave Sir Gawaine the 
honour at the beginning. 

Right so King Arthur was ware of a knight and two squires, the which came 
out of a forest side, with a shield covered with leather, and then he came slyly 
and hurtled here and there, and anon with one spear he had smitten down two 
knights of the Round Table. Then with his hurtling he lost the covering of his 
shield, then was the king and all other ware that he bare a red shield. O Jesu, said 
King Arthur, see where rideth a stout knight, he with the red shield. And there 
was noise and crying Beware the Knight with the Red Shield. So within a little 
while he had overthrown three brethren of Sir Gawaine's. So God me help, said 
King Arthur, meseemeth yonder is the best jouster that ever I saw. With that he 
saw him encounter with Sir Gawaine, and he smote him down with so great 
force that he made his horse to avoid his saddle. How now, said the king, Sir 
Gawaine hath a fall; well were me an I knew what knight he were with the red 
shield. I know him well, said Dinadan, but as at this time ye shall not know his 
name. By my head, said Sir Tristram, he jousted better than Sir Palomides, and if 
ye list to know his name, wit ye well his name is Sir Lamorak de Galis. 

As they stood thus talking, Sir Gawaine and he encountered together again, 
and there he smote Sir Gawaine from his horse, and bruised him sore. And in the 
sight of King Arthur he smote down twenty knights, beside Sir Gawaine and his 
brethren. And so clearly was the prize given him as a knight peerless. Then slyly 
and marvellously Sir Lamorak withdrew him from all the fellowship into the 
forest side. All this espied King Arthur, for his eye went never from him. Then 
the king, Sir Launcelot, Sir Tristram, and Sir Dinadan, took their hackneys, and 
rode straight after the good knight, Sir Lamorak de Galis, and there found him. 
And thus said the king: Ah, fair knight, well be ye found. When he saw the king 
he put off his helm and saluted him, and when he saw Sir Tristram he alighted 
down off his horse and ran to him to take him by the thighs, but Sir Tristram 
would not suffer him, but he alighted or that he came, and either took other in 
arms, and made great joy of other. The king was glad, and also was all the 
fellowship of the Round Table, except Sir Gawaine and his brethren. And when 
they wist that he was Sir Lamorak, they had great despite at him, and were 
wonderly wroth with him that he had put him to dishonour that day. 

Then Gawaine called privily in council all his brethren, and to them said 
thus: Fair brethren, here may ye see, whom that we hate King Arthur loveth, and 
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whom that we love he hateth. And wit ye well, my fair brethren, that this Sir 
Lamorak will never love us, because we slew his father, King Pellinore, for we 
deemed that he slew our father, King of Orkney. And for the despite of 
Pellinore, Sir Lamorak did us a shame to our mother, therefore I will be 
revenged. Sir, said Sir Gawaine's brethren, let see how ye will or may be 
revenged, and ye shall find us ready. Well, said Gawaine, hold you still and we 
shall espy our time. 


CHAPTER XXII. How King Arthur made King Mark to be accorded 
with Sir Tristram, and how they departed toward Cornwall. 

NOW pass we our matter, and leave we Sir Gawaine, and speak of King 
Arthur, that on a day said unto King Mark: Sir, I pray you give me a gift that I 
shall ask you. Sir, said King Mark, I will give you whatsomever ye desire an it 
be in my power. Sir, gramercy, said Arthur. This I will ask you, that ye will be 
good lord unto Sir Tristram, for he is a man of great honour; and that ye will take 
him with you into Cornwall, and let him see his friends, and there cherish him 
for my sake. Sir, said King Mark, I promise you by the faith of my body, and by 
the faith that I owe to God and to you, I shall worship him for your sake in all 
that I can or may. Sir, said Arthur, and I will forgive you all the evil will that 
ever I ought you, an so be that you swear that upon a book before me. With a 
good will, said King Mark; and so he there sware upon a book afore him and all 
his knights, and therewith King Mark and Sir Tristram took either other by the 
hands hard knit together. But for all this King Mark thought falsely, as it proved 
after, for he put Sir Tristram in prison, and cowardly would have slain him. 

Then soon after King Mark took his leave to ride into Cornwall, and Sir 
Tristram made him ready to ride with him, whereof the most part of the Round 
Table were wroth and heavy, and in especial Sir Launcelot, and Sir Lamorak, 
and Sir Dinadan, were wroth out of measure For well they wist King Mark 
would slay or destroy Sir Tristram. Alas, said Dinadan, that my lord, Sir 
Tristram, shall depart. And Sir Tristram took such sorrow that he was amazed 
like a fool. Alas, said Sir Launcelot unto King Arthur, what have ye done, for ye 
shall lose the most man of worship that ever came into your court. It was his 
own desire, said Arthur, and therefore I might not do withal, for I have done all 
that I can and made them at accord. Accord, said Sir Launcelot, fie upon that 
accord, for ye shall hear that he shall slay Sir Tristram, or put him in a prison, for 
he is the most coward and the villainest king and knight that is now living. 

And therewith Sir Launcelot departed, and came to King Mark, and said to 
him thus: Sir king, wit thou well the good knight Sir Tristram shall go with thee. 
Beware, I rede thee, of treason, for an thou mischief that knight by any manner 
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of falsehood or treason, by the faith I owe to God and to the order of knighthood, 
I shall slay thee with mine own hands. Sir Launcelot, said the king, overmuch 
have ye said to me, and I have sworn and said over largely afore King Arthur in 
hearing of all his knights, that I shall not slay nor betray him. It were to me 
overmuch shame to break my promise. Ye say well, said Sir Launcelot, but ye 
are called so false and full of treason that no man may believe you. Forsooth it is 
known well wherefore ye came into this country, and for none other cause but 
for to slay Sir Tristram. So with great dole King Mark and Sir Tristram rode 
together, for it was by Sir Tristram's will and his means to go with King Mark, 
and all was for the intent to see La Beale Isoud, for without the sight of her Sir 
Tristram might not endure. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How Sir Percivale was made knight of King Arthur, 
and how a dumb maid spake, and brought him to the Round Table. 

NOW turn we again unto Sir Lamorak, and speak we of his brethren, Sir Tor, 
which was King Pellinore's first son and begotten of Aryes, wife of the cowherd, 
for he was a bastard; and Sir Aglovale was his first son begotten in wedlock; Sir 
Lamorak, Dornar, Percivale, these were his sons too in wedlock. So when King 
Mark and Sir Tristram were departed from the court there was made great dole 
and sorrow for the departing of Sir Tristram. Then the king and his knights made 
no manner of joys eight days after. And at the eight days' end there came to the 
court a knight with a young squire with him. And when this knight was unarmed, 
he went to the king and required him to make the young squire a knight. Of what 
lineage is he come? said King Arthur. Sir, said the knight, he is the son of King 
Pellinore, that did you some time good service, and he is a brother unto Sir 
Lamorak de Galis, the good knight. Well, said the king, for what cause desire ye 
that of me that I should make him knight? Wit you well, my lord the king, that 
this young squire is brother to me as well as to Sir Lamorak, and my name is 
Aglavale. Sir Aglavale, said Arthur, for the love of Sir Lamorak, and for his 
father's love, he shall be made knight to-morrow. Now tell me, said Arthur, what 
is his name? Sir, said the knight, his name is Percivale de Galis. So on the morn 
the king made him knight in Camelot. But the king and all the knights thought it 
would be long or that he proved a good knight. 

Then at the dinner, when the king was set at the table, and every knight after 
he was of prowess, the king commanded him to be set among mean knights; and 
so was Sir Percivale set as the king commanded. Then was there a maiden in the 
queen's court that was come of high blood, and she was dumb and never spake 
word. Right so she came straight into the hall, and went unto Sir Percivale, and 
took him by the hand and said aloud, that the king and all the knights might hear 
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it: Arise, Sir Percivale, the noble knight and God's knight, and go with me; and 
so he did. And there she brought him to the right side of the Siege Perilous, and 
said, Fair knight, take here thy siege, for that siege appertaineth to thee and to 
none other. Right so she departed and asked a priest. And as she was confessed 
and houselled then she died. Then the king and all the court made great joy of 
Sir Percivale. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How Sir Lamorak visited King Lot's wife, and how 
Sir Gaheris slew her which was his own mother. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Lamorak, that much was there praised. Then, by the 
mean of Sir Gawaine and his brethren, they sent for their mother there besides, 
fast by a castle beside Camelot; and all was to that intent to slay Sir Lamorak. 
The Queen of Orkney was there but a while, but Sir Lamorak wist of their being, 
and was full fain; and for to make an end of this matter, he sent unto her, and 
there betwixt them was a night assigned that Sir Lamorak should come to her. 
Thereof was ware Sir Gaheris, and there he rode afore the same night, and 
waited upon Sir Lamorak, and then he saw where he came all armed. And where 
Sir Lamorak alighted he tied his horse to a privy postern, and so he went into a 
parlour and unarmed him; and then he went unto the queen's bed, and she made 
of him passing great joy, and he of her again, for either loved other passing sore. 
So when the knight, Sir Gaheris, saw his time, he came to their bedside all 
armed, with his sword naked, and suddenly gat his mother by the hair and struck 
off her head. 

When Sir Lamorak saw the blood dash upon him all hot, the which he loved 
passing well, wit you well he was sore abashed and dismayed of that dolorous 
knight. And therewithal, Sir Lamorak leapt out of the bed in his shirt as a knight 
dismayed, saying thus: Ah, Sir Gaheris, knight of the Table Round, foul and evil 
have ye done, and to you great shame. Alas, why have ye slain your mother that 
bare you? with more right ye should have slain me. The offence hast thou done, 
said Gaheris, notwithstanding a man is born to offer his service; but yet shouldst 
thou beware with whom thou meddlest, for thou hast put me and my brethren to 
a shame, and thy father slew our father; and thou to lie by our mother is too 
much shame for us to suffer. And as for thy father, King Pellinore my brother Sir 
Gawaine and I slew him. Ye did him the more wrong, said Sir Lamorak, for my 
father slew not your father, it was Balin le Savage: and as yet my father's death 
is not revenged. Leave those words, said Sir Gaheris, for an thou speak 
feloniously I will slay thee. But because thou art naked I am ashamed to slay 
thee. But wit thou well, in what place I may get thee I shall slay thee; and now 
my mother is quit of thee; and withdraw thee and take thine armour, that thou 
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were gone. Sir Lamorak saw there was none other bote, but fast armed him, and 
took his horse and rode his way making great sorrow. But for the shame and 
dolour he would not ride to King Arthur's court, but rode another way. 

But when it was known that Gaheris had slain his mother the king was 
passing wroth, and commanded him to go out of his court. Wit ye well Sir 
Gawaine was wroth that Gaheris had slain his mother and let Sir Lamorak 
escape. And for this matter was the king passing wroth, and so was Sir 
Launcelot, and many other knights. Sir, said Sir Launcelot, here is a great 
mischief befallen by felony, and by forecast treason, that your sister is thus 
shamefully slain. And I dare say that it was wrought by treason, and I dare say 
ye shall lose that good knight, Sir Lamorak the which is great pity. I wot well 
and am sure, an Sir Tristram wist it, he would never more come within your 
court, the which should grieve you much more and all your knights. God defend, 
said the noble King Arthur, that I should lose Sir Lamorak or Sir Tristram, for 
then twain of my chief knights of the Table Round were gone. Sir, said Sir 
Launcelot, I am sure ye shall lose Sir Lamorak, for Sir Gawaine and his brethren 
will slay him by one mean or other; for they among them have concluded and 
sworn to slay him an ever they may see their time. That shall I let, said Arthur. 


CHAPTER XXV. How Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred met with a 
knight fleeing, and how they both were overthrown, and of Sir Dinadan. 

NOW leave we of Sir Lamorak, and speak of Sir Gawaine's brethren, and 
specially of Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred. As they rode on their adventures 
they met with a knight fleeing, sore wounded; and they asked him what tidings. 
Fair knights, said he, here cometh a knight after me that will slay me. With that 
came Sir Dinadan riding to them by adventure, but he would promise them no 
help. But Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred promised him to rescue him. 
Therewithal came that knight straight unto them, and anon he proffered to joust. 
That saw Sir Mordred and rode to him, but he struck Mordred over his horse's 
tail. That saw Sir Agravaine, and straight he rode toward that knight, and right so 
as he served Mordred so he served Agravaine, and said to them: Sirs, wit ye well 
both that I am Breuse Saunce PitA©, that hath done this to you. And yet he rode 
over Agravaine five or six times. When Dinadan saw this, he must needs joust 
with him for shame. And so Dinadan and he encountered together, that with pure 
strength Sir Dinadan smote him over his horse's tail Then he took his horse and 
fled, for he was on foot one of the valiantest knights in Arthur's days, and a great 
destroyer of all good knights. 

Then rode Sir Dinadan unto Sir Mordred and unto Sir Agravaine. Sir knight, 
said they all, well have ye done, and well have ye revenged us, wherefore we 
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pray you tell us your name. Fair sirs, ye ought to know my name, the which is 
called Sir Dinadan. When they understood that it was Dinadan they were more 
wroth than they were before, for they hated him out of measure because of Sir 
Lamorak. For Dinadan had such a custom that he loved all good knights that 
were valiant, and he hated all those that were destroyers of good knights. And 
there were none that hated Dinadan but those that ever were called murderers. 
Then spake the hurt knight that Breuse Saunce PitA© had chased, his name was 
Dalan, and said: If thou be Dinadan thou slewest my father. It may well be so, 
said Dinadan, but then it was in my defence and at his request. By my head, said 
Dalan, thou shalt die therefore, and therewith he dressed his spear and his shield. 
And to make the shorter tale, Sir Dinadan smote him down off his horse, that his 
neck was nigh broken. And in the same wise he smote Sir Mordred and Sir 
Agravaine. And after, in the quest of the Sangreal, cowardly and feloniously 
they slew Dinadan, the which was great damage, for he was a great bourder and 
a passing good knight. 

And so Sir Dinadan rode to a castle that hight Beale-Valet. And there he 
found Sir Palomides that was not yet whole of the wound that Sir Lamorak gave 
him. And there Dinadan told Palomides all the tidings that he heard and saw of 
Sir Tristram, and how he was gone with King Mark, and with him he hath all his 
will and desire. Therewith Sir Palomides waxed wroth, for he loved La Beale 
Isoud. And then he wist well that Sir Tristram enjoyed her. 


CHAPTER XXVI. How King Arthur, the Queen, and Launcelot 
received letters out of Cornwall, and of the answer again. 

NOW leave we Sir Palomides and Sir Dinadan in the Castle of Beale-Valet, 
and turn we again unto King Arthur. There came a knight out of Cornwall, his 
name was Fergus, a fellow of the Round Table. And there he told the king and 
Sir Launcelot good tidings of Sir Tristram, and there were brought goodly 
letters, and how he left him in the castle of Tintagil. Then came the damosel that 
brought goodly letters unto King Arthur and unto Sir Launcelot, and there she 
had passing good cheer of the king, and of the Queen Guenever, and of Sir 
Launcelot. Then they wrote goodly letters again. But Sir Launcelot bade ever Sir 
Tristram beware of King Mark, for ever he called him in his letters King Fox, as 
who saith, he fareth all with wiles and treason. Whereof Sir Tristram in his heart 
thanked Sir Launcelot. Then the damosel went unto La Beale Isoud, and bare her 
letters from the king and from Sir Launcelot, whereof she was in passing great 
joy. Fair damosel, said La Beale Isoud, how fareth my Lord Arthur, and the 
Queen Guenever, and the noble knight, Sir Launcelot? She answered, and to 
make short tale: Much the better that ye and Sir Tristram be in joy. God reward 
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them, said La Beale Isoud, for Sir Tristram suffereth great pain for me, and I for 
him. 

So the damosel departed, and brought letters to King Mark. And when he 
had read them, and understood them, he was wroth with Sir Tristram, for he 
deemed that he had sent the damosel unto King Arthur. For Arthur and 
Launcelot in a manner threated King Mark. And as King Mark read these letters 
he deemed treason by Sir Tristram. Damosel, said King Mark, will ye ride again 
and bear letters from me unto King Arthur? Sir, she said, I will be at your 
commandment to ride when ye will. Ye say well, said the king; come again, said 
the king, to-morn, and fetch your letters. Then she departed and told them how 
she should ride again with letters unto Arthur. Then we pray you, said La Beale 
Isoud and Sir Tristram, that when ye have received your letters, that ye would 
come by us that we may see the privity of your letters. All that I may do, madam, 
ye wot well I must do for Sir Tristram, for I have been long his own maiden. 

So on the morn the damosel went to King Mark to have had his letters and to 
depart. I am not avised, said King Mark, as at this time to send my letters. Then 
privily and secretly he sent letters unto King Arthur, and unto Queen Guenever, 
and unto Sir Launcelot. So the varlet departed, and found the king and the queen 
in Wales, at Carlion. And as the king and the queen were at mass the varlet came 
with the letters. And when mass was done the king and the queen opened the 
letters privily by themself. And the beginning of the king's letters spake 
wonderly short unto King Arthur, and bade him entermete with himself and with 
his wife, and of his knights; for he was able enough to rule and keep his wife. 


CHAPTER XXVII. How Sir Launcelot was wroth with the letter that he 
received from King Mark, and of Dinadan which made a lay of King Mark. 

WHEN King Arthur understood the letter, he mused of many things, and 
thought on his sister's words, Queen Morgan le Fay, that she had said betwixt 
Queen Guenever and Sir Launcelot. And in this thought he studied a great while. 
Then he bethought him again how his sister was his own enemy, and that she 
hated the queen and Sir Launcelot, and so he put all that out of his thought. Then 
King Arthur read the letter again, and the latter clause said that King Mark took 
Sir Tristram for his mortal enemy; wherefore he put Arthur out of doubt he 
would be revenged of Sir Tristram. Then was King Arthur wroth with King 
Mark. And when Queen Guenever read her letter and understood it, she was 
wroth out of measure, for the letter spake shame by her and by Sir Launcelot. 
And so privily she sent the letter unto Sir Launcelot. And when he wist the intent 
of the letter he was so wroth that he laid him down on his bed to sleep, whereof 
Sir Dinadan was ware, for it was his manner to be privy with all good knights. 
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And as Sir Launcelot slept he stole the letter out of his hand, and read it word by 
word. And then he made great sorrow for anger. And so Sir Launcelot awaked, 
and went to a window, and read the letter again, the which made him angry. 

Sir, said Dinadan, wherefore be ye angry? discover your heart to me: 
forsooth ye wot well I owe you good will, howbeit I am a poor knight and a 
servitor unto you and to all good knights. For though I be not of worship myself 
I love all those that be of worship. It is truth, said Sir Launcelot, ye are a trusty 
knight, and for great trust I will shew you my counsel. And when Dinadan 
understood all, he said: This is my counsel: set you right nought by these threats, 
for King Mark is so villainous, that by fair speech shall never man get of him. 
But ye shall see what I shall do; I will make a lay for him, and when it is made I 
shall make an harper to sing it afore him. So anon he went and made it, and 
taught it an harper that hight Eliot. And when he could it, he taught it to many 
harpers. And so by the will of Sir Launcelot, and of Arthur, the harpers went 
straight into Wales, and into Cornwall, to sing the lay that Sir Dinadan made by 
King Mark, the which was the worst lay that ever harper sang with harp or with 
any other instruments. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. How Sir Tristram was hurt, and of a war made to 
King Mark; and of Sir Tristram how he promised to rescue him. 

NOW tum we again unto Sir Tristram and to King Mark. As Sir Tristram 
was at jousts and at tournament it fortuned he was sore hurt both with a spear 
and with a sword, but yet he won always the degree. And for to repose him he 
went to a good knight that dwelled in Cornwall, in a castle, whose name was Sir 
Dinas le Seneschal. Then by misfortune there came out of Sessoin a great 
number of men of arms, and an hideous host, and they entered nigh the Castle of 
Tintagil; and their captain's name was Elias, a good man of arms. When King 
Mark understood his enemies were entered into his land he made great dole and 
sorrow, for in no wise by his will King Mark would not send for Sir Tristram, for 
he hated him deadly. 

So when his council was come they devised and cast many perils of the 
strength of their enemies. And then they concluded all at once, and said thus 
unto King Mark: Sir, wit ye well ye must send for Sir Tristram, the good knight, 
or else they will never be overcome. For by Sir Tristram they must be foughten 
withal, or else we row against the stream. Well, said King Mark, I will do by 
your counsel; but yet he was full loath thereto, but need constrained him to send 
for him. Then was he sent for in all haste that might be, that he should come to 
King Mark. And when he understood that King Mark had sent for him, he 
mounted upon a soft ambler and rode to King Mark. And when he was come the 
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king said thus: Fair nephew Sir Tristram, this is all. Here be come our enemies 
of Sessoin, that are here nigh hand, and without tarrying they must be met with 
shortly, or else they will destroy this country. Sir, said Sir Tristram, wit ye well 
all my power is at your commandment. And wit ye well, sir, these eight days I 
may bear none arms, for my wounds be not yet whole. And by that day I shall do 
what I may. Ye say well, said King Mark; then go ye again and repose you and 
make you fresh, and I shall go and meet the Sessoins with all my power. 

So the king departed unto Tintagil, and Sir Tristram went to repose him. And 
the king made a great host and departed them in three; the first part led Sir Dinas 
the Seneschal, and Sir Andred led the second part, and Sir Argius led the third 
part; and he was of the blood of King Mark. And the Sessoins had three great 
battles, and many good men of arms. And so King Mark by the advice of his 
knights issued out of the Castle of Tintagil upon his enemies. And Dinas, the 
good knight, rode out afore, and slew two knights with his own hands, and then 
began the battles. And there was marvellous breaking of spears and smiting of 
swords, and slew down many good knights. And ever was Sir Dinas the 
Seneschal the best of King Mark's party. And thus the battle endured long with 
great mortality. But at the last King Mark and Sir Dinas, were they never so 
loath, they withdrew them to the Castle of Tintagil with great slaughter of 
people; and the Sessoins followed on fast, that ten of them were put within the 
gates and four slain with the portcullis. 

Then King Mark sent for Sir Tristram by a varlet, that told him all the 
mortality. Then he sent the varlet again, and bade him: Tell King Mark that I 
will come as soon as I am whole, for erst I may do him no good. Then King 
Mark had his answer. Therewith came Elias and bade the king yield up the 
castle: For ye may not hold it no while. Sir Elias, said the king, so will I yield up 
the castle if I be not soon rescued. Anon King Mark sent again for rescue to Sir 
Tristram. By then Sir Tristram was whole, and he had gotten him ten good 
knights of Arthur's; and with them he rode unto Tintagil. And when he saw the 
great host of Sessoins he marvelled wonder greatly. And then Sir Tristram rode 
by the woods and by the ditches as secretly as he might, till he came nigh the 
gates. And there dressed a knight to him when he saw that Sir Tristram would 
enter; and Sir Tristram smote him down dead, and so he served three more. And 
everych of these ten knights slew a man of arms. So Sir Tristram entered into the 
Castle of Tintagil. And when King Mark wist that Sir Tristram was come he was 
glad of his coming, and so was all the fellowship, and of him they made great 


joy. 


CHAPTER XXIX. How Sir Tristram overcame the battle, and how Elias 
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desired a man to fight body for body. 

SO on the morn Elias the captain came, and bade King Mark: Come out and 
do battle; for now the good knight Sir Tristram is entered it will be shame to 
thee, said Elias, for to keep thy walls. When King Mark understood this he was 
wroth and said no word, but went unto Sir Tristram and asked him his counsel. 
Sir, said Sir Tristram, will ye that I give him his answer? I will well, said King 
Mark. Then Sir Tristram said thus to the messenger: Bear thy lord word from the 
king and me, that we will do battle with him to-morn in the plain field. What is 
your name? said the messenger. Wit thou well my name is Sir Tristram de 
Liones. Therewithal the messenger departed and told his lord Elias all that he 
had heard. Sir, said Sir Tristram unto King Mark, I pray you give me leave to 
have the rule of the battle. I pray you take the rule, said King Mark. Then Sir 
Tristram let devise the battle in what manner that it should be. He let depart his 
host in six parties, and ordained Sir Dinas the Seneschal to have the foreward, 
and other knights to rule the remnant. And the same night Sir Tristram burnt all 
the Sessoins' ships unto the cold water. Anon, as Elias wist that, he said it was of 
Sir Tristram's doing: For he casteth that we shall never escape, mother son of us. 
Therefore, fair fellows, fight freely to-morrow, and miscomfort you nought; for 
any knight, though he be the best knight in the world, he may not have ado with 
us all. 

Then they ordained their battle in four parties, wonderly well apparelled and 
garnished with men of arms. Thus they within issued, and they without set freely 
upon them; and there Sir Dinas did great deeds of arms. Not for then Sir Dinas 
and his fellowship were put to the worse. With that came Sir Tristram and slew 
two knights with one spear; then he slew on the right hand and on the left hand, 
that men marvelled that ever he might do such deeds of arms. And then he might 
see sometime the battle was driven a bow-draught from the castle, and sometime 
it was at the gates of the castle. Then came Elias the captain rushing here and 
there, and hit King Mark so sore upon the helm that he made him to avoid the 
saddle. And then Sir Dinas gat King Mark again to horseback. Therewithal came 
in Sir Tristram like a lion, and there he met with Elias, and he smote him so sore 
upon the helm that he avoided his saddle. And thus they fought till it was night, 
and for great slaughter and for wounded people everych party drew to their rest. 

And when King Mark was come within the Castle of Tintagil he lacked of 
his knights an hundred, and they without lacked two hundred; and they searched 
the wounded men on both parties. And then they went to council; and wit you 
well either party were loath to fight more, so that either might escape with their 
worship. When Elias the captain understood the death of his men he made great 
dole; and when he wist that they were loath to go to battle again he was wroth 
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out of measure. Then Elias sent word unto King Mark, in great despite, whether 
he would find a knight that would fight for him body for body. And if that he 
might slay King Mark's knight, he to have the truage of Cornwall yearly. And if 
that his knight slay mine, I fully release my claim forever. Then the messenger 
departed unto King Mark, and told him how that his lord Elias had sent him 
word to find a knight to do battle with him body for body. When King Mark 
understood the messenger, he bade him abide and he should have his answer. 
Then called he all the baronage together to wit what was the best counsel. They 
said all at once: To fight in a field we have no lust, for had not been Sir 
Tristram's prowess it had been likely that we never should have escaped; and 
therefore, sir, as we deem, it were well done to find a knight that would do battle 
with him, for he knightly proffereth. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Sir Elias and Sir Tristram fought together for the 

truage, and how Sir Tristram slew Elias in the field. 

NOT for then when all this was said, they could find no knight that would do 
battle with him. Sir king, said they all, here is no knight that dare fight with 
Elias. Alas, said King Mark, then am I utterly ashamed and utterly destroyed, 
unless that my nephew Sir Tristram will take the battle upon him. Wit you well, 
they said all, he had yesterday overmuch on hand, and he is weary for travail, 
and sore wounded. Where is he? said King Mark. Sir, said they, he is in his bed 
to repose him. Alas, said King Mark, but I have the succour of my nephew Sir 
Tristram, I am utterly destroyed for ever. 

Therewith one went to Sir Tristram where he lay, and told him what King 
Mark had said. And therewith Sir Tristram arose lightly, and put on him a long 
gown, and came afore the king and all the lords. And when he saw them all so 
dismayed he asked the king and the lords what tidings were with them. Never 
worse, said the king. And therewith he told him all, how he had word of Elias to 
find a knight to fight for the truage of Cornwall, and none can I find. And as for 
you, said the king and all the lords, we may ask no more of you for shame; for 
through your hardiness yesterday ye saved all our lives. Sir, said Sir Tristram, 
now I understand ye would have my succour, reason would that I should do all 
that lieth in my power to do, saving my worship and my life, howbeit I am sore 
bruised and hurt. And sithen Sir Elias proffereth so largely, I shall fight with 
him, or else I will be slain in the field, or else I will deliver Cornwall from the 
old truage. And therefore lightly call his messenger and he shall be answered, for 
as yet my wounds be green, and they will be sorer a seven night after than they 
be now; and therefore he shall have his answer that I will do battle to-morn with 
him. 
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Then was the messenger departed brought before King Mark. Hark, my 
fellow, said Sir Tristram, go fast unto thy lord, and bid him make true assurance 
on his part for the truage, as the king here shall make on his part; and then tell 
thy lord, Sir Elias, that I, Sir Tristram, King Arthur's knight, and knight of the 
Table Round, will as to-morn meet with thy lord on horseback, to do battle as 
long as my horse may endure, and after that to do battle with him on foot to the 
utterance. The messenger beheld Sir Tristram from the top to the toe; and 
therewithal he departed and came to his lord, and told him how he was answered 
of Sir Tristram. And therewithal was made hostage on both parties, and made it 
as sure as it might be, that whether party had the victory, so to end. And then 
were both hosts assembled on both parts of the field, without the Castle of 
Tintagil, and there was none but Sir Tristram and Sir Elias armed. 

So when the appointment was made, they departed in-sunder, and they came 
together with all the might that their horses might run. And either knight smote 
other so hard that both horses and knights went to the earth. Not for then they 
both lightly arose and dressed their shields on their shoulders, with naked swords 
in their hands, and they dashed together that it seemed a flaming fire about them. 
Thus they traced, and traversed, and hewed on helms and hauberks, and cut 
away many cantels of their shields, and either wounded other passing sore, so 
that the hot blood fell freshly upon the earth. And by then they had foughten the 
mountenance of an hour Sir Tristram waxed faint and for-bled, and gave sore 
aback. That saw Sir Elias, and followed fiercely upon him, and wounded him in 
many places. And ever Sir Tristram traced and traversed, and went froward him 
here and there, and covered him with his shield as he might all weakly, that all 
men said he was overcome; for Sir Elias had given him twenty strokes against 
one. 

Then was there laughing of the Sessoins' party, and great dole on King 
Mark's party. Alas, said the king, we are ashamed and destroyed all for ever: for 
as the book saith, Sir Tristram was never so matched, but if it were Sir 
Launcelot. Thus as they stood and beheld both parties, that one party laughing 
and the other party weeping, Sir Tristram remembered him of his lady, La Beale 
Isoud, that looked upon him, and how he was likely never to come in her 
presence. Then he pulled up his shield that erst hung full low. And then he 
dressed up his shield unto Elias, and gave him many sad strokes, twenty against 
one, and all to-brake his shield and his hauberk, that the hot blood ran down to 
the earth. Then began King Mark to laugh, and all Cornish men, and that other 
party to weep. And ever Sir Tristram said to Sir Elias: Yield thee. 

Then when Sir Tristram saw him so staggering on the ground, he said: Sir 
Elias, I am right sorry for thee, for thou art a passing good knight as ever I met 
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withal, except Sir Launcelot. Therewithal Sir Elias fell to the earth, and there 
died. What shall I do, said Sir Tristram unto King Mark, for this battle is at an 
end? Then they of Elias' party departed, and King Mark took of them many 
prisoners, to redress the harms and the scathes that he had of them; and the 
remnant he sent into their country to borrow out their fellows. Then was Sir 
Tristram searched and well healed. Yet for all this King Mark would fain have 
slain Sir Tristram. But for all that ever Sir Tristram saw or heard by King Mark, 
yet would he never beware of his treason, but ever he would be thereas La Beale 
Isoud was. 


CHAPTER XXXI. How at a great feast that King Mark made an harper 

came and sang the lay that Dinadan had made. 

NOW will we pass of this matter, and speak we of the harpers that Sir 
Launcelot and Sir Dinadan had sent into Cornwall. And at the great feast that 
King Mark made for joy that the Sessoins were put out of his country, then came 
Eliot the harper with the lay that Dinadan had made and secretly brought it unto 
Sir Tristram, and told him the lay that Dinadan had made by King Mark. And 
when Sir Tristram heard it, he said: O Lord Jesu, that Dinadan can make 
wonderly well and ill, thereas it shall be. Sir, said Eliot, dare I sing this song 
afore King Mark? Yea, on my peril, said Sir Tristram, for I shall be thy warrant. 
Then at the meat came in Eliot the harper, and because he was a curious harper 
men heard him sing the same lay that Dinadan had made, the which spake the 
most villainy by King Mark of his treason that ever man heard. 

When the harper had sung his song to the end King Mark was wonderly 
wroth, and said: Thou harper, how durst thou be so bold on thy head to sing this 
song afore me. Sir, said Eliot, wit you well I am a minstrel, and I must do as I 
am commanded of these lords that I bear the arms of. And sir, wit ye well that 
Sir Dinadan, a knight of the Table Round, made this song, and made me to sing 
it afore you. Thou sayest well, said King Mark, and because thou art a minstrel 
thou shalt go quit, but I charge thee hie thee fast out of my sight. So the harper 
departed and went to Sir Tristram, and told him how he had sped. Then Sir 
Tristram let make letters as goodly as he could to Launcelot and to Sir Dinadan. 
And so he let conduct the harper out of the country. But to say that King Mark 
was wonderly wroth, he was, for he deemed that the lay that was sung afore him 
was made by Sir Tristram's counsel, wherefore he thought to slay him and all his 
well-willers in that country. 


CHAPTER XXXII. How King Mark slew by treason his brother 
Boudwin, for good service that he had done to him. 
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NOW turn we to another matter that fell between King Mark and his brother, 
that was called the good Prince Boudwin, that all the people of the country loved 
passing well. So it befell on a time that the miscreant Saracens landed in the 
country of Cornwall soon after these Sessoins were gone. And then the good 
Prince Boudwin, at the landing, he raised the country privily and hastily. And or 
it were day he let put wildfire in three of his own ships, and suddenly he pulled 
up the sail, and with the wind he made those ships to be driven among the navy 
of the Saracens. And to make short tale, those three ships set on fire all the ships, 
that none were saved. And at point of the day the good Prince Boudwin with all 
his fellowship set on the miscreants with shouts and cries, and slew to the 
number of forty thousand, and left none alive. 

When King Mark wist this he was wonderly wroth that his brother should 
win such worship. And because this prince was better beloved than he in all that 
country, and that also Boudwin loved well Sir Tristram, therefore he thought to 
slay him. And thus, hastily, as a man out of his wit, he sent for Prince Boudwin 
and Anglides his wife, and bade them bring their young son with them, that he 
might see him. All this he did to the intent to slay the child as well as his father, 
for he was the falsest traitor that ever was born. Alas, for his goodness and for 
his good deeds this gentle Prince Boudwin was slain. So when he came with his 
wife Anglides, the king made them fair semblant till they had dined. And when 
they had dined King Mark sent for his brother and said thus: Brother, how sped 
you when the miscreants arrived by you? meseemeth it had been your part to 
have sent me word, that I might have been at that journey, for it had been reason 
that I had had the honour and not you. Sir, said the Prince Boudwin, it was so 
that an I had tarried till that I had sent for you those miscreants had destroyed my 
country. Thou liest, false traitor, said King Mark, for thou art ever about for to 
win worship from me, and put me to dishonour, and thou cherishest that I hate. 
And therewith he struck him to the heart with a dagger, that he never after spake 
word. Then the Lady Anglides made great dole, and swooned, for she saw her 
lord slain afore her face. Then was there no more to do but Prince Boudwin was 
despoiled and brought to burial. But Anglides privily gat her husband's doublet 
and his shirt, and that she kept secretly. 

Then was there much sorrow and crying, and great dole made Sir Tristram, 
Sir Dinas, Sir Fergus, and so did all knights that were there; for that prince was 
passingly well beloved. So La Beale Isoud sent unto Anglides, the Prince 
Boudwin's wife, and bade her avoid lightly or else her young son, Alisander le 
Orphelin, should be slain When she heard this, she took her horse and her child; 
and rode with such poor men as durst ride with her. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. How Anglides, Boudwin's wife, escaped with her 
young son, Alisander le Orphelin, and came to the Castle of Arundel. 
NOTWITHSTANDING, when King Mark had done this deed, yet he 

thought to do more vengeance; and with his sword in his hand, he sought from 
chamber to chamber, to seek Anglides and her young son. And when she was 
missed he called a good knight that hight Sadok, and charged him by pain of 
death to fetch Anglides again and her young son. So Sir Sadok departed and rode 
after Anglides. And within ten mile he overtook her, and bade her turn again and 
ride with him to King Mark. Alas, fair knight, she said, what shall ye win by my 
son's death or by mine? I have had overmuch harm and too great a loss. Madam, 
said Sadok, of your loss is dole and pity; but madam, said Sadok, would ye 
depart out of this country with your son, and keep him till he be of age, that he 
may revenge his father's death, then would I suffer you to depart from me, so 
you promise me to revenge the death of Prince Boudwin. Ah, gentle knight, Jesu 
thank thee, and if ever my son, Alisander le Orphelin, live to be a knight, he 
shall have his father's doublet and his shirt with the bloody marks, and I shall 
give him such a charge that he shall remember it while he liveth. And 
therewithal Sadok departed from her, and either betook other to God. And when 
Sadok came to King Mark he told him faithfully that he had drowned young 
Alisander her son; and thereof King Mark was full glad. 

Now turn we unto Anglides, that rode both night and day by adventure out of 
Cornwall, and little and in few places she rested; but ever she drew southward to 
the seaside, till by fortune she came to a castle that is called Magouns, and now 
it is called Arundel, in Sussex. And the Constable of the castle welcomed her, 
and said she was welcome to her own castle; and there was Anglides 2t 
worshipfully received, for the Constable's wife was nigh her cousin, and the 
Constable's name was Bellangere; and that same Constable told Anglides that 
the same castle was hers by right inheritance. Thus Anglides endured years and 
winters, till Alisander was big and strong; there was none so wight in all that 
country, neither there was none that might do no manner of mastery afore him. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. How Anglides gave the bloody doublet to 
Alisander, her son, the same day that he was made knight, and the charge 
withal. 

THEN upon a day Bellangere the Constable came to Anglides and said: 
Madam, it were time my lord Alisander were made knight, for he is a passing 
strong young man. Sir, said she, I would he were made knight; but then must I 
give him the most charge that ever sinful mother gave to her child. Do as ye list, 
said Bellangere, and I shall give him warning that he shall be made knight. Now 
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it will be well done that he may be made knight at our Lady Day in Lent. Be it 
so, said Anglides, and I pray you make ready therefore. So came the Constable 
to Alisander, and told him that he should at our Lady Day in Lent be made 
knight. I thank God, said Alisander; these are the best tidings that ever came to 
me. Then the Constable ordained twenty of the greatest gentlemen's sons, and 
the best born men of the country, that should be made knights that same day that 
Alisander was made knight. So on the same day that Alisander and his twenty 
fellows were made knights, at the offering of the mass there came Anglides unto 
her son and said thus: O fair sweet son, I charge thee upon my blessing, and of 
the high order of chivalry that thou takest here this day, that thou understand 
what I shall say and charge thee withal. Therewithal she pulled out a bloody 
doublet and a bloody shirt, that were be-bled with old blood. When Alisander 
saw this he stert aback and waxed pale, and said: Fair mother, what may this 
mean? I shall tell thee, fair son: this was thine own father's doublet and shirt, that 
he wore upon him that same day that he was slain. And there she told him why 
and wherefore, and how for his goodness King Mark slew him with his dagger 
afore mine own eyen. And therefore this shall be your charge that I shall give 
thee. 


CHAPTER XXXV. How it was told to King Mark of Sir Alisander, and 
how he would have slain Sir Sadok for saving his life. 

NOW I require thee, and charge thee upon my blessing, and upon the high 
order of knighthood, that thou be revenged upon King Mark for the death of thy 
father. And therewithal she swooned. Then Alisander leapt to his mother, and 
took her up in his arms, and said: Fair mother, ye have given me a great charge, 
and here I promise you I shall be avenged upon King Mark when that I may; and 
that I promise to God and to you. So this feast was ended, and the Constable, by 
the advice of Anglides, let purvey that Alisander was well horsed and harnessed. 
Then he jousted with his twenty fellows that were made knights with him, but 
for to make a short tale, he overthrew all those twenty, that none might withstand 
him a buffet. 

Then one of those knights departed unto King Mark, and told him all, how 
Alisander was made knight, and all the charge that his mother gave him, as ye 
have heard afore time. Alas, false treason, said King Mark, I weened that young 
traitor had been dead. Alas, whom may I trust? And therewithal King Mark took 
a sword in his hand; and sought Sir Sadok from chamber to chamber to slay him. 
When Sir Sadok saw King Mark come with his sword in his hand he said thus: 
Beware, King Mark, and come not nigh me; for wit thou well that I saved 
Alisander his life, of which I never repent me, for thou falsely and cowardly 
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slew his father Boudwin, traitorly for his good deeds; wherefore I pray Almighty 
Jesu send Alisander might and strength to be revenged upon thee. And now 
beware King Mark of young Alisander, for he is made a knight. Alas, said King 
Mark, that ever I should hear a traitor say so afore me. And therewith four 
knights of King Mark's drew their swords to slay Sir Sadok, but anon Sir Sadok 
slew them all in King Mark's presence. And then Sir Sadok passed forth into his 
chamber, and took his horse and his harness, and rode on his way a good pace. 
For there was neither Sir Tristram, neither Sir Dinas, nor Sir Fergus, that would 
Sir Sadok any evil will. Then was King Mark wroth, and thought to destroy Sir 
Alisander and Sir Sadok that had saved him; for King Mark dreaded and hated 
Alisander most of any man living. 

When Sir Tristram understood that Alisander was made knight, anon 
forthwithal he sent him a letter, praying him and charging him that he would 
draw him to the court of King Arthur, and that he put him in the rule and in the 
hands of Sir Launcelot. So this letter was sent to Alisander from his cousin, Sir 
Tristram. And at that time he thought to do after his commandment. Then King 
Mark called a knight that brought him the tidings from Alisander, and bade him 
abide still in that country. Sir, said that knight, so must I do, for in my own 
country I dare not come. No force, said King Mark, I shall give thee here double 
as much lands as ever thou hadst of thine own. But within short space Sir Sadok 
met with that false knight, and slew him. Then was King Mark wood wroth out 
of measure. Then he sent unto Queen Morgan le Fay, and to the Queen of North- 
galis, praying them in his letters that they two sorceresses would set all the 
country in fire with ladies that were enchantresses, and by such that were 
dangerous knights, as Malgrin, Breuse Saunce PitA©, that by no mean Alisander 
le Orphelin should escape, but either he should be taken or slain. This ordinance 
made King Mark for to destroy Alisander. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. How Sir Alisander won the prize at a tournament, 

and of Morgan le Fay: and how he fought with Sir Malgrin, and slew him. 
NOW turn we again unto Sir Alisander, that at his departing his mother took 
with him his father's bloody shirt. So that he bare with him always till his death 
day, in tokening to think of his father's death. So was Alisander purposed to ride 
to London, by the counsel of Sir Tristram, to Sir Launcelot. And by fortune he 
went by the seaside, and rode wrong. And there he won at a tournament the gree 
that King Carados made. And there he smote down King Carados and twenty of 
his knights, and also Sir Safere, a good knight that was Sir Palomides' brother, 
the good knight. All this saw a damosel, and saw the best knight joust that ever 
she saw. And ever as he smote down knights he made them to swear to wear 
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none harness in a twelvemonth and a day. This is well said, said Morgan le Fay, 
this is the knight that I would fain see. And so she took her palfrey, and rode a 
great while, and then she rested her in her pavilion. So there came four knights, 
two were armed, and two were unarmed, and they told Morgan le Fay their 
names: the first was Elias de Gomeret, the second was Cari de Gomeret, those 
were armed; that other twain were of Camiliard, cousins unto Queen Guenever, 
and that one hight Guy, and that other hight Garaunt, those were unarmed. There 
these four knights told Morgan le Fay how a young knight had smitten them 
down before a castle For the maiden of that castle said that he was but late made 
knight, and young. But as we suppose, but if it were Sir Tristram, or Sir 
Launcelot, or Sir Lamorak, the good knight, there is none that might sit him a 
buffet with a spear. Well, said Morgan le Fay, I shall meet that knight or it be 
long time, an he dwell in that country. 

So turn we to the damosel of the castle, that when Alisander le Orphelin had 
forjousted the four knights, she called him to her, and said thus: Sir knight, wilt 
thou for my sake joust and fight with a knight, for my sake, of this country, that 
is and hath been long time an evil neighbour to me? His name is Malgrin, and he 
will not suffer me to be married in no manner wise for all that I can do, or any 
knight for my sake. Damosel, said Alisander, an he come whiles I am here I will 
fight with him, and my poor body for your sake I will jeopard. And therewithal 
she sent for him, for he was at her commandment. And when either had a sight 
of other, they made them ready for to joust, and they came together eagerly, and 
Malgrin brised his spear upon Alisander, and Alisander smote him again so hard 
that he bare him quite from his saddle to the earth. But this Malgrin arose lightly, 
and dressed his shield and drew his sword, and bade him alight, saying: Though 
thou have the better of me on horseback, thou shalt find that I shall endure like a 
knight on foot. It is well said, said Alisander; and so lightly he avoided his horse 
and betook him to his varlet. And then they rushed together like two boars, and 
laid on their helms and shields long time, by the space of three hours, that never 
man could say which was the better knight. 

And in the meanwhile came Morgan le Fay to the damosel of the castle, and 
they beheld the battle. But this Malgrin was an old roted knight, and he was 
called one of the dangerous knights of the world to do battle on foot, but on 
horseback there were many better. And ever this Malgrin awaited to slay 
Alisander, and so wounded him wonderly sore, that it was marvel that ever he 
might stand, for he had bled so much blood; for Alisander fought wildly, and not 
wittily. And that other was a felonious knight, and awaited him, and smote him 
sore. And sometime they rushed together with their shields, like two boars or 
rams, and fell grovelling both to the earth. Now knight, said Malgrin, hold thy 
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hand a while, and tell me what thou art. I will not, said Alisander, but if me list: 
but tell me thy name, and why thou keepest this country, or else thou shalt die of 
my hands. Wit thou well, said Malgrin, that for this maiden's love, of this castle, 
I have slain ten good knights by mishap; and by outrage and orgulitA© of 
myself I have slain ten other knights. So God me help, said Alisander, this is the 
foulest confession that ever I heard knight make, nor never heard I speak of 
other men of such a shameful confession; wherefore it were great pity and great 
shame unto me that I should let thee live any longer; therefore keep thee as well 
as ever thou mayest, for as I am true knight, either thou shalt slay me or else I 
shall slay thee, I promise thee faithfully. 

Then they lashed together fiercely, and at the last Alisander smote Malgrin to 
the earth. And then he raced off his helm, and smote off his head lightly. And 
when he had done and ended this battle, anon he called to him his varlet, the 
which brought him his horse. And then he, weening to be strong enough, would 
have mounted. And so she laid Sir Alisander in an horse litter, and led him into 
the castle, for he had no foot nor might to stand upon the earth; for he had 
sixteen great wounds, and in especial one of them was like to be his death. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. How Queen Morgan le Fay had Alisander in her 
castle, and how she healed his wounds. 

THEN Queen Morgan le Fay searched his wounds, and gave such an 
ointment unto him that he should have died. And on the morn when she came to 
him he complained him sore; and then she put other ointments upon him, and 
then he was out of his pain. Then came the damosel of the castle, and said unto 
Morgan le Fay: I pray you help me that this knight might wed me, for he hath 
won me with his hands. Ye shall see, said Morgan le Fay, what I shall say. Then 
Morgan le Fay went unto Alisander, and bade in anywise that he should refuse 
this lady, an she desire to wed you, for she is not for you. So the damosel came 
and desired of him marriage. Damosel, said Orphelin, I thank you, but as yet I 
cast me not to marry in this country. Sir, she said, sithen ye will not marry me, I 
pray you insomuch as ye have won me, that ye will give me to a knight of this 
country that hath been my friend, and loved me many years. With all my heart, 
said Alisander, I will assent thereto. Then was the knight sent for, his name was 
Gerine le Grose. And anon he made them handfast, and wedded them. 

Then came Queen Morgan le Fay to Alisander, and bade him arise, and put 
him in an horse litter, and gave him such a drink that in three days and three 
nights he waked never, but slept; and so she brought him to her own castle that 
at that time was called La Beale Regard. Then Morgan le Fay came to Alisander, 
and asked him if he would fain be whole. Who would be sick, said Alisander, an 
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he might be whole? Well, said Morgan le Fay, then shall ye promise me by your 
knighthood that this day twelvemonth and a day ye shall not pass the compass of 
this castle, and without doubt ye shall lightly be whole. I assent, said Sir 
Alisander. And there he made her a promise: then was he soon whole. And when 
Alisander was whole, then he repented him of his oath, for he might not be 
revenged upon King Mark. Right so there came a damosel that was cousin to the 
Earl of Pase, and she was cousin to Morgan le Fay. And by right that castle of La 
Beale Regard should have been hers by true inheritance. So this damosel entered 
into this castle where lay Alisander, and there she found him upon his bed, 
passing heavy and all sad. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. How Alisander was delivered from Queen 
Morgan le Fay by the means of a damosel. 

SIR knight, said the damosel, an ye would be merry I could tell you good 
tidings. Well were me, said Alisander, an I might hear of good tidings, for now I 
stand as a prisoner by my promise. Sir, she said, wit you well that ye be a 
prisoner, and worse than ye ween; for my lady, my cousin Queen Morgan le Fay, 
keepeth you here for none other intent but for to do her pleasure with you when 
it liketh her. O Jesu defend me, said Alisander, from such pleasure; for I had 
liefer cut away my hangers than I would do her such pleasure. As Jesu help me, 
said the damosel, an ye would love me and be ruled by me, I shall make your 
deliverance with your worship. Tell me, said Alisander, by what means, and ye 
shall have my love. Fair knight, said she, this castle of right ought to be mine, 
and I have an uncle the which is a mighty earl, he is Earl of Pase, and of all folks 
he hateth most Morgan le Fay; and I shall send unto him and pray him for my 
sake to destroy this castle for the evil customs that be used therein; and then will 
he come and set wild-fire on every part of the castle, and I shall get you out at a 
privy postern, and there shall ye have your horse and your harness. Ye say well, 
damosel, said Alisander. And then she said: Ye may keep the room of this castle 
this twelvemonth and a day, then break ye not your oath. Truly, fair damosel, 
said Alisander, ye say sooth. And then he kissed her, and did to her pleasaunce 
as it pleased them both at times and leisures. 

So anon she sent unto her uncle and bade him come and destroy that castle, 
for as the book saith, he would have destroyed that castle afore time had not that 
damosel been. When the earl understood her letters he sent her word again that 
on such a day he would come and destroy that castle. So when that day came she 
showed Alisander a postern wherethrough he should flee into a garden, and there 
he should find his armour and his horse. When the day came that was set, thither 
came the Earl of Pase with four hundred knights, and set on fire all the parts of 
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the castle, that or they ceased they left not a stone standing. And all this while 
that the fire was in the castle he abode in the garden. And when the fire was done 
he let make a cry that he would keep that piece of earth thereas the castle of La 
Beale Regard was a twelvemonth and a day, from all manner knights that would 
come 

So it happed there was a duke that hight Ansirus, and he was of the kin of Sir 
Launcelot. And this knight was a great pilgrim, for every third year he would be 
at Jerusalem. And because he used all his life to go in pilgrimage men called him 
Duke Ansirus the Pilgrim. And this duke had a daughter that hight Alice, that 
was a passing fair woman, and because of her father she was called Alice la 
Beale Pilgrim. And anon as she heard of this cry she went unto Arthur's court, 
and said openly in hearing of many knights, that what knight may overcome that 
knight that keepeth that piece of earth shall have me and all my lands. 

When the knights of the Round Table heard her say thus many were glad, for 
she was passing fair and of great rents. Right so she let cry in castles and towns 
as fast on her side as Alisander did on his side. Then she dressed her pavilion 
straight by the piece of the earth that Alisander kept. So she was not so soon 
there but there came a knight of Arthur's court that hight Sagramore le Desirous, 
and he proffered to joust with Alisander; and they encountered, and Sagramore 
le Desirous brised his spear upon Sir Alisander, but Sir Alisander smote him so 
hard that he avoided his saddle. And when La Beale Alice saw him joust so well, 
she thought him a passing goodly knight on horseback. And then she leapt out of 
her pavilion, and took Sir Alisander by the bridle, and thus she said: Fair knight, 
I require thee of thy knighthood show me thy visage. I dare well, said Alisander, 
show my visage. And then he put off his helm; and she saw his visage, she said: 
O sweet Jesu, thee I must love, and never other. Then show me your visage, said 
he. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. How Alisander met with Alice la Beale Pilgrim, and 
how he jousted with two knights; and after of him and of Sir Mordred. 
Then she unwimpled her visage. And when he saw her he said: Here have I 
found my love and my lady. Truly, fair lady, said he, I promise you to be your 
knight, and none other that beareth the life. Now, gentle knight, said she, tell me 
your name. My name is, said he, Alisander le Orphelin. Now, damosel, tell me 
your name, said he. My name is, said she, Alice la Beale Pilgrim. And when we 
be more at our heart's ease, both ye and I shall tell other of what blood we be 
come. So there was great love betwixt them. And as they thus talked there came 
a knight that hight Harsouse le Berbuse, and asked part of Sir Alisander's spears. 
Then Sir Alisander encountered with him, and at the first Sir Alisander smote 
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him over his horse's croup. And then there came another knight that hight Sir 
Hewgon, and Sir Alisander smote him down as he did that other. Then Sir 
Hewgon proffered to do battle on foot. Sir Alisander overcame him with three 
strokes, and there would have slain him had he not yielded him. So then 
Alisander made both those knights to swear to wear none armour in a 
twelvemonth and a day. 

Then Sir Alisander alighted down, and went to rest him and repose him. 
Then the damosel that helped Sir Alisander out of the castle, in her play told 
Alice all together how he was prisoner in the castle of La Beale Regard, and 
there she told her how she got him out of prison. Sir, said Alice la Beale Pilgrim, 
meseemeth ye are much beholding to this maiden. That is truth, said Sir 
Alisander. And there Alice told him of what blood she was come. Sir, wit ye 
well, she said, that I am of the blood of King Ban, that was father unto Sir 
Launcelot. Y-wis, fair lady, said Alisander, my mother told me that my father 
was brother unto a king, and I nigh cousin unto Sir Tristram. 

Then this while came there three knights, that one hight Vains, and the other 
hight Harvis de les Marches, and the third hight Perin de la Montaine. And with 
one spear Sir Alisander smote them down all three, and gave them such falls that 
they had no list to fight upon foot. So he made them to swear to wear none arms 
in a twelvemonth. So when they were departed Sir Alisander beheld his lady 
Alice on horseback as he stood in her pavilion. And then was he so enamoured 
upon her that he wist not whether he were on horseback or on foot. 

Right so came the false knight Sir Mordred, and saw Sir Alisander was 
assotted upon his lady; and therewithal he took his horse by the bridle, and led 
him here and there, and had cast to have led him out of that place to have 
shamed him. When the damosel that helped him out of that castle saw how 
shamefully he was led, anon she let arm her, and set a shield upon her shoulder; 
and therewith she mounted upon his horse, and gat a naked sword in her hand, 
and she thrust unto Alisander with all her might, and she gave him such a buffet 
that he thought the fire flew out of his eyen. And when Alisander felt that stroke 
he looked about him, and drew his sword And when she saw that, she fled, and 
so did Mordred into the forest, and the damosel fled into the pavilion. So when 
Alisander understood himself how the false knight would have shamed him had 
not the damosel been then was he wroth with himself that Sir Mordred was so 
escaped his hands. But then Sir Alisander and Alice had good game at the 
damosel, how sadly she hit him upon the helm. 

Then Sir Alisander jousted thus day by day, and on foot he did many battles 
with many knights of King Arthur's court, and with many knights strangers. 
Therefore to tell all the battles that he did it were overmuch to rehearse, for 
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every day within that twelvemonth he had ado with one knight or with other, and 
some day he had ado with three or with four; and there was never knight that put 
him to the worse. And at the twelvemonth's end he departed with his lady, Alice 
la Beale Pilgrim. And the damosel would never go from him, and so they went 
into their country of Benoye, and lived there in great joy. 


CHAPTER XL. How Sir Galahalt did do cry a jousts in Surluse, and 

Queen Guenever's knights should joust against all that would come. 

BUT as the book saith, King Mark would never stint till he had slain him by 
treason. And by Alice he gat a child that hight Bellengerus le Beuse. And by 
good fortune he came to the court of King Arthur, and proved a passing good 
knight; and he revenged his father's death, for the false King Mark slew both Sir 
Tristram and Alisander falsely and feloniously. And it happed so that Alisander 
had never grace nor fortune to come to King Arthur's court. For an he had come 
to Sir Launcelot, all knights said that knew him, he was one of the strongest 
knights that was in Arthur's days, and great dole was made for him. So let we of 
him pass, and turn we to another tale. 

So it befell that Sir Galahalt, the haut prince, was lord of the country of 
Surluse, whereof came many good knights. And this noble prince was a passing 
good man of arms, and ever he held a noble fellowship together. And then he 
came to Arthur's court and told him his intent, how this was his will, how he 
would let cry a jousts in the country of Surluse, the which country was within the 
lands of King Arthur, and there he asked leave to let cry a jousts. I will give you 
leave, said King Arthur; but wit thou well, said King Arthur, I may not be there. 
Sir, said Queen Guenever, please it you to give me leave to be at that jousts. 
With right good will, said Arthur; for Sir Galahalt, the haut prince, shall have 
you in governance. Sir, said Galahalt, I will as ye will. Sir, then the queen, I will 
take with me [Sir Launcelot] and such knights as please me best. Do as ye list, 
said King Arthur. So anon she commanded Sir Launcelot to make him ready 
with such knights as he thought best. 

So in every good town and castle of this land was made a cry, that in the 
country of Surluse Sir Galahalt should make a joust that should last eight days, 
and how the haut prince, with the help of Queen Guenever's knights, should 
joust against all manner of men that would come. When this cry was known, 
kings and princes, dukes and earls, barons and noble knights, made them ready 
to be at that jousts. And at the day of jousting there came in Sir Dinadan 
disguised, and did many great deeds of arms. 


CHAPTER XLI. How Sir Launcelot fought in the tournament, and how 
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Sir Palomides did arms there for a damosel. 

THEN at the request of Queen Guenever and of King Bagdemagus Sir 
Launcelot came into the range, but he was disguised, and that was the cause that 
few folk knew him; and there met with him Sir Ector de Maris, his own brother, 
and either brake their spears upon other to their hands. And then either gat 
another spear. And then Sir Launcelot smote down Sir Ector de Maris, his own 
brother. That saw Sir Bleoberis, and he smote Sir Launcelot such a buffet upon 
the helm that he wist not well where he was. Then Sir Launcelot was wrothy and 
smote Sir Bleoberis so sore upon the helm that his head bowed down backward. 
And he smote eft another buffet, that he avoided his saddle; and so he rode by, 
and thrust forth to the thickest. When the King of Northgalis saw Sir Ector and 
Bleoberis lie on the ground then was he wroth, for they came on his party against 
them of Surluse. So the King of Northgalis ran to Sir Launcelot, and brake a 
spear upon him all to pieces. Therewith Sir Launcelot overtook the King of 
Northgalis, and smote him such a buffet on the helm with his sword that he made 
him to avoid his horse; and anon the king was horsed again. So both the King 
Bagdemagus' and the King of North-galis' party hurled to other; and then began 
a strong medley, but they of Northgalis were far bigger. 

When Sir Launcelot saw his party go to the worst he thrang into the thickest 
press with a sword in his hand; and there he smote down on the right hand and 
on the left hand, and pulled down knights and raced off their helms, that all men 
had wonder that ever one knight might do such deeds of arms. When Sir 
Meliagaunce, that was son unto King Bagdemagus, saw how Sir Launcelot fared 
he marvelled greatly. And when he understood that it was he, he wist well that 
he was disguised for his sake. Then Sir Meliagaunce prayed a knight to slay Sir 
Launcelot's horse, either with sword or with spear. At that time King 
Bagdemagus met with a knight that hight Sauseise, a good knight, to whom he 
said: Now fair Sauseise, encounter with my son Meliagaunce and give him large 
payment, for I would he were well beaten of thy hands, that he might depart out 
of this field. And then Sir Sauseise encountered with Sir Meliagaunce, and either 
smote other down. And then they fought on foot, and there Sauseise had won Sir 
Meliagaunce, had there not come rescues. So then the haut prince blew to 
lodging, and every knight unarmed him and went to the great feast. 

Then in the meanwhile there came a damosel to the haut prince, and 
complained that there was a knight that hight Goneries that withheld her all her 
lands. Then the knight was there present, and cast his glove to her or to any that 
would fight in her name. So the damosel took up the glove all heavily for default 
of a champion. Then there came a varlet to her and said: Damosel, will ye do 
after me? Full fain, said the damosel. Then go you unto such a knight that lieth 
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here beside in an hermitage, and that followeth the Questing Beast, and pray him 
to take the battle upon him, and anon I wot well he will grant you. 

So anon she took her palfrey, and within a while she found that knight, that 
was Sir Palomides. And when she required him he armed him and rode with her, 
and made her to go to the haut prince, and to ask leave for her knight to do 
battle. I will well, said the haut prince. Then the knights were ready in the field 
to joust on horseback; and either gat a spear in their hands, and met so fiercely 
together that their spears all to-shivered. Then they flang out swords, and Sir 
Palomides smote Sir Goneries down to the earth. And then he raced off his helm 
and smote off his head. Then they went to supper, and the damosel loved 
Palomides as paramour, but the book saith she was of his kin. So then Palomides 
disguised himself in this manner, in his shield he bare the Questing Beast, and in 
all his trappings. And when he was thus ready, he sent to the haut prince to give 
him leave to joust with other knights, but he was adoubted of Sir Launcelot. The 
haut prince sent him word again that he should be welcome, and that Sir 
Launcelot should not joust with him. Then Sir Galahalt, the haut prince, let cry 
what knight somever he were that smote down Sir Palomides should have his 
damosel to himself. 


CHAPTER XLII. How Sir Galahalt and Palomides fought together, and 
of Sir Dinadan and Sir Galahalt. 

HERE beginneth the second day. Anon as Sir Palomides came into the field, 
Sir Galahalt, the haut prince, was at the range end, and met with Sir Palomides, 
and he with him, with great spears. And then they came so hard together that 
their spears all to-shivered, but Sir Galahalt smote him so hard that he bare him 
backward over his horse, but yet he lost not his stirrups. Then they drew their 
swords and lashed together many sad strokes, that many worshipful knights left 
their business to behold them. But at the last Sir Galahalt, the haut prince, smote 
a stroke of might unto Palomides, sore upon the helm; but the helm was so hard 
that the sword might not bite, but slipped and smote off the head of the horse of 
Sir Palomides. When the haut prince wist and saw the good knight fall unto the 
earth he was ashamed of that stroke. And therewith he alighted down off his own 
horse, and prayed the good knight, Palomides, to take that horse of his gift, and 
to forgive him that deed. Sir, said Palomides, I thank you of your great goodness, 
for ever of a man of worship a knight shall never have disworship; and so he 
mounted upon that horse, and the haut prince had another anon. Now, said the 
haut prince, I release to you that maiden, for ye have won her. Ah, said 
Palomides, the damosel and I be at your commandment. 

So they departed, and Sir Galahalt did great deeds of arms. And right so 
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came Dinadan and encountered with Sir Galahalt, and either came to other so 
fast with their spears that their spears brake to their hands. But Dinadan had 
weened the haut prince had been more weary than he was. And then he smote 
many sad strokes at the haut prince; but when Dinadan saw he might not get him 
to the earth he said: My lord, I pray you leave me, and take another. The haut 
prince knew not Dinadan, and left goodly for his fair words. And so they 
departed; but soon there came another and told the haut prince that it was 
Dinadan. Forsooth, said the prince, therefore am I heavy that he is so escaped 
from me, for with his mocks and japes now shall I never have done with him. 
And then Galahalt rode fast after him, and bade him: Abide, Dinadan, for King 
Arthur's sake. Nay, said Dinadan, so God me help, we meet no more together 
this day. Then in that wrath the haut prince met with Meliagaunce, and he smote 
him in the throat that an he had fallen his neck had broken; and with the same 
spear he smote down another knight. Then came in they of Northgalis and many 
strangers, and were like to have put them of Surluse to the worse, for Sir 
Galahalt, the haut prince, had ever much in hand. So there came the good knight, 
Semound the Valiant, with forty knights, and he beat them all aback. Then the 
Queen Guenever and Sir Launcelot let blow to lodging, and every knight 
unarmed him, and dressed him to the feast. 


CHAPTER XLII. How Sir Archade appealed Sir Palomides of treason, 

and how Sir Palomides slew him. 

WHEN Palomides was unarmed he asked lodging for himself and the 
damosel. Anon the haut prince commanded them to lodging. And he was not so 
soon in his lodging but there came a knight that hight Archade, he was brother 
unto Goneries that Palomides slew afore in the damosel's quarrel. And this 
knight, Archade, called Sir Palomides traitor, and appealed him for the death of 
his brother. By the leave of the haut prince, said Palomides, I shall answer thee. 
When Sir Galahalt understood their quarrel he bade them go to dinner: And as 
soon as ye have dined look that either knight be ready in the field. So when they 
had dined they were armed both, and took their horses, and the queen, and the 
prince, and Sir Launcelot, were set to behold them; and so they let run their 
horses, and there Sir Palomides bare Archade on his spear over his horse's tail. 
And then Palomides alighted and drew his sword, but Sir Archade might not 
arise; and there Sir Palomides raced off his helm, and smote off his head. Then 
the haut prince and Queen Guenever went unto supper. Then King Bagdemagus 
sent away his son Meliagaunce because Sir Launcelot should not meet with him, 
for he hated Sir Launcelot, and that knew he not. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. Of the third day, and how Sir Palomides jousted with 
Sir Lamorak, and other things. 

NOW beginneth the third day of jousting; and at that day King Bagdemagus 
made him ready; and there came against him King Marsil, that had in gift an 
island of Sir Galahalt the haut prince; and this island had the name Pomitain. 
Then it befell that King Bagdemagus and King Marsil of Pomitain met together 
with spears, and King Marsil had such a buffet that he fell over his horse's croup. 
Then came there in a knight of King Marsil to revenge his lord, and King 
Bagdemagus smote him down, horse and man, to the earth. So there came an 
earl that hight Arrouse, and Sir Breuse, and an hundred knights with them of 
Pomitain, and the King of Northgalis was with them; and all these were against 
them of Surluse. And then there began great battle, and many knights were cast 
under horses' feet. And ever King Bagdemagus did best, for he first began, and 
ever he held on. Gaheris, Gawaine's brother, smote ever at the face of King 
Bagdemagus; and at the last King Bagdemagus hurtled down Gaheris, horse and 
man. 

Then by adventure Sir Palomides, the good knight, met with Sir Blamore de 
Ganis, Sir Bleoberis' brother. And either smote other with great spears, that both 
their horses and knights fell to the earth. But Sir Blamore had such a fall that he 
had almost broken his neck, for the blood brast out at nose, mouth, and his ears, 
but at the last he recovered well by good surgeons. Then there came in the Duke 
Chaleins of Clarance; and in his governance there came a knight that hight Elis 
la Noire; and there encountered with him King Bagdemagus, and he smote Elis 
that he made him to avoid his saddle. So the Duke Chaleins of Clarance did there 
great deeds of arms, and of so late as he came in the third day there was no man 
did so well except King Bagdemagus and Sir Palomides, that the prize was given 
that day to King Bagdemagus. And then they blew unto lodging, and unarmed 
them, and went to the feast. Right so came Dinadan, and mocked and japed with 
King Bagdemagus that all knights laughed at him, for he was a fine japer, and 
well loving all good knights. 

So anon as they had dined there came a varlet bearing four spears on his 
back; and he came to Palomides, and said thus: Here is a knight by hath sent you 
the choice of four spears, and requireth you for your lady's sake to take that one 
half of these spears, and joust with him in the field. Tell him, said Palomides, I 
will not fail him. When Sir Galahalt wist of this, he bade Palomides make him 
ready. So the Queen Guenever, the haut prince, and Sir Launcelot, they were set 
upon scaffolds to give the judgment of these two knights. Then Sir Palomides 
and the strange knight ran so eagerly together that their spears brake to their 
hands. Anon withal either of them took a great spear in his hand and all to- 
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shivered them in pieces. And then either took a greater spear, and then the knight 
smote down Sir Palomides, horse and man, to the earth. And as he would have 
passed over him the strange knight's horse stumbled and fell down upon 
Palomides. Then they drew their swords and lashed together wonderly sore a 
great while. 

Then the haut prince and Sir Launcelot said they saw never two knights fight 
better than they did; but ever the strange knight doubled his strokes, and put 
Palomides aback; therewithal the haut prince cried: Ho: and then they went to 
lodging. And when they were unarmed they knew it was the noble knight Sir 
Lamorak. When Sir Launcelot knew that it was Sir Lamorak he made much of 
him, for above all earthly men he loved him best except Sir Tristram. Then 
Queen Guenever commended him, and so did all other good knights make much 
of him, except Sir Gawaine's brethren. Then Queen Guenever said unto Sir 
Launcelot: Sir, I require you that an ye joust any more, that ye joust with none of 
the blood of my lord Arthur. So he promised he would not as at that time. 


CHAPTER XLV. Of the fourth day, and of many great feats of arms. 

HERE beginneth the fourth day. Then came into the field the King with the 
Hundred Knights, and all they of Northgalis, and the Duke Chaleins of Clarance, 
and King Marsil of Pomitain, and there came Safere, Palomides' brother, and 
there he told him tidings of his mother. And his name was called the Earl, and so 
he appealed him afore King Arthur: For he made war upon our father and 
mother, and there I slew him in plain battle. So they went into the field, and the 
damosel with them; and there came to encounter again them Sir Bleoberis de 
Ganis, and Sir Ector de Maris. Sir Palomides encountered with Sir Bleoberis, 
and either smote other down. And in the same wise did Sir Safere and Sir Ector, 
and the two couples did battle on foot. Then came in Sir Lamorak, and he 
encountered with the King with the Hundred Knights, and smote him quite over 
his horse's tail. And in the same wise he served the King of Northgalis, and also 
he smote down King Marsil. And so or ever he stint he smote down with his 
spear and with his sword thirty knights. When Duke Chaleins saw Lamorak do 
So great prowess he would not meddle with him for shame; and then he charged 
all his knights in pain of death that none of you touch him; for it were shame to 
all good knights an that knight were shamed. 

Then the two kings gathered them together, and all they set upon Sir 
Lamorak; and he failed them not, but rushed here and there, smiting on the right 
hand and on the left, and raced off many helms, so that the haut prince and 
Queen Guenever said they saw never knight do such deeds of arms on 
horseback. Alas, said Launcelot to King Bagdemagus, I will arm me and help Sir 
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Lamorak. And I will ride with you, said King Bagdemagus. And when they two 
were horsed they came to Sir Lamorak that stood among thirty knights; and well 
was him that might reach him a buffet, and ever he smote again mightily. Then 
came there into the press Sir Launcelot, and he threw down Sir Mador de la 
Porte. And with the truncheon of that spear he threw down many knights. And 
King Bagdemagus smote on the left hand and on the right hand marvellously 
well. And then the three kings fled aback. Therewithal then Sir Galahalt let blow 
to lodging, and all the heralds gave Sir Lamorak the prize. And all this while 
fought Palomides, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Safere, Sir Ector on foot; never were there 
four knights evener matched. And then they were departed, and had unto their 
lodging, and unarmed them, and so they went to the great feast. 

But when Sir Lamorak was come into the court Queen Guenever took him in 
her arms and said: Sir, well have ye done this day. Then came the haut prince, 
and he made of him great joy, and so did Dinadan, for he wept for joy; but the 
joy that Sir Launcelot made of Sir Lamorak there might no man tell. Then they 
went unto rest, and on the morn the haut prince let blow unto the field. 


CHAPTER XLVI. Of the Fifth day, and how Sir Lamorak behaved him. 

HERE beginneth the fifth day. So it befell that Sir Palomides came in the 
morntide, and proffered to joust thereas King Arthur was in a castle there besides 
Surluse; and there encountered with him a worshipful duke, and there Sir 
Palomides smote him over his horse's croup. And this duke was uncle unto King 
Arthur. Then Sir Elise's son rode unto Palomides, and Palomides served Elise in 
the same wise. When Sir Uwaine saw this he was wroth. Then he took his horse 
and encountered with Sir Palomides, and Palomides smote him so hard that he 
went to the earth, horse and man. And for to make a short tale, he smote down 
three brethren of Sir Gawaine, that is for to say Mordred, Gaheris, and 
Agravaine. O Jesu, said Arthur, this is a great despite of a Saracen that he shall 
smite down my blood. And therewithal King Arthur was wood wroth, and 
thought to have made him ready to joust. 

That espied Sir Lamorak, that Arthur and his blood were discomfit; and anon 
he was ready, and asked Palomides if he would any more joust. Why should I 
not? said Palomides. Then they hurtled together, and brake their spears, and all 
to-shivered them, that all the castle rang of their dints. Then either gat a greater 
spear in his hand, and they came so fiercely together; but Sir Palomides' spear all 
to-brast and Sir Lamorak's did hold. Therewithal Sir Palomides lost his stirrups 
and lay upright on his horse's back. And then Sir Palomides returned again and 
took his damosel, and Sir Safere returned his way. 

So, when he was departed, King Arthur came to Sir Lamorak and thanked 
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him of his goodness, and prayed him to tell him his name. Sir, said Lamorak, wit 
thou well, I owe you my service, but as at this time I will not abide here, for I see 
of mine enemies many about me. Alas, said Arthur, now wot I well it is Sir 
Lamorak de Galis. O Lamorak, abide with me, and by my crown I shall never 
fail thee: and not so hardy in Gawaine's head, nor none of his brethren, to do thee 
any wrong. Sir, said Sir Lamorak, wrong have they done me, and to you both. 
That is truth, said the king, for they slew their own mother and my sister, the 
which me sore grieveth: it had been much fairer and better that ye had wedded 
her, for ye are a king's son as well as they. O Jesu, said the noble knight Sir 
Lamorak unto Arthur, her death shall I never forget. I promise you, and make 
mine avow unto God, I shall revenge her death as soon as I see time convenable. 
And if it were not at the reverence of your highness I should now have been 
revenged upon Sir Gawaine and his brethren. Truly, said Arthur, I will make you 
at accord. Sir, said Lamorak, as at this time I may not abide with you, for I must 
to the jousts, where is Sir Launcelot, and the haut prince Sir Galahalt. 

Then there was a damosel that was daughter to King Bandes. And there was 
a Saracen knight that hight Corsabrin, and he loved the damosel, and in no wise 
he would suffer her to be married; for ever this Corsabrin noised her, and named 
her that she was out of her mind; and thus he let her that she might not be 
married. 


CHAPTER XLVI. How Sir Palomides fought with Corsabrin for a 
lady, and how Palomides slew Corsabrin. 

SO by fortune this damosel heard tell that Palomides did much for damosels' 
sake; so she sent to him a pensel, and prayed him to fight with Sir Corsabrin for 
her love, and he should have her and her lands of her father's that should fall to 
her. Then the damosel sent unto Corsabrin, and bade him go unto Sir Palomides 
that was a paynim as well as he, and she gave him warning that she had sent him 
her pensel, and if he might overcome Palomides she would wed him. When 
Corsabrin wist of her deeds then was he wood wroth and angry, and rode unto 
Surluse where the haut prince was, and there he found Sir Palomides ready, the 
which had the pensel. So there they waged battle either with other afore 
Galahalt. Well, said the haut prince, this day must noble knights joust, and at- 
after dinner we shall see how ye can speed. 

Then they blew to jousts; and in came Dinadan, and met with Sir Gerin, a 
good knight, and he threw him down over his horse's croup; and Sir Dinadan 
overthrew four knights more; and there he did great deeds of arms, for he was a 
good knight, but he was a scoffer and a japer, and the merriest knight among 
fellowship that was that time living. And he had such a custom that he loved 
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every good knight, and every good knight loved him again. So then when the 
haut prince saw Dinadan do so well, he sent unto Sir Launcelot and bade him 
strike down Sir Dinadan: And when that ye have done so bring him afore me and 
the noble Queen Guenever. Then Sir Launcelot did as he was required. Then Sir 
Lamorak and he smote down many knights, and raced off helms, and drove all 
the knights afore them. And so Sir Launcelot smote down Sir Dinadan, and 
made his men to unarm him, and so brought him to the queen and the haut 
prince, and they laughed at Dinadan so sore that they might not stand. Well, said 
Sir Dinadan, yet have I no shame, for the old shrew, Sir Launcelot, smote me 
down. So they went to dinner, [and] all the court had good sport at Dinadan. 

Then when the dinner was done they blew to the field to behold Sir 
Palomides and Corsabrin. Sir Palomides pight his pensel in midst of the field; 
and then they hurtled together with their spears as it were thunder, and either 
smote other to the earth. And then they pulled out their swords, and dressed their 
shields, and lashed together mightily as mighty knights, that well-nigh there was 
no piece of harness would hold them, for this Corsabrin was a passing felonious 
knight. Corsabrin, said Palomides, wilt thou release me yonder damosel and the 
pensel? Then was Corsabrin wroth out of measure, and gave Palomides such a 
buffet that he kneeled on his knee. Then Palomides arose lightly, and smote him 
upon the helm that he fell down right to the earth. And therewith he raced off his 
helm and said: Corsabrin, yield thee or else thou shalt die of my hands. Fie on 
thee, said Corsabrin, do thy worst. Then he smote off his head. And therewithal 
came a stink of his body when the soul departed, that there might nobody abide 
the savour. So was the corpse had away and buried in a wood, because he was a 
paynim. Then they blew unto lodging, and Palomides was unarmed. 

Then he went unto Queen Guenever, to the haut prince, and to Sir Launcelot. 
Sir, said the haut prince, here have ye seen this day a great miracle by Corsabrin, 
what savour there was when the soul departed from the body. Therefore, sir, we 
will require you to take the baptism upon you, and I promise you all knights will 
set the more by you, and say more worship by you. Sir, said Palomides, I will 
that ye all know that into this land I came to be christened, and in my heart I am 
christened and christened will I be. But I have made such an avow that I may not 
be christened till I have done seven true battles for Jesu's sake, and then will I be 
christened; and I trust God will take mine intent, for I mean truly Then Sir 
Palomides prayed Queen Guenever and the haut prince to sup with him. And so 
they did, both Sir Launcelot and Sir Lamorak, and many other good knights. So 
on the morn they heard their mass, and blew the field, and then knights made 
them ready. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. Of the sixth day, and what then was done. 

HERE beginneth the sixth day. Then came therein Sir Gaheris, and there 
encountered with him Sir Ossaise of Surluse, and Sir Gaheris smote him over his 
horse's croup. And then either party encountered with other, and there were 
many spears broken, and many knights cast under feet. So there came in Sir 
Domard and Sir Aglovale, that were brethren unto Sir Lamorak, and they met 
with other two knights, and either smote other so hard that all four knights and 
horses fell to the earth. When Sir Lamorak saw his two brethren down he was 
wroth out of measure, and then he gat a great spear in his hand, and therewithal 
he smote down four good knights, and then his spear brake. Then he pulled out 
his sword, and smote about him on the right hand and on the left hand, and raced 
off helms and pulled down knights, that all men marvelled of such deeds of arms 
as he did, for he fared so that many knights fled. Then he horsed his brethren 
again, and said: Brethren, ye ought to be ashamed to fall so off your horses! 
what is a knight but when he is on horseback? I set not by a knight when he is on 
foot, for all battles on foot are but pillers' battles. For there should no knight 
fight on foot but if it were for treason, or else he were driven thereto by force; 
therefore, brethren, sit fast on your horses, or else fight never more afore me. 

With that came in the Duke Chaleins of Clarance, and there encountered 
with him the Earl Ulbawes of Surluse, and either of them smote other down. 
Then the knights of both parties horsed their lords again, for Sir Ector and 
Bleoberis were on foot, waiting on the Duke Chaleins. And the King with the 
Hundred Knights was with the Earl of Ulbawes. With that came Gaheris and 
lashed to the King with the Hundred Knights, and he to him again. Then came 
the Duke Chaleins and departed them. 

Then they blew to lodging, and the knights unarmed them and drew them to 
their dinner; and at the midst of their dinner in came Dinadan and began to rail. 
Then he beheld the haut prince, that seemed wroth with some fault that he saw; 
for he had a custom he loved no fish, and because he was served with fish, the 
which he hated, therefore he was not merry. When Sir Dinadan had espied the 
haut prince, he espied where was a fish with a great head, and that he gat betwixt 
two dishes, and served the haut prince with that fish. And then he said thus: Sir 
Galahalt, well may I liken you to a wolf, for he will never eat fish, but flesh; then 
the haut prince laughed at his words. Well, well, said Dinadan to Launcelot, 
what devil do ye in this country, for here may no mean knights win no worship 
for thee. Sir Dinadan, said Launcelot, I ensure thee I shall no more meet with 
thee nor with thy great spear, for I may not sit in my saddle when that spear 
hitteth me. And if I be happy I shall beware of that boistous body that thou 
bearest. Well, said Launcelot, make good watch ever: God forbid that ever we 
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meet but if it be at a dish of meat. Then laughed the queen and the haut prince, 
that they might not sit at their table; thus they made great joy till on the morn, 
and then they heard mass, and blew to field. And Queen Guenever and all the 
estates were set, and judges armed clean with their shields to keep the right. 


CHAPTER XLIX. Of the seventh battle, and how Sir Launcelot, being 
disguised like a maid, smote down Sir Dinadan. 

NOW beginneth the seventh battle. There came in the Duke Cambines, and 
there encountered with him Sir Aristance, that was counted a good knight, and 
they met so hard that either bare other down, horse and man. Then came there 
the Earl of Lambaile and helped the duke again to horse. Then came there Sir 
Ossaise of Surluse, and he smote the Earl Lambaile down from his horse. Then 
began they to do great deeds of arms, and many spears were broken, and many 
knights were cast to the earth. Then the King of Northgalis and the Earl Ulbawes 
smote together that all the judges thought it was like mortal death. This 
meanwhile Queen Guenever, and the haut prince, and Sir Launcelot, made there 
Sir Dinadan make him ready to joust. I would, said Dinadan, ride into the field, 
but then one of you twain will meet with me. Per dieu, said the haut prince, ye 
may see how we sit here as judges with our shields, and always mayest thou 
behold whether we sit here or not. 

So Sir Dinadan departed and took his horse, and met with many knights, and 
did passing well. And as he was departed, Sir Launcelot disguised himself, and 
put upon his armour a maiden's garment freshly attired. Then Sir Launcelot 
made Sir Galihodin to lead him through the range, and all men had wonder what 
damosel it was. And so as Sir Dinadan came into the range, Sir Launcelot, that 
was in the damosel's array, gat Galihodin's spear, and ran unto Sir Dinadan. And 
always Sir Dinadan looked up thereas Sir Launcelot was, and then he saw one sit 
in the stead of Sir Launcelot, armed. But when Dinadan saw a manner of a 
damosel he dread perils that it was Sir Launcelot disguised, but Sir Launcelot 
came on him so fast that he smote him over his horse's croup; and then with 
great scorns they gat Sir Dinadan into the forest there beside, and there they 
dispoiled him unto his shirt, and put upon him a woman's garment, and so 
brought him into the field: and so they blew unto lodging. And every knight 
went and unarmed them. Then was Sir Dinadan brought in among them all. And 
when Queen Guenever saw Sir Dinadan brought so among them all, then she 
laughed that she fell down, and so did all that there were. Well, said Dinadan to 
Launcelot, thou art so false that I can never beware of thee. Then by all the 
assent they gave Sir Launcelot the prize, the next was Sir Lamorak de Galis, the 
third was Sir Palomides, the fourth was King Bagdemagus; so these four knights 
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had the prize, and there was great joy, and great nobley in all the court. 

And on the morn Queen Guenever and Sir Launcelot departed unto King 
Arthur, but in no wise Sir Lamorak would not go with them. I shall undertake, 
said Sir Launcelot, that an ye will go with us King Arthur shall charge Sir 
Gawaine and his brethren never to do you hurt. As for that, said Sir Lamorak, I 
will not trust Sir Gawaine nor none of his brethren; and wit ye well, Sir 
Launcelot, an it were not for my lord King Arthur's sake, I should match Sir 
Gawaine and his brethren well enough. But to say that I should trust them, that 
shall I never, and therefore I pray you recommend me unto my lord Arthur, and 
unto all my lords of the Round Table. And in what place that ever I come I shall 
do you service to my power: and sir, it is but late that I revenged that, when my 
lord Arthur's kin were put to the worse by Sir Palomides. Then Sir Lamorak 
departed from Sir Launcelot, and either wept at their departing. 


CHAPTER L. How by treason Sir Tristram was brought to a 
tournament for to have been slain, and how he was put in prison. 

NOW turn we from this matter, and speak we of Sir Tristram, of whom this 
book is principally of, and leave we the king and the queen, Sir Launcelot, and 
Sir Lamorak, and here beginneth the treason of King Mark, that he ordained 
against Sir Tristram. There was cried by the coasts of Cornwall a great 
tournament and jousts, and all was done by Sir Galahalt the haut prince and King 
Bagdemagus, to the intent to slay Launcelot, or else utterly destroy him and 
shame him, because Sir Launcelot had always the higher degree, therefore this 
prince and this king made this jousts against Sir Launcelot. And thus their 
counsel was discovered unto King Mark, whereof he was full glad. 

Then King Mark bethought him that he would have Sir Tristram unto that 
tournament disguised that no man should know hin, to that intent that the haut 
prince should ween that Sir Tristram were Sir Launcelot. So at these jousts came 
in Sir Tristram. And at that time Sir Launcelot was not there, but when they saw 
a knight disguised do such deeds of arms, they weened it had been Sir Launcelot. 
And in especial King Mark said it was Sir Launcelot plainly. Then they set upon 
him, both King Bagdemagus, and the haut prince, and their knights, that it was 
wonder that ever Sir Tristram might endure that pain. Notwithstanding for all the 
pain that he had, Sir Tristram won the degree at that tournament, and there he 
hurt many knights and bruised them, and they hurt him and bruised him 
wonderly sore. So when the jousts were all done they knew well that it was Sir 
Tristram de Liones; and all that were on King Mark's party were glad that Sir 
Tristram was hurt, and the remnant were sorry of his hurt; for Sir Tristram was 
not so behated as was Sir Launcelot within the realm of England. 
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Then came King Mark unto Sir Tristram and said: Fair nephew, I am sorry of 
your hurts. Gramercy my lord, said Sir Tristram. Then King Mark made Sir 
Tristram to be put in an horse bier in great sign of love, and said: Fair cousin, I 
shall be your leech myself. And so he rode forth with Sir Tristram, and brought 
him to a castle by daylight. And then King Mark made Sir Tristram to eat. And 
then after he gave him a drink, the which as soon as he had drunk he fell asleep. 
And when it was night he made him to be carried to another castle, and there he 
put him in a strong prison, and there he ordained a man and a woman to give him 
his meat and drink. So there he was a great while. 

Then was Sir Tristram missed, and no creature wist where he was become. 
When La Beale Isoud heard how he was missed, privily she went unto Sir 
Sadok, and prayed him to espy where was Sir Tristram. Then when Sadok wist 
how Sir Tristram was missed, and anon espied that he was put in prison by King 
Mark and the traitors of Magouns, then Sadok and two of his cousins laid them 
in an ambushment, fast by the Castle of Tintagil, in arms. And as by fortune, 
there came riding King Mark and four of his nephews, and a certain of the 
traitors of Magouns. When Sir Sadok espied them he brake out of the bushment, 
and set there upon them. And when King Mark espied Sir Sadok he fled as fast 
as he might, and there Sir Sadok slew all the four nephews unto King Mark. But 
these traitors of Magouns slew one of Sadok's cousins with a great wound in the 
neck, but Sadok smote the other to the death. Then Sir Sadok rode upon his way 
unto a castle that was called Liones, and there he espied of the treason and 
felony of King Mark. So they of that castle rode with Sir Sadok till that they 
came to a castle that hight Arbray, and there in the town they found Sir Dinas the 
Seneschal, that was a good knight. But when Sir Sadok had told Sir Dinas of all 
the treason of King Mark he defied such a king, and said he would give up his 
lands that he held of him. And when he said these words all manner knights said 
as Sir Dinas said. Then by his advice and of Sir Sadok's, he let stuff all the towns 
and castles within the country of Liones, and assembled all the people that they 
might make. 


CHAPTER LI. How King Mark let do counterfeit letters from the Pope, 

and how Sir Percivale delivered Sir Tristram out of prison. 

NOW turn we unto King Mark, that when he was escaped from Sir Sadok he 
rode unto the Castle of Tintagil, and there he made great cry and noise, and cried 
unto harness all that might bear arms. Then they sought and found where were 
dead four cousins of King Mark's, and the traitor of Magouns. Then the king let 
inter them in a chapel. Then the king let cry in all the country that held of him, to 
go unto arms, for he understood to the war he must needs. When King Mark 
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heard and understood how Sir Sadok and Sir Dinas were arisen in the country of 
Liones he remembered of wiles and treason. Lo thus he did: he let make and 
counterfeit letters from the Pope, and did make a strange clerk to bear them unto 
King Mark; the which letters specified that King Mark should make him ready, 
upon pain of cursing, with his host to come to the Pope, to help to go to 
Jerusalem, for to make war upon the Saracens. 

When this clerk was come by the mean of the king, anon withal King Mark 
sent these letters unto Sir Tristram and bade him say thus: that an he would go 
war upon the miscreants, he should be had out of prison, and to have all his 
power. When Sir Tristram understood this letter, then he said thus to the clerk: 
Ah, King Mark, ever hast thou been a traitor, and ever will be; but, Clerk, said 
Sir Tristram, say thou thus unto King Mark: Since the Apostle Pope hath sent for 
him, bid him go thither himself; for tell him, traitor king as he is, I will not go at 
his commandment, get I out of prison as I may, for I see I am well rewarded for 
my true service. Then the clerk returned unto King Mark, and told him of the 
answer of Sir Tristram. Well, said King Mark, yet shall he be beguiled. So he 
went into his chamber, and counterfeit letters; and the letters specified that the 
Pope desired Sir Tristram to come himself, to make war upon the miscreants. 
When the clerk was come again to Sir Tristram and took him these letters, then 
Sir Tristram beheld these letters, and anon espied they were of King Mark's 
counterfeiting. Ah, said Sir Tristram, false hast thou been ever, King Mark, and 
so wilt thou end. Then the clerk departed from Sir Tristram and came to King 
Mark again. 

By then there were come four wounded knights within the Castle of Tintagil, 
and one of them his neck was nigh broken in twain. Another had his arm stricken 
away, the third was borne through with a spear, the fourth had his teeth stricken 
in twain. And when they came afore King Mark they cried and said: King, why 
fleest thou not, for all this country is arisen clearly against thee? Then was King 
Mark wroth out of measure. 

And in the meanwhile there came into the country Sir Percivale de Galis to 
seek Sir Tristram. And when he heard that Sir Tristram was in prison, Sir 
Percivale made clearly the deliverance of Sir Tristram by his knightly means. 
And when he was so delivered he made great joy of Sir Percivale, and so each 
one of other. Sir Tristram said unto Sir Percivale: An ye will abide in these 
marches I will ride with you. Nay, said Percivale, in this country I may not tarry, 
for I must needs into Wales. So Sir Percivale departed from Sir Tristram, and 
rode straight unto King Mark, and told him how he had delivered Sir Tristram; 
and also he told the king that he had done himself great shame for to put Sir 
Tristram in prison, for he is now the knight of most renown in this world living. 
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And wit thou well the noblest knights of the world love Sir Tristram, and if he 
will make war upon you ye may not abide it. That is truth, said King Mark, but I 
may not love Sir Tristram because he loveth my queen and my wife, La Beale 
Isoud. Ah, fie for shame, said Sir Percivale, say ye never so more. Are ye not 
uncle unto Sir Tristram, and he your nephew? Ye should never think that so 
noble a knight as Sir Tristram is, that he would do himself so great a villainy to 
hold his uncle's wife; howbeit, said Sir Percivale, he may love your queen 
sinless, because she is called one of the fairest ladies of the world. 

Then Sir Percivale departed from King Mark. So when he was departed King 
Mark bethought him of more treason: notwithstanding King Mark granted Sir 
Percivale never by no manner of means to hurt Sir Tristram. So anon King Mark 
sent unto Sir Dinas the Seneschal that he should put down all the people that he 
had raised, for he sent him an oath that he would go himself unto the Pope of 
Rome to war upon the miscreants; and this is a fairer war than thus to arise the 
people against your king. When Sir Dinas understood that King Mark would go 
upon the miscreants, then Sir Dinas in all the haste put down all the people; and 
when the people were departed every man to his home, then King Mark espied 
where was Sir Tristram with La Beale Isoud; and there by treason King Mark let 
take him and put him in prison, contrary to his promise that he made unto Sir 
Percivale. 

When Queen Isoud understood that Sir Tristram was in prison she made as 
great sorrow as ever made lady or gentlewoman. Then Sir Tristram sent a letter 
unto La Beale Isoud, and prayed her to be his good lady; and if it pleased her to 
make a vessel ready for her and him, he would go with her unto the realm of 
Logris, that is this land. When La Beale Isoud understood Sir Tristram's letters 
and his intent, she sent him another, and bade him be of good comfort, for she 
would do make the vessel ready, and all thing to purpose. 

Then La Beale Isoud sent unto Sir Dinas, and to Sadok, and prayed them in 
anywise to take King Mark, and put him in prison, unto the time that she and Sir 
Tristram were departed unto the realm of Logris. When Sir Dinas the Seneschal 
understood the treason of King Mark he promised her again, and sent her word 
that King Mark should be put in prison. And as they devised it so it was done. 
And then Sir Tristram was delivered out of prison; and anon in all the haste 
Queen Isoud and Sir Tristram went and took their counsel with that they would 
have with them when they departed. 


CHAPTER LII. How Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud came unto 
England, and how Sir Launcelot brought them to Joyous Gard. 
THEN La Beale Isoud and Sir Tristram took their vessel, and came by water 
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into this land. And so they were not in this land four days but there came a cry of 
a jousts and tournament that King Arthur let make. When Sir Tristram heard tell 
of that tournament he disguised himself, and La Beale Isoud, and rode unto that 
tournament. And when he came there he saw many knights joust and tourney; 
and so Sir Tristram dressed him to the range, and to make short conclusion, he 
overthrew fourteen knights of the Round Table. When Sir Launcelot saw these 
knights thus overthrown, Sir Launcelot dressed him to Sir Tristram. That saw La 
Beale Isoud how Sir Launcelot was come into the field. Then La Beale Isoud 
sent unto Sir Launcelot a ring, and bade him wit that it was Sir Tristram de 
Liones. When Sir Launcelot under stood that there was Sir Tristram he was full 
glad, and would not joust. Then Sir Launcelot espied whither Sir Tristram yede, 
and after him he rode; and then either made of other great joy. And so Sir 
Launcelot brought Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud unto Joyous Gard, that was 
his own castle, that he had won with his own hands. And there Sir Launcelot put 
them in to wield for their own. And wit ye well that castle was garnished and 
furnished for a king and a queen royal there to have sojourned. And Sir 
Launcelot charged all his people to honour them and love them as they would do 
himself. 

So Sir Launcelot departed unto King Arthur; and then he told Queen 
Guenever how he that jousted so well at the last tournament was Sir Tristram. 
And there he told her how he had with him La Beale Isoud maugre King Mark, 
and so Queen Guenever told all this unto King Arthur. When King Arthur wist 
that Sir Tristram was escaped and come from King Mark, and had brought La 
Beale Isoud with him, then was he passing glad. So because of Sir Tristram King 
Arthur let make a cry, that on May Day should be a jousts before the castle of 
Lonazep; and that castle was fast by Joyous Gard. And thus Arthur devised, that 
all the knights of this land, and of Cornwall, and of North Wales, should joust 
against all these countries, Ireland, Scotland, and the remnant of Wales, and the 
country of Gore, and Surluse, and of Listinoise, and they of Northumberland, 
and all they that held lands of Arthur on this half the sea. When this cry was 
made many knights were glad and many were unglad. Sir, said Launcelot unto 
Arthur, by this cry that ye have made ye will put us that be about you in great 
jeopardy, for there be many knights that have great envy to us; therefore when 
we Shall meet at the day of jousts there will be hard shift among us. As for that, 
said Arthur, I care not; there shall we prove who shall be best of his hands. So 
when Sir Launcelot understood wherefore King Arthur made this jousting, then 
he made such purveyance that La Beale Isoud should behold the jousts in a 
secret place that was honest for her estate. 

Now turn we unto Sir Tristram and to La Beale Isoud, how they made great 
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joy daily together with all manner of mirths that they could devise; and every 
day Sir Tristram would go ride a-hunting, for Sir Tristram was that time called 
the best chaser of the world, and the noblest blower of an horn of all manner of 
measures; for as books report, of Sir Tristram came all the good terms of venery 
and hunting, and all the sizes and measures of blowing of an horn; and of him 
we had first all the terms of hawking, and which were beasts of chase and beasts 
of venery, and which were vermins, and all the blasts that long to all manner of 
games. First to the uncoupling, to the seeking, to the rechate, to the flight, to the 
death, and to strake, and many other blasts and terms, that all manner of 
gentlemen have cause to the world's end to praise Sir Tristram, and to pray for 
his soul. 


CHAPTER LIII. How by the counsel of La Beale Isoud Sir Tristram 
rode armed, and how he met with Sir Palomides. 

SO on a day La Beale Isoud said unto Sir Tristram: I marvel me much, said 
she, that ye remember not yourself, how ye be here in a strange country, and 
here be many perilous knights; and well ye wot that King Mark is full of treason; 
and that ye will ride thus to chase and to hunt unarmed ye might be destroyed. 
My fair lady and my love, I cry you mercy, I will no more do so. So then Sir 
Tristram rode daily a-hunting armed, and his men bearing his shield and his 
spear. So on a day a little afore the month of May, Sir Tristram chased an hart 
passing eagerly, and so the hart passed by a fair well. And then Sir Tristram 
alighted and put off his helm to drink of that bubbly water. Right so he heard and 
saw the Questing Beast come to the well. When Sir Tristram saw that beast he 
put on his helm, for he deemed he should hear of Sir Palomides, for that beast 
was his quest. Right so Sir Tristram saw where came a knight armed, upon a 
noble courser, and he saluted him, and they spake of many things; and this 
knight's name was Breuse Saunce PitA©. And right so withal there came unto 
them the noble knight Sir Palomides, and either saluted other, and spake fair to 
other. 

Fair knights, said Sir Palomides, I can tell you tidings. What is that? said 
those knights. Sirs, wit ye well that King Mark is put in prison by his own 
knights, and all was for love of Sir Tristram; for King Mark had put Sir Tristram 
twice in prison, and once Sir Percivale delivered the noble knight Sir Tristram 
out of prison. And at the last time Queen La Beale Isoud delivered him, and 
went clearly away with him into this realm; and all this while King Mark, the 
false traitor, is in prison. Is this truth? said Palomides; then shall we hastily hear 
of Sir Tristram. And as for to say that I love La Beale Isoud paramours, I dare 
make good that I do, and that she hath my service above all other ladies, and 
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shall have the term of my life. 

And right so as they stood talking they saw afore them where came a knight 
all armed, on a great horse, and one of his men bare his shield, and the other his 
spear. And anon as that knight espied them he gat his shield and his spear and 
dressed him to joust. Fair fellows, said Sir Tristram, yonder is a knight will joust 
with us, let see which of us shall encounter with him, for I see well he is of the 
court of King Arthur. It shall not be long or he be met withal, said Sir Palomides, 
for I found never no knight in my quest of this glasting beast, but an he would 
joust I never refused him. As well may I, said Breuse Saunce PitA©, follow that 
beast as ye. Then shall ye do battle with me, said Palomides. 

So Sir Palomides dressed him unto that other knight, Sir Bleoberis, that was 
a full noble knight, nigh kin unto Sir Launcelot. And so they met so hard that Sir 
Palomides fell to the earth, horse and all. Then Sir Bleoberis cried aloud and said 
thus: Make thee ready thou false traitor knight, Breuse Saunce PitA©, for wit 
thou certainly I will have ado with thee to the utterance for the noble knights and 
ladies that thou hast falsely betrayed. When this false knight and traitor, Breuse 
Saunce PitA©, heard him say so, he took his horse by the bridle and fled his way 
as fast as ever his horse might run, for sore he was of him afeard. When Sir 
Bleoberis saw him flee he followed fast after, through thick and through thin. 
And by fortune as Sir Breuse fled, he saw even afore him three knights of the 
Table Round, of the which the one hight Sir Ector de Maris, the other hight Sir 
Percivale de Galis, the third hight Sir Harry le Fise Lake, a good knight and an 
hardy. And as for Sir Percivale, he was called that time of his time one of the 
best knights of the world, and the best assured. When Breuse saw these knights 
he rode straight unto them, and cried unto them and prayed them of rescues. 
What need have ye? said Sir Ector. Ah, fair knights, said Sir Breuse, here 
followeth me the most traitor knight, and most coward, and most of villainy; his 
name is Breuse Saunce PitA©, and if he may get me he will slay me without 
mercy and pity. Abide with us, said Sir Percivale, and we shall warrant you. 

Then were they ware of Sir Bleoberis that came riding all that he might. 
Then Sir Ector put himself forth to joust afore them all. When Sir Bleoberis saw 
that they were four knights and he but himself, he stood in a doubt whether he 
would turn or hold his way. Then he said to himself: I am a knight of the Table 
Round, and rather than I should shame mine oath and my blood I will hold my 
way whatsoever fall thereof. And then Sir Ector dressed his spear, and smote 
either other passing sore, but Sir Ector fell to the earth. That saw Sir Percivale, 
and he dressed his horse toward him all that he might drive, but Sir Percivale had 
such a stroke that horse and man fell to the earth. When Sir Harry saw that they 
were both to the earth then he said to himself: Never was Breuse of such 
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prowess. So Sir Harry dressed his horse, and they met together so strongly that 
both the horses and knights fell to the earth, but Sir Bleoberis' horse began to 
recover again. That saw Breuse and he came hurtling, and smote him over and 
over, and would have slain him as he lay on the ground. Then Sir Harry le Fise 
Lake arose lightly, and took the bridle of Sir Breuse's horse, and said: Fie for 
shame! strike never a knight when he is at the earth, for this knight may be 
called no shameful knight of his deeds, for yet as men may see thereas he lieth 
on the ground he hath done worshipfully, and put to the worse passing good 
knights. Therefore will I not let, said Sir Breuse. Thou shalt not choose, said Sir 
Harry, as at this time. Then when Sir Breuse saw that he might not choose nor 
have his will he spake fair. Then Sir Harry let him go. And then anon he made 
his horse to run over Sir Bleoberis, and rashed him to the earth like if he would 
have slain him. When Sir Harry saw him do so villainously he cried: Traitor 
knight, leave off for shame. And as Sir Harry would have taken his horse to fight 
with Sir Breuse, then Sir Breuse ran upon him as he was half upon his horse, and 
smote him down, horse and man, to the earth, and had near slain Sir Harry, the 
good knight. That saw Sir Percivale, and then he cried: Traitor knight what dost 
thou? And when Sir Percivale was upon his horse Sir Breuse took his horse and 
fled all that ever he might, and Sir Percivale and Sir Harry followed after him 
fast, but ever the longer they chased the farther were they behind. 

Then they turned again and came to Sir Ector de Maris and to Sir Bleoberis. 
Ah, fair knights, said Bleoberis, why have ye succoured that false knight and 
traitor? Why said Sir Harry, what knight is he? for well I wot it is a false knight, 
said Sir Harry, and a coward and a felonious knight. Sir, said Bleoberis, he is the 
most coward knight, and a devourer of ladies and a destroyer of good knights 
and especially of Arthur's. What is your name? said Sir Ector. My name is Sir 
Bleoberis de Ganis. Alas, fair cousin, said Ector, forgive it me, for I am Sir Ector 
de Maris. Then Sir Percivale and Sir Harry made great joy that they met with 
Bleoberis, but all they were heavy that Sir Breuse was escaped them, whereof 
they made great dole. 


CHAPTER LIV. Of Sir Palomides, and how he met with Sir Bleoberis 
and with Sir Ector, and of Sir Pervivale. 

RIGHT so as they stood thus there came Sir Palomides, and when he saw the 
shield of Bleoberis lie on the earth, then said Palomides: He that oweth that 
shield let him dress him to me, for he smote me down here fast by at a fountain, 
and therefore I will fight for him on foot. I am ready, said Bleoberis, here to 
answer thee, for wit thou well, sir knight, it was I, and my name is Bleoberis de 
Ganis. Well art thou met, said Palomides, and wit thou well my name is 


4769 XRN 


Palomides the Saracen; and either of them hated other to the death. Sir 
Palomides, said Ector, wit thou well there is neither thou nor none knight that 
beareth the life that slayeth any of our blood but he shall die for it; therefore an 
thou list to fight go seek Sir Launcelot or Sir Tristram, and there shall ye find 
your match. With them have I met, said Palomides, but I had never no worship 
of them. Was there never no manner of knight, said Sir Ector, but they that ever 
matched with you? Yes, said Palomides, there was the third, a good knight as 
any of them, and of his age he was the best that ever I found; for an he might 
have lived till he had been an hardier man there liveth no knight now such, and 
his name was Sir Lamorak de Galis. And as he had jousted at a tournament there 
he overthrew me and thirty knights more, and there he won the degree. And at 
his departing there met him Sir Gawaine and his brethren, and with great pain 
they slew him feloniously, unto all good knights' great damage. Anon as Sir 
Percivale heard that his brother was dead, Sir Lamorak, he fell over his horse's 
mane swooning, and there he made the greatest dole that ever made knight. And 
when Sir Percivale arose he said: Alas, my good and noble brother Sir Lamorak, 
now shall we never meet, and I trow in all the wide world a man may not find 
such a knight as he was of his age; and it is too much to suffer the death of our 
father King Pellinore, and now the death of our good brother Sir Lamorak. 

Then in the meanwhile there came a varlet from the court of King Arthur, 
and told them of the great tournament that should be at Lonazep, and how these 
lands, Cornwall and Northgalis, should be against all them that would come. 


CHAPTER LV. How Sir Tristram met with Sir Dinadan, and of their 
devices, and what he said to Sir Gawaine's brethren. 

NOW turn we unto Sir Tristram, that as he rode a-hunting he met with Sir 
Dinadan, that was come into that country to seek Sir Tristram. Then Sir Dinadan 
told Sir Tristram his name, but Sir Tristram would not tell him his name, 
wherefore Sir Dinadan was wroth. For such a foolish knight as ye are, said Sir 
Dinadan, I saw but late this day lying by a well, and he fared as he slept; and 
there he lay like a fool grinning, and would not speak, and his shield lay by him, 
and his horse stood by him; and well I wot he was a lover. Ah, fair sir, said Sir 
Tristram are ye not a lover? Mary, fie on that craft! said Sir Dinadan. That is evil 
said, said Sir Tristram, for a knight may never be of prowess but if he be a lover. 
It is well said, said Sir Dinadan; now tell me your name, sith ye be a lover, or 
else I shall do battle with you. As for that, said Sir Tristram, it is no reason to 
fight with me but I tell you my name; and as for that my name shall ye not wit as 
at this time. Fie for shame, said Dinadan, art thou a knight and durst not tell thy 
name to me? therefore I will fight with thee. As for that, said Sir Tristram, I will 
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be advised, for I will not do battle but if me list. And if I do battle, said Sir 
Tristram, ye are not able to withstand me. Fie on thee, coward, said Sir Dinadan. 

And thus as they hoved still, they saw a knight come riding against them. Lo, 
said Sir Tristram, see where cometh a knight riding, will joust with you. Anon, 
as Sir Dinadan beheld him he said: That is the same doted knight that I saw lie 
by the well, neither sleeping nor waking. Well, said Sir Tristram, I know that 
knight well with the covered shield of azure, he is the king's son of 
Northumberland, his name is Epinegris; and he is as great a lover as I know, and 
he loveth the king's daughter of Wales, a full fair lady. And now I suppose, said 
Sir Tristram, an ye require him he will joust with you, and then shall ye prove 
whether a lover be a better knight, or ye that will not love no lady. Well, said 
Dinadan, now shalt thou see what I shall do. Therewithal Sir Dinadan spake on 
high and said: Sir knight, make thee ready to joust with me, for it is the custom 
of errant knights one to joust with other. Sir, said Epinegris, is that the rule of 
you errant knights for to make a knight to joust, will he or nill? As for that, said 
Dinadan, make thee ready, for here is for me. And therewithal they spurred their 
horses and met together so hard that Epinegris smote down Sir Dinadan. Then 
Sir Tristram rode to Sir Dinadan and said: How now, meseemeth the lover hath 
well sped. Fie on thee, coward, said Sir Dinadan, and if thou be a good knight 
revenge me. Nay, said Sir Tristram, I will not joust as at this time, but take your 
horse and let us go hence. God defend me, said Sir Dinadan, from thy 
fellowship, for I never sped well since I met with thee: and so they departed. 
Well, said Sir Tristram, peradventure I could tell you tidings of Sir Tristram. 
God defend me, said Dinadan, from thy fellowship, for Sir Tristram were mickle 
the worse an he were in thy company; and then they departed. Sir, said Sir 
Tristram, yet it may happen I shall meet with you in other places. 

So rode Sir Tristram unto Joyous Gard, and there he heard in that town great 
noise and cry. What is this noise? said Sir Tristram. Sir, said they, here is a 
knight of this castle that hath been long among us, and right now he is slain with 
two knights, and for none other cause but that our knight said that Sir Launcelot 
were a better knight than Sir Gawaine. That was a simple cause, said Sir 
Tristram, for to slay a good knight for to say well by his master. That is little 
remedy to us, said the men of the town. For an Sir Launcelot had been here soon 
we should have been revenged upon the false knights. 

When Sir Tristram heard them say so he sent for his shield and for his spear, 
and lightly within a while he had overtaken them, and bade them turn and amend 
that they had misdone. What amends wouldst thou have? said the one knight. 
And therewith they took their course, and either met other so hard that Sir 
Tristram smote down that knight over his horse's tail. Then the other knight 
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dressed him to Sir Tristram, and in the same wise he served the other knight. 
And then they gat off their horses as well as they might, and dressed their shields 
and swords to do their battle to the utterance. Knights, said Sir Tristram, ye shall 
tell me of whence ye are, and what be your names, for such men ye might be ye 
should hard escape my hands; and ye might be such men of such a country that 
for all your evil deeds ye should pass quit. Wit thou well, sir knight, said they, 
we fear not to tell thee our names, for my name is Sir Agravaine, and my name 
is Gaheris, brethren unto the good knight Sir Gawaine, and we be nephews unto 
King Arthur. Well, said Sir Tristram, for King Arthur's sake I shall let you pass 
as at this time. But it is shame, said Sir Tristram, that Sir Gawaine and ye be 
come of so great a blood that ye four brethren are so named as ye be, for ye be 
called the greatest destroyers and murderers of good knights that be now in this 
realm; for it is but as I heard say that Sir Gawaine and ye slew among you a 
better knight than ever ye were, that was the noble knight Sir Lamorak de Galis. 
An it had pleased God, said Sir Tristram, I would I had been by Sir Lamorak at 
his death. Then shouldst thou have gone the same way, said Sir Gaheris. Fair 
knight, said Sir Tristram, there must have been many more knights than ye are. 
And therewithal Sir Tristram departed from them toward Joyous Gard. And 
when he was departed they took their horses, and the one said to the other: We 
will overtake him and be revenged upon him in the despite of Sir Lamorak. 


CHAPTER LVI. How Sir Tristram smote down Sir Agravaine and Sir 
Gaheris, and how Sir Dinadan was sent for by La Beale Isoud. 

SO when they had overtaken Sir Tristram, Sir Agravaine bade him: Turn, 
traitor knight. That is evil said, said Sir Tristram; and therewith he pulled out his 
sword, and smote Sir Agravaine such a buffet upon the helm that he tumbled 
down off his horse in a swoon, and he had a grievous wound. And then he turned 
to Gaheris, and Sir Tristram smote his sword and his helm together with such a 
might that Gaheris fell out of his saddle: and so Sir Tristram rode unto Joyous 
Gard, and there he alighted and unarmed him. So Sir Tristram told La Beale 
Isoud of all his adventure, as ye have heard to-fore. And when she heard him tell 
of Sir Dinadan: Sir, said she, is not that he that made the song by King Mark? 
That same is he, said Sir Tristram, for he is the best bourder and japer, and a 
noble knight of his hands, and the best fellow that I know, and all good knights 
love his fellowship. Alas, sir, said she, why brought ye not him with you? Have 
ye no care, said Sir Tristram, for he rideth to seek me in this country; and 
therefore he will not away till he have met with me. And there Sir Tristram told 
La Beale Isoud how Sir Dinadan held against all lovers. Right so there came in a 
varlet and told Sir Tristram how there was come an errant knight into the town, 
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with such colours upon his shield. That is Sir Dinadan, said Sir Tristram; wit ye 
what ye shall do, said Sir Tristram: send ye for him, my Lady Isoud, and I will 
not be seen, and ye shall hear the merriest knight that ever ye spake withal, and 
the maddest talker; and I pray you heartily that ye make him good cheer. 

Then anon La Beale Isoud sent into the town, and prayed Sir Dinadan that he 
would come into the castle and repose him there with a lady. With a good will, 
said Sir Dinadan; and so he mounted upon his horse and rode into the castle; and 
there he alighted, and was unarmed, and brought into the castle. Anon La Beale 
Isoud came unto him, and either saluted other; then she asked him of whence 
that he was. Madam, said Dinadan, I am of the court of King Arthur, and knight 
of the Table Round, and my name is Sir Dinadan. What do ye in this country? 
said La Beale Isoud. Madam, said he, I seek Sir Tristram the good knight, for it 
was told me that he was in this country. It may well be, said La Beale Isoud, but 
I am not ware of him. Madam, said Dinadan, I marvel of Sir Tristram and mo 
other lovers, what aileth them to be so mad and so sotted upon women. Why, 
said La Beale Isoud, are ye a knight and be no lover? it is shame to you: 
wherefore ye may not be called a good knight [but] if ye make a quarrel for a 
lady. God defend me, said Dinadan, for the joy of love is too short, and the 
sorrow thereof, and what cometh thereof, dureth over long. Ah, said La Beale 
Isoud, say ye not so, for here fast by was the good knight Sir Bleoberis, that 
fought with three knights at once for a damosel's sake, and he won her afore the 
King of Northumberland. It was so, said Sir Dinadan, for I know him well for a 
good knight and a noble, and come of noble blood; for all be noble knights of 
whom he is come of, that is Sir Launcelot du Lake. 

Now I pray you, said La Beale Isoud, tell me will you fight for my love with 
three knights that do me great wrong? and insomuch as ye be a knight of King 
Arthur's I require you to do battle for me. Then Sir Dinadan said: I shall say you 
ye be as fair a lady as ever I saw any, and much fairer than is my lady Queen 
Guenever, but wit ye well at one word, I will not fight for you with three 
knights, Jesu defend me. Then Isoud laughed, and had good game at him. So he 
had all the cheer that she might make him, and there he lay all that night. And on 
the morn early Sir Tristram armed him, and La Beale Isoud gave him a good 
helm; and then he promised her that he would meet with Sir Dinadan, and they 
two would ride together into Lonazep, where the tournament should be: And 
there shall I make ready for you where ye shall see the tournament. Then 
departed Sir Tristram with two squires that bare his shield and his spears that 
were great and long. 


CHAPTER LVII. How Sir Dinadan met with Sir Tristram, and with 
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jousting with Sir Palomides, Sir Dinadan knew him. 

THEN after that Sir Dinadan departed, and rode his way a great pace until he 
had overtaken Sir Tristram. And when Sir Dinadan had overtaken him he knew 
him anon, and he hated the fellowship of him above all other knights. Ah, said 
Sir Dinadan, art thou that coward knight that I met with yesterday? keep thee, for 
thou shalt joust with me maugre thy head. Well, said Sir Tristram, and I am loath 
to joust. And so they let their horses run, and Sir Tristram missed of him a- 
purpose, and Sir Dinadan brake a spear upon Sir Tristram, and therewith Sir 
Dinadan dressed him to draw out his sword. Not so, said Sir Tristram, why are 
ye so wroth? I will not fight. Fie on thee, coward, said Dinadan, thou shamest all 
knights. As for that, said Sir Tristram, I care not, for I will wait upon you and be 
under your protection; for because ye are so good a knight ye may save me. The 
devil deliver me of thee, said Sir Dinadan, for thou art as goodly a man of arms 
and of thy person as ever I saw, and the most coward that ever I saw. What wilt 
thou do with those great spears that thou carriest with thee? I shall give them, 
said Sir Tristram, to some good knight when I come to the tournament; and if I 
see you do best, I shall give them to you. 

So thus as they rode talking they saw where came an errant knight afore 
them, that dressed him to joust. Lo, said Sir Tristram, yonder is one will joust; 
now dress thee to him. Ah, shame betide thee, said Sir Dinadan. Nay, not so, 
said Tristram, for that knight beseemeth a shrew. Then shall I, said Sir Dinadan. 
And so they dressed their shields and their spears, and they met together so hard 
that the other knight smote down Sir Dinadan from his horse. Lo, said Sir 
Tristram, it had been better ye had left. Fie on thee, coward, said Sir Dinadan. 
Then Sir Dinadan started up and gat his sword in his hand, and proffered to do 
battle on foot. Whether in love or in wrath? said the other knight. Let us do battle 
in love, said Sir Dinadan. What is your name, said that knight, I pray you tell 
me. Wit ye well my name is Sir Dinadan. Ah, Dinadan, said that knight, and my 
name is Gareth, the youngest brother unto Sir Gawaine. Then either made of 
other great cheer, for this Gareth was the best knight of all the brethren, and he 
proved a good knight. Then they took their horses, and there they spake of Sir 
Tristram, how such a coward he was; and every word Sir Tristram heard and 
laughed them to scorn. 

Then were they ware where came a knight afore them well horsed and well 
armed, and he made him ready to joust. Fair knights, said Sir Tristram, look 
betwixt you who shall joust with yonder knight, for I warn you I will not have 
ado with him. Then shall I, said Sir Gareth. And so they encountered together, 
and there that knight smote down Sir Gareth over his horse's croup. How now, 
said Sir Tristram unto Sir Dinadan, dress thee now and revenge the good knight 
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Gareth. That shall I not, said Sir Dinadan, for he hath stricken down a much 
bigger knight than I am. Ah, said Sir Tristram, now Sir Dinadan, I see and feel 
well your heart faileth you, therefore now shall ye see what I shall do. And then 
Sir Tristram hurtled unto that knight, and smote him quite from his horse. And 
when Sir Dinadan saw that, he marvelled greatly; and then he deemed that it was 
Sir Tristram. 

Then this knight that was on foot pulled out his sword to do battle. What is 
your name? said Sir Tristram. Wit ye well, said that knight, my name is Sir 
Palomides. What knight hate ye most? said Sir Tristram. Sir knight, said he, I 
hate Sir Tristram to the death, for an I may meet with him the one of us shall die. 
Ye say well, said Sir Tristram, and wit ye well that I am Sir Tristram de Liones, 
and now do your worst. When Sir Palomides heard him say so he was astonied. 
And then he said thus: I pray you, Sir Tristram, forgive me all mine evil will, 
and if I live I shall do you service above all other knights that be living; and 
whereas I have owed you evil will me sore repenteth. I wot not what aileth me, 
for meseemeth that ye are a good knight, and none other knight that named 
himself a good knight should not hate you; therefore I require you, Sir Tristram, 
take no displeasure at mine unkind words. Sir Palomides, said Sir Tristram, ye 
say well, and well I wot ye are a good knight, for I have seen ye proved; and 
many great enterprises have ye taken upon you, and well achieved them; 
therefore, said Sir Tristram, an ye have any evil will to me, now may ye right it, 
for I am ready at your hand. Not so, my lord Sir Tristram, I will do you knightly 
service in all thing as ye will command. And right so I will take you, said Sir 
Tristram. And so they rode forth on their ways talking of many things. O my 
lord Sir Tristram, said Dinadan, foul have ye mocked me, for God knoweth I 
came into this country for your sake, and by the advice of my lord Sir Launcelot; 
and yet would not Sir Launcelot tell me the certainty of you, where I should find 
you. Truly, said Sir Tristram, Sir Launcelot wist well where I was, for I abode 
within his own castle. 


CHAPTER LVIII. How they approached the Castle Lonazep, and of 
other devices of the death of Sir Lamorak. 

THUS they rode until they were ware of the Castle Lonazep. And then were 
they ware of four hundred tents and pavilions, and marvellous great ordinance. 
So God me help, said Sir Tristram, yonder I see the greatest ordinance that ever I 
saw. Sir, said Palomides, meseemeth that there was as great an ordinance at the 
Castle of Maidens upon the rock, where ye won the prize, for I saw myself 
where ye forjousted thirty knights. Sir, said Dinadan, and in Surluse, at that 
tournament that Galahalt of the Long Isles made, the which there dured seven 
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days, was as great a gathering as is here, for there were many nations. Who was 
the best? said Sir Tristram. Sir, it was Sir Launcelot du Lake and the noble 
knight, Sir Lamorak de Galis, and Sir Launcelot won the degree. I doubt not, 
said Sir Tristram, but he won the degree, so he had not been overmatched with 
many knights; and of the death of Sir Lamorak, said Sir Tristram, it was over 
great pity, for I dare say he was the cleanest mighted man and the best winded of 
his age that was alive; for I knew him that he was the biggest knight that ever I 
met withal, but if it were Sir Launcelot. Alas, said Sir Tristram, full woe is me 
for his death. And if they were not the cousins of my lord Arthur that slew him, 
they should die for it, and all those that were consenting to his death. And for 
such things, said Sir Tristram, I fear to draw unto the court of my lord Arthur; I 
will that ye wit it, said Sir Tristram unto Gareth. 

Sir, I blame you not, said Gareth, for well I understand the vengeance of my 
brethren Sir Gawaine, Agravaine, Gaheris, and Mordred. But as for me, said Sir 
Gareth, I meddle not of their matters, therefore there is none of them that loveth 
me. And for I understand they be murderers of good knights I left their 
company; and God would I had been by, said Gareth, when the noble knight, Sir 
Lamorak, was slain. Now as Jesu be my help, said Sir Tristram, it is well said of 
you, for I had liefer than all the gold betwixt this and Rome I had been there. Y- 
wis, (1) said Palomides, and so would I had been there, and yet had I never the 
degree at no jousts nor tournament thereas he was, but he put me to the worse, or 
on foot or on horseback; and that day that he was slain he did the most deeds of 
arms that ever I saw knight do in all my life days. And when him was given the 
degree by my lord Arthur, Sir Gawaine and his three brethren, Agravaine, 
Gaheris, and Sir Mordred, set upon Sir Lamorak in a privy place, and there they 
slew his horse. And so they fought with him on foot more than three hours, both 
before him and behind him; and Sir Mordred gave him his death wound behind 
him at his back, and all to-hew him: for one of his squires told me that saw it. Fie 
upon treason, said Sir Tristram, for it killeth my heart to hear this tale. So it doth 
mine, said Gareth; brethren as they be mine I shall never love them, nor draw in 
their fellowship for that deed. 

Now speak we of other deeds, said Palomides, and let him be, for his life ye 
may not get again. That is the more pity, said Dinadan, for Sir Gawaine and his 
brethren, except you Sir Gareth, hate all the good knights of the Round Table for 
the most part; for well I wot an they might privily, they hate my lord Sir 
Launcelot and all his kin, and great privy despite they have at him; and that is 
my lord Sir Launcelot well ware of, and that causeth him to have the good 
knights of his kin about him. 
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(1) "Y-wis" (certainly); Caxton, "ye wis"; W. de Worde, "truly." 


CHAPTER LIX. How they came to Humber bank, and how they found 
a ship there, wherein lay the body of King Hermance. 

SIR, said Palomides, let us leave of this matter, and let us see how we shall 
do at this tournament. By mine advice, said Palomides, let us four hold together 
against all that will come. Not by my counsel, said Sir Tristram, for I see by their 
pavilions there will be four hundred knights, and doubt ye not, said Sir Tristram, 
but there will be many good knights; and be a man never so valiant nor so big, 
yet he may be overmatched. And so have I seen knights done many times; and 
when they weened best to have won worship they lost it, for manhood is not 
worth but if it be medled with wisdom. And as for me, said Sir Tristram, it may 
happen I shall keep mine own head as well as another. 

So thus they rode until that they came to Humber bank, where they heard a 
cry and a doleful noise. Then were they ware in the wind where came a rich 
vessel hilled over with red silk, and the vessel landed fast by them. Therewith Sir 
Tristram alighted and his knights. And so Sir Tristram went afore and entered 
into that vessel. And when he came within he saw a fair bed richly covered, and 
thereupon lay a dead seemly knight, all armed save the head, was all be-bled 
with deadly wounds upon him, the which seemed to be a passing good knight. 
How may this be, said Sir Tristram, that this knight is thus slain? Then Sir 
Tristram was ware of a letter in the dead knight's hand. Master mariners, said Sir 
Tristram, what meaneth that letter? Sir, said they, in that letter ye shall hear and 
know how he was slain, and for what cause, and what was his name. But sir, said 
the mariners, wit ye well that no man shall take that letter and read it but if he be 
a good knight, and that he will faithfully promise to revenge his death, else shall 
there be no knight see that letter open. Wit ye well, said Sir Tristram, that some 
of us may revenge his death as well as other, and if it be so as ye mariners say 
his death shall be revenged. And therewith Sir Tristram took the letter out of the 
knight's hand, and it said thus: Hermance, king and lord of the Red City, I send 
unto all knights errant, recommending unto you noble knights of Arthur's court. I 
beseech them all among them to find one knight that will fight for my sake with 
two brethren that I brought up of nought, and feloniously and traitorly they have 
slain me; wherefore I beseech one good knight to revenge my death. And he that 
revengeth my death I will that he have my Red City and all my castles. 

Sir, said the mariners, wit ye well this king and knight that here lieth was a 
full worshipful man and of full great prowess, and full well he loved all manner 
knights errants. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, here is a piteous case, and 
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full fain would I take this enterprise upon me; but I have made such a promise 
that needs I must be at this great tournament, or else I am shamed. For well I wot 
for my sake in especial my lord Arthur let make this jousts and tournament in 
this country; and well I wot that many worshipful people will be there at that 
tournament for to see me; therefore I fear me to take this enterprise upon me that 
I shall not come again by time to this jousts. Sir, said Palomides, I pray you give 
me this enterprise, and ye shall see me achieve it worshipfully, other else I shall 
die in this quarrel. Well, said Sir Tristram, and this enterprise I give you, with 
this, that ye be with me at this tournament that shall be as this day seven night. 
Sir, said Palomides, I promise you that I shall be with you by that day if I be 
unslain or unmaimed. 


CHAPTER LX. How Sir Tristram with his fellowship came and were 
with an host which after fought with Sir Tristram; and other matters. 
THEN departed Sir Tristram, Gareth, and Sir Dinadan, and left Sir 

Palomides in the vessel; and so Sir Tristram beheld the mariners how they sailed 
overlong Humber. And when Sir Palomides was out of their sight they took their 
horses and beheld about them. And then were they ware of a knight that came 
riding against them unarmed, and nothing about him but a sword. And when this 
knight came nigh them he saluted them, and they him again. Fair knights, said 
that knight, I pray you insomuch as ye be knights errant, that ye will come and 
see my castle, and take such as ye find there; I pray you heartily. And so they 
rode with him until his castle, and there they were brought into the hall, that was 
well apparelled; and so they were there unarmed, and set at a board; and when 
this knight saw Sir Tristram, anon he knew him. And then this knight waxed pale 
and wroth at Sir Tristram. When Sir Tristram saw his host make such cheer he 
marvelled and said: Sir, mine host, what cheer make you? Wit thou well, said he, 
I fare the worse for thee, for I know thee, Sir Tristram de Liones, thou slewest 
my brother; and therefore I give thee summons I will slay thee an ever I may get 
thee at large. Sir knight, said Sir Tristram, I am never advised that ever I slew 
any brother of yours; and if ye say that I did I will make amends unto my power. 
I will none amends, said the knight, but keep thee from me. 

So when he had dined Sir Tristram asked his arms, and departed. And so 
they rode on their ways, and within a while Sir Dinadan saw where came a 
knight well armed and well horsed, without shield. Sir Tristram, said Sir 
Dinadan, take keep to yourself, for I dare undertake yonder cometh your host 
that will have ado with you. Let him come, said Sir Tristram, I shall abide him as 
well as I may. Anon the knight, when he came nigh Sir Tristram, he cried and 
bade him abide and keep him. So they hurtled together, but Sir Tristram smote 
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the other knight so sore that he bare him over his horse's croup. That knight 
arose lightly and took his horse again, and so rode fiercely to Sir Tristram, and 
smote him twice hard upon the helm. Sir knight, said Sir Tristram, I pray you 
leave off and smite me no more, for I would be loath to deal with you an I might 
choose, for I have your meat and your drink within my body. For all that he 
would not leave; and then Sir Tristram gave him such a buffet upon the helm 
that he fell up-so-down from his horse, that the blood brast out at the ventails of 
his helm, and so he lay still likely to be dead. Then Sir Tristram said: Me 
repenteth of this buffet that I smote so sore, for as I suppose he is dead. And so 
they left him and rode on their ways. 

So they had not ridden but a while, but they saw riding against them two full 
likely knights, well armed and well horsed, and goodly servants about them. The 
one was Berrant le Apres, and he was called the King with the Hundred Knights; 
and the other was Sir Segwarides, which were renowned two noble knights. So 
as they came either by other the king looked upon Sir Dinadan, that at that time 
he had Sir Tristram's helm upon his shoulder, the which helm the king had seen 
to-fore with the Queen of Northgalis, and that queen the king loved as paramour; 
and that helm the Queen of Northgalis had given to La Beale Isoud, and the 
queen La Beale Isoud gave it to Sir Tristram. Sir knight, said Berrant, where had 
ye that helm? What would ye? said Sir Dinadan. For I will have ado with thee, 
said the king, for the love of her that owed that helm, and therefore keep you. So 
they departed and came together with all their mights of their horses, and there 
the King with the Hundred Knights smote Sir Dinadan, horse and all, to the 
earth; and then he commanded his servant: Go and take thou his helm off, and 
keep it. So the varlet went to unbuckle his helm. What helm, what wilt thou do? 
said Sir Tristram, leave that helm. To what intent, said the king, will ye, sir 
knight, meddle with that helm? Wit you well, said Sir Tristram, that helm shall 
not depart from me or it be dearer bought. Then make you ready, said Sir 
Berrant unto Sir Tristram. So they hurtled together, and there Sir Tristram smote 
him down over his horse's tail; and then the king arose lightly, and gat his horse 
lightly again. And then he struck fiercely at Sir Tristram many great strokes. 
And then Sir Tristram gave Sir Berrant such a buffet upon the helm that he fell 
down over his horse sore stonied. Lo, said Dinadan, that helm is unhappy to us 
twain, for I had a fall for it, and now, sir king, have ye another fall. 

Then Segwarides asked: Who shall joust with me? I pray thee, said Sir 
Gareth unto Dinadan, let me have this jousts. Sir, said Dinadan, I pray you take 
it as for me. That is no reason, said Tristram, for this jousts should be yours. At a 
word, said Dinadan, I will not thereof. Then Gareth dressed him to Sir 
Segwarides, and there Sir Segwarides smote Gareth and his horse to the earth. 
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Now, said Sir Tristram to Dinadan, joust with yonder knight. I will not thereof, 
said Dinadan. Then will I, said Sir Tristram. And then Sir Tristram ran to him, 
and gave him a fall; and so they left them on foot, and Sir Tristram rode unto 
Joyous Gard, and there Sir Gareth would not of his courtesy have gone into this 
castle, but Sir Tristram would not suffer him to depart. And so they alighted and 
unarmed them, and had great cheer. But when Dinadan came afore La Beale 
Isoud he cursed the time that ever he bare Sir Tristram's helm, and there he told 
her how Sir Tristram had mocked him. Then was there laughing and japing at Sir 
Dinadan, that they wist not what to do with him. 


CHAPTER LXI. How Palomides went for to fight with two brethren for 

the death of King Hermance. 

NOW will we leave them merry within Joyous Gard, and speak we of Sir 
Palomides. Then Sir Palomides sailed evenlong Humber to the coasts of the sea, 
where was a fair castle. And at that time it was early in the morning, afore day. 
Then the mariners went unto Sir Palomides that slept fast. Sir knight, said the 
mariners, ye must arise, for here is a castle there ye must go into. I assent me, 
said Sir Palomides; and therewithal he arrived. And then he blew his horn that 
the mariners had given him. And when they within the castle heard that horn 
they put forth many knights; and there they stood upon the walls, and said with 
one voice: Welcome be ye to this castle. And then it waxed clear day, and Sir 
Palomides entered into the castle. And within a while he was served with many 
divers meats. Then Sir Palomides heard about him much weeping and great dole. 
What may this mean? said Sir Palomides; I love not to hear such a sorrow, and 
fain I would know what it meaneth. Then there came afore him one whose name 
was Sir Ebel, that said thus: Wit ye well, sir knight, this dole and sorrow is here 
made every day, and for this cause: we had a king that hight Hermance, and he 
was King of the Red City, and this king that was lord was a noble knight, large 
and liberal of his expense; and in the world he loved nothing so much as he did 
errant knights of King Arthur's court, and all jousting, hunting, and all manner of 
knightly games; for so kind a king and knight had never the rule of poor people 
as he was; and because of his goodness and gentle ness we bemoan him, and 
ever shall. And all kings and estates may beware by our lord, for he was 
destroyed in his own default; for had he cherished them of his blood he had yet 
lived with great riches and rest: but all estates may beware by our king. But alas, 
said Ebel, that we shall give all other warning by his death. 

Tell me, said Palomides, and in what manner was your lord slain, and by 
whom. Sir, said Sir Ebel, our king brought up of children two men that now are 
perilous knights; and these two knights our king had so in charity, that he loved 
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no man nor trusted no man of his blood, nor none other that was about him. And 
by these two knights our king was governed, and so they ruled him peaceably 
and his lands, and never would they suffer none of his blood to have no rule with 
our king. And also he was so free and so gentle, and they so false and 
deceivable, that they ruled him peaceably; and that espied the lords of our king's 
blood, and departed from him unto their own livelihood. Then when these two 
traitors understood that they had driven all the lords of his blood from him, they 
were not pleased with that rule, but then they thought to have more, as ever it is 
an old saw: Give a churl rule and thereby he will not be sufficed; for 
whatsomever he be that is ruled by a villain born, and the lord of the soil to be a 
gentleman born, the same villain shall destroy all the gentlemen about him: 
therefore all estates and lords, beware whom ye take about you. And if ye be a 
knight of King Arthur's court remember this tale, for this is the end and 
conclusion. My lord and king rode unto the forest hereby by the advice of these 
traitors, and there he chased at the red deer, armed at all pieces full like a good 
knight; and so for labour he waxed dry, and then he alighted, and drank at a well. 
And when he was alighted, by the assent of these two traitors, that one that hight 
Helius he suddenly smote our king through the body with a spear, and so they 
left him there. And when they were departed, then by fortune I came to the well, 
and found my lord and king wounded to the death. And when I heard his 
complaint, I let bring him to the water side, and in that same ship I put him alive; 
and when my lord King Hermance was in that vessel, he required me for the true 
faith I owed unto him for to write a letter in this manner. 


CHAPTER LXII. The copy of the letter written for to revenge the king's 
death, and how Sir Palomides fought for to have the battle. 

RECOMMENDING unto King Arthur and to all his knights errant, 
beseeching them all that insomuch as I, King Hermance, King of the Red City, 
thus am slain by felony and treason, through two knights of mine own, and of 
mine own bringing up and of mine own making, that some worshipful knight 
will revenge my death, insomuch I have been ever to my power well willing 
unto Arthur's court. And who that will adventure his life with these two traitors 
for my sake in one battle, I, King Hermance, King of the Red City, freely give 
him all my lands and rents that ever I wielded in my life. This letter, said Ebel, I 
wrote by my lord's commandment, and then he received his Creator; and when 
he was dead, he commanded me or ever he were cold to put that letter fast in his 
hand. And then he commanded me to put forth that same vessel down Humber, 
and I should give these mariners in commandment never to stint until that they 
came unto Logris, where all the noble knights shall assemble at this time. And 
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there shall some good knight have pity on me to revenge my death, for there was 
never king nor lord falslier nor traitorlier slain than I am here to my death. Thus 
was the complaint of our King Hermance. Now, said Sir Ebel, ye know all how 
our lord was betrayed, we require you for God's sake have pity upon his death, 
and worshipfully revenge his death, and then may ye wield all these lands. For 
we all wit well that an ye may slay these two traitors, the Red City and all those 
that be therein will take you for their lord. 

Truly, said Sir Palomides, it grieveth my heart for to hear you tell this doleful 
tale; and to say the truth I saw the same letter that ye speak of, and one of the 
best knights on the earth read that letter to me, and by his commandment I came 
hither to revenge your king's death; and therefore have done, and let me wit 
where I shall find those traitors, for I shall never be at ease in my heart till I be in 
hands with them. Sir, said Sir Ebel, then take your ship again, and that ship must 
bring you unto the Delectable Isle, fast by the Red City, and we in this castle 
shall pray for you, and abide your again-coming. For this same castle, an ye 
speed well, must needs be yours; for our King Hermance let make this castle for 
the love of the two traitors, and so we kept it with strong hand, and therefore full 
sore are we threated. Wot ye what ye shall do, said Sir Palomides; whatsomever 
come of me, look ye keep well this castle. For an it misfortune me so to be slain 
in this quest I am sure there will come one of the best knights of the world for to 
revenge my death, and that is Sir Tristram de Liones, or else Sir Launcelot du 
Lake. 

Then Sir Palomides departed from that castle. And as he came nigh the city, 
there came out of a ship a goodly knight armed against him, with his shield on 
his shoulder, and his hand upon his sword. And anon as he came nigh Sir 
Palomides he said: Sir knight, what seek ye here? leave this quest for it is mine, 
and mine it was or ever it was yours, and therefore I will have it. Sir knight, said 
Palomides, it may well be that this quest was yours or it was mine, but when the 
letter was taken out of the dead king's hand, at that time by likelihood there was 
no knight had undertaken to revenge the death of the king. And so at that time I 
promised to revenge his death, and so I shall or else I am ashamed. Ye say well, 
said the knight, but wit ye well then will I fight with you, and who be the better 
knight of us both, let him take the battle upon hand. I assent me, said Sir 
Palomides. And then they dressed their shields, and pulled out their swords, and 
lashed together many sad strokes as men of might; and this fighting was more 
than an hour, but at the last Sir Palomides waxed big and better winded, so that 
then he smote that knight such a stroke that he made him to kneel upon his 
knees. Then that knight spake on high and said: Gentle knight, hold thy hand. Sir 
Palomides was goodly and withdrew his hand. Then this knight said: Wit ye 
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well, knight, that thou art better worthy to have this battle than I, and require 
thee of knighthood tell me thy name. Sir, my name is Palomides, a knight of 
King Arthur's, and of the Table Round, that hither I came to revenge the death of 
this dead king. 


CHAPTER LAXIII. Of the preparation of Sir Palomides and the two 
brethren that should fight with him. 

WELL be ye found, said the knight to Palomides, for of all knights that be 
alive, except three, I had liefest have you. The first is Sir Launcelot du Lake, and 
Sir Tristram de Liones, the third is my nigh cousin, Sir Lamorak de Galis. And I 
am brother unto King Hermance that is dead, and my name is Sir Hermind. Ye 
say well, said Sir Palomides, and ye shall see how I shall speed; and if I be there 
slain go ye to my lord Sir Launcelot, or else to my lord Sir Tristram, and pray 
them to revenge my death, for as for Sir Lamorak him shall ye never see in this 
world. Alas, said Sir Hermind, how may that be? He is slain, said Sir Palomides, 
by Sir Gawaine and his brethren. So God me help, said Hermind, there was not 
one for one that slew him. That is truth, said Sir Palomides, for they were four 
dangerous knights that slew him, as Sir Gawaine, Sir Agravaine, Sir Gaheris, 
and Sir Mordred, but Sir Gareth, the fifth brother was away, the best knight of 
them all. And so Sir Palomides told Hermind all the manner, and how they slew 
Sir Lamorak all only by treason. 

So Sir Palomides took his ship, and arrived up at the Delectable Isle. And in 
the meanwhile Sir Hermind that was the king's brother, he arrived up at the Red 
City, and there he told them how there was come a knight of King Arthur's to 
avenge King Hermance's death: And his name is Sir Palomides, the good knight, 
that for the most part he followeth the beast Glatisant. Then all the city made 
great joy, for mickle had they heard of Sir Palomides, and of his noble prowess. 
So let they ordain a messenger, and sent unto the two brethren, and bade them to 
make them ready, for there was a knight come that would fight with them both. 
So the messenger went unto them where they were at a castle there beside; and 
there he told them how there was a knight come of King Arthur's court to fight 
with them both at once. He is welcome, said they; but tell us, we pray you, if it 
be Sir Launcelot or any of his blood? He is none of that blood, said the 
messenger. Then we care the less, said the two brethren, for with none of the 
blood of Sir Launcelot we keep not to have ado withal. Wit ye well, said the 
messenger, that his name is Sir Palomides, that yet is unchristened, a noble 
knight. Well, said they, an he be now unchristened he shall never be christened. 
So they appointed to be at the city within two days. 

And when Sir Palomides was come to the city they made passing great joy of 
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him, and then they beheld him, and saw that he was well made, cleanly and 
bigly, and unmaimed of his limbs, and neither too young nor too old. And so all 
the people praised him; and though he was not christened yet he believed in the 
best manner, and was full faithful and true of his promise, and well conditioned; 
and because he made his avow that he would never be christened unto the time 
that he had achieved the beast Glatisant, the which was a full wonderful beast, 
and a great signification; for Merlin prophesied much of that beast. And also Sir 
Palomides avowed never to take full christendom unto the time that he had done 
seven battles within the lists. 

So within the third day there came to the city these two brethren, the one 
hight Helius, the other hight Helake, the which were men of great prowess; 
howbeit that they were false and full of treason, and but poor men born, yet were 
they noble knights of their hands. And with them they brought forty knights, to 
that intent that they should be big enough for the Red City. Thus came the two 
brethren with great bobaunce and pride, for they had put the Red City in fear and 
damage. Then they were brought to the lists, and Sir Palomides came into the 
place and said thus: Be ye the two brethren, Helius and Helake, that slew your 
king and lord, Sir Hermance, by felony and treason, for whom that I am come 
hither to revenge his death? Wit thou well, said Sir Helius and Sir Helake, that 
we are the same knights that slew King Hermance; and wit thou well, Sir 
Palomides Saracen, that we shall handle thee so or thou depart that thou shalt 
wish that thou wert christened. It may well be, said Sir Palomides, for yet I 
would not die or I were christened; and yet so am I not afeard of you both, but I 
trust to God that I shall die a better christian man than any of you both; and 
doubt ye not, said Sir Palomides, either ye or I shall be left dead in this place. 


CHAPTER LXIV. Of the battle between Sir Palomides and the two 
brethren, and how the two brethren were slain. 

THEN they departed, and the two brethren came against Sir Palomides, and 
he against them, as fast as their horses might run. And by fortune Sir Palomides 
smote Helake through his shield and through the breast more than a fathom. All 
this while Sir Helius held up his spear, and for pride and orgulitA© he would not 
smite Sir Palomides with his spear; but when he saw his brother lie on the earth, 
and saw he might not help himself, then he said unto Sir Palomides: Help 
thyself. And therewith he came hurtling unto Sir Palomides with his spear, and 
smote him quite from his saddle. Then Sir Helius rode over Sir Palomides twice 
or thrice. And therewith Sir Palomides was ashamed, and gat the horse of Sir 
Helius by the bridle, and therewithal the horse areared, and Sir Palomides halp 
after, and so they fell both to the earth; but anon Sir Helius stert up lightly, and 
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there he smote Sir Palomides a great stroke upon the helm, that he kneeled upon 
his own knee. Then they lashed together many sad strokes, and traced and 
traversed now backward, now sideling, hurtling together like two boars, and that 
same time they fell both grovelling to the earth. 

Thus they fought still without any reposing two hours, and never breathed; 
and then Sir Palomides waxed faint and weary, and Sir Helius waxed passing 
strong, and doubled his strokes, and drove Sir Palomides overthwart and endlong 
all the field, that they of the city when they saw Sir Palomides in this case they 
wept and cried, and made great dole, and the other party made as great joy. Alas, 
said the men of the city, that this noble knight should thus be slain for our king's 
sake. And as they were thus weeping and crying, Sir Palomides that had suffered 
an hundred strokes, that it was wonder that he stood on his feet, at the last Sir 
Palomides beheld as he might the common people, how they wept for him; and 
then he said to himself: Ah, fie for shame, Sir Palomides, why hangest thou thy 
head so low; and therewith he bare up his shield, and looked Sir Helius in the 
visage, and he smote him a great stroke upon the helm, and after that another and 
another. And then he smote Sir Helius with such a might that he fell to the earth 
grovelling; and then he raced off his helm from his head, and there he smote him 
such a buffet that he departed his head from the body. And then were the people 
of the city the joyfullest people that might be. So they brought him to his lodging 
with great solemnity, and there all the people became his men. And then Sir 
Palomides prayed them all to take keep unto all the lordship of King Hermance: 
For, fair sirs, wit ye well I may not as at this time abide with you, for I must in 
all haste be with my lord King Arthur at the Castle of Lonazep, the which I have 
promised. Then was the people full heavy at his departing, for all that city 
proffered Sir Palomides the third part of their goods so that he would abide with 
them; but in no wise as at that time he would not abide. 

And so Sir Palomides departed, and so he came unto the castle thereas Sir 
Ebel was lieutenant. And when they in the castle wist how Sir Palomides had 
sped, there was a joyful meiny; and so Sir Palomides departed, and came to the 
castle of Lonazep. And when he wist that Sir Tristram was not there he took his 
way over Humber, and came unto Joyous Gard, whereas Sir Tristram was and 
La Beale Isoud. Sir Tristram had commanded that what knight errant came 
within the Joyous Gard, as in the town, that they should warn Sir Tristram. So 
there came a man of the town, and told Sir Tristram how there was a knight in 
the town, a passing goodly man. What manner of man is he, said Sir Tristram, 
and what sign beareth he? So the man told Sir Tristram all the tokens of him. 
That is Palomides, said Dinadan. It may well be, said Sir Tristram. Go ye to him, 
said Sir Tristram unto Dinadan. So Dinadan went unto Sir Palomides, and there 
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either made other great joy, and so they lay together that night. And on the morn 
early came Sir Tristram and Sir Gareth, and took them in their beds, and so they 
arose and brake their fast. 


CHAPTER LXV. How Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides met Breuse 
Saunce PitA©, and how Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud went unto 
Lonazep. 

AND then Sir Tristram desired Sir Palomides to ride into the fields and 
woods. So they were accorded to repose them in the forest. And when they had 
played them a great while they rode unto a fair well; and anon they were ware of 
an armed knight that came riding against them, and there either saluted other. 
Then this armed knight spake to Sir Tristram, and asked what were these knights 
that were lodged in Joyous Gard. I wot not what they are, said Sir Tristram. 
What knights be ye? said that knight, for meseemeth ye be no knights errant, 
because ye ride unarmed. Whether we be knights or not we list not to tell thee 
our name. Wilt thou not tell me thy name? said that knight; then keep thee, for 
thou shalt die of my hands. And therewith he got his spear in his hands, and 
would have run Sir Tristram through. That saw Sir Palomides, and smote his 
horse traverse in midst of the side, that man and horse fell to the earth. And 
therewith Sir Palomides alighted and pulled out his sword to have slain him. Let 
be, said Sir Tristram, slay him not, the knight is but a fool, it were shame to slay 
him. But take away his spear, said Sir Tristram, and let him take his horse and go 
where that he will. 

So when this knight arose he groaned sore of the fall, and so he took his 
horse, and when he was up he turned then his horse, and required Sir Tristram 
and Sir Palomides to tell him what knights they were. Now wit ye well, said Sir 
Tristram, that my name is Sir Tristram de Liones, and this knight's name is Sir 
Palomides. When he wist what they were he took his horse with the spurs, 
because they should not ask him his name, and so rode fast away through thick 
and thin. Then came there by them a knight with a bended shield of azure, whose 
name was Epinogris, and he came toward them a great wallop. Whither are ye 
riding? said Sir Tristram. My fair lords, said Epinogris, I follow the falsest 
knight that beareth the life; wherefore I require you tell me whether ye saw him, 
for he beareth a shield with a case of red over it. So God me help, said Tristram, 
such a knight departed from us not a quarter of an hour agone; we pray you tell 
us his name. Alas, said Epinogris, why let ye him escape from you? and he is so 
great a foe unto all errant knights: his name is Breuse Saunce PitA©. Ah, fie for 
shame, said Sir Palomides, alas that ever he escaped mine hands, for he is the 
man in the world that I hate most. Then every knight made great sorrow to other; 


4786 XRN 


and so Epinogris departed and followed the chase after him. 

Then Sir Tristram and his three fellows rode unto Joyous Gard; and there Sir 
Tristram talked unto Sir Palomides of his battle, how he sped at the Red City, 
and as ye have heard afore so was it ended. Truly, said Sir Tristram, I am glad ye 
have well sped, for ye have done worshipfully. Well, said Sir Tristram, we must 
forward to-morn. And then he devised how it should be; and Sir Tristram 
devised to send his two pavilions to set them fast by the well of Lonazep, and 
therein shall be the queen La Beale Isoud. It is well said, said Sir Dinadan, but 
when Sir Palomides heard of that his heart was ravished out of measure: 
notwithstanding he said but little. So when they came to Joyous Gard Sir 
Palomides would not have gone into the castle, but as Sir Tristram took him by 
the finger, and led him into the castle. And when Sir Palomides saw La Beale 
Isoud he was ravished so that he might unnethe speak. So they went unto meat, 
but Palomides might not eat, and there was all the cheer that might be had. And 
on the morn they were apparelled to ride toward Lonazep. 

So Sir Tristram had three squires, and La Beale Isoud had three 
gentlewomen, and both the queen and they were richly apparelled; and other 
people had they none with them, but varlets to bear their shields and their spears. 
And thus they rode forth. So as they rode they saw afore them a rout of knights; 
it was the knight Galihodin with twenty knights with him. Fair fellows, said 
Galihodin, yonder come four knights, and a rich and a well fair lady: I am in will 
to take that lady from them. That is not of the best counsel, said one of 
Galihodin's men, but send ye to them and wit what they will say; and so it was 
done. There came a squire unto Sir Tristram, and asked them whether they 
would joust or else to lose their lady. Not so, said Sir Tristram, tell your lord I 
bid him come as many as we be, and win her and take her. Sir, said Palomides, 
an it please you let me have this deed, and I shall undertake them all four. I will 
that ye have it, said Sir Tristram, at your pleasure. Now go and tell your lord 
Galihodin, that this same knight will encounter with him and his fellows. 


CHAPTER LXVI. How Sir Palomides jousted with Sir Galihodin, and 
after with Sir Gawaine, and smote them down. 

THEN this squire departed and told Galihodin; and then he dressed his 
shield, and put forth a spear, and Sir Palomides another; and there Sir Palomides 
smote Galihodin so hard that he smote both horse and man to the earth. And 
there he had an horrible fall. And then came there another knight, and in the 
same wise he served him; and so he served the third and the fourth, that he smote 
them over their horses' croups, and always Sir Palomides' spear was whole. Then 
came six knights more of Galihodin's men, and would have been avenged upon 
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Sir Palomides. Let be, said Sir Galihodin, not so hardy, none of you all meddle 
with this knight, for he is a man of great bountA© and honour, and if he would 
ye were not able to meddle with him. And right so they held them still. And ever 
Sir Palomides was ready to joust; and when he saw they would no more he rode 
unto Sir Tristram. Right well have ye done, said Sir Tristram, and worshipfully 
have ye done as a good knight should. This Galihodin was nigh cousin unto 
Galahalt, the haut prince; and this Galihodin was a king within the country of 
Surluse. 

So as Sir Tristram, Sir Palomides, and La Beale Isoud rode together they saw 
afore them four knights, and every man had his spear in his hand: the first was 
Sir Gawaine, the second Sir Uwaine, the third Sir Sagramore le Desirous, and 
the fourth was Dodinas le Savage. When Sir Palomides beheld them, that the 
four knights were ready to joust, he prayed Sir Tristram to give him leave to 
have ado with them all so long as he might hold him on horseback. And if that I 
be smitten down I pray you revenge me. Well, said Sir Tristram, I will as ye will, 
and ye are not so fain to have worship but I would as fain increase your worship. 
And therewithal Sir Gawaine put forth his spear, and Sir Palomides another; and 
so they came so eagerly together that Sir Palomides smote Sir Gawaine to the 
earth, horse and all; and in the same wise he served Uwaine, Sir Dodinas, and 
Sagramore. All these four knights Sir Palomides smote down with divers spears 
And then Sir Tristram departed toward Lonazep. 

And when they were departed then came thither Galihodin with his ten 
knights unto Sir Gawaine, and there he told him all how he had sped. I marvel, 
said Sir Gawaine, what knights they be, that are so arrayed in green. And that 
knight upon the white horse smote me down, said Galihodin, and my three 
fellows. And so he did to me, said Gawaine; and well I wot, said Sir Gawaine, 
that either he upon the white horse is Sir Tristram or else Sir Palomides, and that 
gay beseen lady is Queen Isoud. Thus they talked of one thing and of other. 

And in the meanwhile Sir Tristram passed on till that he came to the well 
where his two pavilions were set; and there they alighted, and there they saw 
many pavilions and great array. Then Sir Tristram left there Sir Palomides and 
Sir Gareth with La Beale Isoud, and Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan rode to 
Lonazep to hearken tidings; and Sir Tristram rode upon Sir Palomides' white 
horse. And when he came into the castle Sir Dinadan heard a great horn blow, 
and to the horn drew many knights. Then Sir Tristram asked a knight: What 
meaneth the blast of that horn? Sir, said that knight, it is all those that shall hold 
against King Arthur at this tournament. The first is the King of Ireland, and the 
King of Surluse, the King of Listinoise, the King of Northumberland, and the 
King of the best part of Wales, with many other countries. And these draw them 
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to a council, to understand what governance they shall be of; but the King of 
Ireland, whose name was Marhalt, and father to the good knight Sir Marhaus 
that Sir Tristram slew, had all the speech that Sir Tristram might hear it. He said: 
Lords and fellows, let us look to ourself, for wit ye well King Arthur is sure of 
many good knights, or else he would not with so few knights have ado with us; 
therefore by my counsel let every king have a standard and a cognisance by 
himself, that every knight draw to their natural lord, and then may every king 
and captain help his knights if they have need. When Sir Tristram had heard all 
their counsel he rode unto King Arthur for to hear of his counsel. 


CHAPTER LXVII. How Sir Tristram and his fellowship came into the 
tournament of Lonazep; and of divers jousts and matters. 

BUT Sir Tristram was not so soon come into the place, but Sir Gawaine and 
Sir Galihodin went to King Arthur, and told him: That same green knight in the 
green harness with the white horse smote us two down, and six of our fellows 
this same day. Well, said Arthur. And then he called Sir Tristram and asked him 
what was his name. Sir, said Sir Tristram, ye shall hold me excused as at this 
time, for ye shall not wit my name. And there Sir Tristram returned and rode his 
way. I have marvel, said Arthur, that yonder knight will not tell me his name, but 
go thou, Griflet le Fise de Dieu, and pray him to speak with me betwixt us. Then 
Sir Griflet rode after him and overtook him, and said him that King Arthur 
prayed him for to speak with him secretly apart. Upon this covenant, said Sir 
Tristram, I will speak with him; that I will turn again so that ye will ensure me 
not to desire to hear my name. I shall undertake, said Sir Griflet, that he will not 
greatly desire it of you. So they rode together until they came to King Arthur. 
Fair sir, said King Arthur, what is the cause ye will not tell me your name? Sir, 
said Sir Tristram, without a cause I will not hide my name. Upon what party will 
ye hold? said King Arthur. Truly, my lord, said Sir Tristram, I wot not yet on 
what party I will be on, until I come to the field, and there as my heart giveth 
me, there will I hold; but to-morrow ye shall see and prove on what party I shall 
come. And therewithal he returned and went to his pavilions. 

And upon the morn they armed them all in green, and came into the field; 
and there young knights began to joust, and did many worshipful deeds. Then 
spake Gareth unto Sir Tristram, and prayed him to give him leave to break his 
spear, for him thought shame to bear his spear whole again. When Sir Tristram 
heard him say so he laughed, and said: I pray you do your best. Then Sir Gareth 
gat a spear and proffered to joust. That saw a knight that was nephew unto the 
King of the Hundred Knights; his name was Selises, and a good man of arms. So 
this knight Selises then dressed him unto Sir Gareth, and they two met together 
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so hard that either smote other down, his horse and all, to the earth, so they were 
both bruised and hurt; and there they lay till the King with the Hundred Knights 
halp Selises up, and Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides halp up Gareth again. And 
so they rode with Sir Gareth unto their pavilions, and then they pulled off his 
helm. 

And when La Beale Isoud saw Sir Gareth bruised in the face she asked him 
what ailed him. Madam, said Sir Gareth, I had a great buffet, and as I suppose I 
gave another, but none of my fellows, God thank them, would not rescue me. 
Forsooth, said Palomides, it longed not to none of us as this day to joust, for 
there have not this day jousted no proved knights, and needly ye would joust. 
And when the other party saw ye proffered yourself to joust they sent one to you, 
a passing good knight of his age, for I know him well, his name is Selises; and 
worshipfully ye met with him, and neither of you are dishonoured, and therefore 
refresh yourself that ye may be ready and whole to joust to-morrow. As for that, 
said Gareth, I shall not fail you an I may bestride mine horse. 


CHAPTER LXVIII. How Sir Tristram and his fellowship jousted, and 
of the noble feats that they did in that tourneying. 

NOW upon what party, said Tristram, is it best we be withal as to-morn? Sir, 
said Palomides, ye shall have mine advice to be against King Arthur as to-morn, 
for on his party will be Sir Launcelot and many good knights of his blood with 
him. And the more men of worship that they be, the more worship we shall win. 
That is full knightly spoken, said Sir Tristram; and right so as ye counsel me, so 
will we do. In the name of God, said they all. So that night they were lodged 
with the best. And on the mom when it was day they were arrayed all in green 
trappings, shields and spears, and La Beale Isoud in the same colour, and her 
three damosels. And right so these four knights came into the field endlong and 
through. And so they led La Beale Isoud thither as she should stand and behold 
all the jousts in a bay window; but always she was wimpled that no man might 
see her visage. And then these three knights rode straight unto the party of the 
King of Scots. 

When King Arthur had seen them do all this he asked Sir Launcelot what 
were these knights and that queen. Sir, said Launcelot, I cannot say you in 
certain, but if Sir Tristram be in this country, or Sir Palomides, wit ye well it be 
they m certain, and La Beale Isoud. Then Arthur called to him Sir Kay and said: 
Go lightly and wit how many knights there be here lacking of the Table Round, 
for by the sieges thou mayst know. So went Sir Kay and saw by the writings in 
the sieges that there lacked ten knights. And these be their names that be not 
here. Sir Tristram, Sir Palomides, Sir Percivale, Sir Gaheris, Sir Epinogris, Sir 
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Mordred, Sir Dinadan, Sir La Cote Male Taile, and Sir Pelleas the noble knight. 
Well, said Arthur, some of these I dare undertake are here this day against us. 

Then came therein two brethren, cousins unto Sir Gawaine, the one hight Sir 
Edward, that other hight Sir Sadok, the which were two good knights; and they 
asked of King Arthur that they might have the first jousts, for they were of 
Orkney. I am pleased, said King Arthur. Then Sir Edward encountered with the 
King of Scots, in whose party was Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides; and Sir 
Edward smote the King of Scots quite from his horse, and Sir Sadok smote down 
the King of North Wales, and gave him a wonder great fall, that there was a 
great cry on King Arthur's party, and that made Sir Palomides passing wroth. 
And so Sir Palomides dressed his shield and his spear, and with all his might he 
met with Sir Edward of Orkney, that he smote him so hard that his horse might 
not stand on his feet, and so they hurtled to the earth; and then with the same 
spear Sir Palomides smote down Sir Sadok over his horse's croup. O Jesu, said 
Arthur, what knight is that arrayed all in green? he jousteth mightily. Wit you 
well, said Sir Gawaine, he is a good knight, and yet shall ye see him joust better 
or he depart. And yet shall ye see, said Sir Gawaine, another bigger knight, in 
the same colour, than he is; for that same knight, said Sir Gawaine, that smote 
down right now my four cousins, he smote me down within these two days, and 
seven fellows more. 

This meanwhile as they stood thus talking there came into the place Sir 
Tristram upon a black horse, and or ever he stint he smote down with one spear 
four good knights of Orkney that were of the kin of Sir Gawaine; and Sir Gareth 
and Sir Dinadan everych of them smote down a good knight. Jesu, said Arthur, 
yonder knight upon the black horse doth mightily and marvellously well. Abide 
you, said Sir Gawaine; that knight with the black horse began not yet. Then Sir 
Tristram made to horse again the two kings that Edward and Sadok had 
unhorsed at the beginning. And then Sir Tristram drew his sword and rode into 
the thickest of the press against them of Orkney; and there he smote down 
knights, and rashed off helms, and pulled away their shields, and hurtled down 
many knights: he fared so that Sir Arthur and all knights had great marvel when 
they saw one knight do so great deeds of arms. And Sir Palomides failed not 
upon the other side, but did so marvellously well that all men had wonder. For 
there King Arthur likened Sir Tristram that was on the black horse like to a 
wood lion, and likened Sir Palomides upon the white horse unto a wood leopard, 
and Sir Gareth and Sir Dinadan unto eager wolves. But the custom was such 
among them that none of the kings would help other, but all the fellowship of 
every standard to help other as they might; but ever Sir Tristram did so much 
deeds of arms that they of Orkney waxed weary of him, and so withdrew them 
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unto Lonazep 


CHAPTER LXIX. How Sir Tristram was unhorsed and smitten down 
by Sir Launcelot, and after that Sir Tristram smote down King Arthur. 

THEN was the cry of heralds and all manner of common people: The Green 
Knight hath done marvellously, and beaten all them of Orkney. And there the 
heralds numbered that Sir Tristram that sat upon the black horse had smitten 
down with spears and swords thirty knights; and Sir Palomides had smitten 
down twenty knights, and the most part of these fifty knights were of the house 
of King Arthur, and proved knights. So God me help, said Arthur unto Sir 
Launcelot, this is a great shame to us to see four knights beat so many knights of 
mine; and therefore make you ready, for we will have ado with them. Sir, said 
Launcelot, wit ye well that there are two passing good knights, and great 
worship were it not to us now to have ado with them, for they have this day sore 
travailed. As for that, said Arthur, I will be avenged; and therefore take with you 
Sir Bleoberis and Sir Ector, and I will be the fourth, said Arthur. Sir, said 
Launcelot, ye shall find me ready, and my brother Sir Ector, and my cousin Sir 
Bleoberis. And so when they were ready and on horseback: Now choose, said 
Sir Arthur unto Sir Launcelot, with whom that ye will encounter withal. Sir, said 
Launcelot, I will meet with the green knight upon the black horse, that was Sir 
Tristram; and my cousin Sir Bleoberis shall match the green knight upon the 
white horse, that was Sir Palomides; and my brother Sir Ector shall match with 
the green knight upon the white horse, that was Sir Gareth. Then must I, said Sir 
Arthur, have ado with the green knight upon the grisled horse, and that was Sir 
Dinadan. Now every man take heed to his fellow, said Sir Launcelot. And so 
they trotted on together, and there encountered Sir Launcelot against Sir 
Tristram. So Sir Launcelot smote Sir Tristram so sore upon the shield that he 
bare horse and man to the earth; but Sir Launcelot weened that it had been Sir 
Palomides, and so he passed forth. And then Sir Bleoberis encountered with Sir 
Palomides, and he smote him so hard upon the shield that Sir Palomides and his 
white horse rustled to the earth. Then Sir Ector de Maris smote Sir Gareth so 
hard that down he fell off his horse. And the noble King Arthur encountered 
with Sir Dinadan, and he smote him quite from his saddle. And then the noise 
turned awhile how the green knights were slain down. 

When the King of Northgalis saw that Sir Tristram had a fall, then he 
remembered him how great deeds of arms Sir Tristram had done. Then he made 
ready many knights, for the custom and cry was such, that what knight were 
smitten down, and might not be horsed again by his fellows, outher by his own 
strength, that as that day he should be prisoner unto the party that had smitten 


4792 XRN 


him down. So came in the King of Northgalis, and he rode straight unto Sir 
Tristram; and when he came nigh him he alighted down suddenly and betook Sir 
Tristram his horse, and said thus: Noble knight, I know thee not of what country 
that thou art, but for the noble deeds that thou hast done this day take there my 
horse, and let me do as well I may; for, as Jesu me help, thou art better worthy to 
have mine horse than I myself. Gramercy, said Sir Tristram, and if I may I shall 
quite you: look that ye go not far from us, and as I suppose, I shall win you 
another horse. And therewith Sir Tristram mounted upon his horse, and there he 
met with King Arthur, and he gave him such a buffet upon the helm with his 
sword that King Arthur had no power to keep his saddle. And then Sir Tristram 
gave the King of Northgalis King Arthur's horse: then was there great press 
about King Arthur for to horse him again; but Sir Palomides would not suffer 
King Arthur to be horsed again, but ever Sir Palomides smote on the right hand 
and on the left hand mightily as a noble knight. And this meanwhile Sir Tristram 
rode through the thickest of the press, and smote down knights on the right hand 
and on the left hand, and raced off helms, and so passed forth unto his pavilions, 
and left Sir Palomides on foot; and Sir Tristram changed his horse and disguised 
himself all in red, horse and harness. 


CHAPTER LXX. How Sir Tristram changed his harness and it was all 
red, and how he demeaned him, and how Sir Palomides slew Launcelot's 
horse. 

AND when the queen La Beale Isoud saw that Sir Tristram was unhorsed, 
and she wist not where he was, then she wept greatly. But Sir Tristram, when he 
was ready, came dashing lightly into the field, and then La Beale Isoud espied 
him. And so he did great deeds of arms; with one spear, that was great, Sir 
Tristram smote down five knights or ever he stint. Then Sir Launcelot espied 
him readily, that it was Sir Tristram, and then he repented him that he had 
smitten him down; and so Sir Launcelot went out of the press to repose him and 
lightly he came again. And now when Sir Tristram came into the press, through 
his great force he put Sir Palomides upon his horse, and Sir Gareth, and Sir 
Dinadan, and then they began to do marvellously; but Sir Palomides nor none of 
his two fellows knew not who had holpen them on horseback again. But ever Sir 
Tristram was nigh them and succoured them, and they [knew] not him, because 
he was changed into red armour: and all this while Sir Launcelot was away. 

So when La Beale Isoud knew Sir Tristram again upon his horse-back she 
was passing glad, and then she laughed and made good cheer. And as it 
happened, Sir Palomides looked up toward her where she lay in the window, and 
he espied how she laughed; and therewith he took such a rejoicing that he smote 
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down, what with his spear and with his sword, all that ever he met; for through 
the sight of her he was so enamoured in her love that he seemed at that time, that 
an both Sir Tristram and Sir Launcelot had been both against him they should 
have won no worship of him; and in his heart, as the book saith, Sir Palomides 
wished that with his worship he might have ado with Sir Tristram before all 
men, because of La Beale Isoud. Then Sir Palomides began to double his 
strength, and he did so marvellously that all men had wonder of him, and ever he 
cast up his eye unto La Beale Isoud. And when he saw her make such cheer he 
fared like a lion, that there might no man withstand him; and then Sir Tristram 
beheld him, how that Sir Palomides bestirred him; and then he said unto Sir 
Dinadan: So God me help, Sir Palomides is a passing good knight and a well 
enduring, but such deeds saw I him never do, nor never heard I tell that ever he 
did so much in one day. It is his day, said Dinadan; and he would say no more 
unto Sir Tristram; but to himself he said: An if ye knew for whose love he doth 
all those deeds of arms, soon would Sir Tristram abate his courage. Alas, said Sir 
Tristram, that Sir Palomides is not christened. So said King Arthur, and so said 
all those that beheld him. Then all people gave him the prize, as for the best 
knight that day, that he passed Sir Launcelot outher Sir Tristram. Well, said 
Dinadan to himself, all this worship that Sir Palomides hath here this day he may 
thank the Queen Isoud, for had she been away this day Sir Palomides had not 
gotten the prize this day. 

Right so came into the field Sir Launcelot du Lake, and saw and heard the 
noise and cry and the great worship that Sir Palomides had. He dressed him 
against Sir Palomides, with a great mighty spear and a long, and thought to smite 
him down. And when Sir Palomides saw Sir Launcelot come upon him so fast, 
he ran upon Sir Launcelot as fast with his sword as he might; and as Sir 
Launcelot should have stricken him he smote his spear aside, and smote it a-two 
with his sword. And Sir Palomides rushed unto Sir Launcelot, and thought to 
have put him to a shame; and with his sword he smote his horse's neck that Sir 
Launcelot rode upon, and then Sir Launcelot fell to the earth. Then was the cry 
huge and great: See how Sir Palomides the Saracen hath smitten down Sir 
Launcelot's horse. Right then were there many knights wroth with Sir Palomides 
because he had done that deed; therefore many knights held there against that it 
was unknightly done in a tournament to kill an horse wilfully, but that it had 
been done in plain battle, life for life. 


CHAPTER LXXI. How Sir Launcelot said to Sir Palomides, and how 
the prize of that day was given unto Sir Palomides. 
WHEN Sir Ector de Maris saw Sir Launcelot his brother have such a despite, 
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and so set on foot, then he gat a spear eagerly, and ran against Sir Palomides, 
and he smote him so hard that he bare him quite from his horse. That saw Sir 
Tristram, that was in red harness, and he smote down Sir Ector de Maris quite 
from his horse. Then Sir Launcelot dressed his shield upon his shoulder, and 
with his sword naked in his hand, and so came straight upon Sir Palomides 
fiercely and said: Wit thou well thou hast done me this day the greatest despite 
that ever any worshipful knight did to me in tournament or in jousts, and 
therefore I will be avenged upon thee, therefore take keep to yourself. Ah, 
mercy, noble knight, said Palomides, and forgive me mine unkindly deeds, for I 
have no power nor might to withstand you, and I have done so much this day 
that well I wot I did never so much, nor never shall in my life-days; and 
therefore, most noble knight, I require thee spare me as at this day, and I promise 
you I shall ever be your knight while I live: an ye put me from my worship now, 
ye put me from the greatest worship that ever I had or ever shall have in my life- 
days. Well, said Sir Launcelot, I see, for to say thee sooth, ye have done 
marvellously well this day; and I understand a part for whose love ye do it, and 
well I wot that love is a great mistress. And if my lady were here as she nis not, 
wit you well, said Sir Launcelot, ye should not bear away the worship. But 
beware your love be not discovered, for an Sir Tristram may know it ye will 
repent it; and sithen my quarrel is not here, ye shall have this day the worship as 
for me; considering the great travail and pain that ye have had this day, it were 
no worship for me to put you from it. And therewithal Sir Launcelot suffered Sir 
Palomides to depart. 

Then Sir Launcelot by great force and might gat his own horse maugre 
twenty knights. So when Sir Launcelot was horsed he did many marvels, and so 
did Sir Tristram, and Sir Palomides in like wise. Then Sir Launcelot smote down 
with a spear Sir Dinadan, and the King of Scotland, and the King of Wales, and 
the King of Northumberland, and the King of Listinoise. So then Sir Launcelot 
and his fellows smote down well a forty knights. Then came the King of Ireland 
and the King of the Straight Marches to rescue Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides. 
There began a great medley, and many knights were smitten down on both 
parties; and always Sir Launcelot spared Sir Tristram, and he spared him. And 
Sir Palomides would not meddle with Sir Launcelot, and so there was hurtling 
here and there. And then King Arthur sent out many knights of the Table Round; 
and Sir Palomides was ever in the foremost front, and Sir Tristram did so 
strongly well that the king and all other had marvel. And then the king let blow 
to lodging; and because Sir Palomides began first, and never he went nor rode 
out of the field to repose, but ever he was doing marvellously well either on foot 
or on horseback, and longest during, King Arthur and all the kings gave Sir 
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Palomides the honour and the gree as for that day. 

Then Sir Tristram commanded Sir Dinadan to fetch the queen La Beale 
Isoud, and bring her to his two pavilions that stood by the well. And so Dinadan 
did as he was commanded. But when Sir Palomides understood and wist that Sir 
Tristram was in the red armour, and on a red horse, wit ye well that he was glad, 
and so was Sir Gareth and Sir Dinadan, for they all weened that Sir Tristram had 
been taken prisoner. And then every knight drew to his inn. And then King 
Arthur and every knight spake of those knights; but above all men they gave Sir 
Palomides the prize, and all knights that knew Sir Palomides had wonder of his 
deeds. Sir, said Sir Launcelot unto Arthur, as for Sir Palomides an he be the 
green knight I dare say as for this day he is best worthy to have the degree, for 
he reposed him never, nor never changed his weeds, and he began first and 
longest held on. And yet, well I wot, said Sir Launcelot, that there was a better 
knight than he, and that shall be proved or we depart, upon pain of my life. Thus 
they talked on either party; and so Sir Dinadan railed with Sir Tristram and said: 
What the devil is upon thee this day? for Sir Palomides' strength feebled never 
this day, but ever he doubled his strength. 


CHAPTER LXXII. How Sir Dinadan provoked Sir Tristram to do well. 

AND thou, Sir Tristram, farest all this day as though thou hadst been asleep, 
and therefore I call thee coward. Well, Dinadan, said Sir Tristram, I was never 
called coward or now of no earthly knight in my life; and wit thou well, sir, I call 
myself never the more coward though Sir Launcelot gave me a fall, for I outcept 
him of all knights. And doubt ye not Sir Dinadan, an Sir Launcelot have a 
quarrel good, he is too over good for any knight that now is living; and yet of his 
sufferance, largess, bounty, and courtesy, I call him knight peerless: and so Sir 
Tristram was in manner wroth with Sir Dinadan. But all this language Sir 
Dinadan said because he would anger Sir Tristram, for to cause him to awake his 
spirits and to be wroth; for well knew Sir Dinadan that an Sir Tristram were 
thoroughly wroth Sir Palomides should not get the prize upon the morn. And for 
this intent Sir Dinadan said all this railing and language against Sir Tristram. 
Truly, said Sir Palomides, as for Sir Launcelot, of his noble knighthood, 
courtesy, and prowess, and gentleness, I know not his peer; for this day, said Sir 
Palomides, I did full uncourteously unto Sir Launcelot, and full unknightly, and 
full knightly and courteously he did to me again; for an he had been as ungentle 
to me as I was to him, this day I had won no worship. And therefore, said 
Palomides, I shall be Sir Launcelot's knight while my life lasteth. This talking 
was in the houses of kings. But all kings, lords, and knights, said, of clear 
knighthood, and of pure strength, of bounty, of courtesy, Sir Launcelot and Sir 
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Tristram bare the prize above all knights that ever were in Arthur's days. And 
there were never knights in Arthur's days did half so many deeds as they did; as 
the book saith, no ten knights did not half the deeds that they did, and there was 
never knight in their days that required Sir Launcelot or Sir Tristram of any 
quest, so it were not to their shame, but they performed their desire. 


CHAPTER LXXIII. How King Arthur and Sir Lancelot came to see La 
Beale Isoud, and how Palomides smote down King Arthur. 

SO on the morn Sir Launcelot departed, and Sir Tristram was ready, and La 
Beale Isoud with Sir Palomides and Sir Gareth. And so they rode all in green full 
freshly beseen unto the forest. And Sir Tristram left Sir Dinadan sleeping in his 
bed. And so as they rode it happed the king and Launcelot stood in a window, 
and saw Sir Tristram ride and Isoud. Sir, said Launcelot, yonder rideth the fairest 
lady of the world except your queen, Dame Guenever. Who is that? said Sir 
Arthur. Sir, said he, it is Queen Isoud that, out-taken my lady your queen, she is 
makeless. Take your horse, said Arthur, and array you at all rights as I will do, 
and I promise you, said the king, I will see her. Then anon they were armed and 
horsed, and either took a spear and rode unto the forest. Sir, said Launcelot, it is 
not good that ye go too nigh them, for wit ye well there are two as good knights 
as now are living, and therefore, sir, I pray you be not too hasty. For 
peradventure there will be some knights be displeased an we come suddenly 
upon them. As for that, said Arthur, I will see her, for I take no force whom I 
grieve. Sir, said Launcelot, ye put yourself in great jeopardy. As for that, said the 
king, we will take the adventure. Right so anon the king rode even to her, and 
saluted her, and said: God you save. Sir, said she, ye are welcome. Then the king 
beheld her, and liked her wonderly well. 

With that came Sir Palomides unto Arthur, and said: Uncourteous knight, 
what seekest thou here? thou art uncourteous to come upon a lady thus suddenly, 
therefore withdraw thee. Sir Arthur took none heed of Sir Palomides' words, but 
ever he looked still upon Queen Isoud Then was Sir Palomides wroth, and 
therewith he took a spear, and came hurtling upon King Arthur, and smote him 
down with a spear. When Sir Launcelot saw that despite of Sir Palomides, he 
said to himself: I am loath to have ado with yonder knight, and not for his own 
sake but for Sir Tristram. And one thing I am sure of, if I smite down Sir 
Palomides I must have ado with Sir Tristram, and that were overmuch for me to 
match them both, for they are two noble knights; notwithstanding, whether I live 
or I die, needs must I revenge my lord, and so will I, whatsomever befall of me. 
And therewith Sir Launcelot cried to Sir Palomides: Keep thee from me. And 
then Sir Launcelot and Sir Palomides rushed together with two spears strongly, 
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but Sir Launcelot smote Sir Palomides so hard that he went quite out of his 
saddle, and had a great fall. When Sir Tristram saw Sir Palomides have that fall, 
he said to Sir Launcelot: Sir knight, keep thee, for I must joust with thee. As for 
to joust with me, said Sir Launcelot, I will not fail you, for no dread I have of 
you; but I am loath to have ado with you an I might choose, for I will that ye wit 
that I must revenge my special lord that was unhorsed unwarly and unknightly. 
And therefore, though I revenged that fall, take ye no displeasure therein, for he 
is to me such a friend that I may not see him shamed. 

Anon Sir Tristram understood by his person and by his knightly words that it 
was Sir Launcelot du Lake, and verily Sir Tristram deemed that it was King 
Arthur, he that Sir Palomides had smitten down. And then Sir Tristram put his 
spear from him, and put Sir Palomides again on horseback, and Sir Launcelot 
put King Arthur on horseback and so departed. So God me help, said Sir 
Tristram unto Palomides, ye did not worshipfully when ye smote down that 
knight so suddenly as ye did. And wit ye well ye did yourself great shame, for 
the knights came hither of their gentleness to see a fair lady; and that is every 
good knight's part, to behold a fair lady; and ye had not ado to play such 
masteries afore my lady. Wit thou well it will turn to anger, for he that ye smote 
down was King Arthur, and that other was the good knight Sir Launcelot. But I 
shall not forget the words of Sir Launcelot when that he called him a man of 
great worship, thereby I wist that it was King Arthur. And as for Sir Launcelot, 
an there had been five hundred knights in the meadow, he would not have 
refused them, and yet he said he would refuse me. By that again I wist that it was 
Sir Launcelot, for ever he forbeareth me in every place, and showeth me great 
kindness; and of all knights, I out-take none, say what men will say, he beareth 
the flower of all chivalry, say it him whosomever will. An he be well angered, 
and that him list to do his utterance without any favour, I know him not alive but 
Sir Launcelot is over hard for him, be it on horseback or on foot. I may never 
believe, said Palomides, that King Arthur will ride so privily as a poor errant 
knight. Ah, said Sir Tristram, ye know not my lord Arthur, for all knights may 
learn to be a knight of him. And therefore ye may be sorry, said Sir Tristram, of 
your unkindly deeds to so noble a king. And a thing that is done may not be 
undone, said Palomides. Then Sir Tristram sent Queen Isoud unto her lodging in 
the priory, there to behold all the tournament. 


CHAPTER LXXIV. How the second day Palomides forsook Sir 
Tristram, and went to the contrary part against him. 
THEN there was a cry unto all knights, that when they heard an horn blow 
they should make jousts as they did the first day. And like as the brethren Sir 
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Edward and Sir Sadok began the jousts the first day, Sir Uwaine the king's son 
Urien and Sir Lucanere de Buttelere began the jousts the second day. And at the 
first encounter 

Sir Uwaine smote down the King's son of Scots; and Sir Lucanere ran 
against the King of Wales, and they brake their spears all to pieces; and they 
were so fierce both, that they hurtled together that both fell to the earth. Then 
they of Orkney horsed again Sir Lucanere. And then came in Sir Tristram de 
Liones; and then Sir Tristram smote down Sir Uwaine and Sir Lucanere; and Sir 
Palomides smote down other two knights and Sir Gareth smote down other two 
knights. Then said Sir Arthur unto Sir Launcelot: See yonder three knights do 
passingly well, and namely the first that jousted. Sir, said Launcelot, that knight 
began not yet but ye shall see him this day do marvellously. And then came into 
the place the duke's son of Orkney, and then they began to do many deeds of 
arms. 

When Sir Tristram saw them so begin, he said to Palomides: How feel ye 
yourself? may ye do this day as ye did yesterday? Nay, said Palomides, I feel 
myself so weary, and so sore bruised of the deeds of yesterday, that I may not 
endure as I did yesterday. That me repenteth, said Sir Tristram, for I shall lack 
you this day. Sir Palomides said: Trust not to me, for I may not do as I did. All 
these words said Palomides for to beguile Sir Tristram. Sir, said Sir Tristram 
unto Sir Gareth, then must I trust upon you; wherefore I pray you be not far from 
me to rescue me. An need be, said Sir Gareth, I shall not fail you in all that I may 
do. Then Sir Palomides rode by himself; and then in despite of Sir Tristram he 
put himself in the thickest press among them of Orkney, and there he did so 
marvellously deeds of arms that all men had wonder of him, for there might 
none stand him a stroke. 

When Sir Tristram saw Sir Palomides do such deeds, he marvelled and said 
to himself: He is weary of my company. So Sir Tristram beheld him a great 
while and did but little else, for the noise and cry was so huge and great that Sir 
Tristram marvelled from whence came the strength that Sir Palomides had there 
in the field Sir, said Sir Gareth unto Sir Tristram, remember ye not of the words 
that Sir Dinadan said to you yesterday, when he called you a coward; forsooth, 
sir, he said it for none ill, for ye are the man in the world that he most loveth, and 
all that he said was for your worship. And therefore, said Sir Gareth to Sir 
Tristram, let me know this day what ye be; and wonder ye not so upon Sir 
Palomides, for he enforceth himself to win all the worship and honour from you. 
I may well believe it, said Sir Tristram. And sithen I understand his evil will and 
his envy, ye shall see, if that I enforce myself, that the noise shall be left that 
now is upon him. 
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Then Sir Tristram rode into the thickest of the press, and then he did so 
marvellously well, and did so great deeds of arms, that all men said that Sir 
Tristram did double so much deeds of arms as Sir Palomides had done 
aforehand. And then the noise went plain from Sir Palomides, and all the people 
cried upon Sir Tristram. O Jesu, said the people, see how Sir Tristram smiteth 
down with his spear so many knights. And see, said they all, how many knights 
he smiteth down with his sword, and of how many knights he rashed off their 
helms and their shields; and so he beat them all of Orkney afore him. How now, 
said Sir Launcelot unto King Arthur, I told you that this day there would a knight 
play his pageant. Yonder rideth a knight ye may see he doth knightly, for he hath 
strength and wind. So God me help, said Arthur to Launcelot, ye say sooth, for I 
saw never a better knight, for he passeth far Sir Palomides. Sir, wit ye well, said 
Launcelot, it must be so of right, for it is himself, that noble knight Sir Tristram. 
I may right well believe it, said Arthur. 

But when Sir Palomides heard the noise and the cry was turned from him, he 
rode out on a part and beheld Sir Tristram. And when Sir Palomides saw Sir 
Tristram do so marvellously well he wept passingly sore for despite, for he wist 
well he should no worship win that day; for well knew Sir Palomides, when Sir 
Tristram would put forth his strength and his manhood, be should get but little 
worship that day. 


CHAPTER LXXV. How Sir Tristram departed of the field, and awaked 
Sir Dinadan, and changed his array into black. 

THEN came King Arthur, and the King of Northgalis, and Sir Launcelot du 
Lake; and Sir Bleoberis, Sir Bors de Ganis, Sir Ector de Maris, these three 
knights came into the field with Sir Launcelot. And then Sir Launcelot with the 
three knights of his kin did so great deeds of arms that all the noise began upon 
Sir Launcelot. And so they beat the King of Wales and the King of Scots far 
aback, and made them to avoid the field; but Sir Tristram and Sir Gareth abode 
still in the field and endured all that ever there came, that all men had wonder 
that any knight might endure so many strokes. But ever Sir Launcelot, and his 
three kinsmen by the commandment of Sir Launcelot, forbare Sir Tristram. Then 
said Sir Arthur: Is that Sir Palomides that endureth so well? Nay, said Sir 
Launcelot, wit ye well it is the good knight Sir Tristram, for yonder ye may see 
Sir Palomides beholdeth and hoveth, and doth little or nought. And sir, ye shall 
understand that Sir Tristram weeneth this day to beat us all out of the field. And 
as for me, said Sir Launcelot, I shall not beat him, beat him whoso will. Sir, said 
Launcelot unto Arthur, ye may see how Sir Palomides hoveth yonder, as though 
he were in a dream; wit ye well he is full heavy that Tristram doth such deeds of 
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arms Then is he but a fool, said Arthur, for never was Sir Palomides, nor never 
shall be, of such prowess as Sir Tristram. And if he have any envy at Sir 
Tristram, and cometh in with him upon his side he is a false knight. 

As the king and Sir Launcelot thus spake, Sir Tristram rode privily out of the 
press, that none espied him but La Beale Isoud and Sir Palomides, for they two 
would not let off their eyes upon Sir Tristram. And when Sir Tristram came to 
his pavilions he found Sir Dinadan in his bed asleep. Awake, said Tristram, ye 
ought to be ashamed so to sleep when knights have ado in the field. Then Sir 
Dinadan arose lightly and said: What will ye that I shall do? Make you ready, 
said Sir Tristram, to ride with me into the field. So when Sir Dinadan was armed 
he looked upon Sir Tristram's helm and on his shield, and when he saw so many 
strokes upon his helm and upon his shield he said: In good time was I thus 
asleep, for had I been with you I must needs for shame there have followed you; 
more for shame than any prowess that is in me; that I see well now by those 
strokes that I should have been truly beaten as I was yesterday. Leave your japes, 
said Sir Tristram, and come off, that [we] were in the field again. What, said Sir 
Dinadan, is your heart up? yesterday ye fared as though ye had dreamed. So then 
Sir Tristram was arrayed in black harness. O Jesu, said Dinadan, what aileth you 
this day? meseemeth ye be wilder than ye were yesterday. Then smiled Sir 
Tristram and said to Dinadan: Await well upon me; if ye see me overmatched 
look that ye be ever behind me, and I shall make you ready way by God's grace. 
So Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan took their horses. All this espied Sir Palomides, 
both their going and their coming, and so did La Beale Isoud, for she knew Sir 
Tristram above all other. 


CHAPTER LXXVI. How Sir Palomides changed his shield and his 
armour for to hurt Sir Tristram, and how Sir Launcelot did to Sir 
Tristram. 

THEN when Sir Palomides saw that Sir Tristram was disguised, then he 
thought to do him a shame. So Sir Palomides rode to a knight that was sore 
wounded, that sat under a fair well from the field. Sir knight, said Sir Palomides, 
I pray you to lend me your armour and your shield, for mine is over-well known 
in this field, and that hath done me great damage; and ye shall have mine armour 
and my shield that is as sure as yours. I will well, said the knight, that ye have 
mine armour and my shield, if they may do you any avail. So Sir Palomides 
armed him hastily in that knight's armour and his shield that shone as any crystal 
or silver, and so he came riding into the field. And then there was neither Sir 
Tristram nor none of King Arthur's party that knew Sir Palomides. And right so 
as Sir Palomides was come into the field Sir Tristram smote down three knights, 
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even in the sight of Sir Palomides. And then Sir Palomides rode against Sir 
Tristram, and either met other with great spears, that they brast to their hands. 
And then they dashed together with swords eagerly. Then Sir Tristram had 
marvel what knight he was that did battle so knightly with him. Then was Sir 
Tristram wroth, for he felt him passing strong, so that he deemed he might not 
have ado with the remnant of the knights, because of the strength of Sir 
Palomides. So they lashed together and gave many sad strokes together, and 
many knights marvelled what knight he might be that so encountered with the 
black knight, Sir Tristram. Full well knew La Beale Isoud that there was Sir 
Palomides that fought with Sir Tristram, for she espied all in her window where 
that she stood, as Sir Palomides changed his harness with the wounded knight. 
And then she began to weep so heartily for the despite of Sir Palomides that 
there she swooned. 

Then came in Sir Launcelot with the knights of Orkney. And when the other 
party had espied Sir Launcelot, they cried: Return, return, here cometh Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. So there came knights and said: Sir Launcelot, ye must 
needs fight with yonder knight in the black harness, that was Sir Tristram, for he 
hath almost overcome that good knight that fighteth with him with the silver 
shield, that was Sir Palomides. Then Sir Launcelot rode betwixt Sir Tristram and 
Sir Palomides, and Sir Launcelot said to Palomides: Sir knight, let me have the 
battle, for ye have need to be reposed. Sir Palomides knew Sir Launcelot well, 
and so did Sir Tristram, but because Sir Launcelot was far hardier knight than 
himself therefore he was glad, and suffered Sir Launcelot to fight with Sir 
Tristram. For well wist he that Sir Launcelot knew not Sir Tristram, and there he 
hoped that Sir Launcelot should beat or shame Sir Tristram, whereof Sir 
Palomides was full fain. And so Sir Launcelot gave Sir Tristram many sad 
strokes, but Sir Launcelot knew not Sir Tristram, but Sir Tristram knew well Sir 
Launcelot. And thus they fought long together, that La Beale Isoud was well- 
nigh out of her mind for sorrow. 

Then Sir Dinadan told Sir Gareth how that knight in the black harness was 
Sir Tristram: And this is Launcelot that fighteth with him, that must needs have 
the better of him, for Sir Tristram hath had too much travail this day. Then let us 
smite him down, said Sir Gareth. So it is better that we do, said Sir Dinadan, 
than Sir Tristram be shamed, for yonder hoveth the strong knight with the silver 
shield to fall upon Sir Tristram if need be. Then forthwithal Gareth rushed upon 
Sir Launcelot, and gave him a great stroke upon his helm so hard that he was 
astonied. And then came Sir Dinadan with a spear, and he smote Sir Launcelot 
such a buffet that horse and all fell to the earth. O Jesu, said Sir Tristram to Sir 
Gareth and Sir Dinadan, fie for shame, why did ye smite down so good a knight 
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as he is, and namely when I had ado with him? now ye do yourself great shame, 
and him no disworship; for I held him reasonable hot, though ye had not holpen 
me. 

Then came Sir Palomides that was disguised, and smote down Sir Dinadan 
from his horse. Then Sir Launcelot, because Sir Dinadan had smitten him 
aforehand, then Sir Launcelot assailed Sir Dinadan passing sore, and Sir 
Dinadan defended him mightily. But well understood Sir Tristram that Sir 
Dinadan might not endure Sir Launcelot, wherefore Sir Tristram was sorry. Then 
came Sir Palomides fresh upon Sir Tristram. And when Sir Tristram saw him 
come, he thought to deliver him at once, because that he would help Sir 
Dinadan, because he stood in great peril with Sir Launcelot. Then Sir Tristram 
hurtled unto Sir Palomides and gave him a great buffet, and then Sir Tristram gat 
Sir Palomides and pulled him down underneath him. And so fell Sir Tristram 
with him; and Sir Tristram leapt up lightly and left Sir Palomides, and went 
betwixt Sir Launcelot and Dinadan, and then they began to do battle together. 

Right so Sir Dinadan gat Sir Tristram's horse, and said on high that Sir 
Launcelot might hear it: My lord Sir Tristram, take your horse. And when Sir 
Launcelot heard him name Sir Tristram: O Jesu, said Launcelot, what have I 
done? I am dishonoured. Ah, my lord Sir Tristram, said Launcelot, why were ye 
disguised? ye have put yourself in great peril this day; but I pray you noble 
knight to pardon me, for an I had known you we had not done this battle. Sir, 
said Sir Tristram, this is not the first kindness ye showed me. So they were both 
horsed again. 

Then all the people on the one side gave Sir Launcelot the honour and the 
degree, and on the other side all the people gave to the noble knight Sir Tristram 
the honour and the degree; but Launcelot said nay thereto: For I am not worthy 
to have this honour, for I will report me unto all knights that Sir Tristram hath 
been longer in the field than I, and he hath smitten down many more knights this 
day than I have done. And therefore I will give Sir Tristram my voice and my 
name, and so I pray all my lords and fellows so to do. Then there was the whole 
voice of dukes and earls, barons and knights, that Sir Tristram this day is proved 
the best knight. 


CHAPTER LXXVII. How Sir Tristram departed with La Beale Isoud, 
and how Palomides followed and excused him. 

THEN they blew unto lodging, and Queen Isoud was led unto her pavilions. 
But wit you well she was wroth out of measure with Sir Palomides, for she saw 
all his treason from the beginning to the ending. And all this while neither Sir 
Tristram, neither Sir Gareth nor Dinadan, knew not of the treason of Sir 
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Palomides; but afterward ye shall hear that there befell the greatest debate 
betwixt Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides that might be. 

So when the tournament was done, Sir Tristram, Gareth, and Dinadan, rode 
with La Beale Isoud to these pavilions. And ever Sir Palomides rode with them 
in their company disguised as he was. But when Sir Tristram had espied him that 
he was the same knight with the shield of silver that held him so hot that day: Sir 
knight, said Sir Tristram, wit ye well here is none that hath need of your 
fellowship, and therefore I pray you depart from us. Sir Palomides answered 
again as though he had not known Sir Tristram: Wit you well, sir knight, from 
this fellowship will I never depart, for one of the best knights of the world 
commanded me to be in this company, and till he discharge me of my service I 
will not be discharged. By that Sir Tristram knew that it was Sir Palomides. Ah, 
Sir Palomides, said the noble knight Sir Tristram, are ye such a knight? Ye have 
been named wrong, for ye have long been called a gentle knight, and as this day 
ye have showed me great ungentleness, for ye had almost brought me unto my 
death. But, as for you, I suppose I should have done well enough, but Sir 
Launcelot with you was overmuch; for I know no knight living but Sir Launcelot 
is over good for him, an he will do his uttermost. Alas, said Sir Palomides, are ye 
my lord Sir Tristram? Yea, sir, and that ye know well enough. By my 
knighthood, said Palomides, until now I knew you not; I weened that ye had 
been the King of Ireland, for well I wot ye bare his arms. His arms I bare, said 
Sir Tristram, and that will I stand by, for I won them once in a field of a full 
noble knight, his name was Sir Marhaus; and with great pain I won that knight, 
for there was none other recover, but Sir Marhaus died through false leeches; 
and yet was he never yolden to me. Sir, said Palomides, I weened ye had been 
turned upon Sir Launcelot's party, and that caused me to turn. Ye say well, said 
Sir Tristram, and so I take you, and I forgive you. 

So then they rode into their pavilions; and when they were alighted they 
unarmed them and washed their faces and hands, and so yode unto meat, and 
were set at their table. But when Isoud saw Sir Palomides she changed then her 
colours, and for wrath she might not speak. Anon Sir Tristram espied her 
countenance and said: Madam, for what cause make ye us such cheer? we have 
been sore travailed this day. Mine own lord, said La Beale Isoud, for God's sake 
be ye not displeased with me, for I may none otherwise do; for I saw this day 
how ye were betrayed and nigh brought to your death. Truly, sir, I saw every 
deal, how and in what wise, and therefore, sir, how should I suffer in your 
presence such a felon and traitor as Sir Palomides; for I saw him with mine eyes, 
how he beheld you when ye went out of the field. For ever he hoved still upon 
his horse till he saw you come in againward. And then forthwithal I saw him ride 
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to the hurt knight, and changed harness with him, and then straight I saw him 
how he rode into the field. And anon as he had found you he encountered with 
you, and thus wilfully Sir Palomides did battle with you; and as for him, sir, I 
was not greatly afraid, but I dread sore Launcelot, that knew you not. Madam, 
said Palomides, ye may say whatso ye will, I may not contrary you, but by my 
knighthood I knew not Sir Tristram. Sir Palomides, said Sir Tristram, I will take 
your excuse, but well I wot ye spared me but little, but all is pardoned on my 
part. Then La Beale Isoud held down her head and said no more at that time. 


CHAPTER LXXVIII. How King Arthur and Sir Launcelot came unto 
their pavilions as they sat at supper, and of Sir Palomides. 

AND therewithal two knights armed came unto the pavilion, and there they 
alighted both, and came in armed at all pieces. Fair knights, said Sir Tristram, ye 
are to blame to come thus armed at all pieces upon me while we are at our meat; 
if ye would anything when we were in the field there might ye have eased your 
hearts. Not so, said the one of those knights, we come not for that intent, but wit 
ye well Sir Tristram, we be come hither as your friends. And I am come here, 
said the one, for to see you, and this knight is come for to see La Beale Isoud. 
Then said Sir Tristram: I require you do off your helms that I may see you. That 
will we do at your desire, said the knights. And when their helms were off, Sir 
Tristram thought that he should know them. 

Then said Sir Dinadan privily unto Sir Tristram: Sir, that is Sir Launcelot du 
Lake that spake unto you first, and the other is my lord King Arthur. Then, said 
Sir Tristram unto La Beale Isoud, Madam arise, for here is my lord, King Arthur. 
Then the king and the queen kissed, and Sir Launcelot and Sir Tristram braced 
either other in arms, and then there was joy without measure; and at the request 
of La Beale Isoud, King Arthur and Launcelot were unarmed, and then there was 
merry talking. Madam, said Sir Arthur, it is many a day sithen that I have desired 
to see you, for ye have been praised so far; and now I dare say ye are the fairest 
that ever I saw, and Sir Tristram is as fair and as good a knight as any that I 
know; therefore me beseemeth ye are well beset together. Sir, God thank you, 
said the noble knight, Sir Tristram, and Isoud; of your great goodness and 
largess ye are peerless. Thus they talked of many things and of all the whole 
jousts. But for what cause, said King Arthur, were ye, Sir Tristram, against us? 
Ye are a knight of the Table Round; of right ye should have been with us. Sir, 
said Sir Tristram, here is Dinadan, and Sir Gareth your own nephew, caused me 
to be against you. My lord Arthur, said Gareth, I may well bear the blame, but it 
were Sir Tristram's own deeds. That may I repent, said Dinadan, for this 
unhappy Sir Tristram brought us to this tournament, and many great buffets he 
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caused us to have. Then the king and Launcelot laughed that they might not sit. 

What knight was that, said Arthur, that held you so short, this with the shield 
of silver? Sir, said Sir Tristram, here he sitteth at this board. What, said Arthur, 
was it Sir Palomides? Wit ye well it was he, said La Beale Isoud. So God me 
help, said Arthur, that was unknightly done of you of so good a knight, for I 
have heard many people call you a courteous knight. Sir, said Palomides, I knew 
not Sir Tristram, for he was so disguised. So God me help, said Launcelot, it 
may well be, for I knew not Sir Tristram; but I marvel why ye tumed on our 
party. That was done for the same cause, said Launcelot. As for that, said Sir 
Tristram, I have pardoned him, and I would be right loath to leave his 
fellowship, for I love right well his company: so they left off and talked of other 
things. 

And in the evening King Arthur and Sir Launcelot departed unto their 
lodging; but wit ye well Sir Palomides had envy heartily, for all that night he had 
never rest in his bed, but wailed and wept out of measure. So on the morn Sir 
Tristram, Gareth, and Dinadan arose early, and then they went unto Sir 
Palomides' chamber, and there they found him fast asleep, for he had all night 
watched, and it was seen upon his cheeks that he had wept full sore. Say nothing, 
said Sir Tristram, for I am sure he hath taken anger and sorrow for the rebuke 
that I gave to him, and La Beale Isoud. 


CHAPTER LXXIX. How Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides did the next 
day, and how King Arthur was unhorsed. 

THEN Sir Tristram let call Sir Palomides, and bade him make him ready, for 
it was time to go to the field. When they were ready they were armed, and 
clothed all in red, both Isoud and all they; and so they led her passing freshly 
through the field, into the priory where was her lodging. And then they heard 
three blasts blow, and every king and knight dressed him unto the field. And the 
first that was ready to joust was Sir Palomides and Sir Kainus le Strange, a 
knight of the Table Round. And so they two encountered together, but Sir 
Palomides smote Sir Kainus so hard that he smote him quite over his horse's 
croup. And forthwithal Sir Palomides smote down another knight, and brake 
then his spear, and pulled out his sword and did wonderly well. And then the 
noise began greatly upon Sir Palomides. Lo, said King Arthur, yonder Palomides 
beginneth to play his pageant. So God me help, said Arthur, he is a passing good 
knight. And right as they stood talking thus, in came Sir Tristram as thunder, and 
he encountered with Sir Kay the Seneschal, and there he smote him down quite 
from his horse; and with that same spear Sir Tristram smote down three knights 
more, and then he pulled out his sword and did marvellously. Then the noise and 
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cry changed from Sir Palomides and tured to Sir Tristram, and all the people 
cried: O Tristram, O Tristram. And then was Sir Palomides clean forgotten. 

How now, said Launcelot unto Arthur, yonder rideth a knight that playeth his 
pageants. So God me help, said Arthur to Launcelot, ye shall see this day that 
yonder two knights shall here do this day wonders. Sir, said Launcelot, the one 
knight waiteth upon the other, and enforceth himself through envy to pass the 
noble knight Sir Tristram, and he knoweth not of the privy envy the which Sir 
Palomides hath to him; for all that the noble Sir Tristram doth is through clean 
knighthood. And then Sir Gareth and Dinadan did wonderly great deeds of arms, 
as two noble knights, so that King Arthur spake of them great honour and 
worship; and the kings and knights of Sir Tristram's side did passingly well, and 
held them truly together. Then Sir Arthur and Sir Launcelot took their horses and 
dressed them, and gat into the thickest of the press. And there Sir Tristram 
unknowing smote down King Arthur, and then Sir Launcelot would have 
rescued him, but there were so many upon Sir Launcelot that they pulled him 
down from his horse. And then the King of Ireland and the King of Scots with 
their knights did their pain to take King Arthur and Sir Launcelot prisoner. When 
Sir Launcelot heard them say so, he fared as it had been an hungry lion, for he 
fared so that no knight durst nigh him. 

Then came Sir Ector de Maris, and he bare a spear against Sir Palomides, 
and brast it upon him all to shivers. And then Sir Ector came again and gave Sir 
Palomides such a dash with a sword that he stooped down upon his saddle bow. 
And forthwithal Sir Ector pulled down Sir Palomides under his feet; and then Sir 
Ector de Maris gat Sir Launcelot du Lake an horse, and brought it to him, and 
bade him mount upon him; but Sir Palomides leapt afore and gat the horse by the 
bridle, and leapt into the saddle. So God me help, said Launcelot, ye are better 
worthy to have that horse than I. Then Sir Ector brought Sir Launcelot another 
horse. Gramercy, said Launcelot unto his brother. And so when he was horsed 
again, with one spear he smote down four knights. And then Sir Launcelot 
brought to King Arthur one of the best of the four horses. Then Sir Launcelot 
with King Arthur and a few of his knights of Sir Launcelot's kin did marvellous 
deeds; for that time, as the book recordeth, Sir Launcelot smote down and pulled 
down thirty knights. Notwithstanding the other party held them so fast together 
that King Arthur and his knights were overmatched. And when Sir Tristram saw 
that, what labour King Arthur and his knights, and in especial the noble deeds 
that Sir Launcelot did with his own hands, he marvelled greatly. 


CHAPTER LXXxX. How Sir Tristram turned to King Arthur's side, and 
how Palomides would not. 
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THEN Sir Tristram called unto him Sir Palomides, Sir Gareth, and Sir 
Dinadan, and said thus to them: My fair fellows, wit ye well that I will turn unto 
King Arthur's party, for I saw never so few men do so well, and it will be shame 
unto us knights that be of the Round Table to see our lord King Arthur, and that 
noble knight Sir Launcelot, to be dishonoured. It will be well done, said Sir 
Gareth and Sir Dinadan. Do your best, said Palomides, for I will not change my 
party that I came in withal. That is for my sake, said Sir Tristram; God speed you 
in your journey. And so departed Sir Palomides from them. Then Sir Tristram, 
Gareth, and Dinadan, turned with Sir Launcelot. And then Sir Launcelot smote 
down the King of Ireland quite from his horse; and so Sir Launcelot smote down 
the King of Scots, and the King of Wales; and then Sir Arthur ran unto Sir 
Palomides and smote him quite from his horse; and then Sir Tristram bare down 
all that he met. Sir Gareth and Sir Dinadan did there as noble knights; then all 
the parties began to flee. Alas, said Palomides, that ever I should see this day, for 
now have I lost all the worship that I won; and then Sir Palomides went his way 
wailing, and so withdrew him till he came to a well, and there he put his horse 
from him, and did off his armour, and wailed and wept like as he had been a 
wood man. Then many knights gave the prize to Sir Tristram, and there were 
many that gave the prize unto Sir Launcelot. Fair lords, said Sir Tristram, I thank 
you of the honour ye would give me, but I pray you heartily that ye would give 
your voice to Sir Launcelot, for by my faith said Sir Tristram, I will give Sir 
Launcelot my voice. But Sir Launcelot would not have it, and so the prize was 
given betwixt them both. 

Then every man rode to his lodging, and Sir Bleoberis and Sir Ector rode 
with Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud unto their pavilions. Then as Sir Palomides 
was at the well wailing and weeping, there came by him flying the kings of 
Wales and of Scotland, and they saw Sir Palomides in that arage. Alas, said they, 
that so noble a man as ye be should be in this array. And then those kings gat Sir 
Palomides' horse again, and made him to arm him and mount upon his horse, and 
so he rode with them, making great dole. So when Sir Palomides came nigh the 
pavilions thereas Sir Tristram and La Beale Isoud was in, then Sir Palomides 
prayed the two kings to abide him there the while that he spake with Sir 
Tristram. And when he came to the port of the pavilions, Sir Palomides said on 
high: Where art thou, Sir Tristram de Liones? Sir, said Dinadan, that is 
Palomides. What, Sir Palomides, will ye not come in here among us? Fie on thee 
traitor, said Palomides, for wit you well an it were daylight as it is night I should 
slay thee, mine own hands. And if ever I may get thee, said Palomides, thou 
shalt die for this day's deed. Sir Palomides, said Sir Tristram, ye wite me with 
wrong, for had ye done as I did ye had won worship. But sithen ye give me so 
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large warning I shall be well ware of you. Fie on thee, traitor, said Palomides, 
and therewith departed. 

Then on the mom Sir Tristram, Bleoberis, and Sir Ector de Maris, Sir 
Gareth, Sir Dinadan, what by water and what by land, they brought La Beale 
Isoud unto Joyous Gard, and there reposed them a seven night, and made all the 
mirths and disports that they could devise. And King Arthur and his knights 
drew unto Camelot, and Sir Palomides rode with the two kings; and ever he 
made the greatest dole that any man could think, for he was not all only so 
dolorous for the departing from La Beale Isoud, but he was a part as sorrowful to 
depart from the fellowship of Sir Tristram; for Sir Tristram was so kind and so 
gentle that when Sir Palomides remembered him thereof he might never be 
melry. 


CHAPTER LXXXI. How Sir Bleoberis and Sir Ector reported to Queen 
Guenever of the beauty of La Beale Isoud. 

SO at the seven nights' end Sir Bleoberis and Sir Ector departed from Sir 
Tristram and from the queen; and these two good knights had great gifts; and Sir 
Gareth and Sir Dinadan abode with Sir Tristram. And when Sir Bleoberis and Sir 
Ector were come there as the Queen Guenever was lodged, in a castle by the 
seaside, and through the grace of God the queen was recovered of her malady, 
then she asked the two knights from whence they came. They said that they 
came from Sir Tristram and from La Beale Isoud. How doth Sir Tristram, said 
the queen, and La Beale Isoud? Truly, said those two knights, he doth as a noble 
knight should do; and as for the Queen Isoud, she is peerless of all ladies; for to 
speak of her beauty, bountA©, and mirth, and of her goodness, we saw never her 
match as far as we have ridden and gone. O mercy Jesu, said Queen Guenever, 
so saith all the people that have seen her and spoken with her. God would that I 
had part of her conditions; and it is misfortuned me of my sickness while that 
tournament endured. And as I suppose I shall never see in all my life such an 
assembly of knights and ladies as ye have done. 

Then the knights told her how Palomides won the degree at the first day with 
great noblesse; and the second day Sir Tristram won the degree; and the third 
day Sir Launcelot won the degree. Well, said Queen Guenever, who did best all 
these three days? So God me help, said these knights, Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Tristram had least dishonour. And wit ye well Sir Palomides did passing well 
and mightily; but he turned against the party that he came in withal, and that 
caused him to lose a great part of his worship, for it seemed that Sir Palomides is 
passing envious. Then shall he never win worship, said Queen Guenever, for an 
it happeth an envious man once to win worship he shall be dishonoured twice 
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therefore; and for this cause all men of worship hate an envious man, and will 
shew him no favour, and he that is courteous, and kind, and gentle, hath favour 
in every place. 


CHAPTER LXXXII. How Epinogris complained by a well, and how Sir 
Palomides came and found him, and of their both sorrowing. 

NOW leave we of this matter and speak we of Sir Palomides, that rode and 
lodged him with the two kings, whereof the kings were heavy. Then the King of 
Ireland sent a man of his to Sir Palomides, and gave him a great courser, and the 
King of Scotland gave him great gifts; and fain they would have had Sir 
Palomides to have abiden with them, but in no wise he would abide; and so he 
departed, and rode as adventures would guide him, till it was nigh noon. And 
then in a forest by a well Sir Palomides saw where lay a fair wounded knight and 
his horse bounden by him; and that knight made the greatest dole that ever he 
heard man make, for ever he wept, and therewith he sighed as though he would 
die. Then Sir Palomides rode near him and saluted him mildly and said: Fair 
knight, why wail ye so? let me lie down and wail with you, for doubt not I am 
much more heavier than ye are; for I dare say, said Palomides, that my sorrow is 
an hundred fold more than yours is, and therefore let us complain either to other. 
First, said the wounded knight, I require you tell me your name, for an thou be 
none of the noble knights of the Round Table thou shalt never know my name, 
whatsomever come of me. Fair knight, said Palomides, such as I am, be it better 
or be it worse, wit thou well that my name is Sir Palomides, son and heir unto 
King Astlabor, and Sir Safere and Sir Segwarides are my two brethren; and wit 
thou well as for myself I was never christened, but my two brethren are truly 
christened. O noble knight, said that knight, well is me that I have met with you; 
and wit ye well my name is Epinogris, the king's son of Northumberland. Now 
sit down, said Epinogris, and let us either complain to other. 

Then Sir Palomides began his complaint. Now shall I tell you, said 
Palomides, what woe I endure. I love the fairest queen and lady that ever bare 
life, and wit ye well her name is La Beale Isoud, King Mark's wife of Cornwall. 
That is great folly, said Epinogris, for to love Queen Isoud, for one of the best 
knights of the world loveth her, that is Sir Tristram de Liones. That is truth, said 
Palomides, for no man knoweth that matter better than I do, for I have been in 
Sir Tristram's fellowship this month, and with La Beale Isoud together; and alas, 
said Palomides, unhappy man that I am, now have I lost the fellowship of Sir 
Tristram for ever, and the love of La Beale Isoud for ever, and I am never like to 
see her more, and Sir Tristram and I be either to other mortal enemies. Well, said 
Epinogris, sith that ye loved La Beale Isoud, loved she you ever again by 
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anything that ye could think or wit, or else did ye rejoice her ever in any 
pleasure? Nay, by my knighthood, said Palomides, I never espied that ever she 
loved me more than all the world, nor never had I pleasure with her, but the last 
day she gave me the greatest rebuke that ever I had, the which shall never go 
from my heart. And yet I well deserved that rebuke, for I did not knightly, and 
therefore I have lost the love of her and of Sir Tristram for ever; and I have 
many times enforced myself to do many deeds for La Beale Isoud's sake, and she 
was the causer of my worship-winning. Alas, said Sir Palomides, now have I lost 
all the worship that ever I won, for never shall me befall such prowess as I had in 
the fellowship of Sir Tristram. 


CHAPTER LXXXIII. How Sir Palomides brought Sir Epinogris his 
lady; and how Sir Palomides and Sir Safere were assailed. 

NAY, nay, said Epinogris, your sorrow is but japes to my sorrow; for I 
rejoiced my lady and won her with my hands, and lost her again: alas that day! 
Thus first I won her, said Epinogris; my lady was an earl's daughter, and as the 
earl and two knights came from the tournament of Lonazep, for her sake I set 
upon this earl and on his two knights, my lady there being present; and so by 
fortune there I slew the earl and one of the knights, and the other knight fled, and 
so that night I had my lady. And on the morn as she and I reposed us at this well- 
side there came there to me an errant knight, his name was Sir Helior le Preuse, 
an hardy knight, and this Sir Helior challenged me to fight for my lady. And then 
we went to battle first upon horse and after on foot, but at the last Sir Helior 
wounded me so that he left me for dead, and so he took my lady with him; and 
thus my sorrow is more than yours, for I have rejoiced and ye rejoiced never. 
That is truth, said Palomides, but sith I can never recover myself I shall promise 
you if I can meet with Sir Helior I shall get you your lady again, or else he shall 
beat me. 

Then Sir Palomides made Sir Epinogris to take his horse, and so they rode to 
an hermitage, and there Sir Epinogris rested him. And in the meanwhile Sir 
Palomides walked privily out to rest him under the leaves, and there beside he 
saw a knight come riding with a shield that he had seen Sir Ector de Maris bear 
beforehand; and there came after him a ten knights, and so these ten knights 
hoved under the leaves for heat. And anon after there came a knight with a green 
shield and therein a white lion, leading a lady upon a palfrey. Then this knight 
with the green shield that seemed to be master of the ten knights, he rode fiercely 
after Sir Helior, for it was he that hurt Sir Epinogris. And when he came nigh Sir 
Helior he bade him defend his lady. I will defend her, said Helior, unto my 
power. And so they ran together so mightily that either of these knights smote 
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other down, horse and all, to the earth; and then they won up lightly and drew 
their swords and their shields, and lashed together mightily more than an hour. 
All this Sir Palomides saw and beheld, but ever at the last the knight with Sir 
Ector's shield was bigger, and at the last this knight smote Sir Helior down, and 
then that knight unlaced his helm to have stricken off his head. And then he cried 
mercy, and prayed him to save his life, and bade him take his lady. Then Sir 
Palomides dressed him up, because he wist well that that same lady was 
Epinogris' lady, and he promised him to help him. 

Then Sir Palomides went straight to that lady, and took her by the hand, and 
asked her whether she knew a knight that hight Epinogris. Alas, she said, that 
ever he knew me or I him, for I have for his sake lost my worship, and also his 
life grieveth me most of all. Not so, lady, said Palomides, come on with me, for 
here is Epinogris in this hermitage. Ah! well is me, said the lady, an he be alive. 
Whither wilt thou with that lady? said the knight with Sir Ector's shield. I will do 
with her what me list, said Palomides. Wit you well, said that knight, thou 
speakest over large, though thou seemest me to have at advantage, because thou 
sawest me do battle but late. Thou weenest, sir knight, to have that lady away 
from me so lightly? nay, think it never not; an thou were as good a knight as is 
Sir Launcelot, or as is Sir Tristram, or Sir Palomides, but thou shalt win her 
dearer than ever did I. And so they went unto battle upon foot, and there they 
gave many sad strokes, and either wounded other passing sore, and thus they 
fought still more than an hour. 

Then Sir Palomides had marvel what knight he might be that was so strong 
and so well breathed during, and thus said Palomides: Knight, I require thee tell 
me thy name. Wit thou well, said that knight, I dare tell thee my name, so that 
thou wilt tell me thy name. I will, said Palomides. Truly, said that knight, my 
name is Safere, son of King Astlabor, and Sir Palomides and Sir Segwarides are 
my brethren. Now, and wit thou well, my name is Sir Palomides. Then Sir Safere 
kneeled down upon his knees, and prayed him of mercy; and then they unlaced 
their helms and either kissed other weeping. And in the meanwhile Sir Epinogris 
arose out of his bed, and heard them by the strokes, and so he armed him to help 
Sir Palomides if need were. 


CHAPTER LXXXIV. How Sir Palomides and Sir Safere conducted Sir 
Epinogris to his castle, and of other adventures. 

THEN Sir Palomides took the lady by the hand and brought her to Sir 
Epinogris, and there was great joy betwixt them, for either swooned for joy. 
When they were met: Fair knight and lady, said Sir Safere, it were pity to depart 
you; Jesu send you joy either of other. Gramercy, gentle knight, said Epinogris; 
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and much more thanks be to my lord Sir Palomides, that thus hath through his 
prowess made me to get my lady. Then Sir Epinogris required Sir Palomides and 
Sir Safere, his brother, to ride with them unto his castle, for the safeguard of his 
person. Sir, said Palomides, we will be ready to conduct you because that ye are 
sore wounded; and so was Epinogris and his lady horsed, and his lady behind 
him upon a soft ambler. And then they rode unto his castle, where they had great 
cheer and joy, as great as ever Sir Palomides and Sir Safere had in their life- 
days. 

So on the morn Sir Safere and Sir Palomides departed, day until after noon. 
And at the last they heard a great weeping and a great noise down in a manor. 
Sir, said then Sir Safere, let us wit what noise this is. I will well, said Sir 
Palomides. And so they rode forth till that they came to a fair gate of a manor, 
and there sat an old man saying his prayers and beads. Then Sir Palomides and 
Sir Safere alighted and left their horses, and went within the gates, and there they 
saw full many goodly men weeping. Fair sirs, said Palomides, wherefore weep 
ye and make this sorrow? Anon one of the knights of the castle beheld Sir 
Palomides and knew him, and then went to his fellows and said: Fair fellows, wit 
ye well all, we have in this castle the same knight that slew our lord at Lonazep, 
for I know him well; it is Sir Palomides. Then they went unto harness, all that 
might bear harness, some on horseback and some on foot, to the number of three 
score. And when they were ready they came freshly upon Sir Palomides and 
upon Sir Safere with a great noise, and said thus: Keep thee, Sir Palomides, for 
thou art known, and by right thou must be dead, for thou hast slain our lord; and 
therefore wit ye well we will slay thee, therefore defend thee. 

Then Sir Palomides and Sir Safere, the one set his back to the other, and 
gave many great strokes, and took many great strokes; and thus they fought with 
a twenty knights and forty gentlemen and yeomen nigh two hours. But at the last 
though they were loath, Sir Palomides and Sir Safere were taken and yolden, and 
put in a strong prison; and within three days twelve knights passed upon them, 
and they found Sir Palomides guilty, and Sir Safere not guilty, of their lord's 
death. And when Sir Safere should be delivered there was great dole betwixt Sir 
Palomides and him, and many piteous complaints that Sir Safere made at his 
departing, there is no maker can rehearse the tenth part. Fair brother, said 
Palomides, let be thy dolour and thy sorrow. And if I be ordained to die a 
shameful death, welcome be it; but an I had wist of this death that I am deemed 
unto, I should never have been yolden. So Sir Safere departed from his brother 
with the greatest dolour and sorrow that ever made knight. 

And on the morn they of the castle ordained twelve knights to ride with Sir 
Palomides unto the father of the same knight that Sir Palomides slew; and so 
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they bound his legs under an old steed's belly. And then they rode with Sir 
Palomides unto a castle by the seaside, that hight Pelownes, and there Sir 
Palomides should have justice. Thus was their ordinance; and so they rode with 
Sir Palomides fast by the castle of Joyous Gard. And as they passed by that 
castle there came riding out of that castle by them one that knew Sir Palomides. 
And when that knight saw Sir Palomides bounden upon a crooked courser, the 
knight asked Sir Palomides for what cause he was led so. Ah, my fair fellow and 
knight, said Palomides, I ride toward my death for the slaying of a knight at a 
tournament of Lonazep; and if I had not departed from my lord Sir Tristram, as I 
ought not to have done, now might I have been sure to have had my life saved; 
but I pray you, sir knight, recommend me unto my lord, Sir Tristram, and unto 
my lady, Queen Isoud, and say to them if ever I trespassed to them I ask them 
forgiveness. And also I beseech you recommend me unto my lord, King Arthur, 
and to all the fellowship of the Round Table, unto my power. Then that knight 
wept for pity of Sir Palomides; and therewithal he rode unto Joyous Gard as fast 
as his horse might run, and lightly that knight descended down off his horse and 
went unto Sir Tristram, and there he told him all as ye have heard, and ever the 
knight wept as he had been mad. 


CHAPTER LXXXV. How Sir Tristram made him ready to rescue Sir 
Palomides, but Sir Launcelot rescued him or he came. 

WHEN Sir Tristram heard how Sir Palomides went to his death, he was 
heavy to hear that, and said: Howbeit that I am wroth with Sir Palomides, yet 
will not I suffer him to die so shameful a death, for he is a full noble knight. And 
then anon Sir Tristram was armed and took his horse and two squires with him, 
and rode a great pace toward the castle of Pelownes where Sir Palomides was 
judged to death. And these twelve knights that led Sir Palomides passed by a 
well whereas Sir Launcelot was, which was alighted there, and had tied his horse 
to a tree, and taken off his helm to drink of that well; and when he saw these 
knights, Sir Launcelot put on his helm and suffered them to pass by him. And 
then was he ware of Sir Palomides bounden, and led shamefully to his death. O 
Jesu, said Launcelot, what misadventure is befallen him that he is thus led 
toward his death? Forsooth, said Launcelot, it were shame to me to suffer this 
noble knight so to die an I might help him, therefore I will help him 
whatsomever come of it, or else I shall die for Sir Palomides' sake. And then Sir 
Launcelot mounted upon his horse, and gat his spear in his hand, and rode after 
the twelve knights that led Sir Palomides. Fair knights, said Sir Launcelot, 
whither lead ye that knight? it beseemeth him full ill to ride bounden. Then these 
twelve knights suddenly turned their horses and said to Sir Launcelot: Sir knight, 
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we counsel thee not to meddle with this knight, for he hath deserved death, and 
unto death he is judged. That me repenteth, said Launcelot, that I may not 
borrow him with fairness, for he is over good a knight to die such a shameful 
death. And therefore, fair knights, said Sir Launcelot, keep you as well as ye can, 
for I will rescue that knight or die for it. 

Then they began to dress their spears, and Sir Launcelot smote the foremost 
down, horse and man, and so he served three more with one spear; and then that 
spear brast, and therewithal Sir Launcelot drew his sword, and then he smote on 
the right hand and on the left hand. Then within a while he left none of those 
twelve knights, but he had laid them to the earth, and the most part of them were 
sore wounded. And then Sir Launcelot took the best horse that he found, and 
loosed Sir Palomides and set him upon that horse; and so they returned again 
unto Joyous Gard, and then was Sir Palomides ware of Sir Tristram how he 
came riding. And when Sir Launcelot saw him he knew him well, but Sir 
Tristram knew him not because Sir Launcelot had on his shoulder a golden 
shield. So Sir Launcelot made him ready to joust with Sir Tristram, that Sir 
Tristram should not ween that he were Sir Launcelot. Then Sir Palomides cried 
aloud to Sir Tristram: O my lord, I require you joust not with this knight, for this 
good knight hath saved me from my death. When Sir Tristram heard him say so 
he came a soft trotting pace toward them. And then Sir Palomides said: My lord, 
Sir Tristram, much am I beholding unto you of your great goodness, that would 
proffer your noble body to rescue me undeserved, for I have greatly offended 
you. Notwithstanding, said Sir Palomides, here met we with this noble knight 
that worshipfully and manly rescued me from twelve knights, and smote them 
down all and wounded them sore. 


CHAPTER LXXXVI. How Sir Tristram and Launcelot, with Palomides, 

came to joyous Gard; and of Palomides and Sir Tristram. 

FAIR knight, said Sir Tristram unto Sir Launcelot, of whence be ye? I am a 
knight errant, said Sir Launcelot, that rideth to seek many adventures. What is 
your name? said Sir Tristram. Sir, at this time I will not tell you. Then Sir 
Launcelot said unto Sir Tristram and to Palomides: Now either of you are met 
together I will depart from you. Not so, said Sir Tristram; I pray you of 
knighthood to ride with me unto my castle. Wit you well, said Sir Launcelot, I 
may not ride with you, for I have many deeds to do in other places, that at this 
time I may not abide with you. Ah, mercy Jesu, said Sir Tristram, I require you 
as ye be a true knight to the order of knighthood, play you with me this night. 
Then Sir Tristram had a grant of Sir Launcelot: howbeit though he had not 
desired him he would have ridden with them, outher soon have come after them; 
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for Sir Launcelot came for none other cause into that country but for to see Sir 
Tristram. And when they were come within Joyous Gard they alighted, and their 
horses were led into a stable; and then they unarmed them. And when Sir 
Launcelot was unhelmed, Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides knew him. Then Sir 
Tristram took Sir Launcelot in arms, and so did La Beale Isoud; and Palomides 
kneeled down upon his knees and thanked Sir Launcelot. When Sir Launcelot 
saw Sir Palomides kneel he lightly took him up and said thus: Wit thou well, Sir 
Palomides, I and any knight in this land, of worship ought of very right succour 
and rescue so noble a knight as ye are proved and renowned, throughout all this 
realm endlong and overthwart. And then was there joy among them, and the 
oftener that Sir Palomides saw La Beale Isoud the heavier he waxed day by day. 

Then Sir Launcelot within three or four days departed, and with him rode Sir 
Ector de Maris; and Dinadan and Sir Palomides were there left with Sir Tristram 
a two months and more. But ever Sir Palomides faded and mourned, that all men 
had marvel wherefore he faded so away. So upon a day, in the dawning, Sir 
Palomides went into the forest by himself alone; and there he found a well, and 
then he looked into the well, and in the water he saw his own visage, how he was 
disturbed and defaded, nothing like that he was. What may this mean? said Sir 
Palomides, and thus he said to himself: Ah, Palomides, Palomides, why art thou 
defaded, thou that was wont to be called one of the fairest knights of the world? I 
will no more lead this life, for I love that I may never get nor recover. And 
therewithal he laid him down by the well. And then he began to make a rhyme of 
La Beale Isoud and him. 

And in the meanwhile Sir Tristram was that same day ridden into the forest 
to chase the hart of greese; but Sir Tristram would not ride a-hunting never more 
unarmed, because of Sir Breuse Saunce PitA©. And so as Sir Tristram rode into 
that forest up and down, he heard one sing marvellously loud, and that was Sir 
Palomides that lay by the well. And then Sir Tristram rode softly thither, for he 
deemed there was some knight errant that was at the well. And when Sir 
Tristram came nigh him he descended down from his horse and tied his horse 
fast till a tree, and then he came near him on foot; and anon he was ware where 
lay Sir Palomides by the well and sang loud and merrily; and ever the complaints 
were of that noble queen, La Beale Isoud, the which was marvellously and 
wonderfully well said, and full dolefully and piteously made. And all the whole 
song the noble knight, Sir Tristram, heard from the beginning to the ending, the 
which grieved and troubled him sore. 

But then at the last, when Sir Tristram had heard all Sir Palomides' 
complaints, he was wroth out of measure, and thought for to slay him thereas he 
lay. Then Sir Tristram remembered himself that Sir Palomides was unarmed, and 
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of the noble name that Sir Palomides had, and the noble name that himself had, 
and then he made a restraint of his anger; and so he went unto Sir Palomides a 
soft pace and said: Sir Palomides, I have heard your complaint, and of thy 
treason that thou hast owed me so long, and wit thou well therefore thou shalt 
die; and if it were not for shame of knighthood thou shouldest not escape my 
hands, for now I know well thou hast awaited me with treason. Tell me, said Sir 
Tristram, how thou wilt acquit thee? Sir, said Palomides, thus I will acquit me: 
as for Queen La Beale Isoud, ye shall wit well that I love her above all other 
ladies in this world; and well I wot it shall befall me as for her love as befell to 
the noble knight Sir Kehydius, that died for the love of La Beale Isoud. And 
now, Sir Tristram, I will that ye wit that I have loved La Beale Isoud many a 
day, and she hath been the causer of my worship, and else I had been the most 
simplest knight in the world. For by her, and because of her, I have won the 
worship that I have; for when I remembered me of La Beale Isoud I won the 
worship wheresomever I came for the most part; and yet had I never reward nor 
bountA© of her the days of my life, and yet have I been her knight guerdonless. 
And therefore, Sir Tristram, as for any death I dread not, for I had as lief die as 
to live. And if I were armed as thou art, I should lightly do battle with thee. Well 
have ye uttered your treason, said Tristram. I have done to you no treason, said 
Palomides, for love is free for all men, and though I have loved your lady, she is 
my lady as well as yours; howbeit I have wrong if any wrong be, for ye rejoice 
her, and have your desire of her, and so had I never nor never am like to have, 
and yet shall I love her to the uttermost days of my life as well as ye. 


CHAPTER LXXXVII. How there was a day set between Sir Tristram 
and Sir Palomides for to fight, and how Sir Tristram was hurt. 

THEN said Sir Tristram: I will fight with you to the uttermost. I grant, said 
Palomides, for in a better quarrel keep I never to fight, for an I die of your hands, 
of a better knight's hands may I not be slain. And sithen I understand that I shall 
never rejoice La Beale Isoud, I have as good will to die as to live. Then set ye a 
day, said Sir Tristram, that we shall do battle. This day fifteen days, said 
Palomides, will I meet with you hereby, in the meadow under Joyous Gard. Fie 
for shame, said Sir Tristram, will ye set so long day? let us fight to-morn. Not so, 
said Palomides, for I am meagre, and have been long sick for the love of La 
Beale Isoud, and therefore I will repose me till I have my strength again. So then 
Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides promised faith fully to meet at the well that day 
fifteen days. I am remembered, said Sir Tristram to Palomides, that ye brake me 
once a promise when that I rescued you from Breuse Saunce PitA© and nine 
knights; and then ye promised me to meet me at the peron and the grave beside 
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Camelot, whereas at that time ye failed of your promise. Wit you well, said 
Palomides unto Sir Tristram, I was at that day in prison, so that I might not hold 
my promise. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, an ye had holden your promise 
this work had not been here now at this time. 

Right so departed Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides. And so Sir Palomides took 
his horse and his harness, and he rode unto King Arthur's court; and there Sir 
Palomides gat him four knights and four sergeants-of-arms, and so he returned 
againward unto Joyous Gard. And in the meanwhile Sir Tristram chased and 
hunted at all manner of venery; and about three days afore the battle should be, 
as Sir Tristram chased an hart, there was an archer shot at the hart, and by 
misfortune he smote Sir Tristram in the thick of the thigh, and the arrow slew Sir 
Tristram's horse and hurt him. When Sir Tristram was so hurt he was passing 
heavy, and wit ye well he bled sore; and then he took another horse, and rode 
unto Joyous Gard with great heaviness, more for the promise that he had made 
with Sir Palomides, as to do battle with him within three days after, than for any 
hurt of his thigh. Wherefore there was neither man nor woman that could cheer 
him with anything that they could make to him, neither Queen La Beale Isoud; 
for ever he deemed that Sir Palomides had smitten him so that he should not be 
able to do battle with him at the day set. 


CHAPTER LXXXVIII. How Sir Palomides kept his day to have 
foughten, but Sir Tristram might not come; and other things. 

BUT in no wise there was no knight about Sir Tristram that would believe 
that ever Sir Palomides would hurt Sir Tristram, neither by his own hands nor by 
none other consenting. Then when the fifteenth day was come, Sir Palomides 
came to the well with four knights with him of Arthur's court, and three 
sergeants-of-arms. And for this intent Sir Palomides brought the knights with 
him and the sergeants-of-arms, for they should bear record of the battle betwixt 
Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides. And the one sergeant brought in his helm, the 
other his spear, the third his sword. So thus Palomides came into the field, and 
there he abode nigh two hours; and then he sent a squire unto Sir Tristram, and 
desired him to come into the field to hold his promise. 

When the squire was come to Joyous Gard, anon as Sir Tristram heard of his 
coming he let command that the squire should come to his presence thereas he 
lay in his bed. My lord Sir Tristram, said Palomides' squire, wit you well my 
lord, Palomides, abideth you in the field, and he would wit whether ye would do 
battle or not. Ah, my fair brother, said Sir Tristram, wit thou well that I am right 
heavy for these tidings; therefore tell Sir Palomides an I were well at ease I 
would not lie here, nor he should have no need to send for me an I might either 
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ride or go; and for thou shalt say that I am no liar—Sir Tristram showed him his 
thigh that the wound was six inches deep. And now thou hast seen my hurt, tell 
thy lord that this is no feigned matter, and tell him that I had liefer than all the 
gold of King Arthur that I were whole; and tell Palomides as soon as I am whole 
I shall seek him endlong and overthwart, and that I promise you as I am true 
knight; and if ever I may meet with him, he shall have battle of me his fill. And 
with this the squire departed; and when Palomides wist that Tristram was hurt he 
was glad and said: Now I am sure I shall have no shame, for I wot well I should 
have had hard handling of him, and by likely I must needs have had the worse, 
for he is the hardest knight in battle that now is living except Sir Launcelot. 

And then departed Sir Palomides whereas fortune led him, and within a 
month Sir Tristram was whole of his hurt. And then he took his horse, and rode 
from country to country, and all strange adventures he achieved wheresomever 
he rode; and always he enquired for Sir Palomides, but of all that quarter of 
summer Sir Tristram could never meet with Sir Palomides. But thus as Sir 
Tristram sought and enquired after Sir Palomides Sir Tristram achieved many 
great battles, wherethrough all the noise fell to Sir Tristram, and it ceased of Sir 
Launcelot; and therefore Sir Launcelot's brethren and his kinsmen would have 
slain Sir Tristram because of his fame. But when Sir Launcelot wist how his 
kinsmen were set, he said to them openly: Wit you well, that an the envy of you 
all be so hardy to wait upon my lord, Sir Tristram, with any hurt, shame, or 
villainy, as I am true knight I shall slay the best of you with mine own hands 
Alas, fie for shame, should ye for his noble deeds await upon him to slay him. 
Jesu defend, said Launcelot, that ever any noble knight as Sir Tristram is should 
be destroyed with treason. Of this noise and fame sprang into Cornwall, and 
among them of Liones, whereof they were passing glad, and made great joy. 
And then they of Liones sent letters unto Sir Tristram of recommendation, and 
many great gifts to maintain Sir Tristram's estate; and ever, between, Sir 
Tristram resorted unto Joyous Gard whereas La Beale Isoud was, that loved him 
as her life. 

Here endeth the tenth book which is of Sir Tristram. And here followeth the 
eleventh book which is of Sir Launcelot. 
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BOOK XI 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Launcelot rode on his adventure, and how he 
holp a dolorous lady from her pain, and how that he fought with a dragon. 

NOW leave we Sir Tristram de Liones, and speak we of Sir Launcelot du 
Lake, and of Sir Galahad, Sir Launcelot's son, how he was gotten, and in what 
manner, as the book of French rehearseth. Afore the time that Sir Galahad was 
gotten or born, there came in an hermit unto King Arthur upon Whitsunday, as 
the knights sat at the Table Round. And when the hermit saw the Siege Perilous, 
he asked the king and all the knights why that siege was void. Sir Arthur and all 
the knights answered: There shall never none sit in that siege but one, but if he 
be destroyed. Then said the hermit: Wot ye what is he? Nay, said Arthur and all 
the knights, we wot not who is he that shall sit therein. Then wot I, said the 
hermit, for he that shall sit there is unborn and ungotten, and this same year he 
shall be gotten that shall sit there in that Siege Perilous, and he shall win the 
Sangreal. When this hermit had made this mention he departed from the court of 
King Arthur. 

And then after this feast Sir Launcelot rode on his adventure, till on a time by 
adventure he passed over the pont of Corbin; and there he saw the fairest tower 
that ever he saw, and there-under was a fair town full of people; and all the 
people, men and women, cried at once: Welcome, Sir Launcelot du Lake, the 
flower of all knighthood, for by thee all we shall be holpen out of danger. What 
mean ye, said Sir Launcelot, that ye cry so upon me? Ah, fair knight, said they 
all, here is within this tower a dolorous lady that hath been there in pains many 
winters and days, for ever she boileth in scalding water; and but late, said all the 
people, Sir Gawaine was here and he might not help her, and so he left her in 
pain. So may I, said Sir Launcelot, leave her in pain as well as Sir Gawaine did. 
Nay, said the people, we know well that it is Sir Launcelot that shall deliver her. 
Well, said Launcelot, then shew me what I shall do. 

Then they brought Sir Launcelot into the tower; and when he came to the 
chamber thereas this lady was, the doors of iron unlocked and unbolted. And so 
Sir Launcelot went into the chamber that was as hot as any stew. And there Sir 
Launcelot took the fairest lady by the hand that ever he saw, and she was naked 
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as a needle; and by enchantment Queen Morgan le Fay and the Queen of 
Northgalis had put her there in that pains, because she was called the fairest lady 
of that country; and there she had been five years, and never might she be 
delivered out of her great pains unto the time the best knight of the world had 
taken her by the hand. Then the people brought her clothes. And when she was 
arrayed, Sir Launcelot thought she was the fairest lady of the world, but if it 
were Queen Guenever. 

Then this lady said to Sir Launcelot: Sir, if it please you will ye go with me 
hereby into a chapel that we may give loving and thanking unto God? Madam, 
said Sir Launcelot, come on with me, I will go with you. So when they came 
there and gave thankings to God all the people, both learned and lewd, gave 
thankings unto God and him, and said: Sir knight, since ye have delivered this 
lady, ye shall deliver us from a serpent there is here in a tomb. Then Sir 
Launcelot took his shield and said: Bring me thither, and what I may do unto the 
pleasure of God and you I will do. So when Sir Launcelot came thither he saw 
written upon the tomb letters of gold that said thus: Here shall come a leopard of 
king's blood, and he shall slay this serpent, and this leopard shall engender a lion 
in this foreign country, the which lion shall pass all other knights. So then Sir 
Launcelot lift up the tomb, and there came out an horrible and a fiendly dragon, 
spitting fire out of his mouth. Then Sir Launcelot drew his sword and fought 
with the dragon long, and at the last with great pain Sir Launcelot slew that 
dragon. Therewithal came King Pelles, the good and noble knight, and saluted 
Sir Launcelot, and he him again. Fair knight, said the king, what is your name? I 
require you of your knighthood tell me! 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Launcelot came to Pelles, and of the Sangreal, 
and of Elaine, King Pelles' daughter. 

SIR, said Launcelot, wit you well my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake. And 
my name is, said the king, Pelles, king of the foreign country, and cousin nigh 
unto Joseph of Armathie. And then either of them made much of other, and so 
they went into the castle to take their repast. And anon there came in a dove at a 
window, and in her mouth there seemed a little censer of gold. And herewithal 
there was such a savour as all the spicery of the world had been there. And 
forthwithal there was upon the table all manner of meats and drinks that they 
could think upon. So came in a damosel passing fair and young, and she bare a 
vessel of gold betwixt her hands; and thereto the king kneeled devoutly, and said 
his prayers, and so did all that were there. O Jesu, said Sir Launcelot, what may 
this mean? This is, said the king, the richest thing that any man hath living. And 
when this thing goeth about, the Round Table shall be broken; and wit thou well, 
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said the king, this is the holy Sangreal that ye have here seen. So the king and Sir 
Launcelot led their life the most part of that day. And fain would King Pelles 
have found the mean to have had Sir Launcelot to have lain by his daughter, fair 
Elaine. And for this intent: the king knew well that Sir Launcelot should get a 
child upon his daughter, the which should be named Sir Galahad the good 
knight, by whom all the foreign country should be brought out of danger, and by 
him the Holy Greal should be achieved. 

Then came forth a lady that hight Dame Brisen, and she said unto the king: 
Sir, wit ye well Sir Launcelot loveth no lady in the world but all only Queen 
Guenever; and therefore work ye by counsel, and I shall make him to lie with 
your daughter, and he shall not wit but that he lieth with Queen Guenever. O fair 
lady, Dame Brisen, said the king, hope ye to bring this about? Sir, said she, upon 
pain of my life let me deal; for this Brisen was one of the greatest enchantresses 
that was at that time in the world living. Then anon by Dame Brisen's wit she 
made one to come to Sir Launcelot that he knew well. And this man brought him 
a ring from Queen Guenever like as it had come from her, and such one as she 
was wont for the most part to wear; and when Sir Launcelot saw that token wit 
ye well he was never so fain. Where is my lady? said Sir Launcelot. In the Castle 
of Case, said the messenger, but five mile hence. Then Sir Launcelot thought to 
be there the same might. And then this Brisen by the commandment of King 
Pelles let send Elaine to this castle with twenty-five knights unto the Castle of 
Case. Then Sir Launcelot against night rode unto that castle, and there anon he 
was received worshipfully with such people, to his seeming, as were about 
Queen Guenever secret. 

So when Sir Launcelot was alighted, he asked where the queen was. So 
Dame Brisen said she was in her bed; and then the people were avoided, and Sir 
Launcelot was led unto his chamber. And then Dame Brisen brought Sir 
Launcelot a cup full of wine; and anon as he had drunken that wine he was so 
assotted and mad that he might make no delay, but withouten any let he went to 
bed; and he weened that maiden Elaine had been Queen Guenever. Wit you well 
that Sir Launcelot was glad, and so was that lady Elaine that she had gotten Sir 
Launcelot in her arms. For well she knew that same night should be gotten upon 
her Galahad that should prove the best knight of the world; and so they lay 
together until underne of the’ morn; and all the windows and holes of that 
chamber were stopped that no manner of day might be seen. And then Sir 
Launcelot remembered him, and he arose up and went to the window. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Launcelot was displeased when he knew that he 
had lain by Dame Elaine, and how she was delivered of Galahad. 
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AND anon as he had unshut the window the enchantment was gone; then he 
knew himself that he had done amiss. Alas, he said, that I have lived so long; 
now I am shamed. So then he gat his sword in his hand and said: Thou traitress, 
what art thou that I have lain by all this night? thou shalt die right here of my 
hands. Then this fair lady Elaine skipped out of her bed all naked, and kneeled 
down afore Sir Launcelot, and said: Fair courteous knight, come of king's blood, 
I require you have mercy upon me, and as thou art renowned the most noble 
knight of the world, slay me not, for I have in my womb him by thee that shall 
be the most noblest knight of the world. Ah, false traitress, said Sir Launcelot, 
why hast thou betrayed me? anon tell me what thou art. Sir, she said, I am 
Elaine, the daughter of King Pelles. Well, said Sir Launcelot, I will forgive you 
this deed; and therewith he took her up in his arms, and kissed her, for she was 
as fair a lady, and thereto lusty and young, and as wise, as any was that time 
living. So God me help, said Sir Launcelot, I may not wite this to you; but her 
that made this enchantment upon me as between you and me, an I may find her, 
that same Lady Brisen, she shall lose her head for witchcrafts, for there was 
never knight deceived so as I am this night. And so Sir Launcelot arrayed him, 
and armed him, and took his leave mildly at that lady young Elaine, and so he 
departed. Then she said: My lord Sir Launcelot, I beseech you see me as soon as 
ye may, for I have obeyed me unto the prophecy that my father told me. And by 
his commandment to fulfil this prophecy I have given the greatest riches and the 
fairest flower that ever I had, and that is my maidenhood that I shall never have 
again; and therefore, gentle knight, owe me your good will. 

And so Sir Launcelot arrayed him and was armed, and took his leave mildly 
at that young lady Elaine; and so he departed, and rode till he came to the Castle 
of Corbin, where her father was. And as fast as her time came she was delivered 
of a fair child, and they christened him Galahad; and wit ye well that child was 
well kept and well nourished, and he was named Galahad because Sir Launcelot 
was so named at the fountain stone; and after that the Lady of the Lake 
confirmed him Sir Launcelot du Lake. 

Then after this lady was delivered and churched, there came a knight unto 
her, his name was Sir Bromel la Pleche, the which was a great lord; and he had 
loved that lady long, and he evermore desired her to wed her; and so by no mean 
she could put him off, till on a day she said to Sir Bromel: Wit thou well, sir 
knight, I will not love you, for my love is set upon the best knight of the world. 
Who is he? said Sir Bromel. Sir, she said, it is Sir Launcelot du Lake that I love 
and none other, and therefore woo me no longer. Ye say well, said Sir Bromel, 
and sithen ye have told me so much, ye shall have but little joy of Sir Launcelot, 
for I shall slay him wheresomever I meet him. Sir, said the Lady Elaine, do to 


4823 XRN 


him no treason. Wit ye well, my lady, said Bromel, and I promise you this 
twelvemonth I shall keep the pont of Corbin for Sir Launcelot's sake, that he 
shall neither come nor go unto you, but I shall meet with him. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Bors came to Dame Elaine and saw Galahad, 
and how he was fed with the Sangreal. 

THEN as it fell by fortune and adventure, Sir Bors de Ganis, that was 
nephew unto Sir Launcelot, came over that bridge; and there Sir Bromel and Sir 
Bors jousted, and Sir Bors smote Sir Bromel such a buffet that he bare him over 
his horse's croup. And then Sir Bromel, as an hardy knight, pulled out his sword, 
and dressed his shield to do battle with Sir Bors. And then Sir Bors alighted and 
avoided his horse, and there they dashed together many sad strokes; and long 
thus they fought, till at the last Sir Bromel was laid to the earth, and there Sir 
Bors began to unlace his helm to slay him. Then Sir Bromel cried Sir Bors 
mercy, and yielded him. Upon this covenant thou shalt have thy life, said Sir 
Bors, so thou go unto Sir Launcelot upon Whitsunday that next cometh, and 
yield thee unto him as knight recreant. I will do it, said Sir Bromel, and that he 
sware upon the cross of the sword. And so he let him depart, and Sir Bors rode 
unto King Pelles, that was within Corbin. 

And when the king and Elaine his daughter wist that Sir Bors was nephew 
unto Sir Launcelot, they made him great cheer. Then said Dame Elaine: We 
marvel where Sir Launcelot is, for he came never here but once. Marvel not, said 
Sir Bors, for this half year he hath been in prison with Queen Morgan le Fay, 
King Arthur's sister. Alas, said Dame Elaine, that me repenteth. And ever Sir 
Bors beheld that child in her arms, and ever him seemed it was passing like Sir 
Launcelot. Truly, said Elaine, wit ye well this child he gat upon me. Then Sir 
Bors wept for joy, and he prayed to God it might prove as good a knight as his 
father was. And so came in a white dove, and she bare a little censer of gold in 
her mouth, and there was all manner of meats and drinks; and a maiden bare that 
Sangreal, and she said openly: Wit you well, Sir Bors, that this child is Galahad, 
that shall sit in the Siege Perilous, and achieve the Sangreal, and he shall be 
much better than ever was Sir Launcelot du Lake, that is his own father. And 
then they kneeled down and made their devotions, and there was such a savour 
as all the spicery in the world had been there. And when the dove took her flight, 
the maiden vanished with the Sangreal as she came. 

Sir, said Sir Bors unto King Pelles, this castle may be named the Castle 
Adventurous, for here be many strange adventures. That is sooth, said the king, 
for well may this place be called the adventures place, for there come but few 
knights here that go away with any worship; be he never so strong, here he may 
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be proved; and but late Sir Gawaine, the good knight, gat but little worship here. 
For I let you wit, said King Pelles, here shall no knight win no worship but if he 
be of worship himself and of good living, and that loveth God and dreadeth God, 
and else he getteth no worship here, be he never so hardy. That is wonderful 
thing, said Sir Bors. What ye mean in this country I wot not, for ye have many 
Strange adventures, and therefore I will lie in this castle this night. Ye shall not 
do so, said King Pelles, by my counsel, for it is hard an ye escape without a 
shame. I shall take the adventure that will befall me, said Sir Bors. Then I 
counsel you, said the king, to be confessed clean. As for that, said Sir Bors, I 
will be shriven with a good will. So Sir Bors was confessed, and for all women 
Sir Bors was a virgin, save for one, that was the daughter of King Brangoris, and 
on her he gat a child that hight Elaine, and save for her Sir Bors was a clean 
maiden. 

And so Sir Bors was led unto bed in a fair large chamber, and many doors 
were shut about the chamber. When Sir Bors espied all those doors, he avoided 
all the people, for he might have nobody with him; but in no wise Sir Bors 
would unarm him, but so he laid him down upon the bed. And right so he saw 
come in a light, that he might well see a spear great and long that came straight 
upon him pointling, and to Sir Bors seemed that the head of the spear brent like a 
taper. And anon, or Sir Bors wist, the spear head smote him into the shoulder an 
hand-breadth in deepness, and that wound grieved Sir Bors passing sore. And 
then he laid him down again for pain; and anon therewithal there came a knight 
armed with his shield on his shoulder and his sword in his hand, and he bade Sir 
Bors: Arise, sir knight, and fight with me. I am sore hurt, he said, but yet I shall 
not fail thee. And then Sir Bors started up and dressed his shield; and then they 
lashed together mightily a great while; and at the last Sir Bors bare him 
backward until that he came unto a chamber door, and there that knight yede into 
that chamber and rested him a great while. And when he had reposed him he 
came out freshly again, and began new battle with Sir Bors mightily and 
strongly. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Bors made Sir Pedivere to yield him, and of 
marvellous adventures that he had, and how he achieved them. 

THEN Sir Bors thought he should no more go into that chamber to rest him, 
and so Sir Bors dressed him betwixt the knight and that chamber door, and there 
Sir Bors smote him down, and then that knight yielded him What is your name? 
said Sir Bors. Sir, said he, my name is Pedivere of the Straight Marches. So Sir 
Bors made him to swear at Whitsunday next coming to be at the court of King 
Arthur, and yield him there as a prisoner as an overcome knight by the hands of 


4825 XRN 


Sir Bors. So thus departed Sir Pedivere of the Straight Marches. And then Sir 
Bors laid him down to rest, and then he heard and felt much noise in that 
chamber; and then Sir Bors espied that there came in, he wist not whether at the 
doors nor windows, shot of arrows and of quarrels so thick that he marvelled, 
and many fell upon him and hurt him in the bare places. 

And then Sir Bors was ware where came in an hideous lion; so Sir Bors 
dressed him unto the lion, and anon the lion bereft him his shield, and with his 
sword Sir Bors smote off the lion's head. Right so Sir Bors forthwithal saw a 
dragon in the court passing horrible, and there seemed letters of gold written in 
his forehead; and Sir Bors thought that the letters made a signification of King 
Arthur. Right so there came an horrible leopard and an old, and there they fought 
long, and did great battle together. And at the last the dragon spit out of his 
mouth as it had been an hundred dragons; and lightly all the small dragons slew 
the old dragon and tare him all to pieces. 

Anon withal there came an old man into the hall, and he sat him down in a 
fair chair, and there seemed to be two adders about his neck; and then the old 
man had an harp, and there he sang an old song how Joseph of Armathie came 
into this land. Then when he had sung, the old man bade Sir Bors go from 
thence. For here shall ye have no more adventures; and full worshipfully have ye 
done, and better shall ye do hereafter. And then Sir Bors seemed that there came 
the whitest dove with a little golden censer in her mouth. And anon therewithal 
the tempest ceased and passed, that afore was marvellous to hear. So was all that 
court full of good savours. Then Sir Bors saw four children bearing four fair 
tapers, and an old man in the midst of the children with a censer in his own hand, 
and a spear in his other hand, and that spear was called the Spear of Vengeance. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Bors departed; and how Sir Launcelot was 
rebuked of Queen Guenever, and of his excuse. 

NOW, said that old man to Sir Bors, go ye to your cousin, Sir Launcelot, and 
tell him of this adventure the which had been most convenient for him of all 
earthly knights; but sin is so foul in him he may not achieve such holy deeds, for 
had not been his sin he had passed all the knights that ever were in his days; and 
tell thou Sir Launcelot, of all worldly adventures he passeth in manhood and 
prowess all other, but in this spiritual matters he shall have many his better. And 
then Sir Bors saw four gentlewomen come by him, purely beseen: and he saw 
where that they entered into a chamber where was great light as it were a 
summer light; and the women kneeled down afore an altar of silver with four 
pillars, and as it had been a bishop kneeled down afore that table of silver. And 
as Sir Bors looked over his head he saw a sword like silver, naked, hoving over 
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his head, and the clearness thereof smote so in his eyes that as at that time Sir 
Bors was blind; and there he heard a voice that said: Go hence, thou Sir Bors, for 
as yet thou art not worthy for to be in this place. And then he yede backward to 
his bed till on the morn. And on the morn King Pelles made great joy of Sir 
Bors; and then he departed and rode to Camelot, and there he found Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, and told him of the adventures that he had seen with King 
Pelles at Corbin. 

So the noise sprang in Arthur's court that Launcelot had gotten a child upon 
Elaine, the daughter of King Pelles, wherefore Queen Guenever was wroth, and 
gave many rebukes to Sir Launcelot, and called him false knight. And then Sir 
Launcelot told the queen all, and how he was made to lie by her by enchantment 
in likeness of the queen. So the queen held Sir Launcelot excused. And as the 
book saith, King Arthur had been in France, and had made war upon the mighty 
King Claudas, and had won much of his lands. And when the king was come 
again he let cry a great feast, that all lords and ladies of all England should be 
there, but if it were such as were rebellious against him. 


CHAPTER VII. How Dame Elaine, Galahad's mother, came in great 
estate unto Camelot, and how Sir Launcelot behaved him there. 

AND when Dame Elaine, the daughter of King Pelles, heard of this feast she 
went to her father and required him that he would give her leave to ride to that 
feast. The king answered: I will well ye go thither, but in any wise as ye love me 
and will have my blessing, that ye be well beseen in the richest wise; and look 
that ye spare not for no cost; ask and ye shall have all that you needeth. Then by 
the advice of Dame Brisen, her maiden, all thing was apparelled unto the 
purpose, that there was never no lady more richlier beseen. So she rode with 
twenty knights, and ten ladies, and gentlewomen, to the number of an hundred 
horses. And when she came to Camelot, King Arthur and Queen Guenever said, 
and all the knights, that Dame Elaine was the fairest and the best beseen lady 
that ever was seen in that court. And anon as King Arthur wist that she was 
come he met her and saluted her, and so did the most part of all the knights of 
the Round Table, both Sir Tristram, Sir Bleoberis, and Sir Gawaine, and many 
more that I will not rehearse. But when Sir Launcelot saw her he was so 
ashamed, and that because he drew his sword on the morn when he had lain by 
her, that he would not salute her nor speak to her; and yet Sir Launcelot thought 
she was the fairest woman that ever he saw in his life-days. 

But when Dame Elaine saw Sir Launcelot that would not speak unto her she 
was so heavy that she weened her heart would have to-brast; for wit you well, 
out of measure she loved him. And then Elaine said unto her woman, Dame 
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Brisen: the unkindness of Sir Launcelot slayeth me near. Ah, peace, madam, said 
Dame Brisen, I will undertake that this night he shall lie with you, an ye would 
hold you still. That were me liefer, said Dame Elaine, than all the gold that is 
above the earth. Let me deal, said Dame Brisen. So when Elaine was brought 
unto Queen Guenever either made other good cheer by countenance, but nothing 
with hearts. But all men and women spake of the beauty of Dame Elaine, and of 
her great riches. 

Then, at night, the queen commanded that Dame Elaine should sleep in a 
chamber nigh her chamber, and all under one roof; and so it was done as the 
queen commanded. Then the queen sent for Sir Launcelot and bade him come to 
her chamber that night: Or else I am sure, said the queen, that ye will go to your 
lady's bed, Dame Elaine, by whom ye gat Galahad. Ah, madam, said Sir 
Launcelot, never say ye so, for that I did was against my will. Then, said the 
queen, look that ye come to me when I send for you. Madam, said Launcelot, I 
shall not fail you, but I shall be ready at your commandment. This bargain was 
soon done and made between them, but Dame Brisen knew it by her crafts, and 
told it to her lady, Dame Elaine. Alas, said she, how shall I do? Let me deal, said 
Dame Brisen, for I shall bring him by the hand even to your bed, and he shall 
ween that I am Queen Guenever's messenger. Now well is me, said Dame 
Elaine, for all the world I love not so much as I do Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Dame Brisen by enchantment brought Sir 
Launcelot to Dame Elaine's bed, and how Queen Guenever rebuked him. 

SO when time came that all folks were abed, Dame Brisen came to Sir 
Launcelot's bed's side and said: Sir Launcelot du Lake, sleep you? My lady, 
Queen Guenever, lieth and awaiteth upon you. O my fair lady, said Sir 
Launcelot, I am ready to go with you where ye will have me. So Sir Launcelot 
threw upon him a long gown, and his sword in his hand; and then Dame Brisen 
took him by the finger and led him to her lady's bed, Dame Elaine; and then she 
departed and left them in bed together. Wit you well the lady was glad, and so 
was Sir Launcelot, for he weened that he had had another in his arms. 

Now leave we them kissing and clipping, as was kindly thing; and now speak 
we of Queen Guenever that sent one of her women unto Sir Launcelot's bed; and 
when she came there she found the bed cold, and he was away; so she came to 
the queen and told her all. Alas, said the queen, where is that false knight 
become? Then the queen was nigh out of her wit, and then she writhed and 
weltered as a mad woman, and might not sleep a four or five hours. Then Sir 
Launcelot had a condition that he used of custom, he would clatter in his sleep, 
and speak oft of his lady, Queen Guenever. So as Sir Launcelot had waked as 
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long as it had pleased him, then by course of kind he slept, and Dame Elaine 
both. And in his sleep he talked and clattered as a jay, of the love that had been 
betwixt Queen Guenever and him. And so as he talked so loud the queen heard 
him thereas she lay in her chamber; and when she heard him so clatter she was 
nigh wood and out of her mind, and for anger and pain wist not what to do. And 
then she coughed so loud that Sir Launcelot awaked, and he knew her hemming. 
And then he knew well that he lay not by the queen; and therewith he leapt out 
of his bed as he had been a wood man, in his shirt, and the queen met him in the 
floor; and thus she said: False traitor knight that thou art, look thou never abide 
in my court, and avoid my chamber, and not so hardy, thou false traitor knight 
that thou art, that ever thou come in my sight. Alas, said Sir Launcelot; and 
therewith he took such an heartly sorrow at her words that he fell down to the 
floor in a swoon. And therewithal Queen Guenever departed. And when Sir 
Launcelot awoke of his swoon, he leapt out at a bay window into a garden, and 
there with thorns he was all to-scratched in his visage and his body; and so he 
ran forth he wist not whither, and was wild wood as ever was man; and so he ran 
two year, and never man might have grace to know him. 


CHAPTER IX. How Dame Elaine was commanded by Queen Guenever 

to avoid the court, and how Sir Launcelot became mad. 

NOW turn we unto Queen Guenever and to the fair Lady Elaine, that when 
Dame Elaine heard the queen so to rebuke Sir Launcelot, and also she saw how 
he swooned, and how he leaped out at a bay window, then she said unto Queen 
Guenever: Madam, ye are greatly to blame for Sir Launcelot, for now have ye 
lost him, for I saw and heard by his countenance that he is mad for ever. Alas, 
madam, ye do great sin, and to yourself great dishonour, for ye have a lord of 
your own, and therefore it is your part to love him; for there is no queen in this 
world hath such another king as ye have. And, if ye were not, I might have the 
love of my lord Sir Launcelot; and cause I have to love him for he had my 
maidenhood, and by him I have borne a fair son, and his name is Galahad, and 
he shall be in his time the best knight of the world. Dame Elaine, said the queen, 
when it is daylight I charge you and command you to avoid my court; and for the 
love ye owe unto Sir Launcelot discover not his counsel, for an ye do, it will be 
his death. As for that, said Dame Elaine, I dare undertake he is marred for ever, 
and that have ye made; for ye, nor I, are like to rejoice him; for he made the most 
piteous groans when he leapt out at yonder bay window that ever I heard man 
make. Alas, said fair Elaine, and alas, said the Queen Guenever, for now I wot 
well we have lost him for ever. 

So on the morn Dame Elaine took her leave to depart, and she would no 
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longer abide. Then King Arthur brought her on her way with mo than an 
hundred knights through a forest. And by the way she told Sir Bors de Ganis all 
how it betid that same night, and how Sir Launcelot leapt out at a window, 
araged out of his wit. Alas, said Sir Bors, where is my lord, Sir Launcelot, 
become? Sir, said Elaine, I wot ne'er. Alas, said Sir Bors, betwixt you both ye 
have destroyed that good knight. As for me, said Dame Elaine, I said never nor 
did never thing that should in any wise displease him, but with the rebuke that 
Queen Guenever gave him I saw him swoon to the earth; and when he awoke he 
took his sword in his hand, naked save his shirt, and leapt out at a window with 
the grisliest groan that ever I heard man make. Now farewell, Dame Elaine, said 
Sir Bors, and hold my lord Arthur with a tale as long as ye can, for I will turn 
again to Queen Guenever and give her a hete; and I require you, as ever ye will 
have my service, make good watch and espy if ever ye may see my lord Sir 
Launcelot. Truly, said fair Elaine, I shall do all that I may do, for as fain would I 
know and wit where he is become, as you, or any of his kin, or Queen Guenever; 
and cause great enough have I thereto as well as any other. And wit ye well, said 
fair Elaine to Sir Bors, I would lose my life for him rather than he should be 
hurt; but alas, I cast me never for to see him, and the chief causer of this is Dame 
Guenever. Madam, said Dame Brisen, the which had made the enchantment 
before betwixt Sir Launcelot and her, I pray you heartily, let Sir Bors depart, and 
hie him with all his might as fast as he may to seek Sir Launcelot, for I warn you 
he is clean out of his mind; and yet he shall be well holpen an but by miracle. 

Then wept Dame Elaine, and so did Sir Bors de Ganis; and so they departed, 
and Sir Bors rode straight unto Queen Guenever. And when she saw Sir Bors she 
wept as she were wood. Fie on your weeping, said Sir Bors de Ganis, for ye 
weep never but when there is no bote. Alas, said Sir Bors, that ever Sir 
Launcelot's kin saw you, for now have ye lost the best knight of our blood, and 
he that was all our leader and our succour; and I dare say and make it good that 
all kings, christian nor heathen, may not find such a knight, for to speak of his 
nobleness and courtesy, with his beauty and his gentleness. Alas, said Sir Bors, 
what shall we do that be of his blood? Alas, said Sir Ector de Maris. Alas, said 
Lionel. 


CHAPTER X. What sorrow Queen Guenever made for Sir Launcelot, 
and how he was sought by knights of his kin. 

AND when the queen heard them say so she fell to the earth in a dead 
swoon. And then Sir Bors took her up, and dawed her; and when she was 
awaked she kneeled afore the three knights, and held up both her hands, and 
besought them to seek him. And spare not for no goods but that he be found, for 
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I wot he is out of his mind. And Sir Bors, Sir Ector, and Sir Lionel departed from 
the queen, for they might not abide no longer for sorrow. And then the queen 
sent them treasure enough for their expenses, and so they took their horses and 
their armour, and departed. And then they rode from country to country, in 
forests, and in wilderness, and in wastes; and ever they laid watch both at forests 
and at all manner of men as they rode, to hearken and spere after him, as he that 
was a naked man, in his shirt, with a sword in his hand. And thus they rode nigh 
a quarter of a year, endlong and overthwart, in many places, forests and 
wilderness, and oft-times were evil lodged for his sake; and yet for all their 
labour and seeking could they never hear word of him. And wit you well these 
three knights were passing sorry. 

Then at the last Sir Bors and his fellows met with a knight that hight Sir 
Melion de Tartare. Now fair knight, said Sir Bors, whither be ye away? for they 
knew either other afore time. Sir, said Melion, I am in the way toward the court 
of King Arthur. Then we pray you, said Sir Bors, that ye will tell my lord Arthur, 
and my lady, Queen Guenever, and all the fellowship of the Round Table, that 
we cannot in no wise hear tell where Sir Launcelot is become. Then Sir Melion 
departed from them, and said that he would tell the king, and the queen, and all 
the fellowship-of the Round Table, as they had desired him. So when Sir Melion 
came to the court of King Arthur he told the king, and the queen, and all the 
fellowship of the Round Table, what Sir Bors had said of Sir Launcelot. Then Sir 
Gawaine, Sir Uwaine, Sir Sagramore le Desirous, Sir Aglovale, and Sir 
Percivale de Galis took upon them by the great desire of King Arthur, and in 
especial by the queen, to seek throughout all England, Wales, and Scotland, to 
find Sir Launcelot, and with them rode eighteen knights mo to bear them 
fellowship; and wit ye well, they lacked no manner of spending; and so were 
they three and twenty knights. 

Now tum we to Sir Launcelot, and speak we of his care and woe, and what 
pain he there endured; for cold, hunger, and thirst, he had plenty. And thus as 
these noble knights rode together, they by one assent departed, and then they 
rode by two, by three, and by four, and by five, and ever they assigned where 
they should meet. And so Sir Aglovale and Sir Percivale rode together unto their 
mother that was a queen in those days. And when she saw her two sons, for joy 
she wept tenderly. And then she said: Ah, my dear sons, when your father was 
slain he left me four sons, of the which now be twain slain. And for the death of 
my noble son, Sir Lamorak, shall my heart never be glad. And then she kneeled 
down upon her knees to-fore Aglovale and Sir Percivale, and besought them to 
abide at home with her. Ah, sweet mother, said Sir Percivale, we may not, for we 
be come of king's blood of both parties, and therefore, mother, it is our kind to 
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haunt arms and noble deeds. Alas, my sweet sons, then she said, for your sakes I 
shall lose my liking and lust, and then wind and weather I may not endure, what 
for the death of your father, King Pellinore, that was shamefully slain by the 
hands of Sir Gawaine, and his brother, Sir Gaheris: and they slew him not manly 
but by treason. Ah, my dear sons, this is a piteous complaint for me of your 
father's death, considering also the death of Sir Lamorak, that of knighthood had 
but few fellows. Now, my dear sons, have this in your mind. Then there was but 
weeping and sobbing in the court when they should depart, and she fell a- 
swooning in midst of the court. 


CHAPTER XI. How a servant of Sir Aglovale's was slain, and what 
vengeance Sir Aglovale and Sir Percivale did therefore. 

AND when she was awaked she sent a squire after them with spending 
enough. And so when the squire had overtaken them, they would not suffer him 
to ride with them, but sent him home again to comfort their mother, praying her 
meekly of her blessing. And so this squire was benighted, and by misfortune he 
happened to come to a castle where dwelled a baron. And so when the squire 
was come into the castle, the lord asked him from whence he came, and whom 
he served. My lord, said the squire, I serve a good knight that is called Sir 
Aglovale: the squire said it to good intent, weening unto him to have been more 
forborne for Sir Aglovale's sake, than he had said he had served the queen, 
Aglovale's mother. Well, my fellow, said the lord of that castle, for Sir 
Aglovale's sake thou shalt have evil lodging, for Sir Aglovale slew my brother, 
and therefore thou shalt die on part of payment. And then that lord commanded 
his men to have him away and slay him; and so they did, and so pulled him out 
of the castle, and there they slew him without mercy. 

Right so on the morn came Sir Aglovale and Sir Percivale riding by a 
churchyard, where men and women were busy, and beheld the dead squire, and 
they thought to bury him. What is there, said Sir Aglovale, that ye behold so 
fast? A good man stert forth and said: Fair knight, here lieth a squire slain 
shamefully this night. How was he slain, fair fellow? said Sir Aglovale. My fair 
sir, said the man, the lord of this castle lodged this squire this night; and because 
he said he was servant unto a good knight that is with King Arthur, his name is 
Sir Aglovale, therefore the lord commanded to slay him, and for this cause is he 
slain. Gramercy, said Sir Aglovale, and ye shall see his death revenged lightly; 
for I am that same knight for whom this squire was slain. 

Then Sir Aglovale called unto him Sir Percivale, and bade him alight lightly; 
and so they alighted both, and betook their horses to their men, and so they yede 
on foot into the castle. And all so soon as they were within the castle gate Sir 
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Aglovale bade the porter: Go thou unto thy lord and tell him that I am Sir 
Aglovale for whom this squire was slain this night. Anon the porter told this to 
his lord, whose name was Goodewin. Anon he armed him, and then he came into 
the court and said: Which of you is Sir Aglovale? Here I am, said Aglovale: for 
what cause slewest thou this night my mother's squire? I slew him, said Sir 
Goodewin, because of thee, for thou slewest my brother, Sir Gawdelin. As for 
thy brother, said Sir Aglovale, I avow it I slew him, for he was a false knight and 
a betrayer of ladies and of good knights; and for the death of my squire thou 
shalt die. I defy thee, said Sir Goodewin. Then they lashed together as eagerly as 
it had been two lions, and Sir Percivale he fought with all the remnant that would 
fight. And within a while Sir Percivale had slain all that would withstand him; 
for Sir Percivale dealt so his strokes that were so rude that there durst no man 
abide him. And within a while Sir Aglovale had Sir Goodewin at the earth, and 
there he unlaced his helm, and struck off his head. And then they departed and 
took their horses; and then they let carry the dead squire unto a priory, and there 
they interred him. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Pervivale departed secretly from his brother, 
and how he loosed a knight bound with a chain, and of other doings. 

AND when this was done they rode into many countries, ever inquiring after 
Sir Launcelot, but never they could hear of him; and at the last they came to a 
castle that hight Cardican, and there Sir Percivale and Sir Aglovale were lodged 
together. And privily about midnight Sir Percivale came to Aglovale's squire and 
said: Arise and make thee ready, for ye and I will ride away secretly. Sir, said 
the squire, I would full fain ride with you where ye would have me, but an my 
lord, your brother, take me he will slay me. As for that care thou not, for I shall 
be thy warrant. 

And so Sir Percivale rode till it was after noon, and then he came upon a 
bridge of stone, and there he found a knight that was bound with a chain fast 
about the waist unto a pillar of stone. O fair knight, said that bound knight, I 
require thee loose me of my bonds. What knight are ye, said Sir Percivale, and 
for what cause are ye so bound? Sir, I shall tell you, said that knight: I am a 
knight of the Table Round, and my name is Sir Persides; and thus by adventure I 
came this way, and here I lodged in this castle at the bridge foot, and therein 
dwelleth an uncourteous lady; and because she proffered me to be her paramour, 
and I refused her, she set her men upon me suddenly or ever I might come to my 
weapon; and thus they bound me, and here I wot well I shall die but if some man 
of worship break my bands. Be ye of good cheer, said Sir Percivale, and because 
ye are a knight of the Round Table as well as I, I trust to God to break your 
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bands. And therewith Sir Percivale pulled out his sword and struck at the chain 
with such a might that he cut a-two the chain, and through Sir Persides' hauberk 
and hurt him a little. O Jesu, said Sir Persides, that was a mighty stroke as ever I 
felt one, for had not the chain been ye had slain me. 

And therewithal Sir Persides saw a knight coming out of a castle all that ever 
he might fling. Beware, sir, said Sir Persides, yonder cometh a man that will 
have ado with you. Let him come, said Sir Percivale. And so he met with that 
knight in midst of the bridge; and Sir Percivale gave him such a buffet that he 
smote him quite from his horse and over a part of the bridge, that, had not been a 
little vessel under the bridge, that knight had been drowned. And then Sir 
Percivale took the knight's horse and made Sir Persides to mount up him; and so 
they rode unto the castle, and bade the lady deliver Sir Persides' servants, or else 
he would slay all that ever he found; and so for fear she delivered them all. Then 
was Sir Percivale ware of a lady that stood in that tower. Ah, madam, said Sir 
Percivale, what use and custom is that in a lady to destroy good knights but if 
they will be your paramour? Forsooth this is a shameful custom of a lady, and if 
I had not a great matter in my hand I should fordo your evil customs. 

And so Sir Persides brought Sir Percivale unto his own castle, and there he 
made him great cheer all that night. And on the morn, when Sir Percivale had 
heard mass and broken his fast, he bade Sir Persides ride unto King Arthur: And 
tell the king how that ye met with me; and tell my brother, Sir Aglovale, how I 
rescued you; and bid him seek not after me, for I am in the quest to seek Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, and though he seek me he shall not find me; and tell him I 
will never see him, nor the court, till I have found Sir Launcelot. Also tell Sir 
Kay the Seneschal, and to Sir Mordred, that I trust to Jesu to be of as great 
worthiness as either of them, for tell them I shall never forget their mocks and 
scorns that they did to me that day that I was made knight; and tell them I will 
never see that court till men speak more worship of me than ever men did of any 
of them both. And so Sir Persides departed from Sir Percivale, and then he rode 
unto King Arthur, and told there of Sir Percivale. And when Sir Aglovale heard 
him speak of his brother Sir Percivale, he said: He departed from me unkindly. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Percivale met with Sir Ector, and how they 
fought long, and each had almost slain other. 

SIR, said Sir Persides, on my life he shall prove a noble knight as any now is 
living. And when he saw Sir Kay and Sir Mordred, Sir Persides said thus: My 
fair lords both, Sir Percivale greeteth you well both, and he sent you word by me 
that he trusteth to God or ever he come to the court again to be of as great 
noblesse as ever were ye both, and mo men to speak of his noblesse than ever 
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they did of you. It may well be, said Sir Kay and Sir Mordred, but at that time 
when he was made knight he was full unlike to prove a good knight. As for that, 
said King Arthur, he must needs prove a good knight, for his father and his 
brethren were noble knights 

And now will we turn unto Sir Percivale that rode long; and in a forest he 
met a knight with a broken shield and a broken helm; and as soon as either saw 
other readily they made them ready to joust, and so hurtled together with all the 
might of their horses, and met together so hard, that Sir Percivale was smitten to 
the earth. And then Sir Percivale arose lightly, and cast his shield on his shoulder 
and drew his sword, and bade the other knight Alight, and do we battle unto the 
uttermost. Will ye more? said that knight. And therewith he alighted, and put his 
horse from him; and then they came together an easy pace, and there they lashed 
together with noble swords, and sometime they struck and sometime they foined, 
and either gave other many great wounds. Thus they fought near half a day, and 
never rested but right little, and there was none of them both that had less 
wounds than fifteen, and they bled so much that it was marvel they stood on 
their feet. But this knight that fought with Sir Percivale was a proved knight and 
a wise-fighting knight, and Sir Percivale was young and strong, not knowing in 
fighting as the other was. 

Then Sir Percivale spoke first, and said: Sir knight, hold thy hand a while 
still, for we have fought for a simple matter and quarrel overlong, and therefore I 
require thee tell me thy name, for I was never or this time matched. So God me 
help, said that knight, and never or this time was there never knight that 
wounded me so sore as thou hast done, and yet have I fought in many battles; 
and now shalt thou wit that I am a knight of the Table Round, and my name is 
Sir Ector de Maris, brother unto the good knight, Sir Launcelot du Lake. Alas, 
said Sir Percivale, and my name is Sir Percivale de Galis that hath made my 
quest to seek Sir Launcelot, and now I am siker that I shall never finish my 
quest, for ye have slain me with your hands. It is not so, said Sir Ector, for I am 
slain by your hands, and may not live. Therefore I require you, said Sir Ector 
unto Sir Percivale, ride ye hereby to a priory, and bring me a priest that I may 
receive my Saviour, for I may not live. And when ye come to the court of King 
Arthur tell not my brother, Sir Launcelot, how that ye slew me, for then he 
would be your mortal enemy, but ye may say that I was slain in my quest as I 
sought him. Alas, said Sir Percivale, ye say that never will be, for I am so faint 
for bleeding that I may unnethe stand, how should I then take my horse? 


CHAPTER XIV. How by miracle they were both made whole by the 
coming of the holy vessel of Sangreal. 
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THEN they made both great dole out of measure. This will not avail, said Sir 
Percivale. And then he kneeled down and made his prayer devoutly unto 
Almighty Jesu, for he was one of the best knights of the world that at that time 
was, in whom the very faith stood most in. Right so there came by the holy 
vessel of the Sangreal with all manner of sweetness and savour; but they could 
not readily see who that bare that vessel, but Sir Percivale had a glimmering of 
the vessel and of the maiden that bare it, for he was a perfect clean maiden; and 
forthwithal they both were as whole of hide and limb as ever they were in their 
life-days: then they gave thankings to God with great mildness. O Jesu, said Sir 
Percivale, what may this mean, that we be thus healed, and right now we were at 
the point of dying? I wot full well, said Sir Ector, what it is; it is an holy vessel 
that is borne by a maiden, and therein is part of the holy blood of our Lord Jesu 
Christ, blessed mote he be. But it may not be seen, said Sir Ector, but if it be by 
a perfect man. So God me help, said Sir Percivale, I saw a damosel, as me 
thought, all in white, with a vessel in both her hands, and forthwithal I was 
whole. 

So then they took their horses and their harness, and amended their harness 
as well as they might that was broken; and so they mounted upon their horses, 
and rode talking together. And there Sir Ector de Maris told Sir Percivale how he 
had sought his brother, Sir Launcelot, long, and never could hear witting of him: 
In many strange adventures have I been in this quest. And so either told other of 
their adventures. 

Here endeth the eleventh book. And here followeth the twelfth book. 
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BOOK XII 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Launcelot in his madness took a sword and 
fought with a knight, and leapt in a bed. 

AND now leave we of a while of Sir Ector and of Sir Percivale, and speak 
we of Sir Launcelot that suffered and endured many sharp showers, that ever ran 
wild wood from place to place, and lived by fruit and such as he might get, and 
drank water two year; and other clothing had he but little but his shirt and his 
breech. Thus as Sir Launcelot wandered here and there he came in a fair 
meadow where he found a pavilion; and there by, upon a tree, there hung a white 
shield, and two swords hung thereby, and two spears leaned there by a tree. And 
when Sir Launcelot saw the swords, anon he leapt to the one sword, and took it 
in his hand, and drew it out. And then he lashed at the shield, that all the 
meadow rang of the dints, that he gave such a noise as ten knights had foughten 
together. 

Then came forth a dwarf, and leapt unto Sir Launcelot, and would have had 
the sword out of his hand. And then Sir Launcelot took him by the both 
shoulders and threw him to the ground upon his neck, that he had almost broken 
his neck; and therewithal the dwarf cried help. Then came forth a likely knight, 
and well apparelled in scarlet furred with minever. And anon as he saw Sir 
Launcelot he deemed that he should be out of his wit. And then he said with fair 
speech: Good man, lay down that sword, for as meseemeth thou hadst more need 
of sleep and of warm clothes than to wield that sword. As for that, said Sir 
Launcelot, come not too nigh, for an thou do, wit thou well I will slay thee. 

And when the knight of the pavilion saw that, he stert backward within the 
pavilion. And then the dwarf armed him lightly; and so the knight thought by 
force and might to take the sword from Sir Launcelot, and so he came stepping 
out; and when Sir Launcelot saw him come so all armed with his sword in his 
hand, then Sir Launcelot flew to him with such a might, and hit him upon the 
helm such a buffet, that the stroke troubled his brains, and therewith the sword 
brake in three. And the knight fell to the earth as he had been dead, the blood 
brasting out of his mouth, the nose, and the ears. And then Sir Launcelot ran into 
the pavilion, and rushed even into the warm bed; and there was a lady in that 
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bed, and she gat her smock, and ran out of the pavilion. And when she saw her 
lord lie at the ground like to be dead, then she cried and wept as she had been 
mad. Then with her noise the knight awaked out of his swoon, and looked up 
weakly with his eyes; and then he asked her, where was that mad man that had 
given him such a buffet: For such a buffet had I never of man's hand. Sir, said 
the dwarf, it is not worship to hurt him, for he is a man out of his wit; and doubt 
ye not he hath been a man of great worship, and for some heartly sorrow that he 
hath taken, he is fallen mad; and me beseemeth, said the dwarf, he resembleth 
much unto Sir Launcelot, for him I saw at the great tournament beside Lonazep. 
Jesu defend, said that knight, that ever that noble knight, Sir Launcelot, should 
be in such a plight; but whatsomever he be, said that knight, harm will I none do 
him: and this knight's name was Bliant. Then he said unto the dwarf: Go thou 
fast on horseback, unto my brother Sir Selivant, that is at the Castle Blank, and 
tell him of mine adventure, and bid him bring with him an horse litter, and then 
will we bear this knight unto my castle. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Lancelot was carried in an horse litter, and how 
Sir Launcelot rescued Sir Bliant, his host. 

SO the dwarf rode fast, and he came again and brought Sir Selivant with 
him, and six men with an horse litter; and so they took up the feather bed with 
Sir Launcelot, and so carried all away with them unto the Castle Blank, and he 
never awaked till he was within the castle. And then they bound his hands and 
his feet, and gave him good meats and good drinks, and brought him again to his 
strength and his fairness; but in his wit they could not bring him again, nor to 
know himself. Thus was Sir Launcelot there more than a year and a half, 
honestly arrayed and fair faren withal. 

Then upon a day this lord of that castle, Sir Bliant, took his arms, on 
horseback, with a spear, to seek adventures. And as he rode in a forest there met 
with him two knights adventurous, the one was Breuse Saunce PitA©, and his 
brother, Sir Bertelot; and these two ran both at once upon Sir Bliant, and brake 
their spears upon his body. And then they drew out swords and made great 
battle, and fought long together. But at the last Sir Bliant was sore wounded, and 
felt himself faint; and then he fled on horseback toward his castle. And as they 
came hurling under the castle whereas Sir Launcelot lay in a window, [he] saw 
how two knights laid upon Sir Bliant with their swords. And when Sir Launcelot 
saw that, yet as wood as he was he was sorry for his lord, Sir Bliant. And then 
Sir Launcelot brake the chains from his legs and off his arms, and in the 
breaking he hurt his hands sore; and so Sir Launcelot ran out at a postern, and 
there he met with the two knights that chased Sir Bliant; and there he pulled 
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down Sir Bertelot with his bare hands from his horse, and therewithal he wrothe 
his sword out of his hand; and so he leapt unto Sir Breuse, and gave him such a 
buffet upon the head that he tumbled backward over his horse's croup. And when 
Sir Bertelot saw there his brother have such a fall, he gat a spear in his hand, and 
would have run Sir Launcelot through: that saw Sir Bliant, and struck off the 
hand of Sir Bertelot. And then Sir Breuse and Sir Bertelot gat their horses and 
fled away. 

When Sir Selivant came and saw what Sir Launcelot had done for his 
brother, then he thanked God, and so did his brother, that ever they did him any 
good. But when Sir Bliant saw that Sir Launcelot was hurt with the breaking of 
his irons, then was he heavy that ever he bound him. Bind him no more, said Sir 
Selivant, for he is happy and gracious. Then they made great joy of Sir 
Launcelot, and they bound him no more; and so he abode there an half year and 
more. And on the morn early Sir Launcelot was ware where came a great boar 
with many hounds nigh him. But the boar was so big there might no hounds tear 
him; and the hunters came after, blowing their horns, both upon horseback and 
some upon foot; and then Sir Launcelot was ware where one alighted and tied 
his horse to a tree, and leaned his spear against the tree. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Launcelot fought against a boar and slew him, 
and how he was hurt, and brought unto an hermitage. 

SO came Sir Launcelot and found the horse bounden till a tree, and a spear 
leaning against a tree, and a sword tied to the saddle bow; and then Sir Launcelot 
leapt into the saddle and gat that spear in his hand, and then he rode after the 
boar; and then Sir Launcelot was ware where the boar set his arse to a tree fast 
by an hermitage. Then Sir Launcelot ran at the boar with his spear, and therewith 
the boar turned him nimbly, and rove out the lungs and the heart of the horse, so 
that Launcelot fell to the earth; and, or ever Sir Launcelot might get from the 
horse, the boar rove him on the brawn of the thigh up to the hough bone. And 
then Sir Launcelot was wroth, and up he gat upon his feet, and drew his sword, 
and he smote off the boar's head at one stroke. And therewithal came out the 
hermit, and saw him have such a wound. Then the hermit came to Sir Launcelot 
and bemoaned him, and would have had him home unto his hermitage; but when 
Sir Launcelot heard him speak, he was so wroth with his wound that he ran upon 
the hermit to have slain him, and the hermit ran away. And when Sir Launcelot 
might not overget him, he threw his sword after him, for Sir Launcelot might go 
no further for bleeding; then the hermit turned again, and asked Sir Launcelot 
how he was hurt. Fellow, said Sir Launcelot, this boar hath bitten me sore. Then 
come with me, said the hermit, and I shall heal you. Go thy way, said Sir 
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Launcelot, and deal not with me. 

Then the hermit ran his way, and there he met with a good knight with many 
men. Sir, said the hermit, here is fast by my place the goodliest man that ever I 
saw, and he is sore wounded with a boar, and yet he hath slain the boar. But well 
I wot, said the hermit, and he be not holpen, that goodly man shall die of that 
wound, and that were great pity. Then that knight at the desire of the hermit gat a 
cart, and in that cart that knight put the boar and Sir Launcelot, for Sir Launcelot 
was so feeble that they might right easily deal with him; and so Sir Launcelot 
was brought unto the hermitage, and there the hermit healed him of his wound. 
But the hermit might not find Sir Launcelot's sustenance, and so he impaired and 
waxed feeble, both of his body and of his wit: for the default of his sustenance 
he waxed more wooder than he was aforehand. 

And then upon a day Sir Launcelot ran his way into the forest; and by 
adventure he came to the city of Corbin, where Dame Elaine was, that bare 
Galahad, Sir Launcelot's son. And so when he was entered into the town he ran 
through the town to the castle; and then all the young men of that city ran after 
Sir Launcelot, and there they threw turves at him, and gave him many sad 
strokes. And ever as Sir Launcelot might overreach any of them, he threw them 
so that they would never come in his hands no more; for of some he brake the 
legs and the arms, and so fled into the castle; and then came out knights and 
squires and rescued Sir Launcelot. And when they beheld him and looked upon 
his person, they thought they saw never so goodly a man. And when they saw so 
many wounds upon him, all they deemed that he had been a man of worship. 
And then they ordained him clothes to his body, and straw underneath him, and a 
little house. And then every day they would throw him meat, and set him drink, 
but there was but few would bring him meat to his hands. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Launcelot was known by Dame Elaine, and was 

borne into a chamber and after healed by the Sangreal. 

SO it befell that King Pelles had a nephew, his name was Castor; and so he 
desired of the king to be made knight, and so at the request of this Castor the 
king made him knight at the feast of Candlemas. And when Sir Castor was made 
knight, that same day he gave many gowns. And then Sir Castor sent for the fool 
—that was Sir Launcelot. And when he was come afore Sir Castor, he gave Sir 
Launcelot a robe of scarlet and all that longed unto him. And when Sir Launcelot 
was so arrayed like a knight, he was the seemliest man in all the court, and none 
so well made. So when he saw his time he went into the garden, and there Sir 
Launcelot laid him down by a well and slept. And so at-after noon Dame Elaine 
and her maidens came into the garden to play them; and as they roamed up and 
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down one of Dame Elaine's maidens espied where lay a goodly man by the well 
sleeping, and anon showed him to Dame Elaine. Peace, said Dame Elaine, and 
say no word: and then she brought Dame Elaine where he lay. And when that 
she beheld him, anon she fell in remembrance of him, and knew him verily for 
Sir Launcelot; and therewithal she fell a-weeping so heartily that she sank even 
to the earth; and when she had thus wept a great while, then she arose and called 
her maidens and said she was sick. 

And so she yede out of the garden, and she went straight to her father, and 
there she took him apart by herself; and then she said: O father, now have I need 
of your help, and but if that ye help me farewell my good days for ever. What is 
that, daughter? said King Pelles. Sir, she said, thus is it: in your garden I went for 
to sport, and there, by the well, I found Sir Launcelot du Lake sleeping. I may 
not believe that, said King Pelles. Sir, she said, truly he is there, and meseemeth 
he should be distract out of his wit. Then hold you still, said the king, and let me 
deal. Then the king called to him such as he most trusted, a four persons, and 
Dame Elaine, his daughter. And when they came to the well and beheld Sir 
Launcelot, anon Dame Brisen knew him. Sir, said Dame Brisen, we must be 
wise how we deal with him, for this knight is out of his mind, and if we awake 
him rudely what he will do we all know not; but ye shall abide, and I shall throw 
such an enchantment upon him that he shall not awake within the space of an 
hour; and so she did. 

Then within a little while after, the king commanded that all people should 
avoid, that none should be in that way thereas the king would come. And so 
when this was done, these four men and these ladies laid hand on Sir Launcelot, 
and so they bare him into a tower, and so into a chamber where was the holy 
vessel of the Sangreal, and by force Sir Launcelot was laid by that holy vessel; 
and there came an holy man and unhilled that vessel, and so by miracle and by 
virtue of that holy vessel Sir Launcelot was healed and recovered. And when that 
he was awaked he groaned and sighed, and complained greatly that he was 
passing sore. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Launcelot, after that he was whole and had his 
mind, he was ashamed, and how that Elaine desired a castle for him. 
AND when Sir Launcelot saw King Pelles and Elaine, he waxed ashamed 

and said thus: O Lord Jesu, how came I here? for God's sake, my lord, let me wit 
how I came here. Sir, said Dame Elaine, into this country ye came like a 
madman, clean out of your wit, and here have ye been kept as a fool; and no 
creature here knew what ye were, until by fortune a maiden of mine brought me 
unto you whereas ye lay sleeping by a well, and anon as I verily beheld you I 
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knew you. And then I told my father, and so were ye brought afore this holy 
vessel, and by the virtue of it thus were ye healed. O Jesu, mercy, said Sir 
Launcelot; if this be sooth, how many there be that know of my woodness! So 
God me help, said Elaine, no more but my father, and I, and Dame Brisen. Now 
for Christ's love, said Sir Launcelot, keep it in counsel, and let no man know it in 
the world, for I am sore ashamed that I have been thus miscarried; for I am 
banished out of the country of Logris for ever, that is for to say the country of 
England. 

And so Sir Launcelot lay more than a fortnight or ever that he might stir for 
soreness. And then upon a day he said unto Dame Elaine these words: Lady 
Elaine, for your sake I have had much travail, care, and anguish, it needeth not to 
rehearse it, ye know how. Notwithstanding I know well I have done foul to you 
when that I drew my sword to you, to have slain you, upon the morn when I had 
lain with you. And all was the cause, that ye and Dame Brisen made me for to lie 
by you maugre mine head; and as ye say, that night Galahad your son was 
begotten. That is truth, said Dame Elaine. Now will ye for my love, said Sir 
Launcelot, go unto your father and get me a place of him wherein I may dwell? 
for in the court of King Arthur may I never come. Sir, said Dame Elaine, I will 
live and die with you, and only for your sake; and if my life might not avail you 
and my death might avail you, wit you well I would die for your sake. And I will 
go to my father and I am sure there is nothing that I can desire of him but I shall 
have it. And where ye be, my lord Sir Launcelot, doubt ye not but I will be with 
you with all the service that I may do. So forthwithal she went to her father and 
said, Sir, my lord, Sir Launcelot, desireth to be here by you in some castle of 
yours. Well daughter, said the king, sith it is his desire to abide in these marches 
he shall be in the Castle of Bliant, and there shall ye be with him, and twenty of 
the fairest ladies that be in the country, and they shall all be of the great blood, 
and ye shall have ten knights with you; for, daughter, I will that ye wit we all be 
honoured by the blood of Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot came into the joyous Isle, and there 
he named himself Le Chevaler Mal Fet. 

THEN went Dame Elaine unto Sir Launcelot, and told him all how her father 
had devised for him and her. Then came the knight Sir Castor, that was nephew 
unto Kong Pelles, unto Sir Launcelot, and asked him what was his name. Sir, 
said Sir Launcelot, my name is Le Chevaler Mal Fet, that is to say the knight that 
hath trespassed. Sir, said Sir Castor, it may well be so, but ever meseemeth your 
name should be Sir Launcelot du Lake, for or now I have seen you. Sir, said 
Launcelot, ye are not as a gentle knight: I put case my name were Sir Launcelot, 
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and that it list me not to discover my name, what should it grieve you here to 
keep my counsel, and ye be not hurt thereby? but wit thou well an ever it lie in 
my power I shall grieve you, and that I promise you truly. Then Sir Castor 
kneeled down and besought Sir Launcelot of mercy: For I shall never utter what 
ye be, while that ye be in these parts. Then Sir Launcelot pardoned him. 

And then, after this, King Pelles with ten knights, and Dame Elaine, and 
twenty ladies, rode unto the Castle of Bliant that stood in an island beclosed in 
iron, with a fair water deep and large. And when they were there Sir Launcelot 
let call it the Joyous Isle; and there was he called none otherwise but Le 
Chevaler Mal Fet, the knight that hath trespassed. Then Sir Launcelot let make 
him a shield all of sable, and a queen crowned in the midst, all of silver, and a 
knight clean armed kneeling afore her. And every day once, for any mirths that 
all the ladies might make him, he would once every day look toward the realm of 
Logris, where King Arthur and Queen Guenever was. And then would he fall 
upon a weeping as his heart should to-brast. 

So it fell that time Sir Launcelot heard of a jousting fast by his castle, within 
three leagues. Then he called unto him a dwarf, and he bade him go unto that 
jousting. And or ever the knights depart, look thou make there a cry, in hearing 
of all the knights, that there is one knight in the Joyous Isle, that is the Castle of 
Bliant, and say his name is Le Chevaler Mal Fet, that will joust against knights 
that will come. And who that putteth that knight to the worse shall have a fair 
maid and a gerfalcon. 


CHAPTER VII. Of a great tourneying in the Joyous Isle, and how Sir 
Pervivale and Sir Ector came thither, and Sir Percivale fought with him. 

SO when this cry was made, unto Joyous Isle drew knights to the number of 
five hundred; and wit ye well there was never seen in Arthur's days one knight 
that did so much deeds of arms as Sir Launcelot did three days together; for as 
the book maketh truly mention, he had the better of all the five hundred knights, 
and there was not one slain of them. And after that Sir Launcelot made them all 
a great feast. 

And in the meanwhile came Sir Percivale de Galis and Sir Ector de Maris 
under that castle that was called the Joyous Isle. And as they beheld that gay 
castle they would have gone to that castle, but they might not for the broad 
water, and bridge could they find none. Then they saw on the other side a lady 
with a sperhawk on her hand, and Sir Percivale called unto her, and asked that 
lady who was in that castle. Fair knights, she said, here within this castle is the 
fairest lady in this land, and her name is Elaine. Also we have in this castle the 
fairest knight and the mightiest man that is I dare say living, and he called 
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himself Le Chevaler Mal Fet. How came he into these marches? said Sir 
Percivale. Truly, said the damosel, he came into this country like a mad man, 
with dogs and boys chasing him through the city of Corbin, and by the holy 
vessel of the Sangreal he was brought into his wit again; but he will not do battle 
with no knight, but by underne or by noon. And if ye list to come into the castle, 
said the lady, ye must ride unto the further side of the castle and there shall ye 
find a vessel that will bear you and your horse. Then they departed, and came 
unto the vessel. And then Sir Percivale alighted, and said to Sir Ector de Maris: 
Ye shall abide me here until that I wit what manner a knight he is; for it were 
shame unto us, inasmuch as he is but one knight, an we should both do battle 
with him. Do ye as ye list, said Sir Ector, and here I shall abide you until that I 
hear of you 

Then passed Sir Percivale the water, and when he came to the castle gate he 
bade the porter: Go thou to the good knight within the castle, and tell him here is 
come an errant knight to joust with him. Sir, said the porter, ride ye within the 
castle, and there is a common place for jousting, that lords and ladies may 
behold you. So anon as Sir Launcelot had warning he was soon ready; and there 
Sir Percivale and Sir Launcelot encountered with such a might, and their spears 
were so rude, that both the horses and the knights fell to the earth. Then they 
avoided their horses, and flang out noble swords, and hewed away cantels of 
their shields, and hurtled together with their shields like two boars, and either 
wounded other passing sore. At the last Sir Percivale spake first when they had 
foughten there more than two hours. Fair knight, said Sir Percivale, I require 
thee tell me thy name, for I met never with such a knight. Sir, said Sir Launcelot, 
my name is Le Chevaler Mal Fet. Now tell me your name, said Sir Launcelot, I 
require you, gentle knight. Truly, said Sir Percivale, my name is Sir Percivale de 
Galis, that was brother unto the good knight, Sir Lamorak de Galis, and King 
Pellinore was our father, and Sir Aglovale is my brother. Alas, said Sir 
Launcelot, what have I done to fight with you that art a knight of the Round 
Table, that sometime was your fellow? 


CHAPTER VIII. How each of them knew other, and of their great 
courtesy, and how his brother Sir Ector came unto him, and of their joy. 
AND therewithal Sir Launcelot kneeled down upon his knees, and threw 
away his shield and his sword from him. When Sir Percivale saw him do so he 
marvelled what he meant. And then thus he said: Sir knight, whatsomever thou 
be, I require thee upon the high order of knighthood, tell me thy true name. Then 
he said: So God me help, my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake, King Ban's son of 
Benoy. Alas, said Sir Percivale, what have I done? I was sent by the queen for to 
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seek you, and so I have sought you nigh this two year, and yonder is Sir Ector de 
Maris, your brother abideth me on the other side of the yonder water. Now for 
God's sake, said Sir Percivale, forgive me mine offences that I have here done. It 
is soon forgiven, said Sir Launcelot. 

Then Sir Percivale sent for Sir Ector de Maris, and when Sir Launcelot had a 
sight of him, he ran unto him and took him in his arms; and then Sir Ector 
kneeled down, and either wept upon other, that all had pity to behold them. Then 
came Dame Elaine and she there made them great cheer as might lie in her 
power; and there she told Sir Ector and Sir Percivale how and in what manner 
Sir Launcelot came into that country, and how he was healed; and there it was 
known how long Sir Launcelot was with Sir Bliant and with Sir Selivant, and 
how he first met with them, and how he departed from them because of a boar; 
and how the hermit healed Sir Launcelot of his great wound, and how that he 
came to Corbin. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Bors and Sir Lionel came to King Brandegore, 
and how Sir Bors took his son Helin le Blank, and of Sir Launcelot. 

NOW leave we Sir Launcelot in the Joyous Isle with the Lady Dame Elaine, 
and Sir Percivale and Sir Ector playing with them, and turn we to Sir Bors de 
Ganis and Sir Lionel, that had sought Sir Launcelot nigh by the space of two 
year, and never could they hear of him. And as they thus rode, by adventure they 
came to the house of Brandegore, and there Sir Bors was well known, for he had 
gotten a child upon the king's daughter fifteen year to-fore, and his name was 
Helin le Blank. And when Sir Bors saw that child it liked him passing well. And 
so those knights had good cheer of the King Brandegore. And on the morn Sir 
Bors came afore King Brandegore and said: Here is my son Helin le Blank, that 
as it is said he is my son; and sith it is so, I will that ye wit that I will have him 
with me unto the court of King Arthur. Sir, said the king, ye may well take him 
with you, but he is over tender of age. As for that, said Sir Bors, I will have him 
with me, and bring him to the house of most worship of the world. So when Sir 
Bors should depart there was made great sorrow for the departing of Helin le 
Blank, and great weeping was there made. But Sir Bors and Sir Lionel departed, 
and within a while they came to Camelot, where was King Arthur. And when 
King Arthur understood that Helin le Blank was Sir Bors' son, and nephew unto 
King Brandegore, then King Arthur let him make knight of the Round Table; 
and so he proved a good knight and an adventurous. 

Now will we turn to our matter of Sir Launcelot. It befell upon a day Sir 
Ector and Sir Percivale came to Sir Launcelot and asked him what he would do, 
and whether he would go with them unto King Arthur or not. Nay, said Sir 
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Launcelot, that may not be by no mean, for I was so entreated at the court that I 
cast me never to come there more. Sir, said Sir Ector, I am your brother, and ye 
are the man in the world that I love most; and if I understood that it were your 
disworship, ye may understand I would never counsel you thereto; but King 
Arthur and all his knights, and in especial Queen Guenever, made such dole and 
sorrow that it was marvel to hear and see. And ye must remember the great 
worship and renown that ye be of, how that ye have been more spoken of than 
any other knight that is now living; for there is none that beareth the name now 
but ye and Sir Tristram. Therefore brother, said Sir Ector, make you ready to 
ride to the court with us, and I dare say there was never knight better welcome to 
the court than ye; and I wot well and can make it good, said Sir Ector, it hath 
cost my lady, the queen, twenty thousand pound the seeking of you. Well 
brother, said Sir Launcelot, I will do after your counsel, and ride with you. 

So then they took their horses and made them ready, and took their leave at 
King Pelles and at Dame Elaine. And when Sir Launcelot should depart Dame 
Elaine made great sorrow. My lord, Sir Launcelot, said Dame Elaine, at this 
same feast of Pentecost shall your son and mine, Galahad, be made knight, for 
he is fully now fifteen winter old. Do as ye list, said Sir Launcelot; God give him 
grace to prove a good knight. As for that, said Dame Elaine, I doubt not he shall 
prove the best man of his kin except one. Then shall he be a man good enough, 
said Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Launcelot with Sir Percivale and Sir Ector came 

to the court, and of the great joy of him. 

THEN they departed, and within five days' journey they came to Camelot, 
that is called in English, Winchester. And when Sir Launcelot was come among 
them, the king and all the knights made great joy of him. And there Sir Percivale 
de Galis and Sir Ector de Maris began and told the whole adventures: that Sir 
Launcelot had been out of his mind the time of his absence, and how he called 
himself Le Chevaler Mal Fet, the knight that had trespassed; and in three days 
Sir Launcelot smote down five hundred knights. And ever as Sir Ector and Sir 
Percivale told these tales of Sir Launcelot, Queen Guenever wept as she should 
have died. Then the queen made great cheer. O Jesu, said King Arthur, I marvel 
for what cause ye, Sir Launcelot, went out of your mind. I and many others deem 
it was for the love of fair Elaine, the daughter of King Pelles, by whom ye are 
noised that ye have gotten a child, and his name is Galahad, and men say he shall 
do marvels. My lord, said Sir Launcelot, if I did any folly I have that I sought. 
And therewithal the king spake no more. But all Sir Launcelot's kin knew for 
whom he went out of his mind. And then there were great feasts made and great 
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joy; and many great lords and ladies, when they heard that Sir Launcelot was 
come to the court again, they made great joy. 


CHAPTER XI. How La Beale Isoud counselled Sir Tristram to go unto 
the court, to the great feast of Pentecost. 

NOW will we leave off this matter, and speak we of Sir Tristram, and of Sir 
Palomides that was the Saracen unchristened. When Sir Tristram was come 
home unto Joyous Gard from his adventures, all this while that Sir Launcelot 
was thus missed, two year and more, Sir Tristram bare the renown through all 
the realm of Logris, and many strange adventures befell him, and full well and 
manly and worshipfully he brought them to an end. So when he was come home 
La Beale Isoud told him of the great feast that should be at Pentecost next 
following, and there she told him how Sir Launcelot had been missed two year, 
and all that while he had been out of his mind, and how he was holpen by the 
holy vessel, the Sangreal. Alas, said Sir Tristram, that caused some debate 
betwixt him and Queen Guenever. Sir, said Dame Isoud, I know it all, for Queen 
Guenever sent me a letter in the which she wrote me all how it was, for to 
require you to seek him. And now, blessed be God, said La Beale Isoud, he is 
whole and sound and come again to the court. 

Thereof am I glad, said Sir Tristram, and now shall ye and I make us ready, 
for both ye and I will be at the feast. Sir, said Isoud, an it please you I will not be 
there, for through me ye be marked of many good knights, and that caused you 
to have much more labour for my sake than needeth you. Then will I not be 
there, said Sir Tristram, but if ye be there. God defend, said La Beale Isoud, for 
then shall I be spoken of shame among all queens and ladies of estate; for ye that 
are called one of the noblest knights of the world, and ye a knight of the Round 
Table, how may ye be missed at that feast? What shall be said among all 
knights? See how Sir Tristram hunteth, and hawketh, and cowereth within a 
castle with his lady, and forsaketh your worship. Alas, shall some say, it is pity 
that ever he was made knight, or that ever he should have the love of a lady. 
Also what shall queens and ladies say of me? It is pity that I have my life, that I 
will hold so noble a knight as ye are from his worship. So God me help, said Sir 
Tristram unto La Beale Isoud, it is passing well said of you and nobly 
counselled; and now I well understand that ye love me; and like as ye have 
counselled me I will do a part thereafter. But there shall no man nor child ride 
with me, but myself. And so will I ride on Tuesday next coming, and no more 
harness of war but my spear and my sword. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Tristram departed unarmed and met with Sir 
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Palomides, and how they smote each other, and how Sir Palomides forbare 
him. 

AND so when the day came Sir Tristram took his leave at La Beale Isoud, 
and she sent with him four knights, and within half a mile he sent them again: 
and within a mile after Sir Tristram saw afore him where Sir Palomides had 
stricken down a knight, and almost wounded him to the death. Then Sir Tristram 
repented him that he was not armed, and then he hoved still. With that Sir 
Palomides knew Sir Tristram, and cried on high: Sir Tristram, now be we met, 
for or we depart we will redress our old sores. As for that, said Sir Tristram, 
there was yet never Christian man might make his boast that ever I fled from 
him; and wit ye well, Sir Palomides, thou that art a Saracen shall never make thy 
boast that Sir Tristram de Liones shall flee from thee. And therewith Sir Tristram 
made his horse to run, and with all his might he came straight upon Sir 
Palomides, and brast his spear upon him an hundred pieces. And forthwithal Sir 
Tristram drew his sword. And then he turned his horse and struck at Palomides 
six great strokes upon his helm; and then Sir Palomides stood still, and beheld 
Sir Tristram, and marvelled of his woodness, and of his folly. And then Sir 
Palomides said to himself: An Sir Tristram were armed, it were hard to cease 
him of this battle, and if I turn again and slay him I am ashamed wheresomever 
that I go. 

Then Sir Tristram spake and said: Thou coward knight, what castest thou to 
do; why wilt thou not do battle with me? for have thou no doubt I shall endure 
all thy malice. Ah, Sir Tristram, said Palomides, full well thou wottest I may not 
fight with thee for shame, for thou art here naked and I am armed, and if I slay 
thee, dishonour shall be mine. And well thou wottest, said Sir Palomides to Sir 
Tristram, I know thy strength and thy hardiness to endure against a good knight. 
That is truth, said Sir Tristram, I understand thy valiantness well. Ye say well, 
said Sir Palomides; now, I require you, tell me a question that I shall say to you. 
Tell me what it is, said Sir Tristram, and I shall answer you the truth, as God me 
help. I put case, said Sir Palomides, that ye were armed at all rights as well as I 
am, and I naked as ye be, what would you do to me now, by your true 
knighthood? Ah, said Sir Tristram, now I understand thee well, Sir Palomides, 
for now must I say mine own judgment, and as God me bless, that I shall say 
shall not be said for no fear that I have of thee. But this is all: wit Sir Palomides, 
as at this time thou shouldest depart from me, for I would not have ado with 
thee. No more will I, said Palomides, and therefore ride forth on thy way. As for 
that I may choose, said Sir Tristram, either to ride or to abide. But Sir Palomides, 
said Sir Tristram, I marvel of one thing, that thou that art so good a knight, that 
thou wilt not be christened, and thy brother, Sir Safere, hath been christened 
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many a day. 


CHAPTER XIII. How that Sir Tristram gat him harness of a knight 
which was hurt, and how he overthrew Sir Palomides. 

AS for that, said Sir Palomides, I may not yet be christened for one avow 
that I have made many years agone; howbeit in my heart I believe in Jesu Christ 
and his mild mother Mary; but I have but one battle to do, and when that is done 
I will be baptised with a good will. By my head, said Tristram, as for one battle 
thou shalt not seek it no longer. For God defend, said Sir Tristram, that through 
my default thou shouldst longer live thus a Saracen, for yonder is a knight that 
ye, Sir Palomides, have hurt and smitten down. Now help me that I were armed 
in his armour, and I shall soon fulfil thine avows. As ye will, said Palomides, so 
it shall be. 

So they rode both unto that knight that sat upon a bank, and then Sir Tristram 
saluted him, and he weakly saluted him again. Sir knight, said Sir Tristram, I 
require you tell me your right name. Sir, he said, my name is Sir Galleron of 
Galway, and knight of the Table Round. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, I am 
right heavy of your hurts; but this is all, I must pray you to lend me all your 
whole armour, for ye see I am unarmed, and I must do battle with this knight. 
Sir, said the hurt knight, ye shall have it with a good will; but ye must beware, 
for I warn you that knight is wight. Sir, said Galleron, I pray you tell me your 
name, and what is that knight's name that hath beaten me. Sir, as for my name it 
is Sir Tristram de Liones, and as for the knight's name that hath hurt you is Sir 
Palomides, brother to the good knight Sir Safere, and yet is Sir Palomides 
unchristened. Alas, said Sir Galleron, that is pity that so good a knight and so 
noble a man of arms should be unchristened. So God me help, said Sir Tristram, 
either he shall slay me or I him but that he shall be christened or ever we depart 
in-sunder. My lord Sir Tristram, said Sir Galleron, your renown and worship is 
well known through many realms, and God save you this day from shenship and 
shame. 

Then Sir Tristram unarmed Galleron, the which was a noble knight, and had 
done many deeds of arms, and he was a large knight of flesh and bone. And 
when he was unarmed he stood upon his feet, for he was bruised in the back with 
a spear; yet so as Sir Galleron might, he armed Sir Tristram. And then Sir 
Tristram mounted upon his own horse, and in his hand he gat Sir Galleron's 
spear; and therewithal Sir Palomides was ready. And so they came hurtling 
together, and either smote other in midst of their shields; and therewithal Sir 
Palomides' spear brake, and Sir Tristram smote down the horse; and Sir 
Palomides, as soon as he might, avoided his horse, and dressed his shield, and 
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pulled out his sword. That saw Sir Tristram, and therewithal he alighted and tied 
his horse till a tree. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Tristram and Sir Palomides fought long 
together, and after accorded, and how Sir Tristram made him to be 
christened. 

AND then they came together as two wild boars, lashing together, tracing 
and traversing as noble men that oft had been well proved in battle; but ever Sir 
Palomides dread the might of Sir Tristram, and therefore he suffered him to 
breathe him. Thus they fought more than two hours, but often Sir Tristram smote 
such strokes at Sir Palomides that he made him to kneel; and Sir Palomides 
brake and cut away many pieces of Sir Tristram's shield; and then Sir Palomides 
wounded Sir Tristram, for he was a well fighting man. Then Sir Tristram was 
wood wroth out of measure, and rushed upon Sir Palomides with such a might 
that Sir Palomides fell grovelling to the earth; and therewithal he leapt up lightly 
upon his feet, and then Sir Tristram wounded Palomides sore through the 
shoulder. And ever Sir Tristram fought still in like hard, and Sir Palomides failed 
not, but gave him many sad strokes. And at the last Sir Tristram doubled his 
strokes, and by fortune Sir Tristram smote Sir Palomides sword out of his hand, 
and if Sir Palomides had stooped for his sword he had been slain. 

Then Palomides stood still and beheld his sword with a sorrowful heart. How 
now, said Sir Tristram unto Palomides, now have I thee at advantage as thou 
haddest me this day; but it shall never be said in no court, nor among good 
knights, that Sir Tristram shall slay any knight that is weaponless; and therefore 
take thou thy sword, and let us make an end of this battle. As for to do this 
battle, said Palomides, I dare right well end it, but I have no great lust to fight no 
more. And for this cause, said Palomides: mine offence to you is not so great but 
that we may be friends. All that I have offended is and was for the love of La 
Beale Isoud. And as for her, I dare say she is peerless above all other ladies, and 
also I proffered her never no dishonour; and by her I have gotten the most part of 
my worship. And sithen I offended never as to her own person, and as for the 
offence that I have done, it was against your own person, and for that offence ye 
have given me this day many sad strokes, and some I have given you again; and 
now I dare say I felt never man of your might, nor so well breathed, but if it were 
Sir Launcelot du Lake; wherefore I require you, my lord, forgive me all that I 
have offended unto you; and this same day have me to the next church, and first 
let me be clean confessed, and after see you now that I be truly baptised. And 
then will we all ride together unto the court of Arthur, that we be there at the 
high feast. Now take your horse, said Sir Tristram, and as ye say so it shall be, 
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and all thine evil will God forgive it you, and I do. And here within this mile is 
the Suffragan of Carlisle that shall give you the sacrament of baptism. 

Then they took their horses and Sir Galleron rode with them. And when they 
came to the Suffragan Sir Tristram told him their desire. Then the Suffragan let 
fill a great vessel with water, and when he had hallowed it he then confessed 
clean Sir Palomides, and Sir Tristram and Sir Galleron were his godfathers. And 
then soon after they departed, riding toward Camelot, where King Arthur and 
Queen Guenever was, and for the most part all the knights of the Round Table. 
And so the king and all the court were glad that Sir Palomides was christened. 
And at the same feast in came Galahad and sat in the Siege Perilous. And so 
therewithal departed and dissevered all the knights of the Round Table. And Sir 
Tristram returned again unto Joyous Gard, and Sir Palomides followed the 
Questing Beast. 

Here endeth the second book of Sir Tristram that was drawn out of French 
into English. But here is no rehersal of the third book. And here followeth the 
noble tale of the Sangreal, that called is the Holy Vessel; and the signification of 
the blessed blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, blessed mote it be, the which was 
brought into this land by Joseph Aramathie. Therefore on all sinful souls blessed 
Lord have thou mercy. 

Explicit liber xii. Et incipit Decimustercius. 
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BOOK XIII 


CHAPTER I. How at the vigil of the Feast of Pentecost entered into the 
hall before King Arthur a damosel, and desired Sir Launcelot for to come 
and 

dub a knight, and how he went with her. 

AT the vigil of Pentecost, when all the fellowship of the Round Table were 
come unto Camelot and there heard their service, and the tables were set ready to 
the meat, right so entered into the hall a full fair gentlewoman on horseback, that 
had ridden full fast, for her horse was all besweated. Then she there alighted, and 
came before the king and saluted him; and he said: Damosel, God thee bless. Sir, 
said she, for God's sake say me where Sir Launcelot is. Yonder ye may see him, 
said the king. Then she went unto Launcelot and said: Sir Launcelot, I salute you 
on King Pelles' behalf, and I require you come on with me hereby into a forest. 
Then Sir Launcelot asked her with whom she dwelled. I dwell, said she, with 
King Pelles. What will ye with me? said Launcelot. Ye shall know, said she, 
when ye come thither. Well, said he, I will gladly go with you. So Sir Launcelot 
bade his squire saddle his horse and bring his arms; and in all haste he did his 
commandment. 

Then came the queen unto Launcelot, and said: Will ye leave us at this high 
feast? Madam, said the gentlewoman, wit ye well he shall be with you to-morn 
by dinner time. If I wist, said the queen, that he should not be with us here to- 
mom he should not go with you by my good will. Right so departed Sir 
Launcelot with the gentlewoman, and rode until that he came into a forest and 
into a great valley, where they saw an abbey of nuns; and there was a squire 
ready and opened the gates, and so they entered and descended off their horses; 
and there came a fair fellowship about Sir Launcelot, and welcomed him, and 
were passing glad of his coming. And then they led him unto the Abbess's 
chamber and unarmed him; and right so he was ware upon a bed lying two of his 
cousins, Sir Bors and Sir Lionel, and then he waked them; and when they saw 
him they made great joy. Sir, said Sir Bors unto Sir Launcelot, what adventure 
hath brought you hither, for we weened to-morn to have found you at Camelot? 
As God me help, said Sir Launcelot, a gentlewoman brought me hither, but I 
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know not the cause. 

In the meanwhile that they thus stood talking together, therein came twelve 
nuns that brought with them Galahad, the which was passing fair and well made, 
that unnethe in the world men might not find his match: and all those ladies 
wept. Sir, said they all, we bring you here this child the which we have 
nourished, and we pray you to make him a knight, for of a more worthier man's 
hand may he not receive the order of knighthood. Sir Launcelot beheld the 
young squire and saw him seemly and demure as a dove, with all manner of 
good features, that he weened of his age never to have seen so fair a man of 
form. Then said Sir Launcelot: Cometh this desire of himself? He and all they 
said yea. Then shall he, said Sir Launcelot, receive the high order of knighthood 
as to-morn at the reverence of the high feast. That night Sir Launcelot had 
passing good cheer; and on the morn at the hour of prime, at Galahad's desire, he 
made him knight and said: God make him a good man, for of beauty faileth you 
not as any that liveth. 


CHAPTER II. How the letters were found written in the Siege Perilous 
and of the marvellous adventure of the sword in a stone. 

NOW fair sir, said Sir Launcelot, will ye come with me unto the court of 
King Arthur? Nay, said he, I will not go with you as at this time. Then he 
departed from them and took his two cousins with him, and so they came unto 
Camelot by the hour of underne on Whitsunday. By that time the king and the 
queen were gone to the minster to hear their service. Then the king and the 
queen were passing glad of Sir Bors and Sir Lionel, and so was all the 
fellowship. So when the king and all the knights were come from service, the 
barons espied in the sieges of the Round Table all about, written with golden 
letters: Here ought to sit he, and he ought to sit here. And thus they went so long 
till that they came to the Siege Perilous, where they found letters newly written 
of gold which said: Four hundred winters and four and fifty accomplished after 
the passion of our Lord Jesu Christ ought this siege to be fulfilled. Then all they 
said: This is a marvellous thing and an adventurous. In the name of God, said Sir 
Launcelot; and then accompted the term of the writing from the birth of our Lord 
unto that day. It seemeth me said Sir Launcelot, this siege ought to be fulfilled 
this same day, for this is the feast of Pentecost after the four hundred and four 
and fifty year; and if it would please all parties, I would none of these letters 
were seen this day, till he be come that ought to enchieve this adventure. Then 
made they to ordain a cloth of silk, for to cover these letters in the Siege 
Perilous. 

Then the king bade haste unto dinner. Sir, said Sir Kay the Steward, if ye go 
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now unto your meat ye shall break your old custom of your court, for ye have 
not used on this day to sit at your meat or that ye have seen some adventure. Ye 
say sooth, said the king, but I had so great joy of Sir Launcelot and of his 
cousins, which be come to the court whole and sound, so that I bethought me not 
of mine old custom. So, as they stood speaking, in came a squire and said unto 
the king: Sir, I bring unto you marvellous tidings. What be they? said the king. 
Sir, there is here beneath at the river a great stone which I saw fleet above the 
water, and therein I saw sticking a sword. The king said: I will see that marvel. 
So all the knights went with him, and when they came to the river they found 
there a stone fleeting, as it were of red marble, and therein stuck a fair rich 
sword, and in the pommel thereof were precious stones wrought with subtle 
letters of gold. Then the barons read the letters which said in this wise: Never 
shall man take me hence, but only he by whose side I ought to hang, and he shall 
be the best knight of the world. 

When the king had seen the letters, he said unto Sir Launcelot: Fair Sir, this 
sword ought to be yours, for I am sure ye be the best knight of the world. Then 
Sir Launcelot answered full soberly: Certes, sir, it is not my sword; also, Sir, wit 
ye well I have no hardiness to set my hand to it, for it longed not to hang by my 
side. Also, who that assayeth to take the sword and faileth of it, he shall receive 
a wound by that sword that he shall not be whole long after. And I will that ye 
wit that this same day shall the adventures of the Sangreal, that is called the Holy 
Vessel, begin 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Gawaine assayed to draw out the sword, and 
how an old man brought in Galahad. 

NOW, fair nephew, said the king unto Sir Gawaine, assay ye, for my love. 
Sir, he said, save your good grace I shall not do that. Sir, said the king, assay to 
take the sword and at my commandment. Sir, said Gawaine, your commandment 
I will obey. And therewith he took up the sword by the handles, but he might not 
stir it. I thank you, said the king to Sir Gawaine. My lord Sir Gawaine, said Sir 
Launcelot, now wit ye well this sword shall touch you so sore that ye shall will 
ye had never set your hand thereto for the best castle of this realm. Sir, he said, I 
might not withsay mine uncle's will and commandment. But when the king heard 
this he repented it much, and said unto Sir Percivale that he should assay, for his 
love. And he said: Gladly, for to bear Sir Gawaine fellowship. And therewith he 
set his hand on the sword and drew it strongly, but he might not move it. Then 
were there none (1) that durst be so hardy to set their hands thereto. Now may ye 
go to your dinner, said Sir Kay unto the king, for a marvellous adventure have ye 
seen. So the king and all went unto the court, and every knight knew his own 
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place, and set him therein, and young men that were knights served them. 

So when they were served, and all sieges fulfilled save only the Siege 
Perilous, anon there befell a marvellous adventure, that all the doors and 
windows of the palace shut by themself. Not for then the hall was not greatly 
darked; and therewith they were all abashed both one and other. Then King 
Arthur spake first and said: By God, fair fellows and lords, we have seen this 
day marvels, but or night I suppose we shall see greater marvels. 

In the meanwhile came in a good old man, and an ancient, clothed all in 
white, and there was no knight knew from whence he came. And with him he 
brought a young knight, both on foot, in red arms, without sword or shield, save 
a scabbard hanging by his side. And these words he said: Peace be with you, fair 
lords. Then the old man said unto Arthur: Sir, I bring here a young knight, the 
which is of king's lineage, and of the kindred of Joseph of Aramathie, whereby 
the marvels of this court, and of strange realms, shall be fully accomplished. 


1 Omitted by Caxton, supplied from W. de Worde. 


CHAPTER IV. How the old man brought Galahad to the Siege Perilous 

and set him therein, and how all the knights marvelled. 

THE king was right glad of his words, and said unto the good man: Sir, ye be 
right welcome, and the young knight with you. Then the old man made the 
young man to unarm him, and he was in a coat of red sendal, and bare a mantle 
upon his shoulder that was furred with ermine, and put that upon him. And the 
old knight said unto the young knight: Sir, follow me. And anon he led him unto 
the Siege Perilous, where beside sat Sir Launcelot; and the good man lift up the 
cloth, and found there letters that said thus: This is the siege of Galahad, the haut 
prince. Sir, said the old knight, wit ye well that place is yours. And then he set 
him down surely in that siege. And then he said to the old man: Sir, ye may now 
go your way, for well have ye done that ye were commanded to do; and 
recommend me unto my grandsire, King Pelles, and unto my lord Petchere, and 
say them on my behalf, I shall come and see them as soon as ever I may. So the 
good man departed; and there met him twenty noble squires, and so took their 
horses and went their way. 

Then all the knights of the Table Round marvelled greatly of Sir Galahad, 
that he durst sit there in that Siege Perilous, and was so tender of age; and wist 
not from whence he came but all only by God; and said: This is he by whom the 
Sangreal shall be enchieved, for there sat never none but he, but he were 
mischieved. Then Sir Launcelot beheld his son and had great joy of him. Then 
Bors told his fellows: Upon pain of my life this young knight shall come unto 
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great worship. This noise was great in all the court, so that it came to the queen. 
Then she had marvel what knight it might be that durst adventure him to sit in 
the Siege Perilous. Many said unto the queen he resembled much unto Sir 
Launcelot. I may well suppose, said the queen, that Sir Launcelot begat him on 
King Pelles' daughter, by the which he was made to lie by, by enchantment, and 
his name is Galahad. I would fain see him, said the queen, for he must needs be a 
noble man, for so is his father that him begat, I report me unto all the Table 
Round. 

So when the meat was done that the king and all were risen, the king yede 
unto the Siege Perilous and lift up the cloth, and found there the name of 
Galahad; and then he shewed it unto Sir Gawaine, and said: Fair nephew, now 
have we among us Sir Galahad, the good knight that shall worship us all; and 
upon pain of my life he shall enchieve the Sangreal, right as Sir Launcelot had 
done us to understand. Then came King Arthur unto Galahad and said: Sir, ye be 
welcome, for ye shall move many good knights to the quest of the Sangreal, and 
ye shall enchieve that never knights might bring to an end. Then the king took 
him by the hand, and went down from the palace to shew Galahad the 
adventures of the stone. 


CHAPTER V. How King Arthur shewed the stone hoving on the water 
to Galahad, and how he drew out the sword. 

THE queen heard thereof, and came after with many ladies, and shewed 
them the stone where it hoved on the water. Sir, said the king unto Sir Galahad, 
here is a great marvel as ever I saw, and right good knights have assayed and 
failed. Sir, said Galahad, that is no marvel, for this adventure is not theirs but 
mine; and for the surety of this sword I brought none with me, for here by my 
side hangeth the scabbard. And anon he laid his hand on the sword, and lightly 
drew it out of the stone, and put it in the sheath, and said unto the king: Now it 
goeth better than it did aforehand. Sir, said the king, a shield God shall send you. 
Now have I that sword that sometime was the good knight's, Balin le Savage, 
and he was a passing good man of his hands; and with this sword he slew his 
brother Balan, and that was great pity, for he was a good knight, and either slew 
other through a dolorous stroke that Balin gave unto my grandfather King Pelles, 
the which is not yet whole, nor not shall be till I heal him. 

Therewith the king and all espied where came riding down the river a lady 
on a white palfrey toward them. Then she saluted the king and the queen, and 
asked if that Sir Launcelot was there. And then he answered himself: I am here, 
fair lady. Then she said all with weeping: How your great doing is changed sith 
this day in the morn. Damosel, why say you so? said Launcelot. I say you sooth, 
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said the damosel, for ye were this day the best knight of the world, but who 
should say so now, he should be a liar, for there is now one better than ye, and 
well it is proved by the adventures of the sword whereto ye durst not set to your 
hand; and that is the change and leaving of your name. Wherefore I make unto 
you a remembrance, that ye shall not ween from henceforth that ye be the best 
knight of the world. As touching unto that, said Launcelot, I know well I was 
never the best. Yes, said the damosel, that were ye, and are yet, of any sinful 
man of the world. And, Sir king, Nacien, the hermit, sendeth thee word, that thee 
shall befall the greatest worship that ever befell king in Britain; and I say you 
wherefore, for this day the Sangreal appeared in thy house and fed thee and all 
thy fellowship of the Round Table. So she departed and went that same way that 
she came. 


CHAPTER VI. How King Arthur had all the knights together for to 
joust in the meadow beside Camelot or they departed. 

Now, said the king, I am sure at this quest of the Sangreal shall all ye of the 
Table Round depart, and never shall I see you again whole together; therefore I 
will see you all whole together in the meadow of Camelot to joust and to 
tourney, that after your death men may speak of it that such good knights were 
wholly together such a day. As unto that counsel and at the king's request they 
accorded all, and took on their harness that longed unto jousting. But all this 
moving of the king was for this intent, for to see Galahad proved; for the king 
deemed he should not lightly come again unto the court after his departing. So 
were they assembled in the meadow, both more and less. Then Sir Galahad, by 
the prayer of the king and the queen, did upon him a noble jesseraunce, and also 
he did on his helm, but shield would he take none for no prayer of the king. And 
then Sir Gawaine and other knights prayed him to take a spear. Right so he did; 
and the queen was in a tower with all her ladies, for to behold that tournament. 
Then Sir Galahad dressed him in midst of the meadow, and began to break 
spears marvellously, that all men had wonder of him; for he there surmounted all 
other knights, for within a while he had defouled many good knights of the 
Table Round save twain, that was Sir Launcelot and Sir Percivale. 


CHAPTER VII. How the queen desired to see Galahad; and how after, 
all the knights were replenished with the Holy Sangreal, and how they 
avowed the 

enquest of the same. 
THEN the king, at the queen's request, made him to alight and to unlace his 
helm, that the queen might see him in the visage. When she beheld him she said: 
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Soothly I dare well say that Sir Launcelot begat him, for never two men 
resembled more in likeness, therefore it nis no marvel though he be of great 
prowess. So a lady that stood by the queen said: Madam, for God's sake ought he 
of right to be so good a knight? Yea, forsooth, said the queen, for he is of all 
parties come of the best knights of the world and of the highest lineage; for Sir 
Launcelot is come but of the eighth degree from our Lord Jesu Christ, and Sir 
Galahad is of the ninth degree from our Lord Jesu Christ, therefore I dare say 
they be the greatest gentlemen of the world. 

And then the king and all estates went home unto Camelot, and so went to 
evensong to the great minster, and so after upon that to supper, and every knight 
sat in his own place as they were toforehand. Then anon they heard cracking and 
crying of thunder, that them thought the place should all to-drive. In the midst of 
this blast entered a sunbeam more clearer by seven times than ever they saw day, 
and all they were alighted of the grace of the Holy Ghost. Then began every 
knight to behold other, and either saw other, by their seeming, fairer than ever 
they saw afore. Not for then there was no knight might speak one word a great 
while, and so they looked every man on other as they had been dumb. Then there 
entered into the hall the Holy Grail covered with white samite, but there was 
none might see it, nor who bare it. And there was all the hall fulfilled with good 
odours, and every knight had such meats and drinks as he best loved in this 
world. And when the Holy Grail had been borne through the hall, then the holy 
vessel departed suddenly, that they wist not where it became: then had they all 
breath to speak. And then the king yielded thankings to God, of His good grace 
that he had sent them. Certes, said the king, we ought to thank our Lord Jesu 
greatly for that he hath shewed us this day, at the reverence of this high feast of 
Pentecost. 

Now, said Sir Gawaine, we have been served this day of what meats and 
drinks we thought on; but one thing beguiled us, we might not see the Holy 
Grail, it was so preciously covered. Wherefore I will make here avow, that to- 
morn, without longer abiding, I shall labour in the quest of the Sangreal, that I 
shall hold me out a twelvemonth and a day, or more if need be, and never shall I 
return again unto the court till I have seen it more openly than it hath been seen 
here; and if I may not speed I shall return again as he that may not be against the 
will of our Lord Jesu Christ. 

When they of the Table Round heard Sir Gawaine say so, they arose up the 
most part and made such avows as Sir Gawaine had made. Anon as King Arthur 
heard this he was greatly displeased, for he wist well they might not again-say 
their avows. Alas, said King Arthur unto Sir Gawaine, ye have nigh slain me 
with the avow and promise that ye have made; for through you ye have bereft 
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me the fairest fellowship and the truest of knighthood that ever were seen 
together in any realm of the world; for when they depart from hence I am sure 
they all shall never meet more in this world, for they shall die many in the quest. 
And so it forthinketh me a little, for I have loved them as well as my life, 
wherefore it shall grieve me right sore, the departition of this fellowship: for I 
have had an old custom to have them in my fellowship. 


CHAPTER VIII. How great sorrow was made of the king and the queen 

and ladies for the departing of the knights, and how they departed. 

AND therewith the tears fell in his eyes. And then he said: Gawaine, 
Gawaine, ye have set me in great sorrow, for I have great doubt that my true 
fellowship shall never meet here more again. Ah, said Sir Launcelot, comfort 
yourself; for it shall be unto us a great honour and much more than if we died in 
any other places, for of death we be siker. Ah, Launcelot, said the king, the great 
love that I have had unto you all the days of my life maketh me to say such 
doleful words; for never Christian king had never so many worthy men at his 
table as I have had this day at the Round Table, and that is my great sorrow. 

When the queen, ladies, and gentlewomen, wist these tidings, they had such 
sorrow and heaviness that there might no tongue tell it, for those knights had 
held them in honour and chiertA©. But among all other Queen Guenever made 
great sorrow. I marvel, said she, my lord would suffer them to depart from him. 
Thus was all the court troubled for the love of the departition of those knights. 
And many of those ladies that loved knights would have gone with their lovers; 
and so had they done, had not an old knight come among them in religious 
clothing; and then he spake all on high and said: Fair lords, which have sworn in 
the quest of the Sangreal, thus sendeth you Nacien, the hermit, word, that none 
in this quest lead lady nor gentlewoman with him, for it is not to do in so high a 
service as they labour in; for I warn you plain, he that is not clean of his sins he 
shall not see the mysteries of our Lord Jesu Christ. And for this cause they left 
these ladies and gentlewomen. 

After this the queen came unto Galahad and asked him of whence he was, 
and of what country. He told her of whence he was. And son unto Launcelot, she 
said he was. As to that, he said neither yea nor nay. So God me help, said the 
queen, of your father ye need not to shame you, for he is the goodliest knight, 
and of the best men of the world come, and of the strain, of all parties, of kings. 
Wherefore ye ought of right to be, of your deeds, a passing good man; and 
certainly, she said, ye resemble him much. Then Sir Galahad was a little 
ashamed and said: Madam, sith ye know in certain, wherefore do ye ask it me? 
for he that is my father shall be known openly and all betimes. And then they 
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went to rest them. And in the honour of the highness of Galahad he was led into 
King Arthur's chamber, and there rested in his own bed. 

And as soon as it was day the king arose, for he had no rest of all that night 
for sorrow. Then he went unto Gawaine and to Sir Launcelot that were arisen for 
to hear mass. And then the king again said: Ah Gawaine, Gawaine, ye have 
betrayed me; for never shall my court be amended by you, but ye will never be 
sorry for me as I am for you. And therewith the tears began to run down by his 
visage. And therewith the king said: Ah, knight Sir Launcelot, I require thee thou 
counsel me, for I would that this quest were undone, an it might be Sir, said Sir 
Launcelot, ye saw yesterday so many worthy knights that then were sworn that 
they may not leave it in no manner of wise. That wot I well, said the king, but it 
shall so heavy me at their departing that I wot well there shall no manner of joy 
remedy me. And then the king and the queen went unto the minster. So anon 
Launcelot and Gawaine commanded their men to bring their arms. And when 
they all were armed save their shields and their helms, then they came to their 
fellowship, which were all ready in the same wise, for to go to the minster to 
hear their service. 

Then after the service was done the king would wit how many had 
undertaken the quest of the Holy Grail; and to accompt them he prayed them all. 
Then found they by the tale an hundred and fifty, and all were knights of the 
Round Table. And then they put on their helms and departed, and recommended 
them all wholly unto the queen; and there was weeping and great sorrow. Then 
the queen departed into her chamber and held her, so that no man should 
perceive her great sorrows. When Sir Launcelot missed the queen he went till 
her chamber, and when she saw him she cried aloud: O Launcelot, Launcelot, ye 
have betrayed me and put me to the death, for to leave thus my lord. Ah, madam, 
I pray you be not displeased, for I shall come again as soon as I may with my 
worship. Alas, said she, that ever I saw you; but he that suffered upon the cross 
for all mankind, he be unto you good conduct and safety, and all the whole 
fellowship. 

Right so departed Sir Launcelot, and found his fellowship that abode his 
coming. And so they mounted upon their horses and rode through the streets of 
Camelot; and there was weeping of rich and poor, and the king turned away and 
might not speak for weeping. So within a while they came to a city, and a castle 
that hight Vagon. There they entered into the castle, and the lord of that castle 
was an old man that hight Vagon, and he was a good man of his living, and set 
open the gates, and made them all the cheer that he might. And so on the morn 
they were all accorded that they should depart everych from other; and on the 
morn they departed with weeping cheer, and every knight took the way that him 
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liked best. 


CHAPTER IX. How Galahad gat him a shield, and how they sped that 
presumed to take down the said shield. 

NOW rideth Sir Galahad yet without shield, and so he rode four days without 
any adventure. And at the fourth day after evensong he came to a White Abbey, 
and there he was received with great reverence, and led unto a chamber, and 
there was he unarmed; and then was he ware of two (1)knights of the Table 
Round, one was Sir Bagdemagus, and (1)that other was Sir Uwaine. And when 
they saw him they went unto Galahad and made of him great solace, and so they 
went unto supper. Sirs, said Sir Galahad, what adventure brought you hither? Sir, 
said they, it is told us that within this place is a shield that no man may bear 
about his neck but he be mischieved outher dead within three days, or maimed 
for ever. Ah sir, said King Bagdemagus, I shall it bear to-morrow for to assay 
this adventure. In the name of God, said Sir Galahad. Sir, said Bagdemagus, an I 
may not enchieve the adventure of this shield ye shall take it upon you, for I am 
sure ye shall not fail. Sir, said Galahad, I right well agree me thereto, for I have 
no shield. So on the morn they arose and heard mass. Then Bagdemagus asked 
where the adventurous shield was. Anon a monk led him behind an altar where 
the shield hung as white as any snow, but in the midst was a red cross. Sir, said 
the monk, this shield ought not to be hanged about no knight's neck but he be the 
worthiest knight of the world; 


1 Omitted by Caxton, supplied from W. de Worde. 

therefore I counsel you knights to be well advised. Well, said Bagdemagus, I 
wot well that I am not the best knight of the world, but yet I shall assay to bear 
it, and so bare it out of the minster. And then he said unto Galahad: An it please 
you abide here still, till ye wit how that I speed. I shall abide you, said Galahad. 
Then King Bagdemagus took with him a good squire, to bring tidings unto Sir 
Galahad how he sped. 

Then when they had ridden a two mile and came to a fair valley afore an 
hermitage, then they saw a knight come from that part in white armour, horse 
and all; and he came as fast as his horse might run, and his spear in his rest, and 
Bagdemagus dressed his spear against him and brake it upon the white knight. 
But the other struck him so hard that he brast the mails, and sheef him through 
the right shoulder, for the shield covered him not as at that time; and so he bare 
him from his horse. And therewith he alighted and took the white shield from 
him, saying: Knight, thou hast done thyself great folly, for this shield ought not 
to be borne but by him that shall have no peer that liveth. And then he came to 
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Bagdemagus' squire and said: Bear this shield unto the good knight Sir Galahad, 
that thou left in the abbey, and greet him well by me. Sir, said the squire, what is 
your name? Take thou no heed of my name, said the knight, for it is not for thee 
to know nor for none earthly man. Now, fair sir, said the squire, at the reverence 
of Jesu Christ, tell me for what cause this shield may not be borne but if the 
bearer thereof be mischieved. Now sith thou hast conjured me so, said the 
knight, this shield behoveth unto no man but unto Galahad. And the squire went 
unto Bagdemagus and asked whether he were sore wounded or not. Yea 
forsooth, said he, I shall escape hard from the death. Then he fetched his horse, 
and brought him with great pain unto an abbey. Then was he taken down softly 
and unarmed, and laid in a bed, and there was looked to his wounds. And as the 
book telleth, he lay there long, and escaped hard with the life. 


CHAPTER X. How Galahad departed with the shield, and how King 
Evelake had received the shield of Joseph of Aramathie. 

SIR GALAHAD, said the squire, that knight that wounded Bagdemagus 
sendeth you greeting, and bade that ye should bear this shield, wherethrough 
great adventures should befall. Now blessed be God and fortune, said Galahad. 
And then he asked his arms, and mounted upon his horse, and hung the white 
shield about his neck, and commended them unto God. And Sir Uwaine said he 
would bear him fellowship if it pleased him. Sir, said Galahad, that may ye not, 
for I must go alone, save this squire shall bear me fellowship: and so departed 
Uwaine. 

Then within a while came Galahad thereas the White Knight abode him by 
the hermitage, and everych saluted other courteously. Sir, said Galahad, by this 
shield be many marvels fallen. Sir, said the knight, it befell after the passion of 
our Lord Jesu Christ thirty-two year, that Joseph of Aramathie, the gentle knight, 
the which took down our Lord off the holy Cross, at that time he departed from 
Jerusalem with a great party of his kindred with him. And so he laboured till that 
they came to a city that hight Sarras. And at that same hour that Joseph came to 
Sarras there was a king that hight Evelake, that had great war against the 
Saracens, and in especial against one Saracen, the which was King Evelake's 
cousin, a rich king and a mighty, which marched nigh this land, and his name 
was Called Tolleme la Feintes. So on a day these two met to do battle. Then 
Joseph, the son of Joseph of Aramathie, went to King Evelake and told him he 
should be discomfit and slain, but if he left his belief of the old law and believed 
upon the new law. And then there he shewed him the right belief of the Holy 
Trinity, to the which he agreed unto with all his heart; and there this shield was 
made for King Evelake, in the name of Him that died upon the Cross. And then 
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through his good belief he had the better of King Tolleme. For when Evelake 
was in the battle there was a cloth set afore the shield, and when he was in the 
greatest peril he let put away the cloth, and then his enemies saw a figure of a 
man on the Cross, wherethrough they all were discomfit. And so it befell that a 
man of King Evelake's was smitten his hand off, and bare that hand in his other 
hand; and Joseph called that man unto him and bade him go with good devotion 
touch the Cross. And as soon as that man had touched the Cross with his hand it 
was as whole as ever it was to-fore. Then soon after there fell a great marvel, 
that the cross of the shield at one time vanished away that no man wist where it 
became. And then King Evelake was baptised, and for the most part all the 
people of that city. So, soon after Joseph would depart, and King Evelake would 
go with him, whether he wold or nold. And so by fortune they came into this 
land, that at that time was called Great Britain; and there they found a great felon 
paynim, that put Joseph into prison. And so by fortune tidings came unto a 
worthy man that hight Mondrames, and he assembled all his people for the great 
renown he had heard of Joseph; and so he came into the land of Great Britain 
and disherited this felon paynim and consumed him, and therewith delivered 
Joseph out of prison. And after that all the people were turned to the Christian 
faith. 


CHAPTER XI. How Joseph made a cross on the white shield with his 
blood, and how Galahad was by a monk brought to a tomb. 

NOT long after that Joseph was laid in his deadly bed. And when King 
Evelake saw that he made much sorrow, and said: For thy love I have left my 
country, and sith ye shall depart out of this world, leave me some token of yours 
that I may think on you. Joseph said: That will I do full gladly; now bring me 
your shield that I took you when ye went into battle against King Tolleme. Then 
Joseph bled sore at the nose, so that he might not by no mean be staunched. And 
there upon that shield he made a cross of his own blood. Now may ye see a 
remembrance that I love you, for ye shall never see this shield but ye shall think 
on me, and it shall be always as fresh as it is now. And never shall man bear this 
shield about his neck but he shall repent it, unto the time that Galahad, the good 
knight, bear it; and the last of my lineage shall have it about his neck, that shall 
do many marvellous deeds. Now, said King Evelake, where shall I put this 
shield, that this worthy knight may have it? Ye shall leave it thereas Nacien, the 
hermit, shall be put after his death; for thither shall that good knight come the 
fifteenth day after that he shall receive the order of knighthood: and so that day 
that they set is this time that he have his shield, and in the same abbey lieth 
Nacien, the hermit. And then the White Knight vanished away. 
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Anon as the squire had heard these words, he alighted off his hackney and 
kneeled down at Galahad's feet, and prayed him that he might go with him till he 
had made him knight. Yea, (1) I would not refuse you. Then will ye make me a 
knight? said the squire, and that order, by the grace of God, shall be well set in 
me. So Sir Galahad granted him, and turned again unto the abbey where they 
came from; and there men made great joy of Sir Galahad. And anon as he was 
alighted there was a monk brought him unto a tomb in a churchyard, where there 
was such a noise that who that heard it should verily nigh be mad or lose his 
strength: and sir, they said, we deem it is a fiend. 


1 Caxton "Yf," for which "Ye" seems the easiest emendation 
that will save the sense. 


CHAPTER XII. Of the marvel that Sir Galahad saw and heard in the 
tomb, and how he made Melias knight. 

NOW lead me thither, said Galahad. And so they did, all armed save his 
helm. Now, said the good man, go to the tomb and lift it up. So he did, and heard 
a great noise; and piteously he said, that all men might hear it: Sir Galahad, the 
servant of Jesu Christ, come thou not nigh me, for thou shalt make me go again 
there where I have been so long. But Galahad was nothing afraid, but lifted up 
the stone; and there came out so foul a smoke, and after he saw the foulest figure 
leap thereout that ever he saw in the likeness of a man; and then he blessed him 
and wist well it was a fiend. Then heard he a voice say Galahad, I see there 
environ about thee so many angels that my power may not dere thee{sic} Right 
so Sir Galahad saw a body all armed lie in that tomb, and beside him a sword. 
Now, fair brother, said Galahad, let us remove this body, for it is not worthy to 
lie in this churchyard, for he was a false Christian man. And therewith they all 
departed and went to the abbey. And anon as he was unarmed a good man came 
and set him down by him and said: Sir, I shall tell you what betokeneth all that 
ye saw in the tomb; for that covered body betokeneth the duresse of the world, 
and the great sin that Our Lord found in the world. For there was such 
wretchedness that the father loved not the son, nor the son loved not the father; 
and that was one of the causes that Our Lord took flesh and blood of a clean 
maiden, for our sins were so great at that time that well-nigh all was wickedness. 
Truly, said Galahad, I believe you right well. 

So Sir Galahad rested him there that night; and upon the morn he made the 
squire knight, and asked him his name, and of what kindred he was come. Sir, 
said he, men calleth me Melias de Lile, and I am the son of the King of 
Denmark. Now, fair sir, said Galahad, sith that ye be come of kings and queens, 


4864 XRN 


now look that knighthood be well set in you, for ye ought to be a mirror unto all 
chivalry. Sir, said Sir Melias, ye say sooth. But, sir, sithen ye have made me a 
knight ye must of right grant me my first desire that is reasonable. Ye say sooth, 
said Galahad. Melias said: Then that ye will suffer me to ride with you in this 
quest of the Sangreal, till that some adventure depart us. I grant you, sir. 

Then men brought Sir Melias his armour and his spear and his horse, and so 
Sir Galahad and he rode forth all that week or they found any adventure. And 
then upon a Monday in the morning, as they were departed from an abbey, they 
came to a cross which departed two ways, and in that cross were letters written 
that said thus: Now, ye knights errant, the which goeth to seek knights 
adventurous, see here two ways; that one way defendeth thee that thou ne go that 
way, for he shall not go out of the way again but if he be a good man and a 
worthy knight; and if thou go on the left hand, thou shalt not lightly there win 
prowess, for thou shalt in this way be soon assayed. Sir, said Melias to Galahad, 
if it like you to suffer me to take the way on the left hand, tell me, for there I 
shall well prove my strength. It were better, said Galahad, ye rode not that way, 
for I deem I should better escape in that way than ye. Nay, my lord, I pray you 
let me have that adventure. Take it in God's name, said Galahad. 


CHAPTER XIII. Of the adventure that Melias had, and how Galahad 
revenged him, and how Melias was carried into an abbey. 

AND then rode Melias into an old forest, and therein he rode two days and 
more. And then he came into a fair meadow, and there was a fair lodge of 
boughs. And then he espied in that lodge a chair, wherein was a crown of gold, 
subtly wrought. Also there were cloths covered upon the earth, and many 
delicious meats set thereon. Sir Melias beheld this adventure, and thought it 
marvellous, but he had no hunger, but of the crown of gold he took much keep; 
and therewith he stooped down and took it up, and rode his way with it. And 
anon he saw a knight came riding after him that said: Knight, set down that 
crown which is not yours, and therefore defend you. Then Sir Melias blessed 
him and said: Fair lord of heaven, help and save thy new-made knight. And then 
they let their horses run as fast as they might, so that the other knight smote Sir 
Melias through hauberk and through the left side, that he fell to the earth nigh 
dead. And then he took the crown and went his way; and Sir Melias lay still and 
had no power to stir. 

In the meanwhile by fortune there came Sir Galahad and found him there in 
peril of death. And then he said: Ah Melias, who hath wounded you? therefore it 
had been better to have ridden the other way. And when Sir Melias heard him 
speak: Sir, he said, for God's love let me not die in this forest, but bear me unto 
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the abbey here beside, that I may be confessed and have my rights. It shall be 
done, said Galahad, but where is he that hath wounded you? With that Sir 
Galahad heard in the leaves cry on high: Knight, keep thee from me. Ah sir, said 
Melias, beware, for that is he that hath slain me. Sir Galahad answered: Sir 
knight, come on your peril. Then either dressed to other, and came together as 
fast as their horses might run, and Galahad smote him so that his spear went 
through his shoulder, and smote him down off his horse, and in the falling 
Galahad's spear brake. 

With that came out another knight out of the leaves, and brake a spear upon 
Galahad or ever he might turn him. Then Galahad drew out his sword and smote 
off the left arm of him, so that it fell to the earth. And then he fled, and Sir 
Galahad pursued fast after him. And then he turned again unto Sir Melias, and 
there he alighted and dressed him softly on his horse to-fore him, for the 
truncheon of his spear was in his body; and Sir Galahad stert up behind him, and 
held him in his arms, and so brought him to the abbey, and there unarmed him 
and brought him to his chamber. And then he asked his Saviour. And when he 
had received Him he said unto Sir Galahad: Sir, let death come when it pleaseth 
him. And therewith he drew out the truncheon of the spear out of his body: and 
then he swooned. 

Then came there an old monk which sometime had been a knight, and beheld 
Sir Melias. And anon he ransacked him; and then he said unto Sir Galahad: I 
shall heal him of his wound, by the grace of God, within the term of seven 
weeks. Then was Sir Galahad glad, and unarmed him, and said he would abide 
there three days. And then he asked Sir Melias how it stood with him. Then he 
said he was turned unto helping, God be thanked. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Galahad departed, and how he was 
commanded to go to the Castle of Maidens to destroy the wicked custom. 

NOW will I depart, said Galahad, for I have much on hand, for many good 
knights be full busy about it, and this knight and I were in the same quest of the 
Sangreal. Sir, said a good man, for his sin he was thus wounded; and I marvel, 
said the good man, how ye durst take upon you so rich a thing as the high order 
of knighthood without clean confession, and that was the cause ye were bitterly 
wounded. For the way on the right hand betokeneth the highway of our Lord 
Jesu Christ, and the way of a good true good liver. And the other way betokeneth 
the way of sinners and of misbelievers. And when the devil saw your pride and 
presumption, for to take you in the quest of the Sangreal, that made you to be 
overthrown, for it may not be enchieved but by virtuous living. Also, the writing 
on the cross was a signification of heavenly deeds, and of knightly deeds in 
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God's works, and no knightly deeds in worldly works. And pride is head of all 
deadly sins, that caused this knight to depart from Galahad. And where thou 
tookest the crown of gold thou sinnest in covetise and in theft: all this were no 
knightly deeds. And this Galahad, the holy knight, the which fought with the two 
knights, the two knights signify the two deadly sins which were wholly in this 
knight Melias; and they might not withstand you, for ye are without deadly sin. 

Now departed Galahad from thence, and betaught them all unto God. Sir 
Melias said: My lord Galahad, as soon as I may ride I shall seek you. God send 
you health, said Galahad, and so took his horse and departed, and rode many 
journeys forward and backward, as adventure would lead him. And at the last it 
happened him to depart from a place or a castle the which was named 
Abblasoure; and he had heard no mass, the which he was wont ever to hear or 
ever he departed out of any castle or place, and kept that for a custom. Then Sir 
Galahad came unto a mountain where he found an old chapel, and found there 
nobody, for all, all was desolate; and there he kneeled to-fore the altar, and 
besought God of wholesome counsel. So as he prayed he heard a voice that said: 
Go thou now, thou adventurous knight, to the Castle of Maidens, and there do 
thou away the wicked customs. 


CHAPTER XV. How Sir Galahad fought with the knights of the castle, 
and destroyed the wicked custom. 

WHEN Sir Galahad heard this he thanked God, and took his horse; and he 
had not ridden but half a mile, he saw in the valley afore him a strong castle with 
deep ditches, and there ran beside it a fair river that hight Severn; and there he 
met with a man of great age, and either saluted other, and Galahad asked him the 
castle's name. Fair sir, said he, it is the Castle of Maidens. That is a cursed castle, 
said Galahad, and all they that be conversant therein, for all pity is out thereof, 
and all hardiness and mischief is therein. Therefore, I counsel you, sir knight, to 
turn again. Sir, said Galahad, wit you well I shall not turn again. Then looked Sir 
Galahad on his arms that nothing failed him, and then he put his shield afore 
him; and anon there met him seven fair maidens, the which said unto him: Sir 
knight, ye ride here in a great folly, for ye have the water to pass over. Why 
should I not pass the water? said Galahad. So rode he away from them and met 
with a squire that said: Knight, those knights in the castle defy you, and 
defenden you ye go no further till that they wit what ye would. Fair sir, said 
Galahad, I come for to destroy the wicked custom of this castle. Sir, an ye will 
abide by that ye shall have enough to do. Go you now, said Galahad, and haste 
my needs. 

Then the squire entered into the castle. And anon after there came out of the 
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castle seven knights, and all were brethren. And when they saw Galahad they 
cried: Knight, keep thee, for we assure thee nothing but death. Why, said 
Galahad, will ye all have ado with me at once? Yea, said they, thereto mayst 
thou trust. Then Galahad put forth his spear and smote the foremost to the earth, 
that near he brake his neck. And therewithal the other smote him on his shield 
great strokes, so that their spears brake. Then Sir Galahad drew out his sword, 
and set upon them so hard that it was marvel to see it, and so through great force 
he made them to forsake the field; and Galahad chased them till they entered into 
the castle, and so passed through the castle at another gate. 

And there met Sir Galahad an old man clothed in religious clothing, and said: 
Sir, have here the keys of this castle. Then Sir Galahad opened the gates, and 
saw so much people in the streets that he might not number them, and all said: 
Sir, ye be welcome, for long have we abiden here our deliverance. Then came to 
him a gentlewoman and said: These knights be fled, but they will come again 
this night, and here to begin again their evil custom. What will ye that I shall do? 
said Galahad. Sir, said the gentlewoman, that ye send after all the knights hither 
that hold their lands of this castle, and make them to swear for to use the 
customs that were used heretofore of old time. I will well, said Galahad. And 
there she brought him an horn of ivory, bounden with gold richly, and said: Sir, 
blow this horn which will be heard two mile about this castle. When Sir Galahad 
had blown the horn he set him down upon a bed. 

Then came a priest to Galahad, and said: Sir, it is past a seven year agone 
that these seven brethren came into this castle, and harboured with the lord of 
this castle that hight the Duke Lianour, and he was lord of all this country. And 
when they espied the duke's daughter, that was a full fair woman, then by their 
false covin they made debate betwixt themself, and the duke of his goodness 
would have departed them, and there they slew him and his eldest son. And then 
they took the maiden and the treasure of the castle. And then by great force they 
held all the knights of this castle against their will under their obeissance, and in 
great service and truage, robbing and pilling the poor common people of all that 
they had. So it happened on a day the duke's daughter said: Ye have done unto 
me great wrong to slay mine own father, and my brother, and thus to hold our 
lands: not for then, she said, ye shall not hold this castle for many years, for by 
one knight ye shall be overcome. Thus she prophesied seven years agone. Well, 
said the seven knights, sithen ye say so, there shall never lady nor knight pass 
this castle but they shall abide maugre their heads, or die therefore, till that 
knight be come by whom we shall lose this castle. And therefore is it called the 
Maidens' Castle, for they have devoured many maidens. Now, said Galahad, is 
she here for whom this castle was lost? Nay sir, said the priest, she was dead 
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within these three nights after that she was thus enforced; and sithen have they 
kept her younger sister, which endureth great pains with mo other ladies. 

By this were the knights of the country come, and then he made them do 
homage and fealty to the king's daughter, and set them in great ease of heart. 
And in the morn there came one to Galahad and told him how that Gawaine, 
Gareth, and Uwaine, had slain the seven brethren. I suppose well, said Sir 
Galahad, and took his armour and his horse, and commended them unto God. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Gawaine came to the abbey for to follow 
Galahad, and how he was shriven to a hermit. 

NOW, saith the tale, after Sir Gawaine departed, he rode many jourmeys, 
both toward and froward. And at the last he came to the abbey where Sir 
Galahad had the white shield, and there Sir Gawaine learned the way to sewe 
after Sir Galahad; and so he rode to the abbey where Melias lay sick, and there 
Sir Melias told Sir Gawaine of the marvellous adventures that Sir Galahad did. 
Certes, said Sir Gawaine, I am not happy that I took not the way that he went, for 
an I may meet with him I will not depart from him lightly, for all marvellous 
adventures Sir Galahad enchieveth. Sir, said one of the monks, he will not of 
your fellowship. Why? said Sir Gawaine. Sir, said he, for ye be wicked and 
sinful, and he is full blessed. Right as they thus stood talking there came in 
riding Sir Gareth. And then they made joy either of other. And on the morn they 
heard mass, and so departed. And by the way they met with Sir Uwaine les 
Avoutres, and there Sir Uwaine told Sir Gawaine how he had met with none 
adventure sith he departed from the court. Nor we, said Sir Gawaine. And either 
promised other of the three knights not to depart while they were in that quest, 
but if fortune caused it. 

So they departed and rode by fortune till that they came by the Castle of 
Maidens; and there the seven brethren espied the three knights, and said: Sithen, 
we be flemed by one knight from this castle, we shall destroy all the knights of 
King Arthur's that we may overcome, for the love of Sir Galahad. And therewith 
the seven knights set upon the three knights, and by fortune Sir Gawaine slew 
one ot the brethren, and each one of his fellows slew another, and so slew the 
remnant. And then they took the way under the castle, and there they lost the 
way that Sir Galahad rode, and there everych of them departed from other; and 
Sir Gawaine rode till he came to an hermitage, and there he found the good man 
saying his evensong of Our Lady; and there Sir Gawaine asked harbour for 
charity, and the good man granted it him gladly. 

Then the good man asked him what he was. Sir, he said, I am a knight of 
King Arthur's that am in the quest of the Sangreal, and my name is Sir Gawaine. 
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Sir, said the good man, I would wit how it standeth betwixt God and you. Sir, 
said Sir Gawaine, I will with a good will shew you my life if it please you; and 
there he told the hermit how a monk of an abbey called me wicked knight. He 
might well say it, said the hermit, for when ye were first made knight ye should 
have taken you to knightly deeds and virtuous living, and ye have done the 
contrary, for ye have lived mischievously many winters; and Sir Galahad is a 
maid and sinned never, and that is the cause he shall enchieve where he goeth 
that ye nor none such shall not attain, nor none in your fellowship, for ye have 
used the most untruest life that ever I heard knight live. For certes had ye not 
been so wicked as ye are, never had the seven brethren been slain by you and 
your two fellows. For Sir Galahad himself alone beat them all seven the day to- 
fore, but his living is such he shall slay no man lightly. Also I may say you the 
Castle of Maidens betokeneth the good souls that were in prison afore the 
Incarnation of Jesu Christ. And the seven knights betoken the seven deadly sins 
that reigned that time in the world; and I may liken the good Galahad unto the 
son of the High Father, that lighted within a maid, and bought all the souls out of 
thrall, so did Sir Galahad deliver all the maidens out of the woful castle. 

Now, Sir Gawaine, said the good man, thou must do penance for thy sin. Sir, 
what penance shall I do? Such as I will give, said the good man. Nay, said Sir 
Gawaine, I may do no penance; for we knights adventurous oft suffer great woe 
and pain. Well, said the good man, and then he held his peace. And on the morn 
Sir Gawaine departed from the hermit, and betaught him unto God. And by 
adventure he met with Sir Aglovale and Sir Griflet, two knights of the Table 
Round. And they two rode four days without finding of any adventure, and at the 
fifth day they departed. And everych held as fell them by adventure. Here 
leaveth the tale of Sir Gawaine and his fellows, and speak we of Sir Galahad. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Galahad met with Sir Launcelot and Sir 
Percivale, and smote them down, and departed from them. 

So when Sir Galahad was departed from the Castle of Maidens he rode till he 
came to a waste forest, and there he met with Sir Launcelot and Sir Percivale, 
but they knew him not, for he was new disguised. Right so Sir Launcelot, his 
father, dressed his spear and brake it upon Sir Galahad, and Galahad smote him 
so again that he smote down horse and man. And then he drew his sword, and 
dressed him unto Sir Percivale, and smote him so on the helm, that it rove to the 
coif of steel; and had not the sword swerved Sir Percivale had been slain, and 
with the stroke he fell out of his saddle. This jousts was done to-fore the 
hermitage where a recluse dwelled. And when she saw Sir Galahad ride, she 
said: God be with thee, best knight of the world. Ah certes, said she, all aloud 
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that Launcelot and Percivale might hear it: An yonder two knights had known 
thee as well as I do they would not have encountered with thee. Then Sir 
Galahad heard her say so he was adread to be known: therewith he smote his 
horse with his spurs and rode a great pace froward them. Then perceived they 
both that he was Galahad; and up they gat on their horses, and rode fast after 
him, but in a while he was out of their sight. And then they turned again with 
heavy cheer. Let us spere some tidings, said Percivale, at yonder recluse. Do as 
ye list, said Sir Launcelot. 

When Sir Percivale came to the recluse she knew him well enough, and Sir 
Launcelot both. But Sir Launcelot rode overthwart and endlong in a wild forest, 
and held no path but as wild adventure led him. And at the last he came to a 
stony cross which departed two ways in waste land; and by the cross was a stone 
that was of marble, but it was so dark that Sir Launcelot might not wit what it 
was. Then Sir Launcelot looked by him, and saw an old chapel, and there he 
weened to have found people; and Sir Launcelot tied his horse till a tree, and 
there he did off his shield and hung it upon a tree, and then went to the chapel 
door, and found it waste and broken. And within he found a fair altar, full richly 
arrayed with cloth of clean silk, and there stood a fair clean candlestick, which 
bare six great candles, and the candlestick was of silver. And when Sir Launcelot 
saw this light he had great will for to enter into the chapel, but he could find no 
place where he might enter; then was he passing heavy and dismayed. Then he 
returned and came to his horse and did off his saddle and bridle, and let him 
pasture, and unlaced his helm, and ungirt his sword, and laid him down to sleep 
upon his shield to-fore the cross. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Launcelot, half sleeping and half waking, 

saw a sick man borne in a litter, and how he was healed with the Sangreal. 
AND so he fell asleep; and half waking and sleeping he saw come by him 
two palfreys all fair and white, the which bare a litter, therein lying a sick knight. 
And when he was nigh the cross he there abode still. All this Sir Launcelot saw 
and beheld, for he slept not verily; and he heard him say: O sweet Lord, when 
shall this sorrow leave me? and when shall the holy vessel come by me, 
wherethrough I shall be blessed? For I have endured thus long, for little trespass. 
A full great while complained the knight thus, and always Sir Launcelot heard it. 
With that Sir Launcelot saw the candlestick with the six tapers come before the 
cross, and he saw nobody that brought it. Also there came a table of silver, and 
the holy vessel of the Sangreal, which Launcelot had seen aforetime in King 
Pescheour's house. And therewith the sick knight set him up, and held up both 
his hands, and said: Fair sweet Lord, which is here within this holy vessel; take 
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heed unto me that I may be whole of this malady. And therewith on his hands 
and on his knees he went so nigh that he touched the holy vessel and kissed it, 
and anon he was whole; and then he said: Lord God, I thank thee, for I am 
healed of this sickness. 

So when the holy vessel had been there a great while it went unto the chapel 
with the chandelier and the light, so that Launcelot wist not where it was 
become; for he was overtaken with sin that he had no power to rise again the 
holy vessel; wherefore after that many men said of him shame, but he took 
repentance after that. Then the sick knight dressed him up and kissed the cross; 
anon his squire brought him his arms, and asked his lord how he did. Certes, said 
he, I thank God right well, through the holy vessel I am healed. But I have 
marvel of this sleeping knight that had no power to awake when this holy vessel 
was brought hither. I dare right well say, said the squire, that he dwelleth in 
some deadly sin whereof he was never confessed. By my faith, said the knight, 
whatsomever he be he is unhappy, for as I deem he is of the fellowship of the 
Round Table, the which is entered into the quest of the Sangreal. Sir, said the 
squire, here I have brought you all your arms save your helm and your sword, 
and therefore by mine assent now may ye take this knight's helm and his sword: 
and so he did. And when he was clean armed he took Sir Launcelot's horse, for 
he was better than his; and so departed they from the cross. 


CHAPTER XIX. How a voice spake to Sir Launcelot, and how he found 

his horse and his helm borne away, and after went afoot. 

THEN anon Sir Launcelot waked, and set him up, and bethought him what 
he had seen there, and whether it were dreams or not. Right so heard he a voice 
that said: Sir Launcelot, more harder than is the stone, and more bitter than is the 
wood, and more naked and barer than is the leaf of the fig tree; therefore go thou 
from hence, and withdraw thee from this holy place. And when Sir Launcelot 
heard this he was passing heavy and wist not what to do, and so departed sore 
weeping, and cursed the time that he was born. For then he deemed never to 
have had worship more. For those words went to his heart, till that he knew 
wherefore he was called so. Then Sir Launcelot went to the cross and found his 
helm, his sword, and his horse taken away. And then he called himself a very 
wretch, and most unhappy of all knights; and there he said: My sin and my 
wickedness have brought me unto great dishonour. For when I sought worldly 
adventures for worldly desires, I ever enchieved them and had the better in every 
place, and never was I discomfit in no quarrel, were it right or wrong. And now I 
take upon me the adventures of holy things, and now I see and understand that 
mine old sin hindereth me and shameth me, so that I had no power to stir nor 
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speak when the holy blood appeared afore me. So thus he sorrowed till it was 
day, and heard the fowls sing: then somewhat he was comforted. But when Sir 
Launcelot missed his horse and his harness then he wist well God was displeased 
with him. 

Then he departed from the cross on foot into a forest; and so by prime he 
came to an high hill, and found an hermitage and a hermit therein which was 
going unto mass. And then Launcelot kneeled down and cried on Our Lord 
mercy for his wicked works. So when mass was done Launcelot called him, and 
prayed him for charity for to hear his life. With a good will, said the good man. 
Sir, said he, be ye of King Arthur's court and of the fellowship of the Round 
Table? Yea forsooth, and my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake that hath been right 
well said of, and now my good fortune is changed, for I am the most wretch of 
the world. The hermit beheld him and had marvel how he was so abashed. Sir, 
said the hermit, ye ought to thank God more than any knight living, for He hath 
caused you to have more worldly worship than any knight that now liveth. And 
for your presumption to take upon you in deadly sin for to be in His presence, 
where His flesh and His blood was, that caused you ye might not see it with 
worldly eyes; for He will not appear where such sinners be, but if it be unto their 
great hurt and unto their great shame; and there is no knight living now that 
ought to give God so great thank as ye, for He hath given you beauty, 
seemliness, and great strength above all other knights; and therefore ye are the 
more beholding unto God than any other man, to love Him and dread Him, for 
your strength and manhood will little avail you an God be against you. 


CHAPTER XX. How Sir Launcelot was shriven, and what sorrow he 
made and of the good ensamples which were shewed him. 

THEN Sir Launcelot wept with heavy cheer, and said: Now I know well ye 
say me sooth. Sir, said the good man, hide none old sin from me. Truly, said Sir 
Launcelot, that were me full loath to discover. For this fourteen year I never 
discovered one thing that I have used, and that may I now wite my shame and 
my disadventure. And then he told there that good man all his life. And how he 
had loved a queen unmeasurably and out of measure long. And all my great 
deeds of arms that I have done, I did for the most part for the queen's sake, and 
for her sake would I do battle were it right or wrong, and never did I battle all 
only for God's sake, but for to win worship and to cause me to be the better 
beloved and little or nought I thanked God of it. Then Sir Launcelot said: I pray 
you counsel me. I will counsel you, said the hermit, if ye will ensure me that ye 
will never come in that queen's fellowship as much as ye may forbear. And then 
Sir Launcelot promised him he nold, by the faith of his body. Look that your 
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heart and your mouth accord, said the good man, and I shall ensure you ye shall 
have more worship than ever ye had. 

Holy father, said Sir Launcelot, I marvel of the voice that said to me 
marvellous words, as ye have heard to-forehand. Have ye no marvel, said the 
good man thereof, for it seemeth well God loveth you; for men may understand a 
stone is hard of kind, and namely one more than another; and that is to 
understand by thee, Sir Launcelot, for thou wilt not leave thy sin for no goodness 
that God hath sent thee; therefore thou art more than any stone, and never 
wouldst thou be made nesh nor by water nor by fire, and that is the heat of the 
Holy Ghost may not enter in thee. Now take heed, in all the world men shall not 
find one knight to whom Our Lord hath given so much of grace as He hath given 
you, for He hath given you fairness with seemliness, He hath given thee wit, 
discretion to know good from evil, He hath given thee prowess and hardiness, 
and given thee to work so largely that thou hast had at all days the better 
wheresomever thou came; and now Our Lord will suffer thee no longer, but that 
thou shalt know Him whether thou wilt or nylt. And why the voice called thee 
bitterer than wood, for where overmuch sin dwelleth, there may be but little 
sweetness, wherefore thou art likened to an old rotten tree. 

Now have I shewed thee why thou art harder than the stone and bitterer than 
the tree. Now shall I shew thee why thou art more naked and barer than the fig 
tree. It befell that Our Lord on Palm Sunday preached in Jerusalem, and there He 
found in the people that all hardness was harboured in them, and there He found 
in all the town not one that would harbour him. And then He went without the 
town, and found in midst of the way a fig tree, the which was right fair and well 
garnished of leaves, but fruit had it none. Then Our Lord cursed the tree that 
bare no fruit; that betokeneth the fig tree unto Jerusalem, that had leaves and no 
fruit. So thou, Sir Launcelot, when the Holy Grail was brought afore thee, He 
found in thee no fruit, nor good thought nor good will, and defouled with 
lechery. Certes, said Sir Launcelot, all that you have said is true, and from 
henceforward I cast me, by the grace of God, never to be so wicked as I have 
been, but as to follow knighthood and to do feats of arms. 

Then the good man enjoined Sir Launcelot such penance as he might do and 
to sewe knighthood, and so assoiled him, and prayed Sir Launcelot to abide with 
him all that day. I will well, said Sir Launcelot, for I have neither helm, nor 
horse, nor sword. As for that, said the good man, I shall help you or to-morn at 
even of an horse, and all that longed unto you. And then Sir Launcelot repented 
him greatly. 

Here endeth off the history of Sir Launcelot. And here followeth of Sir 
Percivale de Galis, which is the fourteenth book. 
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BOOK XIV 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Percivale came to a recluse and asked counsel, 
and how she told him that she was his aunt. 

NOW saith the tale, that when Sir Launcelot was ridden after Sir Galahad, 
the which had all these adventures above said, Sir Percivale turned again unto 
the recluse, where he deemed to have tidings of that knight that Launcelot 
followed. And so he kneeled at her window, and the recluse opened it and asked 
Sir Percivale what he would. Madam, he said, I am a knight of King Arthur's 
court, and my name is Sir Percivale de Galis. When the recluse heard his name 
she had great joy of him, for mickle she had loved him to-fore any other knight, 
for she ought to do so, for she was his aunt. And then she commanded the gates 
to be opened, and there he had all the cheer that she might make him, and all that 
was in her power was at his commandment. 

So on the morn Sir Percivale went to the recluse and asked her if she knew 
that knight with the white shield. Sir, said she, why would ye wit? Truly, 
madam, said Sir Percivale, I shall never be well at ease till that I know of that 
knight's fellowship, and that I may fight with him, for I may not leave him so 
lightly, for I have the shame yet. Ah, Percivale, said she, would ye fight with 
him? I see well ye have great will to be slain as your father was, through 
outrageousness. Madam, said Sir Percivale, it seemeth by your words that ye 
know me. Yea, said she, I well ought to know you, for I am your aunt, although I 
be in a priory place. For some called me sometime the Queen of the Waste 
Lands, and I was called the queen of most riches in the world; and it pleased me 
never my riches so much as doth my poverty. Then Sir Percivale wept for very 
pity when that he knew it was his aunt. Ah, fair nephew, said she, when heard ye 
tidings of your mother? Truly, said he, I heard none of her, but I dream of her 
much in my sleep; and therefore I wot not whether she be dead or alive. Certes, 
fair nephew, said she, your mother is dead, for after your departing from her she 
took such a sorrow that anon, after she was confessed, she died. Now, God have 
mercy on her soul, said Sir Percivale, it sore forthinketh me; but all we must 
change the life. Now, fair aunt, tell me what is the knight? I deem it be he that 
bare the red arms on Whitsunday. Wit you well, said she, that this is he, for 
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otherwise ought he not to do, but to go in red arms; and that same knight hath no 
peer, for he worketh all by miracle, and he shall never be overcome of none 
earthly man's hand. 


CHAPTER IT. How Merlin likened the Round Table to the world, and 
how the knights that should achieve the Sangreal should be known. 

ALSO Merlin made the Round Table in tokening of roundness of the world, 
for by the Round Table is the world signified by right, for all the world, 
Christian and heathen, repair unto the Round Table; and when they are chosen to 
be of the fellowship of the Round Table they think them more blessed and more 
in worship than if they had gotten half the world; and ye have seen that they 
have lost their fathers and their mothers, and all their kin, and their wives and 
their children, for to be of your fellowship. It is well seen by you; for since ye 
have departed from your mother ye would never see her, ye found such 
fellowship at the Round Table. When Merlin had ordained the Round Table he 
said, by them which should be fellows of the Round Table the truth of the 
Sangreal should be well known. And men asked him how men might know them 
that should best do and to enchieve the Sangreal? Then he said there should be 
three white bulls that should enchieve it, and the two should be maidens, and the 
third should be chaste. And that one of the three should pass his father as much 
as the lion passeth the leopard, both of strength and hardiness. 

They that heard Merlin say so said thus unto Merlin: Sithen there shall be 
such a knight, thou shouldest ordain by thy crafts a siege, that no man should sit 
in it but he all only that shall pass all other knights. Then Merlin answered that 
he would do so. And then he made the Siege Perilous, in the which Galahad sat 
in at his meat on Whitsunday last past. Now, madam, said Sir Percivale, so much 
have I heard of you that by my good will I will never have ado with Sir Galahad 
but by way of kindness; and for God's love, fair aunt, can ye teach me some way 
where I may find him? for much would I love the fellowship of him. Fair 
nephew, said she, ye must ride unto a castle the which is called Goothe, where 
he hath a cousin-germain, and there may ye be lodged this night. And as he 
teacheth you, seweth after as fast as ye can; and if he can tell you no tidings of 
him, ride straight unto the Castle of Carbonek, where the maimed king is there 
lying, for there shall ye hear true tidings of him. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Percivale came into a monastery, where he 
found King Evelake, which was an old man. 
THEN departed Sir Percivale from his aunt, either making great sorrow. And 
so he rode till evensong time. And then he heard a clock smite; and then he was 
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ware of an house closed well with walls and deep ditches, and there he knocked 
at the gate and was let in, and he alighted and was led unto a chamber, and soon 
he was unarmed. And there he had right good cheer all that night; and on the 
morn he heard his mass, and in the monastery he found a priest ready at the altar. 
And on the right side he saw a pew closed with iron, and behind the altar he saw 
a rich bed and a fair, as of cloth of silk and gold. 

Then Sir Percivale espied that therein was a man or a woman, for the visage 
was covered; then he left off his looking and heard his service. And when it 
came to the sacring, he that lay within that parclos dressed him up, and 
uncovered his head; and then him beseemed a passing old man, and he had a 
crown of gold upon his head, and his shoulders were naked and unhilled unto his 
navel. And then Sir Percivale espied his body was full of great wounds, both on 
the shoulders, arms, and visage. And ever he held up his hands against Our 
Lord's body, and cried: Fair, sweet Father, Jesu Christ, forget not me. And so he 
lay down, but always he was in his prayers and orisons; and him seemed to be of 
the age of three hundred winter. And when the mass was done the priest took 
Our Lord's body and bare it to the sick king. And when he had used it he did off 
his crown, and commanded the crown to be set on the altar. 

Then Sir Percivale asked one of the brethren what he was. Sir, said the good 
man, ye have heard much of Joseph of Aramathie, how he was sent by Jesu 
Christ into this land for to teach and preach the holy Christian faith; and 
therefore he suffered many persecutions the which the enemies of Christ did 
unto him, and in the city of Sarras he converted a king whose name was Evelake. 
And so this king came with Joseph into this land, and ever he was busy to be 
thereas the Sangreal was; and on a time he nighed it so nigh that Our Lord was 
displeased with him, but ever he followed it more and more, till God struck him 
almost blind. Then this king cried mercy, and said: Fair Lord, let me never die 
till the good knight of my blood of the ninth degree be come, that I may see him 
openly that he shall enchieve the Sangreal, that I may kiss him. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Percivale saw many men of arms bearing a 
dead knight, and how he fought against them. 

WHEN the king thus had made his prayers he heard a voice that said: Heard 
be thy prayers, for thou shalt not die till he have kissed thee. And when that 
knight shall come the clearness of your eyes shall come again, and thou shalt see 
openly, and thy wounds shall be healed, and erst shall they never close. And this 
befell of King Evelake, and this same king hath lived this three hundred winters 
this holy life, and men say the knight is in the court that shall heal him. Sir, said 
the good man, I pray you tell me what knight that ye be, and if ye be of King 
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Arthur's court and of the Table Round. Yea forsooth, said he, and my name is Sir 
Percivale de Galis. And when the good man understood his name he made great 
joy of him. 

And then Sir Percivale departed and rode till the hour of noon. And he met in 
a valley about a twenty men of arms, which bare in a bier a knight deadly slain. 
And when they saw Sir Percivale they asked him of whence he was. And he 
answered: Of the court of King Arthur. Then they cried all at once: Slay him. 
Then Sir Percivale smote the first to the earth and his horse upon him. And then 
seven of the knights smote upon his shield all at once, and the remnant slew his 
horse so that he fell to the earth. So had they slain him or taken him had not the 
good knight, Sir Galahad, with the red arms come there by adventure into those 
parts. And when he saw all those knights upon one knight he cried: Save me that 
knight's life. And then he dressed him toward the twenty men of arms as fast as 
his horse might drive, with his spear in the rest, and smote the foremost horse 
and man to the earth. And when his spear was broken he set his hand to his 
sword, and smote on the right hand and on the left hand that it was marvel to see, 
and at every stroke he smote one down or put him to a rebuke, so that they 
would fight no more but fled to a thick forest, and Sir Galahad followed them. 

And when Sir Percivale saw him chase them so, he made great sorrow that 
his horse was away. And then he wist well it was Sir Galahad. And then he cried 
aloud: Ah fair knight, abide and suffer me to do thankings unto thee, for much 
have ye done for me. But ever Sir Galahad rode so fast that at the last he passed 
out of his sight. And as fast as Sir Percivale might he went after him on foot, 
crying. And then he met with a yeoman riding upon an hackney, the which led in 
his hand a great steed blacker than any bear. Ah, fair friend, said Sir Percivale, 
as ever I may do for you, and to be your true knight in the first place ye will 
require me, that ye will lend me that black steed, that I might overtake a knight 
the which rideth afore me. Sir knight, said the yeoman, I pray you hold me 
excused of that, for that I may not do. For wit ye well, the horse is such a man's 
horse, that an I lent it you or any man, that he would slay me. Alas, said Sir 
Percivale, I had never so great sorrow as I have had for losing of yonder knight. 
Sir, said the yeoman, I am right heavy for you, for a good horse would beseem 
you well; but I dare not deliver you this horse but if ye would take him from me. 
That will I not do, said Sir Percivale. And so they departed; and Sir Percivale set 
him down under a tree, and made sorrow out of measure. And as he was there, 
there came a knight riding on the horse that the yeoman led, and he was clean 
armed. 


CHAPTER V. How a yeoman desired him to get again an horse, and 
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how Sir Percivale's hackney was slain, and how he gat an horse. 

AND anon the yeoman came pricking after as fast as ever he might, and 
asked Sir Percivale if he saw any knight riding on his black steed. Yea, sir, 
forsooth, said he; why, sir, ask ye me that? Ah, sir, that steed he hath benome me 
with strength; wherefore my lord will slay me in what place he findeth me. Well, 
said Sir Percivale, what wouldst thou that I did? Thou seest well that I am on 
foot, but an I had a good horse I should bring him soon again. Sir, said the 
yeoman, take mine hackney and do the best ye can, and I shall sewe you on foot 
to wit how that ye shall speed. Then Sir Percivale alighted upon that hackney, 
and rode as fast as he might, and at the last he saw that knight. And then he 
cried: Knight, turn again; and he turned and set his spear against Sir Percivale, 
and he smote the hackney in the midst of the breast that he fell down dead to the 
earth, and there he had a great fall, and the other rode his way. And then Sir 
Percivale was wood wroth, and cried: Abide, wicked knight; coward and false- 
hearted knight, turn again and fight with me on foot. But he answered not, but 
passed on his way. 

When Sir Percivale saw he would not turn he cast away his helm and sword, 
and said: Now am I a very wretch, cursed and most unhappy above all other 
knights. So in this sorrow he abode all that day till it was night; and then he was 
faint, and laid him down and slept till it was midnight; and then he awaked and 
saw afore him a woman which said unto him right fiercely: Sir Percivale, what 
dost thou here? He answered, I do neither good nor great ill. If thou wilt ensure 
me, said she, that thou wilt fulfil my will when I summon thee, I shall lend thee 
mine own horse which shall bear thee whither thou wilt. Sir Percivale was glad 
of her proffer, and ensured her to fulfil all her desire. Then abide me here, and I 
shall go and fetch you an horse. And so she came soon again and brought an 
horse with her that was inly black. When Percivale beheld that horse he 
marvelled that it was so great and so well apparelled; and not for then he was so 
hardy, and he leapt upon him, and took none heed of himself. And so anon as he 
was upon him he thrust to him with his spurs, and so he rode by a forest, and the 
moon shone clear. And within an hour and less he bare him four days' journey 
thence, until he came to a rough water the which roared, and his horse would 
have borne him into it. 


CHAPTER VI. Of the great danger that Sir Percivale was in by his 
horse, and how he saw a serpent and a lion fight. 
AND when Sir Percivale came nigh the brim, and saw the water so boistous, 
he doubted to overpass it. And then he made a sign of the cross in his forehead. 
When the fiend felt him so charged he shook off Sir Percivale, and he went into 
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the water crying and roaring, making great sorrow, and it seemed unto him that 
the water brent. Then Sir Percivale perceived it was a fiend, the which would 
have brought him unto his perdition. Then he commended himself unto God, and 
prayed Our Lord to keep him from all such temptations; and so he prayed all that 
night till on the morn that it was day; then he saw that he was in a wild mountain 
the which was closed with the sea nigh all about, that he might see no land about 
him which might relieve him, but wild beasts. 

And then he went into a valley, and there he saw a young serpent bring a 
young lion by the neck, and so he came by Sir Percivale. With that came a great 
lion crying and roaring after the serpent. And as fast as Sir Percivale saw this he 
marvelled, and hied him thither, but anon the lion had overtaken the serpent and 
began battle with him. And then Sir Percivale thought to help the lion, for he 
was the more natural beast of the two; and therewith he drew his sword, and set 
his shield afore him, and there he gave the serpent such a buffet that he had a 
deadly wound. When the lion saw that, he made no resemblaunt to fight with 
him, but made him all the cheer that a beast might make a man. Then Percivale 
perceived that, and cast down his shield which was broken; and then he did off 
his helm for to gather wind, for he was greatly enchafed with the serpent: and the 
lion went alway about him fawning as a spaniel. And then he stroked him on the 
neck and on the shoulders. And then he thanked God of the fellowship of that 
beast. And about noon the lion took his little whelp and trussed him and bare 
him there he came from. 

Then was Sir Percivale alone. And as the tale telleth, he was one of the men 
of the world at that time which most believed in Our Lord Jesu Christ, for in 
those days there were but few folks that believed in God perfectly. For in those 
days the son spared not the father no more than a stranger. And so Sir Percivale 
comforted himself in our Lord Jesu, and besought God no temptation should 
bring him out of God's service, but to endure as his true champion. Thus when 
Sir Percivale had prayed he saw the lion come toward him, and then he couched 
down at his feet. And so all that night the lion and he slept together; and when 
Sir Percivale slept he dreamed a marvellous dream, that there two ladies met 
with him, and that one sat upon a lion, and that other sat upon a serpent, and that 
one of them was young, and the other was old; and the youngest him thought 
said: Sir Percivale, my lord saluteth thee, and sendeth thee word that thou array 
thee and make thee ready, for to-morn thou must fight with the strongest 
champion of the world. And if thou be overcome thou shall not be quit for losing 
of any of thy members, but thou shalt be shamed for ever to the world's end. And 
then he asked her what was her lord. And she said the greatest lord of all the 
world: and so she departed suddenly that he wist not where. 
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CHAPTER VII. Of the vision that Sir Percivale saw, and how his vision 
was expounded, and of his lion. 

THEN came forth the other lady that rode upon the serpent, and she said: Sir 
Percivale, I complain me of you that ye have done unto me, and have not 
offended unto you. Certes, madam, he said, unto you nor no lady I never 
offended. Yes, said she, I shall tell you why. I have nourished in this place a 
great while a serpent, which served me a great while, and yesterday ye slew him 
as he gat his prey. Say me for what cause ye slew him, for the lion was not 
yours. Madam, said Sir Percivale, I know well the lion was not mine, but I did it 
for the lion is of more gentler nature than the serpent, and therefore I slew him; 
meseemeth I did not amiss against you. Madam, said he, what would ye that I 
did? I would, said she, for the amends of my beast that ye become my man. And 
then he answered: That will I not grant you. No, said she, truly ye were never but 
my servant sin ye received the homage of Our Lord Jesu Christ. Therefore, I 
ensure you in what place I may find you without keeping I shall take you, as he 
that sometime was my man. And so she departed from Sir Percivale and left him 
sleeping, the which was sore travailed of his advision. And on the morn he arose 
and blessed him, and he was passing feeble. 

Then was Sir Percivale ware in the sea, and saw a ship come sailing toward 
him; and Sir Percivale went unto the ship and found it covered within and 
without with white samite. And at the board stood an old man clothed in a 
surplice, in likeness of a priest. Sir, said Sir Percivale, ye be welcome. God keep 
you, said the good man. Sir, said the old man, of whence be ye? Sir, said Sir 
Percivale, I am of King Arthur's court, and a knight of the Table Round, the 
which am in the quest of the Sangreal; and here am I in great duresse, and never 
like to escape out of this wilderness. Doubt not, said the good man, an ye be so 
true a knight as the order of chivalry requireth, and of heart as ye ought to be, ye 
should not doubt that none enemy should slay you. What are ye? said Sir 
Percivale. Sir, said the old man, I am of a strange country, and hither I come to 
comfort you. 

Sir, said Sir Percivale, what signifieth my dream that I dreamed this night? 
And there he told him altogether: She which rode upon the lion betokeneth the 
new law of holy church, that is to understand, faith, good hope, belief, and 
baptism. For she seemed younger than the other it is great reason, for she was 
born in the resurrection and the passion of Our Lord Jesu Christ. And for great 
love she came to thee to warn thee of thy great battle that shall befall thee. With 
whom, said Sir Percivale, shall I fight? With the most champion of the world, 
said the old man; for as the lady said, but if thou quit thee well thou shalt not be 
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quit by losing of one member, but thou shalt be shamed to the world's end. And 
she that rode on the serpent signifieth the old law, and that serpent betokeneth a 
fiend. And why she blamed thee that thou slewest her servant, it betokeneth 
nothing; the serpent that thou slewest betokeneth the devil that thou rodest upon 
to the rock. And when thou madest a sign of the cross, there thou slewest him, 
and put away his power. And when she asked thee amends and to become her 
man, and thou saidst thou wouldst not, that was to make thee to believe on her 
and leave thy baptism. So he commanded Sir Percivale to depart, and so he leapt 
over the board and the ship, and all went away he wist not whither. Then he went 
up unto the rock and found the lion which always kept him fellowship, and he 
stroked him upon the back and had great joy of him. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Sir Percivale saw a ship coming to him-ward, and 

how the lady of the ship told him of her disheritance. 

BY that Sir Percivale had abiden there till mid-day he saw a ship came 
rowing in the sea, as all the wind of the world had driven it. And so it drove 
under that rock. And when Sir Percivale saw this he hied him thither, and found 
the ship covered with silk more blacker than any bear, and therein was a 
gentlewoman of great beauty, and she was clothed richly that none might be 
better. And when she saw Sir Percivale she said: Who brought you in this 
wilderness where ye be never like to pass hence, for ye shall die here for hunger 
and mischief? Damosel, said Sir Percivale, I serve the best man of the world, and 
in his service he will not suffer me to die, for who that knocketh shall enter, and 
who that asketh shall have, and who that seeketh him he hideth him not. But then 
she said: Sir Percivale, wot ye what I am? Yea, said he. Now who taught you my 
name? said she. Now, said Sir Percivale, I know you better than ye ween. And I 
came out of the waste forest where I found the Red Knight with the white shield, 
said the damosel. Ah, damosel, said he, with that knight would I meet passing 
fain. Sir knight, said she, an ye will ensure me by the faith that ye owe unto 
knighthood that ye shall do my will what time I summon you, and I shall bring 
you unto that knight. Yea, said he, I shall promise you to fulfil your desire. Well, 
said she, now Shall I tell you. I saw him in the forest chasing two knights unto a 
water, the which is called Mortaise; and they drove him into the water for dread 
of death, and the two knights passed over, and the Red Knight passed after, and 
there his horse was drenched, and he, through great strength, escaped unto the 
land: thus she told him, and Sir Percivale was passing glad thereof. 

Then she asked him if he had ate any meat late. Nay, madam, truly I ate no 
meat nigh this three days, but late here I spake with a good man that fed me with 
his good words and holy, and refreshed me greatly. Ah, sir knight, said she, that 
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same man is an enchanter and a multiplier of words. For an ye believe him ye 
shall plainly be shamed, and die in this rock for pure hunger, and be eaten with 
wild beasts; and ye be a young man and a goodly knight, and I shall help you an 
ye will. What are ye, said Sir Percivale, that proffered me thus great kindness? I 
am, said she, a gentlewoman that am disherited, which was sometime the richest 
woman of the world. Damosel, said Sir Percivale, who hath disherited you? for I 
have great pity of you. Sir, said she, I dwelled with the greatest man of the 
world, and he made me so fair and clear that there was none like me; and of that 
great beauty I had a little pride more than I ought to have had. Also I said a word 
that pleased him not. And then he would not suffer me to be any longer in his 
company, and so drove me from mine heritage, and so disherited me, and he had 
never pity of me nor of none of my council, nor of my court. And sithen, sir 
knight, it hath befallen me so, and through me and mine I have benome him 
many of his men, and made them to become my men. For they ask never nothing 
of me but I give it them, that and much more. Thus I and all my servants were 
against him night and day. Therefore I know now no good knight, nor no good 
man, but I get them on my side an I may. And for that I know that thou art a 
good knight, I beseech you to help me; and for ye be a fellow of the Round 
Table, wherefore ye ought not to fail no gentlewoman which is disherited, an she 
besought you of help. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Percivale promised her help, and how he 
required her of love, and how he was saved from the fiend. 

THEN Sir Percivale promised her all the help that he might; and then she 
thanked him. And at that time the weather was hot. Then she called unto her a 
gentlewoman and bade her bring forth a pavilion; and so she did, and pight it 
upon the gravel. Sir, said she, now may ye rest you in this heat of the day. Then 
he thanked her, and she put off his helm and his shield, and there he slept a great 
while. And then he awoke and asked her if she had any meat, and she said: Yea, 
also ye shall have enough. And so there was set enough upon the table, and 
thereon so much that he had marvel, for there was all manner of meats that he 
could think on. Also he drank there the strongest wine that ever he drank, him 
thought, and therewith he was a little chafed more than he ought to be; with that 
he beheld the gentlewoman, and him thought she was the fairest creature that 
ever he saw. And then Sir Percivale proffered her love, and prayed her that she 
would be his. Then she refused him, in a manner, when he required her, for the 
cause he should be the more ardent on her, and ever he ceased not to pray her of 
love. And when she saw him well enchafed, then she said: Sir Percivale, wit you 
well I shall not fulfil your will but if ye swear from henceforth ye shall be my 
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true servant, and to do nothing but that I shall command you. Will ye ensure me 
this as ye be a true knight? Yea, said he, fair lady, by the faith of my body. Well, 
said she, now shall ye do with me whatso it please you; and now wit ye well ye 
are the knight in the world that I have most desire to. 

And then two squires were commanded to make a bed in midst of the 
pavilion. And anon she was unclothed and laid therein. And then Sir Percivale 
laid him down by her naked; and by adventure and grace he saw his sword lie on 
the ground naked, in whose pommel was a red cross and the sign of the crucifix 
therein, and bethought him on his knighthood and his promise made to-forehand 
unto the good man; then he made a sign of the cross in his forehead, and 
therewith the pavilion turned up-so-down, and then it changed unto a smoke, and 
a black cloud, and then he was adread and cried aloud: 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Percivale for penance rove himself through the 
thigh; and how she was known for the devil. 

FAIR sweet Father, Jesu Christ, ne let me not be shamed, the which was nigh 
lost had not thy good grace been. And then he looked into a ship, and saw her 
enter therein, which said: Sir Percivale, ye have betrayed me. And so she went 
with the wind roaring and yelling, that it seemed all the water brent after her. 
Then Sir Percivale made great sorrow, and drew his sword unto him, saying: 
Sithen my flesh will be my master I shall punish it; and therewith he rove 
himself through the thigh that the blood stert about him, and said: O good Lord, 
take this in recompensation of that I have done against thee, my Lord. So then he 
clothed him and armed him, and called himself a wretch, saying: How nigh was I 
lost, and to have lost that I should never have gotten again, that was my 
virginity, for that may never be recovered after it is once lost. And then he 
stopped his bleeding wound with a piece of his shirt. 

Thus as he made his moan he saw the same ship come from Orient that the 
good man was in the day afore, and the noble knight was ashamed with himself, 
and therewith he fell in a swoon. And when he awoke he went unto him weakly, 
and there he saluted this good man. And then he asked Sir Percivale: How hast 
thou done sith I departed? Sir, said he, here was a gentlewoman and led me into 
deadly sin. And there he told him altogether. Knew ye not the maid? said the 
good man. Sir, said he, nay, but well I wot the fiend sent her hither to shame me. 
O good knight, said he, thou art a fool, for that gentkewoman was the master 
fiend of hell, the which hath power above all devils, and that was the old lady 
that thou sawest in thine advision riding on the serpent. Then he told Sir 
Percivale how our Lord Jesu Christ beat him out of heaven for his sin, the which 
was the most brightest angel of heaven, and therefore he lost his heritage. And 
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that was the champion that thou foughtest withal, the which had overcome thee 
had not the grace of God been. Now beware Sir Percivale, and take this for an 
ensample. And then the good man vanished away. Then Sir Percivale took his 
arms, and entered into the ship, and so departed from thence. 

Here endeth the fourteenth book, which is of Sir Percivale. And here 
followeth of Sir Launcelot, which is the fifteenth book. 
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BOOK XV 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Launcelot came to a chapel, where he found 
dead, in a white shirt, a man of religion, of an hundred winter old. 

WHEN the hermit had kept Sir Launcelot three days, the hermit gat him an 
horse, an helm, and a sword. And then he departed about the hour of noon. And 
then he saw a little house. And when he came near he saw a chapel, and there 
beside he saw an old man that was clothed all in white full richly; and then Sir 
Launcelot said: God save you. God keep you, said the good man, and make you 
a good knight. Then Sir Launcelot alighted and entered into the chapel, and there 
he saw an old man dead, in a white shirt of passing fine cloth. 

Sir, said the good man, this man that is dead ought not to be in such clothing 
as ye see him in, for in that he brake the oath of his order, for he hath been more 
than an hundred winter a man of a religion. And then the good man and Sir 
Launcelot went into the chapel; and the good man took a stole about his neck, 
and a book, and then he conjured on that book; and with that they saw in an 
hideous figure and horrible, that there was no man so hard-hearted nor so hard 
but he should have been afeard. Then said the fiend: Thou hast travailed me 
greatly; now tell me what thou wilt with me. I will, said the good man, that thou 
tell me how my fellow became dead, and whether he be saved or damned. Then 
he said with an horrible voice: He is not lost but saved. How may that be? said 
the good man; it seemed to me that he lived not well, for he brake his order for 
to wear a shirt where he ought to wear none, and who that trespasseth against our 
order doth not well. Not so, said the fiend, this man that lieth here dead was 
come of a great lineage. And there was a lord that hight the Earl de Vale, that 
held great war against this man's nephew, the which hight Aguarus. And so this 
Aguarus saw the earl was bigger than he. Then he went for to take counsel of his 
uncle, the which lieth here dead as ye may see. And then he asked leave, and 
went out of his hermitage for to maintain his nephew against the mighty earl; 
and so it happed that this man that lieth here dead did so much by his wisdom 
and hardiness that the earl was taken, and three of his lords, by force of this dead 
man. 
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CHAPTER II. Of a dead man, how men would have hewn him, and it 
would not be, and how Sir Launcelot took the hair of the dead man. 

THEN was there peace betwixt the earl and this Aguarus, and great surety 
that the earl should never war against him. Then this dead man that here lieth 
came to this hermitage again; and then the earl made two of his nephews for to 
be avenged upon this man. So they came on a day, and found this dead man at 
the sacring of his mass, and they abode him till he had said mass. And then they 
set upon him and drew out swords to have slain him; but there would no sword 
bite on him more than upon a gad of steel, for the high Lord which he served He 
him preserved. Then made they a great fire, and did off all his clothes, and the 
hair off his back. And then this dead man hermit said unto them: Ween you to 
burn me? It shall not lie in your power nor to perish me as much as a thread, an 
there were any on my body. No? said one of them, it shall be assayed. And then 
they despoiled him, and put upon him this shirt, and cast him in a fire, and there 
he lay all that night till it was day in that fire, and was not dead, and so in the 
morn I came and found him dead; but I found neither thread nor skin tamed, and 
so took him out of the fire with great fear, and laid him here as ye may see. And 
now may ye suffer me to go my way, for I have said you the sooth. And then he 
departed with a great tempest. 

Then was the good man and Sir Launcelot more gladder than they were to- 
fore. And then Sir Launcelot dwelled with that good man that night. Sir, said the 
good man, be ye not Sir Launcelot du Lake? Yea, sir, said he. What seek ye in 
this country? Sir, said Sir Launcelot, I go to seek the adventures of the Sangreal. 
Well, said he, seek it ye may well, but though it were here ye shall have no 
power to see it no more than a blind man should see a bright sword, and that is 
long on your sin, and else ye were more abler than any man living. And then Sir 
Launcelot began to weep. Then said the good man: Were ye confessed sith ye 
entered into the quest of the Sangreal? Yea, sir, said Sir Launcelot. Then upon 
the morn when the good man had sung his mass, then they buried the dead man. 
Then Sir Launcelot said: Father, what shall I do? Now, said the good man, I 
require you take this hair that was this holy man's and put it next thy skin, and it 
shall prevail thee greatly. Sir, and I will do it, said Sir Launcelot. Also I charge 
you that ye eat no flesh as long as ye be in the quest of the Sangreal, nor ye shall 
drink no wine, and that ye hear mass daily an ye may do it. So he took the hair 
and put it upon him, and so departed at evensong-time. 

And so rode he into a forest, and there he met with a gentlewoman riding 
upon a white palfrey, and then she asked him: Sir knight, whither ride ye? 
Certes, damosel, said Launcelot, I wot not whither I ride but as fortune leadeth 
me. Ah, Sir Launcelot, said she, I wot what adventure ye seek, for ye were afore 
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time nearer than ye be now, and yet shall ye see it more openly than ever ye did, 
and that shall ye understand in short time. Then Sir Launcelot asked her where 
he might be harboured that night. Ye shall not find this day nor night, but to- 
morn ye shall find harbour good, and ease of that ye be in doubt of And then he 
commended her unto God. Then he rode till that he came to a Cross, and took 
that for his host as for that night. 


CHAPTER III. Of an advision that Sir Launcelot had, and how he told 
it to an hermit, and desired counsel of him. 

AND so he put his horse to pasture, and did off his helm and his shield, and 
made his prayers unto the Cross that he never fall in deadly sin again. And so he 
laid him down to sleep. And anon as he was asleep it befell him there an 
advision, that there came a man afore him all by compass of stars, and that man 
had a crown of gold on his head and that man led in his fellowship seven kings 
and two knights. And all these worshipped the Cross, kneeling upon their knees, 
holding up their hands toward the heaven. And all they said: Fair sweet Father of 
heaven come and visit us, and yield unto us everych as we have deserved. 

Then looked Launcelot up to the heaven, and him seemed the clouds did 
open, and an old man came down, with a company of angels, and alighted 
among them, and gave unto everych his blessing, and called them his servants, 
and good and true knights. And when this old man had said thus he came to one 
of those knights, and said: I have lost all that I have set in thee, for thou hast 
ruled thee against me as a watrior, and used wrong wars with vain-glory, more 
for the pleasure of the world than to please me, therefore thou shalt be 
confounded without thou yield me my treasure. All this advision saw Sir 
Launcelot at the Cross. 

And on the morn he took his horse and rode till mid-day; and there by 
adventure he met with the same knight that took his horse, helm, and his sword, 
when he slept when the Sangreal appeared afore the Cross. When Sir Launcelot 
saw him he saluted hin not fair, but cried on high: Knight, keep thee, for thou 
hast done to me great unkindness. And then they put afore them their spears, and 
Sir Launcelot came so fiercely upon him that he smote him and his horse down 
to the earth, that he had nigh broken his neck. Then Sir Launcelot took the 
knight's horse that was his own aforehand, and descended from the horse he sat 
upon, and mounted upon his own horse, and tied the knight's own horse to a tree, 
that he might find that horse when that he was arisen. Then Sir Launcelot rode 
till night, and by adventure he met an hermit, and each of them saluted other; 
and there he rested with that good man all night, and gave his horse such as he 
might get. Then said the good man unto Launcelot: Of whence be ye? Sir, said 
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he, I am of Arthur's court, and my name is Sir Launcelot du Lake that am in the 
quest of the Sangreal, and therefore I pray you to counsel me of a vision the 
which I had at the Cross. And so he told him all. 


CHAPTER IV. How the hermit expounded to Sir Launcelot his 
advision, and told him that Sir Galahad was his son. 

LO, Sir Launcelot, said the good man, there thou mightest understand the 
high lineage that thou art come of, and thine advision betokeneth. After the 
passion of Jesu Christ forty year, Joseph of Aramathie preached the victory of 
King Evelake, that he had in the battles the better of his enemies. And of the 
seven kings and the two knights: the first of them is called Nappus, an holy man; 
and the second hight Nacien, in remembrance of his grandsire, and in him 
dwelled our Lord Jesu Christ; and the third was called Helias le Grose; and the 
fourth hight Lisais; and the fifth hight Jonas, he departed out of his country and 
went into Wales, and took there the daughter of Manuel, whereby he had the 
land of Gaul, and he came to dwell in this country. And of him came King 
Launcelot thy grandsire, the which there wedded the king's daughter of Ireland, 
and he was as worthy a man as thou art, and of him came King Ban, thy father, 
the which was the last of the seven kings. And by thee, Sir Launcelot, it 
signifieth that the angels said thou were none of the seven fellowships. And the 
last was the ninth knight, he was signified to a lion, for he should pass all 
manner of earthly knights, that is Sir Galahad, the which thou gat on King Pelles' 
daughter; and thou ought to thank God more than any other man living, for of a 
sinner earthly thou hast no peer as in knighthood, nor never shall be. But little 
thank hast thou given to God for all the great virtues that God hath lent thee. Sir, 
said Launcelot, ye say that that good knight is my son. That oughtest thou to 
know and no man better, said the good man, for thou knewest the daughter of 
King Pelles fleshly, and on her thou begattest Galahad, and that was he that at 
the feast of Pentecost sat in the Siege Perilous; and therefore make thou it known 
openly that he is one of thy begetting on King Pelles' daughter, for that will be 
your worship and honour, and to all thy kindred. And I counsel you in no place 
press not upon him to have ado with him. Well, said Launcelot, meseemeth that 
good knight should pray for me unto the High Father, that I fall not to sin again. 
Trust thou well, said the good man, thou farest mickle the better for his prayer; 
but the son shall not bear the wickedness of the father, nor the father shall not 
bear the wickedness of the son, but everych shall bear his own burden. And 
therefore beseek thou only God, and He will help thee in all thy needs. And then 
Sir Launcelot and he went to supper, and so laid him to rest, and the hair pricked 
so Sir Launcelot's skin which grieved him full sore, but he took it meekly, and 
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suffered the pain. And so on the morn he heard his mass and took his arms, and 
so took his leave. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Launcelot jousted with many knights, and how 
he was taken. 

AND then mounted upon his horse, and rode into a forest, and held no 
highway. And as he looked afore him he saw a fair plain, and beside that a fair 
castle, and afore the castle were many pavilions of silk and of diverse hue. And 
him seemed that he saw there five hundred knights riding on horseback; and 
there were two parties: they that were of the castle were all on black horses and 
their trappings black, and they that were without were all on white horses and 
trappings, and everych hurtled to other that it marvelled Sir Launcelot. And at 
the last him thought they of the castle were put to the worse. 

Then thought Sir Launcelot for to help there the weaker party in increasing 
of his chivalry. And so Sir Launcelot thrust in among the party of the castle, and 
smote down a knight, horse and man, to the earth. And then he rashed here and 
there, and did marvellous deeds of arms. And then he drew out his sword, and 
struck many knights to the earth, so that all those that saw him marvelled that 
ever one knight might do so great deeds of arms. But always the white knights 
held them nigh about Sir Launcelot, for to tire him and wind him. But at the last, 
as a Man may not ever endure, Sir Launcelot waxed so faint of fighting and 
travailing, and was so weary of his great deeds, that (1) he might not lift up his 
arms for to give one stroke, so that he weened never to have borne arms; and 
then they all took and led him away into a forest, and there made him to alight 
and to rest him. And then all the fellowship of the castle were overcome for the 
default of him. Then they said all unto Sir Launcelot: Blessed be God that ye be 
now of our fellowship, for we shall hold you in our prison; and so they left 
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him with few words. And then Sir Launcelot made great sorrow, For never 
or now was I never at tournament nor jousts but I had the best, and now I am 
shamed; and then he said: Now I am sure that I am more sinfuller than ever I 
was. 

Thus he rode sorrowing, and half a day he was out of despair, till that he 
came into a deep valley. And when Sir Launcelot saw he might not ride up into 
the mountain, he there alighted under an apple tree, and there he left his helm 
and his shield, and put his horse unto pasture. And then he laid him down to 
sleep. And then him thought there came an old man afore him, the which said: 
Ah, Launcelot of evil faith and poor belief, wherefore is thy will turned so 
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lightly toward thy deadly sin? And when he had said thus he vanished away, and 
Launcelot wist not where he was become. Then he took his horse, and armed 
him; and as he rode by the way he saw a chapel where was a recluse, which had 
a window that she might see up to the altar. And all aloud she called Launcelot, 
for that he seemed a knight errant. And then he came, and she asked him what he 
was, and of what place, and where about he went to seek. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot told his advision to a woman, and 
how she expounded it to him. 

AND then he told her altogether word by word, and the truth how it befell 
him at the tournament. And after told her his advision that he had had that night 
in his sleep, and prayed her to tell him what it might mean, for he was not well 
content with it. Ah, Launcelot, said she, as long as ye were knight of earthly 
knighthood ye were the most marvellous man of the world, and most 
adventurous. Now, said the lady, sithen ye be set among the knights of heavenly 
adventures, if adventure fell thee contrary at that tournament have thou no 
marvel, for that tournament yesterday was but a tokening of Our Lord. And not 
for then there was none enchantment, for they at the tournament were earthly 
knights. The tournament was a token to see who should have most knights, 
either Eliazar, the son of King Pelles, or Argustus, the son of King Harlon. But 
Eliazar was all clothed in white, and Argustus was covered in black, the which 
were [over]come. 

All what this betokeneth I shall tell you. The day of Pentecost, when King 
Arthur held his court, it befell that earthly kings and knights took a tournament 
together, that is to say the quest of the Sangreal. The earthly knights were they 
the which were clothed all in black, and the covering betokeneth the sins 
whereof they be not confessed. And they with the covering of white betokeneth 
virginity, and they that chose chastity. And thus was the quest begun in them. 
Then thou beheld the sinners and the good men, and when thou sawest the 
sinners overcome, thou inclinest to that party for bobaunce and pride of the 
world, and all that must be left in that quest, for in this quest thou shalt have 
many fellows and thy betters. For thou art so feeble of evil trust and good belief, 
this made it when thou were there where they took thee and led thee into the 
forest. And anon there appeared the Sangreal unto the white knights, but thou 
was so feeble of good belief and faith that thou mightest not abide it for all the 
teaching of the good man, but anon thou turnest to the sinners, and that caused 
thy misadventure that thou should'st know good from evil and vain glory of the 
world, the which is not worth a pear. And for great pride thou madest great 
sorrow that thou hadst not overcome all the white knights with the covering of 
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white, by whom was betokened virginity and chastity; and therefore God was 
wroth with you, for God loveth no such deeds in this quest. And this advision 
signifieth that thou were of evil faith and of poor belief, the which will make 
thee to fall into the deep pit of hell if thou keep thee not. Now have I warned 
thee of thy vain glory and of thy pride, that thou hast many times erred against 
thy Maker. Beware of everlasting pain, for of all earthly knights I have most pity 
of thee, for I know well thou hast not thy peer of any earthly sinful man. 

And so she commended Sir Launcelot to dinner. And after dinner he took his 
horse and commended her to God, and so rode into a deep valley, and there he 
saw a river and an high mountain. And through the water he must needs pass, the 
which was hideous; and then in the name of God he took it with good heart. And 
when he came over he saw an armed knight, horse and man black as any bear; 
without any word he smote Sir Launcelot's horse to the earth; and so he passed 
on, he wist not where he was become. And then he took his helm and his shield, 
and thanked God of his adventure. 

Here leadeth off the story of Sir Launcelot, and speak we of Sir Gawaine, the 
which is the sixteenth book. 
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BOOK XVI 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Gawaine was nigh weary of the quest of the 
Sangreal, and of his marvellous dream. 

WHEN Sir Gawaine was departed from his fellowship he rode long without 
any adventure. For he found not the tenth part of adventure as he was wont to do. 
For Sir Gawaine rode from Whitsuntide until Michaelmas and found none 
adventure that pleased him. So on a day it befell Gawaine met with Sir Ector de 
Maris, and either made great joy of other that it were marvel to tell. And so they 
told everych other, and complained them greatly that they could find none 
adventure. Truly, said Sir Gawaine unto Sir Ector, I am nigh weary of this quest, 
and loath I am to follow further in strange countries. One thing marvelled me, 
said Sir Ector, I have met with twenty knights, fellows of mine, and all they 
complain as I do. I have marvel, said Sir Gawaine, where that Sir Launcelot, 
your brother, is. Truly, said Sir Ector, I cannot hear of him, nor of Sir Galahad, 
Percivale, nor Sir Bors. Let them be, said Sir Gawaine, for they four have no 
peers. And if one thing were not in Sir Launcelot he had no fellow of none 
earthly man; but he is as we be, but if he took more pain upon him. But an these 
four be met together they will be loath that any man meet with them; for an they 
fail of the Sangreal it is in waste of all the remnant to recover it. 

Thus Ector and Gawaine rode more than eight days, and on a Saturday they 
found an old chapel, the which was wasted that there seemed no man thither 
repaired; and there they alighted, and set their spears at the door, and in they 
entered into the chapel, and there made their orisons a great while, and set them 
down in the sieges of the chapel. And as they spake of one thing and other, for 
heaviness they fell asleep, and there befell them both marvellous adventures. Sir 
Gawaine him seemed he came into a meadow full of herbs and flowers, and 
there he saw a rack of bulls, an hundred and fifty, that were proud and black, 
save three of them were all white, and one had a black spot, and the other two 
were so fair and so white that they might be no whiter. And these three bulls 
which were so fair were tied with two strong cords. And the remnant of the bulls 
said among them: Go we hence to seek better pasture. And so some went, and 
some came again, but they were so lean that they might not stand upright; and of 
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the bulls that were so white, that one came again and no mo. But when this white 
bull was come again among these other there rose up a great cry for lack of wind 
that failed them; and so they departed one here and another there: this advision 
befell Gawaine that night. 


CHAPTER II. Of the advision of Sir Ector, and how he jousted with Sir 
Uwaine les Avoutres, his sworn brother. 

BUT to Ector de Maris befell another vision the contrary. For it seemed him 
that his brother, Sir Launcelot, and he alighted out of a chair and leapt upon two 
horses, and the one said to the other: Go we seek that we shall not find. And him 
thought that a man beat Sir Launcelot, and despoiled him, and clothed him in 
another array, the which was all full of knots, and set him upon an ass, and so he 
rode till he came to the fairest well that ever he saw; and Sir Launcelot alighted 
and would have drunk of that well. And when he stooped to drink of the water 
the water sank from him. And when Sir Launcelot saw that, he turned and went 
thither as the head came from. And in the meanwhile he trowed that himself and 
Sir Ector rode till that they came to a rich man's house where there was a 
wedding. And there he saw a king the which said: Sir knight, here is no place for 
you. And then he turned again unto the chair that he came from. 

Thus within a while both Gawaine and Ector awaked, and either told other of 
their advision, the which marvelled them greatly. Truly, said Ector, I shall never 
be merry till I hear tidings of my brother Launcelot. Now as they sat thus talking 
they saw an hand showing unto the elbow, and was covered with red samite, and 
upon that hung a bridle not right rich, and held within the fist a great candle 
which burned right clear, and so passed afore them, and entered into the chapel, 
and then vanished away and they wist not where. And anon came down a voice 
which said: Knights of full evil faith and of poor belief, these two things have 
failed you, and therefore ye may not come to the adventures of the Sangreal. 

Then first spake Gawaine and said: Ector, have ye heard these words? Yea 
truly, said Sir Ector, I heard all. Now go we, said Sir Ector, unto some hermit 
that will tell us of our advision, for it seemeth me we labour all in vain. And so 
they departed and rode into a valley, and there met with a squire which rode on 
an hackney, and they saluted him fair. Sir, said Gawaine, can thou teach us to 
any hermit? Here is one in a little mountain, but it is so rough there may no horse 
go thither, and therefore ye must go upon foot; there shall ye find a poor house, 
and there is Nacien the hermit, which is the holiest man in this country. And so 
they departed either from other. 

And then in a valley they met with a knight all armed, which proffered them 
to joust as far as he saw them. In the name of God, said Sir Gawaine, sith I 
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departed from Camelot there was none proffered me to joust but once. And now, 
sir, said Ector, let me joust with him. Nay, said Gawaine, ye shall not but if I be 
beat; it shall not for-think me then if ye go after me. And then either embraced 
other to joust and came together as fast as their horses might run, and brast their 
shields and the mails, and the one more than the other; and Gawaine was 
wounded in the left side, but the other knight was smitten through the breast, and 
the spear came out on the other side, and so they fell both out of their saddles, 
and in the falling they brake both their spears. 

Anon Gawaine arose and set his hand to his sword, and cast his shield afore 
him. But all for naught was it, for the knight had no power to arise against him. 
Then said Gawaine: Ye must yield you as an overcome man, or else I may slay 
you. Ah, sir knight, said he, I am but dead, for God's sake and of your gentleness 
lead me here unto an abbey that I may receive my Creator. Sir, said Gawaine, I 
know no house of religion hereby. Sir, said the knight, set me on an horse to-fore 
you, and I shall teach you. Gawaine set him up in the saddle, and he leapt up 
behind him for to sustain him, and so came to an abbey where they were well 
received; and anon he was unarmed, and received his Creator. Then he prayed 
Gawaine to draw out the truncheon of the spear out of his body. Then Gawaine 
asked him what he was, that knew him not. I am, said he, of King Arthur's court, 
and was a fellow of the Round Table, and we were brethren sworn together; and 
now Sir Gawaine, thou hast slain me, and my name is Uwaine les Avoutres, that 
sometime was son unto King Uriens, and was in the quest of the Sangreal; and 
now forgive it thee God, for it shall ever be said that the one sworn brother hath 
slain the other. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Gawaine and Sir Ector came to an hermitage to 

be confessed, and how they told to the hermit their advisions. 

ALAS, said Gawaine, that ever this misadventure is befallen me. No force, 
said Uwaine, sith I shall die this death, of a much more worshipfuller man's hand 
might I not die; but when ye come to the court recommend me unto my lord, 
King Arthur, and all those that be left alive, and for old brotherhood think on me. 
Then began Gawaine to weep, and Ector also. And then Uwaine himself and Sir 
Gawaine drew out the truncheon of the spear, and anon departed the soul from 
the body. Then Sir Gawaine and Sir Ector buried him as men ought to bury a 
king's son, and made write upon his name, and by whom he was slain. 

Then departed Gawaine and Ector, as heavy as they might for their 
misadventure, and so rode till that they came to the rough mountain, and there 
they tied their horses and went on foot to the hermitage. And when they were 
come up they saw a poor house, and beside the chapel a little courtelage, where 
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Nacien the hermit gathered worts, as he which had tasted none other meat of a 
great while. And when he saw the errant knights he came toward them and 
saluted them, and they him again. Fair lords, said he, what adventure brought 
you hither? Sir, said Gawaine, to speak with you for to be confessed. Sir, said 
the hermit, I am ready. Then they told him so much that he wist well what they 
were. And then he thought to counsel them if he might. 

Then began Gawaine first and told him of his advision that he had had in the 
chapel, and Ector told him all as it is afore rehearsed. Sir, said the hermit unto 
Sir Gawaine, the fair meadow and the rack therein ought to be understood the 
Round Table, and by the meadow ought to be understood humility and patience, 
those be the things which be always green and quick; for men may no time 
overcome humility and patience, therefore was the Round Table founded, and 
the chivalry hath been at all times so by the fraternity which was there that she 
might not be overcome; for men said she was founded in patience and in 
humility. At the rack ate an hundred and fifty bulls; but they ate not in the 
meadow, for their hearts should be set in humility and patience, and the bulls 
were proud and black save only three. By the bulls is to understand the 
fellowship of the Round Table, which for their sin and their wickedness be 
black. Blackness is to say without good or virtuous works. And the three bulls 
which were white save only one that was spotted: the two white betoken Sir 
Galahad and Sir Percivale, for they be maidens clean and without spot; and the 
third that had a spot signifieth Sir Bors de Ganis, which trespassed but once in 
his virginity, but sithen he kept himself so well in chastity that all is forgiven 
him and his misdeeds. And why those three were tied by the necks, they be three 
knights in virginity and chastity, and there is no pride smitten in them. And the 
black bulls which said: Go we hence, they were those which at Pentecost at the 
high feast took upon them to go in the quest of the Sangreal without confession: 
they might not enter in the meadow of humility and patience. And therefore they 
returned into waste countries, that signifieth death, for there shall die many of 
them: everych of them shall slay other for sin, and they that shall escape shall be 
so lean that it shall be marvel to see them. And of the three bulls without spot, 
the one shall come again, and the other two never. 


CHAPTER IV. How the hermit expounded their advision. 

THEN spake Nacien unto Ector: Sooth it is that Launcelot and ye came 
down off one chair: the chair betokeneth mastership and lordship which ye came 
down from. But ye two knights, said the hermit, ye go to seek that ye shall never 
find, that is the Sangreal; for it is the secret thing of our Lord Jesu Christ. What 
is to mean that Sir Launcelot fell down off his horse: he hath left pride and taken 
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him to humility, for he hath cried mercy loud for his sin, and sore repented him, 
and our Lord hath clothed him in his clothing which is full of knots, that is the 
hair that he weareth daily. And the ass that he rode upon is a beast of humility, 
for God would not ride upon no steed, nor upon no palfrey; so in ensample that 
an ass betokeneth meekness, that thou sawest Sir Launcelot ride on in thy sleep. 
And the well whereas the water sank from him when he should have taken 
thereof, and when he saw he might not have it, he returned thither from whence 
he came, for the well betokeneth the high grace of God, the more men desire it to 
take it, the more shall be their desire. So when he came nigh the Sangreal, he 
meeked him that he held him not a man worthy to be so nigh the Holy Vessel, 
for he had been so defouled in deadly sin by the space of many years; yet when 
he kneeled to drink of the well, there he saw great providence of the Sangreal. 
And for he had served so long the devil, he shall have vengeance four-and- 
twenty days long, for that he hath been the devil's servant four-and-twenty years. 
And then soon after he shall return unto Camelot out of this country, and he shall 
say a part of such things as he hath found. 

Now will I tell you what betokeneth the hand with the candle and the bridle: 
that is to understand the Holy Ghost where charity is ever, and the bridle 
signifieth abstinence. For when she is bridled in Christian man's heart she 
holdeth him so short that he falleth not in deadly sin. And the candle which 
sheweth clearness and sight signifieth the right way of Jesu Christ. And when he 
went and said: Knights of poor faith and of wicked belief, these three things 
failed, charity, abstinence, and truth; therefore ye may not attain that high 
adventure of the Sangreal. 


CHAPTER V. Of the good counsel that the hermit gave to them. 

CERTES, said Gawaine, soothly have ye said, that I see it openly. Now, I 
pray you, good man and holy father, tell me why we met not with so many 
adventures as we were wont to do, and commonly have the better. I shall tell you 
gladly, said the good man; the adventure of the Sangreal which ye and many 
other have undertaken the quest of it and find it not, the cause is for it appeareth 
not to sinners. Wherefore marvel not though ye fail thereof, and many other. For 
ye be an untrue knight and a great murderer, and to good men signifieth other 
things than murder. For I dare say, as sinful as Sir Launcelot hath been, sith that 
he went into the quest of the Sangreal he slew never man, nor nought shall, till 
that he come unto Camelot again, for he hath taken upon him for to forsake sin. 
And nere that he nis not stable, but by his thought he is likely to turn again, he 
should be next to enchieve it save Galahad, his son. But God knoweth his 
thought and his unstableness, and yet shall he die right an holy man, and no 


4897 XRN 


doubt he hath no fellow of no earthly sinful man. Sir, said Gawaine, it seemeth 
me by your words that for our sins it will not avail us to travel in this quest 
Truly, said the good man, there be an hundred such as ye be that never shall 
prevail, but to have shame. And when they had heard these voices they 
commended him unto God. 

Then the good man called Gawaine, and said: It is long time passed sith that 
ye were made knight, and never sithen thou servedst thy Maker, and now thou 
art so old a tree that in thee is neither life nor fruit; wherefore bethink thee that 
thou yield to Our Lord the bare rind, sith the fiend hath the leaves and the fruit. 
Sir, said Gawaine an I had leisure I would speak with you, but my fellow here, 
Sir Ector, is gone, and abideth me yonder beneath the hill. Well, said the good 
man, thou were better to be counselled. Then departed Gawaine and came to 
Ector, and so took their horses and rode till they came to a forester's house, 
which harboured them right well. And on the morn they departed from their 
host, and rode long or they could find any adventure. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Bors met with an hermit, and how he was 
confessed to him, and of his penance enjoined to him. 

WHEN Bors was departed from Camelot he met with a religious man riding 
on an ass, and Sir Bors saluted him. Anon the good man knew him that he was 
one of the knights-errant that was in the quest of the Sangreal. What are ye? said 
the good man. Sir, said he, I am a knight that fain would be counselled in the 
quest of the Sangreal, for he shall have much earthly worship that may bring it to 
an end. Certes, said the good man, that is sooth, for he shall be the best knight of 
the world, and the fairest of all the fellowship. But wit you well there shall none 
attain it but by cleanness, that is pure confession. 

So rode they together till that they came to an hermitage. And there he 
prayed Bors to dwell all that night with him. And so he alighted and put away 
his armour, and prayed him that he might be confessed; and so they went into the 
chapel, and there he was clean confessed, and they ate bread and drank water 
together. Now, said the good man, I pray thee that thou eat none other till that 
thou sit at the table where the Sangreal shall be. Sir, said he, I agree me thereto, 
but how wit ye that I shall sit there. Yes, said the good man, that know I, but 
there shall be but few of your fellows with you. All is welcome, said Sir Bors, 
that God sendeth me. Also, said the good man, instead of a shirt, and in sign of 
chastisement, ye shall wear a garment; therefore I pray you do off all your 
clothes and your shirt: and so he did. And then he took him a scarlet coat, so that 
should be instead of his shirt till he had fulfilled the quest of the Sangreal; and 
the good man found in him so marvellous a life and so stable, that he marvelled 
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and felt that he was never corrupt in fleshly lusts, but in one time that he begat 
Elian le Blank. 

Then he armed him, and took his leave, and so departed. And so a little from 
thence he looked up into a tree, and there he saw a passing great bird upon an old 
tree, and it was passing dry, without leaves; and the bird sat above, and had 
birds, the which were dead for hunger. So smote he himself with his beak, the 
which was great and sharp. And so the great bird bled till that he died among his 
birds. And the young birds took the life by the blood of the great bird. When 
Bors saw this he wist well it was a great tokening; for when he saw the great bird 
arose not, then he took his horse and yede his way. So by evensong, by 
adventure he came to a strong tower and an high, and there was he lodged 
gladly. 


CHAPTER VII. How Sir Bors was lodged with a lady, and how he took 
upon him for to fight against a champion for her land. 

AND when he was unarmed they led him into an high tower where was a 
lady, young, lusty, and fair. And she received him with great joy, and made him 
to sit down by her, and so was he set to sup with flesh and many dainties. And 
when Sir Bors saw that, he bethought him on his penance, and bade a squire to 
bring him water. And so he brought him, and he made sops therein and ate them. 
Ah, said the lady, I trow ye like not my meat. Yes, truly, said Sir Bors, God 
thank you, madam, but I may eat none other meat this day. Then she spake no 
more as at that time, for she was loath to displease him. Then after supper they 
spake of one thing and other. 

With that came a squire and said: Madam, ye must purvey you to-morn for a 
champion, for else your sister will have this castle and also your lands, except ye 
can find a knight that will fight to-morn in your quarrel against Pridam le Noire. 
Then she made sorrow and said: Ah, Lord God, wherefore granted ye to hold my 
land, whereof I should now be disherited without reason and right? And when 
Sir Bors had heard her say thus, he said: I shall comfort you. Sir, said she, I shall 
tell you there was here a king that hight Aniause, which held all this land in his 
keeping. So it mishapped he loved a gentlewoman a great deal elder than I. So 
took he her all this land to her keeping, and all his men to govern; and she 
brought up many evil customs whereby she put to death a great part of his 
kinsmen. And when he saw that, he let chase her out of this land, and betook it 
me, and all this land in my demesnes. But anon as that worthy king was dead, 
this other lady began to war upon me, and hath destroyed many of my men, and 
turned them against me, that I have well-nigh no man left me; and I have nought 
else but this high tower that she left me. And yet she hath promised me to have 
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this tower, without I can find a knight to fight with her champion. 

Now tell me, said Sir Bors, what is that Pridam le Noire? Sir, said she, he is 
the most doubted man of this land. Now may ye send her word that ye have 
found a knight that shall fight with that Pridam le Noire in God's quarrel and 
yours. Then that lady was not a little glad, and sent word that she was purveyed, 
and that night Bors had good cheer; but in no bed he would come, but laid him 
on the floor, nor never would do otherwise till that he had met with the quest of 
the Sangreal. 


CHAPTER VIII. Of an advision which Sir Bors had that night, and how 

he fought and overcame his adversary. 

AND anon as he was asleep him befell a vision, that there came to him two 
birds, the one as white as a swan, and the other was marvellous black; but it was 
not so great as the other, but in the likeness of a Raven. Then the white bird 
came to him, and said: An thou wouldst give me meat and serve me I should 
give thee all the riches of the world, and I shall make thee as fair and as white as 
I am. So the white bird departed, and there came the black bird to him, and said: 
An thou wolt, serve me to-morrow and have me in no despite though I be black, 
for wit thou well that more availeth my blackness than the other's whiteness. 
And then he departed. 

And he had another vision: him thought that he came to a great place which 
seemed a chapel, and there he found a chair set on the left side, which was 
worm-eaten and feeble. And on the right hand were two flowers like a lily, and 
the one would have benome the other's whiteness, but a good man departed them 
that the one touched not the other; and then out of every flower came out many 
flowers, and fruit great plenty. Then him thought the good man said: Should not 
he do great folly that would let these two flowers perish for to succour the rotten 
tree, that it fell not to the earth? Sir, said he, it seemeth me that this wood might 
not avail. Now keep thee, said the good man, that thou never see such adventure 
befall thee. 

Then he awaked and made a sign of the cross in midst of the forehead, and 
so rose and clothed him. And there came the lady of the place, and she saluted 
him, and he her again, and so went to a chapel and heard their service. And there 
came a company of knights, that the lady had sent for, to lead Sir Bors unto 
battle. Then asked he his arms. And when he was armed she prayed him to take a 
little morsel to dine. Nay, madam, said he, that shall I not do till I have done my 
battle, by the grace of God. And so he leapt upon his horse, and departed, all the 
knights and men with him. And as soon as these two ladies met together, she 
which Bors should fight for complained her, and said: Madam, ye have done me 
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wrong to bereave me of my lands that King Aniause gave me, and full loath I am 
there should be any battle. Ye shall not choose, said the other lady, or else your 
knight withdraw him. 

Then there was the cry made, which party had the better of the two knights, 
that his lady should rejoice all the land. Now departed the one knight here, and 
the other there. Then they came together with such a raundon that they pierced 
their shields and their hauberks, and the spears flew in pieces, and they wounded 
either other sore. Then hurtled they together, so that they fell both to the earth, 
and their horses betwixt their legs; and anon they arose, and set hands to their 
swords, and smote each one other upon the heads, that they made great wounds 
and deep, that the blood went out of their bodies. For there found Sir Bors 
greater defence in that knight more than he weened. For that Pridam was a 
passing good knight, and he wounded Sir Bors full evil, and he him again; but 
ever this Pridam held the stour in like hard. That perceived Sir Bors, and 
suffered him till he was nigh attaint. And then he ran upon him more and more, 
and the other went back for dread of death. So in his withdrawing he fell upright, 
and Sir Bors drew his helm so strongly that he rent it from his head, and gave 
him great strokes with the flat of his sword upon the visage, and bade him yield 
him or he should slay him. Then he cried him mercy and said: Fair knight, for 
God's love slay me not, and I shall ensure thee never to war against thy lady, but 
be alway toward her. Then Bors let him be; then the old lady fled with all her 
knights. 


CHAPTER IX. How the lady was returned to her lands by the battle of 
Sir Bors, and of his departing, and how he met Sir Lionel taken and beaten 
with 

thorns, and also of a maid which should have been devoured. 

SO then came Bors to all those that held lands of his lady, and said he should 
destroy them but if they did such service unto her as longed to their lands. So 
they did their homage, and they that would not were chased out of their lands. 
Then befell that young lady to come to her estate again, by the mighty prowess 
of Sir Bors de Ganis. So when all the country was well set in peace, then Sir 
Bors took his leave and departed; and she thanked him greatly, and would have 
given him great riches, but he refused it. 

Then he rode all that day till night, and came to an harbour to a lady which 
knew him well enough, and made of him great Joy. Upon the morn, as soon as 
the day appeared, Bors departed from thence, and so rode into a forest unto the 
hour of midday, and there befell him a marvellous adventure. So he met at the 
departing of the two ways two knights that led Lionel, his brother, all naked, 


4901 XRN 


bounden upon a strong hackney, and his hands bounden to-fore his breast. And 
everych of them held in his hands thorns wherewith they went beating him so 
sore that the blood trailed down more than in an hundred places of his body, so 
that he was all blood to-fore and behind, but he said never a word; as he which 
was great of heart he suffered all that ever they did to him, as though he had felt 
none anguish. 

Anon Sir Bors dressed him to rescue him that was his brother; and so he 
looked upon the other side of him, and saw a knight which brought a fair 
gentlewoman, and would have set her in the thickest place of the forest for to 
have been the more surer out of the way from them that sought him. And she 
which was nothing assured cried with an high voice: Saint Mary succour your 
maid. And anon she espied where Sir Bors came riding. And when she came 
nigh him she deemed him a knight of the Round Table, whereof she hoped to 
have some comfort; and then she conjured him: By the faith that he ought unto 
Him in whose service thou art entered in, and for the faith ye owe unto the high 
order of knighthood, and for the noble King Arthur's sake, that I suppose made 
thee knight, that thou help me, and suffer me not to be shamed of this knight. 
When Bors heard her say thus he had so much sorrow there he nist not what to 
do. For if I let my brother be in adventure he must be slain, and that would I not 
for all the earth. And if I help not the maid she is shamed for ever, and also she 
shall lose her virginity the which she shall never get again. Then lift he up his 
eyes and said weeping: Fair sweet Lord Jesu Christ, whose liege man I am, keep 
Lionel, my brother, that these knights slay him not, and for pity of you, and for 
Mary's sake, I shall succour this maid. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Bors left to rescue his brother, and rescued the 
damosel; and how it was told him that Lionel was dead. 

THEN dressed he him unto the knight the which had the gentlewoman, and 
then he cried: Sir knight, let your hand off that maiden, or ye be but dead. And 
then he set down the maiden, and was armed at all pieces save he lacked his 
spear. Then he dressed his shield, and drew out his sword, and Bors smote him 
so hard that it went through his shield and habergeon on the left shoulder. And 
through great strength he beat him down to the earth, and at the pulling out of 
Bors' spear there he swooned. Then came Bors to the maid and said: How 
seemeth it you? of this knight ye be delivered at this time. Now sir, said she, I 
pray you lead me thereas this knight had me. So shall I do gladly: and took the 
horse of the wounded knight, and set the gentlewoman upon him, and so brought 
her as she desired. Sir knight, said she, ye have better sped than ye weened, for 
an I had lost my maidenhead, five hundred men should have died for it. What 


4902 XRN 


knight was he that had you in the forest? By my faith, said she, he is my cousin. 
So wot I never with what engine the fiend enchafed him, for yesterday he took 
me from my father privily; for I, nor none of my father's men, mistrusted him 
not, and if he had had my maidenhead he should have died for the sin, and his 
body shamed and dishonoured for ever. Thus as she stood talking with him there 
came twelve knights seeking after her, and anon she told them all how Bors had 
delivered her; then they made great joy, and besought him to come to her father, 
a great lord, and he should be right welcome. Truly, said Bors, that may not be at 
this time, for I have a great adventure to do in this country. So he commended 
them unto God and departed. 

Then Sir Bors rode after Lionel, his brother, by the trace of their horses, thus 
he rode seeking a great while. Then he overtook a man clothed in a religious 
clothing; and rode on a strong black horse blacker than a berry, and said: Sir 
knight, what seek you? Sir, said he, I seek my brother that I saw within a while 
beaten with two knights. Ah, Bors, discomfort you not, nor fall into no wanhope; 
for I shall tell you tidings such as they be, for truly he is dead. Then showed he 
him a new slain body lying in a bush, and it seemed him well that it was the 
body of Lionel, and then he made such a sorrow that he fell to the earth all in a 
swoon, and lay a great while there. And when he came to himself he said: Fair 
brother, sith the company of you and me is departed shall I never have joy in my 
heart, and now He which I have taken unto my master, He be my help. And 
when he had said thus he took his body lightly in his arms, and put it upon the 
arson of his saddle. And then he said to the man: Canst thou tell me unto some 
chapel where that I may bury this body? Come on, said he, here is one fast by; 
and so long they rode till they saw a fair tower, and afore it there seemed an old 
feeble chapel. And then they alighted both, and put him into a tomb of marble. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Bors told his dream to a priest, which he had 
dreamed, and of the counsel that the priest gave to him. 

NOW leave we him here, said the good man, and go we to our harbour till 
to-morrow; we will come here again to do him service. Sir, said Bors, be ye a 
priest? Yea forsooth, said he. Then I pray you tell me a dream that befell to me 
the last night. Say on, said he. Then he began so much to tell him of the great 
bird in the forest, and after told him of his birds, one white, another black, and of 
the rotten tree, and of the white flowers. Sir, I shall tell you a part now, and the 
other deal to-morrow. The white fowl betokeneth a gentlewoman, fair and rich, 
which loved thee paramours, and hath loved thee long; and if thou warn her love 
she shall go die anon, if thou have no pity on her. That signifieth the great bird, 
the which shall make thee to warn her. Now for no fear that thou hast, ne for no 
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dread that thou hast of God, thou shalt not warn her, but thou wouldst not do it 
for to be holden chaste, for to conquer the loos of the vain glory of the world; for 
that shall befall thee now an thou warn her, that Launcelot, the good knight, thy 
cousin, shall die. And therefore men shall now say that thou art a manslayer, 
both of thy brother, Sir Lionel, and of thy cousin, Sir Launcelot du Lake, the 
which thou mightest have saved and rescued easily, but thou weenedst to rescue 
a maid which pertaineth nothing to thee. Now look thou whether it had been 
greater harm of thy brother's death, or else to have suffered her to have lost her 
maidenhood. Then asked he him: Hast thou heard the tokens of thy dream the 
which I have told to you? Yea forsooth, said Sir Bors, all your exposition and 
declaring of my dream I have well understood and heard. Then said the man in 
this black clothing: Then is it in thy default if Sir Launcelot, thy cousin, die. Sir, 
said Bors, that were me loath, for wit ye well there is nothing in the world but I 
had liefer do it than to see my lord, Sir Launcelot du Lake, to die in my default. 
Choose ye now the one or the other, said the good man. 

And then he led Sir Bors into an high tower, and there he found knights and 
ladies: those ladies said he was welcome, and so they unarmed him. And when 
he was in his doublet men brought him a mantle furred with ermine, and put it 
about him; and then they made him such cheer that he had forgotten all his 
sorrow and anguish, and only set his heart in these delights and dainties, and 
took no thought more for his brother, Sir Lionel, neither of Sir Launcelot du 
Lake, his cousin. And anon came out of a chamber to him the fairest lady than 
ever he saw, and more richer beseen than ever he saw Queen Guenever or any 
other estate. Lo, said they, Sir Bors, here is the lady unto whom we owe all our 
service, and I trow she be the richest lady and the fairest of all the world, and the 
which loveth you best above all other knights, for she will have no knight but 
you. And when he understood that language he was abashed. Not for then she 
saluted him, and he her; and then they sat down together and spake of many 
things, in so much that she besought him to be her love, for she had loved him 
above all earthly men, and she should make him richer than ever was man of his 
age. When Bors understood her words he was right evil at ease, which in no 
manner would not break chastity, so wist not he how to answer her. 


CHAPTER XII. How the devil in a woman's likeness would have had Sir 
Bors to have lain by her, and how by God's grace he escaped. 

ALAS, said she, Bors, shall ye not do my will? Madam, said Bors, there is 
no lady in the world whose will I will fulfil as of this thing, for my brother lieth 
dead which was slain right late. Ah Bors, said she, I have loved you long for the 
great beauty I have seen in you, and the great hardiness that I have heard of you, 
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that needs ye must lie by me this night, and therefore I pray you grant it me. 
Truly, said he, I shall not do it in no manner wise. Then she made him such 
sorrow as though she would have died. Well Bors, said she, unto this have ye 
brought me, nigh to mine end. And therewith she took him by the hand, and bade 
him behold her. And ye shall see how I shall die for your love. Ah, said then he, 
that shall I never see. 

Then she departed and went up into an high battlement, and led with her 
twelve gentlewomen; and when they were above, one of the gentlewomen cried, 
and said: Ah, Sir Bors, gentle knight have mercy on us all, and suffer my lady to 
have her will, and if ye do not we must suffer death with our lady, for to fall 
down off this high tower, and if ye suffer us thus to die for so little a thing all 
ladies and gentlewomen will say or you dishonour. Then looked he upward, they 
seemed all ladies of great estate, and richly and well beseen. Then had he of 
them great pity; not for that he was uncounselled in himself that liefer he had 
they all had lost their souls than he his, and with that they fell adown all at once 
unto the earth. And when he saw that, he was all abashed, and had thereof great 
marvel. With that he blessed his body and his visage. And anon he heard a great 
noise and a great cry, as though all the fiends of hell had been about him; and 
therewith he saw neither tower, nor lady, nor gentlewoman, nor no chapel where 
he brought his brother to. Then held he up both his hands to the heaven, and 
said: Fair Father God, I am grievously escaped; and then he took his arms and 
his horse and rode on his way. 

Then he heard a clock smite on his right hand; and thither he came to an 
abbey on his right hand, closed with high walls, and there was let in. Then they 
supposed that he was one of the quest of the Sangreal, so they led him into a 
chamber and unarmed him. Sirs, said Sir Bors, if there be any holy man in this 
house I pray you let me speak with him. Then one of them led him unto the 
Abbot, which was in a chapel. And then Sir Bors saluted him, and he him again. 
Sir, said Bors, I am a knight-errant; and told him all the adventure which he had 
seen. Sir Knight, said the Abbot, I wot not what ye be, for I weened never that a 
knight of your age might have been so strong in the grace of our Lord Jesu 
Christ. Not for then ye shall go unto your rest, for I will not counsel you this day, 
it is too late, and to-morrow I shall counsel you as I can. 


CHAPTER XIII. Of the holy communication of an Abbot to Sir Bors, 
and how the Abbot counselled him. 
AND that night was Sir Bors served richly; and on the morn early he heard 
mass, and the Abbot came to him, and bade him good morrow, and Bors to him 
again. And then he told him he was a fellow of the quest of the Sangreal, and 
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how he had charge of the holy man to eat bread and water. Then [said the 
Abbot]: Our Lord Jesu Christ showed him unto you in the likeness of a soul that 
suffered great anguish for us, since He was put upon the cross, and bled His 
heart-blood for mankind: there was the token and the likeness of the Sangreal 
that appeared afore you, for the blood that the great fowl bled revived the 
chickens from death to life. And by the bare tree is betokened the world which is 
naked and without fruit but if it come of Our Lord. Also the lady for whom ye 
fought for, and King Aniause which was lord there-to-fore, betokeneth Jesu 
Christ which is the King of the world. And that ye fought with the champion for 
the lady, this it betokeneth: for when ye took the battle for the lady, by her shall 
ye understand the new law of Jesu Christ and Holy Church; and by the other 
lady ye shall understand the old law and the fiend, which all day warreth against 
Holy Church, therefore ye did your battle with right. For ye be Jesu Christ's 
knights, therefore ye ought to be defenders of Holy Church. And by the black 
bird might ye understand Holy Church, which sayeth I am black, but he is fair. 
And by the white bird might men understand the fiend, and I shall tell you how 
the swan is white without-forth, and black within: it is hypocrisy which is 
without yellow or pale, and seemeth without-forth the servants of Jesu Christ, 
but they be within so horrible of filth and sin, and beguile the world evil. Also 
when the fiend appeared to thee in likeness of a man of religion, and blamed thee 
that thou left thy brother for a lady, so led thee where thou seemed thy brother 
was Slain, but he is yet alive; and all was for to put thee in error, and bring thee 
unto wanhope and lechery, for he knew thou were tender hearted, and all was for 
thou shouldst not find the blessed adventure of the Sangreal. And the third fowl 
betokeneth the strong battle against the fair ladies which were all devils. Also the 
dry tree and the white lily: the dry tree betokeneth thy brother Lionel, which is 
dry without virtue, and therefore many men ought to call him the rotten tree, and 
the worm-eaten tree, for he is a murderer and doth contrary to the order of 
knighthood. And the two white flowers signify two maidens, the one is a knight 
which was wounded the other day, and the other is the gentlewoman which ye 
rescued; and why the other flower drew nigh the other, that was the knight which 
would have defouled her and himself both. And Sir Bors, ye had been a great 
fool and in great peril for to have seen those two flowers perish for to succour 
the rotten tree, for an they had sinned together they had been damned; and for 
that ye rescued them both, men might call you a very knight and servant of Jesu 
Christ. 


CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Bors met with his brother Sir Lionel, and how 
Sir Lionel would have slain Sir Bors. 
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THEN went Sir Bors from thence and commended the Abbot unto God. And 
then he rode all that day, and harboured with an old lady. And on the morn he 
rode to a castle in a valley, and there he met with a yeoman going a great pace 
toward a forest. Say me, said Sir Bors, canst thou tell me of any adventure? Sir, 
said he, here shall be under this castle a great and a marvellous tournament. Of 
what folks shall it be? said Sir Bors. The Earl of Plains shall be in the one party, 
and the lady's nephew of Hervin on the other party. Then Bors thought to be 
there if he might meet with his brother Sir Lionel, or any other of his fellowship, 
which were in the quest of the Sangreal. And then he turned to an hermitage that 
was in the entry of the forest. 

And when he was come thither he found there Sir Lionel, his brother, which 
sat all armed at the entry of the chapel door for to abide there harbour till on the 
morn that the tournament shall be. And when Sir Bors saw him he had great joy 
of him, that it were marvel to tell of his joy. And then he alighted off his horse, 
and said: Fair sweet brother, when came ye hither? Anon as Lionel saw him he 
said: Ah Bors, ye may not make none avaunt, but as for you I might have been 
slain; when ye saw two knights leading me away beating me, ye left me for to 
succour a gentlewoman, and suffered me in peril of death; for never erst ne did 
no brother to another so great an untruth. And for that misdeed now I ensure you 
but death, for well have ye deserved it; therefore keep thee from henceforward, 
and that shall ye find as soon as I am armed. When Sir Bors understood his 
brother's wrath he kneeled down to the earth and cried him mercy, holding up 
both his hands, and prayed him to forgive him his evil will. Nay, said Lionel, 
that shall never be an I may have the higher hand, that I make mine avow to 
God, thou shalt have death for it, for it were pity ye lived any longer. 

Right so he went in and took his harness, and mounted upon his horse, and 
came to-fore him and said: Bors, keep thee from me, for I shall do to thee as I 
would to a felon or a traitor, for ye be the untruest knight that ever came out of 
so worthy an house as was King Bors de Ganis which was our father, therefore 
start upon thy horse, and so shall ye be most at your advantage. And but if ye 
will I will run upon you thereas ye stand upon foot, and so the shame shall be 
mine and the harm yours, but of that shame ne reck I nought. 

When Sir Bors saw that he must fight with his brother or else to die, he nist 
what to do; then his heart counselled him not thereto, inasmuch as Lionel was 
born or he, wherefore he ought to bear him reverence; yet kneeled he down afore 
Lionel's horse's feet, and said: Fair sweet brother, have mercy upon me and slay 
me not, and have in remembrance the great love which ought to be between us 
twain. What Sir Bors said to Lionel he rought not, for the fiend had brought him 
in such a will that he should slay him. Then when Lionel saw he would none 
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other, and that he would not have risen to give him battle, he rashed over him so 
that he smote Bors with his horse, feet upward, to the earth, and hurt him so sore 
that he swooned of distress, the which he felt in himself to have died without 
confession. So when Lionel saw this, he alighted off his horse to have smitten 
off his head. And so he took him by the helm, and would have rent it from his 
head. Then came the hermit running unto him, which was a good man and of 
great age, and well had heard all the words that were between them, and so fell 
down upon Sir Bors. 


CHAPTER XV. How Sir Colgrevance fought against Sir Lionel for to 
save Sir Bors, and how the hermit was slain. 

THEN he said to Lionel: Ah gentle knight, have mercy upon me and on thy 
brother, for if thou slay him thou shalt be dead of sin, and that were sorrowful, 
for he is one of the worthiest knights of the world, and of the best conditions. So 
God help me, said Lionel, sir priest, but if ye flee from him I shall slay you, and 
he shall never the sooner be quit. Certes, said the good man, I have liefer ye slay 
me than him, for my death shall not be great harm, not half so much as of his. 
Well, said Lionel, I am greed; and set his hand to his sword and smote him so 
hard that his head yede backward. Not for that he restrained him of his evil will, 
but took his brother by the helm, and unlaced it to have stricken off his head, and 
had slain him without fail. But so it happed, Colgrevance a fellow of the Round 
Table, came at that time thither as Our Lord's will was. And when he saw the 
good man slain he marvelled much what it might be. And then he beheld Lionel 
would have slain his brother, and knew Sir Bors which he loved right well. Then 
stert he down and took Lionel by the shoulders, and drew him strongly aback 
from Bors, and said: Lionel, will ye slay your brother, the worthiest knight of the 
world one? and that should no good man suffer. Why, said Lionel, will ye let 
me? therefore if ye entermete you in this I shall slay you, and him after. Why, 
said Colgrevance, is this sooth that ye will slay him? Slay him will I, said he, 
whoso say the contrary, for he hath done so much against me that he hath well 
deserved it. And so ran upon him, and would have smitten him through the head, 
and Sir Colgrevance ran betwixt them, and said: An ye be so hardy to do so 
more, we two shall meddle together. 

When Lionel understood his words he took his shield afore him, and asked 
him what that he was. And he told him, Colgrevance, one of his fellows. Then 
Lionel defied him, and gave him a great stroke through the helm. Then he drew 
his sword, for he was a passing good knight, and defended him right manfully. 
So long dured the battle that Bors rose up all anguishly, and beheld [how] 
Colgrevance, the good knight, fought with his brother for his quarrel; then was 
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he full sorry and heavy, and thought if Colgrevance slew him that was his 
brother he should never have joy; and if his brother slew Colgrevance the shame 
should ever be mine. Then would he have risen to have departed them, but he 
had not so much might to stand on foot; so he abode him so long till 
Colgrevance had the worse, for Lionel was of great chivalry and right hardy, for 
he had pierced the hauberk and the helm, that he abode but death, for he had lost 
much of his blood that it was marvel that he might stand upright. Then beheld he 
Sir Bors which sat dressing him upward and said: Ah, Bors, why come ye not to 
cast me out of peril of death, wherein I have put me to succour you which were 
right now nigh the death? Certes, said Lionel, that shall not avail you, for none 
of you shall bear others warrant, but that ye shall die both of my hand. When 
Bors heard that, he did so much, he rose and put on his helm. Then perceived he 
first the hermit-priest which was slain, then made he a marvellous sorrow upon 
him. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Lionel slew Sir Colgrevance, and how after he 

would have slain Sir Bors. 

THEN oft Colgrevance cried upon Sir Bors: Why will ye let me die here for 
your sake? if it please you that I die for you the death, it will please me the better 
for to save a worthy man. With that word Sir Lionel smote off the helm from his 
head. Then Colgrevance saw that he might not escape; then he said: Fair sweet 
Jesu, that I have misdone have mercy upon my soul, for such sorrow that my 
heart suffereth for goodness, and for alms deed that I would have done here, be 
to me aligement of penance unto my soul's health. At these words Lionel smote 
him so sore that he bare him to the earth. So he had slain Colgrevance he ran 
upon his brother as a fiendly man, and gave him such a stroke that he made him 
stoop. And he that was full of humility prayed him for God's love to leave this 
battle: For an it befell, fair brother, that I slew you or ye me, we should be dead 
of that sin. Never God me help but if I have on you mercy, an I may have the 
better hand. Then drew Bors his sword, all weeping, and said: Fair brother, God 
knoweth mine intent. Ah, fair brother, ye have done full evil this day to slay such 
an holy priest the which never trespassed. Also ye have slain a gentle knight, and 
one of our fellows. And well wot ye that I am not afeard of you greatly, but I 
dread the wrath of God, and this is an unkindly war, therefore God show miracle 
upon us both. Now God have mercy upon me though I defend my life against my 
brother: with that Bors lift up his hand and would have smitten his brother. 


CHAPTER XVII. How there came a voice which charged Sir Bors to 
touch him not, and of a cloud that came between them. 
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AND then he heard a voice that said: Flee Bors, and touch him not, or else 
thou shalt slay him. Right so alighted a cloud betwixt them in likeness of a fire 
and a marvellous flame, that both their two shields brent. Then were they sore 
afraid, that they fell both to the earth, and lay there a great while in a swoon. 
And when they came to themself, Bors saw that his brother had no harm; then he 
held up both his hands, for he dread God had taken vengeance upon him. With 
that he heard a voice say: Bors, go hence, and bear thy brother no longer 
fellowship, but take thy way anon right to the sea, for Sir Percivale abideth thee 
there. Then he said to his brother: Fair sweet brother, forgive me for God's love 
all that I have trespassed unto you. Then he answered: God forgive it thee and I 
do gladly. 

So Sir Bors departed from him and rode the next way to the sea. And at the 
last by fortune he came to an abbey which was nigh the sea. That night Bors 
rested him there; and in his sleep there came a voice to him and bade him go to 
the sea. Then he stert up and made a sign of the cross in the midst of his 
forehead, and took his harness, and made ready his horse, and mounted upon 
him; and at a broken wall he rode out, and rode so long till that he came to the 
sea. And on the strand he found a ship covered all with white samite, and he 
alighted, and betook him to Jesu Christ. And as soon as he entered into the ship, 
the ship departed into the sea, and went so fast that him seemed the ship went 
flying, but it was soon dark so that he might know no man, and so he slept till it 
was day. Then he awaked, and saw in midst of the ship a knight lie all armed 
save his helm. Then knew he that it was Sir Percivale of Wales, and then he 
made of him right great joy; but Sir Percivale was abashed of him, and he asked 
him what he was. Ah, fair sir, said Bors, know ye me not? Certes, said he, I 
marvel how ye came hither, but if Our Lord brought ye hither Himself. Then Sir 
Bors smiled and did off his helm. Then Percivale knew him, and either made 
great joy of other, that it was marvel to hear. Then Bors told him how he came 
into the ship, and by whose admonishment; and either told other of their 
temptations, as ye have heard to-forehand. So went they downward in the sea, 
one while backward, another while forward, and everych comforted other, and 
oft were in their prayers. Then said Sir Percivale: We lack nothing but Galahad, 
the good knight. 

And thus endeth the sixteenth book, which is of Sir Gawaine, Ector de Maris, 
and Sir Bors de Ganis, and Sir Percivale. And here followeth the seven-teenth 
book, which is of the noble knight Sir Galahad. 
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BOOK XVII 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Galahad fought at a tournament, and how he was 

known of Sir Gawaine and Sir Ector de Maris. 

NOW saith this story, when Galahad had rescued Percivale from the twenty 
knights, he yede tho into a waste forest wherein he rode many journeys; and he 
found many adventures the which he brought to an end, whereof the story 
maketh here no mention. Then he took his way to the sea on a day, and it befell 
as he passed by a castle where was a wonder tournament, but they without had 
done so much that they within were put to the worse, yet were they within good 
knights enough. When Galahad saw that those within were at so great a mischief 
that men slew them at the entry of the castle, then he thought to help them, and 
put a spear forth and smote the first that he fell to the earth, and the spear brake 
to pieces. Then he drew his sword and smote thereas they were thickest, and so 
he did wonderful deeds of arms that all they marvelled. Then it happed that 
Gawaine and Sir Ector de Maris were with the knights without. But when they 
espied the white shield with the red cross the one said to the other: Yonder is the 
good knight, Sir Galahad, the haut prince: now he should be a great fool which 
should meet with him to fight. So by adventure he came by Sir Gawaine, and he 
smote him so hard that he clave his helm and the coif of iron unto his head, so 
that Gawaine fell to the earth; but the stroke was so great that it slanted down to 
the earth and carved the horse's shoulder in two. 

When Ector saw Gawaine down he drew him aside, and thought it no 
wisdom for to abide him, and also for natural love, that he was his uncle. Thus 
through his great hardiness he beat aback all the knights without. And then they 
within came out and chased them all about. But when Galahad saw there would 
none turn again he stole away privily, so that none wist where he was become. 
Now by my head, said Gawaine to Ector, now are the wonders true that were 
said of Launcelot du Lake, that the sword which stuck in the stone should give 
me such a buffet that I would not have it for the best castle in this world; and 
soothly now it is proved true, for never ere had I such a stroke of man's hand. 
Sir, said Ector, meseemeth your quest is done. And yours is not done, said 
Gawaine, but mine is done, I shall seek no further. Then Gawaine was borne into 
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a castle and unarmed him, and laid him in a rich bed, and a leech found that he 
might live, and to be whole within a month. Thus Gawaine and Ector abode 
together, for Sir Ector would not away till Gawaine were whole. 

And the good knight, Galahad, rode so long till he came that night to the 
Castle of Carboneck; and it befell him thus that he was benighted in an 
hermitage. So the good man was fain when he saw he was a knight-errant. Tho 
when they were at rest there came a gentlewoman knocking at the door, and 
called Galahad, and so the good man came to the door to wit what she would. 
Then she called the hermit: Sir Ulfin, I am a gentlewoman that would speak with 
the knight which is with you. Then the good man awaked Galahad, and bade 
him: Arise, and speak with a gentlewoman that seemeth hath great need of you. 
Then Galahad went to her and asked her what she would. Galahad, said she, I 
will that ye arm you, and mount upon your horse and follow me, for I shall show 
you within these three days the highest adventure that ever any knight saw. Anon 
Galahad armed him, and took his horse, and commended him to God, and bade 
the gentlewoman go, and he would follow thereas she liked. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Galahad rode with a damosel, and came to the 
ship whereas Sir Bors and Sir Percivale were in. 

SO she rode as fast as her palfrey might bear her, till that she came to the 
sea, the which was called Collibe. And at the night they came unto a castle ina 
valley, closed with a running water, and with strong walls and high; and so she 
entered into the castle with Galahad, and there had he great cheer, for the lady of 
that castle was the damosel's lady. So when he was unarmed, then said the 
damosel: Madam, shall we abide here all this day? Nay, said she, but till he hath 
dined and till he hath slept a little. So he ate and slept a while till that the maid 
called him, and armed him by torchlight. And when the maid was horsed and he 
both, the lady took Galahad a fair child and rich; and so they departed from the 
castle till they came to the seaside; and there they found the ship where Bors and 
Percivale were in, the which cried on the ship's board: Sir Galahad, ye be 
welcome, we have abiden you long. And when he heard them he asked them 
what they were. Sir, said she, leave your horse here, and I shall leave mine; and 
took their saddles and their bridles with them, and made a cross on them, and so 
entered into the ship. And the two knights received them both with great joy, and 
everych knew other; and so the wind arose, and drove them through the sea in a 
marvellous pace. And within a while it dawned. 

Then did Galahad off his helm and his sword, and asked of his fellows from 
whence came that fair ship. Truly, said they, ye wot as well as we, but of God's 
grace; and then they told everych to other of all their hard adventures, and of 
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their great temptations. Truly, said Galahad, ye are much bounden to God, for ye 
have escaped great adventures; and had not the gentlewoman been I had not 
come here, for as for you I weened never to have found you in these strange 
countries. Ah Galahad, said Bors, if Launcelot, your father, were here then were 
we well at ease, for then meseemed we failed nothing. That may not be, said 
Galahad, but if it pleased Our Lord. 

By then the ship went from the land of Logris, and by adventure it arrived up 
betwixt two rocks passing great and marvellous; but there they might not land, 
for there was a swallow of the sea, save there was another ship, and upon it they 
might go without danger. Go we thither, said the gentlewoman, and there shall 
we see adventures, for so is Our Lord's will. And when they came thither they 
found the ship rich enough, but they found neither man nor woman therein. But 
they found in the end of the ship two fair letters written, which said a dreadful 
word and a marvellous: Thou man, which shall enter into this ship, beware thou 
be in steadfast belief, for I am Faith, and therefore beware how thou enterest, for 
an thou fail I shall not help thee. Then said the gentlewoman: Percivale, wot ye 
what I am? Certes, said he, nay, to my witting. Wit ye well, said she, that I am 
thy sister, which am daughter of King Pellinore, and therefore wit ye well ye are 
the man in the world that I most love; and if ye be not in perfect belief of Jesu 
Christ enter not in no manner of wise, for then should ye perish the ship, for he 
is so perfect he will suffer no sinner in him. When Percivale understood that she 
was his very sister he was inwardly glad, and said: Fair sister, I shall enter 
therein, for if I be a miscreature or an untrue knight there shall I perish. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Galahad entered into the ship, and of a fair bed 

therein, with other marvellous things, and of a sword. 

IN the meanwhile Galahad blessed him, and entered therein; and then next 
the gentlewoman, and then Sir Bors and Sir Percivale. And when they were in, it 
was so marvellous fair and rich that they marvelled; and in midst of the ship was 
a fair bed, and Galahad went thereto, and found there a crown of silk. And at the 
feet was a sword, rich and fair, and it was drawn out of the sheath half a foot and 
more; and the sword was of divers fashions, and the pommel was of stone, and 
there was in him all manner of colours that any man might find, and everych of 
the colours had divers virtues; and the scales of the haft were of two ribs of 
divers beasts, the one beast was a serpent which was conversant in Calidone, and 
is called the Serpent of the fiend; and the bone of him is of such a virtue that 
there is no hand that handleth him shall never be weary nor hurt. And the other 
beast is a fish which is not right great, and haunteth the flood of Euphrates; and 
that fish is called Ertanax, and his bones be of such a manner of kind that who 
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that handleth them shall have so much will that he shall never be weary, and he 
shall not think on joy nor sorrow that he hath had but only that thing that he 
beholdeth before him. And as for this sword there shall never man begrip him at 
the handles but one; but he shall pass all other. In the name of God, said 
Percivale, I shall assay to handle it. So he set his hand to the sword, but he might 
not begrip it. By my faith, said he, now have I failed. Bors set his hand thereto 
and failed. 

Then Galahad beheld the sword and saw letters like blood that said: Let see 
who shall assay to draw me out of my sheath, but if he be more hardier than any 
other; and who that draweth me, wit ye well that he shall never fail of shame of 
his body, or to be wounded to the death. By my faith, said Galahad, I would 
draw this sword out of the sheath, but the offending is so great that I shall not set 
my hand thereto. Now sirs, said the gentlewoman, wit ye well that the drawing 
of this sword is warned to all men save all only to you. Also this ship arrived in 
the realm of Logris; and that time was deadly war between King Labor, which 
was father unto the maimed king, and King Hurlame, which was a Saracen. But 
then was he newly christened, so that men held him afterward one of the wittiest 
men of the world. And so upon a day it befell that King Labor and King 
Hurlame had assembled their folk upon the sea where this ship was arrived; and 
there King Hurlame was discomfit, and his men slain; and he was afeard to be 
dead, and fled to his ship, and there found this sword and drew it, and came out 
and found King Labor, the man in the world of all Christendom in whom was 
then the greatest faith. And when King Hurlame saw King Labor he dressed this 
sword, and smote him upon the helm so hard that he clave him and his horse to 
the earth with the first stroke of his sword. And it was in the realm of Logris; and 
so befell great pestilence and great harm to both realms. For sithen increased 
neither corn, nor grass, nor well-nigh no fruit, nor in the water was no fish; 
wherefore men call it the lands of the two marches, the waste land, for that 
dolorous stroke. And when King Hurlame saw this sword so carving, he turned 
again to fetch the scabbard, and so came into this ship and entered, and put up 
the sword in the sheath. And as soon as he had done it he fell down dead afore 
the bed. Thus was the sword proved, that none ne drew it but he were dead or 
maimed. So lay he there till a maiden came into the ship and cast him out, for 
there was no man so hardy of the world to enter into that ship for the defence. 


CHAPTER IV. Of the marvels of the sword and of the scabbard. 
AND then beheld they the scabbard, it seemed to be of a serpent's skin, and 
thereon were letters of gold and silver. And the girdle was but poorly to come to, 
and not able to sustain such a rich sword. And the letters said: He which shall 
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wield me sought to be more harder than any other, if he bear me as truly as me 
ought to be borne. For the body of him which I ought to hang by, he shall not be 
shamed in no place while he is girt with this girdle, nor never none be so hardy 
to do away this girdle; for it ought not be done away but by the hands of a maid, 
and that she be a king's daughter and queen's, and she must be a maid all the 
days of her life, both in will and in deed. And if she break her virginity she shall 
die the most villainous death that ever died any woman. Sir, said Percivale, turn 
this sword that we may see what is on the other side. And it was red as blood, 
with black letters as any coal, which said: He that shall praise me most, most 
shall he find me to blame at a great need; and to whom I should be most 
debonair shall I be most felon, and that shall be at one time. 

Fair brother, said she to Percivale, it befell after a forty year after the passion 
of Jesu Christ that Nacien, the brother-in-law of King Mordrains, was borne into 
a town more than fourteen days' journey from his country, by the commandment 
of Our Lord, into an isle, into the parts of the West, that men cleped the Isle of 
Turnance. So befell it that he found this ship at the entry of a rock, and he found 
the bed and this sword as we have heard now. Not for then he had not so much 
hardiness to draw it; and there he dwelled an eight days, and at the ninth day 
there fell a great wind which departed him out of the isle, and brought him to 
another isle by a rock, and there he found the greatest giant that ever man might 
see. Therewith came that horrible giant to slay him; and then he looked about 
him and might not flee, and he had nothing to defend him with. So he ran to his 
sword, and when he saw it naked he praised it much, and then he shook it, and 
therewith he brake it in the midst. Ah, said Nacien, the thing that I most praised 
ought I now most to blame, and therewith he threw the pieces of his sword over 
his bed. And after he leapt over the board to fight with the giant, and slew him. 

And anon he entered into the ship again, and the wind arose, and drove him 
through the sea, that by adventure he came to another ship where King 
Mordrains was, which had been tempted full evil with a fiend in the Port of 
Perilous Rock. And when that one saw the other they made great joy of other, 
and either told other of their adventure, and how the sword failed him at his most 
need When Mordrains saw the sword he praised it much: But the breaking was 
not to do but by wickedness of thy selfward, for thou art in some sin. And there 
he took the sword, and set the pieces together, and they soldered as fair as ever 
they were to-fore; and there put he the sword in the sheath, and laid it down on 
the bed. Then heard they a voice that said: Go out of this ship a little while, and 
enter into the other, for dread ye fall in deadly sin, for and ye be found in deadly 
sin ye may not escape but perish: and so they went into the other ship. And as 
Nacien went over the board he was smitten with a sword on the right foot, that 
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he fell down noseling to the ship's board; and therewith he said: O God, how am 
I hurt. And then there came a voice and said: Take thou that for thy forfeit that 
thou didst in drawing of this sword, therefore thou receivest a wound, for thou 
were never worthy to handle it, as the writing maketh mention. In the name of 
God, said Galahad, ye are right wise of these works. 


CHAPTER V. How King Pelles was smitten through both thighs 
because he drew the sword, and other marvellous histories. 

SIR, said she, there was a king that hight Pelles, the maimed king. And while 
he might ride he supported much Christendom and Holy Church. So upon a day 
he hunted in a wood of his which lasted unto the sea; and at the last he lost his 
hounds and his knights save only one: and there he and his knight went till that 
they came toward Ireland, and there he found the ship. And when he saw the 
letters and understood them, yet he entered, for he was right perfect of his life, 
but his knight had none hardiness to enter; and there found he this sword, and 
drew it out as much as ye may see. So therewith entered a spear wherewith he 
was smitten him through both the thighs, and never sith might he be healed, nor 
nought shall to-fore we come to him. Thus, said she, was not King Pelles, your 
grandsire, maimed for his hardiness? In the name of God, damosel, said 
Galahad. 

So they went toward the bed to behold all about it, and above the head there 
hung two swords. Also there were two spindles which were as white as any 
snow, and other that were as red as blood, and other above green as any emerald: 
of these three colours were the spindles, and of natural colour within, and 
without any painting. These spindles, said the damosel, were when sinful Eve 
came to gather fruit, for which Adam and she were put out of paradise, she took 
with her the bough on which the apple hung on. Then perceived she that the 
branch was fair and green, and she remembered her the loss which came from 
the tree. Then she thought to keep the branch as long as she might. And for she 
had no coffer to keep it in, she put it in the earth. So by the will of Our Lord the 
branch grew to a great tree within a little while, and was as white as any snow, 
branches, boughs, and leaves: that was a token a maiden planted it. But after 
God came to Adam, and bade him know his wife fleshly as nature required. So 
lay Adam with his wife under the same tree; and anon the tree which was white 
was full green as any grass, and all that came out of it; and in the same time that 
they medled together there was Abel begotten: thus was the tree long of green 
colour. And so it befell many days after, under the same tree Caym slew Abel, 
whereof befell great marvel. For anon as Abel had received the death under the 
green tree, it lost the green colour and became red; and that was in tokening of 
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the blood. And anon all the plants died thereof, but the tree grew and waxed 
marvellously fair, and it was the fairest tree and the most delectable that any man 
might behold and see; and so died the plants that grew out of it to-fore that Abel 
was slain under it. So long dured the tree till that Solomon, King David's son, 
reigned, and held the land after his father. This Solomon was wise and knew all 
the virtues of stones and trees, and so he knew the course of the stars, and many 
other divers things. This Solomon had an evil wife, wherethrough he weened 
that there had been no good woman, and so he despised them in his books. So 
answered a voice him once: Solomon, if heaviness come to a man by a woman, 
ne reck thou never; for yet shall there come a woman whereof there shall come 
greater joy to man an hundred times more than this heaviness giveth sorrow; and 
that woman shall be born of thy lineage. Tho when Solomon heard these words 
he held himself but a fool, and the truth he perceived by old books. Also the 
Holy Ghost showed him the coming of the glorious Virgin Mary. Then asked he 
of the voice, if it should be in the yerde of his lineage. Nay, said the voice, but 
there shall come a man which shall be a maid, and the last of your blood, and he 
shall be as good a knight as Duke Josua, thy brother-in-law. 


CHAPTER VI. How Solomon took David's sword by the counsel of his 
wife, and of other matters marvellous. 

NOW have I certified thee of that thou stoodest in doubt. Then was Solomon 
glad that there should come any such of his lineage; but ever he marvelled and 
studied who that should be, and what his name might be. His wife perceived that 
he studied, and thought she would know it at some season; and so she waited her 
time, and asked of him the cause of his studying, and there he told her altogether 
how the voice told him. Well, said she, I shall let make a ship of the best wood 
and most durable that men may find. So Solomon sent for all the carpenters of 
the land, and the best. And when they had made the ship the lady said to 
Solomon: Sir, said she, since it is so that this knight ought to pass all knights of 
chivalry which have been to-fore him and shall come after him, moreover I shall 
tell you, said she, ye shall go into Our Lord's temple, where is King David's 
sword, your father, the which is the marvelloust and the sharpest that ever was 
taken in any knight's hand. Therefore take that, and take off the pommel, and 
thereto make ye a pommel of precious stones, that it be so subtly made that no 
man perceive it but that they be all one; and after make there an hilt so 
marvellously and wonderly that no man may know it; and after make a 
marvellous sheath. And when ye have made all this I shall let make a girdle 
thereto, such as shall please me. 

All this King Solomon did let make as she devised, both the ship and all the 
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remnant. And when the ship was ready in the sea to sail, the lady let make a 
great bed and marvellous rich, and set her upon the bed's head, covered with silk, 
and laid the sword at the feet, and the girdles were of hemp, and therewith the 
king was angry. Sir, wit ye well, said she, that I have none so high a thing which 
were worthy to sustain so high a sword, and a maid shall bring other knights 
thereto, but I wot not when it shall be, nor what time. And there she let make a 
covering to the ship, of cloth of silk that should never rot for no manner of 
weather. Yet went that lady and made a carpenter to come to the tree which Abel 
was Slain under. Now, said she, carve me out of this tree as much wood as will 
make me a spindle. Ah madam, said he, this is the tree the which our first mother 
planted. Do it, said she, or else I shall destroy thee. Anon as he began to work 
there came out drops of blood; and then would he have left, but she would not 
suffer him, and so he took away as much wood as might make a spindle: and so 
she made him to take as much of the green tree and of the white tree. And when 
these three spindles were shapen she made them to be fastened upon the selar of 
the bed. When Solomon saw this, he said to his wife: Ye have done 
marvellously, for though all the world were here right now, he could not devise 
wherefore all this was made, but Our Lord Himself; and thou that hast done it 
wottest not what it shall betoken. Now let it be, said she, for ye shall hear tidings 
sooner than ye ween. Now shall ye hear a wonderful tale of King Solomon and 
his wife. 


CHAPTER VII. A wonderful tale of King Solomon and his wife. 

THAT night lay Solomon before the ship with little fellowship. And when he 
was asleep him thought there came from heaven a great company of angels, and 
alighted into the ship, and took water which was brought by an angel, in a vessel 
of silver, and sprent all the ship. And after he came to the sword, and drew 
letters on the hilt. And after went to the ship's board, and wrote there other letters 
which said: Thou man that wilt enter within me, beware that thou be full within 
the faith, for I ne am but Faith and Belief. When Solomon espied these letters he 
was abashed, so that he durst not enter, and so drew him aback; and the ship was 
anon shoven in the sea, and he went so fast that he lost sight of him within a 
little while. And then a little voice said: Solomon, the last knight of thy lineage 
shall rest in this bed. Then went Solomon and awaked his wife, and told her of 
the adventures of the ship. 

Now saith the history that a great while the three fellows beheld the bed and 
the three spindles. Then they were at certain that they were of natural colours 
without painting. Then they lift up a cloth which was above the ground, and 
there found a rich purse by seeming. And Percivale took it, and found therein a 
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writ and so he read it, and devised the manner of the spindles and of the ship, 
whence it came, and by whom it was made. Now, said Galahad, where shall we 
find the gentlewoman that shall make new girdles to the sword? Fair sir, said 
Percivale's sister, dismay you not, for by the leave of God I shall let make a 
girdle to the sword, such one as shall long thereto. And then she opened a box, 
and took out girdles which were seemly wrought with golden threads, and upon 
that were set full precious stones, and a rich buckle of gold. Lo, lords, said she, 
here is a girdle that ought to be set about the sword. And wit ye well the greatest 
part of this girdle was made of my hair, which I loved well while that I was a 
woman of the world. But as soon as I wist that this adventure was ordained me I 
clipped off my hair, and made this girdle in the name of God. Ye be well found, 
said Sir Bors, for certes ye have put us out of great pain, wherein we should have 
entered ne had your tidings been. 

Then went the gentlewoman and set it on the girdle of the sword. Now, said 
the fellowship, what is the name of the sword, and what shall we call it? Truly, 
said she, the name of the sword is the Sword with the Strange Girdles; and the 
sheath, Mover of Blood; for no man that hath blood in him ne shall never see the 
one part of the sheath which was made of the Tree of Life. Then they said to 
Galahad: In the name of Jesu Christ, and pray you that ye gird you with this 
sword which hath been desired so much in the realm of Logris. Now let me 
begin, said Galahad, to grip this sword for to give you courage; but wit ye well it 
longeth no more to me than it doth to you. And then he gripped about it with his 
fingers a great deal; and then she girt him about the middle with the sword. Now 
reck I not though I die, for now I hold me one of the blessed maidens of the 
world, which hath made the worthiest knight of the world. Damosel, said 
Galahad, ye have done so much that I shall be your knight all the days of my 
life. 

Then they went from that ship, and went to the other. And anon the wind 
drove them into the sea a great pace, but they had no victuals: but it befell that 
they came on the morn to a castle that men call Carteloise, that was in the 
marches of Scotland. And when they had passed the port, the gentlewoman said: 
Lords, here be men arriven that, an they wist that ye were of King Arthur's court, 
ye should be assailed anon. Damosel, said Galahad, He that cast us out of the 
rock shall deliver us from them. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Galahad and his fellows came to a castle, and 
how they were fought withal, and how they slew their adversaries, and other 
matters. 

SO it befell as they spoke thus there came a squire by them, and asked what 
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they were; and they said they were of King Arthur's house. Is that sooth? said he. 
Now by my head, said he, ye be ill arrayed; and then turned he again unto the 
cliff fortress. And within a while they heard an horn blow. Then a gentlewoman 
came to them, and asked them of whence they were; and they told her. Fair 
lords, said she, for God's love turn again if ye may, for ye be come unto your 
death. Nay, they said, we will not turn again, for He shall help us in whose 
service we be entered in. Then as they stood talking there came knights well 
armed, and bade them yield them or else to die. That yielding, said they, shall be 
noyous to you. And therewith they let their horses run, and Sir Percivale smote 
the foremost to the earth, and took his horse, and mounted thereupon, and the 
same did Galahad. Also Bors served another so, for they had no horses in that 
country, for they left their horses when they took their ship in other countries. 
And so when they were horsed then began they to set upon them; and they of the 
castle fled into the strong fortress, and the three knights after them into the 
castle, and so alighted on foot, and with their swords slew them down, and gat 
into the hall. 

Then when they beheld the great multitude of people that they had slain, they 
held themself great sinners. Certes, said Bors, I ween an God had loved them 
that we should not have had power to have slain them thus. But they have done 
so much against Our Lord that He would not suffer them to reign no longer. Say 
ye not so, said Galahad, for if they misdid against God, the vengeance is not 
ours, but to Him which hath power thereof. 

So came there out of a chamber a good man which was a priest, and bare 
God's body in a cup. And when he saw them which lay dead in the hall he was 
all abashed; and Galahad did off his helm and kneeled down, and so did his two 
fellows. Sir, said they, have ye no dread of us, for we be of King Arthur's court. 
Then asked the good man how they were slain so suddenly, and they told it him. 
Truly, said the good man, an ye might live as long as the world might endure, ne 
might ye have done so great an alms-deed as this. Sir, said Galahad, I repent me 
much, inasmuch as they were christened. Nay, repent you not, said he, for they 
were not christened, and I shall tell you how that I wot of this castle. Here was 
Lord Earl Hernox not but one year, and he had three sons, good knights of arms, 
and a daughter, the fairest gentlewoman that men knew. So those three knights 
loved their sister so sore that they brent in love, and so they lay by her, maugre 
her head. And for she cried to her father they slew her, and took their father and 
put him in prison, and wounded him nigh to the death, but a cousin of hers 
rescued him. And then did they great untruth: they slew clerks and priests, and 
made beat down chapels, that Our Lord's service might not be served nor said. 
And this same day her father sent to me for to be confessed and houseled; but 
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such shame had never man as I had this day with the three brethren, but the earl 
bade me suffer, for he said they should not long endure, for three servants of Our 
Lord should destroy them, and now it is brought to an end. And by this may ye 
wit that Our Lord is not displeased with your deeds. Certes, said Galahad, an it 
had not pleased Our Lord, never should we have slain so many men in so little a 
while. 

And then they brought the Earl Hernox out of prison into the midst of the 
hall, that knew Galahad anon, and yet he saw him never afore but by revelation 
of Our Lord. 


CHAPTER IX. How the three knights, with Percivale's sister, came unto 

the same forest, and of an hart and four lions, and other things. 

THEN began he to weep right tenderly, and said: Long have I abiden your 
coming, but for God's love hold me in your arms, that my soul may depart out of 
my body in so good a man's arms as ye be. Gladly, said Galahad. And then one 
said on high, that all heard: Galahad, well hast thou avenged me on God's 
enemies. Now behoveth thee to go to the Maimed King as soon as thou mayest, 
for he shall receive by thee health which he hath abiden so long. And therewith 
the soul departed from the body, and Galahad made him to be buried as him 
ought to be. 

Right so departed the three knights, and Percivale's sister with them. And so 
they came into a waste forest, and there they saw afore them a white hart which 
four lions led. Then they took them to assent for to follow after for to know 
whither they repaired; and so they rode after a great pace till that they came to a 
valley, and thereby was an hermitage where a good man dwelled, and the hart 
and the lions entered also. So when they saw all this they turned to the chapel, 
and saw the good man in a religious weed and in the armour of Our Lord, for he 
would sing mass of the Holy Ghost; and so they entered in and heard mass. And 
at the secrets of the mass they three saw the hart become a man, the which 
marvelled them, and set him upon the altar in a rich siege; and saw the four lions 
were changed, the one to the form of a man, the other to the form of a lion, and 
the third to an eagle, and the fourth was changed unto an ox. Then took they 
their siege where the hart sat, and went out through a glass window, and there 
was nothing perished nor broken; and they heard a voice say: In such a manner 
entered the Son of God in the womb of a maid Mary, whose virginity ne was 
perished ne hurt. And when they heard these words they fell down to the earth 
and were astonied; and therewith was a great clearness. 

And when they were come to theirself again they went to the good man and 
prayed him that he would say them truth. What thing have ye seen? said he. And 
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they told him all that they had seen. Ah lords, said he, ye be welcome; now wot I 
well ye be the good knights the which shall bring the Sangreal to an end; for ye 
be they unto whom Our Lord shall shew great secrets. And well ought Our Lord 
be signified to an hart, for the hart when he is old he waxeth young again in his 
white skin. Right so cometh again Our Lord from death to life, for He lost 
earthly flesh that was the deadly flesh, which He had taken in the womb of the 
blessed Virgin Mary; and for that cause appeared Our Lord as a white hart 
without spot. And the four that were with Him is to understand the four 
evangelists which set in writing a part of Jesu Christ's deeds that He did 
sometime when He was among you an earthly man; for wit ye well never erst ne 
might no knight know the truth, for ofttimes or this Our Lord showed Him unto 
good men and unto good knights, in likeness of an hart, but I suppose from 
henceforth ye shall see no more. And then they joyed much, and dwelled there 
all that day. And upon the morrow when they had heard mass they departed and 
commended the good man to God: and so they came to a castle and passed by. 
So there came a knight armed after them and said: Lords, hark what I shall say to 
you. 


CHAPTER X. How they were desired of a strange custom, the which 
they would not obey; wherefore they fought and slew many knights. 

THIS gentlewoman that ye lead with you is a maid? Sir, said she, a maid I 
am. Then he took her by the bridle and said: By the Holy Cross, ye shall not 
escape me to-fore ye have yolden the custom of this castle. Let her go, said 
Percivale, ye be not wise, for a maid in what place she cometh is free. So in the 
meanwhile there came out a ten or twelve knights armed, out of the castle, and 
with them came gentlewomen which held a dish of silver. And then they said: 
This gentlewoman must yield us the custom of this castle. Sir, said a knight, 
what maid passeth hereby shall give this dish full of blood of her right arm. 
Blame have ye, said Galahad, that brought up such customs, and so God me 
save, I ensure you of this gentlewoman ye shall fail while that I live. So God me 
help, said Percivale, I had liefer be slain. And I also, said Sir Bors. By my troth, 
said the knight, then shall ye die, for ye may not endure against us though ye 
were the best knights of the world. 

Then let they run each to other, and the three fellows beat the ten knights, 
and then set their hands to their swords and beat them down and slew them. 
Then there came out of the castle a three score knights armed. Fair lords, said the 
three fellows, have mercy on yourself and have not ado with us. Nay, fair lords, 
said the knights of the castle, we counsel you to withdraw you, for ye be the best 
knights of the world, and therefore do no more, for ye have done enough. We 
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will let you go with this harm, but we must needs have the custom. Certes, said 
Galahad, for nought speak ye. Well, said they, will ye die? We be not yet come 
thereto, said Galahad. Then began they to meddle together, and Galahad, with 
the strange girdles, drew his sword, and smote on the right hand and on the left 
hand, and slew what that ever abode him, and did such marvels that there was 
none that saw him but weened he had been none earthly man, but a monster. 
And his two fellows halp him passing well, and so they held the journey everych 
in like hard till it was night: then must they needs depart. 

So came in a good knight, and said to the three fellows: If ye will come in to- 
night and take such harbour as here is ye shall be right welcome, and we shall 
ensure you by the faith of our bodies, and as we be true knights, to leave you in 
such estate to-morrow as we find you, without any falsehood. And as soon as ye 
know of the custom we dare say ye will accord therefore. For God's love, said 
the gentlewoman, go thither and spare not for me. Go we, said Galahad; and so 
they entered into the chapel. And when they were alighted they made great joy 
of them. So within a while the three knights asked the custom of the castle and 
wherefore it was. What it is, said they, we will say you sooth. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Percivale's sister bled a dish full of blood for to 

heal a lady, wherefore she died; and how that the body was put in a ship. 

THERE is in this castle a gentlewoman which we and this castle is hers, and 
many other. So it befell many years agone there fell upon her a malady; and 
when she had lain a great while she fell unto a measle, and of no leech she could 
have no remedy. But at the last an old man said an she might have a dish full of 
blood of a maid and a clean virgin in will and in work, and a king's daughter, 
that blood should be her health, and for to anoint her withal; and for this thing 
was this custom made. Now, said Percivale's sister, fair knights, I see well that 
this gentlewoman is but dead. Certes, said Galahad, an ye bleed so much ye may 
die. Truly, said she, an I die for to heal her I shall get me great worship and 
soul's health, and worship to my lineage, and better is one harm than twain. And 
therefore there shall be no more battle, but to-morn I shall yield you your custom 
of this castle. And then there was great joy more than there was to-fore, for else 
had there been mortal war upon the morn; notwithstanding she would none 
other, whether they wold or nold. 

That night were the three fellows eased with the best; and on the morn they 
heard mass, and Sir Percivale's sister bade bring forth the sick lady. So she was, 
the which was evil at ease. Then said she: Who shall let me blood? So one came 
forth and let her blood, and she bled so much that the dish was full. Then she lift 
up her hand and blessed her; and then she said to the lady: Madam, I am come to 
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the death for to make you whole, for God's love pray for me. With that she fell in 
a swoon. Then Galahad and his two fellows start up to her, and lift her up and 
staunched her, but she had bled so much that she might not live. Then she said 
when she was awaked: Fair brother Percivale, I die for the healing of this lady, 
so I require you that ye bury me not in this country, but as soon as I am dead put 
me in a boat at the next haven, and let me go as adventure will lead me; and as 
soon as ye three come to the City of Sarras, there to enchieve the Holy Grail, ye 
shall find me under a tower arrived, and there bury me in the spiritual place; for I 
say you so much, there Galahad shall be buried, and ye also, in the same place. 

Then Percivale understood these words, and granted it her, weeping. And 
then said a voice: Lords and fellows, to-morrow at the hour of prime ye three 
shall depart everych from other, till the adventure bring you to the Maimed 
King. Then asked she her Saviour; and as soon as she had received it the soul 
departed from the body. So the same day was the lady healed, when she was 
anointed withal. Then Sir Percivale made a letter of all that she had holpen them 
as in strange adventures, and put it in her right hand, and so laid her in a barge, 
and covered it with black silk; and so the wind arose, and drove the barge from 
the land, and all knights beheld it till it was out of their sight. Then they drew all 
to the castle, and so forthwith there fell a sudden tempest and a thunder, 
lightning, and rain, as all the earth would have broken. So half the castle turned 
up-so-down. So it passed evensong or the tempest was ceased. 

Then they saw afore them a knight armed and wounded hard in the body and 
in the head, that said: O God, succour me for now it is need. After this knight 
came another knight and a dwarf, which cried to them afar: Stand, ye may not 
escape. Then the wounded knight held up his hands to God that he should not die 
in such tribulation. Truly, said Galahad, I shall succour him for His sake that he 
calleth upon. Sir, said Bors, I shall do it, for it is not for you, for he is but one 
knight. Sir, said he, I grant. So Sir Bors took his horse, and commended him to 
God, and rode after, to rescue the wounded knight. Now turn we to the two 
fellows. 


CHAPTER XII. How Galahad and Percivale found in a castle many 
tombs of maidens that had bled to death. 

NOW saith the story that all night Galahad and Percivale were in a chapel in 
their prayers, for to save Sir Bors. So on the morrow they dressed them in their 
harness toward the castle, to wit what was fallen of them therein. And when they 
came there they found neither man nor woman that he ne was dead by the 
vengeance of Our Lord. With that they heard a voice that said: This vengeance is 
for blood-shedding of maidens. Also they found at the end of the chapel a 
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churchyard, and therein might they see a three score fair tombs, and that place 
was so fair and so delectable that it seemed them there had been none tempest, 
for there lay the bodies of all the good maidens which were martyred for the sick 
lady's sake. Also they found the names of everych, and of what blood they were 
come, and all were of kings' blood, and twelve of them were kings' daughters. 
Then they departed and went into a forest. Now, said Percivale unto Galahad, we 
must depart, so pray we Our Lord that we may meet together in short time: then 
they did off their helms and kissed together, and wept at their departing. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Launcelot entered into the ship where Sir 
Percivale's sister lay dead, and how he met with Sir Galahad, his son. 
NOW saith the history, that when Launcelot was come to the water of 

Mortoise, as it is rehearsed before, he was in great peril, and so he laid him down 
and slept, and took the adventure that God would send him. So when he was 
asleep there came a vision unto him and said: Launcelot, arise up and take thine 
armour, and enter into the first ship that thou shalt find. And when he heard 
these words he start up and saw great clearness about him. And then he lift up 
his hand and blessed him, and so took his arms and made him ready; and so by 
adventure he came by a strand, and found a ship the which was without sail or 
oar. And as soon as he was within the ship there he felt the most sweetness that 
ever he felt, and he was fulfilled with all thing that he thought on or desired. 
Then he said: Fair sweet Father, Jesu Christ, I wot not in what joy I am, for this 
joy passeth all earthly joys that ever I was in. And so in this joy he laid him 
down to the ship's board, and slept till day. And when he awoke he found there a 
fair bed, and therein lying a gentlewoman dead, the which was Sir Percivale's 
sister. And as Launcelot devised her, he espied in her right hand a writ, the 
which he read, the which told him all the adventures that ye have heard to-fore, 
and of what lineage she was come. So with this gentlewoman Sir Launcelot was 
a month and more. If ye would ask how he lived, He that fed the people of Israel 
with manna in the desert, so was he fed; for every day when he had said his 
prayers he was sustained with the grace of the Holy Ghost. 

So on a night he went to play him by the water side, for he was somewhat 
weary of the ship. And then he listened and heard an horse come, and one riding 
upon him. And when he came nigh he seemed a knight. And so he let him pass, 
and went thereas the ship was; and there he alighted, and took the saddle and the 
bridle and put the horse from him, and went into the ship. And then Launcelot 
dressed unto him, and said: Ye be welcome. And he answered and saluted him 
again, and asked him: What is your name? for much my heart giveth unto you. 
Truly, said he, my name is Launcelot du Lake. Sir, said he, then be ye welcome, 
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for ye were the beginner of me in this world. Ah, said he, are ye Galahad? Yea, 
forsooth, said he; and so he kneeled down and asked him his blessing, and after 
took off his helm and kissed him. And there was great joy between them, for 
there is no tongue can tell the joy that they made either of other, and many a 
friendly word spoken between, as kin would, the which is no need here to be 
rehearsed. And there everych told other of their adventures and marvels that 
were befallen to them in many journeys sith that they departed from the court. 

Anon, as Galahad saw the gentlewoman dead in the bed, he knew her well 
enough, and told great worship of her, that she was the best maid living, and it 
was great pity of her death. But when Launcelot heard how the marvellous 
sword was gotten, and who made it, and all the marvels rehearsed afore, then he 
prayed Galahad, his son, that he would show him the sword, and so he did; and 
anon he kissed the pommel, and the hilt, and the scabbard. Truly, said Launcelot, 
never erst knew I of so high adventures done, and so marvellous and strange. So 
dwelt Launcelot and Galahad within that ship half a year, and served God daily 
and nightly with all their power; and often they arrived in isles far from folk, 
where there repaired none but wild beasts, and there they found many strange 
adventures and perilous, which they brought to an end; but for those adventures 
were with wild beasts, and not in the quest of the Sangreal, therefore the tale 
maketh here no mention thereof, for it would be too long to tell of all those 
adventures that befell them. 


CHAPTER XIV. How a knight brought unto Sir Galahad a horse, and 
bade him come from his father, Sir Launcelot. 

SO after, on a Monday, it befell that they arrived in the edge of a forest to- 
fore a cross; and then saw they a knight armed all in white, and was richly 
horsed, and led in his right hand a white horse; and so he came to the ship, and 
saluted the two knights on the High Lord's behalf, and said: Galahad, sir, ye have 
been long enough with your father, come out of the ship, and start upon this 
horse, and go where the adventures shall lead thee in the quest of the Sangreal. 
Then he went to his father and kissed him sweetly, and said: Fair sweet father, I 
wot not when I shall see you more till I see the body of Jesu Christ. I pray you, 
said Launcelot, pray ye to the High Father that He hold me in His service. And 
so he took his horse, and there they heard a voice that said: Think for to do well, 
for the one shall never see the other before the dreadful day of doom. Now, son 
Galahad, said Launcelot, since we shall depart, and never see other, I pray to the 
High Father to conserve me and you both. Sir, said Galahad, no prayer availeth 
so much as yours And therewith Galahad entered into the forest. 

And the wind arose, and drove Launcelot more than a month throughout the 
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sea, where he slept but little, but prayed to God that he might see some tidings of 
the Sangreal. So it befell on a night, at midnight, he arrived afore a castle, on the 
back side, which was rich and fair, and there was a postern opened toward the 
sea, and was open without any keeping, save two lions kept the entry; and the 
moon shone clear. Anon Sir Launcelot heard a voice that said: Launcelot, go out 
of this ship and enter into the castle, where thou shalt see a great part of thy 
desire. Then he ran to his arms, and so armed him, and so went to the gate and 
saw the lions. Then set he hand to his sword and drew it. Then there came a 
dwarf suddenly, and smote him on the arm so sore that the sword fell out of his 
hand. Then heard he a voice say: O man of evil faith and poor belief, wherefore 
trowest thou more on thy harness than in thy Maker, for He might more avail 
thee than thine armour, in whose service that thou art set. Then said Launcelot: 
Fair Father Jesu Christ, I thank thee of Thy great mercy that Thou reprovest me 
of my misdeed; now see I well that ye hold me for your servant. Then took he 
again his sword and put it up in his sheath, and made a cross in his forehead, and 
came to the lions, and they made semblaunt to do him harm. Notwithstanding he 
passed by them without hurt, and entered into the castle to the chief fortress, and 
there were they all at rest. Then Launcelot entered in so armed, for he found no 
gate nor door but it was open. And at the last he found a chamber whereof the 
door was shut, and he set his hand thereto to have opened it, but he might not. 


CHAPTER XV. How Sir Launcelot was to-fore the door of the chamber 

wherein the Holy Sangreal was. 

THEN he enforced him mickle to undo the door. Then he listened and heard 
a voice which sang so sweetly that it seemed none earthly thing; and him thought 
the voice said: Joy and honour be to the Father of Heaven. Then Launcelot 
kneeled down to-fore the chamber, for well wist he that there was the Sangreal 
within that chamber. Then said he: Fair sweet Father, Jesu Christ, if ever I did 
thing that pleased Thee, Lord for Thy pity never have me not in despite for my 
sins done aforetime, and that Thou show me something of that I seek. And with 
that he saw the chamber door open, and there came out a great clearness, that the 
house was as bright as all the torches of the world had been there. 

So came he to the chamber door, and would have entered. And anon a voice 
said to him: Flee, Launcelot, and enter not, for thou oughtest not to do it; and if 
thou enter thou shalt for-think it. Then he withdrew him aback right heavy. Then 
looked he up in the midst of the chamber, and saw a table of silver, and the Holy 
Vessel, covered with red samite, and many angels about it, whereof one held a 
candle of wax burning, and the other held a cross, and the ornaments of an altar. 
And before the Holy Vessel he saw a good man clothed as a priest. And it 
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seemed that he was at the sacring of the mass. And it seemed to Launcelot that 
above the priest's hands were three men, whereof the two put the youngest by 
likeness between the priest's hands; and so he lift it up right high, and it seemed 
to show so to the people. And then Launcelot marvelled not a little, for him 
thought the priest was so greatly charged of the figure that him seemed that he 
should fall to the earth. And when he saw none about him that would help him, 
then came he to the door a great pace, and said: Fair Father Jesu Christ, ne take it 
for no sin though I help the good man which hath great need of help. 

Right so entered he into the chamber, and came toward the table of silver; 
and when he came nigh he felt a breath, that him thought it was intermeddled 
with fire, which smote him so sore in the visage that him thought it brent his 
visage; and therewith he fell to the earth, and had no power to arise, as he that 
was so araged, that had lost the power of his body, and his hearing, and his 
seeing. Then felt he many hands about him, which took him up and bare him out 
of the chamber door, without any amending of his swoon, and left him there, 
seeming dead to all people. 

So upon the morrow when it was fair day they within were arisen, and found 
Launcelot lying afore the chamber door. All they marvelled how that he came in, 
and so they looked upon him, and felt his pulse to wit whether there were any 
life in him; and so they found life in him, but he might not stand nor stir no 
member that he had. And so they took him by every part of the body, and bare 
him into a chamber, and laid him in a rich bed, far from all folk; and so he lay 
four days. Then the one said he was alive, and the other said, Nay. In the name 
of God, said an old man, for I do you verily to wit he is not dead, but he is so full 
of life as the mightiest of you all; and therefore I counsel you that he be well 
kept till God send him life again. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir launcelot had lain four-and-twenty days and 
as many nights as a dead man, and other divers matters. 

IN such manner they kept Launcelot four-and-twenty days and all so many 
nights, that ever he lay still as a dead man; and at the twenty-fifth day befell him 
after midday that he opened his eyes. And when he saw folk he made great 
sorrow, and said: Why have ye awaked me, for I was more at ease than I am 
now. O Jesu Christ, who might be so blessed that might see openly thy great 
marvels of secretness there where no sinner may be! What have ye seen? said 
they about him. I have seen, said he, so great marvels that no tongue may tell, 
and more than any heart can think, and had not my son been here afore me I had 
seen much more. 

Then they told him how he had lain there four-and-twenty days and nights. 
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Then him thought it was punishment for the four-and-twenty years that he had 
been a sinner, wherefore Our Lord put him in penance four-and-twenty days and 
nights. Then looked Sir Launcelot afore him, and saw the hair which he had 
bore nigh a year, for that he for-thought him right much that he had broken his 
promise unto the hermit, which he had avowed to do. Then they asked how it 
stood with him. Forsooth, said he, I am whole of body, thanked be Our Lord; 
therefore, sirs, for God's love tell me where I am. Then said they all that he was 
in the castle of Carbonek. 

Therewith came a gentlewoman and brought him a shirt of small linen cloth, 
but he changed not there, but took the hair to him again. Sir, said they, the quest 
of the Sangreal is achieved now right in you, that never shall ye see of the 
Sangreal no more than ye have seen. Now I thank God, said Launcelot, of His 
great mercy of that I have seen, for it sufficeth me; for as I suppose no man in 
this world hath lived better than I have done to enchieve that I have done. And 
therewith he took the hair and clothed him in it, and above that he put a linen 
shirt, and after a robe of scarlet, fresh and new. And when he was so arrayed 
they marvelled all, for they knew him that he was Launcelot, the good knight. 
And then they said all: O my lord Sir Launcelot, be that ye? And he said: Truly I 
am he. 

Then came word to King Pelles that the knight that had lain so long dead was 
Sir Launcelot. Then was the king right glad, and went to see him. And when 
Launcelot saw him come he dressed him against him, and there made the king 
great joy of him. And there the king told him tidings that his fair daughter was 
dead. Then Launcelot was right heavy of it, and said: Sir, me forthinketh the 
death of your daughter, for she was a full fair lady, fresh and young. And well I 
wot she bare the best knight that is now on the earth, or that ever was sith God 
was born. So the king held him there four days, and on the morrow he took his 
leave at King Pelles and at all the fellowship, and thanked them of their great 
labour. 

Right so as they sat at their dinner in the chief salle, then was so befallen that 
the Sangreal had fulfilled the table with all manner of meats that any heart might 
think. So as they sat they saw all the doors and the windows of the place were 
shut without man's hand, whereof they were all abashed, and none wist what to 
do. 

And then it happed suddenly a knight came to the chief door and knocked, 
and cried: Undo the door. But they would not. And ever he cried: Undo; but they 
would not. And at last it noyed them so much that the king himself arose and 
came to a window there where the knight called. Then he said: Sir knight, ye 
shall not enter at this time while the Sangreal is here, and therefore go into 
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another; for certes ye be none of the knights of the quest, but one of them which 
hath served the fiend, and hast left the service of Our Lord: and he was passing 
wroth at the king's words. Sir knight, said the king, sith ye would so fain enter, 
say me of what country ye be. Sir, said he, I am of the realm of Logris, and my 
name is Ector de Maris, and brother unto my lord, Sir Launcelot. In the name of 
God, said the king, me for-thinketh of what I have said, for your brother is here 
within. And when Ector de Maris understood that his brother was there, for he 
was the man in the world that he most dread and loved, and then he said: Ah 
God, now doubleth my sorrow and shame. Full truly said the good man of the 
hill unto Gawaine and to me of our dreams. Then went he out of the court as fast 
as his horse might, and so throughout the castle. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Launcelot returned towards Logris, and of 
other adventures which he saw in the way. 

THEN King Pelles came to Sir Launcelot and told him tidings of his brother, 
whereof he was sorry, that he wist not what to do. So Sir Launcelot departed, 
and took his arms, and said he would go see the realm of Logris, which I have 
not seen in twelve months. And there with he commended the king to God, and 
so rode through many realms. And at the last he came to a white abbey, and 
there they made him that night great cheer; and on the morn he rose and heard 
mass. And afore an altar he found a rich tomb, which was newly made; and then 
he took heed, and saw the sides written with gold which said: Here lieth King 
Bagdemagus of Gore, which King Arthur's nephew slew; and named him, Sir 
Gawaine. Then was not he a little sorry, for Launcelot loved him much more 
than any other, and had it been any other than Gawaine he should not have 
escaped from death to life; and said to himself: Ah Lord God, this is a great hurt 
unto King Arthur's court, the loss of such a man. And then he departed and came 
to the abbey where Galahad did the adventure of the tombs, and won the white 
shield with the red cross; and there had he great cheer all that night. 

And on the morn he turned unto Camelot, where he found King Arthur and 
the queen. But many of the knights of the Round Table were slain and destroyed, 
more than half. And so three were come home, Ector, Gawaine, and Lionel, and 
many other that need not to be rehearsed. And all the court was passing glad of 
Sir Launcelot, and the king asked him many tidings of his son Galahad. And 
there Launcelot told the king of his adventures that had befallen him since he 
departed. And also he told him of the adventures of Galahad, Percivale, and 
Bors, which that he knew by the letter of the dead damosel, and as Galahad had 
told him. Now God would, said the king, that they were all three here. That shall 
never be, said Launcelot, for two of them shall ye never see, but one of them 
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shall come again. 
Now leave we this story and speak of Galahad. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Galahad came to King Mordrains, and of other 

matters and adventures. 

NOW, saith the story, Galahad rode many journeys in vain. And at the last 
he came to the abbey where King Mordrains was, and when he heard that, he 
thought he would abide to see him. And upon the morn, when he had heard 
mass, Galahad came unto King Mordrains, and anon the king saw him, which 
had lain blind of long time. And then he dressed him against him, and said: 
Galahad, the servant of Jesu Christ, whose coming I have abiden so long, now 
embrace me and let me rest on thy breast, so that I may rest between thine arms, 
for thou art a clean virgin above all knights, as the flower of the lily in whom 
virginity is signified, and thou art the rose the which is the flower of all good 
virtues, and in colour of fire. For the fire of the Holy Ghost is taken so in thee 
that my flesh which was all dead of oldness is become young again. Then 
Galahad heard his words, then he embraced him and all his body. Then said he: 
Fair Lord Jesu Christ, now I have my will. Now I require thee, in this point that I 
am in, thou come and visit me. And anon Our Lord heard his prayer: therewith 
the soul departed from the body. 

And then Galahad put him in the earth as a king ought to be, and so departed 
and so came into a perilous forest where he found the well the which boileth 
with great waves, as the tale telleth to-fore. And as soon as Galahad set his hand 
thereto it ceased, so that it brent no more, and the heat departed. For that it brent 
it was a sign of lechery, the which was that time much used. But that heat might 
not abide his pure virginity. And this was taken in the country for a miracle. And 
so ever after was it called Galahad's well. 

Then by adventure he came into the country of Gore, and into the abbey 
where Launcelot had been to-forehand, and found the tomb of King 
Bagdemagus, but he was founder thereof, Joseph of Aramathie's son; and the 
tomb of Simeon where Launcelot had failed. Then he looked into a croft under 
the minster, and there he saw a tomb which brent full marvellously. Then asked 
he the brethren what it was. Sir, said they, a marvellous adventure that may not 
be brought unto none end but by him that passeth of bounty and of knighthood 
all them of the Round Table. I would, said Galahad, that ye would lead me 
thereto. Gladly, said they, and so led him till a cave. And he went down upon 
greses, and came nigh the tomb. And then the flaming failed, and the fire 
staunched, the which many a day had been great. Then came there a voice that 
said: Much are ye beholden to thank Our Lord, the which hath given you a good 
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hour, that ye may draw out the souls of earthly pain, and to put them into the 
joys of paradise. I am of your kindred, the which hath dwelled in this heat this 
three hundred winter and four-and-fifty to be purged of the sin that I did against 
Joseph of Aramathie. Then Galahad took the body in his arms and bare it into 
the minster. And that night lay Galahad in the abbey; and on the morn he gave 
him service, and put him in the earth afore the high altar. 


CHAPTER XIX. How Sir Percivale and Sir Bors met with Sir Galahad, 

and how they came to the castle of Carbonek, and other matters. 

SO departed he from thence, and commended the brethren to God; and so he 
rode five days till that he came to the Maimed King. And ever followed 
Percivale the five days, asking where he had been; and so one told him how the 
adventures of Logris were enchieved. So on a day it befell that they came out of 
a great forest, and there they met at traverse with Sir Bors, the which rode alone. 
It is none need to tell if they were glad; and them he saluted, and they yielded 
him honour and good adventure, and everych told other. Then said Bors: It is mo 
than a year and an half that I ne lay ten times where men dwelled, but in wild 
forests and in mountains, but God was ever my comfort. 

Then rode they a great while till that they came to the castle of Carbonek. 
And when they were entered within the castle King Pelles knew them; then there 
was great joy, for they wist well by their coming that they had fulfilled the quest 
of the Sangreal. Then Eliazar, King Pelles' son, brought to-fore them the broken 
sword wherewith Joseph was stricken through the thigh. Then Bors set his hand 
thereto, if that he might have soldered it again; but it would not be. Then he took 
it to Percivale, but he had no more power thereto than he. Now have ye it again, 
said Percivale to Galahad, for an it be ever enchieved by any bodily man ye must 
do it. And then he took the pieces and set them together, and they seemed that 
they had never been broken, and as well as it had been first forged. And when 
they within espied that the adventure of the sword was enchieved, then they gave 
the sword to Bors, for it might not be better set; for he was a good knight and a 
worthy man. 

And a little afore even the sword arose great and marvellous, and was full of 
great heat that many men fell for dread. And anon alighted a voice among them, 
and said: They that ought not to sit at the table of Jesu Christ arise, for now shall 
very knights be fed. So they went thence, all save King Pelles and Eliazar, his 
son, the which were holy men, and a maid which was his niece; and so these 
three fellows and they three were there, no mo. Anon they saw knights all armed 
came in at the hall door, and did off their helms and their arms, and said unto 
Galahad: Sir, we have hied right much for to be with you at this table where the 
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holy meat shall be departed. Then said he: Ye be welcome, but of whence be ye? 
So three of them said they were of Gaul, and other three said they were of 
Ireland, and the other three said they were of Denmark. So as they sat thus there 
came out a bed of tree, of a chamber, the which four gentlewomen brought; and 
in the bed lay a good man sick, and a crown of gold upon his head; and there in 
the midst of the place they set him down, and went again their way. Then he lift 
up his head, and said: Galahad, Knight, ye be welcome, for much have I desired 
your coming, for in such pain and in such anguish I have been long. But now I 
trust to God the term is come that my pain shall be allayed, that I shall pass out 
of this world so as it was promised me long ago. Therewith a voice said: There 
be two among you that be not in the quest of the Sangreal, and therefore depart 


ye. 


CHAPTER XX How Galahad and his fellows were fed of the Holy 
Sangreal, and how Our Lord appeared to them, and other things. 

THEN King Pelles and his son departed. And therewithal beseemed them 
that there came a man, and four angels from heaven, clothed in likeness of a 
bishop, and had a cross in his hand; and these four angels bare him up in a chair, 
and set him down before the table of silver where upon the Sangreal was; and it 
seemed that he had in midst of his forehead letters the which said: See ye here 
Joseph, the first bishop of Christendom, the same which Our Lord succoured in 
the city of Sarras in the spiritual place. Then the knights marvelled, for that 
bishop was dead more than three hundred year to-fore. O knights, said he, 
marvel not, for I was sometime an earthly man. With that they heard the 
chamber door open, and there they saw angels; and two bare candles of wax, and 
the third a towel, and the fourth a spear which bled marvellously, that three 
drops fell within a box which he held with his other hand. And they set the 
candles upon the table, and the third the towel upon the vessel, and the fourth the 
holy spear even upright upon the vessel. And then the bishop made semblaunt as 
though he would have gone to the sacring of the mass. And then he took an 
ubblie which was made in likeness of bread. And at the lifting up there came a 
figure in likeness of a child, and the visage was as red and as bright as any fire, 
and smote himself into the bread, so that they all saw it that the bread was 
formed of a fleshly man; and then he put it into the Holy Vessel again, and then 
he did that longed to a priest to do to a mass. And then he went to Galahad and 
kissed him, and bade him go and kiss his fellows: and so he did anon. Now, said 
he, servants of Jesu Christ, ye shall be fed afore this table with sweet meats that 
never knights tasted. And when he had said, he vanished away. And they set 
them at the table in great dread, and made their prayers. 
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Then looked they and saw a man come out of the Holy Vessel, that had all 
the signs of the passion of Jesu Christ, bleeding all openly, and said: My knights, 
and my servants, and my true children, which be come out of deadly life into 
spiritual life, I will now no longer hide me from you, but ye shall see now a part 
of my secrets and of my hidden things: now hold and receive the high meat 
which ye have so much desired. Then took he himself the Holy Vessel and came 
to Galahad; and he kneeled down, and there he received his Saviour, and after 
him so received all his fellows; and they thought it so sweet that it was 
marvellous to tell. Then said he to Galahad: Son, wottest thou what I hold 
betwixt my hands? Nay, said he, but if ye will tell me. This is, said he, the holy 
dish wherein I ate the lamb on Sheer-Thursday. And now hast thou seen that 
thou most desired to see, but yet hast thou not seen it so openly as thou shalt see 
it in the city of Sarras in the spiritual place. Therefore thou must go hence and 
bear with thee this Holy Vessel; for this night it shall depart from the realm of 
Logris, that it shall never be seen more here. And wottest thou wherefore? For he 
is not served nor worshipped to his right by them of this land, for they be turned 
to evil living; therefore I shall disherit them of the honour which I have done 
them. And therefore go ye three to-morrow unto the sea, where ye shall find 
your ship ready, and with you take the sword with the strange girdles, and no 
more with you but Sir Percivale and Sir Bors. Also I will that ye take with you of 
the blood of this spear for to anoint the Maimed King, both his legs and all his 
body, and he shall have his health. Sir, said Galahad, why shall not these other 
fellows go with us? For this cause: for right as I departed my apostles one here 
and another there, so I will that ye depart; and two of you shall die in my service, 
but one of you shall come again and tell tidings. Then gave he them his blessing 
and vanished away. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Galahad anointed with the blood of the spear the 
Maimed King, and of other adventures. 

AND Galahad went anon to the spear which lay upon the table, and touched 
the blood with his fingers, and came after to the Maimed King and anointed his 
legs. And therewith he clothed him anon, and start upon his feet out of his bed as 
an whole man, and thanked Our Lord that He had healed him. And that was not 
to the worldward, for anon he yielded him to a place of religion of white monks, 
and was a full holy man. That same night about midnight came a voice among 
them which said: My sons and not my chief sons, my friends and not my 
warriors, go ye hence where ye hope best to do and as I bade you. Ah, thanked' 
be Thou, Lord, that Thou wilt vouchsafe to call us, Thy sinners. Now may we 
well prove that we have not lost our pains. And anon in all haste they took their 
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harness and departed. But the three knights of Gaul, one of them hight Claudine, 
King Claudas' son, and the other two were great gentlemen. Then prayed 
Galahad to everych of them, that if they come to King Arthur's court that they 
should salute my lord, Sir Launcelot, my father, and all the fellowship (1) of the 
Round Table; and prayed them if that they came on that part that they should not 
forget it. 

Right so departed Galahad, Percivale and Bors with him; and so they rode 
three days, and then they came to a rivage, and found the ship whereof the tale 
speaketh of 


1 So W. de Worde; Caxton "of them." 

to-fore. And when they came to the board they found in the midst the table of 
silver which they had left with the Maimed King, and the Sangreal which was 
covered with red samite. Then were they glad to have such things in their 
fellowship; and so they entered and made great reverence thereto; and Galahad 
fell in his prayer long time to Our Lord, that at what time he asked, that he 
should pass out of this world. So much he prayed till a voice said to him: 
Galahad, thou shalt have thy request; and when thou askest the death of thy body 
thou shalt have it, and then shalt thou find the life of the soul. Percivale heard 
this, and prayed him, of fellowship that was between them, to tell him wherefore 
he asked such things. That shall I tell you, said Galahad; the other day when we 
saw a part of the adventures of the Sangreal I was in such a joy of heart, that I 
trow never man was that was earthly. And therefore I wot well, when my body is 
dead my soul shall be in great joy to see the blessed Trinity every day, and the 
majesty of Our Lord, Jesu Christ. 

So long were they in the ship that they said to Galahad: Sir, in this bed ought 
ye to lie, for so saith the scripture. And so he laid him down and slept a great 
while; and when he awaked he looked afore him and saw the city of Sarras. And 
as they would have landed they saw the ship wherein Percivale had put his sister 
in. Truly, said Percivale, in the name of God, well hath my sister holden us 
covenant. Then took they out of the ship the table of silver, and he took it to 
Percivale and to Bors, to go to-fore, and Galahad came behind. And right so they 
went to the city, and at the gate of the city they saw an old man crooked. Then 
Galahad called him and bade him help to bear this heavy thing. Truly, said the 
old man, it is ten year ago that I might not go but with crutches. Care thou not, 
said Galahad, and arise up and shew thy good will. And so he assayed, and 
found himself as whole as ever he was. Than ran he to the table, and took one 
part against Galahad. And anon arose there great noise in the city, that a cripple 
was made whole by knights marvellous that entered into the city. 
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Then anon after, the three knights went to the water, and brought up into the 
palace Percivale's sister, and buried her as richly as a king's daughter ought to 
be. And when the king of the city, which was cleped Estorause, saw the 
fellowship, he asked them of whence they were, and what thing it was that they 
had brought upon the table of silver. And they told him the truth of the Sangreal, 
and the power which that God had sent there. Then the king was a tyrant, and 
was come of the line of paynims, and took them and put them in prison in a deep 
hole. 

a name="link2HCH0191" id="link2HCH0191"> 


CHAPTER XXII. How they were fed with the Sangreal while they were 

in prison, and how Galahad was made king. 

BUT as soon as they were there Our Lord sent them the Sangreal, through 
whose grace they were always fulfilled while that they were in prison. So at the 
year's end it befell that this King Estorause lay sick, and felt that he should die. 
Then he sent for the three knights, and they came afore him; and he cried them 
mercy of that he had done to them, and they forgave it him goodly; and he died 
anon. When the king was dead all the city was dismayed, and wist not who 
might be their king. Right so as they were in counsel there came a voice among 
them, and bade them choose the youngest knight of them three to be their king: 
For he shall well maintain you and all yours. So they made Galahad king by all 
the assent of the holy city, and else they would have slain him. And when he was 
come to behold the land, he let make above the table of silver a chest of gold and 
of precious stones, that hilled the Holy Vessel. And every day early the three 
fellows would come afore it, and make their prayers. 

Now at the year's end, and the self day after Galahad had borne the crown of 
gold, he arose up early and his fellows, and came to the palace, and saw to-fore 
them the Holy Vessel, and a man kneeling on his knees in likeness of a bishop, 
that had about him a great fellowship of angels, as it had been Jesu Christ 
himself; and then he arose and began a mass of Our Lady. And when he came to 
the sacrament of the mass, and had done, anon he called Galahad, and said to 
him: Come forth the servant of Jesu Christ, and thou shalt see that thou hast 
much desired to see. And then he began to tremble right hard when the deadly 
flesh began to behold the spiritual things. Then he held up his hands toward 
heaven and said: Lord, I thank thee, for now I see that that hath been my desire 
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many a day. Now, blessed Lord, would I not longer live, if it might please thee, 
Lord. And therewith the good man took Our Lord's body betwixt his hands, and 
proffered it to Galahad, and he received it right gladly and meekly. Now wottest 
thou what I am? said the good man. Nay, said Galahad. I am Joseph of 
Aramathie, the which Our Lord hath sent here to thee to bear thee fellowship; 
and wottest thou wherefore that he hath sent me more than any other? For thou 
hast resembled me in two things; in that thou hast seen the marvels of the 
Sangreal, in that thou hast been a clean maiden, as I have been and am. 

And when he had said these words Galahad went to Percivale and kissed 
him, and commended him to God; and so he went to Sir Bors and kissed him, 
and commended him to God, and said: Fair lord, salute me to my lord, Sir 
Launcelot, my father, and as soon as ye see him, bid him remember of this 
unstable world. And therewith he kneeled down to-fore the table and made his 
prayers, and then suddenly his soul departed to Jesu Christ, and a great multitude 
of angels bare his soul up to heaven, that the two fellows might well behold it. 
Also the two fellows saw come from heaven an hand, but they saw not the body. 
And then it came right to the Vessel, and took it and the spear, and so bare it up 
to heaven. Sithen was there never man so hardy to say that he had seen the 
Sangreal. 


CHAPTER XXIII. Of the sorrow that Percivale and Bors made when 

Galahad was dead: and of Percivale how he died, and other matters. 

WHEN Percivale and Bors saw Galahad dead they made as much sorrow as 
ever did two men. And if they had not been good men they might lightly have 
fallen in despair. And the people of the country and of the city were right heavy. 
And then he was buried; and as soon as he was buried Sir Percivale yielded him 
to an hermitage out of the city, and took a religious clothing. And Bors was 
alway with him, but never changed he his secular clothing, for that he purposed 
him to go again into the realm of Logris. Thus a year and two months lived Sir 
Percivale in the hermitage a full holy life, and then passed out of this world; and 
Bors let bury him by his sister and by Galahad in the spiritualities. 

When Bors saw that he was in so far countries as in the parts of Babylon he 
departed from Sarras, and armed him and came to the sea, and entered into a 
ship; and so it befell him in good adventure he came into the realm of Logris; 
and he rode so fast till he came to Camelot where the king was. And then was 
there great joy made of him in the court, for they weened all he had been dead, 
forasmuch as he had been so long out of the country. And when they had eaten, 
the king made great clerks to come afore him, that they should chronicle of the 
high adventures of the good knights. When Bors had told him of the adventures 
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of the Sangreal, such as had befallen him and his three fellows, that was 
Launcelot, Percivale, Galahad, and himself, there Launcelot told the adventures 
of the Sangreal that he had seen. All this was made in great books, and put up in 
almeries at Salisbury. And anon Sir Bors said to Sir Launcelot: Galahad, your 
own son, saluted you by me, and after you King Arthur and all the court, and so 
did Sir Percivale, for I buried them with mine own hands in the city of Sarras. 
Also, Sir Launcelot, Galahad prayed you to remember of this unsiker world as 
ye behight him when ye were together more than half a year. This is true, said 
Launcelot; now I trust to God his prayer shall avail me. 

Then Launcelot took Sir Bors in his arms, and said: Gentle cousin, ye are 
right welcome to me, and all that ever I may do for you and for yours ye shall 
find my poor body ready at all times, while the spirit is in it, and that I promise 
you faithfully, and never to fail. And wit ye well, gentle cousin, Sir Bors, that ye 
and I will never depart asunder whilst our lives may last. Sir, said he, I will as ye 
will. 

Thus endeth the history of the Sangreal, that was briefly drawn out of French 
into English, the which is a story chronicled for one of the truest and the holiest 
that is in this world, the which is the xvii book. 

And here followeth the eighteenth book. 
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BOOK XVIII 


CHAPTER I. Of the joy King Arthur and the queen had of the 
achievement of the Sangreal; and how Launcelot fell to his old love again. 

SO after the quest of the Sangreal was fulfilled, and all knights that were left 
alive were come again unto the Table Round, as the book of the Sangreal maketh 
mention, then was there great joy in the court; and in especial King Arthur and 
Queen Guenever made great joy of the remnant that were come home, and 
passing glad was the king and the queen of Sir Launcelot and of Sir Bors, for 
they had been passing long away in the quest of the Sangreal. 

Then, as the book saith, Sir Launcelot began to resort unto Queen Guenever 
again, and forgat the promise and the perfection that he made in the quest. For, 
as the book saith, had not Sir Launcelot been in his privy thoughts and in his 
mind so set inwardly to the queen as he was in seeming outward to God, there 
had no knight passed him in the quest of the Sangreal; but ever his thoughts were 
privily on the queen, and so they loved together more hotter than they did to- 
forehand, and had such privy draughts together, that many in the court spake of 
it, and in especial Sir Agravaine, Sir Gawaine's brother, for he was ever open- 
mouthed. 

So befell that Sir Launcelot had many resorts of ladies and damosels that 
daily resorted unto him, that besought him to be their champion, and in all such 
matters of right Sir Launcelot applied him daily to do for the pleasure of Our 
Lord, Jesu Christ. And ever as much as he might he withdrew him from the 
company and fellowship of Queen Guenever, for to eschew the slander and 
noise; wherefore the queen waxed wroth with Sir Launcelot. And upon a day she 
called Sir Launcelot unto her chamber, and said thus: Sir Launcelot, I see and 
feel daily that thy love beginneth to slake, for thou hast no joy to be in my 
presence, but ever thou art out of this court, and quarrels and matters thou hast 
nowadays for ladies and gentlewomen more than ever thou wert wont to have 
aforehand. 

Ah madam, said Launcelot, in this ye must hold me excused for divers 
causes; one is, I was but late in the quest of the Sangreal; and I thank God of his 
great mercy, and never of my desert, that I saw in that my quest as much as ever 
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saw any sinful man, and so was it told me. And if I had not had my privy 
thoughts to return to your love again as I do, I had seen as great mysteries as 
ever saw my son Galahad, outher Percivale, or Sir Bors; and therefore, madam, I 
was but late in that quest. Wit ye well, madam, it may not be yet lightly 
forgotten the high service in whom I did my diligent labour. Also, madam, wit 
ye well that there be many men speak of our love in this court, and have you and 
me greatly in await, as Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred; and madam, wit ye well I 
dread them more for your sake than for any fear I have of them myself, for I may 
happen to escape and rid myself in a great need, where ye must abide all that 
will be said unto you. And then if that ye fall in any distress through wilful folly, 
then is there none other remedy or help but by me and my blood. And wit ye 
well, madam, the boldness of you and me will bring us to great shame and 
slander; and that were me loath to see you dishonoured. And that is the cause I 
take upon me more for to do for damosels and maidens than ever I did to-fore, 
that men should understand my joy and my delight is my pleasure to have ado 
for damosels and maidens. 


CHAPTER II. How the queen commanded Sir Launcelot to avoid the 
court, and of the sorrow that Launcelot made. 

ALL this while the queen stood still and let Sir Launcelot say what he would. 
And when he had all said she brast out a-weeping, and so she sobbed and wept a 
great while. And when she might speak she said: Launcelot, now I well 
understand that thou art a false recreant knight and a common lecher, and lovest 
and holdest other ladies, and by me thou hast disdain and scorn. For wit thou 
well, she said, now I understand thy falsehood, and therefore shall I never love 
thee no more. And never be thou so hardy to come in my sight; and right here I 
discharge thee this court, that thou never come within it; and I forfend thee my 
fellowship, and upon pain of thy head that thou see me no more. Right so Sir 
Launcelot departed with great heaviness, that unnethe he might sustain himself 
for great dole-making. 

Then he called Sir Bors, Sir Ector de Maris, and Sir Lionel, and told them 
how the queen had forfended him the court, and so he was in will to depart into 
his own country. Fair sir, said Sir Bors de Ganis, ye shall not depart out of this 
land by mine advice. Ye must remember in what honour ye are renowned, and 
called the noblest knight of the world; and many great matters ye have in hand. 
And women in their hastiness will do ofttimes that sore repenteth them; and 
therefore by mine advice ye shall take your horse, and ride to the good hermitage 
here beside Windsor, that sometime was a good knight, his name is Sir Brasias, 
and there shall ye abide till I send you word of better tidings. Brother, said Sir 
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Launcelot, wit ye well I am full loath to depart out of this realm, but the queen 
hath defended me so highly, that meseemeth she will never be my good lady as 
she hath been. Say ye never so, said Sir Bors, for many times or this time she 
hath been wroth with you, and after it she was the first that repented it. Ye say 
well, said Launcelot, for now will I do by your counsel, and take mine horse and 
my harness, and ride to the hermit Sir Brasias, and there will I repose me until I 
hear some manner of tidings from you; but, fair brother, I pray you get me the 
love of my lady, Queen Guenever, an ye may Sir, said Sir Bors, ye need not to 
move me of such matters, for well ye wot I will do what I may to please you. 

And then the noble knight, Sir Launcelot, departed with right heavy cheer 
suddenly, that none earthly creature wist of him, nor where he was become, but 
Sir Bors. So when Sir Launcelot was departed, the queen outward made no 
manner of sorrow in showing to none of his blood nor to none other. But wit ye 
well, inwardly, as the book saith, she took great thought, but she bare it out with 
a proud countenance as though she felt nothing nor danger. 


CHAPTER III. How at a dinner that the queen made there was a knight 

enpoisoned, which Sir Mador laid on the queen. 

AND then the queen let make a privy dinner in London unto the knights of 
the Round Table. And all was for to show outward that she had as great joy in all 
other knights of the Table Round as she had in Sir Launcelot. All only at that 
dinner she had Sir Gawaine and his brethren, that is for to say Sir Agravaine, Sir 
Gaheris, Sir Gareth, and Sir Mordred. Also there was Sir Bors de Ganis, Sir 
Blamore de Ganis, Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, Sir Galihud, Sir Galihodin, Sir Ector 
de Maris, Sir Lionel, Sir Palomides, Safere his brother, Sir La Cote Male Taile, 
Sir Persant, Sir Ironside, Sir Brandiles, Sir Kay le Seneschal, Sir Mador de la 
Porte, Sir Patrise, a knight of Ireland, Aliduk, Sir Astamore, and Sir Pinel le 
Savage, the which was cousin to Sir Lamorak de Galis, the good knight that Sir 
Gawaine and his brethren slew by treason. And so these four-and-twenty knights 
should dine with the queen in a privy place by themself, and there was made a 
great feast of all manner of dainties. 

But Sir Gawaine had a custom that he used daily at dinner and at supper, that 
he loved well all manner of fruit, and in especial apples and pears. And therefore 
whosomever dined or feasted Sir Gawaine would commonly purvey for good 
fruit for him, and so did the queen for to please Sir Gawaine; she let purvey for 
him all manner of fruit, for Sir Gawaine was a passing hot knight of nature. And 
this Pinel hated Sir Gawaine because of his kinsman Sir Lamorak de Galis; and 
therefore for pure envy and hate Sir Pinel enpoisoned certain apples for to 
enpoison Sir Gawaine. And so this was well unto the end of the meat; and so it 
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befell by misfortune a good knight named Patrise, cousin unto Sir Mador de la 
Porte, to take a poisoned apple. And when he had eaten it he swelled so till he 
brast, and there Sir Patrise fell down suddenly dead among them. 

Then every knight leapt from the board ashamed, and araged for wrath, nigh 
out of their wits. For they wist not what to say; considering Queen Guenever 
made the feast and dinner, they all had suspicion unto her. My lady, the queen, 
said Gawaine, wit ye well, madam, that this dinner was made for me, for all 
folks that know my condition understand that I love well fruit, and now I see 
well I had near been slain; therefore, madam, I dread me lest ye will be shamed. 
Then the queen stood still and was sore abashed, that she nist not what to say. 
This shall not so be ended, said Sir Mador de la Porte, for here have I lost a full 
noble knight of my blood; and therefore upon this shame and despite I will be 
revenged to the utterance. And there openly Sir Mador appealed the queen of the 
death of his cousin, Sir Patrise. Then stood they all still, that none would speak a 
word against him, for they all had great suspicion unto the queen because she let 
make that dinner. And the queen was so abashed that she could none other ways 
do, but wept so heartily that she fell in a swoon. With this noise and cry came to 
them King Arthur, and when he wist of that trouble he was a passing heavy man. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Mador appeached the queen of treason, and 
there was no knight would fight for her at the first time. 

AND ever Sir Mador stood still afore the king, and ever he appealed the 
queen of treason; for the custom was such that time that all manner of shameful 
death was called treason. Fair lords, said King Arthur, me repenteth of this 
trouble, but the case is so I may not have ado in this matter, for I must be a 
rightful judge; and that repenteth me that I may not do battle for my wife, for as I 
deem this deed came never by her. And therefore I suppose she shall not be all 
distained, but that some good knight shall put his body in jeopardy for my queen 
rather than she shall be brent in a wrong quarrel. And therefore, Sir Mador, be 
not so hasty, for it may happen she shall not be all friendless; and therefore 
desire thou thy day of battle, and she shall purvey her of some good knight that 
shall answer you, or else it were to me great shame, and to all my court. 

My gracious lord, said Sir Mador, ye must hold me excused, for though ye 
be our king in that degree, ye are but a knight as we are, and ye are sworn unto 
knighthood as well as we; and therefore I beseech you that ye be not displeased, 
for there is none of the four-and-twenty knights that were bidden to this dinner 
but all they have great suspicion unto the queen. What say ye all, my lords? said 
Sir Mador. Then they answered by and by that they could not excuse the queen; 
for why she made the dinner, and either it must come by her or by her servants. 
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Alas, said the queen, I made this dinner for a good intent, and never for none 
evil, so Almighty God me help in my right, as I was never purposed to do such 
evil deeds, and that I report me unto God. 

My lord, the king, said Sir Mador, I require you as ye be a righteous king 
give me a day that I may have justice. Well, said the king, I give the day this day 
fifteen days that thou be ready armed on horseback in the meadow beside 
Westminster. And if it so fall that there be any knight to encounter with you, 
there mayst thou do the best, and God speed the right. And if it so fall that there 
be no knight at that day, then must my queen be burnt, and there she shall be 
ready to have her judgment. I am answered, said Sir Mador. And every knight 
went where it liked them. 

So when the king and the queen were together the king asked the queen how 
this case befell. The queen answered: So God me help, I wot not how or in what 
manner. Where is Sir Launcelot? said King Arthur; an he were here he would 
not grudge to do battle for you. Sir, said the queen, I wot not where he is, but his 
brother and his kinsmen deem that he be not within this realm. That me 
repenteth, said King Arthur, for an he were here he would soon stint this strife. 
Then I will counsel you, said the king, and unto Sir Bors: That ye will do battle 
for her for Sir Launcelot's sake, and upon my life he will not refuse you. For well 
I see, said the king, that none of these four-and-twenty knights that were with 
you at your dinner where Sir Patrise was slain, that will do battle for you, nor 
none of them will say well of you, and that shall be a great slander for you in this 
court. Alas, said the queen, and I may not do withal, but now I miss Sir 
Launcelot, for an he were here he would put me soon to my heart's ease. What 
aileth you, said the king, ye cannot keep Sir Launcelot upon your side? For wit 
ye well, said the king, who that hath Sir Launcelot upon his part hath the most 
man of worship in the world upon his side. Now go your way, said the king unto 
the queen, and require Sir Bors to do battle for you for Sir Launcelot's sake. 


CHAPTER V. How the queen required Sir Bors to fight for her, and 

how he granted upon condition; and how he warned Sir Launcelot thereof. 

SO the queen departed from the king, and sent for Sir Bors into her chamber. 
And when he was come she besought him of succour. Madam, said he, what 
would ye that I did? for I may not with my worship have ado in this matter, 
because I was at the same dinner, for dread that any of those knights would have 
me in suspicion. Also, madam, said Sir Bors, now miss ye Sir Launcelot, for he 
would not have failed you neither in right nor in wrong, as ye have well proved 
when ye have been in danger; and now ye have driven him out of this country, 
by whom ye and all we were daily worshipped by; therefore, madam, I marvel 
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how ye dare for shame require me to do any thing for you, in so much ye have 
chased him out of your country by whom we were borne up and honoured. Alas, 
fair knight, said the queen, I put me wholly in your grace, and all that is done 
amiss I will amend as ye will counsel me. And therewith she kneeled down upon 
both her knees, and besought Sir Bors to have mercy upon her: Outher I shall 
have a shameful death, and thereto I never offended. 

Right so came King Arthur, and found the queen kneeling afore Sir Bors; 
then Sir Bors pulled her up, and said: Madam, ye do me great dishonour. Ah, 
gentle knight, said the king, have mercy upon my queen, courteous knight, for I 
am now in certain she is untruly defamed. And therefore, courteous knight, said 
the king, promise her to do battle for her, I require you for the love of Sir 
Launcelot. My lord, said Sir Bors, ye require me the greatest thing that any man 
may require me; and wit ye well if I grant to do battle for the queen I shall wrath 
many of my fellowship of the Table Round. But as for that, said Bors, I will 
grant my lord that for my lord Sir Launcelot's sake, and for your sake I will at 
that day be the queen's champion unless that there come by adventure a better 
knight than I am to do battle for her. Will ye promise me this, said the king, by 
your faith? Yea sir, said Sir Bors, of that I will not fail you, nor her both, but if 
there come a better knight than I am, and then shall he have the battle. Then was 
the king and the queen passing glad, and so departed, and thanked him heartily. 

So then Sir Bors departed secretly upon a day, and rode unto Sir Launcelot 
thereas he was with the hermit, Sir Brasias, and told him of all their adventure. 
Ah Jesu, said Sir Launcelot, this is come happily as I would have it, and 
therefore I pray you make you ready to do battle, but look that ye tarry till ye see 
me come, as long as ye may. For I am sure Mador is an hot knight when he is 
enchafed, for the more ye suffer him the hastier will he be to battle. Sir, said 
Bors, let me deal with him, doubt ye not ye shall have all your will. Then 
departed Sir Bors from him and came to the court again. Then was it noised in 
all the court that Sir Bors should do battle for the queen; wherefore many knights 
were displeased with him, that he would take upon him to do battle in the 
queen's quarrel; for there were but few knights in all the court but they deemed 
the queen was in the wrong, and that she had done that treason. 

So Sir Bors answered thus to his fellows of the Table Round: Wit ye well, 
my fair lords, it were shame to us all an we suffered to see the most noble queen 
of the world to be shamed openly, considering her lord and our lord is the man 
of most worship in the world, and most christened, and he hath ever worshipped 
us all in all places. Many answered him again: As for our most noble King 
Arthur, we love him and honour him as well as ye do, but as for Queen 
Guenever we love her not, because she is a destroyer of good knights. Fair lords, 
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said Sir Bors, meseemeth ye say not as ye should say, for never yet in my days 
knew I never nor heard say that ever she was a destroyer of any good knight. But 
at all times as far as ever I could know she was a maintainer of good knights; 
and ever she hath been large and free of her goods to all good knights, and the 
most bounteous lady of her gifts and her good grace, that ever I saw or heard 
speak of. And therefore it were shame, said Sir Bors, to us all to our most noble 
king's wife, an we suffered her to be shamefully slain. And wit ye well, said Sir 
Bors, I will not suffer it, for I dare say so much, the queen is not guilty of Sir 
Patrise's death, for she owed him never none ill will, nor none of the four-and- 
twenty knights that were at that dinner; for I dare say for good love she bade us 
to dinner, and not for no mal engine, and that I doubt not shall be proved 
hereafter, for howsomever the game goeth, there was treason among us. Then 
some said to Sir Bors: We may well believe your words. And so some of them 
were well pleased, and some were not so. 


CHAPTER VI. How at the day Sir Bors made him ready for to fight for 

the queen; and when he would fight how another discharged him. 

THE day came on fast until the even that the battle should be. Then the 
queen sent for Sir Bors and asked him how he was disposed. Truly madam, said 
he, I am disposed in likewise as I promised you, that is for to say I shall not fail 
you, unless by adventure there come a better knight than I am to do battle for 
you, then, madam, am I discharged of my promise. Will ye, said the queen, that I 
tell my lord Arthur thus? Do as it shall please you, madam. Then the queen went 
unto the king and told him the answer of Sir Bors. Have ye no doubt, said the 
king, of Sir Bors, for I call him now one of the best knights of the world, and the 
most profitablest man. And thus it passed on until the morn, and the king and the 
queen and all manner of knights that were there at that time drew them unto the 
meadow beside Westminster where the battle should be. And so when the king 
was come with the queen and many knights of the Round Table, then the queen 
was put there in the Constable's ward, and a great fire made about an iron stake, 
that an Sir Mador de la Porte had the better, she should be burnt: such custom 
was used in those days, that neither for favour, neither for love nor affinity, there 
should be none other but righteous judgment, as well upon a king as upon a 
knight, and as well upon a queen as upon another poor lady. 

So in this meanwhile came in Sir Mador de la Porte, and took his oath afore 
the king, that the queen did this treason until his cousin Sir Patrise, and unto his 
oath he would prove it with his body, hand for hand, who that would say the 
contrary. Right so came in Sir Bors de Ganis, and said: That as for Queen 
Guenever she is in the right, and that will I make good with my hands that she is 
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not culpable of this treason that is put upon her. Then make thee ready, said Sir 
Mador, and we shall prove whether thou be in the right or I. Sir Mador, said Sir 
Bors, wit thou well I know you for a good knight. Not for then I shall not fear 
you so greatly, but I trust to God I shall be able to withstand your malice. But 
this much have I promised my lord Arthur and my lady the queen, that I shall do 
battle for her in this case to the uttermost, unless that there come a better knight 
than I am and discharge me. Is that all? said Sir Mador, either come thou off and 
do battle with me, or else say nay. Take your horse, said Sir Bors, and as I 
suppose, ye Shall not tarry long but ye shall be answered. 

Then either departed to their tents and made them ready to horseback as they 
thought best. And anon Sir Mador came into the field with his shield on his 
shoulder and his spear in his hand; and so rode about the place crying unto 
Arthur: Bid your champion come forth an he dare. Then was Sir Bors ashamed 
and took his horse and came to the lists' end. And then was he ware where came 
from a wood there fast by a knight all armed, upon a white horse, with a strange 
shield of strange arms; and he came riding all that he might run, and so he came 
to Sir Bors, and said thus: Fair knight, I pray you be not displeased, for here 
must a better knight than ye are have this battle, therefore I pray you withdraw 
you. For wit ye well I have had this day a right great journey, and this battle 
ought to be mine, and so I promised you when I spake with you last, and with all 
my heart I thank you of your good will. Then Sir Bors rode unto King Arthur 
and told him how there was a knight come that would have the battle for to fight 
for the queen. What knight is he? said the king. I wot not, said Sir Bors, but such 
covenant he made with me to be here this day. Now my lord, said Sir Bors, here 
am I discharged. 


CHAPTER VII How Sir Launcelot fought against Sir Mador for the 
queen, and how he overcame Sir Mador, and discharged the queen. 

THEN the king called to that knight, and asked him if he would fight for the 
queen. Then he answered to the king: Therefore came I hither, and therefore, sir 
king, he said, tarry me no longer, for I may not tarry. For anon as I have finished 
this battle I must depart hence, for I have ado many matters elsewhere. For wit 
you well, said that knight, this is dishonour to you all knights of the Round 
Table, to see and know so noble a lady and so courteous a queen as Queen 
Guenever is, thus to be rebuked and shamed amongst you. Then they all 
marvelled what knight that might be that so took the battle upon him. For there 
was not one that knew him, but if it were Sir Bors. 

Then said Sir Mador de la Porte unto the king: Now let me wit with whom I 
shall have ado withal. And then they rode to the lists' end, and there they 
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couched their spears, and ran together with all their might, and Sir Mador's spear 
brake all to pieces, but the other's spear held, and bare Sir Mador's horse and all 
backward to the earth a great fall. But mightily and suddenly he avoided his 
horse and put his shield afore him, and then drew his sword, and bade the other 
knight alight and do battle with him on foot. Then that knight descended from 
his horse lightly like a valiant man, and put his shield afore him and drew his 
sword; and so they came eagerly unto battle, and either gave other many great 
strokes, tracing and traversing, racing and foining, and hurtling together with 
their swords as it were wild boars. Thus were they fighting nigh an hour, for this 
Sir Mador was a strong knight, and mightily proved in many strong battles. But 
at the last this knight smote Sir Mador grovelling upon the earth, and the knight 
stepped near him to have pulled Sir Mador flatling upon the ground; and 
therewith suddenly Sir Mador arose, and in his rising he smote that knight 
through the thick of the thighs that the blood ran out fiercely. And when he felt 
himself so wounded, and saw his blood, he let him arise upon his feet. And then 
he gave him such a buffet upon the helm that he fell to the earth flatling, and 
therewith he strode to him to have pulled off his helm off his head. And then Sir 
Mador prayed that knight to save his life, and so he yielded him as overcome, 
and released the queen of his quarrel. I will not grant thee thy life, said that 
knight, only that thou freely release the queen for ever, and that no mention be 
made upon Sir Patrise's tomb that ever Queen Guenever consented to that 
treason. All this shall be done, said Sir Mador, I clearly discharge my quarrel for 
ever. 

Then the knights parters of the lists took up Sir Mador, and led him to his 
tent, and the other knight went straight to the stair-foot where sat King Arthur; 
and by that time was the queen come to the king, and either kissed other heartily. 
And when the king saw that knight, he stooped down to him, and thanked him, 
and in likewise did the queen; and the king prayed him to put off his helmet, and 
to repose him, and to take a sop of wine. And then he put off his helm to drink, 
and then every knight knew him that it was Sir Launcelot du Lake. Anon as the 
king wist that, he took the queen in his hand, and yode unto Sir Launcelot, and 
said: Sir, grant mercy of your great travail that ye have had this day for me and 
for my queen. My lord, said Sir Launcelot, wit ye well I ought of right ever to be 
in your quarrel, and in my lady the queen's quarrel, to do battle; for ye are the 
man that gave me the high order of knighthood, and that day my lady, your 
queen, did me great worship, and else I had been shamed; for that same day ye 
made me knight, through my hastiness I lost my sword, and my lady, your 
queen, found it, and lapped it in her train, and gave me my sword when I had 
need thereto, and else had I been shamed among all knights; and therefore, my 
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lord Arthur, I promised her at that day ever to be her knight in right outher in 
wrong. Grant mercy, said the king, for this journey; and wit ye well, said the 
king, I shall acquit your goodness. 

And ever the queen beheld Sir Launcelot, and wept so tenderly that she sank 
almost to the ground for sorrow that he had done to her so great goodness where 
she shewed him great unkindness. Then the knights of his blood drew unto him, 
and there either of them made great joy of other. And so came all the knights of 
the Table Round that were there at that time, and welcomed him. And then Sir 
Mador was had to leech-craft, and Sir Launcelot was healed of his wound. And 
then there was made great joy and mirths in that court. 


CHAPTER VIII. How the truth was known by the Maiden of the Lake, 
and of divers other matters. 

AND so it befell that the damosel of the lake, her name was Nimue, the 
which wedded the good knight Sir Pelleas, and so she came to the court; for ever 
she did great goodness unto King Arthur and to all his knights through her 
sorcery and enchantments. And so when she heard how the queen was an- 
angered for the death of Sir Patrise, then she told it openly that she was never 
guilty; and there she disclosed by whom it was done, and named him, Sir Pinel; 
and for what cause he did it, there it was openly disclosed; and so the queen was 
excused, and the knight Pinel fled into his country. Then was it openly known 
that Sir Pinel enpoisoned the apples at the feast to that intent to have destroyed 
Sir Gawaine, because Sir Gawaine and his brethren destroyed Sir Lamorak de 
Galis, to the which Sir Pinel was cousin unto. Then was Sir Patrise buried in the 
church of Westminster in a tomb, and thereupon was written: Here lieth Sir 
Patrise of Ireland, slain by Sir Pinel le Savage, that enpoisoned apples to have 
slain Sir Gawaine, and by misfortune Sir Patrise ate one of those apples, and 
then suddenly he brast. Also there was written upon the tomb that Queen 
Guenever was appealed of treason of the death of Sir Patrise, by Sir Mador de la 
Porte; and there was made mention how Sir Launcelot fought with him for 
Queen Guenever, and overcame him in plain battle. All this was written upon the 
tomb of Sir Patrise in excusing of the queen. And then Sir Mador sued daily and 
long, to have the queen's good grace; and so by the means of Sir Launcelot he 
caused him to stand in the queen's good grace, and all was forgiven 

Thus it passed on till our Lady Day, Assumption. Within a fifteen days of 
that feast the king let cry a great jousts and a tournament that should be at that 
day at Camelot, that is Winchester; and the king let cry that he and the King of 
Scots would joust against all that would come against them. And when this cry 
was made, thither came many knights. So there came thither the King of 
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Northgalis, and King Anguish of Ireland, and the King with the Hundred 
Knights, and Galahad, the haut prince, and the King of Northumberland, and 
many other noble dukes and earls of divers countries. So King Arthur made him 
ready to depart to these jousts, and would have had the queen with him, but at 
that time she would not, she said, for she was sick and might not ride at that 
time. That me repenteth, said the king, for this seven year ye saw not such a 
noble fellowship together except at Whitsuntide when Galahad departed from 
the court. Truly, said the queen to the king, ye must hold me excused, I may not 
be there, and that me repenteth. And many deemed the queen would not be there 
because of Sir Launcelot du Lake, for Sir Launcelot would not ride with the 
king, for he said that he was not whole of the wound the which Sir Mador had 
given him; wherefore the king was heavy and passing wroth. And so he departed 
toward Winchester with his fellowship; and so by the way the king lodged in a 
town called Astolat, that is now in English called Guildford, and there the king 
lay in the castle. 

So when the king was departed the queen called Sir Launcelot to her, and 
said thus: Sir Launcelot, ye are greatly to blame thus to hold you behind my lord; 
what, trow ye, what will your enemies and mine say and deem? nought else but, 
See how Sir Launcelot holdeth him ever behind the king, and so doth the queen, 
for that they would have their pleasure together. And thus will they say, said the 
queen to Sir Launcelot, have ye no doubt thereof. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Launcelot rode to Astolat, and received a sleeve 

to wear upon his helm at the request of a maid. 

MADAM, said Sir Launcelot, I allow your wit, it is of late come since ye 
were wise. And therefore, madam, at this time I will be ruled by your counsel, 
and this night I will take my rest, and to-morrow by time I will take my way 
toward Winchester. But wit you well, said Sir Launcelot to the queen, that at that 
jousts I will be against the king, and against all his fellowship. Ye may there do 
as ye list, said the queen, but by my counsel ye shall not be against your king 
and your fellowship. For therein be full many hard knights of your blood, as ye 
wot well enough, it needeth not to rehearse them. Madam, said Sir Launcelot, I 
pray you that ye be not displeased with me, for I will take the adventure that God 
will send me. 

And so upon the morn early Sir Launcelot heard mass and brake his fast, and 
so took his leave of the queen and departed. And then he rode so much until he 
came to Astolat, that is Guildford; and there it happed him in the eventide he 
came to an old baron's place that hight Sir Berard of Astolat. And as Sir 
Launcelot entered into his lodging, King Arthur espied him as he did walk in a 
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garden beside the castle, how he took his lodging, and knew him full well. It is 
well, said King Arthur unto the knights that were with him in that garden beside 
the castle, I have now espied one knight that will play his play at the jousts to the 
which we be gone toward; I undertake he will do marvels. Who is that, we pray 
you tell us? said many knights that were there at that time. Ye shall not wit for 
me, said the king, as at this time. And so the king smiled, and went to his 
lodging. 

So when Sir Launcelot was in his lodging, and unarmed him in his chamber, 
the old baron and hermit came to him making his reverence, and welcomed him 
in the best manner; but the old knight knew not Sir Launcelot. Fair sir, said Sir 
Launcelot to his host, I would pray you to lend me a shield that were not openly 
known, for mine is well known. Sir, said his host, ye shall have your desire, for 
meseemeth ye be one of the likeliest knights of the world, and therefore I shall 
shew you friendship. Sir, wit you well I have two sons that were but late made 
knights, and the eldest hight Sir Tirre, and he was hurt that same day he was 
made knight, that he may not ride, and his shield ye shall have; for that is not 
known I dare say but here, and in no place else. And my youngest son hight 
Lavaine, and if it please you, he shall ride with you unto that jousts; and he is of 
his age strong and wight, for much my heart giveth unto you that ye should be a 
noble knight, therefore I pray you, tell me your name, said Sir Bernard. As for 
that, said Sir Launcelot, ye must hold me excused as at this time, and if God give 
me grace to speed well at the jousts I shall come again and tell you. But I pray 
you, said Sir Launcelot, in any wise let me have your son, Sir Lavaine, with me, 
and that I may have his brother's shield. All this shall be done, said Sir Bernard. 

This old baron had a daughter that was called that time the Fair Maiden of 
Astolat. And ever she beheld Sir Launcelot wonderfully; and as the book saith, 
she cast such a love unto Sir Launcelot that she could never withdraw her love, 
wherefore she died, and her name was Elaine le Blank. So thus as she came to 
and fro she was so hot in her love that she besought Sir Launcelot to wear upon 
him at the jousts a token of hers. Fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, an if I grant 
you that, ye may say I do more for your love than ever I did for lady or damosel. 
Then he remembered him he would go to the jousts disguised. And because he 
had never fore that time borne no manner of token of no damosel, then he 
bethought him that he would bear one of her, that none of his blood thereby 
might know him, and then he said: Fair maiden, I will grant you to wear a token 
of yours upon mine helmet, and therefore what it is, shew it me. Sir, she said, it 
is ared sleeve of mine, of scarlet, well embroidered with great pearls: and so she 
brought it him. So Sir Launcelot received it, and said: Never did I erst so much 
for no damosel. And then Sir Launcelot betook the fair maiden his shield in 
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keeping, and prayed her to keep that until that he came again; and so that night 
he had merry rest and great cheer, for ever the damosel Elaine was about Sir 
Launcelot all the while she might be suffered. 


CHAPTER X. How the tourney began at Winchester, and what knights 

were at the jousts; and other things. 

SO upon a day, on the morn, King Arthur and all his knights departed, for 
their king had tarried three days to abide his noble knights. And so when the 
king was ridden, Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine made them ready to ride, and 
either of them had white shields, and the red sleeve Sir Launcelot let carry with 
him. And so they took their leave at Sir Bernard, the old baron, and at his 
daughter, the Fair Maiden of Astolat. And then they rode so long till that they 
came to Camelot, that time called Winchester; and there was great press of 
kings, dukes earls, and barons, and many noble knights. But there Sir Launcelot 
was lodged privily by the means of Sir Lavaine with a rich burgess, that no man 
in that town was ware what they were. And so they reposed them there till our 
Lady Day, Assumption, as the great feast should be. So then trumpets blew unto 
the field, and King Arthur was set on high upon a scaffold to behold who did 
best. But as the French book saith, the king would not suffer Sir Gawaine to go 
from him, for never had Sir Gawaine the better an Sir Launcelot were in the 
field; and many times was Sir Gawaine rebuked when Launcelot came into any 
jousts disguised. 

Then some of the kings, as King Anguish of Ireland and the King of Scots, 
were that time turned upon the side of King Arthur. And then on the other party 
was the King of Northgalis, and the King with the Hundred Knights, and the 
King of Northumberland, and Sir Galahad, the haut prince. But these three kings 
and this duke were passing weak to hold against King Arthur's party, for with 
him were the noblest knights of the world. So then they withdrew them either 
party from other, and every man made him ready in his best manner to do what 
he might. 

Then Sir Launcelot made him ready, and put the red sleeve upon his head, 
and fastened it fast; and so Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine departed out of 
Winchester privily, and rode until a little leaved wood behind the party that held 
against King Arthur's party, and there they held them still till the parties smote 
together. And then came in the King of Scots and the King of Ireland on Arthur's 
party, and against them came the King of Northumberland, and the King with 
the Hundred Knights smote down the King of Northumberland, and the King 
with the Hundred Knights smote down King Anguish of Ireland. Then Sir 
Palomides that was on Arthur's party encountered with Sir Galahad, and either of 
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them smote down other, and either party halp their lords on horseback again. So 
there began a strong assail upon both parties. And then came in Sir Brandiles, Sir 
Sagramore le Desirous, Sir Dodinas le Savage, Sir Kay le Seneschal, Sir Griflet 
le Fise de Dieu, Sir Mordred, Sir Meliot de Logris, Sir Ozanna le Cure Hardy, 
Sir Safere, Sir Epinogris, Sir Galleron of Galway. All these fifteen knights were 
knights of the Table Round. So these with more other came in together, and beat 
aback the King of Northumberland and the King of Northgalis. When Sir 
Launcelot saw this, as he hoved in a little leaved wood, then he said unto Sir 
Lavaine: See yonder is a company of good knights, and they hold them together 
as boars that were chafed with dogs. That is truth, said Sir Lavaine. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine entered in the field 
against them of King Arthur's court, and how Launcelot was hurt. 

NOW, said Sir Launcelot, an ye will help me a little, ye shall see yonder 
fellowship that chaseth now these men in our side, that they shall go as fast 
backward as they went forward. Sir, spare not, said Sir Lavaine, for I shall do 
what I may. Then Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine came in at the thickest of the 
press, and there Sir Launcelot smote down Sir Brandiles, Sir Sagramore, Sir 
Dodinas, Sir Kay, Sir Griflet, and all this he did with one spear; and Sir Lavaine 
smote down Sir Lucan le Butler and Sir Bedevere. And then Sir Launcelot gat 
another spear, and there he smote down Sir Agravaine, Sir Gaheris, and Sir 
Mordred, and Sir Meliot de Logris; and Sir Lavaine smote Ozanna le Cure 
Hardy. And then Sir Launcelot drew his sword, and there he smote on the right 
hand and on the left hand, and by great force he unhorsed Sir Safere, Sir 
Epinogris, and Sir Galleron; and then the knights of the Table Round withdrew 
them aback, after they had gotten their horses as well as they might. O mercy 
Jesu, said Sir Gawaine, what knight is yonder that doth so marvellous deeds of 
arms in that field? I wot well what he is, said King Arthur, but as at this time I 
will not name him. Sir, said Sir Gawaine, I would say it were Sir Launcelot by 
his riding and his buffets that I see him deal, but ever meseemeth it should not be 
he, for that he beareth the red sleeve upon his head; for I wist him never bear 
token at no jousts, of lady nor gentlewoman. Let him be, said King Arthur, he 
will be better known, and do more, or ever he depart. 

Then the party that was against King Arthur were well comforted, and then 
they held them together that beforehand were sore rebuked. Then Sir Bors, Sir 
Ector de Maris, and Sir Lionel called unto them the knights of their blood, as Sir 
Blamore de Ganis, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Aliduke, Sir Galihud, Sir Galihodin, Sir 
Bellangere le Beuse. So these nine knights of Sir Launcelot's kin thrust in 
mightily, for they were all noble knights; and they, of great hate and despite that 
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they had unto him, thought to rebuke that noble knight Sir Launcelot, and Sir 
Lavaine, for they knew them not; and so they came hurling together, and smote 
down many knights of Northgalis and of Northumberland. And when Sir 
Launcelot saw them fare so, he gat a spear in his hand; and there encountered 
with him all at once Sir Bors, Sir Ector, and Sir Lionel, and all they three smote 
him at once with their spears. And with force of themself they smote Sir 
Launcelot's horse to the earth; and by misfortune Sir Bors smote Sir Launcelot 
through the shield into the side, and the spear brake, and the head left still in his 
side. 

When Sir Lavaine saw his master lie on the ground, he ran to the King of 
Scots and smote him to the earth; and by great force he took his horse, and 
brought him to Sir Launcelot, and maugre of them all he made him to mount 
upon that horse. And then Launcelot gat a spear in his hand, and there he smote 
Sir Bors, horse and man, to the earth. In the same wise he served Sir Ector and 
Sir Lionel; and Sir Lavaine smote down Sir Blamore de Ganis. And then Sir 
Launcelot drew his sword, for he felt himself so sore y-hurt that he weened there 
to have had his death. And then he smote Sir Bleoberis such a buffet on the helm 
that he fell down to the earth in a swoon. And in the same wise he served Sir 
Aliduke and Sir Galihud. And Sir Lavaine smote down Sir Bellangere, that was 
the son of Alisander le Orphelin. 

And by this was Sir Bors horsed, and then he came with Sir Ector and Sir 
Lionel, and all they three smote with swords upon Sir Launcelot's helmet. And 
when he felt their buffets and his wound, the which was so grievous, then he 
thought to do what he might while he might endure. And then he gave Sir Bors 
such a buffet that he made him bow his head passing low; and therewithal he 
raced off his helm, and might have slain him; and so pulled him down, and in the 
same wise he served Sir Ector and Sir Lionel. For as the book saith he might 
have slain them, but when he saw their visages his heart might not serve him 
thereto, but left them there. And then afterward he hurled into the thickest press 
of them all, and did there the marvelloust deeds of arms that ever man saw or 
heard speak of, and ever Sir Lavaine, the good knight, with him. And there Sir 
Launcelot with his sword smote down and pulled down, as the French book 
maketh mention, mo than thirty knights, and the most part were of the Table 
Round; and Sir Lavaine did full well that day, for he smote down ten knights of 
the Table Round. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine departed out of the 


field, and in what jeopardy Launcelot was. 
MERCY Jesu, said Sir Gawaine to Arthur, I marvel what knight that he is 
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with the red sleeve. Sir, said King Arthur, he will be known or he depart. And 
then the king blew unto lodging, and the prize was given by heralds unto the 
knight with the white shield that bare the red sleeve. Then came the King with 
the Hundred Knights, the King of Northgalis, and the King of Northumberland, 
and Sir Galahad, the haut prince, and said unto Sir Launcelot: Fair knight, God 
thee bless, for much have ye done this day for us, therefore we pray you that ye 
will come with us that ye may receive the honour and the prize as ye have 
worshipfully deserved it. My fair lords, said Sir Launcelot, wit you well if I have 
deserved thanks I have sore bought it, and that me repenteth, for I am like never 
to escape with my life; therefore, fair lords, I pray you that ye will suffer me to 
depart where me liketh, for I am sore hurt. I take none force of none honour, for 
I had liefer to repose me than to be lord of all the world. And therewithal he 
groaned piteously, and rode a great wallop away-ward from them until he came 
under a wood's side. 

And when he saw that he was from the field nigh a mile, that he was sure he 
might not be seen, then he said with an high voice: O gentle knight, Sir Lavaine, 
help me that this truncheon were out of my side, for it sticketh so sore that it 
nigh slayeth me. O mine own lord, said Sir Lavaine, I would fain do that might 
please you, but I dread me sore an | pull out the truncheon that ye shall be in 
peril of death. I charge you, said Sir Launcelot, as ye love me, draw it out. And 
therewithal he descended from his horse, and right so did Sir Lavaine; and 
forthwithal Sir Lavaine drew the truncheon out of his side, and he gave a great 
shriek and a marvellous grisly groan, and the blood brast out nigh a pint at once, 
that at the last he sank down upon his buttocks, and so swooned pale and deadly. 
Alas, said Sir Lavaine, what shall I do? And then he turned Sir Launcelot into 
the wind, but so he lay there nigh half an hour as he had been dead. 

And so at the last Sir Launcelot cast up his eyes, and said: O Lavaine, help 
me that I were on my horse, for here is fast by within this two mile a gentle 
hermit that sometime was a full noble knight and a great lord of possessions. 
And for great goodness he hath taken him to wilful poverty, and forsaken many 
lands, and his name is Sir Baudwin of Brittany, and he is a full noble surgeon 
and a good leech. Now let see, help me up that I were there, for ever my heart 
giveth me that I shall never die of my cousin-germain's hands. And then with 
great pain Sir Lavaine halp him upon his horse. And then they rode a great 
wallop together, and ever Sir Launcelot bled that it ran down to the earth; and so 
by fortune they came to that hermitage the which was under a wood, and a great 
cliff on the other side, and a fair water running under it. And then Sir Lavaine 
beat on the gate with the butt of his spear, and cried fast: Let in for Jesu's sake. 

And there came a fair child to them, and asked them what they would. Fair 
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son, said Sir Lavaine, go and pray thy lord, the hermit, for God's sake to let in 
here a knight that is full sore wounded; and this day tell thy lord I saw him do 
more deeds of arms than ever I heard say that any man did. So the child went in 
lightly, and then he brought the hermit, the which was a passing good man. 
When Sir Lavaine saw him he prayed him for God's sake of succour. What 
knight is he? said the hermit. Is he of the house of King Arthur, or not? I wot 
not, said Sir Lavaine, what is he, nor what is his name, but well I wot I saw him 
do marvellously this day as of deeds of arms. On whose party was he? said the 
hermit. Sir, said Sir Lavaine, he was this day against King Arthur, and there he 
won the prize of all the knights of the Round Table. I have seen the day, said the 
hermit, I would have loved him the worse because he was against my lord, King 
Arthur, for sometime I was one of the fellowship of the Round Table, but I thank 
God now I am otherwise disposed. But where is he? let me see him. Then Sir 
Lavaine brought the hermit to him. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Launcelot was brought to an hermit for to be 
healed of his wound, and of other matters. 

AND when the hermit beheld him, as he sat leaning upon his saddle-bow 
ever bleeding piteously, and ever the knight-hermit thought that he should know 
him, but he could not bring him to knowledge because he was so pale for 
bleeding. What knight are ye, said the hermit, and where were ye born? My fair 
lord, said Sir Launcelot, I am a stranger and a knight adventurous, that laboureth 
throughout many realms for to win worship. Then the hermit advised him better, 
and saw by a wound on his cheek that he was Sir Launcelot. Alas, said the 
hermit, mine own lord why lain you your name from me? Forsooth I ought to 
know you of right, for ye are the most noblest knight of the world, for well I 
know you for Sir Launcelot. Sir, said he, sith ye know me, help me an ye may, 
for God's sake, for I would be out of this pain at once, either to death or to life. 
Have ye no doubt, said the hermit, ye shall live and fare right well. And so the 
hermit called to him two of his servants, and so he and his servants bare him into 
the hermitage, and lightly unarmed him, and laid him in his bed. And then anon 
the hermit staunched his blood, and made him to drink good wine, so that Sir 
Launcelot was well refreshed and knew himself; for in those days it was not the 
guise of hermits as is nowadays, for there were none hermits in those days but 
that they had been men of worship and of prowess; and those hermits held great 
household, and refreshed people that were in distress. 

Now turn we unto King Arthur, and leave we Sir Launcelot in the hermitage. 
So when the kings were come together on both parties, and the great feast should 
be holden, King Arthur asked the King of Northgalis and their fellowship, where 
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was that knight that bare the red sleeve: Bring him afore me that he may have his 
laud, and honour, and the prize, as it is right. Then spake Sir Galahad, the haut 
prince, and the King with the Hundred Knights: We suppose that knight is 
mischieved, and that he is never like to see you nor none of us all, and that is the 
greatest pity that ever we wist of any knight. Alas, said Arthur, how may this be, 
is he so hurt? What is his name? said King Arthur. Truly, said they all, we know 
not his name, nor from whence he came, nor whither he would. Alas, said the 
king, this be to me the worst tidings that came to me this seven year, for I would 
not for all the lands I wield to know and wit it were so that that noble knight 
were slain. Know ye him? said they all. As for that, said Arthur, whether I know 
him or know him not, ye shall not know for me what man he is, but Almighty 
Jesu send me good tidings of him. And so said they all. By my head, said Sir 
Gawaine, if it so be that the good knight be so sore hurt, it is great damage and 
pity to all this land, for he is one of the noblest knights that ever I saw in a field 
handle a spear or a sword; and if he may be found I shall find him, for I am sure 
he nis not far from this town. Bear you well, said King Arthur, an ye may find 
him, unless that he be in such a plight that he may not wield himself. Jesu 
defend, said Sir Gawaine, but wit I shall what he is, an I may find him. 

Right so Sir Gawaine took a squire with him upon hackneys, and rode all 
about Camelot within six or seven mile, but so he came again and could hear no 
word of him. Then within two days King Arthur and all the fellowship returned 
unto London again. And so as they rode by the way it happed Sir Gawaine at 
Astolat to lodge with Sir Bernard thereas was Sir Launcelot lodged. And so as 
Sir Gawaine was in his chamber to repose him Sir Bernard, the old baron, came 
unto him, and his daughter Elaine, to cheer him and to ask him what tidings, and 
who did best at that tournament of Winchester. So God me help, said Sir 
Gawaine, there were two knights that bare two white shields, but the one of them 
bare a red sleeve upon his head, and certainly he was one of the best knights that 
ever I saw joust in field. For I dare say, said Sir Gawaine, that one knight with 
the red sleeve smote down forty knights of the Table Round, and his fellow did 
right well and worshipfully. Now blessed be God, said the Fair Maiden of 
Astolat, that that knight sped so well, for he is the man in the world that I first 
loved, and truly he shall be last that ever I shall love. Now, fair maid, said Sir 
Gawaine, is that good knight your love? Certainly sir, said she, wit ye well he is 
my love. Then know ye his name? said Sir Gawaine. Nay truly, said the 
damosel, I know not his name nor from whence he cometh, but to say that I love 
him, I promise you and God that I love him. How had ye knowledge of him 
first? said Sir Gawaine. 
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CHAPTER XIV. How Sir Gawaine was lodged with the lord of Astolat, 
and there had knowledge that it was Sir Launcelot that bare the red sleeve. 

THEN she told him as ye have heard to-fore, and how her father betook him 
her brother to do him service, and how her father lent him her brother's, Sir 
Tirre's, shield: And here with me he left his own shield. For what cause did he 
so? said Sir Gawaine. For this cause, said the damosel, for his shield was too 
well known among many noble knights. Ah fair damosel, said Sir Gawaine, 
please it you let me have a sight of that shield. Sir, said she, it is in my chamber, 
covered with a case, and if ye will come with me ye shall see it. Not so, said Sir 
Bernard till his daughter, let send for it. 

So when the shield was come, Sir Gawaine took off the case, and when he 
beheld that shield he knew anon that it was Sir Launcelot's shield, and his own 
arms. Ah Jesu mercy, said Sir Gawaine, now is my heart more heavier than ever 
it was to-fore. Why? said Elaine. For I have great cause, said Sir Gawaine. Is 
that knight that oweth this shield your love? Yea truly, said she, my love he is, 
God would I were his love. So God me speed, said Sir Gawaine, fair damosel ye 
have right, for an he be your love ye love the most honourable knight of the 
world, and the man of most worship. So me thought ever, said the damosel, for 
never or that time, for no knight that ever I saw, loved I never none erst. God 
grant, said Sir Gawaine, that either of you may rejoice other, but that is in a great 
adventure. But truly, said Sir Gawaine unto the damosel, ye may say ye have a 
fair grace, for why I have known that noble knight this four-and-twenty year, 
and never or that day, I nor none other knight, I dare make good, saw nor heard 
say that ever he bare token or sign of no lady, gentlewoman, ne maiden, at no 
jousts nor tournament. And therefore fair maiden, said Sir Gawaine, ye are much 
beholden to him to give him thanks. But I dread me, said Sir Gawaine, that ye 
shall never see him in this world, and that is great pity that ever was of earthly 
knight. Alas, said she, how may this be, is he slain? I say not so, said Sir 
Gawaine, but wit ye well he is grievously wounded, by all manner of signs, and 
by men's sight more likelier to be dead than to be alive; and wit ye well he is the 
noble knight, Sir Launcelot, for by this shield I know him. Alas, said the Fair 
Maiden of Astolat, how may this be, and what was his hurt? Truly, said Sir 
Gawaine, the man in the world that loved him best hurt him so; and I dare say, 
said Sir Gawaine, an that knight that hurt him knew the very certainty that he 
had hurt Sir Launcelot, it would be the most sorrow that ever came to his heart. 

Now fair father, said then Elaine, I require you give me leave to ride and to 
seek him, or else I wot well I shall go out of my mind, for I shall never stint till 
that I find him and my brother, Sir Lavaine. Do as it liketh you, said her father, 
for me sore repenteth of the hurt of that noble knight. Right so the maid made 
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her ready, and before Sir Gawaine, making great dole. 

Then on the morn Sir Gawaine came to King Arthur, and told him how he 
had found Sir Launcelot's shield in the keeping of the Fair Maiden of Astolat. 
All that knew I aforehand, said King Arthur, and that caused me I would not 
suffer you to have ado at the great jousts, for I espied, said King Arthur, when he 
came in till his lodging full late in the evening in Astolat. But marvel have I, said 
Arthur, that ever he would bear any sign of any damosel, for or now I never 
heard say nor knew that ever he bare any token of none earthly woman. By my 
head, said Sir Gawaine, the Fair Maiden of Astolat loveth him marvellously 
well; what it meaneth I cannot say, and she is ridden after to seek him. So the 
king and all came to London, and there Sir Gawaine openly disclosed to all the 
court that it was Sir Launcelot that jousted best. 


CHAPTER XV. Of the sorrow that Sir Bors had for the hurt of 
Launcelot; and of the anger that the queen had because Launcelot bare the 
sleeve. 

AND when Sir Bors heard that, wit ye well he was an heavy man, and so 
were all his kinsmen. But when Queen Guenever wist that Sir Launcelot bare the 
red sleeve of the Fair Maiden of Astolat she was nigh out of her mind for wrath. 
And then she sent for Sir Bors de Ganis in all the haste that might be. So when 
Sir Bors was come to-fore the queen, then she said: Ah Sir Bors, have ye heard 
say how falsely Sir Launcelot hath betrayed me? Alas madam, said Sir Bors, I 
am afeard he hath betrayed himself and us all. No force, said the queen, though 
he be destroyed, for he is a false traitor-knight. Madam, said Sir Bors, I pray you 
say ye not so, for wit you well I may not hear such language of him. Why Sir 
Bors, said she, should I not call him traitor when he bare the red sleeve upon his 
head at Winchester, at the great jousts? Madam, said Sir Bors, that sleeve- 
bearing repenteth me sore, but I dare say he did it to none evil intent, but for this 
cause he bare the red sleeve that none of his blood should know him. For or then 
we, nor none of us all, never knew that ever he bare token or sign of maid, lady, 
ne gentlewoman. Fie on him, said the queen, yet for all his pride and bobaunce 
there ye proved yourself his better. Nay madam, say ye never more so, for he 
beat me and my fellows, and might have slain us an he had would. Fie on him, 
said the queen, for I heard Sir Gawaine say before my lord Arthur that it were 
marvel to tell the great love that is between the Fair Maiden of Astolat and him. 
Madam, said Sir Bors, I may not warn Sir Gawaine to say what it pleased him; 
but I dare say, as for my lord, Sir Launcelot, that he loveth no lady, 
gentlewoman, nor maid, but all he loveth in like much. And therefore madam, 
said Sir Bors, ye may say what ye will, but wit ye well I will haste me to seek 
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him, and find him wheresomever he be, and God send me good tidings of him. 
And so leave we them there, and speak we of Sir Launcelot that lay in great 
peril. 

So as fair Elaine came to Winchester she sought there all about, and by 
fortune Sir Lavaine was ridden to play him, to enchafe his horse. And anon as 
Elaine saw him she knew him, and then she cried aloud until him. And when he 
heard her anon he came to her, and then she asked her brother how did my lord, 
Sir Launcelot. Who told you, sister, that my lord's name was Sir Launcelot? 
Then she told him how Sir Gawaine by his shield knew him. So they rode 
together till that they came to the hermitage, and anon she alighted. 

So Sir Lavaine brought her in to Sir Launcelot; and when she saw him lie so 
sick and pale in his bed she might not speak, but suddenly she fell to the earth 
down suddenly in a swoon, and there she lay a great while. And when she was 
relieved, she shrieked and said: My lord, Sir Launcelot, alas why be ye in this 
plight? and then she swooned again. And then Sir Launcelot prayed Sir Lavaine 
to take her up: And bring her to me. And when she came to herself Sir Launcelot 
kissed her, and said: Fair maiden, why fare ye thus? ye put me to pain; 
wherefore make ye no more such cheer, for an ye be come to comfort me ye be 
right welcome; and of this little hurt that I have I shall be right hastily whole by 
the grace of God. But I marvel, said Sir Launcelot, who told you my name? Then 
the fair maiden told him all how Sir Gawaine was lodged with her father: And 
there by your shield he discovered your name. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, that me 
repenteth that my name is known, for I am sure it will turn unto anger. And then 
Sir Launcelot compassed in his mind that Sir Gawaine would tell Queen 
Guenever how he bare the red sleeve, and for whom; that he wist well would 
turn into great anger. 

So this maiden Elaine never went from Sir Launcelot, but watched him day 
and night, and did such attendance to him, that the French book saith there was 
never woman did more kindlier for man than she. Then Sir Launcelot prayed Sir 
Lavaine to make aspies in Winchester for Sir Bors if he came there, and told him 
by what tokens he should know him, by a wound in his forehead. For well I am 
sure, said Sir Launcelot, that Sir Bors will seek me, for he is the same good 
knight that hurt me. 


CHAPTER XVI. How Sir Bors sought Launcelot and found him in the 
hermitage, and of the lamentation between them. 
NOW turn we unto Sir Bors de Ganis that came unto Winchester to seek 
after his cousin Sir Launcelot. And so when he came to Winchester, anon there 
were men that Sir Lavaine had made to lie in a watch for such a man, and anon 
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Sir Lavaine had warning; and then Sir Lavaine came to Winchester and found 
Sir Bors, and there he told him what he was, and with whom he was, and what 
was his name. Now fair knight, said Sir Bors, I require you that ye will bring me 
to my lord, Sir Launcelot. Sir, said Sir Lavaine, take your horse, and within this 
hour ye shall see him. And so they departed, and came to the hermitage. 

And when Sir Bors saw Sir Launcelot lie in his bed pale and discoloured, 
anon Sir Bors lost his countenance, and for kindness and pity he might not 
speak, but wept tenderly a great while. And then when he might speak he said 
thus: O my lord, Sir Launcelot, God you bless, and send you hasty recover; and 
full heavy am I of my misfortune and of mine unhappiness, for now I may call 
myself unhappy. And I dread me that God is greatly displeased with me, that he 
would suffer me to have such a shame for to hurt you that are all our leader, and 
all our worship; and therefore I call myself unhappy. Alas that ever such a 
caitiff-knight as I am should have power by unhappiness to hurt the most noblest 
knight of the world. Where I so shamefully set upon you and overcharged you, 
and where ye might have slain me, ye saved me; and so did not I, for I and your 
blood did to you our utterance. I marvel, said Sir Bors, that my heart or my 
blood would serve me, wherefore my lord, Sir Launcelot, I ask your mercy. Fair 
cousin, said Sir Launcelot, ye be right welcome; and wit ye well, overmuch ye 
say for to please me, the which pleaseth me not, for why I have the same I 
sought; for I would with pride have overcome you all, and there in my pride I 
was near slain, and that was in mine own default, for I might have given you 
warning of my being there. And then had I had no hurt, for it is an old said saw, 
there is hard battle thereas kin and friends do battle either against other, there 
may be no mercy but mortal war. Therefore, fair cousin, said Sir Launcelot, let 
this speech overpass, and all shall be welcome that God sendeth; and let us leave 
off this matter and let us speak of some rejoicing, for this that is done may not be 
undone; and let us find a remedy how soon that I may be whole. 

Then Sir Bors leaned upon his bedside, and told Sir Launcelot how the queen 
was passing wroth with him, because he wore the red sleeve at the great jousts; 
and there Sir Bors told him all how Sir Gawaine discovered it: By your shield 
that ye left with the Fair Maiden of Astolat. Then is the queen wroth, said Sir 
Launcelot and therefore am I right heavy, for I deserved no wrath, for all that I 
did was because I would not be known. Right so excused I you, said Sir Bors, 
but all was in vain, for she said more largelier to me than I to you now. But is 
this she, said Sir Bors, that is so busy about you, that men call the Fair Maiden of 
Astolat? She it is, said Sir Launcelot, that by no means I cannot put her from me. 
Why should ye put her from you? said Sir Bors, she is a passing fair damosel, 
and a well beseen, and well taught; and God would, fair cousin, said Sir Bors, 
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that ye could love her, but as to that I may not, nor I dare not, counsel you. But I 
see well, said Sir Bors, by her diligence about you that she loveth you entirely. 
That me repenteth, said Sir Launcelot. Sir, said Sir Bors, she is not the first that 
hath lost her pain upon you, and that is the more pity: and so they talked of many 
more things. And so within three days or four Sir Launcelot was big and strong 
again. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Launcelot armed him to assay if he might 
bear arms, and how his wounds brast out again. 

THEN Sir Bors told Sir Launcelot how there was sworn a great tournament 
and jousts betwixt King Arthur and the King of Northgalis, that should be upon 
All Hallowmass Day, beside Winchester. Is that truth? said Sir Launcelot; then 
shall ye abide with me still a little while until that I be whole, for I feel myself 
right big and strong. Blessed be God, said Sir Bors. Then were they there nigh a 
month together, and ever this maiden Elaine did ever her diligent labour night 
and day unto Sir Launcelot, that there was never child nor wife more meeker to 
her father and husband than was that Fair Maiden of Astolat; wherefore Sir Bors 
was greatly pleased with her. 

So upon a day, by the assent of Sir Launcelot, Sir Bors, and Sir Lavaine, they 
made the hermit to seek in woods for divers herbs, and so Sir Launcelot made 
fair Elaine to gather herbs for him to make him a bain. In the meanwhile Sir 
Launcelot made him to arm him at all pieces; and there he thought to assay his 
armour and his spear, for his hurt or not. And so when he was upon his horse he 
stirred him fiercely, and the horse was passing lusty and fresh because he was 
not laboured a month afore. And then Sir Launcelot couched that spear in the 
rest. That courser leapt mightily when he felt the spurs; and he that was upon 
him, the which was the noblest horse of the world, strained him mightily and 
stably, and kept still the spear in the rest; and therewith Sir Launcelot strained 
himself so straitly, with so great force, to get the horse forward, that the button 
of his wound brast both within and without; and therewithal the blood came out 
so fiercely that he felt himself so feeble that he might not sit upon his horse. And 
then Sir Launcelot cried unto Sir Bors: Ah, Sir Bors and Sir Lavaine, help, for I 
am come to mine end. And therewith he fell down on the one side to the earth 
like a dead corpse. And then Sir Bors and Sir Lavaine came to him with sorrow- 
making out of measure. And so by fortune the maiden Elaine heard their 
mourning, and then she came thither; and when she found Sir Launcelot there 
armed in that place she cried and wept as she had been wood; and then she 
kissed him, and did what she might to awake him. And then she rebuked her 
brother and Sir Bors, and called them false traitors, why they would take him out 
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of his bed; there she cried, and said she would appeal them of his death. 

With this came the holy hermit, Sir Baudwin of Brittany, and when he found 
Sir Launcelot in that plight he said but little, but wit ye well he was wroth; and 
then he bade them: Let us have him in. And so they all bare him unto the 
hermitage, and unarmed him, and laid him in his bed; and evermore his wound 
bled piteously, but he stirred no limb of him. Then the knight-hermit put a thing 
in his nose and a little deal of water in his mouth. And then Sir Launcelot waked 
of his swoon, and then the hermit staunched his bleeding. And when he might 
speak he asked Sir Launcelot why he put his life in jeopardy. Sir, said Sir 
Launcelot, because I weened I had been strong, and also Sir Bors told me that 
there should be at All Hallowmass a great jousts betwixt King Arthur and the 
King of Northgalis, and therefore I thought to assay it myself whether I might be 
there or not. Ah, Sir Launcelot, said the hermit, your heart and your courage will 
never be done until your last day, but ye shall do now by my counsel Let Sir 
Bors depart from you, and let him do at that tournament what he may: And by 
the grace of God, said the knight-hermit, by that the tournament be done and ye 
come hither again, Sir Launcelot shall be as whole as ye, so that he will be 
governed by me. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Bors returned and told tidings of Sir 
Launcelot; and of the tourney, and to whom the prize was given. 

THEN Sir Bors made him ready to depart from Sir Launcelot; and then Sir 
Launcelot said: Fair cousin, Sir Bors, recommend me unto all them unto whom 
me ought to recommend me unto. And I pray you, enforce yourself at that jousts 
that ye may be best, for my love; and here shall I abide you at the mercy of God 
till ye come again. And so Sir Bors departed and came to the court of King 
Arthur, and told them in what place he had left Sir Launcelot. That me repenteth, 
said the king, but since he shall have his life we all may thank God. And there 
Sir Bors told the queen in what jeopardy Sir Launcelot was when he would assay 
his horse. And all that he did, madam, was for the love of you, because he would 
have been at this tournament. Fie on him, recreant knight, said the queen, for wit 
ye well I am right sorry an he shall have his life. His life shall he have, said Sir 
Bors, and who that would otherwise, except you, madam, we that be of his blood 
should help to short their lives. But madam, said Sir Bors, ye have been oft- 
times displeased with my lord, Sir Launcelot, but at all times at the end ye find 
him a true knight: and so he departed. 

And then every knight of the Round Table that were there at that time 
present made them ready to be at that jousts at All Hallowmass, and thither drew 
many knights of divers countries. And as All Hallowmass drew near, thither 
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came the King of Northgalis, and the King with the Hundred Knights, and Sir 
Galahad, the haut prince, of Surluse, and thither came King Anguish of Ireland, 
and the King of Scots. So these three kings came on King Arthur's party. And so 
that day Sir Gawaine did great deeds of arms, and began first. And the heralds 
numbered that Sir Gawaine smote down twenty knights. Then Sir Bors de Ganis 
came in the same time, and he was numbered that he smote down twenty 
knights; and therefore the prize was given betwixt them both, for they began first 
and longest endured. Also Sir Gareth, as the book saith, did that day great deeds 
of arms, for he smote down and pulled down thirty knights. But when he had 
done these deeds he tarried not but so departed, and therefore he lost his prize. 
And Sir Palomides did great deeds of arms that day, for he smote down twenty 
knights, but he departed suddenly, and men deemed Sir Gareth and he rode 
together to some manner adventures. 

So when this tournament was done Sir Bors departed and rode till he came to 
Sir Launcelot, his cousin; and then he found him walking on his feet, and there 
either made great joy of other; and so Sir Bors told Sir Launcelot of all the Jousts 
like as ye have heard. I marvel, said Sir Launcelot, that Sir Gareth, when he had 
done such deeds of arms, that he would not tarry. Thereof we marvelled all, said 
Sir Bors, for but if it were you, or Sir Tristram, or Sir Lamorak de Galis, I saw 
never knight bear down so many in so little a while as did Sir Gareth: and anon 
he was gone we wist not where. By my head, said Sir Launcelot, he is a noble 
knight, and a mighty man and well breathed; and if he were well assayed, said 
Sir Launcelot I would deem he were good enough for any knight that beareth the 
life; and he is a gentle knight, courteous, true, and bounteous, meek, and mild, 
and in him is no manner of mal engin, but plain, faithful, and true. 

So then they made them ready to depart from the hermit. And so upon a 
morn they took their horses and Elaine le Blank with them; and when they came 
to Astolat there were they well lodged, and had great cheer of Sir Bernard, the 
old baron, and of Sir Tirre, his son. And so upon the morn when Sir Launcelot 
should depart, fair Elaine brought her father with her, and Sir Lavaine, and Sir 
Tirre, and thus she said: 


CHAPTER XIX. Of the great lamentation of the Fair Maid of Astolat 
when Launcelot should depart, and how she died for his love. 

MY lord, Sir Launcelot, now I see ye will depart; now fair knight and 
courteous knight, have mercy upon me, and suffer me not to die for thy love. 
What would ye that I did? said Sir Launcelot. I would have you to my husband, 
said Elaine. Fair damosel, I thank you, said Sir Launcelot, but truly, said he, I 
cast me never to be wedded man. Then, fair knight, said she, will ye be my 
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paramour? Jesu defend me, said Sir Launcelot, for then I rewarded your father 
and your brother full evil for their great goodness. Alas, said she, then must I die 
for your love. Ye shall not so, said Sir Launcelot, for wit ye well, fair maiden, I 
might have been married an I had would, but I never applied me to be married 
yet; but because, fair damosel, that ye love me as ye say ye do, I will for your 
good will and kindness show you some goodness, and that is this, that 
wheresomever ye will beset your heart upon some good knight that will wed 
you, I shall give you together a thousand pound yearly to you and to your heirs; 
thus much will I give you, fair madam, for your kindness, and always while I 
live to be your own knight. Of all this, said the maiden, I will none, for but if ye 
will wed me, or else be my paramour at the least, wit you well, Sir Launcelot, 
my good days are done. Fair damosel, said Sir Launcelot, of these two things ye 
must pardon me. 

Then she shrieked shrilly, and fell down in a swoon; and then women bare 
her into her chamber, and there she made over much sorrow; and then Sir 
Launcelot would depart, and there he asked Sir Lavaine what he would do. What 
should I do, said Sir Lavaine, but follow you, but if ye drive me from you, or 
command me to go from you. Then came Sir Bernard to Sir Launcelot and said 
to him: I cannot see but that my daughter Elaine will die for your sake. I may not 
do withal, said Sir Launcelot, for that me sore repenteth, for I report me to 
yourself, that my proffer is fair; and me repenteth, said Sir Launcelot, that she 
loveth me as she doth; I was never the causer of it, for I report me to your son I 
early ne late proffered her bountA© nor fair behests; and as for me, said Sir 
Launcelot, I dare do all that a knight should do that she is a clean maiden for me, 
both for deed and for will. And I am right heavy of her distress, for she is a full 
fair maiden, good and gentle, and well taught. Father, said Sir Lavaine, I dare 
make good she is a clean maiden as for my lord Sir Launcelot; but she doth as I 
do, for sithen I first saw my lord Sir Launcelot, I could never depart from him, 
nor nought I will an I may follow him. 

Then Sir Launcelot took his leave, and so they departed, and came unto 
Winchester. And when Arthur wist that Sir Launcelot was come whole and 
sound the king made great joy of him, and so did Sir Gawaine and all the knights 
of the Round Table except Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred. Also Queen 
Guenever was wood wroth with Sir Launcelot, and would by no means speak 
with him, but estranged herself from him; and Sir Launcelot made all the means 
that he might for to speak with the queen, but it would not be. 

Now speak we of the Fair Maiden of Astolat that made such sorrow day and 
night that she never slept, ate, nor drank, and ever she made her complaint unto 
Sir Launcelot. So when she had thus endured a ten days, that she feebled so that 
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she must needs pass out of this world, then she shrived her clean, and received 
her Creator. And ever she complained still upon Sir Launcelot. Then her ghostly 
father bade her leave such thoughts. Then she said, why should I leave such 
thoughts? Am I not an earthly woman? And all the while the breath is in my 
body I may complain me, for my belief is I do none offence though I love an 
earthly man; and I take God to my record I loved never none but Sir Launcelot 
du Lake, nor never shall, and a clean maiden I am for him and for all other; and 
sithen it is the sufferance of God that I shall die for the love of so noble a knight, 
I beseech the High Father of Heaven to have mercy upon my soul, and upon 
mine innumerable pains that I suffered may be allegeance of part of my sins. For 
sweet Lord Jesu, said the fair maiden, I take Thee to record, on Thee I was never 
great offencer against thy laws; but that I loved this noble knight, Sir Launcelot, 
out of measure, and of myself, good Lord, I might not withstand the fervent love 
wherefore I have my death. 

And then she called her father, Sir Bernard, and her brother, Sir Tirre, and 
heartily she prayed her father that her brother might write a letter like as she did 
indite it: and so her father granted her. And when the letter was written word by 
word like as she devised, then she prayed her father that she might be watched 
until she were dead. And while my body is hot let this letter be put in my right 
hand, and my hand bound fast with the letter until that I be cold; and let me be 
put in a fair bed with all the richest clothes that I have about me, and so let my 
bed and all my richest clothes be laid with me in a chariot unto the next place 
where Thames is; and there let me be put within a barget, and but one man with 
me, such as ye trust to steer me thither, and that my barget be covered with black 
samite over and over: thus father I beseech you let it be done. So her father 
granted it her faithfully, all things should be done like as she had devised. Then 
her father and her brother made great dole, for when this was done anon she 
died. And so when she was dead the corpse and the bed all was led the next way 
unto Thames, and there a man, and the corpse, and all, were put into Thames; 
and so the man steered the barget unto Westminster, and there he rowed a great 
while to and fro or any espied it. 


CHAPTER XxX. How the corpse of the Maid of Astolat arrived to-fore 
King Arthur, and of the burying, and how Sir Launcelot offered the mass- 
penny. 

SO by fortune King Arthur and the Queen Guenever were speaking together 
at a window, and so as they looked into Thames they espied this black barget, 
and had marvel what it meant. Then the king called Sir Kay, and showed it him. 
Sir, said Sir Kay, wit you well there is some new tidings. Go thither, said the 
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king to Sir Kay, and take with you Sir Brandiles and Agravaine, and bring me 
ready word what is there. Then these four knights departed and came to the 
barget and went in; and there they found the fairest corpse lying in a rich bed, 
and a poor man sitting in the barget's end, and no word would he speak. So these 
four knights returned unto the king again, and told him what they found. That 
fair corpse will I see, said the king. And so then the king took the queen by the 
hand, and went thither. 

Then the king made the barget to be holden fast, and then the king and the 
queen entered with certain knights with them; and there he saw the fairest 
woman lie in a rich bed, covered unto her middle with many rich clothes, and all 
was of cloth of gold, and she lay as though she had smiled. Then the queen 
espied a letter in her right hand, and told it to the king. Then the king took it and 
said: Now am I sure this letter will tell what she was, and why she is come 
hither. So then the king and the queen went out of the barget, and so commanded 
a certain man to wait upon the barget. 

And so when the king was come within his chamber, he called many knights 
about him, and said that he would wit openly what was written within that letter. 
Then the king brake it, and made a clerk to read it, and this was the intent of the 
letter. Most noble knight, Sir Launcelot, now hath death made us two at debate 
for your love. I was your lover, that men called the Fair Maiden of Astolat; 
therefore unto all ladies I make my moan, yet pray for my soul and bury me at 
least, and offer ye my mass-penny: this is my last request. And a clean maiden I 
died, I take God to witness: pray for my soul, Sir Launcelot, as thou art peerless. 
This was all the substance in the letter. And when it was read, the king, the 
queen, and all the knights wept for pity of the doleful complaints. Then was Sir 
Launcelot sent for; and when he was come King Arthur made the letter to be 
read to him. 

And when Sir Launcelot heard it word by word, he said: My lord Arthur, wit 
ye well I am right heavy of the death of this fair damosel: God knoweth I was 
never causer of her death by my willing, and that will I report me to her own 
brother: here he is, Sir Lavaine. I will not say nay, said Sir Launcelot, but that 
she was both fair and good, and much I was beholden unto her, but she loved me 
out of measure. Ye might have shewed her, said the queen, some bounty and 
gentleness that might have preserved her life. Madam, said Sir Launcelot, she 
would none other ways be answered but that she would be my wife, outher else 
my paramour; and of these two I would not grant her, but I proffered her, for her 
good love that she shewed me, a thousand pound yearly to her, and to her heirs, 
and to wed any manner knight that she could find best to love in her heart. For 
madam, said Sir Launcelot, I love not to be constrained to love; for love must 
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arise of the heart, and not by no constraint. That is truth, said the king, and many 
knight's love is free in himself, and never will be bounden, for where he is 
bounden he looseth himself. 

Then said the king unto Sir Launcelot: It will be your worship that ye 
oversee that she be interred worshipfully. Sir, said Sir Launcelot, that shall be 
done as I can best devise. And so many knights yede thither to behold that fair 
maiden. And so upon the morn she was interred richly, and Sir Launcelot offered 
her mass-penny; and all the knights of the Table Round that were there at that 
time offered with Sir Launcelot. And then the poor man went again with the 
barget. Then the queen sent for Sir Launcelot, and prayed him of mercy, for why 
that she had been wroth with him causeless. This is not the first time, said Sir 
Launcelot, that ye had been displeased with me causeless, but, madam, ever I 
must suffer you, but what sorrow I endure I take no force. So this passed on all 
that winter, with all manner of hunting and hawking, and jousts and tourneys 
were many betwixt many great lords, and ever in all places Sir Lavaine gat great 
worship, so that he was nobly renowned among many knights of the Table 
Round. 


CHAPTER XXI. Of great jousts done all a Christmas, and of a great 
jousts and tourney ordained by King Arthur, and of Sir Launcelot. 

THUS it passed on till Christmas, and then every day there was jousts made 
for a diamond, who that jousted best should have a diamond. But Sir Launcelot 
would not joust but if it were at a great jousts cried. But Sir Lavaine jousted 
there all that Christmas passingly well, and best was praised, for there were but 
few that did so well. Wherefore all manner of knights deemed that Sir Lavaine 
should be made knight of the Table Round at the next feast of Pentecost. So at- 
after Christmas King Arthur let call unto him many knights, and there they 
advised together to make a party and a great tournament and jousts. And the 
King of Northgalis said to Arthur, he would have on his party King Anguish of 
Ireland, and the King with the Hundred Knights, and the King of 
Northumberland, and Sir Galahad, the haut prince. And so these four kings and 
this mighty duke took part against King Arthur and the knights of the Table 
Round. And the cry was made that the day of the jousts should be beside 
Westminster upon Candlemas Day, whereof many knights were glad, and made 
them ready to be at that jousts in the freshest manner. 

Then Queen Guenever sent for Sir Launcelot, and said thus: I warn you that 
ye ride no more in no jousts nor tournaments but that your kinsmen may know 
you. And at these jousts that shall be ye shall have of me a sleeve of gold; and I 
pray you for my sake enforce yourself there, that men may speak of you 
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worship; but I charge you as ye will have my love, that ye warn your kinsmen 
that ye will bear that day the sleeve of gold upon your helmet. Madam, said Sir 
Launcelot, it shall be done. And so either made great joy of other. And when Sir 
Launcelot saw his time he told Sir Bors that he would depart, and have no more 
with him but Sir Lavaine, unto the good hermit that dwelt in that forest of 
Windsor; his name was Sir Brasias; and there he thought to repose him, and take 
all the rest that he might, because he would be fresh at that day of jousts. 

So Sir Launcelot and Sir Lavaine departed, that no creature wist where he 
was become, but the noble men of his blood. And when he was come to the 
hermitage, wit ye well he had good cheer. And so daily Sir Launcelot would go 
to a well fast by the hermitage, and there he would lie down, and see the well 
spring and burble, and sometime he slept there. So at that time there was a lady 
dwelt in that forest, and she was a great huntress, and daily she used to hunt, and 
ever she bare her bow with her; and no men went never with her, but always 
women, and they were shooters, and could well kill a deer, both at the stalk and 
at the trest; and they daily bare bows and arrows, horns and wood-knives, and 
many good dogs they had, both for the string and for a bait. So it happed this 
lady the huntress had abated her dog for the bow at a barren hind, and so this 
barren hind took the flight over hedges and woods. And ever this lady and part 
of her women costed the hind, and checked it by the noise of the hounds, to have 
met with the hind at some water; and so it happed, the hind came to the well 
whereas Sir Launcelot was sleeping and slumbering. And so when the hind came 
to the well, for heat she went to soil, and there she lay a great while; and the dog 
came after, and umbecast about, for she had lost the very perfect feute of the 
hind. Right so came that lady the huntress, that knew by the dog that she had, 
that the hind was at the soil in that well; and there she came stiffly and found the 
hind, and she put a broad arrow in her bow, and shot at the hind, and over-shot 
the hind; and so by misfortune the arrow smote Sir Launcelot in the thick of the 
buttock, over the barbs. When Sir Launcelot felt himself so hurt, he hurled up 
woodly, and saw the lady that had smitten him. And when he saw she was a 
woman, he said thus: Lady or damosel, what that thou be, in an evil time bear ye 
a bow; the devil made you a shooter. 


CHAPTER XXII. How Launcelot after that he was hurt of a 
gentlewoman came to an hermit, and of other matters. 

NOW mercy, fair sir, said the lady, I am a gentlewoman that useth here in 
this forest hunting, and God knoweth I saw ye not; but as here was a barren hind 
at the soil in this well, and I weened to have done well, but my hand swerved. 
Alas, said Sir Launcelot, ye have mischieved me. And so the lady departed, and 
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Sir Launcelot as he might pulled out the arrow, and left that head still in his 
buttock, and so he went weakly to the hermitage ever more bleeding as he went. 
And when Sir Lavaine and the hermit espied that Sir Launcelot was hurt, wit you 
well they were passing heavy, but Sir Lavaine wist not how that he was hurt nor 
by whom. And then were they wroth out of measure. 

Then with great pain the hermit gat out the arrow's head out of Sir 
Launcelot's buttock, and much of his blood he shed, and the wound was passing 
sore, and unhappily smitten, for it was in such a place that he might not sit in no 
saddle. Have mercy, Jesu, said Sir Launcelot, I may call myself the most 
unhappiest man that liveth, for ever when I would fainest have worship there 
befalleth me ever some unhappy thing. Now so Jesu me help, said Sir Launcelot, 
and if no man would but God, I shall be in the field upon Candlemas Day at the 
jousts, whatsomever fall of it: so all that might be gotten to heal Sir Launcelot 
was had. 

So when the day was come Sir Launcelot let devise that he was arrayed, and 
Sir Lavaine, and their horses, as though they had been Saracens; and so they 
departed and came nigh to the field. The King of Northgalis with an hundred 
knights with him, and the King of Northumberland brought with him an hundred 
good knights, and King Anguish of Ireland brought with him an hundred good 
knights ready to joust, and Sir Galahad, the haut prince, brought with him an 
hundred good knights, and the King with the Hundred Knights brought with him 
as many, and all these were proved good knights. Then came in King Arthur's 
party; and there came in the King of Scots with an hundred knights, and King 
Uriens of Gore brought with him an hundred knights, and King Howel of 
Brittany brought with him an hundred knights, and Chaleins of Clarance brought 
with him an hundred knights, and King Arthur himself came into the field with 
two hundred knights, and the most part were knights of the Table Round, that 
were proved noble knights; and there were old knights set in scaffolds for to 
judge, with the queen, who did best. 


CHAPTER XXIII. How Sir Launcelot behaved him at the jousts, and 
other men also. 

THEN they blew to the field; and there the King of Northgalis encountered 
with the King of Scots, and there the King of Scots had a fall; and the King of 
Ireland smote down King Uriens; and the King of Northumberland smote down 
King Howel of Brittany; and Sir Galahad, the haut prince, smote down Chaleins 
of Clarance. And then King Arthur was wood wroth, and ran to the King with 
the Hundred Knights, and there King Arthur smote him down; and after with that 
same spear King Arthur smote down three other knights. And then when his 
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spear was broken King Arthur did passingly well; and so therewithal came in Sir 
Gawaine and Sir Gaheris, Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred, and there everych of 
them smote down a knight, and Sir Gawaine smote down four knights; and then 
there began a strong medley, for then there came in the knights of Launcelot's 
blood, and Sir Gareth and Sir Palomides with them, and many knights of the 
Table Round, and they began to hold the four kings and the mighty duke so hard 
that they were discomfit; but this Duke Galahad, the haut prince, was a noble 
knight, and by his mighty prowess of arms he held the knights of the Table 
Round strait enough. 

All this doing saw Sir Launcelot, and then he came into the field with Sir 
Lavaine as it had been thunder. And then anon Sir Bors and the knights of his 
blood espied Sir Launcelot, and said to them all: I warn you beware of him with 
the sleeve of gold upon his head, for he is himself Sir Launcelot du Lake; and for 
great goodness Sir Bors warned Sir Gareth. I am well apaid, said Sir Gareth, that 
I may know him. But who is he, said they all, that rideth with him in the same 
array? That is the good and gentle knight Sir Lavaine, said Sir Bors. So Sir 
Launcelot encountered with Sir Gawaine, and there by force Sir Launcelot smote 
down Sir Gawaine and his horse to the earth, and so he smote down Sir 
Agravaine and Sir Gaheris, and also he smote down Sir Mordred, and all this 
was with one spear. Then Sir Lavaine met with Sir Palomides, and either met 
other so hard and so fiercely that both their horses fell to the earth. And then 
were they horsed again, and then met Sir Launcelot with Sir Palomides, and 
there Sir Palomides had a fall; and so Sir Launcelot or ever he stint, as fast as he 
might get spears, he smote down thirty knights, and the most part of them were 
knights of the Table Round; and ever the knights of his blood withdrew them, 
and made them ado in other places where Sir Launcelot came not. 

And then King Arthur was wroth when he saw Sir Launcelot do such deeds; 
and then the king called unto him Sir Gawaine, Sir Mordred, Sir Kay, Sir Griflet, 
Sir Lucan the Butler, Sir Bedivere, Sir Palomides, Sir Safere, his brother; and so 
the king with these nine knights made them ready to set upon Sir Launcelot, and 
upon Sir Lavaine. All this espied Sir Bors and Sir Gareth. Now I dread me sore, 
said Sir Bors, that my lord, Sir Launcelot, will be hard matched. By my head, 
said Sir Gareth, I will ride unto my lord Sir Launcelot, for to help him, fall of 
him what fall may, for he is the same man that made me knight. Ye shall not so, 
said Sir Bors, by my counsel, unless that ye were disguised. Ye shall see me 
disguised, said Sir Gareth; and therewithal he espied a Welsh knight where he 
was to repose him, and he was sore hurt afore by Sir Gawaine, and to him Sir 
Gareth rode, and prayed him of his knighthood to lend him his shield for his. I 
will well, said the Welsh knight. And when Sir Gareth had his shield, the book 
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saith it was green, with a maiden that seemed in it. 

Then Sir Gareth came driving to Sir Launcelot all that he might and said: 
Knight, keep thyself, for yonder cometh King Arthur with nine noble knights 
with him to put you to a rebuke, and so I am come to bear you fellowship for old 
love ye have shewed me. Gramercy, said Sir Launcelot. Sir, said Sir Gareth, 
encounter ye with Sir Gawaine, and I shall encounter with Sir Palomides; and let 
Sir Lavaine match with the noble King Arthur. And when we have delivered 
them, let us three hold us sadly together. Then came King Arthur with his nine 
knights with him, and Sir Launcelot encountered with Sir Gawaine, and gave 
him such a buffet that the arson of his saddle brast, and Sir Gawaine fell to the 
earth. Then Sir Gareth encountered with the good knight Sir Palomides, and he 
gave him such a buffet that both his horse and he dashed to the earth. Then 
encountered King Arthur with Sir Lavaine, and there either of them smote other 
to the earth, horse and all, that they lay a great while. Then Sir Launcelot smote 
down Sir Agravaine, and Sir Gaheris, and Sir Mordred; and Sir Gareth smote 
down Sir Kay, and Sir Safere, and Sir Griflet. And then Sir Lavaine was horsed 
again, and he smote down Sir Lucan the Butler and Sir Bedevere and then there 
began great throng of good knights. 

Then Sir Launcelot hurtled here and there, and raced and pulled off helms, so 
that at that time there might none sit him a buffet with spear nor with sword; and 
Sir Gareth did such deeds of arms that all men marvelled what knight he was 
with the green shield, for he smote down that day and pulled down mo than 
thirty knights And, as the French book saith, Sir Launcelot marvelled; when he 
beheld Sir Gareth do such deeds, what knight he might be; and Sir Lavaine 
pulled down and smote down twenty knights. Also Sir Launcelot knew not Sir 
Gareth for an Sir Tristram de Liones, outher Sir Lamorak de Galis had been 
alive, Sir Launcelot would have deemed he had been one of them twain. So ever 
as Sir Launcelot Sir Gareth, Sir Lavaine fought, and on the one side Sir Bors, Sir 
Ector de Maris, Sir Lionel, Sir Lamorak de Galis, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Galihud, Sir 
Galihodin, Sir Pelleas, and with mo other of King Ban's blood fought upon 
another party, and held the King with the Hundred Knights and the King of 
Northumberland right strait. 


CHAPTER XXIV. How King Arthur marvelled much of the jousting in 

the field, and how he rode and found Sir Launcelot. 

SO this tournament and this jousts dured long, till it was near night, for the 
knights of the Round Table relieved ever unto King Arthur; for the king was 
wroth out of measure that he and his knights might not prevail that day. Then Sir 
Gawaine said to the king: I marvel where all this day [be] Sir Bors de Ganis and 
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his fellowship of Sir Launcelot's blood, I marvel all this day they be not about 
you: it is for some cause said Sir Gawaine. By my head, said Sir Kay, Sir Bors is 
yonder all this day upon the right hand of this field, and there he and his blood 
do more worshipfully than we do. It may well be, said Sir Gawaine, but I dread 
me ever of guile; for on pain of my life, said Sir Gawaine, this knight with the 
red sleeve of gold is himself Sir Launcelot, I see well by his riding and by his 
great strokes; and the other knight in the same colours is the good young knight, 
Sir Lavaine. Also that knight with the green shield is my brother, Sir Gareth, and 
yet he hath disguised himself, for no man shall never make him be against Sir 
Launcelot, because he made him knight. By my head, said Arthur, nephew, I 
believe you; therefore tell me now what is your best counsel. Sir, said Sir 
Gawaine, ye shall have my counsel: let blow unto lodging, for an he be Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, and my brother, Sir Gareth, with him, with the help of that 
good young knight, Sir Lavaine, trust me truly it will be no boot to strive with 
them but if we should fall ten or twelve upon one knight, and that were no 
worship, but shame. Ye say truth, said the king; and for to say sooth, said the 
king, it were shame to us so many as we be to set upon them any more; for wit 
ye well, said King Arthur, they be three good knights, and namely that knight 
with the sleeve of gold. 

So then they blew unto lodging; but forthwithal King Arthur let send unto 
the four kings, and to the mighty duke, and prayed them that the knight with the 
sleeve of gold depart not from them, but that the king may speak with him. Then 
forthwithal King Arthur alighted and unarmed him, and took a little hackney and 
rode after Sir Launcelot, for ever he had a spy upon him. And so he found him 
among the four kings and the duke; and there the king prayed them all unto 
supper, and they said they would with good will. And when they were unarmed 
then King Arthur knew Sir Launcelot, Sir Lavaine, and Sir Gareth. Ah, Sir 
Launcelot, said King Arthur, this day ye have heated me and my knights. 

So they yede unto Arthur's lodging all together, and there was a great feast 
and great revel, and the prize was given unto Sir Launcelot; and by heralds they 
named him that he had smitten down fifty knights, and Sir Gareth five-and- 
thirty, and Sir Lavaine four-and-twenty knights. Then Sir Launcelot told the king 
and the queen how the lady huntress shot him in the forest of Windsor, in the 
buttock, with an broad arrow, and how the wound thereof was that time six 
inches deep, and in like long. Also Arthur blamed Sir Gareth because he left his 
fellowship and held with Sir Launcelot. My lord, said Sir Gareth, he made me a 
knight, and when I saw him so hard bestead, methought it was my worship to 
help him, for I saw him do so much, and so many noble knights against him; and 
when I understood that he was Sir Launcelot du Lake, I shamed to see so many 
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knights against him alone. Truly, said King Arthur unto Sir Gareth, ye say well, 
and worshipfully have ye done and to yourself great worship; and all the days of 
my life, said King Arthur unto Sir Gareth, wit you well I shall love you, and trust 
you the more better. For ever, said Arthur, it is a worshipful knight's deed to help 
another worshipful knight when he seeth him in a great danger; for ever a 
worshipful man will be loath to see a worshipful man shamed; and he that is of 
no worship, and fareth with cowardice, never shall he show gentleness, nor no 
manner of goodness where he seeth a man in any danger, for then ever will a 
coward show no mercy; and always a good man will do ever to another man as 
he would be done to himself. So then there were great feasts unto kings and 
dukes, and revel, game, and play, and all manner of noblesse was used; and he 
that was courteous, true, and faithful, to his friend was that time cherished. 


CHAPTER XXV. How true love is likened to summer. 

AND thus it passed on from Candlemass until after Easter, that the month of 
May was come, when every lusty heart beginneth to blossom, and to bring forth 
fruit; for like as herbs and trees bring forth fruit and flourish in May, in like wise 
every lusty heart that is in any manner a lover, springeth and flourisheth in lusty 
deeds. For it giveth unto all lovers courage, that lusty month of May, in 
something to constrain him to some manner of thing more in that month than in 
any other month, for divers causes. For then all herbs and trees renew a man and 
woman, and likewise lovers call again to their mind old gentleness and old 
service, and many kind deeds that were forgotten by negligence. For like as 
winter rasure doth alway arase and deface green summer, so fareth it by unstable 
love in man and woman. For in many persons there is no stability; for we may 
see all day, for a little blast of winter's rasure, anon we shall deface and lay apart 
true love for little or nought, that cost much thing; this is no wisdom nor 
stability, but it is feebleness of nature and great disworship, whosomever useth 
this. Therefore, like as May month flowereth and flourisheth in many gardens, so 
in like wise let every man of worship flourish his heart in this world, first unto 
God, and next unto the joy of them that he promised his faith unto; for there was 
never worshipful man or worshipful woman, but they loved one better than 
another; and worship in arms may never be foiled, but first reserve the honour to 
God, and secondly the quarrel must come of thy lady: and such love I call 
virtuous love. 

But nowadays men can not love seven night but they must have all their 
desires: that love may not endure by reason; for where they be soon accorded 
and hasty heat, soon it cooleth. Right so fareth love nowadays, soon hot soon 
cold: this is no stability. But the old love was not so; men and women could love 
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together seven years, and no licours lusts were between them, and then was love, 
truth, and faithfulness: and lo, in like wise was used love in King Arthur's days. 
Wherefore I liken love nowadays unto summer and winter; for like as the one is 
hot and the other cold, so fareth love nowadays; therefore all ye that be lovers 
call unto your remembrance the month of May, like as did Queen Guenever, for 
whom I make here a little mention, that while she lived she was a true lover, and 
therefore she had a good end. 
Explicit liber Octodecimus. And here followeth liber xix. 
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BOOK XIX 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Queen Guenever rode a-Maying with certain knights 

of the Round Table and clad all in green. 

SO it befell in the month of May, Queen Guenever called unto her knights of 
the Table Round; and she gave them warning that early upon the morrow she 
would ride a-Maying into woods and fields beside Westminster. And I warn you 
that there be none of you but that he be well horsed, and that ye all be clothed in 
green, outher in silk outher in cloth; and I shall bring with me ten ladies, and 
every knight shall have a lady behind him, and every knight shall have a squire 
and two yeomen; and I will that ye all be well horsed. So they made them ready 
in the freshest manner. And these were the names of the knights: Sir Kay le 
Seneschal, Sir Agravaine, Sir Brandiles, Sir Sagramore le Desirous, Sir Dodinas 
le Savage, Sir Ozanna le Cure Hardy, Sir Ladinas of the Forest Savage, Sir 
Persant of Inde, Sir Ironside, that was called the Knight of the Red Launds, and 
Sir Pelleas, the lover; and these ten knights made them ready in the freshest 
manner to ride with the queen. And so upon the morn they took their horses with 
the queen, and rode a-Maying in woods and meadows as it pleased them, in great 
joy and delights; for the queen had cast to have been again with King Arthur at 
the furthest by ten of the clock, and so was that time her purpose. 

Then there was a knight that hight Meliagrance, and he was son unto King 
Bagdemagus, and this knight had at that time a castle of the gift of King Arthur 
within seven mile of Westminster. And this knight, Sir Meliagrance, loved 
passing well Queen Guenever, and so had he done long and many years. And the 
book saith he had lain in await for to steal away the queen, but evermore he 
forbare for because of Sir Launcelot; for in no wise he would meddle with the 
queen an Sir Launcelot were in her company, outher else an he were near-hand 
her. And that time was such a custom, the queen rode never without a great 
fellowship of men of arms about her, and they were many good knights, and the 
most part were young men that would have worship; and they were called the 
Queen's Knights, and never in no battle, tournament, nor jousts, they bare none 
of them no manner of knowledging of their own arms, but plain white shields, 
and thereby they were called the Queen's Knights. And then when it happed any 
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of them to be of great worship by his noble deeds, then at the next Feast of 
Pentecost, if there were any slain or dead, as there was none year that there 
failed but some were dead, then was there chosen in his stead that was dead the 
most men of worship, that were called the Queen's Knights. And thus they came 
up all first, or they were renowned men of worship, both Sir Launcelot and all 
the remnant of them. 

But this knight, Sir Meliagrance, had espied the queen well and her purpose, 
and how Sir Launcelot was not with her, and how she had no men of arms with 
her but the ten noble knights all arrayed in green for Maying. Then he purveyed 
him a twenty men of arms and an hundred archers for to destroy the queen and 
her knights, for he thought that time was best season to take the queen. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Meliagrance took the queen and her knights, 
which were sore hurt in fighting 

SO as the queen had Mayed and all her knights, all were bedashed with 
herbs, mosses and flowers, in the best manner and freshest. Right so came out of 
a wood Sir Meliagrance with an eight score men well harnessed, as they should 
fight in a battle of arrest, and bade the queen and her knights abide, for maugre 
their heads they should abide. Traitor knight, said Queen Guenever, what cast 
thou for to do? Wilt thou shame thyself? Bethink thee how thou art a king's son, 
and knight of the Table Round, and thou to be about to dishonour the noble king 
that made thee knight; thou shamest all knighthood and thyself, and me, I let 
thee wit, shalt thou never shame, for I had liefer cut mine own throat in twain 
rather than thou shouldest dishonour me. As for all this language, said Sir 
Meliagrance, be it as it be may, for wit you well, madam, I have loved you many 
a year, and never or now could I get you at such an advantage as I do now, and 
therefore I will take you as I find you. 

Then spake all the ten noble knights at once and said: Sir Meliagrance, wit 
thou well ye are about to jeopard your worship to dishonour, and also ye cast to 
jeopard our persons howbeit we be unarmed. Ye have us at a great avail, for it 
seemeth by you that ye have laid watch upon us; but rather than ye should put 
the queen to a shame and us all, we had as lief to depart from our lives, for an if 
we other ways did, we were shamed for ever. Then said Sir Meliagrance: Dress 
you as well ye can, and keep the queen. Then the ten knights of the Table Round 
drew their swords, and the other let run at them with their spears, and the ten 
knights manly abode them, and smote away their spears that no spear did them 
none harm. Then they lashed together with swords, and anon Sir Kay, Sir 
Sagramore, Sir Agravaine, Sir Dodinas, Sir Ladinas, and Sir Ozanna were 
smitten to the earth with grimly wounds. Then Sir Brandiles, and Sir Persant, Sir 
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Ironside, Sir Pelleas fought long, and they were sore wounded, for these ten 
knights, or ever they were laid to the ground, slew forty men of the boldest and 
the best of them. 

So when the queen saw her knights thus dolefully wounded, and needs must 
be slain at the last, then for pity and sorrow she cried Sir Meliagrance: Slay not 
my noble knights, and I will go with thee upon this covenant, that thou save 
them, and suffer them not to be no more hurt, with this, that they be led with me 
wheresomever thou leadest me, for I will rather slay myself than I will go with 
thee, unless that these my noble knights may be in my presence. Madam, said 
Meliagrance, for your sake they shall be led with you into mine own castle, with 
that ye will be ruled, and ride with me. Then the queen prayed the four knights to 
leave their fighting, and she and they would not depart. Madam, said Sir Pelleas, 
we will do as ye do, for as for me I take no force of my life nor death. For as the 
French book saith, Sir Pelleas gave such buffets there that none armour might 
hold him. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Launcelot had word how the queen was taken, 
and how Sir Meliagrance laid a bushment for Launcelot 

THEN by the queen's commandment they left battle, and dressed the 
wounded knights on horseback, some sitting, some overthwart their horses, that 
it was pity to behold them. And then Sir Meliagrance charged the queen and all 
her knights that none of all her fellowship should depart from her; for full sore 
he dread Sir Launcelot du Lake, lest he should have any knowledging. All this 
espied the queen, and privily she called unto her a child of her chamber that was 
swiftly horsed, to whom she said: Go thou, when thou seest thy time, and bear 
this ring unto Sir Launcelot du Lake, and pray him as he loveth me that he will 
see me and rescue me, if ever he will have joy of me; and spare not thy horse, 
said the queen, neither for water, neither for land. So the child espied his time, 
and lightly he took his horse with the spurs, and departed as fast as he might. 
And when Sir Meliagrance saw him so flee, he understood that it was by the 
queen's commandment for to warn Sir Launcelot. Then they that were best 
horsed chased him and shot at him, but from them all the child went suddenly. 
And then Sir Meliagrance said to the queen: Madam, ye are about to betray me, 
but I shall ordain for Sir Launcelot that he shall not come lightly at you. And 
then he rode with her, and they all, to his castle, in all the haste that they might. 
And by the way Sir Meliagrance laid in an embushment the best archers that he 
might get in his country, to the number of thirty, to await upon Sir Launcelot, 
charging them that if they saw such a manner of knight come by the way upon a 
white horse, that in any wise they slay his horse, but in no manner of wise have 
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not ado with him bodily, for he is over-hardy to be overcome. 

So this was done, and they were come to his castle, but in no wise the queen 
would never let none of the ten knights and her ladies out of her sight, but 
always they were in her presence; for the book saith, Sir Meliagrance durst make 
no masteries, for dread of Sir Launcelot, insomuch he deemed that he had 
warning. So when the child was departed from the fellowship of Sir 
Meliagrance, within a while he came to Westminster, and anon he found Sir 
Launcelot. And when he had told his message, and delivered him the queen's 
ring: Alas, said Sir Launcelot, now I am shamed for ever, unless that I may 
rescue that noble lady from dishonour. Then eagerly he asked his armour; and 
ever the child told Sir Launcelot how the ten knights fought marvellously, and 
how Sir Pelleas, and Sir Ironside, and Sir Brandiles, and Sir Persant of Inde, 
fought strongly, but namely Sir Pelleas, there might none withstand him; and 
how they all fought till at the last they were laid to the earth; and then the queen 
made appointment for to save their lives, and go with Sir Meliagrance. 

Alas, said Sir Launcelot, that most noble lady, that she should be so 
destroyed; I had liefer, said Sir Launcelot, than all France, that I had been there 
well armed. So when Sir Launcelot was armed and upon his horse, he prayed the 
child of the queen's chamber to warn Sir Lavaine how suddenly he was departed, 
and for what cause. And pray him as he loveth me, that he will hie him after me, 
and that he stint not until he come to the castle where Sir Meliagrance abideth, or 
dwelleth; for there, said Sir Launcelot, he shall hear of me an I am a man living, 
and rescue the queen and the ten knights the which he traitorously hath taken, 
and that shall I prove upon his head, and all them that hold with him. 


CHAPTER IV. How Sir Launcelot's horse was slain, and how Sir 
Launcelot rode in a cart for to rescue the queen 

THEN Sir Launcelot rode as fast as he might, and the book saith he took the 
water at Westminster Bridge, and made his horse to swim over Thames unto 
Lambeth. And then within a while he came to the same place thereas the ten 
noble knights fought with Sir Meliagrance. And then Sir Launcelot followed the 
track until that he came to a wood, and there was a straight way, and there the 
thirty archers bade Sir Launcelot turn again, and follow no longer that track. 
What commandment have ye thereto, said Sir Launcelot, to cause me that am a 
knight of the Round Table to leave my right way? This way shalt thou leave, 
other-else thou shalt go it on thy foot, for wit thou well thy horse shall be slain. 
That is little mastery, said Sir Launcelot, to slay mine horse; but as for myself, 
when my horse is slain, I give right nought for you, not an ye were five hundred 
more. So then they shot Sir Launcelot's horse, and smote him with many arrows; 
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and then Sir Launcelot avoided his horse, and went on foot; but there were so 
many ditches and hedges betwixt them and him that he might not meddle with 
none of them. Alas for shame, said Launcelot, that ever one knight should betray 
another knight; but it is an old saw, A good man is never in danger but when he 
is in the danger of a coward. Then Sir Launcelot went a while, and then he was 
foul cumbered of his armour, his shield, and his spear, and all that longed unto 
him. Wit ye well he was full sore annoyed, and full loath he was for to leave 
anything that longed unto him, for he dread sore the treason of Sir Meliagrance. 

Then by fortune there came by him a chariot that came thither for to fetch 
wood. Say me, carter, said Sir Launcelot, what shall I give thee to suffer me to 
leap into thy chariot, and that thou bring me unto a castle within this two mile? 
Thou shalt not come within my chariot, said the carter, for I am sent for to fetch 
wood for my lord, Sir Meliagrance. With him would I speak. Thou shalt not go 
with me, said the carter. Then Sir Launcelot leapt to him, and gave him such a 
buffet that he fell to the earth stark dead. Then the other carter, his fellow, was 
afeard, and weened to have gone the same way; and then he cried: Fair lord, save 
my life, and I shall bring you where ye will. Then I charge thee, said Sir 
Launcelot, that thou drive me and this chariot even unto Sir Meliagrance's gate. 
Leap up into the chariot, said the carter, and ye shall be there anon. So the carter 
drove on a great wallop, and Sir Launcelot's horse followed the chariot, with 
more than a forty arrows broad and rough in him. 

And more than an hour and an half Dame Guenever was awaiting in a bay 
window with her ladies, and espied an armed knight standing in a chariot. See, 
madam, said a lady, where rideth in a chariot a goodly armed knight; I suppose 
he rideth unto hanging. Where? said the queen. Then she espied by his shield 
that he was there himself, Sir Launcelot du Lake. And then she was ware where 
came his horse ever after that chariot, and ever he trod his guts and his paunch 
under his feet. Alas, said the queen, now I see well and prove, that well is him 
that hath a trusty friend. Ha, ha, most noble knight, said Queen Guenever, I see 
well thou art hard bestead when thou ridest in a chariot. Then she rebuked that 
lady that likened Sir Launcelot to ride in a chariot to hanging. It was foul 
mouthed, said the queen, and evil likened, so for to liken the most noble knight 
of the world unto such a shameful death. O Jesu defend him and keep him, said 
the queen, from all mischievous end. By this was Sir Launcelot come to the 
gates of that castle, and there he descended down, and cried, that all the castle 
rang of it: Where art thou, false traitor, Sir Meliagrance, and knight of the Table 
Round? now come forth here, thou traitor knight, thou and thy fellowship with 
thee; for here I am, Sir Launcelot du Lake, that shall fight with you. And 
therewithal he bare the gate wide open upon the porter, and smote him under his 
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ear with his gauntlet, that his neck brast a-sunder. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Meliagrance required forgiveness of the queen, 
and how she appeased Sir Launcelot; and other matters 

WHEN Sir Meliagrance heard that Sir Launcelot was there he ran unto 
Queen Guenever, and fell upon his knee, and said: Mercy, madam, now I put me 
wholly into your grace. What aileth you now? said Queen Guenever; forsooth I 
might well wit some good knight would revenge me, though my lord Arthur wist 
not of this your work. Madam, said Sir Meliagrance, all this that is amiss on my 
part shall be amended right as yourself will devise, and wholly I put me in your 
grace. What would ye that I did? said the queen. I would no more, said 
Meliagrance, but that ye would take all in your own hands, and that ye will rule 
my lord Sir Launcelot; and such cheer as may be made him in this poor castle ye 
and he shall have until to-mom, and then may ye and all they return unto 
Westminster; and my body and all that I have I shall put in your rule. Ye say 
well, said the queen, and better is peace than ever war, and the less noise the 
more is my worship. 

Then the queen and her ladies went down unto the knight, Sir Launcelot, that 
stood wroth out of measure in the inner court, to abide battle; and ever he bade: 
Thou traitor knight come forth. Then the queen came to him and said: Sir 
Launcelot, why be ye so moved? Ha, madam, said Sir Launcelot, why ask ye me 
that question? Meseemeth, said Sir Launcelot, ye ought to be more wroth than I 
am, for ye have the hurt and the dishonour, for wit ye well, madam, my hurt is 
but little for the killing of a mare's son, but the despite grieveth me much more 
than all my hurt. Truly, said the queen, ye say truth; but heartily I thank you, said 
the queen, but ye must come in with me peaceably, for all thing is put in my 
hand, and all that is evil shall be for the best, for the knight full sore repenteth 
him of the misadventure that is befallen him. Madam, said Sir Launcelot, sith it 
is so that ye been accorded with him, as for me I may not be again it, howbeit Sir 
Meliagrance hath done full shamefully to me, and cowardly. Ah madam, said Sir 
Launcelot, an I had wist ye would have been so soon accorded with him I would 
not have made such haste unto you. Why say ye so, said the queen, do ye 
forthink yourself of your good deeds? Wit you well, said the queen, I accorded 
never unto him for favour nor love that I had unto him, but for to lay down every 
shameful noise. Madam, said Sir Launcelot, ye understand full well I was never 
willing nor glad of shameful slander nor noise; and there is neither king, queen, 
nor knight, that beareth the life, except my lord King Arthur, and you, madam, 
should let me, but I should make Sir Meliagrance's heart full cold or ever I 
departed from hence. That wot I well, said the queen, but what will ye more? Ye 
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shall have all thing ruled as ye list to have it. Madam, said Sir Launcelot, so ye 
be pleased I care not, as for my part ye shall soon please. 

Right so the queen took Sir Launcelot by the bare hand, for he had put off his 
gauntlet, and so she went with him till her chamber; and then she commanded 
him to be unarmed. And then Sir Launcelot asked where were the ten knights 
that were wounded sore; so she showed them unto Sir Launcelot, and there they 
made great joy of the coming of him, and Sir Launcelot made great dole of their 
hurts, and bewailed them greatly. And there Sir Launcelot told them how 
cowardly and traitorly Meliagrance set archers to slay his horse, and how he was 
fain to put himself in a chariot. Thus they complained everych to other; and full 
fain they would have been revenged, but they peaced themselves because of the 
queen. Then, as the French book saith, Sir Launcelot was called many a day after 
le Chevaler du Chariot, and did many deeds, and great adventures he had. And 
so leave we of this tale le Chevaler du Chariot, and turn we to this tale. 

So Sir Launcelot had great cheer with the queen, and then Sir Launcelot 
made a promise with the queen that the same night Sir Launcelot should come to 
a window outward toward a garden; and that window was y-barred with iron, 
and there Sir Launcelot promised to meet her when all folks were asleep. So then 
came Sir Lavaine driving to the gates, crying: Where is my lord, Sir Launcelot 
du Lake? Then was he sent for, and when Sir Lavaine saw Sir Launcelot, he 
said: My lord, I found well how ye were hard bestead, for I have found your 
horse that was slain with arrows. As for that, said Sir Launcelot, I pray you, Sir 
Lavaine, speak ye of other matters, and let ye this pass, and we shall right it 
another time when we best may. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Launcelot came in the night to the queen and 
lay with her, and how Sir Meliagrance appeached the queen of treason 

THEN the knights that were hurt were searched, and soft salves were laid to 
their wounds; and so it passed on till supper time, and all the cheer that might be 
made them there was done unto the queen and all her knights. Then when season 
was, they went unto their chambers, but in no wise the queen would not suffer 
the wounded knights to be from her, but that they were laid within draughts by 
her chamber, upon beds and pillows, that she herself might see to them, that they 
wanted nothing. 

So when Sir Launcelot was in his chamber that was assigned unto him, he 
called unto him Sir Lavaine, and told him that night he must go speak with his 
lady, Dame Guenever. Sir, said Sir Lavaine, let me go with you an it please you, 
for I dread me sore of the treason of Sir Meliagrance. Nay, said Sir Launcelot, I 
thank you, but I will have nobody with me. Then Sir Launcelot took his sword in 
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his hand, and privily went to a place where he had espied a ladder to-forehand, 
and that he took under his arm, and bare it through the garden, and set it up to 
the window, and there anon the queen was ready to meet him. And then they 
made either to other their complaints of many divers things, and then Sir 
Launcelot wished that he might have come into her. Wit ye well, said the queen, 
I would as fain as ye, that ye might come in to me. Would ye, madam, said Sir 
Launcelot, with your heart that I were with you? Yea, truly, said the queen. Now 
shall I prove my might, said Sir Launcelot, for your love; and then he set his 
hands upon the bars of iron, and he pulled at them with such a might that he 
brast them clean out of the stone walls, and therewithal one of the bars of iron 
cut the brawn of his hands throughout to the bone; and then he leapt into the 
chamber to the queen. Make ye no noise, said the queen, for my wounded 
knights lie here fast by me. So, to pass upon this tale, Sir Launcelot went unto 
bed with the queen, and he took no force of his hurt hand, but took his 
pleasaunce and his liking until it was in the dawning of the day; and wit ye well 
he slept not but watched, and when he saw his time that he might tarry no longer 
he took his leave and departed at the window, and put it together as well as he 
might again, and so departed unto his own chamber; and there he told Sir 
Lavaine how he was hurt. Then Sir Lavaine dressed his hand and staunched it, 
and put upon it a glove, that it should not be espied; and so the queen lay long in 
her bed until it was nine of the clock. 

Then Sir Meliagrance went to the queen's chamber, and found her ladies 
there ready clothed. Jesu mercy, said Sir Meliagrance, what aileth you, madam, 
that ye sleep thus long? And right therewithal he opened the curtain for to behold 
her; and then was he ware where she lay, and all the sheet and pillow was bebled 
with the blood of Sir Launcelot and of his hurt hand. When Sir Meliagrance 
espied that blood, then he deemed in her that she was false to the king, and that 
some of the wounded knights had lain by her all that night. Ah, madam, said Sir 
Meliagrance, now I have found you a false traitress unto my lord Arthur; for 
now I prove well it was not for nought that ye laid these wounded knights within 
the bounds of your chamber; therefore I will call you of treason before my lord, 
King Arthur. And now I have proved you, madam, with a shameful deed; and 
that they be all false, or some of them, I will make good, for a wounded knight 
this night hath lain by you. That is false, said the queen, and that I will report me 
unto them all. Then when the ten knights heard Sir Meliagrance's words, they 
spake all in one voice and said to Sir Meliagrance: Thou sayest falsely, and 
wrongfully puttest upon us such a deed, and that we will make good any of us; 
choose which thou list of us when we are whole of our wounds. Ye shall not, 
said Sir Meliagrance, away with your proud language, for here ye may all see, 
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said Sir Meliagrance, that by the queen this night a wounded knight hath lain. 
Then were they all ashamed when they saw that blood; and wit you well Sir 
Meliagrance was passing glad that he had the queen at such an advantage, for he 
deemed by that to hide his treason. So with this rumour came in Sir Launcelot, 
and found them all at a great array. 


CHAPTER VII. How Sir Launcelot answered for the queen, and waged 
battle against Sir Meliagrance; and how Sir Launcelot was taken in a trap 

WHAT array is this? said Sir Launcelot. Then Sir Meliagrance told them 
what he had found, and showed them the queen's bed. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, 
ye did not your part nor knightly, to touch a queen's bed while it was drawn, and 
she lying therein; for I dare say my lord Arthur himself would not have 
displayed her curtains, she being within her bed, unless that it had pleased him to 
have lain down by her; and therefore ye have done unworshipfully and 
shamefully to yourself. I wot not what ye mean, said Sir Meliagrance, but well I 
am sure there hath one of her wounded knights lain by her this night, and 
therefore I will prove with my hands that she is a traitress unto my lord Arthur. 
Beware what ye do, said Launcelot, for an ye say so, an ye will prove it, it will 
be taken at your hands. 

My lord, Sir Launcelot, said Sir Meliagrance, I rede you beware what ye do; 
for though ye are never so good a knight, as ye wot well ye are renowned the 
best knight of the world, yet should ye be advised to do battle in a wrong quarrel, 
for God will have a stroke in every battle. As for that, said Sir Launcelot, God is 
to be dread; but as to that I say nay plainly, that this night there lay none of these 
ten wounded knights with my lady Queen Guenever, and that will I prove with 
my hands, that ye say untruly in that now. Hold, said Sir Meliagrance, here is my 
glove that she is traitress unto my lord, King Arthur, and that this night one of 
the wounded knights lay with her. And I receive your glove, said Sir Launcelot. 
And so they were sealed with their signets, and delivered unto the ten knights. At 
what day shall we do battle together? said Sir Launcelot. This day ight days, said 
Sir Meliagrance, in the field beside Westminster. I am agreed, said Sir 
Launcelot. But now, said Sir Meliagrance, sithen it is so that we must fight 
together, I pray you, as ye be a noble knight, await me with no treason, nor none 
villainy the meanwhile, nor none for you. So God me help, said Sir Launcelot, 
ye shall right well wit I was never of no such conditions, for I report me to all 
knights that ever have known me, I fared never with no treason, nor I loved 
never the fellowship of no man that fared with treason. Then let us go to dinner, 
said Meliagrance, and after dinner ye and the queen and ye may ride all to 
Westminster. I will well, said Sir Launcelot. 


4983 XRN 


Then Sir Meliagrance said to Sir Launcelot: Pleaseth it you to see the estures 
of this castle? With a good will, said Sir Launcelot. And then they went together 
from chamber to chamber, for Sir Launcelot dread no perils; for ever a man of 
worship and of prowess dreadeth least always perils, for they ween every man be 
as they be; but ever he that fareth with treason putteth oft a man in great danger. 
So it befell upon Sir Launcelot that no peril dread, as he went with Sir 
Meliagrance he trod on a trap and the board rolled, and there Sir Launcelot fell 
down more than ten fathom into a cave full of straw; and then Sir Meliagrance 
departed and made no fare as that he nist where he was. 

And when Sir Launcelot was thus missed they marvelled where he was 
become; and then the queen and many of them deemed that he was departed as 
he was wont to do suddenly. For Sir Meliagrance made suddenly to put away 
aside Sir Lavaine's horse, that they might all understand that Sir Launcelot was 
departed suddenly. So it passed on till after dinner; and then Sir Lavaine would 
not stint until that he ordained litters for the wounded knights, that they might be 
laid in them; and so with the queen and them all, both ladies and gentlewomen 
and other, went unto Westminster; and there the knights told King Arthur how 
Meliagrance had appealed the queen of high treason, and how Sir Launcelot had 
received the glove of him: And this day eight days they shall do battle afore you. 
By my head, said King Arthur, I am afeard Sir Meliagrance hath taken upon him 
a great charge; but where is Sir Launcelot? said the king. Sir, said they all, we 
wot not where he is, but we deem he is ridden to some adventures, as he is 
ofttimes wont to do, for he hath Sir Lavaine's horse. Let him be, said the king, he 
will be founden, but if he be trapped with some treason. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Sir Launcelot was delivered out of prison by a 
lady, and took a white courser and came for to keep his day 

SO leave we Sir Launcelot lying within that cave in great pain; and every 
day there came a lady and brought him his meat and his drink, and wooed him, 
to have lain by him; and ever the noble knight, Sir Launcelot, said her nay. Sir 
Launcelot, said she, ye are not wise, for ye may never out of this prison, but if ye 
have my help; and also your lady, Queen Guenever, shall be brent in your 
default, unless that ye be there at the day of battle. God defend, said Sir 
Launcelot, that she should be brent in my default; and if it be so, said Sir 
Launcelot, that I may not be there, it shall be well understanded, both at the king 
and at the queen, and with all men of worship, that I am dead, sick, outher in 
prison. For all men that know me will say for me that I am in some evil case an I 
be not there that day; and well I wot there is some good knight either of my 
blood, or some other that loveth me, that will take my quarrel in hand; and 
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therefore, said Sir Launcelot, wit ye well ye shall not fear me; and if there were 
no more women in all this land but ye, I will not have ado with you. Then art 
thou shamed, said the lady, and destroyed for ever. As for world's shame, Jesu 
defend me, and as for my distress, it is welcome whatsoever it be that God 
sendeth me. 

So she came to him the same day that the battle should be, and said: Sir 
Launcelot, methinketh ye are too hard-hearted, but wouldest thou but kiss me 
once I should deliver thee, and thine armour, and the best horse that is within Sir 
Meliagrance's stable. As for to kiss you, said Sir Launcelot, I may do that and 
lose no worship; and wit ye well an I understood there were any disworship for 
to kiss you I would not do it. Then he kissed her, and then she gat him, and 
brought him to his armour. And when he was armed, she brought him to a stable, 
where stood twelve good coursers, and bade him choose the best. Then Sir 
Launcelot looked upon a white courser the which liked him best; and anon he 
commanded the keepers fast to saddle him with the best saddle of war that there 
was; and so it was done as he bade. Then gat he his spear in his hand, and his 
sword by his side, and commended the lady unto God, and said: Lady, for this 
good deed I shall do you service if ever it be in my power. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Launcelot came the same time that Sir 
Meliagrance abode him in the field and dressed him to battle 

NOW leave we Sir Launcelot wallop all that he might, and speak we of 
Queen Guenever that was brought to a fire to be brent; for Sir Meliagrance was 
sure, him thought, that Sir Launcelot should not be at that battle; therefore he 
ever cried upon King Arthur to do him justice, other-else bring forth Sir 
Launcelot du Lake. Then was the king and all the court full sore abashed and 
shamed that the queen should be brent in the default of Sir Launcelot. My lord 
Arthur, said Sir Lavaine, ye may understand that it is not well with my lord Sir 
Launcelot, for an he were alive, so he be not sick outher in prison, wit ye well he 
would be here; for never heard ye that ever he failed his part for whom he should 
do battle for. And therefore, said Sir Lavaine, my lord, King Arthur, I beseech 
you give me license to do battle here this day for my lord and master, and for to 
save my lady, the queen. Gramercy gentle Sir Lavaine, said King Arthur, for I 
dare say all that Sir Meliagrance putteth upon my lady the queen is wrong, for I 
have spoken with all the ten wounded knights, and there is not one of them, an 
he were whole and able to do battle, but he would prove upon Sir Meliagrance's 
body that it is false that he putteth upon my queen. So shall I, said Sir Lavaine, 
in the defence of my lord, Sir Launcelot, an ye will give me leave. Now I give 
you leave, said King Arthur, and do your best, for I dare well say there is some 
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treason done to Sir Launcelot 

Then was Sir Lavaine armed and horsed, and suddenly at the lists' end he 
rode to perform this battle; and right as the heralds should cry: Lesses les aler, 
right so came in Sir Launcelot driving with all the force of his horse. And then 
Arthur cried: Ho! and Abide! Then was Sir Launcelot called on horseback to- 
fore King Arthur, and there he told openly to-fore the king and all, how Sir 
Meliagrance had served him first to last. And when the king, and the queen, and 
all the lords, knew of the treason of Sir Meliagrance they were all ashamed on 
his behalf. Then was Queen Guenever sent for, and set by the king in great trust 
of her champion. And then there was no more else to say, but Sir Launcelot and 
Sir Meliagrance dressed them unto battle, and took their spears; and so they 
came together as thunder, and there Sir Launcelot bare him down quite over his 
horse's croup. And then Sir Launcelot alighted and dressed his shield on his 
shoulder, with his sword in his hand, and Sir Meliagrance in the same wise 
dressed him unto him, and there they smote many great strokes together; and at 
the last Sir Launcelot smote him such a buffet upon the helmet that he fell on the 
one side to the earth. And then he cried upon him aloud: Most noble knight, Sir 
Launcelot du Lake, save my life, for I yield me unto you, and I require you, as 
ye be a knight and fellow of the Table Round, slay me not, for I yield me as 
overcome; and whether I shall live or die I put me in the king's hands and yours. 

Then Sir Launcelot wist not what to do, for he had had liefer than all the 
good of the world he might have been revenged upon Sir Meliagrance; and Sir 
Launcelot looked up to the Queen Guenever, if he might espy by any sign or 
countenance what she would have done. And then the queen wagged her head 
upon Sir Launcelot, as though she would say: Slay him. Full well knew Sir 
Launcelot by the wagging of her head that she would have him dead; then Sir 
Launcelot bade him rise for shame and perform that battle to the utterance. Nay, 
said Sir Meliagrance, I will never arise until ye take me as yolden and recreant. I 
shall proffer you large proffers, said Sir Launcelot, that is for to say, I shall 
unarm my head and my left quarter of my body, all that may be unarmed, and let 
bind my left hand behind me, so that it shall not help me, and right so I shall do 
battle with you. Then Sir Meliagrance started up upon his legs, and said on high: 
My lord Arthur, take heed to this proffer, for I will take it, and let him be 
disarmed and bounden according to his proffer. What say ye, said King Arthur 
unto Sir Launcelot, will ye abide by your proffer? Yea, my lord, said Sir 
Launcelot, I will never go from that I have once said. 

Then the knights parters of the field disarmed Sir Launcelot, first his head, 
and sithen his left arm, and his left side, and they bound his left arm behind his 
back, without shield or anything, and then they were put together. Wit you well 
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there was many a lady and knight marvelled that Sir Launcelot would jeopardy 
himself in such wise. Then Sir Meliagrance came with his sword all on high, and 
Sir Launcelot showed him openly his bare head and the bare left side; and when 
he weened to have smitten him upon the bare head, then lightly he avoided the 
left leg and the left side, and put his right hand and his sword to that stroke, and 
so put it on side with great sleight; and then with great force Sir Launcelot smote 
him on the helmet such a buffet that the stroke carved the head in two parts. 
Then there was no more to do, but he was drawn out of the field. And at the 
great instance of the knights of the Table Round, the king suffered him to be 
interred, and the mention made upon him, who slew him, and for what cause he 
was Slain; and then the king and the queen made more of Sir Launcelot du Lake, 
and more he was cherished, than ever he was aforehand. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Urre came into Arthur's court for to be healed 
of his wounds, and how King Arthur would begin to handle him 

THEN as the French book maketh mention, there was a good knight in the 
land of Hungary, his name was Sir Urre, and he was an adventurous knight, and 
in all places where he might hear of any deeds of worship there would he be. So 
it happened in Spain there was an earl's son, his name was Alphegus, and at a 
great tournament in Spain this Sir Urre, knight of Hungary, and Sir Alphegus of 
Spain encountered together for very envy; and so either undertook other to the 
utterance. And by fortune Sir Urre slew Sir Alphegus, the earl's son of Spain, but 
this knight that was slain had given Sir Urre, or ever he was slain, seven great 
wounds, three on the head, and four on his body and upon his left hand. And this 
Sir Alphegus had a mother, the which was a great sorceress; and she, for the 
despite of her son's death, wrought by her subtle crafts that Sir Urre should never 
be whole, but ever his wounds should one time fester and another time bleed, so 
that he should never be whole until the best knight of the world had searched his 
wounds; and thus she made her avaunt, wherethrough it was known that Sir Urre 
should never be whole. 

Then his mother let make an horse litter, and put him therein under two 
palfreys; and then she took Sir Urre's sister with him, a full fair damosel, whose 
name was Felelolie; and then she took a page with him to keep their horses, and 
so they led Sir Urre through many countries. For as the French book saith, she 
led him so seven year through all lands christened, and never she could find no 
knight that might ease her son. So she came into Scotland and into the lands of 
England, and by fortune she came nigh the feast of Pentecost until King Arthur's 
court, that at that time was holden at Carlisle. And when she came there, then 
she made it openly to be known how that she was come into that land for to heal 
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her son. 

Then King Arthur let call that lady, and asked her the cause why she brought 
that hurt knight into that land. My most noble king, said that lady, wit you well I 
brought him hither for to be healed of his wounds, that of all this seven year he 
might not be whole. And then she told the king where he was wounded, and of 
whom; and how his mother had discovered in her pride how she had wrought 
that by enchantment, so that he should never be whole until the best knight of the 
world had searched his wounds. And so I have passed through all the lands 
christened to have him healed, except this land. And if I fail to heal him here in 
this land, I will never take more pain upon me, and that is pity, for he was a good 
knight, and of great nobleness. What is his name? said Arthur My good and 
gracious lord, she said, his name is Sir Urre of the Mount. In good time, said the 
king, and sith ye are come into this land, ye are right welcome; and wit you well 
here shall your son be healed, an ever any Christian man may heal him. And for 
to give all other men of worship courage, I myself will assay to handle your son, 
and so shall all the kings, dukes, and earls that be here present with me at this 
time; thereto will I command them, and well I wot they shall obey and do after 
my commandment. And wit you well, said King Arthur unto Urre's sister, I shall 
begin to handle him, and search unto my power, not presuming upon me that I 
am so worthy to heal your son by my deeds, but I will courage other men of 
worship to do as I will do. And then the king commanded all the kings, dukes, 
and earls, and all noble knights of the Round Table that were there that time 
present, to come into the meadow of Carlisle. And so at that time there were but 
an hundred and ten of the Round Table, for forty knights were that time away; 
and so here we must begin at King Arthur, as is kindly to begin at him that was 
the most man of worship that was christened at that time. 


CHAPTER XI. How King Arthur handled Sir Urre, and after him many 
other knights of the Round Table 

THEN King Arthur looked upon Sir Urre, and the king thought he was a full 
likely man when he was whole; and then King Arthur made him to be taken 
down off the litter and laid him upon the earth, and there was laid a cushion of 
gold that he should kneel upon. And then noble Arthur said: Fair knight, me 
repenteth of thy hurt, and for to courage all other noble knights I will pray thee 
softly to suffer me to handle your wounds. Most noble christened king, said 
Urre, do as ye list, for I am at the mercy of God, and at your commandment. So 
then Arthur softly handled him, and then some of his wounds renewed upon 
bleeding. Then the King Clarence of Northumberland searched, and it would not 
be. And then Sir Barant le Apres that was called the King with the Hundred 
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Knights, he assayed and failed; and so did King Uriens of the land of Gore; so 
did King Anguish of Ireland; so did King Nentres of Garloth; so did King 
Carados of Scotland; so did the Duke Galahad, the haut prince; so did 
Constantine, that was Sir Carados' son of Cornwall; so did Duke Chaleins of 
Clarance; so did the Earl Ulbause; so did the Earl Lambaile; so did the Earl 
Aristause. 

Then came in Sir Gawaine with his three sons, Sir Gingalin, Sir Florence, 
and Sir Lovel, these two were begotten upon Sir Brandiles' sister; and all they 
failed. Then came in Sir Agravaine, Sir Gaheris, Sir Mordred, and the good 
knight, Sir Gareth, that was of very knighthood worth all the brethren. So came 
knights of Launcelot's kin, but Sir Launcelot was not that time in the court, for 
he was that time upon his adventures. Then Sir Lionel, Sir Ector de Maris, Sir 
Bors de Ganis, Sir Blamore de Ganis, Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, Sir Gahalantine, 
Sir Galihodin, Sir Menaduke, Sir Villiars the Valiant, Sir Hebes le Renoumes. 
All these were of Sir Launcelot's kin, and all they failed. Then came in Sir 
Sagramore le Desirous, Sir Dodinas le Savage, Sir Dinadan, Sir Bruin le Noire, 
that Sir Kay named La Cote Male Taile, and Sir Kay le Seneschal, Sir Kay de 
Stranges, Sir Meliot de Logris, Sir Petipase of Winchelsea, Sir Galleron of 
Galway, Sir Melion of the Mountain, Sir Cardok, Sir Uwaine les Avoutres, and 
Sir Ozanna le Cure Hardy. 

Then came in Sir Astamor, and Sir Gromere, Grummor's son, Sir Crosselm, 
Sir Servause le Breuse, that was called a passing strong knight, for as the book 
saith, the chief Lady of the Lake feasted Sir Launcelot and Servause le Breuse, 
and when she had feasted them both at sundry times she prayed them to give her 
a boon. And they granted it her. And then she prayed Sir Servause that he would 
promise her never to do battle against Sir Launcelot du Lake, and in the same 
wise she prayed Sir Launcelot never to do battle against Sir Servause, and so 
either promised her. For the French book saith, that Sir Servause had never 
courage nor lust to do battle against no man, but if it were against giants, and 
against dragons, and wild beasts. So we pass unto them that at the king's request 
made them all that were there at that high feast, as of the knights of the Table 
Round, for to search Sir Urre: to that intent the king did it, to wit which was the 
noblest knight among them. 

Then came Sir Aglovale, Sir Durnore, Sir Tor, that was begotten upon Aries, 
the cowherd's wife, but he was begotten afore Aries wedded her, and King 
Pellinore begat them all, first Sir Tor, Sir Aglovale, Sir Durnore, Sir Lamorak, 
the most noblest knight one that ever was in Arthur's days as for a worldly 
knight, and Sir Percivale that was peerless except Sir Galahad in holy deeds, but 
they died in the quest of the Sangreal. Then came Sir Griflet le Fise de Dieu, Sir 
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Lucan the Butler, Sir Bedevere his brother, Sir Brandiles, Sir Constantine, Sir 
Cador's son of Cornwall, that was king after Arthur's days, and Sir Clegis, Sir 
Sadok, Sir Dinas le Seneschal of Cornwall, Sir Fergus, Sir Driant, Sir Lambegus, 
Sir Clarrus of Cleremont, Sir Cloddrus, Sir Hectimere, Sir Edward of Carnarvon, 
Sir Dinas, Sir Priamus, that was christened by Sir Tristram the noble knight, and 
these three were brethren; Sir Hellaine le Blank that was son to Sir Bors, he 
begat him upon King Brandegoris' daughter, and Sir Brian de Listinoise; Sir 
Gautere, Sir Reynold, Sir Gillemere, were three brethren that Sir Launcelot won 
upon a bridge in Sir Kay's arms. Sir Guyart le Petite, Sir Bellangere le Beuse, 
that was son to the good knight, Sir Alisander le Orphelin, that was slain by the 
treason of King Mark. Also that traitor king slew the noble knight Sir Tristram, 
as he sat harping afore his lady La Beale Isoud, with a trenchant glaive, for 
whose death was much bewailing of every knight that ever were in Arthur's 
days; there was never none so bewailed as was Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak, for 
they were traitorously slain, Sir Tristram by King Mark, and Sir Lamorak by Sir 
Gawaine and his brethren. And this Sir Bellangere revenged the death of his 
father Alisander, and Sir Tristram slew King Mark, and La Beale Isoud died 
swooning upon the corse of Sir Tristram, whereof was great pity. And all that 
were with King Mark that were consenting to the death of Sir Tristram were 
slain, as Sir Andred and many other. 

Then came Sir Hebes, Sir Morganore, Sir Sentraile, Sir Suppinabilis, Sir 
Bellangere le Orgulous, that the good knight Sir Lamorak won in plain battle; Sir 
Neroveus and Sir Plenorius, two good knights that Sir Launcelot won; Sir 
Darras, Sir Harry le Fise Lake, Sir Erminide, brother to King Hermaunce, for 
whom Sir Palomides fought at the Red City with two brethren; and Sir Selises of 
the Dolorous Tower, Sir Edward of Orkney, Sir Ironside, that was called the 
noble Knight of the Red Launds that Sir Gareth won for the love of Dame 
Liones, Sir Arrok de Grevaunt, Sir Degrane Saunce Velany that fought with the 
giant of the black lowe, Sir Epinogris, that was the king's son of 
Northumberland. Sir Pelleas that loved the lady Ettard, and he had died for her 
love had not been one of the ladies of the lake, her name was Dame Nimue, and 
she wedded Sir Pelleas, and she saved him that he was never slain, and he was a 
full noble knight; and Sir Lamiel of Cardiff that was a great lover. Sir Plaine de 
Fors, Sir Melleaus de Lile, Sir Bohart le Cure Hardy that was King Arthur's son, 
Sir Mador de la Porte, Sir Colgrevance, Sir Hervise de la Forest Savage, Sir 
Marrok, the good knight that was betrayed with his wife, for she made him seven 
year a wer-wolf, Sir Persaunt, Sir Pertilope, his brother, that was called the 
Green Knight, and Sir Perimones, brother to them both, that was called the Red 
Knight, that Sir Gareth won when he was called Beaumains. All these hundred 
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knights and ten searched Sir Urre's wounds by the commandment of King 
Arthur. 


CHAPTER XII. How Sir Launcelot was commanded by Arthur to 
handle his wounds, and anon he was all whole, and how they thanked God 

MERCY Jesu, said King Arthur, where is Sir Launcelot du Lake that he is 
not here at this time? Thus, as they stood and spake of many things, there was 
espied Sir Launcelot that came riding toward them, and told the king. Peace, said 
the king, let no manner thing be said until he be come to us. So when Sir 
Launcelot espied King Arthur, he descended from his horse and came to the 
king, and saluted him and them all. Anon as the maid, Sir Urre's sister, saw Sir 
Launcelot, she ran to her brother thereas he lay in his litter, and said: Brother, 
here is come a knight that my heart giveth greatly unto. Fair sister, said Sir Urre, 
so doth my heart light against him, and certainly I hope now to be healed, for my 
heart giveth unto him more than to all these that have searched me. 

Then said Arthur unto Sir Launcelot: Ye must do as we have done; and told 
Sir Launcelot what they had done, and showed him them all, that had searched 
him. Jesu defend me, said Sir Launcelot, when so many kings and knights have 
assayed and failed, that I should presume upon me to enchieve that all ye, my 
lords, might not enchieve. Ye shall not choose, said King Arthur, for I will 
command you for to do as we all have done. My most renowned lord, said Sir 
Launcelot, ye know well I dare not nor may not disobey your commandment, but 
an I might or durst, wit you well I would not take upon me to touch that 
wounded knight in that intent that I should pass all other knights; Jesu defend me 
from that shame. Ye take it wrong, said King Arthur, ye shall not do it for no 
presumption, but for to bear us fellowship, insomuch ye be a fellow of the Table 
Round; and wit you well, said King Arthur, an ye prevail not and heal him, I 
dare say there is no knight in this land may heal him, and therefore I pray you, 
do as we have done. 

And then all the kings and knights for the most part prayed Sir Launcelot to 
search him; and then the wounded knight, Sir Urre, set him up weakly, and 
prayed Sir Launcelot heartily, saying: Courteous knight, I require thee for God's 
sake heal my wounds, for methinketh ever sithen ye came here my wounds 
grieve me not. Ah, my fair lord, said Sir Launcelot, Jesu would that I might help 
you; I shame me sore that I should be thus rebuked, for never was I able in 
worthiness to do so high a thing. Then Sir Launcelot kneeled down by the 
wounded knight saying: My lord Arthur, I must do your commandment, the 
which is sore against my heart. And then he held up his hands, and looked into 
the east, saying secretly unto himself: Thou blessed Father, Son, and Holy 
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Ghost, I beseech thee of thy mercy, that my simple worship and honesty be 
saved, and thou blessed Trinity, thou mayst give power to heal this sick knight 
by thy great virtue and grace of thee, but, Good Lord, never of myself. And then 
Sir Launcelot prayed Sir Urre to let him see his head; and then devoutly kneeling 
he ransacked the three wounds, that they bled a little, and forthwith all the 
wounds fair healed, and seemed as they had been whole a seven year. And in 
likewise he searched his body of other three wounds, and they healed in 
likewise; and then the last of all he searched the which was in his hand, and anon 
it healed fair. 

Then King Arthur and all the kings and knights kneeled down and gave 
thankings and lovings unto God and to His Blessed Mother. And ever Sir 
Launcelot wept as he had been a child that had been beaten. Then King Arthur 
let array priests and clerks in the most devoutest manner, to bring in Sir Urre 
within Carlisle, with singing and loving to God. And when this was done, the 
king let clothe him in the richest manner that could be thought; and then were 
there but few better made knights in all the court, for he was passingly well 
made and bigly; and Arthur asked Sir Urre how he felt himself. My good lord, 
he said, I felt myself never so lusty. Will ye joust and do deeds of arms? said 
King Arthur. Sir, said Urre, an I had all that longed unto jousts I would be soon 
ready. 


CHAPTER XIII. How there was a party made of an hundred knights 
against an hundred knights, and of other matters 

THEN Arthur made a party of hundred knights to be against an hundred 
knights. And so upon the morn they jousted for a diamond, but there jousted 
none of the dangerous knights; and so for to shorten this tale, Sir Urre and Sir 
Lavaine jousted best that day, for there was none of them but he overthrew and 
pulled down thirty knights; and then by the assent of all the kings and lords, Sir 
Urre and Sir Lavaine were made knights of the Table Round. And Sir Lavaine 
cast his love unto Dame Felelolie, Sir Urre's sister, and then they were wedded 
together with great joy, and King Arthur gave to everych of them a barony of 
lands. And this Sir Urre would never go from Sir Launcelot, but he and Sir 
Lavaine awaited evermore upon him; and they were in all the court accounted 
for good knights, and full desirous in arms; and many noble deeds they did, for 
they would have no rest, but ever sought adventures. 

Thus they lived in all that court with great noblesse and joy long time. But 
every night and day Sir Agravaine, Sir Gawaine's brother, awaited Queen 
Guenever and Sir Launcelot du Lake to put them to a rebuke and shame. And so 
I leave here of this tale, and overskip great books of Sir Launcelot du Lake, what 
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great adventures he did when he was called Le Chevaler du Chariot. For as the 
French book saith, because of despite that knights and ladies called him the 
knight that rode in the chariot like as he were judged to the gallows, therefore in 
despite of all them that named him so, he was carried in a chariot a twelvemonth, 
for, but little after that he had slain Sir Meliagrance in the queen's quarrel, he 
never in a twelvemonth came on horseback. And as the French book saith, he did 
that twelvemonth more than forty battles. And because I have lost the very 
matter of Le Chevaier du Chariot, I depart from the tale of Sir Launcelot, and 
here I go unto the morte of King Arthur; and that caused Sir Agravaine. 

Explicit liber xix. And hereafter followeth the most piteous history of the 
morte of King Arthur, the which is the twentieth book. 
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BOOK XxX 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred were busy upon Sir 
Gawaine for to disclose the love between Sir Launcelot and Queen 
Guenever 

IN May when every lusty heart flourisheth and bourgeoneth, for as the 
season is lusty to behold and comfortable, so man and woman rejoice and 
gladden of summer coming with his fresh flowers: for winter with his rough 
winds and blasts causeth a lusty man and woman to cower and sit fast by the 
fire. So in this season, as in the month of May, it befell a great anger and unhap 
that stinted not till the flower of chivalry of all the world was destroyed and 
slain; and all was long upon two unhappy knights the which were named 
Agravaine and Sir Mordred, that were brethren unto Sir Gawaine. For this Sir 
Agravaine and Sir Mordred had ever a privy hate unto the queen Dame 
Guenever and to Sir Launcelot, and daily and nightly they ever watched upon Sir 
Launcelot. 

So it mishapped, Sir Gawaine and all his brethren were in King Arthur's 
chamber; and then Sir Agravaine said thus openly, and not in no counsel, that 
many knights might hear it: I marvel that we all be not ashamed both to see and 
to know how Sir Launcelot lieth daily and nightly by the queen, and all we know 
it so; and it is shamefully suffered of us all, that we all should suffer so noble a 
king as King Arthur is so to be shamed. 

Then spake Sir Gawaine, and said: Brother Sir Agravaine, I pray you and 
charge you move no such matters no more afore me, for wit you well, said Sir 
Gawaine, I will not be of your counsel. So God me help, said Sir Gaheris and Sir 
Gareth, we will not be knowing, brother Agravaine, of your deeds. Then will I, 
said Sir Mordred. I lieve well that, said Sir Gawaine, for ever unto all 
unhappiness, brother Sir Mordred, thereto will ye grant; and I would that ye left 
all this, and made you not so busy, for I know, said Sir Gawaine, what will fall 
of it. Fall of it what fall may, said Sir Agravaine, I will disclose it to the king. 
Not by my counsel, said Sir Gawaine, for an there rise war and wrack betwixt 
Sir Launcelot and us, wit you well brother, there will many kings and great lords 
hold with Sir Launcelot. Also, brother Sir Agravaine, said Sir Gawaine, ye must 
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remember how ofttimes Sir Launcelot hath rescued the king and the queen; and 
the best of us all had been full cold at the heart-root had not Sir Launcelot been 
better than we, and that hath he proved himself full oft. And as for my part, said 
Sir Gawaine, I will never be against Sir Launcelot for one day's deed, when he 
rescued me from King Carados of the Dolorous Tower, and slew him, and saved 
my life. Also, brother Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred, in like wise Sir Launcelot 
rescued you both, and threescore and two, from Sir Turquin. Methinketh brother, 
such kind deeds and kindness should be remembered. Do as ye list, said Sir 
Agravaine, for I will lain it no longer. With these words came to them King 
Arthur. Now brother, stint your noise, said Sir Gawaine. We will not, said Sir 
Agravaine and Sir Mordred. Will ye so? said Sir Gawaine; then God speed you, 
for I will not hear your tales ne be of your counsel. No more will I, said Sir 
Gareth and Sir Gaheris, for we will never say evil by that man; for because, said 
Sir Gareth, Sir Launcelot made me knight, by no manner owe [ to say ill of him: 
and therewithal they three departed, making great dole. Alas, said Sir Gawaine 
and Sir Gareth, now is this realm wholly mischieved, and the noble fellowship of 
the Round Table shall be disparpled: so they departed. 


CHAPTER II. How Sir Agravaine disclosed their love to King Arthur, 
and how King Arthur gave them licence to take him 

AND then Sir Arthur asked them what noise they made. My lord, said 
Agravaine, I shall tell you that I may keep no longer. Here is I, and my brother 
Sir Mordred, brake unto my brothers Sir Gawaine, Sir Gaheris, and to Sir 
Gareth, how this we know all, that Sir Launcelot holdeth your queen, and hath 
done long; and we be your sister's sons, and we may suffer it no longer, and all 
we wot that ye should be above Sir Launcelot; and ye are the king that made him 
knight, and therefore we will prove it, that he is a traitor to your person. 

If it be so, said Sir Arthur, wit you well he is none other, but I would be loath 
to begin such a thing but I might have proofs upon it; for Sir Launcelot is an 
hardy knight, and all ye know he is the best knight among us all; and but if he be 
taken with the deed, he will fight with him that bringeth up the noise, and I know 
no knight that is able to match him. Therefore an it be sooth as ye say, I would 
he were taken with the deed. For as the French book saith, the king was full loath 
thereto, that any noise should be upon Sir Launcelot and his queen; for the king 
had a deeming, but he would not hear of it, for Sir Launcelot had done so much 
for him and the queen so many times, that wit ye well the king loved him 
passingly well. My lord, said Sir Agravaine, ye shall ride to-morn a-hunting, and 
doubt ye not Sir Launcelot will not go with you. Then when it draweth toward 
night, ye may send the queen word that ye will lie out all that night, and so may 
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ye send for your cooks, and then upon pain of death we shall take him that night 
with the queen, and outher we shall bring him to you dead or quick. I will well, 
said the king; then I counsel you, said the king, take with you sure fellowship. 
Sir, said Agravaine, my brother, Sir Mordred, and I, will take with us twelve 
knights of the Round Table. Beware, said King Arthur, for I warn you ye shall 
find him wight. Let us deal, said Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred. 

So on the morn King Arthur rode a-hunting, and sent word to the queen that 
he would be out all that night. Then Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred gat to them 
twelve knights, and hid themself in a chamber in the Castle of Carlisle, and these 
were their names: Sir Colgrevance, Sir Mador de la Porte, Sir Gingaline, Sir 
Meliot de Logris, Sir Petipase of Winchelsea, Sir Galleron of Galway, Sir 
Melion of the Mountain, Sir Astamore, Sir Gromore Somir Joure, Sir Curselaine, 
Sir Florence, Sir Lovel. So these twelve knights were with Sir Mordred and Sir 
Agravaine, and all they were of Scotland, outher of Sir Gawaine's kin, either 
well-willers to his brethren. 

So when the night came, Sir Launcelot told Sir Bors how he would go that 
night and speak with the queen. Sir, said Sir Bors, ye shall not go this night by 
my counsel. Why? said Sir Launcelot. Sir, said Sir Bors, I dread me ever of Sir 
Agravaine, that waiteth you daily to do you shame and us all; and never gave my 
heart against no going, that ever ye went to the queen, so much as now; for I 
mistrust that the king is out this night from the queen because peradventure he 
hath lain some watch for you and the queen, and therefore I dread me sore of 
treason. Have ye no dread, said Sir Launcelot, for I shall go and come again, and 
make no tarrying. Sir, said Sir Bors, that me repenteth, for I dread me sore that 
your going out this night shall wrath us all. Fair nephew, said Sir Launcelot, I 
marvel much why ye say thus, sithen the queen hath sent for me; and wit ye well 
I will not be so much a coward, but she shall understand I will see her good 
grace. God speed you well, said Sir Bors, and send you sound and safe again. 


CHAPTER III. How Sir Launcelot was espied in the queen's chamber, 
and how Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred came with twelve knights to slay 
him 

SO Sir Launcelot departed, and took his sword under his arm, and so in his 
mantle that noble knight put himself in great Jeopardy; and so he passed till he 
came to the queen's chamber, and then Sir Launcelot was lightly put into the 
chamber. And then, as the French book saith, the queen and Launcelot were 
together. And whether they were abed or at other manner of disports, me list not 
hereof make no mention, for love that time was not as is now-a-days. But thus as 
they were together, there came Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred, with twelve 
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knights with them of the Round Table, and they said with crying voice: Traitor- 
knight, Sir Launcelot du Lake, now art thou taken. And thus they cried with a 
loud voice, that all the court might hear it; and they all fourteen were armed at 
all points as they should fight in a battle. Alas said Queen Guenever, now are we 
mischieved both Madam, said Sir Launcelot, is there here any armour within 
your chamber, that I might cover my poor body withal? An if there be any give it 
me, and I shall soon stint their malice, by the grace of God. Truly, said the 
queen, I have none armour, shield, sword, nor spear; wherefore I dread me sore 
our long love is come to a mischievous end, for I hear by their noise there be 
many noble knights, and well I wot they be surely armed, and against them ye 
may make no resistance. Wherefore ye are likely to be slain, and then shall I be 
brent. For an ye might escape them, said the queen, I would not doubt but that ye 
would rescue me in what danger that ever I stood in. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, in 
all my life thus was I never bestead, that I should be thus shamefully slain for 
lack of mine armour. 

But ever in one Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred cried: Traitor-knight, come 
out of the queen's chamber, for wit thou well thou art so beset that thou shalt not 
escape. O Jesu mercy, said Sir Launcelot, this shameful cry and noise I may not 
suffer, for better were death at once than thus to endure this pain. Then he took 
the queen in his arms, and kissed her, and said: Most noble Christian queen, I 
beseech you as ye have been ever my special good lady, and I at all times your 
true poor knight unto my power, and as I never failed you in right nor in wrong 
sithen the first day King Arthur made me knight, that ye will pray for my soul if 
that I here be slain; for well I am assured that Sir Bors, my nephew, and all the 
remnant of my kin, with Sir Lavaine and Sir Urre, that they will not fail you to 
rescue you from the fire; and therefore, mine own lady, recomfort yourself, 
whatsomever come of me, that ye go with Sir Bors, my nephew, and Sir Urre, 
and they all will do you all the pleasure that they can or may, that ye shall live 
like a queen upon my lands. Nay, Launcelot, said the queen, wit thou well I will 
never live after thy days, but an thou be slain I will take my death as meekly for 
Jesu Christ's sake as ever did any Christian queen. Well, madam, said I-auncelot, 
sith it is so that the day is come that our love must depart, wit you well I shall 
sell my life as dear as I may; and a thousandfold, said Sir Launcelot, I am more 
heavier for you than for myself. And now I had liefer than to be lord of all 
Christendom, that I had sure armour upon me, that men might speak of my deeds 
or ever I were slain. Truly, said the queen, I would an it might please God that 
they would take me and slay me, and suffer you to escape. That shall never be, 
said Sir Launcelot, God defend me from such a shame, but Jesu be Thou my 
shield and mine armour! 
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CHAPTER IV. How Sir Launcelot slew Sir Colgrevance, and armed 
him in his harness, and after slew Sir Agravaine, and twelve of his fellows 

AND therewith Sir Launcelot wrapped his mantle about his arm well and 
surely; and by then they had gotten a great form out of the hall, and therewithal 
they rashed at the door. Fair lords, said Sir Launcelot, leave your noise and your 
rashing, and I shall set open this door, and then may ye do with me what it liketh 
you. Come off then, said they all, and do it, for it availeth thee not to strive 
against us all; and therefore let us into this chamber, and we shall save thy life 
until thou come to King Arthur. Then Launcelot unbarred the door, and with his 
left hand he held it open a little, so that but one man might come in at once; and 
so there came striding a good knight, a much man and large, and his name was 
Colgrevance of Gore, and he with a sword struck at Sir Launcelot mightily; and 
he put aside the stroke, and gave him such a buffet upon the helmet, that he fell 
grovelling dead within the chamber door. And then Sir Launcelot with great 
might drew that dead knight within the chamber door; and Sir Launcelot with 
help of the queen and her ladies was lightly armed in Sir Colgrevance's armour. 

And ever stood Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred crying: Traitor-knight, come 
out of the queen's chamber. Leave your noise, said Sir Launcelot unto Sir 
Agravaine, for wit you well, Sir Agravaine, ye shall not prison me this night; and 
therefore an ye do by my counsel, go ye all from this chamber door, and make 
not such crying and such manner of slander as ye do; for I promise you by my 
knighthood, an ye will depart and make no more noise, I shall as to-morn appear 
afore you all before the king, and then let it be seen which of you all, outher else 
ye all, that will accuse me of treason; and there I shall answer you as a knight 
should, that hither I came to the queen for no manner of mal engin, and that will 
I prove and make it good upon you with my hands. Fie on thee, traitor, said Sir 
Agravaine and Sir Mordred, we will have thee maugre thy head, and slay thee if 
we list; for we let thee wit we have the choice of King Arthur to save thee or to 
slay thee. Ah sirs, said Sir Launcelot, is there none other grace with you? then 
keep yourself. 

So then Sir Launcelot set all open the chamber door, and mightily and 
knightly he strode in amongst them; and anon at the first buffet he slew Sir 
Agravaine. And twelve of his fellows after, within a little while after, he laid 
them cold to the earth, for there was none of the twelve that might stand Sir 
Launcelot one buffet. Also Sir Launcelot wounded Sir Mordred, and he fled with 
all his might. And then Sir Launcelot returned again unto the queen, and said: 
Madam, now wit you well all our true love is brought to an end, for now will 
King Arthur ever be my foe; and therefore, madam, an it like you that I may 
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have you with me, I shall save you from all manner adventures dangerous. That 
is not best, said the queen; meseemeth now ye have done so much harm, it will 
be best ye hold you still with this. And if ye see that as to-morn they will put me 
unto the death, then may ye rescue me as ye think best. I will well, said Sir 
Launcelot, for have ye no doubt, while I am living I shall rescue you. And then 
he kissed her, and either gave other a ring; and so there he left the queen, and 
went until his lodging. 


CHAPTER V. How Sir Launcelot came to Sir Bors, and told him how he 

had sped, and in what adventure he had been, and how he had escaped 

WHEN Sir Bors saw Sir Launcelot he was never so glad of his home-coming 
as he was then. Jesu mercy, said Sir Launcelot, why be ye all armed: what 
meaneth this? Sir, said Sir Bors, after ye were departed from us, we all that be of 
your blood and your well-willers were so dretched that some of us leapt out of 
our beds naked, and some in their dreams caught naked swords in their hands; 
therefore, said Sir Bors, we deem there is some great strife at hand; and then we 
all deemed that ye were betrapped with some treason, and therefore we made us 
thus ready, what need that ever ye were in. 

My fair nephew, said Sir Launcelot unto Sir Bors, now shall ye wit all, that 
this night I was more harder bestead than ever I was in my life, and yet I 
escaped. And so he told them all how and in what manner, as ye have heard to- 
fore. And therefore, my fellows, said Sir Launcelot, I pray you all that ye will be 
of good heart in what need somever I stand, for now is war come to us all. Sir, 
said Bors, all is welcome that God sendeth us, and we have had much weal with 
you and much worship, and therefore we will take the woe with you as we have 
taken the weal. And therefore, they said all (there were many good knights), look 
ye take no discomfort, for there nis no bands of knights under heaven but we 
shall be able to grieve them as much as they may us. And therefore discomfort 
not yourself by no manner, and we shall gather together that we love, and that 
loveth us, and what that ye will have done shall be done. And therefore, Sir 
Launcelot, said they, we will take the woe with the weal. Grant mercy, said Sir 
Launcelot, of your good comfort, for in my great distress, my fair nephew, ye 
comfort me greatly, and much I am beholding unto you. But this, my fair 
nephew, I would that ye did in all haste that ye may, or it be forth days, that ye 
will look in their lodging that be lodged here nigh about the king, which will 
hold with me, and which will not, for now I would know which were my friends 
from my foes. Sir, said Sir Bors, I shall do my pain, and or it be seven of the 
clock I shall wit of such as ye have said before, who will hold with you. 

Then Sir Bors called unto him Sir Lionel, Sir Ector de Maris, Sir Blamore de 
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Ganis, Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, Sir Gahalantine, Sir Galihodin, Sir Galihud, Sir 
Menadeuke Sir Villiers the Valiant, Sir Hebes le Renoumes, Sir Lavaine Sir Urre 
of Hungary, Sir Nerounes, Sir Plenorius. These two knights Sir Launcelot made, 
and the one he won upon a bridge, and therefore they would never be against 
him. And Harry le Fise du Lake, and Sir Selises of the Dolorous Tower, and Sir 
Melias de Lile, and Sir Bellangere le Beuse, that was Sir Alisander's son Le 
Orphelin, because his mother Alice le Beale Pellerin and she was kin unto Sir 
Launcelot, and he held with him. So there came Sir Palomides and Sir Safere, 
his brother, to hold with Sir Launcelot, and Sir Clegis of Sadok, and Sir Dinas, 
Sir Clarius of Cleremont. So these two-and-twenty knights drew them together, 
and by then they were armed on horseback, and promised Sir Launcelot to do 
what he would. Then there fell to them, what of North Wales and of Cornwall, 
for Sir Lamorak's sake and for Sir Tristram's sake, to the number of a fourscore 
knights. 

My lords, said Sir Launcelot, wit you well, I have been ever since I came 
into this country well willed unto my lord, King Arthur, and unto my lady, 
Queen Guenever, unto my power; and this night because my lady the queen sent 
for me to speak with her, I suppose it was made by treason, howbeit I dare 
largely excuse her person, notwithstanding I was there by a forecast near slain, 
but as Jesu provided me I escaped all their malice and treason. And then that 
noble knight Sir Launcelot told them all how he was hard bestead in the queen's 
chamber, and how and in what manner he escaped from them. And therefore, 
said Sir Launcelot, wit you well, my fair lords, I am sure there nis but war unto 
me and mine. And for because I have slain this night these knights, I wot well, as 
is Sir Agravaine Sir Gawaine's brother, and at the least twelve of his fellows, for 
this cause now I am sure of mortal war, for these knights were sent and ordained 
by King Arthur to betray me. And therefore the king will in his heat and malice 
judge the queen to the fire, and that may I not suffer, that she should be brent for 
my sake; for an I may be heard and suffered and so taken, I will fight for the 
queen, that she is a true lady unto her lord; but the king in his heat I dread me 
will not take me as I ought to be taken. 


CHAPTER VI. Of the counsel and advice that was taken by Sir 
Launcelot and his friends for to save the queen 
MY lord, Sir Launcelot, said Sir Bors, by mine advice ye shall take the woe 
with the weal, and take it in patience, and thank God of it. And sithen it is fallen 
as it is, I counsel you keep yourself, for an ye will yourself, there is no 
fellowship of knights christened that shall do you wrong. Also I will counsel you 
my lord, Sir Launcelot, than an my lady, Queen Guenever, be in distress, 
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insomuch as she is in pain for your sake, that ye knightly rescue her; an ye did 
otherwise, all the world will speak of you shame to the world's end. Insomuch as 
ye were taken with her, whether ye did right or wrong, it is now your part to hold 
with the queen, that she be not slain and put to a mischievous death, for an she 
so die the shame shall be yours. Jesu defend me from shame, said Sir Launcelot, 
and keep and save my lady the queen from villainy and shameful death, and that 
she never be destroyed in my default; wherefore my fair lords, my kin, and my 
friends, said Sir Launcelot, what will ye do? Then they said all: We will do as ye 
will do. I put this to you, said Sir Launcelot, that if my lord Arthur by evil 
counsel will to-morn in his heat put my lady the queen to the fire there to be 
brent, now I pray you counsel me what is best to do. Then they said all at once 
with one voice: Sir, us thinketh best that ye knightly rescue the queen, insomuch 
as she shall be brent it is for your sake; and it is to suppose, an ye might be 
handled, ye should have the same death, or a more shamefuler death. And sir, we 
say all, that ye have many times rescued her from death for other men's quarrels, 
us seemeth it is more your worship that ye rescue the queen from this peril, 
insomuch she hath it for your sake. 

Then Sir Launcelot stood still, and said: My fair lords, wit you well I would 
be loath to do that thing that should dishonour you or my blood, and wit you 
well I would be loath that my lady, the queen, should die a shameful death; but 
an it be so that ye will counsel me to rescue her, I must do much harm or I rescue 
her; and peradventure I shall there destroy some of my best friends, that should 
much repent me; and peradventure there be some, an they could well bring it 
about, or disobey my lord King Arthur, they would soon come to me, the which I 
were loath to hurt. And if so be that I rescue her, where shall I keep her? That 
shall be the least care of us all, said Sir Bors. How did the noble knight Sir 
Tristram, by your good will? kept not he with him La Beale Isoud near three 
year in Joyous Gard? the which was done by your alther device, and that same 
place is your own; and in likewise may ye do an ye list, and take the queen 
lightly away, if it so be the king will judge her to be brent; and in Joyous Gard 
ye may keep her long enough until the heat of the king be past. And then shall ye 
bring again the queen to the king with great worship; and then peradventure ye 
shall have thank for her bringing home, and love and thank where other shall 
have maugre. 

That is hard to do, said Sir Launcelot, for by Sir Tristram I may have a 
warning, for when by means of treaties, Sir Tristram brought again La Beale 
Isoud unto King Mark from Joyous Gard, look what befell on the end, how 
shamefully that false traitor King Mark slew him as he sat harping afore his lady 
La Beale Isoud, with a grounden glaive he thrust him in behind to the heart. It 
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grieveth me, said Sir Launcelot, to speak of his death, for all the world may not 
find such a knight. All this is truth, said Sir Bors, but there is one thing shall 
courage you and us all, ye know well King Arthur and King Mark were never 
like of conditions, for there was never yet man could prove King Arthur untrue 
of his promise. 

So to make short tale, they were all consented that for better outher for 
worse, if so were that the queen were on that morn brought to the fire, shortly 
they all would rescue her. And so by the advice of Sir Launcelot, they put them 
all in an embushment in a wood, as nigh Carlisle as they might, and there they 
abode still, to wit what the king would do. 


CHAPTER VII. How Sir Mordred rode hastily to the king, to tell him of 

the affray and death of Sir Agravaine and the other knights 

NOW turn we again unto Sir Mordred, that when he was escaped from the 
noble knight, Sir Launcelot, he anon gat his horse and mounted upon him, and 
rode unto King Arthur, sore wounded and smitten, and all forbled; and there he 
told the king all how it was, and how they were all slain save himself all only. 
Jesu mercy, how may this be? said the king; took ye him in the queen's chamber? 
Yea, so God me help, said Sir Mordred, there we found him unarmed, and there 
he slew Colgrevance, and armed him in his armour; and all this he told the king 
from the beginning to the ending. Jesu mercy, said the king, he is a marvellous 
knight of prowess. Alas, me sore repenteth, said the king, that ever Sir Launcelot 
should be against me. Now I am sure the noble fellowship of the Round Table is 
broken for ever, for with him will many a noble knight hold; and now it is fallen 
so, said the king, that I may not with my worship, but the queen must suffer the 
death. So then there was made great ordinance in this heat, that the queen must 
be judged to the death. And the law was such in those days that whatsomever 
they were, of what estate or degree, if they were found guilty of treason, there 
should be none other remedy but death; and outher the men or the taking with 
the deed should be causer of their hasty judgment. And right so was it ordained 
for Queen Guenever, because Sir Mordred was escaped sore wounded, and the 
death of thirteen knights of the Round Table. These proofs and experiences 
caused King Arthur to command the queen to the fire there to be brent. 

Then spake Sir Gawaine, and said: My lord Arthur, I would counsel you not 
to be over-hasty, but that ye would put it in respite, this judgment of my lady the 
queen, for many causes. One it is, though it were so that Sir Launcelot were 
found in the queen's chamber, yet it might be so that he came thither for none 
evil; for ye know my lord, said Sir Gawaine, that the queen is much beholden 
unto Sir Launcelot, more than unto any other knight, for ofttimes he hath saved 
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her life, and done battle for her when all the court refused the queen; and 
peradventure she sent for him for goodness and for none evil, to reward him for 
his good deeds that he had done to her in times past. And peradventure my lady, 
the queen, sent for him to that intent that Sir Launcelot should come to her good 
grace privily and secretly, weening to her that it was best so to do, in eschewing 
and dreading of slander; for ofttimes we do many things that we ween it be for 
the best, and yet peradventure it turneth to the worst. For I dare say, said Sir 
Gawaine, my lady, your queen, is to you both good and true; and as for Sir 
Launcelot, said Sir Gawaine, I dare say he will make it good upon any knight 
living that will put upon himself villainy or shame, and in like wise he will make 
good for my lady, Dame Guenever. 

That I believe well, said King Arthur, but I will not that way with Sir 
Launcelot, for he trusteth so much upon his hands and his might that he doubteth 
no man; and therefore for my queen he shall never fight more, for she shall have 
the law. And if I may get Sir Launcelot, wit you well he shall have a shameful 
death. Jesu defend, said Sir Gawaine, that I may never see it. Why say ye so? 
said King Arthur; forsooth ye have no cause to love Sir Launcelot, for this night 
last past he slew your brother, Sir Agravaine, a full good knight, and almost he 
had slain your other brother, Sir Mordred, and also there he slew thirteen noble 
knights; and also, Sir Gawaine, remember you he slew two sons of yours, Sir 
Florence and Sir Lovel. My lord, said Sir Gawaine, of all this I have knowledge, 
of whose deaths I repent me sore; but insomuch I gave them warning, and told 
my brethren and my sons aforehand what would fall in the end, insomuch they 
would not do by my counsel, I will not meddle me thereof, nor revenge me 
nothing of their deaths; for I told them it was no boot to strive with Sir 
Launcelot. Howbeit I am sorry of the death of my brethren and of my sons, for 
they are the causers of their own death; for ofttimes I warned my brother Sir 
Agravaine, and I told him the perils the which be now fallen. 


CHAPTER VIII. How Sir Launcelot and his kinsmen rescued the queen 
from the fire, and how he slew many knights 

THEN said the noble King Arthur to Sir Gawaine: Dear nephew, I pray you 
make you ready in your best armour, with your brethren, Sir Gaheris and Sir 
Gareth, to bring my queen to the fire, there to have her judgment and receive the 
death. Nay, my most noble lord, said Sir Gawaine, that will I never do; for wit 
you well I will never be in that place where so noble a queen as is my lady, 
Dame Guenever, shall take a shameful end. For wit you well, said Sir Gawaine, 
my heart will never serve me to see her die; and it shall never be said that ever I 
was of your counsel of her death. 
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Then said the king to Sir Gawaine: Suffer your brothers Sir Gaheris and Sir 
Gareth to be there. My lord, said Sir Gawaine, wit you well they will be loath to 
be there present, because of many adventures the which be like there to fall, but 
they are young and full unable to say you nay. Then spake Sir Gaheris, and the 
good knight Sir Gareth, unto Sir Arthur: Sir, ye may well command us to be 
there, but wit you well it shall be sore against our will; but an we be there by 
your strait commandment ye shall plainly hold us there excused: we will be there 
in peaceable wise, and bear none harness of war upon us. In the name of God, 
said the king, then make you ready, for she shall soon have her judgment anon. 
Alas, said Sir Gawaine, that ever I should endure to see this woful day. So Sir 
Gawaine turned him and wept heartily, and so he went into his chamber; and 
then the queen was led forth without Carlisle, and there she was despoiled into 
her smock. And so then her ghostly father was brought to her, to be shriven of 
her misdeeds. Then was there weeping, and wailing, and wringing of hands, of 
many lords and ladies, but there were but few in comparison that would bear any 
armour for to strength the death of the queen. 

Then was there one that Sir Launcelot had sent unto that place for to espy 
what time the queen should go unto her death; and anon as he saw the queen 
despoiled into her smock, and so shriven, then he gave Sir Launcelot warning. 
Then was there but spurring and plucking up of horses, and right so they came to 
the fire. And who that stood against them, there were they slain; there might 
none withstand Sir Launcelot, so all that bare arms and withstood them, there 
were they slain, full many a noble knight. For there was slain Sir Belliance le 
Orgulous, Sir Segwarides, Sir Griflet, Sir Brandiles, Sir Aglovale, Sir Tor; Sir 
Gauter, Sir Gillimer, Sir Reynolds' three brethren; Sir Damas, Sir Priamus, Sir 
Kay the Stranger, Sir Driant, Sir Lambegus, Sir Herminde; Sir Pertilope, Sir 
Perimones, two brethren that were called the Green Knight and the Red Knight. 
And so in this rushing and hurling, as Sir Launcelot thrang here and there, it 
mishapped him to slay Gaheris and Sir Gareth, the noble knight, for they were 
unarmed and unware. For as the French book saith, Sir Launcelot smote Sir 
Gareth and Sir Gaheris upon the brain-pans, wherethrough they were slain in the 
field; howbeit in very truth Sir Launcelot saw them not, and so were they found 
dead among the thickest of the press. 

Then when Sir Launcelot had thus done, and slain and put to flight all that 
would withstand him, then he rode straight unto Dame Guenever, and made a 
kirtle and a gown to be cast upon her; and then he made her to be set behind him, 
and prayed her to be of good cheer. Wit you well the queen was glad that she 
was escaped from the death. And then she thanked God and Sir Launcelot; and 
so he rode his way with the queen, as the French book saith, unto Joyous Gard, 
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and there he kept her as a noble knight should do; and many great lords and 
some kings sent Sir Launcelot many good knights, and many noble knights drew 
unto Sir Launcelot. When this was known openly, that King Arthur and Sir 
Launcelot were at debate, many knights were glad of their debate, and many 
were full heavy of their debate. 


CHAPTER IX. Of the sorrow and lamentation of King Arthur for the 
death of his nephews and other good knights, and also for the queen, his 
wife 

SO turn we again unto King Arthur, that when it was told him how and in 
what manner of wise the queen was taken away from the fire, and when he heard 
of the death of his noble knights, and in especial of Sir Gaheris and Sir Gareth's 
death, then the king swooned for pure sorrow. And when he awoke of his swoon, 
then he said: Alas, that ever I bare crown upon my head! for now have I lost the 
fairest fellowship of noble knights that ever held Christian king together. Alas, 
my good knights be slain away from me: now within these two days I have lost 
forty knights, and also the noble fellowship of Sir Launcelot and his blood, for 
now I may never hold them together no more with my worship. Alas that ever 
this war began. Now fair fellows, said the king, I charge you that no man tell Sir 
Gawaine of the death of his two brethren; for I am sure, said the king, when Sir 
Gawaine heareth tell that Sir Gareth is dead he will go nigh out of his mind. 
Mercy Jesu, said the king, why slew he Sir Gareth and Sir Gaheris, for I dare say 
as for Sir Gareth he loved Sir Launcelot above all men earthly. That is truth, said 
some knights, but they were slain in the hurtling as Sir Launcelot thrang in the 
thick of the press; and as they were unarmed he smote them and wist not whom 
that he smote, and so unhappily they were slain. The death of them, said Arthur, 
will cause the greatest mortal war that ever was; I am sure, wist Sir Gawaine that 
Sir Gareth were slain, I should never have rest of him till I had destroyed Sir 
Launcelot's kin and himself both, outher else he to destroy me. And therefore, 
said the king, wit you well my heart was never so heavy as it is now, and much 
more I am sorrier for my good knights' loss than for the loss of my fair queen; 
for queens I might have enow, but such a fellowship of good knights shall never 
be together in no company. And now I dare say, said King Arthur, there was 
never Christian king held such a fellowship together; and alas that ever Sir 
Launcelot and I should be at debate. Ah Agravaine, Agravaine, said the king, 
Jesu forgive it thy soul, for thine evil will, that thou and thy brother Sir Mordred 
hadst unto Sir Launcelot, hath caused all this sorrow: and ever among these 
complaints the king wept and swooned. 

Then there came one unto Sir Gawaine, and told him how the queen was led 
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away with Sir Launcelot, and nigh a twenty-four knights slain. O Jesu defend my 
brethren, said Sir Gawaine, for full well wist I that Sir Launcelot would rescue 
her, outher else he would die in that field; and to say the truth he had not been a 
man of worship had he not rescued the queen that day, insomuch she should 
have been brent for his sake. And as in that, said Sir Gawaine, he hath done but 
knightly, and as I would have done myself an I had stood in like case. But where 
are my brethren? said Sir Gawaine, I marvel I hear not of them. Truly, said that 
man, Sir Gareth and Sir Gaheris be slain. Jesu defend, said Sir Gawaine, for all 
the world I would not that they were slain, and in especial my good brother, Sir 
Gareth. Sir, said the man, he is slain, and that is great pity. Who slew him? said 
Sir Gawaine. Sir, said the man, Launcelot slew them both. That may I not 
believe, said Sir Gawaine, that ever he slew my brother, Sir Gareth; for I dare 
say my brother Gareth loved him better than me, and all his brethren, and the 
king both. Also I dare say, an Sir Launcelot had desired my brother Sir Gareth, 
with him he would have been with him against the king and us all, and therefore 
I may never believe that Sir Launcelot slew my brother. Sir, said this man, it is 
noised that he slew him. 


CHAPTER X. How King Arthur at the request of Sir Gawaine 
concluded to make war against Sir Launcelot, and laid siege to his castle 
called Joyous Gard 

ALAS, said Sir Gawaine, now is my joy gone. And then he fell down and 
swooned, and long he lay there as he had been dead. And then, when he arose of 
his swoon, he cried out sorrowfully, and said: Alas! And right so Sir Gawaine 
ran to the king, crying and weeping: O King Arthur, mine uncle, my good 
brother Sir Gareth is slain, and so is my brother Sir Gaheris, the which were two 
noble knights. Then the king wept, and he both; and so they fell a-swooning. 
And when they were revived then spake Sir Gawaine: Sir, I will go see my 
brother, Sir Gareth. Ye may not see him, said the king, for I caused him to be 
interred, and Sir Gaheris both; for I well understood that ye would make over- 
much sorrow, and the sight of Sir Gareth should have caused your double 
sorrow. Alas, my lord, said Sir Gawaine, how slew he my brother, Sir Gareth? 
Mine own good lord I pray you tell me. Truly, said the king, I shall tell you how 
it is told me, Sir Launcelot slew him and Sir Gaheris both. Alas, said Sir 
Gawaine, they bare none arms against him, neither of them both. I wot not how 
it was, said the king, but as it is said, Sir Launcelot slew them both in the 
thickest of the press and knew them not; and therefore let us shape a remedy for 
to revenge their deaths. 

My king, my lord, and mine uncle, said Sir Gawaine, wit you well now I 
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shall make you a promise that I shall hold by my knighthood, that from this day I 
shall never fail Sir Launcelot until the one of us have slain the other. And 
therefore I require you, my lord and king, dress you to the war, for wit you well I 
will be revenged upon Sir Launcelot; and therefore, as ye will have my service 
and my love, now haste you thereto, and assay your friends. For I promise unto 
God, said Sir Gawaine, for the death of my brother, Sir Gareth, I shall seek Sir 
Launcelot throughout seven kings’ realms, but I shall slay him or else he shall 
slay me. Ye shall not need to seek him so far, said the king, for as I hear say, Sir 
Launcelot will abide me and you in the Joyous Gard; and much people draweth 
unto him, as I hear say. That may I believe, said Sir Gawaine; but my lord, he 
said, assay your friends, and I will assay mine. It shall be done, said the king, 
and as I suppose I shall be big enough to draw him out of the biggest tower of 
his castle. 

So then the king sent letters and writs throughout all England, both in the 
length and the breadth, for to assummon all his knights. And so unto Arthur 
drew many knights, dukes, and earls, so that he had a great host. And when they 
were assembled, the king informed them how Sir Launcelot had bereft him his 
queen. Then the king and all his host made them ready to lay siege about Sir 
Launcelot, where he lay within Joyous Gard. Thereof heard Sir Launcelot, and 
purveyed him of many good knights, for with him held many knights; and some 
for his own sake, and some for the queen's sake. Thus they were on both parties 
well furnished and garnished of all manner of thing that longed to the war. But 
King Arthur's host was so big that Sir Launcelot would not abide him in the 
field, for he was full loath to do battle against the king; but Sir Launcelot drew 
him to his strong castle with all manner of victual, and as many noble men as he 
might suffice within the town and the castle. Then came King Arthur with Sir 
Gawaine with an huge host, and laid a siege all about Joyous Gard, both at the 
town and at the castle, and there they made strong war on both parties. But in no 
wise Sir Launcelot would ride out, nor go out of his castle, of long time; neither 
he would none of his good knights to issue out, neither none of the town nor of 
the castle, until fifteen weeks were past. 


CHAPTER XI. Of the communication between King Arthur and Sir 
Launcelot, and how King Arthur reproved him. 

THEN it befell upon a day in harvest time, Sir Launcelot looked over the 
walls, and spake on high unto King Arthur and Sir Gawaine: My lords both, wit 
ye well all is in vain that ye make at this siege, for here win ye no worship but 
maugre and dishonour; for an it list me to come myself out and my good knights, 
I should full soon make an end of this war. Come forth, said Arthur unto 


5007 XRN 


Launcelot, an thou durst, and I promise thee I shall meet thee in midst of the 
field. God defend me, said Sir Launcelot, that ever I should encounter with the 
most noble king that made me knight. Fie upon thy fair language, said the king, 
for wit you well and trust it, I am thy mortal foe, and ever will to my death day; 
for thou hast slain my good knights, and full noble men of my blood, that I shall 
never recover again. Also thou hast lain by my queen, and holden her many 
winters, and sithen like a traitor taken her from me by force. 

My most noble lord and king, said Sir Launcelot, ye may say what ye will, 
for ye wot well with yourself will I not strive; but thereas ye say I have slain 
your good knights, I wot well that I have done so, and that me sore repenteth; but 
I was enforced to do battle with them in saving of my life, or else I must have 
suffered them to have slain me. And as for my lady, Queen Guenever, except 
your person of your highness, and my lord Sir Gawaine, there is no knight under 
heaven that dare make it good upon me, that ever I was a traitor unto your 
person. And where it please you to say that I have holden my lady your queen 
years and winters, unto that I shall ever make a large answer, and prove it upon 
any knight that beareth the life, except your person and Sir Gawaine, that my 
lady, Queen Guenever, is a true lady unto your person as any is living unto her 
lord, and that will I make good with my hands. Howbeit it hath liked her good 
grace to have me in chierte, and to cherish me more than any other knight; and 
unto my power I again have deserved her love, for ofttimes, my lord, ye have 
consented that she should be brent and destroyed, in your heat, and then it 
fortuned me to do battle for her, and or I departed from her adversary they 
confessed their untruth, and she full worshipfully excused. And at such times, 
my lord Arthur, said Sir Launcelot, ye loved me, and thanked me when I saved 
your queen from the fire; and then ye promised me for ever to be my good lord; 
and now methinketh ye reward me full ill for my good service. And my good 
lord, meseemeth I had lost a great part of my worship in my knighthood an I had 
suffered my lady, your queen, to have been brent, and insomuch she should have 
been brent for my sake. For sithen I have done battles for your queen in other 
quarrels than in mine own, meseemeth now I had more right to do battle for her 
in right quarrel. And therefore my good and gracious lord, said Sir Launcelot, 
take your queen unto your good grace, for she is both fair, true, and good. 

Fie on thee, false recreant knight, said Sir Gawaine; I let thee wit my lord, 
mine uncle, King Arthur, shall have his queen and thee, maugre thy visage, and 
slay you both whether it please him. It may well be, said Sir Launcelot, but wit 
you well, my lord Sir Gawaine, an me list to come out of this castle ye should 
win me and the queen more harder than ever ye won a strong battle. Fie on thy 
proud words, said Sir Gawaine; as for my lady, the queen, I will never say of her 
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shame. But thou, false and recreant knight, said Sir Gawaine, what cause hadst 
thou to slay my good brother Sir Gareth, that loved thee more than all my kin? 
Alas thou madest him knight thine own hands; why slew thou him that loved 
thee so well? For to excuse me, said Sir Launcelot, it helpeth me not, but by 
Jesu, and by the faith that I owe to the high order of knighthood, I should with as 
good will have slain my nephew, Sir Bors de Ganis, at that time. But alas that 
ever I was so unhappy, said Launcelot, that I had not seen Sir Gareth and Sir 
Gaheris. 

Thou liest, recreant knight, said Sir Gawaine, thou slewest him in despite of 
me; and therefore, wit thou well I shall make war to thee, and all the while that I 
may live. That me repenteth, said Sir Launcelot; for well I understand it helpeth 
not to seek none accordment while ye, Sir Gawaine, are so mischievously set. 
And if ye were not, I would not doubt to have the good grace of my lord Arthur. 
I believe it well, false recreant knight, said Sir Gawaine; for thou hast many long 
days overled me and us all, and destroyed many of our good knights. Ye say as it 
pleaseth you, said Sir Launcelot; and yet may it never be said on me, and openly 
proved, that ever I by forecast of treason slew no good knight, as my lord, Sir 
Gawaine, ye have done; and so did I never, but in my defence that I was driven 
thereto, in saving of my life. Ah, false knight, said Sir Gawaine, that thou 
meanest by Sir Lamorak: wit thou well I slew him. Ye slew him not yourself, 
said Sir Launcelot; it had been overmuch on hand for you to have slain him, for 
he was one of the best knights christened of his age, and it was great pity of his 
death. 


CHAPTER XII. How the cousins and kinsmen of Sir Launcelot excited 
him to go out to battle, and how they made them ready 

WELL, well, said Sir Gawaine to Launcelot, sithen thou enbraidest me of Sir 
Lamorak, wit thou well I shall never leave thee till I have thee at such avail that 
thou shalt not escape my hands. I trust you well enough, said Sir Launcelot, an 
ye may get me I get but little mercy. But as the French book saith, the noble 
King Arthur would have taken his queen again, and have been accorded with Sir 
Launcelot, but Sir Gawaine would not suffer him by no manner of mean. And 
then Sir Gawaine made many men to blow upon Sir Launcelot; and all at once 
they called him false recreant knight. 

Then when Sir Bors de Ganis, Sir Ector de Maris, and Sir Lionel, heard this 
outcry, they called to them Sir Palomides, Sir Safere's brother, and Sir Lavaine, 
with many more of their blood, and all they went unto Sir Launcelot, and said 
thus: My lord Sir Launcelot, wit ye well we have great scorn of the great rebukes 
that we heard Gawaine say to you; wherefore we pray you, and charge you as ye 
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will have our service, keep us no longer within these walls; for wit you well 
plainly, we will ride into the field and do battle with them; for ye fare as a man 
that were afeard, and for all your fair speech it will not avail you. For wit you 
well Sir Gawaine will not suffer you to be accorded with King Arthur, and 
therefore fight for your life and your right, an ye dare. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, 
for to ride out of this castle, and to do battle, I am full loath. 

Then Sir Launcelot spake on high unto Sir Arthur and Sir Gawaine: My 
lords, I require you and beseech you, sithen that I am thus required and conjured 
to ride into the field, that neither you, my lord King Arthur, nor you Sir 
Gawaine, come not into the field. What shall we do then? said Sir Gawaine, 
[N]is this the king's quarrel with thee to fight? and it is my quarrel to fight with 
thee, Sir Launcelot, because of the death of my brother Sir Gareth. Then must I 
needs unto battle, said Sir Launcelot. Now wit you well, my lord Arthur and Sir 
Gawaine, ye will repent it whensomever I do battle with you. 

And so then they departed either from other; and then either party made them 
ready on the morn for to do battle, and great purveyance was made on both 
sides; and Sir Gawaine let purvey many knights for to wait upon Sir Launcelot, 
for to overset him and to slay him. And on the morn at underne Sir Arthur was 
ready in the field with three great hosts. And then Sir Launcelot's fellowship 
came out at three gates, in a full good array; and Sir Lionel came in the foremost 
battle, and Sir Launcelot came in the middle, and Sir Bors came out at the third 
gate. Thus they came in order and rule, as full noble knights; and always Sir 
Launcelot charged all his knights in any wise to save King Arthur and Sir 
Gawaine. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Gawaine jousted and smote down Sir Lionel, 
and how Sir Launcelot horsed King Arthur 

THEN came forth Sir Gawaine from the king's host, and he came before and 
proffered to joust. And Sir Lionel was a fierce knight, and lightly he encountered 
with Sir Gawaine; and there Sir Gawaine smote Sir Lionel through out the body, 
that he dashed to the earth like as he had been dead; and then Sir Ector de Maris 
and other more bare him into the castle. Then there began a great stour, and 
much people was slain; and ever Sir Launcelot did what he might to save the 
people on King Arthur's party, for Sir Palomides, and Sir Bors, and Sir Safere, 
overthrew many knights, for they were deadly knights. And Sir Blamore de 
Ganis, and Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, with Sir Bellangere le Beuse, these six 
knights did much harm; and ever King Arthur was nigh about Sir Launcelot to 
have slain him, and Sir Launcelot suffered him, and would not strike again. So 
Sir Bors encountered with King Arthur, and there with a spear Sir Bors smote 
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him down; and so he alighted and drew his sword, and said to Sir Launcelot: 
Shall I make an end of this war? and that he meant to have slain King Arthur. 
Not so hardy, said Sir Launcelot, upon pain of thy head, that thou touch him no 
more, for I will never see that most noble king that made me knight neither slain 
ne shamed. And therewithal Sir Launcelot alighted off his horse and took up the 
king and horsed him again, and said thus: My lord Arthur, for God's love stint 
this strife, for ye get here no worship, and I would do mine utterance, but always 
I forbear you, and ye nor none of yours forbeareth me; my lord, remember what 
I have done in many places, and now I am evil rewarded. 

Then when King Arthur was on horseback, he looked upon Sir Launcelot, 
and then the tears brast out of his eyen, thinking on the great courtesy that was in 
Sir Launcelot more than in any other man; and therewith the king rode his way, 
and might no longer behold him, and said: Alas, that ever this war began. And 
then either parties of the battles withdrew them to repose them, and buried the 
dead, and to the wounded men they laid soft salves; and thus they endured that 
night till on the morn. And on the morn by underne they made them ready to do 
battle. And then Sir Bors led the forward. 

So upon the morn there came Sir Gawaine as brim as any boar, with a great 
spear in his hand. And when Sir Bors saw him he thought to revenge his brother 
Sir Lionel of the despite that Sir Gawaine did him the other day. And so they 
that knew either other feutred their spears, and with all their mights of their 
horses and themselves, they met together so felonously that either bare other 
through, and so they fell both to the earth; and then the battles joined, and there 
was much slaughter on both parties. Then Sir Launcelot rescued Sir Bors, and 
sent him into the castle; but neither Sir Gawaine nor Sir Bors died not of their 
wounds, for they were all holpen. Then Sir Lavaine and Sir Urre prayed Sir 
Launcelot to do his pain, and fight as they had done; For we see ye forbear and 
spare, and that doth much harm; therefore we pray you spare not your enemies 
no more than they do you. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, I have no heart to fight 
against my lord Arthur, for ever meseemeth I do not as I ought to do. My lord, 
said Sir Palomides, though ye spare them all this day they will never con you 
thank; and if they may get you at avail ye are but dead. So then Sir Launcelot 
understood that they said him truth; and then he strained himself more than he 
did aforehand, and because his nephew Sir Bors was sore wounded. And then 
within a little while, by evensong time, Sir Launcelot and his party better stood, 
for their horses went in blood past the fetlocks, there was so much people slain. 
And then for pity Sir Launcelot withheld his knights, and suffered King Arthur's 
party for to withdraw them aside. And then Sir Launcelot's party withdrew them 
into his castle, and either parties buried the dead, and put salve unto the wounded 
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men. 

So when Sir Gawaine was hurt, they on King Arthur's party were not so 
orgulous as they were toforehand to do battle. Of this war was noised through all 
Christendom, and at the last it was noised afore the Pope; and he considering the 
great goodness of King Arthur, and of Sir Launcelot, that was called the most 
noblest knights of the world, wherefore the Pope called unto him a noble clerk 
that at that time was there present; the French book saith, it was the Bishop of 
Rochester; and the Pope gave him bulls under lead unto King Arthur of England, 
charging him upon pain of interdicting of all England, that he take his queen 
Dame Guenever unto him again, and accord with Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER XIV. How the Pope sent down his bulls to make peace, and 
how Sir Launcelot brought the queen to King Arthur 

SO when this Bishop was come to Carlisle he shewed the king these bulls. 
And when the king understood these bulls he nist what to do: full fain he would 
have been accorded with Sir Launcelot, but Sir Gawaine would not suffer him; 
but as for to have the queen, thereto he agreed. But in nowise Sir Gawaine would 
not suffer the king to accord with Sir Launcelot; but as for the queen he 
consented. And then the Bishop had of the king his great seal, and his assurance 
as he was a true anointed king that Sir Launcelot should come safe, and go safe, 
and that the queen should not be spoken unto of the king, nor of none other, for 
no thing done afore time past; and of all these appointments the Bishop brought 
with him sure assurance and writing, to shew Sir Launcelot. 

So when the Bishop was come to Joyous Gard, there he shewed Sir 
Launcelot how the Pope had written to Arthur and unto him, and there he told 
him the perils if he withheld the queen from the king. It was never in my 
thought, said Launcelot, to withhold the queen from my lord Arthur; but, 
insomuch she should have been dead for my sake, meseemeth it was my part to 
save her life, and put her from that danger, till better recover might come. And 
now I thank God, said Sir Launcelot, that the Pope hath made her peace; for God 
knoweth, said Sir Launcelot, I will be a thousandfold more gladder to bring her 
again, than ever I was of her taking away; with this, I may be sure to come safe 
and go safe, and that the queen shall have her liberty as she had before; and 
never for no thing that hath been surmised afore this time, she never from this 
day stand in no peril. For else, said Sir Launcelot, I dare adventure me to keep 
her from an harder shour than ever I kept her. It shall not need you, said the 
Bishop, to dread so much; for wit you well, the Pope must be obeyed, and it 
were not the Pope's worship nor my poor honesty to wit you distressed, neither 
the queen, neither in peril, nor shamed. And then he shewed Sir Launcelot all his 
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writing, both from the Pope and from King Arthur. This is sure enough, said Sir 
Launcelot, for full well I dare trust my lord's own writing and his seal, for he was 
never shamed of his promise. Therefore, said Sir Launcelot unto the Bishop, ye 
shall ride unto the king afore, and recommend me unto his good grace, and let 
him have knowledging that this same day eight days, by the grace of God, I 
myself shall bring my lady, Queen Guenever, unto him. And then say ye unto 
my most redoubted king, that I will say largely for the queen, that I shall none 
except for dread nor fear, but the king himself, and my lord Sir Gawaine; and 
that is more for the king's love than for himself. 

So the Bishop departed and came to the king at Carlisle, and told him all how 
Sir Launcelot answered him; and then the tears brast out of the king's eyen. Then 
Sir Launcelot purveyed him an hundred knights, and all were clothed in green 
velvet, and their horses trapped to their heels; and every knight held a branch of 
olive in his hand, in tokening of peace. And the queen had four-and-twenty 
gentlewomen following her in the same wise; and Sir Launcelot had twelve 
coursers following him, and on every courser sat a young gentleman, and all 
they were arrayed in green velvet, with sarps of gold about their quarters, and the 
horse trapped in the same wise down to the heels, with many ouches, y-set with 
stones and pearls in gold, to the number of a thousand. And she and Sir 
Launcelot were clothed in white cloth of gold tissue; and right so as ye have 
heard, as the French book maketh mention, he rode with the queen from Joyous 
Gard to Carlisle. And so Sir Launcelot rode throughout Carlisle, and so in the 
castle, that all men might behold; and wit you well there was many a weeping 
eye. And then Sir Launcelot himself alighted and avoided his horse, and took the 
queen, and so led her where King Arthur was in his seat: and Sir Gawaine sat 
afore him, and many other great lords. So when Sir Launcelot saw the king and 
Sir Gawaine, then he led the queen by the arm, and then he kneeled down, and 
the queen both. Wit you well then was there many bold knight there with King 
Arthur that wept as tenderly as though they had seen all their kin afore them. So 
the king sat still, and said no word. And when Sir Launcelot saw his 
countenance, he arose and pulled up the queen with him, and thus he spake full 
knightly. 


CHAPTER XV. Of the deliverance of the queen to the king by Sir 
Launcelot, and what language Sir Gawaine had to Sir Launcelot 
MY most redoubted king, ye shall understand, by the Pope's commandment 
and yours, I have brought to you my lady the queen, as right requireth; and if 
there be any knight, of whatsomever degree that he be, except your person, that 
will say or dare say but that she is true and clean to you, I here myself, Sir 
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Launcelot du Lake, will make it good upon his body, that she is a true lady unto 
you; but liars ye have listened, and that hath caused debate betwixt you and me. 
For time hath been, my lord Arthur, that ye have been greatly pleased with me 
when I did battle for my lady, your queen; and full well ye know, my most noble 
king, that she hath been put to great wrong or this time; and sithen it pleased you 
at many times that I should fight for her, meseemeth, my good lord, I had more 
cause to rescue her from the fire, insomuch she should have been brent for my 
sake. For they that told you those tales were liars, and so it fell upon them; for by 
likelihood had not the might of God been with me, I might never have endured 
fourteen knights, and they armed and afore purposed, and I unarmed and not 
purposed. For I was sent for unto my lady your queen, I wot not for what cause; 
but I was not so soon within the chamber door, but anon Sir Agravaine and Sir 
Mordred called me traitor and recreant knight. They called thee right, said Sir 
Gawaine. My lord Sir Gawaine, said Sir Launcelot, in their quarrel they proved 
themselves not in the right. Well well, Sir Launcelot, said the king, I have given 
thee no cause to do to me as thou hast done, for I have worshipped thee and thine 
more than any of all my knights. 

My good lord, said Sir Launcelot, so ye be not displeased, ye shall 
understand I and mine have done you oft better service than any other knights 
have done, in many divers places; and where ye have been full hard bestead 
divers times, I have myself rescued you from many dangers; and ever unto my 
power I was glad to please you, and my lord Sir Gawaine; both in jousts, and 
tournaments, and in battles set, both on horseback and on foot, I have often 
rescued you, and my lord Sir Gawaine, and many mo of your knights in many 
divers places. For now I will make avaunt, said Sir Launcelot, I will that ye all 
wit that yet I found never no manner of knight but that I was overhard for him, 
an I had done my utterance, thanked be God; howbeit I have been matched with 
good knights, as Sir Tristram and Sir Lamorak, but ever I had a favour unto them 
and a deeming what they were. And I take God to record, said Sir Launcelot, I 
never was wroth nor greatly heavy with no good knight an I saw him busy about 
to win worship; and glad I was ever when I found any knight that might endure 
me on horseback and on foot: howbeit Sir Carados of the Dolorous Tower was a 
full noble knight and a passing strong man, and that wot ye, my lord Sir 
Gawaine; for he might well be called a noble knight when he by fine force 
pulled you out of your saddle, and bound you overthwart afore him to his saddle 
bow; and there, my lord Sir Gawaine, I rescued you, and slew him afore your 
sight. Also I found his brother, Sir Turquin, in likewise leading Sir Gaheris, your 
brother, bounden afore him; and there I rescued your brother and slew that 
Turquin, and delivered three-score-and-four of my lord Arthur's knights out of 
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his prison. And now I dare say, said Sir Launcelot, I met never with so strong 
knights, nor so well fighting, as was Sir Carados and Sir Turquin, for I fought 
with them to the uttermost. And therefore, said Sir Launcelot unto Sir Gawaine, 
meseemeth ye ought of right to remember this; for, an I might have your good 
will, I would trust to God to have my lord Arthur's good grace. 


CHAPTER XVI. Of the communication between Sir Gawaine and Sir 
Launcelot, with much other language 

THE king may do as he will, said Sir Gawaine, but wit thou well, Sir 
Launcelot, thou and I shall never be accorded while we live, for thou hast slain 
three of my brethren; and two of them ye slew traitorly and piteously, for they 
bare none harness against thee, nor none would bear. God would they had been 
armed, said Sir Launcelot, for then had they been alive. And wit ye well Sir 
Gawaine, as for Sir Gareth, I love none of my kinsmen so much as I did him; 
and ever while I live, said Sir Launcelot, I will bewail Sir Gareth's death, not all 
only for the great fear I have of you, but many causes cause me to be sorrowful. 
One is, for I made him knight; another is, I wot well he loved me above all other 
knights; and the third is, he was passing noble, true, courteous, and gentle, and 
well conditioned; the fourth is, I wist well, anon as I heard that Sir Gareth was 
dead, I should never after have your love, but everlasting war betwixt us; and 
also I wist well that ye would cause my noble lord Arthur for ever to be my 
mortal foe. And as Jesu be my help, said Sir Launcelot, I slew never Sir Gareth 
nor Sir Gaheris by my will; but alas that ever they were unarmed that unhappy 
day. But thus much I shall offer me, said Sir Launcelot, if it may please the 
king's good grace, and you, my lord Sir Gawaine, I shall first begin at Sandwich, 
and there I shall go in my shirt, barefoot; and at every ten miles' end I will found 
and gar make an house of religion, of what order that ye will assign me, with an 
whole convent, to sing and read, day and night, in especial for Sir Gareth's sake 
and Sir Gaheris. And this shall I perform from Sandwich unto Carlisle; and 
every house shall have sufficient livelihood. And this shall I perform while I 
have any livelihood in Christendom; and there nis none of all these religious 
places, but they shall be performed, furnished and garnished in all things as an 
holy place ought to be, I promise you faithfully. And this, Sir Gawaine, 
methinketh were more fairer, holier, and more better to their souls, than ye, my 
most noble king, and you, Sir Gawaine, to war upon me, for thereby shall ye get 
none avail. 

Then all knights and ladies that were there wept as they were mad, and the 
tears fell on King Arthur's cheeks. Sir Launcelot, said Sir Gawaine, I have right 
well heard thy speech, and thy great proffers, but wit thou well, let the king do as 
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it pleased him, I will never forgive my brothers' death, and in especial the death 
of my brother, Sir Gareth. And if mine uncle, King Arthur, will accord with thee, 
he shall lose my service, for wit thou well thou art both false to the king and to 
me. Sir, said Launcelot he beareth not the life that may make that good and if ye, 
Sir Gawaine, will charge me with so high a thing, ye must pardon me, for then 
needs must I answer you. Nay, said Sir Gawaine, we are past that at this time, 
and that caused the Pope, for he hath charged mine uncle, the king, that he shall 
take his queen again, and to accord with thee, Sir Launcelot, as for this season, 
and therefore thou shalt go safe as thou camest. But in this land thou shalt not 
abide past fifteen days, such summons I give thee: so the king and we were 
consented and accorded or thou camest. And else, said Sir Gawaine, wit thou 
well thou shouldst not have come here, but if it were maugre thy head. And if it 
were not for the Pope's commandment, said Sir Gawaine, I should do battle with 
mine own body against thy body, and prove it upon thee, that thou hast been 
both false unto mine uncle King Arthur, and to me both; and that shall I prove 
upon thy body, when thou art departed from hence, wheresomever I find thee. 


CHAPTER XVII. How Sir Launcelot departed from the king and from 
Joyous Gard over seaward, and what knights went with him 

THEN Sir Launcelot sighed, and therewith the tears fell on his cheeks, and 
then he said thus: Alas, most noble Christian realm, whom I have loved above all 
other realms, and in thee I have gotten a great part of my worship, and now I 
shall depart in this wise. Truly me repenteth that ever I came in this realm, that 
should be thus shamefully banished, undeserved and causeless; but fortune is so 
variant, and the wheel so moveable, there nis none constant abiding, and that 
may be proved by many old chronicles, of noble Ector, and Troilus, and 
Alisander, the mighty conqueror, and many mo other; when they were most in 
their royalty, they alighted lowest. And so fareth it by me, said Sir Launcelot, for 
in this realm I had worship, and by me and mine all the whole Round Table hath 
been increased more in worship, by me and mine blood, than by any other. And 
therefore wit thou well, Sir Gawaine, I may live upon my lands as well as any 
knight that here is. And if ye, most redoubted king, will come upon my lands 
with Sir Gawaine to war upon me, I must endure you as well as I may. But as to 
you, Sir Gawaine, if that ye come there, I pray you charge me not with treason 
nor felony, for an ye do, I must answer you. Do thou thy best, said Sir Gawaine; 
therefore hie thee fast that thou were gone, and wit thou well we shall soon come 
after, and break the strongest castle that thou hast, upon thy head. That shall not 
need, said Sir Launcelot, for an I were as orgulous set as ye are, wit you well I 
should meet you in midst of the field. Make thou no more language, said Sir 
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Gawaine, but deliver the queen from thee, and pike thee lightly out of this court. 
Well, said Sir Launcelot, an I had wist of this short coming, I would have 
advised me twice or that I had come hither; for an the queen had been so dear to 
me as ye noise her, I durst have kept her from the fellowship of the best knights 
under heaven. 

And then Sir Launcelot said unto Guenever, in hearing of the king and them 
all: Madam, now I must depart from you and this noble fellowship for ever; and 
sithen it is so, I beseech you to pray for me, and say me well; and if ye be hard 
bestead by any false tongues, lightly my lady send me word, and if any knight's 
hands may deliver you by battle, I shall deliver you. And therewithal Sir 
Launcelot kissed the queen; and then he said all openly. Now let see what he be 
in this place that dare say the queen is not true unto my lord Arthur, let see who 
will speak an he dare speak. And therewith he brought the queen to the king, and 
then Sir Launcelot took his leave and departed; and there was neither king, duke, 
nor earl, baron nor knight, lady nor gentlewoman, but all they wept as people out 
of their mind, except Sir Gawaine. And when the noble Sir Launcelot took his 
horse to ride out of Carlisle, there was sobbing and weeping for pure dole of his 
departing; and so he took his way unto Joyous Gard. And then ever after he 
called it the Dolorous Gard. And thus departed Sir Launcelot from the court for 
ever. 

And so when he came to Joyous Gard he called his fellowship unto him, and 
asked them what they would do Then they answered all wholly together with 
one voice they would as he would do. My fair fellows, said Sir Launcelot, I must 
depart out of this most noble realm, and now I shall depart it grieveth me sore, 
for I shall depart with no worship, for a flemed man departed never out of a 
realm with no worship; and that is my heaviness, for ever I fear after my days 
that men shall chronicle upon me that I was flemed out of this land; and else, my 
fair lords, be ye sure, an I had not dread shame, my lady, Queen Guenever, and I 
should never have departed. 

Then spake many noble knights, as Sir Palomides, Sir Safere his brother, and 
Sir Bellingere le Beuse, and Sir Urre, with Sir Lavaine, with many others: Sir, an 
ye be so disposed to abide in this land we will never fail you; and if ye list not to 
abide in this land there nis none of the good knights that here be will fail you, for 
many causes. One is, all we that be not of your blood shall never be welcome to 
the court. And sithen it liked us to take a part with you in your distress and 
heaviness in this realm, wit you well it shall like us as well to go in other 
countries with you, and there to take such part as ye do. My fair lords, said Sir 
Launcelot, I well understand you, and as I can, thank you: and ye shall 
understand, such livelihood as I am born unto I shall depart with you in this 
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manner of wise; that is for to say, I shall depart all my livelihood and all my 
lands freely among you, and I myself will have as little as any of you, for have I 
sufficient that may long to my person, I will ask none other rich array; and I trust 
to God to maintain you on my lands as well as ever were maintained any 
knights. Then spake all the knights at once: He have shame that will leave you; 
for we all understand in this realm will be now no quiet, but ever strife and 
debate, now the fellowship of the Round Table is broken; for by the noble 
fellowship of the Round Table was King Arthur upborne, and by their noblesse 
the king and all his realm was in quiet and rest, and a great part they said all was 
because of your noblesse. 


CHAPTER XVIII. How Sir Launcelot passed over the sea, and how he 
made great lords of the knights that went with him 

TRULY, said Sir Launcelot, I thank you all of your good saying, howbeit, I 
wot well, in me was not all the stability of this realm, but in that I might I did my 
devoir; and well I am sure I knew many rebellions in my days that by me were 
peaced, and I trow we all shall hear of them in short space, and that me sore 
repenteth. For ever I dread me, said Sir Launcelot, that Sir Mordred will make 
trouble, for he is passing envious and applieth him to trouble. So they were 
accorded to go with Sir Launcelot to his lands; and to make short tale, they 
trussed, and paid all that would ask them; and wholly an hundred knights 
departed with Sir Launcelot at once, and made their avows they would never 
leave him for weal nor for woe. 

And so they shipped at Cardiff, and sailed unto Benwick: some men call it 
Bayonne, and some men call it Beaune, where the wine of Beaune is. But to say 
the sooth, Sir Launcelot and his nephews were lords of all France, and of all the 
lands that longed unto France; he and his kindred rejoiced it all through Sir 
Launcelot's noble prowess. And then Sir Launcelot stuffed and furnished and 
garnished all his noble towns and castles. Then all the people of those lands 
came to Sir Launcelot on foot and hands. And so when he had stablished all 
these countries, he shortly called a parliament; and there he crowned Sir Lionel, 
King of France; and Sir Bors [he] crowned him king of all King Claudas' lands; 
and Sir Ector de Maris, that was Sir Launcelot's youngest brother, he crowned 
him King of Benwick, and king of all Guienne, that was Sir Launcelot's own 
land. And he made Sir Ector prince of them all, and thus he departed. 

Then Sir Launcelot advanced all his noble knights, and first he advanced 
them of his blood; that was Sir Blamore, he made him Duke of Limosin in 
Guienne and Sir Bleoberis he made him Duke of Poictiers, and Sir Gahalantine 
he made him Duke of Querne, and Sir Galihodin he made him Duke of 
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Sentonge, and Sir Galihud he made him Earl of Perigot, and Sir Menadeuke he 
made him Earl of Roerge, and Sir Villiars the Valiant he made him Earl of 
Bearn, and Sir Hebes le Renoumes he made him Earl of Comange, and Sir 
Lavaine he made him Earl of Arminak, and Sir Urre he made him Earl of 
Estrake, and Sir Neroneus he made him Earl of Pardiak, and Sir Plenorius he 
made Earl of Foise, and Sir Selises of the Dolorous Tower he made him Earl of 
Masauke, and Sir Melias de Lile he made him Earl of Tursauk, and Sir 
Bellangere le Beuse he made Earl of the Launds, and Sir Palomides he made him 
Duke of the Provence, and Sir Safere he made him Duke of Landok, and Sir 
Clegis he gave him the Earldom of Agente, and Sir Sadok he gave the Earldom 
of Surlat, and Sir Dinas le Seneschal he made him Duke of Anjou, and Sir 
Clarrus he made him Duke of Normandy. Thus Sir Launcelot rewarded his noble 
knights and many more, that meseemeth it were too long to rehearse 


CHAPTER XIX. How King Arthur and Sir Gawaine made a great host 
ready to go over sea to make war on Sir Launcelot 

SO leave we Sir Launcelot in his lands, and his noble knights with him, and 
return we again unto King Arthur and to Sir Gawaine, that made a great host 
ready, to the number of threescore thousand; and all thing was made ready for 
their shipping to pass over the sea, and so they shipped at Cardiff. And there 
King Arthur made Sir Mordred chief ruler of all England, and also he put Queen 
Guenever under his governance; because Sir Mordred was King Arthur's son, he 
gave him the rule of his land and of his wife; and so the king passed the sea and 
landed upon Sir Launcelot's lands, and there he brent and wasted, through the 
vengeance of Sir Gawaine, all that they might overrun. 

When this word came to Sir Launcelot, that King Arthur and Sir Gawaine 
were landed upon his lands, and made a full great destruction and waste, then 
spake Sir Bors, and said: My lord Sir Launcelot, it is shame that we suffer them 
thus to ride over our lands, for wit you well, suffer ye them as long as ye will, 
they will do you no favour an they may handle you. Then said Sir Lionel that 
was wary and wise: My lord Sir Launcelot, I will give this counsel, let us keep 
our strong walled towns until they have hunger and cold, and blow on their nails; 
and then let us freshly set upon them, and shred them down as sheep in a field, 
that aliens may take example for ever how they land upon our lands. 

Then spake King Bagdemagus to Sir Launcelot: Sir, your courtesy will 
shende us all, and thy courtesy hath waked all this sorrow; for an they thus over 
our lands ride, they shall by process bring us all to nought whilst we thus in 
holes us hide. Then said Sir Galihud unto Sir Launcelot: Sir, here be knights 
come of kings' blood, that will not long droop, and they are within these walls; 
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therefore give us leave, like as we be knights, to meet them in the field, and we 
shall slay them, that they shall curse the time that ever they came into this 
country. Then spake seven brethren of North Wales, and they were seven noble 
knights; a man might seek in seven kings' lands or he might find such seven 
knights. Then they all said at once: Sir Launcelot, for Christ's sake let us out ride 
with Sir Galihud, for we be never wont to cower in castles nor in noble towns. 

Then spake Sir Launcelot, that was master and governor of them all: My fair 
lords, wit you well I am full loath to ride out with my knights for shedding of 
Christian blood; and yet my lands I understand be full bare for to sustain any 
host awhile, for the mighty wars that whilom made King Claudas upon this 
country, upon my father King Ban, and on mine uncle King Bors; howbeit we 
will as at this time keep our strong walls, and I shall send a messenger unto my 
lord Arthur, a treaty for to take; for better is peace than always war. 

So Sir Launcelot sent forth a damosel and a dwarf with her, requiring King 
Arthur to leave his warring upon his lands; and so she start upon a palfrey, and 
the dwarf ran by her side. And when she came to the pavilion of King Arthur, 
there she alighted; and there met her a gentle knight, Sir Lucan the Butler, and 
said: Fair damosel, come ye from Sir Launcelot du Lake? Yea sir, she said, 
therefore I come hither to speak with my lord the king. Alas, said Sir Lucan, my 
lord Arthur would love Launcelot, but Sir Gawaine will not suffer him. And then 
he said: I pray to God, damosel, ye may speed well, for all we that be about the 
king would Sir Launcelot did best of any knight living. And so with this Lucan 
led the damosel unto the king where he sat with Sir Gawaine, for to hear what 
she would say. So when she had told her tale, the water ran out of the king's 
eyen, and all the lords were full glad for to advise the king as to be accorded 
with Sir Launcelot, save all only Sir Gawaine, and he said: My lord mine uncle, 
what will ye do? Will ye now turn again, now ye are passed thus far upon this 
journey? all the world will speak of your villainy. Nay, said Arthur, wit thou 
well, Sir Gawaine, I will do as ye will advise me; and yet meseemeth, said 
Arthur, his fair proffers were not good to be refused; but sithen I am come so far 
upon this journey, I will that ye give the damosel her answer, for I may not speak 
to her for pity, for her proffers be so large. 


CHAPTER XX. What message Sir Gawaine sent to Sir Launcelot; and 
how King Arthur laid siege to Benwick, and other matters 
THEN Sir Gawaine said to the damosel thus: Damosel, say ye to Sir 
Launcelot that it is waste labour now to sue to mine uncle; for tell him, an he 
would have made any labour for peace, he should have made it or this time, for 
tell him now it is too late; and say that I, Sir Gawaine, so send him word, that I 
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promise him by the faith I owe unto God and to knighthood, I shall never leave 
him till he have slain me or I him. So the damosel wept and departed, and there 
were many weeping eyen; and so Sir Lucan brought the damosel to her palfrey, 
and so she came to Sir Launcelot where he was among all his knights. And when 
Sir Launcelot had heard this answer, then the tears ran down by his cheeks. And 
then his noble knights strode about him, and said: Sir Launcelot, wherefore make 
ye such cheer, think what ye are, and what men we are, and let us noble knights 
match them in midst of the field. That may be lightly done, said Sir Launcelot, 
but I was never so loath to do battle, and therefore I pray you, fair sirs, as ye love 
me, be ruled as I will have you, for I will always flee that noble king that made 
me knight. And when I may no further, I must needs defend me, and that will be 
more worship for me and us all than to compare with that noble king whom we 
have all served. Then they held their language, and as that night they took their 
rest. 

And upon the morn early, in the dawning of the day, as knights looked out, 
they saw the city of Benwick besieged round about; and fast they began to set up 
ladders, and then they defied them out of the town, and beat them from the walls 
wightly. Then came forth Sir Gawaine well armed upon a stiff steed, and he 
came before the chief gate, with his spear in his hand, crying: Sir Launcelot, 
where art thou? is there none of you proud knights dare break a spear with me? 
Then Sir Bors made him ready, and came forth out of the town, and there Sir 
Gawaine encountered with Sir Bors. And at that time he smote Sir Bors down 
from his horse, and almost he had slain him; and so Sir Bors was rescued and 
borne into the town. Then came forth Sir Lionel, brother to Sir Bors, and thought 
to revenge him; and either feutred their spears, and ran together; and there they 
met spitefully, but Sir Gawaine had such grace that he smote Sir Lionel down, 
and wounded him there passing sore; and then Sir Lionel was rescued and borne 
into the town. And this Sir Gawaine came every day, and he failed not but that 
he smote down one knight or other. 

So thus they endured half a year, and much slaughter was of people on both 
parties. Then it befell upon a day, Sir Gawaine came afore the gates armed at all 
pieces on a noble horse, with a great spear in his hand; and then he cried with a 
loud voice: Where art thou now, thou false traitor, Sir Launcelot? Why hidest 
thou thyself within holes and walls like a coward? Look out now, thou false 
traitor knight, and here I shall revenge upon thy body the death of my three 
brethren. All this language heard Sir Launcelot every deal; and his kin and his 
knights drew about him, and all they said at once to Sir Launcelot: Sir Launcelot, 
now must ye defend you like a knight, or else ye be shamed for ever; for, now ye 
be called upon treason, it is time for you to stir, for ye have slept over-long and 
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suffered over-much. So God me help, said Sir Launcelot, I am right heavy of Sir 
Gawaine's words, for now he charged me with a great charge; and therefore I 
wot it as well as ye, that I must defend me, or else to be recreant. 

Then Sir Launcelot bade saddle his strongest horse, and bade let fetch his 
arms, and bring all unto the gate of the tower; and then Sir Launcelot spake on 
high unto King Arthur, and said: My lord Arthur, and noble king that made me 
knight, wit you well I am right heavy for your sake, that ye thus sue upon me; 
and always I forbare you, for an I would have been vengeable, I might have met 
you in midst of the field, and there to have made your boldest knights full tame. 
And now I have forborne half a year, and suffered you and Sir Gawaine to do 
what ye would do; and now may I endure it no longer, for now must I needs 
defend myself, insomuch Sir Gawaine hath appealed me of treason; the which is 
greatly against my will that ever I should fight against any of your blood, but 
now I may not forsake it, I am driven thereto as a beast till a bay. 

Then Sir Gawaine said: Sir Launcelot, an thou durst do battle, leave thy 
babbling and come off, and let us ease our hearts. Then Sir Launcelot armed him 
lightly, and mounted upon his horse, and either of the knights gat great spears in 
their hands, and the host without stood still all apart, and the noble knights came 
out of the city by a great number, insomuch that when Arthur saw the number of 
men and knights, he marvelled, and said to himself: Alas, that ever Sir Launcelot 
was against me, for now I see he hath forborne me. And so the covenant was 
made, there should no man nigh them, nor deal with them, till the one were dead 
or yelden. 


CHAPTER XXI. How Sir Launcelot and Sir Gawaine did battle 
together, and how Sir Gawaine was overthrown and hurt 

THEN Sir Gawaine and Sir Launcelot departed a great way asunder, and 
then they came together with all their horses' might as they might run, and either 
smote other in midst of their shields; but the knights were so strong, and their 
spears so big, that their horses might not endure their buffets, and so their horses 
fell to the earth; and then they avoided their horses, and dressed their shields 
afore them. Then they stood together and gave many sad strokes on divers places 
of their bodies, that the blood brast out on many sides and places. Then had Sir 
Gawaine such a grace and gift that an holy man had given to him, that every day 
in the year, from underne till high noon, his might increased those three hours as 
much as thrice his strength, and that caused Sir Gawaine to win great honour. 
And for his sake King Arthur made an ordinance, that all manner of battles for 
any quarrels that should be done afore King Arthur should begin at underne; and 
all was done for Sir Gawaine's love, that by likelihood, if Sir Gawaine were on 
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the one part, he should have the better in battle while his strength endureth three 
hours; but there were but few knights that time living that knew this advantage 
that Sir Gawaine had, but King Arthur all only. 

Thus Sir Launcelot fought with Sir Gawaine, and when Sir Launcelot felt his 
might evermore increase, Sir Launcelot wondered and dread him sore to be 
shamed. For as the French book saith, Sir Launcelot weened, when he felt Sir 
Gawaine double his strength, that he had been a fiend and none earthly man; 
wherefore Sir Launcelot traced and traversed, and covered himself with his 
shield, and kept his might and his braide during three hours; and that while Sir 
Gawaine gave him many sad brunts, and many sad strokes, that all the knights 
that beheld Sir Launcelot marvelled how that he might endure him; but full little 
understood they that travail that Sir Launcelot had for to endure him. And then 
when it was past noon Sir Gawaine had no more but his own might. When Sir 
Launcelot felt him so come down, then he stretched him up and stood near Sir 
Gawaine, and said thus: My lord Sir Gawaine, now I feel ye have done; now my 
lord Sir Gawaine, I must do my part, for many great and grievous strokes I have 
endured you this day with great pain. 

Then Sir Launcelot doubled his strokes and gave Sir Gawaine such a buffet 
on the helmet that he fell down on his side, and Sir Launcelot withdrew him 
from him. Why withdrawest thou thee? said Sir Gawaine; now turn again, false 
traitor knight, and slay me, for an thou leave me thus, when I am whole I shall 
do battle with thee again. I shall endure you, Sir, by God's grace, but wit thou 
well, Sir Gawaine, I will never smite a felled knight. And so Sir Launcelot went 
into the city; and Sir Gawaine was borne into King Arthur's pavilion, and leeches 
were brought to him, and searched and salved with soft ointments. And then Sir 
Launcelot said: Now have good day, my lord the king, for wit you well ye win 
no worship at these walls; and if I would my knights outbring, there should 
many a man die. Therefore, my lord Arthur, remember you of old kindness; and 
however I fare, Jesu be your guide in all places. 


CHAPTER XXII. Of the sorrow that King Arthur made for the war, 
and of another battle where also Sir Gawaine had the worse 
ALAS, said the king, that ever this unhappy war was begun; for ever Sir 
Launcelot forbeareth me in all places, and in likewise my kin, and that is seen 
well this day by my nephew Sir Gawaine. Then King Arthur fell sick for sorrow 
of Sir Gawaine, that he was so sore hurt, and because of the war betwixt him and 
Sir Launcelot. So then they on King Arthur's part kept the siege with little war 
withoutforth; and they withinforth kept their walls, and defended them when 
need was. Thus Sir Gawaine lay sick three weeks in his tents, with all manner of 
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leech-craft that might be had. And as soon as Sir Gawaine might go and ride, he 
armed him at all points, and start upon a courser, and gat a spear in his hand, and 
so he came riding afore the chief gate of Benwick; and there he cried on height: 
Where art thou, Sir Launcelot? Come forth, thou false traitor knight and 
recreant, for I am here, Sir Gawaine, will prove this that I say on thee. 

All this language Sir Launcelot heard, and then he said thus: Sir Gawaine, 
me repents of your foul saying, that ye will not cease of your language; for you 
wot well, Sir Gawaine, I know your might and all that ye may do; and well ye 
wot, Sir Gawaine, ye may not greatly hurt me. Come down, traitor knight, said 
he, and make it good the contrary with thy hands, for it mishapped me the last 
battle to be hurt of thy hands; therefore wit thou well I am come this day to make 
amends, for I ween this day to lay thee as low as thou laidest me. Jesu defend 
me, said Sir Launcelot, that ever I be so far in your danger as ye have been in 
mine, for then my days were done. But Sir Gawaine, said Sir Launcelot, ye shall 
not think that I tarry long, but sithen that ye so unknightly call me of treason, ye 
shall have both your hands full of me. And then Sir Launcelot armed him at all 
points, and mounted upon his horse, and gat a great spear in his hand, and rode 
out at the gate. And both the hosts were assembled, of them without and of them 
within, and stood in array full manly. And both parties were charged to hold 
them still, to see and behold the battle of these two noble knights. And then they 
laid their spears in their rests, and they came together as thunder, and Sir 
Gawaine brake his spear upon Sir Launcelot in a hundred pieces unto his hand; 
and Sir Launcelot smote him with a greater might, that Sir Gawaine's horse's feet 
raised, and so the horse and he fell to the earth. Then Sir Gawaine deliverly 
avoided his horse, and put his shield afore him, and eagerly drew his sword, and 
bade Sir Launcelot: Alight, traitor knight, for if this mare's son hath failed me, 
wit thou well a king's son and a queen's son shall not fail thee. 

Then Sir Launcelot avoided his horse, and dressed his shield afore him, and 
drew his sword; and so stood they together and gave many sad strokes, that all 
men on both parties had thereof passing great wonder. But when Sir Launcelot 
felt Sir Gawaine's might so marvellously increase, he then withheld his courage 
and his wind, and kept himself wonder covert of his might; and under his shield 
he traced and traversed here and there, to break Sir Gawaine's strokes and his 
courage; and Sir Gawaine enforced himself with all his might and power to 
destroy Sir Launcelot; for as the French book saith, ever as Sir Gawaine's might 
increased, right so increased his wind and his evil will. Thus Sir Gawaine did 
great pain unto Sir Launcelot three hours, that he had right great pain for to 
defend him. 

And when the three hours were passed, that Sir Launcelot felt that Sir 
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Gawaine was come to his own proper strength, then Sir Launcelot said unto Sir 
Gawaine: Now have I proved you twice, that ye are a full dangerous knight, and 
a wonderful man of your might; and many wonderful deeds have ye done in your 
days, for by your might increasing you have deceived many a full noble and 
valiant knight; and, now I feel that ye have done your mighty deeds, now wit 
you well I must do my deeds. And then Sir Launcelot stood near Sir Gawaine, 
and then Sir Launcelot doubled his strokes; and Sir Gawaine defended him 
mightily, but nevertheless Sir Launcelot smote such a stroke upon Sir Gawaine's 
helm, and upon the old wound, that Sir Gawaine sinked down upon his one side 
in a swoon. And anon as he did awake he waved and foined at Sir Launcelot as 
he lay, and said: Traitor knight, wit thou well I am not yet slain, come thou near 
me and perform this battle unto the uttermost. I will no more do than I have 
done, said Sir Launcelot, for when I see you on foot I will do battle upon you all 
the while I see you stand on your feet; but for to smite a wounded man that may 
not stand, God defend me from such a shame. And then he turned him and went 
his way toward the city. And Sir Gawaine evermore calling him traitor knight, 
and said: Wit thou well Sir Launcelot, when I am whole I shall do battle with 
thee again, for I shall never leave thee till that one of us be slain. Thus as this 
siege endured, and as Sir Gawaine lay sick near a month; and when he was well 
recovered and ready within three days to do battle again with Sir Launcelot, right 
so came tidings unto Arthur from England that made King Arthur and all his 
host to remove. 
Here followeth the xxi. book. 
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BOOK XxI 


Sa 


CHAPTER I. How Sir Mordred presumed and took on him to be King 
of England, and would have married the queen, his father's wife 

AS Sir Mordred was ruler of all England, he did do make letters as though 
that they came from beyond the sea, and the letters specified that King Arthur 
was Slain in battle with Sir Launcelot. Wherefore Sir Mordred made a 
parliament, and called the lords together, and there he made them to choose him 
king; and so was he crowned at Canterbury, and held a feast there fifteen days; 
and afterward he drew him unto Winchester, and there he took the Queen 
Guenever, and said plainly that he would wed her which was his uncle's wife and 
his father's wife. And so he made ready for the feast, and a day prefixed that they 
should be wedded; wherefore Queen Guenever was passing heavy. But she durst 
not discover her heart, but spake fair, and agreed to Sir Mordred's will. Then she 
desired of Sir Mordred for to go to London, to buy all manner of things that 
longed unto the wedding. And because of her fair speech Sir Mordred trusted her 
well enough, and gave her leave to go. And so when she came to London she 
took the Tower of London, and suddenly in all haste possible she stuffed it with 
all manner of victual, and well garnished it with men, and so kept it. 

Then when Sir Mordred wist and understood how he was beguiled, he was 
passing wroth out of measure. And a short tale for to make, he went and laid a 
mighty siege about the Tower of London, and made many great assaults thereat, 
and threw many great engines unto them, and shot great guns. But all might not 
prevail Sir Mordred, for Queen Guenever would never for fair speech nor for 
foul, would never trust to come in his hands again. 

Then came the Bishop of Canterbury, the which was a noble clerk and an 
holy man, and thus he said to Sir Mordred: Sir, what will ye do? will ye first 
displease God and sithen shame yourself, and all knighthood? Is not King Arthur 
your uncle, no farther but your mother's brother, and on her himself King Arthur 
begat you upon his own sister, therefore how may you wed your father's wife? 
Sir, said the noble clerk, leave this opinion or I shall curse you with book and 
bell and candle. Do thou thy worst, said Sir Mordred, wit thou well I shall defy 
thee. Sir, said the Bishop, and wit you well I shall not fear me to do that me 
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ought to do. Also where ye noise where my lord Arthur is slain, and that is not 
so, and therefore ye will make a foul work in this land. Peace, thou false priest, 
said Sir Mordred, for an thou chafe me any more I shall make strike off thy head. 
So the Bishop departed and did the cursing in the most orgulist wise that might 
be done. And then Sir Mordred sought the Bishop of Canterbury, for to have 
slain him. Then the Bishop fled, and took part of his goods with him, and went 
nigh unto Glastonbury; and there he was as priest hermit in a chapel, and lived in 
poverty and in holy prayers, for well he understood that mischievous war was at 
hand. 

Then Sir Mordred sought on Queen Guenever by letters and sonds, and by 
fair means and foul means, for to have her to come out of the Tower of London; 
but all this availed not, for she answered him shortly, openly and privily, that she 
had liefer slay herself than to be married with him. Then came word to Sir 
Mordred that King Arthur had araised the siege for Sir Launcelot, and he was 
coming homeward with a great host, to be avenged upon Sir Mordred; wherefore 
Sir Mordred made write writs to all the barony of this land, and much people 
drew to him. For then was the common voice among them that with Arthur was 
none other life but war and strife, and with Sir Mordred was great joy and bliss. 
Thus was Sir Arthur depraved, and evil said of. And many there were that King 
Arthur had made up of nought, and given them lands, might not then say him a 
good word. Lo ye all Englishmen, see ye not what a mischief here was! for he 
that was the most king and knight of the world, and most loved the fellowship of 
noble knights, and by him they were all upholden, now might not these 
Englishmen hold them content with him. Lo thus was the old custom and usage 
of this land; and also men say that we of this land have not yet lost nor forgotten 
that custom and usage. Alas, this is a great default of us Englishmen, for there 
may no thing please us no term. And so fared the people at that time, they were 
better pleased with Sir Mordred than they were with King Arthur; and much 
people drew unto Sir Mordred, and said they would abide with him for better 
and for worse. And so Sir Mordred drew with a great host to Dover, for there he 
heard say that Sir Arthur would arrive, and so he thought to beat his own father 
from his lands; and the most part of all England held with Sir Mordred, the 
people were so new-fangle. 


CHAPTER II. How after that King Arthur had tidings, he returned and 
came to Dover, where Sir Mordred met him to let his landing; and of the 
death of 
Sir Gawaine 
AND so as Sir Mordred was at Dover with his host, there came King Arthur 
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with a great navy of ships, and galleys, and carracks. And there was Sir Mordred 
ready awaiting upon his landing, to let his own father to land upon the land that 
he was king over. Then there was launching of great boats and small, and full of 
noble men of arms; and there was much slaughter of gentle knights, and many a 
full bold baron was laid full low, on both parties. But King Arthur was so 
courageous that there might no manner of knights let him to land, and his 
knights fiercely followed him; and so they landed maugre Sir Mordred and all 
his power, and put Sir Mordred aback, that he fled and all his people. 

So when this battle was done, King Arthur let bury his people that were 
dead. And then was noble Sir Gawaine found in a great boat, lying more than 
half dead When Sir Arthur wist that Sir Gawaine was laid so low; he went unto 
him; and there the king made sorrow out of measure, and took Sir Gawaine in 
his arms, and thrice he there swooned. And then when he awaked, he said: Alas, 
Sir Gawaine, my sister's son, here now thou liest; the man in the world that I 
loved most; and now is my joy gone, for now, my nephew Sir Gawaine, I will 
discover me unto your person: in Sir Launcelot and you I most had my joy, and 
mine affiance, and now have I lost my joy of you both; wherefore all mine 
earthly joy is gone from me. Mine uncle King Arthur, said Sir Gawaine, wit you 
well my death-day is come, and all is through mine own hastiness and 
wilfulness; for I am smitten upon the old wound the which Sir Launcelot gave 
me, on the which I feel well I must die; and had Sir Launcelot been with you as 
he was, this unhappy war had never begun; and of all this am I causer, for Sir 
Launcelot and his blood, through their prowess, held all your cankered enemies 
in subjection and daunger. And now, said Sir Gawaine, ye shall miss Sir 
Launcelot. But alas, I would not accord with him, and therefore, said Sir 
Gawaine, I pray you, fair uncle, that I may have paper, pen, and ink, that I may 
write to Sir Launcelot a cedle with mine own hands. 

And then when paper and ink was brought, then Gawaine was set up weakly 
by King Arthur, for he was shriven a little to-fore; and then he wrote thus, as the 
French book maketh mention: Unto Sir Launcelot, flower of all noble knights 
that ever I heard of or saw by my days, I, Sir Gawaine, King Lot's son of 
Orkney, sister's son unto the noble King Arthur, send thee greeting, and let thee 
have knowledge that the tenth day of May I was smitten upon the old wound that 
thou gavest me afore the city of Benwick, and through the same wound that thou 
gavest me I am come to my death-day. And I will that all the world wit, that I, 
Sir Gawaine, knight of the Table Round, sought my death, and not through thy 
deserving, but it was mine own seeking; wherefore I beseech thee, Sir Launcelot, 
to return again unto this realm, and see my tomb, and pray some prayer more or 
less for my soul. And this same day that I wrote this cedle, I was hurt to the 
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death in the same wound, the which I had of thy hand, Sir Launcelot; for of a 
more nobler man might I not be slain. Also Sir Launcelot, for all the love that 
ever was betwixt us, make no tarrying, but come over the sea in all haste, that 
thou mayst with thy noble knights rescue that noble king that made thee knight, 
that is my lord Arthur; for he is full straitly bestead with a false traitor, that is my 
half-brother, Sir Mordred; and he hath let crown him king, and would have 
wedded my lady Queen Guenever, and so had he done had she not put herself in 
the Tower of London. And so the tenth day of May last past, my lord Arthur and 
we all landed upon them at Dover; and there we put that false traitor, Sir 
Mordred, to flight, and there it misfortuned me to be stricken upon thy stroke. 
And at the date of this letter was written, but two hours and a half afore my 
death, written with mine own hand, and so subscribed with part of my heart's 
blood. And I require thee, most famous knight of the world, that thou wilt see 
my tomb. And then Sir Gawaine wept, and King Arthur wept; and then they 
swooned both. And when they awaked both, the king made Sir Gawaine to 
receive his Saviour. And then Sir Gawaine prayed the king for to send for Sir 
Launcelot, and to cherish him above all other knights. 

And so at the hour of noon Sir Gawaine yielded up the spirit; and then the 
king let inter him in a chapel within Dover Castle; and there yet all men may see 
the skull of him, and the same wound is seen that Sir Launcelot gave him in 
battle. Then was it told the king that Sir Mordred had pight a new field upon 
Barham Down. And upon the morn the king rode thither to him, and there was a 
great battle betwixt them, and much people was slain on both parties; but at the 
last Sir Arthur's party stood best, and Sir Mordred and his party fled unto 
Canterbury. 


CHAPTER III. How after, Sir Gawaine's ghost appeared to King 
Arthur, and warned him that he should not fight that day 

AND then the king let search all the towns for his knights that were slain, 
and interred them; and salved them with soft salves that so sore were wounded. 
Then much people drew unto King Arthur. And then they said that Sir Mordred 
watred upon King Arthur with wrong. And then King Arthur drew him with his 
host down by the seaside, westward toward Salisbury; and there was a day 
assigned betwixt King Arthur and Sir Mordred, that they should meet upon a 
down beside Salisbury, and not far from the seaside; and this day was assigned 
on a Monday after Trinity Sunday, whereof King Arthur was passing glad, that 
he might be avenged upon Sir Mordred. Then Sir Mordred araised much people 
about London, for they of Kent, Southsex, and Surrey, Estsex, and of Southfolk, 
and of Northfolk, held the most part with Sir Mordred; and many a full noble 
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knight drew unto Sir Mordred and to the king: but they that loved Sir Launcelot 
drew unto Sir Mordred. 

So upon Trinity Sunday at night, King Arthur dreamed a wonderful dream, 
and that was this: that him seemed he sat upon a chaflet in a chair, and the chair 
was fast to a wheel, and thereupon sat King Arthur in the richest cloth of gold 
that might be made; and the king thought there was under him, far from him, an 
hideous deep black water, and therein were all manner of serpents, and worms, 
and wild beasts, foul and horrible; and suddenly the king thought the wheel 
turned up-so-down, and he fell among the serpents, and every beast took him by 
a limb; and then the king cried as he lay in his bed and slept: Help. And then 
knights, squires, and yeomen, awaked the king; and then he was so amazed that 
he wist not where he was; and then he fell a-slumbering again, not sleeping nor 
thoroughly waking. So the king seemed verily that there came Sir Gawaine unto 
him with a number of fair ladies with him. And when King Arthur saw him, then 
he said: Welcome, my sister's son; I weened thou hadst been dead, and now I see 
thee alive, much am I beholding unto Almighty Jesu. O fair nephew and my 
sister's son, what be these ladies that hither be come with you? Sir, said Sir 
Gawaine, all these be ladies for whom I have foughten when I was man living, 
and all these are those that I did battle for in righteous quarrel; and God hath 
given them that grace at their great prayer, because I did battle for them, that 
they should bring me hither unto you: thus much hath God given me leave, for to 
warn you of your death; for an ye fight as to-morn with Sir Mordred, as ye both 
have assigned, doubt ye not ye must be slain, and the most part of your people 
on both parties. And for the great grace and goodness that almighty Jesu hath 
unto you, and for pity of you, and many more other good men there shall be 
slain, God hath sent me to you of his special grace, to give you warning that in 
no wise ye do battle as to-morn, but that ye take a treaty for a month day; and 
proffer you largely, so as to-morn to be put in a delay. For within a month shall 
come Sir Launcelot with all his noble knights, and rescue you worshipfully, and 
slay Sir Mordred, and all that ever will hold with him. Then Sir Gawaine and all 
the ladies vanished. 

And anon the king called upon his knights, squires, and yeomen, and charged 
them wightly to fetch his noble lords and wise bishops unto him. And when they 
were come, the king told them his avision, what Sir Gawaine had told him, and 
warned him that if he fought on the morn he should be slain. Then the king 
commanded Sir Lucan the Butler, and his brother Sir Bedivere, with two bishops 
with them, and charged them in any wise, an they might, Take a treaty for a 
month day with Sir Mordred, and spare not, proffer him lands and goods as 
much as ye think best. So then they departed, and came to Sir Mordred, where he 
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had a grim host of an hundred thousand men. And there they entreated Sir 
Mordred long time; and at the last Sir Mordred was agreed for to have Cornwall 
and Kent, by Arthur's days: after, all England, after the days of King Arthur. 


CHAPTER IV. How by misadventure of an adder the battle began, 
where Mordred was slain, and Arthur hurt to the death 

THEN were they condescended that King Arthur and Sir Mordred should 
meet betwixt both their hosts, and everych of them should bring fourteen 
persons; and they came with this word unto Arthur. Then said he: I am glad that 
this is done: and so he went into the field. And when Arthur should depart, he 
warned all his host that an they see any sword drawn: Look ye come on fiercely, 
and slay that traitor, Sir Mordred, for I in no wise trust him. In like wise Sir 
Mordred warned his host that: An ye see any sword drawn, look that ye come on 
fiercely, and so slay all that ever before you standeth; for in no wise I will not 
trust for this treaty, for I know well my father will be avenged on me. And so 
they met as their appointment was, and so they were agreed and accorded 
thoroughly; and wine was fetched, and they drank. Right soon came an adder out 
of a little heath bush, and it stung a knight on the foot. And when the knight felt 
him stung, he looked down and saw the adder, and then he drew his sword to 
slay the adder, and thought of none other harm. And when the host on both 
parties saw that sword drawn, then they blew beams, trumpets, and horns, and 
shouted grimly. And so both hosts dressed them together. And King Arthur took 
his horse, and said: Alas this unhappy day! and so rode to his party. And Sir 
Mordred in like wise. And never was there seen a more dolefuller battle in no 
Christian land; for there was but rushing and riding, foining and striking, and 
many a grim word was there spoken either to other, and many a deadly stroke. 
But ever King Arthur rode throughout the battle of Sir Mordred many times, and 
did full nobly as a noble king should, and at all times he fainted never; and Sir 
Mordred that day put him in devoir, and in great peril. And thus they fought all 
the long day, and never stinted till the noble knights were laid to the cold earth; 
and ever they fought still till it was near night, and by that time was there an 
hundred thousand laid dead upon the down. Then was Arthur wood wroth out of 
measure, when he saw his people so slain from him. 

Then the king looked about him, and then was he ware, of all his host and of 
all his good knights, were left no more alive but two knights; that one was Sir 
Lucan the Butler, and his brother Sir Bedivere, and they were full sore wounded. 
Jesu mercy, said the king, where are all my noble knights become? Alas that 
ever I should see this doleful day, for now, said Arthur, I am come to mine end. 
But would to God that I wist where were that traitor Sir Mordred, that hath 
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caused all this mischief. Then was King Arthur ware where Sir Mordred leaned 
upon his sword among a great heap of dead men. Now give me my spear, said 
Arthur unto Sir Lucan, for yonder I have espied the traitor that all this woe hath 
wrought. Sir, let him be, said Sir Lucan, for he is unhappy; and if ye pass this 
unhappy day ye shall be right well revenged upon him. Good lord, remember ye 
of your night's dream, and what the spirit of Sir Gawaine told you this night, yet 
God of his great goodness hath preserved you hitherto. Therefore, for God's 
sake, my lord, leave off by this, for blessed be God ye have won the field, for 
here we be three alive, and with Sir Mordred is none alive; and if ye leave off 
now this wicked day of destiny is past. Tide me death, betide me life, saith the 
king, now I see him yonder alone he shall never escape mine hands, for at a 
better avail shall I never have him. God speed you well, said Sir Bedivere. 

Then the king gat his spear in both his hands, and ran toward Sir Mordred, 
crying: Traitor, now is thy death-day come. And when Sir Mordred heard Sir 
Arthur, he ran until him with his sword drawn in his hand. And there King 
Arthur smote Sir Mordred under the shield, with a foin of his spear, throughout 
the body, more than a fathom. And when Sir Mordred felt that he had his death 
wound he thrust himself with the might that he had up to the bur of King 
Arthur's spear. And right so he smote his father Arthur, with his sword holden in 
both his hands, on the side of the head, that the sword pierced the helmet and the 
brain-pan, and therewithal Sir Mordred fell stark dead to the earth; and the noble 
Arthur fell in a swoon to the earth, and there he swooned ofttimes. And Sir 
Lucan the Butler and Sir Bedivere ofttimes heaved him up. And so weakly they 
led him betwixt them both, to a little chapel not far from the seaside. And when 
the king was there he thought him well eased. 

Then heard they people cry in the field. Now go thou, Sir Lucan, said the 
king, and do me to wit what betokens that noise in the field. So Sir Lucan 
departed, for he was grievously wounded in many places. And so as he yede, he 
saw and hearkened by the moonlight, how that pillers and robbers were come 
into the field, to pill and to rob many a full noble knight of brooches, and beads, 
of many a good ring, and of many a rich jewel; and who that were not dead all 
out, there they slew them for their harness and their riches. When Sir Lucan 
understood this work, he came to the king as soon as he might, and told him all 
what he had heard and seen. Therefore by my rede, said Sir Lucan, it is best that 
we bring you to some town. I would it were so, said the king. 


CHAPTER V. How King Arthur commanded to cast his sword 
Excalibur into the water, and how he was delivered to ladies in a barge 
BUT I may not stand, mine head works so. Ah Sir Launcelot, said King 
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Arthur, this day have I sore missed thee: alas, that ever I was against thee, for 
now have I my death, whereof Sir Gawaine me warmed in my dream. Then Sir 
Lucan took up the king the one part, and Sir Bedivere the other part, and in the 
lifting the king swooned; and Sir Lucan fell in a swoon with the lift, that the part 
of his guts fell out of his body, and therewith the noble knight's heart brast. And 
when the king awoke, he beheld Sir Lucan, how he lay foaming at the mouth, 
and part of his guts lay at his feet. Alas, said the king, this is to me a full heavy 
sight, to see this noble duke so die for my sake, for he would have holpen me, 
that had more need of help than I. Alas, he would not complain him, his heart 
was so set to help me: now Jesu have mercy upon his soul! Then Sir Bedivere 
wept for the death of his brother. Leave this mourning and weeping, said the 
king, for all this will not avail me, for wit thou well an I might live myself, the 
death of Sir Lucan would grieve me evermore; but my time hieth fast, said the 
king. Therefore, said Arthur unto Sir Bedivere, take thou Excalibur, my good 
sword, and go with it to yonder water side, and when thou comest there I charge 
thee throw my sword in that water, and come again and tell me what thou there 
seest. My lord, said Bedivere, your commandment shall be done, and lightly 
bring you word again. 

So Sir Bedivere departed, and by the way he beheld that noble sword, that 
the pommel and the haft was all of precious stones; and then he said to himself: 
If I throw this rich sword in the water, thereof shall never come good, but harm 
and loss. And then Sir Bedivere hid Excalibur under a tree. And so, as soon as he 
might, he came again unto the king, and said he had been at the water, and had 
thrown the sword in the water. What saw thou there? said the king. Sir, he said, I 
saw nothing but waves and winds. That is untruly said of thee, said the king, 
therefore go thou lightly again, and do my commandment; as thou art to me lief 
and dear, spare not, but throw it in. Then Sir Bedivere returned again, and took 
the sword in his hand; and then him thought sin and shame to throw away that 
noble sword, and so eft he hid the sword, and returned again, and told to the king 
that he had been at the water, and done his commandment. What saw thou there? 
said the king. Sir, he said, I saw nothing but the waters wap and waves wan. Ah, 
traitor untrue, said King Arthur, now hast thou betrayed me twice. Who would 
have weened that, thou that hast been to me so lief and dear? and thou art named 
a noble knight, and would betray me for the richness of the sword. But now go 
again lightly, for thy long tarrying putteth me in great jeopardy of my life, for I 
have taken cold. And but if thou do now as I bid thee, if ever I may see thee, I 
shall slay thee with mine own hands; for thou wouldst for my rich sword see me 
dead. 

Then Sir Bedivere departed, and went to the sword, and lightly took it up, 
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and went to the water side; and there he bound the girdle about the hilts, and 
then he threw the sword as far into the water as he might; and there came an arm 
and an hand above the water and met it, and caught it, and so shook it thrice and 
brandished, and then vanished away the hand with the sword in the water. So Sir 
Bedivere came again to the king, and told him what he saw. Alas, said the king, 
help me hence, for I dread me I have tarried over long. Then Sir Bedivere took 
the king upon his back, and so went with him to that water side. And when they 
were at the water side, even fast by the bank hoved a little barge with many fair 
ladies in it, and among them all was a queen, and all they had black hoods, and 
all they wept and shrieked when they saw King Arthur. Now put me into the 
barge, said the king. And so he did softly; and there received him three queens 
with great mourning; and so they set them down, and in one of their laps King 
Arthur laid his head. And then that queen said: Ah, dear brother, why have ye 
tarried so long from me? alas, this wound on your head hath caught over-much 
cold. And so then they rowed from the land, and Sir Bedivere beheld all those 
ladies go from him. Then Sir Bedivere cried: Ah my lord Arthur, what shall 
become of me, now ye go from me and leave me here alone among mine 
enemies? Comfort thyself, said the king, and do as well as thou mayst, for in me 
is no trust for to trust in; for I will into the vale of Avilion to heal me of my 
grievous wound: and if thou hear never more of me, pray for my soul. But ever 
the queens and ladies wept and shrieked, that it was pity to hear. And as soon as 
Sir Bedivere had lost the sight of the barge, he wept and wailed, and so took the 
forest; and so he went all that night, and in the morning he was ware betwixt two 
holts hoar, of a chapel and an hermitage. 


CHAPTER VI. How Sir Bedivere found him on the morrow dead in an 
hermitage, and how he abode there with the hermit 

THEN was Sir Bedivere glad, and thither he went; and when he came into 
the chapel, he saw where lay an hermit grovelling on all four, there fast by a 
tomb was new graven. When the hermit saw Sir Bedivere he knew him well, for 
he was but little to-fore Bishop of Canterbury, that Sir Mordred flemed. Sir, said 
Bedivere, what man is there interred that ye pray so fast for? Fair son, said the 
hermit, I wot not verily, but by deeming. But this night, at midnight, here came a 
number of ladies, and brought hither a dead corpse, and prayed me to bury him; 
and here they offered an hundred tapers, and they gave me an hundred besants. 
Alas, said Sir Bedivere, that was my lord King Arthur, that here lieth buried in 
this chapel. Then Sir Bedivere swooned; and when he awoke he prayed the 
hermit he might abide with him still there, to live with fasting and prayers. For 
from hence will I never go, said Sir Bedivere, by my will, but all the days of my 


5034 XRN 


life here to pray for my lord Arthur. Ye are welcome to me, said the hermit, for I 
know ye better than ye ween that I do. Ye are the bold Bedivere, and the full 
noble duke, Sir Lucan the Butler, was your brother. Then Sir Bedivere told the 
hermit all as ye have heard to-fore. So there bode Sir Bedivere with the hermit 
that was to-fore Bishop of Canterbury, and there Sir Bedivere put upon him poor 
clothes, and served the hermit full lowly in fasting and in prayers. 

Thus of Arthur I find never more written in books that be authorised, nor 
more of the very certainty of his death heard I never read, but thus was he led 
away in a ship wherein were three queens; that one was King Arthur's sister, 
Queen Morgan le Fay; the other was the Queen of Northgalis; the third was the 
Queen of the Waste Lands. Also there was Nimue, the chief lady of the lake, that 
had wedded Pelleas the good knight; and this lady had done much for King 
Arthur, for she would never suffer Sir Pelleas to be in no place where he should 
be in danger of his life; and so he lived to the uttermost of his days with her in 
great rest. More of the death of King Arthur could I never find, but that ladies 
brought him to his burials; and such one was buried there, that the hermit bare 
witness that sometime was Bishop of Canterbury, but yet the hermit knew not in 
certain that he was verily the body of King Arthur: for this tale Sir Bedivere, 
knight of the Table Round, made it to be written. 


CHAPTER VII. Of the opinion of some men of the death of King 
Arthur; and how Queen Guenever made her a nun in Almesbury 

YET some men say in many parts of England that King Arthur is not dead, 
but had by the will of our Lord Jesu into another place; and men say that he shall 
come again, and he shall win the holy cross. I will not say it shall be so, but 
rather I will say: here in this world he changed his life. But many men say that 
there is written upon his tomb this verse: Hic jacet Arthurus, Rex quondam, 
Rexque futurus. Thus leave I here Sir Bedivere with the hermit, that dwelled that 
time in a chapel beside Glastonbury, and there was his hermitage. And so they 
lived in their prayers, and fastings, and great abstinence. And when Queen 
Guenever understood that King Arthur was slain, and all the noble knights, Sir 
Mordred and all the remnant, then the queen stole away, and five ladies with her, 
and so she went to Almesbury; and there she let make herself a nun, and ware 
white clothes and black, and great penance she took, as ever did sinful lady in 
this land, and never creature could make her merry; but lived in fasting, prayers, 
and alms-deeds, that all manner of people marvelled how virtuously she was 
changed. Now leave we Queen Guenever in Almesbury, a nun in white clothes 
and black, and there she was Abbess and ruler as reason would; and turn we 
from her, and speak we of Sir Launcelot du Lake. 
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CHAPTER VIII. How when Sir Lancelot heard of the death of King 
Arthur, and of Sir Gawaine, and other matters, he came into England 
AND when he heard in his country that Sir Mordred was crowned king in 

England, and made war against King Arthur, his own father, and would let him 
to land in his own land; also it was told Sir Launcelot how that Sir Mordred had 
laid siege about the Tower of London, because the queen would not wed him; 
then was Sir Launcelot wroth out of measure, and said to his kinsmen: Alas, that 
double traitor Sir Mordred, now me repenteth that ever he escaped my hands, for 
much shame hath he done unto my lord Arthur; for all I feel by the doleful letter 
that my lord Sir Gawaine sent me, on whose soul Jesu have mercy that my lord 
Arthur is full hard bestead. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, that ever I should live to 
hear that most noble king that made me knight thus to be overset with his subject 
in his own realm. And this doleful letter that my lord, Sir Gawaine, hath sent me 
afore his death, praying me to see his tomb, wit you well his doleful words shall 
never go from mine heart, for he was a full noble knight as ever was born; and in 
an unhappy hour was I born that ever I should have that unhap to slay first Sir 
Gawaine, Sir Gaheris the good knight, and mine own friend Sir Gareth, that full 
noble knight. Alas, I may say I am unhappy, said Sir Launcelot, that ever I 
should do thus unhappily, and, alas, yet might I never have hap to slay that 
traitor, Sir Mordred. 

Leave your complaints, said Sir Bors, and first revenge you of the death of 
Sir Gawaine; and it will be well done that ye see Sir Gawaine's tomb, and 
secondly that ye revenge my lord Arthur, and my lady, Queen Guenever I thank 
you, said Sir Launcelot, for ever ye will my worship. 

Then they made them ready in all the haste that might be, with ships and 
galleys, with Sir Launcelot and his host to pass into England. And so he passed 
over the sea till he came to Dover, and there he landed with seven kings, and the 
number was hideous to behold. Then Sir Launcelot spered of men of Dover 
where was King Arthur become. Then the people told him how that he was slain, 
and Sir Mordred and an hundred thousand died on a day; and how Sir Mordred 
gave King Arthur there the first battle at his landing, and there was good Sir 
Gawaine slain; and on the morn Sir Mordred fought with the king upon Barham 
Down, and there the king put Sir Mordred to the worse. Alas, said Sir Launcelot, 
this is the heaviest tidings that ever came to me. Now, fair sirs, said Sir 
Launcelot, shew me the tomb of Sir Gawaine. And then certain people of the 
town brought him into the castle of Dover, and shewed him the tomb. Then Sir 
Launcelot kneeled down and wept, and prayed heartily for his soul. And that 
night he made a dole, and all they that would come had as much flesh, fish, wine 
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and ale, and every man and woman had twelve pence, come who would. Thus 
with his own hand dealt he this money, in a mourning gown; and ever he wept, 
and prayed them to pray for the soul of Sir Gawaine. And on the morn all the 
priests and clerks that might be gotten in the country were there, and sang mass 
of Requiem; and there offered first Sir Launcelot, and he offered an hundred 
pound; and then the seven kings offered forty pound apiece; and also there was a 
thousand knights, and each of them offered a pound; and the offering dured from 
morn till night, and Sir Launcelot lay two nights on his tomb in prayers and 
weeping. 

Then on the third day Sir Launcelot called the kings, dukes, earls, barons, 
and knights, and said thus: My fair lords, I thank you all of your coming into this 
country with me, but we came too late, and that shall repent me while I live, but 
against death may no man rebel. But sithen it is so, said Sir Launcelot, I will 
myself ride and seek my lady, Queen Guenever, for as I hear say she hath had 
great pain and much disease; and I heard say that she is fled into the west. 
Therefore ye all shall abide me here, and but if I come again within fifteen days, 
then take your ships and your fellowship, and depart into your country, for I will 
do as I say to you. 


CHAPTER IX. How Sir Launcelot departed to seek the Queen 
Guenever, and how he found her at Almesbury 

THEN came Sir Bors de Ganis, and said: My lord Sir Launcelot, what think 
ye for to do, now to ride in this realm? wit ye well ye shall find few friends. Be 
as be may, said Sir Launcelot, keep you still here, for I will forth on my journey, 
and no man nor child shall go with me. So it was no boot to strive, but he 
departed and rode westerly, and there he sought a seven or eight days; and at the 
last he came to a nunnery, and then was Queen Guenever ware of Sir Launcelot 
as he walked in the cloister. And when she saw him there she swooned thrice, 
that all the ladies and gentlewomen had work enough to hold the queen up. So 
when she might speak, she called ladies and gentlewomen to her, and said: Ye 
marvel, fair ladies, why I make this fare. Truly, she said, it is for the sight of 
yonder knight that yonder standeth; wherefore I pray you all call him to me. 

When Sir Launcelot was brought to her, then she said to all the ladies: 
Through this man and me hath all this war been wrought, and the death of the 
most noblest knights of the world; for through our love that we have loved 
together is my most noble lord slain. Therefore, Sir Launcelot, wit thou well I 
am set in such a plight to get my soul-heal; and yet I trust through God's grace 
that after my death to have a sight of the blessed face of Christ, and at domesday 
to sit on his right side, for as sinful as ever I was are saints in heaven. Therefore, 
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Sir Launcelot, I require thee and beseech thee heartily, for all the love that ever 
was betwixt us, that thou never see me more in the visage; and I command thee, 
on God's behalf, that thou forsake my company, and to thy kingdom thou turn 
again, and keep well thy realm from war and wrack; for as well as I have loved 
thee, mine heart will not serve me to see thee, for through thee and me is the 
flower of kings and knights destroyed; therefore, Sir Launcelot, go to thy realm, 
and there take thee a wife, and live with her with joy and bliss; and I pray thee 
heartily, pray for me to our Lord that I may amend my misliving. Now, sweet 
madam, said Sir Launcelot, would ye that I should now return again unto my 
country, and there to wed a lady? Nay, madam, wit you well that shall I never 
do, for I shall never be so false to you of that I have promised; but the same 
destiny that ye have taken you to, I will take me unto, for to please Jesu, and 
ever for you I cast me specially to pray. If thou wilt do so, said the queen, hold 
thy promise, but I may never believe but that thou wilt turn to the world again. 
Well, madam, said he, ye say as pleaseth you, yet wist you me never false of my 
promise, and God defend but I should forsake the world as ye have done. For in 
the quest of the Sangreal I had forsaken the vanities of the world had not your 
lord been. And if I had done so at that time, with my heart, will, and thought, I 
had passed all the knights that were in the Sangreal except Sir Galahad, my son. 
And therefore, lady, sithen ye have taken you to perfection, I must needs take me 
to perfection, of right. For I take record of God, in you I have had mine earthly 
joy; and if I had found you now so disposed, I had cast me to have had you into 
mine own realm. 


CHAPTER X. How Sir Launcelot came to the hermitage where the 
Archbishop of Canterbury was, and how he took the habit on him 

BUT sithen I find you thus disposed, I ensure you faithfully, I will ever take 
me to penance, and pray while my life lasteth, if I may find any hermit, either 
gray or white, that will receive me. Wherefore, madam, I pray you kiss me and 
never no more. Nay, said the queen, that shall I never do, but abstain you from 
such works: and they departed. But there was never so hard an hearted man but 
he would have wept to see the dolour that they made; for there was lamentation 
as they had been stung with spears; and many times they swooned, and the ladies 
bare the queen to her chamber. 

And Sir Launcelot awoke, and went and took his horse, and rode all that day 
and all night in a forest, weeping. And at the last he was ware of an hermitage 
and a chapel stood betwixt two cliffs; and then he heard a little bell ring to mass, 
and thither he rode and alighted, and tied his horse to the gate, and heard mass. 
And he that sang mass was the Bishop of Canterbury. Both the Bishop and Sir 
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Bedivere knew Sir Launcelot, and they spake together after mass. But when Sir 
Bedivere had told his tale all whole, Sir Launcelot's heart almost brast for 
sorrow, and Sir Launcelot threw his arms abroad, and said: Alas, who may trust 
this world. And then he kneeled down on his knee, and prayed the Bishop to 
shrive him and assoil him. And then he besought the Bishop that he might be his 
brother. Then the Bishop said: I will gladly; and there he put an habit upon Sir 
Launcelot, and there he served God day and night with prayers and fastings. 

Thus the great host abode at Dover. And then Sir Lionel took fifteen lords 
with him, and rode to London to seek Sir Launcelot; and there Sir Lionel was 
slain and many of his lords. Then Sir Bors de Ganis made the great host for to go 
home again; and Sir Bors, Sir Ector de Maris, Sir Blamore, Sir Bleoberis, with 
more other of Sir Launcelot's kin, took on them to ride all England overthwart 
and endlong, to seek Sir Launcelot. So Sir Bors by fortune rode so long till he 
came to the same chapel where Sir Launcelot was; and so Sir Bors heard a little 
bell knell, that rang to mass; and there he alighted and heard mass. And when 
mass was done, the Bishop Sir Launcelot, and Sir Bedivere, came to Sir Bors. 
And when Sir Bors saw Sir Launcelot in that manner clothing, then he prayed 
the Bishop that he might be in the same suit. And so there was an habit put upon 
him, and there he lived in prayers and fasting. And within half a year, there was 
come Sir Galihud, Sir Galihodin, Sir Blamore, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Villiars, Sir 
Clarras, and Sir Gahalantine. So all these seven noble knights there abode still. 
And when they saw Sir Launcelot had taken him to such perfection, they had no 
lust to depart, but took such an habit as he had. 

Thus they endured in great penance six year; and then Sir Launcelot took the 
habit of priesthood of the Bishop, and a twelvemonth he sang mass. And there 
was none of these other knights but they read in books, and holp for to sing 
mass, and rang bells, and did bodily all manner of service. And so their horses 
went where they would, for they took no regard of no worldly riches. For when 
they saw Sir Launcelot endure such penance, in prayers, and fastings, they took 
no force what pain they endured, for to see the noblest knight of the world take 
such abstinence that he waxed full lean. And thus upon a night, there came a 
vision to Sir Launcelot, and charged him, in remission of his sins, to haste him 
unto Almesbury: And by then thou come there, thou shalt find Queen Guenever 
dead. And therefore take thy fellows with thee, and purvey them of an horse 
bier, and fetch thou the corpse of her, and bury her by her husband, the noble 
King Arthur. So this avision came to Sir Launcelot thrice in one night. 


CHAPTER XI. How Sir Launcelot went with his seven fellows to 
Almesbury, and found there Queen Guenever dead, whom they brought to 
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Glastonbury 

THEN Sir Launcelot rose up or day, and told the hermit. It were well done, 
said the hermit, that ye made you ready, and that you disobey not the avision. 
Then Sir Launcelot took his eight fellows with him, and on foot they yede from 
Glastonbury to Almesbury, the which is little more than thirty mile. And thither 
they came within two days, for they were weak and feeble to go. And when Sir 
Launcelot was come to Almesbury within the nunnery, Queen Guenever died but 
half an hour afore. And the ladies told Sir Launcelot that Queen Guenever told 
them all or she passed, that Sir Launcelot had been priest near a twelvemonth, 
And hither he cometh as fast as he may to fetch my corpse; and beside my lord, 
King Arthur, he shall bury me. Wherefore the queen said in hearing of them all: 
I beseech Almighty God that I may never have power to see Sir Launcelot with 
my worldly eyen; and thus, said all the ladies, was ever her prayer these two 
days, till she was dead. Then Sir Launcelot saw her visage, but he wept not 
greatly, but sighed. And so he did all the observance of the service himself, both 
the dirige, and on the morn he sang mass. And there was ordained an horse bier; 
and so with an hundred torches ever brenning about the corpse of the queen, and 
ever Sir Launcelot with his eight fellows went about the horse bier, singing and 
reading many an holy orison, and frankincense upon the corpse incensed. Thus 
Sir Launcelot and his eight fellows went on foot from Almesbury unto 
Glastonbury. 

And when they were come to the chapel and the hermitage, there she had a 
dirige, with great devotion. And on the morn the hermit that sometime was 
Bishop of Canterbury sang the mass of Requiem with great devotion. And Sir 
Launcelot was the first that offered, and then also his eight fellows. And then she 
was wrapped in cered cloth of Raines, from the top to the toe, in thirtyfold, and 
after she was put in a web of lead, and then in a coffin of marble. And when she 
was put in the earth Sir Launcelot swooned, and lay long still, while the hermit 
came and awaked him, and said: Ye be to blame, for ye displease God with such 
manner of sorrow-making. Truly, said Sir Launcelot, I trust I do not displease 
God, for He knoweth mine intent. For my sorrow was not, nor is not for any 
rejoicing of sin, but my sorrow may never have end. For when I remember of her 
beauty, and of her noblesse, that was both with her king and with her, so when I 
saw his corpse and her corpse so lie together, truly mine heart would not serve to 
sustain my careful body. Also when I remember me how by my default, mine 
orgule and my pride, that they were both laid full low, that were peerless that 
ever was living of Christian people, wit you well, said Sir Launcelot, this 
remembered, of their kindness and mine unkindness, sank so to mine heart, that I 
might not sustain myself. So the French book maketh mention. 
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CHAPTER XII. How Sir Launcelot began to sicken, and after died, 
whose body was borne to Joyous Gard for to be buried 

THEN Sir Launcelot never after ate but little meat, ne drank, till he was 
dead. For then he sickened more and more, and dried, and dwined away. For the 
Bishop nor none of his fellows might not make him to eat, and little he drank, 
that he was waxen by a cubit shorter than he was, that the people could not know 
him. For evermore, day and night, he prayed, but sometime he slumbered a 
broken sleep; ever he was lying grovelling on the tomb of King Arthur and 
Queen Guenever. And there was no comfort that the Bishop, nor Sir Bors, nor 
none of his fellows, could make him, it availed not. So within six weeks after, 
Sir Launcelot fell sick, and lay in his bed; and then he sent for the Bishop that 
there was hermit, and all his true fellows. Then Sir Launcelot said with dreary 
steven: Sir Bishop, I pray you give to me all my rites that longeth to a Christian 
man. It shall not need you, said the hermit and all his fellows, it is but heaviness 
of your blood, ye shall be well mended by the grace of God to-morn. My fair 
lords, said Sir Launcelot, wit you well my careful body will into the earth, I have 
warning more than now I will say; therefore give me my rites. So when he was 
houseled and anealed, and had all that a Christian man ought to have, he prayed 
the Bishop that his fellows might bear his body to Joyous Gard. Some men say it 
was Alnwick, and some men say it was Bamborough. Howbeit, said Sir 
Launcelot, me repenteth sore, but I made mine avow sometime, that in Joyous 
Gard I would be buried. And because of breaking of mine avow, I pray you all, 
lead me thither. Then there was weeping and wringing of hands among his 
fellows. 

So at a season of the night they all went to their beds, for they all lay in one 
chamber. And so after midnight, against day, the Bishop [that] then was hermit, 
as he lay in his bed asleep, he fell upon a great laughter. And therewith all the 
fellowship awoke, and came to the Bishop, and asked him what he ailed. Ah 
Jesu mercy, said the Bishop, why did ye awake me? I was never in all my life so 
merry and so well at ease. Wherefore? said Sir Bors. Truly said the Bishop, here 
was Sir Launcelot with me with mo angels than ever I saw men in one day. And 
I saw the angels heave up Sir Launcelot unto heaven, and the gates of heaven 
opened against him. It is but dretching of swevens, said Sir Bors, for I doubt not 
Sir Launcelot aileth nothing but good. It may well be, said the Bishop; go ye to 
his bed, and then shall ye prove the sooth. So when Sir Bors and his fellows 
came to his bed they found him stark dead, and he lay as he had smiled, and the 
sweetest savour about him that ever they felt. 

Then was there weeping and wringing of hands, and the greatest dole they 
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made that ever made men. And on the morn the Bishop did his mass of 
Requiem, and after, the Bishop and all the nine knights put Sir Launcelot in the 
same horse bier that Queen Guenever was laid in to-fore that she was buried. 
And so the Bishop and they all together went with the body of Sir Launcelot 
daily, till they came to Joyous Gard; and ever they had an hundred torches 
brenning about him. And so within fifteen days they came to Joyous Gard. And 
there they laid his corpse in the body of the quire, and sang and read many 
psalters and prayers over him and about him. 

And ever his visage was laid open and naked, that all folks might behold 
him. For such was the custom in those days, that all men of worship should so lie 
with open visage till that they were buried. And right thus as they were at their 
service, there came Sir Ector de Maris, that had seven years sought all England, 
Scotland, and Wales, seeking his brother, Sir Launcelot. 


CHAPTER XIII. How Sir Ector found Sir Launcelot his brother dead, 
and how Constantine reigned next after Arthur; and of the end of this book 

AND when Sir Ector heard such noise and light in the quire of Joyous Gard, 
he alighted and put his horse from him, and came into the quire, and there he 
saw men sing and weep. And all they knew Sir Ector, but he knew not them. 
Then went Sir Bors unto Sir Ector, and told him how there lay his brother, Sir 
Launcelot, dead; and then Sir Ector threw his shield, sword, and helm from him. 
And when he beheld Sir Launcelot's visage, he fell down in a swoon. And when 
he waked it were hard any tongue to tell the doleful complaints that he made for 
his brother. Ah Launcelot, he said, thou were head of all Christian knights, and 
now I dare say, said Sir Ector, thou Sir Launcelot, there thou liest, that thou were 
never matched of earthly knight's hand. And thou were the courteoust knight that 
ever bare shield. And thou were the truest friend to thy lover that ever bestrad 
horse. And thou were the truest lover of a sinful man that ever loved woman. 
And thou were the kindest man that ever struck with sword. And thou were the 
goodliest person that ever came among press of knights. And thou was the 
meekest man and the gentlest that ever ate in hall among ladies. And thou were 
the sternest knight to thy mortal foe that ever put spear in the rest. Then there 
was weeping and dolour out of measure. 

Thus they kept Sir Launcelot's corpse aloft fifteen days, and then they buried 
it with great devotion. And then at leisure they went all with the Bishop of 
Canterbury to his hermitage, and there they were together more than a month. 
Then Sir Constantine, that was Sir Cador's son of Cornwall, was chosen king of 
England. And he was a full noble knight, and worshipfully he ruled this realm. 
And then this King Constantine sent for the Bishop of Canterbury, for he heard 
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say where he was. And so he was restored unto his Bishopric, and left that 
hermitage. And Sir Bedivere was there ever still hermit to his life's end. Then Sir 
Bors de Ganis, Sir Ector de Maris, Sir Gahalantine, Sir Galihud, Sir Galihodin, 
Sir Blamore, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Villiars le Valiant, Sir Clarrus of Clermont, all 
these knights drew them to their countries. Howbeit King Constantine would 
have had them with him, but they would not abide in this realm. And there they 
all lived in their countries as holy men. And some English books make mention 
that they went never out of England after the death of Sir Launcelot, but that was 
but favour of makers. For the French book maketh mention, and is authorised, 
that Sir Bors, Sir Ector, Sir Blamore, and Sir Bleoberis, went into the Holy Land 
thereas Jesu Christ was quick and dead, and anon as they had stablished their 
lands. For the book saith, so Sir Launcelot commanded them for to do, or ever he 
passed out of this world. And these four knights did many battles upon the 
miscreants or Turks. And there they died upon a Good Friday for God's sake. 

Here is the end of the book of King Arthur, and of his noble knights of the 
Round Table, that when they were whole together there was ever an hundred 
and forty. And here is the end of the death of Arthur. I pray you all, gentlemen 
and gentlewomen that readeth this book of Arthur and his knights, from the 
beginning to the ending, pray for me while I am alive, that God send me good 
deliverance, and when I am dead, I pray you all pray for my soul. For this book 
was ended the ninth year of the reign of King Edward the Fourth, by Sir Thomas 
Maleore, knight, as Jesu help him for his great might, as he is the servant of Jesu 
both day and night. 

Thus endeth this noble and joyous book entitled Le Morte Darthur. 
Notwithstanding it treateth of the birth, life, and acts of the said King Arthur, of 
his noble knights of the Round Table, their marvellous enquests and adventures, 
the achieving of the Sangreal, and in the end the dolorous death and departing 
out of this world of them all. Which book was reduced into English by Sir 
Thomas Malory, knight, as afore is said, and by me divided into twenty-one 
books, chaptered and emprinted, and finished in the abbey, Westminster, the last 
day of July the year of our Lord MCCCCLXXX{ ?}. 

Caxton me fieri fecit. 


5043 XRN 


Dedication 


Sa 


Perchance as finding there unconsciously 
Some image of himself—I dedicate, 
I dedicate, I consecrate with tears— 
These Idylls. 

And indeed He seems to me 
Scarce other than my king's ideal knight, 
'Who reverenced his conscience as his king; 
Whose glory was, redressing human wrong; 
Who spake no slander, no, nor listened to it; 
Who loved one only and who clave to her— 
Her—over all whose realms to their last isle, 
Commingled with the gloom of imminent war, 
The shadow of His loss drew like eclipse, 
Darkening the world.We have lost him:he is gone: 
We know him now:sall narrow jealousies 
Are silent; and we see him as he moved, 
How modest, kindly, all-accomplished, wise, 
With what sublime repression of himself, 
And in what limits, and how tenderly; 
Not swaying to this faction or to that; 
Not making his high place the lawless perch 
Of winged ambitions, nor a vantage-ground 
For pleasure; but through all this tract of years 
Wearing the white flower of a blameless life, 
Before a thousand peering littlenesses, 
In that fierce light which beats upon a throne, 
And blackens every blot:for where is he, 
Who dares foreshadow for an only son 
A lovelier life, a more unstained, than his? 
Or how should England dreaming of his sons 
Hope more for these than some inheritance 
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Of such a life, a heart, a mind as thine, 
Thou noble Father of her Kings to be, 
Laborious for her people and her poor— 
Voice in the rich dawn of an ampler day— 
Far-sighted summoner of War and Waste 
To fruitful strifes and rivalries of peace— 
Sweet nature gilded by the gracious gleam 
Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art, 
Dear to thy land and ours, a Prince indeed, 
Beyond all titles, and a household name, 
Hereafter, through all times, Albert the Good. 
Break not, O woman's-heart, but still endure; 
Break not, for thou art Royal, but endure, 
Remembering all the beauty of that star 
Which shone so close beside Thee that ye made 
One light together, but has past and leaves 
The Crown a lonely splendour. 
May all love, 
His love, unseen but felt, o'ershadow Thee, 
The love of all Thy sons encompass Thee, 
The love of all Thy daughters cherish Thee, 
The love of all Thy people comfort Thee, 
Till God's love set Thee at his side again! 
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The Coming of Arthur 


o 


Leodogran, the King of Cameliard, 
Had one fair daughter, and none other child; 
And she was the fairest of all flesh on earth, 
Guinevere, and in her his one delight. 

For many a petty king ere Arthur came 
Ruled in this isle, and ever waging war 
Each upon other, wasted all the land; 
And still from time to time the heathen host 
Swarmed overseas, and harried what was left. 
And so there grew great tracts of wilderness, 
Wherein the beast was ever more and more, 
But man was less and less, till Arthur came. 
For first Aurelius lived and fought and died, 
And after him King Uther fought and died, 
But either failed to make the kingdom one. 
And after these King Arthur for a space, 
And through the puissance of his Table Round, 
Drew all their petty princedoms under him. 
Their king and head, and made a realm, and reigned. 

And thus the land of Cameliard was waste, 
Thick with wet woods, and many a beast therein, 
And none or few to scare or chase the beast; 
So that wild dog, and wolf and boar and bear 
Came night and day, and rooted in the fields, 
And wallowed in the gardens of the King. 
And ever and anon the wolf would steal 
The children and devour, but now and then, 
Her own brood lost or dead, lent her fierce teat 
To human sucklings; and the children, housed 
In her foul den, there at their meat would growl, 
And mock their foster mother on four feet, 
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Till, straightened, they grew up to wolf-like men, 
Worse than the wolves.And King Leodogran 
Groaned for the Roman legions here again, 
And Caesar's eagle:then his brother king, 
Urien, assailed him:last a heathen horde, 
Reddening the sun with smoke and earth with blood, 
And on the spike that split the mother's heart 
Spitting the child, brake on him, till, amazed, 
He knew not whither he should turn for aid. 

But—for he heard of Arthur newly crowned, 
Though not without an uproar made by those 
Who cried, 'He is not Uther's son'—the King 
Sent to him, saying, 'Arise, and help us thou! 
For here between the man and beast we die. 

And Arthur yet had done no deed of arms, 
But heard the call, and came:and Guinevere 
Stood by the castle walls to watch him pass; 
But since he neither wore on helm or shield 
The golden symbol of his kinglihood, 
But rode a simple knight among his knights, 
And many of these in richer arms than he, 
She saw him not, or marked not, if she saw, 
One among many, though his face was bare. 
But Arthur, looking downward as he past, 
Felt the light of her eyes into his life 
Smite on the sudden, yet rode on, and pitched 
His tents beside the forest.Then he drave 
The heathen; after, slew the beast, and felled 
The forest, letting in the sun, and made 
Broad pathways for the hunter and the knight 
And so returned. 

For while he lingered there, 
A doubt that ever smouldered in the hearts 
Of those great Lords and Barons of his realm 
Flashed forth and into war:for most of these, 
Colleaguing with a score of petty kings, 
Made head against him, crying, "Who is he 
That he should rule us? who hath proven him 
King Uther's son? for lo! we look at him, 
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And find nor face nor bearing, limbs nor voice, 
Are like to those of Uther whom we knew. 
This is the son of Gorlois, not the King; 

This is the son of Anton, not the King.’ 

And Arthur, passing thence to battle, felt 
Travail, and throes and agonies of the life, 
Desiring to be joined with Guinevere; 

And thinking as he rode, 'Her father said 

That there between the man and beast they die. 
Shall I not lift her from this land of beasts 

Up to my throne, and side by side with me? 
What happiness to reign a lonely king, 
Vext—O ye stars that shudder over me, 

O earth that soundest hollow under me, 

Vext with waste dreams? for saving I be joined 
To her that is the fairest under heaven, 

I seem as nothing in the mighty world, 

And cannot will my will, nor work my work 
Wholly, nor make myself in mine own realm 
Victor and lord.But were I joined with her, 
Then might we live together as one life, 

And reigning with one will in everything 

Have power on this dark land to lighten it, 
And power on this dead world to make it live. 

Thereafter—as he speaks who tells the tale— 
When Arthur reached a field-of-battle bright 
With pitched pavilions of his foe, the world 
Was all so clear about him, that he saw 
The smallest rock far on the faintest hill, 

And even in high day the morning star. 

So when the King had set his banner broad, 

At once from either side, with trumpet-blast, 

And shouts, and clarions shrilling unto blood, 

The long-lanced battle let their horses run. 

And now the Barons and the kings prevailed, 

And now the King, as here and there that war 
Went swaying; but the Powers who walk the world 
Made lightnings and great thunders over him, 

And dazed all eyes, till Arthur by main might, 
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And mightier of his hands with every blow, 

And leading all his knighthood threw the kings 

Carados, Urien, Cradlemont of Wales, 

Claudias, and Clariance of Northumberland, 

The King Brandagoras of Latangor, 

With Anguisant of Erin, Morganore, 

And Lot of Orkney.Then, before a voice 

As dreadful as the shout of one who sees 

To one who sins, and deems himself alone 

And all the world asleep, they swerved and brake 

Flying, and Arthur called to stay the brands 

That hacked among the flyers, 'Ho! they yield!’ 

So like a painted battle the war stood 

Silenced, the living quiet as the dead, 

And in the heart of Arthur joy was lord. 

He laughed upon his warrior whom he loved 

And honoured most.'Thou dost not doubt me King, 

So well thine arm hath wrought for me today. 

‘Sir and my liege,' he cried, 'the fire of God 

Descends upon thee in the battle-field: 

I know thee for my King!"Whereat the two, 

For each had warded either in the fight, 

Sware on the field of death a deathless love. 

And Arthur said, 'Man's word is God in man: 

Let chance what will, I trust thee to the death.' 
Then quickly from the foughten field he sent 

Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere, 

His new-made knights, to King Leodogran, 

Saying, 'If I in aught have served thee well, 

Give me thy daughter Guinevere to wife.’ 
Whom when he heard, Leodogran in heart 

Debating—'How should I that am a king, 

However much he holp me at my need, 

Give my one daughter saving to a king, 

And a king's son?'—lifted his voice, and called 

A hoary man, his chamberlain, to whom 

He trusted all things, and of him required 

His counsel:'Knowest thou aught of Arthur's birth?’ 
Then spake the hoary chamberlain and said, 
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‘Sir King, there be but two old men that know: 
And each is twice as old as I; and one 
Is Merlin, the wise man that ever served 
King Uther through his magic art; and one 
Is Merlin's master (so they call him) Bleys, 
Who taught him magic, but the scholar ran 
Before the master, and so far, that Bleys, 
Laid magic by, and sat him down, and wrote 
All things and whatsoever Merlin did 
In one great annal-book, where after-years 
Will learn the secret of our Arthur's birth. 

To whom the King Leodogran replied, 
'O friend, had I been holpen half as well 
By this King Arthur as by thee today, 
Then beast and man had had their share of me: 
But summon here before us yet once more 
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere.' 

Then, when they came before him, the King said, 
'T have seen the cuckoo chased by lesser fowl, 
And reason in the chase:but wherefore now 
Do these your lords stir up the heat of war, 
Some calling Arthur born of Gorlois, 

Others of Anton?Tell me, ye yourselves, 
Hold ye this Arthur for King Uther's son?’ 

And Ulfius and Brastias answered, 'Ay.' 
Then Bedivere, the first of all his knights 
Knighted by Arthur at his crowning, spake— 
For bold in heart and act and word was he, 
Whenever slander breathed against the King— 

‘Sir, there be many rumours on this head: 
For there be those who hate him in their hearts, 
Call him baseborn, and since his ways are sweet, 
And theirs are bestial, hold him less than man: 
And there be those who deem him more than man, 
And dream he dropt from heaven:but my belief 
In all this matter—so ye care to learn— 

Sir, for ye know that in King Uther's time 
The prince and warrior Gorlois, he that held 
Tintagil castle by the Cornish sea, 
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Was wedded with a winsome wife, Y gerne: 

And daughters had she borne him,—one whereof, 
Lot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bellicent, 

Hath ever like a loyal sister cleaved 

To Arthur,—but a son she had not borne. 

And Uther cast upon her eyes of love: 

But she, a stainless wife to Gorlois, 

So loathed the bright dishonour of his love, 

That Gorlois and King Uther went to war: 

And overthrown was Gorlois and slain. 

Then Uther in his wrath and heat besieged 
Ygerme within Tintagil, where her men, 

Seeing the mighty swarm about their walls, 

Left her and fled, and Uther entered in, 

And there was none to call to but himself. 

So, compassed by the power of the King, 
Enforced was she to wed him in her tears, 

And with a shameful swiftness:afterward, 

Not many moons, King Uther died himself, 
Moaning and wailing for an heir to rule 

After him, lest the realm should go to wrack. 

And that same night, the night of the new year, 
By reason of the bitterness and grief 

That vext his mother, all before his time 

Was Arthur born, and all as soon as born 
Delivered at a secret postern-gate 

To Merlin, to be holden far apart 

Until his hour should come; because the lords 

Of that fierce day were as the lords of this, 

Wild beasts, and surely would have torn the child 
Piecemeal among them, had they known; for each 
But sought to rule for his own self and hand, 

And many hated Uther for the sake 

Of Gorlois.Wherefore Merlin took the child, 

And gave him to Sir Anton, an old knight 

And ancient friend of Uther; and his wife 

Nursed the young prince, and reared him with her own; 
And no man knew.And ever since the lords 

Have foughten like wild beasts among themselves, 
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So that the realm has gone to wrack:but now, 
This year, when Merlin (for his hour had come) 
Brought Arthur forth, and set him in the hall, 
Proclaiming, "Here is Uther's heir, your king," 
A hundred voices cried, "Away with him! 

No king of ours! a son of Gorlois he, 

Or else the child of Anton, and no king, 

Or else baseborn." Yet Merlin through his craft, 
And while the people clamoured for a king, 
Had Arthur crowned; but after, the great lords 
Banded, and so brake out in open war.’ 

Then while the King debated with himself 

If Arthur were the child of shamefulness, 

Or born the son of Gorlois, after death, 

Or Uther's son, and born before his time, 

Or whether there were truth in anything 

Said by these three, there came to Cameliard, 
With Gawain and young Modred, her two sons, 
Lot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bellicent; 
Whom as he could, not as he would, the King 
Made feast for, saying, as they sat at meat, 

‘A doubtful throne is ice on summer seas. 
Ye come from Arthur's court. Victor his men 
Report him! Yea, but ye—think ye this king— 
So many those that hate him, and so strong, 

So few his knights, however brave they be— 
Hath body enow to hold his foemen down?’ 

'O King,’ she cried, ‘and I will tell thee:few, 
Few, but all brave, all of one mind with him; 
For I was near him when the savage yells 
Of Uther's peerage died, and Arthur sat 
Crowned on the dais, and his warriors cried, 
"Be thou the king, and we will work thy will 
Who love thee."Then the King in low deep tones, 
And simple words of great authority, 

Bound them by so strait vows to his own self, 

That when they rose, knighted from kneeling, some 
Were pale as at the passing of a ghost, 

Some flushed, and others dazed, as one who wakes 
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Half-blinded at the coming of a light. 

‘But when he spake and cheered his Table Round 
With large, divine, and comfortable words, 
Beyond my tongue to tell thee—I beheld 
From eye to eye through all their Order flash 
A momentary likeness of the King: 

And ere it left their faces, through the cross 
And those around it and the Crucified, 

Down from the casement over Arthur, smote 
Flame-colour, vert and azure, in three rays, 

One falling upon each of three fair queens, 

Who stood in silence near his throne, the friends 
Of Arthur, gazing on him, tall, with bright 
Sweet faces, who will help him at his need. 

‘And there I saw mage Merlin, whose vast wit 
And hundred winters are but as the hands 
Of loyal vassals toiling for their liege. 

‘And near him stood the Lady of the Lake, 
Who knows a subtler magic than his own— 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful. 

She gave the King his huge cross-hilted sword, 
Whereby to drive the heathen out:a mist 

Of incense curled about her, and her face 
Wellnigh was hidden in the minster gloom; 

But there was heard among the holy hymns 

A voice as of the waters, for she dwells 

Down in a deep; calm, whatsoever storms 

May shake the world, and when the surface rolls, 
Hath power to walk the waters like our Lord. 

‘There likewise I beheld Excalibur 
Before him at his crowning borne, the sword 
That rose from out the bosom of the lake, 

And Arthur rowed across and took it—rich 
With jewels, elfin Urim, on the hilt, 
Bewildering heart and eye—the blade so bright 
That men are blinded by it—on one side, 
Graven in the oldest tongue of all this world, 
"Take me," but turn the blade and ye shall see, 
And written in the speech ye speak yourself, 
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"Cast me away!"And sad was Arthur's face 

Taking it, but old Merlin counselled him, 

"Take thou and strike! the time to cast away 

Is yet far-off."So this great brand the king 

Took, and by this will beat his foemen down.’ 
Thereat Leodogran rejoiced, but thought 

To sift his doubtings to the last, and asked, 

Fixing full eyes of question on her face, 

'The swallow and the swift are near akin, 

But thou art closer to this noble prince, 

Being his own dear sister;' and she said, 

‘Daughter of Gorlois and Ygerne am J;' 

‘And therefore Arthur's sister?’ asked the King. 

She answered, "These be secret things,’ and signed 

To those two sons to pass, and let them be. 

And Gawain went, and breaking into song 

Sprang out, and followed by his flying hair 

Ran like a colt, and leapt at all he saw: 

But Modred laid his ear beside the doors, 

And there half-heard; the same that afterward 

Struck for the throne, and striking found his doom. 
And then the Queen made answer, 'What know I? 

For dark my mother was in eyes and hair, 

And dark in hair and eyes am J; and dark 

Was Gorlois, yea and dark was Uther too, 

Wellnigh to blackness; but this King is fair 

Beyond the race of Britons and of men. 

Moreover, always in my mind I hear 

A cry from out the dawning of my life, 

A mother weeping, and I hear her say, 

"O that ye had some brother, pretty one, 

To guard thee on the rough ways of the world."" 
‘Ay,’ said the King, ‘and hear ye such a cry? 

But when did Arthur chance upon thee first?’ 
'O King! she cried, ‘and I will tell thee true: 

He found me first when yet a little maid: 

Beaten I had been for a little fault 

Whereof I was not guilty; and out I ran 

And flung myself down on a bank of heath, 
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And hated this fair world and all therein, 
And wept, and wished that I were dead; and he— 
I know not whether of himself he came, 
Or brought by Merlin, who, they say, can walk 
Unseen at pleasure—he was at my side, 
And spake sweet words, and comforted my heart, 
And dried my tears, being a child with me. 
And many a time he came, and evermore 
As I grew greater grew with me; and sad 
At times he seemed, and sad with him was I, 
Stern too at times, and then I loved him not, 
But sweet again, and then I loved him well. 
And now of late I see him less and less, 
But those first days had golden hours for me, 
For then I surely thought he would be king. 

‘But let me tell thee now another tale: 
For Bleys, our Merlin's master, as they say, 
Died but of late, and sent his cry to me, 
To hear him speak before he left his life. 
Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay the mage; 
And when I entered told me that himself 
And Merlin ever served about the King, 
Uther, before he died; and on the night 
When Uther in Tintagil past away 
Moaning and wailing for an heir, the two 
Left the still King, and passing forth to breathe, 
Then from the castle gateway by the chasm 
Descending through the dismal night—a night 
In which the bounds of heaven and earth were lost— 
Beheld, so high upon the dreary deeps 
It seemed in heaven, a ship, the shape thereof 
A dragon winged, and all from stern to stern 
Bright with a shining people on the decks, 
And gone as soon as seen.And then the two 
Dropt to the cove, and watched the great sea fall, 
Wave after wave, each mightier than the last, 
Till last, a ninth one, gathering half the deep 
And full of voices, slowly rose and plunged 
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame: 
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And down the wave and in the flame was borne 
A naked babe, and rode to Merlin's feet, 
Who stoopt and caught the babe, and cried "The King! 
Here is an heir for Uther!" And the fringe 
Of that great breaker, sweeping up the strand, 
Lashed at the wizard as he spake the word, 
And all at once all round him rose in fire, 
So that the child and he were clothed in fire. 
And presently thereafter followed calm, 
Free sky and stars:"And this the same child," he said, 
"Is he who reigns; nor could I part in peace 
Till this were told."And saying this the seer 
Went through the strait and dreadful pass of death, 
Not ever to be questioned any more 
Save on the further side; but when I met 
Merlin, and asked him if these things were truth— 
The shining dragon and the naked child 
Descending in the glory of the seas— 
He laughed as is his wont, and answered me 
In riddling triplets of old time, and said: 
Rain, rain, and sun! a rainbow in the sky! 
A young man will be wiser by and by; 
An old man's wit may wander ere he die. 
Rain, rain, and sun! a rainbow on the lea! 
And truth is this to me, and that to thee; 
And truth or clothed or naked let it be. 
Rain, sun, and rain! and the free blossom blows: 
Sun, rain, and sun! and where is he who knows? 
From the great deep to the great deep he goes.” 
‘So Merlin riddling angered me; but thou 
Fear not to give this King thy only child, 
Guinevere:so great bards of him will sing 
Hereafter; and dark sayings from of old 
Ranging and ringing through the minds of men, 
And echoed by old folk beside their fires 
For comfort after their wage-work is done, 
Speak of the King; and Merlin in our time 
Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn 
Though men may wound him that he will not die, 
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But pass, again to come; and then or now 
Utterly smite the heathen underfoot, 
Till these and all men hail him for their king.’ 

She spake and King Leodogran rejoiced, 
But musing, 'Shall I answer yea or nay?" 
Doubted, and drowsed, nodded and slept, and saw, 
Dreaming, a slope of land that ever grew, 
Field after field, up to a height, the peak 
Haze-hidden, and thereon a phantom king, 
Now looming, and now lost; and on the slope 
The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd was driven, 
Fire glimpsed; and all the land from roof and rick, 
In drifts of smoke before a rolling wind, 
Streamed to the peak, and mingled with the haze 
And made it thicker; while the phantom king 
Sent out at times a voice; and here or there 
Stood one who pointed toward the voice, the rest 
Slew on and burnt, crying, 'No king of ours, 
No son of Uther, and no king of ours;' 
Till with a wink his dream was changed, the haze 
Descended, and the solid earth became 
As nothing, but the King stood out in heaven, 
Crowned.And Leodogran awoke, and sent 
Ulfius, and Brastias and Bedivere, 
Back to the court of Arthur answering yea. 

Then Arthur charged his warrior whom he loved 
And honoured most, Sir Lancelot, to ride forth 
And bring the Queen;—and watched him from the gates: 
And Lancelot past away among the flowers, 

(For then was latter April) and returned 

Among the flowers, in May, with Guinevere. 

To whom arrived, by Dubric the high saint, 
Chief of the church in Britain, and before 

The stateliest of her altar-shrines, the King 

That morn was married, while in stainless white, 
The fair beginners of a nobler time, 

And glorying in their vows and him, his knights 
Stood around him, and rejoicing in his joy. 

Far shone the fields of May through open door, 
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The sacred altar blossomed white with May, 

The Sun of May descended on their King, 

They gazed on all earth's beauty in their Queen, 

Rolled incense, and there past along the hymns 

A voice as of the waters, while the two 

Sware at the shrine of Christ a deathless love: 

And Arthur said, "Behold, thy doom is mine. 

Let chance what will, I love thee to the death!’ 

To whom the Queen replied with drooping eyes, 

‘King and my lord, I love thee to the death!’ 

And holy Dubric spread his hands and spake, 

‘Reign ye, and live and love, and make the world 

Other, and may thy Queen be one with thee, 

And all this Order of thy Table Round 

Fulfil the boundless purpose of their King!’ 
So Dubric said; but when they left the shrine 

Great Lords from Rome before the portal stood, 

In scornful stillness gazing as they past; 

Then while they paced a city all on fire 

With sun and cloth of gold, the trumpets blew, 

And Arthur's knighthood sang before the King:— 
‘Blow, trumpet, for the world is white with May; 

Blow trumpet, the long night hath rolled away! 

Blow through the living world—"Let the King reign." 
‘Shall Rome or Heathen rule in Arthur's realm? 

Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe upon helm, 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand!Let the King reign. 
‘Strike for the King and live! his knights have heard 

That God hath told the King a secret word. 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand!Let the King reign. 
‘Blow trumpet! he will lift us from the dust. 

Blow trumpet! live the strength and die the lust! 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand!Let the King reign. 
‘Strike for the King and die! and if thou diest, 

The King is King, and ever wills the highest. 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand!Let the King reign. 
‘Blow, for our Sun is mighty in his May! 

Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by day! 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand!Let the King reign. 
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'The King will follow Christ, and we the King 
In whom high God hath breathed a secret thing. 
Fall battleaxe, and flash brand!Let the King reign. 
So sang the knighthood, moving to their hall. 
There at the banquet those great Lords from Rome, 
The slowly-fading mistress of the world, 
Strode in, and claimed their tribute as of yore. 
But Arthur spake, "Behold, for these have sworn 
To wage my wars, and worship me their King; 
The old order changeth, yielding place to new; 
And we that fight for our fair father Christ, 
Seeing that ye be grown too weak and old 
To drive the heathen from your Roman wall, 
No tribute will we pay:’ so those great lords 
Drew back in wrath, and Arthur strove with Rome. 
And Arthur and his knighthood for a space 
Were all one will, and through that strength the King 
Drew in the petty princedoms under him, 
Fought, and in twelve great battles overcame 
The heathen hordes, and made a realm and reigned. 
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Gareth and Lynette 
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The last tall son of Lot and Bellicent, 
And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful spring 
Stared at the spate.A slender-shafted Pine 
Lost footing, fell, and so was whirled away. 
‘How he went down,’ said Gareth, 'as a false knight 
Or evil king before my lance if lance 
Were mine to use—O senseless cataract, 
Bearing all down in thy precipitancy— 
And yet thou art but swollen with cold snows 
And mine is living blood:thou dost His will, 
The Maker's, and not knowest, and I that know, 
Have strength and wit, in my good mother's hall 
Linger with vacillating obedience, 
Prisoned, and kept and coaxed and whistled to— 
Since the good mother holds me still a child! 
Good mother is bad mother unto me! 
A worse were better; yet no worse would I. 
Heaven yield her for it, but in me put force 
To weary her ears with one continuous prayer, 
Until she let me fly discaged to sweep 
In ever-highering eagle-circles up 
To the great Sun of Glory, and thence swoop 
Down upon all things base, and dash them dead, 
A knight of Arthur, working out his will, 
To cleanse the world.Why, Gawain, when he came 
With Modred hither in the summertime, 
Asked me to tilt with him, the proven knight. 
Modred for want of worthier was the judge. 
Then I so shook him in the saddle, he said, 
"Thou hast half prevailed against me," said so—he— 
Though Modred biting his thin lips was mute, 
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For he is alway sullen:what care I?' 

And Gareth went, and hovering round her chair 
Asked, 'Mother, though ye count me still the child, 
Sweet mother, do ye love the child?'She laughed, 
'Thou art but a wild-goose to question it.’ 

'Then, mother, an ye love the child,’ he said, 
‘Being a goose and rather tame than wild, 
Hear the child's story."Yea, my well-beloved, 
An 'twere but of the goose and golden eggs.’ 

And Gareth answered her with kindling eyes, 
'Nay, nay, good mother, but this egg of mine 
Was finer gold than any goose can lay; 

For this an Eagle, a royal Eagle, laid 

Almost beyond eye-reach, on such a palm 

As glitters gilded in thy Book of Hours. 

And there was ever haunting round the palm 

A lusty youth, but poor, who often saw 

The splendour sparkling from aloft, and thought 
"An I could climb and lay my hand upon it, 

Then were I wealthier than a leash of kings." 

But ever when he reached a hand to climb, 

One, that had loved him from his childhood, caught 
And stayed him, "Climb not lest thou break thy neck, 
I charge thee by my love," and so the boy, 

Sweet mother, neither clomb, nor brake his neck, 
But brake his very heart in pining for it, 

And past away. 

To whom the mother said, 

"True love, sweet son, had risked himself and climbed, 
And handed down the golden treasure to him. 

And Gareth answered her with kindling eyes, 
'Gold?' said I gold?—ay then, why he, or she, 

Or whosoe'er it was, or half the world 
Had ventured—had the thing I spake of been 
Mere gold—but this was all of that true steel, 
Whereof they forged the brand Excalibur, 
And lightnings played about it in the storm, 
And all the little fowl were flurried at it, 
And there were cries and clashings in the nest, 
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That sent him from his senses:let me go.' 
Then Bellicent bemoaned herself and said, 
‘Hast thou no pity upon my loneliness? 
Lo, where thy father Lot beside the hearth 
Lies like a log, and all but smouldered out! 
For ever since when traitor to the King 
He fought against him in the Barons' war, 
And Arthur gave him back his territory, 
His age hath slowly droopt, and now lies there 
A yet-warm corpse, and yet unburiable, 
No more; nor sees, nor hears, nor speaks, nor knows. 
And both thy brethren are in Arthur's hall, 
Albeit neither loved with that full love 
I feel for thee, nor worthy such a love: 
Stay therefore thou; red berries charm the bird, 
And thee, mine innocent, the jousts, the wars, 
Who never knewest finger-ache, nor pang 
Of wrenched or broken limb—an often chance 
In those brain-stunning shocks, and tourney-falls, 
Frights to my heart; but stay:follow the deer 
By these tall firs and our fast-falling burns; 
So make thy manhood mightier day by day; 
Sweet is the chase:and I will seek thee out 
Some comfortable bride and fair, to grace 
Thy climbing life, and cherish my prone year, 
Till falling into Lot's forgetfulness 
I know not thee, myself, nor anything. 
Stay, my best son! ye are yet more boy than man.' 
Then Gareth, 'An ye hold me yet for child, 
Hear yet once more the story of the child. 
For, mother, there was once a King, like ours. 
The prince his heir, when tall and marriageable, 
Asked for a bride; and thereupon the King 
Set two before him.One was fair, strong, armed— 
But to be won by force—and many men 
Desired her; one good lack, no man desired. 
And these were the conditions of the King: 
That save he won the first by force, he needs 
Must wed that other, whom no man desired, 
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A red-faced bride who knew herself so vile, 
That evermore she longed to hide herself, 
Nor fronted man or woman, eye to eye— 
Yea—some she cleaved to, but they died of her. 
And one—they called her Fame; and one,—O Mother, 
How can ye keep me tethered to you—Shame. 
Man am I grown, a man's work must I do. 
Follow the deer? follow the Christ, the King, 
Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow the King— 
Else, wherefore born?’ 
To whom the mother said 
‘Sweet son, for there be many who deem him not, 
Or will not deem him, wholly proven King— 
Albeit in mine own heart I knew him King, 
When I was frequent with him in my youth, 
And heard him Kingly speak, and doubted him 
No more than he, himself; but felt him mine, 
Of closest kin to me:yet—wilt thou leave 
Thine easeful biding here, and risk thine all, 
Life, limbs, for one that is not proven King? 
Stay, till the cloud that settles round his birth 
Hath lifted but a little.Stay, sweet son.' 
And Gareth answered quickly, 'Not an hour, 
So that ye yield me—I will walk through fire, 
Mother, to gain it—your full leave to go. 
Not proven, who swept the dust of ruined Rome 
From off the threshold of the realm, and crushed 
The Idolaters, and made the people free? 
Who should be King save him who makes us free?" 
So when the Queen, who long had sought in vain 
To break him from the intent to which he grew, 
Found her son's will unwaveringly one, 
She answered craftily, "Will ye walk through fire? 
Who walks through fire will hardly heed the smoke. 
Ay, go then, an ye must:only one proof, 
Before thou ask the King to make thee knight, 
Of thine obedience and thy love to me, 
Thy mother,—I demand. 
And Gareth cried, 
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'A hard one, or a hundred, so I go. 
Nay—quick! the proof to prove me to the quick!’ 

But slowly spake the mother looking at him, 
‘Prince, thou shalt go disguised to Arthur's hall, 
And hire thyself to serve for meats and drinks 
Among the scullions and the kitchen-knaves, 
And those that hand the dish across the bar. 

Nor shalt thou tell thy name to anyone. 
And thou shalt serve a twelvemonth and a day.’ 

For so the Queen believed that when her son 
Beheld his only way to glory lead 
Low down through villain kitchen-vassalage, 
Her own true Gareth was too princely-proud 
To pass thereby; so should he rest with her, 
Closed in her castle from the sound of arms. 

Silent awhile was Gareth, then replied, 

'The thrall in person may be free in soul, 

And I shall see the jousts. Thy son am I, 

And since thou art my mother, must obey. 

I therefore yield me freely to thy will; 

For hence will I, disguised, and hire myself 

To serve with scullions and with kitchen-knaves; 
Nor tell my name to any—no, not the King.’ 

Gareth awhile lingered. The mother's eye 
Full of the wistful fear that he would go, 

And turning toward him wheresoe'er he turned, 
Perplext his outward purpose, till an hour, 

When wakened by the wind which with full voice 
Swept bellowing through the darkness on to dawn, 
He rose, and out of slumber calling two 

That still had tended on him from his birth, 

Before the wakeful mother heard him, went. 

The three were clad like tillers of the soil. 
Southward they set their faces. The birds made 
Melody on branch, and melody in mid air. 
The damp hill-slopes were quickened into green, 
And the live green had kindled into flowers, 
For it was past the time of Easterday. 

So, when their feet were planted on the plain 
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That broadened toward the base of Camelot, 
Far off they saw the silver-misty morn 
Rolling her smoke about the Royal mount, 
That rose between the forest and the field. 
At times the summit of the high city flashed; 
At times the spires and turrets half-way down 
Pricked through the mist; at times the great gate shone 
Only, that opened on the field below: 
Anon, the whole fair city had disappeared. 
Then those who went with Gareth were amazed, 
One crying, 'Let us go no further, lord. 
Here is a city of Enchanters, built 
By fairy Kings.'The second echoed him, 
"Lord, we have heard from our wise man at home 
To Northward, that this King is not the King, 
But only changeling out of Fairyland, 
Who drave the heathen hence by sorcery 
And Merlin's glamour.'Then the first again, 
‘Lord, there is no such city anywhere, 
But all a vision.’ 
Gareth answered them 
With laughter, swearing he had glamour enow 
In his own blood, his princedom, youth and hopes, 
To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian sea; 
So pushed them all unwilling toward the gate. 
And there was no gate like it under heaven. 
For barefoot on the keystone, which was lined 
And rippled like an ever-fleeting wave, 
The Lady of the Lake stood:all her dress 
Wept from her sides as water flowing away; 
But like the cross her great and goodly arms 
Stretched under the cornice and upheld: 
And drops of water fell from either hand; 
And down from one a sword was hung, from one 
A censer, either worn with wind and storm; 
And o'er her breast floated the sacred fish; 
And in the space to left of her, and right, 
Were Arthur's wars in weird devices done, 
New things and old co-twisted, as if Time 
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Were nothing, so inveterately, that men 
Were giddy gazing there; and over all 
High on the top were those three Queens, the friends 
Of Arthur, who should help him at his need. 
Then those with Gareth for so long a space 
Stared at the figures, that at last it seemed 
The dragon-boughts and elvish emblemings 
Began to move, seethe, twine and curl:they called 
To Gareth, 'Lord, the gateway is alive.’ 
And Gareth likewise on them fixt his eyes 
So long, that even to him they seemed to move. 
Out of the city a blast of music pealed. 
Back from the gate started the three, to whom 
From out thereunder came an ancient man, 
Long-bearded, saying, 'Who be ye, my sons?’ 
Then Gareth, 'We be tillers of the soil, 
Who leaving share in furrow come to see 
The glories of our King:but these, my men, 
(Your city moved so weirdly in the mist) 
Doubt if the King be King at all, or come 
From Fairyland; and whether this be built 
By magic, and by fairy Kings and Queens; 
Or whether there be any city at all, 
Or all a vision:and this music now 
Hath scared them both, but tell thou these the truth.' 
Then that old Seer made answer playing on him 
And saying, ‘Son, I have seen the good ship sail 
Keel upward, and mast downward, in the heavens, 
And solid turrets topsy-turvy in air: 
And here is truth; but an it please thee not, 
Take thou the truth as thou hast told it me. 
For truly as thou sayest, a Fairy King 
And Fairy Queens have built the city, son; 
They came from out a sacred mountain-cleft 
Toward the sunrise, each with harp in hand, 
And built it to the music of their harps. 
And, as thou sayest, it is enchanted, son, 
For there is nothing in it as it seems 
Saving the King; though some there be that hold 
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The King a shadow, and the city real: 
Yet take thou heed of him, for, so thou pass 
Beneath this archway, then wilt thou become 
A thrall to his enchantments, for the King 
Will bind thee by such vows, as is a shame 
A man should not be bound by, yet the which 
No man can keep; but, so thou dread to swear, 
Pass not beneath this gateway, but abide 
Without, among the cattle of the field. 
For an ye heard a music, like enow 
They are building still, seeing the city is built 
To music, therefore never built at all, 
And therefore built for ever.’ 

Gareth spake 
Angered, 'Old master, reverence thine own beard 
That looks as white as utter truth, and seems 
Wellnigh as long as thou art statured tall! 
Why mockest thou the stranger that hath been 
To thee fair-spoken?' 

But the Seer replied, 
‘Know ye not then the Riddling of the Bards? 
"Confusion, and illusion, and relation, 
Elusion, and occasion, and evasion"? 
I mock thee not but as thou mockest me, 
And all that see thee, for thou art not who 
Thou seemest, but I know thee who thou art. 
And now thou goest up to mock the King, 
Who cannot brook the shadow of any lie.' 

Unmockingly the mocker ending here 
Turned to the right, and past along the plain; 
Whom Gareth looking after said, 'My men, 
Our one white lie sits like a little ghost 
Here on the threshold of our enterprise. 
Let love be blamed for it, not she, nor I: 
Well, we will make amends.' 

With all good cheer 
He spake and laughed, then entered with his twain 
Camelot, a city of shadowy palaces 
And stately, rich in emblem and the work 
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Of ancient kings who did their days in stone; 
Which Merlin's hand, the Mage at Arthur's court, 
Knowing all arts, had touched, and everywhere 
At Arthur's ordinance, tipt with lessening peak 
And pinnacle, and had made it spire to heaven. 
And ever and anon a knight would pass 
Outward, or inward to the hall:his arms 
Clashed; and the sound was good to Gareth's ear. 
And out of bower and casement shyly glanced 
Eyes of pure women, wholesome stars of love; 
And all about a healthful people stept 
As in the presence of a gracious king. 
Then into hall Gareth ascending heard 
A voice, the voice of Arthur, and beheld 
Far over heads in that long-vaulted hall 
The splendour of the presence of the King 
Throned, and delivering doom—and looked no more— 
But felt his young heart hammering in his ears, 
And thought, 'For this half-shadow of a lie 
The truthful King will doom me when I speak.’ 
Yet pressing on, though all in fear to find 
Sir Gawain or Sir Modred, saw nor one 
Nor other, but in all the listening eyes 
Of those tall knights, that ranged about the throne, 
Clear honour shining like the dewy star 
Of dawn, and faith in their great King, with pure 
Affection, and the light of victory, 
And glory gained, and evermore to gain. 
Then came a widow crying to the King, 
'A boon, Sir King!Thy father, Uther, reft 
From my dead lord a field with violence: 
For howsoe’er at first he proffered gold, 
Yet, for the field was pleasant in our eyes, 
We yielded not; and then he reft us of it 
Perforce, and left us neither gold nor field.’ 
Said Arthur, 'Whether would ye? gold or field?’ 
To whom the woman weeping, 'Nay, my lord, 
The field was pleasant in my husband's eye.' 
And Arthur, 'Have thy pleasant field again, 
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And thrice the gold for Uther's use thereof, 
According to the years.No boon is here, 
But justice, so thy say be proven true. 
Accursed, who from the wrongs his father did 
Would shape himself a right!’ 
And while she past, 
Came yet another widow crying to him, 
'A boon, Sir King!Thine enemy, King, am I. 
With thine own hand thou slewest my dear lord, 
A knight of Uther in the Barons' war, 
When Lot and many another rose and fought 
Against thee, saying thou wert basely born. 
I held with these, and loathe to ask thee aught. 
Yet lo! my husband's brother had my son 
Thralled in his castle, and hath starved him dead; 
And standeth seized of that inheritance 
Which thou that slewest the sire hast left the son. 
So though I scarce can ask it thee for hate, 
Grant me some knight to do the battle for me, 
Kill the foul thief, and wreak me for my son.’ 
Then strode a good knight forward, crying to him, 
‘A boon, Sir King!I am her kinsman, I. 
Give me to right her wrong, and slay the man.’ 
Then came Sir Kay, the seneschal, and cried, 
'A boon, Sir King! even that thou grant her none, 
This railer, that hath mocked thee in full hall— 
None; or the wholesome boon of gyve and gag.’ 
But Arthur, 'We sit King, to help the wronged 
Through all our realm.The woman loves her lord. 
Peace to thee, woman, with thy loves and hates! 
The kings of old had doomed thee to the flames, 
Aurelius Emrys would have scourged thee dead, 
And Uther slit thy tongue:but get thee hence— 
Lest that rough humour of the kings of old 
Return upon me! Thou that art her kin, 
Go likewise; lay him low and slay him not, 
But bring him here, that I may judge the right, 
According to the justice of the King: 
Then, be he guilty, by that deathless King 
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Who lived and died for men, the man shall die.' 
Then came in hall the messenger of Mark, 
A name of evil savour in the land, 
The Cornish king.In either hand he bore 
What dazzled all, and shone far-off as shines 
A field of charlock in the sudden sun 
Between two showers, a cloth of palest gold, 
Which down he laid before the throne, and knelt, 
Delivering, that his lord, the vassal king, 
Was even upon his way to Camelot; 
For having heard that Arthur of his grace 
Had made his goodly cousin, Tristram, knight, 
And, for himself was of the greater state, 
Being a king, he trusted his liege-lord 
Would yield him this large honour all the more; 
So prayed him well to accept this cloth of gold, 
In token of true heart and fealty. 
Then Arthur cried to rend the cloth, to rend 
In pieces, and so cast it on the hearth. 
An oak-tree smouldered there."The goodly knight! 
What! shall the shield of Mark stand among these?’ 
For, midway down the side of that long hall 
A stately pile——whereof along the front, 
Some blazoned, some but carven, and some blank, 
There ran a treble range of stony shields,— 
Rose, and high-arching overbrowed the hearth. 
And under every shield a knight was named: 
For this was Arthur's custom in his hall; 
When some good knight had done one noble deed, 
His arms were carven only; but if twain 
His arms were blazoned also; but if none, 
The shield was blank and bare without a sign 
Saving the name beneath; and Gareth saw 
The shield of Gawain blazoned rich and bright, 
And Modred's blank as death; and Arthur cried 
To rend the cloth and cast it on the hearth. 
‘More like are we to reave him of his crown 
Than make him knight because men call him king. 
The kings we found, ye know we stayed their hands 
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From war among themselves, but left them kings; 
Of whom were any bounteous, merciful, 
Truth-speaking, brave, good livers, them we enrolled 
Among us, and they sit within our hall. 

But as Mark hath tarnished the great name of king, 
As Mark would sully the low state of churl: 

And, seeing he hath sent us cloth of gold, 

Return, and meet, and hold him from our eyes, 
Lest we should lap him up in cloth of lead, 
Silenced for ever—craven—a man of plots, 

Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside ambushings— 
No fault of thine:let Kay the seneschal 

Look to thy wants, and send thee satisfied— 
Accursed, who strikes nor lets the hand be seen!’ 

And many another suppliant crying came 
With noise of ravage wrought by beast and man, 
And evermore a knight would ride away. 

Last, Gareth leaning both hands heavily 
Down on the shoulders of the twain, his men, 
Approached between them toward the King, and asked, 
'A boon, Sir King (his voice was all ashamed), 
For see ye not how weak and hungerworn 
I seem—leaning on these? grant me to serve 
For meat and drink among thy kitchen-knaves 
A twelvemonth and a day, nor seek my name. 
Hereafter I will fight.’ 

To him the King, 

'A goodly youth and worth a goodlier boon! 
But so thou wilt no goodlier, then must Kay, 
The master of the meats and drinks, be thine.' 

He rose and past; then Kay, a man of mien 
Wan-sallow as the plant that feels itself 
Root-bitten by white lichen, 

'Lo ye now! 

This fellow hath broken from some Abbey, where, 
God wot, he had not beef and brewis enow, 
However that might chance! but an he work, 

Like any pigeon will I cram his crop, 

And sleeker shall he shine than any hog.’ 
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Then Lancelot standing near, 'Sir Seneschal, 
Sleuth-hound thou knowest, and gray, and all the hounds; 
A horse thou knowest, a man thou dost not know: 
Broad brows and fair, a fluent hair and fine, 

High nose, a nostril large and fine, and hands 
Large, fair and fine!—Some young lad's mystery— 
But, or from sheepcot or king's hall, the boy 

Is noble-natured.Treat him with all grace, 

Lest he should come to shame thy judging of him.' 

Then Kay, ‘What murmurest thou of mystery? 
Think ye this fellow will poison the King's dish? 
Nay, for he spake too fool-like:mystery! 

Tut, an the lad were noble, he had asked 

For horse and armour:fair and fine, forsooth! 

Sir Fine-face, Sir Fair-hands? but see thou to it 
That thine own fineness, Lancelot, some fine day 
Undo thee not—and leave my man to me. 

So Gareth all for glory underwent 

The sooty yoke of kitchen-vassalage; 

Ate with young lads his portion by the door, 

And couched at night with grimy kitchen-knaves. 
And Lancelot ever spake him pleasantly, 

But Kay the seneschal, who loved him not, 
Would hustle and harry him, and labour him 
Beyond his comrade of the hearth, and set 

To turn the broach, draw water, or hew wood, 

Or grosser tasks; and Gareth bowed himself 
With all obedience to the King, and wrought 

All kind of service with a noble ease 

That graced the lowliest act in doing it. 

And when the thralls had talk among themselves, 
And one would praise the love that linkt the King 
And Lancelot—how the King had saved his life 
In battle twice, and Lancelot once the King's— 
For Lancelot was the first in Tournament, 

But Arthur mightiest on the battle-field— 
Gareth was glad.Or if some other told, 

How once the wandering forester at dawn, 

Far over the blue tarns and hazy seas, 
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On Caer-Eryri's highest found the King, 

A naked babe, of whom the Prophet spake, 

'He passes to the Isle Avilion, 

He passes and is healed and cannot die'— 

Gareth was glad.But if their talk were foul, 

Then would he whistle rapid as any lark, 

Or carol some old roundelay, and so loud 

That first they mocked, but, after, reverenced him. 
Or Gareth telling some prodigious tale 

Of knights, who sliced a red life-bubbling way 
Through twenty folds of twisted dragon, held 

All in a gap-mouthed circle his good mates 

Lying or sitting round him, idle hands, 

Charmed; till Sir Kay, the seneschal, would come 
Blustering upon them, like a sudden wind 

Among dead leaves, and drive them all apart. 

Or when the thralls had sport among themselves, 
So there were any trial of mastery, 

He, by two yards in casting bar or stone 

Was counted best; and if there chanced a joust, 
So that Sir Kay nodded him leave to go, 

Would hurry thither, and when he saw the knights 
Clash like the coming and retiring wave, 

And the spear spring, and good horse reel, the boy 
Was half beyond himself for ecstasy. 

So for a month he wrought among the thralls; 
But in the weeks that followed, the good Queen, 
Repentant of the word she made him swear, 

And saddening in her childless castle, sent, 
Between the in-crescent and de-crescent moon, 
Arms for her son, and loosed him from his vow. 

This, Gareth hearing from a squire of Lot 
With whom he used to play at tourney once, 
When both were children, and in lonely haunts 
Would scratch a ragged oval on the sand, 

And each at either dash from either end— 
Shame never made girl redder than Gareth joy. 
He laughed; he sprang.'Out of the smoke, at once 
I leap from Satan's foot to Peter's knee— 
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These news be mine, none other's—nay, the King's— 
Descend into the city:' whereon he sought 
The King alone, and found, and told him all. 
'T have staggered thy strong Gawain in a tilt 
For pastime; yea, he said it:joust can I. 
Make me thy knight—in secret! let my name 
Be hidden, and give me the first quest, I spring 
Like flame from ashes. 
Here the King's calm eye 
Fell on, and checked, and made him flush, and bow 
Lowly, to kiss his hand, who answered him, 
'Son, the good mother let me know thee here, 
And sent her wish that I would yield thee thine. 
Make thee my knight? my knights are sworn to vows 
Of utter hardihood, utter gentleness, 
And, loving, utter faithfulness in love, 
And uttermost obedience to the King. 
Then Gareth, lightly springing from his knees, 
'My King, for hardihood I can promise thee. 
For uttermost obedience make demand 
Of whom ye gave me to, the Seneschal, 
No mellow master of the meats and drinks! 
And as for love, God wot, I love not yet, 
But love I shall, God willing.’ 
And the King 
‘Make thee my knight in secret? yea, but he, 
Our noblest brother, and our truest man, 
And one with me in all, he needs must know. ' 
‘Let Lancelot know, my King, let Lancelot know, 
Thy noblest and thy truest!’ 
And the King— 
‘But wherefore would ye men should wonder at you? 
Nay, rather for the sake of me, their King, 
And the deed's sake my knighthood do the deed, 
Than to be noised of.' 
Merrily Gareth asked, 
‘Have I not earned my cake in baking of it? 
Let be my name until I make my name! 
My deeds will speak:it is but for a day. 
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So with a kindly hand on Gareth's arm 
Smiled the great King, and half-unwillingly 
Loving his lusty youthhood yielded to him. 
Then, after summoning Lancelot privily, 
'T have given him the first quest:he is not proven. 
Look therefore when he calls for this in hall, 
Thou get to horse and follow him far away. 
Cover the lions on thy shield, and see 
Far as thou mayest, he be nor ta'en nor slain.’ 
Then that same day there past into the hall 
A damsel of high lineage, and a brow 
May-blossom, and a cheek of apple-blossom, 
Hawk-eyes; and lightly was her slender nose 
Tip-tilted like the petal of a flower; 
She into hall past with her page and cried, 
'O King, for thou hast driven the foe without, 
See to the foe within! bridge, ford, beset 
By bandits, everyone that owns a tower 
The Lord for half a league.Why sit ye there? 
Rest would I not, Sir King, an I were king, 
Till even the lonest hold were all as free 
From cursed bloodshed, as thine altar-cloth 
From that best blood it is a sin to spill.’ 
‘Comfort thyself,’ said Arthur.'I nor mine 
Rest:so my knighthood keep the vows they swore, 
The wastest moorland of our realm shall be 
Safe, damsel, as the centre of this hall. 
What is thy name? thy need?" 
'My name?’ she said— 
‘Lynette my name; noble; my need, a knight 
To combat for my sister, Lyonors, 
A lady of high lineage, of great lands, 
And comely, yea, and comelier than myself. 
She lives in Castle Perilous:a river 
Runs in three loops about her living-place; 
And o'er it are three passings, and three knights 
Defend the passings, brethren, and a fourth 
And of that four the mightiest, holds her stayed 
In her own castle, and so besieges her 
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To break her will, and make her wed with him: 
And but delays his purport till thou send 
To do the battle with him, thy chief man 
Sir Lancelot whom he trusts to overthrow, 
Then wed, with glory:but she will not wed 
Save whom she loveth, or a holy life. 
Now therefore have I come for Lancelot.’ 
Then Arthur mindful of Sir Gareth asked, 
‘Damsel, ye know this Order lives to crush 
All wrongers of the Realm.But say, these four, 
Who be they?What the fashion of the men?’ 
‘They be of foolish fashion, O Sir King, 
The fashion of that old knight-errantry 
Who ride abroad, and do but what they will; 
Courteous or bestial from the moment, such 
As have nor law nor king; and three of these 
Proud in their fantasy call themselves the Day, 
Morning-Star, and Noon-Sun, and Evening-Star, 
Being strong fools; and never a whit more wise 
The fourth, who alway rideth armed in black, 
A huge man-beast of boundless savagery. 
He names himself the Night and oftener Death, 
And wears a helmet mounted with a skull, 
And bears a skeleton figured on his arms, 
To show that who may slay or scape the three, 
Slain by himself, shall enter endless night. 
And all these four be fools, but mighty men, 
And therefore am I come for Lancelot.’ 
Hereat Sir Gareth called from where he rose, 
A head with kindling eyes above the throng, 
‘A boon, Sir King—this quest!’ then—for he marked 
Kay near him groaning like a wounded bull— 
"Yea, King, thou knowest thy kitchen-knave am I, 
And mighty through thy meats and drinks am I, 
And I can topple over a hundred such. 
Thy promise, King,’ and Arthur glancing at him, 
Brought down a momentary brow.'Rough, sudden, 
And pardonable, worthy to be knight— 
Go therefore,’ and all hearers were amazed. 
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But on the damsel's forehead shame, pride, wrath 
Slew the May-white:she lifted either arm, 
‘Fie on thee, King! I asked for thy chief knight, 
And thou hast given me but a kitchen-knave.' 
Then ere a man in hall could stay her, turned, 
Fled down the lane of access to the King, 
Took horse, descended the slope street, and past 
The weird white gate, and paused without, beside 
The field of tourney, murmuring 'kitchen-knave.' 

Now two great entries opened from the hall, 
At one end one, that gave upon a range 
Of level pavement where the King would pace 
At sunrise, gazing over plain and wood; 
And down from this a lordly stairway sloped 
Till lost in blowing trees and tops of towers; 
And out by this main doorway past the King. 
But one was counter to the hearth, and rose 
High that the highest-crested helm could ride 
Therethrough nor graze:and by this entry fled 
The damsel in her wrath, and on to this 
Sir Gareth strode, and saw without the door 
King Arthur's gift, the worth of half a town, 
A watrhorse of the best, and near it stood 
The two that out of north had followed him: 
This bare a maiden shield, a casque; that held 
The horse, the spear; whereat Sir Gareth loosed 
A cloak that dropt from collar-bone to heel, 
A cloth of roughest web, and cast it down, 
And from it like a fuel-smothered fire, 
That lookt half-dead, brake bright, and flashed as those 
Dull-coated things, that making slide apart 
Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath there burns 
A jewelled harness, ere they pass and fly. 
So Gareth ere he parted flashed in arms. 
Then as he donned the helm, and took the shield 
And mounted horse and graspt a spear, of grain 
Storm-strengthened on a windy site, and tipt 
With trenchant steel, around him slowly prest 
The people, while from out of kitchen came 
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The thralls in throng, and seeing who had worked 
Lustier than any, and whom they could but love, 
Mounted in arms, threw up their caps and cried, 
'God bless the King, and all his fellowship!’ 
And on through lanes of shouting Gareth rode 
Down the slope street, and past without the gate. 
So Gareth past with joy; but as the cur 
Pluckt from the cur he fights with, ere his cause 
Be cooled by fighting, follows, being named, 
His owner, but remembers all, and growls 
Remembering, so Sir Kay beside the door 
Muttered in scorn of Gareth whom he used 
To harry and hustle. 
‘Bound upon a quest 
With horse and arms—the King hath past his time— 
My scullion knave!Thralls to your work again, 
For an your fire be low ye kindle mine! 
Will there be dawn in West and eve in East? 
Begone!—my knave!—belike and like enow 
Some old head-blow not heeded in his youth 
So shook his wits they wander in his prime— 
Crazed! How the villain lifted up his voice, 
Nor shamed to bawl himself a kitchen-knave. 
Tut:he was tame and meek enow with me, 
Till peacocked up with Lancelot's noticing. 
Well—I will after my loud knave, and learn 
Whether he know me for his master yet. 
Out of the smoke he came, and so my lance 
Hold, by God's grace, he shall into the mire— 
Thence, if the King awaken from his craze, 
Into the smoke again.’ 
But Lancelot said, 
‘Kay, wherefore wilt thou go against the King, 
For that did never he whereon ye rail, 
But ever meekly served the King in thee? 
Abide:take counsel; for this lad is great 
And lusty, and knowing both of lance and sword.’ 
'Tut, tell not me,' said Kay, 'ye are overfine 
To mar stout knaves with foolish courtesies:' 
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Then mounted, on through silent faces rode 
Down the slope city, and out beyond the gate. 

But by the field of tourney lingering yet 
Muttered the damsel, "Wherefore did the King 
Scorn me? for, were Sir Lancelot lackt, at least 
He might have yielded to me one of those 
Who tilt for lady's love and glory here, 

Rather than—O sweet heaven!O fie upon him— 
His kitchen-knave.' 

To whom Sir Gareth drew 
(And there were none but few goodlier than he) 
Shining in arms, 'Damsel, the quest is mine. 
Lead, and I follow.'She thereat, as one 
That smells a foul-fleshed agaric in the holt, 
And deems it carrion of some woodland thing, 
Or shrew, or weasel, nipt her slender nose 
With petulant thumb and finger, shrilling, 'Hence! 
Avoid, thou smellest all of kitchen-grease. 

And look who comes behind,' for there was Kay. 
'Knowest thou not me? thy master? I am Kay. 
We lack thee by the hearth.’ 
And Gareth to him, 
‘Master no more! too well I know thee, ay— 
The most ungentle knight in Arthur's hall.’ 
"Have at thee then,' said Kay:they shocked, and Kay 
Fell shoulder-slipt, and Gareth cried again, 
‘Lead, and I follow,' and fast away she fled. 

But after sod and shingle ceased to fly 
Behind her, and the heart of her good horse 
Was nigh to burst with violence of the beat, 
Perforce she stayed, and overtaken spoke. 

'What doest thou, scullion, in my fellowship? 
Deem'st thou that I accept thee aught the more 
Or love thee better, that by some device 
Full cowardly, or by mere unhappiness, 
Thou hast overthrown and slain thy master—thou!— 
Dish-washer and broach-turner, loon!—to me 
Thou smellest all of kitchen as before. 

'‘Damsel,' Sir Gareth answered gently, 'say 
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Whate'er ye will, but whatsoe'er ye say, 
I leave not till I finish this fair quest, 
Or die therefore.’ 
‘Ay, wilt thou finish it? 
Sweet lord, how like a noble knight he talks! 
The listening rogue hath caught the manner of it. 
But, knave, anon thou shalt be met with, knave, 
And then by such a one that thou for all 
The kitchen brewis that was ever supt 
Shalt not once dare to look him in the face.’ 
'T shall assay,’ said Gareth with a smile 
That maddened her, and away she flashed again 
Down the long avenues of a boundless wood, 
And Gareth following was again beknaved. 
‘Sir Kitchen-knave, I have missed the only way 
Where Arthur's men are set along the wood; 
The wood is nigh as full of thieves as leaves: 
If both be slain, I am rid of thee; but yet, 
Sir Scullion, canst thou use that spit of thine? 
Fight, an thou canst:I have missed the only way.’ 
So till the dusk that followed evensong 
Rode on the two, reviler and reviled; 
Then after one long slope was mounted, saw, 
Bowl-shaped, through tops of many thousand pines 
A gloomy-gladed hollow slowly sink 
To westward—in the deeps whereof a mere, 
Round as the red eye of an Eagle-owl, 
Under the half-dead sunset glared; and shouts 
Ascended, and there brake a servingman 
Flying from out of the black wood, and crying, 
'They have bound my lord to cast him in the mere.’ 
Then Gareth, ‘Bound am I to right the wronged, 
But straitlier bound am I to bide with thee.’ 
And when the damsel spake contemptuously, 
‘Lead, and I follow,' Gareth cried again, 
‘Follow, I lead!' so down among the pines 
He plunged; and there, blackshadowed nigh the mere, 
And mid-thigh-deep in bulrushes and reed, 
Saw six tall men haling a seventh along, 
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A stone about his neck to drown him in it. 

Three with good blows he quieted, but three 

Fled through the pines; and Gareth loosed the stone 
From off his neck, then in the mere beside 
Tumbled it; oilily bubbled up the mere. 

Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on free feet 

Set him, a stalwart Baron, Arthur's friend. 

'Well that ye came, or else these caitiff rogues 
Had wreaked themselves on me; good cause is theirs 
To hate me, for my wont hath ever been 
To catch my thief, and then like vermin here 
Drown him, and with a stone about his neck; 

And under this wan water many of them 

Lie rotting, but at night let go the stone, 

And rise, and flickering in a grimly light 
Dance on the mere.Good now, ye have saved a life 
Worth somewhat as the cleanser of this wood. 
And fain would I reward thee worshipfully. 
What guerdon will ye?’ 

Gareth sharply spake, 

"None! for the deed's sake have I done the deed, 
In uttermost obedience to the King. 

But wilt thou yield this damsel harbourage?' 

Whereat the Baron saying, 'I well believe 
You be of Arthur's Table,’ a light laugh 
Broke from Lynette, 'Ay, truly of a truth, 

And in a sort, being Arthur's kitchen-knave!— 
But deem not I accept thee aught the more, 
Scullion, for running sharply with thy spit 
Down on a rout of craven foresters. 

A thresher with his flail had scattered them. 
Nay—for thou smellest of the kitchen still. 
But an this lord will yield us harbourage, 
Well.’ 

So she spake.A league beyond the wood, 
All in a full-fair manor and a rich, 

His towers where that day a feast had been 
Held in high hall, and many a viand left, 
And many a costly cate, received the three. 
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And there they placed a peacock in his pride 
Before the damsel, and the Baron set 
Gareth beside her, but at once she rose. 
‘Meseems, that here is much discourtesy, 
Setting this knave, Lord Baron, at my side. 
Hear me—this morn I stood in Arthur's hall, 
And prayed the King would grant me Lancelot 
To fight the brotherhood of Day and Night— 
The last a monster unsubduable 
Of any save of him for whom I called— 
Suddenly bawls this frontless kitchen-knave, 
"The quest is mine; thy kitchen-knave am I, 
And mighty through thy meats and drinks am I." 
Then Arthur all at once gone mad replies, 
"Go therefore," and so gives the quest to him— 
Him—here—a villain fitter to stick swine 
Than ride abroad redressing women's wrong, 
Or sit beside a noble gentlewoman.' 
Then half-ashamed and part-amazed, the lord 
Now looked at one and now at other, left 
The damsel by the peacock in his pride, 
And, seating Gareth at another board, 
Sat down beside him, ate and then began. 
"Friend, whether thou be kitchen-knave, or not, 
Or whether it be the maiden's fantasy, 
And whether she be mad, or else the King, 
Or both or neither, or thyself be mad, 
I ask not:but thou strikest a strong stroke, 
For strong thou art and goodly therewithal, 
And saver of my life; and therefore now, 
For here be mighty men to joust with, weigh 
Whether thou wilt not with thy damsel back 
To crave again Sir Lancelot of the King. 
Thy pardon; I but speak for thine avail, 
The saver of my life.’ 
And Gareth said, 
‘Full pardon, but I follow up the quest, 
Despite of Day and Night and Death and Hell.’ 
So when, next morn, the lord whose life he saved 
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Had, some brief space, conveyed them on their way 
And left them with God-speed, Sir Gareth spake, 
‘Lead, and I follow.'Haughtily she replied. 
'T fly no more: allow thee for an hour. 
Lion and stout have isled together, knave, 
In time of flood.Nay, furthermore, methinks 
Some ruth is mine for thee.Back wilt thou, fool? 
For hard by here is one will overthrow 
And slay thee:then will I to court again, 
And shame the King for only yielding me 
My champion from the ashes of his hearth. 
To whom Sir Gareth answered courteously, 
‘Say thou thy say, and I will do my deed. 
Allow me for mine hour, and thou wilt find 
My fortunes all as fair as hers who lay 
Among the ashes and wedded the King's son. 
Then to the shore of one of those long loops 
Wherethrough the serpent river coiled, they came. 
Rough-thicketed were the banks and steep; the stream 
Full, narrow; this a bridge of single arc 
Took at a leap; and on the further side 
Arose a silk pavilion, gay with gold 
In streaks and rays, and all Lent-lily in hue, 
Save that the dome was purple, and above, 
Crimson, a slender banneret fluttering. 
And therebefore the lawless warrior paced 
Unarmed, and calling, 'Damsel, is this he, 
The champion thou hast brought from Arthur's hall? 
For whom we let thee pass."Nay, nay,’ she said, 
‘Sir Morning-Star.The King in utter scorn 
Of thee and thy much folly hath sent thee here 
His kitchen-knave:and look thou to thyself: 
See that he fall not on thee suddenly, 
And slay thee unarmed:he is not knight but knave.' 
Then at his call, 'O daughters of the Dawn, 
And servants of the Morning-Star, approach, 
Arm me,' from out the silken curtain-folds 
Bare-footed and bare-headed three fair girls 
In gilt and rosy raiment came:their feet 
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In dewy grasses glistened; and the hair 
All over glanced with dewdrop or with gem 
Like sparkles in the stone Avanturine. 
These armed him in blue arms, and gave a shield 
Blue also, and thereon the morning star. 
And Gareth silent gazed upon the knight, 
Who stood a moment, ere his horse was brought, 
Glorying; and in the stream beneath him, shone 
Immingled with Heaven's azure waveringly, 
The gay pavilion and the naked feet, 
His arms, the rosy raiment, and the star. 
Then she that watched him, "Wherefore stare ye so? 
Thou shakest in thy fear:there yet is time: 
Flee down the valley before he get to horse. 
Who will cry shame?Thou art not knight but knave.' 
Said Gareth, 'Damsel, whether knave or knight, 
Far liefer had I fight a score of times 
Than hear thee so missay me and revile. 
Fair words were best for him who fights for thee; 
But truly foul are better, for they send 
That strength of anger through mine arms, I know 
That I shall overthrow him.' 
And he that bore 
The star, when mounted, cried from o'er the bridge, 
'A kitchen-knave, and sent in scorn of me! 
Such fight not I, but answer scorn with scorn. 
For this were shame to do him further wrong 
Than set him on his feet, and take his horse 
And arms, and so return him to the King. 
Come, therefore, leave thy lady lightly, knave. 
Avoid:for it beseemeth not a knave 
To ride with such a lady.’ 
‘Dog, thou liest. 
I spring from loftier lineage than thine own.' 
He spake; and all at fiery speed the two 
Shocked on the central bridge, and either spear 
Bent but not brake, and either knight at once, 
Hurled as a stone from out of a catapult 
Beyond his horse's crupper and the bridge, 
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Fell, as if dead; but quickly rose and drew, 
And Gareth lashed so fiercely with his brand 
He drave his enemy backward down the bridge, 
The damsel crying, 'Well-stricken, kitchen-knave!' 
Till Gareth's shield was cloven; but one stroke 
Laid him that clove it grovelling on the ground. 
Then cried the fallen, "Take not my life:I yield.’ 
And Gareth, 'So this damsel ask it of me 
Good—I accord it easily as a grace.’ 
She reddening, 'Insolent scullion:I of thee? 
I bound to thee for any favour asked!’ 
'Then he shall die.'And Gareth there unlaced 
His helmet as to slay him, but she shrieked, 
‘Be not so hardy, scullion, as to slay 
One nobler than thyself."Damsel, thy charge 
Is an abounding pleasure to me.Knight, 
Thy life is thine at her command.Arise 
And quickly pass to Arthur's hall, and say 
His kitchen-knave hath sent thee.See thou crave 
His pardon for thy breaking of his laws. 
Myself, when I return, will plead for thee. 
Thy shield is mine—farewell; and, damsel, thou, 
Lead, and I follow.’ 
And fast away she fled. 
Then when he came upon her, spake, 'Methought, 
Knave, when I watched thee striking on the bridge 
The savour of thy kitchen came upon me 
A little faintlier:but the wind hath changed: 
I scent it twenty-fold.'And then she sang, 
"O morning star" (not that tall felon there 
Whom thou by sorcery or unhappiness 
Or some device, hast foully overthrown), 
"O morning star that smilest in the blue, 

O star, my morning dream hath proven true, 
Smile sweetly, thou! my love hath smiled on me." 
‘But thou begone, take counsel, and away, 

For hard by here is one that guards a ford— 
The second brother in their fool's parable— 
Will pay thee all thy wages, and to boot. 
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Care not for shame:thou art not knight but knave.' 
To whom Sir Gareth answered, laughingly, 
‘Parables?Hear a parable of the knave. 
When I was kitchen-knave among the rest 
Fierce was the hearth, and one of my co-mates 
Owned a rough dog, to whom he cast his coat, 
"Guard it," and there was none to meddle with it. 
And such a coat art thou, and thee the King 
Gave me to guard, and such a dog am I, 
To worry, and not to flee—and—knight or knave— 
The knave that doth thee service as full knight 
Is all as good, meseems, as any knight 
Toward thy sister's freeing.’ 
‘Ay, Sir Knave! 
Ay, knave, because thou strikest as a knight, 
Being but knave, I hate thee all the more.’ 
‘Fair damsel, you should worship me the more, 
That, being but knave, I throw thine enemies.’ 
‘Ay, ay,’ She said, 'but thou shalt meet thy match. 
So when they touched the second river-loop, 
Huge on a huge red horse, and all in mail 
Burnished to blinding, shone the Noonday Sun 
Beyond a raging shallow.As if the flower, 
That blows a globe of after arrowlets, 
Ten thousand-fold had grown, flashed the fierce shield, 
All sun; and Gareth's eyes had flying blots 
Before them when he turned from watching him. 
He from beyond the roaring shallow roared, 
‘What doest thou, brother, in my marches here?’ 
And she athwart the shallow shrilled again, 
‘Here is a kitchen-knave from Arthur's hall 
Hath overthrown thy brother, and hath his arms.’ 
‘Ugh! cried the Sun, and vizoring up a red 
And cipher face of rounded foolishness, 
Pushed horse across the foamings of the ford, 
Whom Gareth met midstream:no room was there 
For lance or tourney-skill:four strokes they struck 
With sword, and these were mighty; the new knight 
Had fear he might be shamed; but as the Sun 
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Heaved up a ponderous arm to strike the fifth, 
The hoof of his horse slipt in the stream, the stream 
Descended, and the Sun was washed away. 
Then Gareth laid his lance athwart the ford; 
So drew him home; but he that fought no more, 
As being all bone-battered on the rock, 
Yielded; and Gareth sent him to the King, 
‘Myself when I return will plead for thee.’ 
‘Lead, and I follow.'Quietly she led. 
‘Hath not the good wind, damsel, changed again?’ 
‘Nay, not a point:nor art thou victor here. 
There lies a ridge of slate across the ford; 
His horse thereon stumbled—ay, for I saw it. 
™O Sun" (not this strong fool whom thou, Sir Knave, 
Hast overthrown through mere unhappiness), 
"O Sun, that wakenest all to bliss or pain, 
O moon, that layest all to sleep again, 
Shine sweetly:twice my love hath smiled on me." 
What knowest thou of lovesong or of love? 
Nay, nay, God wot, so thou wert nobly born, 
Thou hast a pleasant presence. Yea, perchance,— 
"O dewy flowers that open to the sun, 
O dewy flowers that close when day is done, 
Blow sweetly:twice my love hath smiled on me." 
‘What knowest thou of flowers, except, belike, 
To garnish meats with? hath not our good King 
Who lent me thee, the flower of kitchendom, 
A foolish love for flowers? what stick ye round 
The pasty? wherewithal deck the boar's head? 
Flowers? nay, the boar hath rosemaries and bay. 
"'O birds, that warble to the morning sky, 
O birds that warble as the day goes by, 
Sing sweetly:twice my love hath smiled on me." 
"What knowest thou of birds, lark, mavis, merle, 
Linnet? what dream ye when they utter forth 
May-music growing with the growing light, 
Their sweet sun-worship? these be for the snare 
(So runs thy fancy) these be for the spit, 
Larding and basting.See thou have not now 


5087 XRN 


Larded thy last, except thou turn and fly. 
There stands the third fool of their allegory. 
For there beyond a bridge of treble bow, 
All in a rose-red from the west, and all 
Naked it seemed, and glowing in the broad 
Deep-dimpled current underneath, the knight, 
That named himself the Star of Evening, stood. 
And Gareth, 'Wherefore waits the madman there 
Naked in open dayshine?"Nay,' she cried, 
‘Not naked, only wrapt in hardened skins 
That fit him like his own; and so ye cleave 
His armour off him, these will turn the blade.' 
Then the third brother shouted o'er the bridge, 
'O brother-star, why shine ye here so low? 
Thy ward is higher up:but have ye slain 
The damsel's champion?’ and the damsel cried, 
'No star of thine, but shot from Arthur's heaven 
With all disaster unto thine and thee! 
For both thy younger brethren have gone down 
Before this youth; and so wilt thou, Sir Star; 
Art thou not old?' 
‘Old, damsel, old and hard, 
Old, with the might and breath of twenty boys.' 
Said Gareth, 'Old, and over-bold in brag! 
But that same strength which threw the Morning Star 
Can throw the Evening.’ 
Then that other blew 
A hard and deadly note upon the horn. 
‘Approach and arm me!'With slow steps from out 
An old storm-beaten, russet, many-stained 
Pavilion, forth a grizzled damsel came, 
And armed him in old arms, and brought a helm 
With but a drying evergreen for crest, 
And gave a shield whereon the Star of Even 
Half-tarnished and half-bright, his emblem, shone. 
But when it glittered o'er the saddle-bow, 
They madly hurled together on the bridge; 
And Gareth overthrew him, lighted, drew, 
There met him drawn, and overthrew him again, 
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But up like fire he started:and as oft 
As Gareth brought him grovelling on his knees, 
So many a time he vaulted up again; 
Till Gareth panted hard, and his great heart, 
Foredooming all his trouble was in vain, 
Laboured within him, for he seemed as one 
That all in later, sadder age begins 
To war against ill uses of a life, 
But these from all his life arise, and cry, 
'Thou hast made us lords, and canst not put us down!’ 
He half despairs; so Gareth seemed to strike 
Vainly, the damsel clamouring all the while, 
'Well done, knave-knight, well-stricken, O good knight-knave— 
O knave, as noble as any of all the knights— 
Shame me not, shame me not.I have prophesied— 
Strike, thou art worthy of the Table Round— 
His arms are old, he trusts the hardened skin— 
Strike—strike—the wind will never change again.’ 
And Gareth hearing ever stronglier smote, 
And hewed great pieces of his armour off him, 
But lashed in vain against the hardened skin, 
And could not wholly bring him under, more 
Than loud Southwesterns, rolling ridge on ridge, 
The buoy that rides at sea, and dips and springs 
For ever; till at length Sir Gareth's brand 
Clashed his, and brake it utterly to the hilt. 
'T have thee now;’ but forth that other sprang, 
And, all unknightlike, writhed his wiry arms 
Around him, till he felt, despite his mail, 
Strangled, but straining even his uttermost 
Cast, and so hurled him headlong o'er the bridge 
Down to the river, sink or swim, and cried, 
'Lead, and I follow.’ 

But the damsel said, 
'T lead no longer; ride thou at my side; 
Thou art the kingliest of all kitchen-knaves. 

"'O trefoil, sparkling on the rainy plain, 
O rainbow with three colours after rain, 
Shine sweetly:thrice my love hath smiled on me." 
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'Sir,—and, good faith, I fain had added—Knight, 
But that I heard thee call thyself a knave,— 
Shamed am I that I so rebuked, reviled, 

Missaid thee; noble I am; and thought the King 
Scorned me and mine; and now thy pardon, friend, 
For thou hast ever answered courteously, 

And wholly bold thou art, and meek withal 

As any of Arthur's best, but, being knave, 

Hast mazed my wit:I marvel what thou art.’ 

‘Damsel,' he said, ‘you be not all to blame, 
Saving that you mistrusted our good King 
Would handle scorn, or yield you, asking, one 
Not fit to cope your quest. You said your say; 
Mine answer was my deed.Good sooth!I hold 
He scarce is knight, yea but half-man, nor meet 
To fight for gentle damsel, he, who lets 
His heart be stirred with any foolish heat 
At any gentle damsel's waywardness. 

Shamed? care not! thy foul sayings fought for me: 
And seeing now thy words are fair, methinks 
There rides no knight, not Lancelot, his great self, 
Hath force to quell me.' 

Nigh upon that hour 

When the lone hern forgets his melancholy, 

Lets down his other leg, and stretching, dreams 
Of goodly supper in the distant pool, 

Then turned the noble damsel smiling at him, 
And told him of a cavern hard at hand, 

Where bread and baken meats and good red wine 
Of Southland, which the Lady Lyonors 

Had sent her coming champion, waited him. 

Anon they past a narrow comb wherein 
Where slabs of rock with figures, knights on horse 
Sculptured, and deckt in slowly-waning hues. 

‘Sir Knave, my knight, a hermit once was here, 
Whose holy hand hath fashioned on the rock 
The war of Time against the soul of man. 

And yon four fools have sucked their allegory 
From these damp walls, and taken but the form. 


5090 XRN 


Know ye not these?’ and Gareth lookt and read— 
In letters like to those the vexillary 
Hath left crag-carven o'er the streaming Gelt— 
‘PHOSPHORUS, ' then 'MERIDIES'—'HESPERUS'— 
'"NOX'—'MORS,' beneath five figures, armed men, 
Slab after slab, their faces forward all, 
And running down the Soul, a Shape that fled 
With broken wings, torn raiment and loose hair, 
For help and shelter to the hermit's cave. 
"Follow the faces, and we find it.Look, 
Who comes behind?" 

For one—delayed at first 
Through helping back the dislocated Kay 
To Camelot, then by what thereafter chanced, 
The damsel's headlong error through the wood— 
Sir Lancelot, having swum the river-loops— 
His blue shield-lions covered—softly drew 
Behind the twain, and when he saw the star 
Gleam, on Sir Gareth's turning to him, cried, 
‘Stay, felon knight, I avenge me for my friend.’ 
And Gareth crying pricked against the cry; 
But when they closed—in a moment—at one touch 
Of that skilled spear, the wonder of the world— 
Went sliding down so easily, and fell, 
That when he found the grass within his hands 
He laughed; the laughter jarred upon Lynette: 
Harshly she asked him, 'Shamed and overthrown, 
And tumbled back into the kitchen-knave, 
Why laugh ye? that ye blew your boast in vain?’ 
‘Nay, noble damsel, but that I, the son 
Of old King Lot and good Queen Bellicent, 
And victor of the bridges and the ford, 
And knight of Arthur, here lie thrown by whom 
I know not, all through mere unhappiness— 
Device and sorcery and unhappiness— 
Out, sword; we are thrown!'And Lancelot answered, ‘Prince, 
O Gareth—through the mere unhappiness 
Of one who came to help thee, not to harm, 
Lancelot, and all as glad to find thee whole, 
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As on the day when Arthur knighted him.’ 

Then Gareth, "Thou—Lancelot!—thine the hand 
That threw me?An some chance to mar the boast 
Thy brethren of thee make—which could not chance— 
Had sent thee down before a lesser spear, 

Shamed had I been, and sad—O Lancelot—thou!' 

Whereat the maiden, petulant, ‘Lancelot, 
Why came ye not, when called? and wherefore now 
Come ye, not called?I gloried in my knave, 
Who being still rebuked, would answer still 
Courteous as any knight—but now, if knight, 
The marvel dies, and leaves me fooled and tricked, 
And only wondering wherefore played upon: 
And doubtful whether I and mine be scorned. 
Where should be truth if not in Arthur's hall, 
In Arthur's presence?Knight, knave, prince and fool, 
I hate thee and for ever.’ 

And Lancelot said, 
‘Blessed be thou, Sir Gareth! knight art thou 
To the King's best wish.O damsel, be you wise 
To call him shamed, who is but overthrown? 
Thrown have I been, nor once, but many a time. 
Victor from vanquished issues at the last, 
And overthrower from being overthrown. 
With sword we have not striven; and thy good horse 
And thou are weary; yet not less I felt 
Thy manhood through that wearied lance of thine. 
Well hast thou done; for all the stream is freed, 
And thou hast wreaked his justice on his foes, 
And when reviled, hast answered graciously, 
And makest merry when overthrown.Prince, Knight 
Hail, Knight and Prince, and of our Table Round!’ 

And then when turning to Lynette he told 
The tale of Gareth, petulantly she said, 

‘Ay well—ay well—for worse than being fooled 
Of others, is to fool one's self.A cave, 

Sir Lancelot, is hard by, with meats and drinks 
And forage for the horse, and flint for fire. 

But all about it flies a honeysuckle. 
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Seek, till we find.'And when they sought and found, 
Sir Gareth drank and ate, and all his life 

Past into sleep; on whom the maiden gazed. 

‘Sound sleep be thine! sound cause to sleep hast thou. 
Wake lusty!Seem I not as tender to him 

As any mother?Ay, but such a one 

As all day long hath rated at her child, 

And vext his day, but blesses him asleep— 

Good lord, how sweetly smells the honeysuckle 

In the hushed night, as if the world were one 

Of utter peace, and love, and gentleness! 

O Lancelot, Lancelot'—and she clapt her hands— 
‘Full merry am I to find my goodly knave 

Is knight and noble.See now, sworn have I, 

Else yon black felon had not let me pass, 

To bring thee back to do the battle with him. 

Thus an thou goest, he will fight thee first; 

Who doubts thee victor? so will my knight-knave 
Miss the full flower of this accomplishment.’ 

Said Lancelot, 'Peradventure he, you name, 
May know my shield.Let Gareth, an he will, 
Change his for mine, and take my charger, fresh, 
Not to be spurred, loving the battle as well 
As he that rides him."Lancelot-like,' she said, 
‘Courteous in this, Lord Lancelot, as in all.' 

And Gareth, wakening, fiercely clutched the shield; 
‘Ramp ye lance-splintering lions, on whom all spears 
Are rotten sticks! ye seem agape to roar! 

Yea, ramp and roar at leaving of your lord!— 

Care not, good beasts, so well I care for you. 

O noble Lancelot, from my hold on these 

Streams virtue—fire—through one that will not shame 
Even the shadow of Lancelot under shield. 

Hence:let us go. 

Silent the silent field 
They traversed.Arthur's harp though summer-wan, 
In counter motion to the clouds, allured 
The glance of Gareth dreaming on his liege. 

A star shot:'Lo,' said Gareth, 'the foe falls!’ 
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An owl whoopt:'Hark the victor pealing there!’ 
Suddenly she that rode upon his left 
Clung to the shield that Lancelot lent him, crying, 
"Yield, yield him this again:'tis he must fight: 
I curse the tongue that all through yesterday 
Reviled thee, and hath wrought on Lancelot now 
To lend thee horse and shield:wonders ye have done; 
Miracles ye cannot:here is glory enow 
In having flung the three:I see thee maimed, 
Mangled:I swear thou canst not fling the fourth.’ 
‘And wherefore, damsel? tell me all ye know. 
You cannot scare me; nor rough face, or voice, 
Brute bulk of limb, or boundless savagery 
Appal me from the quest.’ 
"Nay, Prince,’ she cried, 
‘God wot, I never looked upon the face, 
Seeing he never rides abroad by day; 
But watched him have I like a phantom pass 
Chilling the night:nor have I heard the voice. 
Always he made his mouthpiece of a page 
Who came and went, and still reported him 
As closing in himself the strength of ten, 
And when his anger tare him, massacring 
Man, woman, lad and girl—yea, the soft babe! 
Some hold that he hath swallowed infant flesh, 
Monster!O Prince, I went for Lancelot first, 
The quest is Lancelot's:give him back the shield.’ 
Said Gareth laughing, 'An he fight for this, 
Belike he wins it as the better man: 
Thus—and not else!’ 
But Lancelot on him urged 
All the devisings of their chivalry 
When one might meet a mightier than himself; 
How best to manage horse, lance, sword and shield, 
And so fill up the gap where force might fail 
With skill and fineness.Instant were his words. 
Then Gareth, 'Here be rules.I know but one— 
To dash against mine enemy and win. 
Yet have I seen thee victor in the joust, 
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And seen thy way."Heaven help thee,’ sighed Lynette. 
Then for a space, and under cloud that grew 

To thunder-gloom palling all stars, they rode 

In converse till she made her palfrey halt, 

Lifted an arm, and softly whispered, "There.' 

And all the three were silent seeing, pitched 

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field, 

A huge pavilion like a mountain peak 

Sunder the glooming crimson on the marge, 

Black, with black banner, and a long black horn 

Beside it hanging; which Sir Gareth graspt, 

And so, before the two could hinder him, 

Sent all his heart and breath through all the horn. 

Echoed the walls; a light twinkled; anon 

Came lights and lights, and once again he blew; 

Whereon were hollow tramplings up and down 

And muffled voices heard, and shadows past; 

Till high above him, circled with her maids, 

The Lady Lyonors at a window stood, 

Beautiful among lights, and waving to him 

White hands, and courtesy; but when the Prince 

Three times had blown—after long hush—at last— 

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up, 

Through those black foldings, that which housed therein. 

High on a nightblack horse, in nightblack arms, 

With white breast-bone, and barren ribs of Death, 

And crowned with fleshless laughter—some ten steps— 

In the half-light—through the dim dawn—advanced 

The monster, and then paused, and spake no word. 
But Gareth spake and all indignantly, 

‘Fool, for thou hast, men say, the strength of ten, 

Canst thou not trust the limbs thy God hath given, 

But must, to make the terror of thee more, 

Trick thyself out in ghastly imageries 

Of that which Life hath done with, and the clod, 

Less dull than thou, will hide with mantling flowers 

As if for pity?'But he spake no word; 

Which set the horror higher:a maiden swooned; 

The Lady Lyonors wrung her hands and wept, 
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As doomed to be the bride of Night and Death; 

Sir Gareth's head prickled beneath his helm; 

And even Sir Lancelot through his warm blood felt 
Ice strike, and all that marked him were aghast. 

At once Sir Lancelot's charger fiercely neighed, 
And Death's dark war-horse bounded forward with him. 
Then those that did not blink the terror, saw 
That Death was cast to ground, and slowly rose. 
But with one stroke Sir Gareth split the skull. 

Half fell to right and half to left and lay. 

Then with a stronger buffet he clove the helm 

As throughly as the skull; and out from this 

Issued the bright face of a blooming boy 

Fresh as a flower new-born, and crying, ‘Knight, 
Slay me not:my three brethren bad me do it, 

To make a horror all about the house, 

And stay the world from Lady Lyonors. 

They never dreamed the passes would be past.’ 
Answered Sir Gareth graciously to one 

Not many a moon his younger, 'My fair child, 

What madness made thee challenge the chief knight 
Of Arthur's hall?"Fair Sir, they bad me do it. 

They hate the King, and Lancelot, the King's friend, 
They hoped to slay him somewhere on the stream, 
They never dreamed the passes could be past.’ 

Then sprang the happier day from underground; 
And Lady Lyonors and her house, with dance 
And revel and song, made merry over Death, 

As being after all their foolish fears 
And horrors only proven a blooming boy. 
So large mirth lived and Gareth won the quest. 

And he that told the tale in older times 
Says that Sir Gareth wedded Lyonors, 

But he, that told it later, says Lynette. 
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The Marriage of Geraint 


Sa 


The brave Geraint, a knight of Arthur's court, 
A tributary prince of Devon, one 
Of that great Order of the Table Round, 
Had married Enid, Yniol's only child, 
And loved her, as he loved the light of Heaven. 
And as the light of Heaven varies, now 
At sunrise, now at sunset, now by night 
With moon and trembling stars, so loved Geraint 
To make her beauty vary day by day, 
In crimsons and in purples and in gems. 
And Enid, but to please her husband's eye, 
Who first had found and loved her in a state 
Of broken fortunes, daily fronted him 
In some fresh splendour; and the Queen herself, 
Grateful to Prince Geraint for service done, 
Loved her, and often with her own white hands 
Arrayed and decked her, as the loveliest, 
Next after her own self, in all the court. 
And Enid loved the Queen, and with true heart 
Adored her, as the stateliest and the best 
And loveliest of all women upon earth. 
And seeing them so tender and so close, 
Long in their common love rejoiced Geraint. 
But when a rumour rose about the Queen, 
Touching her guilty love for Lancelot, 
Though yet there lived no proof, nor yet was heard 
The world's loud whisper breaking into storm, 
Not less Geraint believed it; and there fell 
A horror on him, lest his gentle wife, 
Through that great tenderness for Guinevere, 
Had suffered, or should suffer any taint 
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In nature:wherefore going to the King, 
He made this pretext, that his princedom lay 
Close on the borders of a territory, 
Wherein were bandit earls, and caitiff knights, 
Assassins, and all flyers from the hand 
Of Justice, and whatever loathes a law: 
And therefore, till the King himself should please 
To cleanse this common sewer of all his realm, 
He craved a fair permission to depart, 
And there defend his marches; and the King 
Mused for a little on his plea, but, last, 
Allowing it, the Prince and Enid rode, 
And fifty knights rode with them, to the shores 
Of Severn, and they past to their own land; 
Where, thinking, that if ever yet was wife 
True to her lord, mine shall be so to me, 
He compassed her with sweet observances 
And worship, never leaving her, and grew 
Forgetful of his promise to the King, 
Forgetful of the falcon and the hunt, 
Forgetful of the tilt and tournament, 
Forgetful of his glory and his name, 
Forgetful of his princedom and its cares. 
And this forgetfulness was hateful to her. 
And by and by the people, when they met 
In twos and threes, or fuller companies, 
Began to scoff and jeer and babble of him 
As of a prince whose manhood was all gone, 
And molten down in mere uxoriousness. 
And this she gathered from the people's eyes: 
This too the women who attired her head, 
To please her, dwelling on his boundless love, 
Told Enid, and they saddened her the more: 
And day by day she thought to tell Geraint, 
But could not out of bashful delicacy; 
While he that watched her sadden, was the more 
Suspicious that her nature had a taint. 

At last, it chanced that on a summer morn 
(They sleeping each by either) the new sun 
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Beat through the blindless casement of the room, 
And heated the strong warrior in his dreams; 
Who, moving, cast the coverlet aside, 
And bared the knotted column of his throat, 
The massive square of his heroic breast, 
And arms on which the standing muscle sloped, 
As slopes a wild brook o'er a little stone, 
Running too vehemently to break upon it. 
And Enid woke and sat beside the couch, 
Admiring him, and thought within herself, 
Was ever man so grandly made as he? 
Then, like a shadow, past the people's talk 
And accusation of uxoriousness 
Across her mind, and bowing over him, 
Low to her own heart piteously she said: 

‘O noble breast and all-puissant arms, 
Am I the cause, I the poor cause that men 
Reproach you, saying all your force is gone? 
I am the cause, because I dare not speak 
And tell him what I think and what they say. 
And yet I hate that he should linger here; 
I cannot love my lord and not his name. 
Far liefer had I gird his harness on him, 
And ride with him to battle and stand by, 
And watch his mightful hand striking great blows 
At caitiffs and at wrongers of the world. 
Far better were I laid in the dark earth, 
Not hearing any more his noble voice, 
Not to be folded more in these dear arms, 
And darkened from the high light in his eyes, 
Than that my lord through me should suffer shame. 
Am I so bold, and could I so stand by, 
And see my dear lord wounded in the strife, 
And maybe pierced to death before mine eyes, 
And yet not dare to tell him what I think, 
And how men slur him, saying all his force 
Is melted into mere effeminacy? 
O me, I fear that I am no true wife.' 

Half inwardly, half audibly she spoke, 
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And the strong passion in her made her weep 

True tears upon his broad and naked breast, 

And these awoke him, and by great mischance 

He heard but fragments of her later words, 

And that she feared she was not a true wife. 

And then he thought, 'In spite of all my care, 

For all my pains, poor man, for all my pains, 

She is not faithful to me, and I see her 

Weeping for some gay knight in Arthur's hall.’ 

Then though he loved and reverenced her too much 

To dream she could be guilty of foul act, 

Right through his manful breast darted the pang 

That makes a man, in the sweet face of her 

Whom he loves most, lonely and miserable. 

At this he hurled his huge limbs out of bed, 

And shook his drowsy squire awake and cried, 

'My charger and her palfrey;' then to her, 

'T will ride forth into the wilderness; 

For though it seems my spurs are yet to win, 

I have not fallen so low as some would wish. 

And thou, put on thy worst and meanest dress 

And ride with me.'And Enid asked, amazed, 

'If Enid errs, let Enid learn her fault.' 

But he, 'I charge thee, ask not, but obey.’ 

Then she bethought her of a faded silk, 

A faded mantle and a faded veil, 

And moving toward a cedarn cabinet, 

Wherein she kept them folded reverently 

With sprigs of summer laid between the folds, 

She took them, and arrayed herself therein, 

Remembering when first he came on her 

Drest in that dress, and how he loved her in it, 

And all her foolish fears about the dress, 

And all his journey to her, as himself 

Had told her, and their coming to the court. 
For Arthur on the Whitsuntide before 

Held court at old Caerleon upon Usk. 

There on a day, he sitting high in hall, 

Before him came a forester of Dean, 
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Wet from the woods, with notice of a hart 
Taller than all his fellows, milky-white, 
First seen that day:these things he told the King. 
Then the good King gave order to let blow 
His horns for hunting on the morrow morn. 
And when the King petitioned for his leave 
To see the hunt, allowed it easily. 
So with the morning all the court were gone. 
But Guinevere lay late into the morn, 
Lost in sweet dreams, and dreaming of her love 
For Lancelot, and forgetful of the hunt; 
But rose at last, a single maiden with her, 
Took horse, and forded Usk, and gained the wood; 
There, on a little knoll beside it, stayed 
Waiting to hear the hounds; but heard instead 
A sudden sound of hoofs, for Prince Geraint, 
Late also, wearing neither hunting-dress 
Nor weapon, save a golden-hilted brand, 
Came quickly flashing through the shallow ford 
Behind them, and so galloped up the knoll. 
A purple scarf, at either end whereof 
There swung an apple of the purest gold, 
Swayed round about him, as he galloped up 
To join them, glancing like a dragon-fly 
In summer suit and silks of holiday. 
Low bowed the tributary Prince, and she, 
Sweet and statelily, and with all grace 
Of womanhood and queenhood, answered him: 
'Late, late, Sir Prince,' she said, 'later than we!’ 
"Yea, noble Queen,' he answered, ‘and so late 
That I but come like you to see the hunt, 
Not join it."Therefore wait with me,’ she said; 
‘For on this little knoll, if anywhere, 
There is good chance that we shall hear the hounds: 
Here often they break covert at our feet.’ 

And while they listened for the distant hunt, 
And chiefly for the baying of Cavall, 
King Arthur's hound of deepest mouth, there rode 
Full slowly by a knight, lady, and dwarf; 
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Whereof the dwarf lagged latest, and the knight 
Had vizor up, and showed a youthful face, 
Imperious, and of haughtiest lineaments. 
And Guinevere, not mindful of his face 
In the King's hall, desired his name, and sent 
Her maiden to demand it of the dwarf; 
Who being vicious, old and irritable, 
And doubling all his master's vice of pride, 
Made answer sharply that she should not know. 
'Then will I ask it of himself,’ she said. 
‘Nay, by my faith, thou shalt not,’ cried the dwarf; 
'Thou art not worthy even to speak of him;' 
And when she put her horse toward the knight, 
Struck at her with his whip, and she returned 
Indignant to the Queen; whereat Geraint 
Exclaiming, ‘Surely I will learn the name,’ 
Made sharply to the dwarf, and asked it of him, 
Who answered as before; and when the Prince 
Had put his horse in motion toward the knight, 
Struck at him with his whip, and cut his cheek. 
The Prince's blood spirted upon the scarf, 
Dyeing it; and his quick, instinctive hand 
Caught at the hilt, as to abolish him: 
But he, from his exceeding manfulness 
And pure nobility of temperament, 
Wroth to be wroth at such a worm, refrained 
From even a word, and so returning said: 

'T will avenge this insult, noble Queen, 
Done in your maiden's person to yourself: 
And I will track this vermin to their earths: 
For though I ride unarmed, I do not doubt 
To find, at some place I shall come at, arms 
On loan, or else for pledge; and, being found, 
Then will I fight him, and will break his pride, 
And on the third day will again be here, 
So that I be not fallen in fight.Farewell.' 

‘Farewell, fair Prince,’ answered the stately Queen. 
‘Be prosperous in this journey, as in all; 
And may you light on all things that you love, 
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And live to wed with her whom first you love: 
But ere you wed with any, bring your bride, 
And I, were she the daughter of a king, 
Yea, though she were a beggar from the hedge, 
Will clothe her for her bridals like the sun. 

And Prince Geraint, now thinking that he heard 
The noble hart at bay, now the far horn, 
A little vext at losing of the hunt, 
A little at the vile occasion, rode, 
By ups and downs, through many a grassy glade 
And valley, with fixt eye following the three. 
At last they issued from the world of wood, 
And climbed upon a fair and even ridge, 
And showed themselves against the sky, and sank. 
And thither there came Geraint, and underneath 
Beheld the long street of a little town 
In a long valley, on one side whereof, 
White from the mason's hand, a fortress rose; 
And on one side a castle in decay, 
Beyond a bridge that spanned a dry ravine: 
And out of town and valley came a noise 
As of a broad brook o'er a shingly bed 
Brawling, or like a clamour of the rooks 
At distance, ere they settle for the night. 

And onward to the fortress rode the three, 
And entered, and were lost behind the walls. 
'So,' thought Geraint, 'I have tracked him to his earth.’ 
And down the long street riding wearily, 
Found every hostel full, and everywhere 
Was hammer laid to hoof, and the hot hiss 
And bustling whistle of the youth who scoured 
His master's armour; and of such a one 
He asked, 'What means the tumult in the town?’ 
Who told him, scouring still, "The sparrow-hawk!’ 
Then riding close behind an ancient churl, 
Who, smitten by the dusty sloping beam, 
Went sweating underneath a sack of corn, 
Asked yet once more what meant the hubbub here? 
Who answered gruffly, 'Ugh! the sparrow-hawk.' 
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Then riding further past an armourer's, 

Who, with back turned, and bowed above his work, 
Sat riveting a helmet on his knee, 

He put the self-same query, but the man 

Not turning round, nor looking at him, said: 
‘Friend, he that labours for the sparrow-hawk 
Has little time for idle questioners.' 

Whereat Geraint flashed into sudden spleen: 

'A thousand pips eat up your sparrow-hawk! 

Tits, wrens, and all winged nothings peck him dead! 
Ye think the rustic cackle of your bourg 

The murmur of the world! What is it to me? 

O wretched set of sparrows, one and all, 

Who pipe of nothing but of sparrow-hawks! 
Speak, if ye be not like the rest, hawk-mad, 
Where can I get me harbourage for the night? 
And arms, arms, arms to fight my enemy?Speak!' 
Whereat the armourer turning all amazed 

And seeing one so gay in purple silks, 

Came forward with the helmet yet in hand 

And answered, ‘Pardon me, O stranger knight; 
We hold a tourney here tomorrow morn, 

And there is scantly time for half the work. 
Arms? truth! I know not:all are wanted here. 
Harbourage? truth, good truth, I know not, save, 
It may be, at Earl Yniol's, o'er the bridge 
Yonder.'He spoke and fell to work again. 

Then rode Geraint, a little spleenful yet, 
Across the bridge that spanned the dry ravine. 
There musing sat the hoary-headed Earl, 

(His dress a suit of frayed magnificence, 
Once fit for feasts of ceremony) and said: 
"Whither, fair son?’ to whom Geraint replied, 
'O friend, I seek a harbourage for the night.’ 
Then Yniol, 'Enter therefore and partake 
The slender entertainment of a house 

Once rich, now poor, but ever open-doored.' 
‘Thanks, venerable friend,' replied Geraint; 
‘So that ye do not serve me sparrow-hawks 
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For supper, I will enter, I will eat 
With all the passion of a twelve hours' fast.’ 
Then sighed and smiled the hoary-headed Earl, 
And answered, 'Graver cause than yours is mine 
To curse this hedgerow thief, the sparrow-hawk: 
But in, go in; for save yourself desire it, 
We will not touch upon him even in jest.’ 

Then rode Geraint into the castle court, 
His charger trampling many a prickly star 
Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones. 
He looked and saw that all was ruinous. 
Here stood a shattered archway plumed with fern; 
And here had fallen a great part of a tower, 
Whole, like a crag that tumbles from the cliff, 
And like a crag was gay with wilding flowers: 
And high above a piece of turret stair, 
Worn by the feet that now were silent, wound 
Bare to the sun, and monstrous ivy-stems 
Claspt the gray walls with hairy-fibred arms, 
And sucked the joining of the stones, and looked 
A knot, beneath, of snakes, aloft, a grove. 

And while he waited in the castle court, 
The voice of Enid, Yniol's daughter, rang 
Clear through the open casement of the hall, 
Singing; and as the sweet voice of a bird, 
Heard by the lander in a lonely isle, 
Moves him to think what kind of bird it is 
That sings so delicately clear, and make 
Conjecture of the plumage and the form; 
So the sweet voice of Enid moved Geraint; 
And made him like a man abroad at morn 
When first the liquid note beloved of men 
Comes flying over many a windy wave 
To Britain, and in April suddenly 
Breaks from a coppice gemmed with green and red, 
And he suspends his converse with a friend, 
Or it may be the labour of his hands, 
To think or say, "There is the nightingale;' 
So fared it with Geraint, who thought and said, 
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'Here, by God's grace, is the one voice for me.' 

It chanced the song that Enid sang was one 
Of Fortune and her wheel, and Enid sang: 

'Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel and lower the proud; 
Turn thy wild wheel through sunshine, storm, and cloud; 
Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate. 

'Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with smile or frown; 
With that wild wheel we go not up or down; 

Our hoard is little, but our hearts are great. 

‘Smile and we smile, the lords of many lands; 
Frown and we smile, the lords of our own hands; 
For man is man and master of his fate. 

"Turn, turn thy wheel above the staring crowd; 
Thy wheel and thou are shadows in the cloud; 

Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor hate. 

‘Hark, by the bird's song ye may learn the nest,’ 
Said Yniol; ‘enter quickly.'Entering then, 

Right o'er a mount of newly-fallen stones, 
The dusky-raftered many-cobwebbed hall, 

He found an ancient dame in dim brocade; 
And near her, like a blossom vermeil-white, 
That lightly breaks a faded flower-sheath, 
Moved the fair Enid, all in faded silk, 

Her daughter.In a moment thought Geraint, 
'Here by God's rood is the one maid for me. 
But none spake word except the hoary Earl: 
‘Enid, the good knight's horse stands in the court; 
Take him to stall, and give him corn, and then 
Go to the town and buy us flesh and wine; 
And we will make us merry as we may. 

Our hoard is little, but our hearts are great.’ 

He spake:the Prince, as Enid past him, fain 
To follow, strode a stride, but Yniol caught 
His purple scarf, and held, and said, 'Forbear! 
Rest! the good house, though ruined, O my son, 
Endures not that her guest should serve himself.’ 
And reverencing the custom of the house 
Geraint, from utter courtesy, forbore. 

So Enid took his charger to the stall; 
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And after went her way across the bridge, 

And reached the town, and while the Prince and Earl 
Yet spoke together, came again with one, 

A youth, that following with a costrel bore 

The means of goodly welcome, flesh and wine. 
And Enid brought sweet cakes to make them cheer, 
And in her veil enfolded, manchet bread. 

And then, because their hall must also serve 

For kitchen, boiled the flesh, and spread the board, 
And stood behind, and waited on the three. 

And seeing her so sweet and serviceable, 

Geraint had longing in him evermore 

To stoop and kiss the tender little thumb, 

That crost the trencher as she laid it down: 

But after all had eaten, then Geraint, 

For now the wine made summer in his veins, 

Let his eye rove in following, or rest 

On Enid at her lowly handmaid-work, 

Now here, now there, about the dusky hall; 

Then suddenly addrest the hoary Earl: 

‘Fair Host and Earl, I pray your courtesy; 
This sparrow-hawk, what is he? tell me of him. 
His name? but no, good faith, I will not have it: 
For if he be the knight whom late I saw 
Ride into that new fortress by your town, 

White from the mason's hand, then have I sworn 
From his own lips to have it—I am Geraint 

Of Devon—for this morning when the Queen 
Sent her own maiden to demand the name, 

His dwarf, a vicious under-shapen thing, 

Struck at her with his whip, and she returned 
Indignant to the Queen; and then I swore 

That I would track this caitiff to his hold, 

And fight and break his pride, and have it of him. 
And all unarmed I rode, and thought to find 
Arms in your town, where all the men are mad; 
They take the rustic murmur of their bourg 

For the great wave that echoes round the world; 
They would not hear me speak:but if ye know 
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Where I can light on arms, or if yourself 

Should have them, tell me, seeing I have sworn 

That I will break his pride and learn his name, 

Avenging this great insult done the Queen.’ 
Then cried Earl Yniol, 'Art thou he indeed, 

Geraint, a name far-sounded among men 

For noble deeds? and truly I, when first 

I saw you moving by me on the bridge, 

Felt ye were somewhat, yea, and by your state 

And presence might have guessed you one of those 

That eat in Arthur's hall in Camelot. 

Nor speak I now from foolish flattery; 

For this dear child hath often heard me praise 

Your feats of arms, and often when I paused 

Hath asked again, and ever loved to hear; 

So grateful is the noise of noble deeds 

To noble hearts who see but acts of wrong: 

O never yet had woman such a pair 

Of suitors as this maiden:first Limours, 

A creature wholly given to brawls and wine, 

Drunk even when he wooed; and be he dead 

I know not, but he past to the wild land. 

The second was your foe, the sparrow-hawk, 

My curse, my nephew—I will not let his name 

Slip from my lips if I can help it—he, 

When that I knew him fierce and turbulent 

Refused her to him, then his pride awoke; 

And since the proud man often is the mean, 

He sowed a slander in the common ear, 

Affirming that his father left him gold, 

And in my charge, which was not rendered to him; 

Bribed with large promises the men who served 

About my person, the more easily 

Because my means were somewhat broken into 

Through open doors and hospitality; 

Raised my own town against me in the night 

Before my Enid's birthday, sacked my house; 

From mine own earldom foully ousted me; 

Built that new fort to overawe my friends, 
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For truly there are those who love me yet; 
And keeps me in this ruinous castle here, 
Where doubtless he would put me soon to death, 
But that his pride too much despises me: 
And I myself sometimes despise myself; 
For I have let men be, and have their way; 
Am much too gentle, have not used my power: 
Nor know I whether I be very base 
Or very manful, whether very wise 
Or very foolish; only this I know, 
That whatsoever evil happen to me, 
I seem to suffer nothing heart or limb, 
But can endure it all most patiently.’ 
'Well said, true heart,' replied Geraint, 'but arms, 
That if the sparrow-hawk, this nephew, fight 
In next day's tourney I may break his pride.’ 
And Yniol answered, 'Arms, indeed, but old 
And rusty, old and rusty, Prince Geraint, 
Are mine, and therefore at thy asking, thine. 
But in this tournament can no man tilt, 
Except the lady he loves best be there. 
Two forks are fixt into the meadow ground, 
And over these is placed a silver wand, 
And over that a golden sparrow-hawk, 
The prize of beauty for the fairest there. 
And this, what knight soever be in field 
Lays claim to for the lady at his side, 
And tilts with my good nephew thereupon, 
Who being apt at arms and big of bone 
Has ever won it for the lady with him, 
And toppling over all antagonism 
Has earned himself the name of sparrow-hawk.' 
But thou, that hast no lady, canst not fight.’ 
To whom Geraint with eyes all bright replied, 
Leaning a little toward him, "Thy leave! 
Let me lay lance in rest, O noble host, 
For this dear child, because I never saw, 
Though having seen all beauties of our time, 
Nor can see elsewhere, anything so fair. 
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And if I fall her name will yet remain 
Untarnished as before; but if I live, 
So aid me Heaven when at mine uttermost, 
As I will make her truly my true wife.’ 

Then, howsoever patient, Yniol's heart 
Danced in his bosom, seeing better days, 
And looking round he saw not Enid there, 
(Who hearing her own name had stolen away) 
But that old dame, to whom full tenderly 
And folding all her hand in his he said, 
‘Mother, a maiden is a tender thing, 
And best by her that bore her understood. 
Go thou to rest, but ere thou go to rest 
Tell her, and prove her heart toward the Prince. 

So spake the kindly-hearted Earl, and she 
With frequent smile and nod departing found, 
Half disarrayed as to her rest, the girl; 
Whom first she kissed on either cheek, and then 
On either shining shoulder laid a hand, 
And kept her off and gazed upon her face, 
And told them all their converse in the hall, 
Proving her heart:but never light and shade 
Coursed one another more on open ground 
Beneath a troubled heaven, than red and pale 
Across the face of Enid hearing her; 
While slowly falling as a scale that falls, 
When weight is added only grain by grain, 
Sank her sweet head upon her gentle breast; 
Nor did she lift an eye nor speak a word, 
Rapt in the fear and in the wonder of it; 
So moving without answer to her rest 
She found no rest, and ever failed to draw 
The quiet night into her blood, but lay 
Contemplating her own unworthiness; 
And when the pale and bloodless east began 
To quicken to the sun, arose, and raised 
Her mother too, and hand in hand they moved 
Down to the meadow where the jousts were held, 
And waited there for Yniol and Geraint. 
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And thither came the twain, and when Geraint 
Beheld her first in field, awaiting him, 
He felt, were she the prize of bodily force, 
Himself beyond the rest pushing could move 
The chair of Idris. Yniol's rusted arms 
Were on his princely person, but through these 
Princelike his bearing shone; and errant knights 
And ladies came, and by and by the town 
Flowed in, and settling circled all the lists. 
And there they fixt the forks into the ground, 
And over these they placed the silver wand, 
And over that the golden sparrow-hawk. 
Then Yniol's nephew, after trumpet blown, 
Spake to the lady with him and proclaimed, 
‘Advance and take, as fairest of the fair, 
What I these two years past have won for thee, 
The prize of beauty.'Loudly spake the Prince, 
'Forbear:there is a worthier,' and the knight 
With some surprise and thrice as much disdain 
Turned, and beheld the four, and all his face 
Glowed like the heart of a great fire at Yule, 
So burnt he was with passion, crying out, 
'Do battle for it then,’ no more; and thrice 
They clashed together, and thrice they brake their spears. 
Then each, dishorsed and drawing, lashed at each 
So often and with such blows, that all the crowd 
Wondered, and now and then from distant walls 
There came a clapping as of phantom hands. 
So twice they fought, and twice they breathed, and still 
The dew of their great labour, and the blood 
Of their strong bodies, flowing, drained their force. 
But either's force was matched till Yniol's cry, 
‘Remember that great insult done the Queen,’ 
Increased Geraint's, who heaved his blade aloft, 
And cracked the helmet through, and bit the bone, 
And felled him, and set foot upon his breast, 
And said, "Thy name?'To whom the fallen man 
Made answer, groaning, 'Edyrn, son of Nudd! 
Ashamed am I that I should tell it thee. 
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My pride is broken:men have seen my fall.’ 
'Then, Edyrn, son of Nudd,’ replied Geraint, 
"These two things shalt thou do, or else thou diest. 
First, thou thyself, with damsel and with dwarf, 
Shalt ride to Arthur's court, and coming there, 
Crave pardon for that insult done the Queen, 
And shalt abide her judgment on it; next, 

Thou shalt give back their earldom to thy kin. 
These two things shalt thou do, or thou shalt die.’ 
And Edyrn answered, "These things will I do, 

For I have never yet been overthrown, 

And thou hast overthrown me, and my pride 

Is broken down, for Enid sees my fall! 

And rising up, he rode to Arthur's court, 

And there the Queen forgave him easily. 

And being young, he changed and came to loathe 
His crime of traitor, slowly drew himself 

Bright from his old dark life, and fell at last 

In the great battle fighting for the King. 

But when the third day from the hunting-morn 
Made a low splendour in the world, and wings 
Moved in her ivy, Enid, for she lay 
With her fair head in the dim-yellow light, 
Among the dancing shadows of the birds, 

Woke and bethought her of her promise given 
No later than last eve to Prince Geraint— 

So bent he seemed on going the third day, 

He would not leave her, till her promise given— 
To ride with him this morning to the court, 

And there be made known to the stately Queen, 
And there be wedded with all ceremony. 

At this she cast her eyes upon her dress, 

And thought it never yet had looked so mean. 
For as a leaf in mid-November is 

To what it is in mid-October, seemed 

The dress that now she looked on to the dress 
She looked on ere the coming of Geraint. 

And still she looked, and still the terror grew 

Of that strange bright and dreadful thing, a court, 
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All staring at her in her faded silk: 
And softly to her own sweet heart she said: 

‘This noble prince who won our earldom back, 
So splendid in his acts and his attire, 
Sweet heaven, how much I shall discredit him! 
Would he could tarry with us here awhile, 
But being so beholden to the Prince, 
It were but little grace in any of us, 
Bent as he seemed on going this third day, 
To seek a second favour at his hands. 
Yet if he could but tarry a day or two, 
Myself would work eye dim, and finger lame, 
Far liefer than so much discredit him. 

And Enid fell in longing for a dress 
All branched and flowered with gold, a costly gift 
Of her good mother, given her on the night 
Before her birthday, three sad years ago, 
That night of fire, when Edyrn sacked their house, 
And scattered all they had to all the winds: 
For while the mother showed it, and the two 
Were turning and admiring it, the work 
To both appeared so costly, rose a cry 
That Edyrn's men were on them, and they fled 
With little save the jewels they had on, 
Which being sold and sold had bought them bread: 
And Edyrn's men had caught them in their flight, 
And placed them in this ruin; and she wished 
The Prince had found her in her ancient home; 
Then let her fancy flit across the past, 
And roam the goodly places that she knew; 
And last bethought her how she used to watch, 
Near that old home, a pool of golden carp; 
And one was patched and blurred and lustreless 
Among his burnished brethren of the pool; 
And half asleep she made comparison 
Of that and these to her own faded self 
And the gay court, and fell asleep again; 
And dreamt herself was such a faded form 
Among her burnished sisters of the pool; 
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But this was in the garden of a king; 

And though she lay dark in the pool, she knew 
That all was bright; that all about were birds 

Of sunny plume in gilded trellis-work; 

That all the turf was rich in plots that looked 
Each like a garnet or a turkis in it; 

And lords and ladies of the high court went 

In silver tissue talking things of state; 

And children of the King in cloth of gold 
Glanced at the doors or gamboled down the walks; 
And while she thought "They will not see me,' came 
A stately queen whose name was Guinevere, 
And all the children in their cloth of gold 

Ran to her, crying, 'If we have fish at all 

Let them be gold; and charge the gardeners now 
To pick the faded creature from the pool, 

And cast it on the mixen that it die.’ 

And therewithal one came and seized on her, 
And Enid started waking, with her heart 

All overshadowed by the foolish dream, 

And lo! it was her mother grasping her 

To get her well awake; and in her hand 

A suit of bright apparel, which she laid 

Flat on the couch, and spoke exultingly: 

'See here, my child, how fresh the colours look, 
How fast they hold like colours of a shell 
That keeps the wear and polish of the wave. 
Why not?It never yet was worn, I trow: 

Look on it, child, and tell me if ye know it.' 

And Enid looked, but all confused at first, 
Could scarce divide it from her foolish dream: 
Then suddenly she knew it and rejoiced, 

And answered, 'Yea, I know it; your good gift, 
So sadly lost on that unhappy night; 

Your own good gift!""Yea, surely,’ said the dame, 
‘And gladly given again this happy morn. 

For when the jousts were ended yesterday, 

Went Yniol through the town, and everywhere 
He found the sack and plunder of our house 
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All scattered through the houses of the town; 

And gave command that all which once was ours 

Should now be ours again:and yester-eve, 

While ye were talking sweetly with your Prince, 

Came one with this and laid it in my hand, 

For love or fear, or seeking favour of us, 

Because we have our earldom back again. 

And yester-eve I would not tell you of it, 

But kept it for a sweet surprise at morn. 

Yea, truly is it not a sweet surprise? 

For I myself unwillingly have worn 

My faded suit, as you, my child, have yours, 

And howsoever patient, Yniol his. 

Ah, dear, he took me from a goodly house, 

With store of rich apparel, sumptuous fare, 

And page, and maid, and squire, and seneschal, 

And pastime both of hawk and hound, and all 

That appertains to noble maintenance. 

Yea, and he brought me to a goodly house; 

But since our fortune swerved from sun to shade, 

And all through that young traitor, cruel need 

Constrained us, but a better time has come; 

So clothe yourself in this, that better fits 

Our mended fortunes and a Prince's bride: 

For though ye won the prize of fairest fair, 

And though I heard him call you fairest fair, 

Let never maiden think, however fair, 

She is not fairer in new clothes than old. 

And should some great court-lady say, the Prince 

Hath picked a ragged-robin from the hedge, 

And like a madman brought her to the court, 

Then were ye shamed, and, worse, might shame the Prince 

To whom we are beholden; but I know, 

That when my dear child is set forth at her best, 

That neither court nor country, though they sought 

Through all the provinces like those of old 

That lighted on Queen Esther, has her match.’ 
Here ceased the kindly mother out of breath; 

And Enid listened brightening as she lay; 
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Then, as the white and glittering star of morn 

Parts from a bank of snow, and by and by 

Slips into golden cloud, the maiden rose, 

And left her maiden couch, and robed herself, 

Helped by the mother's careful hand and eye, 

Without a mirror, in the gorgeous gown; 

Who, after, turned her daughter round, and said, 

She never yet had seen her half so fair; 

And called her like that maiden in the tale, 

Whom Gwydion made by glamour out of flowers 

And sweeter than the bride of Cassivelaun, 

Flur, for whose love the Roman Caesar first 

Invaded Britain, 'But we beat him back, 

As this great Prince invaded us, and we, 

Not beat him back, but welcomed him with joy 

And I can scarcely ride with you to court, 

For old am I, and rough the ways and wild; 

But Yniol goes, and I full oft shall dream 

I see my princess as I see her now, 

Clothed with my gift, and gay among the gay. 
But while the women thus rejoiced, Geraint 

Woke where he slept in the high hall, and called 

For Enid, and when Yniol made report 

Of that good mother making Enid gay 

In such apparel as might well beseem 

His princess, or indeed the stately Queen, 

He answered:'Earl, entreat her by my love, 

Albeit I give no reason but my wish, 

That she ride with me in her faded silk.’ 

Yniol with that hard message went; it fell 

Like flaws in summer laying lusty corn: 

For Enid, all abashed she knew not why, 

Dared not to glance at her good mother's face, 

But silently, in all obedience, 

Her mother silent too, nor helping her, 

Laid from her limbs the costly-broidered gift, 

And robed them in her ancient suit again, 

And so descended.Never man rejoiced 

More than Geraint to greet her thus attired; 
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And glancing all at once as keenly at her 

As careful robins eye the delver's toil, 

Made her cheek burn and either eyelid fall, 

But rested with her sweet face satisfied; 

Then seeing cloud upon the mother's brow, 

Her by both hands she caught, and sweetly said, 
‘O my new mother, be not wroth or grieved 

At thy new son, for my petition to her. 

When late I left Caerleon, our great Queen, 

In words whose echo lasts, they were so sweet, 

Made promise, that whatever bride I brought, 

Herself would clothe her like the sun in Heaven. 

Thereafter, when I reached this ruined hall, 

Beholding one so bright in dark estate, 

I vowed that could I gain her, our fair Queen, 

No hand but hers, should make your Enid burst 

Sunlike from cloud—and likewise thought perhaps, 

That service done so graciously would bind 

The two together; fain I would the two 

Should love each other:how can Enid find 

A nobler friend? Another thought was mine; 

I came among you here so suddenly, 

That though her gentle presence at the lists 

Might well have served for proof that I was loved, 

I doubted whether daughter's tenderness, 

Or easy nature, might not let itself 

Be moulded by your wishes for her weal; 

Or whether some false sense in her own self 

Of my contrasting brightness, overbore 

Her fancy dwelling in this dusky hall; 

And such a sense might make her long for court 

And all its perilous glories:and I thought, 

That could I someway prove such force in her 

Linked with such love for me, that at a word 

(No reason given her) she could cast aside 

A splendour dear to women, new to her, 

And therefore dearer; or if not so new, 

Yet therefore tenfold dearer by the power 

Of intermitted usage; then I felt 
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That I could rest, a rock in ebbs and flows, 
Fixt on her faith.Now, therefore, I do rest, 
A prophet certain of my prophecy, 
That never shadow of mistrust can cross 
Between us.Grant me pardon for my thoughts: 
And for my strange petition I will make 
Amends hereafter by some gaudy-day, 
When your fair child shall wear your costly gift 
Beside your own warm hearth, with, on her knees, 
Who knows? another gift of the high God, 
Which, maybe, shall have learned to lisp you thanks.’ 
He spoke:the mother smiled, but half in tears, 
Then brought a mantle down and wrapt her in it, 
And claspt and kissed her, and they rode away. 
Now thrice that morning Guinevere had climbed 
The giant tower, from whose high crest, they say, 
Men saw the goodly hills of Somerset, 
And white sails flying on the yellow sea; 
But not to goodly hill or yellow sea 
Looked the fair Queen, but up the vale of Usk, 
By the flat meadow, till she saw them come; 
And then descending met them at the gates, 
Embraced her with all welcome as a friend, 
And did her honour as the Prince's bride, 
And clothed her for her bridals like the sun; 
And all that week was old Caerleon gay, 
For by the hands of Dubric, the high saint, 
They twain were wedded with all ceremony. 
And this was on the last year's Whitsuntide. 
But Enid ever kept the faded silk, 
Remembering how first he came on her, 
Drest in that dress, and how he loved her in it, 
And all her foolish fears about the dress, 
And all his journey toward her, as himself 
Had told her, and their coming to the court. 
And now this morning when he said to her, 
‘Put on your worst and meanest dress,' she found 
And took it, and arrayed herself therein. 
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Geraint and Enid 


O purblind race of miserable men, 
How many among us at this very hour 
Do forge a life-long trouble for ourselves, 
By taking true for false, or false for true; 
Here, through the feeble twilight of this world 
Groping, how many, until we pass and reach 
That other, where we see as we are seen! 

So fared it with Geraint, who issuing forth 
That morning, when they both had got to horse, 
Perhaps because he loved her passionately, 

And felt that tempest brooding round his heart, 
Which, if he spoke at all, would break perforce 
Upon a head so dear in thunder, said: 

‘Not at my side.I charge thee ride before, 

Ever a good way on before; and this 

I charge thee, on thy duty as a wife, 

Whatever happens, not to speak to me, 

No, not a word!' and Enid was aghast; 

And forth they rode, but scarce three paces on, 
When crying out, 'Effeminate as I am, 

I will not fight my way with gilded arms, 

All shall be iron;' he loosed a mighty purse, 
Hung at his belt, and hurled it toward the squire. 
So the last sight that Enid had of home 

Was all the marble threshold flashing, strown 
With gold and scattered coinage, and the squire 
Chafing his shoulder:then he cried again, 

'To the wilds!’ and Enid leading down the tracks 
Through which he bad her lead him on, they past 
The marches, and by bandit-haunted holds, 
Gray swamps and pools, waste places of the hern, 


5119 XRN 


And wildernesses, perilous paths, they rode: 
Round was their pace at first, but slackened soon: 
A stranger meeting them had surely thought 
They rode so slowly and they looked so pale, 
That each had suffered some exceeding wrong. 
For he was ever saying to himself, 
'O I that wasted time to tend upon her, 
To compass her with sweet observances, 
To dress her beautifully and keep her true'— 
And there he broke the sentence in his heart 
Abruptly, as a man upon his tongue 
May break it, when his passion masters him. 
And she was ever praying the sweet heavens 
To save her dear lord whole from any wound. 
And ever in her mind she cast about 
For that unnoticed failing in herself, 
Which made him look so cloudy and so cold; 
Till the great plover's human whistle amazed 
Her heart, and glancing round the waste she feared 
In ever wavering brake an ambuscade. 
Then thought again, 'If there be such in me, 
I might amend it by the grace of Heaven, 
If he would only speak and tell me of it." 
But when the fourth part of the day was gone, 
Then Enid was aware of three tall knights 
On horseback, wholly armed, behind a rock 
In shadow, waiting for them, caitiffs all; 
And heard one crying to his fellow, 'Look, 
Here comes a laggard hanging down his head, 
Who seems no bolder than a beaten hound; 
Come, we will slay him and will have his horse 
And armour, and his damsel shall be ours.' 
Then Enid pondered in her heart, and said: 
'T will go back a little to my lord, 
And I will tell him all their caitiff talk; 
For, be he wroth even to slaying me, 
Far liefer by his dear hand had I die, 
Than that my lord should suffer loss or shame.' 
Then she went back some paces of return, 
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Met his full frown timidly firm, and said; 
‘My lord, I saw three bandits by the rock 
Waiting to fall on you, and heard them boast 
That they would slay you, and possess your horse 
And armour, and your damsel should be theirs.’ 
He made a wrathful answer:'Did I wish 
Your warning or your silence? one command 
I laid upon you, not to speak to me, 
And thus ye keep it! Well then, look—for now, 
Whether ye wish me victory or defeat, 
Long for my life, or hunger for my death, 
Yourself shall see my vigour is not lost.’ 
Then Enid waited pale and sorrowful, 
And down upon him bare the bandit three. 
And at the midmost charging, Prince Geraint 
Drave the long spear a cubit through his breast 
And out beyond; and then against his brace 
Of comrades, each of whom had broken on him 
A lance that splintered like an icicle, 
Swung from his brand a windy buffet out 
Once, twice, to right, to left, and stunned the twain 
Or slew them, and dismounting like a man 
That skins the wild beast after slaying him, 
Stript from the three dead wolves of woman born 
The three gay suits of armour which they wore, 
And let the bodies lie, but bound the suits 
Of armour on their horses, each on each, 
And tied the bridle-reins of all the three 
Together, and said to her, 'Drive them on 
Before you;' and she drove them through the waste. 
He followed nearer; ruth began to work 
Against his anger in him, while he watched 
The being he loved best in all the world, 
With difficulty in mild obedience 
Driving them on:he fain had spoken to her, 
And loosed in words of sudden fire the wrath 
And smouldered wrong that burnt him all within; 
But evermore it seemed an easier thing 
At once without remorse to strike her dead, 
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Than to cry ‘Halt,’ and to her own bright face 
Accuse her of the least immodesty: 
And thus tongue-tied, it made him wroth the more 
That she could speak whom his own ear had heard 
Call herself false:and suffering thus he made 
Minutes an age:but in scarce longer time 
Than at Caerleon the full-tided Usk, 
Before he turn to fall seaward again, 
Pauses, did Enid, keeping watch, behold 
In the first shallow shade of a deep wood, 
Before a gloom of stubborn-shafted oaks, 
Three other horsemen waiting, wholly armed, 
Whereof one seemed far larger than her lord, 
And shook her pulses, crying, 'Look, a prize! 
Three horses and three goodly suits of arms, 
And all in charge of whom? a girl:set on." 
‘Nay,’ said the second, ‘yonder comes a knight.’ 
The third, 'A craven; how he hangs his head. 
The giant answered merrily, "Yea, but one? 
Wait here, and when he passes fall upon him." 
And Enid pondered in her heart and said, 
'T will abide the coming of my lord, 
And I will tell him all their villainy. 
My lord is weary with the fight before, 
And they will fall upon him unawares. 
I needs must disobey him for his good; 
How should I dare obey him to his harm? 
Needs must I speak, and though he kill me for it, 
I save a life dearer to me than mine.’ 
And she abode his coming, and said to him 
With timid firmness, 'Have I leave to speak?’ 
He said, "Ye take it, speaking,’ and she spoke. 
"There lurk three villains yonder in the wood, 
And each of them is wholly armed, and one 
Is larger-limbed than you are, and they say 
That they will fall upon you while ye pass.’ 
To which he flung a wrathful answer back: 
'And if there were an hundred in the wood, 
And every man were larger-limbed than I, 
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And all at once should sally out upon me, 

I swear it would not ruffle me so much 

As you that not obey me.Stand aside, 

And if I fall, cleave to the better man.' 
And Enid stood aside to wait the event, 

Not dare to watch the combat, only breathe 

Short fits of prayer, at every stroke a breath. 

And he, she dreaded most, bare down upon him. 

Aimed at the helm, his lance erred; but Geraint's, 

A little in the late encounter strained, 

Struck through the bulky bandit's corselet home, 

And then brake short, and down his enemy rolled, 

And there lay still; as he that tells the tale 

Saw once a great piece of a promontory, 

That had a sapling growing on it, slide 

From the long shore-cliff's windy walls to the beach, 

And there lie still, and yet the sapling grew: 

So lay the man transfixt.His craven pair 

Of comrades making slowlier at the Prince, 

When now they saw their bulwark fallen, stood; 

On whom the victor, to confound them more, 

Spurred with his terrible war-cry; for as one, 

That listens near a torrent mountain-brook, 

All through the crash of the near cataract hears 

The drumming thunder of the huger fall 

At distance, were the soldiers wont to hear 

His voice in battle, and be kindled by it, 

And foemen scared, like that false pair who turned 

Flying, but, overtaken, died the death 

Themselves had wrought on many an innocent. 
Thereon Geraint, dismounting, picked the lance 

That pleased him best, and drew from those dead wolves 

Their three gay suits of armour, each from each, 

And bound them on their horses, each on each, 

And tied the bridle-reins of all the three 

Together, and said to her, 'Drive them on 

Before you,' and she drove them through the wood. 
He followed nearer still:the pain she had 

To keep them in the wild ways of the wood, 
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Two sets of three laden with jingling arms, 
Together, served a little to disedge 
The sharpness of that pain about her heart: 
And they themselves, like creatures gently born 
But into bad hands fallen, and now so long 
By bandits groomed, pricked their light ears, and felt 
Her low firm voice and tender government. 

So through the green gloom of the wood they past, 
And issuing under open heavens beheld 
A little town with towers, upon a rock, 
And close beneath, a meadow gemlike chased 
In the brown wild, and mowers mowing in it: 
And down a rocky pathway from the place 
There came a fair-haired youth, that in his hand 
Bare victual for the mowers:and Geraint 
Had ruth again on Enid looking pale: 
Then, moving downward to the meadow ground, 
He, when the fair-haired youth came by him, said, 
"Friend, let her eat; the damsel is so faint." 
'Yea, willingly,’ replied the youth; 'and thou, 
My lord, eat also, though the fare is coarse, 
And only meet for mowers;' then set down 
His basket, and dismounting on the sward 
They let the horses graze, and ate themselves. 
And Enid took a little delicately, 
Less having stomach for it than desire 
To close with her lord's pleasure; but Geraint 
Ate all the mowers' victual unawares, 
And when he found all empty, was amazed; 
And 'Boy,' said he, 'I have eaten all, but take 
A horse and arms for guerdon; choose the best.’ 
He, reddening in extremity of delight, 
‘My lord, you overpay me fifty-fold.' 
"Ye will be all the wealthier,’ cried the Prince. 
'T take it as free gift, then,’ said the boy, 
‘Not guerdon; for myself can easily, 
While your good damsel rests, return, and fetch 
Fresh victual for these mowers of our Earl; 
For these are his, and all the field is his, 
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And I myself am his; and I will tell him 

How great a man thou art:he loves to know 
When men of mark are in his territory: 

And he will have thee to his palace here, 

And serve thee costlier than with mowers' fare. 

Then said Geraint, 'I wish no better fare: 

I never ate with angrier appetite 

Than when I left your mowers dinnerless. 
And into no Earl's palace will I go. 

I know, God knows, too much of palaces! 
And if he want me, let him come to me. 

But hire us some fair chamber for the night, 
And stalling for the horses, and return 

With victual for these men, and let us know.' 

"Yea, my kind lord,’ said the glad youth, and went, 
Held his head high, and thought himself a knight, 
And up the rocky pathway disappeared, 

Leading the horse, and they were left alone. 

But when the Prince had brought his errant eyes 
Home from the rock, sideways he let them glance 
At Enid, where she droopt:his own false doom, 
That shadow of mistrust should never cross 
Betwixt them, came upon him, and he sighed; 
Then with another humorous ruth remarked 
The lusty mowers labouring dinnerless, 

And watched the sun blaze on the turning scythe, 
And after nodded sleepily in the heat. 

But she, remembering her old ruined hall, 

And all the windy clamour of the daws 

About her hollow turret, plucked the grass 

There growing longest by the meadow's edge, 
And into many a listless annulet, 

Now over, now beneath her marriage ring, 

Wove and unwove it, till the boy returned 

And told them of a chamber, and they went; 
Where, after saying to her, 'If ye will, 

Call for the woman of the house,' to which 

She answered, "Thanks, my lord;' the two remained 
Apart by all the chamber's width, and mute 
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As two creatures voiceless through the fault of birth, 
Or two wild men supporters of a shield, 

Painted, who stare at open space, nor glance 

The one at other, parted by the shield. 

On a sudden, many a voice along the street, 
And heel against the pavement echoing, burst 
Their drowse; and either started while the door, 
Pushed from without, drave backward to the wall, 
And midmost of a rout of roisterers, 

Femininely fair and dissolutely pale, 

Her suitor in old years before Geraint, 
Entered, the wild lord of the place, Limours. 
He moving up with pliant courtliness, 
Greeted Geraint full face, but stealthily, 

In the mid-warmth of welcome and graspt hand, 
Found Enid with the corner of his eye, 

And knew her sitting sad and solitary. 

Then cried Geraint for wine and goodly cheer 
To feed the sudden guest, and sumptuously 
According to his fashion, bad the host 

Call in what men soever were his friends, 
And feast with these in honour of their Earl; 
'And care not for the cost; the cost is mine.' 

And wine and food were brought, and Earl Limours 
Drank till he jested with all ease, and told 
Free tales, and took the word and played upon it, 
And made it of two colours; for his talk, 

When wine and free companions kindled him, 
Was wont to glance and sparkle like a gem 

Of fifty facets; thus he moved the Prince 

To laughter and his comrades to applause. 

Then, when the Prince was merry, asked Limours, 
"Your leave, my lord, to cross the room, and speak 
To your good damsel there who sits apart, 

And seems so lonely?"My free leave,’ he said; 
‘Get her to speak:she doth not speak to me.' 

Then rose Limours, and looking at his feet, 

Like him who tries the bridge he fears may fail, 
Crost and came near, lifted adoring eyes, 
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Bowed at her side and uttered whisperingly: 
‘Enid, the pilot star of my lone life, 
Enid, my early and my only love, 
Enid, the loss of whom hath turned me wild— 
What chance is this? how is it I see you here? 
Ye are in my power at last, are in my power. 
Yet fear me not:I call mine own self wild, 
But keep a touch of sweet civility 
Here in the heart of waste and wilderness. 
I thought, but that your father came between, 
In former days you saw me favourably. 
And if it were so do not keep it back: 
Make me a little happier:let me know it: 
Owe you me nothing for a life half-lost? 
Yea, yea, the whole dear debt of all you are. 
And, Enid, you and he, I see with joy, 
Ye sit apart, you do not speak to him, 
You come with no attendance, page or maid, 
To serve you—doth he love you as of old? 
For, call it lovers' quarrels, yet I know 
Though men may bicker with the things they love, 
They would not make them laughable in all eyes, 
Not while they loved them; and your wretched dress, 
A wretched insult on you, dumbly speaks 
Your story, that this man loves you no more. 
Your beauty is no beauty to him now: 
A common chance—right well I know it—palled— 
For I know men:nor will ye win him back, 
For the man's love once gone never returns. 
But here is one who loves you as of old; 
With more exceeding passion than of old: 
Good, speak the word:my followers ring him round: 
He sits unarmed; I hold a finger up; 
They understand:nay; I do not mean blood: 
Nor need ye look so scared at what I say: 
My malice is no deeper than a moat, 
No stronger than a wall:there is the keep; 
He shall not cross us more; speak but the word: 
Or speak it not; but then by Him that made me 
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The one true lover whom you ever owned, 

I will make use of all the power I have. 

O pardon me! the madness of that hour, 
When first I parted from thee, moves me yet.' 

At this the tender sound of his own voice 
And sweet self-pity, or the fancy of it, 

Made his eye moist; but Enid feared his eyes, 
Moist as they were, wine-heated from the feast; 
And answered with such craft as women use, 
Guilty or guiltless, to stave off a chance 

That breaks upon them perilously, and said: 

‘Earl, if you love me as in former years, 

And do not practise on me, come with morn, 
And snatch me from him as by violence; 
Leave me tonight:I am weary to the death.’ 

Low at leave-taking, with his brandished plume 
Brushing his instep, bowed the all-amorous Earl, 
And the stout Prince bad him a loud good-night. 
He moving homeward babbled to his men, 

How Enid never loved a man but him, 
Nor cared a broken egg-shell for her lord. 

But Enid left alone with Prince Geraint, 

Debating his command of silence given, 

And that she now perforce must violate it, 

Held commune with herself, and while she held 
He fell asleep, and Enid had no heart 

To wake him, but hung o'er him, wholly pleased 
To find him yet unwounded after fight, 

And hear him breathing low and equally. 

Anon she rose, and stepping lightly, heaped 

The pieces of his armour in one place, 

All to be there against a sudden need; 

Then dozed awhile herself, but overtoiled 

By that day's grief and travel, evermore 

Seemed catching at a rootless thorn, and then 
Went slipping down horrible precipices, 

And strongly striking out her limbs awoke; 
Then thought she heard the wild Earl at the door, 
With all his rout of random followers, 
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Sound on a dreadful trumpet, summoning her; 

Which was the red cock shouting to the light, 

As the gray dawn stole o'er the dewy world, 

And glimmered on his armour in the room. 

And once again she rose to look at it, 

But touched it unawares:jangling, the casque 

Fell, and he started up and stared at her. 

Then breaking his command of silence given, 

She told him all that Earl Limours had said, 

Except the passage that he loved her not; 

Nor left untold the craft herself had used; 

But ended with apology so sweet, 

Low-spoken, and of so few words, and seemed 

So justified by that necessity, 

That though he thought ‘was it for him she wept 

In Devon?’ he but gave a wrathful groan, 

Saying, "Your sweet faces make good fellows fools 

And traitors.Call the host and bid him bring 

Charger and palfrey.'So she glided out 

Among the heavy breathings of the house, 

And like a household Spirit at the walls 

Beat, till she woke the sleepers, and returned: 

Then tending her rough lord, though all unasked, 

In silence, did him service as a squire; 

Till issuing armed he found the host and cried, 

"Thy reckoning, friend?’ and ere he learnt it, "Take 

Five horses and their armours;' and the host 

Suddenly honest, answered in amaze, 

‘My lord, I scarce have spent the worth of one!’ 

"Ye will be all the wealthier,' said the Prince, 

And then to Enid, 'Forward! and today 

I charge you, Enid, more especially, 

What thing soever ye may hear, or see, 

Or fancy (though I count it of small use 

To charge you) that ye speak not but obey.’ 
And Enid answered, 'Yea, my lord, I know 

Your wish, and would obey; but riding first, 

I hear the violent threats you do not hear, 

I see the danger which you cannot see: 
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Then not to give you warning, that seems hard; 
Almost beyond me:yet I would obey.’ 

"Yea so,' said he, 'do it:be not too wise; 
Seeing that ye are wedded to a man, 
Not all mismated with a yawning clown, 
But one with arms to guard his head and yours, 
With eyes to find you out however far, 
And ears to hear you even in his dreams.’ 

With that he turned and looked as keenly at her 
As careful robins eye the delver's toil; 
And that within her, which a wanton fool, 
Or hasty judger would have called her guilt, 
Made her cheek burn and either eyelid fall. 
And Geraint looked and was not satisfied. 

Then forward by a way which, beaten broad, 
Led from the territory of false Limours 
To the waste earldom of another earl, 
Doorm, whom his shaking vassals called the Bull, 
Went Enid with her sullen follower on. 
Once she looked back, and when she saw him ride 
More near by many a rood than yestermorn, 
It wellnigh made her cheerful; till Geraint 
Waving an angry hand as who should say 
"Ye watch me,’ saddened all her heart again. 
But while the sun yet beat a dewy blade, 
The sound of many a heavily-galloping hoof 
Smote on her ear, and turning round she saw 
Dust, and the points of lances bicker in it. 
Then not to disobey her lord's behest, 
And yet to give him warning, for he rode 
As if he heard not, moving back she held 
Her finger up, and pointed to the dust. 
At which the warrior in his obstinacy, 
Because she kept the letter of his word, 
Was in a manner pleased, and turning, stood. 
And in the moment after, wild Limours, 
Borne on a black horse, like a thunder-cloud 
Whose skirts are loosened by the breaking storm, 
Half ridden off with by the thing he rode, 
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And all in passion uttering a dry shriek, 

Dashed down on Geraint, who closed with him, and bore 

Down by the length of lance and arm beyond 

The crupper, and so left him stunned or dead, 

And overthrew the next that followed him, 

And blindly rushed on all the rout behind. 

But at the flash and motion of the man 

They vanished panic-stricken, like a shoal 

Of darting fish, that on a summer morn 

Adown the crystal dykes at Camelot 

Come slipping o'er their shadows on the sand, 

But if a man who stands upon the brink 

But lift a shining hand against the sun, 

There is not left the twinkle of a fin 

Betwixt the cressy islets white in flower; 

So, scared but at the motion of the man, 

Fled all the boon companions of the Earl, 

And left him lying in the public way; 

So vanish friendships only made in wine. 
Then like a stormy sunlight smiled Geraint, 

Who saw the chargers of the two that fell 

Start from their fallen lords, and wildly fly, 

Mixt with the flyers.'Horse and man,' he said, 

‘All of one mind and all right-honest friends! 

Not a hoof left:and I methinks till now 

Was honest—paid with horses and with arms; 

I cannot steal or plunder, no nor beg: 

And so what say ye, shall we strip him there 

Your lover? has your palfrey heart enough 

To bear his armour? shall we fast, or dine? 

No?—then do thou, being right honest, pray 

That we may meet the horsemen of Earl Doorm, 

I too would still be honest."Thus he said: 

And sadly gazing on her bridle-reins, 

And answering not one word, she led the way. 
But as a man to whom a dreadful loss 

Falls in a far land and he knows it not, 

But coming back he learns it, and the loss 

So pains him that he sickens nigh to death; 
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So fared it with Geraint, who being pricked 
In combat with the follower of Limours, 
Bled underneath his armour secretly, 
And so rode on, nor told his gentle wife 
What ailed him, hardly knowing it himself, 
Till his eye darkened and his helmet wagged; 
And at a sudden swerving of the road, 
Though happily down on a bank of grass, 
The Prince, without a word, from his horse fell. 
And Enid heard the clashing of his fall, 
Suddenly came, and at his side all pale 
Dismounting, loosed the fastenings of his arms, 
Nor let her true hand falter, nor blue eye 
Moisten, till she had lighted on his wound, 
And tearing off her veil of faded silk 
Had bared her forehead to the blistering sun, 
And swathed the hurt that drained her dear lord's life. 
Then after all was done that hand could do, 
She rested, and her desolation came 
Upon her, and she wept beside the way. 
And many past, but none regarded her, 
For in that realm of lawless turbulence, 
A woman weeping for her murdered mate 
Was cared as much for as a summer shower: 
One took him for a victim of Earl Doorm, 
Nor dared to waste a perilous pity on him: 
Another hurrying past, a man-at-arms, 
Rode on a mission to the bandit Earl; 
Half whistling and half singing a coarse song, 
He drove the dust against her veilless eyes: 
Another, flying from the wrath of Doorm 
Before an ever-fancied arrow, made 
The long way smoke beneath him in his fear; 
At which her palfrey whinnying lifted heel, 
And scoured into the coppices and was lost, 
While the great charger stood, grieved like a man. 
But at the point of noon the huge Earl Doorm, 
Broad-faced with under-fringe of russet beard, 
Bound on a foray, rolling eyes of prey, 
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Came riding with a hundred lances up; 

But ere he came, like one that hails a ship, 

Cried out with a big voice, 'What, is he dead?" 

"No, no, not dead!' she answered in all haste. 

‘Would some of your people take him up, 

And bear him hence out of this cruel sun? 

Most sure am I, quite sure, he is not dead. 
Then said Earl Doorm:'Well, if he be not dead, 

Why wail ye for him thus? ye seem a child. 

And be he dead, I count you for a fool; 

Your wailing will not quicken him:dead or not, 

Ye mar a comely face with idiot tears. 

Yet, since the face is comely—some of you, 

Here, take him up, and bear him to our hall: 

An if he live, we will have him of our band; 

And if he die, why earth has earth enough 

To hide him.See ye take the charger too, 

A noble one.’ 

He spake, and past away, 

But left two brawny spearmen, who advanced, 

Each growling like a dog, when his good bone 

Seems to be plucked at by the village boys 

Who love to vex him eating, and he fears 

To lose his bone, and lays his foot upon it, 

Gnawing and growling:so the ruffians growled, 

Fearing to lose, and all for a dead man, 

Their chance of booty from the morning's raid, 

Yet raised and laid him on a litter-bier, 

Such as they brought upon their forays out 

For those that might be wounded; laid him on it 

All in the hollow of his shield, and took 

And bore him to the naked hall of Doorm, 

(His gentle charger following him unled) 

And cast him and the bier in which he lay 

Down on an oaken settle in the hall, 

And then departed, hot in haste to join 

Their luckier mates, but growling as before, 

And cursing their lost time, and the dead man, 

And their own Earl, and their own souls, and her. 
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They might as well have blest her:she was deaf 
To blessing or to cursing save from one. 

So for long hours sat Enid by her lord, 
There in the naked hall, propping his head, 
And chafing his pale hands, and calling to him. 
Till at the last he wakened from his swoon, 
And found his own dear bride propping his head, 
And chafing his faint hands, and calling to him; 
And felt the warm tears falling on his face; 
And said to his own heart, 'She weeps for me:' 
And yet lay still, and feigned himself as dead, 
That he might prove her to the uttermost, 
And say to his own heart, 'She weeps for me. 

But in the falling afternoon returned 
The huge Earl Doorm with plunder to the hall. 
His lusty spearmen followed him with noise: 
Each hurling down a heap of things that rang 
Against his pavement, cast his lance aside, 
And doffed his helm:and then there fluttered in, 
Half-bold, half-frighted, with dilated eyes, 
A tribe of women, dressed in many hues, 
And mingled with the spearmen:and Earl Doorm 
Struck with a knife's haft hard against the board, 
And called for flesh and wine to feed his spears. 
And men brought in whole hogs and quarter beeves, 
And all the hall was dim with steam of flesh: 
And none spake word, but all sat down at once, 
And ate with tumult in the naked hall, 
Feeding like horses when you hear them feed; 
Till Enid shrank far back into herself, 
To shun the wild ways of the lawless tribe. 
But when Earl Doorm had eaten all he would, 
He rolled his eyes about the hall, and found 
A damsel drooping in a corner of it. 
Then he remembered her, and how she wept; 
And out of her there came a power upon him; 
And rising on the sudden he said, ‘Eat! 
I never yet beheld a thing so pale. 
God's curse, it makes me mad to see you weep. 
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Eat!Look yourself.Good luck had your good man, 
For were I dead who is it would weep for me? 
Sweet lady, never since I first drew breath 
Have I beheld a lily like yourself. 

And so there lived some colour in your cheek, 
There is not one among my gentlewomen 
Were fit to wear your slipper for a glove. 

But listen to me, and by me be ruled, 

And I will do the thing I have not done, 

For ye shall share my earldom with me, girl, 
And we will live like two birds in one nest, 
And I will fetch you forage from all fields, 
For I compel all creatures to my will.’ 

He spoke:the brawny spearman let his cheek 
Bulge with the unswallowed piece, and turning stared; 
While some, whose souls the old serpent long had drawn 
Down, as the worm draws in the withered leaf 
And makes it earth, hissed each at other's ear 
What shall not be recorded—women they, 
Women, or what had been those gracious things, 
But now desired the humbling of their best, 

Yea, would have helped him to it:and all at once 
They hated her, who took no thought of them, 
But answered in low voice, her meek head yet 
Drooping, 'I pray you of your courtesy, 

He being as he is, to let me be.’ 

She spake so low he hardly heard her speak, 
But like a mighty patron, satisfied 
With what himself had done so graciously, 
Assumed that she had thanked him, adding, 'Yea, 
Eat and be glad, for I account you mine.’ 

She answered meekly, 'How should I be glad 
Henceforth in all the world at anything, 

Until my lord arise and look upon me?’ 

Here the huge Earl cried out upon her talk, 
As all but empty heart and weariness 
And sickly nothing; suddenly seized on her, 

And bare her by main violence to the board, 
And thrust the dish before her, crying, ‘Eat.’ 
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'No, no,' said Enid, vext, 'I will not eat 
Till yonder man upon the bier arise, 

And eat with me."Drink, then,' he answered.'Here!' 
(And filled a horn with wine and held it to her,) 
‘Lo! I, myself, when flushed with fight, or hot, 
God's curse, with anger—often I myself, 

Before I well have drunken, scarce can eat: 

Drink therefore and the wine will change thy will.’ 

‘Not so,’ she cried, 'by Heaven, I will not drink 
Till my dear lord arise and bid me do it, 

And drink with me; and if he rise no more, 
I will not look at wine until I die.’ 

At this he turned all red and paced his hall, 

Now gnawed his under, now his upper lip, 
And coming up close to her, said at last: 
‘Girl, for I see ye scorn my courtesies, 

Take warning:yonder man is surely dead; 
And I compel all creatures to my will. 

Not eat nor drink? And wherefore wail for one, 
Who put your beauty to this flout and scorn 
By dressing it in rags? Amazed am I, 
Beholding how ye butt against my wish, 
That I forbear you thus:cross me no more. 

At least put off to please me this poor gown, 
This silken rag, this beggar-woman's weed: 

I love that beauty should go beautifully: 

For see ye not my gentlewomen here, 

How gay, how suited to the house of one 
Who loves that beauty should go beautifully? 
Rise therefore; robe yourself in this:obey.' 

He spoke, and one among his gentlewomen 
Displayed a splendid silk of foreign loom, 
Where like a shoaling sea the lovely blue 
Played into green, and thicker down the front 
With jewels than the sward with drops of dew, 
When all night long a cloud clings to the hill, 
And with the dawn ascending lets the day 
Strike where it clung:so thickly shone the gems. 

But Enid answered, harder to be moved 
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Than hardest tyrants in their day of power, 
With life-long injuries burning unavenged, 
And now their hour has come; and Enid said: 
‘In this poor gown my dear lord found me first, 
And loved me serving in my father's hall: 
In this poor gown I rode with him to court, 
And there the Queen arrayed me like the sun: 
In this poor gown he bad me clothe myself, 
When now we rode upon this fatal quest 
Of honour, where no honour can be gained: 
And this poor gown I will not cast aside 
Until himself arise a living man, 
And bid me cast it.I have griefs enough: 
Pray you be gentle, pray you let me be: 
I never loved, can never love but him: 
Yea, God, I pray you of your gentleness, 
He being as he is, to let me be.’ 
Then strode the brute Earl up and down his hall, 
And took his russet beard between his teeth; 
Last, coming up quite close, and in his mood 
Crying, 'I count it of no more avail, 
Dame, to be gentle than ungentle with you; 
Take my salute,’ unknightly with flat hand, 
However lightly, smote her on the cheek. 
Then Enid, in her utter helplessness, 
And since she thought, 'He had not dared to do it, 
Except he surely knew my lord was dead,’ 
Sent forth a sudden sharp and bitter cry, 
As of a wild thing taken in the trap, 
Which sees the trapper coming through the wood. 
This heard Geraint, and grasping at his sword, 
(It lay beside him in the hollow shield), 
Made but a single bound, and with a sweep of it 
Shore through the swarthy neck, and like a ball 
The russet-bearded head rolled on the floor. 
So died Earl Doorm by him he counted dead. 
And all the men and women in the hall 
Rose when they saw the dead man rise, and fled 
Yelling as from a spectre, and the two 
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Were left alone together, and he said: 

‘Enid, I have used you worse than that dead man; 
Done you more wrong:we both have undergone 
That trouble which has left me thrice your own: 
Henceforward I will rather die than doubt. 

And here I lay this penance on myself, 

Not, though mine own ears heard you yestermorn— 

You thought me sleeping, but I heard you say, 

I heard you say, that you were no true wife: 

I swear I will not ask your meaning in it: 

I do believe yourself against yourself, 

And will henceforward rather die than doubt.’ 
And Enid could not say one tender word, 

She felt so blunt and stupid at the heart: 

She only prayed him, 'Fly, they will return 

And slay you; fly, your charger is without, 

My palfrey lost."Then, Enid, shall you ride 

Behind me."Yea,' said Enid, ‘let us go. 

And moving out they found the stately horse, 

Who now no more a vassal to the thief, 

But free to stretch his limbs in lawful fight, 

Neighed with all gladness as they came, and stooped 

With a low whinny toward the pair:and she 

Kissed the white star upon his noble front, 

Glad also; then Geraint upon the horse 

Mounted, and reached a hand, and on his foot 

She set her own and climbed; he turned his face 

And kissed her climbing, and she cast her arms 

About him, and at once they rode away. 

And never yet, since high in Paradise 

O'er the four rivers the first roses blew, 

Came purer pleasure unto mortal kind 

Than lived through her, who in that perilous hour 
Put hand to hand beneath her husband's heart, 
And felt him hers again:she did not weep, 

But o'er her meek eyes came a happy mist 

Like that which kept the heart of Eden green 
Before the useful trouble of the rain: 

Yet not so misty were her meek blue eyes 
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As not to see before them on the path, 

Right in the gateway of the bandit hold, 

A knight of Arthur's court, who laid his lance 

In rest, and made as if to fall upon him. 

Then, fearing for his hurt and loss of blood, 

She, with her mind all full of what had chanced, 
Shrieked to the stranger ‘Slay not a dead man!’ 
'The voice of Enid,’ said the knight; but she, 
Beholding it was Edyrn son of Nudd, 

Was moved so much the more, and shrieked again, 
‘O cousin, slay not him who gave you life.’ 

And Edyrn moving frankly forward spake: 

‘My lord Geraint, I greet you with all love; 

I took you for a bandit knight of Doorm; 

And fear not, Enid, I should fall upon him, 

Who love you, Prince, with something of the love 
Wherewith we love the Heaven that chastens us. 
For once, when I was up so high in pride 

That I was halfway down the slope to Hell, 

By overthrowing me you threw me higher. 
Now, made a knight of Arthur's Table Round, 
And since I knew this Earl, when I myself 

Was half a bandit in my lawless hour, 

I come the mouthpiece of our King to Doorm 
(The King is close behind me) bidding him 
Disband himself, and scatter all his powers, 
Submit, and hear the judgment of the King. 

'He hears the judgment of the King of kings,’ 
Cried the wan Prince; ‘and lo, the powers of Doorm 
Are scattered,’ and he pointed to the field, 

Where, huddled here and there on mound and knoll, 
Were men and women staring and aghast, 

While some yet fled; and then he plainlier told 
How the huge Earl lay slain within his hall. 

But when the knight besought him, 'Follow me, 
Prince, to the camp, and in the King's own ear 
Speak what has chanced; ye surely have endured 
Strange chances here alone;’ that other flushed, 
And hung his head, and halted in reply, 
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Fearing the mild face of the blameless King, 
And after madness acted question asked: 
Till Edyrn crying, 'If ye will not go 
To Arthur, then will Arthur come to you,’ 
‘Enough, ' he said, 'I follow,' and they went. 
But Enid in their going had two fears, 
One from the bandit scattered in the field, 
And one from Edyrn.Every now and then, 
When Edyrn reined his charger at her side, 
She shrank a little.In a hollow land, 
From which old fires have broken, men may fear 
Fresh fire and ruin.He, perceiving, said: 

‘Fair and dear cousin, you that most had cause 
To fear me, fear no longer, I am changed. 
Yourself were first the blameless cause to make 
My nature's prideful sparkle in the blood 
Break into furious flame; being repulsed 
By Yniol and yourself, I schemed and wrought 
Until I overturned him; then set up 
(With one main purpose ever at my heart) 
My haughty jousts, and took a paramour; 
Did her mock-honour as the fairest fair, 
And, toppling over all antagonism, 
So waxed in pride, that I believed myself 
Unconquerable, for I was wellnigh mad: 
And, but for my main purpose in these jousts, 
I should have slain your father, seized yourself. 
I lived in hope that sometime you would come 
To these my lists with him whom best you loved; 
And there, poor cousin, with your meek blue eyes 
The truest eyes that ever answered Heaven, 
Behold me overturn and trample on him. 
Then, had you cried, or knelt, or prayed to me, 
I should not less have killed him.And so you came,— 
But once you came,—and with your own true eyes 
Beheld the man you loved (I speak as one 
Speaks of a service done him) overthrow 
My proud self, and my purpose three years old, 
And set his foot upon me, and give me life. 
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There was I broken down; there was I saved: 
Though thence I rode all-shamed, hating the life 
He gave me, meaning to be rid of it. 
And all the penance the Queen laid upon me 
Was but to rest awhile within her court; 
Where first as sullen as a beast new-caged, 
And waiting to be treated like a wolf, 
Because I knew my deeds were known, I found, 
Instead of scornful pity or pure scorn, 
Such fine reserve and noble reticence, 
Manners so kind, yet stately, such a grace 
Of tenderest courtesy, that I began 
To glance behind me at my former life, 
And find that it had been the wolf's indeed: 
And oft I talked with Dubric, the high saint, 
Who, with mild heat of holy oratory, 
Subdued me somewhat to that gentleness, 
Which, when it weds with manhood, makes a man. 
And you were often there about the Queen, 
But saw me not, or marked not if you saw; 
Nor did I care or dare to speak with you, 
But kept myself aloof till I was changed; 
And fear not, cousin; I am changed indeed.’ 
He spoke, and Enid easily believed, 
Like simple noble natures, credulous 
Of what they long for, good in friend or foe, 
There most in those who most have done them ill. 
And when they reached the camp the King himself 
Advanced to greet them, and beholding her 
Though pale, yet happy, asked her not a word, 
But went apart with Edyrn, whom he held 
In converse for a little, and returned, 
And, gravely smiling, lifted her from horse, 
And kissed her with all pureness, brother-like, 
And showed an empty tent allotted her, 
And glancing for a minute, till he saw her 
Pass into it, turned to the Prince, and said: 
‘Prince, when of late ye prayed me for my leave 
To move to your own land, and there defend 
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Your marches, I was pricked with some reproof, 

As one that let foul wrong stagnate and be, 

By having looked too much through alien eyes, 

And wrought too long with delegated hands, 

Not used mine own:but now behold me come 

To cleanse this common sewer of all my realm, 

With Edyrn and with others:have ye looked 

At Edyrn? have ye seen how nobly changed? 

This work of his is great and wonderful. 

His very face with change of heart is changed. 

The world will not believe a man repents: 

And this wise world of ours is mainly right. 

Full seldom doth a man repent, or use 

Both grace and will to pick the vicious quitch 

Of blood and custom wholly out of him, 

And make all clean, and plant himself afresh. 

Edyrn has done it, weeding all his heart 

As I will weed this land before I go. 

I, therefore, made him of our Table Round, 

Not rashly, but have proved him everyway 

One of our noblest, our most valorous, 

Sanest and most obedient:and indeed 

This work of Edyrn wrought upon himself 

After a life of violence, seems to me 

A thousand-fold more great and wonderful 

Than if some knight of mine, risking his life, 

My subject with my subjects under him, 

Should make an onslaught single on a realm 

Of robbers, though he slew them one by one, 

And were himself nigh wounded to the death. 
So spake the King; low bowed the Prince, and felt 

His work was neither great nor wonderful, 

And past to Enid's tent; and thither came 

The King's own leech to look into his hurt; 

And Enid tended on him there; and there 

Her constant motion round him, and the breath 

Of her sweet tendance hovering over him, 

Filled all the genial courses of his blood 

With deeper and with ever deeper love, 
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As the south-west that blowing Bala lake 
Fills all the sacred Dee.So past the days. 
But while Geraint lay healing of his hurt, 
The blameless King went forth and cast his eyes 
On each of all whom Uther left in charge 
Long since, to guard the justice of the King: 
He looked and found them wanting; and as now 
Men weed the white horse on the Berkshire hills 
To keep him bright and clean as heretofore, 
He rooted out the slothful officer 
Or guilty, which for bribe had winked at wrong, 
And in their chairs set up a stronger race 
With hearts and hands, and sent a thousand men 
To till the wastes, and moving everywhere 
Cleared the dark places and let in the law, 
And broke the bandit holds and cleansed the land. 
Then, when Geraint was whole again, they past 
With Arthur to Caerleon upon Usk. 
There the great Queen once more embraced her friend, 
And clothed her in apparel like the day. 
And though Geraint could never take again 
That comfort from their converse which he took 
Before the Queen's fair name was breathed upon, 
He rested well content that all was well. 
Thence after tarrying for a space they rode, 
And fifty knights rode with them to the shores 
Of Severn, and they past to their own land. 
And there he kept the justice of the King 
So vigorously yet mildly, that all hearts 
Applauded, and the spiteful whisper died: 
And being ever foremost in the chase, 
And victor at the tilt and tournament, 
They called him the great Prince and man of men. 
But Enid, whom her ladies loved to call 
Enid the Fair, a grateful people named 
Enid the Good; and in their halls arose 
The cry of children, Enids and Geraints 
Of times to be; nor did he doubt her more, 
But rested in her fealty, till he crowned 
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A happy life with a fair death, and fell 
Against the heathen of the Northern Sea 
In battle, fighting for the blameless King. 
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Balin and Balan 
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Pellam the King, who held and lost with Lot 
In that first war, and had his realm restored 
But rendered tributary, failed of late 
To send his tribute; wherefore Arthur called 
His treasurer, one of many years, and spake, 
'Go thou with him and him and bring it to us, 
Lest we should set one truer on his throne. 
Man's word is God in man.’ 

His Baron said 

'We go but harken:there be two strange knights 
Who sit near Camelot at a fountain-side, 

A mile beneath the forest, challenging 

And overthrowing every knight who comes. 
Wilt thou I undertake them as we pass, 

And send them to thee?’ 

Arthur laughed upon him. 

‘Old friend, too old to be so young, depart, 
Delay not thou for aught, but let them sit, 
Until they find a lustier than themselves.’ 

So these departed.Early, one fair dawn, 
The light-winged spirit of his youth returned 
On Arthur's heart; he armed himself and went, 
So coming to the fountain-side beheld 
Balin and Balan sitting statuelike, 

Brethren, to right and left the spring, that down, 
From underneath a plume of lady-fern, 

Sang, and the sand danced at the bottom of it. 
And on the right of Balin Balin's horse 

Was fast beside an alder, on the left 

Of Balan Balan's near a poplartree. 

‘Fair Sirs,’ said Arthur, ‘wherefore sit ye here?’ 
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Balin and Balan answered 'For the sake 

Of glory; we be mightier men than all 

In Arthur's court; that also have we proved; 

For whatsoever knight against us came 

Or I or he have easily overthrown. 

'I too,' said Arthur, 'am of Arthur's hall, 

But rather proven in his Paynim wars 

Than famous jousts; but see, or proven or not, 

Whether me likewise ye can overthrow.’ 

And Arthur lightly smote the brethren down, 

And lightly so returned, and no man knew. 
Then Balin rose, and Balan, and beside 

The carolling water set themselves again, 

And spake no word until the shadow turned; 

When from the fringe of coppice round them burst 

A spangled pursuivant, and crying 'Sirs, 

Rise, follow! ye be sent for by the King,’ 

They followed; whom when Arthur seeing asked 

'Tell me your names; why sat ye by the well?’ 

Balin the stillness of a minute broke 

Saying 'An unmelodious name to thee, 

Balin, "the Savage"—that addition thine— 

My brother and my better, this man here, 

Balan.I smote upon the naked skull 

A thrall of thine in open hall, my hand 

Was gauntleted, half slew him; for I heard 

He had spoken evil of me; thy just wrath 

Sent me a three-years' exile from thine eyes. 

I have not lived my life delightsomely: 

For I that did that violence to thy thrall, 

Had often wrought some fury on myself, 

Saving for Balan:those three kingless years 

Have past—were wormwooc-bitter to me.King, 

Methought that if we sat beside the well, 

And hurled to ground what knight soever spurred 

Against us, thou would'st take me gladlier back, 

And make, as ten-times worthier to be thine 

Than twenty Balins, Balan knight.I have said. 

Not so—not all.A man of thine today 
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Abashed us both, and brake my boast.Thy will?’ 
Said Arthur "Thou hast ever spoken truth; 
Thy too fierce manhood would not let thee lie. 
Rise, my true knight.As children learn, be thou 
Wiser for falling! walk with me, and move 
To music with thine Order and the King. 
Thy chair, a grief to all the brethren, stands 
Vacant, but thou retake it, mine again!’ 
Thereafter, when Sir Balin entered hall, 
The Lost one Found was greeted as in Heaven 
With joy that blazed itself in woodland wealth 
Of leaf, and gayest garlandage of flowers, 
Along the walls and down the board; they sat, 
And cup clashed cup; they drank and some one sang, 
Sweet-voiced, a song of welcome, whereupon 
Their common shout in chorus, mounting, made 
Those banners of twelve battles overhead 
Stir, as they stirred of old, when Arthur's host 
Proclaimed him Victor, and the day was won. 
Then Balan added to their Order lived 
A wealthier life than heretofore with these 
And Balin, till their embassage returned. 
‘Sir King’ they brought report 'we hardly found, 
So bushed about it is with gloom, the hall 
Of him to whom ye sent us, Pellam, once 
A Christless foe of thine as ever dashed 
Horse against horse; but seeing that thy realm 
Hath prospered in the name of Christ, the King 
Took, as in rival heat, to holy things; 
And finds himself descended from the Saint 
Arimathaean Joseph; him who first 
Brought the great faith to Britain over seas; 
He boasts his life as purer than thine own; 
Eats scarce enow to keep his pulse abeat; 
Hath pushed aside his faithful wife, nor lets 
Or dame or damsel enter at his gates 
Lest he should be polluted.This gray King 
Showed us a shrine wherein were wonders—yea— 
Rich arks with priceless bones of martyrdom, 
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Thorns of the crown and shivers of the cross, 
And therewithal (for thus he told us) brought 
By holy Joseph thither, that same spear 
Wherewith the Roman pierced the side of Christ. 
He much amazed us; after, when we sought 
The tribute, answered "I have quite foregone 
All matters of this world:Garlon, mine heir, 
Of him demand it," which this Garlon gave 
With much ado, railing at thine and thee. 

‘But when we left, in those deep woods we found 
A knight of thine spear-stricken from behind, 
Dead, whom we buried; more than one of us 
Cried out on Garlon, but a woodman there 
Reported of some demon in the woods 
Was once a man, who driven by evil tongues 
From all his fellows, lived alone, and came 
To learn black magic, and to hate his kind 
With such a hate, that when he died, his soul 
Became a Fiend, which, as the man in life 
Was wounded by blind tongues he saw not whence, 
Strikes from behind.This woodman showed the cave 
From which he sallies, and wherein he dwelt. 
We saw the hoof-print of a horse, no more.’ 

Then Arthur, 'Let who goes before me, see 
He do not fall behind me:foully slain 
And villainously! who will hunt for me 
This demon of the woods?'Said Balan, 'T'! 
So claimed the quest and rode away, but first, 
Embracing Balin, 'Good my brother, hear! 
Let not thy moods prevail, when I am gone 
Who used to lay them! hold them outer fiends, 
Who leap at thee to tear thee; shake them aside, 
Dreams ruling when wit sleeps! yea, but to dream 
That any of these would wrong thee, wrongs thyself. 
Witness their flowery welcome.Bound are they 
To speak no evil.Truly save for fears, 
My fears for thee, so rich a fellowship 
Would make me wholly blest:thou one of them, 
Be one indeed:consider them, and all 
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Their bearing in their common bond of love, 
No more of hatred than in Heaven itself, 
No more of jealousy than in Paradise.’ 

So Balan warned, and went; Balin remained: 
Who—for but three brief moons had glanced away 
From being knighted till he smote the thrall, 

And faded from the presence into years 

Of exile—now would strictlier set himself 

To learn what Arthur meant by courtesy, 

Manhood, and knighthood; wherefore hovered round 
Lancelot, but when he marked his high sweet smile 
In passing, and a transitory word 

Make knight or churl or child or damsel seem 
From being smiled at happier in themselves— 
Sighed, as a boy lame-born beneath a height, 

That glooms his valley, sighs to see the peak 
Sun-flushed, or touch at night the northern star; 
For one from out his village lately climed 

And brought report of azure lands and fair, 

Far seen to left and right; and he himself 

Hath hardly scaled with help a hundred feet 

Up from the base:so Balin marvelling oft 

How far beyond him Lancelot seemed to move, 
Groaned, and at times would mutter, "These be gifts, 
Born with the blood, not learnable, divine, 

Beyond my reach.Well had I foughten—well— 

In those fierce wars, struck hard—and had I crowned 
With my slain self the heaps of whom I slew— 
So—better!—But this worship of the Queen, 

That honour too wherein she holds him—this, 

This was the sunshine that hath given the man 

A growth, a name that branches o'er the rest, 

And strength against all odds, and what the King 
So prizes—overprizes—gentleness. 

Her likewise would I worship an I might. 

I never can be close with her, as he 

That brought her hither.Shall I pray the King 

To let me bear some token of his Queen 

Whereon to gaze, remembering her—forget 
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My heats and violences? live afresh? 

What, if the Queen disdained to grant it! nay 

Being so stately-gentle, would she make 

My darkness blackness? and with how sweet grace 
She greeted my return!Bold will I be— 

Some goodly cognizance of Guinevere, 

In lieu of this rough beast upon my shield, 

Langued gules, and toothed with grinning savagery. 

And Arthur, when Sir Balin sought him, said 
"What wilt thou bear?’ Balin was bold, and asked 
To bear her own crown-royal upon shield, 
Whereat she smiled and turned her to the King, 
Who answered "Thou shalt put the crown to use. 
The crown is but the shadow of the King, 

And this a shadow's shadow, let him have it, 
So this will help him of his violences!' 

‘No shadow' said Sir Balin 'O my Queen, 
But light to me! no shadow, O my King, 
But golden earnest of a gentler life!’ 

So Balin bare the crown, and all the knights 
Approved him, and the Queen, and all the world 
Made music, and he felt his being move 
In music with his Order, and the King. 

The nightingale, full-toned in middle May, 
Hath ever and anon a note so thin 
It seems another voice in other groves; 

Thus, after some quick burst of sudden wrath, 
The music in him seemed to change, and grow 
Faint and far-off. 

And once he saw the thrall 

His passion half had gauntleted to death, 

That causer of his banishment and shame, 
Smile at him, as he deemed, presumptuously: 
His arm half rose to strike again, but fell: 

The memory of that cognizance on shield 
Weighted it down, but in himself he moaned: 

'Too high this mount of Camelot for me: 
These high-set courtesies are not for me. 

Shall I not rather prove the worse for these? 
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Fierier and stormier from restraining, break 

Into some madness even before the Queen?’ 
Thus, as a hearth lit in a mountain home, 

And glancing on the window, when the gloom 

Of twilight deepens round it, seems a flame 

That rages in the woodland far below, 

So when his moods were darkened, court and King 

And all the kindly warmth of Arthur's hall 

Shadowed an angry distance:yet he strove 

To learn the graces of their Table, fought 

Hard with himself, and seemed at length in peace. 

Then chanced, one morning, that Sir Balin sat 

Close-bowered in that garden nigh the hall. 

A walk of roses ran from door to door; 

A walk of lilies crost it to the bower: 

And down that range of roses the great Queen 
Came with slow steps, the morning on her face; 
And all in shadow from the counter door 

Sir Lancelot as to meet her, then at once, 

As if he saw not, glanced aside, and paced 

The long white walk of lilies toward the bower. 
Followed the Queen; Sir Balin heard her 'Prince, 
Art thou so little loyal to thy Queen, 

As pass without good morrow to thy Queen?’ 
To whom Sir Lancelot with his eyes on earth, 
‘Fain would I still be loyal to the Queen.’ 

"Yea so' she said 'but so to pass me by— 

So loyal scarce is loyal to thyself, 

Whom all men rate the king of courtesy. 

Let be:ye stand, fair lord, as in a dream.’ 

Then Lancelot with his hand among the flowers 
"Yea—for a dream.Last night methought I saw 
That maiden Saint who stands with lily in hand 
In yonder shrine.All round her prest the dark, 
And all the light upon her silver face 
Flowed from the spiritual lily that she held. 

Lo! these her emblems drew mine eyes—away: 
For see, how perfect-pure! As light a flush 
As hardly tints the blossom of the quince 
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Would mar their charm of stainless maidenhood.' 

‘Sweeter to me’ she said 'this garden rose 
Deep-hued and many-folded! sweeter still 
The wild-wood hyacinth and the bloom of May. 
Prince, we have ridden before among the flowers 
In those fair days—not all as cool as these, 
Though season-earlier.Art thou sad? or sick? 
Our noble King will send thee his own leech— 
Sick? or for any matter angered at me?’ 

Then Lancelot lifted his large eyes; they dwelt 
Deep-tranced on hers, and could not fall:her hue 
Changed at his gaze:so turning side by side 
They past, and Balin started from his bower. 

‘Queen? subject? but I see not what I see. 
Damsel and lover? hear not what I hear. 

My father hath begotten me in his wrath. 

I suffer from the things before me, know, 

Learn nothing; am not worthy to be knight; 

A churl, a clown! and in him gloom on gloom 
Deepened:he sharply caught his lance and shield, 
Nor stayed to crave permission of the King, 

But, mad for strange adventure, dashed away. 

He took the selfsame track as Balan, saw 
The fountain where they sat together, sighed 
'Was I not better there with him?' and rode 
The skyless woods, but under open blue 
Came on the hoarhead woodman at a bough 
Wearily hewing.'Churl, thine axe!’ he cried, 
Descended, and disjointed it at a blow: 

To whom the woodman uttered wonderingly 
‘Lord, thou couldst lay the Devil of these woods 
If arm of flesh could lay him."Balin cried 

'Him, or the viler devil who plays his part, 

To lay that devil would lay the Devil in me. 
‘Nay’ said the churl, 'our devil is a truth, 

I saw the flash of him but yestereven. 

And some do say that our Sir Garlon too 

Hath learned black magic, and to ride unseen. 
Look to the cave.'But Balin answered him 
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‘Old fabler, these be fancies of the churl, 

Look to thy woodcraft,' and so leaving him, 
Now with slack rein and careless of himself, 
Now with dug spur and raving at himself, 

Now with droopt brow down the long glades he rode; 
So marked not on his right a cavern-chasm 
Yawn over darkness, where, nor far within, 

The whole day died, but, dying, gleamed on rocks 
Roof-pendent, sharp; and others from the floor, 
Tusklike, arising, made that mouth of night 
Whereout the Demon issued up from Hell. 

He marked not this, but blind and deaf to all 
Save that chained rage, which ever yelpt within, 
Past eastward from the falling sun.At once 

He felt the hollow-beaten mosses thud 

And tremble, and then the shadow of a spear, 
Shot from behind him, ran along the ground. 
Sideways he started from the path, and saw, 
With pointed lance as if to pierce, a shape, 

A light of armour by him flash, and pass 

And vanish in the woods; and followed this, 
But all so blind in rage that unawares 

He burst his lance against a forest bough, 
Dishorsed himself, and rose again, and fled 

Far, till the castle of a King, the hall 

Of Pellam, lichen-bearded, grayly draped 

With streaming grass, appeared, low-built but strong; 
The ruinous donjon as a knoll of moss, 

The battlement overtopt with ivytods, 

A home of bats, in every tower an owl. 

Then spake the men of Pellam crying ‘Lord, 
Why wear ye this crown-royal upon shield?’ 
Said Balin 'For the fairest and the best 

Of ladies living gave me this to bear.’ 

So stalled his horse, and strode across the court, 
But found the greetings both of knight and King 
Faint in the low dark hall of banquet:leaves 
Laid their green faces flat against the panes, 
Sprays grated, and the cankered boughs without 
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Whined in the wood; for all was hushed within, 
Till when at feast Sir Garlon likewise asked 
'Why wear ye that crown-royal?' Balin said 
'The Queen we worship, Lancelot, I, and all, 
As fairest, best and purest, granted me 
To bear it!'Such a sound (for Arthur's knights 
Were hated strangers in the hall) as makes 
The white swan-mother, sitting, when she hears 
A strange knee rustle through her secret reeds, 
Made Garlon, hissing; then he sourly smiled. 
'Fairest I grant her:I have seen; but best, 
Best, purest? thou from Arthur's hall, and yet 
So simple! hast thou eyes, or if, are these 
So far besotted that they fail to see 
This fair wife-worship cloaks a secret shame? 
Truly, ye men of Arthur be but babes.’ 

A goblet on the board by Balin, bossed 
With holy Joseph's legend, on his right 
Stood, all of massiest bronze:one side had sea 
And ship and sail and angels blowing on it: 
And one was rough with wattling, and the walls 
Of that low church he built at Glastonbury. 
This Balin graspt, but while in act to hurl, 
Through memory of that token on the shield 
Relaxed his hold:'I will be gentle’ he thought 
‘And passing gentle’ caught his hand away, 
Then fiercely to Sir Garlon 'Eyes have I 
That saw today the shadow of a spear, 
Shot from behind me, run along the ground; 
Eyes too that long have watched how Lancelot draws 
From homage to the best and purest, might, 
Name, manhood, and a grace, but scantly thine, 
Who, sitting in thine own hall, canst endure 
To mouth so huge a foulness—to thy guest, 
Me, me of Arthur's Table.Felon talk! 
Let be! no more!’ 
But not the less by night 
The scorn of Garlon, poisoning all his rest, 
Stung him in dreams.At length, and dim through leaves 
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Blinkt the white morn, sprays grated, and old boughs 
Whined in the wood.He rose, descended, met 

The scorner in the castle court, and fain, 

For hate and loathing, would have past him by; 
But when Sir Garlon uttered mocking-wise; 

‘What, wear ye still that same crown-scandalous?' 
His countenance blackened, and his forehead veins 
Bloated, and branched; and tearing out of sheath 
The brand, Sir Balin with a fiery 'Ha! 

So thou be shadow, here I make thee ghost,’ 

Hard upon helm smote him, and the blade flew 
Splintering in six, and clinkt upon the stones. 

Then Garlon, reeling slowly backward, fell, 

And Balin by the banneret of his helm 

Dragged him, and struck, but from the castle a cry 
Sounded across the court, and—men-at-arms, 

A score with pointed lances, making at him— 

He dashed the pummel at the foremost face, 
Beneath a low door dipt, and made his feet 

Wings through a glimmering gallery, till he marked 
The portal of King Pellam's chapel wide 

And inward to the wall; he stept behind; 

Thence in a moment heard them pass like wolves 
Howling; but while he stared about the shrine, 

In which he scarce could spy the Christ for Saints, 
Beheld before a golden altar lie 

The longest lance his eyes had ever seen, 
Point-painted red; and seizing thereupon 

Pushed through an open casement down, leaned on it, 
Leapt in a semicircle, and lit on earth; 

Then hand at ear, and harkening from what side 
The blindfold rummage buried in the walls 

Might echo, ran the counter path, and found 

His charger, mounted on him and away. 

An arrow whizzed to the right, one to the left, 

One overhead; and Pellam's feeble cry 

‘Stay, stay him! he defileth heavenly things 

With earthly uses'\—made him quickly dive 
Beneath the boughs, and race through many a mile 
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Of dense and open, till his goodly horse, 
Arising wearily at a fallen oak, 
Stumbled headlong, and cast him face to ground. 

Half-wroth he had not ended, but all glad, 
Knightlike, to find his charger yet unlamed, 

Sir Balin drew the shield from off his neck, 
Stared at the priceless cognizance, and thought 

'| have shamed thee so that now thou shamest me, 
Thee will I bear no more,’ high on a branch 

Hung it, and turned aside into the woods, 

And there in gloom cast himself all along, 
Moaning 'My violences, my violences!' 

But now the wholesome music of the wood 
Was dumbed by one from out the hall of Mark, 
A damsel-errant, warbling, as she rode 
The woodland alleys, Vivien, with her Squire. 

'The fire of Heaven has killed the barren cold, 
And kindled all the plain and all the wold. 

The new leaf ever pushes off the old. 
The fire of Heaven is not the flame of Hell. 

‘Old priest, who mumble worship in your quire— 
Old monk and nun, ye scorn the world's desire, 
Yet in your frosty cells ye feel the fire! 

The fire of Heaven is not the flame of Hell. 

‘The fire of Heaven is on the dusty ways. 
The wayside blossoms open to the blaze. 

The whole wood-world is one full peal of praise. 
The fire of Heaven is not the flame of Hell. 

'The fire of Heaven is lord of all things good, 
And starve not thou this fire within thy blood, 
But follow Vivien through the fiery flood! 

The fire of Heaven is not the flame of Hell!’ 

Then turning to her Squire "This fire of Heaven, 
This old sun-worship, boy, will rise again, 

And beat the cross to earth, and break the King 
And all his Table.’ 

Then they reached a glade, 

Where under one long lane of cloudless air 
Before another wood, the royal crown 
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Sparkled, and swaying upon a restless elm 

Drew the vague glance of Vivien, and her Squire; 

Amazed were these; 'Lo there’ she cried—'a crown— 

Borne by some high lord-prince of Arthur's hall, 

And there a horse! the rider? where is he? 

See, yonder lies one dead within the wood. 

Not dead; he stirs!—but sleeping.I will speak. 

Hail, royal knight, we break on thy sweet rest, 

Not, doubtless, all unearned by noble deeds. 

But bounden art thou, if from Arthur's hall, 

To help the weak.Behold, I fly from shame, 

A lustful King, who sought to win my love 

Through evil ways:the knight, with whom I rode, 

Hath suffered misadventure, and my squire 

Hath in him small defence; but thou, Sir Prince, 

Wilt surely guide me to the warrior King, 

Arthur the blameless, pure as any maid, 

To get me shelter for my maidenhood. 

I charge thee by that crown upon thy shield, 

And by the great Queen's name, arise and hence.’ 
And Balin rose, "Thither no more! nor Prince 

Nor knight am I, but one that hath defamed 

The cognizance she gave me:here I dwell 

Savage among the savage woods, here die— 

Die:let the wolves' black maws ensepulchre 

Their brother beast, whose anger was his lord. 

O me, that such a name as Guinevere's, 

Which our high Lancelot hath so lifted up, 

And been thereby uplifted, should through me, 

My violence, and my villainy, come to shame.’ 
Thereat she suddenly laughed and shrill, anon 

Sighed all as suddenly.Said Balin to her 

‘Is this thy courtesy—to mock me, ha? 

Hence, for I will not with thee.'Again she sighed 

‘Pardon, sweet lord! we maidens often laugh 

When sick at heart, when rather we should weep. 

I knew thee wronged.I brake upon thy rest, 

And now full loth am I to break thy dream, 

But thou art man, and canst abide a truth, 
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Though bitter.Hither, boy—and mark me well. 
Dost thou remember at Caerleon once— 
A year ago—nay, then I love thee not— 
Ay, thou rememberest well—one summer dawn— 
By the great tower—Caerleon upon Usk— 
Nay, truly we were hidden:this fair lord, 
The flower of all their vestal knighthood, knelt 
In amorous homage—knelt—what else?—O ay 
Knelt, and drew down from out his night-black hair 
And mumbled that white hand whose ringed caress 
Had wandered from her own King's golden head, 
And lost itself in darkness, till she cried— 
I thought the great tower would crash down on both— 
"Rise, my sweet King, and kiss me on the lips, 
Thou art my King."This lad, whose lightest word 
Is mere white truth in simple nakedness, 
Saw them embrace:he reddens, cannot speak, 
So bashful, he! but all the maiden Saints, 
The deathless mother-maidenhood of Heaven, 
Cry out upon her.Up then, ride with me! 
Talk not of shame! thou canst not, an thou would'st, 
Do these more shame than these have done themselves.’ 
She lied with ease; but horror-stricken he, 
Remembering that dark bower at Camelot, 
Breathed in a dismal whisper 'It is truth. 
Sunnily she smiled 'And even in this lone wood, 
Sweet lord, ye do right well to whisper this. 
Fools prate, and perish traitors.Woods have tongues, 
As walls have ears:but thou shalt go with me, 
And we will speak at first exceeding low. 
Meet is it the good King be not deceived. 
See now, I set thee high on vantage ground, 
From whence to watch the time, and eagle-like 
Stoop at thy will on Lancelot and the Queen. 
She ceased; his evil spirit upon him leapt, 
He ground his teeth together, sprang with a yell, 
Tore from the branch, and cast on earth, the shield, 
Drove his mailed heel athwart the royal crown, 
Stampt all into defacement, hurled it from him 
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Among the forest weeds, and cursed the tale, 

The told-of, and the teller. 

That weird yell, 

Unearthlier than all shriek of bird or beast, 
Thrilled through the woods; and Balan lurking there 
(His quest was unaccomplished) heard and thought 
'The scream of that Wood-devil I came to quell!’ 
Then nearing 'Lo! he hath slain some brother-knight, 
And tramples on the goodly shield to show 

His loathing of our Order and the Queen. 

My quest, meseems, is here.Or devil or man 

Guard thou thine head.'Sir Balin spake not word, 
But snatched a sudden buckler from the Squire, 
And vaulted on his horse, and so they crashed 

In onset, and King Pellam's holy spear, 

Reputed to be red with sinless blood, 

Redded at once with sinful, for the point 

Across the maiden shield of Balan pricked 

The hauberk to the flesh; and Balin's horse 

Was wearied to the death, and, when they clashed, 
Rolling back upon Balin, crushed the man 

Inward, and either fell, and swooned away. 

Then to her Squire muttered the damsel 'Fools! 
This fellow hath wrought some foulness with his Queen: 
Else never had he borne her crown, nor raved 
And thus foamed over at a rival name: 

But thou, Sir Chick, that scarce hast broken shell, 
Art yet half-yolk, not even come to down— 

Who never sawest Caerleon upon Usk— 

And yet hast often pleaded for my love— 

See what I see, be thou where I have been, 

Or else Sir Chick—dismount and loose their casques 
I fain would know what manner of men they be.’ 
And when the Squire had loosed them, 'Goodly!—look! 
They might have cropt the myriad flower of May, 
And butt each other here, like brainless bulls, 

Dead for one heifer! 

Then the gentle Squire 

'T hold them happy, so they died for love: 
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And, Vivien, though ye beat me like your dog, 
I too could die, as now I live, for thee.' 
‘Live on, Sir Boy,' she cried.'I better prize 
The living dog than the dead lion:away! 
I cannot brook to gaze upon the dead. 
Then leapt her palfrey o'er the fallen oak, 
And bounding forward 'Leave them to the wolves.’ 
But when their foreheads felt the cooling air, 
Balin first woke, and seeing that true face, 
Familiar up from cradle-time, so wan, 
Crawled slowly with low moans to where he lay, 
And on his dying brother cast himself 
Dying; and he lifted faint eyes; he felt 
One near him; all at once they found the world, 
Staring wild-wide; then with a childlike wail 
And drawing down the dim disastrous brow 
That o'er him hung, he kissed it, moaned and spake; 
'O Balin, Balin, I that fain had died 
To save thy life, have brought thee to thy death. 
Why had ye not the shield I knew? and why 
Trampled ye thus on that which bare the Crown?’ 
Then Balin told him brokenly, and in gasps, 
All that had chanced, and Balan moaned again. 
‘Brother, I dwelt a day in Pellam's hall: 
This Garlon mocked me, but I heeded not. 
And one said "Eat in peace! a liar is he, 
And hates thee for the tribute!" this good knight 
Told me, that twice a wanton damsel came, 
And sought for Garlon at the castle-gates, 
Whom Pellam drove away with holy heat. 
I well believe this damsel, and the one 
Who stood beside thee even now, the same. 
"She dwells among the woods" he said "and meets 
And dallies with him in the Mouth of Hell." 
Foul are their lives; foul are their lips; they lied. 
Pure as our own true Mother is our Queen." 
'O brother’ answered Balin 'woe is me! 
My madness all thy life has been thy doom, 
Thy curse, and darkened all thy day; and now 
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The night has come.I scarce can see thee now. 
Goodnight! for we shall never bid again 

Goodmorrow—Dark my doom was here, and dark 

It will be there.I see thee now no more. 

I would not mine again should darken thine, 

Goodnight, true brother. 

Balan answered low 

‘Goodnight, true brother here! goodmorrow there! 

We two were born together, and we die 

Together by one doom:' and while he spoke 

Closed his death-drowsing eyes, and slept the sleep 

With Balin, either locked in either's arm. 
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Merlin and Vivien 


Sa 


A storm was coming, but the winds were still, 
And in the wild woods of Broceliande, 
Before an oak, so hollow, huge and old 
It looked a tower of ivied masonwork, 
At Merlin's feet the wily Vivien lay. 
For he that always bare in bitter grudge 
The slights of Arthur and his Table, Mark 
The Cornish King, had heard a wandering voice, 
A minstrel of Caerlon by strong storm 
Blown into shelter at Tintagil, say 
That out of naked knightlike purity 
Sir Lancelot worshipt no unmarried girl 
But the great Queen herself, fought in her name, 
Sware by her—vows like theirs, that high in heaven 
Love most, but neither marry, nor are given 
In marriage, angels of our Lord's report. 
He ceased, and then—for Vivien sweetly said 
(She sat beside the banquet nearest Mark), 
‘And is the fair example followed, Sir, 
In Arthur's household?'—answered innocently: 
‘Ay, by some few—ay, truly—youths that hold 
It more beseems the perfect virgin knight 
To worship woman as true wife beyond 
All hopes of gaining, than as maiden girl. 
They place their pride in Lancelot and the Queen. 
So passionate for an utter purity 
Beyond the limit of their bond, are these, 
For Arthur bound them not to singleness. 
Brave hearts and clean! and yet—God guide them—young.' 
Then Mark was half in heart to hurl his cup 
Straight at the speaker, but forbore:he rose 
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To leave the hall, and, Vivien following him, 
Tumed to her:'Here are snakes within the grass; 
And you methinks, O Vivien, save ye fear 
The monkish manhood, and the mask of pure 
Worn by this court, can stir them till they sting.’ 
And Vivien answered, smiling scornfully, 
'Why fear? because that fostered at thy court 
I savour of thy—virtues? fear them? no. 
As Love, if Love is perfect, casts out fear, 
So Hate, if Hate is perfect, casts out fear. 
My father died in battle against the King, 
My mother on his corpse in open field; 
She bore me there, for born from death was I 
Among the dead and sown upon the wind— 
And then on thee! and shown the truth betimes, 
That old true filth, and bottom of the well 
Where Truth is hidden.Gracious lessons thine 
And maxims of the mud!"This Arthur pure! 
Great Nature through the flesh herself hath made 
Gives him the lie!There is no being pure, 
My cherub; saith not Holy Writ the same?"— 
If I were Arthur, I would have thy blood. 
Thy blessing, stainless King!I bring thee back, 
When I have ferreted out their burrowings, 
The hearts of all this Order in mine hand— 
Ay—so that fate and craft and folly close, 
Perchance, one curl of Arthur's golden beard. 
To me this narrow grizzled fork of thine 
Is cleaner-fashioned—Well, I loved thee first, 
That warps the wit.’ 
Loud laughed the graceless Mark, 
But Vivien, into Camelot stealing, lodged 
Low in the city, and on a festal day 
When Guinevere was crossing the great hall 
Cast herself down, knelt to the Queen, and wailed. 
'Why kneel ye there? What evil hath ye wrought? 
Rise!’ and the damsel bidden rise arose 
And stood with folded hands and downward eyes 
Of glancing comer, and all meekly said, 
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‘None wrought, but suffered much, an orphan maid! 
My father died in battle for thy King, 

My mother on his corpse—in open field, 

The sad sea-sounding wastes of Lyonnesse— 

Poor wretch—no friend!—and now by Mark the King 
For that small charm of feature mine, pursued— 

If any such be mine—TI fly to thee. 

Save, save me thou—-Woman of women—thine 
The wreath of beauty, thine the crown of power, 

Be thine the balm of pity, O Heaven's own white 
Earth-angel, stainless bride of stainless King— 
Help, for he follows! take me to thyself! 

O yield me shelter for mine innocency 

Among thy maidens! 

Here her slow sweet eyes 
Fear-tremulous, but humbly hopeful, rose 
Fixt on her hearer's, while the Queen who stood 
All glittering like May sunshine on May leaves 
In green and gold, and plumed with green replied, 
‘Peace, child! of overpraise and overblame 
We choose the last.Our noble Arthur, him 
Ye scarce can overpraise, will hear and know. 
Nay—we believe all evil of thy Mark— 

Well, we shall test thee farther; but this hour 
We ride a-hawking with Sir Lancelot. 

He hath given us a fair falcon which he trained; 
We go to prove it.Bide ye here the while.’ 

She past; and Vivien murmured after 'Go! 

I bide the while."Then through the portal-arch 
Peering askance, and muttering broken-wise, 
As one that labours with an evil dream, 
Beheld the Queen and Lancelot get to horse. 

'Is that the Lancelot? goodly—ay, but gaunt: 
Courteous—amends for gauntness—takes her hand— 
That glance of theirs, but for the street, had been 
A clinging kiss—how hand lingers in hand! 

Let go at last!—they ride away—to hawk 
For waterfowl.Royaller game is mine. 
For such a supersensual sensual bond 
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As that gray cricket chirpt of at our hearth— 

Touch flax with flame—a glance will serve—the liars! 

Ah little rat that borest in the dyke 

Thy hole by night to let the boundless deep 

Down upon far-off cities while they dance— 

Or dream—of thee they dreamed not—nor of me 

These—ay, but each of either:ride, and dream 

The mortal dream that never yet was mine— 

Ride, ride and dream until ye wake—to me! 

Then, narrow court and lubber King, farewell! 

For Lancelot will be gracious to the rat, 

And our wise Queen, if knowing that I know, 

Will hate, loathe, fear—but honour me the more.' 
Yet while they rode together down the plain, 

Their talk was all of training, terms of art, 

Diet and seeling, jesses, leash and lure. 

‘She is too noble’ he said 'to check at pies, 

Nor will she rake:there is no baseness in her.' 

Here when the Queen demanded as by chance 

‘Know ye the stranger woman?" Let her be,’ 

Said Lancelot and unhooded casting off 

The goodly falcon free; she towered; her bells, 

Tone under tone, shrilled; and they lifted up 

Their eager faces, wondering at the strength, 

Boldness and royal knighthood of the bird 

Who pounced her quarry and slew it.Many a time 

As once—of old—among the flowers—they rode. 
But Vivien half-forgotten of the Queen 

Among her damsels broidering sat, heard, watched 

And whispered:through the peaceful court she crept 

And whispered:then as Arthur in the highest 

Leavened the world, so Vivien in the lowest, 

Arriving at a time of golden rest, 

And sowing one ill hint from ear to ear, 

While all the heathen lay at Arthur's feet, 

And no quest came, but all was joust and play, 

Leavened his hall. They heard and let her be. 
Thereafter as an enemy that has left 

Death in the living waters, and withdrawn, 
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The wily Vivien stole from Arthur's court. 

She hated all the knights, and heard in thought 
Their lavish comment when her name was named. 
For once, when Arthur walking all alone, 

Vext at a rumour issued from herself 

Of some corruption crept among his knights, 
Had met her, Vivien, being greeted fair, 

Would fain have wrought upon his cloudy mood 
With reverent eyes mock-loyal, shaken voice, 
And fluttered adoration, and at last 

With dark sweet hints of some who prized him more 
Than who should prize him most; at which the King 
Had gazed upon her blankly and gone by: 

But one had watched, and had not held his peace: 
It made the laughter of an afternoon 

That Vivien should attempt the blameless King. 
And after that, she set herself to gain 

Him, the most famous man of all those times, 
Merlin, who knew the range of all their arts, 
Had built the King his havens, ships, and halls, 
Was also Bard, and knew the starry heavens; 
The people called him Wizard; whom at first 
She played about with slight and sprightly talk, 
And vivid smiles, and faintly-venomed points 
Of slander, glancing here and grazing there; 
And yielding to his kindlier moods, the Seer 
Would watch her at her petulance, and play, 
Even when they seemed unloveable, and laugh 
As those that watch a kitten; thus he grew 
Tolerant of what he half disdained, and she, 
Perceiving that she was but half disdained, 
Began to break her sports with graver fits, 

Turn red or pale, would often when they met 
Sigh fully, or all-silent gaze upon him 

With such a fixt devotion, that the old man, 
Though doubtful, felt the flattery, and at times 
Would flatter his own wish in age for love, 

And half believe her true:for thus at times 

He wavered; but that other clung to him, 
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Fixt in her will, and so the seasons went. 
Then fell on Merlin a great melancholy; 
He walked with dreams and darkness, and he found 
A doom that ever poised itself to fall, 
An ever-moaning battle in the mist, 
World-war of dying flesh against the life, 
Death in all life and lying in all love, 
The meanest having power upon the highest, 
And the high purpose broken by the worm. 
So leaving Arthur's court he gained the beach; 
There found a little boat, and stept into it; 
And Vivien followed, but he marked her not. 
She took the helm and he the sail; the boat 
Drave with a sudden wind across the deeps, 
And touching Breton sands, they disembarked. 
And then she followed Merlin all the way, 
Even to the wild woods of Broceliande. 
For Merlin once had told her of a charm, 
The which if any wrought on anyone 
With woven paces and with waving arms, 
The man so wrought on ever seemed to lie 
Closed in the four walls of a hollow tower, 
From which was no escape for evermore; 
And none could find that man for evermore, 
Nor could he see but him who wrought the charm 
Coming and going, and he lay as dead 
And lost to life and use and name and fame. 
And Vivien ever sought to work the charm 
Upon the great Enchanter of the Time, 
As fancying that her glory would be great 
According to his greatness whom she quenched. 
There lay she all her length and kissed his feet, 
As if in deepest reverence and in love. 
A twist of gold was round her hair; a robe 
Of samite without price, that more exprest 
Than hid her, clung about her lissome limbs, 
In colour like the satin-shining palm 
On sallows in the windy gleams of March: 
And while she kissed them, crying, "Trample me, 
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Dear feet, that I have followed through the world, 
And I will pay you worship; tread me down 
And I will kiss you for it;' he was mute: 

So dark a forethought rolled about his brain, 

As on a dull day in an Ocean cave 

The blind wave feeling round his long sea-hall 
In silence:wherefore, when she lifted up 

A face of sad appeal, and spake and said, 

'O Merlin, do ye love me?’ and again, 

'‘O Merlin, do ye love me?’ and once more, 
‘Great Master, do ye love me?’ he was mute. 
And lissome Vivien, holding by his heel, 
Writhed toward him, slided up his knee and sat, 
Behind his ankle twined her hollow feet 
Together, curved an arm about his neck, 

Clung like a snake; and letting her left hand 
Droop from his mighty shoulder, as a leaf, 
Made with her right a comb of pearl to part 
The lists of such a board as youth gone out 
Had left in ashes:then he spoke and said, 

Not looking at her, 'Who are wise in love 

Love most, say least,’ and Vivien answered quick, 
'T saw the little elf-god eyeless once 

In Arthur's arras hall at Camelot: 

But neither eyes nor tongue—O stupid child! 
Yet you are wise who say it; let me think 
Silence is wisdom:I am silent then, 

And ask no kiss;' then adding all at once, 

‘And lo, I clothe myself with wisdom,’ drew 
The vast and shaggy mantle of his beard 
Across her neck and bosom to her knee, 

And called herself a gilded summer fly 

Caught in a great old tyrant spider's web, 

Who meant to eat her up in that wild wood 
Without one word.So Vivien called herself, 

But rather seemed a lovely baleful star 

Veiled in gray vapour; till he sadly smiled: 

'To what request for what strange boon, ' he said, 
‘Are these your pretty tricks and fooleries, 
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O Vivien, the preamble? yet my thanks, 
For these have broken up my melancholy.’ 

And Vivien answered smiling saucily, 
‘What, O my Master, have ye found your voice? 
I bid the stranger welcome.Thanks at last! 

But yesterday you never opened lip, 

Except indeed to drink:no cup had we: 

In mine own lady palms I culled the spring 

That gathered trickling dropwise from the cleft, 
And made a pretty cup of both my hands 

And offered you it kneeling:then you drank 

And knew no more, nor gave me one poor word; 
O no more thanks than might a goat have given 
With no more sign of reverence than a beard. 
And when we halted at that other well, 

And I was faint to swooning, and you lay 
Foot-gilt with all the blossom-dust of those 

Deep meadows we had traversed, did you know 
That Vivien bathed your feet before her own? 
And yet no thanks:and all through this wild wood 
And all this morning when I fondled you: 

Boon, ay, there was a boon, one not so strange— 
How had I wronged you? surely ye are wise, 

But such a silence is more wise than kind.’ 

And Merlin locked his hand in hers and said: 
'O did ye never lie upon the shore, 

And watch the curled white of the coming wave 
Glassed in the slippery sand before it breaks? 
Even such a wave, but not so pleasurable, 

Dark in the glass of some presageful mood, 
Had I for three days seen, ready to fall. 

And then I rose and fled from Arthur's court 

To break the mood. You followed me unasked; 
And when I looked, and saw you following me still, 
My mind involved yourself the nearest thing 

In that mind-mist:for shall I tell you truth? 

You seemed that wave about to break upon me 
And sweep me from my hold upon the world, 
My use and name and fame. Your pardon, child. 
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Your pretty sports have brightened all again. 

And ask your boon, for boon I owe you thrice, 

Once for wrong done you by confusion, next 

For thanks it seems till now neglected, last 

For these your dainty gambols:wherefore ask; 

And take this boon so strange and not so strange.’ 
And Vivien answered smiling mournfully: 

‘O not so strange as my long asking it, 

Not yet so strange as you yourself are strange, 

Nor half so strange as that dark mood of yours. 

I ever feared ye were not wholly mine; 

And see, yourself have owned ye did me wrong. 

The people call you prophet:let it be: 

But not of those that can expound themselves. 

Take Vivien for expounder; she will call 

That three-days-long presageful gloom of yours 

No presage, but the same mistrustful mood 

That makes you seem less noble than yourself, 

Whenever I have asked this very boon, 

Now asked again:for see you not, dear love, 

That such a mood as that, which lately gloomed 

Your fancy when ye saw me following you, 

Must make me fear still more you are not mine, 

Must make me yearn still more to prove you mine, 

And make me wish still more to learn this charm 

Of woven paces and of waving hands, 

As proof of trust.O Merlin, teach it me. 

The charm so taught will charm us both to rest. 

For, grant me some slight power upon your fate, 

I, feeling that you felt me worthy trust, 

Should rest and let you rest, knowing you mine. 

And therefore be as great as ye are named, 

Not muffled round with selfish reticence. 

How hard you look and how denyingly! 

O, if you think this wickedness in me, 

That I should prove it on you unawares, 

That makes me passing wrathful; then our bond 

Had best be loosed for ever:but think or not, 

By Heaven that hears I tell you the clean truth, 
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As clean as blood of babes, as white as milk: 
O Merlin, may this earth, if ever I, 
If these unwitty wandering wits of mine, 
Even in the jumbled rubbish of a dream, 
Have tript on such conjectural treachery— 
May this hard earth cleave to the Nadir hell 
Down, down, and close again, and nip me flat, 
If I be such a traitress. Yield my boon, 
Till which I scarce can yield you all I am; 
And grant my re-reiterated wish, 
The great proof of your love:because I think, 
However wise, ye hardly know me yet.’ 
And Merlin loosed his hand from hers and said, 
'I never was less wise, however wise, 
Too curious Vivien, though you talk of trust, 
Than when I told you first of such a charm. 
Yea, if ye talk of trust I tell you this, 
Too much I trusted when I told you that, 
And stirred this vice in you which ruined man 
Through woman the first hour; for howsoe'er 
In children a great curiousness be well, 
Who have to learn themselves and all the world, 
In you, that are no child, for still I find 
Your face is practised when I spell the lines, 
I call it,—well, I will not call it vice: 
But since you name yourself the summer fly, 
I well could wish a cobweb for the gnat, 
That settles, beaten back, and beaten back 
Settles, till one could yield for weariness: 
But since I will not yield to give you power 
Upon my life and use and name and fame, 
Why will ye never ask some other boon? 
Yea, by God's rood, I trusted you too much.’ 
And Vivien, like the tenderest-hearted maid 
That ever bided tryst at village stile, 
Made answer, either eyelid wet with tears: 
‘Nay, Master, be not wrathful with your maid; 
Caress her:let her feel herself forgiven 
Who feels no heart to ask another boon. 


5171 XRN 


I think ye hardly know the tender rhyme 
Of "trust me not at all or all in all." 

I heard the great Sir Lancelot sing it once, 
And it shall answer for me.Listen to it. 

"In Love, if Love be Love, if Love be ours, 
Faith and unfaith can ne'er be equal powers: 
Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all. 

"Tt is the little rift within the lute, 

That by and by will make the music mute, 
And ever widening slowly silence all. 

"The little rift within the lover's lute 
Or little pitted speck in garnered fruit, 

That rotting inward slowly moulders all. 

"Tt is not worth the keeping:let it go: 
But shall it? answer, darling, answer, no. 
And trust me not at all or all in all." 

O Master, do ye love my tender rhyme?’ 

And Merlin looked and half believed her true, 
So tender was her voice, so fair her face, 

So sweetly gleamed her eyes behind her tears 
Like sunlight on the plain behind a shower: 
And yet he answered half indignantly: 

‘Far other was the song that once I heard 
By this huge oak, sung nearly where we sit: 
For here we met, some ten or twelve of us, 

To chase a creature that was current then 

In these wild woods, the hart with golden horns. 
It was the time when first the question rose 
About the founding of a Table Round, 

That was to be, for love of God and men 

And noble deeds, the flower of all the world. 
And each incited each to noble deeds. 

And while we waited, one, the youngest of us, 
We could not keep him silent, out he flashed, 
And into such a song, such fire for fame, 

Such trumpet-glowings in it, coming down 

To such a stern and iron-clashing close, 

That when he stopt we longed to hurl together, 
And should have done it; but the beauteous beast 
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Scared by the noise upstarted at our feet, 
And like a silver shadow slipt away 
Through the dim land; and all day long we rode 
Through the dim land against a rushing wind, 
That glorious roundel echoing in our ears, 
And chased the flashes of his golden horns 
Till they vanished by the fairy well 
That laughs at iron—as our warriors did— 
Where children cast their pins and nails, and cry, 
"Laugh, little well!" but touch it with a sword, 
It buzzes fiercely round the point; and there 
We lost him:such a noble song was that. 
But, Vivien, when you sang me that sweet rhyme, 
I felt as though you knew this cursed charm, 
Were proving it on me, and that I lay 
And felt them slowly ebbing, name and fame. 
And Vivien answered smiling mournfully: 
'O mine have ebbed away for evermore, 
And all through following you to this wild wood, 
Because I saw you sad, to comfort you. 
Lo now, what hearts have men! they never mount 
As high as woman in her selfless mood. 
And touching fame, howe'er ye scorn my song, 
Take one verse more—the lady speaks it—this: 
My name, once mine, now thine, is closelier mine, 
For fame, could fame be mine, that fame were thine, 
And shame, could shame be thine, that shame were mine. 
So trust me not at all or all in all." 
‘Says she not well? and there is more—this rhyme 
Is like the fair pearl-necklace of the Queen, 
That burst in dancing, and the pearls were spilt; 
Some lost, some stolen, some as relics kept. 
But nevermore the same two sister pearls 
Ran down the silken thread to kiss each other 
On her white neck—so is it with this rhyme: 
It lives dispersedly in many hands, 
And every minstrel sings it differently; 
Yet is there one true line, the pearl of pearls: 
"Man dreams of Fame while woman wakes to love." 
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Yea!Love, though Love were of the grossest, carves 

A portion from the solid present, eats 

And uses, careless of the rest; but Fame, 

The Fame that follows death is nothing to us; 

And what is Fame in life but half-disfame, 

And counterchanged with darkness? ye yourself 

Know well that Envy calls you Devil's son, 

And since ye seem the Master of all Art, 

They fain would make you Master of all vice.’ 
And Merlin locked his hand in hers and said, 

'T once was looking for a magic weed, 

And found a fair young squire who sat alone, 

Had carved himself a knightly shield of wood, 

And then was painting on it fancied arms, 

Azure, an Eagle rising or, the Sun 

In dexter chief; the scroll "I follow fame." 

And speaking not, but leaning over him 

I took his brush and blotted out the bird, 

And made a Gardener putting in a graff, 

With this for motto, "Rather use than fame." 

You should have seen him blush; but afterwards 

He made a stalwart knight.O Vivien, 

For you, methinks you think you love me well; 

For me, I love you somewhat; rest:and Love 

Should have some rest and pleasure in himself, 

Not ever be too curious for a boon, 

Too prurient for a proof against the grain 

Of him ye say ye love:but Fame with men, 

Being but ampler means to serve mankind, 

Should have small rest or pleasure in herself, 

But work as vassal to the larger love, 

That dwarfs the petty love of one to one. 

Use gave me Fame at first, and Fame again 

Increasing gave me use.Lo, there my boon! 

What other? for men sought to prove me vile, 

Because I fain had given them greater wits: 

And then did Envy call me Devil's son: 

The sick weak beast seeking to help herself 

By striking at her better, missed, and brought 
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Her own claw back, and wounded her own heart. 

Sweet were the days when I was all unknown, 

But when my name was lifted up, the storm 

Brake on the mountain and I cared not for it. 

Right well know I that Fame is half-disfame, 

Yet needs must work my work.That other fame, 

To one at least, who hath not children, vague, 

The cackle of the unborn about the grave, 

I cared not for it:a single misty star, 

Which is the second in a line of stars 

That seem a sword beneath a belt of three, 

I never gazed upon it but I dreamt 

Of some vast charm concluded in that star 

To make fame nothing.Wherefore, if I fear, 

Giving you power upon me through this charm, 

That you might play me falsely, having power, 

However well ye think ye love me now 

(As sons of kings loving in pupilage 

Have turned to tyrants when they came to power) 

I rather dread the loss of use than fame; 

If you—and not so much from wickedness, 

As some wild turn of anger, or a mood 

Of overstrained affection, it may be, 

To keep me all to your own self,—or else 

A sudden spurt of woman's jealousy,— 

Should try this charm on whom ye say ye love.’ 
And Vivien answered smiling as in wrath: 

‘Have I not sworn?! am not trusted.Good! 

Well, hide it, hide it; I shall find it out; 

And being found take heed of Vivien. 

A woman and not trusted, doubtless I 

Might feel some sudden turn of anger born 

Of your misfaith; and your fine epithet 

Is accurate too, for this full love of mine 

Without the full heart back may merit well 

Your term of overstrained.So used as I, 

My daily wonder is, I love at all. 

And as to woman's jealousy, O why not? 

O to what end, except a jealous one, 
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And one to make me jealous if I love, 
Was this fair charm invented by yourself? 
I well believe that all about this world 
Ye cage a buxom captive here and there, 
Closed in the four walls of a hollow tower 
From which is no escape for evermore.’ 

Then the great Master merrily answered her: 
‘Full many a love in loving youth was mine; 
I needed then no charm to keep them mine 
But youth and love; and that full heart of yours 
Whereof ye prattle, may now assure you mine; 
So live uncharmed.For those who wrought it first, 
The wrist is parted from the hand that waved, 
The feet unmortised from their ankle-bones 
Who paced it, ages back:but will ye hear 
The legend as in guerdon for your rhyme? 

‘There lived a king in the most Eastern East, 
Less old than I, yet older, for my blood 
Hath earnest in it of far springs to be. 
A tawny pirate anchored in his port, 
Whose bark had plundered twenty nameless isles; 
And passing one, at the high peep of dawn, 
He saw two cities in a thousand boats 
All fighting for a woman on the sea. 
And pushing his black craft among them all, 
He lightly scattered theirs and brought her off, 
With loss of half his people arrow-slain; 
A maid so smooth, so white, so wonderful, 
They said a light came from her when she moved: 
And since the pirate would not yield her up, 
The King impaled him for his piracy; 
Then made her Queen:but those isle-nurtured eyes 
Waged such unwilling though successful war 
On all the youth, they sickened; councils thinned, 
And armies waned, for magnet-like she drew 
The rustiest iron of old fighters' hearts; 
And beasts themselves would worship; camels knelt 
Unbidden, and the brutes of mountain back 
That carry kings in castles, bowed black knees 
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Of homage, ringing with their serpent hands, 
To make her smile, her golden ankle-bells. 
What wonder, being jealous, that he sent 
His horns of proclamation out through all 
The hundred under-kingdoms that he swayed 
To find a wizard who might teach the King 
Some charm, which being wrought upon the Queen 
Might keep her all his own:to such a one 
He promised more than ever king has given, 
A league of mountain full of golden mines, 
A province with a hundred miles of coast, 
A palace and a princess, all for him: 
But on all those who tried and failed, the King 
Pronounced a dismal sentence, meaning by it 
To keep the list low and pretenders back, 
Or like a king, not to be trifled with— 
Their heads should moulder on the city gates. 
And many tried and failed, because the charm 
Of nature in her overbore their own: 
And many a wizard brow bleached on the walls: 
And many weeks a troop of carrion crows 
Hung like a cloud above the gateway towers.’ 

And Vivien breaking in upon him, said: 
'T sit and gather honey; yet, methinks, 
Thy tongue has tript a little:ask thyself. 
The lady never made unwilling war 
With those fine eyes:she had her pleasure in it, 
And made her good man jealous with good cause. 
And lived there neither dame nor damsel then 
Wroth at a lover's loss? were all as tame, 
I mean, as noble, as the Queen was fair? 
Not one to flirt a venom at her eyes, 
Or pinch a murderous dust into her drink, 
Or make her paler with a poisoned rose? 
Well, those were not our days:but did they find 
A wizard?Tell me, was he like to thee? 

She ceased, and made her lithe arm round his neck 
Tighten, and then drew back, and let her eyes 
Speak for her, glowing on him, like a bride's 
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On her new lord, her own, the first of men. 

He answered laughing, 'Nay, not like to me. 
At last they found—his foragers for charms— 
A little glassy-headed hairless man, 
Who lived alone in a great wild on grass; 
Read but one book, and ever reading grew 
So grated down and filed away with thought, 
So lean his eyes were monstrous; while the skin 
Clung but to crate and basket, ribs and spine. 
And since he kept his mind on one sole aim, 
Nor ever touched fierce wine, nor tasted flesh, 
Nor owned a sensual wish, to him the wall 
That sunders ghosts and shadow-casting men 
Became a crystal, and he saw them through it, 
And heard their voices talk behind the wall, 
And learnt their elemental secrets, powers 
And forces; often o'er the sun's bright eye 
Drew the vast eyelid of an inky cloud, 
And lashed it at the base with slanting storm; 
Or in the noon of mist and driving rain, 
When the lake whitened and the pinewood roared, 
And the cairned mountain was a shadow, sunned 
The world to peace again:here was the man. 
And so by force they dragged him to the King. 
And then he taught the King to charm the Queen 
In such-wise, that no man could see her more, 
Nor saw she save the King, who wrought the charm, 
Coming and going, and she lay as dead, 
And lost all use of life:but when the King 
Made proffer of the league of golden mines, 
The province with a hundred miles of coast, 
The palace and the princess, that old man 
Went back to his old wild, and lived on grass, 
And vanished, and his book came down to me.' 

And Vivien answered smiling saucily: 
"Ye have the book:the charm is written in it: 
Good:take my counsel:let me know it at once: 
For keep it like a puzzle chest in chest, 
With each chest locked and padlocked thirty-fold, 
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And whelm all this beneath as vast a mound 

As after furious battle turfs the slain 

On some wild down above the windy deep, 

I yet should strike upon a sudden means 

To dig, pick, open, find and read the charm: 

Then, if I tried it, who should blame me then?’ 
And smiling as a master smiles at one 

That is not of his school, nor any school 

But that where blind and naked Ignorance 

Delivers brawling judgments, unashamed, 

On all things all day long, he answered her: 
'Thou read the book, my pretty Vivien! 

O ay, it is but twenty pages long, 

But every page having an ample marge, 

And every marge enclosing in the midst 

A square of text that looks a little blot, 

The text no larger than the limbs of fleas; 

And every square of text an awful charm, 

Writ in a language that has long gone by. 

So long, that mountains have arisen since 

With cities on their flanks—thou read the book! 

And ever margin scribbled, crost, and crammed 

With comment, densest condensation, hard 

To mind and eye; but the long sleepless nights 

Of my long life have made it easy to me. 

And none can read the text, not even I; 

And none can read the comment but myself; 

And in the comment did I find the charm. 

O, the results are simple; a mere child 

Might use it to the harm of anyone, 

And never could undo it:ask no more: 

For though you should not prove it upon me, 

But keep that oath ye sware, ye might, perchance, 

Assay it on some one of the Table Round, 

And all because ye dream they babble of you. 
And Vivien, frowning in true anger, said: 

‘What dare the full-fed liars say of me? 

They ride abroad redressing human wrongs! 

They sit with knife in meat and wine in horn! 
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They bound to holy vows of chastity! 

Were I not woman, I could tell a tale. 

But you are man, you well can understand 

The shame that cannot be explained for shame. 

Not one of all the drove should touch me:swine!' 
Then answered Merlin careless of her words: 

"You breathe but accusation vast and vague, 

Spleen-born, I think, and proofless.If ye know, 

Set up the charge ye know, to stand or fall!’ 
And Vivien answered frowning wrathfully: 

'O ay, what say ye to Sir Valence, him 

Whose kinsman left him watcher o'er his wife 

And two fair babes, and went to distant lands; 

Was one year gone, and on returning found 

Not two but three? there lay the reckling, one 

But one hour old! What said the happy sire?’ 

A seven-months' babe had been a truer gift. 

Those twelve sweet moons confused his fatherhood.’ 
Then answered Merlin, ‘Nay, I know the tale. 

Sir Valence wedded with an outland dame: 

Some cause had kept him sundered from his wife: 

One child they had:it lived with her:she died: 

His kinsman travelling on his own affair 

Was charged by Valence to bring home the child. 

He brought, not found it therefore:take the truth." 
'O ay,’ said Vivien, 'overtrue a tale. 

What say ye then to sweet Sir Sagramore, 

That ardent man? "to pluck the flower in season, ' 

So says the song, "I trow it is no treason." 

O Master, shall we call him overquick 

To crop his own sweet rose before the hour?’ 
And Merlin answered, 'Overquick art thou 

To catch a loathly plume fallen from the wing 

Of that foul bird of rapine whose whole prey 

Is man's good name:he never wronged his bride. 

I know the tale.An angry gust of wind 

Puffed out his torch among the myriad-roomed 

And many-corridored complexities 

Of Arthur's palace:then he found a door, 


' 
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And darkling felt the sculptured ornament 
That wreathen round it made it seem his own; 
And wearied out made for the couch and slept, 
A stainless man beside a stainless maid; 
And either slept, nor knew of other there; 
Till the high dawn piercing the royal rose 
In Arthur's casement glimmered chastely down, 
Blushing upon them blushing, and at once 
He rose without a word and parted from her: 
But when the thing was blazed about the court, 
The brute world howling forced them into bonds, 
And as it chanced they are happy, being pure. 
'O ay,' said Vivien, ‘that were likely too. 
What say ye then to fair Sir Percivale 
And of the horrid foulness that he wrought, 
The saintly youth, the spotless lamb of Christ, 
Or some black wether of St Satan's fold. 
What, in the precincts of the chapel-yard, 
Among the knightly brasses of the graves, 
And by the cold Hic Jacets of the dead!’ 
And Merlin answered careless of her charge, 
'A sober man is Percivale and pure; 
But once in life was flustered with new wine, 
Then paced for coolness in the chapel-yard; 
Where one of Satan's shepherdesses caught 
And meant to stamp him with her master's mark; 
And that he sinned is not believable; 
For, look upon his face!—but if he sinned, 
The sin that practice burns into the blood, 
And not the one dark hour which brings remorse, 
Will brand us, after, of whose fold we be: 
Or else were he, the holy king, whose hymns 
Are chanted in the minster, worse than all. 
But is your spleen frothed out, or have ye more?’ 
And Vivien answered frowning yet in wrath: 
'O ay; what say ye to Sir Lancelot, friend 
Traitor or true? that commerce with the Queen, 
I ask you, is it clamoured by the child, 
Or whispered in the corner? do ye know it?’ 
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To which he answered sadly, "Yea, I know it. 
Sir Lancelot went ambassador, at first, 
To fetch her, and she watched him from her walls. 
A rumour runs, she took him for the King, 
So fixt her fancy on him:let them be. 
But have ye no one word of loyal praise 
For Arthur, blameless King and stainless man?’ 
She answered with a low and chuckling laugh: 
"Man! is he man at all, who knows and winks? 
Sees what his fair bride is and does, and winks? 
By which the good King means to blind himself, 
And blinds himself and all the Table Round 
To all the foulness that they work.Myself 
Could call him (were it not for womanhood) 
The pretty, popular cause such manhood earns, 
Could call him the main cause of all their crime; 
Yea, were he not crowned King, coward, and fool.’ 
Then Merlin to his own heart, loathing, said: 
'O true and tender!O my liege and King! 
O selfless man and stainless gentleman, 
Who wouldst against thine own eye-witness fain 
Have all men true and leal, all women pure; 
How, in the mouths of base interpreters, 
From over-fineness not intelligible 
To things with every sense as false and foul 
As the poached filth that floods the middle street, 
Is thy white blamelessness accounted blame!’ 
But Vivien, deeming Merlin overborne 
By instance, recommenced, and let her tongue 
Rage like a fire among the noblest names, 
Polluting, and imputing her whole self, 
Defaming and defacing, till she left 
Not even Lancelot brave, nor Galahad clean. 
Her words had issue other than she willed. 
He dragged his eyebrow bushes down, and made 
A snowy penthouse for his hollow eyes, 
And muttered in himself, "Tell her the charm! 
So, if she had it, would she rail on me 
To snare the next, and if she have it not 
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So will she rail.What did the wanton say? 

"Not mount as high;" we scarce can sink as low: 

For men at most differ as Heaven and earth, 

But women, worst and best, as Heaven and Hell. 

I know the Table Round, my friends of old; 

All brave, and many generous, and some chaste. 

She cloaks the scar of some repulse with lies; 

I well believe she tempted them and failed, 

Being so bitter:for fine plots may fail, 

Though harlots paint their talk as well as face 

With colours of the heart that are not theirs. 

I will not let her know:nine tithes of times 

Face-flatterer and backbiter are the same. 

And they, sweet soul, that most impute a crime 

Are pronest to it, and impute themselves, 

Wanting the mental range; or low desire 

Not to feel lowest makes them level all; 

Yea, they would pare the mountain to the plain, 

To leave an equal baseness; and in this 

Are harlots like the crowd, that if they find 

Some stain or blemish in a name of note, 

Not grieving that their greatest are so small, 

Inflate themselves with some insane delight, 

And judge all nature from her feet of clay, 

Without the will to lift their eyes, and see 

Her godlike head crowned with spiritual fire, 

And touching other worlds.I am weary of her." 
He spoke in words part heard, in whispers part, 

Half-suffocated in the hoary fell 

And many-wintered fleece of throat and chin. 

But Vivien, gathering somewhat of his mood, 

And hearing ‘harlot’ muttered twice or thrice, 

Leapt from her session on his lap, and stood 

Stiff as a viper frozen; loathsome sight, 

How from the rosy lips of life and love, 

Flashed the bare-grinning skeleton of death! 

White was her cheek; sharp breaths of anger puffed 

Her fairy nostril out; her hand half-clenched 

Went faltering sideways downward to her belt, 
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And feeling; had she found a dagger there 
(For in a wink the false love turns to hate) 
She would have stabbed him; but she found it not: 
His eye was calm, and suddenly she took 
To bitter weeping like a beaten child, 
A long, long weeping, not consolable. 
Then her false voice made way, broken with sobs: 
'O crueller than was ever told in tale, 
Or sung in song!O vainly lavished love! 
O cruel, there was nothing wild or strange, 
Or seeming shameful—for what shame in love, 
So love be true, and not as yours is—nothing 
Poor Vivien had not done to win his trust 
Who called her what he called her—all her crime, 
All—all—the wish to prove him wholly hers." 
She mused a little, and then clapt her hands 
Together with a wailing shriek, and said: 
‘Stabbed through the heart's affections to the heart! 
Seethed like the kid in its own mother's milk! 
Killed with a word worse than a life of blows! 
I thought that he was gentle, being great: 
O God, that I had loved a smaller man! 
I should have found in him a greater heart. 
O, I, that flattering my true passion, saw 
The knights, the court, the King, dark in your light, 
Who loved to make men darker than they are, 
Because of that high pleasure which I had 
To seat you sole upon my pedestal 
Of worship—lI am answered, and henceforth 
The course of life that seemed so flowery to me 
With you for guide and master, only you, 
Becomes the sea-cliff pathway broken short, 
And ending in a ruin—nothing left, 
But into some low cave to crawl, and there, 
If the wolf spare me, weep my life away, 
Killed with inutterable unkindliness.' 
She paused, she turned away, she hung her head, 
The snake of gold slid from her hair, the braid 
Slipt and uncoiled itself, she wept afresh, 
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And the dark wood grew darker toward the storm 

In silence, while his anger slowly died 

Within him, till he let his wisdom go 

For ease of heart, and half believed her true: 

Called her to shelter in the hollow oak, 

‘Come from the storm,’ and having no reply, 

Gazed at the heaving shoulder, and the face 

Hand-hidden, as for utmost grief or shame; 

Then thrice essayed, by tenderest-touching terms, 

To sleek her ruffled peace of mind, in vain. 

At last she let herself be conquered by him, 

And as the cageling newly flown returns, 

The seeming-injured simple-hearted thing 

Came to her old perch back, and settled there. 

There while she sat, half-falling from his knees, 

Half-nestled at his heart, and since he saw 

The slow tear creep from her closed eyelid yet, 

About her, more in kindness than in love, 

The gentle wizard cast a shielding arm. 

But she dislinked herself at once and rose, 

Her arms upon her breast across, and stood, 

A virtuous gentlewoman deeply wronged, 

Upright and flushed before him:then she said: 
"There must now be no passages of love 

Betwixt us twain henceforward evermore; 

Since, if I be what I am grossly called, 

What should be granted which your own gross heart 

Would reckon worth the taking?I will go. 

In truth, but one thing now—better have died 

Thrice than have asked it once—could make me stay— 

That proof of trust—so often asked in vain! 

How justly, after that vile term of yours, 

I find with grief!I might believe you then, 

Who knows? once more.Lo! what was once to me 

Mere matter of the fancy, now hath grown 

The vast necessity of heart and life. 

Farewell; think gently of me, for I fear 

My fate or folly, passing gayer youth 

For one so old, must be to love thee still. 
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But ere I leave thee let me swear once more 

That if I schemed against thy peace in this, 

May yon just heaven, that darkens o'er me, send 
One flash, that, missing all things else, may make 
My scheming brain a cinder, if I lie.’ 

Scarce had she ceased, when out of heaven a bolt 
(For now the storm was close above them) struck, 
Furrowing a giant oak, and javelining 
With darted spikes and splinters of the wood 
The dark earth round.He raised his eyes and saw 
The tree that shone white-listed through the gloom. 
But Vivien, fearing heaven had heard her oath, 
And dazzled by the livid-flickering fork, 

And deafened with the stammering cracks and claps 

That followed, flying back and crying out, 

'O Merlin, though you do not love me, save, 

Yet save me!' clung to him and hugged him close; 

And called him dear protector in her fright, 

Nor yet forgot her practice in her fright, 

But wrought upon his mood and hugged him close. 

The pale blood of the wizard at her touch 

Took gayer colours, like an opal warmed. 

She blamed herself for telling hearsay tales: 

She shook from fear, and for her fault she wept 

Of petulancy; she called him lord and liege, 

Her seer, her bard, her silver star of eve, 

Her God, her Merlin, the one passionate love 

Of her whole life; and ever overhead 

Bellowed the tempest, and the rotten branch 

Snapt in the rushing of the river-rain 

Above them; and in change of glare and gloom 

Her eyes and neck glittering went and came; 

Till now the storm, its burst of passion spent, 

Moaning and calling out of other lands, 

Had left the ravaged woodland yet once more 

To peace; and what should not have been had been, 

For Merlin, overtalked and overworn, 

Had yielded, told her all the charm, and slept. 
Then, in one moment, she put forth the charm 
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Of woven paces and of waving hands, 

And in the hollow oak he lay as dead, 

And lost to life and use and name and fame. 
Then crying 'I have made his glory mine,’ 

And shrieking out 'O fool!’ the harlot leapt 

Adown the forest, and the thicket closed 

Behind her, and the forest echoed ‘fool.’ 
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Lancelot and Elaine 


Sa 


Elaine the fair, Elaine the loveable, 
Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat, 
High in her chamber up a tower to the east 
Guarded the sacred shield of Lancelot; 
Which first she placed where the morning's earliest ray 
Might strike it, and awake her with the gleam; 
Then fearing rust or soilure fashioned for it 
A case of silk, and braided thereupon 
All the devices blazoned on the shield 
In their own tinct, and added, of her wit, 
A border fantasy of branch and flower, 
And yellow-throated nestling in the nest. 
Nor rested thus content, but day by day, 
Leaving her household and good father, climbed 
That eastern tower, and entering barred her door, 
Stript off the case, and read the naked shield, 
Now guessed a hidden meaning in his arms, 
Now made a pretty history to herself 
Of every dint a sword had beaten in it, 
And every scratch a lance had made upon it, 
Conjecturing when and where:this cut is fresh; 
That ten years back; this dealt him at Caerlyle; 
That at Caerleon; this at Camelot: 
And ah God's mercy, what a stroke was there! 
And here a thrust that might have killed, but God 
Broke the strong lance, and rolled his enemy down, 
And saved him:so she lived in fantasy. 

How came the lily maid by that good shield 
Of Lancelot, she that knew not even his name? 
He left it with her, when he rode to tilt 
For the great diamond in the diamond jousts, 
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Which Arthur had ordained, and by that name 

Had named them, since a diamond was the prize. 
For Arthur, long before they crowned him King, 

Roving the trackless realms of Lyonnesse, 

Had found a glen, gray boulder and black tarn. 

A horror lived about the tarn, and clave 

Like its own mists to all the mountain side: 

For here two brothers, one a king, had met 

And fought together; but their names were lost; 

And each had slain his brother at a blow; 

And down they fell and made the glen abhorred: 

And there they lay till all their bones were bleached, 

And lichened into colour with the crags: 

And he, that once was king, had on a crown 

Of diamonds, one in front, and four aside. 

And Arthur came, and labouring up the pass, 

All in a misty moonshine, unawares 

Had trodden that crowned skeleton, and the skull 

Brake from the nape, and from the skull the crown 

Rolled into light, and turning on its rims 

Fled like a glittering rivulet to the tarn: 

And down the shingly scaur he plunged, and caught, 

And set it on his head, and in his heart 

Heard murmurs, 'Lo, thou likewise shalt be King.’ 
Thereafter, when a King, he had the gems 

Plucked from the crown, and showed them to his knights, 

Saying, "These jewels, whereupon I chanced 

Divinely, are the kingdom's, not the King's— 

For public use:henceforward let there be, 

Once every year, a joust for one of these: 

For so by nine years' proof we needs must learn 

Which is our mightiest, and ourselves shall grow 

In use of arms and manhood, till we drive 

The heathen, who, some say, shall rule the land 

Hereafter, which God hinder."Thus he spoke: 

And eight years past, eight jousts had been, and still 

Had Lancelot won the diamond of the year, 

With purpose to present them to the Queen, 

When all were won; but meaning all at once 
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To snare her royal fancy with a boon 
Worth half her realm, had never spoken word. 

Now for the central diamond and the last 
And largest, Arthur, holding then his court 
Hard on the river nigh the place which now 
Is this world's hugest, let proclaim a joust 
At Camelot, and when the time drew nigh 
Spake (for she had been sick) to Guinevere, 

‘Are you so sick, my Queen, you cannot move 
To these fair jousts?" Yea, lord,' she said, 'ye know it.’ 
‘Then will ye miss,’ he answered, 'the great deeds 
Of Lancelot, and his prowess in the lists, 

A sight ye love to look on.'And the Queen 

Lifted her eyes, and they dwelt languidly 

On Lancelot, where he stood beside the King. 
He thinking that he read her meaning there, 

‘Stay with me, I am sick; my love is more 

Than many diamonds,’ yielded; and a heart 
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen 
(However much he yearned to make complete 
The tale of diamonds for his destined boon) 
Urged him to speak against the truth, and say, 
‘Sir King, mine ancient wound is hardly whole, 
And lets me from the saddle;' and the King 
Glanced first at him, then her, and went his way. 
No sooner gone than suddenly she began: 

'To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot, much to blame! 
Why go ye not to these fair jousts? the knights 
Are half of them our enemies, and the crowd 
Will murmur, "Lo the shameless ones, who take 
Their pastime now the trustful King is gone!" 
Then Lancelot vext at having lied in vain: 

‘Are ye so wise? ye were not once so wise, 

My Queen, that summer, when ye loved me first. 
Then of the crowd ye took no more account 
Than of the myriad cricket of the mead, 

When its own voice clings to each blade of grass, 
And every voice is nothing.As to knights, 

Them surely can I silence with all ease. 
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But now my loyal worship is allowed 

Of all men:many a bard, without offence, 

Has linked our names together in his lay, 
Lancelot, the flower of bravery, Guinevere, 
The pearl of beauty:and our knights at feast 
Have pledged us in this union, while the King 
Would listen smiling. How then? is there more? 
Has Arthur spoken aught? or would yourself, 
Now weary of my service and devoir, 
Henceforth be truer to your faultless lord?’ 

She broke into a little scornful laugh: 
‘Arthur, my lord, Arthur, the faultless King, 
That passionate perfection, my good lord— 
But who can gaze upon the Sun in heaven? 

He never spake word of reproach to me, 

He never had a glimpse of mine untruth, 

He cares not for me:only here today 

There gleamed a vague suspicion in his eyes: 
Some meddling rogue has tampered with him—else 
Rapt in this fancy of his Table Round, 

And swearing men to vows impossible, 

To make them like himself:but, friend, to me 

He is all fault who hath no fault at all: 

For who loves me must have a touch of earth; 

The low sun makes the colour:I am yours, 

Not Arthur's, as ye know, save by the bond. 

And therefore hear my words:go to the jousts: 

The tiny-trumpeting gnat can break our dream 
When sweetest; and the vermin voices here 

May buzz so loud—we scorn them, but they sting.’ 

Then answered Lancelot, the chief of knights: 
‘And with what face, after my pretext made, 
Shall I appear, O Queen, at Camelot, I 
Before a King who honours his own word, 

As if it were his God's?' 

"Yea,' said the Queen, 

'A moral child without the craft to rule, 
Else had he not lost me:but listen to me, 
If I must find you wit:we hear it said 
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That men go down before your spear at a touch, 

But knowing you are Lancelot; your great name, 

This conquers:hide it therefore; go unknown: 

Win! by this kiss you will:and our true King 

Will then allow your pretext, O my knight, 

As all for glory; for to speak him true, 

Ye know right well, how meek soe'er he seem, 

No keener hunter after glory breathes. 

He loves it in his knights more than himself: 

They prove to him his work:win and return. 
Then got Sir Lancelot suddenly to horse, 

Wroth at himself.Not willing to be known, 

He left the barren-beaten thoroughfare, 

Chose the green path that showed the rarer foot, 

And there among the solitary downs, 

Full often lost in fancy, lost his way; 

Till as he traced a faintly-shadowed track, 

That all in loops and links among the dales 

Ran to the Castle of Astolat, he saw 

Fired from the west, far on a hill, the towers. 

Thither he made, and blew the gateway horn. 

Then came an old, dumb, myriad-wrinkled man, 

Who let him into lodging and disarmed. 

And Lancelot marvelled at the wordless man; 

And issuing found the Lord of Astolat 

With two strong sons, Sir Torre and Sir Lavaine, 

Moving to meet him in the castle court; 

And close behind them stept the lily maid 

Elaine, his daughter:mother of the house 

There was not:some light jest anong them rose 

With laughter dying down as the great knight 

Approached them:then the Lord of Astolat: 

‘Whence comes thou, my guest, and by what name 

Livest thou between the lips? for by thy state 

And presence I might guess thee chief of those, 

After the King, who eat in Arthur's halls. 

Him have I seen:the rest, his Table Round, 

Known as they are, to me they are unknown.’ 
Then answered Sir Lancelot, the chief of knights: 
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"Known am I, and of Arthur's hall, and known, 
What I by mere mischance have brought, my shield. 
But since I go to joust as one unknown 

At Camelot for the diamond, ask me not, 

Hereafter ye shall know me—and the shield— 

I pray you lend me one, if such you have, 

Blank, or at least with some device not mine.' 

Then said the Lord of Astolat, 'Here is Torre's: 
Hurt in his first tilt was my son, Sir Torre. 

And so, God wot, his shield is blank enough. 
His ye can have."Then added plain Sir Torre, 
"Yea, since I cannot use it, ye may have it.' 
Here laughed the father saying, 'Fie, Sir Churl, 
Is that answer for a noble knight? 

Allow him! but Lavaine, my younger here, 

He is so full of lustihood, he will ride, 

Joust for it, and win, and bring it in an hour, 
And set it in this damsel's golden hair, 

To make her thrice as wilful as before.’ 

‘Nay, father, nay good father, shame me not 
Before this noble knight,’ said young Lavaine, 
‘For nothing.Surely I but played on Torre: 

He seemed so sullen, vext he could not go: 
A jest, no more! for, knight, the maiden dreamt 
That some one put this diamond in her hand, 
And that it was too slippery to be held, 

And slipt and fell into some pool or stream, 
The castle-well, belike; and then I said 

That if I went and if I fought and won it 
(But all was jest and joke among ourselves) 
Then must she keep it safelier.All was jest. 
But, father, give me leave, an if he will, 

To ride to Camelot with this noble knight: 
Win shall I not, but do my best to win: 
Young as I am, yet would I do my best.’ 

‘So will ye grace me,' answered Lancelot, 
Smiling a moment, 'with your fellowship 
O'er these waste downs whereon I lost myself, 
Then were I glad of you as guide and friend: 
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And you shall win this diamond,—as I hear 

It is a fair large diamond,—if ye may, 

And yield it to this maiden, if ye will.’ 

'A fair large diamond,’ added plain Sir Torre, 
‘Such be for queens, and not for simple maids. 
Then she, who held her eyes upon the ground, 
Elaine, and heard her name so tost about, 
Flushed slightly at the slight disparagement 
Before the stranger knight, who, looking at her, 
Full courtly, yet not falsely, thus returned: 

'If what is fair be but for what is fair, 

And only queens are to be counted so, 

Rash were my judgment then, who deem this maid 
Might wear as fair a jewel as is on earth, 

Not violating the bond of like to like.’ 

He spoke and ceased:the lily maid Elaine, 
Won by the mellow voice before she looked, 
Lifted her eyes, and read his lineaments. 

The great and guilty love he bare the Queen, 

In battle with the love he bare his lord, 

Had marred his face, and marked it ere his time. 
Another sinning on such heights with one, 

The flower of all the west and all the world, 
Had been the sleeker for it:but in him 

His mood was often like a fiend, and rose 

And drove him into wastes and solitudes 

For agony, who was yet a living soul. 

Marred as he was, he seemed the goodliest man 
That ever among ladies ate in hall, 

And noblest, when she lifted up her eyes. 
However marred, of more than twice her years, 
Seamed with an ancient swordcut on the cheek, 
And bruised and bronzed, she lifted up her eyes 
And loved him, with that love which was her doom. 

Then the great knight, the darling of the court, 
Loved of the loveliest, into that rude hall 
Stept with all grace, and not with half disdain 
Hid under grace, as in a smaller time, 

But kindly man moving among his kind: 
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Whom they with meats and vintage of their best 
And talk and minstrel melody entertained. 
And much they asked of court and Table Round, 
And ever well and readily answered he: 
But Lancelot, when they glanced at Guinevere, 
Suddenly speaking of the wordless man, 
Heard from the Baron that, ten years before, 
The heathen caught and reft him of his tongue. 
'He learnt and warned me of their fierce design 
Against my house, and him they caught and maimed; 
But I, my sons, and little daughter fled 
From bonds or death, and dwelt among the woods 
By the great river in a boatman's hut. 
Dull days were those, till our good Arthur broke 
The Pagan yet once more on Badon hill.’ 

'O there, great lord, doubtless,’ Lavaine said, rapt 
By all the sweet and sudden passion of youth 
Toward greatness in its elder, 'you have fought. 
O tell us—for we live apart—you know 
Of Arthur's glorious wars.'And Lancelot spoke 
And answered him at full, as having been 
With Arthur in the fight which all day long 
Rang by the white mouth of the violent Glem; 
And in the four loud battles by the shore 
Of Duglas; that on Bassa; then the war 
That thundered in and out the gloomy skirts 
Of Celidon the forest; and again 
By castle Gurnion, where the glorious King 
Had on his cuirass worm our Lady's Head, 
Carved of one emerald centered in a sun 
Of silver rays, that lightened as he breathed; 
And at Caerleon had he helped his lord, 
When the strong neighings of the wild white Horse 
Set every gilded parapet shuddering; 
And up in Agned-Cathregonion too, 
And down the waste sand-shores of Trath Treroit, 
Where many a heathen fell; 'and on the mount 
Of Badon I myself beheld the King 
Charge at the head of all his Table Round, 
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And all his legions crying Christ and him, 
And break them; and I saw him, after, stand 
High on a heap of slain, from spur to plume 
Red as the rising sun with heathen blood, 
And seeing me, with a great voice he cried, 
"They are broken, they are broken!" for the King, 
However mild he seems at home, nor cares 
For triumph in our mimic wars, the jousts— 
For if his own knight cast him down, he laughs 
Saying, his knights are better men than he— 
Yet in this heathen war the fire of God 
Fills him:I never saw his like:there lives 
No greater leader." 

While he uttered this, 
Low to her own heart said the lily maid, 
‘Save your own great self, fair lord;' and when he fell 
From talk of war to traits of pleasantry— 
Being mirthful he, but in a stately kind— 
She still took note that when the living smile 
Died from his lips, across him came a cloud 
Of melancholy severe, from which again, 
Whenever in her hovering to and fro 
The lily maid had striven to make him cheer, 
There brake a sudden-beaming tenderness 
Of manners and of nature:and she thought 
That all was nature, all, perchance, for her. 
And all night long his face before her lived, 
As when a painter, poring on a face, 
Divinely through all hindrance finds the man 
Behind it, and so paints him that his face, 
The shape and colour of a mind and life, 
Lives for his children, ever at its best 
And fullest; so the face before her lived, 
Dark-splendid, speaking in the silence, full 
Of noble things, and held her from her sleep. 
Till rathe she rose, half-cheated in the thought 
She needs must bid farewell to sweet Lavaine. 
First in fear, step after step, she stole 
Down the long tower-stairs, hesitating: 
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Anon, she heard Sir Lancelot cry in the court, 
'This shield, my friend, where is it?' and Lavaine 
Past inward, as she came from out the tower. 
There to his proud horse Lancelot turned, and smoothed 
The glossy shoulder, humming to himself. 
Half-envious of the flattering hand, she drew 
Nearer and stood.He looked, and more amazed 
Than if seven men had set upon him, saw 

The maiden standing in the dewy light. 

He had not dreamed she was so beautiful. 

Then came on him a sort of sacred fear, 

For silent, though he greeted her, she stood 

Rapt on his face as if it were a God's. 

Suddenly flashed on her a wild desire, 

That he should wear her favour at the tilt. 

She braved a riotous heart in asking for it. 

"Fair lord, whose name I know not—noble it is, 

I well believe, the noblest—will you wear 

My favour at this tourney?"Nay,' said he, 

‘Fair lady, since I never yet have worn 

Favour of any lady in the lists. 

Such is my wont, as those, who know me, know.’ 
"Yea, so,’ she answered; ‘then in wearing mine 
Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble lord, 

That those who know should know you.'And he turned 
Her counsel up and down within his mind, 

And found it true, and answered, "True, my child. 
Well, I will wear it:fetch it out to me: 

What is it?’ and she told him 'A red sleeve 
Broidered with pearls,’ and brought it:then he bound 
Her token on his helmet, with a smile 

Saying, 'I never yet have done so much 

For any maiden living,’ and the blood 

Sprang to her face and filled her with delight; 
But left her all the paler, when Lavaine 
Returning brought the yet-unblazoned shield, 

His brother's; which he gave to Lancelot, 

Who parted with his own to fair Elaine: 

'Do me this grace, my child, to have my shield 
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In keeping till I come."A grace to me,’ 
She answered, 'twice today.I am your squire!’ 
Whereat Lavaine said, laughing, ‘Lily maid, 
For fear our people call you lily maid 
In earnest, let me bring your colour back; 
Once, twice, and thrice:now get you hence to bed:' 
So kissed her, and Sir Lancelot his own hand, 
And thus they moved away:she stayed a minute, 
Then made a sudden step to the gate, and there— 
Her bright hair blown about the serious face 
Yet rosy-kindled with her brother's kiss— 
Paused by the gateway, standing near the shield 
In silence, while she watched their arms far-off 
Sparkle, until they dipt below the downs. 
Then to her tower she climbed, and took the shield, 
There kept it, and so lived in fantasy. 
Meanwhile the new companions past away 
Far o'er the long backs of the bushless downs, 
To where Sir Lancelot knew there lived a knight 
Not far from Camelot, now for forty years 
A hermit, who had prayed, laboured and prayed, 
And ever labouring had scooped himself 
In the white rock a chapel and a hall 
On massive columns, like a shorecliff cave, 
And cells and chambers:all were fair and dry; 
The green light from the meadows underneath 
Struck up and lived along the milky roofs; 
And in the meadows tremulous aspen-trees 
And poplars made a noise of falling showers. 
And thither wending there that night they bode. 
But when the next day broke from underground, 
And shot red fire and shadows through the cave, 
They rose, heard mass, broke fast, and rode away: 
Then Lancelot saying, 'Hear, but hold my name 
Hidden, you ride with Lancelot of the Lake,’ 
Abashed young Lavaine, whose instant reverence, 
Dearer to true young hearts than their own praise, 
But left him leave to stammer, 'Is it indeed?’ 
And after muttering "The great Lancelot, 
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At last he got his breath and answered, 'One, 
One have I seen—that other, our liege lord, 
The dread Pendragon, Britain's King of kings, 
Of whom the people talk mysteriously, 
He will be there—then were I stricken blind 
That minute, I might say that I had seen.' 
So spake Lavaine, and when they reached the lists 
By Camelot in the meadow, let his eyes 
Run through the peopled gallery which half round 
Lay like a rainbow fallen upon the grass, 
Until they found the clear-faced King, who sat 
Robed in red samite, easily to be known, 
Since to his crown the golden dragon clung, 
And down his robe the dragon writhed in gold, 
And from the carven-work behind him crept 
Two dragons gilded, sloping down to make 
Arms for his chair, while all the rest of them 
Through knots and loops and folds innumerable 
Fled ever through the woodwork, till they found 
The new design wherein they lost themselves, 
Yet with all ease, so tender was the work: 
And, in the costly canopy o'er him set, 
Blazed the last diamond of the nameless king. 
Then Lancelot answered young Lavaine and said, 
‘Me you call great:mine is the firmer seat, 
The truer lance:but there is many a youth 
Now crescent, who will come to all I am 
And overcome it; and in me there dwells 
No greatness, save it be some far-off touch 
Of greatness to know well I am not great: 
There is the man.'And Lavaine gaped upon him 
As on a thing miraculous, and anon 
The trumpets blew; and then did either side, 
They that assailed, and they that held the lists, 
Set lance in rest, strike spur, suddenly move, 
Meet in the midst, and there so furiously 
Shock, that a man far-off might well perceive, 
If any man that day were left afield, 
The hard earth shake, and a low thunder of arms. 
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And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw 

Which were the weaker; then he hurled into it 
Against the stronger:little need to speak 

Of Lancelot in his glory!King, duke, earl, 
Count, baron—whom he smote, he overthrew. 

But in the field were Lancelot's kith and kin, 
Ranged with the Table Round that held the lists, 
Strong men, and wrathful that a stranger knight 
Should do and almost overdo the deeds 
Of Lancelot; and one said to the other, 'Lo! 

What is he?I do not mean the force alone— 

The grace and versatility of the man! 

Is it not Lancelot?"When has Lancelot worn 

Favour of any lady in the lists? 

Not such his wont, as we, that know him, know. ' 

'How then? who then?’ a fury seized them all, 

A fiery family passion for the name 

Of Lancelot, and a glory one with theirs. 

They couched their spears and pricked their steeds, and thus, 

Their plumes driven backward by the wind they made 

In moving, all together down upon him 

Bare, as a wild wave in the wide North-sea, 

Green-glimmering toward the summit, bears, with all 

Its stormy crests that smoke against the skies, 

Down on a bark, and overbears the bark, 

And him that helms it, so they overbore 

Sir Lancelot and his charger, and a spear 

Down-glancing lamed the charger, and a spear 

Pricked sharply his own cuirass, and the head 

Pierced through his side, and there snapt, and remained. 
Then Sir Lavaine did well and worshipfully; 

He bore a knight of old repute to the earth, 

And brought his horse to Lancelot where he lay. 

He up the side, sweating with agony, got, 

But thought to do while he might yet endure, 

And being lustily holpen by the rest, 

His party,—though it seemed half-miracle 

To those he fought with,—drave his kith and kin, 

And all the Table Round that held the lists, 
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Back to the barrier; then the trumpets blew 
Proclaiming his the prize, who wore the sleeve 
Of scarlet, and the pearls; and all the knights, 
His party, cried 'Advance and take thy prize 
The diamond;' but he answered, 'Diamond me 
No diamonds! for God's love, a little air! 

Prize me no prizes, for my prize is death! 
Hence will I, and I charge you, follow me not.' 

He spoke, and vanished suddenly from the field 
With young Lavaine into the poplar grove. 

There from his charger down he slid, and sat, 
Gasping to Sir Lavaine, 'Draw the lance-head:' 
‘Ah my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,’ said Lavaine, 

'T dread me, if I draw it, you will die.’ 

But he, 'I die already with it:draw— 

Draw,'—and Lavaine drew, and Sir Lancelot gave 
A marvellous great shriek and ghastly groan, 

And half his blood burst forth, and down he sank 
For the pure pain, and wholly swooned away. 
Then came the hermit out and bare him in, 

There stanched his wound; and there, in daily doubt 
Whether to live or die, for many a week 

Hid from the wide world's rumour by the grove 
Of poplars with their noise of falling showers, 
And ever-tremulous aspen-trees, he lay. 

But on that day when Lancelot fled the lists, 
His party, knights of utmost North and West, 
Lords of waste marches, kings of desolate isles, 
Came round their great Pendragon, saying to him, 
'Lo, Sire, our knight, through whom we won the day, 
Hath gone sore wounded, and hath left his prize 
Untaken, crying that his prize is death." 

‘Heaven hinder,’ said the King, ‘that such an one, 
So great a knight as we have seen today— 

He seemed to me another Lancelot— 

Yea, twenty times I thought him Lancelot— 

He must not pass uncared for.Wherefore, rise, 

O Gawain, and ride forth and find the knight. 
Wounded and wearied needs must he be near. 
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I charge you that you get at once to horse. 
And, knights and kings, there breathes not one of you 
Will deem this prize of ours is rashly given: 
His prowess was too wondrous.We will do him 
No customary honour:since the knight 
Came not to us, of us to claim the prize, 
Ourselves will send it after.Rise and take 
This diamond, and deliver it, and return, 
And bring us where he is, and how he fares, 
And cease not from your quest until ye find.’ 
So saying, from the carven flower above, 
To which it made a restless heart, he took, 
And gave, the diamond:then from where he sat 
At Arthur's right, with smiling face arose, 
With smiling face and frowning heart, a Prince 
In the mid might and flourish of his May, 
Gawain, surnamed The Courteous, fair and strong, 
And after Lancelot, Tristram, and Geraint 
And Gareth, a good knight, but therewithal 
Sir Modred's brother, and the child of Lot, 
Nor often loyal to his word, and now 
Wroth that the King's command to sally forth 
In quest of whom he knew not, made him leave 
The banquet, and concourse of knights and kings. 
So all in wrath he got to horse and went; 
While Arthur to the banquet, dark in mood, 
Past, thinking 'Is it Lancelot who hath come 
Despite the wound he spake of, all for gain 
Of glory, and hath added wound to wound, 
And ridden away to die?'So feared the King, 
And, after two days' tarriance there, returned. 
Then when he saw the Queen, embracing asked, 
‘Love, are you yet so sick?"Nay, lord,' she said. 
'And where is Lancelot?’Then the Queen amazed, 
'Was he not with you? won he not your prize?’ 
'Nay, but one like him."Why that like was he. 
And when the King demanded how she knew, 
Said, ‘Lord, no sooner had ye parted from us, 
Than Lancelot told me of a common talk 
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That men went down before his spear at a touch, 
But knowing he was Lancelot; his great name 
Conquered; and therefore would he hide his name 
From all men, even the King, and to this end 
Had made a pretext of a hindering wound, 
That he might joust unknown of all, and learn 
If his old prowess were in aught decayed; 
And added, "Our true Arthur, when he learns, 
Will well allow me pretext, as for gain 
Of purer glory." 
Then replied the King: 
"Far lovelier in our Lancelot had it been, 
In lieu of idly dallying with the truth, 
To have trusted me as he hath trusted thee. 
Surely his King and most familiar friend 
Might well have kept his secret.True, indeed, 
Albeit I know my knights fantastical, 
So fine a fear in our large Lancelot 
Must needs have moved my laughter:now remains 
But little cause for laughter:his own kin— 
Ill news, my Queen, for all who love him, this!— 
His kith and kin, not knowing, set upon him; 
So that he went sore wounded from the field: 
Yet good news too:for goodly hopes are mine 
That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart. 
He wore, against his wont, upon his helm 
A sleeve of scarlet, broidered with great pearls, 
Some gentle maiden's gift.’ 
"Yea, lord,' she said, 
'Thy hopes are mine,’ and saying that, she choked, 
And sharply turned about to hide her face, 
Past to her chamber, and there flung herself 
Down on the great King's couch, and writhed upon it, 
And clenched her fingers till they bit the palm, 
And shrieked out 'Traitor' to the unhearing wall, 
Then flashed into wild tears, and rose again, 
And moved about her palace, proud and pale. 
Gawain the while through all the region round 
Rode with his diamond, wearied of the quest, 
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Touched at all points, except the poplar grove, 

And came at last, though late, to Astolat: 

Whom glittering in enamelled arms the maid 
Glanced at, and cried, 'What news from Camelot, lord? 
What of the knight with the red sleeve?"He won.’ 

'T knew it,' she said.'But parted from the jousts 

Hurt in the side,’ whereat she caught her breath; 
Through her own side she felt the sharp lance go; 
Thereon she smote her hand:wellnigh she swooned: 
And, while he gazed wonderingly at her, came 

The Lord of Astolat out, to whom the Prince 
Reported who he was, and on what quest 

Sent, that he bore the prize and could not find 

The victor, but had ridden a random round 

To seek him, and had wearied of the search. 

To whom the Lord of Astolat, 'Bide with us, 

And ride no more at random, noble Prince! 

Here was the knight, and here he left a shield; 

This will he send or come for:furthermore 

Our son is with him; we shall hear anon, 

Needs must hear."To this the courteous Prince 
Accorded with his wonted courtesy, 

Courtesy with a touch of traitor in it, 

And stayed; and cast his eyes on fair Elaine: 
Where could be found face daintier? then her shape 
From forehead down to foot, perfect—again 

From foot to forehead exquisitely turned: 

'Well—if I bide, lo! this wild flower for me!' 

And oft they met among the garden yews, 

And there he set himself to play upon her 

With sallying wit, free flashes from a height 

Above her, graces of the court, and songs, 

Sighs, and slow smiles, and golden eloquence 

And amorous adulation, till the maid 

Rebelled against it, saying to him, ‘Prince, 

O loyal nephew of our noble King, 

Why ask you not to see the shield he left, 

Whence you might learn his name?Why slight your King, 
And lose the quest he sent you on, and prove 
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No surer than our falcon yesterday, 

Who lost the hern we slipt her at, and went 

To all the winds?"Nay, by mine head,’ said he, 

'I lose it, as we lose the lark in heaven, 

O damsel, in the light of your blue eyes; 

But an ye will it let me see the shield.’ 

And when the shield was brought, and Gawain saw 
Sir Lancelot's azure lions, crowned with gold, 
Ramp in the field, he smote his thigh, and mocked: 
‘Right was the King! our Lancelot! that true man! 
‘And right was I,’ she answered merrily, 'T, 

Who dreamed my knight the greatest knight of all.’ 
‘And if I dreamed,’ said Gawain, 'that you love 
This greatest knight, your pardon! lo, ye know it! 
Speak therefore:shall I waste myself in vain?’ 
Full simple was her answer, 'What know I? 

My brethren have been all my fellowship; 

And I, when often they have talked of love, 
Wished it had been my mother, for they talked, 
Meseemed, of what they knew not; so myself— 

I know not if I know what true love is, 

But if I know, then, if I love not him, 

I know there is none other I can love.’ 

"Yea, by God's death,’ said he, 'ye love him well, 
But would not, knew ye what all others know, 
And whom he loves."So be it,' cried Elaine, 

And lifted her fair face and moved away: 

But he pursued her, calling, ‘Stay a little! 

One golden minute's grace! he wore your sleeve: 
Would he break faith with one I may not name? 
Must our true man change like a leaf at last? 
Nay—like enow:why then, far be it from me 

To cross our mighty Lancelot in his loves! 

And, damsel, for I deem you know full well 
Where your great knight is hidden, let me leave 
My quest with you; the diamond also:here! 

For if you love, it will be sweet to give it; 

And if he love, it will be sweet to have it 

From your own hand; and whether he love or not, 
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A diamond is a diamond.Fare you well 

A thousand times!—a thousand times farewell! 
Yet, if he love, and his love hold, we two 

May meet at court hereafter:there, I think, 

So ye will learn the courtesies of the court, 

We two shall know each other. 

Then he gave, 

And slightly kissed the hand to which he gave, 
The diamond, and all wearied of the quest 
Leapt on his horse, and carolling as he went 

A true-love ballad, lightly rode away. 

Thence to the court he past; there told the King 
What the King knew, 'Sir Lancelot is the knight.’ 
And added, 'Sire, my liege, so much I learnt; 

But failed to find him, though I rode all round 
The region:but I lighted on the maid 

Whose sleeve he wore; she loves him; and to her, 
Deeming our courtesy is the truest law, 

I gave the diamond:she will render it; 

For by mine head she knows his hiding-place.' 

The seldom-frowning King frowned, and replied, 
'Too courteous truly! ye shall go no more 
On quest of mine, seeing that ye forget 
Obedience is the courtesy due to kings.’ 

He spake and parted.Wroth, but all in awe, 

For twenty strokes of the blood, without a word, 
Lingered that other, staring after him; 

Then shook his hair, strode off, and buzzed abroad 
About the maid of Astolat, and her love. 

All ears were pricked at once, all tongues were loosed: 
'The maid of Astolat loves Sir Lancelot, 

Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Astolat.' 

Some read the King's face, some the Queen's, and all 
Had marvel what the maid might be, but most 
Predoomed her as unworthy.One old dame 

Came suddenly on the Queen with the sharp news. 
She, that had heard the noise of it before, 

But sorrowing Lancelot should have stooped so low, 
Marred her friend's aim with pale tranquillity. 
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So ran the tale like fire about the court, 

Fire in dry stubble a nine-days' wonder flared: 

Till even the knights at banquet twice or thrice 

Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the Queen, 

And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid 

Smiled at each other, while the Queen, who sat 

With lips severely placid, felt the knot 

Climb in her throat, and with her feet unseen 

Crushed the wild passion out against the floor 

Beneath the banquet, where all the meats became 

As wormwood, and she hated all who pledged. 
But far away the maid in Astolat, 

Her guiltless rival, she that ever kept 

The one-day-seen Sir Lancelot in her heart, 

Crept to her father, while he mused alone, 

Sat on his knee, stroked his gray face and said, 

‘Father, you call me wilful, and the fault 

Is yours who let me have my will, and now, 

Sweet father, will you let me lose my wits?’ 

‘Nay,’ said he, 'surely."Wherefore, let me hence,’ 

She answered, ‘and find out our dear Lavaine.' 

"Ye will not lose your wits for dear Lavaine: 

Bide,' answered he:'we needs must hear anon 

Of him, and of that other."Ay,' she said, 

'And of that other, for I needs must hence 

And find that other, wheresoe'er he be, 

And with mine own hand give his diamond to him, 

Lest I be found as faithless in the quest 

As yon proud Prince who left the quest to me. 

Sweet father, I behold him in my dreams 

Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself, 

Death-pale, for lack of gentle maiden's aid. 

The gentler-born the maiden, the more bound, 

My father, to be sweet and serviceable 

To noble knights in sickness, as ye know 

When these have worn their tokens:let me hence 

I pray you."Then her father nodding said, 

‘Ay, ay, the diamond:wit ye well, my child, 

Right fain were I to learn this knight were whole, 
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Being our greatest:yea, and you must give it— 
And sure I think this fruit is hung too high 
For any mouth to gape for save a queen's— 
Nay, I mean nothing:so then, get you gone, 
Being so very wilful you must go.' 

Lightly, her suit allowed, she slipt away, 
And while she made her ready for her ride, 
Her father's latest word hummed in her ear, 
‘Being so very wilful you must go,' 
And changed itself and echoed in her heart, 
‘Being so very wilful you must die.’ 
But she was happy enough and shook it off, 
As we shake off the bee that buzzes at us; 
And in her heart she answered it and said, 
‘What matter, so I help him back to life?’ 
Then far away with good Sir Torre for guide 
Rode o'er the long backs of the bushless downs 
To Camelot, and before the city-gates 
Came on her brother with a happy face 
Making a roan horse caper and curvet 
For pleasure all about a field of flowers: 
Whom when she saw, 'Lavaine,' she cried, 'Lavaine, 
How fares my lord Sir Lancelot?'He amazed, 
‘Torre and Elaine! why here? Sir Lancelot! 
How know ye my lord's name is Lancelot?’ 
But when the maid had told him all her tale, 
Then turned Sir Torre, and being in his moods 
Left them, and under the strange-statued gate, 
Where Arthur's wars were rendered mystically, 
Past up the still rich city to his kin, 
His own far blood, which dwelt at Camelot; 
And her, Lavaine across the poplar grove 
Led to the caves:there first she saw the casque 
Of Lancelot on the wall:her scarlet sleeve, 
Though carved and cut, and half the pearls away, 
Streamed from it still; and in her heart she laughed, 
Because he had not loosed it from his helm, 
But meant once more perchance to tourney in it. 
And when they gained the cell wherein he slept, 
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His battle-writhen arms and mighty hands 
Lay naked on the wolfskin, and a dream 
Of dragging down his enemy made them move. 
Then she that saw him lying unsleek, unshorn, 
Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself, 
Uttered a little tender dolorous cry. 
The sound not wonted in a place so still 
Woke the sick knight, and while he rolled his eyes 
Yet blank from sleep, she started to him, saying, 
"Your prize the diamond sent you by the King:' 
His eyes glistened:she fancied 'Is it for me?’ 
And when the maid had told him all the tale 
Of King and Prince, the diamond sent, the quest 
Assigned to her not worthy of it, she knelt 
Full lowly by the corners of his bed, 
And laid the diamond in his open hand. 
Her face was near, and as we kiss the child 
That does the task assigned, he kissed her face. 
At once she slipt like water to the floor. 
‘Alas,’ he said, ‘your ride hath wearied you. 
Rest must you have."No rest for me,’ she said; 
‘Nay, for near you, fair lord, I am at rest.’ 
What might she mean by that? his large black eyes, 
Yet larger through his leanness, dwelt upon her, 
Till all her heart's sad secret blazed itself 
In the heart's colours on her simple face; 
And Lancelot looked and was perplext in mind, 
And being weak in body said no more; 
But did not love the colour; woman's love, 
Save one, he not regarded, and so turned 
Sighing, and feigned a sleep until he slept. 

Then rose Elaine and glided through the fields, 
And past beneath the weirdly-sculptured gates 
Far up the dim rich city to her kin; 
There bode the night:but woke with dawn, and past 
Down through the dim rich city to the fields, 
Thence to the cave:so day by day she past 
In either twilight ghost-like to and fro 
Gliding, and every day she tended him, 
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And likewise many a night:and Lancelot 
Would, though he called his wound a little hurt 
Whereof he should be quickly whole, at times 
Brain-feverous in his heat and agony, seem 
Uncourteous, even he:but the meek maid 
Sweetly forbore him ever, being to him 
Meeker than any child to a rough nurse, 
Milder than any mother to a sick child, 
And never woman yet, since man's first fall, 
Did kindlier unto man, but her deep love 
Upbore her; till the hermit, skilled in all 
The simples and the science of that time, 
Told him that her fine care had saved his life. 
And the sick man forgot her simple blush, 
Would call her friend and sister, sweet Elaine, 
Would listen for her coming and regret 
Her parting step, and held her tenderly, 
And loved her with all love except the love 
Of man and woman when they love their best, 
Closest and sweetest, and had died the death 
In any knightly fashion for her sake. 
And peradventure had he seen her first 
She might have made this and that other world 
Another world for the sick man; but now 
The shackles of an old love straitened him, 
His honour rooted in dishonour stood, 
And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true. 

Yet the great knight in his mid-sickness made 
Full many a holy vow and pure resolve. 
These, as but born of sickness, could not live: 
For when the blood ran lustier in him again, 
Full often the bright image of one face, 
Making a treacherous quiet in his heart, 
Dispersed his resolution like a cloud. 
Then if the maiden, while that ghostly grace 
Beamed on his fancy, spoke, he answered not, 
Or short and coldly, and she knew right well 
What the rough sickness meant, but what this meant 
She knew not, and the sorrow dimmed her sight, 
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And drave her ere her time across the fields 
Far into the rich city, where alone 
She murmured, 'Vain, in vain:it cannot be. 
He will not love me:how then? must I die?’ 
Then as a little helpless innocent bird, 
That has but one plain passage of few notes, 
Will sing the simple passage o'er and o'er 
For all an April morning, till the ear 
Wearies to hear it, so the simple maid 
Went half the night repeating, 'Must I die?’ 
And now to right she turned, and now to left, 
And found no ease in turning or in rest; 
And 'Him or death,' she muttered, 'death or him,' 
Again and like a burthen, 'Him or death. 

But when Sir Lancelot's deadly hurt was whole, 
To Astolat returning rode the three. 
There morn by morn, arraying her sweet self 
In that wherein she deemed she looked her best, 
She came before Sir Lancelot, for she thought 
'If I be loved, these are my festal robes, 
If not, the victim's flowers before he fall.' 
And Lancelot ever prest upon the maid 
That she should ask some goodly gift of him 
For her own self or hers; 'and do not shun 
To speak the wish most near to your true heart; 
Such service have ye done me, that I make 
My will of yours, and Prince and Lord am I 
In mine own land, and what I will I can.' 
Then like a ghost she lifted up her face, 
But like a ghost without the power to speak. 
And Lancelot saw that she withheld her wish, 
And bode among them yet a little space 
Till he should learn it; and one morn it chanced 
He found her in among the garden yews, 
And said, 'Delay no longer, speak your wish, 
Seeing I go today:' then out she brake: 
‘Going? and we shall never see you more. 
And I must die for want of one bold word.’ 
'Speak:that I live to hear,’ he said, ‘is yours. 
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Then suddenly and passionately she spoke: 
'T have gone mad.I love you:let me die.’ 
'Ah, sister,' answered Lancelot, 'what is this?’ 
And innocently extending her white arms, 
"Your love,’ she said, 'your love—to be your wife. 
And Lancelot answered, 'Had I chosen to wed, 
I had been wedded earlier, sweet Elaine: 
But now there never will be wife of mine.’ 
"No, no,' she cried, 'I care not to be wife, 
But to be with you still, to see your face, 
To serve you, and to follow you through the world. 
And Lancelot answered, 'Nay, the world, the world, 
All ear and eye, with such a stupid heart 
To interpret ear and eye, and such a tongue 
To blare its own interpretation—nay, 
Full ill then should I quit your brother's love, 
And your good father's kindness.'And she said, 
‘Not to be with you, not to see your face— 
Alas for me then, my good days are done. 
‘Nay, noble maid,' he answered, 'ten times nay! 
This is not love:but love's first flash in youth, 
Most common:yea, I know it of mine own self: 
And you yourself will smile at your own self 
Hereafter, when you yield your flower of life 
To one more fitly yours, not thrice your age: 
And then will I, for true you are and sweet 
Beyond mine old belief in womanhood, 
More specially should your good knight be poor, 
Endow you with broad land and territory 
Even to the half my realm beyond the seas, 
So that would make you happy:furthermore, 
Even to the death, as though ye were my blood, 
In all your quarrels will I be your knight. 
This I will do, dear damsel, for your sake, 
And more than this I cannot.’ 

While he spoke 
She neither blushed nor shook, but deathly-pale 
Stood grasping what was nearest, then replied: 
‘Of all this will I nothing;' and so fell, 
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And thus they bore her swooning to her tower. 
Then spake, to whom through those black walls of yew 
Their talk had pierced, her father:'Ay, a flash, 
I fear me, that will strike my blossom dead. 
Too courteous are ye, fair Lord Lancelot. 
I pray you, use some rough discourtesy 
To blunt or break her passion. 
Lancelot said, 
"That were against me:what I can I will;’ 
And there that day remained, and toward even 
Sent for his shield:full meekly rose the maid, 
Stript off the case, and gave the naked shield; 
Then, when she heard his horse upon the stones, 
Unclasping flung the casement back, and looked 
Down on his helm, from which her sleeve had gone. 
And Lancelot knew the little clinking sound; 
And she by tact of love was well aware 
That Lancelot knew that she was looking at him. 
And yet he glanced not up, nor waved his hand, 
Nor bad farewell, but sadly rode away. 
This was the one discourtesy that he used. 
So in her tower alone the maiden sat: 
His very shield was gone; only the case, 
Her own poor work, her empty labour, left. 
But still she heard him, still his picture formed 
And grew between her and the pictured wall. 
Then came her father, saying in low tones, 
‘Have comfort,’ whom she greeted quietly. 
Then came her brethren saying, ‘Peace to thee, 
Sweet sister,’ whom she answered with all calm. 
But when they left her to herself again, 
Death, like a friend's voice from a distant field 
Approaching through the darkness, called; the owls 
Wailing had power upon her, and she mixt 
Her fancies with the sallow-rifted glooms 
Of evening, and the moanings of the wind. 
And in those days she made a little song, 
And called her song "The Song of Love and Death, ' 
And sang it:sweetly could she make and sing. 
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‘Sweet is true love though given in vain, in vain; 
And sweet is death who puts an end to pain: 
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

"Love, art thou sweet? then bitter death must be: 
Love, thou art bitter; sweet is death to me. 
O Love, if death be sweeter, let me die. 

‘Sweet love, that seems not made to fade away, 
Sweet death, that seems to make us loveless clay, 
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

'I fain would follow love, if that could be; 
I needs must follow death, who calls for me; 
Call and I follow, I follow! let me die.' 

High with the last line scaled her voice, and this, 
All in a fiery dawning wild with wind 
That shook her tower, the brothers heard, and thought 
With shuddering, 'Hark the Phantom of the house 
That ever shrieks before a death,' and called 
The father, and all three in hurry and fear 
Ran to her, and lo! the blood-red light of dawn 
Flared on her face, she shrilling, 'Let me die!’ 

As when we dwell upon a word we know, 
Repeating, till the word we know so well 
Becomes a wonder, and we know not why, 
So dwelt the father on her face, and thought 
'Is this Elaine?’ till back the maiden fell, 
Then gave a languid hand to each, and lay, 
Speaking a still good-morrow with her eyes. 
At last she said, ‘Sweet brothers, yesternight 
I seemed a curious little maid again, 
As happy as when we dwelt among the woods, 
And when ye used to take me with the flood 
Up the great river in the boatman's boat. 
Only ye would not pass beyond the cape 
That has the poplar on it:there ye fixt 
Your limit, oft returning with the tide. 
And yet I cried because ye would not pass 
Beyond it, and far up the shining flood 
Until we found the palace of the King. 
And yet ye would not; but this night I dreamed 
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That I was all alone upon the flood, 
And then I said, "Now shall I have my will:" 
And there I woke, but still the wish remained. 
So let me hence that I may pass at last 
Beyond the poplar and far up the flood, 
Until I find the palace of the King. 
There will I enter in among them all, 
And no man there will dare to mock at me; 
But there the fine Gawain will wonder at me, 
And there the great Sir Lancelot muse at me; 
Gawain, who bad a thousand farewells to me, 
Lancelot, who coldly went, nor bad me one: 
And there the King will know me and my love, 
And there the Queen herself will pity me, 
And all the gentle court will welcome me, 
And after my long voyage I shall rest!’ 
‘Peace,’ said her father, 'O my child, ye seem 
Light-headed, for what force is yours to go 
So far, being sick? and wherefore would ye look 
On this proud fellow again, who scorns us all?’ 
Then the rough Torre began to heave and move, 
And bluster into stormy sobs and say, 
‘I never loved him:an I meet with him, 
I care not howsoever great he be, 
Then will I strike at him and strike him down, 
Give me good fortune, I will strike him dead, 
For this discomfort he hath done the house. 
To whom the gentle sister made reply, 
‘Fret not yourself, dear brother, nor be wroth, 
Seeing it is no more Sir Lancelot's fault 
Not to love me, than it is mine to love 
Him of all men who seems to me the highest.’ 
‘Highest?’ the father answered, echoing ‘highest?’ 
(He meant to break the passion in her) 'nay, 
Daughter, I know not what you call the highest; 
But this I know, for all the people know it, 
He loves the Queen, and in an open shame: 
And she returns his love in open shame; 
If this be high, what is it to be low?’ 
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Then spake the lily maid of Astolat: 
'Sweet father, all too faint and sick am I 
For anger:these are slanders:never yet 
Was noble man but made ignoble talk. 
He makes no friend who never made a foe. 
But now it is my glory to have loved 
One peerless, without stain:so let me pass, 
My father, howsoe'er I seem to you, 
Not all unhappy, having loved God's best 
And greatest, though my love had no return: 
Yet, seeing you desire your child to live, 
Thanks, but you work against your own desire; 
For if I could believe the things you say 
I should but die the sooner; wherefore cease, 
Sweet father, and bid call the ghostly man 
Hither, and let me shrive me clean, and die. 

So when the ghostly man had come and gone, 
She with a face, bright as for sin forgiven, 
Besought Lavaine to write as she devised 
A letter, word for word; and when he asked 
‘Is it for Lancelot, is it for my dear lord? 
Then will I bear it gladly;’ she replied, 
"For Lancelot and the Queen and all the world, 
But I myself must bear it."Then he wrote 
The letter she devised; which being writ 
And folded, 'O sweet father, tender and true, 
Deny me not,’ she said—'ye never yet 
Denied my fancies—this, however strange, 
My latest:lay the letter in my hand 
A little ere I die, and close the hand 
Upon it; I shall guard it even in death. 
And when the heat is gone from out my heart, 
Then take the little bed on which I died 
For Lancelot's love, and deck it like the Queen's 
For richness, and me also like the Queen 
In all I have of rich, and lay me on it. 
And let there be prepared a chariot-bier 
To take me to the river, and a barge 
Be ready on the river, clothed in black. 
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I go in state to court, to meet the Queen. 
There surely I shall speak for mine own self, 
And none of you can speak for me so well. 
And therefore let our dumb old man alone 
Go with me, he can steer and row, and he 
Will guide me to that palace, to the doors. 

She ceased:her father promised; whereupon 
She grew so cheerful that they deemed her death 
Was rather in the fantasy than the blood. 

But ten slow mornings past, and on the eleventh 
Her father laid the letter in her hand, 

And closed the hand upon it, and she died. 

So that day there was dole in Astolat. 

But when the next sun brake from underground, 
Then, those two brethren slowly with bent brows 
Accompanying, the sad chariot-bier 
Past like a shadow through the field, that shone 
Full-summer, to that stream whereon the barge, 
Palled all its length in blackest samite, lay. 
There sat the lifelong creature of the house, 
Loyal, the dumb old servitor, on deck, 

Winking his eyes, and twisted all his face. 

So those two brethren from the chariot took 

And on the black decks laid her in her bed, 

Set in her hand a lily, o'er her hung 

The silken case with braided blazonings, 

And kissed her quiet brows, and saying to her 
‘Sister, farewell for ever,’ and again 

‘Farewell, sweet sister,’ parted all in tears. 

Then rose the dumb old servitor, and the dead, 
Oared by the dumb, went upward with the flood— 
In her right hand the lily, in her left 

The letter—all her bright hair streaming down— 
And all the coverlid was cloth of gold 

Drawn to her waist, and she herself in white 

All but her face, and that clear-featured face 
Was lovely, for she did not seem as dead, 

But fast asleep, and lay as though she smiled. 

That day Sir Lancelot at the palace craved 


5217 XRN 


Audience of Guinevere, to give at last, 

The price of half a realm, his costly gift, 
Hard-won and hardly won with bruise and blow, 
With deaths of others, and almost his own, 

The nine-years-fought-for diamonds:for he saw 
One of her house, and sent him to the Queen 
Bearing his wish, whereto the Queen agreed 
With such and so unmoved a majesty 

She might have seemed her statue, but that he, 
Low-drooping till he wellnigh kissed her feet 
For loyal awe, saw with a sidelong eye 

The shadow of some piece of pointed lace, 

In the Queen's shadow, vibrate on the walls, 
And parted, laughing in his courtly heart. 

All in an oriel on the summer side, 
Vine-clad, of Arthur's palace toward the stream, 
They met, and Lancelot kneeling uttered, ‘Queen, 
Lady, my liege, in whom I have my joy, 

Take, what I had not won except for you, 

These jewels, and make me happy, making them 
An armlet for the roundest arm on earth, 

Or necklace for a neck to which the swan's 

Is tawnier than her cygnet's:these are words: 
Your beauty is your beauty, and I sin 

In speaking, yet O grant my worship of it 
Words, as we grant grief tears.Such sin in words 
Perchance, we both can pardon:but, my Queen, 
I hear of rumours flying through your court. 
Our bond, as not the bond of man and wife, 
Should have in it an absoluter trust 

To make up that defect:let rumours be: 

When did not rumours fly? these, as I trust 

That you trust me in your own nobleness, 

I may not well believe that you believe. 

While thus he spoke, half turned away, the Queen 
Brake from the vast oriel-embowering vine 
Leaf after leaf, and tore, and cast them off, 

Till all the place whereon she stood was green; 
Then, when he ceased, in one cold passive hand 
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Received at once and laid aside the gems 
There on a table near her, and replied: 
‘It may be, I am quicker of belief 
Than you believe me, Lancelot of the Lake. 
Our bond is not the bond of man and wife. 
This good is in it, whatsoe'er of ill, 
It can be broken easier.I for you 
This many a year have done despite and wrong 
To one whom ever in my heart of hearts 
I did acknowledge nobler.What are these? 
Diamonds for me! they had been thrice their worth 
Being your gift, had you not lost your own. 
To loyal hearts the value of all gifts 
Must vary as the giver's.Not for me! 
For her! for your new fancy.Only this 
Grant me, I pray you:have your joys apart. 
I doubt not that however changed, you keep 
So much of what is graceful:and myself 
Would shun to break those bounds of courtesy 
In which as Arthur's Queen I move and rule: 
So cannot speak my mind.An end to this! 
A strange one! yet I take it with Amen. 
So pray you, add my diamonds to her pearls; 
Deck her with these; tell her, she shines me down: 
An armlet for an arm to which the Queen's 
Is haggard, or a necklace for a neck 
O as much fairer—as a faith once fair 
Was richer than these diamonds—hers not mine— 
Nay, by the mother of our Lord himself, 
Or hers or mine, mine now to work my will— 
She shall not have them.’ 
Saying which she seized, 
And, through the casement standing wide for heat, 
Flung them, and down they flashed, and smote the stream. 
Then from the smitten surface flashed, as it were, 
Diamonds to meet them, and they past away. 
Then while Sir Lancelot leant, in half disdain 
At love, life, all things, on the window ledge, 
Close underneath his eyes, and right across 
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Where these had fallen, slowly past the barge. 
Whereon the lily maid of Astolat 
Lay smiling, like a star in blackest night. 

But the wild Queen, who saw not, burst away 

To weep and wail in secret; and the barge, 

On to the palace-doorway sliding, paused. 

There two stood armed, and kept the door; to whom, 
All up the marble stair, tier over tier, 

Were added mouths that gaped, and eyes that asked 
'What is it?’ but that oarsman's haggard face, 

As hard and still as is the face that men 

Shape to their fancy's eye from broken rocks 

On some cliff-side, appalled them, and they said 
'He is enchanted, cannot speak—and she, 

Look how she sleeps—the Fairy Queen, so fair! 
Yea, but how pale! what are they? flesh and blood? 
Or come to take the King to Fairyland? 

For some do hold our Arthur cannot die, 

But that he passes into Fairyland.’ 

While thus they babbled of the King, the King 
Came girt with knights:then turned the tongueless man 
From the half-face to the full eye, and rose 
And pointed to the damsel, and the doors. 

So Arthur bad the meek Sir Percivale 

And pure Sir Galahad to uplift the maid; 

And reverently they bore her into hall. 

Then came the fine Gawain and wondered at her, 
And Lancelot later came and mused at her, 

And last the Queen herself, and pitied her: 

But Arthur spied the letter in her hand, 

Stoopt, took, brake seal, and read it; this was all: 

"Most noble lord, Sir Lancelot of the Lake, 

I, sometime called the maid of Astolat, 

Come, for you left me taking no farewell, 
Hither, to take my last farewell of you. 

I loved you, and my love had no return, 

And therefore my true love has been my death. 
And therefore to our Lady Guinevere, 

And to all other ladies, I make moan: 
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Pray for my soul, and yield me burial. 
Pray for my soul thou too, Sir Lancelot, 
As thou art a knight peerless.’ 
Thus he read; 
And ever in the reading, lords and dames 
Wept, looking often from his face who read 
To hers which lay so silent, and at times, 
So touched were they, half-thinking that her lips, 
Who had devised the letter, moved again. 

Then freely spoke Sir Lancelot to them all: 
‘My lord liege Arthur, and all ye that hear, 
Know that for this most gentle maiden's death 
Right heavy am I; for good she was and true, 
But loved me with a love beyond all love 
In women, whomsoever I have known. 

Yet to be loved makes not to love again; 
Not at my years, however it hold in youth. 

I swear by truth and knighthood that I gave 
No cause, not willingly, for such a love: 

To this I call my friends in testimony, 

Her brethren, and her father, who himself 
Besought me to be plain and blunt, and use, 
To break her passion, some discourtesy 
Against my nature:what I could, I did. 

I left her and I bad her no farewell; 

Though, had I dreamt the damsel would have died, 
I might have put my wits to some rough use, 
And helped her from herself.’ 

Then said the Queen 

(Sea was her wrath, yet working after storm) 

"Ye might at least have done her so much grace, 

Fair lord, as would have helped her from her death.’ 

He raised his head, their eyes met and hers fell, 

He adding, 

‘Queen, she would not be content 

Save that I wedded her, which could not be. 

Then might she follow me through the world, she asked; 
It could not be.I told her that her love 

Was but the flash of youth, would darken down 
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To rise hereafter in a stiller flame 
Toward one more worthy of her—then would I, 
More specially were he, she wedded, poor, 
Estate them with large land and territory 
In mine own realm beyond the narrow seas, 
To keep them in all joyance:more than this 
I could not; this she would not, and she died. 
He pausing, Arthur answered, 'O my knight, 
It will be to thy worship, as my knight, 
And mine, as head of all our Table Round, 
To see that she be buried worshipfully.' 
So toward that shrine which then in all the realm 
Was richest, Arthur leading, slowly went 
The marshalled Order of their Table Round, 
And Lancelot sad beyond his wont, to see 
The maiden buried, not as one unknown, 
Nor meanly, but with gorgeous obsequies, 
And mass, and rolling music, like a queen. 
And when the knights had laid her comely head 
Low in the dust of half-forgotten kings, 
Then Arthur spake among them, 'Let her tomb 
Be costly, and her image thereupon, 
And let the shield of Lancelot at her feet 
Be carven, and her lily in her hand. 
And let the story of her dolorous voyage 
For all true hearts be blazoned on her tomb 
In letters gold and azure!’ which was wrought 
Thereafter; but when now the lords and dames 
And people, from the high door streaming, brake 
Disorderly, as homeward each, the Queen, 
Who marked Sir Lancelot where he moved apart, 
Drew near, and sighed in passing, ‘Lancelot, 
Forgive me; mine was jealousy in love.’ 
He answered with his eyes upon the ground, 
'That is love's curse; pass on, my Queen, forgiven.’ 
But Arthur, who beheld his cloudy brows, 
Approached him, and with full affection said, 
‘Lancelot, my Lancelot, thou in whom I have 
Most joy and most affiance, for I know 
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What thou hast been in battle by my side, 
And many a time have watched thee at the tilt 
Strike down the lusty and long practised knight, 
And let the younger and unskilled go by 
To win his honour and to make his name, 
And loved thy courtesies and thee, a man 
Made to be loved; but now I would to God, 
Seeing the homeless trouble in thine eyes, 
Thou couldst have loved this maiden, shaped, it seems, 
By God for thee alone, and from her face, 
If one may judge the living by the dead, 
Delicately pure and marvellously fair, 
Who might have brought thee, now a lonely man 
Wifeless and heirless, noble issue, sons 
Born to the glory of thine name and fame, 
My knight, the great Sir Lancelot of the Lake.' 
Then answered Lancelot, 'Fair she was, my King, 
Pure, as you ever wish your knights to be. 
To doubt her fairness were to want an eye, 
To doubt her pureness were to want a heart— 
Yea, to be loved, if what is worthy love 
Could bind him, but free love will not be bound.' 
‘Free love, so bound, were freest,' said the King. 
'Let love be free; free love is for the best: 
And, after heaven, on our dull side of death, 
What should be best, if not so pure a love 
Clothed in so pure a loveliness? yet thee 
She failed to bind, though being, as I think, 
Unbound as yet, and gentle, as I know.’ 
And Lancelot answered nothing, but he went, 
And at the inrunning of a little brook 
Sat by the river in a cove, and watched 
The high reed wave, and lifted up his eyes 
And saw the barge that brought her moving down, 
Far-off, a blot upon the stream, and said 
Low in himself, 'Ah simple heart and sweet, 
Ye loved me, damsel, surely with a love 
Far tenderer than my Queen's.Pray for thy soul? 
Ay, that will I.Farewell too—now at last— 
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Farewell, fair lily."Jealousy in love?" 
Not rather dead love's harsh heir, jealous pride? 
Queen, if I grant the jealousy as of love, 
May not your crescent fear for name and fame 
Speak, as it waxes, of a love that wanes? 
Why did the King dwell on my name to me? 
Mine own name shames me, seeming a reproach, 
Lancelot, whom the Lady of the Lake 
Caught from his mother's arms—the wondrous one 
Who passes through the vision of the night— 
She chanted snatches of mysterious hymns 
Heard on the winding waters, eve and morn 
She kissed me saying, "Thou art fair, my child, 
As a king's son," and often in her arms 
She bare me, pacing on the dusky mere. 
Would she had drowned me in it, where'er it be! 
For what am I? what profits me my name 
Of greatest knight?I fought for it, and have it: 
Pleasure to have it, none; to lose it, pain; 
Now grown a part of me:but what use in it? 
To make men worse by making my sin known? 
Or sin seem less, the sinner seeming great? 
Alas for Arthur's greatest knight, a man 
Not after Arthur's heart!I needs must break 
These bonds that so defame me:not without 
She wills it:would I, if she willed it? nay, 
Who knows? but if I would not, then may God, 
I pray him, send a sudden Angel down 
To seize me by the hair and bear me far, 
And fling me deep in that forgotten mere, 
Among the tumbled fragments of the hills.’ 

So groaned Sir Lancelot in remorseful pain, 
Not knowing he should die a holy man. 
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The Holy Grail 


¢ 


From noiseful arms, and acts of prowess done 
In tournament or tilt, Sir Percivale, 
Whom Arthur and his knighthood called The Pure, 
Had passed into the silent life of prayer, 
Praise, fast, and alms; and leaving for the cowl 
The helmet in an abbey far away 
From Camelot, there, and not long after, died. 
And one, a fellow-monk among the rest, 
Ambrosius, loved him much beyond the rest, 
And honoured him, and wrought into his heart 
A way by love that wakened love within, 
To answer that which came:and as they sat 
Beneath a world-old yew-tree, darkening half 
The cloisters, on a gustful April morn 
That puffed the swaying branches into smoke 
Above them, ere the summer when he died 
The monk Ambrosius questioned Percivale: 
'O brother, I have seen this yew-tree smoke, 
Spring after spring, for half a hundred years: 
For never have I known the world without, 
Nor ever strayed beyond the pale:but thee, 
When first thou camest—such a courtesy 
Spake through the limbs and in the voice—I knew 
For one of those who eat in Arthur's hall; 
For good ye are and bad, and like to coins, 
Some true, some light, but every one of you 
Stamped with the image of the King; and now 
Tell me, what drove thee from the Table Round, 
My brother? was it earthly passion crost?' 
‘Nay,’ said the knight; ‘for no such passion mine. 
But the sweet vision of the Holy Grail 
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Drove me from all vainglories, rivalries, 

And earthly heats that spring and sparkle out 

Among us in the jousts, while women watch 

Who wins, who falls; and waste the spiritual strength 
Within us, better offered up to Heaven.’ 

To whom the monk:'The Holy Grail!—I trust 
We are green in Heaven's eyes; but here too much 
We moulder—as to things without I mean— 

Yet one of your own knights, a guest of ours, 
Told us of this in our refectory, 

But spake with such a sadness and so low 
We heard not half of what he said.What is it? 
The phantom of a cup that comes and goes?" 

‘Nay, monk! what phantom?’ answered Percivale. 
'The cup, the cup itself, from which our Lord 
Drank at the last sad supper with his own. 

This, from the blessed land of Aromat— 
After the day of darkness, when the dead 
Went wandering o'er Moriah—the good saint 
Arimathaean Joseph, journeying brought 

To Glastonbury, where the winter thorn 
Blossoms at Christmas, mindful of our Lord. 
And there awhile it bode; and if a man 

Could touch or see it, he was healed at once, 
By faith, of all his ills.But then the times 
Grew to such evil that the holy cup 

Was caught away to Heaven, and disappeared.’ 

To whom the monk:'From our old books I know 
That Joseph came of old to Glastonbury, 

And there the heathen Prince, Arviragus, 

Gave him an isle of marsh whereon to build; 
And there he built with wattles from the marsh 
A little lonely church in days of yore, 

For so they say, these books of ours, but seem 
Mute of this miracle, far as I have read. 

But who first saw the holy thing today?’ 

'A woman,' answered Percivale, 'a nun, 
And one no further off in blood from me 
Than sister; and if ever holy maid 
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With knees of adoration wore the stone, 

A holy maid; though never maiden glowed, 

But that was in her earlier maidenhood, 

With such a fervent flame of human love, 

Which being rudely blunted, glanced and shot 

Only to holy things; to prayer and praise 

She gave herself, to fast and alms.And yet, 

Nun as she was, the scandal of the Court, 

Sin against Arthur and the Table Round, 

And the strange sound of an adulterous race, 

Across the iron grating of her cell 

Beat, and she prayed and fasted all the more. 
‘And he to whom she told her sins, or what 

Her all but utter whiteness held for sin, 

A man wellnigh a hundred winters old, 

Spake often with her of the Holy Grail, 

A legend handed down through five or six, 

And each of these a hundred winters old, 

From our Lord's time.And when King Arthur made 

His Table Round, and all men's hearts became 

Clean for a season, surely he had thought 

That now the Holy Grail would come again; 

But sin broke out.Ah, Christ, that it would come, 

And heal the world of all their wickedness! 

"O Father!" asked the maiden, "might it come 

To me by prayer and fasting?""Nay," said he, 

"I know not, for thy heart is pure as snow." 

And so she prayed and fasted, till the sun 

Shone, and the wind blew, through her, and I thought 

She might have risen and floated when I saw her. 
‘For on a day she sent to speak with me. 

And when she came to speak, behold her eyes 

Beyond my knowing of them, beautiful, 

Beyond all knowing of them, wonderful, 

Beautiful in the light of holiness. 

And "O my brother Percivale," she said, 

"Sweet brother, I have seen the Holy Grail: 

For, waked at dead of night, I heard a sound 

As of a silver horn from o'er the hills 


5227 XRN 


Blown, and I thought, ‘It is not Arthur's use 

To hunt by moonlight;' and the slender sound 

As from a distance beyond distance grew 
Coming upon me—O never harp nor horn, 

Nor aught we blow with breath, or touch with hand, 
Was like that music as it came; and then 
Streamed through my cell a cold and silver beam, 
And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail, 
Rose-red with beatings in it, as if alive, 

Till all the white walls of my cell were dyed 
With rosy colours leaping on the wall; 

And then the music faded, and the Grail 

Past, and the beam decayed, and from the walls 
The rosy quiverings died into the night. 

So now the Holy Thing is here again 

Among us, brother, fast thou too and pray, 

And tell thy brother knights to fast and pray, 
That so perchance the vision may be seen 

By thee and those, and all the world be healed." 

"Then leaving the pale nun, I spake of this 
To all men; and myself fasted and prayed 
Always, and many among us many a week 
Fasted and prayed even to the uttermost, 
Expectant of the wonder that would be. 

‘And one there was among us, ever moved 
Among us in white armour, Galahad. 

"God make thee good as thou art beautiful," 

Said Arthur, when he dubbed him knight; and none, 
In so young youth, was ever made a knight 

Till Galahad; and this Galahad, when he heard 

My sister's vision, filled me with amaze; 

His eyes became so like her own, they seemed 
Hers, and himself her brother more than I. 

‘Sister or brother none had he; but some 
Called him a son of Lancelot, and some said 
Begotten by enchantment—chatterers they, 

Like birds of passage piping up and down, 
That gape for flies—we know not whence they come; 
For when was Lancelot wanderingly lewd? 
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‘But she, the wan sweet maiden, shore away 
Clean from her forehead all that wealth of hair 
Which made a silken mat-work for her feet; 

And out of this she plaited broad and long 

A strong sword-belt, and wove with silver thread 
And crimson in the belt a strange device, 

A crimson grail within a silver beam; 

And saw the bright boy-knight, and bound it on him, 
Saying, "My knight, my love, my knight of heaven, 
O thou, my love, whose love is one with mine, 

I, maiden, round thee, maiden, bind my belt. 

Go forth, for thou shalt see what I have seen, 

And break through all, till one will crown thee king 
Far in the spiritual city:" and as she spake 

She sent the deathless passion in her eyes 

Through him, and made him hers, and laid her mind 
On him, and he believed in her belief. 

"Then came a year of miracle:O brother, 

In our great hall there stood a vacant chair, 
Fashioned by Merlin ere he past away, 

And carven with strange figures; and in and out 
The figures, like a serpent, ran a scroll 

Of letters in a tongue no man could read. 

And Merlin called it "The Siege perilous," 
Perilous for good and ill; "for there," he said, 
"No man could sit but he should lose himself:" 
And once by misadvertence Merlin sat 

In his own chair, and so was lost; but he, 
Galahad, when he heard of Merlin's doom, 
Cried, "If I lose myself, I save myself!" 

‘Then on a summer night it came to pass, 
While the great banquet lay along the hall, 
That Galahad would sit down in Merlin's chair. 

'And all at once, as there we sat, we heard 
A cracking and a riving of the roofs, 

And rending, and a blast, and overhead 

Thunder, and in the thunder was a cry. 

And in the blast there smote along the hall 

A beam of light seven times more clear than day: 
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And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail 
All over covered with a luminous cloud. 
And none might see who bare it, and it past. 
But every knight beheld his fellow's face 
As ina glory, and all the knights arose, 
And staring each at other like dumb men 
Stood, till I found a voice and sware a vow. 
‘I sware a vow before them all, that I, 
Because I had not seen the Grail, would ride 
A twelvemonth and a day in quest of it, 
Until I found and saw it, as the nun 
My sister saw it; and Galahad sware the vow, 
And good Sir Bors, our Lancelot's cousin, sware, 
And Lancelot sware, and many among the knights, 
And Gawain sware, and louder than the rest.' 
Then spake the monk Ambrosius, asking him, 
'What said the King?Did Arthur take the vow?' 
‘Nay, for my lord,’ said Percivale, 'the King, 
Was not in hall:for early that same day, 
Scaped through a cavern from a bandit hold, 
An outraged maiden sprang into the hall 
Crying on help:for all her shining hair 
Was smeared with earth, and either milky arm 
Red-rent with hooks of bramble, and all she wore 
Torn as a Sail that leaves the rope is torn 
In tempest:so the King arose and went 
To smoke the scandalous hive of those wild bees 
That made such honey in his realm.Howbeit 
Some little of this marvel he too saw, 
Returning o'er the plain that then began 
To darken under Camelot; whence the King 
Looked up, calling aloud, "Lo, there! the roofs 
Of our great hall are rolled in thunder-smoke! 
Pray Heaven, they be not smitten by the bolt." 
For dear to Arthur was that hall of ours, 
As having there so oft with all his knights 
Feasted, and as the stateliest under heaven. 
'O brother, had you known our mighty hall, 
Which Merlin built for Arthur long ago! 
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For all the sacred mount of Camelot, 

And all the dim rich city, roof by roof, 

Tower after tower, spire beyond spire, 

By grove, and garden-lawn, and rushing brook, 
Climbs to the mighty hall that Merlin built. 
And four great zones of sculpture, set betwixt 
With many a mystic symbol, gird the hall: 

And in the lowest beasts are slaying men, 

And in the second men are slaying beasts, 

And on the third are warriors, perfect men, 

And on the fourth are men with growing wings, 
And over all one statue in the mould 

Of Arthur, made by Merlin, with a crown, 

And peaked wings pointed to the Northern Star. 
And eastward fronts the statue, and the crown 
And both the wings are made of gold, and flame 
At sunrise till the people in far fields, 

Wasted so often by the heathen hordes, 

Behold it, crying, "We have still a King." 

‘And, brother, had you known our hall within, 
Broader and higher than any in all the lands! 
Where twelve great windows blazon Arthur's wars, 
And all the light that falls upon the board 
Streams through the twelve great battles of our King. 
Nay, one there is, and at the eastern end, 

Wealthy with wandering lines of mount and mere, 
Where Arthur finds the brand Excalibur. 
And also one to the west, and counter to it, 
And blank:and who shall blazon it? when and how?>— 
O there, perchance, when all our wars are done, 
The brand Excalibur will be cast away. 
‘So to this hall full quickly rode the King, 
In horror lest the work by Merlin wrought, 
Dreamlike, should on the sudden vanish, wrapt 
In unremorseful folds of rolling fire. 
And in he rode, and up I glanced, and saw 
The golden dragon sparkling over all: 
And many of those who burnt the hold, their arms 
Hacked, and their foreheads grimed with smoke, and seared, 
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Followed, and in among bright faces, ours, 
Full of the vision, prest:and then the King 
Spake to me, being nearest, "Percivale," 
(Because the hall was all in tumult—some 
Vowing, and some protesting), "what is this?" 
'O brother, when I told him what had chanced, 
My sister's vision, and the rest, his face 
Darkened, as I have seen it more than once, 
When some brave deed seemed to be done in vain, 
Darken; and "Woe is me, my knights," he cried, 
"Had I been here, ye had not sworn the vow." 
Bold was mine answer, "Had thyself been here, 
My King, thou wouldst have sworn.""Yea, yea," said he, 
"Art thou so bold and hast not seen the Grail?" 
Nay, lord, I heard the sound, I saw the light, 
But since I did not see the Holy Thing, 
I sware a vow to follow it till I saw." 
'Then when he asked us, knight by knight, if any 
Had seen it, all their answers were as one: 
"Nay, lord, and therefore have we sworn our vows." 
Lo now," said Arthur, "have ye seen a cloud? 
What go ye into the wilderness to see?" 
"Then Galahad on the sudden, and in a voice 
Shrilling along the hall to Arthur, called, 
"But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy Grail, 
I saw the Holy Grail and heard a cry— 
'O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me." 
Ah, Galahad, Galahad," said the King, "for such 
As thou art is the vision, not for these. 
Thy holy nun and thou have seen a sign— 
Holier is none, my Percivale, than she— 
A sign to maim this Order which I made. 
But ye, that follow but the leader's bell" 
(Brother, the King was hard upon his knights) 
"Taliessin is our fullest throat of song, 
And one hath sung and all the dumb will sing. 
Lancelot is Lancelot, and hath overborne 
Five knights at once, and every younger knight, 
Unproven, holds himself as Lancelot, 
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Till overborne by one, he learns—and ye, 
What are ye? Galahads?—no, nor Percivales" 
(For thus it pleased the King to range me close 
After Sir Galahad); "nay," said he, "but men 
With strength and will to right the wronged, of power 
To lay the sudden heads of violence flat, 
Knights that in twelve great battles splashed and dyed 
The strong White Horse in his own heathen blood— 
But one hath seen, and all the blind will see. 
Go, since your vows are sacred, being made: 
Yet—for ye know the cries of all my realm 
Pass through this hall—how often, O my knights, 
Your places being vacant at my side, 
This chance of noble deeds will come and go 
Unchallenged, while ye follow wandering fires 
Lost in the quagmire! Many of you, yea most, 
Return no more:ye think I show myself 
Too dark a prophet:come now, let us meet 
The morrow morn once more in one full field 
Of gracious pastime, that once more the King, 
Before ye leave him for this Quest, may count 
The yet-unbroken strength of all his knights, 
Rejoicing in that Order which he made." 

'So when the sun broke next from under ground, 
All the great table of our Arthur closed 
And clashed in such a tourney and so full, 
So many lances broken—never yet 
Had Camelot seen the like, since Arthur came; 
And I myself and Galahad, for a strength 
Was in us from this vision, overthrew 
So many knights that all the people cried, 
And almost burst the barriers in their heat, 
Shouting, "Sir Galahad and Sir Percivale!" 

‘But when the next day brake from under ground— 
O brother, had you known our Camelot, 
Built by old kings, age after age, so old 
The King himself had fears that it would fall, 
So strange, and rich, and dim; for where the roofs 
Tottered toward each other in the sky, 
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Met foreheads all along the street of those 
Who watched us pass; and lower, and where the long 
Rich galleries, lady-laden, weighed the necks 
Of dragons clinging to the crazy walls, 
Thicker than drops from thunder, showers of flowers 
Fell as we past; and men and boys astride 
On wyvern, lion, dragon, griffin, swan, 
At all the corners, named us each by name, 
Calling, "God speed!" but in the ways below 
The knights and ladies wept, and rich and poor 
Wept, and the King himself could hardly speak 
For grief, and all in middle street the Queen, 
Who rode by Lancelot, wailed and shrieked aloud, 
"This madness has come on us for our sins." 
So to the Gate of the three Queens we came, 
Where Arthur's wars are rendered mystically, 
And thence departed every one his way. 
‘And I was lifted up in heart, and thought 
Of all my late-shown prowess in the lists, 
How my strong lance had beaten down the knights, 
So many and famous names; and never yet 
Had heaven appeared so blue, nor earth so green, 
For all my blood danced in me, and I knew 
That I should light upon the Holy Grail. 
‘Thereafter, the dark warning of our King, 
That most of us would follow wandering fires, 
Came like a driving gloom across my mind. 
Then every evil word I had spoken once, 
And every evil thought I had thought of old, 
And every evil deed I ever did, 
Awoke and cried, "This Quest is not for thee." 
And lifting up mine eyes, I found myself 
Alone, and in a land of sand and thorns, 
And I was thirsty even unto death; 
And I, too, cried, "This Quest is not for thee." 
‘And on I rode, and when I thought my thirst 
Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and then a brook, 
With one sharp rapid, where the crisping white 
Played ever back upon the sloping wave, 
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And took both ear and eye; and o'er the brook 
Were apple-trees, and apples by the brook 
Fallen, and on the lawns." will rest here," 

I said, "I am not worthy of the Quest;" 

But even while I drank the brook, and ate 
The goodly apples, all these things at once 
Fell into dust, and I was left alone, 

And thirsting, in a land of sand and thorns. 

‘And then behold a woman at a door 
Spinning; and fair the house whereby she sat, 
And kind the woman's eyes and innocent, 
And all her bearing gracious; and she rose 
Opening her arms to meet me, as who should say, 
"Rest here;" but when I touched her, lo! she, too, 
Fell into dust and nothing, and the house 
Became no better than a broken shed, 

And in it a dead babe; and also this 
Fell into dust, and I was left alone. 

‘And on I rode, and greater was my thirst. 
Then flashed a yellow gleam across the world, 
And where it smote the plowshare in the field, 
The plowman left his plowing, and fell down 
Before it; where it glittered on her pail, 

The milkmaid left her milking, and fell down 

Before it, and I knew not why, but thought 

"The sun is rising," though the sun had risen. 

Then was I ware of one that on me moved 

In golden armour with a crown of gold 

About a casque all jewels; and his horse 

In golden armour jewelled everywhere: 

And on the splendour came, flashing me blind; 

And seemed to me the Lord of all the world, 

Being so huge.But when I thought he meant 

To crush me, moving on me, lo! he, too, 

Opened his arms to embrace me as he came, 

And up I went and touched him, and he, too, 

Fell into dust, and I was left alone 

And wearying in a land of sand and thorns. 
‘And I rode on and found a mighty hill, 
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And on the top, a city walled:the spires 
Pricked with incredible pinnacles into heaven. 
And by the gateway stirred a crowd; and these 
Cried to me climbing, "Welcome, Percivale! 
Thou mightiest and thou purest among men!" 
And glad was I and clomb, but found at top 
No man, nor any voice.And thence I past 
Far through a ruinous city, and I saw 
That man had once dwelt there; but there I found 
Only one man of an exceeding age. 
"Where is that goodly company," said I, 
"That so cried out upon me?" and he had 
Scarce any voice to answer, and yet gasped, 
"Whence and what art thou?" and even as he spoke 
Fell into dust, and disappeared, and I 
Was left alone once more, and cried in grief, 
"Lo, if I find the Holy Grail itself 
And touch it, it will crumble into dust." 

‘And thence I dropt into a lowly vale, 
Low as the hill was high, and where the vale 
Was lowest, found a chapel, and thereby 
A holy hermit in a hermitage, 
To whom I told my phantoms, and he said: 

"O son, thou hast not true humility, 
The highest virtue, mother of them all; 
For when the Lord of all things made Himself 
Naked of glory for His mortal change, 
'Take thou my robe, ' she said, ‘for all is thine,’ 
And all her form shone forth with sudden light 
So that the angels were amazed, and she 
Followed Him down, and like a flying star 
Led on the gray-haired wisdom of the east; 
But her thou hast not known:for what is this 
Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy sins? 
Thou hast not lost thyself to save thyself 
As Galahad."When the hermit made an end, 
In silver armour suddenly Galahad shone 
Before us, and against the chapel door 
Laid lance, and entered, and we knelt in prayer. 
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And there the hermit slaked my burning thirst, 
And at the sacring of the mass I saw 

The holy elements alone; but he, 

"Saw ye no more?I, Galahad, saw the Grail, 

The Holy Grail, descend upon the shrine: 

I saw the fiery face as of a child 

That smote itself into the bread, and went; 

And hither am I come; and never yet 

Hath what thy sister taught me first to see, 

This Holy Thing, failed from my side, nor come 
Covered, but moving with me night and day, 
Fainter by day, but always in the night 

Blood-red, and sliding down the blackened marsh 
Blood-red, and on the naked mountain top 
Blood-red, and in the sleeping mere below 
Blood-red.And in the strength of this I rode, 
Shattering all evil customs everywhere, 

And past through Pagan realms, and made them mine, 
And clashed with Pagan hordes, and bore them down, 
And broke through all, and in the strength of this 
Come victor.But my time is hard at hand, 

And hence I go; and one will crown me king 

Far in the spiritual city; and come thou, too, 

For thou shalt see the vision when I go." 

While thus he spake, his eye, dwelling on mine, 
Drew me, with power upon me, till I grew 
One with him, to believe as he believed. 

Then, when the day began to wane, we went. 

'There rose a hill that none but man could climb, 
Scarred with a hundred wintry water-courses— 
Storm at the top, and when we gained it, storm 
Round us and death; for every moment glanced 
His silver arms and gloomed:so quick and thick 
The lightnings here and there to left and right 
Struck, till the dry old trunks about us, dead, 

Yea, rotten with a hundred years of death, 
Sprang into fire:and at the base we found 
On either hand, as far as eye could see, 

A great black swamp and of an evil smell, 
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Part black, part whitened with the bones of men, 
Not to be crost, save that some ancient king 
Had built a way, where, linked with many a bridge, 
A thousand piers ran into the great Sea. 

And Galahad fled along them bridge by bridge, 
And every bridge as quickly as he crost 

Sprang into fire and vanished, though I yearned 
To follow; and thrice above him all the heavens 
Opened and blazed with thunder such as seemed 
Shoutings of all the sons of God:and first 

At once I saw him far on the great Sea, 

In silver-shining armour starry-clear; 

And o'er his head the Holy Vessel hung 

Clothed in white samite or a luminous cloud. 
And with exceeding swiftness ran the boat, 

If boat it were—I saw not whence it came. 

And when the heavens opened and blazed again 
Roaring, I saw him like a silver star— 

And had he set the sail, or had the boat 

Become a living creature clad with wings? 

And o'er his head the Holy Vessel hung 

Redder than any rose, a joy to me, 

For now I knew the veil had been withdrawn. 
Then in a moment when they blazed again 
Opening, I saw the least of little stars 

Down on the waste, and straight beyond the star 
I saw the spiritual city and all her spires 

And gateways in a glory like one pearl— 

No larger, though the goal of all the saints— 
Strike from the sea; and from the star there shot 
A rose-red sparkle to the city, and there 

Dwelt, and I knew it was the Holy Grail, 

Which never eyes on earth again shall see. 

Then fell the floods of heaven drowning the deep. 
And how my feet recrost the deathful ridge 

No memory in me lives; but that I touched 

The chapel-doors at dawn I know; and thence 
Taking my war-horse from the holy man, 

Glad that no phantom vext me more, returned 
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To whence I came, the gate of Arthur's wars. 

'O brother,’ asked Ambrosius,—'for in sooth 
These ancient books—and they would win thee—teem, 
Only I find not there this Holy Grail, 
With miracles and marvels like to these, 
Not all unlike; which oftentime I read, 
Who read but on my breviary with ease, 
Till my head swims; and then go forth and pass 
Down to the little thorpe that lies so close, 
And almost plastered like a martin's nest 
To these old walls—and mingle with our folk; 
And knowing every honest face of theirs 
As well as ever shepherd knew his sheep, 
And every homely secret in their hearts, 
Delight myself with gossip and old wives, 
And ills and aches, and teethings, lyings-in, 
And mirthful sayings, children of the place, 
That have no meaning half a league away: 
Or lulling random squabbles when they rise, 
Chafferings and chatterings at the market-cross, 
Rejoice, small man, in this small world of mine, 
Yea, even in their hens and in their eggs— 
O brother, saving this Sir Galahad, 
Came ye on none but phantoms in your quest, 
No man, no woman?’ 

Then Sir Percivale: 
‘All men, to one so bound by such a vow, 
And women were as phantoms.O, my brother, 
Why wilt thou shame me to confess to thee 
How far I faltered from my quest and vow? 
For after I had lain so many nights 
A bedmate of the snail and eft and snake, 
In grass and burdock, I was changed to wan 
And meagre, and the vision had not come; 
And then I chanced upon a goodly town 
With one great dwelling in the middle of it; 
Thither I made, and there was I disarmed 
By maidens each as fair as any flower: 
But when they led me into hall, behold, 


5239 XRN 


The Princess of that castle was the one, 

Brother, and that one only, who had ever 

Made my heart leap; for when I moved of old 

A slender page about her father's hall, 

And she a slender maiden, all my heart 

Went after her with longing:yet we twain 

Had never kissed a kiss, or vowed a vow. 

And now I came upon her once again, 

And one had wedded her, and he was dead, 

And all his land and wealth and state were hers. 

And while I tarried, every day she set 

A banquet richer than the day before 

By me; for all her longing and her will 

Was toward me as of old; till one fair morn, 

I walking to and fro beside a stream 

That flashed across her orchard underneath 

Her castle-walls, she stole upon my walk, 

And calling me the greatest of all knights, 

Embraced me, and so kissed me the first time, 

And gave herself and all her wealth to me. 

Then I remembered Arthur's warning word, 

That most of us would follow wandering fires, 

And the Quest faded in my heart.Anon, 

The heads of all her people drew to me, 

With supplication both of knees and tongue: 

"We have heard of thee:thou art our greatest knight, 

Our Lady says it, and we well believe: 

Wed thou our Lady, and rule over us, 

And thou shalt be as Arthur in our land." 

O me, my brother! but one night my vow 

Burnt me within, so that I rose and fled, 

But wailed and wept, and hated mine own self, 

And even the Holy Quest, and all but her; 

Then after I was joined with Galahad 

Cared not for her, nor anything upon earth.’ 
Then said the monk, 'Poor men, when yule is cold, 

Must be content to sit by little fires. 

And this am I, so that ye care for me 

Ever so little; yea, and blest be Heaven 
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That brought thee here to this poor house of ours 
Where all the brethren are so hard, to warm 
My cold heart with a friend:but O the pity 
To find thine own first love once more—to hold, 
Hold her a wealthy bride within thine arms, 
Or all but hold, and then—cast her aside, 
Foregoing all her sweetness, like a weed. 
For we that want the warmth of double life, 
We that are plagued with dreams of something sweet 
Beyond all sweetness in a life so rich,— 
Ah, blessed Lord, I speak too earthlywise, 
Seeing I never strayed beyond the cell, 
But live like an old badger in his earth, 
With earth about him everywhere, despite 
All fast and penance.Saw ye none beside, 
None of your knights?" 
"Yea so,' said Percivale: 
‘One night my pathway swerving east, I saw 
The pelican on the casque of our Sir Bors 
All in the middle of the rising moon: 
And toward him spurred, and hailed him, and he me, 
And each made joy of either; then he asked, 
"Where is he? hast thou seen him—Lancelot?—Once," 
Said good Sir Bors, "he dashed across me—mad, 
And maddening what he rode:and when I cried, 
'Ridest thou then so hotly on a quest 
So holy,' Lancelot shouted, 'Stay me not! 
I have been the sluggard, and I ride apace, 
For now there is a lion in the way.’ 
So vanished." 
‘Then Sir Bors had ridden on 
Softly, and sorrowing for our Lancelot, 
Because his former madness, once the talk 
And scandal of our table, had returned; 
For Lancelot's kith and kin so worship him 
That ill to him is ill to them; to Bors 
Beyond the rest:he well had been content 
Not to have seen, so Lancelot might have seen, 
The Holy Cup of healing; and, indeed, 
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Being so clouded with his grief and love, 

Small heart was his after the Holy Quest: 

If God would send the vision, well:if not, 

The Quest and he were in the hands of Heaven. 
‘And then, with small adventure met, Sir Bors 

Rode to the lonest tract of all the realm, 

And found a people there among their crags, 

Our race and blood, a remnant that were left 

Paynim amid their circles, and the stones 

They pitch up straight to heaven:and their wise men 

Were strong in that old magic which can trace 

The wandering of the stars, and scoffed at him 

And this high Quest as at a simple thing: 

Told him he followed—almost Arthur's words— 

A mocking fire:"what other fire than he, 

Whereby the blood beats, and the blossom blows, 

And the sea rolls, and all the world is warmed?" 

And when his answer chafed them, the rough crowd, 

Hearing he had a difference with their priests, 

Seized him, and bound and plunged him into a cell 

Of great piled stones; and lying bounden there 

In darkness through innumerable hours 

He heard the hollow-ringing heavens sweep 

Over him till by miracle—what else?— 

Heavy as it was, a great stone slipt and fell, 

Such as no wind could move:and through the gap 

Glimmered the streaming scud:then came a night 

Still as the day was loud; and through the gap 

The seven clear stars of Arthur's Table Round— 

For, brother, so one night, because they roll 

Through such a round in heaven, we named the stars, 

Rejoicing in ourselves and in our King— 

And these, like bright eyes of familiar friends, 

In on him shone:"And then to me, to me," 

Said good Sir Bors, "beyond all hopes of mine, 

Who scarce had prayed or asked it for myself— 

Across the seven clear stars—O grace to me— 

In colour like the fingers of a hand 

Before a burning taper, the sweet Grail 
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Glided and past, and close upon it pealed 
A sharp quick thunder." Afterwards, a maid, 
Who kept our holy faith among her kin 

In secret, entering, loosed and let him go. 

To whom the monk:'And I remember now 
That pelican on the casque:Sir Bors it was 
Who spake so low and sadly at our board; 

And mighty reverent at our grace was he: 

A square-set man and honest; and his eyes, 

An out-door sign of all the warmth within, 
Smiled with his lips—a smile beneath a cloud, 
But heaven had meant it for a sunny one: 

Ay, ay, Sir Bors, who else?But when ye reached 
The city, found ye all your knights returned, 

Or was there sooth in Arthur's prophecy, 

Tell me, and what said each, and what the King?’ 

Then answered Percivale:'And that can I, 
Brother, and truly; since the living words 
Of so great men as Lancelot and our King 
Pass not from door to door and out again, 

But sit within the house.O, when we reached 
The city, our horses stumbling as they trode 
On heaps of ruin, hornless unicorns, 

Cracked basilisks, and splintered cockatrices, 
And shattered talbots, which had left the stones 
Raw, that they fell from, brought us to the hall. 

‘And there sat Arthur on the dais-throne, 
And those that had gone out upon the Quest, 
Wasted and worn, and but a tithe of them, 

And those that had not, stood before the King, 
Who, when he saw me, rose, and bad me hail, 
Saying, "A welfare in thine eye reproves 

Our fear of some disastrous chance for thee 

On hill, or plain, at sea, or flooding ford. 

So fierce a gale made havoc here of late 

Among the strange devices of our kings; 

Yea, shook this newer, stronger hall of ours, 

And from the statue Merlin moulded for us 
Half-wrenched a golden wing; but now—the Quest, 
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This vision—hast thou seen the Holy Cup, 
That Joseph brought of old to Glastonbury?" 
'So when I told him all thyself hast heard, 
Ambrosius, and my fresh but fixt resolve 
To pass away into the quiet life, 
He answered not, but, sharply turning, asked 
Of Gawain, "Gawain, was this Quest for thee?" 
"Nay, lord," said Gawain, "not for such as I. 
Therefore I communed with a saintly man, 
Who made me sure the Quest was not for me; 
For I was much awearied of the Quest: 
But found a silk pavilion in a field, 
And merry maidens in it; and then this gale 
Tore my pavilion from the tenting-pin, 
And blew my merry maidens all about 
With all discomfort; yea, and but for this, 
My twelvemonth and a day were pleasant to me." 
"He ceased; and Arthur turned to whom at first 
He saw not, for Sir Bors, on entering, pushed 
Athwart the throng to Lancelot, caught his hand, 
Held it, and there, half-hidden by him, stood, 
Until the King espied him, saying to him, 
"Hail, Bors! if ever loyal man and true 
Could see it, thou hast seen the Grail;" and Bors, 
"Ask me not, for I may not speak of it: 
I saw it;" and the tears were in his eyes. 
"Then there remained but Lancelot, for the rest 
Spake but of sundry perils in the storm; 
Perhaps, like him of Cana in Holy Writ, 
Our Arthur kept his best until the last; 
"Thou, too, my Lancelot," asked the king, "my friend, 
Our mightiest, hath this Quest availed for thee?" 
"Our mightiest!" answered Lancelot, with a groan; 
"O King!"—and when he paused, methought I spied 
A dying fire of madness in his eyes— 
"O King, my friend, if friend of thine I be, 
Happier are those that welter in their sin, 
Swine in the mud, that cannot see for slime, 
Slime of the ditch:but in me lived a sin 
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So strange, of such a kind, that all of pure, 
Noble, and knightly in me twined and clung 
Round that one sin, until the wholesome flower 
And poisonous grew together, each as each, 

Not to be plucked asunder; and when thy knights 
Sware, I sware with them only in the hope 

That could I touch or see the Holy Grail 

They might be plucked asunder.Then I spake 

To one most holy saint, who wept and said, 

That save they could be plucked asunder, all 

My quest were but in vain; to whom I vowed 
That I would work according as he willed. 

And forth I went, and while I yearned and strove 
To tear the twain asunder in my heart, 

My madness came upon me as of old, 

And whipt me into waste fields far away; 

There was I beaten down by little men, 

Mean knights, to whom the moving of my sword 
And shadow of my spear had been enow 

To scare them from me once; and then I came 
All in my folly to the naked shore, 

Wide flats, where nothing but coarse grasses grew; 
But such a blast, my King, began to blow, 

So loud a blast along the shore and sea, 

Ye could not hear the waters for the blast, 
Though heapt in mounds and ridges all the sea 
Drove like a cataract, and all the sand 

Swept like a river, and the clouded heavens 
Were shaken with the motion and the sound. 
And blackening in the sea-foam swayed a boat, 
Half-swallowed in it, anchored with a chain; 
And in my madness to myself I said, 

'T will embark and I will lose myself, 

And in the great sea wash away my sin.' 

I burst the chain, I sprang into the boat. 

Seven days I drove along the dreary deep, 

And with me drove the moon and all the stars; 
And the wind fell, and on the seventh night 

I heard the shingle grinding in the surge, 
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And felt the boat shock earth, and looking up, 
Behold, the enchanted towers of Carbonek, 

A castle like a rock upon a rock, 

With chasm-like portals open to the sea, 

And steps that met the breaker! there was none 
Stood near it but a lion on each side 

That kept the entry, and the moon was full. 
Then from the boat I leapt, and up the stairs. 
There drew my sword.With sudden-flaring manes 
Those two great beasts rose upright like a man, 
Each gript a shoulder, and I stood between; 
And, when I would have smitten them, heard a voice, 
‘Doubt not, go forward; if thou doubt, the beasts 
Will tear thee piecemeal."Then with violence 
The sword was dashed from out my hand, and fell. 
And up into the sounding hall I past; 

But nothing in the sounding hall I saw, 

No bench nor table, painting on the wall 

Or shield of knight; only the rounded moon 
Through the tall oriel on the rolling sea. 

But always in the quiet house I heard, 

Clear as a lark, high o'er me as a lark, 

A sweet voice singing in the topmost tower 

To the eastward:up I climbed a thousand steps 
With pain:as in a dream I seemed to climb 

For ever:at the last I reached a door, 

A light was in the crannies, and I heard, 

‘Glory and joy and honour to our Lord 

And to the Holy Vessel of the Grail.’ 

Then in my madness I essayed the door; 

It gave; and through a stormy glare, a heat 

As from a seventimes-heated furnace, I, 

Blasted and burnt, and blinded as I was, 

With such a fierceness that I swooned away— 
O, yet methought I saw the Holy Grail, 

All palled in crimson samite, and around 

Great angels, awful shapes, and wings and eyes. 
And but for all my madness and my sin, 

And then my swooning, I had sworn I saw 
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That which I saw; but what I saw was veiled 
And covered; and this Quest was not for me." 
'So speaking, and here ceasing, Lancelot left 
The hall long silent, till Sir Gawain—nay, 
Brother, I need not tell thee foolish words,— 
A reckless and irreverent knight was he, 
Now boldened by the silence of his King,— 
Well, I will tell thee:"O King, my liege," he said, 
"Hath Gawain failed in any quest of thine? 
When have I stinted stroke in foughten field? 
But as for thine, my good friend Percivale, 
Thy holy nun and thou have driven men mad, 
Yea, made our mightiest madder than our least. 
But by mine eyes and by mine ears I swear, 
I will be deafer than the blue-eyed cat, 
And thrice as blind as any noonday owl, 
To holy virgins in their ecstasies, 
Henceforward." 
 Deafer," said the blameless King, 
"Gawain, and blinder unto holy things 
Hope not to make thyself by idle vows, 
Being too blind to have desire to see. 
But if indeed there came a sign from heaven, 
Blessed are Bors, Lancelot and Percivale, 
For these have seen according to their sight. 
For every fiery prophet in old times, 
And all the sacred madness of the bard, 
When God made music through them, could but speak 
His music by the framework and the chord; 
And as ye Saw it ye have spoken truth. 
'Nay—but thou errest, Lancelot:never yet 
Could all of true and noble in knight and man 
Twine round one sin, whatever it might be, 
With such a closeness, but apart there grew, 
Save that he were the swine thou spakest of, 
Some root of knighthood and pure nobleness; 
Whereto see thou, that it may bear its flower. 
™ And spake I not too truly, O my knights? 
Was I too dark a prophet when I said 
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To those who went upon the Holy Quest, 

That most of them would follow wandering fires, 
Lost in the quagmire?—lost to me and gone, 
And left me gazing at a barren board, 

And a lean Order—scarce returned a tithe— 
And out of those to whom the vision came 

My greatest hardly will believe he saw; 
Another hath beheld it afar off, 

And leaving human wrongs to right themselves, 
Cares but to pass into the silent life. 

And one hath had the vision face to face, 

And now his chair desires him here in vain, 
However they may crown him otherwhere. 

' And some among you held, that if the King 
Had seen the sight he would have sworn the vow: 
Not easily, seeing that the King must guard 
That which he rules, and is but as the hind 
To whom a space of land is given to plow. 

Who may not wander from the allotted field 

Before his work be done; but, being done, 

Let visions of the night or of the day 

Come, as they will; and many a time they come, 

Until this earth he walks on seems not earth, 

This light that strikes his eyeball is not light, 

This air that smites his forehead is not air 

But vision—yea, his very hand and foot— 

In moments when he feels he cannot die, 

And knows himself no vision to himself, 

Nor the high God a vision, nor that One 

Who rose again:ye have seen what ye have seen." 
'So spake the King:I knew not all he meant." 
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Pelleas and Ettarre 


Sa 


King Arthur made new knights to fill the gap 

Left by the Holy Quest; and as he sat 

In hall at old Caerleon, the high doors 

Were softly sundered, and through these a youth, 

Pelleas, and the sweet smell of the fields 

Past, and the sunshine came along with him. 
‘Make me thy knight, because I know, Sir King, 

All that belongs to knighthood, and I love. 

Such was his cry:for having heard the King 

Had let proclaim a tournament—the prize 

A golden circlet and a knightly sword, 

Full fain had Pelleas for his lady won 

The golden circlet, for himself the sword: 

And there were those who knew him near the King, 

And promised for him:and Arthur made him knight. 
And this new knight, Sir Pelleas of the isles— 

But lately come to his inheritance, 

And lord of many a barren isle was he— 

Riding at noon, a day or twain before, 

Across the forest called of Dean, to find 

Caerleon and the King, had felt the sun 

Beat like a strong knight on his helm, and reeled 

Almost to falling from his horse; but saw 

Near him a mound of even-sloping side, 

Whereon a hundred stately beeches grew, 

And here and there great hollies under them; 

But for a mile all round was open space, 

And fern and heath:and slowly Pelleas drew 

To that dim day, then binding his good horse 

To a tree, cast himself down; and as he lay 

At random looking over the brown earth 
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Through that green-glooming twilight of the grove, 
It seemed to Pelleas that the fern without 
Burnt as a living fire of emeralds, 
So that his eyes were dazzled looking at it. 
Then o'er it crost the dimness of a cloud 
Floating, and once the shadow of a bird 
Flying, and then a fawn; and his eyes closed. 
And since he loved all maidens, but no maid 
In special, half-awake he whispered, "Where? 
O where? I love thee, though I know thee not. 
For fair thou art and pure as Guinevere, 
And I will make thee with my spear and sword 
As famous—O my Queen, my Guinevere, 
For I will be thine Arthur when we meet.’ 
Suddenly wakened with a sound of talk 
And laughter at the limit of the wood, 
And glancing through the hoary boles, he saw, 
Strange as to some old prophet might have seemed 
A vision hovering on a sea of fire, 
Damsels in divers colours like the cloud 
Of sunset and sunrise, and all of them 
On horses, and the horses richly trapt 
Breast-high in that bright line of bracken stood: 
And all the damsels talked confusedly, 
And one was pointing this way, and one that, 
Because the way was lost. 
And Pelleas rose, 
And loosed his horse, and led him to the light. 
There she that seemed the chief among them said, 
‘In happy time behold our pilot-star! 
Youth, we are damsels-errant, and we ride, 
Armed as ye see, to tilt against the knights 
There at Caerleon, but have lost our way: 
To right? to left? straight forward? back again? 
Which? tell us quickly.’ 
Pelleas gazing thought, 
‘Is Guinevere herself so beautiful?’ 
For large her violet eyes looked, and her bloom 
A rosy dawn kindled in stainless heavens, 
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And round her limbs, mature in womanhood; 
And slender was her hand and small her shape; 
And but for those large eyes, the haunts of scorn, 
She might have seemed a toy to trifle with, 

And pass and care no more.But while he gazed 
The beauty of her flesh abashed the boy, 

As though it were the beauty of her soul: 

For as the base man, judging of the good, 

Puts his own baseness in him by default 

Of will and nature, so did Pelleas lend 

All the young beauty of his own soul to hers, 
Believing her; and when she spake to him, 
Stammered, and could not make her a reply. 

For out of the waste islands had he come, 

Where saving his own sisters he had known 
Scarce any but the women of his isles, 

Rough wives, that laughed and screamed against the gulls, 
Makers of nets, and living from the sea. 

Then with a slow smile turned the lady round 
And looked upon her people; and as when 
A stone is flung into some sleeping tarn, 

The circle widens till it lip the marge, 

Spread the slow smile through all her company. 
Three knights were thereamong; and they too smiled, 
Scorning him; for the lady was Ettarre, 

And she was a great lady in her land. 

Again she said, 'O wild and of the woods, 
Knowest thou not the fashion of our speech? 

Or have the Heavens but given thee a fair face, 
Lacking a tongue?’ 

'O damsel,' answered he, 

‘I woke from dreams; and coming out of gloom 
Was dazzled by the sudden light, and crave 
Pardon:but will ye to Caerleon?I 

Go likewise:shall I lead you to the King?’ 

‘Lead then,’ she said; and through the woods they went. 
And while they rode, the meaning in his eyes, 
His tenderness of manner, and chaste awe, 

His broken utterances and bashfulness, 
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Were all a burthen to her, and in her heart 

She muttered, 'I have lighted on a fool, 

Raw, yet so stale!'But since her mind was bent 
On hearing, after trumpet blown, her name 
And title, ‘Queen of Beauty,’ in the lists 
Cried—and beholding him so strong, she thought 
That peradventure he will fight for me, 

And win the circlet:therefore flattered him, 
Being so gracious, that he wellnigh deemed 
His wish by hers was echoed; and her knights 
And all her damsels too were gracious to him, 
For she was a great lady. 

And when they reached 
Caerleon, ere they past to lodging, she, 

Taking his hand, 'O the strong hand,' she said, 
‘See! look at mine! but wilt thou fight for me, 
And win me this fine circlet, Pelleas, 

That I may love thee?’ 

Then his helpless heart 
Leapt, and he cried, 'Ay! wilt thou if I win?’ 

‘Ay, that will I,’ she answered, and she laughed, 
And straitly nipt the hand, and flung it from her; 
Then glanced askew at those three knights of hers, 
Till all her ladies laughed along with her. 

'O happy world,’ thought Pelleas, 'all, meseems, 

Are happy; I the happiest of them all.’ 

Nor slept that night for pleasure in his blood, 

And green wood-ways, and eyes among the leaves; 
Then being on the morrow knighted, sware 

To love one only.And as he came away, 

The men who met him rounded on their heels 

And wondered after him, because his face 

Shone like the countenance of a priest of old 
Against the flame about a sacrifice 

Kindled by fire from heaven:so glad was he. 

Then Arthur made vast banquets, and strange knights 
From the four winds came in:and each one sat, 
Though served with choice from air, land, stream, and sea, 
Oft in mid-banquet measuring with his eyes 
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His neighbour's make and might:and Pelleas looked 
Noble among the noble, for he dreamed 

His lady loved him, and he knew himself 

Loved of the King:and him his new-made knight 
Worshipt, whose lightest whisper moved him more 
Than all the ranged reasons of the world. 

Then blushed and brake the morning of the jousts, 
And this was called "The Tournament of Youth:' 
For Arthur, loving his young knight, withheld 
His older and his mightier from the lists, 

That Pelleas might obtain his lady's love, 
According to her promise, and remain 

Lord of the tourney.And Arthur had the jousts 
Down in the flat field by the shore of Usk 
Holden:the gilded parapets were crowned 
With faces, and the great tower filled with eyes 
Up to the summit, and the trumpets blew. 
There all day long Sir Pelleas kept the field 
With honour:so by that strong hand of his 

The sword and golden circlet were achieved. 

Then rang the shout his lady loved:the heat 
Of pride and glory fired her face; her eye 
Sparkled; she caught the circlet from his lance, 
And there before the people crowned herself: 

So for the last time she was gracious to him. 

Then at Caerleon for a space—her look 
Bright for all others, cloudier on her knight— 
Lingered Ettarre:and seeing Pelleas droop, 

Said Guinevere, 'We marvel at thee much, 

O damsel, wearing this unsunny face 

To him who won thee glory!'And she said, 

'Had ye not held your Lancelot in your bower, 

My Queen, he had not won.'Whereat the Queen, 
As one whose foot is bitten by an ant, 

Glanced down upon her, turned and went her way. 

But after, when her damsels, and herself, 

And those three knights all set their faces home, 
Sir Pelleas followed.She that saw him cried, 
‘Damsels—and yet I should be shamed to say it— 
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I cannot bide Sir Baby.Keep him back 

Among yourselves.Would rather that we had 

Some rough old knight who knew the worldly way, 
Albeit grizzlier than a bear, to ride 

And jest with:take him to you, keep him off, 

And pamper him with papmeat, if ye will, 

Old milky fables of the wolf and sheep, 

Such as the wholesome mothers tell their boys. 
Nay, should ye try him with a merry one 

To find his mettle, good:and if he fly us, 

Small matter! let him.'"This her damsels heard, 

And mindful of her small and cruel hand, 

They, closing round him through the journey home, 
Acted her hest, and always from her side 
Restrained him with all manner of device, 

So that he could not come to speech with her. 

And when she gained her castle, upsprang the bridge, 
Down rang the grate of iron through the groove, 
And he was left alone in open field. 

‘These be the ways of ladies,’ Pelleas thought, 
"To those who love them, trials of our faith. 

Yea, let her prove me to the uttermost, 

For loyal to the uttermost am I.' 

So made his moan; and darkness falling, sought 
A priory not far off, there lodged, but rose 
With morning every day, and, moist or dry, 
Full-armed upon his charger all day long 

Sat by the walls, and no one opened to him. 

And this persistence turned her scorn to wrath. 
Then calling her three knights, she charged them, ‘Out! 
And drive him from the walls.'And out they came 
But Pelleas overthrew them as they dashed 
Against him one by one; and these returned, 

But still he kept his watch beneath the wall. 

Thereon her wrath became a hate; and once, 

A week beyond, while walking on the walls 

With her three knights, she pointed downward, 'Look, 
He haunts me—I cannot breathe—besieges me; 
Down! strike him! put my hate into your strokes, 
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And drive him from my walls.'And down they went, 

And Pelleas overthrew them one by one; 

And from the tower above him cried Ettarre, 

‘Bind him, and bring him in. 
He heard her voice; 

Then let the strong hand, which had overthrown 

Her minion-knights, by those he overthrew 

Be bounden straight, and so they brought him in. 
Then when he came before Ettarre, the sight 

Of her rich beauty made him at one glance 

More bondsman in his heart than in his bonds. 

Yet with good cheer he spake, ‘Behold me, Lady, 

A prisoner, and the vassal of thy will; 

And if thou keep me in thy donjon here, 

Content am I so that I see thy face 

But once a day:for I have sworn my vows, 

And thou hast given thy promise, and I know 

That all these pains are trials of my faith, 

And that thyself, when thou hast seen me strained 

And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length 

Yield me thy love and know me for thy knight.’ 
Then she began to rail so bitterly, 

With all her damsels, he was stricken mute; 

But when she mocked his vows and the great King, 

Lighted on words:'For pity of thine own self, 

Peace, Lady, peace:is he not thine and mine?’ 

'Thou fool,' she said, 'I never heard his voice 

But longed to break away.Unbind him now, 

And thrust him out of doors; for save he be 

Fool to the midmost marrow of his bones, 

He will return no more.'And those, her three, 

Laughed, and unbound, and thrust him from the gate. 
And after this, a week beyond, again 

She called them, saying, "There he watches yet, 

There like a dog before his master's door! 

Kicked, he returns:do ye not hate him, ye? 

Ye know yourselves:how can ye bide at peace, 

Affronted with his fulsome innocence? 

Are ye but creatures of the board and bed, 
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No men to strike?Fall on him all at once, 
And if ye slay him I reck not:if ye fail, 
Give ye the slave mine order to be bound, 
Bind him as heretofore, and bring him in: 
It may be ye shall slay him in his bonds." 

She spake; and at her will they couched their spears, 
Three against one:and Gawain passing by, 
Bound upon solitary adventure, saw 
Low down beneath the shadow of those towers 
A villainy, three to one:and through his heart 
The fire of honour and all noble deeds 
Flashed, and he called, 'I strike upon thy side— 
The caitiffs!"Nay,' said Pelleas, 'but forbear; 

He needs no aid who doth his lady's will.’ 

So Gawain, looking at the villainy done, 
Forbore, but in his heat and eagerness 
Trembled and quivered, as the dog, withheld 
A moment from the vermin that he sees 
Before him, shivers, ere he springs and kills. 

And Pelleas overthrew them, one to three; 
And they rose up, and bound, and brought him in. 
Then first her anger, leaving Pelleas, burned 
Full on her knights in many an evil name 
Of craven, weakling, and thrice-beaten hound: 
"Yet, take him, ye that scarce are fit to touch, 

Far less to bind, your victor, and thrust him out, 
And let who will release him from his bonds. 
And if he comes again'—there she brake short; 
And Pelleas answered, 'Lady, for indeed 

I loved you and I deemed you beautiful, 

I cannot brook to see your beauty marred 
Through evil spite:and if ye love me not, 

I cannot bear to dream you so forsworn: 

I had liefer ye were worthy of my love, 

Than to be loved again of you—farewell; 

And though ye kill my hope, not yet my love, 
Vex not yourself:ye will not see me more.’ 

While thus he spake, she gazed upon the man 
Of princely bearing, though in bonds, and thought, 
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'Why have I pushed him from me? this man loves, 
If love there be:yet him I loved not.Why? 
I deemed him fool? yea, so? or that in him 
A something—was it nobler than myself? 
Seemed my reproach?He is not of my kind. 
He could not love me, did he know me well. 
Nay, let him go—and quickly.'And her knights 
Laughed not, but thrust him bounden out of door. 
Forth sprang Gawain, and loosed him from his bonds, 
And flung them o'er the walls; and afterward, 
Shaking his hands, as from a lazar's rag, 
‘Faith of my body,’ he said, ‘and art thou not— 
Yea thou art he, whom late our Arthur made 
Knight of his table; yea and he that won 
The circlet? wherefore hast thou so defamed 
Thy brotherhood in me and all the rest, 
As let these caitiffs on thee work their will?’ 
And Pelleas answered, 'O, their wills are hers 
For whom I won the circlet; and mine, hers, 
Thus to be bounden, so to see her face, 
Marred though it be with spite and mockery now, 
Other than when I found her in the woods; 
And though she hath me bounden but in spite, 
And all to flout me, when they bring me in, 
Let me be bounden, I shall see her face; 
Else must I die through mine unhappiness.’ 
And Gawain answered kindly though in scorn, 
'Why, let my lady bind me if she will, 
And let my lady beat me if she will: 
But an she send her delegate to thrall 
These fighting hands of mine—Christ kill me then 
But I will slice him handless by the wrist, 
And let my lady sear the stump for him, 
Howl as he may.But hold me for your friend: 
Come, ye know nothing:here I pledge my troth, 
Yea, by the honour of the Table Round, 
I will be leal to thee and work thy work, 
And tame thy jailing princess to thine hand. 
Lend me thine horse and arms, and I will say 
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That I have slain thee.She will let me in 

To hear the manner of thy fight and fall; 

Then, when I come within her counsels, then 

From prime to vespers will I chant thy praise 

As prowest knight and truest lover, more 

Than any have sung thee living, till she long 

To have thee back in lusty life again, 

Not to be bound, save by white bonds and warm, 

Dearer than freedom.Wherefore now thy horse 

And armour:let me go:be comforted: 

Give me three days to melt her fancy, and hope 

The third night hence will bring thee news of gold.' 
Then Pelleas lent his horse and all his arms, 

Saving the goodly sword, his prize, and took 

Gawain's, and said, ‘Betray me not, but help— 

Art thou not he whom men call light-of-love?' 
‘Ay,’ said Gawain, ‘for women be so light.’ 

Then bounded forward to the castle walls, 

And raised a bugle hanging from his neck, 

And winded it, and that so musically 

That all the old echoes hidden in the wall 

Rang out like hollow woods at hunting-tide. 
Up ran a score of damsels to the tower; 

‘Avaunt,' they cried, 'our lady loves thee not.’ 

But Gawain lifting up his vizor said, 

‘Gawain am I, Gawain of Arthur's court, 

And I have slain this Pelleas whom ye hate: 

Behold his horse and armour.Open gates, 

And I will make you merry.’ 
And down they ran, 

Her damsels, crying to their lady, 'Lo! 

Pelleas is dead—he told us—he that hath 

His horse and armour:will ye let him in? 

He slew him!Gawain, Gawain of the court, 

Sir Gawain—there he waits below the wall, 

Blowing his bugle as who should say him nay.’ 
And so, leave given, straight on through open door 

Rode Gawain, whom she greeted courteously. 

‘Dead, is it so?’ she asked.'Ay, ay,' said he, 
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‘And oft in dying cried upon your name.' 

‘Pity on him,' she answered, 'a good knight, 

But never let me bide one hour at peace.’ 

‘Ay,’ thought Gawain, ‘and you be fair enow: 

But I to your dead man have given my troth, 

That whom ye loathe, him will I make you love. 
So those three days, aimless about the land, 

Lost in a doubt, Pelleas wandering 

Waited, until the third night brought a moon 

With promise of large light on woods and ways. 
Hot was the night and silent; but a sound 

Of Gawain ever coming, and this lay— 

Which Pelleas had heard sung before the Queen, 

And seen her sadden listening—vext his heart, 

And marred his rest—'A worm within the rose.’ 
'A rose, but one, none other rose had I, 

A rose, one rose, and this was wondrous fair, 

One rose, a rose that gladdened earth and sky, 

One rose, my rose, that sweetened all mine air— 

I cared not for the thorns; the thorns were there. 
‘One rose, a rose to gather by and by, 

One rose, a rose, to gather and to wear, 

No rose but one—what other rose had I? 

One rose, my rose; a rose that will not die,— 

He dies who loves it,—if the worm be there. ' 
This tender rhyme, and evermore the doubt, 

'Why lingers Gawain with his golden news?" 

So shook him that he could not rest, but rode 

Ere midnight to her walls, and bound his horse 

Hard by the gates.Wide open were the gates, 

And no watch kept; and in through these he past, 

And heard but his own steps, and his own heart 

Beating, for nothing moved but his own self, 

And his own shadow.Then he crost the court, 

And spied not any light in hall or bower, 

But saw the postern portal also wide 

Yawning; and up a slope of garden, all 

Of roses white and red, and brambles mixt 

And overgrowing them, went on, and found, 
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Here too, all hushed below the mellow moon, 
Save that one rivulet from a tiny cave 
Came lightening downward, and so spilt itself 
Among the roses, and was lost again. 
Then was he ware of three pavilions reared 
Above the bushes, gilden-peakt:in one, 
Red after revel, droned her lurdane knights 
Slumbering, and their three squires across their feet: 
In one, their malice on the placid lip 
Frozen by sweet sleep, four of her damsels lay: 
And in the third, the circlet of the jousts 
Bound on her brow, were Gawain and Ettarre. 
Back, as a hand that pushes through the leaf 
To find a nest and feels a snake, he drew: 
Back, as a coward slinks from what he fears 
To cope with, or a traitor proven, or hound 
Beaten, did Pelleas in an utter shame 
Creep with his shadow through the court again, 
Fingering at his sword-handle until he stood 
There on the castle-bridge once more, and thought, 
'T will go back, and slay them where they lie.’ 
And so went back, and seeing them yet in sleep 
Said, 'Ye, that so dishallow the holy sleep, 
Your sleep is death,’ and drew the sword, and thought, 
‘What! slay a sleeping knight? the King hath bound 
And sworn me to this brotherhood;' again, 
‘Alas that ever a knight should be so false.’ 
Then turned, and so returned, and groaning laid 
The naked sword athwart their naked throats, 
There left it, and them sleeping; and she lay, 
The circlet of her tourney round her brows, 
And the sword of the tourney across her throat. 
And forth he past, and mounting on his horse 
Stared at her towers that, larger than themselves 
In their own darkness, thronged into the moon. 
Then crushed the saddle with his thighs, and clenched 
His hands, and maddened with himself and moaned: 
‘Would they have risen against me in their blood 
At the last day?I might have answered them 


5260 XRN 


Even before high God.O towers so strong, 
Huge, solid, would that even while I gaze 
The crack of earthquake shivering to your base 
Split you, and Hell burst up your harlot roofs 
Bellowing, and charred you through and through within, 
Black as the harlot's heart—hollow as a skull! 
Let the fierce east scream through your eyelet-holes, 
And whirl the dust of harlots round and round 
In dung and nettles! hiss, snake—I saw him there— 
Let the fox bark, let the wolf yell.Who yells 
Here in the still sweet summer night, but I— 
I, the poor Pelleas whom she called her fool? 
Fool, beast—he, she, or I? myself most fool; 
Beast too, as lacking human wit—disgraced, 
Dishonoured all for trial of true love— 
Love?—we be all alike:only the King 
Hath made us fools and liars.O noble vows! 
O great and sane and simple race of brutes 
That own no lust because they have no law! 
For why should I have loved her to my shame? 
I loathe her, as I loved her to my shame. 
I never loved her, I but lusted for her— 
Away—' 
He dashed the rowel into his horse, 
And bounded forth and vanished through the night. 

Then she, that felt the cold touch on her throat, 
Awaking knew the sword, and turned herself 
To Gawain:'Liar, for thou hast not slain 
This Pelleas! here he stood, and might have slain 
Me and thyself.'And he that tells the tale 
Says that her ever-veering fancy turned 
To Pelleas, as the one true knight on earth, 
And only lover; and through her love her life 
Wasted and pined, desiring him in vain. 

But he by wild and way, for half the night, 
And over hard and soft, striking the sod 
From out the soft, the spark from off the hard, 
Rode till the star above the wakening sun, 
Beside that tower where Percivale was cowled, 
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Glanced from the rosy forehead of the dawn. 
For so the words were flashed into his heart 
He knew not whence or wherefore:'O sweet star, 
Pure on the virgin forehead of the dawn!’ 
And there he would have wept, but felt his eyes 
Harder and drier than a fountain bed 
In summer:thither came the village girls 
And lingered talking, and they come no more 
Till the sweet heavens have filled it from the heights 
Again with living waters in the change 
Of seasons:hard his eyes; harder his heart 
Seemed; but so weary were his limbs, that he, 
Gasping, 'Of Arthur's hall am I, but here, 
Here let me rest and die,' cast himself down, 
And gulfed his griefs in inmost sleep; so lay, 
Till shaken by a dream, that Gawain fired 
The hall of Merlin, and the morning star 
Reeled in the smoke, brake into flame, and fell. 
He woke, and being ware of some one nigh, 
Sent hands upon him, as to tear him, crying, 
‘False! and I held thee pure as Guinevere. 
But Percivale stood near him and replied, 
‘Am I but false as Guinevere is pure? 
Or art thou mazed with dreams? or being one 
Of our free-spoken Table hast not heard 
That Lancelot'—there he checked himself and paused. 
Then fared it with Sir Pelleas as with one 
Who gets a wound in battle, and the sword 
That made it plunges through the wound again, 
And pricks it deeper:and he shrank and wailed, 
'Is the Queen false?’ and Percivale was mute. 
‘Have any of our Round Table held their vows?" 
And Percivale made answer not a word. 
‘Is the King true?"The King!’ said Percivale. 
'Why then let men couple at once with wolves. 
What! art thou mad?’ 
But Pelleas, leaping up, 
Ran through the doors and vaulted on his horse 
And fled:small pity upon his horse had he, 
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Or on himself, or any, and when he met 

A cripple, one that held a hand for alms— 

Hunched as he was, and like an old dwarf-elm 

That turns its back upon the salt blast, the boy 

Paused not, but overrode him, shouting, 'False, 

And false with Gawain!’ and so left him bruised 

And battered, and fled on, and hill and wood 

Went ever streaming by him till the gloom, 

That follows on the turning of the world, 

Darkened the common path:he twitched the reins, 

And made his beast that better knew it, swerve 

Now off it and now on; but when he saw 

High up in heaven the hall that Merlin built, 

Blackening against the dead-green stripes of even, 

‘Black nest of rats,’ he groaned, 'ye build too high. 
Not long thereafter from the city gates 

Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily, 

Warm with a gracious parting from the Queen, 

Peace at his heart, and gazing at a star 

And marvelling what it was:on whom the boy, 

Across the silent seeded meadow-grass 

Borne, clashed:and Lancelot, saying, 'What name hast thou 

That ridest here so blindly and so hard?" 

‘No name, no name,’ he shouted, 'a scourge am I 

To lash the treasons of the Table Round.’ 

'Yea, but thy name?"I have many names, ' he cried: 

‘Tam wrath and shame and hate and evil fame, 

And like a poisonous wind I pass to blast 

And blaze the crime of Lancelot and the Queen.' 

‘First over me,’ said Lancelot, 'shalt thou pass.’ 

‘Fight therefore,’ yelled the youth, and either knight 

Drew back a space, and when they closed, at once 

The weary steed of Pelleas floundering flung 

His rider, who called out from the dark field, 

‘Thou art as false as Hell:slay me:I have no sword.’ 

Then Lancelot, "Yea, between thy lips—and sharp; 

But here I will disedge it by thy death.’ 

‘Slay then,’ he shrieked, 'my will is to be slain,’ 

And Lancelot, with his heel upon the fallen, 
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Rolling his eyes, a moment stood, then spake: 
‘Rise, weakling; I am Lancelot; say thy say. 

And Lancelot slowly rode his warhorse back 
To Camelot, and Sir Pelleas in brief while 
Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark field, 
And followed to the city.It chanced that both 
Brake into hall together, worn and pale. 
There with her knights and dames was Guinevere. 
Full wonderingly she gazed on Lancelot 
So soon returned, and then on Pelleas, him 
Who had not greeted her, but cast himself 
Down on a bench, hard-breathing.'Have ye fought?’ 
She asked of Lancelot.'Ay, my Queen,’ he said. 
‘And hast thou overthrown him?" Ay, my Queen. 
Then she, turning to Pelleas, 'O young knight, 
Hath the great heart of knighthood in thee failed 
So far thou canst not bide, unfrowardly, 
A fall from him?'Then, for he answered not, 
‘Or hast thou other griefs?If I, the Queen, 
May help them, loose thy tongue, and let me know. ' 
But Pelleas lifted up an eye so fierce 
She quailed; and he, hissing 'I have no sword,’ 
Sprang from the door into the dark. The Queen 
Looked hard upon her lover, he on her; 
And each foresaw the dolorous day to be: 
And all talk died, as in a grove all song 
Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey; 
Then a long silence came upon the hall, 
And Modred thought, 'The time is hard at hand.' 
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The Last Tournament 


Sa 


Dagonet, the fool, whom Gawain in his mood 
Had made mock-knight of Arthur's Table Round, 
At Camelot, high above the yellowing woods, 
Danced like a withered leaf before the hall. 

And toward him from the hall, with harp in hand, 
And from the crown thereof a carcanet 

Of ruby swaying to and fro, the prize 

Of Tristram in the jousts of yesterday, 

Came Tristram, saying, ‘Why skip ye so, Sir Fool?’ 

For Arthur and Sir Lancelot riding once 
Far down beneath a winding wall of rock 
Heard a child wail.A stump of oak half-dead, 
From roots like some black coil of carven snakes, 
Clutched at the crag, and started through mid air 
Bearing an eagle's nest:and through the tree 
Rushed ever a rainy wind, and through the wind 
Pierced ever a child's cry:and crag and tree 
Scaling, Sir Lancelot from the perilous nest, 

This ruby necklace thrice around her neck, 
And all unscarred from beak or talon, brought 
A maiden babe; which Arthur pitying took, 
Then gave it to his Queen to rear:the Queen 
But coldly acquiescing, in her white arms 
Received, and after loved it tenderly, 

And named it Nestling; so forgot herself 

A moment, and her cares; till that young life 
Being smitten in mid heaven with mortal cold 
Past from her; and in time the carcanet 

Vext her with plaintive memories of the child: 
So she, delivering it to Arthur, said, 

'Take thou the jewels of this dead innocence, 
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And make them, an thou wilt, a tourney-prize.' 

To whom the King, 'Peace to thine eagle-borne 
Dead nestling, and this honour after death, 
Following thy will! but, O my Queen, I muse 
Why ye not wear on arm, or neck, or zone 
Those diamonds that I rescued from the tarn, 

And Lancelot won, methought, for thee to wear.’ 

‘Would rather you had let them fall,’ she cried, 
‘Plunge and be lost—ill-fated as they were, 

A bitterness to me!—ye look amazed, 

Not knowing they were lost as soon as given— 

Slid from my hands, when I was leaning out 

Above the river—that unhappy child 

Past in her barge:but rosier luck will go 

With these rich jewels, seeing that they came 

Not from the skeleton of a brother-slayer, 

But the sweet body of a maiden babe. 
Perchance—who knows?—the purest of thy knights 
May win them for the purest of my maids." 

She ended, and the cry of a great jousts 
With trumpet-blowings ran on all the ways 
From Camelot in among the faded fields 
To furthest towers; and everywhere the knights 
Armed for a day of glory before the King. 

But on the hither side of that loud morn 
Into the hall staggered, his visage ribbed 
From ear to ear with dogwhip-weals, his nose 
Bridge-broken, one eye out, and one hand off, 

And one with shattered fingers dangling lame, 
A churl, to whom indignantly the King, 

‘My churl, for whom Christ died, what evil beast 
Hath drawn his claws athwart thy face? or fiend? 
Man was it who marred heaven's image in thee thus?’ 

Then, sputtering through the hedge of splintered teeth, 
Yet strangers to the tongue, and with blunt stump 
Pitch-blackened sawing the air, said the maimed churl, 

'He took them and he drave them to his tower— 
Some hold he was a table-knight of thine— 

A hundred goodly ones—the Red Knight, he— 
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Lord, I was tending swine, and the Red Knight 
Brake in upon me and drave them to his tower; 
And when I called upon thy name as one 
That doest right by gentle and by churl, 
Maimed me and mauled, and would outright have slain, 
Save that he sware me to a message, saying, 
"Tell thou the King and all his liars, that I 
Have founded my Round Table in the North, 
And whatsoever his own knights have sworn 
My knights have sworn the counter to it—and say 
My tower is full of harlots, like his court, 
But mine are worthier, seeing they profess 
To be none other than themselves—and say 
My knights are all adulterers like his own, 
But mine are truer, seeing they profess 
To be none other; and say his hour is come, 
The heathen are upon him, his long lance 
Broken, and his Excalibur a straw."" 
Then Arthur turned to Kay the seneschal, 
'Take thou my churl, and tend him curiously 
Like a king's heir, till all his hurts be whole. 
The heathen—but that ever-climbing wave, 
Hurled back again so often in empty foam, 
Hath lain for years at rest—and renegades, 
Thieves, bandits, leavings of confusion, whom 
The wholesome realm is purged of otherwhere, 
Friends, through your manhood and your fealty,—now 
Make their last head like Satan in the North. 
My younger knights, new-made, in whom your flower 
Waits to be solid fruit of golden deeds, 
Move with me toward their quelling, which achieved, 
The loneliest ways are safe from shore to shore. 
But thou, Sir Lancelot, sitting in my place 
Enchaired tomorrow, arbitrate the field; 
For wherefore shouldst thou care to mingle with it, 
Only to yield my Queen her own again? 
Speak, Lancelot, thou art silent:is it well?' 
Thereto Sir Lancelot answered, ‘It is well: 
Yet better if the King abide, and leave 
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The leading of his younger knights to me. 
Else, for the King has willed it, it is well.’ 

Then Arthur rose and Lancelot followed him, 
And while they stood without the doors, the King 
Turned to him saying, 'Is it then so well? 

Or mine the blame that oft I seem as he 

Of whom was written, "A sound is in his ears"? 
The foot that loiters, bidden go,—the glance 
That only seems half-loyal to command,— 

A manner somewhat fallen from reverence— 
Or have I dreamed the bearing of our knights 
Tells of a manhood ever less and lower? 

Or whence the fear lest this my realm, upreared, 
By noble deeds at one with noble vows, 

From flat confusion and brute violences, 

Reel back into the beast, and be no more?’ 

He spoke, and taking all his younger knights, 
Down the slope city rode, and sharply turned 
North by the gate.In her high bower the Queen, 
Working a tapestry, lifted up her head, 
Watched her lord pass, and knew not that she sighed. 
Then ran across her memory the strange rhyme 
Of bygone Merlin, 'Where is he who knows? 
From the great deep to the great deep he goes.’ 

But when the morning of a tournament, 
By these in earnest those in mockery called 
The Tournament of the Dead Innocence, 
Brake with a wet wind blowing, Lancelot, 
Round whose sick head all night, like birds of prey, 
The words of Arthur flying shrieked, arose, 
And down a streetway hung with folds of pure 
White samite, and by fountains running wine, 
Where children sat in white with cups of gold, 
Moved to the lists, and there, with slow sad steps 
Ascending, filled his double-dragoned chair. 

He glanced and saw the stately galleries, 
Dame, damsel, each through worship of their Queen 
White-robed in honour of the stainless child, 

And some with scattered jewels, like a bank 
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Of maiden snow mingled with sparks of fire. 

He looked but once, and vailed his eyes again. 
The sudden trumpet sounded as in a dream 

To ears but half-awaked, then one low roll 

Of Autumn thunder, and the jousts began: 

And ever the wind blew, and yellowing leaf 

And gloom and gleam, and shower and shorn plume 

Went down it.Sighing weariedly, as one 

Who sits and gazes on a faded fire, 

When all the goodlier guests are past away, 

Sat their great umpire, looking o'er the lists. 

He saw the laws that ruled the tournament 

Broken, but spake not; once, a knight cast down 

Before his throne of arbitration cursed 

The dead babe and the follies of the King; 

And once the laces of a helmet cracked, 

And showed him, like a vermin in its hole, 

Modred, a narrow face:anon he heard 

The voice that billowed round the barriers roar 

An ocean-sounding welcome to one knight, 

But newly-entered, taller than the rest, 

And armoured all in forest green, whereon 

There tript a hundred tiny silver deer, 

And wearing but a holly-spray for crest, 

With ever-scattering berries, and on shield 

A spear, a harp, a bugle—Tristram—late 

From overseas in Brittany returned, 

And marriage with a princess of that realm, 

Isolt the White—Sir Tristram of the Woods— 

Whom Lancelot knew, had held sometime with pain 

His own against him, and now yearned to shake 

The burthen off his heart in one full shock 

With Tristram even to death:his strong hands gript 

And dinted the gilt dragons right and left, 

Until he groaned for wrath—so many of those, 

That ware their ladies' colours on the casque, 

Drew from before Sir Tristram to the bounds, 

And there with gibes and flickering mockeries 

Stood, while he muttered, ‘Craven crests!O shame! 
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What faith have these in whom they sware to love? 
The glory of our Round Table is no more.’ 

So Tristram won, and Lancelot gave, the gems, 
Not speaking other word than ‘Hast thou won? 

Art thou the purest, brother?See, the hand 
Wherewith thou takest this, is red!' to whom 
Tristram, half plagued by Lancelot's languorous mood, 
Made answer, 'Ay, but wherefore toss me this 
Like a dry bone cast to some hungry hound? 
Lest be thy fair Queen's fantasy.Strength of heart 
And might of limb, but mainly use and skill, 

Are winners in this pastime of our King. 

My hand—belike the lance hath dript upon it— 
No blood of mine, I trow; but O chief knight, 
Right arm of Arthur in the battlefield, 

Great brother, thou nor I have made the world; 
Be happy in thy fair Queen as I in mine.' 

And Tristram round the gallery made his horse 
Caracole; then bowed his homage, bluntly saying, 
‘Fair damsels, each to him who worships each 
Sole Queen of Beauty and of love, behold 
This day my Queen of Beauty is not here. 

And most of these were mute, some angered, one 
Murmuring, ‘All courtesy is dead,' and one, 
‘The glory of our Round Table is no more. 

Then fell thick rain, plume droopt and mantle clung, 
And pettish cries awoke, and the wan day 
Went glooming down in wet and weariness: 

But under her black brows a swarthy one 
Laughed shrilly, crying, 'Praise the patient saints, 
Our one white day of Innocence hath past, 
Though somewhat draggled at the skirt.So be it. 
The snowdrop only, flowering through the year, 
Would make the world as blank as Winter-tide. 
Come—let us gladden their sad eyes, our Queen's 
And Lancelot's, at this night's solemnity 

With all the kindlier colours of the field.’ 

So dame and damsel glittered at the feast 
Variously gay:for he that tells the tale 
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Likened them, saying, as when an hour of cold 
Falls on the mountain in midsummer snows, 
And all the purple slopes of mountain flowers 
Pass under white, till the warm hour returns 
With veer of wind, and all are flowers again; 
So dame and damsel cast the simple white, 
And glowing in all colours, the live grass, 
Rose-campion, bluebell, kingcup, poppy, glanced 
About the revels, and with mirth so loud 
Beyond all use, that, half-amazed, the Queen, 
And wroth at Tristram and the lawless jousts, 
Brake up their sports, then slowly to her bower 
Parted, and in her bosom pain was lord. 

And little Dagonet on the morrow morn, 
High over all the yellowing Autumn-tide, 
Danced like a withered leaf before the hall. 
Then Tristram saying, ‘Why skip ye so, Sir Fool?’ 
Wheeled round on either heel, Dagonet replied, 
‘Belike for lack of wiser company; 

Or being fool, and seeing too much wit 

Makes the world rotten, why, belike I skip 

To know myself the wisest knight of all.’ 

‘Ay, fool,’ said Tristram, ‘but 'tis eating dry 

To dance without a catch, a roundelay 

To dance to."Then he twangled on his harp, 
And while he twangled little Dagonet stood 
Quiet as any water-sodden log 

Stayed in the wandering warble of a brook; 

But when the twangling ended, skipt again; 
And being asked, 'Why skipt ye not, Sir Fool?’ 
Made answer, 'I had liefer twenty years 

Skip to the broken music of my brains 

Than any broken music thou canst make.' 

Then Tristram, waiting for the quip to come, 
‘Good now, what music have I broken, fool?" 
And little Dagonet, skipping, 'Arthur, the King's; 
For when thou playest that air with Queen Isolt, 
Thou makest broken music with thy bride, 

Her daintier namesake down in Brittany— 
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And so thou breakest Arthur's music too.’ 
‘Save for that broken music in thy brains, 
Sir Fool,’ said Tristram, 'I would break thy head. 
Fool, I came too late, the heathen wars were o'er, 
The life had flown, we sware but by the shell— 
I am but a fool to reason with a fool— 
Come, thou art crabbed and sour:but lean me down, 
Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses' ears, 
And harken if my music be not true. 
Free love—tree field—we love but while we may: 
The woods are hushed, their music is no more: 
The leaf is dead, the yearning past away: 
New leaf, new life—the days of frost are o'er: 
New life, new love, to suit the newer day: 
New loves are sweet as those that went before: 
Free love—free field—we love but while we may." 
"Ye might have moved slow-measure to my tune, 
Not stood stockstill.I made it in the woods, 
And heard it ring as true as tested gold.' 
But Dagonet with one foot poised in his hand, 
‘Friend, did ye mark that fountain yesterday 
Made to run wine?—but this had run itself 
All out like a long life to a sour end— 
And them that round it sat with golden cups 
To hand the wine to whosoever came— 
The twelve small damosels white as Innocence, 
In honour of poor Innocence the babe, 
Who left the gems which Innocence the Queen 
Lent to the King, and Innocence the King 
Gave for a prize—and one of those white slips 
Handed her cup and piped, the pretty one, 
"Drink, drink, Sir Fool," and thereupon I drank, 
Spat—pish—the cup was gold, the draught was mud.’ 
And Tristram, 'Was it muddier than thy gibes? 
Is all the laughter gone dead out of thee?— 
Not marking how the knighthood mock thee, fool— 
"Fear God:honour the King—his one true knight— 
Sole follower of the vows"—for here be they 
Who knew thee swine enow before I came, 
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Smuttier than blasted grain:but when the King 
Had made thee fool, thy vanity so shot up 

It frighted all free fool from out thy heart; 

Which left thee less than fool, and less than swine, 
A naked aught—yet swine I hold thee still, 

For I have flung thee pearls and find thee swine.’ 

And little Dagonet mincing with his feet, 
‘Knight, an ye fling those rubies round my neck 
In lieu of hers, I'll hold thou hast some touch 
Of music, since I care not for thy pearls. 

Swine?! have wallowed, I have washed—the world 
Is flesh and shadow—I have had my day. 

The dirty nurse, Experience, in her kind 

Hath fouled me—an I wallowed, then I washed— 

I have had my day and my philosophies— 

And thank the Lord I am King Arthur's fool. 

Swine, say ye? swine, goats, asses, rams and geese 
Trooped round a Paynim harper once, who thrummed 
On such a wire as musically as thou 

Some such fine song—but never a king's fool.’ 

And Tristram, "Then were swine, goats, asses, geese 
The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim bard 
Had such a mastery of his mystery 
That he could harp his wife up out of hell.’ 

Then Dagonet, turning on the ball of his foot, 
‘And whither harp'st thou thine? down! and thyself 
Down! and two more:a helpful harper thou, 

That harpest downward! Dost thou know the star 
We call the harp of Arthur up in heaven?’ 

And Tristram, 'Ay, Sir Fool, for when our King 
Was victor wellnigh day by day, the knights, 
Glorying in each new glory, set his name 
High on all hills, and in the signs of heaven. 

And Dagonet answered, 'Ay, and when the land 
Was freed, and the Queen false, ye set yourself 
To babble about him, all to show your wit— 

And whether he were King by courtesy, 
Or King by right—and so went harping down 
The black king's highway, got so far, and grew 
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So witty that ye played at ducks and drakes 
With Arthur's vows on the great lake of fire. 
Tuwhoo! do ye see it? do ye see the star?’ 
‘Nay, fool,’ said Tristram, ‘not in open day. 
And Dagonet, 'Nay, nor will:I see it and hear. 
It makes a silent music up in heaven, 
And I, and Arthur and the angels hear, 
And then we skip."Lo, fool,’ he said, 'ye talk 
Fool's treason:is the King thy brother fool?’ 
Then little Dagonet clapt his hands and shrilled, 
‘Ay, ay, my brother fool, the king of fools! 
Conceits himself as God that he can make 
Figs out of thistles, silk from bristles, milk 
From burning spurge, honey from hornet-combs, 
And men from beasts—Long live the king of fools!’ 
And down the city Dagonet danced away; 
But through the slowly-mellowing avenues 
And solitary passes of the wood 
Rode Tristram toward Lyonnesse and the west. 
Before him fled the face of Queen Isolt 
With ruby-circled neck, but evermore 
Past, as a rustle or twitter in the wood 
Made dull his inner, keen his outer eye 
For all that walked, or crept, or perched, or flew. 
Anon the face, as, when a gust hath blown, 
Unruffling waters re-collect the shape 
Of one that in them sees himself, returned; 
But at the slot or fewmets of a deer, 
Or even a fallen feather, vanished again. 
So on for all that day from lawn to lawn 
Through many a league-long bower he rode.At length 
A lodge of intertwisted beechen-boughs 
Furze-crammed, and bracken-rooft, the which himself 
Built for a summer day with Queen Isolt 
Against a shower, dark in the golden grove 
Appearing, sent his fancy back to where 
She lived a moon in that low lodge with him: 
Till Mark her lord had past, the Cornish King, 
With six or seven, when Tristram was away, 
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And snatched her thence; yet dreading worse than shame 
Her warrior Tristram, spake not any word, 
But bode his hour, devising wretchedness. 

And now that desert lodge to Tristram lookt 
So sweet, that halting, in he past, and sank 
Down on a drift of foliage random-blown; 
But could not rest for musing how to smoothe 
And sleek his marriage over to the Queen. 
Perchance in lone Tintagil far from all 
The tonguesters of the court she had not heard. 
But then what folly had sent him overseas 
After she left him lonely here? a name? 
Was it the name of one in Brittany, 
Isolt, the daughter of the King?'Isolt 
Of the white hands' they called her:the sweet name 
Allured him first, and then the maid herself, 
Who served him well with those white hands of hers, 
And loved him well, until himself had thought 
He loved her also, wedded easily, 
But left her all as easily, and returned. 
The black-blue Irish hair and Irish eyes 
Had drawn him home—what marvel? then he laid 
His brows upon the drifted leaf and dreamed. 

He seemed to pace the strand of Brittany 
Between Isolt of Britain and his bride, 
And showed them both the ruby-chain, and both 
Began to struggle for it, till his Queen 
Graspt it so hard, that all her hand was red. 
Then cried the Breton, 'Look, her hand is red! 
These be no rubies, this is frozen blood, 
And melts within her hand—her hand is hot 
With ill desires, but this I gave thee, look, 
Is all as cool and white as any flower.’ 
Followed a rush of eagle's wings, and then 
A whimpering of the spirit of the child, 
Because the twain had spoiled her carcanet. 

He dreamed; but Arthur with a hundred spears 
Rode far, till o'er the illimitable reed, 
And many a glancing plash and sallowy isle, 
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The wide-winged sunset of the misty marsh 

Glared on a huge machicolated tower 

That stood with open doors, whereout was rolled 

A roar of riot, as from men secure 

Amid their marshes, ruffians at their ease 

Among their harlot-brides, an evil song. 

'Lo there,’ said one of Arthur's youth, for there, 

High on a grim dead tree before the tower, 

A goodly brother of the Table Round 

Swung by the neck:and on the boughs a shield 

Showing a shower of blood in a field noir, 

And therebeside a horn, inflamed the knights 

At that dishonour done the gilded spur, 

Till each would clash the shield, and blow the horn. 

But Arthur waved them back.Alone he rode. 

Then at the dry harsh roar of the great horn, 

That sent the face of all the marsh aloft 

An ever upward-rushing storm and cloud 

Of shriek and plume, the Red Knight heard, and all, 

Even to tipmost lance and topmost helm, 

In blood-red armour sallying, howled to the King, 
'The teeth of Hell flay bare and gnash thee flat!— 

Lo! art thou not that eunuch-hearted King 

Who fain had clipt free manhood from the world— 

The woman-worshipper? Yea, God's curse, and I! 

Slain was the brother of my paramour 

By a knight of thine, and I that heard her whine 

And snivel, being eunuch-hearted too, 

Sware by the scorpion-worm that twists in hell, 

And stings itself to everlasting death, 

To hang whatever knight of thine I fought 

And tumbled.Art thou King? —Look to thy life!’ 
He ended:Arthur knew the voice; the face 

Wellnigh was helmet-hidden, and the name 

Went wandering somewhere darkling in his mind. 

And Arthur deigned not use of word or sword, 

But let the drunkard, as he stretched from horse 

To strike him, overbalancing his bulk, 

Down from the causeway heavily to the swamp 
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Fall, as the crest of some slow-arching wave, 
Heard in dead night along that table-shore, 

Drops flat, and after the great waters break 
Whitening for half a league, and thin themselves, 
Far over sands marbled with moon and cloud, 
From less and less to nothing; thus he fell 
Head-heavy; then the knights, who watched him, roared 
And shouted and leapt down upon the fallen; 
There trampled out his face from being known, 
And sank his head in mire, and slimed themselves: 
Nor heard the King for their own cries, but sprang 
Through open doors, and swording right and left 
Men, women, on their sodden faces, hurled 

The tables over and the wines, and slew 

Till all the rafters rang with woman-yells, 

And all the pavement streamed with massacre: 
Then, echoing yell with yell, they fired the tower, 
Which half that autumn night, like the live North, 
Red-pulsing up through Alioth and Alcor, 

Made all above it, and a hundred meres 

About it, as the water Moab saw 

Came round by the East, and out beyond them flushed 
The long low dune, and lazy-plunging sea. 

So all the ways were safe from shore to shore, 
But in the heart of Arthur pain was lord. 

Then, out of Tristram waking, the red dream 
Fled with a shout, and that low lodge returned, 
Mid-forest, and the wind among the boughs. 

He whistled his good warhorse left to graze 
Among the forest greens, vaulted upon him, 
And rode beneath an ever-showering leaf, 

Till one lone woman, weeping near a cross, 
Stayed him.'Why weep ye?"Lord,' she said, 'my man 
Hath left me or is dead;' whereon he thought— 
‘What, if she hate me now? I would not this. 
What, if she love me still? I would not that. 

I know not what I would'—but said to her, 

"Yet weep not thou, lest, if thy mate return, 

He find thy favour changed and love thee not'— 
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Then pressing day by day through Lyonnesse 
Last in a roky hollow, belling, heard 
The hounds of Mark, and felt the goodly hounds 
Yelp at his heart, but turning, past and gained 
Tintagil, half in sea, and high on land, 
A crown of towers. 

Down in a casement sat, 
A low sea-sunset glorying round her hair 
And glossy-throated grace, Isolt the Queen. 
And when she heard the feet of Tristram grind 
The spiring stone that scaled about her tower, 
Flushed, started, met him at the doors, and there 
Belted his body with her white embrace, 
Crying aloud, 'Not Mark—not Mark, my soul! 
The footstep fluttered me at first:not he: 
Catlike through his own castle steals my Mark, 
But warrior-wise thou stridest through his halls 
Who hates thee, as I him—even to the death. 
My soul, I felt my hatred for my Mark 
Quicken within me, and knew that thou wert nigh.’ 
To whom Sir Tristram smiling, 'I am here. 
Let be thy Mark, seeing he is not thine. 

And drawing somewhat backward she replied, 
‘Can he be wronged who is not even his own, 
But save for dread of thee had beaten me, 
Scratched, bitten, blinded, marred me somehow—Mark? 
What rights are his that dare not strike for them? 
Not lift a hand—not, though he found me thus! 
But harken! have ye met him? hence he went 
Today for three days' hunting—as he said— 
And so returns belike within an hour. 
Mark's way, my soul!—but eat not thou with Mark, 
Because he hates thee even more than fears; 
Nor drink:and when thou passest any wood 
Close vizor, lest an arrow from the bush 
Should leave me all alone with Mark and hell. 
My God, the measure of my hate for Mark 
Is as the measure of my love for thee.’ 

So, plucked one way by hate and one by love, 
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Drained of her force, again she sat, and spake 
To Tristram, as he knelt before her, saying, 
'‘O hunter, and O blower of the horn, 
Harper, and thou hast been a rover too, 
For, ere I mated with my shambling king, 
Ye twain had fallen out about the bride 
Of one—his name is out of me—the prize, 
If prize she were—(what marvel—she could see)— 
Thine, friend; and ever since my craven seeks 
To wreck thee villainously:but, O Sir Knight, 
What dame or damsel have ye kneeled to last?’ 
And Tristram, ‘Last to my Queen Paramount, 
Here now to my Queen Paramount of love 
And loveliness—ay, lovelier than when first 
Her light feet fell on our rough Lyonnesse, 
Sailing from Ireland.’ 
Softly laughed Isolt; 
‘Flatter me not, for hath not our great Queen 
My dole of beauty trebled?' and he said, 
‘Her beauty is her beauty, and thine thine, 
And thine is more to me—soft, gracious, kind— 
Save when thy Mark is kindled on thy lips 
Most gracious; but she, haughty, even to him, 
Lancelot; for I have seen him wan enow 
To make one doubt if ever the great Queen 
Have yielded him her love. 
To whom Isolt, 
‘Ah then, false hunter and false harper, thou 
Who brakest through the scruple of my bond, 
Calling me thy white hind, and saying to me 
That Guinevere had sinned against the highest, 
And I—misyoked with such a want of man— 
That I could hardly sin against the lowest.’ 
He answered, 'O my soul, be comforted! 
If this be sweet, to sin in leading-strings, 
If here be comfort, and if ours be sin, 
Crowned warrant had we for the crowning sin 
That made us happy:but how ye greet me—fear 
And fault and doubt—no word of that fond tale— 
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Thy deep heart-yearnings, thy sweet memories 
Of Tristram in that year he was away.’ 

And, saddening on the sudden, spake Isolt, 
'T had forgotten all in my strong joy 
To see thee—yearnings?—ay! for, hour by hour, 
Here in the never-ended afternoon, 
O sweeter than all memories of thee, 
Deeper than any yearnings after thee 
Seemed those far-rolling, westward-smiling seas, 
Watched from this tower.Isolt of Britain dashed 
Before Isolt of Brittany on the strand, 
Would that have chilled her bride-kiss? Wedded her? 
Fought in her father's battles? wounded there? 
The King was all fulfilled with gratefulness, 
And she, my namesake of the hands, that healed 
Thy hurt and heart with unguent and caress— 
Well—can I wish her any huger wrong 
Than having known thee? her too hast thou left 
To pine and waste in those sweet memories. 
O were I not my Mark's, by whom all men 
Are noble, I should hate thee more than love.' 

And Tristram, fondling her light hands, replied, 
‘Grace, Queen, for being loved:she loved me well. 
Did I love her? the name at least I loved. 
Isolt?—I fought his battles, for Isolt! 

The night was dark; the true star set.Isolt! 
The name was ruler of the dark—Isolt? 

Care not for her! patient, and prayerful, meek, 
Pale-blooded, she will yield herself to God.' 

And Isolt answered, 'Yea, and why not I? 
Mine is the larger need, who am not meek, 
Pale-blooded, prayerful.Let me tell thee now. 
Here one black, mute midsummer night I sat, 
Lonely, but musing on thee, wondering where, 
Murmuring a light song I had heard thee sing, 
And once or twice I spake thy name aloud. 

Then flashed a levin-brand; and near me stood, 
In fuming sulphur blue and green, a fiend— 
Mark's way to steal behind one in the dark— 
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For there was Mark:"He has wedded her," he said, 

Not said, but hissed it:then this crown of towers 

So shook to such a roar of all the sky, 

That here in utter dark I swooned away, 

And woke again in utter dark, and cried, 

"T will flee hence and give myself to God"— 

And thou wert lying in thy new leman's arms.’ 
Then Tristram, ever dallying with her hand, 

‘May God be with thee, sweet, when old and gray, 

And past desire!’ a saying that angered her. 

May God be with thee, sweet, when thou art old, 

And sweet no more to me!"I need Him now. 

For when had Lancelot uttered aught so gross 

Even to the swineherd's malkin in the mast? 

The greater man, the greater courtesy. 

Far other was the Tristram, Arthur's knight! 

But thou, through ever harrying thy wild beasts— 

Save that to touch a harp, tilt with a lance 

Becomes thee well—art grown wild beast thyself. 

How darest thou, if lover, push me even 

In fancy from thy side, and set me far 

In the gray distance, half a life away, 

Her to be loved no more? Unsay it, unswear! 

Flatter me rather, seeing me so weak, 

Broken with Mark and hate and solitude, 

Thy marriage and mine own, that I should suck 

Lies like sweet wines:lie to me:I believe. 

Will ye not lie? not swear, as there ye kneel, 

And solemnly as when ye sware to him, 

The man of men, our King—My God, the power 

Was once in vows when men believed the King! 

They lied not then, who sware, and through their vows 

The King prevailing made his realm:—I say, 

Swear to me thou wilt love me even when old, 

Gray-haired, and past desire, and in despair.’ 
Then Tristram, pacing moodily up and down, 

'Vows! did you keep the vow you made to Mark 

More than I mine?Lied, say ye?Nay, but learnt, 

The vow that binds too strictly snaps itself— 
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My knighthood taught me this—ay, being snapt— 
We run more counter to the soul thereof 

Than had we never sworn.!I swear no more. 

I swore to the great King, and am forsworn. 

For once—even to the height—I honoured him. 
"Man, is he man at all?" methought, when first 

I rode from our rough Lyonnesse, and beheld 
That victor of the Pagan throned in hall— 

His hair, a sun that rayed from off a brow 

Like hillsnow high in heaven, the steel-blue eyes, 
The golden beard that clothed his lips with light— 
Moreover, that weird legend of his birth, 

With Merlin's mystic babble about his end 
Amazed me; then, his foot was on a stool 

Shaped as a dragon; he seemed to me no man, 

But Michael trampling Satan; so I sware, 

Being amazed:but this went by— The vows! 

O ay—the wholesome madness of an hour— 
They served their use, their time; for every knight 
Believed himself a greater than himself, 

And every follower eyed him as a God; 

Till he, being lifted up beyond himself, 

Did mightier deeds than elsewise he had done, 
And so the realm was made; but then their vows— 
First mainly through that sullying of our Queen— 
Began to gall the knighthood, asking whence 

Had Arthur right to bind them to himself? 

Dropt down from heaven? washed up from out the deep? 
They failed to trace him through the flesh and blood 
Of our old kings:whence then? a doubtful lord 

To bind them by inviolable vows, 

Which flesh and blood perforce would violate: 
For feel this arm of mine—the tide within 

Red with free chase and heather-scented air, 
Pulsing full man; can Arthur make me pure 

As any maiden child? lock up my tongue 

From uttering freely what I freely hear? 

Bind me to one?The wide world laughs at it. 

And worldling of the world am I, and know 
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The ptarmigan that whitens ere his hour 
Woos his own end; we are not angels here 
Nor shall be:vows—I am woodman of the woods, 
And hear the garmmet-headed yaffingale 
Mock them:my soul, we love but while we may; 
And therefore is my love so large for thee, 
Seeing it is not bounded save by love.' 
Here ending, he moved toward her, and she said, 
'Good:an I turned away my love for thee 
To some one thrice as courteous as thyself— 
For courtesy wins woman all as well 
As valour may, but he that closes both 
Is perfect, he is Lancelot—taller indeed, 
Rosier and comelier, thou—but say I loved 
This knightliest of all knights, and cast thee back 
Thine own small saw, "We love but while we may," 
Well then, what answer?’ 
He that while she spake, 
Mindful of what he brought to adorn her with, 
The jewels, had let one finger lightly touch 
The warm white apple of her throat, replied, 
'Press this a little closer, sweet, until— 
Come, I am hungered and half-angered—meat, 
Wine, wine—and I will love thee to the death, 
And out beyond into the dream to come.’ 
So then, when both were brought to full accord, 
She rose, and set before him all he willed; 
And after these had comforted the blood 
With meats and wines, and satiated their hearts— 
Now talking of their woodland paradise, 
The deer, the dews, the fern, the founts, the lawns; 
Now mocking at the much ungainliness, 
And craven shifts, and long crane legs of Mark— 
Then Tristram laughing caught the harp, and sang: 
'Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that bend the brier! 
A star in heaven, a star within the mere! 
Ay, ay, O ay—a star was my desire, 
And one was far apart, and one was near: 
Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that bow the grass! 
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And one was water and one star was fire, 
And one will ever shine and one will pass. 
Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that move the mere. 
Then in the light's last glimmer Tristram showed 
And swung the ruby carcanet.She cried, 
'The collar of some Order, which our King 
Hath newly founded, all for thee, my soul, 
For thee, to yield thee grace beyond thy peers.’ 
‘Not so, my Queen,’ he said, ‘but the red fruit 
Grown on a magic oak-tree in mid-heaven, 
And won by Tristram as a tourney-prize, 
And hither brought by Tristram for his last 
Love-offering and peace-offering unto thee.’ 
He spoke, he turned, then, flinging round her neck, 
Claspt it, and cried, "Thine Order, O my Queen!’ 
But, while he bowed to kiss the jewelled throat, 
Out of the dark, just as the lips had touched, 
Behind him rose a shadow and a shriek— 
‘Mark's way,’ said Mark, and clove him through the brain. 
That night came Arthur home, and while he climbed, 
All in a death-dumb autumn-dripping gloom, 
The stairway to the hall, and looked and saw 
The great Queen's bower was dark,—about his feet 
A voice clung sobbing till he questioned it, 
‘What art thou?’ and the voice about his feet 
Sent up an answer, sobbing, 'I am thy fool, 
And I shall never make thee smile again.’ 
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Guinevere 
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Queen Guinevere had fled the court, and sat 
There in the holy house at Almesbury 
Weeping, none with her save a little maid, 

A novice:one low light betwixt them burned 
Blurred by the creeping mist, for all abroad, 
Beneath a moon unseen albeit at full, 

The white mist, like a face-cloth to the face, 
Clung to the dead earth, and the land was still. 

For hither had she fled, her cause of flight 
Sir Modred; he that like a subtle beast 
Lay couchant with his eyes upon the throne, 
Ready to spring, waiting a chance:for this 
He chilled the popular praises of the King 
With silent smiles of slow disparagement; 

And tampered with the Lords of the White Horse, 
Heathen, the brood by Hengist left; and sought 
To make disruption in the Table Round 

Of Arthur, and to splinter it into feuds 

Serving his traitorous end; and all his aims 

Were sharpened by strong hate for Lancelot. 

For thus it chanced one morn when all the court, 
Green-suited, but with plumes that mocked the may, 
Had been, their wont, a-maying and retumed, 
That Modred still in green, all ear and eye, 
Climbed to the high top of the garden-wall 
To spy some secret scandal if he might, 

And saw the Queen who sat betwixt her best 

Enid, and lissome Vivien, of her court 

The wiliest and the worst; and more than this 

He saw not, for Sir Lancelot passing by 

Spied where he couched, and as the gardener's hand 
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Picks from the colewort a green caterpillar, 
So from the high wall and the flowering grove 
Of grasses Lancelot plucked him by the heel, 
And cast him as a worm upon the way; 
But when he knew the Prince though marred with dust, 
He, reverencing king's blood in a bad man, 
Made such excuses as he might, and these 
Full knightly without scorn; for in those days 
No knight of Arthur's noblest dealt in scorn; 
But, if a man were halt or hunched, in him 
By those whom God had made full-limbed and tall, 
Scorn was allowed as part of his defect, 
And he was answered softly by the King 
And all his Table.So Sir Lancelot holp 
To raise the Prince, who rising twice or thrice 
Full sharply smote his knees, and smiled, and went: 
But, ever after, the small violence done 
Rankled in him and ruffled all his heart, 
As the sharp wind that ruffles all day long 
A little bitter pool about a stone 
On the bare coast. 

But when Sir Lancelot told 
This matter to the Queen, at first she laughed 
Lightly, to think of Modred's dusty fall, 
Then shuddered, as the village wife who cries 
‘I shudder, some one steps across my grave;' 
Then laughed again, but faintlier, for indeed 
She half-foresaw that he, the subtle beast, 
Would track her guilt until he found, and hers 
Would be for evermore a name of scorn. 
Henceforward rarely could she front in hall, 
Or elsewhere, Modred's narrow foxy face, 
Heart-hiding smile, and gray persistent eye: 
Henceforward too, the Powers that tend the soul, 
To help it from the death that cannot die, 
And save it even in extremes, began 
To vex and plague her.Many a time for hours, 
Beside the placid breathings of the King, 
In the dead night, grim faces came and went 
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Before her, or a vague spiritual fear— 

Like to some doubtful noise of creaking doors, 
Heard by the watcher in a haunted house, 

That keeps the rust of murder on the walls— 
Held her awake:or if she slept, she dreamed 

An awful dream; for then she seemed to stand 
On some vast plain before a setting sun, 

And from the sun there swiftly made at her 

A ghastly something, and its shadow flew 
Before it, till it touched her, and she turned— 
When lo! her own, that broadening from her feet, 
And blackening, swallowed all the land, and in it 
Far cities burnt, and with a cry she woke. 

And all this trouble did not pass but grew; 

Till even the clear face of the guileless King, 
And trustful courtesies of household life, 
Became her bane; and at the last she said, 

'‘O Lancelot, get thee hence to thine own land, 
For if thou tarry we shall meet again, 

And if we meet again, some evil chance 

Will make the smouldering scandal break and blaze 
Before the people, and our lord the King. 

And Lancelot ever promised, but remained, 

And still they met and met.Again she said, 

'O Lancelot, if thou love me get thee hence.’ 

And then they were agreed upon a night 

(When the good King should not be there) to meet 
And part for ever. Vivien, lurking, heard. 

She told Sir Modred.Passion-pale they met 

And greeted.Hands in hands, and eye to eye, 
Low on the border of her couch they sat 
Stammering and staring.It was their last hour, 

A madness of farewells.And Modred brought 
His creatures to the basement of the tower 

For testimony; and crying with full voice 
‘Traitor, come out, ye are trapt at last,’ aroused 
Lancelot, who rushing outward lionlike 

Leapt on him, and hurled him headlong, and he fell 
Stunned, and his creatures took and bare him off, 
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And all was still:then she, 'The end is come, 
And I am shamed for ever;' and he said, 
"Mine be the shame; mine was the sin:but rise, 
And fly to my strong castle overseas: 
There will I hide thee, till my life shall end, 
There hold thee with my life against the world.’ 
She answered, 'Lancelot, wilt thou hold me so? 
Nay, friend, for we have taken our farewells. 
Would God that thou couldst hide me from myself! 
Mine is the shame, for I was wife, and thou 
Unwedded:yet rise now, and let us fly, 
For I will draw me into sanctuary, 
And bide my doom.'So Lancelot got her horse, 
Set her thereon, and mounted on his own, 
And then they rode to the divided way, 
There kissed, and parted weeping:for he past, 
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen, 
Back to his land; but she to Almesbury 
Fled all night long by glimmering waste and weald, 
And heard the Spirits of the waste and weald 
Moan as she fled, or thought she heard them moan: 
And in herself she moaned 'Too late, too late!' 
Till in the cold wind that foreruns the morn, 
A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying high, 
Croaked, and she thought, 'He spies a field of death; 
For now the Heathen of the Northern Sea, 
Lured by the crimes and frailties of the court, 
Begin to slay the folk, and spoil the land." 

And when she came to Almesbury she spake 
There to the nuns, and said, 'Mine enemies 
Pursue me, but, O peaceful Sisterhood, 
Receive, and yield me sanctuary, nor ask 
Her name to whom ye yield it, till her time 
To tell you:' and her beauty, grace and power, 
Wrought as a charm upon them, and they spared 
To ask it. 

So the stately Queen abode 
For many a week, unknown, among the nuns; 
Nor with them mixed, nor told her name, nor sought, 
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Wrapt in her grief, for housel or for shrift, 
But communed only with the little maid, 
Who pleased her with a babbling heedlessness 
Which often lured her from herself; but now, 
This night, a rumour wildly blown about 
Came, that Sir Modred had usurped the realm, 
And leagued him with the heathen, while the King 
Was waging war on Lancelot:then she thought, 
With what a hate the people and the King 
Must hate me,' and bowed down upon her hands 
Silent, until the little maid, who brooked 
No silence, brake it, uttering, ‘Late! so late! 
What hour, I wonder, now?’ and when she drew 
No answer, by and by began to hum 
An air the nuns had taught her; 'Late, so late!’ 
Which when she heard, the Queen looked up, and said, 
'‘O maiden, if indeed ye list to sing, 
Sing, and unbind my heart that I may weep.’ 
Whereat full willingly sang the little maid. 

‘Late, late, so late! and dark the night and chill! 
Late, late, so late! but we can enter still. 
Too late, too late! ye cannot enter now. 

'No light had we:for that we do repent; 
And learning this, the bridegroom will relent. 
Too late, too late! ye cannot enter now. 

'No light:so late! and dark and chill the night! 
O let us in, that we may find the light! 
Too late, too late:ye cannot enter now. 

‘Have we not heard the bridegroom is so sweet? 
O let us in, though late, to kiss his feet! 
No, no, too late! ye cannot enter now.’ 

So sang the novice, while full passionately, 
Her head upon her hands, remembering 
Her thought when first she came, wept the sad Queen. 
Then said the little novice prattling to her, 
'O pray you, noble lady, weep no more; 
But let my words, the words of one so small, 
Who knowing nothing knows but to obey, 
And if I do not there is penance given— 
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Comfort your sorrows; for they do not flow 
From evil done; right sure am I of that, 

Who see your tender grace and stateliness. 

But weigh your sorrows with our lord the King's, 
And weighing find them less; for gone is he 

To wage grim war against Sir Lancelot there, 
Round that strong castle where he holds the Queen; 
And Modred whom he left in charge of all, 

The traitor—Ah sweet lady, the King's grief 

For his own self, and his own Queen, and realm, 
Must needs be thrice as great as any of ours. 

For me, I thank the saints, I am not great. 

For if there ever come a grief to me 

I cry my cry in silence, and have done. 

None knows it, and my tears have brought me good: 
But even were the griefs of little ones 

As great as those of great ones, yet this grief 

Is added to the griefs the great must bear, 

That howsoever much they may desire 

Silence, they cannot weep behind a cloud: 

As even here they talk at Almesbury 

About the good King and his wicked Queen, 
And were I such a King with such a Queen, 
Well might I wish to veil her wickedness, 

But were I such a King, it could not be.’ 

Then to her own sad heart muttered the Queen, 
"Will the child kill me with her innocent talk?' 
But openly she answered, 'Must not I, 

If this false traitor have displaced his lord, 
Grieve with the common grief of all the realm?’ 

"Yea,' said the maid, 'this is all woman's grief, 
That she is woman, whose disloyal life 
Hath wrought confusion in the Table Round 
Which good King Arthur founded, years ago, 
With signs and miracles and wonders, there 
At Camelot, ere the coming of the Queen.’ 

Then thought the Queen within herself again, 
"Will the child kill me with her foolish prate?' 
But openly she spake and said to her, 
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'O little maid, shut in by nunnery walls, 
What canst thou know of Kings and Tables Round, 
Or what of signs and wonders, but the signs 
And simple miracles of thy nunnery?’ 

To whom the little novice garrulously, 
"Yea, but I know:the land was full of signs 
And wonders ere the coming of the Queen. 
So said my father, and himself was knight 
Of the great Table—at the founding of it; 
And rode thereto from Lyonnesse, and he said 
That as he rode, an hour or maybe twain 
After the sunset, down the coast, he heard 
Strange music, and he paused, and turning—there, 
All down the lonely coast of Lyonnesse, 
Each with a beacon-star upon his head, 
And with a wild sea-light about his feet, 
He saw them—headland after headland flame 
Far on into the rich heart of the west: 
And in the light the white mermaiden swam, 
And strong man-breasted things stood from the sea, 
And sent a deep sea-voice through all the land, 
To which the little elves of chasm and cleft 
Made answer, sounding like a distant horn. 
So said my father—yea, and furthermore, 
Next morning, while he past the dim-lit woods, 
Himself beheld three spirits mad with joy 
Come dashing down on a tall wayside flower, 
That shook beneath them, as the thistle shakes 
When three gray linnets wrangle for the seed: 
And still at evenings on before his horse 
The flickering fairy-circle wheeled and broke 
Flying, and linked again, and wheeled and broke 
Flying, for all the land was full of life. 
And when at last he came to Camelot, 
A wreath of airy dancers hand-in-hand 
Swung round the lighted lantern of the hall; 
And in the hall itself was such a feast 
As never man had dreamed; for every knight 
Had whatsoever meat he longed for served 
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By hands unseen; and even as he said 

Down in the cellars merry bloated things 
Shouldered the spigot, straddling on the butts 
While the wine ran:so glad were spirits and men 
Before the coming of the sinful Queen.’ 

Then spake the Queen and somewhat bitterly, 
'Were they so glad? ill prophets were they all, 
Spirits and men:could none of them foresee, 

Not even thy wise father with his signs 

And wonders, what has fallen upon the realm?’ 
To whom the novice garrulously again, 

"Yea, one, a bard; of whom my father said, 

Full many a noble war-song had he sung, 

Even in the presence of an enemy's fleet, 

Between the steep cliff and the coming wave; 

And many a mystic lay of life and death 

Had chanted on the smoky mountain-tops, 

When round him bent the spirits of the hills 

With all their dewy hair blown back like flame: 

So said my father—and that night the bard 

Sang Arthur's glorious wars, and sang the King 

As wellnigh more than man, and railed at those 

Who called him the false son of Gorlois: 

For there was no man knew from whence he came; 

But after tempest, when the long wave broke 

All down the thundering shores of Bude and Bos, 

There came a day as still as heaven, and then 

They found a naked child upon the sands 

Of dark Tintagil by the Cornish sea; 

And that was Arthur; and they fostered him 

Till he by miracle was approven King: 

And that his grave should be a mystery 

From all men, like his birth; and could he find 

A woman in her womanhood as great 

As he was in his manhood, then, he sang, 

The twain together well might change the world. 

But even in the middle of his song 

He faltered, and his hand fell from the harp, 

And pale he turned, and reeled, and would have fallen, 
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But that they stayed him up; nor would he tell 
His vision; but what doubt that he foresaw 
This evil work of Lancelot and the Queen?’ 

Then thought the Queen, 'Lo! they have set her on, 
Our simple-seeming Abbess and her nuns, 

To play upon me,' and bowed her head nor spake. 
Whereat the novice crying, with clasped hands, 
Shame on her own garrulity garrulously, 

Said the good nuns would check her gadding tongue 
Full often, 'and, sweet lady, if I seem 

To vex an ear too sad to listen to me, 

Unmannerly, with prattling and the tales 

Which my good father told me, check me too 

Nor let me shame my father's memory, one 

Of noblest manners, though himself would say 

Sir Lancelot had the noblest; and he died, 

Killed in a tilt, come next, five summers back, 
And left me; but of others who remain, 

And of the two first-famed for courtesy— 

And pray you check me if I ask amiss— 

But pray you, which had noblest, while you moved 
Among them, Lancelot or our lord the King?’ 

Then the pale Queen looked up and answered her, 
‘Sir Lancelot, as became a noble knight, 

Was gracious to all ladies, and the same 
In open battle or the tilting-field 
Forbore his own advantage, and the King 
In open battle or the tilting-field 
Forbore his own advantage, and these two 
Were the most nobly-mannered men of all; 
For manners are not idle, but the fruit 
Of loyal nature, and of noble mind.' 

"Yea,' said the maid, 'be manners such fair fruit?’ 
Then Lancelot's needs must be a thousand-fold 
Less noble, being, as all rumour runs, 

The most disloyal friend in all the world.’ 

To which a mournful answer made the Queen: 
'O closed about by narrowing nunnery-walls, 

What knowest thou of the world, and all its lights 
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And shadows, all the wealth and all the woe? 
If ever Lancelot, that most noble knight, 
Were for one hour less noble than himself, 
Pray for him that he scape the doom of fire, 
And weep for her that drew him to his doom. 
'Yea,' said the little novice, 'I pray for both; 
But I should all as soon believe that his, 
Sir Lancelot's, were as noble as the King's, 
As I could think, sweet lady, yours would be 
Such as they are, were you the sinful Queen.’ 
So she, like many another babbler, hurt 
Whom she would soothe, and harmed where she would heal; 
For here a sudden flush of wrathful heat 
Fired all the pale face of the Queen, who cried, 
‘Such as thou art be never maiden more 
For ever! thou their tool, set on to plague 
And play upon, and harry me, petty spy 
And traitress.'When that storm of anger brake 
From Guinevere, aghast the maiden rose, 
White as her veil, and stood before the Queen 
As tremulously as foam upon the beach 
Stands in a wind, ready to break and fly, 
And when the Queen had added 'Get thee hence, ' 
Fled frighted.Then that other left alone 
Sighed, and began to gather heart again, 
Saying in herself, "The simple, fearful child 
Meant nothing, but my own too-fearful guilt, 
Simpler than any child, betrays itself. 
But help me, heaven, for surely I repent. 
For what is true repentance but in thought— 
Not even in inmost thought to think again 
The sins that made the past so pleasant to us: 
And I have sworn never to see him more, 
To see him more.’ 
And even in saying this, 
Her memory from old habit of the mind 
Went slipping back upon the golden days 
In which she saw him first, when Lancelot came, 
Reputed the best knight and goodliest man, 


5294 XRN 


Ambassador, to lead her to his lord 
Arthur, and led her forth, and far ahead 
Of his and her retinue moving, they, 
Rapt in sweet talk or lively, all on love 
And sport and tilts and pleasure, (for the time 
Was maytime, and as yet no sin was dreamed, ) 
Rode under groves that looked a paradise 
Of blossom, over sheets of hyacinth 
That seemed the heavens upbreaking through the earth, 
And on from hill to hill, and every day 
Beheld at noon in some delicious dale 
The silk pavilions of King Arthur raised 
For brief repast or afternoon repose 
By couriers gone before; and on again, 
Till yet once more ere set of sun they saw 
The Dragon of the great Pendragonship, 
That crowned the state pavilion of the King, 
Blaze by the rushing brook or silent well. 

But when the Queen immersed in such a trance, 
And moving through the past unconsciously, 
Came to that point where first she saw the King 
Ride toward her from the city, sighed to find 
Her journey done, glanced at him, thought him cold, 
High, self-contained, and passionless, not like him, 
‘Not like my Lancelot'—while she brooded thus 
And grew half-guilty in her thoughts again, 
There rode an armed warrior to the doors. 
A murmuring whisper through the nunnery ran, 
Then on a sudden a cry, "The King.'She sat 
Stiff-stricken, listening; but when armed feet 
Through the long gallery from the outer doors 
Rang coming, prone from off her seat she fell, 
And grovelled with her face against the floor: 
There with her milkwhite arms and shadowy hair 
She made her face a darkness from the King: 
And in the darkness heard his armed feet 
Pause by her; then came silence, then a voice, 
Monotonous and hollow like a Ghost's 
Denouncing judgment, but though changed, the King's: 
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'Liest thou here so low, the child of one 
I honoured, happy, dead before thy shame? 
Well is it that no child is born of thee. 
The children born of thee are sword and fire, 
Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws, 
The craft of kindred and the Godless hosts 
Of heathen swarming o'er the Northern Sea; 
Whom I, while yet Sir Lancelot, my right arm, 
The mightiest of my knights, abode with me, 
Have everywhere about this land of Christ 
In twelve great battles ruining overthrown. 
And knowest thou now from whence I come—from him 
From waging bitter war with him:and he, 
That did not shun to smite me in worse way, 
Had yet that grace of courtesy in him left, 
He spared to lift his hand against the King 
Who made him knight:but many a knight was slain; 
And many more, and all his kith and kin 
Clave to him, and abode in his own land. 
And many more when Modred raised revolt, 
Forgetful of their troth and fealty, clave 
To Modred, and a remnant stays with me. 
And of this remnant will I leave a part, 
True men who love me still, for whom I live, 
To guard thee in the wild hour coming on, 
Lest but a hair of this low head be harmed. 
Fear not:thou shalt be guarded till my death. 
Howbeit I know, if ancient prophecies 
Have erred not, that I march to meet my doom. 
Thou hast not made my life so sweet to me, 
That I the King should greatly care to live; 
For thou hast spoilt the purpose of my life. 
Bear with me for the last time while I show, 
Even for thy sake, the sin which thou hast sinned. 
For when the Roman left us, and their law 
Relaxed its hold upon us, and the ways 
Were filled with rapine, here and there a deed 
Of prowess done redressed a random wrong. 
But I was first of all the kings who drew 
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The knighthood-errant of this realm and all 
The realms together under me, their Head, 

In that fair Order of my Table Round, 

A glorious company, the flower of men, 

To serve as model for the mighty world, 

And be the fair beginning of a time. 

I made them lay their hands in mine and swear 
To reverence the King, as if he were 

Their conscience, and their conscience as their King, 
To break the heathen and uphold the Christ, 
To ride abroad redressing human wrongs, 

To speak no slander, no, nor listen to it, 

To honour his own word as if his God's, 

To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, 

To love one maiden only, cleave to her, 

And worship her by years of noble deeds, 
Until they won her; for indeed I knew 

Of no more subtle master under heaven 

Than is the maiden passion for a maid, 

Not only to keep down the base in man, 

But teach high thought, and amiable words 
And courtliness, and the desire of fame, 

And love of truth, and all that makes a man. 
And all this throve before I wedded thee, 
Believing, "lo mine helpmate, one to feel 

My purpose and rejoicing in my joy." 

Then came thy shameful sin with Lancelot; 
Then came the sin of Tristram and Isolt; 

Then others, following these my mightiest knights, 
And drawing foul ensample from fair names, 
Sinned also, till the loathsome opposite 

Of all my heart had destined did obtain, 

And all through thee! so that this life of mine 

I guard as God's high gift from scathe and wrong, 
Not greatly care to lose; but rather think 

How sad it were for Arthur, should he live, 

To sit once more within his lonely hall, 

And miss the wonted number of my knights, 
And miss to hear high talk of noble deeds 
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As in the golden days before thy sin. 
For which of us, who might be left, could speak 
Of the pure heart, nor seem to glance at thee? 
And in thy bowers of Camelot or of Usk 
Thy shadow still would glide from room to room, 
And I should evermore be vext with thee 
In hanging robe or vacant ornament, 
Or ghostly footfall echoing on the stair. 
For think not, though thou wouldst not love thy lord, 
Thy lord hast wholly lost his love for thee. 
I am not made of so slight elements. 
Yet must I leave thee, woman, to thy shame. 
I hold that man the worst of public foes 
Who either for his own or children's sake, 
To save his blood from scandal, lets the wife 
Whom he knows false, abide and rule the house: 
For being through his cowardice allowed 
Her station, taken everywhere for pure, 
She like a new disease, unknown to men, 
Creeps, no precaution used, among the crowd, 
Makes wicked lightnings of her eyes, and saps 
The fealty of our friends, and stirs the pulse 
With devil's leaps, and poisons half the young. 
Worst of the worst were that man he that reigns! 
Better the King's waste hearth and aching heart 
Than thou reseated in thy place of light, 
The mockery of my people, and their bane. 

He paused, and in the pause she crept an inch 
Nearer, and laid her hands about his feet. 
Far off a solitary trumpet blew. 
Then waiting by the doors the warhorse neighed 
Ata friend's voice, and he spake again: 

"Yet think not that I come to urge thy crimes, 
I did not come to curse thee, Guinevere, 
I, whose vast pity almost makes me die 
To see thee, laying there thy golden head, 
My pride in happier summers, at my feet. 
The wrath which forced my thoughts on that fierce law, 
The doom of treason and the flaming death, 
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(When first I learnt thee hidden here) is past. 
The pang—which while I weighed thy heart with one 
Too wholly true to dream untruth in thee, 

Made my tears burn—is also past—in part. 

And all is past, the sin is sinned, and I, 

Lo! I forgive thee, as Eternal God 

Forgives:do thou for thine own soul the rest. 

But how to take last leave of all I loved? 

O golden hair, with which I used to play 

Not knowing! O imperial-moulded form, 

And beauty such as never woman wore, 

Until it became a kingdom's curse with thee— 

I cannot touch thy lips, they are not mine, 

But Lancelot's:nay, they never were the King's. 

I cannot take thy hand:that too is flesh, 

And in the flesh thou hast sinned; and mine own flesh, 
Here looking down on thine polluted, cries 

"I loathe thee:" yet not less, O Guinevere, 

For I was ever virgin save for thee, 

My love through flesh hath wrought into my life 
So far, that my doom is, I love thee still. 

Let no man dream but that I love thee still. 
Perchance, and so thou purify thy soul, 

And so thou lean on our fair father Christ, 
Hereafter in that world where all are pure 

We two may meet before high God, and thou 
Wilt spring to me, and claim me thine, and know 
I am thine husband—not a smaller soul, 

Nor Lancelot, nor another.Leave me that, 

I charge thee, my last hope.Now must I hence. 
Through the thick night I hear the trumpet blow: 
They summon me their King to lead mine hosts 
Far down to that great battle in the west, 

Where I must strike against the man they call 
My sister's son—no kin of mine, who leagues 
With Lords of the White Horse, heathen, and knights, 
Traitors—and strike him dead, and meet myself 
Death, or I know not what mysterious doom. 
And thou remaining here wilt learn the event; 
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But hither shall I never come again, 
Never lie by thy side; see thee no more— 
Farewell!’ 

And while she grovelled at his feet, 

She felt the King's breath wander o'er her neck, 
And in the darkness o'er her fallen head, 
Perceived the waving of his hands that blest. 

Then, listening till those armed steps were gone, 
Rose the pale Queen, and in her anguish found 
The casement:'peradventure,' so she thought, 

'If I might see his face, and not be seen.’ 

And lo, he sat on horseback at the door! 

And near him the sad nuns with each a light 
Stood, and he gave them charge about the Queen, 
To guard and foster her for evermore. 

And while he spake to these his helm was lowered, 
To which for crest the golden dragon clung 

Of Britain; so she did not see the face, 

Which then was as an angel's, but she saw, 

Wet with the mists and smitten by the lights, 

The Dragon of the great Pendragonship 

Blaze, making all the night a steam of fire. 

And even then he turned; and more and more 
The moony vapour rolling round the King, 

Who seemed the phantom of a Giant in it, 
Enwound him fold by fold, and made him gray 
And grayer, till himself became as mist 

Before her, moving ghostlike to his doom. 

Then she stretched out her arms and cried aloud 
‘Oh Arthur!’ there her voice brake suddenly, 
Then—as a stream that spouting from a cliff 
Fails in mid air, but gathering at the base 
Re-makes itself, and flashes down the vale— 
Went on in passionate utterance: 

‘Gone—my lord! 

Gone through my sin to slay and to be slain! 
And he forgave me, and I could not speak. 
Farewell?I should have answered his farewell. 
His mercy choked me.Gone, my lord the King, 
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My own true lord! how dare I call him mine? 
The shadow of another cleaves to me, 

And makes me one pollution:he, the King, 
Called me polluted:shall I kill myself? 

What help in that?I cannot kill my sin, 

If soul be soul; nor can I kill my shame; 

No, nor by living can I live it down. 

The days will grow to weeks, the weeks to months 
The months will add themselves and make the years, 
The years will roll into the centuries, 

And mine will ever be a name of scorn. 

I must not dwell on that defeat of fame. 

Let the world be; that is but of the world. 
What else? what hope? I think there was a hope, 
Except he mocked me when he spake of hope; 
His hope he called it; but he never mocks, 

For mockery is the fume of little hearts. 

And blessed be the King, who hath forgiven 
My wickedness to him, and left me hope 

That in mine own heart I can live down sin 
And be his mate hereafter in the heavens 
Before high God.Ah great and gentle lord, 
Who wast, as is the conscience of a saint 
Among his warring senses, to thy knights— 
To whom my false voluptuous pride, that took 
Full easily all impressions from below, 

Would not look up, or half-despised the height 
To which I would not or I could not climb— 

I thought I could not breathe in that fine air 
That pure severity of perfect light— 

I yearned for warmth and colour which I found 
In Lancelot—now I see thee what thou art, 
Thou art the highest and most human too, 

Not Lancelot, nor another.Is there none 

Will tell the King I love him though so late? 
Now—ere he goes to the great Battle? none: 
Myself must tell him in that purer life, 

But now it were too daring.Ah my God, 

What might I not have made of thy fair world, 
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Had I but loved thy highest creature here? 
It was my duty to have loved the highest: 
It surely was my profit had I known: 
It would have been my pleasure had I seen. 
We needs must love the highest when we see it, 
Not Lancelot, nor another. ' 

Here her hand 
Grasped, made her vail her eyes:she looked and saw 
The novice, weeping, suppliant, and said to her, 
'Yea, little maid, for am I not forgiven?’ 
Then glancing up beheld the holy nuns 
All round her, weeping; and her heart was loosed 
Within her, and she wept with these and said, 

"Ye know me then, that wicked one, who broke 
The vast design and purpose of the King. 
O shut me round with narrowing nunnery-walls, 
Meek maidens, from the voices crying "shame." 
I must not scorn myself:he loves me still. 
Let no one dream but that he loves me still. 
So let me, if you do not shudder at me, 
Nor shun to call me sister, dwell with you; 
Wear black and white, and be a nun like you, 
Fast with your fasts, not feasting with your feasts; 
Grieve with your griefs, not grieving at your joys, 
But not rejoicing; mingle with your rites; 
Pray and be prayed for; lie before your shrines; 
Do each low office of your holy house; 
Walk your dim cloister, and distribute dole 
To poor sick people, richer in His eyes 
Who ransomed us, and haler too than J; 
And treat their loathsome hurts and heal mine own; 
And so wear out in almsdeed and in prayer 
The sombre close of that voluptuous day, 
Which wrought the ruin of my lord the King.’ 

She said:they took her to themselves; and she 
Still hoping, fearing 'is it yet too late?’ 
Dwelt with them, till in time their Abbess died. 
Then she, for her good deeds and her pure life, 
And for the power of ministration in her, 
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And likewise for the high rank she had borne, 
Was chosen Abbess, there, an Abbess, lived 
For three brief years, and there, an Abbess, past 
To where beyond these voices there is peace. 
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The Passing of Arthur 


Sa 


That story which the bold Sir Bedivere, 
First made and latest left of all the knights, 
Told, when the man was no more than a voice 
In the white winter of his age, to those 
With whom he dwelt, new faces, other minds. 

For on their march to westward, Bedivere, 
Who slowly paced among the slumbering host, 
Heard in his tent the moanings of the King: 

'T found Him in the shining of the stars, 

I marked Him in the flowering of His fields, 
But in His ways with men I find Him not. 

I waged His wars, and now I pass and die. 

O me! for why is all around us here 

As if some lesser god had made the world, 
But had not force to shape it as he would, 

Till the High God behold it from beyond, 
And enter it, and make it beautiful? 

Or else as if the world were wholly fair, 

But that these eyes of men are dense and dim, 
And have not power to see it as it is: 
Perchance, because we see not to the close;— 
For I, being simple, thought to work His will, 
And have but stricken with the sword in vain; 
And all whereon I leaned in wife and friend 
Is traitor to my peace, and all my realm 

Reels back into the beast, and is no more. 

My God, thou hast forgotten me in my death; 
Nay—God my Christ—I pass but shall not die.' 

Then, ere that last weird battle in the west, 
There came on Arthur sleeping, Gawain killed 
In Lancelot's war, the ghost of Gawain blown 
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Along a wandering wind, and past his ear 
Went shrilling, 'Hollow, hollow all delight! 
Hail, King! tomorrow thou shalt pass away. 
Farewell! there is an isle of rest for thee. 
And I am blown along a wandering wind, 
And hollow, hollow, hollow all delight.’ 
And fainter onward, like wild birds that change 
Their season in the night and wail their way 
From cloud to cloud, down the long wind the dream 
Shrilled; but in going mingled with dim cries 
Far in the moonlit haze among the hills, 
As of some lonely city sacked by night, 
When all is lost, and wife and child with wail 
Pass to new lords; and Arthur woke and called, 
'Who spake?A dream.O light upon the wind, 
Thine, Gawain, was the voice—are these dim cries 
Thine? or doth all that haunts the waste and wild 
Mourn, knowing it will go along with me?’ 

This heard the bold Sir Bedivere and spake: 
'‘O me, my King, let pass whatever will, 
Elves, and the harmless glamour of the field; 
But in their stead thy name and glory cling 
To all high places like a golden cloud 
For ever:but as yet thou shalt not pass. 
Light was Gawain in life, and light in death 
Is Gawain, for the ghost is as the man; 
And care not thou for dreams from him, but rise— 
I hear the steps of Modred in the west, 
And with him many of thy people, and knights 
Once thine, whom thou hast loved, but grosser grown 
Than heathen, spitting at their vows and thee. 
Right well in heart they know thee for the King. 
Arise, go forth and conquer as of old.’ 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 
‘Far other is this battle in the west 
Whereto we move, than when we strove in youth, 
And brake the petty kings, and fought with Rome, 
Or thrust the heathen from the Roman wall, 
And shook him through the north.I]l doom is mine 
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To war against my people and my knights. 

The king who fights his people fights himself. 

And they my knights, who loved me once, the stroke 
That strikes them dead is as my death to me. 

Yet let us hence, and find or feel a way 

Through this blind haze, which ever since I saw 

One lying in the dust at Almesbury, 

Hath folded in the passes of the world.’ 

Then rose the King and moved his host by night, 
And ever pushed Sir Modred, league by league, 
Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnesse— 

A land of old upheaven from the abyss 

By fire, to sink into the abyss again; 

Where fragments of forgotten peoples dwelt, 

And the long mountains ended in a coast 

Of ever-shifting sand, and far away 

The phantom circle of a moaning sea. 

There the pursuer could pursue no more, 

And he that fled no further fly the King; 

And there, that day when the great light of heaven 
Burned at his lowest in the rolling year, 

On the waste sand by the waste sea they closed. 
Nor ever yet had Arthur fought a fight 

Like this last, dim, weird battle of the west. 

A deathwhite mist slept over sand and sea: 
Whereof the chill, to him who breathed it, drew 
Down with his blood, till all his heart was cold 
With formless fear; and even on Arthur fell 
Confusion, since he saw not whom he fought. 

For friend and foe were shadows in the mist, 

And friend slew friend not knowing whom he slew; 
And some had visions out of golden youth, 

And some beheld the faces of old ghosts 

Look in upon the battle; and in the mist 

Was many a noble deed, many a base, 

And chance and craft and strength in single fights, 
And ever and anon with host to host 

Shocks, and the splintering spear, the hard mail hewn, 
Shield-breakings, and the clash of brands, the crash 
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Of battleaxes on shattered helms, and shrieks 
After the Christ, of those who falling down 
Looked up for heaven, and only saw the mist; 
And shouts of heathen and the traitor knights, 
Oaths, insults, filth, and monstrous blasphemies, 
Sweat, writhings, anguish, labouring of the lungs 
In that close mist, and cryings for the light, 
Moans of the dying, and voices of the dead. 
Last, as by some one deathbed after wail 
Of suffering, silence follows, or through death 
Or deathlike swoon, thus over all that shore, 
Save for some whisper of the seething seas, 
A dead hush fell; but when the dolorous day 
Grew drearier toward twilight falling, came 
A bitter wind, clear from the North, and blew 
The mist aside, and with that wind the tide 
Rose, and the pale King glanced across the field 
Of battle:but no man was moving there; 
Nor any cry of Christian heard thereon, 
Nor yet of heathen; only the wan wave 
Brake in among dead faces, to and fro 
Swaying the helpless hands, and up and down 
Tumbling the hollow helmets of the fallen, 
And shivered brands that once had fought with Rome, 
And rolling far along the gloomy shores 
The voice of days of old and days to be. 
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere, 
And whiter than the mist that all day long 
Had held the field of battle was the King: 
'Hearest thou this great voice that shakes the world, 
And wastes the narrow realm whereon we move, 
And beats upon the faces of the dead, 
My dead, as though they had not died for me?— 
O Bedivere, for on my heart hath fallen 
Confusion, till I know not what I am, 
Nor whence I am, nor whether I be King. 
Behold, I seem but King among the dead.’ 
Then spake the bold Sir Bedivere:'My King, 
King everywhere! and so the dead have kings, 
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There also will I worship thee as King. 
Yet still thy life is whole, and still I live 
Who love thee; but who hates thee, he that brought 
The heathen back among us, yonder stands, 
Modred, unharmed, the traitor of thine house." 
Then spake the King:'My house hath been my doom. 
But call not thou this traitor of my house 
Who hath but dwelt beneath one roof with me. 
My house are rather they who sware my vows, 
Yea, even while they brake them, owned me King. 
And well for thee, saying in my dark hour, 
When all the purport of my throne hath failed, 
That quick or dead thou holdest me for King. 
King am I, whatsoever be their cry; 
And one last act of kinghood shalt thou see 
Yet, ere I pass.'And uttering this the King 
Made at the man:then Modred smote his liege 
Hard on that helm which many a heathen sword 
Had beaten thin; while Arthur at one blow, 
Striking the last stroke with Excalibur, 
Slew him, and all but slain himself, he fell. 
So all day long the noise of battle rolled 
Among the mountains by the winter sea; 
Until King Arthur's Table, man by man, 
Had fallen in Lyonnesse about their lord, 
King Arthur.Then, because his wound was deep, 
The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 
And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 
A broken chancel with a broken cross, 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land: 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water, and the moon was full. 
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 
'The sequel of today unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record.Such a sleep 
They sleep—the men I loved.I think that we 
Shall never more, at any future time, 
Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds, 
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Walking about the gardens and the halls 

Of Camelot, as in the days that were. 

I perish by this people which I made,— 
Though Merlin sware that I should come again 
To rule once more; but, let what will be, be, 

I am so deeply smitten through the helm 

That without help I cannot last till morn. 

Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 
Which was my pride:for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
Holding the sword—and how I rowed across 
And took it, and have worn it, like a king; 

And, wheresoever I am sung or told 

In aftertime, this also shall be known: 

But now delay not:take Excalibur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere: 

Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word.’ 

To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere: 

‘It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus, 
Aidless, alone, and smitten through the helm— 
A little thing may harm a wounded man; 

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word.’ 

So saying, from the ruined shrine he stept, 
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs, 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men, 
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang 
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam.He, stepping down 
By zigzag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Came on the shining levels of the lake. 

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o'er him, drawing it, the winter moon, 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt: 
For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery.He gazed so long 
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That both his eyes were dazzled as he stood, 
This way and that dividing the swift mind, 
In act to throw:but at the last it seemed 
Better to leave Excalibur concealed 

There in the many-knotted waterflags, 

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge. 

So strode he back slow to the wounded King. 
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 
‘Hast thou performed my mission which I gave? 
What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?’ 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 

'T heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag.’ 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale: 
'Thou hast betrayed thy nature and thy name, 
Not rendering true answer, as beseemed 
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight: 

For surer sign had followed, either hand, 

Or voice, or else a motion of the mere. 

This is a shameful thing for men to lie. 

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again, 

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.’ 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere, 
Counting the dewy pebbles, fixed in thought; 
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt, 
How curiously and strangely chased, he smote 
His palms together, and he cried aloud: 

‘And if indeed I cast the brand away, 
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note, 
Should thus be lost for ever from the earth, 
Which might have pleased the eyes of many men. 
What good should follow this, if this were done? 
What harm, undone?Deep harm to disobey, 
Seeing obedience is the bond of rule. 
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself? 
The King is sick, and knows not what he does. 
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What record, or what relic of my lord 

Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 

And rumours of a doubt?But were this kept, 
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings, 
Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Saying, "King Arthur's sword, Excalibur, 
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake. 
Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 
Upon the hidden bases of the hills." 

So might some old man speak in the aftertime 
To all the people, winning reverence. 

But now much honour and much fame were lost.’ 

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit, 
And hid Excalibur the second time, 

And so strode back slow to the wounded King. 

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily: 
‘What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?" 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 

'T heard the water lapping on the crag, 
And the long ripple washing in the reeds." 

To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath: 
'Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 

Unknightly, traitor-hearted!Woe is me! 
Authority forgets a dying king, 

Laid widowed of the power in his eye 

That bowed the will.I see thee what thou art, 
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights, 

In whom should meet the offices of all, 

Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt; 
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes. 

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, 

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence: 
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 

I will arise and slay thee with my hands.’ 

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran, 
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged 
Among the bulrush beds, and clutched the sword, 
And strongly wheeled and threw it.The great brand 
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Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon, 
And flashing round and round, and whirled in an arch, 
Shot like a streamer of the northern morn, 
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 
By night, with noises of the Northern Sea. 
So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur: 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
And caught him by the hilt, and brandished him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere. 
And lightly went the other to the King. 
Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath: 
‘Now see I by thine eyes that this is done. 
Speak out:what is it thou hast heard, or seen?’ 
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
‘Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw, 
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 
Not though I live three lives of mortal men, 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt. 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him; 
But when I looked again, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
That caught him by the hilt, and brandished him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.’ 
And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard: 
‘My end draws nigh; 'tis time that I were gone. 
Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight, 
And bear me to the margin; yet I fear 
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die.’ 
So saying, from the pavement he half rose, 
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm, 
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes 
As in a picture.Him Sir Bedivere 
Remorsefully regarded through his tears, 
And would have spoken, but he found not words; 
Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee, 
O'er both his shoulders drew the languid hands, 
And rising bore him through the place of tombs. 
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But, as he walked, King Arthur panted hard, 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the house is mute.So sighed the King, 
Muttering and murmuring at his ear, ‘Quick, quick! 
I fear it is too late, and I shall die.' 

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge, 
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walked, 
Larger than human on the frozen hills. 

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 
Before.His own thought drove him like a goad. 

Dry clashed his harness in the icy caves 

And barren chasms, and all to left and right 

The bare black cliff clanged round him, as he based 
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels— 

And on a sudden, lo! the level lake, 

And the long glories of the winter moon. 

Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge, 

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern, 

Beneath them; and descending they were ware 

That all the decks were dense with stately forms, 
Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these 
Three Queens with crowns of gold:and from them rose 
A cry that shivered to the tingling stars, 

And, as it were one voice, an agony 

Of lamentation, like a wind that shrills 

All night in a waste land, where no one comes, 

Or hath come, since the making of the world. 

Then murmured Arthur, 'Place me in the barge.’ 
So to the barge they came.There those three Queens 
Put forth their hands, and took the King, and wept. 
But she, that rose the tallest of them all 
And fairest, laid his head upon her lap, 

And loosed the shattered casque, and chafed his hands, 
And called him by his name, complaining loud, 

And dropping bitter tears against a brow 

Striped with dark blood:for all his face was white 

And colourless, and like the withered moon 

Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east; 
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And all his greaves and cuisses dashed with drops 
Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls— 
That made his forehead like a rising sun 
High from the dais-throne—were parched with dust; 
Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 
Mixed with the knightly growth that fringed his lips. 
So like a shattered column lay the King; 
Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest, 
From spur to plume a star of tournament, 
Shot through the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings. 
Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere: 
‘Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go? 
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes? 
For now I see the true old times are dead, 
When every morning brought a noble chance, 
And every chance brought out a noble knight. 
Such times have been not since the light that led 
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh. 
But now the whole Round Table is dissolved 
Which was an image of the mighty world, 
And I, the last, go forth companionless, 
And the days darken round me, and the years, 
Among new men, strange faces, other minds.’ 
And slowly answered Arthur from the barge: 
'The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 
And God fulfils himself in many ways, 
Lest one good custom should corrupt the world. 
Comfort thyself:what comfort is in me? 
I have lived my life, and that which I have done 
May He within himself make pure! but thou, 
If thou shouldst never see my face again, 
Pray for my soul.More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of.Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend? 
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For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 
But now farewell.I am going a long way 

With these thou seest—if indeed I go 

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)— 

To the island-valley of Avilion; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, 

Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies 
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns 
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea, 
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.’ 

So said he, and the barge with oar and sail 
Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood 
With swarthy webs.Long stood Sir Bedivere 
Revolving many memories, till the hull 

Looked one black dot against the verge of dawn, 
And on the mere the wailing died away. 

But when that moan had past for evermore, 

The stillness of the dead world's winter dawn 
Amazed him, and he groaned, "The King is gone. 
And therewithal came on him the weird rhyme, 
‘From the great deep to the great deep he goes.’ 

Whereat he slowly turned and slowly clomb 
The last hard footstep of that iron crag; 

Thence marked the black hull moving yet, and cried, 
'He passes to be King among the dead, 

And after healing of his grievous wound 

He comes again; but—if he come no more— 

O me, be yon dark Queens in yon black boat, 

Who shrieked and wailed, the three whereat we gazed 
On that high day, when, clothed with living light, 
They stood before his throne in silence, friends 

Of Arthur, who should help him at his need?’ 

Then from the dawn it seemed there came, but faint 
As from beyond the limit of the world, 

Like the last echo born of a great cry, 
Sounds, as if some fair city were one voice 
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Around a king returning from his wars. 

Thereat once more he moved about, and clomb 
Even to the highest he could climb, and saw, 
Straining his eyes beneath an arch of hand, 

Or thought he saw, the speck that bare the King, 
Down that long water opening on the deep 
Somewhere far off, pass on and on, and go 
From less to less and vanish into light. 

And the new sun rose bringing the new year. 
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To the Queen 


O loyal to the royal in thyself, 
And loyal to thy land, as this to thee— 
Bear witness, that rememberable day, 
When, pale as yet, and fever-worn, the Prince 
Who scarce had plucked his flickering life again 
From halfway down the shadow of the grave, 
Past with thee through thy people and their love, 
And London rolled one tide of joy through all 
Her trebled millions, and loud leagues of man 
And welcome! witness, too, the silent cry, 
The prayer of many a race and creed, and clime— 
Thunderless lightnings striking under sea 
From sunset and sunrise of all thy realm, 
And that true North, whereof we lately heard 
A strain to shame us ‘keep you to yourselves; 
So loyal is too costly! friends—your love 
Is but a burthen:loose the bond, and go.' 
Is this the tone of empire? here the faith 
That made us rulers? this, indeed, her voice 
And meaning, whom the roar of Hougoumont 
Left mightiest of all peoples under heaven? 
What shock has fooled her since, that she should speak 
So feebly? wealthier—wealthier—hour by hour! 
The voice of Britain, or a sinking land, 
Some third-rate isle half-lost among her seas? 
There rang her voice, when the full city pealed 
Thee and thy Prince!The loyal to their crown 
Are loyal to their own far sons, who love 
Our ocean-empire with her boundless homes 
For ever-broadening England, and her throne 
In our vast Orient, and one isle, one isle, 
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That knows not her own greatness:if she knows 
And dreads it we are fallen. —But thou, my Queen, 
Not for itself, but through thy living love 

For one to whom I made it o'er his grave 

Sacred, accept this old imperfect tale, 

New-old, and shadowing Sense at war with Soul, 
Ideal manhood closed in real man, 

Rather than that gray king, whose name, a ghost, 
Streams like a cloud, man-shaped, from mountain peak, 
And cleaves to cairn and cromlech still; or him 

Of Geoffrey's book, or him of Malleor's, one 
Touched by the adulterous finger of a time 

That hovered between war and wantonness, 

And crownings and dethronements:take withal 

Thy poet's blessing, and his trust that Heaven 

Will blow the tempest in the distance back 

From thine and ours:for some are scared, who mark, 
Or wisely or unwisely, signs of storm, 

Waverings of every vane with every wind, 

And wordy trucklings to the transient hour, 

And fierce or careless looseners of the faith, 

And Softness breeding scorn of simple life, 

Or Cowardice, the child of lust for gold, 

Or Labour, with a groan and not a voice, 

Or Art with poisonous honey stolen from France, 
And that which knows, but careful for itself, 

And that which knows not, ruling that which knows 
To its own harm:the goal of this great world 

Lies beyond sight: yet—if our slowly-grown 

And crowned Republic's crowning common-sense, 
That saved her many times, not fail—their fears 
Are morning shadows huger than the shapes 

That cast them, not those gloomier which forego 
The darkness of that battle in the West, 

Where all of high and holy dies away. 
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HOW ARTHUR BECAME KING 


Sa 


Once upon a time, a thousand years before Columbus discovered America, 
and when Rome was still the greatest city in the world, there lived a brave and 
beautiful youth whose name was Arthur. His home was in England, near 
London; and he lived with the good knight Sir Hector, whom he always called 
father. 

They dwelt in a great square castle of gray stone, with a round tower at each 
comer. It was built about a courtyard, and was surrounded by a moat, across 
which was a drawbridge that could be raised or lowered. When it was raised the 
castle was practically a little island and very hard for enemies to attack. 

On one side of the moat was a large wood, and here Arthur spent a great deal 
of his time. He liked to lie under the trees and gaze up at the blue of the sky. All 
about him old oaks stood like giant guardians watching sturdily over the soil 
where they had grown for centuries. Arthur could look between the trunks and 
see rabbits and squirrels whisking about. Sometimes a herd of brown deer with 
shy dark eyes would pass, holding their graceful heads high in the air; sometimes 
a flock of pheasants with brilliant plumage rose from the bushes. Again there 
was no sound except the tapping of a bright-crested woodpecker, and no motion 
but the fluttering of leaves and the trembling of violets half buried in green 
moss. 

At times, when it was dim and silent in the wood, Arthur would hear bursts 
of merry laughter, the tinkling of bells, and the jingling of spurs. Then he would 
know that knights and ladies were riding down the road which ran beside the 
trees. Soon the knights would appear on horses, brown, black, and white, with 
gaily ornamented saddles, and bridles from which hung silver bells. Often the 
saddles were made of ivory or ebony, set with rubies or emeralds. The knights 
wore helmets laced with slender gold chains, and coats of mail made of tiny 
links of steel, so fine and light that all together hardly weighed more than a coat 
of cloth. Usually the legs of the knights were sheathed in steel armor; and their 
spurs were steel, or even gold. The ladies sat on horses with long trappings of 
silk, purple, white, or scarlet, with ornamented saddles and swinging bells. The 
robes of the ladies were very beautiful, being made of velvet or silk trimmed 
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with ermine. Arthur liked to watch them, flashing by; crimson, and gold, and 
blue, and rose-colored. Better still, he liked to see the pretty happy faces of the 
ladies, and hear their gay voices. In those troublous times, however, the roads 
were so insecure that such companies did not often pass. 

Sometimes the knights and ladies came to visit Sir Hector. Then Arthur 
would hurry from the forest to the castle. Sir Hector would stand on the lowered 
drawbridge to greet his guests, and would lead them, with many expressions of 
pleasure, into the courtyard. Then he would take a huge hammer hanging from a 
post, and beat with it on a table which stood in a corner of the courtyard. 
Immediately from all parts of the castle the squires and servants would come 
running to take the horses of the knights and ladies. Sir Hector's wife and 
daughters would then appear, and with their own hands remove the armor of the 
knights. They would offer them golden basins of water, and towels for washing, 
and after that put velvet mantles upon their shoulders. Then the guests would be 
brought to the supper table. 

But Arthur did not spend all his time dreaming in the woods or gazing at 
knights and ladies. For many hours of the day he practiced feats of arms in the 
courtyard. It was the custom in England to train boys of noble birth to be 
knights. As soon as they were old enough they were taught to ride. Later on, they 
lived much among the ladies and maidens, learning gentle manners. Under the 
care of the knights, they learned to hunt, to carry a lance properly, and to use the 
sword; and having gained this skill, they were made squires if they had shown 
themselves to be of good character. 

Then, day by day, the squires practiced at the quintain. This was an upright 
post, on the top of which turned a crosspiece, having on one end a broad board, 
and on the other a bag of sand. The object was to ride up at full gallop, strike the 
board with a long lance, and get away without being hit by the sand bag. 

Besides this, the squires had services to do for the knights, in order that they 
might learn to be useful in as many ways as possible, and to be always humble. 
For instance, they took care of the armor of the knights, carried letters and 
messages for them, accompanied them at joustings and tournaments, being ready 
with extra weapons or assistance; and in the castle they helped to serve the 
guests at table. After months of such service, they went through a beautiful 
ceremony and were made knights. In the country round about, Arthur, of all the 
squires, was the most famous for his skill in the use of the lance and the sword, 
for his keenness in the hunt, and for his courtesy to all people. 

Now, at this time there was no ruler in England. The powerful Uther of 
Wales, who had governed England, was dead, and all the strong lords of the 
country were struggling to be king in his place. This gave rise to a great deal of 
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quarreling and bloodshed. 

There was in the land a wise magician named Merlin. He was so old that his 
beard was as white as snow, but his eyes were as clear as a little child's. He was 
very sorry to see all the fighting that was going on, because he feared that it 
would do serious harm to the kingdom. 

In those days the great and good men who ruled in the church had power 
almost equal to that of the monarch. The kings and the great lords listened to 
their advice, and gave them much land, and money for themselves and for the 
poor. So Merlin went to the Archbishop of Canterbury, the churchman who in all 
England was the most beloved, and said: 

"Sir, it is my advice that you send to all the great lords of the realm and bid 
them come to London by Christmas to choose a king." 

The archbishop did as Merlin advised, and at Christmas all the great lords 
came to London. The largest church in the city stood not far from the north bank 
of the Thames. A churchyard surrounded it, filled with yew trees, the trunks of 
which were knotted with age. The powerful lords rode up in their clanking armor 
to the gate, where they dismounted, and giving their horses into the care of their 
squires, reverently entered the church. 

There were so many of them that they quite filled the nave and side-aisles of 
the building. The good archbishop, from where he stood in the chancel, looked 
down on them all. Just behind him was the altar covered with a cloth of crimson 
and gold, and surmounted by a golden crucifix and ten burning candles. In front 
of him, kneeling under the gray arches which spanned the church, were the 
greatest men in the kingdom. He looked at their stern bronzed faces, their heavy 
beards, their broad shoulders, and their glittering armor, and prayed God to make 
the best man in the land king. 

Then began the service. At the close of the first prayer some of the knights 
looked out of the window, and there in the churchyard they saw a great square 
stone. In the middle of it was an anvil of steel a foot high, and fixed therein was 
a beautiful sword. On the sword was some writing set in with gold which said: 

"Whosoever pulls this sword out of this stone and anvil is the real king of all 
England." 

The knights who read this told the archbishop, but he said: 

"IT command you all to keep within the church and still pray to God. No man 
is to touch the sword until all the prayers are said." 

After the service was over, the lords went into the churchyard. They each 
pulled at the sword, but none could stir it. 

"The king is not here," said the archbishop, "but God will make him known. 
Meantime, let ten good knights keep watch over this sword." 
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The knights were soon chosen, and then the archbishop said that on a fixed 
day every man in the kingdom should try to pull the sword out of the anvil. He 
ordered that on New Year's day all the people should be brought together for a 
great tournament to be held on the south bank of the Thames, near London 
bridge. After a few days spent in jousting among the knights, each man should 
make the trial to find out whether or not he was to be king. 

The brave youth Arthur did not know of the contest that was to be made for 
the sword. Sir Hector told him that he was to go to a tournament, but he did not 
tell him the reason for holding the tournament. So Arthur rode to London with 
Sir Hector; and Sir Kay, who was Sir Hector's oldest son, was with them. 

Sir Hector and Sir Kay rode soberly in front. They were tall, stalwart men 
and rode black horses, their dark figures making shadows on the light snow that 
had fallen. Arthur, riding behind them, felt exhilarated by the crisp winter air 
which caused the blood to dance in his veins. Sometimes he stood up in his 
saddle and flicked with his sword the dead leaves on the oaks. Again he made 
his horse crush the thin crust of ice that had formed in tiny pools on the road. He 
was so happy in the thought of the tournament he was to see, that he could have 
sung for joy. 

The road was not very wide, for few carts passed upon it, but it had been 
well worn by riders. Sometimes it wound through a bit of thick woods; again it 
rose up over a gently rolling hill. From the hilltops the riders could see London 
far in the distance. It looked at first like a gray haze; then, as the three came 
nearer, the buildings, large and small, grew plain to the sight. The castles and 
huts, barns and sheds, smithies, shops and mills, stood out in the keen sunlight. 
A high wall surrounded them, while on one side flowed the river Thames. 

After they had entered the city, and had passed the churchyard, and had 
almost reached London bridge, Sir Kay discovered that he had left his sword at 
home. 

"Will you go back for it?" he asked Arthur. 

"That I will," said Arthur, glad of the chance to ride longer in the delightful 
air. 

But when he reached their dwelling, he could not get in. The drawbridge was 
raised, and he could not make the warden hear his calling. Then Arthur was 
disturbed and said to himself: 

"I will hasten to the churchyard we passed, and take the beautiful sword 
which I saw in the stone. It does not seem to belong to anyone, and my brother 
Kay must have a weapon." 

So he rode on till he reached the churchyard, dismounted, and tied his horse 
to a sapling. The ten knights who guarded the sword had gone away to see the 
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combats in the tournament. Arthur ran up and pulled lightly but eagerly at the 
sword. It came at once from the anvil. He hurried to Sir Kay, who was waiting 
for him on London bridge. Sir Kay knew that the weapon was the one that had 
been fixed fast in the stone, but he said nothing to Arthur, and the two soon 
overtook Sir Hector, who had ridden slowly to the field where the tournament 
was taking place. Sir Kay immediately told his father what had happened. 

The good knight at once spoke with great respect to Arthur. 

"Sir," he said, "you must be the king of this land." 

"What mean you, sir?" asked Arthur. 

Sir Hector told the wondering youth the reason why he was destined to be 
king. Then he said: 

"Can you put this sword back in its place and pull it out again?" 

"Easily," replied Arthur. 

The three returned to the great stone, and Arthur put back the sword. Sir 
Hector tried to take it out, but failed. 

"Now, you try,” he said to Sir Kay. 

But Sir Kay, in spite of great efforts, also failed. Then Arthur, at Sir Hector's 
bidding, tried, and at once pulled forth the sword. At that Sir Hector and Sir Kay 
knelt before Arthur. 

"Alas," said Arthur, raising them from the ground, "my own dear father and 
my brother, why do you kneel to me?" 

"Nay, my lord Arthur," said Sir Hector, "I am not your father. You are of 
higher blood than I am. Long ago, when you were a little baby, Merlin brought 
you to me to take care of, telling me that you were to be the king." 

"Then whose son am I?" cried Arthur. 

"There are two stories: the one that Merlin tells, and the one that old Bleys, 
the master of Merlin, tells. Merlin brought you to me, saying that you were the 
son of King Uther and Yguerne his wife. But because the king was dead and the 
lords powerful and jealous, he told me to guard you in secrecy lest your life be 
taken. I did not know whether the story was true or false then, but you were a 
helpless child, and Merlin was a wise sage, and so I took you and brought you up 
as my Own." 

Arthur was so astonished that he did not ask to hear the tale that Bleys told. 
He stood gazing at Sir Hector, who said: 

"And now, my gracious lord, will you be good to me and mine when you are 
king?" 

"T will, indeed," replied Arthur, "for I am more beholden to you than to any 
one else in the world, and also to my good lady and foster mother, your wife, 
who has reared me as if I were her own child. If it be God's will that I shall 
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sometime become king, ask of me then what you will." 

"Sir," said Sir Hector, "I ask that you make my son Sir Kay, your foster 
brother, the steward of all your lands." 

"That shall be done," said Arthur, "and more. He shall have that office as 
long as I live." 

Then the three went to the Archbishop of Canterbury and related to him the 
story of Merlin and all that had occurred. At his request they told no one else. 

At the command of the archbishop on Twelfth day, which is the sixth of 
January, all the great lords assembled in the churchyard. Each tried to draw forth 
the sword, and each failed. Then the untitled people came and tried. Everyone 
failed until at last Arthur stepped forward. He hardly more than touched the 
sword when it came away in his hand. 

At this many of the great lords were angry. 

"He is but a boy," they said, "and not of high blood." 

They refused to believe the story of his birth told by Merlin and Sir Hector. 
And because of all the quarreling, it was decided to have another trial at 
Candlemas, which fell in the month of February. Again Arthur was victorious. 
Then the great lords decreed that there should be another trial at Easter, and 
again Arthur succeeded. Next they decided to have a final trial at the feast of the 
Pentecost, which fell in May. 

Meanwhile, Merlin advised the archbishop to see that Arthur had a 
bodyguard. So the archbishop selected several knights whom the former king, 
Uther, had trusted. These were Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias and Sir Bedivere; Sir 
Geraint and Sir Hector and Sir Kay were also chosen. These brave men formed a 
bodyguard for Arthur until the feast of the Pentecost. 

At this time Arthur again drew out the sword from the anvil. Then the 
common people, who had so far let the lords have their will, cried out: 

"We will have Arthur for our king, and we will have no more delay, for we 
see that it is God's will that he shall be our ruler." 

Then all the people knelt down, high and low, rich and poor, and begged 
Arthur's pardon for the delay he had undergone. Arthur forgave them, and taking 
his sword, reverently placed it on the great altar beside which the archbishop 
stood. This was a sign that he meant to dedicate himself and his sword to God. 

Afterward the crowning was held, and all the brave men and fair ladies in the 
land were present. The lords wore beautiful robes of velvet and ermine, with 
gold and jewels on their breast-plates. The ladies' robes were of purple and white 
and scarlet and gold and blue, and they wore many pearls and rubies and 
diamonds, so that all the place where they were assembled was glowing with 
light and color. 
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But Arthur, who wore a plain white robe, did not think of the beauty and 
richness. He was very grave, knowing that he was about to take a solemn oath. 
He bowed his head, while the archbishop set upon it the golden crown, which 
gleamed with jewels. Then he stood up before his people, and vowed that he 
would be a good king and always do justice. All the people uncovered their 
heads and vowed to serve and obey him; and when he smiled kindly on them as 
he rode slowly through the throng, they threw up their caps and shouted joyfully: 
"Long live King Arthur! Long live the King!" 

King Arthur chose worthy men for his officers, making Sir Kay steward as 
he had promised; Sir Ulfius he made chamberlain, and Sir Brastias warden. 
Arthur gave offices also to Sir Hector and Sir Bedivere and Sir Geraint. 

After his crowning the king set about righting all the wrongs that had been 
done since the death of King Uther. He gave back the lands and money that had 
been taken from widows and orphans, and would permit no unkindness to any of 
his subjects. Thus, at the very beginning of his reign, his people began to call 
him 
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THE GOOD SWORD EXCALIBUR 


o 


Soon after the crowning of King Arthur, he was journeying through the land 
with Merlin, the wise old magician, when they met a knight who challenged 
Arthur to a combat. The two fought, and at last the knight wounded Arthur 
severely. In the end the king was victorious, but he had lost so much blood that 
he could go no farther. Merlin took him to a good hermit who healed his wound 
in three days. Then the king departed with Merlin, and as they were slowly 
riding along he said: 

"T am still weak from the blood I have lost, and my sword is broken." 

"Do not fear," said Merlin. "You shall lose no more blood and you shall have 
a good sword. Ride on trustfully with me." 

They rode in silence until they came to a lake, large and quiet, and as 
beautiful in color as a pearl. While Arthur was looking at its beauty, he became 
suddenly aware of three tall women, with fair, sweet faces, standing on the bank. 

"Who are they?" the king asked. 

"Three queens who shall help you at your worst need," answered Merlin. 
"Now look out upon the lake again." 

Arthur turned his eyes upon the lake and saw that in the distance a slight mist 
had arisen. Through it the figure of a lady glided over the surface of the water. 
Her robe appeared to be made of waves which streamed away in flowing curves 
from her body. Her head and shoulders seemed wrapped in foam tinted with the 
colors of the rainbow, and her arms glittered with sparkles which came from 
bubbles of water. She was so wonderful that Arthur looked at her for some time 
before he asked softly: 

"Who is she?" 

"She is the Lady of the Lake," said Merlin. "She lives in a rock in the middle 
of the lake. See, she is coming toward us. Look at what is beyond her in the 
water." 

Arthur looked and saw rising above the surface of the water an arm clothed 
in pure white. This arm held a huge cross-hilted sword, so brilliant that Arthur's 
eyes were dazzled. 

When the Lady of the Lake approached nearer, he said: 
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"Damsel, what sword is that? I wish it were mine, for I have none." 

The lady smiled, saying: 

"Step into yonder boat, row to the sword, and take it, together with the 
scabbard." 

So Arthur entered a little boat that was tied to the shore, and rowed out to the 
sword. As he took it and the scabbard, all gleaming with jewels, the hand and 
arm vanished into the water. And when Arthur looked about, the three queens 
and the Lady of the Lake were also gone. 

As Arthur, still gazing at the sword, rowed to shore, Merlin said to him: 

"My lord Arthur, which pleases you more, sword or scabbard?" 

"In truth, the sword," replied the king. 

"Let me assure you," said Merlin, smiling gravely, "that the scabbard is 
worth ten of the sword. While you have it with you you shall never lose blood, 
no, no matter how sorely you are wounded. So see that you guard it well." 

The king, who was looking at the sword, sighed. 

"There is writing on the sword," he said. 

"True, my lord, written in the oldest tongue in the world." 

"Take me on one side," said Arthur, "and Cast me away on the other. I am 
glad to take the sword, but it saddens me to think of casting it away." 

Merlin's face grew sad, too. He was so wise that he knew what was going to 
happen in the future, and he was well aware that when the time came to cast the 
sword away, much evil would have befallen the good King Arthur. But he knew 
that the time was yet very far off; so he said: 

"You have taken the sword. Now use it to make justice and right prevail in 
all the land. Do not think of casting it away until you must." 

Arthur grew joyful again as he felt the strength of the good sword in his 
hand, and the two rode cheerfully forward through the country. 
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THE GREAT FEAST & WHAT FOLLOWED 


Sa 


Although Arthur had been crowned king, he was by no means sure that all 
the nobles of the land would accept him as ruler. In accordance with the custom 
of the time, he gave a feast in order to find out who were his friends and who his 
enemies. All who came to the feast would, he supposed, consent to be his 
followers. 

He chose the largest hall in London, and had the walls hung with rich cloths. 
Upon the floor, strewn with rushes, were placed trestles, and across these, boards 
were laid. Upon them fine white linen was spread, and golden saltcellars, wine- 
bowls, and water-jugs set about. 

When the guests assembled there were so many that Arthur was delighted, 
for he thought they were all his friends. He sat at the head of one table, and Sir 
Hector sat at the head of the other. Arthur wore a gold crown on his head, but it 
was no brighter than his hair, and the blue turquoises with which it was set were 
no bluer than his eyes. From his shoulders to the ground hung a magnificent red 
robe with gold dragons embroidered upon it. 

The cooks and squires came in from the kitchen carrying food, their ruddy 
faces beaming from the heat of the fires. First of all, sixty boars' heads were 
bome in on silver platters. Then followed, on golden dishes, peacocks and 
plovers which had been so skillfully cooked that their bright colors were 
preserved. After the guests had eaten all they cared for of this food, tiny roasted 
pigs were brought in, and set on all fours upon the tables. By this time, all the 
gold and silver goblets which had been filled with wine needed refilling. Then 
the squires carried in beautiful white swans on silver platters, and roasted cranes 
and curlews on plates that glowed like the sun. After that came rabbits stewed in 
sweet sauce, and hams and curries. The last course consisted of tarts and 
preserves, dates and figs and pomegranates. 

The supper began about five o'clock, and the guests ate and drank into the 
night. Although it was past Easter time, the weather was a little cold, and so 
upon the stone flagging between the two long tables the king ordered fires to be 
lighted. The bright flames darted up, flashing on the gold threads woven in the 
hangings of the walls, and on the steel armor of the lords, and gleaming on the 
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jewels set in the gold and silver goblets which the squires were carrying about. 
At one side sat a band of musicians singing of the glories of King Arthur, and of 
the folk-tales of his ancestors and people, accompanying themselves on their 
harps. 

After the guests had risen from the tables and gone to their camps, Arthur 
sent messengers to them with rich gifts of horses and furs and gold. But most of 
the lords received the messengers scornfully. 

"Take back these gifts to the beardless boy who has come of low blood," 
they said; "we do not want them. We have come here to give him gifts of hard 
blows with our hard swords." 

The messengers were astonished to hear these things spoken of their good 
king. Nevertheless, they told Arthur all that had been said to them. He sent no 
answer back, but he called together all the lords whom he was sure were loyal to 
him, and asked their advice. They said to him: 

"We cannot give you advice, but we can fight." 

"You speak well, my lords," answered Arthur, "and I thank you for your 
courage. Will you take the advice of Merlin? You know that he has done much 
for me, and he is very wise." 

The lords and barons answered that they would do whatever Merlin advised. 
When Merlin came to the council hall he said: 

"I warn you that your enemies are very strong. They have added to their 
numbers so that now you have against you eleven mighty kings." 

At this the lords looked dismayed. 

"Unless our lord Arthur has more men than he can find in his own realm," 
said Merlin, "he will be overcome and slain. Therefore I give you this counsel. 
There are two brothers across the sea; both are monarchs and both very strong. 
One is King Ban of Benwick, and the other is King Bors of Gaul. Now these two 
have an enemy, also a powerful ruler. Therefore, send to the brothers, King Bors 
and King Ban who are now both in Benwick, and say to them that if they will 
help Arthur in his war against the eleven kings, Arthur will help them against 
their common enemy." 

"That is very good counsel," said the king and the lords. 

So they chose Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias as messengers, and these two 
hurried away, hopeful of success. When they reached the town in Benwick 
where King Bors and King Ban were, knights came forth to receive them and to 
hear their message. As soon as it was learned from whom they had come they 
were led into the presence of the brothers. Both were very large men. King Bors 
was dark, and was dressed in black armor. King Ban was dark, too; the colors 
that he wore on his shield were green and gold. He was the father of Sir 
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Lancelot, the knight who afterwards became the most powerful of the followers 
of Arthur. 

The two kings received Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias with much favor. 

"Tell King Arthur," they said, "that we will come to him as quickly as we 
can." 

Then they gave splendid gifts to Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias, who hurried 
back to Arthur with the message. 

In a short time King Bors and King Ban arrived with ten thousand of their 
soldiers, and as Arthur had ten thousand, they felt certain of victory. They went 
into Wales, a country which Arthur's followers knew well, and waited 
confidently for the enemy. 

The eleven kings collected a great host of sixty thousand men, fifty thousand 
on horseback and ten thousand on foot. They marched towards the place where 
Arthur was, and set up their camp near a wood about a mile distant. When 
Merlin knew this, he said to Arthur and the two kings: 

"This is my advice: Set upon your enemies at midnight when they are 
unprepared, and then you will have the advantage." 

So Arthur and the two royal brothers and the twenty thousand soldiers crept 
up to where the eleven kings and their men lay. They took a road circling round 
the wood. Moving with great caution, they drew nearer and nearer until they 
could see first the camp fires in a circle around the white tents; and then, against 
the flashing flames, the dark figures of the men who were keeping guard. 
Sometimes they were afraid that the noise they made would alarm their enemies, 
but on account of a heavy windstorm, they were unheard. When his men were 
quite near, Arthur gave the word of command. The whole army uttered a great 
shout, and ran forward in companies upon their enemies. In a few minutes they 
had knocked down most of the tents, and killed many soldiers. 

It was a dreadful thing to be attacked in the dark without warning. But the 
eleven kings were brave men, even though they were so unjust to Arthur in 
trying to take his kingdom from him, and made a good fight. Perhaps they would 
have made a better one if they had known how few the men were under Arthur. 

Before day dawned, Merlin told Arthur to draw back his troops. This he did, 
leaving about ten thousand of the enemy dead behind him. He, however, had not 
lost very many men. 

At daybreak Arthur and his followers saw that the lay of the land could be 
used to their advantage. Between them and the enemy was a narrow road, 
bounded on one side by a lake, and on the other side by a dense wood. One part 
of this wood, however, was thin enough to allow men to hide in it. 

"Now," said Merlin, "let King Bors and King Ban take their soldiers and hide 
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in the wood for a long time. Then, my lord Arthur, stand up before the enemy 
with your men." 

"Why shall we do this?" asked Arthur. 

"Because," said the wise old man, "when the eleven kings see how few in 
number your troops are, they will let you proceed down the passage. They will 
think that if you march close to them they can overcome you. But you can fill up 
this narrow road with more and more men from the wood. Then the enemy 
cannot surround you." 

"That seems very good," said Arthur. 

"And at last," continued Merlin, "when the eleven kings are weary, let King 
Bors and King Ban come forth. Then surely the courage of our enemies will 
fail." 

The plan was carried out. Arthur's men marched down the passage. The 
green wood was on one side, and on the other was the lake, the water of which 
was so Clear that it reflected the bodies of the soldiers with their shields and 
helmets. The sun shone on their armor. The little birds in the woods sang as they 
passed. But the men were thinking of nothing but the expected battle. 

When they had come close to the enemy, they saw the eleven kings all in a 
row, mounted on big handsome horses. Their fifty thousand men were behind 
them. Suddenly these rode forward and the battle began. 

It was a fierce fight. In a very short time the field was covered with 
overthrown men and horses. Broken shields and helmets lay on the ground, and 
many of the knights who had been fighting on horseback were unhorsed, and 
were fighting on foot. Arthur galloped here and there among his enemies, 
conquering with his trusty sword all with whom he fought. The woods and the 
water rang with his sword strokes. The noise drowned the sweet songs of the 
birds, but still they sang, and flew about gaily, all unaware of the grim death- 
struggle going on beneath them. 

Finally the time arrived for bringing forward King Bors and his men. The 
great dark king went thundering down upon his enemies. When the King of 
Orkney saw him coming, he cried: 

"Oh, we are in great danger! I see King Bors, one of the best and bravest 
kings in the world, and he is helping our enemy.” 

Then the other kings were astonished, for they did not know that Arthur had 
sent outside his country for help. 

"But we will fight on," they said, "no matter how powerful he is." 

While they were still fighting, but with great loss of courage, they heard the 
loud sounds made by the hoofs of other tramping horses, and King Ban rode 
down on them, followed by his men. His black brows were frowning, and his 


5331 XRN 


green and gold colors glittered in the sun. 

"Alas, alas!" cried the King of Orkney, "now in truth are we lost, for here is 
another king, no less great than his brother Bors. But we must neither flee nor 
yield." 

The eleven kings, being agreed to this, continued the battle, though so many 
of their men were killed that the King of Orkney wept. When he saw some of his 
men running away, he wept still more, for he thought it was better to die than to 
be a coward. 

Though they did not intend to run away, the eleven kings thought it would be 
wise to retreat to a little copse near by. It was late and they were tired and 
wished to rest before fighting again. King Bors and King Ban could not help 
admiring these rulers. 

"In truth," said King Ban, "they are the bravest men I ever saw. I would they 
were your friends." 

"Indeed, so would I," replied Arthur; "but I have no hope of that, for they are 
determined to destroy me, and so we must fight on." 

At this moment Merlin rode up on his great black horse. 

"Have you not done enough?" he cried to Arthur. "Of their sixty thousand 
men there are left but fifteen thousand. It is time to stop, I say. If you fight on, 
they will win the day. The tide will turn against you." 

Arthur hesitated and Merlin said: 

"The eleven kings have a great trouble coming of which they are ignorant. 
The Saracens have landed in their countries to the number of over forty 
thousand. So your enemies will have so much fighting to do that they will not 
attack you again for three years." 

Then Arthur was glad, for it had grieved him deeply to fight so long and to 
lose his good soldiers. 

"We will fight no more," he said. 

"That is well," replied Merlin. "Now give presents to your soldiers, for to- 
day they have proved themselves equal to the best fighters in the world." 

"True, indeed!" exclaimed King Bors and King Ban. 

So Arthur gave gifts to his own men; and a great deal of gold to the brother 
kings, both for themselves and for their soldiers. And the two kings went home 
rejoicing. 
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ARTHUR'S COURT & THE ORDER OF THE 
ROUND TABLE 


¢ 


After Arthur had proved his prowess in his contest with the eleven kings, he 
decided to establish his Court and the Order of the Round Table. The place he 
chose was the city of Camelot in Wales, which had a good situation, being built 
upon a hill. He called the wise Merlin and ordered him to make a great palace on 
the summit of the hill. Through his powers of enchantment, Merlin was able to 
do this very quickly, and within a week the king and his personal attendants 
were settled in the palace. 

The main part consisted of a great Assembly Hall built of white marble, the 
roof of which seemed to be upheld by pillars of green and red porphyry, and was 
surmounted by magnificent towers. The outside walls of the hall were covered 
with beautiful rows of sculpture. The lowest row represented wild beasts slaying 
men. The second row represented men slaying wild beasts. The third represented 
warriors who were peaceful, good men. The fourth showed men with growing 
wings. Over all was a winged statue with the face of Arthur. Merlin meant to 
show by means of the first row that formerly evil in men was greater than good; 
by the second that men began to conquer the evil in themselves, which in time 
caused them to become really good, noble, and peace-loving men, as in the third 
row. And finally, through the refining influence of Good King Arthur and his 
wise helpers, men would grow to be almost as perfect as the angels. 

The main doorway was in the shape of an arch, upheld by pillars of dark 
yellow marble. The hall was lighted by fourteen great windows, through which 
the light streamed in soft colors upon the marble floors. Between these windows, 
and along the cornices, were beautiful decorations. There were carvings in white 
marble of birds and beasts and twining vines. There was mosaic work of black 
and yellow and pink marble and of lapis lazuli, as blue as a lake when the clear 
sun shines full upon its surface. Under the windows were many stone shields, 
beneath each of which was the name of a knight. Some shields were blazoned 
with gold, some were carved, and some were blank. The walls were hung with 
beautiful tapestries which had been woven by the ladies of the land for Arthur's 
new palace. On each had been pictured some episode from the life of King 
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Arthur; the drawing of the magic sword from the anvil, the finding of the good 
sword Excalibur, his deeds of justice and acts of kindness, and his many battles 
and wars. 

The two wings of the palace contained the dining hall and kitchen and the 
living apartments of all the members of the court who made their home with the 
king. The dining hall was only a little less beautiful than Arthur's great Assembly 
Hall. The walls were hung with cloths of scarlet and gold. The deep fireplace 
was supported by four bronze pillars. In the middle of the room were long tables 
made of oak boards set on ivory trestles. At a banquet the walls were hung with 
garlands of flowers or festoons of branches. 

The great kitchen had stone walls and stone flagging. The fireplace was so 
large that there was room for a whole ox to be roasted, and above hung cranes 
from which half a dozen kettles could be suspended, and pots of such a size that 
pigs could be boiled whole in them. All about the walls were cupboards. Some 
were full of plates of wood, iron, steel, silver, and gold, and flagons, cups, 
bowls, and saltcellars of gold and silver. Others were used for the storing of cold 
meats and fruits. There were several tables on which the cooked food was cut, 
and benches upon which the cooks rested when they were tired of serving the 
hungry eaters. 

Well might they have grown tired. 

Supper, the most important meal of the day, lasted from three until six, and 
often longer. But the cooks, and the little scullion boys who washed the pots and 
pans, and the attendants who carried in the food to the dining hall, all wore 
contentment and happiness on their faces as they hurried about with their long 
blouses tucked out of harm's way; for to serve King Arthur and his guests was 
considered a real privilege. 

The sleeping rooms were furnished with chests, and chairs, and beds spread 
with fine linen and with ermine-lined covers. Hangings of various colors were 
upon the walls. On the floors were strewn rushes, and among them was thrown 
mint which gave forth an agreeable odor. 

After Arthur, his officers, and his servants had been in the palace a few days, 
the king formally established his Court. He invited all the knights who cared to 
do so to come with their families and retinues and live with him. Some preferred 
to remain in their own castles, but others gladly went to live with the king. Soon 
all were comfortably settled. 

The king's officers were very important members of Arthur's court. First of 
these came the Archbishop of Canterbury, who held the highest place in the 
king's regard. It was his duty to conduct the church services for Arthur and his 
followers, and to christen, marry, and bury the people of Camelot. Next, Sir 
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Ulfius as chamberlain superintended the care of the king's rooms. Sir Brastias, 
who was warden, superintended the servants. Sir Kay, who was steward, had 
charge of all the food and the kitchen. Sir Hector, as treasurer, took care of the 
king's gold and rendered the accounts. Sir Geraint managed all the tournaments 
and outdoor sports of the knights and squires. There were other officers to help 
these, and all did their work faithfully and lovingly. 

The knights whom Arthur chose to be members of his Round Table were 
mostly selected from these officers. As members of this order there were one 
hundred and fifty of the knights who had shown themselves especially brave in 
battle and who were devoted followers of the king. Next to being king, the 
greatest honor which could fall to a warrior was to be made a member of the 
Round Table, for all who belonged to the order were dedicated to the service of 
God and mankind. There is no glory greater than such a dedication. 

In his great hall Arthur had placed a huge table, made round in shape so that 
there should be neither head nor foot, a higher place nor a lower place. Arthur 
wished all who sat there to be equals. These chosen knights were to give him 
council in times of peace and of war. 

It was a solemn hour when the knights took their places. The Archbishop of 
Canterbury blessed them and their seats. Then each one came to Arthur, who 
stood at the top of the Assembly Hall, and did him homage. Next they took their 
vows. They promised to be brave and good, never false, or mean, or cruel. If 
anyone with whom they fought begged for mercy, they would show him mercy. 
And they vowed never to fight for a wrong cause or for money. Each year at the 
feast of the Pentecost they were to repeat these vows. 

Other members of Arthur's Court were old, brave knights who could no 
longer fight, but who liked to be near the king and his warriors, and gave the 
wisdom of age and experience to his councils; young, ambitious, and promising 
knights who had had but little real experience in battle; and faithful squires who 
had had no real experience at all. Boys from six to fourteen years were pages. 
There were others who transformed Arthur's Court to a place of grace and 
beauty,—the mothers, wives, sisters, and daughters of the warriors. 

Although they did not help in the councils of war, these ladies were of great 
assistance in training the knights to be tender and courteous. They taught the 
little pages good manners and unselfishness. They assisted the knights in 
removing their armor when they came in tired from riding or fighting. They sat 
with Arthur and the knights in the evening in the dining-hall, singing or playing 
upon harps, or listening to the tales that were told. When the knights were away 
the ladies stayed in their own chambers, hearing wise readings from the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, or other learned men, listening to Merlin's words of 
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wisdom, and embroidering the beautiful hangings and cushions which were to 
adorn the palace. 

It was a month before Arthur's Court was established, and during that time 
the city of Camelot was a scene of continual merriment. The people of the place 
were glad that the king had come, for that meant much gain for them. Those of 
them who did not live in the palace had their houses or shops on the streets 
which wound about the foot of the hill. Many of the shops belonged to armorers, 
who had armor of all sorts for any one who would buy. They were glad in their 
turn to buy the swords of famous knights which had been used in great battles, 
for such weapons they could always sell again at a good price. These 
shopkeepers and the servants and the squires and the warriors all united to make 
the city of Camelot a beautiful one, for the sake of their king. The streets were 
kept strewn with rushes and flowers. Rich awnings and silken draperies were 
hung from the houses. 

All day long processions passed, made up of the followers of all those lords 
who gave allegiance to the king. They carried the banners of their masters, 
crimson, white, or scarlet, gold, silver, or azure, making the streets glow with 
color. The marching squires wore ornamented blouses, drawn in at the waist, 
long silk stockings, and shoes of embroidered leather. The bowmen were dressed 
in green kirtles, rather shorter than those of the squires, and wore dark woolen 
hose; they carried their bows and arrows slung across their shoulders. The 
servants were dressed in much the same way, except that their blouses were 
longer and of various colors. Many knights rode in the processions, their long 
plumes waving in the wind, their armor shining, and their falcons perched upon 
their wrists. 

All day long, too, bands of musicians played on flutes and timbrels and 
tabors and harps; bands of young men and women sang songs in praise of the 
king; story-tellers went about relating old tales of famous heroes. The young 
men showed their strength by tumbling and wrestling, and their grace by 
dancing; the young women also danced. 

The wise Merlin often passed along the streets, walking silently among the 
merry throngs of people. Sometimes the little Dagonet danced at his side, 
Dagonet the king's jester, a tiny man who made merriment for the Court with his 
witty sayings. He always wore a tight-fitting red blouse and a peaked cap 
omamented with bells, and he carried a mock scepter in the shape of a carved 
ivory stick. 

Whenever Arthur appeared before his people, church-bells were joyously 
rung and trumpets were sounded. The king, as he rode, distributed presents to the 
poor people:—capes, coats, and mantles of serge, and bushels of pence. In a 
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dining-hall at the palace, feasts were held on those days for them, and they were 
also open for all the people who might come. 

When the weather was beautiful, tables were placed on the sward outside the 
palace, and those who cared to, ate under the shade of the trees, listening to the 
music of the blackbirds, whose singing was almost as loud as that of the chorus 
of damsels who sang in the palace. Every hour the servants carried in and out 
great quarters of venison, roasted pheasants and herons, and young hawks, 
ducks, and geese, all on silver platters. Curries and stews and tarts were 
innumerable. In the midst of the sward a silver fountain had been set from which 
flowed sweet wine. Even the great feasts of the year, which were held at 
Christmas, upon the day of the Passover, at Pentecost, upon Ascension day, and 
upon St. John's day, were not as wonderful as these feasts, when the king held 
holiday with his people. 

On these days of merriment, when the people were not eating or drinking or 
marching in processions, they were at the tournament field, watching the 
combats. Here the best of Arthur's knights, mounted on strong horses and 
wearing heavy armor, were ranged on two sides of the field. Behind each row 
was a pavilion filled with ladies. Four heralds stood ready to blow the trumpets 
which gave the signal for the combats. Each herald wore crimson silk stockings 
and crimson velvet kirtles, tight at the waist, and reaching half-way to the knee. 

When it was time to begin the heralds blew the trumpets, the ladies bent over 
eagerly, and the knights spurred their horses forward, riding with their lances in 
rest. In a moment clouds of dust arose, circling up as high as the plumes on the 
knights' helmets, and their lances crashed against each other's shields. Many of 
the lances broke. Sometimes the shock of contact overthrew a knight. But no one 
was hurt, for the good King Arthur had ordered that the combats should be 
friendly. 

When the jousting had lasted for several hours, those knights who had shown 
themselves the stronger, received prizes from the ladies. The prizes were suits of 
armor ornamented with gold, and swords with jeweled hilts. The knight who, of 
all, was the strongest, chose the lady whom he considered most beautiful, and 
crowned her "The Queen of Love and Beauty." 

During the month of feasting, Arthur made knights of some of the squires. A 
young squire was first obliged to show his skill in tilting at the quintain. Then his 
father presented him with falcons and sparrowhawks for hunting, and arms and 
robes. He also gave robes and arms to his son's companions, and, to their 
mothers and sisters, furs and embroidered robes, and belts of gold. Finally he 
gave money to the singers and players, and servants, and to the poor people of 
Camelot. 
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At about sunset the young squire went into the church, where the Archbishop 
of Canterbury held a solemn service. The youth took the armor which he had 
chosen, and placed it on the floor in front of the altar. He was then left alone, and 
all night long he prayed fervently to God to give him strength to be a noble and 
true knight. In the morning the king came to the church, attended by his nobles 
and by the archbishop. The squire laid his sword on the altar, thus signifying his 
devotion to Christ and his determination to lead a holy life. King Arthur bound 
the sword and spurs on the young man, and, taking Excalibur, he smote him 
lightly on the shoulder with it, saying, "Be thou a true and faithful knight." 

Then the squire took a solemn oath to protect all who were in distress, to do 
right, to be a pure knight, and to have faith in God. After that the Archbishop of 
Canterbury preached a solemn sermon. 

When the month of feasting and holiday was ended, the members of the 
Court returned to their usual habits of life. The Knights of the Round Table went 
forth to right wrongs and to enforce the law. All who were in distress came to 
the king for help. And to the whole country Arthur's Court was famous as a place 
where unkindness was never done, and where truth, justice, and love reigned. 
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KING ARTHUR & THE PRINCESS GUINEVERE 


o 


After Arthur had been established in his Court for some time, his neighbor, 
Leodogran, the king of Cameliard, asked him for help in a battle. To this Arthur 
cheerfully consented, and gathered his warrior men about him. 

It chanced, as he and his men were marching past the castle of Leodogran to 
meet the enemy, the king's daughter, Guinevere, who was the most beautiful 
lady in all that land, stood on the castle wall to watch her father's allies pass. 
Now she did not know, of all the knights who rode by, which was Arthur. Many 
wore gold and jewels on their armor, while the king's armor was plain. 

But Arthur saw her bending over the wall. She was slender and graceful; her 
black hair fell in two long heavy braids over each shoulder; her eyes were large 
and black. And Arthur felt a warm love spring from his heart for her, and said to 
himself: 

"If I win this battle for Leodogran, I shall ask him to give me the princess 
Guinevere for wife." 

His love for Guinevere made him fight even more bravely than usual, and he 
soon won the battle. After he had returned to Camelot, he told his knights that he 
wished to marry the princess. They were very glad, because they, too, had seen 
her and thought her the most beautiful lady they had ever beheld. 

Then Arthur said: 

"I will send my three good knights, Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias and Sir 
Bedivere, to King Leodogran to ask for Guinevere." 

The three knights set forth gayly, feeling certain that King Leodogran would 
be glad to marry his daughter to their great Arthur. When, however, they came to 
the castle of Leodogran with their request, the king hesitated. He bade them wait 
for a little while in the room adjoining his large hall. Then he said to himself: 

"Arthur has helped me, indeed. I know, too, that he is powerful. But I hear 
strange stories of his birth. There are people who say that he is not a king's son. 
However great he is, I cannot give him my only daughter unless he is really a 
true king, born of royal blood." 

He called the oldest knight in his kingdom and said to him: 

"Do you know anything about Arthur's birth?" 
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The old man looked very wise and said: 

"There are two men who do know; the younger of them is twice as old as I 
am. They are Merlin, and Bleys, the master of Merlin. Bleys has written down 
the secret of Arthur's birth in a book." 

Then King Leodogran laughed a little and said: 

"My friend, your words have not helped me much. If Arthur had not helped 
me in my time of need more than you have helped me now, I should have been 
lost indeed. Go and call Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias and Sir Bedivere." 

So the old man brought in the three knights, and Leodogran said to them: 

"I hear strange tales of your king's birth. Some say that he is indeed the son 
of the late King Uther, but others say that he is the son of Sir Hector. Do you 
believe that he is Uther's son?" 

They said "Yes," and then told King Leodogran that Sir Hector had brought 
up King Arthur as his son, for fear that those who wanted the throne would kill 
the child; and that Arthur was undoubtedly Uther's son. 

Still King Leodogran could not make up his mind. He bade the three lords 
remain with him for a few days. 

Meanwhile the beautiful Queen Bellicent came to the Court, and Leodogran 
asked her advice. 

"Do you think Arthur is a great king?" he asked. "Will he always be great?" 

"He is very great," said the queen. "And all his people love him. Perhaps he 
has not many lords, but their deep love makes up for their small number." 

"That may be true," replied the king. 

"Besides that," added the queen, "they are good men. As you know, the 
Knights of the Round Table are bound by vows to be kind and true and merciful 
and helpful." 

"T have heard it," said the king. 

"Moreover," went on Queen Bellicent, "Arthur has powerful friends: Merlin, 
the magician, and the Lady of the Lake, who gave him his sword Excalibur, and 
the three fair queens, who will help him when he needs help most." 

"Yes, yes," said King Leodogran, "if all this is true, Arthur must prevail over 
his enemies. But is he the son of King Uther and Queen Yguerne? You are the 
daughter of Queen Yguerne by an earlier marriage, and, therefore, Arthur's half- 
sister if Arthur is really Uther's son. You ought surely to know the truth." 

Bellicent waited a little while, and then said: 

"King Leodogran, I do not know what the truth is. There are two stories: the 
story Merlin tells and the story Bleys tells. Merlin says that Arthur is Uther's son, 
and indeed I should like to believe it." 

"But you are not sure?" asked the king. 
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"I am not sure. For my mother Yguerne was dark, and King Uther was dark. 
Their hair and eyes were black like mine. Yet Arthur's hair is as bright as gold. 
Besides, there is the story of old Bleys." 

"What is his story?" 

"He says that Uther died, weeping because he had no heir. Then Bleys and 
Merlin, who were present at his death, passed together out of the castle. It was a 
stormy night, and as they walked along by the lake they were forced by the roar 
of the tempest to look out upon the waves, whipped by the wind. 

"Suddenly they saw a ship on the water. It had the shape of a winged dragon. 
All over its decks stood a multitude of people shining like gold. Then the ship 
vanished, and a number of great waves began to roll in towards shore. The ninth 
of these waves seemed as large as half the sea. It was murmuring with strange 
voices and rippling with flames. In the midst of the flames was a little fair-haired 
baby who was borne to Merlin's feet. Merlin stooped and picked it up, and cried, 
'The King! Here is an heir for Uther!’ This, King Leodogran, is the story Bleys 
told me before he died." 

King Leodogran wondered very much. Then he said: 

"But did you not question Merlin about this?" 

"Yes," answered Queen Bellicent. "I asked him if this story of Bleys was 
true. He would only answer me with a riddle." 

As King Leodogran was still silent, she said: 

"Do not fear to give your daughter to Arthur, for he will be the greatest king 
the world has ever seen." 

Leodogran felt less doubtful. While he was thinking, he fell asleep and had a 
dream. He saw in his dream a field covered with mist and smoke, and a phantom 
king standing in the cloud. He heard a voice which said, "This is not our king; 
this is not the son of Uther." But suddenly the mist disappeared and the king 
stood out in heaven, crowned. 

King Leodogran took this dream for a good sign. He called the three knights, 
Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias and Sir Bedivere, and said to them: 

"Say to your king that I will give him Guinevere for his wife." 

So the three hastily returned to King Arthur, who was overjoyed with their 
message. 

In the month of May he sent Sir Lancelot, the son of King Ban, for 
Guinevere. When she came, the Archbishop of Canterbury married them. And he 
blessed them and said that they, with the help of the Knights of the Round Table, 
must do much good for the land. 
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THE COMING of GARETH 


o 


The beautiful Queen Bellicent had many sons, all of whom had gone out in 
the world except the youngest. His name was Gareth. His two brothers, Gawain 
and Modred, were with the good King Arthur, and Gareth longed to join them. 
His mother, however, would not let him go. 

"You are not yet a man," she said. "You are only a child. Stay a little longer 
with me." 

So Gareth stayed. One day he came to his mother and said: 

"Mother, may I tell you a story?" 

"Gladly," she replied. 

"Then, mother, once there was a golden egg which a royal eagle had laid, 
away up in a tree. It was so high up that it could hardly be seen. But a youth, 
who though poor was brave, saw it, and longed for it. He knew that if he could 
get it, it would bring wealth and prosperity to him. So he tried to climb. One who 
loved him stopped him, saying, "You will fall and be killed if you try to reach 
that height.' Therefore the poor boy did not climb, and so did not fall; but he 
pined away with longing till his heart broke and he died." 

Queen Bellicent answered: 

"If the person who held him back had loved him, that person would have 
climbed, and found the egg, and given it to the youth." 

"That could not be," said Gareth. "Mother, suppose the egg were not gold, 
but steel, the same steel that Arthur's sword Excalibur is made of." 

The queen grew pale, for she now understood his meaning. 

But Gareth spoke on: 

"Dear mother, the gold egg is the glory to be won at Arthur's Court; I am the 
poor youth, and you are the one who holds me back. Mother, let me go!" 

Then Bellicent wept, and she said: 

"Oh, my son, do not leave me. You love me more than Gawain and Modred. 
You are all I have left in the world." 

But Gareth replied: 

"Mother, I waste my strength here." 

"No, no," she said. "You shall hunt; you shall follow the deer and the fox, 
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and so grow strong. Then I will find you a beautiful wife, and we shall all live 
together till I die." 

Gareth shook his head. 

"No, mother. I do not want a wife until I have proved myself to be a worthy 
and brave knight. I wish to follow Arthur, my good king and uncle." 

"Perhaps he is not the true king and your uncle," Bellicent said. "At least 
wait a little till he has shown himself to be the greatest king in the world. Stay 
with me." 

"Nay, mother," he said. "I must go." 

Then the queen thought of a plan which she hoped would soon make him 
willing to stay home. 

"If I let you go, my son, you must make me a promise. The promise will 
prove your love to me." 

"I will make a hundred promises," cried young Gareth, "if you will only let 
me go." 

"Then," she said, "you must go in disguise to the court of Arthur. You must 
hire yourself out as a kitchen boy. You shall wash the pots and pans for a whole 
year and tell no one that you are the son of a queen." 

Queen Bellicent was sure that Gareth would not wish to make such a 
promise. He was silent a long, long time. He had hoped to take part at once with 
the Knights of the Round Table in great deeds. At last he said: 

"I may be a kitchen boy and still be noble in heart and mind. Besides, I can 
look on at the tournaments. I shall see King Arthur and Sir Lancelot and Sir Kay. 
Yes, mother, I will go." 

Queen Bellicent was very sad. All the days before Gareth's departure her 
eyes followed him until he felt that he could not bear to see her grieve longer. So 
in the middle of the night he rose quietly and woke two of his faithful servants. 
They dressed themselves like plowmen and started towards Camelot. 

It was Easter time and the young grass was a bright green. The birds were 
beginning their chirping, although it was not yet light. As the dawn came, they 
saw the early morning mist sweeping over the mountain and forest near Arthur's 
city of Camelot. Sometimes the mist drew away and showed in the distance the 
towers gleaming like silver. 

One of the servants said: 

"Let us go no farther, my lord Gareth. I am afraid. That is a fairy city." 

The second said: 

"Yes, lord, let us turn back. I have heard that Arthur is not the real king, but a 
changeling brought from fairyland in a great wave all flame. He has done all his 
deeds with the help of Merlin's enchantment." 
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The first one spoke again: 

"Lord Gareth, that is no real city. It is a vision." 

But Gareth laughed and said: 

"Arthur is real flesh and blood, a brave man, and a just king. Come with me 
to the gate of his city, and do not be afraid." 

When they reached the gate of the city, they stared in amazement. It was 
made of silver and mother-of-pearl. In the center was carved the figure of the 
Lady of the Lake, with her arms outstretched in the form of a cross. In one hand 
she held a sword, and in the other a censer. On both sides of her figure was 
carved the story of the wars of King Arthur. Above all were the figures of the 
three queens who were to help Arthur in time of need. 

The three looked till their eyes were dazzled. Then they heard a peal of 
music, and the gate slowly opened. An old man with a long gray beard came out 
to greet them, and returning led them up past the gardens and groves and roofs 
and towers of Camelot to Arthur's great palace on the summit of the hill. 

Gareth hardly thought of the splendors of the palace. He approached the 
arched doorway of the Assembly Hall, thinking only as his heart beat quickly, 
that at last he was to see the good King Arthur. Even before he entered he heard 
the voice of the king. For it was one of the days when Arthur was giving 
judgment to his people. 

The king sat on a throne made of gold and ivory and ebony. On its arms and 
back were carved great dragons. Arthur wore a gold crown which was not 
brighter than his own beautiful hair and beard. His blue eyes were as calm and 
clear as the sky in summer time. His trusty knights stood about him on each side 
of the throne. The tallest of these, who had a worn, browned face, and piercing 
dark eyes, under frowning brows, must be, Gareth knew, the famous knight, Sir 
Lancelot. 

As Gareth entered, a widow came forward and cried to Arthur: 

"Hear me, oh, King! Your father, King Uther, took away a field from my 
husband, who is now dead. The king promised us gold, but he gave us no gold, 
nor would he return our field." 

Then Arthur said: 

"Which would you rather have, the gold or the field?" 

The woman wept, saying: 

"Oh, King, my dead husband loved the field. Give it back to me." 

"You shall have your field again," said Arthur, "and besides I will give you 
three times the amount of gold it is worth to pay you for the years King Uther 
had it." 

Gareth thought that Arthur was indeed a just king. And while this was 
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passing through his mind, another widow came forward and cried: 

"Hear me, oh, King! Heretofore you have been my enemy. You killed my 
husband with your own hands. It is hard for me to ask justice or favor of you. 
Yet I must. My husband's brother took my son and had him slain, and has now 
stolen his land. So I ask you for a knight who will do battle and get my son's 
land for me, and revenge me for his death." 

Then a good knight stepped forward and said: 

"Sir King, I am her kinsman. Let me do battle for her and right her wrongs." 

But Sir Kay, Arthur's foster brother, said: 

"Lord Arthur, do not help a woman who has called you her enemy in your 
own hall." 

"Sir Kay," replied Arthur, "I am here to help all those who need help in my 
land. This woman loved her lord, and I killed him because he rebelled against 
me. Let her kinsman go and do battle against the man who has wronged her. 
Bring him here, and I shall judge him. If he is guilty he shall suffer." 

While Gareth was still listening to the king's words, a messenger entered 
from Mark, the king of Cornwall. He carried a wonderful gold cloth which he 
laid at Arthur's feet, saying: 

"My lord, King Mark sends you this as a sign that he is your true friend." 

But Arthur said: 

"Take back the cloth. When I fight with kings who are worthy men, after I 
have conquered them I give them back their lands, and make them my subject- 
kings and Knights of the Round Table. But Mark is not fit to be a king. He is 
cruel and false. I will not call him friend." 

The messenger stepped back in alarm. Arthur said to him kindly: 

"Tt is not your fault that Mark is unworthy. Stay in this city until you are 
refreshed and then go back home in safety." 

While the king judged other cases, Gareth looked around the great hall. 
Underneath the fourteen windows he saw three rows of stone shields, and under 
each shield was the name of a knight. If a knight had done one great deed, there 
was Carving on his shield; if he had done two or more, there were gold markings. 
If he had done none, the shield was blank. Gareth saw that Sir Lancelot's shield 
and Sir Kay's glittered with gold. He looked for the shields of his brothers, Sir 
Gawain and Sir Modred. Sir Gawain's was marked with gold, but Sir Modred's 
was blank. 

Meanwhile, Arthur had judged all the cases. Then Gareth came forward 
timidly and said: 

"Lord King, you see my poor clothes; give me leave to serve for twelve 
months in your kitchen without telling my name. After that I will fight." 
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"You are a fair youth," Arthur replied, "and you deserve a better gift. 
However, since this is all you ask, I will put you under the care of Sir Kay, who 
is master of the kitchen." 

Sir Kay looked at Gareth with scorn. 

"This youth has come from some place where he did not get enough to eat," 
he said, "and so he thinks of nothing but food. Yet if he wants food, he shall 
have it, provided he does his work well." 

Sir Lancelot, who stood near by, said: 

"Sir Kay, you understand dogs and horses well, but not men. Look at this 
youth's face; see his broad forehead and honest eyes, and beautiful hands. I 
believe he is of noble birth, and you should treat him well." 

"Perhaps he is a traitor," Sir Kay said. "Perhaps he will poison King Arthur's 
food. Yet I believe he is too stupid to be a traitor. If he were not stupid, or if he 
were noble, he would have asked for a different gift. He would have asked for a 
horse and armor. Let him go to my kitchen." 

So Gareth went to the kitchen. And there he worked faithfully at hard tasks, 
such as cutting wood and drawing water. Sir Lancelot spoke to him kindly 
whenever he passed him, but Sir Kay was always very strict and severe. 
Sometimes Gareth grew discouraged and wished his mother had not exacted 
such a promise of him. 

Whenever there was a tournament he was happy. He liked to watch the 
horses prancing, and the brave knights riding, with the sun shining on their 
helmets and lances. And he would say to himself: 

"Only wait till the twelve months have passed, and then I shall ask King 
Arthur to let me do some brave deed. Perhaps some one will come to the hall 
and demand to have a wrong righted. Then I will beg the king to let me do that 
act of justice." 

Such thoughts kept him cheerful. And indeed, before many weeks, his 
chance came for doing a great deed. 
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THE STORY OF SIR GARETH & LYNETTE 


o 


Gareth served in the kitchen of the king only one month, for his mother 
became sorry for the promise she had asked of him, and sent armor for him to 
Arthur's Court, with a letter to the king telling who the youth was. With great joy 
Gareth then went to Arthur and said: 

"My lord, I can fight as well as my brother Gawain. At home we have proved 
it. Then make me a knight,—in secret, for I do not want the other knights to 
know my name. Make me a knight, and give me permission to right the first 
wrong that we hear of." 

The king said gravely: 

"You know all that my knights must promise?" 

"Yes, my lord Arthur. I am willing to promise all." 

"IT will make you my knight in secret, since you wish it," Arthur said, "except 
that I must tell Sir Lancelot. He is my dearest knight, and I keep no secrets from 
him." 

Gareth said that he would be glad to have Sir Lancelot know. Accordingly 
the king spoke to Sir Lancelot about Gareth. 

"I have promised him that he may right the first wrong we hear of," said 
Arthur, "but as he has not yet proved what he can do, I want you to take a horse 
and follow him when he sets forth. Cover up the great lions on your shield so 
that he will not know who you are." Sir Lancelot agreed. Then Gareth was 
secretly made a knight. 

That same day a beautiful young damsel came into Arthur's hall. She had 
cheeks as pink as apple blossoms, and very sharp eyes. 

"Who are you, damsel?" asked the king, "and what do you need?" 

"My name is Lynette," she said, "and I am of noble blood. I need a knight to 
fight for my sister Lyonors, a lady, also noble, rich, and most beautiful." 

"Why must she have a knight?" questioned Arthur. 

"My Lord King, she lives in Castle Perilous. Around this castle a river circles 
three times, and there are three passing-places, one over each circle of the river. 
Three knights, who are brothers, keep a constant guard over these passing- 
places. A fourth knight, also a brother, clad in black armor, stands guard in front 
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of my sister's castle. We have never seen this knight's face or heard his voice, but 
his brothers tell us he is the most powerful and daring knight in the world. All 
these four keep my sister a prisoner." 

"And why?" 

"Because they want her to marry one of them so that they can have her great 
wealth. She refuses, but they say that they will have their way. In the meantime, 
they demand that you send Sir Lancelot to fight with them. They hope to 
overthrow Sir Lancelot, thus proving themselves the greatest warriors in the 
land. But I believe that Sir Lancelot could overthrow them; therefore, I have 
come for him." 

Arthur remembered his promise to Sir Gareth, and did not speak of Sir 
Lancelot, but asked: 

"Tell me what these four knights, your enemies, are like." 

"The three I have talked to are vain and foolish knights, my lord," answered 
the damsel. "They have no law, and they acknowledge no king. Yet they are very 
strong, and therefore am I come for Sir Lancelot." 

Then Sir Gareth rose up, crying: 

"Sir King, give me this adventure." 

At this, Sir Kay started up in anger, but Gareth continued: 

"My king, you know that I am but your kitchen boy, yet I have grown so 
strong on your meat and drink that I can overthrow an hundred such knights." 

The king looked at him a moment, and said: 

"Go, then." 

At this all the knights were amazed. The damsel's face flushed with anger. 

"Shame, King!" she cried. "I asked you for your chief knight, and you give 
me a kitchen boy!" 

Then, before any one could prevent, she ran from the hall, mounted her 
horse, and rode out of the city gate. Gareth followed, and at the doorway found a 
noble war horse which the king had ordered to be given him. Near by were the 
two faithful servants who had followed him from his mother's home. They held 
his armor. Gareth put it on, seized his lance and shield, jumped upon his horse, 
and rode off joyfully. 

Sir Kay, who was watching, said to Sir Lancelot: 

"Why does the king send my kitchen lad to fight? I will go after the boy and 
put him to his pots and pans again." 

"Sir Kay, do not attempt to do that," said Sir Lancelot. "Remember that the 
king commanded him to go." 

But Sir Kay leaped on his horse and followed Gareth. 

Meanwhile, Sir Gareth overtook the damsel and said: 
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"Lady, I am to right your wrong. Lead and I follow." 

But she cried: 

"Go back! I smell kitchen grease when you are near. Go back! your master 
has come for you." 

Gareth looked behind and saw that Sir Kay was riding up to him. When Sir 
Kay was within hearing distance, he shouted: 

"Come back with me to the kitchen." 

"T will not," said Gareth. 

Then Sir Kay rode fiercely at the youth. Gareth, however, struck him from 
his horse, and then turned to the damsel, saying: 

"Lead on; I follow." 

She rode for a long time in silence, with Gareth a few paces behind her. At 
last she stopped and said: 

"You have overthrown your master, you kitchen boy, but I do not like you 
any better for it. I still smell the kitchen grease." 

Sir Gareth said, very gently: 

"You may speak to me as you will, but I shall not leave you till I have 
righted your wrong." 

"Ah!" she said, scornfully, "you talk like a noble knight, but you are not 
one," and she again galloped in front of him. 

Presently, as they passed a thick wood, a man broke out of it and spoke to 
them: 

"Help! help! they are drowning my lord!" 

"Follow! I lead!" shouted Gareth to the damsel, and rushed into the wood. 
There he found six men trying to drown a seventh. Gareth attacked them with 
such vigor that they fled. When the rescued man had recovered, he thanked 
Gareth warmly. 

"I am the lord of the castle yonder," he said, "and these are my enemies. You 
came in time." 

Then he begged Gareth and the lady to stay all night in his castle. They 
agreed, and he led the way. He took them into his large hall and was about to 
seat them side by side at a dining table. But the damsel said in scom: 

"This is a kitchen boy, and I will not sit by him." 

The lord looked surprised. He took Gareth to another table and sat beside 
him. After they had eaten, he said: 

"You may be a kitchen boy, or the damsel may be out of her mind, but 
whichever is the case, you are a good fighter and you have saved my life." 

The next morning Gareth and the damsel set forth. They rode for a while in 
silence, and then she said: 
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"Sir Kitchen Boy, although you are so low, I would like to save your life. 
Soon we are coming to one who will overthrow you; so turn back." 

But Gareth refused. In a little while they came to the first circle of the river. 
The passing-place was spanned by a bridge. On the farther side of the bridge was 
a beautiful pavilion, draped in silk of gold and crimson colors. In front of it 
passed a warrior without armor. 

"Damsel," he cried, "is this the knight you have brought from Arthur's Court 
to fight with me?" 

"Ah!" she said, "the king scorns you so much that he has sent a kitchen boy 
to fight with you. Take care that he does not fall on you before you are armed, 
for he is a knave." 

The warrior went inside his tent for his armor, and the damsel said to Gareth: 

"Are you afraid?" 

"Damsel," he said, "I am not afraid. I would rather fight twenty times than 
hear you speak so unkindly of me. Yet your cruel words have put strength into 
my arm. I shall fight well." 

Then the knight came forth all in armor, and he said: 

"Youth, you are a kitchen boy. Go back to your king; you are not fit to fight 
with me." 

Gareth rode at him fiercely, saying: 

"T am of nobler blood than you." 

He fought so well that soon his enemy was overcome. Then Gareth said: 

"Go to Arthur's Court and say that his kitchen boy sent you." 

When the knight had departed, Gareth rode on, with the damsel in advance. 
After a little while she stopped her horse, and when he had caught up with her, 
she said: 

"Youth, I do not smell the kitchen grease so much as I did." 

Then she galloped off, laughing over her shoulder, while Gareth followed 
her, a little more slowly. 

When they reached the second circle of the river, the damsel said: 

"Here is the brother of the knight you overthrew. He is stronger than the first. 
You had better go home, kitchen boy." 

Gareth answered nothing. Out of the tent by the bridge which crossed the 
second circle of water, came a knight, clad in armor which glowed like the sun. 
Lynette shouted to him: 

"T bring a kitchen boy who has overthrown your brother." 

"Ah!" shouted the knight, and rode fiercely at Sir Gareth. 

The two fought for a long time. The warrior was strong, but Sir Gareth was 
stronger, and at last overthrew him, and sent him back to Arthur's Court. 
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The damsel Lynette had ridden far ahead of him. When he came near her, 
she said: 

"The knight's horse slipped, and that is why you overcame him. And now are 
you ready to fight with the third knight, for there he stands?" 

At the third and innermost circle of the river stood the third knight, clad not 
in armor, but in hardened skins. Sir Gareth saw that he was more powerful than 
his brothers. The two at once began to fight on the bridge, but Sir Gareth's sword 
could not pierce the hard skins. Again and again he tried and failed. He grew 
tired, and began to fear that he should be conquered. But all at once, when his 
strokes were becoming feeble, Lynette cried out to him: 

"Well done, good knight! You are no kitchen boy, but a brave lord. Strike for 
me! Do not lose. You are worthy to be a Knight of the Round Table." 

When Sir Gareth heard this, he was so encouraged that he made a final great 
effort and threw his enemy over the bridge into the water. Then he turned to 
Lynette, saying: 

"Lead; I follow." 

But Lynette, proud now of her valiant escort, and humbled and ashamed at 
her misjudging of him, said: 

"No, we shall ride side by side. I am very sorry I called you a kitchen boy, 
for I know that you are a noble knight." 

They rode happily side by side till dusk, when they came in sight of Castle 
Perilous. Just as they were about to cross the moat, a knight overtook them. It 
was Sir Lancelot, who had been delayed because he had stopped to help Sir Kay 
after Sir Gareth had thrown him from his horse. 

The great knight, as he rode up to the two in the twilight, seeing only the 
shields which Sir Gareth had taken from the three knights, thought the young 
man was an enemy, and attacked him. Sir Lancelot was so strong that he soon 
overcame the youth. 

As he fell, Lynette cried out in shame and sorrow, and Sir Gareth said: 

"Oh, I am thrown." 

Sir Lancelot knew Sir Gareth's voice, and raised him up, saying: 

"IT am Lancelot, and I am sorry to have overthrown you, my friend." 

Sir Gareth said that it was no dishonor to be beaten by Sir Lancelot. Then the 
three rode into the castle, and there they met the fourth knight, who was all 
covered with black armor. 

Sir Lancelot wished to fight with him, but Sir Gareth would not permit it. 

"This must be my adventure," he said. 

Sir Gareth rode at the knight, expecting to meet a very strong man, but he 
easily unhorsed him. His enemy cried: 
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"Oh spare my life; I am not a knight." 

Then he took off his helmet and showed the face of a young boy. 

"My three brothers made me pretend to be a fierce knight," he explained. 
"They thought it would make people more afraid if they believed we were four 
strong knights." 

Sir Lancelot and Sir Gareth laughed heartily, and so did Lynette. They took 
the boy into the castle, where Lynette's sister, Lyonors, who was now freed from 
her money-loving captors, greeted them with much joy. She put before them a 
great feast, and this time Sir Gareth and Lynette sat side by side. Afterwards a 
marriage was made between them, and they went to live with King Arthur in 
Camelot. 
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SIR IVAINE 


Sa 


Among Arthur's Knights of the Round Table was one who was a mixture of 
good and bad, as indeed most people are. His name was Sir Ivaine; brave, kind- 
hearted, and merry; but at the same time fickle, sometimes forgetful of his 
promises, and inclined to make light of serious things. 

One night, in the early spring, the knights and ladies of Arthur's Court were 
sitting in the dining-hall. The king and Guinevere had withdrawn, but were 
expected to return. Supper had been served, and the last course, consisting of 
pomegranate seeds and dates, had just been carried off. A fire had been built in 
the deep hearth, and the four bronze pillars in front were lighted by the flames. 
Four little pages in blue and white velvet kirtles sat on stools watching the fire, 
and perhaps dreaming of the days when they, too, should be warriors and have 
adventures. 

Sir Ivaine was telling of his experience with the Black Knight. 

"It was when I was very young," he said; "indeed, I had just been made a 
knight. Some one told me of the wicked Black Knight who lived, and still lives, 
in a wood a long way from here. Knowing that he did much evil, I determined to 
kill him. I rode to the wood where he lived, and in which I found a marble 
platform. In the middle of it was a sunken space holding a fountain. I walked to 
this, and following the directions of some writing which was on the stone, 
picked up a cup that lay at hand, and filling it with water, poured it into the 
fountain. 

"Then a great storm of wind and rain arose, and when it was at its height the 
Black Knight rode up and began to attack me. We fought for a little while, but he 
easily overthrew me. Thinking me dead, he rode back, leaving me on the ground. 
But after a time I was able to mount my horse, and went back to my mother's 
castle." 

At this moment the king and the queen entered, unperceived by any one 
except Sir Ivaine. The young man, who was always polite, sprang to his feet; 
then the other knights rose. Sir Kay, who was not always sweet-tempered, said to 
Sir Ivaine: 

"We all know that you are very polite, but you have more courtesy than 


5353 XRN 


bravery." 

At that Sir Ivaine said: 

"I was almost a boy when the Black Knight overthrew me, but I could 
conquer him now." 

"It is very easy to say that after you have eaten," said Sir Kay. "Almost any 
knight feels brave and self-satisfied when he has had a good supper of venison." 

The king asked what the conversation was about, and Sir Ivaine repeated the 
story of his adventure, adding: 

"And, Sir King, I crave your permission to set forth to-morrow to slay this 
Black Knight who is a pest in the land." 

"T have heard of this man," said the king, "and have often thought of sending 
some one to punish him. But he lives far away, and it has been necessary 
heretofore to right first the wrongs nearest home. Yet now his evil deeds and 
persecutions must cease. To-morrow a company of us will set forth and conquer 
him and all his people." 

The king named some half-dozen of his knights, Sir Ivaine among them, who 
were to undertake this adventure. 

Sir Ivaine was displeased; he thought that the adventure should be his alone. 
So he rose in the middle of the night and stole away unattended, determined to 
go in advance of the others and kill the Black Knight. It did not occur to him that 
in proving himself brave, he was also proving himself disobedient. 

He rode forth in the darkness, humming merrily to himself. At daybreak he 
reached a valley, and as he went through it, saw a great serpent fighting with a 
lion. Sir Ivaine stopped to watch this curious combat. At first the two fighters 
seemed evenly matched, but soon the huge serpent wrapped all its folds about 
the lion and began squeezing it to death. When Sir Ivaine saw this, he drew his 
sword and killed the serpent. 

When the lion was free, it bounded up to Sir Ivaine, and he was afraid that it 
meant to kill him; but it fawned at his feet like a spaniel. He stroked it, and put 
his arms about its neck. When he mounted his horse, the beast followed him, 
refusing to go away. Then Sir Ivaine made up his mind that they were to be 
companions. 

For many days the two kept close together, and at night Sir Ivaine would go 
to sleep with his head on the lion's neck. One day, as they came to a square 
castle set in a meadow, some people who stood on the castle walls began to 
shoot arrows at the lion, but Sir Ivaine stopped them, telling them that the animal 
was tame. 

Then they told him that it was their rule that no one should pass by that castle 
without doing battle with their lord. Sir Ivaine told them that he was quite 
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willing to obey their rule; so they opened the castle gate. They said he must 
make his lion stay outside, but Sir Ivaine refused to do this. He promised, 
however, to make the lion lie down quietly; then the two were allowed to enter. 

The courtyard was a large paved place, in which there were a score of armed 
men. Presently the lord of the castle came forward. This lord was much larger 
than Sir Ivaine, and the lion, on seeing him, began to lash its tail. But Sir Ivaine 
ordered it to be still, and it at once obeyed. 

Then Sir Ivaine and the knight battled together. The knight was powerful, but 
Sir Ivaine was very agile and skillful. He was not able to strike so hard as could 
his enemy, but he was better able to avoid blows. Therefore it was not long 
before he got the advantage and overthrew the lord. 

When this happened, the lord called for help, and ordered his armed men to 
kill Sir Ivaine. The whole twenty began to obey this treacherous order, but just 
as they were about to fall upon Sir Ivaine, the lion bounded among them, roaring 
savagely. With a few strokes of its powerful paws it disabled the men. Sir Ivaine 
told the lord of the castle that he must ride to Camelot and give himself up to 
Arthur to be judged for his treachery. Then Sir Ivaine rode away from the castle; 
and now that the lion had saved his life, he became very fond of the animal. 

After many days of travel, Sir Ivaine reached the forest in the midst of which 
was the castle of the Black Knight. He rode to the platform of stone, dismounted 
and poured water into the fountain. As before, a storm arose, and at its height the 
Black Knight appeared. 

He recognized the armor of Sir Ivaine, and said: 

"Aha! I see I did not kill you before, but you shall not escape me this time." 

"The best man shall win," said Sir Ivaine, cheerfully. 

Then the two began a great combat. Their swords clashed so that the noise of 
the fountain was drowned; they fought so eagerly that they were not even aware 
of the storm. It was not long before the Black Knight began to grow weak from 
the many powerful and death-dealing strokes from Sir Ivaine's sword. At last, 
seeing that he was mortally wounded, the Black Knight turned his horse and 
galloped in the direction of his castle. 

Ordering the lion to stay where it had lain during the combat, Sir Ivaine 
followed. But he could not quite catch up with the Black Knight, although 
gaining on him inch by inch. By the time the castle moat was reached, Sir Ivaine 
was only five feet behind. The horses thundered one after the other over the 
bridge. The Black Knight rode under the portcullis, or sharp iron gate, which 
was raised. The instant he was inside, the portcullis fell, in order to shut out Sir 
Ivaine. 

But Sir Ivaine had already passed beneath it, and as it fell his horse was cut 
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in two. Even the long plume in Sir Ivaine's helmet was shorn off, and lay outside 
the gate. 

Sir Ivaine sprang to his feet and drew his sword to renew his attack upon the 
Black Knight, but he was already dead, and lay across his panting horse's neck. 

Then Sir Ivaine realized what his recklessness had cost him. There he was, 
alone in a strange castle, the lord of which he had killed. Soon the people of the 
castle would come and capture him, for he could not escape, since the portcullis 
was down. 

He ran into the castle, and up the stairs leading to the turret. He was fast 
growing weak from the wounds he had received, and his armor was heavy. 
Moreover, in spite of his care, it clashed at every step, and he was afraid some 
one would soon hear him. He had all but reached the top of the stairs when the 
door of the turret room opened, and a little maiden looked down upon him. He 
begged her not to cry out, and telling her who he was and what he had done, 
asked her to hide him. 

"T will," she said, "because you are brave and you are wounded, and because 
you have killed that wicked tyrant, the Black Knight. He does not own this castle 
at all; it belongs to a beautiful lady, his cousin, who is my mistress. He keeps her 
here a prisoner because she will not marry him." 

Then the little maiden led him into the turret room. She concealed his armor 
in a hole in the side of the wall, and told him to hide himself between the two 
mattresses of the bed. Before he had time to do so, however, they heard a great 
noise in the courtyard, and looking down, saw that the body of the Black Knight 
had been discovered. Near it stood a beautiful lady, more beautiful than any Sir 
Ivaine had ever seen, except Queen Guinevere. She was dark like the queen, and 
her eyes were as bright as stars. He would have looked at her a long time, but the 
little maiden begged him to hide without delay. 

"Quick!" she cried. "The men have seen that there is the front part of a horse 
inside the gate, and know that the person who has killed our lord must be here. 
Even now they have begun the search, for they all love the Black Knight, 
although my mistress does not, and they will hang you if they find you." 

So Sir Ivaine crept between the mattresses, and the little maiden hurried 
down the stairs and went to her beautiful mistress. Presently Sir Ivaine heard 
men tramping up the turret steps. They often stopped, trying all the doors they 
came to, and at last entered the room in which he lay. One of them, peering into 
the hole in the wall where his armor was, said: 

"Here is armor." 

But another replied: 

"That is some that once was used by our master; there is no need to drag it 
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into the light." 

Then they searched among all the furnishings of the room, but found no one. 
At last, as they were leaving, one of the men thrust his sword twice through the 
mattress. The second thrust cut deeply into Sir Ivaine's arm; but as the knight 
was brave, he did not utter a cry. 

When the men had gone, he crept out, and found that the cut in his arm and 
his other wounds were bleeding badly. Just then the little maiden came in with 
food. She cried out in alarm when she saw the blood, and quickly tore a piece of 
linen from her robe for bandages. When all the wounds had been carefully 
attended to, she gave him a plentiful supper and promised to take care of him 
until there was a good opportunity for him to escape. 

She visited him every morning, and told him the day's news in the castle. He 
learned that a lion kept roaring about the walls, and that the bowmen had tried to 
kill it, but could not. Sir Ivaine was sure that it was his lion, and longed to have 
it, but knew that this was impossible. And she told him how the people of the 
castle had been angry at their lady because she would not marry the Black 
Knight; but now that he was dead, acknowledged her as mistress and obeyed her 
in everything. The little maiden said she thought that if the lady were told that 
Sir Ivaine was hidden she would probably see that he had a safe conduct out of 
the castle. 

"I want never to leave this castle," said Sir Ivaine; "for I love your lady." 

This pleased the little maiden, for she had learned to respect Sir Ivaine. So 
she went to the lady of the castle and told her all about the stranger. The lady had 
Sir Ivaine moved to a rich apartment where she could visit him often and help 
the little maid in her care of him. She did not tell her people, however, that this 
stranger knight had killed their lord. 

As Sir Ivaine recovered, he soon found courage to tell her how beautiful she 
was, and that he loved her more than anything in the world. He said that if she 
would marry him, he would stay with her forever, and never seek for more 
adventures. All he asked was that she would let in his lion, which still continued 
to roar outside the castle walls. When the lady heard the story of the lion, it 
seemed to her that if Sir Ivaine were so kind to an animal, he would probably be 
much kinder to her. 

So she said that she would marry him. The people of the castle saw and liked 
him, and agreed to obey him as their lord. When they were told that the lion they 
had tried to kill belonged to him and must be admitted to the castle, they showed 
some fear. Sir Ivaine told them that there was no need of this, for the beast was 
very gentle, and was making noise only because of its desire for its master. He 
went outside the castle walls and called. Soon there was heard a loud roaring; a 
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big yellow body bounded out of the forest, and the lion came leaping to its 
master's feet. It frisked about him, and rubbed its head on his arm, just as a 
favorite dog might do. When the people saw how tame it was, they were no 
longer afraid. 

Sir Ivaine and the beautiful lady were soon married, and for a long time 
everyone was very happy. Sir Ivaine sent a letter to King Arthur telling the result 
of his adventure. Soon the messenger returned bearing rich gifts from the king 
and Guinevere, and an invitation to come to Camelot whenever they wished to. 
The lady, however, persuaded Sir Ivaine to promise to remain with her in her 
castle. 

One day a party of the Knights of the Round Table rode into the courtyard. 
They were going on a great adventure, and stopped by the way to see how Sir 
Ivaine and his beautiful wife fared. When Sir Ivaine saw them, all his old-time 
love of fighting came back, and he went to his lady and begged her to let him go 
with the knights. 

"Ah, my Ivaine," she said, "you told me that you would never leave me." 

"A knight ought to seek adventures," he said. "And I will return to you." 

She paused for a while and then said: 

"I will let you go if you will promise to come back in a year and a day; that 
is, next Whitsuntide." 

He gladly promised, and she said: 

"If you break this promise, I will never see you again." 

But Sir Ivaine was sure he would not break the promise, because he loved 
her too much for that. 

So off he rode with the knights, followed by his faithful lion. The lady and 
the little maiden waved farewells to Sir Ivaine from the tower until they could no 
longer see him; then they again took up the life they had lived before he came to 
the castle. 

Sir Ivaine rode with the knights for many months, and had many adventures. 
At last, just as the year was drawing to a close, he started homeward. On the 
way, however, he stopped at Arthur's Court to pay his respects to the king and 
the queen. They both remembered him and greeted him kindly. 

A great tournament was being held at that time in Camelot, and the king 
asked Sir Ivaine if he would like to take part. Sir Ivaine was pleased, for he 
loved the display of such combats. During the three days of the tournament he 
distinguished himself greatly. 

On the evening of the third day, as the knights were sitting in the great hall 
of the Round Table, a little maiden entered. She went up to King Arthur and 
gave him a ring. 
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"This ring,” she said, "is one Sir Ivaine gave my lady. She returns it, and has 
vowed never to see him again because he has broken his promise to her." 

Then, before any one could stop her, she left the hall, mounted her horse, and 
rode away. Sir Ivaine sprang to his feet, staring wildly. Whitsuntide had fallen 
on the first day of the tournament, his year and a day had more than passed, and 
he had forgotten his promise! 

He rushed from the hall and down the hill through the streets of Camelot, out 
of the city gate, and into the forest. He ran on and on until he fell exhausted. 

The next day he awoke in a fever, and would have died but for his faithful 
lion. The poor animal tried to make Sir Ivaine rise, but seeing that he could not, 
dragged him to the edge of a brook, where he could drink when he was thirsty. 
The lion also brought him game. At first Sir Ivaine would not touch it, but 
finally began to eat it raw. 

After a time he became better, physically, but his senses were gone. In his 
madness he wandered all through the woods, fighting with the trees and bushes. 
The lion always followed him, protecting him from other animals and from men. 

One day when the lion was absent finding food, Sir Ivaine lay asleep. A good 
hermit came up to him, and pitying his condition, lifted him in his arms and 
carried him to his hut. He bathed the poor knight, cut his hair, and put a robe 
upon him. He was laying him upon a bed when the lion came roaring to the door 
and dashed it open. 

When it saw the hermit tending its master, it fawned at his feet. After that Sir 
Ivaine spent much of his time in the hut. The lion supplied him with food, 
bringing meat to the hermit, who always divided it into four parts: three parts he 
gave to the lion, and one he cooked for Sir Ivaine and himself. 

Sometimes Sir Ivaine would run away from the hermit and wander for days 
in the forest. The lion took care of him, and always led him back to the hermit's 
hut. Once, however, Sir Ivaine set forth in the direction of his wife's castle. At 
night the lion tried to take him to the hut, but in vain. For days he wandered, 
always in the same direction, until at last he reached the wood where the stone 
platform was. He laid himself down upon it and slept. Soon a lady and a maid 
appeared. The lion sprang at them, but when it reached their feet, it licked the 
lady's hand, for she was its mistress. 

It took her robe in its teeth and pulled her gently to the spot where Sir Ivaine 
lay. At first she would not look at him, because she had not forgiven him for 
breaking his promise. But the little maiden said: 

"Dear mistress, look at him. The story which the knights of Arthur's Court 
told us about his madness must be true. If you will but look at his face you will 
see that it is the face of a man who has lost his senses." 
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Then the lady knelt beside him. When she saw his worn features and his 
tattered garments, she began to believe that he really had lost his senses from 
grief. She sent the little maiden to the castle for an ointment she had. It was so 
powerful that if it were rubbed over a person who was ill, it would cure him, no 
matter what his disease was. When the little maid brought it, the lady put it upon 
Sir Ivaine, but so gently as not to rouse him. 

After several hours, Sir Ivaine awoke. At first he hardly knew where he was, 
but soon he recollected all that had happened, and seeing his lady near, begged 
her to forgive him. This she did, and they were reconciled. Sir Ivaine was sure 
that he would never again forget to keep a promise. 

For some months they lived very happily in the castle. Then they went to 
Camelot in order to be near to Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table. 
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SIR BALIN 


Sa 


In Arthur's Court there dwelt a poor knight named Balin, who had 
accidentally killed the cousin of King Arthur, and had been taken to the court of 
the king for trial. He had lived there almost as a prisoner for six months, until it 
was decided that he had not meant to do wrong. All his money was gone, and his 
clothes and armor were poor. He was sorry for this, but he was still more sorry 
that he was not doing brave deeds like the other knights. 

One day when he sat in the great hall at Camelot, looking at the shields 
which were carved or covered with gold, a damsel entered who wore a rich 
mantle, trimmed with fur. As Arthur and the knights looked at her, she let it fall 
to the floor, and they saw that she wore a heavy sword. 

"Damsel," said Arthur, "why do you, a maiden, wear a sword?" 

"Alas!" said the maiden, "I should be glad if I did not wear it. It is very 
heavy, and causes me pain. But I am forced to wear it until I meet a knight who 
can take it from me." 

"Surely many knights could do that, and gladly," the lords said. 

"No," said the lady. "It seems that there is but one knight in all the world 
who is to take the sword. I heard that there were brave knights at the Court of 
King Rience, the enemy of King Arthur, and I went there. Yet no one could 
unfasten the sword. Now am I come here on the same errand." 

"In truth, damsel," said the king, "you are right welcome. My knights shall 
try to take your weapon." 

Then, at a sign from Arthur, a knight stepped forward. But, even though he 
exerted all his strength, the sword could not be unfastened. 

"Sir, you need not pull so hard," said the damsel. "The one who is to take the 
sword will do so easily." 

All the knights tried except Sir Balin, who stood back because of his poor 
clothes. Yet he wanted very much to see if he was the chosen knight, and just as 
the damsel was going away, he said: 

"Damsel, will you let me try? I am poorly clothed, but my heart tells me that 
I may succeed." 

The damsel saw that he had a good face. But his clothes were so poor she 
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doubted if he were really a knight. 

"I am afraid you will fail," she said. 

"Ah, maiden," he returned, "poor clothes are but the outside. Good deeds are 
just as worthy, whether done by a rich person or a poor one. Many a man who is 
badly clothed has real valor and kindness." 

"That is very true," she said; "so try, good sir." 

Then Sir Balin seized the hilt of the sword, and the weapon came away 
easily. All the lords wondered, and the lady said: 

"You are a good knight, the best I have met. You shall do many brave deeds. 
And now, give me my sword again." 

"No," said Sir Balin, "I should like to keep this sword, for I have no other." 

"Alas!" said the maiden, "I am sorry to hear these words, for now I must give 
you the sword." 

"Surely he deserves it," said Arthur, "for it weighed heavily on you." 

"Yes," she replied, "but it is a misfortune for him to keep it. He shall slay 
with it the best friend he has in the world. It is going to prove his destruction." 

Sir Balin would not believe her. 

"I could not slay my best friend," he said. "Besides, I am willing to meet 
whatever happens, and I wish to keep the sword." 

Then the maiden departed in great sorrow, while Balin said to the king: 

"My lord, give me permission to leave your court." 

"IT do not like to lose you," said the king. "Perhaps you are angry because you 
were in prison so long. You must know that it takes time to find out who is 
innocent and who is guilty." 

"My lord," answered Sir Balin, "I know it is not wise to make a judgment 
hastily, and I do not blame you for keeping me in prison. I love you, and wish to 
leave your court that I may do some deed worthy of the Round Table." 

Then Arthur said that he might go. Soon a servant brought to Balin a fine 
horse and good armor which were the gifts of the king. Balin at once took leave 
of Arthur and the knights, and rode away, singing as he rode, for he was very 
happy. Sometimes he stopped to lift up his shield and admire it. It had a blue 
emblem upon it, and to Sir Balin's eyes its beauty was that of the sky, the soft 
blue of heaven. 

Sir Balin rode until he was tired. At last, from the crest of a hill, he saw a 
gloomy stone castle, and galloped towards it joyfully, hoping to rest there. 

At a turn of the road, he saw a cross with gold letters upon it. He stopped to 
read the words, which were: "Let no knight go to the castle, for great danger is 
there." 

"Oh," said Sir Balin, "I am used to danger. I fear nothing," and he went on. 
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Presently an old man started up beside the road. He had a long gray beard, 
and was dressed in a long gray robe that sparkled with little specks of frost. The 
old man said to Sir Balin: 

"Did you not read the letters on the cross?" 

"Yes," replied Sir Balin, "but I am not afraid." 

"Oh, Sir Balin, you of all men should fear to go to that castle," the old man 
said. 

"Why?" he asked in amazement. "Nevertheless, I shall go." 

"Sir Balin, Sir Balin!" cried the old man after him, "you are too self-willed. 
You will be very sorry for what you have done before you die." 

But Sir Balin rode on without fear, and soon reached the gate of the castle. A 
hundred beautiful ladies and many knights welcomed him. They took off his 
armor and put a rich crimson cloak upon his shoulders. Then they led him into a 
banquet hall where there was music and dancing. They set food before him, and 
he ate, thankfully. He was very happy, feeling sure that he could rest here for 
many days. 

Just as he was thinking this, the lady who was mistress of the castle said: 

"Sir knight, it is the rule of this castle that every lord who comes here as a 
guest must fight." 

"That is a hard custom," said Sir Balin. 

"Yet you need fight but once," answered the lady. "We have here the knight 
who entered just before you came." 

"Alas!" said Sir Balin, "I would rather not fight, for I wish to rest. Since such 
is the custom of the castle, however, I must do my part. Let some one bring my 
armor." 

A servant at once came up to him with a suit of black armor. 

"This is not my armor," said Sir Balin. "My armor is not painted black. It is 
honest gray steel, decorated with blue." 

"Tt is the custom of the castle to wear black," they told him. "This armor is as 
good as your own." 

Sir Balin felt sad, he could hardly tell why; and was very sorry that he had 
ever come to the castle. Putting on the armor, however, he went into the 
courtyard and mounted his horse. No sooner was he ready than another knight, 
clad all in black, entered the courtyard. 

The two knights rode together so fiercely that the shock threw them both off 
their horses in a swoon. After a time they recovered and began to fight on foot, 
pressing each other near the walls of the castle. 

Sir Balin was fighting with the sword that he had taken from the damsel in 
King Arthur's Court. It was a strong sword, and whenever it struck, the armor of 
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his opponent cracked. They fought till their breath failed, and then they rested. 
Each knew that never before had he dealt with such a strong enemy. 

Then they fought again, and gave each other seven deep wounds, the least of 
which would prove fatal. All the ground was red with blood, but Sir Balin fought 
on still, for the people of the castle were watching from the walls, and he wished 
to be thought a great warrior. So at last he used all his remaining strength and 
gave the other knight such a hard blow that he fell to the ground. Sir Balin knew 
that it was a death stroke. He felt that he, too, was about to die, and said: 

"Who are you? I never fought with such a strong knight before." 

The other answered faintly: 

"I am Sir Balan, the brother to the good knight Sir Balin." 

Then Sir Balin cried out: 

"Alas, alas! that I should live to see this day!" and he fell backward in a 
swoon. 

Sir Balan was dying, but he crawled on his hands and knees to where Sir 
Balin lay, and took off his helmet only to discover the face of his brother. Then 
he wept bitterly till Sir Balin recovered from his swoon. 

"Alas!" said Sir Balan, "if we had but worn our own armor we should have 
known each other. And now we must die; we have killed each other." 

Sir Balin was too full of remorse to weep. 

"All this is my fault," he said. "As the old man on the road told me, I have 
been too self-willed. First, I would have the damsel's sword, although she told 
me that I should slay with it the best friend I had. That is you, Balan. And then I 
would enter this castle in spite of warnings. I deserve to die, but it is a hard 
punishment that I should have killed you, my brother." 

Soon some ladies came from the wall into the courtyard, and to them Sir 
Balin said: 

"We are two dear brothers who have killed each other. I pray you, promise to 
bury us in the same grave." 

The ladies wept as they made the promise. The two brothers put their arms 
about each other and waited for death. They hoped to die together, but Sir Balan 
died first. Soon after, when Sir Balin had also died, the ladies buried them 
together, and put a stone above the grave, telling the sad story of their combat 
and death. 
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SIR GERAINT AND ENID 


Sa 


One of the bravest knights in King Arthur's Court was Sir Geraint. Once he 
was in the forest with Queen Guinevere and one of her maidens, when a lady, a 
knight, and a dwarf rode by. The queen told the maiden to go to the dwarf and 
ask who his master was. 

As the maiden approached them, she saw that the knight had a very proud 
face. She asked the dwarf his master's name, but he said, roughly: 

"I do not know." 

"If you do not know," answered the maiden, "I will ask him myself." 

She started to ride up to the knight, but the dwarf struck at her with his whip. 
Upon this, she went back and told the queen and Sir Geraint what had passed. 
Sir Geraint was very angry, and he said to the queen: 

"Fair queen, I will ride after this knight and his dwarf and avenge the insult 
done to your maiden. If I succeed, I shall return in three days." 

"Do so," said the queen, "and I trust you will succeed, not only in this, but in 
all things which you attempt. Some day you will love some fair lady. Before you 
marry her, bring her to me, and no matter how poor or how rich she may be, I 
will clothe her for her wedding in the most beautiful garments in the world. They 
shall shine like the sun." 

So off rode Sir Geraint, keeping at some distance behind the lady, the knight, 
and the dwarf. At last, after passing through many woods, he lost sight of them 
as they disappeared beyond the top of a hill. Sir Geraint rode up, and saw below 
him, in a valley, the one street of a little town. On one side was a fortress, so new 
that the stone of which it was built was still white; while on the other side stood 
a gray old castle, fast falling into decay. He saw the three people he was 
following enter the fortress. 

In the little town there was a great deal of noise and bustle. At first Sir 
Geraint could not find any place to stay, for the houses were all full. He stopped 
before a servant who was scouring his master's armor, and asked what all the 
noise meant. The servant said: 

"The Sparrow-hawk," and went on working. 

Then he met an old man carrying a sack of corn, and asked him the same 
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question. The old man made the same reply. Next Sir Geraint approached one 
who was making armor, and questioned him. Without looking up the man 
replied: 

"Friend, he who works for the Sparrow-hawk has little time for answering 
questions." 

Sir Geraint was vexed, and said: 

"I am weary of hearing of your Sparrow-hawk. I do not understand what you 
mean. Will you not tell me where I can find a place to stay for to-night? And will 
you not sell me some armor? I have but my sword." 

Then the man looked up, and said: 

"Your pardon, sir. We are all very busy here, for to-morrow we hold a 
tournament, and our work is not half done. I cannot give you armor, for we need 
all that we have in the town. As to lodging, all the room is taken. However, 
perhaps Earl Iniol in the castle will receive you." 

Sir Geraint rode over to the gray old castle, and as the gate was open, entered 
the ruined courtyard. Dismounting, he went into the hall. Here he found the earl, 
an elderly man dressed in clothes which had once been handsome, but were now 
old and worn. To him Sir Geraint said: 

"Good sir, I seek lodging for the night." 

The old Earl Iniol answered: 

"Sir, I was once rich and am now poor; nevertheless, I will gladly give you 
the best I have." 

As he spoke, some one in the castle began to sing. The voice was very sweet. 
Sir Geraint thought he had never heard anyone sing so wonderfully. 

"That is my daughter Enid," said the earl. 

Then he took Sir Geraint into a room in which sat an old lady in a faded 
velvet gown. She was the earl's wife. By her side stood Enid in a faded silk 
gown. She was as beautiful as her voice was sweet, and after watching her, Sir 
Geraint said to himself: 

"I already love this maiden." 

He said nothing out loud, only looked at her. Earl Iniol spoke to her: 

"Enid, this good knight will stay with us. His horse is in the courtyard; take it 
to the stall and give it corn. Then go into the town and buy us some food." 

Sir Geraint wished to put away his horse himself, but the old earl said: 

"Sir, we are very poor, but we cannot permit our guest to do any work. I pray 
you, stay here." 

So Enid took the horse to the stall. After that, she went into the town and 
soon returned with meat and sweet cakes. Then, because most of the rooms in 
the old castle were in ruins, she cooked the meat in the same hall in which they 
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were to eat. When the meal was ready, she waited on her father and her mother 
and Sir Geraint. The knight watched her and loved her more and more. 

When they had risen from the table, he said to the earl: 

"My lord, pray tell me what the people of this town mean when they speak of 
the Sparrow-hawk." 

The earl's face grew sad, as he said: 

"That is the name given to the young knight who rules in this town." 

"Does he live in the fortress?" asked Sir Geraint. "And do a lady and a dwarf 
ride with him?" 

"Yes," said the earl. 

"Ah, then he is the man I am in search of," said Sir Geraint. "I must fight 
with him before three days are over. I am Geraint of King Arthur's Court." 

"I know your name well," said the earl. "We often hear of your great deeds at 
Camelot. Many times have I related to my Enid the story of your brave deeds." 

"Iam bound to do my duty with the other knights," answered Sir Geraint. 
"And now tell me more of this Sparrow-hawk." 

"Alas! he is my nephew," said the earl. "At one time I ruled this town. My 
nephew, the Sparrow-hawk, was powerful, too, and he asked to unite our power 
by marrying Enid, but neither she nor I wished it. Then he collected a body of 
men and attacked me, and took all my wealth, leaving me nothing but this old 
castle." 

"To-morrow," said Sir Geraint, "I will fight in the tournament with this 
Sparrow-hawk, and conquer him, and give you back your lands. But I lack 
armor." 

"I can give you armor, although it is old and rusty," said the earl. "But no one 
is allowed to fight in this tournament unless there is some lady he loves best in 
all the world. Then he fights for the sake of this lady, and if he wins, receives the 
prize, which he in turn gives to her." 

"What is the prize?" asked Sir Geraint. 

"A hawk, a sparrow-hawk made of gold. This nephew of mine is very strong 
and has always overcome every knight who has opposed him in these 
tournaments, which are held yearly. It is because he has won the prize so often 
that he is called the Sparrow-hawk. But tell me, is there some lady whom you 
love?" 

Then Sir Geraint said: 

"I love this child of yours, my lord, and will gladly make her my wife if you 
will permit it." 

The earl was very glad, but Enid was afraid, for she thought she was not 
worthy of such a great knight. Yet, she knew she loved him, and said so, and 
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soon promised to go with him to Arthur's Court within three days. 

The next morning, the earl and Sir Geraint and Enid went to the field where 
the tournament was to take place. Many knights and ladies were there. The 
ladies sat under a pavilion which was draped in purple velvet ornamented with 
gold, while the knights were on horseback. A herald blew a trumpet, and the 
knight who was called the Sparrow-hawk galloped into the field. 

He rode around it three times, and then went up to the pavilion and said to 
his lady: 

"I give you the gold sparrow-hawk again, because no one dares to fight with 
me for it." 

Then Sir Geraint rode forward in his rusty armor and said: 

"T will fight with you." 

The knight looked upon him, and gave a very scornful laugh as he rode at Sir 
Geraint. The two clashed together and began to fight fiercely, while all the 
people watched. Twice they had to stop and rest. For a long time they seemed 
evenly matched, and no one could decide which would win. But when Sir 
Geraint looked to where Enid sat in her faded silk gown among the richly 
dressed ladies in the pavilion, he grew very strong and struck his enemy such a 
blow that he fell to the earth. 

"Now, Sparrow-hawk," said Sir Geraint, "I have overthrown you. You must 
do two things: you must ride with your lady and your dwarf to Arthur's Court 
and ask pardon of Queen Guinevere because your dwarf struck her maiden; and 
you must restore all the riches you have taken from your good uncle, Earl Iniol." 

This the knight promised to do. And afterwards, in Arthur's Court, he grew 
very sorry for his evil deeds, and became a good man. 

Meanwhile, Enid was making ready to go to Arthur's Court with Sir Geraint. 
She was sorry that she had only her robe of faded silk. She remembered a robe 
her mother had given her before the Sparrow-hawk took their riches. It was of 
velvet, the color of mother-of-pearl, with gold leaves and flowers and birds 
embroidered upon it. 

While she was thinking of this beautiful robe, her mother entered the room, 
carrying it. Enid gave a cry of joy, and her mother told her that the Sparrow- 
hawk had just given it back, together with other robes and gold and jewels. "Put 
it on, Enid," she said, and helped her daughter to array herself in the handsome 
gown, exclaiming: "How beautiful you look, my dear child! Sir Geraint may 
well be proud to fetch such a fair lady to King Arthur's Court." 

Just then the earl entered to tell them that the knight wanted Enid to ride with 
him to Camelot in the faded silk dress in which he had first seen her. 

Enid, although she was deeply disappointed, at once put on again her faded 
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gown. When Sir Geraint came in he saw that the earl's wife was also 
disappointed, so he told them that the queen had promised to dress his bride in 
the most beautiful robes in the world for her wedding. At this both the ladies 
were much pleased. 

So after bidding farewell to her parents, Enid rode with Sir Geraint to 
Camelot, where the queen welcomed her, and gave her a robe that was as bright 
as the sun. Then the good Archbishop of Canterbury married Sir Geraint and 
Enid amid great rejoicings. 
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ARTHUR AND SIR ACCALON 


Sa 


There was a woman in Arthur's Court named Morgan le Fay, who had 
learned a great deal about magic. She was a wicked woman, and hated the king 
because he was more powerful than she, and because he was so good. 

However, she pretended to be a true friend to him, and the king believed in 
her. One day when they were talking together, she asked him if he would not let 
her take charge of his wonderful sword Excalibur, and its scabbard. She said that 
she would guard them so carefully that they would never be stolen. As she was 
very eager, Arthur granted her request. 

One day in time of peace, King Arthur went out hunting with a certain knight 
named Sir Accalon, who was the lover of Morgan le Fay. They rode for a long 
time, and when they were tired, stopped to rest beside a great lake. As they 
looked over its shining waters, they saw a beautiful little ship, which sailed 
Straight towards them, and ran up to the sands at their feet. It was all covered 
with golden silks, which waved in the gentle wind. King Arthur and Sir Accalon 
climbed into it and examined it thoroughly, but they found no one on board. 

They rested on two couches which were on the deck, until it grew dark. Then 
they were about to return home, when all at once, a hundred torches, set on the 
sides of the ship were lighted, and suddenly there appeared twelve beautiful 
damsels who told the two that they were welcome, and that they should be 
served with a banquet. 

Presently the maidens led the king and the knight into a room which had a 
table covered with a white cloth embroidered in purple. It bore many golden 
dishes, and each dish had a beautiful design carved upon it. Some dishes had 
vine-leaves, others ivy-leaves; some had angels with long robes sweeping back 
in graceful lines; and all these dishes held choice food. The king and Sir Accalon 
ate to their hearts' content. 

Then the damsels led them into two separate chambers. King Arthur was 
tired and so sleepy that he gave but one glance at his bedroom. He saw that it 
was hung in red silk embroidered with gold dragons and griffins. Then he threw 
himself on his bed and slept very soundly. 

When he awoke, he found himself not in the pretty bed-chamber, but in a 
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dark place. He could see nothing, but all about him he heard the sound of 
complaining and weeping. He was much bewildered, but in a moment he cried: 

"What is this? Where am I?" 

Then a voice answered: 

"You are in prison, as we are." 

"Who are you?" asked Arthur. 

The voice replied: 

"We are twenty knights, prisoners, and some of us have been here as long as 
seven years. We are in the dungeons of a wicked lord named Sir Damas. He has 
a younger brother, and the two brothers are enemies, quarreling about their 
inheritance. Now the younger brother, Sir Ontzlake, is very strong, but Sir 
Damas is not strong, and moreover, he is a coward. So he tries to find a knight 
who will fight for him against Sir Ontzlake. 

"But Sir Damas is so much hated that no one will fight for him. So he goes 
about the country with a body of rough men, and whenever he sees a knight, he 
captures him. Then he asks him to fight with Sir Ontzlake. So far, all the knights 
have refused, and have been thrown into prison. We do not have food enough, 
but we would rather die here than fight for Sir Damas, who is so wicked." 

At that moment a damsel entered the prison with a torch, which faintly 
lighted the dismal place, and advanced to the king. 

"Sir," she said, "will you fight for my lord, Sir Damas? If you will, you shall 
be taken from this prison. If you will not, you shall die here." 

Arthur considered for some time, and then said: 

"I would rather fight than die in prison. If I fight, will you deliver also all 
these prisoners?" 

The damsel promised, and Arthur consented to fight. While she went to tell 
Sir Damas, Arthur said to the other prisoners: 

"My friends, I do not know Sir Damas, and I do not know Sir Ontzlake. I do 
not know whether they are bad or good. But I will fight, and then, when I have 
conquered, I shall judge between them, and do justice to both." 

"That is a good plan," said the knights, "but why are you so sure that you will 
conquer?" 

"Tam Arthur, the King," he replied. 

At that the knights set up a great cry of joy, and the king continued: 

"I shall send for my good sword Excalibur and the scabbard, and with these I 
shall surely win." 

So when Arthur and the knights were led out of prison, the king sent the 
damsel who had visited them to Morgan le Fay for his sword and scabbard. 

Meantime, the knight who had accompanied Arthur on the little ship, Sir 
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Accalon, also awoke. He found himself in the palace of Morgan le Fay, and he 
wondered very much where Arthur was. He went to the lady, who said to him: 

"My dear lord, the day has come when you can have great power if you want 
it. Should you like to be king of this land, instead of Arthur?" 

Now Sir Accalon was a traitor at heart. He wanted very much to be king, 
even if the good Arthur was to be killed; so he said: 

"Yes, truly." 

Then she said: 

"You shall be king, and I shall be your queen. All you need to do is to fight a 
great battle, which you shall win. I have been using my magic. It was I who sent 
the ship of silk to you and Arthur. I had him put into prison, and I had you 
brought here." 

Sir Accalon wondered very much. Then she told him of the fight King 
Arthur was to make against Sir Ontzlake. 

"But I have caused Sir Ontzlake to fall sick," she said, "and he cannot fight. I 
shall go with you to his castle and you can offer to fight for him." 

"I to fight with the king!" cried Sir Accalon. "He would surely overthrow 
me." 

"He cannot," said Morgan le Fay, "because you are to fight with his sword. A 
little while ago he sent to me for Excalibur and the scabbard, but I returned him 
a false sword which looks like Excalibur, and a false scabbard. You shall take 
the true ones, and then you shall surely overcome him and rule this land." 

Then Sir Accalon was glad, and he hastened with the lady to the castle of Sir 
Ontzlake. They found him groaning because he was ill and because Sir Damas 
had sent him a challenge to fight with a knight, and he could not accept it. He 
was much relieved when Morgan le Fay told him that Sir Accalon would fight in 
his place. 

Early in the afternoon, King Arthur and Sir Accalon rode into the field where 
the combat was to be held. Arthur did not know who Sir Accalon was, nor did 
any one else, except Morgan le Fay. Two sides of the field were full of people 
who came to watch, half of whom were friends of Sir Damas, and the other half 
were friends of Sir Ontzlake. 

Arthur and Sir Accalon rode at each other so furiously that at the shock of 
the meeting both fell off their horses. Then they began to fight fiercely with their 
swords. The king could make no headway with his false steel, but whenever Sir 
Accalon struck at Arthur he drew blood. 

The king was much amazed. He grew weaker and weaker, but still he kept on 
his feet. Those who watched him were sorry for him; they thought they had 
never seen a man fight so bravely. At last Arthur's sword broke, and fell in two 
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pieces on the ground. When Sir Accalon saw this, he cried: 

"Now, yield to me." 

"T will never yield," said the king, "and if you do not get me another sword, 
you will be shamed before all men, for it is an unknightly thing to fight with a 
defenseless man." 

"I do not care," said Sir Accalon. "If you will not yield, defend yourself with 
your shield as best you can." 

He rushed at the king. Arthur was so weak that he could hardly stand, but he 
guarded himself as well as he could with his shield. Soon he could do no more, 
and fell to the ground. 

At this moment the Lady of the Lake, who had given Arthur his sword, came 
upon the field. She was invisible, but anyone who had listened intently could 
have heard a sound like the ripple of water as she walked. She caused Excalibur 
to fall out of the hand of Sir Accalon and drop near Arthur. 

When it fell, Arthur saw that it was his own Excalibur. He grasped its handle 
and some of his strength came back. He struggled to his feet, and rushing up to 
Sir Accalon, seized the scabbard of Excalibur and threw it far over the field. 

"Now," he said, "send for a second sword and fight with me." 

Then Sir Accalon was afraid. Yet he thought that Arthur was so weak that he 
could still be overcome. So he sent for a second sword, and they began to fight 
again. Arthur's strength, however, had largely returned, and in a short time he 
gave Sir Accalon a mortal stroke. 

Sir Accalon fell to the ground, and the king, leaning over him, cried: 

"Tell me who you are." 

Then Sir Accalon was filled with remorse, and he said: 

"Oh, my king, I have been a traitor to you, but now I am dying, and I am 
sorry for what I have done. I deserve my death." 

He told the king his name, and all about his treachery, and that of Morgan le 
Fay. 

King Arthur was sad. 

"Tt is very hard to be deceived in a friend," he said, "but I forgive you freely. 
I will try to cure your wound, and sometime I shall trust you again." 

"You cannot cure me," said Sir Accalon. "I am dying. Let them carry me off 
the field." 

So he was taken to a neighboring abbey, while the people crowded about the 
king to congratulate him, but Arthur said: 

"IT am sad at heart. My victory is no comfort to me, for to-day I have lost a 
friend whom I believed true." 

Then he called the two brothers, Sir Damas and Sir Ontzlake, and judged 
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their cause. He decided that their property must be divided equally between 
them, and that they must be friends. They promised never to quarrel again. 
Arthur told them that they must be kind to other knights and to all people. He 
said that if he heard that they were not, he would come and punish them. 

After this, Sir Damas gave back to the twenty knights all their money, and 
they went on their way rejoicing. King Arthur mounted his horse and rode over 
to the abbey, where he sat by the bed of Sir Accalon till the poor knight died. 
Then the king went back alone to his Court at Camelot. 


5374 XRN 


HOW ARTHUR FOUGHT WITH A GIANT 


Sa 


Once upon a time King Arthur and some of his knights were sailing in a ship. 
The king, being tired, went to sleep in his cabin, and began to dream. It seemed 
to him that he was sailing with his people when a great dragon flew out of the 
west. This dragon had a blue head and a gold back. Underneath he shone like a 
rainbow. Flames of fire rushed out of his mouth and covered land and sea. 

As he flew, there came out of the east a great bear, very rough, and as black 
as coal, and with wings that flapped like windmills. The bear and the dragon 
roared loudly, and they began to fight and struggle till the sea was all red with 
blood. At last the dragon conquered. 

When the king awoke from this dream he sent for Merlin and told him of it, 
and asked for an explanation. 

"My lord," Merlin replied, "the dragon betokens yourself; the colors on its 
body are signs of your glory. The bear betokens some tyrant who torments the 
people and whom you will slay." 

Soon after this, the ship in which the company was, came in sight of land. 
When they had anchored, the knights noticed on the beach a crowd of people 
who were weeping. Descending from the ship, Arthur asked one of the men what 
troubled them, and what was the name of their country. 

"Good sir," returned the man, "this is the country of Brittany, and we weep 
because our county is desolated by a giant. He makes us bring him food. First, he 
ate up all the oxen we had, and then our horses. Next he demanded our children, 
and now there are no little ones in the land. To-day he took our good duchess of 
Brittany, and carried her off to his mountain." 

"Alas!" said the king. "It grieves me to hear this, not only because a cruel 
deed has been done, but because the duchess of Brittany is my cousin's wife. I 
must save this lady. I will fight with the giant." 

"Good sir," cried the people in amazement, "it is not possible! A whole 
company of us dare not attack him, and yet we account ourselves brave men." 

"That may well be," replied Arthur, "and yet with my good sword and 
scabbard, I have no fear." 

Then the men said: 
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"If you will go, my lord, yonder is the great mountain where the giant lives. 
At the top, two huge fires burn continually in front of a cave, and in that cave are 
greater treasures than you can dream of. They are all yours if you will but slay 
this monster." 

Arthur replied nothing to them, but called Sir Kay and Sir Bedivere, and rode 
with them to the foot of the mountain. From that point he ascended alone. When 
he was nearly to the top he came upon a woman, clad all in black, who sat 
weeping by the side of a newly-made grave. 

"Good woman, why do you weep?" asked Arthur. 

"Hush, hush!" she cried, "or the giant will hear you and come and kill you. 
He can hear me, but the sound of weeping delights him, and therefore I need not 
restrain my grief." 

"Why do you grieve?" the king asked. 

"Alas! Because my good mistress, the duchess of Brittany, is dead. The giant 
has killed her." 

At that Arthur gripped tightly the handle of his sword and said: 

"T will kill this wretch before I am an hour older." 

"Ah, my lord," said the woman, "the greatest kings in the country are afraid 
of him. He has a coat embroidered with the beards of fifteen of them. He 
demanded these beards as a sign that they acknowledged him as lord." 

"There is at least one king who does not acknowledge him as lord," shouted 
Arthur, as he strode hastily forward. 

When he reached the top he saw the giant asleep in front of the two great 
fires before the cave. He was taller than the tallest pine that ever grew. His arms 
were as big as the trunk of an oak tree. His mouth was as large as a cave, and 
from it and his nostrils came forth fire and flame like that from the mountain of 
Vesuvius. Although his huge eyes were closed, flashes of lightning seemed to 
shoot from beneath the lids. At his side was an iron club as large as a steeple. 
About him stood trembling old women fanning him as he slept. 

King Arthur approached the monster, and said to him: 

"Wretch, awake and fight, for your hour has come." 

The giant, starting up, looked down scornfully upon the king and, laughing, 
threw his great club at Arthur. But the king leapt aside and the club fell 
harmlessly on the ground, making a hollow where it struck. 

Then Arthur rushed toward the giant, waving his good sword Excalibur. The 
giant caught him in his arms, in order to squeeze him to death. The king's armor 
pressed closer and closer about him, and he began to lose his strength. But he 
kept his hand upon his scabbard, and so did not die. 

In a few minutes the monster, making sure that Arthur was dead, dropped 
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him to the ground. After the king had recovered himself, he sprang to his feet, 
and taking his sword, threw it at the giant. The good steel pierced his neck, and 
he sank to the ground, shouting so loudly that Sir Kay and Sir Bedivere at the 
foot of the mountain heard, and trembled for their master's safety. 

Then the giant again seized Arthur in his arms, and the two began to roll 
down the mountain side. Whenever Arthur was able to, he struck at the giant 
with his dagger, wounding him sorely. At last, still struggling and rolling, they 
came to the spot where Sir Kay and Sir Bedivere were. These two loosed the 
giant's arms from the king, who then gave one last blow to the monster, killing 
him. Then he sent Sir Kay and Sir Bedivere for his sword Excalibur. 

When the people on the seashore heard what Arthur had done, they fell on 
their knees and thanked him, offering him all the giant's treasure. He said, 
however, that he would leave it with them to divide among the poor people of 
the country. For himself, all he wanted was the giant's iron club. 

The people sent fifty men to the top of the mountain to get it for him. As they 
had no horses, it was a long time before they could drag the club to the seashore. 
There they put it on a barge. It was so heavy that it pressed the barge down till 
the water came almost to the edge of the vessel. Then King Arthur bade the 
people good-by, and took ship with his knights. The grateful men of Brittany 
stood on the shore, and shouted and waved until the ship could no longer be 
seen. 
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HOW ARTHUR FOUGHT WITH ROME 


Sa 


In the time of the great Roman, Julius Cesar, about five hundred years 
before King Arthur was born, the people of Rome conquered Britain. They made 
many improvements in the land, building roads and walls, the remains of which 
may be seen to this day. But they also forced the Britons to pay them much 
money. All the kings did this up to the time of Arthur. He, however, considered 
that England was his own. He had conquered the lesser kings, and made one 
realm of all the land, over which he ruled with wise government. So he refused 
to send any money to Rome. 

Once King Arthur's knights were all together in the great hall. It was a time 
of peace, and they spent the days in riding and hunting. On this day, while the 
king was sitting on his throne, twelve old men entered, each bearing a branch of 
olive, as a sign that they came in peace. They were the messengers of the 
emperor of Rome, and, after bowing to the king, they said: 

"Sir, our mighty emperor sends you greeting, and commands you to 
acknowledge him as lord, and to send him the money due him from your realm. 
Your father and his predecessors did this, and so must you. If you refuse, the 
emperor will make such war against you that it will be an example to all the 
world." 

At this the young knights laid their hands to their swords, but the older 
knights, who had self-control enough to hide their feelings, waited to see what 
the king would do. 

Arthur bowed courteously to the messengers, and told them that he would 
soon give them an answer. He commanded a knight to take them to a lodging, 
and to see that they had all they needed, and he ordered that no harm should be 
done them. Then he called a council of his great lords and asked their advice. 

Sir Lancelot, Arthur's favorite lord, spoke first, saying: 

"My lord, we have rested for many weeks, and can make sharp war now. In 
days gone by, we should not have dared attack the Romans, and indeed, our 
attempt will make the world wonder. But of a truth, we ought to fight." 

Then spoke King Angus of Scotland: 

"My lord Arthur, you are the greatest lord on earth. You have made all of us 
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lesser kings your subjects, and bound the kingdom together, and stopped our 
civil wars. We love you and we will help you. We pray you to make war on 
these Romans. When they ruled our elders, they demanded much gold and made 
our people very poor. If you will fight, I will furnish you with twenty thousand 
men, and will bear all the cost of them myself." 

Then all the other lords promised to furnish men and arms. When Arthur 
heard this, he was glad of their courage and good will. He called in the 
messengers and said to them: 

"Return to your emperor. Tell him that I refuse his command, for I owe him 
nothing. I have won this kingdom by my own strength. Tell him that I shall 
come with all my army to Rome and make him acknowledge me as lord." 

Then Arthur told his treasurer to give the messengers gifts, and to take them 
safely out of the country. Sir Lancelot conducted them to the sea, where they 
took ship and sailed to France. On they journeyed over the Alps and into Italy. 
When they told the emperor of Rome their message, he said: 

"T had thought Arthur would yield." 

But the messengers said: 

"Sir, his face would have told you, if you had seen it, that he would never 
yield. In truth, there is need of fear, for he is a great king and surrounded by 
great knights." 

"This is foolish talk," the emperor said. "Remember that we are Romans. We 
have ruled the world for centuries, and a little king of little England shall not 
make us fear. You say that he is coming to fight with us. We will take a few 
troops and go forthwith to France to meet him." 

The messengers begged the emperor to take many troops. 

"My lord emperor," they said, "these men of Arthur are very numerous and 
very brave." 

So at last the emperor brought all his men to France, and there, whenever he 
found people who were loyal to Arthur, he killed and laid waste. 

Meanwhile, Arthur had gathered together all his troops. He bade farewell to 
Queen Guinevere, who was so grieved that she fell in a swoon. Then he rode off 
at the head of his men till they came to the sea, and there they embarked in ten 
thousand boats and sailed to France. 

They marched till they came near to the troops of the emperor of Rome, 
where they rested for the night. In the morning they rose at dawn and looked at 
the Roman legions. These were encamped in a green field which glittered with 
the gold on their tents and armor. The emperor's tent was of purple silk and bore 
on the top a golden eagle, the emblem of Rome. 

Two of Arthur's knights, Sir Lancelot and Sir Gawain, rode out to the 
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emperor, and told him that their king had come. 

"That I see," said the emperor laughing, "and he shall soon return." 

The two knights made no answer, but rode back to Arthur. Soon all the 
soldiers on each side made ready for fighting. The preparation was careful, for 
they knew that the contest was to be a great one. The emperor of Rome 
addressed his soldiers: 

"Romans, remember that Rome is the chief city of the world. I do not say 
fight as men; I say to you, fight as Romans. Then you will surely conquer these 
Britains." 

King Arthur galloped up and down before the front rank of his men, looking 
at them carefully. He was on a beautiful white horse whose mane rose and fell in 
the wind like a wave of the sea. His soldiers cheered lustily for their beloved 
commander. Then King Arthur raised his hand for silence, and spoke in a loud, 
clear voice: 

"My knights and men whom I love, remember that you are fighting to-day 
for your rights and for the independence of Britain. Strike well, and do not forget 
that great courage is as powerful as great numbers." 

With that, he gave the signal for attack. The Romans stood in full battle array 
with their emperor in front. Beside him were sixteen kings with gold helmets and 
silver armor. The English approached, shouting a battle-cry. 

Then the Romans, at the call of the trumpet, rushed forward, and in a 
moment the two great armies clashed together. Clouds of dust arose through 
which could be seen at intervals the heads of horses and the helmets of men. The 
few poor shepherds and women who stood on the outside did not know that the 
greatest battle of the time was going on under that cloud of dust. 

Inside the cloud there was great confusion. Britains and Romans were 
fighting side by side, so closely packed that sometimes it was hard to strike. All 
fought bravely, but no one did so well as Arthur and Sir Lancelot. The battle did 
not cease until it was dark. Each side had lost many men. King Arthur wept as he 
rode over the field and counted his dead knights, and even his beautiful horse 
drooped its head as if it, also, understood. 

But the next day the two armies began to fight again, and when the emperor 
finally saw that his men were losing and that most of the kings who were helping 
him were dead, he said: 

"This Arthur is a demon and not a man. I will fight with him myself and end 
this battle." And before any one could stop him, he spurred up to King Arthur 
and said: 

"You on the white horse who refuse to pay me tribute, come out that I may 
kill you." 
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Then Arthur rode quickly towards the emperor. The two men began to fight, 
and Arthur soon saw that he was contending with a powerful man. He gave the 
emperor many a stroke with Excalibur, but he himself received deep blows. At 
last the emperor pierced Arthur's helmet, and wounded him deeply in the cheek. 

King Arthur raised his good Excalibur with a last effort and struck his enemy 
with it so fiercely on the head that the blow cleft the helmet and pierced to the 
emperor's chin. He fell from his horse without a moan. When the Romans near 
by saw that their ruler was dead, they gave a great cry of grief and rushed upon 
Arthur, but his good knights protected him. 

At last, seeing themselves conquered, the Romans surrendered. Arthur found 
among his prisoners three senators, and among the dead, sixty senators, the 
sixteen kings, and the emperor. 

He was sorrowful, for he knew that they were great men. So he had them 
embalmed and laid in chests of lead. Around each chest flags were wound, and 
the shields of the dead warriors placed on top. Then he said to the three 
surviving senators: 

"Take these noble dead bodies back to Rome. When the Romans see them 
they will never again dare ask tax or tribute of me. I will not go to Rome and 
take the city from you, but if ever you send to me for gold, I shall invade your 
land and never rest till all Italy is mine." 

The senators bowed their heads. Then they laid the body of the emperor on a 
car, all alone, with the gold eagle above him. They laid the bodies of the kings 
and the senators two by two on chariots, and so went slowly towards Rome. And 
never again did the kings of Britain have to pay a tax to the Romans. 


5381 XRN 


THE KNIGHT WITH the BADLY MADE COAT 


Sa 


One day when Arthur and his knights were in the hall of the Round Table, a 
young man entered. He was so large that his shoulders were as wide as the 
doorway, and he could hardly squeeze through. The knights looked at him in 
amazement, for he was almost a giant. 

When he came closer to them, they saw that he had on a coat which was far 
too large for him. It hung in wrinkles and folds all over his back, and the sleeves 
were so long that he had to turn them up almost to the elbow. The coat was of 
rich material, gold cloth, but it was old and blood-stained. 

The young man strode up to the king and said: 

"My lord, my name is Brune. I can tell you no more than that. I beg you to 
make me a knight." 

At this Sir Kay laughed and said: 

"He must be called The Knight with the Badly Made Coat." 

"Call me what you will," said the young man. "Yes, I take that name, for I 
will not tell my real one." 

Then Arthur spoke to him gently: 

"Young man, you ask a great thing. All those in my Court who are made 
knights must serve for a long time as squires. If they prove themselves loyal and 
brave, I make them knights. But I must always know whence they come, and 
who their fathers are." 

"My lord," said the young man, "I do indeed ask a great thing. I would gladly 
tell you more of myself, but I am under a vow to reveal no more than you 
already know. Yet I will tell you this, further. I am the son of a noble who was as 
big as a giant. My good father was very peaceable and did not care to fight; so he 
never came to your Court, and you did not hear of him. He lived at home with 
my mother and me, and the simple people who plowed the land about our castle. 

"Every one ought to have loved him; but he had one enemy. One day, six 
years ago, when I was only a boy, my father and I were in the forest. My father 
was Sleeping at the foot of a tree, and I was bathing in a brook near by. This 
enemy, who wanted my father's lands, came up and drove his sword into my 
father's heart. Then he rode away. I ran up to my dead father and took off the 
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coat which he wore and put it on. I swore never to take it off, and never to tell 
my father's name or where I came from, till I had avenged his death. 

"Then I rode home to our castle, but our enemy had taken possession of it, 
and had made my mother prisoner. As I was not yet grown up I vowed that I 
would stay with the good shepherds near by till I was strong enough to pull up a 
young tree by the roots. Then I would go to King Arthur's Court and ask to be 
made a knight. So every month I have tried to uproot a young tree. This morning 
I succeeded, and here, my lords, I am." 

The knights were much moved and prayed the king to make him a knight. 
They said that they would teach him to use arms. The king said that he would 
wait to see what sort of man Brune was. 

A few days after this all the knights rode off to a tournament and Brune was 
left at home with a few soldiers. He was in the castle yard practicing some of the 
lessons in warfare which the knights had been teaching him. While he was hard 
at work, Queen Guinevere with twelve soldiers who were her bodyguard passed 
by. 

As she was speaking kindly to Brune, they heard a terrible noise, and looking 
in the direction from which it came, saw a dreadful sight. A fierce lion which 
had been confined in a tower of stone had broken out of its prison and was 
rushing towards them. The twelve soldiers fled, leaving the queen and Brune 
alone. 

"Ah," said Brune, "not all the cowards in the world are dead." 

He stood still while the lion bounded towards him. He had dropped his 
sword, and as the beast leaped upon him, he seized its head in his hands. Then he 
slowly, slowly, bent its head back. It was a strong lion, and with the effort the 
muscles on Brune's neck stood out like great ropes. Presently, the queen and 
Brune heard a loud crack and they knew that the lion's neck was broken. Brune 
loosed his hold, and the huge tawny body dropped to the ground, quivered a 
moment, and was still. 

While this was going on, the king and his knights returned. They saw at a 
glance what Brune had done, and cheered him loudly. The king rode up to him. 

"Kneel down," he said. 

Brune knelt down by the body of the lion, and the king touched him lightly 
with his sword, saying: 

"Sir Brune, I make you a knight of my Round Table. Be always loyal, brave, 
and merciful." 

Then all the knights were glad, but Sir Brune was gladdest of all. 
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SIR LANCELOT & SIR BRUNE 


Sa 


After Sir Brune, the Knight with the Badly Made Coat, had been at Arthur's 
Court for some months, he became eager to seek for the enemy of his father. Sir 
Lancelot, who took an interest in the big young knight, advised him to wait and 
try his strength at some smaller adventure first. 

One day, when Sir Lancelot was away hunting, a damsel entered Arthur's 
hall. She carried a black shield which had painted on it a white hand holding a 
sword. She bowed to the king and said: 

"My lord, I come for a knight to undertake the adventure of the black shield." 

"And what is that adventure, fair damsel?" asked the king. 

"That I may not tell you," answered the damsel, "except that it will cause 
much fighting and bloodshed to the knight who chooses it." 

Some of the knights were eager to go, and Sir Kay pressed forward to finger 
the shield. 

"Do not touch it, good Sir Kay," said the maiden, "for this adventure is not 
for you. I am to choose the knight." 

She passed up and down the hall, looking into the face of each one. When 
she had seen them all she came back to Sir Brune and said: 

"Young Knight with the Ugly Coat, will you take this shield?" 

"Gladly, if my king allows," said the knight. 

Then Arthur gave his permission, and Sir Brune followed the damsel out of 
the hall. Her horse was black, and wore white trappings. Sir Brune's horse was as 
brown as an autumn leaf. The two mounted and rode away. Sir Brune began to 
talk to the damsel, whose name was Elinor. At first she was agreeable, but after 
they had ridden many miles she became scornful, and told him she was sorry she 
had chosen him. 

Sir Brune felt sad, because he had begun to love the damsel. He was afraid 
she did not like him because his coat was poor. He did not speak to her any 
more, but rode on sorrowfully beside her. After a long time they came to a castle 
enclosed by high walls. The gate stood open, and the damsel Elinor pointed to it 
and said, sighing: 

"Since you have not left me as I hoped you would, go in there. You will find 
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your first adventure. I may not tell you what it is." 

Sir Brune galloped inside the gate. There he saw a hundred knights on 
horseback, armed and waiting for him. He had to think and act quickly. So he 
decided to rush in between the knights and put his back against the castle wall. 
Then he could fight with his back protected. He did this, though not without 
receiving some spear-wounds. Then he began to fight. 

The lady of the castle, whom the knights were keeping prisoner, watched the 
fight out of the window, and grieved for the brave young man who had so many 
against him. She began to speak to him in a low voice: 

"Young knight, if you can only get to the left side of the castle wall, there is 
a secret door through which you can escape. If you look, you will see that one 
portion of the wall is made of black stones. Strike the stones with the hilt of your 
sword, and a door will open through which you can ride out." 

The other knights did not hear what the lady said, for they were farther away 
from her than Sir Brune was. Even he could hardly catch her words. He took a 
quick glance to the left and saw that there was indeed a portion of the wall 
marked with black stones. Then he began to work his way carefully towards the 
secret gate. 

He was obliged to move slowly for fear the knights would guess what he was 
doing. Moreover, it was becoming very hard to fight, because of his many 
wounds. However, he at last came near the door; then he backed his brown horse 
up against it, struck the black stones with the handle of his sword, and the door 
opened. The knights shouted with rage, but they were unable to reach him in 
time. Sir Brune escaped, leaving behind him twelve men dead. 

He was very weak, and he made his way painfully to the side of the wall 
where the maiden Elinor waited for him. She ran to meet him, and led him 
gently to a brook in a forest near by. There she took off his armor and bathed his 
wounds, anointing them with a precious salve she carried. 

Sir Brune thought that she was sorry because she had been scornful of him, 
and he began to talk to her. But she said: 

"Do not talk to me. If you want to please me, go back to Arthur's Court." 

Sir Brune did not know why she spoke so, but he was too tired to think. So 
he lay down on the grass by the brook and went to sleep. 

Meantime, at Arthur's Court Sir Lancelot had returned from his hunting 
expedition, and was told how Sir Brune had gone out with a damsel on the 
adventure of the shield. 

"Oh!" cried Sir Lancelot, "what have you done! He will surely be killed. 
Merlin has told me what this adventure of the shield is. Many and many a knight 
has taken it up and each has been killed. A knight who vows to follow this 
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adventure has to meet dangers of all sorts. This young untried Sir Brune will 
certainly be killed." 

He called for his horse and arms, and said to the king: 

"My lord, I will ride after this poor young man and give him what help I can. 
Perhaps I shall be too late; but if not, I shall ask him to give me this adventure of 
the shield." 

Then Sir Lancelot mounted his horse and rode after Sir Brune. When he 
came near the brook where Sir Brune and the damsel had rested, he heard the 
sound of a great combat. Spurring forward he saw Sir Brune, fighting single- 
handed against six knights. Sir Lancelot rushed to the rescue and quickly 
overthrew the enemy. He found that they belonged to the company of the 
hundred knights whom Sir Brune had attacked. He ordered them, first of all, to 
free the lady of the castle, and then to go to Arthur's Court and surrender 
themselves to the mercy of the king. 

Poor Sir Brune was almost dead, but Sir Lancelot revived him, and in a 
feeble voice he thanked Sir Lancelot for his help. But the damsel begged: 

"Take him back to the Court of your king. I do not want him to follow this 
quest any longer." 

"This is surely ungrateful of you," said Sir Lancelot. "He has fought bravely 
and well." 

"The maiden scorns me, though I love her," bitterly said Sir Brune. 

Then the damsel Elinor cried out: 

"T will tell the truth. I love you and I am afraid you will be killed. Therefore, 
I wish you to return to Camelot." 

Sir Brune was very glad, and he said: 

"I have pledged my word and must follow this quest. When I have succeeded 
we Shall go together back to Arthur's Court." 

"Give this adventure to me," said Sir Lancelot, "and go back now with the 
damsel." 

But Sir Brune refused. Then Sir Lancelot said that they must undertake the 
adventure together, and Sir Brune consenting, they rode slowly forward. Soon 
they came to an abbey, where they rested for some days until Sir Brune was 
well. 

Then they traveled as the damsel gave directions. She always knew what 
they had to do. At times they passed through woods full of wild beasts, some of 
which attacked them. Again they passed over enchanted meadows where wicked 
magicians tried to cast spells over them. They also fought with many knights. 
However, they escaped all dangers, although it is certain that Sir Brune would 
never have succeeded without the help of Sir Lancelot. 
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At length the damsel Elinor told them that they were nearing the last 
adventure. She pointed to a castle on a hill; a square structure built of black 
stones, with a turret on top. The damsel told them that at the gate of the castle 
were two huge dragons. These they must slay. 

"Whose is the castle?" asked Sir Brune. 

"It belongs now to the wicked Lord Brian of the Isles," answered the damsel. 

At this Sir Brune gave such a loud shout that the dragons on top of the hill 
heard him and roared in reply. 

"Ah!" cried he, "that is the name of my enemy, who killed my dear father. At 
last I shall slay him." 

He rode off so quickly that Sir Lancelot had much trouble to keep up with 
him. It seemed scarcely five minutes before they came to the dragons; terrible 
creatures, all of green, with eyes and tongues of flame. And their wings were as 
large as the sails of a ship. 

Sir Brune had never before seen a dragon, but he was not afraid. He fought 
very bravely, and even when the teeth of the dragons crunched on his helmet, he 
did not lose courage. After a fierce fight of half an hour, the two knights had 
killed the dragons. 

They hoped to rest, but at that moment the castle gate opened and a porter 
appeared. 

"Enter and fight," he said. 

Both spurred forward, but the porter said: 

"One only may enter." 

"Let me go," said Sir Brune to Sir Lancelot. "Remember I am to avenge my 
father's death. It may be that Lord Brian of the Isles is waiting just inside the 
gate." 

Sir Lancelot consented, and the porter led in Sir Brune and locked the gate. 
Inside were two great knights, the brothers of Lord Brian of the Isles. They were 
almost as large as Sir Brune. Together they set upon him. He was already tired 
from his fight with the dragons, but his desire to avenge his father strengthened 
his arm. One brother was soon overthrown. When the other saw that, he yielded. 
Then Sir Brune sent them both to Sir Lancelot outside the gate. 

While Sir Brune was looking about him, a third knight appeared at the end of 
the courtyard. He was quite as large as Sir Brune, and as he came spurring up, 
the noise of his horse's hoofs was deafening. Sir Brune recognized him as Sir 
Plenorius, the cousin of Lord Brian. 

"Ah!" cried he, "where is that wretch, Lord Brian? Am I to fight with all his 
family before I meet with him?" 

Sir Plenorius wasted no words. He rushed upon Sir Brune and struck him 
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with his long spear. The blow broke Sir Brune's helmet, and he had much trouble 
to guard his head with his shield. He fought courageously, but he became weaker 
and weaker. Then Sir Plenorius stopped fighting. 

"I know you will never yield,” he said. "You are the bravest knight I have yet 
seen. In truth, I loved your good father, and grieved because my cousin slew 
him. I have no love for my cousin, Lord Brian of the Isles, but I am vowed to 
fight for him as long as he lives, or until I am overcome." 

Sir Brune was about to answer, but he fell back in a swoon. Sir Plenorius 
lifted him gently in his arms and bore him into the castle. He carried him up the 
winding stairs to the turret room, and gently laid him on a bed. Then he went 
back to the courtyard. 

Meantime, Sir Lancelot, hearing the porter shout that Sir Brune was killed, 
beat on the gate, but nobody would let him in. Then with great difficulty he 
climbed the castle wall and leaped down. Sir Plenorius was just about to care for 
the horse of Sir Brune. 

"Give me back my friend!" cried Sir Lancelot, fiercely. "Where is my 
friend?" 

Then he began to fight with Sir Plenorius. Sir Plenorius was so much larger 
than Sir Lancelot that he thought he could easily overcome him. As the fight 
went on, however, he found himself all but defeated. 

"Yield now to me," said Sir Lancelot. "I am Sir Lancelot of the Lake." 

Then Sir Plenorius said: 

"Ah, my good lord, I know of your fame. If we go on fighting, you will 
certainly kill me. Yet I do not want to yield, so I ask you to treat me as I have 
treated Sir Brune." 

When Sir Lancelot heard how Sir Plenorius had spared Sir Brune, he said: 

"You are a gentle knight. I am sorry you are vowed to the service of Lord 
Brian of the Isles. He shall surely die." 

Sir Plenorius answered: 

"When he is dead, I will come to Arthur's Court as one of his followers." 

All this time Sir Brune was lying in a swoon on the bed in the turret room. 
But at last he came to himself and looked about him. He saw near him his sword 
and shield; so he lifted them up beside him. As he lay still, trying to recover his 
strength, he heard stealthy footsteps coming up the turret stairs. They came 
nearer and nearer. Suddenly, in rushed Lord Brian of the Isles. He knew that Sir 
Brune was there, alone and wounded, and he intended to kill him as he lay 
defenseless. Sir Brune understood this and he cried: 

"Ah, wretch, you were ever a coward. You come to kill me as I lie wounded 
here, just as you killed my poor father while he slept. But the sight of you makes 
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me forget my wounds." 

At these words, and at the fierce rage which shone in Sir Brune's eyes, Lord 
Brian, who was indeed a coward, tried to retreat. But Sir Brune sprang to the 
doorway. 

"You shall never go down by these stairs, villain," he said, "for I will kill 
you!" 

Lord Brian rushed to the window and sprang out upon the battlements. Sir 
Brune followed him, though with difficulty. The two began to fight, and Sir 
Brune soon saw that his enemy was trying to push him close to the edge of the 
battlements, that he might fall down into the courtyard below. 

Sir Brune, at this, put himself behind Lord Brian, determined to cast him off 
instead. Slowly he pushed him, until Lord Brian was but a step from the edge. 
Then Sir Brune lifted his shield and struck his enemy with it. The wicked lord 
lost his footing, and was dashed to pieces at the feet of Sir Lancelot and Sir 
Plenorius in the courtyard below. 

They ordered his soldiers to bury him, and while Sir Lancelot went to care 
for Sir Brune, Sir Plenorius went down the hill to find the damsel Elinor. She 
came back with tears of joy to Sir Brune. 

When Sir Brune was well enough to travel, he visited all the castles of Lord 
Brian, in search of his lost mother. He was very much afraid that she was dead, 
but at last he found her alive, in the very castle which had belonged to his father. 
There was great joy at their meeting. He took her to Arthur's Court, whither Sir 
Lancelot had already conducted the damsel Elinor. A few days afterward Sir 
Brune and the damsel were married amid great festivities. 
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THE ADVENTURE OF KING PELLENORE 


Sa 


In Arthur's Court, every knight or lady who was found unworthy was 
banished; yet it often took some time to discover one's real character. 

One of the ladies of Arthur's Court was named Vivien. She was very pretty, 
and as graceful as a willow wand, and so bright and attractive in her ways that 
no one suspected her of being very wicked. 

Among Arthur's bravest warriors was King Pellenore. He had once had a 
great fight with Arthur, but after that they had become friends, and King 
Pellenore had been made a Knight of the Round Table. He was not often at 
court, for he spent much of his time seeking for adventures. Now and then he 
would return and put away his armor. Then he rode with the ladies or talked to 
the other knights. 

The lady Vivien admired King Pellenore for his valor and his mighty deeds, 
and whenever she could she talked with him about his adventures. One afternoon 
she begged him to go for a long ride with her through the forest. So their horses 
were brought and they set forth. Just as they were passing a thick part of the 
wood, a beautiful golden-haired lady stepped out. 

"Good sir knight," she cried to King Pellenore, "I ask your help. I am here in 
the wood with the dear lord who is to be my husband. He is sore wounded, for 
an enemy crept up behind him as we were riding to Arthur's Court, and thrust a 
sword in his back." 

Then King Pellenore turned his horse's head toward the maiden. 

"Gladly will I help," he said; "lead me, maiden." 

But Vivien called him back. 

"Do not go with her," she said. "She may be a witch. Ride on with me." 

"She is no witch, but a good maiden," said King Pellenore. 

Then the golden-haired lady spoke again. "Oh, sir knight, help me! I must go 
to Arthur's Court to see my father. My dear lover is going to ask permission to 
marry me. Help us or he will die." 

"Assuredly I will help you, damsel," said King Pellenore. 

Vivien held his arm, but he put her gently aside. When the wicked woman 
saw that he was going to leave her, she made her horse plunge and throw her to 
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the ground. There she lay as if in a faint. 

King Pellenore did not know what to do. He felt as if he must help the 
beautiful lady, and yet he could not leave Vivien. So he said: 

"Fair damsel, you shall have my help. I have never wanted to aid anyone so 
much as I do you. I must save your lover and bring you both to Arthur's Court. 
But let me first ride back with this lady who has swooned. Then I will return 
here to you." 

"Alas, alas, I fear it will be too late," cried the damsel, turning back into the 
forest. 

Then King Pellenore lifted Vivien on her horse, and tied her to its back by 
her long green scarf. At this she opened her eyes and groaned, and said that she 
was very sick. She made him ride very slowly to the court. 

King Pellenore did not talk to her. He was thinking all the time of the 
golden-haired maiden. As soon as he reached the city gate he gave Vivien over 
into the care of a knight who was passing, and galloped back to the woods. 

When he reached the spot where the beautiful damsel had spoken to him, he 
turned into the thick part of the wood and followed a narrow path. It was so 
narrow that the branches of the trees on both sides struck his shoulders, but still 
he hurried on. The path ended in a glade, and there he saw the lady and her lover 
lying on the grass. 

"Alas, alas!" the lady said, "my dear lord is dead and I am dying." 

Then King Pellenore saw that the fair young knight who lay on the ground 
was very pale and quiet, and that all the grass about was blood-stained. 

"Ah, good knight," said the lady, "after you left me, a lion ran out of the 
wood and slew my lover with one stroke of his paw. He has wounded me so 
sorely that I too shall die." 

Then King Pellenore wept. 

"I wish that I had made Vivien wait here," he said, "and had helped you. I 
fear I have done wrong." 

He sat down and took her golden head on his knee, and spoke to her gently 
till she died. Then he put her body and her lover's body on his horse, and walked 
beside them sorrowfully until he reached Arthur's Court. 

Near the great hall he met Arthur and Merlin and several knights. 

"T am a miserable man," he said. 

Then the wise Merlin said: "You are more miserable than you know. This 
beautiful lady was your own daughter who was stolen from you as a child. Only 
lately she learned who her father was. She was coming here to seek you." 

Then King Pellenore wept loudly. 

"This is my punishment," he cried, "for not aiding the maiden. The one who 


5391 XRN 


needs help most should be given it first, and she needed it more than Vivien. I 
am indeed punished." 

"And you shall be punished yet more," said Merlin; "and in good time, 
Vivien also for the part she took. Some day the friend whom you most trust shall 
deceive you, and you shall be betrayed to death." 

King Pellenore bowed his head meekly. 

"I have deserved it," he said. "And now I must bury my dear child and her 
lover." 

The beautiful golden-haired lady and her lover were buried with great 
mourning, and it was many a day before King Pellenore cared to seek for 
adventures. 
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SIR LANCELOT & HIS FRIENDS 


¢ 


Sir Lancelot was acknowledged by all the knights of the Round Table to be 
the bravest of their number, and the one whom the king loved most. He was not 
often at court, because he was nearly always engaged in adventures which took 
him away from the town of Camelot. The knights were always sorry when he 
went away, yet they were sure he would return safely and with much to tell 
them. 

One day Sir Lancelot called his nephew Sir Lionel, and told him to mount 
his horse, for they must go to seek adventures. Sir Lionel was very glad, for it 
was a great honor to be chosen as a companion by Sir Lancelot. They rode off 
through a deep forest, and then across a wide, treeless plain. The sun was shining 
hot and bright, and when they reached a clump of trees, Sir Lancelot bade Sir 
Lionel dismount. Then the two sat in the shade to rest. 

It was not long before Sir Lancelot fell asleep. While Sir Lionel kept guard, 
he saw three knights furiously pursued by another knight, who was very large. 
This knight overtook the three knights, one after another, and overthrew them, 
and bound them by the reins of their bridles. Sir Lionel, who was young and 
self-confident, thought that he would like to fight with this knight. So he 
mounted his horse very quietly without waking his uncle, and rode into the plain. 

When the big knight saw him coming, he laughed and rode up quickly. At 
the very first stroke, young Sir Lionel fell to the earth. The strong knight bound 
him fast to the other three knights and drove them all to his castle. There he took 
off their armor and clothes, and beat them with thorny sticks. After that he threw 
them into a deep dungeon where there were many other knights. 

Meanwhile Sir Hector, the foster father of King Arthur, hearing that Sir 
Lancelot and Sir Lionel had gone in search of adventures, determined to join 
them; so he rode hastily in pursuit. When he had gone some distance through the 
forest, he met a wood-cutter, and asked him if he had seen Sir Lancelot and Sir 
Lionel. The man replied that he had not. 

"Then do you know of any adventure which I can seek?" asked Sir Hector. 

The man answered: 

"Sir, a mile from here is a strong castle. On one side of it is a large stream, 
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and by that stream a large tree. At the foot of the tree is a basin of copper. Go 
and strike on that three times with your spear and you will meet with an 
adventure." 

"Thank you heartily," said Sir Hector. 

He rode on and soon came to the tree. Hanging on it were a great many 
shields, and among them Sir Lionel's. There were also shields which belonged to 
other knights of the Round Table. Sir Hector knew that the knights must be 
prisoners, and he grew very angry. 

He struck sharply on the copper basin, and at once a huge knight appeared. 

"Come forward and fight!" cried the knight. 

"That I will," said Sir Hector. 

"But I shall win," said the knight, "for I am the great Sir Turquaine." 

Sir Hector had heard of this powerful knight whom so many of Arthur's lords 
had tried in vain to overthrow. But he was a brave old man, and so he began to 
fight fearlessly. He wounded the big knight once, but the knight wounded him 
many times, and at last overcame him. He picked Sir Hector up and carried him 
under his right arm into the castle. 

"You are very brave," he said, when they had reached the great hall. "You 
are the first knight who has wounded me these twelve years. Now I shall give 
you your freedom if you will swear to be a follower of mine." 

"I shall never swear that," said Sir Hector; "I am a follower of King Arthur." 

"I am sorry for that," said Sir Turquaine, "for now I must treat you as I do all 
my other prisoners.” 

Then he took off Sir Hector's armor and clothes, and beat him with the 
thorny stick, and threw him into the dungeon. There the old man found Sir 
Lionel and many other knights. 

"Is Sir Lancelot here?" asked Sir Hector, feebly. 

"No," said Sir Lionel, and told how he had left Sir Lancelot sleeping. 

Then Sir Hector became cheerful. 

"Sir Lancelot will surely find us," he said, "and give us our freedom." 

But Sir Lancelot still slept on under the tree. Soon four beautiful ladies rode 
by, and, seeing a sleeping knight, dismounted to look at him. They at once 
recognized him as Sir Lancelot, the bravest knight in the land. One of these 
ladies was Morgan le Fay, whom Arthur had forgiven for her treachery to him. 
She said to her companions: 

"T will cast a spell over him, and we will carry him to my castle. Then, when 
he wakes, we will make him choose one of us as his wife." 

The other three agreed, and Morgan le Fay cast her spell. Then the four 
women lifted the knight upon his horse and went with him to the castle of 
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Morgan le Fay. They put the knight in a richly decorated chamber and left him. 

In the morning he awoke and wondered where he was. Soon a fair damsel 
entered with food, and he asked her to explain how he came to be in that place. 

"Sir, I cannot," she said. "But I can tell you this much: you are under a spell. 
In twelve hours the spell will break, and perhaps I can help you then." 

After the damsel had gone out, the four ladies entered. They were clad in 
most beautiful robes. One had on silk that looked like the foam of the sea. 
Another had on velvet that seemed like moss from the forest. The third wore 
satin that was the color of maple leaves in autumn. Morgan le Fay wore a robe 
that looked like a storm-cloud, and her diamonds were like stars. 

"Choose one of us for your wife," she said, "and you shall be very happy." 

But Sir Lancelot said: 

"Fair ladies, I have no wish to marry. I would rather fight for my good King 
Arthur who needs me." 

At this the ladies were angry. 

"You shall stay here till you choose," they said. "And if you will not choose, 
then you shall die in prison." 

They went out, and Sir Lancelot remained alone all day. At dusk the fair 
damsel came to him. 

"My lord," she said, "the spell is broken now, and I can help you. These 
ladies are not kind to me, and I am going to run away. I will take you with me on 
one condition." 

"Name it, damsel," he said. 

"Tam a king's daughter," she said. "My father is King Bagdemagus." 

"He is a good man," Sir Lancelot said. "I know him well." 

"My father has been fighting in a tournament," said the maiden, "and has 
been overcome, with all his knights. He feels very sad. Now, in two days there 
will be another tournament at which he must fight. If you help him, he will 
surely win and be happy again." 

"I will gladly help him," said Sir Lancelot. 

Then the damsel bade him walk softly with her. She opened twelve great 
doors one after another. Each had a lock with a key so heavy that the maiden had 
to use both hands to turn it. At last they reached the courtyard, and there she 
gave Sir Lancelot his horse and armor. She also mounted a horse, and the two 
rode away. 

After riding all night, they came to the court of King Bagdemagus. He was 
overjoyed to welcome Sir Lancelot, for well he knew that none could overcome 
that good knight in combat. All day there was music and dancing and feasting. 
Sir Lancelot, however, could not be merry. He kept thinking of his nephew, Sir 
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Lionel, and wondering where he was. 

On the morning of the tournament Sir Lancelot asked King Bagdemagus to 
furnish him with a white shield, because he did not want to be known. The king 
did so, and also gave each of the three knights who rode with him a shield of the 
same color. Sir Lancelot went with the knights into a little leafy wood near the 
field where the tournament was to be held. 

Meanwhile King Bagdemagus rode to the tournament with sixty men, and 
met there the king of Northgalis with eighty men. They began to fight, and soon 
those on the side of King Bagdemagus began to be worsted. Then Sir Lancelot, 
with the three knights, dashed out of the little wood and into the thick of the 
fight. 

No one could stand against Sir Lancelot. One of King Arthur's knights, Sir 
Modred, the brother of Sir Gawain and Sir Gareth, was fighting against King 
Bagdemagus. Not knowing who Sir Lancelot was, he rushed upon him. Sir 
Lancelot unhorsed him, but would not hurt him, because he was a Knight of the 
Round Table. Years afterward he was sorry he had not killed him, for Sir 
Modred proved to be a traitor to King Arthur. 

Sir Lancelot fought so well that, for his sake, all the prizes of the tournament 
were given to King Bagdemagus, who was greatly rejoiced, and offered large 
gifts to Sir Lancelot, and begged him to be his guest for a time. But Sir Lancelot 
was so anxious to find out what had become of Sir Lionel that he could not 
remain. So the next day he set forth. 

He rode back towards the clump of trees where he had fallen asleep while Sir 
Lionel kept watch. On the highway he met a damsel riding on a white palfrey. 

"Fair damsel," said Sir Lancelot, "can you tell me of any adventures 
hereabouts? I am Sir Lancelot of the Lake." 

"Oh, Sir Lancelot," said she, "it is indeed fortunate that you have come, for 
there is here a knight named Sir Turquaine who has put in prison many of the 
knights of the Round Table. You shall fight with him for the freedom of your 
friends." 

Then she turned her horse, and Sir Lancelot gladly followed her. She brought 
him to the tree on which hung the shields of his brother knights. Sir Lancelot let 
his horse drink a little water, and then he struck on the iron basin at the foot of 
the tree so fiercely that the bottom fell out. 

No one appeared, however. Then he rode up to the castle of Sir Turquaine. 
Near the gate he met the big knight. He was on foot, driving his horse before 
him. On the horse lay a knight, securely bound. Sir Lancelot recognized him as 
Sir Gaheris, the brother of Sir Gawain and Sir Gareth. 

"Put down the knight," said Sir Lancelot. "Mount and fight." 
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"Gladly," said Sir Turquaine. "Before long you will be sorry for your 
challenge." 

Then the two rode at each other. Their horses' feet beat the dust into clouds, 
and they used their swords so fiercely that their armor rang continually like the 
clanging of heavy bells. They fought until they were breathless, each bleeding 
from many wounds. Then Sir Turquaine, leaning on his sword, said: 

"By my faith, never have I fought with such a strong man before. I admire 
you, and I would be your friend. You fight as they say that knight does whom I 
hate most in all this world. If you are not that knight, I give you my friendship, 
and shall free all my prisoners for your sake." 

"That is well said," replied Sir Lancelot. "Tell me who this knight is whom 
you hate so much." 

"He is Sir Lancelot of the Lake. For hatred of him, I kill or imprison all the 
knights of the Round Table whom I can find." 

"Then let us begin to fight again," said Sir Lancelot, "for I am Sir Lancelot of 
the Lake." 

Then they struck at each other furiously, and soon gave each other so many 
wounds that the ground was covered with blood. Sir Turquaine was a brave man, 
but he was not so strong as Sir Lancelot. After a long conflict he fell, mortally 
wounded, to the ground. Then Sir Lancelot unlaced his helmet and eased him as 
well as he could till he died. Afterwards he left Sir Turquaine, and went to the 
porter who held the keys of the castle. 

Sir Lancelot took the keys and unlocked the doors of the prison. He led the 
poor knights out into the daylight and struck off their chains. Sir Lionel and Sir 
Hector were overjoyed to see that their deliverer was indeed Sir Lancelot. Each 
knight found his own armor in the armory, and his own horse in the stables. 
After that a servant came with four horses laden down with venison, and the 
poor knights, who for a long time had had nothing but bread and water, enjoyed 
a good meal. Then Sir Lancelot rode away in search of new adventures. 


5397 XRN 


HOW SIR LANCELOT SAVED THE QUEEN 


Sa 


One day in May Queen Guinevere invited ten ladies and ten knights to ride 
a-Maying with her the next morning in the woods. So at the appointed time they 
assembled, all dressed in green silk and green velvet, the color of young grass. 
The knights wore white plumes in their helmets, and the ladies wore white May- 
blossoms in their hair. They rode off very happily, telling the king that they 
would return before noon. 

Now the good King Bagdemagus, for whom Sir Lancelot had fought, had a 
bad son named Sir Malgrace. For a long time he had wanted to capture the queen 
and carry her off to his castle. He had been afraid to try, however, because of her 
large bodyguard. All the young knights of the Round Table liked to ride with her 
and protect her. They took good care of all the ladies of the Court, but they loved 
the queen most. 

When Sir Malgrace heard that the queen was out a-Maying with only a few 
knights, and these not fully armed, he determined to take her prisoner. So he 
called together eighty men-at-arms and a hundred archers, and set out. Soon he 
came upon her and her attendants. They were sitting on a little hill, with wreaths 
of flowers and leaves on their arms and necks. Before they could rise to their 
feet, Sir Malgrace and his men dashed upon them. 

"Traitor!" cried the queen. "What would you do?" 

"I will carry you to my castle, fair queen," he said. "And never again shall 
you go free." 

"T will not go with you," said the queen. 

Then the ten knights drew their swords and set on the hundred and eighty 
men of Sir Malgrace. They fought so well that they overthrew forty. Still, they 
could do little against such numbers, and soon all were wounded. When the 
queen saw this, she cried out: 

"Sir Malgrace, do not slay my noble knights, and I will go with you. I would 
rather die than cause them further harm." 

The knights said that they would rather perish than be prisoners to Sir 
Malgrace. However, upon an order from their lord, the archers tied up the 
wounds of the queen's followers, and put them on horseback. Then the whole 
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company rode slowly towards the castle of Sir Malgrace. 

Sir Malgrace kept close to the queen for fear she would escape. Once when 
they were in a thick part of the wood he rode ahead to break the branches so that 
they should not strike her face. Then the queen whispered to a little maiden who 
rode near her: 

"If you can do so, slip away from the company. You are so small that 
perhaps they will not notice you. Take this ring and give it to our greatest knight, 
Sir Lancelot, and pray him to come and rescue me." 

The little maid waited until she thought the time for escape had come, and 
rode off as quietly as she could. Sir Malgrace saw her go, and suspected that the 
queen had sent her. He ordered his archers to shoot at the child, but she escaped 
unhurt. 

"Madam," said Sir Malgrace to the queen, "I know well that you have sent 
for Sir Lancelot, but you may be sure that hither he shall never come." 

Then Sir Malgrace ordered his archers to stand guard on the road and shoot 
down any knight they saw. 

"But if he should be Sir Lancelot," he said, "be sure that you do not venture 
very close to him, for he is hard to overcome." 

Meantime the little maid reached Arthur's Court in safety. She found the king 
and his knights very anxious because the queen had not returned. She told her 
story, and gave the queen's ring to Sir Lancelot. 

"Bring me my armor!" shouted Sir Lancelot. "I will rescue my good and dear 
queen before the night falls. I would rather see her safe here again than own all 
France." 

He put on his armor and mounted his white horse and rode off without delay. 
The little maid led him to the place where the ten knights had fought with the 
hundred and eighty. From this point he traced them by the blood on the grass and 
on the road. At last he reached the archers. 

"Turn back," they said. "No one may pass here." 

"That I will not," said Sir Lancelot. "I am a Knight of the Round Table, and 
therefore have the right of way throughout the land." 

At that they shot their arrows at him. He was wounded with many of them, 
and his white horse was killed. Sir Lancelot tried to reach the men, but there 
were so many hedges and ditches in the way that he could not. They hastened 
back to tell Sir Malgrace that a knight whom they had not succeeded in killing 
was coming to the castle. 

Sir Lancelot tried to walk, but his armor was too heavy for him to carry in 
his wounded state. He dared not leave any of it behind, for he would need it all 
in fighting. Just as he was wondering what he could do, a carter passed him, 
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driving a rough wagon. 

"Carter," said Sir Lancelot, "let me ride in your wagon to the castle of Sir 
Malgrace." 

The carter was amazed, for in that day a knight never entered into a cart 
unless he was a condemned man going to be hanged. Sir Lancelot, however, did 
not stop to explain. He jumped into the cart and told the driver to go quickly. 

Some of the ladies of Queen Guinevere were looking out of their window, 
and one said to her: 

"See, my queen, there is a poor knight going to be hanged." 

The queen looked out of the window and recognized Sir Lancelot by the 
three lions blazoned upon his shield. She was overjoyed, and waved him a glad 
greeting as he came up to the castle gate. 

Sir Lancelot beat on the gate with his shield, and cried: 

"Come out, false traitor, Sir Malgrace; come out and fight. If you do not, you 
will be branded as a coward forever." 

At first Sir Malgrace thought that he would keep his gates shut fast and not 
answer the challenge. But in those days it was a sign of great cowardice not to 
accept a challenge. Moreover, since Sir Lancelot had been able to reach the 
castle in spite of the archers, he was afraid other knights of the Round Table 
might do the same. Then they would besiege him and force him to surrender. 
Still he was afraid to fight. So he went to Queen Guinevere and said: 

"Fair queen, remember how I saved your ten knights when I could have 
killed them. Now I am sorry I took you prisoner. I beg that you will go to Sir 
Lancelot and urge him not to fight. Then I will entertain him in this castle with 
the best I have, and to-morrow you shall all go back to the court." 

Then the queen said: 

"Peace is always better than war. I will do the best I can." 

So she went down to Sir Lancelot, who still beat upon the gate, and besought 
him to come in peaceably, for Sir Malgrace was sorry for what he had done. Sir 
Lancelot was unwilling, for he knew that Sir Malgrace was a traitor, deserving 
punishment. Still, he could not refuse the queen anything she asked him, and, 
therefore, he entered the castle. 

Sir Malgrace greeted him with politeness, and served to him and to the others 
of Arthur's Court, a great banquet. After that, to the surprise of everyone, he rose 
and accused the queen of treason. All the company was astonished. Sir Lancelot 
was very angry. 

"If you say the queen is a traitress," he cried, "you shall fight with me, 
although you were afraid just now." 

"I am not afraid to fight," said Sir Malgrace. 
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"When and where will you meet me in combat?" asked Sir Lancelot. 

"In eight days," replied Sir Malgrace, "in the field near Westminster." 

Sir Lancelot agreed to this. Then Queen Guinevere rose with all her 
attendants and went into the courtyard. Their horses were brought them and they 
mounted. Sir Lancelot was the last to pass out of the banquet hall. As he was 
going through the door he stepped upon a trap which Sir Malgrace had prepared 
for him. The trapdoor fell and dropped him into a dark dungeon. 

When the queen and her knights and ladies had ridden out of the courtyard, 
they noticed that Sir Lancelot was not with them. They supposed, however, that 
he had ridden off by himself, as was often his custom, so they went without him 
to Camelot, and told the king what had happened. He was very angry at Sir 
Malgrace's accusation, but he was sure that Sir Lancelot would punish Sir 
Malgrace, and so vindicate Queen Guinevere. 

Meantime, the unhappy Sir Lancelot lay bruised in the dungeon, feeling very 
sure that Sir Malgrace meant to starve him to death. He lay hungry and thirsty 
for nearly two days. Then Sir Malgrace peeped in to see if he were dead. 

"Ah, traitor!" cried Sir Lancelot, "I shall overcome you yet." 

At that Sir Malgrace shut the trapdoor hastily, as if he were afraid that Sir 
Lancelot could leap up ten feet in the air. That one look, however, cost the 
wicked knight dear, for the daughter of the porter saw him shutting the trapdoor, 
and was curious to know who was in the dungeon. So at night she opened the 
trapdoor and let herself down by a rope. 

When she saw Sir Lancelot she was very sorry for him. He offered her much 
money if she would free him. At last she said: 

"T will do it for love of Queen Guinevere and not for money." 

She let him climb up by the rope, and took him out of the courtyard. He was 
so sick that he went to a hermit's hut and rested for several days. When next Sir 
Malgrace looked into the dungeon he heard no movement. Then he rejoiced 
greatly, for he thought Sir Lancelot was dead. 

When the eighth day had come, all the knights of the Round Table assembled 
in the tournament field and waited for Sir Lancelot to appear. They all thought 
he would surely come. But Sir Malgrace rode jauntily about the field. Many of 
the knights wondered at his courage, not knowing the reason for his confidence. 

The herald blew his trumpet once, but Sir Lancelot did not appear; twice, and 
still he did not come. Then up started several knights and begged the king to let 
them fight instead of Sir Lancelot. 

"He has been trapped," they said, "or he would be here." 

While the king was hesitating whom to choose, in rode Sir Lancelot. He 
dashed up to Sir Malgrace. 
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"Here I am, traitor," he said. "Now do your worst." 

Then they fought, but at the first stroke Sir Malgrace fell to the earth. 

"Mercy!" he cried, "I yield to you, Sir Knight. Do not slay me. I put myself 
in the king's hands and yours." 

Sir Lancelot was much vexed. He wanted to kill Sir Malgrace for his 
treachery, and yet, since the man had asked for mercy, he could not. So he said: 

"What, coward, would you stop already? Shame upon you! Get up and 
fight." 

"I shall not rise unless you take me as one who has yielded," answered the 
knight. 

Then Sir Lancelot said: 

"Traitor, I make you this offer: I will take off my helmet, unarm my left side, 
and tie my left hand behind my back. In that way I will fight with you." 

Upon hearing this, Sir Malgrace rose to his feet, sure now of killing Sir 
Lancelot. 

"My lord King," cried Sir Malgrace, "you have heard this offer. I accept." 

The king was very sorry that Sir Lancelot had made the offer. However, it 
was impossible to withdraw it. A squire came and disarmed Sir Lancelot, so that 
his head and left side were without cover; and since he had only one arm to fight 
with, he could not use his shield. 

Then Sir Malgrace dashed at him, aiming for his left side. Sir Lancelot 
waited till he was very near, and then lightly stepped aside. Before Sir Malgrace 
could turn, Sir Lancelot lifted his spear and struck his enemy such a blow that he 
broke his breastplate and pierced his heart. 

The body of Sir Malgrace was carried off the field and taken to the castle of 
his good father; Queen Guinevere was proclaimed innocent of treason; and Sir 
Lancelot was honored more than ever by his king and his queen. 
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SIR LANCELOT AND ELAINE 


Sa 


Every year King Arthur's knights held a grand tournament among 
themselves, and contended in friendly combat for a prize. This prize was a 
diamond. 

Once, in the early days of his kingship, Arthur was walking on a craggy hill, 
when he came upon the skeleton of a man who had once been a ruler. The skull 
still wore a gold crown set with nine large diamonds. King Arthur took the 
crown and had the diamonds unset. Each year at the friendly tournament he gave 
one of these diamonds as a prize. 

There had been eight tournaments, and at each Sir Lancelot had won the 
diamond. The jewel that was to be given as a prize at the ninth tournament was 
the largest and most beautiful of all. Everyone, of course, expected that Sir 
Lancelot would win it, but only a few days before the contest he announced to 
the king that he would not compete. 

Then the queen was vexed, for she loved Sir Lancelot more than all the other 
knights, and it gave her great joy to see him always successful in the 
tournaments. Therefore she urged him to change his decision. 

"My queen,” he said, "I told the king I would not fight." 

The queen replied: 

"My advice is that you go in disguise. The knights who contest with you do 
so but half-heartedly, for they know your great fame and feel sure of failure. If 
they did not know who you were, they would fight better and win more glory for 
themselves. Then fight as a stranger knight, and afterwards explain to the king." 

Sir Lancelot took her advice. He rode away over the woods and hills till he 
came to the castle of Astolat, where he decided to stop and ask for a disguise. He 
knocked on the gate, which was opened by an old dumb servant, and entered the 
courtyard. The lord of Astolat came to meet him with his two sons, Sir Torre and 
Sir Lavaine, and his beautiful daughter Elaine. The lord of the castle said: 

"Fair sir, whoever you are, you are welcome. You seem to me much like a 
Knight of the Round Table." 

"That I am," said Sir Lancelot. "Hereafter I will tell you my name; at present 
I wish to remain unknown. I must enter the coming tournament as an unknown 
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knight, and I should like to leave with you my great shield, for it is as well 
known in Camelot as I. Will you keep it and lend me another one?" 

Then answered the Lord of Astolat: 

"You may take the shield of my son Torre. He was hurt in his first 
tournament, and has not been able to fight since. My son Lavaine will gladly go 
with you to the tournament. Perhaps," added the lord, laughing, "he can win the 
diamond, and put it in his sister Elaine's hair." 

"Nay, father, do not make me ashamed before this noble knight," said the 
young Lavaine. "I know I can never win the diamond for Elaine, but I can at 
least do my best to fight." 

"Gladly will I take you for a companion," said Sir Lancelot, "and if you can, 
win the diamond for this fair maiden." 

"Such a diamond," said Sir Torre, "is fit for a queen, and not for a simple 
girl.” 

Sir Lancelot smiled to himself. He was sure that he should win the diamond. 
Then he meant to give it with the eight others to Queen Guinevere. He spoke 
kindly, however, to the beautiful Elaine. 

"In truth, this fair maiden is fit to be a queen." 

Then Elaine lifted her eyes and looked at him. He was twice as old as she 
was. His face was cut and scarred with wounds which he had received in battle, 
but as she looked at him, she loved him, and felt that she would continue to love 
him till the day of her death. 

They went into the great hall where a supper was laid. Sir Lancelot talked of 
King Arthur and his goodness and all his glorious deeds. Elaine thought that 
even Arthur could not be so brave as this wonderful lord. All night long she 
dreamed of him. In the morning she rose early and went down in the courtyard 
where Sir Lancelot and Sir Lavaine were mounting their horses. 

"Fair lord," she said boldly to Sir Lancelot, "will you wear my token in your 
helmet?" 

Then said Sir Lancelot: 

"Fair maiden, I have never worn favor nor token for any lady in the 
tournaments. This is well known to be my custom." 

"But if you wear my token," she said, "there will be far less likelihood of 
your being known by your fellow knights." 

"That is very true, my child," he said. "Bring it to me. What is it?" 

She held it out to him; it was a red sleeve embroidered with pearls. Sir 
Lancelot bound it in his helmet and said: 

"I have never done so much before for any maiden." 

Then he and Sir Lavaine bade Elaine farewell, and the beautiful maiden ran 
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up to the tower of the castle and watched them from the window for a long time. 
When they were out of sight she asked the old dumb servant to carry Sir 
Lancelot's shield to the tower. It was a large shield of silver, with three lions 
emblazoned upon it in gold and blue, but its polished surface was covered with 
dents and scratches. Elaine knelt before it, and made a story for each scratch and 
mark, picturing to herself the contests in which the good shield had taken part. 
For many weeks she stayed near it all day long in the turret, watching for Sir 
Lancelot and her brother to return. 

Meanwhile those two had ridden lightly to Camelot, and when they were 
almost there, Sir Lancelot told Sir Lavaine his name. The young man was 
astonished. He was very happy, too, to think that he was a companion to the 
great knight of whom he had heard so often. 

When Sir Lancelot and Sir Lavaine arrived at the field where the tournament 
was to be held, they stood looking at the king, who sat upon the great carved 
chair which had dragons' heads for the arms and the back. On his red robe was 
embroidered a golden dragon, and a golden dragon was also on his crown. 
Above him, set in a canopy, was the ninth diamond. All about the king to left 
and right were rows of ladies whose robes gave to the pavilion in which they sat 
the brilliant hues of the rainbow. 

Sir Lancelot said to young Sir Lavaine: 

"Look at the king. You think I am great, but he is greater than I. I can fight 
better than he can, but his soul is greater than mine. Aim to become a Knight of 
the Round Table, and follow the example of goodness which Arthur sets for his 
knights." 

At this moment the trumpets blew as a signal that the tournament was to 
begin. The knights spurred their horses forward, and in a moment their spears 
and shields clashed. Sir Lancelot rode lightly here and there, overthrowing 
everyone with whom he contested. All wondered at the skill of this unknown 
knight. Then Sir Lancelot's kinsmen, his nephew, Sir Lionel, and others, were 
angry and jealous. 

"Our Sir Lancelot should be here," they said, "to overcome this stranger 
knight." 

"Perhaps this is Sir Lancelot," said one. "Two knights cannot fight so well in 
this world. It must be Sir Lancelot." 

"No, no," said the others; "Sir Lancelot would never wear a lady's favor, and 
this knight wears a red sleeve embroidered with pearls. Let us set on this man 
and teach him that if Sir Lancelot is not here, we, his kinsmen, will fight for his 
fame." 

Then all together they bore down on Sir Lancelot. His horse went down in 
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the shock, and he himself was wounded. A spear had pierced his breastplate and 
snapped off in his side. 

Young Sir Lavaine rushed to help Sir Lancelot. The great knight rose slowly 
and, with the help of his friend, drove back his kith and kin to the far side of the 
field. Then sounded a great blare of trumpets, and the king proclaimed the 
stranger knight victor. 

"Come forward," the herald cried, "and take your diamond." 

But poor Sir Lancelot said: 

"Talk not to me of diamonds. Give me air. I fear me I have received my 
death wound. Let me go hence, and I bid you follow me not." 

Sir Lavaine helped him upon his horse, and they two rode slowly off the 
field. When they were near the neighboring forest the great knight fell from his 
horse and cried: 

"Pull forth the spear-head which is in my side." 

"Oh, my lord," said Sir Lavaine, "I am afraid you will die if I draw it forth." 

"T shall die if you leave it," said Sir Lancelot. 

So Sir Lavaine drew it forth quickly, causing Sir Lancelot to faint from the 
pain. Then a hermit who lived near by came to them, and bore the wounded 
knight into his hut, where for many a week Sir Lancelot lay between life and 
death. 

When Arthur found that the unknown knight had gone, no one knew whither, 
he was sorry. He called the light-hearted Sir Gawain and said to him: 

"Go forth, take this diamond and seek the stranger knight. Do not cease from 
your search till you have left the diamond in his hand." 

Then Arthur went to the queen. She had been ill and had not attended the 
tournament. When the king told her all that had happened, she cried: 

"A stranger knight! My lord, my lord! That was our dear Sir Lancelot. He 
was fighting in disguise." 

"Alas! he is hurt," said the king. "Perhaps he is dying. He said that he would 
not fight. He should have told me that he meant to fight in disguise. The truth, 
my queen, is always best." 

"Yes, my good lord, I know it," she said. "If I had but let our Lancelot tell 
the truth, perhaps he would not have been wounded. You would have called on 
his kinsmen to cease." 

For many days the king and Guinevere waited in deep anxiety for news of 
Sir Lancelot. Meantime, Sir Gawain rode forth and sought for the great knight in 
vain. At last he came to the castle of Astolat, where he was welcomed by the 
lord and Sir Torre and the fair Elaine. He told them the result of the tournament, 
and how the stranger knight had won. They showed him Sir Lancelot's shield. 
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"Ah!" said Elaine, when he had told them the name of the unknown knight, 
"I knew that he must be great." 

Sir Gawain guessed by the expression of her beautiful face that she loved Sir 
Lancelot. So he said: 

"Fair maiden, when he returns here for his shield, give him this diamond, 
which is the prize he won. Perhaps he will prize it the more because you put it 
into his hand." 

Then Sir Gawain bade them farewell and rode off, lightly singing. When he 
told Arthur what he had done, the king said: 

"You should have done as I bade you, Gawain. Sir Lancelot deceived me 
about his disguise, and you have disobeyed me. The kingdom will surely fail if 
the king and his rules are not honored. Obedience is the courtesy due to kings." 

Meanwhile the fair Elaine went to her father and said: 

"Dear father, let me go and seek the wounded Sir Lancelot and my brother." 

"Nay," said the lord, "it is not a fitting thing for a young maiden like you to 
seek a wounded knight. He is not your lover. It cannot be." 

"I would give him his diamond," she said, "and since he is so sorely 
wounded, I would take care of him. It is not fitting, my father, but I cannot live 
unless I know where he is and how he does." 

Then, because he loved his child very much and had never refused any 
request she made of him, the old lord let her go in care of Sir Torre. The two 
rode for a long time, until at last, near Camelot, they met Sir Lavaine. Elaine ran 
up to him and cried: 

"Lavaine, take me to Sir Lancelot." 

Sir Lavaine was much astonished that Elaine knew the name of the stranger 
knight. He was glad to see her, because he thought she could help his friend. Sir 
Lancelot seemed glad to see her, too, and the beautiful maiden cared for him so 
tenderly that the old hermit said he never could have recovered without her 
nursing. When he was well enough, they all rode to the castle of Astolat. 

There Sir Lancelot remained for a few days; then he took his shield and 
prepared to return to Camelot. Before he went he asked Elaine if he could not do 
something for her in return for her care of him. 

She grew very pale and then she said: 

"I am going to say something which I should not. I love you. Take me with 
you to Camelot." 

Sir Lancelot said very gently: 

"My poor little maiden, if I had meant to take a wife, I should have wedded 
earlier. All the court knows that I love only the king and the queen. You do not 
really love me. Some day you will marry a young knight, and then I shall give 
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you many castles and much land as a dowry." 

"T will have nothing of all that," said Elaine. 

She turned away and climbed up to the tower, while her father said to Sir 
Lancelot: 

"I pray you, be discourteous in some way so that she will cease to love you. 
Such love is madness." 

"It is not my habit to be discourteous," said Sir Lancelot. "However, when 
she stands at the turret window to wave me farewell, I will not look up at her." 

Sir Lancelot rode sadly away, and did not look up at the window where 
Elaine stood. She watched him till he disappeared, and then she fell in a swoon. 
Day after day she pined away, and one morning she said to her father: 

"Dear father, I am going to die. When I am dead, take my bed and cover it 
with rich draperies. Then dress me in my most beautiful clothes; put a letter I 
have here in my hand, and lay me on the bed. Set it on a barge, and let our dumb 
servant steer it down the river to Camelot." 

Her father wept, and promised to do all that she asked. 

Sir Lancelot had gone to the Court, where he was received with great 
rejoicing. For many days the knights and ladies held great feasting in his honor, 
and the king and the queen would hardly allow him to leave their presence. One 
day while the three stood looking out of the palace window, they saw a black 
barge come slowly down the river. 

It stopped at the palace door, and the king, going down, saw on it the 
beautiful maiden Elaine, pale in death. She was dressed in white satin, and bore 
a lily in her left hand and a letter in her right. The king ordered two of his 
knights, the good Sir Galahad and Sir Perceval, to carry Elaine into his great 
hall. Then Arthur read the letter, which said: 

"Most noble lord, Sir Lancelot of the Lake: I, Elaine, the maid of Astolat, 
come to take my last farewell of you, for you left me without a farewell. I loved 
you, and my love had no return, and so I died." 

The knights and ladies wept. Sir Lancelot said to Arthur: 

"My king, I grieve for the death of this maiden, but as I did not love her, I 
could not wed her." 

The king answered: 

"You are not to blame, Sir Lancelot. The world has in it much that is sad as 
well as much that is joyous. There are happenings for which no human being can 
be blamed. It would be a fitting deed, however, if you had this maiden richly 
buried." 

Sir Lancelot ordered a splendid funeral, such as should be given to a queen. 
Over Elaine's grave was raised a beautiful tomb on which was carved her figure, 
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with the left hand holding a lily; at her feet lay the shield of Sir Lancelot, and the 
sad story of her death was written on the tomb in letters of gold and blue. 
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THE SEARCH FOR THE HOLY GRAIL 


Sa 


In Arthur's Court there were many virtuous knights and ladies, but the best of 
all was a beautiful maiden, sister to Sir Perceval. She was so good that the evil in 
the world oppressed her, and she could be happy only when she was praying for 
all people to be made better. 

Once a good old man told her what was meant by the Holy Grail. 

"Grail," he said, "is the word for the cup out of which our Lord Jesus drank, 
the night that he held the last supper with his disciples. Therefore, it is called 
holy. There is a tradition which says that for a long time after the death of Christ 
the Holy Grail remained on earth, and any one who was sick and touched it was 
healed at once. But then people grew to be so wicked that it disappeared from 
earth. It is said that if a person in our day were only good enough, he could see 
the Holy Grail." 

"Really see it?” asked the maiden, eagerly, "or see it in a vision?" 

"I do not know," answered the good old man, "but either one would be a 
great happiness. For a real sight of it, or a vision, would show the person who 
saw it that he was sinless." 

Then the beautiful maiden prayed more than ever. She became so thin and 
pale that it seemed as if she were almost transparent, and at last she lay dying. 
One morning she sent for her brother, Sir Perceval, and for his friend, Sir 
Galahad. 

Sir Perceval and Sir Galahad were the two best knights in Arthur's Court. 
They were not so powerful as Sir Lancelot or Sir Geraint or Sir Gareth, but they 
had purer souls than these. When they came to the bedside of the maiden, she 
said: 

"Oh, my brother and my friend, I have seen the Holy Grail. Last night I was 
awakened by a sound like the music of a silver horn across the hills. It was more 
beautiful music than any I have ever heard. Then through my window shone a 
long cold beam of silver light, and slowly across that beam came the Holy Grail. 
It was red like a beautiful rose, and the light reflected from it covered all the 
walls with a rosy color. And then it vanished. Now I beg you to seek it; and go to 
the hall of Arthur and tell all the other knights to take the quest. If they can but 
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see the Grail, it will be a sign that they are good, and that the world is growing 
better." 

As she spoke, Sir Galahad's face wore an expression so like her own that Sir 
Perceval was amazed. But the maiden took from the side of her bed a sword-belt, 
and gave it to Sir Galahad. 

"Fair knight," she said, "I have made this golden belt of my hair, and woven 
on it, in crimson and silver thread, the device of the Holy Grail. Put on this belt, 
bind your sword to it, and go forth; for you, too, shall see the Holy Grail." 

Then Sir Galahad and Sir Perceval went away quietly, for they saw that the 
beautiful maiden had not long to live. That night they went to Arthur's hall. The 
king was absent with the queen, but most of the knights of the Round Table were 
there, and to them Sir Galahad and Sir Perceval told the vision that Sir Perceval's 
sister had seen. 

As they spoke, suddenly the torches in the hall were extinguished; there was 
a loud sound like thunder and a sudden cracking of the roof. Then a beam of 
light, seven times stronger than day, streamed into the room. Across the beam 
stole the Holy Grail. But it was covered by a luminous cloud, so that its shape 
could not be seen. Slowly it vanished away. 

There was silence in the hall for a long time; the knights were awe-struck 
and could not speak. At last Sir Perceval rose in his seat and said in a low tone: 

"My sister saw the vision of the Holy Grail, but I, because I am more sinful, 
have seen it covered with a cloud. Yet because I wish to see it, I vow to spend 
twelve months and a day in search of it. I will pray, and live as holy a life as I 
can, and perhaps this vision will be mine." 

Then good Sir Bors, the cousin of Sir Lancelot, made the same vow, as did 
also Sir Galahad and Sir Lancelot and Sir Gawain and many others. After the 
vows had been taken, King Arthur entered. When all had been explained to him, 
his face grew sorrowful. 

"If I had been here," he said, "I should not have allowed you to swear the 
vow. None of you really saw the Grail; you say it was covered with a cloud." 

Then Sir Galahad cried out: 

"My king, I saw the Grail, all crimson like a ruby, and I heard a voice which 
said, 'O Galahad, O Galahad, follow me!"" 

"Ah, Galahad," said the king, tenderly, "you are fit for this quest, this search, 
but the others are not. Sir Lancelot is our strongest warrior, but he is not like Sir 
Galahad. Most of you, my knights, are men with strength and will to right 
wrongs; that is the work you are fitted for. You have fought in twelve great 
battles with the heathen, but only one of you is fit for this holiest of visions. Yet 
go, and fulfill your vow." 
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The faces of the knights were downcast. The king continued: 

"While you are gone, I shall need your strength here at home, but you will be 
following a wandering fire. Many of you will never return." 

All the company felt sad. The next day when the knights departed upon their 
quest, the king could hardly speak for grief, and many of the knights and ladies 
wept. Those who had sworn the vow went together to the great gate of the city of 
Camelot, and there they separated. 

During the next twelvemonth many a poor laborer who had been wronged 
came to Arthur's Court to find a knight who would fight for him, and many a 
poor widow and maiden. But because so many of the knights of the Round Table 
were absent there was little help to be had, and Arthur's face grew sadder and 
sadder as time went on. 

At last, after the twelvemonth and the day had passed, those in Camelot 
began to look for the return of the knights who had taken the vow. Alas, though 
they waited all day long, only Sir Gawain, Sir Bors, Sir Perceval, and Sir 
Lancelot returned. In the evening the knights of the Round Table assembled in 
the great hall. When each was seated, the king rose, and said to those who had 
been upon the quest: 

"My lords, I need only look at your faces to know that you have fared ill. I 
dare not think of those of you who have not come back. And now, Perceval, my 
knight who, next to Galahad, has the purest soul, tell me what has happened to 
you." 

Sir Perceval rose slowly from his chair and said: 

"Dear my liege, when I left your court on the sad morning that we all set 
forth, I did not feel the grief that many of the other knights felt. I had been 
fighting so well, so many lances had gone down before my stroke, that I was full 
of confidence in what I could do. 

"I rode happily, planning all the great victories I should win. I was sure if I 
righted a great many wrongs, I should soon see the Grail. But after many days I 
began to grow weary. I was riding through rough forests, and the branches 
bruised me and my horse; there seemed to be no great deeds to do. I could not 
even slay wild beasts, and so be of use to the poor country people. My bed was 
on the hard ground, and my food was wild berries. 

"One day I came to a great castle, and here I decided to rest. When I entered, 
I was warmly greeted and brought to the princess of the castle. I found her to be 
one whom I had loved long ago in her father's court. I was but a young squire 
and she was a great princess, and so I had gone away without telling her how 
dear I held her. 

"She greeted me kindly, and after a time she began to love me. Soon I 
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wondered whether I was fit to see the Holy Grail. I thought perhaps I was one of 
those who were pursuing a wandering fire. And then the people of the castle 
begged me to marry their princess, and be their lord and live a happy and easeful 
life. 

"One night I awoke, and thought longingly of the Holy Grail. Whether I were 
fit to see the vision or not, I had at least sworn to seek it for a year and a day. 
And yet, I had not tried two months! I rose hastily, dressed, and left the castle. 
Then for many days I prayed and mourned. At last I sought a holy hermit, and 
told him all I had done and thought since I had left Arthur's Court. 

"The good hermit, after a short silence, said: 'My son, you have not true 
humility. You have been too proud of your strength, and too sure in the 
beginning that you were fit for the vision. You have always thought first of 
yourself and your own glory, and not of the good you could do. 

"I went into the chapel of this hermit, and prayed to be relieved of the sin of 
pride. As I prayed, Sir Galahad entered. He was clad in silver armor, and his face 
looked like that of an angel. 

"Oh, my brother,’ he said, 'have you not seen the Grail?’ And after I had 
answered, he said: 

"From the moment when I left the court of our king, the vision has been with 
me. It is faint in the daytime, but at night it shines blood red. I see it on the 
mountains, and in the lakes, and on the marshes. It has made me so strong that 
everywhere I am able to do good. I have broken down many evil customs. I have 
fought with pagan hordes and been victor, all because of this blessed vision. 
Perceval, I have not long to live. I am going to the great city above, which is 
more beautiful than any earthly city. Come out with me this night, and before 
you die you shall see this vision. 

"Then I followed Sir Galahad out of the chapel. We climbed a hill which was 
steep and rugged, Sir Galahad going first, and his silver armor guiding me. 
When we came to the top, a storm broke over us, and the lightning seemed to 
follow us as we descended the hill on the other side. At the bottom of it there 
was a great black swamp, leading to the sea. It was crossed by a huge bridge 
built by some forgotten king. Here Sir Galahad left me and ran over the bridge 
till he reached the sea. His armor shone like a star, far away at the edge of the 
water. And then I saw him no more. 

"I knelt on the black ground and wept, and wished that I were as good as Sir 
Galahad, and could do deeds as he did, not to win glory, but to help those who 
needed help. And as I wept, I was aware of a great light over me. I looked up 
and saw a silver beam, and across it slowly moved the Holy Grail. It was no 
longer muffled in a cloud, but shone crimson as a ruby. 
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"I made my way back to the chapel and prayed all the rest of the night. In the 
morming I found Sir Galahad's body by the sea. He was beautiful as a saint, 
though he was worn and thin from long self-sacrifice. I buried him and then 
turned my steps to Camelot. 

"And now, my lord Arthur, I shall never fight again. I shall become a monk 
and pass my life in prayer as my sister did. Among my brother monks, there will 
be very many little deeds of service I can do. Thus will I spend my life." 

All the knights were very much moved and the king looked affectionately at 
Sir Perceval, but he did not speak to him. He turned to Sir Gawain and said: 

"Sir Gawain, was this quest for you?" 

Then Sir Gawain, always light-hearted and easily turned away from one 
thing to another, said: 

"Nay, my king, such a search is not for one like me. In a little time I became 
tired. I talked to a holy man who told me that I was not fit for such a vision. So I 
journeyed till I came to a field with silk pavilions and very many knights and 
ladies. And with them I lived happily for the year." 

The good king looked displeased, but his face grew tender as he turned to Sir 
Bors. 

"Bors," he said, "good, faithful, and honest you have ever been. Tell me what 
you have seen." 

Sir Bors, who stood near Sir Lancelot, said: 

"My lord Arthur, after I had started on the quest, I was told that madness had 
fallen upon my kinsman, Sir Lancelot. This so grieved me that I had but little 
heart to seek for the Holy Grail. Yet I sought for it. I believed that if God meant 
me to see the vision he would send it. 

"IT traveled till I came to a people who were heathen. They knew much of 
magic, but nothing of God. I stayed with them, and tried to teach them our faith, 
but they were angry because I would not believe in their gods, and they put me 
into prison. 

"I was there many months in darkness and cold. But I tried to be patient, and 
prayed that my patience would count for something, although I could not do any 
good deeds. I had at least been faithful though I failed. 

"One night a stone slipped from my prison wall, and I could see a space of 
sky, with seven stars set across it. Then slowly across the space glided the Holy 
Grail. My happiness was great, for I had seen the vision. 

"The next morming, a maiden who had been secretly converted to our 
religion released me from prison, and I came hither." 

Then the king spoke to Sir Lancelot. 

"My Lancelot, the mightiest of us all, have you succeeded in this quest?" 
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Then Sir Lancelot groaned. 

"O, king!" he cried, "your mightiest, yes; and yet, far better it would be if I 
were like Sir Galahad. A great sin is on my soul, and it was to be rid of this sin 
that I undertook the quest of the Holy Grail. A hermit told me that only by 
putting this sin away should I ever see the vision. I strove so hard against it that 
my old sickness came upon me. I became mad, and rode up and down among 
waste places, fighting with small men who overthrew me. The day has been 
when the very sound of my name would have made them tremble. 

"At last I came to the sea and saw a boat anchored near the shore. I stepped 
into it, loosed the anchor, and floated away. For seven days I sailed, and at last I 
came to an old castle. I entered and heard a voice singing. I followed it up, up for 
a thousand steps. At last I came to a door, which burst open before me. Perhaps I 
dreamed, and yet I believe I saw the Holy Grail, though it was veiled and 
guarded by great angels. I thought I saw all this, and then I swooned away. 
When I came to myself, I was alone in the room. It was many days before I 
made my way back to Camelot." 

For a long time there was silence in the hall, and then Sir Gawain said: 

"Sir king, I can fight, and I always shall fight for you. But I do not believe in 
this vision. All the knights were mad, like Sir Lancelot. They did not really have 
the vision; it was but fancy." 

Then the king spoke gravely to Sir Gawain. 

"Sir Gawain, you are indeed not fit for such a vision, but you should not 
doubt that others have seen it. I was right, my knights, when I said that most of 
you would follow a wandering fire. How many of those who left me have not 
returned, and never will!" 

The knights looked at the empty chairs. The king went on: 

"Sir Galahad was the only one who completely saw the vision. He was 
indeed blessed, and fit for such a quest. You who were unfit should have stayed 
with me to help govern this land." 

The knights were silent and sad; then the king said: 

"My dear knights whom I love, always remember this: whether you seek for 
a vision, or do humble service as Sir Perceval will for his fellow-monks, or fight 
to right wrongs as Sir Lancelot does, whatever you do your aim must be to make 
yourself useful to the world by the work for which you are best fitted." 

The king rose from the Round Table and left the company, Sir Lancelot 
following him. Then the other knights departed, one by one, and the great hall 
was left empty, with its shields glimmering in the moonlight. 
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THE DEATH OF ARTHUR 


¢ 


King Arthur's Round Table had lasted many years, and the knights had done 
much to help the people of the country; yet there were traitors to the king among 
his own subjects. One of these traitors made war in a distant part of the kingdom, 
and Arthur went with most of his knights to punish him. His nephew, Sir 
Modred, the brother of Sir Gawain and Sir Gareth, ruled in his stead at Camelot. 

Now Sir Modred was a wicked knight. He hated the king and the queen, and 
Sir Lancelot. Since King Arthur was absent a long time, Sir Modred had the 
opportunity of doing much harm. He let evil go unpunished; he allowed bad 
customs to come into the country; and at last he raised a rebellion against the 
good king. 

When Arthur returned to Camelot to quell this rebellion, he had lost many of 
his faithful knights. Sir Hector was dead, and Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias; Sir Kay 
was dead, and Sir Bors, and Sir Gawain. Sir Lancelot was far away. Sir Bedivere 
alone remained of those who had been with Arthur since he had first ruled in 
Wales and Britain. 

The king and Sir Bedivere, with the help of such knights as still were 
faithful, tried to put down those rebels. They drove the traitors back until they 
came at length to Lyonnesse by the sea. Here the last great battle took place. 

The night before the battle, Sir Bedivere heard the king praying. Then Arthur 
slept, and when he awakened he called to his friend: 

"Sir Bedivere," he said, "I have had a dream. I thought that Sir Gawain came 
to me and told me that to-morrow I shall die." 

"My lord, it is but a dream," answered Sir Bedivere. "You are great; you 
have done much good which will last forever, and you will live many years yet 
to perform many gracious acts. The day will soon dawn, and you will win the 
battle." 

Arthur shook his head. 

"This is not like my other battles. I have no heart for it. It is hard to slay my 
own people, even if they are traitors." 

Day came, but no sun. A cold white mist lay over land and sea. It chilled the 
knights to the bone. And when the battle began, the mist was so thick that no one 


5416 XRN 


could see with whom he was fighting. Friends slew each other, not knowing 
whom they killed. Some could not fight at all, for it seemed to them that those 
moving on the battle-field were ghosts of warriors long since slain. There was 
many a noble deed and many a base one done in that mist. 

The fighting went on with clashing of lances and shields throughout the 
afternoon, and then the sounds grew fainter, till there was silence. At last, 
towards sunset, a wind from the west blew the mist away. Then Arthur, with Sir 
Bedivere by his side, looked over the field of battle. He saw but one man 
standing; all the rest were dead on the seashore. And the tide had risen, and was 
swaying the helpless hands, and tumbling up and down the hollow helmets and 
the broken spears that once had fought with Rome. The king's face was white, 
and his voice was low as he said to Sir Bedivere: 

"There lie my slain, who have died for me. I am king only of the dead." 

"Nay, lord," said Sir Bedivere. "You are king everywhere still. Now strike a 
kingly stroke against the one traitor who still stands." 

Sir Bedivere pointed at the one other living man, and the king saw that it was 
Sir Modred. Arthur threw down his scabbard and lifted his good Excalibur. Then 
he sprang upon the traitor. Sir Modred struck the king on the helmet, which had 
been worn thin in many battles. The stroke cut through the steel, and wounded 
Arthur mortally, but he used his ebbing strength for one last blow with 
Excalibur, and killed Sir Modred. 

The king sank to the ground, but Sir Bedivere lifted him, and bore him to a 
ruined chapel near the seashore. When he had laid him down by the broken cross 
in the chancel, Arthur said: 

"You know well that my Excalibur was given to me by the Lady of the Lake. 
I have used it like a king. And now the time has come to obey the writing on the 
blade. So take my sword Excalibur, and throw it far out into the lake." 

Sir Bedivere took the sword and went out from the ruined chapel. He walked 
amid the graves of ancient knights over which the sea wind was singing. He 
passed the barren cliffs and chasms, and reached the lake at last. 

He lifted Excalibur, and as he did so the moon came from behind the clouds. 
The light fell on the hilt of the sword, and all the jewels shone. Sir Bedivere 
looked until his eyes were dazzled; he could not throw the beautiful weapon 
away. So he hid it in the weeds upon the shore of the lake, and returned to the 
king. 

"What did you see or hear?" asked Arthur. 

Sir Bedivere replied: 

"I heard the ripple washing in the reeds, and the wild water lapping on the 
crags." 
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King Arthur, faint and pale, said: 

"You have betrayed me. You have acted a lie. Had you thrown the sword, 
something would have happened, some sign would have been given. Go back 
now, and throw it into the lake." 

Sir Bedivere went back and again picked up Excalibur. As he looked at it he 
said aloud: 

"Surely it is not right to throw away such a precious thing. It would please 
the eyes of people forever. I know it is wrong to disobey the king. Yet he is sick; 
perhaps he does not know what he is doing. If I keep Excalibur and store it in a 
great treasure-house, people will look at it throughout all the coming years, and 
feel great reverence for the king who fought with it." 

So again Sir Bedivere hid the sword and returned to the king, who asked: 

"What have you seen or heard?" 

And Sir Bedivere replied: 

"I heard the water lapping on the crag, and the long ripple washing in the 
reeds." 

Then the king was very angry. 

"Ah, unkind!" he cried. "You, too, are a traitor. Because I am dying, I have 
no authority. You refuse to obey me, you who are the last of my knights! Yet it 
is possible for a man to fail in his duty twice, and succeed the third time. Go 
now, and throw Excalibur." 

Sir Bedivere ran quickly and seized the sword, shutting his eyes that he 
might not see its beauty. He whirled it round his head and threw it far out over 
the lake. It flashed in the moonlight and fell. But before it reached the surface of 
the water, an arm, clothed in pure white, rose and caught it, brandished it three 
times, and then drew it under the water. 

When Sir Bedivere went back to Arthur, the king knew that he had been 
obeyed. 

"I am dying," he said. "Lift me on your back and carry me to the lake." 

Then Sir Bedivere carried the helpless king, walking quickly through the 
place of tombs, and over the crags, and past the chasms, till he came to the 
smooth shining lake. There beside the bank was a barge, all black. The deck was 
covered with stately figures of people clad in mourning. Among them were three 
fair queens with crowns of gold—the three queens who were to help Arthur at 
his need. 

They had come to take him away, Sir Bedivere did not know where. When 
they saw the wounded king, they gave a cry of grief that seemed to rise to the 
stars. Then they lifted him into the barge. The tallest put his head on her knees, 
and took off his broken helmet. She called him by name, weeping bitterly. 
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Poor Sir Bedivere cried: 

"Oh, my Lord Arthur, you are leaving me. Where shall I go? The great 
Round Table is broken up forever. What shall I do?" 

Then Arthur answered: 

"Old customs pass and new ones come. God makes his world better in many 
ways. The Round Table did its work and now has disappeared; but something 
else will surely come to advance the cause of truth and justice. Pray for me and 
for yourself. More things are done by prayer than this world dreams of. And 
now, farewell! You shall never see me again, my Bedivere. My work is done; 
yours, too, is nearly over. Farewell!" 

Then the barge moved slowly away, while those on board lamented. Sir 
Bedivere watched it till it disappeared amid the shadows over the lake. Then he 
rose slowly and wandered back to Lyonnesse. 

After a time he went to Camelot. There was a new king there, who was good, 
and new customs, also good. But Sir Bedivere was too old to change his way of 
life. He spent the rest of his days in Camelot, but he lived only in the past, 
dreaming of the time when King Arthur and his knights of the Round Table 
ruled in the land. 
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CHAPTER I 
MERLIN FORETELLS THE BIRTH OF ARTHUR 


4 


King Vortigern the usurper sat upon his throne in London, when, suddenly, 
upon a certain day, ran in a breathless messenger, and cried aloud— 

"Arise, Lord King, for the enemy is come; even Ambrosius and Uther, upon 
whose throne thou sittest—and full twenty thousand with them—and they have 
sworn by a great oath, Lord, to slay thee, ere this year be done; and even now 
they march towards thee as the north wind of winter for bitterness and haste." 

At those words Vortigern's face grew white as ashes, and, rising in confusion 
and disorder, he sent for all the best artificers and craftsmen and mechanics, and 
commanded them vehemently to go and build him straightway in the furthest 
west of his lands a great and strong castle, where he might fly for refuge and 
escape the vengeance of his master's sons—"and, moreover," cried he, "let the 
work be done within a hundred days from now, or I will surely spare no life 
amongst you all." 

Then all the host of craftsmen, fearing for their lives, found out a proper site 
whereon to build the tower, and eagerly began to lay in the foundations. But no 
sooner were the walls raised up above the ground than all their work was 
overwhelmed and broken down by night invisibly, no man perceiving how, or by 
whom, or what. And the same thing happening again, and yet again, all the 
workmen, full of terror, sought out the king, and threw themselves upon their 
faces before him, beseeching him to interfere and help them or to deliver them 
from their dreadful work. 

Filled with mixed rage and fear, the king called for the astrologers and 
wizards, and took counsel with them what these things might be, and how to 
overcome them. The wizards worked their spells and incantations, and in the end 
declared that nothing but the blood of a youth born without mortal father, 
smeared on the foundations of the castle, could avail to make it stand. 
Messengers were therefore sent forthwith through all the land to find, if it were 
possible, such a child. And, as some of them went down a certain village street, 
they saw a band of lads fighting and quarreling, and heard them shout at one 
—"Avaunt, thou imp!—avaunt! Son of no mortal man! go, find thy father, and 
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leave us in peace." 

At that the messengers looked steadfastly on the lad, and asked who he was. 
One said his name was Merlin; another, that his birth and parentage were known 
by no man; a third, that the foul fiend alone was his father. Hearing the things, 
the officers seized Merlin, and carried him before the king by force. 

But no sooner was he brought to him than he asked in a loud voice, for what 
cause he was thus dragged there? 

"My magicians," answered Vortigern, "told me to seek out a man that had no 
human father, and to sprinkle my castle with his blood, that it may stand." 

"Order those magicians," said Merlin, "to come before me, and I will convict 
them of a lie." 

The king was astonished at his words, but commanded the magicians to 
come and sit down before Merlin, who cried to them— 

"Because ye know not what it is that hinders the foundation of the castle, ye 
have advised my blood for a cement to it, as if that would avail; but tell me now 
rather what there is below that ground, for something there is surely underneath 
that will not suffer the tower to stand?" 

The wizards at these words began to fear, and made no answer. Then said 
Merlin to the king— 

"I pray, Lord, that workmen may be ordered to dig deep down into the 
ground till they shall come to a great pool of water." 

This then was done, and the pool discovered far beneath the surface of the 
ground. 

Then, turning again to the magicians, Merlin said, "Tell me now, false 
sycophants, what there is undermeath that pool?"—but they were silent. Then 
said he to the king, "Command this pool to be drained, and at the bottom shall be 
found two dragons, great and huge, which now are sleeping, but which at night 
awake and fight and tear each other. At their great struggle all the ground shakes 
and trembles, and so casts down thy towers, which, therefore, never yet could 
find secure foundations." 

The king was amazed at these words, but commanded the pool to be 
forthwith drained; and surely at the bottom of it did they presently discover the 
two dragons, fast asleep, as Merlin had declared. 

But Vortigern sat upon the brink of the pool till night to see what else would 
happen. 

Then those two dragons, one of which was white, the other red, rose up and 
came near one another, and began a sore fight, and cast forth fire with their 
breath. But the white dragon had the advantage, and chased the other to the end 
of the lake. And he, for grief at his flight, turned back upon his foe, and renewed 
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the combat, and forced him to retire in turn. But in the end the red dragon was 
worsted, and the white dragon disappeared no man knew where. 

When their battle was done, the king desired Merlin to tell him what it 
meant. Whereat he, bursting into tears, cried out this prophecy, which first 
foretold the coming of King Arthur. 

"Woe to the red dragon, which figureth the British nation, for his banishment 
cometh quickly; his lurking-holes shall be seized by the white dragon—the 
Saxon whom thou, O king, hast called to the land. The mountains shall be 
leveled as the valleys, and the rivers of the valleys shall run blood; cities shall be 
bummed, and churches laid in ruins; till at length the oppressed shall turn for a 
season and prevail against the strangers. For a Boar of Cornwall shall arise and 
rend them, and trample their necks beneath his feet. The island shall be subject 
to his power, and he shall take the forests of Gaul. The house of Romulus shall 
dread him—all the world shall fear him—and his end shall no man know; he 
shall be immortal in the mouths of the people, and his works shall be food to 
those that tell them. 

"But as for thee, O Vortigern, flee thou the sons of Constantine, for they 
shall burn thee in thy tower. For thine own ruin wast thou traitor to their father, 
and didst bring the Saxon heathens to the land. Aurelius and Uther are even now 
upon thee to revenge their father's murder; and the brood of the white dragon 
shall waste thy country, and shall lick thy blood. Find out some refuge, if thou 
wilt! but who may escape the doom of God?" 

The king heard all this, trembling greatly; and, convicted of his sins, said 
nothing in reply. Only he hasted the builders of his tower by day and night, and 
rested not till he had fled thereto. 

In the meantime, Aurelius, the rightful king, was hailed with joy by the 
Britons, who flocked to his standard, and prayed to be led against the Saxons. 
But he, till he had first killed Vortigern, would begin no other war. He marched 
therefore to Cambria, and came before the tower which the usurper had built. 
Then, crying out to all his knights, "Avenge ye on him who hath ruined Britain 
and slain my father and your king!" he rushed with many thousands at the castle 
walls. But, being driven back again and yet again, at length he thought of fire, 
and ordered blazing brands to be cast into the building from all sides. These, 
finding soon a proper fuel, ceased not to rage till, spreading to a mighty 
conflagration, they burned down the tower, and Vortigern within it. 

Then did Aurelius turn his strength against Hengist and the Saxons, and, 
defeating them in many places, weakened their power for a long season, so that 
the land had peace. 

Anon the king, making journeys to and fro, restoring ruined churches and, 
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creating order, came to the monastery near Salisbury, where all those British 
knights lay buried who had been slain there by the treachery of Hengist. For 
when in former times Hengist had made a solemn truce with Vortigern, to meet 
in peace and settle terms, whereby himself and all his Saxons should depart from 
Britain, the Saxon soldiers carried every one of them beneath his garment a long 
dagger, and, at a given signal, fell upon the Britons, and slew them, to the 
number of nearly five hundred. 

The sight of the place where the dead lay moved Aurelius to great sorrow, 
and he cast about in his mind how to make a worthy tomb over so many noble 
martyrs, who had died there for their country. 

When he had in vain consulted many craftsmen and builders, he sent, by the 
advice of the archbishop, for Merlin, and asked him what to do. "If you would 
honor the burying-place of these men," said Merlin, "with an everlasting 
monument, send for the Giants' Dance which is in Killaraus, a mountain; in 
Ireland; for there is a structure of stone there which none of this age could raise 
without a perfect knowledge of the arts. They are stones of a vast size and 
wondrous nature, and if they can be placed here as they are there, round this spot 
of ground, they will stand for ever." 

At these words of Merlin, Aurelius burst into laughter, and said, "How is it 
possible to remove such vast stones from so great a distance, as if Britain, also, 
had no stones fit for the work?" 

"I pray the king,” said Merlin, "to forbear vain laughter; what I have said is 
true, for those stones are mystical and have healing virtues. The giants of old 
brought them from the furthest coast of Africa, and placed them in Ireland while 
they lived in that country: and their design was to make baths in them, for use in 
time of grievous illness. For if they washed the stones and put the sick into the 
water, it certainly healed them, as also it did them that were wounded in battle; 
and there is no stone among them but hath the same virtue still." 

When the Britons heard this, they resolved to send for the stones, and to 
make war upon the people of Ireland if they offered to withhold them. So, when 
they had chosen Uther the king's brother for their chief, they set sail, to the 
number of 15,000 men, and came to Ireland. There Gillomanius, the king, 
withstood them fiercely, and not till after a great battle could they approach the 
Giants' Dance, the sight of which filled them with joy and admiration. But when 
they sought to move the stones, the strength of all the army was in vain, until 
Merlin, laughing at their failures, contrived machines of wondrous cunning, 
which took them down with ease, and placed them in the ships. 

When they had brought the whole to Salisbury, Aurelius, with the crown 
upon his head, kept for four days the feast of Pentecost with royal pomp; and in 
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the midst of all the clergy and the people, Merlin raised up the stones, and set 
them round the sepulcher of the knights and barons, as they stood in the 
mountains of Ireland. 

Then was the monument called "Stonehenge," and stands, as all men know, 
upon the plain of Salisbury to this very day. 

Soon thereafter it befell that Aurelius was slain by poison at Winchester, and 
was himself buried within the Giants' Dance. 

At the same time came forth a comet of amazing size and brightness, darting 
out a beam, at the end whereof was a cloud of fire shaped like a dragon, from 
whose mouth went out two rays, one stretching over Gaul, the other ending in 
seven lesser rays over the Irish sea. 

At the appearance of this star a great dread fell upon the people, and Uther, 
marching into Cambria against the son of Vortigern, himself was very troubled 
to learn what it might mean. Then Merlin, being called before him, cried with a 
loud voice: "O mighty loss! O stricken Britain! Alas! the great prince is gone 
from us. Aurelius Ambrosius is dead, whose death will be ours also, unless God 
help us. Haste, therefore, noble Uther, to destroy the enemy; the victory shall be 
thine, and thou shalt be king of all Britain. For the star with the fiery dragon 
signifies thyself; and the ray over Gaul portends that thou shalt have a son, most 
mighty, whom all those kingdoms shall obey which the ray covers." 

Thus, for the second time, did Merlin foretell the coming of King Arthur. 
And Uther, when he was made king, remembered Merlin's words, and caused 
two dragons to be made in gold, in likeness of the dragon he had seen in the star. 
One of these he gave to Winchester Cathedral, and had the other carried into all 
his wars before him, whence he was ever after called Uther Pendragon, or the 
dragon's head. 

Now, when Uther Pendragon had passed through all the land, and settled it— 
and even voyaged into all the countries of the Scots, and tamed the fierceness of 
that rebel people—he came to London, and ministered justice there. And it befell 
at a certain great banquet and high feast which the king made at Easter-tide, 
there came, with many other earls and barons, GorloA s, Duke of Comwall, and 
his wife Igerna, who was the most famous beauty in all Britain. And soon 
thereafter, GorloA s being slain in battle, Uther determined to make Igerna his 
own wife. But in order to do this, and enable him to come to her—for she was 
shut up in the high castle of Tintagil, on the furthest coast of Cornwall—the king 
sent for Merlin, to take counsel with him and to pray his help. This, therefore, 
Merlin promised him on one condition—namely, that the king should give him 
up the first son born of the marriage. For Merlin by his art foreknew that this 
firstborn should be the long-wished prince, King Arthur. 
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When Uther, therefore, was at length happily wedded, Merlin came to the 
castle on a certain day, and said, "Sir, thou must now provide thee for the 
nourishing of thy child." 

And the king, nothing doubting, said, "Be it as thou wilt." 

"IT know a lord of thine in this land," said Merlin, "who is a man both true 
and faithful; let him have the nourishing of the child. His name is Sir Ector, and 
he hath fair possessions both in England and in Wales. When, therefore, the 
child is born, let him be delivered unto me, unchristened, at yonder postern-gate, 
and I will bestow him in the care of this good knight." 

So when the child was born, the king bid two knights and two ladies to take 
it, bound in rich cloth of gold, and deliver it to a poor man whom they should 
discover at the postern-gate. And the child being delivered thus to Merlin, who 
himself took the guise of a poor man, was carried by him to a holy priest and 
christened by the name of Arthur, and then was taken to Sir Ector's house, and 
nourished at Sir Ector's wife's own breasts. And in the same house he remained 
privily for many years, no man soever knowing where he was, save Merlin and 
the king. 

Anon it befell that the king was seized by a lingering distemper, and the 
Saxon heathens, taking their occasion, came back from over sea, and swarmed 
upon the land, wasting it with fire and sword. When Uther heard thereof, he fell 
into a greater rage than his weakness could bear, and commanded all his nobles 
to come before him, that he might upbraid them for their cowardice. And when 
he had sharply and hotly rebuked them, he swore that he himself, nigh unto 
death although he lay, would lead them forth against the enemy. Then causing a 
horse-litter to be made, in which he might be carried—for he was too faint and 
weak to ride—he went up with all his army swiftly against the Saxons. 

But they, when they heard that Uther was coming in a litter, disdained to 
fight him, saying it would be shame for brave men to fight with one half dead. 
So they retired into their city; and, as it were in scorn of danger, left the gates 
wide open. But Uther straightway commanding his men to assault the town, they 
did so without loss of time, and had already reached the gates, when the Saxons, 
repenting too late of their haughty pride, rushed forth to the defense. The battle 
raged till night, and was begun again next day; but at last, their leaders, Octa and 
Eosa, being slain, the Saxons turned their backs and fled, leaving the Britons a 
full triumph. 

The king at this felt so great joy, that, whereas before he could scarce raise 
himself without help, he now sat upright in his litter by himself, and said, with a 
laughing and merry face, "They called me the half-dead king, and so indeed I 
was; but victory to me half dead is better than defeat and the best health. For to 
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die with honor is far better than to live disgraced." 

But the Saxons, although thus defeated, were ready still for war. Uther would 
have pursued them; but his illness had by now so grown, that his knights and 
barons kept him from the adventure. Whereat the enemy took courage, and left 
nothing undone to destroy the land; until, descending to the vilest treachery, they 
resolved to kill the king by poison. 

To this end, as he lay sick at Verulum, they sent and poisoned stealthily a 
spring of clear water, whence he was wont to drink daily; and so, on the very 
next day, he was taken with the pains of death, as were also a hundred others 
after him, before the villainy was discovered, and heaps of earth thrown over the 
well. 

The knights and barons, full of sorrow, now took counsel together, and came 
to Merlin for his help to learn the king's will before he died, for he was by this 
time speechless. "Sirs, there is no remedy," said Merlin, "and God's will must be 
done; but be ye all to-morrow before him, for God will make him speak before 
he die." 

So on the morrow all the barons, with Merlin, stood round the bedside of the 
king; and Merlin said aloud to Uther, "Lord, shall thy son Arthur be the king of 
all this realm after thy days?" 

Then Uther Pendragon turned him about, and said, in the hearing of them all, 
"God's blessing and mine be upon him. I bid him pray for my soul, and also that 
he claim my crown, or forfeit all my blessing;" and with those words he died. 

Then came together all the bishops and the clergy, and great multitudes of 
people, and bewailed the king; and carrying his body to the convent of Ambrius, 
they buried it close by his brother's grave, within the "Giants' Dance." 
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CHAPTER II 
THE CROWNING OF ARTHUR AND THE 
SWORD EXCALIBUR 


4 


Now Arthur the prince had all this time been nourished in Sir Ector's house 
as his own son, and was fair and tall and comely, being of the age of fifteen 
years, great in strength, gentle in manner, and accomplished in all exercises 
proper for the training of a knight. 

But as yet he knew not of his father; for Merlin had so dealt, that none save 
Uther and himself knew aught about him. Wherefore it befell that many of the 
knights and barons who heard King Uther speak before his death, and call his 
son Arthur his successor, were in great amazement; and some doubted, and 
others were displeased. 

Anon the chief lords and princes set forth each to his own land, and, raising 
armed men and multitudes of followers, determined every one to gain the crown 
for himself; for they said in their hearts, "If there be any such a son at all as he of 
whom this wizard forced the king to speak, who are we that a beardless boy 
should have rule over us?" 

So the land stood long in great peril, for every lord and baron sought but his 
own advantage; and the Saxons, growing ever more adventurous, wasted and 
overran the towns and villages in every part. 

Then Merlin went to Brice, the Archbishop of Canterbury, and advised him 
to require all the earls and barons of the realm and all knights and gentlemen-at- 
arms to come to him at London, before Christmas, under pain of cursing, that 
they might learn the will of Heaven who should be king. This, therefore, the 
archbishop did, and upon Christmas Eve were met together in London all the 
greatest princes, lords, and barons; and long before day they prayed in St. Paul's 
Church, and the archbishop besought Heaven for a sign who should be lawful 
king of all the realm. 

And as they prayed, there was seen in the churchyard, set straight before the 
doorways of the church, a huge square stone having a naked sword stuck in the 
midst of it. And on the sword was written in letters of gold, "Whoso pulleth out 
the sword from this stone is born the rightful King of England." 
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At this all the people wondered greatly; and, when Mass was over, the 
nobles, knights, and princes ran out eagerly from the church to see the stone and 
sword; and a law was forthwith made that whoso should pull out the sword 
should be acknowledged straightway King of Britain. 

Then many knights and barons pulled at the sword with all their might, and 
some of them tried many times, but none could stir or move it. 

When all had tried in vain, the archbishop declared the man whom Heaven 
had chosen was not yet there. "But God," said he, "will doubtless make him 
known ere many days." 

So ten knights were chosen, being men of high renown, to watch and keep 
the sword; and there was proclamation made through all the land that whosoever 
would, had leave and liberty to try and pull it from the stone. But though great 
multitudes of people came, both gentle and simple, for many days, no man could 
ever move the sword a hair's breadth from its place. 

Now, at the New Year's Eve a great tournament was to be held in London, 
which the archbishop had devised to keep together lords and commons, lest they 
should grow estranged in the troublous and unsettled times. To the which 
tournament there came, with many other knights, Sir Ector, Arthur's foster- 
father, who had great possessions near to London; and with him came his son, 
Sir Key, but recently made knight, to take his part in the jousting, and young 
Arthur also to witness all the sports and fighting. 

But as they rode towards the jousts, Sir Key found suddenly he had no 
sword, for he had left it at his father's house; and turning to young Arthur, he 
prayed him to ride back and fetch it for him. "I will with a good will," said 
Arthur; and rode fast back after the sword. 

But when he came to the house he found it locked and empty, for all were 
gone forth to see the tournament. Whereat, being angry and impatient, he said 
within himself, "I will ride to the churchyard and take with me the sword that 
sticketh in the stone, for my brother shall not go without a sword this day." 

So he rode and came to the churchyard, and alighting from his horse he tied 
him to the gate, and went to the pavilion, which was pitched near the stone, 
wherein abode the ten knights who watched and kept it; but he found no knights 
there, for all were gone to see the jousting. 

Then he took the sword by its handle, and lightly and fiercely he pulled it out 
of the stone, and took his horse and rode until he came to Sir Key and delivered 
him the sword. But as soon as Sir Key saw it he knew well it was the sword of 
the stone, and, riding swiftly to his father, he cried out, "Lo! here, sir, is the 
sword of the stone, wherefore it is I who must be king of all this land." 

When Sir Ector saw the sword, he turned back straight with Arthur and Sir 
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Key and came to the churchyard, and there alighting, they went all three into the 
church, and Sir Key was sworn to tell truly how he came by the sword. Then he 
confessed it was his brother Arthur who had brought it to him. 

Whereat Sir Ector, turning to young Arthur, asked him—"How gottest thou 
the sword?" 

"Sir," said he, "I will tell you. When I went home to fetch my brother's 
sword, I found nobody to deliver it to me, for all were abroad to the jousts. Yet 
was I loth to leave my brother swordless, and, bethinking me of this one, I came 
hither eagerly to fetch it for him, and pulled it out of the stone without any pain." 

Then said Sir Ector, much amazed and looking steadfastly on Arthur, "If this 
indeed be thus, ‘tis thou who shalt be king of all this land—and God will have it 
so—for none but he who should be rightful Lord of Britain might ever draw this 
sword forth from that stone. But let me now with mine own eyes see thee put 
back the sword into its place and draw it forth again." 

"That is no mastery," said Arthur; and straightway set it in the stone. And 
then Sir Ector pulled at it himself, and after him Sir Key, with all his might, but 
both of them in vain: then Arthur, reaching forth his hand and grasping at the 
pommel, pulled it out easily, and at once. 

Then fell Sir Ector down upon his knees upon the ground before young 
Arthur, and Sir Key also with him, and straightway did him homage as their 
sovereign lord. 

But Arthur cried aloud, "Alas! mine own dear father and my brother, why 
kneel ye thus to me?" 

"Nay, my Lord Arthur," answered then Sir Ector, "we are of no blood- 
kinship with thee, and little though I thought how high thy kin might be, yet wast 
thou never more than foster-child of mine." And then he told him all he knew 
about his infancy, and how a stranger had delivered him, with a great sum of 
gold, into his hands to be brought up and nourished as his own born child, and 
then had disappeared. 

But when young Arthur heard of it, he fell upon Sir Ector's neck, and wept, 
and made great lamentation, "For now," said he, "I have in one day lost my 
father and my mother and my brother." 

"Sir," said Sir Ector presently, "when thou shalt be made king be good and 
gracious unto me and mine." 

"If not," said Arthur, "I were no true man's son at all, for thou art he in all the 
world to whom I owe the most; and my good lady and mother, thy wife, hath 
ever kept and fostered me as though I were her own; so if it be God's will that I 
be king hereafter as thou sayest, desire of me whatever thing thou wilt and I will 
do it; and God forbid that I should fail thee in it." 
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"I will but pray," replied Sir Ector, "that thou wilt make my son Sir Key, thy 
foster-brother, seneschal of all the lands." 

"That shall he be," said Arthur; "and never shall another hold that office, 
save thy son, while he and I do live." 

Anon, they left the church and went to the archbishop to tell him that the 
sword had been achieved. And when he saw the sword in Arthur's hand he set a 
day and summoned all the princes, knights, and barons to meet again at St. Paul's 
Church and see the will of Heaven signified. So when they came together, the 
sword was put back in the stone, and all tried, from the greatest to the least, to 
move it; but there before them all not one could take it out save Arthur only. 

But then befell a great confusion and dispute, for some cried out it was the 
will of Heaven, and, "Long live King Arthur," but many more were full of wrath 
and said, "What! would ye give the ancient scepter of this land unto a boy born 
none know how?" And the contention growing greatly, till nothing could be 
done to pacify their rage, the meeting was at length broken up by the archbishop 
and adjourned till Candlemas, when all should meet again. 

But when Candlemas was come, Arthur alone again pulled forth the sword, 
though more than ever came to win it; and the barons, sorely vexed and angry, 
put it in delay till Easter. But as he had sped before so he did at Easter, and the 
barons yet once more contrived delays till Pentecost. 

But now the archbishop, fully seeing God's will, called together, by Merlin's 
counsel, a band of knights and gentlemen-at-arms, and set them about Arthur to 
keep him safely till the Feast of Pentecost. And when at the feast Arthur still 
again alone prevailed to move the sword, the people all with one accord cried 
out, "Long live King Arthur! we will have no more delay, nor any other king, for 
so it is God's will; and we will slay whoso resisteth Him and Arthur;" and 
wherewithal they kneeled down all at once, and cried for Arthur's grace and 
pardon that they had so long delayed him from his crown. Then he full sweetly 
and majestically pardoned them; and taking in his hand the sword, he offered it 
upon the high altar of the church. 

Anon was he solemnly knighted with great pomp by the most famous knight 
there present, and the crown was placed upon his head; and, having taken oath to 
all the people, lords and commons, to be true king and deal in justice only unto 
his life's end, he received homage and service from all the barons who held lands 
and castles from the crown. Then he made Sir Key, High Steward of England, 
and Sir Badewaine of Britain, Constable, and Sir Ulfius, Chamberlain: and after 
this, with all his court and a great retinue of knights and armed men, he 
journeyed into Wales, and was crowned again in the old city of Caerleon-upon- 
Usk. 
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Meanwhile those knights and barons who had so long delayed him from the 
crown, met together and went up to the coronation feast at Caerleon, as if to do 
him homage; and there they ate and drank such things as were set before them at 
the royal banquet, sitting with the others in the great hall. 

But when after the banquet Arthur began, according to the ancient royal 
custom, to bestow great boons and fiefs on whom he would, they all with one 
accord rose up, and scornfully refused his gifts, crying that they would take 
nothing from a beardless boy come of low or unknown birth, but would instead 
give him good gifts of hard sword-strokes between neck and shoulders. 

Whereat arose a deadly tumult in the hall, and every man there made him 
ready to fight. But Arthur leaped up as a flame of fire against them, and all his 
knights and barons drawing their swords, rushed after him upon them and began 
a full sore battle; and presently the king's party prevailed, and drave the rebels 
from the hall and from the city, closing the gates behind them; and King Arthur 
brake his sword upon them in his eagerness and rage. 

But amongst them were six kings of great renown and might, who more than 
all raged against Arthur and determined to destroy him, namely, King Lot, King 
Nanters, King Urien, King Carados, King Yder, and King Anguisant. These six, 
therefore, joining their armies together, laid close siege to the city of Caerleon, 
wherefrom King Arthur had so shamefully driven them. 

And after fifteen days Merlin came suddenly into their camp and asked them 
what this treason meant. Then he declared to them that Arthur was no base 
adventurer, but King Uther's son, whom they were bound to serve and honor 
even though Heaven had not vouch-safed the wondrous miracle of the sword. 
Some of the kings, when they heard Merlin speak thus, marveled and believed 
him; but others, as King Lot, laughed him and his words to scorn, and mocked 
him for a conjurer and wizard. But it was agreed with Merlin that Arthur should 
come forth and speak with the kings. 

So he went forth to them to the city gate, and with him the archbishop and 
Merlin, and Sir Key, Sir Brastias, and a great company of others. And he spared 
them not in his speech, but spoke to them as king and chieftain, telling them 
plainly he would make them all bow to him if he lived, unless they choose to do 
him homage there and then; and so they parted in great wrath, and each side 
armed in haste. 

"What will ye do?" said Merlin to the kings; "ye had best hold your hands, 
for were ye ten times as many ye should not prevail." 

"Shall we be afraid of a dream-reader?" quoth King Lot in scorn. 

With that Merlin vanished away and came to King Arthur. 

Then Arthur said to Merlin, "I have need now of a sword that shall chastise 
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these rebels terribly." 

"Come then with me," said Merlin, "for hard by there is a sword that I can 
gain for thee." 

So they rode out that night till they came to a fair and broad lake, and in the 
midst of it King Arthur saw an arm thrust up, clothed in white samite, and 
holding a great sword in the hand. 

"Lo! yonder is the sword I spoke of," said Merlin. 

Then saw they a damsel floating on the lake in the moonlight. "What damsel 
is that?" said the king. 

"The lady of the lake," said Merlin; "for upon this lake there is a rock, and on 
the rock a noble palace, where she abideth, and she will come towards thee 
presently, when thou shalt ask her courteously for the sword." 

Therewith the damsel came to King Arthur, and saluted him, and he saluted 
her, and said, "Lady, what sword is that the arm holdeth above the water? I 
would that it were mine, for I have no sword." 

"Sir King," said the lady of the lake, "that sword is mine, and if thou wilt 
give me in return a gift whenever I shall ask it of thee, thou shalt have it." 

"By my faith,” said he, "I will give thee any gift that thou shalt ask." 

"Well," said the damsel, "go into yonder barge, and row thyself unto the 
sword, and take it and the scabbard with thee, and I will ask my gift of thee 
when I see my time." 

So King Arthur and Merlin alighted, and tied their horses to two trees, and 
went into the barge; and when they came to the sword that the hand held, King 
Arthur took it by the handle and bore it with him, and the arm and hand went 
down under the water; and so they came back to land, and rode again to 
Caerleon. 

On the morrow Merlin bade King Arthur to set fiercely on the enemy; and in 
the meanwhile three hundred good knights went over to King Arthur from the 
rebels' side. Then at the spring of day, when they had scarce left their tents, he 
fell on them with might and main, and Sir Badewaine, Sir Key, and Sir Brastias 
slew on the right and on the left marvelously; and ever in the thickest of the fight 
King Arthur raged like a young lion, and laid on with his sword, and did 
wondrous deeds of arms, to the joy and admiration of the knights and barons 
who beheld him. 

Then King Lot, King Carados, and the King of the Hundred Knights—who 
also was with them—going round to the rear, set on King Arthur fiercely from 
behind; but King Arthur, turning to his knights, fought ever in the foremost press 
until his horse was slain beneath him. At that, King Lot rode furiously at him, 
and smote him down; but rising straightway, and being set again on horseback, 
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he drew his sword Excalibur that he had gained by Merlin from the lady of the 
lake, which, shining brightly as the light of thirty torches, dazzled the eyes of his 
enemies. And therewith falling on them afresh with all his knights, he drove 
them back and slew them in great numbers, and Merlin by his arts scattered 
among them fire and pitchy smoke, so that they broke and fled. Then all the 
common people of Caerleon, seeing them give way, rose up with one accord, 
and rushed at them with clubs and staves, and chased them far and wide, and 
slew many great knights and lords, and the remainder of them fled and were seen 
no more. Thus won King Arthur his first battle and put his enemies to shame. 

But the six kings, though sorely routed, prepared for a new war, and joining 
to themselves five others swore together that, whether for weal or woe, they 
would keep steadfast alliance till they had destroyed King Arthur. Then, with a 
host of 50,000 men-at-arms on horseback, and 10,000 foot, they were soon 
ready, and sent forth their fore-riders, and drew from the northern country 
towards King Arthur, to the castle of Bedgraine. 

But he by Merlin's counsel had sent over sea to King Ban of Benwick and 
King Bors of Gaul, praying them to come and help him in his wars, and 
promising to help them in return against King Claudas, their foe. To which those 
kings made answer that they would joyfully fulfil his wish, and shortly after 
came to London with 300 knights, well arrayed for both peace and war, leaving 
behind them a great army on the other side of the sea till they had consulted with 
King Arthur and his ministers how they might best dispose of it. 

And Merlin being asked for his advice and help, agreed to go himself and 
fetch it over sea to England, which in one night he did; and brought with him 
10,000 horsemen and led them northward privately to the forest of Bedgraine, 
and there lodged them in a valley secretly. 

Then, by the counsel of Merlin, when they knew which way the eleven kings 
would ride and sleep, King Arthur with Kings Ban and Bors made themselves 
ready with their army for the fight, having yet but 30,000 men, counting the 
10,000 who had come from Gaul. 

"Now shall ye do my advice," said Merlin; "I would that King Ban and King 
Bors, with all their fellowship of 10,000 men, were led to ambush in this wood 
ere daylight, and stir not therefrom until the battle hath been long waged. And 
thou, Lord Arthur, at the spring of day draw forth thine army before the enemy, 
and dress the battle so that they may at once see all thy host, for they will be the 
more rash and hardy when they see you have but 20,000 men." 

To this the three knights and the barons heartily consented, and it was done 
as Merlin had devised. So on the morrow when the hosts beheld each other, the 
host of the north was greatly cheered to find so few led out against them. 
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Then gave King Arthur the command to Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias to take 
3000 men-at-arms, and to open battle. They therefore setting fiercely on the 
enemy slew them on the right hand and the left till it was wonderful to see their 
slaughter. 

When the eleven kings beheld so small a band doing such mighty deeds of 
arms they were ashamed, and charged them fiercely in return. Then was Sir 
Ulfius' horse slain under him; but he fought well and marvelously on foot against 
Duke Eustace and King Clarience, who set upon him grievously, till Sir Brastias, 
seeing his great peril, pricked towards them swiftly, and so smote the duke 
through with his spear that horse and man fell down and rolled over. Whereat 
King Clarience turned upon Sir Brastias, and rushing furiously together they 
each unhorsed the other and fell both to the ground, and there lay a long time 
stunned, their horses' knees being cut to the bone. Then came Sir Key the 
seneschal with six companions, and did wondrous well, till the eleven kings 
went out against them and overthrew Sir Griflet and Sir Lucas the butler. And 
when Sir Key saw Sir Griflet unhorsed and on foot, he rode against King 
Nanters hotly and smote him down, and led his horse to Griflet and horsed him 
again; with the same spear did Sir Key smite down King Lot and wounded him 
full sore. 

But seeing that, the King of the Hundred Knights rushed at Sir Key and 
overthrew him in return, and took his horse and gave it to King Lot. And when 
Sir Griflet saw Sir Key's mischance, he set his spear in rest, and riding at a 
mighty man-at-arms, he cast him down headlong and caught his horse and led it 
straightway to Sir Key. 

By now the battle was growing perilous and hard, and both sides fought with 
rage and fury. And Sir Ulfius and Sir Brastias were both afoot and in great 
danger of their death, and foully stained and trampled under horses’ feet. Then 
King Arthur, putting spurs to his horse, rushed forward like a lion into the midst 
of all the mA‘1A’e, and singling out King Cradlemont of North Wales, smote him 
through the left side and overthrew him, and taking his horse by the rein he 
brought it to Sir Ulfius in haste and said, "Take this horse, mine old friend, for 
thou hast great need of one, and charge by side of me." And even as he spoke he 
saw Sir Ector, Sir Key's father, smitten to the earth by the King of the Hundred 
Knights, and his horse taken to King Cradlemont. 

But when King Arthur saw him ride upon Sir Ector's horse his wrath was 
very great, and with his sword he smote King Cradlemont upon the helm, and 
shore off the fourth part thereof and of the shield, and drave the sword onward to 
the horse's neck and slew the horse, and hurled the king upon the ground. 

And now the battle waxed so great and furious that all the noise and sound 
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thereof rang out by water and by wood, so that Kings Ban and Bors, with all 
their knights and men-at-arms in ambush, hearing the tumult and the cries, 
trembled and shook for eagerness, and scarce could stay in secret, but made 
them ready for the fray and dressed their shields and harness. 

But when King Arthur saw the fury of the enemy, he raged like a mad lion, 
and stirred and drove his horse now here, now there, to the right hand and to the 
left and stayed not in his wrath till he had slain full twenty knights. He wounded 
also King Lot so sorely in the shoulder that he left the field, and in great pain and 
dolor cried out to the other kings, "Do ye as I devise, or we shall be destroyed. I, 
with the King of the Hundred Knights, King Anguisant, King Yder, and the 
Duke of Cambinet, will take fifteen thousand men and make a circuit, 
meanwhile that ye do hold the battle with twelve thousand. Then coming 
suddenly we will fall fiercely on them from behind and put them to the rout, but 
else shall we never stand against them." 

So Lot and four kings departed with their party to one side, and the six other 
kings dressed their ranks against King Arthur and fought long and stoutly. 

But now Kings Ban and Bors, with all their army fresh and eager, broke from 
their ambush and met face to face the five kings and their host as they came 
round behind, and then began a frantic struggle with breaking of spears and 
clashing of swords and slaying of men and horses. Anon King Lot, espying in 
the midst King Bors, cried out in great dismay, "Our Lady now defend us from 
our death and fearful wounds; our peril groweth great, for yonder cometh one of 
the worshipfullest kings and best knights in all the world." 

"Who is he?" said the King of the Hundred Knights. 

"It is King Bors of Gaul," replied King Lot, "and much I marvel how he may 
have come with all his host into this land without our knowledge." 

"Aha!" cried King Carados, "I will encounter with this king if ye will rescue 
me when there is need." 

"Ride on," said they. 

So King Carados and all his host rode softly till they came within a bow-shot 
of King Bors, and then both hosts, spurring their horses to their greatest 
swiftness, rushed at each other. And King Bors encountered in the onset with a 
knight, and struck him through with a spear, so that he fell dead upon the earth; 
then drawing his sword, he did such mighty feats of arms that all who saw him 
gazed with wonder. Anon King Ban came also forth upon the field with all his 
knights, and added yet more fury, sound, and slaughter, till at length both hosts 
of the eleven kings began to quake, and drawing all together into one body, they 
prepared to meet the worst, while a great multitude already fled. 

Then said King Lot, "Lords, we must take yet other means, or worse loss still 
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awaits us. See ye not what people we have lost in waiting on the footmen, and 
that it costs ten horsemen to save one of them? Therefore it is my counsel to put 
away our footmen from us, for it is almost night, and King Arthur will not stay 
to slaughter them. So they can save their lives in this great wood hard by. Then 
let us gather into one band all the horsemen that remain, and whoso breaketh 
rank or leaveth us, let him be straightway slain by him that seeth him, for it is 
better that we slay a coward than through a coward be all slain. How say ye?" 
said King Lot; "answer me, all ye kings." 

"It is well said,” replied they all. 

And swearing they would never fail each other, they mended and set right 
their armor and their shields, and took new spears and set them steadfastly 
against their thighs, waiting, and so stood still as a clump of trees stands on the 
plain; and no assaults could shake them, they held so hard together; which when 
King Arthur saw he marveled greatly, and was very wroth. "Yet," cried he, "I 
may not blame them, by my faith, for they do as brave men ought to do, and are 
the best fighting men and knights of most prowess that I ever saw or heard tell 
of." And so said also Kings Ban and Bors, and praised them greatly for their 
noble chivalry. 

But now came forty noble knights out of King Arthur's host, and prayed that 
he would suffer them to break the enemy. And when they were allowed, they 
rode forth with their spears upon their thighs, and spurred their horses to their 
hottest. Then the eleven kings, with a party of their knights, rushed with set 
spears as fast and mightily to meet them; and when they were encountered, all 
the crash and splinter of their spears and armor rang with a mighty din, and so 
fierce and bloody was their onset that in all that day there had been no such cruel 
press, and rage, and smiting. At that same moment rode fiercely into the thickest 
of the struggle King Arthur and Kings Ban and Bors, and slew downright on 
both hands right and left, until their horses went in blood up to the fetlocks. 

And while the slaughter and the noise and shouting were at their greatest, 
suddenly there came down through the battle Merlin the Wizard, upon a great 
black horse, and riding to King Arthur, he cried out, "Alas, my Lord! will ye 
have never done? Of sixty thousand have ye left but fifteen thousand men alive. 
Is it not time to stay this slaying? for God is ill pleased with ye that ye have 
never ended, and yonder kings shall not be altogether overthrown this time. But 
if ye fall upon them any more, the fortune of this day will turn, and go to them. 
Withdraw, Lord, therefore, to thy lodging, and there now take thy rest, for to-day 
thou hast won a great victory, and overcome the noblest chivalry of all the 
world. And now for many years those kings shall not disturb thee. Therefore, I 
tell thee, fear them no more, for now they are sore beaten, and have nothing left 
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them but their honor; and why shouldest thou slay them to take that?" 

Then said King Arthur, "Thou sayest well, and I will take thy counsel." With 
that he cried out, "Ho!" for the battle to cease, and sent forth heralds through the 
field to stay more fighting. And gathering all the spoil, he gave it not amongst 
his own host, but to Kings Ban and Bors and all their knights and men-at-arms, 
that he might treat them with the greater courtesy as strangers. 

Then Merlin took his leave of Arthur and the two other kings, and went to 
see his master, Blaise, a holy hermit, dwelling in Northumberland, who had 
nourished him through all his youth. And Blaise was passing glad to see him, for 
there was a great love ever between them; and Merlin told him how King Arthur 
had sped in the battle, and how it had ended; and told him the names of every 
king and knight of worship who was there. So Blaise wrote down the battle, 
word for word, as Merlin told him; and in the same way ever after, all the battles 
of King Arthur's days Merlin caused Blaise, his master, to record. 
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CHAPTER III 
ARTHUR DRIVES THE SAXONS FROM HIS 
REALM 


® 


Anon, thereafter, came word to King Arthur that Ryence, King of North 
Wales, was making war upon King Leodegrance of Camelgard; whereat he was 
passing wroth, for he loved Leodegrance well, and hated Ryence. So he departed 
with Kings Ban and Bors and twenty thousand men, and came to Camelgard, 
and rescued Leodegrance, and slew ten thousand of Ryence's men and put him to 
flight. Then Leodegrance made a great festival to the three kings, and treated 
them with every manner of mirth and pleasure which could be devised. And 
there had King Arthur the first sight of Guinevere, daughter of Leodegrance, 
whom in the end he married, as shall be told hereafter. 

Then did Kings Ban and Bors take leave, and went to their own country, 
where King Claudas worked great mischief. And King Arthur would have gone 
with them, but they refused him, saying, "Nay, ye shall not at this time, for ye 
have yet much to do in these lands of your own; and we with the riches we have 
won here by your gifts shall hire many good knights, and, by the grace of God, 
withstand the malice of King Claudas; and if we have need we will send to ye 
for succor; and likewise ye, if ye have need, send for us, and we will not tarry, 
by the faith of our bodies." 

When the two kings had left, King Arthur rode to Caerleon, and thither came 
to him his half-sister Belisent, wife to King Lot, sent as a messenger, but in truth 
to espy his power; and with her came a noble retinue, and also her four sons— 
Gowain, Gaheris, Agravaine, and Gareth. But when she saw King Arthur and his 
nobleness, and all the splendor of his knights and service, she forebore to spy 
upon him as a foe, and told him of her husband's plots against him and his 
throne. And the king, not knowing that she was his half-sister, made great court 
to her; and being full of admiration for her beauty, loved her out of measure, and 
kept her a long season at Caerleon. Wherefore her husband, King Lot, was more 
than ever King Arthur's enemy, and hated him till death with a passing great 
hatred. 

At that time King Arthur had a marvelous dream, which gave him great 
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disquietness of heart. He dreamed that the whole land was full of many fiery 
griffins and serpents, which burnt and slew the people everywhere; and then that 
he himself fought with them, and that they did him mighty injuries, and 
wounded him nigh to death, but that at last he overcame and slew them all. 
When he woke, he sat in great heaviness of spirit and pensiveness, thinking what 
this dream might signify, but by-and-by, when he could by no means satisfy 
himself what it might mean, to rid himself of all his thoughts of it, he made 
ready with a great company to ride out hunting. 

As soon as he was in the forest, the king saw a great hart before him, and 
spurred his horse, and rode long eagerly after it, and chased until his horse lost 
breath and fell down dead from under him. Then, seeing the hart escaped and his 
horse dead, he sat down by a fountain, and fell into deep thought again. And as 
he sat there alone, he thought he heard the noise of hounds, as it were some 
thirty couple in number, and looking up he saw coming towards him the 
strangest beast that ever he had seen or heard tell of, which ran towards the 
fountain and drank of the water. Its head was like a serpent's, with a leopard's 
body and a lion's tail, and it was footed like a stag; and the noise was in its belly, 
as it were the baying or questing of thirty couple of hounds. While it drank there 
was no noise within it; but presently, having finished, it departed with a greater 
sound than ever. 

The king was amazed at all this; but being greatly wearied, he fell asleep, 
and was before long waked up by a knight on foot, who said, "Knight, full of 
thought and sleepy, tell me if thou sawest a strange beast pass this way?" 

"Such a one I saw," said King Arthur to the knight, "but that is now two 
miles distant at the least. What would you with that beast?" 

"Sir," said the knight, "I have followed it for a long time, and have killed my 
horse, and would to heaven I had another to pursue my quest withal." 

At that moment came a yeoman with another horse for the king, which, when 
the knight saw, he earnestly prayed to be given him. "For I have followed this 
quest," said he, "twelve months, and either I shall achieve him or bleed of the 
best blood of my body." 

It was King Pellinore who at that time followed the questing beast, but 
neither he nor King Arthur knew each other. 

"Sir Knight," said King Arthur, "leave that quest and suffer me to have it, 
and I will follow it other twelve months." 

"Ah, fool," said the knight, "thy desire is utterly in vain, for it shall never be 
achieved but by me, or by my next of kin." 

Therewith he started to the king's horse, and mounted to the saddle, crying 
out, "Gramercy, this horse is mine!" 
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"Well," said the king, "thou mayest take my horse by force, and I will not say 
nay; but till we prove whether thou or I be best on horseback, I shall not rest 
content." 

"Seek me here," said the knight, "whenever thou wilt, and here by this 
fountain thou shalt find me;" and so he passed forth on his way. 

Then sat King Arthur in a deep fit of study, and bade his yeomen fetch him 
yet another horse as quickly as they could. And when they left him all alone 
came Merlin, disguised as a child of fourteen years of age, and saluted the king, 
and asked him why he was so pensive and heavy. 

"I may well be pensive and heavy," he replied, "for here even now I have 
seen the strangest sight I ever saw." 

"That know I well," said Merlin, "as well as thyself, and also all thy 
thoughts; but thou art foolish to take thought, for it will not amend thee. Also I 
know what thou art, and know thy father and thy mother." 

"That is false," said King Arthur; "how shouldst thou know? thy years are 
not enough." 

"Yea," said Merlin, "but I know better than thou how thou wast born, and 
better than any man living." 

"T will not believe thee," said King Arthur, and was wroth with the child. 

So Merlin departed, and came again in the likeness of an old man of 
fourscore years of age; and the king was glad at his coming, for he seemed wise 
and venerable. Then said the old man, "Why art thou so sad?" 

"For divers reasons," said King Arthur; "for I have seen strange things to- 
day, and but this moment there was here a child who told me things beyond his 
years to know." 

"Yea," said the old man, "but he told thee truth, and more he would have told 
thee hadst thou suffered him. But I will tell thee wherefore thou art sad, for thou 
hast done a thing of late for which God is displeased with thee, and what it is 
thou knowest in thy heart, though no man else may know." 

"What are thou," said King Arthur, starting up all pale, "that tellest me these 
tidings?" 

"T am Merlin," said he, "and I was he in the child's likeness, also." 

"Ah," said King Arthur, "thou art a marvelous and right fearful man, and I 
would ask and tell thee many things this day." 

As they talked came one with the king's horses, and so, King Arthur 
mounting one, and Merlin another, they rode together to Caerleon; and Merlin 
prophesied to Arthur of his death, and also foretold his own end. 

And now King Arthur, having utterly dispersed and overwhelmed those 
kings who had so long delayed his coronation, turned all his mind to overthrow 
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the Saxon heathens who yet in many places spoiled the land. Calling together, 
therefore, his knights and men-at-arms, he rode with all his hosts to York, where 
Colgrin, the Saxon, lay with a great army; and there he fought a mighty battle, 
long and bloody, and drove him into the city, and besieged him. Then Baldulph, 
Colgrin's brother, came secretly with six thousand men to assail King Arthur and 
to raise the siege. But King Arthur was aware of him, and sent six hundred 
horsemen and three thousand foot to meet and fall on him instead. This therefore 
they did, encountering them at midnight, and utterly defeated them, till they fled 
away for life. But Baldulph, full of grief, resolved to share his brother's peril; 
wherefore he shaved his head and beard, and disguised himself as a jester, and so 
passed through King Arthur's camp, singing and playing on a harp, till by 
degrees he drew near to the city walls, where presently he made himself known, 
and was drawn up by ropes into the town. 

Anon, while Arthur closely watched the city, came news that full six hundred 
ships had landed countless swarms of Saxons, under Cheldric, on the eastern 
coast. At that he raised the siege, and marched straight to London, and there 
increased his army, and took counsel with his barons how to drive the Saxons 
from the land for evermore. 

Then with his nephew, Hoel, King of the Armorican Britons, who came with 
a great force to help him, King Arthur, with a mighty multitude of barons, 
knights, and fighting men, went swiftly up to Lincoln, which the Saxons lay 
besieging. And there he fought a passing fierce battle, and made grievous 
slaughter, killing above six thousand men, till the main body of them turned and 
fled. But he pursued them hotly into the wood of Celidon, where, sheltering 
themselves among the trees from his arrows, they made a stand, and for a long 
season bravely defended themselves. Anon, he ordered all the trees in that part 
of the forest to be cut down, leaving no shelter or ambush; and with their trunks 
and branches made a mighty barricade, which shut them in and hindered their 
escape. After three days, brought nigh to death by famine, they offered to give 
up their wealth of gold and silver spoils, and to depart forthwith in their empty 
ships; moreover, to pay tribute to King Arthur when they reached their home, 
and to leave him hostages till all was paid. 

This offer, therefore, he accepted, and suffered them to depart. But when 
they had been a few hours at sea, they repented of their shameful flight, and 
turned their ships back again, and landing at Totnes, ravaged all the land as far 
as the Severn, and, burning and slaying on all sides, bent their steps towards 
Bath. 

When King Arthur heard of their treachery and their return, he burned with 
anger till his eyes shone like two torches, and then he swore a mighty oath to rest 
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no more until he had utterly destroyed those enemies of God and man, and had 
rooted them forever out of the land of Britain. Then marching hotly with his 
armies on to Bath, he cried aloud to them, "Since these detestable and impious 
heathens disdain to keep their faith with me, I, to keep faith with God, to whom I 
swear to cherish and defend this realm, will now this day avenge on them the 
blood of all that they have slain in Britain!" 

In like manner after him spoke the archbishop, standing upon a hill, and 
crying that to-day they should fight both for their country and for Paradise, "For 
whoso," he said, "shall in this holy war be slain, the angels shall forthwith 
receive him; for death in this cause shall be penance and absolution for all sins." 

At these words every man in the whole army raged with hatred, and pressed 
eagerly to rush upon those savages. 

Anon King Arthur, dressed in armor shining with gold and jewels, and 
wearing on his head a helmet with a golden dragon, took a shield painted with 
the likeness of the blessed Mary. Then girding on Excalibur and taking in his 
right hand his great lance Ron, he placed his men in order and led them out 
against the enemy, who stood for battle on the slope of Badon Hill, ranged in the 
form of a wedge, as their custom was. And they, resisting all the onslaughts of 
King Arthur and his host, made that day a stout defense, and at night lay down 
upon the hill. 

But on the next day Arthur led his army once again to the attack, and with 
wounds and slaughter such as no man had ever seen before, he drove the heathen 
step by step before him, backwards and upwards, till he stood with all his noblest 
knights upon the summit of the hill. 

And then men saw him, "red as the rising sun from spur to plume," lift up his 
sword, and, kneeling, kiss the cross of it; and after, rising to his feet, set might 
and main with all his fellowship upon the foe, till, as a troop of lions roaring for 
their prey, they drove them like a scattered herd along the plains, and cut them 
down till they could cut no more for weariness. 

That day King Arthur by himself alone slew with his sword Excalibur four 
hundred and seventy heathens. Colgrin also, and his brother Baldulph, were 
slain. 

Then the king bade Cador, Duke of Cornwall, follow Cheldric, the chief 
leader, and the remnant of his hosts, unto the uttermost. He, therefore, when he 
had first seized their fleet, and filled it with chosen men, to beat them back when 
they should fly to it at last, chased them and slew them without mercy so long as 
he could overtake them. And though they crept with trembling hearts for shelter 
to the coverts of the woods and dens of mountains, yet even so they found no 
safety, for Cador slew them, even one by one. Last of all he caught and slew 
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Cheldric himself, and slaughtering a great multitude took hostages for the 
surrender of the rest. 

Meanwhile, King Arthur turned from Badon Hill, and freed his nephew Hoel 
from the Scots and Picts, who besieged him in Alculd. And when he had 
defeated them in three sore battles, he drove them before him to a lake, which 
was one of the most wondrous lakes in all the world, for it was fed by sixty 
rivers, and had sixty islands, and sixty rocks, and on every island sixty eagles’ 
nests. But King Arthur with a great fleet sailed round the rivers and besieged 
them in the lake for fifteen days, so that many thousands died of hunger. 

Anon the King of Ireland came with an army to relieve them; but Arthur, 
turning on him fiercely, routed him, and compelled him to retreat in terror to his 
land. Then he pursued his purpose, which was no less than to destroy the race of 
Picts and Scots, who, beyond memory, had been a ceaseless torment to the 
Britons by their barbarous malice. 

So bitterly, therefore, did he treat them, giving quarter to none, that at length 
the bishops of that miserable country with the clergy met together, and, bearing 
all the holy relics, came barefooted to the king to pray his mercy for their people. 
As soon as they were led before him they fell down upon their knees, and 
piteously besought him to spare the few survivors of their countrymen, and grant 
them any corner of the land where they might live in peace. When he thus heard 
them, and knew that he had now fully punished them, he consented to their 
prayer, and withdrew his hosts from any further slaughter. 

Then turned he back to his own realm, and came to York for Christmas, and 
there with high solemnity observed that holy tide; and being passing grieved to 
see the ruin of the churches and houses, which the rage of the pagans had 
destroyed, he rebuilt them, and restored the city to its ancient happy state. 

And on a certain day, as the king sat with his barons, there came into the 
court a squire on horseback, carrying a knight before him wounded to the death, 
and told the king that hard by in the forest was a knight who had reared up a 
pavilion by the fountain, "and hath slain my master, a valiant knight, whose 
name was Nirles; wherefore I beseech thee, Lord, my master may be buried, and 
that some good knight may avenge his death." 

At that stepped forth a squire named Griflet, who was very young, being of 
the same age with King Arthur, and besought the king, for all the service he had 
done, to give him knighthood. 

"Thou art full young and tender of age," said King Arthur, "to take so high 
an order upon thee." 

"Sir," said Griflet, "I beseech thee make me a knight;" and Merlin also 
advising the king to grant his request, "Well," said Arthur, "be it then so," and 
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knighted him forthwith. Then said he to him, "Since I have granted thee this 
favor, thou must in turn grant me a gift." 

"Whatsoever thou wilt, my lord," replied Sir Griflet. 

"Promise me," said King Arthur, "by the faith of thy body, that when thou 
hast jousted with this knight at the fountain, thou wilt return to me straightway, 
unless he slay thee." 

"I promise," said Sir Griflet; and taking his horse in haste, he dressed his 
shield, and took a spear in his hand and rode full gallop till he came to the 
fountain, by the side of which he saw a rich pavilion, and a great horse standing 
well saddled and bridled, and on a tree close by there hung a shield of many 
colors and a long lance. 

Then Sir Griflet smote upon the shield with the butt of his spear until he cast 
it to the ground. At that a knight came out of the pavilion and said, "Fair knight, 
why smote ye down my shield?" 

"Because," said Griflet, "I would joust with thee." 

"It were better not," replied the knight; "for thou art young and but lately 
made a knight, and thy strength is small compared to mine." 

"For all that," said Sir Griflet, "I will joust with ye." 

"T am full loth," replied the knight; "but if I must I must." 

Then did they wheel their horses far apart, and running them together, the 
strange knight shivered Sir Griflet's spear to fragments, and smote him through 
the shield and the left side, and broke his own spear into Sir Griflet's body, so 
that the truncheon stuck there, and Sir Griflet and his horse fell down. But when 
the strange knight saw him overthrown, he was sore grieved, and hastily 
alighted, for he thought that he had slain him. Then he unlaced his helm and 
gave him air, and tended him carefully till he come out of his swoon, and leaving 
the truncheon of his spear in his body, he set him upon horse, and commended 
him to God, and said he had a mighty heart, and if he lived would prove a 
passing good knight. And so Sir Griflet rode to the court, where, by aid of good 
physicians, he was healed in time and his life saved. 

At that same time there came before the king twelve old men, ambassadors 
from Lucius Tiberius, Emperor of Rome, and demanded of Arthur tribute unto 
CA'sar for his realm, or else, said they, the emperor would destroy both him and 
his land. To whom King Arthur answered that he owed the emperor no tribute, 
nor would send him any; but said he, "On a fair field I will pay him his proper 
tribute—with a sharp spear and sword; and by my father's soul that tribute shall 
he take from me, whether he will or not." So the ambassadors departed passing 
wroth, and King Arthur was as wroth as they. 

But on the morrow of Sir Griflet's hurt, the king commanded to take his 
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horse and armor secretly outside the city walls before sunrise of the next 
morning, and, rising a long while before dawn, he mounted up and took his 
shield and spear, and bade his chamberlain tarry till he came again; but he 
forbore to take Excalibur, for he had given it for safety into charge of his sister, 
Queen Morgan le Fay. And as the king rode at a soft pace he saw suddenly three 
villains chasing Merlin and making to attack and slay him. Clapping spurs to his 
horse, he rushed towards them, and cried out in a terrible voice, "Flee, churls, or 
take your deaths;" but they, as soon as they perceived a knight, fled away with 
the haste of hares. 

"O Merlin," said the king; "here hadst thou been killed, despite thy many 
crafts, had I not chanced to pass." 

"Not so," said Merlin, "for when I would, I could have saved myself; but 
thou art nearer to thy death than I, for without special help from heaven thou 
ridest now towards thy grave." 

And as they were thus talking, they came to the fountain and the rich 
pavilion pitched beside it, and saw a knight sitting all armed on a chair in the 
opening of the tent. "Sir knight," said King Arthur, "for what cause abidest thou 
here? to joust with any knight that passeth by? If so, I caution thee to quit that 
custom." 

"That custom," said the knight, "have I followed and will follow, let 
whosoever will say nay, and if any is aggrieved at it, let him who will amend it." 

"T will amend it," said King Arthur. 

"And I will defend it," answered the knight. 

Then the knight mounted his horse and made himself ready, and charging at 
each other they met so hard that both their lances splintered into pieces. Then 
King Arthur drew his sword, but the knight cried out, "Not so; but let us run 
another tilt together with sharp spears." 

"T would with a good will," said King Arthur; "but I have no more spears." 

"I have enough of spears," replied the knight, and called a squire, who 
brought two good new lances. 

Then spurring their horses, they rushed together with all their might, and 
broke each one his own spear short off in his hand. Then the king again put his 
hand to his sword, but the knight once more cried out, "Nay, yet abide awhile; ye 
are the best jouster that I ever met with; for the love of knighthood, let us joust 
yet once again." 

So once again they tilted with their fullest force, and this time King Arthur's 
spear was shivered, but the knight's held whole, and drove so furiously against 
the king that both his horse and he were hurled to the ground. 

At that, King Arthur was enraged and drew his sword and said, "I will attack 
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thee now, Sir knight, on foot, for on horseback I have lost the honor." 

"I will be on horseback," said the knight. But when he saw him come on 
foot, he lighted from his horse, thinking it shame to have so great advantage. 

And then began they a strong battle, with many great strokes and grievous 
blows, and so hewed with their swords that the fragments of their armor flew 
about the fields, and both so bled that all the ground around was like a marsh of 
blood. Thus they fought long and mightily, and anon, after brief rest fell to 
again, and so hurtled together like two wild boars that they both rolled to the 
ground. At last their swords clashed furiously together, and the knight's sword 
shivered the king's in two. 

Then said the knight, "Now art thou in my power, to save thee or to slay. 
Yield therefore as defeated, and a recreant knight, or thou shalt surely die." 

"As for death," replied King Arthur, "welcome be it when it cometh; but as 
for yielding me to thee as a recreant because of this poor accident upon my 
sword, I had far liefer die than be so shamed." 

So saying, he sprang on the knight, and took him by the middle and threw 
him down, and tore off his helm. But the knight, being a huge man, wrestled and 
struggled in a frenzy with the king until he brought him under, and tore off his 
helm in turn, and would have smitten off his head. 

At that came Merlin and said, "Knight, hold thy hand, for if thou slayest 
yonder knight, thou puttest all this realm to greater loss and damage than ever 
realm was in; for he is a man of greater worship than thou dreamest of." 

"Who then is he?" cried the knight. 

Then would he have slain him for dread of his wrath, but Merlin cast a spell 
upon the knight, so that he fell suddenly to the earth in a deep sleep. Then raising 
up the king, he took the knight's horse for himself and rode away. 

"Alas," said King Arthur, "what hast thou done, Merlin? hast thou slain this 
good knight by thy crafts? There never lived a better knight; I had rather lose my 
kingdom for a year than have him dead." 

"Be not afraid," said Merlin; "he is more whole and sound than thou art, and 
is but in a sleep, wherefrom in three hours' time he will awake. I told thee what a 
knight he was, and how near thou was to death. There liveth not a better knight 
than he in all the world, and hereafter he shall do thee good service. His name is 
King Pellinore, and he shall have two sons, who shall be passing valiant men, 
and, save one another, shall have no equal in prowess and in purity of life. The 
one shall be named Percival, and the other Lamoracke of Wales." 

So they rode on to Caerleon, and all the knights grieved greatly when they 
heard of this adventure, that the king would jeopardize his person thus alone. Yet 
could they not hide their joy at serving under such a noble chief, who adventured 
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his own life as much as did the poorest knight among them all. 
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CHAPTER IV 
THE KING'S MANY AND GREAT ADVENTURES 


¢ 


The land of Britain being now in peace, and many great and valiant knights 
therein ready to take part in whatsoever battles or adventures might arise, King 
Arthur resolved to follow all his enemies to their own coasts. Anon he fitted out 
a great fleet, and sailing first to Ireland, in one battle he miserably routed the 
people of the country. The King of Ireland also he took prisoner, and forced all 
earls and barons to pay him homage. 

Having conquered Ireland, he went next to Iceland and subdued it also, and 
the winter being then arrived, returned to Britain. 

In the next year he set forth to Norway, whence many times the heathen had 
descended on the British coasts; for he was determined to give so terrible a 
lesson to those savages as should be told through all their tribes both far and 
near, and make his name fearful to them. 

As soon as he was come, Riculf, the king, with all the power of that country, 
met and gave him battle; but, after mighty slaughter, the Britons had at length 
the advantage, and slew Riculf and a countless multitude besides. 

Having thus defeated them, they set the cities on fire, dispersed the country 
people, and pursued the victory till they had reduced all Norway, as also Dacia, 
under the dominion of King Arthur. 

Now, therefore, having thus chastised those pagans who so long had 
harassed Britain, and put his yoke upon them, he voyaged on to Gaul, being 
steadfastly set upon defeating the Roman governor of that province, and so 
beginning to make good the threats which he had sent the emperor by his 
ambassadors. 

So soon as he was landed on the shores of Gaul, there came to him a 
countryman who told him of a fearful giant in the land of Brittany, who had 
slain, murdered, and devoured many people, and had lived for seven years upon 
young children only, "insomuch," said the man, "that all the children of the 
country are destroyed; and but the other day he seized upon our duchess, as she 
rode out with her men, and took her away to his lodging in a cave of a mountain, 
and though five hundred people followed her, yet could they give her no help or 
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rescue, but left her shrieking and crying lamentably in the giant's hands; and, 
Lord, she is thy cousin Hoel's wife, who is of thy near kindred; wherefore, as 
thou art a rightful king, have pity on this lady; and as thou art a valiant 
conqueror, avenge us and deliver us." 

"Alas!" said King Arthur, "this is a great mischief that ye tell of. I had rather 
than the best realm I have, that I had rescued that lady ere the giant laid his hand 
on her; but tell me now, good fellow, canst thou bring me where this giant 
haunteth?" 

"Yea, Lord!" replied the man; "lo, yonder, where thou seest two great fires, 
there shalt thou find him, and more treasure also than is in all Gaul besides." 

Then the king returned to his tent, and, calling Sir Key and Sir Bedwin, 
desired them to get horses ready for himself and them, for that after evensong he 
would ride a pilgrimage with them alone to St. Michael's Mount. So in the 
evening they departed, and rode as fast as they could till they came near the 
mount, and there alighted; and the king commanded the two knights to await him 
at the hill foot, while he went up alone. 

Then he ascended the mountain till he came to a great fire. And there he 
found a sorrowful widow wringing her hands and weeping miserably, sitting by 
a new-made grave. And saluting her, King Arthur prayed her wherefore she 
made such heavy lamentations. 

"Sir knight," she said, "speak softly, for yonder is a devil, who, if he hear thy 
voice, will come and straightway slay thee. Alas! what dost thou here? Fifty 
such men as thou were powerless to resist him. Here lieth dead my lady, 
Duchess of Brittany, wife to Sir Hoel, who was the fairest lady in the world, 
foully and shamefully slaughtered by that fiend! Beware that thou go not too 
nigh, for he hath overcome and vanquished fifteen kings, and hath made himself 
a coat of precious stones, embroidered with their beards; but if thou art so hardy, 
and wilt speak with him, at yonder great fire he is at supper." 

"Well," said King Arthur, "I will accomplish mine errand, for all thy fearful 
words;" and so went forth to the crest of the hill, and saw where the giant sat at 
supper, gnawing on a limb of a man, and baking his huge frame by the fire, 
while three damsels turned three spits, whereon were spitted, like larks, twelve 
young children lately born. 

When King Arthur saw all that, his heart bled for sorrow, and he trembled 
for rage and indignation; then lifting up his voice he cried aloud—"God, that 
wieldeth all the world, give thee short life and shameful death, and may the devil 
have thy soul! Why hast thou slain those children and that fair lady! Wherefore 
arise, and prepare thee to perish, thou glutton and fiend, for this day thou shalt 
die by my hands." 
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Then the giant, mad with fury at these words, started up, and seizing a great 
club, smote the king, and struck his crown from off his head. But King Arthur 
smote him with his sword so mightily in return, that all his blood gushed forth in 
streams. 

At that the giant, howling in great anguish, threw away his club of iron, and 
caught the king in both his arms and strove to crush his ribs together. But King 
Arthur struggled and writhed, and twisted him about so that the giant could not 
hold him tightly; and as they fiercely wrestled, they both fell, and rolling over 
one another, tumbled—wrestling, and struggling, and fighting frantically—from 
rock to rock, till they came to the sea. 

And as they tore and strove and tumbled, the king ever and anon smote at the 
giant with his dagger, till his arms stiffened in death around King Arthur's body, 
and groaning horribly, he died. So presently the two knights came and found the 
king locked fast in the giant's arms, and very faint and weary, and loosed him 
from their hold. 

Then the king bade Sir Key to "smite off the giant's head, and set it on the 
truncheon of a spear, and bear it to Sir Hoel, and tell him that his enemy is slain; 
and afterwards let it be fastened to the castle gate, that all the people may behold 
it. And go ye two up on the mountain and fetch me my shield and sword, and 
also the great club of iron ye will see there; and as for the treasure, ye shall find 
there wealth beyond counting, but take as much as ye will, for I have his kirtle 
and the club, I desire no more." 

Then the knights fetched the club and kirtle, as the king had ordered, and 
took the treasure to themselves, as much as they could carry, and returned to the 
army. But when this deed was noised abroad, all the people came in multitudes 
to thank the king, who told them "to give thanks to God, and to divide the giant's 
spoils amongst them equally." And King Arthur desired Sir Hoel to build a 
church upon the mount, and dedicate it to the Archangel Michael. 

On the morrow, all the host moved onwards into the country of Champagne, 
and Flollo, the Roman tribune, retired before them into Paris. But while he was 
preparing to collect more forces from the neighboring countries, King Arthur 
came upon him unawares; and besieged him in the town. 

And when a month had passed, Flollo—full of grief at the starvation of his 
people, who died in hundreds day by day—sent to King Arthur, and desired that 
they two might fight together; for he was a man of mighty stature and courage, 
and thought himself sure of the victory. This challenge, King Arthur, full weary 
of the siege, accepted with great joy, and sent back word to Flollo that he would 
meet him whensoever he appointed. 

And a truce being made on both sides, they met together the next day on the 
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island without the city, where all the people also were gathered to see the issue. 
And as the king and Flollo rode up to the lists, each was so nobly armed and 
horsed, and sat so mightily upon his saddle, that no man could tell which way 
the battle would end. 

When they had saluted one another, and presented themselves against each 
other with their lances aloft, they put spurs to their horses and began a fierce 
encounter. But King Arthur, carrying his spear more warily, struck it on the 
upper part of Flollo's breast, and flung him from his saddle to the earth. Then 
drawing his sword, he cried to him to rise, and rushed upon him; but Flollo, 
starting up, met him with his spear couched, and pierced the breast of King 
Arthur's horse, and overthrew both horse and man. 

The Britons, when they saw their king upon the ground, could scarcely keep 
themselves from breaking up the truce and falling on the Gauls. But as they were 
about to burst the barriers, and rush upon the lists, King Arthur hastily arose, 
and, guarding himself with his shield, ran with speed on Flollo. And now they 
renewed the assault with great rage, being sorely bent upon each other's death. 

At length, Flollo, seizing his advantage, gave King Arthur a huge stroke 
upon the helm, which nigh overthrew him, and drew forth his blood in streams. 

But when King Arthur saw his armor and shield all red with blood, he was 
inflamed with fury, and lifting up Excalibur on high, with all his might, he struck 
Straight through the helmet into Flollo's head, and smote it into halves; and 
Flollo falling backwards, and tearing up the ground with his spurs, expired. 

As soon as this news spread, the citizens all ran together, and, opening the 
gates, surrendered the city to the conqueror. 

And when he had overrun the whole province with his arms, and reduced it 
everywhere to subjection, he returned again to Britain, and held his court at 
Caerleon, with greater state than ever. 

Anon he invited thereto all the kings, dukes, earls, and barons, who owed 
him homage, that he might treat them royally, and reconcile them to each other, 
and to his rule. 

And never was there a city more fit and pleasant for such festivals. For on 
one side it was washed by a noble river, so that the kings and princes from the 
countries beyond sea might conveniently sail up to it; and on the other side, the 
beauty of the groves and meadows, and the stateliness and magnificence of the 
royal palaces, with lofty gilded roofs, made it even rival the grandeur of Rome. 
It was famous also for two great and noble churches, whereof one was built in 
honor of the martyr Julius, and adorned with a choir of virgins who had devoted 
themselves wholly to the service of God; and the other, founded in memory of 
St. Aaron, his companion, maintained a convent of canons, and was the third 
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metropolitan church of Britain. Besides, there was a college of two hundred 
philosophers, learned in astronomy, and all the other sciences and arts. 

In this place, therefore, full of such delights, King Arthur held his court, with 
many jousts and tournaments, and royal huntings, and rested for a season after 
all his wars. 

And on a certain day there came into the court a messenger from Ryence, 
King of North Wales, bearing this message from his master: That King Ryence 
had discomfited eleven kings, and had compelled each one of them to cut off his 
beard; that he had trimmed a mantle with these beards, and lacked but one more 
beard to finish it; and that he therefore now sent for King Arthur's beard, which 
he required of him forthwith, or else he would enter his lands and burn and slay, 
and never leave them till he had taken by force not his beard only, but his head 
also. 

When King Arthur heard these words he flushed all scarlet, and rising in 
great anger said, "Well it is for thee that thou speakest another man's words with 
thy lips, and not thine own. Thou hast said thy message, which is the most 
insolent and villainous that ever man heard sent to any king: now hear my reply. 
My beard is yet too young to trim that mantle of thy master's with; yet, young 
although I be, I owe no homage either to him or any man—nor will ever owe. 
But, young although I be, I will have thy master's homage upon both his knees 
before this year be past, or else he shall lose his head, by the faith of my body, 
for this message is the shamefullest I ever heard speak of. I see well thy king 
hath never yet met with a worshipful man; but tell him that King Arthur will 
have his head or his worship right soon." 

Then the messenger departed, and Arthur, looking round upon his knights, 
demanded of them if any there knew this King Ryence. "Yea," answered Sir 
Noran, "I know him well, and there be few better or stronger knights upon a field 
than he; and he is passing proud and haughty in his heart; wherefore I doubt not, 
Lord, he will make war on thee with mighty power." 

"Well," said King Arthur, "I shall be ready for him, and that shall he find." 

While the king thus spoke, there came into the hall a damsel having on a 
mantle richly furred, which she let fall, and showed herself to be girded with a 
noble sword. The king being surprised at this, said, "Damsel, wherefore art thou 
girt with that sword, for it beseemeth thee not?" "Sir," said she, "I will tell thee. 
This sword wherewith I am thus girt gives me great sorrow and encumbrance, 
for I may not be delivered from it till I find a knight faithful and pure and true, 
strong of body and of valiant deeds, without guile or treachery, who shall be able 
to draw it from its scabbard, which no man else can do. And I have but just now 
come from the court of King Ryence, for there they told me many great and 
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good knights were to be ever found; but he and all his knights have tried to draw 
it forth in vain—for none of them can move it." 

"This is a great marvel," said King Arthur; "I will myself try to draw forth 
this sword, not thinking in my heart that I am the best knight, but rather to begin 
and give example that all may try after me." Saying this, he took the sword and 
pulled at it with all his might, but could not shake or move it. 

"Thou needest not strive so hard, Lord," said the damsel, "for whoever may 
be able to pull it forth shall do so very easily." 

"Thou sayest well," replied the king, remembering how he had himself 
drawn forth the sword from the stone before St. Paul's. "Now try ye, all my 
barons; but beware ye be not stained with shame, or any treachery, or guile." 
And turning away his face from them, King Arthur mused full heavily on sins 
within his breast he knew of, and which his failure brought to mind right sadly. 

Then all the barons present tried each after other, but could none of them 
succeed; whereat the damsel greatly wept, and said, "Alas, alas! I thought in this 
court to have found the best knight, without shame or treachery or treason." 

Now by chance there was at that time a poor knight with King Arthur, who 
had been prisoner at his court for half a year or more, charged with slaying 
unawares a knight who was a cousin of the king's. He was named Balin le 
Savage, and had been by the good offices of the barons delivered from prison, 
for he was of good and valiant address and gentle blood. He being secretly 
present at the court saw this advantage, and felt his heart rise high within him, 
and longed to try the sword as did the others; but being poor and poorly clad, he 
was ashamed to come forward in the press of knights and nobles. But in his heart 
he felt assured that he could do better—if Heaven willed—than any knight 
among them all. 

So as the damsel left the king, he called to her and said, "Damsel, I pray thee 
of thy courtesy, suffer me to try the sword as well as all these lords; for though I 
be but poorly clad, I feel assurance in my heart." 

The damsel looked at him, saw in him a likely and an honest man, but 
because of his poor garments could not think him to be any knight of worship, 
and said, "Sir, there is no need to put me to any more pain or labor; why shouldst 
thou succeed where so many worthy ones have failed?" 

"Ah, fair lady," answered Balin, "worthiness and brave deeds are not shown 
by fair raiment but manhood and truth lie hid within the heart. There be many 
worshipful knights unknown to all the people." 

"By my faith, thou sayest truth," replied the damsel; "try therefore, if thou 
wilt, what thou canst do." 

So Balin took the sword by the girdle and hilt, and drew it lightly out, and 
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looking on its workmanship and brightness, it pleased him greatly. 

But the king and all the barons marveled at Sir Balin's fortune, and many 
knights were envious of him, for, "Truly," said the damsel, "this is a passing 
good knight, and the best man I have ever found, and the most worshipfully free 
from treason, treachery, or villainy, and many wonders shall he achieve. 

"Now, gentle and courteous knight," continued she, turning to Balin, "give 
me the sword again." 

"Nay,' said Sir Balin, "save it be taken from me by force, I shall preserve 
this sword for evermore." 

"Thou art not wise," replied the damsel, "to keep it from me; for if thou wilt 
do so, thou shall slay with it the best friend thou hast, and the sword shall be 
thine own destruction also." 

"I will take whatever adventure God may send," said Balin; "but the sword 
will I keep, by the faith of my body." 

"Thou will repent it shortly," said the damsel; "I would take the sword for 
thy sake rather than for mine, for I am passing grieved and heavy for thy sake, 
who wilt not believe the peril I foretell thee." With that she departed, making 
great lamentation. 

Then Balin sent for his horse and armor, and took his leave of King Arthur, 
who urged him to stay at his court. "For," said he, "I believe that thou art 
displeased that I showed thee unkindness; blame me not overmuch, for I was 
misinformed against thee, and knew not truly what a knight of worship thou art. 
Abide in this court with my good knights, and I will so advance thee that thou 
shalt be well pleased." 

"God thank thee, Lord," said Balin, "for no man can reward thy bounty and 
thy nobleness; but at this time I must needs depart, praying thee ever to hold me 
in thy favor." 

"Truly," said King Arthur, "I am grieved for thy departure; but tarry not long, 
and thou shalt be right welcome to me and all my knights when thou returnest, 
and I will repair my neglect and all that I have done amiss against thee." 

"God thank thee, Lord," again said Balin, and made ready to depart. 

But meanwhile came into the court a lady upon horseback, full richly 
dressed, and saluted King Arthur, and asked him for the gift that he had 
promised her when she gave him his sword Excalibur, "for," said she, "I am the 
lady of the lake." 

"Ask what thou wilt," said the king, "and thou shalt have it, if I have power 
to give." 

"I ask," said she, "the head of that knight who hath just achieved the sword, 
or else the damsel's head who brought it, or else both; for the knight slew my 
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brother, and the lady caused my father's death." 

"Truly," said King Arthur, "I cannot grant thee this desire; it were against my 
nature and against my name; but ask whatever else thou wilt, and I will do it." 

"T will demand no other thing," said she. 

And as she spake came Balin, on his way to leave the court, and saw her 
where she stood, and knew her straightway for his mother's murderess, whom he 
had sought in vain three years. And when they told him that she had asked King 
Arthur for his head, he went up straight to her and said, "May evil have thee! 
Thou desirest my head, therefore shalt thou lose thine"; and with his sword he 
lightly smote her head off, in the presence of the king and all the court. 

"Alas, for shame!" cried out King Arthur, rising up in wrath; "why hast thou 
done this, shaming both me and my court? I am beholden greatly to this lady, 
and under my safe conduct came she here; thy deed is passing shameful; never 
shall I forgive thy villainy." 

"Lord," cried Sir Balin, "hear me; this lady was the falsest living, and by her 
witchcraft hath destroyed many, and caused my mother also to be burnt to death 
by her false arts and treachery." 

"What cause soever thou mightest have had," said the king, "thou shouldst 
have forborne her in my presence. Deceive not thyself, thou shalt repent this sin, 
for such a shame was never brought upon my court; depart now from my face 
with all the haste thou mayest." 

Then Balin took up the head of the lady and carried it to his lodgings, and 
rode forth with his squire from out the town. Then said he, "Now must we part; 
take ye this head and bear it to my friends in Northumberland, and tell them how 
I speed, and that our worst foe is dead; also tell them that I am free from prison, 
and of the adventure of my sword." 

"Alas!" said the squire, "ye are greatly to blame to have so displeased King 
Arthur." 

"As for that," said Sir Balin, "I go now to find King Ryence, and destroy him 
or lose my life; for should I take him prisoner, and lead him to the court, 
perchance King Arthur would forgive me, and become my good and gracious 
lord." 

"Where shall I meet thee again?” said the squire. 

"In King Arthur's court," said Balin. 
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CHAPTER V 
SIR BALIN FIGHTS WITH HIS BROTHER, SIR 
BALAN 


® 


Now there was a knight at the court more envious than the others of Sir 
Balin, for he counted himself one of the best knights in Britain. His name was 
Lancear; and going to the king, he begged leave to follow after Sir Balin and 
avenge the insult he had put upon the court. "Do thy best," replied the king, "for 
I am passing wroth with Balin." 

In the meantime came Merlin, and was told of this adventure of the sword 
and lady of the lake. 

"Now hear me," said he, "when I tell ye that this lady who hath brought the 
sword is the falsest damsel living." 

"Say not so," they answered, "for she hath a brother a good knight, who slew 
another knight this damsel loved; so she, to be revenged upon her brother, went 
to the Lady Lile, of Avilion, and besought her help. Then Lady Lile gave her the 
sword, and told her that no man should draw it forth but one, a valiant knight and 
strong, who should avenge her on her brother. This, therefore, was the reason 
why the damsel came here." 

"I know it all as well as ye do," answered Merlin; "and would to God she had 
never come hither, for never came she into any company but to do harm; and 
that good knight who hath achieved the sword shall be himself slain by it, which 
shall be great harm and loss, for a better knight there liveth not; and he shall do 
unto my lord the king great honor and service." 

Then Sir Lancear, having armed himself at all points, mounted, and rode 
after Sir Balin, as fast as he could go, and overtaking him, he cried aloud, 
"Abide, Sir knight! wait yet awhile, or I shall make thee do so." 

Hearing him cry, Sir Balin fiercely turned his horse, and said, "Fair knight, 
what wilt thou with me? wilt thou joust?" 

"Yea," said Sir Lancear, "it is for that I have pursued thee." 

"Peradventure," answered Balin, "thou hadst best have stayed at home, for 
many a man who thinketh himself already victor, endeth by his own downfall. 
Of what court art thou?" 
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"Of King Arthur's court," cried Lancear, "and I am come to revenge the 
insult thou hast put on it this day." 

"Well," said Sir Balin, "I see that I must fight thee, and I repent to be obliged 
to grieve King Arthur or his knights; and thy quarrel seemeth full foolish to me, 
for the damsel that is dead worked endless evils through the land, or else I had 
been loth as any knight that liveth to have slain a lady." 

"Make thee ready," shouted Lancear, "for one of us shall rest forever in this 
field." 

But at their first encounter Sir Lancear's spear flew into splinters from Sir 
Balin's shield, and Sir Balin's lance pierced with such might through Sir 
Lancear's shield, that it rove the hauberk also, and passed through the knight's 
body and the horse's crupper. And Sir Balin turning fiercely round again, drew 
out his sword, and knew not that he had already slain him; and then he saw him 
lie a corpse upon the ground. 

At that same moment came a damsel riding towards him as fast as her horse 
could gallop, who, when she saw Sir Lancear dead, wept and sorrowed out of 
measure, crying, "O, Sir Balin, two bodies hast thou slain, and one heart; and 
two hearts in one body; and two souls also hast thou lost." 

Therewith she took the sword from her dead lover's side—for she was Sir 
Lancear's lady-love—and setting the pommel of it on the ground, ran herself 
through the body with the blade. 

When Sir Balin saw her dead he was sorely hurt and grieved in spirit, and 
repented the death of Lancear, which had also caused so fair a lady's death. And 
being unable to look on their bodies for sorrow, he turned aside into a forest, 
where presently as he rode, he saw the arms of his brother, Sir Balan. And when 
they were met they put off their helms, and embraced each other, kissing, and 
weeping for joy and pity. Then Sir Balin told Sir Balan all his late adventures, 
and that he was on his way to King Ryence, who at that time was besieging 
Castle Terrabil. "I will be with thee," answered Sir Balan, "and we will help each 
other, as brethren ought to do." 

Anon by chance, as they were talking, came King Mark, of Cornwall, by that 
way, and when he saw the two dead bodies of Sir Lancear and his lady lying 
there, and heard the story of their death, he vowed to build a tomb to them before 
he left that place. So pitching his pavilion there, he sought through all the 
country round to find a monument, and found at last a rich and fair one in a 
church, which he took and raised above the dead knight and his damsel, writing 
on it—"Here lieth Lancear, son of the King of Ireland, who, at his own request, 
was Slain by Balin; and here beside him also lieth his lady Colombe, who slew 
herself with her lover's sword for grief and sorrow." 
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Then as Sir Balin and Sir Balan rode away, Merlin met with them, and said 
to Balin, "Thou hast done thyself great harm not to have saved that lady's life 
who slew herself; and because of it, thou shalt strike the most Dolorous Stroke 
that ever man struck, save he that smote our Lord. For thou shalt smite the truest 
and most worshipful of living knights, who shall not be recovered from his 
wounds for many years, and through that stroke three kingdoms shall be 
overwhelmed in poverty and misery." 

"If I believed," said Balin, "what thou sayest, I would slay myself to make 
thee a liar." 

At that Merlin vanished suddenly away; but afterwards he met them in 
disguise towards night, and told them he could lead them to King Ryence, whom 
they sought. "For this night he is to ride with sixty lances only through a wood 
hard by." 

So Sir Balin and Sir Balan hid themselves within the wood, and at midnight 
came out from their ambush among the leaves by the highway, and waited for 
the king, whom presently they heard approaching with his company. Then did 
they suddenly leap forth and smote at him and overthrew him and laid him on 
the ground, and turning on his company wounded and slew forty of them, and 
put the rest to flight. And returning to King Ryence they would have slain him 
there, but he craved mercy, and yielded to their grace, crying, "Knights full of 
prowess, slay me not; for by my life ye may win something—but my death can 
avail ye nought." 

"Ye say truth," said the two knights, and put him in a horse-litter, and went 
swiftly through all the night, till at cock-crow they came to King Arthur's palace. 
There they delivered him to the warders and porters, to be brought before the 
king, with this message—"That he was sent to King Arthur by the knight of the 
two swords" (for so was Balin known by name, since his adventure with the 
damsel) "and by his brother." And so they rode away again ere sunrise. 

Within a month or two thereafter, King Arthur being somewhat sick, went 
forth outside the town, and had his pavilion pitched in a meadow, and there 
abode, and laid him down on a pallet to sleep, but could get no rest. And as he 
lay he heard the sound of a great horse, and looking out of the tent door, saw a 
knight ride by, making great lamentation. 

"Abide, fair sir," said King Arthur, "and tell me wherefore thou makest this 
SOITOW." 

"Ye may little amend it," said the knight, and so passed on. 

Presently after Sir Balin, rode, by chance, past that meadow, and when he 
saw the king he alighted and came to him on foot, and kneeled and saluted him. 

"By my head," said King Arthur, "ye be welcome, Sir Balin;" and then he 
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thanked him heartily for revenging him upon King Ryence, and for sending him 
so speedily a prisoner to his castle, and told him how King Nero, Ryence's 
brother, had attacked him afterwards to deliver Ryence from prison; and how he 
had defeated him and slain him, and also King Lot, of Orkney, who was joined 
with Nero, and whom King Pellinore had killed in the battle. Then when they 
had thus talked, King Arthur told Sir Balin of the sullen knight that had just 
passed his tent, and desired him to pursue him and to bring him back. 

So Sir Balin rode and overtook the knight in a forest with a damsel, and said, 
"Sir knight, thou must come back with me unto my lord, King Arthur, to tell him 
the cause of thy sorrow, which thou hast refused even now to do." 

"That will I not," replied the knight, "for it would harm me much, and do him 
no advantage." 

"Sir," said Sir Balin, "I pray thee make ready, for thou must needs go with 
me—or else I must fight with thee and take thee by force." 

"Wilt thou be warrant for safe conduct, if I go with thee?" inquired the 
knight. 

"Yea, surely," answered Balin, "I will die else." 

So the knight made ready to go with Sir Balin, and left the damsel in the 
wood. 

But as they went, there came one invisible, and smote the knight through the 
body with a spear. "Alas," cried Sir Herleus (for so was he named), "I am slain 
under thy guard and conduct, by that traitor knight called Garlon, who through 
magic and witchcraft rideth invisibly. Take, therefore, my horse, which is better 
than thine, and ride to the damsel whom we left, and follow the quest I had in 
hand, as she will lead thee—and revenge my death when thou best mayest." 

"That will I do," said Sir Balin, "by my knighthood, and so I swear to thee." 

Then went Sir Balin to the damsel, and rode forth with her; she carrying ever 
with her the truncheon of the spear wherewith Sir Herleus had been slain. And as 
they went, a good knight, Perin de Mountbelgard, joined their company, and 
vowed to take adventure with them wheresoever they might go. But presently as 
they passed a hermitage fast by a churchyard, came the knight Garlon, again 
invisible, and smote Sir Perin through the body with a spear, and slew him as he 
had slain Sir Herleus. Whereat, Sir Balin greatly raged, and swore to have Sir 
Garlon's life, whenever next he might encounter and behold him in his bodily 
shape. Anon, he and the hermit buried the good knight Sir Perin, and rode on 
with the damsel till they came to a great castle, whereinto they were about to 
enter. But when Sir Balin had passed through the gateway, the portcullis fell 
behind him suddenly, leaving the damsel on the outer side, with men around her, 
drawing their swords as if to slay her. 
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When he saw that, Sir Balin climbed with eager haste by wall and tower, and 
leaped into the castle moat, and rushed towards the damsel and her enemies, 
with his sword drawn, to fight and slay them. But they cried out, "Put up thy 
sword, Sir knight, we will not fight thee in this quarrel, for we do nothing but an 
ancient custom of this castle." 

Then they told him that the lady of the castle was passing sick, and had lain 
ill for many years, and might never more be cured, unless she had a silver dish 
full of the blood of a pure maid and a king's daughter. Wherefore the custom of 
the castle was, that never should a damsel pass that way but she must give a dish 
full of her blood. Then Sir Balin suffered them to bleed the damsel with her own 
consent, but her blood helped not the lady of the castle. So on the morrow they 
departed, after right good cheer and rest. 

Then they rode three or four days without adventure, and came at last to the 
abode of a rich man, who sumptuously lodged and fed them. And while they sat 
at supper Sir Balin heard a voice of some one groaning grievously. "What noise 
is this?" said he. 

"Forsooth,” said the host, "I will tell you. I was lately at a tournament, and 
there I fought a knight who is brother to King Pelles, and overthrew him twice, 
for which he swore to be revenged on me through my best friend, and so he 
wounded my son, who cannot be recovered till I have that knight's blood, but he 
rideth through witchcraft always invisibly, and I know not his name." 

"Ah," said Sir Balin, "but I know him; his name is Garlon, and he hath slain 
two knights, companions of mine own, in the same fashion, and I would rather 
than all the riches in this realm that I might meet him face to face." 

"Well," said his host, "let me now tell thee that King Pelles hath proclaimed 
in all the country a great festival, to be held at Listeniss, in twenty days from 
now, whereto no knight may come without a lady. At that great feast we might 
perchance find out this Garlon, for many will be there; and if it please thee we 
will set forth together." 

So on the morrow they rode all three towards Listeniss, and traveled fifteen 
days, and reached it on the day the feast began. Then they alighted and stabled 
their horses, and went up to the castle, and Sir Balin's host was denied entrance, 
having no lady with him. But Sir Balin was right heartily received, and taken to 
a chamber, where they unarmed him, and dressed him in rich robes, of any color 
that he chose, and told him he must lay aside his sword. This, however, he 
refused, and said, "It is the custom of my country for a knight to keep his sword 
ever with him; and if I may not keep it here, I will forthwith depart." Then they 
gave him leave to wear his sword. So he went to the great hall, and was set 
among knights of rank and worship, and his lady before him. 
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Soon he found means to ask one who sat near him, "Is there not here a knight 
whose name is Garlon?" 

"Yonder he goeth," said his neighbor, "he with that black face; he is the most 
marvelous knight alive, for he rideth invisibly, and destroyeth whom he will." 

"Ah, well," said Balin, drawing a long breath, "is that indeed the man? I have 
aforetime heard of him." 

Then he mused long within himself, and thought, "If I shall slay him here 
and now, I shall not escape myself; but if I leave him, peradventure I shall never 
meet with him again at such advantage; and if he live, how much more harm and 
mischief will he do!" 

But while he deeply thought, and cast his eyes from time to time upon Sir 
Garlon, that false knight saw that he watched him, and thinking that he could at 
such a time escape revenge, he came and smote Sir Balin on the face with the 
back of his hand, and said, "Knight, why dost thou so watch me? be ashamed, 
and eat thy meat, and do that which thou camest for." 

"Thou sayest well," cried Sir Balin, rising fiercely; "now will I straightway 
do that which I came to do, as thou shalt find." With that he whirled his sword 
aloft and struck him downright on the head, and clove his skull asunder to the 
shoulder. 

"Give me the truncheon,” cried out Sir Balin to his lady, "wherewith he slew 
thy knight." And when she gave it him—for she had always carried it about with 
her, wherever she had gone—he smote him through the body with it, and said, 
"With that truncheon didst thou treacherously murder a good knight, and now it 
sticketh in thy felon body." 

Then he called to the father of the wounded son, who had come with him to 
Listeniss, and said, "Now take as much blood as thou wilt, to heal thy son 
withal." 

But now arose a terrible confusion, and all the knights leaped from the table 
to slay Balin, King Pelles himself the foremost, who cried out, "Knight, thou 
hast slain my brother at my board; die, therefore, die, for thou shalt never leave 
this castle." 

"Slay me, thyself, then," shouted Balin. 

"Yea," said the king, "that will I! for no other man shall touch thee, for the 
love I bear my brother." 

Then King Pelles caught in his hand a grim weapon and smote eagerly at 
Balin, but Balin put his sword between his head and the king's stroke, and saved 
himself but lost his sword, which fell down smashed and shivered into pieces by 
the blow. So being weaponless he ran to the next room to find a sword, and so 
from room to room, with King Pelles after him, he in vain ever eagerly casting 
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his eyes round every place to find some weapon. 

At last he ran into a chamber wondrous richly decked, where was a bed all 
dressed with cloth of gold, the richest that could be thought of, and one who lay 
quite still within the bed; and by the bedside stood a table of pure gold, borne on 
four silver pillars, and on the table stood a marvelous spear, strangely wrought. 

When Sir Balin saw the spear he seized it in his hand, and turned upon King 
Pelles, and smote at him so fiercely and so sore that he dropped swooning to the 
ground. 

But at that Dolorous and awful Stroke the castle rocked and rove throughout, 
and all the walls fell crashed and breaking to the earth, and Balin himself fell 
also in their midst, struck as it were to stone, and powerless to move a hand or 
foot. And so three days he lay amidst the ruins, until Merlin came and raised him 
up and brought him a good horse, and bade him ride out of that land as swiftly as 
he could. 

"May I not take the damsel with me I brought hither?" said Sir Balin. 

"Lo! where she lieth dead," said Merlin. "Ah, little knowest thou, Sir Balin, 
what thou hast done; for in this castle and that chamber which thou didst defile, 
was the blood of our Lord Christ! and also that most holy cup—the Sangreal— 
wherefrom the wine was drunk at the last supper of our Lord. Joseph of 
Arimathea brought it to this land, when first he came here to convert and save it. 
And on that bed of gold it was himself who lay, and the strange spear beside him 
was the spear wherewith the soldier Longus smote our Lord, which evermore 
had dripped with blood. King Pelles is the nearest kin to Joseph in direct descent, 
wherefore he held these holy things in trust; but now have they all gone at thy 
dolorous stroke, no man knoweth whither; and great is the damage to this land, 
which until now hath been the happiest of all lands, for by that stroke thou hast 
slain thousands, and by the loss and parting of the Sangreal, the safety of this 
realm is put in peril, and its great happiness is gone for evermore." 

Then Balin departed from Merlin, struck to his soul with grief and sorrow, 
and said, "In this world shall we meet never more." 

So he rode forth through the fair cities and the country, and found the people 
lying dead on every side. And all the living cried out on him as he passed, "O 
Balin, all this misery hast thou done! For the dolorous stroke thou gavest King 
Pelles, three countries are destroyed, and doubt not but revenge will fall on thee 
at last!" 

When he had passed the boundary of those countries, he was somewhat 
comforted, and rode eight days without adventure. Anon he came to a cross, 
whereon was written in letters of gold, "It is not for a knight alone to ride 
towards this castle." Looking up, he saw a hoary ancient man come towards him, 


5462 XRN 


who said, "Sir Balin le Savage, thou passest thy bounds this way; therefore turn 
back again, it will be best for thee;" and with these words he vanished. 

Then did he hear a horn blow as it were the death-note of some hunted beast. 
"That blast," said Balin, "is blown for me, for I am the prey; though yet I be not 
dead." But as he spoke he saw a hundred ladies with a great troop of knights 
come forth to meet him with bright faces and great welcome, who led him to the 
castle and made a great feast, with dancing and minstrelsy and all manner of joy. 

Then the chief lady of the castle said, "Knight with the two swords, thou 
must encounter and fight with a knight hard by, who dwelleth on an island, for 
no man may pass this way without encountering him." 

"It is a grievous custom," answered Sir Balin. 

"There is but one knight to defeat," replied the lady. 

"Well," said Sir Balin, "be it as thou wilt. I am ready and quite willing, and 
though my horse and my body be full weary, yet is my heart not weary, save of 
life. And truly I were glad if I might meet my death." 

"Sir," said one standing by, "methinketh your shield is not good; I will lend 
you a bigger." 

"T thank thee, sir," said Balin, and took the unknown shield and left his own, 
and so rode forth, and put himself and horse into a boat and came to the island. 

As soon as he had landed, he saw come riding towards him, a knight dressed 
all in red, upon a horse trapped in the same color. When the red knight saw Sir 
Balin, and the two swords he wore, he thought it must have been his brother (for 
the red knight was Sir Balan), but when he saw the strange arms on his shield, he 
forgot the thought, and came against him fiercely. At the first course they 
overthrew each other, and both lay swooning on the ground; but Sir Balin was 
the most hurt and bruised, for he was weary and spent with traveling. So Sir 
Balan rose up first to his feet and drew his sword, and Sir Balin painfully rose 
against him and raised his shield. Then Sir Balan smote him through the shield 
and brake his helmet; and Sir Balin, in return, smote at him with his fated sword, 
and had wellnigh slain his brother. And so they fought till their breaths failed. 

Then Sir Balin, looking up, saw all the castle towers stand full of ladies. So 
they went again to battle, and wounded each other full sore, and paused, and 
breathed again, and then again began the fight; and this for many times they did, 
till all the ground was red with blood. And by now, each had full grievously 
wounded the other with seven great wounds, the least of which might have 
destroyed the mightiest giant in the world. But still they rose against each other, 
although their hauberks now were all unnailed, and they smiting at each other's 
naked bodies with their sharp swords. At the last, Sir Balan, the younger brother, 
withdrew a little space and laid him down. 
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Then said Sir Balin le Savage, "What knight art thou? for never before have I 
found a knight to match me thus." 

"My name," said he, all faintly, "is Balan, brother to the good knight Sir 
Balin." 

"Ah, God!" cried Balin, "that ever I should see this day!" and therewith fell 
down backwards in a swoon. 

Then Sir Balan crept with pain upon his feet and hands, and put his brother's 
helmet off his head, but could not know him by his face, it was so hewed and 
bloody. But presently, when Sir Balin came to, he said, "Oh! Balan, mine own 
brother, thou hast slain me, and I thee! All the wide world saw never greater 
grief!" 

"Alas!" said Sir Balan, "that I ever saw this day; and through mishap alone I 
knew thee not, for when I saw thy two swords, if it had not been for thy strange 
shield, I should have known thee for my brother." 

"Alas!" said Balin, "all this sorrow lieth at the door of one unhappy knight 
within the castle, who made me change my shield. If I might live, I would 
destroy that castle and its evil customs." 

"It were well done," said Balan, "for since I first came hither I have never 
been able to depart, for here they made me fight with one who kept this island, 
whom I slew, and by enchantment I might never quit it more; nor couldst thou, 
brother, hadst thou slain me, and escaped with thine own life." 

Anon came the lady of the castle, and when she heard their talk, and saw 
their evil case, she wrung her hands and wept bitterly. So Sir Balan prayed the 
lady of her gentleness that, for his true service, she would bury them both 
together in that place. This she granted, weeping full sore, and said it should be 
done right solemnly and richly, and in the noblest manner possible. Then did 
they send for a priest, and received the holy sacrament at his hands. And Balin 
said, "Write over us upon our tomb, that here two brethren slew each other; then 
shall never good knight or pilgrim pass this way but he will pray for both our 
souls." And anon Sir Balan died, but Sir Balin died not till the midnight after; 
and then they both were buried. 

On the morrow of their death came Merlin, and took Sir Balin's sword and 
fixed on it anew pommel, and set it in a mighty stone, which then, by magic, he 
made float upon the water. And so, for many years, it floated to and fro around 
the island, till it swam down the river to Camelot, where young Sir Galahad 
achieved it, as shall be told hereafter. 
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CHAPTER VI 
THE MARRIAGE OF ARTHUR AND GUINEVERE 
AND THE FOUNDING OF THE ROUND TABLE 


4 


It befell upon a certain day, that King Arthur said to Merlin, "My lords and 
knights do daily pray me now to take a wife; but I will have none without thy 
counsel, for thou hast ever helped me since I came first to this crown." 

"Tt is well," said Merlin, "that thou shouldst take a wife, for no man of 
bounteous and noble nature should live without one; but is there any lady whom 
thou lovest better than another?" 

"Yea," said King Arthur, "I love Guinevere, the daughter of King 
Leodegrance, of Camelgard, who also holdeth in his house the Round Table that 
he had from my father Uther; and as I think, that damsel is the gentlest and the 
fairest lady living." 

"Sir," answered Merlin, "as for her beauty, she is one of the fairest that do 
live; but if ye had not loved her as ye do, I would fain have had ye choose some 
other who was both fair and good. But where a man's heart is set, he will be loth 
to leave." This Merlin said, knowing the misery that should hereafter happen 
from this marriage. 

Then King Arthur sent word to King Leodegrance that he mightily desired to 
wed his daughter, and how that he had loved her since he saw her first, when 
with Kings Ban and Bors he rescued Leodegrance from King Ryence of North 
Wales. 

When King Leodegrance heard the message, he cried out, "These be the best 
tidings I have heard in all my life—so great and worshipful a prince to seek my 
daughter for his wife! I would fain give him half my lands with her straightway, 
but that he needeth none—and better will it please him that I send him the 
Round Table of King Uther, his father, with a hundred good knights towards the 
furnishing of it with guests, for he will soon find means to gather more, and 
make the table full." 

Then King Leodegrance delivered his daughter Guinevere to the messengers 
of King Arthur, and also the Round Table with the hundred knights. 

So they rode royally and freshly, sometimes by water and sometimes by 
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land, towards Camelot. And as they rode along in the spring weather, they made 
full many sports and pastimes. And, in all those sports and games, a young 
knight lately come to Arthur's, court, Sir Lancelot by name, was passing strong, 
and won praise from all, being full of grace and hardihood; and Guinevere also 
ever looked on him with joy. And always in the eventide, when the tents were 
set beside some stream or forest, many minstrels came and sang before the 
knights and ladies as they sat in the tent-doors, and many knights would tell 
adventures; and still Sir Lancelot was foremost, and told the knightliest tales, 
and sang the goodliest songs, of all the company. 

And when they came to Camelot, King Arthur made great joy, and all the 
city with him; and riding forth with a great retinue he met Guinevere and her 
company, and led her through the streets all filled with people, and in the midst 
of all their shoutings and the ringing of church bells, to a palace hard by his own. 

Then, in all haste, the king commanded to prepare the marriage and the 
coronation with the stateliest and most honorable pomp that could be made. And 
when the day was come, the archbishops led the king to the cathedral, whereto 
he walked, clad in his royal robes, and having four kings, bearing four golden 
swords, before him; a choir of passing sweet music going also with him. 

In another part, was the queen dressed in her richest ornaments, and led by 
archbishops and bishops to the Chapel of the Virgins, the four queens also of the 
four kings last mentioned walked before her, bearing four white doves, 
according to ancient custom; and after her there followed many damsels, singing 
and making every sign of joy. 

And when the two processions were come to the churches, so wondrous was 
the music and the singing, that all the knights and barons who were there pressed 
on each other, as in the crowd of battle, to hear and see the most they might. 

When the king was crowned, he called together all the knights that came 
with the Round Table from Camelgard, and twenty-eight others, great and 
valiant men, chosen by Merlin out of all the realm, towards making up the full 
number of the table. Then the Archbishop of Canterbury blessed the seats of all 
the knights, and when they rose again therefrom to pay their homage to King 
Arthur, there was found upon the back of each knight's seat his name, written in 
letters of gold. But upon one seat was found written, "This is the Siege Perilous, 
wherein if any man shall sit save him whom Heaven hath chosen, he shall be 
devoured by fire." 

Anon came young Gawain, the king's nephew, praying to be made a knight, 
whom the king knighted then and there. Soon after came a poor man, leading 
with him a tall fair lad of eighteen years of age, riding on a lean mare. And 
falling at the king's feet, the poor man said, "Lord, it was told me, that at this 
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time of thy marriage thou wouldst give to any man the gift he asked for, so it 
were not unreasonable.” 

"That is the truth," replied King Arthur, "and I will make it good." 

"Thou sayest graciously and nobly," said the poor man. "Lord, I ask nothing 
else but that thou wilt make my son here a knight." 

"It is a great thing that thou askest," said the king. "What is thy name?" 

"Aries, the cowherd," answered he. 

"Cometh this prayer from thee or from thy son?" inquired King Arthur. 

"Nay, lord, not from myself," said he, "but from him only, for I have thirteen 
other sons, and all of them will fall to any labor that I put them to. But this one 
will do no such work for anything that I or my wife may do, but is for ever 
shooting or fighting, and running to see knights and joustings, and torments me 
both night and day that he be made a knight." 

"What is thy name?" said the king to the young man. 

"My name is Tor," said he. 

Then the king, looking at him steadfastly, was well pleased with his face and 
figure, and with his look of nobleness and strength. 

"Fetch all thy other sons before me," said the king to Aries. But when he 
brought them, none of them resembled Tor in size or shape or feature. 

Then the king knighted Tor, saying, "Be thou to thy life's end a good knight 
and a true, as I pray God thou mayest be; and if thou provest worthy, and of 
prowess, one day thou shalt be counted in the Round Table." Then turning to 
Merlin, Arthur said, "Prophesy now, O Merlin, shall Sir Tor become a worthy 
knight, or not?" 

"Yea, lord," said Merlin, "so he ought to be, for he is the son of that King 
Pellinore whom thou hast met, and proved to be one of the best knights living. 
He is no cowherd's son." 

Presently after came in King Pellinore, and when he saw Sir Tor he knew 
him for his son, and was more pleased than words can tell to find him knighted 
by the king. And Pellinore did homage to King Arthur, and was gladly and 
graciously accepted of the king; and then was led by Merlin to a high seat at the 
Table Round, near to the Perilous Seat. 

But Sir Gawain was full of anger at the honor done King Pellinore, and said 
to his brother Gaheris, "He slew our father, King Lot, therefore will I slay him." 

"Do it not yet," said he; "wait till I also be a knight, then will I help ye in it: it 
is best ye suffer him to go at this time, and not trouble this high feast with blood- 
shed." 

"As ye will, be it," said Sir Gawain. 

Then rose the king and spake to all the Table Round, and charged them to be 
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ever true and noble knights, to do neither outrage nor murder, nor any unjust 
violence, and always to flee treason; also by no means ever to be cruel, but give 
mercy unto him that asked for mercy, upon pain of forfeiting the liberty of his 
court forevermore. Moreover, at all times, on pain of death, to give all succor 
unto ladies and young damsels; and lastly, never to take part in any wrongful 
quarrel, for reward or payment. And to all this he swore them knight by knight. 

Then he ordained that, every year at Pentecost, they should all come before 
him, wheresoever he might appoint a place, and give account of all their doings 
and adventures of the past twelve-month. And so, with prayer and blessing, and 
high words of cheer, he instituted the most noble order of the Round Table, 
whereto the best and bravest knights in all the world sought afterwards to find 
admission. 

Then was the high feast made ready, and the king and queen sat side by side, 
before the whole assembly; and great and royal was the banquet and the pomp. 

And as they sat, each man in his place, Merlin went round and said, "Sit still 
awhile, for ye shall see a strange and marvelous adventure." 

So as they sat, there suddenly came running through the hall, a white hart, 
with a white hound next after him, and thirty couple of black running hounds, 
making full cry; and the hart made circuit of the Table Round, and past the other 
tables; and suddenly the white hound flew upon him and bit him fiercely, and 
tore out a piece from his haunch. Whereat the hart sprang suddenly with a great 
leap, and overthrew a knight sitting at the table, who rose forthwith, and, taking 
up the hound, mounted, and rode fast away. 

But no sooner had he left, than there came in a lady, mounted on a white 
palfrey, who cried out to the king, "Lord, suffer me not to have this injury!—the 
hound is mine which that knight taketh." And as she spake, a knight rode in all 
armed, on a great horse, and suddenly took up the lady and rode away with her 
by force, although she greatly cried and moaned. 

Then the king desired Sir Gawain, Sir Tor, and King Pellinore to mount and 
follow this adventure to the uttermost; and told Sir Gawain to bring back the 
hart, Sir Tor the hound and knight, and King Pellinore the knight and the lady. 

So Sir Gawain rode forth at a swift pace, and with him Gaheris, his brother, 
for a squire. And as they went, they saw two knights fighting on horseback, and 
when they reached them they divided them and asked the reason of their quarrel. 
"We fight for a foolish matter," one replied, "for we be brethren; but there came 
by a white hart this way, chased by many hounds, and thinking it was an 
adventure for the high feast of King Arthur, I would have followed it to have 
gained worship; whereat my younger brother here declared he was the better 
knight and would go after it instead, and so we fight to prove which of us be the 
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better knight." 

"This is a foolish thing," said Sir Gawain. "Fight with all strangers, if ye will, 
but not brother with brother. Take my advice, set on against me, and if ye yield 
to me, as I shall do my best to make ye, ye shall go to King Arthur and yield ye 
to his grace." 

"Sir knight," replied the brothers, "Wwe are weary, and will do thy wish 
without encountering thee; but by whom shall we tell the king that we were 
sent?" 

"By the knight that followeth the quest of the white hart," said Sir Gawain. 
"And now tell me your names, and let us part." 

"Sorlous and Brian of the Forest," they replied; and so they went their way to 
the king's court. 

Then Sir Gawain, still following his quest by the distant baying of the 
hounds, came to a great river, and saw the hart swimming over and near to the 
further bank. And as he was about to plunge in and swim after, he saw a knight 
upon the other side, who cried, "Come not over here, Sir knight, after that hart, 
save thou wilt joust with me." 

"T will not fail for that," said Sir Gawain; and swam his horse across the 
stream. 

Anon they got their spears, and ran against each other fiercely; and Sir 
Gawain smote the stranger off his horse, and turning, bade him yield. 

"Nay," replied he, "not so; for though ye have the better of me on horseback, 
I pray thee, valiant knight, alight, and let us match together with our swords on 
foot." 

"What is thy name?" quoth Gawain. 

"Allardin of the Isles," replied the stranger. 

Then they fell on each other; but soon Sir Gawain struck him through the 
helm, so deeply and so hard, that all his brains were scattered, and Sir Allardin 
fell dead. "Ah," said Gaheris, "that was a mighty stroke for a young knight!" 

Then did they turn again to follow the white hart, and let slip three couple of 
greyhounds after him; and at the last they chased him to a castle, and there they 
overtook and slew him, in the chief courtyard. 

At that there rushed a knight forth from a chamber, with a drawn sword in 
his hand, and slew two of the hounds before their eyes, and chased the others 
from the castle, crying, "Oh, my white hart! alas, that thou art dead! for thee my 
sovereign lady gave to me, and evil have I kept thee; but if I live, thy death shall 
be dear bought." Anon he went within and armed, and came out fiercely, and 
met Sir Gawain face to face. 

"Why have ye slain my hounds?" said Sir Gawain; "they did but after their 
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nature: and ye had better have taken vengeance on me than on the poor dumb 
beasts." 

"T will avenge me on thee, also," said the other, "ere thou depart this place." 

Then did they fight with each other savagely and madly, till the blood ran 
down to their feet. But at last Sir Gawain had the better, and felled the knight of 
the castle to the ground. Then he cried out for mercy, and yielded to Sir Gawain, 
and besought him as he was a knight and gentleman to save his life. "Thou shalt 
die," said Sir Gawain, "for slaying my hounds." 

"T will make thee all amends within my power," replied the knight. 

But Sir Gawain would have no mercy, and unlaced his helm to strike his 
head off; and so blind was he with rage, that he saw not where a lady ran out 
from her chamber and fell down upon his enemy. And making a fierce blow at 
him, he smote off by mischance the lady's head. 

"Alas!" cried Gaheris, "foully and shamefully have ye done—the shame shall 
never leave ye! Why give ye not your mercy unto them that ask it? a knight 
without mercy is without worship also." 

Then Sir Gawain was sore amazed at that fair lady's death, and knew not 
what to do, and said to the fallen knight, "Arise, for I will give thee mercy." 

"Nay, nay," said he, "I care not for thy mercy now, for thou hast slain my 
lady and my love—that of all earthly things I loved the best." 

"I repent me sorely of it," said Sir Gawain, "for I meant to have struck thee: 
but now shalt thou go to King Arthur and tell him this adventure, and how thou 
hast been overcome by the knight that followeth the quest of the white hart." 

"I care not whether I live or die, or where I go," replied the knight. 

So Sir Gawain sent him to the court to Camelot, making him bear one dead 
greyhound before and one behind him on his horse. "Tell me thy name before we 
part," said he. 

"My name is Athmore of the Marsh," he answered. 

Then went Sir Gawain into the castle, and prepared to sleep there and began 
to unarm; but Gaheris upbraided him, saying, "Will ye disarm in this strange 
country? bethink ye, ye must needs have many enemies about." 

No sooner had he spoken than there came out suddenly four knights, well 
armed, and assailed them hard, saying to Sir Gawain, "Thou new-made knight, 
how hast thou shamed thy knighthood! a knight without mercy is dishonored! 
Slayer of fair ladies, shame to thee evermore! Doubt not thou shalt thyself have 
need of mercy ere we leave thee." 

Then were the brothers in great jeopardy, and feared for their lives, for they 
were but two to four, and weary with traveling; and one of the four knights shot 
Sir Gawain with a bolt, and hit him through the arm, so that he could fight no 
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more. But when there was nothing left for them but death, there came four ladies 
forth and prayed the four knights' mercy for the strangers. So they gave Sir 
Gawain and Gaheris their lives, and made them yield themselves prisoners. 

On the morrow, came one of the ladies to Sir Gawain, and talked with him, 
saying, "Sir knight, what cheer?" 

"Not good," said he. 

"It is your own default, sir," said the lady, "for ye have done a passing foul 
deed in slaying that fair damsel yesterday—and ever shall it be great shame to 
you. But ye be not of King Arthur's kin." 

"Yea, truly am I," said he; "my name is Gawain, son of King Lot of Orkney, 
whom King Pellinore slew—and my mother, Belisent, is half-sister to the king." 

When the lady heard that, she went and presently got leave for him to quit 
the castle; and they gave him the head of the white hart to take with him, 
because it was in his quest; but made him also carry the dead lady with him—her 
head hung round his neck and her body lay before him on his horse's neck. 

So in that fashion he rode back to Camelot; and when the king and queen 
saw him, and heard tell of his adventures, they were heavily displeased, and, by 
order of the queen, he was put upon his trial before a court of ladies—who 
judged him to be evermore, for all his life, the knight of ladies' quarrels, and to 
fight always on their side, and never against any, except he fought for one lady 
and his adversary for another; also they charged him never to refuse mercy to 
him that asked it, and swore him to it on the Holy Gospels. Thus ended the 
adventure of the white hart. 

Meanwhile, Sir Tor had made him ready, and followed the knight who rode 
away with the hound. And as he went, there suddenly met him in the road a 
dwarf, who struck his horse so viciously upon the head with a great staff, that he 
leaped backwards a spear's length. 

"Wherefore so smitest thou my horse, foul dwarf?" shouted Sir Tor. 

"Because thou shalt not pass this way," replied the dwarf, "unless thou fight 
for it with yonder knights in those pavilions," pointing to two tents, where two 
great spears stood out, and two shields hung upon two trees hard by. 

"I may not tarry, for Iam on a quest I needs must follow," said Sir Tor. 

"Thou shalt not pass," replied the dwarf, and therewith blew his horn. Then 
rode out quickly at Sir Tor one armed on horseback, but Sir Tor was quick as he, 
and riding at him bore him from his horse, and made him yield. Directly after 
came another still more fiercely, but with a few great strokes and buffets Sir Tor 
unhorsed him also, and sent them both to Camelot to King Arthur. Then came 
the dwarf and begged Sir Tor to take him in his service, "for," said he, "I will 
serve no more recreant knights." 
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"Take then a horse, and come with me," said Tor. 

"Ride ye after the knight with the white hound?" said the dwarf; "I can soon 
bring ye where he is." 

So they rode through the forest till they came to two more tents. And Sir Tor 
alighting, went into the first, and saw three damsels lie there, sleeping. Then 
went he to the other, and found another lady also sleeping, and at her feet the 
white hound he sought for, which instantly began to bay and bark so loudly, that 
the lady woke. But Sir Tor had seized the hound and given it to the dwarf's 
charge. 

"What will ye do, Sir knight?" cried out the lady; "will ye take away my 
hound from me by force?" 

"Yea, lady," said Sir Tor; "for so I must, having the king's command; and I 
have followed it from King Arthur's court, at Camelot, to this place." 

"Well," said the lady, "ye will not go far before ye be ill handled, and will 
repent ye of the quest." 

"T shall cheerfully abide whatsoever adventure cometh, by the grace of God," 
said Sir Tor; and so mounted his horse and began to ride back on his way. But 
night coming on, he turned aside to a hermitage that was in the forest, and there 
abode till the next day, making but sorrowful cheer of such poor food as the 
hermit had to give him, and hearing a Mass devoutly before he left on the 
morrow. 

And in the early morning, as he rode forth with the dwarf towards Camelot, 
he heard a knight call loudly after him, "Turn, turn! Abide, Sir knight, and yield 
me up the hound thou tookest from my lady." At which he turned, and saw a 
great and strong knight, armed full splendidly, riding down upon him fiercely 
through a glade of the forest. 

Now Sir Tor was very ill provided, for he had but an old courser, which was 
as weak as himself, because of the hermit's scanty fare. He waited, nevertheless, 
for the strange knight to come, and at the first onset with their spears, each 
unhorsed the other, and then fell to with their swords like two mad lions. Then 
did they smite through one another's shields and helmets till the fragments flew 
on all sides, and their blood ran out in streams; but yet they carved and rove 
through the thick armor of the hauberks, and gave each other great and ghastly 
wounds. But in the end, Sir Tor, finding the strange knight faint, doubled his 
strokes until he beat him to the earth. Then did he bid him yield to his mercy. 

"That will I not," replied Abellius, "while my life lasteth and my soul is in 
my body, unless thou give me first the hound." 

"I cannot," said Sir Tor, "and will not, for it was my quest to bring again that 
hound and thee unto King Arthur, or otherwise to slay thee." 
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With that there came a damsel riding on a palfrey, as fast as she could drive, 
and cried out to Sir Tor with a loud voice, "I pray thee, for King Arthur's love, 
give me a gift." 

"Ask," said Sir Tor, "and I will give thee." 

"Gramercy," said the lady, "I ask the head of this false knight Abellius, the 
most outrageous murderer that liveth." 

"I repent me of the gift I promised," said Sir Tor. "Let him make thee 
amends for all his trespasses against thee." 

"He cannot make amends," replied the damsel, "for he hath slain my brother, 
a far better knight than he, and scorned to give him mercy, though I kneeled for 
half an hour before him in the mire, to beg it, and though it was but by a chance 
they fought, and for no former injury or quarrel. I require my gift of thee as a 
true knight, or else will I shame thee in King Arthur's court; for this Abellius is 
the falsest knight alive, and a murderer of many." 

When Abellius heard this, he trembled greatly, and was sore afraid, and 
yielded to Sir Tor, and prayed his mercy. 

"I cannot now, Sir knight," said he, "lest I be false to my promise. Ye would 
not take my mercy when I offered it; and now it is too late." 

Therewith he unlaced his helmet, and took it off; but Abellius, in dismal fear, 
struggled to his feet, and fled, until Sir Tor overtook him, and smote off his head 
entirely with one blow. 

"Now, sir," said the damsel, "it is near night, I pray ye come and lodge at my 
castle hard by." 

"T will, with a good will," said he, for both his horse and he had fared but 
poorly since they left Camelot. 

So he went to the lady's castle and fared sumptuously, and saw her husband, 
an old knight, who greatly thanked him for his service, and urged him oftentimes 
to come again. 

On the morrow he departed, and reached Camelot by noon, where the king 
and queen rejoiced to see him, and the king made him Earl; and Merlin 
prophesied that these adventures were but little to the things he should achieve 
hereafter. 

Now while Sir Gawain and Sir Tor had fulfilled their quests, King Pellinore 
pursued the lady whom the knight had seized away from the wedding-feast. And 
as he rode through the woods, he saw in a valley a fair young damsel sitting by a 
well-side, and a wounded knight lying in her arms, and King Pellinore saluted 
her as he passed by. 

As soon as she perceived him she cried out, "Help, help me, knight, for our 
Lord's sake!" But Pellinore was far too eager in his quest to stay or turn, 
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although she cried a hundred times to him for help; at which she prayed to 
heaven he might have such sore need before he died as she had now. And 
presently thereafter her knight died in her arms; and she, for grief and love, slew 
herself with his sword. 

But King Pellinore rode on till he met a poor man, and asked him had he 
seen a knight pass by that way, leading by force a lady with him. 

"Yea, surely,” said the man, "and greatly did she moan and cry; but even 
now another knight is fighting with him to deliver the lady; ride on and thou 
shalt find them fighting still." 

At that King Pellinore rode swiftly on, and came to where he saw the two 
knights fighting, hard by where two pavilions stood. And when he looked in one 
of them, he saw the lady that was his quest, and with her the two squires of the 
two knights who fought. 

"Fair lady," said he, "ye must come with me unto King Arthur's court." 

"Sir knight," said the two squires, "yonder be two knights fighting for this 
lady; go part them, and get their consent to take her, ere thou touch her." 

"Ye say well," said King Pellinore, and rode between the combatants, and 
asked them why they fought. 

"Sir knight," said the one, "yon lady is my cousin, mine aunt's daughter, 
whom I met borne away against her will, by this knight here, with whom I 
therefore fight to free her." 

"Sir knight," replied the other, whose name was Hantzlake of Wentland, "this 
lady got I, by my arms and prowess, at King Arthur's court to-day." 

"That is false," said King Pellinore; "ye stole the lady suddenly, and fled 
away with her, before any knight could arm to stay thee. But it is my service to 
take her back again. Neither of ye shall therefore have her; but if ye will fight for 
her, fight with me now and here." 

"Well," said the knights, "make ready, and we will assail thee with all our 
might." 

Then Sir Hantzlake ran King Pellinore's horse through with his sword, so 
that they might be all alike on foot. But King Pellinore at that was passing wroth, 
and ran upon Sir Hantzlake, with a cry, "Keep well thy head!" and gave him 
such a stroke upon the helm as clove him to the chin, so that he fell dead to the 
ground. When he saw that, the other knight refused to fight, and kneeling down 
said, "Take my cousin the lady with thee, as thy quest is; but as thou art a true 
knight, suffer her to come to neither shame nor harm." 

So the next day King Pellinore departed for Camelot, and took the lady with 
him; and as they rode in a valley full of rough stones, the damsel's horse 
stumbled and threw her, so that her arms were sorely bruised and hurt. And as 
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they rested in the forest for the pain to lessen, night came on, and there they were 
compelled to make their lodging. A little before midnight they heard the trotting 
of a horse. "Be ye still," said King Pellinore, "for now we may hear of some 
adventure," and therewith he armed her. Then he heard two knights meet and 
salute each other, in the dark; one riding from Camelot, the other from the north. 

"What tidings at Camelot?" said one. 

"By my head," said the other, "I have but just left there, and have espied 
King Arthur's court, and such a fellowship is there as never may be broke or 
overcome; for wellnigh all the chivalry of the world is there, and all full loyal to 
the king, and now I ride back homewards to the north to tell our chiefs, that they 
waste not their strength in wars against him." 

"As for all that," replied the other knight, "I am but now from the north, and 
bear with me a remedy, the deadliest poison that ever was heard tell of, and to 
Camelot will I with it; for there we have a friend close to the king, and greatly 
cherished of him, who hath received gifts from us to poison him, as he hath 
promised soon to do." 

"Beware," said the first knight, "of Merlin, for he knoweth all things, by the 
devil's craft." 

"T will not fear for that," replied the other, and so rode on his way. 

Anon King Pellinore and the lady passed on again; and when they came to 
the well at which the lady with the wounded knight had sat, they found both 
knight and damsel utterly devoured by lions and wild beasts, all save the lady's 
head. 

When King Pellinore saw that, he wept bitterly, saying, "Alas! I might have 
saved her life had I but tarried a few moments in my quest." 

"Wherefore make so much sorrow now?" said the lady. 

"I know not," answered he, "but my heart grieveth greatly for this poor lady's 
death, so fair she was and young." 

Then he required a hermit to bury the remains of the bodies, and bare the 
lady's head with him to Camelot, to the court. 

When he was arrived, he was sworn to tell the truth of his quest before the 
King and Queen, and when he had entered the Queen somewhat upbraided him, 
saying, "Ye were much to blame that ye saved not that lady's life." 

"Madam," said he, "I shall repent it all my life." 

"Ay, king," quoth Merlin, who suddenly came in, "and so ye ought to do, for 
that lady was your daughter, not seen since infancy by thee. And she was on her 
way to court, with a right good young knight, who would have been her 
husband, but was slain by treachery of a felon knight, Lorraine le Savage, as 
they came; and because thou wouldst not abide and help her, thy best friend shall 
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fail thee in thine hour of greatest need, for such is the penance ordained thee for 
that deed." 

Then did King Pellinore tell Merlin secretly of the treason he had heard in 
the forest, and Merlin by his craft so ordered that the knight who bare the poison 
was himself soon after slain by it, and so King Arthur's life was saved. 
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CHAPTER VII 
THE ADVENTURE OF ARTHUR AND SIR 
ACCOLON OF GAUL 


® 


Being now happily married, King Arthur for a season took his pleasure, with 
great tournaments, and jousts, and huntings. So once upon a time the king and 
many of his knights rode hunting in a forest, and Arthur, King Urience, and Sir 
Accolon of Gaul, followed after a great hart, and being all three well mounted, 
they chased so fast that they outsped their company, and left them many miles 
behind; but riding still as rapidly as they could go, at length their horses fell dead 
under them. Then being all three on foot, and seeing the stag not far before them, 
very weary and nigh spent—"What shall we do," said King Arthur, "for we are 
hard bested?" "Let us go on afoot," said King Urience, "till we can find some 
lodging." At that they saw the stag lying upon the bank of a great lake, with a 
hound springing at his throat, and many other hounds trooping towards him. So, 
running forward, Arthur blew the death-note on his horn, and slew the hart. Then 
lifting up his eyes he saw before him on the lake a barge, all draped down to the 
water's edge, with silken folds and curtains, which swiftly came towards him, 
and touched upon the sands; but when he went up close and looked in, he saw no 
earthly creature. Then he cried out to his companions, "Sirs, come ye hither, and 
let us see what there is in this ship." So they all three went in, and found it 
everywhere throughout furnished, and hung with rich draperies of silk and gold. 

By this time eventide had come, when suddenly a hundred torches were set 
up on all sides of the barge, and gave a dazzling light, and at the same time came 
forth twelve fair damsels, and saluted King Arthur by his name, kneeling on 
their knees, and telling him that he was welcome, and should have their noblest 
cheer, for which the king thanked them courteously. Then did they lead him and 
his fellows to a splendid chamber, where was a table spread with all the richest 
furniture, and costliest wines and viands; and there they served them with all 
kinds of wines and meats, till Arthur wondered at the splendor of the feast, 
declaring he had never in his life supped better, or more royally. After supper 
they led him to another chamber, than which he had never beheld a richer, where 
he was left to rest. King Urience, also, and Sir Accolon were each conducted 
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into rooms of like magnificence. And so they all three fell asleep, and being very 
weary slept deeply all that night. 

But when the morning broke, King Urience found himself in his own house 
in Camelot, he knew not how; and Arthur awaking found himself in a dark 
dungeon, and heard around him nothing but the groans of woeful knights, 
prisoners like himself. Then said King Arthur, "Who are ye, thus groaning and 
complaining?" And some one answered him, "Alas, we be all prisoners, even 
twenty good knights, and some of us have lain here seven years—some more— 
nor seen the light of day for all that time." "For what cause?" said King Arthur. 
"Know ye not then yourself?" they answered—"we will soon tell you. The lord 
of this strong castle is Sir Damas, and is the falsest and most traitorous knight 
that liveth; and he hath a younger brother, a good and noble knight, whose name 
is Outzlake. This traitor Damas, although passing rich, will give his brother 
nothing of his wealth, and save what Outzlake keepeth to himself by force, he 
hath no share of the inheritance. He owneth, nevertheless, one fair rich manor, 
whereupon he liveth, loved of all men far and near. But Damas is as altogether 
hated as his brother is beloved, for he is merciless and cowardly: and now for 
many years there hath been war between these brothers, and Sir Outzlake 
evermore defieth Damas to come forth and fight with him, body to body, for the 
inheritance; and if he be too cowardly, to find some champion knight that will 
fight for him. And Damas hath agreed to find some champion, but never yet hath 
found a knight to take his evil cause in hand, or wager battle for him. So with a 
strong band of men-at-arms he lieth ever in ambush, and taketh captive every 
passing knight who may unwarily go near and bringeth him into this castle, and 
desireth him either to fight Sir Outzlake, or to lie for evermore indurance. And 
thus hath he dealt with all of us, for we all scorned to take up such a cause for 
such a false foul knight—but rather one by one came here, where many a good 
knight hath died of hunger and disease. But if one of us would fight, Sir Damas 
would deliver all the rest." 

"God of his mercy send you deliverance," said King Arthur, and sat turning 
in his mind how all these things should end, and how he might himself gain 
freedom for so many noble hearts. 

Anon there came a damsel to the king, saying, "Sir, if thou wilt fight for my 
lord thou shalt be delivered out of prison, but else nevermore shalt thou escape 
with thy life." "Nay," said King Arthur, "that is but a hard choice, yet had I 
rather fight than die in prison, and if I may deliver not myself alone, but all these 
others, I will do the battle." "Yea," said the damsel, "it shall be even so." "Then," 
said King Arthur, "I am ready now, if but I had a horse and armor." "Fear not," 
said she, "that shalt thou have presently, and shalt lack nothing proper for the 


5478 XRN 


fight." "Have I not seen thee," said the king, "at King Arthur's court? for it 
seemeth that thy face is known to me." "Nay," said the damsel, "I was never 
there; I am Sir Damas' daughter, and have never been but a day's journey from 
this castle." But she spoke falsely, for she was one of the damsels of Morgan le 
Fay, the great enchantress, who was King Arthur's half-sister. 

When Sir Damas knew that there had been at length a knight found who 
would fight for him, he sent for Arthur, and finding him a man so tall and strong, 
and straight of limb, he was passingly well pleased, and made a covenant with 
him, that he should fight unto the uttermost for his cause, and that all the other 
knights should be delivered. And when they were sworn to each other on the 
Holy Gospels, all those imprisoned knights were straightway led forth and 
delivered, but abode there one and all to see the battle. 

In the meanwhile there had happened to Sir Accolon of Gaul a strange 
adventure; for when he awoke from his deep sleep upon the silken barge, he 
found himself upon the edge of a deep well, and in instant peril of falling 
thereinto. Whereat, leaping up in great affright, he crossed himself and cried 
aloud, "May God preserve my lord King Arthur and King Urience, for those 
damsels in the ship have betrayed us, and were doubtless devils and no women; 
and if I may escape this misadventure, I will certainly destroy them wheresoever 
I may find them." With that there came to him a dwarf with a great mouth, and a 
flat nose, and saluted him, saying that he came from Queen Morgan le Fay. "And 
she greeteth you well," said he, "and biddeth you be strong of heart, for to- 
morrow you shall do battle with a strange knight, and therefore she hath sent you 
here Excalibur, King Arthur's sword, and the scabbard likewise. And she 
desireth you as you do love her to fight this battle to the uttermost, and without 
any mercy, as you have promised her you would fight when she should require it 
of you; and she will make a rich queen forever of any damsel that shall bring her 
that knight's head with whom you are to fight." 

"Well," said Sir Accolon, "tell you my lady Queen Morgan, that I shall hold 
to that I promised her, now that I have this sword—and," said he, "I suppose it 
was to bring about this battle that she made all these enchantments by her craft." 
"You have guessed rightly," said the dwarf, and therewithal he left him. 

Then came a knight and lady, and six squires, to Sir Accolon, and took him 
to a manor house hard by, and gave him noble cheer; and the house belonged to 
Sir Outzlake, the brother of Sir Damas, for so had Morgan le Fay contrived with 
her enchantments. Now Sir Outzlake himself was at that time sorely wounded 
and disabled, having been pierced through both his thighs by a spear-thrust. 
When, therefore, Sir Damas sent down messengers to his brother, bidding him 
make ready by to-morrow morning, and be in the field to fight with a good 
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knight, for that he had found a champion ready to do battle at all points, Sir 
Outzlake was sorely annoyed and distressed, for he knew he had small chance of 
victory, while yet he was disabled by his wounds; notwithstanding, he 
determined to take the battle in hand, although he was so weak that he must 
needs be lifted to his saddle. But when Sir Accolon of Gaul heard this, he sent a 
message to Sir Outzlake offering to take the battle in his stead, which cheered 
Sir Outzlake mightily, who thanked Sir Accolon with all his heart, and joyfully 
accepted him. 

So, on the morrow, King Arthur was armed and well horsed, and asked Sir 
Damas, "When shall we go to the field?" "Sir," said Sir Damas, "you shall first 
hear mass." And when mass was done, there came a squire on a great horse, and 
asked Sir Damas if his knight were ready, "for our knight is already in the field." 
Then King Arthur mounted on horseback, and there around were all the knights, 
and barons, and people of the country; and twelve of them were chosen to wait 
upon the two knights who were about to fight. And as King Arthur sat on 
horseback, there came a damsel from Morgan le Fay, and brought to him a 
sword, made like Excalibur, and a scabbard also, and said to him, "Morgan le 
Fay sendeth you here your sword for her great love's sake." And the king 
thanked her, and believed it to be as she said; but she traitorously deceived him, 
for both sword and scabbard were counterfeit, brittle, and false, and the true 
sword Excalibur was in the hands of Sir Accolon. Then, at the sound of a 
trumpet, the champions set themselves on opposite side of the field, and giving 
rein and spur to their horses urged them to so great a speed that each smiting the 
other in the middle of the shield, rolled his opponent to the ground, both horse 
and man. Then starting up immediately, both drew their swords and rushed 
swiftly together. And so they fell to eagerly, and gave each other many great and 
mighty strokes. 

And as they were thus fighting, the damsel Vivien, lady of the lake, who 
loved King Arthur, came upon the ground, for she knew by her enchantments 
how Morgan le Fay had craftily devised to have King Arthur slain by his own 
sword that day, and therefore came to save his life. And Arthur and Sir Accolon 
were now grown hot against each other, and spared not strength nor fury in their 
fierce assaults; but the king's sword gave way continually before Sir Accolon's, 
so that at every stroke he was sore wounded, and his blood ran from him so fast 
that it was a marvel he could stand. When King Arthur saw the ground so sore 
be-blooded, he bethought him in dismay that there was magic treason worked 
upon him, and that his own true sword was changed, for it seemed to him that 
the sword in Sir Accolon's hand was Excalibur, for fearfully it drew his blood at 
every blow, while what he held himself kept no sharp edge, nor fell with any 
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force upon his foe. 

"Now, knight, look to thyself, and keep thee well from me," cried out Sir 
Accolon. But King Arthur answered not, and gave him such a buffet on the helm 
as made him stagger and nigh fall upon the ground. Then Sir Accolon withdrew 
a little, and came on with Excalibur on high, and smote King Arthur in return 
with such a mighty stroke as almost felled him; and both being now in hottest 
wrath, they gave each other grievous and savage blows. But Arthur all the time 
was losing so much blood that scarcely could he keep upon his feet, yet so full 
was he of knighthood, that knightly he endured the pain, and still sustained 
himself, though now he was so feeble that he thought himself about to die. Sir 
Accolon, as yet, had lost no drop of blood, and being very bold and confident in 
Excalibur, even grew more vigorous and hasty in his assaults. But all men who 
beheld them said they never saw a knight fight half so well as did King Arthur, 
and all the people were so grieved for him that they besought Sir Damas and Sir 
Outzlake to make up their quarrel and so stay the fight; but they would not. 

So still the battle raged, till Arthur drew a little back for breath and a few 
moments’ rest; but Accolon came on after him, following fiercely and crying 
loud, "It is no time for me to suffer thee to rest," and therewith set upon him. 
Then Arthur, full of scorn and rage, lifted up his sword and struck Sir Accolon 
upon the helm so mightily that he drove him to his knees; but with the force of 
that great stroke his brittle, treacherous sword broke short off at the hilt, and fell 
down in the grass among the blood, leaving the pommel only in his hand. At 
that, King Arthur thought within himself that all was over, and secretly prepared 
his mind for death, yet kept himself so knightly sheltered by his shield that he 
lost no ground, and made as though he yet had hope and cheer. Then said Sir 
Accolon, "Sir knight, thou now art overcome and canst endure no longer, seeing 
thou art weaponless, and hast lost already so much blood. Yet am I fully loth to 
slay thee; yield, then, therefore, to me as recreant." "Nay," said King Arthur, 
"that may I not, for I have promised to do battle to the uttermost by the faith of 
my body while my life lasteth; and I had rather die with honor than live with 
shame; and if it were possible for me to die an hundred times, I had rather die as 
often than yield me to thee, for though I lack weapons, I shall lack no worship, 
and it shall be to thy shame to slay me weaponless." "Aha," shouted then Sir 
Accolon, "as for the shame, I will not spare; look to thyself, sir knight, for thou 
art even now but a dead man." Therewith he drove at him with pitiless force, and 
struck him nearly down; but Arthur evermore waxing in valor as he waned in 
blood, pressed on Sir Accolon with his shield, and hit at him so fiercely with the 
pommel in his hand, as hurled him three strides backward. 

This, therefore, so confused Sir Accolon, that rushing up, all dizzy, to deliver 
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once again a furious blow, even as he struck, Excalibur, by Vivien's magic, fell 
from out his hands upon the earth. Beholding which, King Arthur lightly sprang 
to it, and grasped it, and forthwith felt it was his own good sword, and said to it, 
"Thou hast been from me all too long, and done me too much damage." Then 
spying the scabbard hanging by Sir Accolon's side, he sprang and pulled it from 
him, and cast it away as far as he could throw it; for so long as he had worn it, 
Arthur knew his life would have been kept secure. "Oh, knight!" then said the 
king, "thou hast this day wrought me much damage by this sword, but now art 
thou come to thy death, for I shall not warrant thee but that thou shalt suffer, ere 
we part, somewhat of that thou hast made me suffer." And therewithal King 
Arthur flew at him with all his might, and pulled him to the earth, and then 
struck off his helm, and gave him on the head a fearful buffet, till the blood 
leaped forth. "Now will I slay thee!" cried King Arthur; for his heart was 
hardened, and his body all on fire with fever, till for a moment he forgot his 
knightly mercy. "Slay me thou mayest," said Sir Accolon, "for thou art the best 
knight I ever found, and I see well that God is with thee; and I, as thou hast, have 
promised to fight this battle to the uttermost, and never to be recreant while I 
live; therefore shall I never yield me with my mouth, and God must do with my 
body what he will." And as Sir Accolon spoke, King Arthur thought he knew his 
voice; and parting all his blood-stained hair from out his eyes, and leaning down 
towards him, saw, indeed, it was his friend and own true knight. Then said he— 
keeping his own visor down—"I pray thee tell me of what country art thou, and 
what court?" "Sir knight," he answered, "I am of King Arthur's court, and my 
name is Sir Accolon of Gaul." Then said the king, "Oh, sir knight! I pray thee 
tell me who gave thee this sword? and from whom thou hadst it?" 

Then said Sir Accolon, "Woe worth this sword, for by it I have gotten my 
death. This sword hath been in my keeping now for almost twelve months, and 
yesterday Queen Morgan le Fay, wife of King Urience, sent it to me by a dwarf, 
that therewith I might in some way slay her brother, King Arthur; for thou must 
understand that King Arthur is the man she hateth most in all the world, being 
full of envy and jealousy because he is of greater worship and renown than any 
other of her blood. She loveth me also as much as she doth hate him; and if she 
might contrive to slay King Arthur by her craft and magic, then would she 
straightway kill her husband also, and make me the king of all this land, and 
herself my queen, to reign with me; but now," said he, "all that is over, for this 
day I am come to my death." 

"It would have been sore treason of thee to destroy thy lord," said Arthur. 
"Thou sayest truly," answered he; "but now that I have told thee, and openly 
confessed to thee all that foul treason whereof I now do bitterly repent, tell me, I 
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pray thee, whence art thou, and of what court?" "O, Sir Accolon!" said King 
Arthur, "learn that I am myself King Arthur." When Sir Accolon heard this he 
cried aloud, "Alas, my gracious lord! have mercy on me, for I knew thee not." 
"Thou shalt have mercy," said he, "for thou knewest not my person at this time; 
and though by thine own confession thou art a traitor, yet do I blame thee less, 
because thou hast been blinded by the false crafts of my sister Morgan le Fay, 
whom I have trusted more than all others of my kin, and whom I now shall know 
well how to punish." Then did Sir Accolon cry loudly, "O, lords, and all good 
people! this noble knight that I have fought with is the noblest and most 
worshipful in all the world; for it is King Arthur, our liege lord and sovereign 
king; and full sorely I repent that I have ever lifted lance against him, though in 
ignorance I did it." 

Then all the people fell down on their knees and prayed the pardon of the 
king for suffering him to come to such a strait. But he replied, "Pardon ye cannot 
have, for, truly, ye have nothing sinned; but here ye see what ill adventure may 
ofttimes befall knights-errant, for to my own hurt, and his danger also, I have 
fought with one of my own knights." 

Then the king commanded Sir Damas to surrender to his brother the whole 
manor, Sir Outzlake only yielding him a palfrey every year; "for," said he 
scormnfully, "it would become thee better to ride on than a courser;" and ordered 
Damas, upon pain of death, never again to touch or to distress knights-errant 
riding on their adventures; and also to make full compensation and satisfaction 
to the twenty knights whom he had held in prison. "And if any of them," said the 
king, "come to my court complaining that he hath not had full satisfaction of 
thee for his injuries, by my head, thou shalt die therefor." 

Afterwards, King Arthur asked Sir Outzlake to come with him to his court, 
where he should become a knight of his, and, if his deeds were noble, be 
advanced to all he might desire. 

So then he took his leave of all the people and mounted upon horseback, and 
Sir Accolon went with him to an abbey hard by, where both their wounds were 
dressed. But Sir Accolon died within four days after. And when he was dead, the 
king sent his body to Queen Morgan, to Camelot, saying that he sent her a 
present in return for the sword Excalibur which she had sent him by the damsel. 

So, on the morrow, there came a damsel from Queen Morgan to the king, 
and brought with her the richest mantle that ever was seen, for it was set as full 
of precious stones as they could stand against each other, and they were the 
richest stones that ever the king saw. And the damsel said, "Your sister sendeth 
you this mantle, and prayeth you to take her gift, and in whatsoever thing she 
hath offended you, she will amend it at your pleasure." To this the king replied 
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not, although the mantle pleased him much. With that came in the lady of the 
lake, and said, "Sir, put not on this mantle till thou hast seen more; and in nowise 
let it be put upon thee, or any of thy knights, till ye have made the bringer of it 
first put it on her." "It shall be done as thou dost counsel," said the king. Then 
said he to the damsel that came from his sister, '"Damsel, I would see this mantle 
ye have brought me upon yourself." "Sir," said she, "it will not beseem me to 
wear a knight's garment." "By my head," said King Arthur, "thou shalt wear it 
ere it go on any other person's back!" And so they put it on her by force, and 
forthwith the garment burst into a flame and burned the damsel into cinders. 
When the king saw that, he hated that false witch Morgan le Fay with all his 
heart, and evermore was deadly quarrel between her and Arthur to their lives' 
end. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
ARTHUR IS CROWNED EMPEROR AT ROME 


¢ 


And now again the second time there came ambassadors from Lucius 
Tiberius, Emperor of Rome, demanding, under pain of war, tribute and homage 
from King Arthur, and the restoration of all Gaul, which he had conquered from 
the tribune Flollo. 

When they had delivered their message, the king bade them withdraw while 
he consulted with his knights and barons what reply to send. Then some of the 
younger knights would have slain the ambassadors, saying that their speech was 
a rebuke to all who heard the king insulted by it. But when King Arthur heard 
that, he ordered none to touch them upon pain of death; and sending officers, he 
had them taken to a noble lodging, and there entertained with the best cheer. 
"And," said he, "let no dainty be spared, for the Romans are great lords; and 
though their message please me not, yet must I remember mine honor." 

Then the lords and knights of the Round Table were called on to declare their 
counsel—what should be done upon this matter; and Sir Cador of Cornwall 
speaking first, said, "Sir, this message is the best news I have heard for a long 
time, for we have been now idle and at rest for many days, and I trust that thou 
wilt make sharp war upon the Romans, wherein, I doubt not, we shall all gain 
honor." 

"I believe well," said Arthur, "that thou art pleased, Sir Cador; but that is 
scarce an answer to the Emperor of Rome, and his demand doth grieve me 
sorely, for truly I will never pay him tribute; wherefore, lords, I pray ye counsel 
me. Now, I have understood that Belinus and Brennius, knights of Britain, held 
the Roman Empire in their hands for many days, and also Constantine, the son of 
Helen, which is open evidence, not only that we owe Rome no tribute, but that I, 
being descended from them, may, of right, myself claim the empire." 

Then said King Anguish of Scotland, "Sir, thou oughtest of right to be above 
all other kings, for in all Christendom is there not thine equal; and I counsel thee 
never to obey the Romans. For when they reigned here they grievously 
distressed us, and put the land to great and heavy burdens; and here, for my part, 
I swear to avenge me on them when I may, and will furnish thee with twenty 
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thousand men-at-arms, whom I will pay and keep, and who shall wait on thee 
with me, when it shall please thee." 

Then the King of Little Britain rose and promised King Arthur thirty 
thousand men; and likewise many other kings, and dukes, and barons, promised 
aid—as the lord of West Wales thirty thousand men, Sir Ewaine and his cousin 
thirty thousand men, and so forth; Sir Lancelot also, and every other knight of 
the Round Table, promised each man a great host. 

So the king, passing joyful at their courage and good will, thanked them all 
heartily, and sent for the ambassadors again, to hear his answer. "I will," said he, 
"that ye now go back straightway unto the Emperor your master, and tell him 
that I give no heed to his words, for I have conquered all my kingdoms by the 
will of God and by my own right arm, and I am strong enough to keep them, 
without paying tribute to any earthly creature. But, on the other hand, I claim 
both tribute and submission from himself, and also claim the sovereignty of all 
his empire, whereto I am entitled by the right of my own ancestors—sometime 
kings of this land. And say to him that I will shortly come to Rome, and by 
God's grace will take possession of my empire and subdue all rebels. Wherefore, 
lastly, I command him and all the lords of Rome that they forthwith pay me their 
homage, under pain of my chastisement and wrath." 

Then he commanded his treasurers to give the ambassadors great gifts, and 
defray all their charges, and appointed Sir Cador to convey them worshipfully 
out of the land. 

So when they returned to Rome and came before Lucius, he was sore angry 
at their words, and said, "I thought this Arthur would have instantly obeyed my 
orders and have served me as humbly as any other king; but because of his 
fortune in Gaul, he hath grown insolent." 

"Ah, lord," said one of the ambassadors, "refrain from such vain words, for 
truly I and all with me were fearful at his royal majesty and angry countenance. I 
fear me thou hast made a rod for thee more sharp than thou hast counted on. He 
meaneth to be master of this empire; and is another kind of man than thou 
supposest, and holdeth the most noble court of all the world. We saw him on the 
new year's day, served at his table by nine kings, and the noblest company of 
other princes, lords, and knights that ever was in all the world; and in his person 
he is the most manly-seeming man that liveth, and looketh like to conquer all the 
earth." 

Then Lucius sent messengers to all the subject countries of Rome, and 
brought together a mighty army, and assembled sixteen kings, and many dukes, 
princes, lords, and admirals, and a wondrous great multitude of people. Fifty 
giants also, born of fiends, were set around him for a body-guard. With all that 
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host he straightway went from Rome, and passed beyond the mountains into 
Gaul, and burned the towns and ravaged all the country of that province, in rage 
for its submission to King Arthur. Then he moved on towards Little Britain. 

Meanwhile, King Arthur having held a parliament at York, left the realm in 
charge of Sir Badewine and Sir Constantine, and crossed the sea from Sandwich 
to meet Lucius. And so soon as he was landed, he sent Sir Gawain, Sir Bors, Sir 
Lionel, and Sir Bedivere to the Emperor, commanding him "to move swiftly and 
in haste out of his land, and, if not, to make himself ready for battle, and not 
continue ravaging the country and slaying harmless people." Anon, those noble 
knights attired themselves and set forth on horseback to where they saw, in a 
meadow, many silken tents of divers colors, and the Emperor's pavilion in the 
midst, with a golden eagle set above it. 

Then Sir Gawain and Sir Bors rode forward, leaving the other two behind in 
ambush, and gave King Arthur's message. To which the Emperor replied, 
"Return, and tell your lord that Iam come to conquer him and all his land." 

At this, Sir Gawain burned with anger, and cried out, "I had rather than all 
France that I might fight with thee alone!" 

"And I also," said Sir Bors. 

Then a knight named Ganius, a near cousin of the Emperor, laughed out 
aloud, and said, "Lo! how these Britons boast and are full of pride, bragging as 
though they bare up all the world!" 

At these words, Sir Gawain could refrain no longer, but drew forth his sword 
and with one blow shore off Ganius' head; then with Sir Bors, he turned his 
horse and rode over waters and through woods, back to the ambush, where Sir 
Lionel and Sir Bedivere were waiting. The Romans followed fast behind them 
till the knights turned and stood, and then Sir Bors smote the foremost of them 
through the body with a spear, and slew him on the spot. Then came on Calibere, 
a huge Pavian, but Sir Bors overthrew him also. And then the company of Sir 
Lionel and Sir Bedivere brake forth from their ambush and fell on the Romans, 
and slew and hewed them down, and forced them to return and flee, chasing 
them to their tents. 

But as they neared the camp, a great host more rushed forth, and turned the 
battle backwards, and in the turmoil, Sir Bors and Sir Berel fell into the Romans' 
hands. When Sir Gawain saw that, he drew his good sword Galotine, and swore 
to see King Arthur's face no more if those two knights were not delivered; and 
then, with good Sir Idrus, made so sore an onslaught that the Romans fled and 
left Sir Bors and Sir Berel to their friends. So the Britons returned in triumph to 
King Arthur, having slain more than ten thousand Romans, and lost no man of 
worship from amongst themselves. 
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When the Emperor Lucius heard of that discomfiture he arose, with all his 
army, to crush King Arthur, and met him in the vale of Soissons. Then speaking 
to all his host, he said, "Sirs, I admonish you that this day ye fight and acquit 
yourselves as men; and remembering how Rome is chief of all the earth, and 
mistress of the universal world, suffer not these barbarous and savage Britons to 
abide our onset." At that, the trumpets blew so loud, that the ground trembled 
and shook. 

Then did the rival hosts draw near each other with great shoutings; and when 
they closed, no tongue can tell the fury of their smiting, and the sore struggling, 
wounds, and slaughter. Then King Arthur, with his mightiest knights, rode down 
into the thickest of the fight, and drew Excalibur, and slew as lightning slays for 
swiftness and for force. And in the midmost crowd he met a giant, Galapas by 
name, and struck off both his legs at the knee-joints; then saying, "Now art thou 
a better size to deal with!" smote his head off at a second blow: and the body 
killed six men in falling down. 

Anon, King Arthur spied where Lucius fought and worked great deeds of 
prowess with his own hands. Forthwith he rode at him, and each attacked the 
other passing fiercely; till at the last, Lucius struck King Arthur with a fearful 
wound across the face, and Arthur, in return, lifting up Excalibur on high, drove 
it with all his force upon the Emperor's head, shivering his helmet, crashing his 
head in halves, and splitting his body to the breast. And when the Romans saw 
their Emperor dead, they fled in hosts of thousands; and King Arthur and his 
knights, and all his army followed them, and slew one hundred thousand men. 

Then returning to the field, King Arthur rode to the place where Lucius lay 
dead, and round him the kings of Egypt and Ethiopia, and seventeen other kings, 
with sixty Roman senators, all noble men. All these he ordered to be carefully 
embalmed with aromatic gums, and laid in leaden coffins, covered with their 
shields and arms and banners. Then calling for three senators who were taken 
prisoners, he said to them, "As the ransom of your lives, I will that ye take these 
dead bodies and carry them to Rome, and there present them for me, with these 
letters saying I will myself be shortly there. And I suppose the Romans will 
beware how they again ask tribute of me; for tell them, these dead bodies that I 
send them are for the tribute they have dared to ask of me; and if they wish for 
more, when I come I will pay them the rest." 

So, with that charge, the three senators departed with the dead bodies, and 
went to Rome; the body of the Emperor being carried in a chariot blazoned with 
the arms of the empire, all alone, and the bodies of the kings two and two in 
chariots following. 

After the battle, King Arthur entered Lorraine, Brabant, and Flanders, and 
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thence, subduing all the countries as he went, passed into Germany, and so 
beyond the mountains into Lombardy and Tuscany. At length he came before a 
city which refused to obey him, wherefore he sat down before it to besiege it. 
And after a long time thus spent, King Arthur called Sir Florence, and told him 
they began to lack food for his hosts—"And not far from hence," said he, "are 
great forests full of cattle belonging to my enemies. Go then, and bring by force 
all that thou canst find; and take with thee Sir Gawain, my nephew, and Sir 
Clegis, Sir Claremond, the Captain of Cardiff, and a strong band." 

Anon, those knights made ready, and rode over holts and hills, and through 
forests and woods, till they came to a great meadow full of fair flowers and 
grass, and there they rested themselves and their horses that night. And at the 
dawn of the next day, Sir Gawain took his horse and rode away from his fellows 
to seek some adventure. Soon he saw an armed knight walking his horse by a 
wood's side, with his shield laced to his shoulder, and no attendant with him save 
a page, bearing a mighty spear; and on his shield were blazoned three gold 
griffins. When Sir Gawain spied him, he put his spear in rest, and riding straight 
to him, asked who he was. "A Tuscan," said he; "and thou mayest prove me 
when thou wilt, for thou shalt be my prisoner ere we part." 

Then said Sir Gawain, "Thou vauntest thee greatly, and speakest proud 
words; yet I counsel thee, for all thy boastings, look to thyself the best thou 
canst." 

At that they took their spears and ran at each other with all the might they 
had, and smote each other through their shields into their shoulders; and then 
drawing swords smote with great strokes, till the fire sprang out of their helms. 
Then was Sir Gawain enraged, and with his good sword Galotine struck his 
enemy through shield and hauberk, and splintered into piece all the precious 
stones of it, and made so huge a wound that men might see both lungs and liver. 
At that the Tuscan, groaning loudly, rushed on to Sir Gawain, and gave him a 
deep slanting stroke, and made a mighty wound and cut a great vein asunder, so 
that he bled fast. Then he cried out, "Bind thy wound quickly up, Sir knight, for 
thou be-bloodest all thy horse and thy fair armor, and all the surgeons of the 
world shall never staunch thy blood; for so shall it be to whomsoever is hurt with 
this good sword." 

Then answered Sir Gawain, "It grieveth me but little, and thy boastful words 
give me no fear, for thou shalt suffer greater grief and sorrow ere we part; but 
tell me quickly who can staunch this blood." 

"That can I do," said the strange knight, "and will, if thou wilt aid and succor 
me to become christened, and to believe in God, which now I do require of thee 
upon thy manhood." 
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"IT am content," said Sir Gawain; "and may God help me to grant all thy 
wishes. But tell me first, what soughtest thou thus here alone, and of what land 
art thou?" 

"Sir," said the knight, "my name is Prianius, and my father is a great prince, 
who hath rebelled against Rome. He is descended from Alexander and Hector, 
and of our lineage also were Joshua and MaccabA'us. I am of right the king of 
Alexandria, and Africa, and all the outer isles, yet I would believe in the Lord 
thou worshipest, and for thy labor I will give thee treasure enough. I was so 
proud in heart that I thought none my equal, but now have I encountered with 
thee, who hast given me my fill of fighting; wherefore, I pray thee, Sir knight, 
tell me of thyself." 

"Tam no knight," said Sir Gawain; "I have been brought up many years in 
the wardrobe of the noble prince King Arthur, to mind his armor and array." 

"Ah," said Prianius, "if his varlets be so keen and fierce, his knights must be 
passing good! Now, for the love of heaven, whether thou be knight or knave, tell 
me thy name." 

"By heaven!" said Gawain, "now will I tell thee the truth. My name is Sir 
Gawain, and I am a knight of the Round Table." 

"Now am I better pleased," said Prianius, "than if thou hadst given me all the 
province of Paris the rich. I had rather have been torn by wild horses than that 
any varlet should have won such victory over me as thou hast done. But now, Sir 
knight, I warn thee that close by is the Duke of Lorraine, with sixty thousand 
good men of war; and we had both best flee at once, for he will find us else, and 
we be sorely wounded and never likely to recover. And let my page be careful 
that he blow no horn, for hard by are a hundred knights, my servants; and if they 
seize thee, no ransom of gold or silver would acquit thee." 

Then Sir Gawain rode over a river to save himself, and Sir Prianius after 
him, and so they both fled till they came to his companions who were in the 
meadow, where they spent the night. When Sir Whishard saw Sir Gawain so 
hurt, he ran to him weeping, and asked him who it was had wounded him; and 
Sir Gawain told him how he had fought with that man—pointing to Prianius— 
who had salves to heal them both. "But I can tell ye other tidings," said he 
—"that soon we must encounter many enemies, for a great army is close to us in 
our front." 

Then Prianius and Sir Gawain alighted and let their horses graze while they 
unarmed, and when they took this armor and their clothing off, the hot blood ran 
down freshly from their wounds till it was piteous to see. But Prianius took from 
his page a vial filled from the four rivers that flow out of Paradise, and anointed 
both their wounds with a certain balm, and washed them with that water, and 
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within an hour afterwards they were both as sound and whole as ever they had 
been. Then, at the sound of a trumpet, all the knights were assembled to council; 
and after much talking, Prianius said, "Cease your words, for I warn you in 
yonder wood ye shall find knights out of number, who will put out cattle for a 
decoy to lead you on; and ye are not seven hundred!" 

"Nevertheless," said Sir Gawain, "let us at once encounter them, and see 
what they can do; and may the best have the victory." 

Then they saw suddenly an earl named Sir Ethelwold, and the Duke of 
Duchmen come leaping out of ambush of the woods in front, with many a 
thousand after them, and all rode straight down to the battle. And Sir Gawain, 
full of ardor and courage, comforted his knights, saying, "They all are ours." 
Then the seven hundred knights, in one close company, set spurs to their horses 
and began to gallop, and fiercely met their enemies. And then were men and 
horses slain and overthrown on every side, and in and out amidst them all, the 
knights of the Round Table pressed and thrust, and smote down to the earth all 
who withstood them, till at length the whole of them tumed back and fled. 

"By heaven!" said Sir Gawain, "this gladdeneth well my heart, for now 
behold them as they flee! they are full seventy thousand less in number than they 
were an hour ago!" 

Thus was the battle quickly ended, and a great host of high lords and knights 
of Lombardy and Saracens left dead upon the field. Then Sir Gawain and his 
company collected a great plenty of cattle, and of gold and silver, and all kind of 
treasure, and returned to King Arthur, where he still kept the siege. 

"Now God be thanked," cried he; "but who is he that standeth yonder by 
himself, and seemeth not a prisoner?" 

"Sir," said Sir Gawain, "he is a good man with his weapons, and hath 
matched me; but cometh hither to be made a Christian. Had it not been for his 
warnings, we none of us should have been here this day. I pray thee, therefore, 
let him be baptized, for there can be few nobler men, or better knights." 

So Prianius was christened, and made a duke and knight of the Round Table. 

Presently afterwards, they made a last attack upon the city, and entered by 
the walls on every side; and as the men were rushing to the pillage, came the 
Duchess forth, with many ladies and damsels, and kneeled before King Arthur; 
and besought him to receive their submission. To whom the king made answer, 
with a noble countenance, "Madam, be well assured that none shall harm ye, or 
your ladies; neither shall any that belong to thee be hurt; but the Duke must 
abide my judgment." Then he commanded to stay the assault and took the keys 
from the Duke's eldest son, who brought them kneeling. Anon the Duke was sent 
a prisoner to Dover for his life, and rents and taxes were assigned for dowry of 
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the Duchess and her children. 

Then went he on with all his hosts, winning all towns and castles, and 
wasting them that refused obedience, till he came to Viterbo. From thence he 
sent to Rome, to ask the senators whether they would receive him for their lord 
and governor. In answer, came out to him all the Senate who remained alive, and 
the Cardinals, with a majestic retinue and procession; and laying great treasures 
at his feet, they prayed him to come in at once to Rome, and there be peaceably 
crowned as Emperor. "At this next Christmas," said King Arthur, "will I be 
crowned, and hold my Round Table in your city." 

Anon he entered Rome, in mighty pomp and state; and after him came all his 
hosts, and his knights, and princes, and great lords, arrayed in gold and jewels, 
such as never were beheld before. And then was he crowned Emperor by the 
Pope's hands, with all the highest solemnity that could be made. 

Then after his coronation, he abode in Rome for a season, settling his lands 
and giving kingdoms to his knights and servants, to each one after his deserving, 
and in such wise fashion that no man among them all complained. Also he made 
many dukes and earls, and loaded all his men-at-arms with riches and great 
treasures. 

When all this was done, the lords and knights, and all the men of great estate, 
came together before him, and said, "Noble Emperor! by the blessing of Eternal 
God, thy mortal warfare is all finished, and thy conquests all achieved; for now 
in all the world is none so great and mighty as to dare make war with thee. 
Wherefore we beseech and heartily pray thee of thy noble grace, to turn thee 
homeward, and give us also leave to see our wives and homes again, for now we 
have been from them a long season, and all thy journey is completed with great 
honor and worship." 

"Ye say well," replied he, "and to tempt God is no wisdom; therefore make 
ready in all haste, and turn we home to England." 

So King Arthur returned with his knights and lords and armies, in great 
triumph and joy, through all the countries he had conquered, and commanded 
that no man, upon pain of death, should rob or do any violence by the way. And 
crossing the sea, he came at length to Sandwich, where Queen Guinevere 
received him, and made great joy at his arrival. And through all the realm of 
Britain was there such rejoicing as no tongue can tell. 
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CHAPTER IX 
SIR GAWAIN AND THE MAID WITH THE 
NARROW SLEEVES 


® 


Now it happened that as Sir Gawain was riding one day through the country 
he encountered a troop of knights, followed by a squire, who led a Spanish 
charger, and about whose neck was hung a shield. Gawain rode up to the squire 
and said, "Tell me, what is yonder troop that hath ridden by?" 

The squire answered, "Sir, Meliance of Lis, a brave and hardy knight." 

"Is it to him you belong?" Sir Gawain asked. 

"Nay, sir," said the squire, "my master is Teudaves, a knight as worthy as 
this one." 

"Teudaves I know," said Gawain. "Whither fareth he? Tell me the truth." 

"He proceedeth to a tourney, sir, which this Meliance of Lis hath undertaken 
against ThiA@bault of Tintagel. If you will take my advice you will throw 
yourself into the castle, and take part against the outsiders." 

"Was it not,” cried Gawain, "in the house of this ThiA©@bault that Meliance 
of Lis was nurtured?" 

"Aye, sir, so God save me!" said the squire. "His father loved ThiA@bault 
and trusted him so much that on his death-bed he committed to his care his little 
son, whom ThiA@©bault cherished and protected, until the time came when the 
youth petitioned his daughter to give him her love; but she replied that she would 
never do that until he should be made a knight. The youth, being ardent, 
forthwith had himself knighted, and then returned to the maiden. 'Nay,' answered 
the girl to his renewed suit, 'it shall never be, until in my presence you shall have 
achieved such feats of arms that I will know my love hath cost you somewhat; 
for those things which come suddenly are not so sweet as those we earn. If you 
wish my love, take a tournament of my father. I desire to be certain that my love 
would be well placed in case I were to grant it.' What she suggested he 
performed, for love hath such lordship over lovers that those who are under his 
power would never dare refuse whatever it pleased him to enjoin. And you, sir, 
sluggish will you be if you do not enter the castle, for they will need you greatly, 
if you might help them." 
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To which Sir Gawain answered, "Brother, go thy way, it would be wise of 
you, and let my affairs be." So the squire departed, and Gawain rode towards 
Tintagel, for there was no other way by which he could pass. 

Now ThiA©bault had summoned all his kith and kin, who had come, high 
and low, old and young; but he could not get the permission of his council to 
joust with his master, for the councillors feared lest he should utterly ruin their 
castle. Therefore the gates had been walled up with stones and mortar, leaving as 
the only approach one small postern, which had a gate made of copper, as much 
as a cart could haul. Sir Gawain rode to the gate, behind the troop that bore his 
harness, for there was no other road within seven leagues. He found the postern 
shut and so he turned into a close below the tower, that was fenced with a 
palisade. He dismounted under an oak and hung up his shields. Thither came the 
folk from the castle, most of them sorry that the tourney had been abandoned; in 
the fortress was an aged nobleman, great in land and lineage, whose word no one 
disputed. A long way off the troop had been pointed out to him, and before they 
rode into the close he went to ThiA@bault, and said, "Sir, so God save me, I 
have seen two companions of King Arthur, worthy men, who ride this way; I 
advise you to tourney with good hope, for we have brave knights, and servants, 
and archers, who will slay their horses, and I am certain they will joust before 
this gate; if their pride shall bring them the gain will be ours, and theirs will be 
the loss and the shame." 

As a result of this counsel ThiA@bault allowed those who wished to take 
their arms and sally forth. The knights were right glad, and their squires ran after 
their horses, while the dames and the damsels climbed high places to see the 
tourney. Below, in the meadow, they saw the arms of Sir Gawain, and at first 
thought that there were two knights, because two shields hung from the tree. 
They cried out that they were fortunate to see two such knights arm. So some 
thought; but others exclaimed, "Fair Lord God, this knight hath arms and steeds 
sufficient for two; if he hath no companion, what will he do with two shields? 
Never was seen a knight who carried two shields at one and the same time. It is 
very strange if one man means to bear two shields." 

While the ladies talked and the knights went forth from the castle the elder 
daughter of ThiA©@bault mounted to the tower, she on account of whom the 
tournament had been undertaken, and with her her younger sister, whose sleeves 
were so quaint that she was called the Maid with the Narrow Sleeves, for she 
wore them tight. Dames and damsels climbed the tower with them, and the 
tourney was joined in front of the castle. None bore himself so well as Meliance 
of Lis, by the testimony of his fair friend, who said to those about her, "Ladies, 
never did I see a knight who delighted me as doth Meliance of Lis. Is it not a 
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pleasure to see such a knight? That man must have a good seat and be skillful in 
the use of lance and shield who beareth himself so excellently." 

Thereupon her sister, who sat by her side, said that she saw a fairer knight. 
The elder maiden was angry and rose to strike her sister. But the ladies 
interfered, and held her back, so that she missed her blow, which greatly 
incensed her. 

In the tournament many lances were shivered, shields pierced, and knights 
unhorsed; and it went hard with the knight who met Meliance of Lis, for there 
was none he did not throw on the hard ground. If his lance broke, he dealt great 
blows with his sword; and he bore himself better than any other knight on either 
side, to the great joy of his fair friend, who could not resist exclaiming, "Ladies, 
it is wonderful! Behold the best bachelor knight of whom minstrel hath ever 
sung or whom eyes have ever seen, the fairest and bravest of all those in the 
tourney!" 

Then the little girl cried, "I see a handsomer one, and 'tis like, a better!" 

The elder sister grew hot. "Ha, girl, you were malapert when you were so 
unlucky as to blame one whom I praised! Take that, to teach you better another 
time!" So saying, she slapped her sister, so hard that she left on the little girl's 
cheek the print of her five fingers. But the ladies who sat near scolded her and 
took her away. 

After that they fell to talking of Sir Gawain. One of the damsels said, "The 
knight beneath yonder tree, why doth he delay to take arms?" A second damsel, 
who was ruder, exclaimed, "He hath sworn to keep the peace." And a third 
added, "He is a merchant. Don't tell me that he desireth to joust; he bringeth 
horses to market." "He is a money-changer," said a fourth. "The goods he hath 
he meaneth to sell to poor bachelors. Trust me, he hath money or raiment in 
those chests." 

"You have wicked tongues!" cried the little girl. "And you lie! Do you think 
a merchant would bear such huge lances? You tire me to death, talking such 
nonsense! By the faith that I owe the Holy Spirit, he seemeth to me a knight 
rather than a merchant or a money-changer. He is a knight, and he looketh like 
one!" 

The ladies all cried with one voice, "Fair sweet friend, if he looketh so, it 
doth not follow that he is so. He putteth it on because he wisheth to cheat the 
tariff. But in spite of all his cleverness he is a fool, for he will be taken up and 
hung for a cheat." 

Now Gawain heard all that the ladies said about him, and he was ashamed 
and annoyed. But he thought, and thought rightly, that he lay under an 
accusation of treason, and that it was his duty to keep his pledge or forever 
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disgrace himself and his line. It was for this reason that he took no part in the 
tourney, lest, if he fought, he should be wounded or taken prisoner. 

Meliance of Lis called for great lances, to strike harder blows. Until night 
fell the tourney continued before the gate; the man who took any booty carried it 
to some place where he thought it would be safe. Then the ladies saw a squire, 
tall and strong, who held a piece of a lance and bore on his neck a steel cap. One 
of the ladies, who was foolish, called to him, saying, "Sir squire, so God help 
me, it is foolish of you to make prize of that tester, those arms and croup-piece. 
If you do a squire's duty you deserve a squire's wage. Below, in yonder meadow, 
is a man who hath riches he cannot defend. Unwise is he who misseth his gain 
while he hath the power to take it. He seemeth the most debonair of knights, and 
yet he would not stir if one plucked his beard. If you are wise, take the armor 
and the treasure, none will hinder you." 

The squire went into the meadow and struck one of Gawain's horses, crying, 
"Vassal, are you sick that all day long you gape here and have done nothing, 
neither pierced shield nor shivered lance?" 

Sir Gawain answered, "Pray, what is it to you why I tarry? You shall know, 
but not now. Get you gone about your business." 

The squire withdrew, for Gawain was not the type of man to whom he would 
dare say anything unpleasant. 

The tourney ended, after many knights had been killed and many horses 
captured. The outsiders had had the best, and the people of the castle gained by 
the intermission. At parting they all agreed that on the morrow with songs they 
would meet again and continue the encounter. So for that night they separated 
and those who had sallied forth returned to the castle, followed by Sir Gawain. 
At the gate he met the nobleman who had advised his lord to engage in the 
tourney. This man accosted him pleasantly, and said, "Fair sir, in this castle your 
hostel is ready. If it pleaseth you, remain here, for if you should go on it would 
be long before you arrived at a lodging; therefore I urge you to stay." 

"T will tarry, your mercy!" said Gawain. "I have heard worse words." 

The man led the guest to his house, talking of this and that, and asked him 
why on that day he had not borne arms. Sir Gawain explained how he had been 
accused of treason and was bound to be on his guard against prison and wounds 
until he could free himself from the reproach that was cast upon him, for it 
would be to the dishonor of himself and his friends if he should fail to appear at 
the time appointed. 

The nobleman praised him, and said that if this was the reason he had done 
right. With that he led Gawain to his house, where they dismounted. The people 
of the castle blamed him, wondering how his lord would take it; while the elder 
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daughter of ThiA@bault did her best to make trouble for Gawain, on account of 
her sister, with whom she was angry. "Sir," she said to her father, "on this day 
you have suffered no loss, but made a gain, greater than you think; you have 
only to go and take it. The man who hath brought it will not dare to defend it, for 
he is wily. Lances and shields he bringeth, with palfreys and chargers, and 
maketh himself resemble a knight to cheat the customs, so that he may pass free 
when he cometh to sell his wares. Render him his deserts. He is with Garin, the 
son of Bertan, who hath taken him to lodge at his house. I just saw him pass." 

ThiA©bault took his horse, for he himself wished to go there. The little girl, 
who saw him leave, went out secretly by a back gate and straight down the hill 
to the house of Garin, who had two fair daughters. When these saw their little 
lady they should have been glad, and glad they were, each took her by a hand 
and led her into the house, kissing her eyes and lips. 

In the meantime Garin and his son Herman had left the house and were going 
up to the castle to speak to their lord. Midway there they met ThiA©bault and 
saluted him. He asked whither Garin was going and said he had intended to pay 
him a visit. "By my faith," said the nobleman, "that will not displease me, and at 
my house you shall see the fairest of knights." 

"It is even he whom I seek," said ThiA@©bault, "to arrest him. He is a 
merchant who selleth horses and pretendeth to be a knight." 

"Alas," said Garin, "'tis a churlish speech I hear you make! I am your man 
and you are my master, but on the spot I renounce your homage, and in the name 
of all my line now defy you, rather than suffer you to disgrace my house.” 

"Indeed," answered ThiA©bault, "I have no wish to do any such thing. 
Neither you nor your house shall ever receive aught but honor from me; not but 
what I have been counseled so to proceed." 

"Your great mercy!" exclaimed the nobleman. "It will be my honor if you 
will visit my guest." 

So side by side they went on until they reached the house. When Sir Gawain 
saw them, he rose out of courtesy, and said, "Welcome!" The two saluted him 
and took their seats beside him. Then the nobleman, who was the lord of that 
country, asked why he had taken no part in the tourney, and Gawain narrated 
how a knight had accused him of treason and how he was on his way to defend 
himself in a royal court. "Doubtless," answered the lord, "that is sufficient 
excuse. But where is the battle to be held?" 

"Sir, before the king of Cavalon, whither I am journeying." 

"And I," said the nobleman, "will guide you. Since you must needs pass 
through a poor country, I will provide you with food and packbeasts to carry it." 

Gawain answered that he had no need to accept anything, for if it could be 
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bought he would have food and lodging wherever he went. 

With these words ThiA@bault took leave. As he departed, from the opposite 
direction he saw come his little daughter, who embraced Gawain's leg, and said, 
"Fair sir, listen! I have come to complain of my sister, who hath beaten me. So 
please you, do me justice!" 

Gawain made no answer, for he did not know what she meant. He put his 
hand on her head, while the girl pulled him, saying, "To you, fair sir, I complain 
of my sister. I do not love her, since to-day she hath done me great shame for 
your sake." 

"Fair one, what have I to do with that? How can I do you justice against your 
sister?" 

ThiA@©bault, who had taken leave, heard his child's entreaty, and said, "Girl, 
who bade you come here and complain to this knight?" 

Gawain asked, "Fair sweet sir, is this maid your daughter?" 

"Aye; but never mind what she says. A girl is a silly creature." 

"Certes," said Gawain, "I should be churlish if I did not do what she desires. 
Tell me, my sweet child and fair, in what manner I can justify you against your 
sister." 

"If it pleaseth you, for love of me, bear arms in the tourney.” 

"Tell me, dear friend," said Gawain, "have you ever before made petition to 
any knight?" 

"No, sir." 

"Never mind her," exclaimed her father. "Pay no heed to her folly." 

Sir Gawain answered, "Sir, so aid me the Lord God, for so little a girl, she 
hath spoken very well, and I will not refuse her. To-morrow, if she wisheth, I 
will be her knight." 

"Your mercy, fair sweet sir!" cried the child, who was overjoyed, and bowed 
down to his feet. 

Without more words they parted. ThiA@bault carried his daughter back on 
the neck of his palfrey. As they rode up the hill be asked her what the quarrel 
had been about, and she told him the story from beginning to end, saying, "Sir, I 
was vexed with my sister, who declared that Meliance of Lis was the best of all 
the knights; and I, who had seen this knight in the meadow, could not help 
saying that I had seen a fairer, whereupon my sister called me a silly girl and 
beat me. Fie on me, if I take it from her! I would cut off both my braids close to 
my head, which would be a great loss, if to-morrow in the tourney this knight 
would conquer Meliance of Lis, and put an end to the fuss of madam, my sister! 
She talked so much that she tired all the ladies; but a little rain will hush a great 
wind." 
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"Fair child," said her father, "I command and allow you, in courtesy, to send 
him some love-token, a sleeve or a wimple." 

The child, who was simple, answered, "With pleasure since you bid me. But 
my sleeves are so small, I should not like to send them. Most likely he would not 
care for them." 

"Daughter, say no more," said ThiA@bault. "I will think about it. I am very 
glad." So saying, he took her in his arms, and had great joy of embracing and 
kissing her, until he came in front of his palace. But when his elder daughter saw 
him approach, with the child before him, she was vexed, and exclaimed, "Sir, 
whence cometh my sister, the Maid with the Narrow Sleeves? She is full of her 
tricks; she hath been quick about it; where did you find her?" 

"And you,” he answered, "what is it to you? Hush, for she is better than you 
are. You pulled her hair and beat her, which grieveth me. You acted rudely; you 
were discourteous.” 

When she heard her father's rebuke, the maid was greatly abashed. 

ThiA@©bault had brought from his chests a piece of red samite, and he bade 
his people cut out and make a sleeve, wide and long. Then he called his daughter 
and said, "Child, to-morrow rise betimes and visit the knight before he leaveth 
his hostel. For love's sake you will give him this new sleeve, which he will wear 
in the tourney when he goeth thither." 

The girl answered that so soon as ever she saw the clear dawn she would 
dress herself and go. With that her father went his way, while she, in great glee, 
charged her companions that they should not let her oversleep but should wake 
her when day broke, if they would have her love them. They did as she wished, 
and when it dawned caused her to wake and dress. All alone she went to the 
house where Sir Gawain lodged, but, early though it was, the knights had risen 
and gone to the monastery to hear mass sung. She waited until they had offered 
long orisons and listened to the service, as much as was right. When they 
returned the child rose to greet Sir Gawain, and cried, "Sir, on this day may God 
save and honor you! For love of me, wear the sleeve which I carry in my hand." 

"With pleasure," he answered; "friend, your mercy!" 

After that the knights were not slow to take arms, and came pouring out of 
the town, while the damsels again went up to the walls and the dames of the 
castle saw the troops of brave and hardy knights approach. 

They rode with loose rein, and in front was Meliance of Lis, who went so 
fast that he left the rest in the rear, two rods and more. When his maiden saw her 
friend she could not keep quiet, but cried, "Ladies, yonder comes the man who 
hath the lordship of chivalry!" 

As swiftly as his horse would carry him Sir Gawain charged Meliance of Lis, 
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who did not evade the blow, but met it boldly, and shivered his lance. On his 
part Sir Gawain smote so hard that he grieved Meliance, whom he flung on the 
field; the steed he grasped by the rein and gave to a varlet, bidding him take it to 
the lady on whose account he had entered the tourney, and say that his master 
had sent her the first spoil he had made that day. The youth took the charger, 
saddled as it was, and led it towards the girl, who was sitting at the window of 
the tower, whence she had watched the joust, and when she saw the encounter 
she cried to her sister, "Sister, there lies Meliance of Lis, whom you praised so 
highly! A wise man ought to give praise where it is due. You see, I was right 
yesterday when I said I saw a better knight." 

Thus she teased her sister, who grew angry, and cried, "Child, hold your 
tongue! If you say another word, I will slap you so that you will not have a foot 
to stand on!" "Oh, sister," answered the little girl, "remember God! You ought 
not to beat me because I told you the truth. I saw him tumble as well as you; I 
think he will not be able to get up. Be as cross as you please, I must say that 
there is not a lady here who did not see him fall flat on the ground." 

Her sister would have struck her, had she been able, but the ladies around 
would not allow it. 

With that came the squire, who held the rein in his right hand. He saw the 
girl sitting at the window and presented the steed. She thanked him a hundred 
times, and bade the steed be taken in charge. The squire returned to tell his 
master, who seemed the lord of the tournament, for there was no knight so 
gallant that he did not cast from the saddle, if he reached him with the lance. On 
that day he captured four steeds. The first he sent to the little girl, the second to 
the wife of the nobleman who had been so kind, and the third and fourth to his 
own daughters. 

The tourney was over and the knights entered the city. On both sides the 
honor belonged to Sir Gawain. It was not yet noon when he returned from the 
encounter; the city was full of knights, who ran after him, asking who he was 
and of what land. At the gate of his hostel he was met by the damsel, who did 
naught but grasp his stirrup, salute him, and cry, "A thousand mercies, fair sweet 
sir!" He answered frankly, "Friend, before I am recreant to your service, may I 
be aged and bald! I shall never be so remote, but a message will bring me. If I 
know your need, I shall come at the first summons, whatever business be mine!" 

While they talked her father came and wished Sir Gawain to stay with him 
for that night; but first he begged, that if his guest pleased, he would tell his 
name. Sir Gawain answered, "Sir, I am called Gawain. My name was never 
concealed, nor have I ever told it before it hath been asked." 

When ThiA©bault knew that the knight was Sir Gawain his heart was full of 
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joy, and he exclaimed, "Sir, be pleased to lodge with me, and accept my service. 
Hitherto I have done you little worship, and never did I set eyes on a knight 
whom so much I longed to honor." 

In spite of urging, Sir Gawain refused to stay. The little girl, who was good 
and clever, clasped his foot and kissed it, commending him to God. Sir Gawain 
asked why she had done that, and the girl replied that she had kissed his foot in 
order that he should remember her wherever he went. He answered, "Doubt it 
not, fair sweet friend! I shall never forget you, after I have parted hence." 

With that Sir Gawain took leave of his host and the others, who one and all 
commended him to God. That night he slept in an abbey, and had all that was 
necessary. 
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CHAPTER X 
THE ADVENTURES OF SIR LANCELOT 


4 


Then, at the following Pentecost, was held a feast of the Round Table at 
Caerleon, with high splendor; and all the knights thereof resorted to the court, 
and held many games and jousts. And therein Sir Lancelot increased in fame and 
worship above all men, for he overthrew all comers, and never was unhorsed or 
worsted, save by treason and enchantment. 

When Queen Guinevere had seen his wondrous feats, she held him in great 
favor, and smiled more on him than on any other knight. And ever since he first 
had gone to bring her to King Arthur, had Lancelot thought on her as fairest of 
all ladies, and done his best to win her grace. So the queen often sent for him, 
and bade him tell of his birth and strange adventures: how he was only son of 
great King Ban of Brittany, and how, one night, his father, with his mother 
Helen and himself, fled from his burning castle; how his father, groaning deeply, 
fell to the ground and died of grief and wounds, and how his mother, running to 
her husband, left himself alone; how, as he thus lay wailing, came the lady of the 
lake, and took him in her arms and went with him into the midst of the waters, 
where, with his cousins Lionel and Bors, he had been cherished all his childhood 
until he came to King Arthur's court; and how this was the reason why men 
called him Lancelot du Lake. 

Anon it was ordained by King Arthur, that in every year at Pentecost there 
should be held a festival of all the knights of the Round Table at Caerleon, or 
such other place as he should choose. And at those festivals should be told 
publicly the most famous adventures of any knight during the past year. 

So, when Sir Lancelot saw Queen Guinevere rejoiced to hear his wanderings 
and adventures, he resolved to set forth yet again, and win more worship still, 
that he might more increase her favor. Then he bade his cousin Sir Lionel make 
ready, "for," said he, "we two will seek adventure." So they mounted their horses 
—armed at all points—and rode into a vast forest; and when they had passed 
through it, they came to a great plain, and the weather being very hot about 
noontide, Sir Lancelot greatly longed to sleep. Then Sir Lionel espied a great 
apple-tree standing by a hedge, and said, "Brother, yonder is a fair shadow where 
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we may rest ourselves and horses." 

"I am full glad of it," said Sir Lancelot, "for all these seven years I have not 
been so sleepy." 

So they alighted there, and tied their horses up to sundry trees; and Sir Lionel 
waked and watched while Sir Lancelot fell asleep, and slept passing fast. 

In the meanwhile came three knights, riding as fast flying as ever they could 
ride, and after them followed a single knight; but when Sir Lionel looked at him, 
he thought he had never seen so great and strong a man, or so well furnished and 
appareled. Anon he saw him overtake the last of those who fled, and smite him 
to the ground; then came he to the second, and smote him such a stroke that 
horse and man went to the earth; then rode he to the third, likewise, and struck 
him off his horse more than a spear's length. With that he lighted from his horse, 
and bound all three knights fast with the reins of their own bridles. 

When Sir Lionel saw this he thought the time was come to prove himself 
against him, so quietly and cautiously, lest he should wake Sir Lancelot, he took 
his horse and mounted and rode after him. Presently overtaking him, he cried 
aloud to him to turn, which instantly he did, and smote Sir Lionel so hard that 
horse and man went down forthwith. Then took he up Sir Lionel, and threw him 
bound over his own horse's back; and so he served the three other knights, and 
rode them away to his own castle. There they were disarmed, stripped naked, 
and beaten with thorns, and afterwards thrust into a deep prison, where many 
more knights, also, made great moans and lamentations, saying, "Alas, alas! 
there is no man can help us but Sir Lancelot, for no other knight can match this 
tyrant Turquine, our conqueror." 

But all this while, Sir Lancelot lay sleeping soundly under the apple-tree. 
And, as it chanced, there passed that way four queens, of high estate, riding upon 
four white mules, under four canopies of green silk borne on spears, to keep 
them from the sun. As they rode thus, they heard a great horse grimly neigh, and, 
turning them about, soon saw a sleeping knight that lay all armed under an 
apple-tree; and when they saw his face, they knew it was Sir Lancelot of the 
Lake. 

Then they began to strive which of them should have the care of him. But 
Queen Morgan le Fay, King Arthur's half sister, the great sorceress, was one of 
them, and said, 'We need not strive for him, I have enchanted him, so that for six 
hours more he shall not wake. Let us take him to my castle, and, when he wakes, 
himself shall choose which one of us he would rather serve." So Sir Lancelot 
was laid upon his shield and borne on horseback between two knights, to the 
castle, and there laid in a cold chamber, till the spell should pass. 

Anon, they sent him a fair damsel, bearing his supper, who asked him, "What 
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cheer?" 

"T cannot tell, fair damsel," said he, "for I know not how I came into this 
castle, if it were not by enchantment." 

"Sir," said she, "be of good heart, and to-morrow at dawn of day, ye shall 
know more." 

And so she left him alone, and there he lay all night. In the morning early 
came the four queens to him, passing richly dressed; and said, "Sir knight, thou 
must understand that thou art our prisoner, and that we know thee well for King 
Ban's son, Sir Lancelot du Lake. And though we know full well there is one lady 
only in this world may have thy love, and she Queen Guinevere—King Arthur's 
wife—yet now are we resolved to have thee to serve one of us; choose, 
therefore, of us four which thou wilt serve. I am Queen Morgan le Fay, Queen of 
the land of Gore, and here also is the Queen of Northgales, and the Queen of 
Eastland, and the Queen of the Out Isles. Choose, then, at once, for else shalt 
thou abide here, in this prison, till thy death." 

"Tt is a hard case," said Sir Lancelot, "that either I must die, or choose one of 
you for my mistress! Yet had I rather die in this prison than serve any living 
creature against my will. So take this for my answer. I will serve none of ye, for 
ye be false enchantresses. And as for my lady, Queen Guinevere, whom lightly 
ye have spoken of, were I at liberty I would prove it upon you or upon yours she 
is the truest lady living to her lord the king." 

"Well," said the queen, "is this your answer, that ye refuse us all?" 

"Yea, on my life," said Lancelot, "refused ye be of me." 

So they departed from him in great wrath, and left him sorrowfully grieving 
in his dungeon. 

At noon the damsel came to him and brought his dinner, and asked him as 
before, "What cheer?" 

"Truly, fair damsel,” said Sir Lancelot, "in all my life never so ill." 

"Sir," replied she, "I grieve to see ye so, but if ye do as I advise, I can help ye 
out of this distress, and will do so if you promise me a boon." 

"Fair damsel," said Sir Lancelot, "right willingly will I grant it thee, for 
sorely do I dread these four witch-queens, who have destroyed and slain many a 
good knight with their enchantments." 

Then said the damsel, "Sir, wilt thou promise me to help my father on next 
Tuesday, for he hath a tournament with the King of Northgales, and last Tuesday 
lost the field through three knights of King Arthur's court, who came against 
him. And if next Tuesday thou wilt aid him, to-morrow, before daylight, by 
God's grace, I will deliver thee." 

"Fair maiden," said Sir Lancelot, "tell me thy father's name and I will answer 
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thee." 

"My father is King Bagdemagus," said she. 

"I know him well," replied Sir Lancelot, "for a noble king and a good knight; 
and by the faith of my body I will do him all the service I am able on that day." 

"Gramercy to thee, Sir knight," said the damsel. "To-morrow, when thou art 
delivered from this place, ride ten miles hence unto an abbey of white monks, 
and there abide until I bring my father to thee." 

"So be it," said Sir Lancelot, "as I am a true knight." 

So she departed, and on the morrow, early, came again, and let him out of 
twelve gates, differently locked, and brought him to his armor; and when he was 
all armed, she brought him his horse also, and lightly he saddled him, and took a 
great spear in his hand, and mounted and rode forth, saying, as he went, "Fair 
damsel, I shall not fail thee, by the grace of God." 

And all that day he rode in a great forest, and could find no highway, and 
spent the night in the wood; but the next moming found his road, and came to 
the abbey of white monks. And there he saw King Bagdemagus and his daughter 
waiting for him. So when they were together in a chamber, Sir Lancelot told the 
king how he had been betrayed by an enchantment, and how his brother Lionel 
was gone he knew not where, and how the damsel had delivered him from the 
castle of Queen Morgan le Fay. "Wherefore while I live," said he, "I shall do 
service to herself and all her kindred." 

"Then am I sure of thy aid," said the king, "on Tuesday now next coming?" 

"Yea, sir, I shall not fail thee," said Sir Lancelot; "but what knights were they 
who last week defeated thee, and took part with the King of Northgales?" 

"Sir Mador de la Port, Sir Modred, and Sir Gahalatine," replied the king. 

"Sir," said Sir Lancelot, "as I understand, the tournament shall take place but 
three miles from this abbey; send then to me here, three knights of thine, the best 
thou hast, and let them all have plain white shields, such as I also will; then will 
we four come suddenly into the midst between both parties, and fall upon thy 
enemies, and grieve them all we can, and none will know us who we are." 

So, on the Tuesday, Sir Lancelot and the three knights lodged themselves in 
a small grove hard by the lists. Then came into the field the King of Northgales, 
with one hundred and sixty helms, and the three knights of King Arthur's court, 
who stood apart by themselves. And when King Bagdemagus had arrived, with 
eighty helms, both companies set all their spears in rest and came together with a 
mighty clash, wherein were slain twelve knights of King Bagdemagus, and six of 
the King of Northgales; and the party of King Bagdemagus was driven back. 

With that, came Sir Lancelot, and thrust into the thickest of the press, and 
smote down with one spear five knights, and brake the backs of four, and cast 
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down the King of Northgales, and brake his thigh by the fall. When the three 
knights of Arthur's court saw this, they rode at Sir Lancelot, and each after other 
attacked him; but he overthrew them all, and smote them nigh to death. Then, 
taking a new spear, he bore down to the ground sixteen more knights, and hurt 
them all so sorely, that they could carry arms no more that day. And when his 
spear at length was broken, he took yet another, and smote down twelve knights 
more, the most of whom he wounded mortally, till in the end the party of the 
King of Northgales would joust no more, and the victory was cried to King 
Bagdemagus. 

Then Sir Lancelot rode forth with King Bagdemagus to his castle, and there 
he feasted with great cheer and welcome, and received many royal gifts. And on 
the morrow he took leave and went to find his brother Lionel. 

Anon, by chance, he came to the same forest where the four queens had 
found him sleeping, and there he met a damsel riding on a white palfrey. When 
they had saluted each other, Sir Lancelot said, "Fair damsel, knowest thou where 
any adventures may be had in this country?" 

"Sir knight," said she, "there are adventures great enough close by if thou 
darest prove them." 

"Why should I not," said he, "since for that cause I came here?" 

"Sir," said the damsel, "hard by this place there dwelleth a knight that cannot 
be defeated by any man, so great and perilously strong he is. His name is Sir 
Turquine, and in the prisons of his castle lie three score knights and four, mostly 
from King Arthur's court, whom he hath taken with his own hands. But promise 
me, ere thou undertakest their deliverance, to go and help me afterwards, and 
free me and many other ladies that are distressed by a false knight." 

"Bring me but to this felon Turquine," quoth Sir Lancelot, "and I will 
afterwards fulfill all your wishes." 

So the damsel went before, and brought him to a ford, and a tree whereon a 
great brass basin hung; and Sir Lancelot beat with his spear-end upon the basin, 
long and hard, until he beat the bottom of it out, but he saw nothing. Then he 
rode to and fro before the castle gates for wellnigh half an hour, and anon saw a 
great knight riding from the distance, driving a horse before him, across which 
hung an armed man bound. And when they came near, Sir Lancelot knew the 
prisoner for a knight of the Round Table. By that time, the great knight who 
drove the prisoner saw Sir Lancelot, and each of them began to settle his spear, 
and to make ready. 

"Fair sir," then said Sir Lancelot, "put off that wounded knight, I pray thee, 
from his horse, and let him rest while thou and I shall prove our strength upon 
each other; for, as I am told, thou doest, and hast done, great shame and injury to 
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knights of the Round Table. Wherefore, I warn thee now, defend thyself." 

"If thou mayest be of the Round Table," answered Turquine, "I defy thee, 
and all thy fellows." 

"That is saying overmuch," said Sir Lancelot. 

Then, setting their lances in rest, they spurred their horses towards each 
other, as fast as they could go, and smote so fearfully upon each other's shields, 
that both their horses' backs brake under them. As soon as they could clear their 
saddles, they took their shields before them, and drew their swords, and came 
together eagerly, and fought with great and grievous strokes; and soon they both 
had many grim and fearful wounds, and bled in streams. Thus they fought two 
hours and more, thrusting and smiting at each other, wherever they could hit. 

Anon, they both were breathless, and stood leaning on their swords. 

"Now, comrade," said Sir Turquine, "let us wait awhile, and answer me what 
I shall ask thee." 

"Say on," said Lancelot. 

"Thou art," said Turquine, "the best man I ever met, and seemest like one 
that I hate above all other knights that live; but if thou be not he, I will make 
peace with thee, and for sake of thy great valor, will deliver all the three score 
prisoners and four who lie within my dungeons, and thou and I will be 
companions evermore. Tell me, then, thy name." 

"Thou sayest well," replied Sir Lancelot; "but who is he thou hatest so above 
all others?" 

"His name," said Turquine, "is Sir Lancelot of the Lake; and he slew my 
brother Sir Carados, at the dolorous tower; wherefore, if ever I shall meet with 
him, one of us two shall slay the other; and thereto I have sworn by a great oath. 
And to discover and destroy him I have slain a hundred knights, and crippled 
utterly as many more, and many have died in my prisons; and now, as I have told 
thee, I have many more therein, who all shall be delivered, if thou tell me thy 
name, and it be not Sir Lancelot." 

"Well," said Lancelot, "I am that knight, son of King Ban of Benwick, and 
Knight of the Round Table; so now I defy thee to do thy best!" 

"Aha!" said Turquine, with a shout, "is it then so at last! Thou art more 
welcome to my sword than ever knight or lady was to feast, for never shall we 
part till one of us be dead." 

Then did they hurtle together like two wild bulls, slashing and lashing with 
their shields and swords, and sometimes falling both on to the ground. For two 
more hours they fought so, and at the last Sir Turquine grew very faint, and gave 
a little back, and bare his shield full low for weariness. When Sir Lancelot saw 
him thus, he leaped upon him fiercely as a lion, and took him by the crest of his 
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helmet, and dragged him to his knees; and then he tore his helmet off and smote 
his neck asunder. 

Then he arose, and went to the damsel who had brought him to Sir Turquine, 
and said, "I am ready, fair lady, to go with thee upon thy service, but I have no 
horse." 

"Fair sir," said she, "take ye this horse of the wounded knight whom 
Turquine but just now was carrying to his prisons, and send that knight on to 
deliver all the prisoners." 

So Sir Lancelot went to the knight and prayed him for the loan of his horse. 

"Fair lord," said he, "ye are right welcome, for to-day ye have saved both me 
and my horse; and I see that ye are the best knight in all the world, for in my 
sight have ye slain the mightiest man and the best knight, except thyself, I ever 
saw." 

"Sir," said Sir Lancelot, "I thank thee well; and now go into yonder castle, 
where thou shalt find many noble knights of the Round Table, for I have seen 
their shields hung on the trees around. On yonder tree alone there are Sir Key's, 
Sir Brandel's, Sir Marhaus', Sir Galind's, and Sir Aliduke's, and many more; and 
also my two kinsmen's shields, Sir Ector de Maris’ and Sir Lionel's. And I pray 
you greet them all from me, Sir Lancelot of the Lake, and tell them that I bid 
them help themselves to any treasures they can find within the castle; and that I 
pray my brethren, Lionel and Ector, to go to King Arthur's court and stay there 
till I come. And by the high feast at Pentecost I must be there; but now I must 
ride forth with this damsel to fulfill my promise." 

So, as they went, the damsel told him, "Sir, we are now near the place where 
the foul knight haunteth, who robbeth and distresseth all ladies and gentlewomen 
traveling past this way, against whom I have sought thy aid." 

Then they arranged that she should ride on foremost, and Sir Lancelot should 
follow under cover of the trees by the roadside, and if he saw her come to any 
mishap, he should ride forth and deal with him that troubled her. And as the 
damsel rode on at a soft ambling pace, a knight and page burst forth from the 
roadside and forced the damsel from her horse, till she cried out for help. 

Then came Sir Lancelot rushing through the wood as fast as he might fly, 
and all the branches of the trees crackled and waved around him. "O thou false 
knight and traitor to all knighthood!" shouted he, "who taught thee to distress 
fair ladies thus?" 

The foul knight answered nothing, but drew out his sword and rode at Sir 
Lancelot, who threw his spear away and drew his own sword likewise, and 
struck him such a mighty blow as clave his head down to the throat. "Now hast 
thou the wages thou long hast earned!" said he; and so departed from the damsel. 
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Then for two days he rode in a great forest, and had but scanty food and 
lodging, and on the third day he rode over a long bridge, when suddenly there 
started up a passing foul churl, and smote his horse across the nose, so that he 
started and turned back, rearing with pain. "Why ridest thou over here without 
my leave?" said he. 

"Why should I not?" said Sir Lancelot; "there is no other way to ride." 

"Thou shalt not pass by here," cried out the churl, and dashed at him with a 
great club full of iron spikes, till Sir Lancelot was fain to draw his sword and 
smite him dead upon the earth. 

At the end of the bridge was a fair village, and all the people came and cried, 
"Ah, sir! a worse deed for thyself thou never didst, for thou hast slain the chief 
porter of the castle yonder!" But he let them talk as they pleased, and rode 
straight forward to the castle. 

There he alighted, and tied his horse to a ring in the wall; and going in, he 
saw a wide green court, and thought it seemed a noble place to fight in. And as 
he looked about, he saw many people watching him from doors and windows, 
making signs of warning, and saying, "Fair knight, thou art unhappy.” In the next 
moment came upon him two great giants, well armed save their heads, and with 
two horrible clubs in their hands. Then he put his shield before him, and with it 
warded off one giant's stroke, and clove the other with his sword from the head 
downward to the chest. When the first giant saw that, he ran away mad with fear; 
but Sir Lancelot ran after him, and smote him through the shoulder, and shore 
him down his back, so that he fell dead. 

Then he walked onward to the castle hall, and saw a band of sixty ladies and 
young damsels coming forth, who knelt to him, and thanked him for their 
freedom. "For, sir," said they, "the most of us have been prisoners here these 
seven years; and have been kept at all manner of work to earn our meat, though 
we be all great gentlewomen born. Blessed be the time that thou wast born, for 
never did a knight a deed of greater worship than thou hast this day, and thereto 
will we all bear witness in all times and places! Tell us, therefore, noble knight, 
thy name and court, that we may tell them to our friends!" And when they heard 
it, they all cried aloud, "Well may it be so, for we knew that no knight save thou 
shouldst ever overcome those giants; and many a long day have we sighed for 
thee; for the giants feared no other name among all knights but thine." 

Then he told them to take the treasures of the castle as a reward for their 
grievances; and to return to their homes, and so rode away into many strange and 
wild countries. And at last, after many days, by chance he came, near the night 
time, to a fair mansion, wherein he found an old gentlewoman, who gave him 
and his horse good cheer. And when bed time was come, his host brought him to 
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a chamber over a gate, and there he unarmed, and went to bed and fell asleep. 

But soon thereafter came one riding in great haste, and knocking vehemently 
at the gate below, which when Sir Lancelot heard, he rose and looked out of the 
window, and, by the moonlight, saw three knights come riding fiercely after one 
man, and lashing on him all at once with their swords, while the one knight 
nobly fought them all. 

Then Sir Lancelot quickly armed himself, and getting through the window, 
let himself down by a sheet into the midst of them, crying out, "Turn ye on me, 
ye cowards, and leave fighting with that knight!" Then they all left Sir Key, for 
the first knight was he, and began to fall upon Sir Lancelot furiously. And when 
Sir Key would have come forward to assist him, Sir Lancelot refused, and cried, 
"Leave me alone to deal with them." And presently, with six great strokes, he 
felled them all. 

Then they cried out, "Sir knight, we yield us unto thee, as to a man of 
might!" 

"T will not take your yielding!" said he; "yield ye to Sir Key, the seneschal, 
or I will have your lives." 

"Fair knight," said they, "excuse us in that thing, for we have chased Sir Key 
thus far, and should have overcome him but for thee." 

"Well," said Sir Lancelot, "do as ye will, for ye may live or die; but, if ye 
live, ye shall be holden to Sir Key." 

Then they yielded to him; and Sir Lancelot commanded them to go unto 
King Arthur's court at the next Pentecost, and say, Sir Key had sent them 
prisoners to Queen Guinevere. And this they sware to do upon their swords. 

Then Sir Lancelot knocked at the gate with his sword-hilt till his hostess 
came and let him in again, and Sir Key also. And when the light came, Sir Key 
knew Sir Lancelot, and knelt and thanked him for his courtesy, and gentleness, 
and kindness. "Sir," said he, "I have done no more than what I ought to do, and 
ye are welcome; therefore let us now take rest." 

So when Sir Key had supped, they went to sleep, and Sir Lancelot and he 
slept in the same bed. On the morrow, Sir Lancelot rose early, and took Sir Key's 
shield and armor and set forth. When Sir Key arose, he found Sir Lancelot's 
armor by his bedside, and his own arms gone. "Now, by my faith," thought he, "I 
know that he will grieve some knights of our king's court; for those who meet 
him will be bold to joust with him, mistaking him for me, while I, dressed in his 
shield and armor, shall surely ride in peace." 

Then Sir Lancelot, dressed in Sir Key's apparel, rode long in a great forest, 
and came at last to a low country, full of rivers and fair meadows, and saw a 
bridge before him, whereon were three silk tents of divers colors, and to each 
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tent was hung a white shield, and by each shield stood a knight. So Sir Lancelot 
went by without speaking a word. And when he had passed, the three knights 
said it was the proud Sir Key, "who thinketh no knight equal to himself, 
although the contrary is full often proved upon him." 

"By my faith!" said one of them, named Gaunter, "I will ride after and attack 
him for all his pride, and ye shall watch my speed." 

Then, taking shield and spear, he mounted and rode after Sir Lancelot, and 
cried, "Abide, proud knight, and turn, for thou shalt not pass free!" 

So Sir Lancelot turned, and each one put his spear in rest and came with all 
his might against the other. And Sir Gaunter's spear brake short, but Sir Lancelot 
smote him down, both horse and man. 

When the other knights saw this, they said, "Yonder is not Sir Key, but a 
bigger man." 

"I dare wager my head," said Sir Gilmere, "yonder knight hath slain Sir Key, 
and taken his horse and harness." 

"Be it so, or not,” said Sir Reynold, the third brother; "let us now go to our 
brother Gaunter's rescue; we shall have enough to do to match that knight, for, 
by his stature, I believe it is Sir Lancelot or Sir Tristram." 

Anon, they took their horses and galloped after Sir Lancelot; and Sir Gilmere 
first assailed him, but was smitten down forthwith, and lay stunned on the earth. 
Then said Sir Reynold, "Sir knight, thou art a strong man, and, I believe, hast 
slain my two brothers, wherefore my heart is sore against thee; yet, if I might 
with honor, I would avoid thee. Nevertheless, that cannot be, so keep thyself." 
And so they hurtled together with all their might, and each man shivered his 
spear to pieces; and then they drew their swords and lashed out eagerly. 

And as they fought, Sir Gaunter and Sir Gilmere presently arose and 
mounted once again, and came down at full tilt upon Sir Lancelot. But, when he 
saw them coming, he put forth all his strength, and struck Sir Reynold off his 
horse. Then, with two other strokes, he served the others likewise. 

Anon, Sir Reynold crept along the ground, with his head all bloody, and 
came towards Sir Lancelot. "It is enough," said Lancelot, "I was not far from 
thee when thou wast made a knight, Sir Reynold, and know thee for a good and 
valiant man, and was full loth to slay thee." 

"Gramercy for thy gentleness!" said Sir Reynold. "I and my brethren will 
Straightway yield to thee when we know thy name, for well we know that thou 
art not Sir Key." 

"As for that," said Sir Lancelot, "be it as it may, but ye shall yield to Queen 
Guinevere at the next Feast of Pentecost as prisoners, and say that Sir Key sent 
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Then they swore to him it should be done as he commanded. And so Sir 
Lancelot passed on, and the three brethren helped each other's wounds as best 
they might. 

Then rode Sir Lancelot forward into a deep forest, and came upon four 
knights of King Arthur's court, under an oak tree—Sir Sagramour, Sir Ector, Sir 
Gawain, and Sir Ewaine. And when they spied him, they thought he was Sir 
Key. "Now by my faith," said Sir Sagramour, "I will prove Sir Key's might!" and 
taking his spear he rode towards Sir Lancelot. 

But Sir Lancelot was aware of him, and, setting his spear in rest, smote him 
so sorely, that horse and man fell to the earth. 

"Lo!" cried Sir Ector, "I see by the buffet that knight hath given our fellow 
he is stronger than Sir Key. Now will I try what I can do against him!" So Sir 
Ector took his spear, and galloped at Sir Lancelot; and Sir Lancelot met him as 
he came, and smote him through shield and shoulder, so that he fell, but his own 
spear was not broken. 

"By my faith," cried Sir Ewaine, "yonder is a strong knight, and must have 
slain Sir Key, and taken his armor! By his strength, I see it will be hard to match 
him." So saying he rode towards Sir Lancelot, who met him halfway and struck 
him so fiercely, that at one blow he overthrew him also. 

"Now," said Sir Gawain, "will I encounter him." So he took a good spear in 
his hand, and guarded himself with his shield. And he and Sir Lancelot rode 
against each other, with their horses at full speed, and furiously smote each other 
on the middle of their shields; but Sir Gawain's spear broke short asunder, and 
Sir Lancelot charged so mightily upon him, that his horse and he both fell, and 
rolled upon the ground. 

"Ah," said Sir Lancelot, smiling, as he rode away from the four knights, 
"heaven give joy to him who made this spear, for never held I better in my 
hand." 

But the four knights said to each other, "Truly one spear hath felled us all." 

"I dare lay my life," said Sir Gawain, "it is Sir Lancelot. I know him by his 
riding." 

So they all departed for the court. 

And as Sir Lancelot rode still in the forest, he saw a black bloodhound, 
running with its head towards the ground, as if it tracked a deer. And following 
after it, he came to a great pool of blood. But the hound, ever and anon looking 
behind, ran through a great marsh, and over a bridge, towards an old manor 
house. So Sir Lancelot followed, and went into the hall, and saw a dead knight 
lying there, whose wounds the hound licked. And a lady stood behind him, 
weeping and wringing her hands, who cried, "O knight! too great is the sorrow 
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which thou hast brought me!" 

"Why say ye so?" replied Sir Lancelot; "for I never harmed this knight, and 
am full sorely grieved to see thy sorrow." 

"Nay, sir," said the lady, "I see it is not thou hast slain my husband, for he 
that truly did that deed is deeply wounded, and shall never more recover." 

"What is thy husband's name?" said Sir Lancelot. 

"His name," she answered, "was Sir Gilbert—one of the best knights in all 
the world; but I know not his name who hath slain him." 

"God send thee comfort," said Sir Lancelot, and departed again into the 
forest. 

And as he rode, he met with a damsel who knew him, who cried out, "Well 
found, my lord! I pray ye of your knighthood help my brother, who is sore 
wounded and ceases not to bleed, for he fought this day with Sir Gilbert, and 
slew him, but was himself well nigh slain. And there is a sorceress, who 
dwelleth in a castle hard by, and she this day hath told me that my brother's 
wound shall never be made whole until I find a knight to go into the Chapel 
Perilous, and bring from thence a sword and the bloody cloth in which the 
wounded knight was wrapped." 

"This is a marvelous thing!" said Sir Lancelot; "but what is your brother's 
name?" 

"His name, sir," she replied, "is Sir Meliot de Logres." 

"He is a Fellow of the Round Table," said Sir Lancelot, "and truly will I do 
my best to help him." 

"Then, sir," said she, "follow this way, and it will bring ye to the Chapel 
Perilous. I will abide here till God send ye hither again; for if ye speed not, there 
is no living knight who may achieve that adventure." 

So Sir Lancelot departed, and when he came to the Chapel Perilous he 
alighted, and tied his horse to the gate. And as soon as he was within the 
churchyard, he saw on the front of the chapel many shields of knights whom he 
had known, turned upside down. Then saw he in the pathway thirty mighty 
knights, taller than any men whom he had ever seen, all armed in black armor, 
with their swords drawn; and they gnashed their teeth upon him as he came. But 
he put his shield before him, and took his sword in hand, ready to do battle with 
them. And when he would have cut his way through them, they scattered on 
every side and let him pass. Then he went into the chapel, and saw therein no 
light but of a dim lamp burning. Then he was aware of a corpse in the midst of 
the chapel, covered with a silken cloth, and so stooped down and cut off a piece 
of the cloth, whereat the earth beneath him trembled. Then saw he a sword lying 
by the dead knight, and taking it in his hand, he hied him from the chapel. As 
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soon as he was in the churchyard again, all the thirty knights cried out to him 
with fierce voices, "Sir Lancelot! lay that sword from thee, or thou diest!" 

"Whether I live or die," said he, "ye shall fight for it ere ye take it from me." 

With that they let him pass. 

And further on, beyond the chapel, he met a fair damsel, who said, "Sir 
Lancelot, leave that sword behind thee, or thou diest." 

"T will not leave it," said Sir Lancelot, "for any asking." 

"Then, gentle knight," said the damsel, "I pray thee kiss me once." 

"Nay," said Sir Lancelot, "that God forbid!" 

"Alas!" cried she, "I have lost all my labor! but hadst thou kissed me, thy 
life's days had been all done!" 

"Heaven save me from thy subtle crafts!" said Sir Lancelot; and therewith 
took his horse and galloped forth. 

And when he was departed, the damsel sorrowed greatly, and died in fifteen 
days. Her name was Ellawes, the sorceress. 

Then came Sir Lancelot to Sir Meliot's sister, who, when she saw him, 
clapped her hands and wept for joy, and took him to the castle hard by, where Sir 
Meliot was. And when Sir Lancelot saw Sir Meliot, he knew him, though he was 
pale as ashes for loss of blood. And Sir Meliot, when he saw Sir Lancelot, 
kneeled to him and cried aloud, "O lord, Sir Lancelot! help me!" 

And thereupon, Sir Lancelot went to him and touched his wounds with the 
sword, and wiped them with the piece of bloody cloth. And immediately he was 
as whole as though he had been never wounded. Then was there great joy 
between him and Sir Meliot; and his sister made Sir Lancelot good cheer. So on 
the morrow, he took his leave, that he might go to King Arthur's court, "for," 
said he, "it draweth nigh the Feast of Pentecost, and there, by God's grace, shall 
ye then find me." 

And riding through many strange countries, over marshes and valleys, he 
came at length before a castle. As he passed by he heard two little bells ringing, 
and looking up, he saw a falcon flying overhead, with bells tied to her feet, and 
long strings dangling from them. And as the falcon flew past an elm-tree, the 
strings caught in the boughs, so that she could fly no further. 

In the meanwhile, came a lady from the castle, and cried, "Oh, Sir Lancelot! 
as thou art the flower of all knights in the world, help me to get my hawk, for she 
hath slipped away from me, and if she be lost, my lord my husband is so hasty, 
he will surely slay me!" 

"What is thy lord's name?" said Sir Lancelot. 

"His name," said she, "is Sir Phelot, a knight of the King of Northgales." 

"Fair lady," said Sir Lancelot, "since you know my name, and require me, on 
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my knighthood, to help you, I will do what I can to get your hawk." 

And thereupon alighting, he tied his horse to the same tree, and prayed the 
lady to unarm him. So when he was unarmed, he climbed up and reached the 
falcon, and threw it to the lady. 

Then suddenly came down, out of the wood, her husband, Sir Phelot, all 
armed, with a drawn sword in his hand, and said, "Oh, Sir Lancelot! now have I 
found thee as I would have thee!" and stood at the trunk of the tree to slay him. 

"Ah, lady!" cried Sir Lancelot, "why have ye betrayed me?" 

"She hath done as I commanded her," said Sir Phelot, "and thine hour is 
come that thou must die." 

"It were shame," said Lancelot, "for an armed to slay an unarmed man." 

"Thou hast no other favor from me," said Sir Phelot. 

"Alas!" cried Sir Lancelot, "that ever any knight should die weaponless!" 
And looking overhead, he saw a great bough without leaves, and wrenched it off 
the tree, and suddenly leaped down. Then Sir Phelot struck at him eagerly, 
thinking to have slain him, but Sir Lancelot put aside the stroke with the bough, 
and therewith smote him on the side of the head, till he fell swooning to the 
ground. And tearing his sword from out his hands, he shore his neck through 
from the body. Then did the lady shriek dismally, and swooned as though she 
would die. But Sir Lancelot put on his armor, and with haste took his horse and 
departed thence, thanking God he had escaped that peril. 

And as he rode through a valley, among many wild ways, he saw a knight, 
with a drawn sword, chasing a lady to slay her. And seeing Sir Lancelot, she 
cried and prayed to him to come and rescue her. 

At that he went up, saying, "Fie on thee, knight! why wilt thou slay this 
lady? Thou doest shame to thyself and all knights." 

"What hast thou to do between me and my wife?" replied the knight. "I will 
slay her in spite of thee." 

"Thou shalt not harm her," said Lancelot, "till we have first fought together." 

"Sir," answered the knight, "thou doest ill, for this lady hath betrayed me." 

"He speaketh falsely," said the lady, "for he is jealous of me without cause, 
as I shall answer before Heaven; but as thou art named the most worshipful 
knight in the world, I pray thee of thy true knighthood to save me, for he is 
without mercy." 

"Be of good cheer," said Sir Lancelot; "it shall not lie within his power to 
harm thee." 

"Sir," said the knight, "I will be ruled as ye will have me." 

So Sir Lancelot rode between the knight and the lady. And when they had 
ridden awhile, the knight cried out suddenly to Sir Lancelot to turn and see what 
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men they were who came riding after them; and while Sir Lancelot, thinking not 
of treason, turned to look, the knight, with one great stroke, smote off the lady's 
head. 

Then was Sir Lancelot passing wroth, and cried, "Thou traitor! Thou hast 
shamed me forever!" and, alighting from his horse, he drew his sword to have 
slain him instantly; but the knight fell on the ground and clasped Sir Lancelot's 
knees, and cried out for mercy. "Thou shameful knight," answered Lancelot, 
"thou mayest have no mercy, for thou showedst none, therefore arise and fight 
with me." 

"Nay," said the knight, "I will not rise till thou dost grant me mercy." 

"Now will I deal fairly by thee," said Sir Lancelot; "I will unarm me to my 
shirt, and have my sword only in my hand, and if thou canst slay me thou shalt 
be quit forever." 

"That will I never do," said the knight. 

"Then," answered Sir Lancelot, "take this lady and the head, and bear it with 
thee, and swear to me upon thy sword never to rest until thou comest to Queen 
Guinevere." 

"That will I do," said he. 

"Now," said Sir Lancelot, "tell me thy name." 

"It is Pedivere," answered the knight. 

"In a shameful hour wert thou born," said Sir Lancelot. 

So Sir Pedivere departed, bearing with him the dead lady and her head. And 
when he came to Winchester, where the Queen was with King Arthur, he told 
them all the truth; and afterwards did great and heavy penance many years, and 
became an holy hermit. 

So, two days before the Feast of Pentecost, Sir Lancelot returned to the court, 
and King Arthur was full glad of his coming. And when Sir Gawain, Sir Ewaine, 
Sir Sagramour, and Sir Ector, saw him in Sir Key's armor, they knew well it was 
he who had smitten them all down with one spear. Anon, came all the knights 
Sir Turquine had taken prisoners, and gave worship and honor to Sir Lancelot. 
Then Sir Key told the King how Sir Lancelot had rescued him when he was in 
near danger of his death; "and," said Sir Key, "he made the knights yield, not to 
himself, but me. And by Heaven! because Sir Lancelot took my armor and left 
me his, I rode in peace, and no man would have aught to do with me.” Then 
came the knights who fought with Sir Lancelot at the long bridge and yielded 
themselves also to Sir Key, but he said nay, he had not fought with them. "It is 
Sir Lancelot," said he, "that overcame ye." Next came Sir Meliot de Logres, and 
told King Arthur how Sir Lancelot had saved him from death. 

And so all Sir Lancelot's deeds and great adventures were made known; how 
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the four sorceress-queens had him in prison; how he was delivered by the 
daughter of King Bagdemagus, and what deeds of arms he did at the tournament 
between the King of North Wales and King Bagdemagus. And so, at that 
festival, Sir Lancelot had the greatest name of any knight in all the world, and by 
high and low was he the most honored of all men. 
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CHAPTER XI 
THE ADVENTURES OF SIR BEAUMAINS OR SIR 
GARETH 


® 


Again King Arthur held the Feast of Pentecost, with all the Table Round, and 
after his custom sat in the banquet hall, before beginning meat, waiting for some 
adventure. Then came there to the king a squire and said, "Lord, now may ye go 
to meat, for here a damsel cometh with some strange adventure." So the king 
was glad, and sat down to meat. 

Anon the damsel came in and saluted him, praying him for succor. "What 
wilt thou?" said the king. "Lord," answered she, "my mistress is a lady of great 
renown, but is at this time besieged by a tyrant, who will not suffer her to go out 
of her castle; and because here in thy court the knights are called the noblest in 
the world, I come to pray thee for thy succor." "Where dwelleth your lady?" 
answered the king. "What is her name, and who is he that hath besieged her?" 
"For her name," replied the damsel, "as yet I may not tell it; but she is a lady of 
worship and great lands. The tyrant that besiegeth her and wasteth her lands is 
called the Red Knight of the Redlands." "I know him not," said Arthur. "But I 
know him, lord," said Sir Gawain, "and he is one of the most perilous knights in 
all the world. Men say he hath the strength of seven; and from him I myself once 
hardly escaped with life." "Fair damsel," said the king, "there be here many 
knights that would gladly do their uttermost to rescue your lady, but unless ye 
tell me her name, and where she dwelleth, none of my knights shall go with you 
by my leave." 

Now, there was a Stripling at the court called Beaumains, who served in the 
king's kitchen, a fair youth and of great stature. Twelve months before this time 
he had come to the king as he sat at meat, at Whitsuntide, and prayed three gifts 
of him. And being asked what gifts, he answered, "As for the first gift I will ask 
it now, but the other two gifts I will ask on this day twelve months, wheresoever 
ye hold your high feast." Then said King Arthur, "What is thy first request?" 
"This, lord," said he, "that thou wilt give me meat and drink enough for twelve 
months from this time, and then will I ask my other two gifts." And the king 
seeing that he was a goodly youth, and deeming that he was come of honorable 
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blood, had granted his desire, and given him into the charge of Sir Key, the 
steward. But Sir Key scorned and mocked the youth, calling Beaumains, because 
his hands were large and fair, and putting him into the kitchen, where he had 
served for twelve months as a scullion, and, in spite of all his churlish treatment, 
had faithfully obeyed Sir Key. But Sir Lancelot and Sir Gawain were angered 
when they saw Sir Key so churlish to a youth that had so worshipful a bearing, 
and ofttimes had they given him gold and clothing. 

And now at this time came young Beaumains to the king, while the damsel 
was there, and said, "Lord, now I thank thee well and heartily that I have been 
twelve months kept in thy kitchen, and have had full sustenance. Now will I ask 
my two remaining gifts." "Ask," said King Arthur, "on my good faith." "These, 
lord," said he, "shall be my two gifts—the one, that thou wilt grant me this 
adventure of the damsel, for to me of right it belongeth; and the other, that thou 
wilt bid Sir Lancelot make me a knight, for of him only will I have that honor; 
and I pray that he may ride after me and make me a knight when I require him." 
"Be it as thou wilt," replied the king. But thereupon the damsel was full wroth, 
and said, "Shall I have a kitchen page for this adventure?" and so she took horse 
and departed. 

Then came one to Beaumains, and told him that a dwarf with a horse and 
armor were waiting for him. And all men marveled whence these things came. 
But when he was on horseback and armed, scarce any one at the court was a 
goodlier man than he. And coming into the hall, he took his leave of the king and 
Sir Gawain, and prayed Sir Lancelot to follow him. So he rode after the damsel, 
and many of the court went out to see him, so richly arrayed and horsed; yet he 
had neither shield nor spear. Then Sir Key cried, "I also will ride after the 
kitchen boy, and see whether he will obey me now." And taking his horse, he 
rode after him, and said, "Know ye not me, Beaumains?" "Yea," said he, "I know 
thee for an ungentle knight, therefore beware of me." Then Sir Key put his spear 
in rest and ran at him, but Beaumains rushed upon him with his sword in his 
hand, and therewith, putting aside the spear, struck Sir Key so sorely in the side, 
that he fell down, as if dead. Then he alighted, and took his shield and spear, and 
bade his dwarf ride upon Sir Key's horse. 

By this time, Sir Lancelot had come up, and Beaumains offering to tilt with 
him, they both made ready. And their horses came together so fiercely that both 
fell to the earth, full sorely bruised. Then they arose, and Beaumains, putting up 
his shield before him, offered to fight Sir Lancelot, on foot. So they rushed upon 
each other, striking, and thrusting, and parrying, for the space of an hour. And 
Lancelot marveled at the strength of Beaumains, for he fought more like a giant 
than a man, and his fighting was passing fierce and terrible. So, at the last, he 
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said, "Fight not so sorely, Beaumains; our quarrel is not such that we may not 
now cease." "True," answered Beaumains; "yet it doth me good to feel thy 
might, though I have not yet proved my uttermost." "By my faith," said 
Lancelot, "I had as much as I could do to save myself from you unshamed, 
therefore be in no doubt of any earthly knight." "May I, then, stand as a proved 
knight?" said Beaumains. "For that will I be thy warrant," answered Lancelot. 
"Then, I pray thee," said he, "give me the order of knighthood." "First, then, 
must thou tell me of thy name and kindred," said Sir Lancelot. "If thou wilt tell 
them to no other, I will tell thee," answered he. "My name is Gareth of Orkney, 
and I am own brother to Sir Gawain." "Ah!" said Sir Lancelot, "at that am I full 
glad; for, truly, I deemed thee to be of gentle blood." So then he knighted 
Beaumains, and, after that, they parted company, and Sir Lancelot, returning to 
the court, took up Sir Key on his shield. And hardly did Sir Key escape with his 
life, from the wound Beaumains had given him; but all men blamed him for his 
ungentle treatment of so brave a knight. 

Then Sir Beaumains rode forward, and soon overtook the damsel; but she 
said to him, in scorn, "Return again, base kitchen page! What art thou, but a 
washer-up of dishes!" "Damsel," said he, "say to me what thou wilt, I will not 
leave thee; for I have undertaken to King Arthur to relieve thy adventure, and I 
will finish it to the end, or die." "Thou finish my adventure!" said she—"anon, 
thou shalt meet one, whose face thou wilt not even dare to look at." "I shall 
attempt it," answered he. So, as they rode thus, into a wood, there met them a 
man, fleeing, as for his life. "Whither fleest thou?" said Sir Beaumains. "O lord!" 
he answered, "help me; for, in a valley hard by, there are six thieves, who have 
taken my lord, and bound him, and I fear will slay him." "Bring me thither," said 
Sir Beaumains. So they rode to the place, and Sir Beaumains rushed after the 
thieves, and smote one, at the first stroke, so that he died; and then, with two 
other blows, slew a second and third. Then fled the other three, and Sir 
Beaumains rode after them, and overtook and slew them all. Then he returned 
and unbound the knight. And the knight thanked him, and prayed him to ride to 
his castle, where he would reward him. "Sir," answered Sir Beaumains, "I will 
have no reward of thee, for but this day was I made knight by the most noble Sir 
Lancelot; and besides, I must go with this damsel." Then the knight begged the 
damsel to rest that night at his castle. So they all rode thither, and ever the 
damsel scoffed at Sir Beaumains as a kitchen boy, and laughed at him before the 
knight their host, so that he set his meat before him at a lower table, as though he 
were not of their company. 

And on the morrow, the damsel and Sir Beaumains took their leave of the 
knight, and thanking him departed. Then they rode on their way till they came to 
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a great forest, through which flowed a river, and there was but one passage over 
it, whereat stood two knights armed to hinder the way. "Wilt thou match those 
two knights," said the damsel to Sir Beaumains, "or return again?" "I would not 
return," said he, "though they were six." Therewith he galloped into the water, 
and swam his horse into the middle of the stream. And there, in the river, one of 
the knights met him, and they brake their spears together, and then drew their 
swords, and smote fiercely at each other. And at the last, Sir Beaumains struck 
the other mightily upon the helm, so that he fell down stunned into the water, 
and was drowned. Then Sir Beaumains spurred his horse on to the land, where 
instantly the other knight fell on him. And they also brake their spears upon each 
other, and then drew their swords, and fought savagely and long together. And 
after many blows, Sir Beaumains clove through the knight's skull down to the 
shoulders. Then rode Sir Beaumains to the damsel, but ever she still scoffed at 
him, and said, "Alas! that a kitchen page should chance to slay two such brave 
knights! Thou deemest now that thou hast done a mighty deed, but it is not so; 
for the first knight's horse stumbled, and thus was he drowned—not by thy 
strength; and as for the second knight, thou wentest by chance behind him, and 
didst kill him shamefully." "Damsel," said Sir Beaumains, "say what ye list, I 
care not so I may win your lady; and wouldst thou give me but fair language, all 
my care were past; for whatsoever knights I meet, I fear them not." "Thou shalt 
see knights that shall abate thy boast, base kitchen knave," replied she; "yet say I 
this for thine advantage, for if thou followest me thou wilt be surely slain, since I 
see all thou doest is but by chance, and not by thy own prowess.” "Well, 
damsel," said he, "say what ye will, wherever ye go I will follow." 

So they rode on until the eventide, and still the damsel evermore kept chiding 
Sir Beaumains. Then came they to a black space of land, whereon was a black 
hawthorn tree, and on the tree there hung a black banner, and on the other side 
was a black shield and spear, and by them a great black horse, covered with silk; 
and hard by sat a knight armed in black armor, whose name was the Knight of 
the Blacklands. When the damsel saw him, she cried out to Beaumains, "Flee 
down the valley, for thy horse is not saddled!" "Wilt thou forever deem me 
coward?" answered he. With that came the Black Knight to the damsel, and said, 
"Fair damsel, hast thou brought this knight from Arthur's court to be thy 
champion?" "Not so, fair knight," said she; "he is but a kitchen knave." "Then 
wherefore cometh he in such array?" said he; "it is a shame that he should bear 
thee company.” "I cannot be delivered from him," answered she: "for in spite of 
me he rideth with me; and would to Heaven you would put him from me, or now 
slay him, for he hath slain two knights at the river passage yonder, and done 
many marvelous deeds through pure mischance." "I marvel," said the Black 
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Knight, "that any man of worship will fight with him." "They know him not," 
said the damsel, "and think, because he rideth with me, that he is well born." 
"Truly, he hath a goodly person, and is likely to be a strong man," replied the 
knight; "but since he is no man of worship, he shall leave his horse and armor 
with me, for it were a shame for me to do him more harm." 

When Sir Beaumains heard him speak thus, he said, "Horse or armor gettest 
thou none of me, Sir knight, save thou winnest them with thy hands; therefore 
defend thyself, and let me see what thou canst do." "How sayest thou?" 
answered the Black Knight. "Now quit this lady also, for it beseemeth not a 
kitchen knave like thee to ride with such a lady." "I am of higher lineage than 
thou," said Sir Beaumains, "and will straightway prove it on thy body." Then 
furiously they drove their horses at each other, and came together as it had been 
thunder. But the Black Knight's spear brake short, and Sir Beaumains thrust him 
through the side, and his spear breaking at the head, left its point sticking fast in 
the Black Knight's body. Yet did the Black Knight draw his sword, and smite at 
Sir Beaumains with many fierce and bitter blows; but after they had fought an 
hour and more, he fell down from his horse in a swoon, and forthwith died. Then 
Sir Beaumains lighted down and armed himself in the Black Knight's armor, and 
rode on after the damsel. But notwithstanding all his valor, still she scoffed at 
him, and said, "Away! for thou savorest ever of the kitchen. Alas! that such a 
knave should by mishap destroy so good a knight; yet once again I counsel thee 
to flee, for hard by is a knight who shall repay thee!" "It may chance that I am 
beaten or slain," answered Sir Beaumains, "but I warn thee, fair damsel, that I 
will not flee away, nor leave thy company, or my quest, for all that ye can say." 

Anon, as they rode, they saw a knight come swiftly towards them, dressed all 
in green, who, calling to the damsel said, "Is that my brother, the Black Knight, 
that ye have brought with you?" "Nay, and alas!" said she, "this kitchen knave 
hath slain thy brother through mischance." "Alas!" said the Green Knight, "that 
such a noble knight as he was should be slain by a knave's hand. Traitor!" cried 
he to Sir Beaumains, "thou shalt die for this! Sir Pereard was my brother, and a 
full noble knight." "I defy thee," said Sir Beaumains, "for I slew him knightly 
and not shamefully." Then the Green Knight rode to a thorn whereon hung a 
green horn, and, when he blew three notes, there came three damsels forth, who 
quickly armed him, and brought him a great horse and a green shield and spear. 
Then did they run at one another with their fullest might, and break their spears 
asunder; and, drawing their swords, they closed in fight, and sorely smote and 
wounded each other with many grievous blows. 

At last, Sir Beaumains' horse jostled against the Green Knight's horse, and 
overthrew him. Then both alighted, and, hurtling together like mad lions, fought 
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a great while on foot. But the damsel cheered the Green Knight, and said, "My 
lord, why wilt thou let a kitchen knave so long stand up against thee?" Hearing 
these words, he was ashamed, and gave Sir Beaumains such a mighty stroke as 
clave his shield asunder. When Sir Beaumains heard the damsel's words, and felt 
that blow, he waxed passing wroth, and gave the Green Knight such a buffet on 
the helm that he fell on his knees, and with another blow Sir Beaumains threw 
him on the ground. Then the Green Knight yielded, and prayed him to spare his 
life. "All thy prayers are vain," said he, "unless this damsel who came with me 
pray for thee." "That will I never do, base kitchen knave," said she. "Then shall 
he die," said Beaumains. "Alas! fair lady," said the Green Knight, "suffer me not 
to die for a word! O, Sir knight," cried he to Beaumains, "give me my life, and I 
will ever do thee homage; and thirty knights, who owe me service, shall give 
allegiance to thee." "All availeth not," answered Sir Beaumains, "unless the 
damsel ask me for thy life"; and thereupon he made as though he would have 
slain him. Then cried the damsel, "Slay him not; for if thou do thou shalt repent 
it." "Damsel," said Sir Beaumains, "at thy command, he shall obtain his life. 
Arise, Sir knight of the green armor, I release thee!" Then the Green Knight 
knelt at his feet, and did him homage with his words. "Lodge with me this 
night," said he, "and to-morrow will I guide ye through the forest." So, taking 
their horses, they rode to his castle, which was hard by. 

Yet still did the damsel rebuke and scoff at Sir Beaumains, and would not 
suffer him to sit at her table. "I marvel," said the Green Knight to her, "that ye 
thus chide so noble a knight, for truly I know none to match him; and be sure, 
that whatsoever he appeareth now, he will prove, at the end, of noble blood and 
royal lineage." But of all this would the damsel take no heed, and ceased not to 
mock at Sir Beaumains. On the morrow, they arose and heard mass; and when 
they had broken their fast, took their horses and rode on their way, the Green 
Knight conveying them through the forest. Then, when he had led them for a 
while, he said to Sir Beaumains, "My lord, my thirty knights and I shall always 
be at thy command whensoever thou shalt send for us." "It is well said," replied 
he; "and when I call upon you, you shall yield yourself and all your knights unto 
King Arthur." "That will we gladly do," said the Green Knight, and so departed. 

And the damsel rode on before Sir Beaumains, and said to him, "Why dost 
thou follow me, thou kitchen boy? I counsel thee to throw aside thy spear and 
shield, and flee betimes, for wert thou as mighty as Sir Lancelot or Sir Tristram, 
thou shouldest not pass a valley near this place, called the Pass Perilous." 
"Damsel," answered he, "let him that feareth flee; as for me, it were indeed a 
shameful thing to turn after so long a journey." As he spake, they came upon a 
tower as white as snow, with mighty battlements, and double moats round it, and 
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over the tower-gate hung fifty shields of divers colors. Before the tower walls, 
they saw a fair meadow, wherein were many knights and squires in pavilions, for 
on the morrow there was a tournament at that castle. 

Then the lord of the castle, seeing a knight armed at all points, with a damsel 
and a page, riding towards the tower, came forth to meet them; and his horse and 
harness, with his shield and spear, were all of a red color. When he came near 
Sir Beaumains, and saw his armor all of black, he thought him his own brother, 
the Black Knight, and so cried aloud, "Brother! what do ye here, within these 
borders?" "Nay!" said the damsel, "it is not thy brother, but a kitchen knave of 
Arthur's court, who hath slain thy brother, and overcome thy other brother also, 
the Green Knight." "Now do I defy thee!" cried the Red Knight to Sir 
Beaumains, and put his spear in rest and spurred his horse. Then both knights 
turned back a little space, and ran together with all their might, till their horses 
fell to the earth. Then, with their swords, they fought fiercely for the space of 
three hours. And at last, Sir Beaumains overcame his foe, and smote him to the 
ground. Then the Red Knight prayed his mercy, and said, "Slay me not, noble 
knight, and I will yield to thee with sixty knights that do my bidding." "All avails 
not," answered Sir Beaumains, "save this damsel pray me to release thee." Then 
did he lift his sword to slay him; but the damsel cried aloud, "Slay him not, 
Beaumains, for he is a noble knight." Then Sir Beaumains bade him rise up and 
thank the damsel, which straightway he did, and afterwards invited them to his 
castle, and made them goodly cheer. 

But notwithstanding all Sir Beaumains' mighty deeds, the damsel ceased not 
to revile and chide him, at which the Red Knight marveled much; and caused his 
sixty knights to watch Sir Beaumains, that no villainy might happen to him. And 
on the morrow, they heard mass and broke their fast, and the Red Knight came 
before Sir Beaumains, with his sixty knights, and proffered him homage and 
fealty. "I thank thee," answered he; "and when I call upon thee thou shalt come 
before my lord King Arthur at his court, and yield yourselves to him." "That will 
we surely do," said the Red Knight. So Sir Beaumains and the damsel departed. 

And as she constantly reviled him and tormented him, he said to her, 
"Damsel, ye are discourteous thus always to rebuke me, for I have done you 
service; and for all your threats of knights that shall destroy me, all they who 
come lie in the dust before me. Now, therefore, I pray you rebuke me no more 
till you see me beaten or a recreant, and then bid me go from you." "There shall 
soon meet thee a knight who shall repay thee all thy deeds, thou boaster," 
answered she, "for, save King Arthur, he is the man of most worship in the 
world." "It will be the greater honor to encounter him," said Sir Beaumains. 

Soon after, they saw before them a city passing fair, and between them and 
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the city was a meadow newly mown, wherein were many goodly tents. "Seest 
thou yonder blue pavilion?" said the damsel to Sir Beaumains; "it is Sir 
Perseant's, the lord of that great city, whose custom is, in all fair weather, to lie 
in this meadow, and joust with his knights." 

And as she spake, Sir Perseant, who had espied them coming, sent a 
messenger to meet Sir Beaumains, and to ask him if he came in war or peace. 
"Say to thy lord," he answered, "that I care not whether of the twain it be." So 
when the messenger gave this reply, Sir Perseant came out to fight with Sir 
Beaumains. And making ready, they rode their steeds against each other; and 
when their spears were shivered asunder, they fought with their swords. And for 
more than two hours did they hack and hew at each other, till their shields and 
hauberks were all dented with many blows, and they themselves were sorely 
wounded. And at the last, Sir Beaumains smote Sir Perseant on the helm, so that 
he fell groveling on the earth. And when he unlaced his helm to slay him, the 
damsel prayed for his life. "That will I grant gladly," answered Sir Beaumains, 
"for it were pity such a noble knight should die." "Gramercy!" said Sir Perseant, 
"for now I certainly know that it was thou who slewest my brother, the Black 
Knight, Sir Pereard; and overcame my brothers, the Green Knight, Sir Pertolope, 
and the Red Knight, Sir Perimones; and since thou hast overcome me also, I will 
do thee homage and fealty, and place at thy command one hundred knights to do 
thy bidding." 

But when the damsel saw Sir Perseant overthrown, she marveled greatly at 
the might of Sir Beaumains, and said, "What manner of man may ye be, for now 
am I sure that ye be come of noble blood? And truly, never did woman revile 
knight as I have done thee, and yet ye have ever courteously borne with me, 
which surely never had been were ye not of gentle blood and lineage." 

"Lady," replied Sir Beaumains, "a knight is little worth who may not bear 
with a damsel; and so whatsoever ye said to me I took no heed, save only that at 
times when your scorn angered me, it made me all the stronger against those 
with whom I fought, and thus have ye furthered me in my battles. But whether I 
be born of gentle blood or no, I have done you gentle service, and peradventure 
will do better still, ere I depart from you." 

"Alas!" said she, weeping at his courtesy, "forgive me, fair Sir Beaumains, 
all that I have missaid and misdone against you." "With all my heart," said he; 
"and since you now speak fairly to me, I am passing glad of heart, and methinks 
I have the strength to overcome whatever knights I shall henceforth encounter." 

Then Sir Perseant prayed them to come to his pavilion, and set before them 
wines and spices, and made them great cheer. So they rested that night; and on 
the morrow, the damsel and Sir Beaumains rose, and heard mass. And when they 
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had broken their fast, they took their leave of Sir Perseant. "Fair damsel," said 
he, "whither lead ye this knight?" "Sir," answered she, "to the Castle Dangerous, 
where my sister is besieged by the Knight of the Redlands." "I know him well," 
said Sir Perseant, "for the most perilous knight alive—a man without mercy, and 
with the strength of seven men. God save thee, Sir Beaumains, from him! and 
enable thee to overcome him, for the Lady Lyones, whom he besiegeth, is as fair 
a lady as there liveth in this world." "Thou sayest truth, sir," said the damsel; 
"for I am her sister; and men call me Linet, or the Wild Maiden." "Now, I would 
have thee know," said Sir Perseant to Sir Beaumains, "that the Knight of the 
Redlands hath kept that siege more than two years, and prolongeth the time 
hoping that Sir Lancelot, or Sir Tristram, or Sir Lamoracke, may come and battle 
with him; for these three knights divide between them all knighthood; and thou 
if thou mayest match the Knight of the Redlands, shalt well be called the fourth 
knight of the world." "Sir," said Sir Beaumains, "I would fain have that good 
fame; and truly, I am come of great and honorable lineage. And so that you and 
this fair damsel will conceal it, I will tell ye my descent." And when they swore 
to keep it secret, he told them, "My name is Sir Gareth of Orkney, my father was 
King Lot, and my mother the Lady Belisent, King Arthur's sister. Sir Gawain, 
Sir Agravain, and Sir Gaheris, are my brethren, and I am the youngest of them 
all. But, as yet King Arthur and the court know me not, who I am." When he had 
thus told them, they both wondered greatly. 

And the damsel Linet sent the dwarf forward to her sister, to tell her of their 
coming. Then did Dame Lyones inquire what manner of man the knight was 
who was coming to her rescue. And the dwarf told her of all Sir Beaumains' 
deeds by the way: how he had overthrown Sir Key, and left him for dead; how 
he had battled with Sir Lancelot, and was knighted of him; how he had fought 
with, and slain, the thieves; how he had overcome the two knights who kept the 
river passage; how he had fought with, and slain, the Black Knight; and how he 
had overcome the Green Knight, the Red Knight, and last of all, the Blue Knight, 
Sir Perseant. Then was Dame Lyones passing glad, and sent the dwarf back to 
Sir Beaumains with great gifts, thanking him for his courtesy, in taking such a 
labor on him for her sake, and praying him to be of good heart and courage. And 
as the dwarf returned, he met the Knight of the Redlands, who asked him 
whence he came. "I came here with the sister of my lady of the castle," said the 
dwarf, "who hath been now to King Arthur's court and brought a knight with her 
to take her battle on him." "Then is her travail lost," replied the knight; "for, 
though she had brought Sir Lancelot, Sir Tristram, Sir Lamoracke, or Sir 
Gawain, I count myself their equal, and who besides shall be so called?" Then 
the dwarf told the knight what deeds Sir Beaumains had done; but he answered, 
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"I care not for him, whosoever he be, for I shall shortly overcome him, and give 
him shameful death, as to so many others I have done." 

Then the damsel Linet and Sir Beaumains left Sir Perseant, and rode on 
through a forest to a large plain, where they saw many pavilions, and hard by, a 
castle passing fair. 

But as they came near Sir Beaumains saw upon the branches of some trees 
which grew there, the dead bodies of forty knights hanging, with rich armor on 
them, their shields and swords about their necks, and golden spurs upon their 
heels. "What meaneth this?" said he, amazed. "Lose not thy courage, fair sir," 
replied the damsel, "at this shameful sight, for all these knights came hither to 
rescue my sister; and when the Knight of the Redlands had overcome them, he 
put them to this piteous death, without mercy; and in such wise will he treat thee 
also unless thou bearest thee more valiantly than they." "Truly he useth shameful 
customs," said Sir Beaumains; "and it is a marvel that he hath endured so long." 

So they rode onward to the castle walls, and found them double-moated, and 
heard the sea waves dashing on one side the walls. Then said the damsel, "See 
you that ivory horn hanging upon the sycamore-tree? The Knight of the 
Redlands hath hung it there, that any knight may blow thereon, and then will he 
himself come out and fight with him. But I pray thee sound it not till high 
noontide, for now it is but daybreak, and till noon his strength increases to the 
might of seven men." "Let that be as it may, fair damsel," answered he, "for were 
he stronger knight than ever lived, I would not fail him. Either will I defeat him 
at his mightiest, or die knightly in the field." With that he spurred his horse unto 
the sycamore, and blew the ivory horn so eagerly, that all the castle rang its 
echoes. Instantly, all the knights who were in the pavilions ran forth, and those 
within the castle looked out from the windows, or above the walls. And the 
Knight of the Redlands, arming himself quickly in blood-red armor, with spear, 
and shield, and horse's trappings of like color, rode forth into a little valley by 
the castle walls, so that all in the castle, and at the siege, might see the battle. 

"Be of good cheer,” said the damsel Linet to Sir Beaumains, "for thy deadly 
enemy now cometh; and at yonder window is my lady and sister, Dame Lyones." 
"In good sooth," said Sir Beaumains, "she is the fairest lady I have ever seen, 
and I would wish no better quarrel than to fight for her." With that, he looked up 
to the window, and saw the Lady Lyones, who waved her handkerchief to her 
sister and to him to cheer them. Then called the Knight of the Redlands to Sir 
Beaumains, "Leave now thy gazing, Sir knight, and turn to me, for I warn thee 
that lady is mine." "She loveth none of thy fellowship," he answered; "but know 
this, that I love her, and will rescue her from thee, or die." "Say ye so!" said the 
Red Knight. "Take ye no warning from those knights that hang on yonder trees?" 
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"For shame that thou so boastest!" said Sir Beaumains. "Be sure that sight hath 
raised a hatred for thee that will not lightly be put out, and given me not fear, but 
rage." "Sir knight, defend thyself," said the Knight of the Redlands, "for we will 
talk no longer." 

Then did they put their spears in rest, and came together at the fullest speed 
of their horses, and smote each other in the midst of their shields, so that their 
horses' harness sundered by the shock, and they fell to the ground. And both lay 
there so long time, stunned, that many deemed their necks were broken. And all 
men said the strange knight was a strong man, and a noble jouster, for none had 
ever yet so matched the Knight of the Redlands. Then, in a while, they rose, and 
putting up their shields before them, drew their swords, and fought with fury, 
running at each other like wild beasts—now striking such buffets that both 
reeled backwards, now hewing at each other till they shore the harness off in 
pieces, and left their bodies naked and unarmed. And thus they fought till noon 
was past, when, for a time, they rested to get breath, so sorely staggering and 
bleeding, that many who beheld them wept for pity. Then they renewed the 
battle—sometimes rushing so furiously together, that both fell to the ground, and 
anon changing swords in their confusion. Thus they endured, and lashed, and 
struggled, until eventide, and none who saw knew which was the likeliest to win; 
for though the Knight of the Redlands was a wily and subtle warrior, his subtlety 
made Sir Beaumains wilier and wiser too. So once again they rested for a little 
space, and took their helms off to find breath. 

But when Sir Beaumains' helm was off, he looked up to Dame Lyones, 
where she leaned, gazing and weeping, from her window. And when he saw the 
sweetness of her smiling, all his heart was light and joyful, and starting up, he 
bade the Knight of the Redlands make ready. Then did they lace their helms and 
fight together yet afresh, as though they had never fought before. And at the last, 
the Knight of the Redlands with a sudden stroke smote Sir Beaumains on the 
hand, so that his sword fell from it, and with a second stroke upon the helm he 
drove him to the earth. Then cried aloud the damsel Linet, "Alas! Sir Beaumains, 
see how my sister weepeth to behold thee fallen!" And when Sir Beaumains 
heard her words, he sprang upon his feet with strength, and leaping to his sword, 
he caught it; and with many heavy blows pressed so sorely on the Knight of the 
Redlands, that in the end he smote his sword from out his hand, and, with a 
mighty blow upon the head, hurled him upon the ground. 

Then Sir Beaumains unlaced his helm, and would have straightway slain 
him, but the Knight of the Redlands yielded, and prayed for mercy. "I may not 
spare thee," answered he, "because of the shameful death which thou hast given 
to so many noble knights." "Yet hold thy hand, Sir knight," said he, "and hear 
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the cause. I loved once a fair damsel, whose brother was slain, as she told me, by 
a knight of Arthur's court, either Sir Lancelot, or Sir Gawain; and she prayed me, 
as I truly loved her, and by the faith of my knighthood, to labor daily in deeds of 
arms, till I should meet with him; and to put all knights of the Round Table 
whom I should overcome to a villainous death. And this I swore to her." Then 
prayed the earls, and knights, and barons, who stood round Sir Beaumains, to 
spare the Red Knight's life. "Truly," replied he, "I am loth to slay him, 
notwithstanding he hath done such shameful deeds. And inasmuch as what he 
did was done to please his lady and to gain her love, I blame him less, and for 
your sakes I will release him. But on this agreement only shall he hold his life— 
that straightway he depart into the castle, and yield him to the lady there, and 
make her such amends as she shall ask, for all the trespass he hath done upon her 
lands; and afterwards, that he shall go unto King Arthur's court, and ask the 
pardon of Sir Lancelot and Sir Gawain for all the evil he hath done against 
them." "All this, Sir knight, I swear to do," said the Knight of the Redlands; and 
therewith he did him homage and fealty. 

Then came the damsel Linet to Sir Beaumains and the Knight of the 
Redlands, and disarmed them, and staunched their wounds. And when the 
Knight of the Redlands had made amends for all his trespasses, he departed for 
the court. 

Then Sir Beaumains, being healed of his wounds, armed himself, and took 
his horse and spear and rode straight to the castle of Dame Lyones, for greatly he 
desired to see her. But when he came to the gate they closed it fast, and pulled 
the drawbridge up. And as he marveled thereat, he saw the Lady Lyones 
standing at a window, who said, "Go thy way as yet, Sir Beaumains, for thou 
shalt not wholly have my love until thou be among the worthiest knights of all 
the world. Go, therefore, and labor yet in arms for twelve months more, and then 
return to me.” "Alas! fair lady," said Sir Beaumains, "I have scarce deserved this 
of thee, for sure I am that I have bought thy love with all the best blood in my 
body." "Be not aggrieved, fair knight," said she, "for none of thy service is 
forgot or lost. Twelve months will soon be passed in noble deeds; and trust that 
to my death I shall love thee and not another." With that she turned and left the 
window. 

So Sir Beaumains rode away from the castle very sorrowful at heart, and 
rode he knew not whither, and lay that night in a poor man's cottage. On the 
morrow he went forward, and came at noon to a broad lake, and thereby he 
alighted, being very sad and weary, and rested his head upon his shield, and told 
his dwarf to keep watch while he slept. 

Now, as soon as he had departed, the Lady Lyones repented, and greatly 
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longed to see him back, and asked her sister many times of what lineage he was; 
but the damsel would not tell her, being bound by her oath to Sir Beaumains, and 
said his dwarf best knew. So she called Sir Gringamors, her brother, who dwelt 
with her, and prayed him to ride after Sir Beaumains till he found him sleeping, 
and then to take his dwarf away and bring him back to her. Anon Sir Gringamors 
departed, and rode till he came to Sir Beaumains, and found him as he lay 
sleeping by the water-side. Then stepping stealthily behind the dwarf he caught 
him in his arms and rode off in haste. And though the dwarf cried loudly to his 
lord for help, and woke Sir Beaumains, yet, though he rode full quickly after 
him, he could not overtake Sir Gringamors. 

When Dame Lyones saw her brother come back, she was passing glad of 
heart, and forthwith asked the dwarf his master's lineage. "He is a king's son," 
said the dwarf, "and his mother is King Arthur's sister. His name is Sir Gareth of 
Orkney, and he is brother to the good knight, Sir Gawain. But I pray you suffer 
me to go back to my lord, for truly he will never leave this country till he have 
me again." But when the Lady Lyones knew her deliverer was come of such a 
kingly stock, she longed more than ever to see him again. 

Now as Sir Beaumains rode in vain to rescue his dwarf, he came to a fair 
green road and met a poor man of the country, and asked him had he seen a 
knight on a black horse, riding with a dwarf of a sad countenance behind him. 
"Yea," said the man, "I met with such a knight an hour agone, and his name is 
Sir Gringamors. He liveth at a castle two miles from hence; but he is a perilous 
knight, and I counsel ye not to follow him save ye bear him goodwill." Then Sir 
Beaumains followed the path which the poor man showed him, and came to the 
castle. And riding to the gate in great anger, he drew his sword, and cried aloud, 
"Sir Gringamors, thou traitor! deliver me my dwarf again, or by my knighthood 
it shall be ill for thee!" Then Sir Gringamors looked out of a window and said, 
"Sir Gareth of Orkney, leave thy boasting words, for thou wilt not get thy dwarf 
again." But the Lady Lyones said to her brother, "Nay, brother, but I will that he 
have his dwarf, for he hath done much for me, and delivered me from the Knight 
of the Redlands, and well do I love him above all other knights." So Sir 
Gringamors went down to Sir Gareth and cried him mercy, and prayed him to 
alight and take good cheer. 

Then he alighted, and his dwarf ran to him. And when he was in the hall 
came the Lady Lyones dressed royally like a princess. And Sir Gareth was right 
glad of heart when he saw her. Then she told him how she had made her brother 
take away his dwarf and bring him back to her. And then she promised him her 
love, and faithfully to cleave to him and none other all the days of her life. And 
so they plighted their troth to each other. Then Sir Gringamors prayed him to 
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sojourn at the castle, which willing he did. "For," said he, "I have promised to 
quit the court for twelve months, though sure I am that in the meanwhile I shall 
be sought and found by my lord King Arthur and many others." So he sojourned 
long at the castle. 

Anon the knights, Sir Perseant, Sir Perimones, and Sir Pertolope, whom Sir 
Gareth had overthrown, went to King Arthur's court with all the knights who did 
them service, and told the king they had been conquered by a knight of his 
named Beaumains. And as they yet were talking, it was told the king there came 
another great lord with five hundred knights, who, entering in, did homage, and 
declared himself to be the Knight of the Redlands. "But my true name," said he, 
"is Ironside, and I am hither sent by one Sir Beaumains, who conquered me, and 
charged me to yield unto your grace." "Thou art welcome,” said King Arthur, 
"for thou hast been long a foe to me and mine, and truly I am much beholden to 
the knight who sent thee. And now, Sir Ironside, if thou wilt amend thy life and 
hold of me, I will entreat thee as a friend, and make thee Knight of the Round 
Table; but thou mayst no more be a murderer of noble knights." Then the Knight 
of the Redlands knelt to the king, and told him of his promise to Sir Beaumains 
to use never more such shameful customs; and how he had so done but at the 
prayer of a lady whom he loved. Then knelt he to Sir Lancelot and Sir Gawain, 
and prayed their pardon for the hatred he had borne them. 

But the king and all the court marveled greatly who Sir Beaumains was. 
"For," said the king, "he is a full noble knight." Then said Sir Lancelot, "Truly he 
is come of honorable blood, else had I not given him the order of knighthood; 
but he charged me that I should conceal his secret." 

Now as they talked thus it was told King Arthur that his sister, the Queen of 
Orkney, was come to the court with a great retinue of knights and ladies. Then 
was there great rejoicing, and the king rose and saluted his sister. And her sons, 
Sir Gawain, Sir Agravain, and Sir Gaheris knelt before her and asked her 
blessing, for during fifteen years last past they had not seen her. Anon she said, 
"Where is my youngest son, Sir Gareth? for I know that he was here a twelve- 
month with you, and that ye made a kitchen knave of him." Then the king and all 
the knights knew that Sir Beaumains and Sir Gareth were the same. "Truly," said 
the king, "I knew him not." "Nor I," said Sir Gawain and both his brothers. Then 
said the king, "God be thanked, fair sister, that he is proved as worshipful a 
knight as any now alive, and by the grace of Heaven he shall be found forthwith 
if he be anywhere within these seven realms." Then said Sir Gawain and his 
brethren, "Lord, if ye will give us leave we will go seek him." But Sir Lancelot 
said, "It were better that the king should send a messenger to Dame Lyones and 
pray her to come hither with all speed, and she will counsel where ye shall find 
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him." "It is well said," replied the king; and sent a messenger quickly unto Dame 
Lyones. 

When she heard the message she promised she would come forthwith, and 
told Sir Gareth what the messenger had said, and asked him what to do. "I pray 
you," said he, "tell them not where I am, but when my lord King Arthur asketh 
for me, advise him thus—that he proclaim a tournament before this castle on 
Assumption Day, and that the knight who proveth best shall win yourself and all 
your lands." So the Lady Lyones departed and came to King Arthur's court, and 
there was right nobly welcomed. And when they asked her where Sir Gareth 
was, She said she could not tell. "But, lord," said she, "with thy goodwill I will 
proclaim a tournament before my castle on the Feast of the Assumption, whereof 
the prize shall be myself and all my lands. Then if it be proclaimed that you, 
lord, and your knights will be there, I will find knights on my side to fight you 
and yours, and thus am I sure ye will hear tidings of Sir Gareth." "Be it so done," 
replied the king. 

So Sir Gareth sent messengers privily to Sir Perseant and Sir Ironside, and 
charged them to be ready on the day appointed, with their companies of knights 
to aid him and his party against the king. And when they were arrived he said, 
"Now be ye well assured that we shall be matched with the best knights of the 
world, and therefore must we gather all the good knights we can find." 

So proclamation was made throughout all England, Wales, Scotland, Ireland, 
and Cornwall, and in the out isles and other countries, that at the Feast of the 
Assumption of our Lady, next coming, all knights who came to joust at Castle 
Perilous should make choice whether they would side with the king or with the 
castle. Then came many good knights on the side of the castle. Sir Epinogris, the 
son of the King of Northumberland, and Sir Palomedes the Saracen, and Sir 
Grummore Grummorsum, a good knight of Scotland, and Sir Brian des Iles, a 
noble knight, and Sir Carados of the Tower Dolorous, and Sir Tristram, who as 
yet was not a knight of the Round Table, and many others. But none among 
them knew Sir Gareth, for he took no more upon him than any mean person. 

And on King Arthur's side there came the King of Ireland and the King of 
Scotland, the noble prince Sir Galahaut, Sir Gawain and his brothers Sir 
Agravain and Sir Gaheris, Sir Ewaine, Sir Tor, Sir Perceval, and Sir Lamoracke, 
Sir Lancelot also and his kindred, Sir Lionel, Sir Ector, Sir Bors and Sir 
Bedivere, likewise Sir Key and the most part of the Table Round. The two 
queens also, Queen Guinevere and the Queen of Orkney, Sir Gareth's mother, 
came with the king. So there was a great array both within and without the 
castle, with all manner of feasting and minstrelsy. 

Now before the tournament began, Sir Gareth privily prayed Dame Lyones, 
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Sir Gringamors, Sir Ironside, and Sir Perseant, that they would in nowise 
disclose his name, nor make more of him than of any common knight. Then said 
Dame Lyones, "Dear lord, I pray thee take this ring, which hath the power to 
change the wearer's clothing into any color he may will, and guardeth him from 
any loss of blood. But give it me again, I pray thee, when the tournament is 
done, for it greatly increaseth my beauty whensoever I wear it." "Gramercy, 
mine own lady," said Sir Gareth, "I wished for nothing better, for now I may be 
certainly disguised as long as I will." Then Sir Gringamors gave Sir Gareth a bay 
courser that was a passing good horse, with sure armor, and a noble sword, won 
by his father from a heathen tyrant. And then every knight made him ready for 
the tournament. 

So on the day of the Assumption, when mass and matins were said, the 
heralds blew their trumpets and sounded for the tourney. Anon came out the 
knights of the castle and the knights of King Arthur, and matched themselves 
together. 

Then Sir Epinogris, son of the King of Northumberland, a knight of the 
castle, encountered Sir Ewaine, and both broke off their spears short to their 
hands. Then came Sir Palomedes from the castle, and met Sir Gawain, and they 
so hardly smote each other, that both knights and horses fell to the earth. Then 
Sir Tristram, from the castle, encountered with Sir Bedivere, and smote him to 
the earth, horse and man. Then the Knight of the Redlands and Sir Gareth met 
with Sir Bors and Sir Bleoberis; and the Knight of the Redlands and Sir Bors 
smote together so hard that their spears burst, and their horses fell groveling to 
the ground. And Sir Bleoberis brake his spear upon Sir Gareth, but himself was 
hurled upon the ground. When Sir Galihodin saw that, he bade Sir Gareth keep 
him, but Sir Gareth lightly smote him to the earth. Then Sir Galihud got a spear 
to avenge his brother, but was served in like manner. And Sir Dinadam, and his 
brother La-cote-male-taile, and Sir Sagramour le Desirous, and Dodinas le 
Savage, he bore down all with one spear. 

When King Anguish of Ireland saw this, he marveled what that knight could 
be who seemed at one time green and at another blue; for so at every course he 
changed his color that none might know him. Then he ran towards him and 
encountered him, and Sir Gareth smote the king from his horse, saddle and all. 
And in like manner he served the King of Scotland, and King Urience of Gore, 
and King Bagdemagus. 

Then Sir Galahaut, the noble prince, cried out, "Knight of the many colors! 
thou hast jousted well; now make thee ready to joust with me." When Sir Gareth 
heard him, he took a great spear and met him swiftly. And the prince's spear 
broke off, but Sir Gareth smote him on the left side of the helm, so that he reeled 
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here and there, and had fallen down had not his men recovered him. "By my 
faith," said King Arthur, "that knight of the many colors is a good knight. I pray 
thee, Sir Lancelot du Lake, encounter with him." "Lord," said Sir Lancelot, "by 
thy leave I will forbear. I find it in my heart to spare him at this time, for he hath 
done enough work for one day; and when a good knight doth so well it is no 
knightly part to hinder him from this honor. And peradventure his quarrel is here 
to-day, and he may be the best beloved of the Lady Lyones of all that be here; 
for I see well he paineth and forceth himself to do great deeds. Therefore, as for 
me, this day he shall have the honor; for though I were able to put him from it, I 
would not." "You speak well and truly," said the king. 

Then after the tilting, they drew swords, and there began a great tournament, 
and there Sir Lancelot did marvelous deeds of arms, for first he fought with both 
Sir Tristram and Sir Carados, albeit they were the most perilous in all the world. 
Then came Sir Gareth and put them asunder, but would not smite a stroke 
against Sir Lancelot, for by him he had been knighted. Anon Sir Gareth's helm 
had need of mending, and he rode aside to see to it and to drink water, for he was 
sore athirst with all his mighty feats of strength. And while he drank, his dwarf 
said to him, "Give me your ring, lest ye lose it while ye drink." So Sir Gareth 
took it off. And when he had finished drinking, he rode back eagerly to the field, 
and in his haste forgot to take the ring again. Then all the people saw that he 
wore yellow armor. And King Arthur told a herald, "Ride and espy the 
cognizance of that brave knight, for I have asked many who he is, and none can 
tell me." 

Then the herald rode near, and saw written round about his helmet in letters 
of gold, "Sir Gareth of Orkney." And instantly the herald cried his name aloud, 
and all men pressed to see him. 

But when he saw he was discovered, he pushed with haste through all the 
crowd, and cried to his dwarf, "Boy, thou hast beguiled me foully in keeping my 
ring; give it me again, that I may be hidden." And as soon as he had put it on, his 
armor changed again, and no man knew where he had gone. Then he passed 
forth from the field; but Sir Gawain, his brother, rode after him. 

And when Sir Gareth had ridden far into the forest, he took off his ring, and 
sent it back by the dwarf to the Lady Lyones, praying her to be true and faithful 
to him while he was away. 

Then rode Sir Gareth long through the forest, till night fell, and coming to a 
castle he went up to the gate, and prayed the porter to let him in. But churlishly 
he answered "that he should not lodge there." Then said Sir Gareth, "Tell thy 
lord and lady that I am a knight of King Arthur's court, and for his sake I pray 
their shelter." With that the porter went to the duchess who owned the castle. 


5534 XRN 


"Let him in straightway," cried she; "for the king's sake he shall not be 
harborless!" and went down to receive him. When Sir Gareth saw her coming, he 
saluted her, and said, "Fair lady, I pray you give me shelter for this night, and if 
there be here any champion or giant with whom I must needs fight, spare me till 
to-morrow, when I and my horse shall have rested, for we are full weary." "Sir 
knight," she said, "thou speakest boldly; for the lord of this castle is a foe to 
King Arthur and his court, and if thou wilt rest here to-night thou must agree, 
that wheresoever thou mayest meet my lord, thou must yield to him as a 
prisoner." "What is thy lord's name, lady?" said Sir Gareth. "The Duke de la 
Rowse," said she. "I will promise thee," said he, "to yield to him, if he promise 
to do me no harm; but if he refuse, I will release myself with my sword and 
spear." 

"Tt is well," said the duchess; and commanded the drawbridge to be let down. 
So he rode into the hall and alighted. And when he had taken off his armor, the 
duchess and her ladies made him passing good cheer. And after supper his bed 
was made in the hall, and there he rested that night. On the morrow he rose and 
heard mass, and having broken his fast, took his leave and departed. 

And as he rode past a certain mountain there met him a knight named Sir 
Bendelaine, and cried unto him, "Thou shalt not pass unless thou joust with me 
or be my prisoner!" "Then will we joust," replied Sir Gareth. So they let their 
horses run at full speed, and Sir Gareth smote Sir Bendelaine through his body 
so sorely that he scarcely reached his castle ere he fell dead. And as Sir Gareth 
presently came by the castle, Sir Bendelaine's knights and servants rode out to 
revenge their lord. And twenty of them fell on him at once, although his spear 
was broken. But drawing his sword he put his shield before him. And though 
they brake their spears upon him, one and all, and sorely pressed on him, yet 
ever he defended himself like a noble knight. Anon, finding they could not 
overcome him, they agreed to slay his horse; and having killed it with their 
spears, they set upon Sir Gareth as he fought on foot. But every one he struck he 
slew, and drave at them with fearful blows, till he had slain them all but four, 
who fled. Then taking the horse of one of those that lay there dead, he rode upon 
his way. 

Anon he came to another castle and heard from within a sound as of many 
women moaning and weeping. Then said he to a page who stood without, "What 
noise is this I hear?" "Sir knight," said he, "there be within thirty ladies, the 
widows of thirty knights who have been slain by the lord of this castle. He is 
called the Brown Knight without pity, and is the most perilous knight living, 
wherefore I warn thee to flee." "That will I never do," said Sir Gareth, "for I fear 
him not." Then the page saw the Brown Knight coming and said to Gareth, "Lo! 
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my lord is near." 

So both knights made them ready and galloped their horses towards each 
other, and the Brown Knight brake his spear upon Sir Gareth's shield; but Sir 
Gareth smote him through the body so that he fell dead. At that he rode into the 
castle and told the ladies he had slain their foe. Then were they right glad of 
heart and made him all the cheer they could, and thanked him out of measure. 
But on the morrow as he went to mass he found the ladies weeping in the chapel 
upon divers tombs that were there. And he knew that in those tombs their 
husbands lay. Then he bade them be comforted, and with noble and high words 
he desired and prayed them all to be at Arthur's court on the next Feast of 
Pentecost. 

So he departed and rode past a mountain where was a goodly knight waiting, 
who said to him, "Abide, Sir knight, and joust with me!" "How are ye named?" 
said Sir Gareth. "I am the Duke de la Rowse," answered he. "In good sooth," 
then said Sir Gareth, "not long ago I lodged within your castle, and there 
promised I would yield to you whenever we might meet." "Art thou that proud 
knight," said the duke, "who was ready to fight with me? Guard thyself therefore 
and make ready." So they ran together, and Sir Gareth smote the duke from his 
horse. Then they alighted and drew their swords, and fought full sorely for the 
space of an hour; and at the last Sir Gareth smote the duke to the earth and 
would have slain him, but he yielded. "Then must ye go," said Sir Gareth, "to my 
lord King Arthur at the next Feast of Pentecost and say that I, Sir Gareth, sent 
ye." "As ye will be it," said the duke; and gave him up his shield for pledge. 

And as Sir Gareth rode alone he saw an armed knight coming towards him. 
And putting the duke's shield before him he rode fast to tilt with him; and so they 
ran together as it had been thunder, and brake their spears upon each other. Then 
fought they fiercely with their swords, and lashed together with such mighty 
strokes that blood ran to the ground on every side. And after they had fought 
together for two hours and more, it chanced the damsel Linet passed that way; 
and when she saw them, she cried out, "Sir Gawain and Sir Gareth, leave your 
fighting, for ye are brethren!" At that they threw away their shields and swords, 
and took each other in their arms, and wept a great while ere they could speak. 
And each gave to the other the honor of the battle, and there was many a kind 
word between them. Then said Sir Gawain, "O my brother, for your sake have I 
had great sorrow and labor! But truly I would honor you though ye were not my 
brother, for ye have done great worship to King Arthur and his court, and sent 
more knights to him than any of the Table Round, except Sir Lancelot." 

Then the damsel Linet staunched their wounds, and their horses being weary 
she rode her palfrey to King Arthur and told him of this strange adventure. When 
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she had told her tidings, the king himself mounted his horse and bade all come 
with him to meet them. So a great company of lords and ladies went forth to 
meet the brothers. And when King Arthur saw them he would have spoken 
hearty words, but for gladness he could not. And both Sir Gawain and Sir Gareth 
fell down at their uncle's knees and did him homage, and there was passing great 
joy and gladness among them all. 

Then said the king to the damsel Linet, "Why cometh not the Lady Lyones to 
visit her knight, Sir Gareth, who hath had such travail for her love?" "She 
knoweth not, my lord, that he is here," replied the damsel, "for truly she desireth 
greatly to see him." "Go ye and bring her hither," said the king. So the damsel 
rode to tell her sister where Sir Gareth was, and when she heard it she rejoiced 
full heartily and came with all the speed she could. And when Sir Gareth saw 
her, there was great joy and comfort between them. 

Then the king asked Sir Gareth whether he would have that lady for his 
wife? "My lord," replied Sir Gareth, "know well that I love her above all ladies 
living." "Now, fair lady," said King Arthur, "what say ye?" "Most noble king," 
she answered, "my lord, Sir Gareth, is my first love and shall be my last, and if I 
may not have him for my husband I will have none." Then said the king to them, 
"Be well assured that for my crown I would not be the cause of parting your two 
hearts." 

Then was high preparation made for the marriage, for the king desired it 
should be at the Michaelmas next following, at Kinkenadon-by-the-Sea. 

So Sir Gareth sent out messages to all the knights whom he had overcome in 
battle that they should be there upon his marriage-day. 

Therefore, at the next Michaelmas, came a goodly company to Kinkenadon- 
by-the-Sea. And there did the Archbishop of Canterbury marry Sir Gareth and 
the Lady Lyones with all solemnity. And all the knights whom Sir Gareth had 
overcome were at the feast; and every manner of revels and games was held with 
music and minstrelsy. And there was a great jousting for three days. But because 
of his bride the king would not suffer Sir Gareth to joust. Then did King Arthur 
give great lands and fair, with store of gold, to Sir Gareth and his wife, that so 
they might live royally together to their lives’ end. 
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CHAPTER XII 
THE ADVENTURES OF SIR TRISTRAM 


¢ 


Again King Arthur held high festival at Caerleon, at Pentecost, and gathered 
round him all the fellowship of the Round Table, and so, according to his 
custom, sat and waited till some adventure should arise, or some knight return to 
court whose deeds and perils might be told. 

Anon he saw Sir Lancelot and a crowd of knights coming through the doors 
and leading in their midst the mighty knight, Sir Tristram. As soon as King 
Arthur saw him, he rose up and went through half the hall, and held out both his 
hands and cried, "Right welcome to thee, good Sir Tristram, as welcome art thou 
as any knight that ever came before into this court. A long time have I wished 
for thee amongst my fellowship." Then all the knights and barons rose up with 
one accord and came around, and cried out, "Welcome." Queen Guinevere came 
also, and many ladies with her, and all with one voice said the same. 

Then the king took Sir Tristram by the hand and led him to the Round Table 
and said, "Welcome again for one of the best and gentlest knights in all the 
world; a chief in war, a chief in peace, a chief in field and forest, a chief in the 
ladies' chamber—right heartily welcome to this court, and mayest thou long 
abide in it." 

When he had so said he looked at every empty seat until he came to what had 
been Sir Marhaus'’, and there he found written in gold letters, This is the seat of 
the noble knight, Sir Tristram." Whereat they made him, with great cheer and 
gladness, a Fellow of the Round Table. 

Now the story of Sir Tristram was as follows:— 

There was a king of Lyonesse, named Meliodas, married to the sister of King 
Mark of Cornwall, a right fair lady and a good. And so it happened that King 
Meliodas hunting in the woods was taken by enchantment and made prisoner in 
a castle. When his wife Elizabeth heard it she was nigh mad with grief, and ran 
into the forest to seek out her lord. But after many days of wandering and sorrow 
she found no trace of him, and laid her down in a deep valley and prayed to meet 
her death. And so indeed she did, but ere she died she gave birth in the midst of 
all her sorrow to child, a boy, and called him with her latest breath Tristram; for 
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she said, "His name shall show how sadly he hath come into this world." 

Therewith she gave up her ghost, and the gentlewoman who was with her 
took the child and wrapped it from the cold as well as she was able, and lay 
down with it in her arms beneath the shadow of a tree hard by, expecting death 
to come to her in turn. 

But shortly after came a company of lords and barons seeking for the queen, 
and found the lady and the child and took them home. And on the next day came 
King Meliodas, whom Merlin had delivered, and when he heard of the queen's 
death his sorrow was greater than tongue can tell. And anon he buried her 
solemnly and nobly, and called the child Tristram as she had desired. 

Then for seven years King Meliodas mourmed and took no comfort, and all 
that time young Tristram was well nourished; but in a while he wedded with the 
daughter of Howell, King of Brittany, who, that her own children might enjoy 
the kingdom, cast about in her mind how she might destroy Tristram. So on a 
certain day she put poison in a silver cup, where Tristram and her children were 
together playing, that when he was athirst he might drink of it and die. But so it 
happened that her own son saw the cup, and, thinking it must hold good drink, 
he climbed and took it, and drank deeply of it, and suddenly thereafter burst and 
fell down dead. 

When the queen heard that, her grief was very great, but her anger and envy 
were fiercer than before, and soon again she put more poison in the cup. And by 
chance one day her husband finding it when thirsty, took it up and was about to 
drink therefrom, when, seeing him, she sprang up with a mighty cry and dashed 
it from his hands. 

At that King Meliodas, wondering greatly, called to mind the sudden death 
of his young child, and taking her fiercely by the hand he cried: 

"Traitress, tell me what drink is in this cup or I will slay thee in a moment;" 
and therewith pulling out his sword he swore by a great oath to slay her if she 
straightway told him not the truth. 

"Ah, mercy, lord," said she, and fell down at his feet; "mercy, and I will tell 
thee all.” 

And then she told him of her plot to murder Tristram, so that her own sons 
might enjoy the kingdom. 

"The law shall judge thee," said the king. 

And so anon she was tried before the barons, and condemned to be burnt to 
death. 

But when the fire was made, and she brought out, came Tristram kneeling at 
his father's feet and besought of him a favor. 

"Whatsoever thou desirest I will give thee,” said the king. 


5539 XRN 


"Give me the life, then, of the queen, my step-mother,"” said he. 

"Thou doest wrong to ask it," said Meliodas; "for she would have slain thee 
with her poisons if she could, and chiefly for thy sake she ought to die." 

"Sir," said he, "as for that, I beseech thee of thy mercy to forgive it her, and 
for my part may God pardon her as I do; and so I pray thee grant me my boon, 
and for God's sake hold thee to thy promise." 

"If it must be so," said the king, "take thou her life, for to thee I give it, and 
go and do with her as thou wilt." 

Then went young Tristram to the fire and loosed the queen from all her 
bonds and delivered her from death. 

And after a great while by his good means the king again forgave and lived 
in peace with her, though never more in the same lodgings. 

Anon was Tristram sent abroad to France in care of one named Governale. 
And there for seven years he learned the language of the land, and all knightly 
exercises and gentle crafts, and especially was he foremost in music and in 
hunting, and was a harper beyond all others. And when at nineteen years of age 
he came back to his father, he was as lusty and strong of body and as noble of 
heart as ever Man was seen. 

Now shortly after his return it befell that King Anguish of Ireland sent to 
King Mark of Cornwall for the tribute due to Ireland, but which was now seven 
years behindhand. To whom King Mark sent answer, if he would have it he must 
send and fight for it, and they would find a champion to fight against it. 

So King Anguish called for Sir Marhaus, his wife's brother, a good knight of 
the Round Table, who lived then at his court, and sent him with a knightly 
retinue in six great ships to Cornwall. And, casting anchor by the castle of 
Tintagil, he sent up daily to King Mark for the tribute or the champion. But no 
knight there would venture to assail him, for his fame was very high in all the 
realm for strength and hardihood. 

Then made King Mark a proclamation throughout Cornwall, that if any 
knight would fight Sir Marhaus he should stand at the king's right hand 
forevermore, and have great honor and riches all the rest of his days. Anon this 
news came to the land of Lyonesse, and when young Tristram heard it he was 
angry and ashamed to think no knight of Cornwall durst assail the Irish 
champion. "Alas," said he, "that I am not a knight, that I might match this 
Marhaus! I pray you give me leave, sir, to depart to King Mark's court and beg 
him of his grace to make me knight." 

"Be ruled by thy own courage," said his father. 

So Tristram rode away forthwith to Tintagil to King Mark, and went up 
boldly to him and said, "Sir, give me the order of knighthood and I will fight to 
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the uttermost with Sir Marhaus of Ireland." 

"What are ye, and whence come ye?" said the king, seeing he was but a 
young man, though strong and well made both in body and limb. 

"My name is Tristram," said he, "and I was born in the country of Lyonesse." 

"But know ye," said the king, "this Irish knight will fight with none who be 
not come of royal blood and near of kin to kings or queens, as he himself is, for 
his sister is the Queen of Ireland." 

Then said Tristram, "Let him know that I am come both on my father's and 
my mother's side of blood as good as his, for my father is King Meliodas and my 
mother was that Queen Elizabeth, thy sister, who died in the forest at my birth." 

When King Mark heard that he welcomed him with all his heart, and 
knighted him forthwith, and made him ready to go forth as soon as he would 
choose, and armed him royally in armor covered with gold and silver. 

Then he sent Sir Marhaus word, "That a better man than he should fight with 
him, Sir Tristram of Lyonesse, son of King Meliodas and of King Mark's own 
sister." So the battle was ordained to be fought in an island near Sir Marhaus' 
ships, and there Sir Tristram landed on the morrow, with Governale alone 
attending him for squire, and him he sent back to the land when he had made 
himself ready. 

When Sir Marhaus and Sir Tristram were thus left alone, Sir Marhaus said, 
"Young knight Sir Tristram, what doest thou here? I am full sorry for thy 
rashness, for ofttimes have I been assailed in vain, and by the best knights of the 
world. Be warned in time, return to them that sent thee." 

"Fair knight, and well-proved knight," replied Sir Tristram, "be sure that I 
shall never quit this quarrel till one of us be overcome. For this cause have I 
been made knight, and thou shalt know before we part that though as yet 
unproved, I am a king's son and firstborn of a queen. Moreover I have promised 
to deliver Cornwall from this ancient burden, or to die. Also, thou shouldst have 
known, Sir Marhaus, that thy valor and thy might are but the better reasons why 
I should assail thee; for whether I win or lose I shall gain honor to have met so 
great a knight as thou art." 

Then they began the battle, and tilted at their hardest against each other, so 
that both knights and horses fell to the earth. But Sir Marhaus' spear smote Sir 
Tristram a great wound in the side. Then, springing up from their horses, they 
lashed together with their swords like two wild boars. And when they had 
stricken together a great while they left off strokes and lunged at one another's 
breasts and visors; but seeing this availed not they hurtled together again to bear 
each other down. 

Thus fought they more than half the day, till both were sorely spent and 
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blood ran from them to the ground on every side. But by this time Sir Tristram 
remained fresher than Sir Marhaus and better winded, and with a mighty stroke 
he smote him such a buffet as cut through his helm into his brain-pan, and there 
his sword stuck in so fast that thrice Sir Tristram pulled ere he could get it from 
his head. Then fell Sir Marhaus down upon his knees, and the edge of Sir 
Tristram's sword broke off into his brain-pan. And suddenly when he seemed 
dead, Sir Marhaus rose and threw his sword and shield away from him and ran 
and fled into his ship. And Tristram cried out after him, "Aha! Sir knight of the 
Round Table, dost thou withdraw thee from so young a knight? it is a shame to 
thee and all thy kin; I would rather have been hewn into a hundred pieces than 
have fled from thee." 

But Sir Marhaus answered nothing, and sorely groaning fled away. 

"Farewell, Sir knight, farewell," laughed Tristram, whose own voice now 
was hoarse and faint with loss of blood; "I have thy sword and shield in my safe 
keeping, and will wear them in all places where I ride on my adventures, and 
before King Arthur and the Table Round." 

Then was Sir Marhaus taken back to Ireland by his company; and as soon as 
he arrived his wounds were searched, and when they searched his head they 
found therein a piece of Tristram's sword; but all the skill of surgeons was in 
vain to move it out. So anon Sir Marhaus died. 

But the queen, his sister, took the piece of sword-blade and put it safely by, 
for she thought that some day it might help her to revenge her brother's death. 

Meanwhile, Sir Tristram, being sorely wounded, sat down softly on a little 
mound and bled passing fast; and in that evil case was found anon by Governale 
and King Mark's knights. Then they gently took him up and brought him in a 
barge back to the land, and lifted him into a bed within the castle, and had his 
wounds dressed carefully. 

But for a great while he lay sick, and was likely to have died of the first 
stroke Sir Marhaus had given him with the spear, for the point of it was 
poisoned. And, though the wisest surgeons and leeches—both men and women 
—came from every part, yet could he be by no means cured. At last came a wise 
lady, and said plainly that Sir Tristram never should be healed, until he went and 
stayed in that same country when the poison came. When this was understood, 
the king sent Sir Tristram in a fair and goodly ship to Ireland, and by fortune he 
arrived fast by a castle where the king and queen were. And as the ship was 
being anchored, he sat upon his bed and harped a merry lay, and made so sweet a 
music as was never equaled. 

When the king heard that the sweet harper was a wounded knight, he sent for 
him, and asked his name. "I am of the country of Lyonesse," he answered, "and 
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my name is Tramtrist;" for he dared not tell his true name lest the vengeance of 
the queen should fall upon him for her brother's death. 

"Well," said King Anguish, "thou art right welcome here, and shalt have all 
the help this land can give thee; but be not anxious if I am at times cast down 
and sad, for but lately in Cornwall the best knight in the world, fighting for my 
cause, was slain; his name was Sir Marhaus, a knight of King Arthur's Round 
Table." And then he told Sir Tristram all the story of Sir Marhaus' battle, and Sir 
Tristram made pretense of great surprise and sorrow, though he knew all far 
better than the king himself. 

Then was he put in charge of the king's daughter, La Belle Isault, to be 
healed of his wound, and she was as fair and noble a lady as men's eyes might 
see. And so marvelously was she skilled in medicine, that in a few days she fully 
cured him; and in return Sir Tramtrist taught her the harp; so, before long, they 
two began to love each other greatly. 

But at that time a heathen knight, Sir Palomedes, was in Ireland, and much 
cherished by the king and queen. He also loved mightily La Belle Isault, and 
never wearied of making her great gifts, and seeking for her favor, and was 
ready even to be christened for her sake. Sir Tramtrist therefore hated him out of 
measure, and Sir Palomedes was full of rage and envy against Tramtrist. 

And so it befell that King Anguish proclaimed a great tournament to be held, 
the prize whereof should be a lady called the Lady of the Launds, of near 
kindred to the king: and her the winner of the tournament should wed in three 
days afterwards, and possess all her lands. When La Belle Isault told Sir 
Tramtrist of this tournament, he said, "Fair lady! I am yet a feeble knight, and 
but for thee had been a dead man now: what wouldest thou I should do? Thou 
knowest well I may not joust." 

"Ah, Tramtrist," said she, "why wilt thou not fight in this tournament? Sir 
Palomedes will be there, and will do his mightiest; and therefore be thou there, I 
pray thee, or else he will be winner of the prize." 

"Madam," said Tramtrist, "I will go, and for thy sake will do my best; but let 
me go unknown to all men; and do thou, I pray thee, keep my counsel, and help 
me to a disguise." 

So on the day of jousting came Sir Palomedes, with a black shield, and 
overthrew many knights. And all the people wondered at his prowess; for on the 
first day he put to the worse Sir Gawain, Sir Gaheris, Sir Agravaine, Sir Key, 
and many more from far and near. And on the morrow he was conqueror again, 
and overthrew the king with a hundred knights and the King of Scotland. But 
presently Sir Tramtrist rode up to the lists, having been let out at a privy postern 
of the castle, where none could see. La Belle Isault had dressed him in white 
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armor and given him a white horse and shield, and so he came suddenly into the 
field as it had been a bright angel. 

As soon as Sir Palomedes saw him he ran at him with a great spear in rest, 
but Sir Tramtrist was ready, and at the first encounter hurled him to the ground. 
Then there arose a great cry that the knight with the black shield was 
overthrown. And Palomedes, sorely hurt and shamed, sought out a secret way 
and would have left the field; but Tramtrist watched him, and rode after him, and 
bade him stay, for he had not yet done with him. Then did Sir Palomedes turn 
with fury, and lash at Sir Tramtrist with his sword; but at the first stroke Sir 
Tramtrist smote him to the earth, and cried, "Do now all my commands, or take 
thy death." Then he yielded to Sir Tristram's mercy, and promised to forsake La 
Belle Isault, and for twelve months to wear no arms or armor. And rising up, he 
cut his armor off him into shreds with rage and madness, and turned and left the 
field: and Sir Tramtrist also left the lists, and rode back to the castle through the 
postern gate. 

Then was Sir Tramtrist long cherished by the King and Queen of Ireland, and 
ever with La Belle Isault. But on a certain day, while he was bathing, came the 
queen with La Belle Isault by chance into his chamber, and saw his sword lie 
naked on the bed: anon she drew it from the scabbard and looked at it a long 
while, and both thought it a passing fair sword; but within a foot and a half of the 
end there was a great piece broken out, and while the queen was looking at the 
gap, she suddenly remembered the piece of sword-blade that was found in the 
brain-pan of her brother Sir Marhaus. 

Therewith she turned and cried, "By my faith, this is the felon knight who 
slew thy uncle!" And running to her chamber she sought in her casket for the 
piece of iron from Sir Marhaus' head and brought it back, and fitted it in 
Tristram's sword; and surely did it fit therein as closely as it had been but 
yesterday broke out. 

Then the queen caught the sword up fiercely in her hand, and ran into the 
room where Sir Tristram was yet in his bath, and making straight for him, had 
run him through the body, had not his squire, Sir Hebes, got her in his arms, and 
pulled the sword away from her. 

Then ran she to the king, and fell upon her knees before him, saying, "Lord 
and husband, thou hast here in thy house that felon knight who slew my brother 
Marhaus!" 

"Who is it?" said the king. 

"Tt is Sir Tramtrist!" said she, "whom Isault hath healed." 

"Alas!" replied the king, "I am full grieved thereat, for he is a good knight as 
ever I have seen in any field; but I charge thee leave thou him, and let me deal 
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with him." 

Then the king went to Sir Tramtrist's chamber and found him all armed and 
ready to mount his horse, and said to him, "Sir Tramtrist, it is not to prove me 
against thee I come, for it were shameful of thy host to seek thy life. Depart in 
peace, but tell me first thy name, and whether thou slewest my brother, Sir 
Marhaus." 

Then Sir Tristram told him all the truth, and how he had hid his name, to be 
unknown in Ireland; and when he had ended, the king declared he held him in no 
blame. "Howbeit, I cannot for mine honor's sake retain thee at this court, for so I 
should displease my barons, and my wife, and all her kin." 

"Sir," said Sir Tristram, "I thank thee for the goodness thou hast shown me 
here, and for the great goodness my lady, thy daughter, hath shown me; and it 
may chance to be more for thy advantage if I live than if I die; for wheresoever I 
may be, I shall ever seek thy service, and shall be my lady thy daughter's servant 
in all places, and her knight in right and wrong, and shall never fail to do for her 
as much as knight can do." 

Then Sir Tristram went to La Belle Isault, and took his leave of her. "O 
gentle knight," said she, "full of grief am I at your departing, for never yet I saw 
aman to love so well." 

"Madam," said he, "I promise faithfully that all my life I shall be your 
knight." 

Then Sir Tristram gave her a ring, and she gave him another, and after that 
he left her, weeping and lamenting, and went among the barons, and openly took 
his leave of them all, saying, "Fair lords, it so befalleth that I now must depart 
hence; therefore, if there be any here whom I have offended or who is grieved 
with me, let him now say it, and before I go I will amend it to the utmost of my 
power. And if there be but one who would speak shame of me behind my back, 
let him say it now or never, and here is my body to prove it on—body against 
body." 

And all stood still and said no word, though some there were of the queen's 
kindred who would have assailed him had they dared. 

So Sir Tristram departed from Ireland and took the sea and came with a fair 
wind to Tintagil. And when the news came to King Mark that Sir Tristram was 
returned, healed of his wound, he was passing glad, and so were all his barons. 
And when he had visited the king his uncle, he rode to his father, King Meliodas, 
and there had all the heartiest welcome that could be made him. And both the 
king and queen gave largely to him of their lands and goods. 

Anon he came again to King Mark's court, and there lived in great joy and 
pleasure, till within a while the king grew jealous of his fame, and of the love 
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and favor shown him by all damsels. And as long as King Mark lived, he never 
after loved Sir Tristram, though there was much fair speech between them. 

Then it befell upon a certain day that the good knight Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, 
brother to Sir Blamor de Ganis, and nigh cousin to Sir Lancelot of the Lake, 
came to King Mark's court and asked of him a favor. And though the king 
marveled, seeing he was a man of great renown, and a knight of the Round 
Table, he granted him all his asking. Then said Sir Bleoberis, "I will have the 
fairest lady in your court, at my own choosing." 

"I may not say thee nay," replied the king; "choose therefore, but take all the 
issues of thy choice." 

So when he had looked around, he chose the wife of Earl Segwarides, and 
took her by the hand, and set her upon horseback behind his squire, and rode 
forth on his way. 

Presently thereafter came in the earl, and rode out straightway after him in 
rage. But all the ladies cried out shame upon Sir Tristram that he had not gone, 
and one rebuked him foully and called him coward knight, that he would stand 
and see a lady forced away from his uncle's court. But Sir Tristram answered 
her, "Fair lady, it is not my place to take part in this quarrel while her lord and 
husband is here to do it. Had he not been at this court, peradventure I had been 
her champion. And if it so befall that he speed ill, then may it happen that I 
speak with that foul knight before he pass out of this realm." 

Anon ran in one of Sir Segwarides' squires, and told that his master was sore 
wounded, and at the point of death. When Sir Tristram heard that, he was soon 
armed and on his horse, and Governale, his servant, followed him with shield 
and spear. 

And as he rode, he met his cousin Sir Andret, who had been commanded by 
King Mark to bring home to him two knights of King Arthur's court who roamed 
the country thereabouts seeking adventures. 

"What tidings?" said Sir Tristram. 

"God help me, never worse," replied his cousin; "for those I went to bring 
have beaten and defeated me, and set my message at naught." 

"Fair cousin," said Sir Tristram, "ride ye on your way, perchance if I should 
meet them ye may be revenged." 

So Sir Andret rode into Commwall, but Sir Tristram rode after the two knights 
who had misused him, namely, Sir Sagramour le Desirous, and Sir Dodinas le 
Savage. And before long he saw them but a little way before him. 

"Sir," said Governale, "by my advice thou wilt leave them alone, for they be 
two well-proved knights of Arthur's court." 

"Shall I not therefore rather meet them!" said Sir Tristram, and, riding 
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swiftly after them, he called to them to stop, and asked them whence they came, 
and whither they were going, and what they were doing in those marches. 

Sir Sagramour looked haughtily at Sir Tristram, and made mocking of his 
words, and said, "Fair knight, be ye a knight of Cornwall?" 

"Wherefore askest thou that?" said Tristram. 

"Truly, because it is full seldom seen," replied Sir Sagramour, "that Cornish 
knights are valiant with their arms as with their tongues. It is but two hours since 
there met us such a Cornish knight, who spoke great words with might and 
prowess, but anon, with little mastery, he was laid on earth, as I trow wilt thou 
be also." 

"Fair lords," said Sir Tristram, "it may chance I be a better man than he; but, 
be that as it may, he was my cousin, and for his sake I will assail ye both; one 
Cornish knight against ye two." 

When Sir Dodinas le Savage heard this speech, he caught at his spear and 
said, "Sir knight, keep well thyself;" and then they parted and came together as it 
had been thunder, and Sir Dodinas' spear split asunder; but Sir Tristram smote 
him with so full a stroke as hurled him over his horse's crupper, and nearly brake 
his neck. Sir Sagramour, seeing his fellow's fall, marveled who this new knight 
be, and dressed his spear, and came against Sir Tristram as a whirlwind; but Sir 
Tristram smote him a mighty buffet, and rolled him with his horse down on the 
ground; and in the falling he brake his thigh. 

Then, looking at them both as they lay groveling on the grass, Sir Tristram 
said, "Fair knights, will ye joust any more? Are there no bigger knights in King 
Arthur's court? Will ye soon again speak shame of Cornish knights?" 

"Thou hast defeated us, in truth," replied Sir Sagramour, "and on the faith of 
knighthood I require thee tell us thy right name?" 

"Ye charge me by a great thing," said Sir Tristram, "and I will answer ye." 

And when they heard his name the two knights were right glad that they had 
met Sir Tristram, for his deeds were known through all the land, and they prayed 
him to abide in their company. 

"Nay," said he, "I must find a fellow-knight of yours, Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, 
whom I seek." 

"God speed you well," said the two knights; and Sir Tristram rode away. 

Soon he saw before him in a valley Sir Bleoberis with Sir Segwarides' wife 
riding behind his squire upon a palfrey. At that he cried out aloud, "Abide, Sir 
knight of King Arthur's court, bring back again that lady or deliver her to me." 

"T will not," said Bleoberis, "for I dread no Cornish knight." 

"Why," said Sir Tristram, "may not a Cornish knight do well as any other? 
This day, but three miles back, two knights of thy own court met me, and found 
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one Cornish knight enough for both before we parted." 

"What were their names?" said Sir Bleoberis. 

"Sir Sagramour le Desirous and Sir Dodinas le Savage," said Sir Tristram. 

"Ah," said Sir Bleoberis, amazed; "hast thou then met with them? By my 
faith, they were two good knights and men of worship, and if thou hast beat both 
thou must needs be a good knight; but for all that, thou shalt beat me also ere 
thou hast this lady." 

"Defend thee, then," cried out Sir Tristram, and came upon him swiftly with 
his spear in rest. But Sir Bleoberis was as swift as he, and each bore down the 
other, horse and all, on to the earth. 

Then they sprang clear of their horses, and lashed together full eagerly and 
mightily with their swords, tracing and traversing on the right hand and on the 
left more than two hours, and sometimes rushing together with such fury that 
they both lay groveling on the ground. At last Sir Bleoberis started back and 
said, "Now, gentle knight, hold hard awhile, and let us speak together." 

"Say on," said Sir Tristram, "and I will answer thee." 

"Sir," said Sir Bleoberis, "I would know thy name, and court, and country." 

"I have no shame to tell them," said Sir Tristram. "I am King Meliodas' son, 
and my mother was sister to King Mark, from whose court I now come. My 
name is Sir Tristram de Lyonesse." 

"Truly," said Sir Bleoberis, "I am right glad to hear it, for thou art he that 
slew Sir Marhaus hand-to-hand, fighting for the Cornish tribute; and overcame 
Sir Palomedes at the great Irish tournament, where also thou didst overthrow Sir 
Gawain and his nine companions." 

"T am that knight," said Sir Tristram, "and now I pray thee tell me thy name." 

"T am Sir Bleoberis de Ganis, cousin of Sir Lancelot of the Lake, one of the 
best knights in all the world," he answered. 

"Thou sayest truth," said Sir Tristram; "for Sir Lancelot, as all men know, is 
peerless in courtesy and knighthood, and for the great love I bear to his name I 
will not willingly fight more with thee his kinsman." 

"In good faith, sir," said Sir Bleoberis, "I am as loth to fight thee more; but 
since thou hast followed me to win this lady, I proffer thee kindness, courtesy, 
and gentleness; this lady shall be free to go with which of us she pleaseth best." 

"T am content," said Sir Tristram, "for I doubt not she will come to me." 

"That shalt thou shortly prove," said he, and called his squire, and set the 
lady in the midst between them, who forthwith walked to Sir Bleoberis and 
elected to abide with him. Which, when Sir Tristram saw, he was in wondrous 
anger with her, and felt that he could scarce for shame return to King Mark's 
court. But Sir Bleoberis said, "Hearken to me, good knight, Sir Tristram, because 
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King Mark gave me free choice of any gift, and because this lady chose to go 
with me, I took her; but now I have fulfilled my quest and my adventure, and for 
thy sake she shall be sent back to her husband at the abbey where he lieth." 

So Sir Tristram rode back to Tintagil, and Sir Bleoberis to the abbey where 
Sir Segwarides lay wounded, and there delivered up his lady, and departed as a 
noble knight. 

After this adventure Sir Tristram abode still at his uncle's court, till in the 
envy of his heart King Mark devised a plan to be rid of him. So on a certain day 
he desired him to depart again for Ireland, and there demand La Belle Isault on 
his behalf, to be his queen—forever had Sir Tristram praised her beauty and her 
goodness, till King Mark desired to wed her for himself. Moreover, he believed 
his nephew surely would be slain by the queen's kindred if he once were found 
again in Ireland. 

But Sir Tristram, scorning fear, made ready to depart, and took with him the 
noblest knights that could be found, arrayed in the richest fashion. 

And when they were come to Ireland, upon a certain day Sir Tristram gave 
his uncle's message, and King Anguish consented thereto. 

But when La Belle Isault was told the tidings she was very sorrowful and 
loth—yet made she ready to set forth with Sir Tristram, and took with her Dame 
Bragwaine, her chief gentlewoman. Then the queen gave Dame Bragwaine, and 
Governale, Sir Tristram's servant, a little flask, and charged them that La Belle 
Isault and King Mark should both drink of it on their marriage day, and then 
should they surely love each other all their lives. 

Anon, Sir Tristram and Isault, with a great company, took the sea and 
departed. And so it chanced that one day sitting in their cabin they were athirst, 
and saw a little flask of gold which seemed to hold good wine. So Sir Tristram 
took it up, and said, "Fair lady, this looketh to be the best of wines, and your 
maid, Dame Bragwaine, and my servant, Governale, have kept it for 
themselves." Thereat they both laughed merrily, and drank each after other from 
the flask, and never before had they tasted any wine which seemed so good and 
sweet. But by the time they had finished drinking they loved each other so well 
that their love nevermore might leave them for weal or woe. And thus it came to 
pass that though Sir Tristram might never wed La Belle Isault, he did the 
mightiest deeds of arms for her sake only all his life. 

Then they sailed onwards till they came to a castle called Pluere, where they 
would have rested. But anon there ran forth a great company and took them 
prisoners. And when they were in prison, Sir Tristram asked a knight and lady 
whom they found therein wherefore they were so shamefully dealt with; "for," 
said he, "it was never the custom of any place of honor that I ever came unto to 
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seize a knight and lady asking shelter and thrust them into prison, and a full evil 
and discourteous custom is it." 

"Sir," said the knight, "know ye not that this is called the Castle Pluere, or 
the weeping castle, and that it is an ancient custom here that whatsoever knight 
abideth in it must needs fight the lord of it, Sir Brewnor, and he that is the 
weakest shall lose his head. And if the lady he hath with him be less fair than the 
lord's wife, she shall lose her head; but if she be fairer, then must the lady of the 
castle lose her head." 

"Now Heaven help me," said Sir Tristram, "but this is a foul and shameful 
custom. Yet have I one advantage, for my lady is the fairest that doth live in all 
the world, so that I nothing fear for her; and as for me, I will full gladly fight for 
my own head in a fair field." 

Then said the knight, "Look ye be up betimes to-morrow, and make you 
ready and your lady." 

And on the morrow came Sir Brewnor to Sir Tristram, and put him and Isault 
forth out of prison, and brought him a horse and armor, and bade him make 
ready, for all the commons and estates of that lordship waited in the field to see 
and judge the battle. 

Then Sir Brewnor, holding his lady by the hand, all muffled, came forth, and 
Sir Tristram went to meet him with La Belle Isault beside him, muffled also. 
Then said Sir Brewnor, "Sir knight, if thy lady be fairer than mine, with thy 
sword smite off my lady's head; but if my lady be fairer than thine, with my 
sword I will smite off thy lady's head. And if I overcome thee thy lady shall be 
mine, and thou shalt lose thy head." 

"Sir knight," replied Sir Tristram, "this is a right foul and felon custom, and 
rather than my lady shall lose her head will I lose my own." 

"Nay," said Sir Brewnor, "but the ladies shall be now compared together and 
judgment shall be had." 

"I consent not,” cried Sir Tristram, "for who is here that will give rightful 
judgment? Yet doubt not that my lady is far fairer than thine own, and that will I 
prove and make good." Therewith Sir Tristram lifted up the veil from off La 
Belle Isault, and stood beside her with his naked sword drawn in his hand. 

Then Sir Brewnor unmuffled his lady and did in like manner. But when he 
saw La Belle Isault he knew that none could be so fair, and all there present gave 
their judgment so. Then said Sir Tristram, "Because thou and thy lady have long 
used this evil custom, and have slain many good knights and ladies, it were a just 
thing to destroy thee both." 

"In good sooth," said Sir Brewnor, "thy lady is fairer than mine, and of all 
women I never saw any so fair. Therefore, slay my lady if thou wilt, and I doubt 
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not but I shall slay thee and have thine." 

"Thou shalt win her," said Sir Tristram, "as dearly as ever knight won lady; 
and because of thy own judgment and of the evil custom that thy lady hath 
consented to, I will slay her as thou sayest." 

And therewithal Sir Tristram went to him and took his lady from him, and 
smote off her head at a stroke. 

"Now take thy horse," cried out Sir Brewnor, "for since I have lost my lady I 
will win thine and have thy life." 

So they took their horses and came together as fast as they could fly, and Sir 
Tristram lightly smote Sir Brewnor from his horse. But he rose right quickly, 
and when Sir Tristram came again he thrust his horse through both the shoulders, 
so that it reeled and fell. But Sir Tristram was light and nimble, and voided his 
horse, and rose up and dressed his shield before him, though meanwhile, ere he 
could draw out his sword, Sir Brewnor gave him three or four grievous strokes. 
Then they rushed furiously together like two wild boars, and fought hurtling and 
hewing here and there for nigh two hours, and wounded each other full sorely. 
Then at the last Sir Brewnor rushed upon Sir Tristram and took him in his arms 
to throw him, for he trusted greatly in his strength. But Sir Tristram was at that 
time called the strongest and biggest knight of the world; for he was bigger than 
Sir Lancelot, though Sir Lancelot was better breathed. So anon he thrust Sir 
Brewnor groveling to the earth, and then unlaced his helm and struck off his 
head. Then all they that belonged to the castle came and did him homage and 
fealty, and prayed him to abide there for a season and put an end to that foul 
custom. 

But within a while he departed and came to Cornwall, and there King Mark 
was forthwith wedded to La Belle Isault with great joy and splendor. 

And Sir Tristram had high honor, and ever lodged at the king's court. But for 
all he had done him such services King Mark hated him, and on a certain day he 
set two knights to fall upon him as he rode in the forest. But Sir Tristram lightly 
smote one's head off, and sorely wounded the other, and made him bear his 
fellow's body to the king. At that the king dissembled and hid from Sir Tristram 
that the knights were sent by him; yet more than ever he hated him in secret, and 
sought to slay him. 

So on a certain day, by the assent of Sir Andret, a false knight, and forty 
other knights, Sir Tristram was taken prisoner in his sleep and carried to a chapel 
on the rocks above the sea to be cast down. But as they were about to cast him 
in, suddenly he brake his bonds asunder, and rushing at Sir Andret, took his 
sword and smote him down therewith. Then, leaping down the rocks where none 
could follow, he escaped them. But one shot after him and wounded him full 
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sorely with a poisoned arrow in the arm. 

Anon, his servant Governale, with Sir Lambegus, sought him and found him 
safe among the rocks, and told him that King Mark had banished him and all his 
followers to avenge Sir Andret's death. So they took ship and came to Brittany. 

Now Sir Tristram, suffering great anguish from his wound, was told to seek 
Isoude, the daughter of the King of Brittany, for she alone could cure such 
wounds. Wherefore he went to King Howell's court, and said, "Lord, I am come 
into this country to have help from thy daughter, for men tell me none but she 
may help me." And Isoude gladly offering to do her best, within a month he was 
made whole. 

While he abode still at that court, an earl named Grip made war upon King 
Howell, and besieged him; and Sir Kay Hedius, the king's son, went forth against 
him, but was beaten in battle and sore wounded. Then the king praying Sir 
Tristram for his help, he took with him such knights as he could find, and on the 
morrow, in another battle, did such deeds of arms that all the land spake of him. 
For there he slew the earl with his own hands, and more than a hundred knights 
besides. 

When he came back King Howell met him, and saluted him with every honor 
and rejoicing that could be thought of, and took him in his arms, and said, "Sir 
Tristram, all my kingdom will I resign to thee." 

"Nay," answered he, "God forbid, for truly am I beholden to you forever for 
your daughter's sake." 

Then the king prayed him to take Isoude in marriage, with a great dower of 
lands and castles. To this Sir Tristram presently consenting anon they were 
wedded at the court. 

But within a while Sir Tristram greatly longed to see Cornwall, and Sir Kay 
Hedius desired to go with him. So they took ship; but as soon as they were at sea 
the wind blew them upon the coast of North Wales, nigh to Castle Perilous, hard 
by a forest wherein were many strange adventures ofttimes to be met. Then said 
Sir Tristram to Sir Kay Hedius, "Let us prove some of them ere we depart." So 
they took their horses and rode forth. 

When they had ridden a mile or more, Sir Tristram spied a goodly knight 
before him well armed, who sat by a clear fountain with a strong horse near him, 
tied to an oak-tree. "Fair sir," said he, when they came near, "ye seem to be a 
knight errant by your arms and harness, therefore make ready now to joust with 
one of us, or both." 

Thereat the knight spake not, but took his shield and buckled it round his 
neck, and leaping on his horse caught a spear from his squire's hand. 

Then said Sir Kay Hedius to Sir Tristram, "Let me assay him." 
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"Do thy best," said he. 

So the two knights met, and Sir Kay Hedius fell sorely wounded in the 
breast. 

"Thou hast well jousted," cried Sir Tristram to the knight; "now make ready 
for me!" 

"IT am ready," answered he, and encountered him, and smote him so heavily 
that he fell down from his horse. Whereat, being ashamed, he put his shield 
before him, and drew his sword, crying to the strange knight to do likewise. 
Then they fought on foot for well nigh two hours, till they were both weary. 

At last Sir Tristram said, "In all my life I never met a knight so strong and 
well-breathed as ye be. It were a pity we should further hurt each other. Hold thy 
hand, fair knight, and tell me thy name." 

"That will I," answered he, "if thou wilt tell me thine." 

"My name," said he, "is Sir Tristram of Lyonesse." 

"And mine, Sir Lamoracke of Gaul." 

Then both cried out together, "Well met;" and Sir Lamoracke said, "Sir for 
your great renown, I will that ye have all the worship of this battle, and therefore 
will I yield me unto you." And therewith he took his sword by the point to yield 
him. 

"Nay," said Sir Tristram, "ye shall not do so, for well I know ye do it of 
courtesy, and not of dread." And therewith he offered his sword to Sir 
Lamoracke, saying, "Sir, as an overcome knight, I yield me unto you as unto the 
man of noblest powers I have ever met with." 

"Hold," said Sir Lamoracke, "let us now swear together nevermore to fight 
against each other." 

Then did they swear as he said. 

Then Sir Tristram returned to Sir Kay Hedius, and when he was whole of his 
wounds, they departed together in a ship, and landed on the coast of Cornwall. 
And when they came ashore, Sir Tristram eagerly sought news of La Belle 
Isault. And one told him in mistake that she was dead. Whereat, for sore and 
grievous sorrow, he fell down in a swoon, and so lay for three days and nights. 

When he awoke therefrom he was crazed, and ran into the forest and abode 
there like a wild man many days; whereby he waxed lean and weak of body, and 
would have died, but that a hermit laid some meat beside him as he slept. Now in 
that forest was a giant named Tauleas, who, for fear of Tristram, had hid himself 
within a castle, but when they told him he was mad, came forth and went at large 
again. And on a certain day he saw a knight of Cornwall, named Sir Dinaunt, 
pass by with a lady, and when he had alighted by a well to rest, the giant leaped 
out from his ambush, and took him by the throat to slay him. But Sir Tristram, as 
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he wandered through the forest, came upon them as they struggled; and when the 
knight cried out for help, he rushed upon the giant, and taking up Sir Dinaunt's 
sword, struck off therewith the giant's head, and straightway disappeared among 
the trees. 

Anon, Sir Dinaunt took the head of Tauleas, and bare it with him to the court 
of King Mark, whither he was bound, and told of his adventures. "Where had ye 
this adventure?" said King Mark. 

"At a fair fountain in thy forest," answered he. 

"I would fain see that wild man," said the king. 

So within a day or two he commanded his knights to a great hunting in the 
forest. And when the king came to the well, he saw a wild man lying there 
asleep, having a sword beside him; but he knew not that it was Sir Tristram. 
Then he blew his horn, and summoned all his knights to take him gently up and 
bear him to the court. 

And when they came thereto they bathed and washed him, and brought him 
somewhat to his right mind. Now La Belle Isault knew not that Sir Tristram was 
in Comwall; but when she heard that a wild man had been found in the forest, 
she came to see him. And so sorely was he changed, she knew him not. "Yet," 
said she to Dame Bragwaine, "in good faith I seem to have beheld him ofttimes 
before." 

As she thus spoke a little hound, which Sir Tristram had given her when she 
first came to Cornwall, and which was ever with her, saw Sir Tristram lying 
there, and leapt upon him, licking his hands and face, and whined and barked for 
joy. 

"Alas," cried out La Belle Isault, "it is my own true knight, Sir Tristram." 

And at her voice Sir Tristram's senses wholly came again, and wellnigh he 
wept for joy to see his lady living. 

But never would the hound depart from Tristram; and when King Mark and 
other knights came up to see him, it sat upon his body and bayed at all who came 
too near. Then one of the knights said, "Surely this is Sir Tristram; I see it by the 
hound." 

"Nay," said the king, "it cannot be," and asked Sir Tristram on his faith who 
he was. 

"My name," said he, "is Sir Tristram of Lyonesse, and now ye may do what 
ye list with me." 

Then the king said, "It repents me that ye are recovered," and sought to make 
his barons slay him. But most of them would not assent thereto, and counseled 
him instead to banish Tristram for ten years again from Cornwall, for returning 
without orders from the king. So he was sworn to depart forthwith. 
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And as he went towards the ship a knight of King Arthur, named Sir 
Dinadan, who sought him, came and said, "Fair knight, ere that you pass out of 
this country, I pray you joust with me!" 

"With a good will," said he. 

Then they ran together, and Sir Tristram lightly smote him from his horse. 
Anon he prayed Sir Tristram's leave to bear him company, and when he had 
consented they rode together to the ship. 

Then was Sir Tristram full of bitterness of heart, and said to all the knights 
who took him to the shore, "Greet well King Mark and all mine enemies from 
me, and tell them I will come again when I may. Well am I now rewarded for 
slaying Sir Marhaus, and delivering this kingdom from its bondage, and for the 
perils wherewithal I brought La Belle Isault from Ireland to the king, and 
rescued her at the Castle Pluere, and for the slaying of the giant Tauleas, and all 
the other deeds that I have done for Cornwall and King Mark." Thus angrily and 
passing bitterly he spake, and went his way. 

And after sailing awhile the ship stayed at a landing-place upon the coast of 
Wales; and there Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan alighted, and on the shore they 
met two knights, Sir Ector and Sir Bors. And Sir Ector encountered with Sir 
Dinadan and smote him to the ground; but Sir Bors would not encounter with Sir 
Tristram, "For," said he, "no Cornish knights are men of worship." Thereat Sir 
Tristram was full wroth, but presently there met them two more knights, Sir 
Bleoberis and Sir Driant; and Sir Bleoberis proffered to joust with Sir Tristram, 
who shortly smote him down. 

"T had not thought," cried out Sir Bors, "that any Cornish knight could do so 
valiantly." 

Then Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan departed, and rode into a forest, and as 
they rode a damsel met them, who for Sir Lancelot's sake was seeking any noble 
knights to rescue him. For Queen Morgan le Fay, who hated him, had ordered 
thirty men-at-arms to lie in ambush for him as he passed, with the intent to kill 
him. So the damsel prayed them to rescue him. 

Then said Sir Tristram, "Bring me to that place, fair damsel." 

But Sir Dinadan cried out, "It is not possible for us to meet with thirty 
knights! I will take no part in such a hardihood, for to match one or two or three 
knights is enough; but to match fifteen I will never assay." 

"For shame," replied Sir Tristram, "do but your part." 

"That will I not," said he; "wherefore, I pray ye, lend me your shield, for it is 
of Cornwall, and because men of that country are deemed cowards, ye are but 
little troubled as ye ride with knights to joust with." 

"Nay," said Sir Tristram, "I will never give my shield up for her sake who 
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gave it me; but if thou wilt not stand by me to-day I will surely slay thee; for I 
ask no more of thee than to fight one knight, and if thy heart will not serve thee 
that much, thou shalt stand by and look on me and them." 

"Would God that I had never met with ye!" cried Sir Dinadan; "but I promise 
to look on and do all that I may to save myself." 

Anon they came to where the thirty knights lay waiting, and Sir Tristram 
rushed upon them, saying, "Here is one who fights for love of Lancelot!" Then 
slew he two of them at the first onset with his spear, and ten more swiftly after 
with his sword. At that Sir Dinadan took courage, and assailed the others with 
him, till they turned and fled. 

But Sir Tristram and Sir Dinadan rode on till nightfall, and meeting with a 
shepherd, asked him if he knew of any lodging thereabouts. 

"Truly, fair lords," said he, "there is good lodging in a castle hard by, but it is 
a custom there that none shall lodge therein save ye first joust with two knights, 
and as soon as ye be within, ye shall find your match." 

"That is an evil lodging," said Sir Dinadan; "lodge where ye will, I will not 
lodge there." 

"Shame on thee!" said Sir Tristram; "art thou a knight at all?" 

Then he required him on his knighthood to go with him, and they rode 
together to the castle. As soon as they were near, two knights came out and ran 
full speed against them; but both of them they overthrew, and went within the 
castle, and had noble cheer. Now, when they were unarmed and ready to take 
rest, there came to the castle-gate two knights, Sir Palomedes and Sir Gaheris, 
and desired the custom of the castle. 

"I would far rather rest than fight," said Sir Dinadan. 

"That may not be," replied Sir Tristram, "for we must needs defend the 
custom of the castle, seeing we have overcome its lords; therefore, make ready." 

"Alas that I ever came into your company," said Sir Dinadan. 

So they made ready, and Sir Gaheris encountered Sir Tristram and fell before 
him; but Sir Palomedes overthrew Sir Dinadan. Then would all fight on foot 
save Sir Dinadan, for he was sorely bruised and frighted by his fall. And when 
Sir Tristram prayed him to fight, "I will not," answered he, "for I was wounded 
by those thirty knights with whom we fought this morning; and as to you, ye are 
in truth like one gone mad, and who would cast himself away! There be but two 
knights in the world so mad, and the other is Sir Lancelot, with whom I once 
rode forth, who kept me evermore at battling so that for a quarter of a year 
thereafter I lay in my bed. Heaven defend me again from either of your 
fellowships!" 

"Well," said Sir Tristram, "if it must be, I will fight them both." 
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Therewith he drew his sword and assailed Sir Palomedes and Sir Gaheris 
together; but Sir Palomedes said, "Nay, but it is a shame for two to fight with 
one." So he bade Sir Gaheris stand by, and he and Sir Tristram fought long 
together; but in the end Sir Tristram drave him backward, whereat Sir Gaheris 
and Sir Dinadan with one accord sundered them. Then Sir Tristram prayed the 
two knights to lodge there; but Dinadan departed and rode away into a priory 
hard by, and there he lodged that night. 

And on the morrow came Sir Tristram to the priory to find him, and seeing 
him so weary that he could not ride, he left him, and departed. At that same 
priory was lodged Sir Pellinore, who asked Sir Dinadan Sir Tristram's name, but 
could not learn it, for Sir Tristram had charged that he should remain unknown. 
Then said Sir Pellinore, "Since ye will not tell it me, I will ride after him and 
find it myself." 

"Beware, Sir knight," said Sir Dinadan, "ye will repent it if ye follow him." 

But Sir Pellinore straightway mounted and overtook him, and cried to him to 
joust; whereat Sir Tristram forthwith turned and smote him down; and wounded 
him full sorely in the shoulder. 

On the day after, Sir Tristram met a herald, who told him of a tournament 
proclaimed between King Carados of Scotland, and the King of North Wales, to 
be held at the Maiden's Castle. Now King Carados sought Sir Lancelot to fight 
there on his side, and the King of North Wales sought Sir Tristram. And Sir 
Tristram purposed to be there. So as he rode, he met Sir Key, the seneschal, and 
Sir Sagramour, and Sir Key proffered to joust with him. But he refused, desiring 
to keep himself unwearied for the tourney. Then Sir Key cried, "Sir knight of 
Cornwall, joust with me, or yield as recreant." When Sir Tristram heard that, he 
fiercely turned and set his spear in rest, and spurred his horse towards him. But 
when Sir Key saw him so madly coming on, he in his turn refused, whereat Sir 
Tristram called him coward, till for shame he was compelled to meet him. Then 
Sir Tristram lightly smote him down, and rode away. But Sir Sagramour pursued 
him, crying loudly to joust with him also. So Sir Tristram turned and quickly 
overthrew him likewise, and departed. 

Anon a damsel met him as he rode, and told him of a knight adventurous 
who did great harm thereby, and prayed him for his help. But as he went with 
her he met Sir Gawain, who knew the damsel for a maiden of Queen Morgan le 
Fay. Knowing, therefore, that she needs must have evil plots against Sir 
Tristram, Sir Gawain demanded of him courteously whither he went. 

"IT know not whither," said he, "save as this damsel leadeth me." 

"Sir," said Sir Gawain, "ye shall not ride with her, for she and her lady never 
yet did good to any;" and, drawing his sword, he said to the damsel, "Tell me 
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now straightway for what cause thou leadest this knight, or else shalt thou die; 
for I know of old thy lady's treason." 

"Mercy, Sir Gawain," cried the damsel, "and I will tell thee all." Then she 
told him that Queen Morgan had ordained thirty fair damsels to seek out Sir 
Lancelot and Sir Tristram, and by their wiles persuade them to her castle, where 
she had thirty knights in wait to slay them. 

"Oh shame!" cried Sir Gawain, "that ever such foul treason should be 
wrought by a queen, and a king's sister." Then said he to Sir Tristram, "Sir 
knight, if ye will stand with me, we will together prove the malice of these thirty 
knights." 

"I will not fail you," answered he, "for but few days since I had to do with 
thirty knights of that same queen, and trust we may win honor as lightly now as 
then." 

So they rode together, and when they came to the castle, Sir Gawain cried 
aloud, "Queen Morgan le Fay, send out thy knights that we may fight with 
them.” 

Then the queen urged her knights to issue forth, but they durst not, for they 
well knew Sir Tristram, and feared him greatly. 

So Sir Tristram and Sir Gawain went on their way, and as they rode they saw 
a knight, named Sir Brewse-without-pity, chasing a lady, with intent to slay her. 
Then Sir Gawain prayed Sir Tristram to hold still and let him assail that knight. 
So he rode up between Sir Brewse and the lady, and cried, "False knight, turn 
thee to me and leave that lady." Then Sir Brewse turned and set his spear in rest, 
and rushed against Sir Gawain and overthrew him, and rode his horse upon him 
as he lay, which when Sir Tristram saw, he cried, "Forbear that villainy," and 
galloped at him. But when Sir Brewse saw by the shield it was Sir Tristram, he 
turned and fled. And though Sir Tristram followed swiftly after him, yet he was 
so well horsed that he escaped. 

Anon Sir Tristram and Sir Gawain came nigh the Maiden's Castle, and there 
an old knight named Sir Pellonnes gave them lodging. And Sir Persides, the son 
of Sir Pellonnes, a good knight, came out to welcome them. And, as they stood 
talking at a bay window of the castle, they saw a goodly knight ride by on a 
black horse, and carrying a black shield. "What knight is that?” asked Tristram. 

"One of the best knights in all the world," said Sir Persides. 

"Is he Sir Lancelot?" said Sir Tristram. 

"Nay,' answered Sir Persides, "it is Sir Palomedes, who is yet unchristened." 

Within a while one came and told them that a knight with a black shield had 
smitten down thirteen knights. "Let us go and see this jousting," said Sir 
Tristram. So they armed themselves and went down. And when Sir Palomedes 
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saw Sir Persides, he sent a squire to him and proffered him to joust. So they 
jousted, and Sir Persides was overthrown. Then Sir Tristram made ready to 
joust, but ere he had his spear in rest, Sir Palomedes took him at advantage, and 
struck him on the shield so that he fell. At that Sir Tristram was wroth out of 
measure and sore ashamed, wherefore he sent a squire and prayed Sir Palomedes 
to joust once again. But he would not, saying, "Tell thy master to revenge 
himself to-morrow at the Maiden's Castle, where he shall see me again." 

So on the morrow Sir Tristram commanded his servant to give him a black 
shield with no cognizance thereon, and he and Sir Persides rode into the 
tournament and joined King Carados' side. 

Then the knights of the King of North Wales came forth, and there was a 
great fighting and breaking of spears, and overthrow of men and horses. 

Now King Arthur sat above in a high gallery to see the tourney and give the 
judgment, and Sir Lancelot sat beside him. Then came against Sir Tristram and 
Sir Persides, two knights with them of North Wales, Sir Bleoberis and Sir 
Gaheris; and Sir Persides was smitten down and nigh slain, for four horsemen 
rode over him. But Sir Tristram rode against Sir Gaheris and smote him from his 
horse, and when Sir Bleoberis next encountered him, he overthrew him also. 
Anon they horsed themselves again, and with them came Sir Dinadan, whom Sir 
Tristram forthwith smote so sorely, that he reeled off his saddle. Then cried he, 
"Ah! Sir knight, I know ye better than ye deem, and promise nevermore to come 
against ye." Then rode Sir Bleoberis at him the second time, and had a buffet 
that felled him to the earth. And soon thereafter the king commanded to cease 
for that day, and all men marveled who Sir Tristram was, for the prize of the first 
day was given him in the name of the Knight of the Black Shield. 

Now Sir Palomedes was on the side of the King of North Wales, but knew 
not Sir Tristram again. And, when he saw his marvelous deeds, he sent to ask his 
name. "As to that," said Sir Tristram, "he shall not know at this time, but tell him 
he shall know when I have broken two spears upon him, for I am the knight he 
smote down yesterday, and whatever side he taketh, I will take the other." 

So when they told him that Sir Palomedes would be on King Carados' side— 
for he was kindred to King Arthur—"Then will I be on the King of North Wales' 
side," said he, "but else would I be on my lord King Arthur's." 

Then on the morrow, when King Arthur was come, the heralds blew unto the 
tourney. And King Carados jousted with the King of a Hundred Knights and fell 
before him, and then came in King Arthur's knights and bare back those of North 
Wales. But anon Sir Tristram came to aid them and bare back the battle, and 
fought so mightily that none could stand against him, for he smote down on the 
right and on the left, so that all the knights and common people shouted his 


5559 XRN 


praise. 

"Since I bare arms," said King Arthur, "never saw I a knight do more 
marvelous deeds." 

Then the King of the Hundred Knights and those of North Wales set upon 
twenty knights who were of Sir Lancelot's kin, who fought all together, none 
failing the others. When Sir Tristram beheld their nobleness and valor, he 
marveled much. "Well may he be valiant and full of prowess," said he, "who 
hath such noble knights for kindred." So, when he had looked on them awhile, 
he thought it shame to see two hundred men assailing twenty, and riding to the 
King of a Hundred Knights, he said, "I pray thee, Sir king, leave your fighting 
with those twenty knights, for ye be too many and they be too few. For ye shall 
gain no honor if ye win, and that I see verily ye will not do unless ye slay them; 
but if ye will not stay, I will ride with them and help them." 

"Nay," said the king, "ye shall not do so; for full gladly I will do your 
courtesy," and with that he withdrew his knights. 

Then Sir Tristram rode his way into the forest, that no man might know him. 
And King Arthur caused the heralds to blow that the tourney should end that 
day, and he gave the King of North Wales the prize, because Sir Tristram was on 
his side. And in all the field there was such a cry that the sound thereof was 
heard two miles away—"The knight with the black shield hath won the field." 

"Alas!" said King Arthur, "where is that knight? it is shame to let him thus 
escape us." Then he comforted his knights, and said, "Be not dismayed, my 
friends, howbeit ye have lost the day; be of good cheer; to-morrow I myself will 
be in the field, and fare with you." So they all rested that night. 

And on the morrow the heralds blew unto the field. So the King of North 
Wales and the King of a Hundred Knights encountered with King Carados and 
the King of Ireland, and overthrew them. With that came King Arthur, and did 
mighty deeds of arms, and overthrew the King of North Wales and his fellows, 
and put twenty valiant knights to the worse. Anon came in Sir Palomedes, and 
made great fight upon King Arthur's side. But Sir Tristram rode furiously against 
him, and Sir Palomedes was thrown from his horse. Then cried King Arthur, 
"Knight of the Black Shield, keep thyself." And as he spake he came upon him, 
and smote him from his saddle to the ground, and so passed on to other knights. 
Then Sir Palomedes having now another horse rushed at Sir Tristram, as he was 
on foot, thinking to run over him. But he was aware of him, and stepped aside, 
and grasped Sir Palomedes by the arms, and pulled him off his horse. Then they 
rushed together with their swords, and many stood still to gaze on them. And Sir 
Tristram smote Sir Palomedes with three mighty strokes upon the helm, crying 
at each stroke, "Take this for Sir Tristram's sake," and with that Sir Palomedes 
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fell to the earth. 

Anon the King of North Wales brought Sir Tristram another horse, and Sir 
Palomedes found one also. Then did they joust again with passing rage, for both 
by now were like mad lions. But Sir Tristram avoided his spear, and seized Sir 
Palomedes by the neck, and pulled him from his saddle, and bore him onward 
ten spears’ length, and so let him fall. Then King Arthur drew forth his sword 
and smote the spear asunder, and gave Sir Tristram two or three sore strokes ere 
he could get at his own sword. But when he had it in his hand he mightily 
assailed the king. With that eleven knights of Lancelot's kin went forth against 
him, but he smote them all down to the earth, so that men marveled at his deeds. 

And the cry was now so great that Sir Lancelot got a spear in his hand, and 
came down to assay Sir Tristram, saying, "Knight with the black shield, make 
ready." When Sir Tristram heard him he leveled his spear, and both stooping 
their heads, they ran together mightily, as it had been thunder. And Sir Tristram's 
spear brake short, but Sir Lancelot struck him with a deep wound in the side and 
broke his spear, yet overthrew him not. Therewith Sir Tristram, smarting at his 
wound, drew forth his sword, and rushing at Sir Lancelot, gave him mighty 
strokes upon the helm, so that the sparks flew from it, and Sir Lancelot stooped 
his head down to the saddle-bow. But then Sir Tristram turned and left the field, 
for he felt his wound so grievous that he deemed he should soon die. Then did 
Sir Lancelot hold the field against all comers, and put the King of North Wales 
and his party to the worse. And because he was the last knight in the field the 
prize was given him. 

But he refused to take it, and when the cry was raised, "Sir Lancelot hath 
won the day," he cried out, "Nay, but Sir Tristram is the victor, for he first began 
and last endured, and so hath he done each day." And all men honored Lancelot 
more for his knightly words than if he had taken the prize. 

This was the tournament ended, and King Arthur departed to Caerleon, for 
the Whitsun feast was now nigh come, and all the knights adventurous went their 
ways. And many sought Sir Tristram in the forest whither he had gone, and at 
last Sir Lancelot found him, and brought him to King Arthur's court, as hath 
been told already. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
THE KNIGHTS GO TO SEEK THE GRAIL 


¢ 


After these things Merlin fell into a dotage of love for a damsel of the lady of 
the lake, and would let her have no rest, but followed her in every place. And 
ever she encouraged him, and made him welcome till she had learned all his 
crafts that she desired to know. 

Then upon a time she went with him beyond the sea to the land of Benwicke, 
and as they went he showed her many wonders, till at length she was afraid, and 
would fain have been delivered from him. 

And as they were in the forest of Broceliande, they sat together under an 
oak-tree, and the damsel prayed to see all that charm whereby men might be shut 
up yet alive in rocks or trees. But he refused her a long time, fearing to let her 
know, yet in the end, her prayers and kisses overcame him, and he told her all. 
Then did she make him great cheer, but anon, as he lay down to sleep, she softly 
rose, and walked about him waving her hands and muttering the charm, and 
presently enclosed him fast within the tree whereby he slept. And therefrom 
nevermore he could by any means come out for all the crafts that he could do. 
And so she departed and left Merlin. 

At the vigil of the next Feast of Pentecost, when all the Knights of the Round 
Table were met together at Camelot, and had heard mass, and were about to sit 
down to meat, there rode into the hall a fair lady on horseback, who went 
straight up to King Arthur where he sat upon his throne, and reverently saluted 
him. 

"God be with thee, fair damsel," quoth the king; "what desirest thou of me?" 

"I pray thee tell me, lord," she answered, "where Sir Lancelot is." 

"Yonder may ye see him," said King Arthur. 

Then went she to Sir Lancelot and said, "Sir, I salute thee in King Pelles' 
name, and require thee to come with me into the forest hereby." 

Then asked he her with whom she dwelt, and what she wished of him. 

"I dwell with King Pelles," said she, "whom Balin erst so sorely wounded 
when he smote the dolorous stroke. It is he who hath sent me to call thee." 

"I will go with thee gladly," said Sir Lancelot, and bade his squire 
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straightway saddle his horse and bring his armor. 

Then came the queen to him and said, "Sir Lancelot, will ye leave me thus at 
this high feast?" 

"Madam," replied the damsel, "by dinner-time to-morrow he shall be with 
you." 

"If I thought not," said the queen, "he should not go with thee by my 
goodwill." 

Then Sir Lancelot and the lady rode forth till they came to the forest, and ina 
valley thereof found an abbey of nuns, whereby a squire stood ready to open the 
gates. When they had entered, and descended from their horses, a joyful crowd 
pressed round Sir Lancelot and heartily saluted him, and led him to the abbess's 
chamber, and unarmed him. Anon he saw his cousins likewise there, Sir Bors 
and Sir Lionel, who also made great joy at seeing him, and said, "By what 
adventure art thou here, for we thought to have seen thee at Camelot to- 
morrow?" 

"A damsel brought me here," said he, "but as yet I know not for what 
service.” 

As they thus talked twelve nuns came in, who brought with them a youth so 
passing fair and well made, that in all the world his match could not be found. 
His name was Galahad, and though he knew him not, nor Lancelot him, Sir 
Lancelot was his father. 

"Sir," said the nuns, "we bring thee here this child whom we have nourished 
from his youth, and pray thee to make him a knight, for from no worthier hand 
can he receive that order." 

Then Sir Lancelot, looking on the youth, saw that he was seemly and demure 
as a dove, with every feature good and noble, and thought he never had beheld a 
better fashioned man of his years. "Cometh this desire from himself?" said he. 

"Yea," answered Galahad and all the nuns. 

"To-morrow, then, in reverence for the feast, he shall have his wish," said Sir 
Lancelot. 

And the next day at the hour of prime, he knighted him, and said, "God make 
of thee as good a man as He hath made thee beautiful." 

Then with Sir Lionel and Sir Bors he returned to the court, and found all 
gone to the minster to hear service. When they came into the banquet-hall each 
knight and baron found his name written in some seat in letters of gold, as "here 
ought to sit Sir Lionel," "here ought to sit Sir Gawain,"—and so forth. And in the 
Perilous Seat, at the high center of the table, a name was also written, whereat 
they marveled greatly, for no living man had ever yet dared sit upon that seat, 
save one, and him a flame leaped forth and drew down under earth, so that he 
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was no more seen. 

Then came Sir Lancelot and read the letters in that seat, and said, "My 
counsel is that this inscription be now covered up until the knight be come who 
shall achieve this great adventure." So they made a veil of silk and put it over the 
letters. 

In the meanwhile came Sir Gawain to the court and told the king he had a 
message to him from beyond the sea, from Merlin. 

"For," said he, "as I rode through the forest of Broceliande but five days 
since, I heard the voice of Merlin speaking to me from the midst of an oak-tree, 
whereat, in great amazement, I besought him to come forth. But he, with many 
groans, replied he never more might do so, for that none could free him, save the 
damsel of the Lake, who had enclosed him there by his own spells which he had 
taught her. 'But go,’ said he, ‘to King Arthur, and tell him, that he now prepare 
his knights and all his Table Round to seek the Sangreal, for the time is come 
when it shall be achieved.” 

When Sir Gawain had spoken thus, King Arthur sat pensive in spirit, and 
mused deeply of the Holy Grail and what saintly knight should come who might 
achieve it. 

Anon he bade them hasten to set on the banquet. "Sir," said Sir Key, the 
seneschal, "if we go now to meat ye will break the ancient custom of your court, 
for never have ye dined at this high feast till ye have seen some strange 
adventure." 

"Thou sayest truly,” said the king, "but my mind was full of wonders and 
musings, till I bethought me not of mine old custom." 

As they stood speaking thus, a squire ran in and cried, "Lord, I bring thee 
marvelous tidings." 

"What be they?" said King Arthur. 

"Lord," said he, "hereby at the river is a marvelous great stone, which I 
myself saw swim down hither-wards upon the water, and in it there is set a 
sword, and ever the stone heaveth and swayeth on the water, but floateth down 
no further with the stream." 

"I will go and see it," said the king. So all the knights went with him, and 
when they came to the river, there surely found they a mighty stone of red 
marble floating on the water, as the squire had said, and therein stuck a fair and 
rich sword, on the pommel whereof were precious stones wrought skillfully with 
gold into these words: "No man shall take me hence but he by whose side I 
should hang, and he shall be the best knight in the world." 

When the king read this, he turned round to Sir Lancelot, and said, "Fair sir, 
this sword ought surely to be thine, for thou art the best knight in all the world." 
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But Lancelot answered soberly, "Certainly, sir, it is not for me; nor will I 
have the hardihood to set my hand upon it. For he that toucheth it and faileth to 
achieve it shall one day be wounded by it mortally. But I doubt not, lord, this 
day will show the greatest marvels that we yet have seen, for now the time is 
fully come, as Merlin hath forewarned us, when all the prophecies about the 
Sangreal shall be fulfilled." 

Then stepped Sir Gawain forward and pulled at the sword, but could not 
move it, and after him Sir Percival, to keep him fellowship in any peril he might 
suffer. But no other knight durst be so hardy as to try. 

"Now may ye go to your dinner," said Sir Key, "for a marvelous adventure 
ye have had." 

So all returned from the river, and every knight sat down in his own place, 
and the high feast and banquet then was sumptuously begun, and all the hall was 
full of laughter and loud talk and jests, and running to and fro of squires who 
served their knights, and noise of jollity and mirth. 

Then suddenly befell a wondrous thing, for all the doors and windows of the 
hall shut violently of themselves, and made thick darkness; and presently there 
came a fair and gentle light from out the Perilous Seat, and filled the palace with 
its beams. Then a dead silence fell on all the knights, and each man anxiously 
beheld his neighbor. 

But King Arthur rose and said, "Lords and fair knights, have ye no fear, but 
rejoice; we have seen strange things to-day, but stranger yet remain. For now I 
know we shall to-day see him who may sit in the Siege Perilous, and shall 
achieve the Sangreal. For as ye all well know, that holy vessel, wherefrom at the 
Supper of our Lord before His death He drank the wine with His disciples, hath 
been held ever since the holiest treasure of the world, and wheresoever it hath 
rested peace and prosperity have rested with it on the land. But since the 
dolorous stroke which Balin gave King Pelles none have seen it, for Heaven, 
wroth with that presumptuous blow, hath hid it none know where. Yet 
somewhere in the world it still may be, and may be it is left to us, and to this 
noble order of the Table Round, to find and bring it home, and make of this our 
realm the happiest in the earth. Many great quests and perilous adventures have 
ye all taken and achieved, but this high quest he only shall attain who hath clean 
hands and a pure heart, and valor and hardihood beyond all other men." 

While the king spoke there came in softly an old man robed all in white, 
leading with him a young knight clad in red from top to toe, but without armor 
or shield, and having by his side an empty scabbard. 

The old man went up to the king, and said, "Lord, here I bring thee this 
young knight of royal lineage, and of the blood of Joseph of Arimathea, by 
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whom the marvels of thy court shall fully be accomplished." 

The king was right glad at his words, and said, "Sir, ye be right heartily 
welcome, and the young knight also." 

Then the old man put on Sir Galahad (for it was he) a crimson robe trimmed 
with fine ermine, and took him by the hand and led him to the Perilous Seat, and 
lifting up the silken cloth which hung upon it, read these words written in gold 
letters, "This is the seat of Sir Galahad, the good knight." 

"Sir," said the old man, "this place is thine." 

Then sat Sir Galahad down firmly and surely, and said to the old man, "Sir, 
ye may now go your way, for ye have done well and truly all ye were 
commanded, and commend me to my grandsire, King Pelles, and say that I shall 
see him soon." So the old man departed with a retinue of twenty noble squires. 

But all the knights of the Round Table marveled at Sir Galahad, and at his 
tender age, and at his sitting there so surely in the Perilous Seat. 

Then the king led Sir Galahad forth from the palace, to show him the 
adventure of the floating stone. "Here," said he, "is as great a marvel as I ever 
saw, and right good knights have tried and failed to gain that sword." 

"T marvel not thereat," said Galahad, "for this adventure is not theirs, but 
mine; and for the certainty I had thereof, I brought no sword with me, as thou 
mayst see here by this empty scabbard." 

Anon he laid his hand upon the sword, and lightly drew it from the stone, 
and put it in his sheath, and said, "This sword was that enchanted one which erst 
belonged to the good knight, Sir Balin, wherewith he slew through piteous 
mistake his brother Balan; who also slew him at the same time: all which great 
woe befell him through the dolorous stroke he gave my grandsire, King Pelles, 
the wound whereof is not yet whole, nor shall be till I heal him." 

As he stood speaking thus, they saw a lady riding swiftly down the river's 
bank towards them, on a white palfrey, who, saluting the king and queen, said, 
"Lord king, Nacien the hermit sendeth thee word that to thee shall come to-day 
the greatest honor and worship that hath yet ever befallen a king of Britain; for 
this day shall the Sangreal appear in thy house." 

With that the damsel took her leave, and departed the same way she came. 

"Now," said the king, "I know that from to-day the quest of the Sangreal 
shall begin, and all ye of the Round Table will be scattered so that nevermore 
shall I see ye again together as ye are now; let me then see a joust and 
tournament amongst ye for the last time before ye go." 

So they all took their harness and met together in the meadows by Camelot, 
and the queen and all her ladies sat in a tower to see. 

Then Sir Galahad, at the prayer of the king and queen, put on a coat of light 


5566 XRN 


armor, and a helmet, but shield he would take none, and grasping a lance, he 
drove into the middle of the press of knights, and began to break spears 
marvelously, so that all men were full of wonder. And in so short a time he had 
surmounted and exceeded the rest, save Sir Lancelot and Sir Percival, that he 
took the chief worship of the field. 

Then the king and all the court and fellowship of knights went back to the 
palace, and so to evensong in the great minster, a royal and goodly company, 
and after that sat down to supper in the hall, every knight in his own seat, as they 
had been before. 

Anon suddenly burst overhead the cracking and crying of great peals of 
thunder, till the palace walls were shaken sorely, and they thought to see them 
riven all to pieces. 

And in the midst of the blast there entered in a sunbeam, clearer by seven 
times than ever they saw day, and a marvelous great glory fell upon them all. 
Then each knight, looking on his neighbor, found his face fairer than he had ever 
seen, and so—all standing on their feet—they gazed as dumb men on each other, 
not knowing what to say. 

Then entered into the hall the Sangreal, borne aloft without hands through 
the midst of the sunbeam, and covered with white samite, so that none might see 
it. And all the hall was filled with perfume and incense, and every knight was 
fed with the food he best loved. And when the holy vessel had been thus borne 
through the hall, it suddenly departed, no man saw whither. 

When they recovered breath to speak, King Arthur first rose up, and yielded 
thanks to God and to our Lord. 

Then Sir Gawain sprang up and said, "Now have we all been fed by miracle 
with whatsoever food we thought of or desired; but with our eyes we have not 
seen the blessed vessel whence it came, so carefully and preciously it was 
concealed. Therefore, I make a vow, that from to-morrow I shall labor twelve 
months and a day in quest of the Sangreal, and longer if need be; nor will I come 
again into this court until mine eyes have seen it evidently." 

When he had spoken thus, knight after knight rose up and vowed himself to 
the same quest, till the most part of the Round Table had thus sworn. 

But when King Arthur heard them all, he could not refrain his eyes from 
tears, and said, "Sir Gawain, Sir Gawain, thou hast set me in great sorrow, for I 
fear me my true fellowship shall never meet together here again; and surely 
never Christian king had such a company of worthy knights around his table at 
one time." 

And when the queen and her ladies and gentlewomen heard the vows, they 
had such grief and sorrow as no tongue could tell; and Queen Guinevere cried 
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out, "I marvel that my lord will suffer them to depart from him." And many of 
the ladies who loved knights would have gone with them, but were forbidden by 
the hermit Nacien, who sent this message to all who had sworn themselves to the 
quest: "Take with ye no lady nor gentlewoman, for into so high a service as ye 
go in, no thought but of our Lord and heaven may enter." 

On the morrow morning all the knights rose early, and when they were fully 
armed, save shields and helms, they went in with the king and queen to service 
in the minster. Then the king counted all who had taken the adventure on 
themselves, and found them a hundred and fifty knights of the Round Table; and 
so they all put on their helms, and rode away together in the midst of cries and 
lamentations from the court, and from the ladies, and from all the town. 

But the queen went alone to her chamber, that no man might see her sorrow; 
and Sir Lancelot followed her to say farewell. 

When she saw him she cried out, "Oh, Sir Lancelot, thou hast betrayed me; 
thou hast put me to death thus to depart and leave my lord the king." 

"Ah, madam," said he, "be not displeased or angry, for I shall come again as 
soon as I can with honor." 

"Alas!" said she, "that ever I saw thee; but He that suffered death upon the 
cross for all mankind be to thee safety and good conduct, and to all thy 
company." 

Then Sir Lancelot saluted her and the king, and went forth with the rest, and 
came with them that night to Castle Vagon, where they abode, and on the 
morrow they departed from each other on their separate ways, every knight 
taking the way that pleased him best. 

Now Sir Galahad went forth without a shield, and rode so four days without 
adventure; and on the fourth day, after evensong, he came to an abbey of white 
monks, where he was received in the house, and led into a chamber. And there 
he was unarmed, and met two knights of the Round Table, King Bagdemagus, 
and Sir Uwaine. 

"Sirs," said Sir Galahad, "what adventure hath brought ye here?" 

"Within this place, as we are told," they answered, "there is a shield no man 
may bear around his neck without receiving sore mischance, or death within 
three days." 

"To-morrow," said King Bagdemagus, "I shall attempt the adventure; and if I 
fail, do thou, Sir Galahad, take it up after me." 

"T will willingly," said he; "for as ye see I have no shield as yet." 

So on the morrow they arose and heard mass, and afterwards King 
Bagdemagus asked where the shield was kept. Then a monk led him behind the 
altar, where the shield hung, as white as any snow, and with a blood-red cross in 
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the midst of it. 

"Sir," said the monk, "this shield should hang from no knight's neck unless 
he be the worthiest in the world. I warn ye, therefore, knights; consider well 
before ye dare to touch it." 

"Well," said King Bagdemagus, "I know well that I am far from the best 
knight in all the world, yet shall I make the trial"; and so he took the shield, and 
bore it from the monastery. 

"If it please thee," said he to Sir Galahad, "abide here till thou hearest how I 
speed." 

"T will abide thee," said he. 

Then taking with him a squire who might return with any tidings to Sir 
Galahad, the king rode forth; and before he had gone two miles, he saw in a fair 
valley a hermitage, and a knight who came forth dressed in white armor, horse 
and all, who rode fast against him. When they encountered, Bagdemagus brake 
his spear upon the White Knight's shield, but was himself struck through the 
shoulder with a sore wound, and hurled down from his horse. Then the White 
Knight alighting, came and took the white shield from the king, and said, "Thou 
hast done great folly, for this shield ought never to be borne but by one who hath 
no living peer." And turning to the squire, he said, "Bear thou this shield to the 
good knight, Sir Galahad, and greet him well from me." 

"In whose name shall I greet him?" said the squire. 

"Take thou no heed of that," he answered; "it is not for thee or any earthly 
man to know." 

"Now tell me, fair sir, at the least," said the squire, "why may this shield be 
never borne except its wearer come to injury or death?" 

"Because it shall belong to no man save its rightful owner, Galahad," replied 
the knight. 

Then the squire went to his master, and found him wounded nigh to death, 
wherefore he fetched his horse, and bore him back with him to the abbey. And 
there they laid him in a bed, and looked to his wounds; and when he had lain 
many days grievously sick, he at the last barely escaped with his life. 

"Sir Galahad," said the squire, "the knight who overthrew King Bagdemagus 
sent you greeting, and bade you bear this shield." 

"Now blessed be God and fortune," said Sir Galahad, and hung the shield 
about his neck, and armed him, and rode forth. 

Anon he met the White Knight by the hermitage, and each saluted 
courteously the other. 

"Sir," said Sir Galahad, "this shield I bear hath surely a full marvelous 
history." 
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"Thou sayest rightly," answered he. "That shield was made in the days of 
Joseph of Arimathea, the gentle knight who took our Lord down from the cross. 
He, when he left Jerusalem with his kindred, came to the country of King 
Evelake, who warred continually with one Tollome; and when, by the teaching 
of Joseph, King Evelake became a Christian, this shield was made for him in our 
Lord's name; and through its aid King Tollome was defeated. For when King 
Evelake met him next in battle, he hid it in a veil, and suddenly uncovering it, he 
showed his enemies the figure of a bleeding man nailed to a cross, at sight of 
which they were discomfited and fled. Presently after that, a man whose hand 
was smitten off touched the cross upon the shield, and had his hand restored to 
him; and many other miracles it worked. But suddenly the cross that was upon it 
vanished away. Anon both Joseph and King Evelake came to Britain, and by the 
preaching of Joseph the people were made Christians. And when at length he lay 
upon his death-bed, King Evelake begged of him some token ere he died. Then, 
calling for his shield, he dipped his finger in his own blood, for he was bleeding 
fast, and none could staunch the wound, and marked that cross upon it, saying, 
'This cross shall ever show as bright as now, and the last of my lineage shall 
wear this shield about his neck, and go forth to all the marvelous deeds he will 
achieve." 

When the White Knight had thus spoken he vanished suddenly away, and Sir 
Galahad returned to the abbey. 

As he alighted, came a monk, and prayed him to go see a tomb in the 
churchyard, wherefrom came such a great and hideous noise, that none could 
hear it but they went nigh mad, or lost all strength. "And, sir," said he, "I deem it 
is a fiend." 

"Lead me thither," said Sir Galahad. 

When they were come near the place, "Now," said the monk, "go thou to the 
tomb, and lift it up." 

And Galahad, nothing afraid, quickly lifted up the stone, and forthwith came 
out a foul smoke, and from the midst thereof leaped up the loathliest figure that 
ever he had seen in the likeness of man; and Galahad blessed himself, for he 
knew it was a fiend of hell. Then he heard a voice crying out, "Oh, Galahad, I 
cannot tear thee as I would; I see so many angels round thee, that I may not 
come at thee." 

Then the fiend suddenly disappeared with a marvelous great cry; and Sir 
Galahad, looking in the tomb, saw there a body all armed, with a sword beside it. 
"Now, fair brother," said he to the monk, "let us remove this cursed body, which 
is not fit to lie in a churchyard, for when it lived, a false and perjured Christian 
man dwelt in it. Cast it away, and there shall come no more hideous noises from 


5570 XRN 


the tomb." 

"And now must I depart," he added, "for I have much in hand, and am upon 
the holy quest of the Sangreal, with many more good knights." 

So he took his leave, and rode many journeys backwards and forwards as 
adventure would lead him; and at last one day he departed from a castle without 
first hearing mass, which was it ever his custom to hear before he left his 
lodging. Anon he found a ruined chapel on a mountain, and went in and kneeled 
before the altar, and prayed for wholesome counsel what to do; and as he prayed 
he heard a voice, which said, "Depart, adventurous knight, unto the Maiden's 
Castle, and redress the violence and wrongs there done!" 

Hearing these words he cheerfully arose, and mounted his horse, and rode 
but half a mile, when he saw before him a strong castle, with deep ditches round 
it, and a fair river running past. And seeing an old churl hard by, he asked him 
what men called that castle. 

"Fair sir," said he, "it is the Maiden's Castle." 

"Tt is a cursed place," said Galahad, "and all its masters are but felons, full of 
mischief and hardness and shame." 

"For that good reason," said the old man, "thou wert well-advised to turn 
thee back." 

"For that same reason," quoth Sir Galahad, "will I the more certainly ride 
on." 

Then, looking at his armor carefully, to see that nothing failed him, he went 
forward, and presently there met him seven damsels, who cried out, "Sir knight, 
thou ridest in great peril, for thou hast two waters to pass over." 

"Why should I not pass over them?" said he, and rode straight on. 

Anon he met a squire, who said, "Sir knight, the masters of this castle defy 
thee, and bid thee go no further, till thou showest them thy business here." 

"Fair fellow," said Sir Galahad, "I am come here to destroy their wicked 
customs." 

"If that be thy purpose," answered he, "thou wilt have much to do." 

"Go thou," said Galahad, "and hasten with my message." 

In a few minutes after rode forth furiously from the gateways of the castle 
seven knights, all brothers, and crying out, "Knight, keep thee," bore down all at 
once upon Sir Galahad. But thrusting forth his spear, he smote the foremost to 
the earth, so that his neck was almost broken, and warded with his shield the 
spears of all the others, which every one brake off from it, and shivered into 
pieces. Then he drew out his sword, and set upon them hard and fiercely, and by 
his wondrous force drave them before him, and chased them to the castle gate, 
and there he slew them. 
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At that came out to him an ancient man, in priest's vestments, saying, 
"Behold, sir, here, the keys of this castle." 

Then he unlocked the gates, and found within a multitude of people, who 
cried out, "Sir knight, ye be welcome, for long have we waited thy deliverance," 
and told him that the seven felons he had slain had long enslaved the people 
round about, and killed all knights who passed that way, because the maiden 
whom they had robbed of the castle had foretold that by one knight they should 
themselves be overthrown. 

"Where is the maiden?" asked Sir Galahad. 

"She lingereth below in a dungeon," said they. 

So Sir Galahad went down and released her, and restored her her inheritance; 
and when he had summoned the barons of the country to do her homage, he took 
his leave, and departed. 

Presently thereafter, as he rode, he entered a great forest, and in a glade 
thereof met two knights, disguised, who proffered him to joust. These were Sir 
Lancelot, his father, and Sir Percival, but neither knew the other. So he and Sir 
Lancelot encountered first, and Sir Galahad smote down his father. Then 
drawing his sword, for his spear was broken, he fought with Sir Percival, and 
struck so mightily that he clave Sir Percival's helm, and smote him from his 
horse. 

Now hard by where they fought there was a hermitage, where dwelt a pious 
woman, a recluse, who, when she heard the sound, came forth, and seeing Sir 
Galahad ride, she cried, "God be with thee, the best knight in the world; had 
yonder knights known thee as well as I do, they would not have encountered 
with thee." 

When Sir Galahad heard that, fearing to be made known, he forthwith smote 
his horse with his spurs, and departed at a great pace. 

Sir Lancelot and Sir Percival heard her words also, and rode fast after him, 
but within a while he was out of their sight. Then Sir Percival rode back to ask 
his name of the recluse; but Sir Lancelot went forward on his quest, and 
following any path his horse would take, he came by-and-by after nightfall to a 
stone cross hard by an ancient chapel. When he had alighted and tied his horse 
up to a tree, he went and looked in through the chapel door, which was all 
ruinous and wasted, and there within he saw an altar, richly decked with silk, 
whereon there stood a fair candlestick of silver, bearing six great lights. And 
when Sir Lancelot saw the light, he tried to get within the chapel, but could find 
no place. So, being passing weary and heavy, he came again to his horse, and 
when he had unsaddled him, and set him free to pasture, he unlaced his helm, 
and ungirded his sword, and laid him down to sleep upon his shield before the 
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cross. 

And while he lay between waking and sleeping, he saw come by him two 
white palfreys bearing a litter, wherein a sick knight lay, and the palfreys stood 
still by the cross. Then Sir Lancelot heard the sick man say, "O sweet Lord, 
when shall this sorrow leave me, and the holy vessel pass by me, wherethrough I 
shall be blessed? for I have long endured." 

With that Sir Lancelot saw the chapel open, and the candlestick with the six 
tapers come before the cross, but he could see none who bare it. Then came there 
also a table of silver, and thereon the holy vessel of the Sangreal. And when the 
sick knight saw that, he sat up, and lifting both his hands, said, "Fair Lord, sweet 
Lord, who art here within this holy vessel, have mercy on me, that I may be 
whole"; and therewith he crept upon his hands and knees so nigh, that he might 
touch the vessel; and when he had kissed it, he leaped up, and stood and cried 
aloud, "Lord God, I thank Thee, for I am made whole." Then the Holy Grail 
departed with the table and the silver candlestick into the chapel, so that Sir 
Lancelot saw it no more, nor for his sins' sake could he follow it. And the knight 
who was healed went on his way. 

Then Sir Lancelot awake, and marveled whether he had seen aught but a 
dream. And as he marveled, he heard a voice saying, "Sir Lancelot, thou art 
unworthy, go thou hence, and withdraw thee from this holy place." And when he 
heard that, he was passing heavy, for he bethought him of his sins. 

So he departed weeping, and cursed the day of his birth, for the words went 
into his heart, and he knew wherefore he was thus driven forth. Then he went to 
seek his arms and horse, but could not find them; and then he called himself the 
wretchedest and most unhappy of all knights, and said, "My sin hath brought me 
unto great dishonor: for when I sought earthly honors, I achieved them ever; but 
now I take upon me holy things, my guilt doth hinder me, and shameth me; 
therefore had I no power to stir or speak when the holy blood appeared before 
me." 

So thus he sorrowed till it was day, and he heard the birds sing; then was he 
somewhat comforted, and departing from the cross on foot, he came into a wild 
forest, and to a high mountain, and there he found a hermitage; and, kneeling 
before the hermit down upon both his knees, he cried for mercy for his wicked 
works, and prayed him to hear his confession. But when he told his name, the 
hermit marveled to see him in so sore a case, and said, "Sir, ye ought to thank 
God more than any knight living, for He hath given thee more honor than any; 
yet for thy presumption, while in deadly sin to come into the presence of His 
flesh and blood, He suffered thee neither to see nor follow it. Wherefore, believe 
that all thy strength and manhood will avail thee little, when God is against 
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thee," 

Then Sir Lancelot wept and said, "Now know I well ye tell me truth." 

Then he confessed to him, and told him all his sins, and how he had for 
fourteen years served but Queen Guinevere only, and forgotten God, and done 
great deeds of arms for her, and not for Heaven, and had little or nothing thanked 
God for the honor that he won. And then Sir Lancelot said, "I pray you counsel 
me." 

"I will counsel thee," said he: "never more enter into that queen's company 
when ye can avoid it.” 

So Sir Lancelot promised him. 

"Look that your heart and your mouth accord," said the good man, "and ye 
shall have more honor and more nobleness than ever ye have had." 

Then were his arms and horse restored to him, and so he took his leave, and 
rode forth, repenting greatly. 

Now Sir Percival had ridden back to the recluse, to learn who that knight was 
whom she had called the best in the world. And when he had told her that he was 
Sir Percival, she made passing great joy of him, for she was his mother's sister, 
wherefore she opened her door to him, and made him good cheer. And on the 
morrow she told him of her kindred to him, and they both made great rejoicing. 
Then he asked her who that knight was, and she told him, "He it is who on Whit 
Sunday last was clad in the red robe, and bare the red arms; and he hath no peer, 
for he worketh all by miracle, and shall be never overcome by any earthly 
hands." 

"By my goodwill," said Sir Percival, "I will never after these tidings have to 
do with Sir Galahad but in the way of kindness; and I would fain learn where I 
may find him." 

"Fair nephew," said she, "ye must ride to the Castle of Goth, where he hath a 
cousin; by him ye may be lodged, and he will teach you the way to go; but if he 
can tell you no tidings, ride straight to the Castle of Carbonek, where the 
wounded king is lying, for there shall ye surely hear true tidings of him." 

So Sir Percival departed from his aunt, and rode till evensong time, when he 
was ware of a monastery closed round with walls and deep ditches, where he 
knocked at the gate, and anon was let in. And there he had good cheer that night, 
and on the morrow heard mass. And beside the altar where the priest stood, was 
a rich bed of silk and cloth of gold; and on the bed there lay a man passing old, 
having a crown of gold upon his head, and all his body was full of great wounds, 
and his eyes almost wholly blind; and ever he held up his hands and said, "Sweet 
Lord, forget not me!" 

Then Sir Percival asked one of the brethren who he was. 
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"Sir," said the good man, "ye have heard of Joseph of Arimathea, how he 
was sent of Jesus Christ into this land to preach and teach the Christian faith. 
Now, in the city of Sarras he converted a king named Evelake, and this is he. He 
came with Joseph to this land, and ever desired greatly to see the Sangreal; so on 
a time he came nigh thereto, and was struck almost blind. Then he cried out for 
mercy, and said, 'Fair Lord, I pray thee let me never die until a good knight of 
my blood achieve the Sangreal, and I may see and kiss him.’ When he had thus 
prayed, he heard a voice that said, "Thy prayers be heard and answered, for thou 
shalt not die till that knight kiss thee; and when he cometh shall thine eyes be 
opened and thy wounds be healed.’ And now hath he lived here for three hundred 
winters in a holy life, and men say a certain knight of King Arthur's court shall 
shortly heal him." 

Thereat Sir Percival marveled greatly, for he well knew who that knight 
should be; and so, taking his leave of the monk, departed. 

Then he rode on till noon, and came into a valley where he met twenty men- 
at-arms bearing a dead knight on a bier. And they cried to him, "Whence comest 
thou?" 

"From King Arthur's court," he answered. 

Then they all cried together, "Slay him," and set upon him. 

But he smote down the first man to the ground, and his horse upon him; 
whereat seven of them all at once assailed him, and others slew his horse. Thus 
he had been either taken or slain, but by good chance Sir Galahad was passing 
by that way, who, seeing twenty men attacking one, cried, "Slay him not," and 
rushed upon them; and, as fast as his horse could drive, he encountered with the 
foremost man, and smote him down. Then, his spear being broken, he drew forth 
his sword and struck out on the right hand and on the left, at each blow smiting 
down a man, till the remainder fled, and he pursued them. 

Then Sir Percival, knowing that it was Sir Galahad, would fain have 
overtaken him, but could not, for his horse was slain. Yet followed he on foot as 
fast as he could go; and as he went there met him a yeoman riding on a palfrey, 
and leading in his hand a great black steed. So Sir Percival prayed him to lend 
him the steed, that he might overtake Sir Galahad. But he replied, "That can I not 
do, fair sir, for the horse is my master's, and should I lend it he would slay me." 
So he departed, and Sir Percival sat down beneath a tree in heaviness of heart. 
And as he sat, anon a knight went riding past on the black steed which the 
yeoman had led. And presently after came the yeoman back in haste, and asked 
Sir Percival if he had seen a knight riding his horse. 

"Yea," said Sir Percival. 

"Alas," said the yeoman, "he hath reft him from me by strength, and my 


5575 XRN 


master will slay me." 

Then he besought Sir Percival to take his hackney and follow, and get back 
his steed. So he rode quickly, and overtook the knight, and cried, "Knight, turn 
again." Whereat he turned and set his spear, and smote Sir Percival's hackney in 
the breast, so that it fell dead, and then went on his way. Then cried Sir Percival 
after him, "Turn now, false knight, and fight with me on foot"; but he would not, 
and rode out of sight. 

Then was Sir Percival passing wroth and heavy of heart, and lay down to rest 
beneath a tree, and slept till midnight. When he awoke he saw a woman standing 
by him, who said to him right fiercely, "Sir Percival, what doest thou here?" 

"I do neither good nor evil," said he. 

"If thou wilt promise me," said she, "to do my will whenever I shall ask thee, 
I will bring thee here a horse that will bear thee wheresoever thou desirest." 

At that he was full glad, and promised as she asked. Then anon she came 
again, with a great black steed, strong and well appareled. So Sir Percival 
mounted, and rode through the clear moonlight, and within less than an hour had 
gone a four days' journey, till he came to a rough water that roared; and his horse 
would have borne him into it, but Sir Percival would not suffer him, yet could he 
scarce restrain him. And seeing the water so furious, he made the sign of the 
cross upon his forehead, whereat the horse suddenly shook him off, and with a 
terrible sound leaped into the water and disappeared, the waves all burning up in 
flames around him. Then Sir Percival knew it was a fiend which had brought 
him the horse; so he commended himself to God, and prayed that he might 
escape temptations, and continued in prayer till it was day. 

Then he saw that he was on a wild mountain, nigh surrounded on all sides by 
the sea, and filled with wild beasts; and going on into a valley, he saw a serpent 
carrying a young lion by the neck. With that came another lion, crying and 
roaring after the serpent, and anon overtook him, and began to battle with him. 
And Sir Percival helped the lion, and drew his sword, and gave the serpent such 
a stroke that it fell dead. Thereat the lion fawned upon him like a dog, licking his 
hands, and crouching at his feet, and at night lay down by him and slept at his 
side. 

And at noon the next day Sir Percival saw a ship come sailing before a 
strong wind upon the sea towards him, and he rose and went towards it. And 
when it came to shore, he found it covered with white samite, and on the deck 
there stood an old man dressed in priest's robes, who said, "God be with you, fair 
sir; whence come ye?" 

"Tam a knight of King Arthur's court," said he, "and follow the quest of the 
Sangreal; but here have I lost myself in this wilderness." 
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"Fear nothing," said the old man, "for I have come from a strange country to 
comfort thee." 

Then he told Sir Percival it was a fiend of hell upon which he had ridden to 
the sea, and that the lion, whom he had delivered from the serpent, meant the 
Church. And Sir Percival rejoiced at these tidings, and entered into the ship, 
which presently sailed from the shore into the sea. 

Now when Sir Bors rode forth from Camelot to seek the Sangreal, anon he 
met a holy man riding on an ass, and courteously saluted him. 

"Who are ye, son?" said the good man. 

"IT am a knight," said he, "in quest of the Sangreal, and would fain have thy 
counsel, for he shall have much earthly honor who may bring it to a favorable 
end." 

"That is truth," said the good man, "for he shall be the best knight of the 
world; yet know that none shall gain it save by sinless living." 

So they rode to his hermitage together, and there he prayed Sir Bors to abide 
that night, and anon they went into the chapel, and Sir Bors was confessed. And 
they eat bread and drank water together. 

"Now," said the hermit, "I pray thee eat no other food till thou sit at the table 
where the Sangreal shall be." Thereto Sir Bors agreed. 

"Also," said the hermit, "it were wise that ye should wear a sackcloth 
garment next your skin, for penance"; and in this also did Sir Bors as he was 
counseled. And afterwards he armed himself and took his leave. 

Then rode he onwards all that day, and as he rode he saw a passing great bird 
sit in an old dry tree, whereon no leaves were left; and many little birds lay 
round the great one, nigh dead with hunger. Then did the big bird smite himself 
with his own bill, and bled till he died amongst his little ones, and they 
recovered life in drinking up his blood. When Sir Bors saw this he knew it was a 
token, and rode on full of thought. And about eventide he came to a tower, 
whereto he prayed admission, and he was received gladly by the lady of the 
castle. But when a supper of many meats and dainties was set before him, he 
remembered his vow, and bade a squire to bring him water, and therein he 
dipped his bread, and ate. 

Then said the lady, "Sir Bors, I fear ye like not my meat." 

"Yea, truly," said he; "God thank thee, madam; but I may eat no other meat 
this day." 

After supper came a squire, and said, "Madam, bethink thee to provide a 
champion for thee to-morrow for the tourney, or else shall thy sister have thy 
castle." 

At that the lady wept, and made great sorrow. But Sir Bors prayed her to be 
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comforted, and asked her why the tournament was held. Then she told him how 
she and her sister were the daughters of King Anianse, who left them all his 
lands between them; and how her sister was the wife of a strong knight, named 
Sir Pridan le Noir, who had taken from herself all her lands, save the one tower 
wherein she dwelt. "And now," said she, "this also will they take, unless I find a 
champion by to-morrow." 

Then said Sir Bors, "Be comforted; to-morrow I will fight for thee"; whereat 
she rejoiced not a little, and sent word to Sir Pridan that she was provided and 
ready. And Sir Bors lay on the floor, and in no bed, nor ever would do otherwise 
till he had achieved his quest. 

On the morrow he arose and clothed himself, and went into the chapel, 
where the lady met him, and they heard mass together. Anon he called for his 
armor, and went with a goodly company of knights to the battle. And the lady 
prayed him to refresh himself ere he should fight, but he refused to break his fast 
until the tournament were done. So they all rode together to the lists, and there 
they saw the lady's eldest sister, and her husband, Sir Pridan le Noir. And a cry 
was made by the heralds that, whichever should win, his lady should have all the 
other's lands. 

Then the two knights departed asunder a little space, and came together with 
such force, that both their spears were shivered, and their shields and hauberks 
pierced through; and both fell to the ground sorely wounded, with their horses 
under them. But swiftly they arose, and drew their swords, and smote each other 
on the head with many great and heavy blows, till the blood ran down their 
bodies; and Sir Pridan was a full good knight, so that Sir Bors had more ado than 
he had thought for to overcome him. 

But at last Sir Pridan grew a little faint; that instantly perceived Sir Bors, and 
rushed upon him the more vehemently, and smote him fiercely, till he rent off 
his helm, and then gave him great strokes upon his visage with the flat of his 
sword, and bade him yield or be slain. 

And then Sir Pridan cried him mercy, and said, "For God's sake slay me not, 
and I will never war against thy lady more." So Sir Bors let him go, and his wife 
fled away with all her knights. 

Then all those who had held lands of the lady of the tower came and did 
homage to her again, and swore fealty. And when the country was at peace Sir 
Bors departed, and rode forth into a forest until it was midday, and there befell 
him a marvelous adventure. 

For at a place where two ways parted, there met him two knights, bearing Sir 
Lionel, his brother, all naked, bound on a horse, and as they rode, they beat him 
sorely with thorns, so that the blood trailed down in more than a hundred places 
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from his body; but for all this he uttered no word or groan, so great he was of 
heart. As soon as Sir Bors knew his brother, he put his spear in rest to run and 
rescue him; but in the same moment heard a woman's voice cry close beside him 
in the wood, "St. Mary, succor thy maid"; and, looking round, he saw a damsel 
whom a felon knight dragged after him into the thickets; and she, perceiving 
him, cried piteously for help, and adjured him to deliver her as he was a sworn 
knight. Then was Sir Bors sore troubled, and knew not what to do, for he thought 
within himself, "If I let my brother be, he will be murdered; but if I help not the 
maid, she is shamed forever, and my vow compelleth me to set her free; 
wherefore must I first help her, and trust my brother unto God." 

So, riding to the knight who held the damsel, he cried out, "Sir knight, lay 
your hand off that maid, or else ye be but dead." 

At that the knight set down the maid, and dropped his shield, and drew forth 
his sword against Sir Bors, who ran at him, and smote him through both shield 
and shoulder, and threw him to the earth; and when he pulled his spear forth, the 
knight swooned. Then the maid thanked Sir Bors heartily, and he set her on the 
knight's horse, and brought her to her men-at-arms, who presently came riding 
after her. And they made much joy, and besought him to come to her father, a 
great lord, and he should be right welcome. But "truly," said he, "I may not at 
this time, for I have a great adventure yet to do"; and commending them to God, 
he departed in great haste to find his brother. 

So he rode, seeking him by the track of the horses a great while. Anon he 
met a seeming holy man riding upon a strong black horse, and asked him, had he 
seen pass by that way a knight led bound and beaten with thorns by two others. 

"Yea, truly, such an one I saw," said the man; "but he is dead, and lo! his 
body is hard by in a bush." 

Then he showed him a newly slain body lying in a thick bush, which seemed 
indeed to be Sir Lionel. Then made Sir Bors such mourning and sorrow that by- 
and-by he fell into a swoon upon the ground. And when he came to himself 
again, he took the body in his arms and put it on his horse's saddle, and bore it to 
a chapel hard by, and would have buried it. But when he made the sign of the 
cross, he heard a full great noise and cry as though all the fiends of hell had been 
about him, and suddenly the body and the chapel and the old man vanished all 
away. Then he knew that it was the devil who had thus beguiled him, and that 
his brother yet lived. 

Then held he up his hands to heaven, and thanked God for his own escape 
from hurt, and rode onwards; and anon, as he passed by an hermitage in a forest, 
he saw his brother sitting armed by the door. And when he saw him he was filled 
with joy, and lighted from his horse, and ran to him and said, "Fair brother, when 
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came ye hither?" 

But Sir Lionel answered, with an angry face, "What vain words be these, 
when for you I might have been slain? Did ye not see me bound and led away to 
death, and left me in that peril to go succoring a gentlewoman, the like whereof 
no brother ever yet hath done? Now, for thy false misdeed, I do defy thee, and 
ensure thee speedy death." 

Then Sir Bors prayed his brother to abate his anger, and said, "Fair brother, 
remember the love that should be between us twain." 

But Sir Lionel would not hear, and prepared to fight, and mounted his horse 
and came before him, crying, "Sir Bors, keep thee from me, for I shall do to thee 
as a felon and a traitor; therefore, start upon thy horse, for if thou wilt not, I will 
run upon thee as thou standest." 

But for all his words Sir Bors would not defend himself against his brother. 
And anon the fiend stirred up Sir Lionel to such rage, that he rushed over him 
and overthrew him with his horse's hoofs, so that he lay swooning on the ground. 
Then would he have rent off his helm and slain him, but the hermit of that place 
ran out, and prayed him to forbear, and shielded Sir Bors with his body. 

Then Sir Lionel cried out, "Now, God so help me, sir priest, but I shall slay 
thee else thou depart, and him too after thee." 

And when the good man utterly refused to leave Sir Bors, he smote him on 
the head until he died, and then he took his brother by the helm and unlaced it, to 
have stricken off his head, and so he would have done, but suddenly was pulled 
off backwards by a knight of the Round Table, who, by the will of Heaven, was 
passing by that place—Sir Colgrevance by name. 

"Sir Lionel," he cried, "will ye slay your brother, one of the best knights of 
all the world? That ought no man to suffer." 

"Why," said Sir Lionel, "will ye hinder me and meddle in this strife? beware, 
lest I shall slay both thee and him." 

And when Sir Colgrevance refused to let them be, Sir Lionel defied him, and 
gave him a great stroke through the helmet, whereat Sir Colgrevance drew his 
sword, and smote again right manfully. And so long they fought together that Sir 
Bors awoke from his swoon, and tried to rise and part them, but had no strength 
to stand upon his feet. 

Anon Sir Colgrevance saw him, and cried out to him for help, for now Sir 
Lionel had nigh defeated him. When Sir Bors heard that, he struggled to his feet, 
and put his helmet on, and took his sword. But before he could come to him, Sir 
Lionel had smitten off Sir Colgrevance's helm, and thrown him to the earth and 
slain him. Then turned he to his brother as a man possessed by fiends, and gave 
him such a stroke as bent him nearly double. 
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But Sir Bors prayed him for God's sake to quit that battle, "For if it befell us 
that we either slew the other we should die for care of that sin." 

"Never will I spare thee if I master thee," cried out Sir Lionel. 

Then Sir Bors drew his sword all weeping, and said, "Now, God have mercy 
on me, though I defend my life against my brother"; with that he lifted up his 
sword to strike, but suddenly he heard a mighty voice, "Put up thy sword, Sir 
Bors, and flee, or thou shalt surely slay him." And then there fell upon them both 
a fiery cloud, which flamed and burned their shields, and they fell to the earth in 
sore dread. 

Anon Sir Bors rose to his feet, and saw that Sir Lionel had taken no harm. 
Then came the voice again, and said, "Sir Bors, go hence and leave thy brother, 
and ride thou forward to the sea, for there Sir Percival abideth thee." 

Then he said to his brother, "Brother, forgive me all my trespass against 
thee." 

And Sir Lionel answered, "God forgive it thee, as I do." 

Then he departed and rode to the sea, and on the strand he found a ship all 
covered with white samite, and as soon as he had entered thereinto, it put forth 
from the shore. And in the midst of the ship there stood an armed knight, whom 
he knew to be Sir Percival. Then they rejoiced greatly over each other, and said, 
"We lack nothing now but the good knight Sir Galahad." 

Now when Sir Galahad had rescued Sir Percival from the twenty knights he 
rode into a vast forest. And after many days it befell that he came to a castle 
whereat was a tournament. And the knights of the castle were put to the worse; 
which when he saw, he set his spear in rest and ran to help them, and smote 
down many of their adversaries. And as it chanced, Sir Gawain was amongst the 
stranger knights, and when he saw the white shield with the red cross, he knew it 
was Sir Galahad, and proffered to joust with him. So they encountered, and 
having broken their spears, they drew their swords, and Sir Galahad smote Sir 
Gawain so sorely on the helm that he clove it through, and struck on slanting to 
the earth, carving the horse's shoulder in twain, and Sir Gawain fell to the earth. 
Then Sir Galahad beat back all who warred against the castle, yet would he not 
wait for thanks, but rode away that no man might know him. 

And he rested that night at a hermitage, and when he was asleep, he heard a 
knocking at the door. So he rose, and found a damsel there, who said, "Sir 
Galahad, I will that ye arm you, and mount upon your horse and follow me, for I 
will show you within these three days the highest adventure that ever any knight 
saw." 

Anon Sir Galahad armed him, and took his horse, and commended himself to 
God, and bade the gentlewoman go, and he would follow where she liked. 
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So they rode onwards to the sea as fast as their horses might gallop, and at 
night they came to a castle in a valley, inclosed by running water, and by strong 
and high walls, whereinto they entered and had great cheer, for the lady of the 
castle was the damsel's mistress. 

And when he was unarmed, the damsel said to her lady, "Madam, shall we 
abide here this night?" 

"Nay," said she, "but only till he hath dined and slept a little." 

So he ate and slept a while, till the maid called him, and armed him by 
torchlight; and when he had saluted the lady of the castle, the damsel and Sir 
Galahad rode on. 

Anon they came to the seaside, and lo! the ship, wherein were Sir Percival 
and Sir Bors, abode by the shore. Then they cried, "Welcome, Sir Galahad, for 
we have awaited thee long." 

Then they rejoiced to see each other, and told of all their adventures and 
temptations. And the damsel went into the ship with them, and spake to Sir 
Percival: "Sir Percival, know ye not who I am?" 

And he replied, "Nay, certainly, I know thee not." 

Then said she, "I am thy sister, the daughter of King Pellinore, and am sent 
to help thee and these knights, thy fellows, to achieve the quest which ye all 
follow." 

So Sir Percival rejoiced to see his sister, and they departed from the shore. 
And after a while they came upon a whirlpool, where their ship could not live. 
Then saw they another greater ship hard by and went towards it, but saw neither 
man nor woman therein. And on the end of it these words were written, "Thou 
who shalt enter me, beware that thou be in steadfast belief, for I am Faith; and if 
thou doubtest, I cannot help thee." Then were they all adread, but, commending 
themselves to God, they entered in. 

As soon as they were on board they saw a fair bed, whereon lay a crown of 
silk, and at the foot was a fair and rich sword drawn from its scabbard half a foot 
and more. The pommel was of precious stones of many colors, every color 
having a different virtue, and the scales of the haft were of two ribs of different 
beasts. The one was bone of a serpent from Calidone forest, named the serpent 
of the fiend; and its virtue saveth all men who hold it from weariness. The other 
was of a fish that haunteth the floods of Euphrates, named Ertanax; and its virtue 
causeth whoever holdeth it to forget all other things, whether of joy or pain, save 
the thing he seeth before him. 

"In the name of God," said Sir Percival, "I shall assay to handle this sword"; 
and set his hand to it, but could not grasp it. "By my faith," said he, "now have I 
failed." 
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Sir Bors set his hand to it, and failed also. 

Then came Sir Galahad, and saw these letters written red as blood, "None 
shall draw me forth save the hardiest of all men; but he that draweth me shall 
never be shamed or wounded to death." "By my faith," said Sir Galahad, "I 
would draw it forth, but dare not try." 

"Ye may try safely," said the gentlewoman, Sir Percival's sister, "for be ye 
well assured the drawing of this sword is forbid to all but you. For this was the 
sword of David, King of Israel, and Solomon his son made for it this marvelous 
pommel and this wondrous sheath, and laid it on this bed till thou shouldest 
come and take it up; and though before thee some have dared to raise it, yet have 
they all been maimed or wounded for their daring." 

"Where," said Sir Galahad, "shall we find a girdle for it?" 

"Fair sir," said she, "dismay you not"; and therewith took from out a box a 
girdle, nobly wrought with golden thread, set full of precious stones and with a 
rich gold buckle. "This girdle, lords," said she, "is made for the most part of 
mine own hair, which, while I was yet in the world, I loved full well; but when I 
knew that this adventure was ordained me, I cut off and wove as ye now see.” 

Then they all prayed Sir Galahad to take the sword, and so anon he gripped it 
in his fingers; and the maiden girt it round his waist, saying, "Now reck I not 
though I die, for I have made thee the worthiest knight of all the world." 

"Fair damsel," said Sir Galahad, "ye have done so much that I shall be your 
knight all the days of my life." 

Then the ship sailed a great way on the sea, and brought them to land near 
the Castle of Carteloise. When they were landed came a squire and asked them, 
"Be ye of King Arthur's court?" 

"We are," said they. 

"In an evil hour are ye come," said he, and went back swiftly to the castle. 

Within a while they heard a great horn blow, and saw a multitude of well- 
armed knights come forth, who bade them yield or die. At that they ran together, 
and Sir Percival smote one to the earth and mounted his horse, and so likewise 
did Sir Bors and Sir Galahad, and soon had they routed all their enemies and 
alighted on foot, and with their swords slew them downright, and entered into 
the castle. 

Then came there forth a priest, to whom Sir Galahad kneeled and said, "In 
sooth, good father, I repent me of this slaughter; but we were first assailed, or 
else it had not been." 

"Repent ye not," said the good man, "for if ye lived as long as the world 
lasted ye could do no better deed, for these were all the felon sons of a good 
knight, Earl Hernox, whom they have thrown into a dungeon, and in his name 
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have slain priests and clerks, and beat down chapels far and near." 

Then Sir Galahad prayed the priest to bring him to the earl; who, when he 
saw Sir Galahad, cried out, "Long have I waited for thy coming, and now I pray 
thee hold me in thine arms that I may die in peace." 

And therewith, when Sir Galahad had taken him in his arms, his soul 
departed from his body. 

Then came a voice in the hearing of them all, "Depart now, Sir Galahad, and 
go quickly to the maimed king, for he hath long abided to receive health from 
thy hand." 

So the three knights departed, and Sir Percival's sister with them, and came 
to a vast forest, and saw before them a white hart, exceeding fair, led by four 
lions; and marveling greatly at that sight, they followed. 

Anon they came to a hermitage and a chapel, whereunto the hart entered, and 
the lions with it. Then a priest offered mass, and presently they saw the hart 
change into the figure of a man, most sweet and comely to behold; and the four 
lions also changed and became a man, an eagle, a lion, and an ox. And suddenly 
all those five figures vanished without sound. Then the knights marveled greatly, 
and fell upon their knees, and when they rose they prayed the priest to tell them 
what that sight might mean. 

"What saw ye, sirs?" said he, "for I saw nothing." Then they told him. 

"Ah, lords!" said he, "ye are full welcome; now know I well ye be the 
knights who shall achieve the Sangreal, for unto them alone such mysteries are 
revealed. The hart ye saw is One above all men, white and without blemish, and 
the four lions with Him are the four evangelists." 

When they heard that they heartily rejoiced, and thanking the priest, 
departed. 

Anon, as they passed by a certain castle, an armed knight suddenly came 
after them, and cried out to the damsel, "By the holy cross, ye shall not go till ye 
have yielded to the custom of the castle." 

"Let her go," said Sir Percival, "for a maiden, wheresoever she cometh, is 
free." 

"Whatever maiden passeth here," replied the knight, "must give a dishful of 
her blood from her right arm." 

"It is a foul and shameful custom," cried Sir Galahad and both his fellows, 
"and sooner will we die than let this maiden yield thereto." 

"Then shall ye die," replied the knight, and as he spake there came out from a 
gate hard by, ten or twelve more, and encountered with them, running upon them 
vehemently with a great cry. But the three knights withstood them, and set their 
hands to their swords, and beat them down and slew them. 
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At that came forth a company of threescore knights, all armed. "Fair lords," 
said Sir Galahad, "have mercy on yourselves and keep from us." 

"Nay, fair lords," they answered, "rather be advised by us, and yield ye to our 
custom." 

"Tt is an idle word," said Galahad, "in vain ye speak it." 

"Well," said they, "will ye die?" 

"We be not come thereto as yet," replied Sir Galahad. 

Then did they fall upon each other, and Sir Galahad drew forth his sword, 
and smote on the right hand and on the left, and slew so mightily that all who 
saw him thought he was a monster and no earthly man. And both his comrades 
helped him well, and so they held the field against that multitude till it was night. 
Then came a good knight forward from the enemy and said, "Fair knights, abide 
with us to-night and be right welcome; by the faith of our bodies as we are true 
knights, to-morrow ye shall rise unharmed, and meanwhile maybe ye will, of 
your own accord, accept the custom of the castle when ye know it better." 

So they entered and alighted and made great cheer. Anon, they asked them 
whence that custom came. "The lady of this castle is a leper," said they, "and can 
be no way cured save by the blood of a pure virgin and a king's daughter; 
therefore to save her life are we her servants bound to stay every maid that 
passeth by, and try if her blood may not cure our mistress." 

Then said the damsel, "Take ye of my blood as much as ye will, if it may 
avail your lady." 

And though the three knights urged her not to put her life in that great peril, 
she replied, "If I die to heal another's body, I shall get health to my soul,” and 
would not be persuaded to refuse. 

So on the morrow she was brought to the sick lady, and her arm was bared, 
and a vein thereof was opened, and the dish filled with her blood. Then the sick 
lady was anointed therewith, and anon she was whole of her malady. With that 
Sir Percival's sister lifted up her hand and blessed her, saying, "Madam, I am 
come to my death to make you whole; for God's love pray for me"; and thus 
saying she fell down in a swoon. 

Then Sir Galahad, Sir Percival, and Sir Bors started to lift her up and staunch 
her blood, but she had lost too much to live. So when she came to herself she 
said to Sir Percival, "Fair brother, I must die for the healing of this lady, and 
now, I pray thee, bury me not here, but when I am dead put me in a boat at the 
next haven and let me float at venture on the sea. And when ye come to the city 
of Sarras, to achieve the Sangreal, shall ye find me waiting by a tower, and there 
I pray thee bury me, for there shall Sir Galahad and ye also be laid." Thus having 
said, she died. 
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Then Sir Percival wrote all the story of her life and put it in her right hand, 
and so laid her in a barge and covered it with silk. And the wind arising drove 
the barge from land, and all the knights stood watching it till it was out of sight. 

Anon they returned to the castle, and forthwith fell a sudden tempest of 
thunder and lightning and rain, as if the earth were broken up: and half the castle 
was thrown down. Then came a voice to the three knights which said, "Depart ye 
now asunder till ye meet again where the maimed king is lying." So they parted 
and rode divers ways. 

Now after Sir Lancelot had left the hermit, he rode a long while till he knew 
not whither to turn, and so he lay down to sleep, if haply he might dream whither 
to go. 

And in his sleep a vision came to him saying, "Lancelot, rise up and take 
thine armor, and enter the first ship that thou shalt find." 

When he awoke he obeyed the vision, and rode till he came to the sea-shore, 
and found there a ship without sails or oars, and as soon as he was in it he smelt 
the sweetest savor he had ever known, and seemed filled with all things he could 
think of or desire. And looking round he saw a fair bed, and thereon a 
gentlewoman lying dead, who was Sir Percival's sister. And as Sir Lancelot 
looked on her he spied the writing in her right hand, and, taking it, he read 
therein her story. And more than a month thereafter he abode in that ship and 
was nourished by the grace of Heaven, as Israel was fed with manna in the 
desert. 

And on a certain night he went ashore to pass the time, for he was somewhat 
weary, and, listening, he heard a horse come towards him, from which a knight 
alighted and went up into the ship; who, when he saw Sir Lancelot, said, "Fair 
sir, ye be right welcome to mine eyes, for I am thy son Galahad, and long time I 
have sought for thee." With that he kneeled and asked his blessing, and took off 
his helm and kissed him, and the great joy there was between them no tongue 
can tell. 

Then for half a year they dwelt together in the ship, and served God night 
and day with all their powers, and went to many unknown islands, where none 
but wild beasts haunted, and there found many strange and perilous adventures. 

And upon a time they came to the edge of a forest, before a cross of stone, 
and saw a knight armed all in white, leading a white horse. Then the knight 
saluted them, and said to Galahad, "Ye have been long time enough with your 
father; now, therefore, leave him and ride this horse till ye achieve the Holy 
Quest." 

Then went Sir Galahad to his father and kissed him full courteously, and 
said, "Fair father, I know not when I shall see thee again." 
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And as he took his horse a voice spake in their hearing, "Ye shall meet no 
more in this life." 

"Now, my son, Sir Galahad," said Sir Lancelot, "since we must so part and 
see each other never more, I pray the High Father of Heaven to preserve both 
you and me." 

Then they bade farewell, and Sir Galahad entered the forest, and Sir Lancelot 
returned to the ship, and the wind rose and drove him more than a month through 
the sea, whereby he slept but little, yet ever prayed that he might see the 
Sangreal. 

So it befell upon a certain midnight, the moon shining clear, he came before 
a fair and rich castle, whereof the postern gate was open towards the sea, having 
no keeper save two lions in the entry. 

Anon Sir Lancelot heard a voice: "Leave now thy ship and go within the 
castle, and thou shalt see a part of thy desire." 

Then he armed and went towards the gate, and coming to the lions he drew 
out his sword, but suddenly a dwarf rushed out and smote him on the arm, so 
that he dropt his sword, and heard again the voice, "Oh, man of evil faith, and 
poor belief, wherefore trustest thou thine arms above thy Maker?" Then he put 
up his sword and signed the cross upon his forehead, and so passed by the lions 
without hurt. 

And going in, he found a chamber with the door shut, which in vain he tried 
to open. And listening thereat he heard a voice within, which sang so sweetly 
that it seemed no earthly thing, "Joy and honor be to the Father of Heaven!" 
Then he kneeled down at the door, for he knew well the Sangreal was there 
within. 

Anon the door was opened without hands, and forthwith came thereout so 
great a splendor as if all the torches of the world had been alight together. But 
when he would have entered in, a voice forbade him; wherefore he drew back, 
and looked, standing upon the threshold of the door. And there he saw a table of 
silver, and the holy vessel covered with red samite, and many angels round it 
holding burning candles and a cross and all the ornaments of the altar. 

Then a priest stood up and offered mass, and when he took the vessel up, he 
seemed to sink beneath that burden. At that Sir Lancelot cried, "O Father, take it 
not for sin that I go in to help the priest, who hath much need thereof." So 
saying, he went in, but when he came towards the table he felt a breath of fire 
which issued out therefrom and smote him to the ground, so that he had no 
power to rise. 

Then felt he many hands about him, which took him up and laid him down 
outside the chapel door. There lay he in a swoon all through that night, and on 
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the morrow certain people found him senseless, and bore him to an inner 
chamber and laid him on a bed. And there he rested, living, but moving no 
limbs, twenty-four days and nights. 

On the twenty-fifth day he opened his eyes and saw those standing round, 
and said, "Why have ye waked me? for I have seen marvels that no tongue can 
tell, and more than any heart can think." 

Then he asked where he was, and they told him, "In the Castle of Carbonek." 

"Tell your lord, King Pelles," said he, "that I am Sir Lancelot." 

At that they marveled greatly, and told their lord it was Sir Lancelot who had 
lain there so long. 

Then was King Pelles wondrous glad and went to see him, and prayed him to 
abide there for a season. But Sir Lancelot said, "I know well that I have now 
seen as much as mine eyes may behold of the Sangreal; wherefore I will return 
to my own country." So he took leave of King Pelles, and departed towards 
Logris. 

Now after Sir Galahad had parted from Sir Lancelot, he rode many days, till 
he came to the monastery where the blind King Evelake lay, whom Sir Percival 
had seen. And on the morrow, when he had heard mass, Sir Galahad desired to 
see the king, who cried out, "Welcome, Sir Galahad, servant of the Lord! long 
have I abided thy coming. Take me now in thine arms, that I may die in peace." 

At that Sir Galahad embraced him; and when he had so done the king's eyes 
were opened, and he said, "Fair Lord Jesus, suffer me now to come to Thee"; 
and anon his soul departed. 

Then they buried him royally, as a king should be; and Sir Galahad went on 
his way. 

Within a while he came to a chapel in a forest, in the crypt whereof he saw a 
tomb which always blazed and burnt. And asking the brethren what that might 
mean, they told him, "Joseph of Arimathea's son did found this monastery, and 
one who wronged him hath lain here these three hundred and fifty years and 
bumeth evermore, until that perfect knight who shall achieve the Sangreal doth 
quench the fire." 

Then said he, "I pray ye bring me to the tomb." 

And when he touched the place immediately the fire was quenched, and a 
voice came from the grave and cried, "Thanks be to God, who now hath purged 
me of my sin, and draweth me from earthly pains into the joys of paradise." 

Then Sir Galahad took the body in his arms and bore it to the abbey, and on 
the morrow put it in the earth before the high altar. 

Anon he departed from thence and rode five days in a great forest; and after 
that he met Sir Percival, and a little further on Sir Bors. When they had told each 
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other their adventures, they rode together to the Castle of Carbonek: and there 
King Pelles gave them hearty welcome, for he knew they should achieve the 
Holy Quest. 

As soon as they were come into the castle, a voice cried in the midst of the 
chamber, "Let them who ought not now to sit at the table of the Lord rise and 
depart hence!" Then all, save those three knights, departed. 

Anon they saw other knights come in with haste at the hall doors and take 
their harness off, who said to Sir Galahad, "Sir, we have tried sore to be with you 
at this table." 

"Ye be welcome," said he, "but whence are ye?" 

So three of them said they were from Gaul; and three from Ireland; and three 
from Denmark. 

Then came forth the likeness of a bishop, with a cross in his hand, and four 
angels stood by him, and a table of silver was before them, whereon was set the 
vessel of the Sangreal. Then came forth other angels also—two bearing burning 
candles, and the third a towel, and the fourth a spear which bled marvelously, the 
drops wherefrom fell into a box he held in his left hand. Anon the bishop took 
the wafer up to consecrate it, and at the lifting up, they saw the figure of a Child, 
whose visage was as bright as any fire, which smote itself into the midst of the 
wafer and vanished, so that all saw the flesh made bread. 

Thereat the bishop went to Galahad and kissed him, and bade him go and 
kiss his fellows; and said, "Now, servants of the Lord, prepare for food such as 
none ever yet were fed with since the world began." 

With that he vanished, and the knights were filled with a great dread and 
prayed devoutly. 

Then saw they come forth from the holy vessel the vision of a man bleeding 
all openly, whom they knew well by the tokens of His passion for the Lord 
Himself. At that they fell upon their faces and were dumb. Anon he brought the 
Holy Grail to them and spake high words of comfort, and, when they drank 
therefrom, the taste thereof was sweeter than any tongue could tell or heart 
desire. Then a voice said to Galahad, "Son, with this blood which drippeth from 
the spear anoint thou the maimed king and heal him. And when thou hast this 
done, depart hence with thy brethren in a ship that ye shall find, and go to the 
city of Sarras. And bear with thee the holy vessel, for it shall no more be seen in 
the realm of Logris." 

At that Sir Galahad walked to the bleeding spear, and therefrom anointing 
his fingers went out straightway to the maimed King Pelles, and touched his 
wound. Then suddenly he uprose from his bed as whole a man as ever he was, 
and praised God passing thankfully with all his heart. 
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Then Sir Galahad, Sir Bors, and Sir Percival departed as they had been told; 
and when they had ridden three days they came to the sea-shore, and found the 
ship awaiting them. Therein they entered, and saw in the midst the silver table 
and the vessel of the Sangreal, covered with red samite. Then were they passing 
glad, and made great reverence thereto. And Sir Galahad prayed that now he 
might leave the world and pass to God. And presently, the while he prayed, a 
voice said to him, "Galahad, thy prayer is heard, and when thou asketh the death 
of the body thou shalt have it, and find the life of thy soul." 

But while they prayed and slept the ship sailed on, and when they woke they 
saw the city of Sarras before them, and the other ship wherein was Sir Percival's 
sister. Then the three knights took up the holy table and the Sangreal and went 
into the city; and there, in a chapel, they buried Sir Percival's sister right 
solemnly. 

Now at the gate of the town they saw an old cripple sitting, whom Sir 
Galahad called to help them bear their weight. 

"Truly," said the old man, "it is ten years since I have gone a step without 
these crutches." 

"Care ye not," said Sir Galahad, "rise now and show goodwill." 

So he assayed to move, and found his limbs as strong as any man's might be, 
and running to the table helped to carry it. 

Anon there rose a rumor in the city that a cripple had been healed by certain 
marvelous strange knights. 

But the king, named Estouranse, who was a heathen tyrant, when he heard 
thereof took Sir Galahad and his fellows, and put them in prison in a deep hole. 
Therein they abode a great while, but ever the Sangreal was with them and fed 
them with marvelous sweet food, so that they fainted not, but had all joy and 
comfort they could wish. 

At the year's end the king fell sick and felt that he should die. Then sent he 
for the three knights, and when they came before him prayed their mercy for his 
trespasses against them. So they forgave him gladly, and anon he died. 

Then the chief men of the city took counsel together who should be king in 
his stead, and as they talked, a voice cried in their midst, "Choose ye the 
youngest of the three knights King Estouranse cast into prison for your king." At 
that they sought Sir Galahad and made him king with the assent of all the city, 
and else they would have slain him. 

But within a twelve-month came to him, upon a certain day, as he prayed 
before the Sangreal, a man in likeness of a bishop, with a great company of 
angels round about him, who offered mass, and afterwards called to Sir Galahad, 
"Come forth, thou servant of the Lord, for the time hath come thou hast desired 
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so long.” 

Then Sir Galahad lifted up his hands and prayed, "Now, blessed Lord! would 
I no longer live if it might please Thee." 

Anon the bishop gave him the sacrament, and when he had received it with 
unspeakable gladness, he said, "Who art thou, father?" 

"IT am Joseph of Arimathea," answered he, "whom our Lord hath sent to bear 
thee fellowship." 

When he heard that, Sir Galahad went to Sir Percival and Sir Bors and kissed 
them and commended them to God, saying, "Salute for me Sir Lancelot, my 
father, and bid them remember this unstable world." 

Therewith he kneeled down and prayed, and suddenly his soul departed, and 
a multitude of angels bare it up to heaven. Then came a hand from heaven and 
took the vessel and the spear and bare them out of sight. 

Since then was never man so hardy as to say that he had seen the Sangreal. 

And after all these things, Sir Percival put off his armor and betook him to an 
hermitage, and within a little while passed out of this world. And Sir Bors, when 
he had buried him beside his sister, returned, weeping sore for the loss of his two 
brethren, to King Arthur, at Camelot. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
SIR LANCELOT AND THE FAIR ELAINE 


¢ 


Now after the quest of the Sangreal was fulfilled and all the knights who 
were left alive were come again to the Round Table, there was great joy in the 
court. And passing glad were King Arthur and Queen Guinevere to see Sir 
Lancelot and Sir Bors, for they had been long absent in that quest. 

And so greatly was Sir Lancelot's fame now spread abroad that many ladies 
and damsels daily resorted to him and besought him for their champion; and all 
right quarrels did he gladly undertake for the pleasure of our Lord Christ. And 
always as much as he might he withdrew him from the queen. 

Wherefore Queen Guinevere, who counted him for her own knight, grew 
wroth with him, and on a certain day she called him to her chamber, and said 
thus: "Sir Lancelot, I daily see thy loyalty to me doth slack, for ever thou art 
absent from this court, and takest other ladies' quarrels on thee more than ever 
thou wert wont. Now do I understand thee, false knight, and therefore shall I 
never trust thee more. Depart now from my sight, and come no more within this 
court upon pain of thy head." With that she turned from him and would hear no 
excuses. 

So Sir Lancelot departed in heaviness of heart, and calling Sir Bors, Sir 
Ector, and Sir Lionel, he told them how the queen had dealt with him. 

"Fair sir," replied Sir Bors, "remember what honor ye have in this country, 
and how ye are called the noblest knight in the world; wherefore go not, for 
women are hasty, and do often what they sore repent of afterwards. Be ruled by 
my advice. Take horse and ride to the hermitage beside Windsor, and there abide 
till I send ye better tidings." 

To that Sir Lancelot consented, and departed with a sorrowful countenance. 

Now when the queen heard of his leaving she was inwardly sorry, but made 
no show of grief, bearing a proud visage outwardly. And on a certain day she 
made a costly banquet to all the knights of the Round Table, to show she had as 
great joy in all others as in Sir Lancelot. And at the banquet were Sir Gawain, 
and his brothers Sir Agravaine, Sir Gaheris, and Sir Gareth; also Sir Modred, Sir 
Bors, Sir Blamor, Sir Bleoberis, Sir Ector, Sir Lionel, Sir Palomedes, Sir Mador 
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de la Port, and his cousin Sir Patrice—a knight of Ireland, Sir Pinell le Savage, 
and many more. 

Now Sir Pinell hated Sir Gawain because he had slain one of his kinsmen by 
treason; and Sir Gawain had a great love for all kinds of fruit, which, when Sir 
Pinell knew, he poisoned certain apples that were set upon the table, with intent 
to slay him. And so it chanced as they ate and made merry, Sir Patrice, who sat 
next to Sir Gawain, took one of the poisoned apples and eat it, and when he had 
eaten he suddenly swelled up and fell down dead. 

At that every knight leapt from the board ashamed and enraged nigh out of 
their wits, for they knew not what to say, yet seeing that the queen had made the 
banquet they all had suspicion of her. 

"My lady the queen," said Sir Gawain, "I wit well this fruit was meant for 
me, for all men know my love for it, and now had I been nearly slain; wherefore, 
I fear me, ye will be ashamed." 

"This shall not end so," cried Sir Mador de la Port; "now have I lost a noble 
knight of my own blood, and for this despite and shame I will be revenged to the 
uttermost." 

Then he challenged Queen Guinevere concerning the death of his cousin, but 
she stood still, sore abashed, and anon with her sorrow and dread, she swooned. 

At the noise and sudden cry came in King Arthur, and to him appealed Sir 
Mador, and impeached the queen. 

"Fair lords," said he, "full sorely am I troubled at this matter, for I must be 
rightful judge, and therein it repenteth me I may not do battle for my wife, for, as 
I deem, this deed was none of hers. But I suppose she will not lack a champion, 
and some good knight surely will put his body in jeopardy to save her." 

But all who had been bidden to the banquet said they could not hold the 
queen excused, or be her champions, for she had made the feast, and either by 
herself or servants must it have come. 

"Alas!" said the queen, "I made this dinner for a good intent, and no evil, so 
God help me in my need." 

"My lord the king," said Sir Mador, "I require you heartily as you be a 
righteous king give me a day when I may have justice." 

"Well," said the king, "I give ye this day fifteen days, when ye shall be ready 
and armed in the meadow beside Westminster, and if there be a knight to fight 
with you, God speed the right, and if not, then must my queen be burnt." 

When the king and queen were alone together he asked her how this case 
befell. 

"T wot not how or in what manner," answered she. 

"Where is Sir Lancelot?" said King Arthur, "for he would not grudge to do 
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battle for thee." 

"Sir," said she, "I cannot tell you, but all his kinsmen deem he is not in this 
realm." 

"These be sad tidings," said the king; "I counsel ye to find Sir Bors, and pray 
him for Sir Lancelot's sake to do this battle for you." 

So the queen departed and sent for Sir Bors to her chamber, and besought his 
succor. 

"Madam," said he, "what would you have me do? for I may not with my 
honor take this matter on me, for I was at that same dinner, and all the other 
knights would have me ever in suspicion. Now do ye miss Sir Lancelot, for he 
would not have failed you in right nor yet in wrong, as ye have often proved, but 
now ye have driven him from the country." 

"Alas! fair knight," said the queen, "I put me wholly at your mercy, and all 
that is done amiss I will amend as ye will counsel me." 

And therewith she kneeled down upon both her knees before Sir Bors, and 
besought him to have mercy on her. 

Anon came in King Arthur also, and prayed him of his courtesy to help her, 
saying, "I require you for the love of Lancelot." 

"My lord," said he, "ye require the greatest thing of me that any man can ask, 
for if I do this battle for the queen I shall anger all my fellows of the Table 
Round; nevertheless, for my lord Sir Lancelot's sake, and for yours, I will that 
day be the queen's champion, unless there chance to come a better knight than I 
am to do battle for her." And this he promised on his faith. 

Then were the king and queen passing glad, and thanked him heartily, and so 
departed. 

But Sir Bors rode in secret to the hermitage where Sir Lancelot was, and told 
him all these tidings. 

"Tt has chanced as I would have it," said Sir Lancelot; "yet make ye ready for 
the battle, but tarry till ye see me come." 

"Sir," said Sir Bors, "doubt not but ye shall have your will." 

But many of the knights were greatly wroth with him when they heard he 
was to be the queen's champion, for there were few in the court but deemed her 
guilty. 

Then said Sir Bors, "Wit ye will, fair lords, it were a shame to us all to suffer 
so fair and noble a lady to be burnt for lack of a champion, for ever hath she 
proved herself a lover of good knights; wherefore I doubt not she is guiltless of 
this treason." 

At that were some well pleased, but others rested passing wroth. 

And when the day was come, the king and queen and all the knights went to 
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the meadow beside Westminster, where the battle should be fought. Then the 
queen was put in ward, and a great fire was made round the iron stake, where she 
must be burnt if Sir Mador won the day. 

So when the heralds blew, Sir Mador rode forth, and took oath that Queen 
Guinevere was guilty of Sir Patrice's death, and his oath he would prove with his 
body against any who would say the contrary. Then came forth Sir Bors, and 
said, "Queen Guinevere is in the right, and that will I prove with my hands." 

With that they both departed to their tents to make ready for the battle. But 
Sir Bors tarried long, hoping Sir Lancelot would come, till Sir Mador cried out 
to King Arthur, "Bid thy champion come forth, unless he dare not." Then was Sir 
Bors ashamed, and took his horse and rode to the end of the lists. 

But ere he could meet Sir Mador he was aware of a knight upon a white 
horse, armed at all points, and with a strange shield, who rode to him and said, "I 
pray you withdraw from this quarrel, for it is mine, and I have ridden far to fight 
in it." 

Thereat Sir Bors rode to King Arthur, and told him that another knight was 
come who would do battle for the queen. 

"Who is he?" said King Arthur. 

"I may not tell you," said Sir Bors; "but he made a covenant with me to be 
here to-day, wherefore I am discharged." 

Then the king called that knight, and asked him if he would fight for the 
queen. 

"Therefore came [| hither, Sir king," answered he; "but let us tarry no longer, 
for anon I have other matters to do. But wit ye well," said he to the Knights of 
the Round Table, "it is shame to ye for such a courteous queen to suffer this 
dishonor." 

And all men marveled who this knight might be, for none knew him save Sir 
Bors. 

Then Sir Mador and the knight rode to either end of the lists, and couching 
their spears, ran one against the other with all their might; and Sir Mador's spear 
broke short, but the strange knight bore both him and his horse down to the 
ground. Then lightly they leaped from their saddles and drew their swords, and 
so came eagerly to the battle, and either gave the other many sad strokes and 
sore and deep wounds. 

Thus they fought nigh an hour, for Sir Mador was a full strong and valiant 
knight. But at last the strange knight smote him to the earth, and gave him such a 
buffet on the helm as wellnigh killed him. Then did Sir Mador yield, and prayed 
his life. 

"I will but grant it thee," said the strange knight, "if thou wilt release the 
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queen from this quarrel forever, and promise that no mention shall be made upon 
Sir Patrice's tomb that ever she consented to that treason." 

"All this shall be done," said Sir Mador. 

Then the knights parters took up Sir Mador and led him to his tent, and the 
other knight went straight to the stair foot of King Arthur's throne; and by that 
time was the queen come to the king again, and kissed him lovingly. 

Then both the king and she stooped down, and thanked the knight, and 
prayed him to put off his helm and rest him, and to take a cup of wine. And 
when he put his helmet off to drink, all people saw it was Sir Lancelot. But when 
the queen beheld him she sank almost to the ground weeping for sorrow and for 
joy, that he had done her such great goodness when she had showed him such 
unkindness. 

Then the knights of his blood gathered round him, and there was great joy 
and mirth in the court. And Sir Mador and Sir Lancelot were soon healed of their 
wounds; and not long after came the Lady of the Lake to the court, and told all 
there by her enchantments how Sir Pinell, and not the queen, was guilty of Sir 
Patrice's death. Whereat the queen was held excused of all men, and Sir Pinell 
fled the country. 

So Sir Patrice was buried in the church of Winchester, and it was written on 
his tomb that Sir Pinell slew him with a poisoned apple, in error for Sir Gawain. 
Then, through Sir Lancelot's favor, the queen was reconciled to Sir Mador, and 
all was forgiven. 

Now fifteen days before the Feast of the Assumption of our Lady, the king 
proclaimed a tourney to be held that feast-day at Camelot, whereat himself and 
the King of Scotland would joust with all who should come against them. So 
thither went the King of North Wales, and King Anguish of Ireland, and Sir 
Galahaut the noble prince, and many other nobles of divers countries. 

And King Arthur made ready to go, and would have had the queen go with 
him, but she said that she was sick. Sir Lancelot, also, made excuses, saying he 
was not yet whole of his wounds. 

At that the king was passing heavy and grieved, and so departed alone 
towards Camelot. And by the way he lodged in a town called Astolat, and lay 
that night in the castle. 

As soon as he had gone, Sir Lancelot said to the queen, "This night I will 
rest, and to-morrow betimes will I take my way to Camelot; for at these jousts I 
will be against the king and his fellowship." 

"Ye may do as ye list," said Queen Guinevere; "but by my counsel ye will 
not be against the king, for in his company are many hardy knights, as ye well 
know." 
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"Madam," said Sir Lancelot, "I pray ye be not displeased with me, for I will 
take the adventure that God may send me." 

And on the morrow he went to the church and heard mass, and took his leave 
of the queen, and so departed. 

Then he rode long till he came to Astolat, and there lodged at the castle of an 
old baron called Sir Bernard of Astolat, which was near the castle where King 
Arthur lodged. And as Sir Lancelot entered the king espied him, and knew him. 
Then said he to the knights, "I have just seen a knight who will fight full well at 
the joust toward which we go." 

"Who is it?" asked they. 

"As yet ye shall not know," he answered smiling. 

When Sir Lancelot was in his chamber unarming the old baron came to him, 
saluting him, though as yet he knew not who he was. 

Now Sir Bernard had a daughter passing beautiful, called the Fair Maid of 
Astolat, and when she saw Sir Lancelot she loved him from that instant with her 
whole heart, and could not stay from gazing on him. 

On the morrow, Sir Lancelot asked the old baron to lend him a strange 
shield. "For," said he, "I would be unknown." 

"Sir," said his host, "ye shall have your desire, for here is the shield of my 
eldest son, Sir Torre, who was hurt the day he was made knight, so that he 
cannot ride; and his shield, therefore, is not known. And, if it please you, my 
youngest son, Sir Lavaine, shall ride with you to the jousts, for he is of his age 
full strong and mighty; and I deem ye be a noble knight, wherefore I pray ye tell 
me your name." 

"As to that," said Sir Lancelot, "ye must hold me excused at this time, but if I 
speed well at the jousts, I will come again and tell you; but in anywise let me 
have your son, Sir Lavaine, with me, and lend me his brother's shield." 

Then, ere they departed, came Elaine, the baron's daughter, and said to Sir 
Lancelot, "I pray thee, gentle knight, to wear my token at to-morrow's tourney.” 

"If I should grant you that, fair damsel," said he, "ye might say that I did 
more for you than ever I have done for lady or damsel." 

Then he bethought him that if he granted her request he would be the more 
disguised, for never before had he worn any lady's token. So anon he said, "Fair 
damsel, I will wear thy token on my helmet if thou wilt show it me." 

Thereat was she passing glad, and brought him a scarlet sleeve broidered 
with pearls, which Sir Lancelot took, and put upon his helm. Then he prayed her 
to keep his shield for him until he came again, and taking Sir Torre's shield 
instead, rode forth with Sir Lavaine towards Camelot. 

On the morrow the trumpets blew for the tourney, and there was a great press 
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of dukes and earls and barons and many noble knights; and King Arthur sat in a 
gallery to behold who did the best. So the King of Scotland and his knights, and 
King Anguish of Ireland rode forth on King Arthur's side; and against them 
came the King of North Wales, the King of a Hundred Knights, the King of 
Northumberland, and the noble prince Sir Galahaut. 

But Sir Lancelot and Sir Lavaine rode into a little wood behind the party 
which was against King Arthur, to watch which side should prove the weakest. 

Then was there a strong fight between the two parties, for the King of a 
Hundred Knights smote down the King of Scotland; and Sir Palomedes, who 
was on King Arthur's side, overthrew Sir Galahaut. Then came fifteen Knights of 
the Round Table and beat back the Kings of Northumberland and North Wales 
with their knights. 

"Now," said Sir Lancelot to Sir Lavaine, "if ye will help me, ye shall see 
yonder fellowship go back as fast as they came." 

"Sir," said Sir Lavaine, "I will do what I can." 

Then they rode together into the thickest of the press, and there, with one 
spear, Sir Lancelot smote down five Knights of the Round Table, one after other, 
and Sir Lavaine overthrew two. And taking another spear, for his own was 
broken, Sir Lancelot smote down four more knights, and Sir Lavaine a fifth. 
Then, drawing his sword, Sir Lancelot fought fiercely on the right hand and the 
left, and unhorsed Sir Safire, Sir Epinogris, and Sir Galleron. At that the Knights 
of the Round Table withdrew themselves as well as they were able. 

"Now, mercy," said Sir Gawain, who sat by King Arthur; "what knight is that 
who doth such marvelous deeds of arms? I should deem him by his force to be 
Sir Lancelot, but that he wears a lady's token on his helm as never Lancelot 
doth." 

"Let him be," said King Arthur; "he will be better known, and do more ere he 
depart." 

Thus the party against King Arthur prospered at this time, and his knights 
were sore ashamed. Then Sir Bors, Sir Ector, and Sir Lionel called together the 
knights of their blood, nine in number, and agreed to join together in one band 
against the two strange knights. So they encountered Sir Lancelot all at once, 
and by main force smote his horse to the ground; and by misfortune Sir Bors 
struck Sir Lancelot through the shield into the side, and the spear broke off and 
left the head in the wound. 

When Sir Lavaine saw that, he ran to the King of Scotland and struck him off 
his horse, and brought it to Sir Lancelot, and helped him to mount. Then Sir 
Lancelot bore Sir Bors and his horse to the ground, and in like manner served Sir 
Ector and Sir Lionel; and turning upon three other knights he smote them down 
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also; while Sir Lavaine did many gallant deeds. 

But feeling himself now sorely wounded Sir Lancelot drew his sword, and 
proffered to fight with Sir Bors, who, by this time, was mounted anew. And as 
they met, Sir Ector and Sir Lionel came also, and the swords of all three drave 
fiercely against him. When he felt their buffets, and his wound that was so 
grievous, he determined to do all his best while he could yet endure, and smote 
Sir Bors a blow that bent his head down nearly to the ground and razed his 
helmet off and pulled him from his horse. 

Then rushing at Sir Ector and Sir Lionel, he smote them down, and might 
have slain all three, but when he saw their faces his heart forbade him. Leaving 
them, therefore, on the field, he hurled into the thickest of the press, and did such 
feats of arms as never were beheld before. 

And Sir Lavaine was with him through it all, and overthrew ten knights; but 
Sir Lancelot smote down more than thirty, and most of them Knights of the 
Round Table. 

Then the king ordered the trumpets to blow for the end of the tourney, and 
the prize to be given by the heralds to the knight with the white shield who bore 
the red sleeve. 

But ere Sir Lancelot was found by the heralds, came the King of the Hundred 
Knights, the King of North Wales, the King of Northumberland, and Sir 
Galahaut, and said to him, "Fair knight, God bless thee, for much have ye done 
this day for us; wherefore we pray ye come with us and receive the honor and 
the prize as ye have worshipfully deserved it." 

"My fair lords," said Sir Lancelot, "wit ye well if I have deserved thanks, I 
have sore bought them, for I am like never to escape with my life; therefore pray 
ye let me depart, for I am sore hurt. I take no thought of honor, for I had rather 
rest me than be lord of all the world." And therewith he groaned piteously, and 
rode a great gallop away from them. 

And Sir Lavaine rode after him, sad at heart, for the broken spear still stuck 
fast in Sir Lancelot's side, and the blood streamed sorely from the wound. Anon 
they came near a wood more than a mile from the lists, where he knew he could 
be hidden. 

Then said he to Sir Lavaine, "O gentle knight, help me to pull out this spear- 
head from my side, for the pain thereof nigh killeth me." 

"Dear lord," said he, "I fain would help ye; but I dread to draw it forth, lest 
ye should die for loss of blood." 

"I charge you as you love me," said Sir Lancelot, "draw it out." 

So they dismounted, and with a mighty wrench Sir Lavaine drew the spear 
forth from Sir Lancelot's side; whereat he gave a marvelous great shriek and 
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ghastly groan, and all his blood leaped forth in a full stream. Then he sank 
swooning to the earth, with a visage pale as death. 

"Alas!" cried Sir Lavaine, "what shall I do now?" 

And then he turned his master's face towards the wind, and sat by him nigh 
half an hour while he lay quiet as one dead. But at the last he lifted up his eyes, 
and said, "I pray ye bear me on my horse again, and lead me to a hermit who 
dwelleth within two miles hence, for he was formerly a knight of Arthur's court, 
and now hath mighty skill in medicine and herbs." 

So with great pain Sir Lavaine got him to his horse, and led him to the 
hermitage within the wood, beside a stream. Then knocked he with his spear 
upon the door, and prayed to enter. At that a child came out, to whom he said, 
"Fair child, pray the good man thy master to come hither and let in a knight who 
is sore wounded." 

Anon came out the knight-hermit, whose name was Sir Baldwin, and asked, 
"Who is this wounded knight?" 

"I know not," said Sir Lavaine, "save that he is the noblest knight I ever met 
with, and hath done this day such marvelous deeds of arms against King Arthur 
that he hath won the prize of the tourney." 

Then the hermit gazed long on Sir Lancelot, and hardly knew him, so pale he 
was with bleeding, yet said he at the last, "Who art thou, lord?" 

Sir Lancelot answered feebly, "I am a stranger knight adventurous, who 
laboreth through many realms to win worship." 

"Why hidest thou thy name, dear lord, from me?" cried Sir Baldwin; "for in 
sooth I know thee now to be the noblest knight in all the world—my lord Sir 
Lancelot du Lake, with whom I long had fellowship at the Round Table." 

"Since ye know me, fair sir," said he, "I pray ye, for Christ's sake, to help me 
if ye may.” 

"Doubt not," replied he, "that ye shall live and fare right well." 

Then he staunched his wound, and gave him strong medicines and cordials 
till he was refreshed from his faintness and came to himself again. 

Now after the jousting was done King Arthur held a feast, and asked to see 
the knight with the red sleeve that he might take the prize. So they told him how 
that knight had ridden from the field wounded nigh to death. "These be the worst 
tidings I have heard for many years," cried out the king; "I would not for my 
kingdom he were slain." 

Then all men asked, "Know ye him, lord?" 

"I may not tell ye at this time," said he; "but would to God we had good 
tidings of him." 

Then Sir Gawain prayed leave to go and seek that knight, which the king 
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gladly gave him. So forthwith he mounted and rode many leagues round 
Camelot, but could hear no tidings. 

Within two days thereafter King Arthur and his knights returned from 
Camelot, and Sir Gawain chanced to lodge at Astolat, in the house of Sir 
Bernard. And there came in the fair Elaine to him, and prayed him news of the 
tournament, and who won the prize. "A knight with a white shield," said he, 
"who bare a red sleeve in his helm, smote down all comers and won the day." 

At that the visage of Elaine changed suddenly from white to red, and heartily 
she thanked our Lady. 

Then said Sir Gawain, "Know ye that knight?" and urged her till she told him 
that it was her sleeve he wore. So Sir Gawain knew it was for love that she had 
given it; and when he heard she kept his proper shield he prayed to see it. 

As soon as it was brought he saw Sir Lancelot's arms thereon, and cried, 
"Alas! now am I heavier of heart than ever yet." 

"Wherefore?" said fair Elaine. 

"Fair damsel," answered he, "know ye not that the knight ye love is of all 
knights the noblest in the world, Sir Lancelot du Lake? With all my heart I pray 
ye may have joy of each other, but hardly dare I think that ye shall see him in 
this world again, for he is so sore wounded he may scarcely live, and is gone out 
of sight where none can find him." 

Then was Elaine nigh mad with grief and sorrow, and with piteous words she 
prayed her father that she might go seek Sir Lancelot and her brother. So in the 
end her father gave her leave, and she departed. 

And on the morrow came Sir Gawain to the court, and told how he had found 
Sir Lancelot's shield in Elaine's keeping, and how it was her sleeve which he had 
worn; whereat all marveled, for Sir Lancelot had done for her more than he had 
ever done for any woman. 

But when Queen Guinevere heard it she was beside herself with wrath, and 
sending privily for Sir Bors, who sorrowed sorely that through him Sir Lancelot 
had been hurt—"Have ye now heard," said she, "how falsely Sir Lancelot hath 
betrayed me?" 

"I beseech thee, madam," said he, "speak not so, for else I may not hear 
thee." 

"Shall I not call him traitor," cried she, "who hath worn another lady's token 
at the jousting?" 

"Be sure he did it, madam, for no ill intent," replied Sir Bors, "but that he 
might be better hidden, for never did he in that wise before." 

"Now shame on him, and thee who wouldest help him," cried the queen. 

"Madam, say what ye will," said he; "but I must haste to seek him, and God 
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send me soon good tidings of him." 

So with that he departed to find Sir Lancelot. 

Now Elaine had ridden with full haste from Astolat, and come to Camelot, 
and there she sought throughout the country for any news of Lancelot. And so it 
chanced that Sir Lavaine was riding near the hermitage to exercise his horse, and 
when she saw him she ran up and cried aloud, "How doth my lord Sir Lancelot 
fare?" 

Then said Sir Lavaine, marveling greatly, "How know ye my lord's name, 
fair sister?" 

So she told him how Sir Gawain had lodged with Sir Bernard, and knew Sir 
Lancelot's shield. 

Then prayed she to see his lord forthwith, and when she came to the 
hermitage and found him lying there sore sick and bleeding, she swooned for 
sorrow. Anon, as she revived, Sir Lancelot kissed her, and said, "Fair maid, I 
pray ye take comfort, for, by God's grace, I shall be shortly whole of this wound, 
and if ye be come to tend me, I am heartily bounden to your great kindness." Yet 
was he sore vexed to hear Sir Gawain had discovered him, for he knew Queen 
Guinevere would be full wroth because of the red sleeve. 

So Elaine rested in the hermitage, and ever night and day she watched and 
waited on Sir Lancelot, and would let none other tend him. And as she saw him 
more, the more she set her love upon him, and could by no means withdraw it. 
Then said Sir Lancelot to Sir Lavaine, "I pray thee set some to watch for the 
good knight Sir Bors, for as he hurt me, so will he surely seek for me." 

Now Sir Bors by this time had come to Camelot, and was seeking for Sir 
Lancelot everywhere, so Sir Lavaine soon found him, and brought him to the 
hermitage. 

And when he saw Sir Lancelot pale and feeble, he wept for pity and sorrow 
that he had given him that grievous wound. "God send thee a right speedy cure, 
dear lord," said he; "for I am of all men most unhappy to have wounded thee, 
who art our leader, and the noblest knight in all the world." 

"Fair cousin," said Sir Lancelot, "be comforted, for I have but gained what I 
sought, and it was through pride that I was hurt, for had I warned ye of my 
coming it had not been; wherefore let us speak of other things." 

So they talked long together, and Sir Bors told him of the queen's anger. 
Then he asked Sir Lancelot, "Was it from this maid who tendeth you so lovingly 
ye had the token?" 

"Yea," said Sir Lancelot; "and would I could persuade her to withdraw her 
love from me." 

"Why should ye do so?" said Sir Bors; "for she is passing fair and loving. I 
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would to heaven ye could love her." 

"That may not be," replied he; "but it repenteth me in sooth to grieve her." 

Then they talked of other matters, and of the great jousting at Allhallowtide 
next coming, between King Arthur and the King of North Wales. 

"Abide with me till then," said Sir Lancelot, "for by that time I trust to be all 
whole again, and we will go together." 

So Elaine daily and nightly tending him, within a month he felt so strong he 
deemed himself full cured. Then on a day, when Sir Bors and Sir Lavaine were 
from the hermitage, and the knight-hermit also was gone forth, Sir Lancelot 
prayed Elaine to bring him some herbs from the forest. 

When she was gone he rose and made haste to arm himself, and try if he 
were whole enough to joust, and mounted on his horse, which was fresh with 
lack of labor for so long a time. But when he set his spear in the rest and tried his 
armor, the horse bounded and leapt beneath him, so that Sir Lancelot strained to 
keep him back. And therewith his wound, which was not wholly healed, burst 
forth again, and with a mighty groan he sank down swooning on the ground. 

At that came fair Elaine and wept and piteously moaned to see him lying so. 
And when Sir Bors and Sir Lavaine came back, she called them traitors to let 
him rise, or to know any rumor of the tournament. Anon the hermit returned and 
was wroth to see Sir Lancelot risen, but within a while he recovered him from 
his swoon and staunched the wound. Then Sir Lancelot told him how he had 
risen of his own will to assay his strength for the tournament. But the hermit 
bade him rest and let Sir Bors go alone, for else would he sorely peril his life. 
And Elaine, with tears, prayed him in the same wise, so that Sir Lancelot in the 
end consented. 

So Sir Bors departed to the tournament, and there he did such feats of arms 
that the prize was given between him and Sir Gawain, who did like valiantly. 

And when all was over he came back and told Sir Lancelot, and found him 
so nigh well that he could rise and walk. And within a while thereafter he 
departed from the hermitage and went with Sir Bors, Sir Lavaine, and fair Elaine 
to Astolat, where Sir Bernard joyfully received them. 

But after they had lodged there a few days Sir Lancelot and Sir Bors must 
needs depart and return to King Arthur's court. 

So when Elaine knew Sir Lancelot must go, she came to him and said, "Have 
mercy on me, fair knight, and let me not die for your love." 

Then said Sir Lancelot, very sad at heart, "Fair maid, what would ye that I 
should do for you?" 

"If I may not be your wife, dear lord," she answered, "I must die." 

"Alas!" said he, "I pray heaven that may not be; for in sooth I may not be 
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your husband. But fain would I show ye what thankfulness I can for all your love 
and kindness to me. And ever will I be your knight, fair maiden; and if it chance 
that ye shall ever wed some noble knight, right heartily will I give ye such a 
dower as half my lands will bring." 

"Alas! what shall that aid me?" answered she; "for I must die," and therewith 
she fell to the earth in a deep swoon. 

Then was Sir Lancelot passing heavy of heart, and said to Sir Bernard and 
Sir Lavaine, "What shall I do for her?" 

"Alas!" said Sir Bernard, "I know well that she will die for your sake." 

And Sir Lavaine said, "I marvel not that she so sorely mourneth your 
departure, for truly I do as she doth, and since I once have seen you, lord, I 
cannot leave you." 

So anon, with a full sorrowful heart, Sir Lancelot took his leave, and Sir 
Lavaine rode with him to the court. And King Arthur and the Knights of the 
Round Table joyed greatly to see him whole of his wound, but Queen Guinevere 
was sorely wroth, and neither spake with him nor greeted him. 

Now when Sir Lancelot had departed, the Maid of Astolat could neither eat, 
nor drink, nor sleep for sorrow; and having thus endured ten days, she felt within 
herself that she must die. 

Then sent she for a holy man, and was shriven and received the sacrament. 
But when he told her she must leave her earthly thoughts, she answered, "Am I 
not an earthly woman? What sin is it to love the noblest knight of all the world? 
And, by my truth, I am not able to withstand the love whereof I die; wherefore, I 
pray the High Father of Heaven to have mercy on my soul." 

Then she besought Sir Bernard to indite a letter as she should devise, and 
said, "When I am dead put this within my hand, and dress me in my fairest 
clothes, and lay me in a barge all covered with black samite, and steer it down 
the river till it reach the court. Thus, father, I beseech thee let it be." 

Then, full of grief, he promised her it should be so. And anon she died, and 
all the household made a bitter lamentation over her. 

Then did they as she had desired, and laid her body, richly dressed, upon a 
bed within the barge, and a trusty servant steered it down the river towards the 
court. 

Now King Arthur and Queen Guinevere sat at a window of the palace, and 
saw the barge come floating with the tide, and marveled what was laid therein, 
and sent a messenger to see, who, soon returning, prayed them to come forth. 

When they came to the shore they marveled greatly, and the king asked of 
the serving-man who steered the barge what this might mean. But he made signs 
that he was dumb, and pointed to the letter in the damsel's hands. So King Arthur 
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took the letter from the hand of the corpse, and found thereon written, "To the 
noble knight, Sir Lancelot du Lake." 

Then was Sir Lancelot sent for, and the letter read aloud by a clerk, and thus 
it was written:— 

"Most noble knight, my lord Sir Lancelot, now hath death forever parted us. 
I, whom men call the Maid of Astolat, set my love upon you, and have died for 
your sake. This is my last request, that ye pray for my soul and give me burial. 
Grant me this, Sir Lancelot, as thou art a peerless knight." 

At these words the queen and all the knights wept sore for pity. 

Then said Sir Lancelot, "My lord, I am right heavy for the death of this fair 
damsel; and God knoweth that right unwillingly I caused it, for she was good as 
she was fair, and much was I beholden to her; but she loved me beyond measure, 
and asked me that I could not give her." 

"Ye might have shown her gentleness enough to save her life," answered the 
queen. 

"Madam," said he, "she would but be repaid by my taking her to wife, and 
that I could not grant her, for love cometh of the heart and not by constraint." 

"That is true," said the king; "for love is free." 

"I pray you,” said Sir Lancelot, "let me now grant her last asking, to be 
buried by me." 

So on the morrow, he caused her body to be buried richly and solemnly, and 
ordained masses for her soul, and made great sorrow over her. 

Then the queen sent for Sir Lancelot, and prayed his pardon for her wrath 
against him without cause. "This is not the first time it hath been so," answered 
he; "yet must I ever bear with ye, and so do I now forgive you." 

So Queen Guinevere and Sir Lancelot were made friends again; but anon 
such favor did she show him, as in the end brought many evils on them both and 
all the realm. 
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CHAPTER XV 
THE WAR BETWEEN ARTHUR AND LANCELOT 
AND THE PASSING OF ARTHUR 


® 


Within a while thereafter was a jousting at the court, wherein Sir Lancelot 
won the prize. And two of those he smote down were Sir Agravaine, the brother 
of Sir Gawain, and Sir Modred, his false brother—King Arthur's son by Belisent. 
And because of his victory they hated Sir Lancelot, and sought how they might 
injure him. 

So on a night, when King Arthur was hunting in the forest, and the queen 
sent for Sir Lancelot to her chamber, they two espied him; and thinking now to 
make a scandal and a quarrel between Lancelot and the king, they found twelve 
others, and said Sir Lancelot was ever now in the queen's chamber, and King 
Arthur was dishonored. 

Then, all armed, they came suddenly round the queen's door, and cried, 
"Traitor! now art thou taken." 

"Madam, we be betrayed," said Sir Lancelot; "yet shall my life cost these 
men dear." 

Then did the queen weep sore, and dismally she cried, "Alas! there is no 
armor here whereby ye might withstand so many; wherefore ye will be slain, and 
I be burnt for the dread crime they will charge on me." 

But while she spake the shouting of the knights was heard without, "Traitor, 
come forth, for now thou art snared!" 

"Better were twenty deaths at once than this vile outcry," said Sir Lancelot. 

Then he kissed her and said, "Most noble lady, I beseech ye, as I have ever 
been your own true knight, take courage; pray for my soul if I be now slain, and 
trust my faithful friends, Sir Bors and Sir Lavaine, to save you from the fire." 

But ever bitterly she wept and moaned, and cried, "Would God that they 
would take and slay me, and that thou couldest escape." 

"That shall never be," said he. And wrapping his mantle round his arm he 
unbarred the door a little space, so that but one could enter. 

Then first rushed in Sir Chalaunce, a full strong knight, and lifted up his 
sword to smite Sir Lancelot; but lightly he avoided him, and struck Sir 
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Chalaunce, with his hand, such a sore buffet on the head as felled him dead upon 
the floor. 

Then Sir Lancelot pulled in his body and barred the door again, and dressed 
himself in his armor, and took his drawn sword in his hand. 

But still the knights cried mightily without the door, "Traitor, come forth!" 

"Be silent and depart," replied Sir Lancelot; "for be ye sure ye will not take 
me, and to-morrow will I meet ye face to face before the king." 

"Ye shall have no such grace," they cried; "but we will slay thee, or take thee 
as we list." 

"Then save yourselves who may," he thundered, and therewith suddenly 
unbarred the door and rushed forth at them. And at the first blow he slew Sir 
Agravaine, and after him twelve other knights, with twelve more mighty buffets. 
And none of all escaped him save Sir Modred, who, sorely wounded, flew away 
for life. 

Then returned he to the queen, and said, "Now, madam, will I depart, and if 
ye be in any danger I pray ye come to me." 

"Surely will I stay here, for I am queen," she answered; "yet if to-morrow 
any harm come to me I trust to thee for rescue." 

"Have ye no doubt of me," said he, "for ever while I live am I your own true 
knight." 

Therewith he took his leave, and went and told Sir Bors and all his kindred 
of this adventure. "We will be with thee in this quarrel," said they all; "and if the 
queen be sentenced to the fire, we certainly will save her." 

Meanwhile Sir Modred, in great fear and pain, fled from the court, and rode 
until he found King Arthur, and told him all that had befallen. But the king 
would scarce believe him till he came and saw the bodies of Sir Agravaine and 
all the other knights. 

Then felt he in himself that all was true, and with his passing grief his heart 
nigh broke. "Alas!" cried he, "now is the fellowship of the Round Table forever 
broken: yea, woe is me! I may not with my honor spare my queen." 

Anon it was ordained that Queen Guinevere should be burned to death, 
because she had dishonored King Arthur. 

But when Sir Gawain heard thereof, he came before the king, and said, "My 
lord, I counsel thee be not too hasty in this matter, but stay the judgment of the 
queen a season, for it may well be that Sir Lancelot was in her chamber for no 
evil, seeing she is greatly beholden to him for so many deeds done for her sake, 
and peradventure she had sent to him to thank him, and did it secretly that she 
might avoid slander." 

But King Arthur answered, full of grief, "Alas! I may not help her; she is 
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judged as any other woman." 

Then he required Sir Gawain and his brethren, Sir Gaheris and Sir Gareth, to 
be ready to bear the queen to-morrow to the place of execution. 

"Nay, noble lord," replied Sir Gawain, "that can I never do; for neither will 
my heart suffer me to see the queen die, nor shall men ever say I was of your 
counsel in this matter." 

Then said his brother, "Ye may command us to be there, but since it is 
against our will, we will be without arms, that we may do no battle against her." 

So on the morrow was Queen Guinevere led forth to die by fire, and a 
mighty crowd was there, of knights and nobles, armed and unarmed. And all the 
lords and ladies wept sore at that piteous sight. Then was she shriven by a priest, 
and the men came nigh to bind her to the stake and light the fire. 

At that Sir Lancelot's spies rode hastily and told him and his kindred, who 
lay hidden in a wood hard by; and suddenly, with twenty knights, he rushed into 
the midst of all the throng to rescue her. 

But certain of King Arthur's knights rose up and fought with them, and there 
was a full great battle and confusion. And Sir Lancelot drave fiercely here and 
there among the press, and smote on every side, and at every blow struck down a 
knight, so that many were slain by him and his fellows. 

Then was the queen set free, and caught up on Sir Lancelot's saddle and fled 
away with him and all his company to the Castle of La Joyous Garde. 

Now so it chanced that, in the turmoil of the fighting, Sir Lancelot had 
unawares struck down and slain the two good knights Sir Gareth and Sir 
Gaheris, knowing it not, for he fought wildly, and saw not that they were 
unarmed. 

When King Arthur heard thereof, and of all that battle, and the rescue of the 
queen, he sorrowed heavily for those good knights, and was passing wroth with 
Lancelot and the queen. 

But when Sir Gawain heard of his brethren's death he swooned for sorrow 
and wrath, for he wist that Sir Lancelot had killed them in malice. And as soon 
as he recovered he ran in to the king, and said, "Lord king and uncle, hear this 
oath which now I swear, that from this day I will not fail Sir Lancelot till one of 
us hath slain the other. And now, unless ye haste to war with him, that we may 
be avenged, will I myself alone go after him." 

Then the king, full of wrath and grief, agreed thereto, and sent letters 
throughout the realm to summon all his knights, and went with a vast army to 
besiege the Castle of La Joyous Garde. And Sir Lancelot, with his knights, 
mightily defended it; but never would he suffer any to go forth and attack one of 
the king's army, for he was right loth to fight against him. 
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So when fifteen weeks were passed, and King Arthur's army wasted itself in 
vain against the castle, for it was passing strong, it chanced upon a day Sir 
Lancelot was looking from the walls and espied King Arthur and Sir Gawain 
close beside. 

"Come forth, Sir Lancelot," said King Arthur right fiercely, "and let us two 
meet in the midst of the field." 

"God forbid that I should encounter with thee, lord, for thou didst make me a 
knight," replied Sir Lancelot. 

Then cried Sir Gawain, "Shame on thee, traitor and false knight, yet be ye 
well assured we will regain the queen and slay thee and thy company; yea, 
double shame on ye to slay my brother Gaheris unarmed, Sir Gareth also, who 
loved ye so well. For that treachery, be sure I am thine enemy till death." 

"Alas!" cried Sir Lancelot, "that I hear such tidings, for I knew not I had 
slain those noble knights, and right sorely now do I repent it with a heavy heart. 
Yet abate thy wrath, Sir Gawain, for ye know full well I did it by mischance, for 
I loved them ever as my own brothers." 

"Thou liest, false recreant," cried Sir Gawain, fiercely. 

At that Sir Lancelot was wroth, and said, "I well see thou art now mine 
enemy, and that there can be no more peace with thee, or with my lord the king, 
else would I gladly give back the queen." 

Then the king would fain have listened to Sir Lancelot, for more than all his 
own wrong did he grieve at the sore waste and damage of the realm, but Sir 
Gawain persuaded him against it, and ever cried out foully on Sir Lancelot. 

When Sir Bors and the other knights of Lancelot's party heard the fierce 
words of Sir Gawain, they were passing wroth, and prayed to ride forth and be 
avenged on him, for they were weary of so long waiting to no good. And in the 
end Sir Lancelot, with a heavy heart, consented. 

So on the morrow the hosts on either side met in the field, and there was a 
great battle. And Sir Gawain prayed his knights chiefly to set upon Sir Lancelot; 
but Sir Lancelot commanded his company to forbear King Arthur and Sir 
Gawain. 

So the two armies jousted together right fiercely, and Sir Gawain proffered 
to encounter with Sir Lionel, and overthrew him. But Sir Bors and Sir Blamor, 
and Sir Palomedes, who were on Sir Lancelot's side, did great feats of arms, and 
overthrew many of King Arthur's knights. 

Then the king came forth against Sir Lancelot, but Sir Lancelot forbore him 
and would not strike again. 

At that Sir Bors rode up against the king and smote him down. But Sir 
Lancelot cried, "Touch him not on pain of thy head," and going to King Arthur 
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he alighted and gave him his own horse, saying, "My lord, I pray thee forbear 
this strife, for it can bring to neither of us any honor." 

And when King Arthur looked on him the tears came to his eyes as he 
thought of his noble courtesy, and he said within himself, "Alas! that ever this 
war began." 

But on the morrow Sir Gawain led forth the army again, and Sir Bors 
commanded on Sir Lancelot's side. And they two struck together so fiercely that 
both fell to the ground sorely wounded; and all the day they fought till night fell, 
and many were slain on both sides, yet in the end neither gained the victory. 

But by now the fame of this fierce war spread through all Christendom, and 
when the Pope heard thereof he sent a Bull, and charged King Arthur to make 
peace with Lancelot, and receive back Queen Guinevere; and for the offense 
imputed to her absolution should be given by the Pope. 

Thereto would King Arthur straightway have obeyed, but Sir Gawain ever 
urged him to refuse. 

When Sir Lancelot heard thereof, he wrote thus to the king: "It was never in 
my thought, lord, to withhold thy queen from thee; but since she was condemned 
for my sake to death, I deemed it but a just and knightly part to rescue her 
therefrom; wherefore I recommend me to your grace, and within eight days will 
I come to thee and bring the queen in safety." 

Then, within eight days, as he had said, Sir Lancelot rode from out the castle 
with Queen Guinevere, and a hundred knights for company, each carrying an 
olive branch, in sign of peace. And so they came to the court, and found King 
Arthur sitting on his throne, with Sir Gawain and many other knights around 
him. And when Sir Lancelot entered with the queen, they both kneeled down 
before the king. 

Anon Sir Lancelot rose and said, "My lord, I have brought hither my lady the 
queen again, as right requireth, and by commandment of the Pope and you. I 
pray ye take her to your heart again and forget the past. For myself I may ask 
nothing, and for my sin I shall have sorrow and sore punishment; yet I would to 
heaven I might have your grace." 

But ere the king could answer, for he was moved with pity at his words, Sir 
Gawain cried aloud, "Let the king do as he will, but be sure, Sir Lancelot, thou 
and I shall never be accorded while we live, for thou has slain my brethren 
traitorously and unarmed." 

"As heaven is my help," replied Sir Lancelot, "I did it ignorantly, for I loved 
them well, and while I live I shall bewail their death; but to make war with me 
were no avail, for I must needs fight with thee if thou assailest, and peradventure 
I might kill thee also, which I were right loth to do." 
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"I will forgive thee never," cried Sir Gawain, "and if the king accordeth with 
thee he shall lose my service." 

Then the knights who stood near tried to reconcile Sir Gawain to Sir 
Lancelot, but he would not hear them. So, at the last, Sir Lancelot said, "Since 
peace is vain, I will depart, lest I bring more evil on my fellowship." 

And as he turned to go, the tears fell from him, and he said, "Alas, most 
noble Christian realm, which I have loved above all others, now shall I see thee 
never more!" Then said he to the queen, "Madam, now must I leave ye and this 
noble fellowship forever. And, I beseech ye, pray for me, and if ye ever be 
defamed of any, let me hear thereof, and as I have been ever thy true knight in 
right and wrong, so will I be again." 

With that he kneeled and kissed King Arthur's hands, and departed on his 
way. And there was none in all that court, save Sir Gawain alone, but wept to see 
him go. 

So he returned with all his knights to the Castle of La Joyous Garde, and, for 
his sorrow's sake, he named it Dolorous Garde thenceforth. 

Anon he left the realm, and went with many of his fellowship beyond the sea 
to France, and there divided all his lands among them equally, he sharing but as 
the rest. 

And from that time forward peace had been between him and King Arthur, 
but for Sir Gawain, who left the king no rest, but constantly persuaded him that 
Lancelot was raising mighty hosts against him. 

So in the end his malice overcame the king, who left the government in 
charge of Modred, and made him guardian of the queen, and went with a great 
army to invade Sir Lancelot's lands. 

Yet Sir Lancelot would make no war upon the king, and sent a message to 
gain peace on any terms King Arthur chose. But Sir Gawain met the herald ere 
he reached the king, and sent him back with taunting and bitter words. Whereat 
Sir Lancelot sorrowfully called his knights together and fortified the Castle of 
Benwicke, and there was shortly besieged by the army of King Arthur. 

And every day Sir Gawain rode up to the walls, and cried out foully on Sir 
Lancelot, till, upon a time, Sir Lancelot answered him that he would meet him in 
the field and put his boasting to the proof. So it was agreed on both sides that 
there should none come nigh them or separate them till one had fallen or yielded; 
and they two rode forth. 

Then did they wheel their horses apart, and turning, came together as it had 
been thunder, so that both horses fell, and both their lances broke. At that they 
drew their swords and set upon each other fiercely, with passing grievous 
strokes. 
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Now Sir Gawain had through magic a marvelous great gift. For every day, 
from morning till noon, his strength waxed to the might of seven men, but after 
that waned to his natural force. Therefore till noon he gave Sir Lancelot many 
mighty buffets, which scarcely he endured. Yet greatly he forbore Sir Gawain, 
for he was aware of his enchantment, and smote him slightly till his own knights 
marveled. But after noon Sir Gawain's strength sank fast, and then, with one full 
blow, Sir Lancelot laid him on the earth. Then Sir Gawain cried out, "Turn not 
away, thou traitor knight, but slay me if thou wilt, or else I will arise and fight 
with thee again some other time." 

"Sir knight," replied Sir Lancelot, "I never yet smote a fallen man." 

At that they bore Sir Gawain sorely wounded to his tent, and King Arthur 
withdrew his men, for he was loth to shed the blood of so many knights of his 
own fellowship. 

But now came tidings to King Arthur from across the sea, which caused him 
to return in haste. For thus the news ran, that no sooner was Sir Modred set up in 
his regency, than he had forged false tidings from abroad that the king had fallen 
in a battle with Sir Lancelot. Whereat he had proclaimed himself the king, and 
had been crowned at Canterbury, where he had held a coronation feast for fifteen 
days. Then he had gone to Winchester, where Queen Guinevere abode, and had 
commanded her to be his wife; whereto, for fear and sore perplexity, she had 
feigned consent, but, under pretext of preparing for the marriage, had fled in 
haste to London and taken shelter in the Tower, fortifying it and providing it 
with all manner of victuals, and defending it against Sir Modred, and answering 
to all his threats that she would rather slay herself than be his queen. 

Thus was it written to King Arthur. Then, in passing great wrath and haste, 
he came with all his army swiftly back from France and sailed to England. But 
when Sir Modred heard thereof, he left the Tower and marched with all his host 
to meet the king at Dover. 

Then fled Queen Guinevere to Amesbury to a nunnery, and there she clothed 
herself in sackcloth, and spent her time in praying for the king and in good deeds 
and fasting. And in that nunnery evermore she lived, sorely repenting and 
mourning for her sin, and for the ruin she had brought on all the realm. And 
there anon she died. 

And when Sir Lancelot heard thereof, he put his knightly armor off, and bade 
farewell to all his kin, and went a mighty pilgrimage for many years, and after 
lived a hermit till his death. 

When Sir Modred came to Dover, he found King Arthur and his army but 
just landed; and there they fought a fierce and bloody battle, and many great and 
noble knights fell on both sides. 
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But the king's side had the victory, for he was beyond himself with might 
and passion, and all his knights so fiercely followed him, that, in spite of all their 
multitude, they drove Sir Modred's army back with fearful wounds and 
slaughter, and slept that night upon the battle-field. 

But Sir Gawain was smitten by an arrow in the wound Sir Lancelot gave 
him, and wounded to the death. Then was he borne to the king's tent, and King 
Arthur sorrowed over him as it had been his own son. "Alas!" said he; "in Sir 
Lancelot and in you I had my greatest earthly joy, and now is all gone from me." 

And Sir Gawain answered, with a feeble voice, "My lord and king, I know 
well my death is come, and through my own wilfulness, for I am smitten in the 
wound Sir Lancelot gave me. Alas! that I have been the cause of all this war, for 
but for me thou hadst been now at peace with Lancelot, and then had Modred 
never done this treason. I pray ye, therefore, my dear lord, be now agreed with 
Lancelot, and tell him, that although he gave me my death-wound, it was 
through my own seeking; wherefore I beseech him to come back to England, and 
here to visit my tomb, and pray for my soul." 

When he had thus spoken, Sir Gawain gave up his ghost, and the king 
grievously mourned for him. 

Then they told him that the enemy had camped on Barham Downs, whereat, 
with all his hosts, he straightway marched there, and fought again a bloody 
battle, and overthrew Sir Modred utterly. Howbeit, he raised yet another army, 
and retreating ever from before the king, increased his numbers as he went, till at 
the farthest west in Lyonesse, he once more made a stand. 

Now, on the night of Trinity Sunday, being the eve of the battle, King Arthur 
had a vision, and saw Sir Gawain in a dream, who warned him not to fight with 
Modred on the morrow, else he would be surely slain; and prayed him to delay 
till Lancelot and his knights should come to aid him. 

So when King Arthur woke he told his lords and knights that vision, and all 
agreed to wait the coming of Sir Lancelot. Then a herald was sent with a 
message of truce to Sir Modred, and a treaty was made that neither army should 
assail the other. 

But when the treaty was agreed upon, and the heralds returned, King Arthur 
said to his knights, "Beware, lest Sir Modred deceive us, for I in no wise trust 
him, and if swords be drawn be ready to encounter!" And Sir Modred likewise 
gave an order, that if any man of the king's army drew his sword, they should 
begin to fight. 

And as it chanced, a knight of the king's side was bitten by an adder in the 
foot, and hastily drew forth his sword to slay it. That saw Sir Modred, and 
forthwith commanded all his army to assail the king's. 
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So both sides rushed to battle, and fought passing fiercely. And when the 
king saw there was no hope to stay them, he did right mightily and nobly as a 
king should do, and ever, like a lion, raged in the thickest of the press, and slew 
on the right hand and on the left, till his horse went fetlock deep in blood. So all 
day long they fought, and stinted not till many a noble knight was slain. 

But the king was passing sorrowful to see his trusty knights lie dead on every 
side. And at the last but two remained beside him, Sir Lucan, and his brother, Sir 
Bedivere, and both were sorely wounded. 

"Now am I come to mine end," said King Arthur; "but, lo! that traitor 
Modred liveth yet, and I may not die till I have slain him. Now, give me my 
spear, Sir Lucan." 

"Lord, let him be," replied Sir Lucan; "for if ye pass through this unhappy 
day, ye shall be right well revenged upon him. My good lord, remember well 
your dream, and what the spirit of Sir Gawain did fore-warn ye." 

"Betide me life, betide me death," said the king; "now I see him yonder 
alone, he shall never escape my hands, for at a better vantage shall I never have 
him." 

"God speed you well," said Sir Bedivere. 

Then King Arthur got his spear in both his hands, and ran towards Sir 
Modred, crying, "Traitor, now is thy death-day come!" And when Sir Modred 
heard his words, and saw him come, he drew his sword and stood to meet him. 
Then King Arthur smote Sir Modred through the body more than a fathom. And 
when Sir Modred felt he had his death wound, he thrust himself with all his 
might up to the end of King Arthur's spear, and smote his father, Arthur, with his 
sword upon the head, so that it pierced both helm and brain-pan. 

And therewith Sir Modred fell down stark dead to the earth, and King Arthur 
fell down also in a swoon, and swooned many times. 

Then Sir Lucan and Sir Bedivere came and bare him away to a little chapel 
by the sea-shore. And there Sir Lucan sank down with the bleeding of his own 
wounds, and fell dead. 

And King Arthur lay long in a swoon, and when he came to himself, he 
found Sir Lucan lying dead beside him, and Sir Bedivere weeping over the body 
of his brother. 

Then said the king to Sir Bedivere, "Weeping will avail no longer, else 
would I grieve forevermore. Alas! now is the fellowship of the Round Table 
dissolved forever, and all my realm I have so loved is wasted with war. But my 
time hieth fast, wherefore take thou Excalibur, my good sword, and go therewith 
to yonder water-side and throw it in, and bring me word what thing thou seest." 

So Sir Bedivere departed; but as he went he looked upon the sword, the hilt 
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whereof was all inlaid with precious stones exceeding rich. And presently he 
said within himself, "If I now throw this sword into the water, what good should 
come of it?" So he hid the sword among the reeds, and came again to the king. 

"What sawest thou?" said he to Sir Bedivere. 

"Lord," said he, "I saw nothing else but wind and waves." 

"Thou hast untruly spoken," said the king; "wherefore go lightly back and 
throw it in, and spare not." 

Then Sir Bedivere returned again, and took the sword up in his hand; but 
when he looked on it, he thought it sin and shame to throw away a thing so 
noble. Wherefore he hid it yet again, and went back to the king. 

"What saw ye?" said King Arthur. 

"Lord," answered he, "I saw nothing but the water ebbing and flowing." 

"Oh, traitor and untrue!" cried out the king; "twice hast thou now betrayed 
me. Art thou called of men a noble knight, and wouldest betray me for a 
jewelled sword? Now, therefore, go again for the last time, for thy tarrying hath 
put me in sore peril of my life, and I fear my wound hath taken cold; and if thou 
do it not this time, by my faith I will arise and slay thee with my hands." 

Then Sir Bedivere ran quickly and took up the sword, and went down to the 
water's edge, and bound the girdle round the hilt and threw it far into the water. 
And lo! an arm and hand came forth above the water, and caught the sword, and 
brandished it three times, and vanished. 

So Sir Bedivere came again to the king and told him what he had seen. 

"Help me from hence," said King Arthur; "for I dread me I have tarried over 
long." 

Then Sir Bedivere took the king up in his arms, and bore him to the water's 
edge. And by the shore they saw a barge with three fair queens therein, all 
dressed in black, and when they saw King Arthur they wept and wailed. 

"Now put me in the barge," said he to Sir Bedivere, and tenderly he did so. 

Then the three queens received him, and he laid his head upon the lap of one 
of them, who cried, "Alas! dear brother, why have ye tarried so long, for your 
wound hath taken cold?" 

With that the barge put from the land, and when Sir Bedivere saw it 
departing, he cried with a bitter cry, "Alas! my lord King Arthur, what shall 
become of me now ye have gone from me?" 

"Comfort ye," said King Arthur, "and be strong, for I may no more help ye. I 
go to the Vale of Avilion to heal me of my grievous wound, and if ye see me no 
more, pray for my soul.” 

Then the three queens kneeled down around the king and sorely wept and 
wailed, and the barge went forth to sea, and departed slowly out of Sir Bedivere's 
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sight. 
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PREFACE 


Sa 


Arms and the man I sing,—not as of old 
The Mantuan bard his mighty verse unrolled, 
But in such humbler strains as may beseem 
Light changes rung on a fantastic theme. 

My tale is ancient, but the sense is new,— 
Replete with monstrous fictions, yet half true;— 
And, if you'll follow till the story's done, 

I promise much instruction, and some fun. 
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CANTO I 


THE GREEN KNIGHT 

King Arthur and his court were blithe and gay 
In high-towered Camelot, on Christmas day, 
For all the Table Round were back again, 
At peace with God and with their fellow-men. 
Their shields hung idly on the pictured wall; 
Their blood-stained banners decked the festal hall 
Light footsteps, rustling on the rush-strewn floors, 
And laughter, rippling down long corridors, 
Attested minds at ease and hearts at play,— 
Rude Mars unharnessed for love's holiday. 
In the great hall the Christmas feast was done. 
The level sunbeams from the setting sun 
Stretched through the mullioned casements to the wall, 
And wove fantastic shadows over all. 
The revelry was hushed. In tranquil ease 
The warriors grouped themselves by twos and threes 
About the dames and damsels of the court, 
And chattered careless words of small import; 
But in an alcove, unobserved, apart, 
Young Gawain sat with Lady Elfinhart, 
In Arthur's court no goodlier knight than he 
Wore shirt of mail, or Cupid's panoply; 
And Elfinhart, to Gawain's eager eyes. 
Of all heaven's treasures seemed the goodliest prize. 
Now daylight faded, and the twilight gloom 
Deepened the stillness in the vaulted room, 
Save where upon the hearth a fitful glow 
Blushed from the embers as the fire burned low. 
There is a certain subtle twilight mood, 
When two hearts meet in a dim solitude, 
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That thrills the soul e'en to the finger-tips, 
And brings the heart's dear secrets to the lips. 
In Gawain's corner, as the shades grew thicker, 
Four eyes waxed brighter, and two pulses quicker; 
Ten minutes more of quiet talk unbroken, 
And heaven alone can tell what might be spoken! 
But it was not to be, for fates unequal 
Compelled—but this anticipates the sequel. 
Just in the nick of time, King Arthur rose 
From his sedate post-prandial repose, 
And called for lights. Along the shadowy aisles 
His pages' footsteps pattered o'er the tiles, 
Speeding to do his errand, and at once 
Four tapers flickered from each silver sconce. 
The scene was changed, the dreamer's dream dispelled, 
And what might else have been his fate withheld 
From Gawain's grasp. So may one touch of chance 
Shatter the fragile fabric of romance, 
And all the heart's desire,—the joy, the trouble,— 
Flash to oblivion with the bursting bubble! 

But Arthur, on his kingly dais-seat, 
Felt nothing of the passion and the heat 
That fire young blood. He raised his warlike head 
And glancing moodily around him, said: 
"So have ye feasted well, my knights, this day, 
And filled your hearts with revel and with play. 
But to my mind that day is basely spent 
Which passes by without accomplishment 
Of some bright deed of arms or chivalry. 
We rust in indolence. As well not be, 
As be the minions of an idle court 
Where all is gallantry and girlish sport! 
Some bold adventure let our thoughts devise, 
To stir our courage and to cheer our eyes." 
And lo! while yet he spoke, from far away 
In the thick shroud of the departed day, 
Upon the frosty air of evening borne, 
Came the faint challenge of a fairy horn! 

King Arthur started up in mild surprise, 
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While knights and dames looked round with questioning eyes, 
And each to other spoke some hurried word, 
As, "Did you hear it?"—"What was that I heard?" 
But well they knew; for you must understand 
That Camelot lay close to Fairyland, 
And the wild blast of fairy horns, once known, 
Is straightway recognized as soon as blown, 
Being a sound unique, unearthly, shrill,— 
Between a screech-owl and a whip-poor-will. 
The mischief is, that no one e'er can tell 
Whether such heralding bodes ill or well! 

The ladies of the palace looked faint fear, 
Dreading some perilous adventure near; 
For peril can the bravest spirits move, 
When threatening not ourselves, but those we love; 
But Lady Elfinhart clapped hands in glee,— 
In sooth, no sentimentalist seemed she,— 
And cried: "Now, brave Sir Gawain,—O what fun! 
Succor us, save us, else we are undone; 
Show us the prowess of your arm this night; 
I never saw a tilt by candle-light!" 
Gaily she spoke, and seemed all unconcerned; 
And yet a curious watcher might have learned 
From a slight quaver in her laughter free 
To doubt the frankness of her flippancy. 
Gawain, bewildered, looked the other way, 
And wondered what she meant; for in that day 
The ready wit of man was under muzzle, 
And woman's heart was still an unsolved puzzle; 
And Gawain, though in valor next to none, 
Wished that her heart had been a tenderer one. 
His sword was out for any foe on earth, 
And yet to face death for a lady's mirth 
Seemed scarce worth while. What honor bade, he'ld do, 
But would have liked to see a tear or two. 

While thus he pondered, came a sudden burst 
Of high-pitched fairy horn-calls, like the first, 
But nearer, clearer, deadlier than before, 
Blown seemingly from just outside the door. 
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The casements shook, the taper lights all trembled; 

The bravest knight's dismay was ill-dissembled; 

And as all sprang with one accord to win 

Their swords and shields, stern combat to begin, 

The great doors shot their bolts, and opened slowly in. 
And now my laboring muse is hard beset, 

For something followed such as never yet 

Was writ or sung, by human voice or hand, 

Save those that tell old tales from Fairyland. 

"Miracles do not happen:"—"t is plain sense, 

If you italicize the present tense; 

But in those days, as rare old Chaucer tells, 

All Britain was fulfilled of miracles. 

So, as I said, the great doors opened wide. 

In rushed a blast of winter from outside, 

And with it, galloping on the empty air, 

A great green giant on a great green mare 

Plunged like a tempest-cleaving thunderbolt, 

And struck four-footed, with an earthquake's jolt, 

Plump on the hearthstone. There the uncouth wight 

Sat greenly laughing at the strange affright 

That paled all cheeks and opened wide all eyes; 

Till after the first shock of quick surprise 

The people circled round him, still in awe, 

And circling stared; and this is what they saw: 

Cassock and hood and hose, of plushy sheen 

Like close-cut grass upon a bowling-green, 

Covered his stature, from his verdant toes 

To the green brows that topped his emerald nose. 

His beard was glossy, like unripened corm; 

His eyes shot sparklets like the polar morn. 

But like in hue unto that deep-sea green 

Wherewith must shine those gems of ray serene 

The dark, unfathomed caves of ocean bear. 

Green was his raiment, green his monstrous mare. 

He rode unarmed, uncorsleted, unshielded, 

Except that in his huge right hand he wielded 

A frightful battle-axe, with blade as green 

As coppery rust;—but the long edge shone keen. 
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Such was the stranger, and he turned his head 
From one side to the other, and then said, 
With gentle voice, most like a summer breeze 
That rustles through the leaves of the green trees: 
"So this is Arthur's court! My noble lord, 
You said just now you felt a trifle bored, 
And wished, instead of dancing, feasting, flirting, 
Your gallant warriors might be exerting 
Their puissance upon some worthier thing. 
The wish, my lord, was worthy of a king! 
It pleased me; here I am; and I intend 
To serve your fancy as a faithful friend. 
I bring adventure,—no hard, tedious quest, 
But merely what I call a merry jest. 
Let some good knight, the doughtiest of you all, 
Swing this my battle-axe, and let it fall 
On whatsoever part of me he will; 
I will abide the blow, and hold me still; 
But let him, just a twelvemonth from this day, 
Come to me, if by any means he may, 
And let me, if I live, pay back my best, 
As he pays me. What think you of the jest?" 
He said; and made a courteous bow,—the while 
Lighting his features with a bright green smile; 
As when June breezes, after rain-clouds pass, 
Ripple in sunlight o'er the unmown grass. 

The jest seemed fair indeed; but none the less 
No knight showed any undue forwardness 
To seize the offer. Some with laughter free 
Daffed it aside; while others carelessly 
Strolled to the farthest corners of the hall 
As if they had not heard his words at all, 
And whistled with an air of idle ease, 
Or studied figures in the tapestries. 
Not so Sir Gawain. Vexed in mind he stood 
With downcast eyes, and knew not what he would. 
Trained in the school of chivalry to prize 
His honor as the light of his dear eyes, 
He held his life, his fortunes, everything, 
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In sacred trust for knighthood and his king, 
And in the battle-field or tilting-yard 

He met his foe full-fronted, and struck hard. 
But now it seemed a foolish thing to throw 
One's whole life to the fortune of a blow. 
True valor breathes not in the braggart vaunt; 
True honor takes no shame from idle taunt; 
So let this wizard, if he wants to, scoff; 

Why should our hero have his head cut off? 

While thus Sir Gawain, wrapped in thought intense, 
Debated honor versus common sense, 

The stranger knight was casting his green glance 
Around the circling throng,—until by chance 

He met the eyes of Lady Elfinhart, 

And—did she flush?—and did the Green Knight start? 
Surely a quiver twinkled in each eye; 

But what of that? It need not signify: 

Beneath his glance a brave man well might flush; 
What wonder then that a fair maid should blush? 

And as for him, no man that ever loved 

Could look upon her loveliness unmoved. 

Could I but picture her—ah, you would deem 
My tale the figment of a poet's dream; 

And if you saw her, (could such bliss be given), 
You'ld think yourself in dreamland—or in heaven. 
Not the red rapture of new-wakened roses, 

When morning dew their soul of love uncloses, 
(Roses that must be wooed,—nor may be won 
Save by the prince of lovers, the warm sun), 

Not the fair lily, nor the violet shy, 

Whose heart's love lurks deep in her still blue eye, 
Nor any flower, the loveliest and the best, 

Can image to you half the charm compressed 

In those dear eyes, those lips,—nay, every part 
That made that sum of witcheries—Elfinhart. 

Her face was a dim dream of shadowy light, 
Like misty moonbeams on the fields of night, 
And in her voice sweet nature's sweetest tunes 
Sang the glad song of twenty cloudless Junes. 
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Her raiment,—nay; go, reader, if you please, 
To some sage Treatise on Antiquities, 
Whence writers of historical romances 
Cull old embroideries for their new-spun fancies; 
I care not for the trivial, nor the fleeting. 
Beneath her dress a woman's heart was beating 
The rhythm of love's eternal eloquence, 
And I confess to you, in confidence, 
Though flowers have grown a thousand years above her, 
Unseen, unknown, with all my soul I love her. 
From these digressions upon love and glory, 
"Tis time we were returning to our story. 
I only meant, in a few words, to tell you 
(For fear my heroine's conduct should repel you) 
That if she jests, for instance, out of season, 
Perhaps there is a good substantial reason. 
Sir Gawain, had he seen the stranger wink 
And seen the lady blushing, you may think 
Might have been spared a most unhappy lot. 
Perhaps you're right;—but peradventure not. 
I give you but a hint, for half the art 
Of narrative is holding back a part, 
And if without reserve I gave my best 
In the first canto, who would read the rest? 
But now Sir Gawain, with a troubled eye, 
Looked up, and saw his lady standing by. 
Quoth he: "And if this conjurer unblest 
Win no acceptance of his bitter jest, 
How then in after days shall Arthur's court 
Confront the calumny and foul report 
Of idle tongues?" The wrath in Gawain's eyes 
Hashed for an instant; then in humbler wise 
He spoke on: "Yet God grant I be not blind 
Where honor lights the way; for to my mind 
True honor bids us shun the devil's den, 
To fight God's battles in the world of men. 
Who takes this challenge up, I doubt will rue it." 
Quoth Elfinhart: "T'ld like to see you do it!" 
She laughed a gay laugh, but by hard constraint: 
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Then turned and hid her face, all pale and faint, 
As one might be who stabs and turns the knife 
In the warm heart of one more dear than life. 
She turned and Gawain saw not; but he heard, 
And felt his heart-strings tighten at her word. 
"Nay, lady, if you wish it I will try; 
Be your least wish my will, although I die! 
Yet one thing, if I may, I fain would ask, 
Before I make the venture;—if this task 
Prove fateful as it threatens,—do you care?" 
"Perhaps," said Elfinhart, "you do not dare!" 
Lightly she laughed, and scoffing tossed her head, 
Yet spoke as one who knew not what she said, 
With random words, and with quick-taken breath; 
Then turned again, ere that same look of death 
Should steal upon her and betray her heart 
Despite all stratagems of woman's art. 
And Gawain heard but saw not; and the night 
Descended on him, and his face grew white 
With grief and passion. When all else is lost, 
The brave man gives life too, nor counts the cost. 
"I dreamt," he murmured to himself, "and dreaming 
I took for truth what was but sweetest seeming. 
My waking eyes find naught in life to keep; 
I take the venture, and so back—to sleep." 

By this, the stranger had at last become 
Tired of long waiting, and of sitting dumb 
Upon his charger; so with greenest leer 
He vented his impatience in a sneer. 
"Is this," he said, "the glorious Table Round, 
And is its glory naught but empty sound? 
Braggarts! I put your bluster to the test, 
And find you quail before a merry jest!" 
Then the great king himself stood up in ire, 
With clenched hand raised, and eyes that gleamed dark fire, 
And fronting the Green Knight he cried: "Forbear! 
For by my sword Excalibur I swear, 

"Whate'er thou be, thou shalt not carry hence 
Unscathed the memory of thine insolence. 
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Such jests as thine please not; yet even so 

I take thine axe; kneel thou, and take my blow." 
Across the Green Knight's features there was seen 

To pass a fleeting shade of deeper green, 

Whether of disappointment or resentment 

None knew; but straight a smile of bright contentment 

Followed, as through the throng of dazed beholders 

He saw Sir Gawain thrust his sturdy shoulders. 

The stranger winked at Elfinhart once more, 

Well pleased, and Gawain knelt down on the floor. 

"A boon," he cried, "a boon, my lord and king! 

If ever yet in any little thing 

These hands have served thee, hear my last request: 

Let me adventure this mad monster's jest!" 

King Arthur shook his head in dumb denial, 

Loth to withdraw his own hand from the trial, 

And leave the vengeance that himself had vowed; 

But all the people called to him aloud, 

"Sir Gawain! let Sir Gawain strike the blow!" 

And Guinevere, the queen, besought him low 

To leave this venture to the lesser man. 

He yielded, and the merry jest began. 
The visitor, dismounting, made a bow 

To Arthur, then to all the court. "And now," 

Said he to Gawain, "wheresoe'er you choose 

To strike your blow, strike on; I'll not refuse; 

Head, shoulders, chest, or waist, I little reck; 

Where shall it be?" Quoth Gawain, "In the neck!" 
So Gawain took the axe. The stranger knelt 

Before him on the hearth and loosed his belt, 

And threw back his green cassock and his hood, 

To give his foe the fairest mark he could. 

Then thus to Gawain: "Ready! But remember 

To come the twenty-fifth of next December, 

And take from me the self-same stroke again!" 

"And where," asked Gawain, "may I find you then?" 

"We'll speak of that, please, when you've struck your blow; 

For if I can't speak, then you need not go!" 

He chuckled softly to himself; then turned 
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And waited for the blow, all unconcerned. 
Not so the knights and ladies of the court; 
They pushed and craned their necks to see the sport; 
Not from the lust of blood, for few expected 
To see blood shed, or the Green Knight dissected, 
But knowing that some marvel was in store 
Unparalleled in all Arthurian lore, 
And fairly filled with wide-eyed wonderment. 
But Lady Elfinhart stayed not. She went 
Into the alcove where we saw her first 
And laid her sweet face in her arms, and burst 
Into—but none could tell, unless by peeping, 
Whether she shook with laughter or with weeping. 
And Gawain rubbed his arms, his chest he beat, 
Then grasped the battle-axe and braced his feet, 
And swung the ponderous weapon high in air, 
And brought it down like lightning, fair and square 
Upon the stranger's neck. The axe flashed through, 
Cutting the Green Knight cleanly right in two, 
And split the hard stone floor like kindling wood. 
The head dropped off; out gushed the thick, hot blood 
Like—I can't find the simile I want, 
But let us say a flood of créme de menthe! 
And then the warriors standing round about 
Sent up from fifty throats a mighty shout, 
As when o'er blood-sprent fields the long cheers roll 
Cacophonous, for him who kicks a goal. 
"O Gawain! Well done, Gawain!" they all cried; 
But straight the tumult and the shouting died, 
And deadly pallor overspread each face, 
For the knight's body stood up in its place 
And stepping nimbly forward seized the head 
That lay still on the hearth-stone, seeming dead; 
Then vaulted lightly, with a careless air, 
Back to the saddle of his grass-green mare. 
He held the head up, and behold! it spoke. 
"My best congratulations on that stroke, 
Sir Gawain; it was delicately done! 
Our merry little jest is well begun, 
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But look you fail me not this day next year! 

At the Green Chapel by the Murmuring Mere 

I will await you when the sun sinks low, 

And pay you back full measure, blow for blow!" 

He wheeled about, the doors flew wide once more, 
The mare's hoofs struck green sparkles from the floor, 
And with a whirring flash of emerald light 

Both horse and rider vanished in the night. 

Then all the lords and ladies rubbed their eyes 
And slowly roused themselves from dumb surprise. 
The great hall echoed once more with the clatter 
Of laughing men's and frightened women's chatter; 
But Gawain, with the axe in hand, stood still, 
Heedless of what was passing, with no will 
For life or death, for all that made life dear 
Was fled like summer when the leaves fall sere. 
And Arthur spoke, misreading Gawain's thought: 
"Heaven send we have not all too dearly bought 
Our evening's pastime, Gawain. You have done 
As fits a fearless knight, and nobly won 
Our thanks in equal measure with our praise. 

Be both remembered in the after days!" 

So spoke the king, and, to confirm his word, 
From far away in the deep night was heard 
Once more the fairy horn-call, clear and shrill; 

It died upon the wind, and all was still. 
The hour was late. King Arthur, rising, said 
Good-night to all his court, and went to bed. 
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CANTO II 


ELFINHART 

In Canto I. I followed the old rule 
We learned from Horace when we went to school, 
And took a headlong plunge in medias res, 

As Maro did, and blind Mzonides; 

And now, still following the ancient mode, 

I come to the time-honored "episode," 
Retrace my way some twenty years or more, 
And tell you what I should have told before. 
It seems an awkward method, but it's art;— 
Besides, it brings us back to Elfinhart. 

In those dark days before King Arthur came, 
When Britain was laid waste with sword and flame, 
When cut-throats lurked behind the blossoming thorn, 
And young maids cursed the day when they were born, 
A lady, widowed in one hideous night, 

Fled over heath and hill, and in her flight 

Came to the magic willow-woods that stand 
Beside the Murmuring Mere, in Fairyland; 

And there, untimely, by the forest-side, 
Clasping her infant in her arms, she died. 

Yet not all friendless,—for such mortal throes 
Pass not unpitied, though no mortal knows;— 
The spirits that infest the clearer air 

Looked down upon the innocent lady there, 
While troops of fairies smoothed her mossy bed 
And with sweet balsam pillowed her fair head. 
Her dim eyes could not see them, but she guessed 
Whose gentle ministrations thus had blessed 
Her travail; and when pitying fairies laid 

Upon her heart the child,—a blue-eyed maid,— 
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Ere yet her troubled spirit might depart, 
With one last word she named her "Elfinhart." 
So with new-quickened love the fairy elves 
Took the forlorn child-maiden to themselves 
And reared her in the wildwood, where no jar 
Of alien discord, echoing from afar, 
Broke the sweet forest murmur, long years round. 
Her ears, attuned to every woodland sound, 
Translated to her soul the great world's voice, 
And the world-spirit made her heart rejoice. 
And love was hers,—perennial, intense,— 
The love that wells from joy and innocence 
And sanctifies the cloistered heart of youth,— 
The love of love, of beauty, and of truth. 
So Elfinhart grew up. Each passing year 
Of forest life beside the Murmuring Mere 
Enriched tenfold the natural dower of grace 
That shone from the pure spirit in her face. 
I cannot tell why each revolving season 
Enhanced her beauty thus. Some say the reason 
Was in the stars; J think those luminaries 
Had less to do with it than had the fairies! 
The more they found of grace in her, the more 
Their silent influence added to her store; 
For they were always with her; they and she 
Still bore each other loving company. 
And yet one further virtue,—not the least 
Of those that make life lovable,—increased 
In Elfinhart's sweet nature from her birth 
By fairy tutelage; and that was mirth. 
For fairy natures are compounded all 
Of whimsies and of freaks fantastical, 
And what the best of fairies loves the best 
(Except pure kindness) is an artless jest. 
And so wise men have argued, on the whole, 
That the misguided creatures have no soul; 
But as for me, if the bright fairy elf 
Has none, I'll get along without, myself! 
These fairies laughed and danced and sang sweet songs, 
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And did all else that to their craft belongs,— 
All tricks and pranks of whole-souled jollity 
That make life merry 'neath the greenwood tree. 
The youngest of them childishly beguiled 
The time when Elfinhart was still a child; 
They pinched her fingers, and they pulled her ears, 
Or sometimes, when her blue eyes dreamed of tears, 
Half smothered her with showers of four-leafed clover,— 
Then fled for refuge to some sweet-fern cover; 
But she pursued them through their tangled lair 
And caught them, and put fire-flies in their hair; 
And then they all joined hands, and round and round 
They danced a morris on the moonlit ground. 
The years went by, and Elfinhart outgrew 
The madcap antics of the younger crew, 
(For fairies age but slowly: don't forget 
That at two hundred they are children yet!) 
But still she frolicked with them, though scarce of them, 
And learned each year more tenderly to love them. 
But most of all she loved with all her heart 
On quiet summer nights to walk apart 
And hold close converse with the fairies' queen,— 
A radiant maiden princess who had seen 
Some twenty centuries of revolving suns 
Pass over Fairyland,—all golden ones! 
Sometimes they sat still in the mild moon's light, 
Where chestnut blooms made sweet the breath of night, 
And talked of the great world beyond the wood,— 
Of death, or sin, or sorrow, understood 
Of neither,—till the twinkling stars were gone, 
And bustling Chanticleer proclaimed the dawn. 
And Elfinhart grew wise in fairy learning; 
But by degrees a half unconscious yearning 
For humankind stirred in her gentle heart, 
And woke a deep desire to bear her part 
Of love and sorrow in the larger life 
As sister, helper,—nay, perhaps as wife;— 
For such vague instincts, after all, are human, 
And Elfinhart herself was but a woman. 


5631 XRN 


And yet, for all this new desire, I doubt 

If Elfinhart would e'er have spoken out, 

And told the fairies of her wish to leave them, 

(A wish her conscious heart well knew would grieve them), 
If in the ripening of her silent thought 

A still voice had not whispered that she ought 

To leave that world of love and mirth and beauty, 
To share man's burden in this world of duty. 
(There's anticlimax for you! Most provoking, 
Just when you thought that I was only joking, 

Or idly fingering the poet's laurel, 

To find my story threatens to be moral! 

But as for morals, though in verse we scout them, 
In life we somehow can't get on without them; 

So if I don't insert a moral distich 

Once in a while, I can't be realistic;— 

And in this tale, I solemnly aver, 

My one wish is to tell things as they were! 

But not all things; time flies, and art is long, 

And I must hurry onward with my song.) 

How Elfinhart at last told what she wanted, 

And what the fairies said, please take for granted. 
She prayed, they yielded; Elfinhart full loth 

To leave, as they to let her go, but both 

Agreeing that this bitter thing must be; 

For they were fairies, and a mortal she. 

But ere they yielded, they made imposition 

Of what then seemed to her a light condition. 
"Twas done in kindness, be it understood, 

With fairy foresight for the maiden's good. 

The elf-queen spoke for all: "Dear Elfinhart, 

We bind you to one promise ere we part. 

We fear naught from men's malice; hate and wrath 
And every evil thing will shun your path, 

And sunshine will go with you when you move; 
The only danger that we dread is love. 

If in the after days, when suitors woo you, 

Your heart makes choice of one, as dearest to you, 
Before you put your hand in his and own 
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The sacred trust reserved for him alone, 

Let us make trial of him, and approve 

His virtue, and his manhood, and his love. 

Send him to us; and if he bears the test, 

And if we find him worthy to be blest 

With love like yours, be sure we will befriend him; 

And may a life-long happiness attend him! 

But if he prove a traitor, or faint-hearted, 

Or if his love and he are lightly parted, 

In the deep willow-woods he shall remain, 

And never look upon your face again!" 

The maiden, fancy-free, was well content, 

And with light laughter gave her full consent; 

For when maids think of love (as maidens do) 

It seems a far-off thing; and well she knew 

Her lover, if she loved, would be both brave and true! 

Not long thereafter came an errant band 

Riding along the edge of Fairyland,— 

Stout men-at-arms, without reproach or spot, 

And in the lead the bold Sir Launcelot. 

He, riding on ahead, silent, alone, 

Was stopped by a beseeching ancient crone 

Who hobbled to his side, as if in pain, 

And clutched with palsied fingers at his rein. 

And there behind her, from the leafage green, 

The sweetest eyes his eyes had ever seen 

Were gazing at him with wide wonderment, 

Nor bold nor fearful; innocence unshent 

Shone from their blue depths, and old dreams awoke 

In Launcelot's breast, while thus the beldame spoke: 

"A boon, a boon, Sir Launcelot of the Lake! 

I Pray you of your courtesy to take 

This damsel to the King. Her enemies 

Have spoiled her of her birthright, and she flees 

An innocent outcast from her wasted lands, 

To lay her life and fortune in his hands." 

She spoke, and vanished in the woodland shade. 
Then Launcelot, leaning over helped the maid 

To mount behind and at an easy trot 
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They and the troop rode on to Camelot. 
He asked no questions for some fairy spell 
Made light his heart, and told him all was well; 
And as these two rode through the land together, 
By dappled greenwood shade and sunlit heather, 
Her soft voice in his ears, the innocent charm 
Of her light, steady touch upon his arm, 
Wrought magic in his soul. That day, I ween, 
Sir Launcelot well-nigh forgot his queen. 
And Elfinhart (you knew those eyes were hers!) 
Laughed with the silvery jingle of his spurs, 
And from her heart the new world's rapture drove 
All thought of Fairyland—excepting love. 
And so to high-towered Camelot they came, 
The golden city—now a shadowy name; 
For over heath-clad hills the wild-winds blow 
Where Arthur's halls, a thousand years ago 
Bright with all far-fetched gems of curious art, 
Shone brighter with the eyes of Elfinhart. 
She came to Camelot; the king receives her; 
And there for five glad years my story leaves her. 
Five glad years, and this "episode" is done, 
And we are back again at Canto I. 
I write of merry jest and greenwood shade, 
But tales of chivalry are not my trade; 
So if you wish to read that five years' story 
Of lady-love, romance, and martial glory,— 
The mighty feats of arms that Gawain did,— 
The ever ripening love that Gawain hid 
Five long years in his breast, biding his time,— 
Go seek it in some abler poet's rime. 
My tale begins with the young knight's brave soul 
All Elfinhart's. She thinks herself heart-whole. 
But at that Christmas feast, in Arthur's hall, 
With night's soft mantle folded over all, 
The magic influence of the evening tide 
Stole on their two hearts beating side by side. 
And Gawain talked of troubles long ago, 
When each man's neighbor was his dearest foe, 
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And of the trials he himself had passed, 
And the high purpose that from first to last 
Had been his stay and spur, he scarce knew how, 
Since on Excalibur he took the vow. 
He told of his own hopes for future days, 
And how he wrought and fought not for men's praise, 
(Though like all good men Gawain held that dear), 
Yet trusting, when men laid him on his bier, 
They might remember, as they gathered round it, 
"He left this good world better than he found it." 
He talked as true men seldom talk, unless 
Swayed utterly by some pure passion's stress, 
And ever gently, though with heart on fire, 
Still hovered nearer to his soul's desire. 
And Elfinhart in gravest silence listened, 
But her sweet heart beat high, her blue eyes glistened; 
For as he bared his soul to her she dreamed 
A day-dream strange and new, wherein it seemed 
That in that soul's clear depth she saw her own, 
And his most secret thought (till then unknown) 
Seemed hers eternally. He spoke of death, 
And then her heart shrank, and she drew deep breath. 
Suddenly, ere she understood at all 
What new life dawned before her, came the call 
Of fairy horns; and so the Green Knight burst 
Upon the scene, as told in Canto First. 
One jarring note, the tuneful chords among, 
May make mad discord of the sweetest song. 
E’en so with dissonant clamor through the breast 
Of Gawain rang the Green Knight's merry jest; 
But what wild meaning must it not impart 
To the vague fears of gentle Elfinhart? 
For she had heard in the first trumpet-blast 
A signal to her from the far-gone past; 
And now, of all the strange things that had been, 
Her half forgotten compact with the queen 
Flushed through her memory, and a swift thought came 
Like sudden fear, a thought without a name, 
An unvoiced question and a blind alarm; 
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And in sheer helplessness she reached an arm 
Toward Gawain scarcely knowing what she would; 
Her eyes beheld him, and she understood. 
And is it Gawain? He? Yes, Elfinhart, 
The hour has come, and you must play your part. 
So now it's all explained; and I intend 
To go straight onward to the story's end. 
Sir Gawain had cut off the Green Knight's head, 
And Arthur and his court had gone to bed; 
In the great hall the dying embers shone 
With a faint ghostly gleam, and there, alone, 
While all the rest of Camelot was sleeping, 
In the dark alcove Elfinhart lay weeping. 
But as she lay there, all about her head 
There fell a checkered beam of moonlight, shed 
Through the barred casement; and she faintly stirred, 
For in her troubled soul it seemed she heard 
Vague music from some region far away! 
She raised her head and, turning where she lay, 
Saw in the silver moonlight the serene 
And tranquil beauty of the fairy queen! 
"We sent before you called us, Elfinhart, 
For love lent keener magic to our art, 
And warned us of the thoughts that in your breast 
Awoke new rapture, trembling unconfessed." 
And Elfinhart moved closer to her knees 
And hid her face in the white draperies 
That veiled the fairy form, till, nestling there, 
Her heart recovered from that blank despair, 
And whispered her that whatsoe'er befell 
Love ruled the world, and all would yet be well. 
And the good fairy stroked the maiden's head 
And kissed her tear-starred eyes, and smiling said: 
"Fie on you women's hearts! Consistency 
Hides her shamed head where mortal women be! 
True love breeds faith and trust, it makes hearts strong; 
The heart's anointed king can do no wrong! 
And yet you weep as if you feared to prove him;— 
Upon my word, I don't believe you love him!" 


5636 XRN 


And Elfinhart replied: "Laugh if you will, 

My queen, but let me be a woman still. 

You fairies love where love is wise and just; 

We mortal women love because we must: 

And if I feared to prove him, I confess 

I fear I still must love him none the less." 

She paused, for once again her eyes grew dim: 

"Think you I love his virtues? I love him! 

But yet you judged me wrongly, for believe me, 

(And then laugh once again, and so forgive me), 

If at the first I feared what you might do, 

My doubts were not of Gawain, but of you!" 

And so both laughed, and for a little space 

Folded each other in a glad embrace; 

(For fairies, bathed the whole year round in bliss, 

May yet be gladdened by a fair maid's kiss); 

And Elfinhart spoke on: "Do what you will, 

I trust you with my all, and fear no ill. 

But oh, my friend, to wait the long, long year,— 

To keep my heart in silence, not to hear 

The words my whole soul hungers for, nor say 

One syllable to brighten his dark day! 

Must it be so, my queen? And how shall I 

School eyes and lips to act this year-long lie? 

From the dear teacher-guardian of my youth 

The only ways I learned were ways of truth! 

I tried my skill this night, and learned to know 

That there are deeps below the deeps of woe; 

Hearts may be bruised and broken, yet still live;— 

The wounds that kill us are the wounds we give!" 
And so these two talked on, until the night 

Began to shiver with the gray dawn's light, 

And in the deep-dyed casement they might see 

New life flush through old dreams of chivalry. 

And then they parted. What the queen had said 

I know not, but the lady, comforted, 

Bade farewell with calm voice and tranquil eyes, 

And saw with new-born strength the new sun rise. 

Perhaps in Fairyland there chanced to be 
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For them that grieve some sovereign alchemy 

To turn the worst to best, and the good queen 
Applied this soothing balm. Such things have been; 
But yet I doubt if any fairy art 

Was needed in the case of Elfinhart; 

The medicine that charmed away her dole 

Nature had planted in her own sweet soul. 

Of all sure things, this thing I'm surest of,— 

That the best cure for love's own ills is love. 
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CANTO III 


GAWAIN 

O Muse!—But no: heaven knows I need a muse; 
But which of all the nine, pray, should I choose? 
Thalia, Clio, and Melpomene, 
I love them all, but none, alas, loves me; 
For if you want a muse to take your part 
You must be solely hers with all your heart; 
And I have mingled since my earliest youth 
My smiles and tears, my fictions and my truth; 
Nay, in this very tale, scarce yet half done, 
I've courted all the nine, and so won none! 
Not for me, therefore, the Parnassian lyre, 
Or winged war-horse shod with heavenly fire; 
Harsh numbers flow from throats whose thirst has been 
A whole life long unslaked of Hippocrene; 
But I will e'en go on as best I can 
And let the story end as it began,— 
A plain, straightforward man's unvarnished word, 
Part sad, part sweet,—and part of it absurd. 

A year passed by, as years are wont to do, 
Winter and spring, summer and autumn too, 
Till mid-December's flaw-blown flakes of snow 
Warned Gawain that the time was come to go 
To the Green Chapel by the Murmuring Mere, 
And take again the blow he gave last year. 
In the great court his charger stamped the ground, 
While knights and weeping ladies thronged around 
To arm him (as the custom was of yore) 
And bid him sad farewell for evermore. 
One face alone in all that bustling throng 
Our hero's eyes sought eagerly, and long 
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Sought vainly; for the lady Elfinhart, 

Debating with herself, stood yet apart; 

But as Sir Gawain gathered up his reins 

And bade the draw-bridge warden loose the chains, 

Suddenly Elfinhart stood by his side, 

Her fair face flushed with love, and joy, and pride. 

She plucked a sprig of holly from her gown 

And looked up, questioning; and he leaned down, 

And so she placed it in his helm. No word 

Might Gawain's lips then utter, but he heard 

The voice that was his music, and could feel 

The touch of gentle fingers through the steel. 

"Wear this, Sir Gawain, for a loyal friend 

Whose hopes and prayers go with you to the end." 

And, staying not for answer, she withdrew, 

And in the throng was lost to Gawain's view. 

He roused himself, and waving high his hand, 

Struck spur, and so rode off toward Fairyland. 
Long time he traveled by an unknown way, 

Unhoused at night, companionless by day. 

The cold sleet stung him through his shirt of mail, 

But, underneath, his stout heart would not fail, 

But beat full measure through the fiercest storm, 

And kept his head clear and his brave soul warm. 

No need to tell the perils that he passed; 

He conquered all, and came unscathed at last 

To where a high-embattled castle stood 

Deep in the heart of a dense willow-wood. 

And Gawain called aloud, and to the gate 

A smiling porter came, who opened straight, 

And bade him enter in and take his rest; 

And Gawain entered, and the people pressed 

About him with fair speeches; and he laid 

His armor off, and gave it them, and prayed 

That they would take his message to their lord,— 

prayer for friendly shelter, bed and board. 

He told them whence he was, his birth and name; 

And the bold baron of the castle came, 

A mighty man, huge-limbed, with flashing eyes, 
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And welcomed him with old-time courtesies; 
For manners, in those days, were held of worth, 
And gentle breeding went with gentle birth. 

He heartily was glad his guest had come, 

And made Sir Gawain feel himself at home; 
And as they walked in, side by side, each knew 
The other for an honest man and true. 

That night our hero and the baron ate 
A sumptuous dinner in the hall of state, 

And all the household, ranged along the board, 
Made good cheer with Sir Gawain and their lord, 
And passed the brimming bowl right merrily 
With friendly banter and quick repartee. 

And Gawain asked if they had chanced to hear 
Of a Green Chapel by a Murmuring Mere, 

And straightway all grew grave. Within his breast 
Sir Gawain felt a tremor of unrest, 

But told his story with a gay outside, 

And asked for some good man to be his guide 
To find his foe. "I promise him," said he, 

"No golden guerdon;—his reward shall be 

The consciousness that unto him 't was given 

To show a parting soul the way to heaven!" 

Up jumped his host. "My friend, I like your attitude, 
And know no surer way to win heaven's gratitude 
Than sending thither just such men as you; 

I'll be your guide. But since you are not due 

At the Green Chapel till three nights from now, 
And since the way is short, I'll tell you how 
The interim may be disposed of best:— 

In short, let me propose a merry jest!" 

At this Sir Gawain gave a sudden start, 

For some old memory seemed to clutch his heart, 
And in the baron's eyes he seemed to see 

A twinkling gleam of green benignity 

Not wholly strange; but like a flash 't was gone. 
Gawain sank back, and his good host went on: 
"Two days you sojourn here, and while I take 
My daily hunting in the wood, you make 
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My house and castle yours; and then, each night, 

We'll meet together here at candle-light, 

And all my winnings in the wood, and all 

That comes to you at home, whate'er befall, 

We'll give each other in exchange; in fine, 

My fortune shall be yours, and yours be mine." 

To Gawain this seemed generous indeed. 

And with most cordial laughter he agreed. 

They clasped hands o'er the bargain with good zest, 

And then all said good-night, and went to rest. 
Next morning Gawain was awakened early 

From a deep slumber by the hurly-burly 

Of footman, horseman, seneschal, and groom, 

Bustling beneath the windows of his room. 

He rose and looked out, just in time to see 

The baron and a goodly company 

Of huntsmen, armed with cross-bow, axe, and spear, 

Ride through the castle gate and disappear. 

And then, while Gawain dressed, there came a knock 

Upon his chamber door. He threw the lock, 

And a boy page brought robes of ermine fur 

And Tarsic silk,—black, white, and lavender,— 

For his array, and with them a kind message, 

Which the good knight received with no ill presage: 

"Will brave Sir Gawain spare an idle hour 

For quiet converse in my lady's bower?" 

The boy led on, and Gawain followed him 

Through crooked corridors and archways dim, 

Along low galleries echoing from afar, 

And down a winding stair; then "Here we are!" 

The page cried cheerily, and paused before 

The massive carvings of an antique door. 

This he swung open; and the knight passed through 

Into a garden, fresh with summer dew! 

A lady's bower in Fairyland! What pen 

Could make that strange enchantment live again? 

Not he who drew Acrasia's Bower of Bliss 

And Phedria's happy isle could picture this. 

That sweet-souled Puritan discerned too well 
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The serpent's coil behind the witch's spell; 

And he who saw—when the dark veil was torn— 
The rose of Paradise without the thorn, 
(Sublimest prophet, whose immortal verse 

Lent mightier thunders to the primal curse), 

Even he too sternly, in the soul's defense, 
Repressed the still importunate cries of sense. 
Bid me not, therefore, task my feebler pen 

With dreams beyond the limits of their ken; 

The phantom conjurings of the magic hour 

That Gawain passed in that enchanted bower 
Must be from mortal eyes forever hid. 

But yet some part of what he felt and did 

These lines must needs disclose. As he stood there, 
Breathing soft odors from the mellow air, 

All hopes, all aims of noble knighthood seemed 
Like the dim yesterdays of one who dreamed, 

In starless caves of memory sunken deep, 

And, like lost music, folded in strange sleep. 

"How long, O mortal man, wilt thou give heed 
To the world's phantom voices? The hours speed, 
And fame and fortune yield to moth and rust, 
And good and evil crumble into dust. 

Even now the sands are running in the glass; 
Set not your heart upon vain things that pass; 
Ambitions, honors, toils, are but the snare 
Where lurks for aye the blind old world's despair. 
Nay, quiet the bootless striving in your breast 
And let your tired heart here at last find rest. 

In vain have joy, love, beauty, struck deep root 
In your heart's heart, unless you pluck the fruit; 
Then put away the cheating soul's pretense, 
Heap high the press, fill full the cup of sense; 
Shatter the idols of blind yesterday, 

And let love, joy, and beauty reign alway!" 

Such thoughts as these, confused and unexpressed, 
Flooded the silence in Sir Gawain's breast. 
Meanwhile a brasier filled the scented air 
With wreaths of magic mist, and he was ware 
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That the mist drew together like a shroud; 
And then the veil was rent, and in the cloud 
Stood one who seemed, in features, form, and dress, 
The perfect image of all loveliness. 
The wonders of that vision none could tell 
Save one whose heart had felt the mystic spell. 
Once and once only, in the golden days 
When youth made melody for love's sweet lays, 
In two dark eyes (yet oh, how bright, how bright!) 
I saw the wakening rapture of love's light, 
And, in the hush of that still dawning, heard 
From two sweet trembling lips love's whispered word. 
The twilight deepens when the sun has set; 
In memory golden glories linger yet; 
But these avail not. Though my soul lay bare, 
With all those memories sanctuaried there, 
That spell was human. But the unseen power 
That wove the witchery of this fairy bower, 
In Gawain's heart such subtle magic wrought 
That past and future were well-nigh forgot, 
And all that earth holds else, or heaven above, 
Seemed naught worth keeping, save this dream of love. 
And now, as the strange cloud of incense broke, 
The vision, if it were a vision, spoke,— 
If it were speech that filled the quivering air 
With low harmonious music. Let none dare 
In the rude jargons of this world to fashion 
That sweet, wild anthem of unearthly passion. 
Could I from the broad-billowing ocean borrow 
Of Tristan's love and of Isolde's sorrow, 
The flood of those world-darkening surges, wrought 
With thoughts that lie beyond the reach of thought, 
Might bring me succor where weak words must fail. 
But Gawain saw and heard, and passion-pale 
Shrank back, and made a darkness of his face; 
(As though the unplumbed deeps of starless space 
Could quench those lustrous eyes, or close his ears 
To the eternal music of love's spheres!) 
But the voice changed, and Gawain, listening there, 
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Heard now a heart's low cry of wild despair. 

He turned again, and lo! the vision knelt 

And drew a jeweled poniard from her belt, 

To arm herself against her own dear life; 

But as she bared her white breast to the knife 
He started quickly forward, and he grasped 

The hand that held the hilt; and then she clasped 
Her soft arms round his neck, and as their lips 
Met in the shadowing fold of love's eclipse, 

All earth, all heaven, all knightly hopes of grace, 
Died in the darkness of one blind embrace. 

Died? Nay; for Gawain, ere the moment passed, 
Broke from the arms that strove to bind him fast, 
And turned away once more; and, as he pressed 
A trembling hand against his throbbing breast, 
His aimless fingers touched a treasured part 
Of the green holly-branch of Elfinhart, 

Laid in his breast when he put off his arms. 

What perils now are left in fairy charms? 

For poets fable when they call love blind; 

Love's habitation is the purer mind, 

Whence with his keen eyes he may penetrate 

All mists and fogs that baser spells create. 

Love? What is love? Not the wild feverish thrill, 
When heart to heart the thronging pulses fill, 
And lips that close in parching kisses find 

No speech but those;—the best remains behind. 
The tranquil spirit—the divine assurance 

That this life's seemings have a high endurance— 
Thoughts that allay this restless striving, calm 
The passionate heart, and fill old wounds with balm;— 
These are the choirs invisible that move 

In white processionals up the aisles of love. 

Such love was Gawain's,—love that sanctifies 
The heart's most secret altar; and his eyes 
Their old true rhythm. And so the strife was o'er, 
And all the perilous wiles of magic art 
Were foiled by Gawain—and by Elfinhart. 

But time flies, and 't were tedious to delay 
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My song for all the trials of that day. 
Light summer breezes, skurrying o'er the deep, 
Ripple and foam and flash,—then sink to sleep; 
But underneath, serene and changing never, 
The mighty heart of ocean beats forever, 
And his deep streams renew from pole to pole 
The living world's indomitable soul. 
Enough, then, of the spells that vexed the brain 
Of Gawain; love and knighthood made all 
vain. 

And in the afternoon, when Gawain learned 
That his good host, the baron, had returned, 
He met him in the hall at candle-light, 
According to his promise of last night. 
And then the baron motioned to a page, 
And straightway six tall men, of lusty age 
And mighty sinews, entered the great door, 
Bearing the carcass of a huge wild boar, 
In all its uncouth ugliness complete, 
And dropped it quivering at our hero's feet. 
"What do you say to that, Sir Gawain?" cried 
The baron, swelling with true sportsman's pride 
"But come: your promise, now, of yester-eve; 
'T is blesseder to give than to receive! 
Though I'll be sworn you'll find it hard to pay 
Full value for the winnings of this day." 
"Not so," said Gawain; "you will rest my debtor; 
Your gift is good, but mine will be far better." 
And then he strode with solemn steps along 
The echoing hall, and through the listening throng, 
And with the words, "My noble lord, take this!" 
He gave the baron a resounding kiss. 
The baron jumped up in ecstatic glee. 
"Now by my great-great-grandsire's beard," quoth he, 
"Better than all dead boars in Christendom 
Is one sweet loving kiss!—Whence did it come?" 
"Nay, there," Sir Gawain said, "you step beyond 
The terms we stipulated in our bond. 
Take you my kiss in peace, as I your boar; 
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Be glad; give thanks;—and seek to know no more.” 
Loud laughter made the baron's eyes grow bright 
And glitter with green sparkles of delight; 

And then he chuckled: "Sir, I'm proud of you; 

I drink your best of health; I think you'll do!" 

And now the board was laid and dressed, and all 
Sat down to dinner at the baron's call; 

And Gawain looked along the room askance, 
Seeking the lady; and he caught one glance 

Of laughing eyes—then looked away in haste, 
But turned again, and wondered why his taste 
Had erred so strangely, for the lady seemed 

Not fairer now than others. Had he dreamed? 
He rubbed his eyes and pondered,—though in sooth 
Without one glimmering presage of the truth,— 
Till all passed lightly from his puzzled mind, 
Leaving contentment and good cheer behind. 
So all the company feasted well, and sped 

The flying hours, till it was time for bed. 

One whole day longer must our hero rest 
Within doors, to fulfill the merry jest. 

So when, next morning, Gawain once more heard 
The hunt's-up in the court, he never stirred, 
But let the merry horsemen ride away 

While he slept soundly well into the day. 
Later he rose, and strolled from room to room, 
Through vaulted twilights of ancestral gloom, 
Until, descending a long stair, he found 

The dim-lit castle crypt, deep under ground, 
Where sculptured effigies forever kept 

Their long last marble silence as they slept, 
And iron sentinels, on bended knees, 

Held eyeless vigil in old panoplies. 

Sir Gawain, wandering on in aimless mood, 
Pondered the tomb-stone legends, quaint and rude, 
Wherein the pensive dreamer might divine 
A tragic history in every line; 

For so does fate, with bitterest irony, 
Epitomize fame's immortality, 
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Perpetuating for all after days 

Mute lamentations and unnoted praise. 

And Gawain, reading here and there the story 

Of fame obscure and unremembered glory, 

Found on a tablet these words: "Where he lies, 

The gray wave breaks and the wild sea-mew flies: 

If any be that loved him, seek not here, 

But in the lone hills by the Murmuring Mere." 

A nameless cenotaph!—perhaps of one 

Like Gawain's self deluded and undone 

By the green stranger; and the legend brought 

A tide of passion flooding Gawain's thought; 

A flood-tide, not of fear,—for Gawain's breast 

Shrank never at the perilous behest 

Of noble knighthood,—but the love of life, 

Compassion, and soul-sickness of the strife. 

"If any be that loved him!" Oh, to die 

Far from green-swarded Camelot, and lie 

Among these bleak and barren hills alone, 

His end unwept for and his grave unknown,— 

Never again to see the glad sunrise 

That brightened all his world in those dear eyes! 
Half suffocating in the chameled air 

Of that low vault, he staggered up the stair, 

Out of the dim-lit halls of silent death 

Into the living light, and drew quick breath 

Where, through a casement-arch of ivied stone, 

Bright from the clear blue sky the warm sun shone. 

The whole of life's glad rapture thrilled his heart; 

Till a quick step behind him made him start, 

And there, deep-veiled, in muffling cloak and hood, 

Once more the lady of the castle stood. 
Low-voiced she spoke, as if with studied care 

Weighing the syllables of her parting prayer. 

"Sir Gawain—nay, I pray you, turn not yet, 

But hear me;—though my heart may not forget 

That once, for one sweet moment, you were kind, 

I come not to recall that to your mind;— 

Between us two be love's words aye unspoken! 


5648 XRN 


Yet ere you go, I pray you, leave some token 
That in the long, long years may comfort me 
For the dear face I nevermore shall see." 
"Nay, lady," said the knight, "I have no gifts 
To give you. Errant knighthood ever drifts 
From shore to shore, by wandering breezes blown, 
With naught save its good name to call its own. 
In friendship, then, I pray you keep for me 
My name untarnished in your memory." 
"Ah, sir," she said, "my memory bears that name 
Burnt in with characters of living flame. 
But though you give me naught, I pray you take 
This girdle from me;—wear it for my sake; 
Nay, but refuse me not; you little know 
Its magic power. I had it long ago 
From Fairyland; and its encircling charm 
Keeps scathless him who wears it from all harm; 
No evil thing can touch him. Gird it on, 
If but to ease my heart when you are gone.” 

She held a plain green girdle in her hand, 
In outward seeming just a narrow band 
Of silk, with silver clasps; but in those days 
The strangest things were wrought in simplest ways, 
As Gawain knew full well; and he could see 
That all the lady said was verity. 
He took the girdle, held it, fingered it, 
Then clasped it round his waist to try the fit, 
Irresolutely dallying with temptation, 
Till conscience grew too weak for inclination; 
For at the last he threw one wandering glance 
Out at the casement, and the merry dance 
Of sparkling sunbeams on the fields of snow 
Wrought havoc in his wavering heart; and so, 
Repeating to himself one word: "Life, life!" 
He took the token from the baron's wife. 

That evening, when the baron and our knight 
Met to exchange their gifts at candle-light, 
The baron, looking graver than before, 
Said: "Sir, my luck has left me; not a boar 
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Did we get wind of, all this blessed day. 

I come with empty hands, only to pray 

Your pardon. What good fortune do you bring?" 
And Gawain answered firmly: "Not a thing!" 
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CANTO IV 


CONCLUSION 

By noon the next day, Gawain and his host 
Rode side by side along the perilous coast 
Of the gray Mere, from whose unquiet sleep 
Reverberating murmurs of the deep 
Startled the still December's listening air. 

The baron, shuddering, pointed seaward. "There," 
He said, "year in, year out, these voices haunt 
That fearful water; heaven knows what they want! 
Men tell me—and I have no doubt it's true— 
They are knights-errant whom the Green Knight slew! 
Woe unto him, the over-bold, who dares 
Adventure near that uncouth monster's snares!" 
Quoth Gawain: "How have you escaped the net?" 
The baron answered: "I? We never met! 

When I'm about, he seems to shun the place, 

And where he is, I never show my face; 

But if we did meet, 't would be safe to say 

Not more than one of us would get away!" 

And then the baron told tales by the score 
About the Green Knight's quenchless thirst for gore, 
And kept repeating that no magic charm 
Was proof against the prowess of his arm; 

At his first blow each vain defense must fall, 

For he was arch-magician over all. 

And as from tale to tale the baron ran, 

Sir Gawain, had he been another man, 

Would certainly have felt his heart's blood curdle, 
Despite his secret wearing of the girdle; 

But when the baron finally suggested 
Abandoning the venture, and protested 
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That the whole monstrous business was absurd, 
Sir Gawain simply said: "I gave my word." 
And when the baron saw he would not bend, 
He seemed to lose all patience. "Well, my friend, 
I'll go no further with you. On your head 
Shall be your own mad blood when you are dead. 
Yonder your two roads fork; pause there, I pray, 
And ponder well before you choose your way. 
One takes the hills, one winds along the wave; 
To Camelot this,—the other to your grave! 
Choose the high road, Sir Gawain; shun the danger! 
Say you were misdirected by a stranger;— 
I swear by all that's sacred, I'll not tell 
One syllable to a soul:—and so farewell!" 
He galloped off without another word, 
And vanished where the road turned. Gawain heard, 
Long after he had disappeared, the sound 
Of iron hoof-beats on the frozen ground, 
Till all died into silence, save those drear 
And hollow voices from the Murmuring Mere. 
But Gawain chose the lower road, and passed 
Along the desolate shore. The die was cast. 
The western skies, as the red sun sank low, 
Cast purple shades across the drifted snow, 
And Gawain knew that the dread hour was come 
For the fulfillment of his martyrdom. 
And now, from just beyond a jutting hill, 
Came hideous sounds, as of a giant mill 
That hisses, roars, and sputters, clicks and clacks;— 
It was the Green Knight sharpening his axe! 
And Gawain, coming past the corner, found him, 
With ghastly mouldering skulls and bones strewn round him, 
In joyous fury urging the keen steel 
Against the surface of his grinding wheel. 
The place was a wild hollow, circled round 
With barren hills, and on the bottom ground 
Stood the Green Chapel, moss-grown, solitary;— 
In sooth, it seemed the devil's mortuary! 
The Green Knight's back was turned, and he stirred not 
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Till Gawain hailed him sharply; then he shot 
One glance—as when, o'erhead, a living wire 
Startles the night with flashes of green fire;— 
Then hurried forward, bland as bland could be, 
And greeted Gawain with green courtesy. 

"Dear sir, I ask a thousand pardons; pray 

Forgive me. You are punctual to the day; 

That's good! Of course I knew you would not fail. 
How do you do? You look a trifle pale; 

I trust, with all my heart, you are not ill? 

Just the cold air? It does blow rather chill! 

What can I do to cheer you? Let me see;— 
Suppose I brew a cup of hot green tea? 

You'ld rather not? You're pressed for time? Of course, 
I understand; then just get off your horse, 

And I'll do all I can to expedite 

Our little business for you. There, that's right; 
And now your helmet? Thanks; and if you please 
Perhaps you'll kindly kneel down on your knees, 
As I did when I came to Camelot; So! 

Are you all ready? Will you bide the blow?" 

And Gawain said "I will," in such soft notes 

As happy bridegrooms utter, when their throats 
Are paralyzed with blest anticipation;— 

(What Gawain looked for was decapitation!) 
And then the Green Knight swung his axe in air 
With a loud whirr; and Gawain, kneeling there, 
Shrank back an inch; and the green giant stayed 
His threatening hand, and with a cold sneer said: 
"You shrink, sir, from the axe; I can't hit true 
Unless you hold still, as I did for you." 

"Your pardon," Gawain said, with bated breath; 
"This time I swear to hold as still as death." 

He did so, and the Green Knight swung again 
His axe, and whirled it round his head, and then, 
Pausing a second time, said: "Very good! 

You're holding quite still now; I knew you would!" 
Gawain, in anger, said: "Jest, if you like, 

After the blow; tarry no longer; strike!" 
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So once again the ponderous axe was raised; 
But this time down it came, and lightly grazed 
Sir Gawain's neck. He felt the hot blood flow, 
And saw red drops that sank deep in the snow, 
And then he jumped up, faced his foe, and cried: 
"Enough: you owed me one blow, though I died; 
But be you man or beast or devil abhorred, 
I yield no further; with my mortal sword 
I do defy you; and if mortal man 
May hope against” ... 
But the Green Knight began 
A low melodious laugh, like running brooks 
Whose pebbly babble fills the shadowy nooks 
Of green-aisled woodlands, when the winds are still. 
"My friend, we bear each other no ill will. 
When first I swung my axe, you showed some fear; 
I owed you that much for your blow last year. 
The second time I swung,—yet spared your life,— 
That paid you for the kiss you gave my wife!" 
"Your wife!" "My wife, Sir Gawain; 't was my word; 
And when I swung my weapon for the third 
And last time, then I made the red blood spirt 
For that green girdle underneath your shirt! 
You played me false, my friend!" 
And Gawain knelt 
Once more, and casting off the magic belt, 
In bitter broken words confessed his shame, 
And begged the Green Knight to avenge the name 
Of injured knighthood, and with one last blow 
To end his guilty life. "Nay, nay, not so," 
The other softly said. "Be of good cheer; 
Your fault was small, for all men hold life dear. 
We tempted you, my friend, with all our might, 
And proved you in good sooth a noble knight; 
A veritable Joseph, sir, you are!" 
Quoth Gawain drily, "Thanks, Lord Potiphar! 
But may I ask you why you played this part?" 
The other said: "Ask Lady Elfinhart!" 

He smiled, and from his smile a genial glow 
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Of green mid-summer seemed to overflow, 
Filling with verdure all that barren place. 

The warm red blood rushed to Sir Gawain's face; 
He caught his breath, and in his eager eyes 
There shone a sudden flash of dark surmise, 

And then he stood a long while pondering; 

But in his breast his heart began to sing 

The old, old music whose still echoes roll 
Forever voiceless through the listening soul. 

He said farewell to his good fairy friend 

As in a dream, where real and unreal blend 

In phantom unison, and with the light 

Of love to lead him home, rode through the night, 
Beside the tranquil murmurs of the Mere, 

And through the silence of the passing year; 
And earth and sea and starlit sky took part 

In the still exaltation of his heart, 

While all but love and wonder was forgot, 

Until he came to high-towered Camelot. 

To Camelot he came, and there he found 
The good King Arthur and his Table Round 
Awaiting his return in anxious doubt; 

But ere he passed the gates a mighty shout 

Rose from the watchmen on the outward wall 
And bore the tidings to the inmost hall. 

From every window flaunting flags were flung; 
From the high battlements brass trumpets sung; 
And great bells, chiming in the topmost tower, 
Pealed salutation to the joyous hour, 

As Gawain, riding through the cullis-port, 

Faced the glad throng that filled the palace court. 

And with this tribute paid to knightly glory 
It seems most fitting to conclude my story. 
Entreat me not, dear reader, to impart 
Further of Gawain, or of Elfinhart. 

Let your own fancy round the story out 
Whatever way you please; I cannot doubt 

The sequel; but when I, in silent thought, 

Had brought Sir Gawain back to her, and sought 
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With hand profane to lift the veil, behind 
Whose secret shelter their two hearts enshrined 
The mutual covenant of love's mystery, 

That pure fane would not desecrated be. 

But this alone I know: the power that wove 
Through human lives the warp and woof of love 
Wrought not in darkness, nor with hand unsure;— 
His fabric must forevermore endure. 

And hence I doubt not that these two were blest 
As none may be, save they who have confessed 
Allegiance to that mighty spirit's law, 

And trod his holy ground with reverent awe. 
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CIMMERIA 


I remember 


The dark woods, masking slopes of sombre hills; 
The gray clouds’ leaden everlasting arch; 

The dusky streams that flowed without a sound, 
And the lone winds that whispered down the passes. 


Vista on vista marching, hills on hills, 

Slope beyond slope, each dark with sullen trees, 
Our gaunt land lay. So when a man climbed up 

A rugged peak and gazed, his shaded eye 

Saw but the endless vista — hill on hill, 

Slope beyond slope, each hooded like its brothers. 


It was a gloomy land that seemed to hold 

All winds and clouds and dreams that shun the sun, 
With bare boughs rattling in the lonesome winds, 
And the dark woodlands brooding over all, 

Not even lightened by the rare dim sun 

Which made squat shadows out of men; they called it 
Cimmeria, land of Darkness and deep Night. 


It was so long ago and far away 

I have forgot the very name men called me. 
The ax and flint-tipped spear are like a dream, 
And hunts and wars are shadows. I recall 
Only the stillness of that somber land; 

The clouds that piled forever on the hills, 

The dimness of the everlasting woods. 
Cimmeria, land of Darkness and the Night. 


Oh, soul of mine, born out of shadowed hills, 

To clouds and winds and ghosts that shun the sun, 
How many deaths shall serve to break at last 

This heritage which wraps me in the gray 
Apparel of ghosts? I search my heart and find 
Cimmeria, land of Darkness and the Night. 
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THE PHOENIX ON THE SWORD 


‘Know, oh prince, that between the years when the oceans drank Atlantis and the gleaming cities, and 
the years of the rise of the Sons of Aryas, there was an Age undreamed of, when shining kingdoms lay 
spread across the world like blue mantles beneath the stars — Nemedia, Ophir, Brythunia, Hyperborea, 
Zamora with its dark-haired women and towers of spider-haunted mystery, Zingara with its chivalry, 
Koth that bordered on the pastoral lands of Shem, Stygia with its shadow-guarded tombs, Hyrkania 
whose riders wore steel and silk and gold. But the proudest kingdom of the world was Aquilonia, 
reigning supreme in the dreaming west. Hither came Conan, the Cimmerian, black-haired, sullen-eyed, 
sword in hand, a thief, a reaver, a slayer, with gigantic melancholies and gigantic mirth, to tread the 
jeweled thrones of the Earth under his sandaled feet.’ 


THE NEMEDIAN CHRONICLES 


Over suanowy spmes ano Zleaming towers lay the ghostly darkness and silence that runs 
before dawn. Into a dim alley, one of a veritable labyrinth of mysterious winding 
ways, four masked figures came hurriedly from a door which a dusky hand 
furtively opened. They spoke not but went swiftly into the gloom, cloaks 
wrapped closely about them; as silently as the ghosts of murdered men they 
disappeared in the darkness. Behind them a sardonic countenance was framed in 
the partly opened door; a pair of evil eyes glittered malevolently in the gloom. 

‘Go into the night, creatures of the night,’ a voice mocked. ‘Oh, fools, your 
doom hounds your heels like a blind dog, and you know it not.’ 

The speaker closed the door and bolted it, then turned and went up the corridor, 
candle in hand. He was a somber giant, whose dusky skin revealed his Stygian 
blood. He came into an inner chamber, where a tall, lean man in worn velvet 
lounged like a great lazy cat on a silken couch, sipping wine from a huge golden 
goblet. 

‘Well, Ascalante,’ said the Stygian, setting down the candle, ‘your dupes have 
slunk into the streets like rats from their burrows. You work with strange tools.’ 

‘Tools?’ replied Ascalante. ‘Why, they consider me that. For months now, ever 
since the Rebel Four summoned me from the southern desert, I have been living 
in the very heart of my enemies, hiding by day in this obscure house, skulking 
through dark alleys and darker corridors at night. And I have accomplished what 
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those rebellious nobles could not. Working through them, and through other 
agents, many of whom have never seen my face, I have honeycombed the 
empire with sedition and unrest. In short I, working in the shadows, have paved 
the downfall of the king who sits throned in the sun. By Mitra, I was a statesman 
before I was an outlaw.’ 

‘And these dupes who deem themselves your masters?’ 

‘They will continue to think that I serve them, until our present task is 
completed. Who are they to match wits with Ascalante? Volmana, the dwarfish 
count of Karaban; Gromel, the giant commander of the Black Legion; Dion, the 
fat baron of Attalus; Rinaldo, the hare-brained minstrel. I am the force which has 
welded together the steel in each, and by the clay in each, I will crush them when 
the time comes. But that lies in the future; tonight the king dies.’ 

‘Days ago I saw the imperial squadrons ride from the city,’ said the Stygian. 

“They rode to the frontier which the heathen Picts assail — thanks to the strong 
liquor which I’ve smuggled over the borders to madden them. Dion’s great 
wealth made that possible. And Volmana made it possible to dispose of the rest 
of the imperial troops which remained in the city. Through his princely kin in 
Nemedia, it was easy to persuade King Numa to request the presence of Count 
Trocero of Poitain, seneschal of Aquilonia; and of course, to do him honor, he’Il 
be accompanied by an imperial escort, as well as his own troops, and Prospero, 
King Conan’s right-hand man. That leaves only the king’s personal bodyguard in 
the city — besides the Black Legion. Through Gromel I’ve corrupted a 
spendthrift officer of that guard, and bribed him to lead his men away from the 
king’s door at midnight. 

‘Then, with sixteen desperate rogues of mine, we enter the palace by a secret 
tunnel. After the deed is done, even if the people do not rise to welcome us, 
Gromel’s Black Legion will be sufficient to hold the city and the crown.’ 

‘And Dion thinks that crown will be given to him?’ 

“Yes. The fat fool claims it by reason of a trace of royal blood. Conan makes a 
bad mistake in letting men live who still boast descent from the old dynasty, 
from which he tore the crown of Aquilonia. 

“Volmana wishes to be reinstated in royal favor as he was under the old 
regime, so that he may lift his poverty-ridden estates to their former grandeur. 
Gromel hates Pallantides, commander of the Black Dragons, and desires the 
command of the whole army, with all the stubbornness of the Bossonian. Alone 
of us all, Rinaldo has no personal ambition. He sees in Conan a red-handed, 
rough-footed barbarian who came out of the north to plunder a civilized land. He 
idealizes the king whom Conan killed to get the crown, remembering only that 
he occasionally patronized the arts, and forgetting the evils of his reign, and he is 
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making the people forget. Already they openly sing The Lament for the King in 
which Rinaldo lauds the sainted villain and denounces Conan as “that black- 
hearted savage from the abyss.” Conan laughs, but the people snarl.’ 

“Why does he hate Conan?’ 

‘Poets always hate those in power. To them perfection is always just behind the 
last corner, or beyond the next. They escape the present in dreams of the past 
and future. Rinaldo is a flaming torch of idealism, rising, as he thinks, to 
overthrow a tyrant and liberate the people. As for me — well, a few months ago I 
had lost all ambition but to raid the caravans for the rest of my life; now old 
dreams stir. Conan will die; Dion will mount the throne. Then he, too, will die. 
One by one, all who oppose me will die — by fire, or steel, or those deadly wines 
you know so well how to brew. Ascalante, king of Aquilonia! How like you the 
sound of it?’ 

The Stygian shrugged his broad shoulders. 

“There was a time,’ he said with unconcealed bitterness, ‘when I, too, had my 
ambitions, beside which yours seem tawdry and childish. To what a state I have 
fallen! My old-time peers and rivals would stare indeed could they see Thoth- 
Amon of the Ring serving as the slave of an outlander, and an outlaw at that; and 
aiding in the petty ambitions of barons and kings!’ 

“You laid your trust in magic and mummery,’ answered Ascalante carelessly. 
‘T trust my wits and my sword.’ 

‘Wits and swords are as straws againt the wisdom of the Darkness,’ growled 
the Stygian, his dark eyes flickering with menacing lights and shadows. ‘Had I 
not lost the Ring, our positions might be reversed.’ 

‘Nevertheless,’ answered the outlaw impatiently, ‘you wear the stripes of my 
whip on your back, and are likely to continue to wear them.’ 

‘Be not so sure!’ the fiendish hatred of the Stygian glittered for an instant redly 
in his eyes. ‘Some day, somehow, I will find the Ring again, and when I do, by 
the serpent-fangs of Set, you shall pay—’ 

The hot-tempered Aquilonian started up and struck him heavily across the 
mouth. Thoth reeled back, blood starting from his lips. 

“You grow over-bold, dog,’ growled the outlaw. ‘Have a care; I am still your 
master who knows your dark secret. Go upon the housetops and shout that 
Ascalante is in the city plotting against the king — if you dare.’ 

‘I dare not,’ muttered the Stygian, wiping the blood from his lips. 

‘No, you do not dare,’ Ascalante grinned bleakly. ‘For if I die by your stealth 
or treachery, a hermit priest in the southern desert will know of it, and will break 
the seal of a manuscript I left in his hands. And having read, a word will be 
whispered in Stygia, and a wind will creep up from the south by midnight. And 
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where will you hide your head, Thoth-Amon?’ 

The slave shuddered and his dusky face went ashen. 

‘Enough!’ Ascalante changed his tone peremptorily. ‘I have work for you. I do 
not trust Dion. I bade him ride to his country estate and remain there until the 
work tonight is done. The fat fool could never conceal his nervousness before 
the king today. Ride after him, and if you do not overtake him on the road, 
proceed to his estate and remain with him until we send for him. Don’t let him 
out of your sight. He is mazed with fear, and might bolt — might even rush to 
Conan in a panic, and reveal the whole plot, hoping thus to save his own hide. 
Go!’ 

The slave bowed, hiding the hate in his eyes, and did as he was bidden. 
Ascalante turned again to his wine. Over the jeweled spires was rising a dawn 
crimson as blood. 


When I was a fighting-man, the kettle-drums they beat; 
The people scattered gold-dust before my horse’s feet; 
But now I am a great king, the people hound my track 
With poison in my wine-cup, and daggers at my back. 


THE ROAD OF KINGS 


The room was large and ornate, with rich tapestries on the polished panelled 
walls, deep rugs on the ivory floor, and with the lofty ceiling adorned with 
intricate carvings and silver scrollwork. Behind an ivory, gold-inlaid writing- 
table sat a man whose broad shoulders and sun-browned skin seemed out of 
place among those luxuriant surroundings. He seemed more a part of the sun and 
winds and high places of the outlands. His slightest movement spoke of steel- 
spring muscles knit to a keen brain with the co-ordination of a born fighting- 
man. There was nothing deliberate or measured about his actions. Either he was 
perfectly at rest — still as a bronze statue — or else he was in motion, not with the 
jerky quickness of over-tense nerves, but with a catlike speed that blurred the 
sight which tried to follow him. 

His garments were of rich fabric, but simply made. He wore no ring or 
ornaments, and his square-cut black mane was confined merely by a cloth-of- 
silver band about his head. 

Now he laid down the golden stylus with which he had been laboriously 
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scrawling on waxed papyrus, rested his chin on his fist, and fixed his smoldering 
blue eyes enviously on the man who stood before him. This person was occupied 
in his own affairs at the moment, for he was taking up the laces of his gold- 
chased armor, and abstractedly whistling — a rather unconventional performance, 
considering that he was in the presence of a king. 

‘Prospero,’ said the man at the table, ‘these matters of statecraft weary me as 
all the fighting I have done never did.’ 

‘All part of the game, Conan,’ answered the dark-eyed Poitanian. ‘You are 
king — you must play the part.’ 

‘I wish I might ride with you to Nemedia,’ said Conan enviously. ‘It seems 
ages since I had a horse between my knees — but Publius says that affairs in the 
city require my presence. Curse him! 

“When I overthrew the old dynasty,’ he continued, speaking with the easy 
familiarity which existed only between the Poitanian and himself, ‘it was easy 
enough, though it seemed bitter hard at the time. Looking back now over the 
wild path I followed, all those days of toil, intrigue, slaughter and tribulation 
seem like a dream. 

‘I did not dream far enough, Prospero. When King Namedides lay dead at my 
feet and I tore the crown from his gory head and set it on my own, I had reached 
the ultimate border of my dreams. I had prepared myself to take the crown, not 
to hold it. In the old free days all I wanted was a sharp sword and a straight path 
to my enemies. Now no paths are straight and my sword is useless. 

“When I overthrew Namedides, then I was the Liberator — now they spit at my 
shadow. They have put a statue of that swine in the temple of Mitra, and people 
go and wail before it, hailing it as the holy effigy of a saintly monarch who was 
done to death by a red-handed barbarian. When I led her armies to victory as a 
mercenary, Aquilonia overlooked the fact that I was a foreigner, but now she can 
not forgive me. 

‘Now in Mitra’s temple there come to burn incense to Namedides’ memory, 
men whom his hangmen maimed and blinded, men whose sons died in his 
dungeons, whose wives and daughters were dragged into his seraglio. The fickle 
fools!’ 

‘Rinaldo is largely responsible,’ answered Prospero, drawing up his sword-belt 
another notch. ‘He sings songs that make men mad. Hang him in his jester’s garb 
to the highest tower in the city. Let him make rimes for the vultures.’ 

Conan shook his lion head. ‘No, Prospero, he’s beyond my reach. A great poet 
is greater than any king. His songs are mightier than my scepter; for he has near 
ripped the heart from my breast when he chose to sing for me. I shall die and be 
forgotten, but Rinaldo’s songs will live for ever. 
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‘No, Prospero,’ the king continued, a somber look of doubt shadowing his 
eyes, ‘there is something hidden, some undercurrent of which we are not aware. 
I sense it as in my youth I sensed the tiger hidden in the tall grass. There is a 
nameless unrest throughout the kingdom. I am like a hunter who crouches by his 
small fire amid the forest, and hears stealthy feet padding in the darkness, and 
almost sees the glimmer of burning eyes. If I could but come to grips with 
something tangible, that I could cleave with my sword! I tell you, it’s not by 
chance that the Picts have of late so fiercely assailed the frontiers, so that the 
Bossonians have called for aid to beat them back. I should have ridden with the 
troops.’ 

‘Publius feared a plot to trap and slay you beyond the frontier,’ replied 
Prospero, smoothing his silken surcoat over his shining mail, and admiring his 
tall lithe figure in a silver mirror. ‘That’s why he urged you to remain in the city. 
These doubts are born of your barbarian instincts. Let the people snarl! The 
mercenaries are ours, and the Black Dragons, and every rogue in Poitain swears 
by you. Your only danger is assassination, and that’s impossible, with men of the 
imperial troops guarding you day and night. What are you working at there?’ 

‘A map,’ Conan answered with pride. ‘The maps of the court show well the 
countries of south, east and west, but in the north they are vague and faulty. I am 
adding the northern lands myself. Here is Cimmeria, where I was born. And—’ 

‘Asgard and Vanaheim,’ Prospero scanned the map. ‘By Mitra, I had almost 
believed those countries to have been fabulous.’ 

Conan grinned savagely, involuntarily touching the scars on his dark face. 
“You had known otherwise, had you spent your youth on the northern frontiers 
of Cimmeria! Asgard lies to the north, and Vanaheim to the northwest of 
Cimmeria, and there is continual war along the borders.’ 

“What manner of men are these northern folk?’ asked Prospero. 

“Tall and fair and blue-eyed. Their god is Ymir, the frost-giant, and each tribe 
has its own king. They are wayward and fierce. They fight all day and drink ale 
and roar their wild songs all night.’ 

“Then I think you are like them,’ laughed Prospero. ‘You laugh greatly, drink 
deep and bellow good songs; though I never saw another Cimmerian who drank 
aught but water, or who ever laughed, or ever sang save to chant dismal dirges.’ 

‘Perhaps it’s the land they live in,’ answered the king. ‘A gloomier land never 
was — all of hills, darkly wooded, under skies nearly always gray, with winds 
moaning drearily down the valleys.’ 

‘Little wonder men grow moody there,’ quoth Prospero with a shrug of his 
shoulders, thinking of the smiling sun-washed plains and blue lazy rivers of 
Poitain, Aquilonia’s southernmost province. 
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“They have no hope here or hereafter,’ answered Conan. “Their gods are Crom 
and his dark race, who rule over a sunless place of everlasting mist, which is the 
world of the dead. Mitra! The ways of the A‘sir were more to my liking.’ 

‘Well,’ grinned Prospero, ‘the dark hills of Cimmeria are far behind you. And 
now I go. I’ll quaff a goblet of white Nemedian wine for you at Numa’s court.’ 

‘Good,’ grunted the king, ‘but kiss Numa’s dancing-girls for yourself only, lest 
you involve the states!’ 

His gusty laughter followed Prospero out of the chamber. 


Under the caverned pyramids great Set coils asleep; 

Among the shadows of the tombs his dusky people creep. 

I speak the Word from the hidden gulfs that never knew the sun— 
Send me a servant for my hate, oh scaled and shining One! 


The sun was setting, etching the green and hazy blue of the forest in brief gold. 
The waning beams glinted on the thick golden chain which Dion of Attalus 
twisted continually in his pudgy hand as he sat in the flaming riot of blossoms 
and flower-trees which was his garden. He shifted his fat body on his marble 
seat and glanced furtively about, as if in quest of a lurking enemy. He sat within 
a circular grove of slender trees, whose interlapping branches cast a thick shade 
over him. Near at hand a fountain tinkled silverly, and other unseen fountains in 
various parts of the great garden whispered an everlasting symphony. 

Dion was alone except for the great dusky figure which lounged on a marble 
bench close at hand, watching the baron with deep somber eyes. Dion gave little 
thought to Thoth-Amon. He vaguely knew that he was a slave in whom 
Ascalante reposed much trust, but like so many rich men, Dion paid scant heed 
to men below his own station in life. 

“You need not be so nervous,’ said Thoth. ‘The plot can not fail.’ 

‘Ascalante can make mistakes as well as another,’ snapped Dion, sweating at 
the mere thought of failure. 

‘Not he,’ grinned the Stygian savagely, ‘else I had not been his slave, but his 
master.’ 

“What talk is this?’ peevishly returned Dion, with only half a mind on the 
conversation. 

Thoth-Amon’s eyes narrowed. For all his iron self-control, he was near 


5664 XRN 


bursting with long pent-up shame, hate and rage, ready to take any sort of a 
desperate chance. What he did not reckon on was the fact that Dion saw him, not 
as a human being with a brain and a wit, but simply a slave, and as such, a 
creature beneath notice. 

‘Listen to me,’ said Thoth. ‘You will be king. But you little know the mind of 
Ascalante. You can not trust him, once Conan is slain. I can help you. If you will 
protect me when you come to power, I will aid you. 

‘Listen, my lord. I was a great sorcerer in the south. Men spoke of Thoth- 
Amon as they spoke of Rammon. King Ctesphon of Stygia gave me great honor, 
casting down the magicians from the high places to exalt me above them. They 
hated me, but they feared me, for I controlled beings from outside which came at 
my call and did my bidding. By Set, mine enemy knew not the hour when he 
might awake at midnight to feel the taloned fingers of a nameless horror at his 
throat! I did dark and terrible magic with the Serpent Ring of Set, which I found 
in a nighted tomb a league beneath the earth, forgotten before the first man 
crawled out of the slimy sea. 

‘But a thief stole the Ring and my power was broken. The magicians rose up to 
slay me, and I fled. Disguised as a camel-driver, I was traveling in a caravan in 
the land of Koth, when Ascalante’s reavers fell upon us. All in the caravan were 
slain except myself; I saved my life by revealing my identity to Ascalante and 
swearing to serve him. Bitter has been that bondage! 

“To hold me fast, he wrote of me in a manuscript, and sealed it and gave it into 
the hands of a hermit who dwells on the southern borders of Koth. I dare not 
strike a dagger into him while he sleeps, or betray him to his enemies, for then 
the hermit would open the manuscript and read — thus Ascalante instructed him. 
And he would speak a word in Stygia—’ 

Again Thoth shuddered and an ashen hue tinged his dusky skin. 

‘Men knew me not in Aquilonia,’ he said. ‘But should my enemies in Stygia 
learn my whereabouts, not the width of half a world between us would suffice to 
save me from such a doom as would blast the soul of a bronze statue. Only a 
king with castles and hosts of swordsmen could protect me. So I have told you 
my secret, and urge that you make a pact with me. I can aid you with my 
wisdom, and you can protect me. And some day I will find the Ring—’ 

‘Ring? Ring?’ Thoth had underestimated the man’s utter egoism. Dion had not 
even been listening to the slave’s words, so completely engrossed was he in his 
own thoughts, but the final word stirred a ripple in his self-centeredness. 

‘Ring?’ he repeated. ‘That makes me remember — my ring of good fortune. I 
had it from a Shemitish thief who swore he stole it from a wizard far to the 
south, and that it would bring me luck. I paid him enough, Mitra knows. By the 
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gods, I need all the luck I can have, what with Volmana and Ascalante dragging 
me into their bloody plots — I’Il see to the ring.’ 

Thoth sprang up, blood mounting darkly to his face, while his eyes flamed with 
the stunned fury of a man who suddenly realizes the full depths of a fool’s 
swinish stupidity. Dion never heeded him. Lifting a secret lid in the marble seat, 
he fumbled for a moment among a heap of gewgaws of various kinds — barbaric 
charms, bits of bones, pieces of tawdry jewelry — luck-pieces and conjures which 
the man’s superstitious nature had prompted him to collect. 

‘Ah, here it is!’ He triumphantly lifted a ring of curious make. It was of a metal 
like copper, and was made in the form of a scaled serpent, coiled in three loops, 
with its tail in its mouth. Its eyes were yellow gems which glittered balefully. 
Thoth-Amon cried out as if he had been struck, and Dion wheeled and gaped, his 
face suddenly bloodless. The slave’s eyes were blazing, his mouth wide, his 
huge dusky hands outstretched like talons. 

‘The Ring! By Set! The Ring!’ he shrieked. ‘My Ring — stolen from me—’ 

Steel glittered in the Stygian’s hand and with a heave of his great dusky 
shoulders he drove the dagger into the baron’s fat body. Dion’s high thin squeal 
broke in a strangled gurgle and his whole flabby frame collapsed like melted 
butter. A fool to the end, he died in mad terror, not knowing why. Flinging aside 
the crumpled corpse, already forgetful of it, Thoth grasped the ring in both 
hands, his dark eyes blazing with a fearful avidness. 

‘My Ring!’ he whispered in terrible exultation. ‘My power!’ 

How long he crouched over the baleful thing, motionless as a statue, drinking 
the evil aura of it into his dark soul, not even the Stygian knew. When he shook 
himself from his revery and drew back his mind from the nighted abysses where 
it had been questing, the moon was rising, casting long shadows across the 
smooth marble back of the garden-seat, at the foot of which sprawled the darker 
shadow which had been the lord of Attalus. 

‘No more, Ascalante, no more!’ whispered the Stygian, and his eyes burned 
red as a vampire’s in the gloom. Stooping, he cupped a handful of congealing 
blood from the sluggish pool in which his victim sprawled, and rubbed it in the 
copper serpent’s eyes until the yellow sparks were covered by a crimson mask. 

‘Blind your eyes, mystic serpent,’ he chanted in a blood-freezing whisper. 
‘Blind your eyes to the moonlight and open them on darker gulfs! What do you 
see, oh serpent of Set. Whom do you call from the gulfs of the Night. Whose 
shadow falls on the waning Light? Call him to me, oh serpent of Set!’ 

Stroking the scales with a peculiar circular motion of his fingers a motion 
which always carried the fingers back to their starting place, his voice sank still 
lower as he whispered dark names and grisly incantations forgotten the world 
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over save in the grim hinterlands of dark Stygia, where monstrous shapes move 
in the dusk of the tombs. 

There was a movement in the air about him, such a swirl as is made in water 
when some creature rises to the surface. A nameless, freezing wind blew on him 
briefly, as if from an opened Door. Thoth felt a presence at his back, but he did 
not look about. He kept his eyes fixed on the moonlit space of marble, on which 
a tenuous shadow hovered. As he continued his whispered incantations, this 
shadow grew in size and clarity, until it stood out distinct and horrific. Its outline 
was not unlike that of a gigantic baboon, but no such baboon ever walked the 
earth, not even in Stygia. Still Thoth did not look, but drawing from his girdle a 
sandal of his master — always carried in the dim hope that he might be able to put 
it to such use — he cast it behind him. 

‘Know it well, slave of the Ring!’ he exclaimed. ‘Find him who wore it and 
destroy him! Look into his eyes and blast his soul, before you tear out his throat! 
Kill him! Aye,’ in a blind burst of passion, ‘and all with him!’ 

Etched on the moonlit wall Thoth saw the horror lower its misshapen head and 
take the scent like some hideous hound. Then the grisly head was thrown back 
and the thing wheeled and was gone like a wind through the trees. The Stygian 
flung up his arms in maddened exultation, and his teeth and eyes gleamed in the 
moonlight. 

A soldier on guard without the walls yelled in startled horror as a great loping 
black shadow with flaming eyes cleared the wall and swept by him with a 
swirling rush of wind. But it was gone so swiftly that the bewildered warrior was 
left wondering whether it had been a dream or a hallucination. 


When the world was young and men were weak, and the fiends of the night walked free, 
I strove with Set by fire and steel and the juice of the upas-tree; 

Now that I sleep in the mount’s black heart, and the ages take their toll, 

Forget ye him who fought with the Snake to save the human soul? 


Alone in the great sleeping-chamber with its high golden dome King Conan 
slumbered and dreamed. Through swirling gray mists he heard a curious call, 
faint and far, and though he did not understand it, it seemed not within his power 
to ignore it. Sword in hand he went through the gray mist, as a man might walk 
through clouds, and the voice grew more distinct as he proceeded until he 
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understood the word it spoke — it was his own name that was being called across 
the gulfs of Space or Time. 

Now the mists grew lighter and he saw that he was in a great dark corridor that 
seemed to be cut in solid black stone. It was unlighted, but by some magic he 
could see plainly. The floor, ceiling and walls were highly polished and gleamed 
dully, and they were carved with the figures of ancient heroes and half-forgotten 
gods. He shuddered to see the vast shadowy outlines of the Nameless Old Ones, 
and he knew somehow that mortal feet had not traversed the corridor for 
centuries. 

He came upon a wide stair carved in the solid rock, and the sides of the shaft 
were adorned with esoteric symbols so ancient and horrific that King Conan’s 
skin crawled. The steps were carven each with the abhorrent figure of the Old 
Serpent, Set, so that at each step he planted his heel on the head of the Snake, as 
it was intended from old times. But he was none the less at ease for all that. 

But the voice called him on, and at last, in darkness that would have been 
impenetrable to his material eyes, he came into a strange crypt, and saw a vague 
white-bearded figure sitting on a tomb. Conan’s hair rose up and he grasped his 
sword, but the figure spoke in sepulchral tones. 

‘Oh man, do you know me?’ 

‘Not I, by Crom!’ swore the king. 

‘Man,’ said the ancient, ‘I am Epemitreus.’ 

‘But Epemitreus the Sage has been dead for fifteen hundred years!’ stammered 
Conan. 

‘Harken!’ spoke the other commandingly. ‘As a pebble cast into a dark lake 
sends ripples to the further shores, happenings in the Unseen World have broken 
like waves on my slumber. I have marked you well, Conan of Cimmeria, and the 
stamp of mighty happenings and great deeds is upon you. But dooms are loose in 
the land, against which your sword can not aid you.’ 

“You speak in riddles,’ said Conan uneasily. ‘Let me see my foe and I’ll cleave 
his skull to the teeth.’ 

‘Loose your barbarian fury against your foes of flesh and blood,’ answered the 
ancient. ‘It is not against men I must shield you. There are dark worlds barely 
guessed by man, wherein formless monsters stalk — fiends which may be drawn 
from the Outer Voids to take material shape and rend and devour at the bidding 
of evil magicians. There is a serpent in your house, oh king — an adder in your 
kingdom, come up from Stygia, with the dark wisdom of the shadows in his 
murky soul. As a sleeping man dreams of the serpent which crawls near him, I 
have felt the foul presence of Set’s neophyte. He is drunk with terrible power, 
and the blows he strikes at his enemy may well bring down the kingdom. I have 


5668 XRN 


called you to me, to give you a weapon against him and his hell-hound pack.’ 

‘But why?’ bewilderedly asked Conan. ‘Men say you sleep in the black heart 
of Golamira, whence you send forth your ghost on unseen wings to aid 
Aquilonia in times of need, but I— I am an outlander and a barbarian.’ 

‘Peace!’ the ghostly tones reverberated through the great shadowy cavern. 
“Your destiny is one with Aquilonia. Gigantic happenings are forming in the 
web and the womb of Fate, and a blood-mad sorcerer shall not stand in the path 
of imperial destiny. Ages ago Set coiled about the world like a python about its 
prey. All my life, which was as the lives of three common men, I fought him. I 
drove him into the shadows of the mysterious south, but in dark Stygia men still 
worship him who to us is the arch-demon. As I fought Set, I fight his 
worshippers and his votaries and his acolytes. Hold out your sword.’ 

Wondering, Conan did so, and on the great blade, close to the heavy silver 
guard, the ancient traced with a bony finger a strange symbol that glowed like 
white fire in the shadows. And on the instant crypt, tomb and ancient vanished, 
and Conan, bewildered, sprang from his couch in the great golden-domed 
chamber. And as he stood, bewildered at the strangeness of his dream, he 
realized that he was gripping his sword in his hand. And his hair prickled at the 
nape of his neck, for on the broad blade was carven a symbol — the outline of a 
phoenix. And he remembered that on the tomb in the crypt he had seen what he 
had thought to be a similar figure, carven of stone. Now he wondered if it had 
been but a stone figure, and his skin crawled at the strangeness of it all. 

Then as he stood, a stealthy sound in the corridor outside brought him to life, 
and without stopping to investigate, he began to don his armor; again he was the 
barbarian, suspicious and alert as a gray wolf at bay. 


What do I know of cultured ways, the gilt, the craft and the lie? 

I, who was born in a naked land and bred in the open sky. 

The subtle tongue, the sophist guile, they fail when the broadswords sing; 
Rush in and die, dogs — I was a man before I was a king. 


THE ROAD OF KINGS 


Through the silence which shrouded the corridor of the royal palace stole twenty 
furtive figures. Their stealthy feet, bare or cased in soft leather, made no sound 
either on thick carpet or bare marble tile. The torches which stood in niches 
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along the halls gleamed red on dagger, sword and keen-edged ax. 

‘Easy all!’ hissed Ascalante. ‘Stop that cursed loud breathing, whoever it is! 
The officer of the night-guard has removed most of the sentries from these halls 
and made the rest drunk, but we must be careful, just the same. Back! Here 
comes the guard!’ 

They crowded back behind a cluster of carven pillars, and almost immediately 
ten giants in black armor swung by at a measured pace. Their faces showed 
doubt as they glanced at the officer who was leading them away from their post 
of duty. This officer was rather pale; as the guard passed the hiding-places of the 
conspirators, he was seen to wipe the sweat from his brow with a shaky hand. He 
was young, and this betrayal of a king did not come easy to him. He mentally 
cursed the vain-glorious extravagance which had put him in debt to the money- 
lenders and made him a pawn of scheming politicians. 

The guardsmen clanked by and disappeared up the corridor. 

‘Good!’ grinned Ascalante. ‘Conan sleeps unguarded. Haste! If they catch us 
killing him, we’re undone — but few men will espouse the cause of a dead king.’ 

“Aye, haste!’ cried Rinaldo, his blue eyes matching the gleam of the sword he 
swung above his head. ‘My blade is thirsty! I hear the gathering of the vultures! 
On!’ 

They hurried down the corridor with reckless speed and stopped before a 
gilded door which bore the royal dragon symbol of Aquilonia. 

‘Gromel!’ snapped Ascalante. ‘Break me this door open!’ 

The giant drew a deep breath and launched his mighty frame against the 
panels, which groaned and bent at the impact. Again he crouched and plunged. 
With a snapping of bolts and a rending crash of wood, the door splintered and 
burst inward. 

‘In!’ roared Ascalante, on fire with the spirit of the deed. 

‘In!’ yelled Rinaldo. ‘Death to the tyrant!’ 

They stopped short. Conan faced them, not a naked man roused mazed and 
unarmed out of a deep sleep to be butchered like a sheep, but a barbarian wide- 
awake and at bay, partly armored, and with his long sword in his hand. 

For an instant the tableau held — the four rebel noblemen in the broken door, 
and the horde of wild hairy faces crowding behind them — all held momentarily 
frozen by the sight of the blazing-eyed giant standing sword in hand in the 
middle of the candle-lighted chamber. In that instant Ascalante beheld, on a 
small table near the royal couch, the silver scepter and the slender gold circlet 
which was the crown of Aquilonia, and the sight maddened him with desire. 

‘In rogues!’ yelled the outlaw. ‘He is one to twenty and he has no helmet!’ 

True; there had been lack of time to don the heavy plumed casque, or to lace in 


5670 XRN 


place the side-plates of the cuirass, nor was there now time to snatch the great 
shield from the wall. Still, Conan was better protected than any of his foes 
except Volmana and Gromel, who were in full armor. 

The king glared, puzzled as to their identity. Ascalante he did not know; he 
could not see through the closed vizors of the armored conspirators, and Rinaldo 
had pulled his slouch cap down above his eyes. But there was no time for 
surmise. With a yell that rang to the roof, the killers flooded into the room, 
Gromel first. He came like a charging bull, head down, sword low for the 
disembowelling thrust. Conan sprang to meet him, and all his tigerish strength 
went into the arm that swung the sword. In a whistling arc the great blade 
flashed through the air and crashed on the Bossonian’s helmet. Blade and casque 
shivered together and Gromel rolled lifeless on the floor. Conan bounded back, 
still gripping the broken hilt. 

‘Gromel!’ he spat, his eyes blazing in amazement, as the shattered helmet 
disclosed the shattered head; then the rest of the pack were upon him. A dagger 
point raked along his ribs between breastplate and backplate, a sword-edge 
flashed before his eyes. He flung aside the dagger-wielder with his left arm, and 
smashed his broken hilt like a cestus into the swordsman’s temple. The man’s 
brains spattered in his face. 

‘Watch the door, five of you!’ screamed Ascalante, dancing about the edge of 
the singing steel whirlpool, for he feared that Conan might smash through their 
midst and escape. The rogues drew back momentarily, as their leader seized 
several and thrust them toward the single door, and in that brief respite Conan 
leaped to the wall and tore therefrom an ancient battle-ax which, untouched by 
time, had hung there for half a century. 

With his back to the wall he faced the closing ring for a flashing instant, then 
leaped into the thick of them. He was no defensive fighter; even in the teeth of 
overwhelming odds he always carried the war to the enemy. Any other man 
would have already died there, and Conan himself did not hope to survive, but 
he did ferociously wish to inflict as much damage as he could before he fell. His 
barbaric soul was ablaze, and the chants of old heroes were singing in his ears. 

As he sprang from the wall his ax dropped an outlaw with a severed shoulder, 
and the terrible back-hand return crushed the skull of another. Swords whined 
venomously about him, but death passed him by breathless margins. The 
Cimmerian moved in a blur of blinding speed. He was like a tiger among 
baboons as he leaped, side-stepped and spun, offering an ever-moving target, 
while his ax wove a shining wheel of death about him. 

For a brief space the assassins crowded him fiercely, raining blows blindly and 
hampered by their own numbers; then they gave back suddenly — two corpses on 
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the floor gave mute evidence of the king’s fury, though Conan himself was 
bleeding from wounds on arm, neck and legs. 

‘Knaves!’ screamed Rinaldo, dashing off his feathered cap, his wild eyes 
glaring. ‘Do ye shrink from the combat? Shall the despot live? Out on it!’ 

He rushed in, hacking madly, but Conan, recognizing him, shattered his sword 
with a short terrific chop and with a powerful push of his open hand sent him 
reeling to the floor. The king took Ascalante’s point in his left arm, and the 
outlaw barely saved his life by ducking and springing backward from the 
swinging ax. Again the wolves swirled in and Conan’s ax sang and crushed. A 
hairy rascal stooped beneath its stroke and dived at the king’s legs, but after 
wrestling for a brief instant at what seemed a solid iron tower, glanced up in time 
to see the ax falling, but not in time to avoid it. In the interim one of his 
comrades lifted a broadsword with both hands and hewed through the king’s left 
shoulder-plate, wounding the shoulder beneath. In an instant Conan’s cuirass 
was full of blood. 

Volmana, flinging the attackers right and left in his savage impatience, came 
plowing through and hacked murderously at Conan’s unprotected head. The king 
ducked deeply and the sword shaved off a lock of his black hair as it whistled 
above him. Conan pivoted on his heel and struck in from the side. The ax 
crunched through the steel cuirass and Volmana crumpled with his whole left 
side caved in. 

“Volmana!’ gasped Conan breathlessly. ‘I'll know that dwarf in Hell—’ 

He straightened to meet the maddened rush of Rinaldo, who charged in wild 
and wide open, armed only with a dagger. Conan leaped back, lifting his ax. 

‘Rinaldo!’ his voice was strident with desperate urgency. ‘Back! I would not 
slay you—’ 

‘Die, tyrant!’ screamed the mad minstrel, hurling himself headlong on the king. 
Conan delayed the blow he was loth to deliver, until it was too late. Only when 
he felt the bite of the steel in his unprotected side did he strike, in a frenzy of 
blind desperation. 

Rinaldo dropped with his skull shattered, and Conan reeled back against the 
wall, blood spurting from between the fingers which gripped his wound. 

‘In, now, and slay him!’ yelled Ascalante. 

Conan put his back against the wall and lifted his ax. He stood like an image of 
the unconquerable primordial — legs braced far apart, head thrust forward, one 
hand clutching the wall for support, the other gripping the ax on high, with the 
great corded muscles standing out in iron ridges, and his features frozen in a 
death snarl of fury — his eyes blazing terriby through the mist of blood which 
veiled them. The men faltered — wild, criminal and dissolute though they were, 


5672 XRN 


yet they came of a breed men called civilized, with a civilized background; here 
was the barbarian — the natural killer. They shrank back — the dying tiger could 
still deal death. 

Conan sensed their uncertainty and grinned mirthlessly and ferociously. 

“Who dies first?’ he mumbled through smashed and bloody lips. 

Ascalante leaped like a wolf, halted almost in midair with incredible quickness 
and fell prostrate to avoid the death which was hissing toward him. He 
frantically whirled his feet out of the way and rolled clear as Conan recovered 
from his missed blow and struck again. This time the ax sank inches deep into 
the polished floor close to Ascalante’s revolving legs. 

Another misguided desperado chose this instant to charge, followed half- 
heartedly by his fellows. He intended killing Conan before the Cimmerian could 
wrench his ax from the floor, but his judgment was faulty. The red ax lurched up 
and crashed down and a crimson caricature of a man catapulted back against the 
legs of the attackers. 

At that instant a fearful scream burst from the rogues at the door as a black 
misshapen shadow fell across the wall. All but Ascalante wheeled at the cry, and 
then, howling like dogs, they burst blindly through the door in a raving, 
blaspheming mob, and scattered through the corridors in screaming flight. 

Ascalante did not look toward the door; he had eyes only for the wounded 
king. He supposed the noise of the fray had at last roused the palace, and that the 
loyal guards were upon him, though even in that moment it seemed strange that 
his hardened rogues should scream so terribly in their flight. Conan did not look 
toward the door because he was watching the outlaw with the burning eyes of a 
dying wolf. In this extremity Ascalante’s cynical philosophy did not desert him. 

‘All seems to be lost, particularly honor,’ he murmured. ‘However, the king is 
dying on his feet — and—’ Whatever other cogitation might have passed through 
his mind is not to be known; for, leaving the sentence uncompleted, he ran 
lightly at Conan just as the Cimmerian was perforce employing his ax-arm to 
wipe the blood from his blind eyes. 

But even as he began his charge, there was a strange rushing in the air anda 
heavy weight struck terrifically between his shoulders. He was dashed headlong 
and great talons sank agonizingly in his flesh. Writhing desperately beneath his 
attacker, he twisted his head about and stared into the face of Nightmare and 
lunacy. Upon him crouched a great black thing which he knew was born in no 
sane or human world. Its slavering black fangs were near his throat and the glare 
of its yellow eyes shriveled his limbs as a killing wind shrivels young corn. 

The hideousness of its face transcended mere bestiality. It might have been the 
face of an ancient, evil mummy, quickened with demoniac life. In those 
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abhorrent features the outlaw’s dilated eyes seemed to see, like a shadow in the 
madness that enveloped him, a faint and terrible resemblance to the slave Thoth- 
Amon. Then Ascalante’s cynical and all-sufficient philosophy deserted him, and 
with a ghastly cry he gave up the ghost before those slavering fangs touched 
him. 

Conan, shaking the blood-drops from his eyes, stared frozen. At first he 
thought it was a great black hound which stood above Ascalante’s distorted 
body; then as his sight cleared he saw that it was neither a hound nor a baboon. 

With a cry that was like an echo of Ascalante’s death-shriek, he reeled away 
from the wall and met the leaping horror with a cast of his ax that had behind it 
all the desperate power of his electrified nerves. The flying weapon glanced 
singing from the slanting skull it should have crushed, and the king was hurled 
halfway across the chamber by the impact of the giant body. 

The slavering jaws closed on the arm Conan flung up to guard his throat, but 
the monster made no effort to secure a death-grip. Over his mangled arm it 
glared fiendishly into the king’s eyes, in which there began to be mirrored a 
likeness of the horror which stared from the dead eyes of Ascalante. Conan felt 
his soul shrivel and begin to be drawn out of his body, to drown in the yellow 
wells of cosmic horror which glimmered spectrally in the formless chaos that 
was growing about him and engulfing all life and sanity. Those eyes grew and 
became gigantic, and in them the Cimmerian glimpsed the reality of all the 
abysmal and blasphemous horrors that lurk in the outer darkness of formless 
voids and nighted gulfs. He opened his bloody lips to shriek his hate and 
loathing, but only a dry rattle burst from his throat. 

But the horror that paralysed and destroyed Ascalante roused in the Cimmerian 
a frenzied fury akin to madness. With a volcanic wrench of his whole body he 
plunged backward, heedless of the agony of his torn arm, dragging the monster 
bodily with him. And his out-flung hand struck something his dazed fighting- 
brain recognized as the hilt of his broken sword. Instinctively he gripped it and 
struck with all the power of nerve and thew, as a man stabs with a dagger. The 
broken blade sank deep and Conan’s arm was released as the abhorrent mouth 
gaped as in agony. The king was hurled violently aside, and lifting himself on 
one hand he saw, as one mazed, the terrible convulsions of the monster from 
which thick blood was gushing through the great wound his broken blade had 
torn. And as he watched, its struggles ceased and it lay jerking spasmodically, 
Staring upward with its grisly dead eyes. Conan blinked and shook the blood 
from his own eyes; it seemed to him that the thing was melting and 
disintegrating into a slimy unstable mass. 

Then a medley of voices reached his ears, and the room was thronged with the 
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finally roused people of the court — knights, peers, ladies, men-at-arms, 
councillors — all babbling and shouting and getting in one another’s way. The 
Black Dragons were on hand, wild with rage, swearing and ruffling, with their 
hands on their hilts and foreign oaths in their teeth. Of the young officer of the 
door-guard nothing was seen, nor was he found then or later, though earnestly 
sought after. 

‘Gromel! Volmana! Rinaldo!’ exclaimed Publius, the high councillor, wringing 
his fat hands among the corpses. ‘Black treachery! Some one shall dance for 
this! Call the guard.’ 

‘The guard is here, you old fool!’ cavalierly snapped Pallantides, commander 
of the Black Dragons, forgetting Publius’ rank in the stress of the moment. ‘Best 
stop your caterwauling and aid us to bind the king’s wounds. He’s like to bleed 
to death.’ 

“Yes, yes!’ cried Publius, who was a man of plans rather than action. ‘We must 
bind his wounds. Send for every leech of the court! Oh, my lord, what a black 
shame on the city! Are you entirely slain?’ 

‘Wine!’ gasped the king from the couch where they had lain him. They put a 
goblet to his bloody lips and he drank like a man half dead of thirst. 

‘Good!’ he grunted, falling back. ‘Slaying is cursed dry work.’ 

They had staunched the flow of blood, and the innate vitality of the barbarian 
was asserting itself. 

‘See first to the dagger-wound in my side,’ he bade the court physicians. 
‘Rinaldo wrote me a deathly song there, and keen was the stylus.’ 

“We should have hanged him long ago,’ gibbered Publius. ‘No good can come 
of poets — who is this?’ 

He nervously touched Ascalante’s body with his sandalled toe. 

‘By Mitra!’ ejaculated the commander. ‘It is Ascalante, once count of Thune! 
What devil’s work brought him up from his desert haunts?’ 

‘But why does he stare so?’ whispered Publius, drawing away, his own eyes 
wide and a peculiar prickling among the short hairs at the back of his fat neck. 
The others fell silent as they gazed at the dead outlaw. 

‘Had you seen what he and I saw,’ growled the king, sitting up despite the 
protests of the leeches, ‘you had not wondered. Blast your own gaze by looking 
at—’ He stopped short, his mouth gaping, his finger pointing fruitlessly. Where 
the monster had died, only the bare floor met his eyes. 

‘Crom!’ he swore. “The thing’s melted back into the foulness which bore it!’ 

‘The king is delirious,’ whispered a noble. Conan heard and swore, with 
barbaric oaths. 

‘By Badb, Morrigan, Macha and Nemain!’ he concluded wrathfully. ‘I am 
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sane! It was like a cross between a Stygian mummy and a baboon. It came 
through the door, and Ascalante’s rogues fled before it. It slew Ascalante, who 
was about to run me through. Then it came upon me and I slew it — how I know 
not, for my ax glanced from it as from a rock. But I think that the Sage 
Epemitreus had a hand in it—’ 

‘Hark how he names Epemitreus, dead for fifteen hundred years!” they 
whispered to each other. 

‘By Ymir!’ thundered the king. ‘This night I talked with Epemitreus! He called 
to me in my dreams, and I walked down a black stone corridor carved with old 
gods, to a stone stair on the steps of which were the outlines of Set, until I came 
to a crypt, and a tomb with a phoenix carved on it—’ 

‘In Mitra’s name, lord king, be silent!’ It was the high-priest of Mitra who 
cried out, and his countenance was ashen. 

Conan threw up his head like a lion tossing back its mane, and his voice was 
thick with the growl of the angry lion. 

‘Am I slave, to shut my mouth at your command?’ 

‘Nay, nay, my lord!’ The high-priest was trembling, but not through fear of the 
royal wrath. ‘I meant no offense.’ He bent his head close to the king and spoke 
in a whisper that carried only to Conan’s ears. 

‘My lord, this is a matter beyond human understanding. Only the inner circle 
of the priestcraft know of the black stone corridor carved in the black heart of 
Mount Golamira, by unknown hands, or of the phoenix-guarded tomb where 
Epemitreus was laid to rest fifteen hundred years ago. And since that time no 
living man has entered it, for his chosen priests, after placing the Sage in the 
crypt, blocked up the outer entrance of the corridor so that no man could find it, 
and today not even the high-priests know where it is. Only by word of mouth, 
handed down by the high-priests to the chosen few, and jealously guarded, does 
the inner circle of Mitra’s acolytes know of the resting-place of Epemitreus in 
the black heart of Golamira. It is one of the Mysteries, on which Mitra’s cult 
stands.’ 

‘I can not say by what magic Epemitreus brought me to him,’ answered Conan. 
‘But I talked with him, and he made a mark on my sword. Why that mark made 
it deadly to demons, or what magic lay behind the mark, I know not; but though 
the blade broke on Gromel’s helmet, yet the fragment was long enough to kill 
the horror.’ 

‘Let me see your sword,’ whispered the high-priest from a throat gone 
suddenly dry. 

Conan held out the broken weapon and the high-priest cried out and fell to his 
knees. 
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‘Mitra guard us against the powers of darkness!’ he gasped. ‘The king has 
indeed talked with Epemitreus this night! And there on the sword — it is the 
secret sign none might make but him — the emblem of the immortal phoenix 
which broods for ever over his tomb! A candle, quick! Look again at the spot 
where the king said the goblin died!’ 

It lay in the shade of a broken screen. They threw the screen aside and bathed 
the floor in a flood of candle-light. And a shuddering silence fell over the people 
as they looked. Then some fell on their knees calling on Mitra, and some fled 
screaming from the chamber. 

There on the floor where the monster had died, there lay, like a tangible 
shadow, a broad dark stain that could not be washed out; the thing had left its 
outline clearly etched in its blood, and that outline was of no being of a sane and 
normal world. Grim and horrific it brooded there, like the shadow cast by one of 
the apish gods that squat on the shadowy altars of dim temples in the dark land 
of Stygia. 
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THE SCARLET CITADEL 


They trapped the Lion on Shamu’s plain; 
They weighted his limbs with an iron chain; 
They cried aloud in the trumpet-blast, 

They cried, ‘The Lion is caged at last!’ 
Woe to the cities of river and plain 

If ever the Lion stalks again! 


OLD BALLAD 


Tueroarorme Battle had died away; the shout of victory mingled with the cries of the 
dying. Like gay-hued leaves after an autumn storm, the fallen littered the plain; 
the sinking sun shimmered on burnished helmets, gilt-worked mail, silver 
breastplates, broken swords, and the heavy regal folds of silken standards, 
overthrown in pools of curdling crimson. In silent heaps lay war-horses and their 
steel-clad riders, flowing manes and blowing plumes stained alike in the red tide. 
About them and among them, like the drift of a storm, were strewn slashed and 
trampled bodies in steel caps and leather jerkins — archers and pikemen. 

The oliphants sounded a fanfare of triumph all over the plain, and the hoofs of 
the victors crunched in the breasts of the vanquished as all the straggling, shining 
lines converged inward like the spokes of a glittering wheel, to the spot where 
the last survivor still waged unequal strife. 

That day Conan, king of Aquilonia, had seen the pick of his chivalry cut to 
pieces, smashed and hammered to bits, and swept into eternity. With five 
thousand knights he had crossed the southeastern border of Aquilonia and ridden 
into the grassy meadowlands of Ophir, to find his former ally, King Amalrus of 
Ophir, drawn up against him with the hosts of Strabonus, king of Koth. Too late 
he had seen the trap. All that a man might do he had done with his five thousand 
cavalrymen against the thirty thousand knights, archers and spearmen of the 
conspirators. 

Without bowmen or infantry, he had hurled his armored horsemen against the 
oncoming host, had seen the knights of his foes in their shining mail go down 
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before his lances, had torn the opposing center to bits, driving the riven ranks 
headlong before him, only to find himself caught in a vise as the untouched 
wings closed in. Strabonus’ Shemitish bowmen had wrought havoc among his 
knights, feathering them with shafts that found every crevice in their armor, 
shooting down the horses, the Kothian pikemen rushing in to spear the fallen 
riders. The mailed lancers of the routed center had re-formed, reinforced by the 
riders from the wings, and had charged again and again, sweeping the field by 
sheer weight of numbers. 

The Aquilonians had not fled; they had died on the field, and of the five 
thousand knights who had followed Conan southward, not one left the plain of 
Shamu alive. And now the king himself stood at bay among the slashed bodies 
of his house-troops, his back against a heap of dead horses and men. Ophirean 
knights in gilded mail leaped their horses over mounds of corpses to slash at the 
solitary figure; squat Shemites with blue-black beards, and dark-faced Kothian 
knights ringed him on foot. The clangor of steel rose deafeningly; the 
blackmailed figure of the western king loomed among his swarming foes, 
dealing blows like a butcher wielding a great cleaver. Riderless horses raced 
down the field; about his iron-clad feet grew a ring of mangled corpses. His 
attackers drew back from his desperate savagery, panting and livid. 

Now through the yelling, cursing lines rode the lords of the conquerors — 
Strabonus, with his broad dark face and crafty eyes; Amalrus, slender, fastidious, 
treacherous, dangerous as a cobra; and the lean vulture Tsotha-lanti, clad only in 
silken robes, his great black eyes glittering from a face that was like that of a 
bird of prey. Of this Kothian wizard dark tales were told; tousle-headed women 
in northern and western villages frightened children with his name, and 
rebellious slaves were brought to abased submission quicker than by the lash, 
with the threat of being sold to him. Men said that he had a whole library of dark 
works bound in skin flayed from living human victims, and that in nameless pits 
below the hill whereon his palace sat, he trafficked with the powers of darkness, 
trading screaming girl slaves for unholy secrets. He was the real ruler of Koth. 

Now he grinned bleakly as the kings reined back a safe distance from the grim 
iron-clad figure looming among the dead. Before the savage blue eyes blazing 
murderously from beneath the crested, dented helmet, the boldest shrank. 
Conan’s dark scarred face was darker yet with passion; his black armor was 
hacked to tatters and splashed with blood; his great sword red to the cross-piece. 
In this stress all the veneer of civilization had faded; it was a barbarian who 
faced his conquerors. Conan was a Cimmerian by birth, one of those fierce 
moody hillmen who dwelt in their gloomy, cloudy land in the north. His saga, 
which had led him to the throne of Aquilonia, was the basis of a whole cycle of 
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hero-tales. 

So now the kings kept their distance, and Strabonus called on his Shemitish 
archers to loose their arrows at his foe from a distance; his captains had fallen 
like ripe grain before the Cimmerian’s broadsword, and Strabonus, penurious of 
his knights as of his coins, was frothing with fury. But Tsotha shook his head. 

“Take him alive.’ 

‘Easy to say!’ snarled Strabonus, uneasy lest in some way the blackmailed 
giant might hew a path to them through the spears. ‘Who can take a man-eating 
tiger alive? By Ishtar, his heel is on the necks of my finest swordsmen! It took 
seven years and stacks of gold to train each, and there they lie, so much kite’s 
meat. Arrows, I say!’ 

‘Again, nay!’ snapped Tsotha, swinging down from his horse. He laughed 
coldly. ‘Have you not learned by this time that my brain is mightier than my 
sword?’ 

He passed through the lines of the pikemen, and the giants in their steel caps 
and mail brigandines shrank back fearfully, lest they so much as touch the skirts 
of his robe. Nor were the plumed knights slower in making room for him. He 
stepped over the corpses and came face to face with the grim king. The hosts 
watched in tense silence, holding their breath. The black-armored figure loomed 
in terrible menace over the lean, silk-robed shape, the notched, dripping sword 
hovering on high. 

‘I offer you life, Conan,’ said Tsotha, a cruel mirth bubbling at the back of his 
voice. 

‘I give you death, wizard,’ snarled the king, and backed by iron muscles and 
ferocious hate the great sword swung in a stroke meant to shear Tsotha’s lean 
torso in half. But even as the host cried out, the wizard stepped in, too quick for 
the eye to follow, and apparently merely laid an open hand on Conan’s left 
forearm, from the rigid muscles of which the mail had been hacked away. The 
whistling blade veered from its arc and the mailed giant crashed heavily to earth, 
to lie motionless. Tsotha laughed silently. 

“Take him up and fear not; the lion’s fangs are drawn.’ 

The kings reined in and gazed in awe at the fallen lion. Conan lay stiffly, like a 
dead man, but his eyes glared up at them, wide open, and blazing with helpless 
fury. 

“What have you done to him?’ asked Amalrus uneasily. 

Tsotha displayed a broad ring of curious design on his finger. He pressed his 
fingers together and on the inner side of the ring a tiny steel fang darted out like 
a snake’s tongue. 

‘It is steeped in the juice of the purple lotus which grows in the ghost-haunted 


5680 XRN 


swamps of southern Stygia,’ said the magician. ‘Its touch produces temporary 
paralysis. Put him in chains and lay him in a chariot. The sun sets and it is time 
we were on the road for Khorshemish.’ 

Strabonus turned to his general Arbanus. 

‘We return to Khorshemish with the wounded. Only a troop of the royal 
cavalry will accompany us. Your orders are to march at dawn to the Aquilonian 
border, and invest the city of Shamar. The Ophireans will supply you with food 
along the march. We will rejoin you as soon as possible, with reinforcements.’ 

So the host, with its steel-sheathed knights, its pikemen and archers and camp- 
servants, went into camp in the meadowlands near the battlefield. And through 
the starry night the two kings and the sorcerer who was greater than any king 
rode to the capital of Strabonus, in the midst of the glittering palace troop, and 
accompanied by a long line of chariots, loaded with the wounded. In one of these 
chariots lay Conan, king of Aquilonia, weighted with chains, the tang of defeat 
in his mouth, the blind fury of a trapped tiger in his soul. 

The poison which had frozen his mighty limbs to helplessness had not 
paralysed his brain. As the chariot in which he lay rumbled over the 
meadowlands, his mind revolved maddeningly about his defeat. Amalrus had 
sent an emissary imploring aid against Strabonus, who, he said, was ravaging his 
western domain, which lay like a tapering wedge between the border of 
Aquilonia and the vast southern kingdom of Koth. He asked only a thousand 
horsemen and the presence of Conan, to hearten his demoralized subjects. Conan 
now blasphemed mentally. In his generosity he had come with five times the 
number the treacherous monarch had asked. In good faith he had ridden into 
Ophir, and had been confronted by the supposed rivals allied against him. It 
spoke significantly of his prowess that they had brought up a whole host to trap 
him and his five thousand. 

A red cloud veiled his vision; his veins swelled with fury and in his temples a 
pulse throbbed maddeningly. In all his life he had never known greater and more 
helpless wrath. In swift-moving scenes the pageant of his life passed fleetingly 
before his mental eye — a panorama wherein moved shadowy figures which were 
himself, in many guises and conditions — a skin-clad barbarian; a mercenary 
swordsman in horned helmet and scale-mail corselet; a corsair in a dragon- 
prowed galley that trailed a crimson wake of blood and pillage along southern 
coasts; a captain of hosts in burnished steel, on a rearing black charger; a king on 
a golden throne with the lion banner flowing above, and throngs of gay-hued 
courtiers and ladies on their knees. But always the jouncing and rumbling of the 
chariot brought his thoughts back to revolve with maddening monotony about 
the treachery of Amalrus and the sorcery of Tsotha. The veins nearly burst in his 
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temples and the cries of the wounded in the chariots filled him with ferocious 
satisfaction. 

Before midnight they crossed the Ophirean border and at dawn the spires of 
Khorshemish stood up gleaming and rose-tinted on the southeastern horizon, the 
slim towers overawed by the grim scarlet citadel that at a distance was like a 
splash of bright blood in the sky. That was the castle of Tsotha. Only one narrow 
street, paved with marble and guarded by heavy iron gates, led up to it, where it 
crowned the hill dominating the city. The sides of that hill were too sheer to be 
climbed elsewhere. From the walls of the citadel one could look down on the 
broad white streets of the city, on minaretted mosques, shops, temples, 
mansions, and markets. One could look down, too, on the palaces of the king, set 
in broad gardens, high-walled, luxurious riots of fruit trees and blossoms, 
through which artificial streams murmured, and silvery fountains rippled 
incessantly. Over all brooded the citadel, like a condor stooping above its prey, 
intent on its own dark meditations. 

The mighty gates between the huge towers of the outer wall clanged open, and 
the king rode into his capital between lines of glittering spearmen, while fifty 
trumpets pealed salute. But no throngs swarmed the white-paved streets to fling 
roses before the conqueror’s hoofs. Strabonus had raced ahead of news of the 
battle, and the people, just rousing to the occupations of the day, gaped to see 
their king returning with a small retinue, and were in doubt as to whether it 
portended victory or defeat. 

Conan, life sluggishly moving in his veins again, craned his neck from the 
chariot floor to view the wonders of this city which men called the Queen of the 
South. He had thought to ride some day through these golden-chased gates at the 
head of his steel-clad squadrons, with the great lion banner flowing over his 
helmeted head. Instead he entered in chains, stripped of his armor, and thrown 
like a captive slave on the bronze floor of his conqueror’s chariot. A wayward 
devilish mirth of mockery rose above his fury, but to the nervous soldiers who 
drove the chariot his laughter sounded like the muttering of a rousing lion. 


Gleaming shell of an outworn lie; fable of Right divine— 

You gained your crowns by heritage, but Blood was the price of mine. 
The throne that I won by blood and sweat, by Crom, I will not sell 
For promise of valleys filled with gold, or threat of the Halls of Hell! 
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THE ROAD OF KINGS 


In the citadel, in a chamber with a domed ceiling of carven jet, and the fretted 
arches of doorways glimmering with strange dark jewels, a strange conclave 
came to pass. Conan of Aquilonia, blood from un-bandaged wounds caking his 
huge limbs, faced his captors. On either side of him stood a dozen black giants, 
grasping their long-shafted axes. In front of him stood Tsotha, and on divans 
lounged Strabonus and Amalrus in their silks and gold, gleaming with jewels, 
naked slave-boys beside them pouring wine into cups carved of a single 
sapphire. In strong contrast stood Conan, grim, blood-stained, naked but for a 
loin-cloth, shackles on his mighty limbs, his blue eyes blazing beneath the 
tangled black mane that fell over his low broad forehead. He dominated the 
scene, turning to tinsel the pomp of the conquerors by the sheer vitality of his 
elemental personality, and the kings in their pride and splendor were aware of it 
each in his secret heart, and were not at ease. Only Tsotha was not disturbed. 

‘Our desires are quickly spoken, king of Aquilonia,’ said Tsotha. ‘It is our wish 
to extend our empire.’ 

‘And so you want to swine my kingdom,’ rasped Conan. 

‘What are you but an adventurer, seizing a crown to which you had no more 
claim than any other wandering barbarian?’ parried Amalrus. ‘We are prepared 
to offer you suitable compensation—’ 

‘Compensation?’ It was a gust of deep laughter from Conan’s mighty chest. 
“The price of infamy and treachery! I am a barbarian, so I shall sell my kingdom 
and its people for life and your filthy gold? Ha! How did you come to your 
crown, you and that black-faced pig beside you? Your fathers did the fighting 
and the suffering, and handed their crowns to you on golden platters. What you 
inherited without lifting a finger — except to poison a few brothers — I fought for. 

“You sit on satin and guzzle wine the people sweat for, and talk of divine rights 
of sovereignty — bah! I climbed out of the abyss of naked barbarism to the throne 
and in that climb I spilt my blood as freely as I spilt that of others. If either of us 
has the right to rule men, by Crom, it is I! How have you proved yourself my 
superior? 

‘I found Aquilonia in the grip of a pig like you — one who traced his genealogy 
for a thousand years. The land was torn with the wars of the barons, and the 
people cried out under suppression and taxation. Today no Aquilonian noble 
dares maltreat the humblest of my subjects, and the taxes of the people are 
lighter than anywhere else in the world. 

‘What of you? Your brother, Amalrus, holds the eastern half of your kingdom 
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and defies you. And you, Strabonus, your soldiers are even now besieging 
castles of a dozen or more rebellious barons. The people of both your kingdoms 
are crushed into the earth by tyrannous taxes and levies. And you would loot 
mine — ha! Free my hands and I’ ll varnish this floor with your brains!’ 

Tsotha grinned bleakly to see the rage of his kingly companions. 

‘All this, truthful though it be, is beside the point. Our plans are no concern of 
yours. Your responsibility is at an end when you sign this parchment, which is 
an abdication in favor of Prince Arpello of Pellia. We will give you arms and 
horse, and five thousand golden lunas, and escort you to the eastern frontiers.’ 

‘Setting me adrift where I was when I rode into Aquilonia to take service in her 
armies, except with the added burden of a traitor’s name!’ Conan’s laugh was 
like the deep short bark of a timber wolf. ‘Arpello, eh? I’ve had suspicions of 
that butcher of Pellia. Can you not even steal and pillage frankly and honestly, 
but you must have an excuse, however thin? Arpello claims a trace of royal 
blood; so you use him as an excuse for theft, and a satrap to rule through! I’ Il see 
you in hell first.’ 

‘You’re a fool!’ exclaimed Amalrus. ‘You are in our hands, and we can take 
both crown and life at our pleasure!’ 

Conan’s answer was neither kingly nor dignified, but characteristically 
instinctive in the man, whose barbaric nature had never been submerged in his 
adopted culture. He spat full in Amalrus’ eyes. The king of Ophir leaped up with 
a scream of outraged fury, groping for his slender sword. Drawing it, he rushed 
at the Cimmerian, but Tsotha intervened. 

‘Wait, your majesty; this man is my prisoner.’ 

‘Aside, wizard!’ shrieked Amalrus, maddened by the glare in the Cimmerian’s 
blue eyes. 

‘Back, I say!’ roared Tsotha, roused to awesome wrath. His lean hand came 
from his sleeve and cast a shower of dust into the Ophirean’s contorted face. 
Amalrus cried out and staggered back, clutching at his eyes, the sword falling 
from his hand. He dropped limply on the divan, while the Kothian guards looked 
on stolidly and King Strabonus hurriedly gulped another goblet of wine, holding 
it with hands that trembled. Amalrus lowered his hands and shook his head 
violently, intelligence slowly sifting back into his gray eyes. 

‘I went blind,’ he growled. ‘What did you do to me, wizard?’ 

‘Merely a gesture to convince you who was the real master,’ snapped Tsotha, 
the mask of his formal pretense dropped, revealing the naked evil personality of 
the man. ‘Strabonus has learned his lesson — let you learn yours. It was but a dust 
I found in a Stygian tomb which I flung into your eyes — if I brush out their sight 
again, I will leave you to grope in darkness for the rest of your life.’ 
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Amalrus shrugged his shoulders, smiled whimsically and reached for a goblet, 
dissembling his fear and fury. A polished diplomat, he was quick to regain his 
poise. Tsotha turned to Conan, who had stood imperturbably during the episode. 
At the wizard’s gesture, the blacks laid hold of their prisoner and marched him 
behind Tsotha, who led the way out of the chamber through an arched doorway 
into a winding corridor, whose floor was of many-hued mosaics, whose walls 
were inlaid with gold tissue and silver chasing, and from whose fretted arched 
ceiling swung golden censers, filling the corridor with dreamy perfumed clouds. 
They turned down a smaller corridor, done in jet and black jade, gloomy and 
awful, which ended at a brass door, over whose arch a human skull grinned 
horrifically. At this door stood a fat repellent figure, dangling a bunch of keys — 
Tsotha’s chief eunuch, Shukeli, of whom grisly tales were whispered — a man 
with whom a bestial lust for torture took the place of normal human passions. 

The brass door let onto a narrow Stair that seemed to wind down into the very 
bowels of the hill on which the citadel stood. Down these stairs went the band, to 
halt at last at an iron door, the strength of which seemed unnecessary. Evidently 
it did not open on outer air, yet it was built as if to withstand the battering of 
mangonels and rams. Shukeli opened it, and as he swung back the ponderous 
portal, Conan noted the evident uneasiness among the black giants who guarded 
him; nor did Shukeli seem altogether devoid of nervousness as he peered into the 
darkness beyond. Inside the great door there was a second barrier, composed of 
great steel bars. It was fastened by an ingenious bolt which had no lock and 
could be worked only from the outside; this bolt shot back, the grille slid into the 
wall. They passed through, into a broad corridor, the floor, walls and arched 
ceiling of which seemed to be cut out of solid stone. Conan knew he was far 
underground, even below the hill itself. The darkness pressed in on the 
guardsmen’s torches like a sentient, animate thing. 

They made the king fast to a ring in the stone wall. Above his head in a niche 
in the wall they placed a torch, so that he stood in a dim semicircle of light. The 
blacks were anxious to be gone; they muttered among themselves, and cast 
fearful glances at the darkness. Tsotha motioned them out, and they filed through 
the door in stumbling haste, as if fearing the darkness might take tangible form 
and spring upon their backs. Tsotha turned toward Conan, and the king noticed 
uneasily that the wizard’s eyes shone in the semi-darkness, and that his teeth 
much resembled the fangs of a wolf, gleaming whitely in the shadows. 

‘And so, farewell, barbarian,’ mocked the sorcerer. ‘I must ride to Shamar, and 
the siege. In ten days I will be in your palace in Tamar, with my warriors. What 
word from you shall I say to your women, before I flay their dainty skins for 
scrolls whereon to chronicle the triumphs of Tsotha-lanti?’ 
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Conan answered with a searing Cimmerian curse that would have burst the 
very eardrums of an ordinary man, and Tsotha laughed thinly and withdrew. 
Conan had a glimpse of his vulture-like figure through the thick-set bars, as he 
slid home the grate; then the heavy outer door clanged, and silence fell like a 
pall. 


The Lion strode through the halls of Hell; 
Across his path grim shadows fell 

Of many a mowing, nameless shape— 
Monsters with dripping jaws agape. 

The darkness shuddered with scream and yell 
When the Lion stalked through the halls of Hell. 


OLD BALLAD 


King Conan tested the ring in the wall and the chain that bound him. His limbs 
were free, but he knew that his shackles were beyond even his iron strength. The 
links of the chain were as thick as his thumb and were fastened to a band of steel 
about his waist, a band broad as his hand and half an inch thick. The sheer 
weight of his shackles would have slain a lesser man with exhaustion. The locks 
that held band and chain were massive affairs that a sledge-hammer could hardly 
have dinted. As for the ring, evidently it went clear through the wall and was 
clinched on the other side. 

Conan cursed and panic surged through him as he glared into the darkness that 
pressed against the half-circle of light. All the superstitious dread of the 
barbarian slept in his soul, untouched by civilized logic. His primitive 
imagination peopled the subterranean darkness with grisly shapes. Besides, his 
reason told him that he had not been placed there merely for confinement. His 
captors had no reason to spare him. He had been placed in these pits for a 
definite doom. He cursed himself for his refusal of their offer, even while his 
stubborn manhood revolted at the thought, and he knew that were he taken forth 
and given another chance, his reply would be the same. He would not sell his 
subjects to the butcher. And yet it had been with no thought of any one’s gain 
but his own that he had seized the kingdom originally. Thus subtly does the 
instinct of sovereign responsibility enter even a _ red-handed plunderer 
sometimes. 
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Conan thought of Tsotha’s last abominable threat, and groaned in sick fury, 
knowing it was no idle boast. Men and women were to the wizard no more than 
the writhing insect is to the scientist. Soft white hands that had caressed him, red 
lips that had been pressed to his, dainty white bosoms that had quivered to his 
hot fierce kisses, to be stripped of their delicate skin, white as ivory and pink as 
young petals — from Conan’s lips burst a yell so frightful and inhuman in its mad 
fury that a listener would have started in horror to know that it came from a 
human throat. 

The shuddering echoes made him start and brought back his own situation 
vividly to the king. He glared fearsomely at the outer gloom, and thought of all 
the grisly tales he had heard of Tsotha’s necromantic cruelty, and it was with an 
icy sensation down his spine that he realized that these must be the very Halls of 
Horror named in shuddering legendry, the tunnels and dungeons wherein Tsotha 
performed horrible experiments with beings human, bestial, and, it was 
whispered, demoniac, tampering blasphemously with the naked basic elements 
of life itself. Rumor said that the mad poet Rinaldo had visited these pits, and 
been shown horrors by the wizard, and that the nameless monstrosities of which 
he hinted in his awful poem, The Song of the Pit, were no mere fantasies of a 
disordered brain. That brain had crashed to dust beneath Conan’s battle-ax on 
the night the king had fought for his life with the assassins the mad rimer had led 
into the betrayed palace, but the shuddersome words of that grisly song still rang 
in the king’s ears as he stood there in his chains. 

Even with the thought the Cimmerian was frozen by a soft rustling sound, 
blood-freezing in its implication. He tensed in an attitude of listening, painful in 
its intensity. An icy hand stroked his spine. It was the unmistakable sound of 
pliant scales slithering softly over stone. Cold sweat beaded his skin, as beyond 
the ring of dim light he saw a vague and colossal form, awful even in its 
indistinctness. It reared upright, swaying slightly, and yellow eyes burned icily 
on him from the shadows. Slowly a huge, hideous, wedge-shaped head took 
form before his dilated eyes, and from the darkness oozed, in flowing scaly coils, 
the ultimate horror of reptilian development. 

It was a snake that dwarfed all Conan’s previous ideas of snakes. Eighty feet it 
stretched from its pointed tail to its triangular head, which was bigger than that 
of a horse. In the dim light its scales glistened coldly, white as hoar-frost. Surely 
this reptile was one born and grown in darkness, yet its eyes were full of evil and 
sure sight. It looped its titan coils in front of the captive, and the great head on 
the arching neck swayed a matter of inches from his face. Its forked tongue 
almost brushed his lips as it darted in and out, and its fetid odor made his senses 
reel with nausea. The great yellow eyes burned into his, and Conan gave back 
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the glare of a trapped wolf. He fought frenziedly against the mad impulse to 
grasp the great arching neck in his tearing hands. Strong beyond the 
comprehension of civilized man, he had broken the neck of a python in a 
fiendish battle on the Stygian coast, in his corsair days. But this reptile was 
venomous; he saw the great fangs, a foot long, curved like scimitars. From them 
dripped a colorless liquid that he instinctively knew was death. He might 
conceivably crush that wedge-shaped skull with a desperate clenched fist, but he 
knew that at his first hint of movement, the monster would strike like lightning. 

It was not because of any logical reasoning process that Conan remained 
motionless, since reason might have told him — since he was doomed anyway — 
to goad the snake into striking and get it over with; it was the blind black instinct 
of self-preservation that held him rigid as a statue blasted out of iron. Now the 
great barrel reared up and the head was poised high above his own, as the 
monster investigated the torch. A drop of venom fell on his naked thigh, and the 
feel of it was like a white-hot dagger driven into his flesh. Red jets of agony shot 
through Conan’s brain, yet he held himself immovable; not by the twitching of a 
muscle or the flicker of any eyelash did he betray the pain of the hurt that left a 
scar he bore to the day of his death. 

The serpent swayed over him, as if seeking to ascertain whether there were in 
truth life in this figure which stood so death-like still. Then suddenly, 
unexpectedly, the outer door, all but invisible in the shadows, clanged stridently. 
The serpent, suspicious as all its kind, whipped about with a quickness incredible 
for its bulk, and vanished with a long-drawn slithering down the corridor. The 
door swung open and remained open. The grille was withdrawn and a huge dark 
figure was framed in the glow of torches outside. The figure glided in, pulling 
the grille partly to behind it, leaving the bolt poised. As it moved into the light of 
the torch over Conan’s head, the king saw that it was a gigantic black man, stark 
naked, bearing in one hand a huge sword and in the other a bunch of keys. The 
black spoke in a sea-coast dialect, and Conan replied; he had learned the jargon 
while a corsair on the coasts of Kush. 

‘Long have I wished to meet you, Amra,’ the black gave Conan the name by 
which the Cimmerian had been known to the Kushites in his piratical days — 
Amra, the Lion. The slave’s woolly skull split in an animal-like grin, showing 
white tusks, but his eyes glinted redly in the torchlight. ‘I have dared much for 
this meeting. Look! The keys to your chains! I stole them from Shukeli. What 
will you give me for them?’ 

He dangled the keys in front of Conan’s eyes. 

‘Ten thousand golden lunas,’ answered the king quickly, new hope surging 
fiercely in his breast. 
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‘Not enough!’ cried the black, a ferocious exultation shining on his ebon 
countenance. ‘Not enough for the risks I take. Tsotha’s pets might come out of 
the dark and eat me, and if Shukeli finds out I stole his keys, he’ ll hang me up by 
my— well, what will you give me?’ 

‘Fifteen thousand lunas and a palace in Poitain,’ offered the king. 

The black yelled and stamped in a frenzy of barbaric gratification. 

‘More!’ he cried. ‘Offer me more! What will you give me?’ 

“You black dog!’ a red mist of fury swept across Conan’s eyes. ‘Were I free I’d 
give you a broken back! Did Shukeli send you here to mock me?’ 

‘Shukeli knows nothing of my coming, white man,’ answered the black, 
craning his thick neck to peer into Conan’s savage eyes. ‘I know you from of 
old, since the days when I was a chief among a free people, before the Stygians 
took me and sold me into the north. Do you not remember the sack of Abombi, 
when your sea-wolves swarmed in? Before the palace of King Ajaga you slew a 
chief and a chief fled from you. It was my brother who died; it was I who fled. I 
demand of you a blood-price, Amra!’ 

‘Free me and I’Il pay you your weight in gold pieces,’ growled Conan. 

The red eyes glittered, the white teeth flashed wolfishly in the torchlight. 

‘Aye, you white dog, you are like all your race; but to a black man gold can 
never pay for blood. The price I ask is — your head!’ 

The word was a maniacal shriek that sent the echoes shivering. Conan tensed, 
unconsciously straining against his shackles in his abhorrence of dying like a 
sheep; then he was frozen by a great horror. Over the black’s shoulder he saw a 
vague horrific form swaying in the darkness. 

‘Tsotha will never know!’ laughed the black fiendishly, too engrossed in his 
gloating triumph to take heed of anything else, too drunk with hate to know that 
Death swayed behind his shoulder. ‘He will not come into the vaults until the 
demons have torn your bones from their chains. I will have your head, Amra!’ 

He braced his knotted legs like ebon columns and swung up the massive sword 
in both hands, his great black muscles rolling and cracking in the torchlight. And 
at that instant the titanic shadow behind him darted down and out, and the 
wedge-shaped head smote with an impact that re-echoed down the tunnels. Not a 
sound came from the thick blubbery lips that flew wide in fleeting agony. With 
the thud of the stroke, Conan saw the life go out of the wide black eyes with the 
suddenness of a candle blown out. The blow knocked the great black body clear 
across the corridor, and horribly the gigantic sinuous shape whipped around it in 
glistening coils that hid it from view, and the snap and splintering of bones came 
plainly to Conan’s ears. Then something made his heart leap madly. The sword 
and the keys had flown from the black’s hands to crash and jangle on the stone — 
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and the keys lay almost at the king’s feet. 

He tried to bend to them, but the chain was too short; almost suffocated by the 
mad pounding of his heart, he slipped one foot from its sandal, and gripped them 
with his toes; drawing his foot up, he grasped them fiercely, barely stifling the 
yell of ferocious exultation that rose instinctively to his lips. 

An instant’s fumbling with the huge locks and he was free. He caught up the 
fallen sword and glared about. Only empty darkness met his eyes, into which the 
serpent had dragged a mangled, tattered object that only faintly resembled a 
human body. Conan turned to the open door. A few quick strides brought him to 
the threshold — a squeal of high-pitched laughter shrilled through the vaults, and 
the grille shot home under his very fingers, the bolt crashed down. Through the 
bars peered a face like a fiendishly mocking carven gargoyle — Shukeli the 
eunuch, who had followed his stolen keys. Surely he did not, in his gloating, see 
the sword in the prisoner’s hand. With a terrible curse Conan struck as a cobra 
strikes; the great blade hissed between the bars and Shukeli’s laughter broke in a 
death-scream. The fat eunuch bent at the middle, as if bowing to his killer, and 
crumpled like tallow, his pudgy hands clutching vainly at his spilling entrails. 

Conan snarled in satisfaction; but he was still a prisoner. His keys were futile 
against the bolt which could be worked only from the outside. His experienced 
touch told him the bars were hard as the sword; an attempt to hew his way to 
freedom would only splinter his one weapon. Yet he found dents on those 
adamantine bars, like the marks of incredible fangs, and wondered with an 
involuntary shudder what nameless monsters had assailed the barriers so terribly. 
Regardless, there was but one thing for him to do, and that was to seek some 
other outlet. Taking the torch from the niche, he set off down the corridor, sword 
in hand. He saw no sign of the serpent or its victim, only a great smear of blood 
on the stone floor. 

Darkness stalked on noiseless feet about him, scarcely driven back by his 
flickering torch. On either hand he saw dark openings, but he kept to the main 
corridor, watching the floor ahead of him carefully, lest he fall into some pit. 
And suddenly he heard the sound of a woman, weeping piteously. Another of 
Tsotha’s victims, he thought, cursing the wizard anew, and turning aside, 
followed the sound down a smaller tunnel, dank and damp. 

The weeping grew nearer as he advanced and lifting his torch, he made out a 
vague shape in the shadows. Stepping closer, he halted in sudden horror at the 
anthropomorphic bulk which sprawled before him. Its unstable outlines 
somewhat suggested an octopus, but its malformed tentacles were too short for 
its size, and its substance was a quaking, jelly-like stuff which made him 
physically sick to look at. From among this loathsome gelid mass reared up a 
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frog-like head, and he was frozen with nauseated horror to realize that the sound 
of weeping was coming from those obscene blubbery lips. The noise changed to 
an abominable high-pitched tittering as the great unstable eyes of the 
monstrosity rested on him, and it hitched its quaking bulk toward him. He 
backed away and fled up the tunnel, not trusting his sword. The creature might 
be composed of terrestrial matter, but it shook his very soul to look upon it, and 
he doubted the power of man-made weapons to harm it. For a short distance he 
heard it flopping and floundering after him, screaming with horrible laughter. 
The unmistakably human note in its mirth almost staggered his reason. It was 
exactly such laughter as he had heard bubble obscenely from the fat lips of the 
salacious women of Shadizar, City of Wickedness, when captive girls were 
stripped naked on the public auction block. By what hellish arts had Tsotha 
brought this unnatural being into life? Conan felt vaguely that he had looked on 
blasphemy against the eternal laws of nature. 

He ran toward the main corridor, but before he reached it he crossed a sort of 
small square chamber, where two tunnels crossed. As he reached this chamber, 
he was flashingly aware of some small squat bulk on the floor ahead of him; 
then before he could check his flight or swerve aside, his foot struck something 
yielding that squalled shrilly, and he was precipitated headlong, the torch flying 
from his hand and being extinguished as it struck the stone floor. Half stunned 
by his fall, Conan rose and groped in the darkness. His sense of direction was 
confused, and he was unable to decide in which direction lay the main corridor. 
He did not look for the torch, as he had no means of rekindling it. His groping 
hands found the openings of the tunnels, and he chose one at random. How long 
he traversed it in utter darkness, he never knew, but suddenly his barbarian’s 
instinct of near peril halted him short. 

He had the same feeling he had had when standing on the brink of great 
precipices in the darkness. Dropping to all fours, he edged forward, and 
presently his outflung hand encountered the edge of a well, into which the tunnel 
floor apparently dropped abruptly. As far down as he could reach the sides fell 
away sheerly, dank and slimy to his touch. He stretched out an arm in the 
darkness and could barely touch the opposite edge with the point of his sword. 
He could leap across it then, but there was no point in that. He had taken the 
wrong tunnel and the main corridor lay somewhere behind him. 

Even as he thought this, he felt a faint movement of air; a shadowy wind, rising 
from the well, stirred his black mane. Conan’s skin crawled. He tried to tell 
himself that this well connected somehow with the outer world, but his instincts 
told him it was a thing unnatural. He was not merely inside the hill; he was 
below it, far below the level of the city streets. How then could an outer wind 
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find its way into the pits and blow up from below? A faint throbbing pulsed on 
that ghostly wind, like drums beating far, far below. A strong shudder shook the 
king of Aquilonia. 

He rose to his feet and backed away, and as he did something floated up out of 
the well. What it was, Conan did not know. He could see nothing in the 
darkness, but he distinctly felt a presence — an invisible, intangible intelligence 
which hovered malignly near him. Turning, he fled the way he had come. Far 
ahead he saw a tiny red spark. He headed for it, and long before he thought to 
have reached it, he caromed headlong into a solid wall and saw the spark at his 
feet. It was his torch, the flame extinguished, but the end a glowing coal. 
Carefully he took it up and blew upon it, fanning it into flame again. He gave a 
sigh as the tiny blaze leaped up. He was back in the chamber where the tunnels 
crossed, and his sense of direction came back. 

He located the tunnel by which he had left the main corridor, and even as he 
started toward it, his torch-flame flickered wildly as if blown upon by unseen 
lips. Again he felt a presence, and he lifted his torch, glaring about. 

He saw nothing; yet he sensed, somehow, an invisible, bodiless thing that 
hovered in the air, dripping slimily and mouthing obscenities that he could not 
hear but was in some instinctive way aware of. He swung viciously with his 
sword and it felt as if he were cleaving cobwebs. A cold horror shook him then, 
and he fled down the tunnel, feeling a foul burning breath on his naked back as 
he ran. 

But when he came out into the broad corridor, he was no longer aware of any 
presence, visible or invisible. Down it he went, momentarily expecting fanged 
and taloned fiends to leap at him from the darkness. The tunnels were not silent. 
From the bowels of the earth in all directions came sounds that did not belong in 
a sane world. There were titterings, squeals of demoniac mirth, long shuddering 
howls, and once the unmistakable squalling laughter of a hyena ended awfully in 
human words of shrieking blasphemy. He heard the pad of stealthy feet, and in 
the mouths of the tunnels caught glimpses of shadowy forms, monstrous and 
abnormal in outline. 

It was as if he had wandered into hell — a hell of Tsotha-lanti’s making. But the 
shadowy things did not come into the corridor, though he distinctly heard the 
greedy sucking-in of slavering lips, and felt the burning glare of hungry eyes. 
And presently he knew why. A slithering sound behind him electrified him, and 
he leaped to the darkness of a near-by tunnel, shaking out his torch. Down the 
corridor he heard the great serpent crawling, sluggish from its recent grisly meal. 
From his very side something whimpered in fear and shrunk away in the 
darkness. Evidently the main corridor was the great snake’s hunting-ground, and 
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the other monsters gave it room. 

To Conan the serpent was the least horror of them; he almost felt a kinship 
with it when he remembered the weeping, tittering obscenity, and the dripping, 
mouthing thing that came out of the well. At least it was of earthly matter; it was 
a crawling death, but it threatened only physical extinction, whereas these other 
horrors menaced mind and soul as well. 

After it had passed on down the corridor, he followed, at what he hoped was a 
safe distance, blowing his torch into flame again. He had not gone far when he 
heard a low moan that seemed to emanate from the black entrance of a tunnel 
near by. Caution warned him off, but curiosity drove him to the tunnel, holding 
high the torch that was now little more than a stump. He was braced for the sight 
of anything, yet what he saw was what he had least expected. He was looking 
into a broad cell, and a space of this was caged off with closely set bars 
extending from floor to ceiling, set firmly in the stone. Within these bars lay a 
figure, which, as he approached, he saw was either a man, or the exact likeness 
of a man, twined and bound about with the tendrils of a thick vine which seemed 
to grow through the solid stone of the floor. It was covered with strangely 
pointed leaves and crimson blossoms — not the satiny red of natural petals, but a 
livid, unnatural crimson, like a perversity of flower-life. Its clinging, pliant 
branches wound about the man’s naked body and limbs, seeming to caress his 
shrinking flesh with lustful avid kisses. One great blossom hovered exactly over 
his mouth. A low bestial moaning drooled from the loose lips; the head rolled as 
if in unbearable agony, and the eyes looked full at Conan. But there was no light 
of intelligence in them; they were blank, glassy, the eyes of an idiot. 

Now the great crimson blossom dipped and pressed its petals over the writhing 
lips. The limbs of the wretch twisted in anguish; the tendrils of the plant 
quivered as if in ecstasy, vibrating their full snaky lengths. Waves of changing 
hues surged over them; their color grew deeper, more venomous. 

Conan did not understand what he saw, but he knew that he looked on Horror 
of some kind. Man or demon, the suffering of the captive touched Conan’s 
wayward and impulsive heart. He sought for entrance and found a grille-like 
door in the bars, fastened with a heavy lock, for which he found a key among the 
keys he carried, and entered. Instantly the petals of the livid blossoms spread like 
the hood of a cobra, the tendrils reared menacingly and the whole plant shook 
and swayed toward him. Here was no blind growth of natural vegetation. Conan 
sensed a strange, malignant intelligence; the plant could see him, and he felt its 
hate emanate from it in almost tangible waves. Stepping warily nearer, he 
marked the root-stem, a repulsively supple stalk thicker than his thigh, and even 
as the long tendrils arched toward him with a rattle of leaves and hiss, he swung 
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his sword and cut through the stem with a single stroke. 

Instantly the wretch in its clutches was thrown violently aside as the great vine 
lashed and knotted like a beheaded serpent, rolling into a huge irregular ball. The 
tendrils thrashed and writhed, the leaves shook and rattled like castanets, and 
petals opened and closed convulsively; then the whole length straightened out 
limply, the vivid colors paled and dimmed, a reeking white liquid oozed from 
the severed stump. 

Conan stared, spellbound; then a sound brought him round, sword lifted. The 
freed man was on his feet, surveying him. Conan gaped in wonder. No longer 
were the eyes in the worn face expressionless. Dark and meditative, they were 
alive with intelligence, and the expression of imbecility had dropped from the 
face like a mask. The head was narrow and well-formed, with a high splendid 
forehead. The whole build of the man was aristocratic, evident no less in his tall 
slender frame than in his small trim feet and hands. His first words were strange 
and startling. 

‘What year is this?’ he asked, speaking in Kothian. 

“Today is the tenth of the month Yuluk, of the year of the Gazelle,’ answered 
Conan. 

“Yagkoolan Ishtar!’ murmured the stranger. ‘Ten years!’ he drew a hand across 
his brow, shaking his head as if to clear his brain from cobwebs. ‘All is dim yet. 
After a ten-year emptiness, the mind can not be expected to begin functioning 
clearly at once. Who are you?’ 

‘Conan, once of Cimmeria. Now king of Aquilonia.’ 

The other’s eyes showed surprise. 

‘Indeed? And Namedides?’ 

‘I strangled him on his throne the night I took the royal city,’ answered Conan. 

A certain naiveté in the king’s reply twitched the stranger’s lips. 

‘Pardon, your majesty. I should have thanked you for the service you have 
done me. I am like a man woken suddenly from sleep deeper than death and shot 
with nightmares of agony more fierce than hell, but I understand that you 
delivered me. Tell me — why did you cut the stem of the plant Yothga instead of 
tearing it up by the roots?’ 

“Because I learned long ago to avoid touching with my flesh that which I do 
not understand,’ answered the Cimmerian. 

‘Well for you,’ said the stranger. ‘Had you been able to tear it up, you might 
have found things clinging to the roots against which not even your sword would 
prevail. Yothga’s roots are set in hell.’ 

‘But who are you?’ demanded Conan. 

“Men call me Pelias.’ 
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‘What!’ cried the king. ‘Pelias the sorcerer, Tsotha-lanti’s rival, who vanished 
from the earth ten years ago?’ 

‘Not entirely from the earth,’ answered Pelias with a wry smile. “Tsotha 
preferred to keep me alive, in shackles more grim than rusted iron. He pent me 
in here with this devil flower whose seeds drifted down through the black 
cosmos from Yag the Accursed, and found fertile field only in the maggot- 
writhing corruption that seethes on the floors of hell. 

‘I could not remember my sorcery and the words and symbols of my power, 
with that cursed thing gripping me and drinking my soul with its loathsome 
caresses. It sucked the contents of my mind day and night, leaving my brain as 
empty as a broken wine-jug. Ten years! Ishtar preserve us!’ 

Conan found no reply, but stood holding the stump of the torch, and trailing his 
great sword. Surely the man was mad — yet there was no madness in the strange 
dark eyes that rested so calmly on him. 

“Tell me, is the black wizard in Khorshemish? But no — you need not reply. My 
powers begin to wake, and I sense in your mind a great battle and a king trapped 
by treachery. And I see Tsotha-lanti riding hard for the Tybor with Strabonus 
and the king of Ophir. So much the better. My art is too frail from the long 
slumber to face Tsotha yet. I need time to recruit my strength, to assemble my 
powers. Let us go forth from these pits.’ 

Conan jangled his keys discouragedly. 

‘The grille to the outer door is made fast by a bolt which can only be worked 
from outside. Is there no other exit from these tunnels?’ 

‘Only one which neither of us would care to use, seeing that it goes down and 
not up,’ laughed Pelias. ‘But no matter. Let us see to the grille.’ 

He moved toward the corridor with uncertain steps, as of long-unused limbs, 
which gradually became more sure. As he followed, Conan said uneasily, “There 
is a cursed big snake creeping about this tunnel. Let us be wary lest we step into 
his mouth.’ 

‘I remember him of old,’ answered Pelias grimly, ‘the more as I was forced to 
watch while ten of my acolytes were fed to him. He is Satha, the Old One, 
chiefest of Tsotha’s pets.’ 

‘Did Tsotha dig these pits for no other reason than to house his cursed 
monstrosities?’ asked Conan. 

‘He did not dig them. When the city was founded three thousand years ago 
there were ruins of an earlier city on and about this hill. King Khossus V, the 
founder, built his palace on the hill, and digging cellars beneath it, came upon a 
walled-up doorway, which he broke into and discovered the pits, which were 
about as we see them now. But his grand vizier came to such a grisly end in 
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them that Khossus in a fright walled up the entrance again. He said the vizier fell 
into a well — but he had the cellars filled in, and later abandoned the palace itself, 
and built himself another in the suburbs, from which he fled in panic on 
discovering some black mold scattered on the marble floor of his chamber one 
morning. 

‘He then departed with his whole court to the eastern corner of the kingdom 
and built a new city. The palace on the hill was not used and fell into ruins. 
When Akkutho I revived the lost glories of Khorshemish, he built a fortress 
there. It remained for Tsotha-lanti to rear the scarlet citadel and open the way to 
the pits again. Whatever fate overtook the grand vizier of Khossus, Tsotha 
avoided it. He fell into no well, though he did descend into a well he found, and 
came out with a strange expression which has not since left his eyes. 

‘I have seen that well, but I do not care to seek in it for wisdom. I am a 
sorcerer, and older than men reckon, but I am human. As for Tsotha — men say 
that a dancing-girl of Shadizar slept too near the pre-human ruins on Dagoth Hill 
and woke in the grip of a black demon; from that unholy ruin was spawned an 
accursed hybrid men call Tsotha-lanti—’ 

Conan cried out sharply and recoiled, thrusting his companion back. Before 
them rose the great shimmering white form of Satha, an ageless hate in its eyes. 
Conan tensed himself for one mad berserker onslaught — to thrust the glowing 
fagot into that fiendish countenance and throw his life into the ripping sword- 
stroke. But the snake was not looking at him. It was glaring over his shoulder at 
the man called Pelias, who stood with his arms folded, smiling. And in the great 
cold yellow eyes slowly the hate died out in a glitter of pure fear — the only time 
Conan ever saw such an expression in a reptile’s eyes. With a swirling rush like 
the sweep of a strong wind, the great snake was gone. 

‘What did he see to frighten him?’ asked Conan, eyeing his companion 
uneasily. 

‘The scaled people see what escapes the mortal eye,’ answered Pelias 
cryptically. ‘You see my fleshly guise; he saw my naked soul.’ 

An icy trickle disturbed Conan’s spine, and he wondered if, after all, Pelias 
were a man, or merely another demon of the pits in the mask of humanity. He 
contemplated the advisability of driving his sword through his companion’s back 
without further hesitation. But while he pondered, they came to the steel grille, 
etched blackly in the torches beyond, and the body of Shukeli, still slumped 
against the bars in a curdled welter of crimson. 

Pelias laughed, and his laugh was not pleasant to hear. 

‘By the ivory hips of Ishtar, who is our doorman? Lo, it is no less than the 
noble Shukeli himself, who hanged my young men by their feet and skinned 
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them with squeals of laughter! Do you sleep, Shukeli? Why do you lie so stiffly, 
with your fat belly sunk in like a dressed pig’s?’ 

‘He is dead,’ muttered Conan, ill at ease to hear these wild words. 

‘Dead or alive,’ laughed Pelias, ‘he shall open the door for us.’ 

He clapped his hands sharply and cried, ‘Rise, Shukeli! Rise from hell and rise 
from the bloody floor and open the door for your masters! Rise, I say!’ 

An awful groan reverberated through the vaults. Conan’s hair stood on end and 
he felt clammy sweat bead his hide. For the body of Shukeli stirred and moved, 
with infantile gropings of the fat hands. The laughter of Pelias was merciless as a 
flint hatchet, as the form of the eunuch reeled upright, clutching at the bars of the 
grille. Conan, glaring at him, felt his blood turn to ice, and the marrow of his 
bones to water; for Shukeli’s wide-open eyes were glassy and empty, and from 
the great gash in his belly his entrails hung limply to the floor. The eunuch’s feet 
stumbled among his entrails as he worked the bolt, moving like a brainless 
automaton. When he had first stirred, Conan had thought that by some incredible 
chance the eunuch was alive; but the man was dead — had been dead for hours. 

Pelias sauntered through the opened grille, and Conan crowded through behind 
him, sweat pouring from his body, shrinking away from the awful shape that 
slumped on sagging legs against the grate it held open. Pelias passed on without 
a backward glance, and Conan followed him, in the grip of nightmare and 
nausea. He had not taken half a dozen strides when a sodden thud brought him 
round. Shukeli’s corpse lay limply at the foot of the grille. 

‘His task is done, and hell gapes for him again,’ remarked Pelias pleasantly, 
politely affecting not to notice the strong shudder which shook Conan’s mighty 
frame. 

He led the way up the long stairs, and through the brass skull-crowned door at 
the top. Conan gripped his sword, expecting a rush of slaves, but silence gripped 
the citadel. They passed through the black corridor and came into that in which 
the censers swung, billowing forth their everlasting incense. Still they saw no 
one. 

“The slaves and soldiers are quartered in another part of the citadel,’ remarked 
Pelias. “Tonight, their master being away, they doubtless lie drunk on wine or 
lotus-juice.’ 

Conan glanced through an arched, golden-silled window that let out upon a 
broad balcony, and swore in surprise to see the dark-blue star-flecked sky. It had 
been shortly after sunrise when he was thrown into the pits. Now it was past 
midnight. He could scarcely realize he had been so long underground. He was 
suddenly aware of thirst and a ravenous appetite. Pelias led the way into a 
golden-domed chamber, floored with silver, its lapis-lazuli walls pierced by the 
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fretted arches of many doors. 

With a sigh Pelias sank onto a silken divan. 

‘Silks and gold again,’ he sighed. ‘Tsotha affects to be above the pleasures of 
the flesh, but he is half devil. I am human, despite my black arts. I love ease and 
good cheer — that’s how Tsotha trapped me. He caught me helpless with drink. 
Wine is a curse — by the ivory bosom of Ishtar, even as I speak of it, the traitor is 
here! Friend, please pour me a goblet — hold! I forgot you are a king. I will 
pour.’ 

‘The devil with that,’ growled Conan, filling a crystal goblet and proffering it 
to Pelias. Then, lifting the jug, he drank deeply from the mouth, echoing Pelias’ 
sigh of satisfaction. 

‘The dog knows good wine,’ said Conan, wiping his mouth with the back of 
his hand. ‘But by Crom, Pelias, are we to sit here until his soldiers awake and cut 
our throats?’ 

‘No fear,’ answered Pelias. ‘Would you like to see how fortune holds with 
Strabonus?’ 

Blue fire burned in Conan’s eyes and he gripped his sword until his knuckles 
showed blue. ‘Oh, to be at sword-points with him!’ he rumbled. 

Pelias lifted a great shimmering globe from an ebony table. 

“Tsotha’s crystal. A childish toy, but useful when there is lack of time for 
higher science. Look in, your majesty.’ 

He laid it on the table before Conan’s eyes. The king looked into cloudy depths 
which deepened and expanded. Slowly images crystalized out of mist and 
shadows. He was looking on a familiar landscape. Broad plains ran to a wide 
winding river, beyond which the level lands ran up quickly into a maze of low 
hills. On the northern bank of the river stood a walled town, guarded by a moat 
connected at each end with the river. 

‘By Crom!’ ejaculated Conan. ‘It’s Shamar! The dogs besiege it!’ 

The invaders had crossed the river; their pavilions stood in the narrow plain 
between the city and the hills. Their warriors swarmed about the walls, their mail 
gleaming palely under the moon. Arrows and stones rained on them from the 
towers and they staggered back, but came on again. 

Even as Conan cursed, the scene changed. Tall spires and gleaming domes 
stood up in the mist, and he looked on his own capital of Tamar, where all was 
confusion. He saw the steel-clad knights of Poitain, his staunchest supporters, 
whom he had left in charge of the city, riding out of the gate, hooted and hissed 
by the multitude which swarmed the streets. He saw looting and rioting, and 
men-at-arms whose shields bore the insignia of Pellia, manning the towers and 
swaggering through the markets. Over all, like a fantasmal picture, he saw the 
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dark, triumphant face of Prince Arpello of Pellia. The images faded. 

‘So!’ cursed Conan, ‘My people turn on me the moment my back is turned—’ 

‘Not entirely,’ broke in Pelias. “They have heard that you are dead. There is no 
one to protect them from outer enemies and civil war, they think. Naturally, they 
turn to the strongest noble, to avoid the horrors of anarchy. They do not trust the 
Poitanians, remembering former wars. But Arpello is on hand, and the strongest 
prince of the central realm.’ 

‘When I come to Aquilonia again he will be but a headless corpse rotting on 
Traitor’s Common,’ Conan ground his teeth. 

“Yet before you can reach your capital,’ reminded Pelias, ‘Strabonus may be 
before you. At least his riders will be ravaging your kingdom.’ 

‘True!’ Conan paced the chamber like a caged lion. ‘With the fastest horse I 
could not reach Shamar before midday. Even there I could do no good except to 
die with the people, when the town falls — as fall it will in a few days at most. 
From Shamar to Tamar is five days’ ride, even if you kill your horses on the 
road. Before I could reach my capital and raise an army, Strabonus would be 
hammering at the gates; because raising an army is going to be hell — all my 
damnable nobles will have scattered to their own cursed fiefs at the word of my 
death. And since the people have driven out Trocero of Poitain, there’s none to 
keep Arpello’s greedy hands off the crown — and the crown-treasure. He’l] hand 
the country over to Strabonus, in return for a mock-throne — and as soon as 
Strabonus’ back is turned, he’ll stir up revolt. But the nobles won’t support him, 
and it will only give Strabonus excuse for annexing the kingdom openly. Oh 
Crom, Ymir, and Set! If I had but wings to fly like lightning to Tamar!’ 

Pelias, who sat tapping the jade table-top with his finger-nails, halted suddenly, 
and rose as with a definite purpose, beckoning Conan to follow. The king 
complied, sunk in moody thoughts, and Pelias led the way out of the chamber 
and up a flight of marble, gold-worked stairs that let out on the pinnacle of the 
citadel, the roof of the tallest tower. It was night, and a strong wind was blowing 
through the star-filled skies, stirring Conan’s black mane. Far below them 
twinkled the lights of Khorshemish, seemingly farther away than the stars above 
them. Pelias seemed withdrawn and aloof here, one in cold unhuman greatness 
with the company of the stars. 

“There are creatures,’ said Pelias, ‘not alone of earth and sea, but of air and the 
far reaches of the skies as well, dwelling apart, unguessed of men. Yet to him 
who holds the Master-words and Signs and the Knowledge underlying all, they 
are not malignant nor inaccessible. Watch, and fear not.’ 

He lifted his hands to the skies and sounded a long weird call that seemed to 
shudder endlessly out into space, dwindling and fading, yet never dying out, 
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only receding farther and farther into some unreckoned cosmos. In the silence 
that followed, Conan heard a sudden beat of wings in the stars, and recoiled as a 
huge bat-like creature alighted beside him. He saw its great calm eyes regarding 
him in the starlight; he saw the forty-foot spread of its giant wings. And he saw 
it was neither bat nor bird. 

‘Mount and ride,’ said Pelias. ‘By dawn it will bring you to Tamar.’ 

‘By Crom!’ muttered Conan. ‘Is this all a nightmare from which I shall 
presently awaken in my palace at Tamar? What of you? I would not leave you 
alone among your enemies.’ 

‘Be at ease regarding me,’ answered Pelias. ‘At dawn the people of 
Khorshemish will know they have a new master. Doubt not what the gods have 
sent you. I will meet you in the plain by Shamar.’ 

Doubtfully Conan clambered upon the ridged back, gripping the arched neck, 
still convinced that he was in the grasp of a fantastic nightmare. With a great 
rush and thunder of titan wings, the creature took the air, and the king grew 
dizzy as he saw the lights of the city dwindle far below him. 


‘The sword that slays the king cuts the cords of the empire.’ 
AQUILONIAN PROVERB 


The streets of Tamar swarmed with howling mobs, shaking fists and rusty pikes. 
It was the hour before dawn of the second day after the battle of Shamar, and 
events had occurred so swiftly as to daze the mind. By means known only to 
Tsotha-lanti, word had reached Tamar of the king’s death, within half a dozen 
hours after the battle. Chaos had resulted. The barons had deserted the royal 
capital, galloping away to secure their castles against marauding neighbors. The 
well-knit kingdom Conan had built up seemed tottering on the edge of 
dissolution, and commoners and merchants trembled at the imminence of a 
return of the feudalistic regime. The people howled for a king to protect them 
against their own aristocracy no less than foreign foes. Count Trocero, left by 
Conan in charge of the city, tried to reassure them, but in their unreasoning 
terror, they remembered old civil wars, and how this same count had besieged 
Tamar fifteen years before. It was shouted in the streets that Trocero had 
betrayed the king; that he planned to plunder the city. The mercenaries began 
looting the quarters, dragging forth screaming merchants and terrified women. 
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Trocero swept down on the looters, littered the streets with their corpses, drove 
them back into their quarter in confusion, and arrested their leaders. Still the 
people rushed wildly about, with brainless squawks, screaming that the count 
had incited the riot for his own purposes. 

Prince Arpello came before the distracted council and announced himself ready 
to take over the government of the city until a new king could be decided upon, 
Conan having no son. While they debated, his agents stole subtly among the 
people, who snatched at a shred of royalty. The council heard the storm outside 
the palace windows, where the multitude roared for Arpello the Rescuer. The 
council surrendered. 

Trocero at first refused the order to give up his baton of authority, but the 
people swarmed about him, hissing and howling, hurling stones and offal at his 
knights. Seeing the futility of a pitched battle in the streets with Arpello’s 
retainers, under such conditions, Trocero hurled the baton in his rival’s face, 
hanged the leaders of the mercenaries in the market-square as his last official act, 
and rode out of the southern gate at the head of his fifteen hundred steel-clad 
knights. The gates slammed behind him and Arpello’s suave mask fell away to 
reveal the grim visage of the hungry wolf. 

With the mercenaries cut to pieces or hiding in their barracks, his were the only 
soldiers in Tamar. Sitting his war-horse in the great square, Arpello proclaimed 
himself king of Aquilonia, amid the clamor of the deluded multitude. 

Publius the Chancellor, who opposed this move, was thrown into prison. The 
merchants, who had greeted the proclamation of a king with relief, now found 
with consternation that the new monarch’s first act was to levy a staggering tax 
on them. Six rich merchants, sent as a delegation of protest, were seized and 
their heads slashed off without ceremony. A shocked and stunned silence 
followed this execution. The merchants, as is the habit of merchants when 
confronted by a power they can not control with money, fell on their fat bellies 
and licked their oppressor’s boots. 

The common people were not perturbed at the fate of the merchants, but they 
began to murmur when they found that the swaggering Pellian soldiery, 
pretending to maintain order, were as bad as Turanian bandits. Complaints of 
extortion, murder and rape poured in to Arpello, who had taken up his quarters 
in Publius’ palace, because the desperate councillors, doomed by his order, were 
holding the royal palace against his soldiers. He had taken possession of the 
pleasure-palace, however, and Conan’s girls were dragged to his quarters. The 
people muttered at the sight of the royal beauties writhing in the brutal hands of 
the iron-clad retainers — dark-eyed damsels of Poitain, slim black-haired 
wenches from Zamora, Zingara and Hyrkania, Brythunian girls with tousled 
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yellow heads, all weeping with fright and shame, unused to brutality. 

Night fell on a city of bewilderment and turmoil, and before midnight word 
spread mysteriously in the street that the Kothians had followed up their victory 
and were hammering at the walls of Shamar. Somebody in Tsotha’s mysterious 
secret-service had babbled. Fear shook the people like an earthquake, and they 
did not even pause to wonder at the witchcraft by which the news had been so 
swiftly transmitted. They stormed at Arpello’s doors, demanding that he march 
southward and drive the enemy back over the Tybor. He might have subtly 
pointed out that his force was not sufficient, and that he could not raise an army 
until the barons recognized his claim to the crown. But he was drunk with 
power, and laughed in their faces. 

A young student, Athemides, mounted a column in the market, and with 
buming words accused Arpello of being a cats-paw for Strabonus, painting a 
vivid picture of existence under Kothian rule, with Arpello as satrap. Before he 
finished, the multitude was screaming with fear and howling with rage. Arpello 
sent his soldiers to arrest the youth, but the people caught him up and fled with 
him, deluging the pursuing retainers with stones and dead cats. A volley of 
crossbow quarrels routed the mob, and a charge of horsemen littered the market 
with bodies, but Athemides was smuggled out of the city to plead with Trocero 
to retake Tamar, and march to aid Shamar. 

Athemides found Trocero breaking his camp outside the walls, ready to march 
to Poitain, in the far southwestern comer of the kingdom. To the youth’s urgent 
pleas he answered that he had neither the force necessary to storm Tamar, even 
with the aid of the mob inside, nor to face Strabonus. Besides, avaricious nobles 
would plunder Poitain behind his back, while he was fighting the Kothians. With 
the king dead, each man must protect his own. He was riding to Poitain, there to 
defend it as best he might against Arpello and his foreign allies. 

While Athemides pleaded with Trocero, the mob still raved in the city with 
helpless fury. Under the great tower beside the royal palace the people swirled 
and milled, screaming their hate at Arpello, who stood on the turrets and laughed 
down at them while his archers ranged the parapets, bolts drawn and fingers on 
the triggers of their arbalests. 

The prince of Pellia was a broad-built man of medium height, with a dark stern 
face. He was an intriguer, but he was also a fighter. Under his silken jupon with 
its gilt-braided skirts and jagged sleeves, glimmered burnished steel. His long 
black hair was curled and scented, and bound back with a cloth-of-silver band, 
but at his hip hung a broadsword the jeweled hilt of which was worn with battles 
and campaigns. 

‘Fools! Howl as you will! Conan is dead and Arpello is king!’ 
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What if all Aquilonia were leagued against him? He had men enough to hold 
the mighty walls until Strabonus came up. But Aquilonia was divided against 
itself. Already the barons were girding themselves each to seize his neighbor’s 
treasure. Arpello had only the helpless mob to deal with. Strabonus would carve 
through the loose lines of the warring barons as a galley-ram through foam, and 
until his coming, Arpello had only to hold the royal capital. 

‘Fools! Arpello is king!’ 

The sun was rising over the eastern towers. Out of the crimson dawn came a 
flying speck that grew to a bat, then to an eagle. Then all who saw screamed in 
amazement, for over the walls of Tamar swooped a shape such as men knew 
only in half-forgotten legends, and from between its titan-wings sprang a human 
form as it roared over the great tower. Then with a deafening thunder of wings it 
was gone, and the folk blinked, wondering if they dreamed. But on the turret 
stood a wild barbaric figure, half naked, blood-stained, brandishing a great 
sword. And from the multitude rose a roar that rocked the very towers, “The 
king! It is the king!’ 

Arpello stood transfixed; then with a cry he drew and leaped at Conan. With a 
lion-like roar the Cimmerian parried the whistling blade, then dropped his own 
sword, gripped the prince and heaved him high above his head by crotch and 
neck. 

“Take your plots to hell with you!’ he roared, and like a sack of salt, he hurled 
the prince of Pellia far out, to fall through empty space for a hundred and fifty 
feet. The people gave back as the body came hurtling down, to smash on the 
marble pave, spattering blood and brains, and lie crushed in its splintered armor, 
like a mangled beetle. 

The archers on the tower shrank back, their nerve broken. They fled, and the 
beleaguered councilmen sallied from the palace and hewed into them with 
joyous abandon. Pellian knights and men-at-arms sought safety in the streets and 
the crowd tore them to pieces. In the streets the fighting milled and eddied, 
plumed helmets and steel caps tossed among the tousled heads and then 
vanished; swords hacked madly in a heaving forest of pikes, and over all rose the 
roar of the mob, shouts of acclaim mingling with screams of blood-lust and 
howls of agony. And high above all, the naked figure of the king rocked and 
swayed on the dizzy battlements, mighty arms brandished, roaring with 
gargantuan laughter that mocked all mobs and princes, even himself. 
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A long bow and a strong bow, and let the sky grow dark! 
The cord to the nock, the shaft to the ear, and the king of Koth for a mark! 


SONG OF THE BOSSONIAN ARCHERS 


The midafternoon sun glinted on the placid waters of the Tybor, washing the 
southern bastions of Shamar. The haggard defenders knew that few of them 
would see that sun rise again. The pavilions of the besiegers dotted the plain. 
The people of Shamar had not been able successfully to dispute the crossing of 
the river, outnumbered as they were. Barges, chained together, made a bridge 
over which the invader poured his hordes. Strabonus had not dared march on 
into Aquilonia with Shamar, unsubdued, at his back. He had sent his light riders, 
his spahis, inland to ravage the country, and had reared up his siege engines in 
the plain. He had anchored a flotilla of boats, furnished him by Amalrus, in the 
middle of the stream, over against the river-wall. Some of these boats had been 
sunk by stones from the city’s ballistas, which crashed through their decks and 
ripped out their planking, but the rest held their places and from their bows and 
mast-heads, protected by mantlets, archers raked the riverward turrets. These 
were Shemites, born with bows in their hands, not to be matched by Aquilonian 
bowmen. 

On the landward side mangonels rained boulders and tree-trunks among the 
defenders, shattering through roofs and crushing humans like beetles; rams 
pounded incessantly at the stones; sappers burrowed like moles in the earth, 
sinking their mines beneath the towers. The moat had been dammed at the upper 
end, and emptied of its water, had been filled up with boulders, earth and dead 
horses and men. Under the walls the mailed figures swarmed, battering at the 
gates, rearing up scaling-ladders, pushing storming-towers, thronged with 
spearmen, against the turrets. 

Hope had been abandoned in the city, where a bare fifteen hundred men 
resisted forty thousand warriors. No word had come from the kingdom whose 
outpost the city was. Conan was dead, so the invaders shouted exultantly. Only 
the strong walls and the desperate courage of the defenders had kept them so 
long at bay, and that could not suffice for ever. The western wall was a mass of 
rubbish on which the defenders stumbled in hand-to-hand conflict with the 
invaders. The other walls were buckling from the mines beneath them, the 
towers leaning drunkenly. 

Now the attackers were massing for a storm. The oliphants sounded, the steel- 
clad ranks drew up on the plain. The storming-towers, covered with raw bull- 
hides, rumbled forward. The people of Shamar saw the banners of Koth and 
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Ophir, flying side by side, in the center, and made out, among their gleaming 
knights, the slim lethal figure of the golden-mailed Amalrus, and the squat 
black-armored form of Strabonus. And between them was a shape that made the 
bravest blench with horror — a lean vulture figure in a filmy robe. The pikemen 
moved forward, flowing over the ground like the glinting waves of a river of 
molten steel; the knights cantered forward, lances lifted, guidons streaming. The 
warriors on the wall drew a long breath, consigned their souls to Mitra, and 
gripped their notched and red-stained weapons. 

Then without warning, a bugle-call cut the din. A drum of hoofs rose above the 
rumble of the approaching host. North of the plain across which the army 
moved, rose ranges of low hills, mounting northward and westward like giant 
stair-steps. Now down out of these hills, like spume blown before a storm shot 
the spahis who had been laying waste the countryside, riding low and spurring 
hard, and behind them the sun shimmering on moving ranks of steel. They 
moved into full view, out of the defiles — mailed horsemen, the great lion banner 
of Aquilonia floating over them. 

From the electrified watchers on the towers a great shout rent the skies. In 
ecstasy warriors clashed their notched swords on their riven shields, and the 
people of the town, ragged beggars and rich merchants, harlots in red kirtles and 
dames in silks and satins, fell to their knees and cried out for joy to Mitra, tears 
of gratitude streaming down their faces. 

Strabonus, frantically shouting orders, with Arbanus, who would wheel around 
the ponderous lines to meet this unexpected menace, grunted, ‘We still 
outnumber them, unless they have reserves hidden in the hills. The men on the 
battle-towers can mask any sorties from the city. These are Poitanians — we 
might have guessed Trocero would try some such mad gallantry.’ 

Amalrus cried out in unbelief. 

‘I see Trocero and his captain Prospero — but who rides between them?’ 

‘Ishtar preserve us!’ shrieked Strabonus, paling. ‘It is King Conan!’ 

“You are mad!’ squalled Tsotha, starting convulsively. ‘Conan has been in 
Satha’s belly for days!’ He stopped short, glaring wildly at the host which was 
dropping down, file by file, into the plain. He could not mistake the giant figure 
in black, gild-worked armor on the great black stallion, riding beneath the 
billowing silken folds of the great banner. A scream of feline fury burst from 
Tsotha’s lips, flecking his beard with foam. For the first time in his life, 
Strabonus saw the wizard completely upset, and shrank from the sight. 

‘Here is sorcery!’ screamed Tsotha, clawing madly at his beard. ‘How could he 
have escaped and reached his kingdom in time to return with an army so 
quickly? This is the work of Pelias, curse him! I feel his hand in this! May I be 
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cursed for not killing him when I had the power!’ 

The kings gaped at the mention of a man they believed ten years dead, and 
panic, emanating from the leaders, shook the host. All recognized the rider on 
the black stallion. Tsotha felt the superstitious dread of his men, and fury made a 
hellish mask of his face. 

‘Strike home!’ he screamed, brandishing his lean arms madly. ‘We are still the 
stronger! Charge and crush these dogs! We shall yet feast in the ruins of Shamar 
tonight! Oh Set!’ he lifted his hands and invoked the serpent-god to even 
Strabonus’ horror, ‘grant us victory and I swear I will offer up to thee five 
hundred virgins of Shamar, writhing in their blood!’ 

Meanwhile the opposing host had debouched onto the plain. With the knights 
came what seemed a second, irregular army on tough swift ponies. These 
dismounted and formed their ranks on foot — stolid Bossonian archers, and keen 
pikemen from Gunderland, their tawny locks blowing from under their steel 
caps. 

It was a motley army Conan had assembled, in the wild hours following his 
return to his capital. He had beaten the frothing mob away from the Pellian 
soldiers who held the outer walls of Tamar, and impressed them into his service. 
He had sent a swift rider after Trocero to bring him back. With these as nucleus 
of an army he had raced southward, sweeping the countryside for recruits and for 
mounts. Nobles of Tamar and the surrounding countryside had augmented his 
forces, and he had levied recruits from every village and castle along his road. 
Yet it was but a paltry force he had gathered to dash against the invading hosts, 
though of the quality of tempered steel. 

Nineteen hundred armored horsemen followed him, the main bulk of which 
consisted of the Poitanian knights. The remnants of the mercenaries and 
professional soldiers in the trains of loyal noblemen made up his infantry — five 
thousand archers and four thousand pikemen. This host now came on in good 
order — first the archers, then the pikemen, behind them the knights, moving at a 
walk. 

Over against them Arbanus ordered his lines, and the allied army moved 
forward like a shimmering ocean of steel. The watchers on the city walls shook 
to see that vast host, which overshadowed the powers of the rescuers. First 
marched the Shemitish archers, then the Kothian spearmen, then the mailed 
knights of Strabonus and Amalrus. Arbanus’ intent was obvious — to employ his 
footmen to sweep away the infantry of Conan, and open the way for an 
overpowering charge of his heavy cavalry. 

The Shemites opened fire at five hundred yards, and arrows flew like hail 
between the hosts, darkening the sun. The western archers, trained by a thousand 
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years of merciless warfare with the Pictish savages, came stolidly on, closing 
their ranks as their comrades fell. They were far outnumbered, and the Shemitish 
bow had the longer range, but in accuracy the Bossonians were equal to their 
foes, and they balanced sheer skill in archery by superiority in morale, and in 
excellence of armor. Within good range they loosed, and the Shemites went 
down by whole ranks. The blue-bearded warriors in their light mail shirts could 
not endure punishment as could the heavier-armored Bossonians. They broke, 
throwing away their bows, and their flight disordered the ranks of the Kothian 
spearmen behind them. 

Without the support of the archers, these men-at-arms fell by the hundreds 
before the shafts of the Bossonians, and charging in madly to close quarters, they 
were met by the spears of the pikemen. No infantry was a match for the wild 
Gundermen, whose homeland, the northernmost province of Aquilonia was but a 
day’s ride across the Bossonian marches from the borders of Cimmeria, and 
who, born and bred to battle, were the purest blood of all the Hyborian peoples. 
The Kothian spearmen, dazed by their losses from arrows, were cut to pieces and 
fell back in disorder. 

Strabonus roared in fury as he saw his infantry repulsed, and shouted for a 
general charge. Arbanus demurred, pointing out the Bossonians re-forming in 
good order before the Aquilonian knights, who had sat their steeds motionless 
during the mélée. The general advised a temporary retirement, to draw the 
western knights out of the cover of the bows, but Strabonus was mad with rage. 
He looked at the long shimmering ranks of his knights, he glared at the handful 
of mailed figures over against him, and he commanded Arbanus to give the order 
to charge. 

The general commended his soul to Ishtar and sounded the golden oliphant. 
With a thunderous roar the forest of lances dipped, and the great host rolled 
across the plain, gaining momentum as it came. The whole plain shook to the 
rumbling avalanche of hoofs, and the shimmer of gold and steel dazzled the 
watchers on the towers of Shamar. 

The squadrons clave the loose ranks of the spearmen, riding down friend and 
foe alike, and rushed into the teeth of a blast of arrows from the Bossonians. 
Across the plain they thundered, grimly riding the storm that scattered their way 
with gleaming knights like autumn leaves. Another hundred paces and they 
would ride among the Bossonians and cut them down like corn; but flesh and 
blood could not endure the rain of death that now ripped and howled among 
them. Shoulder to shoulder, feet braced wide, stood the archers, drawing shaft to 
ear and loosing as one man, with deep short shouts. 

The whole front rank of the knights melted away, and over the pin-cushioned 
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corpses of horses and riders, their comrades stumbled and fell headlong. 
Arbanus was down, an arrow through his throat, his skull smashed by the hoofs 
of his dying war-horse, and confusion ran through the disordered host. Strabonus 
was screaming an order, Amalrus another, and through all ran the superstitious 
dread the sight of Conan had awakened. 

And while the gleaming ranks milled in confusion, the trumpets of Conan 
sounded, and through the opening ranks of the archers crashed home the terrible 
charge of the Aquilonian knights. 

The hosts met with a shock like that of an earthquake, that shook the tottering 
towers of Shamar. The disordered squadrons of the invaders could not withstand 
the solid steel wedge, bristling with spears, that rushed like a thunder-bolt 
against them. The long lances of the attackers ripped their ranks to pieces, and 
into the heart of their host rode the knights of Poitain, swinging their terrible 
two-handed swords. 

The clash and clangor of steel was as that of a million sledges on as many 
anvils. The watchers on the walls were stunned and deafened by the thunder as 
they gripped the battlements and watched the steel maelstrom swirl and eddy, 
where plumes tossed high among the flashing swords, and standards dipped and 
reeled. 

Amalrus went down, dying beneath the trampling hoofs, his shoulder-bone 
hewn in twain by Prospero’s two-handed sword. The invaders’ numbers had 
engulfed the nineteen hundred knights of Conan, but about this compact wedge, 
which hewed deeper and deeper into the looser formation of their foes, the 
knights of Koth and Ophir swirled and smote in vain. They could not break the 
wedge. 

Archers and pikemen, having disposed of the Kothian infantry which was 
strewn in disorderly flight across the plain, came to the edges of the fight, 
loosing their arrows point-blank, running in to slash at girths and horses’ bellies 
with their knives, thrusting upward to spit the riders on their long pikes. 

At the tip of the steel wedge Conan roared his heathen battle-cry and swung his 
great sword in glittering arcs of death that made naught of steel burganet or mail 
haburgeon. Straight through a thundering waste of steel-sheathed foes he rode, 
and the knights of Koth closed in behind him, cutting him off from his warriors. 
As a thunderbolt strikes, Conan struck, hurtling through the ranks by sheer 
power and velocity, until he came to Strabonus, livid, among his palace troops. 
Now here the battle hung in balance, for with his superior numbers, Strabonus 
still had opportunity to pluck victory from the knees of the gods. 

But he screamed when he saw his arch-foe within arm’s length at last, and 
lashed out wildly with his ax. It clanged on Conan’s helmet, striking fire, and the 
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Cimmerian reeled and struck back. The five-foot blade crushed Strabonus’ 
casque and skull, and the king’s charger reeled screaming, hurling a limp and 
sprawling corpse from the saddle. A great cry went up from the host, which 
faltered and gave back. Trocero and his house troops, hewing desperately, cut 
their way to Conan’s side, and the great banner of Koth went down. Then behind 
the dazed and stricken invaders went up a mighty clamor and the blaze of a huge 
conflagration. The defenders of Shamar had made a desperate sortie, cut down 
the men masking the gates, and were raging among the tents of the besiegers, 
cutting down the camp followers, burning the pavilions, and destroying the siege 
engines. It was the last straw. The gleaming army melted away in flight and the 
furious conquerors cut them down as they ran. 

The fugitives raced for the river, but the men on the flotilla, harried sorely by 
the stones and shafts of the revived citizens, cast loose and pulled for the 
southern shore, leaving their comrades to their fate. Of these many gained the 
shore, racing across the barges that served as a bridge, until the men of Shamar 
cut these adrift and severed them from the shore. Then the fight became a 
slaughter. Driven into the river to drown in their armor, or hacked down along 
the bank, the invaders perished by thousands. No quarter they had promised; no 
quarter they got. 

From the foot of the low hills to the shores of the Tybor, the plain was littered 
with corpses, and the river whose tide ran red, floated thick with the dead. Of the 
nineteen hundred knights who had ridden south with Conan, scarcely five 
hundred lived to boast of their scars, and the slaughter among the archers and 
pikemen was ghastly. But the great shining host of Strabonus and Amalrus was 
hacked out of existence, and those that fled were less than those that died. 

While the slaughter yet went on along the river, the final act of a grim drama 
was being played out in the meadowland beyond. Among those who had crossed 
the barge-bridge before it was destroyed was Tsotha, riding like the wind on a 
gaunt weird-looking steed whose stride no natural horse could match. Ruthlessly 
riding down friend and foe, he gained the southern bank, and then a glance 
backward showed him a grim figure on a great black stallion in mad pursuit. The 
lashings had already been cut, and the barges were drifting apart, but Conan 
came recklessly on, leaping his steed from boat to boat as a man might leap from 
one cake of floating ice to another. Tsotha screamed a curse, but the great 
stallion took the last leap with a straining groan, and gained the southern bank. 
Then the wizard fled away into the empty meadowland, and on his trail came the 
king, riding madly and silently, swinging the great sword that spattered his trail 
with crimson drips. 

On they fled, the hunted and the hunter, and not a foot could the black stallion 
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gain, though he strained each nerve and thew. Through a sunset land of dim light 
and illusive shadows they fled, till sight and sound of the slaughter died out 
behind them. Then in the sky appeared a dot, that grew into a huge eagle as it 
approached. Swooping down from the sky, it drove at the head of Tsotha’s steed, 
which screamed and reared, throwing his rider. 

Old Tsotha rose and faced his pursuer, his eyes those of a maddened serpent, 
his face an inhuman mask of awful fury. In each hand he held something that 
shimmered, and Conan knew he held death there. 

The king dismounted and strode toward his foe, his armor clanking, his great 
sword gripped high. 

‘Again we meet, wizard!’ he grinned savagely. 

‘Keep off!’ screamed Tsotha like a blood-mad jackal. ‘T’ll blast the flesh from 
your bones! You can not conquer me — if you hack me in pieces, the bits of flesh 
and bone will reunite and haunt you to your doom! I see the hand of Pelias in 
this, but I defy ye both! I am Tsotha, son of—’ 

Conan rushed, sword gleaming, eyes slits of wariness. Tsotha’s right hand 
came back and forward, and the king ducked quickly. Something passed by his 
helmeted head and exploded behind him, searing the very sands with a flash of 
hellish fire. Before Tsotha could toss the globe in his left hand, Conan’s sword 
sheared through his lean neck. The wizard’s head shot from his shoulders on an 
arching fount of blood, and the robed figure staggered and crumpled drunkenly. 
Yet the mad black eyes glared up at Conan with no dimming of their feral light, 
the lips writhed awfully, and the hands groped hideously, as if searching for the 
severed head. Then with a swift rush of wings, something swooped from the sky 
— the eagle which had attacked Tsotha’s horse. In its mighty talons it snatched up 
the dripping head and soared skyward, and Conan stood struck dumb, for from 
the eagle’s throat boomed human laughter, in the voice of Pelias the sorcerer. 

Then a hideous thing came to pass, for the headless body reared up from the 
sand, and staggered away in awful flight on stiffening legs, hands outstretched 
blindly toward the dot speeding and dwindling in the dusky sky. Conan stood 
like one turned to stone, watching until the swift reeling figure faded in the dusk 
that purpled the meadows. 

‘Crom!’ his mighty shoulders twitched. ‘A murrain on these wizardly feuds! 
Pelias has dealt well with me, but I care not if I see him no more. Give me a 
clean sword and a clean foe to flesh it in. Damnation! What would I not give for 
a flagon of wine!’ 
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THE TOWER OF THE ELEPHANT 


Torcnes raren murky on the revels in the Maul, where the thieves of the east held 
carnival by night. In the Maul they could carouse and roar as they liked, for 
honest people shunned the quarter, and watchmen, well paid with stained coins, 
did not interfere with their sport. Along the crooked, unpaved streets with their 
heaps of refuse and sloppy puddles, drunken roisterers staggered, roaring. Steel 
glinted in the shadows where wolf preyed on wolf, and from the darkness rose 
the shrill laughter of women, and the sounds of scufflings and strugglings. 
Torchlight licked luridly from broken windows and wide-thrown doors, and out 
of these doors, stale smells of wine and rank sweaty bodies, clamor of drinking- 
jacks and fists hammered on rough tables, snatches of obscene songs, rushed like 
a blow in the face. 

In one of these dens merriment thundered to the low smoke-stained roof, where 
rascals gathered in every stage of rags and tatters — furtive cut-purses, leering 
kidnappers, quick-fingered thieves, swaggering bravoes with their wenches, 
strident-voiced women clad in tawdry finery. Native rogues were the dominant 
element — dark-skinned, dark-eyed Zamorians, with daggers at their girdles and 
guile in their hearts. But there were wolves of half a dozen outland nations there 
as well. There was a giant Hyperborean renegade, taciturn, dangerous, with a 
broadsword strapped to his great gaunt frame — for men wore steel openly in the 
Maul. There was a Shemitish counterfeiter, with his hook nose and curled blue- 
black beard. There was a bold-eyed Brythunian wench, sitting on the knee of a 
tawny-haired Gunderman — a wandering mercenary soldier, a deserter from 
some defeated army. And the fat gross rogue whose bawdy jests were causing all 
the shouts of mirth was a professional kidnapper come up from distant Koth to 
teach woman-stealing to Zamorians who were bom with more knowledge of the 
art than he could ever attain. 

This man halted in his description of an intended victim’s charms, and thrust 
his muzzle into a huge tankard of frothing ale. Then blowing the foam from his 
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fat lips, he said, ‘By Bel, god of all thieves, I’1l show them how to steal wenches: 
I’ll have her over the Zamorian border before dawn, and there’ll be a caravan 
waiting to receive her. Three hundred pieces of silver, a count of Ophir promised 
me for a sleek young Brythunian of the better class. It took me weeks, wandering 
among the border cities as a beggar, to find one I knew would suit. And is she a 
pretty baggage!’ 

He blew a slobbery kiss in the air. 

‘I know lords in Shem who would trade the secret of the Elephant Tower for 
her,’ he said, returning to his ale. 

A touch on his tunic sleeve made him turn his head, scowling at the 
interruption. He saw a tall, strongly made youth standing beside him. This 
person was as much out of place in that den as a gray wolf among mangy rats of 
the gutters. His cheap tunic could not conceal the hard, rangy lines of his 
powerful frame, the broad heavy shoulders, the massive chest, lean waist and 
heavy arms. His skin was brown from outland suns, his eyes blue and 
smoldering; a shock of tousled black hair crowned his broad forehead. From his 
girdle hung a sword in a worn leather scabbard. 

The Kothian involuntarily drew back; for the man was not one of any civilized 
race he knew. 

“You spoke of the Elephant Tower,’ said the stranger, speaking Zamorian with 
an alien accent. ‘I’ve heard much of this tower; what is its secret?’ 

The fellow’s attitude did not seem threatening, and the Kothian’s courage was 
bolstered up by the ale, and the evident approval of his audience. He swelled 
with self-importance. 

“The secret of the Elephant Tower?’ he exclaimed. ‘Why, any fool knows that 
Yara the priest dwells there with the great jewel men call the Elephant’s Heart, 
that is the secret of his magic.’ 

The barbarian digested this for a space. 

‘I have seen this tower,’ he said. ‘It is set in a great garden above the level of 
the city, surrounded by high walls. I have seen no guards. The walls would be 
easy to climb. Why has not somebody stolen this secret gem?’ 

The Kothian stared wide-mouthed at the other’s simplicity, then burst into a 
roar of derisive mirth, in which the others joined. 

‘Harken to this heathen!’ he bellowed. ‘He would steal the jewel of Yara! — 
Harken, fellow,’ he said, turning portentously to the other, ‘I suppose you are 
some sort of a northern barbarian—’ 
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‘Tam a Cimmerian,’ the outlander answered, in no friendly tone. The reply and 
the manner of it meant little to the Kothian; of a kingdom that lay far to the 
south, on the borders of Shem, he knew only vaguely of the northern races. 

‘Then give ear and learn wisdom, fellow,’ said he, pointing his drinking-jack at 
the discomfited youth. ‘Know that in Zamora, and more especially in this city, 
there are more bold thieves than anywhere else in the world, even Koth. If 
mortal man could have stolen the gem, be sure it would have been filched long 
ago. You speak of climbing the walls, but once having climbed, you would 
quickly wish yourself back again. There are no guards in the gardens at night for 
a very good reason — that is, no human guards. But in the watch-chamber, in the 
lower part of the tower, are armed men, and even if you passed those who roam 
the gardens by night, you must still pass through the soldiers, for the gem is kept 
somewhere in the tower above.’ 
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‘But if a man could pass through the gardens,’ argued the Cimmerian, ‘why 
could he not come at the gem through the upper part of the tower and thus avoid 
the soldiers?’ 

Again the Kothian gaped at him. 

‘Listen to him!’ he shouted jeeringly. ‘The barbarian is an eagle who would fly 
to the jeweled rim of the tower, which is only a hundred and fifty feet above the 
earth, with rounded sides slicker than polished glass!’ 

The Cimmerian glared about, embarrassed at the roar of mocking laughter that 
greeted this remark. He saw no particular humor in it, and was too new to 
civilization to understand its discourtesies. Civilized men are more discourteous 
than savages because they know they can be impolite without having their skulls 
split, as a general thing. He was bewildered and chagrined, and doubtless would 
have slunk away, abashed, but the Kothian chose to goad him further. 

‘Come, come!’ he shouted. “Tell these poor fellows, who have only been 
thieves since before you were spawned, tell them how you would steal the gem!’ 

“There is always a way, if the desire be coupled with courage,’ answered the 
Cimmerian shortly, nettled. 

The Kothian chose to take this as a personal slur. His face grew purple with 
anger. 

‘What!’ he roared. ‘You dare tell us our business, and intimate that we are 
cowards? Get along; get out of my sight!’ And he pushed the Cimmerian 
violently. 

‘Will you mock me and then lay hands on me?’ grated the barbarian, his quick 
rage leaping up; and he returned the push with an openhanded blow that knocked 
his tormentor back against the rude-hewn table. Ale splashed over the jack’s lip, 
and the Kothian roared in fury, dragging at his sword. 

‘Heathen dog!’ he bellowed. ‘I'll have your heart for that!’ 

Steel flashed and the throng surged wildly back out of the way. In their flight 
they knocked over the single candle and the den was plunged in darkness, 
broken by the crash of upset benches, drum of flying feet, shouts, oaths of 
people tumbling over one another, and a single strident yell of agony that cut the 
din like a knife. When a candle was relighted, most of the guests had gone out by 
doors and broken windows, and the rest huddled behind stacks of wine-kegs and 
under tables. The barbarian was gone; the center of the room was deserted 
except for the gashed body of the Kothian. The Cimmerian, with the unerring 
instinct of the barbarian, had killed his man in the darkness and confusion. 


5714 XRN 


The lurid lights and drunken revelry fell away behind the Cimmerian. He had 
discarded his torn tunic, and walked through the night naked except for a loin- 
cloth and his high-strapped sandals. He moved with the supple ease of a great 
tiger, his steely muscles rippling under his brown skin. 

He had entered the part of the city reserved for the temples. On all sides of him 
they glittered white in the starlight — snowy marble pillars and golden domes and 
silver arches, shrines of Zamora’s myriad strange gods. He did not trouble his 
head about them; he knew that Zamora’s religion, like all things of a civilized, 
long-settled people, was intricate and complex, and had lost most of the pristine 
essence in a maze of formulas and rituals. He had squatted for hours in the 
courtyard of the philosophers, listening to the arguments of theologians and 
teachers, and come away in a haze of bewilderment, sure of only one thing, and 
that, that they were all touched in the head. 

His gods were simple and understandable; Crom was their chief, and he lived 
on a great mountain, whence he sent forth dooms and death. It was useless to 
call on Crom, because he was a gloomy, savage god, and he hated weaklings. 
But he gave a man courage at birth, and the will and might to kill his enemies, 
which, in the Cimmerian’s mind, was all any god should be expected to do. 

His sandalled feet made no sound on the gleaming pave. No watchmen passed, 
for even the thieves of the Maul shunned the temples, where strange dooms had 
been known to fall on violators. Ahead of him he saw, looming against the sky, 
the Tower of the Elephant. He mused, wondering why it was so named. No one 
seemed to know. He had never seen an elephant, but he vaguely understood that 
it was a monstrous animal, with a tail in front as well as behind. This a 
wandering Shemite had told him, swearing that he had seen such beasts by the 
thousands in the country of the Hyrkanians; but all men knew what liars were the 
men of Shem. At any rate, there were no elephants in Zamora. 

The shimmering shaft of the tower rose frostily in the stars. In the sunlight it 
shone so dazzlingly that few could bear its glare, and men said it was built of 
silver. It was round, a slim perfect cylinder, a hundred and fifty feet in height, 
and its rim glittered in the starlight with the great jewels which crusted it. The 
tower stood among the waving exotic trees of a garden raised high above the 
general level of the city. A high wall enclosed this garden, and outside the wall 
was a lower level, likewise enclosed by a wall. No lights shone forth; there 
seemed to be no windows in the tower — at least not above the level of the inner 
wall. Only the gems high above sparkled frostily in the starlight. 

Shrubbery grew thick outside the lower, or outer wall. The Cimmerian crept 
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close and stood beside the barrier, measuring it with his eyes. It was high, but he 
could leap and catch the coping with his fingers. Then it would be child’s play to 
swing himself up and over, and he did not doubt that he could pass the inner wall 
in the same manner. But he hesitated at the thought of the strange perils which 
were Said to await within. These people were strange and mysterious to him; 
they were not of his kind — not even of the same blood as the more westerly 
Brythunians, Nemedians, Kothians and Aquilonians, whose civilized mysteries 
had awed him in times past. The people of Zamora were very ancient, and, from 
what he had seen of them, very evil. 

He thought of Yara, the high priest, who worked strange dooms from this 
jeweled tower, and the Cimmerian’s hair prickled as he remembered a tale told 
by a drunken page of the court — how Yara had laughed in the face of a hostile 
prince, and held up a glowing, evil gem before him, and how rays shot 
blindingly from that unholy jewel, to envelop the prince, who screamed and fell 
down, and shrank to a withered blackened lump that changed to a black spider 
which scampered wildly about the chamber until Yara set his heel upon it. 

Yara came not often from his tower of magic, and always to work evil on some 
man or some nation. The king of Zamora feared him more than he feared death, 
and kept himself drunk all the time because that fear was more than he could 
endure sober. Yara was very old — centuries old, men said, and added that he 
would live for ever because of the magic of his gem, which men called the Heart 
of the Elephant, for no better reason than they named his hold the Elephant’s 
Tower. 

The Cimmerian, engrossed in these thoughts, shrank quickly against the wall. 
Within the garden someone was passing, who walked with a measured stride. 
The listener heard the clink of steel. So after all a guard did pace those gardens. 
The Cimmerian waited, expected to hear him pass again, on the next round, but 
silence rested over the mysterious gardens. 

At last curiosity overcame him. Leaping lightly he grasped the wall and swung 
himself up to the top with one arm. Lying flat on the broad coping, he looked 
down into the wide space between the walls. No shrubbery grew near him, 
though he saw some carefully trimmed bushes near the inner wall. The starlight 
fell on the even sward and somewhere a fountain tinkled. 

The Cimmerian cautiously lowered himself down on the inside and drew his 
sword, staring about him. He was shaken by the nervousness of the wild at 
standing thus unprotected in the naked starlight, and he moved lightly around the 
curve of the wall, hugging its shadow, until he was even with the shrubbery he 
had noticed. Then he ran quickly toward it, crouching low, and almost tripped 
over a form that lay crumpled near the edges of the bushes. 
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A quick look to right and left showed him no enemy in sight at least, and he 
bent close to investigate. His keen eyes, even in the dim starlight, showed him a 
strongly built man in the silvered armor and crested helmet of the Zamorian 
royal guard. A shield and a spear lay near him, and it took but an instant’s 
examination to show that he had been strangled. The barbarian glanced about 
uneasily. He knew that this man must be the guard he had heard pass his hiding- 
place by the wall. Only a short time had passed, yet in that interval nameless 
hands had reached out of the dark and choked out the soldier’s life. 

Straining his eyes in the gloom, he saw a hint of motion through the shrubs 
near the wall. Thither he glided, gripping his sword. He made no more noise 
than a panther stealing through the night, yet the man he was stalking heard. The 
Cimmerian had a dim glimpse of a huge bulk close to the wall, felt relief that it 
was at least human; then the fellow wheeled quickly with a gasp that sounded 
like panic, made the first motion of a forward plunge, hands clutching, then 
recoiled as the Cimmerian’s blade caught the starlight. For a tense instant neither 
spoke, standing ready for anything. 

“You are no soldier,’ hissed the stranger at last. ‘You are a thief like myself.’ 

‘And who are you?’ asked the Cimmerian in a suspicious whisper. “Taurus of 
Nemedia.’ 

The Cimmerian lowered his sword. 

‘I’ve heard of you. Men call you a prince of thieves.’ 

A low laugh answered him. Taurus was tall as the Cimmerian, and heavier; he 
was big-bellied and fat, but his every movement betokened a subtle dynamic 
magnetism, which was reflected in the keen eyes that glinted vitally, even in the 
starlight. He was barefooted and carried a coil of what looked like a thin, strong 
rope, knotted at regular intervals. 

“Who are you?’ he whispered. 

‘Conan, a Cimmerian,’ answered the other. ‘I came seeking a way to steal 
Yara’s jewel, that men call the Elephant’s Heart.’ 

Conan sensed the man’s great belly shaking in laughter, but it was not derisive. 

‘By Bel, god of thieves!’ hissed Taurus. ‘I had thought only myself had 
courage to attempt that poaching. These Zamorians call themselves thieves — 
bah! Conan, I like your grit. I never shared an adventure with anyone, but by 
Bel, we’ ll attempt this together if you’re willing.’ 

‘Then you are after the gem, too?’ 

“What else? I’ve had my plans laid for months, but you, I think, have acted on 
a sudden impulse, my friend.’ 

“You killed the soldier?’ 

‘Of course. I slid over the wall when he was on the other side of the garden. I 
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hid in the bushes; he heard me, or thought he heard something. When he came 
blundering over, it was no trick at all to get behind him and suddenly grip his 
neck and choke out his fool’s life. He was like most men, half blind in the dark. 
A good thief should have eyes like a cat.’ 

“You made one mistake,’ said Conan. 

Taurus’s eyes flashed angrily. 

‘I? I, a mistake? Impossible!’ 

“You should have dragged the body into the bushes.’ 

‘Said the novice to the master of the art. They will not change the guard until 
past midnight. Should any come searching for him now, and find his body, they 
would flee at once to Yara, bellowing the news, and give us time to escape. 
Were they not to find it, they’d go on beating up the bushes and catch us like rats 
in a trap.’ 

“You are right,’ agreed Conan. 

‘So. Now attend. We waste time in this cursed discussion. There are no guards 
in the inner garden — human guards, I mean, though there are sentinels even 
more deadly. It was their presence which baffled me for so long, but I finally 
discovered a way to circumvent them.’ 

“What of the soldiers in the lower part of the tower?’ 

‘Old Yara dwells in the chambers above. By that route we will come — and go, 
I hope. Never mind asking me how. I have arranged a way. We’ll steal down 
through the top of the tower and strangle old Yara before he can cast any of his 
accursed spells on us. At least we’ll try; it’s the chance of being turned into a 
spider or a toad, against the wealth and power of the world. All good thieves 
must know how to take risks.’ 

‘T’ll go as far as any man,’ said Conan, slipping off his sandals. 

‘Then follow me.’ And turning, Taurus leaped up, caught the wall and drew 
himself up. The man’s suppleness was amazing, considering his bulk; he seemed 
almost to glide up over the edge of the coping. Conan followed him, and lying 
flat on the broad top, they spoke in wary whispers. 

‘I see no light,’ Conan muttered. The lower part of the tower seemed much like 
that portion visible from outside the garden — a perfect, gleaming cylinder, with 
no apparent openings. 

“There are cleverly constructed doors and windows,’ answered Taurus, ‘but 
they are closed. The soldiers breathe air that comes from above.’ 

The garden was a vague pool of shadows, where feathery bushes and low 
spreading trees waved darkly in the starlight. Conan’s wary soul felt the aura of 
waiting menace that brooded over it. He felt the burning glare of unseen eyes, 
and he caught a subtle scent that made the short hairs on his neck instinctively 
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bristle as a hunting dog bristles at the scent of an ancient enemy. 

‘Follow me,’ whispered Taurus, ‘keep behind me, as you value your life.’ 

Taking what looked like a copper tube from his girdle, the Nemedian dropped 
lightly to the sward inside the wall. Conan was close behind him, sword ready, 
but Taurus pushed him back, close to the wall, and showed no indication to 
advance, himself. His whole attitude was of tense expectancy, and his gaze, like 
Conan’s, was fixed on the shadowy mass of shrubbery a few yards away. This 
shrubbery was shaken, although the breeze had died down. Then two great eyes 
blazed from the waving shadows, and behind them other sparks of fire glinted in 
the darkness. 

‘Lions!’ muttered Conan. 

‘Aye. By day they are kept in subterranean caverns below the tower. That’s 
why there are no guards in this garden.’ 

Conan counted the eyes rapidly. 

‘Five in sight; maybe more back in the bushes. They’I!] charge in a moment—’ 

‘Be silent!’ hissed Taurus, and he moved out from the wall, cautiously as if 
treading on razors, lifting the slender tube. Low rumblings rose from the 
shadows and the blazing eyes moved forward. Conan could sense the great 
slavering jaws, the tufted tails lashing tawny sides. The air grew tense — the 
Cimmerian gripped his sword, expecting the charge and the irresistible hurtling 
of giant bodies. Then Taurus brought the mouth of the tube to his lips and blew 
powerfully. A long jet of yellowish powder shot from the other end of the tube 
and billowed out instantly in a thick green-yellow cloud that settled over the 
shrubbery, blotting out the glaring eyes. 

Taurus ran back hastily to the wall. Conan glared without understanding. The 
thick cloud hid the shrubbery, and from it no sound came. 

‘What is that mist?’ the Cimmerian asked uneasily. 

‘Death!’ hissed the Nemedian. ‘If a wind springs up and blows it back upon us, 
we must flee over the wall. But no, the wind is still, and now it is dissipating. 
Wait until it vanishes entirely. To breathe it is death.’ 

Presently only yellowish shreds hung ghostily in the air; then they were gone, 
and Taurus motioned his companion forward. They stole toward the bushes, and 
Conan gasped. Stretched out in the shadows lay five great tawny shapes, the fire 
of their grim eyes dimmed for ever. A sweetish cloying scent lingered in the 
atmosphere. 

‘They died without a sound!’ muttered the Cimmerian. “Taurus, what was that 
powder?’ 

‘It was made from the black lotus, whose blossoms wave in the lost jungles of 
Khitai, where only the yellow-skulled priests of Yun dwell. Those blossoms 
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strike dead any who smell of them.’ 

Conan knelt beside the great forms, assuring himself that they were indeed 
beyond power of harm. He shook his head; the magic of the exotic lands was 
mysterious and terrible to the barbarians of the north. 

“Why can you not slay the soldiers in the tower in the same way?’ he asked. 

‘Because that was all the powder I possessed. The obtaining of it was a feat 
which in itself was enough to make me famous among the thieves of the world. I 
stole it out of a caravan bound for Stygia, and I lifted it, in its cloth-of-gold bag, 
out of the coils of the great serpent which guarded it, without awaking him. But 
come, in Bel’s name! Are we to waste the night in discussion?’ 

They glided through the shrubbery to the gleaming foot of the tower, and there, 
with a motion enjoining silence, Taurus unwound his knotted cord, on one end 
of which was a strong steel hook. Conan saw his plan, and asked no questions as 
the Nemedian gripped the line a short distance below the hook, and began to 
swing it about his head. Conan laid his ear to the smooth wall and listened, but 
could hear nothing. Evidently the soldiers within did not suspect the presence of 
intruders, who had made no more sound than the night wind blowing through the 
trees. But a strange nervousness was on the barbarian; perhaps it was the lion- 
smell which was over everything. 

Taurus threw the line with a smooth, ripping motion of his mighty arm. The 
hook curved upward and inward in a peculiar manner, hard to describe, and 
vanished over the jeweled rim. It apparently caught firmly, for cautious jerking 
and then hard pulling did not result in any slipping or giving. 

‘Luck the first cast,” murmured Taurus. ‘I—’ 

It was Conan’s savage instinct which made him wheel suddenly; for the death 
that was upon them made no sound. A fleeting glimpse showed the Cimmerian 
the giant tawny shape, rearing upright against the stars, towering over him for 
the death-stroke. No civilized man could have moved half so quickly as the 
barbarian moved. His sword flashed frostily in the starlight with every ounce of 
desperate nerve and thew behind it, and man and beast went down together. 

Cursing incoherently beneath his breath, Taurus bent above the mass, and saw 
his companion’s limbs move as he strove to drag himself from under the great 
weight that lay limply upon him. A glance showed the startled Nemedian that the 
lion was dead, its slanting skull split in half. He laid hold of the carcass, and by 
his aid, Conan thrust it aside and clambered up, still gripping his dripping sword. 

‘Are you hurt, man?’ gasped Taurus, still bewildered by the stunning swiftness 
of that touch-and-go episode. 

‘No, by Crom!’ answered the barbarian. ‘But that was as close a call as I’ve 
had in a life noways tame. Why did not the cursed beast roar as he charged?’ 
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‘All things are strange in this garden,’ said Taurus. ‘The lions strike silently — 
and so do other deaths. But come — little sound was made in that slaying, but the 
soldiers might have heard, if they are not asleep or drunk. That beast was in 
some other part of the garden and escaped the death of the flowers, but surely 
there are no more. We must climb this cord — little need to ask a Cimmerian if he 
can.’ 

‘Tf it will bear my weight,’ grunted Conan, cleansing his sword on the grass. 

‘Tt will bear thrice my own,’ answered Taurus. ‘It was woven from the tresses 
of dead women, which I took from their tombs at midnight, and steeped in the 
deadly wine of the upas tree, to give it strength. I will go first — then follow me 
closely.’ 

The Nemedian gripped the rope and, crooking a knee about it, began the 
ascent; he went up like a cat, belying the apparent clumsiness of his bulk. The 
Cimmerian followed. The cord swayed and tumed on itself, but the climbers 
were not hindered; both had made more difficult climbs before. The jeweled rim 
glittered high above them, jutting out from the perpendicular — a fact which 
added greatly to the ease of the ascent. 

Up and up they went, silently, the lights of the city spreading out further and 
further to their sight as they climbed, the stars above them more and more 
dimmed by the glitter of the jewels along the rim. Now Taurus reached up a 
hand and gripped the rim itself, pulling himself up and over. Conan paused a 
moment on the very edge, fascinated by the great frosty jewels whose gleams 
dazzled his eyes — diamonds, rubies, emeralds, sapphires, turquoises, 
moonstones, set thick as stars in the shimmering silver. At a distance their 
different gleams had seemed to merge into a pulsing white glare; but now, at 
close range, they shimmered with a million rainbow tints and lights, hypnotizing 
him with their scintillations. 

‘There is a fabulous fortune here, Taurus,’ he whispered; but the Nemedian 
answered impatiently. ‘Come on! If we secure the Heart, these and all other 
things shall be ours.’ 

Conan climbed over the sparkling rim. The level of the tower’s top was some 
feet below the gemmed ledge. It was flat, composed of some dark blue 
substance, set with gold that caught the starlight, so that the whole looked like a 
wide sapphire flecked with shining gold-dust. Across from the point where they 
had entered there seemed to be a sort of chamber, built upon the roof. It was of 
the same silvery material as the walls of the tower, adorned with designs worked 
in smaller gems; its single door was of gold, its surface cut in scales, and crusted 
with jewels that gleamed like ice. 

Conan cast a glance at the pulsing ocean of lights which spread far below 
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them, then glanced at Taurus. The Nemedian was drawing up his cord and 
coiling it. He showed Conan where the hook had caught — a fraction of an inch 
of the point had sunk under a great blazing jewel on the inner side of the rim. 

‘Luck was with us again,’ he muttered. ‘One would think that our combined 
weight would have torn that stone out. Follow me; the real risks of the venture 
begin now. We are in the serpent’s lair, and we know not where he lies hidden.’ 

Like stalking tigers they crept across the darkly gleaming floor and halted 
outside the sparkling door. With a deft and cautious hand Taurus tried it. It gave 
without resistance, and the companions looked in, tensed for anything. Over the 
Nemedian’s shoulder Conan had a glimpse of a glittering chamber, the walls, 
ceiling and floor of which were crusted with great white jewels which lighted it 
brightly, and which seemed its only illumination. It seemed empty of life. 

‘Before we cut off our last retreat,’ hissed Taurus, ‘go you to the rim and look 
over on all sides; if you see any soldiers moving in the gardens, or anything 
suspicious, return and tell me. I will await you within this chamber.’ 

Conan saw scant reason in this, and a faint suspicion of his companion touched 
his wary soul, but he did as Taurus requested. As he turned away, the Nemedian 
slipt inside the door and drew it shut behind him. Conan crept about the rim of 
the tower, returning to his starting-point without having seen any suspicious 
movement in the vaguely waving sea of leaves below. He turned toward the door 
— suddenly from within the chamber there sounded a strangled cry. 

The Cimmerian leaped forward, electrified — the gleaming door swung open 
and Taurus stood framed in the cold blaze behind him. He swayed and his lips 
parted, but only a dry rattle burst from his throat. Catching at the golden door for 
support, he lurched out upon the roof, then fell headlong, clutching at his throat. 
The door swung to behind him. 

Conan, crouching like a panther at bay, saw nothing in the room behind the 
stricken Nemedian, in the brief instant the door was partly open — unless it was 
not a trick of the light which made it seem as if a shadow darted across the 
gleaming door. Nothing followed Taurus out on the roof, and Conan bent above 
the man. 

The Nemedian stared up with dilated, glazing eyes, that somehow held a 
terrible bewilderment. His hands clawed at his throat, his lips slobbered and 
gurgled; then suddenly he stiffened, and the astounded Cimmerian knew that he 
was dead. And he felt that Taurus had died without knowing what manner of 
death had stricken him. Conan glared bewilderedly at the cryptic golden door. In 
that empty room, with its glittering jeweled walls, death had come to the prince 
of thieves as swiftly and mysteriously as he had dealt doom to the lions in the 
gardens below. 
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Gingerly the barbarian ran his hands over the man’s half-naked body, seeking a 
wound. But the only marks of violence were between his shoulders, high up near 
the base of his bull-neck — three small wounds, which looked as if three nails had 
been driven deep in the flesh and withdrawn. The edges of these wounds were 
black, and a faint smell as of putrefaction was evident. Poisoned darts? thought 
Conan — but in that case the missiles should be still in the wounds. 

Cautiously he stole toward the golden door, pushed it open, and looked inside. 
The chamber lay empty, bathed in the cold, pulsing glow of the myriad jewels. 
In the very center of the ceiling he idly noted a curious design — a black eight- 
sided pattern, in the center of which four gems glittered with a red flame unlike 
the white blaze of the other jewels. Across the room there was another door, like 
the one in which he stood, except that it was not carved in the scale pattern. Was 
it from that door that death had come? — and having struck down its victim, had 
it retreated by the same way? 

Closing the door behind him, the Cimmerian advanced into the chamber. His 
bare feet made no sound on the crystal floor. There were no chairs or tables in 
the chamber, only three or four silken couches, embroidered with gold and 
worked in strange serpentine designs, and several silver-bound mahogany chests. 
Some were sealed with heavy golden locks; others lay open, their carven lids 
thrown back, revealing heaps of jewels in a careless riot of splendor to the 
Cimmerian’s astounded eyes. Conan swore beneath his breath; already he had 
looked upon more wealth that night than he had ever dreamed existed in all the 
world, and he grew dizzy thinking of what must be the value of the jewel he 
sought. 

He was in the center of the room now, going stooped forward, head thrust out 
warily, sword advanced, when again death struck at him soundlessly. A flying 
shadow that swept across the gleaming floor was his only warning, and his 
instinctive sidelong leap all that saved his life. He had a flashing glimpse of a 
hairy black horror that swung past him with a clashing of frothing fangs, and 
something splashed on his bare shoulder that burned like drops of liquid hellfire. 
Springing back, sword high, he saw the horror strike the floor, wheel and scuttle 
toward him with appalling speed — a gigantic black spider, such as men see only 
in nightmare dreams. 

It was as large as a pig, and its eight thick hairy legs drove its ogreish body 
over the floor at headlong pace; its four evilly gleaming eyes shone with a 
horrible intelligence, and its fangs dripped venom that Conan knew, from the 
burning of his shoulder where only a few drops had splashed as the thing struck 
and missed, was laden with swift death. This was the killer that had dropped 
from its perch in the middle of the ceiling on a strand of its web, on the neck of 
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the Nemedian. Fools that they were not to have suspected that the upper 
chambers would be guarded as well as the lower! 

These thoughts flashed briefly through Conan’s mind as the monster rushed. 
He leaped high, and it passed beneath him, wheeled and charged back. This time 
he evaded its rush with a sidewise leap, and struck back like a cat. His sword 
severed one of the hairy legs, and again he barely saved himself as the 
monstrosity swerved at him, fangs clicking fiendishly. But the creature did not 
press the pursuit; turning, it scuttled across the crystal floor and ran up the wall 
to the ceiling, where it crouched for an instant, glaring down at him with its 
fiendish red eyes. Then without warning it launched itself through space, trailing 
a strand of slimy grayish stuff. 

Conan stepped back to avoid the hurtling body — then ducked frantically, just 
in time to escape being snared by the flying web-rope. He saw the monster’s 
intent and sprang toward the door, but it was quicker, and a sticky strand cast 
across the door made him a prisoner. He dared not try to cut it with his sword; he 
knew the stuff would cling to the blade, and before he could shake it loose, the 
fiend would be sinking its fangs into his back. 

Then began a desperate game, the wits and quickness of the man matched 
against the fiendish craft and speed of the giant spider. It no longer scuttled 
across the floor in a direct charge, or swung its body through the air at him. It 
raced about the ceiling and the walls, seeking to snare him in the long loops of 
sticky gray web-strands, which it flung with a devilish accuracy. These strands 
were thick as ropes, and Conan knew that once they were coiled about him, his 
desperate strength would not be enough to tear him free before the monster 
struck. 

All over the chamber went on that devil’s game, in utter silence except for the 
quick breathing of the man, the low scuff of his bare feet on the shining floor, 
the castanet rattle of the monstrosity’s fangs. The gray strands lay in coils on the 
floor; they were looped along the walls; they overlaid the jewel-chests and silken 
couches, and hung in dusky festoons from the jeweled ceiling. Conan’s steel-trap 
quickness of eye and muscle had kept him untouched, though the sticky loops 
had passed him so close they rasped his naked hide. He knew he could not 
always avoid them; he not only had to watch the strands swinging from the 
ceiling, but to keep his eye on the floor, lest he trip in the coils that lay there. 
Sooner or later a gummy loop would writhe about him, python-like, and then, 
wrapped like a cocoon, he would lie at the monster’s mercy. 

The spider raced across the chamber floor, the gray rope waving out behind it. 
Conan leaped high, clearing a couch — with a quick wheel the fiend ran up the 
wall, and the strand, leaping off the floor like a live thing, whipped about the 
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Cimmerian’s ankle. He caught himself on his hands as he fell, jerking frantically 
at the web which held him like a pliant vise, or the coil of a python. The hairy 
devil was racing down the wall to complete its capture. Stung to frenzy, Conan 
caught up a jewel chest and hurled it with all his strength. It was a move the 
monster was not expecting. Full in the midst of the branching black legs the 
massive missile struck, smashing against the wall with a muffled sickening 
crunch. Blood and greenish slime spattered, and the shattered mass fell with the 
burst gem-chest to the floor. The crushed black body lay among the flaming riot 
of jewels that spilled over it; the hairy legs moved aimlessly, the dying eyes 
glittered redly among the twinkling gems. 

Conan glared about, but no other horror appeared, and he set himself to 
working free of the web. The substance clung tenaciously to his ankle and his 
hands, but at last he was free, and taking up his sword, he picked his way among 
the gray coils and loops to the inner door. What horrors lay within he did not 
know. The Cimmerian’s blood was up, and since he had come so far, and 
overcome so much peril, he was determined to go through to the grim finish of 
the adventure, whatever that might be. And he felt that the jewel he sought was 
not among the many so carelessly strewn about the gleaming chamber. 

Stripping off the loops that fouled the inner door, he found that it, like the 
other, was not locked. He wondered if the soldiers below were still unaware of 
his presence. Well, he was high above their heads, and if tales were to be 
believed, they were used to strange noises in the tower above them — sinister 
sounds, and screams of agony and horror. 

Yara was on his mind, and he was not altogether comfortable as he opened the 
golden door. But he saw only a flight of silver steps leading down, dimly lighted 
by what means he could not ascertain. Down these he went silently, gripping his 
sword. He heard no sound, and came presently to an ivory door, set with blood- 
stones. He listened, but no sound came from within; only thin wisps of smoke 
drifted lazily from beneath the door, bearing a curious exotic odor unfamiliar to 
the Cimmerian. Below him the silver stair wound down to vanish in the dimness, 
and up that shadowy well no sound floated; he had an eery feeling that he was 
alone in a tower occupied only by ghosts and phantoms. 


Cautiously he pressed against the ivory door and it swung silently inward. On 
the shimmering threshold Conan stared like a wolf in strange surroundings, 
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ready to fight or flee on the instant. He was looking into a large chamber with a 
domed golden ceiling; the walls were of green jade, the floor of ivory, partly 
covered by thick rugs. Smoke and exotic scent of incense floated up from a 
brazier on a golden tripod, and behind it sat an idol on a sort of marble couch. 
Conan stared aghast; the image had the body of a man, naked, and green in 
color; but the head was one of nightmare and madness. Too large for the human 
body, it had no attributes of humanity. Conan stared at the wide flaring ears, the 
curling proboscis, on either side of which stood white tusks tipped with round 
golden balls. The eyes were closed, as if in sleep. 

This then, was the reason for the name, the Tower of the Elephant, for the head 
of the thing was much like that of the beasts described by the Shemitish 
wanderer. This was Yara’s god; where then should the gem be, but concealed in 
the idol, since the stone was called the Elephant’s Heart? 

As Conan came forward, his eyes fixed on the motionless idol, the eyes of the 
thing opened suddenly! The Cimmerian froze in his tracks. It was no image — it 
was a living thing, and he was trapped in its chamber! 

That he did not instantly explode in a burst of murderous frenzy is a fact that 
measures his horror, which paralyzed him where he stood. A civilized man in his 
position would have sought doubtful refuge in the conclusion that he was insane; 
it did not occur to the Cimmerian to doubt his senses. He knew he was face to 
face with a demon of the Elder World, and the realization robbed him of all his 
faculties except sight. 

The trunk of the horror was lifted and quested about, the topaz eyes stared 
unseeingly, and Conan knew the monster was blind. With the thought came a 
thawing of his frozen nerves, and he began to back silently toward the door. But 
the creature heard. The sensitive trunk stretched toward him, and Conan’s horror 
froze him again when the being spoke, in a strange, stammering voice that never 
changed its key or timbre. The Cimmerian knew that those jaws were never built 
or intended for human speech. 

‘Who is here? Have you come to torture me again, Yara? Will you never be 
done? Oh, Yag-kosha, is there no end to agony?’ 

Tears rolled from the sightless eyes, and Conan’s gaze strayed to the limbs 
stretched on the marble couch. And he knew the monster would not rise to attack 
him. He knew the marks of the rack, and the searing brand of the flame, and 
tough-souled as he was, he stood aghast at the ruined deformities which his 
reason told him had once been limbs as comely as his own. And suddenly all 
fear and repulsion went from him, to be replaced by a great pity. What this 
monster was, Conan could not know, but the evidences of its sufferings were so 
terrible and pathetic that a strange aching sadness came over the Cimmerian, he 
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knew not why. He only felt that he was looking upon a cosmic tragedy, and he 
shrank with shame, as if the guilt of a whole race were laid upon him. 

‘I am not Yara,’ he said. ‘I am only a thief. I will not harm you.’ 

‘Come near that I may touch you,’ the creature faltered, and Conan came near 
unfearingly, his sword hanging forgotten in his hand. The sensitive trunk came 
out and groped over his face and shoulders, as a blind man gropes, and its touch 
was light as a girl’s hand. 

“You are not of Yara’s race of devils,’ sighed the creature. ‘The clean, lean 
fierceness of the wastelands marks you. I know your people from of old, whom I 
knew by another name in the long, long ago when another world lifted its 
jeweled spires to the stars. There is blood on your fingers.’ 

‘A spider in the chamber above and a lion in the garden,’ muttered Conan. 

“You have slain a man too, this night,’ answered the other. ‘And there is death 
in the tower above. I feel; I know.’ 

‘Aye,’ muttered Conan. “The prince of all thieves lies there dead from the bite 
of a vermin.’ 

‘So — and so!’ The strange inhuman voice rose in a sort of low chant. ‘A 
slaying in the tavern and a slaying on the road — I know; I feel. And the third will 
make the magic of which not even Yara dreams — oh, magic of deliverance, 
green gods of Yag!’ 

Again tears fell as the tortured body was rocked to and fro in the grip of varied 
emotions. Conan looked on, bewildered. 

Then the convulsions ceased; the soft, sightless eyes were turned toward the 
Cimmerian, the trunk beckoned. 

‘Oh man, listen,’ said the strange being. ‘I am foul and monstrous to you, am I 
not? Nay, do not answer; I know. But you would seem as strange to me, could I 
see you. There are many worlds besides this earth, and life takes many shapes. I 
am neither god nor demon, but flesh and blood like yourself, though the 
substance differ in part, and the form be cast in a different mold. 

‘I am very old, oh man of the waste countries; long and long ago I came to this 
planet with others of my world, from the green planet Yag, which circles for 
ever in the outer fringe of this universe. We swept through space on mighty 
wings that drove us through the cosmos quicker than light, because we had 
watred with the kings of Yag and were defeated and outcast. But we could never 
return, for on earth our wings withered from our shoulders. Here we abode apart 
from earthly life. We fought the strange and terrible forms of life which then 
walked the earth, so that we became feared, and were not molested in the dim 
jungles of the east, where we had our abode. 

‘We saw men grow from the ape and build the shining cities of Valusia, 
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Kamelia, Commoria and their sisters. We saw them reel before the thrusts of the 
heathen Atlanteans and Picts and Lemurians. We saw the oceans rise and engulf 
Atlantis and Lemuria, and the isles of the Picts, and shining cities of civilization. 
We saw the survivors of Pictdom and Atlantis build their stone-age empires, and 
go down to ruin, locked in bloody wars. We saw the Picts sink into abysmal 
savagery, the Atlanteans into apedom again. We saw new savages drift 
southward in conquering waves from the Arctic circle to build a new 
civilization, with new kingdoms called Nemedia, and Koth, and Aquilonia and 
their sisters. We saw your people rise under a new name from the jungles of the 
apes that had been Atlanteans. We saw the descendants of the Lemurians who 
had survived the cataclysm, rise again through savagery and ride westward as 
Hyrkanians. And we saw this race of devils, survivors of the ancient civilization 
that was before Atlantis sank, come once more into culture and power — this 
accursed kingdom of Zamora. 

‘All this we saw, neither aiding nor hindering the immutable cosmic law, and 
one by one we died; for we of Yag are not immortal, though our lives are as the 
lives of planets and constellations. At last I alone was left, dreaming of old times 
among the ruined temples of jungle-lost Khitai, worshipped as a god by an 
ancient yellow-skinned race. Then came Yara, versed in dark knowledge handed 
down through the days of barbarism, since before Atlantis sank. 

‘First he sat at my feet and learned wisdom. But he was not satisfied with what 
I taught him, for it was white magic, and he wished evil lore, to enslave kings 
and glut a fiendish ambition. I would teach him none of the black secrets I had 
gained, through no wish of mine, through the eons. 

‘But his wisdom was deeper than I had guessed; with guile gotten among the 
dusky tombs of dark Stygia, he trapped me into divulging a secret I had not 
intended to bare; and turning my own power upon me, he enslaved me. Ah, gods 
of Yag, my cup has been bitter since that hour! 

‘He brought me up from the lost jungles of Khitai where the gray apes danced 
to the pipes of the yellow priests, and offerings of fruit and wine heaped my 
broken altars. No more was I a god to kindly jungle-folk — I was slave to a devil 
in human form.’ 

Again tears stole from the unseeing eyes. 

‘He pent me in this tower which at his command I built for him in a single 
night. By fire and rack he mastered me, and by strange unearthly tortures you 
would not understand. In agony I would long ago have taken my own life, if I 
could. But he kept me alive — mangled, blinded, and broken — to do his foul 
bidding. And for three hundred years I have done his bidding, from this marble 
couch, blackening my soul with cosmic sins, and staining my wisdom with 
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crimes, because I had no other choice. Yet not all my ancient secrets has he 
wrested from me, and my last gift shall be the sorcery of the Blood and the 
Jewel. 

‘For I feel the end of time draw near. You are the hand of Fate. I beg of you, 
take the gem you will find on yonder altar.’ 

Conan tumed to the gold and ivory altar indicated, and took up a great round 
jewel, clear as crimson crystal; and he knew that this was the Heart of the 
Elephant. 

‘Now for the great magic, the mighty magic, such as earth has not seen before, 
and shall not see again, through a million million of millenniums. By my life- 
blood I conjure it, by blood born on the green breast of Yag, dreaming far-poised 
in the great blue vastness of Space. 

“Take your sword, man, and cut out my heart; then squeeze it so that the blood 
will flow over the red stone. Then go you down these stairs and enter the ebony 
chamber where Yara sits wrapped in lotus-dreams of evil. Speak his name and 
he will awaken. Then lay this gem before him, and say “Yag-kosha gives you a 
last gift and a last enchantment”. Then get you from the tower quickly; fear not, 
your way shall be made clear. The life of man is not the life of Yag, nor is 
human death the death of Yag. Let me be free of this cage of broken blind flesh, 
and I will once more be Yogah of Yag, morning-crowned and shining, with 
wings to fly, and feet to dance, and eyes to see, and hands to break.’ 

Uncertainly Conan approached, and Yag-kosha, or Yogah, as if sensing his 
uncertainty, indicated where he should strike. Conan set his teeth and drove the 
sword deep. Blood streamed over the blade and his hand, and the monster started 
convulsively, then lay back quite still. Sure that life had fled, at least life as he 
understood it, Conan set to work on his grisly task and quickly brought forth 
something that he felt must be the strange being’s heart, though it differed 
curiously from any he had ever seen. Holding the pulsing organ over the blazing 
jewel, he pressed it with both hands, and a rain of blood fell on the stone. To his 
surprise, it did not run off, but soaked into the gem, as water is absorbed by a 
sponge. 

Holding the jewel gingerly, he went out of the fantastic chamber and came 
upon the silver steps. He did not look back; he instinctively felt that some 
transmutation was taking place in the body on the marble couch, and he further 
felt that it was of a sort not to be witnessed by human eyes. 

He closed the ivory door behind him and without hesitation descended the 
silver steps. It did not occur to him to ignore the instructions given him. He 
halted at an ebony door, in the center of which was a grinning silver skull, and 
pushed it open. He looked into a chamber of ebony and jet, and saw, on a black 
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silken couch, a tall, spare form reclining. Yara the priest and sorcerer lay before 
him, his eyes open and dilated with the fumes of the yellow lotus, far-staring, as 
if fixed on gulfs and nighted abysses beyond human ken. 

‘Yara!’ said Conan, like a judge pronouncing doom. ‘Awaken!’ 

The eyes cleared instantly and became cold and cruel as a vulture’s. The tall 
silken-clad form lifted erect, and towered gauntly above the Cimmerian. 

‘Dog!’ His hiss was like the voice of a cobra. ‘What do you here?’ Conan laid 
the jewel on the ebony table. 

‘He who sent this gem bade me say “Yag-kosha gives you a last gift and a last 
enchantment”.’ 

Yara recoiled, his dark face ashy. The jewel was no longer crystal-clear; its 
murky depths pulsed and throbbed, and curious smoky waves of changing color 
passed over its smooth surface. As if drawn hypnotically, Yara bent over the 
table and gripped the gem in his hands, staring into its shadowed depths, as if it 
were a magnet to draw the shuddering soul from his body. And as Conan looked, 
he thought that his eyes must be playing him tricks. For when Yara had risen up 
from his couch, the priest had seemed gigantically tall; yet now he saw that 
Yara’s head would scarcely come to his shoulder. He blinked, puzzled, and for 
the first time that night, doubted his own senses. Then with a shock he realized 
that the priest was shrinking in stature — was growing smaller before his very 
gaze. 

With a detached feeling he watched, as a man might watch a play; immersed in 
a feeling of overpowering unreality, the Cimmerian was no longer sure of his 
own identity; he only knew that he was looking upon the external evidence of 
the unseen play of vast Outer forces, beyond his understanding. 

Now Yara was no bigger than a child; now like an infant he sprawled on the 
table, still grasping the jewel. And now the sorcerer suddenly realized his fate, 
and he sprang up, releasing the gem. But still he dwindled, and Conan saw a 
tiny, pygmy figure rushing wildly about the ebony table-top, waving tiny arms 
and shrieking in a voice that was like the squeak of an insect. 

Now he had shrunk until the great jewel towered above him like a hill, and 
Conan saw him cover his eyes with his hands, as if to shield them from the glare, 
as he staggered about like a madman. Conan sensed that some unseen magnetic 
force was pulling Yara to the gem. Thrice he raced wildly about it in a narrowing 
circle, thrice he strove to turn and run out across the table; then with a scream 
that echoed faintly in the ears of the watcher, the priest threw up his arms and 
ran straight toward the blazing globe. 

Bending close, Conan saw Yara clamber up the smooth, curving surface, 
impossibly, like a man climbing a glass mountain. Now the priest stood on the 
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top, still with tossing arms, invoking what grisly names only the gods know. And 
suddenly he sank into the very heart of the jewel, as a man sinks into a sea, and 
Conan saw the smoky waves close over his head. Now he saw him in the 
crimson heart of the jewel, once more crystal-clear, as a man sees a scene far 
away, tiny with great distance. And into the heart came a green, shining winged 
figure with the body of a man and the head of an elephant — no longer blind or 
crippled. Yara threw up his arms and fled as a madman flees, and on his heels 
came the avenger. Then, like the bursting of a bubble, the great jewel vanished 
in a rainbow burst of iridescent gleams, and the ebony table-top lay bare and 
deserted — as bare, Conan somehow knew, as the marble couch in the chamber 
above, where the body of that strange transcosmic being called Yag-kosha and 
Yogah had lain. 

The Cimmerian turned and fled from the chamber, down the silver stairs. So 
mazed was he that it did not occur to him to escape from the tower by the way he 
had entered it. Down that winding, shadowy silver well he ran, and came into a 
large chamber at the foot of the gleaming stairs. There he halted for an instant; 
he had come into the room of soldiers. He saw the glitter of their silver corselets, 
the sheen of their jeweled sword-hilts. They sat slumped at the banquet board, 
their dusky plumes waving somberly above their drooping helmeted heads; they 
lay among their dice and fallen goblets on the wine-stained lapis-lazuli floor. 
And he knew that they were dead. The promise had been made, the word kept; 
whether sorcery or magic or the falling shadow of great green wings had stilled 
the revelry, Conan could not know, but his way had been made clear. And a 
silver door stood open, framed in the whiteness of dawn. 

Into the waving green gardens came the Cimmerian, and as the dawn wind 
blew upon him with the cool fragrance of luxuriant growths, he started like a 
man waking from a dream. He turned back uncertainly, to stare at the cryptic 
tower he had just left. Was he bewitched and enchanted? Had he dreamed all 
that had seemed to have passed? As he looked he saw the gleaming tower sway 
against the crimson dawn, its jewel-crusted rim sparkling in the growing light, 
and crash into shining shards. 
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BLACK COLOSSUS 


‘The Night of Power, when Fate stalked through the corridors of the 
world like a colossus just risen from an age-old throne of granite—’ 


E. HOFFMAN PRICE: THE GIRL FROM SAMARKAND 


Onvy me actor sence brooded over the mysterious ruins of Kuthchemes, but Fear was 
there; Fear quivered in the mind of Shevatas, the thief, driving his breath quick 
and sharp against his clenched teeth. 

He stood, the one atom of life amidst the colossal monuments of desolation and 
decay. Not even a vulture hung like a black dot in the vast blue vault of the sky 
that the sun glazed with its heat. On every hand rose the grim relics of another, 
forgotten age: huge broken pillars, thrusting up their jagged pinnacles into the 
sky; long wavering lines of crumbling walls; fallen cyclopean blocks of stone; 
shattered images, whose horrific features the corroding winds and dust-storms 
had half erased. From horizon to horizon no sign of life: only the sheer 
breathtaking sweep of the naked desert, bisected by the wandering line of a long- 
dry river course; in the midst of that vastness the glimmering fangs of the ruins, 
the columns standing up like broken masts of sunken ships — all dominated by 
the towering ivory dome before which Shevatas stood trembling. 

The base of this dome was a gigantic pedestal of marble rising from what had 
once been a terraced eminence on the banks of the ancient river. Broad steps led 
up to a great bronze door in the dome, which rested on its base like the half of 
some titanic egg. The dome itself was of pure ivory, which shone as if unknown 
hands kept it polished. Likewise shone the spired gold cap of the pinnacle, and 
the inscription which sprawled about the curve of the dome in golden 
hieroglyphics yards long. No man on earth could read those characters, but 
Shevatas shuddered at the dim conjectures they raised. For he came of a very old 
race, whose myths ran back to shapes undreamed of by contemporary tribes. 

Shevatas was wiry and lithe, as became a master-thief of Zamora. His small 
round head was shaven, his only garment a loin-cloth of scarlet silk. Like all his 
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race, he was very dark, his narrow vulture-like face set off by his keen black 
eyes. His long, slender and tapering fingers were quick and nervous as the wings 
of a moth. From a gold-scaled girdle hung a short, narrow, jewel-hilted sword in 
a sheath of ornamented leather. Shevatas handled the weapon with apparently 
exaggerated care. He even seemed to flinch away from the contact of the sheath 
with his naked thigh. Nor was his care without reason. 

This was Shevatas, a thief among thieves, whose name was spoken with awe in 
the dives of the Maul and the dim shadowy recesses beneath the temples of Bel, 
and who lived in songs and myths for a thousand years. Yet fear ate at the heart 
of Shevatas as he stood before the ivory dome of Kuthchemes. Any fool could 
see there was something unnatural about the structure; the winds and suns of 
three thousand years had lashed it, yet its gold and ivory rose bright and 
glistening as the day it was reared by nameless hands on the bank of the 
nameless river. 

This unnaturalness was in keeping with the general aura of these devil-haunted 
ruins. This desert was the mysterious expanse lying southeast of the lands of 
Shem. A few days’ ride on camel-back to the southwest, as Shevatas knew, 
would bring the traveller within sight of the great river Styx at the point where it 
turned at right angles with its former course, and flowed westward to empty at 
last into the distant sea. At the point of its bend began the land of Stygia, the 
dark-bosomed mistress of the south, whose domains, watered by the great river, 
rose sheer out of the surrounding desert. 

Eastward, Shevatas knew, the desert shaded into steppes stretching to the 
Hyrkanian kingdom of Turan, rising in barbaric splendor on the shores of the 
great inland sea. A week’s ride northward the desert ran into a tangle of barren 
hills, beyond which lay the fertile uplands of Koth, the southernmost realm of 
the Hyborian races. Westward the desert merged into the meadowlands of Shem, 
which stretched away to the ocean. 

All this Shevatas knew without being particularly conscious of the knowledge, 
as a man knows the streets of his town. He was a far traveller and had looted the 
treasures of many kingdoms. But now he hesitated and shuddered before the 
highest adventure and the mightiest treasure of all. 
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In that ivory dome lay the bones of Thugra Khotan, the dark sorcerer who had 
reigned in Kuthchemes three thousand years ago, when the kingdoms of Stygia 
stretched far northward of the great river, over the meadows of Shem, and into 
the uplands. Then the great drift of the Hyborians swept southward from the 
cradle-land of their race near the northern pole. It was a titanic drift, extending 
over centuries and ages. But in the reign of Thugra Khotan, the last magician of 
Kuthchemes, gray-eyed, tawny-haired barbarians in wolfskins and scale-mail 
had ridden from the north into the rich uplands to carve out the kingdom of Koth 
with their iron swords. They had stormed over Kuthchemes like a tidal wave, 
washing the marble towers in blood, and the northern Stygian kingdom had gone 
down in fire and ruin. 

But while they were shattering the streets of his city and cutting down his 
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archers like ripe corn, Thugra Khotan had swallowed a strange terrible poison, 
and his masked priests had locked him into the tomb he himself had prepared. 
His devotees died about that tomb in a crimson holocaust, but the barbarians 
could not burst the door, nor ever mar the structure by maul or fire. So they rode 
away, leaving the great city in ruins, and in his ivory-domed sepulcher great 
Thugra Khotan slept unmolested, while the lizards of desolation gnawed at the 
crumbling pillars, and the very river that watered his land in old times sank into 
the sands and ran dry. 

Many a thief sought to gain the treasure which fables said lay heaped about the 
moldering bones inside the dome. And many a thief died at the door of the tomb, 
and many another was harried by monstrous dreams to die at last with the froth 
of madness on his lips. 

So Shevatas shuddered as he faced the tomb, nor was his shudder altogether 
occasioned by the legend of the serpent said to guard the sorcerer’s bones. Over 
all myths of Thugra Khotan hung horror and death like a pall. From where the 
thief stood he could see the ruins of the great hall wherein chained captives had 
knelt by the hundreds during festivals to have their heads hacked off by the 
priest-king in honor of Set, the Serpent-god of Stygia. Somewhere near by had 
been the pit, dark and awful, wherein screaming victims were fed to a nameless 
amorphic monstrosity which came up out of a deeper, more hellish cavern. 
Legend made Thugra Khotan more than human; his worship yet lingered in a 
mongrel degraded cult, whose votaries stamped his likeness on coins to pay the 
way of their dead over the great river of darkness of which the Styx was but the 
material shadow. Shevatas had seen this likeness, on coins stolen from under the 
tongues of the dead, and its image was etched indelibly in his brain. 

But he put aside his fears and mounted to the bronze door, whose smooth 
surface offered no bolt or catch. Not for naught had he gained access into 
darksome cults, had harkened to the grisly whispers of the votaries of Skelos 
under midnight trees, and read the forbidden ironbound books of Vathelos the 
Blind. 

Kneeling before the portal, he searched the sill with nimble fingers; their 
sensitive tips found projections too small for the eye to detect, or for less-skilled 
fingers to discover. These he pressed carefully and according to a peculiar 
system, muttering a long-forgotten incantation as he did so. As he pressed the 
last projection, he sprang up with frantic haste and struck the exact center of the 
door a quick sharp blow with his open hand. 

There was no rasp of spring or hinge, but the door retreated inward, and the 
breath hissed explosively from Shevatas’s clenched teeth. A short narrow 
corridor was disclosed. Down this the door had slid, and was now in place at the 
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other end. The floor, ceiling and sides of the tunnel-like aperture were of ivory, 
and now from an opening on one side came a silent writhing horror that reared 
up and glared on the intruder with awful luminous eyes; a serpent twenty feet 
long, with shimmering, iridescent scales. 

The thief did not waste time in conjecturing what night-black pits lying below 
the dome had given sustenance to the monster. Gingerly he drew the sword, and 
from it dripped a greenish liquid exactly like that which slavered from the 
scimitar-fangs of the reptile. The blade was steeped in the poison of the snake’s 
own kind, and the obtaining of that venom from the fiend-haunted swamps of 
Zingara would have made a saga in itself. 

Shevatas advanced warily on the balls of his feet, knees bent slightly, ready to 
spring either way like a flash of light. And he needed all his co-ordinate speed 
when the snake arched its neck and struck, shooting out its full length like a 
stroke of lightning. For all his quickness of nerve and eye, Shevatas had died 
then but for chance. His well-laid plans of leaping aside and striking down on 
the outstretched neck were put at naught by the blinding speed of the reptile’s 
attack. The thief had but time to extend the sword in front of him, involuntarily 
closing his eyes and crying out. Then the sword was wrenched from his hand 
and the corridor was filled with a horrible thrashing and lashing. 

Opening his eyes, amazed to find himself still alive, Shevatas saw the monster 
heaving and twisting its slimy form in fantastic contortions, the sword 
transfixing its giant jaws. Sheer chance had hurled it full against the point he had 
held out blindly. A few moments later the serpent sank into shining, scarcely 
quivering coils, as the poison on the blade struck home. 

Gingerly stepping over it, the thief thrust against the door, which this time slid 
aside, revealing the interior of the dome. Shevatas cried out; instead of utter 
darkness he had come into a crimson light that throbbed and pulsed almost 
beyond the endurance of mortal eyes. It came from a gigantic red jewel high up 
in the vaulted arch of the dome. Shevatas gaped, inured though he was to the 
sight of riches. The treasure was there, heaped in staggering profusion — piles of 
diamonds, sapphires, rubies, turquoises, opals, emeralds; zikkurats of jade, jet 
and lapis lazuli; pyramids of gold wedges; teocallis of silver ingots; jewel-hilted 
swords in cloth-of-gold sheaths; golden helmets with colored horsehair crests, or 
black and scarlet plumes; silver-scaled corselets; gem-crusted harness worn by 
warrior-kings three thousand years in their tombs; goblets carven of single 
jewels; skulls plated with gold, with moonstones for eyes; necklaces of human 
teeth set with jewels. The ivory floor was covered inches deep with gold dust 
that sparkled and shimmered under the crimson glow with a million scintillant 
lights. The thief stood in a wonderland of magic and splendor, treading stars 
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under his sandalled feet. 

But his eyes were focussed on the dais of crystal which rose in the midst of the 
shimmering array, directly under the red jewel, and on which should be lying the 
moldering bones, turning to dust with the crawling of the centuries. And as 
Shevatas looked, the blood drained from his dark features; his marrow turned to 
ice, and the skin of his back crawled and wrinkled with horror, while his lips 
worked soundlessly. But suddenly he found his voice in one awful scream that 
rang hideously under the arching dome. Then again the silence of the ages lay 
among the ruins of mysterious Kuthchemes. 


Rumors drifted up through the meadowlands, into the cities of the Hyborians. 
The word ran along the caravans, the long camel-trains plodding through the 
sands, herded by lean, hawk-eyed men in white kaftans. It was passed on by the 
hook-nosed herdsmen of the grasslands, from the dwellers in tents to the 
dwellers in the squat stone cities where kings with curled blue-black beards 
worshipped round-bellied gods with curious rites. The word passed up through 
the fringe of hills where gaunt tribesmen took toll of the caravans. The rumors 
came into the fertile uplands where stately cities rose above blue lakes and 
rivers: the rumors marched along the broad white roads thronged with ox-wains, 
with lowing herds, with rich merchants, knights in steel, archers and priests. 

They were rumors from the desert that lies east of Stygia, far south of the 
Kothian hills. A new prophet had risen among the nomads. Men spoke of tribal 
war, of a gathering of vultures in the southeast, and a terrible leader who led his 
swiftly increasing hordes to victory. The Stygians, ever a menace to the northern 
nations, were apparently not connected with this movement; for they were 
massing armies on their eastern borders and their priests were making magic to 
fight that of the desert sorcerer, whom men called Natohk, the Veiled One; for 
his features were always masked. 

But the tide swept northwestward, and the blue-bearded kings died before the 
altars of their pot-bellied gods, and their squat-walled cities were drenched in 
blood. Men said that the uplands of the Hyborians were the goal of Natohk and 
his chanting votaries. 

Raids from the desert were not uncommon, but this latest movement seemed to 
promise more than a raid. Rumor said Natohk had welded thirty nomadic tribes 
and fifteen cities into his following, and that a rebellious Stygian prince had 
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joined him. This latter lent the affair an aspect of real war. 

Characteristically, most of the Hyborian nations were prone to ignore the 
growing menace. But in Khoraja, carved out of Shemite lands by the swords of 
Kothic adventurers, heed was given. Lying southeast of Koth, it would bear the 
brunt of the invasion. And its young king was captive to the treacherous king of 
Ophir, who hesitated between restoring him for a huge ransom, or handing him 
over to his enemy, the penurious king of Koth, who offered no gold, but an 
advantageous treaty. Meanwhile, the rule of the struggling kingdom was in the 
white hands of young princess Yasmela, the king’s sister. 

Minstrels sang her beauty throughout the western world, and the pride of a 
kingly dynasty was hers. But on that night her pride was dropped from her like a 
cloak. In her chamber whose ceiling was a lapis lazuli dome, whose marble floor 
was littered with rare furs, and whose walls were lavish with golden frieze-work, 
ten girls, daughters of nobles, their slender limbs weighted with gem-crusted 
armlets and anklets, slumbered on velvet couches about the royal bed with its 
golden dais and silken canopy. But princess Yasmela lolled not on that silken 
bed. She lay naked on her supple belly upon the bare marble like the most 
abased suppliant, her dark hair streaming over her white shoulders, her slender 
fingers intertwined. She lay and writhed in pure horror that froze the blood in her 
lithe limbs and dilated her beautiful eyes, that pricked the roots of her dark hair 
and made goose-flesh rise along her supple spine. 

Above her, in the darkest corner of the marble chamber, lurked a vast shapeless 
shadow. It was no living thing of form or flesh and blood. It was a clot of 
darkness, a blur in the sight, a monstrous night-born incubus that might have 
been deemed a figment of a sleep-drugged brain, but for the points of blazing 
yellow fire that glimmered like two eyes from the blackness. 

Moreover, a voice issued from it — a low subtle inhuman sibilance that was 
more like the soft abominable hissing of a serpent than anything else, and that 
apparently could not emanate from anything with human lips. Its sound as well 
as its import filled Yasmela with a shuddering horror so intolerable that she 
writhed and twisted her slender body as if beneath a lash, as though to rid her 
mind of its insinuating vileness by physical contortion. 

“You are marked for mine, princess,’ came the gloating whisper. ‘Before I 
wakened from the long sleep I had marked you, and yearned for you, but I was 
held fast by the ancient spell by which I escaped mine enemies. I am the soul of 
Natohk, the Veiled One! Look well upon me, princess! Soon you shall behold 
me in my bodily guise, and shall love me!’ 

The ghostly hissing dwindled off in lustful titterings, and Yasmela moaned and 
beat the marble tiles with her small fists in her ecstasy of terror. 
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‘I sleep in the palace chamber of Akbatana,’ the sibilances continued. ‘There 
my body lies in its frame of bones and flesh. But it is but an empty shell from 
which the spirit has flown for a brief space. Could you gaze from that palace 
casement you would realize the futility of resistance. The desert is a rose-garden 
beneath the moon, where blossom the fires of a hundred thousand warriors. As 
an avalanche sweeps onward, gathering bulk and momentum, I will sweep into 
the lands of mine ancient enemies. Their kings shall furnish me skulls for 
goblets, their women and children shall be slaves of my slaves’ slaves. I have 
grown strong in the long years of dreaming ... 

‘But thou shalt be my queen, oh princess! I will teach thee the ancient 
forgotten ways of pleasure. We—’ Before the stream of cosmic obscenity which 
poured from the shadowy colossus, Yasmela cringed and writhed as if from a 
whip that flayed her dainty bare flesh. 

‘Remember!’ whispered the horror. ‘The days will not be many before I come 
to claim mine own!’ 

Yasmela, pressing her face against the tiles and stopping her pink ears with her 
dainty fingers, yet seemed to hear a strange sweeping noise, like the beat of bat 
wings. Then, looking fearfully up, she saw only the moon that shone through the 
window with a beam that rested like a silver sword across the spot where the 
phantom had lurked. Trembling in every limb, she rose and staggered to a satin 
couch, where she threw herself down, weeping hysterically. The girls slept on, 
but one, who roused, yawned, stretched her slender figure and blinked about. 
Instantly she was on her knees beside the couch, her arms about Yasmela’s 
supple waist. 

“Was it — was it—?’ Her dark eyes were wide with fright. Yasmela caught her 
in a convulsive grasp. 

‘Oh, Vateesa. It came again! I saw It — heard It speak! It spoke Its name — 
Natohk! It is Natohk! It is not a nightmare — it towered over me while the girls 
slept like drugged ones. What — oh, what shall I do?’ 

Vateesa twisted a golden bracelet about her rounded arm in meditation. 

‘Oh, princess,’ she said, ‘it is evident that no mortal power can deal with It, 
and the charm is useless that the priests of Ishtar gave you. Therefore seek you 
the forgotten oracle of Mitra.’ 

In spite of her recent fright, Yasmela shuddered. The gods of yesterday become 
the devils of tomorrow. The Kothians had long since abandoned the worship of 
Mitra, forgetting the attributes of the universal Hyborian god. Yasmela had a 
vague idea that, being very ancient, it followed that the deity was very terrible. 
Ishtar was much to be feared, and all the gods of Koth. Kothian culture and 
religion had suffered from a subtle admixture of Shemite and Stygian strains. 


5739 XRN 


The simple ways of the Hyborians had become modified to a large extent by the 
sensual, luxurious, yet despotic habits of the East. 

‘Will Mitra aid me?’ Yasmela caught Vateesa’s wrist in her eagerness. ‘We 
have worshipped Ishtar so long—’ 

“To be sure he will!’ Vateesa was the daughter of an Ophirean priest who had 
brought his customs with him when he fled from political enemies to Khoraja. 
‘Seek the shrine! I will go with you.’ 

‘I will!’ Yasmela rose, but objected when Vateesa prepared to dress her. ‘It is 
not fitting that I come before the shrine clad in silk. I will go naked, on my 
knees, as befits a suppliant, lest Mitra deem I lack humility.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ Vateesa had scant respect for the ways of what she deemed a false 
cult. ‘Mitra would have folks stand upright before him — not crawling on their 
bellies like worms, or spilling blood of animals all over his altars.’ 

Thus objurgated, Yasmela allowed the girl to garb her in the light sleeveless 
silk shirt, over which was slipped a silken tunic, bound at the waist by a wide 
velvet girdle. Satin slippers were put upon her slender feet, and a few deft 
touches of Vateesa’s pink fingers arranged her dark wavy tresses. Then the 
princess followed the girl, who drew aside a heavy gilt-worked tapestry and 
threw the golden bolt of the door it concealed. This let into a narrow winding 
corridor, and down this the two girls went swiftly, through another door and into 
a broad hallway. Here stood a guardsman in crested gilt helmet, silvered cuirass 
and gold-chased greaves, with a long-shafted battle-ax in his hands. 

A motion from Yasmela checked his exclamation and, saluting, he took his 
stand again beside the doorway, motionless as a brazen image. The girls 
traversed the hallway, which seemed immense and eery in the light of the 
cressets along the lofty walls, and went down a stairway where Yasmela 
shivered at the blots of shadows which hung in the angles of the walls. Three 
levels down they halted at last in a narrow corridor whose arched ceiling was 
crusted with jewels, whose floor was set with blocks of crystal, and whose walls 
were decorated with golden frieze-work. Down this shining way they stole, 
holding each other’s hands, to a wide portal of gilt. 

Vateesa thrust open the door, revealing a shrine long forgotten except by a 
faithful few, and royal visitors to Khoraja’s court, mainly for whose benefit the 
fane was maintained. Yasmela had never entered it before, though she was born 
in the palace. Plain and unadorned in comparison to the lavish display of Ishtar’s 
shrines, there was about it a simplicity of dignity and beauty characteristic of the 
Mitran religion. 

The ceiling was lofty, but it was not domed, and was of plain white marble, as 
were the walls and floor, the former with a narrow gold frieze running about 
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them. Behind an altar of clear green jade, unstained with sacrifice, stood the 
pedestal whereon sat the material manifestation of the deity. Yasmela looked in 
awe at the sweep of the magnificent shoulders, the clear-cut features — the wide 
Straight eyes, the patriarchal beard, the thick curls of the hair, confined by a 
simple band about the temples. This, though she did not know it, was art in its 
highest form — the free, uncramped artistic expression of a highly esthetic race, 
unhampered by conventional symbolism. 

She fell on her knees and thence prostrate, regardless of Vateesa’s admonition, 
and Vateesa, to be on the safe side, followed her example; for after all, she was 
only a girl, and it was very awesome in Mitra’s shrine. But even so she could not 
refrain from whispering in Yasmela’s ear. 

‘This is but the emblem of the god. None pretends to know what Mitra looks 
like. This but represents him in idealized human form, as near perfection as the 
human mind can conceive. He does not inhabit this cold stone, as your priests 
tell you Ishtar does. He is everywhere — above us, and about us, and he dreams 
betimes in the high places among the stars. But here his being focusses. 
Therefore call upon him.’ 

“What shall I say?’ whispered Yasmela in stammering terror. 

‘Before you can speak, Mitra knows the contents of your mind—’ began 
Vateesa. Then both girls started violently as a voice began in the air above them. 
The deep, calm, bell-like tones emanated no more from the image than from 
anywhere else in the chamber. Again Yasmela trembled before a bodiless voice 
speaking to her, but this time it was not from horror or repulsion. 

‘Speak not, my daughter, for I know your need,’ came the intonations like deep 
musical waves beating rhythmically along a golden beach. ‘In one manner may 
you save your kingdom, and saving it, save all the world from the fangs of the 
serpent which has crawled up out of the darkness of the ages. Go forth upon the 
streets alone, and place your kingdom in the hands of the first man you meet 
there.’ 

The unechoing tones ceased, and the girls stared at each other. Then, rising, 
they stole forth, nor did they speak until they stood once more in Yasmela’s 
chamber. The princess stared out of the gold-barred windows. The moon had set. 
It was long past midnight. Sounds of revelry had died away in the gardens and 
on the roofs of the city. Khoraja slumbered beneath the stars, which seemed to 
be reflected in the cressets that twinkled among the gardens and along the streets 
and on the flat roofs of houses where folk slept. 

“What will you do?’ whispered Vateesa, all a-tremble. 

‘Give me my cloak,’ answered Yasmela, setting her teeth. 

‘But alone, in the streets, at this hour!’ expostulated Vateesa. 
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‘Mitra has spoken,’ replied the princess. ‘It might have been the voice of the 
god, ora trick of a priest. No matter. I will go!’ 

Wrapping a voluminous silken cloak about her lithe figure and donning a 
velvet cap from which depended a filmy veil, she passed hurriedly through the 
corridors and approached a bronze door where a dozen spearmen gaped at her as 
she passed through. This was in a wing of the palace which let directly onto the 
street; on all other sides it was surrounded by broad gardens, bordered by a high 
wall. She emerged into the street, lighted by cressets placed at regular intervals. 

She hesitated; then, before her resolution could falter, she closed the door 
behind her. A slight shudder shook her as she glanced up and down the street, 
which lay silent and bare. This daughter of aristocrats had never before ventured 
unattended outside her ancestral palace. Then, steeling herself, she went swiftly 
up the street. Her satin-slippered feet fell lightly on the pave, but their soft sound 
brought her heart into her throat. She imagined their fall echoing thunderously 
through the cavernous city, rousing ragged rat-eyed figures in hidden lairs 
among the sewers. Every shadow seemed to hide a lurking assassin, every blank 
doorway to mask the slinking hounds of darkness. 

Then she started violently. Ahead of her a figure appeared on the eery street. 
She drew quickly into a clump of shadows, which now seemed like a haven of 
refuge, her pulse pounding. The approaching figure went not furtively, like a 
thief, or timidly, like a fearful traveller. He strode down the nighted street as one 
who has no need or desire to walk softly. An unconscious swagger was in his 
stride, and his footfalls resounded on the pave. As he passed near a cresset she 
saw him plainly — a tall man, in the chain-mail hauberk of a mercenary. She 
braced herself, then darted from the shadow, holding her cloak close about her. 

‘Sa-ha!’ his sword flashed half out of his sheath. It halted when he saw it was 
only a woman that stood before him, but his quick glance went over her head, 
seeking the shadows for possible confederates. 

He stood facing her, his hand on the long hilt that jutted forward from beneath 
the scarlet cloak which flowed carelessly from his mailed shoulders. The 
torchlight glinted dully on the polished blue steel of his greaves and basinet. A 
more baleful fire glittered bluely in his eyes. At first glance she saw he was no 
Kothian; when he spoke she knew he was no Hyborian. He was clad like a 
captain of the mercenaries, and in that desperate command there were men of 
many lands, barbarians as well as civilized foreigners. There was a wolfishness 
about this warrior that marked the barbarian. The eyes of no civilized man, 
however wild or criminal, ever blazed with such a fire. Wine scented his breath, 
but he neither staggered nor stammered. 

“Have they shut you into the street?’ he asked in barbarous Kothic, reaching for 
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her. His fingers closed lightly about her rounded wrist, but she felt that he could 
splinter its bones without effort. ‘I’ve but come from the last wine-shop open — 
Ishtar’s curse on these white-livered reformers who close the grog-houses! “Let 
men sleep rather than guzzle,” they say — aye, so they can work and fight better 
for their masters! Soft-gutted eunuchs, I call them. When I served with the 
mercenaries of Corinthia we swilled and wenched all night and fought all day — 
aye, blood ran down the channels of our swords. But what of you, my girl? Take 
off that cursed mask—’ 

She avoided his clutch with a lithe twist of her body, trying not to appear to 
repulse him. She realized her danger, alone with a drunken barbarian. If she 
revealed her identity, he might laugh at her, or take himself off. She was not sure 
he would not cut her throat. Barbaric men did strange inexplicable things. She 
fought a rising fear. 

‘Not here,’ she laughed. ‘Come with me—’ 

‘Where?’ His wild blood was up, but he was wary as a wolf. ‘Are you taking 
me to some den of robbers?’ 

‘No, no, I swear it!” She was hard put to avoid the hand which was again 
fumbling at her veil. 

‘Devil bite you, hussy!’ he growled disgustedly. “You’re as bad as a Hyrkanian 
woman, with your damnable veil. Here — let me look at your figure, anyway.’ 

Before she could prevent it, he wrenched the cloak from her, and she heard his 
breath hiss between his teeth. He stood holding the cloak, eyeing her as if the 
sight of her rich garments had somewhat sobered him. She saw suspicion flicker 
sullenly in his eyes. 

‘Who the devil are you?’ he muttered. ‘You’re no street-waif — unless your 
leman robbed the king’s seraglio for your clothes.’ 

‘Never mind.’ She dared to lay her white hand on his massive ironclad arm. 
‘Come with me off the street.’ 

He hesitated, then shrugged his mighty shoulders. She saw that he half 
believed her to be some noble lady, who, weary of polite lovers, was taking this 
means of amusing herself. He allowed her to don the cloak again, and followed 
her. From the corer of her eye she watched him as they went down the street 
together. His mail could not conceal his hard lines of tigerish strength. 
Everything about him was tigerish, elemental, untamed. He was alien as the 
jungle to her in his difference from the debonair courtiers to whom she was 
accustomed. She feared him, told herself she loathed his raw brute strength and 
unashamed barbarism, yet something breathless and perilous inside her leaned 
toward him; the hidden primitive chord that lurks in every woman’s soul was 
sounded and responded. She had felt his hardened hand on her arm, and 
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something deep in her tingled to the memory of that contact. Many men had 
knelt before Yasmela. Here was one she felt had never knelt before any one. Her 
sensations were those of one leading an unchained tiger; she was frightened, and 
fascinated by her fright. 

She halted at the palace door and thrust lightly against it. Furtively watching 
her companion, she saw no suspicion in his eyes. 

‘Palace, eh?’ he rumbled. ‘So you’re a maid-in-waiting?’ 

She found herself wondering, with a strange jealousy, if any of her maids had 
ever led this war-eagle into her palace. The guards made no sign as she led him 
between them, but he eyed them as a fierce dog might eye a strange pack. She 
led him through a curtained doorway into an inner chamber, where he stood, 
naively scanning the tapestries, until he saw a crystal jar of wine on an ebony 
table. This he took up with a gratified sigh, tilting it toward his lips. Vateesa ran 
from an inner room, crying breathlessly, ‘Oh my princess—’ 

‘Princess!’ 

The wine-jar crashed to the floor. With a motion too quick for sight to follow, 
the mercenary snatched off Yasmela’s veil, glaring. He recoiled with a curse, his 
sword leaping into his hand with a broad shimmer of blue steel. His eyes blazed 
like a trapped tiger’s. The air was supercharged with tension that was like the 
pause before the bursting of a storm. Vateesa sank to the floor, speechless with 
terror, but Yasmela faced the infuriated barbarian without flinching. She realized 
her very life hung in the balance: maddened with suspicion and unreasoning 
panic, he was ready to deal death at the slightest provocation. But she 
experienced a certain breathless exhilaration in the crisis. 

‘Do not be afraid,’ she said. ‘I am Yasmela, but there is no reason to fear me.’ 

“Why did you lead me here?’ he snarled, his blazing eyes darting all about the 
chamber. ‘What manner of trap is this?’ 

“There is no trickery,’ she answered. ‘I brought you here because you can aid 
me. I called on the gods — on Mitra — and he bade me go into the streets and ask 
aid of the first man I met.’ 

This was something he could understand. The barbarians had their oracles. He 
lowered his sword, though he did not sheathe it. 

‘Well, if you’re Yasmela, you need aid,’ he grunted. ‘Your kingdom’s in a 
devil of a mess. But how can I aid you? If you want a throat cut, of course—’ 

‘Sit down,’ she requested. ‘Vateesa, bring him wine.’ 

He complied, taking care, she noticed, to sit with his back against a solid wall, 
where he could watch the whole chamber. He laid his naked sword across his 
mail-sheathed knees. She glanced at it in fascination. Its dull blue glimmer 
seemed to reflect tales of bloodshed and rapine; she doubted her ability to lift it, 
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yet she knew that the mercenary could wield it with one hand as lightly as she 
could wield a riding-whip. She noted the breadth and power of his hands; they 
were not the stubby undeveloped paws of a troglodyte. With a guilty start she 
found herself imagining those strong fingers locked in her dark hair. 

He seemed reassured when she deposited herself on a satin divan opposite him. 
He lifted off his basinet and laid it on the table, and drew back his coif, letting 
the mail folds fall upon his massive shoulders. She saw more fully now his 
unlikeness to the Hyborian races. In his dark, scarred face there was a suggestion 
of moodiness; and without being marked by depravity, or definitely evil, there 
was more than a suggestion of the sinister about his features, set off by his 
smoldering blue eyes. A low broad forehead was topped by a square-cut tousled 
mane as black as a raven’s wing. 

“Who are you?’ she asked abruptly. 

‘Conan, a captain of the mercenary spearmen,’ he answered, emptying the 
wine-cup at a gulp and holding it out for more. ‘I was born in Cimmeria.’ 

The name meant little to her. She only knew vaguely that it was a wild grim 
hill-country which lay far to the north, beyond the last outposts of the Hyborian 
nations, and was peopled by a fierce moody race. She had never before seen one 
of them. 

Resting her chin on her hands, she gazed at him with the deep dark eyes that 
had enslaved many a heart. 

‘Conan of Cimmeria,’ she said, ‘you said I needed aid. Why?’ 

‘Well,’ he answered, ‘any man can see that. Here is the king your brother in an 
Ophirean prison; here is Koth plotting to enslave you; here is this sorcerer 
screaming hell-fire and destruction down in Shem — and what’s worse, here are 
your soldiers deserting every day.’ 

She did not at once reply; it was a new experience for a man to speak so 
forthrightly to her, his words not couched in courtier phrases. 

‘Why are my soldiers deserting, Conan?’ she asked. 

‘Some are being hired away by Koth,’ he replied, pulling at the wine-jar with 
relish. ‘Many think Khoraja is doomed as an independent state. Many are 
frightened by tales of this dog Natohk.’ 

“Will the mercenaries stand?’ she asked anxiously. 

‘As long as you pay us well,’ he answered frankly. ‘Your politics are nothing 
to us. You can trust Amalric, our general, but the rest of us are only common 
men who love loot. If you pay the ransom Ophir asks, men say you’|l be unable 
to pay us. In that case we might go over to the king of Koth, though that cursed 
miser is no friend of mine. Or we might loot this city. In a civil war the plunder 
is always plentiful.’ 
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‘Why would you not go over to Natohk?’ she inquired. 

‘What could he pay us?’ he snorted. ‘With fat-bellied brass idols he looted 
from the Shemite cities? As long as you’re fighting Natohk, you may trust us.’ 

‘Would your comrades follow you?’ she asked abruptly. 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘I mean,’ she answered deliberately, ‘that I am going to make you commander 
of the armies of Khoraja!’ 

He stopped short, the goblet at his lips, which curved in a broad grin. His eyes 
blazed with a new light. 

‘Commander? Crom! But what will your perfumed nobles say?’ 

‘They will obey me!’ She clasped her hands to summon a slave, who entered, 
bowing deeply. ‘Have Count Thespides come to me at once, and the chancellor 
Taurus, lord Amalric, and the Agha Shupras. 

‘I place my trust in Mitra,’ she said, bending her gaze on Conan, who was now 
devouring the food placed before him by the trembling Vateesa. ‘You have seen 
much war?’ 

‘I was born in the midst of a battle,’ he answered, tearing a chunk of meat from 
a huge joint with his strong teeth. ‘The first sound my ears heard was the clang 
of swords and the yells of the slaying. I have fought in blood-feuds, tribal wars, 
and imperial campaigns.’ 

‘But can you lead men and arrange battle-lines?’ 

‘Well, I can try,’ he returned imperturbably. ‘It’s no more than sword-play on a 
larger scale. You draw his guard, then — stab, slash! And either his head is off, or 
yours.’ 

The slave entered again, announcing the arrival of the men sent for, and 
Yasmela went into the outer chamber, drawing the velvet curtains behind her. 
The nobles bent the knee, in evident surprize at her summons at such an hour. 

‘I have summoned you to tell you of my decision,’ said Yasmela. ‘The 
kingdom is in peril—’ 

‘Right enough, my princess.’ It was Count Thespides who spoke — a tall man, 
whose black locks were curled and scented. With one white hand he smoothed 
his pointed mustache, and with the other he held a velvet chaperon with a scarlet 
feather fastened by a golden clasp. His pointed shoes were satin, his cote-hardie 
of gold-broidered velvet. His manner was slightly affected, but the thews under 
his silks were steely. ‘It were well to offer Ophir more gold for your royal 
brother’s release.’ 

‘I strongly disagree,’ broke in Taurus the chancellor, an elderly man in an 
ermine-fringed robe, whose features were lined with the cares of his long 
service. ‘We have already offered what will beggar the kingdom to pay. To offer 
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more would further excite Ophir’s cupidity. My princess, I say as I have said 
before: Ophir will not move until we have met this invading horde. If we lose, he 
will give king Khossus to Koth; if we win, he will doubtless restore his majesty 
to us on payment of the ransom.’ 

‘And in the meantime,’ broke in Amalric, ‘the soldiers desert daily, and the 
mercenaries are restless to know why we dally.’ He was a Nemedian, a large 
man with a lion-like yellow mane. ‘We must move swiftly, if at all—’ 

‘Tomorrow we march southward,’ she answered. ‘And there is the man who 
shall lead you!’ 

Jerking aside the velvet curtains she dramatically indicated the Cimmerian. It 
was perhaps not an entirely happy moment for the disclosure. Conan was 
sprawled in his chair, his feet propped on the ebony table, busily engaged in 
gnawing a beef-bone which he gripped firmly in both hands. He glanced 
casually at the astounded nobles, grinned faintly at Amalric, and went on 
munching with undisguised relish. 

‘Mitra protect us!’ exploded Amalric. “That’s Conan the northron, the most 
turbulent of all my rogues! I’d have hanged him long ago, were he not the best 
swordsman that ever donned hauberk—’ 

“Your highness is pleased to jest!’ cried Thespides, his aristocratic features 
darkening. ‘This man is a savage — a fellow of no culture or breeding! It is an 
insult to ask gentlemen to serve under him! I—’ 

‘Count Thespides,’ said Yasmela, ‘you have my glove under your baldric. 
Please give it to me, and then go.’ 

‘Go?’ he cried, starting. ‘Go where?’ 

“To Koth or to Hades!’ she answered. ‘If you will not serve me as I wish, you 
shall not serve me at all.’ 

“You wrong me, princess,’ he answered, bowing low, deeply hurt. ‘I would not 
forsake you. For your sake I will even put my sword at the disposal of this 
savage.’ 

‘And you, my lord Amalric?’ 

Amalric swore beneath his breath, then grinned. True soldier of fortune, no 
shift of fortune, however outrageous, surprized him much. 

‘T’ll serve under him. A short life and a merry one, say I — and with Conan the 
Throat-slitter in command, life is likely to be both merry and short. Mitra! If the 
dog ever commanded more than a company of cut-throats before, I’ll eat him, 
harness and all!’ 

‘And you, my Agha?’ she turned to Shupras. 

He shrugged his shoulders resignedly. He was typical of the race evolved along 
Koth’s southern borders — tall and gaunt, with features leaner and more hawk- 
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like than his purer-blooded desert kin. 

‘Ishtar gives, princess.’ The fatalism of his ancestors spoke for him. 

‘Wait here,’ she commanded, and while Thespides fumed and gnawed his 
velvet cap, Taurus muttered wearily under his breath, and Amalric strode back 
and forth, tugging at his yellow beard and grinning like a hungry lion, Yasmela 
disappeared again through the curtains and clapped her hands for her slaves. 

At her command they brought harness to replace Conan’s chain-mail — gorget, 
sollerets, cuirass, pauldrons, jambes, cuisses and sallet. When Yasmela again 
drew the curtains, a Conan in burnished steel stood before his audience. Clad in 
the plate-armor, vizor lifted and dark face shadowed by the black plumes that 
nodded above his helmet, there was a grim impressiveness about him that even 
Thespides grudgingly noted. A jest died suddenly on Amalric’s lips. 

‘By Mitra,’ said he slowly, ‘I never expected to see you cased in coat-armor, 
but you do not put it to shame. By my finger-bones, Conan, I have seen kings 
who wore their harness less regally than you!’ 

Conan was silent. A vague shadow crossed his mind like a prophecy. In years 
to come he was to remember Amalric’s words, when the dream became the 
reality. 


In the early haze of dawn the streets of Khoraja were thronged by crowds of 
people who watched the hosts riding from the southern gate. The army was on 
the move at last. There were the knights, gleaming in richly wrought plate- 
armor, colored plumes waving above their burnished sallets. Their steeds, 
caparisoned with silk, lacquered leather and gold buckles, caracoled and 
curvetted as their riders put them through their paces. The early light struck 
glints from lance-points that rose like a forest above the array, their pennons 
flowing in the breeze. Each knight wore a lady’s token, a glove, scarf or rose, 
bound to his helmet or fastened to his sword-belt. They were the chivalry of 
Khoraja, five hundred strong, led by Count Thespides, who, men said, aspired to 
the hand of Yasmela herself. 

They were followed by the light cavalry on rangy steeds. The riders were 
typical hillmen, lean and hawk-faced; peaked steel caps were on their heads and 
chain-mail glinted under their flowing kaftans. Their main weapon was the 
terrible Shemitish bow, which could send a shaft five hundred paces. There were 
five thousand of these, and Shupras rode at their head, his lean face moody 
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beneath his spired helmet. 

Close on their heels marched the Khoraja spearmen, always comparatively few 
in any Hyborian state, where men thought cavalry the only honorable branch of 
service. These, like the knights, were of ancient Kothic blood — sons of ruined 
families, broken men, penniless youths, who could not afford horses and plate- 
armor, five hundred of them. 

The mercenaries brought up the rear, a thousand horsemen, two thousand 
spearmen. The tall horses of the cavalry seemed hard and savage as their riders; 
they made no curvets or gambades. There was a grimly business-like aspect to 
these professional killers, veterans of bloody campaigns. Clad from head to foot 
in chain-mail, they wore their vizorless head-pieces over linked coifs. Their 
shields were unadorned, their long lances without guidons. At their saddle-bows 
hung battle-axes or steel maces, and each man wore at his hip a long 
broadsword. The spearmen were armed in much the same manner, though they 
bore pikes instead of cavalry lances. 

They were men of many races and many crimes. There were tall Hyperboreans, 
gaunt, big-boned, of slow speech and violent natures; tawny-haired Gundermen 
from the hills of the northwest; swaggering Corinthian renegades; swarthy 
Zingarians, with bristling black mustaches and fiery tempers; Aquilonians from 
the distant west. But all, except the Zingarians, were Hyborians. 

Behind all came a camel in rich housings, led by a knight on a great war-horse, 
and surrounded by a clump of picked fighters from the royal house-troops. Its 
rider, under the silken canopy of the seat, was a slim, silk-clad figure, at the sight 
of which the populace, always mindful of royalty, threw up its leather cap and 
cheered wildly. 

Conan the Cimmerian, restless in his plate-armor, stared at the bedecked camel 
with no great approval, and spoke to Amalric, who rode beside him, resplendent 
in chain-mail threaded with gold, golden breastplate and helmet with flowing 
horsehair crest. 

‘The princess would go with us. She’s supple, but too soft for this work. 
Anyway, she’ ll have to get out of these robes.’ 

Amalric twisted his yellow mustache to hide a grin. Evidently Conan supposed 
Yasmela intended to strap on a sword and take part in the actual fighting, as the 
barbarian women often fought. 

‘The women of the Hyborians do not fight like your Cimmerian women, 
Conan,’ he said. ‘Yasmela rides with us to watch the battle. Anyway,’ he shifted 
in his saddle and lowered his voice, ‘between you and me, I have an idea that the 
princess dares not remain behind. She fears something—’ 

‘An uprising? Maybe we’d better hang a few citizens before we start—’ 
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‘No. One of her maids talked — babbled about Something that came into the 
palace by night and frightened Yasmela half out of her wits. It’s some of 
Natohk’s deviltry, I doubt not. Conan, it’s more than flesh and blood we fight!’ 

‘Well,’ grunted the Cimmerian, ‘it’s better to go meet an enemy than to wait 
for him.’ 

He glanced at the long line of wagons and camp-followers, gathered the reins 
in his mailed hand, and spoke from habit the phrase of the marching 
mercenaries, ‘Hell or plunder, comrades — march!’ 

Behind the long train the ponderous gates of Khoraja closed. Eager heads lined 
the battlements. The citizens well knew they were watching life or death go 
forth. If the host was overthrown, the future of Khoraja would be written in 
blood. In the hordes swarming up from the savage south, mercy was a quality 
unknown. 

All day the columns marched, through grassy rolling meadowlands, cut by 
small rivers, the terrain gradually beginning to slope upward. Ahead of them lay 
a range of low hills, sweeping in an unbroken rampart from east to west. They 
camped that night on the northern slopes of those hills, and hook-nosed, fiery- 
eyed men of the hill tribes came in scores to squat about the fires and repeat 
news that had come up out of the mysterious desert. Through their tales ran the 
name of Natohk like a crawling serpent. At his bidding the demons of the air 
brought thunder and wind and fog, the fiends of the underworld shook the earth 
with awful roaring. He brought fire out of the air and consumed the gates of 
walled cities, and burnt armored men to bits of charred bone. His warriors 
covered the desert with their numbers, and he had five thousand Stygian troops 
in war-chariots under the rebel prince Kutamun. 

Conan listened unperturbed. War was his trade. Life was a continual battle, or 
series of battles, since his birth. Death had been a constant companion. It stalked 
horrifically at his side; stood at his shoulder beside the gaming-tables; its bony 
fingers rattled the wine-cups. It loomed above him, a hooded and monstrous 
shadow, when he lay down to sleep. He minded its presence no more than a king 
minds the presence of his cup-bearer. Some day its bony grasp would close; that 
was all. It was enough that he lived through the present. 

However, others were less careless of fear than he. Striding back from the 
sentry lines, Conan halted as a slender cloaked figure stayed him with an 
outstretched hand. 

‘Princess! You should be in your tent.’ 

‘I could not sleep.’ Her dark eyes were haunted in the shadow. ‘Conan, I am 
afraid!’ 

‘Are there men in the host you fear?’ His hand locked on his hilt. 
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‘No man,’ she shuddered. ‘Conan, is there anything you fear?’ 

He considered, tugging at his chin. ‘Aye,’ he admitted at last, ‘the curse of the 
gods.’ 

Again she shuddered. ‘I am cursed. A fiend from the abysses has set his mark 
upon me. Night after night he lurks in the shadows, whispering awful secrets to 
me. He will drag me down to be his queen in hell. I dare not sleep — he will 
come to me in my pavilion as he came in the palace. Conan, you are strong — 
keep me with you! I am afraid!’ 

She was no longer a princess, but only a terrified girl. Her pride had fallen 
from her, leaving her unashamed in her nakedness. In her frantic fear she had 
come to him who seemed strongest. The ruthless power that had repelled her, 
drew her now. 

For answer he drew off his scarlet cloak and wrapped it about her, roughly, as 
if tenderness of any kind were impossible to him. His iron hand rested for an 
instant on her slender shoulder, and she shivered again, but not with fear. Like 
an electric shock a surge of animal vitality swept over her at his mere touch, as if 
some of his superabundant strength had been imparted to her. 

‘Lie here.’ He indicated a clean-swept space close to a small flickering fire. He 
saw no incongruity in a princess lying down on the naked ground beside a 
campfire, wrapped in a warrior’s cloak. But she obeyed without question. 

He seated himself near her on a boulder, his broadsword across his knees. With 
the firelight glinting from his blue steel armor, he seemed like an image of steel 
— dynamic power for the moment quiescent; not resting, but motionless for the 
instant, awaiting the signal to plunge again into terrific action. The firelight 
played on his features, making them seem as if carved out of substance shadowy 
yet hard as steel. They were immobile, but his eyes smoldered with fierce life. 
He was not merely a wild man; he was part of the wild, one with the untameable 
elements of life; in his veins ran the blood of the wolf-pack; in his brain lurked 
the brooding depths of the northern night; his heart throbbed with the fire of 
blazing forests. 

So, half meditating, half dreaming, Yasmela dropped off to sleep, wrapped in a 
sense of delicious security. Somehow she knew that no flame-eyed shadow 
would bend over her in the darkness, with this grim figure from the outlands 
standing guard above her. Yet once again she wakened, to shudder in cosmic 
fear, though not because of anything she saw. 

It was a low mutter of voices that roused her. Opening her eyes, she saw that 
the fire was burning low. A feeling of dawn was in the air. She could dimly see 
that Conan still sat on the boulder; she glimpsed the long blue glimmer of his 
blade. Close beside him crouched another figure, on which the dying fire cast a 
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faint glow. Yasmela drowsily made out a hooked beak of a nose, a glittering 
bead of an eye, under a white turban. The man was speaking rapidly in a 
Shemite dialect she found hard to understand. 

‘Let Bel wither my arm! I speak truth! By Derketo, Conan, I am a prince of 
liars, but I do not lie to an old comrade. I swear by the days when we were 
thieves together in the land of Zamora, before you donned hauberk! 

‘I saw Natohk; with the others I knelt before him when he made incantations to 
Set. But I did not thrust my nose in the sand as the rest did. I am a thief of 
Shumir, and my sight is keener than a weasel’s. I squinted up and saw his veil 
blowing in the wind. It blew aside, and I saw — I saw — Bel aid me, Conan, I say 
I saw! My blood froze in my veins and my hair stood up. What I had seen 
burned my soul like a red-hot iron. I could not rest until I had made sure. 

‘I journeyed to the ruins of Kuthchemes. The door of the ivory dome stood 
open; in the doorway lay a great serpent, transfixed by a sword. Within the dome 
lay the body of a man, so shrivelled and distorted I could scarce make it out at 
first — it was Shevatas, the Zamorian, the only thief in the world I acknowledged 
as my superior. The treasure was untouched; it lay in shimmering heaps about 
the corpse. That was all.’ 

“There were no bones—’ began Conan. 

“There was nothing!’ broke in the Shemite passionately. ‘Nothing! Only the 
one corpse!’ 

Silence reigned an instant, and Yasmela shrank with a crawling nameless 
horror. 

“Whence came Natohk?’ rose the Shemite’s vibrant whisper. ‘Out of the desert 
on a night when the world was blind and wild with mad clouds driven in 
frenzied flight across the shuddering stars, and the howling of the wind was 
mingled with the shrieking of the spirits of the wastes. Vampires were abroad 
that night, witches rode naked on the wind, and werewolves howled across the 
wilderness. On a black camel he came, riding like the wind, and an unholy fire 
played about him; the cloven tracks of the camel glowed in the darkness. When 
Natohk dismounted before Set’s shrine by the oasis of Aphaka, the beast swept 
into the night and vanished. And I have talked with tribesmen who swore that it 
suddenly spread gigantic wings and rushed upwards into the clouds, leaving a 
trail of fire behind it. No man has seen that camel since that night, but a black 
brutish man-like shape shambles to Natohk’s tent and gibbers to him in the 
blackness before dawn. I will tell you, Conan, Natohk is — look, I will show you 
an image of what I saw that day by Shushan when the wind blew aside his veil!’ 

Yasmela saw the glint of gold in the Shemite’s hand, as the men bent closely 
over something. She heard Conan grunt; and suddenly blackness rolled over her. 
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For the first time in her life, princess Yasmela had fainted. 


Dawn was still a hint of whiteness in the east when the army was again on the 
march. Tribesmen had raced into camp, their steeds reeling from the long ride, to 
report the desert horde encamped at the Well of Altaku. So through the hills the 
soldiers pushed hastily, leaving the wagon trains to follow. Yasmela rode with 
them; her eyes were haunted. The nameless horror had been taking even more 
awful shape, since she had recognized the coin in the Shemite’s hand the night 
before — one of those secretly molded by the degraded Zugite cult, bearing the 
features of a man dead three thousand years. 

The way wound between ragged cliffs and gaunt crags towering over narrow 
valleys. Here and there villages perched, huddles of stone huts, plastered with 
mud. The tribesmen swarmed out to join their kin, so that before they had 
traversed the hills, the host had been swelled by some three thousand wild 
archers. 

Abruptly they came out of the hills and caught their breath at the vast expanse 
that swept away to the south. On the southern side the hills fell away sheerly, 
marking a distinct geographical division between the Kothian uplands and the 
southern desert. The hills were the rim of the uplands, stretching in an almost 
unbroken wall. Here they were bare and desolate, inhabited only by the Zaheemi 
clan, whose duty it was to guard the caravan road. Beyond the hills the desert 
stretched bare, dusty, lifeless. Yet beyond its horizon lay the Well of Altaku, and 
the horde of Natohk. 

The army looked down on the Pass of Shamla, through which flowed the 
wealth of the north and the south, and through which had marched the armies of 
Koth, Khoraja, Shem, Turan and Stygia. Here the sheer wall of the rampart was 
broken. Promontories ran out into the desert, forming barren valleys, all but one 
of which were closed on the northern extremity by rugged cliffs. This one was 
the Pass. It was much like a great hand extended from the hills; two fingers, 
parted, formed a fan-shaped valley. The fingers were represented by a broad 
ridge on either hand, the outer sides sheer, the inner, steep slopes. The vale 
pitched upward as it narrowed, to come out on a plateau, flanked by gully-torn 
slopes. A well was there, and a cluster of stone towers, occupied by the 
Zaheemis. 

There Conan halted, swinging off his horse. He had discarded the plate-armor 
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for the more familiar chain-mail. Thespides reined in and demanded, ‘Why do 
you halt?’ 

‘We’ll await them here,’ answered Conan. 

“’T’ were more knightly to ride out and meet them,’ snapped the count. 

“They’d smother us with numbers,’ answered the Cimmerian. ‘Besides, there’s 
no water out there. We’ll camp on the plateau—’ 

‘My knights and I camp in the valley,’ retorted Thespides angrily. ‘We are the 
vanguard, and we, at least, do not fear a ragged desert swarm.’ 

Conan shrugged his shoulders and the angry nobleman rode away. Amalric 
halted in his bellowing order, to watch the glittering company riding down the 
slope into the valley. 

“The fools! Their canteens will soon be empty, and they’ Il have to ride back up 
to the well to water their horses.’ 

‘Let them be,’ replied Conan. ‘It goes hard for them to take orders from me. 
Tell the dog-brothers to ease their harness and rest. We’ve marched hard and 
fast. Water the horses and let the men munch.’ 

No need to send out scouts. The desert lay bare to the gaze, though just now 
this view was limited by low-lying clouds which rested in whitish masses on the 
southern horizon. The monotony was broken only by a jutting tangle of stone 
ruins, some miles out on the desert, reputedly the remnants of an ancient Stygian 
temple. Conan dismounted the archers and ranged them along the ridges, with 
the wild tribesmen. He stationed the mercenaries and the Khoraji spearmen on 
the plateau about the well. Farther back, in the angle where the hill road 
debouched on the plateau, was pitched Yasmela’s pavilion. 

With no enemy in sight, the warriors relaxed. Basinets were doffed, coifs 
thrown back on mailed shoulders, belts let out. Rude jests flew back and forth as 
the fighting-men gnawed beef and thrust their muzzles deep into ale-jugs. Along 
the slopes the hillmen made themselves at ease, nibbling dates and olives. 
Amalric strode up to where Conan sat bareheaded on a boulder. 

‘Conan, have you heard what the tribesmen say about Natohk? They say — 
Mitra, it’s too mad even to repeat. What do you think?’ 

‘Seeds rest in the ground for centuries without rotting, sometimes,’ answered 
Conan. ‘But surely Natohk is a man.’ 

‘I am not sure,’ grunted Amalric. ‘At any rate, you’ve arranged your lines as 
well as a seasoned general could have done. It’s certain Natohk’s devils can’t 
fall on us unawares. Mitra, what a fog!’ 

‘I thought it was clouds at first,’ answered Conan. ‘See how it rolls!’ 

What had seemed clouds was a thick mist moving northward like a great 
unstable ocean, rapidly hiding the desert from view. Soon it engulfed the Stygian 


5754 XRN 


ruins, and still it rolled onward. The army watched in amazement. It was a thing 
unprecedented — unnatural and inexplicable. 

‘No use sending out scouts,’ said Amalric disgustedly. “They couldn’t see 
anything. Its edges are near the outer flanges of the ridges. Soon the whole Pass 
and these hills will be masked—’ 

Conan, who had been watching the rolling mist with growing nervousness, 
bent suddenly and laid his ear to the earth. He sprang up with frantic haste, 
Swearing. 

‘Horses and chariots, thousands of them! The ground vibrates to their tread! 
Ho, there!’ His voice thundered out across the valley to electrify the lounging 
men. ‘Burganets and pikes, you dogs! Stand to your ranks!’ 

At that, as the warriors scrambled into their lines, hastily donning head-pieces 
and thrusting arms through shield-straps, the mist rolled away, as something no 
longer useful. It did not slowly lift and fade like a natural fog; it simply 
vanished, like a blown-out flame. One moment the whole desert was hidden with 
the rolling fleecy billows, piled mountainously, stratum above stratum; the next, 
the sun shone from a cloudless sky on a naked desert — no longer empty, but 
thronged with the living pageantry of war. A great shout shook the hills. 

At first glance the amazed watchers seemed to be looking down upon a 
glittering sparkling sea of bronze and gold, where steel points twinkled like a 
myriad stars. With the lifting of the fog the invaders had halted as if frozen, in 
long serried lines, flaming in the sun. 

First was a long line of chariots, drawn by the great fierce horses of Stygia, 
with plumes on their heads — snorting and rearing as each naked driver leaned 
back, bracing his powerful legs, his dusky arms knotted with muscles. The 
fighting-men in the chariots were tall figures, their hawk-like faces set off by 
bronze helmets crested with a crescent supporting a golden ball. Heavy bows 
were in their hands. No common archers these, but nobles of the South, bred to 
war and the hunt, who were accustomed to bringing down lions with their 
arrows. 

Behind these came a motley array of wild men on half-wild horses — the 
warriors of Kush, the first of the great black kingdoms of the grasslands south of 
Stygia. They were shining ebony, supple and lithe, riding stark naked and 
without saddle or bridle. 

After these rolled a horde that seemed to encompass all the desert. Thousands 
on thousands of the war-like Sons of Shem: ranks of horsemen in scale-mail 
corselets and cylindrical helmets — the asshuri of Nippr, Shumir and Eruk and 
their sister cities; wild white-robed hordes — the nomad clans. 

Now the ranks began to mill and eddy. The chariots drew off to one side while 
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the main host came uncertainly onward. Down in the valley the knights had 
mounted, and now Count Thespides galloped up the slope to where Conan stood. 
He did not deign to dismount but spoke abruptly from the saddle. 

‘The lifting of the mist has confused them! Now is the time to charge! The 
Kushites have no bows and they mask the whole advance. A charge of my 
knights will crush them back into the ranks of the Shemites, disrupting their 
formation. Follow me! We will win this battle with one stroke!’ 

Conan shook his head. ‘Were we fighting a natural foe, I would agree. But this 
confusion is more feigned than real, as if to draw us into a charge. I fear a trap.’ 

“Then you refuse to move?’ cried Thespides, his face dark with passion. 

‘Be reasonable,’ expostulated Conan. ‘We have the advantage of position—’ 

With a furious oath Thespides wheeled and galloped back down the valley 
where his knights waited impatiently. 

Amalric shook his head. ‘You should not have let him return, Conan. I — look 
there!’ 

Conan sprang up with a curse. Thespides had swept in beside his men. They 
could hear his impassioned voice faintly, but his gesture toward the approaching 
horde was significant enough. In another instant five hundred lances dipped and 
the steel-clad company was thundering down the valley. 

A young page came running from Yasmela’s pavilion, crying to Conan in a 
shrill, eager voice. ‘My Lord, the princess asks why you do not follow and 
support Count Thespides?’ 

‘Because I am not so great a fool as he,’ grunted Conan, reseating himself on 
the boulder and beginning to gnaw a huge beef-bone. 

“You grow sober with authority,’ quoth Amalric. ‘Such madness as that was 
always your particular joy.’ 

‘Aye, when I had only my own life to consider,’ answered Conan. ‘Now — 
what in hell—’ 

The horde had halted. From the extreme wing rushed a chariot, the naked 
charioteer lashing the steeds like a madman; the other occupant was a tall figure 
whose robe floated spectrally on the wind. He held in his arms a great vessel of 
gold and from it poured a thin stream that sparkled in the sunlight. Across the 
whole front of the desert horde the chariot swept, and behind its thundering 
wheels was left, like the wake behind a ship, a long thin powdery line that 
glittered in the sands like the phosphorescent track of a serpent. 

“That’s Natohk!’ swore Amalric. ‘What hellish seed is he sowing?’ 

The charging knights had not checked their headlong pace. Another fifty paces 
and they would crash into the uneven Kushite ranks, which stood motionless, 
spears lifted. Now the foremost knights had reached the thin line that glittered 
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across the sands. They did not heed that crawling menace. But as the steel-shod 
hoofs of the horses struck it, it was as when steel strikes flint — but with more 
terrible result. A terrific explosion rocked the desert, which seemed to split apart 
along the strewn line with an awful burst of white flame. 

In that instant the whole foremost line of the knights was seen enveloped in 
that flame, horses and steel-clad riders withering in the glare like insects in an 
open blaze. The next instant the rear ranks were piling up on their charred 
bodies. Unable to check their headlong velocity, rank after rank crashed into the 
ruins. With appalling suddenness the charge had turned into a shambles where 
armored figures died amid screaming, mangled horses. 

Now the illusion of confusion vanished as the horde settled into orderly lines. 
The wild Kushites rushed into the shambles, spearing the wounded, bursting the 
helmets of the knights with stones and iron hammers. It was all over so quickly 
that the watchers on the slopes stood dazed; and again the horde moved forward, 
splitting to avoid the charred waste of corpses. From the hills went up a cry: ‘We 
fight not men but devils!’ 

On either ridge the hillmen wavered. One rushed toward the plateau, froth 
dripping from his beard. 

‘Flee, flee!’ he slobbered. ‘Who can fight Natohk’s magic?’ 

With a snarl Conan bounded from his boulder and smote him with the beef- 
bone; he dropped, blood starting from nose and mouth. Conan drew his sword, 
his eyes slits of blue bale-fire. 

‘Back to your posts!’ he yelled. ‘Let another take a backward step and I’ll 
shear off his head! Fight, damn you!’ 

The rout halted as quickly as it had begun. Conan’s fierce personality was like 
a dash of ice-water in their whirling blaze of terror. 

“Take your places,’ he directed quickly. ‘And stand to it! Neither man nor devil 
comes up Shamla Pass this day!’ 

Where the plateau rim broke to the valley slope the mercenaries braced their 
belts and gripped their spears. Behind them the lancers sat their steeds, and to 
one side were stationed the Khoraja spearmen as reserves. To Yasmela, standing 
white and speechless at the door of her tent, the host seemed a pitiful handful in 
comparison to the thronging desert horde. 

Conan stood among the spearmen. He knew the invaders would not try to drive 
a chariot charge up the Pass in the teeth of the archers, but he grunted with 
surprize to see the riders dismounting. These wild men had no supply trains. 
Canteens and pouches hung at their saddle-peaks. Now they drank the last of 
their water and threw the canteens away. 

‘This is the death-grip,’ he muttered as the lines formed on foot. ‘I’d rather 
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have had a cavalry charge; wounded horses bolt and ruin formations.’ 

The horde had formed into a huge wedge, of which the tip was the Stygians 
and the body, the mailed asshuri, flanked by the nomads. In close formation, 
shields lifted, they rolled onward, while behind them a tall figure in a motionless 
chariot lifted wide-robed arms in grisly invocation. 

As the horde entered the wide valley mouth the hillmen loosed their shafts. In 
spite of the protective formation, men dropped by dozens. The Stygians had 
discarded their bows; helmeted heads bent to the blast, dark eyes glaring over the 
rims of their shields, they came on in an inexorable surge, striding over their 
fallen comrades. But the Shemites gave back the fire, and the clouds of arrows 
darkened the skies. Conan gazed over the billowing waves of spears and 
wondered what new horror the sorcerer would invoke. Somehow he felt that 
Natohk, like all his kind, was more terrible in defense than in attack; to take the 
offensive against him invited disaster. 

But surely it was magic that drove the horde on in the teeth of death. Conan 
caught his breath at the havoc wrought in the onsweeping ranks. The edges of 
the wedge seemed to be melting away, and already the valley was strewn with 
dead men. Yet the survivors came on like madmen unaware of death. By the 
very numbers of their bows, they began to swamp the archers on the cliffs. 
Clouds of shafts sped upward, driving the hillmen to cover. Panic struck at their 
hearts at that unwavering advance, and they plied their bows madly, eyes glaring 
like trapped wolves. 

As the horde neared the narrower neck of the Pass, boulders thundered down, 
crushing men by the scores, but the charge did not waver. Conan’s wolves 
braced themselves for the inevitable concussion. In their close formation and 
superior armor, they took little hurt from the arrows. It was the impact of the 
charge Conan feared, when the huge wedge should crash against his thin ranks. 
And he realized now there was no breaking of that onslaught. He gripped the 
shoulder of a Zaheemi who stood near. 

‘Is there any way by which mounted men can get down into the blind valley 
beyond that western ridge?’ 

‘Aye, a steep, perilous path, secret and eternally guarded. But—’ 

Conan was dragging him along to where Amalric sat upon his great war-horse. 

‘Amalric!’ he snapped. ‘Follow this man! He’Il lead you into yon outer valley. 
Ride down it, circle the end of the ridge, and strike the horde from the rear. 
Speak not, but go! I know it’s madness, but we’re doomed anyway; we’ ll do all 
the damage we can before we die! Haste!’ 

Amalric’s mustache bristled in a fierce grin, and a few moments later his 
lancers were following the guide into a tangle of gorges leading off from the 
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plateau. Conan ran back to the pikemen, sword in hand. 

He was not too soon. On either ridge Shupras’s hillmen, mad with anticipation 
of defeat, rained down their shafts desperately. Men died like flies in the valley 
and along the slopes — and with a roar and an irresistible upward surge the 
Stygians crashed against the mercenaries. 

In a hurricane of thundering steel, the lines twisted and swayed. It was war- 
bred noble against professional soldier. Shields crashed against shields, and 
between them spears drove in and blood spurted. 

Conan saw the mighty form of prince Kutamun across the sea of swords, but 
the press held him hard, breast to breast with dark shapes that gasped and 
slashed. Behind the Stygians the asshuri were surging and yelling. 

On either hand the nomads climbed the cliffs and came to hand-grips with their 
mountain kin. All along the crests of the ridges the combat raged in blind, 
gasping ferocity. Tooth and nail, frothing mad with fanaticism and ancient feuds, 
the tribesmen rent and slew and died. Wild hair flying, the naked Kushites ran 
howling into the fray. 

It seemed to Conan that his sweat-blinded eyes looked down into a rising 
ocean of steel that seethed and eddied, filling the valley from ridge to ridge. The 
fight was at a bloody deadlock. The hillmen held the ridges, and the mercenaries, 
gripping their dipping pikes, bracing their feet in the bloody earth, held the Pass. 
Superior position and armor for a space balanced the advantage of 
overwhelming numbers. But it could not endure. Wave after wave of glaring 
faces and flashing spears surged up the slope, the asshuri filling the gaps in the 
Stygian ranks. 

Conan looked to see Amalric’s lancers rounding the western ridge, but they did 
not come, and the pikemen began to reel back under the shocks. And Conan 
abandoned all hope of victory and of life. Yelling a command to his gasping 
captains, he broke away and raced across the plateau to the Khoraja reserves 
who stood trembling with eagerness. He did not glance toward Yasmela’s 
pavilion. He had forgotten the princess; his one thought was the wild beast 
instinct to slay before he died. 

‘This day you become knights!’ he laughed fiercely, pointing with his dripping 
sword toward the hillmen’s horses, herded nearby. ‘Mount and follow me to 
hell!’ 

The hill steed reared wildly under the unfamiliar clash of the Kothic armor, and 
Conan’s gusty laugh rose above the din as he led them to where the eastern ridge 
branched away from the plateau. Five hundred footmen — pauper patricians, 
younger sons, black sheep — on half-wild Shemite horses, charging an army, 
down a slope where no cavalry had ever dared charge before! 
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Past the battle-choked mouth of the Pass they thundered, out onto the corpse- 
littered ridge. Down the steep slope they rushed, and a score lost their footing 
and rolled under the hoofs of their comrades. Below them men screamed and 
threw up their arms — and the thundering charge ripped through them as an 
avalanche cuts through a forest of saplings. On through the close-packed throngs 
the Khorajis hurtled, leaving a crushed-down carpet of dead. 

And then, as the horde writhed and coiled upon itself, Amalric’s lancers, 
having cut through a cordon of horsemen encountered in the outer valley, swept 
around the extremity of the western ridge and smote the host in a steel-tipped 
wedge, splitting it asunder. His attack carried all the dazing demoralization of a 
surprize on the rear. Thinking themselves flanked by a superior force and 
frenzied at the fear of being cut off from the desert, swarms of nomads broke and 
stampeded, working havoc in the ranks of their more steadfast comrades. These 
staggered and the horsemen rode through them. Up on the ridges the desert 
fighters wavered, and the hillmen fell on them with renewed fury, driving them 
down the slopes. 

Stunned by surprize, the horde broke before they had time to see it was but a 
handful which assailed them. And once broken, not even a magician could weld 
such a horde again. Across the sea of heads and spears Conan’s madmen saw 
Amalric’s riders forging steadily through the rout, to the rise and fall of axes and 
maces, and a mad joy of victory exalted each man’s heart and made his arm 
steel. 

Bracing their feet in the wallowing sea of blood whose crimson waves lapped 
about their ankles, the pikemen in the Pass mouth drove forward, crushing 
strongly against the milling ranks before them. The Stygians held, but behind 
them the press of the asshuri melted; and over the bodies of the nobles of the 
South who died in their tracks to a man, the mercenaries rolled, to split and 
crumple the wavering mass behind. 

Up on the cliffs old Shupras lay with an arrow through his heart; Amalric was 
down, swearing like a pirate, a spear through his mailed thigh. Of Conan’s 
mounted infantry, scarce a hundred and fifty remained in the saddle. But the 
horde was shattered. Nomads and mailed spearmen broke away, fleeing to their 
camp where their horses were, and the hillmen swarmed down the slopes, 
stabbing the fugitives in the back, cutting the throats of the wounded. 

In the swirling red chaos a terrible apparition suddenly appeared before 
Conan’s rearing steed. It was prince Kutamun, naked but for a loin-cloth, his 
harness hacked away, his crested helmet dented, his limbs splashed with blood. 
With a terrible shout he hurled his broken hilt full into Conan’s face, and 
leaping, seized the stallion’s bridle. The Cimmerian reeled in his saddle, half 
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stunned, and with awful strength the dark-skinned giant forced the screaming 
steed upward and backward, until it lost its footing and crashed into the muck of 
bloody sand and writhing bodies. 

Conan sprang clear as the horse fell, and with a roar Kutamun was on him. In 
that mad nightmare of battle, the barbarian never exactly knew how he killed his 
man. He only knew that a stone in the Stygian’s hand crashed again and again on 
his basinet, filling his sight with flashing sparks, as Conan drove his dagger 
again and again into his foe’s body, without apparent effect on the prince’s 
terrible vitality. The world was swimming to Conan’s sight, when with a 
convulsive shudder the frame that strained against his stiffened and then went 
limp. 

Reeling up, blood streaming down his face from under his dented helmet, 
Conan glared dizzily at the profusion of destruction which spread before him. 
From crest to crest the dead lay strewn, a red carpet that choked the valley. It 
was like a red sea, with each wave a straggling line of corpses. They choked the 
neck of the Pass, they littered the slopes. And down in the desert the slaughter 
continued, where the survivors of the horde had reached their horses and 
streamed out across the waste, pursued by the weary victors — and Conan stood 
appalled as he noted how few of these were left to pursue. 

Then an awful scream rent the clamor. Up the valley a chariot came flying, 
making nothing of the heaped corpses. No horses drew it, but a great black 
creature that was like a camel. In the chariot stood Natohk, his robes flying; and 
gripping the reins and lashing like mad, crouched a black anthropomorphic being 
that might have been a monster ape. 

With a rush of burning wind the chariot swept up the corpse-littered slope, 
straight toward the pavilion where Yasmela stood alone, deserted by her guards 
in the frenzy of pursuit. Conan, standing frozen, heard her frenzied scream as 
Natohk’s long arm swept her up into the chariot. Then the grisly steed wheeled 
and came racing back down the valley, and no man dared speed arrow or spear 
lest he strike Yasmela, who writhed in Natohk’s arms. 

With an inhuman cry Conan caught up his fallen sword and leaped into the 
path of the hurtling horror. But even as his sword went up, the forefeet of the 
black beast smote him like a thunderbolt and sent him hurtling a score feet away, 
dazed and bruised. Yasmela’s cry came hauntingly to his stunned ears as the 
chariot roared by. 

A yell that had nothing of the human in its timbre rang from his lips as Conan 
rebounded from the bloody earth and seized the rein of a riderless horse that 
raced past him, throwing himself into the saddle without bringing the charger to 
a halt. With mad abandon he raced after the rapidly receding chariot. He struck 
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the levels flying, and passed like a whirlwind through the Shemite camp. Into the 
desert he fled, passing clumps of his own riders, and hard-spurring desert 
horsemen. 

On flew the chariot, and on raced Conan, though his horse began to reel 
beneath him. Now the open desert lay all about them, bathed in the lurid desolate 
splendor of sunset. Before him rose up the ancient ruins, and with a shriek that 
froze the blood in Conan’s veins, the unhuman charioteer cast Natohk and the 
girl from him. They rolled on the sand, and to Conan’s dazed gaze, the chariot 
and its steed altered awfully. Great wings spread from a black horror that in no 
way resembled a camel, and it rushed upward into the sky, bearing in its wake a 
shape of blinding flame, in which a black man-like shape gibbered in ghastly 
triumph. So quickly it passed, that it was like the rush of a nightmare through a 
horror-haunted dream. 

Natohk sprang up, cast a swift look at his grim pursuer, who had not halted but 
came riding hard, with sword swinging low and spattering red drops; and the 
sorcerer caught up the fainting girl and ran with her into the ruins. 

Conan leaped from his horse and plunged after them. He came into a room that 
glowed with unholy radiance, though outside the dusk was falling swiftly. On a 
black jade altar lay Yasmela, her naked body gleaming like ivory in the weird 
light. Her garments lay strewn on the floor, as if ripped from her in brutal haste. 
Natohk faced the Cimmerian — inhumanly tall and lean, clad in shimmering 
green silk. He tossed back his veil, and Conan looked into the features he had 
seen depicted on the Zugite coin. 

‘Aye, blench, dog!’ The voice was like the hiss of a giant serpent. ‘I am Thugra 
Khotan! Long I lay in my tomb, awaiting the day of awakening and release. The 
arts which saved me from the barbarians long ago likewise imprisoned me, but I 
knew one would come in time — and he came, to fulfill his destiny, and to die as 
no man has died in three thousand years! 

‘Fool, do you think you have conquered because my people are scattered? 
Because I have been betrayed and deserted by the demon I enslaved? I am 
Thugra Khotan, who shall rule the world despite your paltry gods! The desert is 
filled with my people; the demons of the earth shall do my bidding, as the 
reptiles of the earth obey me. Lust for a woman weakened my sorcery. Now the 
woman is mine, and feasting on her soul, I shall be unconquerable! Back, fool! 
You have not conquered Thugra Khotan!’ 

He cast his staff and it fell at the feet of Conan, who recoiled with an 
involuntary cry. For as it fell it altered horribly; its outline melted and writhed, 
and a hooded cobra reared up hissing before the horrified Cimmerian. With a 
furious oath Conan struck, and his sword sheared the horrid shape in half. And 
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there at his feet lay only the two pieces of a severed ebon staff. Thugra Khotan 
laughed awfully, and wheeling, caught up something that crawled loathsomely in 
the dust of the floor. 

In his extended hand something alive writhed and slavered. No tricks of 
shadows this time. In his naked hand Thugra Khotan gripped a black scorpion, 
more than a foot in length, the deadliest creature of the desert, the stroke of 
whose spiked tail was instant death. Thugra Khotan’s skull-like countenance 
split in a mummy-like grin. Conan hesitated; then without warning he threw his 
sword. 

Caught off guard, Thugra Khotan had no time to avoid the cast. The point 
struck beneath his heart and stood out a foot behind his shoulders. He went 
down, crushing the poisonous monster in his grasp as he fell. 

Conan strode to the altar, lifting Yasmela in his blood-stained arms. She threw 
her white arms convulsively about his mailed neck, sobbing hysterically, and 
would not let him go. 

‘Crom’s devils, girl!’ he grunted. ‘Loose me! Fifty thousand men have 
perished today, and there is work for me to do—’ 

‘No!’ she gasped, clinging with convulsive strength, as barbaric for the instant 
as he in her fear and passion. ‘I will not let you go! I am yours, by fire and steel 
and blood! You are mine! Back there, I belong to others — here I am mine — and 
yours! You shall not go!’ 

He hesitated, his own brain reeling with the fierce upsurging of his violent 
passions. The lurid unearthly glow still hovered in the shadowy chamber, 
lighting ghostlily the dead face of Thugra Khotan, which seemed to grin 
mirthlessly and cavernously at them. Out on the desert, in the hills among the 
oceans of dead, men were dying, were howling with wounds and thirst and 
madness, and kingdoms were staggering. Then all was swept away by the 
crimson tide that rode madly in Conan’s soul, as he crushed fiercely in his iron 
arms the slim white body that shimmered like a witch-fire of madness before 
him. 
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THE SLITHERING SHADOW 


The pester summers w the heat waves. Conan the Cimmerian stared out over the aching 
desolation and involuntarily drew the back of his powerful hand over his 
blackened lips. He stood like a bronze image in the sand, apparently impervious 
to the murderous sun, though his only garment was a silk loin-cloth, girdled by a 
wide gold-buckled belt from which hung a saber and a broad-bladed poniard. On 
his clean-cut limbs were evidences of scarcely healed wounds. 

At his feet rested a girl, one white arm clasping his knee, against which her 
blond head drooped. Her white skin contrasted with his hard bronzed limbs; her 
short silken tunic, low-necked and sleeveless, girdled at the waist, emphasized 
rather than concealed her lithe figure. 

Conan shook his head, blinking. The sun’s glare half blinded him. He lifted a 
small canteen from his belt and shook it, scowling at the faint splashing within. 

The girl moved wearily, whimpering. 

‘Oh, Conan, we shall die here! I am so thirsty!’ 

The Cimmerian growled wordlessly, glaring truculently at the surrounding 
waste, with outthrust jaw, and blue eyes smoldering savagely from under his 
black tousled mane, as if the desert were a tangible enemy. 

He stooped and put the canteen to the girl’s lips. 

‘Drink till I tell you to stop, Natala,’ he commanded. 

She drank with little panting gasps, and he did not check her. Only when the 
canteen was empty did she realize that he had deliberately allowed her to drink 
all their water supply, little enough that it was. 

Tears sprang to her eyes. ‘Oh, Conan,’ she wailed, wringing her hands, ‘why 
did you let me drink it all? I did not know — now there is none for you!’ 

‘Hush,’ he growled. ‘Don’t waste your strength in weeping.’ 

Straightening, he threw the canteen from him. 

“Why did you do that?’ she whispered. 

He did not reply, standing motionless and immobile, his fingers closing slowly 
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about the hilt of his saber. He was not looking at the girl; his fierce eyes seemed 
to plumb the mysterious purple hazes of the distance. 

Endowed with all the barbarian’s ferocious love of life and instinct to live, 
Conan the Cimmerian yet knew that he had reached the end of his trail. He had 
not come to the limits of his endurance, but he knew another day under the 
merciless sun in those waterless wastes would bring him down. As for the girl, 
she had suffered enough. Better a quick painless sword-stroke than the lingering 
agony that faced him. Her thirst was temporarily quenched; it was a false mercy 
to let her suffer until delirium and death brought relief. Slowly he slid the saber 
from its sheath. 

He halted suddenly, stiffening. Far out on the desert to the south, something 
glimmered through the heat waves. 

At first he thought it was a phantom, one of the mirages which had mocked and 
maddened him in that accursed desert. Shading his sun-dazzled eyes, he made 
out spires and minarets, and gleaming walls. He watched it grimly, waiting for it 
to fade and vanish. Natala had ceased to sob; she struggled to her knees and 
followed his gaze. 

‘Is it a city, Conan?’ she whispered, too fearful to hope. ‘Or is it but a 
shadow?’ 

The Cimmerian did not reply for a space. He closed and opened his eyes 
several times; he looked away, then back. The city remained where he had first 
seen it. 

“The devil knows,’ he grunted. ‘It’s worth a try, though.’ 

He thrust the saber back in its sheath. Stooping, he lifted Natala in his mighty 
arms as though she had been an infant. She resisted weakly. 

‘Don’t waste your strength carrying me, Conan,’ she pleaded. ‘I can walk.’ 

‘The ground gets rockier here,’ he answered. ‘You would soon wear your 
sandals to shreds,’ glancing at her soft green foot-wear. ‘Besides, if we are to 
reach that city at all, we must do it quickly, and I can make better time this way.’ 

The chance for life had lent fresh vigor and resilience to the Cimmerian’s 
steely thews. He strode out across the sandy waste as if he had just begun the 
journey. A barbarian of barbarians, the vitality and endurance of the wild were 
his, granting him survival where civilized men would have perished. 

He and the girl were, so far as he knew, the sole survivors of Prince Almuric’s 
army, that mad motley horde which, following the defeated rebel prince of Koth, 
swept through the Lands of Shem like a devastating sandstorm and drenched the 
outlands of Stygia with blood. With a Stygian host on its heels, it had cut its way 
through the black kingdom of Kush, only to be annihilated on the edge of the 
southern desert. Conan likened it in his mind to a great torrent, dwindling 
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gradually as it rushed southward, to run dry at last in the sands of the naked 
desert. The bones of its members — mercenaries, outcasts, broken men, outlaws — 
lay strewn from the Kothic uplands to the dunes of the wilderness. 

From that final slaughter, when the Stygians and the Kushites closed in on the 
trapped remnants, Conan had cut his way clear and fled on a camel with the girl. 
Behind them the land swarmed with enemies; the only way open to them was the 
desert to the south. Into those menacing depths they had plunged. 

The girl was Brythunian, whom Conan had found in the slave-market of a 
stormed Shemite city, and appropriated. She had had nothing to say in the 
matter, but her new position was so far superior to the lot of any Hyborian 
woman in a Shemitish seraglio, that she accepted it thankfully. So she had 
shared in the adventures of Almuric’s damned horde. 

For days they had fled into the desert, pursued so far by Stygian horsemen that 
when they shook off the pursuit, they dared not tum back. They pushed on, 
seeking water, until the camel died. Then they went on foot. For the past few 
days their suffering had been intense. Conan had shielded Natala all he could, 
and the rough life of the camp had given her more stamina and strength than the 
average woman possesses; but even so, she was not far from collapse. 

The sun beat fiercely on Conan’s tangled black mane. Waves of dizziness and 
nausea rose in his brain, but he set his teeth and strode on unwaveringly. He was 
convinced that the city was a reality and not a mirage. What they would find 
there he had no idea. The inhabitants might be hostile. Nevertheless it was a 
fighting chance, and that was as much as he had ever asked. 


The sun was nigh to setting when they halted in front of the massive gate, 
grateful for the shade. Conan stood Natala on her feet, and stretched his aching 
arms. Above them the walls towered some thirty feet in height, composed of a 
smooth greenish substance that shone almost like glass. Conan scanned the 
parapets, expecting to be challenged, but saw no one. Impatiently he shouted, 
and banged on the gate with his saber-hilt, but only the hollow echoes mocked 
him. Natala cringed close to him, frightened by the silence. Conan tried the 
portal, and stepped back, drawing his saber, as it swung silently inward. Natala 
stifled a cry. 

‘Oh, look, Conan!’ 

Just inside the gate lay a human body. Conan glared at it narrowly, then looked 
beyond it. He saw a wide open expanse, like a court, bordered by the arched 
doorways of houses composed of the same greenish material as the outer walls. 
These edifices were lofty and imposing, pinnacled with shining domes and 
minarets. There was no sign of life among them. In the center of the court rose 
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the square curb of a well, and the sight stung Conan, whose mouth felt caked 
with dry dust. Taking Natala’s wrist he drew her through the gate, and closed it 
behind them. 

‘Is he dead?’ she whispered, shrinkingly indicating the man who lay limply 
before the gate. The body was that of a tall powerful individual, apparently in his 
prime; the skin was yellow, the eyes slightly slanted; otherwise the man differed 
little from the Hyborian type. He was clad in high-strapped sandals and a tunic 
of purple silk, and a short sword in a cloth-of-gold scabbard hung from his 
girdle. Conan felt his flesh. It was cold. There was no sign of life in the body. 

‘Not a wound on him,’ grunted the Cimmerian, ‘but he’s dead as Almuric with 
forty Stygian arrows in him. In Crom’s name, let’s see to the well! If there’s 
water in it, we’ll drink, dead men or no.’ 

There was water in the well, but they did not drink of it. Its level was a good 
fifty feet below the curb, and there was nothing to draw it up with. Conan cursed 
blackly, maddened by the sight of the stuff just out of his reach, and turned to 
look for some means of obtaining it. Then a scream from Natala brought him 
about. 

The supposedly dead man was rushing upon him, eyes blazing with 
indisputable life, his short sword gleaming in his hand. Conan cursed amazedly, 
but wasted no time in conjecture. He met the hurtling attacker with a slashing cut 
of his saber that sheared through flesh and bone. The fellow’s head thudded on 
the flags; the body staggered drunkenly, an arch of blood jetting from the 
severed jugular; then it fell heavily. 

Conan glared down, swearing softly. 

‘This fellow is no deader now than he was a few minutes agone. Into what 
madhouse have we strayed?’ 

Natala, who had covered her eyes with her hands at the sight, peeked between 
her fingers and shook with fear. 

‘Oh, Conan, will the people of the city not kill us, because of this?’ 

‘Well,’ he growled, ‘this creature would have killed us if I hadn’t lopped off 
his head.’ 

He glanced at the archways that gaped blankly from the green walls above 
them. He saw no hint of movement, heard no sound. 

‘I don’t think any one saw us,’ he muttered. ‘T’ll hide the evidence—’ 

He lifted the limp carcass by its swordbelt with one hand, and grasping the 
head by its long hair in the other, he half carried, half dragged the ghastly 
remains over to the well. 

‘Since we can’t drink this water,’ he gritted vindictively, ‘I’ll see that nobody 
else enjoys drinking it. Curse such a well, anyway!’ He heaved the body over the 
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curb and let it drop, tossing the head after it. A dull splash sounded far beneath. 

“There’s blood on the stones,’ whispered Natala. 

“There’ll be more unless I find water soon,’ growled the Cimmerian, his short 
store of patience about exhausted. The girl had almost forgotten her thirst and 
hunger in her fear, but not Conan. 

‘We’ll go into one of these doors,’ he said. ‘Surely we’ll find people after 
awhile.’ 

‘Oh, Conan!’ she wailed, snuggling up as close to him as she could. ‘I’m 
afraid! This is a city of ghosts and dead men! Let us go back into the desert! 
Better to die there, than to face these terrors!’ 

‘We’ll go into the desert when they throw us off the walls,’ he snarled. 
‘There’s water somewhere in this city, and I’ll find it, if I have to kill every man 
in it.’ 

‘But what if they come to life again?’ she whispered. 

‘Then I’ll keep killing them until they stay dead!’ he snapped. ‘Come on! That 
doorway is as good as another! Stay behind me, but don’t run unless I tell you 
to.’ 


She murmured a faint assent and followed him so closely that she stepped on his 
heels, to his irritation. Dusk had fallen, filling the strange city with purple 
shadows. They entered the open doorway, and found themselves in a wide 
chamber, the walls of which were hung with velvet tapestries, worked in curious 
designs. Floor, walls and ceiling were of the green glassy stone, the walls 
decorated with gold frieze-work. Furs and satin cushions littered the floor. 
Several doorways let into other rooms. They passed through, and traversed 
several chambers, counterparts of the first. They saw no one, but the Cimmerian 
grunted suspiciously. 

‘Some one was here not long ago. This couch is still warm from contact with a 
human body. That silk cushion bears the imprint of some one’s hips. Then 
there’s a faint scent of perfume lingering in the air.’ 

A weird unreal atmosphere hung over all. Traversing this dim silent palace was 
like an opium dream. Some of the chambers were unlighted, and these they 
avoided. Others were bathed in a soft weird light that seemed to emanate from 
jewels set in the walls in fantastic designs. Suddenly, as they passed into one of 
these illumined chambers, Natala cried out and clutched her companion’s arm. 
With a curse he wheeled, glaring for an enemy, bewildered because he saw none. 

“What’s the matter?’ he snarled. ‘If you ever grab my sword-arm again, I’ll 
skin you. Do you want me to get my throat cut? What were you yelling about?’ 

‘Look there,’ she quavered, pointing. 
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Conan grunted. On a table of polished ebony stood golden vessels, apparently 
containing food and drink. The room was unoccupied. 

‘Well, whoever this feast is prepared for,’ he growled, ‘he’ll have to look 
elsewhere tonight.’ 

‘Dare we eat it, Conan?’ ventured the girl nervously. “The people might come 
upon us, and—’ 

‘Lir an mannanan mac lir!’ he swore, grabbing her by the nape of her neck and 
thrusting her into a gilded chair at the end of the table with no great ceremony. 
“We starve and you make objections! Eat!’ 

He took the chair at the other end, and seizing a jade goblet, emptied it at a 
gulp. It contained a crimson wine-like liquor of a peculiar tang, unfamiliar to 
him, but it was like nectar to his parched gullet. His thirst allayed, he attacked 
the food before him with rare gusto. It too was strange to him: exotic fruits and 
unknown meats. The vessels were of exquisite workmanship, and there were 
golden knives and forks as well. These Conan ignored, grasping the meat-joints 
in his fingers and tearing them with his strong teeth. The Cimmerian’s table 
manners were rather wolfish at any time. His civilized companion ate more 
daintily, but just as ravenously. It occurred to Conan that the food might be 
poisoned, but the thought did not lessen his appetite; he preferred to die of 
poisoning rather than starvation. 

His hunger satisfied, he leaned back with a deep sigh of relief. That there were 
humans in that silent city was evidenced by the fresh food, and perhaps every 
dark corner concealed a lurking enemy. But he felt no apprehension on that 
score, having a large confidence in his own fighting ability. He began to feel 
sleepy, and considered the idea of stretching himself on a near-by couch for a 
nap. 

Not so Natala. She was no longer hungry and thirsty, but she felt no desire to 
sleep. Her lovely eyes were very wide indeed as she timidly glanced at the 
doorways, boundaries of the unknown. The silence and mystery of the strange 
place preyed on her. The chamber seemed larger, the table longer than she had 
first noticed, and she realized that she was farther from her grim protector than 
she wished to be. Rising quickly, she went around the table and seated herself on 
his knee, glancing nervously at the arched doorways. Some were lighted and 
some were not, and it was at the unlighted ones she gazed longest. 

“We have eaten, drunk and rested,’ she urged. ‘Let us leave this place, Conan. 
It’s evil. I can feel it.’ 

‘Well, we haven’t been harmed so far,’ he began, when a soft but sinister 
rustling brought him about. Thrusting the girl off his knee he rose with the quick 
ease of a panther, drawing his saber, facing the doorway from which the sound 
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had seemed to come. It was not repeated, and he stole forward noiselessly, 
Natala following with her heart in her mouth. She knew he suspected peril. His 
outthrust head was sunk between his giant shoulders, he glided forward in a half 
crouch, like a stalking tiger. He made no more noise than a tiger would have 
made. 

At the doorway he halted, Natala peering fearfully from behind him. There was 
no light in the room, but it was partially illuminated by the radiance behind 
them, which streamed across it into yet another chamber. And in this chamber a 
man lay on a raised dais. The soft light bathed him, and they saw he was a 
counterpart of the man Conan had killed before the outer gate, except that his 
garments were richer, and ornamented with jewels which twinkled in the 
uncanny light. Was he dead, or merely sleeping? Again came that faint sinister 
sound, as if some one had thrust aside a hanging. Conan drew back, drawing the 
clinging Natala with him. He clapped his hand over her mouth just in time to 
check her shriek. 


From where they now stood, they could no longer see the dais, but they could 
see the shadow it cast on the wall behind it. And now another shadow moved 
across the wall: a huge shapeless black blot. Conan felt his hair prickle curiously 
as he watched. Distorted though it might be, he felt that he had never seen a man 
or beast which cast such a shadow. He was consumed with curiosity, but some 
instinct held him frozen in his tracks. He heard Natala’s quick panting gasps as 
she stared with dilated eyes. No other sound disturbed the tense stillness. The 
great shadow engulfed that of the dais. For a long instant only its black bulk was 
thrown on the smooth wall. Then slowly it receded, and once more the dais was 
etched darkly against the wall. But the sleeper was no longer upon it. 

An hysterical gurgle rose in Natala’s throat, and Conan gave her an admonitory 
shake. He was aware of an iciness in his own veins. Human foes he did not fear; 
anything understandable, however grisly, caused no tremors in his broad breast. 
But this was beyond his ken. 

After a while, however, his curiosity conquered his uneasiness, and he moved 
out into the unlighted chamber again, ready for anything. Looking into the other 
room, he saw it was empty. The dais stood as he had first seen it, except that no 
bejeweled human lay thereon. Only on its silken covering shone a single drop of 
blood, like a great crimson gem. Natala saw it and gave a low choking cry, for 
which Conan did not punish her. Again he felt the icy hand of fear. On that dais 
a man had lain; something had crept into the chamber and carried him away. 
What that something was, Conan had no idea, but an aura of unnatural horror 
hung over those dim-lit chambers. 
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He was ready to depart. Taking Natala’s hand, he turned back, then hesitated. 
Somewhere back among the chambers they had traversed, he heard the sound of 
a footfall. A human foot, bare or softly shod, had made that sound, and Conan, 
with the wariness of a wolf, turned quickly aside. He believed he could come 
again into the outer court, and yet avoid the room from which the sound had 
appeared to come. 

But they had not crossed the first chamber on their new route, when the rustle 
of a silken hanging brought them about suddenly. Before a curtained alcove 
stood a man eyeing them intently. 

He was exactly like the others they had encountered: tall, well made, clad in 
purple garments, with a jeweled girdle. There was neither surprize nor hostility 
in his amber eyes. They were dreamy as a lotus-eater’s. He did not draw the 
short sword at his side. After a tense moment he spoke, in a far-away detached 
tone, and a language his hearers did not understand. 

On a venture Conan replied in Stygian, and the stranger answered in the same 
tongue: ‘Who are you?’ 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian,’ answered the barbarian. ‘This is Natala, of 
Brythunia. What city is this?’ 

The man did not at once reply. His dreamy sensuous gaze rested on Natala, and 
he drawled, ‘Of all my rich visions, this is the strangest! Oh, girl of the golden 
locks, from what far dreamland do you come? From Andarra, or Tothra, or Kuth 
of the star-girdle?’ 

“What madness is this?’ growled the Cimmerian harshly, not relishing the 
man’s words or manner. 

The other did not heed him. 

‘I have dreamed more gorgeous beauties,’ he murmured; ‘lithe women with 
hair dusky as night, and dark eyes of unfathomed mystery. But your skin is white 
as milk, your eyes as clear as dawn, and there is about you a freshness and 
daintiness alluring as honey. Come to my couch, little dream-girl!’ 

He advanced and reached for her, and Conan struck aside his hand with a force 
that might have broken his arm. The man reeled back, clutching the numbed 
member, his eyes clouding. 

‘What rebellion of ghosts is this?’ he muttered. ‘Barbarian, I command ye — 
begone! Fade! Dissipate! Fade! Vanish!’ 

‘T’ll vanish your head from your shoulders!’ snarled the infuriated Cimmerian, 
his saber gleaming in his hand. ‘Is this the welcome you give strangers? By 
Crom, Ill drench these hangings in blood!’ 

The dreaminess had faded from the other’s eyes, to be replaced by a look of 
bewilderment. 
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‘Thog!’ he ejaculated. ‘You are real! Whence come you? Who are you? What 
do you in Xuthal?’ 

“We came from the desert,’ Conan growled. ‘We wandered into the city at 
dusk, famishing. We found a feast set for some one, and we ate it. I have no 
money to pay for it. In my country, no starving man is denied food, but you 
civilized people must have your recompense — if you are like all I ever met. We 
have done no harm and we were just leaving. By Crom, I do not like this place, 
where dead men rise, and sleeping men vanish into the bellies of shadows!’ 

The man started violently at the last comment, his yellow face turning ashy. 

“What do you say? Shadows? Into the bellies of shadows?’ 

‘Well,’ answered the Cimmerian cautiously, ‘whatever it is that takes a man 
from a sleeping-dais and leaves only a spot of blood.’ 

“You have seen? You have seen?’ The man was shaking like a leaf; his voice 
cracked on the high-pitched note. 

‘Only a man sleeping on a dais, and a shadow that engulfed him,’ answered 
Conan. 

The effect of his words on the other was horrifying. With an awful scream the 
man turned and rushed from the chamber. In his blind haste he caromed from the 
side of the door, righted himself, and fled through the adjoining chambers, still 
screaming at the top of his voice. Amazed, Conan stared after him, the girl 
trembling as she clutched the giant’s arm. They could no longer see the flying 
figure, but they still heard his frightful screams, dwindling in the distance, and 
echoing as from vaulted roofs. Suddenly one cry, louder than the others, rose and 
broke short, followed by blank silence. 

‘Crom!’ 

Conan wiped the perspiration from his forehead with a hand that was not 
entirely steady. 

‘Surely this is a city of the mad! Let’s get out of here, before we meet other 
madmen!’ 

‘It is all a nightmare!’ whimpered Natala. ‘We are dead and damned! We died 
out on the desert and are in hell! We are disembodied spirits — ow!’ Her yelp was 
induced by a resounding spank from Conan’s open hand. 

“You’re no spirit when a pat makes you yell like that,’ he commented, with the 
grim humor which frequently manifested itself at inopportune times. ‘We are 
alive, though we may not be if we loiter in this devil-haunted pile. Come!’ 

They had traversed but a single chamber when again they stopped short. Some 
one or something was approaching. They faced the doorway whence the sounds 
came, waiting for they knew not what. Conan’s nostrils widened, and his eyes 
narrowed. He caught the faint scent of the perfume he had noticed earlier in the 
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night. A figure framed itself in the doorway. Conan swore under his breath; 
Natala’s red lips opened wide. 

It was a woman who stood there staring at them in wonder. She was tall, lithe, 
shaped like a goddess; clad in a narrow girdle crusted with jewels. A burnished 
mass of night-black hair set off the whiteness of her ivory body. Her dark eyes, 
shaded by long dusky lashes, were deep with sensuous mystery. Conan caught 
his breath at her beauty, and Natala stared with dilated eyes. The Cimmerian had 
never seen such a woman; her facial outline was Stygian, but she was not dusky- 
skinned like the Stygian women he had known; her limbs were like alabaster. 

But when she spoke, in a deep rich musical voice, it was in the Stygian tongue. 

‘Who are you? What do you in Xuthal? Who is that girl?’ 

‘Who are you?’ bluntly countered Conan, who quickly wearied of answering 
questions. 

‘I am Thalis the Stygian,’ she replied. ‘Are you mad, to come here?’ 

‘I’ve been thinking I must be,’ he growled. ‘By Crom, if I am sane, I’m out of 
place here, because these people are all maniacs. We stagger in from the desert, 
dying of thirst and hunger, and we come upon a dead man who tries to stab me 
in the back. We enter a palace rich and luxuriant, yet apparently empty. We find 
a meal set, but with no feasters. Then we see a shadow devour a sleeping man—’ 
He watched her narrowly and saw her change color slightly. ‘Well?’ 

“Well what?’ she demanded, apparently regaining control of herself. 

‘I was just waiting for you to run through the rooms howling like a wild 
woman,’ he answered. “The man I told about the shadow did.’ 

She shrugged her slim ivory shoulders. ‘That was the screams I heard, then. 
Well, to every man his fate, and it’s foolish to squeal like a rat in a trap. When 
Thog wants me, he will come for me.’ 

‘Who is Thog?’ demanded Conan suspiciously. 

She gave him a long appraising stare that brought color to Natala’s face and 
made her bite her small red lip. 

‘Sit down on that divan and I will tell you,’ she said. ‘But first tell me your 
names.’ 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian, and this is Natala, a daughter of Brythunia,’ he 
answered. ‘We are refugees of an army destroyed on the borders of Kush. But I 
am not desirous of sitting down, where black shadows might steal up on my 
back.’ 

With a light musical laugh, she seated herself, stretching out her supple limbs 
with studied abandon. 

‘Be at ease,’ she advised. ‘If Thog wishes you, he will take you, wherever you 
are. That man you mentioned, who screamed and ran — did you not hear him 


5773 XRN 


give one great cry, and then fall silent? In his frenzy, he must have run full into 
that which he sought to escape. No man can avoid his fate.’ 

Conan grunted non-committally, but he sat down on the edge of a couch, his 
saber across his knees, his eyes wandering suspiciously about the chamber. 
Natala nestled against him, clutching him jealously, her legs tucked up under 
her. She eyed the stranger woman with suspicion and resentment. She felt small 
and dust-stained and insignificant before this glamorous beauty, and she could 
not mistake the look in the dark eyes which feasted on every detail of the 
bronzed giant’s physique. 

“What is this place, and who are these people?’ demanded Conan. 

‘This city is called Xuthal; it is very ancient. It is built over an oasis, which the 
founders of Xuthal found in their wanderings. They came from the east, so long 
ago that not even their descendants remember the age.’ 

‘Surely there are not many of them; these palaces seem empty.’ 

‘No; and yet more than you might think. The city is really one great palace, 
with every building inside the walls closely connected with the others. You 
might walk among these chambers for hours and see no one. At other times, you 
would meet hundreds of the inhabitants.’ 

‘How is that?’ Conan inquired uneasily; this savored too strongly of sorcery for 
comfort. 

‘Much of the time these people lie in sleep. Their dream-life is as important — 
and to them as real — as their waking life. You have heard of the black lotus? In 
certain pits of the city it grows. Through the ages they have cultivated it, until, 
instead of death, its juice induces dreams, gorgeous and fantastic. In these 
dreams they spend most of their time. Their lives are vague, erratic, and without 
plan. They dream, they wake, drink, love, eat and dream again. They seldom 
finish anything they begin, but leave it half completed and sink back again into 
the slumber of the black lotus. That meal you found — doubtless one awoke, felt 
the urge of hunger, prepared the meal for himself, then forgot about it and 
wandered away to dream again.’ 

‘Where do they get their food?’ interrupted Conan. ‘I saw no fields or 
vineyards outside the city. Have they orchards and cattle-pens within the walls?’ 

She shook her head. ‘They manufacture their own food out of the primal 
elements. They are wonderful scientists, when they are not drugged with their 
dream-flower. Their ancestors were mental giants, who built this marvelous city 
in the desert, and though the race became slaves to their curious passions, some 
of their wonderful knowledge still remains. Have you wondered about these 
lights? They are jewels, fused with radium. You rub them with your thumb to 
make them glow, and rub them again, the opposite way, to extinguish them. That 
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is but a single example of their science. But much they have forgotten. They take 
little interest in waking life, choosing to lie most of the time in death-like sleep.’ 

“Then the dead man at the gate—’ began Conan. 

‘Was doubtless slumbering. Sleepers of the lotus are like the dead. Animation 
is apparently suspended. It is impossible to detect the slightest sign of life. The 
spirit has left the body and is roaming at will through other, exotic worlds. The 
man at the gate was a good example of the irresponsibility of these people’s 
lives. He was guarding the gate, where custom decrees a watch be kept, though 
no enemy has ever advanced across the desert. In other parts of the city you 
would find other guards, generally sleeping as soundly as the man at the gate.’ 

Conan mulled over this for a space. 

“Where are the people now?’ 

‘Scattered in different parts of the city; lying on couches, on silken divans, in 
cushion-littered alcoves, on fur-covered daises; all wrapt in the shining veil of 
dreams.’ 

Conan felt the skin twitch between his massive shoulders. It was not soothing 
to think of hundreds of people lying cold and still throughout the tapestried 
palaces, their glassy eyes turned unseeingly upward. He remembered something 
else. 

‘What of the thing that stole through the chambers and carried away the man 
on the dais?’ 

A shudder twitched her ivory limbs. 

‘That was Thog, the Ancient, the god of Xuthal, who dwells in the sunken 
dome in the center of the city. He has always dwelt in Xuthal. Whether he came 
here with the ancient founders, or was here when they built the city, none knows. 
But the people of Xuthal worship him. Mostly he sleeps below the city, but 
sometimes at irregular intervals he grows hungry, and then he steals through the 
secret corridors and the dim-lit chambers, seeking prey. Then none is safe.’ 

Natala moaned with terror and clasped Conan’s mighty neck as if to resist an 
effort to drag her from her protector’s side. 

‘Crom!’ he ejaculated aghast. ‘You mean to tell me these people lie down 
calmly and sleep, with this demon crawling among them?’ 

‘It is only occasionally that he is hungry,’ she repeated. ‘A god must have his 
sacrifices. When I was a child in Stygia the people lived under the shadow of the 
priests. None ever knew when he or she would be seized and dragged to the 
altar. What difference whether the priests give a victim to the gods, or the god 
comes for his own victim?’ 

‘Such is not the custom of my people,’ Conan growled, ‘nor of Natala’s either. 
The Hyborians do not sacrifice humans to their god, Mitra, and as for my people 
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— by Crom, I’d like to see a priest try to drag a Cimmerian to the altar! There’d 
be blood spilt, but not as the priest intended.’ 

“You are a barbarian,’ laughed Thalis, but with a glow in her luminous eyes. 
‘Thog is very ancient and very terrible.’ 

“These folk must be either fools or heroes,’ grunted Conan, ‘to lie down and 
dream their idiotic dreams, knowing they might awaken in his belly.’ 

She laughed. ‘They know nothing else. For untold generations Thog has 
preyed on them. He has been one of the factors which have reduced their 
numbers from thousands to hundreds. A few more generations and they will be 
extinct, and Thog must either fare forth into the world for new prey, or retire to 
the underworld whence he came so long ago. 

“They realize their ultimate doom, but they are fatalists, incapable of resistance 
or escape. Not one of the present generation has been out of sight of these walls. 
There is an oasis a day’s march to the south — I have seen it on the old maps their 
ancestors drew on parchment — but no man of Xuthal has visited it for three 
generations, much less made any attempt to explore the fertile grasslands which 
the maps show lying another day’s march beyond it. They are a fast-fading race, 
drowned in lotus-dreams, stimulating their waking hours by means of the golden 
wine which heals wounds, prolongs life, and invigorates the most sated 
debauchee. 

“Yet they cling to life, and fear the deity they worship. You saw how one went 
mad at the knowledge that Thog was roving the palaces. I have seen the whole 
city screaming and tearing its hair, and running frenziedly out of the gates, to 
cower outside the walls and draw lots to see which would be bound and flung 
back through the arched doorways to satisfy Thog’s lust and hunger. Were they 
not all slumbering now, the word of his coming would send them raving and 
shrieking again through the outer gates.’ 

‘Oh, Conan!’ begged Natala hysterically. ‘Let us flee!’ 

‘In good time,’ muttered Conan, his eyes burning on Thalis’ ivory limbs. 
‘What are you, a Stygian woman, doing here?’ 

‘I came here when a young girl,’ she answered, leaning lithely back against the 
velvet divan, and intertwining her slender fingers behind her dusky head. ‘I am 
the daughter of a king, no common woman, as you can see by my skin, which is 
as white as that of your little blond there. I was abducted by a rebel prince, who, 
with an army of Kushite bowmen, pushed southward into the wilderness, 
searching for a land he could make his own. He and all his warriors perished in 
the desert, but one, before he died, placed me on a camel and walked beside it 
until he dropped and died in his tracks. The beast wandered on, and I finally 
passed into delirium from thirst and hunger, and awakened in this city. They told 
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me I had been seen from the walls, early in the dawn, lying senseless beside a 
dead camel. They went forth and brought me in and revived me with their 
wonderful golden wine. And only the sight of a woman would have led them to 
have ventured that far from their walls. 

“They were naturally much interested in me, especially the men. As I could not 
speak their language, they learned to speak mine. They are very quick and able 
of intellect; they learned my language long before I learned theirs. But they were 
more interested in me than in my language. I have been, and am, the only thing 
for which a man of them will forgo his lotus-dreams for a space.’ 

She laughed wickedly, flashing her audacious eyes meaningly at Conan. 

‘Of course the women are jealous of me,’ she continued tranquilly. “They are 
handsome enough in their yellow-skinned way, but they are dreamy and 
uncertain as the men, and these latter like me not only for my beauty, but for my 
reality. 1 am no dream! Though I have dreamed the dreams of the lotus, I am a 
normal woman, with earthly emotions and desires. With such these moon-eyed 
yellow women can not compare. 

“That is why it would be better for you to cut that girl’s throat with your saber, 
before the men of Xuthal waken and catch her. They will put her through paces 
she never dreamed of! She is too soft to endure what I have thrived on. I am a 
daughter of Luxur, and before I had known fifteen summers I had been led 
through the temples of Derketo, the dusky goddess, and had been initiated into 
the mysteries. Not that my first years in Xuthal were years of unmodified 
pleasure! The people of Xuthal have forgotten more than the priestesses of 
Derketo ever dreamed. They live only for sensual joys. Dreaming or waking, 
their lives are filled with exotic ecstasies, beyond the ken of ordinary men.’ 

‘Damned degenerates!’ growled Conan. 

‘Tt is all in the point of view,’ smiled Thalis lazily. 

‘Well,’ he decided, ‘we’re merely wasting time. I can see this is no place for 
ordinary mortals. We’ll be gone before your morons awake, or Thog comes to 
devour us. I think the desert would be kinder.’ 

Natala, whose blood had curdled in her veins at Thalis’s words, fervently 
agreed. She could speak Stygian only brokenly, but she understood it well 
enough. Conan stood up, drawing her up beside him. 

‘If you’ll show us the nearest way out of this city,’ he grunted, ‘we’ll take 
ourselves off.’ But his gaze lingered on the Stygian’s sleek limbs and ivory 
breasts. 

She did not miss his look, and she smiled enigmatically as she rose with the 
lithe ease of a great lazy cat. 

‘Follow me,’ she directed and led the way, conscious of Conan’s eyes fixed on 
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her supple figure and perfectly poised carriage. She did not go the way they had 
come, but before Conan’s suspicions could be roused, she halted in a wide ivory- 
cased chamber, and pointed to a tiny fountain which gurgled in the center of the 
ivory floor. 

‘Don’t you want to wash your face, child?’ she asked Natala. ‘It is stained with 
dust, and there is dust in your hair.’ 

Natala colored resentfully at the suggestion of malice in the Stygian’s faintly 
mocking tone, but she complied, wondering miserably just how much havoc the 
desert sun and wind had wrought on her complexion — a feature for which 
women of her race were justly noted. She knelt beside the fountain, shook back 
her hair, slipped her tunic down to her waist, and began to lave not only her face, 
but her white arms and shoulders as well. 

‘By Crom!’ grumbled Conan. ‘A woman will stop to consider her beauty, if the 
devil himself were on her heels. Haste, girl; you’ll be dusty again before we’ve 
got out of sight of this city. And Thalis, I’d take it kindly if you’d furnish us with 
a bit of food and drink.’ 

For answer Thalis leaned herself against him, slipping one white arm about his 
bronzed shoulders. Her sleek naked flank pressed against his thigh and the 
perfume of her foamy hair was in his nostrils. 

“Why dare the desert?’ she whispered urgently. ‘Stay here! I will teach you the 
ways of Xuthal. I will protect you. I will love you! You are a real man: I am sick 
of these moon-calves who sigh and dream and wake, and dream again. I am 
hungry for the hard, clean passion of a man from the earth. The blaze of your 
dynamic eyes makes my heart pound in my bosom, and the touch of your iron- 
thewed arm maddens me. 

‘Stay here! I will make you king of Xuthal! I will show you all the ancient 
mysteries, and the exotic ways of pleasure! I—’ She had thrown both arms about 
his neck and was standing on tiptoe, her vibrant body shivering against his. Over 
her ivory shoulder he saw Natala, throwing back her damp tousled hair, stop 
short, her lovely eyes dilating, her red lips parting in a shocked O. With an 
embarrassed grunt, Conan disengaged Thalis’s clinging arms and put her aside 
with one massive arm. She threw a swift glance at the Brythunian girl and 
smiled enigmatically, seeming to nod her splendid head in mysterious cogitation. 

Natala rose and jerked up her tunic, her eyes blazing, her lips pouting sulkily. 
Conan swore under his breath. He was no more monogamous in his nature than 
the average soldier of fortune, but there was an innate decency about him that 
was Natala’s best protection. 

Thalis did not press her suit. Beckoning them with her slender hand to follow, 
she turned and walked across the chamber. There, close to the tapestried wall, 
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she halted suddenly. Conan, watching her, wondered if she had heard the sounds 
that might be made by a nameless monster stealing through the midnight 
chambers, and his skin crawled at the thought. 

“What do you hear?’ he demanded. 

‘Watch that doorway,’ she replied, pointing. 

He wheeled, sword ready. Only the empty arch of the entrance met his gaze. 
Then behind him sounded a quick faint scuffling noise, a half-choked gasp. He 
whirled. Thalis and Natala had vanished. The tapestry was settling back in place, 
as if it had been lifted away from the wall. As he gaped bewilderedly, from 
behind that tapestried wall rang a muffled scream in the voice of the Brythunian 
girl. 


When Conan turned, in compliance with Thalis’s request, to glare at the 
doorway opposite, Natala had been standing just behind him, close to the side of 
the Stygian. The instant the Cimmerian’s back was tured, Thalis, with a 
pantherish quickness almost incredible, clapped her hand over Natala’s mouth, 
stifling the cry she tried to give. Simultaneously the Stygian’s other arm was 
passed about the blond girl’s supple waist, and she was jerked back against the 
wall, which seemed to give way as Thalis’ shoulder pressed against it. A section 
of the wall swung inward, and through a slit that opened in the tapestry Thalis 
slid with her captive, just as Conan wheeled back. 

Inside was utter blackness as the secret door swung to again. Thalis paused to 
fumble at it for an instant, apparently sliding home a bolt, and as she took her 
hand from Natala’s mouth to perform this act, the Brythunian girl began to 
scream at the top of her voice. Thalis’s laugh was like poisoned honey in the 
darkness. 

‘Scream if you will, little fool. It will only shorten your life.’ 

At that Natala ceased suddenly, and cowered shaking in every limb. 

‘Why did you do this?’ she begged. ‘What are you going to do?’ 

‘I am going to take you down this corridor for a short distance,’ answered 
Thalis, ‘and leave you for one who will sooner or later come for you.’ 

‘Ohhhhhh!’ Natala’s voice broke in a sob of terror. ‘Why should you harm me? 
I have never injured you!’ 

‘I want your warrior. You stand in my way. He desires me — I could read the 
look in his eyes. But for you, he would be willing to stay here and be my king. 
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When you are out of the way, he will follow me.’ 

‘He will cut your throat,’ answered Natala with conviction, knowing Conan 
better than Thalis did. 

“We shall see,’ answered the Stygian coolly from the confidence of her power 
over men. ‘At any rate, you will not know whether he stabs or kisses me, 
because you will be the bride of him who dwells in darkness. Come!’ 

Half mad with terror, Natala fought like a wild thing, but it availed her nothing. 
With a lithe strength she would not have believed possible in a woman, Thalis 
picked her up and carried her down the black corridor as if she had been a child. 
Natala did not scream again, remembering the Stygian’s sinister words; the only 
sounds were her desperate quick panting and Thalis’ soft taunting lascivious 
laughter. Then the Brythunian’s fluttering hand closed on something in the dark 
—a jeweled dagger-hilt jutting from Thalis’s gem-crusted girdle. Natala jerked it 
forth and struck blindly and with all her girlish power. 

A scream burst from Thalis’s lips, feline in its pain and fury. She reeled, and 
Natala slipped from her relaxing grasp, to bruise her tender limbs on the smooth 
stone floor. Rising, she scurried to the nearest wall and stood there panting and 
trembling, flattening herself against the stones. She could not see Thalis, but she 
could hear her. The Stygian was quite certainly not dead. She was cursing in a 
steady stream, and her fury was so concentrated and deadly that Natala felt her 
bones turn to wax, her blood to ice. 

“Where are you, you little she-devil?’ gasped Thalis. ‘Let me get my fingers on 
you again, and I’|I—’ Natala grew physically sick as Thalis described the bodily 
injuries she intended to inflict on her rival. The Stygian’s choice of language 
would have shamed the toughest courtezan in Aquilonia. 

Natala heard her groping in the dark, and then a light sprang up. Evidently 
whatever fear Thalis felt of the black corridor was submerged in her anger. The 
light came from one of the radium gems which adorned the walls of Xuthal. This 
Thalis had rubbed, and now she stood bathed in its reddish glow: a light different 
from that which the others had emitted. One hand was pressed to her side and 
blood trickled between the fingers. But she did not seem weakened or badly hurt, 
and her eyes blazed fiendishly. What little courage remained to Natala ebbed 
away at sight of the Stygian standing limned in that weird glow, her beautiful 
face contorted with a passion that was no less than hellish. She now advanced 
with a pantherish tread, drawing her hand away from her wounded side, and 
shaking the blood drops impatiently from her fingers. Natala saw that she had 
not badly harmed her rival. The blade had glanced from the jewels of Thalis’s 
girdle and inflicted only a very superficial flesh-wound, only enough to rouse the 
Stygian’s unbridled fury. 
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‘Give me that dagger, you fool!’ she gritted, striding up to the cowering girl. 

Natala knew she ought to fight while she had the chance, but she simply could 
not summon up the courage. Never much of a fighter, the darkness, violence and 
horror of her adventure had left her limp, mentally and physically. Thalis 
snatched the dagger from her lax fingers and threw it contemptuously aside. 

“You little slut!’ she ground between her teeth, slapping the girl viciously with 
either hand. ‘Before I drag you down the corridor and throw you into Thog’s 
jaws Ill have a little of your blood myself! You would dare to knife me — well, 
for that audacity you shall pay!’ 

Seizing her by the hair, Thalis dragged her down the corridor a short distance, 
to the edge of the circle of light. A metal ring showed in the wall, above the level 
of a man’s head. From it depended a silken cord. As in a nightmare Natala felt 
her tunic being stripped from her, and the next instant Thalis had jerked up her 
wrists and bound them to the ring, where she hung, naked as the day she was 
bom, her feet barely touching the floor. Twisting her head, Natala saw Thalis 
unhook a jewel-handled whip from where it hung on the wall, near the ring. The 
lashes consisted of seven round silk cords, harder yet more pliant than leather 
thongs. 

With a hiss of vindictive gratification, Thalis drew back her arm, and Natala 
shrieked as the cords curled across her loins. The tortured girl writhed, twisted 
and tore agonizedly at the thongs which imprisoned her wrists. She had forgotten 
the lurking menace her cries might summon, and so apparently had Thalis. Every 
stroke evoked screams of anguish. The whippings Natala had received in the 
Shemite slave-markets paled to insignificance before this. She had never guessed 
the punishing power of hard-woven silk cords. Their caress was more exquisitely 
painful than any birch twigs or leather thongs. They whistled venomously as 
they cut the air. 

Then, as Natala twisted her tear-stained face over her shoulder to shriek for 
mercy, something froze her cries. Agony gave place to paralyzing horror in her 
beautiful eyes. 

Struck by her expression, Thalis checked her lifted hand and whirled quick as a 
cat. Too late! An awful cry rang from her lips as she swayed back, her arms 
upflung. Natala saw her for an instant, a white figure of fear etched against a 
great black shapeless mass that towered over her; then the white figure was 
whipped off its feet, the shadow receded with it, and in the circle of dim light 
Natala hung alone, half fainting with terror. 

From the black shadows came sounds, incomprehensible and blood-freezing. 
She heard Thalis’s voice pleading frenziedly, but no voice answered. There was 
no sound except the Stygian’s panting voice, which suddenly rose to screams of 
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agony, and then broke in hysterical laughter, mingled with sobs. This dwindled 
to a convulsive panting, and presently this too ceased, and a silence more terrible 
hovered over the secret corridor. 


Nauseated with horror, Natala twisted about and dared to look fearfully in the 
direction the black shape had carried Thalis. She saw nothing, but she sensed an 
unseen peril, more grisly than she could understand. She fought against a rising 
tide of hysteria. Her bruised wrists, her smarting body were forgotten in the teeth 
of this menace which she dimly felt threatened not only her body, but her soul as 
well. 

She strained her eyes into the blackness beyond the rim of the dim light, tense 
with fear of what she might see. A whimpering gasp escaped her lips. The 
darkness was taking form. Something huge and bulky grew up out of the void. 
She saw a great misshapen head emerging into the light. At least she took it for a 
head, though it was not the member of any sane or normal creature. She saw a 
great toad-like face, the features of which were as dim and unstable as those of a 
specter seen in a mirror of nightmare. Great pools of light that might have been 
eyes blinked at her, and she shook at the cosmic lust reflected there. She could 
tell nothing about the creature’s body. Its outline seemed to waver and alter 
subtly even as she looked at it; yet its substance was apparently solid enough. 
There was nothing misty or ghostly about it. 

As it came toward her, she could not tell whether it walked, wriggled, flew or 
crept. Its method of locomotion was absolutely beyond her comprehension. 
When it had emerged from the shadows she was still uncertain as to its nature. 
The light from the radium gem did not illumine it as it would have illumined an 
ordinary creature. Impossible as it seemed, the being seemed almost impervious 
to the light. Its details were still obscure and indistinct, even when it halted so 
near that it almost touched her shrinking flesh. Only the blinking toad-like face 
stood out with any distinctness. The thing was a blur in the sight, a black blot of 
shadow that normal radiance would neither dissipate nor illuminate. 

She decided she was mad, because she could not tell whether the being looked 
up at her or towered above her. She was unable to say whether the dim repulsive 
face blinked up at her from the shadows at her feet, or looked down at her from 
an immense height. But if her sight convinced her that whatever its mutable 
qualities, it was yet composed of solid substance, her sense of feel further 
assured her of that fact. A dark tentacle-like member slid about her body, and 
she screamed at the touch of it on her naked flesh. It was neither warm nor cold, 
rough nor smooth; it was like nothing that had ever touched her before, and at its 
caress she knew such fear and shame as she had never dreamed of. All the 
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obscenity and salacious infamy spawned in the muck of the abysmal pits of Life 
seemed to drown her in seas of cosmic filth. And in that instant she knew that 
whatever form of life this thing represented it was not a beast. 

She began to scream uncontrollably, the monster tugged at her as if to tear her 
from the ring by sheer brutality; then something crashed above their heads, and a 
form hurtled down through the air to strike the stone floor. 


When Conan wheeled to see the tapestry settling back in place and to hear 
Natala’s muffled cry, he hurled himself against the wall with a maddened roar. 
Rebounding from the impact that would have splintered the bones of a lesser 
man, he ripped away the tapestry revealing what appeared to be a blank wall. 
Beside himself with fury he lifted his saber as though to hew through the marble, 
when a sudden sound brought him about, eyes blazing. 

A score of figures faced him, yellow men in purple tunics, with short swords in 
their hands. As he turned they surged in on him with hostile cries. He made no 
attempt to conciliate them. Maddened at the disappearance of his sweetheart, the 
barbarian reverted to type. 

A snarl of bloodthirsty gratification hummed in his bull-throat as he leaped, 
and the first attacker, his short sword overreached by the whistling saber, went 
down with his brains gushing from his split skull. Wheeling like a cat, Conan 
caught a descending wrist on his edge, and the hand gripping the short sword 
flew into the air scattering a shower of red drops. But Conan had not paused or 
hesitated. A pantherish twist and shift of his body avoided the blundering rush of 
two yellow swordsmen, and the blade of one missing its objective, was sheathed 
in the breast of the other. 

A yell of dismay went up at this mischance, and Conan allowed himself a short 
bark of laughter as he bounded aside from a whistling cut and slashed under the 
guard of yet another man of Xuthal. A long spurt of crimson followed his 
singing edge and the man crumpled screaming, his belly-muscles cut through. 

The warriors of Xuthal howled like mad wolves. Unaccustomed to battle, they 
were ridiculously slow and clumsy compared to the tigerish barbarian whose 
motions were blurs of quickness possible only to steel thews knit to a perfect 
fighting-brain. They floundered and stumbled, hindered by their own numbers; 
they struck too quick or too soon, and cut only empty air. He was never 
motionless or in the same place an instant; springing, side-stepping, whirling, 
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twisting, he offered a constantly shifting target for their swords, while his own 
curved blade sang death about their ears. 

But whatever their faults, the men of Xuthal did not lack courage. They 
swarmed about him yelling and hacking, and through the arched doorways 
rushed others, awakened from their slumbers by the unwonted clamor. 

Conan, bleeding from a cut on the temple, cleared a space for an instant with a 
devastating sweep of his dripping saber, and cast a quick glance about for an 
avenue of escape. At that instant he saw the tapestry on one of the walls drawn 
aside, disclosing a narrow stairway. On this stood a man in rich robes, vague- 
eyed and blinking, as if he had just awakened and had not yet shaken the dusts of 
slumber from his brain. Conan’s sight and action were simultaneous. 

A tigerish leap carried him untouched through the hemming ring of swords, 
and he bounded toward the stair with the pack giving tongue behind him. Three 
men confronted him at the foot of the marble steps, and he struck them with a 
deafening crash of steel. There was a frenzied instant when the blades flamed 
like summer lightning; then the group fell apart and Conan sprang up the stair. 
The oncoming horde tripped over three writhing forms at its foot: one lay face- 
down in a sickening welter of blood and brains; another propped himself on his 
hands, blood spurting blackly from his severed throat veins; the other howled 
like a dying dog as he clawed at the crimson stump that had been an arm. 

As Conan rushed up the marble stair, the man above shook himself from his 
stupor and drew a sword that sparkled frostily in the radium light. He thrust 
downward as the barbarian surged upon him. But as the point sang toward his 
throat, Conan ducked deeply. The blade slit the skin of his back, and Conan 
straightened, driving his saber upward as a man might wield a butcher-knife, 
with all the power of his mighty shoulders. 

So terrific was his headlong drive that the sinking of the saber to the hilt into 
the belly of his enemy did not check him. He caromed against the wretch’s body, 
knocking it sideways. The impact sent Conan crashing against the wall; the 
other, the saber torn through his body, fell headlong down the stair, ripped open 
to the spine from groin to broken breastbone. In a ghastly mess of streaming 
entrails the body tumbled against the men rushing up the stairs, bearing them 
back with it. 


Half stunned, Conan leaned against the wall an instant, glaring down upon them; 
then with a defiant shake of his dripping saber, he bounded up the steps. 

Coming into an upper chamber, he halted only long enough to see that it was 
empty. Behind him the horde was yelling with such intensified horror and rage, 
that he knew he had killed some notable man there on the stair, probably the 
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king of that fantastic city. 

He ran at random, without plan. He desperately wished to find and succor 
Natala, who he was sure needed aid badly; but harried as he was by all the 
warriors in Xuthal, he could only run on, trusting to luck to elude them and find 
her. Among those dark or dimly lighted upper chambers he quickly lost all sense 
of direction, and it was not strange that he eventually blundered into a chamber 
into which his foes were just pouring. 

They yelled vengefully and rushed for him, and with a snarl of disgust he 
turned and fled back the way he had come. At least he thought it was the way he 
had come. But presently, racing into a particularly ornate chamber, he was aware 
of his mistake. All the chambers he had traversed since mounting the stair had 
been empty. This chamber had an occupant, who rose up with a cry as he 
charged in. 

Conan saw a yellow-skinned woman, loaded with jeweled ornaments but 
otherwise nude, staring at him with wide eyes. So much he glimpsed as she 
raised her hand and jerked a silken rope hanging from the wall. Then the floor 
dropped from under him, and all his steel-trap coordination could not save him 
from the plunge into the black depths that opened beneath him. 

He did not fall any great distance, though it was far enough to have snapped 
the leg bones of a man not built of steel springs and whalebone. 

He hit cat-like on his feet and one hand, instinctively retaining his grasp on his 
saber hilt. A familiar cry rang in his ears as he rebounded on his feet as a lynx 
rebounds with snarling bared fangs. So Conan, glaring from under his tousled 
mane, saw the white naked figure of Natala writhing in the lustful grasp of a 
black nightmare shape that could have only been bred in the lost pits of hell. 

The sight of that awful shape alone might have frozen the Cimmerian with 
fear. In juxtaposition to his girl, the sight sent a red wave of murderous fury 
through Conan’s brain. In a crimson mist he smote the monster. 

It dropped the girl, wheeling toward its attacker, and the maddened 
Cimmerian’s saber, shrilling through the air, sheared clear through the black 
viscous bulk and rang on the stone floor, showering blue sparks. Conan went to 
his knees from the fury of the blow; the edge had not encountered the resistance 
he had expected. As he bounded up, the thing was upon him. 


It towered above him like a clinging black cloud. It seemed to flow about him in 
almost liquid waves, to envelop and engulf him. His madly slashing saber 
sheared through it again and again, his ripping poniard tore and rent it; he was 
deluged with a slimy liquid that must have been its sluggish blood. Yet its fury 
was nowise abated. 
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He could not tell whether he was slashing off its members or whether he was 
cleaving its bulk, which knit behind the slicing blade. He was tossed to and fro 
in the violence of that awful battle, and had a dazed feeling that he was fighting 
not one, but an aggregation of lethal creatures. The thing seemed to be biting, 
clawing, crushing and clubbing him all at the same time. He felt fangs and talons 
rend his flesh; flabby cables that were yet hard as iron encircled his limbs and 
body, and worse than all, something like a whip of scorpions fell again and again 
across his shoulders, back and breast, tearing the skin and filling his veins with a 
poison that was like liquid fire. 

They had rolled beyond the circle of light, and it was in utter blackness that the 
Cimmerian battled. Once he sank his teeth, beast-like, into the flabby substance 
of his foe, revolting as the stuff writhed and squirmed like living rubber from 
between his iron jaws. 

In that hurricane of battle they were rolling over and over, farther and farther 
down the tunnel. Conan’s brain reeled with the punishment he was taking. His 
breath came in whistling gasps between his teeth. High above him he saw a great 
toad-like face, dimly limned in an eery glow that seemed to emanate from it. 
And with a panting cry that was half curse, half gasp of straining agony, he 
lunged toward it, thrusting with all his waning power. Hilt-deep the saber sank, 
somewhere below the grisly face, and a convulsive shudder heaved the vast bulk 
that half enveloped the Cimmerian. With a volcanic burst of contraction and 
expansion, it tumbled backward, rolling now with frantic haste down the 
corridor. Conan went with it, bruised, battered, invincible, hanging on like a 
bulldog to the hilt of his saber which he could not withdraw, tearing and ripping 
at the shuddering bulk with the poniard in his left hand, goring it to ribbons. 

The thing glowed all over now with a weird phosphorous radiance, and this 
glow was in Conan’s eyes, blinding him, as suddenly the heaving billowing mass 
fell away from beneath him, the saber tearing loose and remaining in his locked 
hand. This hand and arm hung down into space, and far below him the glowing 
body of the monster was rushing downward like a meteor. Conan dazedly 
realized that he lay on the brink of a great round well, the edge of which was 
slimy stone. He lay there watching the hurtling glow dwindling and dwindling 
until it vanished into a dark shining surface that seemed to surge upward to meet 
it. For an instant a dimming witchfire glimmered in those dusky depths; then it 
disappeared and Conan lay staring down into the blackness of the ultimate abyss 
from which no sound came. 


5786 XRN 


Straining vainly at the silk cords which cut into her wrists, Natala sought to 
pierce the darkness beyond the radiant circle. Her tongue seemed frozen to the 
roof of her mouth. Into that blackness she had seen Conan vanish, locked in 
mortal combat with the unknown demon, and the only sounds that had come to 
her straining ears had been the panting gasps of the barbarian, the impact of 
struggling bodies, and the thud and rip of savage blows. These ceased, and 
Natala swayed dizzily on her cords, half fainting. 

A footstep roused her out of her apathy of horror, to see Conan emerging from 
the darkness. At the sight she found her voice in a shriek which echoed down the 
vaulted tunnel. The manhandling the Cimmerian had received was appalling to 
behold. At every step he dripped blood. His face was skinned and bruised as if 
he had been beaten with a bludgeon. His lips were pulped, and blood oozed 
down his face from a wound in his scalp. There were deep gashes in his thighs, 
calves and forearms, and great bruises showed on his limbs and body from 
impacts against the stone floor. But his shoulders, back and upper-breast muscles 
had suffered most. The flesh was bruised, swollen and lacerated, the skin 
hanging in loose strips, as if he had been lashed with wire whips. 

‘Oh, Conan!’ she sobbed. ‘What has happened to you?’ 

He had no breath for conversation, but his smashed lips writhed in what might 
have been grim humor as he approached her. His hairy breast, glistening with 
sweat and blood, heaved with his panting. Slowly and laboriously he reached up 
and cut her cords, then fell back against the wall and leaned there, his trembling 
legs braced wide. She scrambled up from where she had fallen and caught him in 
a frenzied embrace, sobbing hysterically. 

‘Oh, Conan, you are wounded unto death! Oh, what shall we do?’ 

‘Well,’ he panted, ‘you can’t fight a devil out of hell and come off with a 
whole skin!’ 

“Where is it?’ she whispered. ‘Did you kill it?’ 

‘I don’t know. It fell into a pit. It was hanging in bloody shreds, but whether it 
can be killed by steel I know not.’ 

‘Oh, your poor back!’ she wailed, wringing her hands. 

‘It lashed me with a tentacle,’ he grimaced, swearing as he moved. ‘It cut like 
wire and burned like poison. But it was its damnable squeezing that got my 
wind. It was worse than a python. If half my guts are not mashed out of place, 
I’m much mistaken.’ 

“What shall we do?’ she whimpered. 

He glanced up. The trap was closed. No sound came from above. 
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“We can’t go back through the secret door,’ he muttered. “That room is full of 
dead men, and doubtless warriors keep watch there. They must have thought my 
doom sealed when I plunged through the floor above, or else they dare not 
follow me into this tunnel. — Twist that radium gem off the wall. — As I groped 
my way back up the corridor I felt arches opening into other tunnels. We’ll 
follow the first we come to. It may lead to another pit, or to the open air. We 
must chance it. We can’t stay here and rot.’ 

Natala obeyed, and holding the tiny point of light in his left hand and his 
bloody saber in his right, Conan started down the corridor. He went slowly, 
stiffly, only his animal vitality keeping him on his feet. There was a blank glare 
in his bloodshot eyes, and Natala saw him involuntarily lick his battered lips 
from time to time. She knew his suffering was ghastly, but with the stoicism of 
the wilds he made no complaint. 

Presently the dim light shone on a black arch, and into this Conan turned. 
Natala cringed at what she might see, but the light revealed only a tunnel similar 
to that they had just left. 


How far they went she had no idea, before they mounted a long stair and came 
upon a stone door, fastened with a golden bolt. 

She hesitated, glancing at Conan. The barbarian was swaying on his feet, the 
light in his unsteady hand flinging fantastic shadows back and forth along the 
wall. 

‘Open the door, girl,’ he muttered thickly. ‘The men of Xuthal will be waiting 
for us, and I would not disappoint them. By Crom, the city has not seen such a 
sacrifice as I will make!’ 

She knew he was half delirious. No sound came from beyond the door. Taking 
the radium gem from his blood-stained hand, she threw the bolt and drew the 
panel inward. The inner side of a cloth-of-gold tapestry met her gaze and she 
drew it aside and peeked through, her heart in her mouth. She was looking into 
an empty chamber in the center of which a silvery fountain tinkled. 

Conan’s hand fell heavily on her naked shoulder. 

‘Stand aside, girl,’ he mumbled. ‘Now is the feasting of swords.’ 

‘There is no one in the chamber,’ she answered. ‘But there is water—’ 

‘T hear it,’ he licked his blackened lips. ‘We will drink before we die.’ 

He seemed blinded. She took his darkly stained hand and led him through the 
stone door. She went on tiptoe, expecting a rush of yellow figures through the 
arches at any instant. 

‘Drink while I keep watch,’ he muttered. 

‘No, I am not thirsty. Lie down beside the fountain and I will bathe your 
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wounds.’ 

“What of the swords of Xuthal?’ He continually raked his arm across his eyes 
as if to clear his blurred sight. 

‘I hear no one. All is silent.’ 

He sank down gropingly and plunged his face into the crystal jet, drinking as if 
he could not get enough. When he raised his head there was sanity in his 
bloodshot eyes and he stretched his massive limbs out on the marble floor as she 
requested, though he kept his saber in his hand, and his eyes continually roved 
toward the archways. She bathed his torn flesh and bandaged the deeper wounds 
with strips torn from a silk hanging. She shuddered at the appearance of his 
back; the flesh was discolored, mottled and spotted black and blue and a sickly 
yellow, where it was not raw. As she worked she sought frantically for a solution 
to their problem. If they stayed where they were, they would eventually be 
discovered. Whether the men of Xuthal were searching the palaces for them, or 
had returned to their dreams, she could not know. 

As she finished her task, she froze. Under the hanging that partly concealed an 
alcove, she saw a hand’s breadth of yellow flesh. 

Saying nothing to Conan, she rose and crossed the chamber softly, grasping his 
poniard. Her heart pounded suffocatingly as she cautiously drew aside the 
hanging. On the dais lay a young yellow woman, naked and apparently lifeless. 
At her hand stood a jade jar nearly full of peculiar golden-colored liquid. Natala 
believed it to be the elixir described by Thalis, which lent vigor and vitality to 
the degenerate Xuthal. She leaned across the supine form and grasped the vessel, 
her poniard poised over the girl’s bosom. The latter did not wake. 

With the jar in her possession, Natala hesitated, realizing it would be the safer 
course to put the sleeping girl beyond the power of waking and raising an alarm. 
But she could not bring herself to plunge the Cimmerian poniard into that still 
bosom, and at last she drew back the hanging and returned to Conan, who lay 
where she had left him, seemingly only partly conscious. 

She bent and placed the jar to his lips. He drank, mechanically at first, then 
with a suddenly roused interest. To her amazement he sat up and took the vessel 
from her hands. When he lifted his face, his eyes were clear and normal. Much 
of the drawn haggard look had gone from his features, and his voice was not the 
mumble of delirium. 

‘Crom! Where did you get this?’ 

She pointed. ‘From that alcove, where a yellow hussy is sleeping.’ 

He thrust his muzzle again into the golden liquid. 

‘By Crom,’ he said with a deep sigh, ‘I feel new life and power rush like 
wildfire through my veins. Surely this is the very elixir of Life!’ 
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“We had best go back into the corridor,’ Natala ventured nervously. ‘We shall 
be discovered if we stay here long. We can hide there until your wounds heal—’ 

‘Not I,’ he grunted. ‘We are not rats, to hide in dark burrows. We leave this 
devil-city now, and let none seek to stop us.’ 

‘But your wounds!’ she wailed. 

‘I do not feel them,’ he answered. ‘It may be a false strength this liquor has 
given me, but I swear I am aware of neither pain nor weakness.’ 

With sudden purpose he crossed the chamber to a window she had not noticed. 
Over his shoulder she looked out. A cool breeze tossed her tousled locks. Above 
was the dark velvet sky, clustered with stars. Below them stretched a vague 
expanse of sand. 

“Thalis said the city was one great palace,’ said Conan. ‘Evidently some of the 
chambers are built like towers on the wall. This one is. Chance has led us well.’ 

“What do you mean?’ she asked, glancing apprehensively over her shoulder. 

‘There is a crystal jar on that ivory table,’ he answered. ‘Fill it with water and 
tie a strip of that torn hanging about its neck for a handle while I rip up this 
tapestry.’ 


She obeyed without question, and when she tured from her task she saw Conan 
rapidly tying together the long tough strips of silk to make a rope, one end of 
which he fastened to the leg of the massive ivory table. 

‘We’ll take our chance with the desert,’ said he. “Thalis spoke of an oasis a 
day’s march to the south, and grasslands beyond that. If we reach the oasis we 
can rest until my wounds heal. This wine is like sorcery. A little while ago I was 
little more than a dead man; now I am ready for anything. Here is enough silk 
left for you to make a garment of.’ 

Natala had forgotten her nudity. The mere fact caused her no qualms, but her 
delicate skin would need protection from the desert sun. As she knotted the silk 
length about her supple body, Conan turned to the window and with a 
contemptuous wrench tore away the soft gold bars that guarded it. Then, looping 
the loose end of his silk rope about Natala’s hips, and cautioning her to hold on 
with both hands, he lifted her through the window and lowered her the thirty-odd 
feet to the earth. She stepped out of the loop, and drawing it back up, he made 
fast the vessels of water and wine, and lowered them to her. He followed them, 
sliding down swiftly, hand over hand. 

As he reached her side, Natala gave a sigh of relief. They stood alone at the 
foot of the great wall, the paling stars overhead and the naked desert about them. 
What perils yet confronted them she could not know, but her heart sang with joy 
because they were out of that ghostly, unreal city. 
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“They may find the rope,’ grunted Conan, slinging the precious jars across his 
shoulders, wincing at the contact with his mangled flesh. “They may even pursue 
us, but from what Thalis said, I doubt it. That way is south,’ a bronze muscular 
arm indicated their course; ‘so somewhere in that direction lies the oasis. Come!’ 

Taking her hand with a thoughtfulness unusual for him, Conan strode out 
across the sands, suiting his stride to the shorter legs of his companion. He did 
not glance back at the silent city, brooding dreamily and ghostlily behind them. 

‘Conan,’ Natala ventured finally, ‘when you fought the monster, and later, as 
you came up the corridor, did you see anything of — of Thalis?’ 

He shook his head. ‘It was dark in the corridor; but it was empty.’ 

She shuddered. ‘She tortured me — yet I pity her.’ 

‘It was a hot welcome we got in that accursed city,’ he snarled. Then his grim 
humor returned. ‘Well, they’ll remember our visit long enough, I’ll wager. There 
are brains and guts and blood to be cleaned off the marble tiles, and if their god 
still lives, he carries more wounds than I. We got off light, after all: we have 
wine and water and a good chance of reaching a habitable country, though I look 
as if I’ve gone through a meat-grinder, and you have a sore—’ 

‘It’s all your fault,’ she interrupted. ‘If you had not looked so long and 
admiringly at that Stygian cat—’ 

‘Crom and his devils!’ he swore. ‘When the oceans drown the world, women 
will take time for jealousy. Devil take their conceit! Did I tell the Stygian to fall 
in love with me? After all, she was only human!’ 
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THE POOL OF THE BLACK ONE 


Into the west, unknown of man, 

Ships have sailed since the world began. 

Read, if you dare, what Skelos wrote, 

With dead hands fumbling his silken coat; 

And follow the ships through the wind-blown wrack— 
Follow the ships that come not back. 


Sancua, once or xorvava, yawned daintily, stretched her supple limbs luxuriously, and 
composed herself more comfortably on the ermine-fringed silk spread on the 
carack’s poop-deck. That the crew watched her with burning interest from waist 
and forecastle she was lazily aware, just as she was also aware that her short silk 
kirtle veiled little of her voluptuous contours from their eager eyes. Wherefore 
she smiled insolently and prepared to snatch a few more winks before the sun, 
which was just thrusting his golden disk above the ocean, should dazzle her 
eyes. 

But at that instant a sound reached her ears unlike the creaking of timbers, 
thrum of cordage and lap of waves. She sat up, her gaze fixed on the rail, over 
which, to her amazement, a dripping figure clambered. Her dark eyes opened 
wide, her red lips parted in an O of surprize. The intruder was a stranger to her. 
Water ran in rivulets from his great shoulders and down his heavy arms. His 
single garment — a pair of bright crimson silk breeks — was soaking wet, as was 
his broad gold-buckled girdle and the sheathed sword it supported. As he stood 
at the rail, the rising sun etched him like a great bronze statue. He ran his fingers 
through his streaming black mane, and his blue eyes lit as they rested on the girl. 

“Who are you?’ she demanded. ‘Whence did you come?’ 

He made a gesture toward the sea that took in a whole quarter of the compass, 
while his eyes did not leave her supple figure. 

‘Are you a merman, that you rise up out of the sea?’ she asked, confused by the 
candor of his gaze, though she was accustomed to admiration. 

Before he could reply, a quick step sounded on the boards, and the master of 
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the carack was glaring at the stranger, fingers twitching at sword-hilt. 

“Who the devil are you, sirrah?’ this one demanded in no friendly tone. 

‘I am Conan,’ the other answered imperturbably. Sancha pricked up her ears 
anew; she had never heard Zingaran spoken with such an accent as the stranger 
spoke it. 

‘And how did you get aboard my ship?’ The voice grated with suspicion. 

‘T swam.’ 

‘Swam!’ exclaimed the master angrily. ‘Dog, would you jest with me? We are 
far beyond sight of land. Whence do you come?’ 

Conan pointed with a muscular brown arm toward the east, banded in dazzling 
gold by the lifting sun. 

‘I came from the Islands.’ 

‘Oh!’ The other regarded him with increased interest. Black brows drew down 
over scowling eyes, and the thin lip lifted unpleasantly. 

‘So you are one of those dogs of the Barachans.’ 

A faint smile touched Conan’s lips. 

‘And do you know who I am?’ his questioner demanded. 

‘This ship is the Wastrel; so you must be Zaporavo.’ 

‘Aye!’ It touched the captain’s grim vanity that the man should know him. He 
was a tall man, tall as Conan, though of leaner build. Framed in his steel morion 
his face was dark, saturnine and hawk-like, wherefore men called him the Hawk. 
His armor and garments were rich and ornate, after the fashion of a Zingaran 
grandee. His hand was never far from his sword-hilt. 

There was little favor in the gaze he bent on Conan. Little love was lost 
between Zingaran renegades and the outlaws who infested the Baracha Islands 
off the southern coast of Zingara. These men were mostly sailors from Argos, 
with a sprinkling of other nationalities. They raided the shipping, and harried the 
Zingaran coast towns, just as the Zingaran buccaneers did, but these dignified 
their profession by calling themselves Freebooters, while they dubbed the 
Barachans pirates. They were neither the first nor the last to gild the name of 
thief. 

Some of these thoughts passed through Zaporavo’s mind as he toyed with his 
sword-hilt and scowled at his uninvited guest. Conan gave no hint of what his 
own thoughts might be. He stood with folded arms as placidly as if upon his own 
deck; his lips smiled and his eyes were untroubled. 

“What are you doing here?’ the Freebooter demanded abruptly. 

‘I found it necessary to leave the rendezvous at Tortage before moonrise last 
night,’ answered Conan. ‘I departed in a leaky boat, and rowed and bailed all 
night. Just at dawn I saw your topsails, and left the miserable tub to sink, while I 
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made better speed in the water.’ 

‘There are sharks in these waters,’ growled Zaporavo, and was vaguely 
irritated by the answering shrug of the mighty shoulders. A glance toward the 
waist showed a screen of eager faces staring upward. A word would send them 
leaping up on the poop in a storm of swords that would overwhelm even such a 
fighting-man as the stranger looked to be. 

‘Why should I burden myself with every nameless vagabond that the sea casts 
up?’ snarled Zaporavo, his look and manner more insulting than his words. 

‘A ship can always use another good sailor,’ answered the other without 
resentment. Zaporavo scowled, knowing the truth of that assertion. He hesitated, 
and doing so, lost his ship, his command, his girl, and his life. But of course he 
could not see into the future, and to him Conan was only another wastrel, cast 
up, as he put it, by the sea. He did not like the man; yet the fellow had given him 
no provocation. His manner was not insolent, though rather more confident than 
Zaporavo liked to see. 

“You'll work for your keep,’ snarled the Hawk. ‘Get off the poop. And 
remember, the only law here is my will.’ 

The smile seemed to broaden on Conan’s thin lips. Without hesitation but 
without haste he turned and descended into the waist. He did not look again at 
Sancha, who, during the brief conversation, had watched eagerly, all eyes and 
ears. 

As he came into the waist the crew thronged about him — Zingarans, all of 
them, half naked, their gaudy silk garments splashed with tar, jewels glinting in 
ear-rings and dagger-hilts. They were eager for the time-honored sport of baiting 
the stranger. Here he would be tested, and his future status in the crew decided. 
Up on the poop Zaporavo had apparently already forgotten the stranger’s 
existence, but Sancha watched, tense with interest. She had become familiar with 
such scenes, and knew the baiting would be brutal and probably bloody. 

But her familiarity with such matters was scanty compared to that of Conan. 
He smiled faintly as he came into the waist and saw the menacing figures 
pressing truculently about him. He paused and eyed the ring inscrutably, his 
composure unshaken. There was a certain code about these things. If he had 
attacked the captain, the whole crew would have been at his throat, but they 
would give him a fair chance against the one selected to push the brawl. 

The man chosen for this duty thrust himself forward — a wiry brute, with a 
crimson sash knotted about his head like a turban. His lean chin jutted out, his 
scarred face was evil beyond belief. Every glance, each swaggering movement 
was an affront. His way of beginning the baiting was as primitive, raw and crude 
as himself. 
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‘Baracha, eh?’ he sneered. ‘That’s where they raise dogs for men. We of the 
Fellowship spit on ’em — like this!’ 

He spat in Conan’s face and snatched at his own sword. 

The Barachan’s movement was too quick for the eye to follow. His sledge-like 
fist crunched with a terrible impact against his tormentor’s jaw, and the Zingaran 
catapulted through the air and fell in a crumpled heap by the rail. 

Conan turned towards the others. But for a slumbering glitter in his eyes, his 
bearing was unchanged. But the baiting was over as suddenly as it had begun. 
The seamen lifted their companion; his broken jaw hung slack, his head lolled 
unnaturally. 

‘By Mitra, his neck’s broken!’ swore a black-bearded sea-rogue. 

“You Freebooters are a weak-boned race,’ laughed the pirate. ‘On the Barachas 
we take no account of such taps as that. Will you play at sword-strokes, now, 
any of you? No? Then all’s well, and we’re friends, eh?’ 

There were plenty of tongues to assure him that he spoke truth. Brawny arms 
swung the dead man over the rail, and a dozen fins cut the water as he sank. 
Conan laughed and spread his mighty arms as a great cat might stretch itself, and 
his gaze sought the deck above. Sancha leaned over the rail, red lips parted, dark 
eyes aglow with interest. The sun behind her outlined her lithe figure through the 
light kirtle which its glow made transparent. Then across her fell Zaporavo’s 
scowling shadow and a heavy hand fell possessively on her slim shoulder. There 
were menace and meaning in the glare he bent on the man in the waist; Conan 
grinned back, as if at a jest none knew but himself. 

Zaporavo made the mistake so many autocrats make; alone in somber grandeur 
on the poop, he underestimated the man below him. He had his opportunity to 
kill Conan, and he let it pass, engrossed in his own gloomy ruminations. He did 
not find it easy to think any of the dogs beneath his feet constituted a menace to 
him. He had stood in the high places so long, and had ground so many foes 
underfoot, that he unconsciously assumed himself to be above the machinations 
of inferior rivals. 

Conan, indeed, gave him no provocation. He mixed with the crew, lived and 
made merry as they did. He proved himself a skilled sailor, and by far the 
strongest man any of them had seen. He did the work of three men, and was 
always first to spring to any heavy or dangerous task. His mates began to rely 
upon him. He did not quarrel with them, and they were careful not to quarrel 
with him. He gambled with them, putting up his girdle and sheath for a stake, 
won their money and weapons, and gave them back with a laugh. The crew 
instinctively looked toward him as the leader of the forecastle. He vouchsafed no 
information as to what had caused him to flee the Barachas, but the knowledge 
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that he was capable of a deed bloody enough to have exiled him from that wild 
band increased the respect felt toward him by the fierce Freebooters. Toward 
Zaporavo and the mates he was imperturbably courteous, never insolent or 
servile. 

The dullest was struck by the contrast between the harsh, taciturn, gloomy 
commander, and the pirate whose laugh was gusty and ready, who roared ribald 
songs in a dozen languages, guzzled ale like a toper, and — apparently — had no 
thought for the morrow. 

Had Zaporavo known he was being compared, even though unconsciously, 
with a man before the mast, he would have been speechless with amazed anger. 
But he was engrossed with his broodings, which had become blacker and 
grimmer as the years crawled by, and with his vague grandiose dreams; and with 
the girl whose possession was a bitter pleasure, just as all his pleasures were. 

And she looked more and more at the black-maned giant who towered among 
his mates at work or play. He never spoke to her, but there was no mistaking the 
candor of his gaze. She did not mistake it, and she wondered if she dared the 
perilous game of leading him on. 

No great length of time lay between her and the palaces of Kordava, but it was 
as if a world of change separated her from the life she had lived before Zaporavo 
tore her screaming from the flaming caravel his wolves had plundered. She, who 
had been the spoiled and petted daughter of the Duke of Kordava, learned what 
it was to be a buccaneer’s plaything, and because she was supple enough to bend 
without breaking, she lived where other women had died, and because she was 
young and vibrant with life, she came to find pleasure in the existence. 

The life was uncertain, dream-like, with sharp contrasts of battle, pillage, 
murder, and flight. Zaporavo’s red visions made it even more uncertain than that 
of the average Freebooter. No one knew what he planned next. Now they had 
left all charted coasts behind and were plunging further and further into that 
unknown billowy waste ordinarily shunned by seafarers, and into which, since 
the beginnings of Time, ships had ventured, only to vanish from the sight of man 
for ever. All known lands lay behind them, and day upon day the blue surging 
immensity lay empty to their sight. Here there was no loot — no towns to sack 
nor ships to burn. The men murmured, though they did not let their murmurings 
reach the ears of their implacable master, who tramped the poop day and night in 
gloomy majesty, or pored over ancient charts and time-yellowed maps, reading 
in tomes that were crumbling masses of worm-eaten parchment. At times he 
talked to Sancha, wildly it seemed to her, of lost continents, and fabulous isles 
dreaming unguessed amidst the blue foam of nameless gulfs, where horned 
dragons guarded treasures gathered by pre-human kings, long, long ago. 
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Sancha listened, uncomprehending, hugging her slim knees, her thoughts 
constantly roving away from the words of her grim companion back to a clean- 
limbed bronze giant whose laughter was gusty and elemental as the sea wind. 

So, after many weary weeks, they raised land to westward, and at dawn 
dropped anchor in a shallow bay, and saw a beach which was like a white band 
bordering an expanse of gently grassy slopes, masked by green trees. The wind 
brought scents of fresh vegetation and spices, and Sancha clapped her hands 
with glee at the prospect of adventuring ashore. But her eagerness turned to 
sulkiness when Zaporavo ordered her to remain aboard until he sent for her. He 
never gave any explanation for his commands; so she never knew his reason, 
unless it was the lurking devil in him that frequently made him hurt her without 
cause. 

So she lounged sulkily on the poop and watched the men row ashore through 
the calm water that sparkled like liquid jade in the morning sunlight. She saw 
them bunch together on the sands, suspicious, weapons ready, while several 
scattered out through the trees that fringed the beach. Among these, she noted, 
was Conan. There was no mistaking that tall brown figure with its springy step. 
Men said he was no civilized man at all, but a Cimmerian, one of those barbaric 
tribesmen who dwelt in the gray hills of the far North, and whose raids struck 
terror in their southern neighbors. At least, she knew that there was something 
about him, some super-vitality or barbarism that set him apart from his wild 
mates. 

Voices echoed along the shore, as the silence reassured the buccaneers. The 
clusters broke up, as men scattered along the beach in search of fruit. She saw 
them climbing and plucking among the trees, and her pretty mouth watered. She 
stamped a little foot and swore with a proficiency acquired by association with 
her blasphemous companions. 

The men on shore had indeed found fruit, and were gorging on it, finding one 
unknown golden-skinned variety especially luscious. But Zaporavo did not seek 
or eat fruit. His scouts having found nothing indicating men or beasts in the 
neighborhood, he stood staring inland, at the long reaches of grassy slopes 
melting into one another. Then, with a brief word, he shifted his sword-belt and 
strode in under the trees. His mate expostulated with him against going alone, 
and was rewarded by a savage blow in the mouth. Zaporavo had his reasons for 
wishing to go alone. He desired to learn if this island were indeed that mentioned 
in the mysterious Book of Skelos, whereon, nameless sages aver, strange 
monsters guard crypts filled with hieroglyph-carven gold. Nor, for murky 
reasons of his own, did he wish to share his knowledge, if it were true, with any 
one, much less his own crew. 
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Sancha, watching eagerly from the poop, saw him vanish into the leafy 
fastness. Presently she saw Conan, the Barachan, turn, glance briefly at the men 
scattered up and down the beach; then the pirate went quickly in the direction 
taken by Zaporavo, and likewise vanished among the trees. 

Sancha’s curiosity was piqued. She waited for them to reappear, but they did 
not. The seamen still moved aimlessly up and down the beach, and some had 
wandered inland. Many had lain down in the shade to sleep. Time passed and 
she fidgeted about restlessly. The sun began to beat down hotly, in spite of the 
canopy above the poop-deck. Here it was warm, silent, draggingly monotonous; 
a few yards away across a band of blue shallow water, the cool shady mystery of 
tree-fringed beach and woodland-dotted meadow beckoned her. Moreover, the 
mystery concerning Zaporavo and Conan tempted her. 

She well knew the penalty for disobeying her merciless master, and she sat for 
some time, squirming with indecision. At last she decided that it was worth even 
one of Zaporavo’s whippings to play truant, and with no more ado she kicked off 
her soft leather sandals, slipped out of her kirtle and stood up on the deck naked 
as Eve. Clambering over the rail and down the chains, she slid into the water and 
swam ashore. She stood on the beach a few moments, squirming as the sands 
tickled her small toes, while she looked for the crew. She saw only a few, at 
some distance up or down the beach. Many were fast asleep under the trees, bits 
of golden fruit still clutched in their fingers. She wondered why they should 
sleep so soundly, so early in the day. 

None hailed her as she crossed the white girdle of sand and entered the shade 
of the woodland. The trees, she found, grew in irregular clusters, and between 
these groves stretched rolling expanses of meadow-like slopes. As she 
progressed inland, in the direction taken by Zaporavo, she was entranced by the 
green vistas that unfolded gently before her, soft slope beyond slope, carpeted 
with green sward and dotted with groves. Between the slopes lay gentle 
declivities, likewise swarded. The scenery seemed to melt into itself, or each 
scene into the other; the view was singular, at once broad and restricted. Over all 
a dreamy silence lay like an enchantment. 

Then she came suddenly onto the level summit of a slope, circled with tall 
trees, and the dreamily faery-like sensation vanished abruptly at the sight of 
what lay on the reddened and trampled grass. Sancha involuntarily cried out and 
recoiled, then stole forward, wide-eyed, trembling in every limb. 

It was Zaporavo who lay there on the sward, staring sightlessly upward, a 
gaping wound in his breast. His sword lay near his nerveless hand. The Hawk 
had made his last swoop. 

It is not to be said that Sancha gazed on the corpse of her lord without emotion. 
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She had no cause to love him, yet she felt at least the sensation any girl might 
feel when looking on the body of the man who was first to possess her. She did 
not weep or feel any need of weeping, but she was seized by a strong trembling, 
her blood seemed to congeal briefly, and she resisted a wave of hysteria. 

She looked about her for the man she expected to see. Nothing met her eyes 
but the ring of tall, thickly leafed forest giants, and the blue slopes beyond them. 
Had the Freebooter’s slayer dragged himself away, mortally wounded? No 
bloody tracks led away from the body. 

Puzzled, she swept the surrounding trees, stiffening as she caught a rustle in 
the emerald leaves that seemed not to be of the wind. She went toward the trees, 
staring into the leafy depths. 

‘Conan?’ Her call was inquiring; her voice sounded strange and small in the 
vastness of silence that had grown suddenly tense. 

Her knees began to tremble as a nameless panic swept over her. 

‘Conan!’ she cried desperately. ‘It is I — Sancha! Where are you? Please, 
Conan—’ Her voice faltered away. Unbelieving horror dilated her brown eyes. 
Her red lips parted to an inarticulate scream. Paralysis gripped her limbs; where 
she had such desperate need of swift flight, she could not move. She could only 
shriek wordlessly. 


When Conan saw Zaporavo stalk alone into the woodland, he felt that the chance 
he had watched for had come. He had eaten no fruit, nor joined in the horse-play 
of his mates; all his faculties were occupied with watching the buccaneer chief. 
Accustomed to Zaporavo’s moods, his men were not particularly surprized that 
their captain should choose to explore an unknown and probably hostile isle 
alone. They turned to their own amusement, and did not notice Conan when he 
glided like a stalking panther after the chieftain. 

Conan did not underrate his dominance of the crew. But he had not gained the 
right, through battle and foray, to challenge the captain to a duel to the death. In 
these empty seas there had been no opportunity for him to prove himself 
according to Freebooter law. The crew would stand solidly against him if he 
attacked the chieftain openly. But he knew that if he killed Zaporavo without 
their knowledge, the leaderless crew would not be likely to be swayed by loyalty 
to a dead man. In such wolf-packs only the living counted. 

So he followed Zaporavo with sword in hand and eagerness in his heart, until 
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he came out onto a level summit, circled with tall trees, between whose trunks he 
saw the green vistas of the slopes melting into the blue distance. In the midst of 
the glade Zaporavo, sensing pursuit, turned, hand on hilt. 

The buccaneer swore. 

‘Dog, why do you follow me?’ 

‘Are you mad, to ask?’ laughed Conan, coming swiftly toward his erstwhile 
chief. His lips smiled, and in his blue eyes danced a wild gleam. 

Zaporavo ripped out his sword with a black curse, and steel clashed against 
steel as the Barachan came in recklessly and wide open, his blade singing a 
wheel of blue flame about his head. 

Zaporavo was the veteran of a thousand fights by sea and by land. There was 
no man in the world more deeply and thoroughly versed than he in the lore of 
swordcraft. But he had never been pitted against a blade wielded by thews bred 
in the wild lands beyond the borders of civilization. Against his fighting-craft 
was matched blinding speed and strength impossible to a civilized man. Conan’s 
manner of fighting was unorthodox, but instinctive and natural as that of a 
timber wolf. The intricacies of the sword were as useless against his primitive 
fury as a human boxer’s skill against the onslaughts of a panther. 

Fighting as he had never fought before, straining every last ounce of effort to 
parry the blade that flickered like lightning about his head, Zaporavo in 
desperation caught a full stroke near his hilt, and felt his whole arm go numb 
beneath the terrific impact. That stroke was instantly followed by a thrust with 
such terrible drive behind it that the sharp point ripped through chain-mail and 
ribs like paper, to transfix the heart beneath. Zaporavo’s lips writhed in brief 
agony, but, grim to the last, he made no sound. He was dead before his body 
relaxed on the trampled grass, where blood drops glittered like spilt rubies in the 
sun. 

Conan shook the red drops from his sword, grinned with unaffected pleasure, 
stretched like a huge cat — and abruptly stiffened, the expression of satisfaction 
on his face being replaced by a stare of bewilderment. He stood like a statue, his 
sword trailing in his hand. 

As he lifted his eyes from his vanquished foe, they had absently rested on the 
surrounding trees, and the vistas beyond. And he had seen a fantastic thing — a 
thing incredible and inexplicable. Over the soft rounded green shoulder of a 
distant slope had loped a tall black naked figure, bearing on its shoulder an 
equally naked white form. The apparition vanished as suddenly as it had 
appeared, leaving the watcher gasping in surprize. 

The pirate stared about him, glanced uncertainly back the way he had come, 
and swore. He was nonplussed — a bit upset, if the term might be applied to one 
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of such steely nerves as his. In the midst of realistic, if exotic surroundings, a 
vagrant image of fantasy and nightmare had been introduced. Conan doubted 
neither his eyesight nor his sanity. He had seen something alien and uncanny, he 
knew; the mere fact of a black figure racing across the landscape carrying a 
white captive was bizarre enough, but this black figure had been unnaturally tall. 

Shaking his head doubtfully, Conan started off in the direction in which he had 
seen the thing. He did not argue the wisdom of his move; with his curiosity so 
piqued, he had no choice but to follow its promptings. 

Slope after slope he traversed, each with its even sward and clustered groves. 
The general trend was always upward, though he ascended and descended the 
gentle inclines with monotonous regularity. The array of rounded shoulders and 
shallow declivities was bewildering and apparently endless. But at last he 
advanced up what he believed was the highest summit on the island, and halted 
at the sight of green shining walls and towers, which, until he had reached the 
spot on which he then stood, had merged so perfectly with the green landscape 
as to be invisible, even to his keen sight. 

He hesitated, fingered his sword, then went forward, bitten by the worm of 
curiosity. He saw no one as he approached a tall archway in the curving wall. 
There was no door. Peering warily through, he saw what seemed to be a broad 
open court, grass-carpeted, surrounded by a circular wall of the green semi- 
translucent substance. Various arches opened from it. Advancing on the balls of 
his bare feet, sword ready, he chose one of these arches at random, and passed 
into another similar court. Over an inner wall he saw the pinnacles of strangely 
shaped tower-like structures. One of these towers was built in, or projected into 
the court in which he found himself, and a broad stair led up to it, along the side 
of the wall. Up this he went, wondering if it were all real, or if he were not in the 
midst of a black lotus dream. 

At the head of the stair he found himself on a walled ledge, or balcony, he was 
not sure which. He could now make out more details of the towers, but they 
were meaningless to him. He realized uneasily that no ordinary human beings 
could have built them. There was symmetry about their architecture, and system, 
but it was a mad symmetry, a system alien to human sanity. As for the plan of 
the whole town, castle, or whatever it was intended for, he could see just enough 
to get the impression of a great number of courts, mostly circular, each 
surrounded by its own wall, and connected with the others by open arches, and 
all, apparently, grouped about the cluster of fantastic towers in the center. 

Turning in the other direction from these towers, he got a fearful shock, and 
crouched down suddenly behind the parapet of the balcony, glaring amazedly. 

The balcony or ledge was higher than the opposite wall, and he was looking 
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over that wall into another swarded court. The inner curve of the further wall of 
that court differed from the others he had seen, in that, instead of being smooth, 
it seemed to be banded with long lines or ledges, crowded with small objects the 
nature of which he could not determine. 

However, he gave little heed to the wall at the time. His attention was centered 
on the band of beings that squatted about a dark green pool in the midst of the 
court. These creatures were black and naked, made like men, but the least of 
them, standing upright, would have towered head and shoulders above the tall 
pirate. They were rangy rather than massive, but were finely formed, with no 
suggestion of deformity or abnormality, save as their great height was abnormal. 
But even at that distance Conan sensed the basic diabolism of their features. 

In their midst, cringing and naked, stood a youth that Conan recognized as the 
youngest sailor aboard the Wastrel. He, then, had been the captive the pirate had 
seen borne across the grass-covered slope. Conan had heard no sound of fighting 
— saw no blood-stains or wounds on the sleek ebon limbs of the giants. Evidently 
the lad had wandered inland away from his companions and been snatched up by 
a black man lurking in ambush. Conan mentally termed the creatures black men, 
for lack of a better term; instinctively he knew that these tall ebony beings were 
not men, as he understood the term. 

No sound came to him. The blacks nodded and gestured to one another, but 
they did not seem to speak — vocally, at least. One, squatting on his haunches 
before the cringing boy, held a pipe-like thing in his hand. This he set to his lips, 
and apparently blew, though Conan heard no sound. But the Zingaran youth 
heard or felt, and cringed. He quivered and writhed as if in agony; a regularity 
became evident in the twitching of his limbs, which quickly became rhythmic. 
The twitching became a violent jerking, the jerking regular movements. The 
youth began to dance, as cobras dance by compulsion to the tune of the faquir’s 
fife. There was naught of zest or joyful abandon in that dance. There was, 
indeed, abandon that was awful to see, but it was not joyful. It was as if the mute 
tune of the pipes grasped the boy’s inmost soul with salacious fingers and with 
brutal torture wrung from it every involuntary expression of secret passion. It 
was a convulsion of obscenity, a spasm of lasciviousness — an exudation of 
secret hungers framed by compulsion: desire without pleasure, pain mated 
awfully to lust. It was like watching a soul stripped naked, and all its dark and 
unmentionable secrets laid bare. 

Conan glared frozen with repulsion and shaken with nausea. Himself as cleanly 
elemental as a timber wolf, he was yet not ignorant of the perverse secrets of 
rotting civilizations. He had roamed the cities of Zamora, and known the women 
of Shadizar the Wicked. But he sensed here a cosmic vileness transcending mere 
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human degeneracy — a perverse branch on the tree of Life, developed along lines 
outside human comprehension. It was not at the agonized contortions and 
posturing of the wretched boy that he was shocked, but at the cosmic obscenity 
of these beings which could drag to light the abysmal secrets that sleep in the 
unfathomed darkness of the human soul, and find pleasure in the brazen 
flaunting of such things as should not be hinted at, even in restless nightmares. 

Suddenly the black torturer laid down the pipes and rose, towering over the 
writhing white figure. Brutally grasping the boy by neck and haunch, the giant 
up-ended him and thrust him head-first into the green pool. Conan saw the white 
glimmer of his naked body amid the green water, as the black giant held his 
captive deep under the surface. Then there was a restless movement among the 
other blacks, and Conan ducked quickly below the balcony wall, not daring to 
raise his head lest he be seen. 

After a while his curiosity got the better of him, and he cautiously peered out 
again. The blacks were filing out of an archway into another court. One of them 
was just placing something on a ledge of the further wall, and Conan saw it was 
the one who had tortured the boy. He was taller than the others, and wore a 
jeweled head-band. Of the Zingaran boy there was no trace. The giant followed 
his fellows, and presently Conan saw them emerge from the archway by which 
he had gained access to that castle of horror, and file away across the green 
slopes, in the direction from which he had come. They bore no arms, yet he felt 
that they planned further aggression against the Freebooters. 

But before he went to warn the unsuspecting buccaneers, he wished to 
investigate the fate of the boy. No sound disturbed the quiet. The pirate believed 
that the towers and courts were deserted save for himself. 

He went swiftly down the stair, crossed the court and passed through an arch 
into the court the blacks had just quitted. Now he saw the nature of the striated 
wall. It was banded by narrow ledges, apparently cut out of the solid stone, and 
ranged along these ledges or shelves were thousands of tiny figures, mostly 
grayish in color. These figures, not much longer than a man’s hand, represented 
men, and so cleverly were they made that Conan recognized various racial 
characteristics in the different idols, features typical of Zingarans, Argoseans, 
Ophireans and Kushite corsairs. These last were black in color, just as their 
models were black in reality. Conan was aware of a vague uneasiness as he 
stared at the dumb sightless figures. There was a mimicry of reality about them 
that was somehow disturbing. He felt of them gingerly and could not decide of 
what material they were made. It felt like petrified bone; but he could not 
imagine petrified substance being found in the locality in such abundance as to 
be used so lavishly. 
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He noticed that the images representing types with which he was familiar were 
all on the higher ledges. The lower ledges were occupied by figures the features 
of which were strange to him. They either embodied merely the artists’ 
imagination, or typified racial types long vanished and forgotten. 

Shaking his head impatiently, Conan turned toward the pool. The circular court 
offered no place of concealment; as the body of the boy was nowhere in sight, it 
must be lying at the bottom of the pool. 

Approaching the placid green disk, he stared into the glimmering surface. It 
was like looking through a thick green glass, unclouded, yet strangely illusory. 
Of no great dimensions, the pool was round as a well, bordered by a rim of green 
jade. Looking down he could see the rounded bottom — how far below the 
surface he could not decide. But the pool seemed incredibly deep — he was aware 
of a dizziness as he looked down, much as if he were looking into an abyss. He 
was puzzled by his ability to see the bottom; but it lay beneath his gaze, 
impossibly remote, illusive, shadowy, yet visible. At times he thought a faint 
luminosity was apparent deep in the jade-colored depth, but he could not be sure. 
Yet he was sure that the pool was empty except for the shimmering water. 

Then where in the name of Crom was the boy whom he had seen brutally 
drowned in that pool? Rising, Conan fingered his sword, and gazed around the 
court again. His gaze focussed on a spot on one of the higher ledges. There he 
had seen the tall black place something — cold sweat broke suddenly out on 
Conan’s brown hide. 

Hesitantly, yet as if drawn by a magnet, the pirate approached the shimmering 
wall. Dazed by a suspicion too monstrous to voice, he glared up at the last figure 
on that ledge. A horrible familiarity made itself evident. Stony, immobile, 
dwarfish, yet unmistakable, the features of the Zingaran boy stared unseeingly at 
him. Conan recoiled, shaken to his soul’s foundations. His sword trailed in his 
paralyzed hand as he glared, open-mouthed, stunned by the realization which 
was too abysmal and awful for the mind to grasp. 

Yet the fact was indisputable; the secret of the dwarfish figures was revealed, 
though behind that secret lay the darker and more cryptic secret of their being. 


How long Conan stood drowned in dizzy cogitation, he never knew. A voice 
shook him out of his gaze, a feminine voice that shrieked more and more loudly, 
as if the owner of the voice were being borne nearer. Conan recognized that 
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voice, and his paralysis vanished instantly. 

A quick bound carried him high up on the narrow ledges, where he clung, 
kicking aside the clustering images to obtain room for his feet. Another spring 
and a scramble, and he was clinging to the rim of the wall, glaring over it. It was 
an outer wall; he was looking into the green meadow that surrounded the castle. 

Across the grassy level a giant black was striding, carrying a squirming captive 
under one arm as a man might carry a rebellious child. It was Sancha, her black 
hair falling in disheveled rippling waves, her olive skin contrasting abruptly with 
the glossy ebony of her captor. He gave no heed to her wrigglings and cries as he 
made for the outer archway. 

As he vanished within, Conan sprang recklessly down the wall and glided into 
the arch that opened into the further court. Crouching there, he saw the giant 
enter the court of the pool, carrying his writhing captive. Now he was able to 
make out the creature’s details. 

The superb symmetry of body and limbs was more impressive at close range. 
Under the ebon skin long, rounded muscles rippled, and Conan did not doubt 
that the monster could rend an ordinary man limb from limb. The nails of the 
fingers provided further weapons, for they were grown like the talons of a wild 
beast. The face was a carven ebony mask. The eyes were tawny, a vibrant gold 
that glowed and glittered. But the face was inhuman; each line, each feature was 
stamped with evil — evil transcending the mere evil of humanity. The thing was 
not a human — it could not be; it was a growth of Life from the pits of 
blasphemous creation — a perversion of evolutionary development. 

The giant cast Sancha down on the sward, where she grovelled, crying with 
pain and terror. He cast a glance about as if uncertain, and his tawny eyes 
narrowed as they rested on the images overturned and knocked from the wall. 
Then he stooped, grasped his captive by her neck and crotch, and strode 
purposefully toward the green pool. And Conan glided from his archway, and 
raced like a wind of death across the sward. 

The giant wheeled, and his eyes flared as he saw the bronzed avenger rushing 
toward him. In the instant of surprize his cruel grip relaxed and Sancha wriggled 
from his hands and fell to the grass. The taloned hands spread and clutched, but 
Conan ducked beneath their swoop and drove his sword through the giant’s 
groin. The black went down like a felled tree, gushing blood, and the next instant 
Conan was seized in a frantic grasp as Sancha sprang up and threw her arms 
around him in a frenzy of terror and hysterical relief. 

He cursed as he disengaged himself, but his foe was already dead; the tawny 
eyes were glazed, the long ebony limbs had ceased to twitch. 

‘Oh, Conan,’ Sancha was sobbing, clinging tenaciously to him, ‘what will 
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become of us? What are these monsters? Oh, surely this is hell and that was the 
devil—’ 

“Then hell needs a new devil.’ The Barachan grinned fiercely. ‘But how did he 
get hold of you? Have they taken the ship?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ She tried to wipe away her tears, fumbled for her skirt, and 
then remembered that she wore none. ‘I came ashore. I saw you follow 
Zaporavo, and I followed you both. I found Zaporavo — was — was it you who—’ 

‘Who else?’ he grunted. ‘What then?’ 

‘I saw a movement in the trees,’ she shuddered. ‘I thought it was you. I called 
— then I saw that — that black thing squatting like an ape among the branches, 
leering down at me. It was like a nightmare; I couldn’t run. All I could do was 
squeal. Then it dropped from the tree and seized me — oh, oh, oh!’ She hid her 
face in her hands, and was shaken anew at the memory of the horror. 

‘Well, we’ve got to get out of here,’ he growled, catching her wrist. ‘Come on; 
we've got to get to the crew—’ 

‘Most of them were asleep on the beach as I entered the woods,’ she said. 

‘Asleep?’ he exclaimed profanely. ‘What in the seven devils of hell’s fire and 
damnation—’ 

‘Listen!’ She froze, a white quivering image of fright. 

‘T heard it!’ he snapped. ‘A moaning cry! Wait!’ 

He bounded up the ledges again and, glaring over the wall, swore with a 
concentrated fury that made even Sancha gasp. The black men were returning, 
but they came not alone or empty-handed. Each bore a limp human form; some 
bore two. Their captives were the Freebooters; they hung slackly in their 
captors’ arms, and but for an occasional vague movement or twitching, Conan 
would have believed them dead. They had been disarmed but not stripped; one 
of the blacks bore their sheathed swords, a great armload of bristling steel. From 
time to time one of the seamen voiced a vague cry, like a drunkard calling out in 
sottish sleep. 

Like a trapped wolf Conan glared about him. Three arches led out of the court 
of the pool. Through the eastern arch the blacks had left the court, and through it 
they would presumably return. He had entered by the southern arch. In the 
western arch he had hidden, and had not had time to notice what lay beyond it. 
Regardless of his ignorance of the plan of the castle, he was forced to make his 
decision promptly. 

Springing down the wall, he replaced the images with frantic haste, dragged 
the corpse of his victim to the pool and cast it in. It sank instantly and, as he 
looked, he distinctly saw an appalling contraction — a shrinking, a hardening. He 
hastily turned away, shuddering. Then he seized his companion’s arm and led 
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her hastily toward the southern archway, while she begged to be told what was 
happening. 

“They’ve bagged the crew,’ he answered hastily. ‘I haven’t any plan, but we’ll 
hide somewhere and watch. If they don’t look in the pool, they may not suspect 
our presence.’ 

‘But they’Il see the blood on the grass!’ 

‘Maybe they’ I think one of their own devils spilled it,’ he answered. ‘Anyway, 
we'll have to take the chance.’ 

They were in the court from which he had watched the torture of the boy, and 
he led her hastily up the stair that mounted the southern wall, and forced her into 
a crouching position behind the balustrade of the balcony; it was poor 
concealment, but the best they could do. 

Scarcely had they settled themselves, when the blacks filed into the court. 
There was a resounding clash at the foot of the stairs, and Conan stiffened, 
grasping his sword. But the blacks passed through an archway on the 
southwestern side, and they heard a series of thuds and groans. The giants were 
casting their victims down on the sward. An hysterical giggle rose to Sancha’s 
lips, and Conan quickly clapped his hand over her mouth, stifling the sound 
before it could betray them. 

After a while they heard the padding of many feet on the sward below, and 
then silence reigned. Conan peered over the wall. The court was empty. The 
blacks were once more gathered about the pool in the adjoining court, squatting 
on their haunches. They seemed to pay no heed to the great smears of blood on 
the sward and the jade rim of the pool. Evidently blood stains were nothing 
unusual. Nor were they looking into the pool. They were engrossed in some 
inexplicable conclave of their own; the tall black was playing again on his 
golden pipes, and his companions listened like ebony statues. 

Taking Sancha’s hand, Conan glided down the stair, stooping so that his head 
would not be visible above the wall. The cringing girl followed perforce, staring 
fearfully at the arch that let into the court of the pool, but through which, at that 
angle, neither the pool nor its grim throng were visible. At the foot of the stair 
lay the swords of the Zingarans. The clash they had heard had been the casting 
down of the captured weapons. 

Conan drew Sancha toward the southwestern arch, and they silently crossed the 
sward and entered the court beyond. There the Freebooters lay in careless heaps, 
mustaches bristling, ear-rings glinting. Here and there one stirred or groaned 
restlessly. Conan bent down to them, and Sancha knelt beside him, leaning 
forward with her hands on her thighs. 

‘What is that sweet cloying smell?’ she asked nervously. ‘It’s on all their 
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breaths.’ 

‘It’s that damned fruit they were eating,’ he answered softly. ‘I remember the 
smell of it. It must have been like the black lotus, that makes men sleep. By 
Crom, they are beginning to awake — but they’re unarmed, and I have an idea 
that those black devils won’t wait long before they begin their magic on them. 
What chance will the lads have, unarmed and stupid with slumber?’ 

He brooded for an instant, scowling with the intentness of his thoughts; then 
seized Sancha’s olive shoulder in a grip that made her wince. 

‘Listen! I’ll draw those black swine into another part of the castle and keep 
them busy for a while. Meanwhile you shake these fools awake, and bring their 
swords to them — it’s a fighting chance. Can you do it?’ 

‘I — I— don’t know!’ she stammered, shaking with terror, and hardly knowing 
what she was saying. 

With a curse, Conan caught her thick tresses near her head and shook her until 
the walls danced to her dizzy sight. 

“You must do it!’ he hissed at her. ‘It’s our only chance!’ 

‘T’ll do my best!’ she gasped, and with a grunt of commendation and an 
encouraging slap on the back that nearly knocked her down, he glided away. 

A few moments later he was crouching at the arch that opened into the court of 
the pool, glaring upon his enemies. They still sat about the pool, but were 
beginning to show evidences of an evil impatience. From the court where lay the 
rousing buccaneers he heard their groans growing louder, beginning to be 
mingled with incoherent curses. He tensed his muscles and sank into a 
pantherish crouch, breathing easily between his teeth. 

The jeweled giant rose, taking his pipes from his lips — and at that instant 
Conan was among the startled blacks with a tigerish bound. And as a tiger leaps 
and strikes among his prey, Conan leaped and struck: thrice his blade flickered 
before any could lift a hand in defense; then he bounded from among them and 
raced across the sward. Behind him sprawled three black figures, their skulls 
split. 

But though the unexpected fury of his surprize had caught the giants off guard, 
the survivors recovered quickly enough. They were at his heels as he ran through 
the western arch, their long legs sweeping them over the ground at headlong 
speed. However, he felt confident of his ability to outfoot them at will; but that 
was not his purpose. He intended leading them on a long chase, in order to give 
Sancha time to rouse and arm the Zingarans. 

And as he raced into the court beyond the western arch, he swore. This court 
differed from the others he had seen. Instead of being round, it was octagonal, 
and the arch by which he had entered was the only entrance or exit. 
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Wheeling, he saw that the entire band had followed him in; a group clustered 
in the arch, and the rest spread out in a wide line as they approached. He faced 
them, backing slowly toward the northern wall. The line bent into a semicircle, 
spreading out to hem him in. He continued to move backward, but more and 
more slowly, noting the spaces widening between the pursuers. They feared lest 
he should try to dart around a horn of the crescent, and lengthened their line to 
prevent it. 

He watched with the calm alertness of a wolf, and when he struck it was with 
the devastating suddenness of a thunderbolt — full at the center of the crescent. 
The giant who barred his way went down cloven to the middle of the breast- 
bone, and the pirate was outside their closing ring before the blacks to right and 
left could come to their stricken comrade’s aid. The group at the gate prepared to 
receive his onslaught, but Conan did not charge them. He had turned and was 
watching his hunters without apparent emotion, and certainly without fear. 

This time they did not spread out in a thin line. They had learned that it was 
fatal to divide their forces against such an incarnation of clawing, rending fury. 
They bunched up in a compact mass, and advanced on him without undue haste, 
maintaining their formation. 

Conan knew that if he fell foul of that mass of taloned muscle and bone, there 
could be but one culmination. Once let them drag him down among them where 
they could reach him with their talons and use their greater body-weight to 
advantage, even his primitive ferocity would not prevail. He glanced around the 
wall and saw a ledge-like projection above a corner on the western side. What it 
was he did not know, but it would serve his purpose. He began backing toward 
that corner, and the giants advanced more rapidly. They evidently thought that 
they were herding him into the corner themselves, and Conan found time to 
reflect that they probably looked on him as a member of a lower order, mentally 
inferior to themselves. So much the better. Nothing is more disastrous than 
underestimating one’s antagonist. 

Now he was only a few yards from the wall, and the blacks were closing in 
rapidly, evidently thinking to pin him in the comer before he realized his 
situation. The group at the gate had deserted their post and were hastening to 
join their fellows. The giants half-crouched, eyes blazing like golden hell-fire, 
teeth glistening whitely, taloned hands lifted as if to fend off attack. They 
expected an abrupt and violent move on the part of their prey, but when it came, 
it took them by surprize. 

Conan lifted his sword, took a step toward them, then wheeled and raced to the 
wall. With a fleeting coil and release of steel muscles, he shot high in the air, and 
his straining arm hooked its fingers over the projection. Instantly there was a 
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rending crash and the jutting ledge gave way, precipitating the pirate back into 
the court. 

He hit on his back, which for all its springy sinews would have broken but for 
the cushioning of the sward, and rebounding like a great cat, he faced his foes. 
The dancing recklessness was gone from his eyes. They blazed like blue bale- 
fire; his mane bristled, his thin lips snarled. In an instant the affair had changed 
from a daring game to a battle of life and death, and Conan’s savage nature 
responded with all the fury of the wild. 

The blacks, halted an instant by the swiftness of the episode, now made to 
sweep on him and drag him down. But in that instant a shout broke the stillness. 
Wheeling, the giants saw a disreputable throng crowding the arch. The 
buccaneers weaved drunkenly, they swore incoherently; they were addled and 
bewildered, but they grasped their swords and advanced with a ferocity not 
dimmed in the slightest by the fact that they did not understand what it was all 
about. 

As the blacks glared in amazement, Conan yelled stridently and struck them 
like a razor-edged thunderbolt. They fell like ripe grains beneath his blade, and 
the Zingarans, shouting with muddled fury, ran groggily across the court and fell 
on their gigantic foes with bloodthirsty zeal. They were still dazed; emerging 
hazily from drugged slumber, they had felt Sancha frantically shaking them and 
shoving swords into their fists, and had vaguely heard her urging them to some 
sort of action. They had not understood all she said, but the sight of strangers, 
and blood streaming, was enough for them. 

In an instant the court was tumed into a battle-ground which soon resembled a 
slaughter-house. The Zingarans weaved and rocked on their feet, but they 
wielded their swords with power and effect, swearing prodigiously, and quite 
oblivious to all wounds except those instantly fatal. They far outnumbered the 
blacks, but these proved themselves no mean antagonists. Towering above their 
assailants, the giants wrought havoc with talons and teeth, tearing out men’s 
throats, and dealing blows with clenched fists that crushed in skulls. Mixed and 
mingled in that mélée, the buccaneers could not use their superior agility to the 
best advantage, and many were too stupid from their drugged sleep to avoid 
blows aimed at them. They fought with a blind wild-beast ferocity, too intent on 
dealing death to evade it. The sound of the hacking swords was like that of 
butchers’ cleavers, and the shrieks, yells and curses were appalling. 

Sancha, shrinking in the archway, was stunned by the noise and fury; she got a 
dazed impression of a whirling chaos in which steel flashed and hacked, arms 
tossed, snarling faces appeared and vanished, and straining bodies collided, 
rebounded, locked and mingled in a devil’s dance of madness. 
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Details stood out briefly, like black etchings on a background of blood. She 
saw a Zingaran sailor, blinded by a great flap of scalp torn loose and hanging 
over his eyes, brace his straddling legs and drive his sword to the hilt in a black 
belly. She distinctly heard the buccaneer grunt as he struck, and saw the victim’s 
tawny eyes roll up in sudden agony; blood and entrails gushed out over the 
driven blade. The dying black caught the blade with his naked hands, and the 
sailor tugged blindly and stupidly; then a black arm hooked about the Zingaran’s 
head, a black knee was planted with cruel force in the middle of his back. His 
head was jerked back at a terrible angle, and something cracked above the noise 
of the fray, like the breaking of a thick branch. The conqueror dashed his 
victim’s body to the earth — and as he did, something like a beam of blue light 
flashed across his shoulders from behind, from right to left. He staggered, his 
head toppled forward on his breast, and thence, hideously, to the earth. 

Sancha turned sick. She gagged and wished to vomit. She made abortive 
efforts to turn and flee from the spectacle, but her legs would not work. Nor 
could she close her eyes. In fact, she opened them wider. Revolted, repelled, 
nauseated, yet she felt the awful fascination she had always experienced at sight 
of blood. Yet this battle transcended anything she had ever seen fought out 
between human beings in port raids or sea battles. Then she saw Conan. 

Separated from his mates by the whole mass of the enemy, Conan had been 
enveloped in a black wave of arms and bodies, and dragged down. Then they 
would quickly have stamped the life out of him, but he had pulled down one of 
them with him, and the black’s body protected that of the pirate beneath him. 
They kicked and tore at the Barachan and dragged at their writhing comrade, but 
Conan’s teeth were set desperately in his throat, and the pirate clung tenaciously 
to his dying shield. 

An onslaught of Zingarans caused a slackening of the press, and Conan threw 
aside the corpse and rose, blood-smeared and terrible. The giants towered above 
him like great black shadows, clutching, buffeting the air with terrible blows. 
But he was as hard to hit or grapple as a blood-mad panther, and at every turn or 
flash of his blade, blood jetted. He had already taken punishment enough to kill 
three ordinary men, but his bull-like vitality was undiminished. 

His war cry rose above the medley of the carnage, and the bewildered but 
furious Zingarans took fresh heart and redoubled their strokes, until the rending 
of flesh and the crunching of bone beneath the swords almost drowned the howls 
of pain and wrath. 

The blacks wavered, and broke for the gate, and Sancha squealed at their 
coming and scurried out of the way. They jammed in the narrow archway, and 
the Zingarans stabbed and hacked at their straining backs with strident yelps of 
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glee. The gate was a shambles before the survivors broke through and scattered, 
each for himself. 

The battle became a chase. Across grassy courts, up shimmering stairs, over 
the slanting roofs of fantastic towers, even along the broad coping of the walls, 
the giants fled, dripping blood at each step, harried by their merciless pursuers as 
by wolves. Cornered, some of them turned at bay and men died. But the ultimate 
result was always the same — a mangled black body twitching on the sward, or 
hurled writhing and twisting from parapet or tower roof. 

Sancha had taken refuge in the court of the pool, where she crouched, shaking 
with terror. Outside rose a fierce yelling, feet pounded the sward, and through 
the arch burst a black, red-stained figure. It was the giant who wore the gemmed 
headband. A squat pursuer was close behind, and the black turned, at the very 
brink of the pool. In his extremity he had picked up a sword dropped by a dying 
sailor, and as the Zingaran rushed recklessly at him, he struck with the 
unfamiliar weapon. The buccaneer dropped with his skull crushed, but so 
awkwardly the blow was dealt, the blade shivered in the giant’s hand. 

He hurled the hilt at the figures which thronged the arch, and bounded toward 
the pool, his face a convulsed mask of hate. Conan burst through the men at the 
gate, and his feet spurned the sward in his headlong charge. 

But the giant threw his great arms wide and from his lips rang an inhuman cry 
— the only sound made by a black during the entire fight. It screamed to the sky 
its awful hate; it was like a voice howling from the pits. At the sound the 
Zingarans faltered and hesitated. But Conan did not pause. Silently and 
murderously he drove at the ebon figure poised on the brink of the pool. 

But even as his dripping sword gleamed in the air, the black wheeled and 
bounded high. For a flash of an instant they saw him poised in midair above the 
pool; then with an earth-shaking roar, the green waters rose and rushed up to 
meet him, enveloping him in a green volcano. 

Conan checked his headlong rush just in time to keep from toppling into the 
pool, and he sprang back, thrusting his men behind him with mighty swings of 
his arms. The green pool was like a geyser now, the noise rising to deafening 
volume as the great column of water reared and reared, blossoming at the crest 
with a great crown of foam. 

Conan was driving his men to the gate, herding them ahead of him, beating 
them with the flat of his sword; the roar of the water-spout seemed to have 
robbed them of their faculties. Seeing Sancha standing paralyzed, staring with 
wide-eyed terror at the seething pillar, he accosted her with a bellow that cut 
through the thunder of the water and made her jump out of her daze. She ran to 
him, arms outstretched, and he caught her up under one arm and raced out of the 
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court. 

In the court which opened on the outer world, the survivors had gathered, 
weary, tattered, wounded and blood-stained, and stood gaping dumbly at the 
great unstable pillar that towered momentarily nearer the blue vault of the sky. 
Its green trunk was laced with white; its foaming crown was thrice the 
circumference of its base. Momentarily it threatened to burst and fall in an 
engulfing torrent, yet it continued to jet skyward. 

Conan’s eyes swept the bloody, naked group, and he cursed to see only a score. 
In the stress of the moment he grasped a corsair by the neck and shook him so 
violently that blood from the man’s wounds spattered all near them. 

“Where are the rest?’ he bellowed in his victim’s ear. 

“That’s all!’ the other yelled back, above the roar of the geyser. “The others 
were all killed by those black—’ 

‘Well, get out of here!’ roared Conan, giving him a thrust that sent him 
staggering headlong toward the outer archway. ‘That fountain is going to burst 
in a moment—’ 

“We'll all be drowned!’ squawked a Freebooter, limping toward the arch. 

‘Drowned, hell!’ yelled Conan. ‘We’ll be turned to pieces of petrified bone! 
Get out, blast you!’ 

He ran to the outer archway, one eye on the green roaring tower that loomed so 
awfully above him, the other on stragglers. Dazed with blood-lust, fighting, and 
the thunderous noise, some of the Zingarans moved like men in a trance. Conan 
hurried them up; his method was simple. He grasped loiterers by the scruff of the 
neck, impelled them violently through the gate, added impetus with a lusty kick 
in the rear, spicing his urgings for haste with pungent comments on the victim’s 
ancestry. Sancha showed an inclination to remain with him, but he jerked away 
her twining arms, blaspheming luridly, and accelerated her movements with a 
tremendous slap on the posterior that sent her scurrying across the plateau. 

Conan did not leave the gate until he was sure all his men who yet lived were 
out of the castle and started across the level meadow. Then he glanced again at 
the roaring pillar looming against the sky, dwarfing the towers, and he too fled 
that castle of nameless horrors. 

The Zingarans had already crossed the rim of the plateau and were fleeing 
down the slopes. Sancha waited for him at the crest of the first slope beyond the 
rim, and there he paused for an instant to look back at the castle. It was as if a 
gigantic green-stemmed and white-blossomed flower swayed above the towers; 
the roar filled the sky. Then the jade-green and snowy pillar broke with a noise 
like the rending of the skies, and walls and towers were blotted out in a 
thunderous torrent. 
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Conan caught the girl’s hand, and fled. Slope after slope rose and fell before 
them, and behind sounded the rushing of a river. A glance over his straining 
shoulder showed a broad green ribbon rising and falling as it swept over the 
slopes. The torrent had not spread out and dissipated; like a giant serpent it 
flowed over the depressions and the rounded crests. It held a consistent course — 
it was following them. 

The realization roused Conan to a greater pitch of endurance. Sancha stumbled 
and went to her knees with a moaning cry of despair and exhaustion. Catching 
her up, Conan tossed her over his giant shoulder and ran on. His breast heaved, 
his knees trembled; his breath tore in great gasps through his teeth. He reeled in 
his gait. Ahead of him he saw the sailors toiling, spurred on by the terror that 
gripped them. 

The ocean burst suddenly on his view, and in his swimming gaze floated the 
Wastrel, unharmed. Men tumbled into the boats helter-skelter. Sancha fell into 
the bottom and lay there in a crumpled heap. Conan, though the blood thundered 
in his ears and the world swam red to his gaze, took an oar with the panting 
sailors. 

With hearts ready to burst from exhaustion, they pulled for the ship. The green 
river burst through the fringe of trees. Those trees fell as if their stems had been 
cut away, and as they sank into the jade-colored flood, they vanished. The tide 
flowed out over the beach, lapped at the ocean, and the waves turned a deeper, 
more sinister green. 

Unreasoning, instinctive fear held the buccaneers, making them urge their 
agonized bodies and reeling brains to greater effort; what they feared they knew 
not, but they did know that in that abominable smooth green ribbon was a 
menace to body and to soul. Conan knew, and as he saw the broad line slip into 
the waves and stream through the water toward them, without altering its shape 
or course, he called up his last ounce of reserve strength so fiercely that the oar 
snapped in his hands. 

But their prows bumped against the timbers of the Wastrel, and the sailors 
staggered up the chains, leaving the boats to drift as they would. Sancha went up 
on Conan’s broad shoulder, hanging limp as a corpse, to be dumped 
unceremoniously on to the deck as the Barachan took the wheel, gasping orders 
to his skeleton of a crew. Throughout the affair, he had taken the lead without 
question, and they had instinctively followed him. They reeled about like 
drunken men, fumbling mechanically at ropes and braces. The anchor chain, 
unshackled, splashed into the water, the sails unfurled and bellied in a rising 
wind. The Wastrel quivered and shook herself, and swung majestically seaward. 
Conan glared shoreward; like a tongue of emerald flame, a ribbon licked out on 


5814 XRN 


the water futilely, an oar’s length from the Wastrel’s keel. It advanced no 
further. From that end of the tongue, his gaze followed an unbroken stream of 
lambent green, across the white beach, and over the slopes, until it faded in the 
blue distance. 

The Barachan, regaining his wind, grinned at the panting crew. Sancha was 
standing near him, hysterical tears coursing down her cheeks. Conan’s breeks 
hung in blood-stained tatters; his girdle and sheath were gone, his sword, driven 
upright into the deck beside him, was notched and crusted with red. Blood 
thickly clotted his black mane, and one ear had been half torn from his head. His 
arms, legs, breast and shoulders were bitten and clawed as if by panthers. But he 
grinned as he braced his powerful legs, and swung on the wheel in sheer 
exuberance of muscular might. 

“What now?’ faltered the girl. 

‘The plunder of the seas!’ he laughed. ‘A paltry crew, and that chewed and 
clawed to pieces, but they can work the ship, and crews can always be found. 
Come here, girl, and give me a kiss.’ 

‘A kiss?’ she cried hysterically. “You think of kisses at a time like this?’ 

His laughter boomed above the snap and thunder of the sails, as he caught her 
up off her feet in the crook of one mighty arm, and smacked her red lips with 
resounding relish. 

‘I think of Life!’ he roared. “The dead are dead, and what has passed is done! I 
have a ship and a fighting crew and a girl with lips like wine, and that’s all I ever 
asked. Lick your wounds, bullies, and break out a cask of ale. You’re going to 
work ship as she never was worked before. Dance and sing while you buckle to 
it, damn you! To the devil with empty seas! We’re bound for waters where the 
seaports are fat, and the merchant ships are crammed with plunder!’ 
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ROGUES IN THE HOUSE 


‘One fled, one dead, one sleeping in a golden bed’ 


OLD RIME 


Ax « cover resrvat, Nabonidus, the Red Priest, who was the real ruler of the city, 
touched Murilo, the young aristocrat, courteously on the arm. Murilo turned to 
meet the priest’s enigmatic gaze, and to wonder at the hidden meaning therein. 
No words passed between them, but Nabonidus bowed and handed Murilo a 
small gold cask. The young nobleman, knowing that Nabonidus did nothing 
without reason, excused himself at the first opportunity and returned hastily to 
his chamber. There he opened the cask and found within a human ear, which he 
recognized by a peculiar scar upon it. He broke into a profuse sweat, and was no 
longer in doubt about the meaning in the Red Priest’s glance. 

But Murilo, for all his scented black curls and foppish apparel, was no 
weakling to bend his neck to the knife without a struggle. He did not know 
whether Nabonidus was merely playing with him, or giving him a chance to go 
into voluntary exile, but the fact that he was still alive and at liberty proved that 
he was to be given at least a few hours, probably for meditation. But he needed 
no meditation for decision; what he needed was a tool. And Fate furnished that 
tool, working among the dives and brothels of the squalid quarters even while 
the young nobleman shivered and pondered in the part of the city occupied by 
the purple-towered marble and ivory palaces of the aristocracy. 

There was a priest of Anu whose temple, rising at the fringe of the slum 
district, was the scene of more than devotions. The priest was fat and full-fed, 
and he was at once a fence for stolen articles and a spy for the police. He worked 
a thriving trade both ways, because the district on which he bordered was The 
Maze, a tangle of muddy winding alleys and sordid dens, frequented by the 
boldest thieves in the kingdom. Daring above all were a Gunderman deserter 
from the mercenaries and a barbaric Cimmerian. Because of the priest of Anu, 
the Gunderman was taken and hanged in the market-square. But the Cimmerian 
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fled, and learning in devious ways of the priest’s treachery, he entered the 
temple of Anu by night, and cut off the priest’s head. There followed a great 
turmoil in the city, but search for the killer proved fruitless until his punk 
betrayed him to the authorities, and led a captain of the guard and his squad to 
the hidden chamber where the barbarian lay drunk. 

Waking to stupefied but ferocious life when they seized him, he disemboweled 
the captain, burst through his assailants and would have escaped, but for the 
liquor that still clouded his senses. Bewildered and half blinded, he missed the 
open door in his headlong flight, and dashed his head against the stone wall so 
terrifically that he knocked himself senseless. When he came to, he was in the 
strongest dungeon in the city, shackled to the wall with chains not even his 
barbaric thews could break. 

To this cell came Murilo, masked and wrapped in a wide black cloak. The 
Cimmerian surveyed him with interest, thinking him the executioner sent to 
dispatch him. Murilo set him at rights, and regarded him with no less interest. 
Even in the dim light of the dungeon, with his limbs loaded with chains, the 
primitive power of the man was evident. His mighty body and thick-muscled 
limbs combined the strength of a grizzly with the quickness of a panther. Under 
his tangled black mane his blue eyes blazed with unquenchable savagery. 

‘Would you like to live?’ asked Murilo. The barbarian grunted, new interest 
glinting in his eyes. 

‘If I arrange for your escape will you do a favor for me?’ the aristocrat asked. 

The Cimmerian did not speak, but the intentness of his gaze answered for him. 

‘IT want you to kill a man for me.’ 

‘Whom?’ 

Murilo’s voice sank to a whisper. ‘Nabonidus, the king’s priest!’ 

The Cimmerian showed no sign of surprise or perturbation. He had none of the 
fear or reverence for authority that civilization instills in men. King or beggar, it 
was all one to him. Nor did he ask why Murilo had come to him, when the 
quarters were full of cutthroats outside prisons. 

“When am I to escape?’ he demanded. 

‘Within the hour. There is but one guard in this part of the dungeon at night. 
He can be bribed; he has been bribed. See, here are the keys to your chains. I'll 
remove them, and after I have been gone an hour, the guard, Athicus, will unlock 
the door to your cell. You will bind him with strips torn from your tunic; so 
when he is found, the authorities will think you were rescued from the outside, 
and will not suspect him. Go at once to the house of the Red Priest, and kill him. 
Then go to the Rats’ Den, where a man will meet you and give you a pouch of 
gold and a horse. With those you can escape from the city and flee the country.’ 
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“Take off these cursed chains now,’ demanded the Cimmerian. ‘And have the 
guard bring me food. By Crom, I have lived on moldy bread and water for a 
whole day and I am nigh to famishing.’ 

‘Tt shall be done; but remember — you are not to escape until I have had time to 
reach my house.’ 

Freed of his chains, the barbarian stood up and stretched his heavy arms, 
enormous in the gloom of the dungeon. Murilo again felt that if any man in the 
world could accomplish the task he had set, this Cimmerian could. With a few 
repeated instructions he left the prison, first directing Athicus to take a platter of 
beef and ale in to the prisoner. He knew he could trust the guard, not only 
because of the money he had paid, but also because of certain information he 
possessed regarding the man. 

When he returned to his chamber, Murilo was in full control of his fears. 
Nabonidus would strike through the king — of that he was certain. And since the 
royal guardsmen were not knocking at his door, it was as certain that the priest 
had said nothing to the king, so far. Tomorrow he would speak, beyond a doubt 
— if he lived to see tomorrow. 

Murilo believed the Cimmerian would keep faith with him. Whether the man 
would be able to carry out his purpose remained to be seen. Men had attempted 
to assassinate the Red Priest before, and they had died in hideous and nameless 
ways. But they had been products of the cities of men, lacking the wolfish 
instincts of the barbarian. The instant that Murilo, turning the gold cask with its 
severed ear in his hands, had learned through his secret channels that the 
Cimmerian had been captured, he had seen a solution of his problem. 

In his chamber again, he drank a toast to the man, whose name was Conan, and 
to his success that night. And while he was drinking, one of his spies brought 
him the news that Athicus had been arrested and thrown into prison. The 
Cimmerian had not escaped. 

Murilo felt his blood turn to ice again. He could see in this twist of fate only 
the sinister hand of Nabonidus, and an eery obsession began to grow on him that 
the Red Priest was more than human — a sorcerer who read the minds of his 
victims and pulled strings on which they danced like puppets. With despair came 
desperation. Girding a sword beneath his black cloak, he left his house by a 
hidden way, and hurried through the deserted streets. It was just at midnight 
when he came to the house of Nabonidus, looming blackly among the walled 
gardens that separated it from the surrounding estates. 

The wall was high but not impossible to negotiate. Nabonidus did not put his 
trust in mere barriers of stone. It was what was inside the wall that was to be 
feared. What these things were Murilo did not know precisely. He knew there 
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was at least a huge savage dog that roamed the gardens and had on occasion torn 
an intruder to pieces as a hound rends a rabbit. What else there might be he did 
not care to conjecture. Men who had been allowed to enter the house on brief, 
legitimate business, reported that Nabonidus dwelt among rich furnishings, yet 
simply, attended by a surprisingly small number of servants. Indeed, they 
mentioned only one as having been visible — a tall silent man called Joka. 
Someone else, presumably a slave, had been heard moving about in the recesses 
of the house, but this person no one had ever seen. The greatest mystery of that 
mysterious house was Nabonidus himself, whose power of intrigue and grasp on 
international politics had made him the strongest man in the kingdom. People, 
chancellor and king moved puppet-like on the strings he worked. 

Murilo scaled the wall and dropped down into the gardens, which were 
expanses of shadow, darkened by clumps of shrubbery and waving foliage. No 
light shone in the windows of the house which loomed so blackly among the 
trees. The young nobleman stole stealthily yet swiftly through the shrubs. 
Momentarily he expected to hear the baying of the great dog, and to see its giant 
body hurtle through the shadows. He doubted the effectiveness of his sword 
against such an attack, but he did not hesitate. As well die beneath the fangs of a 
beast as the ax of the headsman. 

He stumbled over something bulky and yielding. Bending close in the dim 
starlight, he made out a limp shape on the ground. It was the dog that guarded 
the gardens, and it was dead. Its neck was broken and it bore what seemed to be 
the marks of great fangs. Murilo felt that no human being had done this. The 
beast had met a monster more savage than itself. Murilo glared nervously at the 
cryptic masses of bush and shrub; then with a shrug of his shoulders, he 
approached the silent house. 

The first door he tried proved to be unlocked. He entered warily, sword in 
hand, and found himself in a long shadowy hallway dimly illumined by a light 
that gleamed through the hangings at the other end. Complete silence hung over 
the whole house. Murilo glided along the hall and halted to peer through the 
hangings. He looked into a lighted room, over the windows of which velvet 
curtains were drawn so closely as to allow no beam to shine through. The room 
was empty, in so far as human life was concermed, but it had a grisly occupant, 
nevertheless. In the midst of a wreckage of furniture and torn hangings that told 
of a fearful struggle, lay the body of a man. The form lay on its belly, but the 
head was twisted about so that the chin rested behind a shoulder. The features, 
contorted into an awful grin, seemed to leer at the horrified nobleman. 

For the first time that night, Murilo’s resolution wavered. He cast an uncertain 
glance back the way he had come. Then the memory of the headsman’s block 
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and ax steeled him, and he crossed the room, swerving to avoid the grinning 
horror sprawled in its midst. Though he had never seen the man before, he knew 
from former descriptions that it was Joka, Nabonidus’s saturnine servant. 

He peered through a curtained door into a broad circular chamber, banded by a 
gallery halfway between the polished floor and the lofty ceiling. This chamber 
was furnished as if for a king. In the midst of it stood an ornate mahogany table, 
loaded with vessels of wine and rich viands. And Murilo stiffened. In a great 
chair whose broad back was toward him, he saw a figure whose habiliments 
were familiar. He glimpsed an arm in a red sleeve resting on the arm of the 
chair; the head, clad in the familiar scarlet hood of the gown, was bent forward 
as if in meditation. Just so had Murilo seen Nabonidus sit a hundred times in the 
royal court. 

Cursing the pounding of his own heart, the young nobleman stole across the 
chamber, sword extended, his whole frame poised for the thrust. His prey did not 
move, nor seem to hear his cautious advance. Was the Red Priest asleep, or was 
it a corpse which slumped in that great chair? The length of a single stride 
separated Murilo from his enemy, when suddenly the man in the chair rose and 
faced him. 

The blood went suddenly from Murilo’s features. His sword fell from his 
fingers and rang on the polished floor. A terrible cry broke from his livid lips; it 
was followed by the thud of a falling body. Then once more silence reigned over 
the house of the Red Priest. 


Shortly after Murilo left the dungeon where Conan the Cimmerian was confined, 
Athicus brought the prisoner a platter of food which included, among other 
things, a huge joint of beef and a tankard of ale. Conan fell to voraciously, and 
Athicus made a final round of the cells, to see that all was in order, and that none 
should witness the pretended prison-break. It was while he was so occupied that 
a squad of guardsmen marched into the prison and placed him under arrest. 
Murilo had been mistaken when he assumed this arrest denoted discovery of 
Conan’s planned escape. It was another matter; Athicus had become careless in 
his dealings with the underworld, and one of his past sins had caught up with 
him. 

Another jailer took his place, a stolid, dependable creature whom no amount of 
bribery could have shaken from his duty. He was unimaginative, but he had an 
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exalted idea of the importance of his job. 

After Athicus had been marched away to be formally arraigned before a 
magistrate, this jailer made the rounds of the cells as a matter of routine. As he 
passed that of Conan, his sense of propriety was shocked and outraged to see the 
prisoner free of his chains, and in the act of gnawing the last shreds of meat from 
a huge beef-bone. The jailer was so upset that he made the mistake of entering 
the cell alone, without calling guards from other parts of the prison. It was his 
first mistake in the line of duty, and his last. Conan brained him with the beef- 
bone, took his poniard and his keys, and made a leisurely departure. As Murilo 
had said, only one guard was on duty there at night. The Cimmerian passed 
himself outside the walls by means of the keys he had taken, and presently 
emerged into the outer air, as free as if Murilo’s plan had been successful. 

In the shadows of the prison walls, Conan paused to decide his next course of 
action. It occurred to him that since he had escaped through his own actions, he 
owed nothing to Murilo; yet it had been the young nobleman who had removed 
his chains and had the food sent to him, without either of which his escape 
would have been impossible. Conan decided that he was indebted to Murilo, 
and, since he was a man who discharged his obligations eventually, he 
determined to carry out his promise to the young aristocrat. But first he had 
some business of his own to attend to. 

He discarded his ragged tunic and moved off through the night naked but for a 
loin-cloth. As he went he fingered the poniard he had captured — a murderous 
weapon with a broad double-edged blade nineteen inches long. He slunk along 
alleys and shadowed plazas until he came to the district which was his 
destination — The Maze. Along its labyrinthian ways he went with the certainty 
of familiarity. It was indeed a maze of black alleys and enclosed courts and 
devious ways; of furtive sounds, and stenches. There was no paving on the 
streets; mud and filth mingled in an unsavory mess. Sewers were unknown; 
refuse was dumped into the alleys to form reeking heaps and puddles. Unless a 
man walked with care he was likely to lose his footing and plunge waist-deep 
into nauseous pools. Nor was it uncommon to stumble over a corpse lying with 
its throat cut or its head knocked in, in the mud. Honest folk shunned The Maze 
with good reason. 

Conan reached his destination without being seen, just as one he wished 
fervently to meet was leaving it. As the Cimmerian slunk into the courtyard 
below, the girl who had sold him to the police was taking leave of her new lover 
in a chamber one flight up. This young thug, her door closed behind him, groped 
his way down a creaking flight of stairs, intent on his own meditations, which, 
like those of most of the denizens of The Maze, had to do with the unlawful 
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acquirement of property. Part-way down the stairs, he halted suddenly, his hair 
standing up. A vague bulk crouched in the darkness before him, a pair of eyes 
blazed like the eyes of a hunting beast. A beast-like snarl was the last thing he 
heard in life; as the monster lurched against him, a keen blade ripped through his 
belly. He gave one gasping cry, and slumped down limply on the stairway. 

The barbarian loomed above him for an instant, ghoul-like, his eyes burning in 
the gloom. He knew the sound was heard, but the people in The Maze were 
careful to attend to their own business. A death-cry on darkened stairs was 
nothing unusual. Later, some one would venture to investigate, but only after a 
reasonable lapse of time. 

Conan went up the stairs and halted at the door he knew well of old. It was 
fastened within, but his blade passed between the door and the jamb and lifted 
the bar. He stepped inside, closing the door after him, and faced the girl who had 
betrayed him to the police. 

The wench was sitting cross-legged in her shift on her unkempt bed. She 
turned white and stared at him as if at a ghost. She had heard the cry from the 
stairs, and she saw the red stain on the poniard in his hand. But she was too filled 
with terror on her own account to waste any time lamenting the evident fate of 
her lover. She began to beg for her life, almost incoherent with terror. Conan did 
not reply; he merely stood and glared at her with his burning eyes, testing the 
edge of his poniard with a calloused thumb. 

At last he crossed the chamber, while she cowered back against the wall, 
sobbing frantic pleas for mercy. Grasping her yellow locks with no gentle hand, 
he dragged her off the bed. Thrusting his blade back in its sheath, he tucked his 
squirming captive under his left arm, and strode to the window. Like most 
houses of that type, a ledge encircled each story, caused by the continuance of 
the window-ledges. Conan kicked the window open and stepped out on that 
narrow band. If any had been near or awake, they would have witnessed the 
bizarre sight of aman moving carefully along the ledge, carrying a kicking, half- 
naked wench under his arm. They would have been no more puzzled than the 
girl. 

Reaching the spot he sought, Conan halted, gripping the wall with his free 
hand. Inside the building rose a sudden clamor, showing that the body had at last 
been discovered. His captive whimpered and _ twisted, renewing her 
importunities. Conan glanced down into the muck and slime of the alleys below; 
he listened briefly to the clamor inside and the pleas of the wench; then he 
dropped her with great accuracy into a cesspool. He enjoyed her kickings and 
flounderings and the concentrated venom of her profanity for a few seconds, and 
even allowed himself a low rumble of laughter. Then he lifted his head, listened 
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to the growing tumult within the building, and decided it was time for him to kill 
Nabonidus. 


It was a reverberating clang of metal that roused Murilo. He groaned and 
struggled dazedly to a sitting posture. About him all was silence and darkness, 
and for an instant he was sickened with the fear that he was blind. Then he 
remembered what had gone before, and his flesh crawled. By the sense of touch 
he found that he was lying on a floor of evenly joined stone slabs. Further 
groping discovered a wall of the same material. He rose and leaned against it, 
trying in vain to orient himself. That he was in some sort of a prison seemed 
certain, but where and how long he was unable to guess. He remembered dimly a 
clashing noise, and wondered if it had been the iron door of his dungeon closing 
on him, or if it betokened the entrance of an executioner. 

At this thought he shuddered profoundly and began to feel his way along the 
wall. Momentarily he expected to encounter the limits of his prison, but after a 
while he came to the conclusion that he was travelling down a corridor. He kept 
to the wall, fearful of pits or other traps, and was presently aware of something 
near him in the blackness. He could see nothing, but either his ears had caught a 
stealthy sound, or some subconscious sense warned him. He stopped short, his 
hair standing on end; as surely as he lived, he felt the presence of some living 
creature crouching in the darkness in front of him. 

He thought his heart would stop when a voice hissed in a barbaric accent: 
“Murilo! Is it you?’ 

‘Conan!’ Limp from the reaction, the young nobleman groped in the darkness 
and his hands encountered a pair of great naked shoulders. 

‘A good thing I recognized you,’ grunted the barbarian. ‘I was about to stick 
you like a fattened pig.’ 

“Where are we, in Mitra’s name?’ 

‘In the pits under the Red Priest’s house; but why—’ 

‘What is the time?’ 

‘Not long after midnight.’ 

Murilo shook his head, trying to assemble his scattered wits. ‘What are you 
doing here?’ demanded the Cimmerian. 

‘I came to kill Nabonidus. I heard they had changed the guard at your prison 
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“They did,’ growled Conan. ‘I broke the new jailer’s head and walked out. I 
would have been here hours agone, but I had some personal business to attend 
to. Well, shall we hunt for Nabonidus?’ 

Murilo shuddered. ‘Conan, we are in the house of the archfiend! I came 
seeking a human enemy; I found a hairy devil out of hell!’ 

Conan grunted uncertainly; fearless as a wounded tiger as far as human foes 
were concerned, he had all the superstitious dreads of the primitive. 

‘I gained access to the house,’ whispered Murilo, as if the darkness were full of 
listening ears. ‘In the outer gardens I found Nabonidus’s dog mauled to death. 
Within the house I came upon Joka, the servant. His neck had been broken. Then 
I saw Nabonidus himself seated in his chair, clad in his accustomed garb. At first 
I thought he too was dead. I stole up to stab him. He rose and faced me. God!’ 
The memory of that horror struck the young nobleman momentarily speechless 
as he relived that awful instant. 

‘Conan,’ he whispered, ‘it was no man that stood before me! In body and 
posture it was not unlike a man, but from the scarlet hood of the priest grinned a 
face of madness and nightmare! It was covered with black hair, from which 
small pig-like eyes glared redly; its nose was flat, with great flaring nostrils; its 
loose lips writhed back, disclosing huge yellow fangs, like the teeth of a dog. 
The hands that hung from the scarlet sleeves were misshapen and likewise 
covered with black hair. All this I saw in one glance, and then I was overcome 
with horror; my senses left me and I swooned.’ 

“What then?’ muttered the Cimmerian uneasily. 

‘I recovered consciousness only a short time ago; the monster must have 
thrown me into these pits. Conan, I have suspected that Nabonidus was not 
wholly human! He is a demon — a were-thing! By day he moves among 
humanity in the guise of men, and by night he takes on his true aspect.’ 

“That’s evident,’ answered Conan. ‘Everyone knows there are men who take 
the form of wolves at will. But why did he kill his servants?’ 

“Who can delve the mind of a devil?’ replied Murilo. ‘Our present interest is in 
getting out of this place. Human weapons can not harm a were-man. How did 
you get in here?’ 

‘Through the sewer. I reckoned on the gardens being guarded. The sewers 
connect with a tunnel that lets into these pits. I thought to find some door leading 
up into the house unbolted.’ 

“Then let us escape by the way you came!’ exclaimed Murilo. ‘To the devil 
with it! Once out of this snake-den, we’ll take our chance with the king’s 
guardsmen, and risk a flight from the city. Lead on!’ 

‘Useless,’ grunted the Cimmerian. ‘The way to the sewers is barred. As I 
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entered the tunnel an iron grille crashed down from the roof. If I had not moved 
quicker than a flash of lightning, its spear-heads would have pinned me to the 
floor like a worm. When I tried to lift it, it wouldn’t move. An elephant couldn’t 
shake it. Nor could anything bigger than a rabbit squirm between the bars.’ 

Murilo cursed, an icy hand playing up and down his spine. He might have 
known Nabonidus would not leave any entrance into his house unguarded. Had 
Conan not possessed the steel-spring quickness of a wild thing, that falling 
portcullis would have skewered him. Doubtless his walking through the tunnel 
had sprung some hidden catch that released it from the roof. As it was, both were 
trapped living. 

‘There’s but one thing to do,’ said Murilo, sweating profusely. ‘That’s to 
search for some other exit; doubtless they’re all set with traps, but we have no 
other choice.’ 

The barbarian grunted agreement, and the companions began groping their way 
at random down the corridor. Even at that moment, something occurred to 
Murilo. 

‘How did you recognize me in this blackness?’ he demanded. 

‘I smelled the perfume you put on your hair, when you came to my cell,’ 
answered Conan. ‘I smelled it again a while ago, when I was crouching in the 
dark and preparing to rip you open.’ 

Murilo put a lock of his black hair to his nostrils; even so the scent was barely 
apparent to his civilized senses, and he realized how keen must be the organs of 
the barbarian. 

Instinctively his hand went to his scabbard as they groped onward, and he 
cursed to find it empty. At that moment a faint glow became apparent ahead of 
them, and presently they came to a sharp bend in the corridor, about which the 
light filtered grayly. Together they peered around the corner, and Murilo, leaning 
against his companion, felt his huge frame stiffen. The young nobleman had also 
seen it — the body of a man, half naked, lying limply in the corridor beyond the 
bend, vaguely illumined by a radiance which seemed to emanate from a broad 
silver disk on the farther wall. A strange familiarity about the recumbent figure, 
which lay face down, stirred Murilo with inexplicable and monstrous 
conjectures. Motioning the Cimmerian to follow him, he stole forward and bent 
above the body. Overcoming a certain repugnance, he grasped it and turned it on 
its back. An incredulous oath escaped him; the Cimmerian grunted explosively. 

‘Nabonidus! The Red Priest!’ ejaculated Murilo, his brain a dizzy vortex of 
whirling amazement. ‘Then who — what—?’ 

The priest groaned and stirred. With cat-like quickness Conan bent over him, 
poniard poised above his heart. Murilo caught his wrist. 
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‘Wait! Don’t kill him yet—’ 

“Why not?’ demanded the Cimmerian. ‘He has cast off his were-guise, and 
sleeps. Will you awaken him to tear us to pieces?’ 

‘No, wait!’ urged Murilo, trying to collect his jumbled wits. ‘Look! He is not 
sleeping — see that great blue welt on his shaven temple? He has been knocked 
senseless. He may have been lying here for hours.’ 

‘I thought you swore you saw him in beastly shape in the house above,’ said 
Conan. 

‘I did! Or else — he’s coming to! Keep back your blade, Conan; there is a 
mystery here even darker than I thought. I must have words with this priest, 
before we kill him.’ 

Nabonidus lifted a hand vaguely to his bruised temple, mumbled, and opened 
his eyes. For an instant they were blank and empty of intelligence; then life came 
back to them with a jerk, and he sat up, staring at the companions. Whatever 
terrific jolt had temporarily addled his razor-keen brain, it was functioning with 
its accustomed vigor again. His eyes shot swiftly about him, then came back to 
rest on Murilo’s face. 

“You honor my poor house, young sir,’ he laughed coolly, glancing at the great 
figure that loomed behind the young nobleman’s shoulder. ‘You have brought a 
bravo, I see. Was your sword not sufficient to sever the life of my humble self?’ 

‘Enough of this,’ impatiently returned Murilo. ‘How long have you lain here?’ 

‘A peculiar question to put to a man recovering consciousness,’ answered the 
priest. ‘I do not know what time it now is. But it lacked an hour or so of 
midnight when I was set upon.’ 

‘Then who is it that masquerades in your own gown in the house above?’ 
demanded Murilo. 

‘That will be Thak,’ answered Nabonidus, ruefully fingering his bruises. ‘Yes, 
that will be Thak. And in my gown? The dog!’ 

Conan, who comprehended none of this, stirred restlessly, and growled 
something in his own tongue. Nabonidus glanced at him whimsically. 

“Your bully’s knife yearns for my heart, Murilo,’ he said. ‘I thought you might 
be wise enough to take my warning and leave the city.’ 

‘How was I to know that was to be granted me?’ returned Murilo. ‘At any rate, 
my interests are here.’ 

“You are in good company with that cutthroat,’ murmured Nabonidus. ‘T had 
suspected you for some time. That was why I caused that pallid court secretary 
to disappear. Before he died he told me many things, among others the name of 
the young nobleman who bribed him to filch state secrets, which the nobleman 
in turn sold to rival powers. Are you not ashamed of yourself, Murilo, you 
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white-handed thief?’ 

‘I have no more cause for shame than you, you vulture-hearted plunderer,’ 
answered Murilo promptly. ‘You exploit a whole kingdom for your personal 
greed, and under the guise of disinterested statesmanship, you swindle the king, 
beggar the rich, oppress the poor, and sacrifice the whole future of the nation for 
your ruthless ambition. You are no more than a fat hog with his snout in the 
trough. You are a greater thief than I am. This Cimmerian is the most honest 
man of the three of us, because he steals and murders openly.’ 

‘Well, then, we are all rogues together,’ agreed Nabonidus equably. ‘And what 
now? My life?’ 

“When I saw the ear of the secretary that had disappeared, I knew I was 
doomed,’ said Murilo abruptly, ‘and I believed you would invoke the authority 
of the king. Was I right?’ 

‘Quite so,’ answered the priest. ‘A court secretary is easy to do away with, but 
you are a bit too prominent. I had intended telling the king a jest about you in the 
morning.’ 

‘A jest that would have cost me my head,’ muttered Murilo. “Then the king is 
unaware of my foreign enterprises?’ 

‘As yet,’ sighed Nabonidus. ‘And now, since I see your companion has his 
knife, I fear that jest will never be told.’ 

“You should know how to get out of these rat-dens,’ said Murilo. ‘Suppose I 
agree to spare your life. Will you help us to escape, and swear to keep silent 
about my thievery?’ 

“When did a priest keep an oath?’ complained Conan, comprehending the trend 
of the conversation. ‘Let me cut his throat; I want to see what color his blood is. 
They say in The Maze that his heart is black, so his blood must be black too—’ 

‘Be quiet,’ whispered Murilo. ‘If he does not show us the way out of these pits, 
we may rot here. Well, Nabonidus, what do you say?’ 

‘What does a wolf with his leg in the trap say?’ laughed the priest. ‘I am in 
your power and if we are to escape, we must aid one another. I swear, if we 
survive this adventure, to forget all your shifty dealings. I swear by the soul of 
Mitra!’ 

‘I am Satisfied,’ muttered Murilo. ‘Even the Red Priest would not break that 
oath. Now to get out of here. My friend here entered by way of the tunnel, but a 
grille fell behind him and blocked the way. Can you cause it to be lifted?’ 

‘Not from these pits,’ answered the priest. ‘The control lever is in the chamber 
above the tunnel. There is only one other way out of these pits, which I will 
show you. But tell me, how did you come here?’ 

Murilo told him in a few words, and Nabonidus nodded, rising stiffly. He 
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limped down the corridor, which here widened into a sort of vast chamber, and 
approached the distant silver disk. As they advanced the light increased, though 
it never became anything but a dim shadowy radiance. Near the disk they saw a 
narrow Stair leading upward. 

“That is the other exit,’ said Nabonidus. ‘And I strongly doubt if the door at the 
head is bolted. But I have an idea that he who would go through that door had 
better cut his own throat first. Look into the disk.’ 

What had seemed a silver plate was in reality a great mirror set in the wall. A 
confusing system of copper-like tubes jutted out from the wall about it, bending 
down toward it at right angles. Glancing into these tubes, Murilo saw a 
bewildering array of smaller mirrors. He turned his attention to the larger mirror 
in the wall, and ejaculated in amazement. Peering over his shoulder, Conan 
grunted. 

They seemed to be looking through a broad window into a well-lighted 
chamber. There were broad mirrors on the walls, with velvet hangings between; 
there were silken couches, chairs of ebony and ivory, and curtained doorways 
leading off from the chamber. And before one doorway which was not curtained, 
sat a bulky black object that contrasted grotesquely with the richness of the 
chamber. 

Murilo felt his blood freeze again as he looked at the horror which seemed to 
be staring directly into his eyes. Involuntarily he recoiled from the mirror, while 
Conan thrust his head truculently forward, till his jaws almost touched the 
surface, growling some threat or defiance in his own barbaric tongue. 

‘In Mitra’s name, Nabonidus,’ gasped Murilo, shaken, ‘what is it?’ 

“That is Thak,’ answered the priest, caressing his temple. ‘Some would call 
him an ape, but he is almost as different from a real ape as he is different from a 
real man. His people dwell far to the east, in the mountains that fringe the 
eastern frontiers of Zamora. There are not many of them, but if they are not 
exterminated, I believe they will become human beings, in perhaps a hundred 
thousand years. They are in the formative stage; they are neither apes, as their 
remote ancestors were, nor men, as their remote descendants may be. They dwell 
in the high crags of well-nigh inaccessible mountains, knowing nothing of fire or 
the making of shelter or garments, or the use of weapons. Yet they have a 
language of a sort, consisting mainly of grunts and clicks. 

‘IT took Thak when he was a cub, and he learned what I taught him much more 
swiftly and thoroughly than any true animal could have done. He was at once 
bodyguard and servant. But I forgot that being partly a man, he could not be 
submerged into a mere shadow of myself, like a true animal. Apparently his 
semi-brain retained impressions of hate, resentment, and some sort of bestial 
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ambition of its own. 

‘At any rate, he struck when I least expected it. Last night he appeared to go 
suddenly mad. His actions had all the appearance of bestial insanity, yet I know 
that they must have been the result of long and careful planning. 

‘I heard a sound of fighting in the garden, and going to investigate — for I 
believed it was yourself, being dragged down by my watch-dog — I saw Thak 
emerge from the shrubbery dripping with blood. Before I was aware of his 
intention, he sprang at me with an awful scream and struck me senseless. I 
remember no more, but can only surmise that, following some whim of his semi- 
human brain, he stripped me of my gown and cast me still living into the pit — 
for which reason, only the gods can guess. He must have killed the dog when he 
came from the garden, and after he struck me down, he evidently killed Joka, as 
you saw the man lying dead in the house. Joka would have come to my aid, even 
against Thak, whom he always hated.’ 

Murilo stared at the mirror at the creature which sat with such monstrous 
patience before the closed door. He shuddered at the sight of the great black 
hands, thickly grown with hair that was almost fur-like. The body was thick, 
broad and stooped. The unnaturally wide shoulders had burst the scarlet gown, 
and on these shoulders Murilo noted the same thick growth of black hair. The 
face peering from the scarlet hood was utterly bestial, and yet Murilo realized 
that Nabonidus spoke truth when he said that Thak was not wholly a beast. 
There was something in the red murky eyes, something in the creature’s clumsy 
posture, something in the whole appearance of the thing that set it apart from the 
truly animal. That monstrous body housed a brain and soul that were just 
budding awfully into something vaguely human. Murilo stood aghast as he 
recognized a faint and hideous kinship between his kind and that squatting 
monstrosity, and he was nauseated by a fleeting realization of the abysses of 
bellowing bestiality up through which humanity had painfully toiled. 

‘Surely he sees us,’ muttered Conan. ‘Why does he not charge us? He could 
break this window with ease.’ 

Murilo realized that Conan supposed the mirror to be a window through which 
they were looking. 

‘He does not see us,’ answered the priest. “We are looking into the chamber 
above us. That door that Thak is guarding is the one at the head of these stairs. It 
is simply an arrangement of mirrors. Do you see those mirrors on the walls? 
They transmit the reflection of the room into these tubes, down which other 
mirrors carry it to reflect it at last on an enlarged scale in this great mirror.’ 

Murilo realized that the priest must be centuries ahead of his generation, to 
perfect such an invention; but Conan put it down to witchcraft, and troubled his 
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head no more about it. 

‘I constructed these pits for a place of refuge as well as a dungeon,’ the priest 
was saying. “There are times when I have taken refuge here, and through these 
mirrors, watched doom fall upon those who sought me with ill intent.’ 

‘But why is Thak watching that door?’ demanded Murilo. 

‘He must have heard the falling of the grating in the tunnel. It is connected 
with bells in the chambers above. He knows someone is in the pits, and he is 
waiting for him to come up the stairs. Oh, he has learned well the lessons I 
taught him. He has seen what happened to men who come through that door, 
when I tugged at the rope that hangs on yonder wall, and he waits to mimic me.’ 

‘And while he waits, what are we to do?’ demanded Murilo. 

‘There is naught we can do, except watch him. As long as he is in that 
chamber, we dare not ascend the stairs. He has the strength of a true gorilla, and 
could easily tear us all to pieces. But he does not need to exert his muscles; if we 
open that door he has but to tug that rope, and blast us into eternity.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘I bargained to help you escape,’ answered the priest; ‘not to betray my 
secrets.’ 

Murilo started to reply, then stiffened suddenly. A stealthy hand had parted the 
curtains of one of the doorways. Between them appeared a dark face whose 
glittering eyes fixed menacingly on the squat form in the scarlet robe. 

‘Petreus!’ hissed Nabonidus. ‘Mitra, what a gathering of vultures this night is!’ 

The face remained framed between the parted curtains. Over the intruder’s 
shoulder other faces peered — dark, thin faces, alight with sinister eagerness. 

‘What do they here?’ muttered Murilo, unconsciously lowering his voice, 
although he knew they could not hear him. 

‘Why, what would Petreus and his ardent young nationalists be doing in the 
house of the Red Priest?’ laughed Nabonidus. ‘Look how eagerly they glare at 
the figure they think is their arch-enemy. They have fallen into your error; it 
should be amusing to watch their expressions when they are disillusioned.’ 

Murilo did not reply. The whole affair had a distinctly unreal atmosphere. He 
felt as if he were watching the play of puppets, or as a disembodied ghost 
himself, impersonally viewing the actions of the living, his presence unseen and 
unsuspected. 

He saw Petreus put his finger warningly to his lips, and nod to his fellow- 
conspirators. The young nobleman could not tell if Thak were aware of the 
intruders. The apeman’s position had not changed, as he sat with his back toward 
the door through which the men were gliding. 

“They had the same idea you had,’ Nabonidus was muttering at his ear. ‘Only 
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their reasons were patriotic rather than selfish. Easy to gain access to my house, 
now that the dog is dead. Oh, what a chance to rid myself of their menace once 
and for all! If I were sitting where Thak sits — a leap to the wall — a tug on that 
rope—’ 

Petreus had placed one foot lightly over the threshold of the chamber; his 
fellows were at his heels, their daggers glinting dully. Suddenly Thak rose and 
wheeled toward him. The unexpected horror of his appearance, where they had 
thought to behold the hated but familiar countenance of Nabonidus, wrought 
havoc with their nerves, as the same spectacle had wrought upon Murilo. With a 
shriek Petreus recoiled, carrying his companions backward with him. They 
stumbled and floundered over each other, and in that instant Thak, covering the 
distance in one prodigious, grotesque leap, caught and jerked powerfully at a 
thick velvet rope which hung near the doorway. 

Instantly the curtains whipped back on either hand, leaving the door clear, and 
down across it something flashed with a peculiar silvery blur. 

‘He remembered!’ Nabonidus was exulting. ‘The beast is half a man! He had 
seen the doom performed, and he remembered! Watch, now! Watch! Watch!’ 

Murilo saw that it was a panel of heavy glass that had fallen across the 
doorway. Through it he saw the pallid faces of the conspirators. Petreus, 
throwing out his hands as if to ward off a charge from Thak, encountered the 
transparent barrier, and from his gestures, said something to his companions. 
Now that the curtains were drawn back, the men in the pits could see all that 
took place in the chamber that contained the nationalists. Completely unnerved, 
these ran across the chamber toward the door by which they had apparently 
entered, only to halt suddenly, as if stopped by an invisible wall. 

“The jerk of the rope sealed that chamber,’ laughed Nabonidus. ‘It is simple; 
the glass panels work in grooves in the doorways. Jerking the rope trips the 
spring that holds them. They slide down and lock in place, and can only be 
worked from outside. The glass is unbreakable; a man with a mallet could not 
shatter it. Ah!’ 

The trapped men were in a hysteria of fright; they ran wildly from one door to 
another, beating vainly at the crystal walls, shaking their fists wildly at the 
implacable black shape which squatted outside. Then one threw back his head, 
glared upward, and began to scream, to judge from the working of his lips, while 
he pointed toward the ceiling. 

‘The fall of the panels released the clouds of doom,’ said the Red Priest with a 
wild laugh. ‘The dust of the gray lotus, from the Swamps of the Dead, beyond 
the land of Khitai.’ 

In the middle of the ceiling hung a cluster of gold buds; these had opened like 
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the petals of a great carven rose, and from them billowed a gray mist that swiftly 
filled the chamber. Instantly the scene changed from one of hysteria to one of 
madness and horror. The trapped men began to stagger; they ran in drunken 
circles. Froth dripped from their lips, which twisted as in awful laughter. Raging, 
they fell upon one another with daggers and teeth, slashing, tearing, slaying in a 
holocaust of madness. Murilo turned sick as he watched, and was glad that he 
could not hear the screams and howls with which that doomed chamber must be 
ringing. Like pictures thrown on a screen, it was silent. 

Outside the chamber of horror Thak was leaping up and down in brutish glee, 
tossing his long hairy arms on high. At Murilo’s shoulder Nabonidus was 
laughing like a fiend. 

‘Ah, a good stroke, Petreus! That fairly disemboweled him! Now one for you, 
my patriotic friend! So! They are all down, and the living tear the flesh of the 
dead with their slavering teeth.’ 

Murilo shuddered. Behind him the Cimmerian swore softly in his uncouth 
tongue. Only death was to be seen in the chamber of the gray mist; torn, gashed 
and mangled, the conspirators lay in a red heap, gaping mouths and blood- 
dabbled faces staring blankly upward through the slowly swirling eddies of gray. 

Thak, stooping like a giant gnome, approached the wall where the rope hung, 
and gave it a peculiar sidewise pull. 

‘He is opening the farther door,’ said Nabonidus. ‘By Mitra, he is more human 
than even I had guessed! See, the mist swirls out of the chamber, and is 
dissipated. He waits, to be safe. Now he raises the other panel. He is cautious — 
he knows the doom of the gray lotus, which brings madness and death. By 
Mitra!’ 

Murilo jerked about at the electric quality of the exclamation. 

‘Our one chance!’ exclaimed Nabonidus. ‘If he leaves the chamber above for a 
few minutes, we will risk a dash up those stairs.’ 

Suddenly tense, they watched the monster waddle through the doorway and 
vanish. With the lifting of the glass panel, the curtains had fallen again, hiding 
the chamber of death. 

“We must chance it!’ gasped Nabonidus, and Murilo saw perspiration break out 
on his face. ‘Perhaps he will be disposing of the bodies as he has seen me do. 
Quick! Follow me up those stairs!’ 

He ran toward the steps and up them with an agility that amazed Murilo. The 
young nobleman and the barbarian were close at his heels, and they heard his 
gusty sigh of relief as he threw open the door at the top of the stairs. They burst 
into the broad chamber they had seen mirrored below. Thak was nowhere to be 
seen. 
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‘He’s in that chamber with the corpses!’ exclaimed Murilo. ‘Why not trap him 
there as he trapped them?’ 

‘No, no!’ gasped Nabonidus, an unaccustomed pallor tingeing his features. 
‘We do not know that he is in there. He might emerge before we could reach the 
trap-rope, anyway! Follow me into the corridor; I must reach my chamber and 
obtain weapons which will destroy him. This corridor is the only one opening 
from this chamber which is not set with a trap of some kind.’ 

They followed him swiftly through a curtained doorway opposite the door of 
the death-chamber, and came into a corridor, into which various chambers 
opened. With fumbling haste Nabonidus began to try the doors on each side. 
They were locked, as was the door at the other end of the corridor. 

‘My God!’ The Red Priest leaned against the wall, his skin ashen. ‘The doors 
are locked, and Thak took my keys from me. We are trapped, after all.’ 

Murilo stared appalled to see the man in such a state of nerves, and Nabonidus 
pulled himself together with an effort. 

“That beast has me in a panic,’ he said. ‘If you had seen him tear men as I have 
seen — well, Mitra aid us, but we must fight him now with what the gods have 
given us. Come!’ 

He led them back to the curtained doorway, and peered into the great chamber 
in time to see Thak emerge from the opposite doorway. It was apparent that the 
beast-man had suspected something. His small, close-set ears twitched; he glared 
angrily about him, and approaching the nearest doorway, tore aside the curtains 
to look behind them. 

Nabonidus drew back, shaking like a leaf. He gripped Conan’s shoulder. ‘Man, 
do you dare pit your knife against his fangs?’ 

The Cimmerian’s eyes blazed in answer. 

‘Quick!’ the Red Priest whispered, thrusting him behind the curtains, close 
against the wall. ‘As he will find us soon enough, we will draw him to us. As he 
rushes past you, sink your blade in his back if you can. 

You Murilo, show yourself to him, and then flee up the corridor. Mitra knows, 
we have no chance with him in hand-to-hand combat, but we are doomed 
anyway when he finds us.’ 

Murilo felt his blood congeal in his veins, but he steeled himself, and stepped 
outside the doorway. Instantly Thak, on the other side of the chamber, wheeled, 
glared, and charged with a thunderous roar. His scarlet hood had fallen back, 
revealing his black misshapen head; his black hands and red robe were splashed 
with a brighter red. He was like a crimson and black nightmare as he rushed 
across the chamber, fangs bared, his bowed legs hurtling his enormous body 
along at a terrifying gait. 
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Murilo turned and ran back into the corridor, and quick as he was, the shaggy 
horror was almost at his heels. Then as the monster rushed past the curtains, 
from among them catapulted a great form that struck full on the apeman’s 
shoulders, at the same instant driving the poniard into the brutish back. Thak 
screamed horribly as the impact knocked him off his feet, and the combatants hit 
the floor together. Instantly there began a whirl and thrash of limbs, the tearing 
and rending of a fiendish battle. 

Murilo saw that the barbarian had locked his legs about the apeman’s torso, 
and was striving to maintain his position on the monster’s back, while he 
butchered it with his poniard. Thak, on the other hand, was striving to dislodge 
his clinging foe, to drag him around within reach of the giant fangs that gaped 
for his flesh. In a whirlwind of blows and scarlet tatters they rolled along the 
corridor, revolving so swiftly that Murilo dared not use the chair he had caught 
up, lest he strike the Cimmerian. And he saw that in spite of the handicap of 
Conan’s first hold, and the voluminous robe that lashed and wrapped about the 
apeman’s limbs and body, Thak’s giant strength was swiftly prevailing. 
Inexorably he was dragging the Cimmerian around in front of him. The apeman 
had taken punishment enough to have killed a dozen men. Conan’s poniard had 
sunk again and again into his torso, shoulders and bull-like neck; he was 
streaming blood from a score of wounds, but unless the blade quickly reached 
some absolutely vital spot, Thak’s inhuman vitality would survive to finish the 
Cimmerian, and after him, Conan’s companions. 

Conan was fighting like a wild beast himself, in silence except for his gasps of 
effort. The black talons of the monster and the awful grasp of those misshapen 
hands ripped and tore at him, the grinning jaws gaped for his throat. Then 
Murilo, seeing an opening, sprang and swung the chair with all his power, and 
with force enough to have brained a human being. The chair glanced from 
Thak’s slanted black skull; but the stunned monster momentarily relaxed his 
rending grasp, and in that instant Conan, gasping and streaming blood, plunged 
forward and sank his poniard to the hilt in the apeman’s heart. 

With a convulsive shudder the beastman started from the floor, then sank 
limply back. His fierce eyes set and glazed, his thick limbs quivered and became 
rigid. 

Conan staggered dizzily up, shaking the sweat and blood out of his eyes. Blood 
dripped from his poniard and fingers, and trickled in rivulets down his thighs, 
arms and breast. Murilo caught at him to support him, but the barbarian shook 
him off impatiently. 

‘When I cannot stand alone, it will be time to die,’ he mumbled, through 
mashed lips. ‘But I’d like a flagon of wine.’ 
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Nabonidus was staring down at the still figure as if he could not believe his 
own eyes. Black, hairy, abhorrent, the monster lay, grotesque in the tatters of the 
scarlet robe; yet more human than bestial, even so, and possessed somehow of a 
vague and terrible pathos. 

Even the Cimmerian sensed this, for he panted: ‘I have slain a man tonight, not 
a beast. I will count him among the chiefs whose souls I’ve sent into the dark, 
and my women will sing of him.’ 

Nabonidus stooped and picked up a bunch of keys on a golden chain. They had 
fallen from the apeman’s girdle during the battle. Motioning his companions to 
follow him, he led them to a chamber, unlocked the door, and led the way inside. 
It was illumined like the others. The Red Priest took a vessel of wine from a 
table and filled crystal beakers. As his companions drank thirstily, he murmured: 
‘What a night! It is nearly dawn, now. What of you, my friends?’ 

‘T’ll dress Conan’s hurts, if you will fetch me bandages and the like,’ said 
Murilo, and Nabonidus nodded, and moved toward the door that led into the 
corridor. Something about his bowed head caused Murilo to watch him sharply. 
At the door the Red Priest wheeled suddenly. His face had undergone a 
transformation. His eyes gleamed with his old fire, his lips laughed soundlessly. 

‘Rogues together!’ his voice rang with its accustomed mockery. ‘But not fools 
together. You are the fool, Murilo!’ 

“What do you mean?’ the young nobleman started forward. 

‘Back!’ Nabonidus’s voice cracked like a whip. ‘Another step and I will blast 
you!’ 

Murilo’s blood turned cold as he saw that the Red Priest’s hand grasped a thick 
velvet rope which hung among the curtains just outside the door. 

“What treachery is this?’ cried Murilo. ‘You swore—’ 

‘I swore I would not tell the king a jest concerning you! I did not swear not to 
take matters into my own hands if I could. Do you think I would pass up such an 
opportunity? Under ordinary circumstances I would not dare kill you myself, 
without sanction of the king, but now none will ever know. You will go into the 
acid-vats along with Thak and the nationalist fools, and none will be the wiser. 
What a night this has been for me! If I have lost some valuable servants, I have 
nevertheless rid myself of various dangerous enemies. Stand back! I am over the 
threshold, and you cannot possibly reach me before I tug this cord and send you 
to hell. Not the gray lotus, this time, but something just as effective. Nearly 
every chamber in my house is a trap. And so, Murilo, fool that you are—’ 

Too quickly for the sight to follow, Conan caught up a stool and hurled it. 
Nabonidus instinctively threw up his arm with a cry, but not in time. The missile 
crunched against his head, and the Red Priest swayed and fell face-down in a 
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slowly widening pool of dark crimson. 

‘His blood was red, after all,’ grunted Conan. 

Murilo raked back his sweat-plastered hair with a shaky hand as he leaned 
against the table, weak from the reaction of relief. 

‘It is dawn,’ he said. ‘Let us get out of here, before we fall afoul of some other 
doom. If we can climb the outer wall without being seen, we won’t be connected 
with this night’s work. Let the police write their own explanation.’ 

He glanced at the body of the Red Priest where it lay etched in crimson, and 
shrugged his shoulders. 

‘He was the fool, after all; had he not paused to taunt us, he could have trapped 
us easily.’ 

‘Well,’ said the Cimmerian tranquilly, ‘he’s travelled the road all rogues must 
walk at last. I’d like to loot the house, but I suppose we’d best go.’ 

As they emerged from the dimness of the dawn-whitened garden, Murilo said: 
‘The Red Priest has gone into the dark, so my road is clear in the city, and I have 
nothing to fear. But what of you? There is still the matter of that priest in The 
Maze, and—’ 

‘I’m tired of this city anyway,’ grinned the Cimmerian. ‘You mentioned a 
horse waiting at the Rats’ Den. I’m curious to see how fast that horse can carry 
me into another kingdom. There’s many a highway I want to travel before I walk 
the road Nabonidus walked this night.’ 
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SHADOWS IN THE MOONLIGHT 


A. swirr crasuinc or horses through the tall reeds; a heavy fall, a despairing cry. From 
the dying steed there staggered up its rider, a slender girl in sandals and girdled 
tunic. Her dark hair fell over her white shoulders, her eyes were those of a 
trapped animal. She did not look at the jungle of reeds that hemmed in the little 
clearing, nor at the blue waters that lapped the low shore behind her. Her wide- 
eyed gaze was fixed in agonized intensity on the horseman who pushed through 
the reedy screen and dismounted before her. 

He was a tall man, slender, but hard as steel. From head to heel he was clad in 
light silvered mesh-mail that fitted his supple form like a glove. From under the 
dome-shaped, gold-chased helmet his brown eyes regarded her mockingly. 

‘Stand back!’ her voice shrilled with terror. “Touch me not, Shah Amurath, or I 
will throw myself into the water and drown!’ 

He laughed, and his laughter was like the purr of a sword sliding from a silken 
sheath. 

‘No, you will not drown, Olivia, daughter of confusion, for the marge is too 
shallow, and I can catch you before you can reach the deeps. You gave me a 
merry chase, by the gods, and all my men are far behind us. But there is no horse 
west of Vilayet that can distance Irem for long.’ He nodded at the tall, slender- 
legged desert stallion behind him. 

‘Let me go!’ begged the girl, tears of despair staining her face. ‘Have I not 
suffered enough? Is there any humiliation, pain or degradation you have not 
heaped on me? How long must my torment last?’ 

‘As long as I find pleasure in your whimperings, your pleas, tears and 
writhings,’ he answered with a smile that would have seemed gentle to a 
stranger. “You are strangely virile, Olivia. I wonder if I shall ever weary of you, 
as I have always wearied of women before. You are ever fresh and unsullied, in 
spite of me. Each new day with you brings a new delight. 

‘But come — let us return to Akif, where the people are still feting the 
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conqueror of the miserable kozaki; while he, the conqueror, is engaged in 
recapturing a wretched fugitive, a foolish, lovely, idiotic runaway!’ 

‘No!’ She recoiled, turning toward the waters lapping bluely among the reeds. 

‘Yes!’ His flash of open anger was like a spark struck from flint. With a 
quickness her tender limbs could not approximate, he caught her wrist, twisting 
it in pure wanton cruelty until she screamed and sank to her knees. 

‘Slut! I should drag you back to Akif at my horse’s tail, but I will be merciful 
and carry you on my saddle-bow, for which favor you shall humbly thank me, 
while—’ 

He released her with a startled oath and sprang back, his saber flashing out, as 
a terrible apparition burst from the reedy jungle sounding an inarticulate cry of 
hate. 

Olivia, staring up from the ground, saw what she took to be either a savage or a 
madman advancing on Shah Amurath in an attitude of deadly menace. He was 
powerfully built, naked but for a girdled loincloth, which was stained with blood 
and crusted with dried mire. His black mane was matted with mud and clotted 
blood; there were streaks of dried blood on his chest and limbs, dried blood on 
the long straight sword he gripped in his right hand. From under the tangle of his 
locks, bloodshot eyes glared like coals of blue fire. 

“You Hyrkanian dog!’ mouthed this apparition in a barbarous accent. “The 
devils of vengeance have brought you here!’ 

‘Kozak!’ ejaculated Shah Amurath, recoiling. ‘I did not know a dog of you 
escaped! I thought you all lay stiff on the steppe, by Ilbars River.’ 

‘All but me, damn you!’ cried the other. ‘Oh, I’ve dreamed of such a meeting 
as this, while I crawled on my belly through the brambles, or lay under rocks 
while the ants gnawed my flesh, or crouched in the mire up to my mouth — I 
dreamed, but never hoped it would come to pass. Oh, gods of Hell, how I have 
yearned for this!’ 

The stranger’s bloodthirsty joy was terrible to behold. His jaws champed 
spasmodically, froth appeared on his blackened lips. 

“Keep back!’ ordered Shah Amurath, watching him narrowly. 

‘Ha!’ It was like the bark of a timber wolf. ‘Shah Amurath, the great Lord of 
Akif! Oh, damn you, how I love the sight of you — you, who fed my comrades to 
the vultures, who tore them between wild horses, blinded and maimed and 
mutilated them — ai, you dog, you filthy dog!’ His voice rose to a maddened 
scream, and he charged. 

In spite of the terror of his wild appearance, Olivia looked to see him fall at the 
first crossing of the blades. Madman or savage, what could he do, naked, against 
the mailed chief of Akif?’ 
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There was an instant when the blades flamed and licked, seeming barely to 
touch each other and leap apart; then the broadsword flashed past the saber and 
descended terrifically on Shah Amurath’s shoulder. Olivia cried out at the fury 
of that stroke. Above the crunch of the rending mail, she distinctly heard the 
snap of the shoulder-bone. The Hyrkanian reeled back, suddenly ashen, blood 
spurting over the links of his hauberk; his saber slipped from his nerveless 
fingers. 

‘Quarter!’ he gasped. 

‘Quarter?’ There was a quiver of frenzy in the stranger’s voice. ‘Quarter such 
as you gave us, you swine!’ 

Olivia closed her eyes. This was no longer battle, but butchery, frantic, bloody, 
impelled by an hysteria of fury and hate, in which culminated the sufferings of 
battle, massacre, torture, and fear-ridden, thirst-maddened, hunger-haunted 
flight. Though Olivia knew that Shah Amurath deserved no mercy or pity from 
any living creature, yet she closed her eyes and pressed her hands over her ears, 
to shut out the sight of that dripping sword that rose and fell with the sound of a 
butcher’s cleaver, and the gurgling cries that dwindled away and ceased. 

She opened her eyes, to see the stranger turning away from a gory travesty that 
only vaguely resembled a human being. The man’s breast heaved with 
exhaustion or passion; his brow was beaded with sweat; his right hand was 
splashed with blood. 

He did not speak to her, or even glance toward her. She saw him stride through 
the reeds that grew at the water’s edge, stoop, and tug at something. A boat 
wallowed out of its hiding-place among the stalks. Then she divined his 
intention, and was galvanized into action. 

‘Oh, wait!’ she wailed, staggering up and running toward him. ‘Do not leave 
me! Take me with you!’ 

He wheeled and stared at her. There was a difference in his bearing. His 
bloodshot eyes were sane. It was as if the blood he had just shed had quenched 
the fire of his frenzy. 

“Who are you?’ he demanded. 

‘IT am called Olivia. I was his captive. I ran away. He followed me. That’s why 
he came here. Oh, do not leave me here! His warriors are not far behind him. 
They will find his corpse — they will find me near it — oh!’ She moaned in her 
terror and wrung her white hands. 

He stared at her in perplexity. 

‘Would you be better off with me?’ he demanded. ‘I am a barbarian, and I 
know from your looks that you fear me.’ 

“Yes, I fear you,’ she replied, too distracted to dissemble. ‘My flesh crawls at 
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the horror of your aspect. But I fear the Hyrkanians more. Oh, let me go with 
you! They will put me to the torture if they find me beside their dead lord.’ 

‘Come, then.’ He drew aside, and she stepped quickly into the boat, shrinking 
from contact with him. She seated herself in the bow, and he stepped into the 
boat, pushed off with an oar, and using it as a paddle, worked his way tortuously 
among the tall stalks until they glided out into open water. Then he set to work 
with both oars, rowing with great, smooth, even strokes, the heavy muscles of 
arms and shoulders and back rippling in rhythm to his exertions. 

There was silence for some time, the girl crouching in the bows, the man 
tugging at the oars. She watched him with timorous fascination. It was evident 
that he was not an Hyrkanian, and he did not resemble the Hyborian races. There 
was a wolfish hardness about him that marked the barbarian. His features, 
allowing for the strains and stains of battle and his hiding in the marshes, 
reflected that same untamed wildness, but they were neither evil nor degenerate. 

‘Who are you?’ she asked. ‘Shah Amurath called you a kozak; were you of that 
band?’ 

‘I am Conan, of Cimmeria,’ he grunted. ‘I was with the kozaki, as the 
Hyrkanian dogs called us.’ 

She knew vaguely that the land he named lay far to the northwest, beyond the 
farthest boundaries of the different kingdoms of her race. 

‘I am a daughter of the King of Ophir,’ she said. ‘My father sold me to a 
Shemite chief, because I would not marry a prince of Koth.’ 

The Cimmerian grunted in surprize. 

Her lips twisted in a bitter smile. ‘Aye, civilized men sell their children as 
slaves to savages, sometimes. They call your race barbaric, Conan of Cimmeria.’ 

‘We do not sell our children,’ he growled, his chin jutting truculently. 

‘Well — I was sold. But the desert man did not misuse me. He wished to buy 
the good will of Shah Amurath, and I was among the gifts he brought to Akif of 
the purple gardens. Then—’ She shuddered and hid her face in her hands. 

‘I should be lost to all shame,’ she said presently. ‘Yet each memory stings me 
like a slaver’s whip. I abode in Shah Amurath’s palace, until some weeks agone 
he rode out with his hosts to do battle with a band of invaders who were 
ravaging the borders of Turan. Yesterday he returned in triumph, and a great fete 
was made to honor him. In the drunkenness and rejoicing, I found an opportunity 
to steal out of the city on a stolen horse. I had thought to escape — but he 
followed, and about midday came up with me. I outran his vassals, but him I 
could not escape. Then you came.’ 

‘I was lying hid in the reeds,’ grunted the barbarian. ‘I was one of those 
dissolute rogues, the Free Companions, who burned and looted along the 
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borders. There were five thousand of us, from a score of races and tribes. We 
had been serving as mercenaries for a rebel prince in eastern Koth, most of us, 
and when he made peace with his cursed sovereign, we were out of employment; 
so we took to plundering the outlying dominions of Koth, Zamora and Turan 
impartially. A week ago Shah Amurath trapped us near the banks of Ilbars with 
fifteen thousand men. Mitra! The skies were black with vultures. When the lines 
broke, after a whole day of fighting, some tried to break through to the north, 
some to the west. I doubt if any escaped. The steppes were covered with 
horsemen riding down the fugitives. I broke for the east, and finally reached the 
edge of the marshes that border this part of Vilayet. 

‘I’ve been hiding in the morasses ever since. Only the day before yesterday the 
riders ceased beating up the reed-brakes, searching for just such fugitives as I. 
I’ve squirmed and burrowed and hidden like a snake, feasting on musk-rats I 
caught and ate raw, for lack of fire to cook them. This dawn I found this boat 
hidden among the reeds. I hadn’t intended going out on the sea until night, but 
after I killed Shah Amurath, I knew his mailed dogs would be close at hand.’ 

‘And what now?’ 

‘We shall doubtless be pursued. If they fail to see the marks left by the boat, 
which I covered as well as I could, they’ll guess anyway that we took to sea, 
after they fail to find us among the marshes. But we have a start, and I’m going 
to haul at these oars until we reach a safe place.’ 

“Where shall we find that?’ she asked hopelessly. ‘Vilayet is an Hyrkanian 
pond.’ 

‘Some folk don’t think so,’ grinned Conan grimly; ‘notably the slaves that 
have escaped from galleys and become pirates.’ 

‘But what are your plans?’ 

“The southwestern shore is held by the Hyrkanians for hundreds of miles. We 
still have a long way to go before we pass beyond their northern boundaries. I 
intend to go northward until I think we have passed them. Then we’ll turn 
westward, and try to land on the shore bordered by the uninhabited steppes.’ 

‘Suppose we meet pirates, or a storm?’ she asked. ‘And we shall starve on the 
steppes.’ 

‘Well,’ he reminded her, ‘I didn’t ask you to come with me.’ 

‘I am sorry.’ She bowed her shapely dark head. ‘Pirates, storms, starvation — 
they are all kinder than the people of Turan.’ 

‘Aye.’ His dark face grew somber. ‘I haven’t done with them yet. Be at ease, 
girl. Storms are rare on Vilayet at this time of year. If we make the steppes, we 
shall not starve. I was reared in a naked land. It was those cursed marshes, with 
their stench and stinging flies, that nigh unmanned me. I am at home in the high 
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lands. As for pirates—’ He grinned enigmatically, and bent to the oars. 

The sun sank like a dull-glowing copper ball into a lake of fire. The blue of the 
sea merged with the blue of the sky, and both turned to soft dark velvet, 
clustered with stars and the mirrors of stars. Olivia reclined in the bows of the 
gently rocking boat, in a state dreamy and unreal. She experienced an illusion 
that she was floating in midair, stars beneath her as well as above. Her silent 
companion was etched vaguely against the softer darkness. There was no break 
or falter in the rhythm of his oars; he might have been a fantasmal oarsman, 
rowing her across the dark lake of Death. But the edge of her fear was dulled, 
and, lulled by the monotony of motion, she passed into a quiet slumber. 

Dawn was in her eyes when she awakened, aware of a ravenous hunger. It was 
a change in the motion of the boat that had roused her; Conan was resting on his 
oars, gazing beyond her. She realized that he had rowed all night without pause, 
and marvelled at his iron endurance. She twisted about to follow his stare, and 
saw a green wall of trees and shrubbery rising from the water’s edge and 
sweeping away in a wide curve, enclosing a small bay whose waters lay still as 
blue glass. 

“This is one of the many islands that dot this inland sea,’ said Conan. ‘They are 
supposed to be uninhabited. I’ve heard the Hyrkanians seldom visit them. 
Besides, they generally hug the shores in their galleys, and we have come a long 
way. Before sunset we were out of sight of the mainland.’ 

With a few strokes he brought the boat in to shore and made the painter fast to 
the arching root of a tree which rose from the water’s edge. Stepping ashore, he 
reached out a hand to help Olivia. She took it, wincing slightly at the bloodstains 
upon it, feeling a hint of the dynamic strength that lurked in the barbarian’s 
thews. 

A dreamy quiet lay over the woods that bordered the blue bay. Then 
somewhere, far back among the trees, a bird lifted its morning song. A breeze 
whispered through the leaves, and set them to murmuring. Olivia found herself 
listening intently for something, she knew not what. What might be lurking amid 
those nameless woodlands? 

As she peered timidly into the shadows between the trees, something swept 
into the sunlight with a swift whirl of wings: a great parrot which dropped on to 
a leafy branch and swayed there, a gleaming image of jade and crimson. It 
turned its crested head sidewise and regarded the invaders with glittering eyes of 
jet. 

‘Crom!’ muttered the Cimmerian. ‘Here is the grandfather of all parrots. He 
must be a thousand years old! Look at the evil wisdom of his eyes. What 
mysteries do you guard, Wise Devil?’ 
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Abruptly the bird spread its flaming wings and, soaring from its perch, cried 
out harshly: ‘Yagkoolan yok tha, xuthalla!’ and with a wild screech of horribly 
human laughter, rushed away through the trees to vanish in the opalescent 
shadows. 

Olivia stared after it, feeling the cold hand of nameless foreboding touch her 
supple spine. 

“What did it say?’ she whispered. 

‘Human words, Ill swear,’ answered Conan; ‘but in what tongue I can’t say.’ 

‘Nor I,’ returned the girl. ‘Yet it must have learned them from human lips. 
Human, or—’ she gazed into the leafy fastness and shuddered slightly, without 
knowing why. 

‘Crom, I’m hungry!’ grunted the Cimmerian. ‘I could eat a whole buffalo. 
We’ll look for fruit; but first I’m going to cleanse myself of this dried mud and 
blood. Hiding in marshes is foul business.’ 

So saying, he laid aside his sword, and wading out shoulder-deep into the blue 
water, went about his ablutions. When he emerged, his clean-cut bronze limbs 
shone, his streaming black mane was no longer matted. His blue eyes, though 
they smoldered with unquenchable fire, were no longer murky or bloodshot. But 
the tigerish suppleness of limb and the dangerous aspect of feature were not 
altered. 

Strapping on his sword once more, he motioned the girl to follow him, and 
they left the shore, passing under the leafy arches of the great branches. 
Underfoot lay a short green sward which cushioned their tread. Between the 
trunks of the trees they caught glimpses of faery-like vistas. 

Presently Conan grunted in pleasure at the sight of golden and russet globes 
hanging in clusters among the leaves. Indicating that the girl should seat herself 
on a fallen tree, he filled her lap with the exotic delicacies, and then himself fell 
to with unconcealed gusto. 

‘Ishtar!’ said he, between mouthfuls. ‘Since Ilbars I have lived on rats, and 
roots I dug out of the stinking mud. This is sweet to the palate, though not very 
filling. Still, it will serve if we eat enough.’ 

Olivia was too busy to reply. The sharp edge of the Cimmerian’s hunger 
blunted, he began to gaze at his fair companion with more interest than 
previously, noting the lustrous clusters of her dark hair, the peach-bloom tints of 
her dainty skin, and the rounded contours of her lithe figure which the scanty 
silk tunic displayed to full advantage. 

Finishing her meal, the object of his scrutiny looked up, and meeting his 
burning, slit-eyed gaze, she changed color and the remnants of the fruit slipped 
from her fingers. 
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Without comment, he indicated with a gesture that they should continue their 
explorations, and rising, she followed him out of the trees and into a glade, the 
farther end of which was bounded by a dense thicket. As they stepped into the 
open there was a ripping crash in this thicket, and Conan, bounding aside and 
carrying the girl with him, narrowly saved them from something that rushed 
through the air and struck a tree-trunk with a thunderous impact. 

Whipping out his sword, Conan bounded across the glade and plunged into the 
thicket. Silence ensued, while Olivia crouched on the sward, terrified and 
bewildered. Presently Conan emerged, a puzzled scowl on his face. 

‘Nothing in that thicket,’ he growled. ‘But there was something—’ 

He studied the missile that had so narrowly missed them, and grunted 
incredulously, as if unable to credit his own senses. It was a huge block of 
greenish stone which lay on the sward at the foot of the tree, whose wood its 
impact had splintered. 

‘A strange stone to find on an uninhabited island,’ growled Conan. 

Olivia’s lovely eyes dilated in wonder. The stone was a symmetrical block, 
indisputably cut and shaped by human hands. And it was astonishingly massive. 
The Cimmerian grasped it with both hands, and with legs braced and the muscles 
standing out on his arms and back in straining knots, he heaved it above his head 
and cast it from him, exerting every ounce of nerve and sinew. It fell a few feet 
in front of him. Conan swore. 

‘No man living could throw that rock across this glade. It’s a task for siege 
engines. Yet here there are no mangonels or ballistas.’ 

‘Perhaps it was thrown by some such engine from afar,’ she suggested. 

He shook his head. ‘It didn’t fall from above. It came from yonder thicket. See 
how the twigs are broken? It was thrown as a man might throw a pebble. But 
who? What? Come!’ 

She hesitantly followed him into the thicket. Inside the outer ring of leafy 
brush, the undergrowth was less dense. Utter silence brooded over all. The 
springy sward gave no sign of footprint. Yet from this mysterious thicket had 
hurtled that boulder, swift and deadly. Conan bent closer to the sward, where the 
grass was crushed down here and there. He shook his head angrily. Even to his 
keen eyes it gave no clue as to what had stood or trodden there. His gaze roved 
to the green roof above their heads, a solid ceiling of thick leaves and 
interwoven arches. And he froze suddenly. 

Then rising, sword in hand, he began to back away, thrusting Olivia behind 
him. 

‘Out of here, quick!’ he urged in a whisper that congealed the girl’s blood. 

“What is it? What do you see?’ 
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‘Nothing,’ he answered guardedly, not halting his wary retreat. ‘But what is it, 
then? What lurks in this thicket?’ 

‘Death!’ he answered, his gaze still fixed on the brooding jade arches that shut 
out the sky. 

Once out of the thicket, he took her hand and led her swiftly through the 
thinning trees, until they mounted a grassy slope, sparsely treed, and emerged 
upon a low plateau, where the grass grew taller and the trees were few and 
scattered. And in the midst of that plateau rose a long broad structure of 
crumbling greenish stone. 

They gazed in wonder. No legends named such a building on any island of 
Vilayet. They approached it warily, seeing that moss and lichen crawled over the 
stones, and the broken roof gaped to the sky. On all sides lay bits and shards of 
masonry, half hidden in the waving grass, giving the impression that once many 
buildings rose there, perhaps a whole town. But now only the long hall-like 
structure rose against the sky, and its walls leaned drunkenly among the crawling 
vines. 

Whatever doors had once guarded its portals had long rotted away. Conan and 
his companion stood in the broad entrance and stared inside. Sunlight streamed 
in through gaps in the walls and roof, making the interior a dim weave of light 
and shadow. Grasping his sword firmly, Conan entered, with the slouching gait 
of a hunting panther, sunken head and noiseless feet. Olivia tiptoed after him. 

Once within, Conan grunted in surprize, and Olivia stifled a scream. 

‘Look! Oh, look!’ 

‘I see,’ he answered. ‘Nothing to fear. They are statues.’ 

‘But how life-like — and how evil!’ she whispered, drawing close to him. 

They stood in a great hall, whose floor was of polished stone, littered with dust 
and broken stones, which had fallen from the ceiling. Vines, growing between 
the stones, masked the apertures. The lofty roof, flat and undomed, was upheld 
by thick columns, marching in rows down the sides of the walls. And in each 
space between these columns stood a strange figure. 

They were statues, apparently of iron, black and shining as if continually 
polished. They were life-sized, depicting tall, lithely powerful men, with cruel 
hawk-like faces. They were naked, and every swell, depression and contour of 
joint and sinew was represented with incredible realism. But the most life-like 
feature was their proud, intolerant faces. These features were not cast in the 
same mold. Each face possessed its own individual characteristics, though there 
was a tribal likeness between them all. There was none of the monotonous 
uniformity of decorative art, in the faces at least. 

“They seem to be listening — and waiting!’ whispered the girl uneasily. 
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Conan rang his hilt against one of the images. 

‘Tron,’ he pronounced. ‘But Crom! In what molds were they cast?’ 

He shook his head and shrugged his massive shoulders in puzzlement. 

Olivia glanced timidly about the great silent hall. Only the ivy-grown stones, 
the tendril-clasped pillars, with the dark figures brooding between them, met her 
gaze. She shifted uneasily and wished to be gone, but the images held a strange 
fascination for her companion. He examined them in detail, and barbarian-like, 
tried to break off their limbs. But their material resisted his best efforts. He could 
neither disfigure nor dislodge from its niche a single image. At last he desisted, 
swearing in his wonder. 

‘What manner of men were these copied from?’ he inquired of the world at 
large. ‘These figures are black, yet they are not like negroes. I have never seen 
their like.’ 

‘Let us go into the sunlight,’ urged Olivia, and he nodded, with a baffled 
glance at the brooding shapes along the walls. 

So they passed out of the dusky hall into the clear blaze of the summer sun. 
She was surprized to note its position in the sky; they had spent more time in the 
ruins than she had guessed. 

‘Let us take to the boat again,’ she suggested. ‘I am afraid here. It is a strange 
evil place. We do not know when we may be attacked by whatever cast the 
rock.’ 

‘I think we’re safe as long as we’re not under the trees,’ he answered. ‘Come.’ 

The plateau, whose sides fell away toward the wooded shores on the east, west 
and south, sloped upward toward the north to abut on a tangle of rocky cliffs, the 
highest point of the island. Thither Conan took his way, suiting his long stride to 
his companion’s gait. From time to time his glance rested inscrutably upon her, 
and she was aware of it. 

They reached the northern extremity of the plateau, and stood gazing up the 
steep pitch of the cliffs. Trees grew thickly along the rim of the plateau east and 
west of the cliffs, and clung to the precipitous incline. Conan glanced at these 
trees suspiciously, but he began the ascent, helping his companion on the climb. 
The slope was not sheer, and was broken by ledges and boulders. The 
Cimmerian, born in a hill country, could have run up it like a cat, but Olivia 
found the going difficult. Again and again she felt herself lifted lightly off her 
feet and over some obstacle that would have taxed her strength to surmount, and 
her wonder grew at the sheer physical power of the man. She no longer found his 
touch repugnant. There was a promise of protection in his iron clasp. 

At last they stood on the ultimate pinnacle, their hair stirring in the sea wind. 
From their feet the cliffs fell away sheerly three or four hundred feet to a narrow 
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tangle of woodlands bordering the beach. Looking southward they saw the 
whole island lying like a great oval mirror, its bevelled edges sloping down 
swiftly into a rim of green, except where it broke in the pitch of the cliffs. As far 
as they could see, on all sides stretched the blue waters, still, placid, fading into 
dreamy hazes of distance. 

‘The sea is still,’ sighed Olivia. “Why should we not take up our journey 
again?’ 

Conan, poised like a bronze statue on the cliffs, pointed northward. Straining 
her eyes, Olivia saw a white fleck that seemed to hang suspended in the aching 
haze. 

“What is it?’ 

‘A sail.’ 

“Hyrkanians?’ 

‘Who can tell, at this distance?’ 

“They will anchor here — search the island for us!’ she cried in quick panic. 

‘I doubt it. They come from the north, so they can not be searching for us. 
They may stop for some other reason, in which case we’ll have to hide as best 
we can. But I believe it’s either pirate, or an Hyrkanian galley returning from 
some northern raid. In the latter case they are not likely to anchor here. But we 
can’t put to sea until they’ve gone out of sight, for they’re coming from the 
direction in which we must go. Doubtless they’Ill pass the island tonight, and at 
dawn we can go on our way.’ 

“Then we must spend the night here?’ she shivered. 

‘It’s safest.’ 

“Then let us sleep here, on the crags,’ she urged. 

He shook his head, glancing at the stunted trees, at the marching woods below, 
a green mass which seemed to send out tendrils straggling up the sides of the 
cliffs. 

‘Here are too many trees. We’ ll sleep in the ruins.’ 

She cried out in protest. 

‘Nothing will harm you there,’ he soothed. ‘Whatever threw the stone at us did 
not follow us out of the woods. There was nothing to show that any wild thing 
lairs in the ruins. Besides, you are soft-skinned, and used to shelter and dainties. 
I could sleep naked in the snow and feel no discomfort, but the dew would give 
you cramps, were we to sleep in the open.’ 

Olivia helplessly acquiesced, and they descended the cliffs, crossed the plateau 
and once more approached the gloomy, age-haunted ruins. By this time the sun 
was sinking below the plateau rim. They had found fruit in the trees near the 
cliffs, and these formed their supper, both food and drink. 
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The southern night swept down quickly, littering the dark blue sky with great 
white stars, and Conan entered the shadowy ruins, drawing the reluctant Olivia 
after him. She shivered at the sight of those tense black shadows in their niches 
along the walls. In the darkness that the starlight only faintly touched, she could 
not make out their outlines; she could only sense their attitude of waiting — 
waiting as they had waited for untold centuries. 

Conan had brought a great armful of tender branches, well leafed. These he 
heaped to make a couch for her, and she lay upon it, with a curious sensation as 
of one lying down to sleep in a serpent’s lair. 

Whatever her forebodings, Conan did not share them. The Cimmerian sat 
down near her, his back against a pillar, his sword across his knees. His eyes 
gleamed like a panther’s in the dusk. 

‘Sleep, girl,’ said he. ‘My slumber is light as a wolf’s. Nothing can enter this 
hall without awaking me.’ 

Olivia did not reply. From her bed of leaves she watched the immobile figure, 
indistinct in the soft darkness. How strange, to move in fellowship with a 
barbarian, to be cared for and protected by one of a race, tales of which had 
frightened her as a child! He came of a people bloody, grim and ferocious. His 
kinship to the wild was apparent in his every action; it burned in his smoldering 
eyes. Yet he had not harmed her, and her worst oppressor had been a man the 
world called civilized. As a delicious languor stole over her relaxing limbs and 
she sank into foamy billows of slumber, her last waking thought was a drowsy 
recollection of the firm touch of Conan’s fingers on her soft flesh. 


Olivia dreamed, and through her dreams crawled a suggestion of lurking evil, 
like a black serpent writhing through flower gardens. Her dreams were 
fragmentary and colorful, exotic shards of a broken, unknown pattern, until they 
crystalized into a scene of horror and madness, etched against a background of 
cyclopean stones and pillars. 

She saw a great hall, whose lofty ceiling was upheld by stone columns 
marching in even rows along the massive walls. Among these pillars fluttered 
great green and scarlet parrots, and the hall was thronged with black-skinned, 
hawk-faced warriors. They were not negroes. Neither they nor their garments 
nor weapons resembled anything of the world the dreamer knew. 

They were pressing about one bound to a pillar: a slender white-skinned youth, 
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with a cluster of golden curls about his alabaster brow. His beauty was not 
altogether human — like the dream of a god, chiseled out of living marble. 

The black warriors laughed at him, jeered and taunted in a strange tongue. The 
lithe naked form writhed beneath their cruel hands. Blood trickled down the 
ivory thighs to spatter on the polished floor. The screams of the victim echoed 
through the hall; then lifting his head toward the ceiling and the skies beyond, he 
cried out a name in an awful voice. A dagger in an ebon hand cut short his cry, 
and the golden head rolled on the ivory breast. 

As if in answer to that desperate cry, there was a rolling thunder as of celestial 
chariot-wheels, and a figure stood before the slayers, as if materialized out of 
empty air. The form was of a man, but no mortal man ever wore such an aspect 
of inhuman beauty. There was an unmistakable resemblance between him and 
the youth who dropped lifeless in his chains, but the alloy of humanity that 
softened the godliness of the youth was lacking in the features of the stranger, 
awful and immobile in their beauty. 

The blacks shrank back before him, their eyes slits of fire. Lifting a hand, he 
spoke, and his tones echoed through the silent halls in deep rich waves of sound. 
Like men in a trance the black warriors fell back until they were ranged along 
the walls in regular lines. Then from the stranger’s chiseled lips rang a terrible 
invocation and command: ‘Yagkoolan yok tha, xuthalla!’ 

At the blast of that awful cry, the black figures stiffened and froze. Over their 
limbs crept a curious rigidity, an unnatural petrification. The stranger touched 
the limp body of the youth, and the chains fell away from it. He lifted the corpse 
in his arms; then ere he turned away, his tranquil gaze swept again over the silent 
rows of ebony figures, and he pointed to the moon, which gleamed in through 
the casements. And they understood, those tense, waiting statues that had been 
men... 

Olivia awoke, starting up on her couch of branches, a cold sweat beading her 
skin. Her heart pounded loud in the silence. She glanced wildly about. Conan 
slept against his pillar, his head fallen upon his massive breast. The silvery 
radiance of the late moon crept through the gaping roof, throwing long white 
lines along the dusty floor. She could see the images dimly, black, tense — 
waiting. Fighting down a rising hysteria, she saw the moonbeams rest lightly on 
the pillars and the shapes between. 

What was that? A tremor among the shadows where the moonlight fell. A 
paralysis of horror gripped her, for where there should have been the immobility 
of death, there was movement: a slow twitching, a flexing and writhing of ebon 
limbs — an awful scream burst from her lips as she broke the bonds that held her 
mute and motionless. At her shriek Conan shot erect, teeth gleaming, sword 
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lifted. 

“The statues! The statues! - Oh my God, the statues are coming to life! 

And with the cry she sprang through a crevice in the wall, burst madly through 
the hindering vines, and ran, ran, ran — blind, screaming, witless — until a grasp 
on her arm brought her up short and she shrieked and fought against the arms 
that caught her, until a familiar voice penetrated the mists of her terror, and she 
saw Conan’s face, a mask of bewilderment in the moonlight. 

‘What in Crom’s name, girl? Did you have a nightmare?’ His voice sounded 
strange and far away. With a sobbing gasp she threw her arms about his thick 
neck and clung to him convulsively, crying in panting catches. 

“Where are they? Did they follow us?’ 

‘Nobody followed us,’ he answered. 

She sat up, still clinging to him, and looked fearfully about. Her blind flight 
had carried her to the southern edge of the plateau. Just below them was the 
slope, its foot masked in the thick shadows of the woods. Behind them she saw 
the ruins looming in the high-swinging moon. 

‘Did you not see them? — The statues, moving, lifting their hands, their eyes 
glaring in the shadows?’ 

‘I saw nothing,’ answered the barbarian uneasily. ‘I slept more soundly than 
usual, because it has been so long since I have slumbered the night through; yet I 
don’t think anything could have entered the hall without waking me.’ 

‘Nothing entered,’ a laugh of hysteria escaped her. ‘It was something there 
already. Ah, Mitra, we lay down to sleep among them, like sheep making their 
bed in the shambles!’ 

“What are you talking about?’ he demanded. ‘I woke at your cry, but before I 
had time to look about me, I saw you rush out through the crack in the wall. I 
pursued you, lest you come to harm. I thought you had a nightmare.’ 

‘So I did!’ she shivered. ‘But the reality was more grisly than the dream. 
‘Listen!’ And she narrated all that she had dreamed and thought to see. 

Conan listened attentively. The natural skepticism of the sophisticated man 
was not his. His mythology contained ghouls, goblins, and necromancers. After 
she had finished, he sat silent, absently toying with his sword. 

‘The youth they tortured was like the tall man who came?’ he asked at last. 

‘As like as son to father,’ she answered, and hesitantly: ‘If the mind could 
conceive of the offspring of a union of divinity with humanity, it would picture 
that youth. The gods of old times mated sometimes with mortal women, our 
legends tell us.’ 

“What gods?’ he muttered. 

“The nameless, forgotten ones. Who knows? They have gone back into the still 
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waters of the lakes, the quiet hearts of the hills, the gulfs beyond the stars. Gods 
are no more stable than men.’ 

‘But if these shapes were men, blasted into iron images by some god or devil, 
how can they come to life?’ 

‘There is witchcraft in the moon,’ she shuddered. ‘He pointed at the moon; 
while the moon shines on them, they live. So I believe.’ 

‘But we were not pursued,’ muttered Conan, glancing toward the brooding 
ruins. ‘You might have dreamed they moved. I am of a mind to return and see.’ 

‘No, no!’ she cried, clutching him desperately. ‘Perhaps the spell upon them 
holds them in the hall. Do not go back! They will rend you limb from limb! Oh, 
Conan, let us go into our boat and flee this awful island! Surely the Hyrkanian 
ship has passed us now! Let us go!’ 

So frantic was her pleading that Conan was impressed. His curiosity in regard 
to the images was balanced by his superstition. Foes of flesh and blood he did 
not fear, however great the odds, but any hint of the supernatural roused all the 
dim monstrous instincts of fear that are the heritage of the barbarian. 

He took the girl’s hand and they went down the slope and plunged into the 
dense woods, where the leaves whispered, and nameless night-birds murmured 
drowsily. Under the trees the shadows clustered thick, and Conan swerved to 
avoid the denser patches. His eyes roved continuously from side to side, and 
often flitted into the branches above them. He went quickly yet warily, his arm 
girdling the girl’s waist so strongly that she felt as if she were being carried 
rather than guided. Neither spoke. The only sound was the girl’s quick nervous 
panting, the rustle of her small feet in the grass. So they came through the trees 
to the edge of the water, shimmering like molten silver in the moonlight. 

“We should have brought fruit for food,’ muttered Conan; ‘but doubtless we’ ll 
find other islands. As well leave now as later; it’s but a few hours till dawn—’ 

His voice trailed away. The painter was still made fast to the looping root. But 
at the other end was only a smashed and shattered ruin, half submerged in the 
shallow water. 

A stifled cry escaped Olivia. Conan wheeled and faced the dense shadows, a 
crouching image of menace. The noise of the night-birds was suddenly silent. A 
brooding stillness reigned over the woods. No breeze moved the branches, yet 
somewhere the leaves stirred faintly. 

Quick as a great cat Conan caught up Olivia and ran. Through the shadows he 
raced like a phantom, while somewhere above and behind them sounded a 
curious rushing among the leaves, that implacably drew closer and closer. Then 
the moonlight burst full upon their faces, and they were speeding up the slope of 
the plateau. 
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At the crest Conan laid Olivia down, and turned to glare back at the gulf of 
shadows they had just quitted. The leaves shook in a sudden breeze; that was all. 
He shook his mane with an angry growl. Olivia crept to his feet like a frightened 
child. Her eyes looked up at him, dark wells of horror. 

“What are we to do, Conan?’ she whispered. 

He looked at the ruins, stared again into the woods below. 

‘We’ll go to the cliffs,’ he declared, lifting her to her feet. ‘Tomorrow I’ll 
make a raft, and we’ lI trust our luck to the sea again.’ 

‘It was not — not they that destroyed our boat?’ It was half question, half 
assertion. 

He shook his head, grimly taciturn. 

Every step of the way across that moon-haunted plateau was a sweating terror 
for Olivia, but no black shapes stole subtly from the looming ruins, and at last 
they reached the foot of the crags, which rose stark and gloomily majestic above 
them. There Conan halted in some uncertainty, at last selecting a place sheltered 
by a broad ledge, nowhere near any trees. 

‘Lie down and sleep if you can, Olivia,’ he said. ‘I’ll keep watch.’ 

But no sleep came to Olivia, and she lay watching the distant ruins and the 
wooded rim until the stars paled, the east whitened, and dawn in rose and gold 
struck fire from the dew on the grass-blades. 

She rose stiffly, her mind reverting to all the happenings of the night. In the 
morning light some of its terrors seemed like figments of an overwrought 
imagination. Conan strode over to her, and his words electrified her. 

‘Just before dawn I heard the creak of timbers and the rasp and clack of 
cordage and oars. A ship has put in and anchored at the beach not far away — 
probably the ship whose sail we saw yesterday. We’ll go up the cliffs and spy on 
her.’ 

Up they went, and lying on their bellies among the boulders, saw a painted 
mast jutting up beyond the trees to the west. 

‘An Hyrkanian craft, from the cut of her rigging,’ muttered Conan. ‘I wonder if 
the crew—’ 

A distant medley of voices reached their ears, and creeping to the southern 
edge of the cliffs, they saw a motly horde emerge from the fringe of trees along 
the western rim of the plateau, and stand there a space in debate. There was 
much flourishing of arms, brandishing of swords, and loud rough argument. 
Then the whole band started across the plateau toward the ruins, at a slant that 
would take them close by the foot of the cliffs. 

‘Pirates!’ whispered Conan, a grim smile on his thin lips. ‘It’s an Hyrkanian 
galley they’ve captured. Here — crawl among these rocks. 
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‘Don’t show yourself unless I call to you,’ he instructed, having secreted her to 
his satisfaction among a tangle of boulders along the crest of the cliffs. ‘I’m 
going to meet these dogs. If I succeed in my plan, all will be well, and we’ll sail 
away with them. If I don’t succeed — well, hide yourself in the rocks until they’re 
gone, for no devils on this island are as cruel as these sea-wolves.’ 

And tearing himself from her reluctant grasp, he swung quickly down the 
cliffs. 

Looking fearfully from her eyrie, Olivia saw the band had neared the foot of 
the cliffs. Even as she looked, Conan stepped out from among the boulders and 
faced them, sword in hand. They gave back with yells of menace and surprize; 
then halted uncertainly to glare at this figure which had appeared so suddenly 
from the rocks. There were some seventy of them, a wild horde made up of men 
from many nations: Kothians, Zamorians, Brythunians, Corinthians, Shemites. 
Their features reflected the wildness of their natures. Many bore the scars of the 
lash or the branding-iron. There were cropped ears, slit noses, gaping eye- 
sockets, stumps of wrists — marks of the hangman as well as scars of battle. Most 
of them were half naked, but the garments they wore were fine; gold-braided 
jackets, satin girdles, silken breeches, tattered, stained with tar and blood, vied 
with pieces of silver-chased armor. Jewels glittered in nose-rings and ear-rings, 
and in the hilts of their daggers. 

Over against this bizarre mob stood the tall Cimmerian in strong contrast with 
his hard bronzed limbs and clean-cut vital features. 

“Who are you?’ they roared. 

‘Conan the Cimmerian!’ His voice was like the deep challenge of a lion. ‘One 
of the Free Companions. I mean to try my luck with the Red Brotherhood. 
Who’s your chief?’ 

‘I, by Ishtar!’ bellowed a bull-like voice, as a huge figure swaggered forward: a 
giant, naked to the waist, where his capacious belly was girdled by a wide sash 
that upheld voluminous silken pantaloons. His head was shaven except for a 
scalp-lock, his mustaches dropped over a rat-trap mouth. Green Shemitish 
slippers with uptummed toes were on his feet, a long straight sword in his hand. 

Conan stared and glared. 

‘Sergius of Khrosha, by Crom!’ 

‘Aye, by Ishtar!’ boomed the giant, his small black eyes glittering with hate. 
‘Did you think I had forgot? Ha! Sergius never forgets an enemy. Now I’ll hang 
you up by the heels and skin you alive. At him, lads!’ 

‘Aye, send your dogs at me, big-belly,’ sneered Conan with bitter scorn. “You 
were always a coward, you Kothic cur.’ 

‘Coward! To me?’ The broad face turned black with passion. ‘On guard, you 
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northern dog! I?ll cut out your heart!’ 

In an instant the pirates had formed a circle about the rivals, their eyes blazing, 
their breath sucking between their teeth in bloodthirsty enjoyment. High up 
among the crags Olivia watched, sinking her nails into her palms in her painful 
excitement. 

Without formality the combatants engaged, Sergius coming in with a rush, 
quick on his feet as a giant cat, for all his bulk. Curses hissed between his 
clenched teeth as he lustily swung and parried. Conan fought in silence, his eyes 
slits of blue bale-fire. 

The Kothian ceased his oaths to save his breath. The only sounds were the 
quick scuff of feet on the sward, the panting of the pirate, the ring and clash of 
steel. The swords flashed like white fire in the early sun, wheeling and circling. 
They seemed to recoil from each other’s contact, then leap together again 
instantly. Sergius was giving back; only his superlative skill had saved him thus 
far from the blinding speed of the Cimmerian’s onslaught. A louder clash of 
steel, a sliding rasp, a choking cry — from the pirate horde a fierce yell split the 
morning as Conan’s sword plunged through their captain’s massive body. The 
point quivered an instant from between Sergius’s shoulders, a hand’s breadth of 
white fire in the sunlight; then the Cimmerian wrenched back his steel and the 
pirate chief fell heavily, face down, and lay in a widening pool of blood, his 
broad hands twitching for an instant. 

Conan wheeled toward the gaping corsairs. 

‘Well, you dogs!’ he roared. ‘I’ve sent your chief to hell. What says the law of 
the Red Brotherhood?’ 

Before any could answer, a rat-faced Brythunian, standing behind his fellows, 
whirled a sling swiftly and deadly. Straight as an arrow sped the stone to its 
mark, and Conan reeled and fell as a tall tree falls to the woodsman’s ax. Up on 
the cliff Olivia caught at the boulders for support. The scene swam dizzily before 
her eyes; all she could see was the Cimmerian lying limply on the sward, blood 
oozing from his head. 

The rat-faced one yelped in triumph and ran to stab the prostrate man, but a 
lean Corinthian thrust him back. 

‘What, Aratus, would you break the law of the Brotherhood, you dog?’ 

“No law is broken,’ snarled the Brythunian. 

‘No law? Why, you dog, this man you have just struck down is by just rights 
our captain!’ 

‘Nay!’ shouted Aratus. ‘He was not of our band, but an outsider. He had not 
been admitted to fellowship. Slaying Sergius does not make him captain, as 
would have been the case had one of us killed him.’ 
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‘But he wished to join us,’ retorted the Corinthian. ‘He said so.’ 

At that a great clamor arose, some siding with Aratus, some with the 
Corinthian, whom they called Ivanos. Oaths flew thick, challenges were passed, 
hands fumbled at sword-hilts. 

At last a Shemite spoke up above the clamor: ‘Why do you argue over a dead 
man?’ 

‘He’s not dead,’ answered the Corinthian, rising from beside the prostrate 
Cimmerian. ‘It was a glancing blow; he’s only stunned.’ 

At that the clamor rose anew, Aratus trying to get at the senseless man and 
Ivanos finally bestriding him, sword in hand, and defying all and sundry. Olivia 
sensed that it was not so much in defense of Conan that the Corinthian took his 
stand, but in opposition to Aratus. Evidently these men had been Sergius’s 
lieutenants, and there was no love lost between them. After more arguments, it 
was decided to bind Conan and take him along with them, his fate to be voted on 
later. 

The Cimmerian, who was beginning to regain consciousness, was bound with 
leather girdles, and then four pirates lifted him, and with many complaints and 
curses, carried him along with the band, which took up its journey across the 
plateau once more. The body of Sergius was left where it had fallen; a sprawling, 
unlovely shape on the sun-washed sward. 

Up among the rocks, Olivia lay stunned by the disaster. She was incapable of 
speech or action, and could only lie there and stare with horrified eyes as the 
brutal horde dragged her protector away. 

How long she lay there, she did not know. Across the plateau she saw the 
pirates reach the ruins and enter, dragging their captive. She saw them swarming 
in and out of the doors and crevices, prodding into the heaps of debris, and 
clambering about the walls. After awhile a score of them came back across the 
plateau and vanished among the trees on the western rim, dragging the body of 
Sergius after them, presumably to cast into the sea. About the ruins the others 
were cutting down trees and securing material for a fire. Olivia heard their 
shouts, unintelligible in the distance, and she heard the voices of those who had 
gone into the woods, echoing among the trees. Presently they came back into 
sight, bearing casks of liquor and leathern sacks of food. They headed for the 
ruins, cursing lustily under their burdens. 

Of all this Olivia was but mechanically cognizant. Her overwrought brain was 
almost ready to collapse. Left alone and unprotected, she realized how much the 
protection of the Cimmerian had meant to her. There intruded vaguely a 
wonderment at the mad pranks of Fate, that could make the daughter of a king 
the companion of a red-handed barbarian. With it came a revulsion toward her 
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own kind. Her father, and Shah Amurath, they were civilized men. And from 
them she had had only suffering. She had never encountered any civilized man 
who treated her with kindness unless there was an ulterior motive behind his 
actions. Conan had shielded her, protected her, and — so far — demanded nothing 
in return. Laying her head in her rounded arms she wept, until distant shouts of 
ribald revelry roused her to her own danger. 

She glanced from the dark ruins about which the fantastic figures, small in the 
distance, weaved and staggered, to the dusky depths of the green forest. Even if 
her terrors in the ruins the night before had been only dreams, the menace that 
lurked in those green leafy depths below was no figment of nightmare. Were 
Conan slain or carried away captive, her only choice would lie between giving 
herself up to the human wolves of the sea, or remaining alone on that devil- 
haunted island. 

As the full horror of her situation swept over her, she fell forward in a swoon. 


The sun was hanging low when Olivia regained her senses. A faint wind wafted 
to her ears distant shouts and snatches of ribald song. Rising cautiously, she 
looked out across the plateau. She saw the pirates clustered about a great fire 
outside the ruins, and her heart leaped as a group emerged from the interior 
dragging some object she knew was Conan. They propped him against the wall, 
still evidently bound fast, and there ensued a long discussion, with much 
brandishing of weapons. At last they dragged him back into the hall, and took up 
anew the business of ale-guzzling. Olivia sighed; at least she knew that the 
Cimmerian still lived. Fresh determination steeled her. As soon as night fell, she 
would steal to those grim ruins and free him or be taken herself in the attempt. 
And she knew it was not selfish interest alone which prompted her decision. 

With this in mind she ventured to creep from her refuge to pluck and eat nuts 
which grew sparsely near at hand. She had not eaten since the day before. It was 
while so occupied that she was troubled by a sensation of being watched. She 
scanned the rocks nervously, then, with a shuddering suspicion, crept to the 
north edge of the cliff and gazed down into the waving green mass below, 
already dusky with the sunset. She saw nothing; it was impossible that she could 
be seen, when not on the cliff’s edge, by anything lurking in those woods. Yet 
she distinctly felt the glare of hidden eyes, and felt that something animate and 
sentient was aware of her presence and her hiding-place. 
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Stealing back to her rocky eyrie, she lay watching the distant ruins until the 
dusk of night masked them, and she marked their position by the flickering 
flames about which black figures leaped and cavorted groggily. 

Then she rose. It was time to make her attempt. But first she stole back to the 
northern edge of the cliffs, and looked down into the woods that bordered the 
beach. And as she strained her eyes in the dim starlight, she stiffened, and an icy 
hand touched her heart. 

Far below her something moved. It was as if a black shadow detached itself 
from the gulf of shadows below her. It moved slowly up the sheer face of the 
cliff — a vague bulk, shapeless in the semi-darkness. Panic caught Olivia by the 
throat, and she struggled with the scream that tugged at her lips. Turning, she 
fled down the southern slope. 

That flight down the shadowed cliffs was a nightmare in which she slid and 
scrambled, catching at jagged rocks with cold fingers. As she tore her tender 
skin and bruised her soft limbs on the rugged boulders over which Conan had so 
lightly lifted her, she realized again her dependence on the iron-thewed 
barbarian. But this thought was but one in a fluttering maelstrom of dizzy fright. 

The descent seemed endless, but at last her feet struck the grassy levels, and in 
a very frenzy of eagerness she sped away toward the fire that burned like the red 
heart of night. Behind her, as she fled, she heard a shower of stones rattle down 
the steep slope, and the sound lent wings to her heels. What grisly climber 
dislodged those stones she dared not try to think. 

Strenuous physical action dissipated her blind terror somewhat and before she 
had reached the ruin, her mind was clear, her reasoning faculties alert, though 
her limbs trembled from her efforts. 

She dropped to the sward and wriggled along on her belly until, from behind a 
small tree that had escaped the axes of the pirates, she watched her enemies. 
They had completed their supper, but were still drinking, dipping pewter mugs 
or jewelled goblets into the broken heads of the wine-casks. Some were already 
snoring drunkenly on the grass, while others had staggered into the ruins. Of 
Conan she saw nothing. She lay there, while the dew formed on the grass about 
her and the leaves overhead, and the men about the fire cursed, gambled and 
argued. There were only a few about the fire; most of them had gone into the 
ruins to sleep. 

She lay watching them, her nerves taut with the strain of waiting, the flesh 
crawling between her shoulders at the thought of what might be watching her in 
turn — of what might be stealing up behind her. Time dragged on leaden feet. 
One by one the revellers sank down in drunken slumber, until all were stretched 
senseless beside the dying fire. 
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Olivia hesitated — then was galvanized by a distant glow rising through the 
trees. The moon was rising! 

With a gasp she rose and hurried toward the ruins. Her flesh crawled as she 
tiptoed among the drunken shapes that sprawled beside the gaping portal. Inside 
were many more; they shifted and mumbled in their besotted dreams, but none 
awakened as she glided among them. A sob of joy rose to her lips as she saw 
Conan. The Cimmerian was wide awake, bound upright to a pillar, his eyes 
gleaming in the faint reflection of the waning fire outside. 

Picking her way among the sleepers, she approached him. Lightly as she had 
come, he had heard her; had seen her when first framed in the portal. A faint grin 
touched his hard lips. 

She reached him and clung to him an instant. He felt the quick beating of her 
heart against his breast. Through a broad crevice in the wall stole a beam of 
moonlight, and the air was instantly supercharged with subtle tension. Conan felt 
it and stiffened. Olivia felt it and gasped. The sleepers snored on. Bending 
quickly, she drew a dagger from its senseless owner’s belt, and set to work on 
Conan’s bonds. They were sail cords, thick and heavy, and tied with the craft of 
a Sailor. She toiled desperately, while the tide of moonlight crept slowly across 
the floor toward the feet of the crouching black figures between the pillars. 

Her breath came in gasps; Conan’s wrists were free, but his elbows and legs 
were still bound fast. She glanced fleetingly at the figures along the walls — 
waiting, waiting. They seemed to watch her with the awful patience of the 
undead. The drunkards beneath her feet began to stir and groan in their sleep. 
The moonlight crept down the hall, touching the black feet. The cords fell from 
Conan’s arms, and taking the dagger from her, he ripped the bonds from his legs 
with a single quick slash. He stepped out from the pillar, flexing his limbs, 
stoically enduring the agony of returning circulation. Olivia crouched against 
him, shaking like a leaf. Was it some trick of the moonlight that touched the eyes 
of the black figures with fire, so that they glimmered redly in the shadows? 

Conan moved with the abruptness of a jungle cat. Catching up his sword from 
where it lay in a stack of weapons near by, he lifted Olivia lightly from her feet 
and glided through an opening that gaped in the ivy-grown wall. 

No word passed between them. Lifting her in his arms he set off swiftly across 
the moon-bathed sward. Her arms about his iron neck, the Ophirean closed her 
eyes, cradling her dark curly head against his massive shoulder. A delicious 
sense of security stole over her. 

In spite of his burden, the Cimmerian crossed the plateau swiftly, and Olivia, 
opening her eyes, saw that they were passing under the shadow of the cliffs. 

‘Something climbed the cliffs,’ she whispered. ‘I heard it scrambling behind 
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me as I came down.’ 

‘We’ ll have to chance it,’ he grunted. 

‘IT am not afraid — now,’ she sighed. 

“You were not afraid when you came to free me, either,’ he answered. ‘Crom, 
what a day it has been! Such haggling and wrangling I never heard. I’m nearly 
deaf. Aratus wished to cut out my heart, and Ivanos refused, to spite Aratus, 
whom he hates. All day long they snarled and spat at one another, and the crew 
quickly grew too drunk to vote either way—’ 

He halted suddenly, an image of bronze in the moonlight. With a quick gesture 
he tossed the girl lightly to one side and behind him. Rising to her knees on the 
soft sward, she screamed at what she saw. 

Out of the shadows of the cliffs moved a monstrous shambling bulk — an 
anthropomorphic horror, a grotesque travesty of creation. 

In general outline it was not unlike a man. But its face, limned in the bright 
moonlight, was bestial, with close-set ears, flaring nostrils, and a great flabby- 
lipped mouth in which gleamed white tusk-like fangs. It was covered with 
shaggy grayish hair, shot with silver which shone in the moonlight, and its great 
misshapen paws hung nearly to the earth. Its bulk was tremendous; as it stood on 
its short bowed legs, its bullet-head rose above that of the man who faced it; the 
sweep of the hairy breast and giant shoulders was breathtaking; the huge arms 
were like knotted trees. 

The moonlight scene swam, to Olivia’s sight. This, then, was the end of the 
trail — for what human being could withstand the fury of that hairy mountain of 
thews and ferocity? Yet as she stared in wide-eyed horror at the bronzed figure 
facing the monster, she sensed a kinship in the antagonists that was almost 
appalling. This was less a struggle between man and beast than a conflict 
between two creatures of the wild, equally merciless and ferocious. With a flash 
of white tusks, the monster charged. 

The mighty arms spread wide as the beast plunged, stupefyingly quick for all 
his vast bulk and stunted legs. 

Conan’s action was a blur of speed Olivia’s eye could not follow. She only saw 
that he evaded that deadly grasp, and his sword, flashing like a jet of white 
lightning, sheared through one of those massive arms between shoulder and 
elbow. A great spout of blood deluged the sward as the severed member fell, 
twitching horribly, but even as the sword bit through, the other malformed hand 
locked in Conan’s black mane. 

Only the iron neck-muscles of the Cimmerian saved him from a broken neck 
that instant. His left hand darted out to clamp on the beast’s squat throat, his left 
knee was jammed hard against the brute’s hairy belly. Then began a terrific 
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struggle, which lasted only seconds, but which seemed like ages to the paralyzed 
girl. 

The ape maintained his grasp in Conan’s hair, dragging him toward the tusks 
that glistened in the moonlight. The Cimmerian resisted this effort, with his left 
arm rigid as iron, while the sword in his right hand, wielded like a butcher-knife, 
sank again and again into the groin, breast and belly of his captor. The beast took 
its punishment in awful silence, apparently unweakened by the blood that gushed 
from its ghastly wounds. Swiftly the terrible strength of the anthropoid overcame 
the leverage of braced arm and knee. Inexorably Conan’s arm bent under the 
strain; nearer and nearer he was drawn to the slavering jaws that gaped for his 
life. Now the blazing eyes of the barbarian glared into the bloodshot eyes of the 
ape. But as Conan tugged vainly at his sword, wedged deep in the hairy body, 
the frothing jaws snapped spasmodically shut, an inch from the Cimmerian’s 
face, and he was hurled to the sward by the dying convulsions of the monster. 

Olivia, half fainting, saw the ape heaving, thrashing and writhing, gripping, 
man-like, the hilt that jutted from its body. A sickening instant of this, then the 
great bulk quivered and lay still. 

Conan rose and limped over to the corpse. The Cimmerian breathed heavily, 
and walked like a man whose joints and muscles have been wrenched and 
twisted almost to their limit of endurance. He felt his bloody scalp and swore at 
the sight of the long black red-stained strands still grasped in the monster’s 
shaggy hand. 

‘Crom!’ he panted. ‘I feel as if I’d been racked! I’d rather fight a dozen men. 
Another instant and he’d have bitten off my head. Blast him, he’s torn a handful 
of my hair out by the roots.’ 

Gripping his hilt with both hands he tugged and worked it free. Olivia stole 
close to clasp his arm and stare down wide-eyed at the sprawling monster. 

“What — what is it?’ she whispered. 

‘A gray man-ape,’ he grunted. ‘Dumb, and man-eating. They dwell in the hills 
that border the eastern shore of this sea. How this one got to this island, I can’t 
say. Maybe he floated here on driftwood, blown out from the mainland in a 
storm.’ 

‘And it was he that threw the stone?’ 

“Yes; I suspected what it was when we stood in the thicket and I saw the 
boughs bending over our heads. These creatures always lurk in the deepest 
woods they can find, and seldom emerge. What brought him into the open, I 
can’t say, but it was lucky for us; I’d have had no chance with him among the 
trees.’ 

‘It followed me,’ she shivered. ‘I saw it climbing the cliffs.’ 
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‘And following his instinct, he lurked in the shadow of the cliff, instead of 
following you out across the plateau. His kind are creatures of darkness and the 
silent places, haters of sun and moon.’ 

‘Do you suppose there are others?’ 

“No, else the pirates had been attacked when they went through the woods. The 
gray ape is wary, for all his strength, as shown by his hesitancy in falling upon 
us in the thicket. His lust for you must have been great, to have driven him to 
attack us finally in the open. What—’ 

He started and wheeled back toward the way they had come. The night had 
been split by an awful scream. It came from the ruins. 

Instantly there followed a mad medley of yells, shrieks and cries of 
blasphemous agony. Though accompanied by a ringing of steel, the sounds were 
of massacre rather than battle. 

Conan stood frozen, the girl clinging to him in a frenzy of terror. The clamor 
rose to a crescendo of madness, and then the Cimmerian turned and went swiftly 
toward the rim of the plateau, with its fringe of moon-limned trees. Olivia’s legs 
were trembling so that she could not walk; so he carried her, and her heart 
calmed its frantic pounding as she nestled into his cradling arms. 

They passed under the shadowy forest, but the clusters of blackness held no 
terrors, the rifts of silver discovered no grisly shape. Night-birds murmured 
slumberously. The yells of slaughter dwindled behind them, masked in the 
distance to a confused jumble of sound. Somewhere a parrot called, like an eery 
echo: ‘Yagkoolan yok tha, xuthalla!’ So they came to the tree-fringed water’s 
edge and saw the galley lying at anchor, her sail shining white in the moonlight. 
Already the stars were paling for dawn. 


In the ghastly whiteness of dawn a handful of tattered, blood-stained figures 
staggered through the trees and out on to the narrow beach. There were forty- 
four of them, and they were a cowed and demoralized band. With panting haste 
they plunged into the water and began to wade toward the galley, when a stern 
challenge brought them up standing. 

Etched against the whitening sky they saw Conan the Cimmerian standing in 
the bows, sword in hand, his black mane tossing in the dawn wind. 

‘Stand!’ he ordered. ‘Come no nearer. What would you have, dogs?’ 

‘Let us come aboard!’ croaked a hairy rogue fingering a bloody stump of ear. 
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“We’d be gone from this devil’s island.’ 

‘The first man who tries to climb over the side, I’ll split his skull,’ promised 
Conan. 

They were forty-four to one, but he held the whip-hand. The fight had been 
hammered out of them. 

‘Let us come aboard, good Conan,’ whined a red-sashed Zamorian, glancing 
fearfully over his shoulder at the silent woods. ‘We have been so mauled, bitten, 
scratched and rended, and are so weary from fighting and running, that not one 
of us can lift a sword.’ 

‘Where is that dog Aratus?’ demanded Conan. 

‘Dead, with the others! It was devils fell upon us! They were rending us to 
pieces before we could awake — a dozen good rovers died in their sleep. The 
ruins were full of flame-eyed shadows, with tearing fangs and sharp talons.’ 

“Aye! put in another corsair. “They were the demons of the isle, which took the 
forms of molten images, to befool us. Ishtar! We lay down to sleep among them. 
We are no cowards. We fought them as long as mortal man may Strive against 
the powers of darkness. Then we broke away and left them tearing at the corpses 
like jackals. But surely they’ Il pursue us.’ 

“Aye, let us come aboard!’ clamored a lean Shemite. ‘Let us come in peace, or 
we must come sword in hand, and though we be so weary you will doubtless 
slay many of us, yet you can not prevail against us many.’ 

“Then I’ll knock a hole in the planks and sink her,’ answered Conan grimly. A 
frantic chorus of expostulation rose, which Conan silenced with a lion-like roar. 

‘Dogs! Must I aid my enemies? Shall I let you come aboard and cut out my 
heart?’ 

‘Nay, nay!’ they cried eagerly. ‘Friends — friends, Conan. We are thy 
comrades! We be all lusty rogues together. We hate the king of Turan, not each 
other.’ 

Their gaze hung on his brown, frowning face. 

“Then if Iam one of the Brotherhood,’ he grunted, ‘the laws of the Trade apply 
to me; and since I killed your chief in fair fight, then I am your captain!’ 

There was no dissent. The pirates were too cowed and battered to have any 
thought except a desire to get away from that island of fear. Conan’s gaze sought 
out the blood-stained figure of the Corinthian. 

‘How, Ivanos!’ he challenged. ‘You took my part, once. Will you uphold my 
claims again?’ 

‘Aye, by Mitra!’ The pirate, sensing the trend of feeling, was eager to 
ingratiate himself with the Cimmerian. ‘He is right, lads; he is our lawful 
captain!’ 
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A medley of acquiescence rose, lacking enthusiasm perhaps, but with sincerity 
accentuated by the feel of the silent woods behind them which might mask 
creeping ebony devils with red eyes and dripping talons. 

‘Swear by the hilt,’ Conan demanded. 

Forty-four sword-hilts were lifted toward him, and forty-four voices blended in 
the corsair’s oath of allegiance. 

Conan grinned and sheathed his sword. ‘Come aboard, my bold swashbucklers, 
and take the oars.’ 

He turned and lifted Olivia to her feet, from where she had crouched shielded 
by the gunwales. 

‘And what of me, sir?’ she asked. 

‘What would you?’ he countered, watching her narrowly. 

‘To go with you, wherever your path may lie!’ she cried, throwing her white 
arms about his bronzed neck. 

The pirates, clambering over the rail, gasped in amazement. 

“To sail a road of blood and slaughter?’ he questioned. “This keel will stain the 
blue waves crimson wherever it plows.’ 

‘Aye, to sail with you on blue seas or red,’ she answered passionately. “You 
are a barbarian, and I am an outcast, denied by my people. We are both pariahs, 
wanderers of earth. Oh, take me with you!’ 

With a gusty laugh he lifted her to his fierce lips. 

‘T’ll make you Queen of the Blue Sea! Cast off there, dogs! We’ll scorch King 
Yildiz’s pantaloons yet, by Crom!’ 
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QUEEN OF THE BLACK COAST 


1 Conan Joins the Pirates 


Believe green buds awaken in the spring, 

That autumn paints the leaves with somber fire; 
Believe I held my heart inviolate 

To lavish on one man my hot desire. 


THE SONG OF BELIT 


Hoors prummen nown me Street that sloped to the wharfs. The folk that yelled and scattered 
had only a fleeting glimpse of a mailed figure on a black stallion, a wide scarlet 
cloak flowing out on the wind. Far up the street came the shout and clatter of 
pursuit, but the horseman did not look back. He swept out onto the wharfs and 
jerked the plunging stallion back on its haunches at the very lip of the pier. 
Seamen gaped up at him, as they stood to the sweep and striped sail of a high- 
prowed, broad-waisted galley. The master, sturdy and black-bearded, stood in 
the bows, easing her away from the piles with a boat-hook. He yelled angrily as 
the horseman sprang from the saddle and with a long leap landed squarely on the 
mid-deck. 

‘Who invited you aboard?’ 

‘Get under way!’ roared the intruder with a fierce gesture that spattered red 
drops from his broadsword. 

‘But we’re bound for the coasts of Kush!’ expostulated the master. 

“Then I’m for Kush! Push off, I tell you!’ The other cast a quick glance up the 
street, along which a squad of horsemen were galloping; far behind them toiled a 
group of archers, crossbows on their shoulders. 

‘Can you pay for your passage?’ demanded the master. 

‘I pay my way with steel!’ roared the man in armor, brandishing the great 
sword that glittered bluely in the sun. ‘By Crom, man, if you don’t get under 
way, I’ll drench this galley in the blood of its crew!’ 

The shipmaster was a good judge of men. One glance at the dark scarred face 
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of the swordsman, hardened with passion, and he shouted a quick order, 
thrusting strongly against the piles. The galley wallowed out into clear water, the 
oars began to clack rhythmically; then a puff of wind filled the shimmering sail, 
the light ship heeled to the gust, then took her course like a swan, gathering 
headway as she skimmed along. 

On the wharfs the riders were shaking their swords and shouting threats and 
commands that the ship put about, and yelling for the bowmen to hasten before 
the craft was out of arbalest range. 

‘Let them rave,’ grinned the swordsman hardily. ‘Do you keep her on her 
course, master steersman.’ 

The master descended from the small deck between the bows, made his way 
between the rows of oarsmen, and mounted the mid-deck. The stranger stood 
there with his back to the mast, eyes narrowed alertly, sword ready. The shipman 
eyed him steadily, careful not to make any move toward the long knife in his 
belt. He saw a tall powerfully built figure in a black scale-mail hauberk, 
burnished greaves and a blue-steel helmet from which jutted bull’s horns highly 
polished. From the mailed shoulders fell the scarlet cloak, blowing in the sea- 
wind. A broad shagreen belt with a golden buckle held the scabbard of the 
broadsword he bore. Under the horned helmet a square-cut black mane 
contrasted with smoldering blue eyes. 

‘If we must travel together,’ said the master, ‘we may as well be at peace with 
each other. My name is Tito, licensed master-shipman of the ports of Argos. I 
am bound for Kush, to trade beads and silks and sugar and brass-hilted swords to 
the black kings for ivory, copra, copper ore, slaves and pearls.’ 

The swordsman glanced back at the rapidly receding docks, where the figures 
still gesticulated helplessly, evidently having trouble in finding a boat swift 
enough to overhaul the fast-sailing galley. 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian,’ he answered. ‘I came into Argos seeking 
employment, but with no wars forward, there was nothing to which I might turn 
my hand.’ 

‘Why do the guardsman pursue you?’ asked Tito. ‘Not that it’s any of my 
business, but I thought perhaps—’ 

‘I’ve nothing to conceal,’ replied the Cimmerian. ‘By Crom, though I’ve spent 
considerable time among you civilized peoples, your ways are still beyond my 
comprehension. 

‘Well, last night in a tavern, a captain in the king’s guard offered violence to 
the sweetheart of a young soldier, who naturally ran him through. But it seems 
there is some cursed law against killing guardsmen, and the boy and his girl fled 
away. It was bruited about that I was seen with them, and so today I was haled 
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into court, and a judge asked me where the lad had gone. I replied that since he 
was a friend of mine, I could not betray him. Then the court waxed wrath, and 
the judge talked a great deal about my duty to the state, and society, and other 
things I did not understand, and bade me tell where my friend had flown. By this 
time I was becoming wrathful myself, for I had explained my position. 

‘But I choked my ire and held my peace, and the judge squalled that I had 
shown contempt for the court, and that I should be hurled into a dungeon to rot 
until I betrayed my friend. So then, seeing they were all mad, I drew my sword 
and cleft the judge’s skull; then I cut my way out of the court, and seeing the 
high constable’s stallion tied near by, I rode for the wharfs, where I thought to 
find a ship bound for foreign parts.’ 

‘Well,’ said Tito hardily, ‘the courts have fleeced me too often in suits with 
rich merchants for me to owe them any love. I’ll have questions to answer if I 
ever anchor in that port again, but I can prove I acted under compulsion. You 
may as well put up your sword. We’re peaceable sailors, and have nothing 
against you. Besides, it’s as well to have a fighting-man like yourself on board. 
Come up to the poop-deck and we’ |l have a tankard of ale.’ 

‘Good enough,’ readily responded the Cimmerian, sheathing his sword. 

The Argus was a small sturdy ship, typical of those trading-craft which ply 
between the ports of Zingara and Argos and the southern coasts, hugging the 
shoreline and seldom venturing far into the open ocean. It was high of stern, with 
a tall curving prow; broad in the waist, sloping beautifully to stem and stern. It 
was guided by the long sweep from the poop, and propulsion was furnished 
mainly by the broad striped silk sail, aided by a jibsail. The oars were for use in 
tacking out of creeks and bays, and during calms. There were ten to the side, five 
fore and five aft of the small mid-deck. The most precious part of the cargo was 
lashed under this deck, and under the fore-deck. The men slept on deck or 
between the rowers’ benches, protected in bad weather by canopies. With twenty 
men at the oars, three at the sweep, and the shipmaster, the crew was complete. 

So the Argus pushed steadily southward, with consistently fair weather. The 
sun beat down from day to day with fiercer heat, and the canopies were run up — 
striped silken cloths that matched the shimmering sail and the shining goldwork 
on the prow and along the gunwales. 

They sighted the coast of Shem — long rolling meadowlands with the white 
crowns of the towers of cities in the distance, and horsemen with blue-black 
beards and hooked noses, who sat their steeds along the shore and eyed the 
galley with suspicion. She did not put in; there was scant profit in trade with the 
sons of Shem. 

Nor did master Tito pull into the broad bay where the Styx river emptied its 
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gigantic flood into the ocean, and the massive black castles of Khemi loomed 
over the blue waters. Ships did not put unasked into this port, where dusky 
sorcerers wove awful spells in the murk of sacrificial smoke mounting eternally 
from blood-stained altars where naked women screamed, and where Set, the Old 
Serpent, arch-demon of the Hyborians but god of the Stygians, was said to 
writhe his shining coils among his worshippers. 

Master Tito gave that dreamy glass-floored bay a wide berth, even when a 
serpent-prowed gondola shot from behind a castellated point of land, and naked 
dusky women, with great red blossoms in their hair, stood and called to his 
sailors, and posed and postured brazenly. 

Now no more shining towers rose inland. They had passed the southern 
borders of Stygia and were cruising along the coasts of Kush. The sea and the 
ways of the sea were never-ending mysteries to Conan, whose homeland was 
among the high hills of the northern uplands. The wanderer was no less of 
interest to the sturdy seamen, few of whom had ever seen one of his race. 

They were characteristic Argosean sailors, short and stockily built. Conan 
towered above them, and no two of them could match his strength. They were 
hardy and robust, but his was the endurance and vitality of a wolf, his thews 
steeled and his nerves whetted by the hardness of his life in the world’s 
wastelands. He was quick to laugh, quick and terrible in his wrath. He was a 
valiant trencherman, and strong drink was a passion and a weakness with him. 
Naive as a child in many ways, unfamiliar with the sophistry of civilization, he 
was naturally intelligent, jealous of his rights, and dangerous as a hungry tiger. 
Young in years, he was hardened in warfare and wandering, and his sojourns in 
many lands were evident in his apparel. His horned helmet was such as was 
worn by the golden-haired A‘sir of Nordheim; his hauberk and greaves were of 
the finest workmanship of Koth; the fine ring-mail which sheathed his arms and 
legs was of Nemedia; the blade at his girdle was a great Aquilonian broadsword; 
and his gorgeous scarlet cloak could have been spun nowhere but in Ophir. 

So they beat southward, and master Tito began to look for the high-walled 
villages of the black people. But they found only smoking ruins on the shore of a 
bay, littered with naked black bodies. Tito swore. 

‘I had good trade here, aforetime. This is the work of pirates.’ 

‘And if we meet them?’ Conan loosened his great blade in its scabbard. 

‘Mine is no warship. We run, not fight. Yet if it came to a pinch, we have 
beaten off reavers before, and might do it again; unless it were Bélit’s Tigress.’ 

‘Who is Bélit?’ 

“The wildest she-devil unhanged. Unless I read the signs a-wrong, it was her 
butchers who destroyed that village on the bay. May I some day see her dangling 


5867 XRN 


from the yard-arm! She is called the queen of the black coast. She is a Shemite 
woman, who leads black raiders. They harry the shipping and have sent many a 
good tradesman to the bottom.’ 

From under the poop-deck Tito brought out quilted jerkins, steel caps, bows 
and arrows. 

‘Little use to resist if we’re run down,’ he grunted. ‘But it rasps the soul to give 
up life without a struggle.’ 


It was just at sunrise when the lookout shouted a warning. Around the long point 
of an island off the starboard bow glided a long lethal shape, a slender serpentine 
galley, with a raised deck that ran from stem to stern. Forty oars on each side 
drove her swiftly through the water, and the low rail swarmed with naked blacks 
that chanted and clashed spears on oval shields. From the masthead floated a 
long crimson pennon. 

‘Bélit!’ yelled Tito, paling. “Yare! Put her about! Into that creek-mouth! If we 
can beach her before they run us down, we have a chance to escape with our 
lives!’ 

So, veering sharply, the Argus ran for the line of surf that boomed along the 
palm-fringed shore, Tito striding back and forth, exhorting the panting rowers to 
greater efforts. The master’s black beard bristled, his eyes glared. 

‘Give me a bow,’ requested Conan. ‘It’s not my idea of a manly weapon, but I 
learned archery among the Hyrkanians, and it will go hard if I can’t feather a 
man or so on yonder deck.’ 

Standing on the poop, he watched the serpent-like ship skimming lightly over 
the waters, and landsman though he was, it was evident to him that the Argus 
would never win that race. Already arrows, arching from the pirate’s deck, were 
falling with a hiss into the sea, not twenty paces astern. 

‘We'd best stand to it,’ growled the Cimmerian; ‘else we’ll all die with shafts 
in our backs, and not a blow dealt.’ 

‘Bend to it, dogs!’ roared Tito with a passionate gesture of his brawny fist. The 
bearded rowers grunted, heaved at the oars, while their muscles coiled and 
knotted, and sweat started out on their hides. The timbers of the stout little galley 
creaked and groaned as the men fairly ripped her through the water. The wind 
had fallen; the sail hung limp. Nearer crept the inexorable raiders, and they were 
still a good mile from the surf when one of the steersmen fell gagging across a 
sweep, a long arrow through his neck. Tito sprang to take his place, and Conan, 
bracing his feet wide on the heaving poop-deck, lifted his bow. He could see the 
details of the pirate plainly now. The rowers were protected by a line of raised 
mantelets along the sides, but the warriors dancing on the narrow deck were in 
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full view. These were painted and plumed, and mostly naked, brandishing spears 
and spotted shields. 

On the raised platform in the bows stood a slim figure whose white skin 
glistened in dazzling contrast to the glossy ebon hides about it. Bélit, without a 
doubt. Conan drew the shaft to his ear — then some whim or qualm stayed his 
hand and sent the arrow through the body of a tall plumed spearman beside her. 

Hand over hand the pirate galley was overhauling the lighter ship. Arrows fell 
in a rain about the Argus, and men cried out. All the steersmen were down, 
pincushioned, and Tito was handling the massive sweep alone, gasping black 
curses, his braced legs knots of straining thews. Then with a sob he sank down, a 
long shaft quivering in his sturdy heart. The Argus lost headway and rolled in the 
swell. The men shouted in confusion, and Conan took command in characteristic 
fashion. 

‘Up, lads!’ he roared, loosing with a vicious twang of cord. ‘Grab your steel 
and give these dogs a few knocks before they cut our throats! Useless to bend 
your backs any more: they’!] board us ere we can row another fifty paces!’ 

In desperation the sailors abandoned their oars and snatched up their weapons. 
It was valiant, but useless. They had time for one flight of arrows before the 
pirate was upon them. With no one at the sweep, the Argus rolled broadside, and 
the steel-baked prow of the raider crashed into her amidships. Grappling-irons 
crunched into the side. From the lofty gunwales, the black pirates drove down a 
volley of shafts that tore through the quilted jackets of the doomed sailormen, 
then sprang down spear in hand to complete the slaughter. On the deck of the 
pirate lay half a dozen bodies, an earnest of Conan’s archery. 

The fight on the Argus was short and bloody. The stocky sailors, no match for 
the tall barbarians, were cut down to a man. Elsewhere the battle had taken a 
peculiar turn. Conan, on the high-pitched poop, was on a level with the pirate’s 
deck. As the steel prow slashed into the Argus, he braced himself and kept his 
feet under the shock, casting away his bow. A tall corsair, bounding over the rail, 
was met in midair by the Cimmerian’s great sword, which sheared him cleanly 
through the torso, so that his body fell one way and his legs another. Then, with 
a burst of fury that left a heap of mangled corpses along the gunwales, Conan 
was over the rail and on the deck of the Tigress. 

In an instant he was the center of a hurricane of stabbing spears and lashing 
clubs. But he moved in a blinding blur of steel. Spears bent on his armor or 
swished empty air, and his sword sang its death-song. The fighting-madness of 
his race was upon him, and with a red mist of unreasoning fury wavering before 
his blazing eyes, he cleft skulls, smashed breasts, severed limbs, ripped out 
entrails, and littered the deck like a shambles with a ghastly harvest of brains and 
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blood. 

Invulnerable in his armor, his back against the mast, he heaped mangled 
corpses at his feet until his enemies gave back panting in rage and fear. Then as 
they lifted their spears to cast them, and he tensed himself to leap and die in the 
midst of them, a shrill cry froze the lifted arms. They stood like statues, the black 
giants poised for the spear-casts, the mailed swordsman with his dripping blade. 


Bélit sprang before the blacks, beating down their spears. She turned toward 
Conan, her bosom heaving, her eyes flashing. Fierce fingers of wonder caught at 
his heart. She was slender, yet formed like a goddess: at once lithe and 
voluptuous. Her only garment was a broad silken girdle. Her white ivory limbs 
and the ivory globes of her breasts drove a beat of fierce passion through the 
Cimmerian’s pulse, even in the panting fury of battle. Her rich black hair, black 
as a Stygian night, fell in rippling burnished clusters down her supple back. Her 
dark eyes burned on the Cimmerian. 

She was untamed as a desert wind, supple and dangerous as a she-panther. She 
came close to him, heedless of his great blade, dripping with blood of her 
warriors. Her supple thigh brushed against it, so close she came to the tall 
warrior. Her red lips parted as she stared up into his somber menacing eyes. 

“Who are you?’ she demanded. ‘By Ishtar, I have never seen your like, though 
I have ranged the sea from the coasts of Zingara to the fires of the ultimate 
south. Whence come you?’ 

‘From Argos,’ he answered shortly, alert for treachery. Let her slim hand move 
toward the jeweled dagger in her girdle, and a buffet of his open hand would 
stretch her senseless on the deck. Yet in his heart he did not fear; he had held too 
many women, civilized or barbaric, in his iron-thewed arms, not to recognize the 
light that burned in the eyes of this one. 

“You are no soft Hyborian!’ she exclaimed. ‘You are fierce and hard as a gray 
wolf. Those eyes were never dimmed by city lights; those thews were never 
softened by life amid marble walls.’ 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian,’ he answered. 

To the people of the exotic climes, the north was a mazy half-mythical realm, 
peopled with ferocious blue-eyed giants who occasionally descended from their 
icy fastnesses with torch and sword. Their raids had never taken them as far 
south as Shem, and this daughter of Shem made no distinction between Aisir, 
Vanir or Cimmerian. With the unerring instinct of the elemental feminine, she 
knew she had found her lover, and his race meant naught, save as it invested him 
with the glamor of far lands. 

‘And I am Bélit,’ she cried, as one might say, ‘I am queen.’ 
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‘Look at me, Conan!’ She threw wide her arms. ‘I am Bélit, queen of the black 
coast. Oh, tiger of the North, you are cold as the snowy mountains which bred 
you. Take me and crush me with your fierce love! Go with me to the ends of the 
earth and the ends of the sea! I am a queen by fire and steel and slaughter — be 
thou my king!’ 

His eyes swept the blood-stained ranks, seeking expressions of wrath or 
jealousy. He saw none. The fury was gone from the ebon faces. He realized that 
to these men Bélit was more than a woman: a goddess whose will was 
unquestioned. He glanced at the Argus, wallowing in the crimson sea-wash, 
heeling far over, her decks awash, held up by the grappling-irons. He glanced at 
the blue-fringed shore, at the far green hazes of the ocean, at the vibrant figure 
which stood before him; and his barbaric soul stirred within him. To quest these 
shining blue realms with that white-skinned young tiger-cat — to love, laugh, 
wander and pillage— 

‘T’ll sail with you,’ he grunted, shaking the red drops from his blade. 

‘Ho, N’ Yaga!’ her voice twanged like a bowstring. ‘Fetch herbs and dress your 
master’s wounds! The rest of you bring aboard the plunder and cast off.’ 

As Conan sat with his back against the poop-rail, while the old shaman 
attended to the cuts on his hands and limbs, the cargo of the ill-fated Argus was 
quickly shifted aboard the Tigress and stored in small cabins below deck. Bodies 
of the crew and of fallen pirates were cast overboard to the swarming sharks, 
while wounded blacks were laid in the waist to be bandaged. Then the grappling- 
irons were cast off, and as the Argus sank silently into the blood-flecked waters, 
the Tigress moved off southward to the rhythmic clack of the oars. 

As they moved out over the glassy blue deep, Bélit came to the poop. Her eyes 
were buming like those of a she-panther in the dark as she tore off her 
omaments, her sandals and her silken girdle and cast them at his feet. Rising on 
tiptoe, arms stretched upward, a quivering line of naked white, she cried to the 
desperate horde: ‘Wolves of the blue sea, behold ye now the dance — the mating- 
dance of Bélit, whose fathers were kings of Askalon!’ 

And she danced, like the spin of a desert whirlwind, like the leaping of a 
quenchless flame, like the urge of creation and the urge of death. Her white feet 
spurned the blood-stained deck and dying men forgot death as they gazed frozen 
at her. Then, as the white stars glimmered through the blue velvet dusk, making 
her whirling body a blur of ivory fire, with a wild cry she threw herself at 
Conan’s feet, and the blind flood of the Cimmerian’s desire swept all else away 
as he crushed her panting form against the black plates of his corseleted breast. 
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2 The Black Lotus 


In that dead citadel of crumbling stone 
Her eyes were snared by that unholy sheen, 
And curious madness took me by the throat, 
As of a rival lover thrust between. 


THE SONG OF BELIT 


The Tigress ranged the sea, and the black villages shuddered. Tomtoms beat in 
the night, with a tale that the she-devil of the sea had found a mate, an iron man 
whose wrath was as that of a wounded lion. And survivors of butchered Stygian 
ships named Bélit with curses, and a white warrior with fierce blue eyes; so the 
Stygian princes remembered this man long and long, and their memory was a 
bitter tree which bore crimson fruit in the years to come. 

But heedless as a vagrant wind, the Tigress cruised the southern coasts, until 
she anchored at the mouth of a broad sullen river, whose banks were jungle- 
clouded walls of mystery. 

‘This is the river Zarkheba, which is Death,’ said Bélit. ‘Its waters are 
poisonous. See how dark and murky they run? Only venomous reptiles live in 
that river. The black people shun it. Once a Stygian galley, fleeing from me, fled 
up the river and vanished. I anchored in this very spot, and days later, the galley 
came floating down the dark waters, its decks blood-stained and deserted. Only 
one man was on board, and he was mad and died gibbering. The cargo was 
intact, but the crew had vanished into silence and mystery. 

‘My lover, I believe there is a city somewhere on that river. I have heard tales 
of giant towers and walls glimpsed afar off by sailors who dared go part-way up 
the river. We fear nothing: Conan, let us go and sack that city!’ 

Conan agreed. He generally agreed to her plans. Hers was the mind that 
directed their raids, his the arm that carried out her ideas. It mattered little to him 
where they sailed or whom they fought, so long as they sailed and fought. He 
found the life good. 

Battle and raid had thinned their crew; only some eighty spearmen remained, 
scarcely enough to work the long galley. But Bélit would not take the time to 
make the long cruise southward to the island kingdoms where she recruited her 
buccaneers. She was afire with eagerness for her latest venture; so the Tigress 
swung into the river mouth, the oarsmen pulling strongly as she breasted the 
broad current. 

They rounded the mysterious bend that shut out the sight of the sea, and sunset 
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found them forging steadily against the sluggish flow, avoiding sandbars where 
strange reptiles coiled. Not even a crocodile did they see, nor any four-legged 
beast or winged bird coming down to the water’s edge to drink. On through the 
blackness that preceded moonrise they drove, between banks that were solid 
palisades of darkness, whence came mysterious rustlings and stealthy footfalls, 
and the gleam of grim eyes. And once an inhuman voice was lifted in awful 
mockery — the cry of an ape, Bélit said, adding that the souls of evil men were 
imprisoned in these man-like animals as punishment for past crimes. But Conan 
doubted, for once, in a gold-barred cage in an Hyrkanian city, he had seen an 
abysmal sad-eyed beast which men told him was an ape, and there had been 
about it naught of the demoniac malevolence which vibrated in the shrieking 
laughter that echoed from the black jungle. 

Then the moon rose, a splash of blood, ebony-barred, and the jungle awoke in 
horrific bedlam to greet it. Roars and howls and yells set the black warriors to 
trembling, but all this noise, Conan noted, came from farther back in the jungle, 
as if the beasts no less than men shunned the black waters of Zarkheba. 

Rising above the black denseness of the trees and above the waving fronds, the 
moon silvered the river, and their wake became a rippling scintillation of 
phosphorescent bubbles that widened like a shining road of bursting jewels. The 
oars dipped into the shining water and came up sheathed in frosty silver. The 
plumes on the warrior’s headpiece nodded in the wind, and the gems on sword- 
hilts and harness sparkled frostily. 

The cold light struck icy fire from the jewels in Bélit’s clustered black locks as 
she stretched her lithe figure on a leopardskin thrown on the deck. Supported on 
her elbows, her chin resting on her slim hands, she gazed up into the face of 
Conan, who lounged beside her, his black mane stirring in the faint breeze. 
Bélit’s eyes were dark jewels burning in the moonlight. 

‘Mystery and terror are about us, Conan, and we glide into the realm of horror 
and death,’ she said. ‘Are you afraid?’ 

A shrug of his mailed shoulders was his only answer. 

‘I am not afraid either,’ she said meditatively. ‘I was never afraid. I have 
looked into the naked fangs of Death too often. Conan, do you fear the gods?’ 

‘I would not tread on their shadow,’ answered the barbarian conservatively. 
‘Some gods are strong to harm, others, to aid; at least so say their priests. Mitra 
of the Hyborians must be a strong god, because his people have builded their 
cities over the world. But even the Hyborians fear Set. And Bel, god of thieves, 
is a good god. When I was a thief in Zamora I learned of him.’ 

“What of your own gods? I have never heard you call on them.’ 

‘Their chief is Crom. He dwells on a great mountain. What use to call on him? 
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Little he cares if men live or die. Better to be silent than to call his attention to 
you; he will send you dooms, not fortune! He is grim and loveless, but at birth he 
breathes power to strive and slay into a man’s soul. What else shall men ask of 
the gods?’ 

‘But what of the worlds beyond the river of death?’ she persisted. 

“There is no hope here or hereafter in the cult of my people,’ answered Conan. 
‘In this world men struggle and suffer vainly, finding pleasure only in the bright 
madness of battle; dying, their souls enter a gray misty realm of clouds and icy 
winds, to wander cheerlessly throughout eternity.’ 

Bélit shuddered. ‘Life, bad as it is, is better than such a destiny. What do you 
believe, Conan?’ 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘I have known many gods. He who denies them is 
as blind as he who trusts them too deeply. I seek not beyond death. It may be the 
blackness averred by the Nemedian skeptics, or Crom’s realm of ice and cloud, 
or the snowy plains and vaulted halls of the Nordheimer’s Valhalla. I know not, 
nor do I care. Let me live deep while I live; let me know the rich juices of red 
meat and stinging wine on my palate, the hot embrace of white arms, the mad 
exultation of battle when the blue blades flame and crimson, and I am content. 
Let teachers and priests and philosophers brood over questions of reality and 
illusion. I know this: if life is illusion, then I am no less an illusion, and being 
thus, the illusion is real to me. I live, I burn with life, I love, I slay, and am 
content.’ 

‘But the gods are real,’ she said, pursuing her own line of thought. ‘And above 
all are the gods of the Shemites — Ishtar and Ashtoreth and Derketo and Adonis. 
Bel, too, is Shemitish, for he was born in ancient Shumir, long, long ago and 
went forth laughing, with curled beard and impish wise eyes, to steal the gems of 
the kings of old times. 

‘There is life beyond death, I know, and I know this, too, Conan of Cimmeria 
—’ she rose lithely to her knees and caught him in a pantherish embrace — ‘my 
love is stronger than any death! I have lain in your arms, panting with the 
violence of our love; you have held and crushed and conquered me, drawing my 
soul to your lips with the fierceness of your bruising kisses. My heart is welded 
to your heart, my soul is part of your soul! Were I still in death and you fighting 
for life, I would come back from the abyss to aid you — aye, whether my spirit 
floated with the purple sails on the crystal sea of paradise, or writhed in the 
molten flames of hell! I am yours, and all the gods and all their eternities shall 
not sever us!’ 


A scream rang from the lookout in the bows. Thrusting Bélit aside, Conan 
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bounded up, his sword a long silver glitter in the moonlight, his hair bristling at 
what he saw. The black warrior dangled above the deck, supported by what 
seemed a dark pliant tree trunk arching over the rail. Then he realized that it was 
a gigantic serpent which had writhed its glistening length up the side of the bow 
and gripped the luckless warrior in its jaws. Its dripping scales shone leprously 
in the moonlight as it reared its form high above the deck, while the stricken man 
screamed and writhed like a mouse in the fangs of a python. Conan rushed into 
the bows, and swinging his great sword, hewed nearly through the giant trunk, 
which was thicker than a man’s body. Blood drenched the rails as the dying 
monster swayed far out, still gripping its victim, and sank into the river, coil by 
coil, lashing the water to bloody foam, in which man and reptile vanished 
together. 

Thereafter Conan kept the lookout watch himself, but no other horror came 
crawling up from the murky depths, and as dawn whitened over the jungle, he 
sighted the black fangs of towers jutting up among the trees. He called Bélit, 
who slept on the deck, wrapped in his scarlet cloak; and she sprang to his side, 
eyes blazing. Her lips were parted to call orders to her warriors to take up bow 
and spears; then her lovely eyes widened. 

It was but the ghost of a city on which they looked when they cleared a jutting 
jungle-clad point and swung in toward the in-curving shore. Weeds and rank 
river grass grew between the stones of broken piers and shattered paves that had 
once been streets and spacious plazas and broad courts. From all sides except 
that toward the river, the jungle crept in, masking fallen columns and crumbling 
mounds with poisonous green. Here and there buckling towers reeled drunkenly 
against the morning sky, and broken pillars jutted up among the decaying walls. 
In the center space a marble pyramid was spired by a slim column, and on its 
pinnacle sat or squatted something that Conan supposed to be an image until his 
keen eyes detected life in it. 

‘It is a great bird,’ said one of the warriors, standing in the bows. 

‘It is a monster bat,’ insisted another. 

‘It is an ape,’ said Bélit. 

Just then the creature spread broad wings and flapped off into the jungle. 

‘A winged ape,’ said old N’ Yaga uneasily. “Better we had cut our throats than 
come to this place. It is haunted.’ 

Bélit mocked at his superstitions and ordered the galley run inshore and tied to 
the crumbling wharfs. She was the first to spring ashore, closely followed by 
Conan, and after them trooped the ebon-skinned pirates, white plumes waving in 
the morning wind, spears ready, eyes rolling dubiously at the surrounding jungle. 

Over all brooded a silence as sinister as that of a sleeping serpent. Bélit posed 
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picturesquely among the ruins, the vibrant life in her lithe figure contrasting 
strangely with the desolation and decay about her. The sun flamed up slowly, 
sullenly, above the jungle, flooding the towers with a dull gold that left shadows 
lurking beneath the tottering walls. Bélit pointed to a slim round tower that 
reeled on its rotting base. A broad expanse of cracked, grass-grown slabs led up 
to it, flanked by fallen columns, and before it stood a massive altar. Bélit went 
swiftly along the ancient floor and stood before it. 

‘This was the temple of the old ones,’ she said. ‘Look — you can see the 
channels for the blood along the sides of the altar, and the rains of ten thousand 
years have not washed the dark stains from them. The walls have all fallen away, 
but this stone block defies time and the elements.’ 

‘But who were these old ones?’ demanded Conan. 

She spread her slim hands helplessly. ‘Not even in legendary is this city 
mentioned. But look at the handholes at either end of the altar! Priests often 
conceal their treasures beneath their altars. Four of you lay hold and see if you 
can lift it.’ 

She stepped back to make room for them, glancing up at the tower which 
loomed drunkenly above them. Three of the strongest blacks had gripped the 
handholes cut into the stone — curiously unsuited to human hands — when Bélit 
sprang back with a sharp cry. They froze in their places, and Conan, bending to 
aid them, wheeled with a startled curse. 

‘A snake in the grass,’ she said, backing away. ‘Come and slay it; the rest of 
you bend your backs to the stone.’ 


Conan came quickly toward her, another taking his place. As he impatiently 
scanned the grass for the reptile, the giant blacks braced their feet, grunted and 
heaved with their huge muscles coiling and straining under their ebon skin. The 
altar did not come off the ground, but it revolved suddenly on its side. And 
simultaneously there was a grinding rumble above and the tower came crashing 
down, covering the four black men with broken masonry. 

A cry of horror rose from their comrades. Bélit’s slim fingers dug into Conan’s 
arm-muscles. “There was no serpent,’ she whispered. ‘It was but a ruse to call 
you away. I feared; the old ones guarded their treasure well. Let us clear away 
the stones.’ 

With herculean labor they did so, and lifted out the mangled bodies of the four 
men. And under them, stained with their blood, the pirates found a crypt carved 
in the solid stone. The altar, hinged curiously with stone rods and sockets on one 
side, had served as its lid. And at first glance the crypt seemed brimming with 
liquid fire, catching the early light with a million blazing facets. Undreamable 
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wealth lay before the eyes of the gaping pirates; diamonds, rubies, bloodstones, 
sapphires, turquoises, moonstones, opals, emeralds, amethysts, unknown gems 
that shone like the eyes of evil women. The crypt was filled to the brim with 
bright stones that the morning sun struck into lambent flame. 

With a cry Bélit dropped to her knees among the blood-stained rubble on the 
brink and thrust her white arms shoulder-deep into that pool of splendor. She 
withdrew them, clutching something that brought another cry to her lips — a long 
string of crimson stones that were like clots of frozen blood strung on a thick 
gold wire. In their glow the golden sunlight changed to bloody haze. 

Bélit’s eyes were like a woman’s in a trance. The Shemite soul finds a bright 
drunkenness in riches and material splendor, and the sight of this treasure might 
have shaken the soul of a sated emperor of Shushan. 

“Take up the jewels, dogs!’ her voice was shrill with her emotions. 

‘Look!’ a muscular black arm stabbed toward the Tigress, and Bélit wheeled, 
her crimson lips a-snarl, as if she expected to see a rival corsair sweeping in to 
despoil her of her plunder. But from the gunwales of the ship a dark shape rose, 
soaring away over the jungle. 

“The devil-ape has been investigating the ship,’ muttered the blacks uneasily. 

‘What matter?’ cried Bélit with a curse, raking back a rebellious lock with an 
impatient hand. ‘Make a litter of spears and mantles to bear these jewels — where 
the devil are you going?’ 

‘To look to the galley,’ grunted Conan. ‘That bat-thing might have knocked a 
hole in the bottom, for all we know.’ 

He ran swiftly down the cracked wharf and sprang aboard. A moment’s swift 
examination below decks, and he swore heartily, casting a clouded glance in the 
direction the bat-being had vanished. He returned hastily to Bélit, superintending 
the plundering of the crypt. She had looped the necklace about her neck, and on 
her naked white bosom the red clots glimmered darkly. A huge naked black 
stood crotch-deep in the jewel-brimming crypt, scooping up great handfuls of 
splendor to pass them to eager hands above. Strings of frozen iridescence hung 
between his dusky fingers; drops of red fire dripped from his hands, piled high 
with starlight and rainbow. It was as if a black titan stood straddle-legged in the 
bright pits of hell, his lifted hands full of stars. 

‘That flying devil has staved in the water-casks,’ said Conan. ‘If we hadn’t 
been so dazed by these stones we’d have heard the noise. We were fools not to 
have left a man on guard. We can’t drink this river water. I’ll take twenty men 
and search for fresh water in the jungle.’ 

She looked at him vaguely, in her eyes the blank blaze of her strange passion, 
her fingers working at the gems on her breast. 
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‘Very well,’ she said absently, hardly heeding him. ‘I’ll get the loot aboard.’ 


The jungle closed quickly about them, changing the light from gold to gray. 
From the arching green branches creepers dangled like pythons. The warriors 
fell into single file, creeping through the primordial twilights like black 
phantoms following a white ghost. 

Underbrush was not so thick as Conan had anticipated. The ground was spongy 
but not slushy. Away from the river, it sloped gradually upward. Deeper and 
deeper they plunged into the green waving depths, and still there was no sign of 
water, either running stream or stagnant pool. Conan halted suddenly, his 
watriors freezing into basaltic statues. In the tense silence that followed, the 
Cimmerian shook his head irritably. 

‘Go ahead,’ he grunted to a sub-chief, N’Gora. ‘March straight on until you 
can no longer see me; then stop and wait for me. I believe we’re being followed. 
I heard something.’ 

The blacks shuffled their feet uneasily, but did as they were told. As they 
swung onward, Conan stepped quickly behind a great tree, glaring back along 
the way they had come. From that leafy fastness anything might emerge. 
Nothing occurred; the faint sounds of the marching spearmen faded in the 
distance. Conan suddenly realized that the air was impregnated with an alien and 
exotic scent. Something gently brushed his temple. He turned quickly. From a 
cluster of green, curiously leafed stalks, great black blossoms nodded at him. 
One of these had touched him. They seemed to beckon him, to arch their pliant 
stems toward him. They spread and rustled, though no wind blew. 

He recoiled, recognizing the black lotus, whose juice was death, and whose 
scent brought dream-haunted slumber. But already he felt a subtle lethargy 
stealing over him. He sought to lift his sword, to hew down the serpentine stalks, 
but his arm hung lifeless at his side. He opened his mouth to shout to his 
watriors, but only a faint rattle issued. The next instant, with appalling 
suddenness, the jungle waved and dimmed out before his eyes; he did not hear 
the screams that burst out awfully not far away, as his knees collapsed, letting 
him pitch limply to the earth. Above his prostrate form the great black blossoms 
nodded in the windless air. 


3 The Horror in the Jungle 


Was it a dream the nighted lotus brought? 
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Then curst the dream that bought my sluggish life; 
And curst each laggard hour that does not see 
Hot blood drip blackly from the crimsoned knife. 


THE SONG OF BELIT 


First there was the blackness of an utter void, with the cold winds of cosmic 
space blowing through it. Then shapes, vague, monstrous and evanescent, rolled 
in dim panorama through the expanse of nothingness, as if the darkness were 
taking material form. The winds blew and a vortex formed, a whirling pyramid 
of roaring blackness. From it grew Shape and Dimension; then suddenly, like 
clouds dispersing, the darkness rolled away on either hand and a huge city of 
dark green stone rose on the bank of a wide river, flowing through an illimitable 
plain. Through this city moved beings of alien configuration. 

Cast in the mold of humanity, they were distinctly not men. They were winged 
and of heroic proportions; not a branch on the mysterious stalk of evolution that 
culminated in man, but the ripe blossom on an alien tree, separate and apart from 
that stalk. Aside from their wings, in physical appearance they resembled man 
only as man in his highest form resembles the great apes. In spiritual, esthetic 
and intellectual development they were superior to man as man is superior to the 
gorilla. But when they reared their colossal city, man’s primal ancestors had not 
yet risen from the slime of the primordial seas. 

These beings were mortal, as are all things built of flesh and blood. They lived, 
loved and died, though the individual span of life was enormous. Then, after 
uncounted millions of years, the Change began. The vista shimmered and 
wavered, like a picture thrown on a windblown curtain. Over the city and the 
land the ages flowed as waves flow over a beach, and each wave brought 
alterations. Somewhere on the planet the magnetic centers were shifting; the 
great glaciers and ice-fields were withdrawing toward the new poles. 

The littoral of the great river altered. Plains turned into swamps that stank with 
reptilian life. Where fertile meadows had rolled, forests reared up, growing into 
dank jungles. The changing ages wrought on the inhabitants of the city as well. 
They did not migrate to fresher lands. Reasons inexplicable to humanity held 
them to the ancient city and their doom. And as that once rich and mighty land 
sank deeper and deeper into the black mire of the sunless jungle, so into the 
chaos of squalling jungle life sank the people of the city. Terrific convulsions 
shook the earth; the nights were lurid with spouting volcanoes that fringed the 
dark horizons with red pillars. 

After an earthquake that shook down the outer walls and highest towers of the 
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city, and caused the river to run black for days with some lethal substance 
spewed up from the subterranean depths, a frightful chemical change became 
apparent in the waters the folk had drunk for millenniums uncountable. 

Many died who drank of it; and in those who lived, the drinking wrought 
change, subtle, gradual and grisly. In adapting themselves to the changing 
conditions, they had sunk far below their original level. But the lethal waters 
altered them even more horribly, from generation to more bestial generation. 
They who had been winged gods became pinioned demons, with all that 
remained of their ancestors’ vast knowledge distorted and perverted and twisted 
into ghastly paths. As they had risen higher than mankind might dream, so they 
sank lower than man’s maddest nightmares reach. They died fast, by 
cannibalism, and horrible feuds fought out in the murk of the midnight jungle. 
And at last among the lichen-grown ruins of their city only a single shape lurked, 
a stunted abhorrent perversion of nature. 

Then for the first time humans appeared: dark-skinned, hawk-faced men in 
copper and leather harness, bearing bows — the warriors of prehistoric Stygia. 
There were only fifty of them, and they were haggard and gaunt with starvation 
and prolonged effort, stained and scratched with jungle-wandering, with blood- 
crusted bandages that told of fierce fighting. In their minds was a tale of warfare 
and defeat, and flight before a stronger tribe which drove them ever southward, 
until they lost themselves in the green ocean of jungle and river. 

Exhausted they lay down among the ruins where red blossoms that bloom but 
once in a century waved in the full moon, and sleep fell upon them. And as they 
slept, a hideous shape crept red-eyed from the shadows and performed weird and 
awful rites about and above each sleeper. The moon hung in the shadowy sky, 
painting the jungle red and black; above the sleepers glimmered the crimson 
blossoms, like splashes of blood. Then the moon went down and the eyes of the 
necromancer were red jewels set in the ebony of night. 

When dawn spread its white veil over the river, there were no men to be seen: 
only a hairy winged horror that squatted in the center of a ring of fifty great 
spotted hyenas that pointed quivering muzzles to the ghastly sky and howled like 
souls in hell. 

Then scene followed scene so swiftly that each tripped over the heels of its 
predecessor. There was a confusion of movement, a writhing and melting of 
lights and shadows, against a background of black jungle, green stone ruins and 
murky river. Black men came up the river in long boats with skulls grinning on 
the prows, or stole stooping through the trees, spear in hand. They fled 
screaming through the dark from red eyes and slavering fangs. Howls of dying 
men shook the shadows; stealthy feet padded through the gloom, vampire eyes 
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blazed redly. There were grisly feasts beneath the moon, across whose red disk a 
bat-like shadow incessantly swept. 

Then abruptly, etched clearly in contrast to these impressionistic glimpses, 
around the jungled point in the whitening dawn swept a long galley, thronged 
with shining ebon figures, and in the bows stood a white-skinned ghost in blue 
steel. 

It was at this point that Conan first realized that he was dreaming. Until that 
instant he had had no consciousness of individual existence. But as he saw 
himself treading the boards of the Tigress, he recognized both the existence and 
the dream, although he did not awaken. 

Even as he wondered, the scene shifted abruptly to a jungle glade where 
N’Gora and nineteen black spearmen stood, as if awaiting someone. Even as he 
realized that it was he for whom they waited, a horror swooped down from the 
skies and their stolidity was broken by yells of fear. Like men maddened by 
terror, they threw away their weapons and raced wildly through the jungle, 
pressed close by the slavering monstrosity that flapped its wings above them. 


Chaos and confusion followed this vision, during which Conan feebly struggled 
to awake. Dimly he seemed to see himself lying under a nodding cluster of black 
blossoms, while from the bushes a hideous shape crept toward him. With a 
savage effort he broke the unseen bonds which held him to his dreams, and 
started upright. 

Bewilderment was in the glare he cast about him. Near him swayed the dusky 
lotus, and he hastened to draw away from it. 

In the spongy soil near by there was a track as if an animal had put out a foot, 
preparatory to emerging from the bushes, then had withdrawn it. It looked like 
the spoor of an unbelievably large hyena. 

He yelled for N’Gora. Primordial silence brooded over the jungle, in which his 
yells sounded brittle and hollow as mockery. He could not see the sun, but his 
wilderness-trained instinct told him the day was near its end. A panic rose in him 
at the thought that he had lain senseless for hours. He hastily followed the tracks 
of the spearmen, which lay plain in the damp loam before him. They ran in 
single file, and he soon emerged into a glade — to stop short, the skin crawling 
between his shoulders as he recognized it as the glade he had seen in his lotus- 
drugged dream. Shields and spears lay scattered about as if dropped in headlong 
flight. 

And from the tracks which led out of the glade and deeper into the fastnesses, 
Conan knew that the spearmen had fled, wildly. The footprints overlay one 
another; they weaved blindly among the trees. And with startling suddenness the 
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hastening Cimmerian came out of the jungle onto a hill-like rock which sloped 
steeply, to break off abruptly in a sheer precipice forty feet high. And something 
crouched on the brink. 

At first Conan thought it to be a great black gorilla. Then he saw that it was a 
giant black man that crouched ape-like, long arms dangling, froth dripping from 
the loose lips. It was not until, with a sobbing cry, the creature lifted huge hands 
and rushed towards him, that Conan recognized N’Gora. The black man gave no 
heed to Conan’s shout as he charged, eyes rolled up to display the whites, teeth 
gleaming, face an inhuman mask. 

With his skin crawling with the horror that madness always instils in the sane, 
Conan passed his sword through the black man’s body; then, avoiding the 
hooked hands that clawed at him as N’Gora sank down, he strode to the edge of 
the cliff. 

For an instant he stood looking down into the jagged rocks below, where lay 
N’Gora’s spearmen, in limp, distorted attitudes that told of crushed limbs and 
splintered bones. Not one moved. A cloud of huge black flies buzzed loudly 
above the blood-splashed stones; the ants had already begun to gnaw at the 
corpses. On the trees about sat birds of prey, and a jackal, looking up and seeing 
the man on the cliff, slunk furtively away. 

For a little space Conan stood motionless. Then he wheeled and ran back the 
way he had come, flinging himself with reckless haste through the tall grass and 
bushes, hurdling creepers that sprawled snake-like across his path. His sword 
swung low in his right hand, and an unaccustomed pallor tinged his dark face. 

The silence that reigned in the jungle was not broken. The sun had set and 
great shadows rushed upward from the slime of the black earth. Through the 
gigantic shades of lurking death and grim desolation Conan was a speeding 
glimmer of scarlet and blue steel. No sound in all the solitude was heard except 
his own quick panting as he burst from the shadows into the dim twilight of the 
river-shore. 

He saw the galley shouldering the rotten wharf, the ruins reeling drunkenly in 
the gray half-light. 

And here and there among the stones were spots of raw bright color, as if a 
careless hand had splashed with a crimson brush. 

Again Conan looked on death and destruction. Before him lay his spearmen, 
nor did they rise to salute him. From the jungle-edge to the riverbank, among the 
rotting pillars and along the broken piers they lay, torn and mangled and half 
devoured, chewed travesties of men. 

All about the bodies and pieces of bodies were swarms of huge footprints, like 
those of hyenas. 
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Conan came silently upon the pier, approaching the galley above whose deck 
was suspended something that glimmered ivory-white in the faint twilight. 
Speechless, the Cimmerian looked on the Queen of the Black Coast as she hung 
from the yard-arm of her own galley. Between the yard and her white throat 
stretched a line of crimson clots that shone like blood in the gray light. 


4 The Attack from the Air 


The shadows were black around him, 
The dripping jaws gaped wide, 
Thicker than rain the red drops fell; 
But my love was fiercer than Death’s black spell, 
Nor all the iron walls of hell 
Could keep me from his side. 


THE SONG OF BELIT 


The jungle was a black colossus that locked the ruin-littered glade in ebon arms. 
The moon had not risen; the stars were flecks of hot amber in a breathless sky 
that reeked of death. On the pyramid among the fallen towers sat Conan the 
Cimmerian like an iron statue, chin propped on massive fists. Out in the black 
shadows stealthy feet padded and red eyes glimmered. The dead lay as they had 
fallen. But on the deck of the Tigress, on a pyre of broken benches, spear-shafts 
and leopardskins, lay the Queen of the Black Coast in her last sleep, wrapped in 
Conan’s scarlet cloak. Like a true queen she lay, with her plunder heaped high 
about her: silks, cloth-of-gold, silver braid, casks of gems and golden coins, 
silver ingots, jeweled daggers and teocallis of gold wedges. 

But of the plunder of the accursed city, only the sullen waters of Zarkheba 
could tell where Conan had thrown it with a heathen curse. Now he sat grimly on 
the pyramid, waiting for his unseen foes. The black fury in his soul drove out all 
fear. What shapes would emerge from the blackness he knew not, nor did he 
care. 

He no longer doubted the visions of the black lotus. He understood that while 
waiting for him in the glade, N’Gora and his comrades had been terror-stricken 
by the winged monster swooping upon them from the sky, and fleeing in blind 
panic, had fallen over the cliff, all except their chief, who had somehow escaped 
their fate, though not madness. Meanwhile, or immediately after, or perhaps 
before, the destruction of those on the riverbank had been accomplished. Conan 
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did not doubt that the slaughter along the river had been massacre rather than 
battle. Already unmanned by their superstitious fears, the blacks might well have 
died without striking a blow in their own defense when attacked by their 
inhuman foes. 

Why he had been spared so long, he did not understand, unless the malign 
entity which ruled the river meant to keep him alive to torture him with grief and 
fear. All pointed to a human or superhuman intelligence — the breaking of the 
water-casks to divide the forces, the driving of the blacks over the cliff, and last 
and greatest, the grim jest of the crimson necklace knotted like a hangman’s 
noose about Bélit’s white neck. 

Having apparently saved the Cimmerian for the choicest victim, and extracted 
the last ounce of exquisite mental torture, it was likely that the unknown enemy 
would conclude the drama by sending him after the other victims. No smile bent 
Conan’s grim lips at the thought, but his eyes were lit with iron laughter. 

The moon rose, striking fire from the Cimmerian’s horned helmet. No call 
awoke the echoes; yet suddenly the night grew tense and the jungle held its 
breath. Instinctively Conan loosened the great sword in its sheath. The pyramid 
on which he rested was four-sided, one — the side toward the jungle — carved in 
broad steps. In his hand was a Shemite bow, such as Bélit had taught her pirates 
to use. A heap of arrows lay at his feet, feathered ends towards him, as he rested 
on one knee. 

Something moved in the blackness under the trees. Etched abruptly in the 
rising moon, Conan saw a darkly blocked-out head and shoulders, brutish in 
outline. And now from the shadows dark shapes came silently, swiftly, running 
low — twenty great spotted hyenas. Their slavering fangs flashed in the 
moonlight, their eyes blazed as no true beast’s eyes ever blazed. 

Twenty: then the spears of the pirates had taken toll of the pack, after all. Even 
as he thought this, Conan drew nock to ear, and at the twang of the string a 
flame-eyed shadow bounded high and fell writhing. The rest did not falter; on 
they came, and like a rain of death among them fell the arrows of the 
Cimmerian, driven with all the force and accuracy of steely thews backed by a 
hate hot as the slag-heaps of hell. 

In his berserk fury he did not miss; the air was filled with feathered 
destruction. The havoc wrought among the onrushing pack was breathtaking. 
Less than half of them reached the foot of the pyramid. Others dropped upon the 
broad steps. Glaring down into the blazing eyes, Conan knew these creatures 
were not beasts; it was not merely in their unnatural size that he sensed a 
blasphemous difference. They exuded an aura tangible as the black mist rising 
from a corpse-littered swamp. By what godless alchemy these beings had been 
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brought into existence, he could not guess; but he knew he faced diabolism 
blacker than the Well of Skelos. 

Springing to his feet, he bent his bow powerfully and drove his last shaft point 
blank at a great hairy shape that soared up at his throat. The arrow was a flying 
beam of moonlight that flashed onward with but a blur in its course, but the 
were-beast plunged convulsively in midair and crashed headlong, shot through 
and through. 

Then the rest were on him, in a nightmare rush of blazing eyes and dripping 
fangs. His fiercely driven sword shore the first asunder; then the desperate 
impact of the others bore him down. He crushed a narrow skull with the pommel 
of his hilt, feeling the bone splinter and blood and brains gush over his hand; 
then, dropping the sword, useless at such deadly close quarters, he caught at the 
throats of the two horrors which were ripping and tearing at him in silent fury. A 
foul acrid scent almost stifled him, his own sweat blinded him. Only his mail 
saved him from being ripped to ribbons in an instant. The next, his naked right 
hand locked on a hairy throat and tore it open. His left hand, missing the throat 
of the other beast, caught and broke its foreleg. A short yelp, the only cry in that 
grim battle, and hideously human-like, burst from the maimed beast. At the sick 
horror of that cry from a bestial throat, Conan involuntarily relaxed his grip. 

One, blood gushing from its torn jugular, lunged at him in a last spasm of 
ferocity, and fastened its fangs on his throat — to fall back dead, even as Conan 
felt the tearing agony of its grip. 

The other, springing forward on three legs, was slashing at his belly as a wolf 
slashes, actually rending the links of his mail. Flinging aside the dying beast, 
Conan grappled the crippled horror and, with a muscular effort that brought a 
groan from his blood-flecked lips, he heaved upright, gripping the struggling, 
tearing fiend in his arms. An instant he reeled off balance, its fetid breath hot on 
his nostrils; its jaws snapping at his neck; then he hurled it from him, to crash 
with bone-splintering force down the marble steps. 

As he reeled on wide-braced legs, sobbing for breath, the jungle and the moon 
swimming bloodily to his sight, the thrash of bat-wings was loud in his ears. 
Stooping, he groped for his sword, and swaying upright, braced his feet 
drunkenly and heaved the great blade above his head with both hands, shaking 
the blood from his eyes as he sought the air above him for his foe. 

Instead of attack from the air, the pyramid staggered suddenly and awfully 
beneath his feet. He heard a rumbling crackle and saw the tall column above him 
wave like a wand. Stung to galvanized life, he bounded far out; his feet hit a 
step, halfway down, which rocked beneath him, and his next desperate leap 
carried him clear. But even as his heels hit the earth, with a shattering crash like 
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a breaking mountain the pyramid crumpled, the column came thundering down 
in bursting fragments. For a blind cataclysmic instant the sky seemed to rain 
shards of marble. Then a rubble of shattered stone lay whitely under the moon. 


Conan stirred, throwing off the splinters that half covered him. A glancing blow 
had knocked off his helmet and momentarily stunned him. Across his legs lay a 
great piece of the column, pinning him down. He was not sure that his legs were 
unbroken. His black locks were plastered with sweat; blood trickled from the 
wounds in his throat and hands. He hitched up on one arm, struggling with the 
debris that prisoned him. 

Then something swept down across the stars and struck the sward near him. 
Twisting about, he saw it — the winged one! 

With fearful speed it was rushing upon him, and in that instant Conan had only 
a confused impression of a gigantic man-like shape hurtling along on bowed and 
stunted legs; of huge hairy arms outstretching misshapen black-nailed paws; of a 
malformed head, in whose broad face the only features recognizable as such 
were a pair of blood-red eyes. It was a thing neither man, beast, nor devil, 
imbued with characteristics subhuman as well as characteristics superhuman. 

But Conan had no time for conscious consecutive thought. He threw himself 
toward his fallen sword, and his clawing fingers missed it by inches. Desperately 
he grasped the shard which pinned his legs, and the veins swelled in his temples 
as he strove to thrust it off him. It gave slowly, but he knew that before he could 
free himself the monster would be upon him, and he knew that those black- 
taloned hands were death. 

The headlong rush of the winged one had not wavered. It towered over the 
prostrate Cimmerian like a black shadow, arms thrown wide — a glimmer of 
white flashed between it and its victim. 

In one mad instant she was there — a tense white shape, vibrant with love fierce 
as a she-panther’s. The dazed Cimmerian saw between him and the onrushing 
death, her lithe figure, shimmering like ivory beneath the moon; he saw the blaze 
of her dark eyes, the thick cluster of her burnished hair; her bosom heaved, her 
red lips were parted, she cried out sharp and ringing at the ring of steel as she 
thrust at the winged monster’s breast. 

‘Bélit!’ screamed Conan. She flashed a quick glance at him, and in her dark 
eyes he saw her love flaming, a naked elemental thing of raw fire and molten 
lava. Then she was gone, and the Cimmerian saw only the winged fiend which 
had staggered back in unwonted fear, arms lifted as if to fend off attack. And he 
knew that Bélit in truth lay on her pyre on the Tigress’s deck. In his ears rang her 
passionate cry: ‘Were I still in death and you fighting for life I would come back 
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from the abyss—’ 

With a terrible cry he heaved upward hurling the stone aside. The winged one 
came on again, and Conan sprang to meet it, his veins on fire with madness. The 
thews started out like cords on his forearms as he swung his great sword, 
pivoting on his heel with the force of the sweeping arc. Just above the hips it 
caught the hurtling shape, and the knotted legs fell one way, the torso another as 
the blade sheared clear through its hairy body. 

Conan stood in the moonlit silence, the dripping sword sagging in his hand, 
staring down at the remnants of his enemy. The red eyes glared up at him with 
awful life, then glazed and set; the great hands knotted spasmodically and 
stiffened. And the oldest race in the world was extinct. 

Conan lifted his head, mechanically searching for the beast-things that had 
been its slaves and executioners. None met his gaze. The bodies he saw littering 
the moon-splashed grass were of men, not beasts: hawk-faced, dark-skinned 
men, naked, transfixed by arrows or mangled by sword-strokes. And they were 
crumbling into dust before his eyes. 

Why had not the winged master come to the aid of its slaves when he struggled 
with them? Had it feared to come within reach of fangs that might turn and rend 
it? Craft and caution had lurked in that misshapen skull, but had not availed in 
the end. 

Turning on his heel, the Cimmerian strode down the rotting wharfs and stepped 
aboard the galley. A few strokes of his sword cut her adrift, and he went to the 
sweep-head. The Tigress rocked slowly in the sullen water, sliding out 
sluggishly toward the middle of the river, until the broad current caught her. 
Conan leaned on the sweep, his somber gaze fixed on the cloak-wrapped shape 
that lay in state on the pyre the richness of which was equal to the ransom of an 
empress. 


5 The Funeral Pyre 


Now we are done with roaming, evermore; 
No more the oars, the windy harp’s refrain; 

Nor crimson pennon frights the dusky shore; 
Blue girdle of the world, receive again 

Her whom thou gavest me. 


THE SONG OF BELIT 
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Again dawn tinged the ocean. A redder glow lit the river-mouth. Conan of 
Cimmeria leaned on his great sword upon the white beach, watching the Tigress 
swinging out on her last voyage. There was no light in his eyes that 
contemplated the glassy swells. Out of the rolling blue wastes all glory and 
wonder had gone. A fierce revulsion shook him as he gazed at the green surges 
that deepened into purple hazes of mystery. 

Bélit had been of the sea; she had lent it splendor and allure. Without her it 
rolled a barren, dreary and desolate waste from pole to pole. She belonged to the 
sea; to its everlasting mystery he returned her. He could do no more. For 
himself, its glittering blue splendor was more repellent than the leafy fronds 
which rustled and whispered behind him of vast mysterious wilds beyond them, 
and into which he must plunge. 

No hand was at the sweep of the Tigress, no oars drove her through the green 
water. But a clean tanging wind bellied her silken sail, and as a wild swan 
cleaves the sky to her nest, she sped seaward, flames mounting higher and higher 
from her deck to lick at the mast and envelop the figure that lay lapped in scarlet 
on the shining pyre. 

So passed the Queen of the Black Coast, and leaning on his red-stained sword, 
Conan stood silently until the red glow had faded far out in the blue hazes and 
dawn splashed its rose and gold over the ocean. 
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THE DEVIL IN IRON 


The risuerman cooseneo us Knife in its scabbard. The gesture was instinctive, for what he 
feared was nothing a knife could slay, not even the saw-edged crescent blade of 
the Yuetshi that could disembowel a man with an upward stroke. Neither man 
nor beast threatened him in the solitude which brooded over the castellated isle 
of Xapur. 

He had climbed the cliffs, passed through the jungle that bordered them, and 
now stood surrounded by evidences of a vanished state. Broken columns 
glimmered among the trees, the straggling lines of crumbling walls meandered 
off into the shadows, and under his feet were broad paves, cracked and bowed by 
roots growing beneath. 

The fisherman was typical of his race, that strange people whose origin is lost 
in the gray dawn of the past, and who have dwelt in their rude fishing huts along 
the southern shore of the Sea of Vilayet since time immemorial. He was broadly 
built, with long apish arms and a mighty chest, but with lean loins and thin 
bandy legs. His face was broad, his forehead low and retreating, his hair thick 
and tangled. A belt for a knife and a rag for a loin-cloth were all he wore in the 
way of clothing. 

That he was where he was proved that he was less dully incurious than most of 
his people. Men seldom visited Xapur. It was uninhabited, all but forgotten, 
merely one among the myriad isles which dotted the great inland sea. Men called 
it Xapur, the Fortified, because of its ruins, remnants of some prehistoric 
kingdom, lost and forgotten before the conquering Hyborians had ridden 
southward. None knew who reared those stones, though dim legends lingered 
among the Yuetshi which half intelligibly suggested a connection of 
immeasurable antiquity between the fishers and the unknown island kingdom. 

But it had been a thousand years since any Yuetshi had understood the import 
of these tales; they repeated them now as a meaningless formula, a gibberish 
framed by their lips by custom. No Yuetshi had come to Xapur for a century. 
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The adjacent coast of the mainland was uninhabited, a reedy marsh given over to 
the grim beasts that haunted it. The fisher’s village lay some distance to the 
south, on the mainland. A storm had blown his frail fishing craft far from his 
accustomed haunts, and wrecked it in a night of flaring lightning and roaring 
waters on the towering cliffs of the isle. Now in the dawn the sky shone blue and 
clear, the rising sun made jewels of the dripping leaves. He had climbed the 
cliffs to which he had clung through the night because, in the midst of the storm, 
he had seen an appalling lance of lightning fork out of the black heavens, and the 
concussion of its stroke, which had shaken the whole island, had been 
accompanied by a cataclysmic crash that he doubted could have resulted from a 
riven tree. 

A dull curiosity had caused him to investigate; and now he had found what he 
sought and an animal-like uneasiness possessed him, a sense of lurking peril. 

Among the trees reared a broken dome-like structure, built of gigantic blocks 
of the peculiar iron-like green stone found only on the islands of Vilayet. It 
seemed incredible that human hands could have shaped and placed them, and 
certainly it was beyond human power to have overthrown the structure they 
formed. But the thunderbolt had splintered the ton-heavy blocks like so much 
glass, reduced others to green dust, and ripped away the whole arch of the dome. 

The fisherman climbed over the debris and peered in, and what he saw brought 
a grunt from him. Within the ruined dome, surrounded by stone-dust and bits of 
broken masonry, lay a man on the golden block. He was clad in a sort of skirt 
and a shagreen girdle. His black hair, which fell in a square mane to his massive 
shoulders, was confined about his temples by a narrow gold band. On his bare, 
muscular breast lay a curious dagger with a jeweled pommel, shagreen-bound 
hilt, and a broad crescent blade. It was much like the knife the fisherman wore at 
his hip, but it lacked the serrated edge, and was made with infinitely greater 
skill. 

The fisherman lusted for the weapon. The man, of course, was dead; had been 
dead for many centuries. This dome was his tomb. The fisherman did not 
wonder by what art the ancients had preserved the body in such a vivid likeness 
of life, which kept the muscular limbs full and unshrunken, the dark flesh vital. 
The dull brain of the Yuetshi had room only for his desire for the knife with its 
delicate waving lines along the dully gleaming blade. 

Scrambling down into the dome, he lifted the weapon from the man’s breast. 
And as he did so, a strange and terrible thing came to pass. The muscular dark 
hands knotted convulsively, the lids flared open, revealing great dark magnetic 
eyes whose stare struck the startled fisherman like a physical blow. He recoiled, 
dropping the jeweled dagger in his perturbation. The man on the dais heaved up 
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to a sitting position, and the fisherman gaped at the full extent of his size, thus 
revealed. His narrowed eyes held the Yuetshi and in those slitted orbs he read 
neither friendliness nor gratitude; he saw only a fire as alien and hostile as that 
which burns in the eyes of a tiger. 

Suddenly the man rose and towered above him, menace in his every aspect. 
There was no room in the fisherman’s dull brain for fear, at least for such fear as 
might grip a man who has just seen the fundamental laws of nature defied. As 
the great hands fell to his shoulders, he drew his saw-edged knife and struck 
upward with the same motion. The blade splintered against the stranger’s corded 
belly as against a steel column, and then the fisherman’s thick neck broke like a 
rotten twig in the giant hands. 


Jehungir Agha, lord of Khawarizm and keeper of the coastal border, scanned 
once more the ornate parchment scroll with its peacock seal, and laughed shortly 
and sardonically. 

‘Well?’ bluntly demanded his counsellor Ghaznavi. 

Jehungir shrugged his shoulders. He was a handsome man, with the merciless 
pride of birth and accomplishment. 

‘The king grows short of patience,’ said he. ‘In his own hand he complains 
bitterly of what he calls my failure to guard the frontier. By Tarim, if I can not 
deal a blow to these robbers of the steppes, Khawarizm may own a new lord.’ 

Ghaznavi tugged his gray-shot beard in meditation. Yezdigerd, king of Turan, 
was the mightiest monarch in the world. In his palace in the great port city of 
Aghrapur was heaped the plunder of empires. His fleets of purple-sailed war 
galleys had made Vilayet an Hyrkanian lake. The dark-skinned people of 
Zamora paid him tribute, as did the eastern provinces of Koth. The Shemites 
bowed to his rule as far west as Shushan. His armies ravaged the borders of 
Stygia in the south and the snowy lands of the Hyperboreans in the north. His 
riders bore torch and sword westward into Brythunia and Ophir and Corinthia, 
even to the borders of Nemedia. His gilt-helmeted swordsmen had trampled 
hosts under their horses’ hoofs, and walled cities went up in flames at his 
command. In the glutted slave markets of Aghrapur, Sultanapur, Khawarizm, 
Shahpur and Khorusun, women were sold for three small silver coins — blond 
Brythunians, tawny Stygians, dark-haired Zamorians, ebon Kushites, olive- 
skinned Shemites. 
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Yet, while his swift horsemen overthrew armies far from his frontiers, at his 
very borders an audacious foe plucked his beard with a red-dripping and smoke- 
stained hand. 

On the broad steppes between the Sea of Vilayet and the borders of the 
easternmost Hyborian kingdoms, a new race had sprung up in the past half- 
century, formed originally of fleeing criminals, broken men, escaped slaves, and 
deserting soldiers. They were men of many crimes and countries, some born on 
the steppes, some fleeing from the kingdoms in the west. They were called 
kozak, which means wastrel. 

Dwelling on the wild, open steppes, owning no law but their own peculiar 
code, they had become a people capable of defying the Grand Monarch. 
Ceaselessly they raided the Turanian frontier, retiring in the steppes when 
defeated; with the pirates of Vilayet, men of much the same breed, they harried 
the coast, preying off the merchant ships which plied between the Hyrkanian 
ports. 

‘How am I to crush these wolves?’ demanded Jehungir. ‘If I follow them into 
the steppes, I run the risk either of being cut off and destroyed, or having them 
elude me entirely and burn the city in my absence. Of late they have been more 
daring than ever.’ 

‘That is because of the new chief who has risen among them,’ answered 
Ghaznavi. ‘You know whom I mean.’ 

‘Aye!’ replied Jehungir feelingly. ‘It is that devil Conan; he is even wilder than 
the kozaks, yet he is crafty as a mountain lion.’ 

‘It is more through wild animal instinct than through intelligence,’ answered 
Ghaznavi. ‘The other kozaks are at least descendants of civilized men. He is a 
barbarian. But to dispose of him would be to deal them a crippling blow.’ 

‘But how?’ demanded Jehungir. ‘He has repeatedly cut his way out of spots 
that seemed certain death for him. And, by instinct or cunning, he has avoided or 
escaped every trap set for him.’ 

‘For every beast and for every man there is a trap he will not escape,’ quoth 
Ghaznavi. ‘When we have parleyed with the kozaks for the ransom of captives, I 
have observed this man Conan. He has a keen relish for women and strong drink. 
Have your captive Octavia fetched here.’ 

Jehungir clapped his hands, and an impassive Kushite eunuch, an image of 
shining ebony in silken pantaloons, bowed before him and went to do his 
bidding. Presently he returned, leading by the wrist a tall handsome girl, whose 
yellow hair, clear eyes and fair skin identified her as a pure-blooded member of 
her race. Her scanty silk tunic, girded at the waist, displayed the marvelous 
contours of her magnificent figure. Her fine eyes flashed with resentment and 
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her red lips were sulky, but submission had been taught her during her captivity. 
She stood with hanging head before her master until her motioned her to a seat 
on the divan beside him. Then he looked inquiringly at Ghaznavi. 

‘We must lure Conan away from the kozaks,’ said the counsellor abruptly. 
‘Their war camp is at present pitched somewhere on the lower reaches of the 
Zaporoska River — which, as you well know, is a wilderness of reeds, a swampy 
jungle in which our last expedition was cut to pieces by those masterless devils.’ 

‘IT am not likely to forget that,’ said Jehungir wryly. 

‘There is an uninhabited island near the mainland,’ said Ghaznavi, ‘known as 
Xapur, the Fortified, because of some ancient ruins upon it. There is a peculiarity 
about it which makes it perfect for our purpose. It has no shore-line, but rises 
sheer out of the sea in cliffs a hundred and fifty feet tall. Not even an ape could 
negotiate them. The only place where a man can go up or down is a narrow path 
on the western side that has the appearance of a worn stair, carved into the solid 
rock of the cliffs. 

‘If we could trap Conan on that island, alone, we could hunt him down at our 
leisure, with bows, as men hunt a lion.’ 

‘As well wish for the moon,’ said Jehungir impatiently. ‘Shall we send him a 
messenger, bidding him climb the cliffs and await our coming?’ 

‘In effect, yes!’ Seeing Jehungir’s look of amazement, Ghaznavi continued: 
‘We will ask for a parley with the kozaks in regard to prisoners, at the edge of 
the steppes by Fort Ghori. As usual, we will go with a force and encamp outside 
the castle. They will come, with an equal force, and the parley will go forward 
with the usual distrust and suspicion. But this time we will take with us, as if by 
casual chance, your beautiful captive.’ Octavia changed color and listened with 
intensified interest as the counsellor nodded toward her. ‘She will use all her 
wiles to attract Conan’s attention. That should not be difficult. To that wild 
reaver she should appear a dazzling vision of loveliness. Her vitality and 
substantial figure should appeal to him more vividly than would one of the doll- 
like beauties of your seraglio.’ 

Octavia sprang up, her white fists clenched, her eyes blazing and her figure 
quivering with outraged anger. 

“You would force me to play the trollop with this barbarian?’ she exclaimed. ‘I 
will not! I am no market-block slut to smirk and ogle at a steppes-robber. I am 
the daughter of a Nemedian lord—’ 

“You were of the Nemedian nobility before my riders carried you off,’ returned 
Jehungir cynically. ‘Now you are merely a slave who will do as she is bid.’ 

‘T will not!’ she raged. 

‘On the contrary,’ rejoined Jehungir with studied cruelty, ‘you will. I like 
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Ghaznavi’s plan. Continue, prince among counsellors.’ 

‘Conan will probably wish to buy her. You will refuse to sell her, of course, or 
to exchange her for Hyrkanian prisoners. He may then try to steal her, or take 
her by force — though I do not think even he would break the parley-truce. 
Anyway, we must be prepared for whatever he might attempt. 

‘Then, shortly after the parley, before he has time to forget all about her, we 
will send a messenger to him, under a flag of truce, accusing him of stealing the 
girl, and demanding her return. He may kill the messenger, but at least he will 
think that she has escaped. 

‘Then we will send a spy — a Yuetshi fisherman will do — to the kozak camp, 
who will tell Conan that Octavia is hiding on Xapur. If I know my man, he will 
go straight to that place.’ 

‘But we do not know that he will go alone,’ Jehungir argued. 

‘Does a man take a band of warriors with him, when going to a rendezvous 
with a woman he desires?’ retorted Ghaznavi. ‘The chances are all that he will 
go alone. But we will take care of the other alternative. We will not await him on 
the island, where we might be trapped ourselves, but among the reeds of a 
marshy point which juts out to within a thousand yards of Xapur. If he brings a 
large force, we’ll beat a retreat and think up another plot. If he comes alone or 
with a small party, we will have him. Depend upon it, he will come, 
remembering your charming slave’s smiles and meaning glances.’ 

‘I will never descend to such shame!’ Octavia was wild with fury and 
humiliation. ‘I will die first!’ 

“You will not die, my rebellious beauty,’ said Jehungir, ‘but you will be 
subjected to a very painful and humiliating experience.’ 

He clapped his hands, and Octavia paled. This time it was not the Kushite who 
entered, but a Shemite, a heavily muscled man of medium height with a short, 
curled, blue-black beard. 

‘Here is work for you, Gilzan,’ said Jehungir. “Take this fool, and play with her 
awhile. Yet be careful not to spoil her beauty.’ 

With an inarticulate grunt the Shemite seized Octavia’s wrist, and at the grasp 
of his iron fingers, all the defiance went out of her. With a piteous cry she tore 
away and threw herself on her knees before her implacable master, sobbing 
incoherently for mercy. 

Jehungir dismissed the disappointed torturer with a gesture, and said to 
Ghaznavi: ‘If your plan succeeds, I will fill your lap with gold.’ 
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In the darkness before dawn an unaccustomed sound disturbed the solitude that 
slumbered over the reedy marshes and the misty waters of the coast. It was not a 
drowsy water-fowl nor a waking beast. It was a human who struggled through 
the thick reeds, which were taller than a man’s head. 

It was a woman, had there been anyone to see, tall and yellow-haired, her 
splendid limbs molded by her draggled tunic. Octavia had escaped in good 
earnest, every outraged fiber of her still tingling from her experience in a 
captivity that had become unendurable. 

Jehungir’s mastery of her had been bad enough; but with deliberate 
fiendishness Jehungir had given her to a nobleman whose name was a byword 
for degeneracy even in Khawarizm. 

Octavia’s resilient flesh crawled and quivered at her memories. Desperation 
had nerved her climb from Jelal Khan’s castle on a rope made of strips from torn 
tapestries, and chance had led her to a picketed horse. She had ridden all night, 
and dawn found her with a foundered steed on the swampy shores of the sea. 
Quivering with the abhorrence of being dragged back to the revolting destiny 
planned for her by Jelal Khan, she plunged into the morass, seeking a hiding- 
place from the pursuit she expected. When the reeds grew thinner around her and 
the water rose about her thighs, she saw the dim loom of an island ahead of her. 
A broad span of water lay between, but she did not hesitate. She waded out until 
the low waves were lapping about her waist; then she struck out strongly, 
swimming with a vigor that promised unusual endurance. 

As she neared the island, she saw that it rose sheer from the water in castle-like 
cliffs. She reached them at last, but found neither ledge to stand on below the 
water, not to cling to above. She swam on, following the curve of the cliffs, the 
strain of her long flight beginning to weight her limbs. Her hands fluttered along 
the sheer stone, and suddenly they found a depression. With a sobbing gasp of 
relief, she pulled herself out of the water and clung there, a dripping white 
goddess in the dim starlight. 

She had come upon what seemed to be steps carved in the cliff. Up them she 
went, flattening herself against the stone as she caught the faint clack of muffled 
oars. She strained her eyes and thought she made out a vague bulk moving 
toward the reedy point she had just quitted. But it was too far away for her to be 
sure, in the darkness, and presently the faint sound ceased, and she continued her 
climb. If it were her pursuers, she knew of no better course than to hide on the 
island. She knew that most of the islands off that marshy coast were uninhabited. 
This might be a pirate’s lair, but even pirates would be preferable to the beast 
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she had escaped. 

A vagrant thought crossed her mind as she climbed, in which she mentally 
compared her former master with the kozak chief with whom — by compulsion — 
she had shamelessly flirted in the pavilions of the camp by Fort Ghori, where the 
Hyrkanian lords had parleyed with the warriors of the steppes. His burning gaze 
had frightened and humiliated her, but his cleanly elemental fierceness set him 
above Jelal Khan, a monster such as only an overly opulent civilization can 
produce. 

She scrambled up over the cliff edge and looked timidly at the dense shadows 
which confronted her. The trees grew close to the cliffs, presenting a solid mass 
of blackness. Something whirred above her head and she cowered, even though 
realizing it was only a bat. 

She did not like the look of those ebony shadows, but she set her teeth and 
went toward them, trying not to think of snakes. Her bare feet made no sound in 
the spongy loam under the trees. Once among them, the darkness closed 
frighteningly about her. She had not taken a dozen steps when she was no longer 
able to look back and see the cliffs and the sea beyond. A few steps more and 
she became hopelessly confused and lost her sense of direction. Through the 
tangled branches not even a star peered. She groped and floundered on, blindly, 
and then came to a sudden halt. 

Somewhere ahead there began the rhythmical booming of a drum. It was not 
such a sound as she would have expected to hear in that time and place. Then 
she forgot it as she was aware of a presence near her. She could not see, but she 
knew that something was standing beside her in the darkness. 

With a stifled cry she shrank back, and as she did so, something that even in 
her panic she recognized as a human arm curved about her waist. She screamed 
and threw all her supple young strength into a wild lunge for freedom, but her 
captor caught her up like a child, crushing her frantic resistance with ease. The 
silence with which her frenzied pleas and protests were received added to her 
terror as she felt herself being carried through the darkness toward the distant 
drum which still pulsed and muttered. 


As the first tinge of dawn reddened the sea, a small boat with a solitary occupant 
approached the cliffs. The man in the boat was a picturesque figure. A crimson 
scarf was knotted about his head; his wide silk breeches, of flaming hue, were 
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upheld by a broad sash which likewise supported a scimitar in a shagreen 
scabbard. His gilt-worked leather boots suggested the horseman rather than the 
seaman, but he handled his boat with skill. Through his widely open white silk 
shirt showed his broad muscular breast, burned brown by the sun. 

The muscles of his heavy bronzed arms rippled as he pulled the oars with an 
almost feline ease of motion. A fierce vitality that was evident in each feature 
and motion set him apart from common men; yet his expression was neither 
savage nor somber, though the smoldering blue eyes hinted at ferocity easily 
wakened. This was Conan, who had wandered into the armed camps of the 
kozaks with no other possession than his wits and his sword, and who had carved 
his way to leadership among them. 

He paddled to the carven stair as one familiar with his environs, and moored 
the boat to a projection of the rock. Then he went up the worn steps without 
hesitation. He was keenly alert, not because he consciously suspected hidden 
danger, but because alertness was a part of him, whetted by the wild existence he 
followed. 

What Ghaznavi had considered animal intuition or some sixth sense was 
merely the razor-edge faculties and savage wit of the barbarian. Conan had no 
instinct to tell him that men were watching him from a covert among the reeds of 
the mainland. 

As he climbed the cliff, one of these men breathed deeply and stealthily lifted a 
bow. Jehungir caught his wrist and hissed an oath into his ear. ‘Fool! Will you 
betray us? Don’t you realize he is out of range? Let him get upon the island. He 
will go looking for the girl. We will stay here awhile. He may have sensed our 
presence or guessed our plot. He may have warriors hidden somewhere. We will 
wait. In an hour, if nothing suspicious occurs, we’ll row up to the foot of the 
stair and await him there. If he does not return in a reasonable time, some of us 
will go upon the island and hunt him down. But I do not wish to do that if it can 
be helped. Some of us are sure to die if we have to go into the bush after him. I 
had rather catch him descending the stair, where we can feather him with arrows 
from a safe distance.’ 

Meanwhile the unsuspecting kozak had plunged into the forest. He went 
silently in his soft leather boots, his gaze sifting every shadow in eagerness to 
catch sight of the splendid tawny-haired beauty of whom he had dreamed ever 
since he had seen her in the pavilion of Jehungir Agha by Fort Ghori. He would 
have desired her even if she had displayed repugnance toward him. But her 
cryptic smiles and glances had fired his blood, and with all the lawless violence 
which was his heritage he desired that white-skinned golden-haired woman of 
civilization. 
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He had been on Xapur before. Less than a month ago he had held a secret 
conclave here with a pirate crew. He knew that he was approaching a point 
where he could see the mysterious ruins which gave the island its name, and he 
wondered if he would find the girl hiding among them. Even with the thought he 
stopped as though struck dead. 

Ahead of him, among the trees, rose something that his reason told him was 
not possible. It was a great dark green wall, with towers rearing beyond the 
battlements. 

Conan stood paralyzed in the disruption of the faculties which demoralizes 
anyone who is confronted by an impossible negation of sanity. He doubted 
neither his sight nor his reason, but something was monstrously out of joint. Less 
than a month ago only broken ruins had showed among the trees. What human 
hands could rear such a mammoth pile as now met his eyes, in the few weeks 
which had elapsed? Besides, the buccaneers who roamed Vilayet ceaselessly 
would have learned of any work going on on such a stupendous scale, and would 
have informed the kozaks. 

There was no explaining this thing, but it was so. He was on Xapur and that 
fantastic heap of towering masonry was on Xapur, and all was madness and 
paradox; yet it was all true. 

He wheeled back through the jungle, down the carven stair and across the blue 
waters to the distant camp at the mouth of the Zaporoska. In that moment of 
unreasoning panic even the thought of halting so near the inland sea was 
repugnant. He would leave it behind him, would quit the armed camps and the 
steppes, and put a thousand miles between him and the blue mysterious East 
where the most basic laws of nature could be set at naught, by what diabolism he 
could not guess. 

For an instant the future fate of kingdoms that hinged on this gay-clad 
barbarian hung in the balance. It was a small thing that tipped the scales — 
merely a shred of silk hanging on a bush that caught his uneasy glance. He 
leaned to it, his nostrils expanding, his nerves quivering to a subtle stimulant. On 
that bit of torn cloth, so faint that it was less with his physical faculties than by 
some obscure instinctive sense that he recognized it, lingered the tantalizing 
perfume that he connected with the sweet firm flesh of the woman he had seen in 
Jehungir’s pavilion. The fisherman had not lied, then; she was here! Then in the 
soil he saw a single track of a bare foot, long and slender, but a man’s not a 
woman’s, and sunk deeper than was natural. The conclusion was obvious; the 
man who made that track was carrying a burden, and what should it be but the 
girl the kozak was seeking? 

He stood silently facing the dark towers that loomed through the trees, his eyes 
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slits of blue bale-fire. Desire for the yellow-haired woman vied with a sullen 
primordial rage at whoever had taken her. His human passion fought down his 
ultra-human fears, and dropping into the stalking crouch of a hunting panther, he 
glided toward the walls, taking advantage of the dense foliage to escape 
detection from the battlements. 

As he approached he saw that the walls were composed of the same green 
stone that had formed the ruins, and he was haunted by a vague sense of 
familiarity. It was as if he looked upon something he had never seen before, but 
had dreamed of, or pictured mentally. At last he recognized the sensation. The 
walls and towers followed the plan of the ruins. It was as if the crumbling lines 
had grown back into the structures they originally were. 

No sound disturbed the morning quiet as Conan stole to the foot of the wall 
which rose sheer from the luxuriant growth. On the southern reaches of the 
inland sea the vegetation was almost tropical. He saw no one on the battlements, 
heard no sounds within. He saw a massive gate a short distance to his left, and 
had had no reason to suppose that it was not locked and guarded. But he believed 
that the woman he sought was somewhere beyond that wall, and the course he 
took was characteristically reckless. 

Above him vine-festooned branches reached out toward the battlements. He 
went up a great tree like a cat, and reaching a point above the parapet, he gripped 
a thick limb with both hands, swung back and forth at arm’s length until he had 
gained momentum, and then let go and catapulted through the air, landing cat- 
like on the battlements. Crouching there he stared down into the streets of a city. 

The circumference of the wall was not great, but the number of green stone 
buildings it contained was surprizing. They were three or four stories in height, 
mainly flat-roofed, reflecting a fine architectural style. The streets converged 
like the spokes of a wheel into an octagon-shaped court in the center of the town 
which gave upon a lofty edifice, which, with its domes and towers, dominated 
the whole city. He saw no one moving in the streets or looking out of the 
windows, though the sun was already coming up. The silence that reigned there 
might have been that of a dead and deserted city. A narrow stone stair ascended 
the wall near him; down this he went. 

Houses shouldered so closely to the wall that halfway down the stair he found 
himself within arm’s length of a window, and halted to peer in. There were no 
bars, and the silk curtains were caught back with satin cords. He looked into a 
chamber whose walls were hidden by dark velvet tapestries. The floor was 
covered with thick rugs, and there were benches of polished ebony, and an ivory 
dais heaped with furs. 

He was about to continue his descent, when he heard the sound of someone 
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approaching in the street below. Before the unknown person could come round a 
comer and see him on the stair, he stepped quickly across the intervening space 
and dropped lightly into the room, drawing his scimitar. He stood for an instant 
statue-like; then as nothing happened he was moving across the rugs toward an 
arched doorway when a hanging was drawn aside, revealing a cushioned alcove 
from which a slender, dark-haired girl regarded him with languid eyes. 

Conan glared at her tensely, expecting her momentarily to start screaming. But 
she merely smothered a yawn with a dainty hand, rose from the alcove and 
leaned negligently against the hanging which she held with one hand. 

She was undoubtedly a member of a white race, though her skin was very dark. 
Her square-cut hair was black as midnight, her only garment a wisp of silk about 
her supple hips. 

Presently she spoke, but the tongue was unfamiliar to him, and he shook his 
head. She yawned again, stretched lithely, and without any show of fear or 
surprize, shifted to a language he did understand, a dialect of Yuetshi which 
sounded strangely archaic. 

‘Are you looking for someone?’ she asked, as indifferently as if the invasion of 
her chamber by an armed stranger were the most common thing imaginable. 

“Who are you?’ he demanded. 

‘I am Yateli,’ she answered languidly. ‘I must have feasted late last night, I am 
so sleepy now. Who are you?’ 

‘I am Conan, a hetman among the kozaks,’ he answered, watching her 
narrowly. He believed her attitude to be a pose, and expected her to try to escape 
from the chamber or rouse the house. But, though a velvet rope that might be a 
signal cord hung near her, she did not reach for it. 

‘Conan,’ she repeated drowsily. ‘You are not a Dagonian. I suppose you are a 
mercenary. Have you cut the heads off many Yuetshi?’ 

‘I do not war on water rats!’ he snorted. 

‘But they are very terrible,’ she murmured. ‘I remember when they were our 
slaves. But they revolted and burned and slew. Only the magic of Khosatral Khel 
has kept them from the walls—’ She paused, a puzzled look struggling with the 
sleepiness of her expression. ‘I forgot,’ she muttered. “They did climb the walls, 
last night. There was shouting and fire, and people calling in vain on Khosatral.’ 
She shook her head as if to clear it. ‘But that can not be,’ she murmured, 
‘because I am alive, and I thought I was dead. Oh, to the devil with it!’ 

She came across the chamber, and taking Conan’s hand, drew him to the dais. 
He yielded in bewilderment and uncertainty. The girl smiled at him like a sleepy 
child; her long silky lashes drooped over dusky, clouded eyes. She ran her 
fingers through his thick black locks as if to assure herself of his reality. 
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‘It was a dream,’ she yawned. ‘Perhaps it’s all a dream. I feel like a dream 
now. I don’t care. I can’t remember something — I have forgotten — there is 
something I can not understand, but I grow so sleepy when I try to think. 
Anyway, it doesn’t matter.’ 

“What do you mean?’ he asked uneasily. ‘You said they climbed the walls last 
night? Who?’ 

‘The Yuetshi. I thought so, anyway. A cloud of smoke hid everything, but a 
naked, blood-stained devil caught me by the throat and drove his knife into my 
breast. Oh, it hurt! But it was a dream, because see, there is no scar.’ She idly 
inspected her smooth bosom, and then sank upon Conan’s lap and passed her 
supple arms around his massive neck. ‘I can not remember,’ she murmured, 
nestling her dark head against his mighty breast. ‘Everything is dim and misty. It 
does not matter. You are no dream. You are strong. Let us live while we can. 
Love me!’ 

He cradled the girl’s glossy head in the bend of his heavy arm, and kissed her 
full red lips with unfeigned relish. 

“You are strong,’ she repeated, her voice waning. ‘Love me — love—’ The 
sleepy murmur faded away; the dusky eyes closed, the long lashes drooping over 
the sensuous cheeks; the supple body relaxed in Conan’s arms. 

He scowled down at her. She seemed to partake of the illusion that haunted this 
whole city, but the firm resilience of her limbs under his questing fingers 
convinced him that he had a living human girl in his arms, and not the shadow of 
a dream. No less disturbed, he hastily laid her on the furs upon the dais. Her 
sleep was too deep to be natural. He decided that she must be an addict of some 
drug, perhaps like the black lotus of Xuthal. 

Then he found something else to make him wonder. Among the furs on the 
dais was a gorgeous spotted skin, whose predominant hue was golden. It was not 
a clever copy, but the skin of an actual beast. And that beast, Conan knew, had 
been extinct for at least a thousand years; it was the great golden leopard which 
figures so predominantly in Hyborian legendry, and which the ancient artists 
delighted to portray in pigments and marble. 

Shaking his head in bewilderment, Conan passed through the archway into a 
winding corridor. Silence hung over the house, but outside he heard a sound 
which his keen ears recognized as something ascending the stair on the wall 
from which he had entered the building. An instant later he was startled to hear 
something land with a soft but weighty thud on the floor of the chamber he had 
just quitted. Turning quickly away, he hurried along the twisting hallway until 
something on the floor before him brought him to a halt. 

It was a human figure, which lay half in the hall and half in an opening that 
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obviously was normally concealed by a door which was a duplicate of the panels 
of the wall. It was a man, dark and lean, clad only in a silk loin-cloth, with a 
shaven head and cruel features, and he lay as if death had struck him just as he 
was emerging from the panel. Conan bent above him, seeking the cause of his 
death, and discovered him to be merely sunk in the same deep sleep as the girl in 
the chamber. 

But why should he select such a place for his slumbers? While meditating on 
the matter, Conan was galvanized by a sound behind him. Something was 
moving up the corridor in his direction. A quick glance down it showed that it 
ended in a great door which might be locked. Conan jerked the supine body out 
of the panel-entrance and stepped through, pulling the panel shut after him. A 
click told him it was locked in place. Standing in utter darkness, he heard a 
shuffling tread halt just outside the door, and a faint chill trickled along his 
spine. That was no human step, nor that of any beast he had ever encountered. 

There was an instant of silence, then a faint creak of wood and metal. Putting 
out his hand he felt the door straining and bending inward, as if a great weight 
were being steadily borne against it from the outside. As he reached for his 
sword, this ceased and he heard a strange slobbering mouthing that prickled the 
short hairs on his scalp. Scimitar in hand he began backing away, and his heels 
felt steps, down which he nearly tumbled. He was in a narrow staircase leading 
downward. 

He groped his way down in the blackness, feeling for, but not finding, some 
other opening in the walls. Just as he decided that he was no longer in the house, 
but deep in the earth under it, the steps ceased in a level tunnel. 


Along the black silent tunnel Conan groped, momentarily dreading a fall into 
some unseen pit; but at last his feet struck steps again, and he went up them until 
he came to a door on which his fumbling fingers found a metal catch. He came 
out into a dim and lofty room of enormous proportions. Fantastic columns 
marched around the mottled walls, upholding a ceiling, which, at once 
translucent and dusky, seemed like a cloudy midnight sky, giving an illusion of 
impossible height. If any light filtered in from the outside it was curiously 
altered. 

In a brooding twilight Conan moved across the bare green floor. The great 
room was circular, pierced on one side by the great bronze valves of a giant 
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door. Opposite this, on a dais against the wall, up to which led broad curving 
steps, there stood a throne of copper, and when Conan saw what was coiled on 
this throne, he retreated hastily, lifting his scimitar. 

Then, as the thing did not move, he scanned it more closely, and presently 
mounted the glass steps and stared down at it. It was a gigantic snake, apparently 
carved in some jade-like substance. Each scale stood out as distinctly as in real 
life, and the iridescent colors were vividly reproduced. The great wedge-shaped 
head was half submerged in the folds of its trunk; so neither the eyes nor jaws 
were visible. Recognition stirred in his mind. This snake was evidently meant to 
represent one of those grim monsters of the marsh which in past ages had 
haunted the reedy edges of Vilayet’s southern shores. But, like the golden 
leopard, they had been extinct for hundreds of years. Conan had seen rude 
images of them, in miniature, among the idol-huts of the Yuetshi, and there was 
a description of them in the Book of Skelos, which drew on prehistoric sources. 

Conan admired the scaly torso, thick as his thigh and obviously of great length, 
and he reached out and laid a curious hand on the thing. And as he did so, his 
heart nearly stopped. An icy chill congealed the blood in his veins and lifted the 
short hair on his scalp. Under his hand there was not the smooth, brittle surface 
of glass or metal or stone, but the yielding, fibrous mass of a living thing. He felt 
cold, sluggish life flowing under his fingers. 

His hand jerked back in instinctive repulsion. Sword shaking in his grasp, 
horror and revulsion and fear almost choking him, he backed away and down the 
glass steps with painful care, glaring in awful fascination at the grisly thing that 
slumbered on the copper throne. It did not move. 

He reached the bronze door and tried it, with his heart in his teeth, sweating 
with fear that he should find himself locked in with that slimy horror. But the 
valves yielded to his touch, and he glided through and closed them behind him. 

He found himself in a wide hallway with lofty tapestried walls, where the light 
was the same twilight gloom. It made distant objects indistinct and that made 
him uneasy, rousing thoughts of serpents gliding unseen through the dimness. A 
door at the other end seemed miles away in the illusive light. Nearer at hand the 
tapestry hung in such a way as to suggest an opening behind it, and lifting it 
cautiously he discovered a narrow Stair leading up. 

While he hesitated he heard in the great room he had just left, the same 
shuffling tread he had heard outside the locked panel. Had he been followed 
through the tunnel? He went up the stair hastily, dropping the tapestry in place 
behind him. 

Emerging presently into a twisting corridor, he took the first doorway he came 
to. He had a twofold purpose in his apparently aimless prowling: to escape from 
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the building and its mysteries, and to find the Nemedian girl who, he felt, was 
imprisoned somewhere in this palace, temple, or whatever it was. He believed it 
was the great domed edifice in the center of the city, and it was likely that here 
dwelt the ruler of the town, to whom a captive woman would doubtless be 
brought. 

He found himself in a chamber, not another corridor, and was about to retrace 
his steps, when he heard a voice which came from behind one of the walls. 
There was no door in that wall, but he leaned close and heard distinctly. And an 
icy chill crawled slowly along his spine. The tongue was Nemedian, but the 
voice was not human. There was a terrifying resonance about it, like a bell 
tolling at midnight. 

“There was no life in the Abyss, save that which was incorporated in me,’ it 
tolled. ‘Nor was there light, nor motion, nor any sound. Only the urge behind 
and beyond life guided and impelled me on my upward journey, blind, insensate, 
inexorable. Through ages upon ages, and the changeless strata of darkness I 
climbed—’ 

Ensorcelled by that belling resonance, Conan crouched forgetful of all else, 
until its hypnotic power caused a strange replacement of faculties and 
perception, and sound created the illusion of sight. Conan was no longer aware 
of the voice, save as far-off rhythmical waves of sound. Transported beyond his 
age and his own individuality, he was seeing the transmutation of the being men 
called Khosatral Khel which crawled up from Night and the Abyss ages ago to 
clothe itself in the substance of the material universe. 

But human flesh was too frail, too paltry to hold the terrific essence that was 
Khosatral Khel. So he stood up in the shape and aspect of a man, but his flesh 
was not flesh, nor the bone, bone, nor blood, blood. He became a blasphemy 
against all nature, for he caused to live and think and act a basic substance that 
before had never known the pulse and stir of animate being. 

He stalked through the world like a god, for no earthly weapon could harm 
him, and to him a century was like an hour. In his wanderings he came upon a 
primitive people inhabiting the island of Dagonia, and it pleased him to give this 
race culture and civilization, and by his aid they built the city of Dagon and they 
abode there and worshipped him. Strange and grisly were his servants, called 
from the dark comers of the planet where grim survivals of forgotten ages yet 
lurked. His house in Dagon was connected with every other house by tunnels 
through which his shaven-headed priests bore victims for the sacrifice. 

But after many ages a fierce and brutish people appeared on the shores of the 
sea. They called themselves Yuetshi, and after a fierce battle they were defeated 
and enslaved, and for nearly a generation they died on the altars of Khosatral. 
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His sorcery kept them in bonds. Then their priest, a strange gaunt man of 
unknown race, plunged into the wilderness, and when he returned he bore a 
knife that was of no earthly substance. It was forged of a meteor which flashed 
through the sky like a flaming arrow and fell in a far valley. The slaves rose. 
Their saw-edged crescents cut down the men of Dagon like sheep, and against 
that unearthly knife the magic of Khosatral was impotent. While carnage and 
slaughter bellowed through the red smoke that choked the streets, the grimmest 
act of that grim drama was played in the cryptic dome behind the great daised 
chamber with its copper throne and its walls mottled like the skin of serpents. 

From that dome the Yuetshi priest emerged alone. He had not slain his foe, 
because he wished to hold the threat of his loosing over the heads of his own 
rebellious subjects. He had left Khosatral lying upon the golden dais with the 
mystic knife across his breast for a spell to hold him senseless and inanimate 
until doomsday. 

But the ages passed and the priest died, the towers of deserted Dagon 
crumbled, the tales became dim, and the Yuetshi were reduced by plagues and 
famines and war to scattered remnants, dwelling in squalor along the seashore. 

Only the cryptic dome resisted the rot of time, until a chance thunderbolt and 
the curiosity of a fisherman lifted from the breast of the god the magic knife and 
broke the spell. Khosatral Khel rose and lived and waxed mighty once more. It 
pleased him to restore the city as it was in the days before its fall. By his 
necromancy he lifted the towers from the dust of forgotten millenniums, and the 
folk which had been dust for ages moved in life again. 

But folk who have tasted death are only partly alive. In the dark corners of 
their souls and minds death still lurks unconquered. By night the people of 
Dagon moved and loved, hated and feasted, and remembered the fall of Dagon 
and their own slaughter only as a dim dream; they moved in an enchanted mist 
of illusion, feeling the strangeness of their existence but not inquiring the 
reasons therefor. With the coming of day they sank into deep sleep, to be roused 
again only by the coming of night, which is akin to death. 

All this rolled in a terrible panorama before Conan’s consciousness as he 
crouched beside the tapestried wall. His reason staggered. All certainty and 
sanity were swept away, leaving a shadowy universe through which stole hooded 
figures of grisly potentialities. Through the belling of the voice which was like a 
tolling of triumph over the ordered laws of a sane planet, a human sound 
anchored Conan’s mind from its flight through spheres of madness. It was the 
hysterical sobbing of a woman. 

Involuntarily he sprang up. 
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Jehungir Agha waited with growing impatience in his boat among the reeds. 
More than an hour passed, and Conan had not reappeared. Doubtless he was still 
searching the island for the girl he thought to be hidden there. But another 
surmise occurred to the Agha. Suppose the hetman had left his warriors near by, 
and that they should grow suspicious and come to investigate his long absence? 
Jehungir spoke to the oarsmen, and the long boat slid from among the reeds and 
glided toward the carven stairs. 

Leaving half a dozen men in the boat, he took the rest, ten mighty archers of 
Khawarizm, in spired helmets and tiger-skin cloaks. Like hunters invading the 
retreat of the lion, they stole forward under the trees, arrows on string. Silence 
reigned over the forest except when a great green thing that might have been a 
parrot swirled over their heads with a low thunder of broad wings, and then sped 
off through the trees. With a sudden gesture Jehungir halted his party, and they 
stared incredulously at the towers that showed through the verdure in the 
distance. 

‘Tarim!’ muttered Jehungir. ‘The pirates have rebuilt the ruins! Doubtless 
Conan is there. We must investigate this. A fortified town this close to the 
mainland! — Come!’ 

With renewed caution they glided through the trees. The game had altered; 
from pursuers and hunters they had become spies. 

And as they crept through the tangled growth, the man they sought was in peril 
more deadly than their filigreed arrows. 


Conan realized with a crawling of his skin that beyond the wall the belling voice 
had ceased. He stood motionless as a statue, his gaze fixed on a curtained door 
through which he knew that a culminating horror would presently appear. 

It was dim and misty in the chamber, and Conan’s hair began to lift on his 
scalp as he looked. He saw a head and a pair of gigantic shoulders grow out of 
the twilight gloom. There was no sound of footsteps, but the great dusky form 
grew more distinct until Conan recognized the figure of a man. He was clad in 
sandals, a skirt and a broad shagreen girdle. His square-cut mane was confined 
by a circlet of gold. Conan stared at the sweep of the monstrous shoulders, the 
breadth of the swelling breast, the bands and ridges and clusters of muscles on 
torso and limbs. The face was without weakness and without mercy. The eyes 
were balls of dark fire. And Conan knew that this was Khosatral Khel, the 
ancient from the Abyss, the god of Dagonia. 
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No word was spoken. No word was necessary. Khosatral spread his great arms, 
and Conan, crouching beneath them, slashed at the giant’s belly. Then he 
bounded back, eyes blazing with surprise. The keen edge had rung on the mighty 
body as on an anvil, rebounding without cutting. Then Khosatral came upon him 
in an irresistible surge. 

There was a fleeting concussion, a fierce writhing and intertwining of limbs 
and bodies, and then Conan sprang clear, every thew quivering from the violence 
of his efforts; blood started where the grazing fingers had torn the skin. In that 
instant of contact he had experienced the ultimate madness of blasphemed 
nature; no human flesh had bruised his, but metal animated and sentient; it was a 
body of living iron which opposed his. 

Khosatral loomed above the warrior in the gloom. Once let those great fingers 
lock and they would not loosen until the human body hung limp in their grasp. In 
that twilit chamber it was as if a man fought with a dream-monster in a 
nightmare. 

Flinging down his useless sword, Conan caught up a heavy bench and hurled it 
with all his power. It was such a missile as few men could even lift. On 
Khosatral’s mighty breast it smashed into shreds and splinters. It did not even 
shake the giant on his braced legs. His face lost something of its human aspect, a 
nimbus of fire played about his awesome head, and like a moving tower he came 
on. 

With a desperate wrench Conan ripped a whole section of tapestry from the 
wall and whirling it, with a muscular effort greater than that required for 
throwing the bench, he flung it over the giant’s head. For an instant Khosatral 
floundered, smothered and blinded by the clinging stuff that resisted his strength 
as wood or steel could not have done, and in that instant Conan caught up his 
scimitar and shot out into the corridor. Without checking his speed he hurled 
himself through the door of the adjoining chamber, slammed the door and shot 
the bolt. 

Then as he wheeled he stopped short, all the blood in him seeming to surge to 
his head. Crouching on a heap of silk cushions, golden hair streaming over her 
naked shoulders, eyes blank with terror, was the woman for whom he had dared 
so much. He almost forgot the horror at his heels until a splintering crash behind 
him brought him to his senses. He caught up the girl and sprang for the opposite 
door. She was too helpless with fright either to resist or to aid him. A faint 
whimper was the only sound of which she seemed capable. 

Conan wasted no time trying the door. A shattering stroke of his scimitar 
hewed the lock asunder, and as he sprang through to the stair that loomed 
beyond it, he saw the head and shoulders of Khosatral crash through the other 
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door. The colossus was splintering the massive panels as if they were of 
cardboard. 

Conan raced up the stair, carrying the big girl over one shoulder as easily as if 
she had been a child. Where he was going he had no idea, but the stair ended at 
the door of a round, domed chamber. Khosatral was coming up the stair behind 
them, silently as a wind of death, and as swiftly. 

The chamber’s walls were of solid steel, and so was the door. Conan shut it 
and dropped in place the great bars with which it was furnished. The thought 
struck him that this was Khosatral’s chamber, where he locked himself in to 
sleep securely from the monsters he had loosed from the Pits to do his bidding. 

Hardly were the bolts in place when the great door shook and trembled to the 
giant’s assault. Conan shrugged his shoulders. This was the end of the trail. 
There was no other door in the chamber, nor any window. Air, and the strange 
misty light, evidently came from interstices in the dome. He tested the nickel 
edge of his scimitar, quite cool now that he was at bay. He had done his volcanic 
best to escape; when the giant came crashing through that door he would 
explode in another savage onslaught with his useless sword, not because he 
expected it to do any good, but because it was his nature to die fighting. For the 
moment there was no course of action to take, and his calmness was not forced 
or feigned. 

The gaze he turned on his fair companion was as admiring and intense as if he 
had a hundred years to live. He had dumped her unceremoniously on the floor 
when he turned to close the door, and she had risen to her knees, mechanically 
arranging her streaming locks and her scanty garment. Conan’s fierce eyes 
glowed with approval as they devoured her thick golden hair, her clear wide 
eyes, her milky skin, sleek with exuberant health, the firm swell of her breasts, 
the contours of her splendid hips. 

A low cry escaped her as the door shook and a bolt gave way with a groan. 

Conan did not look around. He knew the door would hold a little while longer. 

“They told me you had escaped,’ he said. ‘A Yuetshi fisher told me you were 
hiding here. What is your name?’ 

‘Octavia,’ she gasped mechanically. Then words came in a rush. She caught at 
him with desperate fingers. ‘Oh Mitra! what nightmare is this? The people — the 
dark-skinned people — one of them caught me in the forest and brought me here. 
They carried me to — to that — that thing. He told me — he said — am I mad? Is 
this a dream?’ 

He glanced at the door which bulged inward as if from the impact of a 
battering-ram. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘it’s no dream. That hinge is giving way. Strange that a devil has 
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to break down a door like a common man; but after all, his strength itself is a 
diabolism.’ 

‘Can you not kill him?’ she panted. ‘You are strong.’ 

Conan was too honest to lie. ‘If a mortal man could kill him, he’d be dead 
now,’ he answered. ‘I nicked my blade on his belly.’ 

Her eyes dulled. “Then you must die, and I must — oh Mitra!’ she screamed in 
sudden frenzy, and Conan caught her hands, fearing that she would harm herself. 
‘He told me what he was going to do to me!’ she panted. ‘Kill me! Kill me with 
your sword before he bursts the door!’ 

Conan looked at her, and shook his head. 

‘T’ll do what I can,’ he said. ‘That won’t be much, but it’ll give you a chance to 
get past him down the stair. Then run for the cliffs. I have a boat tied at the foot 
of the steps. If you can get out of the palace you may escape him yet. The people 
of this city are all asleep.’ 

She dropped her head in her hands. Conan took up his scimitar and moved over 
to stand before the echoing door. One watching him would have realized that he 
was waiting for a death he regarded as inevitable. His eyes smoldered more 
vividly; his muscular hand knotted harder on his hilt; that was all. 

The hinges had given under the giant’s terrible assault and the door rocked 
crazily, held only by the bolts. And these solid steel bars were buckling, 
bending, bulging out of their sockets. Conan watched in an almost impersonal 
fascination, envying the monster his inhuman strength. 

Then without warning the bombardment ceased. In the stillness Conan heard 
other noises on the landing outside — the beat of wings, and a muttering voice 
that was like the whining of wind through midnight branches. Then presently 
there was silence, but there was a new feel in the air. Only the whetted instincts 
of barbarism could have sensed it, but Conan knew, without seeing or hearing 
him leave, that the master of Dagon no longer stood outside the door. 

He glared through a crack that had been started in the steel of the portal. The 
landing was empty. He drew the warped bolts and cautiously pulled aside the 
sagging door. Khosatral was not on the stair, but far below he heard the clang of 
a metal door. He did not know whether the giant was plotting new devilries or 
had been summoned away by that muttering voice, but he wasted no time in 
conjectures. 

He called to Octavia, and the new note in his voice brought her up to her feet 
and to his side almost without her conscious volition. 

“What is it?’ she gasped. 

‘Don’t stop to talk!’ He caught her wrist. ‘Come on!’ The chance for action 
had transformed him; his eyes blazed, his voice crackled. “The knife!’ he 


5909 XRN 


muttered, while almost dragging the girl down the stair in his fierce haste. ‘The 
magic Yuetshi blade! He left it in the dome! I—’ his voice died suddenly as a 
clear mental picture sprang up before him. The dome adjoined the great room 
where stood the copper throne — sweat started out on his body. The only way to 
that dome was through that room with its copper throne and the foul thing that 
slumbered in it. 

But he did not hesitate. Swiftly they descended the stair, crossed the chamber, 
descended the next stair, and came into the great dim hall with its mysterious 
hangings. They had seen no sign of the colossus. Halting before the great 
bronze-valved door, Conan caught Octavia by her shoulders and shook her in his 
intensity. 

‘Listen!’ he snapped. ‘I’m going into that room and fasten the door. Stand here 
and listen; if Khosatral comes, call to me. If you hear me cry for you to go, run 
as though the devil were on your heels — which he probably will be. Make for 
that door at the other end of the hall, because I’ll be past helping you. I’m going 
for the Yuetshi knife!’ 

Before she could voice the protest her lips were framing, he had slid through 
the valves and shut them behind him. He lowered the bolt cautiously, not 
noticing that it could be worked from the outside. In the dim twilight his gaze 
sought that grim copper throne; yes, the scaly brute was still there, filling the 
throne with its loathsome coils. He saw a door behind the throne and knew that it 
led into the dome. But to reach it he must mount the dais, a few feet from the 
throne itself. 

A wind blowing across the green floor would have made more noise than 
Conan’s slinking feet. Eyes glued on the sleeping reptile he reached the dais and 
mounted the glass steps. The snake had not moved. He was reaching for the door 


The bolt on the bronze portal clanged and Conan stifled an awful oath as he 
saw Octavia come into the room. She stared about, uncertain in the deeper 
gloom, and he stood frozen, not daring to shout a warning. Then she saw his 
shadowy figure and ran toward the dais, crying: ‘I want to go with you! I’m 
afraid to stay alone — oh!’ She threw up her hands with a terrible scream as for 
the first time she saw the occupant of the throne. The wedge-shaped head had 
lifted from its coils and thrust out toward her on a yard of shining neck. 

Conan cleared the space between him and the throne with a desperate bound, 
his scimitar swinging with all his power. And with such blinding speed did the 
serpent move that it whipped about and met him in full midair, lapping his limbs 
and body with half a dozen coils. His half-checked stroke fell futilely as he 
crashed down on the dais, gashing the scaly trunk but not severing it. 
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Then he was writhing on the glass steps with fold after slimy fold knotting 
about him, twisting, crushing, killing him. His right arm was still free, but he 
could get no purchase to strike a killing blow, and he knew one blow must 
suffice. With a groaning convulsion of muscular expansion that bulged his veins 
almost to bursting on his temples and tied his muscles in quivering, tortured 
knots, he heaved up on his feet, lifting almost the full weight of that forty-foot 
devil. 

An instant he reeled on wide-braced legs, feeling his ribs caving in on his vitals 
and his sight growing dark, while his scimitar gleamed above his head. Then it 
fell, shearing through the scales and flesh and vertebrae. And where there had 
been one huge writhing cable, now there were horribly two, lashing and flopping 
in the death throes. Conan staggered away from their blind strokes. He was sick 
and dizzy, and blood oozed from his nose. Groping in a dark mist he clutched 
Octavia and shook her until she gasped for breath. 

‘Next time I tell you to stay somewhere,’ he gasped, “you stay!’ 

He was too dizzy even to know whether she replied. Taking her wrist like a 
truant schoolgirl, he led her around the hideous stumps that still looped and 
knotted on the floor. Somewhere, in the distance, he thought he heard men 
yelling, but his ears were still roaring so that he could not be sure. 

The door gave to his efforts. If Khosatral had placed the snake there to guard 
the thing he feared, evidently he considered it ample precaution. Conan half 
expected some other monstrosity to leap at him with the opening of the door, but 
in the dimmer light he saw only the vague sweep of the arch above, a dully 
gleaming block of gold, and a half-moon glimmer on the stone. 

With a gasp of gratification he scooped it up, and did not linger for further 
exploration. He turned and fled across the room and down the great hall toward 
the distant door that he felt led to the outer air. He was correct. A few minutes 
later he emerged into the silent streets, half carrying, half guiding his 
companion. There was no one to be seen, but beyond the western wall there 
sounded cries and moaning wails that made Octavia tremble. He led her to the 
southwestern wall, and without difficulty found a stone stair that mounted the 
rampart. He had appropriated a thick tapestry rope in the great hall, and now, 
having reached the parapet, he looped the soft strong cord about the girl’s hips 
and lowered her to the earth. Then, making one end fast to a merlon, he slid 
down after her. There was but one way of escape from the island — the stair on 
the western cliffs. In that direction he hurried, swinging wide around the spot 
from which had come the cries and the sound of terrible blows. 

Octavia sensed that grim peril lurked in those leafy fastnesses. Her breath came 
pantingly and she pressed close to her protector. But the forest was silent now, 
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and they saw no shape of menace until they emerged from the trees and 
glimpsed a figure standing on the edge of the cliffs. 

Jehungir Agha had escaped the doom that had overtaken his warriors when an 
iron giant sallied suddenly from the gate and battered and crushed them into bits 
of shredded flesh and splintered bone. When he saw the swords of his archers 
break on that man-like juggernaut, he had known it was no human foe they 
faced, and he had fled, hiding in the deep woods until the sounds of slaughter 
ceased. Then he crept back to the stair, but his boatmen were not waiting for 
him. 

They had heard the screams, and presently, waiting nervously, had seen, on the 
cliff above them, a blood-smeared monster waving gigantic arms in awful 
triumph. They had waited for no more. When Jehungir came upon the cliffs they 
were just vanishing among the reeds beyond ear-shot. Khosatral was gone — had 
either returned to the city or was prowling the forest in search of the man who 
had escaped him outside the walls. 

Jehungir was just preparing to descend the stairs and depart in Conan’s boat, 
when he saw the hetman and the girl emerge from the trees. The experience 
which had congealed his blood and almost blasted his reason had not altered 
Jehungir’s intentions toward the kozak chief. The sight of the man he had come 
to kill filled him with gratification. He was astonished to see the girl he had 
given to Jelal Khan, but he wasted no time on her. Lifting his bow he drew the 
shaft to its head and loosed. Conan crouched and the arrow splintered on a tree, 
and Conan laughed. 

‘Dog!’ he taunted. “You can’t hit me! I was not born to die on Hyrkanian steel! 
Try again, pig of Turan!’ 

Jehungir did not try again. That was his last arrow. He drew his scimitar and 
advanced, confident in his spired helmet and close-meshed mail. Conan met him 
half-way in a blinding whirl of swords. The curved blades ground together, 
sprang apart, circled in glittering arcs that blurred the sight which tried to follow 
them. Octavia, watching, did not see the stroke, but she heard its chopping 
impact, and saw Jehungir fall, blood spurting from his side where the 
Cimmerian’s steel had sundered his mail and bitten to his spine. 

But Octavia’s scream was not caused by the death of her former master. With a 
crash of bending boughs Khosatral Khel was upon them. The girl could not flee; 
a moaning cry escaped her as her knees gave way and pitched her grovelling to 
the sward. 

Conan, stooping above the body of the Agha, made no move to escape. 
Shifting his reddened scimitar to his left hand, he drew the great half-blade of 
the Yuetshi. Khosatral Khel was towering above him, his arms lifted like mauls, 
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but as the blade caught the sheen of the sun, the giant gave back suddenly. 

But Conan’s blood was up. He rushed in, slashing with the crescent blade. And 
it did not splinter. Under its edge the dusky metal of Khosatral’s body gave way 
like common flesh beneath a cleaver. From the deep gash flowed a strange ichor, 
and Khosatral cried out like the dirging of a great bell. His terrible arms flailed 
down, but Conan, quicker than the archers who had died beneath those awful 
flails, avoided their strokes and struck again and yet again. Khosatral reeled and 
tottered; his cries were awful to hear, as if metal were given a tongue of pain, as 
if iron shrieked and bellowed under torment. 

Then wheeling away he staggered into the forest; he reeled in his gait, crashed 
through bushes and caromed off trees. Yet though Conan followed him with the 
speed of hot passion, the walls and towers of Dagon loomed through the trees 
before the man came within dagger-reach of the giant. 

Then Khosatral turned again, flailing the air with desperate blows, but Conan, 
fired to berserk fury, was not to be denied. As a panther strikes down a bull 
moose at bay, so he plunged under the bludgeoning arms and drove the crescent 
blade to the hilt under the spot where a human’s heart would be. 

Khosatral reeled and fell. In the shape of a man he reeled, but it was not the 
shape of a man that struck the loam. Where there had been the likeness of a 
human face, there was no face at all, and the metal limbs melted and changed ... 
Conan, who had not shrunk from Khosatral living, recoiled blenching from 
Khosatral dead, for he had witnessed an awful transmutation; in his dying throes 
Khosatral Khel had become again the thing that had crawled up from the Abyss 
millenniums gone. Gagging with intolerable repugnance, Conan turned to flee 
the sight; and he was suddenly aware that the pinnacles of Dagon no longer 
glimmered through the trees. They had faded like smoke — the battlements, the 
crenellated towers, the great bronze gates, the velvets, the gold, the ivory, and 
the dark-haired women, and the men with their shaven skulls. With the passing 
of the inhuman intellect which had given them rebirth, they had faded back into 
the dust which they had been for ages uncounted. Only the stumps of broken 
columns rose above crumbling walls and broken paves and shattered dome. 
Conan again looked upon the ruins of Xapur as he remembered them. 

The wild hetman stood like a statue for a space, dimly grasping something of 
the cosmic tragedy of the fitful ephemera called mankind and the hooded shapes 
of darkness which prey upon it. Then as he heard his name called in accents of 
fear, he started, as one awaking from a dream, glanced again at the thing on the 
ground, shuddered and turned away toward the cliffs and the girl that waited 
there. 

She was peering fearfully under the trees, and she greeted him with a half- 
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stifled cry of relief. He had shaken off the dim monstrous visions which had 
momentarily haunted him, and was his exuberant self again. 

“Where is he?’ she shuddered. 

‘Gone back to hell whence he crawled,’ he replied cheerfully. ‘Why didn’t you 
climb the stair and make your escape in my boat?’ 

‘I wouldn’t desert—’ she began, then changed her mind, and amended rather 
sulkily, ‘I have nowhere to go. The Hyrkanians would enslave me again, and the 
pirates would—’ 

“What of the kozaks?’ he suggested. 

‘Are they better than the pirates?’ she asked scornfully. Conan’s admiration 
increased to see how well she had recovered her poise after having endured such 
frantic terror. Her arrogance amused him. 

“You seemed to think so in the camp by Ghori,’ he answered. ‘You were free 
enough with your smiles then.’ 

Her red lip curled in disdain. ‘Do you think I was enamored of you? Do you 
dream that I would have shamed myself before an ale-guzzling, meat-gorging 
barbarian unless I had to? My master — whose body lies there — forced me to do 
as I did.’ 

‘Oh!’ Conan seemed rather crestfallen. Then he laughed with undiminished 
zest. ‘No matter. You belong to me now. Give me a kiss.’ 

“You dare ask—’ she began angrily, when she felt herself snatched off her feet 
and crushed to the hetman’s muscular breast. She fought him fiercely, with all 
the supple strength of her magnificent youth, but he only laughed exuberantly, 
drunk with his possession of this splendid creature writhing in his arms. 

He crushed her struggles easily, drinking the nectar of her lips with all the 
unrestrained passion that was his, until the arms that strained against him melted 
and twined convulsively about his massive neck. Then he laughed down into the 
clear eyes, and said: ‘Why should not a chief of the Free People be preferable to 
a city-bred dog of Turan?’ 

She shook back her tawny locks, still tingling in every nerve from the fire of 
his kisses. She did not loosen her arms from his neck. ‘Do you deem yourself an 
Agha’s equal?’ she challenged. 

He laughed and strode with her in his arms toward the stair. “You shall judge,’ 
he boasted. ‘I’ll burn Khawarizm for a torch to light your way to my tent.’ 
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THE PEOPLE OF THE BLACK CIRCLE 


1 Death Strikes a King 


Tue xinc or veronva WaS dying. Through the hot, stifling night the temple gongs boomed 
and the conchs roared. Their clamor was a faint echo in the gold-domed chamber 
where Bunda Chand struggled on the velvet-cushioned dais. Beads of sweat 
glistened on his dark skin; his fingers twisted the gold-worked fabric beneath 
him. He was young; no spear had touched him, no poison lurked in his wine. But 
his veins stood out like blue cords on his temples, and his eyes dilated with the 
nearness of death. Trembling slave-girls knelt at the foot of the dais, and leaning 
down to him, watching him with passionate intensity, was his sister, the Devi 
Yasmina. With her was the wazam, a noble grown old in the royal court. 

She threw up her head in a gusty gesture of wrath and despair as the thunder of 
the distant drums reached her ears. 

‘The priests and their clamor!’ she exclaimed. ‘They are no wiser than the 
leeches who are helpless! Nay, he dies and none can say why. He is dying now — 
and I stand here helpless, who would burn the whole city and spill the blood of 
thousands to save him.’ 

‘Not a man of Ayodhya but would die in his place, if it might be, Devi,’ 
answered the wazam. ‘This poison—’ 

‘T tell you it is not poison!’ she cried. ‘Since his birth he has been guarded so 
closely that the cleverest poisoners of the East could not reach him. Five skulls 
bleaching on the Tower of the Kites can testify to attempts which were made — 
and which failed. As you well know, there are ten men and ten women whose 
sole duty is to taste his food and wine, and fifty armed warriors guard his 
chamber as they guard it now. No, it is not poison; it is sorcery — black, ghastly 
magic—’ 

She ceased as the king spoke; his livid lips did not move, and there was no 
recognition in his glassy eyes. But his voice rose in an eery call, indistinct and 
far away, as if called to her from beyond vast, windblown gulfs. 

“Yasmina! Yasmina! My sister, where are you? I can not find you. All is 


5915 XRN 


darkness, and the roaring of great winds!’ 

‘Brother!’ cried Yasmina, catching his limp hand in a convulsive grasp. ‘I am 
here! Do you not know me—’ 

Her voice died at the utter vacancy of his face. A low confused moan waned 
from his mouth. The slave-girls at the foot of the dais whimpered with fear, and 
Yasmina beat her breast in anguish. 


In another part of the city a man stood in a latticed balcony overlooking a long 
street in which torches tossed luridly, smokily revealing upturned dark faces and 
the whites of gleaming eyes. A long-drawn wailing rose from the multitude. 

The man shrugged his broad shoulders and turned back into the arabesque 
chamber. He was a tall man, compactly built, and richly clad. 

‘The king is not yet dead, but the dirge is sounded,’ he said to another man 
who sat cross-legged on a mat in a corner. This man was clad in a brown camel- 
hair robe and sandals, and a green turban was on his head. His expression was 
tranquil, his gaze impersonal. 

“The people know he will never see another dawn,’ this man answered. 

The first speaker favored him with a long, searching stare. 

‘What I can not understand,’ he said, ‘is why I have had to wait so long for 
your masters to strike. If they have slain the king now, why could they not have 
slain him months ago?’ 

‘Even the arts you call sorcery are governed by cosmic laws,’ answered the 
man in the green turban. “The stars direct these actions, as in other affairs. Not 
even my masters can alter the stars. Not until the heavens were in the proper 
order could they perform this necromancy.’ With a long, stained fingernail he 
mapped the constellations on the marble-tiled floor. “The slant of the moon 
presaged evil for the king of Vendhya; the stars are in turmoil, the Serpent in the 
House of the Elephant. During such juxtaposition, the invisible guardians are 
removed from the spirit of Bhunda Chand. A path is opened in the unseen 
realms, and once a point of contact was established, mighty powers were put in 
play along that path.’ 

‘Point of contact?’ inquired the other. ‘Do you mean that lock of Bhunda 
Chand’s hair?’ 

“Yes. All discarded portions of the human body still remain part of it, attached 
to it by intangible connections. The priests of Asura have a dim inkling of this 
truth, and so all nail trimmings, hair and other waste products of the persons of 
the royal family are carefully reduced to ashes and the ashes hidden. But at the 
urgent entreaty of the princess of Khosala, who loved Bhunda Chand vainly, he 
gave her a lock of his long black hair as a token of remembrance. When my 
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masters decided upon his doom, the lock, in its golden, jewel-encrusted case, 
was stolen from under her pillow while she slept, and another substituted, so like 
the first that she never knew the difference. Then the genuine lock travelled by 
camel-caravan up the long, long road to Peshkhauri, thence up the Zhaibar Pass, 
until it reached the hands of those for whom it was intended.’ 

‘Only a lock of hair,’ murmured the nobleman. 

‘By which a soul is drawn from its body and across gulfs of echoing space,’ 
returned the man on the mat. 

The nobleman studied him curiusly. 

‘I do not know if you are a man or a demon, Khemsa,’ he said at last. ‘Few of 
us are what we seem. I, whom the Kshatriyas know as Kerim Shah, a prince 
from Iranistan, am no greater a masquerader than most men. They are all traitors 
in one way or another, and half of them know not whom they serve. There at 
least I have no doubts; for I serve King Yezdigerd of Turan.’ 

‘And I the Black Seers of Yimsha,’ said Khemsa; ‘and my masters are greater 
than yours, for they have accomplished by their arts what Yezdigerd could not 
with a hundred thousand swords.’ 


Outside, the moan of the tortured thousands shuddered up to the stars which 
crusted the sweating Vendhyan night, and the conchs bellowed like oxen in pain. 

In the gardens of the palace the torches glinted on polished helmets and curved 
swords and gold-chased corselets. All the noble-born fighting-men of Ayodhya 
were gathered in the great palace or about it, and at each broad-arched gate and 
door fifty archers stood on guard, with bows in their hands. But Death stalked 
through the royal palace and none could stay his ghostly tread. 

On the dais under the golden dome the king cried out again, racked by awful 
paroxysms. Again his voice came faintly and far away, and again the Devi bent 
to him, trembling with a fear that was darker than the terror of death. 

‘Yasmina!’ Again that far, weirdly dreeing cry, from realms immeasurable. 
‘Aid me! I am far from my mortal house! Wizards have drawn my soul through 
the wind-blown darkness. They seek to snap the silver cord that binds me to my 
dying body. They cluster around me; their hands are taloned, their eyes are red 
like flame burning in darkness. Aie, save me, my sister! Their fingers sear me 
like fire! They would slay my body and damn my soul! What is this they bring 
before me?—Aie!’ 


At the terror in his hopeless cry Yasmina screamed uncontrollably and threw 


herself bodily upon him in the abandon of her anguish. He was torn by a terrible 
convulsion; foam flew from his contorted lips and his writhing fingers left their 
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marks on the girl’s shoulders. But the glassy blankness passed from his eyes like 
smoke blown from a fire, and he looked up at his sister with recognition. 

‘Brother!’ she sobbed. ‘Brother—’ 

‘Swift!’ he gasped, and his weakening voice was rational. ‘I know now what 
brings me to the pyre. I have been on a far journey and I understand. I have been 
ensorcelled by the wizards of the Himelians. They drew my soul out of my body 
and far away, into a stone room. There they strove to break the silver cord of 
life, and thrust my soul into the body of a foul night-weird their sorcery 
summoned up from hell. Ah! I feel their pull upon me now! Your cry and the 
grip of your fingers brought me back, but I am going fast. My soul clings to my 
body, but its hold weakens. Quick — kill me, before they can trap my soul for 
ever!’ 

‘I cannot!’ she wailed, smiting her naked breasts. 

‘Swiftly, I command you!’ There was the old imperious note in his failing 
whisper. “You have never disobeyed me — obey my last command! Send my soul 
clean to Asura! Haste, lest you damn me to spend eternity as a filthy gaunt of 
darkness. Strike, I command you! Strike!’ 

Sobbing wildly, Yasmina plucked a jeweled dagger from her girdle and 
plunged it to the hilt in his breast. He stiffened and then went limp, a grim smile 
curving his dead lips. Yasmina hurled herself face-down on the rush-covered 
floor, beating the reeds with her clenched hands. Outside, the gongs and conchs 
brayed and thundered and the priests gashed themselves with copper knives. 


2 A Barbarian from the Hills 


Chunder Shan, governor of Peshkhauri, laid down his golden pen and carefully 
scanned that which he had written on parchment that bore his official seal. He 
had ruled Peshkhauri so long only because he weighed his every word, spoken or 
written. Danger breeds caution, and only a wary man lives long in that wild 
country where the hot Vendhyan plains meet the crags of the Himelians. An 
hour’s ride westward or northward and one crossed the border and was among 
the Hills where men lived by the law of the knife. 

The governor was alone in his chamber, seated at his ornately carven table of 
inlaid ebony. Through the wide window, open for the coolness, he could see a 
square of the blue Himelian night, dotted with great white stars. An adjacent 
parapet was a shadowy line, and further crenelles and embrasures were barely 
hinted at in the dim starlight. The governor’s fortress was strong, and situated 
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outside the walls of the city it guarded. The breeze that stirred the tapestries on 
the wall brought faint noises from the streets of Peshkhauri — occasional snatches 
of wailing song, or the thrum of a cithern. 

The governor read what he had written, slowly, with his open hand shading his 
eyes from the bronze butterlamp, his lips moving. Absently, as he read, he heard 
the drum of horses’ hoofs outside the barbican, the sharp staccato of the guards’ 
challenge. He did not heed, intent upon his letter. It was addressed to the wazam 
of Vendhya, at the royal court of Ayodhya, and it stated, after the customary 
salutations: 


‘Let it be known to your excellency that I have faithfully carried out your excellency’s instructions. The 
seven tribesmen are well guarded in their prison, and I have repeatedly sent word into the hills that their 
chief come in person to bargain for their release. But he has made no move, except to send word that 
unless they are freed he will burn Peshkhauri and cover his saddle with my hide, begging your 
excellency’s indulgence. This he is quite capable of attempting, and I have tripled the numbers of the 
lance guards. The man is not a native of Ghulistan. I cannot with certainty predict his next move. But 
since it is the wish of the Devi—’ 


He was out of his ivory chair and on his feet facing the arched door, all in one 
instant. He snatched at the curved sword lying in its ornate scabbard on the table, 
and then checked the movement. 

It was a woman who had entered unannounced, a woman whose gossamer 
robes did not conceal the rich garments beneath them any more than they 
concealed the suppleness and beauty of her tall, slender figure. A filmy veil fell 
below her breasts, supported by a flowing headdress bound about with a triple 
gold braid and adorned with a golden crescent. Her dark eyes regarded the 
astonished governor over the veil, and then with an imperious gesture of her 
white hand, she uncovered her face. 

‘Devi!’ The governor dropped to his knees before her, surprize and confusion 
somewhat spoiling the stateliness of his obeisance. With a gesture she motioned 
him to rise, and he hastened to lead her to the ivory chair, all the while bowing 
level with his girdle. But his first words were of reproof. 

“Your Majesty! This was most unwise! The border is unsettled. Raids from the 
hills are incessant. You came with a large attendance?’ 

‘An ample retinue followed me to Peshkhauri,’ she answered. ‘I lodged my 
people there and came on to the fort with my maid, Gitara.’ 

Chunder Shan groaned in horror. 

‘Devi! You do not understand the peril. An hour’s ride from this spot the hills 
swarm with barbarians who make a profession of murder and rapine. Women 
have been stolen and men stabbed between the fort and the city. Peshkhauri is 
not like your southern provinces—’ 
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‘But I am here, and unharmed,’ she interrupted with a trace of impatience. ‘I 
showed my signet ring to the guard at the gate, and to the one outside your door, 
and they admitted me unannounced, not knowing me, but supposing me to be a 
secret courier from Ayodhya. Let us not now waste time. 

“You have received no word from the chief of the barbarians?’ 

‘None save threats and curses, Devi. He is wary and suspicious. He deems it a 
trap, and perhaps he is not to be blamed. The Kshatriyas have not always kept 
their promises to the hill people.’ 

‘He must be brought to terms!’ broke in Yasmina, the knuckles of her clenched 
hands showing white. 

‘I do not understand.’ The governor shook his head. ‘When I chanced to 
capture these seven hillmen, I reported their capture to the wazam, as is the 
custom, and then, before I could hang them, there came an order to hold them 
and communicate with their chief. This I did, but the man holds aloof, as I have 
said. These men are of the tribe of Afghulis, but he is a foreigner from the west, 
and he is called Conan. I have threatened to hang them tomorrow at dawn, if he 
does not come.’ 

‘Good!’ exclaimed the Devi. ‘You have done well. And I will tell you why I 
have given these orders. My brother—’ she faltered, choking, and the governor 
bowed his head, with the customary gesture of respect for a departed sovereign. 

‘The king of Vendhya was destroyed by magic,’ she said at last. ‘I have 
devoted my life to the destruction of his murderers. As he died he gave me a 
clue, and I have followed it. I have read the Book of Skelos, and talked with 
nameless hermits in the caves below Jhelai. I learned how, and by whom, he was 
destroyed. His enemies were the Black Seers of Mount Yimsha.’ 

‘Asura!’ whispered Chunder Shan, paling. 

Her eyes knifed him through. ‘Do you fear them?’ 

“Who does not, Your Majesty?’ he replied. ‘They are black devils, haunting the 
uninhabited hills beyond the Zhaibar. But the sages say that they seldom 
interfere in the lives of mortal men.’ 

‘Why they slew my brother I do not know,’ she answered. ‘But I have sworn 
on the altar of Asura to destroy them! And I need the aid of a man beyond the 
border. A Kshatriya army, unaided, would never reach Yimsha.’ 

‘Aye,’ muttered Chunder Shan. ‘You speak the truth there. It would be fight 
every step of the way, with hairy hillmen hurling down boulders from every 
height, and rushing us with their long knives in every valley. The Turanians 
fought their way through the Himelians once, but how many returned to 
Khurusun? Few of those who escaped the swords of the Kshatriyas, after the 
king, your brother, defeated their host on the Jhumda River, ever saw 
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Secunderam again.’ 

‘And so I must control men across the border,’ she said, ‘men who know the 
way to Mount Yimsha—’ 

‘But the tribes fear the Black Seers and shun the unholy mountain,’ broke in 
the governor. 

‘Does the chief, Conan, fear them?’ she asked. 

‘Well, as to that,’ muttered the governor, ‘I doubt if there is anything that devil 
fears.’ 

‘So I have been told. Therefore he is the man I must deal with. He wishes the 
release of his seven men. Very well; their ransom shall be the heads of the Black 
Seers!’ Her voice thrummed with hate as she uttered the last words, and her 
hands clenched at her sides. She looked an image of incarnate passion as she 
stood there with her head thrown high and her bosom heaving. 

Again the governor knelt, for part of his wisdom was the knowledge that a 
woman in such an emotional tempest is as perilous as a blind cobra to any about 
her. 

‘Tt shall be as you wish, Your Majesty.’ Then as she presented a calmer aspect, 
he rose and ventured to drop a word of warning. ‘I can not predict what the chief 
Conan’s action will be. The tribesmen are always turbulent, and I have reason to 
believe that emissaries from the Turanians are stirring them up to raid our 
borders. As your majesty knows, the Turanians have established themselves in 
Secunderam and other northern cities, though the hill tribes remain unconquered. 
King Yezdigerd has long looked southward with greedy lust and perhaps is 
seeking to gain by treachery what he could not win by force of arms. I have 
thought that Conan might well be one of his spies.’ 

“We shall see,’ she answered. ‘If he loves his followers, he will be at the gates 
at dawn, to parley. I shall spend the night in the fortress. I came in disguise to 
Peshkhauri, and lodged my retinue at an inn instead of the palace. Besides my 
people, only yourself knows of my presence here.’ 

‘I shall escort you to your quarters, Your Majesty,’ said the governor, and as 
they emerged from the doorway, he beckoned the warrior on guard there, and the 
man fell in behind them, spear held at salute. 

The maid waited, veiled like her mistress, outside the door, and the group 
traversed a wide, winding corridor, lighted by smoky torches, and reached the 
quarters reserved for visiting notables — generals and viceroys, mostly; none of 
the royal family had ever honored the fortress before. Chunder Shan had a 
perturbed feeling that the suite was not suitable to such an exalted personage as 
the Devi, and though she sought to make him feel at ease in her presence, he was 
glad when she dismissed him and he bowed himself out. All the menials of the 
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fort had been summoned to serve his royal guest — though he did not divulge her 
identity — and he stationed a squad of spearmen before her doors, among them 
the warrior who had guarded his own chamber. In his preoccupation he forgot to 
replace the man. 

The governor had not been long gone from her when Yasmina suddenly 
remembered something else which she had wished to discuss with him, but had 
forgotten until that moment. It concerned the past actions of one Kerim Shah, a 
nobleman from Iranistan, who had dwelt for a while in Peshkhauri before 
coming on to the court at Ayodhya. A vague suspicion concerning the man had 
been stirred by a glimpse of him in Peshkhauri that night. She wondered if he 
had followed her from Ayodhya. Being a truly remarkable Devi, she did not 
summon the governor to her again, but hurried out into the corridor alone, and 
hastened toward his chamber. 


Chunder Shan, entering his chamber, closed the door and went to his table. 
There he took the letter he had been writing and tore it to bits. Scarcely had he 
finished when he heard something drop softly onto the parapet adjacent to the 
window. He looked up to see a figure loom briefly against the stars, and then a 
man dropped lightly into the room. The light glinted on a long sheen of steel in 
his hand. 

‘Shhhh!’ he warned. ‘Don’t make a noise, or Ill send the devil a henchman!’ 

The governor checked his motion toward the sword on the table. He was within 
reach of the yard-long Zhaibar knife that glittered in the intruder’s fist, and he 
knew the desperate quickness of a hillman. 

The invader was a tall man, at once strong and supple. He was dressed like a 
hillman, but his dark features and blazing blue eyes did not match his garb. 
Chunder Shan had never seen a man like him; he was not an Easterner, but some 
barbarian from the West. But his aspect was as untamed and formidable as any 
of the hairy tribesmen who haunt the hills of Ghulistan. 

“You come like a thief in the night,’ commented the governor, recovering some 
of his composure, although he remembered that there was no guard within call. 
Still, the hillman could not know that. 

‘I climbed a bastion,’ snarled the intruder. ‘A guard thrust his head over the 
battlement in time for me to rap it with my knife-hilt.’ 

“You are Conan?’ 

‘Who else? You sent word into the hills that you wished for me to come and 
parley with you. Well, by Crom, I’ve come! Keep away from that table or Ill 
gut you.’ 

‘I merely wish to seat myself,’ answered the governor, carefully sinking into 
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the ivory chair, which he wheeled away from the table. Conan moved restlessly 
before him, glancing suspiciously at the door, thumbing the razor edge of his 
three-foot knife. He did not walk like an Afghuli, and was bluntly direct where 
the East is subtle. 

“You have seven of my men,’ he said abruptly. ‘You refused the ransom I 
offered. What the devil do you want?’ 

‘Let us discuss terms,’ answered Chunder Shan cautiously. 

“Terms?’ There was a timbre of dangerous anger in his voice. ‘What do you 
mean? Haven’t I offered you gold?’ 

Chunder Shan laughed. 

‘Gold? There is more gold in Peshkhauri than you ever saw.’ 

“You’re a liar,’ retorted Conan. ‘I’ve seen the suk of the goldsmiths in 
Khurusun.’ 

‘Well, more than an Afghuli ever saw,’ amended Chunder Shan. ‘And it is but 
a drop of all the treasure of Vendhya. Why should we desire gold? It would be 
more to our advantage to hang these seven thieves.’ 

Conan ripped out a sulfurous oath and the long blade quivered in his grip as the 
muscles rose in ridges on his brown arm. 

‘T’ll split your head like a ripe melon!’ 

A wild blue flame flickered in the hillman’s eyes, but Chunder Shan shrugged 
his shoulders, though keeping an eye on the keen steel. 

“You can kill me easily, and probably escape over the wall afterward. But that 
would not save the seven tribesmen. My men would surely hang them. And 
these men are headmen among the Afghulis.’ 

‘I know it,’ snarled Conan. ‘The tribe is baying like wolves at my heels 
because I have not procured their release. Tell me in plain words what you want, 
because, by Crom! if there’s no other way, I’ll raise a horde and lead it to the 
very gates of Peshkhauri!’ 

Looking at the man as he stood squarely, knife in fist and eyes glaring, 
Chunder Shan did not doubt that he was capable of it. The governor did not 
believe any hill-horde could take Peshkhauri, but he did not wish a devastated 
countryside. 

‘There is a mission you must perform,’ he said, choosing his words with as 
much care as if they had been razors. “There—’ 

Conan had sprung back, wheeling to face the door at the same instant, lips 
asnarl. His barbarian ears had caught the quick tread of soft slippers outside the 
door. The next instant the door was thrown open and a slim, silk-robed form 
entered hastily, pulling the door shut — then stopping short at sight of the 
hillman. 
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Chunder Shan sprang up, his heart jumping into his mouth. 

‘Devi!’ he cried involuntarily, losing his head momentarily in his fright. 

‘Devi!’ It was like an explosive echo from the hillman’s lips. Chunder Shan 
saw recognition and intent flame up in the fierce blue eyes. 

The governor shouted desperately and caught at his sword, but the hillman 
moved with the devastating speed of a hurricane. He sprang, knocked the 
governor sprawling with a savage blow of his knife-hilt, swept up the astounded 
Devi in one brawny arm and leaped for the window. Chunder Shan, struggling 
frantically to his feet, saw the man poise an instant on the sill in a flutter of 
silken skirts and white limbs that was his royal captive, and heard his fierce, 
exultant snarl: ‘Now dare to hang my men!’ and then Conan leaped to the 
parapet and was gone. A wild scream floated back to the governor’s ears. 

‘Guard! Guard!’ screamed the governor, struggling up and running drunkenly 
to the door. He tore it open and reeled into the hall. His shouts re-echoed along 
the corridors, and warriors came running, gaping to see the governor holding his 
broken head, from which the blood streamed. 

“Turn out the lancers!’ he roared. “There has been an abduction!’ Even in his 
frenzy he had enough sense left to withhold the full truth. He stopped short as he 
heard a sudden drum of hoofs outside, a frantic scream and a wild yell of 
barbaric exultation. 

Followed by the bewildered guardsmen, the governor raced for the stair. In the 
courtyard of the fort a force of lancers stood by saddled steeds, ready to ride at 
an instant’s notice. Chunder Shan led his squadron flying after the fugitive, 
though his head swam so he had to hold with both hands to the saddle. He did 
not divulge the identity of the victim, but said merely that the noblewoman who 
had borne the royal signet-ring had been carried away by the chief of the 
Afghulis. The abductor was out of sight and hearing, but they knew the path he 
would strike — the road that runs straight to the mouth of the Zhaibar. There was 
no moon; peasant huts rose dimly in the starlight. Behind them fell away the 
grim bastion of the fort, and the towers of Peshkhauri. Ahead of them loomed 
the black walls of the Himelians. 


3 Khemsa Uses Magic 


In the confusion that reigned in the fortress while the guard was being turned 
out, no one noticed that the girl who had accompanied the Devi slipped out the 
great arched gate and vanished in the darkness. She ran straight for the city, her 
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garments tucked high. She did not follow the open road, but cut straight through 
fields and over slopes, avoiding fences and leaping irrigation ditches as surely as 
if it were broad daylight, and as easily as if she were a trained masculine runner. 
The hoof-drum of the guardsmen had faded away up the hill before she reached 
the city wall. She did not go to the great gate, beneath whose arch men leaned on 
spears and craned their necks into the darkness, discussing the unwonted activity 
about the fortress. She skirted the wall until she reached a certain point where 
the spire of the tower was visible above the battlements. Then she placed her 
hands to her mouth and voiced a low weird call that carried strangely. 

Almost instantly a head appeared at an embrasure and a rope came wriggling 
down the wall. She seized it, placed a foot in the loop at the end, and waved her 
arm. Then quickly and smoothly she was drawn up the sheer stone curtain. An 
instant later she scrambled over the merlons and stood up on a flat roof which 
covered a house that was built against the wall. There was an open trap there, 
and a man in a camel-hair robe who silently coiled the rope, not showing in any 
way the strain of hauling a full-grown woman up a forty-foot wall. 

“Where is Kerim Shah?’ she gasped, panting after her long run. 

‘Asleep in the house below. You have news?’ 

‘Conan has stolen the Devi out of the fortress and carried her away into the 
hills!’ She blurted out her news in a rush, the words stumbling over one another. 

Khemsa showed no emotion, but merely nodded his turbaned head. ‘Kerim 
Shah will be glad to hear that,’ he said. 

‘Wait!’ The girl threw her supple arms about his neck. She was panting hard, 
but not only from exertion. Her eyes blazed like black jewels in the starlight. Her 
upturned face was close to Khemsa’s, but though he submitted to her embrace, 
he did not return it. 

‘Do not tell the Hyrkanian!’ she panted. ‘Let us use this knowledge ourselves! 
The governor has gone into the hills with his riders, but he might as well chase a 
ghost. He has not told anyone that it was the Devi who was kidnapped. None in 
Peshkhauri or the fort knows it except us.’ 

‘But what good does it do us?’ the man expostulated. ‘My masters sent me 
with Kerim Shah to aid him in every way—’ 

‘Aid yourself!’ she cried fiercely. ‘Shake off your yoke!’ 

“You mean — disobey my masters?’ he gasped, and she felt his whole body turn 
cold under her arms. 

‘Aye!’ she shook him in the fury of her emotion. ‘You too are a magician! 
Why will you be a slave, using your powers only to elevate others? Use your arts 
for yourself!’ 

“That is forbidden!’ He was shaking as if with an ague. ‘I am not one of the 
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Black Circle. Only by the command of the masters do I dare to use the 
knowledge they have taught me.’ 

‘But you can use it!’ she argued passionately. ‘Do as I beg you! Of course 
Conan has taken the Devi to hold as hostage against the seven tribesmen in the 
governor’s prison. Destroy them, so Chunder Shan can not use them to buy back 
the Devi. Then let us go into the mountains and take her from the Afghulis. They 
can not stand against your sorcery with their knives. The treasure of the 
Vendhyan kings will be ours as ransom — and then when we have it in our hands, 
we can trick them, and sell her to the king of Turan. We shall have wealth 
beyond our maddest dreams. With it we can buy warriors. We will take 
Khorbhul, oust the Turanians from the hills, and send our hosts southward; 
become king and queen of an empire!’ 

Khemsa too was panting, shaking like a leaf in her grasp; his face showed gray 
in the starlight, beaded with great drops of perspiration. 

‘I love you!’ she cried fiercely, writhing her body against his, almost strangling 
him in her wild embrace, shaking him in her abandon. ‘I will make a king of 
you! For love of you I betrayed my mistress; for love of me betray your masters! 
Why fear the Black Seers? By your love for me you have broken one of their 
laws already! Break the rest! You are as strong as they!’ 

A man of ice could not have withstood the searing heat of her passion and fury. 
With an inarticulate cry he crushed her to him, bending her backward and 
showering gasping kisses on her eyes, face and lips. 

‘T’ll do it!’ His voice was thick with laboring emotions. He staggered like a 
drunken man. ‘The arts they have taught me shall work for me, not for my 
masters. We shall be rulers of the world — of the world—’ 

‘Come then!’ Twisting lithely out of his embrace, she seized his hand and led 
him toward the trap-door. ‘First we must make sure that the governor does not 
exchange those seven Afghulis for the Devi.’ 

He moved like a man in a daze, until they had descended a ladder and she 
paused in the chamber below. Kerim Shah lay on a couch motionless, an arm 
across his face as though to shield his sleeping eyes from the soft light of a brass 
lamp. She plucked Khemsa’s arm and made a quick gesture across her own 
throat. Khemsa lifted his hand; then his expression changed and he drew away. 

‘I have eaten his salt,’ he muttered. ‘Besides, he can not interfere with us.’ 

He led the girl through a door that opened on a winding stair. After their soft 
tread had faded into silence, the man on the couch sat up. Kerim Shah wiped the 
sweat from his face. A knife-thrust he did not dread, but he feared Khemsa as a 
man fears a poisonous reptile. 

‘People who plot on roofs should remember to lower their voices,’ he 
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muttered. ‘But as Khemsa has turned against his masters, and as he was my only 
contact between them, I can count on their aid no longer. From now on I play the 
game in my Own way.’ 

Rising to his feet he went quickly to a table, drew pen and parchment from his 
girdle and scribbled a few succinct lines. 


‘To Khosru Khan, governor of Secunderam: the Cimmerian Conan has carried the Devi Yasmina to the 
villages of the Afghulis. It is an opportunity to get the Devi into our hands, as the king has so long 
desired. Send three thousand horsemen at once. I will meet them in the valley of Gurashah with native 
guides.’ 


And he signed it with a name that was not in the least like Kerim Shah. 

Then from a golden cage he drew forth a carrier pigeon, to whose leg he made 
fast the parchment, rolled into a tiny cylinder and secured with gold wire. Then 
he went quickly to a casement and tossed the bird into the night. It wavered on 
fluttering wings, balanced, and was gone like a flitting shadow. Catching up 
helmet, sword and cloak, Kerim Shah hurried out of the chamber and down the 
winding stair. 


The prison quarters of Peshkhauri were separated from the rest of the city by a 
massive wall, in which was set a single iron-bound door under an arch. Over the 
arch burned a lurid red cresset, and beside the door squatted a warrior with spear 
and shield. 

This warrior, leaning on his spear, and yawning from time to time, started 
suddenly to his feet. He had not thought he had dozed, but a man was standing 
before him, a man he had not heard approach. The man wore a camel-hair robe 
and a green turban. In the flickering light of the cresset his features were 
shadowy, but a pair of lambent eyes shone surprizingly in the lurid glow. 

“Who comes?’ demanded the warrior, presenting his spear. ‘Who are you?’ 

The stranger did not seem perturbed, though the spear-point touched his 
bosom. His eyes held the warrior’s with strange intensity. 

“What are you obliged to do?’ he asked, strangely. 

‘To guard the gate!’ The warrior spoke thickly and mechanically; he stood 
rigid as a statue, his eyes slowly glazing. 

“You lie! You are obliged to obey me! You have looked into my eyes, and your 
soul is no longer your own. Open that door!’ 

Stiffly, with the wooden features of an image, the guard wheeled about, drew a 
great key from his girdle, turned it in the massive lock and swung open the door. 
Then he stood at attention, his unseeing stare straight ahead of him. 

A woman glided from the shadows and laid an eager hand on the mesmerist’s 
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arm. 

‘Bid him fetch us horses, Khemsa,’ she whispered. 

‘No need of that,’ answered the Rakhsha. Lifting his voice slightly he spoke to 
the guardsman. ‘I have no more use for you. Kill yourself!’ 

Like a man in a trance the warrior thrust the butt of his spear against the base 
of the wall, and placed the keen head against his body, just below the ribs. Then 
slowly, stolidly, he leaned against it with all his weight, so that it transfixed his 
body and came out between his shoulders. Sliding down the shaft he lay still, the 
spear jutting above him its full length, like a horrible stalk growing out of his 
back. 

The girl stared down at him in morbid fascination, until Khemsa took her arm 
and led her through the gate. Torches lighted a narrow space between the outer 
wall and a lower inner one, in which were arched doors at regular intervals. A 
warrior paced this enclosure, and when the gate opened he came sauntering up, 
so secure in his knowledge of the prison’s strength that he was not suspicious 
until Khemsa and the girl emerged from the archway. Then it was too late. The 
Rakhsha did not waste time in hypnotism, though his action savored of magic to 
the girl. The guard lowered his spear threateningly, opening his mouth to shout 
an alarm that would bring spearmen swarming out of the guardrooms at either 
end of the alleyway. Khemsa flicked the spear aside with his left hand, as a man 
might flick a straw, and his right flashed out and back, seeming gently to caress 
the warrior’s neck in passing. And the guard pitched on his face without a sound, 
his head lolling on a broken neck. 

Khemsa did not glance at him, but went straight to one of the arched doors and 
placed his open hand against the heavy bronze lock. With a rending shudder the 
portal buckled inward. As the girl followed him through, she saw that the thick 
teakwood hung in splinters, the bronze bolts were bent and twisted from their 
sockets, and the great hinges broken and disjointed. A thousand-pound battering- 
ram with forty men to swing it could have shattered the barrier no more 
completely. Khemsa was drunk with freedom and the exercise of his power, 
glorying in his might and flinging his strength about as a young giant exercises 
his thews with unnecessary vigor in the exultant pride of his prowess. 

The broken door let them into a small courtyard, lit by a cresset. Opposite the 
door was a wide grille of iron bars. A hairy hand was visible, gripping one of 
these bars, and in the darkness behind them glimmered the whites of eyes. 

Khemsa stood silent for a space, gazing into the shadows from which those 
glimmering eyes gave back his stare with burning intensity. Then his hand went 
into his robe and came out again, and from his opening fingers a shimmering 
feather of sparkling dust sifted to the flags. Instantly a flare of green fire lighted 
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the enclosure. In the brief glare the forms of seven men, standing motionless 
behind the bars, were limned in vivid detail; tall, hairy men in ragged hillmen’s 
garments. They did not speak, but in their eyes blazed the fear of death, and their 
hairy fingers gripped the bars. 

The fire died out but the glow remained, a quivering ball of lambent green that 
pulsed and shimmered on the flags before Khemsa’s feet. The wide gaze of the 
tribesmen was fixed upon it. It wavered, elongated; it turned into a luminous 
greensmoke spiraling upward. It twisted and writhed like a great shadowy 
serpent, then broadened and billowed out in shining folds and whirls. It grew to a 
cloud moving silently over the flags — straight toward the grille. The men 
watched its coming with dilated eyes; the bars quivered with the grip of their 
desperate fingers. Bearded lips parted but no sound came forth. The green cloud 
rolled on the bars and blotted them from sight; like a fog it oozed through the 
grille and hid the men within. From the enveloping folds came a strangled gasp, 
as of a man plunged suddenly under the surface of water. That was all. 

Khemsa touched the girl’s arm, as she stood with parted lips and dilated eyes. 
Mechanically she turned away with him, looking back over her shoulder. 
Already the mist was thinning; close to the bars she saw a pair of sandalled feet, 
the toes turned upward — she glimpsed the indistinct outlines of seven still, 
prostrate shapes. 

‘And now for a steed swifter than the fastest horse ever bred in a mortal 
stable,” Khemsa was saying. ‘We will be in Afghulistan before dawn.’ 


4 An Encounter in the Pass 


Yasmina Devi could never clearly remember the details of her abduction. The 
unexpectedness and violence stunned her; she had only a confused impression of 
a whirl of happenings — the terrifying grip of a mighty arm, the blazing eyes of 
her abductor, and his hot breath burning on her flesh. The leap through the 
window to the parapet, the mad race across battlements and roofs when the fear 
of falling froze her, the reckless descent of a rope bound to a merlon — he went 
down almost at a run, his captive folded limply over his brawny shoulder — all 
this was a befuddled tangle in the Devi’s mind. She retained a more vivid 
memory of him running fleetly into the shadows of the trees, carrying her like a 
child, and vaulting into the saddle of a fierce Bhalkhana stallion which reared 
and snorted. Then there was a sensation of flying, and the racing hoofs were 
striking sparks of fire from the flinty road as the stallion swept up the slopes. 
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As the girl’s mind cleared, her first sensations were furious rage and shame. 
She was appalled. The rulers of the golden kingdoms south of the Himelians 
were considered little short of divine; and she was the Devi of Vendhya! Fright 
was submerged in regal wrath. She cried out furiously and began struggling. 
She, Yasmina, to be carried on the saddle-bow of a hill chief, like a common 
wench of the market-place! He merely hardened his massive thews slightly 
against her writhings, and for the first time in her life she experienced the 
coercion of superior physical strength. His arms felt like iron about her slender 
limbs. He glanced down at her and grinned hugely. His teeth glimmered whitely 
in the starlight. The reins lay loose on the stallion’s flowing mane, and every 
thew and fiber of the great beast strained as he hurtled along the boulder-strewn 
trail. But Conan sat easily, almost carelessly, in the saddle, riding like a centaur. 

“You hill-bred dog!’ she panted, quivering with the impact of shame, anger, 
and the realization of helplessness. ‘You dare — you dare! Your life shall pay for 
this! Where are you taking me?’ 

‘To the villages of Afghulistan,’ he answered, casting a glance over his 
shoulder. 

Behind them, beyond the slopes they had traversed, torches were tossing on the 
walls of the fortress, and he glimpsed a flare of light that meant the great gate 
had been opened. And he laughed, a deep-throated boom gusty as the hill wind. 

“The governor has sent his riders after us,’ he laughed. ‘By Crom, we will lead 
him a merry chase! What do you think, Devi — will they pay seven lives for a 
Kshatriya princess?’ 

“They will send an army to hang you and your spawn of devils,’ she promised 
him with conviction. 

He laughed gustily and shifted her to a more comfortable position in his arms. 
But she took this as a fresh outrage, and renewed her vain struggle, until she saw 
that her efforts were only amusing him. Besides, her light silken garments, 
floating on the wind, were being outrageously disarranged by her struggles. She 
concluded that a scornful submission was the better part of dignity, and lapsed 
into a smoldering quiescence. 

She felt even her anger being submerged by awe as they entered the mouth of 
the Pass, lowering like a black well mouth in the blacker walls that rose like 
colossal ramparts to bar their way. It was as if a gigantic knife had cut the 
Zhaibar out of walls of solid rock. On either hand sheer slopes pitched up for 
thousands of feet, and the mouth of the Pass was dark as hate. Even Conan could 
not see with any accuracy, but he knew the road, even by night. And knowing 
that armed men were racing through the starlight after him, he did not check the 
stallion’s speed. The great brute was not yet showing fatigue. He thundered 
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along the road that followed the valley bed, labored up a slope, swept along a 
low ridge where treacherous shale on either hand lurked for the unwary, and 
came upon a trail that followed the lap of the left-hand wall. 

Not even Conan could spy, in that darkness, an ambush set by Zhaibar 
tribesmen. As they swept past the black mouth of a gorge that opened into the 
Pass, a javelin swished through the air and thudded home behind the stallion’s 
Straining shoulder. The great beast let out his life in a shuddering sob and 
stumbled, going headlong in mid-stride. But Conan had recognized the flight and 
stroke of the javelin, and he acted with spring-steel quickness. 

As the horse fell he leaped clear, holding the girl aloft to guard her from 
striking boulders. He lit on his feet like a cat, thrust her into a cleft of rock, and 
wheeled toward the outer darkness, drawing his knife. 

Yasmina, confused by the rapidity of events, not quite sure just what had 
happened, saw a vague shape rush out of the darkness, bare feet slapping softly 
on the rock, ragged garments whipping on the wind of his haste. She glimpsed 
the flicker of steel, heard the lightning crack of stroke, parry and counter-stroke, 
and the crunch of bone as Conan’s long knife split the other’s skull. 

Conan sprang back, crouching in the shelter of the rocks. Out in the night men 
were moving and a stentorian voice roared: ‘What, you dogs! Do you flinch? In, 
curse you, and take them!’ 

Conan started, peered into the darkness and lifted his voice. 

“Yar Afzal! Is it you?’ 

There sounded a startled imprecation, and the voice called warily. 

‘Conan? Is it you, Conan?’ 

‘Aye!’ the Cimmerian laughed. ‘Come forth, you old war-dog. I’ve slain one 
of your men.’ 

There was movement among the rocks, a light flared dimly, and then a flame 
appeared and came bobbing toward him, and as it approached, a fierce bearded 
countenance grew out of the darkness. The man who carried it held it high, thrust 
forward, and craned his neck to peer among the boulders it lighted; the other 
hand gripped a great curved tulwar. Conan stepped forward, sheathing his knife, 
and the other roared a greeting. 

“Aye, it is Conan! Come out of your rocks, dogs! It is Conan!’ 

Others pressed into the wavering circle of light — wild, ragged, bearded men, 
with eyes like wolves, and long blades in their fists. They did not see Yasmina, 
for she was hidden by Conan’s massive body. But peeping from her covert, she 
knew icy fear for the first time that night. These men were more like wolves than 
human beings. 

‘What are you hunting in the Zhaibar by night, Yar Afzal?’ Conan demanded 
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of the burly chief, who grinned like a bearded ghoul. 

‘Who knows what might come up the Pass after dark? We Wazulis are night- 
hawks. But what of you, Conan?’ 

‘I have a prisoner,’ answered the Cimmerian. And moving aside he disclosed 
the cowering girl. Reaching a long arm into the crevice he drew her trembling 
forth. 

Her imperious bearing was gone. She stared timidly at the ring of bearded 
faces that hemmed her in, and was grateful for the strong arm that clasped her 
possessively. The torch was thrust close to her, and there was a sucking intake of 
breath about the ring. 

‘She is my captive,’ Conan warned, glancing pointedly at the feet of the man 
he had slain, just visible within the ring of light. ‘I was taking her to Afghulistan, 
but now you have slain my horse, and the Kshatriyas are close behind me.’ 

‘Come with us to my village,’ suggested Yar Afzal. ‘We have horses hidden in 
the gorge. They can never follow us in the darkness. They are close behind you, 
you say?’ 

‘So close that I hear now the clink of their hoofs on the flint,’ answered Conan 
grimly. 

Instantly there was movement; the torch was dashed out and the ragged shapes 
melted like phantoms into the darkness. Conan swept up the Devi in his arms, 
and she did not resist. The rocky ground hurt her slim feet in their soft slippers 
and she felt very small and helpless in that brutish, primordial blackness among 
those colossal, nighted crags. 

Feeling her shiver in the wind that moaned down the defiles, Conan jerked a 
ragged cloak from its owner’s shoulders and wrapped it about her. He also 
hissed a warning in her ear, ordering her to make no sound. She did not hear the 
distant clink of shod hoofs on rock that warned the keen-eared hillmen; but she 
was far too frightened to disobey, in any event. 

She could see nothing but a few faint stars far above, but she knew by the 
deepening darkness when they entered the gorge mouth. There was a stir about 
them, the uneasy movement of horses. A few muttered words, and Conan 
mounted the horse of the man he had killed, lifting the girl up in front of him. 
Like phantoms except for the click of their hoofs, the band swept away up the 
shadowy gorge. Behind them on the trail they left the dead horse and the dead 
man, which were found less than half an hour later by the riders from the 
fortress, who recognized the man as a Wazuli and drew their own conclusions 
accordingly. 

Yasmina, snuggled warmly in her captor’s arms, grew drowsy in spite of 
herself. The motion of the horse, though it was uneven, uphill and down, yet 
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possessed a certain rhythm which combined with weariness and emotional 
exhaustion to force sleep upon her. She had lost all sense of time or direction. 
They moved in soft thick darkness, in which she sometimes glimpsed vaguely 
gigantic walls sweeping up like black ramparts, or great crags shouldering the 
stars; at times she sensed echoing depths beneath them, or felt the wind of dizzy 
heights blowing cold about her. Gradually these things faded into a dreamy 
unwakefulness in which the clink of hoofs and the creak of saddles were like the 
irrelevant sounds in a dream. 

She was vaguely aware when the motion ceased and she was lifted down and 
carried a few steps. Then she was laid down on something soft and rustling, and 
something — a folded coat perhaps — was thrust under her head, and the cloak in 
which she was wrapped was carefully tucked about her. She heard Yar Afzal 
laugh. 

‘A rare prize, Conan; fit mate for a chief of the Afghulis.’ 

‘Not for me,’ came Conan’s answering rumble. ‘This wench will buy the lives 
of my seven headmen, blast their souls.’ 

That was the last she heard as she sank into dreamless slumber. 

She slept while armed men rode through the dark hills, and the fate of 
kingdoms hung in the balance. Through the shadowy gorges and defiles that 
night there rang the hoofs of galloping horses, and the starlight glimmered on 
helmets and curved blades, until the ghoulish shapes that haunt the crags stared 
into the darkness from ravine and boulder and wondered what things were afoot. 

A band of these sat gaunt horses in the black pitmouth of a gorge as the 
hurrying hoofs swept past. Their leader, a well-built man in a helmet and gilt- 
braided cloak, held up his hand warningly, until the riders had sped on. Then he 
laughed softly. 

“They must have lost the trail! Or else they have found that Conan has already 
reached the Afghuli villages. It will take many riders to smoke out that hive. 
There will be squadrons riding up the Zhaibar by dawn.’ 

‘If there is fighting in the hills there will be looting,’ muttered a voice behind 
him, in the dialect of the Irakzai. 

‘There will be looting,’ answered the man with the helmet. ‘But first it is our 
business to reach the valley of Gurashah and await the riders that will be 
galloping southward from Secunderam before daylight.’ 

He lifted his reins and rode out of the defile, his men falling in behind him — 
thirty ragged phantoms in the starlight. 


5 The Black Stallion 
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The sun was well up when Yasmina awoke. She did not start and stare blankly, 
wondering where she was. She awoke with full knowledge of all that had 
occurred. Her supple limbs were stiff from her long ride, and her firm flesh 
seemed to feel the contact of the muscular arm that had borne her so far. 

She was lying on a sheepskin covering a pallet of leaves on a hard-beaten dirt 
floor. A folded sheepskin coat was under her head, and she was wrapped in a 
ragged cloak. She was in a large room, the walls of which were crudely but 
strongly built of uncut rocks, plastered with sun-baked mud. Heavy beams 
supported a roof of the same kind, in which showed a trap-door up to which led 
a ladder. There were no windows in the thick walls, only loop-holes. There was 
one door, a sturdy bronze affair that must have been looted from some Vendhyan 
border tower. Opposite it was a wide opening in the wall, with no door, but 
several strong wooden bars in place. Beyond them Yasmina saw a magnificent 
black stallion munching a pile of dried grass. The building was fort, dwelling- 
place and stable in one. 

At the other end of the room a girl in the vest and baggy trousers of a hill- 
woman squatted beside a small fire, cooking strips of meat on an iron grid laid 
over blocks of stone. There was a sooty cleft in the wall a few feet from the 
floor, and some of the smoke found its way out there. The rest floated in blue 
wisps about the room. 

The hill-girl glanced at Yasmina over her shoulder, displaying a_ bold, 
handsome face, and then continued her cooking. Voices boomed outside; then 
the door was kicked open, and Conan strode in. He looked more enormous than 
ever with the morning sunlight behind him, and Yasmina noted some details that 
had escaped her the night before. His garments were clean and not ragged. The 
broad Bakhariot girdle that supported his knife in its ornamented scabbard would 
have matched the robes of a prince, and there was a glint of fine Turanian mail 
under his shirt. 

“Your captive is awake, Conan,’ said the Wazuli girl, and he grunted, strode up 
to the fire and swept the strips of mutton off into a stone dish. 

The squatting girl laughed up at him, with some spicy jest, and he grinned 
wolfishly, and hooking a toe under her haunches, tumbled her sprawling onto the 
floor. She seemed to derive considerable amusement from this bit of rough 
horse-play, but Conan paid no more heed to her. Producing a great hunk of bread 
from somewhere, with a copper jug of wine, he carried the lot to Yasmina, who 
had risen from her pallet and was regarding him doubtfully. 

‘Rough fare for a Devi, girl, but our best,’ he grunted. ‘It will fill your belly, at 
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least.’ 

He set the platter on the floor, and she was suddenly aware of a ravenous 
hunger. Making no comment, she seated herself cross-legged on the floor, and 
taking the dish in her lap, she began to eat, using her fingers, which were all she 
had in the way of table utensils. After all, adaptability is one of the tests of true 
aristocracy. Conan stood looking down at her, his thumbs hooked in his girdle. 
He never sat cross-legged, after the Eastern fashion. 

“Where am I?’ she asked abruptly. 

‘In the hut of Yar Afzal, the chief of the Khurum Wazulis,’ he answered. 
‘Afghulistan lies a good many miles farther on to the west. We’ll hide here 
awhile. The Kshatriyas are beating up the hills for you — several of their squads 
have been cut up by the tribes already.’ 

“What are you going to do?’ she asked. 

‘Keep you until Chunder Shan is willing to trade back my seven cow-thieves,’ 
he grunted. ‘Women of the Wazulis are crushing ink out of shoki leaves, and 
after a while you can write a letter to the governor.’ 

A touch of her old imperious wrath shook her, as she thought how 
maddeningly her plans had gone awry, leaving her captive of the very man she 
had plotted to get into her power. She flung down the dish, with the remnants of 
her meal, and sprang to her feet, tense with anger. 

‘IT will not write a letter! If you do not take me back, they will hang your seven 
men, and a thousand more besides!’ 

The Wazuli girl laughed mockingly, Conan scowled, and then the door opened 
and Yar Afzal came swaggering in. The Wazuli chief was as tall as Conan, and 
of greater girth, but he looked fat and slow beside the hard compactness of the 
Cimmerian. He plucked his red-stained beard and stared meaningly at the 
Wazuli girl, and that wench rose and scurried out without delay. Then Yar Afzal 
turned to his guest. 

‘The damnable people murmur, Conan,’ quoth he. ‘They wish me to murder 
you and take the girl to hold for ransom. They say that anyone can tell by her 
garments that she is a noble lady. They say why should the Afghuli dogs profit 
by her, when it is the people who take the risk of guarding her?’ 

‘Lend me your horse,’ said Conan. ‘I’Il take her and go.’ 

‘Pish!’ boomed Yar Afzal. ‘Do you think I can’t handle my own people? I’ll 
have them dancing in their shirts if they cross me! They don’t love you — or any 
other outlander — but you saved my life once, and I will not forget. Come out, 
though, Conan; a scout has returned.’ 

Conan hitched at his girdle and followed the chief outside. They closed the 
door after them, and Yasmina peeped through a loop-hole. She looked out on a 
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level space before the hut. At the farther end of that space there was a cluster of 
mud and stone huts, and she saw naked children playing among the boulders, 
and the slim erect women of the hills going about their tasks. 

Directly before the chief’s hut a circle of hairy, ragged men squatted, facing 
the door. Conan and Yar Afzal stood a few paces before the door, and between 
them and the ring of warriors another man sat cross-legged. This one was 
addressing his chief in the harsh accents of the Wazuli which Yasmina could 
scarcely understand, though as part of her royal education she had been taught 
the languages of Iranistan and the kindred tongues of Ghulistan. 

‘T talked with a Dagozai who saw the riders last night,’ said the scout. ‘He was 
lurking near when they came to the spot where we ambushed the lord Conan. He 
overheard their speech. Chunder Shan was with them. They found the dead 
horse, and one of the men recognized it as Conan’s. Then they found the man 
Conan slew, and knew him for a Wazuli. It seemed to them that Conan had been 
slain and the girl taken by the Wazuli; so they turned aside from their purpose of 
following to Afghulistan. But they did not know from which village the dead 
man was come, and we had left no trail a Kshatriya could follow. 

‘So they rode to the nearest Wazuli village, which was the village of Jugra, and 
burnt it and slew many of the people. But the men of Khojur came upon them in 
darkness and slew some of them, and wounded the governor. So the survivors 
retired down the Zhaibar in the darkness before dawn, but they returned with 
reinforcements before sunrise, and there has been skirmishing and fighting in the 
hills all morning. It is said that a great army is being raised to sweep the hills 
about the Zhaibar. The tribes are whetting their knives and laying ambushes in 
every pass from here to Gurashah valley. Moreover, Kerim Shah has returned to 
the hills.’ 

A grunt went around the circle, and Yasmina leaned closer to the loop-hole at 
the name she had begun to mistrust. 

“Where went he?’ demanded Yar Afzal. 

‘The Dagozai did not know; with him were thirty Irakzai of the lower villages. 
They rode into the hills and disappeared.’ 

‘These Irakzai are jackals that follow a lion for crumbs,’ growled Yar Afzal. 
‘They have been lapping up the coins Kerim Shah scatters among the border 
tribes to buy men like horses. I like him not, for all he is our kinsman from 
Iranistan.’ 

‘He’s not even that,’ said Conan. ‘I know him of old. He’s an Hyrkanian, a spy 
of Yezdigerd’s. If I catch him I’ ll hang his hide to a tamarisk.’ 

‘But the Kshatriyas!’ clamored the men in the semicircle. ‘Are we to squat on 
our haunches until they smoke us out? They will learn at last in which Wazuli 
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village the wench is held. We are not loved by the Zhaibari; they will help the 
Kshatriyas hunt us out.’ 

‘Let them come,’ grunted Yar Afzal. ‘We can hold the defiles against a host.’ 

One of the men leaped up and shook his fist at Conan. 

‘Are we to take all the risks while he reaps the rewards?’ he howled. ‘Are we 
to fight his battles for him?’ 

With a stride Conan reached him and bent slightly to stare full into his hairy 
face. The Cimmerian had not drawn his long knife, but his left hand grasped the 
scabbard, jutting the hilt suggestively forward. 

‘IT ask no man to fight my battles,’ he said softly. ‘Draw your blade if you dare, 
you yapping dog!’ 

The Wazuli started back, snarling like a cat. 

‘Dare to touch me and here are fifty men to rend you apart!’ he screeched. 

‘What!’ roared Yar Afzal, his face purpling with wrath. His whiskers bristled, 
his belly swelled with his rage. ‘Are you chief of Khurum? Do the Wazulis take 
orders from Yar Afzal, or from a low-bred cur?’ 

The man cringed before his invincible chief, and Yar Afzal, striding up to him, 
seized him by the throat and choked him until his face was turning black. Then 
he hurled the man savagely against the ground and stood over him with his 
tulwar in his hand. 

‘Is there any who questions my authority?’ he roared, and his warriors looked 
down sullenly as his bellicose glare swept their semicircle. Yar Afzal grunted 
scornfully and sheathed his weapon with a gesture that was the apex of insult. 
Then he kicked the fallen agitator with a concentrated vindictiveness that 
brought howls from his victim. 

‘Get down the valley to the watchers on the heights and bring word if they 
have seen anything,’ commanded Yar Afzal, and the man went, shaking with 
fear and grinding his teeth with fury. 

Yar Afzal then seated himself ponderously on a stone, growling in his beard. 
Conan stood near him, legs braced apart, thumbs hooked in his girdle, narrowly 
watching the assembled warriors. They stared at him sullenly, not daring to 
brave Yar Afzal’s fury, but hating the foreigner as only a hillman can hate. 

‘Now listen to me, you sons of nameless dogs, while I tell you what the lord 
Conan and I have planned to fool the Kshatriyas.’ The boom of Yar Afzal’s bull- 
like voice followed the discomfited warrior as he slunk away from the assembly. 

The man passed by the cluster of huts, where women who had seen his defeat 
laughed at him and called stinging comments, and hastened on along the trail 
that wound among spurs and rocks toward the valley head. 

Just as he rounded the first turn that took him out of sight of the village, he 


5937 XRN 


stopped short, gaping stupidly. He had not believed it possible for a stranger to 
enter the valley of Khurum without being detected by the hawk-eyed watchers 
along the heights; yet a man sat cross-legged on a low ledge beside the path — a 
man in a camel-hair robe and a green turban. 

The Wazuli’s mouth gaped for a yell, and his hand leaped to his knife-hilt. But 
at that instant his eyes met those of the stranger and the cry died in his throat, his 
fingers went limp. He stood like a statue, his own eyes glazed and vacant. 

For minutes the scene held motionless; then the man on the ledge drew a 
cryptic symbol in the dust on the rock with his forefinger. The Wazuli did not 
see him place anything within the compass of that emblem, but presently 
something gleamed there — a round, shiny black ball that looked like polished 
jade. The man in the green turban took this up and tossed it to the Wazuli, who 
mechanically caught it. 

‘Carry this to Yar Afzal,’ he said, and the Wazuli turned like an automaton and 
went back along the path, holding the black jade ball in his outstretched hand. 
He did not even turn his head to the renewed jeers of the women as he passed the 
huts. He did not seem to hear. 

The man on the ledge gazed after him with a cryptic smile. A girl’s head rose 
above the rim of the ledge and she looked at him with admiration and a touch of 
fear that had not been present the night before. 

‘Why did you do that?’ she asked. 

He ran his fingers through her dark locks caressingly. 

‘Are you still dizzy from your flight on the horse-of-air, that you doubt my 
wisdom?’ he laughed. ‘As long as Yar Afzal lives, Conan will bide safe among 
the Wazuli fighting-men. Their knives are sharp, and there are many of them. 
What I plot will be safer, even for me, than to seek to slay him and take her from 
among them. It takes no wizard to predict what the Wazulis will do, and what 
Conan will do, when my victim hands the globe of Yezud to the chief of 
Khurum.’ 


Back before the hut, Yar Afzal halted in the midst of some tirade, surprized and 
displeased to see the man he had sent up the valley, pushing his way through the 
throng. 

‘I bade you go to the watchers!’ the chief bellowed. ‘You have not had time to 
come from them.’ 

The other did not reply; he stood woodenly, staring vacantly into the chief’s 
face, his palm outstretched holding the jade ball. Conan, looking over Yar 
Afzal’s shoulder, murmured something and reached to touch the chief’s arm, but 
as he did so, Yar Afzal, in a paroxysm of anger, struck the man with his 
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clenched fist and felled him like an ox. As he fell, the jade sphere rolled to Yar 
Afzal’s foot, and the chief, seeming to see it for the first time, bent and picked it 
up. The men, staring perplexedly at their senseless comrade, saw their chief 
bend, but they did not see what he picked up from the ground. 

Yar Afzal straightened, glanced at the jade, and made a motion to thrust it into 
his girdle. 

‘Carry that fool to his hut,’ he growled. ‘He has the look of a lotus-eater. He 
returned me a blank stare. I — aie!’ 

In his right hand, moving toward his girdle, he had suddenly felt movement 
where movement should not be. His voice died away as he stood and glared at 
nothing; and inside his clenched right hand he felt the quivering of change, of 
motion, of life. He no longer held a smooth shining sphere in his fingers. And he 
dared not look; his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, and he could not open 
his hand. His astonished warriors saw Yar Afzal’s eyes distend, the color ebb 
from his face. Then suddenly a bellow of agony burst from his bearded lips; he 
swayed and fell as if struck by lightning, his right arm tossed out in front of him. 
Face down he lay, and from between his opening fingers crawled a spider — a 
hideous, black, hairy-legged monster whose body shone like black jade. The 
men yelled and gave back suddenly, and the creature scuttled into a crevice of 
the rocks and disappeared. 

The warriors started up, glaring wildly, and a voice rose above their clamor, a 
far-carrying voice of command which came from none knew where. Afterward 
each man there — who still lived — denied that he had shouted, but all there heard 
it. 

“Yar Afzal is dead! Kill the outlander!’ 

That shout focused their whirling minds as one. Doubt, bewilderment and fear 
vanished in the uproaring surge of the blood-lust. A furious yell rent the skies as 
the tribesmen responded instantly to the suggestion. They came headlong across 
the open space, cloaks flapping, eyes blazing, knives lifted. 

Conan’s action was as quick as theirs. As the voice shouted he sprang for the 
hut door. But they were closer to him than he was to the door, and with one foot 
on the sill he had to wheel and parry the swipe of a yard-long blade. He split the 
man’s skull — ducked another swinging knife and gutted the wielder — felled a 
man with his left fist and stabbed another in the belly — and heaved back 
mightily against the closed door with his shoulders. Hacking blades were nicking 
chips out of the jambs about his ears, but the door flew open under the impact of 
his shoulders, and he went stumbling backward into the room. A bearded 
tribesman, thrusting with all his fury as Conan sprang back, overreached and 
pitched head-first through the doorway. Conan stopped, grasped the slack of his 
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garments and hauled him clear, and slammed the door in the faces of the men 
who came surging into it. Bones snapped under the impact, and the next instant 
Conan slammed the bolts into place and whirled with desperate haste to meet the 
man who sprang from the floor and tore into action like a madman. 

Yasmina cowered in a corner, staring in horror as the two men fought back and 
forth across the room, almost trampling her at times; the flash and clangor of 
their blades filled the room, and outside the mob clamored like a wolf-pack, 
hacking deafeningly at the bronze door with their long knives, and dashing huge 
rocks against it. Somebody fetched a tree trunk, and the door began to stagger 
under the thunderous assault. Yasmina clasped her ears, staring wildly. Violence 
and fury within, cataclysmic madness without. The stallion in his stall neighed 
and reared, thundering with his heels against the walls. He wheeled and launched 
his hoofs through the bars just as the tribesman, backing away from Conan’s 
murderous swipes, stumbled against them. His spine cracked in three places like 
a rotten branch and he was hurled headlong against the Cimmerian, bearing him 
backward so that they both crashed to the beaten floor. 

Yasmina cried out and ran forward; to her dazed sight it seemed that both were 
slain. She reached them just as Conan threw aside the corpse and rose. She 
caught his arm, trembling from head to foot. 

‘Oh, you live! I thought — I thought you were dead!’ 

He glanced down at her quickly, into the pale, upturned face and the wide 
staring dark eyes. 

‘Why are you trembling?’ he demanded. ‘Why should you care if I live or 
die?’ 

A vestige of her poise returned to her, and she drew away, making a rather 
pitiful attempt at playing the Devi. 

“You are preferable to those wolves howling without,’ she answered, gesturing 
toward the door, the stone sill of which was beginning to splinter away. 

‘That won’t hold long,’ he muttered, then turned and went swiftly to the stall of 
the stallion. 

Yasmina clenched her hands and caught her breath as she saw him tear aside 
the splintered bars and go into the stall with the maddened beast. The stallion 
reared above him, neighing terribly, hoofs lifted, eyes and teeth flashing and ears 
laid back, but Conan leaped and caught his mane with a display of sheer strength 
that seemed impossible, and dragged the beast down on his forelegs. The steed 
snorted and quivered, but stood still while the man bridled him and clapped on 
the gold-worked saddle, with the wide silver stirrups. 

Wheeling the beast around in the stall, Conan called quickly to Yasmina, and 
the girl came, sidling nervously past the stallion’s heels. Conan was working at 
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the stone wall, talking swiftly as he worked. 

‘A secret door in the wall here, that not even the Wazuli know about. Yar 
Afzal showed it to me once when he was drunk. It opens out into the mouth of 
the ravine behind the hut. Ha!’ 

As he tugged at a projection that seemed casual, a whole section of the wall 
slid back on oiled iron runners. Looking through, the girl saw a narrow defile 
opening in a sheer stone cliff within a few feet of the hut’s back wall. Then 
Conan sprang into the saddle and hauled her up before him. Behind them the 
great door groaned like a living thing and crashed in, and a yell rang to the roof 
as the entrance was instantly flooded with hairy faces and knives in hairy fists. 
And then the great stallion went through the wall like a javelin from a catapult, 
and thundered into the defile, running low, foam flying from the bit-rings. 

That move came as an absolute surprize to the Wazulis. It was a surprize, too, 
to those stealing down the ravine. It happened so quickly — the hurricane-like 
charge of the great horse — that a man in a green turban was unable to get out of 
the way. He went down under the frantic hoofs, and a girl screamed. Conan got 
one glimpse of her as they thundered by — a slim, dark girl in silk trousers and a 
jeweled breast-band, flattening herself against the ravine wall. Then the black 
horse and his riders were gone up the gorge like the spume blown before a 
storm, and the men who came tumbling through the wall into the defile after 
them met that which changed their yells of blood-lust to shrill screams of fear 
and death. 


6 The Mountain of the Black Seers 


‘Where now?’ Yasmina was trying to sit erect on the rocking saddlebow, 
clutching her captor. She was conscious of a recognition of shame that she 
should not find unpleasant the feel of his muscular flesh under her fingers. 

‘To Afghulistan,’ he answered. ‘It’s a perilous road, but the stallion will carry 
us easily, unless we fall in with some of your friends, or my tribal enemies. Now 
that Yar Afzal is dead, those damned Wazulis will be on our heels. I’m surprized 
we haven’t sighted them behind us already.’ 

“Who was that man you rode down?’ she asked. 

‘I don’t know. I never saw him before. He’s no Ghuli, that’s certain. What the 
devil he was doing there is more than I can say. There was a girl with him, too.’ 

“Yes.” Her gaze was shadowed. ‘I can not understand that. That girl was my 
maid, Gitara. Do you suppose she was coming to aid me? That the man was a 
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friend? If so, the Wazulis have captured them both.’ 

‘Well,’ he answered, ‘there’s nothing we can do. If we go back, they’I!1 skin us 
both. I can’t understand how a girl like that could get this far into the mountains 
with only one man — and he a robed scholar, for that’s what he looked like. 
There’s something infernally queer in all this. That fellow Yar Afzal beat and 
sent away — he moved like a man walking in his sleep. I’ve seen the priests of 
Zamora perform their abominable rituals in their forbidden temples, and their 
victims had a stare like that man. The priests looked into their eyes and muttered 
incantations, and then the people became the walking dead men, with glassy 
eyes, doing as they were ordered. 

‘And then I saw what the fellow had in his hand, which Yar Afzal picked up. It 
was like a big black jade bead, such as the temple girls of Yezud wear when they 
dance before the black stone spider which is their god. Yar Afzal held it in his 
hand, and he didn’t pick up anything else. Yet when he fell dead, a spider, like 
the god at Yezud, only smaller, ran out of his fingers. And then, when the 
Wazulis stood uncertain there, a voice cried out for them to kill me, and I know 
that voice didn’t come from any of the warriors, nor from the women who 
watched by the huts. It seemed to come from above.’ 

Yasmina did not reply. She glanced at the stark outlines of the mountains all 
about them and shuddered. Her soul shrank from their gaunt brutality. This was 
a grim, naked land where anything might happen. Age-old traditions invested it 
with shuddery horror for anyone born in the hot, luxuriant southern plains. 

The sun was high, beating down with fierce heat, yet the wind that blew in 
fitful gusts seemed to sweep off slopes of ice. Once she heard a strange rushing 
above them that was not the sweep of the wind, and from the way Conan looked 
up, she knew it was not a common sound to him, either. She thought that a strip 
of the cold blue sky was momentarily blurred, as if some all but invisible object 
had swept between it and herself, but she could not be sure. Neither made any 
comment, but Conan loosened his knife in his scabbard. 

They were following a faintly marked path dipping down into ravines so deep 
the sun never struck bottom, laboring up steep slopes where loose shale 
threatened to slide from beneath their feet, and following knife-edge ridges with 
blue-hazed echoing depths on either hand. 

The sun had passed its zenith when they crossed a narrow trail winding among 
the crags. Conan reined the horse aside and followed it southward, going almost 
at right angles to their former course. 

‘A Galzai village is at one end of this trail,’ he explained. “Their women follow 
it to a well, for water. You need new garments.’ 

Glancing down at her filmy attire, Yasmina agreed with him. Her cloth-of-gold 
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slippers were in tatters, her robes and silken under-garments torn to shreds that 
scarcely held together decently. Garments meant for the streets of Peshkhauri 
were scarcely appropriate for the crags of the Himelians. 

Coming to a crook in the trail, Conan dismounted, helped Yasmina down and 
waited. Presently he nodded, though she heard nothing. 

‘A woman coming along the trail,’ he remarked. In sudden panic she clutched 
his arm. 

“You will not — not kill her?’ 

‘IT don’t kill women ordinarily,’ he grunted; ‘though some of the hill-women 
are she-wolves. No,’ he grinned as at a huge jest. ‘By Crom, Ill pay for her 
clothes! How is that?’ He displayed a large handful of gold coins, and replaced 
all but the largest. She nodded, much relieved. It was perhaps natural for men to 
slay and die; her flesh crawled at the thought of watching the butchery of a 
woman. 

Presently a woman appeared around the crook of the trail — a tall, slim Galzai 
girl, straight as a young sapling, bearing a great empty gourd. She stopped short 
and the gourd fell from her hands when she saw them; she wavered as though to 
run, then realized that Conan was too close to her to allow her to escape, and so 
stood still, staring at them with a mixed expression of fear and curiosity. 

Conan displayed the gold coin. 

‘If you will give this woman your garments,’ he said, ‘I will give you this 
money.’ 

The response was instant. The girl smiled broadly with surprize and delight, 
and, with the disdain of a hill-woman for prudish conventions, promptly yanked 
off her sleeveless embroidered vest, slipped down her wide trousers and stepped 
out of them, twitched off her wide-sleeved shirt, and kicked off her sandals. 
Bundling them all in a bunch, she proffered them to Conan, who handed them to 
the astonished Devi. 

“Get behind that rock and put these on,’ he directed, further proving himself no 
native hill-man. ‘Fold your robes up into a bundle and bring them to me when 
you come out.’ 

‘The money!’ clamored the hill-girl, stretching out her hands eagerly. ‘The 
gold you promised me!’ 

Conan flipped the coin to her, she caught it, bit, then thrust it into her hair, bent 
and caught up the gourd and went on down the path, as devoid of self- 
consciousness as of garments. Conan waited with some impatience while the 
Devi, for the first time in her pampered life, dressed herself. When she stepped 
from behind the rock he swore in surprize, and she felt a curious rush of 
emotions at the unrestrained admiration burning in his fierce blue eyes. She felt 
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shame, embarrassment, yet a stimulation of vanity she had never before 
experienced, and a tingling when meeting the impact of his eyes. He laid a heavy 
hand on her shoulder and turned her about, staring avidly at her from all angles. 

‘By Crom!’ said he. ‘In those smoky, mystic robes you were aloof and cold 
and far off as a star! Now you are a woman of warm flesh and blood! You went 
behind that rock as the Devi of Vendhya; you come out as a hill-girl — though a 
thousand times more beautiful than any wench of the Zhaibar! You were a 
goddess — now you are real!’ 

He spanked her resoundingly, and she, recognizing this as merely another 
expression of admiration, did not feel outraged. It was indeed as if the changing 
of her garments had wrought a change in her personality. The feelings and 
sensations she had suppressed rose to domination in her now, as if the queenly 
robes she had cast off had been material shackles and inhibitions. 

But Conan, in his renewed admiration, did not forget that peril lurked all about 
them. The farther they drew away from the region of the Zhaibar, the less likely 
he was to encounter any Kshatriya troops. On the other hand he had been 
listening all throughout their flight for sounds that would tell him the vengeful 
Wazulis of Khurum were on their heels. 

Swinging the Devi up, he followed her into the saddle and again reined the 
stallion westward. The bundle of garments she had given him, he hurled over a 
cliff, to fall into the depths of a thousand-foot gorge. 

“Why did you do that?’ she asked. ‘Why did you not give them to the girl?’ 

‘The riders from Peshkhauri are combing these hills,’ he said. ‘They’ll be 
ambushed and harried at every turn, and by way of reprisal they’Il destroy every 
village they can take. They may turn westward any time. If they found a girl 
wearing your garments, they’d torture her into talking, and she might put them 
on my trail.’ 

‘What will she do?’ asked Yasmina. 

‘Go back to her village and tell her people that a stranger attacked her,’ he 
answered. ‘She’ll have them on our track, all right. But she had to go on and get 
the water first; if she dared go back without it, they’d whip the skin off her. That 
gives us a long start. They’!l never catch us. By nightfall we’ll cross the Afghuli 
border.’ 

‘There are no paths or signs of human habitation in these parts,’ she 
commented. ‘Even for the Himelians this region seems singularly deserted. We 
have not seen a trail since we left the one where we met the Galzai woman.’ 

For answer he pointed to the northwest, where she glimpsed a peak in a notch 
of the crags. 

“Yimsha,’ grunted Conan. ‘The tribes build their villages as far from the 
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mountain as they can.’ 

She was instantly rigid with attention. 

“Yimsha!’ she whispered. “The mountain of the Black Seers!’ 

‘So they say,’ he answered. “This is as near as I ever approached it. I have 
swung north to avoid any Kshatriya troops that might be prowling through the 
hills. The regular trail from Khurum to Afghulistan lies farther south. This is an 
ancient one, and seldom used.’ 

She was staring intently at the distant peak. Her nails bit into her pink palms. 

‘How long would it take to reach Yimsha from this point?’ 

‘All the rest of the day, and all night,’ he answered, and grinned. ‘Do you want 
to go there? By Crom, it’s no place for an ordinary human, from what the hill- 
people say.’ 

‘Why do they not gather and destroy the devils that inhabit it?’ she demanded. 

‘Wipe out wizards with swords? Anyway, they never interfere with people, 
unless the people interfere with them. I never saw one of them, though I’ve 
talked with men who swore they had. They say they’ve glimpsed people from 
the tower among the crags at sunset or sunrise — tall, silent men in black robes.’ 

‘Would you be afraid to attack them?’ 

‘I?’ The idea seemed a new one to him. ‘Why, if they imposed upon me, it 
would be my life or theirs. But I have nothing to do with them. I came to these 
mountains to raise a following of human beings, not to war with wizards.’ 

Yasmina did not at once reply. She stared at the peak as at a human enemy, 
feeling all her anger and hatred stir in her bosom anew. And another feeling 
began to take dim shape. She had plotted to hurl against the masters of Yimsha 
the man in whose arms she was now carried. Perhaps there was another way, 
besides the method she had planned, to accomplish her purpose. She could not 
mistake the look that was beginning to dawn in this wild man’s eyes as they 
rested on her. Kingdoms have fallen when a woman’s slim white hands pulled 
the strings of destiny. Suddenly she stiffened, pointing. 

‘Look!’ 

Just visible on the distant peak there hung a cloud of peculiar aspect. It was a 
frosty crimson in color, veined with sparkling gold. This cloud was in motion; it 
rotated, and as it whirled it contracted. It dwindled to a spinning taper that 
flashed in the sun. And suddenly it detached itself from the snow-tipped peak, 
floated out over the void like a gay-hued feather, and became invisible against 
the cerulean sky. 

“What could that have been?’ asked the girl uneasily, as a shoulder of rock shut 
the distant mountain from view; the phenomenon had been disturbing, even in its 
beauty. 
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‘The hill-men call it Yimsha’s Carpet, whatever that means,’ answered Conan. 
‘T’ve seen five hundred of them running as if the devil were at their heels, to hide 
themselves in caves and crags, because they saw that crimson cloud float up 
from the peak. What in—’ 

They had advanced through a narrow, knife-cut gash between turreted walls 
and emerged upon a broad ledge, flanked by a series of rugged slopes on one 
hand, and a gigantic precipice on the other. The dim trail followed this ledge, 
bent around a shoulder and reappeared at intervals far below, working a tedious 
way downward. And emerging from the cut that opened upon the ledge, the 
black stallion halted short, snorting. Conan urged him on impatiently, and the 
horse snorted and threw his head up and down, quivering and straining as if 
against an invisible barrier. 

Conan swore and swung off, lifting Yasmina down with him. He went forward, 
with a hand thrown out before him as if expecting to encounter unseen 
resistance, but there was nothing to hinder him, though when he tried to lead the 
horse, it neighed shrilly and jerked back. Then Yasmina cried out, and Conan 
wheeled, hand starting to knife-hilt. 

Neither of them had seen him come, but he stood there, with his arms folded, a 
man in a camel-hair robe and a green turban. Conan grunted with surprize to 
recognize the man the stallion had spurned in the ravine outside the Wazuli 
village. 

‘Who the devil are you?’ he demanded. 

The man did not answer. Conan noticed that his eyes were wide, fixed, and of a 
peculiar luminous quality. And those eyes held his like a magnet. 

Khemsa’s sorcery was based on hypnotism, as is the case with most Eastern 
magic. The way has been prepared for the hypnotist for untold centuries of 
generations who have lived and died in the firm conviction of the reality and 
power of hypnotism, building up, by mass thought and practise, a colossal 
though intangible atmosphere against which the individual, steeped in the 
traditions of the land, finds himself helpless. 

But Conan was not a son of the East. Its traditions were meaningless to him; he 
was the product of an utterly alien atmosphere. Hypnotism was not even a myth 
in Cimmeria. The heritage that prepared a native of the East for submission to 
the mesmerist was not his. 

He was aware of what Khemsa was trying to do to him; but he felt the impact 
of the man’s uncanny power only as a vague impulsion, a tugging and pulling 
that he could shake off as a man shakes spiderwebs from his garments. 

Aware of hostility and black magic, he ripped out his long knife and lunged, as 
quick on his feet as a mountain lion. 
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But hypnotism was not all of Khemsa’s magic. Yasmina, watching, did not see 
by what roguery of movement or illusion the man in the green turban avoided 
the terrible disembowelling thrust. But the keen blade whickered between side 
and lifted arm, and to Yasmina it seemed that Khemsa merely brushed his open 
palm lightly against Conan’s bull-neck. But the Cimmerian went down like a 
slain ox. 

Yet Conan was not dead; breaking his fall with his left hand, he slashed at 
Khemsa’s legs even as he went down, and the Rakhsha avoided the scythe-like 
swipe only by a most unwizardly bound backward. Then Yasmina cried out 
sharply as she saw a woman she recognized as Gitara glide out from among the 
rocks and come up to the man. The greeting died in the Devi’s throat as she saw 
the malevolence in the girl’s beautiful face. 

Conan was rising slowly, shaken and dazed by the cruel craft of that blow 
which, delivered with an art forgotten of men before Atlantis sank, would have 
broken like a rotten twig the neck of a lesser man. Khemsa gazed at him 
cautiously and a trifle uncertainly. The Rakhsha had learned the full flood of his 
own power when he faced at bay the knives of the maddened Wazulis in the 
ravine behind Khurum village; but the Cimmerian’s resistance had perhaps 
shaken his new-found confidence a trifle. Sorcery thrives on success, not on 
failure. 

He stepped forward, lifting his hand — then halted as if frozen, head tilted back, 
eyes wide open, hand raised. In spite of himself Conan followed his gaze, and so 
did the women - the girl cowering by the trembling stallion, and the girl beside 
Khemsa. 

Down the mountain slopes, like a whirl of shining dust blown before the wind, 
a crimson, conoid cloud came dancing. Khemsa’s dark face turned ashen; his 
hand began to tremble, then sank to his side. The girl beside him, sensing the 
change in him, stared at him inquiringly. 

The crimson shape left the mountain slope and came down in a long arching 
sweep. It struck the ledge between Conan and Khemsa, and the Rakhsha gave 
back with a stifled cry. He backed away, pushing the girl Gitara back with 
groping, fending hands. 

The crimson cloud balanced like a spinning top for an instant, whirling in a 
dazzling sheen on its point. Then without warming it was gone, vanished as a 
bubble vanishes when burst. There on the ledge stood four men. It was 
miraculous, incredible, impossible, yet it was true. They were not ghosts or 
phantoms. They were four tall men, with shaven, vulture-like heads, and black 
robes that hid their feet. Their hands were concealed by their wide sleeves. They 
stood in silence, their naked heads nodding slightly in unison. They were facing 
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Khemsa, but behind them Conan felt his own blood turning to ice in his veins. 
Rising, he backed stealthily away, until he could feel the stallion’s shoulder 
trembling against his back, and the Devi crept into the shelter of his arm. There 
was no word spoken. Silence hung like a stifling pall. 

All four of the men in black robes stared at Khemsa. Their vulture-like faces 
were immobile, their eyes introspective and contemplative. But Khemsa shook 
like a man in an ague. His feet were braced on the rock, his calves straining as if 
in physical combat. Sweat ran in streams down his dark face. His right hand 
locked on something under his brown robe so desperately that the blood ebbed 
from that hand and left it white. His left hand fell on the shoulder of Gitara and 
clutched in agony like the grasp of a drowning man. She did not flinch or 
whimper, though his fingers dug like talons into her firm flesh. 

Conan had witnessed hundreds of battles in his wild life, but never one like 
this, wherein four diabolical wills sought to beat down one lesser but equally 
devilish will that opposed them. But he only faintly sensed the monstrous quality 
of that hideous struggle. With his back to the wall, driven to bay by his former 
masters, Khemsa was fighting for his life with all the dark power, all the 
frightful knowledge they had taught him through long, grim years of neophytism 
and vassalage. 

He was stronger than even he had guessed, and the free exercise of his powers 
in his own behalf had tapped unsuspected reservoirs of forces. And he was 
nerved to super-energy by frantic fear and desperation. He reeled before the 
merciless impact of those hypnotic eyes, but he held his ground. His features 
were distorted into a bestial grin of agony, and his limbs were twisted as on a 
rack. It was a war of souls, of frightful brains steeped in lore forbidden to men 
for a million years, of mentalities which had plumbed the abysses and explored 
the dark stars where spawn the shadows. 

Yasmina understood this better than did Conan. And she dimly understood 
why Khemsa could withstand the concentrated impact of those four hellish wills 
which might have blasted into atoms the very rock on which he stood. The 
reason was the girl that he clutched with the strength of his despair. She was like 
an anchor to his staggering soul, battered by the waves of those psychic 
emanations. His weakness was now his strength. His love for the girl, violent 
and evil though it might be, was yet a tie that bound him to the rest of humanity, 
providing an earthly leverage for his will, a chain that his inhuman enemies 
could not break; at least not break through Khemsa. 

They realized that before he did. And one of them turned his gaze from the 
Rakhsha full upon Gitara. There was no battle there. The girl shrank and wilted 
like a leaf in the drought. Irresistibly impelled, she tore herself from her lover’s 
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arms before he realized what was happening. Then a hideous thing came to pass. 
She began to back toward the precipice, facing her tormentors, her eyes wide 
and blank as dark gleaming glass from behind which a lamp has been blown out. 
Khemsa groaned and staggered toward her, falling into the trap set for him. A 
divided mind could not maintain the unequal battle. He was beaten, a straw in 
their hands. The girl went backward, walking like an automaton, and Khemsa 
reeled drunkenly after her, hands vainly outstretched, groaning, slobbering in his 
pain, his feet moving heavily like dead things. 

On the very brink she paused, standing stiffly, her heels on the edge, and he 
fell on his knees and crawled whimpering toward her, groping for her, to drag 
her back from destruction. And just before his clumsy fingers touched her, one 
of the wizards laughed, like the sudden, bronze note of a bell in hell. The girl 
reeled suddenly and, consummate climax of exquisite cruelty, reason and 
understanding flooded back into her eyes, which flared with awful fear. She 
screamed, clutched wildly at her lover’s straining hand, and then, unable to save 
herself, fell headlong with a moaning cry. 

Khemsa hauled himself to the edge and stared over, haggardly, his lips 
working as he mumbled to himself. Then he turned and stared for a long minute 
at his torturers, with wide eyes that held no human light. And then with a cry that 
almost burst the rocks, he reeled up and came rushing toward them, a knife lifted 
in his hand. 

One of the Rakhshas stepped forward and stamped his foot, and as he stamped, 
there came a rumbling that grew swiftly to a grinding roar. Where his foot 
struck, a crevice opened in the solid rock that widened instantly. Then, with a 
deafening crash, a whole section of the ledge gave way. There was a last glimpse 
of Khemsa, with arms wildly upflung, and then he vanished amidst the roar of 
the avalanche that thundered down into the abyss. 

The four looked contemplatively at the ragged edge of rock that formed the 
new rim of the precipice, and then turned suddenly. Conan, thrown off his feet 
by the shudder of the mountain, was rising, lifting Yasmina. He seemed to move 
as slowly as his brain was working. He was befogged and stupid. He realized 
that there was a desperate need for him to lift the Devi on the black stallion and 
ride like the wind, but an unaccountable sluggishness weighted his every thought 
and action. 

And now the wizards had turned toward him; they raised their arms, and to his 
horrified sight, he saw their outlines fading, dimming, becoming hazy and 
nebulous, as a crimson smoke billowed around their feet and rose about them. 
They were blotted out by a sudden whirling cloud — and then he realized that he 
too was enveloped in a blinding crimson mist — he heard Yasmina scream, and 
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the stallion cried out like a woman in pain. The Devi was torn from his arm, and 
as he lashed out with his knife blindly, a terrific blow like a gust of storm wind 
knocked him sprawling against a rock. Dazedly he saw a crimson conoid cloud 
spinning up and over the mountain slopes. Yasmina was gone, and so were the 
four men in black. Only the terrified stallion shared the ledge with him. 


7 On to Yimsha 


As mists vanish before a strong wind, the cobwebs vanished from Conan’s brain. 
With a searing curse he leaped into the saddle and the stallion reared neighing 
beneath him. He glared up the slopes, hesitated, and then turned down the trail in 
the direction he had been going when halted by Khemsa’s trickery. But now he 
did not ride at a measured gait. He shook loose the reins and the stallion went 
like a thunderbolt, as if frantic to lose hysteria in violent physical exertion. 
Across the ledge and around the crag and down the narrow trail threading the 
great steep they plunged at breakneck speed. The path followed a fold of rock, 
winding interminably down from tier to tier of striated escarpment, and once, far 
below, Conan got a glimpse of the ruin that had fallen — a mighty pile of broken 
stone and boulders at the foot of a gigantic cliff. 

The valley floor was still far below him when he reached a long and lofty ridge 
that led out from the slope like a natural causeway. Out upon this he rode, with 
an almost sheer drop on either hand. He could trace ahead of him the trail and 
made a great horseshoe back into the riverbed at his left hand. He cursed the 
necessity of traversing those miles, but it was the only way. To try to descend to 
the lower lap of the trail here would be to attempt the impossible. Only a bird 
could get to the river-bed with a whole neck. 

So he urged on the wearying stallion, until a clink of hoofs reached his ears, 
welling up from below. Pulling up short and reining to the lip of the cliff, he 
stared down into the dry river-bed that wound along the foot of the ridge. Along 
that gorge rode a motley throng — bearded men on half-wild horses, five hundred 
strong, bristling with weapons. And Conan shouted suddenly, leaning over the 
edge of the cliff, three hundred feet above them. 

At his shout they reined back, and five hundred bearded faces were tilted up 
towards him; a deep, clamorous roar filled the canyon. Conan did not waste 
words. 

‘I was riding for Ghor!’ he roared. ‘I had not hoped to meet you dogs on the 
trail. Follow me as fast as your nags can push! I’m going to Yimsha, and—’ 
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‘Traitor!’ The howl was like a dash of ice-water in his face. 

‘What?’ He glared down at them, jolted speechless. He saw wild eyes blazing 
up at him, faces contorted with fury, fists brandishing blades. ‘Traitor!’ they 
roared back, wholeheartedly. ‘Where are the seven chiefs held captive in 
Peshkhauri?’ 

“Why, in the governor’s prison, I suppose,’ he answered. 

A bloodthirsty yell from a hundred throats answered him, with such a waving 
of weapons and a clamor that he could not understand what they were saying. He 
beat down the din with a bull-like roar, and bellowed: ‘What devil’s play is this? 
Let one of you speak, so I can understand what you mean!’ 

A gaunt old chief elected himself to this position, shook his tulwar at Conan as 
a preamble, and shouted accusingly: ‘You would not let us go raiding 
Peshkhauri to rescue our brothers!’ 

‘No, you fools!’ roared the exasperated Cimmerian. ‘Even if you’d breached 
the wall, which is unlikely, they’d have hanged the prisoners before you could 
reach them.’ 

‘And you went alone to traffic with the governor!’ yelled the Afghuli, working 
himself into a frothing frenzy. 

‘Well?’ 

“Where are the seven chiefs?’ howled the old chief, making his tulwar into a 
glimmering wheel of steel about his head. ‘Where are they? Dead!’ 

‘What!’ Conan nearly fell off his horse in his surprize. 

‘Aye, dead!’ five hundred bloodthirsty voices assured him. 

The old chief brandished his arms and got the floor again. “They were not 
hanged!’ he screeched. ‘A Wazuli in another cell saw them die! The governor 
sent a wizard to slay them by craft!’ 

“That must be a lie,’ said Conan. “The governor would not dare. Last night I 
talked with him—’ 

The admission was unfortunate. A yell of hate and accusation split the skies. 

‘Aye! You went to him alone! To betray us! It is no lie. The Wazuli escaped 
through the doors the wizard burst in his entry, and told the tale to our scouts 
whom he met in Zhaibar. They had been sent forth to search for you, when you 
did not return. When they heard the Wazuli’s tale, they returned with all haste to 
Ghor, and we saddled our steeds and girt our swords!’ 

‘And what do you fools mean to do?’ demanded the Cimmerian. “To avenge 
our brothers!’ they howled. ‘Death to the Kshatriyas! Slay him, brothers, he is a 
traitor!’ 

Arrows began to rattle around him. Conan rose in his stirrups, striving to make 
himself heard above the tumult, and then, with a roar of mingled rage, defiance 
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and disgust, he wheeled and galloped back up the trail. Behind him and below 
him the Afghulis came pelting, mouthing their rage, too furious even to 
remember that the only way they could reach the height whereon he rode was to 
traverse the riverbed in the other direction, make the broad bend and follow the 
twisting trail up over the ridge. When they did remember this, and turned back, 
their repudiated chief had almost reached the point where the ridge joined the 
escarpment. 

At the cliff he did not take the trail by which he had descended, but turned off 
on another, a mere trace along a rock-fault, where the stallion scrambled for 
footing. He had not ridden far when the stallion snorted and shied back from 
something lying in the trail. Conan stared down on the travesty of a man, a 
broken, shredded, bloody heap that gibbered and gnashed splintered teeth. 

Impelled by some obscure reason, Conan dismounted and stood looking down 
at the ghastly shape, knowing that he was witness of a thing miraculous and 
opposed to nature. The Rakhsha lifted his gory head, and his strange eyes, glazed 
with agony and approaching death, rested on Conan with recognition. 

‘Where are they?’ It was a racking croak not even remotely resembling a 
human voice. 

‘Gone back to their damnable castle on Yimsha,’ grunted Conan. ‘They took 
the Devi with them.’ 

‘T will go!’ muttered the man. ‘I will follow them! They killed Gitara; I will 
kill them — the acolytes, the Four of the Black Circle, the Master himself! Kill — 
kill them all!’ He strove to drag his mutilated frame along the rock, but not even 
his indomitable will could animate that gory mass longer, where the splintered 
bones hung together only by torn tissue and ruptured fibre. 

‘Follow them!’ raved Khemsa, drooling a bloody slaver. ‘Follow!’ 

‘I’m going to,’ growled Conan. ‘I went to fetch my Afghulis, but they’ve 
turned on me. I’m going on to Yimsha alone. I’1l have the Devi back if I have to 
tear down that damned mountain with my bare hands. I didn’t think the governor 
would dare kill my headmen, when I had the Devi, but it seems he did. I’ll have 
his head for that. She’s no use to me now as a hostage, but—’ 

‘The curse of Yizil on them!’ gasped Khemsa. ‘Go! I am dying. Wait — take 
my girdle.’ 

He tried to fumble with a mangled hand at his tatters, and Conan, 
understanding what he sought to convey, bent and drew from about his gory 
waist a girdle of curious aspect. 

‘Follow the golden vein through the abyss,’ muttered Khemsa. ‘Wear the 
girdle. I had it from a Stygian priest. It will aid you, though it failed me at last. 
Break the crystal globe with the four golden pomegranates. Beware of the 
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Master’s transmutations — I am going to Gitara — she is waiting for me in hell — 
aie, ya Skelos yar!’ And so he died. 

Conan stared down at the girdle. The hair of which it was woven was not 
horsehair. He was convinced that it was woven of the thick black tresses of a 
woman. Set in the thick mesh were tiny jewels such as he had never seen before. 
The buckle was strangely made, in the form of a golden serpent-head, flat, 
wedge-shaped and scaled with curious art. A strong shudder shook Conan as he 
handled it, and he turned as though to cast it over the precipice; then he 
hesitated, and finally buckled it about his waist, under the Bakhariot girdle. Then 
he mounted and pushed on. 

The sun had sunk behind the crags. He climbed the trail in the vast shadow of 
the cliffs that was thrown out like a dark blue mantle over valleys and ridges far 
below. He was not far from the crest when, edging around the shoulder of a 
jutting crag, he heard the clink of shod hoofs ahead of him. He did not turn back. 
Indeed, so narrow was the path that the stallion could not have wheeled his great 
body upon it. He rounded the jut of the rock and came upon a portion of the path 
that broadened somewhat. A chorus of threatening yells broke on his ear, but his 
stallion pinned a terrified horse hard against the rock, and Conan caught the arm 
of the rider in an iron grip, checking the lifted sword in midair. 

‘Kerim Shah!’ muttered Conan, red glints smoldering luridly in his eyes. The 
Turanian did not struggle; they sat their horses almost breast to breast, Conan’s 
fingers locking the other’s sword-arm. Behind Kerim Shah filed a group of lean 
Irakzai on gaunt horses. They glared like wolves, fingering bows and knives, but 
rendered uncertain because of the narrowness of the path and the perilous 
proximity of the abyss that yawned beneath them. 

“Where is the Devi?’ demanded Kerim Shah. 

“‘What’s it to you, you Hyrkanian spy?’ snarled Conan. 

‘I know you have her,’ answered Kerim Shah. ‘I was on my way northward 
with some tribesmen when we were ambushed by enemies in Shalizah Pass. 
Many of my men were slain, and the rest of us harried through the hills like 
jackals. When we had beaten off our pursuers, we turned westward, toward Amir 
Jehun Pass, and this morning we came upon a Wazuli wandering through the 
hills. He was quite mad, but I learned much from his incoherent gibberings 
before he died. I learned that he was the sole survivor of a band which followed 
a chief of the Afghulis and a captive Kshatriya woman into a gorge behind 
Khurum village. He babbled much of a man in a green turban whom the Afghuli 
rode down, but who, when attacked by the Wazulis who pursued, smote them 
with a nameless doom that wiped them out as a gust of wind-driven fire wipes 
out a cluster of locusts. 
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‘How that one man escaped, I do not know, nor did he; but I knew from his 
maunderings that Conan of Ghor had been in Khurum with his royal captive. 
And as we made our way through the hills, we overtook a naked Galzai girl 
bearing a gourd of water, who told us a tale of having been stripped and ravished 
by a giant foreigner in the garb of an Afghuli chief, who, she said, gave her 
garments to a Vendhyan woman who accompanied him. She said you rode 
westward.’ 

Kerim Shah did not consider it necessary to explain that he had been on his 
way to keep his rendezvous with the expected troops from Secunderam when he 
found his way barred by hostile tribesmen. The road to Gurashah valley through 
Shalizah Pass was longer than the road that wound through Amir Jehun Pass, but 
the latter traversed part of the Afghuli country, which Kerim Shah had been 
anxious to avoid until he came with an army. Barred from the Shalizah road, 
however, he had turned to the forbidden route, until news that Conan had not yet 
reached Afghulistan with his captive had caused him to turn southward and push 
on recklessly in the hope of overtaking the Cimmerian in the hills. 

‘So you had better tell me where the Devi is,’ suggested Kerim Shah. ‘We 
outnumber you—’ 

‘Let one of your dogs nock a shaft and I'll throw you over the cliff,’ Conan 
promised. ‘It wouldn’t do you any good to kill me, anyhow. Five hundred 
Afghulis are on my trail, and if they find you’ve cheated them, they’Il flay you 
alive. Anyway, I haven’t got the Devi. She’s in the hands of the Black Seers of 
Yimsha.’ 

‘Tarim!’ swore Kerim Shah softly, shaken out of his poise for the first time. 
‘Khemsa—’ 

‘Khemsa’s dead,’ grunted Conan. ‘His masters sent him to hell on a landslide. 
And now get out of my way. I’d be glad to kill you if I had the time, but I’m on 
my way to Yimsha.’ 

‘T’ll go with you,’ said the Turanian abruptly. 

Conan laughed at him. ‘Do you think I’d trust you, you Hyrkanian dog?’ 

‘I don’t ask you to,’ returned Kerim Shah. ‘We both want the Devi. You know 
my reason; King Yezdigerd desires to add her kingdom to his empire, and 
herself in his seraglio. And I knew you, in the days when you were a hetman of 
the kozak steppes; so I know your ambition is wholesale plunder. You want to 
loot Vendhya, and to twist out a huge ransom for Yasmina. Well, let us for the 
time being, without any illusion about each other, unite our forces, and try to 
rescue the Devi from the Seers. If we succeed, and live, we can fight it out to see 
who keeps her.’ 

Conan narrowly scrutinized the other for a moment, and then nodded, releasing 
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the Turanian’s arm. ‘Agreed; what about your men?’ 

Kerim Shah turned to the silent Irakzai and spoke briefly: ‘This chief and I are 
going to Yimsha to fight the wizards. Will you go with us, or stay here to be 
flayed by the Afghulis who are following this man?’ 

They looked at him with eyes grimly fatalistic. They were doomed and they 
knew it — had known it ever since the singing arrows of the ambushed Dagozai 
had driven them back from the pass of Shalizah. The men of the lower Zhaibar 
had too many reeking bloodfeuds among the crag-dwellers. They were too small 
a band to fight their way back through the hills to the villages of the border, 
without the guidance of the crafty Turanian. They counted themselves as dead 
already, so they made the reply that only dead men would make: ‘We will go 
with thee and die on Yimsha.’ 

‘Then in Crom’s name let us be gone,’ grunted Conan, fidgeting with 
impatience as he started into the blue gulfs of the deepening twilight. ‘My 
wolves were hours behind me, but we’ve lost a devilish lot of time.’ 

Kerim Shah backed his steed from between the black stallion and the cliff, 
sheathed his sword and cautiously turned the horse. Presently the band was filing 
up the path as swiftly as they dared. They came out upon the crest nearly a mile 
east of the spot where Khemsa had halted the Cimmerian and the Devi. The path 
they had traversed was a perilous one, even for hill-men, and for that reason 
Conan had avoided it that day when carrying Yasmina, though Kerim Shah, 
following him, had taken it supposing the Cimmerian had done likewise. Even 
Conan sighed with relief when the horses scrambled up over the last rim. They 
moved like phantom riders through an enchanted realm of shadows. The soft 
creak of leather, the clink of steel marked their passing, then again the dark 
mountain slopes lay naked and silent in the starlight. 


8 Yasmina Knows Stark Terror 


Yasmina had time but for one scream when she felt herself enveloped in that 
crimson whirl and torn from her protector with appalling force. She screamed 
once, and then she had no breath to scream. She was blinded, deafened, rendered 
mute and eventually senseless by the terrific rushing of the air about her. There 
was a dazed consciousness of dizzy height and numbing speed, a confused 
impression of natural sensations gone mad, and then vertigo and oblivion. 

A vestige of these sensations clung to her as she recovered consciousness; so 
she cried out and clutched wildly as though to stay a headlong and involuntary 
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flight. Her fingers closed on soft fabric, and a relieving sense of stability 
pervaded her. She took cognizance of her surroundings. 

She was lying on a dais covered with black velvet. This dais stood in a great, 
dim room whose walls were hung with dusky tapestries across which crawled 
dragons reproduced with repellent realism. Floating shadows merely hinted at 
the lofty ceiling, and gloom that lent itself to illusion lurked in the corners. There 
seemed to be neither windows nor doors in the walls, or else they were 
concealed by the nighted tapestries. Where the dim light came from, Yasmina 
could not determine. The great room was a realm of mysteries, or shadows, and 
shadowy shapes in which she could not have sworn to observe movement, yet 
which invaded her mind with a dim and formless terror. 

But her gaze fixed itself on a tangible object. On another, smaller dais of jet, a 
few feet away, a man sat cross-legged, gazing contemplatively at her. His long 
black velvet robe, embroidered with gold thread, fell loosely about him, masking 
his figure. His hands were folded in his sleeves. There was a velvet cap upon his 
head. His face was calm, placid, not unhandsome, his eyes lambent and slightly 
oblique. He did not move a muscle as he sat regarding her, nor did his 
expression alter when he saw she was conscious. 

Yasmina felt fear crawl like a trickle of ice-water down her supple spine. She 
lifted herself on her elbows and stared apprehensively at the stranger. 

“Who are you?’ she demanded. Her voice sounded brittle and inadequate. 

‘I am the Master of Yimsha.’ The tone was rich and resonant, like the mellow 
tones of a temple bell. 

“Why did you bring me here?’ she demanded. 

“Were you not seeking me?’ 

‘If you are one of the Black Seers — yes!’ she answered recklessly, believing 
that he could read her thoughts anyway. 

He laughed softly, and chills crawled up and down her spine again. 

“You would turn the wild children of the hills against the Seers of Yimsha!’ He 
smiled. ‘I have read it in your mind, princess. Your weak, human mind, filled 
with petty dreams of hate and revenge.’ 

“You slew my brother!’ A rising tide of anger was vying with her fear; her 
hands were clenched, her lithe body rigid. ‘Why did you persecute him? He 
never harmed you. The priests say the Seers are above meddling in human 
affairs. Why did you destroy the king of Vendhya?’ 

‘How can an ordinary human understand the motives of a Seer?’ returned the 
Master calmly. ‘My acolytes in the temples of Turan, who are the priests behind 
the priests of Tarim, urged me to bestir myself in behalf of Yezdigerd. For 
reasons of my own, I complied. How can I explain my mystic reasons to your 
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puny intellect? You could not understand.’ 

‘I understand this: that my brother died!’ Tears of grief and rage shook in her 
voice. She rose upon her knees and stared at him with wide blazing eyes, as 
supple and dangerous in that moment as a she-panther. 

‘As Yezdigerd desired,’ agreed the Master calmly. ‘For a while it was my 
whim to further his ambitions.’ 

‘Is Yezdigerd your vassal?’ Yasmina tried to keep the timbre of her voice 
unaltered. She had felt her knee pressing something hard and symmetrical under 
a fold of velvet. Subtly she shifted her position, moving her hand under the fold. 

‘Is the dog that licks up the offal in the temple yard the vassal of the god?’ 
returned the Master. 

He did not seem to notice the actions she sought to dissemble. Concealed by 
the velvet, her fingers closed on what she knew was the golden hilt of a dagger. 
She bent her head to hide the light of triumph in her eyes. 

‘IT am weary of Yezdigerd,’ said the Master. ‘I have turned to other 
amusements — ha!’ 

With a fierce cry Yasmina sprang like a jungle cat, stabbing murderously. Then 
she stumbled and slid to the floor, where she cowered, staring up at the man on 
the dais. He had not moved; his cryptic smile was unchanged. Tremblingly she 
lifted her hand and stared at it with dilated eyes. There was no dagger in her 
fingers; they grasped a stalk of golden lotus, the crushed blossoms drooping on 
the bruised stem. 

She dropped it as if it had been a viper, and scrambled away from the 
proximity of her tormenter. She returned to her own dais, because that was at 
least more dignified for a queen than groveling on the floor at the feet of a 
sorcerer, and eyed him apprehensively, expecting reprisals. 

But the Master made no move. 

‘All substance is one to him who holds the key of the cosmos,’ he said 
cryptically. ‘To an adept nothing is immutable. At will, steel blossoms bloom in 
unnamed gardens, or flower-swords flash in the moonlight.’ 

‘You are a devil,’ she sobbed. 

‘Not I!’ he laughed. ‘I was born on this planet, long ago. Once I was a common 
man, nor have I lost all human attributes in the numberless eons of my adeptship. 
A human steeped in the dark arts is greater than a devil. I am of human origin, 
but I rule demons. You have seen the Lords of the Black Circle — it would blast 
your soul to hear from what far realm I summoned them and from what doom I 
guard them with ensorcelled crystal and golden serpents. 

‘But only I can rule them. My foolish Khemsa thought to make himself great — 
poor fool, bursting material doors and hurtling himself and his mistress through 
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the air from hill to hill! Yet if he had not been destroyed his power might have 
grown to rival mine.’ 

He laughed again. ‘And you, poor, silly thing! Plotting to send a hairy hill 
chief to storm Yimsha! It was such a jest that I myself could have designed, had 
it occurred to me, that you should fall in his hands. And I read in your childish 
mind an intention to seduce by your feminine wiles to attempt your purpose, 
anyway. 

‘But for all your stupidity, you are a woman fair to look upon. It is my whim to 
keep you for my slave.’ 

The daughter of a thousand proud emperors gasped with shame and fury at the 
word. 

“You dare not!’ 

His mocking laughter cut her like a whip across her naked shoulders. 

“The king dares not trample a worm in the road? Little fool, do you not realize 
that your royal pride is no more than a straw blown on the wind? I, who have 
known the kisses of the queens of Hell! You have seen how I deal with a rebel!’ 

Cowed and awed, the girl crouched on the velvet-covered dais. The light grew 
dimmer and more phantom-like. The features of the Master became shadowy. 
His voice took on a newer tone of command. 

‘T will never yield to you!’ Her voice trembled with fear but it carried a ring of 
resolution. 

“You will yield,’ he answered with horrible conviction. ‘Fear and pain shall 
teach you. I will lash you with horror and agony to the last quivering ounce of 
your endurance, until you become as melted wax to be bent and molded in my 
hands as I desire. You shall know such discipline as no mortal woman ever 
knew, until my slightest command is to you as the unalterable will of the gods. 
And first, to humble your pride, you shall travel back through the lost ages, and 
view all the shapes that have been you. Aie, yil la khosa!’ 

At these words the shadowy room swam before Yasmina’s affrighted gaze. 
The roots of her hair prickled her scalp, and her tongue clove to her palate. 
Somewhere a gong sounded a deep, ominous note. The dragons on the tapestries 
glowed like blue fire, and then faded out. The Master on his dais was but a 
shapeless shadow. The dim light gave way to soft, thick darkness, almost 
tangible, that pulsed with strange radiations. She could no longer see the Master. 
She could see nothing. She had a strange sensation that the walls and ceiling had 
withdrawn immensely from her. 

Then somewhere in the darkness a glow began, like a firefly that rhythmically 
dimmed and quickened. It grew to a golden ball, and as it expanded its light 
grew more intense, flaming whitely. It burst suddenly, showering the darkness 
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with white sparks that did not illumine the shadows. But like an impression left 
in the gloom, a faint luminance remained, and revealed a slender dusky shaft 
shooting up from the shadowy floor. Under the girl’s dilated gaze it spread, took 
shape; stems and broad leaves appeared, and great black poisonous blossoms 
that towered above her as she cringed against the velvet. A subtle perfume 
pervaded the atmosphere. It was the dread figure of the black lotus that had 
grown up as she watched, as it grows in the haunted, forbidden jungles of Khitai. 

The broad leaves were murmurous with evil life. The blossoms bent toward her 
like sentient things, nodding serpent-like on pliant stems. Etched against soft, 
impenetrable darkness it loomed over her, gigantic, blackly visible in some mad 
way. Her brain reeled with the drugging scent and she sought to crawl from the 
dais. Then she clung to it as it seemed to be pitching at an impossible slant. She 
cried out with terror and clung to the velvet, but she felt her fingers ruthlessly 
torn away. There was a sensation as of all sanity and stability crumbling and 
vanishing. She was a quivering atom of sentiency driven through a black, 
roaring, icy void by a thundering wind that threatened to extinguish her feeble 
flicker of animate life like a candle blown out in a storm. 

Then there came a period of blind impulse and movement, when the atom that 
was she mingled and merged with myriad other atoms of spawning life in the 
yeasty morass of existence, molded by formative forces until she emerged again 
a conscious individual, whirling down an endless spiral of lives. 

In a mist of terror she relived all her former existences, recognized and was 
again all the bodies that had carried her ego throughout the changing ages. She 
bruised her feet again over the long, weary road of life that stretched out behind 
her into the immemorial past. Back beyond the dimmest dawns of Time she 
crouched shuddering in primordial jungles, hunted by slavering beasts of prey. 
Skin-clad, she waded thigh-deep in rice swamps, battling with squawking water- 
fowl for the precious grains. She labored with the oxen to drag the pointed stick 
through the stubborn soil, and she crouched endlessly over looms in peasant 
huts. 

She saw walled cities burst into flame, and fled screaming before the slayers. 
She reeled naked and bleeding over burming sands, dragged at the slaver’s 
stirrup, and she knew the grip of hot, fierce hands on her writhing flesh, the 
shame and agony of brutal lust. She screamed under the bite of the lash, and 
moaned on the rack; mad with terror she fought against the hands that forced her 
head inexorably down on the bloody block. 

She knew the agonies of childbirth, and the bitterness of love betrayed. She 
suffered all the woes and wrongs and brutalities that man has inflicted on woman 
throughout the eons; and she endured all the spite and malice of women for 
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woman. And like the flick of a fiery whip throughout was the consciousness she 
retained of her Devi-ship. She was all the women she had ever been, yet in her 
knowing she was Yasmina. This consciousness was not lost in the throes of 
reincarnation. At one and the same time she was a naked slave-wench groveling 
under the whip, and the proud Devi of Vendhya. And she suffered not only as 
the slave-girl suffered, but as Yasmina, to whose pride the whip was like a 
white-hot brand. 

Life merged into life in flying chaos, each with its burden of woe and shame 
and agony, until she dimly heard her own voice screaming unbearably, like one 
long-drawn cry of suffering echoing down the ages. 

Then she awakened on the velvet-covered dais in the mystic room. 

In a ghostly gray light she saw again the dais and the cryptic robed figure 
seated upon it. The hooded head was bent, the high shoulders faintly etched 
against the uncertain dimness. She could make out no details clearly, but the 
hood, where the velvet cap had been, stirred a formless uneasiness in her. As she 
stared, there stole over her a nameless fear that froze her tongue to her palate — a 
feeling that it was not the Master who sat so silently on that black dais. 

Then the figure moved and rose upright, towering above her. It stooped over 
her and the long arms in their wide black sleeves bent about her. She fought 
against them in speechless fright, surprized by their lean hardness. The hooded 
head bent down toward her averted face. And she screamed, and screamed again 
in poignant fear and loathing. Bony arms gripped her lithe body, and from that 
hood looked forth a countenance of death and decay — features like rotting 
parchment on a moldering skull. 

She screamed again, and then, as those champing, grinning jaws bent toward 
her lips, she lost consciousness ... 


9 The Castle of the Wizards 


The sun had risen over the white Himelian peaks. At the foot of a long slope a 
group of horsemen halted and stared upward. High above them a stone tower 
poised on the pitch of the mountainside. Beyond and above that gleamed the 
walls of a greater keep, near the line where the snow began that capped 
Yimsha’s pinnacle. There was a touch of unreality about the whole — purple 
slopes pitching up to that fantastic castle, toy-like with distance, and above it the 
white glistening peak shouldering the cold blue. 

‘We'll leave the horses here,’ grunted Conan. “That treacherous slope is safer 
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for a man on foot. Besides, they’re done.’ 

He swung down from the black stallion which stood with wide-braced legs and 
drooping head. They had pushed hard throughout the night, gnawing at scraps 
from saddle-bags, and pausing only to give the horses the rests they had to have. 

“That first tower is held by the acolytes of the Black Seers,’ said Conan. ‘Or so 
men say; watch-dogs for their masters — lesser sorcerers. They won’t sit sucking 
their thumbs as we climb this slope.’ 

Kerim Shah glanced up the mountain, then back the way they had come; they 
were already far up Yimsha’s side, and a vast expanse of lesser peaks and crags 
spread out beneath them. Among these labyrinths the Turanian sought in vain for 
a movement of color that would betray men. Evidently the pursuing Afghulis 
had lost their chief’s trail in the night. 

‘Let us go, then.” They tied the weary horses in a clump of tamarisk and 
without further comment turned up the slope. There was no cover. It was a naked 
incline, strewn with boulders not big enough to conceal a man. But they did 
conceal something else. 

The party had not gone fifty steps when a snarling shape burst from behind a 
rock. It was one of the gaunt savage dogs that infested the hill villages, and its 
eyes glared redly, its jaws dripped foam. Conan was leading, but it did not attack 
him. It dashed past him and leaped at Kerim Shah. The Turanian leaped aside, 
and the great dog flung itself upon the Irakzai behind him. The man yelled and 
threw up his arm, which was torn by the brute’s fangs as it bore him backward, 
and the next instant half a dozen tulwars were hacking at the beast. Yet not until 
it was literally dismembered did the hideous creature cease its efforts to seize 
and rend its attackers. 

Kerim Shah bound up the wounded warrior’s gashed arm, looked at him 
narrowly, and then turned away without a word. He rejoined Conan, and they 
renewed the climb in silence. 

Presently Kerim Shah said: ‘Strange to find a village dog in this place.’ 

“There’s no offal here,’ grunted Conan. 

Both turned their heads to glance back at the wounded warrior toiling after 
them among his companions. Sweat glistened on his dark face and his lips were 
drawn back from his teeth in a grimace of pain. Then both looked again at the 
stone tower squatting above them. 

A slumberous quiet lay over the uplands. The tower showed no sign of life, nor 
did the strange pyramidal structure beyond it. But the men who toiled upward 
went with the tenseness of men walking on the edge of a crater. Kerim Shah had 
unslung the powerful Turanian bow that killed at five hundred paces, and the 
Irakzai looked to their own lighter and less lethal bows. 


5961 XRN 


But they were not within bow-shot of the tower when something shot down out 
of the sky without warning. It passed so close to Conan that he felt the wind of 
rushing wings, but it was an Irakzai who staggered and fell, blood jetting from a 
severed jugular. A hawk with wings like burnished steel shot up again, blood 
dripping from the scimitar-beak, to reel against the sky as Kerim Shah’s 
bowstring twanged. It dropped like a plummet, but no man saw where it struck 
the earth. 

Conan bent over the victim of the attack, but the man was already dead. No 
one spoke; useless to comment on the fact that never before had a hawk been 
known to swoop on a man. Red rage began to vie with fatalistic lethargy in the 
wild souls of the Irakzai. Hairy fingers nocked arrows and men glared 
vengefully at the tower whose very silence mocked them. 

But the next attack came swiftly. They all saw it — a white puffball of smoke 
that tumbled over the tower-rim and came drifting and rolling down the slope 
toward them. Others followed it. They seemed harmless, mere woolly globes of 
cloudy foam, but Conan stepped aside to avoid contact with the first. Behind him 
one of the Irakzai reached out and thrust his sword into the unstable mass. 
Instantly a sharp report shook the mountainside. There was a burst of blinding 
flame, and then the puffball had vanished, and the too-curious warrior remained 
only a heap of charred and blackened bones. The crisped hand still gripped the 
ivory sword-hilt, but the blade was gone — melted and destroyed by that awful 
heat. Yet men standing almost within reach of the victim had not suffered except 
to be dazzled and half blinded by the sudden flare. 

‘Steel touches it off,’ grunted Conan. ‘Look out — here they come!’ 

The slope above them was almost covered by the billowing spheres. Kerim 
Shah bent his bow and sent a shaft into the mass, and those touched by the arrow 
burst like bubbles in spurting flame. His men followed his example and for the 
next few minutes it was as if a thunderstorm raged on the mountain slope, with 
bolts of lightning striking and bursting in showers of flame. When the barrage 
ceased, only a few arrows were left in the quivers of the archers. 

They pushed on grimly, over soil charred and blackened, where the naked rock 
had in places been turned to lava by the explosion of those diabolical bombs. 

Now they were almost within arrow-flight of the silent tower, and they spread 
their line, nerves taut, ready for any horror that might descend upon them. 

On the tower appeared a single figure, lifting a ten-foot bronze horn. Its 
strident bellow roared out across the echoing slopes, like the blare of trumpets on 
Judgment Day. And it began to be fearfully answered. The ground trembled 
under the feet of the invaders, and rumblings and grindings welled up from the 
subterranean depths. 
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The Irakzai screamed, reeling like drunken men on the shuddering slope, and 
Conan, eyes glaring, charged recklessly up the incline, knife in hand, straight at 
the door that showed in the tower-wall. Above him the great horn roared and 
bellowed in brutish mockery. And then Kerim Shah drew a shaft to his ear and 
loosed. 

Only a Turanian could have made that shot. The bellowing of the horn ceased 
suddenly, and a high, thin scream shrilled in its place. The green-robed figure on 
the tower staggered, clutching at the long shaft which quivered in its bosom, and 
then pitched across the parapet. The great horn tumbled upon the battlement and 
hung precariously, and another robed figure rushed to seize it, shrieking in 
horror. Again the Turanian bow twanged, and again it was answered by a death- 
howl. The second acolyte, in falling, struck the horn with his elbow and knocked 
it clattering over the parapet to shatter on the rocks far below. 

At such headlong speed had Conan covered the ground that before the 
clattering echoes of that fall had died away, he was hacking at the door. Warned 
by his savage instinct, he gave back suddenly as a tide of molten lead splashed 
down from above. But the next instant he was back again, attacking the panels 
with redoubled fury. He was galvanized by the fact that his enemies had resorted 
to earthly weapons. The sorcery of the acolytes was limited. Their necromantic 
resources might well be exhausted. 

Kerim Shah was hurrying up the slope, his hill-men behind him in a straggling 
crescent. They loosed as they ran, their arrows splintering against the walls or 
arching over the parapet. 

The heavy teak portal gave way beneath the Cimmerian’s assault, and he 
peered inside warily, expecting anything. He was looking into a circular 
chamber from which a stair wound upward. On the opposite side of the chamber 
a door gaped open, revealing the outer slope — and the backs of half a dozen 
green-robed figures in full retreat. 

Conan yelled, took a step into the tower, and then native caution jerked him 
back, just as a great block of stone fell crashing to the floor where his foot had 
been an instant before. Shouting to his followers, he raced around the tower. 

The acolytes had evacuated their first line of defence. As Conan rounded the 
tower he saw their green robes twinkling up the mountain ahead of him. He gave 
chase, panting with earnest blood-lust, and behind him Kerim Shah and the 
Irakzai came pelting, the latter yelling like wolves at the flight of their enemies, 
their fatalism momentarily submerged by temporary triumph. 

The tower stood on the lower edge of a narrow plateau whose upward slant 
was barely perceptible. A few hundred yards away this plateau ended abruptly in 
a chasm which had been invisible farther down the mountain. Into this chasm the 
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acolytes apparently leaped without checking their speed. Their pursuers saw the 
green robes flutter and disappear over the edge. 

A few moments later they themselves were standing on the brink of the mighty 
moat that cut them off from the castle of the Black Seers. It was a sheer-walled 
ravine that extended in either direction as far as they could see, apparently 
girdling the mountain, some four hundred yards in width and five hundred feet 
deep. And in it, from rim to rim, a strange, translucent mist sparkled and 
shimmered. 

Looking down, Conan grunted. Far below him, moving across the glimmering 
floor, which shone like burnished silver, he saw the forms of the green-robed 
acolytes. Their outline was wavering and indistinct, like figures seen under deep 
water. They walked in single file, moving toward the opposite wall. 

Kerim Shah nocked an arrow and sent it singing downward. But when it struck 
the mist that filled the chasm it seemed to lose momentum and direction, 
wandering widely from its course. 

‘If they went down, so can we!’ grunted Conan, while Kerim Shah stared after 
his shaft in amazement. ‘I saw them last at this spot—’ 

Squinting down he saw something shining like a golden thread across the 
canyon floor far below. The acolytes seemed to be following this thread, and 
there suddenly came to him Khemsa’s cryptic words — ‘Follow the golden vein!’ 
On the brink, under his very hand as he crouched, he found it, a thin vein of 
sparkling gold running from an outcropping of ore to the edge and down across 
the silvery floor. And he found something else, which had before been invisible 
to him because of the peculiar refraction of the light. The gold vein followed a 
narrow ramp which slanted down into the ravine, fitted with niches for hand and 
foot hold. 

‘Here’s where they went down,’ he grunted to Kerim Shah. ‘They’re no adepts, 
to waft themselves through the air! We’ll follow them—’ 

It was at that instant that the man who had been bitten by the mad dog cried out 
horribly and leaped at Kerim Shah, foaming and gnashing his teeth. The 
Turanian, quick as a cat on his feet, sprang aside and the madman pitched head- 
first over the brink. The others rushed to the edge and glared after him in 
amazement. The maniac did not fall plummet-like. He floated slowly down 
through the rosy haze like a man sinking in deep water. His limbs moved like a 
man trying to swim, and his features were purple and convulsed beyond the 
contortions of his madness. Far down at last on the shining floor his body settled 
and lay still. 

“There’s death in that chasm,’ muttered Kerim Shah, drawing back from the 
rosy mist that shimmered almost at his feet. ‘What now, Conan?’ 
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‘On!’ answered the Cimmerian grimly. “Those acolytes are human; if the mist 
doesn’t kill them, it won’t kill me.’ 

He hitched his belt, and his hands touched the girdle Khemsa had given him; 
he scowled, then smiled bleakly. He had forgotten that girdle; yet thrice had 
death passed him by to strike another victim. 

The acolytes had reached the farther wall and were moving up it like great 
green flies. Letting himself upon the ramp, he descended warily. The rosy cloud 
lapped about his ankles, ascending as he lowered himself. It reached his knees, 
his thighs, his waist, his arm-pits. He felt as one feels a thick heavy fog on a 
damp night. With it lapping about his chin he hesitated, and then ducked under. 
Instantly his breath ceased; all air was shut off from him and he felt his ribs 
caving in on his vitals. With a frantic effort he heaved himself up, fighting for 
life. His head rose above the surface and he drank air in great gulps. 

Kerim Shah leaned down toward him, spoke to him, but Conan neither heard 
nor heeded. Stubbornly, his mind fixed on what the dying Khemsa had told him, 
the Cimmerian groped for the gold vein, and found that he had moved off it in 
his descent. Several series of hand-holds were niched in the ramp. Placing 
himself directly over the thread, he began climbing down once more. The rosy 
mist rose about him, engulfed him. Now his head was under, but he was still 
drinking pure air. Above him he saw his companions staring down at him, their 
features blurred by the haze that shimmered over his head. He gestured for them 
to follow, and went down swiftly, without waiting to see whether they complied 
or not. 

Kerim Shah sheathed his sword without comment and followed, and the 
Irakzai, more fearful of being left alone than of the terrors that might lurk below, 
scrambled after him. Each man clung to the golden thread as they saw the 
Cimmerian do. 

Down the slanting ramp they went to the ravine floor and moved out across the 
shining level, treading the gold vein like rope-walkers. It was as if they walked 
along an invisible tunnel through which air circulated freely. They felt death 
pressing in on them above and on either hand, but it did not touch them. 

The vein crawled up a similar ramp on the other wall up which the acolytes 
had disappeared, and up it they went with taut nerves, not knowing what might 
be waiting for them among the jutting spurs of rock that fanged the lip of the 
precipice. 

It was the green-robed acolytes who awaited them, with knives in their hands. 
Perhaps they had reached the limits to which they could retreat. Perhaps the 
Stygian girdle about Conan’s waist could have told why their necromantic spells 
had proven so weak and so quickly exhausted. Perhaps it was knowledge of 
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death decreed for failure that sent them leaping from among the rocks, eyes 
glaring and knives glittering, resorting in their desperation to material weapons. 

There among the rocky fangs on the precipice lip was no war of wizard craft. It 
was a whirl of blades, where real steel bit and real blood spurted, where sinewy 
arms dealt forthright blows that severed quivering flesh, and men went down to 
be trodden under foot as the fight raged over them. 

One of the Irakzai bled to death among the rocks, but the acolytes were down — 
slashed and hacked asunder or hurled over the edge to float sluggishly down to 
the silver floor that shone so far below. 

Then the conquerors shook blood and sweat from their eyes, and looked at one 
another. Conan and Kerim Shah still stood upright, and four of the Irakzai. 

They stood among the rocky teeth that serrated the precipice brink, and from 
that spot a path wound up a gentle slope to a broad stair, consisting of half a 
dozen steps, a hundred feet across, cut out of a green jade-like substance. They 
led up to a broad stage or roofless gallery of the same polished stone, and above 
it rose, tier upon tier, the castle of the Black Seers. It seemed to have been 
carved out of the sheer stone of the mountain. The architecture was faultless, but 
unadorned. The many casements were barred and masked with curtains within. 
There was no sign of life, friendly or hostile. 

They went up the path in silence, and warily as men treading the lair of a 
serpent. The Irakzai were dumb, like men marching to a certain doom. Even 
Kerim Shah was silent. Only Conan seemed unaware what a monstrous 
dislocating and uprooting of accepted thought and action their invasion 
constituted, what an unprecedented violation of tradition. He was not of the East; 
and he came of a breed who fought devils and wizards as promptly and matter- 
of-factly as they battled human foes. 

He strode up the shining stairs and across the wide green gallery straight 
toward the great golden-bound teak door that opened upon it. He cast but a 
single glance upward at the higher tiers of the great pyramidal structure towering 
above him. He reached a hand for the bronze prong that jutted like a handle from 
the door — then checked himself, grinning hardly. The handle was made in the 
shape of a serpent, head lifted on arched neck; and Conan had a suspicion that 
that metal head would come to grisly life under his hand. 

He struck it from the door with one blow, and its bronze clink on the glassy 
floor did not lessen his caution. He flipped it aside with his knife-point, and 
again turned to the door. Utter silence reigned over the towers. Far below them 
the mountain slopes fell away into a purple haze of distance. The sun glittered on 
snow-Cclad peaks on either hand. High above, a vulture hung like a black dot in 
the cold blue of the sky. But for it, the men before the gold-bound door were the 
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only evidence of life, tiny figures on a green jade gallery poised on the dizzy 
height, with that fantastic pile of stone towering above them. 

A sharp wind off the snow slashed them, whipping their tatters about. Conan’s 
long knife splintering through the teak panels roused the startled echoes. Again 
and again he struck, hewing through polished wood and metal bands alike. 
Through the sundered ruins he glared into the interior, alert and suspicious as a 
wolf. He saw a broad chamber, the polished stone walls untapestried, the mosaic 
floor uncarpeted. Square, polished ebon stools and a stone dais formed the only 
furnishings. The room was empty of human life. Another door showed in the 
opposite wall. 

‘Leave a man on guard outside,’ grunted Conan. ‘I’m going in.’ 

Kerim Shah designated a warrior for that duty, and the man fell back toward 
the middle of the gallery, bow in hand. Conan strode into the castle, followed by 
the Turanian and the three remaining Irakzai. The one outside spat, grumbled in 
his beard, and started suddenly as a low mocking laugh reached his ears. 

He lifted his head and saw, on the tier above him, a tall, black-robed figure, 
naked head nodding slightly as he stared down. His whole attitude suggested 
mockery and malignity. Quick as a flash the Irakzai bent his bow and loosed, 
and the arrow streaked upward to strike full in the black-robed breast. The 
mocking smile did not alter. The Seer plucked out the missile and threw it back 
at the bowman, not as a weapon is hurled, but with a contemptuous gesture. The 
Irakzai dodged, instinctively throwing up his arm. His fingers closed on the 
revolving shaft. 

Then he shrieked. In his hand the wooden shaft suddenly writhed. Its rigid 
outline became pliant, melting in his grasp. He tried to throw it from him, but it 
was too late. He held a living serpent in his naked hand, and already it had coiled 
about his wrist and its wicked wedge-shaped head darted at his muscular arm. 
He screamed again and his eyes became distended, his features purple. He went 
to his knees shaken by an awful convulsion, and then lay still. 

The men inside had wheeled at his first cry. Conan took a swift stride toward 
the open doorway, and then halted short, baffled. To the men behind him it 
seemed that he strained against empty air. But though he could see nothing, there 
was a Slick, smooth, hard surface under his hands, and he knew that a sheet of 
crystal had been let down in the doorway. Through it he saw the Irakzai lying 
motionless on the glassy gallery, an ordinary arrow sticking in his arm. 

Conan lifted his knife and smote, and the watchers were dumbfounded to see 
his blow checked apparently in midair, with the loud clang of steel that meets an 
unyielding substance. He wasted no more effort. He knew that not even the 
legendary tulwar of Amir Khurum could shatter that invisible curtain. 
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In a few words he explained the matter to Kerim Shah, and the Turanian 
shrugged his shoulders. ‘Well, if our exit is barred, we must find another. In the 
meanwhile our way lies forward, does it not?’ 

With a grunt the Cimmerian turned and strode across the chamber to the 
opposite door, with a feeling of treading on the threshold of doom. As he lifted 
his knife to shatter the door, it swung silently open as if of its own accord. He 
strode into the great hall, flanked with tall glassy columns. A hundred feet from 
the door began the broad jade-green steps of a stair that tapered toward the top 
like the side of a pyramid. What lay beyond that stair he could not tell. But 
between him and its shimmering foot stood a curious altar of gleaming black 
jade. Four great golden serpents twined their tails about this altar and reared their 
wedge-shaped heads in the air, facing the four quarters of the compass like the 
enchanted guardians of a fabled treasure. But on the altar, between the arching 
necks, stood only a crystal globe filled with a cloudy smoke-like substance, in 
which floated four golden pomegranates. 

The sight stirred some dim recollection in his mind; then Conan heeded the 
altar no longer, for on the lower steps of the stair stood four black-robed figures. 
He had not seen them come. They were simply there, tall, gaunt, their vulture- 
heads nodding in unison, their feet and hands hidden by their flowing garments. 

One lifted his arm and the sleeve fell away revealing his hand — and it was not 
a hand at all. Conan halted in mid-stride, compelled against his will. He had 
encountered a force differing subtly from Khemsa’s mesmerism, and he could 
not advance, though he felt it in his power to retreat if he wished. His 
companions had likewise halted, and they seemed even more helpless than he, 
unable to move in either direction. 

The seer whose arm was lifted beckoned to one of the Irakzai, and the man 
moved toward him like one in a trance, eyes staring and fixed, blade hanging in 
limp fingers. As he pushed past Conan, the Cimmerian threw an arm across his 
breast to arrest him. Conan was so much stronger than the Irakzai that in 
ordinary circumstances he could have broken his spine between his hands. But 
now the muscular arm was brushed aside like straw and the Irakzai moved 
toward the stair, treading jerkily and mechanically. He reached the steps and 
knelt stiffly, proffering his blade and bending his head. The Seer took the sword. 
It flashed as he swung it up and down. The Irakzai’s head tumbled from his 
shoulders and thudded heavily on the black marble floor. An arch of blood jetted 
from the severed arteries and the body slumped over and lay with arms spread 
wide. 

Again a malformed hand lifted and beckoned, and another Irakzai stumbled 
stiffly to his doom. The ghastly drama was re-enacted and another headless form 
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lay beside the first. 

As the third tribesman clumped his way past Conan to his death, the 
Cimmerian, his veins bulging in his temples with his efforts to break past the 
unseen barrier that held him, was suddenly aware of allied forces, unseen, but 
waking into life about him. This realization came without warning, but so 
powerfully that he could not doubt his instinct. His left hand slid involuntarily 
under his Bakhariot belt and closed on the Stygian girdle. And as he gripped it 
he felt new strength flood his numbed limbs; the will to live was a pulsing white- 
hot fire, matched by the intensity of his burning rage. 

The third Irakzai was a decapitated corpse, and the hideous finger was lifting 
again when Conan felt the bursting of the invisible barrier. A fierce, involuntary 
cry burst from his lips as he leaped with the explosive suddenness of pent-up 
ferocity. His left hand gripped the sorcerer’s girdle as a drowning man grips a 
floating log, and the long knife was a sheen of light in his right. The men on the 
steps did not move. They watched calmly, cynically; if they felt surprise they did 
not show it. Conan did not allow himself to think what might chance when he 
came within knife-reach of them. His blood was pounding in his temples, a mist 
of crimson swam before his sight. He was afire with the urge to kill — to drive his 
knife deep into flesh and bone, and twist the blade in blood and entrails. 

Another dozen strides would carry him to the steps where the sneering demons 
stood. He drew his breath deep, his fury rising redly as his charge gathered 
momentum. He was hurtling past the altar with its golden serpents when like a 
levin-flash there shot across his mind again as vividly as if spoken in his external 
ear, the cryptic words of Khemsa: ‘Break the crystal ball!’ 

His reaction was almost without his own volition. Execution followed impulse 
so spontaneously that the greatest sorcerer of the age would not have had time to 
read his mind and prevent his action. Wheeling like a cat from his headlong 
charge, he brought his knife crashing down upon the crystal. Instantly the air 
vibrated with a peal of terror, whether from the stairs, the altar, or the crystal 
itself he could not tell. Hisses filled his ears as the golden serpents, suddenly 
vibrant with hideous life, writhed and smote at him. But he was fired to the 
speed of a maddened tiger. A whirl of steel sheared through the hideous trunks 
that waved toward him, and he smote the crystal sphere again and yet again. And 
the globe burst with a noise like a thunderclap, raining fiery shards on the black 
marble, and the gold pomegranates, as if released from captivity, shot upward 
toward the lofty roof and were gone. 

A mad screaming, bestial and ghastly, was echoing through the great hall. On 
the steps writhed four black-robed figures, twisting in convulsions, froth 
dripping from their livid mouths. Then with one frenzied crescendo of inhuman 
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ululation they stiffened and lay still, and Conan knew that they were dead. He 
stared down at the altar and the crystal shards. Four headless golden serpents still 
coiled about the altar, but no alien life now animated the dully gleaming metal. 

Kerim Shah was rising slowly from his knees, whither he had been dashed by 
some unseen force. He shook his head to clear the ringing from his ears. 

‘Did you hear that crash when you struck? It was as if a thousand crystal 
panels shattered all over the castle as that globe burst. Were the souls of the 
wizards imprisoned in those golden balls? — Ha!’ 

Conan wheeled as Kerim Shah drew his sword and pointed. 

Another figure stood at the head of the stair. His robe, too, was black, but of 
richly embroidered velvet, and there was a velvet cap on his head. His face was 
calm, and not unhandsome. 

“Who the devil are you?’ demanded Conan, staring up at him, knife in hand. 

‘I am the Master of Yimsha!’ His voice was like the chime of a temple bell, but 
a note of cruel mirth ran through it. 

“Where is Yasmina?’ demanded Kerim Shah. 

The Master laughed down at him. 

‘What is that to you, dead man? Have you so quickly forgotten my strength, 
once lent to you, that you come armed against me, you poor fool? I think I will 
take your heart, Kerim Shah!’ 

He held out his hand as if to receive something, and the Turanian cried out 
sharply like a man in mortal agony. He reeled drunkenly, and then, with a 
splintering of bones, a rending of flesh and muscle and a snapping of mail-links, 
his breast burst outward with a shower of blood, and through the ghastly aperture 
something red and dripping shot through the air into the Master’s outstretched 
hand, as a bit of steel leaps to the magnet. The Turanian slumped to the floor and 
lay motionless, and the Master laughed and hurled the object to fall before 
Conan’s feet — a still-quivering human heart. 

With a roar and a curse Conan charged the stair. From Khemsa’s girdle he felt 
strength and deathless hate flow into him to combat the terrible emanation of 
power that met him on the steps. The air filled with a shimmering steely haze 
through which he plunged like a swimmer, head lowered, left arm bent about his 
face, knife gripped low in his right hand. His half-blinded eyes, glaring over the 
crook of his elbow, made out the hated shape of the Seer before and above him, 
the outline wavering as a reflection wavers in disturbed water. 

He was racked and torn by forces beyond his comprehension, but he felt a 
driving power outside and beyond his own lifting him inexorably upward and 
onward, despite the wizard’s strength and his own agony. 

Now he had reached the head of the stairs, and the Master’s face floated in the 
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steely haze before him, and a strange fear shadowed the inscrutable eyes. Conan 
waded through the mist as through a surf, and his knife lunged upward like a live 
thing. The keen point ripped the Master’s robe as he sprang back with a low cry. 
Then before Conan’s gaze, the wizard vanished — simply disappeared like a burst 
bubble, and something long and undulating darted up one of the smaller stairs 
that led up to left and right from the landing. 

Conan charged after it, up the left-hand stair, uncertain as to just what he had 
seen whip up those steps, but in a berserk mood that drowned the nausea and 
horror whispering at the back of his consciousness. 

He plunged out into a broad corridor whose uncarpeted floor and untapestried 
walls were of polished jade, and something long and swift whisked down the 
corridor ahead of him, and into a curtained door. From within the chamber rose a 
scream of urgent terror. The sound lent wings to Conan’s flying feet and he 
hurtled through the curtains and headlong into the chamber within. 

A frightful scene met his glare. Yasmina cowered on the farther edge of a 
velvet-covered dais, screaming her loathing and horror, an arm lifted as if to 
ward off attack, while before her swayed the hideous head of a giant serpent, 
shining neck arching up from dark-gleaming coils. With a choked cry Conan 
threw his knife. 

Instantly the monster whirled and was upon him like the rush of wind through 
tall grass. The long knife quivered in its neck, point and a foot of blade showing 
on one side, and the hilt and a hand’s-breadth of steel on the other, but it only 
seemed to madden the giant reptile. The great head towered above the man who 
faced it, and then darted down, the venom-dripping jaws gaping wide. But 
Conan had plucked a dagger from his girdle and he stabbed upward as the head 
dipped down. The point tore through the lower jaw and transfixed the upper, 
pinning them together. The next instant the great trunk had looped itself about 
the Cimmerian as the snake, unable to use its fangs, employed its remaining 
form of attack. 

Conan’s left arm was pinioned among the bone-crushing folds, but his right 
was free. Bracing his feet to keep upright, he stretched forth his hand, gripped 
the hilt of the long knife jutting from the serpent’s neck, and tore it free in a 
shower of blood. As if divining his purpose with more than bestial intelligence, 
the snake writhed and knotted, seeking to cast its loops about his right arm. But 
with the speed of light the long knife rose and fell, shearing halfway through the 
reptile’s giant trunk. 

Before he could strike again, the great pliant loops fell from him and the 
monster dragged itself across the floor, gushing blood from its ghastly wounds. 
Conan sprang after it, knife lifted, but his vicious swipe cut empty air as the 
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serpent writhed away from him and struck its blunt nose against a paneled screen 
of sandalwood. One of the panels gave inward and the long, bleeding barrel 
whipped through it and was gone. 

Conan instantly attacked the screen. A few blows rent it apart and he glared 
into the dim alcove beyond. No horrific shape coiled there; there was blood on 
the marble floor, and bloody tracks led to a cryptic arched door. Those tracks 
were of a man’s bare feet ... 

‘Conan!’ He wheeled back into the chamber just in time to catch the Devi of 
Vendhya in his arms as she rushed across the room and threw herself upon him, 
catching him about the neck with a frantic clasp, half hysterical with terror and 
gratitude and relief. 

His wild blood had been stirred to its uttermost by all that had passed. He 
caught her to him in a grasp that would have made her wince at another time, 
and crushed her lips with his. She made no resistance; the Devi was drowned in 
the elemental woman. She closed her eyes and drank in his fierce, hot, lawless 
kisses with all the abandon of passionate thirst. She was panting with his 
violence when he ceased for breath, and glared down at her lying limp in his 
mighty arms. 

‘I knew you’d come for me,’ she murmured. ‘You would not leave me in this 
den of devils.’ 

At her words recollection of their environment came to him suddenly. He lifted 
his head and listened intently. Silence reigned over the castle of Yimsha, but it 
was a Silence impregnated with menace. Peril crouched in every corner, leered 
invisibly from every hanging. 

“We’d better go while we can,’ he muttered. ‘Those cuts were enough to kill 
any common beast — or man — but a wizard has a dozen lives. Wound one, and 
he writhes away like a crippled snake to soak up fresh venom from some source 
of sorcery.’ 

He picked up the girl and carrying her in his arms like a child, he strode out 
into the gleaming jade corridor and down the stairs, nerves tautly alert for any 
sign or sound. 

‘I met the Master,’ she whispered, clinging to him and shuddering. ‘He worked 
his spells on me to break my will. The most awful thing was a moldering corpse 
which seized me in its arms — I fainted then and lay as one dead, I do not know 
how long. Shortly after I regained consciousness I heard sounds of strife below, 
and cries, and then that snake came slithering through the curtains — ah!’ She 
shook at the memory of that horror. ‘I knew somehow that it was not an illusion, 
but a real serpent that sought my life.’ 

‘It was not a shadow, at least,’ answered Conan cryptically. ‘He knew he was 
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beaten, and chose to slay you rather than let you be rescued.’ 

“What do you mean, he?’ she asked uneasily, and then shrank against him, 
crying out, and forgetting her question. She had seen the corpses at the foot of 
the stairs. Those of the Seers were not good to look at; as they lay twisted and 
contorted, their hands and feet were exposed to view, and at the sight Yasmina 
went livid and hid her face against Conan’s powerful shoulder. 


10 Yasmina and Conan 


Conan passed through the hall quickly enough, traversed the outer chamber and 
approached the door that led upon the gallery. Then he saw the floor sprinkled 
with tiny, glittering shards. The crystal sheet that had covered the doorway had 
been shivered to bits, and he remembered the crash that had accompanied the 
shattering of the crystal globe. He believed that every piece of crystal in the 
castle had broken at that instant, and some dim instinct or memory of esoteric 
lore vaguely suggested the truth of the monstrous connection between the Lords 
of the Black Circle and the golden pomegranates. He felt the short hair bristle 
chilly at the back of his neck and put the matter hastily out of his mind. 

He breathed a deep sigh of relief as he stepped out upon the green jade gallery. 
There was still the gorge to cross, but at least he could see the white peaks 
glistening in the sun, and the long slopes falling away into the distant blue hazes. 

The Irakzai lay where he had fallen, an ugly blotch on the glassy smoothness. 
As Conan strode down the winding path, he was surprised to note the position of 
the sun. It had not yet passed its zenith; and yet it seemed to him that hours had 
passed since he plunged into the castle of the Black Seers. 

He felt an urge to hasten, not a mere blind panic, but an instinct of peril 
growing behind his back. He said nothing to Yasmina, and she seemed content 
to nestle her dark head against his arching breast and find security in the clasp of 
his iron arms. He paused an instant on the brink of the chasm, frowning down. 
The haze which danced in the gorge was no longer rose-hued and sparkling. It 
was smoky, dim, ghostly, like the life-tide that flickered thinly in a wounded 
man. The thought came vaguely to Conan that the spells of magicians were more 
closely bound to their personal beings than were the actions of common men to 
the actors. 

But far below, the floor shone like tarnished silver, and the gold thread 
sparkled undimmed. Conan shifted Yasmina across his shoulder, where she lay 
docilely, and began the descent. Hurriedly he descended the ramp, and hurriedly 
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he fled across the echoing floor. He had a conviction that they were racing with 
time, that their chances of survival depended upon crossing that gorge of horrors 
before the wounded Master of the castle should regain enough power to loose 
some other doom upon them. 

When he toiled up the farther ramp and came out upon the crest, he breathed a 
gusty sigh of relief and stood Yasmina upon her feet. 

“You walk from here,’ he told her; ‘it’s downhill all the way.’ 

She stole a glance at the gleaming pyramid across the chasm; it reared up 
against the snowy slope like the citadel of silence and immemorial evil. 

‘Are you a magician, that you have conquered the Black Seers of Yimsha, 
Conan of Ghor?’ she asked, as they went down the path, with his heavy arm 
about her supple waist. 

‘It was a girdle Khemsa gave me before he died,’ Conan answered. ‘Yes, I 
found him on the trail. It is a curious one, which I’1l show you when I have time. 
Against some spells it was weak, but against others it was strong, and a good 
knife is always a hearty incantation.’ 

‘But if the girdle aided you in conquering the Master,’ she argued, ‘why did it 
not aid Khemsa?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Who knows? But Khemsa had been the Master’s slave; 
perhaps that weakened its magic. He had no hold on me as he had on Khemsa. 
Yet I can’t say that I conquered him. He retreated, but I have a feeling that we 
haven’t seen the last of him. I want to put as many miles between us and his lair 
as we Can.’ 

He was further relieved to find horses tethered among the tamarisks as he had 
left them. He loosed them swiftly and mounted the black stallion, swinging the 
girl up before him. The others followed, freshened by their rest. 

‘And what now?’ she asked. ‘To Afghulistan?’ 

‘Not just now!’ He grinned hardly. ‘Somebody — maybe the governor — killed 
my seven headmen. My idiotic followers think I had something to do with it, and 
unless I am able to convince them otherwise, they’ll hunt me like a wounded 
jackal.’ 

“Then what of me? If the headmen are dead, I am useless to you as a hostage. 
Will you slay me, to avenge them?’ 

He looked down at her, with eyes fiercely aglow, and laughed at the 
suggestion. 

‘Then let us ride to the border,’ she said. ‘You’ll be safe from the Afghulis 
there—’ 

“Yes, on a Vendhyan gibbet.’ 

‘IT am Queen of Vendhya,’ she reminded him with a touch of her old 
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imperiousness. ‘You have saved my life. You shall be rewarded.’ 

She did not intend it as it sounded, but he growled in his throat, ill pleased. 

‘Keep your bounty for your city-bred dogs, princess! If you’re a queen of the 
plains, ’m a chief of the hills, and not one foot toward the border will I take 
you!’ 

‘But you would be safe—’ she began bewilderedly. 

‘And you’d be the Devi again,’ he broke in. ‘No, girl; I prefer you as you are 
now — a woman of flesh and blood, riding on my saddle-bow.’ 

‘But you can’t keep me!’ she cried. ‘You can’t—’ 

“Watch and see!’ he advised grimly. 

‘But I will pay you a vast ransom—’ 

‘Devil take your ransom!’ he answered roughly, his arms hardening about her 
supple figure. ‘The kingdom of Vendhya could give me nothing I desire half so 
much as I desire you. I took you at the risk of my neck; if your courtiers want 
you back, let them come up the Zhaibar and fight for you.’ 

‘But you have no followers now!’ she protested. ‘You are hunted! How can 
you preserve your own life, much less mine?’ 

‘I still have friends in the hills,’ he answered. ‘There is a chief of the 
Khurakzai who will keep you safely while I bicker with the Afghulis. If they will 
have none of me, by Crom! I will ride northward with you to the steppes of the 
kozaki. I was a hetman among the Free Companions before I rode southward. I’ Il 
make you a queen on the Zaporoska River!’ 

‘But I can not!’ she objected. “You must not hold me—’ 

‘If the idea’s so repulsive,’ he demanded, ‘why did you yield your lips to me so 
willingly?’ 

‘Even a queen is human,’ she answered, coloring. “But because I am a queen, I 
must consider my kingdom. Do not carry me away into some foreign country. 
Come back to Vendhya with me!’ 

“Would you make me your king?’ he asked sardonically. 

‘Well, there are customs—’ she stammered, and he interrupted her with a hard 
laugh. 

“Yes, civilized customs that won’t let you do as you wish. You’ll marry some 
withered old king of the plains, and I can go my way with only the memory of a 
few kisses snatched from your lips. Ha!’ 

‘But I must return to my kingdom!’ she repeated helplessly. 

‘Why?’ he demanded angrily. ‘To chafe your rump on gold thrones, and listen 
to the plaudits of smirking, velvet-skirted fools? Where is the gain? Listen: I was 
born in the Cimmerian hills where the people are all barbarians. I have been a 
mercenary soldier, a corsair, a kozak, and a hundred other things. What king has 
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roamed the countries, fought the battles, loved the women, and won the plunder 
that I have? 

‘I came into Ghulistan to raise a horde and plunder the kingdoms to the south — 
your own among them. Being chief of the Afghulis was only a start. If I can 
conciliate them, I’ll have a dozen tribes following me within a year. But if I 
can’t I’ll ride back to the steppes and loot the Turanian borders with the kozaki. 
And you’ll go with me. To the devil with your kingdom; they fended for 
themselves before you were born.’ 

She lay in his arms looking up at him, and she felt a tug at her spirit, a lawless, 
reckless urge that matched his own and was by it called into being. But a 
thousand generations of sovereignship rode heavy upon her. 

‘IT can’t! I can’t!’ she repeated helplessly. 

“You haven’t any choice,’ he assured her. ‘You — what the devil!’ 

They had left Yimsha some miles behind them, and were riding along a high 
ridge that separated two deep valleys. They had just topped a steep crest where 
they could gaze down into the valley on their right hand. And there was a 
running fight in progress. A strong wind was blowing away from them, carrying 
the sound from their ears, but even so the clashing of steel and thunder of hoofs 
welled up from far below. 

They saw the glint of the sun on lance-tip and spired helmet. Three thousand 
mailed horsemen were driving before them a ragged band of turbaned riders, 
who fled snarling and striking like fleeing wolves. 

“Turanians,’ muttered Conan. ‘Squadrons from Secunderam. What the devil 
are they doing here?’ 

“Who are the men they pursue?’ asked Yasmina. ‘And why do they fall back so 
stubbornly? They can not stand against such odds.’ 

‘Five hundred of my mad Afghulis,’ he growled, scowling down into the vale. 
‘They’re in a trap, and they know it.’ 

The valley was indeed a cul-de-sac at that end. It narrowed to a high-walled 
gorge, opening out further into a round bowl, completely rimmed with lofty, 
unscalable walls. 

The turbaned riders were being forced into this gorge, because there was 
nowhere else for them to go, and they went reluctantly, in a shower of arrows 
and a whirl of swords. The helmeted riders harried them, but did not press in too 
rashly. They knew the desperate fury of the hill tribes, and they knew too that 
they had their prey in a trap from which there was no escape. They had 
recognized the hill-men as Afghulis, and they wished to hem them in and force a 
surrender. They needed hostages for the purpose they had in mind. 

Their emir was a man of decision and initiative. When he reached the 
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Gurashah valley, and found neither guides nor emissary waiting for him, he 
pushed on, trusting to his own knowledge of the country. All the way from 
Secunderam there had been fighting, and tribesmen were licking their wounds in 
many a crag-perched village. He knew there was a good chance that neither he 
nor any of his helmeted spearmen would ever ride through the gates of 
Secunderam again, for the tribes would all be up behind him now, but he was 
determined to carry out his orders — which were to take Yasmina Devi from the 
Afghulis at all costs, and to bring her captive to Secunderam, or if confronted by 
impossibility, to strike off her head before he himself died. 

Of all this, of course, the watchers on the ridge were not aware. But Conan 
fidgeted with nervousness. 

“Why the devil did they get themselves trapped?’ he demanded of the universe 
at large. ‘I know what they’re doing in these parts — they were hunting me, the 
dogs! Poking into every valley — and found themselves penned in before they 
knew it. The poor fools! They’re making a stand in the gorge, but they can’t hold 
out for long. When the Turanians have pushed them back into the bowl, they’ll 
slaughter them at their leisure.’ 

The din welling up from below increased in volume and intensity. In the strait 
of the narrow gut, the Afghulis, fighting desperately, were for the time holding 
their own against the mailed riders, who could not throw their whole weight 
against them. 

Conan scowled darkly, moved restlessly, fingering his hilt, and finally spoke 
bluntly: ‘Devi, I must go down to them. I’ll find a place for you to hide until I 
come back to you. You spoke of your kingdom — well, I don’t pretend to look on 
those hairy devils as my children, but after all, such as they are, they’re my 
henchmen. A chief should never desert his followers, even if they desert him 
first. They think they were right in kicking me out — hell, I won’t be cast off! I’m 
still chief of the Afghulis, and I’ll prove it! I can climb down on foot into the 
gorge.’ 

‘But what of me?’ she queried. ‘You carried me away forcibly from my people; 
now will you leave me to die in the hills alone while you go down and sacrifice 
yourself uselessly?’ 

His veins swelled with the conflict of his emotions. 

‘That’s right,’ he muttered helplessly. ‘Crom knows what I can do.’ She turned 
her head slightly, a curious expression dawning on her beautiful face. Then: 

‘Listen!’ she cried. ‘Listen!’ 

A distant fanfare of trumpets was borne faintly to their ears. They stared into 
the deep valley on the left, and caught a glint of steel on the farther side. A long 
line of lances and polished helmets moved along the vale, gleaming in the 
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sunlight. 

“The riders of Vendhya!’ she cried exultingly. 

‘There are thousands of them!’ muttered Conan. ‘It has been long since a 
Kshatriya host has ridden this far into the hills.’ 

“They are searching for me!’ she exclaimed. ‘Give me your horse! I will ride to 
my warriors! The ridge is not so precipitous on the left, and I can reach the 
valley floor. I will lead my horsemen into the valley at the upper end and fall 
upon the Turanians! We will crush them in the vise! Quick, Conan! Will you 
sacrifice your men to your own desire?’ 

The burning hunger of the steppes and the wintry forests glared out of his eyes, 
but he shook his head and swung off the stallion, placing the reins in her hands. 

“You win!’ he grunted. ‘Ride like the devil!’ 

She wheeled away down the left-hand slope and he ran swiftly along the ridge 
until he reached the long ragged cleft that was the defile in which the fight raged. 
Down the rugged wall he scrambled like an ape, clinging to projections and 
crevices, to fall at last, feet first, into the mélée that raged in the mouth of the 
gorge. Blades were whickering and clanging about him, horses rearing and 
stamping, helmet plumes nodding among turbans that were stained crimson. 

As he hit, he yelled like a wolf, caught a gold-worked rein, and dodging the 
sweep of a scimitar, drove his long knife upward through the rider’s vitals. In 
another instant he was in the saddle, yelling ferocious orders to the Afghulis. 
They stared at him stupidly for an instant; then as they saw the havoc his steel 
was wreaking among their enemies, they fell to their work again, accepting him 
without comment. In that inferno of licking blades and spurting blood there was 
no time to ask or answer questions. 

The riders in their spired helmets and gold-worked hauberks swarmed about 
the gorge mouth, thrusting and slashing, and the narrow defile was packed and 
jammed with horses and men, the warriors crushed breast to breast, stabbing 
with shortened blades, slashing murderously when there was an instant’s room to 
swing a sword. When a man went down he did not get up from beneath the 
stamping, swirling hoofs. Weight and sheer strength counted heavily there, and 
the chief of the Afghulis did the work of ten. At such times accustomed habits 
Sway men strongly, and the warriors, who were used to seeing Conan in their 
vanguard, were heartened mightily, despite their distrust of him. 

But superior numbers counted too. The pressure of the men behind forced the 
horsemen of Turan deeper and deeper into the gorge, in the teeth of the 
flickering tulwars. Foot by foot the Afghulis were shoved back, leaving the 
defile-floor carpeted with dead, on which the riders trampled. As he hacked and 
smote like a man possessed, Conan had time for some chilling doubts — would 
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Yasmina keep her word? She had but to join her warriors, turn southward and 
leave him and his band to perish. 

But at last, after what seemed centuries of desperate battling, in the valley 
outside there rose another sound above the clash of steel and yells of slaughter. 
And then with a burst of trumpets that shook the walls, and rushing thunder of 
hoofs, five thousand riders of Vendhya smote the hosts of Secunderam. 

That stroke split the Turanian squadrons asunder, shattered, tore and rent them 
and scattered their fragments all over the valley. In an instant the surge had 
ebbed back out of the gorge; there was a chaotic, confused swirl of fighting, 
horsemen wheeling and smiting singly and in clusters, and then the emir went 
down with a Kshatriya lance through his breast, and the riders in their spired 
helmets turned their horses down the valley, spurring like mad and seeking to 
slash a way through the swarms which had come upon them from the rear. As 
they scattered in flight, the conquerors scattered in pursuit, and all across the 
valley floor, and up on the slopes near the mouth and over the crests streamed 
the fugitives and the pursuers. The Afghulis, those left to ride, rushed out of the 
gorge and joined in the harrying of their foes, accepting the unexpected alliance 
as unquestioningly as they had accepted the return of their repudiated chief. 

The sun was sinking toward the distant crags when Conan, his garments 
hacked to tatters and the mail under them reeking and clotted with blood, his 
knife dripping and crusted to the hilt, strode over the corpses to where Yasmina 
Devi sat her horse among her nobles on the crest of the ridge, near a lofty 
precipice. 

“You kept your word, Devi!’ he roared. ‘By Crom, though, I had some bad 
seconds down in that gorge — look out!’ 

Down from the sky swooped a vulture of tremendous size with a thunder of 
wings that knocked men sprawling from their horses. 

The scimitar-like beak was slashing for the Devi’s soft neck, but Conan was 
quicker — a short run, a tigerish leap, the savage thrust of a dripping knife, and 
the vulture voiced a horribly human cry, pitched sideways and went tumbling 
down the cliffs to the rocks and river a thousand feet below. As it dropped, its 
black wings thrashing the air, it took on the semblance, not of a bird, but of a 
black-robed human body that fell, arms in wide black sleeves thrown abroad. 

Conan turned to Yasmina, his red knife still in his hand, his blue eyes 
smoldering, blood oozing from wounds on his thickly muscled arms and thighs. 

“You are the Devi again,’ he said, grinning fiercely at the gold-clasped 
gossamer robe she had donned over her hill-girl attire, and awed not at all by the 
imposing array of chivalry about him. ‘I have you to thank for the lives of some 
three hundred and fifty of my rogues, who are at least convinced that I didn’t 
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betray them. You have put my hands on the reins of conquest again.’ 

‘I still owe you my ransom,’ she said, her dark eyes glowing as they swept 
over him. “Ten thousand pieces of gold I will pay you—’ 

He made a savage, impatient gesture, shook the blood from his knife and thrust 
it back in its scabbard, wiping his hands on his mail. 

‘T will collect your ransom in my own way, at my own time,’ he said. ‘T will 
collect it in your palace at Ayodhya, and I will come with fifty thousand men to 
see that the scales are fair.’ 

She laughed, gathering her reins into her hands. ‘And I will meet you on the 
shores of the Jnumda with a hundred thousand!’ 

His eyes shone with fierce appreciation and admiration, and stepping back, he 
lifted his hand with a gesture that was like the assumption of kingship, indicating 
that her road was clear before her. 
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A WITCH SHALL BE BORN 


1 The Blood-Red Crescent 


Trams, queen or xnauran, AWakened from a dream-haunted slumber to a silence that 
seemed more like the stillness of nighted catacombs than the normal quiet of a 
sleeping place. She lay staring into the darkness, wondering why the candles in 
their golden candelabra had gone out. A flecking of stars marked a gold-barred 
casement that lent no illumination to the interior of the chamber. But as Taramis 
lay there, she became aware of a spot of radiance glowing in the darkness before 
her. She watched, puzzled. It grew and its intensity deepened as it expanded, a 
widening disk of lurid light hovering against the dark velvet hangings of the 
opposite wall. Taramis caught her breath, starting up to a sitting position. A dark 
object was visible in that circle of light —- a human head. 

In a sudden panic the queen opened her lips to cry out for her maids; then she 
checked herself. The glow was more lurid, the head more vividly limned. It was 
a woman’s head, small, delicately molded, superbly poised, with a high-piled 
mass of lustrous black hair. The face grew distinct as she stared — and it was the 
sight of this face which froze the cry in Taramis’s throat. The features were her 
own! She might have been looking into a mirror which subtly altered her 
reflection, lending it a tigerish gleam of eye, a vindictive curl of lip. 

‘Ishtar!’ gasped Taramis. ‘I am bewitched!’ 

Appallingly, the apparition spoke, and its voice was like honeyed venom. 

‘Bewitched? No, sweet sister! Here is no sorcery.’ 

‘Sister?’ stammered the bewildered girl. ‘I have no sister.’ 

“You never had a sister?’ came the sweet, poisonously mocking voice. ‘Never 
a twin sister whose flesh was as soft as yours to caress or hurt?’ 

‘Why, once I had a sister,’ answered Taramis, still convinced that she was in 
the grip of some sort of nightmare. ‘But she died.’ 

The beautiful face in the disk was convulsed with the aspect of a fury; so 
hellish became its expression that Taramis, cowering back, half expected to see 
snaky locks writhe hissing about the ivory brow. 
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“You lie!’ The accusation was spat from between the snarling red lips. ‘She did 
not die! Fool! Oh, enough of this mummery! Look — and let your sight be 
blasted!’ 

Light ran suddenly along the hangings like flaming serpents, and incredibly the 
candles in the golden sticks flared up again. Taramis crouched on her velvet 
couch, her lithe legs flexed beneath her, staring wide-eyed at the pantherish 
figure which posed mockingly before her. It was as if she gazed upon another 
Taramis, identical with herself in every contour of feature and limb, yet 
animated by an alien and evil personality. The face of this stranger waif reflected 
the opposite of every characteristic the countenance of the queen denoted. Lust 
and mystery sparkled in her scintillant eyes, cruelty lurked in the curl of her full 
red lips. Each movement of her supple body was subtly suggestive. Her coiffure 
imitated that of the queen’s, on her feet were gilded sandals such as Taramis 
wore in her boudoir. The sleeveless, low-necked silk tunic, girdled at the waist 
with a cloth-of-gold cincture, was a duplicate of the queen’s night-garment. 

‘Who are you?’ gasped Taramis, an icy chill she could not explain creeping 
along her spine. ‘Explain your presence before I call my ladies-in-waiting to 
summon the guard!’ 

‘Scream until the roof beams crack,’ callously answered the stranger. ‘Your 
sluts will not wake till dawn, though the palace spring into flames about them. 
Your guardsmen will not hear your squeals; they have been sent out of this wing 
of the palace.’ 

‘What!’ exclaimed Taramis, stiffening with outraged majesty. ‘Who dared give 
my guardsmen such a command?’ 

‘I did, sweet sister,’ sneered the other girl. ‘A little while ago, before I entered. 
They thought it was their darling adored queen. Ha! How beautifully I acted the 
part! With what imperious dignity, softened by womanly sweetness, did I 
address the great louts who knelt in their armor and plumed helmets!’ 

Taramis felt as if a stifling net of bewilderment were being drawn about her. 

‘Who are you?’ she cried desperately. ‘What madness is this? Why do you 
come here?’ 

“Who am I?’ There was the spite of a she-cobra’s hiss in the soft response. The 
girl stepped to the edge of the couch, grasped the queen’s white shoulders with 
fierce fingers, and bent to glare full into the startled eyes of Taramis. And under 
the spell of that hypnotic glare, the queen forgot to resent the unprecedented 
outrage of violent hands laid on regal flesh. 

‘Fool!’ gritted the girl between her teeth. ‘Can you ask? Can you wonder? I am 
Salome!’ 

‘Salome!’ Taramis breathed the word, and the hairs prickled on her scalp as 
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she realized the incredible, numbing truth of the statement. ‘I thought you died 
within the hour of your birth,’ she said feebly. 

‘So thought many,’ answered the woman who called herself Salome. ‘They 
carried me into the desert to die, damn them! I, a mewing, puling babe whose 
life was so young it was scarcely the flicker of a candle. And do you know why 
they bore me forth to die?’ 

‘I— I have heard the story—’ faltered Taramis. 

Salome laughed fiercely, and slapped her bosom. The low-necked tunic left the 
upper parts of her firm breasts bare, and between them there shone a curious 
mark — a crescent, red as blood. 

“The mark of the witch!’ cried Taramis, recoiling. 

‘Aye!’ Salome’s laughter was dagger-edged with hate. ‘The curse of the kings 
of Khauran! Aye, they tell the tale in the market-places, with wagging beards 
and rolling eyes, the pious fools! They tell how the first queen of our line had 
traffic with a fiend of darkness and bore him a daughter who lives in foul 
legendry to this day. And thereafter in each century a girl baby was born into the 
Askhaurian dynasty, with a scarlet half-moon between her breasts, that signified 
her destiny. 

‘““Every century a witch shall be born.” So ran the ancient curse. And so it has 
come to pass. Some were slain at birth, as they sought to slay me. Some walked 
the earth as witches, proud daughters of Khauran, with the moon of hell burning 
upon their ivory bosoms. Each was named Salome. I too am Salome. It was 
always Salome, the witch. It will always be Salome, the witch, even when the 
mountains of ice have roared down from the pole and ground the civilizations to 
ruin, and a new world has risen from the ashes and dust — even then there shall 
be Salomes to walk the earth, to trap men’s hearts by their sorcery, to dance 
before the kings of the world, to see the heads of the wise men fall at their 
pleasure.’ 

‘But — but you—’ stammered Taramis. 

‘I?’ The scintillant eyes burned like dark fires of mystery. ‘They carried me 
into the desert far from the city, and laid me naked on the hot sand, under the 
flaming sun. And then they rode away and left me for the jackals and the 
vultures and the desert wolves. 

“But the life in me was stronger than the life in common folk, for it partakes of 
the essence of the forces that seethe in the black gulfs beyond mortal ken. The 
hours passed, and the sun slashed down like the molten flames of hell, but I did 
not die — aye, something of that torment I remember, faintly and far away, as one 
remembers a dim, formless dream. Then there were camels, and yellow-skinned 
men who wore silk robes and spoke in a weird tongue. Strayed from the caravan 
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road, they passed close by, and their leader saw me, and recognized the scarlet 
crescent on my bosom. He took me up and gave me life. 

‘He was a magician from far Khitai, returning to his native kingdom after a 
journey to Stygia. He took me with him to purple-towering Paikang, its minarets 
rising amid the vine-festooned jungles of bamboo, and there I grew to 
womanhood under his teaching. Age had steeped him deep in black wisdom, not 
weakened his powers of evil. Many things he taught me—’ 

She paused, smiling enigmatically, with wicked mystery gleaming in her dark 
eyes. Then she tossed her head. 

‘He drove me from him at last, saying that I was but a common witch in spite 
of his teachings, and not fit to command the mighty sorcery he would have 
taught me. He would have made me queen of the world and ruled the nations 
through me, he said, but I was only a harlot of darkness. But what of it? I could 
never endure to seclude myself in a golden tower, and spend the long hours 
staring into a crystal globe, mumbling over incantations written on serpent’s skin 
in the blood of virgins, poring over musty volumes in forgotten languages. 

‘He said I was but an earthly sprite, knowing naught of the deeper gulfs of 
cosmic sorcery. Well, this world contains all I desire — power, and pomp, and 
glittering pageantry, handsome men and soft women for my paramours and my 
slaves. He had told me who I was, of the curse and my heritage. I have returned 
to take that to which I have as much right as you. Now it is mine by right of 
possession.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ Taramis sprang up and faced her sister, stung out of her 
bewilderment and fright. ‘Do you imagine that by drugging a few of my maids 
and tricking a few of my guardsmen you have established a claim to the throne 
of Khauran? Do not forget that I am Queen of Khauran! I shall give you a place 
of honor, as my sister, but—’ 

Salome laughed hatefully. 

‘How generous of you, dear, sweet sister! But before you begin putting me in 
my place — perhaps you will tell me whose soldiers camp in the plain outside the 
city walls?’ 

“They are the Shemitish mercenaries of Constantius, the Kothic voivode of the 
Free Companies.’ 

‘And what do they in Khauran?’ cooed Salome. 

Taramis felt that she was being subtly mocked, but she answered with an 
assumption of dignity which she scarcely felt. 

‘Constantius asked permission to pass along the borders of Khauran on his way 
to Turan. He himself is hostage for their good behavior as long as they are within 
my domains.’ 
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‘And Constantius,’ pursued Salome. ‘Did he not ask your hand today?’ 

Taramis shot her a clouded glance of suspicion. 

‘How did you know that?’ 

An insolent shrug of the slim naked shoulders was the only reply. ‘You 
refused, dear sister?’ 

‘Certainly I refused!’ exclaimed Taramis angrily. ‘Do you, an Askhaurian 
princess yourself, suppose that the Queen of Khauran could treat such a proposal 
with anything but disdain? Wed a bloody-handed adventurer, a man exiled from 
his own kingdom because of his crimes, and the leader of organized plunderers 
and hired murderers? 

‘I should never have allowed him to bring his black-bearded slayers into 
Khauran. But he is virtually a prisoner in the south tower, guarded by my 
soldiers. Tomorrow I shall bid him order his troops to leave the kingdom. He 
himself shall be kept captive until they are over the border. Meantime, my 
soldiers man the walls of the city, and I have warned him that he will answer for 
any outrages perpetrated on the villagers or shepherds by his mercenaries.’ 

‘He is confined in the south tower?’ asked Salome. 

“That is what I said. Why do you ask?’ 

For answer Salome clapped her hands, and lifting her voice, with a gurgle of 
cruel mirth in it, called: “The queen grants you an audience, Falcon!’ 

A gold-arabesqued door opened and a tall figure entered the chamber, at the 
sight of which Taramis cried out in amazement and anger. 

‘Constantius! You dare enter my chamber!’ 

‘As you see, Your Majesty!’ He bent his dark, hawk-like head in mock 
humility. 

Constantius, whom men called Falcon, was tall, broad-shouldered, slim- 
waisted, lithe and strong as pliant steel. He was handsome in an aquiline, 
ruthless way. His face was burnt dark by the sun, and his hair, which grew far 
back from his high, narrow forehead, was black as a raven. His dark eyes were 
penetrating and alert, the hardness of his thin lips not softened by his thin black 
mustache. His boots were of Kordavan leather, his hose and doublet of plain, 
dark silk, tarnished with the wear of the camps and the stains of armor rust. 

Twisting his mustache, he let his gaze travel up and down the shrinking queen 
with an effrontery that made her wince. 

‘By Ishtar, Taramis,’ he said silkily, ‘I find you more alluring in your night- 
tunic than in your queenly robes. Truly, this is an auspicious night!’ 

Fear grew in the queen’s dark eyes. She was no fool; she knew that 
Constantius would never dare this outrage unless he was sure of himself. 

“You are mad!’ she said. ‘If I am in your power in this chamber, you are no 
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less in the power of my subjects, who will rend you to pieces if you touch me. 
Go at once, if you would live.’ 

Both laughed mockingly, and Salome made an impatient gesture. 

‘Enough of this farce; let us on to the next act in the comedy. Listen, dear 
sister: it was I who sent Constantius here. When I decided to take the throne of 
Khauran, I cast about for a man to aid me, and chose the Falcon, because of his 
utter lack of all characteristics men call good.’ 

‘I am overwhelmed, princess,’ murmured Constantius sardonically, with a 
profound bow. 

‘I sent him to Khauran, and, once his men were camped in the plain outside, 
and he was in the palace, I entered the city by that small gate in the west wall — 
the fools guarding it thought it was you returning from some nocturnal adventure 


“You hell-cat!’ Taramis’s cheeks flamed and her resentment got the better of 
her regal reserve. 

Salome smiled hardly. 

“They were properly surprised and shocked, but admitted me without question. 
I entered the palace the same way, and gave the order to the surprised guards that 
sent them marching away, as well as the men who guarded Constantius in the 
south tower. Then I came here, attending to the ladies-in-waiting on the way.’ 

Taramis’s fingers clenched and she paled. 

“Well, what next?’ she asked in a shaky voice. 

‘Listen!’ Salome inclined her head. Faintly through the casement there came 
the clank of marching men in armor; gruff voices shouted in an alien tongue, and 
cries of alarm mingled with the shouts. 

“The people awaken and grow fearful,’ said Constantius sardonically. “You had 
better go and reassure them, Salome!’ 

‘Call me Taramis,’ answered Salome. ‘We must become accustomed to it.’ 

“What have you done?’ cried Taramis. ‘What have you done?’ 

‘I have gone to the gates and ordered the soldiers to open them,’ answered 
Salome. “They were astounded, but they obeyed. That is the Falcon’s army you 
hear, marching into the city.’ 

“You devil!’ cried Taramis. ‘You have betrayed my people, in my guise! You 
have made me seem a traitor! Oh, I shall go to them—’ 

With a cruel laugh Salome caught her wrist and jerked her back. The 
magnificent suppleness of the queen was helpless against the vindictive strength 
that steeled Salome’s slender limbs. 

“You know how to reach the dungeons from the palace, Constantius?’ said the 
witch-girl. “Good. Take this spitfire and lock her into the strongest cell. The 
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jailers are all sound in drugged sleep. I saw to that. Send a man to cut their 
throats before they can awaken. None must ever know what has occurred 
tonight. Thenceforward I am Taramis, and Taramis is a nameless prisoner in an 
unknown dungeon.’ 

Constantius smiled with a glint of strong white teeth under his thin mustache. 

“Very good; but you would not deny me a little — ah — amusement first?’ 

‘Not I! Tame the scornful hussy as you will.’ With a wicked laugh Salome 
flung her sister into the Kothian’s arms, and turned away through the door that 
opened into the outer corridor. 

Fright widened Taramis’s lovely eyes, her supple figure rigid and straining 
against Constantius’s embrace. She forgot the men marching in the streets, 
forgot the outrage to her queenship, in the face of the menace to her 
womanhood. She forgot all sensations but terror and shame as she faced the 
complete cynicism of Constantius’s burning, mocking eyes, felt his hard arms 
crushing her writhing body. 

Salome, hurrying along the corridor outside, smiled spitefully as a scream of 
despair and agony rang shuddering through the palace. 


2 The Tree of Death 


The young soldier’s hose and shirt were smeared with dried blood, wet with 
sweat and gray with dust. Blood oozed from the deep gash in his thigh, from the 
cuts on his breast and shoulder. Perspiration glistened on his livid face and his 
fingers were knotted in the cover of the divan on which he lay. Yet his words 
reflected mental suffering that outweighed physical pain. 

‘She must be mad!’ he repeated again and again, like one still stunned by some 
monstrous and incredible happening. ‘It’s like a nightmare! Taramis, whom all 
Khauran loves, betraying her people to that devil from Koth! Oh, Ishtar, why 
was I not slain? Better die than live to see our queen turn traitor and harlot!’ 

‘Lie still, Valerius,’ begged the girl who was washing and bandaging his 
wounds with trembling hands. ‘Oh, please lie still, darling! You will make your 
wounds worse. I dared not summon a leech—’ 

‘No,’ muttered the wounded youth. ‘Constantius’s blue-bearded devils will be 
searching the quarters for wounded Khaurani; they’!] hang every man who has 
wounds to show he fought against them. Oh, Taramis, how could you betray the 
people who worshipped you?’ In his fierce agony he writhed, weeping in rage 
and shame, and the terrified girl caught him in her arms, straining his tossing 


5987 XRN 


head against her bosom, imploring him to be quiet. 

‘Better death than the black shame that has come upon Khauran this day,’ he 
groaned. ‘Did you see it, Ivga?’ 

‘No, Valerius.’ Her soft, nimble fingers were again at work, gently cleansing 
and closing the gaping edges of his raw wounds. ‘I was awakened by the noise 
of fighting in the streets — I looked out a casement and saw the Shemites cutting 
down people; then presently I heard you calling me faintly from the alley door.’ 

‘I had reached the limits of my strength,’ he muttered. ‘I fell in the alley and 
could not rise. I knew they’d find me soon if I lay there — I killed three of the 
blue-bearded beasts, by Ishtar! They’ ll never swagger through Khauran’s streets, 
by the gods! The fiends are tearing their hearts in hell!’ 

The trembling girl crooned soothingly to him, as to a wounded child, and 
closed his panting lips with her own cool sweet mouth. But the fire that raged in 
his soul would not allow him to lie silent. 

‘I was not on the wall when the Shemites entered,’ he burst out. ‘I was asleep 
in the barracks, with the others not on duty. It was just before dawn when our 
captain entered, and his face was pale under his helmet. “The Shemites are in the 
city,” he said. “The queen came to the southern gate and gave orders that they 
should be admitted. She made the men come down from the walls, where 
they’ve been on guard since Constantius entered the kingdom. I don’t understand 
it, and neither does anyone else, but I heard her give the order, and we obeyed as 
we always do. We are ordered to assemble in the square before the palace. Form 
ranks outside the barracks and march — leave your arms and armor here. Ishtar 
knows what this means, but it is the queen’s order.” 

‘Well, when we came to the square the Shemites were drawn up on foot 
opposite the palace, ten thousand of the blue-bearded devils, fully armed, and 
people’s heads were thrust out of every window and door on the square. The 
streets leading into the square were thronged by bewildered folk. Taramis was 
standing on the steps of the palace, alone except for Constantius, who stood 
stroking his mustache like a great lean cat who has just devoured a sparrow. But 
fifty Shemites with bows in their hands were ranged below them. 

“That’s where the queen’s guard should have been, but they were drawn up at 
the foot of the palace stair, as puzzled as we, though they had come fully armed, 
in spite of the queen’s order. 

“Taramis spoke to us then, and told us that she had reconsidered the proposal 
made her by Constantius — why, only yesterday she threw it in his teeth in open 
court — and that she had decided to make him her royal consort. She did not 
explain why she had brought the Shemites into the city so treacherously. But she 
said that, as Constantius had control of a body of professional fighting-men, the 
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army of Khauran would no longer be needed, and therefore she disbanded it, and 
ordered us to go quietly to our homes. 

“Why, obedience to our queen is second nature to us, but we were struck dumb 
and found no word to answer. We broke ranks almost before we knew what we 
were doing, like men in a daze. 

‘But when the palace guard was ordered to disarm likewise and disband, the 
captain of the guard, Conan, interrupted. Men said he was off duty the night 
before, and drunk. But he was wide awake now. He shouted to the guardsmen to 
stand as they were until they received an order from him — and such is his 
dominance of his men, that they obeyed in spite of the queen. He strode up to the 
palace steps and glared at Taramis — and then he roared: ‘“This is not the queen! 
This isn’t Taramis! It’s some devil in masquerade!” 

“Then hell was to pay! I don’t know just what happened. I think a Shemite 
struck Conan, and Conan killed him. The next instant the square was a 
battleground. The Shemites fell on the guardsmen, and their spears and arrows 
struck down many soldiers who had already disbanded. 

‘Some of us grabbed up such weapons as we could and fought back. We hardly 
knew what we were fighting for, but it was against Constantius and his devils — 
not against Taramis, I swear it! Constantius shouted to cut the traitors down. We 
were not traitors!” Despair and bewilderment shook his voice. The girl 
murmured pityingly, not understanding it all, but aching in sympathy with her 
lover’s suffering. 

‘The people did not know which side to take. It was a madhouse of confusion 
and bewilderment. We who fought didn’t have a chance, in no formation, 
without armor and only half armed. The guards were fully armed and drawn up 
in a square, but there were only five hundred of them. They took a heavy toll 
before they were cut down, but there could be only one conclusion to such a 
battle. And while her people were being slaughtered before her, Taramis stood 
on the palace steps, with Constantius’s arm about her waist, and laughed like a 
heartless, beautiful fiend! Gods, it’s all mad — mad! 

‘I never saw a man fight as Conan fought. He put his back to the courtyard 
wall, and before they overpowered him the dead men were strewn in heaps 
thigh-deep about him. But at last they dragged him down, a hundred against one. 
When I saw him fall I dragged myself away feeling as if the world had burst 
under my very fingers. I heard Constantius call to his dogs to take the captain 
alive — stroking his mustache, with that hateful smile on his lips!’ 


That smile was on the lips of Constantius at that very moment. He sat his horse 
among a cluster of his men — thick-bodied Shemites with curled blue-black 
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beards and hooked noses; the low-swinging sun struck glints from their peaked 
helmets and the silvered scales of their corselets. Nearly a mile behind, the walls 
and towers of Khauran rose sheer out of the meadowlands. 

By the side of the caravan road a heavy cross had been planted, and on this 
grim tree a man hung, nailed there by iron spikes through his hands and feet. 
Naked but for a loin-cloth, the man was almost a giant in stature, and his 
muscles stood out in thick corded ridges on limbs and body, which the sun had 
long ago burned brown. The perspiration of agony beaded his face and his 
mighty breast, but from under the tangled black mane that fell over his low, 
broad forehead, his blue eyes blazed with an unquenched fire. Blood oozed 
sluggishly from the lacerations in his hands and feet. 

Constantius saluted him mockingly. 

‘I am sorry, captain,’ he said, ‘that I cannot remain to ease your last hours, but 
I have duties to perform in yonder city — I must not keep your delicious queen 
waiting!’ He laughed softly. ‘So I leave you to your own devices — and those 
beauties!’ He pointed meaningly at the black shadows which swept incessantly 
back and forth, high above. 

‘Were it not for them, I imagine that a powerful brute like yourself should live 
on the cross for days. Do not cherish any illusions of rescue because I am 
leaving you unguarded. I have had it proclaimed that anyone seeking to take 
your body, living or dead, from the cross, will be flayed alive together with all 
the members of his family, in the public square. I am so firmly established in 
Khauran that my order is as good as a regiment of guardsmen. I am leaving no 
guard, because the vultures will not approach as long as anyone is near, and I do 
not wish them to feel any constraint. That is also why I brought you so far from 
the city. These desert vultures approach the walls no closer than this spot. 

‘And so, brave captain, farewell! I will remember you when, in an hour, 
Taramis lies in my arms.’ 

Blood started afresh from the pierced palms as the victim’s mallet-like fists 
clenched convulsively on the spike-heads. Knots and bunches of muscle started 
out of the massive arms, and Conan beat his head forward and spat savagely at 
Constantius’s face. The voivode laughed coolly, wiped the saliva from his gorget 
and reined his horse about. 

‘Remember me when the vultures are tearing at your living flesh,’ he called 
mockingly. ‘The desert scavengers are a particularly voracious breed. I have 
seen men hang for hours on a cross, eyeless, earless, and scalpless, before the 
sharp beaks had eaten their way into their vitals.’ 

Without a backward glance he rode toward the city, a supple, erect figure, 
gleaming in his burnished armor, his stolid, bearded henchmen jogging beside 
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him. A faint rising of dust from the worn trail marked their passing. 

The man hanging on the cross was the one touch of sentient life in a landscape 
that seemed desolate and deserted in the late evening. Khauran, less than a mile 
away, might have been on the other side of the world, and existing in another 
age. 

Shaking the sweat out of his eyes, Conan stared blankly at the familiar terrain. 
On either side of the city, and beyond it, stretched the fertile meadowlands, with 
cattle browsing in the distance where fields and vineyards checkered the plain. 
The western and northern horizons were dotted with villages, miniature in the 
distance. A lesser distance to the southeast a silvery gleam marked the course of 
a river, and beyond that river sandy desert began abruptly to stretch away and 
away beyond the horizon. Conan stared at that expanse of empty waste 
shimmering tawnily in the late sunlight as a trapped hawk stares at the open sky. 
A revulsion shook him when he glanced at the gleaming towers of Khauran. The 
city had betrayed him — trapped him into circumstances that left him hanging to 
a wooden cross like a hare nailed to a tree. 

A red lust for vengeance swept away the thought. Curses ebbed fitfully from 
the man’s lips. All his universe contracted, focused, became incorporated in the 
four iron spikes that held him from life and freedom. His great muscles quivered, 
knotting like iron cables. With the sweat starting out on his graying skin, he 
sought to gain leverage, to tear the nails from the wood. It was useless. They had 
been driven deep. Then he tried to tear his hands off the spikes, and it was not 
the knifing, abysmal agony that finally caused him to cease his efforts, but the 
futility of it. The spike-heads were broad and heavy; he could not drag them 
through the wounds. A surge of helplessness shook the giant, for the first time in 
his life. He hung motionless, his head resting on his breast, shutting his eyes 
against the aching glare of the sun. 

A beat of wings caused him to look, just as a feathered shadow shot down out 
of the sky. A keen beak, stabbing at his eyes, cut his cheek, and he jerked his 
head aside, shutting his eyes involuntarily. He shouted, a croaking, desperate 
shout of menace, and the vultures swerved away and retreated, frightened by the 
sound. They resumed their wary circling above his head. Blood trickled over 
Conan’s mouth, and he licked his lips involuntarily, spat at the salty taste. 

Thirst assailed him savagely. He had drunk deeply of wine the night before, 
and no water had touched his lips since before the battle in the square, that dawn. 
And killing was thirsty, salt-sweaty work. He glared at the distant river as a man 
in hell glares through the opened grille. He thought of gushing freshets of white 
water he had breasted, laved to the shoulders in liquid jade. He remembered 
great horns of foaming ale, jacks of sparkling wine gulped carelessly or spilled 
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on the tavern floor. He bit his lip to keep from bellowing in intolerable anguish 
as a tortured animal bellows. 

The sun sank, a lurid ball in a fiery sea of blood. Against a crimson rampart 
that banded the horizon the towers of the city floated unreal as a dream. The very 
sky was tinged with blood to his misted glare. He licked his blackened lips and 
stared with bloodshot eyes at the distant river. It too seemed crimson with blood, 
and the shadows crawling up from the east seemed black as ebony. 

In his dulled ears sounded the louder beat of wings. Lifting his head he 
watched with the burning glare of a wolf the shadows wheeling above him. He 
knew that his shouts would frighten them away no longer. One dipped — dipped 
— lower and lower. Conan drew his head back as far as he could, waiting with 
terrible patience. The vulture swept in with a swift roar of wings. Its beak 
flashed down, ripping the skin on Conan’s chin as he jerked his head aside; then 
before the bird could flash away, Conan’s head lunged forward on his mighty 
neck muscles, and his teeth, snapping like those of a wolf, locked on the bare, 
wattled neck. 

Instantly the vulture exploded into squawking, flapping hysteria. Its thrashing 
wings blinded the man, and its talons ripped his chest. But grimly he hung on, 
the muscles starting out in lumps on his jaws. And the scavenger’s neck-bones 
crunched between those powerful teeth. With a spasmodic flutter the bird hung 
limp. Conan let go, spat blood from his mouth. The other vultures, terrified by 
the fate of their companion, were in full flight to a distant tree, where they 
perched like black demons in conclave. 

Ferocious triumph surged through Conan’s numbed brain. Life beat strongly 
and savagely through his veins. He could still deal death; he still lived. Every 
twinge of sensation, even of agony, was a negation of death. 

‘By Mitra!’ Either a voice spoke, or he suffered from hallucination. ‘In all my 
life I have never seen such a thing!’ 

Shaking the sweat and blood from his eyes, Conan saw four horsemen sitting 
their steeds in the twilight and staring up at him. Three were lean, white-robed 
hawks, Zuagir tribesmen without a doubt, nomads from beyond the river. The 
other was dressed like them in a white, girdled khalat and a flowing head-dress 
which, banded about the temples with a triple circlet of braided camel-hair, fell 
to his shoulders. But he was not a Shemite. The dust was not so thick, nor 
Conan’s hawk-like sight so clouded, that he could not perceive the man’s facial 
characteristics. 

He was as tall as Conan, though not so heavy-limbed. His shoulders were 
broad and his supple figure was hard as steel and whalebone. A short black 
beard did not altogether mask the aggressive jut of his lean jaw, and gray eyes 


5992 XRN 


cold and piercing as a sword gleamed from the shadow of the kafieh. Quieting 
his restless steed with a quick, sure hand, this man spoke: ‘By Mitra, I should 
know this man!’ 

‘Aye!’ It was the guttural accents of a Zuagir. ‘It is the Cimmerian who was 
captain of the queen’s guard!’ 

‘She must be casting off all her old favorites,’ muttered the rider. ‘Who’d have 
ever thought it of Queen Taramis? I’d rather have had a long, bloody war. It 
would have given us desert folk a chance to plunder. As it is we’ve come this 
close to the walls and found only this nag’ — he glanced at a fine gelding led by 
one of the nomads — ‘and this dying dog.’ 

Conan lifted his bloody head. 

‘If I could come down from this beam I’d make a dying dog out of you, you 
Zaporoskan thief!’ he rasped through blackened lips. 

‘Mitra, the knave knows me!’ exclaimed the other. ‘How, knave, do you know 
me?’ 

“There’s only one of your breed in these parts,’ muttered Conan. ‘You are 
Olgerd Vladislav, the outlaw chief.’ 

“Aye! and once a hetman of the kozaki of the Zaporoskan River, as you have 
guessed. Would you like to live?’ 

‘Only a fool would ask that question,’ panted Conan. 

‘Tam a hard man,’ said Olgerd, ‘and toughness is the only quality I respect in a 
man. I shall judge if you are a man, or only a dog after all, fit only to lie here and 
die.’ 

‘If we cut him down we may be seen from the walls,’ objected one of the 
nomads. 

Olgerd shook his head. 

“The dusk is deep. Here, take this ax, Djebal, and cut down the cross at the 
base.’ 

‘Tf it falls forward it will crush him,’ objected Djebal. ‘I can cut it so it will fall 
backward, but then the shock of the fall may crack his skull and tear loose all his 
entrails.’ 

‘If he’s worthy to ride with me he’ll survive it,’ answered Olgerd 
imperturbably. ‘If not, then he doesn’t deserve to live. Cut!’ 

The first impact of the battle-ax against the wood and its accompanying 
vibrations sent lances of agony through Conan’s swollen feet and hands. Again 
and again the blade fell, and each stroke reverberated on his bruised brain, 
setting his tortured nerves aquiver. But he set his teeth and made no sound. The 
ax cut through, the cross reeled on its splintered base and toppled backward. 
Conan made his whole body a solid knot of iron-hard muscle, jammed his head 
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back hard against the wood and held it rigid there. The beam struck the ground 
heavily and rebounded slightly. The impact tore his wounds and dazed him for 
an instant. He fought the rushing tide of blackness, sick and dizzy, but realized 
that the iron muscles that sheathed his vitals had saved him from permanent 
injury. 

And he had made no sound, though blood oozed from his nostrils and his 
belly-muscles quivered with nausea. With a grunt of approval Djebal bent over 
him with a pair of pincers used to draw horse-shoe nails, and gripped the head of 
the spike in Conan’s right hand, tearing the skin to get a grip on the deeply 
embedded head. The pincers were small for that work. Djebal sweated and 
tugged, swearing and wrestling with the stubborn iron, working it back and forth 
— in swollen flesh as well as in wood. Blood started, oozing over the 
Cimmerian’s fingers. He lay so still he might have been dead, except for the 
spasmodic rise and fall of his great chest. The spike gave way, and Djebal held 
up the blood-stained thing with a grunt of satisfaction, then flung it away and 
bent over the other. 

The process was repeated, and then Djebal turned his attention to Conan’s 
skewered feet. But the Cimmerian, struggling up to a sitting posture, wrenched 
the pincers from his fingers and sent him staggering backward with a violent 
shove. Conan’s hands were swollen to almost twice their normal size. His 
fingers felt like misshapen thumbs, and closing his hands was an agony that 
brought blood streaming from under his grinding teeth. But somehow, clutching 
the pincers clumsily with both hands, he managed to wrench out first one spike 
and then the other. They were not driven so deeply into the wood as the others 
had been. 

He rose stiffly and stood upright on his swollen, lacerated feet, swaying 
drunkenly, the icy sweat dripping from his face and body. Cramps assailed him 
and he clamped his jaws against the desire to retch. 

Olgerd, watching him impersonally, motioned him toward the stolen horse. 
Conan stumbled toward it, and every step was a stabbing, throbbing hell that 
flecked his lips with bloody foam. One misshapen, groping hand fell clumsily on 
the saddle-bow, a bloody foot somehow found the stirrup. Setting his teeth, he 
swung up, and he almost fainted in midair; but he came down in the saddle — and 
as he did so, Olgerd struck the horse sharply with his whip. The startled beast 
reared, and the man in the saddle swayed and slumped like a sack of sand, 
almost unseated. Conan had wrapped a rein about each hand, holding it in place 
with a clamping thumb. Drunkenly he exerted the strength of his knotted biceps, 
wrenching the horse down; it screamed, its jaw almost dislocated. 

One of the Shemites lifted a water-flask questioningly. 
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Olgerd shook his head. 

‘Let him wait until we get to camp. It’s only ten miles. If he’s fit to live in the 
desert he’Il live that long without a drink.’ 

The group rode like swift ghosts toward the river; among them Conan swayed 
like a drunken man in the saddle, bloodshot eyes glazed, foam drying on his 
blackened lips. 


3 A Letter to Nemedia 


The savant Astreas, traveling in the East in his never-tiring search for 
knowledge, wrote a letter to his friend and fellow-philosopher Alcemides, in his 
native Nemedia, which constitutes the entire knowledge of the Western nations 
concerning the events of that period in the East, always a hazy, half-mythical 
region in the minds of the Western folk. 

Astreas wrote, in part: ‘You can scarcely conceive, my dear old friend, of the 
conditions now existing in this tiny kingdom since Queen Taramis admitted 
Constantius and his mercenaries, an event which I briefly described in my last, 
hurried letter. Seven months have passed since then, during which time it seems 
as though the devil himself had been loosed in this unfortunate realm. Taramis 
seems to have gone quite mad; whereas formerly she was famed for her virtue, 
justice and tranquillity, she is now notorious for qualities precisely opposite to 
those just enumerated. Her private life is a scandal — or perhaps “private” is not 
the correct term, since the queen makes no attempt to conceal the debauchery of 
her court. She constantly indulges in the most infamous revelries, in which the 
unfortunate ladies of the court are forced to join, young married women as well 
as virgins. 

‘She herself has not bothered to marry her paramour, Constantius, who sits on 
the throne beside her and reigns as her royal consort, and his officers follow his 
example, and do not hesitate to debauch any woman they desire, regardless of 
her rank or station. The wretched kingdom groans under exorbitant taxation, the 
farms are stripped to the bone, and the merchants go in rags which are all that is 
left them by the tax-gatherers. Nay, they are lucky if they escape with a whole 
skin. 

‘I sense your incredulity, good Alcemides; you will fear that I exaggerate 
conditions in Khauran. Such conditions would be unthinkable in any of the 
Western countries, admittedly. But you must realize the vast difference that 
exists between West and East, especially this part of the East. In the first place, 
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Khauran is a kingdom of no great size, one of the many principalities which at 
one time formed the eastern part of the empire of Koth, and which later regained 
the independence which was theirs at a still earlier age. This part of the world is 
made up of these tiny realms, diminutive in comparison with the great kingdoms 
of the West, or the great sultanates of the farther East, but important in their 
control of the caravan routes, and in the wealth concentrated in them. 

‘Khauran is the most southeasterly of these principalities, bordering on the 
very deserts of eastern Shem. The city of Khauran is the only city of any 
magnitude in the realm, and stands within sight of the river which separates the 
grasslands from the sandy desert, like a watch-tower to guard the fertile 
meadows behind it. The land is so rich that it yields three and four crops a year, 
and the plains north and west of the city are dotted with villages. To one 
accustomed to the great plantations and stock-farms of the West, it is strange to 
see these tiny fields and vineyards; yet wealth in grain and fruit pours from them 
as from a horn of plenty. The villagers are agriculturists, nothing else. Of a 
mixed, aboriginal race, they are unwarlike, unable to protect themselves, and 
forbidden the possession of arms. Dependent wholly upon the soldiers of the city 
for protection, they are helpless under the present conditions. So the savage 
revolt of the rural sections, which would be a certainty in any Western nation, is 
here impossible. 

‘They toil supinely under the iron hand of Constantius, and his black-bearded 
Shemites ride incessantly through the fields, with whips in their hands, like the 
slave-drivers of the black serfs who toil in the plantations of southern Zingara. 

‘Nor do the people of the city fare any better. Their wealth is stripped from 
them, their fairest daughters taken to glut the insatiable lust of Constantius and 
his mercenaries. These men are utterly without mercy or compassion, possessed 
of all the characteristics our armies learned to abhor in our wars against the 
Shemitish allies of Argos — inhuman cruelty, lust, and wild-beast ferocity. The 
people of the city are Khauran’s ruling caste, predominantly Hyborian, and 
valorous and war-like. But the treachery of their queen delivered them into the 
hands of their oppressors. The Shemites are the only armed force in Khauran, 
and the most hellish punishment is inflicted on any Khaurani found possessing 
weapons. A systematic persecution to destroy the young Khaurani men able to 
bear arms has been savagely pursued. Many have ruthlessly been slaughtered, 
others sold as slaves to the Turanians. Thousands have fled the kingdom and 
either entered the service of other rulers, or become outlaws, lurking in 
numerous bands along the borders. 

‘At present there is some possibility of invasion from the desert, which is 
inhabited by tribes of Shemitish nomads. The mercenaries of Constantius are 
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men from the Shemitish cities of the west, Pelishtim, Anakim, Akkharim, and 
are ardently hated by the Zuagirs and other wandering tribes. As you know, good 
Alcemides, the countries of these barbarians are divided into the western 
meadowlands which stretch to the distant ocean, and in which rise the cities of 
the town-dwellers, and the eastern deserts, where the lean nomads hold sway; 
there is incessant warfare between the dwellers of the cities and the dwellers of 
the desert. 

‘The Zuagirs have fought with and raided Khauran for centuries, without 
success, but they resent its conquest by their western kin. It is rumored that their 
natural antagonism is being fomented by the man who was formerly the captain 
of the queen’s guard, and who, somehow escaping the hate of Constantius, who 
actually had him upon the cross, fled to the nomads. He is called Conan, and is 
himself a barbarian, one of those gloomy Cimmerians whose ferocity our 
soldiers have more than once learned to their bitter cost. It is rumored that he has 
become the right-hand man of Olgerd Vladislav, the kozak adventurer who 
wandered down from the northern steppes and made himself chief of a band of 
Zuagirs. There are also rumors that this band has increased vastly in the last few 
months, and that Olgerd, incited no doubt by this Cimmerian, is even 
considering a raid on Khauran. 

‘It can not be anything more than a raid, as the Zuagirs are without siege- 
machines, or the knowledge of investing a city, and it has been proven 
repeatedly in the past that the nomads in their loose formation, or rather lack of 
formation, are no match in hand-to-hand fighting for the well-disciplined, fully- 
armed warriors of the Shemitish cities. The natives of Khauran would perhaps 
welcome this conquest, since the nomads could deal with them no more harshly 
than their present masters, and even total extermination would be preferable to 
the suffering they have to endure. But they are so cowed and helpless that they 
could give no aid to the invaders. 

‘Their plight is most wretched. Taramis, apparently possessed of a demon, 
stops at nothing. She has abolished the worship of Ishtar, and turned the temple 
into a shrine of idolatry. She has destroyed the ivory image of the goddess which 
these eastern Hyborians worship (and which, inferior as it is to the true religion 
of Mitra which we Western nations recognize, is still superior to the devil- 
worship of the Shemites) and filled the temple of Ishtar with obscene images of 
every imaginable sort — gods and goddesses of the night, portrayed in all the 
salacious and perverse poses and with all the revolting characteristics that a 
degenerate brain could conceive. Many of these images are to be identified as 
foul deities of the Shemites, the Turanians, the Vendhyans, and the Khitans, but 
others are reminiscent of a hideous and half-remembered antiquity, vile shapes 
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forgotten except in the most obscure legends. Where the queen gained the 
knowledge of them I dare not even hazard a guess. 

‘She has instituted human sacrifice, and since her mating with Constantius, no 
less then five hundred men, women and children have been immolated. Some of 
these have died on the altar she has set up in the temple, herself wielding the 
sacrificial dagger, but most have met a more horrible doom. 

“Taramis has placed some sort of monster in a crypt in the temple. What it is, 
and whence it came, none knows. But shortly after she had crushed the desperate 
revolt of her soldiers against Constantius, she spent a night alone in the 
desecrated temple, alone except for a dozen bound captives, and the shuddering 
people saw thick, foul-smelling smoke curling up from the dome, heard all night 
the frenetic chanting of the queen, and the agonized cries of her tortured 
captives; and toward dawn another voice mingled with these sounds — a strident, 
inhuman croaking that froze the blood of all who heard. 

‘In the full dawn Taramis reeled drunkenly from the temple, her eyes blazing 
with demoniac triumph. The captives were never seen again, nor the croaking 
voice heard. But there is a room in the temple into which none ever goes but the 
queen, driving a human sacrifice before her. And this victim is never seen again. 
All know that in that grim chamber lurks some monster from the black night of 
ages, which devours the shrieking humans Taramis delivers up to it. 

‘I can no longer think of her as a mortal woman, but as a rabid she-fiend, 
crouching in her blood-fouled lair amongst the bones and fragments of her 
victims, with taloned, crimsoned fingers. That the gods allow her to pursue her 
awful course unchecked almost shakes my faith in divine justice. 

“When I compare her present conduct with her deportment when first I came to 
Khauran, seven months ago, I am confused with bewilderment, and almost 
inclined to the belief held by many of the people — that a demon has possessed 
the body of Taramis. A young soldier, Valerius, had another belief. He believed 
that a witch had assumed a form identical with that of Khauran’s adored ruler. 
He believed that Taramis had been spirited away in the night, and confined in 
some dungeon, and that this being ruling in her place was but a female sorcerer. 
He swore that he would find the real queen, if she still lived, but I greatly fear 
that he himself has fallen victim to the cruelty of Constantius. He was implicated 
in the revolt of the palace guards, escaped and remained in hiding for some time, 
stubbornly refusing to seek safety abroad, and it was during this time that I 
encountered him and he told me his beliefs. 

‘But he has disappeared, as so many have, whose fate one dares not conjecture, 
and I fear he has been apprehended by the spies of Constantius. 

‘But I must conclude this letter and slip it out of the city by means of a swift 
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carrier-pigeon, which will carry it to the post whence I purchased it, on the 
borders of Koth. By rider and camel-train it will eventually come to you. I must 
haste, before dawn. It is late, and the stars gleam whitely on the gardened roofs 
of Khauran. A shuddering silence envelops the city, in which I hear the throb of 
a sullen drum from the distant temple. I doubt not that Taramis is there, 
concocting more devilry.’ 


But the savant was incorrect in his conjecture concerning the whereabouts of the 
woman he called Taramis. The girl whom the world knew as queen of Khauran 
stood in a dungeon, lighted only by a flickering torch which played on her 
features, etching the diabolical cruelty of her beautiful countenance. 

On the bare stone floor before her crouched a figure whose nakedness was 
scarcely covered with tattered rags. 

This figure Salome touched contemptuously with the upturned toe of her 
gilded sandal, and smiled vindictively as her victim shrank away. 

“You do not love my caresses, sweet sister?’ 

Taramis was still beautiful, in spite of her rags and the imprisonment and abuse 
of seven weary months. She did not reply to her sister’s taunts, but bent her head 
as one grown accustomed to mockery. 

This resignation did not please Salome. She bit her red lip, and stood tapping 
the toe of her shoe against the floor as she frowned down at the passive figure. 
Salome was clad in the barbaric splendor of a woman of Shushan. Jewels 
glittered in the torchlight on her gilded sandals, on her gold breast-plates and the 
slender chains that held them in place. Gold anklets clashed as she moved, 
jeweled bracelets weighted her bare arms. Her tall coiffure was that of a 
Shemitish woman, and jade pendants hung from gold hoops in her ears, flashing 
and sparkling with each impatient movement of her haughty head. A gem- 
crusted girdle supported a silk shirt so transparent that it was in the nature of a 
cynical mockery of convention. 

Suspended from her shoulders and trailing down her back hung a darkly scarlet 
cloak, and this was thrown carelessly over the crook of one arm and the bundle 
that arm supported. 

Salome stooped suddenly and with her free hand grasped her sister’s 
dishevelled hair and forced back the girl’s head to stare into her eyes. Taramis 
met that tigerish glare without flinching. 

“You are not so ready with your tears as formerly, sweet sister,’ muttered the 
witch-girl. 

“You shall wring no more tears from me,’ answered Taramis. “Too often you 
have reveled in the spectacle of the queen of Khauran sobbing for mercy on her 
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knees. I know that you have spared me only to torment me; that is why you have 
limited your tortures to such torments as neither slay nor permanently disfigure. 
But I fear you no longer; you have strained out the last vestige of hope, fright 
and shame from me. Slay me and be done with it, for I have shed my last tear for 
your enjoyment, you she-devil from hell!’ 

“You flatter yourself, my dear sister,’ purred Salome. ‘So far it is only your 
handsome body that I have caused to suffer, only your pride and self-esteem that 
I have crushed. You forget that, unlike myself, you are capable of mental 
torment. I have observed this when I have regaled you with narratives 
concerning the comedies I have enacted with some of your stupid subjects. But 
this time I have brought more vivid proof of these farces. Did you know that 
Krallides, your faithful councillor, had come skulking back from Turan and been 
captured?’ 

Taramis turned pale. 

“What — what have you done to him?’ 

For answer Salome drew the mysterious bundle from under her cloak. She 
shook off the silken swathings and held it up — the head of a young man, the 
features frozen in a convulsion as if death had come in the midst of inhuman 
agony. 

Taramis cried out as if a blade had pierced her heart. 

‘Oh, Ishtar! Krallides!’ 

‘Aye! He was seeking to stir up the people against me, poor fool, telling them 
that Conan spoke the truth when he said I was not Taramis. How would the 
people rise against the Falcon’s Shemites? With sticks and pebbles? Bah! Dogs 
are eating his headless body in the market-place, and this foul carrion shall be 
cast into the sewer to rot. 

‘How, sister!’ She paused, smiling down at her victim. ‘Have you discovered 
that you still have unshed tears? Good! I reserved the mental torment for the last. 
Hereafter I shall show you many such sights as — this!’ 

Standing there in the torchlight with the severed head in her hand she did not 
look like anything ever borne by a human woman, in spite of her awful beauty. 
Taramis did not look up. She lay face down on the slimy floor, her slim body 
shaken in sobs of agony, beating her clenched hands against the stones. Salome 
sauntered toward the door, her anklets clashing at each step, her ear pendants 
winking in the torch-glare. 

A few moments later she emerged from a door under a sullen arch that led into 
a court which in turn opened upon a winding alley. A man standing there turned 
toward her — a giant Shemite, with sombre eyes and shoulders like a bull, his 
great black beard falling over his mighty, silver-mailed breast. 
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‘She wept?’ His rumble was like that of a bull, deep, low-pitched and stormy. 
He was the general of the mercenaries, one of the few even of Constantius’s 
associates who knew the secret of the queens of Khauran. 

‘Aye, Khumbanigash. There are whole sections of her sensibilities that I have 
not touched. When one sense is dulled by continual laceration, I will discover a 
newer, more poignant pang. Here, dog!’ A trembling, shambling figure in rags, 
filth and matted hair approached, one of the beggars that slept in the alleys and 
open courts. Salome tossed the head to him. ‘Here, deaf one; cast that in the 
nearest sewer. Make the sign with your hands, Khumbanigash. He can not hear.’ 

The general complied, and the tousled head bobbed, as the man turmed 
painfully away. 

‘Why do you keep up this farce?’ rumbled Khumbanigash. ‘You are so firmly 
established on the throne that nothing can unseat you. What if Khaurani fools 
learn the truth? They can do nothing. Proclaim yourself in your true identity! 
Show them their beloved ex-queen — and cut off her head in the public square!’ 

‘Not yet, good Khumbanigash—’ 

The arched door slammed on the hard accents of Salome, the stormy 
reverberations of Khumbanigash. The mute beggar crouched in the courtyard, 
and there was none to see that the hands which held the severed head were 
quivering strongly — brown, sinewy hands, strangely incongruous with the bent 
body and filthy tatters. 

‘I knew it!’ It was a fierce, vibrant whisper, scarcely audible. ‘She lives! Oh, 
Krallides, your martyrdom was not in vain! They have her locked in that 
dungeon! Oh, Ishtar, if you love true men, aid me now!’ 


4 Wolves of the Desert 


Olgerd Vladislav filled his jeweled goblet with crimson wine from a golden jug 
and thrust the vessel across the ebony table to Conan the Cimmerian. Olgerd’s 
apparel would have satisfied the vanity of any Zaporoskan hetman. 

His khalat was of white silk, with pearls sewn on the bosom. Girdled at the 
waist with a Bakhauriot belt, its skirts were drawn back to reveal his wide silken 
breeches, tucked into short boots of soft green leather, adorned with gold thread. 
On his head was a green silk turban, wound about a spired helmet chased with 
gold. His only weapon was a broad curved Cherkees knife in an ivory sheath 
girdled high on his left hip, kozak fashion. Throwing himself back in his gilded 
chair with its carven eagles, Olgerd spread his booted legs before him, and 
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gulped down the sparkling wine noisily. 

To his splendor the huge Cimmerian opposite him offered a strong contrast, 
with his square-cut black mane, brown scarred countenance and burning blue 
eyes. He was clad in black mesh-mail, and the only glitter about him was the 
broad gold buckle of the belt which supported his sword in its worn leather 
scabbard. 

They were alone in the silk-walled tent, which was hung with gilt-worked 
tapestries and littered with rich carpets and velvet cushions, the loot of the 
caravans. From outside came a low, incessant murmur, the sound that always 
accompanies a great throng of men, in camp or otherwise. An occasional gust of 
desert wind rattled the palm-leaves. 

“Today in the shadow, tomorrow in the sun,’ quoth Olgerd, loosening his 
crimson girdle a trifle and reaching again for the wine-jug. ‘That’s the way of 
life. Once I was a hetman on the Zaporoska; now I’m a desert chief. Seven 
months ago you were hanging on a cross outside Khauran. Now you’re 
lieutenant to the most powerful raider between Turan and the western meadows. 
You should be thankful to me!’ 

‘For recognizing my usefulness?’ Conan laughed and lifted the jug. ‘When you 
allow the elevation of a man, one can be sure that you’ll profit by his 
advancement. I’ve earned everything I’ve won, with my blood and sweat.’ He 
glanced at the scars on the insides of his palms. There were scars, too, on his 
body, scars that had not been there seven months ago. 

“You fight like a regiment of devils,’ conceded Olgerd. ‘But don’t get to 
thinking that you’ve had anything to do with the recruits who’ve swarmed in to 
join us. It was our success at raiding, guided by my wit, that brought them in. 
These nomads are always looking for a successful leader to follow, and they 
have more faith in a foreigner than in one of their own race. 

“There’s no limit to what we may accomplish! We have eleven thousand men 
now. In another year we may have three times that number. We’ve contented 
ourselves, so far, with raids on the Turanian outposts and the city-states to the 
west. With thirty or forty thousand men we’lIl raid no longer. We’ll invade and 
conquer and establish ourselves as rulers. I’1l be emperor of all Shem yet, and 
you’ll be my vizier, so long as you carry out my orders unquestioningly. In the 
meantime, I think we’ll ride eastward and storm that Turanian outpost at Vezek, 
where the caravans pay toll.’ 

Conan shook his head. ‘I think not.’ 

Olgerd glared, his quick temper irritated. 

“What do you mean, you think not? I do the thinking for this army!’ 

“There are enough men in this band now for my purpose,’ answered the 
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Cimmerian. ‘I’m sick of waiting. I have a score to settle.’ 

‘Oh!’ Olgerd scowled, and gulped wine, then grinned. ‘Still thinking of that 
cross, eh? Well, I like a good hater. But that can wait.’ 

“You told me once you’d aid me in taking Khauran,’ said Conan. 

“Yes, but that was before I began to see the full possibilities of our power,’ 
answered Olgerd. ‘I was only thinking of the loot in the city. I don’t want to 
waste our strength unprofitably. Khauran is too strong a nut for us to crack now. 
Maybe in a year—’ 

“Within the week,’ answered Conan, and the kozak stared at the certainty in his 
voice. 

‘Listen,’ said Olgerd, ‘even if I were willing to throw away men on such a 
hare-brained attempt — what could you expect? Do you think these wolves could 
besiege and take a city like Khauran?’ 

‘There’ll be no siege,’ answered the Cimmerian. ‘I know how to draw 
Constantius out into the plain.’ 

‘And what then?’ cried Olgerd with an oath. ‘In the arrow-play our horsemen 
would have the worst of it, for the armor of the asshuri is the better, and when it 
came to sword-strokes their close-marshaled ranks of trained swordsmen would 
cleave through our loose lines and scatter our men like chaff before the wind.’ 

‘Not if there were three thousand desperate Hyborian horsemen fighting in a 
solid wedge such as I could teach them,’ answered Conan. 

‘And where would you secure three thousand Hyborians?’ asked Olgerd with 
vast sarcasm. ‘Will you conjure them out of the air?’ 

‘I have them,’ answered the Cimmerian imperturbably. ‘Three thousand men 
of Khauran camp at the oasis of Akrel awaiting my orders.’ 

‘What?’ Olgerd glared like a startled wolf. 

‘Aye. Men who had fled from the tyranny of Constantius. Most of them have 
been living the lives of outlaws in the deserts east of Khauran, and are gaunt and 
hard and desperate as man-eating tigers. One of them will be a match for any 
three squat mercenaries. It takes oppression and hardship to stiffen men’s guts 
and put the fire of hell into their thews. They were broken up into small bands; 
all they needed was a leader. They believed the word I sent them by my riders, 
and assembled at the oasis and put themselves at my disposal.’ 

‘All this without my knowledge?’ A feral light began to gleam in Olgerd’s eye. 
He hitched at his weapon-girdle. 

‘It was I they wished to follow, not you.’ 

‘And what did you tell these outcasts to gain their allegiance?’ There was a 
dangerous ring in Olgerd’s voice. 

‘I told them that I’d use this horde of desert wolves to help them destroy 
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Constantius and give Khauran back into the hands of its citizens.’ 

“You fool!’ whispered Olgerd. ‘Do you deem yourself chief already?’ 

The men were on their feet, facing each other across the ebony board, devil- 
lights dancing in Olgerd’s cold gray eyes, a grim smile on the Cimmerian’s hard 
lips. 

‘T’ll have you torn between four palm-trees,’ said the kozak calmly. 

‘Call the men and bid them do it!’ challenged Conan. ‘See if they obey you!’ 

Baring his teeth in a snarl, Olgerd lifted his hand — then paused. There was 
something about the confidence in the Cimmerian’s dark face that shook him. 
His eyes began to burn like those of a wolf. 

“You scum of the western hills,’ he muttered, ‘have you dared seek to 
undermine my power?’ 

‘I didn’t have to,’ answered Conan. ‘You lied when you said I had nothing to 
do with bringing in the new recruits. I had everything to do with it. They took 
your orders, but they fought for me. There is not room for two chiefs of the 
Zuagirs. They know I am the stronger man. I understand them better than you, 
and they, me; because I am a barbarian too.’ 

‘And what will they say when you ask them to fight for Khauran?’ asked 
Olgerd sardonically. 

‘They’ll follow me. I’ll promise them a camel-train of gold from the palace. 
Khauran will be willing to pay that as a guerdon for getting rid of Constantius. 
After that, ll lead them against the Turanians as you have planned. They want 
loot, and they’d as soon fight Constantius for it as anybody.’ 

In Olgerd’s eyes grew a recognition of defeat. In his red dreams of empire he 
had missed what was going on about him. Happenings and events that had 
seemed meaningless before now flashed into his mind, with their true 
significance, bringing a realization that Conan spoke no idle boast. The giant 
black-mailed figure before him was the real chief of the Zuagirs. 

‘Not if you die!’ muttered Olgerd, and his hand flickered toward his hilt. But 
quick as the stroke of a great cat, Conan’s arm shot across the table and his 
fingers locked on Olgerd’s forearm. There was a snap of breaking bones, and for 
a tense instant the scene held: the men facing each other as motionless as 
images, perspiration starting out on Olgerd’s forehead. Conan laughed, never 
easing his grip on the broken arm. 

‘Are you fit to live, Olgerd?’ 

His smile did not alter as the corded muscles rippled in knotting ridges along 
his forearm and his fingers ground into the kozak’s quivering flesh. There was 
the sound of broken bones grating together and Olgerd’s face turned the color of 
ashes; blood oozed from his lip where his teeth sank, but he uttered no sound. 
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With a laugh Conan released him and drew back, and the kozak swayed, caught 
the table edge with his good hand to steady himself. 

‘I give you life, Olgerd, as you gave it to me,’ said Conan tranquilly, ‘though it 
was for your own ends that you took me down from the cross. It was a bitter test 
you gave me then; you couldn’t have endured it; neither could anyone, but a 
western barbarian. 

“Take your horse and go. It’s tied behind the tent, and food and water are in the 
saddle-bags. None will see your going, but go quickly. There’s no room for a 
fallen chief on the desert. If the warriors see you, maimed and deposed, they’ |l 
never let you leave the camp alive.’ 

Olgerd did not reply. Slowly, without a word, he turned and stalked across the 
tent, through the flapped opening. Unspeaking he climbed into the saddle of the 
great white stallion that stood tethered there in the shade of a spreading palm- 
tree; and unspeaking, with his broken arm thrust in the bosom of his khalat, he 
reined the steed about and rode eastward into the open desert, out of the life of 
the people of the Zuagir. 

Inside the tent Conan emptied the wine-jug and smacked his lips with relish. 
Tossing the empty vessel into a corner, he braced his belt and strode out through 
the front opening, halting for a moment to let his gaze sweep over the lines of 
camel-hair tents that stretched before him, and the white-robed figures that 
moved among them, arguing, singing, mending bridles or whetting tulwars. 

He lifted his voice in a thunder that carried to the farthest confines of the 
encampment: ‘Aie, you dogs, sharpen your ears and listen! Gather around here. I 
have a tale to tell you.’ 


5 The Voice from the Crystal 


In a chamber in a tower near the city wall a group of men listened attentively to 
the words of one of their number. They were young men, but hard and sinewy, 
with a bearing that comes only to men rendered desperate by adversity. They 
were clad in mail shirts and worn leather; swords hung at their girdles. 

‘I knew that Conan spoke the truth when he said it was not Taramis!’ the 
speaker exclaimed. ‘For months I have haunted the outskirts of the palace, 
playing the part of a deaf beggar. At last I learned what I had believed — that our 
queen was a prisoner in the dungeons that adjoin the palace. I watched my 
opportunity and captured a Shemitish jailer — knocked him senseless as he left 
the courtyard late one night — dragged him into a cellar near by and questioned 
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him. Before he died he told me what I have just told you, and what we have 
suspected all along — that the woman ruling Khauran is a witch: Salome. 
Taramis, he said, is imprisoned in the lowest dungeon. 

‘This invasion of the Zuagirs gives us the opportunity we sought. What Conan 
means to do, I can not say. Perhaps he merely wishes vengeance on Constantius. 
Perhaps he intends sacking the city and destroying it. He is a barbarian and no 
one can understand their minds. 

‘But this is what we must do: rescue Taramis while the battle rages! 
Constantius will march out into the plain to give battle. Even now his men are 
mounting. He will do this because there is not sufficient food in the city to stand 
a siege. Conan burst out of the desert so suddenly that there was no time to bring 
in supplies. And the Cimmerian is equipped for a siege. Scouts have reported 
that the Zuagirs have siege engines, built, undoubtedly, according to the 
instructions of Conan, who learned all the arts of war among the Western 
nations. 

‘Constantius does not desire a long siege; so he will march with his warriors 
into the plain, where he expects to scatter Conan’s forces at one stroke. He will 
leave only a few hundred men in the city, and they will be on the walls and in 
the towers commanding the gates. 

‘The prison will be left all but unguarded. When we have freed Taramis our 
next actions will depend upon circumstances. If Conan wins, we must show 
Taramis to the people and bid them rise — they will! Oh, they will! With their 
bare hands they are enough to overpower the Shemites left in the city and close 
the gates against both the mercenaries and the nomads. Neither must get within 
the walls! Then we will parley with Conan. He was always loyal to Taramis. If 
he knows the truth, and she appeals to him, I believe he will spare the city. If, 
which is more probable, Constantius prevails, and Conan is routed, we must 
steal out of the city with the queen and seek safety in flight. 

‘Is all clear?’ 

They replied with one voice. 

‘Then let us loosen our blades in our scabbards, commend our souls to Ishtar, 
and start for the prison, for the mercenaries are already marching through the 
southern gate.’ 


This was true. The dawnlight glinted on peaked helmets pouring in a steady 
stream through the broad arch, on the bright housings of the chargers. This 
would be a battle of horsemen, such as is possible only in the lands of the East. 
The riders flowed through the gates like a river of steel — sombre figures in black 
and silver mail, with their curled beards and hooked noses, and their inexorable 


6006 XRN 


eyes in which glimmered the fatality of their race — the utter lack of doubt or of 
mercy. 

The streets and the walls were lined with throngs of people who watched 
silently these warriors of an alien race riding forth to defend their native city. 
There was no sound; dully, expressionless they watched, those gaunt people in 
shabby garments, their caps in their hands. 

In a tower that overlooked the broad street that led to the southern gate, Salome 
lolled on a velvet couch cynically watching Constantius as he settled his broad 
sword-belt about his lean hips and drew on his gauntlets. They were alone in the 
chamber. Outside, the rhythmical clank of harness and shuffle of horses’ hoofs 
welled up through the gold-barred casements. 

‘Before nightfall,’ quoth Constantius, giving a twirl to his thin mustache, 
‘you'll have some captives to feed to your temple-devil. Does it not grow weary 
of soft, city-bred flesh? Perhaps it would relish the harder thews of a desert 
man.’ 

“Take care you do not fall prey to a fiercer beast than Thaug,’ warned the girl. 
‘Do not forget who it is that leads these desert animals.’ 

‘I am not likely to forget,’ he answered. “That is one reason why I am 
advancing to meet him. The dog has fought in the West and knows the art of 
siege. My scouts had some trouble in approaching his columns, for his outriders 
have eyes like hawks; but they did get close enough to see the engines he is 
dragging on ox-cart wheels drawn by camels — catapults, rams, ballistas, 
mangonels — by Ishtar! he must have had ten thousand men working day and 
night for a month. Where he got the material for their construction is more than I 
can understand. Perhaps he has a treaty with the Turanians, and gets supplies 
from them. 

‘Anyway, they won’t do him any good. I’ve fought these desert wolves before 
— an exchange of arrows for awhile, in which the armor of my warriors protects 
them — then a charge and my squadrons sweep through the loose swarms of the 
nomads, wheel and sweep back through, scattering them to the four winds. I’ll 
ride back through the south gate before sunset, with hundreds of naked captives 
staggering at my horse’s tail. We’ll hold a féte tonight, in the great square. My 
soldiers delight in flaying their enemies alive — we will have a wholesale 
skinning, and make these weak-kneed townsfolk watch. As for Conan, it will 
afford me intense pleasure, if we take him alive, to impale him on the palace 
steps.’ 

‘Skin as many as you like,’ answered Salome indifferently. ‘I would like a 
dress made of human hide. But at least a hundred captives you must give to me — 
for the altar, and for Thaug.’ 
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‘It shall be done,’ answered Constantius, with his gauntleted hand brushing 
back the thin hair from his high bald forehead, burned dark by the sun. ‘For 
victory and the fair honor of Taramis!’ he said sardonically, and, taking his 
vizored helmet under his arm, he lifted a hand in salute, and strode clanking 
from the chamber. His voice drifted back, harshly lifted in orders to his officers. 

Salome leaned back on the couch, yawned, stretched herself like a great supple 
cat, and called: ‘Zang!’ 

A cat-footed priest, with features like yellowed parchment stretched over a 
skull, entered noiselessly. 

Salome turned to an ivory pedestal on which stood two crystal globes, and 
taking from it the smaller, she handed the glistening sphere to the priest. 

‘Ride with Constantius,’ she said. ‘Give me the news of the battle. Go!’ 

The skull-faced man bowed low, and hiding the globe under his dark mantle, 
hurried from the chamber. 

Outside in the city there was no sound, except the clank of hoofs and after a 
while the clang of a closing gate. Salome mounted a wide marble stair that led to 
the flat, canopied, marble-battlemented roof. She was above all other buildings 
in the city. The streets were deserted, the great square in front of the palace was 
empty. In normal times folk shunned the grim temple which rose on the opposite 
side of that square, but now the town looked like a dead city. Only on the 
southern wall and the roofs that overlooked it was there any sign of life. There 
the people massed thickly. They made no demonstration, did not know whether 
to hope for the victory or defeat of Constantius. Victory meant further misery 
under his intolerable rule; defeat probably meant the sack of the city and red 
massacre. No word had come from Conan. They did not know what to expect at 
his hands. They remembered that he was a barbarian. 


The squadrons of the mercenaries were moving out into the plain. In the 
distance, just this side of the river, other dark masses were moving, barely 
recognizable as men on horses. Objects dotted the farther bank; Conan had not 
brought his siege engines across the river, apparently fearing an attack in the 
midst of the crossing. But he had crossed with his full force of horsemen. The 
sun rose and struck glints of fire from the dark multitudes. The squadrons from 
the city broke into a gallop; a deep roar reached the ears of the people on the 
wall. 

The rolling masses merged, intermingled; at that distance it was a tangled 
confusion in which no details stood out. Charge and countercharge were not to 
be identified. Clouds of dust rose from the plains, under the stamping hoofs, 
veiling the action. Through these swirling clouds masses of riders loomed, 
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appearing and disappearing, and spears flashed. 

Salome shrugged her shoulders and descended the stair. The palace lay silent. 
All the slaves were on the wall, gazing vainly southward with the citizens. 

She entered the chamber where she had talked with Constantius, and 
approached the pedestal, noting that the crystal globe was clouded, shot with 
bloody streaks of crimson. She bent over the ball, swearing under her breath. 

‘Zang!’ she called. ‘Zang!’ 

Mists swirled in the sphere, resolving themselves into billowing dust-clouds 
through which black figures rushed unrecognizably; steel glinted like lightning 
in the murk. Then the face of Zang leaped into startling distinctness; it was as if 
the wide eyes gazed up at Salome. Blood trickled from a gash in the skull-like 
head, the skin was gray with sweat-runneled dust. The lips parted, writhing; to 
other ears than Salome’s it would have seemed that the face in the crystal 
contorted silently. But sound to her came as plainly from those ashen lips as if 
the priest had been in the same room with her, instead of miles away, shouting 
into the smaller crystal. Only the gods of darkness knew what unseen, magic 
filaments linked together those shimmering spheres. 

‘Salome! shrieked the bloody head. ‘Salome!’ 

‘IT hear!’ she cried. ‘Speak! How goes the battle?’ 

‘Doom is upon us!’ screamed the skull-like apparition. ‘Khauran is lost! Aie, 
my horse is down and I can not win clear! Men are falling around me! They are 
dying like flies, in their silvered mail!’ 

‘Stop yammering and tell me what happened!’ she cried harshly. 

“We rode at the desert-dogs and they came on to meet us!’ yowled the priest. 
‘Arrows flew in clouds between the hosts, and the nomads wavered. Constantius 
ordered the charge. In even ranks we thundered upon them. 

“Then the masses of their horde opened to right and left, and through the cleft 
rushed three thousand Hyborian horsemen whose presence we had not even 
suspected. Men of Khauran, mad with hate! Big men in full armor on massive 
horses! In a solid wedge of steel they smote us like a thunderbolt. They split our 
ranks asunder before we knew what was upon us, and then the desert-men 
swarmed on us from either flank. 

“They have ripped our ranks apart, broken and scattered us! It is a trick of that 
devil Conan! The siege engines are false — mere frames of palm trunks and 
painted silk, that fooled our scouts who saw them from afar. A trick to draw us 
out to our doom! Our warriors flee! Khumbanigash is down — Conan slew him. I 
do not see Constantius. The Khaurani rage through our milling masses like 
blood-mad lions, and the desert-men feather us with arrows. I — ahh!’ 

There was a flicker as of lightning, or trenchant steel, a burst of bright blood — 
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then abruptly the image vanished, like a bursting bubble, and Salome was staring 
into an empty crystal ball that mirrored only her own furious features. 

She stood perfectly still for a few moments, erect and staring into space. Then 
she clapped her hands and another skull-like priest entered, as silent and 
immobile as the first. 

‘Constantius is beaten,’ she said swiftly. ‘We are doomed. Conan will be 
crashing at our gates within the hour. If he catches me, I have no illusions as to 
what I can expect. But first I am going to make sure that my cursed sister never 
ascends the throne again. Follow me! Come what may, we shall give Thaug a 
feast.’ 

As she descended the stairs and galleries of the palace, she heard a faint rising 
echo from the distant walls. The people there had begun to realize that the battle 
was going against Constantius. Through the dust clouds masses of horsemen 
were visible, racing toward the city. 

Palace and prison were connected by a long closed gallery, whose vaulted roof 
rose on gloomy arches. Hurrying along this, the false queen and her slave passed 
through a heavy door at the other end that let them into the dim-lit recesses of 
the prison. They had emerged into a wide, arched corridor at a point near where 
a stone stair descended into the darkness. Salome recoiled suddenly, swearing. In 
the gloom of the hall lay a motionless form — a Shemitish jailer, his short beard 
tilted toward the roof as his head hung on a half-severed neck. As panting voices 
from below reached the girl’s ears, she shrank back into the black shadow of an 
arch, pushing the priest behind her, her hand groping in her girdle. 


6 The Vulture’s Wings 


It was the smoky light of a torch which roused Taramis, Queen of Khauran, from 
the slumber in which she sought forgetfulness. Lifting herself on her hand she 
raked back her tangled hair and blinked up, expecting to meet the mocking 
countenance of Salome, malign with new torments. Instead a cry of pity and 
horror reached her ears. 

“Taramis! Oh, my Queen!’ 

The sound was so strange to her ears that she thought she was still dreaming. 
Behind the torch she could make out figures now, the glint of steel, then five 
countenances bent toward her, not swarthy and hook-nosed, but lean, aquiline 
faces, browned by the sun. She crouched in her tatters, staring wildly. 

One of the figures sprang forward and fell on one knee before her, arms 
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stretched appealingly toward her. 

‘Oh, Taramis! Thank Ishtar we have found you! Do you not remember me, 
Valerius? Once with your own lips you praised me, after the battle of Korveka!’ 

‘Valerius!’ she stammered. Suddenly tears welled into her eyes. ‘Oh, I dream! 
It is some magic of Salome’s to torment me!’ 

‘No!’ The cry rang with exultation. ‘It is your own true vassals come to rescue 
you! Yet we must hasten. Constantius fights in the plain against Conan, who has 
brought the Zuagirs across the river, but three hundred Shemites yet hold the 
city. We slew the jailer and took his keys, and have seen no other guards. But we 
must be gone. Come!’ 

The queen’s legs gave way, not from weakness but from the reaction. Valerius 
lifted her like a child, and with the torch-bearer hurrying before them, they left 
the dungeon and went up a slimy stone stair. It seemed to mount endlessly, but 
presently they emerged into a corridor. 

They were passing a dark arch when the torch was suddenly struck out, and the 
bearer cried out in fierce, brief agony. A burst of blue fire glared in the dark 
corridor, in which the furious face of Salome was limned momentarily, with a 
beast-like figure crouching beside her — then the eyes of the watchers were 
blinded by that blaze. 

Valerius tried to stagger along the corridor with the queen; dazedly he heard 
the sound of murderous blows driven deep in flesh, accompanied by gasps of 
death and a bestial grunting. Then the queen was torn brutally from his arms, and 
a savage blow on his helmet dashed him to the floor. 

Grimly he crawled to his feet, shaking his head in an effort to rid himself of the 
blue flame which seemed still to dance devilishly before him. When his blinded 
sight cleared, he found himself alone in the corridor — alone except for the dead. 
His four companions lay in their blood, heads and bosoms cleft and gashed. 
Blinded and dazed in that hell-born glare, they had died without an opportunity 
of defending themselves. The queen was gone. 

With a bitter curse Valerius caught up his sword, tearing his cleft helmet from 
his head to clatter on the flags; blood ran down his cheek from a cut in his scalp. 

Reeling, frantic with indecision, he heard a voice calling his name in desperate 
urgency: ‘Valerius! Valerius!’ 

He staggered in the direction of the voice, and rounded a corner just in time to 
have his arms filled with a soft, supple figure which flung itself frantically at 
him. 

‘Ivga! Are you mad!’ 

‘I had to come!’ she sobbed. ‘I followed you — hid in an arch of the outer court. 
A moment ago I saw her emerge with a brute who carried a woman in his arms. I 
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knew it was Taramis, and that you had failed! Oh, you are hurt!’ 

‘A scratch!’ He put aside her clinging hands. ‘Quick, Ivga, tell me which way 
they went!’ 

“They fled across the square toward the temple.’ 

He paled. ‘Ishtar! Oh, the fiend! She means to give Taramis to the devil she 
worships! Quick, Ivga! Run to the south wall where the people watch the battle! 
Tell them that their real queen has been found — that the impostor has dragged 
her to the temple! Go!’ 

Sobbing, the girl sped away, her light sandals pattering on the cobblestones, 
and Valerius raced across the court, plunged into the street, dashed into the 
square upon which it debouched, and raced for the great structure that rose on 
the opposite side. 

His flying feet spurned the marble as he darted up the broad stair and through 
the pillared portico. Evidently their prisoner had given them some trouble. 
Taramis, sensing the doom intended for her, was fighting against it with all the 
strength of her splendid young body. Once she had broken away from the brutish 
priest, only to be dragged down again. 

The group was halfway down the broad nave, at the other end of which stood 
the grim altar and beyond that the great metal door, obscenely carven, through 
which many had gone, but from which only Salome had ever emerged. 
Taramis’s breath came in panting gasps; her tattered garment had been torn from 
her in the struggle. She writhed in the grasp of her apish captor like a white, 
naked nymph in the arms of a satyr. Salome watched cynically, though 
impatiently, moving toward the carven door, and from the dusk that lurked along 
the lofty walls the obscene gods and gargoyles leered down, as if imbued with 
salacious life. 

Choking with fury, Valerius rushed down the great hall, sword in hand. At a 
sharp cry from Salome, the skull-faced priest looked up, then released Taramis, 
drew a heavy knife, already smeared with blood, and ran at the oncoming 
Khaurani. 

But cutting down men blinded by the devil’s-flame loosed by Salome was 
different from fighting a wiry young Hyborian afire with hate and rage. 

Up went the dripping knife, but before it could fall Valerius’s keen narrow 
blade slashed through the air, and the fist that held the knife jumped from its 
wrist in a shower of blood. Valerius, berserk, slashed again and yet again before 
the crumpling figure could fall. The blade licked through flesh and bone. The 
skull-like head fell one way, the half-sundered torso the other. 

Valerius whirled on his toes, quick and fierce as a jungle-cat, glaring about for 
Salome. She must have exhausted her fire-dust in the prison. She was bending 
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over Taramis, grasping her sister’s black locks in one hand, in the other lifting a 
dagger. Then with a fierce cry Valerius’s sword was sheathed in her breast with 
such fury that the point sprang out between her shoulders. With an awful shriek 
the witch sank down, writhing in convulsions, grasping at the naked blade as it 
was withdrawn, smoking and dripping. Her eyes were inhuman; with a more 
than human vitality she clung to the life that ebbed through the wound that split 
the crimson crescent on her ivory bosom. She groveled on the floor, clawing and 
biting at the naked stones in her agony. 

Sickened at the sight, Valerius stooped and lifted the half-fainting queen. 
Turning his back on the twisting figure on the floor, he ran toward the door, 
stumbling in his haste. He staggered out upon the portico, halted at the head of 
the steps. The square thronged with people. Some had come at Ivga’s incoherent 
cries; others had deserted the walls in fear of the onsweeping hordes out of the 
desert, fleeing unreasoningly toward the centre of the city. Dumb resignation had 
vanished. The throng seethed and milled, yelling and screaming. About the road 
there sounded somewhere the splintering of stone and timbers. 

A band of grim Shemites cleft the crowd — the guards of the northern gates, 
hurrying toward the south gate to reinforce their comrades there. They reined up 
short at the sight of the youth on the steps, holding the limp, naked figure in his 
arms. The heads of the throng turned toward the temple; the crowd gaped, a new 
bewilderment added to their swirling confusion. 

‘Here is your queen!’ yelled Valerius, straining to make himself understood 
above the clamor. The people gave back a bewildered roar. They did not 
understand, and Valerius sought in vain to lift his voice above their bedlam. The 
Shemites rode toward the temple steps, beating a way through the crowd with 
their spears. 

Then a new, grisly element introduced itself into the frenzy. Out of the gloom 
of the temple behind Valerius wavered a slim white figure, laced with crimson. 
The people screamed; there in the arms of Valerius hung the woman they 
thought their queen; yet there in the temple door staggered another figure, like a 
reflection of the other. Their brains reeled. Valerius felt his blood congeal as he 
stared at the swaying witch-girl. His sword had transfixed her, sundered her 
heart. She should be dead; by all laws of nature she should be dead. Yet there 
she swayed, on her feet, clinging horribly to life. 

“Thaug!’ she screamed, reeling in the doorway. ‘Thaug!’ As in answer to that 
frightful invocation there boomed a thunderous croaking from within the temple, 
the snapping of wood and metal. 

“That is the queen!’ roared the captain of the Shemites, lifting his bow. ‘Shoot 
down the man and other woman!’ 
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But the roar of a roused hunting-pack rose from the people; they had guessed 
the truth at last, understood Valerius’s frenzied appeals, knew that the girl who 
hung limply in his arms was their true queen. With a soul-shaking yell they 
surged on the Shemites, tearing and smiting with tooth and nail and naked hands, 
with the desperation of hard-pent fury loosed at last. Above them Salome 
swayed and tumbled down the marble stairs, dead at last. 

Arrows flickered about him as Valerius ran back between the pillars of the 
portico, shielding the body of the queen with his own. Shooting and slashing 
ruthlessly, the mounted Shemites were holding their own with the maddened 
crowd. Valerius darted to the temple door — with one foot on the threshold he 
recoiled, crying out in horror and despair. 

Out of the gloom at the other end of the great hall a vast dark form heaved up — 
came rushing toward him in gigantic frog-like hops. He saw the gleam of great 
unearthly eyes, the shimmer of fangs or talons. He fell back from the door, and 
then the whir of a shaft past his ear warned him that death was also behind him. 
He wheeled desperately. Four or five Shemites had cut their way through the 
throng and were spurring their horses up the steps, their bows lifted to shoot him 
down. He sprang behind a pillar, on which the arrows splintered. Taramis had 
fainted. She hung like a dead woman in his arms. 

Before the Shemites could loose again, the doorway was blocked by a gigantic 
shape. With affrighted yells the mercenaries wheeled and began beating a frantic 
way through the throng, which crushed back in sudden, galvanized horror, 
trampling one another in their stampede. 

But the monster seemed to be watching Valerius and the girl. Squeezing its 
vast, unstable bulk through the door, it bounded toward him, as he ran down the 
steps. He felt it looming behind him, a giant shadowy thing, like a travesty of 
nature cut out of the heart of night, a black shapelessness in which only the 
staring eyes and gleaming fangs were distinct. 

There came a sudden thunder of hoofs; a rout of Shemites, bloody and 
battered, streamed across the square from the south, plowing blindly through the 
packed throng. Behind them swept a horde of horsemen yelling in a familiar 
tongue, waving red swords — the exiles, returned! With them rode fifty black- 
bearded desert-riders, and at their head a giant figure in black mail. 

‘Conan!’ shrieked Valerius. ‘Conan!’ 

The giant yelled a command. Without checking their headlong pace, the desert 
men lifted their bows, drew and loosed. A cloud of arrows sang across the 
square, over the seething heads of the multitudes, and sank feather-deep in the 
black monster. It halted, wavered, reared, a black blot against the marble pillars. 
Again the sharp cloud sang, and yet again, and the horror collapsed and rolled 
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down the steps, as dead as the witch who had summoned it out of the night of 
ages. 

Conan drew rein beside the portico, leaped off. Valerius had laid the queen on 
the marble, sinking beside her in utter exhaustion. The people surged about, 
crowding in. The Cimmerian cursed them back, lifted her dark head, pillowed it 
against his mailed shoulder. 

‘By Crom, what is this? The real Taramis! But who is that yonder?’ 

“The demon who wore her shape,’ panted Valerius. 

Conan swore heartily. Ripping a cloak from the shoulders of a soldier, he 
wrapped it about the naked queen. Her long dark lashes quivered on her cheeks; 
her eyes opened, stared up unbelievingly into the Cimmerian’s scarred face. 

‘Conan!’ Her soft fingers caught at him. ‘Do I dream? She told me you were 
dead—’ 

‘Scarcely!’ He grinned hardly. “You do not dream. You are Queen of Khauran 
again. I broke Constantius, out there by the river. Most of his dogs never lived to 
reach the walls, for I gave orders that no prisoners be taken — except Constantius. 
The city guard closed the gate in our faces, but we burst in with rams swung 
from our saddles. I left all my wolves outside, except this fifty. I didn’t trust 
them in here, and these Khaurani lads were enough for the gate guards.’ 

‘It has been a nightmare!’ she whimpered. ‘Oh, my poor people! You must 
help me try to repay them for all they have suffered, Conan, henceforth 
councilor as well as captain!’ 

Conan laughed, but shook his head. Rising, he set the queen upon her feet, and 
beckoned to a number of his Khaurani horsemen who had not continued the 
pursuit of the fleeing Shemites. They sprang from their horses, eager to do the 
bidding of their new-found queen. 

‘No, lass, that’s over with. I’m chief of the Zuagirs now, and must lead them to 
plunder the Turanians, as I promised. This lad, Valerius, will make you a better 
captain than I. I wasn’t made to dwell among marble walls, anyway. But I must 
leave you now, and complete what I’ve begun. Shemites still live in Khauran.’ 

As Valerius started to follow Taramis across the square towards the palace, 
through a lane opened by the wildly cheering multitude, he felt a soft hand 
slipped timidly into his sinewy fingers and turned to receive the slender body of 
Ivga in his arms. He crushed her to him and drank her kisses with the gratitude 
of a weary fighter who has attained rest at last through tribulation and storm. 

But not all men seek rest and peace; some are born with the spirit of the storm 
in their blood, restless harbingers of violence and bloodshed, knowing no other 
path ... 
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The sun was rising. The ancient caravan road was thronged with white-robed 
horsemen, in a wavering line that stretched from the walls of Khauran to a spot 
far out in the plain. Conan the Cimmerian sat at the head of that column, near the 
jagged end of a wooden beam that stuck up out of the ground. Near that stump 
rose a heavy cross, and on that cross a man hung by spikes through his hands 
and feet. 

‘Seven months ago, Constantius,’ said Conan, ‘it was I who hung there, and 
you who sat here.’ 

Constantius did not reply; he licked his gray lips and his eyes were glassy with 
pain and fear. Muscles writhed like cords along his lean body. 

“You are more fit to inflict torture than to endure it,’ said Conan tranquilly. ‘I 
hung there on a cross as you are hanging, and I lived, thanks to circumstances 
and a stamina peculiar to barbarians. But you civilized men are soft; your lives 
are not nailed to your spines as are ours. Your fortitude consists mainly in 
inflicting torment, not in enduring it. You will be dead before sundown. And so, 
Falcon of the desert, I leave you to the companionship of another bird of the 
desert.’ 

He gestured toward the vultures whose shadows swept across the sands as they 
wheeled overhead. From the lips of Constantius came an inhuman cry of despair 
and horror. 

Conan lifted his reins and rode toward the river that shone like silver in the 
morning sun. Behind him the white-clad riders struck into a trot; the gaze of 
each, as he passed a certain spot, turned impersonally and with the desert man’s 
lack of compassion, toward the cross and the gaunt figure that hung there, black 
against the sunrise. Their horses’ hoofs beat out a knell in the dust. Lower and 
lower swept the wings of the hungry vultures. 
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JEWELS OF GWAHLUR 


1 Paths of Intrigue 


The cures rose seer from the jungle, towering ramparts of stone that glinted jade-blue 
and dull crimson in the rising sun, and curved away and away to east and west 
above the waving emerald ocean of fronds and leaves. It looked insurmountable, 
that giant palisade with its sheer curtains of solid rock in which bits of quartz 
winked dazzlingly in the sunlight. But the man who was working his tedious 
way upward was already halfway to the top. 

He came of a race of hillmen, accustomed to scaling forbidding crags, and he 
was a man of unusual strength and agility. His only garment was a pair of short 
red silk breeks, and his sandals were slung to his back, out of his way, as were 
his sword and dagger. 

The man was powerfully built, supple as a panther. His skin was bronzed by 
the sun, his square-cut black mane confined by a silver band about his temples. 
His iron muscles, quick eyes and sure feet served him well here, for it was a 
climb to test these qualities to the utmost. A hundred and fifty feet below him 
waved the jungle. An equal distance above him the rim of the cliffs was etched 
against the morning sky. 

He labored like one driven by the necessity of haste; yet he was forced to move 
at a snail’s pace, clinging like a fly on a wall. His groping hands and feet found 
niches and knobs, precarious holds at best, and sometimes he virtually hung by 
his finger nails. Yet upward he went, clawing, squirming, fighting for every foot. 
At times he paused to rest his aching muscles, and, shaking the sweat out of his 
eyes, twisted his head to stare searchingly out over the jungle, combing the green 
expanse for any trace of human life or motion. 

Now the summit was not far above him, and he observed, only a few feet 
above his head, a break in the sheer stone of the cliff. An instant later he had 
reached it — a small cavern, just below the edge of the rim. As his head rose 
above the lip of its floor, he grunted. He clung there, his elbows hooked over the 
lip. The cave was so tiny that it was little more than a niche cut in the stone, but 
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held an occupant. A shriveled mummy, cross-legged, arms folded on the 
withered breast upon which the shrunken head was sunk, sat in the little cavern. 
The limbs were bound in place with rawhide thongs which had become mere 
rotted wisps. If the form had ever been clothed, the ravages of time had long ago 
reduced the garments to dust. But thrust between the crossed arms and the 
shrunken breast there was a roll of parchment, yellowed with age to the color of 
old ivory. 

The climber stretched forth a long arm and wrenched away this cylinder. 
Without investigation he thrust it into his girdle and hauled himself up until he 
was Standing in the opening of the niche. A spring upward and he caught the rim 
of the cliffs and pulled himself up and over almost with the same motion. 

There he halted, panting, and stared downward. 

It was like looking into the interior of a vast bowl, rimmed by a circular stone 
wall. The floor of the bowl was covered with trees and denser vegetation, though 
nowhere did the growth duplicate the jungle denseness of the outer forest. The 
cliffs marched around it without a break and of uniform height. It was a freak of 
nature, not to be paralleled, perhaps, in the whole world: a vast natural 
amphitheater, a circular bit of forested plain, three or four miles in diameter, cut 
off from the rest of the world, and confined within the ring of those palisaded 
cliffs. 

But the man on the cliffs did not devote his thoughts to marveling at the 
topographical phenomenon. With tense eagerness he searched the tree-tops 
below him, and exhaled a gusty sigh when he caught the glint of marble domes 
amidst the twinkling green. It was no myth, then; below him lay the fabulous and 
deserted palace of Alkmeenon. 

Conan the Cimmerian, late of the Baracha Isles, of the Black Coast, and of 
many other climes where life ran wild, had come to the kingdom of Keshan 
following the lure of a fabled treasure that outshone the hoard of the Turanian 
kings. 

Keshan was a barbaric kingdom lying in the eastern hinterlands of Kush where 
the broad grasslands merge with the forests that roll up from the south. The 
people were a mixed race, a dusky nobility ruling a population that was largely 
pure negro. The rulers — princes and high priests — claimed descent from a white 
race which, in a mythical age, had ruled a kingdom whose capital city was 
Alkmeenon. Conflicting legends sought to explain the reason for that race’s 
eventual downfall, and the abandonment of the city by the survivors. Equally 
nebulous were the tales of the Teeth of Gwahlur, the treasure of Alkmeenon. But 
these misty legends had been enough to bring Conan to Keshan, over vast 
distances of plain, river-laced jungle, and mountains. 
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He had found Keshan, which in itself was considered mythical by many 
northern and western nations, and he had heard enough to confirm the rumors of 
the treasure that men called the Teeth of Gwahlur. But its hiding-place he could 
not learn, and he was confronted with the necessity of explaining his presence in 
Keshan. Unattached strangers were not welcome there. 

But he was not nonplussed. With cool assurance he made his offer to the 
stately plumed, suspicious grandees of the barbarically magnificent court. He 
was a professional fighting-man. In search of employment (he said) he had come 
to Keshan. For a price he would train the armies of Keshan and lead them 
against Punt, their hereditary enemy, whose recent successes in the field had 
aroused the fury of Keshan’s irascible king. 

This proposition was not so audacious as it might seem. Conan’s fame had 
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preceded him, even into distant Keshan; his exploits as a chief of the black 
corsairs, those wolves of the southern coasts, had made his name known, 
admired and feared throughout the black kingdoms. He did not refuse tests 
devised by the dusky lords. Skirmishes along the borders were incessant, 
affording the Cimmerian plenty of opportunities to demonstrate his ability at 
hand-to-hand fighting. His reckless ferocity impressed the lords of Keshan, 
already aware of his reputation as a leader of men, and the prospects seemed 
favorable. All Conan secretly desired was employment to give him legitimate 
excuse for remaining in Keshan long enough to locate the hiding-place of the 
Teeth of Gwahlur. Then there came an interruption. Thutmekri came to Keshan 
at the head of an embassy from Zembabwei. 

Thutmekri was a Stygian, an adventurer and a rogue whose wits had 
recommended him to the twin kings of the great hybrid trading kingdom which 
lay many days’ march to the east. He and the Cimmerian knew each other of old, 
and without love. Thutmekri likewise had a proposition to make to the king of 
Keshan, and it also concerned the conquest of Punt — which kingdom, 
incidentally, lying east of Keshan, had recently expelled the Zembabwan traders 
and burned their fortresses. 

His offer outweighed even the prestige of Conan. He pledged himself to invade 
Punt from the east with a host of black spearmen, Shemitish archers, and 
mercenary swordsmen, and to aid the king of Keshan to annex the hostile 
kingdom. The benevolent kings of Zembabwei desired only a monopoly of the 
trade of Keshan and her tributaries — and, as a pledge of good faith, some of the 
Teeth of Gwahlur. These would be put to no base usage. Thutmekri hastened to 
explain to the suspicious chieftains; they would be placed in the temple of 
Zembabwei beside the squat gold idols of Dagon and Derketo, sacred guests in 
the holy shrine of the kingdom, to seal the covenant between Keshan and 
Zembabwei. This statement brought a savage grin to Conan’s hard lips. 

The Cimmerian made no attempt to match wits and intrigue with Thutmekri 
and his Shemitish partner, Zargheba. He knew that if Thutmekri won his point, 
he would insist on the instant banishment of his rival. There was but one thing 
for Conan to do: find the jewels before the king of Keshan made up his mind and 
flee with them. But by this time he was certain that they were not hidden in 
Keshia, the royal city which was a swarm of thatched huts crowding about a 
mud wall that enclosed a palace of stone and mud and bamboo. 

While he fumed with nervous impatience, the high priest Gorulga announced 
that before any decision could be reached, the will of the gods must be 
ascertained concerning the proposed alliance with Zembabwei and the pledge of 
objects long held holy and inviolate. The oracle of Alkmeenon must be 
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consulted. 

This was an awesome thing, and it caused tongues to wag excitedly in palace 
and bee-hive hut. Not for a century had the priests visited the silent city. The 
oracle, men said, was the Princess Yelaya, the last ruler of Alkmeenon, who had 
died in the full bloom of her youth and beauty, and whose body had 
miraculously remained unblemished throughout the ages. Of old, priests had 
made their way into the haunted city, and she had taught them wisdom. The last 
priest to seek the oracle had been a wicked man, who had sought to steal for 
himself the curiously cut jewels that men called the Teeth of Gwahlur. But some 
doom had come upon him in the deserted palace, from which his acolytes, 
fleeing, had told tales of horror that had for a hundred years frightened the 
priests from the city and the oracle. 

But Gorulga, the present high priest, as one confident in his knowledge of his 
own integrity, announced that he would go with a handful of followers to revive 
the ancient custom. And in the excitement tongues buzzed indiscreetly, and 
Conan caught the clue for which he had sought for weeks — the overheard 
whisper of a lesser priest that sent the Cimmerian stealing out of Keshia the 
night before the dawn when the priests were to start. 

Riding as hard as he dared for a night and a day and a night, he came in the 
early dawn to the cliffs of Alkmeenon, which stood in the southwestern corner of 
the kingdom, amidst uninhabited jungle which was taboo to common men. None 
but the priests dared approach the haunted vale within a distance of many miles. 
And not even a priest had entered Alkmeenon for a hundred years. 

No man had ever climbed these cliffs, legends said, and none but the priests 
knew the secret entrance into the valley. Conan did not waste time looking for it. 
Steeps that balked these people, horsemen and dwellers of plain and level forest, 
were not impossible for a man born in the rugged hills of Cimmeria. 

Now on the summit of the cliffs he looked down into the circular valley and 
wondered what plague, war or superstition had driven the members of that 
ancient race forth from their stronghold to mingle with and be absorbed by the 
tribes that hemmed them in. 

This valley had been their citadel. There the palace stood, and there only the 
royal family and their court dwelt. The real city stood outside the cliffs. Those 
waving masses of green jungle vegetation hid its ruins. But the domes that 
glistened in the leaves below him were the unbroken pinnacles of the royal 
palace of Alkmeenon which had defied the corroding ages. 

Swinging a leg over the rim he went down swiftly. The inner side of the cliffs 
was more broken, not quite so sheer. In less than half the time it had taken him 
to ascend the outer side, he dropped to the swarded valley floor. 
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With one hand on his sword, he looked alertly about him. There was no reason 
to suppose men lied when they said that Alkmeenon was empty and deserted, 
haunted only by the ghosts of the dead past. But it was Conan’s nature to be 
suspicious and wary. The silence was primordial; not even a leaf quivered on a 
branch. When he bent to peer under the trees, he saw nothing but the marching 
rows of trunks, receding and receding into the blue gloom of the deep woods. 

Nevertheless he went warily, sword in hand, his restless eyes combing the 
shadows from side to side, his springy tread making no sound on the sward. All 
about him he saw signs of an ancient civilization; marble fountains, voiceless 
and crumbling, stood in circles of slender trees whose patterns were too 
symmetrical to have been a chance of nature. Forest-growth and underbrush had 
invaded the evenly planned groves, but their outlines were still visible. Broad 
pavements ran away under the trees, broken, and with grass growing through the 
wide cracks. He glimpsed walls with ornamental copings, lattices of carven 
stone that might once have served as the walls of pleasure pavilions. 

Ahead of him, through the trees, the domes gleamed and the bulk of the 
structure supporting them became more apparent as he advanced. Presently, 
pushing through a screen of vine-tangled branches, he came into a comparatively 
open space where the trees straggled, unencumbered by undergrowth, and saw 
before him the wide, pillared portico of the palace. 

As he mounted the broad marble steps, he noted that the building was in far 
better state of preservation than the lesser structures he had glimpsed. The thick 
walls and massive pillars seemed too powerful to crumble before the assault of 
time and the elements. The same enchanted quiet brooded over all. The cat-like 
pad of his sandaled feet seemed startlingly loud in the stillness. 

Somewhere in this palace lay the effigy or image which had in times past 
served as oracle for the priests of Keshan. And somewhere in the palace, unless 
that indiscreet priest had babbled a lie, was hidden the treasure of the forgotten 
kings of Alkmeenon. 

Conan passed into a broad, lofty hall, lined with tall columns, between which 
arches gaped, their door long rotted away. He traversed this in a twilight 
dimness, and at the other end passed through great double-valved bronze doors 
which stood partly open, as they might have stood for centuries. He emerged 
into a vast domed chamber which must have served as audience hall for the 
kings of Alkmeenon. 

It was octagonal in shape, and the great dome up to which the lofty ceiling 
curved obviously was cunningly pierced, for the chamber was much better 
lighted than the hall which led to it. At the farther side of the great room there 
rose a dais with broad lapsi-lazuli steps leading up to it, and on that dais there 
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stood a massive chair with ornate arms and a high back which once doubtless 
supported a cloth-of-gold canopy. Conan grunted explosively and his eyes lit. 
The golden throne of Alkmeenon, named in immemorial legendry! He weighed 
it with a practised eye. It represented a fortune in itself, if he were but able to 
bear it away. Its richness fired his imagination concerning the treasure itself, and 
made him burn with eagerness. His fingers itched to plunge among the gems he 
had heard described by story-tellers in the market squares of Keshia, who 
repeated tales handed down from mouth to mouth through the centuries — jewels 
not to be duplicated in the world, rubies, emeralds, diamonds, bloodstones, 
opals, sapphires, the loot of the ancient world. 

He had expected to find the oracle-effigy seated on the throne, but since it was 
not, it was probably placed in some other part of the palace, if, indeed, such a 
thing really existed. But since he had turned his face toward Keshan, so many 
myths had proved to be realities that he did not doubt that he would find some 
kind of image or god. 

Behind the throne there was a narrow arched doorway which doubtless had 
been masked by hangings in the days of Alkmeenon’s life. He glanced through it 
and saw that it let into an alcove, empty, and with a narrow corridor leading off 
from it at right angles. Turning away from it, he spied another arch to the left of 
the dais, and it, unlike the others, was furnished with a door. Nor was it any 
common door. The portal was of the same rich metal as the throne, and carved 
with many curious arabesques. 

At his touch it swung open so readily that its hinges might recently have been 
oiled. Inside he halted, staring. 

He was in a square chamber of no great dimensions, whose marble walls rose 
to an ornate ceiling, inlaid with gold. Gold friezes ran about the base and the top 
of the walls, and there was no door other than the one through which he had 
entered. But he noted these details mechanically. His whole attention was 
centered on the shape which lay on an ivory dais before him. 

He had expected an image, probably carved with the skill of a forgotten art. 
But no art could mimic the perfection of the figure that lay before him. 

It was no effigy of stone or metal or ivory. It was the actual body of a woman, 
and by what dark art the ancients had preserved that form unblemished for so 
many ages Conan could not even guess. The very garments she wore were intact 
— and Conan scowled at that, a vague uneasiness stirring at the back of his mind. 
The arts that preserved the body should not have affected the garments. Yet there 
they were — gold breast-plates set with concentric circles of small gems, gilded 
sandals, and a short silken skirt upheld by a jeweled girdle. Neither cloth nor 
metal showed any signs of decay. 
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Yelaya was coldly beautiful, even in death. Her body was like alabaster, 
slender yet voluptuous; a great crimson jewel gleamed against the darkly piled 
foam of her hair. 

Conan stood frowning down at her, and then tapped the dais with his sword. 
Possibilities of a hollow containing the treasure occurred to him, but the dais 
rang solid. He turned and paced the chamber in some indecision. Where should 
he search first, in the limited time at his disposal? The priest he had overheard 
babbling to a courtesan had said the treasure was hidden in the palace. But that 
included a space of considerable vastness. He wondered if he should hide 
himself until the priests had come and gone, and then renew the search. But there 
was a strong chance that they might take the jewels with them when they 
returned to Keshia. For he was convinced that Thutmekri had corrupted Gorulga. 

Conan could predict Thutmektri’s plans from his knowledge of the man. He 
knew that it had been Thutmekri who had proposed the conquest of Punt to the 
kings of Zembabwei, which conquest was but one move toward their real goal — 
the capture of the Teeth of Gwahlur. Those wary kings would demand proof that 
the treasure really existed before they made any move. The jewels Thutmekri 
asked as a pledge would furnish that proof. 

With positive evidence of the treasure’s reality, the kings of Zembabwei would 
move. Punt would be invaded simultaneously from the east and the west, but the 
Zembabwans would see to it that the Keshani did most of the fighting, and then, 
when both Punt and Keshan were exhausted from the struggle the Zembabwans 
would crush both races, loot Keshan and take the treasure by force, if they had to 
destroy every building and torture every living human in the kingdom. 

But there was always another possibility: if Thutmekri could get his hands on 
the hoard, it would be characteristic of the man to cheat his employers, steal the 
jewels for himself and decamp, leaving the Zembabwan emissaries holding the 
sack. 

Conan believed that this consulting of the oracle was but a ruse to persuade the 
king of Keshan to accede to Thutmekri’s wishes — for he never for a moment 
doubted that Gorulga was as subtle and devious as all the rest mixed up in this 
grand swindle. Conan had not approached the high priest himself, because in the 
game of bribery he would have no chance against Thutmekri, and to attempt it 
would be to play directly into the Stygian’s hands. Gorulga could denounce the 
Cimmerian to the people, establish a reputation for integrity, and rid Thutmekri 
of his rival at one stroke. He wondered how Thutmekri had corrupted the high 
priest, and just what could be offered as a bribe to a man who had the greatest 
treasure in the world under his fingers. 

At any rate he was sure that the oracle would be made to say that the gods 
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willed it that Keshan should follow Thutmekri’s wishes, and he was sure, too, 
that it would drop a few pointed remarks concerming himself. After that Keshia 
would be too hot for the Cimmerian, nor had Conan had any intention of 
returning when he rode away in the night. 

The oracle chamber held no clue for him. He went forth into the great throne- 
room and laid his hands on the throne. It was heavy, but he could tilt it up. The 
floor beneath, a thick marble dais, was solid. Again he sought the alcove. His 
mind clung to a secret crypt near the oracle. Painstakingly he began to tap along 
the walls, and presently his taps rang hollow at a spot opposite the mouth of the 
narrow corridor. Looking more closely he saw that the crack between the marble 
panel at that point and the next was wider than usual. He inserted a dagger-point 
and pried. 

Silently the panel swung open, revealing a niche in the wall, but nothing else. 
He swore feelingly. The aperture was empty, and it did not look as if it had ever 
served as a crypt for treasure. Leaning into the niche he saw a system of tiny 
holes in the wall, about on a level with a man’s mouth. He peered through, and 
grunted understandingly. That was the wall that formed the partition between the 
alcove and the oracle chamber. Those holes had not been visible in the chamber. 
Conan grinned. This explained the mystery of the oracle, but it was a bit cruder 
than he had expected. Gorulga would plant either himself or some trusted minion 
in that niche, to talk through the holes, and the credulous acolytes would accept 
it as the veritable voice of Yelaya. 

Remembering something, the Cimmerian drew forth the roll of parchment he 
had taken from the mummy and unrolled it carefully, as it seemed ready to fall to 
pieces with age. He scowled over the dim characters with which it was covered. 
In his roaming about the world the giant adventurer had picked up a wide 
smattering of knowledge, particularly including the speaking and reading of 
many alien tongues. Many a sheltered scholar would have been astonished at the 
Cimmerian’s linguistic abilities, for he had experienced many adventures where 
knowledge of a strange language had meant the difference between life and 
death. 

These characters were puzzling, at once familiar and unintelligible, and 
presently he discovered the reason. They were the characters of archaic 
Pelishtim, which possessed many points of difference from the modern script, 
with which he was familiar, and which, three centuries ago, had been modified 
by conquest by a nomad tribe. This older, purer script baffled him. He made out 
a recurrent phrase, however, which he recognized as a proper name: Bit Yakin. 
He gathered that it was the name of the writer. 

Scowling, his lips unconsciously moving as he struggled with the task, he 
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blundered through the manuscript, finding much of it untranslatable and most of 
the rest of it obscure. 

He gathered that the writer, the mysterious Bit Yakin, had come from afar with 
his servants, and entered the valley of Alkmeenon. Much that followed was 
meaningless, interspersed as it was with unfamiliar phrases and characters. Such 
as he could translate seemed to indicate the passing of a very long period of 
time. The name of Yelaya was repeated frequently, and toward the last part of 
the manuscript it became apparent that Bit Yakin knew that death was upon him. 
With a slight start Conan realized that the mummy in the cavern must be the 
remains of the writer of the manuscript, the mysterious Pelishtim, Bit Yakin. The 
man had died, as he had prophesied, and his servants, obviously, had placed him 
in that open crypt, high up on the cliffs, according to his instructions before his 
death. 

It was strange that Bit Yakin was not mentioned in any of the legends of 
Alkmeenon. Obviously he had come to the valley after it had been deserted by 
the original inhabitants — the manuscript indicated as much — but it seemed 
peculiar that the priests who came in the old days to consult the oracle had not 
seen the man or his servants. Conan felt sure that the mummy and this 
parchment were more than a hundred years old. Bit Yakin had dwelt in the 
valley when the priests came of old to bow before dead Yelaya. Yet concerning 
him the legends were silent, telling only of a deserted city, haunted only by the 
dead. 

Why had the man dwelt in this desolate spot, and to what unknown destination 
had his servants departed after disposing of their master’s corpse? 

Conan shrugged his shoulders and thrust the parchment back into his girdle — 
he started violently, the skin on the backs of his hands tingling. Startlingly, 
shockingly in the slumberous stillness, there had boomed the deep strident 
clangor of a great gong! 

He wheeled, crouching like a great cat, sword in hand, glaring down the 
narrow corridor from which the sound had seemed to come. Had the priests of 
Keshia arrived? This was improbable, he knew; they would not have had time to 
reach the valley. But that gong was indisputable evidence of human presence. 

Conan was basically a direct-actionist. Such subtlety as he possessed had been 
acquired through contact with the more devious races. When taken off guard by 
some unexpected occurrence, he reverted instinctively to type. So now, instead 
of hiding or slipping away in the opposite direction as the average man might 
have done, he ran straight down the corridor in the direction of the sound. His 
sandals made no more sound than the pads of a panther would have made; his 
eyes were Slits, his lips unconsciously asnarl. Panic had momentarily touched his 
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soul at the shock of that unexpected reverberation, and the red rage of the 
primitive that is wakened by threat of peril always lurked close to the surface of 
the Cimmerian. 

He emerged presently from the winding corridor into a small open court. 
Something glinting in the sun caught his eye. It was the gong, a great gold disk, 
hanging from a gold arm extending from the crumbling wall. A brass mallet lay 
near, but there was no sound or sight of humanity. The surrounding arches gaped 
emptily. Conan crouched inside the doorway for what seemed a long time. There 
was no sound or movement throughout the great palace. His patience exhausted 
at last, he glided around the curve of the court, peering into the arches, ready to 
leap either way like a flash of light, or to strike right or left as a cobra strikes. 

He reached the gong, stared into the arch nearest it. He saw only a dim 
chamber, littered with the debris of decay. Beneath the gong the polished marble 
flags showed no footprints, but there was a scent in the air — a faintly fetid odor 
he could not classify; his nostrils dilated like those of a wild beast as he sought 
in vain to identify it. 

He turned toward the arch — with appalling suddenness the seemingly solid 
flags splintered and gave way under his feet. Even as he fell he spread wide his 
arms and caught the edges of the aperture that gaped beneath him. The edges 
crumbled off under his clutching fingers. Down into utter darkness he shot, into 
black icy water that gripped him and whirled him away with breathless speed. 


2 A Goddess Awakens 


The Cimmerian at first made no attempt to fight the current that was sweeping 
him through lightless night. He kept himself afloat, gripping between his teeth 
the sword, which he had not relinquished, even in his fall, and did not even seek 
to guess to what doom he was being borne. But suddenly a beam of light lanced 
the darkness ahead of him. He saw the surging, seething black surface of the 
water, in turmoil as if disturbed by some monster of the deep, and he saw the 
sheer stone walls of the channel curved up to a vault overhead. On each side ran 
a narrow ledge, just below the arching roof, but they were far out of his reach. At 
one point this roof had been broken, probably fallen in, and the light was 
streaming through the aperture. Beyond that shaft of light was utter blackness, 
and panic assailed the Cimmerian as he saw he would be swept on past that spot 
of light, and into the unknown blackness again. 

Then he saw something else: bronze ladders extended from the ledges to the 
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water’s surface at regular intervals, and there was one just ahead of him. 
Instantly he struck out for it, fighting the current that would have held him to the 
middle of the stream. It dragged at him as with tangible, animate slimy hands, 
but he buffeted the rushing surge with the strength of desperation and now drew 
closer and closer inshore, fighting furiously for every inch. Now he was even 
with the ladder and with a fierce, gasping plunge he gripped the bottom rung and 
hung on, breathless. 

A few seconds later he struggled up out of the seething water, trusting his 
weight dubiously to the corroded rungs. They sagged and bent, but they held, 
and he clambered up onto the narrow ledge which ran along the wall scarcely a 
man’s length below the curving roof. The tall Cimmerian was forced to bend his 
head as he stood up. A heavy bronze door showed in the stone at a point even 
with the head of the ladder, but it did not give to Conan’s efforts. He transferred 
his sword from his teeth to its scabbard, spitting blood — for the edge had cut his 
lips in that fierce fight with the river — and tumed his attention to the broken 
roof. 

He could reach his arms up through the crevice and grip the edge, and careful 
testing told him it would bear his weight. An instant later he had drawn himself 
up through the hole, and found himself in a wide chamber, in a state of extreme 
disrepair. Most of the roof had fallen in, as well as a great section of the floor, 
which was laid over the vault of a subterranean river. Broken arches opened into 
other chambers and corridors, and Conan believed he was still in the great 
palace. He wondered uneasily how many chambers in that palace had 
underground water directly under them, and when the ancient flags or tiles might 
give way again and precipitate him back into the current from which he had just 
crawled. 

And he wondered just how much of an accident that fall had been. Had those 
rotten flags simply chanced to give way beneath his weight, or was there a more 
sinister explanation? One thing at least was obvious: he was not the only living 
thing in that palace. That gong had not sounded of its own accord, whether the 
noise had been meant to lure him to his death, or not. The silence of the palace 
became suddenly sinister, fraught with crawling menace. 

Could it be someone on the same mission as himself? A sudden thought 
occurred to him, at the memory of the mysterious Bit-Yakin. Was it not possible 
that this man had found the Teeth of Gwahlur in his long residence in 
Alkmeenon — that his servants had taken them with them when they departed? 
The possibility that he might be following a will-o’-the-wisp infuriated the 
Cimmerian. 

Choosing a corridor which he believed led back toward the part of the palace 
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he had first entered, he hurried along it, stepping gingerly as he thought of that 
black river that seethed and foamed somewhere below his feet. 

His speculations recurrently revolved about the oracle chamber and its cryptic 
occupant. Somewhere in that vicinity must be the clue to the mystery of the 
treasure, if indeed it still remained in its immemorial hiding-place. 

The great palace lay silent as ever, disturbed only by the swift passing of his 
sandaled feet. The chambers and halls he traversed were crumbling into ruin, but 
as he advanced the ravages of decay became less apparent. He wondered briefly 
for what purpose the ladders had been suspended from the ledges over the 
subterranean river, but dismissed the matter with a shrug. He was little interested 
in speculating over unremunerative problems of antiquity. 

He was not sure just where the oracle chamber lay, from where he was, but 
presently he emerged into a corridor which led back into the great throne-room 
under one of the arches. He had reached a decision; it was useless for him to 
wander aimlessly about the palace, seeking the hoard. He would conceal himself 
somewhere here, wait until the Keshani priests came, and then, after they had 
gone through the farce of consulting the oracle, he would follow them to the 
hiding-place of the gems, to which he was certain they would go. Perhaps they 
would take only a few of the jewels with them. He would content himself with 
the rest. 

Drawn by a morbid fascination, he re-entered the oracle chamber and stared 
down again at the motionless figure of the princess who was worshipped as a 
goddess, entranced by her frigid beauty. What cryptic secret was locked in that 
marvelously molded form? 

He started violently. The breath sucked through his teeth, the short hairs 
prickled at the back of his scalp. The body still lay as he had first seen it, silent, 
motionless, in breast-plates of jeweled gold, gilded sandals and silken shirt. But 
now there was a subtle difference. The lissom limbs were not rigid, a peach- 
bloom touched the cheeks, the lips were red— 

With a panicky curse Conan ripped out his sword. 

‘Crom! She’s alive!’ 

At his words the long dark lashes lifted; the eyes opened and gaped up at him 
inscrutably, dark, lustrous, mystical. He glared in frozen speechlessness. 

She sat up with a supple ease, still holding his ensorceled stare. 

He licked his dry lips and found voice. 

“You — are — are you Yelaya?’ he stammered. 

‘I am Yelaya!’ The voice was rich and musical, and he stared with new 
wonder. ‘Do not fear. I will not harm you if you do my bidding.’ 

‘How can a dead woman come to life after all these centuries?’ he demanded, 
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as if skeptical of what his senses told him. A curious gleam was beginning to 
smolder in his eyes. 

She lifted her arms in a mystical gesture. 

‘I am a goddess. A thousand years ago there descended upon me the curse of 
the greater gods, the gods of darkness beyond the borders of light. The mortal in 
me died; the goddess in me could never die. Here I have lain for so many 
centuries, to awaken each night at sunset and hold my court as of yore, with 
specters drawn from the shadows of the past. Man, if you would not view that 
which will blast your soul for ever, get hence quickly! I command you! Go!’ The 
voice became imperious, and her slender arm lifted and pointed. 

Conan, his eyes burning slits, slowly sheathed his sword, but he did not obey 
her order. He stepped closer, as if impelled by a powerful fascination — without 
the slightest warning he grabbed her up in a bear-like grasp. She screamed a very 
ungoddess-like scream, and there was a sound of ripping silk, as with one 
ruthless wrench he tore off her skirt. 

“Goddess! Ha!’ His bark was full of angry contempt. He ignored the frantic 
writhings of his captive. ‘I thought it was strange that a princess of Alkmeenon 
would speak with a Corinthian accent! As soon as I’d gathered my wits I knew 
I’d seen you somewhere. You’re Muriela, Zargheba’s Corinthian dancing-girl. 
This crescent-shaped birthmark on your hip proves it. I saw it once when 
Zargheba was whipping you. Goddess! Bah!’ He smacked the betraying hip 
contemptuously and resoundingly with his open hand, and the girl yelped 
piteously. 

All her imperiousness had gone out of her. She was no longer a mystical figure 
of antiquity, but a terrified and humiliated dancing-girl, such as can be bought at 
almost any Shemitish market-place. She lifted up her voice and wept 
unashamedly. Her captor glared down at her with angry triumph. 

‘Goddess! Ha! So you were one of the veiled women Zargheba brought to 
Keshia with him. Did you think you could fool me, you little idiot? A year ago I 
saw you in Akbitana with that swine, Zargheba, and I don’t forget faces — or 
women’s figures. I think I’1I—’ 

Squirming about in his grasp she threw her slender arms about his massive 
neck in an abandon of terror; tears coursed down her cheeks, and her sobs 
quivered with a note of hysteria. 

‘Oh, please don’t hurt me! Don’t! I had to do it! Zargheba brought me here to 
act as the oracle!’ 

‘Why, you sacrilegious little hussy!’ rumbled Conan. ‘Do you not fear the 
gods? Crom! is there no honesty anywhere?’ 

‘Oh, please!’ she begged, quivering with abject fright. ‘I couldn’t disobey 
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Zargheba. Oh, what shall I do? I shall be cursed by these heathen gods!’ 

‘What do you think the priests will do to you if they find out you’re an 
impostor?’ he demanded. 

At the thought her legs refused to support her, and she collapsed in a 
shuddering heap, clasping Conan’s knees and mingling incoherent pleas for 
mercy and protection with piteous protestations of her innocence of any malign 
intention. It was a vivid change from her pose as the ancient princess, but not 
surprising. The fear that had nerved her then was now her undoing. 

‘Where is Zargheba?’ he demanded. ‘Stop yammering, damn it, and answer 
me.’ 

‘Outside the palace,’ she whimpered, ‘watching for the priests.’ 

‘How many men with him?’ 

‘None. We came alone.’ 

‘Ha!’ It was much like the satisfied grunt of a hunting lion. “You must have left 
Keshia a few hours after I did. Did you climb the cliffs?’ 

She shook her head, too choked with tears to speak coherently. With an 
impatient imprecation he seized her slim shoulders and shook her until she 
gasped for breath. 

‘Will you quit that blubbering and answer me? How did you get into the 
valley?’ 

‘Zargheba knew the secret way,’ she gasped. ‘The priest Gwarunga told him, 
and Thutmekri. On the south side of the valley there is a broad pool lying at the 
foot of the cliffs. There is a cave-mouth under the surface of the water that is not 
visible to the casual glance. We ducked under the water and entered it. The cave 
slopes up out of the water swiftly and leads through the cliffs. The opening on 
the side of the valley is masked by heavy thickets.’ 

‘I climbed the cliffs on the east side,’ he muttered. ‘Well, what then?’ 

“We came to the palace and Zargheba hid me among the trees while he went to 
look for the chamber of the oracle. I do not think he fully trusted Gwarunga. 
While he was gone I thought I heard a gong sound, but I was not sure. Presently 
Zargheba came and took me into the palace and brought me to this chamber, 
where the goddess Yelaya lay upon the dais. He stripped the body and clothed 
me in the garments and ornaments. Then he went forth to hide the body and 
watch for the priests. I have been afraid. When you entered I wanted to leap up 
and beg you to take me away from this place, but I feared Zargheba. When you 
discovered I was alive, I thought I could frighten you away.’ 

“What were you to say as the oracle?’ he asked. 

‘I was to bid the priests to take the Teeth of Gwahlur and give some of them to 
Thutmekri as a pledge, as he desired, and place the rest in the palace at Keshia. I 
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was to tell them that an awful doom threatened Keshan if they did not agree to 
Thutmekri’s proposals. And, oh, yes, I was to tell them that you were to be 
skinned alive immediately.’ 

“Thutmekri wanted the treasure where he — or the Zembabwans — could lay 
hand on it easily,’ muttered Conan, disregarding the remark concerning himself. 
‘T’ll carve his liver yet — Gorulga is a party to this swindle, of course?’ 

‘No. He believes in his gods, and is incorruptible. He knows nothing about 
this. He will obey the oracle. It was all Thutmekri’s plan. Knowing the Keshani 
would consult the oracle, he had Zargheba bring me with the embassy from 
Zembabwei, closely veiled and secluded.’ 

‘Well, I’m damned!’ muttered Conan. ‘A priest who honestly believes in his 
oracle, and can not be bribed. Crom! I wonder if it was Zargheba who banged 
that gong. Did he know I was here? Could he have known about that rotten 
flagging? Where is he now, girl?’ 

‘Hiding in a thicket of lotus trees, near the ancient avenue that leads from the 
south wall of the cliffs to the palace,’ she answered. Then she renewed her 
importunities. ‘Oh, Conan, have pity on me! I am afraid of this evil, ancient 
place. I know I have heard stealthy footfalls padding about me — oh, Conan, take 
me away with you! Zargheba will kill me when I have served his purpose here — 
I know it! The priests, too, will kill me if they discover my deceit. 

‘He is a devil — he bought me from a slave-trader who stole me out of a 
caravan bound through southern Koth, and has made me the tool of his intrigues 
ever since. Take me away from him! You can not be as cruel as he. Don’t leave 
me to be slain here! Please! Please!’ 

She was on her knees, clutching at Conan hysterically, her beautiful tear- 
Stained face upturned to him, her dark silken hair flowing in disorder over her 
white shoulders. Conan picked her up and set her on his knee. 

‘Listen to me. I’ll protect you from Zargheba. The priests shall not know of 
your perfidy. But you’ve got to do as I tell you.’ 

She faltered promises of explicit obedience, clasping his corded neck as if 
seeking security from the contact. 

‘Good. When the priests come, you’ll act the part of Yelaya, as Zargheba 
planned — it’ll be dark, and in the torchlight they’ll never know the difference. 
But you’ll say this to them: “It is the will of the gods that the Stygian and his 
Shemitish dogs be driven from Keshan. They are thieves and traitors who plot to 
rob the gods. Let the Teeth of Gwahlur be placed in the care of the general 
Conan. Let him lead the armies of Keshan. He is beloved of the gods.” 

She shivered, with an expression of desperation, but acquiesced. 

‘But Zargheba?’ she cried. ‘He’ ll kill me!’ 
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‘Don’t worry about Zargheba,’ he grunted. ‘I’ll take care of that dog. You do 
as I say. Here, put up your hair again. It’s fallen all over your shoulders. And the 
gem’s fallen out of it.’ 

He replaced the great glowing gem himself, nodding approval. 

‘It’s worth a room full of slaves, itself alone. Here, put your skirt back on. It’s 
torn down the side, but the priests will never notice it. Wipe your face. A 
goddess doesn’t cry like a whipped schoolgirl. By Crom, you do look like 
Yelaya, face, hair, figure and all! If you act the goddess with the priests as well 
as you did with me, you’! fool them easily.’ 

‘T’ll try,’ she shivered. 

‘Good; I’m going to find Zargheba.’ 

At that she became panicky again. 

‘No! Don’t leave me alone! This place is haunted!’ 

‘There’s nothing here to harm you,’ he assured her impatiently. ‘Nothing but 
Zargheba, and I’m going to look after him. I’ll be back shortly. I'll be watching 
from close by in case anything goes wrong during the ceremony; but if you play 
your part properly, nothing will go wrong.’ 

And turning, he hastened out of the oracle chamber; behind him Muriela 
squeaked wretchedly at his going. 

Twilight had fallen. The great rooms and halls were shadowy and indistinct; 
copper friezes glinted dully through the dusk. Conan strode like a silent phantom 
through the great halls, with a sensation of being stared at from the shadowed 
recesses by invisible ghosts of the past. No wonder the girl was nervous amid 
such surroundings. 

He glided down the marble steps like a slinking panther, sword in hand. 
Silence reigned over the valley, and above the rim of the cliffs stars were 
blinking out. If the priests of Keshia had entered the valley there was not a 
sound, not a movement in the greenery to betray them. He made out the ancient 
broken-paved avenue, wandering away to the south, lost amid clustering masses 
of fronds and thick-leaved bushes. He followed it warily, hugging the edge of 
the paving where the shrubs massed their shadows thickly, until he saw ahead of 
him, dimly in the dusk, the clump of lotus-trees, the strange growth peculiar to 
the black lands of Kush. There, according to the girl, Zargheba should be 
lurking. Conan became stealth personified. A velvet-footed shadow, he melted 
into the thickets. 

He approached the lotus grove by a circuitous movement, and scarcely the 
rustle of a leaf proclaimed his passing. At the edge of the trees he halted 
suddenly, crouched like a suspicious panther among the deep shrubs. Ahead of 
him, among the dense leaves, showed a pallid oval, dim in the uncertain light. It 


6033 XRN 


might have been one of the great white blossoms which shone thickly among the 
branches. But Conan knew that it was a man’s face. And it was turned toward 
him. He shrank quickly deeper into the shadows. Had Zargheba seen him. The 
man was looking directly toward him. Seconds passed. That dim face had not 
moved. Conan could make out the dark tuft below that was the short black beard. 

And suddenly Conan was aware of something unnatural. Zargheba, he knew, 
was not a tall man. Standing erect, his head would scarcely top the Cimmerian’s 
shoulder; yet that face was on a level with Conan’s own. Was the man standing 
on something? Conan bent and peered toward the ground below the spot where 
the face showed, but his vision was blocked by undergrowth and the thick boles 
of the trees. But he saw something else, and he stiffened. Through a slot in the 
underbrush he glimpsed the stem of the tree under which, apparently, Zargheba 
was standing. The face was directly in line with that tree. He should have seen 
below that face, not the tree-trunk, but Zargheba’s body — but there was no body 
there. 

Suddenly tenser than a tiger who stalks his prey, Conan glided deeper into the 
thicket, and a moment later drew aside a leafy branch and glared at the face that 
had not moved. Nor would it ever move again, of its own volition. He looked on 
Zargheba’s severed head, suspended from the branch of the tree by its own long 
black hair. 


3 The Return of the Oracle 


Conan wheeled supplely, sweeping the shadows with a fiercely questing stare. 
There was no sign of the murdered man’s body; only yonder the tall lush grass 
was trampled and broken down and the sward was dabbled darkly and wetly. 
Conan stood scarcely breathing as he strained his ears into the silence. The trees 
and bushes with their great pallid blossoms stood dark, still and sinister, etched 
against the deepening dusk. 

Primitive fears whispered at the back of Conan’s mind. Was this the work of 
the priests of Keshan? If so, where were they? Was it Zargheba, after all, who 
had struck the gong? Again there rose the memory of Bit-Yakin and his 
mysterious servants. Bit-Yakin was dead, shriveled to a hulk of wrinkled leather 
and bound in his hollowed crypt to greet the rising sun for ever. But the servants 
of Bit-Yakin were unaccounted for. There was no proof they had ever left the 
valley. 

Conan thought of the girl, Muriela, alone and unguarded in that great shadowy 
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palace. He wheeled and ran back down the shadowed avenue, and he ran as a 
suspicious panther runs, poised even in full stride to whirl right or left and strike 
death blows. 

The palace loomed through the trees, and he saw something else — the glow of 
fire reflecting redly from the polished marble. He melted into the bushes that 
lined the broken street, glided through the dense growth and reached the edge of 
the open space before the portico. Voices reached him; torches bobbed and their 
flare shone on glossy ebon shoulders. The priests of Keshan had come. 

They had not advanced up the wide, overgrown avenue as Zargheba had 
expected them to do. Obviously there was more than one secret way into the 
valley of Alkmeenon. 

They were filing up the broad marble steps, holding their torches high. He saw 
Gorulga at the head of the parade, a profile chiseled out of copper, etched in the 
torch glare. The rest were acolytes, giant black men from whose skins the 
torches struck highlights. At the end of the procession there stalked a huge negro 
with an unusually wicked cast of countenance, at the sight of whom Conan 
scowled. That was Gwarunga, whom Muriela had named as the man who had 
revealed the secret of the pool-entrance to Zargheba. Conan wondered how 
deeply the man was in the intrigues of the Stygian. 

He hurried toward the portico, circling the open space to keep in the fringing 
shadows. They left no one to guard the entrance. The torches streamed steadily 
down the long dark hall. Before they reached the double-valved door at the other 
end, Conan had mounted the other steps and was in the hall behind them. 
Slinking swiftly along the column-lined wall, he reached the great door as they 
crossed the huge throne-room, their torches driving back the shadows. They did 
not look back. In single file, their ostrich plumes nodding, their leopardskin 
tunics contrasting curiously with the marble and arabesqued metal of the ancient 
palace, they moved across the wide room and halted momentarily at the golden 
door to the left of the throne-dais. 

Gorulga’s voice boomed eerily and hollowly in the great empty space, framed 
in sonorous phrases unintelligible to the lurking listener; then the high priest 
thrust open the golden door and entered, bowing repeatedly from his waist, and 
behind him the torches sank and rose, showering flakes of flame, as the 
worshippers imitated their master. The gold door closed behind them, shutting 
out sound and sight, and Conan darted across the throne-chamber and into the 
alcove behind the throne. He made less sound than a wind blowing across the 
chamber. 

Tiny beams of light streamed through the apertures in the wall, as he pried 
open the secret panel. Gliding into the niche, he peered through, Muriela sat 
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upright on the dais, her arms folded, her head leaning back against the wall, 
within a few inches of his eyes. The delicate perfume of her foamy hair was in 
his nostrils. He could not see her face, of course, but her attitude was as if she 
gazed tranquilly into some far gulf of space, over and beyond the shaven heads 
of the black giants who knelt before her. Conan grinned with appreciation. ‘The 
little slut’s an actress,’ he told himself. He knew she was shriveling with terror, 
but she showed no sign. In the uncertain flare of the torches she looked exactly 
like the goddess he had seen lying on that same dais, if one could imagine that 
goddess imbued with vibrant life. 

Gorulga was booming forth some kind of a chant in an accent unfamiliar to 
Conan, and which was probably some invocation in the ancient tongue of 
Alkmeenon, handed down from generation to generation of high priests. It 
seemed interminable. Conan grew restless. The longer the thing lasted, the more 
terrific would be the strain on Muriela. If she snapped — he hitched his sword and 
dagger forward. He could not see the little trollop tortured and slain by these 
men. 

But the chant — deep, low-pitched and indescribably ominous — came to a 
conclusion at last, and a shouted acclaim from the acolytes marked its period. 
Lifting his head and raising his arms toward the silent form on the dais, Gorulga 
cried in the deep, rich resonance that was the natural attribute of the Keshani 
priest: ‘Oh, great goddess, dweller with the great one of darkness, let thy heart 
be melted, thy lips opened for the ears of thy slave whose head is in the dust 
beneath thy feet! Speak, great goddess of the holy valley! Thou knowest the 
paths before us; the darkness that vexes us is as the light of the midday sun to 
thee. Shed the radiance of thy wisdom on the paths of thy servants! Tell us, oh 
mouthpiece of the gods: what is their will concerning Thutmekri the Stygian?’ 

The high-piled burnished mass of hair that caught the torchlight in dull bronze 
gleams quivered slightly. A gusty sigh rose from the blacks, half in awe, half in 
fear. Muriela’s voice came plainly to Conan’s ears in the breathless silence, and 
it seemed, cold, detached, impersonal, though the Cimmerian winced at the 
Corinthian accent. 

‘Tt is the will of the gods that the Stygian and his Shemitish dogs be driven 
from Keshan!’ She was repeating his exact words. ‘They are thieves and traitors 
who plot to rob the gods. Let the Teeth of Gwahlur be placed in the care of the 
general Conan. Let him lead the armies of Keshan. He is beloved of the gods!’ 

There was a quiver in her voice as she ended, and Conan began to sweat, 
believing she was on the point of an hysterical collapse. But the blacks did not 
notice, any more than they identified the Corinthian accent, of which they knew 
nothing. They smote their palms softly together and a murmur of wonder and 
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awe rose from them. Gorulga’s eyes glittered fanatically in the torchlight. 

“Yelaya has spoken!’ he cried in an exalted voice. ‘It is the will of the gods! 
Long ago, in the days of our ancestors, they were made taboo and hidden at the 
command of the gods, who wrenched them from the awful jaws of Gwahlur the 
king of darkness, in the birth of the world. At the command of the gods the teeth 
of Gwahlur were hidden; at their command they shall be brought forth again. Oh 
star-born goddess, give us your leave to go to the secret hiding-place of the 
Teeth to secure them for him whom the gods love!’ 

“You have my leave to go!’ answered the false goddess, with an imperious 
gesture of dismissal that set Conan grinning again, and the priests backed out, 
ostrich plumes and torches rising and falling with the rhythm of their 
genuflexions. 

The gold door closed and with a moan, the goddess fell back limply on the 
dais. ‘Conan!’ she whimpered faintly. ‘Conan!’ 

‘Shhh!’ he hissed through the apertures, and turning, glided from the niche and 
closed the panel. A glimpse past the jamb of the carven door showed him the 
torches receding across the great throne-room, but he was at the same time aware 
of a radiance that did not emanate from the torches. He was startled, but the 
solution presented itself instantly. An early moon had risen and its light slanted 
through the pierced dome which by some curious workmanship intensified the 
light. The shining dome of Alkmeenon was no fable, then. Perhaps its interior 
was of the curious whitely flaming crystal found only in the hills of the black 
countries. The light flooded the throne-room and seeped into the chambers 
immediately adjoining. 

But as Conan made toward the door that led into the throne-room, he was 
brought around suddenly by a noise that seemed to emanate from the passage 
that led off from the alcove. He crouched at the mouth, staring into it, 
remembering the clangor of the gong that had echoed from it to lure him into a 
snare. The light from the dome filtered only a little way into that narrow 
corridor, and showed him only empty space. Yet he could have sworn that he 
had heard the furtive pad of a foot somewhere down it. 

While he hesitated, he was electrified by a woman’s strangled cry from behind 
him. Bounding through the door behind the throne, he saw an unexpected 
spectacle in the crystal light. 

The torches of the priests had vanished from the great hall outside — but one 
priest was still in the palace: Gwarunga. His wicked features were convulsed 
with fury, and he grasped the terrified Muriela by the throat, choking her efforts 
to scream and plead, shaking her brutally. 

“Traitress!’ Between his thick red lips his voice hissed like a cobra. ‘What 
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game are you playing? Did not Zargheba tell you what to say? Aye, Thutmekri 
told me! Are you betraying your master, or is he betraying his friends through 
you? Slut! I’ll twist off your false head — but first I’ 11—’ 

A widening of his captive’s lovely eyes as she stared over his shoulder warned 
the huge black. He released her and wheeled, just as Conan’s sword lashed 
down. The impact of the stroke knocked him headlong backward to the marble 
floor, where he lay twitching, blood oozing from a ragged gash in his scalp. 

Conan started toward him to finish the job — for he knew that the priest’s 
sudden movement had caused the blade to strike flat — but Muriela threw her 
arms convulsively about him. 

‘I’ve done as you ordered!’ she gasped hysterically. ‘Take me away! Oh, 
please take me away!’ 

‘We can’t go yet,’ he grunted. ‘I want to follow the priests and see where they 
get the jewels. There may be more loot hidden there. But you can go with me. 
Where’s the gem you wore in your hair?’ 

‘Tt must have fallen out on the dais,’ she stammered, feeling for it. ‘I was so 
frightened — when the priests left I ran out to find you, and this big brute had 
stayed behind, and he grabbed me—’ 

‘Well, go get it while I dispose of this carcass,’ he commanded. ‘Go on! That 
gem is worth a fortune itself.’ 

She hesitated, as if loth to return to that cryptic chamber; then, as he grasped 
Gwarunga’s girdle and dragged him into the alcove, she turned and entered the 
oracle room. 

Conan dumped the senseless black on the floor, and lifted his sword. The 
Cimmerian had lived too long in the wild places of the world to have any 
illusions about mercy. The only safe enemy was a headless enemy. But before he 
could strike, a startling scream checked the lifted blade. It came from the oracle 
chamber. 

‘Conan! Conan! She’s come back!’ The shriek ended in a gurgle and a 
scraping shuffle. 

With an oath Conan dashed out of the alcove, across the throne dais and into 
the oracle chamber, almost before the sound had ceased. There he halted, glaring 
bewilderedly. To all appearances Muriela lay placidly on the dais, eyes closed as 
in slumber. 

‘What in thunder are you doing?’ he demanded acidly. ‘Is this any time to be 
playing jokes—’ 

His voice trailed away. His gaze ran along the ivory thigh molded in the close- 
fitting silk skirt. That skirt should gape from girdle to hem. He knew, because it 
had been his own hand that tore it as he ruthlessly stripped the garment from the 
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dancer’s writhing body. But the skirt showed no rent. A single stride brought 
him to the dais and he laid his hand on the ivory body — snatched it away as if it 
had encountered hot iron instead of the cold immobility of death. 

‘Crom!’ he muttered, his eyes suddenly slits of bale-fire. ‘It’s not Muriela! It’s 
Yelaya!’ 

He understood now that frantic scream that had burst from Muriela’s lips when 
she entered the chamber. The goddess had returned. The body had been stripped 
by Zargheba to furnish the accouterments for the pretender. Yet now it was clad 
in silk and jewels as Conan had first seen it. A peculiar prickling made itself 
manifest among the short hairs at the base of Conan’s scalp. 

“Muriela!’ he shouted suddenly. ‘Muriela! Where the devil are you?’ 

The walls threw back his voice mockingly. There was no entrance that he 
could see except the golden door, and none could have entered or departed 
through that without his knowledge. This much was indisputable: Yelaya had 
been replaced on the dais within the few minutes that had elapsed since Muriela 
had first left the chamber to be seized by Gwarunga; his ears were still tingling 
with the echoes of Muriela’s scream, yet the Corinthian girl had vanished as if 
into thin air. There was but one explanation that offered itself to the Cimmerian, 
if he rejected the darker speculation that suggested the supernatural — somewhere 
in the chamber there was a secret door. And even as the thought crossed his 
mind, he saw it. 

In what had seemed a curtain of solid marble, a thin perpendicular crack 
showed, and in the crack hung a wisp of silk. In an instant he was bending over 
it. That shred was from Muriela’s torn skirt. The implication was unmistakable. 
It had been caught in the closing door and torn off as she was borne through the 
opening by whatever grim beings were her captors. The bit of clothing had 
prevented the door from fitting perfectly into its frame. 

Thrusting his dagger-point into the crack, Conan exerted leverage with a 
corded forearm. The blade bent, but it was of unbreakable Akbitanan steel. The 
marble door opened. Conan’s sword was lifted as he peered into the aperture 
beyond, but he saw no shape of menace. Light filtering into the oracle chamber 
revealed a short flight of steps cut out of marble. Pulling the door back to its 
fullest extent, he drove his dagger into a crack in the floor, propping it open. 
Then he went down the steps without hesitation. He saw nothing, heard nothing. 
A dozen steps down, the stair ended in a narrow corridor which ran straight 
away into gloom. 

He halted suddenly, posed like a statue at the foot of the stair, staring at the 
paintings which frescoed the walls, half visible in the dim light which filtered 
down from above. The art was unmistakably Pelishtim; he had seen frescoes of 


6039 XRN 


identical characteristics on the walls of Asgalun. But the scenes depicted had no 
connection with anything Pelishtim, except for one human figure, frequently 
recurrent: a lean, white-bearded old man whose racial characteristics were 
unmistakable. They seemed to represent various sections of the palace above. 
Several scenes showed a chamber he recognized as the oracle chamber with the 
figure of Yelaya stretched upon the ivory dais and huge black men kneeling 
before it. And there were other figures, too — figures that moved through the 
deserted palace, did the bidding of the Pelishtim, and dragged unnamable things 
out of the subterranean river. In the few seconds Conan stood frozen, hitherto 
unintelligible phrases in the parchment manuscript blazed in his brain with 
chilling clarity. The loose bits of the pattern clicked into place. The mystery of 
Bit-Yakin was a mystery no longer, nor the riddle of Bit-Yakin’s servants. 

Conan turned and peered into the darkness, an icy finger crawling along his 
spine. Then he went along the corridor, cat-footed, and without hesitation, 
moving deeper and deeper into the darkness as he drew farther away from the 
stair. The air hung heavy with the odor he had scented in the court of the gong. 

Now in utter blackness he heard a sound ahead of him — the shuffle of bare 
feet, or the swish of loose garments against stone, he could not tell which. But an 
instant later his outstreched hand encountered a barrier which he identified as a 
massive door of carven metal. He pushed against it fruitlessly, and his sword- 
point sought vainly for a crack. It fitted into the sill and jambs as if molded there. 
He exerted all his strength, his feet straining against the door, the veins knotting 
in his temples. It was useless; a charge of elephants would scarcely have shaken 
that titanic portal. 

As he leaned there he caught a sound on the other side that his ears instantly 
identified — it was the creak of rusty iron, like a lever scraping in its slot. 
Instinctively action followed recognition so spontaneously that sound, impulse 
and action were practically simultaneous. And as his prodigious bound carried 
him backward, there was the rush of a great bulk from above, and a thunderous 
crash filled the tunnel with deafening vibrations. Bits of flying splinters struck 
him — a huge block of stone, he knew from the sound, dropped on the spot he 
had just quitted. An instant’s slower thought or action and it would have crushed 
him like an ant. 

Conan fell back. Somewhere on the other side of that metal door Muriela was a 
captive, if she still lived. But he could not pass that door, and if he remained in 
the tunnel another block might fall, and he might not be so lucky. It would do the 
girl no good for him to be crushed into a purple pulp. He could not continue his 
search in that direction. He must get above ground and look for some other 
avenue of approach. 
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He turned and hurried toward the stair, sighing as he emerged into comparative 
radiance. And as he set foot on the first step, the light was blotted out, and above 
him the marble door rushed shut with a resounding reverberation. 

Something like panic seized the Cimmerian then, trapped in that black tunnel, 
and he wheeled on the stair, lifting his sword and glaring murderously into the 
darkness behind him, expecting a rush of ghoulish assailants. But there was no 
sound or movement down the tunnel. Did the men beyond the door — if they 
were men — believe that he had been disposed of by the fall of the stone from the 
roof, which had undoubtedly been released by some sort of machinery? 

Then why had the door been shut above him? Abandoning speculation, Conan 
groped his way up the steps, his skin crawling in anticipation of a knife in his 
back at every stride, yearning to drown his semi-panic in a barbarous burst of 
blood-letting. 

He thrust against the door at the top, and cursed soulfully to find that it did not 
give to his efforts. Then as he lifted his sword with his right hand to hew at the 
marble, his groping left encountered a metal bolt that evidently slipped into 
place at the closing of the door. In an instant he had drawn this bolt, and then the 
door gave to his shove. He bounded into the chamber like a slit-eyed, snarling 
incarnation of fury, ferociously desirous to come to grips with whatever enemy 
was hounding him. 

The dagger was gone from the floor. The chamber was empty; and so was the 
dais. Yelaya had again vanished. 

‘By Crom!’ muttered the Cimmerian. ‘Is she alive, after all?’ 

He strode out into the throne-room, baffled, and then, struck by a sudden 
thought, stepped behind the throne and peered into the alcove. There was blood 
on the smooth marble where he had cast down the senseless body of Gwarunga — 
that was all. The black man had vanished as completely as Yelaya. 


4 The Teeth of Gwahlur 


Baffled wrath confused the brain of Conan the Cimmerian. He knew no more 
how to go about searching for Muriela than he had known how to go about 
searching for the Teeth of Gwahlur. Only one thought occurred to him — to 
follow the priests. Perhaps at the hiding-place of the treasure some clue would be 
revealed to him. It was a slim chance, but better than wandering about aimlessly. 

As he hurried through the great shadowy hall that led to the portico, he half 
expected the lurking shades to come to life behind him with rending fangs and 
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talons. But only the beat of his own rapid heart accompanied him into the 
moonlight that dappled the shimmering marble. 

At the foot of the wide steps he cast about in the bright moonlight for some 
sign to show him the direction he must go. And he found it — petals scattered on 
the sward told where an arm or garment had brushed against a blossom-laden 
branch. Grass had been pressed down under heavy feet. Conan, who had tracked 
wolves in his native hills, found no insurmountable difficulty in following the 
trail of the Keshani priests. 

It led away from the palace, through masses of exotic-scented shrubbery where 
great pale blossoms spread their shimmering petals, through verdant, tangled 
bushes that showered blooms at the touch, until he came at last to a great mass of 
rock that jutted like a titan’s castle out from the cliffs at a point closest to the 
palace, which, however, was almost hidden from view by vine-interlaced trees. 
Evidently that babbling priest in Keshia had been mistaken when he said the 
Teeth were hidden in the palace. This trail had led him away from the place 
where Muriela had disappeared, but a belief was growing in Conan that each part 
of the valley was connected with that palace by subterranean passages. 

Crouching in the deep velvet-black shadows of the bushes, he scrutinized the 
great jut of rock which stood out in bold relief in the moonlight. It was covered 
with strange, grotesque carvings, depicting men and animals, and half-bestial 
creatures that might have been gods or devils. The style of art differed so 
strikingly from that of the rest of the valley, that Conan wondered if it did not 
represent a different era and race, and was itself a relic of an age lost and 
forgotten at whatever immeasurably distant date the people of Alkmeenon had 
found and entered the haunted valley. 

A great door stood open in the sheer curtain of the cliff, and a gigantic dragon 
head was carved about it so that the open door was like the dragon’s gaping 
mouth. The door itself was of carven bronze and looked to weigh several tons. 
There was no lock that he could see, but a series of bolts showing along the edge 
of the massive portal, as it stood open, told him that there was some system of 
locking and unlocking — a system doubtless known only to the priests of Keshan. 

The trail showed that Gorulga and his henchmen had gone through that door. 
But Conan hesitated. To wait until they emerged would probably mean to see the 
door locked in his face, and he might not be able to solve the mystery of its 
unlocking. On the other hand, if he followed them in, they might emerge and 
lock him in the cavern. 

Throwing caution to the winds, he glided silently through the great portal. 
Somewhere in the cavern were the priests, the Teeth of Gwahlur, and perhaps a 
clue to the fate of Muriela. Personal risks had never yet deterred the Cimmerian 
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from any purpose. 

Moonlight illumined, for a few yards, the wide tunnel in which he found 
himself. Somewhere ahead of him he saw a faint glow and heard the echo of a 
weird chanting. The priests were not so far ahead of him as he had thought. The 
tunnel debouched into a wide room before the moonlight played out, an empty 
cavern of no great dimensions, but with a lofty, vaulted roof, glowing with a 
phosphorescent encrustation, which, as Conan knew, was a common 
phenomenon in that part of the world. It made a ghostly half-light, in which he 
was able to see a bestial image squatting on a shrine and the black mouths of six 
or seven tunnels leading off from the chamber. Down the widest of these — the 
one directly behind the squat image which looked toward the outer opening — he 
caught the gleam of torches wavering, whereas the phosphorescent glow was 
fixed, and heard the chanting increase in volume. 

Down it he went recklessly, and was presently peering into a larger cavern than 
the one he had just left. There was no phosphorus here, but the light of the 
torches fell on a larger altar and a more obscene and repulsive god squatting 
toad-like upon it. Before this repugnant deity Gorulga and his ten acolytes knelt 
and beat their heads upon the ground, while chanting monotonously. Conan 
realized why their progress had been so slow. Evidently approaching the secret 
crypt of the Teeth was a complicated and elaborate ritual. 

He was fidgeting in nervous impatience before the chanting and bowing were 
over, but presently they rose and passed into the tunnel which opened behind the 
idol. Their torches bobbed away into the nighted vault, and he followed swiftly. 
Not much danger of being discovered. He glided along the shadows like a 
creature of the night, and the black priests were completely engrossed in their 
ceremonial mummery. Apparently they had not even noticed the absence of 
Gwarunga. 

Emerging into a cavern of huge proportions, about whose upward curving 
walls gallery-like ledges marched in tiers, they began their worship anew before 
an altar which was larger, and a god which was more disgusting, than any 
encountered thus far. 

Conan crouched in the black mouth of the tunnel, staring at the walls reflecting 
the lurid glow of the torches. He saw a carven stone stair winding up from tier to 
tier of the galleries; the roof was lost in darkness. 

He started violently and the chanting broke off as the kneeling blacks flung up 
their heads. An inhuman voice boomed out high above them. They froze on their 
knees, their faces turned upward with a ghastly blue hue in the sudden glare of a 
weird light that burst blindingly up near the lofty roof and then burned with a 
throbbing glow. That glare lighted a gallery and a cry went up from the high 
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priest, echoed shudderingly by his acolytes. In the flash there had been briefly 
disclosed to them a slim white figure standing upright in a sheen of silk and a 
glint of jewel-crusted gold. Then the blaze smoldered to a throbbing, pulsing 
luminosity in which nothing was distinct, and that slim shape was but a 
shimmering blue of ivory. 

“Yelaya!’ screamed Gorulga, his brown features ashen. ‘Why have you 
followed us? What is your pleasure?’ 

That weird unhuman voice rolled down from the roof, re-echoing under that 
arching vault that magnified and altered it beyond recognition. 

“Woe to the unbelievers! Woe to the false children of Keshia! Doom to them 
which deny their deity!’ 

A cry of horror went up from the priests. Gorulga looked like a shocked 
vulture in the glare of the torches. 

‘I do not understand!’ he stammered. ‘We are faithful. In the chamber of the 
oracle you told us—’ 

‘Do not heed what you heard in the chamber of the oracle!’ rolled that terrible 
voice, multiplied until it was as though a myriad voices thundered and muttered 
the same warning. ‘Beware of false prophets and false gods! A demon in my 
guise spoke to you in the palace, giving false prophecy. Now harken and obey, 
for only I am the true goddess, and I give you one chance to save yourselves 
from doom! 

“Take the Teeth of Gwahlur from the crypt where they were placed so long 
ago. Alkmeenon is no longer holy, because it has been desecrated by 
blasphemers. Give the Teeth of Gwahlur into the hands of Thutmekri, the 
Stygian, to place in the sanctuary of Dragon and Derketo. Only this can save 
Keshan from the doom the demons of the night have plotted. Take the Teeth of 
Gwahlur and go: return instantly to Keshia; there give the jewels to Thutmekri, 
and seize the foreign devil Conan and flay him alive in the great square.’ 

There was no hesitation in obeying. Chattering with fear the priests scrambled 
up and ran for the door that opened behind the bestial god. Gorulga led the 
flight. They jammed briefly in the doorway, yelping as wildly waving torches 
touched squirming black bodies; they plunged through, and the patter of their 
speeding feet dwindled down the tunnel. 

Conan did not follow. He was consumed with a furious desire to learn the truth 
of this fantastic affair. Was that indeed Yelaya, as the cold sweat on the backs of 
his hands told him, or was it that little hussy Muriela, tured traitress after all? If 
it was— 

Before the last torch had vanished down the black tunnel he was bounding 
vengefully up the stone stair. The blue glow was dying down, but he could still 
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make out that the ivory figure stood motionless on the gallery. His blood ran 
cold as he approached it, but he did not hesitate. He came on with his sword 
lifted, and towered like a threat of death over the inscrutable shape. 

“Yelaya!’ he snarled. ‘Dead as she’s been for a thousand years! Ha!’ 

From the dark mouth of a tunnel behind him a dark form lunged. But the 
sudden, deadly rush of unshod feet had reached the Cimmerian’s quick ears. He 
whirled like a cat and dodged the blow aimed murderously at his back. As the 
gleaming steel in the dark hand hissed past him, he struck back with the fury of a 
roused python, and the long straight blade impaled his assailant and stood out a 
foot and a half between his shoulders. 

‘So!’ Conan tore his sword free as the victim sagged to the floor, gasping and 
gurgling. The man writhed briefly and stiffened. In the dying light Conan saw a 
black body and ebon countenance, hideous in the blue glare. He had killed 
Gwarunga. 

Conan turned from the corpse to the goddess. Thongs about her knees and 
breast held her upright against a stone pillar, and her thick hair, fastened to the 
column, held her head up. At a few yards’ distance these bonds were not visible 
in the uncertain light. 

‘He must have come to after I descended into the tunnel,’ muttered Conan. ‘He 
must have suspected I was down there. So he pulled out the dagger’ — Conan 
stooped and wrenched the identical weapon from the stiffening fingers, glanced 
at it and replaced it in his own girdle — ‘and shut the door. Then he took Yelaya 
to befool his brother idiots. That was he shouting a while ago. You couldn’t 
recognize his voice, under this echoing roof. And that bursting blue flame — I 
thought it looked familiar. It’s a trick of the Stygian priests. Thutmekri must 
have given some of it to Gwarunga.’ 

He could easily have reached this cavern ahead of his companions. Evidently 
familiar with the plan of the caverns by hearsay or by maps handed down in the 
priestcraft, he had entered the cave after the others, carrying the goddess, 
followed a circuitous route through the tunnels and chambers, and ensconced 
himself and his burden on the balcony while Gorulga and the other acolytes were 
engaged in their endless rituals. 

The blue glare had faded, but now Conan was aware of another glow, 
emanating from the mouth of one of the corridors that opened on the ledge. 
Somewhere down that corridor there was another field of phosphorus, for he 
recognized the faint steady radiance. The corridor led in the direction the priests 
had taken, and he decided to follow it, rather than descend into the darkness of 
the great cavern below. Doubtless it connected with another gallery in some 
other chamber, which might be the destination of the priests. He hurried down it, 
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the illumination growing stronger as he advanced, until he could make out the 
floor and the walls of the tunnel. Ahead of him and below he could hear the 
priests chanting again. 

Abruptly a doorway in the left-hand wall was limned in the phosphorus glow, 
and to his ears came the sound of soft, hysterical sobbing. He wheeled, and 
glared through the door. 

He was looking again into a chamber hewn out of solid rock, not a natural 
cavern like the others. The domed roof shone with the phosphorous light, and the 
walls were almost covered with arabesques of beaten gold. 

Near the farther wall on a granite throne, staring for ever toward the arched 
doorway, sat the monstrous and obscene Pteor, the god of the Pelishtim, wrought 
in brass, with his exaggerated attributes reflecting the grossness of his cult. And 
in his lap sprawled a limp white figure. 

‘Well, P’ll be damned!’ muttered Conan. He glanced suspiciously about the 
chamber, seeing no other entrance or evidence of occupation, and then advanced 
noiselessly and looked down at the girl whose slim shoulders shook with sobs of 
abject misery, her face sunk in her arms. From thick bands of gold on the idol’s 
arms slim gold chains ran to smaller bands on her wrists. He laid a hand on her 
naked shoulder and she started convulsively, shrieked, and twisted her tear- 
stained face toward him. 

‘Conan!’ She made a spasmodic effort to go into the usual clinch, but the 
chains hindered her. He cut through the soft gold as close to her wrists as he 
could, grunting: “You’|l have to wear these bracelets until I can find a chisel or a 
file. Let go of me, damn it! You actresses are too damned emotional. What 
happened to you, anyway?’ 

‘When I went back into the oracle chamber,’ she whimpered, ‘I saw the 
goddess lying on the dais as I’d first seen her. I called out to you and started to 
run to the door — then something grabbed me from behind. It clapped a hand 
over my mouth and carried me through a panel in the wall, and down some steps 
and along a dark hall. I didn’t see what it was that had hold of me until we 
passed through a big metal door and came into a tunnel whose roof was alight, 
like this chamber. 

‘Oh, I nearly fainted when I saw! They are not humans! They are gray, hairy 
devils that walk like men and speak a gibberish no human could understand. 
They stood there and seemed to be waiting, and once I thought I heard 
somebody trying the door. Then one of the things pulled a metal lever in the 
wall, and something crashed on the other side of the door. 

‘Then they carried me on and on through winding tunnels and up stone 
Stairways into this chamber, where they chained me on the knees of this 
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abominable idol, and then they went away. Oh, Conan, what are they?’ 

‘Servants of Bit-Yakin,’ he grunted. ‘I found a manuscript that told me a 
number of things, and then stumbled upon some frescoes that told me the rest. 
Bit-Yakin was a Pelishtim who wandered into the valley with his servants after 
the people of Alkmeenon had deserted it. He found the body of Princess Yelaya, 
and discovered that the priests returned from time to time to make offerings to 
her, for even then she was worshipped as a goddess. 

‘He made an oracle of her, and he was the voice of the oracle, speaking from a 
niche he cut in the wall behind the ivory dais. The priests never suspected, never 
saw him or his servants for they always hid themselves when the men came. Bit- 
Yakin lived and died here without ever being discovered by the priests. Crom 
knows how long he dwelt here, but it must have been for centuries. The wise 
men of the Pelishtim know how to increase the span of their lives for hundreds 
of years. I’ve seen some of them myself. Why he lived here alone, and why he 
played the part of oracle no ordinary human can guess, but I believe the oracle 
part was to keep the city inviolate and sacred, so he could remain undisturbed. 
He ate the food the priests brought as an offering to Yelaya, and his servants ate 
other things — I’ve always known there was a subterranean river flowing away 
from the lake where the people of the Puntish highlands throw their dead. That 
river runs under this palace. They have ladders hung over the water where they 
can hang and fish for the corpses that come floating through. Bit-Yakin recorded 
everything on parchment and painted walls. 

‘But he died at last, and his servants mummified him according to instructions 
he gave them before his death, and stuck him in a cave in the cliffs. The rest is 
easy to guess. His servants, who were even more nearly immortal than he, kept 
on dwelling here, but the next time a high priest came to consult the oracle, not 
having a master to restrain them, they tore him to pieces. So since then — until 
Gorulga — nobody came to talk to the oracle. 

‘It’s obvious they’ve been renewing the garments and ornaments of the 
goddess, as they’d seen Bi-Yakin do. Doubtless there’s a sealed chamber 
somewhere where the silks are kept from decay. They clothed the goddess and 
brought her back to the oracle room after Zargheba had stolen her. And by the 
way they took off Zargheba’s head and hung it in a thicket.’ 

She shivered, yet at the same time breathed a sigh of relief. 

‘He’ll never whip me again.’ 

‘Not this side of hell,’ agreed Conan. ‘But come on. Gwarunga ruined my 
chances with his stolen goddess. I’m going to follow the priests and take my 
chance of stealing the loot from them after they get it. And you stay close to me. 
I can’t spend all my time looking for you.’ 
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‘But the servants of Bit-Yakin!’ she whispered fearfully. 

‘We’ll have to take our chance,’ he grunted. ‘I don’t know what’s in their 
minds, but so far they haven’t shown any disposition to come out and fight in the 
open. Come on.’ 

Taking her wrist he led her out of the chamber and down the corridor. As they 
advanced they heard the chanting of the priests, and mingling with the sound the 
low sullen rushing of waters. The light grew stronger above them as they 
emerged on a high-pitched gallery of a great cavern and looked down on a scene 
weird and fantastic. 

Above them gleamed the phosphorescent roof; a hundred feet below them 
stretched the smooth floor of the cavern. On the far side this floor was cut by a 
deep, narrow stream brimming its rocky channel. Rushing out of impenetrable 
gloom, it swirled across the cavern and was lost again in darkness. The visible 
surface reflected the radiance above; the dark seething waters glinted as if 
flecked with living jewels, frosty blue, lurid red, shimmering green, an ever- 
changing iridescence. 

Conan and his companion stood upon one of the gallery-like ledges that 
banded the curve of the lofty wall, and from this ledge a natural bridge of stone 
soared in a breath-taking arch over the vast gulf of the cavern to join a much 
smaller ledge on the opposite side, across the river. Ten feet below it another, 
broader arch spanned the cave. At either end a carven stair joined the extremities 
of these flying arches. 

Conan’s gaze, following the curve of the arch that swept away from the ledge 
on which they stood, caught a glint of light that was not the lurid phosphorus of 
the cavern. On that small ledge opposite them there was an opening in the cave 
wall through which stars were glinting. 

But his full attention was drawn to the scene beneath them. The priests had 
reached their destination. There in a sweeping angle of the cavern wall stood a 
stone altar, but there was no idol upon it. Whether there was one behind it, 
Conan could not ascertain, because some trick of the light, or the sweep of the 
wall, left the space behind the altar in total darkness. 

The priests had stuck their torches into holes in the stone floor, forming a 
semicircle of fire in front of the altar at a distance of several yards. Then the 
priests themselves formed a semicircle inside the crescent of torches, and 
Gorulga, after lifting his arms aloft in invocation, bent to the altar and laid hands 
on it. It lifted and tilted backward on its hinder edge, like the lid of a chest, 
revealing a small crypt. 

Extending a long arm into the recess, Gorulga brought up a small brass chest. 
Lowering the altar back into place, he set the chest on it, and threw back the lid. 
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To the eager watchers on the high gallery it seemed as if the action had released 
a blaze of living fire which throbbed and quivered about the opened chest. 
Conan’s heart leaped and his hand caught at his hilt. The Teeth of Gwahlur at 
last! The treasure that would make its possessor the richest man in the world! 
His breath came fast between his clenched teeth. 

Then he was suddenly aware that a new element had entered into the light of 
the torches and of the phosphorescent roof, rendering both void. Darkness stole 
around the altar, except for that glowing spot of evil radiance cast by the teeth of 
Gwahlur, and that grew and grew. The blacks froze into basaltic statues, their 
shadows streaming grotesquely and gigantically out behind them. 

The altar was laved in the glow now, and the astounded features of Gorulga 
stood out in sharp relief. Then the mysterious space behind the altar swam into 
the widening illumination. And slowly with the crawling light, figures became 
visible, like shapes growing out of the night and silence. 

At first they seemed like gray stone statues, those motionless shapes, hairy, 
man-like, yet hideously human; but their eyes were alive, cold sparks of gray icy 
fire. And as the weird glow lit their bestial countenances, Gorulga screamed and 
fell backward, throwing up his long arms in a gesture of frenzied horror. 

But a longer arm shot across the altar and a misshapen hand locked on his 
throat. Screaming and fighting, the high priest was dragged back across the altar; 
a hammer-like fist smashed down, and Gorulga’s cries were stilled. Limp and 
broken he sagged across the altar, his brains oozing from his crushed skull. And 
then the servants of Bit-Yakin surged like a bursting flood from hell on the black 
priests who stood like horror-blasted images. 

Then there was slaughter, grim and appalling. 

Conan saw black bodies tossed like chaff in the inhuman hands of the slayers, 
against whose horrible strength and agility the daggers and swords of the priests 
were ineffective. He saw men lifted bodily and their heads cracked open against 
the stone altar. He saw a flaming torch, grasped in a monstrous hand, thrust 
inexorably down the gullet of an agonized wretch who writhed in vain against 
the arms that pinioned him. He saw a man torn in two pieces, as one might tear a 
chicken, and the bloody fragments hurled clear across the cavern. The massacre 
was as short and devastating as the rush of a hurricane. In a burst of red abysmal 
ferocity it was over, except for one wretch who fled screaming back the way the 
priests had come, pursued by a swarm of blood-dabbled shapes of horror which 
reached out their red-smeared hands for him. Fugitive and pursuers vanished 
down the black tunnel, and the screams of the human came back dwindling and 
confused by the distance. 

Muriela was on her knees clutching Conan’s legs; her face pressed against his 
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knee and her eyes tightly shut. She was a quaking, quivering mold of abject 
terror. But Conan was galvanized. A quick glance across at the aperture where 
the stars shone, a glance down at the chest that still blazed open on the blood- 
smeared altar, and he saw and seized the desperate gamble. 

‘I’m going after that chest!’ he grated. ‘Stay here!’ 

‘Oh, Mitra, no!’ In an agony of fright she fell to the floor and caught at his 
sandals. ‘Don’t! Don’t! Don’t leave me!’ 

‘Lie still and keep your mouth shut!’ he snapped, disengaging himself from her 
frantic clasp. 

He disregarded the tortuous stair. He dropped from ledge to ledge with reckless 
haste. There was no sign of the monsters as his feet hit the floor. A few of the 
torches still flared in their sockets, the phosphorescent glow throbbed and 
quivered, and the river flowed with an almost articulate muttering, scintillant 
with undreamed radiances. The glow that had heralded the appearance of the 
servants had vanished with them. Only the light of the jewels in the brass chest 
shimmered and quivered. 

He snatched the chest, noting its contents in one lustful glance — strange, 
curiously shapen stones that burned with an icy, non-terrestrial fire. He slammed 
the lid, thrust the chest under his arm, and ran back up the steps. He had no 
desire to encounter the hellish servants of Bit-Yakin. His glimpse of them in 
action had dispelled any illusion concerning their fighting ability. Why they had 
waited so long before striking at the invaders he was unable to say. What human 
could guess the motives or thoughts of these monstrosities? That they were 
possessed of craft and intelligence equal to humanity had been demonstrated. 
And there on the cavern floor lay crimson proof of their bestial ferocity. 

The Corinthian girl still cowered on the gallery where he had left her. He 
caught her wrist and yanked her to her feet, grunting: ‘I guess it’s time to go!’ 

Too bemused with terror to be fully aware of what was going on, the girl 
suffered herself to be led across the dizzy span. It was not until they were poised 
over the rushing water that she looked down, voiced a startled yelp and would 
have fallen but for Conan’s massive arm about her. Growling an objurgation in 
her ear, he snatched her up under his free arm and swept her, in a flutter of 
limply waving arms and legs, across the arch and into the aperture that opened at 
the other end. Without bothering to set her on her feet, he hurried through the 
short tunnel into which this aperture opened. An instant later they emerged upon 
a narrow ledge on the outer side of the cliffs that circled the valley. Less than a 
hundred feet below them the jungle waved in the starlight. 

Looking down, Conan vented a gusty sigh of relief. He believed that he could 
negotiate the descent, even though burdened with the jewels and the girl; 
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although he doubted if even he, unburdened, could have ascended at that spot. 
He set the chest, still smeared with Gorulga’s blood and clotted with his brains, 
on the ledge, and was about to remove his girdle in order to tie the box to his 
back, when he was galvanized by a sound behind him, a sound sinister and 
unmistakable. 

‘Stay here!’ he snapped at the bewildered Corinthian girl. ‘Don’t move!’ And 
drawing his sword, he glided into the tunnel, glaring back into the cavern. 

Halfway across the upper span he saw a gray deformed shape. One of the 
servants of Bit-Yakin was on his trail. There was no doubt that the brute had 
seen them and was following them. Conan did not hesitate. It might be easier to 
defend the mouth of the tunnel — but this fight must be finished quickly, before 
the other servants could return. 

He ran out on the span, straight toward the oncoming monster. It was no ape, 
neither was it a man. It was some shambling horror spawned in the mysterious, 
nameless jungles of the south, where strange life teemed in the reeking rot 
without the dominance of man, and drums thundered in temples that had never 
known the tread of a human foot. How the ancient Pelishtim had gained lordship 
over them — and with it eternal exile from humanity — was a foul riddle about 
which Conan did not care to speculate, even if he had had opportunity. 

Man and monster; they met at the highest arch of the span, where, a hundred 
feet below, rushed the furious black water. As the monstrous shape with its 
leprous gray body and the features of a carven, unhuman idol loomed over him. 
Conan struck as a wounded tiger strikes, with every ounce of thew and fury 
behind the blow. That stroke would have sheared a human body asunder; but the 
bones of the servant of Bit-Yakin were like tempered steel. Yet even tempered 
steel could not wholly have withstood that furious stroke. Ribs and shoulder- 
bone parted and blood spouted from the great gash. 

There was no time for a second stroke. Before the Cimmerian could lift his 
blade again or spring clear, the sweep of a giant arm knocked him from the span 
as a fly is flicked from a wall. As he plunged downward the rush of the river was 
like a knell in his ears, but his twisted body fell halfway across the lower arch. 
He wavered there precariously for one blood-chilling instant, then his clutching 
fingers hooked over the farther edge, and he scrambled to safety, his sword still 
in his other hand. 

As he sprang up, he saw the monster, spurting blood hideously, rush toward the 
cliff-end of the bridge, obviously intending to descend the stair that connected 
the arches and renew the feud. At the very ledge the brute paused in mid-flight — 
and Conan saw it too — Muriela, with the jewel chest under her arm, stood 
staring wildly in the mouth of the tunnel. 
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With a triumphant bellow the monster scooped her up under one arm, snatched 
the jewel chest with the other hand as she dropped it, and turning, lumbered back 
across the bridge. Conan cursed with passion and ran for the other side also. He 
doubted if he could climb the stair to the higher arch in time to catch the brute 
before it could plunge into the labyrinth of tunnels on the other side. 

But the monster was slowing, like clockwork running down. Blood gushed 
from that terrible gash in his breast, and he lurched drunkenly from side to side. 
Suddenly he stumbled, reeled and toppled sidewise — pitched headlong from the 
arch and hurtled downward. Girl and jewel chest fell from his nerveless hands 
and Muriela’s scream rang terribly above the snarl of the water below. 

Conan was almost under the spot from which the creature had fallen. The 
monster struck the lower arch glancingly and shot off, but the writhing figure of 
the girl struck and clung, and the chest hit the edge of the span near her. One 
falling object struck on one side of Conan and one on the other. Either was 
within arm’s length; for the fraction of a split second the chest teetered on the 
edge of the bridge, and Muriela clung by one arm, her face turned desperately 
toward Conan, her eyes dilated with the fear of death and her lips parted in a 
haunting cry of despair. 

Conan did not hesitate, nor did he even glance toward the chest that held the 
wealth of an epoch. With a quickness that would have shamed the spring of a 
hungry jaguar, he swooped, grasped the girl’s arm just as her fingers slipped 
from the smooth stone, and snatched her up on the span with one explosive 
heave. The chest toppled on over and struck the water ninety feet below, where 
the body of the servant of Bit-Yakin had already vanished. A splash, a jetting 
flash of foam marked where the Teeth of Gwahlur disappeared for ever from the 
sight of the man. 

Conan scarcely wasted a downward glance. He darted across the span and ran 
up the cliff stair like a cat, carrying the limp girl as if she had been an infant. A 
hideous ululation caused him to glance over his shoulder as he reached the 
higher arch, to see the other servants streaming back into the cavern below, 
blood dripping from their bared fangs. They raced up the stair that wound from 
tier to tier, roaring vengefully; but he slung the girl unceremoniously over his 
shoulder, dashed through the tunnel and went down the cliffs like an ape 
himself, dropping and springing from hold to hold with breakneck recklessness. 
When the fierce countenances looked over the ledge of the aperture, it was to see 
the Cimmerian and the girl disappearing into the forest that surrounded the cliffs. 

‘Well,’ said Conan, setting the girl on her feet within the sheltering screen of 
branches, ‘we can take our time now. I don’t think those brutes will follow us 
outside the valley. Anyway, I’ve got a horse tied at a water-hole close by, if the 
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lions haven’t eaten him. Crom’s devils! What are you crying about now?’ 

She covered her tear-stained face with her hands. and her slim shoulders shook 
with sobs. 

‘I lost the jewels for you,’ she wailed miserably. ‘It was my fault. If I’d obeyed 
you and stayed out on the ledge, that brute would never have seen me. You 
should have caught the gems and let me drown!’ 

“Yes, I suppose I should,’ he agreed. ‘But forget it. Never worry about what’s 
past. And stop crying, will you? That’s better. Come on.’ 

“You mean you’re going to keep me? Take me with you?’ she asked hopefully. 

“What else do you suppose I’d do with you?’ He ran an approving glance over 
her figure and grinned at the torn skirt which revealed a generous expanse of 
tempting ivory-tinted curves. ‘I can use an actress like you. There’s no use going 
back to Keshia. There’s nothing in Keshan now that I want. We’ll go to Punt. 
The people of Punt worship an ivory woman, and they wash gold out of the 
rivers in wicker baskets. Ill tell them that Keshan is intriguing with Thutmekri 
to enslave them — which is true — and that the gods have sent me to protect them 
— for about a houseful of gold. If I can manage to smuggle you into their temple 
to exchange places with their ivory goddess, we’ll skin them out of their jaw 
teeth before we get through with them!’ 
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BEYOND THE BLACK RIVER 


1 Conan Loses His Ax 


The stuvess or rue forest trail was so primeval that the tread of a soft-booted foot was a 
startling disturbance. At least it seemed so to the ears of the wayfarer, though he 
was moving along the path with the caution that must be practised by any man 
who ventures beyond Thunder River. He was a young man of medium height, 
with an open countenance and a mop of tousled tawny hair unconfined by cap or 
helmet. His garb was common enough for that country — a coarse tunic, belted at 
the waist, short leather breeches beneath, and soft buckskin boots that came short 
of the knee. A knife-hilt jutted from one boot-top. The broad leather belt 
supported a short, heavy sword and a buckskin pouch. There was no perturbation 
in the wide eyes that scanned the green walls which fringed the trail. Though not 
tall, he was well built, and the arms that the short wide sleeves of the tunic left 
bare were thick with corded muscle. 

He tramped imperturbably along, although the last settler’s cabin lay miles 
behind him, and each step was carrying him nearer the grim peril that hung like a 
brooding shadow over the ancient forest. 

He was not making as much noise as it seemed to him, though he well knew 
that the faint tread of his booted feet would be like a tocsin of alarm to the fierce 
ears that might be lurking in the treacherous green fastness. His careless attitude 
was not genuine; his eyes and ears were keenly alert, especially his ears, for no 
gaze could penetrate the leafy tangle for more than a few feet in either direction. 

But it was instinct more than any warning by the external senses which brought 
him up suddenly, his hand on his hilt. He stood stock-still in the middle of the 
trail, unconsciously holding his breath, wondering what he had heard, and 
wondering if indeed he had heard anything. The silence seemed absolute. Not a 
squirrel chattered or bird chirped. Then his gaze fixed itself on a mass of bushes 
beside the trail a few yards ahead of him. There was no breeze, yet he had seen a 
branch quiver. The short hairs on his scalp prickled, and he stood for an instant 
undecided, certain that a move in either direction would bring death streaking at 
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him from the bushes. 

A heavy chopping crunch sounded behind the leaves. The bushes were shaken 
violently, and simultaneously with the sound, an arrow arched erratically from 
among them and vanished among the trees along the trail. The wayfarer 
glimpsed its flight as he sprang frantically to cover. 

Crouching behind a thick stem, his sword quivering in his fingers, he saw the 
bushes part, and a tall figure stepped leisurely into the trail. The traveler stared in 
surprise. The stranger was clad like himself in regard to boots and breeks, 
though the latter were of silk instead of leather. But he wore a sleeveless hauberk 
of dark mesh-mail in place of a tunic, and a helmet perched on his black mane. 
That helmet held the other’s gaze; it was without a crest, but adorned by short 
bull’s horns. No civilized hand ever forged that head-piece. Nor was the face 
below it that of a civilized man: dark, scarred, with smoldering blue eyes, it was 
a face untamed as the primordial forest which formed its background. The man 
held a broadsword in his right hand, and the edge was smeared with crimson. 

‘Come on out,’ he called, in an accent unfamiliar to the wayfarer. ‘All’s safe 
now. There was only one of the dogs. Come on out.’ 

The other emerged dubiously and stared at the stranger. He felt curiously 
helpless and futile as he gazed on the proportions of the forest man — the massive 
iron-clad breast, and the arm that bore the reddened sword, burned dark by the 
sun and ridged and corded with muscles. He moved with the dangerous ease of a 
panther; he was too fiercely supple to be a product of civilization, even of that 
fringe of civilization which composed the outer frontiers. 

Turning, he stepped back to the bushes and pulled them apart. Still not certain 
just what had happened, the wayfarer from the east advanced and stared down 
into the bushes. A man lay there, a short, dark, thickly-muscled man, naked 
except for a loin-cloth, a necklace of human teeth and a brass armlet. A short 
sword was thrust into the girdle of the loin-cloth, and one hand still gripped a 
heavy black bow. The man had long black hair; that was about all the wayfarer 
could tell about his head, for his features were a mask of blood and brains. His 
skull had been split to the teeth. 

‘A Pict, by the gods!’ exclaimed the wayfarer. 

The burning blue eyes turned upon him. 

‘Are you surprised?’ 

‘Why, they told me at Velitrium and again at the settlers’ cabins along the 
road, that these devils sometimes sneaked across the border, but I didn’t expect 
to meet one this far in the interior.’ 

“You’re only four miles east of Black River,’ the stranger informed him. 
‘They’ve been shot within a mile of Velitrium. No settler between Thunder 
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River and Fort Tuscelan is really safe. I picked up this dog’s trail three miles 
south of the fort this morning, and I’ve been following him ever since. I came up 
behind him just as he was drawing an arrow on you. Another instant and there’d 
have been a stranger in Hell. But I spoiled his aim for him.’ 

The wayfarer was staring wide-eyed at the larger man, dumfounded by the 
realization that the man had actually tracked down one of the forest-devils and 
slain him unsuspected. That implied woodsmanship of a quality undreamed, 
even for Conajohara. 

“You are one of the fort’s garrison?’ he asked. 

‘I’m no soldier. I draw the pay and rations of an officer of the line, but I do my 
work in the woods. Valannus knows I’m of more use ranging along the river 
than cooped up in the fort.’ 

Casually the slayer shoved the body deeper into the thickets with his foot, 
pulled the bushes together and turned away down the trail. The other followed 
him. 

‘My name is Balthus,’ he offered. ‘I was at Velitrium last night. I haven’t 
decided whether I’ ll take up a hide of land, or enter fort-service.’ 

“The best land near Thunder River is already taken,’ grunted the slayer. ‘Plenty 
of good land between Scalp Creek — you crossed it a few miles back — and the 
fort, but that’s getting too devilish close to the river. The Picts steal over to burn 
and murder — as that one did. They don’t always come singly. Some day they’Il 
try to sweep the settlers out of Conajohara. And they may succeed — probably 
will succeed. This colonization business is mad, anyway. There’s plenty of good 
land east of the Bossonian marches. If the Aquilonians would cut up some of the 
big estates of their barons, and plant wheat where now only deer are hunted, they 
wouldn’t have to cross the border and take the land of the Picts away from 
them.’ 

“That’s queer talk from a man in the service of the Governor of Conajohara,’ 
objected Balthus. 

‘It’s nothing to me,’ the other retorted. ‘I’m a mercenary. I sell my sword to the 
highest bidder. I never planted wheat and never will, so long as there are other 
harvests to be reaped with the sword. But you Hyborians have expanded as far as 
you’ll be allowed to expand. You’ve crossed the marches, burned a few villages, 
exterminated a few clans and pushed back the frontier to Black River; but I 
doubt if you’ll even be able to hold what you’ve conquered, and you’ll never 
push the frontier any further westward. Your idiotic king doesn’t understand 
conditions here. He won’t send you enough reinforcements, and there are not 
enough settlers to withstand the shock of a concerted attack from across the 
river.’ 
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‘But the Picts are divided into small clans,’ persisted Balthus. ‘they’ll never 
unite. We can whip any single clan.’ 

‘Or any three or four clans,’ admitted the slayer. ‘But some day a man will rise 
and unite thirty or forty clans, just as was done among the Cimmerians, when the 
Gundermen tried to push the border northward, years ago. They tried to colonize 
the southern marches of Cimmeria: destroyed a few small clans, built a fort- 
town, Venarium — you’ve heard the tale.’ 

‘So I have indeed,’ replied Balthus, wincing. The memory of that red disaster 
was a black blot in the chronicles of a proud and war-like people. ‘My uncle was 
at Venarium when the Cimmerians swarmed over the walls. He was one of the 
few who escaped that slaughter. I’ve heard him tell the tale, many a time. The 
barbarians swept out of the hills in a ravening horde, without warning, and 
stormed Venarium with such fury none could stand before them. Men, women 
and children were butchered. Venarium was reduced to a mass of charred ruins, 
as it is to this day. The Aquilonians were driven back across the marches, and 
have never since tried to colonize the Cimmerian country. But you speak of 
Venarium familiarly. Perhaps you were there?’ 

‘I was,’ grunted the other. ‘I was one of the horde that swarmed over the hills. I 
hadn’t yet seen fifteen snows, but already my name was repeated about the 
council fires.’ 

Balthus involuntarily recoiled, staring. It seemed incredible that the man 
walking tranquilly at his side should have been one of those screeching, blood- 
mad devils that had poured over the walls of Venarium on that long-gone day to 
make her streets run crimson. 

“Then you, too, are a barbarian!’ he exclaimed involuntarily. 

The other nodded, without taking offence. 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian.’ 

‘I’ve heard of you.’ Fresh interest quickened Balthus’ gaze. No wonder the Pict 
had fallen victim to his own sort of subtlety. The Cimmerians were barbarians as 
ferocious as the Picts, and much more intelligent. Evidently Conan had spent 
much time among civilized men, though that contact had obviously not softened 
him, nor weakened any of his primitive instincts. Balthus’ apprehension turned 
to admiration as he marked the easy cat-like stride, the effortless silence with 
which the Cimmerian moved along the trail. The oiled links of his armor did not 
clink, and Balthus knew Conan could glide through the deepest thicket or most 
tangled copse as noiselessly as any naked Pict that ever lived. 

“You’re not a Gunderman?’ It was more assertion than question. 

Balthus shook his head. ‘I’m from the Tauran.’ 

‘I’ve seen good woodsmen from the Tauran. But the Bossonians have sheltered 
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you Aquilonians from the outer wildernesses for too many centuries. You need 
hardening.’ 

That was true; the Bossonian marches, with their fortified villages filled with 
determined bowmen, had long served Aquilonia as a buffer against the outlying 
barbarians. Now among the settlers beyond Thunder River there was growing up 
a breed of forest-men capable of meeting the barbarians at their own game, but 
their numbers were still scanty. Most of the frontiersmen were like Balthus — 
more of the settler than the woodsman type. 

The sun had not set, but it was no longer in sight, hidden as it was behind the 
dense forest wall. The shadows were lengthening, deepening back in the woods 
as the companions strode on down the trail. 

‘Tt will be dark before we reach the fort,’ commented Conan casually; then: 
‘Listen!’ 

He stopped short, half crouching, sword ready, transformed into a savage 
figure of suspicion and menace, poised to spring and rend. Balthus had heard it 
too — a wild scream that broke at its highest note. It was the cry of a man in dire 
fear or agony. 

Conan was off in an instant, racing down the trail, each stride widening the 
distance between him and his straining companion. Balthus puffed a curse. 
Among the settlements of the Tauran he was accounted a good runner, but 
Conan was leaving him behind with maddening ease. Then Balthus forgot his 
exasperation as his ears were outraged by the most frightful cry he had ever 
heard. It was not human, this one; it was a demoniacal caterwauling of hideous 
triumph that seemed to exult over fallen humanity and find echo in black gulfs 
beyond human ken. 

Balthus faltered in his stride, and clammy sweat beaded his flesh. But Conan 
did not hesitate; he darted around a bend in the trail and disappeared, and 
Balthus, panicky at finding himself alone with that awful scream still shuddering 
through the forest in grisly echoes, put on an extra burst of speed and plunged 
after him. 

The Aquilonian slid to a stumbling halt, almost colliding with the Cimmerian 
who stood in the trail over a crumpled body. But Conan was not looking at the 
corpse which lay there in the crimson-soaked dust. He was glaring into the deep 
woods on either side of the trail. 

Balthus muttered a horrified oath. It was the body of a man which lay there in 
the trail, a short, fat man, clad in the gilt-worked boots and (despite the heat) the 
ermine-trimmed tunic of a wealthy merchant. His fat, pale face was set in a stare 
of frozen horror; his thick throat had been slashed from ear to ear as if by a 
razor-sharp blade. The short sword still in its scabbard seemed to indicate that he 
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had been struck down without a chance to fight for his life. 

‘A Pict?’ Balthus whispered, as he turned to peer into the deepening shadows 
of the forest. 

Conan shook his head and straightened to scowl down at the dead man. 

‘A forest devil. This is the fifth, by Crom!’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘Did you ever hear of a Pictish wizard called Zogar Sag?’ Balthus shook his 
head uneasily. 

‘He dwells in Gwawela, the nearest village across the river. Three months ago 
he hid beside this road and stole a string of pack-mules from a pack-train bound 
for the fort — drugged their drivers, somehow. The mules belonged to this man’ — 
Conan casually indicated the corpse with his foot — “Tiberias, a merchant of 
Velitrium. They were loaded with ale-kegs, and old Zogar stopped to guzzle 
before he got across the river. A woodsman named Soractus trailed him, and led 
Valannus and three soldiers to where he lay dead drunk in a thicket. At the 
importunities of Tiberias, Valannus threw Zogar Sag into a cell, which is the 
worst insult you can give a Pict. He managed to kill his guard and escape, and 
sent back word that he meant to kill Tiberias and the five men who captured him 
in a way that would make Aquilonians shudder for centuries to come. 

‘Well, Soractus and the soldiers are dead. Soractus was killed on the river, the 
soldiers in the very shadow of the fort. And now Tiberias is dead. No Pict killed 
any of them. Each victim — except Tiberias, as you see — lacked his head — which 
no doubt is now ornamenting the altar of Zogar Sag’s particular god.’ 

‘How do you know they weren’t killed by the Picts?’ demanded Balthus. 

Conan pointed to the corpse of the merchant. 

“You think that was done with a knife or a sword? Look closer and you’ll see 
that only a talon could have made a gash like that. The flesh is ripped, not cut.’ 

‘Perhaps a panther—’ began Balthus, without conviction. Conan shook his 
head impatiently. 

‘A man from the Tauran couldn’t mistake the mark of a panther’s claws. No. 
It’s a forest devil summoned by Zogar Sag to carry out his revenge. Tiberias was 
a fool to start for Velitrium alone, and so close to dusk. But each one of the 
victims seemed to be smitten with madness just before doom overtook him. 
Look here; the signs are plain enough. Tiberias came riding along the trail on his 
mule, maybe with a bundle of choice otter pelts behind his saddle to sell in 
Velitrium, and the thing sprang on him from behind that bush. See where the 
branches are crushed down. 

‘Tiberias gave one scream, and then his throat was torn open and he was 
selling his otter skins in Hell. The mule ran away into the woods. Listen! Even 
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now you can hear him thrashing about under the trees. The demon didn’t have 
time to take Tiberias’ head; it took fright as we came up.’ 

‘As you came up,’ amended Balthus. ‘It must not be a very terrible creature if 
it flees from one armed man. But how do you know it was not a Pict with some 
kind of a hook that rips instead of slicing? Did you see it?’ 

“Tiberias was an armed man,’ grunted Conan. ‘If Zogar Sag can bring demons 
to aid him, he can tell them which men to kill and which to let alone. No, I didn’t 
see it. I only saw the bushes shake as it left the trail. But if you want further 
proof, look here!’ 

The slayer had stepped into the pool of blood in which the dead man sprawled. 
Under the bushes at the edge of the path there was a footprint, made in blood on 
the hard loam. 

‘Did a man make that?’ demanded Conan. 

Balthus felt his scalp prickle. Neither man nor any beast that he had ever seen 
could have left that strange, monstrous three-toed print, that was curiously 
combined of the bird and the reptile, yet a true type of neither. He spread his 
fingers above the print, careful not to touch it, and grunted explosively. He could 
not span the mark. 

“What is it?’ he whispered. ‘I never saw a beast that left a spoor like that.’ 

‘Nor any other sane man,’ answered Conan grimly. ‘It’s a swamp demon — 
they’re thick as bats in the swamps beyond Black River. You can hear them 
howling like damned souls when the wind blows strong from the south on hot 
nights.’ 

“What shall we do?’ asked the Aquilonian, peering uneasily into the deep blue 
shadows. The frozen fear on the dead countenance haunted him. He wondered 
what hideous head the wretch had seen thrust grinning from among the leaves to 
chill his blood with terror. 

‘No use to try to follow a demon,’ grunted Conan, drawing a short 
woodsman’s ax from his girdle. ‘I tried tracking him after he killed Soractus. I 
lost his trail within a dozen steps. He might have grown himself wings and flown 
away, or sunk down through the earth to Hell. I don’t know. I’m not going after 
the mule, either. It’ll either wander back to the fort, or to some settler’s cabin.’ 

As he spoke Conan was busy at the edge of the trail with his ax. With a few 
strokes he cut a pair of saplings nine or ten feet long, and denuded them of their 
branches. Then he cut a length from a serpent-like vine that crawled among the 
bushes near by, and making one end fast to one of the poles, a couple of feet 
from the end, whipped the vine over the other sapling and interlaced it back and 
forth. In a few moments he had a crude but strong litter. 

‘The demon isn’t going to get Tiberias’ head if I can help it,’ he growled. 
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‘We'll carry the body into the fort. It isn’t more than three miles. I never liked 
the fat fool, but we can’t have Pictish devils making so cursed free with white 
men’s heads.’ 

The Picts were a white race, though swarthy, but the border men never spoke 
of them as such. 

Balthus took the rear end of the litter, onto which Conan unceremoniously 
dumped the unfortunate merchant, and they moved on down the trail as swiftly 
as possible. Conan made no more noise laden with their grim burden than he had 
made when unencumbered. He had made a loop with the merchant’s belt at the 
end of the poles, and was carrying his share of the load with one hand, while the 
other gripped his naked broadsword, and his restless gaze roved the sinister 
walls about them. The shadows were thickening. A darkening blue mist blurred 
the outlines of the foliage. The forest deepened in the twilight, became a blue 
haunt of mystery sheltering unguessed things. 

They had covered more than a mile, and the muscles in Balthus’ sturdy arms 
were beginning to ache a little, when a cry rang shuddering from the woods 
whose blue shadows were deepening into purple. 

Conan started convulsively, and Balthus almost let go the poles. 

‘A woman!’ cried the younger man. ‘Great Mitra, a woman cried out then!’ 

‘A settler’s wife straying in the woods,’ snarled Conan, setting down his end of 
the litter. ‘Looking for a cow, probably, and — stay here!’ 

He dived like a hunting wolf into the leafy wall. Balthus’ hair bristled. 

‘Stay here alone with this corpse and a devil hiding in the woods?’ he yelped. 
‘T’m coming with you!’ 

And suiting action to words, he plunged after the Cimmerian. Conan glanced 
back at him, but made no objection, though he did not moderate his pace to 
accommodate the shorter legs of his companion. Balthus wasted his wind in 
swearing as the Cimmerian drew away from him again, like a phantom between 
the trees, and then Conan burst into a dim glade and halted crouching, lips 
snarling, sword lifted. 

“What are we stopping for?’ panted Balthus, dashing the sweat out of his eyes 
and gripping his short sword. 

“That scream came from this glade, or near by,’ answered Conan. ‘I don’t 
mistake the location of sounds, even in the woods. But where—’ 

Abruptly the sound rang out again — behind them; in the direction of the trail 
they had just quitted. It rose piercingly and pitifully, the cry of a woman in 
frantic terror — and then, shockingly, it changed to a yell of mocking laughter 
that might have burst from the lips of a fiend of lower Hell. 

‘What in Mitra’s name—’ Balthus’ face was a pale blur in the gloom. 
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With a scorching oath Conan wheeled and dashed back the way he had come, 
and the Aquilonian stumbled bewilderedly after him. He blundered into the 
Cimmerian as the latter stopped dead, and rebounded from his brawny shoulders 
as though from an iron statue. Gasping from the impact, he heard Conan’s breath 
hiss through his teeth. The Cimmerian seemed frozen in his tracks. 

Looking over his shoulder, Balthus felt his hair stand up stiffly. Something was 
moving through the deep bushes that fringed the trail — something that neither 
walked nor flew, but seemed to glide like a serpent. But it was not a serpent. Its 
outlines were indistinct, but it was taller than a man, and not very bulky. It gave 
off a glimmer of weird light, like a faint blue flame. Indeed, the eery fire was the 
only tangible thing about it. It might have been an embodied flame moving with 
reason and purpose through the blackening woods. 

Conan snarled a savage curse and hurled his ax with ferocious will. But the 
thing glided on without altering its course. Indeed it was only a few instants’ 
fleeting glimpse they had of it — a tall, shadowy thing of misty flame floating 
through the thickets. Then it was gone, and the forest crouched in breathless 
stillness. 

With a snarl Conan plunged through the intervening foliage and into the trail. 
His profanity, as Balthus floundered after him, was lurid and impassioned. The 
Cimmerian was standing over the litter on which lay the body of Tiberias. And 
that body no longer possessed a head. 

“Tricked us with its damnable caterwauling!’ raved Conan, swinging his great 
sword about his head in his wrath. ‘I might have known! I might have guessed a 
trick! Now there’|l be five heads to decorate Zogar’s altar.’ 

‘But what thing is it that can cry like a woman and laugh like a devil, and 
shines like witch-fire as it glides through the trees?’ gasped Balthus, mopping 
the sweat from his pale face. 

‘A swamp devil,’ responded Conan morosely. ‘Grab those poles. We’|l take in 
the body, anyway. At least our load’s a bit lighter.’ 

With which grim philosophy he gripped the leathery loop and stalked down the 
trail. 


2 The Wizard of Gwawela 


Fort Tuscelan stood on the eastern bank of Black River, the tides of which 
washed the foot of the stockade. The latter was of logs, as were all the buildings 
within, including the donjon (to dignify it by that appellation), in which were the 
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governor’s quarters, overlooking the stockade and the sullen river. Beyond that 
river lay a huge forest, which approached jungle-like density along the spongy 
shores. Men paced the runways along the log parapet day and night, watching 
that dense green wall. Seldom a menacing figure appeared, but the sentries knew 
that they too were watched, fiercely, hungrily, with the mercilessness of ancient 
hate. The forest beyond the river might seem desolate and vacant of life to the 
ignorant eye, but life teemed there, not alone of bird and beast and reptile, but 
also of men, the fiercest of all the hunting beasts. 

There, at the fort, civilization ended. Fort Tuscelan was the last outpost of a 
civilized world; it represented the westernmost thrust of the dominant Hyborian 
races. Beyond the river the primitive still reigned in shadowy forests, brush- 
thatched huts where hung the grinning skulls of men, and mud-walled enclosures 
where fires flickered and drums rumbled, and spears were whetted in the hands 
of dark, silent men with tangled black hair and the eyes of serpents. Those eyes 
often glared through the bushes at the fort across the river. Once dark-skinned 
men had built their huts where that fort stood; yes, and their huts had risen where 
now stood the fields and log cabins of fair-haired settlers, back beyond 
Velitrium, that raw, turbulent frontier town on the banks of Thunder River, to the 
shores of that other river that bounds the Bossonian marches. Traders had come, 
and priests of Mitra who walked with bare feet and empty hands, and died 
horribly, most of them; but soldiers had followed, and men with axes in their 
hands and women and children in ox-drawn wains. Back to Thunder River, and 
still back, beyond Black River the aborigines had been pushed, with slaughter 
and massacre. But the dark-skinned people did not forget that once Conajohara 
had been theirs. 

The guard inside the eastern gate bawled a challenge. Through a barred 
aperture torchlight flickered, glinting on a steel head-piece and suspicious eyes 
beneath it. 

‘Open the gate,’ snorted Conan. ‘You see it’s I, don’t you?’ 

Military discipline put his teeth on edge. 

The gate swung inward and Conan and his companion passed through. Balthus 
noted that the gate was flanked by a tower on each side, the summits of which 
rose above the stockade. He saw loopholes for arrows. 

The guardsmen grunted as they saw the burden borne between the men. Their 
pikes jangled against each other as they thrust shut the gate, chin on shoulder, 
and Conan asked testily: ‘Have you never seen a headless body before?’ 

The face of the soldiers were pallid in the torchlight. 

‘That’s Tiberias,’ blurted one. ‘I recognize that fur-trimmed tunic. Valerius 
here owes me five lunas. I told him Tiberias had heard the loon call when he 
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rode through the gate on his mule, with his glassy stare. I wagered he’d come 
back without his head.’ 

Conan grunted enigmatically, motioned Balthus to ease the litter to the ground, 
and then strode off toward the governor’s quarters, with the Aquilonian at his 
heels. The tousle-headed youth stared about him eagerly and curiously, noting 
the rows of barracks along the walls, the stables, the tiny merchants’ stalls, the 
towering blockhouse, and the other buildings, with the open square in the middle 
where the soldiers drilled, and where, now, fires danced and men off duty 
lounged. These were now hurrying to join the morbid crowd gathered about the 
litter at the gate. The rangy figures of Aquilonian pikemen and forest runners 
mingled with the shorter, stockier forms of Bossonian archers. 

He was not greatly surprised that the governor received them himself. 
Autocratic society with its rigid caste laws lay east of the marches. Valannus was 
still a young man, well knit, with a finely chiseled countenance already carved 
into sober cast by toil and responsibility. 

“You left the fort before daybreak, I was told,’ he said to Conan. ‘I had begun 
to fear that the Picts had caught you at last.’ 

“When they smoke my head the whole river will know it,’ grunted Conan. 
‘They’ ll hear Pictish women wailing their dead as far as Velitrium — I was on a 
lone scout. I couldn’t sleep. I kept hearing drums talking across the river.’ 

“They talk each night,’ reminded the governor, his fine eyes shadowed, as he 
stared closely at Conan. He had learned the unwisdom of discounting wild men’s 
instincts. 

“There was a difference last night,’ growled Conan. “There has been ever since 
Zogar Sag got back across the river.’ 

“We should either have given him presents and sent him home, or else hanged 
him,’ sighed the governor. ‘You advised that, but—’ 

‘But it’s hard for you Hyborians to learn the ways of the outlands,’ said Conan. 
‘Well, it can’t be helped now, but there’ll be no peace on the border so long as 
Zogar lives and remembers the cell he sweated in. I was following a warrior who 
slipped over to put a few white notches on his bow. After I split his head I fell in 
with this lad whose name is Balthus and who’s come from the Tauran to help 
hold the frontier.’ 

Valannus approvingly eyed the young man’s frank countenance and strongly- 
knit frame. 

‘I am glad to welcome you, young sir. I wish more of your people would come. 
We need men used to forest life. Many of our soldiers and some of our settlers 
are from the eastern provinces and know nothing of woodcraft, or even of 
agricultural life.’ 
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‘Not many of that breed this side of Velitrium,’ grunted Conan. ‘That town’s 
full of them, though. But listen, Valannus, we found Tiberias dead on the trail.’ 
And in a few words he related the grisly affair. 

Valannus paled. ‘I did not know he had left the fort. He must have been mad!’ 

‘He was,’ answered Conan. ‘Like the other four; each one, when his time 
came, went mad and rushed into the woods to meet his death like a hare running 
down the throat of a python. Something called to them from the deeps of the 
forest, something the men call a loon, for lack of a better name, but only the 
doomed ones could hear it. Zogar Sag has made a magic that Aquilonian 
civilization can’t overcome.’ 

To this thrust Valannus made no reply; he wiped his brow with a shaky hand. 

‘Do the soldiers know of this?’ 

“We left the body by the eastern gate.’ 

“You should have concealed the fact, hidden the corpse somewhere in the 
woods. The soldiers are nervous enough already.’ 

“They’d have found it out some way. If I’d hidden the body, it would have 
been returned to the fort as the corpse of Soractus was — tied up outside the gate 
for the men to find in the morning.’ 

Valannus shuddered. Turning, he walked to a casement and stared silently out 
over the river, black and shiny under the glint of the stars. Beyond the river the 
jungle rose like an ebony wall. The distant screech of a panther broke the 
stillness. The night pressed in, blurring the sounds of the soldiers outside the 
blockhouse, dimming the fires. A wind whispered through the black branches, 
rippling the dusky water. On its wings came a low, rhythmic pulsing, sinister as 
the pad of a leopard’s foot. 

‘After all,’ said Valannus, as if speaking his thoughts aloud, ‘what do we know 
— what does anyone know — of the things that jungle may hide? We have dim 
rumors of great swamps and rivers, and a forest that stretches on and on over 
everlasting plains and hills to end at last on the shores of the western ocean. But 
what things lie between this river and that ocean we dare not even guess. No 
white man has ever plunged deep into that fastness and returned alive to tell us 
what he found. We are wise in our civilized knowledge, but our knowledge 
extends just so far — to the western bank of that ancient river! Who knows what 
shapes earthly and unearthly may lurk beyond the dim circle of light our 
knowledge has cast? 

‘Who knows what gods are worshipped under the shadows of that heathen 
forest, or what devils crawl out of the black ooze of the swamps? Who can be 
sure that all the inhabitants of that black country are natural? Zogar Sag — a sage 
of the eastern cities would sneer at his primitive magic-making as the mummery 
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of a fakir; yet he has driven mad and killed five men in a manner no man can 
explain. I wonder if he himself is wholly human.’ 

‘If I can get within ax-throwing distance of him I'll settle that question,’ 
growled Conan, helping himelf to the governor’s wine and pushing a glass 
toward Balthus, who took it hesitatingly, and with an uncertain glance toward 
Valannus. 

The governor turned toward Conan and stared at him thoughtfully. 

“The soldiers, who do not believe in ghosts or devils,’ he said, ‘are almost in a 
panic of fear. You, who believe in ghosts, ghouls, goblins, and all manner of 
uncanny things, do not seem to fear any of the things in which you believe.’ 

‘There’s nothing in the universe cold steel won’t cut,’ answered Conan. ‘I 
threw my ax at the demon, and he took no hurt, but I might have missed, in the 
dusk, or a branch deflected its flight. I’m not going out of my way looking for 
devils; but I wouldn’t step out of my path to let one go by.’ 

Valannus lifted his head and met Conan’s gaze squarely. 

‘Conan, more depends on you than you realize. You know the weakness of this 
province — a slender wedge thrust into the untamed wilderness. You know that 
the lives of all the people west of the marches depend on this fort. Were it to fall, 
red axes would be splintering the gates of Velitrium before a horseman could 
cross the marches. His majesty, or his majesty’s advisers, have ignored my plea 
that more troops be sent to hold the frontier. They know nothing of border 
conditions, and are averse to expending any more money in this direction. The 
fate of the frontier depends upon the men who now hold it. 

“You know that most of the army which conquered Conajohara has been 
withdrawn. You know the force left me is inadequate, especially since that devil 
Zogar Sag managed to poison our water supply, and forty men died in one day. 
Many of the others are sick, or have been bitten by serpents or mauled by wild 
beasts which seem to swarm in increasing numbers in the vicinity of the fort. 
The soldiers believe Zogar’s boast that he could summon the forest beasts to slay 
his enemies. 

‘IT have three hundred pikemen, four hundred Bossonian archers, and perhaps 
fifty men who, like yourself, are skilled in woodcraft. They are worth ten times 
their number of soldiers, but there are so few of them. Frankly, Conan, my 
situation is becoming precarious. The soldiers whisper of desertion; they are 
low-spirited, believing Zogar Sag has loosed devils on us. They fear the black 
plague with which he threatened us — the terrible black death of the swamplands. 
When I see a sick soldier I sweat with fear of seeing him turn black and shrivel 
and die before my eyes. 

‘Conan, if the plague is loosed upon us, the soldiers will desert in a body! The 
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border will be left unguarded and nothing will check the sweep of the dark- 
skinned hordes to the very gates of Velitrium — maybe beyond! If we can not 
hold the fort, how can they hold the town? 

‘Conan, Zogar Sag must die, if we are to hold Conajohara. You have 
penetrated the unknown deeper than any other man in the fort; you know where 
Gwawela stands, and something of the forest trails across the river. Will you 
take a band of men tonight and endeavour to kill or capture him? Oh, I know it’s 
mad. There isn’t more than one chance in a thousand that any of you will come 
back alive. But if we don’t get him, it’s death for us all. You can take as many 
men as you wish.’ 

‘A dozen men are better for a job like that than a regiment,’ answered Conan. 
‘Five hundred men couldn’t fight their way to Gwawela and back, but a dozen 
might slip in and out again. Let me pick my men. I don’t want any soldiers.’ 

‘Let me go!’ eagerly exclaimed Balthus. ‘I’ve hunted deer all my life on the 
Tauran.’ 

‘All right. Valannus, we’ll eat at the stall where the foresters gather, and I’ll 
pick my men. We’|l start within an hour, drop down the river in a boat to a point 
below the village and then steal upon it through the woods. If we live, we should 
be back by daybreak.’ 


3 The Crawlers in the Dark 


The river was a vague trace between walls of ebony. The paddles that propelled 
the long boat creeping along in the dense shadow of the eastern bank dipped 
softly into the water, making no more noise than the beak of a heron. The broad 
shoulders of the man in front of Balthus were a blur in the dense gloom. He 
knew that not even the keen eyes of the man who knelt in the prow would 
discern anything more than a few feet ahead of them. Conan was feeling his way 
by instinct and an intensive familiarity with the river. 

No one spoke. Balthus had had a good look at his companions in the fort 
before they slipped out of the stockade and down the bank into the waiting 
canoe. They were of a new breed growing up in the world on the raw edge of the 
frontier — men whom grim necessity had taught woodcraft. Aquilonians of the 
western provinces to a man, they had many points in common. They dressed 
alike — in buckskin boots, leathern breeks and deerskin shirts, with broad girdles 
that held axes and short swords; and they were all gaunt and scarred and hard- 
eyed; sinewy and taciturn. 


6067 XRN 


They were wild men, of a sort, yet there was still a wide gulf between them and 
the Cimmerian. They were sons of civilization, reverted to a semi-barbarism. He 
was a barbarian of a thousand generations of barbarians. They had acquired 
stealth and craft, but he had been born to these things. He excelled them even in 
lithe economy of motion. They were wolves, but he was a tiger. 

Balthus admired them and their leader and felt a pulse of pride that he was 
admitted into their company. He was proud that his paddle made no more noise 
than did theirs. In that respect at least he was their equal, though woodcraft 
learned in hunts on the Tauran could never equal that ground into the souls of 
men on the savage border. 

Below the fort the river made a wide bend. The lights of the outpost were 
quickly lost, but the canoe held on its way for nearly a mile, avoiding snags and 
floating logs with almost uncanny precision. 

Then a low grunt from their leader, and they swung its head about and glided 
toward the opposite shore. Emerging from the black shadows of the brush that 
fringed the bank and coming into the open of the midstream created a peculiar 
illusion of rash exposure. But the stars gave little light, and Balthus knew that 
unless one were watching for it, it would be all but impossible for the keenest 
eye to make out the shadowy shape of the canoe crossing the river. 

They swung in under the overhanging bushes of the western shore and Balthus 
groped for and found a projecting root which he grasped. No word was spoken. 
All instructions had been given before the scouting-party left the fort. As silently 
as a great panther Conan slid over the side and vanished in the bushes. Equally 
noiseless, nine men followed him. To Balthus, grasping the root with his paddle 
across his knee, it seemed incredible that ten men should thus fade into the 
tangled forest without a sound. 

He settled himself to wait. No word passed between him and the other man 
who had been left with him. Somewhere, a mile or so to the northwest, Zogar 
Sag’s village stood girdled with thick woods. Balthus understood his orders; he 
and his companion were to wait for the return of the raiding-party. If Conan and 
his men had not returned by the first tinge of dawn, they were to race back up the 
river to the fort and report that the forest had again taken its immemorial toll of 
the invading race. The silence was oppressive. No sound came from the black 
woods, invisible beyond the ebony masses that were the overhanging bushes. 
Balthus no longer heard the drums. They had been silent for hours. He kept 
blinking, unconsciously trying to see through the deep gloom. The dank night- 
smells of the river and the damp forest oppressed him. Somewhere, near by, 
there was a sound as if a big fish had flopped and splashed the water. Balthus 
thought it must have leaped so close to the canoe that it had struck the side, for a 
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slight quiver vibrated the craft. The boat’s stern began to swing, slightly away 
from the shore. The man behind him must have let go of the projection he was 
gripping. Balthus twisted his head to hiss a warning, and could just make out the 
figure of his companion, a slightly blacker bulk in the blackness. 

The man did not reply. Wondering if he had fallen asleep, Balthus reached out 
and grasped his shoulder. To his amazement, the man crumpled under his touch 
and slumped down in the canoe. Twisting his body half about, Balthus groped 
for him, his heart shooting into his throat. His fumbling fingers slid over the 
man’s throat — only the youth’s convulsive clenching of his jaws choked back 
the cry that rose to his lips. His fingers encountered a gaping, oozing wound — 
his companion’s throat had been cut from ear to ear. 

In that instant of horror and panic Balthus started up — and then a muscular arm 
out of the darkness locked fiercely about his throat, strangling his yell. The 
canoe rocked wildly. Balthus’ knife was in his hand, though he did not 
remember jerking it out of his boot, and he stabbed fiercely and blindly. He felt 
the blade sink deep, and a fiendish yell rang in his ear, a yell that was horribly 
answered. The darkness seemed to come to life about him. A bestial clamor rose 
on all sides, and other arms grappled him. Borne under a mass of hurtling bodies 
the canoe rolled sidewise, but before he went under with it, something cracked 
against Balthus’ head and the night was briefly illuminated by a blinding burst of 
fire before it gave way to a blackness where not even stars shone. 


4 The Beasts of Zogar Sag 


Fires dazzled Balthus again as he slowly recovered his senses. He blinked, shook 
his head. Their glare hurt his eyes. A confused medley of sound rose about him, 
growing more distinct as his senses cleared. He lifted his head and stared 
stupidly about him. Black figures hemmed him in, etched against crimson 
tongues of flame. 

Memory and understanding came in a rush. He was bound upright to a post in 
an open space, ringed by fierce and terrible figures. Beyond that ring fires 
bummed, tended by naked, dark-skinned women. Beyond the fires he saw huts of 
mud and wattle, thatched with brush. Beyond the huts there was a stockade with 
a broad gate. But he saw these things only incidentally. Even the cryptic dark 
women with their curious coiffures were noted by him only absently. His full 
attention was fixed in awful fascination on the men who stood glaring at him. 

Short men, broad-shouldered, deep-chested, lean-hipped, they were naked 
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except for scanty loin-clouts. The firelight brought out the play of their swelling 
muscles in bold relief. Their dark faces were immobile, but their narrow eyes 
glittered with the fire that burns in the eyes of a stalking tiger. Their tangled 
manes were bound back with bands of copper. Swords and axes were in their 
hands. Crude bandages banded the limbs of some, and smears of blood were 
dried on their dark skins. There had been fighting, recent and deadly. 

His eyes wavered away from the steady glare of his captors, and he repressed a 
cry of horror. A few feet away there rose a low, hideous pyramid: it was built of 
gory human heads. Dead eyes glared glassily up at the black sky. Numbly he 
recognized the countenances which were turned toward him. They were the 
heads of the men who had followed Conan into the forest. He could not tell if the 
Cimmerian’s head were among them. Only a few faces were visible to him. It 
looked to him as if there must be ten or eleven heads at least. A deadly sickness 
assailed him. He fought a desire to retch. Beyond the heads lay the bodies of half 
a dozen Picts, and he was aware of a fierce exultation at the sight. The forest 
runners had taken toll, at least. 

Twisting his head away from the ghastly spectacle, he became aware that 
another post stood near him — a stake painted black as was the one to which he 
was bound. A man sagged in his bonds there, naked except for his leathern 
breeks, whom Balthus recognized as one of Conan’s woodsmen. Blood trickled 
from his mouth, oozed sluggishly from a gash in his side. Lifting his head as he 
licked his livid lips, he muttered, making himself heard with difficulty above the 
fiendish clamor of the Picts: ‘So they got you, too!’ 

‘Sneaked up in the water and cut the other fellow’s throat,’ groaned Balthus. 
“We never heard them till they were on us. Mitra, how can anything move so 
silently?’ 

“They’re devils,’ mumbled the frontiersman. “They must have been watching 
us from the time we left midstream. We walked into a trap. Arrows from all 
sides were ripping into us before we knew it. Most of us dropped at the first fire. 
Three or four broke through the bushes and came to hand-grips. But there were 
too many. Conan might have gotten away. I haven’t seen his head. Been better 
for you and me if they’d killed us outright. I can’t blame Conan. Ordinarily we’d 
have gotten to the village without being discovered. They don’t keep spies on the 
river bank as far down as we landed. We must have stumbled into a big party 
coming up the river from the south. Some devilment is up. Too many Picts here. 
These aren’t all Gwaweli; men from the western tribes here and from up and 
down the river.’ 

Balthus stared at the ferocious shapes. Little as he knew of Pictish ways, he 
was aware that the number of men clustered about them was out of proportion to 
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the size of the village. There were not enough huts to have accommodated them 
all. Then he noticed that there was a difference in the barbaric tribal designs 
painted on their faces and breasts. 

‘Some kind of devilment,’ muttered the forest runner. ‘They might have 
gathered here to watch Zogar’s magic-making. He’ll make some rare magic with 
our carcasses. Well, a border-man doesn’t expect to die in bed. But I wish we’d 
gone out along with the rest.’ 

The wolfish howling of the Picts rose in volume and exultation, and from a 
movement in their ranks, an eager surging and crowding, Balthus deduced that 
someone of importance was coming. Twisting his head about, he saw that the 
stakes were set before a long building, larger than the other huts, decorated by 
human skulls dangling from the eaves. Through the door of that structure now 
danced a fantastic figure. 

‘Zogar!’ muttered the woodsman, his bloody countenance set in wolfish lines 
as he unconsciously strained at his cords. Balthus saw a lean figure of middle 
height, almost hidden in ostrich plumes set on a harness of leather and copper. 
From amidst the plumes peered a hideous and malevolent face. The plumes 
puzzled Balthus. He knew their source lay half the width of a world to the south. 
They fluttered and rustled evilly as the shaman leaped and cavorted. 

With fantastic bounds and prancings he entered the ring and whirled before his 
bound and silent captives. With another man it would have seemed ridiculous — a 
foolish savage prancing meaninglessly in a whirl of feathers. But that ferocious 
face glaring out from the billowing mass gave the scene a grim significance. No 
man with a face like that could seem ridiculous or like anything except the devil 
he was. 

Suddenly he froze to statuesque stillness; the plumes rippled once and sank 
about him. The howling warriors fell silent. Zogar Sag stood erect and 
motionless, and he seemed to increase in height — to grow and expand. Balthus 
experienced the illusion that the Pict was towering above him, staring 
contemptuously down from a great height, though he knew the shaman was not 
as tall as himself. He shook off the illusion with difficulty. 

The shaman was talking now, a harsh, guttural intonation that yet carried the 
hiss of a cobra. He thrust his head on his long neck toward the wounded man on 
the stake; his eyes shone red as blood in the firelight. The frontiersman spat full 
in his face. 

With a fiendish howl Zogar bounded convulsively into the air, and the warriors 
gave tongue to a yell that shuddered up to the stars. They rushed toward the man 
on the stake, but the shaman beat them back. A snarled command sent men 
running to the gate. They hurled it open, turned and raced back to the circle. The 
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ring of men split, divided with desperate haste to right and left. Balthus saw the 
women and naked children scurrying to the huts. They peeked out of doors and 
windows. A broad lane was left to the open gate, beyond which loomed the 
black forest, crowding sullenly in upon the clearing, unlighted by the fires. 

A tense silence reigned as Zogar Sag turned toward the forest, raised on his 
tiptoes and sent a weird inhuman call shuddering out into the night. Somewhere, 
far out in the black forest, a deeper cry answered him. Balthus shuddered. From 
the timbre of that cry he knew it never came from a human throat. He 
remembered what Valannus had said — that Zogar boasted that he could summon 
wild beasts to do his bidding. The woodsman was livid beneath his mask of 
blood. He licked his lips spasmodically. 

The village held its breath. Zogar Sag stood still as a statue, his plumes 
trembling faintly about him. But suddenly the gate was no longer empty. 

A shuddering gasp swept over the village and men crowded hastily back, 
jamming one another between the huts. Balthus felt the short hair stir on his 
scalp. The creature that stood in the gate was like the embodiment of nightmare 
legend. Its color was of a curious pale quality which made it seem ghostly and 
unreal in the dim light. But there was nothing unreal about the low-hung savage 
head, and the great curved fangs that glistened in the firelight. On noiseless 
padded feet it approached like a phantom out of the past. It was a survival of an 
older, grimmer age, the ogre of many an ancient legend — a saber-tooth tiger. No 
Hyborian hunter had looked upon one of those primordial brutes for centuries. 
Immemorial myths lent the creatures a supernatural quality, induced by their 
ghostly color and their fiendish ferocity. 

The beast that glided toward the men on the stakes was longer and heavier than 
a common, striped tiger, almost as bulky as a bear. Its shoulders and forelegs 
were so massive and mightily muscled as to give it a curiously top-heavy look, 
though its hind-quarters were more powerful than that of a lion. Its jaws were 
massive, but its head was brutishly shaped. Its brain capacity was small. It had 
room for no instincts except those of destruction. It was a freak of carnivorous 
development, evolution run amuck in a horror of fangs and talons. 

This was the monstrosity Zogar Sag had summoned out of the forest. Balthus 
no longer doubted the actuality of the shaman’s magic. Only the black arts could 
establish a domination over that tiny-brained, mighty-thewed monster. Like a 
whisper at the back of his consciousness rose the vague memory of the name of 
an ancient god of darkness and primordial fear, to whom once both men and 
beasts bowed and whose children — men whispered -— still lurked in dark corners 
of the world. New horror tinged the glare he fixed on Zogar Sag. 

The monster moved past the heap of bodies and the pile of gory heads without 
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appearing to notice them. He was no scavenger. He hunted only the living, in a 
life dedicated solely to slaughter. An awful hunger bummed greenly in the wide, 
unwinking eyes; the hunger not alone of belly-emptiness, but the lust of death- 
dealing. His gaping jaws slavered. The shaman stepped back; his hand waved 
toward the woodsman. 

The great cat sank into a crouch, and Balthus numbly remembered tales of its 
appalling ferocity: of how it would spring upon an elephant and drive its sword- 
like fangs so deeply into the titan’s skull that they could never be withdrawn, but 
would keep it nailed to its victim, to die by starvation. The shaman cried out 
shrilly, and with an ear-shattering roar the monster sprang. 

Balthus had never dreamed of such a spring, such a hurtling of incarnated 
destruction embodied in that giant bulk of iron thews and ripping talons. Full on 
the woodsman’s breast it struck, and the stake splintered and snapped at the 
base, crashing to the earth under the impact. Then the saber-tooth was gliding 
toward the gate, half dragging, half carrying a hideous crimson hulk that only 
faintly resembled a man. Balthus glared almost paralysed, his brain refusing to 
credit what his eyes had seen. 

In that leap the great beast had not only broken off the stake, it had ripped the 
mangled body of its victim from the post to which it was bound. The huge talons 
in that instant of contact had disemboweled and partially dismembered the man, 
and the giant fangs had torn away the whole top of his head, shearing through 
the skull as easily as through flesh. Stout rawhide thongs had given way like 
paper; where the thongs had held, flesh and bones had not. Balthus retched 
suddenly. He had hunted bears and panthers, but he had never dreamed the beast 
lived which could make such a red ruin of a human frame in the flicker of an 
instant. 

The saber-tooth vanished through the gate, and a few moments later a deep 
roar sounded through the forest, receding in the distance. But the Picts still 
shrank back against the huts, and the shaman still stood facing the gate that was 
like a black opening to let in the night. 

Cold sweat burst suddenly out on Balthus’ skin. What new horror would come 
through that gate to make carrion-meat of his body? Sick panic assailed him and 
he strained futilely at his thongs. The night pressed in very black and horrible 
outside the firelight. The fires themselves glowed lurid as the fires of hell. He 
felt the eyes of the Picts upon him — hundreds of hungry, cruel eyes that reflected 
the lust of souls utterly without humanity as he knew it. They no longer seemed 
men; they were devils of this black jungle, as inhuman as the creatures to which 
the fiend in the nodding plumes screamed through the darkness. 

Zogar sent another call shuddering through the night, and it was utterly unlike 
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the first cry. There was a hideous sibilance in it — Balthus turned cold at the 
implication. If a serpent could hiss that loud, it would make just such a sound. 

This time there was no answer — only a period of breathless silence in which 
the pound of Balthus’ heart strangled him; and then there sounded a swishing 
outside the gate, a dry rustling that sent chills down Balthus’ spine. Again the 
firelit gate held a hideous occupant. 

Again Balthus recognized the monster from ancient legends. He saw and knew 
the ancient and evil serpent which swayed there, its wedge-shaped head, huge as 
that of a horse, as high as a tall man’s head, and its palely gleaming barrel 
rippling out behind it. A forked tongue darted in and out, and the firelight 
glittered on bared fangs. 

Balthus became incapable of emotion. The horror of his fate paralysed him. 
That was the reptile that the ancients called Ghost Snake, the pale, abominable 
terror that of old glided into huts by night to devour whole families. Like the 
python it crushed its victim, but unlike other constrictors its fangs bore venom 
that carried madness and death. It too had long been considered extinct. But 
Valannus had spoken truly. No white man knew what shapes haunted the great 
forests beyond Black River. 

It came on silently rippling over the ground, its hideous head on the same level, 
its neck curving back slightly for the stroke. Balthus gazed with glazed, 
hypnotized stare into that loathesome gullet down which he would soon be 
engulfed, and he was aware of no sensation except a vague nausea. 

And then something that glinted in the firelight streaked from the shadows of 
the huts, and the great reptile whipped about and went into instant convulsions. 
As in a dream Balthus saw a short throwing-spear transfixing the mighty neck, 
just below the gaping jaws; the shaft protruded from one side, the steel head 
from the other. 

Knotting and looping hideously, the maddened reptile rolled into the circle of 
men who strove back from him. The spear had not severed its spine, but merely 
transfixed its great neck muscles. Its furiously lashing tail mowed down a dozen 
men and its jaws snapped convulsively, splashing others with venom that burned 
like liquid fire. Howling, cursing, screaming, frantic, they scattered before it, 
knocking each other down in their flight, trampling the fallen, bursting through 
the huts. The giant snake rolled into a fire, scattering sparks and brands, and the 
pain lashed it to more frenzied efforts. A hut wall buckled under the ram-like 
impact of its flailing tail, disgorging howling people. 

Men stampeded through the fires, knocking the logs right and left. The flames 
sprang up, then sank. A reddish dim glow was all that lighted that nightmare 
scene where the giant reptile whipped and rolled, and men clawed and shrieked 
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in frantic flight. 

Balthus felt something jerk at his wrists, and then, miraculously, he was free, 
and a strong hand dragged him behind the post. Dazedly he saw Conan, felt the 
forest man’s iron grip on his arm. 

There was blood on the Cimmerian’s mail, dried blood on the sword in his 
right hand; he loomed dim and gigantic in the shadowy light. ‘Come on! Before 
they get over their panic!’ 

Balthus felt the haft of an ax shoved into his hand. Zogar Sag had disappeared. 
Conan dragged Balthus after him until the youth’s numb brain awoke, and his 
legs began to move of their own accord. Then Conan released him and ran into 
the building where the skulls hung. Balthus followed him. He got a glimpse of a 
grim stone altar, faintly lighted by the glow outside; five human heads grinned 
on that altar, and there was a grisly familiarity about the features of the freshest; 
it was the head of the merchant Tiberias. Behind the altar was an idol, dim, 
indistinct, bestial, yet vaguely man-like in outline. Then fresh horror choked 
Balthus as the shape heaved up suddenly with a rattle of chains, lifting long 
misshapen arms in the gloom. 

Conan’s sword flailed down, crunching through flesh and bone, and then the 
Cimmerian was dragging Balthus around the altar, past a huddled shaggy bulk 
on the floor, to a door at the back of the long hut. Through this they burst, out 
into the enclosure again. But a few yards beyond them loomed the stockade. 

It was dark behind the altar-hut. The mad stampede of the Picts had not carried 
them in that direction. At the wall Conan halted, gripped Balthus and heaved 
him at arm’s length into the air as he might have lifted a child. Balthus grasped 
the points of the upright logs set in the sun-dried mud and scrambled up on them, 
ignoring the havoc done his skin. He lowered a hand to the Cimmerian, when 
around a corner of the altar-hut sprang a fleeing Pict. He halted short, glimpsing 
the man on the wall in the faint glow of the fires. Conan hurled his ax with 
deadly aim, but the warrior’s mouth was already open for a yell of warning, and 
it rang loud above the din, cut short as he dropped with a shattered skull. 

Blinding terror had not submerged all ingrained instincts. As that wild yell rose 
above the clamor, there was an instant’s lull, and then a hundred throats bayed 
ferocious answer and warriors came leaping to repel the attack presaged by the 
warning. 

Conan leaped high, caught, not Balthus’ hand but his arm near the shoulder, 
and swung himself up. Balthus set his teeth against the strain, and then the 
Cimmerian was on the wall beside him, and the fugitives dropped down on the 
other side. 
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5 The Children of Jhebbal Sag 


‘Which way is the river?’ Balthus was confused. 

“We don’t dare try for the river now,’ grunted Conan. ‘The woods between the 
village and the river are swarming with warriors. Come on! We’ll head in the 
last direction they’ ll expect us to go — west!’ 

Looking back as they entered the thick growth, Balthus beheld the wall dotted 
with black heads as the savages peered over. The Picts were bewildered. They 
had not gained the wall in time to see the fugitives take cover. They had rushed 
to the wall expecting to repel an attack in force. They had seen the body of the 
dead warrior. But no enemy was in sight. 

Balthus realized that they did not yet know their prisoner had escaped. From 
other sounds he believed that the warriors, directed by the shrill voice of Zogar 
Sag, were destroying the wounded serpent with arrows. The monster was out of 
the shaman’s control. A moment later the quality of the yells was altered. 
Screeches of rage rose in the night. 

Conan laughed grimly. He was leading Balthus along a narrow trail that ran 
west under the black branches, stepping as swiftly and surely as if he trod a well- 
lighted thoroughfare. Balthus stumbled after him, guiding himself by feeling the 
dense wall on either hand. 

‘They’ ll be after us now. Zogar’s discovered you’re gone, and he knows my 
head wasn’t in the pile before the altar-hut. The dog! If I’d had another spear I’d 
have thrown it through him before I struck the snake. Keep to the trail. They 
can’t track us by torchlight, and there are a score of paths leading from the 
village. They’ll follow those leading to the river first — throw a cordon of 
warriors for miles along the bank, expecting us to try to break through. We 
won’t take to the woods until we have to. We can make better time on this trail. 
Now buckle down to it and run as you never ran before.’ 

‘They got over their panic cursed quick!’ panted Balthus, complying with a 
fresh burst of speed. 

‘They’re not afraid of anything, very long,’ grunted Conan. 

For a space nothing was said between them. The fugitives devoted all their 
attention to covering distance. They were plunging deeper and deeper into the 
wildemess and getting farther away from civilization at every step, but Balthus 
did not question Conan’s wisdom. The Cimmerian presently took time to grunt: 
“When we’re far enough away from the village we’ll swing back to the river in a 
big circle. No other village within miles of Gwawela. All the Picts are gathered 
in that vicinity. We’ll circle wide around them. They can’t track us until 


6076 XRN 


daylight. They’ ll pick up our path then, but before dawn we’II leave the trail and 
take to the woods.’ 

They plunged on. The yells died out behind them. Balthus’ breath was 
whistling through his teeth. He felt a pain in his side, and running became 
torture. He blundered against the bushes on each side of the trail. Conan pulled 
up suddenly, turned and stared back down the dim path. 

Somewhere the moon was rising, a dim white glow amidst a tangle of 
branches. 

‘Shall we take to the woods?’ panted Balthus. 

‘Give me your ax,’ murmured Conan softly. ‘Something is close behind us.’ 

“Then we’d better leave the trail!’ exclaimed Balthus. 

Conan shook his head and drew his companion into a dense thicket. The moon 
rose higher, making a dim light in the path. 

‘We can’t fight the whole tribe!’ whispered Balthus. 

‘No human being could have found our trail so quickly, or followed us so 
swiftly,’ muttered Conan. ‘Keep silent.’ 

There followed a tense silence in which Balthus felt that his heart could be 
heard pounding for miles away. Then abruptly, without a sound to announce its 
coming, a savage head appeared in the dim path. Balthus’ heart jumped into his 
throat; at first glance he feared to look upon the awful head of the saber-tooth. 
But this head was smaller, more narrow; it was a leopard which stood there, 
snarling silently and glaring down the trail. What wind there was was blowing 
toward the hiding men, concealing their scent. The beast lowered his head and 
snuffed the trail, then moved forward uncertainly. A chill played down Balthus’ 
spine. The brute was undoubtedly trailing them. 

And it was suspicious. It lifted its head, its eyes glowing like balls of fire, and 
growled low in its throat. And at that instant Conan hurled the ax. 

All the weight of arm and shoulder was behind the throw, and the ax was a 
streak of silver in the dim moon. Almost before he realized what had happened, 
Balthus saw the leopard rolling on the ground in its death-throes, the handle of 
the ax standing up from its head. The head of the weapon had split its narrow 
skull. 

Conan bounded from the bushes, wrenched his ax free and dragged the limp 
body in among the trees, concealing it from the casual glance. 

‘Now let’s go, and go fast!’ he grunted, leading the way southward, away from 
the trail. ‘There’ll be warriors coming after that cat. As soon as he got his wits 
back Zogar sent him after us. The Picts would follow him, but he’d leave them 
far behind. He’d circle the village until he hit our trail and then come after us 
like a streak. They couldn’t keep up with him, but they’ll have an idea as to our 
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general direction. They’d follow, listening for his cry. Well, they won’t hear 
that, but they’ Il find the blood on the trail, and look around and find the body in 
the brush. They’!l pick up our spoor there, if they can. Walk with care.’ 

He avoided clinging briars and low-hanging branches effortlessly, gliding 
between trees without touching the stems and always planting his feet in the 
places calculated to show least evidence of his passing; but with Balthus it was 
slower, more laborious work. 

No sound came from behind them. They had covered more than a mile when 
Balthus said: ‘Does Zogar Sag catch leopard-cubs and train them for 
bloodhounds?’ 

Conan shook his head. ‘That was a leopard he called out of the woods.’ 

‘But,’ Balthus persisted, ‘if he can order the beasts to do his bidding, why 
doesn’t he rouse them all and have them after us? The forest is full of leopards; 
why send only one after us?’ 

Conan did not reply for a space, and when he did it was with a curious 
reticence. 

‘He can’t command all the animals. Only such as remember Jhebbal Sag.’ 

‘Jhebbal Sag?’ Balthus repeated the ancient name hesitantly. He had never 
heard it spoken more than three or four times in his whole life. 

‘Once all living things worshipped him. That was long ago, when beasts and 
men spoke one language. Men have forgotten him; even the beasts forget. Only a 
few remember. The men who remember Jhebbal Sag and the beasts who 
remember are brothers and speak the same tongue.’ 

Balthus did not reply; he had strained at a Pictish stake and seen the nighted 
jungle give up its fanged horrors at a shaman’s call. 

‘Civilized men laugh,’ said Conan. ‘But not one can tell me how Zogar Sag 
can call pythons and tigers and leopards out of the wilderness and make them do 
his bidding. They would say it is a lie, if they dared. That’s the way with 
civilized men. When they can’t explain something by their half-baked science, 
they refuse to believe it.’ 

The people on the Tauran were closer to the primitive than most Aquilonians; 
superstitions persisted, whose sources were lost in antiquity. And Balthus had 
seen that which still prickled his flesh. He could not refute the monstrous thing 
which Conan’s words implied. 

‘I’ve heard that there’s an ancient grove sacred to Jhebbal Sag somewhere in 
this forest,’ said Conan. ‘I don’t know. I’ve never seen it. But more beasts 
remember in this country than any I’ve ever seen.’ 

“Then others will be on our trail?’ 

“They are now,’ was Conan’s disquieting answer. ‘Zogar would never leave 
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our tracking to one beast alone.’ 

“What are we to do, then?’ asked Balthus uneasily, grasping his ax as he stared 
at the gloomy arches above him. His flesh crawled with the momentary 
expectation of ripping talons and fangs leaping from the shadows. 

‘Wait!’ 

Conan turned, squatted and with his knife began scratching a curious symbol in 
the mold. Stooping to look at it over his shoulder, Balthus felt a crawling of the 
flesh along his spine, he knew not why. He felt no wind against his face, but 
there was a rustling of leaves above them and a weird moaning swept ghostily 
through the branches. Conan glanced up inscrutably, then rose and stood staring 
somberly down at the symbol he had drawn. 

“What is it?’ whispered Balthus. It looked archaic and meaningless to him. He 
supposed that it was his ignorance of artistry which prevented his identifying it 
as one of the conventional designs of some prevailing culture. But had he been 
the most erudite artist in the world, he would have been no nearer the solution. 

‘I saw it carved in the rock of a cave no human had visited for a million years,’ 
muttered Conan, ‘in the uninhabited mountains beyond the Sea of Vilayet, half a 
world away from this spot. Later I saw a black witch-finder of Kush scratch it in 
the sand of a nameless river. He told me part of its meaning — it’s sacred to 
Jhebbal Sag and the creatures which worship him. Watch!’ 

They drew back among the dense foliage some yards away and waited in tense 
silence. To the east drums muttered and somewhere to north and west other 
drums answered. Balthus shivered, though he knew long miles of black forest 
separated him from the grim beaters of those drums whose dull pulsing was a 
sinister overture that set the dark stage for bloody drama. 

Balthus found himself holding his breath. Then with a slight shaking of the 
leaves, the bushes parted and a magnificent panther came into view. The 
moonlight dappling through the leaves shone on its glossy coat rippling with the 
play of the great muscles beneath it. 

With its head held low it glided toward them. It was smelling out their trail. 
Then it halted as if frozen, its muzzle almost touching the symbol cut in the 
mold. For a long space it crouched motionless; it flattened its long body and laid 
its head on the ground before the mark. And Balthus felt the short hairs stir on 
his scalp. For the attitude of the great carnivore was one of awe and adoration. 

Then the panther rose and backed away carefully, belly almost to the ground. 
With his hind-quarters among the bushes he wheeled as if in sudden panic and 
was gone like a flash of dappled light. 

Balthus mopped his brow with a trembling hand and glanced at Conan. 

The barbarian’s eyes were smoldering with fires that never lit the eyes of men 
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bred to the ideas of civilization. In that instant he was all wild, and had forgotten 
the man at his side. In his burning gaze Balthus glimpsed and vaguely 
recognized pristine images and half-embodied memories, shadows from Life’s 
dawn, forgotten and repudiated by sophisticated races — ancient, primeval 
fantasms unnamed and nameless. 

Then the deeper fires were masked and Conan was silently leading the way 
deeper into the forest. 

“‘We’ve no more to fear from the beasts,’ he said after a while, ‘but we’ve left a 
sign for men to read. They won’t follow our trail very easily, and until they find 
that symbol they won’t know for sure we’ve turned south. Even then it won’t be 
easy to smell us out without the beasts to aid them. But the woods south of the 
trail will be full of warriors looking for us. If we keep moving after daylight, 
we'll be sure to run into some of them. As soon as we find a good place we’|l 
hide and wait until another night to swing back and make the river. We’ve got to 
warn Valannus, but it won’t help him any if we get ourselves killed.’ 

“Warm Valannus?’ 

‘Hell, the woods along the river are swarming with Picts! That’s why they got 
us. Zogar’s brewing war-magic; no mere raid this time. He’s done something no 
Pict has done in my memory — united as many as fifteen or sixteen clans. His 
magic did it; they’ll follow a wizard farther than they will a war-chief. You saw 
the mob in the village; and there were hundreds hiding along the river bank that 
you didn’t see. More coming, from the farther villages. He’ll have at least three 
thousand fighting-men. I lay in the bushes and heard their talk as they went past. 
They mean to attack the fort; when, I don’t know, but Zogar doesn’t dare delay 
long. He’s gathered them and whipped them into a frenzy. If he doesn’t lead 
them into battle quickly, they’!l fall to quarreling with one another. They’re like 
blood-mad tigers. 

‘I don’t know whether they can take the fort or not. Anyway, we’ve got to get 
back across the river and give the warning. The settlers on the Velitrium road 
must either get into the fort or back to Velitrium. While the Picts are besieging 
the fort, war-parties will range the road far to the east — might even cross 
Thunder River and raid the thickly settled country behind Velitrium.’ 

As he talked he was leading the way deeper and deeper into the ancient 
wilderness. Presently he grunted with satisfaction. They had reached a spot 
where the underbrush was more scattered, and an outcropping of stone was 
visible, wandering off southward. Balthus felt more secure as they followed it. 
Not even a Pict could trail them over naked rock. 

‘How did you get away?’ he asked presently. 

Conan tapped his mail-shirt and helmet. 
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‘If more borderers would wear harness there’d be fewer skulls hanging on the 
altar-huts. But most men make noise if they wear armor. They were waiting on 
each side of the path, without moving. And when a Pict stands motionless, the 
very beasts of the forest pass him without seeing him. They’d seen us crossing 
the river and got in their places. If they’d gone into ambush after we left the 
bank, I’d have had some hint of it. But they were waiting, and not even a leaf 
trembled. The devil himself couldn’t have suspected anything. The first 
suspicion I had was when I heard a shaft rasp against a bow as it was pulled 
back. I dropped and yelled for the men behind me to drop, but they were too 
slow, taken by surprise like that. 

‘Most of them fell at the first volley that raked us from both sides. Some of the 
arrows crossed the trail and struck Picts on the other side. I heard them howl.’ 
He grinned with vicious satisfaction. ‘Such of us as were left plunged into the 
woods and closed with them. When I saw the others were all down or taken, I 
broke through and outfooted the painted devils through the darkness. They were 
all around me. I ran and crawled and sneaked, and sometimes I lay on my belly 
under the bushes while they passed me on all sides. 

‘I tried for the shore and found it lined with them, waiting for just such a move. 
But I’d have cut my way through and taken a chance on swimming, only I heard 
the drums pounding in the village and knew they’d taken somebody alive. 

“They were all so engrossed in Zogar’s magic that I was able to climb the wall 
behind the altar-hut. There was a warrior supposed to be watching at that point, 
but he was squatting behind the hut and peering around the corner at the 
ceremony. I came up behind him and broke his neck with my hands before he 
knew what was happening. It was his spear I threw into the snake, and that’s his 
ax you’re carrying.’ 

‘But what was that — that thing you killed in the altar-hut?’ asked Balthus, with 
a shiver at the memory of the dim-seen horror. 

‘One of Zogar’s gods. One of Jhebbal’s children that didn’t remember and had 
to be kept chained to the altar. A bull ape. The Picts think they’re sacred to the 
Hairy One who lives on the moon — the gorilla-god of Gullah. 

‘It’s getting light. Here’s a good place to hide until we see how close they’re 
on our trail. Probably have to wait until night to break back to the river.’ 

A low hill pitched upward, girdled and covered with thick trees and bushes. 
Near the crest Conan slid into a tangle of jutting rocks, crowned by dense 
bushes. Lying among them they could see the jungle below without being seen. 
It was a good place to hide or defend. Balthus did not believe that even a Pict 
could have trailed them over the rocky ground for the past four or five miles, but 
he was afraid of the beasts that obeyed Zogar Sag. His faith in the curious 
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symbol wavered a little now. But Conan had dismissed the possibility of beasts 
tracking them. 

A ghostly whiteness spread through the dense branches; the patches of sky 
visible altered in hue, grew from pink to blue. Balthus felt the gnawing of 
hunger, though he had slaked his thirst at a stream they had skirted. There was 
complete silence, except for an occasional chirp of a bird. The drums were no 
longer to be heard. Balthus’ thoughts reverted to the grim scene before the altar- 
hut. 

“Those were ostrich plumes Zogar Sag wore,’ he said. ‘I’ve seen them on the 
helmets of knights who rode from the East to visit the barons of the marches. 
There are no ostriches in this forest, are there?’ 

“They came from Kush,’ answered Conan. ‘West of here, many marches, lies 
the seashore. Ships from Zingara occasionally come and trade weapons and 
omaments and wine to the coastal tribes for skins and copper ore and gold dust. 
Sometimes they trade ostrich plumes they got from the Stygians, who in turn got 
them from the black tribes of Kush, which lies south of Stygia. The Pictish 
shamans place great store by them. But there’s much risk in such trade. The Picts 
are too likely to try to seize the ship. And the coast is dangerous to ships. I’ve 
sailed along it when I was with the pirates of the Barachan Isles, which lie 
southwest of Zingara.’ 

Balthus looked at his companion with admiration. 

‘I knew you hadn’t spent your life on this frontier. You’ve mentioned several 
far places. You’ve traveled widely?’ 

‘I’ve roamed far; farther than any other man of my race ever wandered. I’ve 
seen all the great cities of the Hyborians, the Shemites, the Stygians and the 
Hyrkanians. I’ve roamed in the unknown countries south of the black kingdoms 
of Kush, and east of the Sea of Vilayet. I’ve been a mercenary captain, a corsair, 
a kozak, a penniless vagabond, a general — hell, I’ve been everything except a 
king, and I may be that, before I die.’ The fancy pleased him, and he grinned 
hardly. Then he shrugged his shoulders and stretched his mighty figure on the 
rocks. ‘This is as good life as any. I don’t know how long I’ll stay on the 
frontier; a week, a month, a year. I have a roving foot. But it’s as well on the 
border as anywhere.’ 

Balthus set himself to watch the forest below them. Momentarily he expected 
to see fierce painted faces thrust through the leaves. But as the hours passed no 
stealthy footfall disturbed the brooding quiet. Balthus believed the Picts had 
missed their trail and given up the chase. Conan grew restless. 

“We should have sighted parties scouring the woods for us. If they’ve quit the 
chase, it’s because they’re after bigger game. They may be gathering to cross the 


6082 XRN 


river and storm the fort.’ 

“Would they come this far south if they lost the trail?’ 

‘They’ve lost the trail, all right; otherwise they’d have been on our necks 
before now. Under ordinary circumstances they’d scour the woods for miles in 
every direction. Some of them should have passed within sight of this hill. They 
must be preparing to cross the river. We’ve got to take a chance and make for 
the river.’ 

Creeping down the rocks Balthus felt his flesh crawl between his shoulders as 
he momentarily expected a withering blast of arrows from the green masses 
about them. He feared that the Picts had discovered them and were lying about 
in ambush. But Conan was convinced no enemies were near, and the Cimmerian 
was right. 

‘We’re miles to the south of the village,’ grunted Conan. ‘We’ll hit straight 
through for the river. I don’t know how far down the river they’ve spread. We’ll 
hope to hit it below them.’ 

With haste that seemed reckless to Balthus they hurried eastward. The woods 
seemed empty of life. Conan believed that all the Picts were gathered in the 
vicinity of Gwawela, if indeed, they had not already crossed the river. He did not 
believe they would cross in the daytime, however. 

‘Some woodsman would be sure to see them and give the alarm. They’Il cross 
above and below the fort, out of sight of the sentries. Then others will get in 
canoes and make straight across for the river wall. As soon as they attack, those 
hidden in the woods on the east shore will assail the fort from the other sides. 
They’ve tried that before, and got the guts shot and hacked out of them. But this 
time they’ve got enough men to make a real onslaught of it.’ 

They pushed on without pausing, though Balthus gazed longingly at the 
squirrels flitting among the branches, which he could have brought down with a 
cast of his ax. With a sigh he drew up his broad belt. The everlasting silence and 
gloom of the primitive forest was beginning to depress him. He found himself 
thinking of the open groves and sun-dappled meadows of the Tauran, of the bluff 
cheer of his father’s steep-thatched, diamond-paned house, of the fat cows 
browsing through the deep, lush grass, and the hearty fellowship of the brawny, 
bare-armed plowmen and herdsmen. 

He felt lonely, in spite of his companion. Conan was as much a part of this 
wilderness as Balthus was alien to it. The Cimmerian might have spent years 
among the great cities of the world; he might have walked with the rulers of 
civilization; he might even achieve his wild whim some day and rule as king of a 
civilized nation; stranger things had happened. But he was no less a barbarian. 
He was concerned only with the naked fundamentals of life. The warm 
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intimacies of small, kindly things, the sentiments and delicious trivialities that 
make up so much of civilized men’s lives were meaningless to him. A wolf was 
no less a wolf because a whim of chance caused him to run with the watchdogs. 
Bloodshed and violence and savagery were the natural elements of the life 
Conan knew; he could not, and would never, understand the little things that are 
so dear to civilized men and women. 

The shadows were lengthening when they reached the river and peered through 
the masking bushes. They could see up and down the river for about a mile each 
way. The sullen stream lay bare and empty. Conan scowled across at the other 
shore. 

‘We’ ve got to take another chance here. We’ve got to swim the river. We don’t 
know whether they’ve crossed or not. The woods over there may be alive with 
them. We’ve got to risk it. We’re about six miles south of Gwawela.’ 

He wheeled and ducked as a bow-string twanged. Something like a white flash 
of light streaked through the bushes. Balthus knew it was an arrow. Then with a 
tigerish bound Conan was through the bushes. Balthus caught the gleam of steel 
as he whirled his sword, and heard a death scream. The next instant he had 
broken through the bushes after the Cimmerian. 

A Pict with a shattered skull lay face-down on the ground, his fingers 
spasmodically clawing at the grass. Half a dozen others were swarming about 
Conan, swords and axes lifted. They had cast away their bows, useless at such 
deadly close quarters. Their lower jaws were painted white, contrasting vividly 
with their dark faces, and the designs on their muscular breasts differed from any 
Balthus had ever seen. 

One of them hurled his ax at Balthus and rushed after it with lifted knife. 
Balthus ducked and then caught the wrist that drove the knife licking at his 
throat. They went to the ground together, rolling over and over. The Pict was 
like a wild beast, his muscles hard as steel strings. 

Balthus was striving to maintain his hold on the wild man’s wrist and bring his 
own ax into play, but so fast and furious was the struggle that each attempt to 
strike was blocked. The Pict was wrenching furiously to free his knife hand, was 
clutching at Balthus’ ax, and driving his knees at the youth’s groin. Suddenly he 
attempted to shift his knife to his free hand, and in that instant Balthus, 
struggling up on one knee, split the painted head with a desperate blow of his ax. 

He sprang up and glared wildly about for his companion, expecting to see him 
overwhelmed by numbers. Then he realized the full strength and ferocity of the 
Cimmerian. Conan bestrode two of his attackers, shorn half asunder by that 
terrible broadsword. As Balthus looked he saw the Cimmerian beat down a 
thrusting shortsword, avoid the stroke of an ax with a cat-like sidewise spring 
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which brought him within arm’s length of a squat savage stooping for a bow. 
Before the Pict could straighten, the red sword flailed down and clove him from 
shoulder to mid-breastbone, where the blade stuck. The remaining warriors 
rushed in, one from either side. Balthus hurled his ax with an accuracy that 
reduced the attackers to one, and Conan, abandoning his efforts to free his 
sword, wheeled and met the remaining Pict with his bare hands. The stocky 
warrior, a head shorter than his tall enemy, leaped in, striking with his ax, at the 
same time stabbing murderously with his knife. The knife broke on the 
Cimmerian’s mail, and the ax checked in midair as Conan’s fingers locked like 
iron on the descending arm. A bone snapped loudly, and Balthus saw the Pict 
wince and falter. The next instant he was swept off his feet, lifted high above the 
Cimmerian’s head — he writhed in midair for an instant, kicking and thrashing, 
and then was dashed headlong to the earth with such force that he rebounded, 
and then lay still, his limp posture telling of splintered limbs and a broken spine. 

‘Come on!’ Conan wrenched his sword free and snatched up an ax. ‘Grab a 
bow and a handful of arrows, and hurry! We’ve got to trust to our heels again. 
That yell was heard. They’|l be here in no time. If we tried to swim now, they’d 
feather us with arrows before we reached midstream!’ 


6 Red Axes of the Border 


Conan did not plunge deeply into the forest. A few hundred yards from the river, 
he altered his slanting course and ran parallel with it. Balthus recognized a grim 
determination not to be hunted away from the river which they must cross if they 
were to warn the men in the fort. Behind them rose more loudly the yells of the 
forest men. Balthus believed the Picts had reached the glade where the bodies of 
the slain men lay. Then further yells seemed to indicate that the savages were 
streaming into the woods in pursuit. They had left a trail any Pict could follow. 

Conan increased his speed, and Balthus grimly set his teeth and kept on his 
heels, though he felt he might collapse any time. It seemed centuries since he 
had eaten last. He kept going more by an effort of will than anything else. His 
blood was pounding so furiously in his eardrums that he was not aware when the 
yells died out behind them. 

Conan halted suddenly. Balthus leaned against a tree and panted. 

“They’ve quit!’ grunted the Cimmerian, scowling. 

‘Sneaking — up — on — us!’ gasped Balthus. 

Conan shook his head. 
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‘A short chase like this they’d yell every step of the way. No. They’ve gone 
back. I thought I heard somebody yelling behind them a few seconds before the 
noise began to get dimmer. They’ve been recalled. And that’s good for us, but 
damned bad for the men in the fort. It means the warriors are being summoned 
out of the woods for the attack. These men we ran into were warriors from a 
tribe down the river. They were undoubtedly headed for Gwawela to join in the 
assault on the fort. Damn it, we’re farther away than ever, now. We’ve got to get 
across the river.’ 

Turing east he hurried through the thickets with no attempt at concealment. 
Balthus followed him, for the first time feeling the sting of lacerations on his 
breast and shoulder where the Pict’s savage teeth had scored him. He was 
pushing through the thick bushes that fringed the bank when Conan pulled him 
back. Then he heard a rhythmic splashing, and peering through the leaves, saw a 
dugout canoe coming up the river, its single occupant paddling hard against the 
current. He was a strongly built Pict with a white heron feather thrust in a copper 
band that confined his square-cut mane. 

‘That’s a Gwawela man,’ muttered Conan. ‘Emissary from Zogar. White 
plume shows that. He’s carried a peace talk to the tribes down the river and now 
he’s trying to get back and take a hand in the slaughter.’ 

The lone ambassador was now almost even with their hiding-place, and 
suddenly Balthus almost jumped out of his skin. At his very ear had sounded the 
harsh gutturals of a Pict. Then he realized that Conan had called to the paddler in 
his own tongue. The man started, scanned the bushes and called back something, 
then cast a startled glance across the river, bent low and sent the canoe shooting 
in toward the western bank. Not understanding, Balthus saw Conan take from his 
hand the bow he had picked up in the glade, and notch an arrow. 

The Pict had run his canoe in close to the shore, and staring up into the bushes, 
called out something. His answer came in the twang of the bow-string, the 
streaking flight of the arrow that sank to the feathers in his broad breast. With a 
choking gasp he slumped sidewise and rolled into the shallow water. In an 
instant Conan was down the bank and wading into the water to grasp the drifting 
canoe. Balthus stumbled after him and somewhat dazedly crawled into the 
canoe. Conan scrambled in, seized the paddle and sent the craft shooting toward 
the eastern shore. Balthus noted with envious admiration the play of the great 
muscles beneath the sun-burnt skin. The Cimmerian seemed an iron man, who 
never knew fatigue. 

“What did you say to the Pict?’ asked Balthus. 

‘Told him to pull into shore; said there was a white forest runner on the bank 
who was trying to get a shot at him.’ 
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“That doesn’t seem fair,’ Balthus objected. ‘He thought a friend was speaking 
to him. You mimicked a Pict perfectly—’ 

“We needed his boat,’ grunted Conan, not pausing in his exertions. ‘Only way 
to lure him to the bank. Which is worse — to betray a Pict who’d enjoy skinning 
us both alive, or betray the men across the river whose lives depend on our 
getting over?’ 

Balthus mulled over this delicate ethical question for a moment, then shrugged 
his shoulder and asked: ‘How far are we from the fort?’ 

Conan pointed to a creek which flowed into Black River from the east, a few 
hundred yards below them. 

‘That’s South Creek; it’s ten miles from its mouth to the fort. It’s the southern 
boundary of Conajohara. Marshes miles wide south of it. No danger of a raid 
from across them. Nine miles above the fort North Creek forms the other 
boundary. Marshes beyond that, too. That’s why an attack must come from the 
west, across Black River. Conajohara’s just like a spear, with a point nineteen 
miles wide, thrust into the Pictish wilderness.’ 

‘Why don’t we keep to the canoe and make the trip by water?’ 

‘Because, considering the current we’ve got to brace, and the bends in the 
river, we can go faster afoot. Besides, remember Gwawela is south of the fort; if 
the Picts are crossing the river we’d run right into them.’ 


Dusk was gathering as they stepped upon the eastern bank. Without pause Conan 
pushed on northward, at a pace that made Balthus’ sturdy legs ache. 

‘Valannus wanted a fort built at the mouths of North and South Creeks,’ 
grunted the Cimmerian. ‘Then the river could be patrolled constantly. But the 
Government wouldn’t do it. 

‘Soft-bellied fools sitting on velvet cushions with naked girls offering them 
iced wine on their knees — I know the breed. They can’t see any farther than their 
palace wall. Diplomacy — hell! They’d fight Picts with theories of territorial 
expansion. Valannus and men like him have to obey the orders of a set of 
damned fools. They’!l never grab any more Pictish land, any more than they’ll 
ever rebuild Venarium. The time may come when they’ll see the barbarians 
swarming over the walls of the Eastern cities!’ 

A week before, Balthus would have laughed at any such preposterous 
suggestion. Now he made no reply. He had seen the unconquerable ferocity of 
the men who dwelt beyond the frontiers. 

He shivered, casting glances at the sullen river, just visible through the bushes, 
at the arches of the trees which crowded close to its banks. He kept remembering 
that the Picts might have crossed the river and be lying in ambush between them 
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and the fort. It was fast growing dark. 

A slight sound ahead of them jumped his heart into his throat, and Conan’s 
sword gleamed in the air. He lowered it when a dog, a great, gaunt, scarred 
beast, slunk out of the bushes and stood staring at them. 

“That dog belonged to a settler who tried to build his cabin on the bank of the 
river a few miles south of the fort,’ grunted Conan. ‘The Picts slipped over and 
killed him, of course, and burned his cabin. We found him dead among the 
embers, and the dog lying senseless among three Picts he’d killed. He was 
almost cut to pieces. We took him to the fort and dressed his wounds, but after 
he recovered he took to the woods and turned wild— What now, Slasher, are 
you hunting the men who killed your master?’ 

The massive head swung from side to side and the eyes glowed greenly. He did 
not growl or bark. Silently as a phantom he slid in behind them. 

‘Let him come,’ muttered Conan. ‘He can smell the devils before we can see 
them.’ 

Balthus smiled and laid his hand caressingly on the dog’s head. The lips 
involuntarily writhed back to display the gleaming fangs; then the great beast 
bent his head sheepishly, and his tail moved with jerky uncertainty, as if the 
owner had almost forgotten the emotions of friendliness. Balthus mentally 
compared the great gaunt hard body with the fat sleek hounds tumbling 
vociferously over one another in his father’s kennel yard. He sighed. The frontier 
was no less hard for beasts than for men. This dog had almost forgotten the 
meaning of kindness and friendliness. 

Slasher glided ahead, and Conan let him take the lead. The last tinge of dusk 
faded into stark darkness. The miles fell away under their steady feet. Slasher 
seemed voiceless. Suddenly he halted, tense, ears lifted. An instant later the men 
heard it — a demoniac yelling up the river ahead of them, faint as a whisper. 

Conan swore like a madman. 

“They’ve attacked the fort! We’re too late! Come on!’ 

He increased his pace, trusting to the dog to smell out ambushes ahead. In a 
flood of tense excitement Balthus forgot his hunger and weariness. The yells 
grew louder as they advanced, and above the devilish screaming they could hear 
the deep shouts of the soldiers. Just as Balthus began to fear they would run into 
the savages who seemed to be howling just ahead of them, Conan swung away 
from the river in a wide semicircle that carried them to a low rise from which 
they could look over the forest. They saw the fort, lighted with torches thrust 
over the parapets on long poles. These cast a flickering, uncertain light over the 
clearing, and in that light they saw throngs of naked, painted figures along the 
fringe of the clearing. The river swarmed with canoes. The Picts had the fort 
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completely surrounded. 

An incessant hail of arrows rained against the stockade from the woods and the 
river. The deep twanging of the bow-strings rose above the howling. Yelling like 
wolves, several hundred naked warriors with axes in their hands ran from under 
the trees and raced toward the eastern gate. They were within a hundred and fifty 
yards of their objective when a withering blast of arrows from the wall littered 
the ground with corpses and sent the survivors fleeing back to the trees. The men 
in the canoes rushed their boats toward the river-wall, and were met by another 
shower of clothyard shafts and a volley from the small ballistas mounted on 
towers on that side of the stockade. Stones and logs whirled through the air and 
splintered and sank half a dozen canoes, killing their occupants, and the other 
boats drew back out of range. A deep roar of triumph rose from the walls of the 
fort, answered by bestial howling from all quarters. 

‘Shall we try to break through?’ asked Balthus, trembling with eagerness. 

Conan shook his head. He stood with his arms folded, his head slightly bent, a 
somber and brooding figure. 

‘The fort’s doomed. The Picts are blood-mad, and won’t stop until they’re all 
killed. And there are too many of them for the men in the fort to kill. We 
couldn’t break through, and if we did, we could do nothing but die with 
Valannus.’ 

“There’s nothing we can do but save our own hides, then?’ 

“Yes. We’ve got to warn the settlers. Do you know why the Picts are not trying 
to burn the fort with fire-arrows? Because they don’t want a flame that might 
warn the people to the east. They plan to stamp out the fort, and then sweep east 
before anyone knows of its fall. They may cross Thunder River and take 
Velitrium before the people know what’s happened. At least they’ll destroy 
every living thing between the fort and Thunder River. 

‘We’ ve failed to warn the fort, and I see now it would have done no good if we 
had succeeded. The fort’s too poorly manned. A few more charges and the Picts 
will be over the walls and breaking down the gates. But we can start the settlers 
toward Velitrium. Come on! We’re outside the circle the Picts have thrown 
around the fort. We’Il keep clear of it.’ 

They swung out in a wide arc, hearing the rising and falling of the volume of 
the yells, marking each charge and repulse. The men in the fort were holding 
their own; but the shrieks of the Picts did not diminish in savagery. They 
vibrated with a timbre that held assurance of ultimate victory. 

Before Balthus realized they were close to it, they broke into the road leading 
east. 

‘Now run!’ grunted Conan. Balthus set his teeth. It was nineteen miles to 
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Velitrium, a good five to Scalp Creek beyond which began the settlements. It 
seemed to the Aquilonian that they had been fighting and running for centuries. 
But the nervous excitement that rioted through his blood stimulated him to 
Herculean efforts. 

Slasher ran ahead of them, his head to the ground, snarling low, the first sound 
they had heard from him. 

‘Picts ahead of us!’ snarled Conan, dropping to one knee and scanning the 
ground in the starlight. He shook his head, baffled. ‘I can’t tell how many. 
Probably only a small party. Some that couldn’t wait to take the fort. They’ve 
gone ahead to butcher the settlers in their beds! Come on!’ 

Ahead of them presently they saw a small blaze through the trees, and heard a 
wild and ferocious chanting. The trail bent there, and leaving it, they cut across 
the bend, through the thickets. A few moments later they were looking on a 
hideous sight. An ox-wain stood in the road piled with meager household 
furnishings; it was burning; the oxen lay near with their throats cut. A man and a 
woman lay in the road, stripped and mutilated. Five Picts were dancing about 
them with fantastic leaps and bounds, waving bloody axes; one of them 
brandished the woman’s red-smeared gown. 

At the sight a red haze swam before Balthus. Lifting his bow he lined the 
prancing figure, black against the fire, and loosed. The slayer leaped 
convulsively and fell dead with the arrow through his heart. Then the two white 
men and the dog were upon the startled survivors. Conan was animated merely 
by his fighting spirit and an old, old racial hate, but Balthus was afire with wrath. 

He met the first Pict to oppose him with a ferocious swipe that split the painted 
skull, and sprang over his falling body to grapple with the others. But Conan had 
already killed one of the two he had chosen, and the leap of the Aquilonian was 
a second late. The warrior was down with the long sword through him even as 
Balthus’ ax was lifted. Turning toward the remaining Pict, Balthus saw Slasher 
rise from his victim, his great jaws dripping blood. 

Balthus said nothing as he looked down at the pitiful forms in the road beside 
the burning wain. Both were young, the woman little more than a girl. By some 
whim of chance the Picts had left her face unmarred, and even in the agonies of 
an awful death it was beautiful. But her soft young body had been hideously 
slashed with many knives — a mist clouded Balthus’ eyes and he swallowed 
chokingly. The tragedy momentarily overcame him. He felt like falling upon the 
ground and weeping and biting the earth. 

‘Some young couple just hitting out on their own,’ Conan was saying as he 
wiped his sword unemotionally. ‘On their way to the fort when the Picts met 
them. Maybe the boy was going to enter the service; maybe take up land on the 
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river. Well, that’s what will happen to every man, woman and child this side of 
Thunder River if we don’t get them into Velitrium in a hurry.’ 

Balthus’ knees trembled as he followed Conan. But there was no hint of 
weakness in the long easy stride of the Cimmerian. There was a kinship between 
him and the great gaunt brute that glided beside him. Slasher no longer growled 
with his head to the trail. The way was clear before them. The yelling on the 
river came faintly to them, but Balthus believed the fort was still holding. Conan 
halted suddenly, with an oath. 

He showed Balthus a trail that led north from the road. It was an old trail, 
partly grown with new young growth, and this growth had recently been broken 
down. Balthus realized this fact more by feel than sight, though Conan seemed 
to see like a cat in the dark. The Cimmerian showed him where broad wagon 
tracks turned off the main trail, deeply indented in the forest mold. 

‘Settlers going to the licks after salt,’ he grunted. “They’re at the edges of the 
marsh, about nine miles from here. Blast it! They’ ll be cut off and butchered to a 
man! Listen! One man can warn the people on the road. Go ahead and wake 
them up and herd them into Velitrium. I’ll go and get the men gathering the salt. 
They’ll be camped by the licks. We won’t come back to the road. We’ll head 
straight through the woods.’ 

With no further comment Conan tured off the trail and hurried down the dim 
path, and Balthus, after staring after him for a few moments, set out along the 
road. The dog had remained with him, and glided softly at his heels. When 
Balthus had gone a few rods he heard the animal growl. Whirling, he glared back 
the way he had come, and was startled to see a vague ghostly glow vanishing 
into the forest in the direction Conan had taken. Slasher rumbled deep in his 
throat, his hackles stiff and his eyes balls of green fire. Balthus remembered the 
grim apparition that had taken the head of the merchant Tiberias not far from 
that spot, and he hesitated. The thing must be following Conan. But the giant 
Cimmerian had repeatedly demonstrated his ability to take care of himself, and 
Balthus felt his duty lay toward the helpless settlers who slumbered in the path 
of the red hurricane. The horror of the fiery phantom was overshadowed by the 
horror of those limp, violated bodies beside the burning ox-wain. 

He hurried down the road, crossed Scalp Creek and came in sight of the first 
settler’s cabin — a long, low structure of ax-hewn logs. In an instant he was 
pounding on the door. A sleepy voice inquired his pleasure. 

‘Get up! The Picts are over the river!’ 

That brought instant response. A low cry echoed his words and then the door 
was thrown open by a woman in a scanty shift. Her hair hung over her bare 
shoulders in disorder; she held a candle in one hand and an ax in the other. Her 
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face was colorless, her eyes wide with terror. 

‘Come in!’ she begged. ‘We’ll hold the cabin.’ 

‘No. We must make for Velitrium. The fort can’t hold them back. It may have 
fallen already. Don’t stop to dress. Get your children and come on.’ 

‘But my man’s gone with the others after salt!’ she wailed, wringing her hands. 
Behind her peered three tousled youngsters, blinking and bewildered. 

‘Conan’s gone after them. He’Il fetch them through safe. We must hurry up the 
road to warn the other cabins.’ 

Relief flooded her countenance. 

‘Mitra be thanked!’ she cried. ‘If the Cimmerian’s gone after them, they’re safe 
if mortal man can save them!’ 

In a whirlwind of activity she snatched up the smallest child and herded the 
others through the door ahead of her. Balthus took the candle and ground it out 
under his heel. He listened an instant. No sound came up the dark road. 

‘Have you got a horse?’ 

‘In the stable,’ she groaned. ‘Oh, hurry!’ 

He pushed her aside as she fumbled with shaking hands at the bars. He led the 
horse out and lifted the children on its back, telling them to hold to its mane and 
to one another. They stared at him seriously, making no outcry. The woman took 
the horse’s halter and set out up the road. She still gripped her ax and Balthus 
knew that if cornered she would fight with the desperate courage of a she- 
panther. 

He held behind, listening. He was oppressed by the belief that the fort had been 
stormed and taken; that the dark-skinned hordes were already streaming up the 
road toward Velitrium, drunken on slaughter and mad for blood. They would 
come with the speed of starving wolves. 

Presently they saw another cabin looming ahead. The woman started to shriek 
a warning, but Balthus stopped her. He hurried to the door and knocked. A 
woman’s voice answered him. He repeated his warning, and soon the cabin 
disgorged its occupants — an old woman, two young women and four children. 
Like the other woman’s husband, their men had gone to the salt licks the day 
before, unsuspecting of any danger. One of the young women seemed dazed, the 
other prone to hysteria. But the old woman, a stern old veteran of the frontier, 
quieted them harshly; she helped Balthus get out the two horses that were 
stabled in a pen behind the cabin and put the children on them. Balthus urged 
that she herself mount with them, but she shook her head and made one of the 
younger women ride. 

‘She’s with child,’ grunted the old woman. ‘I can walk — and fight, too, if it 
comes to that.’ 
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As they set out, one of the women said: ‘A young couple passed along the road 
about dusk; we advised them to spend the night at our cabin, but they were 
anxious to make the fort tonight. Did — did—’ 

“They met the Picts,’ answered Balthus briefly, and the woman sobbed in 
horror. 

They were scarcely out of sight of the cabin when some distance behind them 
quavered a long high-pitched yell. 

‘A wolf!’ exclaimed one of the women. 

‘A painted wolf with an ax in his hand,’ muttered Balthus. ‘Go! Rouse the 
other settlers along the road and take them with you. I’ll scout along behind.’ 

Without a word the old woman herded her charges ahead of her. As they faded 
into the darkness, Balthus could see the pale ovals that were the faces of the 
children twisted back over their shoulders to stare toward him. He remembered 
his own people on the Tauran and a moment’s giddy sickness swam over him. 
With momentary weakness he groaned and sank down in the road; his muscular 
arm fell over Slasher’s massive neck and he felt the dog’s warm moist tongue 
touch his face. 

He lifted his head and grinned with a painful effort. 

‘Come on, boy,’ he mumbled, rising. “‘We’ve got work to do.’ 

A red glow suddenly became evident through the trees. The Picts had fired the 
last hut. He grinned. How Zogar Sag would froth if he knew his warriors had let 
their destructive natures get the better of them. The fire would warn the people 
farther up the road. They would be awake and alert when the fugitives reached 
them. But his face grew grim. The women were traveling slowly, on foot and on 
the overloaded horses. The swift-footed Picts would run them down within a 
mile, unless— he took his position behind a tangle of fallen logs beside the trail. 
The road west of him was lighted by the burning cabin, and when the Picts came 
he saw them first — black furtive figures etched against the distant glare. 

Drawing a shaft to the head, he loosed and one of the figures crumpled. The 
rest melted into the woods on either side of the road. Slasher whimpered with the 
killing lust beside him. Suddenly a figure appeared on the fringe of the trail, 
under the trees, and began gliding toward the fallen timbers. Balthus’ bow-string 
twanged and the Pict yelped, staggered and fell into the shadows with the arrow 
through his thigh. Slasher cleared the timbers with a bound and leaped into the 
bushes. They were violently shaken and then the dog slunk back to Balthus’ 
side, his jaws crimson. 

No more appeared in the trail; Balthus began to fear they were stealing past his 
position through the woods, and when he heard a faint sound to his left he loosed 
blindly. He cursed as he heard the shaft splinter against a tree, but Slasher glided 
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away as silently as a phantom, and presently Balthus heard a thrashing and a 
gurgling; then Slasher came like a ghost through the bushes, snuggling his great, 
crimson-stained head against Balthus’ arm. Blood oozed from a gash in his 
shoulder, but the sounds in the wood had ceased for ever. 

The men lurking on the edges of the road evidently sensed the fate of their 
companion, and decided that an open charge was preferable to being dragged 
down in the dark by a devil-beast they could neither see nor hear. Perhaps they 
realized that only one man lay behind the logs. They came with a sudden rush, 
breaking cover from both sides of the trail. Three dropped with arrows through 
them — and the remaining pair hesitated. One turned and ran back down the road, 
but the other lunged over the breastwork, his eyes and teeth gleaming in the dim 
light, his ax lifted. Balthus’ foot slipped as he sprang up, but the slip saved his 
life. The descending ax shaved a lock of hair from his head, and the Pict rolled 
down the logs from the force of his wasted blow. Before he could regain his feet 
Slasher tore his throat out. 

Then followed a tense period of waiting, in which time Balthus wondered if the 
man who had fled had been the only survivor of the party. Obviously it had been 
a small band that had either left the fighting at the fort, or was scouting ahead of 
the main body. Each moment that passed increased the chances for safety of the 
women and children hurrying toward Velitrium. 

Then without warning a shower of arrows whistled over his retreat. A wild 
howling rose from the woods along the trail. Either the survivor had gone after 
aid, or another party had joined the first. The burning cabin still smoldered, 
lending a little light. Then they were after him, gliding through the trees beside 
the trail. He shot three arrows and threw the bow away. As if sensing his plight, 
they came on, not yelling now, but in deadly silence except for a swift pad of 
many feet. 

He fiercely hugged the head of the great dog growling at his side, muttered: 
‘All right, boy, give ’em hell!’ and sprang to his feet, drawing his ax. Then the 
dark figures flooded over the breastworks and closed in a storm of flailing axes, 
stabbing knives and ripping fangs. 


7 The Devil in the Fire 


When Conan turned from the Velitrium road he expected a run of some nine 
miles and set himself to the task. But he had not gone four when he heard the 
sounds of a party of men ahead of him. From the noise they were making in their 


6094 XRN 


progress he knew they were not Picts. He hailed them. 

“Who’s there?’ challenged a harsh voice. ‘Stand where you are until we know 
you, or you’!l get an arrow through you.’ 

“You couldn’t hit an elephant in this darkness,’ answered Conan impatiently. 
‘Come on, fool; it’s I— Conan. The Picts are over the river.’ 

“We suspected as much,’ answered the leader of the men, as they strode 
forward — tall, rangy men, stern-faced, with bows in their hands. ‘One of our 
party wounded an antelope and tracked it nearly to Black River. He heard them 
yelling down the river and ran back to our camp. We left the salt and the 
wagons, turned the oxen loose and came as swiftly as we could. If the Picts are 
besieging the fort, war-parties will be ranging up the road toward our cabins.’ 

“Your families are safe,’ grunted Conan. ‘My companion went ahead to take 
them to Velitrium. If we go back to the main road we may run into the whole 
horde. We’|I strike southeast, through the timber. Go ahead. I’ ll scout behind.’ 

A few moments later the whole band was hurrying southeastward. Conan 
followed more slowly, keeping just within ear-shot. He cursed the noise they 
were making; that many Picts or Cimmerians would have moved through the 
woods with no more noise than the wind makes as it blows through the black 
branches. 

He had just crossed a small glade when he wheeled answering the conviction 
of his primitive instincts that he was being followed. Standing motionless among 
the bushes he heard the sounds of the retreating settlers fade away. Then a voice 
called faintly back along the way he had come: ‘Conan! Conan! Wait for me, 
Conan!’ 

‘Balthus!’ he swore bewilderedly. Cautiously he called: ‘Here I am.’ 

“Wait for me, Conan!’ the voice came more distinctly. 

Conan moved out of the shadows, scowling. ‘What the devil are you doing 
here? — Crom!’ 

He half crouched, the flesh prickling along his spine. It was not Balthus who 
was emerging from the other side of the glade. A weird glow burned through the 
trees. It moved toward him, shimmering weirdly — a green witch-fire that moved 
with purpose and intent. 

It halted some feet away and Conan glared at it, trying to distinguish its fire- 
misted outlines. The quivering flame had a solid core; the flame was but a green 
garment that masked some animate and evil entity; but the Cimmerian was 
unable to make out its shape or likeness. Then, shockingly, a voice spoke to him 
from amidst the fiery column. 

‘Why do you stand like a sheep waiting for the butcher, Conan?’ 

The voice was human but carried strange vibrations that were not human. 
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‘Sheep?’ Conan’s wrath got the best of his momentary awe. ‘Do you think I’m 
afraid of a damned Pictish swamp devil? A friend called me.’ 

‘I called in his voice,’ answered the other. “The men you follow belong to my 
brother; I would not rob his knife of their blood. But you are mine. Oh, fool, you 
have come from the far gray hills of Cimmeria to meet your doom in the forests 
of Conajohara.’ 

“You’ve had your chance at me before now,’ snorted Conan. ‘Why didn’t you 
kill me then, if you could?’ 

‘My brother had not painted a skull black for you and hurled it into the fire that 
burns for ever on Gullah’s black altar. He had not whispered your name to the 
black ghosts that haunt the uplands of the Dark Land. But a bat has flown over 
the Mountains of the Dead and drawn your image in blood on the white tiger’s 
hide that hangs before the long hut where sleep the Four Brothers of the Night. 
The great serpents coil about their feet and the stars burn like fire-flies in their 
hair.’ 

‘Why have the gods of darkness doomed me to death?’ growled Conan. 

Something — a hand, foot or talon, he could not tell which, thrust out from the 
fire and marked swiftly on the mold. A symbol blazed there, marked with fire, 
and faded, but not before he recognized it. 

“You dared make the sign which only a priest of Jhebbal Sag dare make. 
Thunder rumbled through the black Mountain of the Dead and the altar-hut of 
Gullah was thrown down by a wind from the Gulf of Ghosts. The loon which is 
messenger to the Four Brothers of the Night flew swiftly and whispered your 
name in my ear. Your head will hang in the altar-hut of my brother. Your body 
will be eaten by the black-winged, sharp-beaked Children of Jhil.’ 

‘Who the devil is your brother?’ demanded Conan. His sword was naked in his 
hand, and he was subtly loosening the ax in his belt. 

‘Zogar Sag; a child of Jhebbal Sag who still visits his sacred groves at times. A 
woman of Gwawela slept in a grove holy to Jhebbal Sag. Her babe was Zogar 
Sag. I too am a son of Jhebbal Sag, out of a fire-being from a far realm. Zogar 
Sag summoned me out of the Misty Lands. With incantations and sorcery and 
his own blood he materialized me in the flesh of his own planet. We are one, tied 
together by invisible threads. His thoughts are my thoughts; if he is struck, I am 
bruised. If I am cut, he bleeds. But I have talked enough. Soon your ghost will 
talk with the ghosts of the Dark Land, and they will tell you of the old gods 
which are not dead, but sleep in the outer abysses, and from time to time awake.’ 

‘I’d like to see what you look like,’ muttered Conan, working his ax free, “you 
who leave a track like a bird, who burn like a flame and yet speak with a human 
voice.’ 
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“You shall see,’ answered the voice from the flame, ‘see, and carry the 
knowledge with you into the Dark Land.’ 

The flames leaped and sank, dwindling and dimming. A face began to take 
shadowy form. At first Conan thought it was Zogar Sag himself who stood 
wrapped in green fire. But the face was higher than his own and there was a 
demoniac aspect about it — Conan had noted various abnormalities about Zogar 
Sag’s features — an obliqueness of the eyes, a sharpness of the ears, a wolfish 
thinness of the lips; these peculiarities were exaggerated in the apparition which 
swayed before him. The eyes were red as coals of living fire. 

More details came into view: a slender torso, covered with snaky scales, which 
was yet man-like in shape, with man-like arms, from the waist upward; below, 
long crane-like legs ended in splay, three-toed feet like those of some huge bird. 
Along the monstrous limbs the blue fire fluttered and ran. He saw it as through a 
glistening mist. 

Then suddenly it was towering over him, though he had not seen it move 
toward him. A long arm, which for the first time he noticed was armed with 
curving, sickle-like talons, swung high and swept down at his neck. With a fierce 
cry he broke the spell and bounded aside, hurling his ax. The demon avoided the 
cast with an unbelievably quick movement of its narrow head and was on him 
again with a hissing rush of leaping flames. 

But fear had fought for it when it slew its other victims, and Conan was not 
afraid. He knew that any being clothed in material flesh can be slain by material 
weapons, however grisly its form may be. 

One flailing talon-armed limb knocked his helmet from his head. A little lower 
and it would have decapitated him. But fierce joy surged through him as his 
savagely driven sword sank deep in the monster’s groin. He bounded backward 
from a flailing stroke, tearing his sword free as he leaped. The talons raked his 
breast, ripping through mail-links as if they had been cloth. But his return spring 
was like that of a starving wolf. He was inside the lashing arms and driving his 
sword deep in the monster’s belly — felt the arms lock about him and the talons 
ripping the mail from his back as they sought his vitals — he was lapped and 
dazzled by blue flame that was chill as ice — then he had torn fiercely away from 
the weakening arms and his sword cut the air in a tremendous swipe. 

The demon staggered and fell sprawling sidewise, its head hanging only by a 
shred of flesh. The fires that veiled it leaped fiercely upward, now red as gushing 
blood, hiding the figure from view. A scent of burning flesh filled Conan’s 
nostrils. Shaking the blood and sweat from his eyes, he wheeled and ran 
staggering through the woods. Blood trickled down his limbs. Somewhere, miles 
to the south, he saw the faint glow of flames that might mark a burning cabin. 
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Behind him, toward the road, rose a distant howling that spurred him to greater 
efforts. 


8 Conajohara No More 


There had been fighting on Thunder River; fierce fighting before the walls of 
Velitrium; ax and torch had been piled up and down the bank, and many a 
settler’s cabin lay in ashes before the painted horde was rolled back. 

A strange quiet followed the storm, in which people gathered and talked in 
hushed voices, and men with red-stained bandages drank their ale silently in the 
taverns along the river bank. 

There, to Conan the Cimmerian, moodily quaffing from a great wine-glass, 
came a gaunt forester with a bandage about his head and his arm in a sling. He 
was the one survivor of Fort Tuscelan. 

“You went with the soldiers to the ruins of the fort?’ 

Conan nodded. 

‘I wasn’t able,’ murmured the other. ‘There was no fighting?’ 

‘The Picts had fallen back across the Black River. Something must have 
broken their nerve, though only the devil who made them knows what.’ 

The woodsman glanced at his bandaged arm and sighed. 

“They say there were no bodies worth disposing of.’ 

Conan shook his head. ‘Ashes. The Picts had piled them in the fort and set fire 
to the fort before they crossed the river. Their own dead and the men of 
Valannus.’ 

“Valannus was killed among the last — in the hand-to-hand fighting when they 
broke the barriers. They tried to take him alive, but he made them kill him. They 
took ten of the rest of us prisoners when we were so weak from fighting we 
could fight no more. They butchered nine of us then and there. It was when 
Zogar Sag died that I got my chance to break free and run for it.’ 

‘Zogar Sag’s dead?’ ejaculated Conan. 

‘Aye. I saw him die. That’s why the Picts didn’t press the fight against 
Velitrium as fiercely as they did against the fort. It was strange. He took no 
wounds in battle. He was dancing among the slain, waving an ax with which 
he’d just brained the last of my comrades. He came at me, howling like a wolf — 
and then he staggered and dropped the ax, and began to reel in a circle screaming 
as I never heard a man or beast scream before. He fell between me and the fire 
they’d built to roast me, gagging and frothing at the mouth, and all at once he 
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went rigid and the Picts shouted that he was dead. It was during the confusion 
that I slipped my cords and ran for the woods. 

‘I saw him lying in the firelight. No weapon had touched him. Yet there were 
red marks like the wounds of a sword in the groin, belly and neck — the last as if 
his head had been almost severed from his body. What do you make of that?’ 

Conan made no reply, and the forester, aware of the reticence of barbarians on 
certain matters, continued: ‘He lived by magic, and somehow, he died by magic. 
It was the mystery of his death that took the heart out of the Picts. Not a man 
who saw it was in the fighting before Velitrium. They hurried back across Black 
River. Those that struck Thunder River were warriors who had come on before 
Zogar Sag died. They were not enough to take the city by themselves. 

‘I came along the road, behind their main force, and I know none followed me 
from the fort. I sneaked through their lines and got into the town. You brought 
the settlers through all right, but their women and children got into Velitrium just 
ahead of those painted devils. If the youth Balthus and old Slasher hadn’t held 
them up awhile, they’d have butchered every woman and child in Conajohara. I 
passed the place where Balthus and the dog made their last stand. They were 
lying amid a heap of dead Picts — I counted seven, brained by his ax, or 
disemboweled by the dog’s fangs, and there were others in the road with arrows 
sticking in them. Gods, what a fight that must have been!’ 

“He was a man,’ said Conan. ‘I drink to his shade, and to the shade of the dog, 
who knew no fear.’ He quaffed part of the wine, then emptied the rest upon the 
floor, with a curious heathen gesture, and smashed the goblet. “The heads of ten 
Picts shall pay for his, and seven heads for the dog, who was a better warrior 
than many a man.’ 

And the forester, staring into the moody, smoldering blue eyes, knew the 
barbaric oath would be kept. 

‘They’ ll not rebuild the fort?’ 

‘No; Conajohara is lost to Aquilonia. The frontier has been pushed back. 
Thunder River will be the new border.’ 

The woodsman sighed and stared at his calloused hand, worn from contact 
with ax-haft and sword-hilt. Conan reached his long arm for the wine-jug. The 
forester stared at him, comparing him with the men about them, the men who 
had died along the lost river, comparing him with those other wild men over that 
river. Conan did not seem aware of his gaze. 

‘Barbarism is the natural state of mankind,’ the borderer said, still staring 
somberly at the Cimmerian. ‘Civilization is unnatural. It is a whim of 
circumstance. And barbarism must always ultimately triumph.’ 
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SHADOWS IN ZAMBOULA 


1 A Drum Begins 


“Pern wesw te HOuSe Of Aram Baksh!’ 

The speaker’s voice quivered with earnestness and his lean, black-nailed 
fingers clawed at Conan’s mightily muscled arm as he croaked his warning. He 
was a wiry, sun-burnt man with a straggling black beard, and his ragged 
garments proclaimed him a nomad. He looked smaller and meaner than ever in 
contrast to the giant Cimmerian with his black brows, broad chest, and powerful 
limbs. They stood in a comer of the Sword-Makers’ Bazar, and on either side of 
them flowed past the many-tongued, many-colored stream of the Zamboula 
streets, which is exotic, hybrid, flamboyant and clamorous. 

Conan pulled his eyes back from following a bold-eyed, red-lipped Ghanara 
whose short skirt bared her brown thigh at each insolent step, and frowned down 
at his importunate companion. 

“What do you mean by peril?’ he demanded. 

The desert man glanced furtively over his shoulder before replying, and 
lowered his voice. 

‘Who can say? But desert men and travelers have slept in the house of Aram 
Baksh, and never been seen or heard of again. What became of them? He swore 
they rose and went their way — and it is true that no citizen of the city has ever 
disappeared from his house. But no one saw the travelers again, and men say that 
goods and equipment recognized as theirs have been seen in the bazars. If Aram 
did not sell them, after doing away with their owners, how came they here?’ 

‘I have no goods,’ growled the Cimmerian, touching the shagreen-bound hilt of 
the broadsword that hung at his hip. ‘I have even sold my horse.’ 

‘But it is not always rich strangers who vanish by night from the house of 
Aram Baksh!’ chattered the Zuagir. ‘Nay, poor desert men have slept there — 
because his score is less than that of the other taverns — and have been seen no 
more. Once a chief of the Zuagirs whose son had thus vanished complained to 
the satrap, Jungir Khan, who ordered the house searched by soldiers.’ 
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‘And they found a cellar full of corpses?’ asked Conan in good-humored 
derision. 

‘Nay! They found naught! And drove the chief from the city with threats and 
curses! But —’ he drew closer to Conan and shivered — ‘something else was 
found! At the edge of the desert, beyond the houses, there is a clump of palm 
trees, and within that grove there is a pit. And within that pit have been found 
human bones, charred and blackened! Not once, but many times!’ 

‘Which proves what?’ grunted the Cimmerian. 

‘Aram Baksh is a demon! Nay, in this accursed city which Stygians built and 
which Hyrkanians rule — where white, brown and black folk mingle together to 
produce hybrids of all unholy hues and breeds — who can tell who is a man, and 
who a demon in disguise? Aram Baksh is a demon in the form of a man! At 
night he assumes his true guise and carries his guests off into the desert where 
his fellow demons from the waste meet in conclave.’ 

“Why does he always carry off strangers?’ asked Conan skeptically. 

“The people of the city would not suffer him to slay their people, but they care 
naught for the strangers who fall into his hands. Conan, you are of the West, and 
know not the secrets of this ancient land. But, since the beginning of happenings, 
the demons of the desert have worshipped Yog, the Lord of the Empty Abodes, 
with fire — fire that devours human victims. 

‘Be warned! You have dwelt for many moons in the tents of the Zuagirs, and 
you are our brother! Go not to the house of Aram Baksh!’ 

‘Get out of sight!’ Conan said suddenly. ‘Yonder comes a squad of the city- 
watch. If they see you they may remember a horse that was stolen from the 
satrap’s stable—’ 

The Zuagir gasped, and moved convulsively. He ducked between a booth and a 
stone horse-trough, pausing only long enough to chatter: ‘Be warned, my 
brother! There are demons in the house of Aram Baksh!’ Then he darted down a 
narrow alley and was gone. 

Conan shifted his broad sword-belt to his liking, and calmly returned the 
searching stares directed at him by the squad of watchmen as they swung past. 
They eyed him curiously and suspiciously, for he was a man who stood out even 
in such a motley throng as crowded the winding streets of Zamboula. His blue 
eyes and alien features distinguished him from the Eastern swarms, and the 
straight sword at his hip added point to the racial difference. 

The watchmen did not accost him, but swung on down the street, while the 
crowd opened a lane for them. They were Pelishtim, squat, hook-nosed, with 
blue-black beards sweeping their mailed breasts — mercenaries hired for work 
the ruling Turanians considered beneath themselves, and no less hated by the 
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mongrel population for that reason. 

Conan glanced at the sun, just beginning to dip behind the flat-topped houses 
on the western side of the bazar, and hitching once more at his belt, moved off in 
the direction of Aram Baksh’s tavern. 

With a hillman’s stride he moved through the ever-shifting colors of the 
streets, where the ragged tunics of whining beggars brushed against the ermine- 
trimmed khalats of lordly merchants, and the pearl-sewn satin of rich courtezans. 
Giant black slaves slouched along, jostling blue-bearded wanderers from the 
Shemitish cities, ragged nomads from the surrounding deserts, traders and 
adventurers from all the lands of the East. 

The native population was no less heterogenous. Here, centuries ago, the 
armies of Stygia had come, carving an empire out of the eastern desert. 
Zamboula was but a small trading-town then, lying amidst a ring of oases, and 
inhabited by descendants of nomads. The Stygians built it into a city and settled 
it with their own people, and with Shemite and Kushite slaves. The ceaseless 
caravans, threading the desert from east to west and back again, brought riches 
and more mingling of races. Then came the conquering Turanians, riding out of 
the East to thrust back the boundaries of Stygia, and now for a generation 
Zamboula had been Turan’s westernmost outpost, ruled by a Turanian satrap. 

The babel of a myriad tongues smote on the Cimmerian’s ears as the restless 
pattern of the Zamboula streets weaved about him — cleft now and then by a 
squad of clattering horsemen, the tall, supple warriors of Turan, with dark hawk- 
faces, clinking metal and curved swords. The throng scampered from under their 
horses’ hoofs, for they were the lords of Zamboula. But tall, somber Stygians, 
standing back in the shadows, glowered darkly, remembering their ancient 
glories. The hybrid population cared little whether the king who controlled their 
destinies dwelt in dark Khemi or gleaming Aghrapur. Jungir Khan ruled 
Zamboula, and men whispered that Nafertari, the satrap’s mistress, ruled Jungir 
Khan; but the people went their way, flaunting their myriad colors in the streets, 
bargaining, disputing, gambling, swilling, loving, as the people of Zamboula 
have done for all the centuries its towers and minarets have lifted over the sands 
of the Kharamun. 

Bronze lanterns, carved with leering dragons, had been lighted in the streets 
before Conan reached the house of Aram Baksh. The tavern was the last 
occupied house on the street, which ran west. A wide garden, enclosed by a wall, 
where date-palms grew thick, separated it from the houses farther east. To the 
west of the inn stood another grove of palms, through which the street, now 
become a road, wound out into the desert. Across the road from the tavern stood 
a row of deserted huts, shaded by straggling palm trees, and occupied only by 
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bats and jackals. As Conan came down the road he wondered why the beggars, 
so plentiful in Zamboula, had not appropriated these empty houses for sleeping 
quarters. The lights ceased some distance behind him. Here were no lanterns, 
except the one hanging before the tavern gate: only the stars, the soft dust of the 
road underfoot, and the rustle of the palm leaves in the desert breeze. 

Aram’s gate did not open upon the road, but upon the alley which ran between 
the tavern and the garden of the date-palms. Conan jerked lustily at the rope 
which depended from the bell beside the lantern, augmenting its clamor by 
hammering on the iron-bound teakwork gate with the hilt of his sword. A wicket 
opened in the gate and a black face peered through. 

‘Open, blast you,’ requested Conan. ‘I’m a guest. I’ve paid Aram for a room, 
and a room I’ll have, by Crom!’ 

The black craned his neck to stare into the starlit road behind Conan; but he 
opened the gate without comment, and closed it again behind the Cimmerian, 
locking and bolting it. The wall was unusually high; but there were many thieves 
in Zamboula, and a house on the edge of the desert might have to be defended 
against a nocturnal nomad raid. Conan strode through a garden where great pale 
blossoms nodded in the starlight, and entered the tap-room, where a Stygian with 
the shaven head of a student sat at a table brooding over nameless mysteries, and 
some nondescripts wrangled over a game of dice in a corner. 

Aram Baksh came forward, walking softly, a portly man, with a black beard 
that swept his breast, a jutting hook-nose, and small black eyes which were 
never still. 

“You wish food?’ he asked. ‘Drink?’ 

‘I ate a joint of beef and a loaf of bread in the suk,’ grunted Conan. ‘Bring me a 
tankard of Ghazan wine — I’ve got just enough left to pay for it.’ He tossed a 
copper coin on the wine-splashed board. 

“You did not win at the gaming-tables?’ 

‘How could I, with only a handful of silver to begin with? I paid you for the 
room this morning, because I knew I’d probably lose. I wanted to be sure I had a 
roof over my head tonight. I notice nobody sleeps in the streets in Zamboula. 
The very beggars hunt a niche they can barricade before dark. The city must be 
full of a particularly bloodthirsty brand of thieves.’ 

He gulped the cheap wine with relish, and then followed Aram out of the tap- 
room. Behind him the players halted their game to stare after him with a cryptic 
speculation in their eyes. They said nothing, but the Stygian laughed, a ghastly 
laugh of inhuman cynicism and mockery. The others lowered their eyes 
uneasily, avoiding one another’s glance. The arts studied by a Stygian scholar 
are not calculated to make him share the feelings of a normal human being. 
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Conan followed Aram down a corridor lighted by copper lamps, and it did not 
please him to note his host’s noiseless tread. Aram’s feet were clad in soft 
slippers and the hallway was carpeted with thick Turanian rugs; but there was an 
unpleasant suggestion of stealthiness about the Zamboulan. 

At the end of the winding corridor Aram halted at a door, across which a heavy 
iron bar rested in powerful metal brackets. This Aram lifted and showed the 
Cimmerian into a well-appointed chamber, the windows of which, Conan 
instantly noted, were small and strongly set with twisted bars of iron, tastefully 
gilded. There were rugs on the floor, a couch, after the Eastern fashion, and 
ornately carved stools. It was a much more elaborate chamber than Conan could 
have procured for the price nearer the center of the city — a fact that had first 
attracted him, when, that morning, he discovered how slim a purse his 
roisterings for the past few days had left him. He had ridden into Zamboula from 
the desert a week before. 

Aram had lighted a bronze lamp, and he now called Conan’s attention to the 
two doors. Both were provided with heavy bolts. 

“You may sleep safely tonight, Cimmerian,’ said Aram, blinking over his 
bushy beard from the inner doorway. 

Conan grunted and tossed his naked broadsword on the couch. 

“Your bolts and bars are strong; but I always sleep with steel by my side.’ 

Aram made no reply; he stood fingering his thick beard for a moment as he 
stared at the grim weapon. Then silently he withdrew, closing the door behind 
him. Conan shot the bolt into place, crossed the room, opened the opposite door 
and looked out. The room was on the side of the house that faced the road 
running west from the city. The door opened into a small court that was enclosed 
by a wall of its own. The end-walls, which shut it off from the rest of the tavern 
compound, were high and without entrances; but the wall that flanked the road 
was low, and there was no lock on the gate. 

Conan stood for a moment in the door, the glow of the bronze lamp behind 
him, looking down the road to where it vanished among the dense palms. Their 
leaves rustled together in the faint breeze; beyond them lay the naked desert. Far 
up the street, in the other direction, lights gleamed and the noises of the city 
came faintly to him. Here was only starlight, the whispering of the palm leaves, 
and beyond that low wall, the dust of the road and the deserted huts thrusting 
their flat roofs against the low stars. Somewhere beyond the palm groves a drum 
began. 

The garbled warnings of the Zuagir returned to him, seeming somehow less 
fantastic than they had seemed in the crowded, sunlit streets. He wondered again 
at the riddle of those empty huts. Why did the beggars shun them? He turned 
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back into the chamber, shut the door and bolted it. 

The light began to flicker, and he investigated, swearing when he found the 
palm oil in the lamp was almost exhausted. He started to shout for Aram, then 
shrugged his shoulders and blew out the light. In the soft darkness he stretched 
himself fully clad on the couch, his sinewy hand by instinct searching for and 
closing on the hilt of his broadsword. Glancing idly at the stars framed in the 
barred windows, with the murmur of the breeze through the palms in his ears, he 
sank into slumber with a vague consciousness of the muttering drum, out on the 
desert — the low rumble and mutter of a leather-covered drum, beaten with soft, 
rhythmic strokes of an open black hand ... 


2 The Night Skulkers 


It was the stealthy opening of a door which awakened the Cimmerian. He did not 
awake as civilized men do, drowsy and drugged and stupid. He awoke instantly, 
with a clear mind, recognizing the sound that had interrupted his sleep. Lying 
there tensely in the dark he saw the outer door slowly open. In a widening crack 
of starlit sky he saw framed a great black bulk, broad, stooping shoulders and a 
misshapen head blocked out against the stars. 

Conan felt the skin crawl between his shoulders. He had bolted that door 
securely. How could it be opening now, save by supermatural agency? And how 
could a human being possess a head like that outlined against the stars? All the 
tales he had heard in the Zuagir tents of devils and goblins came back to bead his 
flesh with clammy sweat. Now the monster slid noiselessly into the room, with a 
crouching posture and a shambling gait; and a familiar scent assailed the 
Cimmerian’s nostrils, but did not reassure him, since Zuagir legendry 
represented demons as smelling like that. 

Noiselessly Conan coiled his long legs under him; his naked sword was in his 
right hand, and when he struck it was as suddenly and murderously as a tiger 
lunging out of the dark. Not even a demon could have avoided that catapulting 
charge. His sword met and clove through flesh and bone, and something went 
heavily to the floor with a strangling cry. Conan crouched in the dark above it, 
sword dripping in his hand. Devil or beast or man, the thing was dead there on 
the floor. He sensed death as any wild thing senses it. He glared through the 
half-open door into the starlit court beyond. The gate stood open, but the court 
was empty. 

Conan shut the door but did not bolt it. Groping in the darkness he found the 
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lamp and lighted it. There was enough oil in it to burn for a minute or so. An 
instant later he was bending over the figure that sprawled on the floor in a pool 
of blood. 

It was a gigantic black man, naked but for a loin-cloth. One hand still grasped a 
knotty-headed bludgeon. The fellow’s kinky wool was built up into horn-like 
spindles with twigs and dried mud. This barbaric coiffure had given the head its 
misshapen appearance in the starlight. Provided with a clue to the riddle, Conan 
pushed back the thick red lips, and grunted as he stared down at teeth filed to 
points. 

He understood now the mystery of the strangers who had disappeared from the 
house of Aram Baksh; the riddle of the black drum thrumming out there beyond 
the palm groves, and of that pit of charred bones — that pit where strange meat 
might be roasted under the stars, while black beasts squatted about to glut a 
hideous hunger. The man on the floor was a cannibal slave from Darfar. 

There were many of his kind in the city. Cannibalism was not tolerated openly 
in Zamboula. But Conan knew now why people locked themselves in so 
securely at night, and why even beggars shunned the open alleys and doorless 
ruins. He grunted in disgust as he visualized brutish black shadows skulking up 
and down the nighted streets, seeking human prey — and such men as Aram 
Baksh to open the doors to them. The innkeeper was not a demon; he was worse. 
The slaves from Darfar were notorious thieves; there was no doubt that some of 
their pilfered loot found its way into the hands of Aram Baksh. And in return he 
sold them human flesh. 

Conan blew out the light, stepped to the door and opened it, and ran his hand 
over the ornaments on the outer side. One of them was movable and worked the 
bolt inside. The room was a trap to catch human prey like rabbits. But this time 
instead of a rabbit it had caught a saber-toothed tiger. 

Conan returned to the other door, lifted the bolt and pressed against it. It was 
immovable and he remembered the bolt on the other side. Aram was taking no 
chances either with his victims or the men with whom he dealt. Buckling on his 
sword-belt, the Cimmerian strode out into the court, closing the door behind 
him. He had no intention of delaying the settlement of his reckoning with Aram 
Baksh. He wondered how many poor devils had been bludgeoned in their sleep 
and dragged out of that room and down the road that ran through the shadowed 
palm groves to the roasting-pit. 

He halted in the court. The drum was still muttering, and he caught the 
reflection of a leaping red glare through the groves. Cannibalism was more than 
a perverted appetite with the black men of Darfar; it was an integral element of 
their ghastly cult. The black vultures were already in conclave. But whatever 
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flesh filled their bellies that night, it would not be his. 

To reach Aram Baksh he must climb one of the walls which separated the 
small enclosure from the main compound. They were high, meant to keep out 
the man-eaters; but Conan was no swamp-bred black man; his thews had been 
steeled in boyhood on the sheer cliffs of his native hills. He was standing at the 
foot of the nearer wall when a cry echoed under the trees. 

In an instant Conan was crouching at the gate, glaring down the road. The 
sound had come from the shadows of the huts across the road. He heard a frantic 
choking and gurgling such as might result from a desperate attempt to shriek, 
with a black hand fastened over the victim’s mouth. A close-knit clump of 
figures emerged from the shadows beyond the huts, and started down the road — 
three huge black men carrying a slender, struggling figure between them. Conan 
caught the glimmer of pale limbs writhing in the starlight, even as, with a 
convulsive wrench, the captive slipped from the grasp of the brutal fingers and 
came flying up the road, a supple young woman, naked as the day she was born. 
Conan saw her plainly before she ran out of the road and into the shadows 
between the huts. The blacks were at her heels, and back in the shadows the 
figures merged and an intolerable scream of anguish and horror rang out. 

Stirred to red rage by the ghoulishness of the episode, Conan raced across the 
road. 

Neither victim nor abductors were aware of his presence until the soft swish of 
the dust about his feet brought them about, and then he was almost upon them, 
coming with the gusty fury of a hill wind. Two of the blacks turned to meet him, 
lifting their bludgeons. But they failed to estimate properly the speed at which he 
was coming. One of them was down, disemboweled, before he could strike, and 
wheeling cat-like, Conan evaded the stroke of the other’s cudgel and lashed in a 
whistling counter-cut. The black’s head flew into the air; the headless body took 
three staggering steps, spurting blood and clawing horribly at the air with 
groping hands, and then slumped to the dust. 

The remaining cannibal gave back with a strangled yell, hurling his captive 
from him. She tripped and rolled in the dust, and the black fled in blind panic 
toward the city. Conan was at his heels. Fear winged the black feet, but before 
they reached the easternmost hut, he sensed death at his back, and bellowed like 
an ox in the slaughter-yards. 

‘Black dog of hell!’ Conan drove his sword between the dusky shoulders with 
such vengeful fury that the broad blade stood out half its length from the black 
breast. With a choking cry the black stumbled headlong, and Conan braced his 
feet and dragged out his sword as his victim fell. 

Only the breeze disturbed the leaves. Conan shook his head as a lion shakes its 
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mane and growled his unsatiated blood-lust. But no more shapes slunk from the 
shadows, and before the huts the starlit road stretched empty. He whirled at the 
quick patter of feet behind him, but it was only the girl, rushing to throw herself 
on him and clasp his neck in a desperate grasp, frantic from terror of the 
abominable fate she had just escaped. 

‘Easy, girl,’ he grunted. ‘You’re all right. How did they catch you?’ 

She sobbed something unintelligible. He forgot all about Aram Baksh as he 
scrutinized her by the light of the stars. She was white, though a very definite 
brunette, obviously one of Zamboula’s many mixed breeds. She was tall, with a 
slender, supple form, as he was in a good position to observe. Admiration burned 
in his fierce eyes as he looked down on her splendid bosom and her lithe limbs, 
which still quivered from fright and exertion. He passed an arm around her 
flexible waist and said, reassuringly: ‘Stop shaking, wench; you’re safe enough.’ 

His touch seemed to restore her shaken sanity. She tossed back her thick, 
glossy locks and cast a fearful glance over her shoulder, while she pressed closer 
to the Cimmerian as if seeking security in the contact. 

‘They caught me in the streets,’ she muttered, shuddering. ‘Lying in wait, 
beneath a dark arch — black men, like great, hulking apes! Set have mercy on 
me! I shall dream of it!’ 

‘What were you doing out on the streets this time of night?’ he inquired, 
fascinated by the satiny feel of her sleek skin under his questing fingers. 

She raked back her hair and stared blankly up into his face. She did not seem 
aware of his caresses. 

‘My lover,’ she said. ‘My lover drove me into the streets. He went mad and 
tried to kill me. As I fled from him I was seized by those beasts.’ 

‘Beauty like yours might drive a man mad,’ quoth Conan, running his fingers 
experimentally through her glossy tresses. 

She shook her head, like one emerging from a daze. She no longer trembled, 
and her voice was steady. 

‘It was the spite of a priest — of Totrasmek, the high priest of Hanuman, who 
desires me for himself — the dog!’ 

‘No need to curse him for that,’ grinned Conan. ‘The old hyena has better taste 
than I thought.’ 

She ignored the bluff compliment. She was regaining her poise swiftly. 

‘My lover is a— a young Turanian soldier. To spite me, Totrasmek gave him a 
drug that drove him mad. Tonight he snatched up a sword and came at me to 
slay me in his madness, but I fled from him into the streets. The negroes seized 
me and brought me to this — what was that?’ 

Conan had already moved. Soundlessly as a shadow he drew her behind the 
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nearest hut, beneath the straggling palms. They stood in tense stillness, while the 
low mutterings both had heard grew louder until voices were distinguishable. A 
group of negroes, some nine or ten, were coming along the road from the 
direction of the city. The girl clutched Conan’s arm and he felt the terrified 
quivering of her supple body against his. 

Now they could understand the gutturals of the black men. 

‘Our brothers have already assembled at the pit,’ said one. ‘We have had no 
luck. I hope they have enough for us.’ 

‘Aram promised us a man,’ muttered another, and Conan mentally promised 
Aram something. 

‘Aram keeps his word,’ grunted yet another. ‘Many a man we have taken from 
his tavern. But we pay him well. I myself have given him ten bales of silk I stole 
from my master. It was good silk, by Set!’ 

The blacks shuffled past, bare splay feet scuffing up the dust, and their voices 
dwindled down the road. 

‘Well for us those corpses are lying behind these huts,’ muttered Conan. ‘If 
they look in Aram’s death-room they’ Il find another. Let’s begone.’ 

“Yes, let us hasten!’ begged the girl, almost hysterical again. ‘My lover is 
wandering somewhere in the streets alone. The negroes may take him.’ 

‘A devil of a custom this is!’ growled Conan, as he led the way toward the city, 
paralleling the road but keeping behind the huts and straggling trees. ‘Why don’t 
the citizens clean out these black dogs?’ 

‘They are valuable slaves,’ murmured the girl. “There are so many of them 
they might revolt if they were denied the flesh for which they lust. The people of 
Zamboula know they skulk the streets at night, and all are careful to remain 
within locked doors, except when something unforeseen happens, as it did to me. 
The blacks prey on anything they catch, but they seldom catch anybody but 
strangers. The people of Zamboula are not concerned with the strangers that pass 
through the city. 

‘Such men as Aram Baksh sell these strangers to the blacks. He would not dare 
attempt such a thing with a citizen.’ 

Conan spat in disgust, and a moment later led his companion out into the road 
which was becoming a street, with still, unlighted houses on each side. Slinking 
in the shadows was not congenial to his nature. 

“Where do you want to go?’ he asked. The girl did not seem to object to his 
arm about her waist. 

‘To my house, to rouse my servants,’ she answered. “To bid them search for 
my lover. I do not wish the city — the priests — anyone — to know of his madness. 
He — he is a young officer with a promising future. Perhaps we can drive this 
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madness from him if we can find him.’ 

‘If we find him?’ rumbled Conan. ‘What makes you think I want to spend the 
night scouring the streets for a lunatic?’ 

She cast a quick glance into his face, and properly interpreted the gleam in his 
blue eyes. Any woman could have known that he would follow her wherever she 
led — for a while, at least. But being a woman, she concealed her knowledge of 
that fact. 

‘Please,’ she began with a hint of tears in her voice, ‘I have no one else to ask 
for help — you have been kind—’ 

‘All right!’ he grunted. ‘All right! What’s the young reprobate’s name?’ 

‘Why — Alafdhal. I am Zabibi, a dancing-girl. I have danced often before the 
satrap, Jungir Khan, and his mistress Nafertari, and before all the lords and royal 
ladies of Zamboula. Totrasmek desired me, and because I repulsed him, he made 
me the innocent tool of his vengeance against Alafdhal. I asked a love potion of 
Totrasmek, not suspecting the depth of his guile and hate. He gave me a drug to 
mix with my lover’s wine, and he swore that when Alafdhal drank it, he would 
love me even more madly than ever, and grant my every wish. I mixed the drug 
secretly with my lover’s wine. But having drunk, my lover went raving mad and 
things came about as I have told you. Curse Totrasmek, the hybrid snake — 
ahhh!’ 

She caught his arm convulsively and both stopped short. They had come into a 
district of shops and stalls, all deserted and unlighted, for the hour was late. They 
were passing an alley, and in its mouth a man was standing, motionless and 
silent. His head was lowered, but Conan caught the weird gleam of eery eyes 
regarding them unblinkingly. His skin crawled, not with fear of the sword in the 
man’s hand, but because of the uncanny suggestion of his posture and silence. 
They suggested madness. Conan pushed the girl aside and drew his sword. 

‘Don’t kill him!’ she begged. ‘In the name of Set, do not slay him! You are 
strong — overpower him!’ 

‘We’ ll see,’ he muttered, grasping his sword in his right hand and clenching his 
left into a mallet-like fist. 

He took a wary step toward the alley — and with a horrible moaning laugh the 
Turanian charged. As he came he swung his sword, rising on his toes as he put 
all the power of his body behind the blows. Sparks flashed blue as Conan parried 
the blade, and the next instant the madman was stretched senseless in the dust 
from a thundering buffet of Conan’s left fist. 

The girl ran forward. 

‘Oh, he is not — he is not—’ 

Conan bent swiftly, turned the man on his side and ran quick fingers over him. 
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‘He’s not hurt much,’ he grunted. ‘Bleeding at the nose, but anybody’s likely 
to do that, after a clout on the jaw. He’ll come to after a bit, and maybe his mind 
will be right. In the meantime I’Il tie his wrists with his sword-belt — so. Now 
where do you want me to take him?’ 

‘Wait!’ She knelt beside the senseless figure, seized the bound hands and 
scanned them avidly. Then, shaking her head as if in baffled disappointment, she 
rose. She came close to the giant Cimmerian, and laid her slender hands on his 
arching breast. Her dark eyes, like wet black jewels in the starlight, gazed up 
into his. 

“You are a man! Help me! Totrasmek must die! Slay him for me!’ 

‘And put my neck into a Turanian noose?’ he grunted. 

‘Nay!’ The slender arms, strong as pliant steel, were around his corded neck. 
Her supple body throbbed against his. “The Hyrkanians have no love for 
Totrasmek. The priests of Set fear him. He is a mongrel, who rules men by fear 
and superstition. I worship Set, and the Turanians bow to Erlik, but Totrasmek 
sacrifices to Hanuman the accursed! The Turanian lords fear his black arts and 
his power over the hybrid population, and they hate him. If he were slain in his 
temple at night, they would not seek his slayer very closely.’ 

‘And what of his magic?’ rumbled the Cimmerian. 

“You are a fighting-man,’ she answered. ‘To risk your life is part of your 
profession.’ 

‘For a price,’ he admitted. 

“There will be a price!’ she breathed, rising on tiptoe, to gaze into his eyes. 

The nearness of her vibrant body drove a flame through his veins. The perfume 
of her breath mounted to his brain. But as his arms closed about her supple 
figure she avoided them with a lithe movement, saying: ‘Wait! First serve me in 
this matter.’ 

‘Name your price.’ He spoke with some difficulty. 

‘Pick up my lover,’ she directed, and the Cimmerian stooped and swung the 
tall form easily to his broad shoulder. At the moment he felt as if he could have 
toppled over Jungir Khan’s palace with equal ease. The girl murmured an 
endearment to the unconscious man, and there was no hypocrisy in her attitude. 
She obviously loved Alafdhal sincerely. Whatever business arrangement she 
made with Conan would have no bearing on her relationship with Alafdhal. 
Women are more practical about these things than men. 

‘Follow me!’ She hurried along the street, while the Cimmerian strode easily 
after her, in no way discomforted by his limp burden. He kept a wary eye out for 
black shadows skulking under arches, but saw nothing suspicious. Doubtless the 
men of Darfar were all gathered at the roasting-pit. The girl turned down a 
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narrow side street, and presently knocked cautiously at an arched door. 

Almost instantly a wicket opened in the upper panel, and a black face glanced 
out. She bent close to the opening, whispering swiftly. Bolts creaked in their 
sockets, and the door opened. A giant black man stood framed against the soft 
glow of a copper lamp. A quick glance showed Conan the man was not from 
Darfar. His teeth were unfiled and his kinky hair was cropped close to his skull. 
He was from the Wadai. 

At a word from Zabibi, Conan gave the limp body into the black’s arms, and 
saw the young officer laid on a velvet divan. He showed no signs of returning 
consciousness. The blow that had rendered him senseless might have felled an 
ox. Zabibi bent over him for an instant, her fingers nervously twining and 
twisting. Then she straightened and beckoned the Cimmerian. 

The door closed softly, the locks clicked behind them, and the closing wicket 
shut off the glow of the lamps. In the starlight of the street Zabibi took Conan’s 
hand. Her own hand trembled a little. 

“You will not fail me?’ 

He shook his maned head, massive against the stars. 

“Then follow me to Hanuman’s shrine, and the gods have mercy on our souls!’ 

Along the silent streets they moved like phantoms of antiquity. They went in 
silence. Perhaps the girl was thinking of her lover lying senseless on the divan 
under the copper lamps; or was shrinking with fear of what lay ahead of them in 
the demon-haunted shrine of Hanuman. The barbarian was thinking only of the 
woman moving so supplely beside him. The perfume of her scented hair was in 
his nostrils, the sensuous aura of her presence filled his brain and left room for 
no other thoughts. 

Once they heard the clank of brass-shod feet, and drew into the shadows of a 
gloomy arch while a squad of Pelishtim watchmen swung past. There were 
fifteen of them; they marched in close formation, pikes at the ready, and the 
rearmost men had their broad brass shields slung on their backs, to protect them 
from a knife-stroke from behind. The skulking menace of the black man-eaters 
was a threat even to armed men. 

As soon as the clang of their sandals had receded up the street, Conan and the 
girl emerged from their hiding-place and hurried on. A few moments later they 
saw the squat, flat-topped edifice they sought looming ahead of them. 

The temple of Hanuman stood alone in the midst of a broad square, which lay 
silent and deserted beneath the stars. A marble wall surrounded the shrine, with a 
broad opening directly before the portico. This opening had no gate or any sort 
of barrier. 

‘Why don’t the blacks seek their prey here?’ muttered Conan. ‘There’s nothing 
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to keep them out of the temple.’ 

He could feel the trembling of Zabibi’s body as she pressed close to him. 

‘They fear Totrasmek, as all in Zamboula fear him, even Jungir Khan and 
Nafertari. Come! Come quickly, before my courage flows from me like water!’ 

The girl’s fear was evident, but she did not falter. Conan drew his sword and 
strode ahead of her as they advanced through the open gateway. He knew the 
hideous habits of the priests of the East, and was aware that an invader of 
Hanuman’s shrine might expect to encounter almost any sort of nightmare 
horror. He knew there was a good chance that neither he nor the girl would ever 
leave the shrine alive, but he had risked his life too many times before to devote 
much thought to that consideration. 

They entered a court paved with marble which gleamed whitely in the starlight. 
A short flight of broad marble steps led up to the pillared portico. The great 
bronze doors stood wide open as they had stood for centuries. But no 
worshippers burnt incense within. In the day men and women might come 
timidly into the shrine and place offerings to the ape-god on the black altar. At 
night the people shunned the temple of Hanuman as hares shun the lair of the 
serpent. 

Burning censers bathed the interior in a soft weird glow that created an illusion 
of unreality. Near the rear wall, behind the black stone altar, sat the god with his 
gaze fixed for ever on the open door, through which for centuries his victims had 
come, dragged by chains of roses. A faint groove ran from the sill to the altar, 
and when Conan’s foot felt it, he stepped away as quickly as if he had trodden 
upon a snake. That groove had been worn by the faltering feet of the multitude 
of those who had died screaming on that grim altar. 

Bestial in the uncertain light Hanuman leered with his carven mask. He sat, not 
as an ape would crouch, but cross-legged as a man would sit, but his aspect was 
no less simian for that reason. He was carved from black marble, but his eyes 
were rubies, which glowed red and lustful as the coals of hell’s deepest pits. His 
great hands lay upon his lap, palms upward, taloned fingers spread and grasping. 
In the gross emphasis of his attributes, in the leer of his satyr-countenance, was 
reflected the abominable cynicism of the degenerate cult which deified him. 

The girl moved around the image, making toward the back wall, and when her 
sleek flank brushed against a carven knee, she shrank aside and shuddered as if a 
reptile had touched her. There was a space of several feet between the broad 
back of the idol and the marble wall with its frieze of gold leaves. On either 
hand, flanking the idol, an ivory door under a gold arch was set in the wall. 

‘Those doors open into each end of a hair-pin shaped corridor,’ she said 
hurriedly. ‘Once I was in the interior of the shrine — once!’ She shivered and 
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twitched her slim shoulders at a memory both terrifying and obscene. ‘The 
corridor is bent like a horseshoe, with each horn opening into this room. 
Totrasmek’s chambers are enclosed within the curve of the corridor and open 
into it. But there is a secret door in this wall which opens directly into an inner 
chamber—’ 

She began to run her hands over the smooth surface, where no crack or crevice 
showed. Conan stood beside her, sword in hand, glancing warily about him. The 
silence, the emptiness of the shrine, with imagination picturing what might lie 
behind that wall, made him feel like a wild beast nosing a trap. 

‘Ah!’ The girl had found a hidden spring at last; a square opening gaped 
blackly in the wall. ‘Set!’ she screamed, and even as Conan leaped toward her, 
he saw that a great misshapen hand had fastened itself in her hair. She was 
snatched off her feet and jerked headfirst through the opening. Conan, grabbing 
ineffectually at her, felt his fingers slip from a naked limb, and in an instant she 
had vanished and the wall showed blank as before. Only from beyond it came 
briefly the muffled sounds of a struggle, a scream, faintly heard, and a low laugh 
that made Conan’s blood congeal in his veins. 


3 Black Hands Gripping 


With an oath the Cimmerian smote the wall a terrific blow with the pommel of 
his sword, and the marble cracked and chipped. But the hidden door did not give 
way, and reason told him that doubtless it had been bolted on the other side of 
the wall. Turning, he sprang across the chamber to one of the ivory doors. 

He lifted his sword to shatter the panels, but on a venture tried the door first 
with his left hand. It swung open easily, and he glared into a long corridor that 
curved away into dimness under the weird light of censers similar to those in the 
shrine. A heavy gold bolt showed on the jamb of the door, and he touched it 
lightly with his finger tips. The faint warmness of the metal could have been 
detected only by a man whose faculties were akin to those of a wolf. That bolt 
had been touched — and therefore drawn — within the last few seconds. The affair 
was taking on more and more of the aspect of a baited trap. He might have 
known Totrasmek would know when anyone entered the temple. 

To enter the corridor would undoubtedly be to walk into whatever trap the 
priest had set for him. But Conan did not hesitate. Somewhere in that dim-lit 
interior Zabibi was a captive, and, from what he knew of the characteristics of 
Hanuman’s priests, he was sure that she needed help badly. Conan stalked into 
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the corridor with a pantherish tread, poised to strike right or left. 

On his left, ivory, arched doors opened into the corridor, and he tried each in 
turn. All were locked. He had gone perhaps seventy-five feet when the corridor 
bent sharply to the left, describing the curve the girl had mentioned. A door 
opened into this curve, and it gave under his hand. 

He was looking into a broad, square chamber, somewhat more clearly lighted 
than the corridor. Its walls were of white marble, the floor of ivory, the ceiling of 
fretted silver. He saw divans of rich satin, gold-worked footstools of ivory, a 
disk-shaped table of some massive, metal-like substance. On one of the divans a 
man was reclining, looking toward the door. He laughed as he met the 
Cimmerian’s startled glare. 

This man was naked except for a loin-cloth and high-strapped sandals. He was 
brown-skinned, with close-cropped black hair and restless black eyes that set off 
a broad, arrogant face. In girth and breadth he was enormous, with huge limbs 
on which the great muscles swelled and rippled at each slightest movement. His 
hands were the largest Conan had ever seen. The assurance of gigantic physical 
strength colored his every action and inflection. 

‘Why not enter, barbarian?’ he called mockingly, with an exaggerated gesture 
of invitation. 

Conan’s eyes began to smolder ominously, but he trod warily into the chamber, 
his sword ready. 

‘Who the devil are you?’ he growled. 

‘I am Baal-pteor,’ the man answered. ‘Once, long ago and in another land, I 
had another name. But this is a good name, and why Totrasmek gave it to me, 
any temple wench can tell you.’ 

‘So you’re his dog!’ grunted Conan. ‘Well, curse your brown hide, Baal-pteor, 
where’s the wench you jerked through the wall?’ 

‘My master entertains her!’ laughed Baal-pteor. ‘Listen!’ 

From beyond a door opposite the one by which Conan had entered there 
sounded a woman’s scream, faint and muffled in the distance. 

‘Blast your soul!’ Conan took a stride toward the door, then wheeled with his 
skin tingling. Baal-pteor was laughing at him, and that laugh was edged with 
menace that made the hackles rise on Conan’s neck and sent a red wave of 
murder-lust driving across his vision. 

He started toward Baal-pteor, the knuckles on his sword-hand showing white. 
With a swift motion the brown man threw something at him — a shining crystal 
sphere that glistened in the weird light. 

Conan dodged instinctively, but, miraculously, the globe stopped short in 
midair, a few feet from his face. It did not fall to the floor. It hung suspended, as 
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if by invisible filaments, some five feet above the floor. And as he glared in 
amazement, it began to rotate with growing speed. And as it revolved it grew, 
expanded, became nebulous. It filled the chamber. It enveloped him. It blotted 
out furniture, walls, the smiling countenance of Baal-pteor. He was lost in the 
midst of a blinding bluish blur of whirling speed. Terrific winds screamed past 
Conan, tugging, tearing at him, striving to wrench him from his feet, to drag him 
into the vortex that spun madly before him. 

With a choking cry Conan lurched backward, reeled, felt the solid wall against 
his back. At the contact the illusion ceased to be. The whirling, titanic sphere 
vanished like a bursting bubble. Conan reeled upright in the silver-ceilinged 
room, with a gray mist coiling about his feet, and saw Baal-pteor lolling on the 
divan, shaking with silent laughter. 

‘Son of a slut!’ Conan lunged at him. But the mist swirled up from the floor, 
blotting out that giant brown form. Groping in a rolling cloud that blinded him, 
Conan felt a rending sensation of dislocation — and then room and mist and 
brown man were gone together. He was standing alone among the high reeds of 
a marshy fen, and a buffalo was lunging at him, head down. He leaped aside 
from the ripping scimitar-curved horns, and drove his sword in behind the 
foreleg, through ribs and heart. And then it was not a buffalo dying there in the 
mud, but the brown-skinned Baal-pteor. With a curse Conan struck off his head; 
and the head soared from the ground and snapped beast-like tusks into his throat. 
For all his mighty strength he could not tear it loose — he was choking — 
strangling; then there was a rush and roar through space, the dislocating shock of 
an immeasurable impact, and he was back in the chamber with Baal-pteor, 
whose head was once more set firmly on his shoulders, and who laughed silently 
at him from the divan. 

“‘Mesmerism!’ muttered Conan, crouching and digging his toes hard against the 
marble. 

His eyes blazed. This brown dog was playing with him, making sport of him! 
But this mummery, this child’s play of mists and shadows of thought, it could 
not harm him. He had but to leap and strike and the brown acolyte would be a 
mangled corpse under his heel. This time he would not be fooled by shadows of 
illusion — but he was. 

A blood-curdling snarl sounded behind him, and he wheeled and struck in a 
flash at the panther crouching to spring on him from the metal-colored table. 
Even as he struck, the apparition vanished and his blade clashed deafeningly on 
the adamantine surface. Instantly he sensed something abnormal. The blade 
stuck to the table! He wrenched at it savagely. It did not give. This was no 
mesmeristic trick. The table was a giant magnet. He gripped the hilt with both 
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hands, when a voice at his shoulder brought him about, to face the brown man, 
who had at last risen from the divan. 

Slightly taller than Conan, and much heavier, Baal-pteor loomed before him, a 
daunting image of muscular development. His mighty arms were unnaturally 
long, and his great hands opened and closed, twitching convulsively. Conan 
released the hilt of his imprisoned sword and fell silent, watching his enemy 
through slitted lids. 

“Your head, Cimmerian!’ taunted Baal-pteor. ‘I shall take it with my bare 
hands, twisting it from your shoulders as the head of a fowl is twisted! Thus the 
sons of Kosala offer sacrifice to Yajur. Barbarian, you look upon a strangler of 
Yota-pong. I was chosen by the priests of Yajur in my infancy, and throughout 
childhood, boyhood and youth I trained in the art of slaying with the naked 
hands — for only thus are the sacrifices enacted. Yajur loves blood, and we waste 
not a drop from the victim’s veins. When I was a child they gave me infants to 
throttle; when I was a boy I strangled young girls; as a youth, women, old men 
and young boys. Not until I reached my full manhood was I given a strong man 
to slay on the altar of Yota-pong. 

‘For years I offered the sacrifices to Yajur. Hundreds of necks have snapped 
between these fingers—’ he worked them before the Cimmerian’s angry eyes. 
‘Why I fled from Yota-pong to become Totrasmek’s servant is no concern of 
yours. In a moment you will be beyond curiosity. The priests of Kosala, the 
stranglers of Yajur, are strong beyond the belief of men. And I was stronger than 
any. With my hands, barbarian, I shall break your neck!’ 

And like the stroke of twin cobras, the great hands closed on Conan’s throat. 
The Cimmerian made no attempt to dodge or fend them away, but his own hands 
darted to the Kosalan’s bull-neck. Baal-pteor’s black eyes widened as he felt the 
thick cords of muscles that protected the barbarian’s throat. With a snarl he 
exerted his inhuman strength, and knots and lumps and ropes of thews rose along 
his massive arms. And then a choking gasp burst from him as Conan’s fingers 
locked on his throat. For an instant they stood there like statues, their faces 
masks of effort, veins beginning to stand out purply on their temples. Conan’s 
thin lips drew back from his teeth in a grinning snarl. Baal-pteor’s eyes were 
distended; in them grew an awful surprize and the glimmer of fear. Both men 
stood motionless as images, except for the expanding of their muscles on rigid 
arms and braced legs, but strength beyond common conception was warring 
there — strength that might have uprooted trees and crushed the skulls of 
bullocks. 

The wind whistled suddenly from between Baal-pteor’s parted teeth. His face 
was growing purple. Fear flooded his eyes. His thews seemed ready to burst 
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from his arms and shoulders, yet the muscles of the Cimmerian’s thick neck did 
not give; they felt like masses of woven iron cords under his desperate fingers. 
But his own flesh was giving way under the iron fingers of the Cimmerian which 
ground deeper and deeper into the yielding throat-muscles, crushing them in 
upon jugular and windpipe. 

The statuesque immobility of the group gave way to sudden, frenzied motion, 
as the Kosalan began to wrench and heave, seeking to throw himself backward. 
He let go of Conan’s throat and grasped his wrists, trying to tear away those 
inexorable fingers. 

With a sudden lunge Conan bore him backward until the small of his back 
crashed against the table. And still farther over its edge Conan bent him, back 
and back, until his spine was ready to snap. 

Conan’s low laugh was merciless as the ring of steel. 

“You fool!’ he all but whispered. ‘I think you never saw a man from the West 
before. Did you deem yourself strong, because you were able to twist the heads 
off civilized folk, poor weaklings with muscles like rotten string? Hell! Break 
the neck of a wild Cimmerian bull before you call yourself strong. I did that, 
before I was a full-grown man - like this!’ 

And with a savage wrench he twisted Baal-pteor’s head around until the 
ghastly face leered over the left shoulder, and the vertebrae snapped like a rotten 
branch. 

Conan hurled the flopping corpse to the floor, turned to the sword again and 
gripped the hilt with both hands, bracing his feet against the floor. Blood trickled 
down his broad breast from the wounds Baal-pteor’s finger nails had torn in the 
skin of his neck. His black hair was damp, sweat ran down his face, and his chest 
heaved. For all his vocal scorn of Baal-pteor’s strength, he had almost met his 
match in the inhuman Kosalan. But without pausing to catch his breath, he 
exerted all his strength in a mighty wrench that tore the sword from the magnet 
where it clung. 

Another instant and he had pushed open the door from behind which the 
scream had sounded, and was looking down a long straight corridor, lined with 
ivory doors. The other end was masked by a rich velvet curtain, and from 
beyond that curtain came the devilish strains of such music as Conan had never 
heard, not even in nightmares. It made the short hairs bristle on the back of his 
neck. Mingled with it was the panting, hysterical sobbing of a woman. Grasping 
his sword firmly, he glided down the corridor. 


4 Dance, Girl, Dance! 
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When Zabibi was jerked head-first through the aperture which opened in the 
wall behind the idol, her first, dizzy, disconnected thought was that her time had 
come. She instinctively shut her eyes and waited for the blow to fall. But instead 
she felt herself dumped unceremoniously onto the smooth marble floor, which 
bruised her knees and hip. Opening her eyes she stared fearfully around her, just 
as a muffled impact sounded from beyond the wall. She saw a brown-skinned 
giant in a loin-cloth standing over her, and, across the chamber into which she 
had come, a man sat on a divan, with his back to a rich velvet curtain, a broad, 
fleshy man, with fat white hands and snaky eyes. And her flesh crawled, for this 
man was Totrasmek, the priest of Hanuman, who for years had spun his slimy 
webs of power throughout the city of Zamboula. 

‘The barbarian seeks to batter his way through the wall,’ said Totrasmek 
sardonically, ‘but the bolt will hold.’ 

The girl saw that a heavy golden bolt had been shot across the hidden door, 
which was plainly discernible from this side of the wall. The bolt and its sockets 
would have resisted the charge of an elephant. 

‘Go open one of the doors for him, Baal-pteor,’ ordered Totrasmek. ‘Slay him 
in the square chamber at the other end of the corridor.’ 

The Kosalan salaamed and departed by the way of a door in the side wall of the 
chamber. Zabibi rose, staring fearfully at the priest, whose eyes ran avidly over 
her splendid figure. To this she was indifferent. A dancer of Zamboula was 
accustomed to nakedness. But the cruelty in his eyes started her limbs to 
quivering. 

‘Again you come to me in my retreat, beautiful one,’ he purred with cynical 
hypocrisy. ‘It is an unexpected honor. You seemed to enjoy your former visit so 
little, that I dared not hope for you to repeat it. Yet I did all in my power to 
provide you with an interesting experience.’ 

For a Zamboulan dancer to blush would be an impossibility, but a smolder of 
anger mingled with the fear in Zabibi’s dilated eyes. 

‘Fat pig! You know I did not come here for love of you.’ 

‘No,’ laughed Totrasmek, ‘you came like a fool, creeping through the night 
with a stupid barbarian to cut my throat. Why should you seek my life?’ 

“You know why!’ she cried, knowing the futility of trying to dissemble. 

“You are thinking of your lover,’ he laughed. ‘The fact that you are here 
seeking my life shows that he quaffed the drug I gave you. Well, did you not ask 
for it? And did I not send what you asked for, out of the love I bear you?’ 

‘I asked you for a drug that would make him slumber harmlessly for a few 


6119 XRN 


hours,’ she said bitterly. ‘And you — you sent your servant with a drug that drove 
him mad! I was a fool ever to trust you. I might have known your protestations 
of friendship were lies, to disguise your hate and spite.’ 

‘Why did you wish your lover to sleep?’ he retorted. ‘So you could steal from 
him the only thing he would never give you — the ring with the jewel men call 
the Star of Khorala — the star stolen from the Queen of Ophir, who would pay a 
roomful of gold for its return. He would not give it to you willingly, because he 
knew that it holds a magic which, when properly controlled, will enslave the 
hearts of any of the opposite sex. You wished to steal it from him, fearing that 
his magicians would discover the key to that magic and he would forget you in 
his conquests of the queens of the world. You would sell it back to the queen of 
Ophir, who understands its power and would use it to enslave men, as she did 
before it was stolen.’ 

‘And why did you want it?’ she demanded sulkily. 

‘I understand its powers. It would increase the power of my arts.’ 

‘Well,’ she snapped, ‘you have it now!’ 

‘T have the Star of Khorala? Nay, you err.’ 

‘Why bother to lie?’ she retorted bitterly. ‘He had it on his finger when he 
drove me into the streets. He did not have it when I found him again. Your 
servant must have been watching the house, and have taken it from him, after I 
escaped him. To the devil with it! I want my lover back sane and whole. You 
have the ring; you have punished us both. Why do you not restore his mind to 
him? Can you?’ 

‘I could,’ he assured her, in evident enjoyment of her distress. He drew a phial 
from among his robes. ‘This contains the juice of the golden lotus. If your lover 
drank it he would be sane again. Yes, I will be merciful. You have both thwarted 
and flouted me, not once but many times; he has constantly opposed my wishes. 
But I will be merciful. Come and take the phial from my hand.’ 

She stared at Totrasmek, trembling with eagerness to seize it, but fearing it was 
but some cruel jest. She advanced timidly, with a hand extended, and he laughed 
heartlessly and drew back out of her reach. Even as her lips parted to curse him, 
some instinct snatched her eyes upward. From the gilded ceiling four jade-hued 
vessels were falling. She dodged, but they did not strike her. They crashed to the 
floor about her, forming the four comers of a square. And she screamed, and 
screamed again. For out of each ruin reared the hooded head of a cobra, and one 
struck at her bare leg. Her convulsive movement to evade it brought her within 
reach of the one on the other side and again she had to shift like lightning to 
avoid the flash of its hideous head. 

She was caught in a frightful trap. All four serpents were swaying and striking 
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at foot, ankle, calf, knee, thigh, hip, whatever portion of her voluptuous body 
chanced to be nearest to them, and she could not spring over them or pass 
between them to safety. She could only whirl and spring aside and twist her 
body to avoid the strokes, and each time she moved to dodge one snake, the 
motion brought her within range of another, so that she had to keep shifting with 
the speed of light. She could move only a short space in any direction, and the 
fearful hooded crests were menacing her every second. Only a dancer of 
Zamboula could have lived in that grisly square. 

She became, herself, a blur of bewildering motion. The heads missed her by 
hair’s breadths, but they missed, as she pitted her twinkling feet, flickering limbs 
and perfect eye against the blinding speed of the scaly demons her enemy had 
conjured out of thin air. 

Somewhere a thin whining music struck up, mingling with the hissing of the 
serpents, like an evil night-wind blowing through the empty sockets of a skull. 
Even in the flying speed of her urgent haste she realized that the darting of the 
serpents was no longer at random. They obeyed the grisly piping of the eery 
music. They struck with a horrible rhythm, and perforce her swaying, writhing, 
spinning body attuned itself to their rhythm. Her frantic motions melted into the 
measures of a dance compared to which the most obscene tarantella of Zamora 
would have seemed sane and restrained. Sick with shame and terror Zabibi heard 
the hateful mirth of her merciless tormentor. 

“The Dance of the Cobras, my lovely one!’ laughed Totrasmek. ‘So maidens 
danced in the sacrifice to Hanuman centuries ago — but never with such beauty 
and suppleness. Dance, girl, dance! How long can you avoid the fangs of the 
Poison People? Minutes? Hours? You will weary at last. Your swift, sure feet 
will stumble, your legs falter, your hips slow in their rotations. Then the fangs 
will begin to sink deep into your ivory flesh—’ 

Behind him the curtain shook as if struck by a gust of wind, and Totrasmek 
screamed. His eyes dilated and his hands caught convulsively at the length of 
bright steel which jutted suddenly from his breast. 

The music broke off short. The girl swayed dizzily in her dance, crying out in 
dreadful anticipation of the flickering fangs — and then only four wisps of 
harmless blue smoke curled up from the floor about her, as Totrasmek sprawled 
headlong from the divan. 

Conan came from behind the curtain, wiping his broad blade. Looking through 
the hangings he had seen the girl dancing desperately between four swaying 
spirals of smoke, but he had guessed that their appearance was very different to 
her. He knew he had killed Totrasmek. 

Zabibi sank down on the floor, panting, but even as Conan started toward her, 
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she staggered up again, though her legs trembled with exhaustion. 

“The phial!’ she gasped. ‘The phial!’ 

Totrasmek still grasped it in his stiffening hand. Ruthlessly she tore it from his 
locked fingers, and then began frantically to ransack his garments. 

“What the devil are you looking for?’ Conan demanded. 

‘A ring — he stole it from Alafdhal. He must have, while my lover walked in 
madness through the streets. Set’s devils!’ 

She had convinced herself that it was not on the person of Totrasmek. She 
began to cast about the chamber, tearing up divan-covers and hangings, and 
upsetting vessels. 

She paused and raked a damp lock of hair out of her eyes. ‘I forgot Baal- 
pteor!’ 

‘He’s in hell with his neck broken,’ Conan assured her. 

She expressed vindictive gratification at the news, but an instant later swore 
expressively. 

“We can’t stay here. It’s not many hours until dawn. Lesser priests are likely to 
visit the temple at any hour of the night, and if we’re discovered here with his 
corpse, the people will tear us to pieces. The Turanians could not save us.’ 

She lifted the bolt on the secret door, and a few moments later they were in the 
streets and hurrying away from the silent square where brooded the age-old 
shrine of Hanuman. 

In a winding street a short distance away Conan halted and checked his 
companion with a heavy hand on her naked shoulder. 

‘Don’t forget there was a price—’ 

‘I have not forgotten!’ She twisted free. ‘But we must go to — to Alafdhal first!’ 

A few minutes later the black slave let them through the wicket door. The 
young Turanian lay upon the divan, his arms and legs bound with heavy velvet 
ropes. His eyes were open, but they were like those of a mad dog, and foam was 
thick on his lips. Zabibi shuddered. 

‘Force his jaws open!’ she commanded, and Conan’s iron fingers 
accomplished the task. 

Zabibi emptied the phial down the maniac’s gullet. The effect was like magic. 
Instantly he became quiet. The glare faded from his eyes; he stared up at the girl 
in a puzzled way, but with recognition and intelligence. Then he fell into a 
normal slumber. 

“When he awakes he will be quite sane,’ she whispered, motioning to the silent 
slave. 

With a deep bow he gave into her hands a small leathern bag, and drew about 
her shoulders a silken cloak. Her manner had subtly changed when she beckoned 
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Conan to follow her out of the chamber. 

In an arch that opened on the street, she turned to him, drawing herself up with 
a new regality. 

‘I must now tell you the truth,’ she said. ‘I am not Zabibi. I am Nafertari. And 
he is not Alafdhal, a poor captain of the guardsmen. He is Jungir Khan, satrap of 
Zamboula.’ 

Conan made no comment; his scarred dark countenance was immobile. 

‘I lied to you because I dared not divulge the truth to anyone,’ she said. ‘We 
were alone when Jungir Khan went mad. None knew of it but myself. Had it 
been known that the satrap of Zamboula was a madman, there would have been 
instant revolt and rioting, even as Totrasmek planned, who plotted our 
destruction. 

“You see now how impossible is the reward for which you hoped. The satrap’s 
mistress is not — cannot be for you. But you shall not go unrewarded. Here is a 
sack of gold.’ 

She gave him the bag she had received from the slave. 

‘Go, now, and when the sun is come up to the palace, I will have Jungir Khan 
make you captain of his guard. But you will take your orders from me, secretly. 
Your first duty will be to march a squad to the shrine of Hanuman, ostensibly to 
search for clues of the priest’s slayer; in reality to search for the Star of Khorala. 
It must be hidden there somewhere. When you find it, bring it to me. You have 
my leave to go now.’ 

He nodded, still silent, and strode away. The girl, watching the swing of his 
broad shoulders, was piqued to note that there was nothing in his bearing to 
show that he was in any way chagrined or abashed. 


When he had rounded a corner, he glanced back, and then changed his direction 
and quickened his pace. A few moments later he was in the quarter of the city 
containing the Horse Market. There he smote on a door until from the window 
above a bearded head was thrust to demand the reason for the disturbance. 

‘A horse,’ demanded Conan. ‘The swiftest steed you have.’ 

‘I open no gates at this time of night,’ grumbled the horse-trader. 

Conan rattled his coins. 

‘Dog’s son knave! Don’t you see I’m white, and alone? Come down, before I 
smash your door!’ 

Presently, on a bay stallion, Conan was riding toward the house of Aram 
Baksh. 

He turned off the road into the alley that lay between the tavern compound and 
the date-palm garden, but he did not pause at the gate. He rode on to the 
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northeast corner of the wall, then turned and rode along the north wall, to halt 
within a few paces of the northwest angle. No trees grew near the wall, but there 
were some low bushes. To one of these he tied his horse, and was about to climb 
into the saddle again, when he heard a low muttering of voices beyond the 
corner of the wall. 

Drawing his foot from the stirrup he stole to the angle and peered around it. 
Three men were moving down the road toward the palm groves, and from their 
slouching gait he knew they were negroes. They halted at his low call, bunching 
themselves as he strode toward them, his sword in his hand. Their eyes gleamed 
whitely in the starlight. Their brutish lust shone in their ebony faces, but they 
knew their three cudgels could not prevail against his sword, just as he knew it. 

“Where are you going?’ he challenged. 

‘To bid our brothers put out the fire in the pit beyond the groves,’ was the 
sullen, guttural reply. ‘Aram Baksh promised us a man, but he lied. We found 
one of our brothers dead in the trap-chamber. We go hungry this night.’ 

‘I think not,’ smiled Conan. ‘Aram Baksh will give you a man. Do you see that 
door?’ 

He pointed to a small, iron-bound portal set in the midst of the western wall. 

‘Wait there. Aram Baksh will give you a man.’ 

Backing warily away until he was out of reach of a sudden bludgeon blow, he 
turned and melted around the northwest angle of the wall. Reaching his horse he 
paused to ascertain that the blacks were not sneaking after him, and then he 
climbed into the saddle and stood upright on it, quieting the uneasy steed with a 
low word. He reached up, grasped the coping of the wall and drew himself up 
and over. There he studied the grounds for an instant. The tavern was built in the 
southwest corner of the enclosure, the remaining space of which was occupied 
by groves and gardens. He saw no one in the grounds. The tavern was dark and 
silent, and he knew all the doors and windows were barred and bolted. 

Conan knew that Aram Baksh slept in a chamber that opened into a cypress- 
bordered path that led to the door in the western wall. Like a shadow he glided 
among the trees and a few moments later he rapped lightly on the chamber door. 

‘What is it?’ asked a rumbling voice within. 

‘Aram Baksh!’ hissed Conan. ‘The blacks are stealing over the wall!’ 

Almost instantly the door opened, framing the tavern-keeper, naked but for his 
shirt, with a dagger in his hand. 

He craned his neck to stare into the Cimmerian’s face. 

“What tale is this — you!’ 

Conan’s vengeful fingers strangled the yell in his throat. They went to the floor 
together and Conan wrenched the dagger from his enemy’s hand. The blade 
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glinted in the starlight, and blood spurted. Aram Baksh made hideous noises, 
gasping and gagging on a mouthful of blood. Conan dragged him to his feet and 
again the dagger slashed, and most of the curly beard fell to the floor. 

Still gripping his captive’s throat — for a man can scream incoherently even 
with his tongue slit - Conan dragged him out of the dark chamber and down the 
cypress-shadowed path, to the iron-bound door in the outer wall. With one hand 
he lifted the bolt and threw the door open, disclosing the three shadowy figures 
which waited like black vultures outside. Into their eager arms Conan thrust the 
innkeeper. 

A horrible, blood-choked scream rose from the Zamboulan’s throat, but there 
was no response from the silent tavern. The people there were used to screams 
outside the wall. Aram Baksh fought like a wild man, his distended eyes turned 
frantically on the Cimmerian’s face. He found no mercy there. Conan was 
thinking of the scores of wretches who owed their bloody doom to this man’s 
greed. 

In glee the negroes dragged him down the road, mocking his frenzied 
gibberings. How could they recognize Aram Baksh in this half-naked, 
bloodstained figure, with the grotesquely shorn beard and unintelligible 
babblings? The sounds of the struggle came back to Conan, standing beside the 
gate, even after the clump of figures had vanished among the palms. 

Closing the door behind him, Conan returned to his horse, mounted and turned 
westward, toward the open desert, swinging wide to skirt the sinister belt of 
palm groves. As he rode, he drew from his belt a ring in which gleamed a jewel 
that snared the starlight in a shimmering iridescence. He held it up to admire it, 
turning it this way and that. The compact bag of gold pieces clinked gently at his 
saddle-bow, like a promise of the greater riches to come. 

‘I wonder what she’d say if she knew I recognized her as Nafertari and him as 

Jungir Khan the instant I saw them,’ he mused. ‘I knew the Star of Khorala, too. 
There’ll be a fine scene if she ever guesses that I slipped it off his finger while I 
was tying him with his sword-belt. But they’ ll never catch me, with the start I’m 
getting.’ 
He glanced back at the shadowy palm groves, among which a red glare was 
mounting. A chanting rose to the night, vibrating with savage exultation. And 
another sound mingled with it, a mad, incoherent screaming, a frenzied 
gibbering in which no words could be distinguished. The noise followed Conan 
as he rode westward beneath the paling stars. 
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RED NAILS 


1 The Skull on the Crag 


Tue woman ontae horse reined in her weary steed. It stood with its legs wide-braced, its 
head drooping, as if it found even the weight of the gold-tassled, red-leather 
bridle too heavy. The woman drew a booted foot out of the silver stirrup and 
swung down from the gilt-worked saddle. She made the reins fast to the fork of a 
sapling, and turned about, hands on her hips, to survey her surroundings. 

They were not inviting. Giant trees hemmed in the small pool where her horse 
had just drunk. Clumps of undergrowth limited the vision that quested under the 
somber twilight of the lofty arches formed by intertwining branches. The woman 
shivered with a twitch of her magnificent shoulders, and then cursed. 

She was tall, full-bosomed and large-limbed, with compact shoulders. Her 
whole figure reflected an unusual strength, without detracting from the 
femininity of her appearance. She was all woman, in spite of her bearing and her 
garments. The latter were incongruous, a view of her present environs. Instead of 
a skirt she wore short, wide-legged silk breeches, which ceased a hand’s breadth 
short of her knees, and were upheld by a wide silken sash worn as a girdle. 
Flaring-topped boots of soft leather came almost to her knees, and a low-necked, 
wide-collared, wide-sleeved silk shirt completed her costume. On one shapely 
hip she wore a straight double-edged sword, and on the other a long dirk. Her 
unruly golden hair, cut square at her shoulders, was confined by a band of 
crimson satin. 

Against the background of somber, primitive forest she posed with an 
unconscious picturesqueness, bizarre and out of place. She should have been 
posed against a background of sea-clouds, painted masts and wheeling gulls. 
There was the color of the sea in her wide eyes. And that was as it should have 
been, because this was Valeria of the Red Brotherhood, whose deeds are 
celebrated in song and ballad wherever seafarers gather. 

She strove to pierce the sullen green roof of the arched branches and see the 
sky which presumably lay about it, but presently gave it up with a muttered oath. 
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Leaving her horse tied she strode off toward the east, glancing back toward the 
pool from time to time in order to fix her route in her mind. The silence of the 
forest depressed her. No birds sang in the lofty boughs, nor did any rustling in 
the bushes indicate the presence of any small animals. For leagues she had 
traveled in a realm of brooding stillness, broken only by the sounds of her own 
flight. 

She had slaked her thirst at the pool, but she felt the gnawings of hunger and 
began looking about for some of the fruit on which she had sustained herself 
since exhausting the food she had brought in her saddlebags. 

Ahead of her, presently, she saw an outcropping of dark, flint-like rock that 
sloped upward into what looked like a rugged crag rising among the trees. Its 
summit was lost to view amidst a cloud of encircling leaves. Perhaps its peak 
rose above the tree-tops, and from it she could see what lay beyond — if, indeed, 
anything lay beyond but more of this apparently illimitable forest through which 
she had ridden for so many days. 

A narrow ridge formed a natural ramp that led up the steep face of the crag. 
After she had ascended some fifty feet she came to the belt of leaves that 
surrounded the rock. The trunks of the trees did not crowd close to the crag, but 
the ends of their lower branches extended about it, veiling it with their foliage. 
She groped on in leafy obscurity, not able to see either above or below her; but 
presently she glimpsed blue sky, and a moment later came out in the clear, hot 
sunlight and saw the forest roof stretching away under her feet. 

She was standing on a broad shelf which was about even with the tree-tops, 
and from it rose a spire-like jut that was the ultimate peak of the crag she had 
climbed. But something else caught her attention in the litter of blown dead 
leaves which carpeted the shelf. She kicked them aside and looked down on the 
skeleton of a man. She ran an experienced eye over the bleached frame, but saw 
no broken bones nor any sign of violence. The man must have died a natural 
death; though why he should have climbed a tall crag to die she could not 
imagine. 

She scrambled up to the summit of the spire and looked toward the horizons. 
The forest roof — which looked like a floor from her vantage-point — was just as 
impenetrable as from below. She could not even see the pool by which she had 
left her horse. She glanced northward, in the direction from which she had come. 
She saw only the rolling green ocean stretching away and away, with only a 
vague blue line in the distance to hint of the hill-range she had crossed days 
before, to plunge into this leafy waste. 


6127 XRN 


West and east the view was the same; though the blue hill-line was lacking in 
those directions. But when she turned her eyes southward she stiffened and 
caught her breath. A mile away in that direction the forest thinned out and 
ceased abruptly, giving way to a cactus-dotted plain. And in the midst of that 
plain rose the walls and towers of a city. Valeria swore in amazement. This 
passed belief. She would not have been surprised to sight human habitations of 
another sort — the beehive-shaped huts of the black people, or the cliff-dwellings 
of the mysterious brown race which legends declared inhabited some country of 
this unexplored region. But it was a startling experience to come upon a walled 
city here so many long weeks’ march from the nearest outposts of any sort of 
civilization. 

Her hands tiring from clinging to the spire-like pinnacle, she let herself down 
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on the shelf, frowning in indecision. She had come far — from the camp of the 
mercenaries by the border town of Sukhmet amidst the level grasslands, where 
desperate adventurers of many races guard the Stygian frontier against the raids 
that come up like a red wave from Darfar. Her flight had been blind, into a 
country of which she was wholly ignorant. And now she wavered between an 
urge to ride directly to that city in the plain, and the instinct of caution which 
prompted her to skirt it widely and continue her solitary flight. 

Her thoughts were scattered by the rustling of the leaves below her. She 
wheeled cat-like, snatched at her sword; and then she froze motionless, staring 
wide-eyed at the man before her. 

He was almost a giant in stature, muscles rippling smoothly under his skin 
which the sun had burned brown. His garb was similar to hers, except that he 
wore a broad leather belt instead of a girdle. Broadsword and poniard hung from 
this belt. 

‘Conan, the Cimmerian!’ ejaculated the woman. ‘What are you doing on my 
trail?’ 

He grinned hardly, and his fierce blue eyes burned with a light any woman 
could understand as they ran over her magnificent figure, lingering on the swell 
of her splendid breasts beneath the light shirt, and the clear white flesh displayed 
between breeches and boot-tops. 

‘Don’t you know?’ he laughed. ‘Haven’t I made my admiration for you plain 
ever since I first saw you?’ 

‘A stallion could have made it no plainer,’ she answered disdainfully. ‘But I 
never expected to encounter you so far from the ale-barrels and meat-pots of 
Sukhmet. Did you really follow me from Zarallo’s camp, or were you whipped 
forth for a rogue?’ 

He laughed at her insolence and flexed his mighty biceps. 

“You know Zarallo didn’t have enough knaves to whip me out of camp,’ he 
grinned. ‘Of course I followed you. Lucky thing for you, too, wench! When you 
knifed that Stygian officer, you forfeited Zarallo’s favor and protection, and you 
outlawed yourself with the Stygians.’ 

‘I know it,’ she replied sullenly. ‘But what else could I do? You know what my 
provocation was.’ 

‘Sure,’ he agreed. ‘If I’d been there, I’d have knifed him myself. But if a 
woman must live in the war-camps of men, she can expect such things.’ 

Valeria stamped her booted foot and swore. 

“Why won’t men let me live a man’s life?’ 

‘That’s obvious!’ Again his eager eyes devoured her. ‘But you were wise to 
run away. The Stygians would have had you skinned. That officer’s brother 
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followed you; faster than you thought, I don’t doubt. He wasn’t far behind you 
when I caught up with him. His horse was better than yours. He’d have caught 
you and cut your throat within a few more miles.’ 

‘Well?’ she demanded. 

“Well what?’ He seemed puzzled. 

“What of the Stygian?’ 

‘Why, what do you suppose?’ he returned impatiently. ‘I killed him, of course, 
and left his carcass for the vultures. That delayed me, though, and I almost lost 
your trail when you crossed the rocky spurs of the hills. Otherwise I’d have 
caught up with you long ago.’ 

‘And now you think you’ ll drag me back to Zarallo’s camp?’ she sneered. 

‘Don’t talk like a fool,’ he grunted. ‘Come, girl, don’t be such a spitfire. I’m 
not like that Stygian you knifed, and you know it.’ 

‘A penniless vagabond,’ she taunted. 

He laughed at her. 

“What do you call yourself? You haven’t enough money to buy a new seat for 
your breeches. Your disdain doesn’t deceive me. You know I’ve commanded 
bigger ships and more men than you ever did in your life. As for being penniless 
— what rover isn’t, most of the time? I’ve squandered enough gold in the sea- 
ports of the world to fill a galleon. You know that, too.’ 

“Where are the fine ships and the bold lads you commanded, now?’ she 
sneered. 

‘At the bottom of the sea, mostly,’ he replied cheerfully. “The Zingarans sank 
my last ship off the Shemite shore — that’s why I joined Zarallo’s Free 
Companions. But I saw I’d been stung when we marched to the Darfar border. 
The pay was poor and the wine was sour, and I don’t like black women. And 
that’s the only kind that came to our camp at Sukhmet — rings in their noses and 
their teeth filed — bah! Why did you join Zarallo’s? Sukhmet’s a long way from 
salt water.’ 

‘Red Ortho wanted to make me his mistress,’ she answered sullenly. ‘I jumped 
overboard one night and swam ashore when we were anchored off the Kushite 
coast. Off Zabhela, it was. There a Shemite trader told me that Zarallo had 
brought his Free Companies south to guard the Darfar border. No better 
employment offered. I joined an eastbound caravan and eventually came to 
Sukhmet.’ 

‘It was madness to plunge southward as you did,’ commented Conan, ‘but it 
was wise, too, for Zarallo’s patrols never thought to look for you in this 
direction. Only the brother of the man you killed happened to strike your trail.’ 

‘And now what do you intend doing?’ she demanded. 
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“Turn west,’ he answered. ‘I’ve been this far south, but not this far east. Many 
days’ traveling to the west will bring us to the open savannas, where the black 
tribes graze their cattle. I have friends among them. We’ll get to the coast and 
find a ship. I’m sick of the jungle.’ 

“Then be on your way,’ she advised. ‘I have other plans.’ 

‘Don’t be a fool!’ He showed irritation for the first time. ‘You can’t keep on 
wandering through this forest.’ 

‘I can if I choose.’ 

‘But what do you intend doing?’ 

“That’s none of your affair,’ she snapped. 

“Yes, it is,’ he answered calmly. ‘Do you think I’ve followed you this far, to 
turn around and ride off empty-handed? Be sensible, wench. I’m not going to 
harm you.’ 

He stepped toward her, and she sprang back, whipping out her sword. 

‘Keep back, you barbarian dog! I’ ll spit you like a roast pig!’ 

He halted, reluctantly, and demanded: ‘Do you want me to take that toy away 
from you and spank you with it?’ 

‘Words! Nothing but words!’ she mocked, lights like the gleam of the sun on 
blue water dancing in her reckless eyes. 

He knew it was the truth. No living man could disarm Valeria of the 
Brotherhood with his bare hands. He scowled, his sensations a tangle of 
conflicting emotions. He was angry, yet he was amused and filled with 
admiration for her spirit. He burned with eagerness to seize that splendid figure 
and crush it in his iron arms, yet he greatly desired not to hurt the girl. He was 
torn between a desire to shake her soundly, and a desire to caress her. He knew if 
he came any nearer her sword would be sheathed in his heart. He had seen 
Valeria kill too many men in border forays and tavern brawls to have any 
illusions about her. He knew she was as quick and ferocious as a tigress. He 
could draw his broadsword and disarm her, beat the blade out of her hand, but 
the thought of drawing a sword on a woman, even without intent of injury, was 
extremely repugnant to him. 

‘Blast your soul, you hussy!’ he exclaimed in exasperation. ‘I’m going to take 
off your—’ 

He started toward her, his angry passion making him reckless, and she poised 
herself for a deadly thrust. Then came a startling interruption to a scene at once 
ludicrous and perilous. 

‘What’s that?’ 

It was Valeria who exclaimed, but they both started violently, and Conan 
wheeled like a cat, his great sword flashing into his hand. Back in the forest had 
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burst forth an appalling medley of screams — the screams of horses in terror and 
agony. Mingled with their screams there came the snap of splintering bones. 

‘Lions are slaying the horses!’ cried Valeria. 

‘Lions, nothing!’ snorted Conan, his eyes blazing. ‘Did you hear a lion roar? 
Neither did I! Listen at those bones snap — not even a lion could make that much 
noise killing a horse.’ 

He hurried down the natural ramp and she followed, their personal feud 
forgotten in the adventurers’ instinct to unite against common peril. The screams 
had ceased when they worked their way downward through the green veil of 
leaves that brushed the rock. 

‘I found your horse tied by the pool back there,’ he muttered, treading so 
noiselessly that she no longer wondered how he had surprised her on the crag. ‘I 
tied mine beside it and followed the tracks of your boots. Watch, now!’ 

They had emerged from the belt of leaves, and stared down into the lower 
reaches of the forest. Above them the green roof spread its dusky canopy. Below 
them the sunlight filtered in just enough to make a jade-tinted twilight. The giant 
trunks of trees less than a hundred yards away looked dim and ghostly. 

“The horses should be beyond that thicket, over there,’ whispered Conan, and 
his voice might have been a breeze moving through the branches. ‘Listen!’ 

Valeria had already heard, and a chill crept through her veins; so she 
unconsciously laid her white hand on her companion’s muscular brown arm. 
From beyond the thicket came the noisy crunching of bones and the loud rending 
of flesh, together with the grinding, slobbering sounds of a horrible feast. 

‘Lions wouldn’t make that noise,’ whispered Conan. ‘Something’s eating our 
horses, but it’s not a lion — Crom!’ 

The noise stopped suddenly, and Conan swore softly. A suddenly risen breeze 
was blowing from them directly toward the spot where the unseen slayer was 
hidden. 

‘Here it comes!’ muttered Conan, half lifting his sword. 

The thicket was violently agitated, and Valeria clutched Conan’s arm hard. 
Ignorant of jungle-lore she yet knew that no animal she had ever seen could have 
shaken the tall brush like that. 

‘It must be as big as an elephant,’ muttered Conan, echoing her thought. ‘What 
the devil—’ His voice trailed away in stunned silence. 

Through the thicket was thrust a head of nightmare and lunacy. Grinning jaws 
bared rows of dripping yellow tusks; above the yawning mouth wrinkled a 
saurian-like snout. Huge eyes, like those of a python a thousand times 
magnified, stared unwinkingly at the petrified humans clinging to the rock above 
it. Blood smeared the scaly, flabby lips and dripped from the huge mouth. 
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The head, bigger than that of a crocodile, was further extended on a long scaled 
neck on which stood up rows of serrated spikes, and after it, crushing down the 
briars and saplings, waddled the body of a titan, a gigantic, barrel-bellied torso 
on absurdly short legs. The whitish belly almost raked the ground, while the 
serrated back-bone rose higher than Conan could have reached on tiptoe. A long 
spiked tail, like that of a gargantuan scorpion, trailed out behind. 

‘Back up the crag, quick!’ snapped Conan, thrusting the girl behind him. ‘I 
don’t think he can climb, but he can stand on his hind-legs and reach us—’ 

With a snapping and rending of bushes and saplings the monster came hurtling 
through the thickets, and they fled up the rock before him like leaves blown 
before a wind. As Valeria plunged into the leafy screen a backward glance 
showed her the Titan rearing up fearsomely on his massive hinder legs, even as 
Conan had predicted. The sight sent panic racing through her. As he reared, the 
beast seemed more gigantic than ever; his snouted head towered among the 
trees. Then Conan’s iron hand closed on her wrist and she was jerked headlong 
into the blinding welter of the leaves, and out again into the hot sunshine above, 
just as the monster fell forward with his front feet on the crag with an impact that 
made the rock vibrate. 

Behind the fugitives the huge head crashed through the twigs, and they looked 
down for a horrifying instant at the nightmare visage framed among the green 
leaves, eyes flaming, jaws gaping. Then the giant tusks clashed together futilely, 
and after that the head was withdrawn, vanishing from their sight as if it had 
sunk in a pool. 

Peering down through broken branches that scraped the rock, they saw it 
squatting on its haunches at the foot of the crag, staring unblinkingly up at them. 

Valeria shuddered. 

‘How long do you suppose he’! crouch there?’ 

Conan kicked the skull on the leaf-strewn shelf. 

“That fellow must have climbed up here to escape him, or one like him. He 
must have died of starvation. There are no bones broken. That thing must be a 
dragon, such as the black people speak of in their legends. If so, it won’t leave 
here until we’re both dead.’ 

Valeria looked at him blankly, her resentment forgotten. She fought down a 
surging of panic. She had proved her reckless courage a thousand times in wild 
battles on sea and land, on the blood-slippery decks of burning war-ships, in the 
storming of walled cities, and on the trampled sandy beaches where the 
desperate men of the Red Brotherhood bathed their knives in one another’s 
blood in their fights for leadership. But the prospect now confronting her 
congealed her blood. A cutlass stroke in the heat of battle was nothing; but to sit 
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idle and helpless on a bare rock until she perished of starvation, besieged by a 
monstrous survival of an elder age — the thought sent panic throbbing through 
her brain. 

‘He must leave to eat and drink,’ she said helplessly. 

‘He won’t have to go far to do either,’ Conan pointed out. ‘He’s just gorged on 
horsemeat, and like a real snake, he can go for a long time without eating or 
drinking again. But he doesn’t sleep after eating, like a real snake, it seems. 
Anyway, he can’t climb this crag.’ 

Conan spoke imperturbably. He was a barbarian, and the terrible patience of 
the wilderness and its children was as much a part of him as his lusts and rages. 
He could endure a situation like this with a coolness impossible to a civilized 
person. 

‘Can’t we get into the trees and get away, traveling like apes through the 
branches?’ she asked desperately. 

He shook his head. ‘I thought of that. The branches that touch the crag down 
there are too light. They’d break with our weight. Besides, I have an idea that 
devil could tear up any tree around here by its roots.’ 

‘Well, are we going to sit here on our rumps until we starve, like that?’ she 
cried furiously, kicking the skull clattering across the ledge. ‘I won’t do it! Pll 
go down there and cut his damned head off—’ 

Conan had seated himself on a rocky projection at the foot of the spire. He 
looked up with a glint of admiration at her blazing eyes and tense, quivering 
figure, but, realizing that she was in just the mood for any madness, he let none 
of his admiration sound in his voice. 

‘Sit down,’ he grunted, catching her by her wrist and pulling her down on his 
knee. She was too surprised to resist as he took her sword from her hand and 
shoved it back in its sheath. ‘Sit still and calm down. You’d only break your 
steel on his scales. He’d gobble you up in one gulp, or smash you like an egg 
with that spiked tail of his. We’ll get out of his jam some way, but we shan’t do 
it by getting chewed up and swallowed.’ 

She made no reply, nor did she seek to repulse his arm from about her waist. 
She was frightened, and the sensation was new to Valeria of the Red 
Brotherhood. So she sat on her companion’s — or captor’s — knee with a docility 
that would have amazed Zarallo, who had anathematized her as a she-devil out 
of hell’s seraglio. 

Conan played idly with her curly yellow locks, seemingly intent only upon his 
conquest. Neither the skeleton at his feet nor the monster crouching below 
disturbed his mind or dulled the edge of his interest. 

The girl’s restless eyes, roving the leaves below them, discovered splashes of 
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color among the green. It was fruit, large, darkly crimson globes suspended from 
the boughs of a tree whose broad leaves were a peculiarly rich and vivid green. 
She became aware of both thirst and hunger, though thirst had not assailed her 
until she knew she could not descend from the crag to find food and water. 

‘We need not starve,’ she said. “There is fruit we can reach.’ 

Conan glanced where she pointed. 

‘If we ate that we wouldn’t need the bite of a dragon,’ he grunted. ‘That’s what 
the black people of Kush call the Apples of Derketa. Derketa is the Queen of the 
Dead. Drink a little of the juice, or spill it on your flesh, and you’d be dead 
before you could tumble to the foot of this crag.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

She lapsed into dismayed silence. There seemed no way out of their 
predicament, she reflected gloomily. She saw no way of escape, and Conan 
seemed to be concerned only with her supple waist and curly tresses. If he was 
trying to formulate a plan of escape he did not show it. 

‘If you’ll take your hands off me long enough to climb up on that peak,’ she 
said presently, ‘you’ ll see something that will surprise you.’ 

He cast her a questioning glance, then obeyed with a shrug of his massive 
shoulders. Clinging to the spire-like pinnacle, he stared out over the forest roof. 

He stood a long moment in silence, posed like a bronze statue on the rock. 

‘It’s a walled city, right enough,’ he muttered presently. ‘Was that where you 
were going, when you tried to send me off alone to the coast?’ 

‘I saw it before you came. I knew nothing of it when I left Sukhmet.’ 

‘Who’d have thought to find a city here? I don’t believe the Stygians ever 
penetrated this far. Could black people build a city like that? I see no herds on 
the plain, no signs of cultivation, or people moving about.’ 

‘How could you hope to see all that, at this distance?’ she demanded. 

He shrugged his shoulders and dropped down on the shelf. 

‘Well, the folk of the city can’t help us just now. And they might not, if they 
could. The people of the Black Countries are generally hostile to strangers. 
Probably stick us full of spears—’ 

He stopped short and stood silent, as if he had forgotten what he was saying, 
frowning down at the crimson spheres gleaming among the leaves. 

‘Spears!’ he muttered. ‘What a blasted fool I am not to have thought of that 
before! That shows what a pretty woman does to a man’s mind.’ 

“What are you talking about?’ she inquired. 

Without answering her question, he descended to the belt of leaves and looked 
down through them. The great brute squatted below, watching the crag with the 
frightful patience of the reptile folk. So might one of his breed have glared up at 
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their troglodyte ancestors, treed on a high-flung rock, in the dim dawn ages. 
Conan cursed him without heat, and began cutting branches, reaching out and 
severing them as far from the end as he could reach. The agitation of the leaves 
made the monster restless. He rose from his haunches and lashed his hideous 
tail, snapping off saplings as if they had been toothpicks. Conan watched him 
warily from the corner of his eye, and just as Valeria believed the dragon was 
about to hurl himself up the crag again, the Cimmerian drew back and climbed 
up to the ledge with the branches he had cut. There were three of these, slender 
shafts about seven feet long, but not larger than his thumb. He had also cut 
several strands of tough, thin vine. 

‘Branches too light for spear-hafts, and creepers no thicker than cords,’ he 
remarked, indicating the foliage about the crag. ‘It won’t hold our weight — but 
there’s strength in union. That’s what the Aquilonian renegades used to tell us 
Cimmerians when they came into the hills to raise an army to invade their own 
country. But we always fight by clans and tribes.’ 

“What the devil has that got to do with those sticks?’ she demanded. 

“You wait and see.’ 

Gathering the sticks in a compact bundle, he wedged his poniard hilt between 
them at one end. Then with the vines he bound them together, and when he had 
completed his task, he had a spear of no small strength, with a sturdy shaft seven 
feet in length. 

‘What good will that do?’ she demanded. ‘You told me that a blade couldn’t 
pierce his scales—’ 

‘He hasn’t got scales all over him,’ answered Conan. ‘“There’s more than one 
way of skinning a panther.’ 

Moving down to the edge of the leaves, he reached the spear up and carefully 
thrust the blade through one of the Apples of Derketa, drawing aside to avoid the 
darkly purple drops that dripped from the pierced fruit. Presently he withdrew 
the blade and showed her the blue steel stained with a dull purplish crimson. 

‘I don’t know whether it will do the job or not,’ quoth he. “There’s enough 
poison there to kill an elephant, but — well, we’ ll see.’ 

Valeria was close behind him as he let himself down among the leaves. 
Cautiously holding the poisoned pike away from him, he thrust his head through 
the branches and addressed the monster. 

‘What are you waiting down there for, you misbegotten offspring of 
questionable parents?’ was one of his more printable queries. ‘Stick your ugly 
head up here again, you long-necked brute — or do you want me to come down 
there and kick you loose from your illegitimate spine?’ 

There was more of it — some of it couched in eloquence that made Valeria 
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Stare, in spite of her profane education among the seafarers. And it had its effect 
on the monster. Just as the incessant yapping of a dog worries and enrages more 
constitutionally silent animals, so the clamorous voice of a man rouses fear in 
some bestial bosoms and insane rage in others. Suddenly and with appalling 
quickness, the mastodonic brute reared up on its mighty hind legs and elongated 
its neck and body in a furious effort to reach this vociferous pigmy whose 
clamor was disturbing the primeval silence of its ancient realm. 

But Conan had judged his distance with precision. Some five feet below him 
the mighty head crashed terribly but futilely through the leaves. And as the 
monstrous mouth gaped like that of a great snake, Conan drove his spear into the 
red angle of the jawbone hinge. He struck downward with all the strength of 
both arms, driving the long poniard blade to the hilt in flesh, sinew and bone. 

Instantly the jaws clashed convulsively together, severing the triple-pieced 
shaft and almost precipitating Conan from his perch. He would have fallen but 
for the girl behind him, who caught his sword-belt in a desperate grasp. He 
clutched at a rocky projection, and grinned his thanks back to her. 

Down on the ground the monster was wallowing like a dog with pepper in its 
eyes. He shook his head from side to side, pawed at it, and opened his mouth 
repeatedly to its widest extent. Presently he got a huge front foot on the stump of 
the shaft and managed to tear the blade out. Then he threw up his head, jaws 
wide and spouting blood, and glared up at the crag with such concentrated and 
intelligent fury that Valeria trembled and drew her sword. The scales along his 
back and flanks turned from rusty brown to a dull lurid red. Most horribly the 
monster’s silence was broken. The sounds that issued from his blood-streaming 
jaws did not sound like anything that could have been produced by an earthly 
creation. 

With harsh, grating roars, the dragon hurled himself at the crag that was the 
citadel of his enemies. Again and again his mighty head crashed upward through 
the branches, snapping vainly on empty air. He hurled his full ponderous weight 
against the rock until it vibrated from base to crest. And rearing upright he 
gripped it with his front legs like a man and tried to tear it up by the roots, as if it 
had been a tree. 

This exhibition of primordial fury chilled the blood in Valeria’s veins, but 
Conan was too close to the primitive himself to feel anything but a 
comprehending interest. To the barbarian, no such gulf existed between himself 
and other men, and the animals, as existed in the conception of Valeria. The 
monster below them, to Conan, was merely a form of life differing from himself 
mainly in physical shape. He attributed to it characteristics similar to his own, 
and saw in its wrath a counterpart of his rages, in its roars and bellowings merely 
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reptilian equivalents to the curses he had bestowed upon it. Feeling a kinship 
with all wild things, even dragons, it was impossible for him to experience the 
sick horror which assailed Valeria at the sight of the brute’s ferocity. 

He sat watching it tranquilly, and pointed out the various changes that were 
taking place in its voice and actions. 

“The poison’s taking hold,’ he said with conviction. 

‘I don’t believe it.’ To Valeria it seemed preposterous to suppose that anything, 
however lethal, could have any effect on that mountain of muscle and fury. 

‘There’s pain in his voice,’ declared Conan. ‘First he was merely angry 
because of the stinging in his jaw. Now he feels the bite of the poison. Look! 
He’s staggering. He’ll be blind in a few more minutes. What did I tell you?’ 

For suddenly the dragon had lurched about and went crashing off through the 
bushes. 

‘Is he running away?’ inquired Valeria uneasily. 

‘He’s making for the pool!’ Conan sprang up, galvanized into swift activity. 
‘The poison makes him thirsty. Come on! He’ll be blind in a few moments, but 
he can smell his way back to the foot of the crag, and if our scent’s here still, 
he’ll sit there until he dies. And others of his kind may come at his cries. Let’s 
go!’ 

‘Down there?’ Valeria was aghast. 

‘Sure! We’ll make for the city! They may cut our heads off there, but it’s our 
only chance. We may run into a thousand more dragons on the way, but it’s sure 
death to stay here. If we wait until he dies, we may have a dozen more to deal 
with. After me, in a hurry!’ 

He went down the ramp as swiftly as an ape, pausing only to aid his less agile 
companion, who, until she saw the Cimmerian climb, had fancied herself the 
equal of any man in the rigging of a ship or on the sheer face of a cliff. 

They descended into the gloom below the branches and slid to the ground 
silently, though Valeria felt as if the pounding of her heart must surely be heard 
from far away. A noisy gurgling and lapping beyond the dense thicket indicated 
that the dragon was drinking at the pool. 

‘As soon as his belly is full he’ ll be back,’ muttered Conan. ‘It may take hours 
for the poison to kill him — if it does at all.’ 

Somewhere beyond the forest the sun was sinking to the horizon. The forest 
was a misty twilight place of black shadows and dim vistas. Conan gripped 
Valeria’s wrist and glided away from the foot of the crag. He made less noise 
than a breeze blowing among the tree-trunks, but Valeria felt as if her soft boots 
were betraying their flight to all the forest. 

‘I don’t think he can follow a trail,’ muttered Conan. ‘But if a wind blew our 
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body-scent to him, he could smell us out.’ 

‘Mitra grant that the wind blow not!’ Valeria breathed. 

Her face was a pallid oval in the gloom. She gripped her sword in her free 
hand, but the feel of the shagreen-bound hilt inspired only a feeling of 
helplessness in her. 

They were still some distance from the edge of the forest when they heard a 
snapping and crashing behind them. Valeria bit her lip to check a cry. 

‘He’s on our trail!’ she whispered fiercely. 

Conan shook his head. 

‘He didn’t smell us at the rock, and he’s blundering about through the forest 
trying to pick up our scent. Come on! It’s the city or nothing now! He could tear 
down any tree we’d climb. If only the wind stays down—’ 

They stole on until the trees began to thin out ahead of them. Behind them the 
forest was a black impenetrable ocean of shadows. The ominous crackling still 
sounded behind them, as the dragon blundered in his erratic course. 

“There’s the plain ahead,’ breathed Valeria. ‘A little more and we’ ll—’ 

‘Crom!’ swore Conan. 

‘Mitra!’ whispered Valeria. 

Out of the south a wind had sprung up. 

It blew over them directly into the black forest behind them. Instantly a 
horrible roar shook the woods. The aimless snapping and crackling of the bushes 
changed to a sustained crashing as the dragon came like a hurricane straight 
toward the spot from which the scent of his enemies was wafted. 

‘Run!’ snarled Conan, his eyes blazing like those of a trapped wolf. ‘It’s all we 
can do!’ 

Sailors’ boots are not made for sprinting, and the life of a pirate does not train 
one for a runner. Within a hundred yards Valeria was panting and reeling in her 
gait, and behind them the crashing gave way to a rolling thunder as the monster 
broke out of the thickets and into the more open ground. 

Conan’s iron arm about the woman’s waist half lifted her; her feet scarcely 
touched the earth as she was borne along at a speed she could never have 
attained herself. If he could keep out of the beast’s way for a bit, perhaps that 
betraying wind would shift — but the wind held, and a quick glance over his 
shoulder showed Conan that the monster was almost upon them, coming like a 
war-galley in front of a hurricane. He thrust Valeria from him with a force that 
sent her reeling a dozen feet to fall in a crumpled heap at the foot of the nearest 
tree, and the Cimmerian wheeled in the path of the thundering titan. 

Convinced that his death was upon him, the Cimmerian acted according to his 
instinct, and hurled himself full at the awful face that was bearing down on him. 
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He leaped, slashing like a wildcat, felt his sword cut deep into the scales that 
sheathed the mighty snout — and then a terrific impact knocked him rolling and 
tumbling for fifty feet with all the wind and half the life battered out of him. 

How the stunned Cimmerian regained his feet, not even he could have ever 
told. But the only thought that filled his brain was of the woman lying dazed and 
helpless almost in the path of the hurtling fiend, and before the breath came 
whistling back into his gullet he was standing over her with his sword in his 
hand. 

She lay where he had thrown her, but she was struggling to a sitting posture. 
Neither tearing tusks nor trampling feet had touched her. It had been a shoulder 
or front leg that struck Conan, and the blind monster rushed on, forgetting the 
victims whose scent it had been following, in the sudden agony of its death 
throes. Headlong on its course it thundered until its low-hung head crashed into a 
gigantic tree in its path. The impact tore the tree up by the roots and must have 
dashed the brains from the misshapen skull. Tree and monster fell together, and 
the dazed humans saw the branches and leaves shaken by the convulsions of the 
creature they covered — and then grow quiet. 

Conan lifted Valeria to her feet and together they started away at a reeling run. 
A few moments later they emerged into the still twilight of the treeless plain. 

Conan paused an instant and glanced back at the ebon fastness behind them. 
Not a leaf stirred, nor a bird chirped. It stood as silent as it must have stood 
before Man was created. 

‘Come on,’ muttered Conan, taking his companion’s hand. ‘It’s touch and go 
now. If more dragons come out of the woods after us—’ 

He did not have to finish the sentence. 

The city looked very far away across the plain, farther than it had looked from 
the crag. Valeria’s heart hammered until she felt as if it would strangle her. At 
every step she expected to hear the crashing of the bushes and see another 
colossal nightmare bearing down upon them. But nothing disturbed the silence 
of the thickets. 

With the first mile between them and the woods, Valeria breathed more easily. 
Her buoyant self-confidence began to thaw out again. The sun had set and 
darkness was gathering over the plain, lightened a little by the stars that made 
stunted ghosts out of the cactus growths. 

‘No cattle, no plowed fields,’ muttered Conan. ‘How do these people live?’ 

‘Perhaps the cattle are in pens for the night,’ suggested Valeria, ‘and the fields 
and grazing pastures are on the other side of the city.’ 

‘Maybe,’ he grunted. ‘I didn’t see any from the crag, though.’ 

The moon came up behind the city, etching walls and towers blackly in the 
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yellow glow. Valeria shivered. Black against the moon the strange city had a 
somber, sinister look. 

Perhaps something of the same feeling occurred to Conan, for he stopped, 
glanced about him, and grunted: ‘We stop here, No use coming to their gates in 
the night. They probably wouldn’t let us in. Besides, we need rest, and we don’t 
know how they’ ll receive us. A few hours’ sleep will put us in better shape to 
fight or run.’ 

He led the way to a bed of cactus which grew in a circle — a phenomenon 
common to the southern desert. With his sword he chopped an opening, and 
motioned Valeria to enter. 

“We’ll be safe from snakes here, anyhow.’ 

She glanced fearfully back toward the black line that indicated the forest some 
six miles away. 

‘Suppose a dragon comes out of the woods?’ 

‘We’ll keep watch,’ he answered, though he made no suggestion as to what 
they would do in such an event. He was staring at the city, a few miles away. 
Not a light shone from spire or tower. A great black mass of mystery, it reared 
cryptically against the moonlit sky. 

‘Lie down and sleep. I’ll keep the first watch.’ 

She hesitated, glancing at him uncertainly, but he sat down cross-legged in the 
opening, facing toward the plain, his sword across his knees, his back to her. 
Without further comment she lay down on the sand inside the spiky circle. 

“Wake me when the moon is at its zenith,’ she directed. 

He did not reply nor look toward her. Her last impression, as she sank into 
slumber, was of his muscular figure, immobile as a statue hewn out of bronze, 
outlined against the low-hanging stars. 


2 By the Blaze of the Fire Jewels 


Valeria awoke with a start, to the realization that a gray dawn was stealing over 
the plain. 

She sat up, rubbing her eyes. Conan squatted beside the cactus, cutting off the 
thick pears and dexterously twitching out the spikes. ‘You didn’t awake me,’ she 
accused. 

“You let me sleep all night!’ 

“You were tired,’ he answered. ‘Your posterior must have been sore, too, after 
that long ride. You pirates aren’t used to horseback.’ 
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“What about yourself?’ she retorted. 

‘I was a kozak before I was a pirate,’ he answered. ‘They live in the saddle. I 
snatch naps like a panther watching beside the trail for a deer to come by. My 
ears keep watch while my eyes sleep.’ 

And indeed the giant barbarian seemed as much refreshed as if he had slept the 
whole night on a golden bed. Having removed the thorns, and peeled off the 
tough skin, he handed the girl a thick, juicy cactus leaf. 

‘Skin your teeth in that pear. It’s food and drink to a desert man. I was a chief 
of the Zuagirs once — desert men who live by plundering the caravans.’ 

‘Is there anything you haven’t been?’ inquired the girl, half in derision and half 
in fascination. 

‘I’ve never been king of an Hyborian kingdom,’ he grinned, taking an 
enormous mouthful of cactus. ‘But I’ve dreamed of being even that. I may be 
too, some day. Why shouldn’t I?’ 

She shook her head in wonder at his calm audacity, and fell to devouring her 
pear. She found it not unpleasing to the palate, and full of cool and thirst- 
satisfying juice. Finishing his meal, Conan wiped his hands in the sand, rose, ran 
his fingers through his thick black mane, hitched at his sword-belt and said: 

‘Well, let’s go. If the people in that city are going to cut our throats they may 
as well do it now, before the heat of the day begins.’ 

His grim humor was unconscious, but Valeria reflected that it might be 
prophetic. She too hitched her sword belt as she rose. Her terrors of the night 
were past. The roaring dragons of the distant forest were like a dim dream. There 
was a swagger in her stride as she moved off beside the Cimmerian. Whatever 
perils lay ahead of them, their foes would be men. And Valeria of the Red 
Brotherhood had never seen the face of the man she feared. 

Conan glanced down at her as she strode along beside him with her swinging 
stride that matched his own. 

‘You walk more like a hillman than a sailor,’ he said. ‘You must be an 
Aquilonian. The suns of Darfar never burnt your white skin brown. Many a 
princess would envy you.’ 

‘IT am from Aquilonia,’ she replied. His compliments no longer irritated her. 
His evident admiration pleased her. For another man to have kept her watch 
while she slept would have angered her; she had always fiercely resented any 
man’s attempting to shield or protect her because of her sex. But she found a 
secret pleasure in the fact that this man had done so. And he had not taken 
advantage of her fright and the weakness resulting from it. After all, she 
reflected, her companion was no common man. 

The sun rose behind the city, turning the towers to a sinister crimson. 
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‘Black last night against the moon,’ grunted Conan, his eyes clouding with the 
abysmal superstition of the barbarian. ‘Blood-red as a threat of blood against the 
sun this dawn. I do not like this city.’ 

But they went on, and as they went Conan pointed out the fact that no road ran 
to the city from the north. 

‘No cattle have trampled the plain on this side of the city,’ said he. ‘No 
plowshare has touched the earth for years, maybe centuries. But look: once this 
plain was cultivated.’ 

Valeria saw the ancient irrigation ditches he indicated, half filled in places, and 
overgrown with cactus. She frowned with perplexity as her eyes swept over the 
plain that stretched on all sides of the city to the forest edge, which marched in a 
vast, dim ring. Vision did not extend beyond that ring. 

She looked uneasily at the city. No helmets or spear-heads gleamed on 
battlements, no trumpets sounded, no challenge rang from the towers. A silence 
as absolute as that of the forest brooded over the walls and minarets. 

The sun was high above the eastern horizon when they stood before the great 
gate in the northern wall, in the shadow of the lofty rampart. Rust flecked the 
iron bracings of the mighty bronze portal. Spiderwebs glistened thickly on hinge 
and sill and bolted panel. 

‘Tt hasn’t been opened for years!’ exclaimed Valeria. 

‘A dead city,’ grunted Conan. ‘That’s why the ditches were broken and the 
plain untouched.’ 

‘But who built it? Who dwelt here? Where did they go? Why did they abandon 
it?’ 

“Who can say? Maybe an exiled clan of Stygians built it. Maybe not. It doesn’t 
look like Stygian architecture. Maybe the people were wiped out by enemies, or 
a plague exterminated them.’ 

‘In that case their treasures may still be gathering dust and cobwebs in there,’ 
suggested Valeria, the acquisitive instincts of her profession waking in her; 
prodded, too, by feminine curiosity. ‘Can we open the gate? Let’s go in and 
explore a bit.’ 

Conan eyed the heavy portal dubiously, but placed his massive shoulder 
against it and thrust with all the power of his muscular calves and thighs. With a 
rasping screech of rusty hinges the gate moved ponderously inward, and Conan 
straightened and drew his sword. Valeria stared over his shoulder, and made a 
sound indicative of surprise. 

They were not looking into an open street or court as one would have expected. 
The opened gate, or door, gave directly into a long, broad hall which ran away 
and away until its vista grew indistinct in the distance. It was of heroic 
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proportions, and the floor of a curious red stone, cut in square tiles, that seemed 
to smolder as if with reflection of flames. The walls were of a shiny green 
material. 

‘Jade, or I’m a Shemite!’ swore Conan. 

‘Not in such quantity!’ protested Valeria. 

‘I’ve looted enough from the Khitan caravans to know what I’m talking about,’ 
he asserted. “That’s jade!’ 

The vaulted ceiling was of lapis lazuli, adorned with clusters of great green 
stones that gleamed with a poisonous radiance. 

‘Green fire-stones,’ growled Conan. ‘That’s what the people of Punt call them. 
They’re supposed to be the petrified eyes of those prehistoric snakes the ancients 
called Golden Serpents. They glow like a cat’s eyes in the dark. At night this hall 
would be lighted by them, but it would be a hellishly weird illumination. Let’s 
look around. We might find a cache of jewels.’ 

‘Shut the door,’ advised Valeria. ‘I’d hate to have to outrun a dragon down this 
hall.’ 

Conan grinned, and replied: ‘I don’t believe the dragons ever leave the forest.’ 

But he complied, and pointed out the broken bolt on the inner side. 

‘I thought I heard something snap when I shoved against it. That bolt’s freshly 
broken. Rust has eaten nearly through it. If the people ran away, why should it 
have been bolted on the inside?’ 

“They undoubtedly left by another door,’ suggested Valeria. 

She wondered how many centuries had passed since the light of outer day had 
filtered into that great hall through the open door. Sunlight was finding its way 
somehow into the hall, and they quickly saw the source. High up in the vaulted 
ceiling skylights were set in slot-like openings — translucent sheets of some 
crystalline substance. In the splotches of shadow between them, the green jewels 
winked like the eyes of angry cats. Beneath their feet the dully lurid floor 
smoldered with changing hues and colors of flame. It was like treading the floors 
of hell with evil stars blinking overhead. 

Three balustraded galleries ran along on each side of the hall, one above the 
other. 

‘A four-storied house,’ grunted Conan, ‘and this hall extends to the roof. It’s 
long as a street. I seem to see a door at the other end.’ 

Valeria shrugged her white shoulders. 

“Your eyes are better than mine, then, though I’m accounted sharp-eyed among 
the sea-rovers.’ 

They turned into an open door at random, and traversed a series of empty 
chambers, floored like the hall, and with walls of the same green jade, or of 
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marble or ivory or chalcedony, adorned with friezes of bronze, gold or silver. In 
the ceilings the green fire-gems were set, and their light was as ghostly and 
illusive as Conan had predicted. Under the witch-fire glow the intruders moved 
like specters. 

Some of the chambers lacked this illumination, and their doorways showed 
black as the mouth of the Pit. These Conan and Valeria avoided, keeping always 
to the lighted chambers. 

Cobwebs hung in the corners, but there was no perceptible accumulation of 
dust on the floor, or on the tables and seats of marble, jade or carnelian which 
occupied the chambers. Here and there were rugs of that silk known as Khitan 
which is practically indestructible. Nowhere did they find any windows, or doors 
opening into streets or courts. Each door merely opened into another chamber or 
hall. 

‘Why don’t we come to a street?’ grumbled Valeria. ‘This place or whatever 
we’re in must be as big as the king of Turan’s seraglio.’ 

“They must not have perished of plague,’ said Conan, meditating upon the 
mystery of the empty city. ‘Otherwise we’d find skeletons. Maybe it became 
haunted, and everybody got up and left. Maybe—’ 

‘Maybe, hell!’ broke in Valeria rudely. ‘We’ll never know. Look at these 
friezes. They portray men. What race do they belong to?’ 

Conan scanned them and shook his head. 

‘I never saw people exactly like them. But there’s the smack of the East about 
them — Vendhya, maybe, or Kosala.’ 

‘Were you a king in Kosala?’ she asked, masking her keen curiosity with 
derision. 

‘No. But I was a war-chief of the Afghulis who live in the Himelian mountains 
above the borders of Vendhya. These people favor the Kosalans. But why should 
Kosalans be building a city this far to west?’ 

The figures portrayed were those of slender, olive-skinned men and women, 
with finely chiseled, exotic features. They wore filmy robes and many delicate 
jeweled ornaments, and were depicted mostly in attitudes of feasting, dancing or 
love-making. 

‘Easterners, all right,’ grunted Conan, ‘but from where I don’t know. They 
must have lived a disgustingly peaceful life, though, or they’d have scenes of 
wars and fights. Let’s go up that stair.’ 

It was an ivory spiral that wound up from the chamber in which they were 
standing. They mounted three flights and came into a broad chamber on the 
fourth floor, which seemed to be the highest tier in the building. Skylights in the 
ceiling illuminated the room, in which light the fire-gems winked pallidly. 
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Glancing through the doors they saw, except on one side, a series of similarly 
lighted chambers. This other door opened upon a balustraded gallery that 
overhung a hall much smaller than the one they had recently explored on the 
lower floor. 

‘Hell!’ Valeria sat down disgustedly on a jade bench. ‘The people who 
deserted this city must have taken all their treasures with them. I’m tired of 
wandering through these bare rooms at random.’ 

‘All these upper chambers seem to be lighted,’ said Conan. ‘I wish we could 
find a window that overlooked the city. Let’s have a look through that door over 
there.’ 

“You have a look,’ advised Valeria. ‘I’m going to sit here and rest my feet.’ 

Conan disappeared through the door opposite that one opening upon the 
gallery, and Valeria leaned back with her hands clasped behind her head, and 
thrust her booted legs out in front of her. These silent rooms and halls with their 
gleaming green clusters of ornaments and burning crimson floors were 
beginning to depress her. She wished they could find their way out of the maze 
into which they had wandered and emerge into a street. She wondered idly what 
furtive, dark feet had glided over those flaming floors in past centuries, how 
many deeds of cruelty and mystery those winking ceiling-gems had blazed down 
upon. 

It was a faint noise that brought her out of her reflections. She was on her feet 
with her sword in her hand before she realized what had disturbed her. Conan 
had not returned, and she knew it was not he that she had heard. 

The sound had come from somewhere beyond the door that opened on to the 
gallery. Soundlessly in her soft leather boots she glided through it, crept across 
the balcony and peered down between the heavy balustrades. 

A man was stealing along the hall. 

The sight of a human being in this supposedly deserted city was a startling 
shock. Crouching down behind the stone balusters, with every nerve tingling, 
Valeria glared down at the stealthy figure. 

The man in no way resembled the figures depicted on the friezes. He was 
slightly above middle height, very dark, though not negroid. He was naked but 
for a scanty silk clout that only partly covered his muscular hips, and a leather 
girdle, a hand’s breadth broad, about his lean waist. His long black hair hung in 
lank strands about his shoulders, giving him a wild appearance. He was gaunt, 
but knots and cords of muscles stood out on his arms and legs, without that 
fleshy padding that presents a pleasing symmetry of contour. He was built with 
an economy that was almost repellent. 

Yet it was not so much his physical appearance as his attitude that impressed 
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the woman who watched him. He slunk along, stooped in a semi-crouch, his 
head turning from side to side. He grasped a wide-tipped blade in his right hand, 
and she saw it shake with the intensity of the emotion that gripped him. He was 
afraid, trembling in the grip of some dire terror. When he turned his head she 
caught the blaze of wild eyes among the lank strands of black hair. 

He did not see her. On tiptoe he glided across the hall and vanished through an 
open door. A moment later she heard a choking cry, and then silence fell again. 

Consumed with curiosity, Valeria glided along the gallery until she came to a 
door above the one through which the man had passed. It opened into another, 
smaller gallery that encircled a large chamber. 

This chamber was on the third floor, and its ceiling was not so high as that of 
the hall. It was lighted only by the fire-stones, and their weird green glow left the 
spaces under the balcony in shadows. 

Valeria’s eyes widened. The man she had seen was still in the chamber. 

He lay face down on a dark crimson carpet in the middle of the room. His body 
was limp, his arms spread wide. His curved sword lay near him. 

She wondered why he should lie there so motionless. Then her eyes narrowed 
as she stared down at the rug on which he lay. Beneath and about him the fabric 
showed a slightly different color, a deeper, brighter crimson. 

Shivering slightly, she crouched down closer behind the balustrade, intently 
scanning the shadows under the overhanging gallery. They gave up no secret. 

Suddenly another figure entered the grim drama. He was a man similar to the 
first, and he came in by a door opposite that which gave upon the hall. 

His eyes glared at the sight of the man on the floor, and he spoke something in 
a staccato voice that sounded like ‘Chicmec!’ The other did not move. 

The man stepped quickly across the floor, bent, gripped the fallen man’s 
shoulder and turned him over. A choking cry escaped him as the head fell back 
limply, disclosing a throat that had been severed from ear to ear. 

The man let the corpse fall back upon the blood-stained carpet, and sprang to 
his feet, shaking like a wind-blown leaf. His face was an ashy mask of fear. But 
with one knee flexed for flight, he froze suddenly, became as immobile as an 
image, staring across the chamber with dilated eyes. 

In the shadows beneath the balcony a ghostly light began to glow and grow, a 
light that was not part of the fire-stone gleam. Valeria felt her hair stir as she 
watched it; for, dimly visible in the throbbing radiance, there floated a human 
skull, and it was from this skull — human yet appallingly misshapen — that the 
spectral light seemed to emanate. It hung there like a disembodied head, 
conjured out of night and the shadows, growing more and more distinct; human, 
and yet not human as she knew humanity. 
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The man stood motionless, an embodiment of paralysed horror, staring fixedly 
at the apparition. The thing moved out from the wall and a grotesque shadow 
moved with it. Slowly the shadow became visible as a man-like figure whose 
naked torso and limbs shone whitely, with the hue of bleached bones. The bare 
skull on its shoulders grinned eyelessly, in the midst of its unholy nimbus, and 
the man confronting it seemed unable to take his eyes from it. He stood still, his 
sword dangling from nerveless fingers, on his face the expression of a man 
bound by the spells of a mesmerist. 

Valeria realized that it was not fear alone that paralysed him. Some hellish 
quality of that throbbing glow had robbed him of his power to think and act. She 
herself, safely above the scene, felt the subtle impact of a nameless emanation 
that was a threat to sanity. 

The horror swept toward its victim and he moved at last, but only to drop his 
sword and sink to his knees, covering his eyes with his hands. Dumbly he 
awaited the stroke of the blade that now gleamed in the apparition’s hand as it 
reared above him like Death triumphant over mankind. 

Valeria acted according to the first impulse of her wayward nature. With one 
tigerish movement she was over the balustrade and dropping to the floor behind 
the awful shape. It wheeled at the thud of her soft boots on the floor, but even as 
it turned, her keen blade lashed down, and a fierce exultation swept her as she 
felt the edge cleave solid flesh and mortal bone. 

The apparition cried out gurglingly and went down, severed through shoulder, 
breast-bone and spine, and as it fell the burning skull rolled clear, revealing a 
lank mop of black hair and a dark face twisted in the convulsions of death. 
Beneath the horrific masquerade there was a human being, a man similar to the 
one kneeling supinely on the floor. 

The latter looked up at the sound of the blow and the cry, and now he glared in 
wild-eyed amazement at the white-skinned woman who stood over the corpse 
with a dripping sword in her hand. 

He staggered up, yammering as if the sight had almost unseated his reason. She 
was amazed to realize that she understood him. He was gibbering in the Stygian 
tongue, though in a dialect unfamiliar to her. 

“Who are you? Whence come you? What do you in Xuchotl?’ Then rushing on, 
without waiting for her to reply: ‘But you are a friend — goddess or devil, it 
makes no difference! You have slain the Burning Skull! It was but a man 
beneath it, after all! We deemed it a demon they conjured up out of the 
catacombs! Listen!’ 

He stopped short in his ravings and stiffened, straining his ears with painful 
intensity. The girl heard nothing. 
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“We must hasten!’ he whispered. ‘They are west of the Great Hall! They may 
be all around us here! They may be creeping upon us even now!’ 

He seized her wrist in a convulsive grasp she found hard to break. 

“Whom do you mean by “they”?’ she demanded. 

He stared at her uncomprehendingly for an instant, as if he found her ignorance 
hard to understand. 

‘They?’ he stammered vaguely. ‘Why — why, the people of Xotalanc! The clan 
of the man you slew. They who dwell by the eastern gate.’ 

“You mean to say this city is inhabited?’ she exclaimed. 

“Aye! Aye!’ He was writhing in the impatience of apprehension. ‘Come away! 
Come quick! We must return to Tecuhltli!’ 

“Where is that?’ she demanded. 

“The quarter by the western gate!’ He had her wrist again and was pulling her 
toward the door through which he had first come. Great beads of perspiration 
dripped from his dark forehead, and his eyes blazed with terror. 

‘Wait a minute!’ she growled, flinging off his hand. ‘Keep your hands off me, 
or I?ll split your skull. What’s all this about? Who are you? Where would you 
take me?’ 

He took a firm grip on himself, casting glances to all sides, and began speaking 
so fast his words tripped over each other. 

‘My name is Techotl. I am of Techuhltli. I and this man who lies with his 
throat cut came into the Halls of Silence to try and ambush some of the 
Xotalancas. But we became separated and I returned here to find him with his 
gullet slit. The Burning Skull did it, I know, just as he would have slain me had 
you not killed him. But perhaps he was not alone. Others may be stealing from 
Xotalanc! The gods themselves blench at the fate of those they take alive!’ 

At the thought he shook as with an ague and his dark skin grew ashy. Valeria 
frowned puzzledly at him. She sensed intelligence behind this rigmarole, but it 
was meaningless to her. 

She turned toward the skull, which still glowed and pulsed on the floor, and 
was reaching a booted toe tentatively toward it, when the man who called 
himself Techotl sprang forward with a cry. 

‘Do not touch it! Do not even look at it! Madness and death lurk in it. The 
wizards of Xotalanc understand its secret — they found it in the catacombs, where 
lie the bones of terrible kings who ruled in Xuchotl in the black centuries of the 
past. To gaze upon it freezes the blood and withers the brain of a man who 
understands not its mystery. To touch it causes madness and destruction.’ 

She scowled at him uncertainly. He was not a reassuring figure, with his lean, 
muscle-knotted frame, and snaky locks. In his eyes, behind the glow of terror, 
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lurked a weird light she had never seen in the eyes of a man wholly sane. Yet he 
seemed sincere in his protestations. 

‘Come!’ he begged, reaching for her hand, and then recoiling as he 
remembered her warning. ‘You are a stranger. How you came here I do not 
know, but if you were a goddess or a demon, come to aid Tecuhltli, you would 
know all the things you have asked me. You must be from beyond the great 
forest, whence our ancestors came. But you are our friend, or you would not 
have slain my enemy. Come quickly, before the Xotalancas find us and slay us!’ 

From his repellent, impassioned face she glanced to the sinister skull, 
smoldering and glowing on the floor near the dead man. It was like a skull seen 
in a dream, undeniably human, yet with disturbing distortions and malformations 
of contour and outline. In life the wearer of that skull must have presented an 
alien and monstrous aspect. Life? It seemed to possess some sort of life of its 
own. Its jaws yawned at her and snapped together. Its radiance grew brighter, 
more vivid, yet the impression of nightmare grew too; it was a dream; all life 
was a dream — it was Techotl’s urgent voice which snapped Valeria back from 
the dim gulfs whither she was drifting. 

‘Do not look at the skull! Do not look at the skull!’ It was a far cry across 
unreckoned voids. 

Valeria shook herself like a lion shaking his mane. Her vision cleared. Techotl 
was chattering: ‘In life it housed the awful brain of a king of magicians! It holds 
still the life and fire of magic drawn from outer spaces!’ 

With a curse Valeria leaped, lithe as a panther, and the skull crashed to flaming 
bits under her swinging sword. Somewhere in the room, or in the void, or in the 
dim reaches of her consciousness, an inhuman voice cried out in pain and rage. 

Techotl’s hand was plucking at her arm and he was gibbering: ‘You have 
broken it! You have destroyed it! Not all the black arts of Xotalanc can rebuild 
it! Come away! Come away quickly, now!’ 

‘But I can’t go,’ she protested. ‘I have a friend somewhere near by—’ 

The flare of his eyes cut her short as he stared past her with an expression 
grown ghastly. She wheeled just as four men rushed through as many doors, 
converging on the pair in the center of the chamber. 

They were like the others she had seen, the same knotted muscles bulging on 
otherwise gaunt limbs, the same lank blue-black hair, the same mad glare in their 
wide eyes. They were armed and clad like Techotl, but on the breast of each was 
painted a white skull. 

There were no challenges or war-cries. Like blood-mad tigers the men of 
Xotalanc sprang at the throats of their enemies. Techotl met them with the fury 
of desperation, ducked the swipe of a wide-headed blade, and grappled with the 
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wielder, and bore him to the floor where they rolled and wrestled in murderous 
silence. 

The other three swarmed on Valeria, their weird eyes red as the eyes of mad 
dogs. 

She killed the first who came within reach before he could strike a blow, her 
long straight blade splitting his skull even as his own sword lifted for a stroke. 
She side-stepped a thrust, even as she parried a slash. Her eyes danced and her 
lips smiled without mercy. Again she was Valeria of the Red Brotherhood, and 
the hum of her steel was like a bridal song in her ears. 

Her sword darted past a blade that sought to parry, and sheathed six inches of 
its point in a leather-guarded midriff. The man gasped agonizedly and went to 
his knees, but his tall mate lunged in, in ferocious silence, raining blow on blow 
so furiously that Valeria had no opportunity to counter. She stepped back coolly, 
parrying the strokes and watching for her chance to thrust home. He could not 
long keep up that flailing whirlwind. His arm would tire, his wind would fail; he 
would weaken, falter, and then her blade would slide smoothly into his heart. A 
sidelong glance showed her Techotl kneeling on the breast of his antagonist and 
striving to break the other’s hold on his wrist and to drive home a dagger. 

Sweat beaded the forehead of the man facing her, and his eyes were like 
burning coals. Smite as he would, he could not break past nor beat down her 
guard. His breath came in gusty gulps, his blows began to fall erratically. She 
stepped back to draw him out — and felt her thighs locked in an iron grip. She 
had forgotten the wounded man on the floor. 

Crouching on his knees, he held her with both arms locked about her legs, and 
his mate croaked in triumph and began working his way around to come at her 
from the left side. Valeria wrenched and tore savagely, but in vain. She could 
free herself of this clinging menace with a downward flick of her sword, but in 
that instant the curved blade of the tall warrior would crash through her skull. 
The wounded man began to worry at her bare thigh with his teeth like a wild 
beast. 

She reached down with her left hand and gripped his long hair, forcing his 
head back so that his white teeth and rolling eyes gleamed up at her. The tall 
Xotalanc cried out fiercely and leaped in, smiting with all the fury of his arm. 
Awkwardly she parried the stroke, and it beat the flat of her blade down on her 
head so that she saw sparks flash before her eyes, and staggered. Up went the 
sword again, with a low, beast-like cry of triumph — and then a giant form 
loomed behind the Xotalanc and steel flashed like a jet of blue lightning. The cry 
of the warrior broke short and he went down like an ox beneath the pole-ax, his 
brains gushing from his skull that had been split to the throat. 
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‘Conan!’ gasped Valeria. In a gust of passion she turned on the Xotalanc 
whose long hair she still gripped in her left hand. ‘Dog of hell!’ Her blade 
swished as it cut the air in an upswinging arc with a blur in the middle, and the 
headless body slumped down, spurting blood. She hurled the severed head 
across the room. 

“What the devil’s going on here?’ Conan bestrode the corpse of the man he had 
killed, broadsword in hand, glaring about him in amazement. 

Techotl was rising from the twitching figure of the last Xotalanc, shaking red 
drops from his dagger. He was bleeding from the stab deep in the thigh. He 
stared at Conan with dilated eyes. 

‘What is all this?’ Conan demanded again, not yet recovered from the stunning 
surprise of finding Valeria engaged in a savage battle with these fantastic figures 
in a city he had thought empty and uninhabited. Returning from an aimless 
exploration of the upper chambers to find Valeria missing from the room where 
he had left her, he had followed the sounds of strife that burst on his 
dumfounded ears. 

‘Five dead dogs!’ exclaimed Techotl, his flaming eyes reflecting a ghastly 
exultation. ‘Five slain! Five crimson nails for the black pillar! The gods of blood 
be thanked!’ 

He lifted quivering hands on high, and then, with the face of a fiend, he spat on 
the corpses and stamped on their faces, dancing in his ghoulish glee. His recent 
allies eyed him in amazement, and Conan asked, in the Aquilonian tongue: ‘Who 
is this madman?’ 

Valeria shrugged her shoulders. 

‘He says his name’s Techotl. From his babblings I gather that his people live at 
one end of this crazy city, and these others at the other end. Maybe we’d better 
go with him. He seems friendly, and it’s easy to see that the other clan isn’t.’ 

Techotl had ceased his dancing and was listening again, his head tilted 
sidewise, dog-like, triumph struggling with fear in his repellent countenance. 

‘Come away, now!’ he whispered. ‘We have done enough! Five dead dogs! 
My people will welcome you! They will honor you! But come! It is far to 
Tecuhltli. At any moment the Xotalancs may come on us in numbers too great 
even for your swords.’ 

‘Lead the way,’ grunted Conan. 

Techotl instantly mounted a stair leading up to the gallery, beckoning them to 
follow him, which they did, moving rapidly to keep on his heels. Having reached 
the gallery, he plunged into a door that opened toward the west, and hurried 
through chamber after chamber, each lighted by skylights or green fire-jewels. 

‘What sort of a place can this be?’ muttered Valeria under her breath. 
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‘Crom knows!’ answered Conan. ‘I’ve seen his kind before, though. They live 
on the shores of Lake Zuad, near the border of Kush. They’re a sort of mongrel 
Stygians, mixed with another race that wandered into Stygia from the east some 
centuries ago and were absorbed by them. They’re called Tlazitlans. I’m willing 
to bet it wasn’t they who built this city, though.’ 

Techotl’s fear did not seem to diminish as they drew away from the chamber 
where the dead men lay. He kept twisting his head on his shoulder to listen for 
sounds of pursuit, and stared with buming intensity into every doorway they 
passed. 

Valeria shivered in spite of herself. She feared no man. But the weird floor 
beneath her feet, the uncanny jewels over her head, dividing the lurking shadows 
among them, the stealth and terror of their guide, impressed her with a nameless 
apprehension, a sensation of lurking, inhuman peril. 

“They may be between us and Tecuhltli!’ he whispered once. ‘We must beware 
lest they be lying in wait!’ 

‘Why don’t we get out of this infernal palace, and take to the streets?’ 
demanded Valeria. 

“There are no streets in Xuchotl,’ he answered. ‘No squares nor open courts. 
The whole city is built like one giant palace under one great roof. The nearest 
approach to a street is the Great Hall which traverses the city from the north gate 
to the south gate. The only doors opening into the outer world are the city gates, 
through which no living man has passed for fifty years.’ 

‘How long have you dwelt here?’ asked Conan. 

‘I was born in the castle of Tecuhltli thirty-five years ago. I have never set foot 
outside the city. For the love of the gods, let us go silently! These halls may be 
full of lurking devils. Olmec shall tell you all when we reach Tecuhltli.’ 

So in silence they glided on with the green fire-stones blinking overhead and 
the flaming floors smoldering under their feet, and it seemed to Valeria as if they 
fled through hell, guided by a dark-faced lank-haired goblin. 

Yet it was Conan who halted them as they were crossing an unusually wide 
chamber. His wilderness-bred ears were keener even than the ears of Techotl 
whetted though these were by a lifetime of warfare in those silent corridors. 

“You think some of your enemies may be ahead of us, lying in ambush?’ 

‘They prowl through these rooms at all hours,’ answered Techotl, ‘as do we. 
The halls and chambers between Tecuhltli and Xotalanc are a disputed region, 
owned by no man. We call it the Halls of Silence. Why do you ask?’ 

‘Because men are in the chambers ahead of us,’ answered Conan. ‘I heard steel 
clink against stone.’ 

Again a shaking seized Techotl, and he clenched his teeth to keep them from 
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chattering. 

‘Perhaps they are your friends,’ suggested Valeria. 

‘We dare not chance it,’ he panted, and moved with frenzied activity. He 
turned aside and glided through a doorway on the left which led into a chamber 
from which an ivory staircase wound down into darkness. 

‘This leads to an unlighted corridor below us!’ he hissed, great beads of 
perspiration standing out on his brow. “They may be lurking there, too. It may all 
be a trick to draw us into it. But we must take the chance that they have laid their 
ambush in the rooms above. Come swiftly, now!’ 

Softly as phantoms they descended the stair and came to the mouth of a 
corridor black as night. They crouched there for a moment, listening, and then 
melted into it. As they moved along, Valeria’s flesh crawled between her 
shoulders in momentary expectation of a sword-thrust in the dark. But for 
Conan’s iron fingers gripping her arm she had no physical cognizance of her 
companions. Neither made as much noise as a cat would have made. The 
darkness was absolute. One hand, outstretched, touched a wall, and occasionally 
she felt a door under her fingers. The hallway seemed interminable. 

Suddenly they were galvanized by a sound behind them. Valeria’s flesh 
crawled anew, for she recognized it as the soft opening of a door. Men had come 
into the corridor behind them. Even with the thought she stumbled over 
something that felt like a human skull. It rolled across the floor with an appalling 
clatter. 

‘Run!’ yelped Techotl, a note of hysteria in his voice, and was away down the 
corridor like a flying ghost. 

Again Valeria felt Conan’s hand bearing her up and sweeping her along as they 
raced after their guide. Conan could see in the dark no better than she, but he 
possessed a sort of instinct that made his course unerring. Without his support 
and guidance she would have fallen or stumbled against the wall. Down the 
corridor they sped, while the swift patter of flying feet drew closer and closer, 
and then suddenly Techotl panted: ‘Here is the stair! After me, quick! Oh, 
quick!’ 

His hand came out of the dark and caught Valeria’s wrist as she stumbled 
blindly on the steps. She felt herself half dragged, half lifted up the winding 
stair, while Conan released her and turned on the steps, his ears and instincts 
telling him their foes were hard at their backs. And the sounds were not all those 
of human feet. 

Something came writhing up the steps, something that slithered and rustled and 
brought a chill in the air with it. Conan lashed down with his great sword and 
felt the blade shear through something that might have been flesh and bone, and 
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cut deep into the stair beneath. Something touched his foot that chilled like the 
touch of frost, and then the darkness beneath him was disturbed by a frightful 
thrashing and lashing, and a man cried out in agony. 

The next moment Conan was racing up the winding staircase, and through a 
door that stood open at the head. 

Valeria and Techotl were already through, and Techotl slammed the door and 
shot a bolt across it — the first Conan had seen since they left the outer gate. 

Then he turned and ran across the well-lighted chamber into which they had 
come, and as they passed through the farther door, Conan glanced back and saw 
the door groaning and straining under heavy pressure violently applied from the 
other side. 

Though Techotl did not abate either his speed or his caution, he seemed more 
confident now. He had the air of a man who has come into familiar territory, 
within call of friends. 

But Conan renewed his terror by asking: ‘What was that thing that I fought on 
the stair?’ 

‘The men of Xotalanc,’ answered Techotl, without looking back. ‘I told you 
the halls were full of them.’ 

‘This wasn’t a man,’ grunted Conan. ‘It was something that crawled, and it was 
as cold as ice to the touch. I think I cut it asunder. It fell back on the men who 
were following us, and must have killed one of them in its death throes.’ 

Techotl’s head jerked back, his face ashy again. Convulsively he quickened his 
pace. 

‘It was the Crawler! A monster they have brought out of the catacombs to aid 
them! What it is, we do not know, but we have found our people hideously slain 
by it. In Set’s name, hasten! If they put it on our trail, it will follow us to the very 
doors of Tecuhltli!’ 

‘T doubt it,’ grunted Conan. ‘That was a shrewd cut I dealt it on the stair.’ 

‘Hasten! Hasten!’ groaned Techotl. 

They ran through a series of green-lit chambers, traversed a broad hall, and 
halted before a giant bronze door. 

Techotl said: “This is Tecuhltli!’ 


3 The People of the Feud 


Techotl smote on the bronze door with his clenched hand, and then turned 
sidewise, so that he could watch back along the hall. 
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‘Men have been smitten down before this door, when they thought they were 
safe,’ he said. 

‘Why don’t they open the door?’ asked Conan. 

“They are looking at us through the Eye,’ answered Techotl. “They are puzzled 
at the sight of you.’ He lifted his voice and called: ‘Open the door, Xecelan! It is 
I, Techotl, with friends from the great world beyond the forest! — They will 
open,’ he assured his allies. 

“They’d better do it in a hurry, then,’ said Conan grimly. ‘I hear something 
crawling along the floor beyond the wall.’ 

Techotl went ashy again and attacked the door with his fists, screaming: ‘Open, 
you fools, open! The Crawler is at our heels!’ 

Even as he beat and shouted, the great bronze door swung noiselessly back, 
revealing a heavy chain across the entrance, over which spearheads bristled and 
fierce countenances regarded them intently for an instant. Then the chain was 
dropped and Techotl grasped the arms of his friends in a nervous frenzy and 
fairly dragged them over the threshold. A glance over his shoulder just as the 
door was closing showed Conan the long dim vista of the hall, and dimly framed 
at the other end an ophidian shape that writhed slowly and painfully into view, 
flowing in a dull-hued length from a chamber door, its hideous blood-stained 
head wagging drunkenly. Then the closing door shut off the view. 

Inside the square chamber into which they had come heavy bolts were drawn 
across the door, and the chain locked into place. The door was made to stand the 
battering of a siege. Four men stood on guard, of the same lank-haired, dark- 
skinned breed as Techotl, with spears in their hands and swords at their hips. In 
the wall near the door there was a complicated contrivance of mirrors which 
Conan guessed was the Eye Techotl had mentioned, so arranged that a narrow, 
crystal-paned slot in the wall could be looked through from within without being 
discernible from without. The four guardsmen stared at the strangers with 
wonder, but asked no question, nor did Techotl vouchsafe any information. He 
moved with easy confidence now, as if he had shed his cloak of indecision and 
fear the instant he crossed the threshold. 

‘Come!’ he urged his new-found friends, but Conan glanced toward the door. 

‘What about those fellows who were following us? Won’t they try to storm 
that door?’ 

Techotl shook his head. 

“They know they cannot break down the Door of the Eagle. They will flee back 
to Xotalanc, with their crawling fiend. Come! I will take you to the rulers of 
Tecuhltli.’ 

One of the four guards opened the door opposite the one by which they had 
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entered, and they passed through into a hallway which, like most of the rooms on 
that level, was lighted by both the slot-like skylights and the clusters of winking 
fire-gems. But unlike the other rooms they had traversed, this hall showed 
evidences of occupation. Velvet tapestries adorned the glossy jade walls, rich 
rugs were on the crimson floors and the ivory seats, benches and divans were 
littered with satin cushions. 

The hall ended in an ornate door, before which stood no guard. Without 
ceremony Techotl thrust the door open and ushered his friends into a broad 
chamber, where some thirty dark-skinned men and women lounging on satin- 
covered couches sprang up with exclamations of amazement. 

The men, all except one, were of the same type as Techotl, and the women 
were equally dark and strange-eyed, though not unbeautiful in a weird dark way. 
They wore sandals, golden breast-plates, and scanty silk shirts supported by 
gem-crusted girdles, and their black manes, cut square at their naked shoulders, 
were bound with silver circlets. 

On a wide ivory seat on a jade dais sat a man and a woman who differed subtly 
from the others. He was a giant, with an enormous sweep of breast and the 
shoulders of a bull. Unlike the others, he was bearded, with a thick, blue-black 
beard which fell almost to his broad girdle. He wore a robe of purple silk which 
reflected changing sheens of color with his every movement, and one wide 
sleeve, drawn back to his elbow, revealed a forearm massive with corded 
muscles. The band which confined his blue-black locks was set with glittering 
jewels. 

The woman beside him sprang to her feet with a startled exclamation as the 
strangers entered, and her eyes, passing over Conan, fixed themselves with 
burning intensity on Valeria. She was tall and lithe, by far the most beautiful 
woman in the room. She was clad more scantily even than the others; for instead 
of a skirt she wore merely a broad strip of gilt-worked purple cloth fastened to 
the middle of her girdle which fell below her knees. Another strip at the back of 
her girdle completed that part of her costume, which she wore with a cynical 
indifference. Her breast-plates and the circlet about her temples were adorned 
with gems. In her eyes alone of all the dark-skinned people there lurked no 
brooding gleam of madness. She spoke no word after her first exclamation; she 
stood tensely, her hands clenched, staring at Valeria. 

The man on the ivory seat had not risen. 

‘Prince Olmec,’ spoke Techotl, bowing low, with arms outspread and the 
palms of his hands turned upward, ‘I bring allies from the world beyond the 
forest. In the Chamber of Tezcoti the Burning Skull slew Chicmec, my 
companion—’ 
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‘The Burning Skull!’ It was a shuddering whisper of fear from the people of 
Tecuhltli. 

‘Aye! Then came I, and found Chicmec lying with his throat cut. Before I 
could flee, the Burning Skull came upon me, and when I looked upon it my 
blood became as ice and the marrow of my bones melted. I could neither fight 
nor run. I could only await the stroke. Then came this white-skinned woman and 
struck him down with her sword; and lo, it was only a dog of Xotalanc with 
white paint upon his skin and the living skull of an ancient wizard upon his 
head! Now that skull lies in many pieces, and the dog who wore it is a dead 
man!’ 

An indescribably fierce exultation edged the last sentence, and was echoed in 
the low, savage exclamations from the crowding listeners. 

‘But wait!’ exclaimed Techotl. ‘There is more! While I talked with the woman, 
four Xotalancs came upon us! One I slew — there is the stab in my thigh to prove 
how desperate was the fight. Two the woman killed. But we were hard pressed 
when this man came into the fray and split the skull of the fourth! Aye! Five 
crimson nails there are to be driven into the pillar of vengeance!’ 

He pointed at a black column of ebony which stood behind the dais. Hundreds 
of red dots scarred its polished surface — the bright scarlet heads of heavy copper 
nails driven into the black wood. 

‘Five red nails for five Xotalanca lives!’ exulted Techotl, and the horrible 
exultation in the faces of the listeners made them inhuman. 

“Who are these people?’ asked Olmec, and his voice was like the low, deep 
rumble of a distant bull. None of the people of Xuchotl spoke loudly. It was as if 
they had absorbed into their souls the silence of the empty halls and deserted 
chambers. 

‘I am Conan, a Cimmerian,’ answered the barbarian briefly. ‘This woman is 
Valeria of the Red Brotherhood, an Aquilonian pirate. We are deserters from an 
army on the Darfar border, far to the north, and are trying to reach the coast.’ 

The woman on the dais spoke loudly, her words tripping in her haste. 

“You can never reach the coast! There is no escape from Xuchotl! You will 
spend the rest of your lives in this city!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ growled Conan, clapping his hand to his hilt and 
stepping about so as to face both the dais and the rest of the room. ‘Are you 
telling us we’re prisoners?’ 

‘She did not mean that,’ interposed Olmec. ‘We are your friends. We would 
not restrain you against your will. But I fear other circumstances will make it 
impossible for you to leave Xuchotl.’ 

His eyes flickered to Valeria, and he lowered them quickly. 
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‘This woman is Tascela,’ he said. ‘She is a princess of Tecuhltli. But let food 
and drink be brought our guests. Doubtless they are hungry, and weary from 
their long travels.’ 

He indicated an ivory table, and after an exchange of glances, the adventurers 
seated themselves. The Cimmerian was suspicious. His fierce blue eyes roved 
about the chamber, and he kept his sword close to his hand. But an invitation to 
eat and drink never found him backward. His eyes kept wandering to Tascela, 
but the princess had eyes only for his white-skinned companion. 

Techotl, who had bound a strip of silk about his wounded thigh, placed himself 
at the table to attend to the wants of his friends, seeming to consider it a 
privilege and honor to see after their needs. He inspected the food and drink the 
others brought in gold vessels and dishes, and tasted each before he placed it 
before his guests. While they ate, Olmec sat in silence on his ivory seat, 
watching them from under his broad black brows. Tascela sat beside him, chin 
cupped in her hands and her elbows resting on her knees. Her dark, enigmatic 
eyes, burning with a mysterious light, never left Valeria’s supple figure. Behind 
her seat a sullen handsome girl waved an ostrich-plume fan with a slow rhythm. 

The food was fruit of an exotic kind unfamiliar to the wanderers, but very 
palatable, and the drink was a light crimson wine that carried a heady tang. 

‘You have come from afar,’ said Olmec at last. ‘I have read the books of our 
fathers. Aquilonia lies beyond the lands of the Stygians and the Shemites, 
beyond Argos and Zingara; and Cimmeria lies beyond Aquilonia.’ 

“We have each a roving foot,’ answered Conan carelessly. 

‘How you won through the forest is a wonder to me,’ quoth Olmec. ‘In bygone 
days a thousand fighting-men scarcely were able to carve a road through it 
perils.’ 

“We encountered a bench-legged monstrosity about the size of a mastodon,’ 
said Conan casually, holding out his wine goblet which Techotl filled with 
evident pleasure. ‘But when we’d killed it we had no further trouble.’ 

The wine vessel slipped from Techotl’s hand to crash on the floor. His dusky 
skin went ashy. Olmec started to his feet, an image of stunned amazement, and a 
low gasp of awe or terror breathed up from the others. Some slipped to their 
knees as if their legs would not support them. Only Tascela seemed not to have 
heard. Conan glared about him bewilderedly. 

“What’s the matter? What are you gaping about?’ 

“You — you slew the dragon-god?’ 

‘God? I killed a dragon. Why not? It was trying to gobble us up.’ 

‘But dragons are immortal!’ exclaimed Olmec. ‘They slay each other, but no 
man ever killed a dragon! The thousand fighting-men of our ancestors who 
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fought their way to Xuchotl could not prevail against them! Their swords broke 
like twigs against their scales!’ 

‘If your ancestors had thought to dip their spears in the poisonous juice of 
Derketa’s Apples,’ quoth Conan, with his mouth full, ‘and jab them in the eyes 
or mouth or somewhere like that, they’d have seen that dragons are not more 
immortal than any other chunk of beef. The carcass lies at the edge of the trees, 
just within the forest. If you don’t believe me, go and look for yourself.’ 

Olmec shook his head, not in disbelief but in wonder. 

‘It was because of the dragons that our ancestors took refuge in Xuchotl,’ said 
he. ‘They dared not pass through the plain and plunge into the forest beyond. 
Scores of them were seized and devoured by the monsters before they could 
reach the city.’ 

“Then your ancestors didn’t build Xuchotl?’ asked Valeria. 

‘It was ancient when they first came into the land. How long it had stood here, 
not even its degenerate inhabitants knew.’ 

“Your people came from Lake Zuad?’ questioned Conan. 

“Aye. More than half a century ago a tribe of the Tlazitlans rebelled against the 
Stygian king, and, being defeated in battle, fled southward. For many weeks they 
wandered over grasslands, desert hills, and at last they came into the great forest, 
a thousand fighting-men with their women and children. 

‘It was in the forest that the dragons fell upon them, and tore many to pieces; 
so the people fled in a frenzy of fear before them, and at last came into the plain 
and saw the city of Xuchotl in the midst of it. 

“They camped before the city, not daring to leave the plain, for the night was 
made hideous with the noise of the battling monsters throughout the forest. They 
made war incessantly upon one another. Yet they came not into the plain. 

“The people of the city shut their gates and shot arrows at our people from the 
walls. The Tlazitlans were imprisoned on the plain, as if the ring of the forest 
had been a great wall; for to venture into the woods would have been madness. 

“That night there came secretly to their camp a slave from the city, one of their 
own blood, who with a band of exploring soldiers had wandered into the forest 
long before, when he was a young man. The dragons had devoured all his 
companions, but he had been taken into the city to dwell in servitude. His name 
was Tolkemec.’ A flame lighted the dark eyes at a mention of the name, and 
some of the people muttered obscenely and spat. ‘He promised to open the gates 
to the warriors. He asked only that all captives taken be delivered into his hands. 

‘At dawn he opened the gates. The warriors swarmed in and the halls of 
Xuchotl ran red. Only a few hundred folk dwelt there, decaying remnants of a 
once great race. Tolkemec said they came from the east, long ago, from Old 
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Kosala, when the ancestors of those who now dwell in Kosala came up from the 
south and drove forth the original inhabitants of the land. They wandered far 
westward and finally found this forest-girdled plain, inhabited then by a tribe of 
black people. 

“These they enslaved and set to building a city. From the hills to the east they 
brought jade and marble and lapis lazuli, and gold, silver and copper. Herds of 
elephants provided them with ivory. When their city was completed, they slew 
all the black slaves. And their magicians made a terrible magic to guard the city; 
for by their necromantic arts they re-created the dragons which had once dwelt 
in this lost land, and whose monstrous bones they found in the forest. Those 
bones they clothed in flesh and life, and the living beasts walked the earth as 
they walked it when Time was young. But the wizards wove a spell that kept 
them in the forest and they came not into the plain. 

‘So for many centuries the people of Xuchotl dwelt in their city, cultivating the 
fertile plain, until their wise men learned how to grow fruit within the city — fruit 
which is not planted in soil, but obtains its nourishment out of the air — and then 
they let the irrigation ditches run dry, and dwelt more and more in luxurious 
sloth, until decay seized them. They were a dying race when our ancestors broke 
through the forest and came into the plain. Their wizards had died, and the 
people had forgot their ancient necromancy. They could fight neither by sorcery 
nor the sword. 

“Well, our fathers slew the people of Xuchotl, all except a hundred which were 
given living into the hands of Tolkemec, who had been their slave; and for many 
days and nights the halls re-echoed to their screams under the agony of his 
tortures. 

‘So the Tlazitlans dwelt here, for a while in peace, ruled by the brothers 
Tecuhltli and Xotalanc, and by Tolkemec. Tolkemec took a girl of the tribe to 
wife, and because he had opened the gates, and because he knew many of the 
arts of the Xuchotlans, he shared the rule of the tribe with the brothers who had 
led the rebellion and the flight. 

‘For a few years, then, they dwelt at peace within the city, doing little but 
eating, drinking and making love, and raising children. There was no necessity 
to till the plain, for Tolkemec taught them how to cultivate the air-devouring 
fruits. Besides, the slaying of the Xuchotlans broke the spell that held the 
dragons in the forest, and they came nightly and bellowed about the gates of the 
city. The plain ran red with the blood of their eternal warfare, and it was then 
that—’ He bit his tongue in the midst of the sentence, then presently continued, 
but Valeria and Conan felt that he had checked an admission he had considered 
unwise. 
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‘Five years they dwelt in peace. Then’ — Olmec’s eyes rested briefly on the 
silent woman at his side — ‘Xotalanc took a woman to wife, a woman whom both 
Tecuhltli and old Tolkemec desired. In his madness, Tecuhltli stole her from her 
husband. Aye, she went willingly enough. Tolkemec, to spite Xotalanc, aided 
Tecuhltli. Xotalanc demanded that she be given back to him, and the council of 
the tribe decided that the matter should be left to the woman. She chose to 
remain with Tecuhltli. In wrath Xotalanc sought to take her back by force, and 
the retainers of the brothers came to blows in the Great Hall. 

“There was much bitterness. Blood was shed on both sides. The quarrel became 
a feud, the feud an open war. From the welter three factions emerged — Tecuhlrtli, 
Xotalanc, and Tolkemec. Already, in the days of peace, they had divided the city 
between them. Tecuhltli dwelt in the western quarter of the city, Xotalanc in the 
eastern, and Tolkemec with his family by the southern gate. 

‘Anger and resentment and jealousy blossomed into bloodshed and rape and 
murder. Once the sword was drawn there was no turning back; for blood called 
for blood, and vengeance followed swift on the heels of atrocity. Tecuhltli 
fought with Xotalanc, and Tolkemec aided first one and then the other, betraying 
each faction as it fitted his purpose. Tecuhltli and his people withdrew into the 
quarter of the western gate, where we now sit. Xuchotl is built in the shape of an 
oval. Tecuhltli, which took its name from its prince, occupies the western end of 
the oval. The people blocked up all doors connecting the quarter with the rest of 
the city, except one on each floor, which could be defended easily. They went 
into the pits below the city and built a wall cutting off the western end of the 
catacombs, where lie the bodies of the ancient Xuchotlans, and of those 
Tlazitlans slain in the feud. They dwelt as in a besieged castle, making sorties 
and forays on their enemies. 

‘The people of Xotalanc likewise fortified the eastern quarter of the city, and 
Tolkemec did likewise with the quarter by the southern gate. The central part of 
the city was left bare and uninhabited. Those empty halls and chambers became 
a battleground, and a region of brooding terror. 

“Tolkemec warred on both clans. He was a fiend in the form of a human, worse 
than Xotalanc. He knew many secrets of the city he never told the others. From 
the crypts of the catacombs he plundered the dead of their grisly secrets — secrets 
of ancient kings and wizards, long forgotten by the degenerate Xuchotlans our 
ancestors slew. But all his magic did not aid him the night we of Tecuhltli 
stormed his castle and butchered all his people. Tolkemec we tortured for many 
days.’ 

His voice sank to a caressing slur, and a faraway look grew in his eyes, as if he 
looked back over the years to a scene which caused him intense pleasure. 
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‘Aye, we kept the life in him until he screamed for death as for a bride. At last 
we took him living from the torture chamber and cast him into a dungeon for the 
rats to gnaw as he died. From that dungeon, somehow, he managed to escape, 
and dragged himself into the catacombs. There without doubt he died, for the 
only way out of the catacombs beneath Tecuhltli is through Tecuhltli, and he 
never emerged by that way. His bones were never found, and the superstitious 
among our people swear that his ghost haunts the crypts to this day, wailing 
among the bones of the dead. Twelve years ago we butchered the people of 
Tolkemec, but the feud raged on between Tecuhltli and Xotalanc, as it will rage 
until the last man, the last woman is dead. 

‘It was fifty years ago that Tecuhltli stole the wife of Xotalanc. Half a century 
the feud has endured. I was born in it. All in this chamber, except Tascela, were 
born in it. We expect to die in it. 

“We are a dying race, even as those Xuchotlans our ancestors slew. When the 
feud began there were hundreds in each faction. Now we of Tecuhltli number 
only these you see before you, and the men who guard the four doors: forty in 
all. How many Xotalancas there are we do not know, but I doubt if they are 
much more numerous than we. For fifteen years no children have been born to 
us, and we have seen none among the Xotalancas. 

“We are dying, but before we die we will slay as many of the men of Xotalanc 
as the gods permit.’ 

And with his weird eyes blazing, Olmec spoke long of that grisly feud, fought 
out in silent chambers and dim halls under the blaze of the green fire-jewels, on 
floors smoldering with the flames of hell and splashed with deeper crimson from 
severed veins. In that long butchery a whole generation had perished. Xotalanc 
was dead, long ago, slain in a grim battle on an ivory stair. Tecuhltli was dead, 
flayed alive by the maddened Xotalancas who had captured him. 

Without emotion Olmec told of hideous battles fought in black corridors, of 
ambushes on twisting stairs, and red butcheries. With a redder, more abysmal 
gleam in his deep dark eyes he told of men and women flayed alive, mutilated 
and dismembered, of captives howling under tortures so ghastly that even the 
barbarous Cimmerian grunted. No wonder Techotl had trembled with the terror 
of capture. Yet he had gone forth to slay if he could, driven by hate that was 
stronger than his fear. Olmec spoke further, of dark and mysterious matters, of 
black magic and wizardry conjured out of the black night of the catacombs, of 
weird creatures invoked out of darkness for horrible allies. In these things the 
Xotalancas had the advantage, for it was in the eastern catacombs where lay the 
bones of the greatest wizards of the ancient Xuchotlans, with their immemorial 
secrets. 
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Valeria listened with morbid fascination. The feud had become a terrible 
elemental power driving the people of Xuchotl inexorably on to doom and 
extinction. It filled their whole lives. They were born in it, and they expected to 
die in it. They never left their barricaded castle except to steal forth into the 
Halls of Silence that lay between the opposing fortresses, to slay and be slain. 
Sometimes the raiders returned with frantic captives, or with grim tokens of 
victory in fight. Sometimes they did not return at all, or returned only as severed 
limbs cast down before the bolted bronze doors. It was a ghastly, unreal 
nightmare existence these people lived, shut off from the rest of the world, 
caught together like rabid rats in the same trap, butchering one another through 
the years, crouching and creeping through the sunless corridors to maim and 
torture and murder. 

While Olmec talked, Valeria felt the blazing eyes of Tascela fixed upon her. 
The princess seemed not to hear what Olmec was saying. Her expression, as he 
narrated victories or defeats, did not mirror the wild rage or fiendish exultation 
that alternated on the faces of the other Tecuhltli. The feud that was an obsession 
to her clansmen seemed meaningless to her. Valeria found her indifferent 
callousness more repugnant than Olmec’s naked ferocity. 

‘And we can never leave the city,’ said Olmec. ‘For fifty years no one has left 
it except those—’ Again he checked himself. 

‘Even without the peril of the dragons,’ he continued, ‘we who were born and 
raised in the city would not dare leave it. We have never set foot outside the 
walls. We are not accustomed to the open sky and the naked sun. No; we were 
born in Xuchotl, and in Xuchotl we shall die.’ 

‘Well,’ said Conan, ‘with your leave we’ll take our chances with the dragons. 
This feud is none of our business. If you’ll show us to the west gate we’ ll be on 
our way.’ 

Tascela’s hands clenched, and she started to speak, but Olmec interrupted her: 
‘It is nearly nightfall. If you wander forth into the plain by night, you will 
certainly fall prey to the dragons.’ 

‘We crossed it last night, and slept in the open without seeing any,’ returned 
Conan. 

Tascela smiled mirthlessly. ‘You dare not leave Xuchotl!’ 

Conan glared at her with instinctive antagonism; she was not looking at him, 
but at the woman opposite him. 

‘I think they dare,’ retorted Olmec. ‘But look you, Conan and Valeria, the gods 
must have sent you to us, to cast victory into the laps of the Tecuhltli! You are 
professional fighters — why not fight for us? We have wealth in abundance — 
precious jewels are as common in Xuchotl as cobblestones are in the cities of the 
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world. Some the Xuchotlans brought with them from Kosala. Some, like the 
firestones, they found in the hills to the east. Aid us to wipe out the Xotalancas, 
and we will give you all the jewels you can carry.’ 

‘And will you help us destroy the dragons?’ asked Valeria. ‘With bows and 
poisoned arrows thirty men could slay all the dragons in the forest.’ 

‘Aye!’ replied Olmec promptly. ‘We have forgotten the use of the bow, in 
years of hand-to-hand fighting, but we can learn again.’ 

“What do you say?’ Valeria inquired of Conan. 

‘We’re both penniless vagabonds,’ he grinned hardily. ‘I’d as soon kill 
Xotalancas as anybody.’ 

“Then you agree?’ exclaimed Olmec, while Techotl fairly hugged himself with 
delight. 

‘Aye. And now suppose you show us chambers where we can sleep, so we can 
be fresh tomorrow for the beginning of the slaying.’ 

Olmec nodded, and waved a hand, and Techotl and a woman led the 
adventurers into a corridor which led through a door off to the left of the jade 
dais. A glance back showed Valeria Olmec sitting on his throne, chin on knotted 
fist, staring after them. His eyes burned with a weird flame. Tascela leaned back 
in her seat, whispering to the sullen-faced maid, Yasala, who leaned over her 
shoulder, her ear to the princess’ moving lips. 

The hallway was not so broad as most they had traversed, but it was long. 
Presently the woman halted, opened a door, and drew aside for Valeria to enter. 

‘Wait a minute,’ growled Conan. ‘Where do I sleep?’ 

Techotl pointed to a chamber across the hallway, but one door farther down. 
Conan hesitated, and seemed inclined to raise an objection, but Valeria smiled 
spitefully at him and shut the door in his face. He muttered something 
uncomplimentary about women in general, and strode off down the corridor after 
Techotl. 

In the ornate chamber where he was to sleep, he glanced up at the slot-like 
skylights. Some were wide enough to admit the body of a slender man, 
supposing the glass were broken. 

‘Why don’t the Xotalancas come over the roofs and shatter those skylights?’ he 
asked. 

“They cannot be broken,’ answered Techotl. ‘Besides, the roofs would be hard 
to clamber over. They are mostly spires and domes and steep ridges.’ 

He volunteered more information about the ‘castle’ of Tecuhltli. Like the rest 
of the city it contained four stories, or tiers of chambers, with towers jutting up 
from the roof. Each tier was named; indeed, the people of Xuchotl had a name 
for each chamber, hall and stair in the city, as people of more normal cities 


6165 XRN 


designate streets and quarters. In Tecuhltli the floors were named The Eagle’s 
Tier, the Ape’s Tier, The Tiger’s Tier and The Serpent’s Tier, in the order as 
enumerated, The Eagle’s Tier being the highest, or fourth, floor. 

‘Who is Tascela?’ asked Conan. ‘Olmec’s wife?’ 

Techotl shuddered and glanced furtively about him before answering. 

‘No. She is — Tascela! She was the wife of Xotalanc — the woman Tecuhltli 
stole, to start the feud.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ demanded Conan. “That woman is beautiful and 
young. Are you trying to tell me that she was a wife fifty years ago?’ 

‘Aye! I swear it! She was a full-grown woman when the Tlazitlans journeyed 
from Lake Zuad. It was because the king of Stygia desired her for a concubine 
that Xotalanc and his brother rebelled and fled into the wilderness. She is a 
witch, who possesses the secret of perpetual youth.’ 

“What’s that?’ asked Conan. 

Techotl shuddered again. 

‘Ask me not! I dare not speak. It is too grisly, even for Xuchotl!’ 

And touching his finger to his lips, he glided from the chamber. 


4 Scent of Black Lotus 


Valeria unbuckled her sword-belt and laid it with the sheathed weapon on the 
couch where she meant to sleep. She noted that the doors were supplied with 
bolts, and asked where they led. 

‘Those lead into adjoining chambers,’ answered the woman, indicating the 
doors on right and left. “That one’ — pointing to a copper-bound door opposite 
that which opened into the corridor — ‘leads to a corridor which runs to a stair 
that descends into the catacombs. Do not fear; naught can harm you here.’ 

‘Who spoke of fear?’ snapped Valeria. ‘I just like to know what sort of harbor 
I’m dropping anchor in. No, I don’t want you to sleep at the foot of my couch. 
I’m not accustomed to being waited on — not by women, anyway. You have my 
leave to go.’ 

Alone in the room, the pirate shot the bolts on all the doors, kicked off her 
boots and stretched luxuriously out on the couch. She imagined Conan similarly 
situated across the corridor, but her feminine vanity prompted her to visualize 
him as scowling and muttering with chagrin as he cast himself on his solitary 
couch, and she grinned with gleeful malice as she prepared herself for slumber. 

Outside, night had fallen. In the halls of Xuchotl the green fire-jewels blazed 
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like the eyes of prehistoric cats. Somewhere among the dark towers a night wind 
moaned like a restless spirit. Through the dim passages stealthy figures began 
stealing, like disembodied shadows. 

Valeria awoke suddenly on her couch. In the dusky emerald glow of the fire- 
gems she saw a shadowy figure bending over her. For a bemused instant the 
apparition seemed part of the dream she had been dreaming. She had seemed to 
lie on the couch in the chamber as she was actually lying, while over her pulsed 
and throbbed a gigantic black blossom so enormous that it hid the ceiling. Its 
exotic perfume pervaded her being, inducing a delicious, sensuous langour that 
was something more and less than sleep. She was sinking into scented billows of 
insensible bliss, when something touched her face. So supersensitive were her 
drugged senses, that the light touch was like a dislocating impact, jolting her 
rudely into full wakefulness. Then it was that she saw, not a gargantuan blossom, 
but a dark-skinned woman standing above her. 

With the realization came anger and instant action. The woman turned lithely, 
but before she could run Valeria was on her feet and had caught her arm. She 
fought like a wildcat for an instant, and then subsided as she felt herself crushed 
by the superior strength of her captor. The pirate wrenched the woman around to 
face her, caught her chin with her free hand and forced her captive to meet her 
gaze. It was the sullen Yasala, Tascela’s maid. 

“What the devil were you doing bending over me? What’s that in your hand?’ 

The woman made no reply, but sought to cast away the object. Valeria twisted 
her arm around in front of her, and the thing fell to the floor — a great black 
exotic blossom on a jade-green stem, large as a woman’s head, to be sure, but 
tiny beside the exaggerated vision she had seen. 

‘The black lotus!’ said Valeria between her teeth. ‘The blossom whose scent 
brings deep sleep. You were trying to drug me! If you hadn’t accidentally 
touched my face with the petals, you’d have — why did you do it? What’s your 
game?’ 

Yasala maintained a sulky silence, and with an oath Valeria whirled her 
around, forced her to her knees and twisted her arm up behind her back. 

‘Tell me, or I’ll tear your arm out of its socket!’ 

Yasala squirmed in anguish as her arm was forced excruciatingly up between 
her shoulder-blades, but a violent shaking of her head was the only answer she 
made. 

‘Slut!’ Valeria cast her from her to sprawl on the floor. The pirate glared at the 
prostrate figure with blazing eyes. Fear and the memory of Tascela’s burning 
eyes stirred in her, rousing all her tigerish instincts of self-preservation. These 
people were decadent; any sort of perversity might be expected to be 
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encountered among them. But Valeria sensed here something that moved behind 
the scenes, some secret terror fouler than common degeneracy. Fear and 
revulsion of this weird city swept her. These people were neither sane nor 
normal; she began to doubt if they were even human. Madness smoldered in the 
eyes of them all — all except the cruel, cryptic eyes of Tascela, which held 
secrets and mysteries more abysmal than madness. 

She lifted her head and listened intently. The halls of Xuchotl were as silent as 
if it were in reality a dead city. The green jewels bathed the chamber in a 
nightmare glow, in which the eyes of the woman on the floor glittered eerily up 
at her. A thrill of panic throbbed through Valeria, driving the last vestige of 
mercy from her fierce soul. 

‘Why did you try to drug me?’ she muttered, grasping the woman’s black hair, 
and forcing her head back to glare into her sullen, long-lashed eyes. ‘Did Tascela 
send you?’ 

No answer. Valeria cursed venomously and slapped the woman first on one 
cheek and then the other. The blows resounded through the room, but Yasala 
made no outcry. 

‘Why don’t you scream?’ demanded Valeria savagely. ‘Do you fear someone 
will hear you? Whom do you fear? Tascela? Olmec? Conan?’ 

Yasala made no reply. She crouched, watching her captor with eyes baleful as 
those of a basilisk. Stubborn silence always fans anger. Valeria turned and tore a 
handful of cords from a nearby hanging. 

“You sulky slut!’ she said between her teeth. ‘I’m going to strip you stark 
naked and tie you across that couch and whip you until you tell me what you 
were doing here, and who sent you!’ 

Yasala made no verbal protest, nor did she offer any resistance, as Valeria 
carried out the first part of her threat with a fury that her captive’s obstinacy only 
sharpened. Then for a space there was no sound in the chamber except the 
whistle and crackle of hard-woven silken cords on naked flesh. Yasala could not 
move her fast-bound hands or feet. Her body writhed and quivered under the 
chastisement, her head swayed from side to side in rhythm with the blows. Her 
teeth were sunk into her lower lip and a trickle of blood began as the punishment 
continued. But she did not cry out. 

The pliant cords made no great sound as they encountered the quivering body 
of the captive; only a sharp crackling snap, but each cord left a red streak across 
Yasala’s dark flesh. Valeria inflicted the punishment with all the strength of her 
war-hardened arm, with all the mercilessness acquired during a life where pain 
and torment were daily happenings, and with all the cynical ingenuity which 
only a woman displays towards a woman. Yasala suffered more, physically and 
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mentally, than she would have suffered under a lash wielded by a man, however 
strong. 

It was the application of this feminine cynicism which at last tamed Yasala. 

A low whimper escaped from her lips, and Valeria paused, arm lifted, and 
raked back a damp yellow lock. ‘Well, are you going to talk?’ she demanded. ‘I 
can keep this up all night, if necessary!’ 

‘Mercy!’ whispered the woman. ‘I will tell.’ 

Valeria cut the cords from her wrists and ankles, and pulled to her feet. Yasala 
sank down on the couch, half reclining on one bare hip, supporting herself on her 
arm, and writhing at the contact of her smarting flesh with the couch. She was 
trembling in every limb. 

‘Wine!’ she begged, dry-lipped, indicating with a quivering hand a gold vessel 
on an ivory table. ‘Let me drink. I am weak with pain. Then I will tell you all.’ 

Valeria picked up the vessel, and Yasala rose unsteadily to receive it. She took 
it, raised it toward her lips — then dashed the contents full into the Aquilonian’s 
face. Valeria reeled backward, shaking and clawing the stinging liquid out of her 
eyes. Through a smarting mist she saw Yasala dart across the room, fling back a 
bolt, throw open the copper-bound door and run down the hall. The pirate was 
after her instantly, sword out and murder in her heart. 

But Yasala had the start, and she ran with the nervous agility of a woman who 
has just been whipped to the point of hysterical frenzy. She rounded a corner in 
the corridor, yards ahead of Valeria, and when the pirate turned it, she saw only 
an empty hall, and at the other end a door that gaped blackly. A damp moldy 
scent reeked up from it, and Valeria shivered. That must be the door that led to 
the catacombs. Yasala had taken refuge among the dead. 

Valeria advanced to the door and looked down a flight of stone steps that 
vanished quickly into utter blackness. Evidently it was a shaft that led straight to 
the pits below the city, without opening upon any of the lower floors. She 
shivered slightly at the thought of the thousands of corpses lying in their stone 
crypts down there, wrapped in their moldering cloths. She had no intention of 
groping her way down those stone steps. Yasala doubtless knew every turn and 
twist of the subterranean tunnels. 

She was turning back, baffled and furious, when a sobbing cry welled up from 
the blackness. It seemed to come from a great depth, but human words were 
faintly distinguishable, and the voice was that of a woman. ‘Oh, help! Help, in 
Set’s name! Ahhh!’ It trailed away, and Valeria thought she caught the echo of a 
ghostly tittering. 

Valeria felt her skin crawl. What had happened to Yasala down there in the 
thick blackness? There was no doubt that it had been she who had cried out. But 
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what peril could have befallen her? Was a Xotalanca lurking down there? Olmec 
had assured them that the catacombs below Tecuhltli were walled off from the 
rest, too securely for their enemies to break through. Besides, that tittering had 
not sounded like a human being at all. 

Valeria hurried back down the corridor, not stopping to close the door that 
opened on the stair. Regaining her chamber, she closed the door and shot the bolt 
behind her. She pulled on her boots and buckled her sword-belt about her. She 
was determined to make her way to Conan’s room and urge him, if he still lived, 
to join her in an attempt to fight their way out of that city of devils. 

But even as she reached the door that opened into the corridor, a long-drawn 
scream of agony rang through the halls, followed by the stamp of running feet 
and the loud clangor of swords. 


5 Twenty Red Nails 


Two warriors lounged in the guardroom on the floor known as the Tier of the 
Eagle. Their attitude was casual, though habitually alert. An attack on the great 
bronze door from without was always a possibility, but for many years no such 
assault had been attempted on either side. 

‘The strangers are strong allies,’ said one. ‘Olmec will move against the enemy 
tomorrow, I believe.’ 

He spoke as a soldier in a war might have spoken. In the miniature world of 
Xuchotl each handful of feudists was an army, and the empty halls between the 
castles was the country over which they campaigned. 

The other meditated for a space. 

‘Suppose with their aid we destroy Xotalanc,’ he said. ‘What then, Xatmec?’ 

‘Why,’ returned Xatmec, ‘we will drive red nails for them all. The captives we 
will burn and flay and quarter.’ 

‘But afterward?’ pursued the other. ‘After we have slain them all? Will it not 
seem strange, to have no foes to fight? All my life I have fought and hated the 
Xotalancas. With the feud ended, what is left?’ 

Xatmec shrugged his shoulders. His thoughts had never gone beyond the 
destruction of their foes. They could not go beyond that. 

Suddenly both men stiffened at a noise outside the door. 

“To the door, Xatmec!’ hissed the last speaker. ‘I shall look through the Eye—’ 

Xatmec, sword in hand, leaned against the bronze door, straining his ear to 
hear through the metal. His mate looked into the mirror. He started convulsively. 
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Men were clustered thickly outside the door; grim, dark-faced men with swords 
gripped in their teeth — and their fingers thrust into their ears. One who wore a 
feathered headdress had a set of pipes which he set to his lips, and even as the 
Tecuhltli started to shout a warning, the pipes began to skirl. 

The cry died in the guard’s throat as the thin, weird piping penetrated the metal 
door and smote on his ears. Xatmec leaned frozen against the door, as if 
paralysed in that position. His face was that of a wooden image, his expression 
one of horrified listening. The other guard, farther removed from the source of 
the sound, yet sensed the horror of what was taking place, the grisly threat that 
lay in that demoniac fifing. He felt the weird strains plucking like unseen fingers 
at the tissues of his brain, filling him with alien emotions and impulses of 
madness. But with a soul-tearing effort he broke the spell, and shrieked a 
warning in a voice he did not recognize as his own. 

But even as he cried out, the music changed to an unbearable shrilling that was 
like a knife in the eardrums. Xatmec screamed in sudden agony, and all the 
sanity went out of his face like a flame blown out in a wind. Like a madman he 
ripped loose the chain, tore open the door and rushed out into the hall, sword 
lifted before his mate could stop him. A dozen blades struck him down, and over 
his mangled body the Xotalancas surged into the guardroom, with a long-drawn, 
blood-mad yell that sent the unwonted echoes reverberating. 

His brain reeling from the shock of it all, the remaining guard leaped to meet 
them with goring spear. The horror of the sorcery he had just witnessed was 
submerged in the stunning realization that the enemy were in Tecuhltli. And as 
his spearhead ripped through a dark-skinned belly he knew no more, for a 
swinging sword crushed his skull, even as wild-eyed warriors came pouring in 
from the chambers behind the guardroom. 

It was the yelling of men and the clanging of steel that brought Conan 
bounding from his couch, wide awake and broadsword in hand. In an instant he 
had reached the door and flung it open, and was glaring out into the corridor just 
as Techotl rushed up it, eyes blazing madly. 

“The Xotalancas!’ he screamed, in a voice hardly human. ‘They are within the 
door.’ 

Conan ran down the corridor, even as Valeria emerged from her chamber. 

“What the devil is it?’ she called. 

‘Techotl says the Xotalancas are in,’ he answered hurriedly. ‘That racket 
sounds like it.’ 

With the Tecuhltli on their heels they burst into the throneroom and were 
confronted by a scene beyond the most frantic dream of blood and fury. Twenty 
men and women, their black hair streaming, and the white skulls gleaming on 
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their breasts, were locked in combat with the people of Tecuhltli. The women on 
both sides fought as madly as the men, and already the room and the hall beyond 
were strewn with corpses. 

Olmec, naked but for a breech-clout, was fighting before his throne, and as the 
adventurers entered, Tascela ran from an inner chamber with a sword in her 
hand. 

Xatmec and his mate were dead, so there was none to tell the Tecuhltli how 
their foes had found their way into their citadel. Nor was there any to say what 
had prompted that mad attempt. But the losses of the Xotalancas had been 
greater, their position more desperate, than the Tecuhltli had known. The 
maiming of their scaly ally, the destruction of the Burning Skull, and the news, 
gasped by a dying man, that mysterious white-skin allies had joined their 
enemies, had driven them to the frenzy of desperation and the wild 
determination to die dealing death to their ancient foes. 

The Tecuhltli, recovering from the first stunning shock of the surprise that had 
swept them back into the throneroom and littered the floor with their corpses, 
fought back with an equally desperate fury, while the door-guards from the 
lower floors came racing to hurl themselves into the fray. It was the death-fight 
of rabid wolves, blind, panting, merciless. Back and forth it surged, from door to 
dais, blades whickering and striking into flesh, blood spurting, feet stamping the 
crimson floor where redder pools were forming. Ivory tables crashed over, seats 
were splintered, velvet hangings torn down were stained red. It was the bloody 
climax of a bloody half-century, and every man there sensed it. 

But the conclusion was inevitable. The Tecuhltli outnumbered the invaders 
almost two to one, and they were heartened by that fact and by the entrance into 
the mélée of their light-skinned allies. 

These crashed into the fray with the devastating effect of a hurricane plowing 
through a grove of saplings. In sheer strength no three Tlazitlans were a match 
for Conan, and in spite of his weight he was quicker on his feet than any of 
them. He moved through the whirling, eddying mass with the surety and 
destructiveness of a gray wolf amidst a pack of alley curs, and he strode over a 
wake of crumpled figures. 

Valeria fought beside him, her lips smiling and her eyes blazing. She was 
stronger than the average man, and far quicker and more ferocious. Her sword 
was like a living thing in her hand. Where Conan beat down opposition by the 
sheer weight and power of his blows, breaking spears, splitting skulls and 
cleaving bosoms to the breastbone, Valeria brought into action a finesse of 
swordplay that dazzled and bewildered her antagonists before it slew them. 
Again and again a warrior, heaving high his heavy blade, found her point in his 
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jugular before he could strike. Conan, towering above the field, strode through 
the welter smiting right and left, but Valeria moved like an illusive phantom, 
constantly shifting, and thrusting and slashing as she shifted. Swords missed her 
again and again as the wielders flailed the empty air and died with her point in 
their hearts or throats, and her mocking laughter in their ears. 

Neither sex nor condition was considered by the maddened combatants. The 
five women of the Xotalancas were down with their throats cut before Conan 
and Valeria entered the fray, and when a man or woman went down under the 
stamping feet, there was always a knife ready for the helpless throat, or a 
sandaled foot eager to crush the prostrate skull. 

From wall to wall, from door to door rolled the waves of combat, spilling over 
into adjoining chambers. And presently only Tecuhltli and their white-skinned 
allies stood upright in the great throneroom. The survivors stared bleakly and 
blankly at each other, like survivors after Judgment Day or the destruction of the 
world. On legs wide-braced, hands gripping notched and dripping swords, blood 
trickling down their arms, they stared at one another across the mangled corpses 
of friends and foes. They had no breath left to shout, but a bestial mad howling 
rose from their lips. It was not a human cry of triumph. It was the howling of a 
rabid wolf-pack stalking among the bodies of its victims. 

Conan caught Valeria’s arm and turned her about. 

“You’ve got a stab in the calf of your leg,’ he growled. 

She glanced down, for the first time aware of a stinging in the muscles of her 
leg. Some dying man on the floor had fleshed his dagger with his last effort. 

“You look like a butcher yourself,’ she laughed. 

He shook a red shower from his hands. 

‘Not mine. Oh, a scratch here and there. Nothing to bother about. But that calf 
ought to be bandaged.’ 

Olmec came through the litter, looking like a ghoul with his naked massive 
shoulders splashed with blood, and his black beard dabbled in crimson. His eyes 
were red, like the reflection of flame on black water. 

“We have won!’ he croaked dazedly. ‘The feud is ended! The dogs of Xotalanc 
lie dead! Oh, for a captive to flay alive! Yet it is good to look upon their dead 
faces. Twenty dead dogs! Twenty red nails for the black column!’ 

“You’d best see to your wounded,’ grunted Conan, turning away from him. 
‘Here, girl, let me see that leg.’ 

‘Wait a minute!’ she shook him off impatiently. The fire of fighting still 
bummed brightly in her soul. ‘How do we know these are all of them? These 
might have come on a raid of their own.’ 

‘They would not split the clan on a foray like this,’ said Olmec, shaking his 
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head, and regaining some of his ordinary intelligence. Without his purple robe 
the man seemed less like a prince than some repellent beast of prey. ‘I will stake 
my head upon it that we have slain them all. There were less of them than I 
dreamed, and they must have been desperate. But how came they in Tecuhltli?’ 

Tascela came forward, wiping her sword on her naked thigh, and holding in 
her other hand an object she had taken from the body of the feathered leader of 
the Xotalancas. 

“The pipes of madness,’ she said. ‘A warrior tells me that Xatmec opened the 
door to the Xotalancas and was cut down as they stormed into the guardroom. 
This warrior came to the guardroom from the inner hall just in time to see it 
happen and to hear the last of a weird strain of music which froze his very soul. 
Tolkemec used to talk of these pipes, which the Xuchotlans swore were hidden 
somewhere in the catacombs with the bones of the ancient wizard who used 
them in his lifetime. Somehow the dogs of Xotalanc found them and learned 
their secret.’ 

‘Somebody ought to go to Xotalanc and see if any remain alive,’ said Conan. 
‘T’ll go if somebody will guide me.’ 

Olmec glanced at the remants of his people. There were only twenty left alive, 
and of these several lay groaning on the floor. Tascela was the only one of the 
Tecuhltli who had escaped without a wound. The princess was untouched, 
though she had fought as savagely as any. 

‘Who will go with Conan to Xotalanc?’ asked Olmec. 

Techotl limped forward. The wound in his thigh had started bleeding afresh, 
and he had another gash across his ribs. 

‘T will go!’ 

‘No, you won’t,’ vetoed Conan. ‘And you’re not going either, Valeria. In a 
little while that leg will be getting stiff.’ 

‘IT will go,’ volunteered a warrior, who was knotting a bandage about a slashed 
forearm. 

“Very well, Yanath. Go with the Cimmerian. And you, too, Topal.’ Olmec 
indicated another man whose injuries were slight. ‘But first aid us to lift the 
badly wounded on these couches where we may bandage their hurts.’ 

This was done quickly. As they stooped to pick up a woman who had been 
stunned by a war-club, Olmec’s beard brushed Topal’s ear. Conan thought the 
prince muttered something to the warrior, but he could not be sure. A few 
moments later he was leading his companions down the hall. 

Conan glanced back as he went out the door, at that shambles where the dead 
lay on the smoldering floor, blood-stained dark limbs knotted in attitudes of 
fierce muscular effort, dark faces frozen in masks of hate, glassy eyes glaring up 
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at the green fire-jewels which bathed the ghastly scene in a dusky emerald 
witch-light. Among the dead the living moved aimlessly, like people moving in a 
trance. Conan heard Olmec call a woman and direct her to bandage Valeria’s 
leg. The pirate followed the woman into an adjoining chamber, already 
beginning to limp slightly. 


Warily the two Tecuhltli led Conan along the hall beyond the bronze door, and 
through chamber after chamber shimmering in the green fire. They saw no one, 
heard no sound. After they crossed the Great Hall which bisected the city from 
north to south, their caution was increased by the realization of their nearness to 
enemy territory. But chambers and halls lay empty to their wary gaze, and they 
came at last along a broad dim hallway and halted before a bronze door similar 
to the Eagle Door of Tecuhltli. Gingerly they tried it, and it opened silently 
under their fingers. Awed, they stared into the green-lit chambers beyond. For 
fifty years no Tecuhltli had entered those halls save as a prisoner going to a 
hideous doom. To go to Xotalanc had been the ultimate horror that could befall a 
man of the western castle. The terror of it had stalked through their dreams since 
earliest childhood. To Yanath and Topal that bronze door was like the portal of 
hell. 

They cringed back, unreasoning horror in their eyes, and Conan pushed past 
them and strode into Xotalanc. 

Timidly they followed him. As each man set foot over the threshold he stared 
and glared wildly about him. But only their quick, hurried breathing disturbed 
the silence. 

They had come into a sqaure guardroom, like that behind the Eagle Door of 
Tecuhltli, and, similarly, a hall ran away from it to a broad chamber that was a 
counterpart of Olmec’s throneroom. 

Conan glanced down the hall with its rugs and divans and hangings, and stood 
listening intently. He heard no noise, and the rooms had an empty feel. He did 
not believe there were any Xotalancas left alive in Xuchotl. 

‘Come on,’ he muttered, and started down the hall. 

He had not gone far when he was aware that only Yanath was following him. 
He wheeled back to see Topal standing in an attitude of horror, one arm out as if 
to fend off some threatening peril, his distended eyes fixed with hypnotic 
intensity on something protruding from behind a divan. 

‘What the devil?’ Then Conan saw what Topal was staring at, and he felt a 
faint twitching of the skin between his giant shoulders. A monstrous head 
protruded from behind the divan, a reptilian head, broad as the head of a 
crocodile, with down-curving fangs that projected over the lower jaw. But there 
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was an unnatural limpness about the thing, and the hideous eyes were glazed. 

Conan peered behind the couch. It was a great serpent which lay there limp in 
death, but such a serpent as he had never seen in his wanderings. The reek and 
chill of the deep black earth were about it, and its color was an indeterminable 
hue which changed with each new angle from which he surveyed it. A great 
wound in the neck showed what had caused its death. 

‘Tt is the Crawler!’ whispered Yanath. 

‘It’s the thing I slashed on the stair,’ grunted Conan. ‘After it trailed us to the 
Eagle Door, it dragged itself here to die. How could the Xotalancas control such 
a brute?’ 

The Tecuhltli shivered and shook their heads. 

‘They brought it up from the black tunnels below the catacombs. They 
discovered secrets unknown to Tecuhltli.’ 

“Well, it’s dead, and if they’d had any more of them, they’d have brought them 
along when they came to Tecuhltli. Come on.’ 

They crowded close at his heels as he strode down the hall and thrust on the 
silver-worked door at the other end. 

‘If we don’t find anybody on this floor,’ he said, ‘we’ll descend into the lower 
floors. We’ll explore Xotalanc from the roof to the catacombs. If Xotalanc is like 
Tecuhltli, all the rooms and halls in this tier will be lighted — what the devil!’ 

They had come into the broad throne-chamber, so similar to that one in 
Tecuhltli. There were the same jade dais and ivory seat, the same divans, rugs 
and hangings on the walls. No black, red-scarred column stood behind the 
throne-dais, but evidences of the grim feud were not lacking. 

Ranged along the wall behind the dais were rows of glass-covered shelves. 
And on those shelves hundreds of human heads, perfectly preserved, stared at 
the startled watchers with emotionless eyes, as they had stared for only the gods 
knew how many months and years. 

Topal muttered a curse, but Yanath stood silent, the mad light growing in his 
wide eyes. Conan frowned, knowing that Tlazitlan sanity was hung on a hair- 
trigger. 

Suddenly Yanath pointed to the ghastly relics with a twitching finger. 

“There is my brother’s head!’ he murmured. ‘And there is my father’s younger 
brother! And there beyond them is my sister’s eldest son!’ 

Suddenly he began to weep, dry-eyed, with harsh, loud sobs that shook his 
frame. He did not take his eyes from the heads. His sobs grew shriller, changed 
to frightful, high-pitched laughter, and that in turn became an unbearable 
screaming. Yanath was stark mad. 

Conan laid a hand on his shoulder, and as if the touch had released all the 
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frenzy in his soul, Yanath screamed and whirled, striking at the Cimmerian with 
his sword. Conan parried the blow, and Topal tried to catch Yanath’s arm. But 
the madman avoided him and with froth flying from his lips, he drove his sword 
deep into Topal’s body. Topal sank down with a groan, and Yanath whirled for 
an instant like a crazy dervish; then he ran at the shelves and began hacking at 
the glass with his sword, screeching blasphemously. 

Conan sprang at him from behind, trying to catch him unaware and disarm 
him, but the madman wheeled and lunged at him, screaming like a lost soul. 
Realizing that the warrior was hopelessly insane, the Cimmerian side-stepped, 
and as the maniac went past, he swung a cut that severed the shoulder-bone and 
breast, and dropped the man dead beside his dying victim. 

Conan bent over Topal, seeing that the man was at his last gasp. It was useless 
to seek to stanch the blood gushing from the horrible wound. 

“You’re done for, Topal,’ grunted Conan. ‘Any word you want to send to your 
people?’ 

‘Bend closer,’ gasped Topal, and Conan complied — and an instant later caught 
the man’s wrist as Topal struck at his breast with a dagger. 

‘Crom!’ swore Conan. ‘Are you mad, too?’ 

‘Olmec ordered it!’ gasped the dying man. ‘I know not why. As we lifted the 
wounded upon the couches he whispered to me, bidding me to slay you as we 
returned to Tecuhltli—’ And with the name of his clan on his lips, Topal died. 

Conan scowled down at him in puzzlement. This whole affair had an aspect of 
lunacy. Was Olmec mad, too? Were all the Tecuhltli madder than he had 
realized? With a shrug of his shoulders he strode down the hall and out of the 
bronze door, leaving the dead Tecuhltli lying before the staring dead eyes of 
their kinsmen’s heads. 

Conan needed no guide back through the labyrinth they had traversed. His 
primitive instinct of direction led him unerringly along the route they had come. 
He traversed it as warily as he had before, his sword in his hand, and his eyes 
fiercely searching each shadowed nook and corner; for it was his former allies he 
feared now, not the ghosts of the slain Xotalancas. 

He had crossed the Great Hall and entered the chambers beyond when he heard 
something moving ahead of him — something which gasped and panted, and 
moved with a strange, floundering, scrambling noise. A moment later Conan saw 
a man crawling over the flaming floor toward him — a man whose progress left a 
broad bloody smear on the smoldering surface. It was Techotl and his eyes were 
already glazing; from a deep gash in his breast blood gushed steadily between 
the fingers of his clutching hand. With the other he clawed and hitched himself 
along. 
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‘Conan,’ he cried chokingly, ‘Conan! Olmec has taken the yellow-haired 
woman!’ 

‘So that’s why he told Topal to kill me!’ murmured Conan, dropping to his 
knee beside the man, who his experienced eye told him was dying. ‘Olmec isn’t 
so mad as I thought.’ 

Techotl’s groping fingers plucked at Conan’s arm. In the cold, loveless and 
altogether hideous life of the Tecuhltli his admiration and affection for the 
invaders from the outer world formed a warm, human oasis, constituted a tie that 
connected him with a more natural humanity that was totally lacking in his 
fellows, whose only emotions were hate, lust and the urge of sadistic cruelty. 

‘I sought to oppose him,’ gurgled Techotl, blood bubbling frothily to his lips. 
‘But he struck me down. He thought he had slain me, but I crawled away. Ah, 
Set, how far I have crawled in my own blood! Beware, Conan! Olmec may have 
set an ambush for your return! Slay Olmec! He is a beast. Take Valeria and flee! 
Fear not to traverse the forest. Olmec and Tascela lied about the dragons. They 
slew each other years ago, all save the strongest. For a dozen years there has 
been only one dragon. If you have slain him, there is naught in the forest to harm 
you. He was the god Olmec worshipped; and Olmec fed human sacrifices to 
him, the very old and the very young, bound and hurled from the wall. Hasten! 
Olmec has taken Valeria to the Chamber of the—’ 

His head slumped down and he was dead before it came to rest on the floor. 

Conan sprang up, his eyes like live coals. So that was Olmec’s game, having 
first used the strangers to destroy his foes! He should have known that 
something of the sort would be going on in that black-bearded degenerate’s 
mind. 

The Cimmerian started toward Tecuhltli with reckless speed. Rapidly he 
reckoned the numbers of his former allies. Only twenty-one, counting Olmec, 
had survived that fiendish battle in the throneroom. Three had died since, which 
left seventeen enemies with which to reckon. In his rage Conan felt capable of 
accounting for the whole clan single-handed. 

But the innate craft of the wilderness rose to guide his berserk rage. He 
remembered Techotl’s warning of an ambush. It was quite probable that the 
prince would make such provisions, on the chance that Topal might have failed 
to carry out his order. Olmec would be expecting him to return by the same route 
he had followed in going to Xotalanc. 

Conan glanced up at the skylight under which he was passing and caught the 
blurred glimmer of stars. They had not yet begun to pale for dawn. The events of 
the night had been crowded into a comparatively short space of time. 

He turned aside from his direct course and descended a winding staircase to the 
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floor below. He did not know where the door was to be found that let into the 
castle on that level, but he knew he could find it. How he was to force the locks 
he did not know; he believed that the doors of Tecuhltli would all be locked and 
bolted, if for no other reason than the habits of half a century. But there was 
nothing else but to attempt it. 

Sword in hand, he hurried noiselessly on through a maze of green-lit or 
shadowy rooms and halls. He knew he must be near Tecuhltli, when a sound 
brought him up short. He recognized it for what it was — a human being trying to 
cry out through a stifling gag. It came from somewhere ahead of him, and to the 
left. In those deathly-still chambers a small sound carried a long way. 

Conan turned aside and went seeking after the sound, which continued to be 
repeated. Presently he was glaring through a doorway upon a weird scene. In the 
room into which he was looking a low rack-like frame of iron lay on the floor, 
and a giant figure was bound prostrate upon it. His head rested on a bed of iron 
spikes, which were already crimson-pointed with blood where they had pierced 
his scalp. A peculiar harness-like contrivance was fastened about his head, 
though in such a manner that the leather band did not protect his scalp from the 
spikes. This harness was connected by a slender chain to the mechanism that 
upheld a huge iron ball which was suspended above the captive’s hairy breast. 
As long as the man could force himself to remain motionless the iron ball hung 
in its place. But when the pain of the iron points caused him to lift his head, the 
ball lurched downwards a few inches. Presently his aching neck muscles would 
no longer support his head in its unnatural position and it would fall back on the 
spikes again. It was obvious that eventually the ball would crush him to a pulp, 
slowly and inexorably. The victim was gagged, and above the gag his great 
black ox-eyes rolled wildly toward the man in the doorway, who stood in silent 
amazement. The man on the rack was Olmec, prince of Tecuhltli. 


6 The Eyes of Tascela 


‘Why did you bring me into this chamber to bandage my leg?’ demanded 
Valeria. ‘Couldn’t you have done it just as well in the throneroom?’ 

She sat on a couch with her wounded leg extended upon it, and the Tecuhltli 
woman had just bound it with silk bandages. Valeria’s red-stained sword lay on 
the couch beside her. 

She frowned as she spoke. The woman had done her task silently and 
efficiently, but Valeria liked neither the lingering, caressing touch of her slim 
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fingers nor the expression in her eyes. 

“They have taken the rest of the wounded into the other chambers,’ answered 
the woman in the soft speech of the Tecuhltli women, which somehow did not 
suggest either softness or gentleness in the speakers. A little while before, 
Valeria had seen this same woman stab a Xotalanca woman through the breast 
and stamp the eyeballs out of a wounded Xotalanca man. 

“They will be carrying the corpses of the dead down into the catacombs,’ she 
added, ‘lest the ghosts escape into the chambers and dwell there.’ 

‘Do you believe in ghosts?’ asked Valeria. 

‘I know the ghost of Tolkemec dwells in the catacombs,’ she answered with a 
shiver. ‘Once I saw it, as I crouched in a crypt among the bones of a dead queen. 
It passed by in the form of an ancient man with flowing white beard and locks, 
and luminous eyes that blazed in the darkness. It was Tolkemec; I saw him 
living when I was a child and he was being tortured.’ 

Her voice sank to a fearful whisper: ‘Olmec laughs, but I know Tolkemec’s 
ghost dwells in the catacombs! They say it is rats which gnaw the flesh from the 
bones of the newly dead — but ghosts eat flesh. Who knows but that—’ 

She glanced up quickly as a shadow fell across the couch. Valeria looked up to 
see Olmec gazing down at her. The prince had cleansed his hands, torso and 
beard of the blood that had splashed them; but he had not donned his robe, and 
his great dark-skinned hairless body and limbs renewed the impression of 
strength bestial in its nature. His deep black eyes burned with a more elemental 
light, and there was the suggestion of a twitching in the fingers that tugged at his 
thick blue-black beard. 

He stared fixedly at the woman, and she rose and glided from the chamber. As 
she passed through the door she cast a look over her shoulder at Valeria, a glance 
full of cynical derision and obscene mockery. 

‘She has done a clumsy job,’ criticized the prince, coming to the divan and 
bending over the bandage. ‘Let me see—’ 

With a quickness amazing in one of his bulk he snatched her sword and threw 
it across the chamber. His next move was to catch her in his giant arms. 

Quick and unexpected as the move was, she almost matched it; for even as he 
grabbed her, her dirk was in her hand and she stabbed murderously at his throat. 
More by luck than skill he caught her wrist, and then began a savage wrestling- 
match. She fought him with fists, feet, knees, teeth and nails, with all the 
strength of her magnificent body and all the knowledge of hand-to-hand fighting 
she had acquired in her years of roving and fighting on sea and land. It availed 
her nothing against his brute strength. She lost her dirk in the first moment of 
contact, and thereafter found herself powerless to inflict any appreciable pain on 
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her giant attacker. 

The blaze in his weird black eyes did not alter, and their expression filled her 
with fury, fanned by the sardonic smile that seemed carved upon his bearded 
lips. Those eyes and that smile contained all the cruel cynicism that seethes 
below the surface of a sophisticated and degenerate race, and for the first time in 
her life Valeria experienced fear of a man. It was like struggling against some 
huge elemental force; his iron arms thwarted her efforts with an ease that sent 
panic racing through her limbs. He seemed impervious to any pain she could 
inflict. Only once, when she sank her white teeth savagely into his wrist so that 
the blood started, did he react. And that was to buffet her brutally upon the side 
of the head with his open hand, so that stars flashed before her eyes and her head 
rolled on her shoulders. 

Her shirt had been torn open in the struggle, and with cynical cruelty he rasped 
his thick beard across her bare breasts, bringing the blood to suffuse the fair skin, 
and fetching a cry of pain and outraged fury from her. Her convulsive resistance 
was useless; she was crushed down on a couch, disarmed and panting, her eyes 
blazing up at him like the eyes of a trapped tigress. 

A moment later he was hurrying from the chamber, carrying her in his arms. 
She made no resistance, but the smoldering of her eyes showed that she was not 
unconquered in spirit, at least. She had not cried out. She knew that Conan was 
not within call, and it did not occur to her that any in Tecuhltli would oppose 
their prince. But she noticed that Olmec went stealthily, with his head on one 
side as if listening for sounds of pursuit, and he did not return to the throne- 
chamber. He carried her through a door that stood opposite that through which 
he had entered, crossed another room and began stealing down a hall. As she 
became convinced that he feared some opposition to the abduction, she threw 
back her head and screamed at the top of her lusty voice. 

She was rewarded by a slap that half stunned her, and Olmec quickened his 
pace to a shambling run. 

But her cry had been echoed, and twisting her head about, Valeria, through the 
tears and stars that partly blinded her, saw Techotl limping after them. 

Olmec tumed with a snarl, shifting the woman to an uncomfortable and 
certainly undignified position under one huge arm, where he held her writhing 
and kicking vainly, like a child. 

‘Olmec!’ protested Techotl. “You cannot be such a dog as to do this thing! She 
is Conan’s woman! She helped us slay the Xotalancas, and—’ 

Without a word Olmec balled his free hand into a huge fist and stretched the 
wounded warrior senseless at his feet. Stooping, and hindered not at all by the 
struggles and imprecations of his captive, he drew Techotl’s sword from its 
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sheath and stabbed the warrior in the breast. Then casting aside the weapon he 
fled on along the corridor. He did not see a woman’s dark face peer cautiously 
after him from behind a hanging. It vanished, and presently Techotl groaned and 
stirred, rose dazedly and staggered drunkenly away, calling Conan’s name. 

Olmec hurried on down the corridor, and descended a winding ivory staircase. 
He crossed several corridors and halted at last in a broad chamber whose doors 
were veiled with heavy tapestries, with one exception — a heavy bronze door 
similar to the Door of the Eagle on the upper floor. 

He was moved to rumble, pointing to it: “That is one of the outer doors of 
Tecuhltli. For the first time in fifty years it is unguarded. We need not guard it 
now, for Xotalanc is no more.’ 

“Thanks to Conan and me, you bloody rogue!’ sneered Valeria, trembling with 
fury and the shame of physical coercion. ‘You treacherous dog! Conan will cut 
your throat for this!’ 

Olmec did not bother to voice his belief that Conan’s own gullet had already 
been severed according to his whispered command. He was too utterly cynical to 
be at all interested in her thoughts or opinions. His flame-lit eyes devoured her, 
dwelling burningly on the generous expanse of clear white flesh exposed where 
her shirt and breeches had been torn in the struggle. 

‘Forget Conan,’ he said thickly. ‘Olmec is lord of Xuchotl. Xotalanc is no 
more. There will be no more fighting. We shall spend our lives in drinking and 
lovemaking. First let us drink!’ 

He seated himself on an ivory table and pulled her down on his knees, like a 
dark-skinned satyr with a white nymph in his arms. Ignoring her unnymphlike 
profanity, he held her helpless with one great arm about her waist while the other 
reached across the table and secured a vessel of wine. 

‘Drink!’ he commanded, forcing it to her lips, as she writhed her head away. 

The liquor slopped over, stinging her lips, splashing down on her naked 
breasts. 

“Your guest does not like your wine, Olmec,’ spoke a cool, sardonic voice. 

Olmec stiffened; fear grew in his flaming eyes. Slowly he swung his great head 
about and stared at Tascela who posed negligently in the curtained doorway, one 
hand on her smooth hip. Valeria twisted herself about in his iron grip, and when 
she met the burning eyes of Tascela, a chill tingled along her supple spine. New 
experiences were flooding Valeria’s proud soul that night. Recently she had 
learned to fear a man; now she knew what it was to fear a woman. 

Olmec sat motionless, a gray pallor growing under his swarthy skin. Tascela 
brought her other hand from behind her and displayed a small gold vessel. 

‘I feared she would not like your wine, Olmec,’ purred the princess, 


‘ 
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brought some of mine, some I brought with me long ago from the shores of Lake 
Zuad — do you understand, Olmec?’ 

Beads of sweat stood out suddenly on Olmec’s brow. His muscles relaxed, and 
Valeria broke away and put the table between them. But though reason told her 
to dart from the room, some fascination she could not understand held her rigid, 
watching the scene. 

Tascela came toward the seated prince with a swaying, undulating walk that 
was mockery in itself. Her voice was soft, slurringly caressing, but her eyes 
gleamed. Her slim fingers stroked his beard lightly. 

“You are selfish, Olmec,’ she crooned, smiling. ‘You would keep our 
handsome guest to yourself, though you knew I wished to entertain her. You are 
much at fault, Olmec!’ 

The mask dropped for an instant; her eyes flashed, her face was contorted and 
with an appalling show of strength her hand locked convulsively in his beard and 
tore out a great handful. This evidence of unnatural strength was no more 
terrifying than the momentary baring of the hellish fury that raged under her 
bland exterior. 

Olmec lurched up with a roar, and stood swaying like a bear, his mighty hands 
clenching and unclenching. 

‘Slut!’ His booming voice filled the room. ‘Witch! She-devil! Tecuhltli should 
have slain you fifty years ago! Begone! I have endured too much from you! This 
white-skinned wench is mine! Get hence before I slay you!’ 

The princess laughed and dashed the blood-stained strands into his face. Her 
laughter was less merciful than the ring of flint on steel. 

‘Once you spoke otherwise, Olmec,’ she taunted. ‘Once, in your youth, you 
spoke words of love. Aye, you were my lover once, years ago, and because you 
loved me, you slept in my arms beneath the enchanted lotus — and thereby put 
into my hands the chains that enslaved you. You know you cannot withstand me. 
You know I have but to gaze into your eyes, with the mystic power a priest of 
Stygia taught me, long ago, and you are powerless. You remember the night 
beneath the black lotus that waved above us, stirred by no worldly breeze; you 
scent again the unearthly perfumes that stole and rose like a cloud about you to 
enslave you. You cannot fight against me. You are my slave as you were that 
night — as you shall be so long as you shall live, Olmec of Xuchotl!’ 

Her voice had sunk to a murmur like the rippling of a stream running through 
starlit darkness. She leaned close to the prince and spread her long tapering 
fingers upon his giant breast. His eyes glazed, his great hands fell limply to his 
sides. 

With a smile of cruel malice, Tascela lifted the vessel and placed it to his lips. 
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‘Drink!’ 

Mechanically the prince obeyed. And instantly the glaze passed from his eyes 
and they were flooded with fury, comprehension and an awful fear. His mouth 
gaped, but no sound issued. For an instant he reeled on buckling knees, and then 
fell in a sodden heap on the floor. 

His fall jolted Valeria out of her paralysis. She turned and sprang toward the 
door, but with a movement that would have shamed a leaping panther, Tascela 
was before her. Valeria struck at her with her clenched fist, and all the power of 
her supple body behind the blow. It would have stretched a man senseless on the 
floor. But with a lithe twist of her torso, Tascela avoided the blow and caught the 
pirate’s wrist. The next instant Valeria’s left hand was imprisoned, and holding 
her wrists together with one hand, Tascela calmly bound them with a cord she 
drew from her girdle. Valeria thought she had tasted the ultimate in humiliation 
already that night, but her shame at being manhandled by Olmec was nothing to 
the sensations that now shook her supple frame. Valeria had always been 
inclined to despise the other members of her sex; and it was overwhelming to 
encounter another woman who could handle her like a child. She scarcely 
resisted at all when Tascela forced her into a chair and drawing her bound wrists 
down between her knees, fastened them to the chair. 

Casually stepping over Olmec, Tascela walked to the bronze door and shot the 
bolt and threw it open, revealing a hallway without. 

‘Opening upon this hall,’ she remarked, speaking to her feminine captive for 
the first time, ‘there is a chamber which in old times was used as a torture room. 
When we retired into Tecuhltli, we brought most of the apparatus with us, but 
there was one piece too heavy to move. It is still in working order. I think it will 
be quite convenient now.’ 

An understanding flame of terror rose in Olmec’s eyes. Tascela strode back to 
him, bent and gripped him by the hair. 

‘He is only paralysed temporarily,’ she remarked conversationally. ‘He can 
hear, think, and feel — aye, he can feel very well indeed!’ 

With which sinister observation she started toward the door, dragging the giant 
bulk with an ease that made the pirate’s eyes dilate. She passed into the hall and 
moved down it without hesitation, presently disappearing with her captive into a 
chamber that opened into it, and whence shortly thereafter issued the clank of 
iron. 

Valeria swore softly and tugged vainly, with her legs braced against the chair. 
The cords that confined her were apparently unbreakable. 

Tascela presently returned alone; behind her a muffled groaning issued from 
the chamber. She closed the door but did not bolt it. Tascela was beyond the grip 
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of habit, as she was beyond the touch of other human instincts and emotions. 

Valeria sat dumbly, watching the woman in whose slim hands, the pirate 
realized, her destiny now rested. 

Tascela grasped her yellow locks and forced back her head, looking 
impersonally down into her face. But the glitter in her dark eyes was not 
impersonal. 

‘I have chosen you for a great honor,’ she said. ‘You shall restore the youth of 
Tascela. Oh, you stare at that! My appearance is that of youth, but through my 
veins creeps the sluggish chill of approaching age, as I have felt it a thousand 
times before. I am old, so old I do not remember my childhood. But I was a girl 
once, and a priest of Stygia loved me, and gave me the secret of immortality and 
youth everlasting. He died, then — some said by poison. But I dwelt in my palace 
by the shores of Lake Zuad and the passing years touched me not. So at last a 
king of Stygia desired me, and my people rebelled and brought me to this land. 
Olmec called me a princess. I am not of royal blood. I am greater than a 
princess. I am Tascela, whose youth your own glorious youth shall restore.’ 

Valeria’s tongue clove to the roof of her mouth. She sensed here a mystery 
darker than the degeneracy she had anticipated. 

The taller woman unbound the Aquilonian’s wrists and pulled her to her feet. It 
was not fear of the dominant strength that lurked in the princess’ limbs that made 
Valeria a helpless, quivering captive in her hands. It was the burning, hypnotic, 
terrible eyes of Tascela. 


7 He Comes from the Dark 


‘Well, I’m a Kushite!’ 

Conan glared down at the man on the iron rack. 

“What the devil are you doing on that thing?’ 

Incoherent sounds issued from behind the gag and Conan bent and tore it away, 
evoking a bellow of fear from the captive; for his action caused the iron ball to 
lurch down until it nearly touched the broad breast. 

‘Be careful, for Set’s sake!’ begged Olmec. 

“What for?’ demanded Conan. ‘Do you think I care what happens to you? I 
only wish I had time to stay here and watch that chunk of iron grind your guts 
out. But I’m in a hurry. Where’s Valeria?’ 

‘Loose me!’ urged Olmec. ‘I will tell you all!’ 

“Tell me first.’ 
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‘Never!’ The prince’s heavy jaws set stubbornly. 

‘All right.’ Conan seated himself on a near-by bench. ‘I’ll find her myself, after 
you’ve been reduced to a jelly. I believe I can speed up that process by twisting 
my sword-point around in your ear,’ he added, extending the weapon 
experimentally. 

‘Wait!’ Words came in a rush from the captive’s ashy lips. ‘Tascela took her 
from me. I’ve never been anything but a puppet in Tascela’s hands.’ 

“Tascela?’ snorted Conan, and spat. ‘Why, the filthy—’ 

‘No, no!’ panted Olmec. ‘It’s worse than you think. Tascela is old — centuries 
old. She renews her life and her youth by the sacrifice of beautiful young 
women. That’s one thing that has reduced the clan to its present state. She will 
draw the essence of Valeria’s life into her own body, and bloom with fresh vigor 
and beauty.’ 

‘Are the doors locked?’ asked Conan, thumbing his sword edge. 

‘Aye! But I know a way to get into Tecuhltli. Only Tascela and I know, and 
she thinks me helpless and you slain. Free me and I swear I will help you rescue 
Valeria. Without my help you cannot win into Techultli; for even if you tortured 
me into revealing the secret, you couldn’t work it. Let me go and we will steal 
on Tascela and kill her before she can work magic — before she can fix her eyes 
on us. A knife thrown from behind will do the work. I should have killed her 
thus long ago, but I feared that without her to aid us the Xotalancas would 
overcome us. She needed my help, too; that’s the only reason she let me live this 
long. Now neither needs the other, and one must die. I swear that when we have 
slain the witch, you and Valeria shall go free without harm. My people will obey 
me when Tascela is dead.’ 

Conan stooped and cut the ropes that held the prince, and Olmec slid 
cautiously from under the great ball and rose, shaking his head like a bull and 
muttering imprecations as he fingered his lacerated scalp. Standing shoulder to 
shoulder the two men presented a formidable picture of primitive power. Olmec 
was as tall as Conan, and heavier; but there was something repellent about the 
Tlazitlan, something abysmal and monstrous that contrasted unfavorably with 
the clean-cut, compact hardness of the Cimmerian. Conan had discarded the 
remnants of his tattered, blood-soaked shirt, and stood with his remarkable 
muscular development impressively revealed. His great shoulders were as broad 
as those of Olmec, and more cleanly outlined, and his huge breast arched with a 
more impressive sweep to a hard waist that lacked the paunchy thickness of 
Olmec’s midsection. He might have been an image of primal strength cut out of 
bronze. Olmec was darker, but not from the burning of the sun. If Conan was a 
figure out of the dawn of Time, Olmec was a shambling, somber shape from the 
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darkness of Time’s pre-dawn. 

‘Lead on,’ demanded Conan. ‘And keep ahead of me. I don’t trust you any 
farther than I can throw a bull by the tail.’ 

Olmec turned and stalked on ahead of him, one hand twitching slightly as it 
plucked at his matted beard. 

Olmec did not lead Conan back to the bronze door, which the prince naturally 
supposed Tascela had locked, but to a certain chamber on the border of 
Tecuhltli. 

‘This secret has been guarded for half a century,’ he said. ‘Not even our own 
clan knew of it, and the Xotalancas never learned. Tecuhltli himself built this 
secret entrance, afterward slaying the slaves who did the work; for he feared that 
he might find himself locked out of his own kingdom some day because of the 
spite of Tascela, whose passion for him soon changed to hate. But she 
discovered the secret, and barred the hidden door against him one day as he fled 
back from an unsuccessful raid, and the Xotalancas took him and flayed him. 
But once, spying upon her, I saw her enter Tecuhltli by this route, and so learned 
the secret.’ 

He pressed upon a gold ornament in the wall, and a panel swung inward, 
disclosing an ivory stair leading upward. 

‘This stair is built within the wall,’ said Olmec. ‘It leads up to a tower upon the 
roof, and thence other stairs wind down to the various chambers. Hasten!’ 

‘After you, comrade!’ retorted Conan satirically, swaying his broadsword as he 
spoke, and Olmec shrugged his shoulders and stepped onto the staircase. Conan 
instantly followed him, and the door shut behind them. Far above a cluster of 
fire-jewels made the staircase a well of dusky dragon-light. 

They mounted until Conan estimated that they were above the level of the 
fourth floor, and then came out into a cylindrical tower, in the domed roof of 
which was set the bunch of fire-jewels that lighted the stair. Through gold-barred 
windows, set with unbreakable crystal panes, the first windows he had seen in 
Xuchotl, Conan got a glimpse of high ridges, domes and more towers, looming 
darkly against the stars. He was looking across the roofs of Xuchotl. 

Olmec did not look through the windows. He hurried down one of the several 
stairs that wound down from the tower, and when they had descended a few feet, 
this stair changed into a narrow corridor that wound tortuously on for some 
distance. It ceased at a steep flight of steps leading downward. There Olmec 
paused. 

Up from below, muffled, but unmistakable, welled a woman’s scream, edged 
with fright, fury and shame. And Conan recognized Valeria’s voice. 

In the swift rage roused by that cry, and the amazement of wondering what 
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peril could wring such a shriek from Valeria’s reckless lips, Conan forgot 
Olmec. He pushed past the prince and started down the stair. Awakening instinct 
brought him about again, just as Olmec struck with his great mallet-like fist. The 
blow, fierce and silent, was aimed at the base of Conan’s brain. But the 
Cimmerian wheeled in time to receive the buffet on the side of his neck instead. 
The impact would have snapped the vertebrae of a lesser man. As it was, Conan 
swayed backward, but even as he reeled he dropped his sword, useless at such 
close quarters, and grasped Olmec’s extended arm, dragging the prince with him 
as he fell. Headlong they went down the steps together, in a revolving whirl of 
limbs and heads and bodies. And as they went Conan’s iron fingers found and 
locked in Olmec’s bull-throat. 

The barbarian’s neck and shoulder felt numb from the sledge-like impact of 
Olmec’s huge fist, which had carried all the strength of the massive forearm, 
thick triceps and great shoulder. But this did not affect his ferocity to any 
appreciable extent. Like a bulldog he hung on grimly, shaken and battered and 
beaten against the steps as they rolled, until at last they struck an ivory panel- 
door at the bottom with such an impact that they splintered it its full length and 
crashed through its ruins. But Olmec was already dead, for those iron fingers had 
crushed out his life and broken his neck as they fell. 

Conan rose, shaking the splinters from his great shoulder, blinking blood and 
dust out of his eyes. 

He was in the great throneroom. There were fifteen people in that room besides 
himself. The first person he saw was Valeria. A curious black altar stood before 
the throne-dais. Ranged about it, seven black candles in golden candlesticks sent 
up oozing spirals of thick green smoke, disturbingly scented. These spirals 
united in a cloud near the ceiling, forming a smoky arch above the altar. On that 
altar lay Valeria, stark naked, her white flesh gleaming in shocking contrast to 
the glistening ebon stone. She was not bound. She lay at full length, her arms 
stretched out above her head to their fullest extent. At the head of the altar knelt 
a young man, holding her wrists firmly. A young woman knelt at the other end 
of the altar, grasping her ankles. Between them she could neither rise nor move. 

Eleven men and women of Tecuhltli knelt dumbly in a semicircle, watching 
the scene with hot, lustful eyes. 

On the ivory throne-seat Tascela lolled. Bronze bowls of incense rolled their 
spirals about her; the wisps of smoke curled about her naked limbs like caressing 
fingers. She could not sit still; she squirmed and shifted about with sensuous 
abandon, as if finding pleasure in the contact of the smooth ivory with her sleek 
flesh. 

The crash of the door as it broke beneath the impact of the hurtling bodies 
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caused no change in the scene. The kneeling men and women merely glanced 
incuriously at the corpse of their prince and at the man who rose from the ruins 
of the door, then swung their eyes greedily back to the writhing white shape on 
the black altar. Tascela looked insolently at him, and sprawled back on her seat, 
laughing mockingly. 

‘Slut!’ Conan saw red. His hands clenched into iron hammers as he started for 
her. With his first step something clanged loudly and steel bit savagely into his 
leg. He stumbled and almost fell, checked in his headlong stride. The jaws of an 
iron trap had closed on his leg, with teeth that sank deep and held. Only the 
ridged muscles of his calf saved the bone from being splintered. The accursed 
thing had sprung out of the smoldering floor without warning. He saw the slots 
now, in the floor where the jaws had lain, perfectly camouflaged. 

‘Fool!’ laughed Tascela. ‘Did you think I would not guard against your 
possible return? Every door in this chamber is guarded by such traps. Stand there 
and watch now, while I fulfill the destiny of your handsome friend! Then I will 
decide your own.’ 

Conan’s hand instinctively sought his belt, only to encounter an empty 
scabbard. His sword was on the stair behind him. His poniard was lying back in 
the forest, where the dragon had torn it from his jaw. The steel teeth in his leg 
were like burning coals, but the pain was not as savage as the fury that seethed in 
his soul. He was trapped, like a wolf. If he had had his sword he would have 
hewn off his leg and crawled across the floor to slay Tascela. Valeria’s eyes 
rolled toward him with mute appeal, and his own helplessness sent red waves of 
madness surging through his brain. 

Dropping on the knee of his free leg, he strove to get his fingers between the 
jaws of the trap, to tear them apart by sheer strength. Blood started from beneath 
his finger nails, but the jaws fitted close about his leg in a circle whose segments 
jointed perfectly, contracted until there was no space between his mangled flesh 
and the fanged iron. The sight of Valeria’s naked body added flame to the fire of 
his rage. 

Tascela ignored him. Rising languidly from her seat she swept the ranks of her 
subjects with a searching glance, and asked: ‘Where are Xamec, Zlanath and 
Tachic?’ 

“They did not return from the catacombs, princess,’ answered a man. ‘Like the 
rest of us, they bore the bodies of the slain into the crypts, but they have not 
returned. Perhaps the ghost of Tolkemec took them.’ 

‘Be silent, fool!’ she ordered harshly. “The ghost is a myth.’ 

She came down from her dais, playing with a thin gold-hilted dagger. Her eyes 
burmed like nothing on the hither side of hell. She paused beside the altar and 
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spoke in the tense stillness. 

“Your life shall make me young, white woman!’ she said. ‘I shall lean upon 
your bosom and place my lips over yours, and slowly — ah, slowly! — sink this 
blade through your heart, so that your life, fleeing your stiffening body, shall 
enter mine, making me bloom again with youth and with life everlasting!’ 

Slowly, like a serpent arching toward its victim, she bent down through the 
writhing smoke, closer and closer over the now motionless woman who stared 
up into her glowing dark eyes — eyes that grew larger and deeper, blazing like 
black moons in the swirling smoke. 

The kneeling people gripped their hands and held their breath, tense for the 
bloody climax, and the only sound was Conan’s fierce panting as he strove to 
tear his leg from the trap. 

All eyes were glued to the altar and the white figure there; the crash of a 
thunderbolt could hardly have broken the spell, yet it was only a low cry that 
shattered the fixity of the scene and brought all whirling about — a low cry, yet 
one to make the hair stand up stiffly on the scalp. They looked, and they saw. 

Framed in the door to the left of the dais stood a nightmare figure. It was a 
man, with a tangle of white hair and a matted white beard that fell over his 
breast. Rags only partly covered his gaunt frame, revealing half-naked limbs 
strangely unnatural in appearance. The skin was not like that of a normal human. 
There was a suggestion of scaliness about it, as if the owner had dwelt long 
under conditions almost antithetical to those conditions under which human life 
ordinarily thrives. And there was nothing at all human about the eyes that blazed 
from the tangle of white hair. They were great gleaming disks that stared 
unwinkingly, luminous, whitish, and without a hint of normal emotion or sanity. 
The mouth gaped, but no coherent words issued — only a high-pitched tittering. 

“Tolkemec!’ whispered Tascela, livid, while the others crouched in speechless 
horror. ‘No myth, then, no ghost! Set! You have dwelt for twelve years in 
darkness! Twelve years among the bones of the dead! What grisly food did you 
find? What mad travesty of life did you live, in the stark blackness of that eternal 
night? I see now why Xamec and Zlanath and Tachic did not return from the 
catacombs — and never will return. But why have you waited so long to strike? 
Were you seeking something, in the pits? Some secret weapon you knew was 
hidden there? And have you found it at last?’ 

That hideous tittering was Tolkemec’s only reply, as he bounded into the room 
with a long leap that carried him over the secret trap before the door — by 
chance, or by some faint recollection of the ways of Xuchotl. He was not mad, as 
a man is mad. He had dwelt apart from humanity so long that he was no longer 
human. Only an unbroken thread of memory embodied in hate and the urge for 
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vengeance had connected him with the humanity from which he had been cut 
off, and held him lurking near the people he hated. Only that thin string had kept 
him from racing and prancing off for ever into the black corridors and realms of 
the subterranean world he had discovered, long ago. 

“You sought something hidden!’ whispered Tascela, cringing back. ‘And you 
have found it! You remember the feud! After all these years of blackness, you 
remember!’ 

For in the lean hand of Tolkemec now waved a curious jade-hued wand, on the 
end of which glowed a knob of crimson shaped like a pomegranate. She sprang 
aside as he thrust it out like a spear, and a beam of crimson fire lanced from the 
pomegranate. It missed Tascela, but the woman holding Valeria’s ankles was in 
the way. It smote between her shoulders. There was a sharp crackling sound and 
the ray of fire flashed from her bosom and struck the black altar, with a snapping 
of blue sparks. The woman toppled sidewise, shriveling and withering like a 
mummy even as she fell. 

Valeria rolled from the altar on the other side, and started for the opposite wall 
on all fours. For hell had burst loose in the throneroom of dead Olmec. 

The man who had held Valeria’s hands was the next to die. He turned to run, 
but before he had taken half a dozen steps, Tolkemec, with an agility appalling 
in such a frame, bounded around to a position that placed the man between him 
and the altar. Again the red fire-beam flashed and the Tecuhltli rolled lifeless to 
the floor as the beam completed its course with a burst of blue sparks against the 
altar. 

Then began slaughter. Screaming insanely the people rushed about the 
chamber, caroming from one another, stumbling and falling. And among them 
Tolkemec capered and pranced, dealing death. They could not escape by the 
doors; for apparently the metal of the portals served like the metal-veined stone 
altar to complete the circuit for whatever hellish power flashed like thunderbolts 
from the witch-wand the ancient waved in his hand. When he caught a man or a 
woman between him and a door or the altar, that one died instantly. He chose no 
special victim. He took them as they came, with his rags flapping about his 
wildly gyrating limbs, and the gusty echoes of his tittering sweeping the room 
above the screams. And bodies fell like falling leaves about the altar and at the 
doors. One warrior in desperation rushed at him, lifting a dagger, only to fall 
before he could strike. But the rest were like crazed cattle, with no thought for 
resistance, and no chance of escape. 

The last Tecuhltli except Tascela had fallen when the princess reached the 
Cimmerian and the girl who had taken refuge beside him. Tascela bent and 
touched the floor, pressing a design upon it. Instantly the iron jaws released the 
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bleeding limb and sank back into the floor. 

‘Slay him if you can!’ she panted, and pressed a heavy knife into his hand. ‘I 
have no magic to withstand him!’ 

With a grunt he sprang before the women, not heeding his lacerated leg in the 
heat of the fighting-lust. Tolkemec was coming toward him, his weird eyes 
ablaze, but he hesitated at the gleam of the knife in Conan’s hand. Then began a 
grim game, as Tolkemec sought to circle about Conan and get the barbarian 
between him and the altar or a metal door, while Conan sought to avoid this and 
drive home his knife. The women watched tensely, holding their breath. 

There was no sound except the rustle and scrape of quick-shifting feet. 
Tolkemec pranced and capered no more. He realized that grimmer game 
confronted him than the people who had died screaming and fleeing. In the 
elemental blaze of the barbarian’s eyes he read an intent deadly as his own. Back 
and forth they weaved, and when one moved the other moved as if invisible 
threads bound them together. But all the time Conan was getting closer and 
closer to his enemy. Already the coiled muscles of his thighs were beginning to 
flex for a spring, when Valeria cried out. For a fleeting instant a bronze door was 
in line with Conan’s moving body. The red line leaped, searing Conan’s flank as 
he twisted aside, and even as he shifted he hurled the knife. Old Tolkemec went 
down, truly slain at last, the hilt vibrating on his breast. 

Tascela sprang — not toward Conan, but toward the wand where it shimmered 
like a live thing on the floor. But as she leaped, so did Valeria, with a dagger 
snatched from a dead man, and the blade, driven with all the power of the 
pirate’s muscles, impaled the princess of Tecuhltli so that the point stood out 
between her breasts. Tascela screamed once and fell dead, and Valeria spurned 
the body with her heel as it fell. 

‘I had to do that much, for my own self-respect!’ panted Valeria, facing Conan 
across the limp corpse. 

‘Well, this cleans up the feud,’ he grunted. ‘It’s been a hell of a night! Where 
did these people keep their food? I’m hungry.’ 

“You need a bandage on that leg,’ Valeria ripped a length of silk from a 
hanging and knotted it about her waist, then tore off some smaller strips which 
she bound efficiently about the barbarian’s lacerated limb. 

‘IT can walk on it,’ he assured her. ‘Let’s begone. It’s dawn, outside this infernal 
city. ve had enough of Xuchotl. It’s well the breed exterminated itself. I don’t 
want any of their accursed jewels. They might be haunted.’ 

‘There is enough clean loot in the world for you and me,’ she said, 
straightening to stand tall and splendid before him. 

The old blaze came back in his eyes, and this time she did not resist as he 
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caught her fiercely in his arms. 
‘It’s a long way to the coast,’ she said presently, withdrawing her lips from his. 
“What matter?’ he laughed. ‘There’s nothing we can’t conquer. We’ ll have our 
feet on a ship’s deck before the Stygians open their ports for the trading season. 
And then we’|l show the world what plundering means!’ 
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THE HOUR OF THE DRAGON 


The Lion Banner sways and falls in the horror-haunted gloom; 

A scarlet Dragon rustles by, borne on winds of doom. 

In heaps the shining horsemen lie, where the thrusting lances break, 
And deep in the haunted mountains, the lost, black gods awake. 
Dead hands grope in the shadows, the stars turn pale with fright, 
For this is the Dragon’s Hour, the triumph of Fear and Night. 


6194 XRN 


THE HOUR OF THE DRAGON 


1 O Sleeper, Awake! 


Tue tone rarers rucxereo, Sending the black shadows wavering along the walls, and the 
velvet tapestries rippled. Yet there was no wind in the chamber. Four men stood 
about the ebony table on which lay the green sarcophagus that gleamed like 
carven jade. In the upraised right hand of each man a curious black candle 
bumed with a weird greenish light. Outside was night and a lost wind moaning 
among the black trees. 

Inside the chamber was tense silence, and the wavering of the shadows, while 
four pairs of eyes, burning with intensity, were fixed on the long green case 
across which cryptic hieroglyphics writhed, as if lent life and movement by the 
unsteady light. The man at the foot of the sarcophagus leaned over it and moved 
his candle as if he were writing with a pen, inscribing a mystic symbol in the air. 
Then he set down the candle in its black gold stick at the foot of the case, and, 
mumbling some formula unintelligible to his companions, he thrust a broad 
white hand into his fur-trimmed robe. When he brought it forth again it was as if 
he cupped in his palm a ball of living fire. 

The other three drew in their breath sharply, and the dark, powerful man who 
stood at the head of the sarcophagus whispered: “The Heart of Ahriman!’ The 
other lifted a quick hand for silence. Somewhere a dog began howling dolefully, 
and a stealthy step padded outside the barred and bolted door. But none looked 
aside from the mummy-case over which the man in the ermine-trimmed robe 
was now moving the great flaming jewel while he muttered an incantation that 
was old when Atlantis sank. The glare of the gem dazzled their eyes, so that they 
could not be sure of what they saw; but with a splintering crash, the carven lid of 
the sarcophagus burst outward as if from some irresistible pressure applied from 
within, and the four men, bending eagerly forward, saw the occupant — a 
huddled, withered, wizened shape, with dried brown limbs like dead wood 
showing through moldering bandages. 

‘Bring that thing back?’ muttered the small dark man who stood on the right, 
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with a short sardonic laugh. ‘It is ready to crumble at a touch. We are fools—’ 

‘Shhh!’ It was an urgent hiss of command from the large man who held the 
jewel. Perspiration stood upon his broad white forehead and his eyes were 
dilated. He leaned forward, and, without touching the thing with his hand, laid 
on the breast of the mummy the blazing jewel. Then he drew back and watched 
with fierce intensity, his lips moving in soundless invocation. 

It was as if a globe of living fire flickered and burned on the dead, withered 
bosom. And breath sucked in, hissing, through the clenched teeth of the 
watchers. For as they watched, an awful transmutation became apparent. The 
withered shape in the sarcophagus was expanding, was growing, lengthening. 
The bandages burst and fell into brown dust. The shriveled limbs swelled, 
straightened. Their dusky hue began to fade. 

‘By Mitra!’ whispered the tall, yellow-haired man on the left. ‘He was not a 
Stygian. That part at least was true.’ 

Again a trembling finger warned for silence. The hound outside was no longer 
howling. He whimpered, as with an evil dream, and then that sound, too, died 
away in silence, in which the yellow-haired man plainly heard the straining of 
the heavy door, as if something outside pushed powerfully upon it. He half 
turned, his hand at his sword, but the man in the ermine robe hissed an urgent 
warning: ‘Stay! Do not break the chain! And on your life do not go to the door!’ 

The yellow-haired man shrugged and turned back, and then he stopped short, 
staring. In the jade sarcophagus lay a living man: a tall, lusty man, naked, white 
of skin, and dark of hair and beard. He lay motionless, his eyes wide open, and 
blank and unknowing as a newborn babe’s. On his breast the great jewel 
smoldered and sparkled. 

The man in ermine reeled as if from some let-down of extreme tension. 

‘Ishtar!’ he gasped. ‘It is Xaltotun! — and he lives! Valerius! Tarascus! 
Amalric! Do you see? Do you see? You doubted me — but I have not failed! We 
have been close to the open gates of hell this night, and the shapes of darkness 
have gathered close about us — aye, they followed him to the very door — but we 
have brought the great magician back to life.’ 

‘And damned our souls to purgatories everlasting, I doubt not,’ muttered the 
small, dark man, Tarascus. 

The yellow-haired man, Valerius, laughed harshly. 

‘What purgatory can be worse than life itself? So we are all damned together 
from birth. Besides, who would not sell his miserable soul for a throne?’ 

‘There is no intelligence in his stare, Orastes,’ said the large man. 

‘He has long been dead,’ answered Orastes. ‘He is as one newly awakened. His 
mind is empty after the long sleep — nay, he was dead, not sleeping. We brought 
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his spirit back over the voids and gulfs of night and oblivion. I will speak to 
him.’ 

He bent over the foot of the sarcophagus, and fixing his gaze on the wide dark 
eyes of the man within, he said, slowly: ‘Awake, Xaltotun!’ 

The lips of the man moved mechanically. ‘Xaltotun!’ he repeated in a groping 
whisper. 

‘You are Xaltotun!’ exclaimed Orastes, like a hypnotist driving home his 
suggestions. ‘You are Xaltotun of Python, in Acheron.’ 

A dim flame flickered in the dark eyes. 

‘I was Xaltotun,’ he whispered. ‘I am dead.’ 

“You are Xaltotun!’ cried Orastes. “You are not dead! You live!’ 

‘I am Xaltotun,’ came the eery whisper. ‘But I am dead. In my house in 
Khemi, in Stygia, there I died.’ 

‘And the priests who poisoned you mummified your body with their dark arts, 
keeping all your organs intact!’ exclaimed Orastes. ‘But now you live again! The 
Heart of Ahriman has restored your life, drawn your spirit back from space and 
eternity.’ 

‘The Heart of Ahriman!’ The flame of remembrance grew stronger. ‘The 
barbarians stole it from me!’ 

‘He remembers,’ muttered Orastes. ‘Lift him from the case.’ 

The others obeyed hesitantly, as if reluctant to touch the man they had 
recreated, and they seemed not easier in their minds when they felt firm 
muscular flesh, vibrant with blood and life, beneath their fingers. But they lifted 
him upon the table, and Orastes clothed him in a curious dark velvet robe, 
splashed with gold stars and crescent moons, and fastened a cloth-of-gold fillet 
about his temples, confining the black wavy locks that fell to his shoulders. He 
let them do as they would, saying nothing, not even when they set him in a 
carven throne-like chair with a high ebony back and wide silver arms, and feet 
like golden claws. He sat there motionless, and slowly intelligence grew in his 
dark eyes and made them deep and strange and luminous. It was as if long- 
sunken witchlights floated slowly up through midnight pools of darkness. 

Orastes cast a furtive glance at his companions, who stood staring in morbid 
fascination at their strange guest. Their iron nerves had withstood an ordeal that 
might have driven weaker men mad. He knew it was with no weaklings that he 
conspired, but men whose courage was as profound as their lawless ambitions 
and capacity for evil. He tumed his attention to the figure in the ebon-black 
chair. And this one spoke at last. 

‘I remember,’ he said in a strong, resonant voice, speaking Nemedian with a 
curious, archaic accent. ‘I am Xaltotun, who was high priest of Set in Python, 
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which was in Acheron. The Heart of Ahriman — I dreamed I had found it again — 
where is it?’ 

Orastes placed it in his hand, and he drew breath deeply as he gazed into the 
depths of the terrible jewel burning in his grasp. 

‘They stole it from me, long ago,’ he said. “The red heart of the night it is, 
strong to save or to damn. It came from afar, and from long ago. While I held it, 
none could stand before me. But it was stolen from me, and Acheron fell, and I 
fled an exile into dark Stygia. Much I remember, but much I have forgotten. I 
have been in a far land, across misty voids and gulfs and unlit oceans. What is 
the year?’ 

Orastes answered him. ‘It is the waning of the Year of the Lion, three thousand 
years after the fall of Acheron.’ 

“Three thousand years!’ murmured the other. ‘So long? Who are you?’ 

‘I am Orastes, once a priest of Mitra. This man is Amalric, baron of Tor, in 
Nemedia; this other is Tarascus, younger brother of the king of Nemedia; and 
this tall man is Valerius, rightful heir of the throne of Aquilonia.’ 

“Why have you given me life?’ demanded Xaltotun. ‘What do you require of 
me?’ 

The man was now fully alive and awake, his keen eyes reflecting the working 
of an unclouded brain. There was no hesitation or uncertainty in his manner. He 
came directly to the point, as one who knows that no man gives something for 
nothing. Orastes met him with equal candor. 

“We have opened the doors of hell this night to free your soul and return it to 
your body because we need your aid. We wish to place Tarascus on the throne of 
Nemedia, and to win for Valerius the crown of Aquilonia. With your 
necromancy you can aid us.’ 

Xaltotun’s mind was devious and full of unexpected slants. 

“You must be deep in the arts yourself, Orastes, to have been able to restore my 
life. How is it that a priest of Mitra knows of the Heart of Ahriman, and the 
incantations of Skelos?’ 

‘I am no longer a priest of Mitra,’ answered Orastes. ‘I was cast forth from my 
order because of my delving in black magic. But for Amalric there I might have 
been burned as a magician. 

‘But that left me free to pursue my studies. I journeyed in Zamora, in Vendhya, 
in Stygia, and among the haunted jungles of Khitai. I read the iron-bound books 
of Skelos, and talked with unseen creatures in deep wells, and faceless shapes in 
black reeking jungles. I obtained a glimpse of your sarcophagus in the demon- 
haunted crypts below the black giant-walled temple of Set in the hinterlands of 
Stygia, and I learned of the arts that would bring back life to your shriveled 
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corpse. From moldering manuscripts I learned of the Heart of Ahriman. Then for 
a year I sought its hiding-place, and at last I found it.’ 

‘Then why trouble to bring me back to life?’ demanded Xaltotun, with his 
piercing gaze fixed on the priest. ‘Why did you not employ the Heart to further 
your Own power?’ 

‘Because no man today knows the secrets of the Heart,’ answered Orastes. 
‘Not even in legends live the arts by which to loose its full powers. I knew it 
could restore life; of its deeper secrets I am ignorant. I merely used it to bring 
you back to life. It is the use of your knowledge we seek. As for the Heart, you 
alone know its awful secrets.’ 

Xaltotun shook his head, staring broodingly into the flaming depths. 

‘My necromantic knowledge is greater than the sum of all the knowledge of 
other men,’ he said; ‘yet I do not know the full power of the jewel. I did not 
invoke it in the old days; I guarded it lest it be used against me. At last it was 
stolen, and in the hands of a feathered shaman of the barbarians it defeated all 
my mighty sorcery. Then it vanished, and I was poisoned by the jealous priests 
of Stygia before I could learn where it was hidden.’ 

‘It was hidden in a cavern below the temple of Mitra, in Tarantia,’ said 
Orastes. ‘By devious ways I discovered this, after I had located your remains in 
Set’s subterranean temple in Stygia. 

‘Zamorian thieves, partly protected by spells I learned from sources better left 
unmentioned, stole your mummy-case from under the very talons of those which 
guarded it in the dark, and by camel-caravan and galley and ox-wagon it came at 
last to this city. 

‘Those same thieves — or rather those of them who still lived after their 
frightful quest — stole the Heart of Ahriman from its haunted cavern below the 
temple of Mitra, and all the skill of men and the spells of sorcerers nearly failed. 
One man of them lived long enough to reach me and give the jewel into my 
hands, before he died slavering and gibbering of what he had seen in that 
accursed crypt. The thieves of Zamora are the most faithful of men to their trust. 
Even with my conjurements, none but they could have stolen the Heart from 
where it has lain in demon-guarded darkness since the fall of Acheron, three 
thousand years ago.’ 

Xaltotun lifted his lion-like head and stared far off into space, as if plumbing 
the lost centuries. 

‘Three thousand years!’ he muttered. ‘Set! Tell me what has chanced in the 
world.’ 

‘The barbarians who overthrew Acheron set up new kingdoms,’ quoted 
Orastes. ‘Where the empire had stretched now rose realms called Aquilonia, and 
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Nemedia, and Argos, from the tribes that founded them. The older kingdoms of 
Ophir, Corinthia and western Koth, which had been subject to the kings of 
Acheron, regained their independence with the fall of the empire.’ 

‘And what of the people of Acheron?’ demanded Xaltotun. ‘When I fled into 
Stygia, Python was in ruins, and all the great, purple-towered cities of Acheron 
fouled with blood and trampled by the sandals of the barbarians.’ 

‘In the hills small groups of folk still boast descent from Acheron,’ answered 
Orastes. ‘For the rest, the tide of my barbarian ancestors rolled over them and 
wiped them out. They — my ancestors — had suffered much from the kings of 
Acheron.’ 

A grim and terrible smile curled the Pythonian’s lips. 

‘Aye! Many a barbarian, both man and woman, died screaming on the altar 
under this hand. I have seen their heads piled to make a pyramid in the great 
square in Python when the kings returned from the west with their spoils and 
naked captives.’ 

‘Aye. And when the day of reckoning came, the sword was not spared. So 
Acheron ceased to be, and purple-towered Python became a memory of 
forgotten days. But the younger kingdoms rose on the imperial ruins and waxed 
great. And now we have brought you back to aid us to rule these kingdoms, 
which, if less strange and wonderful than Acheron of old, are yet rich and 
powerful, well worth fighting for. Look!’ Orastes unrolled before the stranger a 
map drawn cunningly on vellum. 

Xaltotun regarded it, and then shook his head, baffled. 

“The very outlines of the land are changed. It is like some familiar thing seen in 
a dream, fantastically distorted.’ 

“‘Howbeit,’ answered Orastes, tracing with his forefinger, ‘here is Belverus, the 
capital of Nemedia, in which we now are. Here run the boundaries of the land of 
Nemedia. To the south and southeast are Ophir and Corinthia, to the east 
Brythunia, to the west Aquilonia.’ 

‘It is the map of a world I do not know,’ said Xaltotun softly, but Orastes did 
not miss the lurid fire of hate that flickered in his dark eyes. 

‘It is a map you shall help us change,’ answered Orastes. ‘It is our desire first 
to set Tarascus on the throne of Nemedia. We wish to accomplish this without 
strife, and in such a way that no suspicion will rest on Tarascus. We do not wish 
the land to be torn by civil wars, but to reserve all our power for the conquest of 
Aquilonia. 

‘Should King Nimed and his sons die naturally, in a plague for instance, 
Tarascus would mount the throne as the next heir, peacefully and unopposed.’ 

Xaltotun nodded, without replying, and Orastes continued. 
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‘The other task will be more difficult. We cannot set Valerius on the 
Aquilonian throne without a war, and that kingdom is a formidable foe. Its 
people are a hardy, war-like race, toughened by continual wars with the Picts, 
Zingarians and Cimmerians. For five hundred years Aquilonia and Nemedia 
have intermittently waged war, and the ultimate advantage has always lain with 
the Aquilonians. 

‘Their present king is the most renowned warrior among the western nations. 
He is an outlander, an adventurer who seized the crown by force during a time of 
civil strife, strangling King Namedides with his own hands, upon the very 
throne. His name is Conan, and no man can stand before him in battle. 

“Valerius is now the rightful heir of the throne. He had been driven into exile 
by his royal kinsman, Namedides, and has been away from his native realm for 
years, but he is of the blood of the old dynasty, and many of the barons would 
secretly hail the overthrow of Conan, who is a nobody without royal or even 
noble blood. But the common people are loyal to him, and the nobility of the 
outlying provinces. Yet if his forces were overthrown in the battle that must first 
take place, and Conan himself slain, I think it would not be difficult to put 
Valerius on the throne. Indeed, with Conan slain, the only center of the 
government would be gone. He is not part of a dynasty, but only a lone 
adventurer.’ 

‘I wish that I might see this king,’ mused Xaltotun, glancing toward a silvery 
mirror which formed one of the panels of the wall. This mirror cast no reflection, 
but Xaltotun’s expression showed that he understood its purpose, and Orastes 
nodded with the pride a good craftsman takes in the recognition of his 
accomplishments by a master of his craft. 

‘I will try to show him to you,’ he said. And seating himself before the mirror, 
he gazed hypnotically into its depths, where presently a dim shadow began to 
take shape. 

It was uncanny, but those watching knew it was no more than the reflected 
image of Orastes’ thought, embodied in that mirror as a wizard’s thoughts are 
embodied in a magic crystal. It floated hazily, then leaped into startling clarity — 
a tall man, mightily shouldered and deep of chest, with a massive corded neck 
and heavily muscled limbs. He was clad in silk and velvet, with the royal lions 
of Aquilonia worked in gold upon his rich jupon, and the crown of Aquilonia 
shone on his square-cut black mane; but the great sword at his side seemed more 
natural to him than the regal accouterments. His brow was low and broad, his 
eyes a volcanic blue that smoldered as if with some inner fire. His dark, scarred, 
almost sinister face was that of a fighting-man, and his velvet garments could not 
conceal the hard, dangerous lines of his limbs. 
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‘That man is no Hyborian!’ exclaimed Xaltotun. 

‘No; he is a Cimmerian, one of those wild tribesmen who dwell in the gray 
hills of the north.’ 

‘I fought his ancestors of old,’ muttered Xaltotun. ‘Not even the kings of 
Acheron could conquer them.’ 

“They still remain a terror to the nations of the south,’ answered Orastes. ‘He is 
a true son of that savage race, and has proved himself, thus far, unconquerable.’ 

Xaltotun did not reply; he sat staring down at the pool of living fire that 
shimmered in his hand. Outside, the hound howled again, long and shudderingly. 


2 A Black Wind Blows 


The year of the dragon had birth in war and pestilence and unrest. The black 
plague stalked through the streets of Belverus, striking down the merchant in his 
stall, the serf in his kennel, the knight at his banquet board. Before it the arts of 
the leeches were helpless. Men said it had been sent from hell as punishment for 
the sins of pride and lust. It was swift and deadly as the stroke of an adder. The 
victim’s body tured purple and then black, and within a few minutes he sank 
down dying, and the stench of his own putrefaction was in his nostrils even 
before death wrenched his soul from his rotting body. A hot, roaring wind blew 
incessantly from the south, and the crops withered in the fields, the cattle sank 
and died in their tracks. 

Men cried out on Mitra, and muttered against the king; for somehow, 
throughout the kingdom, the word was whispered that the king was secretly 
addicted to loathsome practises and foul debauches in the seclusion of his 
nighted palace. And then in that palace death stalked grinning on feet about 
which swirled the monstrous vapors of the plague. In one night the king died 
with his three sons, and the drums that thundered their dirge drowned the grim 
and ominous bells that rang from the carts that lumbered through the streets 
gathering up the rotting dead. 

That night, just before dawn, the hot wind that had blown for weeks ceased to 
rustle evilly through the silken window curtains. Out of the north rose a great 
wind that roared among the towers, and there was cataclysmic thunder, and 
blinding sheets of lightning, and driving rain. But the dawn shone clean and 
green and clear; the scorched ground veiled itself in grass, the thirsty crops 
sprang up anew, and the plague was gone — its miasma swept clean out of the 
land by the mighty wind. 
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Men said the gods were satisfied because the evil king and his spawn were 
slain, and when his young brother Tarascus was crowned in the great coronation 
hall, the populace cheered until the towers rocked, acclaiming the monarch on 
whom the gods smiled. 

Such a wave of enthusiasm and rejoicing as swept the land is frequently the 
signal for a war of conquest. So no one was surprised when it was announced 
that King Tarascus had declared the truce made by the late king with their 
western neighbors void, and was gathering his hosts to invade Aquilonia. His 
reason was candid; his motives, loudly proclaimed, gilded his actions with 
something of the glamor of a crusade. He espoused the cause of Valerius, 
‘rightful heir to the throne’; he came, he proclaimed, not as an enemy of 
Aquilonia, but as a friend, to free the people from the tyranny of a usurper and a 
foreigner. 

If there were cynical smiles in certain quarters, and whispers concerning the 
king’s good friend Amalric, whose vast personal wealth seemed to be flowing 
into the rather depleted royal treasury, they were unheeded in the general wave 
of fervor and zeal of Tarascus’ popularity. If any shrewd individuals suspected 
that Amalric was the real ruler of Nemedia, behind the scenes, they were careful 
not to voice such heresy. And the war went forward with enthusiasm. 

The king and his allies moved westward at the head of fifty thousand men — 
knights in shining armor with their pennons streaming above their helmets, 
pikemen in steel caps and brigandines, crossbowmen in leather jerkins. They 
crossed the border, took a frontier castle and burned three mountain villages, and 
then, in the valley of the Valkia, ten miles west of the boundary line, they met 
the hosts of Conan, king of Aquilonia — forty-five thousand knights, archers and 
men-at-arms, the flower of Aquilonian strength and chivalry. Only the knights of 
Poitain, under Prospero, had not yet arrived, for they had far to ride up from the 
southwestern comer of the kingdom. Tarascus had struck without warning. His 
invasion had come on the heels of his proclamation, without formal declaration 
of war. 

The two hosts confronted each other across a wide, shallow valley, with rugged 
cliffs, and a shallow stream winding through masses of reeds and willows down 
the middle of the vale. The camp-followers of both hosts came down to this 
stream for water, and shouted insults and hurled stones across at one another. 
The last glints of the sun shone on the golden banner of Nemedia with the scarlet 
dragon, unfurled in the breeze above the pavilion of King Tarascus on an 
eminence near the eastern cliffs. But the shadow of the western cliffs fell like a 
vast purple pall across the tents and the army of Aquilonia, and upon the black 
banner with its golden lion that floated above King Conan’s pavilion. 
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All night the fires flared the length of the valley, and the wind brought the call 
of trumpets, the clangor of arms, and the sharp challenges of the sentries who 
paced their horses along either edge of the willow-grown stream. 


It was in the darkness before dawn that King Conan stirred on his couch, which 
was no more than a pile of silks and furs thrown on a dais, and awakened. He 
started up, crying out sharply and clutching at his sword. Pallantides, his 
commander, rushing in at the cry, saw his king sitting upright, his hand on his 
hilt, and perspiration dripping from his strangely pale face. 

“Your Majesty!’ exclaimed Pallantides. ‘Is aught amiss?’ 

“What of the camp?’ demanded Conan. ‘Are the guards out?’ 

‘Five hundred horsemen patrol the stream, Your Majesty,’ answered the 
general. ‘The Nemedians have not offered to move against us in the night. They 
wait for dawn, even as we.’ 

‘By Crom,’ muttered Conan. ‘I awoke with a feeling that doom was creeping 
on me in the night.’ 

He stared up at the great golden lamp which shed a soft glow over the velvet 
hangings and carpets of the great tent. They were alone; not even a slave or a 
page slept on the carpeted floor; but Conan’s eyes blazed as they were wont to 
blaze in the teeth of great peril, and the sword quivered in his hand. Pallantides 
watched him uneasily. Conan seemed to be listening. 

‘Listen!’ hissed the king. ‘Did you hear it? A furtive step!’ 

‘Seven knights guard your tent, Your Majesty,’ said Pallantides. ‘None could 
approach it unchallenged.’ 

‘Not outside,’ growled Conan. ‘It seemed to sound inside the tent.’ 

Pallantides cast a swift, startled look around. The velvet hangings merged with 
shadows in the corners, but if there had been anyone in the pavilion besides 
themselves, the general would have seen him. Again he shook his head. 

“There is no one here, sire. You sleep in the midst of your host.’ 

‘I have seen death strike a king in the midst of thousands,’ muttered Conan. 
‘Something that walks on invisible feet and is not seen—’ 

‘Perhaps you were dreaming, Your Majesty,’ said Pallantides, somewhat 
perturbed. 

‘So I was,’ grunted Conan. ‘A devilish dream it was, too. I trod again all the 
long, weary roads I traveled on my way to the kingship.’ 

He fell silent, and Pallantides stared at him unspeaking. The king was an 
enigma to the general, as to most of his civilized subjects. Pallantides knew that 
Conan had walked many strange roads in his wild, eventful life, and had been 
many things before a twist of Fate set him on the throne of Aquilonia. 
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‘I saw again the battlefield whereon I was born,’ said Conan, resting his chin 
moodily on a massive fist. ‘I saw myself in a pantherskin loin-clout, throwing 
my spear at the mountain beasts. I was a mercenary swordsman again, a hetman 
of the kozaki who dwell along the Zaporoska River, a corsair looting the coasts 
of Kush, a pirate of the Barachan Isles, a chief of the Himelian hillmen. All these 
things I’ve been, and of all these things I dreamed; all the shapes that have been 
I passed like an endless procession, and their feet beat out a dirge in the 
sounding dust. 

‘But throughout my dreams moved strange, veiled figures and ghostly 
shadows, and a faraway voice mocked me. And toward the last I seemed to see 
myself lying on this dais in my tent, and a shape bent over me, robed and 
hooded. I lay unable to move, and then the hood fell away and a moldering skull 
grinned down at me. Then it was that I awoke.’ 

‘This is an evil dream, Your Majesty,’ said Pallantides, suppressing a shudder. 
‘But no more.’ 

Conan shook his head, more in doubt than in denial. He came of a barbaric 
race, and the superstitions and instincts of his heritage lurked close beneath the 
surface of his consciousness. 

‘I’ve dreamed many evil dreams,’ he said, ‘and most of them were 
meaningless. But by Crom, this was not like most dreams! I wish this battle were 
fought and won, for I’ve had a grisly premonition ever since King Nimed died in 
the black plague. Why did it cease when he died?’ 

“Men say he sinned—’ 

‘Men are fools, as always,’ grunted Conan. ‘If the plague struck all who 
sinned, then by Crom there wouldn’t be enough left to count the living! Why 
should the gods — who the priests tell me are just — slay five hundred peasants 
and merchants and nobles before they slew the king, if the whole pestilence were 
aimed at him? Were the gods smiting blindly, like swordsmen in a fog? By 
Mitra, if I aimed my strokes no straighter, Aquilonia would have had a new king 
long ago. 

‘No! The black plague’s no common pestilence. It lurks in Stygian tombs, and 
is called forth into being only by wizards. I was a swordsman in Prince 
Almuric’s army that invaded Stygia, and of his thirty thousand, fifteen thousand 
perished by Stygian arrows, and the rest by the black plague that rolled on us 
like a wind out of the south. I was the only man who lived.’ 

“Yet only five hundred died in Nemedia,’ argued Pallantides. 

‘Whoever called it into being knew how to cut it short at will,’ answered 
Conan. ‘So I know there was something planned and diabolical about it. 
Someone called it forth, someone banished it when the work was completed — 
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when Tarascus was safe on the throne and being hailed as the deliverer of the 
people from the wrath of the gods. By Crom, I sense a black, subtle brain behind 
all this. What of this stranger who men say gives counsel to Tarascus?’ 

‘He wears a veil,’ answered Pallantides; ‘they say he is a foreigner; a stranger 
from Stygia.’ 

‘A stranger from Stygia!’ repeated Conan scowling. ‘A stranger from hell, 
more like! — Ha! What is that?’ 

‘The trumpets of the Nemedians!’ exclaimed Pallantides. ‘And hark, how our 
own blare upon their heels! Dawn is breaking, and the captains are marshaling 
the hosts for the onset! Mitra be with them, for many will not see the sun go 
down behind the crags.’ 

‘Send my squires to me!’ exclaimed Conan, rising with alacrity and casting off 
his velvet night-garment; he seemed to have forgotten his forebodings at the 
prospect of action. ‘Go to the captains and see that all is in readiness. I will be 
with you as soon as I don my armor.’ 

Many of Conan’s ways were inexplicable to the civilized people he ruled, and 
one of them was his insistence on sleeping alone in his chamber or tent. 
Pallantides hastened from the pavilion, clanking in the armor he had donned at 
midnight after a few hours’ sleep. He cast a swift glance over the camp, which 
was beginning to swarm with activity, mail clinking and men moving about 
dimly in the uncertain light, among the long lines of tents. Stars still glimmered 
palely in the western sky, but long pink streamers stretched along the eastern 
horizon, and against them the dragon banner of Nemedia flung out its billowing 
silken folds. 

Pallantides turned toward a smaller tent near by, where slept the royal squires. 
These were tumbling out already, roused by the trumpets. And as Pallantides 
called to them to hasten, he was frozen speechless by a deep fierce shout and the 
impact of a heavy blow inside the king’s tent, followed by the heart-stopping 
crash of a falling body. There sounded a low laugh that turned the general’s 
blood to ice. 

Echoing the cry, Pallantides wheeled and rushed back into the pavilion. He 
cried out again as he saw Conan’s powerful frame stretched out on the carpet. 
The king’s great two-handed sword lay near his hand, and a shattered tent-pole 
seemed to show where his stroke had fallen. Pallantides’ sword was out, and he 
glared about the tent, but nothing met his gaze. Save for the king and himself it 
was empty, as it had been when he left it. 

“Your Majesty!’ Pallantides threw himself on his knee beside the fallen giant. 

Conan’s eyes were open; they blazed up at him with full intelligence and 
recognition. His lips writhed, but no sound came forth. He seemed unable to 
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move. 

Voices sounded without. Pallantides rose swiftly and stepped to the door. The 
royal squires and one of the knights who guarded the tent stood there. 

“We heard a sound within,’ said the knight apologetically. ‘Is all well with the 
king?’ 

Pallantides regarded him searchingly. 

‘None has entered or left the pavilion this night?’ 

‘None save yourself, my lord,’ answered the knight, and Pallantides could not 
doubt his honesty. 

‘The king stumbled and dropped his sword,’ said Pallantides briefly. ‘Return to 
your post.’ 

As the knight turned away, the general covertly motioned to the five royal 
squires, and when they had followed him in, he drew the flap closely. They 
turned pale at the sight of the king stretched upon the carpet, but Pallantides’ 
quick gesture checked their exclamations. 

The general bent over him again, and again Conan made an effort to speak. 
The veins in his temples and the cords in his neck swelled with his efforts, and 
he lifted his head clear of the ground. Voice came at last, mumbling and half 
intelligible. 

‘The thing — the thing in the corner!’ 

Pallantides lifted his head and looked fearfully about him. He saw the pale 
faces of the squires in the lamplight, the velvet shadows that lurked along the 
walls of the pavilion. That was all. 

“There is nothing here, Your Majesty,’ he said. 

‘It was there, in the comer,’ muttered the king, tossing his lion-maned head 
from side to side in his efforts to rise. ‘A man — at least he looked like a man — 
wrapped in rags like a mummy’s bandages, with a moldering cloak drawn about 
him, and a hood. All I could see was his eyes, as he crouched there in the 
shadows. I thought he was a shadow himself, until I saw his eyes. They were like 
black jewels. 

‘I made at him and swung my sword, but I missed him clean — how, Crom 
knows — and splintered that pole instead. He caught my wrist as I staggered off 
balance, and his fingers burned like hot iron. All the strength went out of me, 
and the floor rose and struck me like a club. Then he was gone, and I was down, 
and — curse him! — I can’t move! I’m paralysed!’ 

Pallantides lifted the giant’s hand, and his flesh crawled. On the king’s wrist 
showed the blue marks of long, lean fingers. What hand could grip so hard as to 
leave its print on that thick wrist? Pallantides remembered that low laugh he had 
heard as he rushed into the tent, and cold perspiration beaded his skin. It had not 
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been Conan who laughed. 

‘This is a thing diabolical!’ whispered a trembling squire. ‘Men say the 
children of darkness war for Tarascus!’ 

‘Be silent!’ ordered Pallantides sternly. 

Outside, the dawn was dimming the stars. A light wind sprang up from the 
peaks, and brought the fanfare of a thousand trumpets. At the sound a convulsive 
shudder ran through the king’s mighty form. Again the veins in his temples 
knotted as he strove to break the invisible shackles which crushed him down. 

‘Put my harness on me and tie me into my saddle,’ he whispered. ‘I'll lead the 
charge yet!’ 

Pallantides shook his head, and a squire plucked his skirt. 

‘My lord, we are lost if the host learns the king has been smitten! Only he 
could have led us to victory this day.’ 

‘Help me lift him on the dais,’ answered the general. 

They obeyed, and laid the helpless giant on the furs, and spread a silken cloak 
over him. Pallantides turned to the five squires and searched their pale faces long 
before he spoke. 

‘Our lips must be sealed for ever as to what happens in this tent,’ he said at 
last. ‘The kingdom of Aquilonia depends upon it. One of you go and fetch me 
the officer Valannus, who is a captain of the Pellian spearmen.’ 

The squire indicated bowed and hastened from the tent, and Pallantides stood 
staring down at the stricken king, while outside trumpets blared, drums 
thundered, and the roar of the multitudes rose in the growing dawn. Presently the 
squire returned with the officer Pallantides had named — a tall man, broad and 
powerful, built much like the king. Like him, also, he had thick black hair. But 
his eyes were gray and he did not resemble Conan in his features. 

‘The king is stricken by a strange malady,’ said Pallantides briefly. ‘A great 
honor is yours; you are to wear his armor and ride at the head of the host today. 
None must know that it is not the king who rides.’ 

‘It is an honor for which a man might gladly give up his life,’ stammered the 
captain, overcome by the suggestion. ‘Mitra grant that I do not fail of this mighty 
trust!’ 

And while the fallen king stared with burning eyes that reflected the bitter rage 
and humiliation that ate his heart, the squires stripped Valannus of mail shirt, 
burganet and leg-pieces, and clad him in Conan’s armor of black plate-mail, with 
the vizored salade, and the dark plumes nodding over the wivern crest. Over all 
they put the silken surcoat with the royal lion worked in gold upon the breast, 
and they girt him with a broad gold-buckled belt which supported a jewel-hilted 
broadsword in a cloth-of-gold scabbard. While they worked, trumpets clamored 
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outside, arms clanged, and across the river rose a deep-throated roar as squadron 
after squadron swung into place. 

Full-armed, Valannus dropped to his knee and bent his plumes before the 
figure that lay on the dais. 

‘Lord king, Mitra grant that I do not dishonor the harness I wear this day!’ 

‘Bring me Tarascus’ head and I’ll make you a baron!’ In the stress of his 
anguish Conan’s veneer of civilization had fallen from him. His eyes flamed, he 
ground his teeth in fury and blood-lust, as barbaric as any tribesmen in the 
Cimmerian hills. 


3 The Cliffs Reel 


The Aquilonian host was drawn up, long serried lines of pikemen and horsemen 
in gleaming steel, when a giant figure in black armor emerged from the royal 
pavilion, and as he swung up into the saddle of the black stallion held by four 
squires, a roar that shook the mountains went up from the host. They shook their 
blades and thundered forth their acclaim of their warrior king — knights in gold- 
chased armor, pikemen in mail coats and basinets, archers in their leather 
jerkins, with their longbows in their left hand. 

The host on the opposite side of the valley was in motion, trotting down the 
long gentle slope toward the river; their steel shone through the mists of morning 
that swirled about their horses’ feet. 

The Aquilonian host moved leisurely to meet them. The measured tramp of the 
armored horses made the ground tremble. Banners flung out long silken folds in 
the morning wind; lances swayed like a bristling forest, dipped and sank, their 
pennons fluttering about them. 

Ten men-at-arms, grim, taciturn veterans who could hold their tongues, 
guarded the royal pavilion. One squire stood in the tent, peering out through a 
slit in the doorway. But for the handful in the secret, no one else in the vast host 
knew that it was not Conan who rode on the great stallion at the head of the 
army. 

The Aquilonian host had assumed the customary formation: the strongest part 
was the center, composed entirely of heavily armed knights; the wings were 
made up of smaller bodies of horsemen, mounted men-at-arms, mostly, 
supported by pikemen and archers. The latter were Bossonians from the western 
marches, strongly built men of medium stature, in leathern jackets and iron head- 
pieces. 
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The Nemedian army came on in similar formation, and the two hosts moved 
toward the river, the wings in advance of the centers. In the center of the 
Aquilonian host the great lion banner streamed its billowing black folds over the 
steel-clad figure on the black stallion. 

But on his dais in the royal pavilion Conan groaned in anguish of spirit, and 
cursed with strange heathen oaths. 

“The hosts move together,’ quoth the squire, watching from the door. ‘Hear the 
trumpets peal! Ha! The rising sun strikes fire from lance-heads and helmets until 
I am dazzled. It turns the river crimson — aye, it will be truly crimson before this 
day is done! 

‘The foe have reached the river. Now arrows fly between the hosts like 
stinging clouds that hide the sun. Ha! Well loosed, bowmen! The Bossonians 
have the better of it! Hark to them shout!’ 

Faintly in the ears of the king, above the din of trumpets and clanging steel, 
came the deep fierce shout of the Bossonians as they drew and loosed in perfect 
unison. 

‘Their archers seek to hold ours in play while their knights ride into the river,’ 
said the squire. ‘the banks are not steep; they slope to the water’s edge. The 
knights come on, they crash through the willows. By Mitra, the clothyard shafts 
find every crevice of their harness! Horses and men go down, struggling and 
thrashing in the water. It is not deep, nor is the current swift, but men are 
drowning there, dragged under by their armor, and trampled by the frantic 
horses. Now the knights of Aquilonia advance. They ride into the water and 
engage the knights of Nemedia. The water swirls about their horses’ bellies and 
the clang of sword against sword is deafening.’ 

‘Crom!’ burst in agony from Conan’s lips. Life was coursing sluggishly back 
into his veins, but still he could not lift his mighty frame from the dais. 

‘The wings close in,’ said the squire. ‘Pikemen and swordsmen fight hand to 
hand in the stream, and behind them the bowmen ply their shafts. 

‘By Mitra, the Nemedian arbalesters are sorely harried, and the Bossonians 
arch their arrows to drop amid the rear ranks. Their center gains not a foot, and 
their wings are pushed back up from the stream again.’ 

‘Crom, Ymir, and Mitra!’ raged Conan. ‘Gods and devils, could I but reach the 
fighting, if but to die at the first blow!’ 


Outside through the long hot day the battle stormed and thundered. The valley 
shook to charge and counter-charge, to the whistling of shafts, and the crash of 
rending shields and splintering lances. But the hosts of Aquilonia held fast. Once 
they were forced back from the bank, but a counter-charge, with the black 
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banner flowing over the black stallion, regained the lost ground. And like an iron 
rampart they held the right bank of the stream, and at last the squire gave Conan 
the news that the Nemedians were falling back from the river. 

‘Their wings are in confusion!’ he cried. “Their knights reel back from the 
sword-play. But what is this? Your banner is in motion — the center sweeps into 
the stream! By Mitra, Valannus is leading the host across the river!’ 

‘Fool!’ groaned Conan. ‘It may be a trick. He should hold his position; by 
dawn Prospero will be here with the Poitanian levies.’ 

‘The knights ride into a hail of arrows!’ cried the squire. ‘But they do not 
falter! They sweep on — they have crossed! They charge up the slope! Pallantides 
has hurled the wings across the river to their support! It is all he can do. The lion 
banner dips and staggers above the mélée. 

“The knights of Nemedia make a stand. They are broken! They fall back! Their 
left wing is in full flight, and our pikemen cut them down as they run! I see 
Valannus, riding and smiting like a madman. He is carried beyond himself by 
the fighting-lust. Men no longer look to Pallantides. They follow Valannus, 
deeming him Conan as he rides with closed vizor. 

‘But look! There is method in his madness! He swings wide of the Nemedian 
front, with five thousand knights, the pick of the army. The main host of the 
Nemedians is in confusion — and look! Their flank is protected by the cliffs, but 
there is a defile left unguarded! It is like a great cleft in the wall that opens again 
behind the Nemedian lines. By Mitra, Valannus sees and seizes the opportunity! 
He has driven their wing before him, and he leads his knights toward that defile. 
They swing wide of the main battle; they cut through a line of spearmen, they 
charge into the defile!’ 

‘An ambush!’ cried Conan, striving to struggle upright. 

‘No!’ shouted the squire exultantly. ‘The whole Nemedian host is in full sight! 
They have forgotten the defile! They never expected to be pushed back that far. 
Oh, fool, fool, Tarascus, to make such a blunder! Ah, I see lances and pennons 
pouring from the farther mouth of the defile, beyond the Nemedian lines. They 
will smite those ranks from the rear and crumple them. Mitra, what is this?’ 

He staggered as the walls of the tent swayed drunkenly. Afar over the thunder 
of the fight rose a deep bellowing roar, indescribably ominous. 

‘The cliffs reel!’ shrieked the squire. ‘Ah, gods, what is this? The river foams 
out of its channel, and the peaks are crumbling! The ground shakes and horses 
and riders in armor are overthrown! The cliffs! The cliffs are falling!’ 

With his words there came a grinding rumble and a thunderous concussion, 
and the ground trembled. Over the roar of the battle sounded screams of mad 
terror. 
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‘The cliffs have crumbled!’ cried the livid squire. ‘They have thundered down 
into the defile and crushed every living creature in it! I saw the lion banner wave 
an instant amid the dust and falling stones, and then it vanished! Ha, the 
Nemedians shout with triumph! Well may they shout, for the fall of the cliffs has 
wiped out five thousand of our bravest knights — Hark!’ 

To Conan’s ears came a vast torrent of sound, rising and rising in frenzy: “The 
king is dead! The king is dead! Flee! Flee! The king is dead!’ 

‘Liars!’ panted Conan. ‘Dogs! Knaves! Cowards! Oh, Crom, if I could but 
stand — but crawl to the river with my sword in my teeth! How, boy, do they 
flee?’ 

‘Aye!’ sobbed the squire. ‘They spur for the river; they are broken, hurled on 
like spume before a storm. I see Pallantides striving to stem the torrent — he is 
down, and the horses trample him! They rush into the river, knights, bowmen, 
pikemen, all mixed and mingled in one mad torrent of destruction. The 
Nemedians are on their heels, cutting them down like corn.’ 

‘But they will make a stand on this side of the river!’ cried the king. With an 
effort that brought the sweat dripping from his temples, he heaved himself up on 
his elbows. 

‘Nay!’ cried the squire. “They cannot! They are broken! Routed! Oh gods, that 
I should live to see this day!’ 

Then he remembered his duty and shouted to the men-at-arms who stood 
stolidly watching the flight of their comrades. ‘Get a horse, swiftly, and help me 
lift the king upon it. We dare not bide here.’ 

But before they could do his bidding, the first drift of the storm was upon 
them. Knights and spearmen and archers fled among the tents, stumbling over 
ropes and baggage, and mingled with them were Nemedian riders, who smote 
right and left at all alien figures. Tent-ropes were cut, fire sprang up in a hundred 
places, and the plundering had already begun. The grim guardsmen about 
Conan’s tent died where they stood, smiting and thrusting, and over their 
mangled corpses beat the hoofs of the conquerors. 

But the squire had drawn the flap close, and in the confused madness of the 
slaughter none realized that the pavilion held an occupant. So the flight and the 
pursuit swept past, and roared away up the valley, and the squire looked out 
presently to see a cluster of men approaching the royal tent with evident purpose. 

‘Here comes the king of Nemedia with four companions and his squire,’ quoth 
he. ‘He will accept your surrender, my fair lord—’ 

“Surrender the devil’s heart!’ gritted the king. 

He had forced himself up to a sitting posture. He swung his legs painfully off 
the dais, and staggered upright, reeling drunkenly. The squire ran to assist him, 
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but Conan pushed him away. 

‘Give me that bow!’ he gritted, indicating a longbow and quiver that hung from 
a tent-pole. 

‘But Your Majesty!’ cried the squire in great perturbation. “The battle is lost! It 
were the part of majesty to yield with the dignity becoming one of royal blood!’ 

‘I have no royal blood,’ ground Conan. ‘I am a barbarian and the son of a 
blacksmith.’ 

Wrenching away the bow and an arrow he staggered toward the opening of the 
pavilion. So formidable was his appearance, naked but for short leather breeks 
and sleeveless shirt, open to reveal his great, hairy chest, with his huge limbs and 
his blue eyes blazing under his tangled black mane, that the squire shrank back, 
more afraid of his king than of the whole Nemedian host. 

Reeling on wide-braced legs Conan drunkenly tore the door-flap open and 
staggered out under the canopy. The king of Nemedia and his companions had 
dismounted, and they halted short, staring in wonder at the apparition 
confronting them. 

‘Here I am, you jackals!’ roared the Cimmerian. ‘I am the king! Death to you, 
dog-brothers!’ 

He jerked the arrow to its head and loosed, and the shaft feathered itself in the 
breast of the knight who stood beside Tarascus. Conan hurled the bow at the 
king of Nemedia. 

‘Curse my shaky hand! Come in and take me if you dare!’ 

Reeling backward on unsteady legs, he fell with his shoulders against a tent- 
pole, and propped upright, he lifted his great sword with both hands. 

‘By Mitra, it is the king!’ swore Tarascus. He cast a swift look about him, and 
laughed. ‘That other was a jackal in his harness! In, dogs, and take his head!’ 

The three soldiers — men-at-arms wearing the emblem of the royal guards — 
rushed at the king, and one felled the squire with a blow of a mace. The other 
two fared less well. As the first rushed in, lifting his sword, Conan met him with 
a sweeping stroke that severed mail-links like cloth, and sheared the Nemedian’s 
arm and shoulder clean from his body. His corpse, pitching backward, fell across 
his companion’s legs. The man stumbled, and before he could recover, the great 
sword was through him. 

Conan wrenched out his steel with a racking gasp, and staggered back against 
the tent-pole. His great limbs trembled, his chest heaved, and sweat poured down 
his face and neck. But his eyes flamed with exultant savagery and he panted: 
‘Why do you stand afar off, dog of Belverus? I can’t reach you; come in and 
die!’ 

Tarascus hesitated, glanced at the remaining man-at-arms, and his squire, a 
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gaunt, satumnine man in black mail, and took a step forward. He was far inferior 
in size and strength to the giant Cimmerian, but he was in full armor, and was 
famed in all the western nations as a swordsman. But his squire caught his arm. 

‘Nay, Your Majesty, do not throw away your life. I will summon archers to 
shoot this barbarian, as we shoot lions.’ 

Neither of them had noticed that a chariot had approached while the fight was 
going on, and now came to a halt before them. But Conan saw, looking over 
their shoulders, and a queer chill sensation crawled along his spine. There was 
something vaguely unnatural about the appearance of the black horses that drew 
the vehicle, but it was the occupant of the chariot that arrested the king’s 
attention. 

He was a tall man, superbly built, clad in a long unadorned silk robe. He wore 
a Shemitish headdress, and its lower folds hid his features, except for the dark, 
magnetic eyes. The hands that grasped the reins, pulling the rearing horses back 
on their haunches, were white but strong. Conan glared at the stranger, all his 
primitive instincts roused. He sensed an aura of menace and power that exuded 
from this veiled figure, a menace as definite as the windless waving of tall grass 
that marks the path of the serpent. 

‘Hail, Xaltotun!’ exclaimed Tarascus. ‘Here is the king of Aquilonia! He did 
not die in the landslide as we thought.’ 

‘I know,’ answered the other, without bothering to say how he knew. ‘What is 
your present intention?’ 

‘I will summon the archers to slay him,’ answered the Nemedian. ‘As long as 
he lives he will be dangerous to us.’ 

“Yet even a dog has uses,’ answered Xaltotun. ‘Take him alive.’ 

Conan laughed raspingly. ‘Come in and try!’ he challenged. ‘But for my 
treacherous legs I’d hew you out of that chariot like a woodman hewing a tree. 
But you’|l never take me alive, damn you!’ 

‘He speaks the truth, I fear,’ said Tarascus. ‘The man is a barbarian, with the 
senseless ferocity of a wounded tiger. Let me summon the archers.’ 

‘Watch me and learn wisdom,’ advised Xaltotun. 

His hand dipped into his robe and came out with something shining — a 
glistening sphere. This he threw suddenly at Conan. The Cimmerian 
contemptuously struck it aside with his sword — at the instant of contact there 
was a Sharp explosion, a flare of white, blinding flame, and Conan pitched 
senseless to the ground. 

‘He is dead?’ Tarascus’ tone was more assertion than inquiry. 

‘No. He is but senseless. He will recover his senses in a few hours. Bid your 
men bind his arms and legs and lift him into my chariot.’ 
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With a gesture Tarascus did so, and they heaved the senseless king into the 
chariot, grunting with their burden. Xaltotun threw a velvet cloak over his body, 
completely covering him from any who might peer in. He gathered the reins in 
his hands. 

‘I’m for Belverus,’ he said. ‘Tell Amalric that I will be with him if he needs 
me. But with Conan out of the way, and his army broken, lance and sword 
should suffice for the rest of the conquest. Prospero cannot be bringing more 
than ten thousand men to the field, and will doubtless fall back to Tarantia when 
he hears the news of the battle. Say nothing to Amalric or Valerius or anyone 
about our capture. Let them think Conan died in the fall of the cliffs.’ 

He looked at the man-at-arms for a long space, until the guardsman moved 
restlessly, nervous under the scrutiny. 

‘What is that about your waist?’ Xaltotun demanded. 

‘Why, my girdle, may it please you, my lord!’ stuttered the amazed guardsman. 

“You lie!’ Xaltotun’s laugh was merciless as a sword-edge. ‘It is a poisonous 
serpent! What a fool you are, to wear a reptile about your waist!’ 

With distended eyes the man looked down; and to his utter horror he saw the 
buckle of his girdle rear up at him. It was a snake’s head! He saw the evil eyes 
and the dripping fangs, heard the hiss and felt the loathsome contact of the thing 
about his body. He screamed hideously and struck at it with his naked hand, felt 
its fangs flesh themselves in that hand — and then he stiffened and fell heavily. 
Tarascus looked down at him without expression. He saw only the leathern 
girdle and the buckle, the pointed tongue of which was stuck in the guardsman’s 
palm. Xaltotun turned his hypnotic gaze on Tarascus’ squire, and the man turned 
ashen and began to tremble, but the king interposed: ‘Nay, we can trust him.’ 

The sorcerer tautened the reins and swung the horses around. 

“See that this piece of work remains secret. If I am needed, let Altaro, Orastes’ 
servant, summon me as I have taught him. I will be in your palace at Belverus.’ 

Tarascus lifted his hand in salutation, but his expression was not pleasant to see 
as he looked after the departing mesmerist. 

‘Why should he spare the Cimmerian?’ whispered the frightened squire. 

“That I am wondering myself,’ grunted Tarascus. 

Behind the rumbling chariot the dull roar of battle and pursuit faded in the 
distance; the setting sun rimmed the cliffs with scarlet flame, and the chariot 
moved into the vast blue shadows floating up out of the east. 


4 ‘From What Hell Have You Crawled?’ 
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Of that long ride in the chariot of Xaltotun, Conan knew nothing. He lay like a 
dead man while the bronze wheels clashed over the stones of mountain roads 
and swished through the deep grass of fertile valleys, and finally dropping down 
from the rugged heights, rumbled rhythmically along the broad white road that 
winds through the rich meadowlands to the walls of Belverus. 

Just before dawn some faint reviving of life touched him. He heard a mumble 
of voices, the groan of ponderous hinges. Through a slit in the cloak that covered 
him he saw, faintly in the lurid glare of torches, the great black arch of a 
gateway, and the bearded faces of men-at-arms, the torches striking fire from 
their spearheads and helmets. 

‘How went the battle, my fair lord?’ spoke an eager voice, in the Nemedian 
tongue. 

“Well indeed,’ was the curt reply. “The king of Aquilonia lies slain and his host 
is broken.’ 

A babble of excited voices rose, drowned the next instant by the whirling 
wheels of the chariot on the flags. Sparks flashed from under the revolving rims 
as Xaltotun lashed his steeds through the arch. But Conan heard one of the 
guardsmen mutter: ‘From beyond the border to Belverus between sunset and 
dawn! And the horses scarcely sweating! By Mitra, they—’ Then silence drank 
the voices, and there was only the clatter of hoofs and wheels along the shadowy 
street. 

What he had heard registered itself on Conan’s brain but suggested nothing to 
him. He was like a mindless automaton that hears and sees, but does not 
understand. Sights and sounds flowed meaninglessly about him. He lapsed again 
into a deep lethargy, and was only dimly aware when the chariot halted in a 
deep, high-walled court, and he was lifted from it by many hands and borne up a 
winding stone stair, and down a long dim corridor. Whispers, stealthy footsteps, 
unrelated sounds surged or rustled about him, irrelevant and far away. 

Yet his ultimate awakening was abrupt and crystal-clear. He possessed full 
knowledge of the battle in the mountains and its sequences, and he had a good 
idea of where he was. 

He lay on a velvet couch, clad as he was the day before, but with his limbs 
loaded with chains not even he could break. The room in which he lay was 
furnished with somber magnificence, the walls covered with black velvet 
tapestries, the floor with heavy purple carpets. There was no sign of door or 
window, and one curiously carven gold lamp, swinging from the fretted ceiling, 
shed a lurid light over all. 

In that light the figure seated in a silver, throne-like chair before him seemed 
unreal and fantastic, with an illusiveness of outline that was heightened by a 
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filmy silken robe. But the features were distinct — unnaturally so in that uncertain 
light. It was almost as if a weird nimbus played about the man’s head, casting 
the bearded face into bold relief, so that it was the only definite and distinct 
reality in that mystic, ghostly chamber. 

It was a magnificent face, with strongly chiseled features of classical beauty. 
There was, indeed, something disquieting about the calm tranquility of its aspect, 
a suggestion of more than human knowledge, of a profound certitude beyond 
human assurance. Also an uneasy sensation of familiarity twitched at the back of 
Conan’s consciousness. He had never seen this man’s face before, he well knew; 
yet those features reminded him of something or someone. It was like 
encountering in the flesh some dream-image that had haunted one in nightmares. 

‘Who are you?’ demanded the king belligerently, struggling to a sitting 
position in spite of his chains. 

‘Men call me Xaltotun,’ was the reply, in a strong, golden voice. 

‘What place is this?’ the Cimmerian next demanded. 

‘A chamber in the palace of King Tarascus, in Belverus.’ 

Conan was not surprised. Belverus, the capital, was at the same time the largest 
Nemedian city so near the border. 

‘And where’s Tarascus?’ 

“With the army.’ 

‘Well,’ growled Conan, ‘if you mean to murder me, why don’t you do it and 
get it over with?’ 

‘I did not save you from the king’s archers to murder you in Belverus,’ 
answered Xaltotun. 

“What the devil did you do to me?’ demanded Conan. 

‘I blasted your consciousness,’ answered Xaltotun. ‘How, you would not 
understand. Call it black magic, if you will.’ 

Conan had already reached that conclusion, and was mulling over something 
else. 

‘I think I understand why you spared my life,’ he rumbled. ‘Amalric wants to 
keep me as a check on Valerius, in case the impossible happens and he becomes 
king of Aquilonia. It’s well known that the baron of Tor is behind this move to 
seat Valerius on my throne. And if I know Amalric, he doesn’t intend that 
Valerius shall be anything more than a figurehead, as Tarascus is now.’ 

‘Amalric knows nothing of your capture,’ answered Xaltotun. ‘Neither does 
Valerius. Both think you died at Valkia.’ 

Conan’s eyes narrowed as he stared at the man in silence. 

‘I sensed a brain behind all this,’ he muttered, ‘but I thought it was Amalric’s. 
Are Amalric, Tarascus and Valerius all but puppets dancing on your string? Who 
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are you?’ 

‘What does it matter? If I told you, you would not believe me. What if I told 
you I might set you back on the throne of Aquilonia?’ 

Conan’s eyes burned on him like a wolf. 

“What’s your price?’ 

‘Obedience to me.’ 

‘Go to hell with your offer!’ snarled Conan. ‘I’m no figurehead. I won my 
crown with my sword. Besides, it’s beyond your power to buy and sell the 
throne of Aquilonia at your will. The kingdom’s not conquered; one battle 
doesn’t decide a war.’ 

“You war against more than swords,’ answered Xaltotun. ‘Was it a mortal’s 
sword that felled you in your tent before the fight? Nay, it was a child of the 
dark, a waif of outer space, whose fingers were afire with the frozen coldness of 
the black gulfs, which froze the blood in your veins and the marrow of your 
thews. Coldness so cold it burned your flesh like white-hot iron! 

“Was it chance that led the man who wore your harness to lead his knights into 
the defile? — chance that brought the cliffs crashing down upon them?’ 

Conan glared at him unspeaking, feeling a chill along his spine. Wizards and 
sorcerers abounded in his barbaric mythology, and any fool could tell that this 
was no common man. Conan sensed an inexplicable something about him that 
set him apart — an alien aura of Time and Space, a sense of tremendous and 
sinister antiquity. But his stubborn spirit refused to flinch. 

“The fall of the cliffs was chance,’ he muttered truculently. ‘The charge into 
the defile was what any man would have done.’ 

‘Not so. You would not have led a charge into it. You would have suspected a 
trap. You would never have crossed the river in the first place, until you were 
sure the Nemedian rout was real. Hypnotic suggestions would not have invaded 
your mind, even in the madness of battle, to make you mad, and rush blindly into 
the trap laid for you, as it did the lesser man who masqueraded as you.’ 

“Then if this was all planned,’ Conan grunted skeptically, ‘all a plot to trap my 
host, why did not the “child of darkness” kill me in my tent?’ 

‘Because I wished to take you alive. It took no wizardry to predict that 
Pallantides would send another man out in your harness. I wanted you alive and 
unhurt. You may fit into my scheme of things. There is a vital power about you 
greater than the craft and cunning of my allies. You are a bad enemy, but might 
make a fine vassal.’ 

Conan spat savagely at the word, and Xaltotun, ignoring his fury, took a crystal 
globe from a near-by table and placed it before him. He did not support it in any 
way, nor place it on anything, but it hung motionless in midair, as solidly as if it 
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rested on an iron pedestal. Conan snorted at this bit of necromancy, but he was 
nevertheless impressed. 

“Would you know of what goes on in Aquilonia?’ he asked. 

Conan did not reply, but the sudden rigidity of his form betrayed his interest. 

Xaltotun stared into the cloudy depths, and spoke: ‘It is now the evening of the 
day after the battle of Valkia. Last night the main body of the army camped by 
Valkia, while squadrons of knights harried the fleeing Aquilonians. At dawn the 
host broke camp and pushed westward through the mountains. Prospero, with 
ten thousand Poitanians, was miles from the battlefield when he met the fleeing 
survivors in the early dawn. He had pushed on all night, hoping to reach the field 
before the battle joined. Unable to rally the remnants of the broken host, he fell 
back toward Tarantia. Riding hard, replacing his wearied horses with steeds 
seized from the countryside, he approaches Tarantia. 

‘I see his weary knights, their armor gray with dust, their pennons drooping as 
they push their tired horses through the plain. I see, also, the streets of Tarantia. 
The city is in turmoil. Somehow word has reached the people of the defeat and 
the death of King Conan. The mob is mad with fear, crying out that the king is 
dead, and there is none to lead them against the Nemedians. Giant shadows rush 
on Aquilonia from the east, and the sky is black with vultures.’ 

Conan cursed deeply. 

“What are these but words? The raggedest beggar in the street might prophesy 
as much. If you say you saw all that in the glass ball, then you’re a liar as well as 
a knave, of which last there’s no doubt! Prospero will hold Tarantia, and the 
barons will rally to him. Count Trocero of Poitain commands the kingdom in my 
absence, and he’ll drive these Nemedian dogs howling back to their kennels. 
What are fifty thousand Nemedians? Aquilonia will swallow them up. They’ ll 
never see Belverus again. It’s not Aquilonia which was conquered at Valkia; it 
was only Conan.’ 

‘Aquilonia is doomed,’ answered Xaltotun, unmoved. ‘Lance and ax and torch 
shall conquer her; or if they fail, powers from the dark of ages shall march 
against her. As the cliffs fell at Valkia, so shall walled cities and mountains fall, 
if the need arise, and rivers roar from their channels to drown whole provinces. 

‘Better if steel and bowstring prevail without further aid from the arts, for the 
constant use of mighty spells sometimes sets forces in motion that might rock 
the universe.’ 

‘From what hell have you crawled, you nighted dog?’ muttered Conan, staring 
at the man. The Cimmerian involuntarily shivered; he sensed something 
incredibly ancient, incredibly evil. 

Xaltotun lifted his head, as if listening to whispers across the void. He seemed 
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to have forgotten his prisoner. Then he shook his head impatiently, and glanced 
impersonally at Conan. 

‘What? Why, if I told you, you would not believe me. But I am wearied of 
conversation with you; it is less fatiguing to destroy a walled city than it is to 
frame my thoughts in words a brainless barbarian can understand.’ 

‘If my hands were free,’ opined Conan, ‘I’d soon make a brainless corpse out 
of you.’ 

‘I do not doubt it, if I were fool enough to give you the opportunity,’ answered 
Xaltotun, clapping his hands. 

His manner had changed; there was impatience in his tone, and a certain 
nervousness in his manner, though Conan did not think this attitude was in any 
way connected with himself. 

‘Consider what I have told you, barbarian,’ said Xaltotun. ‘You will have 
plenty of leisure. I have not yet decided what I shall do with you. It depends on 
circumstances yet unborn. But let this be impressed upon you: that if I decide to 
use you in my game, it will be better to submit without resistance than to suffer 
my wrath.’ 

Conan spat a curse at him, just as hangings that masked a door swung apart and 
four giant negroes entered. Each was clad only in a silken breech-clout 
supported by a girdle, from which hung a great key. 

Xaltotun gestured impatiently toward the king and turned away, as if 
dismissing the matter entirely from his mind. His fingers twitched queerly. From 
a carven green jade box he took a handful of shimmering black dust, and placed 
it in a brazier which stood on a golden tripod at his elbow. The crystal globe, 
which he seemed to have forgotten, fell suddenly to the floor, as if its invisible 
support had been removed. 

Then the blacks had lifted Conan — for so loaded with chains was he that he 
could not walk — and carried him from the chamber. A glance back, before the 
heavy, gold-bound teak door was closed, showed him Xaltotun leaning back in 
his throne-like chair, his arms folded, while a thin wisp of smoke curled up from 
the brazier. Conan’s scalp prickled. In Stygia, that ancient and evil kingdom that 
lay far to the south, he had seen such black dust before. It was the pollen of the 
black lotus, which creates death-like sleep and monstrous dreams; and he knew 
that only the grisly wizards of the Black Ring, which is the nadir of evil, 
voluntarily seek the scarlet nightmares of the black lotus, to revive their 
necromantic powers. 

The Black Ring was a fable and a lie to most folk of the western world, but 
Conan knew of its ghastly reality, and its grim votaries who practise their 
abominable sorceries amid the black vaults of Stygia and the nighted domes of 
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accursed Sabatea. 

He glanced back at the cryptic, gold-bound door, shuddering at what it hid. 

Whether it was day or night the king could not tell. The palace of King 
Tarascus seemed a shadowy, nighted place, that shunned natural illumination. 
The spirit of darkness and shadow hovered over it, and that spirit, Conan felt, 
was embodied in the stranger Xaltotun. The negroes carried the king along a 
winding corridor so dimly lighted that they moved through it like black ghosts 
bearing a dead man, and down a stone stair that wound endlessly. A torch in the 
hand of one cast the great deformed shadows streaming along the wall; it was 
like the descent into hell of a corpse borne by dusky demons. 

At last they reached the foot of the stair, and then they traversed a long straight 
corridor, with a blank wall on one hand pierced by an occasional arched 
doorway with a stair leading up behind it, and on the other hand another wall 
showing heavy barred doors at regular intervals of a few feet. 

Halting before one of these doors, one of the blacks produced the key that hung 
at his girdle, and turned it in the lock. Then, pushing open the grille, they entered 
with their captive. They were in a small dungeon with heavy stone walls, floor 
and ceiling, and in the opposite wall there was another grilled door. What lay 
beyond that door Conan could not tell, but he did not believe it was another 
corridor. The glimmering light of the torch, flickering through the bars, hinted at 
shadowy spaciousness and echoing depths. 

In one corner of the dungeon, near the door through which they had entered, a 
cluster of rusty chains hung from a great iron ring set in the stone. In these 
chains a skeleton dangled. Conan glared at it with some curiosity, noticing the 
state of the bare bones, most of which were splintered and broken; the skull 
which had fallen from the vertebrae, was crushed as if by some savage blow of 
tremendous force. 

Stolidly one of the blacks, not the one who had opened the door, removed the 
chains from the ring, using his key on the massive lock, and dragged the mass of 
rusty metal and shattered bones over to one side. Then they fastened Conan’s 
chains to that ring, and the third black turned his key in the lock of the farther 
door, grunting when he had assured himself that it was properly fastened. 

Then they regarded Conan cryptically, slit-eyed ebony giants, the torch striking 
highlights from their glossy skin. 

He who held the key to the nearer door was moved to remark, gutturally: ‘This 
your palace now, white dog-king! None but master and we know. All palace 
sleep. We keep secret. You live and die here, maybe. Like him!’ He 
contemptuously kicked the shattered skull and sent it clattering across the stone 
floor. 
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Conan did not deign to reply to the taunt, and the black, galled perhaps by his 
prisoner’s silence, muttered a curse, stooped and spat full in the king’s face. It 
was an unfortunate move for the black. Conan was seated on the floor, the chains 
about his waist; ankles and wrists locked to the ring in the wall. He could neither 
rise, nor move more than a yard out from the wall. But there was considerable 
slack in the chains that shackled his wrists, and before the bullet-shaped head 
could be withdrawn out of reach, the king gathered this slack in his mighty hand 
and smote the black on the head. The man fell like a butchered ox, and his 
comrades stared to see him lying with his scalp laid open, and blood oozing from 
his nose and ears. 

But they attempted no reprisal, nor did they accept Conan’s urgent invitation to 
approach within reach of the bloody chain in his hand. Presently, grunting in 
their ape-like speech, they lifted the senseless black and bore him out like a sack 
of wheat, arms and legs dangling. They used his key to lock the door behind 
them, but did not remove it from the gold chain that fastened it to his girdle. 
They took the torch with them, and as they moved up the corridor the darkness 
slunk behind them like an animate thing. Their soft padding footsteps died away, 
with the glimmer of their torch, and darkness and silence remained 
unchallenged. 


5 The Haunter of the Pits 


Conan lay still, enduring the weight of his chains and the despair of his position 
with the stoicism of the wilds that had bred him. He did not move, because the 
jangle of his chains, when he shifted his body, sounded startlingly loud in the 
darkness and stillness, and it was his instinct, born of a thousand wilderness-bred 
ancestors, not to betray his position in his helplessness. This did not result from a 
logical reasoning process; he did not lie quiet because he reasoned that the 
darkness hid lurking dangers that might discover him in his helplessness. 
Xaltotun had assured him that he was not to be harmed, and Conan believed that 
it was in the man’s interest to preserve him, at least for the time being. But the 
instincts of the wild were there, that had caused him in his childhood to lie 
hidden and silent while wild beasts prowled about his covert. 

Even his keen eyes could not pierce the solid darkness. Yet after a while, after 
a period of time he had no way of estimating, a faint glow became apparent, a 
sort of slanting gray beam, by which Conan could see, vaguely, the bars of the 
door at his elbow, and even make out the skeleton of the other grille. This 
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puzzled him, until at last he realized the explanation. He was far below ground, 
in the pits below the palace; yet for some reason a shaft had been constructed 
from somewhere above. Outside, the moon had risen to a point where its light 
slanted dimly down the shaft. He reflected that in this manner he could tell the 
passing of the days and nights. Perhaps the sun, too, would shine down that 
shaft, though on the other hand it might be closed by day. Perhaps it was a subtle 
method of torture, allowing a prisoner but a glimpse of daylight or moonlight. 

His gaze fell on the broken bones in the farther commer, glimmering dimly. He 
did not tax his brain with futile speculation as to who the wretch had been and 
for what reason he had been doomed, but he wondered at the shattered condition 
of the bones. They had not been broken on a rack. Then, as he looked, another 
unsavory detail made itself evident. The shin-bones were split lengthwise, and 
there was but one explanation; they had been broken in that manner in order to 
obtain the marrow. Yet what creature but man breaks bones for their marrow? 
Perhaps those remnants were mute evidence of a horrible, cannibalistic feast, of 
some wretch driven to madness by starvation. Conan wondered if his own bones 
would be found at some future date, hanging in their rusty chains. He fought 
down the unreasoning panic of a trapped wolf. 

The Cimmerian did not curse, scream, weep or rave as a civilized man might 
have done. But the pain and turmoil in his bosom were none the less fierce. His 
great limbs quivered with the intensity of his emotions. Somewhere, far to the 
westward, the Nemedian host was slashing and burning its way through the heart 
of his kingdom. The small host of the Poitanians could not stand before them. 
Prospero might be able to hold Tarantia for weeks, or months; but eventually, if 
not relieved, he must surrender to greater numbers. Surely the barons would rally 
to him against the invaders. But in the meanwhile he, Conan, must lie helpless in 
a darkened cell, while others led his spears and fought for his kingdom. The king 
ground his powerful teeth in red rage. 

Then he stiffened as outside the farther door he heard a stealthy step. Straining 
his eyes he made out a bent, indistinct figure outside the grille. There was a rasp 
of metal against metal, and he heard the clink of tumblers, as if a key had been 
turned in the lock. Then the figure moved silently out of his range of vision. 
Some guard, he supposed, trying the lock. After a while he heard the sound 
repeated faintly somewhere farther on, and that was followed by the soft opening 
of a door, and then a swift scurry of softly shod feet retreated in the distance. 
Then silence fell again. 

Conan listened for what seemed a long time, but which could not have been, 
for the moon still shone down the hidden shaft, but he heard no further sound. 
He shifted his position at last, and his chains clanked. Then he heard another, 
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lighter footfall — a soft step outside the nearer door, the door through which he 
had entered the cell. An instant later a slender figure was etched dimly in the 
gray light. 

‘King Conan!’ a soft voice intoned urgently. ‘Oh, my lord, are you there?’ 

“Where else?’ he answered guardedly, twisting his head about to stare at the 
apparition. 

It was a girl who stood grasping the bars with her slender fingers. The dim 
glow behind her outlined her supple figure through the wisp of silk twisted about 
her loins, and shone vaguely on jeweled breast-plates. Her dark eyes gleamed in 
the shadows, her white limbs glistened softly, like alabaster. Her hair was a mass 
of dark foam, at the burnished luster of which the dim light only hinted. 

‘The keys to your shackles and to the farther door!’ she whispered, and a slim 
white hand came through the bars and dropped three objects with a clink to the 
flags beside him. 

“What game is this?’ he demanded. ‘You speak in the Nemedian tongue, and I 
have no friends in Nemedia. What deviltry is your master up to now? Has he 
sent you here to mock me?’ 

‘It is no mockery!’ The girl was trembling violently. Her bracelets and breast- 
plates clinked against the bars she grasped. ‘I swear by Mitra! I stole the keys 
from the black jailers. They are the keepers of the pits, and each bears a key 
which will open only one set of locks. I made them drunk. The one whose head 
you broke was carried away to a leech, and I could not get his key. But the 
others I stole. Oh, please do not loiter! Beyond these dungeons lie the pits which 
are the doors to hell.’ 

Somewhat impressed, Conan tried the keys dubiously, expecting to meet only 
failure and a burst of mocking laughter. But he was galvanized to discover that 
one, indeed, loosed him of his shackles, fitting not only the lock that held them 
to the ring, but the locks on his limbs as well. A few seconds later he stood 
upright, exulting fiercely in his comparative freedom. A quick stride carried him 
to the grille, and his fingers closed about a bar and the slender wrist that was 
pressed against it, imprisoning the owner, who lifted her face bravely to his 
fierce gaze. 

“Who are you, girl?’ he demanded. ‘Why do you do this?’ 

‘I am only Zenobia,’ she murmured, with a catch of breathlessness, as if in 
fright; ‘only a girl of the king’s seraglio.’ 

‘Unless this is some cursed trick,’ muttered Conan, ‘I cannot see why you 
bring me these keys.’ 

She bowed her dark head, and then lifted it and looked full into his suspicious 
eyes. Tears sparkled like jewels on her long dark lashes. 
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‘Tam only a girl of the king’s seraglio,’ she said, with a certain proud humility. 
‘He has never glanced at me, and probably never will. I am less than one of the 
dogs that gnaw the bones in his banquet hall. 

‘But I am no painted toy; I am of flesh and blood. I breathe, hate, fear, rejoice 
and love. And I have loved you, King Conan, ever since I saw you riding at the 
head of your knights along the streets of Belverus when you visited King Nimed, 
years ago. My heart tugged at its strings to leap from my bosom and fall in the 
dust of the street under your horse’s hoofs.’ 

Color flooded her countenance as she spoke, but her dark eyes did not waver. 
Conan did not at once reply; wild and passionate and untamed he was, yet any 
but the most brutish of men must be touched with a certain awe or wonder at the 
baring of a woman’s naked soul. 

She bent her head then, and pressed her red lips to the fingers that imprisoned 
her slim wrist. Then she flung up her head as if in sudden recollection of their 
position, and terror flared in her dark eyes. 

‘Haste!’ she whispered urgently. ‘It is past midnight. You must be gone.’ 

‘But won’t they skin you alive for stealing these keys?’ 

“They’ll never know. If the black men remember in the morning who gave 
them the wine, they will not dare admit the keys were stolen from them while 
they were drunk. The key that I could not obtain is the one that unlocks this 
door. You must make your way to freedom through the pits. What awful perils 
lurk beyond that door I cannot even guess. But greater danger lurks for you if 
you remain in this cell. 

‘King Tarascus has returned—’ 

“What? Tarascus?’ 

‘Aye! He has returned, in great secrecy, and not long ago he descended into the 
pits and then came out again, pale and shaking, like a man who had dared a great 
hazard. I heard him whisper to his squire, Arideus, that despite Xaltotun you 
should die.’ 

‘What of Xaltotun?’ murmured Conan. 

He felt her shudder. 

‘Do not speak of him!’ she whispered. ‘Demons are often summoned by the 
sound of their names. The slaves say that he lies in his chamber, behind a bolted 
door, dreaming the dreams of the black lotus. I believe that even Tarascus 
secretly fears him, or he would slay you openly. But he has been in the pits 
tonight, and what he did here, only Mitra knows.’ 

‘I wonder if that could have been Tarascus who fumbled at my cell door awhile 
ago?’ muttered Conan. 

‘Here is a dagger!’ she whispered, pressing something through the bars. His 
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eager fingers closed on an object familiar to their touch. ‘Go quickly through 
yonder door, turn to the left and make your way along the cells until you come to 
a stone stair. On your life do not stray from the line of the cells! Climb the stair 
and open the door at the top; one of the keys will fit it. If it be the will of Mitra, I 
will await you there.’ Then she was gone, with a patter of light slippered feet. 

Conan shrugged his shoulders, and turned toward the farther grille. This might 
be some diabolical trap planned by Tarascus, but plunging headlong into a snare 
was less abhorrent to Conan’s temperament than sitting meekly to await his 
doom. He inspected the weapon the girl had given him, and smiled grimly. 
Whatever else she might be, she was proven by that dagger to be a person of 
practical intelligence. It was no slender stiletto, selected because of a jeweled hilt 
or gold guard, fitted only for dainty murder in milady’s boudoir; it was a 
forthright poniard, a warrior’s weapon, broad-bladed, fifteen inches in length, 
tapering to a diamond-sharp point. 

He grunted with satisfaction. The feel of the hilt cheered him and gave him a 
glow of confidence. Whatever webs of conspiracy were drawn about him, 
whatever trickery and treachery ensnared him, this knife was real. The great 
muscles of his right arm swelled in anticipation of murderous blows. 

He tried the farther door, fumbling with the keys as he did so. It was not 
locked. Yet he remembered the black man locking it. That furtive, bent figure, 
then, had been no jailer seeing that the bolts were in place. He had unlocked the 
door, instead. There was a sinister suggestion about that unlocked door. But 
Conan did not hesitate. He pushed upon the grille and stepped from the dungeon 
into the outer darkness. 

As he had thought, the door did not open into another corridor. The flagged 
floor stretched away under his feet, and the line of cells ran away to the right and 
left behind him, but he could not make out the other limits of the place into 
which he had come. He could see neither the roof nor any other wall. The 
moonlight filtered into that vastness only through the grilles of the cells, and was 
almost lost in the darkness. Less keen eyes than his could scarcely have 
discerned the dim gray patches that floated before each cell door. 

Tuming to the left, he moved swiftly and noiselessly along the line of 
dungeons, his bare feet making no sound on the flags. He glanced briefly into 
each dungeon as he passed it. They were all empty, but locked. In some he 
caught the glimmer of naked white bones. These pits were a relic of a grimmer 
age, constructed long ago when Belverus was a fortress rather than a city. But 
evidently their more recent use had been more extensive than the world guessed. 

Ahead of him, presently, he saw the dim outline of a stair sloping sharply 
upward, and knew it must be the stair he sought. Then he whirled suddenly, 
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crouching in the deep shadows at its foot. 

Somewhere behind him something was moving — something bulky and stealthy 
that padded on feet which were not human feet. He was looking down the long 
row of cells, before each one of which lay a square of dim gray light that was 
little more than a patch of less dense darkness. But he saw something moving 
along these squares. What it was he could not tell, but it was heavy and huge, 
and yet it moved with more than human ease and swiftness. He glimpsed it as it 
moved across the squares of gray, then lost it as it merged in the expanses of 
shadow between. It was uncanny, in its stealthy advance, appearing and 
disappearing like a blur of the vision. 

He heard the bars rattle as it tried each door in turn. Now it had reached the cell 
he had so recently quitted, and the door swung open as it tugged. He saw a great 
bulky shape limned faintly and briefly in the gray doorway, and then the thing 
had vanished into the dungeon. Sweat beaded Conan’s face and hands. Now he 
knew why Tarascus had come so subtly to his door, and later had fled so swiftly. 
The king had unlocked his door, and, somewhere in these hellish pits, had 
opened a cell or cage that held some grim monstrosity. 

Now the thing was emerging from the cell and was again advancing up the 
corridor, its misshapen head close to the ground. It paid no more heed to the 
locked doors. It was smelling out his trail. He saw it more plainly now; the gray 
light limned a giant anthropomorphic body, but vaster of bulk and girth than any 
man. It went on two legs, though it stooped forward, and it was grayish and 
shaggy, its thick coat shot with silver. Its head was a grisly travesty of the 
human, its long arms hung nearly to the ground. 

Conan knew it at last — understood the meaning of those crushed and broken 
bones in the dungeon, and recognized the haunter of the pits. It was a gray ape, 
one of the grisly man-eaters from the forests that wave on the mountainous 
eastern shores of the Sea of Vilayet. Half mythical and altogether horrible, these 
apes were the goblins of Hyborian legendry, and were in reality ogres of the 
natural world, cannibals and murderers of the nighted forests. 

He knew it scented his presence, for it was coming swiftly now, rolling its 
barrel-like body rapidly along on its short, mighty bowed legs. He cast a quick 
glance up the long stair, but knew that the thing would be on his back before he 
could mount to the distant door. He chose to meet it face to face. 

Conan stepped out into the nearest square of moonlight, so as to have all the 
advantage of illumination that he could; for the beast, he knew, could see better 
than himself in the dark. Instantly the brute saw him; its great yellow tusks 
gleamed in the shadows, but it made no sound. Creatures of night and the 
silence, the gray apes of Vilayet were voiceless. But in its dim, hideous features, 
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which were a bestial travesty of a human face, showed ghastly exultation. 

Conan stood poised, watching the oncoming monster without a quiver. He 
knew he must stake his life on one thrust; there would be no chance for another; 
nor would there be time to strike and spring away. The first blow must kill, and 
kill instantly, if he hoped to survive that awful grapple. He swept his gaze over 
the short, squat throat, the hairy swagbelly, and the mighty breast, swelling in 
giant arches like twin shields. It must be the heart; better to risk the blade being 
deflected by the heavy ribs than to strike in where a stroke was not instantly 
fatal. With full realization of the odds, Conan matched his speed of eye and hand 
and his muscular power against the brute might and ferocity of the man-eater. He 
must meet the brute breast to breast, strike a death-blow, and then trust to the 
ruggedness of his frame to survive the instant of manhandling that was certain to 
be his. 

As the ape came rolling in on him, swinging wide its terrible arms, he plunged 
in between them and struck with all his desperate power. He felt the blade sink 
to the hilt in the hairy breast, and instantly, releasing it, he ducked his head and 
bunched his whole body into one compact mass of knotted muscles, and as he 
did so he grasped the closing arms and drove his knee fiercely into the monster’s 
belly, bracing himself against that crushing grapple. 

For one dizzy instant he felt as if he were being dismembered in the grip of an 
earthquake; then suddenly he was free, sprawling on the floor, and the monster 
was gasping out its life beneath him, its red eyes turned upward, the hilt of the 
poniard quivering in its breast. His desperate stab had gone home. 

Conan was panting as if after long conflict, trembling in every limb. Some of 
his joints felt as if they had been dislocated, and blood dripped from scratches on 
his skin where the monster’s talons had ripped; his muscles and tendons had 
been savagely wrenched and twisted. If the beast had lived a second longer, it 
would surely have dismembered him. But the Cimmerian’s mighty strength had 
resisted, for the fleeting instant it had endured, the dying convulsion of the ape 
that would have torn a lesser man limb from limb. 


6 The Thrust of a Knife 


Conan stooped and tore the knife from the monster’s breast. Then he went 
swiftly up the stair. What other shapes of fear the darkness held he could not 
guess, but he had no desire to encounter any more. This touch-and-go sort of 
battling was too strenuous even for the giant Cimmerian. The moonlight was 
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fading from the floor, the darkness closing in, and something like panic pursued 
him up the stair. He breathed a gusty sigh of relief when he reached the head, 
and felt the third key turn in the lock. He opened the door slightly, and craned 
his neck to peer through, half expecting an attack from some human or bestial 
enemy. 

He looked into a bare stone corridor, dimly lighted, and a slender, supple figure 
stood before the door. 

“Your Majesty!’ It was a low, vibrant cry, half in relief and half in fear. The 
girl sprang to his side, then hesitated as if abashed. 

“You bleed,’ she said. ‘You have been hurt!’ 

He brushed aside the implication with an impatient hand. 

‘Scratches that wouldn’t hurt a baby. Your skewer came in handy, though. But 
for it Tarascus’ monkey would be cracking my shin-bones for the marrow right 
now. But what now?’ 

‘Follow me,’ she whispered. ‘I will lead you outside the city wall. I have a 
horse concealed there.’ 

She turned to lead the way down the corridor, but he laid a heavy hand on her 
naked shoulder. 

“Walk beside me,’ he instructed her softly, passing his massive arm about her 
lithe waist. “‘You’ve played me fair so far, and I’m inclined to believe in you; but 
I’ve lived this long only because I’ve trusted no one too far, man or woman. So! 
Now if you play me false you won’t live to enjoy the jest.’ 

She did not flinch at sight of the reddened poniard or the contact of his hard 
muscles about her supple body. 

‘Cut me down without mercy if I play you false,’ she answered. ‘The very feel 
of your arm about me, even in menace, is as the fulfillment of a dream.’ 

The vaulted corridor ended at a door, which she opened. Outside lay another 
black man, a giant in turban and silk loincloth, with a curved sword lying on the 
flags near his hand. He did not move. 

‘I drugged his wine,’ she whispered, swerving to avoid the recumbent figure. 
‘He is the last, and outer, guard of the pits. None ever escaped from them before, 
and none has ever wished to seek them; so only these black men guard them. 
Only these of all the servants knew it was King Conan that Xaltotun brought a 
prisoner in his chariot. I was watching, sleepless, from an upper casement that 
opened into the court, while the other girls slept; for I knew that a battle was 
being fought, or had been fought, in the west, and I feared for you ... 

‘I saw the blacks carry you up the stair, and I recognized you in the torchlight. 
I slipped into this wing of the palace tonight, in time to see them carry you to the 
pits. I had not dared come here before nightfall. You must have lain in drugged 
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senselessness all day in Xaltotun’s chamber. 

‘Oh, let us be wary! Strange things are afoot in the palace tonight. The slaves 
said that Xaltotun slept as he often sleeps, drugged by the lotus of Stygia, but 
Tarascus is in the palace. He entered secretly, through the postern, wrapped in 
his cloak which was dusty as with long travel, and attended only by his squire, 
the lean silent Arideus. I cannot understand, but I am afraid.’ 

They came out at the foot of a narrow, winding stair, and mounting it, passed 
through a narrow panel which she slid aside. When they had passed through, she 
slipped it back in place, and it became merely a portion of the ornate wall. They 
were in a more spacious corridor, carpeted and tapestried, over which hanging 
lamps shed a golden glow. 

Conan listened intently, but he heard no sound throughout the palace. He did 
not know in what part of the palace he was, or in which direction lay the 
chamber of Xaltotun. The girl was trembling as she drew him along the corridor, 
to halt presently beside an alcove masked with satin tapestry. Drawing this aside, 
she motioned for him to step into the niche, and whispered: ‘Wait here! Beyond 
that door at the end of the corridor we are likely to meet slaves or eunuchs at any 
time of the day or night. I will go and see if the way is clear, before we essay it.’ 

Instantly his hair-trigger suspicions were aroused. 

‘Are you leading me into a trap?’ 

Tears sprang into her dark eyes. She sank to her knees and seized his muscular 
hand. 

‘Oh, my king, do not mistrust me now!’ Her voice shook with desperate 
urgency. ‘If you doubt and hesitate, we are lost! Why should I bring you up out 
of the pits to betray you now?’ 

‘All right,’ he muttered. ‘T’ll trust you; though, by Crom, the habits of a 
lifetime are not easily put aside. Yet I wouldn’t harm you now, if you brought all 
the swordsmen in Nemedia upon me. But for you Tarascus’ cursed ape would 
have come upon me in chains and unarmed. Do as you wish, girl.’ 

Kissing his hands, she sprang lithely up and ran down the corridor, to vanish 
through a heavy double door. 

He glanced after her, wondering if he was a fool to trust her; then he shrugged 
his mighty shoulders and pulled the satin hangings together, masking his refuge. 
It was not strange that a passionate young beauty should be risking her life to aid 
him; such things had happened often enough in his life. Many women had 
looked on him with favor, in the days of his wanderings, and in the time of his 
kingship. 

Yet he did not remain motionless in the alcove, waiting for her return. 
Following his instincts, he explored the niche for another exit, and presently 
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found one — the opening of a narrow passage, masked by the tapestries, that ran 
to an ornately carved door, barely visible in the dim light that filtered in from the 
outer corridor. And as he stared into it, somewhere beyond that carven door he 
heard the sound of another door opening and shutting, and then a low mumble of 
voices. The familiar sound of one of those voices caused a sinister expression to 
cross his dark face. Without hesitation he glided down the passage, and crouched 
like a stalking panther beside the door. It was not locked, and manipulating it 
delicately, he pushed it open a crack, with a reckless disregard for possible 
consequences that only he could have explained or defended. 

It was masked on the other side by tapestries, but through a thin slit in the 
velvet he looked into a chamber lit by a candle on an ebony table. There were 
two men in that chamber. One was a scarred, sinister-looking ruffian in leather 
breeks and ragged cloak; the other was Tarascus, king of Nemedia. 

Tarascus seemed ill at ease. He was slightly pale, and he kept starting and 
glancing about him, as if expecting and fearing to hear some sound or footstep. 

‘Go swiftly and at once,’ he was saying. ‘He is deep in drugged slumber, but I 
know not when he may awaken.’ 

‘Strange to hear words of fear issuing from the lips of Tarascus,’ rumbled the 
other in a harsh, deep voice. 

The king frowned. 

‘I fear no common man, as you well know. But when I saw the cliffs fall at 
Valkia I knew that this devil we had resurrected was no charlatan. I fear his 
powers, because I do not know the full extent of them. But I know that somehow 
they are connected with this accursed thing which I have stolen from him. It 
brought him back to life; so it must be the source of his sorcery. 

‘He had it hidden well; but following my secret order a slave spied on him and 
saw him place it in a golden chest, and saw where he hid the chest. Even so, I 
would not have dared steal it had Xaltotun himself not been sunk in lotus 
slumber. 

‘I believe it is the secret of his power. With it Orastes brought him back to life. 
With it he will make us all slaves, if we are not wary. So take it and cast it into 
the sea as I have bidden you. And be sure you are so far from land that neither 
tide nor storm can wash it up on the beach. You have been paid.’ 

‘So I have,’ grunted the ruffian. ‘And I owe more than gold to you, king; I owe 
you a debt of gratitude. Even thieves can be grateful.’ 

“Whatever debt you may feel you owe me,’ answered Tarascus, ‘will be paid 
when you have hurled this thing into the sea.’ 

‘T’ll ride for Zingara and take ship from Kordava,’ promised the other. ‘I dare 
not show my head in Argos, because of the matter of a murder or so—’ 
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‘I care not, so it is done. Here it is; a horse awaits you in the court. Go, and go 
swiftly!’ 

Something passed between them, something that flamed like living fire. Conan 
had only a brief glimpse of it; and then the ruffian pulled a slouch hat over his 
eyes, drew his cloak about his shoulder, and hurried from the chamber. And as 
the door closed behind him, Conan moved with the devastating fury of 
unchained blood-lust. He had held himself in check so long as he could. The 
sight of his enemy so near him set his wild blood seething and swept away all 
caution and restraint. 

Tarascus was turning toward an inner door when Conan tore aside the hangings 
and leaped like a blood-mad panther into the room. Tarascus wheeled, but even 
before he could recognize his attacker, Conan’s poniard ripped into him. 

But the blow was not mortal, as Conan knew the instant he struck. His foot had 
caught in a fold of the curtains and tripped him as he leaped. The point fleshed 
itself in Tarascus’ shoulder and plowed down along his ribs, and the king of 
Nemedia screamed. 

The impact of the blow and Conan’s lunging body hurled him back against the 
table and it toppled and the candle went out. They were both carried to the floor 
by the violence of Conan’s rush, and the foot of the tapestry hampered them both 
in its folds. Conan was stabbing blindly in the dark, Tarascus screaming in a 
frenzy of panicky terror. As if fear lent him superhuman energy, Tarascus tore 
free and blundered away in the darkness, shrieking: ‘Help! Guards! Arideus! 
Orastes! Orastes!’ 

Conan rose, kicking himself free of the tangling tapestries and the broken table, 
cursing with the bitterness of his blood-thirsty disappointment. He was confused, 
and ignorant of the plan of the palace. The yells of Tarascus were still 
resounding in the distance, and a wild outcry was bursting forth in answer. The 
Nemedian had escaped him in the darkness, and Conan did not know which way 
he had gone. The Cimmerian’s rash stroke for vengeance had failed, and there 
remained only the task of saving his own hide if he could. 

Swearing luridly, Conan ran back down the passage and into the alcove, 
glaring out into the lighted corridor, just as Zenobia came running up it, her dark 
eyes dilated with terror. 

‘Oh, what has happened?’ she cried. “The palace is roused! I swear I have not 
betrayed you—’ 

‘No, it was I who stirred up this hornet’s nest,’ he grunted. ‘I tried to pay off a 
score. What’s the shortest way out of this?’ 

She caught his wrist and ran fleetly down the corridor. But before they reached 
the heavy door at the other end, muffled shouts arose from behind it and the 
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portals began to shake under an assault from the other side. Zenobia wrung her 
hands and whimpered. 

“We are cut off! I locked that door as I returned through it. But they will burst 
it ina moment. The way to the postern gate lies through it.’ 

Conan wheeled. Up the corridor, though still out of sight, he heard a rising 
clamor that told him his foes were behind as well as before him. 

‘Quick! Into this door!’ the girl cried desperately, running across the corridor 
and throwing open the door of a chamber. 

Conan followed her through, and then threw the gold catch behind them. They 
stood in an ornately furnished chamber, empty but for themselves, and she drew 
him to a gold-barred window, through which he saw trees and shrubbery. 

“You are strong,’ she panted. ‘If you can tear these bars away, you may yet 
escape. The garden is full of guards, but the shrubs are thick, and you may avoid 
them. The southern wall is also the outer wall of the city. Once over that, you 
have a chance to get away. A horse is hidden for you in a thicket beside the road 
that runs westward, a few hundred paces to the south of the fountain of Thrallos. 
You know where it is?’ 

‘Aye! But what of you? I had meant to take you with me.’ 

A flood of joy lighted her beautiful face. 

‘Then my cup of happiness is brimming! But I will not hamper your escape. 
Burdened with me you would fail. Nay, do not fear for me. They will never 
suspect that I aided you willingly. Go! What you have just said will glorify my 
life throughout the long years.’ 

He caught her up in his iron arms, crushed her slim, vibrant figure to him and 
kissed her fiercely on eyes, cheeks, throat and lips, until she lay panting in his 
embrace; gusty and tempestuous as a storm-wind, even his love-making was 
violent. 

‘T’ll go,’ he muttered. ‘But by Crom, I’ll come for you some day!’ 

Wheeling, he gripped the gold bars and tore them from their sockets with one 
tremendous wrench; threw a leg over the sill and went down swiftly, clinging to 
the ornaments on the wall. He hit the ground running and melted like a shadow 
into the maze of towering rose-bushes and spreading trees. The one look he cast 
back over his shoulder showed him Zenobia leaning over the window-sill, her 
arms stretched after him in mute farewell and renunciation. 

Guards were running through the garden, all converging toward the palace, 
where the clamor momentarily grew louder — tall men in burnished cuirasses and 
crested helmets of polished bronze. The starlight struck glints from their 
gleaming armor, among the trees, betraying their every movement; but the sound 
of their coming ran far before them. To Conan, wilderness-bred, their rush 
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through the shrubbery was like the blundering stampede of cattle. Some of them 
passed within a few feet of where he lay flat in a thick cluster of bushes, and 
never guessed his presence. With the palace as their goal, they were oblivious to 
all else about them. When they had gone shouting on, he rose and fled through 
the garden with no more noise than a panther would have made. 

So quickly he came to the southern wall, and mounted the steps that led to the 
parapet. The wall was made to keep people out, not in. No sentry patrolling the 
battlements was in sight. Crouching by an embrasure he glanced back at the 
great palace rearing above the cypresses behind him. Lights blazed from every 
window, and he could see figures flitting back and forth across them like puppets 
on invisible strings. He grinned hardly, shook his fist in a gesture of farewell and 
menace, and let himself over the outer rim of the parapet. 

A low tree, a few yards below the parapet, received Conan’s weight, as he 
dropped noiselessly into the branches. An instant later he was racing through the 
shadows with the swinging hillman’s stride that eats up long miles. 

Gardens and pleasure villas surrounded the walls of Belverus. Drowsy slaves, 
sleeping by their watchman’s pikes, did not see the swift and furtive figure that 
scaled walls, crossed alleys made by the arching branches of trees, and threaded 
a noiseless way through orchards and vineyards. Watchdogs woke and lifted 
their deep-booming clamor at a gliding shadow, half scented, half sensed, and 
then it was gone. 


In a chamber of the palace Tarascus writhed and cursed on a blood-spattered 
couch, under the deft, quick fingers of Orastes. The palace was thronged with 
wide-eyed, trembling servitors, but the chamber where the king lay was empty 
save for himself and the renegade priest. 

‘Are you sure he still sleeps?’ Tarascus demanded again, setting his teeth 
against the bite of the herb juices with which Orastes was bandaging the long, 
ragged gash in his shoulder and ribs. ‘Ishtar, Mitra and Set! That burns like 
molten pitch of hell!’ 

‘Which you would be experiencing even now, but for your good fortune,’ 
remarked Orastes. ‘Whoever wielded that knife struck to kill. Yes, I have told 
you that Xaltotun still sleeps. Why are you so urgent upon that point? What has 
he to do with this?’ 

“You know nothing of what has passed in the palace tonight?’ Tarascus 
searched the priest’s countenance with burning intensity. 

‘Nothing. As you know, I have been employed in translating manuscripts for 
Xaltotun, for some months now, transcribing esoteric volumes written in the 
younger languages into script he can read. He was well versed in all the tongues 
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and scripts of his day, but he has not yet learned all the newer languages, and to 
save time he has me translate these works for him, to learn if any new 
knowledge has been discovered since his time. I did not know that he had 
returned last night until he sent for me and told me of the battle. Then I returned 
to my studies, nor did I know that you had returned until the clamor in the palace 
brought me out of my cell.’ 

‘Then you do not know that Xaltotun brought the king of Aquilonia a captive 
to this palace?’ 

Orastes shook his head, without particular surprise. 

‘Xaltotun merely said that Conan would oppose us no more. I supposed that he 
had fallen, but did not ask the details.’ 

‘Xaltotun saved his life when I would have slain him,’ snarled Tarascus. ‘I saw 
his purpose instantly. He would hold Conan captive to use as a club against us — 
against Amalric, against Valerius, and against myself. So long as Conan lives he 
is a threat, a unifying factor for Aquilonia, that might be used to compel us into 
courses we would not otherwise follow. I mistrust this undead Pythonian. Of late 
I have begun to fear him. 

‘I followed him, some hours after he had departed eastward. I wished to learn 
what he intended doing with Conan. I found that he had imprisoned him in the 
pits. I intended to see that the barbarian died, in spite of Xaltotun. And I 
accomplished—’ 

A cautious knock sounded at the door. 

‘That’s Arideus,’ grunted Tarascus. ‘Let him in.’ 

The saturnine squire entered, his eyes blazing with suppressed excitement. 

‘How, Arideus?’ exclaimed Tarascus. ‘Have you found the man who attacked 
me?’ 

“You did not see him, my lord?’ asked Arideus, as one who would assure 
himself of a fact he already knows to exist. “You did not recognize him?’ 

‘No. It happened so quick, and the candle was out — all I could think of was 
that it was some devil loosed on me by Xaltotun’s magic—’ 

‘The Pythonian sleeps in his barred and bolted room. But I have been in the 
pits.’ Arideus twitched his lean shoulders excitedly. 

‘Well, speak, man!’ exclaimed Tarascus impatiently. ‘What did you find 
there?’ 

‘An empty dungeon,’ whispered the squire. ‘The corpse of the great ape!’ 

‘What?’ Tarascus started upright, and blood gushed from his opened wound. 

‘Aye! The man-eater is dead — stabbed through the heart — and Conan is gone!’ 

Tarascus was gray of face as he mechanically allowed Orastes to force him 
prostrate again and the priest renewed work upon his mangled flesh. 
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‘Conan!’ he repeated. ‘Not a crushed corpse — escaped! Mitra! He is no man; 
but a devil himself! I thought Xaltotun was behind this wound. I see now. Gods 
and devils! It was Conan who stabbed me! Arideus!’ 

“Aye, your Majesty!’ 

‘Search every nook in the palace. He may be skulking through the dark 
corridors now like a hungry tiger. Let no niche escape your scrutiny, and beware. 
It is not a civilized man you hunt, but a blood-mad barbarian whose strength and 
ferocity are those of a wild beast. Scour the palace-grounds and the city. Throw a 
cordon about the walls. If you find he has escaped from the city, as he may well 
do, take a troop of horsemen and follow him. Once past the walls it will be like 
hunting a wolf through the hills. But haste, and you may yet catch him.’ 

‘This is a matter which requires more than ordinary human wits,’ said Orastes. 
‘Perhaps we should seek Xaltotun’s advice.’ 

‘No!’ exclaimed Tarascus violently. ‘Let the troopers pursue Conan and slay 
him. Xaltotun can hold no grudge against us if we kill a prisoner to prevent his 
escape.’ 

‘Well,’ said Orastes, ‘I am no Acheronian, but I am versed in some of the arts, 
and the control of certain spirits which have cloaked themselves in material 
substance. Perhaps I can aid you in this matter.’ 


The fountain of Thrallos stood in a clustered ring of oaks beside the road a mile 
from the walls of the city. Its musical tinkle reached Conan’s ears through the 
silence of the starlight. He drank deep of its icy stream, and then hurried 
southward toward a small, dense thicket he saw there. Rounding it, he saw a 
great white horse tied among the bushes. Heaving a deep gusty sigh he reached it 
with one stride — a mocking laugh brought him about, glaring. 

A dully glinting, mail-clad figure moved out of the shadows into the starlight. 
This was no plumed and burnished palace guardsman. It was a tall man in 
morion and gray chain-mail — one of the Adventurers, a class of warriors 
peculiar to Nemedia; men who had not attained to the wealth and position of 
knighthood, or had fallen from that estate; hard-bitten fighters, dedicating their 
lives to war and adventure. They constituted a class of their own, sometimes 
commanding troops, but themselves accountable to no man but the king. Conan 
knew that he could have been discovered by no more dangerous a foeman. 

A quick glance among the shadows convinced him that the man was alone, and 
he expanded his great chest slightly, digging his toes into the turf, as his thews 
coiled tensely. 

‘I was riding for Belverus on Amalric’s business,’ said the Adventurer, 
advancing warily. The starlight was a long sheen on the great two-handed sword 
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he bore naked in his hand. ‘A horse whinnied to mine from the thicket. I 
investigated and thought it strange a steed should be tethered here. I waited — 
and lo, I have caught a rare prize!’ 

The Adventurers lived by their swords. 

‘I know you,’ muttered the Nemedian. ‘You are Conan, king of Aquilonia. I 
thought I saw you die in the valley of the Valkia, but—’ 

Conan sprang as a dying tiger springs. Practised fighter though the Adventurer 
was, he did not realize the desperate quickness that lurks in barbaric sinews. He 
was caught off guard, his heavy sword half lifted. Before he could either strike 
or parry, the king’s poniard sheathed itself in his throat, above the gorget, 
slanting downward into his heart. With a choked gurgle he reeled and went 
down, and Conan ruthlessly tore his blade free as his victim fell. The white horse 
snorted violently and shied at the sight and scent of blood on the sword. 

Glaring down at his lifeless enemy, dripping poniard in hand, sweat glistening 
on his broad breast, Conan poised like a statue, listening intently. In the woods 
about there was no sound, save for the sleepy cheep of awakened birds. But in 
the city, a mile away, he heard the strident blare of a trumpet. 

Hastily he bent over the fallen man. A few seconds’ search convinced him that 
whatever message the man might have borne was intended to be conveyed by 
word of mouth. But he did not pause in his task. It was not many hours until 
dawn. A few minutes later the white horse was galloping westward along the 
white road, and the rider wore the gray mail of a Nemedian Adventurer. 


7 The Rending of the Veil 


Conan knew his only chance of escape lay in speed. He did not even consider 
hiding somewhere near Belverus until the chase passed on; he was certain that 
the uncanny ally of Tarascus would be able to ferret him out. Besides, he was 
not one to skulk and hide; an open fight or an open chase, either suited his 
temperament better. He had a long start, he knew. He would lead them a 
grinding race for the border. 

Zenobia had chosen well in selecting the white horse. His speed, toughness and 
endurance were obvious. The girl knew weapons and horses, and, Conan 
reflected with some satisfaction, she knew men. He rode westward at a gait that 
ate up the miles. 

It was a sleeping land through which he rode, past grove-sheltered villages and 
white-walled villas amid spacious fields and orchards that grew sparser as he 
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fared westward. As the villages thinned, the land grew more rugged, and the 
keeps that frowned from eminences told of centuries of border war. But none 
rode down from those castles to challenge or halt him. The lords of the keeps 
were following the banner of Amalric; the pennons that were wont to wave over 
these towers were now floating over the Aquilonian plains. 

When the last huddled village fell behind him, Conan left the road, which was 
beginning to bend toward the northwest, toward the distant passes. To keep to 
the road would mean to pass by border towers, still garrisoned with armed men 
who would not allow him to pass unquestioned. He knew there would be no 
patrols riding the border marches on either side, as in ordinary times, but there 
were those towers, and with dawn there would probably be cavalcades of 
returning soldiers with wounded men in ox-carts. 

This road from Belverus was the only road that crossed the border for fifty 
miles from north to south. It followed a series of passes through the hills, and on 
either hand lay a wide expanse of wild, sparsely inhabited mountains. He 
maintained his due westerly direction, intending to cross the border deep in the 
wilds of the hills that lay to the south of the passes. It was a shorter route, more 
arduous, but safer for a hunted fugitive. One man on a horse could traverse 
country an army would find impassable. 

But at dawn he had not reached the hills; they were a long, low, blue rampart 
stretching along the horizon ahead of him. Here there were neither farms nor 
villages, no white-walled villas looming among clustering trees. The dawn wind 
Stirred the tall stiff grass, and there was nothing but the long rolling swells of 
brown earth, covered with dry grass, and in the distance the gaunt walls of a 
stronghold on a low hill. Too many Aquilonian raiders had crossed the 
mountains in not too distant days for the countryside to be thickly settled as it 
was farther to the east. 

Dawn ran like a prairie fire across the grasslands, and high overhead sounded a 
weird crying as a straggling wedge of wild geese winged swiftly southward. In a 
grassy swale Conan halted and unsaddled his mount. Its sides were heaving, its 
coat plastered with sweat. He had pushed it unmercifully through the hours 
before dawn. 

While it munched the brittle grass and rolled, he lay at the crest of the low 
slope, staring eastward. Far away to the northward he could see the road he had 
left, streaming like a white ribbon over a distant rise. No black dots moved along 
that glistening ribbon. There was no sign about the castle in the distance to 
indicate that the keepers had noticed the lone wayfarer. 

An hour later the land still stretched bare. The only sign of life was a glint of 
steel on the far-off battlements, a raven in the sky that wheeled backward and 
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forth, dipping and rising as if seeking something. Conan saddled and rode 
westward at a more leisurely gait. 

As he topped the farther crest of the slope, a raucous screaming burst out over 
his head, and looking up, he saw the raven flapping high above him, cawing 
incessantly. As he rode on, it followed him, maintaining its position and making 
the morning hideous with its strident cries, heedless of his efforts to drive it 
away. 

This kept up for hours, until Conan’s teeth were on edge, and he felt that he 
would give half his kingdom to be allowed to wring that black neck. 

‘Devils of hell!’ he roared in futile rage, shaking his mailed fist at the frantic 
bird. ‘Why do you harry me with your squawking? Begone, you black spawn of 
perdition, and peck for wheat in the farmer’s fields!’ 

He was ascending the first pitch of the hills, and he seemed to hear an echo of 
the bird’s clamor far behind him. Turning in his saddle, he presently made out 
another black dot hanging in the blue. Beyond that again he caught the glint of 
the afternoon sun on steel. That could mean only one thing: armed men. And 
they were not riding along the beaten road, which was out of his sight beyond 
the horizon. They were following him. 

His face grew grim and he shivered slightly as he stared at the raven that 
wheeled high above him. 

‘So it is more than the whim of a brainless beast?’ he muttered. ‘Those riders 
cannot see you, spawn of hell; but the other bird can see you, and they can see 
him. You follow me, he follows you, and they follow him. Are you only a 
craftily trained feathered creature, or some devil in the form of a bird? Did 
Xaltotun set you on my trail? Are you Xaltotun?’ 

Only a strident screech answered him, a screech vibrating with harsh mockery. 

Conan wasted no more breath on his dusky betrayer. Grimly he settled to the 
long grind of the hills. He dared not push the horse too hard; the rest he had 
allowed it had not been enough to freshen it. He was still far ahead of his 
pursuers, but they would cut down that lead steadily. It was almost a certainty 
that their horses were fresher than his, for they had undoubtedly changed mounts 
at that castle he had passed. 

The going grew rougher, the scenery more rugged, steep grassy slopes pitching 
up to densely timbered mountainsides. Here, he knew, he might elude his 
hunters, but for that hellish bird that squalled incessantly above him. He could 
no longer see them in this broken country, but he was certain that they still 
followed him, guided unerringly by their feathered allies. That black shape 
became like a demoniac incubus, hounding him through measureless hells. The 
stones he hurled with a curse went wide or fell harmless, though in his youth he 
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had felled hawks on the wing. 

The horse was tiring fast. Conan recognized the grim finality of his position. 
He sensed an inexorable driving fate behind all this. He could not escape. He 
was as much a captive as he had been in the pits of Belverus. But he was no son 
of the Orient to yield passively to what seemed inevitable. If he could not 
escape, he would at least take some of his foes into eternity with him. He turned 
into a wide thicket of larches that masked a slope, looking for a place to turn at 
bay. 

Then ahead of him there rang a strange, shrill scream, human yet weirdly 
timbred. An instant later he had pushed through a screen of branches, and saw 
the source of that eldritch cry. In a small glade below him four soldiers in 
Nemedian chain-mail were binding a noose about the neck of a gaunt old woman 
in peasant garb. A heap of fagots, bound with cord on the ground near by, 
showed what her occupation had been when surprised by these stragglers. 

Conan felt slow fury swell his heart as he looked silently down and saw the 
ruffians dragging her toward a tree whose low-spreading branches were 
obviously intended to act as a gibbet. He had crossed the frontier an hour ago. 
He was standing on his own soil, watching the murder of one of his own 
subjects. The old woman was struggling with surprising strength and energy, and 
as he watched, she lifted her head and voiced again the strange, weird, far- 
carrying call he had heard before. It was echoed as if in mockery by the raven 
flapping above the trees. The soldiers laughed roughly, and one struck her in the 
mouth. 

Conan swung from his weary steed and dropped down the face of the rocks, 
landing with a clang of mail on the grass. The four men wheeled at the sound 
and drew their swords, gaping at the mailed giant who faced them, sword in 
hand. 

Conan laughed harshly. His eyes were bleak as flint. 

‘Dogs!’ he said without passion and without mercy. ‘Do Nemedian jackals set 
themselves up as executioners and hang my subjects at will? First you must take 
the head of their king. Here I stand, awaiting your lordly pleasure!’ 

The soldiers stared at him uncertainly as he strode toward them. 

‘Who is this madman?’ growled a bearded ruffian. ‘He wears Nemedian mail, 
but speaks with an Aquilonian accent.’ 

‘No matter,’ quoth another. ‘Cut him down, and then we’|l hang the old hag.’ 

And so saying he ran at Conan, lifting his sword. But before he could strike, 
the king’s great blade lashed down, splitting helmet and skull. The man fell 
before him, but the others were hardy rogues. They gave tongue like wolves and 
surged about the lone figure in the gray mail, and the clamor and din of steel 
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drowned the cries of the circling raven. 

Conan did not shout. His eyes coals of blue fire and his lips smiling bleakly, he 
lashed right and left with his two-handed sword. For all his size he was quick as 
a cat on his feet, and he was constantly in motion, presenting a moving target so 
that thrusts and swings cut empty air oftener than not. Yet when he struck he was 
perfectly balanced, and his blows fell with devastating power. Three of the four 
were down, dying in their own blood, and the fourth was bleeding from half a 
dozen wounds, stumbling in headlong retreat as he parried frantically, when 
Conan’s spur caught in the surcoat of one of the fallen men. 

The king stumbled, and before he could catch himself the Nemedian, with the 
frenzy of desperation, rushed him so savagely that Conan staggered and fell 
sprawling over the corpse. The Nemedian croaked in triumph and sprang 
forward, lifting his great sword with both hands over his right shoulder, as he 
braced his legs wide for the stroke — and then, over the prostrate king, something 
huge and hairy shot like a thunderbolt full on the soldier’s breast, and his yelp of 
triumph changed to a shriek of death. 

Conan, scrambling up, saw the man lying dead with his throat torn out, and a 
great gray wolf stood over him, head sunk as it smelled the blood that formed a 
pool on the grass. 

The king turned as the old woman spoke to him. She stood straight and tall 
before him, and in spite of her ragged garb, her features, clear-cut and aquiline, 
and her keen black eyes, were not those of a common peasant woman. She called 
to the wolf and it trotted to her side like a great dog and rubbed its giant shoulder 
against her knee, while it gazed at Conan with great green lambent eyes. 
Absently she laid her hand upon its mighty neck, and so the two stood regarding 
the king of Aquilonia. He found their steady gaze disquieting, though there was 
no hostility in it. 

‘Men say King Conan died beneath the stones and dirt when the cliffs 
crumbled by Valkia,’ she said in a deep, strong, resonant voice. 

‘So they say,’ he growled. He was in no mood for controversy, and he thought 
of those armored riders who were pushing nearer every moment. The raven 
above him cawed stridently, and he cast an involuntary glare upward, grinding 
his teeth in a spasm of nervous irritation. 

Up on the ledge the white horse stood with drooping head. The old woman 
looked at it, and then at the raven; and then she lifted a strange weird cry as she 
had before. As if recognizing the call, the raven wheeled, suddenly mute, and 
raced eastward. But before it had got out of sight, the shadow of mighty wings 
fell across it. An eagle soared up from the tangle of trees, and rising above it, 
swooped and struck the black messenger to the earth. The strident voice of 
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betrayal was stilled for ever. 

‘Crom!’ muttered Conan, staring at the old woman. ‘Are you a magician, too?’ 

‘I am Zelata,’ she said. “The people of the valleys call me a witch. Was that 
child of the night guiding armed men on your trail?’ 

‘Aye.’ She did not seem to think the answer fantastic. “They cannot be far 
behind me.’ 

‘Lead your horse and follow me, King Conan,’ she said briefly. 

Without comment he mounted the rocks and brought his horse down to the 
glade by a circuitous path. As he came he saw the eagle reappear, dropping 
lazily down from the sky, and rest an instant on Zelata’s shoulder, spreading its 
great wings lightly so as not to crush her with its weight. 

Without a word she led the way, the great wolf trotting at her side, the eagle 
soaring above her. Through deep thickets and along tortuous ledges poised over 
deep ravines she led him, and finally along a narrow precipice-edged path to a 
curious dwelling of stone, half hut, half cavern, beneath a cliff hidden among the 
gorges and crags. The eagle flew to the pinnacle of this cliff, and perched there 
like a motionless sentinel. 

Still silent, Zelata stabled the horse in a near-by cave, with leaves and grass 
piled high for provender, and a tiny spring bubbling in the dim recesses. 

In the hut she seated the king on a rude, hide-covered bench, and she herself 
sat upon a low stool before the tiny fireplace, while she made a fire of tamarisk 
chunks and prepared a frugal meal. The great wolf drowsed beside her, facing 
the fire, his huge head sunk on his paws, his ears twitching in his dreams. 

“You do not fear to sit in the hut of a witch?’ she asked, breaking her silence at 
last. 

An impatient shrug of his gray-mailed shoulders was her guest’s only reply. 
She gave into his hands a wooden dish heaped with dried fruits, cheese and 
barley bread, and a great pot of the heady upland beer, brewed from barley 
grown in the high valleys. 

‘I have found the brooding silence of the glens more pleasing than the babble 
of city streets,’ she said. “The children of the wild are kinder than the children of 
men.’ Her hand briefly stroked the ruff of the sleeping wolf. ‘My children were 
afar from me today, or I had not needed your sword, my king. They were coming 
at my call.’ 

“What grudge had those Nemedian dogs against you?’ Conan demanded. 

‘Skulkers from the invading army straggle all over the countryside, from the 
frontier to Tarantia,’ she answered. ‘The foolish villagers in the valleys told 
them that I had a store of gold hidden away, so as to divert their attentions from 
their villages. They demanded treasure from me, and my answers angered them. 
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But neither skulkers nor the men who pursue you, nor any raven will find you 
here.’ 

He shook his head, eating ravenously. 

‘I’m for Tarantia.’ 

She shook her head. 

“You thrust your head into the dragon’s jaws. Best seek refuge abroad. The 
heart is gone from your kingdom.’ 

“What do you mean?’ he demanded. ‘Battles have been lost before, yet wars 
won. A kingdom is not lost by a single defeat.’ 

‘And you will go to Tarantia?’ 

‘Aye. Prospero will be holding it against Amalric.’ 

“Are you sure?’ 

‘Hell’s devils, woman!’ he exclaimed wrathfully. ‘What else?’ 

She shook her head. ‘I feel that it is otherwise. Let us see. Not lightly is the veil 
rent; yet I will rend it a little, and show you your capital city.’ 

Conan did not see what she cast upon the fire, but the wolf whimpered in his 
dreams, and a green smoke gathered and billowed up into the hut. And as he 
watched, the walls and ceiling of the hut seemed to widen, to grow remote and 
vanish, merging with infinite immensities; the smoke rolled about him, blotting 
out everything. And in it forms moved and faded, and stood out in startling 
clarity. 

He stared at the familiar towers and streets of Tarantia, where a mob seethed 
and screamed, and at the same time he was somehow able to see the banners of 
Nemedia moving inexorably westward through the smoke and flame of a 
pillaged land. In the great square of Tarantia the frantic throng milled and 
yammered, screaming that the king was dead, that the barons were girding 
themselves to divide the land between them, and that the rule of a king, even of 
Valerius, was better than anarchy. Prospero, shining in his armor, rode among 
them, trying to pacify them, bidding them trust Count Trocero, urging them to 
man the wall and aid his knights in defending the city. They turned on him, 
shrieking with fear and unreasoning rage, howling that he was Trocero’s 
butcher, a more evil foe than Amalric himself. Offal and stones were hurled at 
his knights. 

A slight blurring of the picture, that might have denoted a passing of time, and 
then Conan saw Prospero and his knights filing out of the gates and spurring 
southward. Behind him the city was in an uproar. 

‘Fools!’ muttered Conan thickly. ‘Fools! Why could they not trust Prospero? 
Zelata, if you are making game of me, with some trickery—’ 

‘This has passed,’ answered Zelata imperturbably, though somberly. ‘It was 
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the evening of the day that has passed when Prospero rode out of Tarantia, with 
the hosts of Amalric almost within sight. From the walls men saw the flame of 
their pillaging. So I read it in the smoke. At sunset the Nemedians rode into 
Tarantia, unopposed. Look! Even now, in the royal hall of Tarantia—’ 

Abruptly Conan was looking into the great coronation hall. Valerius stood on 
the regal dais, clad in ermine robes, and Amalric, still in his dusty, bloodstained 
armor, placed a rich and gleaming circlet on his yellow locks — the crown of 
Aquilonia! The people cheered; long lines of steel-clad Nemedian warriors 
looked grimly on, and nobles long in disfavor at Conan’s court strutted and 
swaggered with the emblem of Valerius on their sleeves. 

‘Crom!’ It was an explosive imprecation from Conan’s lips as he started up, his 
great fists clenched into hammers, his veins on his temples knotting, his features 
convulsed. ‘A Nemedian placing the crown of Aquilonia on that renegade — in 
the royal hall of Tarantia!’ 

As if dispelled by his violence, the smoke faded, and he saw Zelata’s black 
eyes gleaming at him through the mist. 

“You have seen — the people of your capital have forfeited the freedom you 
won for them by sweat and blood; they have sold themselves to the slavers and 
the butchers. They have shown that they do not trust their destiny. Can you rely 
upon them for the winning back of your kingdom?’ 

“They thought I was dead,’ he grunted, recovering some of his poise. ‘I have 
no son. Men can’t be governed by a memory. What if the Nemedians have taken 
Tarantia? There still remain the provinces, the barons, and the people of the 
countrysides. Valerius has won an empty glory.’ 

“You are stubborn, as befits a fighter. I cannot show you the future, I cannot 
show you all the past. Nay, I show you nothing. I merely make you see windows 
opened in the veil by powers unguessed. Would you look into the past for a clue 
of the present?’ 

‘Aye.’ He seated himself abruptly. 

Again the green smoke rose and billowed. Again images unfolded before him, 
this time alien and seemingly irrelevant. He saw great towering black walls, 
pedestals half hidden in the shadows upholding images of hideous, half-bestial 
gods. Men moved in the shadows, dark, wiry men, clad in red, silken loincloths. 
They were bearing a green jade sarcophagus along a gigantic black corridor. But 
before he could tell much about what he saw, the scene shifted. He saw a cavern, 
dim, shadowy and haunted with a strange intangible horror. On an altar of black 
stone stood a curious golden vessel, shaped like the shell of a scallop. Into this 
cavern came some of the same dark, wiry men who had borne the mummy-case. 
They seized the golden vessel, and then the shadows swirled around them and 
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what happened he could not say. But he saw a glimmer in a whorl of darkness, 
like a ball of living fire. Then the smoke was only smoke, drifting up from the 
fire of tamarisk chunks, thinning and fading. 

‘But what does this portend?’ he demanded, bewildered. ‘What I saw in 
Tarantia I can understand. But what means this glimpse of Zamorian thieves 
sneaking through a subterranean temple of Set, in Stygia? And that cavern — I’ve 
never seen or heard of anything like it, in all my wanderings. If you can show me 
that much, these shreds of vision which mean nothing, disjointed, why can you 
not show me all that is to occur?’ 

Zelata stirred the fire without replying. 

‘These things are governed by immutable laws,’ she said at last. ‘I can not 
make you understand; I do not altogether understand myself, though I have 
sought wisdom in the silences of the high places for more years than I can 
remember. I cannot save you, though I would if I might. Man must, at last, work 
out his own salvation. Yet perhaps wisdom may come to me in dreams, and in 
the morn I may be able to give you the clue to the enigma.’ 

“What enigma?’ he demanded. 

‘The mystery that confronts you, whereby you have lost a kingdom,’ she 
answered. And then she spread a sheepskin upon the floor before the hearth. 
‘Sleep,’ she said briefly. 

Without a word he stretched himself upon it, and sank into restless but deep 
sleep through which phantoms moved silently and monstrous shapeless shadows 
crept. Once, limned against a purple sunless horizon, he saw the mighty walls 
and towers of a great city such as rose nowhere on the waking earth he knew. Its 
colossal pylons and purple minarets lifted toward the stars, and over it, floating 
like a giant mirage, hovered the bearded countenance of the man Xaltotun. 


Conan woke in the chill whiteness of early dawn, to see Zelata crouched beside 
the tiny fire. He had not awakened once in the night, and the sound of the great 
wolf leaving or entering should have roused him. Yet the wolf was there, beside 
the hearth, with its shaggy coat wet with dew, and with more than dew. Blood 
glistened wetly amid the thick fell, and there was a cut upon his shoulder. 

Zelata nodded, without looking around, as if reading the thoughts of her royal 
guest. 

‘He has hunted before dawn, and red was the hunting. I think the man who 
hunted a king will hunt no more, neither man nor beast.’ 

Conan stared at the great beast with strange fascination as he moved to take the 
food Zelata offered him. 

“When I come to my throne again I won’t forget,’ he said briefly. ‘You’ve 
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befriended me — by Crom, I can’t remember when I’ve lain down and slept at the 
mercy of man or woman as I did last night. But what of the riddle you would 
read me this morn?’ 

A long silence ensued, in which the crackle of the tamarisks was loud on the 
hearth. 

‘Find the heart of your kingdom,’ she said at last. ‘There lies your defeat and 
your power. You fight more than mortal man. You will not press the throne 
again unless you find the heart of your kingdom.’ 

‘Do you mean the city of Tarantia?’ 

She shook her head. ‘I am but an oracle, through whose lips the gods speak. 
My lips are sealed by them lest I speak too much. You must find the heart of 
your kingdom. I can say no more. My lips are opened and sealed by the gods.’ 


Dawn was still white on the peaks when Conan rode westward. A glance back 
showed him Zelata standing in the door of her hut, inscrutable as ever, the great 
wolf beside her. 

A gray sky arched overhead, and a moaning wind was chill with a promise of 
winter. Brown leaves fluttered slowly down from the bare branches, sifting upon 
his mailed shoulders. 

All day he pushed through the hills, avoiding roads and villages. Toward 
nightfall he began to drop down from the heights, tier by tier, and saw the broad 
plains of Aquilonia spread out beneath him. 

Villages and farms lay close to the foot of the hills on the western side of the 
mountains, for, for half a century, most of the raiding across the frontier had 
been done by the Aquilonians. But now only embers and ashes showed where 
farm huts and villas had stood. 

In the gathering darkness Conan rode slowly on. There was little fear of 
discovery, which he dreaded from friend as well as from foe. The Nemedians 
had remembered old scores on their westward drive, and Valerius had made no 
attempt to restrain his allies. He did not count on winning the love of the 
common people. A vast swath of desolation had been cut through the country 
from the foothills westward. Conan cursed as he rode over blackened expanses 
that had been rich fields, and saw the gaunt gable-ends of burned houses jutting 
against the sky. He moved through an empty and deserted land, like a ghost out 
of a forgotten and outworn past. 

The speed with which the army had traversed the land showed what little 
resistance it had encountered. Yet had Conan been leading his Aquilonians the 
invading army would have been forced to buy every foot they gained with their 
blood. The bitter realization permeated his soul; he was not the representative of 
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a dynasty. He was only a lone adventurer. Even the drop of dynastic blood 
Valerius boasted had more hold on the minds of men than the memory of Conan 
and the freedom and power he had given the kingdom. 

No pursuers followed him down out of the hills. He watched for wandering or 
returning Nemedian troops, but met none. Skulkers gave him a wide path, 
supposing him to be one of the conquerors, what of his harness. Groves and 
rivers were far more plentiful on the western side of the mountains, and coverts 
for concealment were not lacking. 

So he moved across the pillaged land, halting only to rest his horse, eating 
frugally of the food Zelata had given him, until, on a dawn when he lay hidden 
on a river bank where willows and oaks grew thickly, he glimpsed, afar, across 
the rolling plains dotted with rich groves, the blue and golden towers of Tarantia. 

He was no longer in a deserted land, but one teeming with varied life. His 
progress thenceforth was slow and cautious, through thick woods and 
unfrequented byways. It was dusk when he reached the plantation of Servius 
Galannus. 


8 Dying Embers 


The countryside about Tarantia had escaped the fearful ravaging of the more 
easterly provinces. There were evidences of the march of a conquering army in 
broken hedges, plundered fields and looted granaries, but torch and steel had not 
been loosed wholesale. 

There was but one grim splotch on the landscape — a charred expanse of ashes 
and blackened stone, where, Conan knew, had once stood the stately villa of one 
of his staunchest supporters. 

The king dared not openly approach the Galannus farm, which lay only a few 
miles from the city. In the twilight he rode through an extensive woodland, until 
he sighted a keeper’s lodge through the trees. Dismounting and tying his horse, 
he approached the thick, arched door with the intention of sending the keeper 
after Servius. He did not know what enemies the manor house might be 
sheltering. He had seen no troops, but they might be quartered all over the 
countryside. But as he drew near, he saw the door open and a compact figure in 
silk hose and richly embroidered doublet stride forth and turn up a path that 
wound away through the woods. 

‘Servius!’ 

At the low call the master of the plantation wheeled with a startled 
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exclamation. His hand flew to the short hunting-sword at his hip, and he recoiled 
from the tall gray steel figure standing in the dusk before him. 

“Who are you?’ he demanded. ‘What is your — Mitra!’ 

His breath hissed inward and his ruddy face paled. ‘Avaunt!’ he ejaculated. 
‘Why have you come back from the gray lands of death to terrify me? I was 
always your true liegeman in your lifetime—’ 

‘As I still expect you to be,’ answered Conan. ‘Stop trembling, man; I’m flesh 
and blood.’ 

Sweating with uncertainty Servius approached and stared into the face of the 
mail-clad giant, and then, convinced of the reality of what he saw, he dropped to 
one knee and doffed his plumed cap. 

“Your Majesty! Truly, this is a miracle passing belief! The great bell in the 
citadel has tolled your dirge, days agone. Men said you died at Valkia, crushed 
under a million tons of earth and broken granite.’ 

‘It was another in my harness,’ grunted Conan. ‘But let us talk later. If there is 
such a thing as a joint of beef on your board—’ 

‘Forgive me, my lord!’ cried Servius, springing to his feet. “The dust of travel 
is gray on your mail, and I keep you standing here without rest or sup! Mitra! I 
see well enough now that you are alive, but I swear, when I turned and saw you 
standing all gray and dim in the twilight, the marrow of my knees turned to 
water. It is an ill thing to meet a man you thought dead in the woodland at dusk.’ 

‘Bid the keeper see to my steed which is tied behind yonder oak,’ requested 
Conan, and Servius nodded, drawing the king up the path. The patrician, 
recovering from his supernatural fright, had become extremely nervous. 

‘I will send a servant from the manor,’ he said. ‘The keeper is in his lodge — 
but I dare not trust even my servants in these days. It is better that only I know of 
your presence.’ 

Approaching the great house that glimmered dimly through the trees, he turned 
aside into a little-used path that ran between close-set oaks whose intertwining 
branches formed a vault overhead, shutting out the dim light of the gathering 
dusk. Servius hurried on through the darkness without speaking, and with 
something resembling panic in his manner, and presently led Conan through a 
small side-door into a narrow, dimly illuminated corridor. They traversed this in 
haste and silence, and Servius brought the king into a spacious chamber with a 
high, oak-beamed ceiling and richly paneled walls. Logs flamed in the wide 
fireplace, for there was a frosty edge to the air, and a great meat pasty in a stone 
platter stood smoking on a broad mahogany board. Servius locked the massive 
door and extinguished the candles that stood in a silver candlestick on the table, 
leaving the chamber illuminated only by the fire on the hearth. 
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“Your pardon, your Majesty,’ he apologized. ‘These are perilous times; spies 
lurk everywhere. It were better that none be able to peer through the windows 
and recognize you. This pasty, however, is just from the oven, as I intended 
supping on my return from talk with my keeper. If your Majesty would deign—’ 

‘The light is sufficient,’ grunted Conan, seating himself with scant ceremony, 
and drawing his poniard. 

He dug ravenously into the luscious dish, and washed it down with great gulps 
of wine from grapes grown in Servius’ vineyards. He seemed oblivious to any 
sense of peril, but Servius shifted uneasily on his settle by the fire, nervously 
fingering the heavy gold chain about his neck. He glanced continually at the 
diamond-panes of the casement, gleaming dimly in the firelight, and cocked his 
ear toward the door, as if half expecting to hear the pad of furtive feet in the 
corridor without. 

Finishing his meal, Conan rose and seated himself on another settle before the 
fire. 

‘I won’t jeopardize you long by my presence, Servius,’ he said abruptly. 
‘Dawn will find me far from your plantation.’ 

‘My lord—’ Servius lifted his hands in expostulation, but Conan waved his 
protests aside. 

‘I know your loyalty and your courage. Both are above reproach. But if 
Valerius has usurped my throne, it would be death for you to shelter me, if you 
were discovered.’ 

‘I am not strong enough to defy him openly,’ admitted Servius. “The fifty men- 
at-arms I could lead to battle would be but a handful of straws. You saw the 
ruins of Emilius Scavonus’ plantation?’ 

Conan nodded, frowning darkly. 

‘He was the strongest partician in this province, as you know. He refused to 
give his allegiance to Valerius. The Nemedians burned him in the ruins of his 
own villa. After that the rest of us saw the futility of resistance, especially as the 
people of Tarantia refused to fight. We submitted and Valerius spared our lives, 
though he levied a tax upon us that will ruin many. But what could we do? We 
thought you were dead. Many of the barons had been slain, others taken 
prisoner. The army was shattered and scattered. You have no heir to take the 
crown. There was no one to lead us—’ 

“Was there not Count Trocero of Poitain?’ demanded Conan harshly. 

Servius spread his hands helplessly. 

‘It is true that his general Prospero was in the field with a small army. 
Retreating before Amalric, he urged men to rally to his banner. But with your 
Majesty dead, men remembered old wars and civil brawls, and how Trocero and 
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his Poitanians once rode through these provinces even as Amalric was riding 
now, with torch and sword. The barons were jealous of Trocero. Some men — 
spies of Valerius perhaps — shouted that the Count of Poitain intended seizing 
the crown for himself. Old sectional hates flared up again. If we had had one 
man with dynastic blood in his veins we would have crowned and followed him 
against Nemedia. But we had none. 

‘The barons who followed you loyally would not follow one of their own 
number, each holding himself as good as his neighbor, each fearing the 
ambitions of the others. You were the cord that held the fagots together. When 
the cord was cut, the fagots fell apart. If you had had a son, the barons would 
have rallied loyally to him. But there was no point for their patriotism to focus 
upon. 

“The merchants and commoners, dreading anarchy and a return of feudal days 
when each baron was his own law, cried out that any king was better than none, 
even Valerius, who was at least of the blood of the old dynasty. There was no 
one to oppose him when he rode up at the head of his steel-clad hosts, with the 
scarlet dragon of Nemedia floating over him, and rang his lance against the gates 
of Tarantia. 

‘Nay, the people threw open the gates and knelt in the dust before him. They 
had refused to aid Prospero in holding the city. They said they had rather be 
ruled by Valerius than by Trocero. They said — truthfully — that the barons would 
not rally to Trocero, but that many would accept Valerius. They said that by 
yielding to Valerius they would escape the devastation of civil war, and the fury 
of the Nemedians. Prospero rode southward with his ten thousand knights, and 
the horsemen of the Nemedians entered the city a few hours later. They did not 
follow him. They remained to see that Valerius was crowned in Tarantia.’ 

‘Then the old witch’s smoke showed the truth,’ muttered Conan, feeling a 
queer chill along his spine. ‘Amalric crowned Valerius?’ 

‘Aye, in the coronation hall, with the blood of slaughter scarcely dried on his 
hands.’ 

‘And do the people thrive under his benevolent rule?’ asked Conan with angry 
irony. 

‘He lives like a foreign prince in the midst of a conquered land,’ answered 
Servius bitterly. ‘His court is filled with Nemedians, the palace troops are of the 
same breed, and a large garrison of them occupy the citadel. Aye, the hour of the 
Dragon has come at last. 

‘Nemedians swagger like lords through the streets. Women are outraged and 
merchants plundered daily, and Valerius either can, or will, make no attempt to 
curb them. Nay, he is but their puppet, their figurehead. Men of sense knew he 
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would be, and the people are beginning to find it out. 

‘Amalric has ridden forth with a strong army to reduce the outlying provinces 
where some of the barons have defied him. But there is no unity among them. 
Their jealousy of each other is stronger than their fear of Amalric. He will crush 
them one by one. Many castles and cities, realizing that, have sent in their 
submission. Those who resist fare miserably. The Nemedians are glutting their 
long hatred. And their ranks are swelled by Aquilonians whom fear, gold, or 
necessity of occupation are forcing into their armies. It is a natural consequence.’ 

Conan nodded somberly, staring at the red reflections of the firelight on the 
richly carved oaken panels. 

‘Aquilonia has a king instead of the anarchy they feared,’ said Servius at last. 
‘Valerius does not protect his subjects against his allies. Hundreds who could not 
pay the ransom imposed upon them have been sold to the Kothic slave-traders.’ 

Conan’s head jerked up and a lethal flame lit his blue eyes. He swore gustily, 
his mighty hands knotting into iron hammers. 

‘Aye, white men sell white men and white women, as it was in the feudal days. 
In the palaces of Shem and of Turan they will live out the lives of slaves. 
Valerius is king, but the unity for which the people looked, even though of the 
sword, is not complete. 

‘“Gunderland in the north and Poitain in the south are yet unconquered, and 
there are unsubdued provinces in the west, where the border barons have the 
backing of the Bossonian bowmen. Yet these outlying provinces are no real 
menace to Valerius. They must remain on the defensive, and will be lucky if 
they are able to keep their independence. Here Valerius and his foreign knights 
are supreme.’ 

‘Let him make the best of it then,’ said Conan grimly. ‘His time is short. The 
people will rise when they learn that I’m alive. We’ll take Tarantia back before 
Amalric can return with his army. Then we’ll sweep these dogs from the 
kingdom.’ 

Servius was silent. The crackle of the fire was loud in the stillness. 

‘Well,’ exclaimed Conan impatiently, ‘why do you sit with your head bent, 
staring at the hearth? Do you doubt what I have said?’ 

Servius avoided the king’s eye. 

“What mortal man can do, you will do, your Majesty,’ he answered. ‘I have 
ridden behind you in battle, and I know that no mortal being can stand before 
your sword.’ 

“What, then?’ 

Servius drew his fur-trimmed jupon closer about him, and shivered in spite of 
the flame. 
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‘Men say your fall was occasioned by sorcery,’ he said presently. 

“What then?’ 

‘What mortal can fight against sorcery? Who is this veiled man who 
communes at midnight with Valerius and his allies, as men say, who appears and 
disappears so mysteriously? Men say in whispers that he is a great magician who 
died thousands of years ago, but has returned from death’s gray lands to 
overthrow the king of Aquilonia and restore the dynasty of which Valerius is 
heir.’ 

‘What matter?’ exclaimed Conan angrily. ‘I escaped from the devil-haunted 
pits of Belverus, and from diabolism in the mountains. If the people rise—’ 

Servius shook his head. 

“Your staunchest supporters in the eastern and central provinces are dead, fled 
or imprisoned. Gunderland is far to the north, Poitain far to the south. The 
Bossonians have retired to their marches far to the west. It would take weeks to 
gather and concentrate these forces, and before that could be done, each levy 
would be attacked separately by Amalric and destroyed.’ 

‘But an uprising in the central provinces would tip the scales for us!’ 
exclaimed Conan. ‘We could seize Tarantia and hold it against Amalric until the 
Gundermen and Poitanians could get here.’ 

Servius hesitated, and his voice sank to a whisper. 

‘Men say you died accursed. Men say this veiled stranger cast a spell upon you 
to slay you and break your army. The great bell has tolled your dirge. Men 
believe you to be dead. And the central provinces would not rise, even if they 
knew you lived. They would not dare. Sorcery defeated you at Valkia. Sorcery 
brought the news to Tarantia, for that very night men were shouting of it in the 
streets. 

‘A Nemedian priest loosed black magic again in the streets of Tarantia to slay 
men who still were loyal to your memory. I myself saw it. Armed men dropped 
like flies and died in the streets in a manner no man could understand. And the 
lean priest laughed and said: ‘I am only Altaro, only an acolyte of Orastes, who 
is but an acolyte of him who wears the veil; not mine is the power; the power but 
works through me.’ 

‘Well,’ said Conan harshly, ‘is it not better to die honorably than to live in 
infamy? Is death worse than oppression, slavery and ultimate destruction?’ 

“When the fear of sorcery is in, reason is out,’ replied Servius. ‘The fear of the 
central provinces is too great to allow them to rise for you. The outlying 
provinces would fight for you — but the same sorcery that smote your army at 
Valkia would smite you again. The Nemedians hold the broadest, richest and 
most thickly populated sections of Aquilonia, and they cannot be defeated by the 
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forces which might still be at your command. You would be sacrificing your 
loyal subjects uselessly. In sorrow I say it, but it is true: King Conan, you are a 
king without a kingdom.’ 

Conan stared into the fire without replying. A smoldering log crashed down 
among the flames without a bursting shower of sparks. It might have been the 
crashing ruin of his kingdom. 

Again Conan felt the presence of a grim reality behind the veil of material 
illusion. He sensed again the inexorable drive of a ruthless fate. A feeling of 
furious panic tugged at his soul, a sense of being trapped, and a red rage that 
bumed to destroy and kill. 

‘Where are the officials of my court?’ he demanded at last. 

‘Pallantides was sorely wounded at Valkia, was ransomed by his family, and 
now lies in his castle in Attalus. He will be fortunate if he ever rides again. 
Publius, the chancellor, has fled the kingdom in disguise, no man knows whither. 
The council has been disbanded. Some were imprisoned, some banished. Many 
of your loyal subjects have been put to death. Tonight, for instance, the Countess 
Albiona dies under the headsman’s ax.’ 

Conan started and stared at Servius with such anger smoldering in his blue 
eyes that the patrician shrank back. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because she would not become the mistress of Valerius. Her hands are forfeit, 
her henchmen sold into slavery, and at midnight, in the Iron Tower, her head 
must fall. Be advised, my king — to me you will ever be my king — and flee 
before you are discovered. In these days none is safe. Spies and informers creep 
among us, betraying the slightest deed or word of discontent as treason and 
rebellion. If you make yourself known to your subjects it will only end in your 
capture and death. 

‘My horses and all the men that I can trust are at your disposal. Before dawn 
we can be far from Tarantia, and well on our way toward the border. If I cannot 
aid you to recover your kingdom, I can at least follow you into exile.’ 

Conan shook his head. Servius glanced uneasily at him as he sat staring into 
the fire, his chin propped on his mighty fist. The firelight gleamed redly on his 
steel mail, on his baleful eyes. They burned in the firelight like the eyes of a 
wolf. Servius was again aware, as in the past, and now more strongly than ever, 
of something alien about the king. That great frame under the mail mesh was too 
hard and supple for a civilized man; the elemental fire of the primitive burned in 
those smoldering eyes. Now the barbaric suggestion about the king was more 
pronounced, as if in his extremity the outward aspects of civilization were 
stripped away, to reveal the primordial core. Conan was reverting to his pristine 
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type. He did not act as a civilized man would act under the same conditions, nor 
did his thoughts run in the same channels. He was unpredictable. It was only a 
stride from the king of Aquilonia to the skin-clad slayer of the Cimmerian hills. 

‘T’ll ride to Poitain, if it may be,’ Conan said at last. ‘But I’ll ride alone. And I 
have one last duty to perform as king of Aquilonia.’ 

“What do you mean, your Majesty?’ asked Servius, shaken by a premonition. 

‘I’m going into Tarantia after Albiona tonight,’ answered the king. ‘I’ve failed 
all my other loyal subjects, it seems — if they take her head, they can have mine 
too.’ 

‘This is madness!’ cried Servius, staggering up and clutching his throat, as if 
he already felt the noose closing about it. 

“There are secrets to the Tower which few know,’ said Conan. ‘Anyway, I’d be 
a dog to leave Albiona to die because of her loyalty to me. I may be a king 
without a kingdom, but I’m not a man without honor.’ 

‘Tt will ruin us all!’ whispered Servius. 

‘Tt will ruin no one but me if I fail. You’ve risked enough. I ride alone tonight. 
This is all I want you to do: procure me a patch for my eye, a staff for my hand, 
and garments such as travelers wear.’ 


9 ‘It is the King or His Ghost!’ 


Many men passed through the great arched gates of Tarantia between sunset and 
midnight — belated travelers, merchants from afar with heavily laden mules, free 
workmen from the surrounding farms and vineyards. Now that Valerius was 
supreme in the central provinces, there was no rigid scrutiny of the folk who 
flowed in a steady stream through the wide gates. Discipline had been relaxed. 
The Nemedian soldiers who stood on guard were half drunk, and much too busy 
watching for handsome peasant girls and rich merchants who could be bullied to 
notice workmen or dusty travelers, even one tall wayfarer whose worn cloak 
could not conceal the hard lines of his powerful frame. 

This man carried himself with an erect, aggressive bearing that was too natural 
for him to realize it himself, much less dissemble it. A great patch covered one 
eye, and his leather coif, drawn low over his brows, shadowed his features. With 
a long thick staff in his muscular brown hand, he strode leisurely through the 
arch where the torches flared and guttered, and, ignored by the tipsy guardsmen, 
emerged upon the wide streets of Tarantia. 

Upon these well-lighted thoroughfares the usual throngs went about their 
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business, and shops and stalls stood open, with their wares displayed. One thread 
ran a constant theme through the pattern. Nemedian soldiers, singly or in 
clumps, swaggered through the throngs, shouldering their way with studied 
arrogance. Women scurried from their path, and men stepped aside with 
darkened brows and clenched fists. The Aquilonians were a proud race, and 
these were their hereditary enemies. 

The knuckles of the tall traveler knotted on his staff, but, like the others, he 
stepped aside to let the men in armor have the way. Among the motley and 
varied crowd he did not attract much attention in his drab, dusty garments. But 
once, as he passed a sword-seller’s stall and the light that streamed from its wide 
door fell full upon him, he thought he felt an intense stare upon him, and turning 
quickly, saw a man in the brown jerkin of a free workman regarding him fixedly. 
This man turned away with undue haste, and vanished in the shifting throng. But 
Conan tumed into a narrow by-street and quickened his pace. It might have been 
mere idle curiosity; but he could take no chances. 

The grim Iron Tower stood apart from the citadel, amid a maze of narrow 
streets and crowding houses where the meaner structures, appropriating a space 
from which the more fastidious shrank, had invaded a portion of the city 
ordinarily alien to them. The Tower was in reality a castle, an ancient, 
formidable pile of heavy stone and black iron, which had itself served as the 
citadel in an earlier, ruder century. 

Not a long distance from it, lost in a tangle of partly deserted tenements and 
warehouses, stood an ancient watchtower, so old and forgotten that it did not 
appear on the maps of the city for a hundred years back. Its original purpose had 
been forgotten, and nobody, of such as saw it at all, noticed that the apparently 
ancient lock which kept it from being appropriated as sleeping-quarters by 
beggars and thieves, was in reality comparatively new and extremely powerful, 
cunningly disguised into an appearance of rusty antiquity. Not half a dozen men 
in the kingdom had ever known the secret of that tower. 

No keyhole showed in the massive, green-crusted lock. But Conan’s practised 
fingers, stealing over it, pressed here and there knobs invisible to the casual eye. 
The door silently opened inward and he entered solid blackness, pushing the 
door shut behind him. A light would have showed the tower empty, a bare, 
cylindrical shaft of massive stone. 

Groping in a comer with the sureness of familiarity, he found the projections 
for which he was feeling on a slab of the stone that composed the floor. Quickly 
he lifted it, and without hesitation lowered himself into the aperture beneath. His 
feet felt stone steps leading downward into what he knew was a narrow tunnel 
that ran straight toward the foundations of the Iron Tower, three streets away. 
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The Bell on the citadel, which tolled only at the midnight hour or for the death 
of a king, boomed suddenly. In a dimly lighted chamber in the Iron Tower a 
door opened and a form emerged into a corridor. The interior of the Tower was 
as forbidding as its external appearance. Its massive stone walls were rough, 
unadorned. The flags of the floor were worn deep by generations of faltering 
feet, and the vault of the ceiling was gloomy in the dim light of torches set in 
niches. 

The man who trudged down that grim corridor was in appearance in keeping 
with his surroundings. He was a tall, powerfully built man, clad in close-fitting 
black silk. Over his head was drawn a black hood which fell about his shoulders, 
having two holes for his eyes. From his shoulders hung a loose black cloak, and 
over one shoulder he bore a heavy ax, the shape of which was that of neither tool 
nor weapon. 

As he went down the corridor, a figure came hobbling up it, a bent, surly old 
man, stooping under the weight of his pike and a lantern he bore in one hand. 

“You are not as prompt as your predecessor, master headsman,’ he grumbled. 
‘Midnight has just struck, and masked men have gone to milady’s cell. They 
await you.’ 

“The tones of the bell still echo among the towers,’ answered the executioner. 
‘If I am not so quick to leap and run at the beck of Aquilonians as was the dog 
who held this office before me, they shall find my arm no less ready. Get you to 
your duties, old watchman, and leave me to mine. I think mine is the sweeter 
trade, by Mitra, for you tramp cold corridors and peer at rusty dungeon doors, 
while I lop off the fairest head in Tarantia this night.’ 

The watchman limped on down the corridor, still grumbling, and the headsman 
resumed his leisurely way. A few strides carried him around a turn in the 
corridor, and he absently noted that at his left a door stood partly open. If he had 
thought, he would have known that that door had been opened since the 
watchman passed; but thinking was not his trade. He was passing the unlocked 
door before he realized that aught was amiss, and then it was too late. 

A soft tigerish step and the rustle of a cloak warned him, but before he could 
turn, a heavy arm hooked about his throat from behind, crushing the cry before it 
could reach his lips. In the brief instant that was allowed him he realized with a 
surge of panic the strength of his attacker, against which his own brawny thews 
were helpless. He sensed without seeing the poised dagger. 

‘Nemedian dog!’ muttered a voice thick with passion in his ear. “You’ve cut 
off your last Aquilonian head!’ 

And that was the last thing he ever heard. 
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In a dank dungeon, lighted only by a guttering torch, three men stood about a 
young woman who knelt on the rush-strewn flags staring wildly up at them. She 
was clad only in a scanty shift; her golden hair fell in lustrous ripples about her 
white shoulders, and her wrists were bound behind her. Even in the uncertain 
torchlight, and in spite of her disheveled condition and pallor of fear, her beauty 
was striking. She knelt mutely, staring with wide eyes up at her tormenters. The 
men were closely masked and cloaked. Such a deed as this needed masks, even 
in a conquered land. She knew them all nevertheless; but what she knew would 
harm no one — after that night. 

‘Our merciful sovereign offers you one more chance, Countess,’ said the tallest 
of the three, and he spoke Aquilonian without an accent. ‘He bids me say that if 
you soften your proud, rebellious spirit, he will still open his arms to you. If not 
—’ he gestured toward a grim wooden block in the center of the cell. It was 
blackly stained, and showed many deep nicks as if a keen edge, cutting through 
some yielding substance, had sunk into the wood. 

Albiona shuddered and turned pale, shrinking back. Every fiber in her vigorous 
young body quivered with the urge of life. Valerius was young, too, and 
handsome. Many women loved him, she told herself, fighting with herself for 
life. But she could not speak the word that would ransom her soft young body 
from the block and the dripping ax. She could not reason the matter. She only 
knew that when she thought of the clasp of Valerius’ arms, her flesh crawled 
with an abhorrence greater than the fear of death. She shook her head helplessly, 
compelled by an impulsion more irresistible than the instinct to live. 

“Then there is no more to be said!’ exclaimed one of the others impatiently, 
and he spoke with a Nemedian accent. ‘Where is the headsman?’ 

As if summoned by the word, the dungeon door opened silently, and a great 
figure stood framed in it, like a black shadow from the underworld. 

Albiona voiced a low, involuntary cry at the sight of that grim shape, and the 
others stared silently for a moment, perhaps themselves daunted with 
superstitious awe at the silent, hooded figure. Through the coif the eyes blazed 
like coals of blue fire, and as these eyes rested on each man in turn, he felt a 
curious chill travel down his spine. 

Then the tall Aquilonian roughly seized the girl and dragged her to the block. 
She screamed uncontrollably and fought hopelessly against him, frantic with 
terror, but he ruthlessly forced her to her knees, and bent her yellow head down 
to the bloody block. 

“Why do you delay, headsman?’ he exclaimed angrily. ‘Perform your task!’ 

He was answered by a short, gusty boom of laughter that was indescribably 
menacing. All in the dungeon froze in their places, staring at the hooded shape — 
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the two cloaked figures, the masked man bending over the girl, the girl herself 
on her knees, twisting her imprisoned head to look upward. 

“What means this unseemly mirth, dog?’ demanded the Aquilonian uneasily. 

The man in the black garb tore his hood from his head and flung it to the 
ground; he set his back to the closed door and lifted the headsman’s ax. 

‘Do you know me, dogs?’ he rumbled. ‘Do you know me?’ 

The breathless silence was broken by a scream. 

‘The king!’ shrieked Albiona, wrenching herself free from the slackened grasp 
of her captor. ‘Oh, Mitra, the king!’ 

The three men stood like statues, and then the Aquilonian started and spoke, 
like a man who doubts his own senses. 

‘Conan!’ he ejaculated. ‘It is the king, or his ghost! What devil’s work is this?’ 

‘Devil’s work to match devils!’ mocked Conan, his lips laughing but hell 
flaming in his eyes. ‘Come, fall to, my gentlemen. You have your swords, and I 
this cleaver. Nay, I think this butcher’s tool fits the work at hand, my fair lords!’ 

‘At him!’ muttered the Aquilonian, drawing his sword. ‘It is Conan and we 
must kill or be killed!’ 

And like men waking from a trance, the Nemedians drew their blades and 
rushed on the king. 

The headsman’s ax was not made for such work, but the king wielded the 
heavy, clumsy weapon as lightly as a hatchet, and his quickness of foot, as he 
constantly shifted his position, defeated their purpose of engaging him all three 
at once. 

He caught the sword of the first man on his ax-head and crushed in the 
wielder’s breast with a murderous counterstroke before he could step back or 
parry. The remaining Nemedian, missing a savage swipe, had his brains dashed 
out before he could recover his balance, and an instant later the Aquilonian was 
backed into a corner, desperately parrying the crashing strokes that rained about 
him, lacking opportunity even to scream for help. 

Suddenly Conan’s long left arm shot out and ripped the mask from the man’s 
head, disclosing the pallid features. 

‘Dog!’ grated the king. ‘I thought I knew you. Traitor! Damned renegade! 
Even this base steel is too honorable for your foul head. Nay, die as thieves die!’ 

The ax fell in a devastating arch, and the Aquilonian cried out and went to his 
knees, grasping the severed stump of his right arm from which blood spouted. It 
had been shorn away at the elbow, and the ax, unchecked in its descent, had 
gashed deeply into his side, so that his entrails bulged out. 

‘Lie there and bleed to death,’ grunted Conan, casting the ax away disgustedly. 
‘Come, Countess!’ 
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Stooping, he slashed the cords that bound her wrists and lifting her as if she 
had been a child, strode from the dungeon. She was sobbing hysterically, with 
her arms thrown about his corded neck in a frenzied embrace. 

‘Easy all,’ he muttered. ‘We’re not out of this yet. If we can reach the dungeon 
where the secret door opens on stairs that lead to the tunnel — devil take it, 
they’ve heard that noise, even through these walls.’ 

Down the corridor arms clanged and the tramp and shouting of men echoed 
under the vaulted roof. A bent figure came hobbling swiftly along, lantern held 
high, and its light shone full on Conan and the girl. With a curse the Cimmerian 
sprang toward him, but the old watchman, abandoning both lantern and pike, 
scuttled away down the corridor, screeching for help at the top of his cracked 
voice. Deeper shouts answered him. 

Conan turned swiftly and ran the other way. He was cut off from the dungeon 
with the secret lock and the hidden door through which he had entered the 
Tower, and by which he had hoped to leave, but he knew this grim building well. 
Before he was king he had been imprisoned in it. 

He tured off into a side passage and quickly emerged into another, broader 
corridor, which ran parallel to the one down which he had come, and which was 
at the moment deserted. He followed this only a few yards, when he again turned 
back, down another side passage. This brought him back into the corridor he had 
left, but at a strategic point. A few feet farther up the corridor there was a heavy 
bolted door, and before it stood a bearded Nemedian in corselet and helmet, his 
back to Conan as he peered up the corridor in the direction of the growing tumult 
and wildly waving lanterns. 

Conan did not hesitate. Slipping the girl to the ground, he ran at the guard 
swiftly and silently, sword in hand. The man turned just as the king reached him, 
bawled in surprise and fright and lifted his pike; but before he could bring the 
clumsy weapon into play, Conan brought down his sword on the fellow’s helmet 
with a force that would have felled an ox. Helmet and skull gave way together 
and the guard crumpled to the floor. 

In an instant Conan had drawn the massive bolt that barred the door — too 
heavy for one ordinary man to have manipulated — and called hastily to Albiona, 
who ran staggering to him. Catching her up unceremoniously with one arm, he 
bore her through the door and into the outer darkness. 

They had come into a narrow alley, black as pitch, walled by the side of the 
Tower on one hand, and the sheer stone back of a row of buildings on the other. 
Conan, hurrying through the darkness as swiftly as he dared, felt the latter wall 
for doors or windows, but found none. 

The great door clanged open behind them, and men poured out, with torches 
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gleaming on breastplates and naked swords. They glared about, bellowing, 
unable to penetrate the darkness which their torches served to illuminate for only 
a few feet in any direction, and then rushed down the alley at random — heading 
in the direction opposite to that taken by Conan and Albiona. 

‘They’ ll learn their mistake quick enough,’ he muttered, increasing his pace. If 
we ever find a crack in this infernal wall — damn! The street watch!’ 

Ahead of them a faint glow became apparent, where the alley opened into a 
narrow street, and he saw dim figures looming against it with a glimmer of steel. 
It was indeed the street watch, investigating the noise they had heard echoing 
down the alley. 

‘Who goes there?’ they shouted, and Conan grit his teeth at the hated 
Nemedian accent. 

‘Keep behind me,’ he ordered the girl. ‘We’ve got to cut our way through 
before the prison guards come back and pin us between them.’ 

And grasping his sword, he ran straight at the oncoming figures. The advantage 
of surprise was his. He could see them, limned against the distant glow, and they 
could not see him coming at them out of the black depths of the alley. He was 
among them before they knew it, smiting with the silent fury of a wounded lion. 

His one chance lay in hacking through before they could gather their wits. But 
there were half a score of them, in full mail, hard-bitten veterans of the border 
wars, in whom the instinct for battle could take the place of bemused wits. Three 
of them were down before they realized that it was only one man who was 
attacking them, but even so their reaction was instantaneous. The clangor of steel 
rose deafeningly, and sparks flew as Conan’s sword crashed on basinet and 
hauberk. He could see better than they, and in the dim light his swiftly moving 
figure was an uncertain mark. Flailing swords cut empty air or glanced from his 
blade, and when he struck it was with the fury and certainty of a hurricane. 

But behind him sounded the shouts of the prison guards, returning up the alley 
at a run, and still the mailed figures before him barred his way with a bristling 
wall of steel. In an instant the guards would be on his back — in desperation he 
redoubled his strokes, flailing like a smith on an anvil, and then was suddenly 
aware of a diversion. Out of nowhere behind the watchmen rose a score of black 
figures and there was a sound of blows, murderously driven. Steel glinted in the 
gloom, and men cried out, struck mortally from behind. In an instant the alley 
was littered with writhing forms. A dark, cloaked shape sprang toward Conan, 
who heaved up his sword, catching a gleam of steel in the right hand. But the 
other was extended to him empty and a voice hissed urgently: ‘This way, your 
Majesty! Quickly!’ 

With a muttered oath of surprise, Conan caught up Albiona in one massive 
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arm, and followed his unknown befriender. He was not inclined to hesitate, with 
thirty prison guardsmen closing in behind him. 

Surrounded by mysterious figures he hurried down the alley, carrying the 
countess as if she had been a child. He could tell nothing of his rescuers except 
that they wore dark cloaks and hoods. Doubt and suspicion crossed his mind, but 
at least they had struck down his enemies, and he saw no better course than to 
follow them. 

As if sensing his doubt, the leader touched his arm lightly and said: ‘Fear not, 
King Conan; we are your loyal subjects.” The voice was not familiar, but the 
accent was Aquilonian of the central provinces. 

Behind them the guards were yelling as they stumbled over the shambles in the 
mud, and they came pelting vengefully down the alley, seeing the vague dark 
mass moving between them and the light of the distant street. But the hooded 
men turned suddenly toward the seemingly blank wall, and Conan saw a door 
gape there. He muttered a curse. He had traversed that alley by day, in times 
past, and had never noticed a door there. But through it they went, and the door 
closed behind them with the click of a lock. The sound was not reassuring, but 
his guides were hurrying him on, moving with the precision of familiarity, 
guiding Conan with a hand at either elbow. It was like traversing a tunnel, and 
Conan felt Albiona’s lithe limbs trembling in his arms. Then somewhere ahead 
of them an opening was faintly visible, merely a somewhat less black arch in the 
blackness, and through this they filed. 

After that there was a bewildering succession of dim courts and shadowy alleys 
and winding corridors, all traversed in utter silence, until at last they emerged 
into a broad lighted chamber, the location of which Conan could not even guess, 
for their devious route had confused even his primitive sense of direction. 


10 A Coin from Acheron 


Not all his guides entered the chamber. When the door closed, Conan saw only 
one man standing before him — a slim figure, masked in a black cloak with a 
hood. This the man threw back, disclosing a pale oval of a face, with calm, 
delicately chiseled features. 

The king set Albiona on her feet, but she still clung to him and stared 
apprehensively about her. The chamber was a large one, with marble walls partly 
covered with black velvet hangings and thick rich carpets on the mosaic floor, 
laved in the soft golden glow of bronze lamps. 
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Conan instinctively laid a hand on his hilt. There was blood on his hand, blood 
clotted about the mouth of his scabbard, for he had sheathed his blade without 
cleansing it. 

“Where are we?’ he demanded. 

The stranger answered with a low, profound bow in which the suspicious king 
could detect no trace of irony. 

‘In the temple of Asura, your Majesty.’ 

Albiona cried out faintly and clung closer to Conan, staring fearfully at the 
black, arched doors, as if expecting the entry of some grisly shape of darkness. 

‘Fear not, my lady,’ said their guide. ‘There is nothing here to harm you, 
vulgar superstition to the contrary. If your monarch was sufficiently convinced 
of the innocence of our religion to protect us from the persecution of the 
ignorant, then certainly one of his subjects need have no apprehensions.’ 

“Who are you?’ demanded Conan. 

‘I am Hadrathus, priest of Asura. One of my followers recognized you when 
you entered the city, and brought the word to me.’ 

Conan grunted profanely. 

‘Do not fear that others discovered your identity,’ Hadrathus assured him. 
“Your disguise would have deceived any but a follower of Asura, whose cult it is 
to seek below the aspect of illusion. You were followed to the watch tower, and 
some of my people went into the tunnel to aid you if you retumed by that route. 
Others, myself among them, surrounded the tower. And now, King Conan, it is 
yours to command. Here in the temple of Asura you are still king.’ 

‘Why should you risk your lives for me?’ asked the king. 

“You were our friend when you sat upon your throne,’ answered Hadrathus. 
“You protected us when the priests of Mitra sought to scourge us out of the 
land.’ 

Conan looked about him curiously. He had never before visited the temple of 
Asura, had not certainly known that there was such a temple in Tarantia. The 
priests of the religion had a habit of hiding their temples in a remarkable fashion. 
The worship of Mitra was overwhelmingly predominant in the Hyborian nations, 
but the cult of Asura persisted, in spite of official ban and popular antagonism. 
Conan had been told dark tales of hidden temples where intense smoke drifted 
up incessantly from black altars where kidnapped humans were sacrificed before 
a great coiled serpent, whose fearsome head swayed for ever in the haunted 
shadows. 

Persecution caused the followers of Asura to hide their temples with cunning 
art, and to veil their rituals in obscurity; and this secrecy, in turn, evoked more 
monstrous suspicions and tales of evil. 
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But Conan’s was the broad tolerance of the barbarian, and he had refused to 
persecute the followers of Asura or to allow the people to do so on no better 
evidence than was presented against them, rumors and accusations that could not 
be proven. ‘If they are black magicians,’ he had said, ‘how will they suffer you 
to harry them? If they are not, there is no evil in them. Crom’s devils! Let men 
worship what gods they will.’ 

At a respectful invitation from Hadrathus he seated himself on an ivory chair, 
and motioned Albiona to another, but she preferred to sit on a golden stool at his 
feet, pressing close against his thigh, as if seeking security in the contact. Like 
most orthodox followers of Mitra, she had an intuitive horror of the followers 
and cult of Asura, instilled in her infancy and childhood by wild tales of human 
sacrifice and anthropomorphic gods shambling through shadowy temples. 

Hadrathus stood before them, his uncovered head bowed. 

“What is your wish, your Majesty?’ 

‘Food first,’ he grunted, and the priest smote a golden gong with a silver wand. 

Scarcely had the mellow notes ceased echoing when four hooded figures came 
through a curtained doorway bearing a great four-legged silver platter of 
smoking dishes and crystal vessels. This they set before Conan, bowing low, and 
the king wiped his hands on the damask, and smacked his lips with unconcealed 
relish. 

‘Beware, your Majesty!’ whispered Albiona. ‘These folk eat human flesh!’ 

‘T’ll stake my kingdom that this is nothing but honest roast beef,’ answered 
Conan. ‘Come, lass, fall to! You must be hungry after the prison fare.’ 

Thus advised, and with the example before her of one whose word was the 
ultimate law to her, the countess complied, and ate ravenously though daintily, 
while her liege lord tore into the meat joints and guzzled the wine with as much 
gusto as if he had not already eaten once that night. 

“You priests are shrewd, Hadrathus,’ he said, with a great beef-bone in his 
hands and his mouth full of meat. ‘I’?d welcome your service in my campaign to 
regain my kingdom.’ 

Slowly Hadrathus shook his head, and Conan slammed the beef-bone down on 
the table in a gust of impatient wrath. 

‘Crom’s devils! What ails the men of Aquilonia? First Servius — now you! Can 
you do nothing but wag your idiotic heads when I speak of ousting these dogs?’ 

Hadrathus sighed and answered slowly: ‘My lord, it is ill to say, and I fain 
would say otherwise. But the freedom of Aquilonia is at an end. Nay, the 
freedom of the whole world may be at an end! Age follows age in the history of 
the world, and now we enter an age of horror and slavery, as it was long ago.’ 

“What do you mean?’ demanded the king uneasily. 
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Hadrathus dropped into a chair and rested his elbows on his thighs, staring at 
the floor. 

‘It is not alone the rebellious lords of Aquilonia and the armies of Nemedia 
which are arrayed against you,’ answered Hadrathus. ‘It is sorcery — grisly black 
magic from the grim youth of the world. An awful shape has risen out of the 
shades of the Past, and none can stand before it.’ 

“What do you mean?’ Conan repeated. 

‘I speak of Xaltotun of Acheron, who died three thousand years ago, yet walks 
the earth today.’ 

Conan was silent, while in his mind floated an image — the image of a bearded 
face of calm inhuman beauty. Again he was haunted by a sense of uneasy 
familiarity. Acheron — the sound of the word roused instinctive vibrations of 
memory and associations in his mind. 

‘Acheron,’ he repeated. ‘Xaltotun of Acheron — man, are you mad? Acheron 
has been a myth for more centuries than I can remember. I’ve often wondered if 
it ever existed at all.’ 

‘It was a black reality,’ answered Hadrathus, ‘an empire of black magicians, 
steeped in evil now long forgotten. It was finally overthrown by the Hyborian 
tribes of the west. The wizards of Acheron practised foul necromancy, 
thaumaturgy of the most evil kind, grisly magic taught them by devils. And of all 
the sorcerers of that accursed kingdom, none was so great as Xaltotun of 
Python.’ 

“Then how was he ever overthrown?’ asked Conan skeptically. 

‘By some means a source of cosmic power which he jealously guarded was 
stolen and turned against him. That source has been returned to him, and he is 
invincible.’ 

Albiona, hugging the headsman’s black cloak about her, stared from the priest 
to the king, not understanding the conversation. Conan shook his head angrily. 

“You are making game of me,’ he growled. ‘If Xaltotun has been dead three 
thousand years, how can this man be he? It’s some rogue who’s taken the old 
one’s name.’ 

Hadrathus leaned to an ivory table and opened a small gold chest which stood 
there. From it he took something which glinted dully in the mellow light — a 
broad gold coin of antique minting. 

“You have seen Xaltotun unveiled? Then look upon this. It is a coin which was 
stamped in ancient Acheron, before its fall. So pervaded with sorcery was that 
black empire, that even this coin has its uses in making magic.’ 

Conan took it and scowled down at it. There was no mistaking its great 
antiquity. Conan had handled many coins in the years of his plunderings, and 
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had a good practical knowledge of them. The edges were worn and the 
inscription almost obliterated. But the countenance stamped on one side was still 
clear-cut and distinct. And Conan’s breath sucked in between his clenched teeth. 
It was not cool in the chamber, but he felt a prickling of his scalp, an icy 
contraction of his flesh. The countenance was that of a bearded man, inscrutable, 
with a calm inhuman beauty. 

‘By Crom! It’s he!’ muttered Conan. He understood, now, the sense of 
familiarity that the sight of the bearded man had roused in him from the first. He 
had seen a coin like this once before, long ago in a far land. 

With a shake of his shoulders he growled: “The likeness is only a coincidence — 
or if he’s shrewd enough to assume a forgotten wizard’s name, he’s shrewd 
enough to assume his likeness.’ But he spoke without conviction. The sight of 
that coin had shaken the foundations of his universe. He felt that reality and 
stability were crumbing into an abyss of illusion and sorcery. A wizard was 
understandable; but this was diabolism beyond sanity. 

“We cannot doubt that it is indeed Xaltotun of Python,’ said Hadrathus. ‘He it 
was who shook down the cliffs at Valkia, by his spells that enthrall the 
elementals of the earth — he it was who sent the creature of darkness into your 
tent before dawn.’ 

Conan scowled at him. ‘How did you know that?’ 

‘The followers of Asura have secret channels of knowledge. That does not 
matter. But do you realize the futility of sacrificing your subjects in a vain 
attempt to regain your crown?’ 

Conan rested his chin on his fist, and stared grimly into nothing. Albiona 
watched him anxiously, her mind groping bewildered in the mazes of the 
problem that confronted him. 

‘Is there no wizard in the world who could make magic to fight Xaltotun’s 
magic?’ he asked at last. 

Hadrathus shook his head. ‘If there were, we of Asura would know of him. 
Men say our cult is a survival of the ancient Stygian serpent-worship. That is a 
lie. Our ancestors came from Vendhya, beyond the Sea of Vilayet and the blue 
Himelian mountains. We are sons of the East, not the South, and we have 
knowledge of all the wizards of the East, who are greater than the wizards of the 
West. And not one of them but would be a straw in the wind before the black 
might of Xaltotun.’ 

‘But he was conquered once,’ persisted Conan. 

‘Aye; a cosmic source was turned against him. But now that source is again in 
his hands, and he will see that it is not stolen again.’ 

‘And what is this damnable source?’ demanded Conan irritably. 
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‘It is called the Heart of Ahriman. When Acheron was overthrown, the 
primitive priest who had stolen it and turned it against Xaltotun hid it in a 
haunted cavern and built a small temple over the cavern. Thrice thereafter the 
temple was rebuilt, each time greater and more elaborately than before, but 
always on the site of the original shrine, though men forgot the reason therefor. 
Memory of the hidden symbol faded from the minds of common men, and was 
preserved only in priestly books and esoteric volumes. Whence it came no one 
knows. Some say it is the veritable heart of a god, others that it is a star that fell 
from the skies long ago. Until it was stolen, none had looked upon it for three 
thousand years. 

“When the magic of the Mitran priests failed against the magic of Xaltotun’s 
acolyte, Altaro, they remembered the ancient legend of the heart, and the high 
priest and an acolyte went down into the dark and terrible crypt below the temple 
into which no priest had descended for three thousand years. In the ancient iron- 
bound volumes which speak of the Heart in their cryptic symbolism, it is also 
told of a creature of darkness left by the ancient priest to guard it. 

‘Far down in a square chamber with arched doorways leading off into 
immeasurable blackness, the priest and his acolytes found a black stone altar that 
glowed dimly with inexplicable radiance. 

‘On that altar lay a curious gold vessel like a double-valved sea-shell which 
clung to the stone like a barnacle. But it gaped open and empty. The Heart of 
Ahriman was gone. While they stared in horror, the keeper of the crypt, the 
creature of darkness, came upon them and mangled the high priest so that he 
died. But the acolyte fought off the being — a mindless, soulless waif of the pits 
brought long ago to guard the Heart — and escaped up the long black narrow 
Stairs carrying the dying priest, who before he died, gasped out the news to his 
followers, bade them submit to a power they could not overcome, and 
commanded secrecy. But the word has been whispered about among the priests, 
and we of Asura learned of it.’ 

‘And Xaltotun draws his power from this symbol?’ asked Conan, still 
skeptical. 

‘No. His power is drawn from the black gulf. But the Heart of Ahriman came 
from some far universe of flaming light, and against it the powers of darkness 
cannot stand, when it is in the hands of an adept. It is like a sword that might 
smite at him, not a sword with which he can smite. It restores life, and can 
destroy life. He has stolen it, not to use against his enemies, but to keep them 
from using it against him.’ 

‘A shell-shaped bowl of gold on a black altar in a deep cavern,’ Conan 
muttered, frowning as he sought to capture the illusive image. ‘That reminds me 
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of something I have heard or seen. But what, in Crom’s name, is this notable 
Heart?’ 

‘It is in the form of a great jewel, like a ruby, but pulsing with blinding fire 
with which no ruby ever burned. It glows like living flame—’ 

But Conan sprang suddenly up and smote his right fist into his left palm like a 
thunderclap. 

‘Crom!’ he roared, ‘What a fool I’ve been! The Heart of Ahriman! The heart of 
my kingdom! Find the heart of my kingdom, Zelata said. By Ymir, it was the 
jewel I saw in the green smoke, the jewel which Tarascus stole from Xaltotun 
while he lay in the sleep of the black lotus!’ 

Hadrathus was also on his feet, his calm dropped from him like a garment. 

“What are you saying? The Heart stolen from Xaltotun?’ 

‘Aye!’ Conan boomed. “Tarascus feared Xaltotun and wanted to cripple his 
power, which he thought resided in the Heart. Maybe he thought the wizard 
would die if the Heart was lost. By Crom — ahhh!’ With a savage grimace of 
disappointment and disgust he dropped his clenched hand to his side. 

‘I forgot. Tarascus gave it to a thief to throw into the sea. By this time the 
fellow must be almost to Kordava. Before I can follow him he’Il take ship and 
consign the Heart to the bottom of the ocean.’ 

‘The sea will not hold it!’ exclaimed Hadrathus, quivering with excitement. 
‘Xaltotun would himself have cast it into the ocean long ago, had he not known 
that the first storm would carry it ashore. But on what unknown beach might it 
not land!’ 

‘Well,’ Conan was recovering some of his resilient confidence, ‘there’s no 
assurance that the thief will throw it away. If I know thieves — and I should, for I 
was a thief in Zamora in my early youth — he won’t throw it away. He’|l sell it to 
some rich trader. By Crom!’ he strode back and forth in his growing excitement. 
‘It’s worth looking for! Zelata bade me find the heart of my kingdom, and all 
else she showed me proved to be truth. Can it be that the power to conquer 
Xaltotun lurks in that crimson bauble?’ 

‘Aye! My head upon it!’ cried Hadrathus, his face lightened with fervor, his 
eyes blazing, his fists clenched. ‘With it in our hands we can dare the powers of 
Xaltotun! I swear it! If we can recover it, we have an even chance of recovering 
your crown and driving the invaders from our portals. It is not the swords of 
Nemedia that Aquilonia fears, but the black arts of Xaltotun.’ 

Conan looked at him for a space, impressed by the priest’s fire. 

‘It’s like a quest in a nightmare,’ he said at last. ‘Yet your words echo the 
thought of Zelata, and all else she said was truth. I’ll seek for this jewel.’ 

‘Tt holds the destiny of Aquilonia,’ said Hadrathus with conviction. ‘T will send 
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men with you—’ 

‘Nay!’ exclaimed the king impatiently, not caring to be hampered by priests on 
his quest, however skilled in esoteric arts. ‘This is a task for a fighting man. I go 
alone. First to Poitain, where I’ll leave Albiona with Trocero. Then to Kordava, 
and to the sea beyond, if necessary. It may be that, even if the thief intends 
carrying out Tarascus’ order, he’|l have some difficulty finding an outbound ship 
at this time of the year.’ 

‘And if you find the Heart,’ cried Hadrathus, ‘I will prepare the way for your 
conquest. Before you return to Aquilonia I will spread the word through secret 
channels that you live and are returning with a magic stronger than Xaltotun’s. I 
will have men ready to rise on your return. They will rise, if they have assurance 
that they will be protected from the black arts of Xaltotun. 

‘And I will aid you on your journey.’ 

He rose and struck a gong. 

“A secret tunnel leads from beneath this temple to a place outside the city wall. 
You shall go to Poitain on a pilgrim’s boat. None will dare molest you.’ 

‘As you will.’ With a definite purpose in mind Conan was afire with 
impatience and dynamic energy. ‘Only let it be done swiftly.’ 


In the meantime events were moving not slowly elsewhere in the city. A 
breathless messenger had burst into the palace where Valerius was amusing 
himself with his dancing-girls, and throwing himself on his knee, gasped out a 
garbled story of a bloody prison break and the escape of a lovely captive. He 
bore also the news that Count Thespius, to whom the execution of Albiona’s 
sentence had been entrusted, was dying and begging for a word with Valerius 
before he passed. 

Hurriedly cloaking himself, Valerius accompanied the man through various 
winding ways, and came to a chamber where Thespius lay. There was no doubt 
that the count was dying; bloody froth bubbled from his lips at each shuddering 
gasp. His severed arm had been bound to stop the flow of blood, but even 
without that, the gash in his side was mortal. 

Alone in the chamber with the dying man, Valerius swore softly. 

‘By Mitra, I had believed that only one man ever lived who could strike such a 
blow.’ 

‘Valerius!’ gasped the dying man. ‘He lives! Conan lives!’ 

“What are you saying?’ ejaculated the other. 

‘I swear by Mitra!’ gurgled Thespius, gagging on the blood that gushed to his 
lips. ‘It was he who carried off Albiona! He is not dead — no phantom come back 
from hell to haunt us. He is flesh and blood, and more terrible than ever. The 
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alley behind the tower is full of dead men. Beware, Valerius — he has come back 
—to slay us all—’ 

A strong shudder shook the blood-smeared figure, and Count Thespius went 
limp. 

Valerius frowned down at the dead man, cast a swift glance about the empty 
chamber, and stepping swiftly to the door, cast it open suddenly. The messenger 
and a group of Nemedian guardsmen stood several paces down the corridor. 
Valerius muttered something that might have indicated satisfaction. 

‘Have all the gates been closed?’ he demanded. 

“Yes, your Majesty.’ 

‘Triple the guards at each. Let no one enter or leave the city without strictest 
investigation. Set men scouring the streets and searching the quarters. A very 
valuable prisoner has escaped, with the aid of an Aquilonian rebel. Did any of 
you recognize the man?’ 

‘No, your Majesty. The old watchman had a glimpse of him, but could only 
say that he was a giant, clad in the black garb of the executioner, whose naked 
body we found in an empty cell.’ 

‘He is a dangerous man,’ said Valerius. ‘Take no chances with him. You all 
know the Countess Albiona. Search for her, and if you find her, kill her and her 
companion instantly. Do not try to take them alive.’ 

Returning to his palace chamber, Valerius summoned before him four men of 
curious and alien aspect. They were tall, gaunt, of yellowish skin, and immobile 
countenances. They were very similar in appearance, clad alike in long black 
robes beneath which their sandaled feet were just visible. Their features were 
shadowed by their hoods. They stood before Valerius with their hands in their 
wide sleeves; their arms folded. Valerius looked at them without pleasure. In his 
far journeyings he had encountered many strange races. 

‘When I found you starving in the Khitan jungles,’ he said abruptly, ‘exiles 
from your kingdom, you swore to serve me. You have served me well enough, in 
your abominable way. One more service I require, and then I set you free of your 
oath. 

‘Conan the Cimmerian, king of Aquilonia, still lives, in spite of Xaltotun’s 
sorcery — or perhaps because of it. I know not. The dark mind of that resurrected 
devil is too devious and subtle for a mortal man to fathom. But while Conan 
lives I am not safe. The people accepted me as the lesser of two evils, when they 
thought he was dead. Let him reappear and the throne will be rocking under my 
feet in revolution before I can lift my hand. 

‘Perhaps my allies mean to use him to replace me, if they decide I have served 
my purpose. I do not know. I do know that this planet is too small for two kings 
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of Aquilonia. Seek the Cimmerian. Use your uncanny talents to ferret him out 
wherever he hides or runs. He has many friends in Tarantia. He had aid when he 
carried off Albiona. It took more than one man, even such a man as Conan, to 
wreak all that slaughter in the alley outside the tower. But no more. Take your 
staffs and strike his trail. Where that trail will lead you, I know not. But find 
him! And when you find him, slay him!’ 

The four Khitans bowed together, and still unspeaking, turned and padded 
noiselessly from the chamber. 


11 Swords of the South 


Dawn that rose over the distant hills shone on the sails of a small craft that 
dropped down the river which curves to within a mile of the walls of Tarantia, 
and loops southward like a great shining serpent. This boat differed from the 
ordinary craft plying the broad Khorotas — fishermen and merchant barges 
loaded with rich goods. It was long and slender, with a high, curving prow, and 
was black as ebony, with white skulls painted along the gunwales. Amidships 
rose a small cabin, the windows closely masked. Other craft gave the ominously 
painted boat a wide berth; for it was obviously one of those ‘pilgrim boats’ that 
carried a lifeless follower of Asura on his last mysterious pilgrimage southward 
to where, far beyond the Poitanian mountains, a river flowed at last into the blue 
ocean. In that cabin undoubtedly lay the corpse of the departed worshipper. All 
men were familiar with the sight of those gloomy craft; and the most fanatical 
votary of Mitra would not dare touch or interfere with their somber voyages. 

Where the ultimate destination lay, men did not know. Some said Stygia; some 
a nameless island lying beyond the horizon; others said it was in the glamorous 
and mysterious land of Vendhya where the dead came home at last. But none 
knew certainly. They only knew that when a follower of Asura died, the corpse 
went southward down the great river, in a black boat rowed by a giant slave, and 
neither boat nor corpse nor slave was ever seen again; unless, indeed, certain 
dark tales were true, and it was always the same slave who rowed the boats 
southward. 

The man who propelled this particular boat was as huge and brown as the 
others, though closer scrutiny might have revealed the fact that the hue was the 
result of carefully applied pigments. He was clad in leather loin-clout and 
sandals, and he handled the long sweep and oars with unusual skill and power. 
But none approached the grim boat closely, for it was well known that the 
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followers of Asura were accursed, and that these pilgrim boats were loaded with 
dark magic. So men swung their boats wide and muttered an incantation as the 
dark craft slid past, and they never dreamed that they were thus assisting in the 
flight of their king and the Countess Albiona. 

It was a strange journey, in that black, slim craft down the great river for nearly 
two hundred miles to where the Khorotas swings eastward, skirting the Poitanian 
mountains. Like a dream the ever-changing panorama glided past. During the 
day Albiona lay patiently in the little cabin, as quietly as the corpse she 
pretended to be. Only late at night, after the pleasure boats with their fair 
occupants lounging on silken cushions in the flare of torches held by slaves had 
left the river, before dawn brought the hurrying fisherboats, did the girl venture 
out. Then she held the long sweep, cunningly bound in place by ropes to aid her, 
while Conan snatched a few hours of sleep. But the king needed little rest. The 
fire of his desire drove him relentlessly; and his powerful frame was equal to the 
grinding test. Without halt or pause they drove southward. 

So down the river they fled, through nights when the flowing current mirrored 
the million stars, and through days of golden sunlight, leaving winter behind 
them as they sped southward. They passed cities in the night, above which 
throbbed and pulsed the reflection of the myriad lights, lordly river villas and 
fertile groves. So at last the blue mountains of Poitain rose above them, tier 
above tier, like ramparts of the gods, and the great river, swerving from those 
turreted cliffs, swept thunderously through the marching hills with many a rapid 
and foaming cataract. 


Conan scanned the shore-line closely, and finally swung the long sweep and 
headed inshore at a point where a neck of land jutted into the water, and fir trees 
grew in a curiously symmetrical ring about a gray, strangely shaped rock. 

“How these boats ride those falls we hear roaring ahead of us is more than I can 
see,’ he grunted. ‘Hadrathus said they did — but here’s where we halt. He said a 
man would be waiting for us with horses, but I don’t see anyone. How word of 
our coming could have preceded us I don’t know anyway.’ 

He drove inshore and bound the prow to an arching root in the low bank, and 
then, plunging into the water, washed the brown paint from his skin and emerged 
dripping, and in his natural color. From the cabin he brought forth a suit of 
Aquilonian ring-mail which Hadrathus had procured for him, and his sword. 
These he donned while Albiona put on garments suitable for mountain travel. 
And when Conan was fully armed, and turned to look toward the shore, he 
started and his hand went to his sword. For on the shore, under the trees, stood a 
black-cloaked figure holding the reins of a white palfrey and a bay war-horse. 
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“Who are you?’ demanded the king. 

The other bowed low. 

‘A follower of Asura. A command came. I obeyed.’ 

‘How, “came”?’ inquired Conan, but the other merely bowed again. 

‘I have come to guide you through the mountains to the first Poitanian 
stronghold.’ 

‘I don’t need a guide,’ answered Conan. ‘I know these hills well. I thank you 
for the horses, but the countess and I will attract less attention alone than if we 
were accompanied by an acolyte of Asura.’ 

The man bowed profoundly, and giving the reins into Conan’s hands, stepped 
into the boat. Casting off, he floated down the swift current, toward the distant 
roar of the unseen rapids. With a baffled shake of his head, Conan lifted the 
countess into the palfrey’s saddle, and then mounted the war-horse and reined 
toward the summits that castellated the sky. 

The rolling country at the foot of the towering mountains was now a 
borderland, in a state of turmoil, where the barons reverted to feudal practises, 
and bands of outlaws roamed unhindered. Poitain had not formally declared her 
separation from Aquilonia, but she was now, to all intents, a self-contained 
kingdom, ruled by her hereditary count, Trocero. The rolling south country had 
submitted nominally to Valerius, but he had not attempted to force the passes 
guarded by strongholds where the crimson leopard banner of Poitain waved 
defiantly. 

The king and his fair companion rode up the long blue slopes in the soft 
evening. As they mounted higher, the rolling country spread out like a vast 
purple mantle far beneath them, shot with the shine of rivers and lakes, the 
yellow glint of broad fields, and the white gleam of distant towers. Ahead of 
them and far above, they glimpsed the first of the Poitanian holds — a strong 
fortress dominating a narrow pass, the crimson banner streaming against the 
clear blue sky. 

Before they reached it, a band of knights in burnished armor rode from among 
the trees, and their leader sternly ordered the travelers to halt. They were tall 
men, with the dark eyes and raven locks of the south. 

‘Halt, sir, and state your business, and why you ride toward Poitain.’ 

‘Is Poitain in revolt then,’ asked Conan, watching the other closely, ‘that a man 
in Aquilonian harness is halted and questioned like a foreigner?’ 

‘Many rogues ride out of Aquilonia these days,’ answered the other coldy. ‘As 
for revolt, if you mean the repudiation of a usurper, then Poitain is in revolt. We 
had rather serve the memory of a dead man than the scepter of a living dog.’ 

Conan swept off his helmet, and shaking back his black mane, stared full at the 
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speaker. The Poitanian stared violently and went livid. 

‘Saints of heaven!’ he gasped. ‘It is the king — alive!’ 

The others stared wildly, then a roar of wonder and joy burst from them. They 
swarmed about Conan, shouting their war-cries and brandishing their swords in 
their extreme emotion. The acclaim of Poitanian warriors was a thing to terrify a 
timid man. 

‘Oh, but Trocero will weep tears of joy to see you, sire!’ cried one. 

‘Aye, and Prospero!’ shouted another. ‘The general has been like one wrapped 
in a mantle of melancholy, and curses himself night and day that he did not reach 
the Valkia in time to die beside his king!’ 

‘Now we will strike for empery!’ yelled another, whirling his great sword 
about his head. ‘Hail, Conan, king of Poitain!’ 

The clangor of bright steel about him and the thunder of their acclaim 
frightened the birds that rose in gay-hued clouds from the surrounding trees. The 
hot southern blood was afire, and they desired nothing but for their new-found 
sovereign to lead them to battle and pillage. 

‘What is your command, sire?’ they cried. ‘Let one of us ride ahead and bear 
the news of your coming into Poitain! Banners will wave from every tower, 
roses will carpet the road before your horse’s feet, and all the beauty and 
chivalry of the south will give you the honor due you—’ 

Conan shook his head. 

‘Who could doubt your loyalty? But winds blow over these mountains into the 
countries of my enemies, and I would rather these didn’t know that I lived — yet. 
Take me to Trocero, and keep my identity a secret.’ 

So what the knights would have made a triumphal procession was more in the 
nature of a secret flight. They traveled in haste, speaking to no one, except for a 
whisper to the captain on duty at each pass; and Conan rode among them with 
his vizor lowered. 

The mountains were uninhabited save by outlaws and garrisons of soldiers who 
guarded the passes. The pleasure-loving Poitanians had no need nor desire to 
wrest a hard and scanty living from their stern breasts. South of the ranges the 
rich and beautiful plains of Poitain stretched to the river Alimane; but beyond 
the river lay the land of Zingara. 

Even now, when winter was crisping the leaves beyond the mountains, the tall 
rich grass waved upon the plains where grazed the horses and cattle for which 
Poitain was famed. Palm trees and orange groves smiled in the sun, and the 
gorgeous purple and gold and crimson towers of castles and cities reflected the 
golden light. It was a land of warmth and plenty, of beautiful men and ferocious 
watriors. It is not only the hard lands that breed hard men. Poitain was 
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surrounded by covetous neighbors and her sons learned hardihood in incessant 
wars. To the north the land was guarded by the mountains, but to the south only 
the Alimane separated the plains of Poitain from the plains of Zingara, and not 
once but a thousand times had that river run red. To the east lay Argos and 
beyond that Ophir, proud kingdoms and avaricious. The knights of Poitain held 
their lands by the weight and edge of their swords, and little of ease and idleness 
they knew. 
So Conan came presently to the castle of Count Trocero ... 


Conan sat on a silken divan in a rich chamber whose filmy curtains the warm 
breeze billowed. Trocero paced the floor like a panther, a lithe, restless man with 
the waist of a woman and the shoulders of a swordsman, who carried his years 
lightly. 

‘Let us proclaim you king of Poitain!’ urged the count. ‘Let those northern pigs 
wear the yoke to which they have bent their necks. The south is still yours. 
Dwell here and rule us, amid the flowers and the palms.’ 

But Conan shook his head. ‘There is no nobler land on earth than Poitain. But 
it cannot stand alone, bold as are its sons.’ 

‘It did stand alone for generations,’ retorted Trocero, with the quick jealous 
pride of his breed. ‘We were not always a part of Aquilonia.’ 

‘I know. But conditions are not as they were then, when all kingdoms were 
broken into principalities which warred with each other. The days of dukedoms 
and free cities are past, the days of empires are upon us. Rulers are dreaming 
imperial dreams, and only in unity is there strength.’ 

“Then let us unite Zingara with Poitain,’ argued Trocero. ‘Half a dozen princes 
strive against each other, and the country is torn asunder by civil wars. We will 
conquer it, province by province, and add it to your dominions. Then with the 
aid of the Zingarans we will conquer Argos and Ophir. We will build an empire 

Again Conan shook his head. ‘Let others dream imperial dreams. I but wish to 
hold what is mine. I have no desire to rule an empire welded together by blood 
and fire. It’s one thing to seize a throne with the aid of its subjects and rule them 
with their consent. It’s another to subjugate a foreign realm and rule it by fear. I 
don’t wish to be another Valerius. No, Trocero, Ill rule all Aquilonia and no 
more, or I] rule nothing.’ 

“Then lead us over the mountains and we will smite the Nemedians.’ 

Conan’s fierce eyes glowed with appreciation. 

‘No, Trocero. It would be a vain sacrifice. I’ve told you what I must do to 
regain my kingdom. I must find the Heart of Ahriman.’ 
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‘But this is madness!’ protested Trocero, ‘The maunderings of a heretical 
priest, the mumblings of a mad witch-woman.’ 

“You were not in my tent before Valkia,’ answered Conan grimly, 
involuntarily glancing at his right wrist, on which blue marks still showed 
faintly. ‘You didn’t see the cliffs thunder down to crush the flower of my army. 
No, Trocero, I’ve been convinced. Xaltotun’s no mortal man, and only with the 
Heart of Ahriman can I stand against him. So I’m riding to Kordava, alone.’ 

‘But that is dangerous,’ protested Trocero. 

‘Life is dangerous,’ rumbled the king. ‘I won’t go as king of Aquilonia, or 
even as a knight of Poitain, but as a wandering mercenary, as I rode in Zingara in 
the old days. Oh, I have enemies enough south of the Alimane, in the lands and 
the waters of the south. Many who won’t know me as king of Aquilonia will 
remember me as Conan of the Barachan pirates, or Amra of the black corsairs. 
But I have friends, too, and men who’II aid me for their own private reasons.’ A 
faintly reminiscent grin touched his lips. 

Trocero dropped his hands helplessly and glanced at Albiona, who sat on a 
near-by divan. 

‘I understand your doubts, my lord,’ said she. ‘But I too saw the coin in the 
temple of Asura, and look you, Hadrathus said it was dated five hundred years 
before the fall of Acheron. If Xaltotun, then, is the man pictured on the coin, as 
his Majesty swears he is, that means he was no common wizard, even in his 
other life, for the years of his life were numbered by centuries, not as the lives of 
other men are numbered.’ 

Before Trocero could reply, a respectful rap was heard on the door and a voice 
called: ‘My lord, we have caught a man skulking about the castle, who says he 
wishes to speak with your guest. I await your orders.’ 

‘A spy from Aquilonia!’ hissed Trocero, catching at his dagger, but Conan 
lifted his voice and called: ‘Open the door and let me see him.’ 

The door was opened and a man was framed in it, grasped on either hand by 
stern-looking men-at-arms. He was a slender man, clad in a dark hooded robe. 

‘Are you a follower of Asura?’ asked Conan. 

The man nodded, and the stalwart men-at-arms looked shocked and glanced 
hesitantly at Trocero. 

“The word came southward,’ said the man. ‘Beyond the Alimane we can not 
aid you, for our sect goes no farther southward, but stretches eastward with the 
Khorotas. But this I have learned: the thief who took the Heart of Ahriman from 
Tarascus never reached Kordava. In the mountains of Poitain he was slain by 
robbers. The jewel fell into the hands of their chief, who, not knowing its true 
nature, and being harried after the destruction of his band by Poitanian knights, 
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sold it to the Kothic merchant Zorathus.’ 

‘Ha!’ Conan was on his feet, galvanized. ‘And what of Zorathus?’ 

‘Four days ago he crossed the Alimane, headed for Argos, with a small band of 
armed servants. 

‘He’s a fool to cross Zingara in such times,’ said Trocero. 

‘Aye, times are troublous across the river. But Zorathus is a bold man, and 
reckless in his way. He is in great haste to reach Messantia, where he hopes to 
find a buyer for the jewel. Perhaps he hopes to sell it finally in Stygia. Perhaps 
he guesses at its true nature. At any rate, instead of following the long road that 
winds along the borders of Poitain and so at last comes into Argos far from 
Messantia, he has struck straight across eastern Zingara, following the shorter 
and more direct route.’ 

Conan smote the table with his clenched fist so that the great board quivered. 

‘Then, by Crom, fortune has at last thrown the dice for me! A horse, Trocero, 
and the harness of a Free Companion! Zorathus has a long start, but not too long 
for me to overtake him, if I follow him to the end of the world!’ 
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12 The Fang of the Dragon 


At dawn Conan waded his horse across the shallows of the Alimane and struck 
the wide caravan trail which ran southeastward, and behind him, on the farther 
bank, Trocero sat his horse silently at the head of his steel-clad knights, with the 
crimson leopard of Poitain floating its long folds over him in the morning 
breeze. Silently they sat, those dark-haired men in shining steel, until the figure 
of their king had vanished in the blue of distance that whitened toward sunrise. 

Conan rode a great black stallion, the gift of Trocero. He no longer wore the 
armor of Aquilonia. His harness proclaimed him a veteran of the Free 
Companies, who were of all races. His headpiece was a plain morion, dented and 
battered. The leather and mail-mesh of his hauberk were worn and shiny as if by 
many campaigns, and the scarlet cloak flowing carelessly from his mailed 
shoulders was tattered and stained. He looked the part of the hired fighting-man, 
who had known all vicissitudes of fortune, plunder and wealth one day, an 
empty purse and a close-drawn belt the next. 

And more than looking the part, he felt the part; the awakening of old 
memories, the resurge of the wild, mad, glorious days of old before his feet were 
set on the imperial path when he was a wandering mercenary, roistering, 
brawling, guzzling, adventuring, with no thought for the morrow, and no desire 
save sparkling ale, red lips, and a keen sword to swing on all the battlefields of 
the world. 

Unconsciously he reverted to the old ways; a new swagger became evident in 
his bearing, in the way he sat his horse; half-forgotten oaths rose naturally to his 
lips, and as he rode he hummed old songs that he had roared in chorus with his 
reckless companions in many a tavern and on many a dusty road or bloody field. 

It was an unquiet land through which he rode. The companies of cavalry which 
usually patrolled the river, alert for raids out of Poitain, were nowhere in 
evidence. Internal strife had left the borders unguarded. The long white road 
stretched bare from horizon to horizon. No laden camel trains or rumbling 
wagons or lowing herds moved along it now; only occasional groups of 
horsemen in leather and steel, hawk-faced, hard-eyed men, who kept together 
and rode warily. These swept Conan with their searching gaze but rode on, for 
the solitary rider’s harness promised no plunder, but only hard strokes. 

Villages lay in ashes and deserted, the fields and meadows idle. Only the 
boldest would ride the roads these days, and the native population had been 
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decimated in the civil wars, and by raids from across the river. In more peaceful 
times the road was thronged with merchants riding Poitain to Messantia in 
Argos, or back. But now these found it wiser to follow the road that led east 
through Poitain, and then turned south down across Argos. It was longer, but 
safer. Only an extremely reckless man would risk his life and goods on this road 
through Zingara. 

The southern horizon was fringed with flame by night, and in the day 
straggling pillars of smoke drifted upward; in the cities and plains to the south 
men were dying, thrones were toppling and castles going up in flames. Conan 
felt the old tug of the professional fighting-man, to turn his horse and plunge into 
the fighting, the pillaging and the looting as in the days of old. Why should he 
toil to regain the rule of a people which had already forgotten him? — why chase 
a will-o’-the-wisp, why pursue a crown that was lost for ever? Why should he 
not seek forgetfulness, lose himself in the red tides of war and rapine that had 
engulfed him so often before? Could he not, indeed, carve out another kingdom 
for himself? The world was entering an age of iron, an age of war and 
imperialistic ambition; some strong man might well rise above the ruins of 
nations as a supreme conqueror. Why should it not be himself? So his familiar 
devil whispered in his ear, and the phantoms of his lawless and bloody past 
crowded upon him. But he did not turn aside; he rode onward, following a quest 
that grew dimmer and dimmer as he advanced, until sometimes it seemed that he 
pursued a dream that never was. 

He pushed the black stallion as hard as he dared, but the long white road lay 
bare before him, from horizon to horizon. It was a long start Zorathus had, but 
Conan rode steadily on, knowing that he was traveling faster than the burdened 
merchants could travel. And so he came to the castle of Count Valbroso, perched 
like a vulture’s eyrie on a bare hill overlooking the road. 


Valbroso rode down with his men-at-arms, a lean, dark man with glittering eyes 
and a predatory beak of a nose. He wore black plate-armor and was followed by 
thirty spearmen, black-mustached hawks of the border wars, as avaricious and 
ruthless as himself. Of late the toll of the caravans had been slim, and Valbroso 
cursed the civil wars that stripped the roads of their fat traffic, even while he 
blessed them for the free hand they allowed him with his neighbors. 

He had not hoped much from the solitary rider he had glimpsed from his tower, 
but all was grist that came to his mill. With a practised eye he took in Conan’s 
worn mail and dark, scarred face, and his conclusions were the same as those of 
the riders who had passed the Cimmerian on the road — an empty purse and a 
ready blade. 
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“Who are you, knave?’ he demanded. 

‘A mercenary, riding for Argos,’ answered Conan. ‘What matter names?’ 

“You are riding in the wrong direction for a Free Companion,’ grunted 
Valbroso. ‘Southward the fighting is good and also the plundering. Join my 
company. You won’t go hungry. The road remains bare of fat merchants to strip, 
but I mean to take my rogues and fare southward to sell our swords to whichever 
side seems strongest.’ 

Conan did not at once reply, knowing that if he refused outright, he might be 
instantly attacked by Valbroso’s men-at-arms. Before he could make up his 
mind, the Zingaran spoke again: 

“You rogues of the Free Companies always know tricks to make men talk. I 
have a prisoner — the last merchant I caught, by Mitra, and the only one I’ve seen 
for a week — and the knave is stubborn. He has an iron box, the secret of which 
defies us, and I’ve been unable to persuade him to open it. By Ishtar, I thought I 
knew all the modes of persuasion there are, but perhaps you, as a veteran Free 
Companion, know some that I do not. At any rate come with me and see what 
you may do.’ 

Valbroso’s words instantly decided Conan. That sounded a great deal like 
Zorathus. Conan did not know the merchant, but any man who was stubborn 
enough to try to traverse the Zingaran road in times like these would very 
probably be stubborn enough to defy torture. 

He fell in beside Valbroso and rode up the straggling road to the top of the hill 
where the gaunt castle stood. As a man-at-arms he should have ridden behind the 
count, but force of habit made him careless and Valbroso paid no heed. Years of 
life on the border had taught the count that the frontier is not the royal court. He 
was aware of the independence of the mercenaries, behind whose swords many a 
king had trodden the throne-path. 

There was a dry moat, half filled with debris in some places. They clattered 
across the drawbridge and through the arch of the gate. Behind them the 
portcullis fell with a sullen clang. They came into a bare courtyard, grown with 
straggling grass, and with a well in the middle. Shacks for the men-at-arms 
straggled about the bailey wall, and women, slatternly or decked in gaudy finery, 
looked from the doors. Fighting-men in rusty mail tossed dice on the flags under 
the arches. It was more like a bandit’s hold than the castle of a nobleman. 

Valbroso dismounted and motioned Conan to follow him. They went through a 
doorway and along a vaulted corridor, where they were met by a scarred, hard- 
looking man in mail descending a stone staircase — evidently the captain of the 
guard. 

‘How, Beloso,’ quoth Valbroso; ‘has he spoken?’ 
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‘He is stubborn,’ muttered Beloso, shooting a glance of suspicion at Conan. 

Valbroso ripped out an oath and stamped furiously up the winding stair, 
followed by Conan and the captain. As they mounted, the groans of a man in 
mortal agony became audible. Valbroso’s torture-room was high above the 
court, instead of in a dungeon below. In that chamber, where a gaunt, hairy beast 
of a man in leather breeks squatted gnawing a beef-bone voraciously, stood the 
machines of torture — racks, boots, hooks and all the implements that the human 
mind devises to tear flesh, break bones and rend and rupture veins and | 
igaments. 

On a rack a man was stretched naked, and a glance told Conan that he was 
dying. The unnatural elongation of his limbs and body told of unhinged joints 
and unnamable ruptures. He was a dark man, with an intelligent, aquiline face 
and quick dark eyes. They were glazed and bloodshot now with pain, and the 
dew of agony glistened on his face. His lips were drawn back from blackened 
gums. 

‘There is the box.’ Viciously Valbroso kicked a small but heavy iron chest that 
stood on the floor near by. It was intricately carved, with tiny skulls and writhing 
dragons curiously intertwined, but Conan saw no catch or hasp that might serve 
to unlock the lid. The marks of fire, of ax and sledge and chisel showed on it but 
as scratches. 

‘This is the dog’s treasure box,’ said Valbroso angrily. ‘All men of the south 
know of Zorathus and his iron chest. Mitra knows what is in it. But he will not 
give up its secret.’ 

Zorathus! It was true, then; the man he sought lay before him. Conan’s heart 
beat suffocatingly as he leaned over the writhing form, though he exhibited no 
evidence of his painful eagerness. 

‘Ease those ropes, knave!’ he ordered the torturer harshly, and Valbroso and 
his captain stared. In the forgetfulness of the moment Conan had used his 
imperial tone, and the brute in leather instinctively obeyed the knife-edge of 
command in that voice. He eased away gradually, for else the slackening of the 
ropes had been as great a torment to the torn joints as further stretching. 

Catching up a vessel of wine that stood near by, Conan placed the rim to the 
wretch’s lips. Zorathus gulped spasmodically, the liquid slopping over on his 
heaving breast. 

Into the bloodshot eyes came a gleam of recognition, and the froth-smeared 
lips parted. From them issued a racking whimper in the Kothic tongue. 

‘Is this death, then? Is the long agony ended? For this is King Conan who died 
at Valkia, and I am among the dead.’ 

“You’re not dead,’ said Conan. ‘But you’re dying. You’ll be tortured no more. 
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I’ll see to that. But I can’t help you further. Yet before you die, tell me how to 
open your iron box!’ 

‘My iron box,’ mumbled Zorathus in delirious disjointed phrases. ‘The chest 
forged in unholy fires among the flaming mountains of Khrosha; the metal no 
chisel can cut. How many treasures has it borne, across the width and the breadth 
of the world! But no such treasure as it now holds.’ 

“Tell me how to open it,’ urged Conan. ‘It can do you no good, and it may aid 
me.’ 

‘Aye, you are Conan,’ muttered the Kothian. ‘I have seen you sitting on your 
throne in the great public hall of Tarantia, with your crown on your head and the 
scepter in your hand. But you are dead; you died at Valkia. And so I know my 
own end is at hand.’ 

“What does the dog say?’ demanded Valbroso impatiently, not understanding 
Kothic. ‘Will he tell us how to open the box?’ 

As if the voice roused a spark of life in the twisted breast Zorathus rolled his 
bloodshot eyes toward the speaker. 

‘Only Valbroso will I tell,’ he gasped in Zingaran. ‘Death is upon me. Lean 
close to me, Valbroso!’ 

The count did so, his dark face lit with avarice; behind him his saturnine 
captain, Beloso, crowded closer. 

‘Press the seven skulls on the rim, one after another,’ gasped Zorathus. ‘Press 
then the head of the dragon that writhes across the lid. Then press the sphere in 
the dragon’s claws. That will release the secret catch.’ 

‘Quick, the box!’ cried Valbroso with an oath. 

Conan lifted it and set it on a dais, and Valbroso shouldered him aside. 

‘Let me open it!’ cried Beloso, starting forward. 

Valbroso cursed him back, his greed blazing in his black eyes. 

‘None but me shall open it!’ he cried. 

Conan, whose hand had instinctively gone to his hilt, glanced at Zorathus. The 
man’s eyes were glazed and bloodshot, but they were fixed on Valbroso with 
burming intensity; and was there the shadow of a grim twisted smile on the dying 
man’s lips? Not until the merchant knew he was dying had he given up the 
secret. Conan turned to watch Valbroso, even as the dying man watched him. 

Along the rim of the lid seven skulls were carved among intertwining branches 
of strange trees. An inlaid dragon writhed its way across the top of the lid amid 
omate arabesques. Valbroso pressed the skulls in fumbling haste, and as he 
jammed his thumb down on the carved head of the dragon he swore sharply and 
snatched his hand away, shaking it in irritation. 

‘A sharp point on the carvings,’ he snarled. ‘I’ve pricked my thumb.’ 
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He pressed the gold ball clutched in the dragon’s talons, and the lid flew 
abruptly open. Their eyes were dazzled by a golden flame. It seemed to their 
dazed minds that the carven box was full of glowing fire that spilled over the rim 
and dripped through the air in quivering flakes. Beloso cried out and Valbroso 
sucked in his breath. Conan stood speechless, his brain snared by the blaze. 

‘Mitra, what a jewel!’ Valbroso’s hand dived into the chest, came out with a 
great pulsing crimson sphere that filled the room with a lambent glow. In its 
glare Valbroso looked like a corpse. And the dying man on the loosened rack 
laughed wildly and suddenly. 

‘Fool!’ he screamed. “The jewel is yours! I give you death with it! The scratch 
on your thumb — look at the dragon’s head, Valbroso!’ They all wheeled, stared. 
Something tiny and dully gleaming stood up from the gaping, carved mouth. 

‘The dragon’s fang!’ shrieked Zorathus. ‘Steeped in the venom of the black 
Stygian scorpion! Fool, fool to open the box of Zorathus with your naked hand! 
Death! You are a dead man now!’ 

And with bloody foam on his lips he died. 

Valbroso staggered, crying out. ‘Ah, Mitra, I burn!’ he shrieked. ‘My veins 
race with liquid fire! My joints are bursting asunder! Death! Death!’ And he 
reeled and crashed headlong. There was an instant of awful convulsions, in 
which the limbs were twisted into hideous and unnatural positions, and then in 
that posture the man froze, his glassy eyes staring sightlessly upward, his lips 
drawn back from blackened gums. 

‘Dead!’ muttered Conan, stooping to pick up the jewel where it rolled on the 
floor from Valbroso’s rigid hand. It lay on the floor like a quivering pool of 
sunset fire. 

‘Dead!’ muttered Beloso, with madness in his eyes. And then he moved. 

Conan was caught off guard, his eyes dazzled, his brain dazed by the blaze of 
the great gem. He did not realize Beloso’s intention until something crashed with 
terrible force upon his helmet. The glow of the jewel was splashed with redder 
flame, and he went to his knees under the blow. 

He heard a rush of feet, a bellow of ox-like agony. He was stunned but not 
wholly senseless, and realized that Beloso had caught up the iron box and 
crashed it down on his head as he stooped. Only his basinet had saved his skull. 
He staggered up, drawing his sword, trying to shake the dimness out of his eyes. 
The room swam to his dizzy gaze. But the door was open and fleet footsteps 
were dwindling down the winding stair. On the floor the brutish torturer was 
gasping out his life with a great gash under his breast. And the Heart of Ahriman 
was gone. 

Conan reeled out of the chamber, sword in hand, blood streaming down his 
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face from under his burganet. He ran drunkenly down the steps, hearing a clang 
of steel in the courtyard below, shouts, then the frantic drum of hoofs. Rushing 
into the bailey he saw the men-at-arms milling about confusedly, while women 
screeched. The postern gate stood open and a soldier lay across his pike with his 
head split. Horses, still bridled and saddled, ran neighing about the court, 
Conan’s black stallion among them. 

‘He’s mad!’ howled a woman, wringing her hands as she rushed brainlessly 
about. ‘He came out of the castle like a mad dog, hewing right and left! Beloso’s 
mad! Where’s Lord Valbroso?’ 

“Which way did he go?’ roared Conan. 

All turned and stared at the stranger’s blood-stained face and naked sword. 

‘Through the postern!’ shrilled a woman, pointing eastward, and another 
bawled: ‘Who is this rogue?’ 

‘Beloso has killed Valbroso!’ yelled Conan, leaping and seizing the stallion’s 
mane, as the men-at-arms advanced uncertainly on him. A wild outcry burst 
forth at his news, but their reaction was exactly as he had anticipated. Instead of 
closing the gates to take him prisoner, or pursuing the fleeing slayer to avenge 
their lord, they were thrown into even greater confusion by his words. Wolves 
bound together only by fear of Valbroso, they owed no allegiance to the castle or 
to each other. 

Swords began to clash in the courtyard, and women screamed. And in the 
midst of it all, none noticed Conan as he shot through the postern gate and 
thundered down the hill. The wide plain spread before him, and beyond the hill 
the caravan road divided: one branch ran south, the other east. And on the 
eastern road he saw another rider, bending low and spurring hard. The plain 
swam to Conan’s gaze, the sunlight was a thick red haze and he reeled in his 
saddle, grasping the flowing mane with his hand. Blood rained on his mail, but 
grimly he urged the stallion on. 

Behind him smoke began to pour out of the castle on the hill where the count’s 
body lay forgotten and unheeded beside that of his prisoner. The sun was setting; 
against a lurid red sky the two black figures fled. 

The stallion was not fresh, but neither was the horse ridden by Beloso. But the 
great beast responded mightily, calling on deep reservoirs of reserve vitality. 
Why the Zingaran fled from one pursuer Conan did not tax his bruised brain to 
guess. Perhaps unreasoning panic rode Beloso, born of the madness that lurked 
in that blazing jewel. The sun was gone; the white road was a dim glimmer 
through a ghostly twilight fading into purple gloom far ahead of him. 

The stallion panted, laboring hard. The country was changing, in the gathering 
dusk. Bare plains gave way to clumps of oaks and alders. Low hills mounted up 
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in the distance. Stars began to blink out. The stallion gasped and reeled in his 
course. But ahead rose a dense wood that stretched to the hills on the horizon, 
and between it and himself Conan glimpsed the dim form of the fugitive. He 
urged on the distressed stallion, for he saw that he was overtaking his prey, yard 
by yard. Above the pound of the hoofs a strange cry rose from the shadows, but 
neither pursuer nor pursued gave heed. 

As they swept in under the branches that overhung the road, they were almost 
side by side. A fierce cry rose from Conan’s lips as his sword went up; a pale 
oval of a face was turned toward him, a sword gleamed in a half-seen hand, and 
Beloso echoed the cry — and then the weary stallion, with a lurch and a groan, 
missed his footing in the shadows and went heels over head, hurling his dazed 
rider from the saddle. Conan’s throbbing head crashed against a stone, and the 
stars were blotted out in a thicker night. 


How long Conan lay senseless he never knew. His first sensation of returning 
consciousness was that of being dragged by one arm over rough and stony 
ground and through dense underbrush. Then he was thrown carelessly down, and 
perhaps the jolt brought back his senses. 

His helmet was gone, his head ached abominably, he felt a qualm of nausea, 
and blood was clotted thickly among his black locks. But with the vitality of a 
wild thing life and consciousness surged back into him, and he became aware of 
his surroundings. 

A broad red moon was shining through the trees, by which he knew that it was 
long after midnight. He had lain senseless for hours, long enough to have 
recovered from that terrible blow Beloso had dealt him, as well as the fall which 
had rendered him senseless. His brain felt clearer than it had felt during that mad 
ride after the fugitive. 

He was not lying beside the white road, he noticed with a start of surprise, as 
his surroundings began to record themselves on his perceptions. The road was 
nowhere in sight. He lay on the grassy earth, in a small glade hemmed in by a 
black wall of tree stems and tangled branches. His face and hands were scratched 
and lacerated as if he had been dragged through brambles. Shifting his body he 
looked about him. And then he started violently — something was squatting over 
him ... 

At first Conan doubted his consciousness, thought it was but a figment of 
delirium. Surely it could not be real, that strange, motionless gray being that 
squatted on its haunches and stared down at him with unblinking soulless eyes. 

Conan lay and stared, half expecting it to vanish like a figure of a dream, and 
then a chill of recollection crept along his spine. Half-forgotten memories surged 
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back, of grisly tales whispered of the shapes that haunted these uninhabited 
forests at the foot of the hills that mark the Zingaran-Argossean border. Ghouls, 
men called them, eaters of human flesh, spawn of darkness, children of unholy 
matings of a lost and forgotten race with the demons of the underworld. 
Somewhere in these primitive forests were the ruins of an ancient, accursed city, 
men whispered, and among its tombs slunk gray, anthropomorphic shadows — 
Conan shuddered strongly. 

He lay staring at the malformed head that rose dimly above him, and cautiously 
he extended a hand toward the sword at his hip. With a horrible cry that the man 
involuntarily echoed, the monster was at his throat. 

Conan threw up his right arm, and the dog-like jaws closed on it, driving the 
mail links into the hard flesh. The misshapen yet man-like hands clutched for his 
throat, but he evaded them with a heave and roll of his whole body, at the same 
time drawing his dagger with his left hand. 

They tumbled over and over on the grass, smiting and tearing. The muscles 
coiling under that gray corpse-like skin were stringy and hard as steel wires, 
exceeding the strength of a man. But Conan’s thews were iron too, and his mail 
saved him from the gnashing fangs and ripping claws long enough for him to 
drive home his dagger, again and again and again. The horrible vitality of the 
semi-human monstrosity seemed inexhaustible, and the king’s skin crawled at 
the feel of that slick, clammy flesh. He put all his loathing and savage revulsion 
behind the plunging blade, and suddenly the monster heaved up convulsively 
beneath him as the point found its grisly heart, and then lay still. 

Conan rose, shaken with nausea. He stood in the center of the glade 
uncertainly, sword in one hand and dagger in the other. He had not lost his 
instinctive sense of direction, as far as the points of the compass were concerned, 
but he did not know in which direction the road lay. He had no way of knowing 
in which direction the ghoul had dragged him. Conan glared at the silent, black, 
moon-dappled woods which ringed him, and felt cold moisture bead his flesh. 
He was without a horse and lost in these haunted woods, and that staring 
deformed thing at his feet was a mute evidence of the horrors that lurked in the 
forest. He stood almost holding his breath in his painful intensity, straining his 
ears for some crack of twig or rustle of grass. 

When a sound did come he started violently. Suddenly out on the night air 
broke the scream of a terrified horse. His stallion! There were panthers in the 
wood — or — ghouls ate beasts as well as men. 

He broke savagely through the brush in the direction of the sound, whistling 
shrilly as he ran, his fear drowned in berserk rage. If his horse was killed, there 
went his last chance of following Beloso and recovering the jewel. Again the 
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stallion screamed with fear and fury, somewhere nearer. There was a sound of 
lashing heels, and something that was struck heavily and gave way. 

Conan burst out into the wide white road without warning, and saw the stallion 
plunging and rearing in the moonlight, his ears laid back, his eyes and teeth 
flashing wickedly. He lashed out with his heels at a slinking shadow that ducked 
and bobbed about him — and then about Conan other shadows moved: gray, 
furtive shadows that closed in on all sides. A hideous charnel-house scent reeked 
up in the night air. 

With a curse the king hewed right and left with his broadsword, thrust and 
ripped with his dagger. Dripping fangs flashed in the moonlight, foul paws 
caught at him, but he hacked his way through to the stallion, caught the rein, 
leaped into the saddle. His sword rose and fell, a frosty arc in the moon, 
showering blood as it split misshapen heads, clove shambling bodies. The 
stallion reared, biting and kicking. They burst through and thundered down the 
road. On either hand, for a short space, flitted gray abhorrent shadows. Then 
these fell behind, and Conan, topping a wooded crest, saw a vast expanse of bare 
slopes sweeping up and away before him. 


13 ‘A Ghost Out of the Past’ 


Soon after sunrise Conan crossed the Argossean border. Of Beloso he had seen 
no trace. Either the captain had made good his escape while the king lay 
senseless, or had fallen prey to the grim man-eaters of the Zingaran forest. But 
Conan had seen no signs to indicate the latter possibility. The fact that he had 
lain unmolested for so long seemed to indicate that the monsters had been 
engrossed in futile pursuit of the captain. And if the man lived, Conan felt 
certain that he was riding along the road somewhere ahead of him. Unless he had 
intended going into Argos he would never have taken the eastward road in the 
first place. 

The helmeted guards at the frontier did not question the Cimmerian. A single 
wandering mercenary required no passport nor safe-conduct, especially when his 
unadorned mail showed him to be in the service of no lord. Through the low, 
grassy hills where streams murmured and oak groves dappled the sward with 
lights and shadows he rode, following the long road that rose and fell away 
ahead of him over dales and rises in the blue distance. It was an old, old road, 
this highway from Poitain to the sea. 

Argos was at peace; laden ox-wains rumbled along the road, and men with 
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bare, brown, brawny arms toiled in orchards and fields that smiled away under 
the branches of the roadside trees. Old men on settles before inns under 
spreading oak branches called greetings to the wayfarer. 

From the men that worked the fields, from the garrulous old men in the inns 
where he slaked his thirst with great leathern jacks of foaming ale, from the 
sharp-eyed silk-clad merchants he met upon the road, Conan sought for news of 
Beloso. 

Stories were conflicting, but this much Conan learned: that a lean, wiry 
Zingaran with the dangerous black eyes and mustaches of the western folk was 
somewhere on the road ahead of him, and apparently making for Messantia. It 
was a logical destination; all the sea-ports of Argos were cosmopolitan, in strong 
contrast with the inland provinces, and Messantia was the most polyglot of all. 
Craft of all the maritime nations rode in its harbor, and refugees and fugitives 
from many lands gathered there. Laws were lax; for Messantia thrived on the 
trade of the sea, and her citizens found it profitable to be somewhat blind on 
their dealings with seamen. It was not only legitimate trade that flowed into 
Messantia; smugglers and buccaneers played their part. All this Conan knew 
well, for had he not, in the days of old when he was a Barachan pirate, sailed by 
night into the harbor of Messantia to discharge strange cargoes? Most of the 
pirates of the Barachan Isles — small islands off the southwestern coast of 
Zingara — were Argossean Sailors, and as long as they confined their attentions to 
the shipping of other nations, the authorities of Argos were not too strict in their 
interpretation of sea-laws. 

But Conan had not limited his activities to those of the Barachans. He had also 
sailed with the Zingaran buccaneers, and even with those wild black corsairs that 
swept up from the far south to harry the northern coasts, and this put him beyond 
the pale of any law. If he were recognized in any of the ports of Argos it would 
cost him his head. But without hesitation he rode on to Messantia, halting day or 
night only to rest the stallion and to snatch a few winks of sleep for himself. 


He entered the city unquestioned, merging himself with the throngs that poured 
continually in and out of this great commercial center. No walls surrounded 
Messantia. The sea and the ships of the sea guarded the great southern trading 
city. 

It was evening when Conan rode leisurely through the streets that marched 
down to the waterfront. At the ends of these streets he saw the wharves and the 
masts and sails of ships. He smelled salt water for the first time in years, heard 
the thrum of cordage and the creak of spars in the breeze that was kicking up 
whitecaps out beyond the headlands. Again the urge of far wandering tugged at 
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his heart. 

But he did not go on to the wharves. He reined aside and rode up a steep flight 
of wide, worn stone steps, to a broad street where ornate white mansions 
overlooked the waterfront and the harbor below. Here dwelt the men who had 
grown rich from the hard-won fat of the seas — a few old sea-captains who had 
found treasure afar, many traders and merchants who never trod the naked decks 
nor knew the roar of tempest or sea-fight. 

Conan turned in his horse at a certain gold-worked gate, and rode into a court 
where a fountain tinkled and pigeons fluttered from marble coping to marble 
flagging. A page in jagged silken jupon and hose came forward inquiringly. The 
merchants of Messantia dealt with many strange and rough characters but most 
of these smacked of the sea. It was strange that a mercenary trooper should so 
freely ride into the court of a lord of commerce. 

“The merchant Publio dwells here?’ It was more statement than question, and 
something in the timbre of the voice caused the page to doff his feather chaperon 
as he bowed and replied: ‘Aye, so he does, my captain.’ 

Conan dismounted and the page called a servitor, who came running to receive 
the stallion’s rein. 

“Your master is within?’ Conan drew off his gauntlets and slapped the dust of 
the road from cloak and mail. 

‘Aye, my captain. Whom shall I announce?’ 

‘T’ll announce myself,’ grunted Conan. ‘I know the way well enough. Bide you 
here.’ 

And obeying that peremptory command the page stood still, staring after 
Conan as the latter climbed a short flight of marble steps, and wondering what 
connection his master might have with this giant fighting-man who had the 
aspect of a northern barbarian. 

Menials at their tasks halted and gaped open-mouthed as Conan crossed a 
wide, cool balcony overlooking the court and entered a broad corridor through 
which the sea-breeze swept. Halfway down this he heard a quill scratching, and 
turned into a broad room whose many wide casements overlooked the harbor. 

Publio sat at a carved teakwood desk writing on rich parchment with a golden 
quill. He was a short man, with a massive head and quick dark eyes. His blue 
robe was of the finest watered silk, trimmed with cloth-of-gold, and from his 
thick white throat hung a heavy gold chain. 

As the Cimmerian entered, the merchant looked up with a gesture of 
annoyance. He froze in the midst of his gesture. His mouth opened; he stared as 
at a ghost out of the past. Unbelief and fear glimmered in his wide eyes. 

‘Well,’ said Conan, ‘have you no word of greeting, Publio?’ Publio moistened 
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his lips. 

‘Conan!’ he whispered incredulously. ‘Mitra! Conan! Amra!’ 

‘Who else?’ The Cimmerian unclasped his cloak and threw it with his gauntlets 
down upon the desk. ‘How man?’ he exclaimed irritably. “‘Can’t you at least 
offer me a beaker of wine? My throat’s caked with the dust of the highway.’ 

‘Aye, wine!’ echoed Publio mechanically. Instinctively his hand reached for a 
gong, then recoiled as from a hot coal, and he shuddered. 

While Conan watched him with a flicker of grim amusement in his eyes, the 
merchant rose and hurriedly shut the door, first craning his neck up and down 
the corridor to be sure that no slave was loitering about. Then, returning, he took 
a gold vessel of wine from a near-by table and was about to fill a slender goblet 
when Conan impatiently took the vessel from him and lifting it with both hands, 
drank deep and with gusto. 

‘Aye, it’s Conan, right enough,’ muttered Publio. ‘Man, are you mad?’ 

‘By Crom, Publio,’ said Conan, lowering the vessel but retaining it in his 
hands, ‘you dwell in different quarters than of old. It takes an Argossean 
merchant to wring wealth out of a little waterfront shop that stank of rotten fish 
and cheap wine.’ 

‘The old days are past,’ muttered Publio, drawing his robe about him with a 
slight involuntary shudder. ‘I have put off the past like a worn-out cloak.’ 

‘Well,’ retorted Conan, “you can’t put me off like an old cloak. It isn’t much I 
want of you, but that much I do want. And you can’t refuse me. We had too 
many dealings in the old days. Am I such a fool that I’m not aware that this fine 
mansion was built on my sweat and blood? How many cargoes from my galleys 
passed through your shop?’ 

‘All merchants of Messantia have dealt with the sea-rovers at one time or 
another,’ mumbled Publio nervously. 

“But not with the black corsairs,’ answered Conan grimly. 

‘For Mitra’s sake, be silent!’ ejaculated Publio, sweat starting out on his brow. 
His fingers jerked at the gilt-worked edge of his robe. 

“Well, I only wished to recall it to your mind,’ answered Conan. ‘Don’t be so 
fearful. You took plenty of risks in the past, when you were struggling for life 
and wealth in that lousy little shop down by the wharves, and were hand-and- 
glove with every buccaneer and smuggler and pirate from here to the Barachan 
Isles. Prosperity must have softened you.’ 

‘I am respectable,’ began Publio. 

‘Meaning you’re rich as hell,’ snorted Conan. ‘Why? Why did you grow 
wealthy so much quicker than your competitors? Was it because you did a big 
business in ivory and ostrich feathers, copper and skins and pearls and 
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hammered gold ornaments, and other things from the coast of Kush? And where 
did you get them so cheaply, while other merchants were paying their weight in 
silver to the Stygians for them? I’ll tell you, in case you’ve forgotten: you 
bought them from me, at considerably less than their value, and I took them from 
the tribes of the Black Coast, and from the ships of the Stygians — I, and the 
black corsairs.’ 

‘In Mitra’s name, cease!’ begged Publio. ‘I have not forgotten. But what are 
you doing here? I am the only man in Argos who knew that the king of 
Aquilonia was once Conan the buccaneer, in the old days. But word has come 
southward of the overthrow of Aquilonia and the death of the king.’ 

‘My enemies have killed me a hundred times by rumors,’ grunted Conan. ‘Yet 
here I sit and guzzle wine of Kyros.’ And he suited the action to the word. 

Lowering the vessel, which was now nearly empty, he said: ‘It’s but a small 
thing I ask of you, Publio. I know that you’re aware of everything that goes on in 
Messantia. I want to know if a Zingaran named Beloso, or he might call himself 
anything, is in this city. He’s tall and lean and dark like all his race, and it’s 
likely he’ll seek to sell a very rare jewel.’ 

Publio shook his head. 

‘I have not heard of such a man. But thousands come and go in Messantia. If 
he is here my agents will discover him.’ 

‘Good. Send them to look for him. And in the meantime have my horse cared 
for, and have food served me here in this room.’ 

Publio assented volubly, and Conan emptied the wine vessel, tossed it 
carelessly into a corner, and strode to a near-by casement, involuntarily 
expanding his chest as he breathed deep of the salt air. He was looking down 
upon the meandering waterfront streets. He swept the ships in the harbor with an 
appreciative glance, then lifted his head and stared beyond the bay, far into the 
blue haze of the distance where sea met sky. And his memory sped beyond that 
horizon, to the golden seas of the south, under flaming suns, where laws were 
not and life ran hotly. Some vagrant scent of spice or palm woke clear-etched 
images of strange coasts where mangroves grew and drums thundered, of ships 
locked in battle and decks running blood, of smoke and flame and the crying of 
slaughter ... Lost in his thoughts he scarcely noticed when Publio stole from the 
chamber. 

Gathering up his robe, the merchant hurried along the corridors until he came 
to a certain chamber where a tall, gaunt man with a scar upon his temple wrote 
continually upon parchment. There was something about this man which made 
his clerkly occupation seem incongruous. To him Publio spoke abruptly: 

‘Conan has returned!’ 
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‘Conan?’ The gaunt man started up and the quill fell from his fingers. “The 
corsair?’ 

“Aye!” 

The gaunt man went livid. ‘Is he mad? If he is discovered here we are ruined! 
They will hang a man who shelters or trades with a corsair as quickly as they’ll 
hang the corsair himself! What if the governor should learn of our past 
connections with him?’ 

‘He will not learn,’ answered Publio grimly. ‘Send your men into the markets 
and wharfside dives and learn if one Beloso, a Zingaran, is in Messantia. Conan 
said he had a gem, which he will probably seek to dispose of. The jewel 
merchants should know of him, if any do. And here is another task for you: pick 
up a dozen or so desperate villains who can be trusted to do away with a man 
and hold their tongues afterward. You understand me?’ 

‘T understand.’ The other nodded slowly and somberly. 

‘I have not stolen, cheated, lied and fought my way up from the gutter to be 
undone now by a ghost out of my past,’ muttered Publio, and the sinister 
darkness of his countenance at that moment would have surprised the wealthy 
nobles and ladies who bought their silks and pearls from his many stalls. But 
when he returned to Conan a short time later, bearing in his own hands a platter 
of fruit and meats, he presented a placid face to his unwelcome guest. 

Conan still stood at the casement, staring down into the harbor at the purple 
and crimson and vermilion and scarlet sails of galleons and caracks and galleys 
and dromonds. 

‘There’s a Stygian galley, if I’m not blind,’ he remarked, pointing to a long, 
low, slim black ship lying apart from the others, anchored off the low broad 
sandy beach that curved round to the distant headland. ‘Is there peace, then, 
between Stygia and Argos?’ 

“The same sort that has existed before,’ answered Publio, setting the platter on 
the table wth a sigh of relief, for it was heavily laden; he knew his guest of old. 
‘Stygian ports are temporarily open to our ships, as ours to theirs. But may no 
craft of mine meet their cursed galleys out of sight of land! That galley crept into 
the bay last night. What its masters wish I do not know. So far they have neither 
bought nor sold. I distrust those dark-skinned devils. Treachery had its birth in 
that dusky land.’ 

‘I’ve made them howl,’ said Conan carelessly, turning from the window. ‘In 
my galley manned by black corsairs I crept to the very bastions of the sea- 
washed castles of black-walled Khemi by night, and burned the galleons 
anchored there. And speaking of treachery, mine host, suppose you taste these 
viands and sip a bit of this wine, just to show me that your heart is on the right 
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side.’ 

Publio complied so readily that Conan’s suspicions were lulled, and without 
further hesitation he sat down and devoured enough for three men. 

And while he ate, men moved through the markets and along the waterfront, 
searching for a Zingaran who had a jewel to sell or who sought for a ship to 
carry him to foreign ports. And a tall gaunt man with a scar on his temple sat 
with his elbows on a wine-stained table in a squalid cellar with a brass lantern 
hanging from a smoke-blackened beam overhead, and held converse with ten 
desperate rogues whose sinister countenances and ragged garments proclaimed 
their profession. 

And as the first stars blinked out, they shone on a strange band spurring their 
mounts along the white road that led to Messantia from the west. They were four 
men, tall, gaunt, clad in black, hooded robes, and they did not speak. They 
forced their steeds mercilessly onward, and those steeds were gaunt as 
themselves, and sweat-stained and weary as if from long travel and far 
wandering. 


14 The Black Hand of Set 


Conan woke from a sound sleep as quickly and instantly as a cat. And like a cat 
he was on his feet with his sword out before the man who had touched him could 
so much as draw back. 

‘What word, Publio?’ demanded Conan, recognizing his host. The gold lamp 
bumed low, casting a mellow glow over the thick tapestries and the rich 
coverings of the couch whereon he had been reposing. 

Publio, recovering from the start given him by the sudden action of his 
awakening guest, replied: ‘The Zingaran has been located. He arrived yesterday, 
at dawn. Only a few hours ago he sought to sell a huge, strange jewel to a 
Shemitish merchant, but the Shemite would have naught to do with it. Men say 
he turned pale beneath his black beard at the sight of it, and closing his stall, fled 
as from a thing accursed.’ 

‘It must be Beloso,’ muttered Conan, feeling the pulse in his temples pounding 
with impatient eagerness. ‘Where is he now?’ 

‘He sleeps in the house of Servio.’ 

‘I know that dive of old,’ grunted Conan. ‘I’d better hasten before some of 
these waterfront thieves cut his throat for the jewel.’ 

He took up his cloak and flung it over his shoulders, then donned a helmet 
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Publio had procured for him. 

‘Have my steed saddled and ready in the court,’ said he. ‘I may return in haste. 
I shall not forget this night’s work, Publio.’ 

A few moments later Publio, standing at a small outer door, watched the king’s 
tall figure receding down the shadowy street. 

‘Farewell to you, corsair,’ muttered the merchant. ‘This must be a notable 
jewel, to be sought by a man who has just lost a kingdom. I wish I had told my 
knaves to let him secure it before they did their work. But then, something might 
have gone awry. Let Argos forget Amra, and let my dealings with him be lost in 
the dust of the past. In the alley behind the house of Servio — that is where Conan 
will cease to be a peril to me.’ 


Servio’s house, a dingy, ill-famed den, was located close to the wharves, facing 
the waterfront. It was a shambling building of stone and heavy ship-beams, and a 
long narrow alley wandered up alongside it. Conan made his way along the 
alley, and as he approached the house he had an uneasy feeling that he was being 
spied upon. He stared hard into the shadows of the squalid buildings, but saw 
nothing, though once he caught the faint rasp of cloth or leather against flesh. 
But that was nothing unusual. Thieves and beggars prowled these alleys all 
night, and they were not likely to attack him, after one look at his size and 
harness. 

But suddenly a door opened in the wall ahead of him, and he slipped into the 
shadow of an arch. A figure emerged from the open door and moved along the 
alley, not furtively, but with a natural noiselessness, like that of a jungle beast. 
Enough starlight filtered into the alley to silhouette the man’s profile dimly as he 
passed the doorway where Conan lurked. The stranger was a Stygian. There was 
no mistaking that hawk-faced, shaven head, even in the starlight, nor the mantle 
over the broad shoulders. He passed on down the alley in the direction of the 
beach, and once Conan thought he must be carrying a lantern among his 
garments, for he caught a flash of lambent light, just as the man vanished. 

But the Cimmerian forgot the stranger as he noticed that the door through 
which he had emerged still stood open. Conan had intended entering by the main 
entrance and forcing Servio to show him the room where the Zingaran slept. But 
if he could get into the house without attacting anyone’s attention, so much the 
better. 

A few long strides brought him to the door, and as his hand fell on the lock he 
stifled an involuntary grunt. His practised fingers, skilled among the thieves of 
Zamora long ago, told him that the lock had been forced, apparently by some 
terrific pressure from the outside that had twisted and bent the heavy iron bolts, 
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tearing the very sockets loose from the jambs. How such damage could have 
been wrought so violently without awakening everyone in the neighborhood 
Conan could not imagine, but he felt sure that it had been done that night. A 
broken lock, if discovered, would not go unmended in the house of Servio, in 
this neighborhood of thieves and cutthroats. 

Conan entered stealthily, poniard in hand, wondering how he was to find the 
chamber of the Zingaran. Groping in total darkness he halted suddenly. He 
sensed death in that room, as a wild beast senses it — not as peril threatening him, 
but a dead thing, something freshly slain. In the darkness his foot hit and 
recoiled from something heavy and yielding. With a sudden premonition he 
groped along the wall until he found the shelf that supported the brass lamp, with 
its flint, steel and tinder beside it. A few seconds later a flickering, uncertain 
light sprang up, and he stared narrowly about him. 

A bunk built against the rough stone wall, a bare table and a bench completed 
the furnishings of the squalid chamber. An inner door stood closed and bolted. 
And on the hard-beaten dirt floor lay Beloso. On his back he lay, with his head 
drawn back between his shoulders so that he seemed to stare with his wide 
glassy eyes at the sooty beams of the cobwebbed ceiling. His lips were drawn 
back from his teeth in a frozen grin of agony. His sword lay near him, still in its 
scabbard. His shirt was torn open, and on his brown, muscular breast was the 
print of a black hand, thumb and four fingers plainly distinct. 

Conan glared in silence, feeling the short hairs bristle at the back of his neck. 

‘Crom!’ he muttered. ‘The black hand of Set!’ 

He had seen that mark of old, the death-mark of the black priests of Set, the 
grim cult that ruled in dark Stygia. And suddenly he remembered that curious 
flash he had seen emanating from the mysterious Stygian who had emerged from 
this chamber. 

“The Heart, by Crom!’ he muttered. ‘He was carrying it under his mantle. He 
stole it. He burst that door by his magic, and slew Beloso. He was a priest of 
Set.’ 

A quick investigation confirmed at least part of his suspicions. The jewel was 
not on the Zingaran’s body. An uneasy feeling rose in Conan that this had not 
happened by chance, or without design; a conviction that the mysterious Stygian 
galley had come into the harbor of Messantia on a definite mission. How could 
the priests of Set know that the Heart had come southward? Yet the thought was 
no more fantastic than the necromancy that could slay an armed man by the 
touch of an open, empty hand. 

A stealthy footfall outside the door brought him round like a great cat. With 
one motion he extinguished the lamp and drew his sword. His ears told him that 
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men were out there in the darkness, were closing in on the doorway. As his eyes 
became accustomed to the sudden darkness, he could make out dim figures 
ringing the entrance. He could not guess their identity, but as always he took the 
initiative — leaping suddenly forth from the doorway without awaiting the attack. 

His unexpected movement took the skulkers by surprise. He sensed and heard 
men close about him, saw a dim masked figure in the starlight before him; then 
his sword crunched home, and he was fleeting away down the alley before the 
slower-thinking and slower-acting attackers could intercept him. 

As he ran he heard, somewhere ahead of him, a faint creak of oarlocks, and he 
forgot the men behind him. A boat was moving out into the bay! Gritting his 
teeth he increased his speed, but before he reached the beach he heard the rasp 
and creak of ropes, and the grind of the great sweep in its socket. 

Thick clouds, rolling up from the sea, obscured the stars. In thick darkness 
Conan came upon the strand, straining his eyes out across the black restless 
water. Something was moving out there — a long, low, black shape that receded 
in the darkness, gathering momentum as it went. To his ears came the rhythmical 
clack of long oars. He ground his teeth in helpless fury. It was the Stygian galley 
and she was racing out to sea, bearing with her the jewel that meant to him the 
throne of Aquilonia. 

With a savage curse he took a step toward the waves that lapped against the 
sands, catching at his hauberk and intending to rip it off and swim after the 
vanishing ship. Then the crunch of a heel in the sand brought him about. He had 
forgotten his pursuers. 

Dark figures closed in on him with a rush of feet through the sands. The first 
went down beneath the Cimmerian’s flailing sword, but the others did not falter. 
Blades whickered dimly about him in the darkness or rasped on his mail. Blood 
and entrails spilled over his hand and someone screamed as he ripped 
murderously upward. A muttered voice spurred on the attack, and that voice 
sounded vaguely familiar. Conan plowed through the clinging, hacking shapes 
toward the voice. A faint light gleaming momentarily through the drifting clouds 
showed him a tall gaunt man with a great livid scar on his temple. Conan’s 
sword sheared through his skull as through a ripe melon. 

Then an ax, swung blindly in the dark, crashed on the king’s basinet, filling his 
eyes with sparks of fire. He lurched and lunged, felt his sword sink deep and 
heard a shriek of agony. Then he stumbled over a corpse, and a bludgeon 
knocked the dented helmet from his head; the next instant the club fell full on his 
unprotected skull. 

The king of Aquilonia crumpled into the wet sands. Over him wolfish figures 
panted in the gloom. 
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‘Strike off his head,’ muttered one. 

‘Let him lie,’ grunted another. ‘Help me tie up my wounds before I bleed to 
death. The tide will wash him into the bay. See, he fell at the water’s edge. His 
skull’s split; no man could live after such blows.’ 

‘Help me strip him,’ urged another. ‘His harness will fetch a few pieces of 
silver. And haste. Tiberio is dead, and I hear seamen singing as they reel along 
the strand. Let us be gone.’ 

There followed hurried activity in the darkness, and then the sound of quickly 
receding footsteps. The tipsy singing of the seamen grew louder. 


In his chamber Publio, nervously pacing back and forth before a window that 
overlooked the shadowed bay, whirled suddenly, his nerves tingling. To the best 
of his knowledge the door had been bolted from within; but now it stood open 
and four men filed into the chamber. At the sight of them his flesh crawled. 
Many strange beings Publio had seen in his lifetime, but none before like these. 
They were tall and gaunt, black-robed, and their faces were dim yellow ovals in 
the shadows of their coifs. He could not tell much about their features and was 
unreasoningly glad that he could not. Each bore a long, curiously mottled staff. 

“Who are you?’ he demanded, and his voice sounded brittle and hollow. ‘What 
do you wish here?’ 

“Where is Conan, he who was king of Aquilonia?’ demanded the tallest of the 
four in a passionless monotone that made Publio shudder. It was like the hollow 
tone of a Khitan temple bell. 

‘I do not know what you mean,’ stammered the merchant, his customary poise 
shaken by the uncanny aspect of his visitors. ‘I know no such man.’ 

‘He has been here,’ returned the other with no change of inflection. ‘His horse 
is in the courtyard. Tell us where he is before we do you an injury.’ 

‘“Gebal!’ shouted Publio frantically, recoiling until he crouched against the 
wall. ‘Gebal!’ 

The four Khitans watched him without emotion or change of expression. 

‘If you summon your slave he will die,’ warned one of them, which only 
served to terrify Publio more than ever. 

“Gebal!’ he screamed. ‘Where are you, curse you? Thieves are murdering your 
master!’ 

Swift footsteps padded in the corridor outside, and Gebal burst into the 
chamber — a Shemite, of medium height and mightily muscled build, his curled 
blue-black beard bristling, and a short leaf-shaped sword in his hand. 

He stared in stupid amazement at the four invaders, unable to understand their 
presence; dimly remembering that he had drowsed unexplainably on the stair he 
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was guarding and up which they must have come. He had never slept on duty 
before. But his master was shrieking with a note of hysteria in his voice, and the 
Shemite drove like a bull at the strangers, his thickly muscled arm drawing back 
for the disemboweling thrust. But the stroke was never dealt. 

A black-sleeved arm shot out, extending the long staff. Its end but touched the 
Shemite’s brawny breast and was instantly withdrawn. The stroke was horribly 
like the dart and recovery of a serpent’s head. 

Gebal halted short in his headlong plunge, as if he had encountered a solid 
barrier. His bull head toppled forward on his breast, the sword slipped from his 
fingers, and then he melted slowly to the floor. It was as if all the bones of his 
frame had suddenly become flabby. Publio turned sick. 

‘Do not shout again,’ advised the tallest Khitan. ‘Your servants sleep soundly, 
but if you awaken them they will die, and you with them. Where is Conan?’ 

‘He is gone to the house of Servio, near the waterfront, to search for the 
Zingaran Beloso,’ gasped Publio, all his power of resistance gone out of him. 
The merchant did not lack courage; but these uncanny visitants turned his 
marrow to water. He started convulsively at a sudden noise of footsteps hurrying 
up the stair outside, loud in the ominous stillness. 

“Your servant?’ asked the Khitan. 

Publio shook his head mutely, his tongue frozen to his palate. He could not 
speak. 

One of the Khitans caught up a silken cover from a couch and threw it over the 
corpse. Then they melted behind the tapestry, but before the tallest man 
disappeared, he murmured: ‘Talk to this man who comes, and send him away 
quickly. If you betray us, neither he nor you will live to reach that door. Make no 
sign to show him you are not alone.’ And lifting his staff suggestively, the 
yellow man faded behind the hangings. 

Publio shuddered and choked down a desire to retch. It might have been a trick 
of the light, but it seemed to him that occasionally those staffs moved slightly of 
their own accord, as if possessed of an unspeakable life of their own. 

He pulled himself together with a mighty effort, and presented a composed 
aspect to the ragged ruffian who burst into the chamber. 

“We have done as you wished, my lord,’ this man exclaimed. ‘The barbarian 
lies dead on the sands at the water’s edge.’ 

Publio felt a movement in the arras behind him, and almost burst from fright. 
The man swept heedlessly on. 

“Your secretary, Tiberio, is dead. The barbarian slew him, and four of my 
companions. We bore their bodies to the rendezvous. There was nothing of value 
on the barbarian except a few silver coins. Are there any further orders?’ 
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‘None!’ gasped Publio, white about the lips. ‘Go!’ 

The desperado bowed and hurried out, with a vague feeling that Publio was 
both a man of weak stomach and few words. 

The four Khitans came from behind the arras. 

‘Of whom did this man speak?’ the taller demanded. 

‘Of a wandering stranger who did me an injury,’ panted Publio. 

“You lie,’ said the Khitan calmly. ‘He spoke of the king of Aquilonia. I read it 
in your expression. Sit upon that divan and do not move or speak. I will remain 
with you while my three companions go search for the body.’ 

So Publio sat and shook with terror of the silent, inscrutable figure which 
watched him, until the three Khitans filed back into the room, with the news that 
Conan’s body did not lie upon the sands. Publio did not know whether to be glad 
or SOIry. 

“We found the spot where the fight was fought,’ they said. ‘Blood was on the 
sand. But the king was gone.’ 

The fourth Khitan drew imaginary symbols upon the carpet with his staff, 
which glistened scalily in the lamplight. 

‘Did you read naught from the sands?’ he asked. 

‘Aye,’ they answered. ‘The king lives, and he has gone southward in a ship.’ 

The tall Khitan lifted his head and gazed at Publio, so that the merchant broke 
into a profuse sweat. 

“What do you wish of me?’ he stuttered. 

‘A ship,’ answered the Khitan. ‘A ship well manned for a very long voyage.’ 

‘For how long a voyage?’ stammered Publio, never thinking of refusing. 

“To the ends of the world, perhaps,’ answered the Khitan, ‘or to the molten 
seas Of hell that lie beyond the sunrise.’ 


15 The Return of the Corsair 


Conan’s first sensation of returning consciousness was that of motion; under him 
was no solidity, but a ceaseless heaving and plunging. Then he heard wind 
humming through cords and spars, and knew he was aboard a ship even before 
his blurred sight cleared. He heard a mutter of voices and then a dash of water 
deluged him, jerking him sharply into full animation. He heaved up with a 
sulphurous curse, braced his legs and glared about him, with a burst of coarse 
guffaws in his ears and the reek of unwashed bodies in his nostrils. 

He was standing on the poopdeck of a long galley which was running before 
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the wind that whipped down from the north, her striped sail bellying against the 
taut sheets. The sun was just rising, in a dazzling blaze of gold and blue and 
green. To the left of the shoreline was a dim purple shadow. To the right 
stretched the open ocean. This much Conan saw at a glance that likewise 
included the ship itself. 

It was long and narrow, a typical trading-ship of the southern coasts, high of 
poop and stern, with cabins at either extremity. Conan looked down into the 
open waist, whence wafted that sickening abominable odor. He knew it of old. It 
was the body-scent of the oarsmen, chained to their benches. They were all 
negroes, forty men to each side, each confined by a chain locked about his waist, 
with the other end welded to a heavy ring set deep in the solid runway beam that 
ran between the benches from stem to stern. The life of a slave aboard an 
Argossean galley was a hell unfathomable. Most of these were Kushites, but 
some thirty of the blacks who now rested on their idle oars and stared up at the 
stranger with dull curiosity were from the far southern isles, the homelands of 
the corsairs. Conan recognized them by their straighter features and hair, their 
rangier, cleaner-limbed build. And he saw among them men who had followed 
him of old. 

But all this he saw and recognized in one swift, all-embracing glance as he 
rose, before he turned his attention to the figures about him. Reeling 
momentarily on braced legs, his fists clenched wrathfully, he glared at the 
figures clustered about him. The sailor who had drenched him stood grinning, 
the empty bucket still poised in his hand, and Conan cursed him with venom, 
instinctively reaching for his hilt. Then he discovered that he was weaponless 
and naked except for his short leather breeks. 

“What lousy tub is this?’ he roared. ‘How did I come aboard here?’ 

The sailors laughed jeeringly — stocky, bearded Argosseans to a man — and 
one, whose richer dress and air of command proclaimed him captain, folded his 
arms and said domineeringly: ‘We found you lying on the sands. Somebody had 
rapped you on the pate and taken your clothes. Needing an extra man, we 
brought you aboard.’ 

“What ship is this?’ Conan demanded. 

‘The Venturer, out of Messantia, with a cargo of mirrors, scarlet silk cloaks, 
shields, gilded helmets and swords to trade to the Shemites for copper and gold 
ore. I am Demetrio, captain of this vessel and your master henceforward.’ 

“Then I’m headed in the direction I wanted to go, after all,’ muttered Conan, 
heedless of that last remark. They were racing southeastward, following the long 
curve of the Argossean coast. These trading-ships never ventured far from the 
shoreline. Somewhere ahead of him he knew that low dark Stygian galley was 
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speeding southward. 

‘Have you sighted a Stygian galley—’ began Conan, but the beard of the burly, 
brutal-faced captain bristled. He was not in the least interested in any question 
his prisoner might wish to ask, and felt it high time he reduced this independent 
wastrel to his proper place. 

“Get for’ard!’ he roared. ‘I’ve wasted time enough with you! I’ve done you the 
honor of having you brought to the poop to be revived, and answered enough of 
your infernal questions. Get off this poop! You’ll work your way aboard this 
galley—’ 

‘T’ll buy your ship—’ began Conan, before he remembered that he was a 
penniless wanderer. 

A roar of rough mirth greeted these words, and the captain turned purple, 
thinking he sensed ridicule. 

“You mutinous swine!’ he bellowed, taking a threatening step forward, while 
his hand closed on the knife at his belt. ‘Get for’ard before I have you flogged! 
You’ll keep a civil tongue in your jaws, or by Mitra, I’ll have you chained 
among the blacks to tug an oar!’ 

Conan’s volcanic temper, never long at best, burst into explosion. Not in years, 
even before he was king, had a man spoken to him thus and lived. 

‘Don’t lift your voice to me, you tar-breeched dog!’ he roared in a voice as 
gusty as the sea-wind, while the sailors gaped dumfounded. ‘Draw that toy and 
I’ll feed you to the fishes!’ 

‘Who do you think you are?’ gasped the captain. 

‘T’ll show you!’ roared the maddened Cimmerian, and he wheeled and bounded 
toward the rail, where weapons hung in their brackets. 

The captain drew his knife and ran at him bellowing, but before he could 
strike, Conan gripped his wrist with a wrench that tore the arm clean out of the 
socket. The captain bellowed like an ox in agony, and then rolled clear across the 
deck as he was hurled contemptuously from his attacker. Conan ripped a heavy 
ax from the rail and wheeled cat-like to meet the rush of the sailors. They ran in, 
giving tongue like hounds, clumsy-footed and awkward in comparison to the 
pantherish Cimmerian. Before they could reach him with their knives he sprang 
among them, striking right and left too quickly for the eye to follow, and blood 
and brains spattered as two corpses struck the deck. 

Knives flailed the air wildly as Conan broke through the stumbling, gasping 
mob and bounded to the narrow bridge that spanned the waist from poop to 
forecastle, just out of reach of the slaves below. Behind him the handful of 
sailors on the poop were floundering after him, daunted by the destruction of 
their fellows, and the rest of the crew — some thirty in all — came running across 
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the bridge toward him, with weapons in their hands. 

Conan bounded out on the bridge and stood poised above the upturned black 
faces, ax lifted, black mane blown in the wind. 

‘Who am I?’ he yelled. ‘Look, you dogs! Look, Ajonga, Yasunga, Laranga! 
Who am I?’ 

And from the waist rose a shout that swelled to a mighty roar: ‘Amra! It is 
Amra! The Lion has returned!’ 

The sailors who caught and understood the burden of that awesome shout paled 
and shrank back, staring in sudden fear at the wild figure on the bridge. Was this 
in truth that bloodthirsty ogre of the southern seas who had so mysteriously 
vanished years ago, but who still lived in gory legends? The blacks were frothing 
crazy now, shaking and tearing at their chains and shrieking the name of Amra 
like an invocation. Kushites who had never seen Conan before took up the yell. 
The slaves in the pen under the after-cabin began to batter at the walls, shrieking 
like the damned. 

Demetrio, hitching himself along the deck on one hand and his knees, livid 
with the agony of his dislocated arm, screamed: ‘In and kill him, dogs, before 
the slaves break loose!’ 

Fired to desperation by that word, the most dread to all galleymen, the sailors 
charged on to the bridge from both ends. But with a lion-like bound Conan left 
the bridge and hit like a cat on his feet on the runway between the benches. 

‘Death to the masters!’ he thundered, and his ax rose and fell crashingly full on 
a Shackle-chain, severing it like matchwood. In an instant a shrieking slave was 
free, splintering his oar for a bludgeon. Men were racing frantically along the 
bridge above, and all hell and bedlam broke loose on the Venturer. Conan’s ax 
rose and fell without pause, and with every stroke a frothing, screaming black 
giant broke free, mad with hate and the fury of freedom and vengeance. 

Sailors leaping down into the waist to grapple or smite at the naked white giant 
hewing like one possessed at the shackles, found themselves dragged down by 
the hands of slaves yet unfreed, while others, their broken chains whipping and 
snapping about their limbs, came up out of the waist like a blind, black torrent, 
screaming like fiends, smiting with broken oars and pieces of iron, tearing and 
rending with talons and teeth. In the midst of the mélée the slaves in the pen 
broke down the walls and came surging up on the decks, and with fifty blacks 
freed of their benches Conan abandoned his iron-hewing and bounded up on the 
bridge to add his notched ax to the bludgeons of his partisans. 

Then it was massacre. The Argosseans were strong, sturdy, fearless like all 
their race, trained in the brutal school of the sea. But they could not stand against 
these maddened giants, led by the tigerish barbarian. Blows and abuse and 
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hellish suffering were avenged in one red gust of fury that raged like a typhoon 
from one end of the ship to the other, and when it had blown itself out, but one 
white man lived aboard the Venturer, and that was the blood-stained giant about 
whom the chanting blacks thronged to cast themselves prostrate on the bloody 
deck and beat their heads against the boards in an ecstasy of hero-worship. 

Conan, his mighty chest heaving and glistening with sweat, the red ax gripped 
in his blood-smeared hand, glared about him as the first chief of men might have 
glared in some primordial dawn, and shook back his black mane. In that moment 
he was not king of Aquilonia; he was again lord of the black corsairs, who had 
hacked his way to lordship through flame and blood. 

‘Amra! Amra!’ chanted the delirious blacks, those who were left to chant. ‘The 
Lion has returned! Now will the Stygians howl like dogs in the night, and the 
black dogs of Kush will howl! Now will villages burst in flames and ships 
founder! Aie, there will be wailing of women and the thunder of the spears!’ 

‘Cease this yammering, dogs!’ Conan roared in a voice that drowned the clap 
of the sail in the wind. ‘Ten of you go below and free the oarsmen who are yet 
chained. The rest of you man the sweeps and bend to oars and halyards. Crom’s 
devils, don’t you see we’ve drifted inshore during the fight? Do you want to run 
aground and be retaken by the Argosseans? Throw these carcasses overboard. 
Jump to it, you rogues, or I’ll notch your hides for you!’ 

With shouts and laughter and wild singing they leaped to do his commands. 
The corpses, white and black, were hurled overboard, where triangular fins were 
already cutting the water. 

Conan stood on the poop, frowning down at the black men who watched him 
expectantly. His heavy brown arms were folded, his black hair, grown long in 
his wanderings, blew in the wind. A wilder and more barbaric figure never trod 
the bridge of a ship, and in this ferocious corsair few of the courtiers of 
Aquilonia would have recognized their king. 

“There’s food in the hold!’ he roared. ‘Weapons in plenty for you, for this ship 
carried blades and harness to the Shemites who dwell along the coast. There are 
enough of us to work ship, aye, and to fight! You rowed in chains for the 
Argossean dogs: will you row as free men for Amra?’ 

‘Aye!’ they roared. ‘We are thy children! Lead us where you will!’ 

‘Then fall to and clean out that waist,’ he commanded. ‘Free men don’t labor 
in such filth. Three of you come with me and break out food from the after- 
cabin. By Crom, I’Il pad out your ribs before this cruise is done.’ 

Another yell of approbation answered him, as the half-starved blacks scurried 
to do his bidding. The sail bellied as the wind swept over the waves with 
renewed force, and the white crests danced along the sweep of the wind. Conan 
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planted his feet to the heave of the deck, breathed deep and spread his mighty 
arms. King of Aquilonia he might no longer be; king of the blue ocean he was 
still. 


16 Black-Walled Khemi 


The Venturer swept southward like a living thing, her oars pulled now by free 
and willing hands. She had been transformed from a peaceful trader into a war- 
galley, insofar as the transformation was possible. Men sat at the benches now 
with swords at their sides and gilded helmets on their kinky heads. Shields were 
hung along the rails, and sheafs of spears, bows and arrows adorned the mast. 
Even the elements seemed to work for Conan now; the broad purple sail bellied 
to a stiff breeze that held day by day, needing little aid from the oars. 

But though Conan kept a man on the masthead day and night, they did not 
sight a long, low, black galley fleeing southward ahead of them. Day by day the 
blue waters rolled empty to their view, broken only by fishing-craft which fled 
like frightened birds before them, at sight of the shields hung along the rail. The 
season for trading was practically over for the year, and they sighted no other 
ships. 

When the lookout did sight a sail, it was to the north, not the south. Far on the 
skyline behind them appeared a racing-galley, with full spread of purple sail. 
The blacks urged Conan to turn and plunder it, but he shook his head. 
Somewhere south of him a slim black galley was racing toward the ports of 
Stygia. That night, before darkness shut down, the lookout’s last glimpse showed 
him the racing-galley on the horizon, and at dawn it was still hanging on their 
tail, afar off, tiny in the distance. Conan wondered if it was following him, 
though he could think of no logical reason for such a supposition. But he paid 
little heed. 

Each day that carried him farther southward filled him with fiercer impatience. 
Doubts never assailed him. As he believed in the rise and set of the sun he 
believed that a priest of Set had stolen the Heart of Ahriman. And where would a 
priest of Set carry it but to Stygia? The blacks sensed his eagerness, and toiled as 
they had never toiled under the lash, though ignorant of his goal. They 
anticipated a red career of pillage and plunder and were content. The men of the 
southern isles knew no other trade; and the Kushites of the crew joined whole- 
heartedly in the prospect of looting their own people, with the callousness of 
their race. Blood-ties meant little; a victorious chieftain and personal gain 
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everything. 

Soon the character of the coastline changed. No longer they sailed past steep 
cliffs with blue hills marching behind them. Now the shore was the edge of 
broad meadowlands which barely rose above the water’s edge and swept away 
and away into the hazy distance. Here were few harbors and fewer ports, but the 
green plain was dotted with the cities of the Shemites; green sea, lapping the rim 
of the green plains, and the ziggurats of the cities gleaming whitely in the sun, 
some small in the distance. 

Through the grazing-lands moved the herds of cattle, and squat, broad riders 
with cylindrical helmets and curled blue-black beards, with bows in their hands. 
This was the shore of the lands of Shem, where there was no law save as each 
city-state could enforce its own. Far to the eastward, Conan knew, the 
meadowlands gave way to desert, where there were no cities and the nomadic 
tribes roamed unhindered. 

Still as they plied southward, past the changeless panorama of city-dotted 
meadowland, at last the scenery again began to alter. Clumps of tamarind 
appeared, the palm groves grew denser. The shoreline became more broken, a 
marching rampart of green fronds and trees, and behind them rose bare, sandy 
hills. Streams poured into the sea, and along their moist banks vegetation grew 
thick and of vast variety. 

So at last they passed the mouth of a broad river that mingled its flow with the 
ocean, and saw the great black walls and towers of Khemi rise against the 
southern horizon. 

The river was the Styx, the real border of Stygia. Khemi was Stygia’s greatest 
port, and at that time her most important city. The king dwelt at more ancient 
Luxur, but in Khemi reigned the priestcraft; though men said the center of their 
dark religion lay far inland, in a mysterious, deserted city near the bank of the 
Styx. This river, springing from some nameless source far in the unknown lands 
south of Stygia, ran northward for a thousand miles before it turned and flowed 
westward for some hundreds of miles, to empty at last into the ocean. 

The Venturer, showing no lights, stole past the port in the night, and before 
dawn discovered her, anchored in a small bay a few miles south of the city. It 
was surrounded by marsh, a green tangle of mangroves, palms and lianas, 
swarming with crocodiles and serpents. Discovery was extremely unlikely. 
Conan knew the place of old; he had hidden there before, in his corsair days. 

As they slid silently past the city whose great black bastions rose on the jutting 
prongs of land which locked the harbor, torches gleamed and smoldered luridly, 
and to their ears came the low thunder of drums. The port was not crowded with 
ships, as were the harbors of Argos. The Stygians did not base their glory and 
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power upon ships and fleets. Trading-vessels and war-galleys, indeed, they had, 
but not in proportion to their inland strength. Many of their craft plied up and 
down the great river, rather than along the sea-coasts. 

The Stygians were an ancient race, a dark, inscrutable people, powerful and 
merciless. Long ago their rule had stretched far north of the Styx, beyond the 
meadowlands of Shem, and into the fertile uplands now inhabited by the peoples 
of Koth and Ophir and Argos. Their borders had marched with those of ancient 
Acheron. But Acheron had fallen, and the barbaric ancestors of the Hyborians 
had swept southward in wolfskins and horned helmets, driving the ancient rulers 
of the land before them. The Stygians had not forgotten. 


All day the Venturer lay at anchor in the tiny bay, walled in with green branches 
and tangled vines through which flitted gay-plumed, harsh-voiced birds, and 
among which glided bright-scaled, silent reptiles. Toward sundown a small boat 
crept out and down along the shore, seeking and finding that which Conan 
desired — a Stygian fisherman in his shallow, flat-prowed boat. 

They brought him to the deck of the Venturer — a tall, dark, rangily built man, 
ashy with fear of his captors, who were ogres of that coast. He was naked except 
for his silken breeks, for, like the Hyrkanians, even the commoners and slaves of 
Stygia wore silk; and in his boat was a wide mantle such as these fishermen 
flung about their shoulders against the chill of the night. 

He fell to his knees before Conan, expecting torture and death. 

‘Stand on your legs, man, and quit trembling,’ said the Cimmerian impatiently, 
who found it difficult to understand abject terror. “You won’t be harmed. Tell 
me but this: has a galley, a black racing-galley returning from Argos, put into 
Khemi within the last few days?’ 

‘Aye, my lord,’ answered the fisherman. ‘Only yesterday at dawn the priest 
Thutothmes returned from a voyage far to the north. Men say he has been to 
Messantia.’ 

“What did he bring from Messantia?’ 

‘Alas, my lord, I know not.’ 

‘Why did he go to Messantia?’ demanded Conan. 

‘Nay, my lord, I am but a common man. Who am I to know the minds of the 
priests of Set? I can only speak what I have seen and what I have heard men 
whisper along the wharves. Men say that news of great import came southward, 
though of what none knows; and it is well known that the lord Thutothmes put 
off in his black galley in great haste. Now he is returned, but what he did in 
Argos, or what cargo he brought back, none knows, not even the seamen who 
manned his galley. Men say that he has opposed Thoth-Amon, who is the master 
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of all priests of Set, and dwells in Luxur, and that Thutothmes seeks hidden 
power to overthrow the Great One. But who am I to say? When priests war with 
one another a common man can but lie on his belly and hope neither treads upon 
him.’ 

Conan snarled in nervous exasperation at this servile philosophy, and turned to 
his men. ‘I’m going alone into Khemi to find this thief Thutothmes. Keep this 
man prisoner, but see that you do him no hurt. Crom’s devils, stop your yowling! 
Do you think we can sail into the harbor and take the city by storm? I must go 
alone.’ 

Silencing the clamor of protests, he doffed his own garments and donned the 
prisoner’s silk breeches and sandals, and the band from the man’s hair, but 
scored the short fisherman’s knife. The common men of Stygia were not 
allowed to wear swords, and the mantle was not voluminous enough to hide the 
Cimmerian’s long blade, but Conan buckled to his hip a Ghanata knife, a 
weapon borne by the fierce desert men who dwelt to the south of the Stygians, a 
broad, heavy, slightly curved blade of fine steel, edged like a razor and long 
enough to dismember a man. 

Then, leaving the Stygian guarded by the corsairs, Conan climbed into the 
fisher’s boat. 

‘Wait for me until dawn,’ he said. ‘If I haven’t come then, I’ll never come, so 
hasten southward to your own homes.’ 

As he clambered over the rail, they set up a doleful wail at his going, until he 
thrust his head back into sight to curse them into silence. Then, dropping into the 
boat, he grasped the oars and sent the tiny craft shooting over the waves more 
swiftly than its owner had ever propelled it. 


17 ‘He Has Slain the Sacred Son of Set!’ 


The harbor of Khemi lay between two great jutting points of land that ran into 
the ocean. He rounded the southern point, where the great black castles rose like 
a man-made hill, and entered the harbor just at dusk, when there was still enough 
light for the watchers to recognize the fisherman’s boat and mantle, but not 
enough to permit recognition of betraying details. Unchallenged he threaded his 
way among the great black war galleys lying silent and unlighted at anchor, and 
drew up to a flight of wide stone steps which mounted up from the water’s edge. 
There he made his boat fast to an iron ring set in the stone, as numerous similar 
craft were tied. There was nothing strange in a fisherman leaving his boat there. 
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None but a fisherman could find a use for such a craft, and they did not steal 
from one another. 

No one cast him more than a casual glance as he mounted the long steps, 
unobtrusively avoiding the torches that flared at intervals above the lapping 
black water. He seemed but an ordinary, empty-handed fisherman, returning 
after a fruitless day along the coast. If one had observed him closely, it might 
have seemed that his step was somewhat too springy and sure, his carriage 
somewhat too erect and confident for a lowly fisherman. But he passed quickly, 
keeping in the shadows, and the commoners of Stygia were no more given to 
analysis than were the commoners of the less exotic races. 

In build he was not unlike the warrior casts of the Stygians, who were a tall, 
muscular race. Bronzed by the sun, he was nearly as dark as many of them. His 
black hair, square-cut and confined by a copper band, increased the resemblance. 
The characteristics which set him apart from them were the subtle difference in 
his walk, and his alien features and blue eyes. 

But the mantle was a good disguise, and he kept as much in the shadows as 
possible, turning away his head when a native passed him too closely. 

But it was a desperate game, and he knew he could not long keep up the 
deception. Khemi was not like the seaports of the Hyborians, where types of 
every race swarmed. The only aliens here were negro and Shemite slaves; and he 
resembled neither even as much as he resembled the Stygians themselves. 
Strangers were not welcome in the cities of Stygia; tolerated only when they 
came as ambassadors or licensed traders. But even then the latter were not 
allowed ashore after dark. And now there were no Hyborian ships in the harbor 
at all. A strange restlessness ran through the city, a stirring of ancient ambitions, 
a whispering none could define except those who whispered. This Conan felt 
rather than knew, his whetted primitive instincts sensing unrest about him. 

If he were discovered his fate would be ghastly. They would slay him merely 
for being a stranger; if he were recognized as Amra, the corsair chief who had 
swept their coasts with steel and flame — an involuntary shudder twitched 
Conan’s broad shoulders. Human foes he did not fear, nor any death by steel or 
fire. But this was a black land of sorcery and nameless horror. Set the Old 
Serpent, men said, banished long ago from the Hyborian races, yet lurked in the 
shadows of the cryptic temples, and awful and mysterious were the deeds done 
in the nighted shrines. 

He had drawn away from the waterfront streets with their broad steps leading 
down to the water, and was entering the long shadowy streets of the main part of 
the city. There was no such scene as was offered by any Hyborian city — no 
blaze of lamps and cressets, with gay-clad people laughing and strolling along 
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the pavements, and shops and stalls wide open and displaying their wares. 

Here the stalls were closed at dusk. The only lights along the streets were 
torches, flaring smokily at wide intervals. People walking the streets were 
comparatively few; they went hurriedly and unspeaking, and their numbers 
decreased with the lateness of the hour. Conan found the scene gloomy and 
unreal; the silence of the people, their furtive haste, the great black stone walls 
that rose on each side of the streets. There was a grim massiveness about Stygian 
architecture that was overpowering and oppressive. 

Few lights showed anywhere except in the upper parts of the buildings. Conan 
knew that most of the people lay on the flat roofs, among the palms of artificial 
gardens under the stars. There was a murmur of weird music from somewhere. 
Occasionally a bronze chariot rumbled along the flags, and there was a brief 
glimpse of a tall, hawk-faced noble, with a silk cloak wrapped about him, and a 
gold band with a rearing serpent-head emblem confining his black mane; of the 
ebon, naked charioteer bracing his knotty legs against the straining of the fierce 
Stygian horses. 

But the people who yet traversed the streets on foot were commoners, slaves, 
tradesmen, harlots, toilers, and they became fewer as he progressed. He was 
making toward the temple of Set, where he knew he would be likely to find the 
priest he sought. He believed he would know Thutothmes if he saw him, though 
his one glance had been in the semi-darkness of the Messantian alley. That the 
man he had seen there had been the priest he was certain. Only occultists high in 
the mazes of the hideous Black Ring possessed the power of the black hand that 
dealt death by its touch; and only such a man would dare defy Thoth-Amon, 
whom the western world knew only as a figure of terror and myth. 

The street broadened, and Conan was aware that he was getting into the part of 
the city dedicated to the temples. The great structures reared their black bulks 
against the dim stars, grim, indescribably menacing in the flare of the few 
torches. And suddenly he heard a low scream from a woman on the other side of 
the street and somewhat ahead of him — a naked courtesan wearing the tall 
plumed head-dress of her class. She was shrinking back against the wall, staring 
across at something he could not yet see. At her cry the few people on the street 
halted suddenly as if frozen. At the same instant Conan was aware of a sinister 
slithering ahead of him. Then about the dark corner of the building he was 
approaching poked a hideous, wedge-shaped head, and after it flowed coil after 
coil of rippling, darkly glistening trunk. 

The Cimmerian recoiled, remembering tales he had heard — serpents were 
sacred to Set, god of Stygia, who men said was himself a serpent. Monsters such 
as this were kept in the temples of Set, and when they hungered, were allowed to 
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crawl forth into the streets to take what prey they wished. Their ghastly feasts 
were considered a sacrifice to the scaly god. 

The Stygians within Conan’s sight fell to their knees, men and women, and 
passively awaited their fate. One the great serpent would select, would lap in 
scaly coils, crush to a red pulp and swallow as a rat-snake swallows a mouse. 
The others would live. That was the will of the gods. 

But it was not Conan’s will. The python glided toward him, its attention 
probably attracted by the fact that he was the only human in sight still standing 
erect. Gripping his great knife under his mantle, Conan hoped the slimy brute 
would pass him by. But it halted before him and reared up horrifically in the 
flickering torchlight, its forked tongue flickering in and out, its cold eyes 
glittering with the ancient cruelty of the serpent-folk. Its neck arched, but before 
it could dart, Conan whipped his knife from under his mantle and struck like a 
flicker of lightning. The broad blade split that wedge-shaped head and sheared 
deep into the thick neck. 

Conan wrenched his knife free and sprang clear as the great body knotted and 
looped and whipped terrifically in its death throes. In the moment that he stood 
Staring in morbid fascination, the only sound was the thud and swish of the 
snake’s tail against the stones. 

Then from the shocked votaries burst a terrible cry: ‘Blasphemer! He has slain 
the sacred son of Set! Slay him! Slay! Slay!’ 

Stones whizzed about him and the crazed Stygians rushed at him, shrieking 
hysterically, while from all sides others emerged from their houses and took up 
the cry. With a curse Conan wheeled and darted into the black mouth of an alley. 
He heard the patter of bare feet on the flags behind him as he ran more by feel 
than by sight, and the walls resounded to the vengeful yells of the pursuers. Then 
his left hand found a break in the wall, and he turned sharply into another, 
narrower alley. On both sides rose sheer black stone walls. High above him he 
could see a thin line of stars. These giant walls, he knew, were the walls of 
temples. He heard, behind him, the pack sweep past the dark mouth in full cry. 
Their shouts grew distant, faded away. They had missed the smaller alley and 
run straight on in the blackness. He too kept straight ahead, though the thought 
of encountering another of Set’s ‘sons’ in the darkness brought a shudder from 
him. 

Then somewhere ahead of him he caught a moving glow, like that of a 
crawling glow-worm. He halted, flattened himself against the wall and gripped 
his knife. He knew what it was: a man approaching with a torch. Now it was so 
close he could make out the dark hand that gripped it, and the dim oval of a dark 
face. A few more steps and the man would certainly see him. He sank into a 
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tigerish crouch — the torch halted. A door was briefly etched in the glow, while 
the torch-bearer fumbled with it. Then it opened, the tall figure vanished through 
it, and darkness closed again on the alley. There was a sinister suggestion of 
furtiveness about that slinking figure, entering the alley-door in darkness; a 
priest, perhaps, returning from some dark errand. 

But Conan groped toward the door. If one man came up that alley with a torch, 
others might come at any time. To retreat the way he had come might mean to 
run full into the mob from which he was fleeing. At any moment they might 
return, find the narrower alley and come howling down it. He felt hemmed in by 
those sheer, unscalable walls, desirous of escape, even if escape meant invading 
some unknown building. 

The heavy bronze door was not locked. It opened under his fingers and he 
peered through the crack. He was looking into a great square chamber of 
massive black stone. A torch smoldered in a niche in the wall. The chamber was 
empty. He glided through the lacquered door and closed it behind him. 

His sandaled feet made no sound as he crossed the black marble floor. A teak 
door stood partly open, and gliding through this, knife in hand, he came out into 
a great, dim, shadowy place whose lofty ceiling was only a hint of darkness high 
above him, toward which the black walls swept upward. On all sides black- 
arched doorways opened into the great still hall. It was lit by curious bronze 
lamps that gave a dim weird light. On the other side of the great hall a broad 
black marble stairway, without a railing, marched upward to lose itself in gloom, 
and above him on all sides dim galleries hung like black stone ledges. 

Conan shivered; he was in a temple of some Stygian god, if not Set himself, 
then someone barely less grim. And the shrine did not lack an occupant. In the 
midst of the great hall stood a black stone altar, massive, somber, without 
carvings or ornament, and upon it coiled one of the great sacred serpents, its 
iridescent scales shimmering in the lamplight. It did not move, and Conan 
remembered stories that the priests kept these creatures drugged part of the time. 
The Cimmerian took an uncertain step out from the door, then shrank back 
suddenly, not into the room he had just quitted, but into a velvet-curtained 
recess. He had heard a soft step somewhere near by. 

From one of the black arches emerged a tall, powerful figure in sandals and 
silken loin-cloth, with a wide mantle trailing from his shoulders. But face and 
head were hidden by a monstrous mask, a half-bestial, half-human countenance, 
from the crest of which floated a mass of ostrich plumes. 

In certain ceremonies the Stygian priests went masked. Conan hoped the man 
would not discover him, but some instinct warned the Stygian. He turned 
abruptly from his destination, which apparently was the stair, and stepped 


6310 XRN 


Straight to the recess. As he jerked aside the velvet hanging, a hand darted from 
the shadows, crushed the cry in his throat and jerked him headlong into the 
alcove, and the knife impaled him. 

Conan’s next move was the obvious one suggested by logic. He lifted off the 
grinning mask and drew it over his own head. The fisherman’s mantle he flung 
over the body of the priest, which he concealed behind the hangings, and drew 
the priestly mantle about his own brawny shoulders. Fate had given him a 
disguise. All Khemi might well be searching now for the blasphemer who dared 
defend himself against a sacred snake; but who would dream of looking for him 
under the mask of a priest? 

He strode boldly from the alcove and headed for one of the arched doorways at 
random; but he had not taken a dozen strides when he wheeled again, all his 
senses edged for peril. 

A band of masked figures filed down the stair, appareled exactly as he was. He 
hesitated, caught in the open, and stood still, trusting to his disguise, though cold 
sweat gathered on his forehead and the backs of his hands. No word was spoken. 
Like phantoms they descended into the great hall and moved past him toward a 
black arch. The leader carried an ebon staff which supported a grinning white 
skull, and Conan knew it was one of the ritualistic processions so inexplicable to 
a foreigner, but which played a strong — and often sinister — part in the Stygian 
religion. The last figure turned his head slightly toward the motionless 
Cimmerian, as if expecting him to follow. Not to do what was obviously 
expected of him would rouse instant suspicion. Conan fell in behind the last man 
and suited his gait to their measured pace. 

They traversed a long, dark, vaulted corridor in which, Conan noticed uneasily, 
the skull on the staff glowed phosphorescently. He felt a surge of unreasoning, 
wild animal panic that urged him to rip out his knife and slash right and left at 
these uncanny figures, to flee madly from the grim, dark temple. But he held 
himself in check, fighting down the dim monstrous intuitions that rose in the 
back of his mind and peopled the gloom with shadowy shapes of horror; and 
presently he barely stifled a sigh of relief as they filed through a great double- 
valved door which was three times higher than a man, and emerged into the 
starlight. 

Conan wondered if he dared fade into some dark alley; but hesitated, uncertain, 
and down the long dark street they padded silently, while such folk as they met 
turned their heads away and fled from them. The procession kept far out from 
the walls; to turn and bolt into any of the alleys they passed would be too 
conspicuous. While he mentally fumed and cursed, they came to a low-arched 
gateway in the southern wall, and through this they filed. Ahead of them and 
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about them lay clusters of low, flat-topped mud houses, and palm-groves, 
shadowy in the starlight. Now if ever, thought Conan, was his time to escape his 
silent companions. 

But the moment the gate was left behind them those companions were no 
longer silent. They began to mutter excitedly among themselves. The measured, 
ritualistic gait was abandoned, the staff with its skull was tucked 
unceremoniously under the leader’s arm, and the whole group broke ranks and 
hurried onward. And Conan hurried with them. For in the low murmur of speech 
he had caught a word that galvanized him. The word was: ‘Thutothmes!’ 


18 ‘I Am the Woman Who Never Died’ 


Conan stared with burning interest at his masked companions. One of them was 
Thutothmes, or else the destination of the band was a rendezvous with the man 
he sought. And he knew what that destination was, when beyond the palms he 
glimpsed a black triangular bulk looming against the shadowy sky. 

They passed through the belt of huts and groves, and if any man saw them he 
was careful not to show himself. The huts were dark. Behind them the black 
towers of Khemi rose gloomily against the stars that were mirrored in the waters 
of the harbor; ahead of them the desert stretched away in dim darkness; 
somewhere a jackal yapped. The quick-passing sandals of the silent neophytes 
made no noise in the sand. They might have been ghosts, moving toward that 
colossal pyramid that rose out of the murk of the desert. There was no sound 
over all the sleeping land. 

Conan’s heart beat quicker as he gazed at the grim black wedge that stood 
etched against the stars, and his impatience to close with Thutothmes in 
whatever conflict the meeting might mean was not unmixed with a fear of the 
unknown. No man could approach one of those somber piles of black stone 
without apprehension. The very name was a symbol of repellent horror among 
the northern nations, and legends hinted that the Stygians did not build them; 
that they were in the land at whatever immeasurably ancient date the dark- 
skinned people came into the land of the great river. 

As they approached the pyramid he glimpsed a dim glow near the base which 
presently resolved itself into a doorway, on either side of which brooded stone 
lions with the heads of women, cryptic, inscrutable, nightmares crystalized in 
stone. The leader of the band made straight for the doorway, in the deep well of 
which Conan saw a shadowy figure. 
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The leader paused an instant beside this dim figure, and then vanished into the 
dark interior, and one by one the others followed. As each masked priest passed 
through the gloomy portal he was halted briefly by the mysterious guardian and 
something passed between them, some word or gesture Conan could not make 
out. Seeing this, the Cimmerian purposely lagged behind, and stooping, 
pretended to be fumbling with the fastening of his sandal. Not until the last of 
the masked figures had disappeared did he straighten and approach the portal. 

He was uneasily wondering if the guardian of the temple were human, 
remembering some tales he had heard. But his doubts were set at rest. A dim 
bronze cresset glowing just within the door lighted a long narrow corridor that 
ran away into blackness, and a man standing silent in the mouth of it, wrapped in 
a wide black cloak. No one else was in sight. Obviously the masked priests had 
disappeared down the corridor. 

Over the cloak that was drawn about his lower features, the Stygian’s piercing 
eyes regarded Conan sharply. With his left hand he made a curious gesture. On a 
venture Conan imitated it. But evidently another gesture was expected; the 
Stygian’s right hand came from under his cloak with a gleam of steel and his 
murderous stab would have pierced the heart of an ordinary man. 

But he was dealing with one whose thews were nerved to the quickness of a 
jungle cat. Even as the dagger flashed in the dim light, Conan caught the dusky 
wrist and smashed his clenched right fist against the Stygian’s jaw. The man’s 
head went back against the stone wall with a dull crunch that told of a fractured 
skull. 

Standing for an instant above him, Conan listened intently. The cresset burned 
low, casting vague shadows about the door. Nothing stirred in the blackness 
beyond, though far away and below him, as it seemed, he caught the faint, 
muffled note of a gong. 

He stooped and dragged the body behind the great bronze door which stood 
wide, opened inward, and then the Cimmerian went warily but swiftly down the 
corridor, toward what doom he did not even try to guess. 

He had not gone far when he halted, baffled. The corridor split in two 
branches, and he had no way of knowing which the masked priests had taken. At 
a venture he chose the left. The floor slanted slightly downward and was worn 
smooth as by many feet. Here and there a dim cresset cast a faint nightmarish 
twilight. Conan wondered uneasily for what purpose these colossal piles had 
been reared, in what forgotten age. This was an ancient, ancient land. No man 
knew how many ages the black temples of Stygia had looked against the stars. 

Narrow black arches opened occasionally to right and left, but he kept to the 
main corridor, although a conviction that he had taken the wrong branch was 
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growing in him. Even with their start on him, he should have overtaken the 
priests by this time. He was growing nervous. The silence was like a tangible 
thing, and yet he had a feeling that he was not alone. More than once, passing a 
nighted arch he seemed to feel the glare of unseen eyes fixed upon him. He 
paused, half minded to turn back to where the corridor had first branched. He 
wheeled abruptly, knife lifted, every nerve tingling. 

A girl stood at the mouth of a smaller tunnel, staring fixedly at him. Her ivory 
skin showed her to be Stygian of some ancient noble family, and like all such 
women she was tall, lithe, voluptuously figured, her hair a great pile of black 
foam, among which gleamed a sparkling ruby. But for her velvet sandals and 
broad jewel-crusted girdle about her supple waist she was quite nude. 

“What do you here?’ she demanded. 

To answer would betray his alien origin. He remained motionless, a grim, 
somber figure in the hideous mask with the plumes floating over him. His alert 
gaze sought the shadows behind her and found them empty. But there might be 
hordes of fighting-men within her call. 

She advanced toward him, apparently without apprehension though with 
suspicion. 

“You are not a priest,’ she said. ‘You are a fighting-man. Even with that mask 
that is plain. There is as much difference between you and a priest as there is 
between a man and a woman. By Set!’ she exclaimed, halting suddenly, her eyes 
flaring wide. ‘I do not believe you are even a Stygian!’ 

With a movement too quick for the eye to follow, his hand closed about her 
round throat, lightly as a caress. 

‘Not a sound out of you!’ he muttered. 

Her smooth ivory flesh was cold as marble, yet there was no fear in the wide, 
dark, marvelous eyes which regarded him. 

‘Do not fear,’ she answered calmly. ‘I will not betray you. But are you mad to 
come, a stranger and a foreigner, to the forbidden temple of Set?’ 

‘I’m looking for the priest Thutothmes,’ he answered. ‘Is he in this temple?’ 

“Why do you seek him?’ she parried. 

‘He has something of mine which was stolen.’ 

‘I will lead you to him,’ she volunteered so promptly that his suspicions were 
instantly roused. 

‘Don’t play with me, girl,’ he growled. 

‘I do not play with you. I have no love for Thutothmes.’ 

He hesitated, then made up his mind; after all, he was as much in her power as 
she was in his. 

“Walk beside me,’ he commanded, shifting his grasp from her throat to her 
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wrist. ‘But walk with care. If you make a suspicious move—’ 

She led him down the slanting corridor, down and down, until there were no 
more cressets, and he groped his way in darkness, aware less by sight than by 
feel and sense of the woman at his side. Once when he spoke to her, she turned 
her head toward him and he was startled to see her eyes glowing like golden fire 
in the dark. Dim doubts and vague monstrous suspicions haunted his mind, but 
he followed her, through a labyrinthine maze of black corridors that confused 
even his primitive sense of direction. He mentally cursed himself for a fool, 
allowing himself to be led into that black abode of mystery; but it was too late to 
turn back now. Again he felt life and movement in the darkness about him, 
sensed peril and hunger burning impatiently in the blackness. Unless his ears 
deceived him he caught a faint sliding noise that ceased and receded at a 
muttered command from the girl. 

She led him at last into a chamber lighted by a curious seven-branched 
candelabrum in which black candles burned weirdly. He knew they were far 
below the earth. The chamber was square, with walls and ceiling of polished 
black marble and furnished after the manner of the ancient Stygians; there was a 
couch of ebony, covered with black velvet, and on a black stone dais lay a 
carven mummy-case. 

Conan stood waiting expectantly, staring at the various black arches which 
opened into the chamber. But the girl made no move to go farther. Stretching 
herself on the couch with feline suppleness, she intertwined her fingers behind 
her sleek head and regarded him from under long drooping lashes. 

‘Well?’ he demanded impatiently. ‘What are you doing? Where’s 
Thutothmes?’ 

“There is no haste,’ she answered lazily. ‘What is an hour — or a day, or a year, 
or a century, for that matter? Take off your mask. Let me see your features.’ 

With a grunt of annoyance Conan dragged off the bulky headpiece, and the girl 
nodded as if in approval as she scanned his dark scarred face and blazing eyes. 

“There is strength in you — great strength; you could strangle a bullock.’ 

He moved restlessly, his suspicion growing. With his hand on his hilt he 
peered into the gloomy arches. 

‘If you’ve brought me into a trap,’ he said, ‘you won’t live to enjoy your 
handiwork. Are you going to get off that couch and do as you promised, or do I 
have to—’ 

His voice trailed away. He was staring at the mummy-case, on which the 
countenance of the occupant was carved in ivory with the startling vividness of a 
forgotten art. There was a disquieting familiarity about that carven mask, and 
with something of a shock he realized what it was; there was a startling 
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resemblance between it and the face of the girl lolling on the ebon couch. She 
might have been the model from which it was carved, but he knew the portrait 
was at least centuries old. Archaic hieroglyphics were scrawled across the 
lacquered lid, and, seeking back into his mind for tag-ends of learning, picked up 
here and there as incidentals of an adventurous life, he spelled them out, and said 
aloud: ‘Akivasha!’ 

“You have heard of Princess Akivasha?’ inquired the girl on the couch. 

‘Who hasn’t?’ he grunted. The name of that ancient, evil, beautiful princess 
still lived the world over in song and legend, though ten thousand years had 
rolled their cycles since the daughter of Tuthamon had reveled in purple feasts 
amid the black halls of ancient Luxur. 

‘Her only sin was that she loved life and all the meanings of life,’ said the 
Stygian girl. “To win life she courted death. She could not bear to think of 
growing old and shriveled and worn, and dying at last as hags die. She wooed 
Darkness like a lover and his gift was life — life that, not being life as mortals 
know it, can never grow old and fade. She went into the shadows to cheat age 
and death—’ 

Conan glared at her with eyes that were suddenly burning slits. And he 
wheeled and tore the lid from the sarcophagus. It was empty. Behind him the girl 
was laughing and the sound froze the blood in his veins. He whirled back to her, 
the short hairs on his neck bristling. 

“You are Akivasha!’ he grated. 

She laughed and shook back her burnished locks, spread her arms sensuously. 

‘IT am Akivasha! I am the woman who never died, who never grew old! Who 
fools say was lifted from the earth by the gods, in the full bloom of her youth 
and beauty, to queen it for ever in some celestial clime! Nay, it is in the shadows 
that mortals find immortality! Ten thousand years ago I died to live for ever! 
Give me your lips, strong man!’ 

Rising lithely she came to him, rose on tiptoe and flung her arms about his 
massive neck. Scowling down into her upturned, beautiful countenance he was 
aware of a fearful fascination and an icy fear. 

‘Love me!’ she whispered, her head thrown back, eyes closed and lips parted. 
‘Give me of your blood to renew my youth and perpetuate my everlasting life! I 
will make you, too, immortal! I will teach you the wisdom of all the ages, all the 
secrets that have lasted out the eons in the blackness beneath these dark temples. 
I will make you king of that shadowy horde which revels among the tombs of 
the ancients when night veils the desert and bats flit across the moon. I am weary 
of priests and magicians, and captive girls dragged screaming through the portals 
of death. I desire a man. Love me, barbarian!’ 
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She pressed her dark head down against his mighty breast, and he felt a sharp 
pang at the base of his throat. With a curse he tore her away and flung her 
sprawling across the couch. 

‘Damned vampire!’ Blood was trickling from a tiny wound in his throat. 

She reared up on the couch like a serpent poised to strike, all the golden fires 
of hell blazing in her wide eyes. Her lips drew back, revealing white pointed 
teeth. 

‘Fool!’ she shrieked. ‘Do you think to escape me? You will live and die in 
darkness! I have brought you far below the temple. You can never find your way 
out alone. You can never cut your way through those which guard the tunnels. 
But for my protection the sons of Set would long ago have taken you into their 
bellies. Fool, I shall yet drink your blood!’ 

‘Keep away from me or I’1l slash you asunder,’ he grunted, his flesh crawling 
with revulsion. ‘You may be immortal, but steel will dismember you.’ 

As he backed toward the arch through which he had entered, the light went out 
suddenly. All the candles were extinguished at once, though he did not know 
how; for Akivasha had not touched them. But the vampire’s laugh rose 
mockingly behind him, poison-sweet as the viols of hell, and he sweated as he 
groped in the darkness for the arch in a near-panic. His fingers encountered an 
opening and he plunged through it. Whether it was the arch through which he 
had entered he did not know, nor did he very much care. His one thought was to 
get out of the haunted chamber which had housed that beautiful, hideous, undead 
fiend for so many centuries. 

His wanderings through those black, winding tunnels were a sweating 
nightmare. Behind him and about him he heard faint slitherings and glidings, and 
once the echo of that sweet, hellish laughter he had heard in the chamber of 
Akivasha. He slashed ferociously at sounds and movements he heard or 
imagined he heard in the darkness near him, and once his sword cut through 
some yielding tenuous substance that might have been cobwebs. He had a 
desperate feeling that he was being played with, lured deeper and deeper into 
ultimate night, before being set upon by demoniac talon and fang. 

And through his fear ran the sickening revulson of his discovery. The legend of 
Akivasha was so old, and among the evil tales told of her ran a thread of beauty 
and idealism, of everlasting youth. To so many dreamers and poets and lovers 
she was not alone the evil princess of Stygian legend, but the symbol of eternal 
youth and beauty, shining for ever in some far realm of the gods. And this was 
the hideous reality. This foul perversion was the truth of that everlasting life. 
Through his physical revulsion ran the sense of a shattered dream of man’s 
idolatry, its glittering gold proved slime and cosmic filth. A wave of futility 
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swept over him, a dim fear of the falseness of all men’s dreams and idolatries. 

And now he knew that his ears were not playing him tricks. He was being 
followed, and his pursuers were closing in on him. In the darkness sounded 
shufflings and slidings that were never made by human feet; no, nor by the feet 
of any normal animal. The underworld had its bestial life too, perhaps. They 
were behind him. He turned to face them, though he could see nothing, and 
slowly backed away. Then the sounds ceased, even before he turned his head 
and saw, somewhere down the long corridor, a glow of light. 


19 In the Hall of the Dead 


Conan moved cautiously in the direction of the light he had seen, his ear cocked 
over his shoulder, but there was no further sound of pursuit, though he felt the 
darkness pregnant with sentient life. 

The glow was not stationary; it moved, bobbing grotesquely along. Then he 
saw the source. The tunnel he was traversing crossed another, wider corridor 
some distance ahead of him. And along this latter tunnel filed a bizarre 
procession — four tall, gaunt men in black, hooded robes, leaning on staffs. The 
leader held a torch above his head — a torch that burned with a curious steady 
glow. Like phantoms they passed across his limited range of vision and 
vanished, with only a fading glow to tell of their passing. Their appearance was 
indescribably eldritch. They were not Stygians, not like anything Conan had ever 
seen. He doubted if they were even humans. They were like black ghosts, 
stalking ghoulishly along the haunted tunnels. 

But his position could be no more desperate than it was. Before the inhuman 
feet behind him could resume their slithering advance at the fading of the distant 
illumination, Conan was running down the corridor. He plunged into the other 
tunnel and saw, far down it, small in the distance, the weird procession moving 
in the glowing sphere. He stole noiselessly after them, then shrank suddenly 
back against the wall as he saw them halt and cluster together as if conferring on 
some matter. They turned as if to retrace their steps, and he slipped into the 
nearest archway. Groping in the darkness to which he had become so 
accustomed that he could all but see through it, he discovered that the tunnel did 
not run straight, but meandered, and he fell back beyond the first turn, so that the 
light of the strangers should not fall on him as they passed. 

But as he stood there, he was aware of a low hum of sound from somewhere 
behind him, like the murmur of human voices. Moving down the corridor in that 
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direction, he confirmed his first suspicion. Abandoning his original intention of 
following the ghoulish travelers to whatever destination might be theirs, he set 
out in the direction of the voices. 

Presently he saw a glint of light ahead of him, and turning into the corridor 
from which it issued, saw a broad arch filled with a dim glow at the other end. 
On his left a narrow stone stair went upward, and instinctive caution prompted 
him to turn and mount the stair. The voices he heard were coming from beyond 
that flame-filled arch. 

The sounds fell away beneath him as he climbed, and presently he came out 
through a low arched door into a vast open space glowing with a weird radiance. 

He was standing on a shadowy gallery from which he looked down into a 
broad dim-lit hall of colossal proportions. It was a hall of the dead, which few 
ever see but the silent priests of Stygia. Along the black walls rose tier above tier 
of carven, painted sarcophagi. Each stood in a niche in the dusky stone, and the 
tiers mounted up and up to be lost in the gloom above. Thousands of carven 
masks stared impassively down upon the group in the midst of the hall, rendered 
futile and insignificant by that vast array of the dead. 

Of this group ten were priests, and though they had discarded their masks 
Conan knew they were the priests he had accompanied to the pyramid. They 
stood before a tall, hawk-faced man beside a black altar on which lay a mummy 
in rotting swathings. And the altar seemed to stand in the heart of a living fire 
which pulsed and shimmered, dripping flakes of quivering golden flame on the 
black stones about it. This dazzling glow emanated from a great red jewel which 
lay upon the altar, and in the reflection of which the faces of the priests looked 
ashy and corpse-like. As he looked, Conan felt the pressure of all the weary 
leagues and the weary nights and days of his long quest, and he trembled with 
the mad urge to rush among those silent priests, clear his way with mighty blows 
of naked steel, and grasp the red gem with passion-taut fingers. But he gripped 
himself with iron control, and crouched down in the shadow of the stone 
balustrade. A glance showed him that a stair led down into the hall from the 
gallery, hugging the wall and half hidden in the shadows. He glared into the 
dimness of the vast place, seeking other priests or votaries, but saw only the 
group about the altar. 

In that great emptiness the voice of the man beside the altar sounded hollow 
and ghostly: 

‘... And so the word came southward. The night wind whispered it, the ravens 
croaked of it as they flew, and the grim bats told it to the owls and the serpents 
that lurk in hoary ruins. Werewolf and vampire knew, and the ebon-bodied 
demons that prowl by night. The sleeping Night of the World stirred and shook 
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its heavy mane, and there began a throbbing of drums in deep darkness, and the 
echoes of far weird cries frightened men who walked by dusk. For the Heart of 
Ahriman had come again into the world to fulfill its cryptic destiny. 

‘Ask me not how I, Thutothmes of Khemi and the Night, heard the word before 
Thoth-Amon who calls himself prince of all wizards. There are secrets not meet 
for such ears even as yours, and Thoth-Amon is not the only lord of the Black 
Ring. 

‘I knew, and I went to meet the Heart which came southward. It was like a 
magnet which drew me, unerringly. From death to death it came, riding on a 
river of human blood. Blood feeds it, blood draws it. Its power is greatest when 
there is blood on the hands that grasp it, when it is wrested by slaughter from its 
holder. Wherever it gleams, blood is spilt and kingdoms totter, and the forces of 
nature are put in turmoil. 

‘And here I stand, the master of the Heart, and have summoned you to come 
secretly, who are faithful to me, to share in the black kingdom that shall be. 
Tonight you shall witness the breaking of Thoth-Amon’s chains which enslave 
us, and the birth of empire. 

‘Who am I, even I, Thutothmes, to know what powers lurk and dream in those 
crimson deeps? It holds secrets forgotten for three thousand years. But I shall 
learn. These shall tell me!’ 

He waved his hand toward the silent shapes that lined the hall. 

‘See how they sleep, staring through their carven masks! Kings, queens, 
generals, priests, wizards, the dynasties and the nobility of Stygia for ten 
thousand years! The touch of the heart will awaken them from their long 
slumber. Long, long the Heart throbbed and pulsed in ancient Stygia. Here was 
its home in the centuries before it journeyed to Acheron. The ancients knew its 
full power, and they will tell me when by its magic I restore them to life to labor 
for me. 

‘I will rouse them, will waken them, will learn their forgotten wisdom, the 
knowledge locked in those withered skulls. By the lore of the dead we shall 
enslave the living! Aye, kings and generals and wizards of eld shall be our 
helpers and our slaves. Who shall stand before us? 

‘Look! This dried, shriveled thing on the altar was once Thothmekri, a high 
priest of Set, who died three thousand years ago. He was an adept of the Black 
Ring. He knew of the Heart. He will tell us of its powers.’ 

Lifting the great jewel, the speaker laid it on the withered breast of the 
mummy, and lifted his hand as he began an incantation. But the incantation was 
never finished. With his hand lifted and his lips parted he froze, glaring past his 
acolytes, and they wheeled to stare in the direction in which he was looking. 
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Through the black arch of a door four gaunt, black-robed shapes had filed into 
the great hall. Their faces were dim yellow ovals in the shadow of their hoods. 

‘Who are you?’ ejaculated Thutothmes in a voice as pregnant with danger as 
the hiss of a cobra. ‘Are you mad, to invade the holy shrine of Set?’ 

The tallest of the strangers spoke, and his voice was toneless as a Khitan 
temple bell. 

“We follow Conan of Aquilonia.’ 

‘He is not here,’ answered Thutothmes, shaking back his mantle from his right 
hand with a curious menacing gesture, like a panther unsheathing his talons. 

“You lie. He is in this temple. We tracked him from a corpse behind the bronze 
door of the outer portal through a maze of corridors. We were following his 
devious trail when we became aware of this conclave. We go now to take it up 
again. But first give us the Heart of Ahriman.’ 

‘Death is the portion of madmen,’ murmured Thutothmes, moving nearer the 
speaker. His priests closed in on cat-like feet, but the strangers did not appear to 
heed. 

‘Who can look upon it without desire?’ said the Khitan. ‘In Khitai we have 
heard of it. It will give us power over the people which cast us out. Glory and 
wonder dream in its crimson deeps. Give it to us, before we slay you.’ 

A fierce cry rang out as a priest leaped with a flicker of steel. Before he could 
strike, a scaly staff licked out and touched his breast, and he fell as a dead man 
falls. In an instant the mummies were staring down on a scene of blood and 
horror. Curved knives flashed and crimsoned, snaky staffs licked in and out, and 
whenever they touched a man, that man screamed and died. 

At the first stroke Conan had bounded up and was racing down the stairs. He 
caught only glimpses of that brief, fiendish fight - saw men swaying, locked in 
battle and streaming blood; saw one Khitan, fairly hacked to pieces, yet still on 
his feet and dealing death, when Thutothmes smote him on the breast with his 
open empty hand, and he dropped dead, though naked steel had not been enough 
to destroy his uncanny vitality. 

By the time Conan’s hurtling feet left the stair, the fight was all but over. Three 
of the Khitans were down, slashed and cut to ribbons and disemboweled, but of 
the Stygians only Thutothmes remained on his feet. 

He rushed at the remaining Khitan, his empty hand lifted like a weapon, and 
that hand was black as that of a negro. But before he could strike, the staff in the 
tall Khitan’s hand licked out, seeming to elongate itself as the yellow man thrust. 
The point touched the bosom of Thutothmes and he staggered; again and yet 
again the staff licked out, and Thutothmes reeled and fell dead, his features 
blotted out in a rush of blackness that made the whole of him the same hue as his 
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enchanted hand. 

The Khitan turned toward the jewel that burned on the breast of the mummy, 
but Conan was before him. 

In a tense stillness the two faced each other, amid that shambles, with the 
carven mummies staring down upon them. 

‘Far have I followed you, oh king of Aquilonia,’ said the Khitan calmly. 
‘Down the long river, and over the mountains, across Poitain and Zingara and 
through the hills of Argos and down the coast. Not easily did we pick up your 
trail from Tarantia, for the priests of Asura are crafty. We lost it in Zingara, but 
we found your helmet in the forest below the border hills, where you had fought 
with the ghouls of the forests. Almost we lost the trail again tonight among these 
labyrinths.’ 

Conan reflected that he had been fortunate in returning from the vampire’s 
chamber by another route than that by which he had been led to it. Otherwise he 
would have run full into these yellow fiends instead of sighting them from afar 
as they smelled out his spoor like human bloodhounds, with whatever uncanny 
gift was theirs. 

The Khitan shook his head slightly, as if reading his mind. 

“That is meaningless; the long trail ends here.’ 

‘Why have you hounded me?’ demanded Conan, poised to move in any 
direction with the celerity of a hair-trigger. 

‘It was a debt to pay,’ answered the Khitan. “To you who are about to die, I 
will not withhold knowledge. We were vassals of the king of Aquilonia, 
Valerius. Long we served him, but of that service we are free now — my brothers 
by death, and I by the fulfilment of obligation. I shall return to Aquilonia with 
two hearts; for myself the Heart of Ahriman; for Valerius the heart of Conan. A 
kiss of the staff that was cut from the living Tree of Death—’ 

The staff licked out like the dart of a viper, but the slash of Conan’s knife was 
quicker. The staff fell in writhing halves, there was another flicker of the keen 
steel like a jet of lightning, and the head of the Khitan rolled to the floor. 

Conan wheeled and extended his hand toward the jewel — then he shrank back, 
his hair bristling, his blood congealing icily. 

For no longer a withered brown thing lay on the altar. The jewel shimmered on 
the full, arching breast of a naked, living man who lay among the moldering 
bandges. Living? Conan could not decide. The eyes were like dark murky glass 
under which shone inhuman somber fires. 

Slowly the man rose, taking the jewel in his hand. He towered beside the altar, 
dusky, naked, with a face like a carven image. Mutely he extended his hand 
toward Conan, with the jewel throbbing like a living heart within it. Conan took 
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it, with an eery sensation of receiving gifts from the hand of the dead. He 
somehow realized that the proper incantations had not been made — the 
conjurement had not been completed — life had not been fully restored to his 
corpse. 

“Who are you?’ demanded the Cimmerian. 

The answer came in a toneless monotone, like the dripping of water from 
stalactites in subterranean caverns. ‘I was Thothmekri; I am dead.’ 

‘Well, lead me out of this accursed temple, will you?’ Conan requested, his 
flesh crawling. 

With measured, mechanical steps the dead man moved toward a black arch. 
Conan followed him. A glance back showed him once again the vast, shadowy 
hall with its tiers of sarcophagi, the dead men sprawled about the altar; the head 
of the Khitan he had slain stared sightless up at the sweeping shadows. 

The glow of the jewel illuminated the black tunnels like an ensorceled lamp, 
dripping golden fire. Once Conan caught a glimpse of ivory flesh in the 
shadows, believed he saw the vampire that was Akivasha shrinking back from 
the glow of the jewel; and with her, other less human shapes scuttled or 
shambled into the darkness. 

The dead man strode straight on, looking neither to right nor left, his pace as 
changeless as the tramp of doom. Cold sweat gathered thick on Conan’s flesh. 
Icy doubts assailed him. How could he know that this terrible figure out of the 
past was leading him to freedom? But he knew that, left to himself, he could 
never untangle this bewitched maze of corridors and tunnels. He followed his 
awful guide through blackness that loomed before and behind them and was 
filled with skulking shapes of horror and lunacy that cringed from the blinding 
glow of the Heart. 

Then the bronze doorway was before him, and Conan felt the night wind 
blowing across the desert, and saw the stars, and the starlit desert across which 
streamed the great black shadow of the pyramid. Thothmekri pointed silently 
into the desert, and then turned and stalked soundlessly back in the darkness. 
Conan stared after that silent figure that receded into the blackness on soundless, 
inexorable feet as one that moves to a known and inevitable doom, or returns to 
everlasting sleep. 

With a curse the Cimmerian leaped from the doorway and fled into the desert 
as if pursued by demons. He did not look back toward the pyramid, or toward 
the black towers of Khemi looming dimly across the sands. He headed 
southward toward the coast, and he ran as a man runs in ungovernable panic. 
The violent exertion shook his brain free of black cobwebs; the clean desert 
wind blew the nightmares from his soul and his revulsion changed to a wild tide 
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of exultation before the desert gave way to a tangle of swampy growth through 
which he saw the black water lying before him, and the Venturer at anchor. 

He plunged through the undergrowth, hip-deep in the marshes; dived headlong 
into the deep water, heedless of sharks or crocodiles, and swam to the galley and 
was Clambering up the chain on to the deck, dripping and exultant, before the 
watch saw him. 

‘Awake, you dogs!’ roared Conan, knocking aside the spear the startled 
lookout thrust at his breast. ‘Heave up the anchor! Lay to the doors! Give that 
fisherman a helmet full of gold and put him ashore! Dawn will soon be breaking, 
and before sunrise we must be racing for the nearest port of Zingara!’ 

He whirled about his head the great jewel, which threw off splashes of light 
that spotted the deck with golden fire. 


20 Out of the Dust Shall Acheron Arise 


Winter had passed from Aquilonia. Leaves sprang out on the limbs of trees, and 
the fresh grass smiled to the touch of the warm southern breezes. But many a 
field lay idle and empty, many a charred heap of ashes marked the spot where 
proud villas or prosperous towns had stood. Wolves prowled openly along the 
grass-grown highways, and bands of gaunt, masterless men slunk through the 
forests. Only in Tarantia was feasting and wealth and pageantry. 

Valerius ruled like one touched with madness. Even many of the barons who 
had welcomed his return cried out at last against him. His tax-gatherers crushed 
rich and poor alike; the wealth of a looted kingdom poured into Tarantia, which 
became less like the capital of a realm than the garrison of conquerors in a 
conquered land. Its merchants waxed rich, but it was a precarious prosperity; for 
none knew when he might be accused of treason on a trumped-up charge, and 
his property confiscated, himself cast into prison or brought to the bloody block. 

Valerius made no attempt to conciliate his subjects. He maintained himself by 
means of the Nemedian soldiery and by desperate mercenaries. He knew himself 
to be a puppet of Amalric. He knew that he ruled only on the sufferance of the 
Nemedian. He knew that he could never hope to unite Aquilonia under his rule 
and cast off the yoke of his masters, for the outland provinces would resist him 
to the last drop of blood. And for that matter the Nemedians would cast him 
from his throne if he made any attempt to consolidate his kingdom. He was 
caught in his own vise. The gall of defeated pride corroded his soul, and he 
threw himself into a reign of debauchery, as one who lives from day to day, 
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without thought or care for tomorrow. 

Yet there was subtlety in his madness, so deep that not even Amalric guessed 
it. Perhaps the wild, chaotic years of wandering as an exile had bred in him a 
bitterness beyond common conception. Perhaps his loathing of his present 
position increased this bitterness to a kind of madness. At any event he lived 
with one desire: to cause the ruin of all who associated with him. 

He knew that his rule would be over the instant he had served Amalric’s 
purpose; he knew, too, that so long as he continued to oppress his native 
kingdom the Nemedian would suffer him to reign, for Amalric wished to crush 
Aquilonia into ultimate submission, to destroy its last shred of independence, 
and then at last to seize it himself, rebuild it after his own fashion with his vast 
wealth, and use its men and natural resources to wrest the crown of Nemedia 
from Tarascus. For the throne of an emperor was Amalric’s ultimate ambition, 
and Valerius knew it. Valerius did not know whether Tarascus suspected this, 
but he knew that the king of Nemedia approved of his ruthless course. Tarascus 
hated Aquilonia, with a hate born of old wars. He desired only the destruction of 
the western kingdom. 

And Valerius intended to ruin the country so utterly that not even Amalric’s 
wealth could ever rebuild it. He hated the baron quite as much as he hated the 
Aquilonians, and hoped only to live to see the day when Aquilonia lay in utter 
ruin, and Tarascus and Amalric were locked in hopeless civil war that would as 
completely destroy Nemedia. 

He believed that the conquest of the still defiant provinces of Gunderland and 
Poitain and the Bossonian marches would mark his end as king. He would then 
have served Amalric’s purpose, and could be discarded. So he delayed the 
conquest of these provinces, confining his activities to objectless raids and 
forays, meeting Amalric’s urges for action with all sorts of plausible objections 
and postponements. 

His life was a series of feasts and wild debauches. He filled his palace with the 
fairest girls of the kingdom, willing or unwilling. He blasphemed the gods and 
sprawled drunken on the floor of the banquet hall wearing the golden crown, and 
staining his royal purple robes with the wine he spilled. In gusts of blood-lust he 
festooned the gallows in the market square with dangling corpses, glutted the 
axes of the headsmen and sent his Nemedian horsemen thundering through the 
land pillaging and burning. Driven to madness, the land was in a constant 
upheaval of frantic revolt, savagely suppressed. Valerius plundered and raped 
and looted and destroyed until even Amalric protested, warning him that he 
would beggar the kingdom beyond repair, not knowing that such was his fixed 
determination. 
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But while in both Aquilonia and Nemedia men talked of the madness of the 
king, in Nemedia men talked much of Xaltotun, the masked one. Yet few saw 
him on the streets of Belverus. Men said he spent much time in the hills, in 
curious conclaves with surviving remnants of an old race: dark, silent folk who 
claimed descent from an ancient kingdom. Men whispered of drums beating far 
up in the dreaming hills, of fires glowing in the darkness, and strange chantings 
bore on the winds, chantings and rituals forgotten centuries ago except as 
meaningless formulas mumbled beside mountain hearths in villages whose 
inhabitants differed strangely from the people of the valleys. 

The reason for these conclaves none knew, unless it was Orastes, who 
frequently accompanied the Pythonian, and on whose countenance a haggard 
shadow was growing. 

But in the full flood of spring a sudden whisper passed over the sinking 
kingdom that woke the land to eager life. It came like a murmurous wind drifting 
up from the south, waking men sunk in the apathy of despair. Yet how it first 
came none could truly say. Some spoke of a strange, grim old woman who came 
down from the mountains with her hair flowing in the wind, and a great gray 
wolf following her like a dog. Others whispered of the priests of Asura who stole 
like furtive phantoms from Gunderland to the marches of Poitain, and to the 
forest villages of the Bossonians. 

However the word came, revolt ran like a flame along the borders. Outlying 
Nemedian garrisons were stormed and put to the sword, foraging parties were 
cut to pieces; the west was up in arms, and there was a different air about the 
rising, a fierce resolution and inspired wrath rather than the frantic despair that 
had motivated the preceding revolts. It was not only the common people; barons 
were fortifying their castles and hurling defiance at the governors of the 
provinces. Bands of Bossonians were seen moving along the edges of the 
marches: stocky, resolute men in brigandines and steel caps, with longbows in 
their hands. From the inert stagnation of dissolution and ruin the realm was 
suddenly alive, vibrant and dangerous. So Amalric sent in haste for Tarascus, 
who came with an army. 


In the royal palace in Tarantia the two kings and Amalric discussed the rising. 
They had not sent for Xaltotun, immersed in his cryptic studies in the Nemedian 
hills. Not since that bloody day in the valley of the Valkia had they called upon 
him for aid of his magic, and he had drawn apart, communing but little with 
them, apparently indifferent to their intrigues. 

Nor had they sent for Orastes, but he came, and he was white as spume blown 
before the storm. He stood in the gold-domed chamber where the kings held 
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conclave and they beheld in amazement his haggard stare, the fear they had 
never guessed the mind of Orastes could hold. 

“You are weary, Orastes,’ said Amalric. ‘Sit upon this divan and I will have a 
slave fetch you wine. You have ridden hard—’ 

Orastes waved aside the invitation. 

‘I have killed three horses on the road from Belverus. I cannot drink wine, I 
cannot rest, until I have said what I have to say.’ 

He paced back and forth as if some inner fire would not let him stand 
motionless, and halting before his wondering companions: 

“When we employed the Heart of Ahriman to bring a dead man back to life,’ 
Orastes said abruptly, ‘we did not weigh the consequences of tampering in the 
black dust of the past. The fault is mine, and the sin. We thought only of our 
ambitions, forgetting what ambitions this man might himself have. And we have 
loosed a demon upon the earth, a fiend inexplicable to common humanity. I have 
plumbed deep in evil, but there is a limit to which I, or any man of my race and 
age, can go. My ancestors were clean men, without any demoniacal taint; it is 
only I who have sunk into the pits, and I can sin only to the extent of my 
personal individuality. But behind Xaltotun lie a thousand centuries of black 
magic and diabolism, an ancient tradition of evil. He is beyond our conception 
not only because he is a wizard himself, but also because he is the son of a race 
of wizards. 

‘I have seen things that have blasted my soul. In the heart of the slumbering 
hills I have watched Xaltotun commune with the souls of the damned, and 
invoke the ancient demons of forgotten Acheron. I have seen the accursed 
descendants of that accursed empire worship him and hail him as their arch- 
priest. I have seen what he plots — and I tell you it is no less than the restoration 
of the ancient, black, grisly kingdom of Acheron!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ demanded Amalric. ‘Acheron is dust. There are not 
enough survivals to make an empire. Not even Xaltotun can reshape the dust of 
three thousand years.’ 

“You know little of his black powers,’ answered Orastes grimly. ‘I have seen 
the very hills take on an alien and ancient aspect under the spell of his 
incantations. I have glimpsed, like shadows behind the realities, the dim shapes 
and outlines of valleys, forests, mountains and lakes that are not as they are 
today, but as they were in that dim yesterday — have even sensed, rather than 
glimpsed, the purple towers of forgotten Python shimmering like figures of mist 
in the dusk. 

‘And in the last conclave to which I accompanied him, understanding of his 
sorcery came to me at last, while the drums beat and the beast-like worshippers 
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howled with their heads in the dust. I tell you he would restore Acheron by his 
magic, by the sorcery of a gigantic blood-sacrifice such as the world has never 
seen. He would enslave the world, and with a deluge of blood wash away the 
present and restore the past!’ 

“You are mad!’ exclaimed Tarascus. 

‘Mad?’ Orastes turned a haggard stare upon him. ‘Can any man see what I 
have seen and remain wholly sane? Yet I speak the truth. He plots the return of 
Acheron, with its towers and wizards and kings and horrors, as it was in the long 
ago. The descendants of Acheron will serve him as a nucleus upon which to 
build, but it is the blood and the bodies of the people of the world today that will 
furnish the mortar and the stones for the rebuilding. I cannot tell you how. My 
own brain reels when I try to understand. But I have seen! Acheron will be 
Acheron again, and even the hills, the forests and the rivers will resume their 
ancient aspect. Why not? If I, with my tiny store of knowledge, could bring to 
life a man dead three thousand years, why cannot the greatest wizard of the 
world bring back to life a kingdom dead three thousand years? Out of the dust 
shall Acheron arise at his bidding.’ 

‘How can we thwart him?’ asked Tarascus, impressed. 

‘There is but one way,’ answered Orastes. ‘We must steal the Heart of 
Ahriman!’ 

‘But I—’ began Tarascus involuntarily, then closed his mouth quickly. 

None had noticed him, and Orastes was continuing. 

‘It is a power that can be used against him. With it in my hands I might defy 
him. But how shall we steal it? He has it hidden in some secret place, from 
which not even a Zamorian thief might filch it. I cannot learn its hiding-place. If 
he would only sleep again the sleep of the black lotus — but the last time he slept 
thus was after the battle of the Valkia, when he was weary because of the great 
magic he had performed, and—’ 

The door was locked and bolted, but it swung silently open and Xaltotun stood 
before them, calm, tranquil, stroking his patriarchal beard; but the lambent lights 
of hell flickered in his eyes. 

‘I have taught you too much,’ he said calmly, pointing a finger like an index of 
doom at Orastes. And before any could move, he had cast a handful of dust on 
the floor near the feet of the priest, who stood like a man turned to marble. It 
flamed, smoldered; a blue serpentine of smoke rose and swayed upward about 
Orastes in a slender spiral. And when it had risen above his shoulders it curled 
about his neck with a whipping suddenness like the stroke of a snake. Orastes’ 
scream was choked to a gurgle. His hands flew to his neck, his eyes were 
distended, his tongue protruded. The smoke was like a blue rope about his neck; 
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then it faded and was gone, and Orastes slumped to the floor a dead man. 

Xaltotun smote his hands together and two men entered, men often observed 
accompanying him — small, repulsively dark, with red, oblique eyes and pointed, 
rat-like teeth. They did not speak. Lifting the corpse, they bore it away. 

Dismissing the matter with a wave of his hand, Xaltotun seated himself at the 
ivory table about which sat the pale kings. 

“Why are you in conclave?’ he demanded. 

“The Aquilonians have risen in the west,’ answered Amalric, recovering from 
the grisly jolt the death of Orastes had given him. ‘The fools believe that Conan 
is alive, and coming at the head of a Poitanian army to reclaim his kingdom. If 
he had reappeared immediately after Valkia, or if a rumor had been circulated 
that he lived, the central provinces would not have risen under him, they feared 
your powers so. But they have become so desperate under Valerius’ misrule that 
they are ready to follow any man who can unite them against us, and prefer 
sudden death to torture and continual misery. 

‘Of course the tale has lingered stubbornly in the land that Conan was not 
really slain at Valkia, but not until recently have the masses accepted it. But 
Pallantides is back from exile in Ophir, swearing that the king was ill in his tent 
that day, and that a man-at-arms wore his harness, and a squire who but recently 
recovered from the stroke of a mace received at Valkia confirms his tale — or 
pretends to. 

‘An old woman with a pet wolf has wandered up and down the land, 
proclaiming that King Conan yet lives, and will return some day to reclaim the 
crown. And of late the cursed priests of Asura sing the same song. They claim 
that word has come to them by some mysterious means that Conan is returning 
to reconquer his domain. I cannot catch either her or them. This is, of course, a 
trick of Trocero’s. My spies tell me there is indisputable evidence that the 
Poitanians are gathering to invade Aquilonia. I believe that Trocero will bring 
forward some pretender who he will claim is King Conan.’ 

Tarascus laughed, but there was no conviction in his laughter. He 
surreptitiously felt of a scar beneath his jupon, and remembered ravens that 
cawed on the trail of a fugitive; remembered the body of his squire, Arideus, 
brought back from the border mountains horribly mangled, by a great gray wolf, 
his terrified soldiers said. But he also remembered a red jewel stolen from a 
golden chest while a wizard slept, and he said nothing. 

And Valerius remembered a dying nobleman who gasped out a tale of fear, and 
he remembered four Khitans who disappeared into the mazes of the south and 
never returned. But he held his tongue, for hatred and suspicion of his allies ate 
at him like a worm, and he desired nothing so much as to see both rebels and 
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Nemedians go down locked in the death grip. 

But Amalric exclaimed: ‘It is absurd to dream that Conan lives!’ 

For answer Xaltotun cast a roll of parchment on the table. 

Amalric caught it up, glared at it. From his lips burst a furious, incoherent cry. 
He read: 


To Xaltotun, grand fakir of Nemedia: Dog of Acheron, I am returning to my kingdom, and I mean to 
hang your hide on a bramble. 
Conan 


‘A forgery!’ exclaimed Amalric. 

Xaltotun shook his head. 

‘It is genuine. I have compared it with the signature on the royal documents on 
record in the libraries of the court. None could imitate that bold scrawl.’ 

‘Then if Conan lives,’ muttered Amalric, ‘this uprising will not be like the 
others, for he is the only man living who can unite the Aquilonians. But,’ he 
protested, ‘this is not like Conan. Why should he put us on our guard with his 
boasting? One would think that he would strike without warning, after the 
fashion of the barbarians.’ 

‘We are already warned,’ pointed out Xaltotun. ‘Our spies have told us of 
preparations for war in Poitain. He could not cross the mountains without our 
knowledge; so he sends me his defiance in characteristic manner.’ 

“Why to you?’ demanded Valerius. ‘Why not to me, or to Tarascus?’ 

Xaltotun turned his inscrutable gaze upon the king. 

‘Conan is wiser than you,’ he said at last. ‘He already knows what you kings 
have yet to learn — that it is not Tarascus, nor Valerius, no, nor Amalric, but 
Xaltotun who is the real master of the western nations.’ 

They did not reply; they sat staring at him, assailed by a numbing realization of 
the truth of his assertion. 

“There is no road for me but the imperial highway,’ said Xaltotun. ‘But first we 
must crush Conan. I do not know how he escaped me at Belverus, for knowledge 
of what happened while I lay in the slumber of the black lotus is denied me. But 
he is in the south, gathering an army. It is his last, desperate blow, made possible 
only by the desperation of the people who have suffered under Valerius. Let 
them rise; I hold them all in the palm of my hand. We will wait until he moves 
against us, and then we will crush him once and for all. 

‘Then we shall crush Poitain and Gunderland and the stupid Bossonians. After 
them Ophir, Argos, Zingara, Koth — all the nations of the world we shall weld 
into one vast empire. You shall rule as my satraps, and as my captains shall be 
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greater than kings are now. I am unconquerable, for the Heart of Ahriman is 
hidden where no man can ever wield it against me again.’ 

Tarascus averted his gaze, lest Xaltotun read his thoughts. He knew the wizard 
had not looked into the golden chest with its carven serpents that had seemed to 
sleep, since he laid the Heart therein. Strange as it seemed, Xaltotun did not 
know that the heart had been stolen; the strange jewel was beyond or outside the 
ring of his dark wisdom; his uncanny talents did not warn him that the chest was 
empty. Tarascus did not believe that Xaltotun knew the full extent of Orastes’ 
revelations, for the Pythonian had not mentioned the restoration of Acheron, but 
only the building of a new, earthly empire. Tarascus did not believe that 
Xaltotun was yet quite sure of his power; if they needed his aid in their 
ambitions, no less he needed theirs. Magic depended, to a certain extent after all, 
on sword strokes and lance thrusts. The king read meaning in Amalric’s furtive 
glance; let the wizard use his arts to help them defeat their most dangerous 
enemy. Time enough then to turn against him. There might yet be a way to cheat 
this dark power they had raised. 


21 Drums of Peril 


Confirmation of the war came when the army of Poitain, ten thousand strong, 
marched through the southern passes with waving banners and shimmer of steel. 
And at their head, the spies swore, rode a giant figure in black armor, with the 
royal lion of Aquilonia worked in gold upon the breast of his rich silken surcoat. 
Conan lived! The king lived! There was no doubt of it in men’s minds now, 
whether friend or foe. 

With the news of the invasion from the south there also came word, brought by 
hard-riding couriers, that a host of Gundermen was moving southward, 
reinforced by the barons of the northwest and the northern Bossonians. Tarascus 
marched with thirty-one thousand men to Galparan, on the river Shirki, which 
the Gundermen must cross to strike at the towns still held by the Nemedians. 
The Shirki was a swift, turbulent river rushing southwestward through rocky 
gorges and canyons, and there were few places where an army could cross at that 
time of the year, when the stream was almost bank-full with the melting of the 
snows. All the country east of the Shirki was in the hands of the Nemedians, and 
it was logical to assume that the Gundermen would attempt to cross either at 
Galparan, or at Tanasul, which lay to the south of Galparan. Reinforcements 
were daily expected from Nemedia, until word came that the king of Ophir was 
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making hostile demonstrations on Nemedia’s southern border, and to spare any 
more troops would be to expose Nemedia to the risk of an invasion from the 
south. 

Amalric and Valerius moved out from Tarantia with twenty-five thousand 
men, leaving as large a garrison as they dared to discourage revolts in the cities 
during their absence. They wished to meet and crush Conan before he could be 
joined by the rebellious forces of the kingdom. 

The king and his Poitanians had crossed the mountains, but there had been no 
actual clash of arms, no attack on towns or fortresses. Conan had appeared and 
disappeared. Apparently he had turned westward through the wild, thinly settled 
hill country, and entered the Bossonian marches, gathering recruits as he went. 
Amalric and Valerius with their host, Nemedians, Aquilonian renegades, and 
ferocious mercenaries, moved through the land in baffled wrath, looking for a 
foe which did not appear. 

Amalric found it impossible to obtain more than vague general tidings about 
Conan’s movements. Scouting-parties had a way of riding out and never 
returning, and it was not uncommon to find a spy crucified to an oak. The 
countryside was up and striking as peasants and country-folk strike — savagely, 
murderously and secretly. All that Amalric knew certainly was that a large force 
of Gundermen and northern Bossonians was somewhere to the north of him, 
beyond the Shirki, and that Conan with a smaller force of Poitanians and 
southern Bossonians was somewhere to the southwest of him. 

He began to grow fearful that if he and Valerius advanced further into the wild 
country, Conan might elude them entirely, march around them and invade the 
central provinces behind them. Amalric fell back from the Shirki valley and 
camped in a plain a day’s ride from Tanasul. There he waited. Tarascus 
maintained his position at Galparan, for he feared that Conan’s maneuvers were 
intended to draw him southward, and so let the Gundermen into the kingdom at 
the northern crossing. 


To Amalric’s camp came Xaltotun in his chariot drawn by the uncanny horses 
that never tired, and he entered Amalric’s tent where the baron conferred with 
Valerius over a map spread on an ivory camp table. 

This map Xaltotun crumpled and flung aside. 

‘What your scouts cannot learn for you,’ quoth he, ‘my spies tell me, though 
their information is strangely blurred and imperfect, as if unseen forces were 
working against me. 

‘Conan is advancing along the Shirki river with ten thousand Poitanians, three 
thousand southern Bossonians, and barons of the west and south with their 
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retainers to the number of five thousand. An army of thirty thousand Gundermen 
and northern Bossonians is pushing southward to join him. They have 
established contact by means of secret communications used by the cursed 
priests of Asura, who seem to be opposing me, and whom I will feed to a serpent 
when the battle is over — I swear it by Set! 

‘Both armies are headed for the crossing at Tanasul, but I do not believe that 
the Gundermen will cross the river. I believe that Conan will cross, instead, and 
join them.’ 

“Why should Conan cross the river?’ 

‘Because it is to his advantage to delay the battle. The longer he waits, the 
stronger he will become, the more precarious our position. The hills on the other 
side of the river swarm with people passionately loyal to his cause — broken 
men, refugees, fugitives from Valerius’ cruelty. From all over the kingdom men 
are hurrying to join his army, singly and by companies. Daily, parties from our 
armies are ambushed and cut to pieces by the country-folk. Revolt grows in the 
central provinces, and will soon burst into open rebellion. The garrisons we left 
there are not sufficient, and we can hope for no reinforcements from Nemedia 
for the time being. I see the hand of Pallantides in this brawling on the Ophirean 
frontier. He has kin in Ophir. 

‘If we do not catch and crush Conan quickly the provinces will be in blaze of 
revolt behind us. We shall have to fall back to Tarantia to defend what we have 
taken; and we may have to fight our way through a country in rebellion, with 
Conan’s whole force at our heels, and then stand siege in the city itself, with 
enemies within as well as without. No, we cannot wait. We must crush Conan 
before his army grows too great, before the central provinces rise. With his head 
hanging above the gate at Tarantia you will see how quickly the rebellion will 
fall apart.’ 

‘Why do you not put a spell on his army to slay them all?’ asked Valerius, half 
in mockery. 

Xaltotun stared at the Aquilonian as if he read the full extent of the mocking 
madness that lurked in those wayward eyes. 

‘Do not worry,’ he said at last. ‘My arts shall crush Conan finally like a lizard 
under the heel. But even sorcery is aided by pikes and swords.’ 

‘If he crosses the river and takes up his position in the Goralian hills he may be 
hard to dislodge,’ said Amalric. ‘But if we catch him in the valley on this side of 
the river we can wipe him out. How far is Conan from Tanasul?’ 

‘At the rate he is marching he should reach the crossing sometime tomorrow 
night. His men are rugged and he is pushing them hard. He should arrive there at 
least a day before the Gundermen.’ 
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‘Good!’ Amalric smote the table with his clenched fist. ‘I can reach Tanasul 
before he can. I’ll send a rider to Tarascus, bidding him follow me to Tanasul. 
By the time he arrives I will have cut Conan off from the crossing and destroyed 
him. Then our combined force can cross the river and deal with the Gundermen.’ 

Xaltotun shook his head impatiently. 

‘A good enough plan if you were dealing with anyone but Conan. But your 
twenty-five thousand men are not enough to destroy his eighteen thousand 
before the Gundermen come up. They will fight with the desperation of 
wounded panthers. And suppose the Gundermen come up while the hosts are 
locked in battle? You will be caught between two fires and destroyed before 
Tarascus can arrive. He will reach Tanasul too late to aid you.’ 

“What then?’ demanded Amalric. 

‘Move with your whole strength against Conan,’ answered the man from 
Acheron. ‘Send a rider bidding Tarascus join us here. We will wait his coming. 
Then we will march together to Tanasul.’ 

‘But while we wait,’ protested Amalric, ‘Conan will cross the river and join the 
Gundermen.’ 

‘Conan will not cross the river,’ answered Xaltotun Amalric’s head jerked up 
and he stared into the cryptic dark eyes. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Suppose there were torrential rains far to the north, at the head of the Shirki? 
Suppose the river came down in such flood as to render the crossing at Tanasul 
impassable? Could we not then bring up our entire force at our leisure, catch 
Conan on this side of the river and crush him, and then, when the flood subsided, 
which I think it would do the next day, could we not cross the river and destroy 
the Gundermen? Thus we could use our full strength against each of these 
smaller forces in turn.’ 

Valerius laughed as he always laughed at the prospect of the ruin of either 
friend or foe, and drew a restless hand jerkily through his unruly yellow locks. 
Amalric stared at the man from Acheron with mingled fear and admiration. 

‘If we caught Conan in Shirki valley with the hill ridges to his right and the 
river in flood to his left,’ he admitted, ‘with our whole force we could annihilate 
him. Do you think — are you sure — do you believe such rains will fall?’ 

‘I go to my tent,’ answered Xaltotun, rising. ‘Necromancy is not accomplished 
by the waving of a wand. Send a rider to Tarascus. And let none approach my 
tent.’ 

That last command was unnecessary. No man in that host could have been 
bribed to approach that mysterious black silken pavilion, the door-flaps of which 
were always closely drawn. None but Xaltotun ever entered it, yet voices were 
often heard issuing from it; its walls billowed sometimes without a wind, and 
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weird music came from it. Sometimes, deep in midnight, its silken walls were lit 
red by flames flickering within, limning misshapen silhouettes that passed to and 
fro. 

Lying in his own tent that night, Amalric heard the steady rumble of a drum in 
Xaltotun’s tent; through the darkness it boomed steadily, and occasionally the 
Nemedian could have sworn that a deep, croaking voice mingled with the pulse 
of the drum. And he shuddered, for he knew that voice was not the voice of 
Xaltotun. The drum rustled and muttered on like deep thunder, heard afar off, 
and before dawn Amalric glancing from his tent, caught the red flicker of 
lightning afar on the northern horizon. In all other parts of the sky the great stars 
blazed whitely. But the distant lightning flickered incessantly, like the crimson 
glint of firelight on a tiny, turning blade. 


At sunset of the next day Tarascus came up with his host, dusty and weary from 
hard marching, the footmen straggling hours behind the horsemen. They camped 
in the plain near Amalric’s camp, and at dawn the combined army moved 
westward. 

Ahead of him roved a swarm of scouts, and Amalric waited impatiently for 
them to return and tell of the Poitanians trapped beside a furious flood. But when 
the scouts met the column it was with the news that Conan had crossed the river! 

‘What?’ exclaimed Amalric. ‘Did he cross before the flood?’ 

“There was no flood,’ answered the scouts, puzzled. ‘Late last night he came 
up to Tanasul and flung his army across.’ 

‘No flood?’ exclaimed Xaltotun, taken aback for the first time in Amalric’s 
knowledge. ‘Impossible! There were mighty rains upon the headwaters of the 
Shirki last night and the night before that!’ 

‘That may be your lordship,’ answered the scout. ‘It is true the water was 
muddy, and the people of Tanasul said that the river rose perhaps a foot 
yesterday; but that was not enough to prevent Conan’s crossing.’ 

Xaltotun’s sorcery had failed! The thought hammered in Amalric’s brain. His 
horror of this strange man out of the past had grown steadily since that night in 
Belverus when he had seen a brown, shriveled mummy swell and grow into a 
living man. And the death of Orastes had changed lurking horror into active fear. 
In his heart was a grisly conviction that the man — or devil — was invincible. Yet 
now he had undeniable proof of his failure. 

Yet even the greatest of necromancers might fail occasionally, thought the 
baron. At any rate, he dared not oppose the man from Acheron — yet. Orastes 
was dead, writhing in Mitra only knew what nameless hell, and Amalric knew 
his sword would scarcely prevail where the black wisdom of the renegade priest 
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had failed. What grisly abomination Xaltotun plotted lay in the unpredictable 
future. Conan and his host were a present menace against which Xaltotun’s 
wizardry might well be needed before the play was all played. 


They came to Tanasul, a small fortified village at the spot where a reef of rocks 
made a natural bridge across the river, passable always except in times of 
greatest flood. Scouts brought in the news that Conan had taken up his position 
in the Goralian hills, which began to rise a few miles beyond the river. And just 
before sundown the Gundermen had arrived in his camp. 

Amalric looked at Xaltotun, inscrutable and alien in the light of the flaring 
torches. Night had fallen. 

‘What now? Your magic has failed. Conan confronts us with an army nearly as 
strong as our own, and he has the advantage of position. We have a choice of 
two evils: to camp here and await his attack, or to fall back toward Tarantia and 
await reinforcements.’ 

“We are ruined if we wait,’ answered Xaltotun. ‘Cross the river and camp on 
the plain. We will attack at dawn.’ 

‘But his position is too strong!’ exclaimed Amalric. 

‘Fool!’ A gust of passion broke the veneer of the wizard’s calm. ‘Have you 
forgotten Valkia? Because some obscure elemental principle prevented the flood 
do you deem me helpless? I had intended that your spears should exterminate 
our enemies; but do not fear: it is my arts shall crush their host. Conan is in a 
trap. He will never see another sun set. Cross the river!’ 

They crossed by the flare of torches. The hoofs of the horses clinked on the 
rocky bridge, splashed through the shallows. The glint of the torches on shields 
and breast-plates was reflected redly in the black water. The rock bridge was 
broad on which they crossed, but even so it was past midnight before the host 
was camped in the plain beyond. Above them they could see fires winking redly 
in the distance. Conan had turned at bay in the Goralian hills, which had more 
than once before served as the last stand of an Aquilonian king. 

Amalric left his pavilion and strode restlessly through the camp. A weird glow 
flickered in Xaltotun’s tent, and from time to time a demoniacal cry slashed the 
silence, and there was a low sinister muttering of a drum that rustled rather than 
rumbled. 

Amalric, his instincts whetted by the night and the circumstances, felt that 
Xaltotun was opposed by more than physical force. Doubts of the wizard’s 
power assailed him. He glanced at the fires high above him, and his face set in 
grim lines. He and his army were deep in the midst of a hostile country. Up there 
among those hills lurked thousands of wolfish figures out of whose hearts and 
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souls all emotion and hope had been scourged except a frenzied hate for their 
conquerors, a mad lust for vengeance. Defeat meant annihilation, retreat through 
a land swarming with blood-mad enemies. And on the morrow he must hurl his 
host against the grimmest fighter in the western nations, and his desperate horde. 
If Xaltotun failed them now— 

Half a dozen men-at-arms strode out of the shadows. The firelight glinted on 
their breast-plates and helmet crests. Among them they half led, half dragged a 
gaunt figure in tattered rags. 

Saluting, they spoke: ‘My lord, this man came to the outposts and said he 
desired word with King Valerius. He is an Aquilonian.’ 

He looked more like a wolf — a wolf the traps had scarred. Old sores that only 
fetters make showed on his wrists and ankles. A great brand, the mark of hot 
iron, disfigured his face. His eyes glared through the tangle of his matted hair as 
he half crouched before the baron. 

‘Who are you, you filthy dog?’ demanded the Nemedian. 

‘Call me Tiberias,’ answered the man, and his teeth clicked in an involuntary 
spasm. ‘I have come to tell you how to trap Conan.’ 

‘A traitor, eh?’ rumbled the baron. 

‘Men say you have gold,’ mouthed the man, shivering under his rags. ‘Give 
some to me! Give me gold and I will show you how to defeat the king!’ His eyes 
glazed widely, his outstretched, upturned hands were spread like quivering 
claws. 

Amalric shrugged his shoulder in distaste. But no tool was too base for his use. 

‘If you speak the truth you shall have more gold than you can carry,’ he said. 
‘If you are a liar and a spy I will have you crucified head-down. Bring him 
along.’ 

In the tent of Valerius, the baron pointed to the man who crouched shivering 
before them, huddling his rags about him. 

‘He says he knows a way to aid us on the morrow. We will need aid, if 
Xaltotun’s plan is no better than it has proved so far. Speak on, dog.’ 

The man’s body writhed in strange convulsions. Words came in a stumbling 
rush: 

‘Conan camps at the head of the Valley of Lions. It is shaped like a fan, with 
steep hills on either side. If you attack him tomorrow you will have to march 
straight up the valley. You cannot climb the hills on either side. But if King 
Valerius will deign to accept my service, I will guide him through the hills and 
show him how he can come upon King Conan from behind. But if it is to be 
done at all, we must start soon. It is many hours’ riding, for one must go miles to 
the west, then miles to the north, then turn eastward and so come into the Valley 
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of Lions from behind, as the Gundermen came.’ 

Amalric hesitated, tugging his chin. In these chaotic times it was not rare to 
find men willing to sell their souls for a few gold pieces. 

‘If you lead me astray you will die,’ said Valerius. ‘You are aware of that, are 
you not?’ 

The man shivered, but his wide eyes did not waver. 

‘If I betray you, slay me!’ 

‘Conan will not dare divide his force,’ mused Amalric. ‘He will need all his 
men to repel our attack. He cannot spare any to lay ambushes in the hills. 
Besides, this fellow knows his hide depends on his leading you as he promised. 
Would a dog like him sacrifice himself? Nonsense! No, Valerius, I believe the 
man is honest.’ 

‘Or a greater thief than most, for he would sell his liberator,’ laughed Valerius. 
‘Very well. I will follow the dog. How many men can you spare me?’ 

‘Five thousand should be enough,’ answered Amalric. ‘A surprise attack on 
their rear will throw them into confusion, and that will be enough. I shall expect 
your attack about noon.’ 

“You will know when I strike,’ answered Valerius. 

As Amalric returned to his pavilion he noted with gratification that Xaltotun 
was still in his tent, to judge from the blood-freezing cries that shuddered forth 
into the night air from time to time. When presently he heard the clink of steel 
and the jingle of bridles in the outer darkness, he smiled grimly. Valerius had 
about served his purpose. The baron knew that Conan was like a wounded lion 
that rends and tears even in his death-throes. When Valerius struck from the rear, 
the desperate strokes of the Cimmerian might well wipe his rival out of existence 
before he himself succumbed. So much the better. Amalric felt he could well 
dispense with Valerius, once he had paved the way for a Nemedian victory. 


The five thousand horsemen who accompanied Valerius were hard-bitten 
Aquilonian renegades for the most part. In the still starlight they moved out of 
the sleeping camp, following the westward trend of the great black masses that 
rose against the stars ahead of them. Valerius rode at their head, and beside him 
rode Tiberias, a leather thong about his wrist gripped by a man-at-arms who rode 
on the other side of him. Others kept close behind with drawn swords. 

‘Play us false and you die instantly,’ Valerius pointed out. ‘I do not know 
every sheep-path in these hills, but I know enough about the general 
configuration of the country to know the directions we must take to come in 
behind the Valley of Lions. See that you do not lead us astray.’ 

The man ducked his head and his teeth chattered as he volubly assured his 
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captor of his loyalty, staring up stupidly at the banner that floated over him, the 
golden serpent of the old dynasty. 

Skirting the extremities of the hills that locked the Valley of Lions, they swung 
wide to the west. An hour’s ride and they turned north, forging through wild and 
rugged hills, following dim trails and tortuous paths. Sunrise found them some 
miles northwest of Conan’s position, and here the guide turned eastward and led 
them through a maze of labyrinths and crags. Valerius nodded, judging their 
position by various peaks thrusting up above the others. He had kept his bearings 
in a general way, and he knew they were still headed in the right direction. 

But now, without warning, a gray fleecy mass came billowing down from the 
north, veiling the slopes, spreading out through the valleys. It blotted out the sun; 
the world became a blind gray void in which visibility was limited to a matter of 
yards. Advance became a stumbling, groping muddle. Valerius cursed. He could 
no longer see the peaks that had served him as guide-posts. He must depend 
wholly upon the traitorous guide. The golden serpent drooped in the windless 
air. 

Presently Tiberias seemed himself confused; he halted, stared about 
uncertainly. 

‘Are you lost, dog?’ demanded Valerius harshly. 

‘Listen!’ 

Somewhere ahead of them a faint vibration began, the rhythmic rumble of a 
drum. 

‘Conan’s drum!’ exclaimed the Aquilonian. 

‘If we are close enough to hear the drum,’ said Valerius, ‘why do we not hear 
the shouts and the clang of arms? Surely battle has joined.’ 

‘The gorges and the winds play strange tricks,’ answered Tiberias, his teeth 
chattering with the ague that is frequently the lot of men who have spent much 
time in damp underground dungeons. Listen!’ 

Faintly to their ears came a low muffled roar. 

‘They are fighting down in the valley!’ cried Tiberias. “The drum is beating on 
the heights. Let us hasten!’ 

He rode straight on toward the sound of the distant drum as one who knows his 
ground at last. Valerius followed, cursing the fog. Then it occurred to him that it 
would mask his advance. Conan could not see him coming. He would be at the 
Cimmerian’s back before the noonday sun dispelled the mists. 

Just now he could not tell what lay on either hand, whether cliffs, thickets or 
gorges. The drum throbbed unceasingly, growing louder as they advanced, but 
they heard no more of the battle. Valerius had no idea toward what point of the 
compass they were headed. He started as he saw gray rock walls looming 


6339 XRN 


through the smoky drifts on either hand, and realized that they were riding 
through a narrow defile. But the guide showed no sign of nervousness, and 
Valerius hove a sigh of relief when the walls widened out and became invisible 
in the fog. They were through the defile; if an ambush had been planned, it 
would have been made in that pass. 

But now Tiberias halted again. The drum was rumbling louder, and Valerius 
could not determine from what direction the sound was coming. Now it seemed 
ahead of him, now behind, now on one hand or the other. Valerius glared about 
him impatiently, sitting on his war-horse with wisps of mist curling about him 
and the moisture gleaming on his armor. Behind him the long lines of steel-clad 
riders faded away and away like phantoms into the mist. 

‘Why do you tarry, dog?’ he demanded. 

The man seemed to be listening to the ghostly drum. Slowly he straightened in 
his saddle, turned his head and faced Valerius, and the smile on his lips was 
terrible to see. 

‘The fog is thinning, Valerius,’ he said in a new voice, pointing a bony finger. 
‘Look!’ 

The drum was silent. The fog was fading away. First the crests of cliffs came 
in sight above the gray clouds, tall and spectral. Lower and lower crawled the 
mists, shrinking, fading. Valerius started up in his stirrups with a cry that the 
horsemen echoed behind him. On all sides of them the cliffs towered. They were 
not in a wide, open valley as he had supposed. They were in a blind gorge walled 
by sheer cliffs hundreds of feet high. The only entrance or exit was that narrow 
defile through which they had ridden. 

‘Dog!’ Valerius struck Tiberias full in the mouth with his clenched mailed 
hand. ‘What devil’s trick is this?’ 

Tiberias spat out a mouthful of blood and shook with fearful laughter. 

‘A trick that shall rid the world of a beast! Look, dog!’ 

Again Valerius cried out, more in fury than in fear. 

The defile was blocked by a wild and terrible band of men who stood silent as 
images — ragged, shock-headed men with spears in their hands — hundreds of 
them. And up on the cliffs appeared other faces — thousands of faces — wild, 
gaunt, ferocious faces, marked by fire and steel and starvation. 

‘A trick of Conan’s!’ raged Valerius. 

‘Conan knows nothing of it,’ laughed Tiberias. ‘It was the plot of broken men, 
of men you ruined and turned to beasts. Amalric was right. Conan has not 
divided his army. We are the rabble who followed him, the wolves who skulked 
in these hills, the homeless men, the hopeless men. This was our plan, and the 
priests of Asura aided us with their mist. Look at them, Valerius! Each bears the 
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mark of your hand, on his body or on his heart! 

‘Look at me! You do not know me, do you, what of this scar your hangman 
burned upon me? Once you knew me. Once I was lord of Amilius, the man 
whose sons you murdered, whose daughter your mercenaries ravished and slew. 
You said I would not sacrifice myself to trap you? Almighty gods, if I had a 
thousand lives I would give them all to buy your doom! 

‘And I have bought it! Look on the men you broke, dead men who once played 
the king! Their hour has come! This gorge is your tomb. Try to climb the cliffs: 
they are steep, they are high. Try to fight your way back through the defile: 
spears will block your path, boulders will crush you from above! Dog! I will be 
waiting for you in hell!’ 

Throwing back his head he laughed until the rocks rang. Valerius leaned from 
his saddle and slashed down with his great sword, severing shoulder-bone and 
breast. Tiberias sank to the earth, still laughing ghastlily through a gurgle of 
gushing blood. 

The drums had begun again, encircling the gorge with guttural thunder; 
boulders came crashing down; above the screams of dying men shrilled the 
arrows in blinding clouds from the cliffs. 


22 The Road to Acheron 


Dawn was just whitening the east when Amalric drew up his hosts in the mouth 
of the Valley of Lions. This valley was flanked by low, rolling but steep hills, 
and the floor pitched upward in a series of irregular natural terraces. On the 
uppermost of these terraces Conan’s army held its position, awaiting the attack. 
The host that had joined him, marching down from Gunderland, had not been 
composed exclusively of spearmen. With them had come seven thousand 
Bossonian archers, and four thousand barons and their retainers of the north and 
west, swelling the ranks of his cavalry. 

The pikemen were drawn up in a compact wedge-shaped formation at the 
narrow head of the valley. There were nineteen thousand of them, mostly 
Gundermen, though some four thousand were Aquilonians of other provinces. 
They were flanked on either hand by five thousand Bossonian archers. Behind 
the ranks of the pikemen the knights sat their steeds motionless, lances raised: 
ten thousand knights of Poitain, nine thousand Aquilonians, barons and their 
retainers. 

It was a strong positon. His flanks could not be turned, for that would mean 
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climbing the steep, wooded hills in the teeth of the arrows and swords of the 
Bossonians. His camp lay directly behind him, in a narrow, steep-walled valley 
which was indeed merely a continuation of the Valley of Lions, pitching up at a 
higher level. He did not fear a surprise from the rear, because the hills behind 
him were full of refugees and broken men whose loyalty to him was beyond 
question. 

But if his position was hard to shake, it was equally hard to escape from. It was 
a trap as well as a fortress for the defenders, a desperate last stand of men who 
did not expect to survive unless they were victorious. The only line of retreat 
possible was through the narrow valley at their rear. 


Xaltotun mounted a hill on the left side of the valley, near the wide mouth. This 
hill rose higher than the others, and was known as the King’s Altar, for a reason 
long forgotten. Only Xaltotun knew, and his memory dated back three thousand 
years. 

He was not alone. His two familiars, silent, hairy, furtive and dark, were with 
him, and they bore a young Aquilonian girl, bound hand and foot. They laid her 
on an ancient stone, which was curiously like an altar, and which crowned the 
summit of the hill. For long centuries it had stood there, worn by the elements 
until many doubted that it was anything but a curiously shapen natural rock. But 
what it was, and why it stood there, Xaltotun remembered from of old. The 
familiars went away, with their bent backs like silent gnomes, and Xaltotun 
stood alone beside the altar, his dark beard blown in the wind, overlooking the 
valley. 

He could see clear back to the winding Shirki, and up into the hills beyond the 
head of the valley. He could see the gleaming wedge of steel drawn up at the 
head of the terraces, the burganets of the archers glinting among the rocks and 
bushes, the silent knights motionless on their steeds, their pennons flowing 
above their helmets, their lances rising in a bristling thicket. 

Looking in the other direction he could see the long serried lines of the 
Nemedians moving in ranks of shining steel into the mouth of the valley. Behind 
them the gay pavilions of the lords and knights and the drab tents of the common 
soldiers stretched back almost to the river. 

Like a river of molten steel the Nemedian host flowed into the valley, the great 
scarlet dragon rippling over it. First marched the bowmen, in even ranks, 
arbalests half raised, bolts nocked, fingers on triggers. After them came the 
pikemen, and behind them the real strength of the army — the mounted knights, 
their banners unfurled to the wind, their lances lifted, walking their great steeds 
forward as if they rode to a banquet. 
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And higher up on the slopes the smaller Aquilonian host stood grimly silent. 

There were thirty thousand Nemedian knights, and, as in most Hyborian 
nations, it was the chivalry which was the sword of the army. The footmen were 
used only to clear the way for a charge of the armored knights. There were 
twenty-one thousand of these, pikemen and archers. 

The bowmen began loosing as they advanced, without breaking ranks, 
launching their quarrels with a whir and tang. But the bolts fell short or rattled 
harmlessly from the overlapping shields of the Gundermen. And before the 
arbalesters could come within killing range, the arching shafts of the Bossonians 
were wreaking havoc in their ranks. 

A little of this, a futile attempt at exchanging fire, and the Nemedian bowmen 
began falling back in disorder. Their armor was light, their weapons no match 
for the Bossonian longbows. The western archers were sheltered by bushes and 
rocks. Moreover, the Nemedian footmen lacked something of the morale of the 
horsemen, knowing as they did that they were being used merely to clear the 
way for the knights. 

The crossbowmen fell back, and between their opening lines the pikemen 
advanced. These were largely mercenaries, and their masters had no 
compunction about sacrificing them. They were intended to mask the advance of 
the knights until the latter were within smiting distance. So while the arbalesters 
plied their bolts from either flank at long range, the pikemen marched into the 
teeth of the blast from above, and behind them the knights came on. 

When the pikemen began to falter beneath the savage hail of death that 
whistled down the slopes among them, a trumpet blew, their companies divided 
to right and left, and through them the mailed knights thundered. 

They ran full into a cloud of stinging death. The clothyard shafts found every 
crevice in their armor and the housings of the steeds. Horses scrambling up the 
grassy terraces reared and plunged backward, bearing their riders with them. 
Steel-clad forms littered the slopes. The charge wavered and ebbed back. 

Back down in the valley Amalric reformed his ranks. Tarascus was fighting 
with drawn sword under the scarlet dragon, but it was the baron of Tor who 
commanded that day. Amalric swore as he glanced at the forest of lance-tips 
visible above and beyond the head-pieces of the Gundermen. He had hoped his 
retirement would draw the knights out in a charge down the slopes after him, to 
be raked from either flank by his bowmen and swamped by the numbers of his 
horsemen. But they had not moved. Camp-servants brought skins of water from 
the river. Knights doffed their helmets and drenched their sweating heads. The 
wounded on the slopes screamed vainly for water. In the upper valley, springs 
supplied the defenders. They did not thirst that long, hot spring day. 
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On the King’s Altar, beside the ancient, carven stone, Xaltotun watched the 
steel tide ebb and flow. On came the knights, with waving plumes and dipping 
lances. Through a whistling cloud of arrows they plowed to break like a 
thundering wave on the bristling wall of spears and shields. Axes rose and fell 
above the plumed helmets, spears thrust upward, bringing down horses and 
riders. The pride of the Gundermen was no less fierce than that of the knights. 
They were not spear-fodder, to be sacrificed for the glory of better men. They 
were the finest infantry in the world, with a tradition that made their morale 
unshakable. The kings of Aquilonia had long learned the worth of unbreakable 
infantry. They held their formation unshaken; over their gleaming ranks flowed 
the great lion banner, and at the tip of the wedge a giant figure in black armor 
roared and smote like a hurricane, with a dripping ax that split steel and bone 
alike. 

The Nemedians fought as gallantly as their traditions of high courage 
demanded. But they could not break the iron wedge, and from the wooded knolls 
on either hand arrows raked their close-packed ranks mercilessly. Their own 
bowmen were useless, their pikemen unable to climb the heights and come to 
grips with the Bossonians. Slowly, stubbornly, sullenly, the grim knights fell 
back, counting their empty saddles. Above them the Gundermen made no outcry 
of triumph. They closed their ranks, locking up the gaps made by the fallen. 
Sweat ran into their eyes from under their steel caps. They gripped their spears 
and waited, their fierce hearts swelling with pride that a king should fight on foot 
with them. Behind them the Aquilonian knights had not moved. They sat their 
steeds, grimly immobile. 

A knight spurred a sweating horse up the hill called the King’s Altar, and 
glared at Xaltotun with bitter eyes. 

‘Amalric bids me say that it is time to use your magic, wizard,’ he said. ‘We 
are dying like flies down there in the valley. We cannot break their ranks.’ 

Xaltotun seemed to expand, to grow tall and awesome and terrible. 

‘Return to Amalric,’ he said. “Tell him to reform his ranks for a charge, but to 
await my signal. Before that signal is given he will see a sight that he will 
remember until he lies dying!’ 

The knight saluted as if compelled against his will, and thundered down the hill 
at breakneck pace. 

Xaltotun stood beside the dark altarstone and stared across the valley, at the 
dead and wounded men on the terraces, at the grim, blood-stained band at the 
head of the slopes, at the dusty, steel-clad ranks reforming in the vale below. He 
glanced up at the sky, and he glanced down at the slim white figure on the dark 
stone. And lifting a dagger inlaid with archaic hieroglyphs, he intoned an 
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immemorial invocation: 

‘Set, god of darkness, scaly lord of the shadows, by the blood of a virgin and 
the sevenfold symbol I call to your sons below the black earth! Children of the 
deeps, below the red earth, under the black earth, awaken and shake your awful 
manes! Let the hills rock and the stones topple upon my enemies! Let the sky 
grow dark above them, the earth unstable beneath their feet! Let a wind from the 
deep black earth curl up beneath their feet, and blacken and shrivel them—’ 

He halted short, dagger lifted. In the tense silence the roar of the hosts rose 
beneath him, borne on the wind. 

On the other side of the altar stood a man in a black hooded robe, whose coif 
shadowed pale delicate features and dark eyes calm and meditative. 

‘Dog of Asura!’ whispered Xaltotun, his voice was like the hiss of an angered 
serpent. ‘Are you mad, that you seek your doom? Ho, Baal! Chiron!’ 

‘Call again, dog of Acheron!’ said the other, and laughed. ‘Summon them 
loudly. They will not hear, unless your shouts reverberate in hell.’ 

From a thicket on the edge of the crest came a somber old woman in peasant 
garb, her hair flowing over her shoulders, a great gray wolf following at her 
heels. 

‘Witch, priest and wolf,’ muttered Xaltotun grimly, and laughed. ‘Fools, to pit 
your charlatan’s mummery against my arts! With a wave of my hand I brush you 
from my path!’ 

“Your arts are straws in the wind, dog of Python,’ answered the Asurian. ‘Have 
you wondered why the Shirki did not come down in flood and trap Conan on the 
other bank? When I saw the lightning in the night I guessed your plan, and my 
spells dispersed the clouds you had summoned before they could empty their 
torrents. You did not even know that your rain-making wizardry had failed.’ 

‘You lie!’ cried Xaltotun, but the confidence in his voice was shaken. ‘I have 
felt the impact of a powerful sorcery against mine — but no man on earth could 
undo the rain-magic, once made, unless he possessed the very heart of sorcery.’ 

‘But the flood you plotted did not come to pass,’ answered the priest. ‘Look at 
your allies in the valley, Pythonian! You have led them to the slaughter! They 
are caught in the fangs of the trap, and you cannot aid them. Look!’ 

He pointed. Out of the narrow gorge of the upper valley, behind the Poitanians, 
a horseman came flying, whirling something about his head that flashed in the 
sun. Recklessly he hurtled down the slopes, through the ranks of the Gundermen, 
who sent up a deep-throated roar and clashed their spears and shields like 
thunder in the hills. On the terraces between the hosts the sweat-soaked horse 
reared and plunged, and his wild rider yelled and brandished the thing in his 
hands like one demented. It was the torn remnant of a scarlet banner, and the sun 
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struck dazzlingly on the golden scales of a serpent that writhed thereon. 

“Valerius is dead!’ cried Hadrathus ringingly. ‘A fog and a drum lured him to 
his doom! I gathered that fog, dog of Python, and I dispersed it! I, with my 
magic which is greater than your magic!’ 

‘What matters it?’ roared Xaltotun, a terrible sight, his eyes blazing, his 
features convulsed. ‘Valerius was a fool. I do not need him. I can crush Conan 
without human aid!’ 

“Why have you delayed?’ mocked Hadrathus. ‘Why have you allowed so many 
of your allies to fall pierced by arrows and spitted on spears?’ 

‘Because blood aids great sorcery!’ thundered Xaltotun, in a voice that made 
the rocks quiver. A lurid nimbus played about his awful head. ‘Because no 
wizard wastes his strength thoughtlessly. Because I would conserve my powers 
for the great days to be, rather than employ them in a hill-country brawl. But 
now, by Set, I shall loose them to the uttermost! Watch, dog of Asura, false 
priest of an outworn god, and see a sight that shall blast your reason for 
evermore!’ 

Hadrathus threw back his head and laughed, and hell was in his laughter. 

‘Look, black devil of Python!’ 

His hand came from under his robe holding something that flamed and burned 
in the sun, changing the light to a pulsing golden glow in which the flesh of 
Xaltotun looked like the flesh of a corpse. 

Xaltotun cried out as if he had been stabbed. 

“The Heart! The Heart of Ahriman!’ 

‘Aye! The one power that is greater than your power!’ 

Xaltotun seemed to shrivel, to grow old. Suddenly his beard was shot with 
snow, his locks flecked with gray. 

“The Heart!’ he mumbled. ‘You stole it! Dog! Thief!’ 

‘Not I! It has been on a long journey far to the southward. But now it is in my 
hands, and your black arts cannot stand against it. As it resurrected you, so shall 
it hurl you back into the night whence it drew you. You shall go down the dark 
road to Acheron, which is the road of silence and the night. The dark empire, 
unreborn, shall remain a legend and a black memory. Conan shall reign again. 
And the Heart of Ahriman shall go back into the cavern below the temple of 
Mitra, to burn as a symbol of the power of Aquilonia for a thousand years!’ 

Xaltotun screamed inhumanly and rushed around the altar, dagger lifted; but 
from somewhere — out of the sky, perhaps, or the great jewel that blazed in the 
hand of Hadrathus — shot a jetting beam of blinding blue light. Full against the 
breast of Xaltotun it flashed, and the hills re-echoed the concussion. The wizard 
of Acheron went down as though struck by a thunderbolt, and before he touched 
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the ground he was fearfully altered. Beside the altar-stone lay no fresh-slain 
corpse, but a shriveled mummy, a brown, dry, unrecognizable carcass sprawling 
among moldering swathings. 

Somberly old Zelata looked down. 

‘He was not a living man,’ she said. “The Heart lent him a false aspect of life, 
that deceived even himself. I never saw him as other than a mummy.’ 

Hadrathus bent to unbind the swooning girl on the altar, when from among the 
trees appeared a strange apparition — Xaltotun’s chariot drawn by the weird 
horses. Silently they advanced to the altar and halted, with the chariot wheel 
almost touching the brown withered thing on the grass. Hadrathus lifted the body 
of the wizard and placed it in the chariot. And without hesitation the uncanny 
steeds turned and moved off southward, down the hill. And Hadrathus and 
Zelata and the gray wolf watched them go — down the long road to Acheron 
which is beyond the ken of men. 


Down in the valley Amalric had stiffened in his saddle when he saw that wild 
horseman curvetting and caracoling on the slopes while he brandished that 
blood-stained serpent-banner. Then some instinct jerked his head about, toward 
the hill known as the King’s Altar. And his lips parted. Every man in the valley 
saw it — an arching shaft of dazzling light that towered up from the summit of the 
hill, showering golden fire. High above the hosts it burst in a blinding blaze that 
momentarily paled the sun. 

“That’s not Xaltotun’s signal!’ roared the baron. 

‘No!’ shouted Tarascus. ‘It’s a signal to the Aquilonians! Look!’ 

Above them the immobile ranks were moving at last, and a deep-throated roar 
thundered across the vale. 

‘Xaltotun has failed us!’ bellowed Amalric furiously. ‘Valerius has failed us! 
We have been led into a trap! Mitra’s curse on Xaltotun who led us here! Sound 
the retreat!’ 

‘Too late!’ yelled Tarascus. ‘Look!’ 

Up on the slopes the forest of lances dipped, leveled. The ranks of the 
Gundermen rolled back to right and left like a parting curtain. And with a 
thunder like the rising roar of a hurricane, the knights of Aquilonia crashed down 
the slopes. 

The impetus of that charge was irresistible. Bolts driven by the demoralized 
arbalesters glanced from their shields, their bent helmets. Their plumes and 
pennons streaming out behind them, their lances lowered, they swept over the 
wavering lines of pikemen and roared down the slopes like a wave. 

Amalric yelled an order to charge, and the Nemedians with desperate courage 
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spurred their horses at the slopes. They still outnumbered the attackers. 

But they were weary men on tired horses, charging uphill. The onrushing 
knights had not struck a blow that day. Their horses were fresh. They were 
coming downhill and they came like a thunderbolt. And like a thunderbolt they 
smote the struggling ranks of the Nemedians — smote them, split them apart, 
ripped them asunder and dashed the remnants headlong down the slopes. 

After them on foot came the Gundermen, blood-mad, and the Bossonians were 
swarming down the hills, loosing as they ran at every foe that still moved. 

Down the slopes washed the tide of battle, the dazed Nemedians swept on the 
crest of the wave. Their archers had thrown down their arbalests and were 
fleeing. Such pikemen as had survived the blasting charge of the knights were 
cut to pieces by the ruthless Gundermen. 

In a wild confusion the battle swept through the wide mouth of the valley and 
into the plain beyond. All over the plain swarmed the warriors, fleeing and 
pursuing, broken into single combat and clumps of smiting, hacking knights on 
rearing, wheeling horses. But the Nemedians were smashed, broken, unable to 
re-form or make a stand. By the hundreds they broke away, spurring for the 
river. Many reached it, rushed across and rode eastward. The countryside was up 
behind them; the people hunted them like wolves. Few ever reached Tarantia. 

The final break did not come until the fall of Amalric. The baron, striving in 
vain to rally his men, rode straight at the clump of knights that followed the giant 
in black armor whose surcoat bore the royal lion, and over whose head floated 
the golden lion banner with the scarlet leopard of Poitain beside it. A tall warrior 
in gleaming armor couched his lance and charged to meet the lord of Tor. They 
met like a thunderclap. The Nemedian’s lance, striking his foe’s helmet, snapped 
bolts and rivets and tore off the casque, revealing the features of Pallantides. But 
the Aquilonian’s lance-head crashed through shield and breast-plate to transfix 
the baron’s heart. 

A roar went up as Amalric was hurled from his saddle, snapping the lance that 
impaled him, and the Nemedians gave way as a barrier bursts under the surging 
impact of a tidal wave. They rode for the river in a blind stampede that swept the 
plain like a whirlwind. The hour of the Dragon had passed. 

Tarascus did not flee. Amalric was dead, the color-bearer slain, and the royal 
Nemedian banner trampled in the blood and dust. Most of his knights were 
fleeing and the Aquilonians were riding them down; Tarascus knew the day was 
lost, but with a handful of faithful followers he raged through the mélée, 
conscious of but one desire — to meet Conan, the Cimmerian. And at last he met 
him. 

Formations had been destroyed utterly, close-knit bands broken asunder and 
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swept apart. The crest of Trocero gleamed in one part of the plain, those of 
Prospero and Pallantides in others. Conan was alone. The house-troops of 
Tarascus had fallen one by one. The two kings met man to man. 

Even as they rode at each other, the horse of Tarascus sobbed and sank under 
him. Conan leaped from his own steed and ran at him, as the king of Nemedia 
disengaged himself and rose. Steel flashed blindingly in the sun, clashed loudly, 
and blue sparks flew; then a clang of armor as Tarascus measured his full length 
on the earth beneath a thunderous stroke of Conan’s broadsword. 

The Cimmerian placed a mail-shod foot on his enemy’s breast, and lifted his 
sword. His helmet was gone; he shook back his black mane and his blue eyes 
blazed with their old fire. 

‘Do you yield?’ 

‘Will you give me quarter?’ demanded the Nemedian. 

‘Aye. Better than you’d have given me, you dog. Life for you and all your men 
who throw down their arms. Though I ought to split your head for an infernal 
thief,’ the Cimmerian added. 

Tarascus twisted his neck and glared over the plain. The remnants of the 
Nemedian host were flying across the stone bridge with swarms of victorious 
Aquilonians at their heels, smiting with fury of glutted vengeance. Bossonians 
and Gundermen were swarming through the camp of their enemies, tearing the 
tents to pieces in search of plunder, seizing prisoners, ripping open the baggage 
and upsetting the wagons. 

Tarascus cursed fervently, and then shrugged his shoulders, as well as he 
could, under the circumstances. 

‘Very well. I have no choice. What are your demands?’ 

‘Surrender to me all your present holdings in Aquilonia. Order your garrisons 
to march out of the castles and towns they hold, without their arms, and get your 
infernal armies out of Aquilonia as quickly as possible. In addition you shall 
return all Aquilonians sold as slaves, and pay an indemnity to be designated 
later, when the damage your occupation of the country has caused has been 
properly estimated. You will remain as hostage until these terms have been 
carried out.’ 

‘Very well,’ surrendered Tarascus. ‘I will surrender all the castles and towns 
now held by my garrisons without resistance, and all the other things shall be 
done. What ransom for my body?’ 

Conan laughed and removed his foot from his foe’s steel-clad breast, grasped 
his shoulder and heaved him to his feet. He started to speak, then turned to see 
Hadrathus approaching him. The priest was as calm and self-possessed as ever, 
picking his way between rows of dead men and horses. 
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Conan wiped the sweat-smeared dust from his face with a bloodstained hand. 
He had fought all through the day, first on foot with the pikemen, then in the 
saddle, leading the charge. His surcoat was gone, his armor splashed with blood 
and battered with strokes of sword, mace and ax. He loomed gigantically against 
a background of blood and slaughter, like some grim pagan hero of mythology. 

‘Well done, Hadrathus!’ quoth he gustily. ‘By Crom, I am glad to see your 
signal! My knights were almost mad with impatience and eating their hearts out 
to be at sword-strokes. I could not have held them much longer. What of the 
wizard?’ 

‘He has gone down the dim road to Acheron,’ answered Hadrathus. ‘And I — I 
am for Tarantia. My work is done here, and I have a task to perform at the 
temple of Mitra. All our work is done here. On this field we have saved 
Aquilonia — and more than Aquilonia. Your ride to your capital will be a 
triumphal procession through a kingdom mad with joy. All Aquilonia will be 
cheering the return of their king. And so, until we meet again in the great royal 
hall — farewell!’ 

Conan stood silently watching the priest as he went. From various parts of the 
field knights were hurrying toward him. He saw Pallantides, Trocero, Prospero, 
Servius Galannus, their armor splashed with crimson. The thunder of battle was 
giving way to a roar of triumph and acclaim. All eyes, hot with strife and shining 
with exultation, were turned toward the great black figure of the king; mailed 
arms brandished red-stained swords. A confused torrent of sound rose, deep and 
thunderous as the sea-surf: ‘Hail, Conan, king of Aquilonia!’ 

Tarascus spoke. 

“You have not yet named my ransom.’ 

Conan laughed and slapped his sword home in its scabbard. He flexed his 
mighty arms, and ran his blood-stained fingers through his thick black locks, as 
if feeling there his re-won crown. 

‘There is a girl in your seraglio named Zenobia.’ 

“Why, yes, so there is.’ 

“Very well.’ The king smiled as at an exceedingly pleasant memory. ‘She shall 
be your ransom, and naught else. I will come to Belverus for her as I promised. 
She was a slave in Nemedia, but I will make her queen of Aquilonia!’ 
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THE GOD IN THE BOWL 


Aus te warcuman craseeo his crossbow with shaky hands, and he felt beads of clammy 
perspiration on his skin as he stared at the unlovely corpse sprawling on the 
polished floor before him. It is not pleasant to come upon Death in a lonely place 
at midnight. 

Arus stood in a vast corridor, lighted by huge candles in niches along the walls. 
These walls were hung with black velvet tapestries, and between the tapestries 
hung shields and crossed weapons of fantastic make. Here and there, too, stood 
figures of curious gods — images carved of stone or rare wood, or cast of bronze, 
iron or silver — mirrored in the gleaming black mahogany floor. 

Arus shuddered; he had never become used to the place, although he had 
worked there as watchman for some months. It was a fantastic establishment, the 
great Museum and antique house which men called Kallian Publico’s Temple, 
with its rarities from all over the world — and now, in the lonesomeness of 
midnight, Arus stood in the great silent hall and stared at the sprawling corpse 
that had been the rich and powerful owner of the Temple. 

It entered even the dull brain of the watchman that the man looked strangely 
different now, than when he rode along the Palian Way in his golden chariot, 
arrogant and dominant, with his dark eyes glinting with magnetic vitality. Men 
who had hated and feared Kallian Publico would scarcely have recognized him 
now as he lay like a disintegrated tun of fat, his rich robe half torn from him, and 
his purple tunic awry. His face was blackened, his eyes almost starting from his 
head, and his tongue lolled blackly from his gaping mouth. His fat hands were 
thrown out as in a gesture of curious futility. On the thick fingers gems glittered. 

‘Why didn’t they take his rings?’ muttered the watchman uneasily, then he 
started and glared, the short hairs prickling at the nape of his neck. Through the 
dark silken hangings that masked one of the many doorways opening into the 
hallway, came a figure. 

Arus saw a tall powerfully built youth, naked but for a loin-cloth, and sandals 
strapped high about his ankles. His skin was burned brown as by the suns of the 
wastelands, and Arus glanced nervously at the broad shoulders, massive chest 
and heavy arms. A single look at the moody, broad-browed features told the 
watchman that the man was no Nemedian. From under a mop of unruly black 
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hair smoldered a pair of dangerous blue eyes. A long sword hung in a leather 
scabbard at his girdle. 

Arus felt his skin crawl, and he fingered his crossbow tensely, of half a mind to 
drive a bolt through the stranger’s body without parley, yet fearful of what might 
happen if he failed to inflict death at the first shot. 

The stranger looked at the body on the floor more in curiosity than surprise. 

‘Why did you kill him?’ asked Arus nervously. 

The other shook his tousled head. 

‘I didn’t kill him,’ he answered, speaking Nemedian with a barbaric accent. 
‘Who is he?’ 

‘Kallian Publico,’ replied Arus, edging back. 

A flicker of interest showed in the moody blue eyes. 

“The owner of the house?’ 

‘Aye.’ Arus had edged his way to the wall, and now he took hold of a thick 
velvet rope which swung there, and jerked it violently. From the street outside 
sounded the strident clang of the bell that hung before all shops and 
establishments to summon the watch. 

The stranger started. 

‘Why did you do that?’ he asked. ‘It will fetch the watchman.’ 

‘I am the watchman, knave,’ answered Arus, bracing his rocking courage. 
‘Stand where you are; don’t move or I’ll loose a bolt through you.’ 

His finger was on the trigger of his arbalest, the wicked square head of the 
quarrel leveled full on the other’s broad breast. The stranger scowled, and his 
dark face was lowering. He showed no fear, but seemed to be hesitating in his 
mind as to whether he should obey the command or chance a sudden break of 
some kind. Arus licked his lips and his blood tumed cold as he plainly saw 
indecision struggle with a murderous intent in the foreigner’s cloudy eyes. 

Then he heard a door crash open, and a medley of voices, and he drew a deep 
breath of amazed thankfulness. The stranger tensed and glared worriedly, like a 
startled hunting beast, as half a dozen men entered the hall. All but one wore the 
scarlet tunic of the Numalian police, were girt with stabbing swords and carried 
bills — long-shafted weapons, half pike, half axe. 

‘What devil’s work is this?’ exclaimed the foremost man, whose cold gray 
eyes and lean keen features, no less than his civilian garments, set him apart 
from his burly companions. 

‘By Mitra, Demetrio!’ exclaimed Arus thankfully. ‘Fortune is assuredly with 
me tonight. I had no hope that the watch would answer the summons so swiftly — 
or that you would be with them!’ 

‘I was making the rounds with Dionus,’ answered Demetrio. ‘We were just 
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passing the Temple when the watch-bell clanged. But who is this? Mitra! The 
master of the Temple himself!’ 

‘No other,’ replied Arus. ‘And foully murdered. It is my duty to walk about the 
building steadily all night, because, as you know, there is an immense amount of 
wealth stored here. Kallian Publico had rich patrons — scholars, princes and 
wealthy collectors of rarities. Well, only a few minutes ago I tried the door 
which opens on the portico, and found it to be only bolted. The door is provided 
with a bolt, which works both from within or without, and a great lock which 
can be worked only from without. Only Kallian Publico had a key to that, the 
key which you see now hanging at his girdle. 

‘Naturally my suspicions were roused, for Kallian Publico always locks the 
door with the great lock when he closes the Temple; and I had not seen him 
return since he left earlier in the evening for his villa in the eastern suburbs of 
the city. I have a key that works the bolt; I entered and found the body lying as 
you see. I have not touched it.’ 

‘So,’ Demetrio’s keen eyes swept the somber stranger. ‘And who is this?’ 

“The murderer, without doubt!’ cried Arus. ‘He came from that door yonder. 
He is a northern barbarian of some sort — a Hyperborean or a Bossonian, 
perhaps.’ 

“Who are you?’ asked Demetrio. 

‘I am Conan,’ answered the barbarian. ‘I am a Cimmerian.’ 

‘Did you kill this man?’ 

The Cimmerian shook his head. 

‘Answer me!’ snapped the questioner. 

An angry glint rose in the moody blue eyes. 

‘Tam no dog,’ he replied resentfully. 

‘Oh, an insolent fellow!’ sneered Demetrio’s companion, a big man wearing 
the insignia of prefect of police. ‘An independent cur! One of these citizens with 
rights, eh? I?ll soon knock it out of him! Here, you! Come clean! Why did you 
murder—’ 

‘Just a moment, Dionus,’ ordered Demetrio curtly. ‘Fellow, I am chief of the 
Inquisitorial Council of the city of Numalia. You had best tell me why you are 
here, and if you are not the murderer, prove it.’ 

The Cimmerian hesitated. He was not afraid, but slightly bewildered, as a 
barbarian always is when confronted by the evidence of civilized networks and 
systems, the workings of which are so baffling and mysterious to him. 

“While he’s thinking it over,’ rapped Demetrio, turning to Arus, ‘tell me — did 
you see Kallian Publico leave the Temple this evening?’ 

‘No, he’s usually gone when I arrive to begin my sentry-go. But the great door 
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was bolted and locked.’ 

‘Could he have entered the building again without your having seen him?’ 

‘Why, it’s possible, but hardly probable. The Temple is large, and I walk clear 
around it in a few minutes. If he had returned from his villa, he would of course 
have come in his chariot, for it is a long way — and who ever heard of Kallian 
Publico travelling otherwise? Even if I had been on the other side of the Temple, 
I’d have heard the wheels of the chariot on the cobblestones, and I’ve heard no 
such thing, nor seen any chariots, except those which always pass along the 
streets just at dusk.’ 

‘And the door was locked earlier in the night?’ 

‘T’ll swear to it. I try all doors several times during the night. The door was 
locked on the outside until perhaps half an hour ago — that was the last time I 
tried it, until I found it unlocked.’ 

“You heard no cries or struggles?’ 

‘No. But that’s not strange. The walls of the Temple are so thick, they’re 
practically sound-proof — an effect increased by the heavy hangings.’ 

‘Why go to all this trouble of questions and speculations?’ complained the 
burly prefect. ‘It’s much easier to beat a confession out of a suspect. Here’s our 
man, no doubt about it. Let’s take him to the Court of Justice — I'll get a 
statement if I have to smash his bones to pulp.’ 

Demetrio looked at the barbarian. 

“You understand what he said?’ asked the Inquisitor. ‘What have you to say?’ 

“That any man who touches me will quickly be greeting his ancestors in hell,’ 
the Cimmerian ground between his powerful teeth, his eyes glinting quick 
flames of dangerous anger. 

“Why did you come here, if not to kill this man?’ pursued Demetrio. 

‘I came to steal,’ sullenly answered the other. 

“To steal what?’ rapped the Inquisitor. 

‘Food,’ the reply came after an instant’s hesitation. 

“That’s a lie!’ snapped Demetrio. “You knew there was no food here. Don’t lie 
to me. Tell me the truth or—’ 

The Cimmerian laid his hand on his sword hilt, and the gesture was as fraught 
with menace as the lifting of a tiger’s lip to bare his fangs. 

‘Save your bullying for the fools who fear you,’ he growled, blue fires 
smoldering in his eyes. ‘I’m no city-bred Nemedian to cringe before your hired 
dogs. I’ve killed better men than you for less than this.’ 

Dionus, who had opened his mouth to bellow in wrath, closed it suddenly. The 
watchmen shifted their bills uncertainly and glanced at Demetrio for orders. 
They were struck speechless at hearing the all-powerful police thus bearded and 


6354 XRN 


expected a command to seize the barbarian. But Demetrio did not give it. He 
knew, if the others were too stupid to know, the steel-trap muscles and blinding 
quickness of men raised beyond civilization’s frontiers where life was a 
continual battle for existence, and he had no desire to loose the barbaric frenzy 
of the Cimmerian if it could be avoided. Besides, there was a doubt in his mind. 

‘I have not accused you of killing Kallian,’ he snapped. ‘But you must admit 
the appearances are against you. How did you enter the Temple?’ 

‘I hid in the shadows of the warehouse which stands behind this building,’ 
Conan answered grudgingly. ‘When this dog —’ jerking a thumb at Arus — 
‘passed by and rounded the comer, I ran quickly to the wall and scaled it—’ 

‘A lie!’ broke in Arus. ‘No man could climb that straight wall!’ 

‘Did you ever see a Cimmerian scale a sheer cliff?’ asked Demetrio 
impatiently. ‘I am conducting this investigation. Go on, Conan.’ 

“The corner is decorated with carvings,’ said the Cimmerian. ‘It was easy to 
climb. I gained the roof before this dog came around the building again. I went 
across the roof until I came upon a trap-door which was fastened with an iron 
bolt that went through it and was locked on the inside. I was forced to hew the 
bolt in twain with my sword—’ 

Arus, remembering the thickness of that bolt, gulped involuntarily and moved 
further back from the barbarian, who scowled abstractedly at him, and 
continued. 

‘I feared the noise might wake somebody, but it was a chance I had to take. I 
passed through the trap-door and came into an upper chamber. I didn’t pause 
there, but came straightway to the stair—’ 

‘How did you know where the stair was?’ snapped the Inquisitor. ‘I know that 
only Kallian’s servants and his rich patrons were ever allowed in those upper 
rooms.’ 

A dogged stubbornness shadowed Conan’s eyes and he remained silent. 

“What did you do after you reached the stair?’ demanded Demetrio. 

‘I came straight down it,’ muttered the Cimmerian. ‘It let into the chamber 
behind yonder curtained door. As I came down the stairs I heard the noise of a 
door being opened. When I looked through the hangings I saw this dog standing 
over the dead man.’ 

“Why did you come from your hiding place?’ 

‘It was dark when I saw the watchman outside the Temple. When I saw him 
here I thought he was a thief too. It was not until he jerked the watch-bell rope 
and lifted his bow that I knew he was the watchman.’ 

‘But even so,’ persisted the Inquisitor, ‘why did you reveal yourself?’ 

‘I thought perhaps he had come to steal what—’ the Cimmerian checked 
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himself suddenly as if he had said too much. 

‘What you had come after, yourself!’ finished Demetrio. ‘You have told me 
more than you intended! You came here with a definite purpose. You did not, by 
your own admission, tarry in the upper rooms, where the richest goods are 
generally stored. You knew the plan of the building — you were sent here by 
someone who knows the Temple well to steal some special thing!’ 

‘And to kill Kallian Publico!’ exclaimed Dionus. ‘By Mitra, we’ve hit it! Grab 
him, men! We’|I have a confession before morning!’ 

With a heathen curse Conan leaped back, whipping out his sword with a 
viciousness that made the keen blade hum. 

‘Back, if you value your dog-lives!’ he snarled, his blue eyes blazing. ‘Because 
you dare to torture shopkeepers and strip and beat harlots to make them talk, 
don’t think you can lay your fat paws on a hillman! I’ll take some of you to hell 
with me! Fumble with your bow, watchman — I’1l burst your guts with my heel 
before this night’s work is over!’ 

‘Wait!’ interposed Demetrio. ‘Call your dogs off, Dionus. I’m not convinced 
that he is the murderer. You fool,’ he added in a whisper, ‘wait until we can 
summon more men, or trick him into laying down his sword.’ Demetrio did not 
wish to forgo the advantage of his civilized mind by allowing matters to change 
to a physical basis, where the wild beast ferocity of the barbarian might even 
balance the odds against him. 

‘Very well,’ grunted Dionus grudgingly. ‘Fall back, men, but keep an eye on 
him.’ 

‘Give me your sword,’ said Demetrio. 

“Take it if you can,’ snarled Conan. Demetrio shrugged his shoulders. 

“Very well. But don’t try to escape. Four men with crossbows watch the house 
on the outside. We always throw a cordon about a house before we enter it.’ 

The barbarian lowered his blade, though he only slightly relaxed the tense 
watchfulness of his attitude. Demetrio turned again to the corpse. 

‘Strangled,’ he muttered. ‘Why strangle him when a sword-stroke is so much 
quicker and surer? These Cimmerians are a bloody race, born with a sword in 
their hand, as it were; I never heard of them killing a man in this manner.’ 

‘Perhaps to divert suspicion,’ muttered Dionus. 

‘Possibly.’ He felt the body with experienced hands. ‘Dead possibly half an 
hour,’ he muttered. ‘If Conan tells the truth about when he entered the Temple 
he would hardly have had time to commit the murder before Arus entered. But 
he may be lying — he might have broken in earlier.’ 

‘I climbed the wall after Arus made the last round,’ Conan growled. 

‘So you say.’ Demetrio brooded for a space over the dead man’s throat, which 
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had been literally crushed to a pulp of purplish flesh. The head sagged awry on 
splintered vertebrae. Demetrio shook his head in doubt. 

‘Why should a murderer use a pliant cable apparently thicker than a man’s 
arm?’ he muttered. ‘And what terrible constriction was applied to so crush the 
man’s heavy neck.’ 

He rose and walked to the nearest door opening into the corridor. 

‘Here is a bust knocked from a stand near the door,’ he said, ‘and here the 
polished floor is scratched and the hangings in the doorway are pulled awry as if 
a clutching hand had grasped them — perhaps for support. Kallian Publico must 
have been attacked in that room. Perhaps he broke away from the assailant, or 
dragged the fellow with him as he fled. Anyway, he ran staggeringly out into the 
corridor where the murderer must have followed and finished him.’ 

‘And if this heathen isn’t the murderer, where is he?’ demanded the prefect. 

‘I haven’t exonerated the Cimmerian yet,’ snapped the Inquisitor. ‘But we’ll 
investigate that room and—’ 

He halted and wheeled, listening. From the street had sounded a sudden rattle 
of chariot wheels, which approached rapidly, then ceased abruptly. 

‘Dionus!’ snapped the Inquisitor. ‘Send two men to find that chariot. Bring the 
driver here.’ 

‘From the sound,’ said Arus, who was familiar with all the noises of the street, 
‘I’d say it stopped in front of Promero’s house, just on the other side of the silk- 
merchant’s shop.’ 

‘Who is Promero?’ asked Demetrio. 

‘Kallian Publico’s chief clerk.’ 

‘Bring him here with the chariot driver,’ snapped Demetrio. ‘We’ ll wait until 
they come before we examine that room.’ 

Two guardsmen clomped away. Demetrio still studied the body; Dionus, Arus 
and the remaining policemen watched Conan, who stood, sword in hand, like a 
bronze figure of brooding menace. Presently sandalled feet re-echoed outside, 
and the two guardsmen entered with a strongly built, dark-skinned man in the 
helmet and tunic of a charioteer, with a whip in his hand; and a small, timid- 
looking individual, typical of that class which, risen from the ranks of artisans, 
supplies righthand men for wealthy merchants and traders. 

This one recoiled with a cry from the sprawling bulk on the floor. 

‘Oh, I knew evil would come of this!’ 

“You are Promero, the clerk, I suppose. And you?’ 

‘Enaro, Kallian Publico’s charioteer.’ 

“You do not seem overly moved at the sight of his corpse,’ observed Demetrio. 

‘Why should I be moved?’ the dark eyes flashed. ‘Someone has only done 
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what I dared not, but longed to do.’ 

‘So!’ murmured the Inquisitor. ‘Are you a free man?’ 

Enaro’s eyes were bitter as he drew aside his tunic, showing the brand of the 
debtor-slave on his shoulder. 

‘Did you know your master was coming here tonight?’ 

‘No. I brought the chariot to the Temple this evening for him as usual. He 
entered it and I drove toward his villa. But before we came to the Palian Way, he 
ordered me to turn and drive him back. He seemed much agitated in his mind.’ 

‘And did you drive him back to the Temple?’ 

‘No. He bade me stop at Promero’s house. There he dismissed me, ordering me 
to return there for him shortly after midnight.’ 

“What time was this?’ 

‘Shortly after dusk. The streets were almost deserted.’ 

“What did you do then?’ 

‘I returned to the slave quarters where I remained until it was time to return to 
Promero’s house. I drove straight there, and your men seized me as I talked with 
Promero in his door.’ 

“You have no idea why Kallian went to Promero’s house?’ 

‘He didn’t speak of his business to his slaves.’ 

Demetrio turned to Promero. ‘What do you know about this?’ 

‘Nothing.’ The clerk’s teeth chattered as he spoke. 

‘Did Kallian Publico come to your house as the charioteer says?’ 

“Yes.” 

“How long did he stay?’ 

‘Only a few minutes. Then he left.’ 

‘Did he come from your house to the Temple?’ 

‘I don’t know!’ The clerk’s voice was shrill with taut nerves. 

‘Why did he come to your house?’ 

“To — to talk matters of business with me.’ 

“You’re lying,’ snapped Demetrio. ‘Why did he come to your house ?’ 

‘I don’t know! I don’t know anything!’ Promero was growing hysterical. ‘I had 
nothing to do with it—’ 

‘Make him talk, Dionus,’ snapped Demetrio, and Dionus grunted and nodded 
to one of his men who, grinning savagely, moved toward the two captives. 

‘Do you know who I am?’ he growled, thrusting his head forward and staring 
domineeringly at his shrinking prey. 

“You’re Posthumo,’ answered the charioteer sullenly. “You gouged out a girl’s 
eye in the Court of Justice because she wouldn’t give you information 
incriminating her lover.’ 
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‘I always get what I go after!’ bellowed the guardsman, the veins in his thick 
neck swelling, and his face growing purple, as he seized the wretched clerk by 
the collar of his tunic, twisting it so the man was half strangled. 

‘Speak up, you rat!’ he growled. ‘Answer the Inquisitor.’ 

‘Oh Mitra, mercy!’ screamed the wretch. ‘I swear that—’ 

Posthumo slapped him terrifically first on one side of the face and then on the 
other, and continued the interrogation by flinging him to the floor and kicking 
him with vicious accuracy. 

‘Mercy!’ moaned the victim. ‘T’ll tell — Pll tell anything—’ 

‘Then get up, you cur!’ roared Posthumo, swelling with self-importance. 
‘Don’t lie there whining.’ 

Dionus cast a quick glance at Conan to see if he were properly impressed. 

“You see what happens to those who cross the police,’ he said. 

The Cimmerian spat with a sneer of cruel contempt for the moaning clerk. 

‘He’s a weakling and a fool,’ he growled. ‘Let one of you touch me and I’ll 
spill his guts on the floor.’ 

‘Are you ready to talk?’ asked Demetrio tiredly. He found these scenes 
wearingly monotonous. 

‘All I know,’ sobbed the clerk, dragging himself to his feet and whimpering 
like a beaten dog in his pain, ‘is that Kallian came to my house shortly after I 
arrived — I left the Temple at the same time he did — and sent his chariot away. 
He threatened me with discharge if I ever spoke of it. I am a poor man, without 
friends or favor. Without my position with him, I would starve.’ 

‘What’s that to me?’ snapped Demetrio. ‘How long did he remain at your 
house?’ 

‘Until perhaps half an hour before midnight. Then he left, saying that he was 
going to the Temple, and would return after he had done what he wished to do 
there.’ 

“What was he going to do there?’ 

Promero hesitated at revealing the secrets of his dreaded employer, then a 
shuddering glance at Posthumo, who was grinning evilly as he doubled his huge 
fist, opened his lips quickly. 

“There was something in the Temple he wished to examine.’ 

‘But why should he come here alone in so much secrecy?’ 

‘Because it was not his property. It arrived in a caravan from the south, at 
dawn. The men of the caravan knew nothing of it, except that it had been placed 
with them by the men of a caravan from Stygia, and was meant for Kalanthes of 
Hanumar, priest of Ibis. The master of the caravan had been paid by these other 
men to deliver it directly to Kalanthes, but he’s a rascal by nature, and wished to 
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proceed directly to Aquilonia, on the road to which Hanumar does not lie. So he 
asked if he might leave it in the Temple until Kalanthes could send for it. 

‘Kallian agreed, and told him he himself would send a runner to inform 
Kalanthes. But after the men had gone, and I spoke of the runner, Kallian 
forbade me to send him. He sat brooding over what the men had left.’ 

‘And what was that?’ 

‘A sort of sarcophagus, such as is found in ancient Stygian tombs, but this one 
was round, like a covered metal bowl. Its composition was something like 
copper, but much harder, and it was carved with hieroglyphics, like those found 
on the more ancient menhirs in southern Stygia. The lid was made fast to the 
body by carven copper-like bands.’ 

“What was in it?’ 

“The men of the caravan did not know. They only said that the men who gave 
it to them told them that it was a priceless relic, found among the tombs far 
beneath the pyramids and sent to Kalanthes “because of the love the sender bore 
the priest of Ibis”. Kallian Publico believed that it contained the diadem of the 
giant-kings, of the people who dwelt in that dark land before the ancestors of the 
Stygians came there. He showed me a design carved on the lid, which he swore 
was the shape of the diadem which legend tells us the monster-kings wore. 

‘He determined to open the Bowl and see what it contained. He was like a 
madman when he thought of the fabled diadem, which myths say was set with 
the strange jewels known only to that ancient race, a single one of which is 
worth more than all the jewels of the modern world. 

‘I warned him against it. But he stayed at my house as I have said, and a short 
time before midnight, he came along to the Temple, hiding in the shadows until 
the watchman had passed to the other side of the building, then letting himself in 
with his belt key. I watched him from the shadows of the silk shop, saw him 
enter the Temple, and then returned to my own house. If the diadem was in the 
Bowl, or anything else of great value, he intended hiding it somewhere in the 
Temple and slipping out again. Then on the morrow he would raise a great hue 
and cry, saying that thieves had broken into his house and stolen Kalanthes’s 
property. None would know of his prowlings but the charioteer and I, and 
neither of us would betray him.’ 

‘But the watchman?’ objected Demetrio. 

‘Kallian did not intend being seen by him; he planned to have him crucified as 
an accomplice of the thieves,’ answered Promero. Arus gulped and turned pale 
as this duplicity of his employer came home to him. 

‘Where is this sarcophagus?’ asked Demetrio. Promero pointed, and the 
Inquisitor grunted. ‘So! The very room in which Kallian must have been 
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attacked.’ 

Promero turned pale and twisted his thin hands. 

‘Why should a man in Stygia send Kalanthes a gift? Ancient gods and queer 
mummies have come up the caravan roads before, but who loves the priest of 
Ibis so well in Stygia, where they still worship the arch-demon Set who coils 
among the tombs in the darkness? The god Ibis has fought Set since the first 
dawn of the earth, and Kalanthes has fought Set’s priests all his life. There is 
something dark and hidden here.’ 

‘Show us this sarcophagus,’ commanded Demetrio, and Promero hesitantly led 
the way. All followed, including Conan, who was apparently heedless of the 
wary eye the guardsmen kept on him, and seemed merely curious. They passed 
through the torn hangings and entered the room, which was rather more dimly 
lighted than the corridor. Doors on each side gave into other chambers, and the 
walls were lined with fantastic images, gods of strange lands and far peoples. 
And Promero cried out sharply. 

‘Look! The Bowl! It’s open — and empty!’ 

In the center of the room stood a strange black cylinder, nearly four feet in 
height, and perhaps three feet in diameter at its widest circumference, which was 
halfway between the top and bottom. The heavy carven lid lay on the floor, and 
beside it a hammer and a chisel. Demetrio looked inside, puzzled an instant over 
the dim hieroglyphs, and turned to Conan. 

‘Is this what you came to steal?’ 

The barbarian shook his head. 

‘How could I bear it away? It is too big for one man to carry.’ 

“The bands were cut with this chisel,’ mused Demetrio, ‘and in haste. There are 
marks where misstrokes of the hammer dented the metal. We may assume that 
Kallian opened the Bowl. Someone was hiding nearby — possibly in the hangings 
in the doorway. When Kallian had the Bowl open, the murderer sprang on him — 
or he might have killed Kallian and opened the Bowl himself.’ 

‘This is a grisly thing,’ shuddered the clerk. ‘It’s too ancient to be holy. Who 
ever saw metal like it in a sane world? It seems less destructible than Aquilonian 
steel, yet see how it is corroded and eaten away in spots. Look at the bits of 
black mold clinging in the grooves of the hieroglyphics; they smell as earth 
smells from far below the surface. And look — here on the lid!’ The clerk pointed 
with a shaky finger. ‘What would you say it is?’ 

Demetrio bent closer to the carven design. 

‘I’d say it represents a crown of some sort,’ he grunted. 

‘No!’ exclaimed Promero. ‘I warned Kallian, but he would not believe me! It is 
a scaled serpent coiled with its tail in its mouth. It is the sign of Set, the Old 
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Serpent, the god of the Stygians! This Bowl is too old for a human world — it is a 
relic of the time when Set walked the earth in the form of a man! The race which 
sprang from his loins laid the bones of their kings away in such cases as these, 
perhaps!’ 

‘And you’ll say that those moldering bones rose up and strangled Kallian 
Publico and then walked away, perhaps,’ derided Demetrio. 

‘It was no man who was laid to rest in that bowl,’ whispered the clerk, his eyes 
wide and staring. ‘What human could lie in it?’ 

Demetrio swore disgustedly. 

‘If Conan is not the murderer,’ he snapped, ‘the slayer is still somewhere in 
this building. Dionus and Arus, remain here with me, and you three prisoners 
stay here too. The rest of you search the building. The murderer could only have 
escaped — if he got away before Arus found the body — by the way Conan used 
in entering, and in that case the barbarian would have seen him, if he’s telling 
the truth.’ 

‘I saw no one but this dog,’ growled Conan, indicating Arus. 

‘Of course not, because you’re the murderer,’ said Dionus. ‘We’re wasting 
time, but we’ll search the building as a formality. And if we find no one, I 
promise you shall burn! Remember the law, my black-haired savage — you go to 
the mines for killing a commoner, you hang for killing a tradesman, and for 
murdering a rich man, you burn!’ 

Conan answered with a wicked lift of his lip, baring his teeth, and the men 
began their search. The listeners in the chamber heard them stamping upstairs 
and down, moving objects, opening doors and bellowing to one another through 
the rooms. 

‘Conan,’ said Demetrio, ‘you know what it means if they find no one?’ 

‘I didn’t kill him,’ snarled the Cimmerian. ‘If he had sought to hinder me I’d 
have split his skull. But I did not see him until I saw his corpse.’ 

‘I know that someone sent you here tonight, to steal at least,’ said Demetrio. 
‘By your silence you incriminate yourself in this murder as well. You had best 
speak. The mere fact of your being here is sufficient to send you to the mines for 
ten years, anyhow, whether you admit your guilt or not. But if you tell the whole 
tale, you may save yourself from the stake.’ 

‘Well,’ answered the barbarian grudgingly, ‘I came here to steal the Zamorian 
diamond goblet. A man gave me a diagram of the Temple and told me where to 
look for it. It is kept in that room —’ Conan pointed — ‘in a niche in the floor 
under a copper Shemitish god.’ 

‘He speaks truth there,’ said Promero. ‘I’d thought that not half a dozen men in 
the world knew the secret of that hiding place.’ 
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‘And if you had secured it,’ asked Dionus sneeringly, ‘would you really have 
taken it to the man who hired you? Or would you have kept it for yourself?’ 

Again the smoldering eyes flashed resentment. 

‘Tam no dog,’ the barbarian muttered. ‘I keep my word.’ 

“Who sent you here?’ Demetrio demanded, but Conan kept a sullen silence. 

The guardsmen were straggling back from their search. 

“There’s no man hiding in this building,’ they growled. ‘We’ve ransacked the 
place. We found the trap-door in the roof through which the barbarian entered, 
and the bolt he cut in half. A man escaping that way would have been seen by 
the guards we posted about the building, unless he fled before we came. Then, 
besides, he would have had to stack tables or chairs or cases upon each other to 
reach it from below, and that has not been done. Why couldn’t he have gone out 
the front door just before Arus came around the building?’ 

“Because the door was bolted on the inside, and the only keys which will work 
that bolt are the one belonging to Arus and the one which still hangs on the 
girdle of Kallian Publico.’ 

‘I’ve found the cable the murderer used,’ one of them announced. ‘A black 
cable, thicker than a man’s arm, and curiously splotched.’ 

‘Then where is it, fool?’ exclaimed Dionus. 

‘In the chamber adjoining this one,’ answered the guard. ‘It’s wrapped about a 
marble pillar, where no doubt the murderer thought it would be safe from 
detection. I couldn’t reach it. But it must be the right one.’ 

He led the way into a room filled with marble statuary, and pointed to a tall 
column, one of several which served a purpose more of ornament to set off the 
statues, than of utility. And then he halted and stared. 

‘It’s gone!’ he cried. 

‘It never was there!’ snorted Dionus. 

‘By Mitra, it was!’ swore the guardsman. ‘Coiled about the pillar just above 
those carven leaves. It’s so shadowy up there near the ceiling I couldn’t tell 
much about it — but it was there.’ 

“You’re drunk,’ snapped Demetrio, turning away. “That’s too high for a man to 
reach; and nothing but a snake could climb that smooth pillar.’ 

‘A Cimmerian could,’ muttered one of the men. 

‘Possibly. Say that Conan strangled Kallian, tied the cable about the pillar, 
crossed the corridor and hid in the room where the stair is. How then, could he 
have removed it after you saw it? He has been among us ever since Arus found 
the body. No, I tell you Conan didn’t commit the murder. I believe the real 
murderer killed Kallian to secure whatever was in the Bowl, and is hiding now 
in some secret nook in the Temple. If we can’t find him, we’ll have to put the 
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blame on the barbarian to satisfy Justice, but — where is Promero?’ 

They had returned to the silent body in the corridor. Dionus bellowed 
threateningly for Promero, and the clerk came suddenly from the room in which 
stood the empty Bowl. He was shaking and his face was white. 

“What now, man?’ exclaimed Demetrio irritably. 

‘I found a symbol on the bottom of the Bowl!’ chattered Promero. ‘Not an 
ancient hieroglyphic, but a symbol recently carved! The mark of Thoth-amon, 
the Stygian sorcerer, Kalanthes’s deadly foe! He found it in some grisly cavern 
below the haunted pyramids! The gods of old times did not die, as men died — 
they fell into long sleeps and their worshippers locked them in sarcophagi so that 
no alien hand might break their slumbers. Thoth-amon sent death to Kalanthes — 
Kallian’s greed caused him to loose the horror — and it is lurking somewhere 
near us — even now it may be creeping upon us—’ 

“You gibbering fool!’ roared Dionus disgustedly, striking him heavily across 
the mouth. Dionus was a materialist, with scant patience for eery speculations. 

“Well, Demetrio,’ he said, turning to the Inquisitor, ‘I see nothing else to do 
other than to arrest this barbarian—’ 

The Cimmerian cried out suddenly and they wheeled. He was glaring toward 
the door of a chamber that adjoined the room of statues. 

‘Look!’ he exclaimed. ‘I saw something move in that room — I saw it through 
the hangings. Something that crossed the floor like a long dark shadow!’ 

‘Bah!’ snorted Posthumo. ‘We searched that room—’ 

‘He saw something!’ Promero’s voice shrilled and cracked with hysterical 
excitement. ‘This place is accursed! Something came out of the sarcophagus and 
killed Kallian Publico! It hid from you where no human could hide, and now it is 
in that room! Mitra defend us from the powers of Darkness! I tell you it was one 
of Set’s children in that grisly Bowl!’ He caught Dionus’s sleeve with claw-like 
fingers. ‘You must search that room again!’ 

The prefect shook him off disgustedly, and Posthumo was inspired to a flight 
of humor. 

“You shall search it yourself, clerk!’ he said, grasping Promero by neck and 
girdle, and propelling the screaming wretch forcibly toward the door, outside of 
which he paused and hurled him into the room so violently the clerk fell and lay 
half stunned. 

‘Enough of this,’ growled Dionus, eyeing the silent Cimmerian. The prefect 
lifted his hand, Conan’s eyes began to burn bluely, and a tension crackled in the 
air, when an interruption came. A guardsman entered, dragging a slender, richly 
dressed figure. 

‘I saw him slinking about the back of the Temple,’ quoth the guard, looking for 
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commendation. Instead he received curses that lifted his hair. 

‘Release that gentleman, you bungling fool!’ swore the prefect. ‘Don’t you 
know Aztrias Petanius, the nephew of the city’s governor?’ 

The abashed guard fell away and the foppish young nobleman brushed his 
embroidered sleeve fastidiously. 

‘Save your apologies, good Dionus,’ he lisped affectedly. ‘All in line of duty, I 
know. I was returning from a late revel and walking to rid my brain of the wine 
fumes. What have we here? By Mitra, is it murder?’ 

“Murder it is, my lord,’ answered the prefect. ‘But we have a man who, though 
Demetrio seems to have doubts on the matter, will doubtless go to the stake for 
it.’ 

‘A vicious looking brute,’ murmured the young aristocrat. ‘How can any doubt 
his guilt? I have never seen such a villainous countenance before.’ 

“Yes, you have, you scented dog,’ snarled the Cimmerian, ‘when you hired me 
to steal the Zamorian goblet for you. Revels, eh? Bah! You were waiting in the 
shadows for me to hand you the goblet. I would not have revealed your name if 
you had given me fair words. Now tell these dogs that you saw me climb the 
wall after the watchman made the last round, so that they’ ll know I didn’t have 
time to kill this fat swine before Arus entered and found the body.’ 

Demetrio looked quickly at Aztrias, who did not change color. 

‘If what he says is true, my lord,’ said the Inquisitor, ‘it clears him of the 
murder, and we can easily hush up the matter of attempted theft. He is due ten 
years at hard labor for house-breaking, but if you say the word, we’|l arrange for 
him to escape and none but us will ever know anything about it. I understand — 
you wouldn’t be the first young nobleman who had to resort to such things to 
pay gambling debts and the like. You can rely on our discretion.’ 

Conan looked at the young nobleman expectantly, but Aztrias shrugged his 
slender shoulders and covered a yawn with a delicate white hand. 

‘I know him not,’ he answered. ‘He is mad to say I hired him. Let him take his 
just desserts. He has a strong back and the toil in the mines will be well for him.’ 

Conan’s eyes blazed and he started as if stung; the guards tensed, grasping 
their bills, then relaxed as he dropped his head suddenly, as if in sullen 
resignation, and not even Demetrio could tell that he was watching them from 
under his heavy black brows, with eyes that were slits of blue bale-fire. 

He struck with no more warning than a striking cobra; his sword flashed in the 
candlelight. Aztrias shrieked and his head flew from his shoulders in a shower of 
blood, the features frozen in a white mask of horror. Cat-like, Conan wheeled 
and thrust murderously for Demetrio’s groin. The Inquisitor’s instinctive recoil 
barely deflected the point which sank into his thigh, glanced from the bone and 
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ploughed out through the outer side of the leg. Demetrio went to his knee with a 
groan, unnerved and nauseated with agony. 

Conan had not paused. The bill which Dionus flung up saved the prefect’s 
skull from the whistling blade which turned slightly as it cut through the shaft, 
and sheared his ear cleanly from his head. The blinding speed of the barbarian 
paralyzed the senses of the police and made their actions futile gestures. Caught 
flat-footed and dazed by his quickness and ferocity, half of them would have 
been down before they had a chance to fight back, except that Posthumo, more 
by luck than skill, threw his arms about the Cimmerian, pinioning his sword- 
arm. Conan’s left hand leaped to the guard’s head, and Posthumo fell away and 
writhed shrieking on the floor, clutching a gaping red socket where an eye had 
been. 

Conan bounded back from the waving bills and his leap carried him outside the 
ring of his foes, to where Arus stood fumbling at his crossbow. A savage kick in 
the belly dropped him, green-faced and gagging, and Conan’s sandalled heel 
crunched square in the watchman’s mouth. The wretch screamed through a ruin 
of splintered teeth, blowing bloody froth from his mangled lips. 

Then all were frozen in their tracks by the soul-shaking horror of a scream 
which rose from the chamber into which Posthumo had hurled Promero, and 
from the velvet-hung door the clerk came reeling, and stood there, shaking with 
great silent sobs, tears running down his pasty face and dripping off his loose 
sagging lips, like an idiot-babe weeping. 

All halted to stare at him aghast — Conan with his dripping sword, the police 
with their lifted bills, Demetrio crouching on the floor and striving to staunch the 
blood that jetted from the great gash in his thigh, Dionus clutching the bleeding 
stump of his severed ear, Arus weeping and spitting out fragments of broken 
teeth — even Posthumo ceased his howls and blinked whimpering through the 
bloody mist that veiled his half-sight. 

Promero came reeling out into the corridor and fell stiffly before them. 
Screeching in an unbearable high-pitched laughter of madness, he cried shrilly, 
‘The god has a long neck! Ha! ha! ha! Oh, a long, a cursed long neck!’ And then 
with a frightful convulsion he stiffened and lay grinning vacantly at the shadowy 
ceiling. 

‘He’s dead!’ whispered Dionus, awedly, forgetting his own hurt, and the 
barbarian who stood with his dripping sword so near him. He bent over the body, 
then straightened, his eyes flaring. ‘He’s not wounded — in Mitra’s name what is 
in that chamber?’ 

Then horror swept over them and they ran screaming for the outer door, 
jammed there in a clawing shrieking mob, and burst through like madmen. Arus 
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followed and the half-blind Posthumo struggled up and blundered blindly after 
his fellows, squealing like a wounded pig and begging them not to leave him 
behind. He fell among them and they knocked him down and trampled him, 
screaming in their fear. But he crawled after them, and after him came Demetrio. 
The Inquisitor had the courage to face the unknown, but he was unnerved and 
wounded, and the sword that had struck him down was still near him. Grasping 
his blood-spurting thigh, he limped after his companions. Police, charioteer and 
watchman, wounded or whole, they burst screaming into the street, where the 
men watching the building took panic and joined in the flight, not waiting to ask 
why. Conan stood in the great corridor alone, save for the corpses on the floor. 

The barbarian shifted his grip on his sword and strode into the chamber. It was 
hung with rich silken tapestries; silken cushions and couches lay strewn about in 
careless profusion; and over a heavy gilded screen a face looked at the 
Cimmerian. 

Conan stared in wonder at the cold classic beauty of that countenance, whose 
like he had never seen among the sons of men. Neither weakness nor mercy nor 
cruelty nor kindness, nor any other human emotion was in those features. They 
might have been the marble mask of a god, carved by a master hand, except for 
the unmistakable life in them — life cold and strange, such as the Cimmerian had 
never known and could not understand. He thought fleetingly of the marble 
perfection of the body which the screen concealed — it must be perfect, he 
thought, since the face was so inhumanly beautiful. But he could see only the 
god-like face, the finely molded head which swayed curiously from side to side. 
The full lips opened and spoke a single word in a rich vibrant tone that was like 
the golden chimes that ring in the jungle-lost temples of Khitai. It was an 
unknown tongue, forgotten before the kingdoms of man arose, but Conan knew 
that it meant, ‘Come!’ 

And the Cimmerian came, with a desperate leap and a humming slash of his 
sword. The beautiful head rolled from the top of the screen in a jet of dark blood 
and fell at his feet, and he gave back, fearing to touch it. Then his skin crawled, 
for the screen shook and heaved with the convulsions of something behind. 
Conan had seen and heard men die by the scores, and never had he heard a 
human being make such sounds in the death-throes. There was a thrashing, 
floundering noise, as if a great cable were being lashed violently about. 

At last the movements ceased and Conan looked gingerly behind the screen. 
Then the full horror of it all rushed over the Cimmerian, and he fled, nor did he 
slacken his headlong flight until the spires of Numalia faded into the dawn 
behind him. The thought of Set was like a nightmare, and the children of Set 
who once ruled the earth and who now sleep in their nighted caverns far below 
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the black pyramids. Behind that gilded screen there had been no human body — 
only the shimmering, headless coils of a gigantic serpent. 
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THE BLACK STRANGER 


1 The Painted Men 


Ove momenr rue crave lay empty; the next, a man stood poised warily at the edge of the 
bushes. There had been no sound to warn the grey squirrels of his coming. But 
the gay-hued birds that flitted about in the sunshine of the open space took fright 
at his sudden appearance and rose in a clamoring cloud. The man scowled and 
glanced quickly back the way he had come, as if fearing their flight had betrayed 
his position to some one unseen. Then he stalked across the glade, placing his 
feet with care. For all his massive, muscular build he moved with the supple 
certitude of a panther. He was naked except for a rag twisted about his loins, and 
his limbs were criss-crossed with scratches from briars, and caked with dried 
mud. A brown-crusted bandage was knotted about his thickly-muscled left arm. 
Under his matted black mane his face was drawn and gaunt, and his eyes burned 
like the eyes of a wounded panther. He limped slightly as he followed the dim 
path that led across the open space. 

Halfway across the glade he stopped short and whirled, catlike, facing back the 
way he had come, as a long-drawn call quavered out across the forest. To 
another man it would have seemed merely the howl of a wolf. But this man 
knew it was no wolf. He was a Cimmerian and understood the voices of the 
wilderness as a city-bred man understands the voices of his friends. 

Rage burned redly in his bloodshot eyes as he turned once more and hurried 
along the path, which, as it left the glade, ran along the edge of a dense thicket 
that rose in a solid clump of greenery among the trees and bushes. A massive 
log, deeply embedded in the grassy earth, paralleled the fringe of the thicket, 
lying between it and the path. When the Cimmerian saw this log he halted and 
looked back across the glade. To the average eye there were no signs to show 
that he had passed; but there was evidence visible to his wilderness-sharpened 
eyes, and therefore to the equally keen eyes of those who pursued him. He 
snarled silently, the red rage growing in his eyes — the berserk fury of a hunted 
beast which is ready to turn at bay. 
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He walked down the trail with comparative carelessness, here and there 
crushing a grass-blade beneath his foot. Then, when he had reached the further 
end of the great log, he sprang upon it, tumed and ran lightly back along it. The 
bark had long been worn away by the elements. He left no sign to show the 
keenest forest-eyes that he had doubled on his trail. When he reached the densest 
point of the thicket he faded into it like a shadow, with hardly the quiver of a leaf 
to mark his passing. 

The minutes dragged. The grey squirrels chattered again on the branches — then 
flattened their bodies and were suddenly mute. Again the glade was invaded. As 
silently as the first man had appeared, three other men materialized out of the 
eastern edge of the clearing. They were dark-skinned men of short stature, with 
thickly-muscled chests and arms. They wore beaded buckskin loin-cloths, and an 
eagle’s feather was thrust into each black mane. They were painted in hideous 
designs, and heavily armed. 

They had scanned the glade carefully before showing themselves in the open, 
for they moved out of the bushes without hesitation, in close single file, treading 
as softly as leopards, and bending down to stare at the path. They were following 
the trail of the Cimmerian, but it was no easy task even for these human 
bloodhounds. They moved slowly across the glade, and then one stiffened, 
grunted and pointed with his broad-bladed stabbing spear at a crushed grass- 
blade where the path entered the forest again. All halted instantly and their beady 
black eyes quested the forest walls. But their quarry was well hidden; they saw 
nothing to awake their suspicion, and presently they moved on, more rapidly, 
following the faint marks that seemed to indicate their prey was growing careless 
through weakness or They had just passed the spot where the thicket crowded 
desperation. 

closest to the ancient trail when the Cimmerian bounded into the path behind 
them and plunged his knife between the shoulders of the last man. The attack 
was so quick and unexpected the Pict had no chance to save himself. The blade 
was in his heart before he knew he was in peril. The other two whirled with the 
instant, steel-trap quickness of savages, but even as his knife sank home, the 
Cimmerian struck a tremendous blow with the war-axe in his right hand. The 
second Pict was in the act of turning as the axe fell. It split his skull to the teeth. 

The remaining Pict, a chief by the scarlet tip of his eagle-feather, came 
savagely to the attack. He was stabbing at the Cimmerian’s breast even as the 
killer wrenched his axe from the dead man’s head. The Cimmerian hurled the 
body against the chief and followed with an attack as furious and desperate as 
the charge of a wounded tiger. The Pict, staggering under the impact of the 
corpse against him, made no attempt to parry the dripping axe; the instinct to 
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slay submerging even the instinct to live, he drove his spear ferociously at his 
enemy’s broad breast. The Cimmerian had the advantage of a greater 
intelligence, and a weapon in each hand. The hatchet, checking its downward 
sweep, struck the spear aside, and the knife in the Cimmerian’s left hand ripped 
upward into the painted belly. 

An awful howl burst from the Pict’s lips as he crumpled, disemboweled — a cry 
not of fear or of pain, but of baffled, bestial fury, the death-screech of a panther. 
It was answered by a wild chorus of yells some distance east of the glade. The 
Cimmerian started convulsively, wheeled, crouching like a wild thing at bay, lips 
asnarl, shaking the sweat from his face. Blood trickled down his forearm from 
under the bandage. 

With a gasping, incoherent imprecation he turned and fled westward. He did 
not pick his way now, but ran with all the speed of his long legs, calling on the 
deep and all but inexhaustible reservoirs of endurance which are Nature’s 
compensation for a barbaric existence. Behind him for a space the woods were 
silent, then a demoniacal howling burst out at the spot he had recently left, and 
he knew his pursuers had found the bodies of his victims. He had no breath for 
cursing the blood-drops that kept spilling to the ground from his freshly opened 
wound, leaving a trail a child could follow. He had thought that perhaps these 
three Picts were all that still pursued him of the war-party which had followed 
him for over a hundred miles. But he might have known these human wolves 
never quit a blood-trail. 

The woods were silent again, and that meant they were racing after him, 
marking his path by the betraying blood-drops he could not check. A wind out of 
the west blew against his face, laden with a salty dampness he recognized. Dully 
he was amazed. If he was that close to the sea the long chase had been even 
longer than he had realized. But it was nearly over. Even his wolfish vitality was 
ebbing under the terrible strain. He gasped for breath and there was a sharp pain 
in his side. His legs trembled with weariness and the lame one ached like the cut 
of a knife in the tendons each time he set the foot to earth. He had followed the 
instincts of the wilderness which bred him, straining every nerve and sinew, 
exhausting every subtlety and artifice to survive. Now in his extremity he was 
obeying another instinct, looking for a place to turn at bay and sell his life at a 
bloody price. 

He did not leave the trail for the tangled depths on either hand. He knew that it 
was futile to hope to evade his pursuers now. He ran on down the trail while the 
blood pounded louder and louder in his ears and each breath he drew was a 
racking, dry-lipped gulp. Behind him a mad baying broke out, token that they 
were close on his heels and expected to overhaul their prey swiftly. They would 
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come as fleet as starving wolves now, howling at every leap. 

Abruptly he burst from the denseness of the trees and saw, ahead of him, the 
ground pitching upward, and the ancient trail winding up rocky ledges between 
jagged boulders. All swam before him in a dizzy red mist, but it was a hill he 
had come to, a rugged crag rising abruptly from the forest about its foot. And the 
dim trail wound up to a broad ledge near the summit. 

That ledge would be as good a place to die as any. He limped up the trail, 
going on hands and knees in the steeper places, his knife between his teeth. He 
had not yet reached the jutting ledge when some forty painted savages broke 
from among the trees, howling like wolves. At the sight of their prey their 
screams rose to a devil’s crescendo, and they raced toward the foot of the crag, 
loosing arrows as they came. The shafts showered about the man who doggedly 
climbed upward, and one stuck in the calf of his leg. Without pausing in his 
climb he tore it out and threw it aside, heedless of the less accurate missiles 
which splintered on the rocks about him. Grimly he hauled himself over the rim 
of the ledge and turned about, drawing his hatchet and shifting knife to hand. He 
lay glaring down at his pursuers over the rim, only his shock of hair and blazing 
eyes visible. His chest heaved as he drank in the air in great shuddering gasps, 
and he clenched his teeth against a tendency toward nausea. 

Only a few arrows whistled up at him. The horde knew its prey was comered. 
The warriors came on howling, leaping agilely over the rocks at the foot of the 
hill, war-axes in their hand. The first to reach the crag was a brawny brave 
whose eagle feather was stained scarlet as a token of chieftainship. He halted 
briefly, one foot on the sloping trail, arrow notched and drawn halfway back, 
head thrown back and lips parted for an exultant yell. But the shaft was never 
loosed. He froze into motionlessness and the blood-lust in his black eyes gave 
way to a look of startled recognition. With a whoop he gave back, throwing his 
arms wide to check the rush of his howling braves. The man crouching on the 
ledge above them understood the Pictish tongue, but he was too far away to 
catch the significance of the staccato phrases snapped at the warriors by the 
crimson-feathered chief. 

But all ceased their yelping, and stood mutely staring up — not at the man on 
the ledge, it seemed to him, but at the hill itself. Then without further hesitation, 
they unstrung their bows and thrust them into buckskin cases at their girdles; 
turned their backs and trotted across the open space, to melt into the forest 
without a backward look. 

The Cimmerian glared in amazement. He knew the Pictish nature too well not 
to recognize the finality expressed in the departure. He knew they would not 
come back. They were heading for their villages, a hundred miles to the east. 
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But he could not understand it. What was there about his refuge that would 
cause a Pictish war-party to abandon a chase it had followed so long with all the 
passion of hungry wolves? He knew there were sacred places, spots set aside as 
sanctuaries by the various clans, and that a fugitive, taking refuge in one of these 
sanctuaries, was safe from the clan which raised it. But the different tribes 
seldom respected sanctuaries of other tribes; and the men who had pursued him 
certainly had no sacred spots of their own in this region. They were the men of 
the Eagle, whose villages lay far to the east, adjoining the country of the Wolf- 
Picts. 

It was the Wolves who had captured him, in a foray against the Aquilonian 
settlements along Thunder River, and they had given him to the Eagles in return 
for a captured Wolf chief. The Eaglemen had a red score against the giant 
Cimmerian, and now it was redder still, for his escape had cost the life of a noted 
war-chief. That was why they had followed him so relentlessly, over broad rivers 
and hills and through the long leagues of gloomy forest, the hunting grounds of 
hostile tribes. And now the survivors of that long chase turned back when their 
enemy was run to earth and trapped. He shook his head, unable to understand it. 

He rose gingerly, dizzy from the long grind, and scarcely able to realize that it 
was over. His limbs were stiff, his wounds ached. He spat dryly and cursed, 
rubbing his burning, bloodshot eyes with the back of his thick wrist. He blinked 
and took stock of his surroundings. Below him the green wilderness waved and 
billowed away and away in a solid mass, and above its western rim a steel-blue 
haze he knew hung over the ocean. The wind stirred his black mane, and the salt 
tang of the atmosphere revived him. He expanded his enormous chest and drank 
it in. 

Then he turned stiffly and painfully about, growling at the twinge in his 
bleeding calf, and investigated the ledge whereon he stood. Behind it rose a 
sheer rocky cliff to the crest of the crag, some thirty feet above him. A narrow 
ladder-like stair of hand-holds had been niched into the rock. And a few feet 
from its foot there was a cleft in the wall, wide enough and tall enough for a man 
to enter. 

He limped to the cleft, peered in, and grunted. The sun, hanging high above the 
western forest, slanted into the cleft, revealing a tunnel-like cavern beyond, and 
rested a revealing beam on the arch at which this tunnel ended. In that arch was 
set a heavy iron-bound oaken door! 

This was amazing. This country was howling wilderness. The Cimmerian 
knew that for a thousand miles this western coast ran bare and uninhabited 
except by the villages of the ferocious sea-land tribes, who were even less 
civilized than their forest-dwelling brothers. 
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The nearest outposts of civilization were the frontier settlements along Thunder 
River, hundreds of miles to the east. The Cimmerian knew he was the only white 
man ever to cross the wilderness that lay between that river and the coast. Yet 
that door was no work of Picts. 

Being unexplainable, it was an object of suspicion, and suspiciously he 
approached it, ax and knife ready. Then as his bloodshot eyes became more 
accustomed to the soft gloom that lurked on either side of the narrow shaft of 
sunlight, he noticed something else — thick ironbound chests ranged along the 
walls. A blaze of comprehension came into his eyes. He bent over one, but the 
lid resisted his efforts. He lifted his hatchet to shatter the ancient lock then 
changed his mind and limped toward the arched door. His bearing was more 
confident now, his weapons hung at his sides. He pushed against the omately 
carven door and it swung inward without resistance. 

Then his manner changed again, with lightning-like abruptness; he recoiled 
with a startled curse, knife and hatchet flashing as they leaped to positions of 
defense. An instant he poised there, like a statue of fierce menace, craning his 
massive neck to glare through the door. It was darker in the large natural 
chamber into which he was looking, but a dim glow emanated from the great 
jewel which stood on a tiny ivory pedestal in the center of the great ebony table 
about which sat those silent shapes whose appearance had so startled the 
intruder. 

They did not move, they did not turn their heads toward him. 

‘Well,’ he said harshly; ‘are you all drunk?’ 

There was no reply. He was not a man easily abashed, yet now he felt 
disconcerted. 

“You might offer me a glass of that wine you’re swigging,’ he growled, his 
natural truculence roused by the awkwardness of the situation. ‘By Crom, you 
show damned poor courtesy to a man who’s been one of your own brotherhood. 
Are you going to—’ his voice trailed into silence, and in silence he stood and 
stared awhile at those bizarre figures sitting so silently about the great ebon 
table. 

“They’re not drunk,’ he muttered presently. ‘They’re not even drinking. What 
devil’s game is this?’ He stepped across the threshold and was instantly fighting 
for his life against the murderous, unseen fingers that clutched his throat. 


2 Men from the Sea 
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Belesa idly stirred a sea-shell with a daintily slippered toe, mentally comparing 
its delicate pink edges to the first pink haze of dawn that rose over the misty 
beaches. It was not dawn now, but the sun was not long up, and the light, pearl- 
grey clouds which drifted over the waters had not yet been dispelled. 

Belesa lifted her splendidly shaped head and stared out over a scene alien and 
repellent to her, yet drearily familiar in every detail. From her dainty feet the 
tawny sands ran to meet the softly lapping waves which stretched westward to 
be lost in the blue haze of the horizon. She was standing on the southern curve of 
the wide bay, and south of her the land sloped upward to the low ridge which 
formed one horn of that bay. From that ridge, she knew, one could look 
southward across the bare waters — into infinities of distance as absolute as the 
view to the westward and to the northward. 

Glancing listlessly landward, she absently scanned the fortress which had been 
her home for the past year. Against a vague pearl and cerulean moming sky 
floated the golden and scarlet flag of her house — an ensign which awakened no 
enthusiasm in her youthful bosom, though it had flown trimphantly over many a 
bloody field in the far South. She made out the figures of men toiling in the 
gardens and fields that huddled near the fort, seeming to shrink from the gloomy 
rampart of the forest which fringed the open belt on the east, stretching north and 
south as far as she could see. She feared that forest, and that fear was shared by 
every one in that tiny settlement. Nor was it an idle fear — death lurked in those 
whispering depths, death swift and terrible, death slow and hideous, hidden, 
painted, tireless, unrelenting. 

She sighed and moved listlessly toward the water’s edge, with no set purpose 
in mind. The dragging days were all of one color, and the world of cities and 
courts and gaiety seemed not only thousands of miles but long ages away. Again 
she sought in vain for the reason that had caused a Count of Zingara to flee with 
his retainers to this wild coast, a thousand miles from the land that bore him, 
exchanging the castle of his ancestors for a hut of logs. 

Her eyes softened at the light patter of small bare feet across the sands. A 
young girl came running over the low sandy ridge, quite naked, her slight body 
dripping, and her flaxen hair plastered wetly on her small head. Her wistful eyes 
were wide with excitement. 

‘Lady Belesa!’ she cried, rendering the Zingaran words with a soft Ophirean 
accent. ‘Oh, Lady Belesa!’ 

Breathless from her scamper, she stammered and made incoherent gestures 
with her hands. Belesa smiled and put an arm about the child, not minding that 
her silken dress came in contact with the damp, warm body. In her lonely, 
isolated life Belesa bestowed the tenderness of a naturally affectionate nature on 
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the pitiful waif she had taken away from a brutal master encountered on that 
long voyage up from the southern coasts. 

“What are you trying to tell me, Tina? Get your breath, child.’ 

‘A ship!’ cried the girl, pointing southward. ‘I was swimming in a pool that the 
sea-tide left in the sand, on the other side of the ridge, and I saw it! A ship 
sailing up out of the south!’ 

She tugged timidly at Belesa’s hand, her slender body all aquiver, and Belesa 
felt her own heart beat faster at the mere thought of an unknown visitor. They 
had seen no sail since coming to that barren shore. 

Tina flitted ahead of her over the yellow sands, skirting the tiny pools the 
outgoing tide had left in shallow depressions. They mounted the low undulating 
ridge, and Tina poised there, a slender white figure against the clearing sky, her 
wet flaxen hair blowing about her thin face, a frail quivering arm outstretched. 

‘Look, my Lady!’ 

Belesa had already seen it — a billowing white sail, filled with the freshening 
south wind, beating up along the coast, a few miles from the point. Her heart 
skipped a beat. A small thing can loom large in colorless and isolated lives; but 
Belesa felt a premonition of strange and violent events. She felt that it was not 
by chance that this sail was beating up this lonely coast. There was no harbor 
town to the north, though one sailed to the ultimate shores of ice; and the nearest 
port to the south was a thousand miles away. What brought this stranger to 
lonely Korvela Bay? 

Tina pressed close to her mistress, apprehension pinching her thin features. 

“Who can it be, my Lady?’ she stammered, the wind whipping color to her pale 
cheeks. ‘Is it the man the Count fears?’ 

Belesa looked down at her, her brow shadowed. 

‘Why do you say that, child? How do you know my uncle fears anyone?’ 

‘He must,’ returned Tina naively, ‘or he would never have come to hide in this 
lonely spot. Look, my Lady, how fast it comes!’ 

“We must go and inform my uncle,’ murmured Belesa. ‘The fishing boats have 
not yet gone out, and none of the men have seen that sail. Get your clothes, Tina. 
Hurry!’ 

The child scampered down the low slope to the pool where she had been 
bathing when she sighted the craft, and snatched up the slippers, tunic and girdle 
she had left lying on the sand. She skipped back up the ridge, hopping 
grotesquely as she donned her scanty garments in mid-flight. 

Belesa, anxiously watching the approaching sail, caught her hand, and they 
hurried toward the fort. A few moments after they had entered the gate of the log 
palisade which enclosed the building, the strident blare of the trumpet startled 
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the workers in the gardens, and the men just opening the boat-house doors to 
push the fishing boats down their rollers to the water’s edge. 

Every man outside the fort dropped his tool or abandoned whatever he was 
doing and ran for the stockade without pausing to look about for the cause of the 
alarm. The straggling lines of fleeing men converged on the opened gate, and 
every head was twisted over its shoulder to gaze fearfully at the dark line of 
woodland to the east. Not one looked seaward. 

They thronged through the gate, shouting questions at the sentries who 
patrolled the firing-ledges built below the up-jutting points of the upright 
palisade logs. 

“What is it? Why are we called in? Are the Picts coming?’ 

For answer one taciturn man-at-arms in worn leathers and rusty steel pointed 
southward. From his vantage-point the sail was now visible. Men began to climb 
up on the ledges, staring toward the sea. 

On a small lookout tower on the roof of the manor house, which was built of 
logs like the other buildings, Count Valenso watched the onsweeping sail as it 
rounded the point of the southern horn. The Count was a lean, wiry man of 
medium height and late middle age. He was dark, somber of expression. Trunk- 
hose and doublet were of black silk, the only color about his costume the jewels 
that twinkled on his sword hilt, and the wine-colored cloak thrown carelessly 
over his shoulder. He twisted his thin black mustache nervously, and turned his 
gloomy eyes on his seneschal — a leather-featured man in steel and satin. 

“What do you make of it, Galbro?’ 

‘A carack,’ answered the seneschal. ‘It is a carack trimmed and rigged like a 
craft of the Barachan pirates — look there!’ 

A chorus of cries below them echoed his ejaculation; the ship had cleared the 
point and was slanting inward across the bay. And all saw the flag that suddenly 
broke forth from the masthead — a black flag, with a scarlet skull gleaming in the 
sun. 

The people within the stockade stared wildly at that dread emblem; then all 
eyes turned up toward the tower, where the master of the fort stood somberly, his 
cloak whipping about him in the wind. 

‘It’s a Barachan, all right,’ grunted Galbro. ‘And unless I am mad, it’s Strom’s 
Red Hand. What is he doing on this naked coast?’ 

‘He can mean no good for us,’ growled the Count. A glance below showed him 
that the massive gates had been closed, and that the captain of his men-at-arms, 
gleaming in steel, was directing his men to their stations, some to the ledges, 
some to the tower loop-holes. He was massing his main strength along the 
western wall, in the midst of which was the gate. 
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Valenso had been followed into exile by a hundred men: soldiers, vassals and 
serfs. Of these some forty were men-at-arms, wearing helmets and suits of mail, 
armed with swords, axes and crossbows. The rest were toilers, without armor 
save for shirts of toughened leather, but they were brawny stalwarts, and skilled 
in the use of their hunting bows, woodsmen’s axes, and boar-spears. They took 
their places, scowling at their hereditary enemies. The pirates of the Barachan 
Isles, a tiny archipelago off the southwestern coast of Zingara, had preyed on the 
people of the mainland for more than a century. 

The men on the stockade gripped their bows or boar-spears and stared 
somberly at the carack which swung inshore, its brass work flashing in the sun. 
They could see the figures swarming on the deck, and hear the lusty yells of the 
seamen. Steel twinkled along the rail. 

The Count had retired from the tower, shooing his niece and her eager protégée 
before him, and having donned helmet and cuirass, he betook himself to the 
palisade to direct the defense. His subjects watched him with moody fatalism. 
They intended to sell their lives as dearly as they could, but they had scant hope 
of victory, in spite of their strong position. They were oppressed by a conviction 
of doom. A year on that naked coast, with the brooding threat of that devil- 
haunted forest looming for ever at their backs, had shadowed their souls with 
gloomy forebodings. Their women stood silently in the doorways of their huts, 
built inside the stockade, and quieted the clamor of their children. 

Belesa and Tina watched eagerly from an upper window in the manor house, 
and Belesa felt the child’s tense little body all aquiver within the crook of her 
protecting arm. 

‘They will cast anchor near the boat-house,’ murmured Belesa. ‘Yes! There 
goes their anchor, a hundred yards off-shore. Do not tremble so, child! They can 
not take the fort. Perhaps they wish only fresh water and supplies. Perhaps a 
storm blew them into these seas.’ 

“They are coming ashore in long boats!’ exclaimed the child. ‘Oh, my Lady, I 
am afraid! They are big men in armor! Look how the sun strikes fire from their 
pikes and burgonets! Will they eat us?’ 

Belesa burst into laughter in spite of her apprehension. 

‘Of course not! Who put that idea into your head?’ 

‘Zingelito told me the Barachans eat women.’ 

‘He was teasing you. The Barachans are cruel, but they are no worse than the 
Zingaran renegades who call themselves buccaneers. Zingelito was a buccaneer 
once.’ 

“He was cruel,’ muttered the child. ‘I’m glad the Picts cut his head off.’ 

‘Hush, child.’ Belesa shuddered slightly. ‘You must not speak that way. Look, 
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the pirates have reached the shore. They line the beach, and one of them is 
coming toward the fort. That must be Strom.’ 

‘Ahoy, the fort there!’ came a hail in a voice gusty as the wind. ‘I come under 
a flag of truce!’ 

The Count’s helmeted head appeared over the points of the palisade; his stern 
face, framed in steel, surveyed the pirate somberly. Strom had halted just within 
good earshot. He was a big man, bare-headed, his tawny hair blowing in the 
wind. Of all the sea-rovers who haunted the Barachans, none was more framed 
for deviltry than he. 

‘Speak!’ commanded Valenso. ‘I have scant desire to converse with one of 
your breed.’ 

Strom laughed with his lips, not with his eyes. 

“When your galleon escaped me in that squall off the Trallibes last year I never 
thought to meet you again on the Pictish Coast, Valenso!’ said he. ‘Although at 
the time I wondered what your destination might be. By Mitra, had I known, I 
would have followed you then! I got the start of my life a little while ago when I 
saw your scarlet falcon floating over a fortress where I had thought to see naught 
but bare beach. You have found it, of course?’ 

‘Found what?’ snapped the Count impatiently. 

‘Don’t try to dissemble with me!’ The pirate’s stormy nature showed itself 
momentarily in a flash of impatience. ‘I know why you came here — and I have 
come for the same reason. I don’t intend to be balked. Where is your ship?’ 

“That is none of your affair.’ 

“You have none,’ confidently asserted the pirate. ‘I see pieces of a galleon’s 
masts in that stockade. It must have been wrecked, somehow, after you landed 
here. If you’d had a ship you’d have sailed away with your plunder long ago.’ 

‘What are you talking about, damn you?’ yelled the Count. ‘My plunder? Am I 
a Barachan to burn and loot? Even so, what would I loot on this naked coast?’ 

“That which you came to find,’ answered the pirate coolly. ‘The same thing 
I’m after — and mean to have. But I’ll be easy to deal with — just give me the loot 
and I’ll go my way and leave you in peace.’ 

‘You must be mad,’ snarled Valenso. ‘I came here to find solitude and 
seclusion, which I enjoyed until you crawled out of the sea, you yellow-headed 
dog. Begone! I did not ask for a parley, and I weary of this empty talk. Take 
your rogues and go your ways.’ 

‘When I go I’ll leave that hovel in ashes!’ roared the pirate in a transport of 
rage. ‘For the last time — will you give me the loot in return for your lives? I 
have you hemmed in here, and a hundred and fifty men ready to cut your throats 
at my word.’ 
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For answer the Count made a quick gesture with his hand below the points of 
the palisade. Almost instantly a shaft hummed venomously through a loop-hole 
and splintered on Strom’s breastplate. The pirate yelled ferociously, bounded 
back and ran toward the beach, with arrows whistling all about him. His men 
roared and came on like a wave, blades gleaming in the sun. 

‘Curse you, dog!’ raved the Count, felling the offending archer with his iron- 
clad fist. ‘Why did you not strike his throat above the gorget? Ready with your 
bows, men — here they come!’ 

But Strom had reached his men, checked their headlong rush. The pirates 
spread out in a long line that overlapped the extremities of the western wall, and 
advanced warily, loosing their shafts as they came. Their weapon was the 
longbow, and their archery was superior to that of the Zingarans. But the latter 
were protected by their barrier. The long arrows arched over the stockade and 
quivered upright in the earth. One struck the window-sill over which Belesa 
watched, wringing a cry of fear from Tina, who cringed back, her wide eyes 
fixed on the venomous vibrating shaft. 

The Zingarans sent their bolts and hunting arrows in return, aiming and loosing 
without undue haste. The women had herded the children into their huts and now 
stoically awaited whatever fate the gods had in store for them. 

The Barachans were famed for their furious and headlong style of battling, but 
they were weary as they were ferocious, and did not intend to waste their 
strength vainly in direct charges against the ramparts. They maintained their 
wide-spread formation, creeping along and taking advantage of every natural 
depression and bit of vegetation — which was not much, for the ground had been 
cleared on all sides of the fort against the threat of Pictish raids. 

A few bodies lay prone on the sandy earth, back-pieces glinting in the sun, 
quarrel shafts standing up from arm-pit or neck. But the pirates were quick as 
cats, always shifting their position, and were protected by their light armor. 
Their constant raking fire was a continual menace to the men in the stockade. 
Still, it was evident that as long as the battle remained an exchange of archery, 
the advantage must remain with the sheltered Zingarans. 

But down at the boat-house on the beach, men were at work with axes. The 
Count cursed sulphurously when he saw the havoc they were making among his 
boats, which had been built laboriously of planks sawn out of solid logs. 

“They’re making a mantlet, curse them!’ he raged. ‘A sally now, before they 
complete it — while they’re scattered—’ 

Galbro shook his head, glancing at the bare-armed henchmen with their clumsy 
pikes. 

‘Their arrows would riddle us, and we’d be no match for them in hand-to-hand 
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fighting. We must keep behind our walls and trust to our archers.’ 

“Well enough,’ growled Valenso. ‘If we can keep them outside our walls.’ 

Presently the intention of the pirates became apparent to all, as a group of some 
thirty men advanced, pushing before them a great shield made out of the planks 
from the boats, and the timbers of the boat-house itself. They had found an ox- 
cart, and mounted the mantlet on the wheels, great solid disks of oak. As they 
rolled it ponderously before them it hid them from the sight of the defenders 
except for glimpses of their moving feet. 

It rolled toward the gate, and the straggling line of archers converged toward it, 
shooting as they ran. 

‘Shoot!’ yelled Valenso, going livid. ‘Stop them before they reach the gate!’ 

A storm of arrows whistled across the palisade, and feathered themselves 
harmlessly in the thick wood. A derisive yell answered the volley. Shafts were 
finding loop-holes now, as the rest of the pirates drew nearer, and a soldier 
reeled and fell from the ledge, gasping and choking, with a clothyard shaft 
through his throat. 

‘Shoot at their feet!’ screamed Valenso; and then — ‘Forty men at the gate with 
pikes and axes! The rest hold the wall!’ 

Bolts ripped into the sand before the moving shield. A blood-thirsty howl 
announced that one had found its target beneath the edge, and a man staggered 
into view, cursing and hopping as he strove to withdraw the quarrel that 
skewered his foot. In an instant he was feathered by a dozen hunting arrows. 

But, with a deep-throated shout, the mantlet was pushed to the wall, and a 
heavy, iron-tipped boom, thrust through an aperture in the center of the shield, 
began to thunder on the gate, driven by arms knotted with brawny muscles and 
backed with blood-thirsty fury. The massive gate groaned and staggered, while 
from the stockade bolts poured in a steady hail and some struck home. But the 
wild men of the sea were afire with the fighting-lust. 

With deep shouts they swung the ram, and from all sides the others closed in, 
braving the weakened fire from the walls, and shooting fast and hard. 

Cursing like a madman, the Count sprang from the wall and ran to the gate, 
drawing his sword. A clump of desperate men-at-arms closed in behind him, 
gripping their spears. In another moment the gate would cave in and they must 
stop the gap with their living bodies. 

Then a new note entered the clamor of the mélée. It was a trumpet, blaring 
stridently from the ship. On the cross-trees a figure waved his arms and 
gesticulated wildly. 

That sound registered on Strom’s ears, even as he lent his strength to the 
swinging ram. Exerting his mighty thews he resisted the surge of the other arms, 
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bracing his legs to halt the ram on its backward swing. He turned his head, sweat 
dripping from his face. 

‘Wait!’ he roared. ‘Wait, damn you! Listen!’ 

In the silence that followed that bull’s bellow, the blare of the trumpet was 
plainly heard, and a voice that shouted something unintelligible to the people 
inside the stockade. 

But Strom understood, for his voice was lifted again in profane command. The 
ram was released, and the mantlet began to recede from the gate as swiftly as it 
had advanced. 

‘Look!’ cried Tina at her window, jumping up and down in her wild 
excitement. ‘They are running! All of them! They are running to the beach! 
Look! They have abandoned the shield just out of range! They are leaping into 
the boats and rowing for the ship! Oh, my Lady, have we won?’ 

‘T think not!’ Belesa was staring sea-ward. ‘Look!’ 

She threw the curtains aside and leaned from the window. Her clear young 
voice rose above the amazed shouts of the defenders, turned their heads in the 
direction she pointed. They sent up a deep yell as they saw another ship 
swinging majestically around the southern point. Even as they looked she broke 
out the royal golden flag of Zingara. 

Strom’s pirates were swarming up the sides of their carack, heaving up the 
anchor. Before the stranger had progressed half-way across the bay, the Red 
Hand was vanishing around the point of the northern horn. 


3 The Coming of the Black Man 


‘Out, quick!’ snapped the Count, tearing at the bars of the gate. ‘Destroy that 
mantlet before these strangers can land!’ 

‘But Strom has fled,’ expostulated Galbro, ‘and yonder ship is Zingaran.’ 

‘Do as I order!’ roared Valenso. ‘My enemies are not all foreigners! Out, dogs! 
Thirty of you, with axes, and make kindling wood of that mantlet. Bring the 
wheels into the stockade.’ 

Thirty axemen raced down toward the beach, brawny men in sleeveless tunics, 
their axes gleaming in the sun. The manner of their lord had suggested a 
possibility of peril in that oncoming ship, and there was panic in their haste. The 
splintering of the timbers under their flying axes came plainly to the people 
inside the fort, and the axemen were racing back across the sands, trundling the 
great oaken wheels with them, before the Zingaran ship had dropped anchor 


6382 XRN 


where the pirate ship had stood. 

‘Why does not the Count open the gate and go down to meet them?’ wondered 
Tina. ‘Is he afraid that the man he fears might be on that ship?’ 

‘What do you mean, Tina?’ Belesa demanded uneasily. The Count had never 
vouchsafed a reason for this self-exile. He was not the sort of a man to run from 
an enemy, though he had many. But this conviction of Tina’s was disquieting; 
almost uncanny. 

Tina seemed not to have heard her question. 

“The axemen are back in the stockade,’ she said. ‘The gate is closed again and 
barred. The men still keep their places along the wall. If that ship was chasing 
Strom, why did it not pursue him? But it is not a war-ship. It is a carack, like the 
other. Look, a boat is coming ashore. I see a man in the bow, wrapped in a dark 
cloak.’ 

The boat having grounded, this man came pacing leisurely up the sands, 
followed by three others. He was a tall, wiry man, clad in black silk and polished 
steel. 

‘Halt!’ roared the Count. ‘I will parley with your leader alone!’ 

The taller stranger removed his morion and made a sweeping bow. His 
companions halted, drawing their wide cloaks about them, and behind them the 
sailors leaned on their oars and stared at the flag floating over the palisade. 

When he came within easy call of the gate: ‘Why surely,’ said he, ‘there should 
be no suspicion between gentlemen in these naked seas!’ 

Valenso stared at him suspiciously. The stranger was dark, with a lean, 
predatory face, and a thin black mustache. A bunch of lace was gathered at his 
throat, and there was lace on his wrists. 

‘I know you,’ said Valenso slowly. ‘You are Black Zarono, the buccaneer.’ 

Again the stranger bowed with stately elegance. 

‘And none could fail to recognize the red falcon of the Korzettas!’ 

‘It seems this coast has become the rendezvous of all the rogues of the southern 
seas,’ growled Valenso. ‘What do you wish?’ 

‘Come, come, sir!’ remonstrated Zarono. ‘This is a churlish greeting to one 
who has just rendered you a service. Was not that Argossean dog, Strom, just 
thundering at your gate? And did he not take to his sea-heels when he saw me 
round the point?’ 

‘True,’ grunted the Count grudgingly. ‘Though there is little to choose between 
a pirate and a renegade.’ 

Zarono laughed without resentment and twirled his mustache. 

“You are blunt in speech, my Lord. But I desire only leave to anchor in your 
bay, to let my men hunt for meat and water in your woods, and perhaps, to drink 
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a glass of wine myself at your board.’ 

‘I see not how I can stop you,’ growled Valenso. ‘But understand this, Zarono: 
no man of your crew comes within this palisade. If one approaches closer than a 
hundred feet, he will presently find an arrow through his gizzard. And I charge 
you do no harm to my gardens or the cattle in the pens. Three steers you may 
have for fresh meat, but no more. And we can hold this fort against your 
ruffians, in case you think otherwise.’ 

“You were not holding it very successfully against Strom,’ the buccaneer 
pointed out with a mocking smile. 

“You'll find no wood to build mantlets unless you chop down trees, or strip it 
from your own ship,’ assured the Count grimly. ‘And your men are not Barachan 
archers; they’re no better bowmen than mine. Besides, what little loot you’d find 
in this castle would not be worth the price.’ 

“Who speaks of loot and warfare?’ protested Zarono. ‘Nay, my men are sick to 
stretch their legs ashore, and nigh to scurvy from chewing salt pork. I guarantee 
their good conduct. May they come ashore?’ 

Valenso grudgingly signified his content, and Zarono bowed, a thought 
sardonically, and retired with a tread as measured and stately as if he trod the 
polished crystal floor of the Kordava royal court, where indeed, unless rumor 
lied, he had once been a familiar figure. 

‘Let no man leave the stockade,’ Valenso ordered Galibro. ‘I do not trust that 
renegade dog. Because he drove Strom from our gate is no guarantee that he 
would not cut our throats.’ 

Galbro nodded. He was well aware of the enmity which existed between the 
pirates and the Zingaran buccaneers. The pirates were mainly Argossean sailors, 
turned outlaw; to the ancient feud between Argos and Zingara was added, in the 
case of the freebooters, the rivalry of opposing interests. Both breeds preyed on 
the shipping and the coastal towns; and they preyed on one another with equal 
rapacity. 

So no one stirred from the palisade while the buccaneers came ashore, dark- 
faced men in flaming silk and polished steel, with scarfs bound about their heads 
and gold hoops in their ears. They camped on the beach, a hundred and seventy- 
odd of them, and Valenso noticed that Zarono posted lookouts on both points. 
They did not molest the gardens, and only the three beeves designated by 
Valenso, shouting from the palisade, were driven forth and slaughtered. Fires 
were kindled on the strand, and a wattled cask of ale was brought ashore and 
broached. 

Other kegs were filled with water from the spring that rose a short distance 
south of the fort, and men began to straggle toward the woods, crossbows in 
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their hands. Seeing this, Valenso was moved to shout to Zarono, striding back 
and forth through the camp: ‘Don’t let your men go into the forest. Take another 
steer from the pens if you haven’t enough meat. If they go trampling into the 
woods they may fall foul of the Picts. 

“Whole tribes of the painted devils live back in the forest. We beat off an attack 
shortly after we landed, and since then six of my men have been murdered in the 
forest, at one time or another. There’s peace between us just now, but it hangs by 
a thread. Don’t risk stirring them up.’ 

Zarono shot a startled glance at the lowering woods, as if he expected to see 
hordes of savage figures lurking there. Then he bowed and said: ‘I thank you for 
the warning, my Lord.’ And he shouted for his men to come back, in a rasping 
voice that contrasted strangely with his courtly accents when addressing the 
Count. 

If Zarono could have penetrated the leafy mask he would have been more 
apprehensive, if he could have seen the sinister figure that lurked there, watching 
the strangers with inscrutable black eyes — a hideously painted warrior, naked 
but for a doe-skin breech-clout, with a toucan feather drooping over his left ear. 

As evening drew on, a thin skim of gray crawled up from the sea-rim and 
overcast the sky. The sun sank in a wallow of crimson, touching the tips of the 
black waves with blood. Fog crawled out of the sea and lapped at the feet of the 
forest, curling about the stockade in smoky wisps. The fires on the beach shone 
dull crimson through the mist, and the singing of the buccaneers seemed 
deadened and far away. They had brought old sail-canvas from the carack and 
made them shelters along the strand, where beef was still roasting, and the ale 
granted them by their captain was doled out sparingly. 

The great gate was shut and barred. Soldiers stolidly tramped the ledges of the 
palisade, pike on shoulder, beads of moisture glistening on their steel caps. They 
glanced uneasily at the fires on the beach, stared with greater fixity toward the 
forest, now a vague dark line in the crawling fog. The compound lay empty of 
life, a bare, darkened space. Candles gleamed feebly through the crack of the 
huts, and light streamed from the windows of the manor. There was silence 
except for the tread of the sentries, the drip of water from the eaves, and the 
distant singing of the buccaneers. 

Some faint echo of this singing penetrated into the great hall where Valenso sat 
at wine with his unsolicited guest. 

“Your men make merry, sir,’ grunted the Count. 

“They are glad to feel the sand under their feet again,’ answered Zarono. ‘It has 
been a wearisome voyage — yes, a long, stern chase.’ He lifted his goblet 
gallantly to the unresponsive girl who sat on his host’s right, and drank 
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ceremoniously. 

Impassive attendants ranged the walls, soldiers with pikes and helmets, 
servants in satin coats. Valenso’s household in this wild land was a shadowy 
reflection of the court he had kept in Kordava. 

The manor house, as he insisted on calling it, was a marvel for that coast. A 
hundred men had worked night and day for months building it. Its log-walled 
exterior was devoid of ornamentation, but, within, it was as nearly a copy of 
Korzetta Castle as was possible. The logs that composed the walls of the hall 
were hidden with heavy silk tapestries, worked in gold. Ship beams, stained and 
polished, formed the beams of the lofty ceiling. The floor was covered with rich 
carpets. The broad stair that led up from the hall was likewise carpeted, and its 
massive balustrade had once been a galleon’s rail. 

A fire in the wide stone fireplace dispelled the dampness of the night. Candles 
in the great silver candelabrum in the center of the broad mahogany board lit the 
hall, throwing long shadows on the stair. Count Valenso sat at the head of that 
table, presiding over a company composed of his niece, his piratical guest, 
Galbro, and the captain of the guard. The smallness of the company emphasized 
the proportions of the vast board, where fifty guests might have sat at ease. 

“You followed Strom?’ asked Valenso. ‘You drove him this far afield?’ 

‘I followed Strom,’ laughed Zarono, “but he was not fleeing from me. Strom is 
not the man to flee from anyone. No; he came seeking for something; something 
I too desire.’ 

‘What could tempt a pirate or a buccaneer to this naked land?’ muttered 
Valenso, staring into the sparkling contents of his goblet. 

‘What could tempt a count of Kordava?’ retorted Zarono, and an avid light 
bummed an instant in his eyes. 

‘The rottenness of a royal court might sicken a man of honor,’ remarked 
Valenso. 

‘Korzettas of honor have endured its rottenness with tranquillity for several 
generations,’ said Zarono bluntly. ‘My Lord, indulge my curiosity — why did you 
sell your lands, load your galleon with the furnishings of your castle and sail 
over the horizon out of the knowledge of the king and the nobles of Zingara? 
And why settle here, when your sword and your name might carve out a place 
for you in any civilized land?’ 

Valenso toyed with the golden seal-chain about his neck. 

‘As to why I left Zingara,’ he said, ‘that is my own affair. But it was chance 
that left me stranded here. I had brought all my people ashore, and much of the 
furnishings you mentioned, intending to build a temporary habitation. But my 
ship, anchored out there in the bay, was driven against the cliffs of the north 
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point and wrecked by a sudden storm out of the west. Such storms are common 
enough at certain times of the year. After that there was naught to do but remain 
and make the best of it.’ 

‘Then you would return to civilization, if you could?’ 

‘Not to Kordava. But perhaps to some far clime — to Vendhya, or Khitai—’ 

‘Do you not find it tedious here, my Lady?’ asked Zarono, for the first time 
addressing himself directly to Belesa. 

Hunger to see a new face and hear a new voice had brought the girl to the great 
hall that night. But now she wished she had remained in her chamber with Tina. 
There was no mistaking the meaning in the glance Zarono turned on her. His 
speech was decorous and formal, his expression sober and respectful; but it was 
but a mask through which gleamed the violent and sinister spirit of the man. He 
could not keep the burning desire out of his eyes when he looked at the 
aristocratic young beauty in her low-necked satin gown and jeweled girdle. 

“There is little diversity here,’ she answered in a low voice. 

‘If you had a ship,’ Zarono bluntly asked his host, “you would abandon this 
settlement?’ 

‘Perhaps,’ admitted the Count. 

‘I have a ship,’ said Zarono. ‘If we could reach an agreement—’ 

‘What sort of an agreement?’ Valenso lifted his head to stare suspiciously at 
his guest. 

‘Share and share alike,’ said Zarono, laying his hand on the board with the 
fingers spread wide. The gesture was curiously reminiscent of a great spider. But 
the fingers quivered with curious tension, and the buccaneer’s eyes burned with 
a new light. 

‘Share what?’ Valenso stared at him in evident bewilderment. ‘The gold I 
brought with me went down in my ship, and unlike the broken timbers, it did not 
wash ashore.’ 

‘Not that!’ Zarono made an impatient gesture. ‘Let us be frank, my Lord. Can 
you pretend it was chance which caused you to land at this particular spot, with a 
thousand miles of coast from which to choose?’ 

‘There is no need for me to pretend,’ answered Valenso coldly. ‘My ship’s 
master was one Zingelito, formerly a buccaneer. He had sailed this coast, and 
persuaded me to land here, telling me he had a reason he would later disclose. 
But this reason he never divulged, because the day after we landed he 
disappeared into the woods, and his headless body was found later by a hunting 
party. Obviously he was ambushed and slain by the Picts.’ 

Zarono stared fixedly at Valenso for a space. 

‘Sink me,’ quoth he at last, ‘I believe you, my Lord. A Korzetta has no skill at 
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lying, regardless of his other accomplishments. And I will make you a proposal. 
I will admit when I anchored out there in the bay I had other plans in mind. 
Supposing you to have already secured the treasure, I meant to take this fort by 
strategy and cut all your throats. But circumstances have caused me to change 
my mind—’ He cast a glance at Belesa that brought the color into her face, and 
made her lift her head indignantly. 

‘I have a ship to carry you out of exile,’ said the buccaneer, ‘with your 
household and such of your retainers as you shall choose. The rest can fend for 
themselves.’ 

The attendants along the walls shot uneasy glances sidelong at each other. 
Zarono went on, too brutally cynical to conceal his intentions. 

‘But first you must help me secure the treasure for which I’ve sailed a thousand 
miles.’ 

“What treasure, in Mitra’s name?’ demanded the Count angrily. ‘You are 
yammering like that dog Strom, now.’ 

‘Did you ever hear of Bloody Tranicos, the greatest of the Barachan pirates?’ 
asked Zarono. 

‘Who has not? It was he who stormed the island castle of the exiled prince 
Tothmekri of Stygia, put the people to the sword and bore off the treasure the 
prince had brought with him when he fled from Khemi.’ 

‘Aye! And the tale of that treasure brought the men of the Red Brotherhood 
swarming like vultures after carrion — pirates, buccaneers, even the black 
corsairs from the South. Fearing betrayal by his captains, he fled northward with 
one ship, and vanished from the knowledge of men. That was nearly a hundred 
years ago. 

‘But the tale persists that one man survived that last voyage, and returned to 
the Barachans, only to be captured by a Zingaran war-ship. Before he was 
hanged he told his story and drew a map in his own blood, on parchment, which 
he smuggled somehow out of his captor’s reach. This was the tale he told: 
Tranicos had sailed far beyond the paths of shipping, until he came to a bay on a 
lonely coast, and there he anchored. He went ashore, taking his treasure and 
eleven of his most trusted captains who had accompanied him on his ship. 
Following his orders, the ship sailed away, to return in a week’s time, and pick 
up their admiral and his captains. In the meantime Tranicos meant to hide the 
treasure somewhere in the vicinity of the bay. The ship returned at the appointed 
time, but there was no trace of Tranicos and his eleven captains, except the rude 
dwelling they had built on the beach. 

‘This had been demolished, and there were tracks of naked feet about it, but no 
sign to show there had been any fighting. Nor was there any trace of the treasure, 
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or any sign to show where it was hidden. The pirates plunged into the forest to 
search for their chief and his captains, but were attacked by wild Picts and driven 
back to their ship. In despair they heaved anchor and sailed away, but before 
they raised the Barachans, a terrific storm wrecked the ship and only that one 
man survived. 

“That is the tale of the Treasure of Tranicos, which men have sought in vain for 
nearly a century. That the map exists is known, but its whereabouts have 
remained a mystery. 

‘I have had one glimpse of that map. Strom and Zingelito were with me, and a 
Nemedian who sailed with the Barachans. We looked upon it in a hovel in a 
certain Zingaran sea-port town, where we were skulking in disguise. Somebody 
knocked over the lamp, and somebody howled in the dark, and when we got the 
light on again, the old miser who owned the map was dead with a dirk in his 
heart, and the map was gone, and the night-watch was clattering down the street 
with their pikes to investigate the clamor. We scattered, and each went his own 
way. 

‘For years thereafter Strom and I watched one another, each supposing the 
other had the map. Well, as it turned out, neither had it, but recently word came 
to me that Strom had departed northward, so I followed him. You saw the end of 
that chase. 

‘I had but a glimpse at the map as it lay on the old miser’s table, and could tell 
nothing about it. But Strom’s actions show that he knows this is the bay where 
Tranicos anchored. I believe that they hid the treasure somewhere in that forest 
and returning, were attacked and slain by the Picts. The Picts did not get the 
treasure. Men have traded up and down this coast a little, knowing nothing of the 
treasure, and no gold ornament or rare jewel has ever been seen in the possession 
of the coastal tribes. 

‘This is my proposal: let us combine our forces. Strom is somewhere within 
striking distance. He fled because he feared to be pinned between us, but he will 
return. But allied, we can laugh at him. We can work out from the fort, leaving 
enough men here to hold it if he attacks. I believe the treasure is hidden near by. 
Twelve men could not have conveyed it far. We will find it, load it in my ship, 
and sail for some foreign port where I can cover my past with gold. I am sick of 
this life. I want to go back to a civilized land, and live like a noble, with riches, 
and slaves, and a castle — and a wife of noble blood.’ 

‘Well?’ demanded the Count, slit-eyed with suspicion. 

‘Give me your niece for my wife,’ demanded the buccaneer bluntly. 

Belesa cried out sharply and started to her feet. Valenso likewise rose, livid, his 
fingers knotting convulsively about his goblet as if he contemplated hurling it at 
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his guest. Zarono did not move; he sat still, one arm on the table and the fingers 
hooked like talons. His eyes smoldered with passion, and a deep menace. 

“You dare!’ ejaculated Valenso. 

“You seem to forget you have fallen from your high estate, Count Valenso,’ 
growled Zarono. ‘We are not at the Kordavan court, my Lord. On this naked 
coast nobility is measured by the power of men and arms. And there I rank you. 
Strangers tread Korzetta Castle, and the Korzetta fortune is at the bottom of the 
sea. You will die here, an exile, unless I give you the use of my ship. 

“You will have no cause to regret the union of our houses. With a new name 
and a new fortune you will find that Black Zarono can take his place among the 
aristocrats of the world and make a son-in-law of which not even a Korzetta 
need be ashamed.’ 

“You are mad to think of it!’ exclaimed the Count violently. “You—who is 
that?’ 

A patter of soft-slippered feet distracted his attention. Tina came hurriedly into 
the hall, hesitated when she saw the Count’s eyes fixed angrily on her, curtsied 
deeply, and sidled around the table to thrust her small hands into Belesa’s 
fingers. She was panting slightly, her slippers were damp, and her flaxen hair 
was plastered down on her head. 

‘Tina!’ exclaimed Belesa anxiously. ‘Where have you been? I thought you 
were in your chamber, hours ago.’ 

‘I was,’ answered the child breathlessly, ‘but I missed my coral necklace you 
gave me—’ She held it up, a trivial trinket, but prized beyond all her other 
possessions because it had been Belesa’s first gift to her. ‘I was afraid you 
wouldn’t let me go if you knew — a soldier’s wife helped me out of the stockade 
and back again — please, my Lady, don’t make me tell who she was, because I 
promised not to. I found my necklace by the pool where I bathed this morning. 
Please punish me if I have done wrong.’ 

‘Tina!’ groaned Belesa, clasping the child to her. ‘I’m not going to punish you. 
But you should not have gone outside the palisade, with these buccaneers 
camped on the beach, and always a chance of Picts skulking about. Let me take 
you to your chamber and change these damp clothes—’ 

“Yes, my Lady,’ murmured Tina, ‘but first let me tell you about the black man 

‘What?’ The startling interruption was a cry that burst from Valenso’s lips. His 
goblet clattered to the floor as he caught the table with both hands. If a 
thunderbolt had struck him, the lord of the castle’s bearing could not have been 
more subtly or horrifyingly altered. His face was livid, his eyes almost starting 
from his head. 
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‘What did you say?’ he panted, glaring wildly at the child who shrank back 
against Belesa in bewilderment. ‘What did you say, wench?’ 

‘A black man, my Lord,’ she stammered, while Belesa, Zarono and the 
attendants stared at him in amazement. ‘When I went down to the pool to get my 
necklace, I saw him. There was a strange moaning in the wind, and the sea 
whimpered like a thing in fear, and then he came. I was afraid, and hid behind a 
little ridge of sand. He came from the sea in a strange black boat with blue fire 
playing all about it, but there was no torch. He drew his boat up on the sands 
below the south point, and strode toward the forest, looking like a giant in the 
fog — a great, tall man, black like a Kushite—’ 

Valenso reeled as if he had received a mortal blow. He clutched at his throat, 
snapping the golden chain in his violence. With the face of a madman he lurched 
about the table and tore the child screaming from Belesa’s arms. 

“You little slut,’ he panted. ‘You lie! You have heard me mumbling in my 
sleep and have told this lie to torment me! Say you lie before I tear the skin from 
your back!’ 

‘Uncle!’ cried Belesa, in outraged bewilderment, trying to free Tina from his 
grasp. ‘Are you mad? What are you about?’ 

With a snarl he tore her hand from his arm and spun her staggering into the 
arms of Galbro who received her with a leer he made little effort to disguise. 

‘Mercy, my Lord!’ sobbed Tina. ‘I did not lie!’ 

‘I said you lied!’ roared Valenso. ‘Gebbrelo!’ 

The stolid serving man seized the trembling youngster and stripped her with 
one brutal wrench that tore her scanty garments from her body. Wheeling, he 
drew her slender arms over his shoulders, lifting her writhing feet clear of the 
floor. 

‘Uncle! shrieked Belesa, writhing vainly in Galbro’s lustful grasp. ‘You are 
mad! You can not — oh, you can not—!’ The voice choked in her throat as 
Valenso caught up a jewel-hilted riding whip and brought it down across the 
child’s frail body with a savage force that left a red weal across her naked 
shoulders. 

Belesa moaned, sick with the anguish in Tina’s shriek. The world had suddenly 
gone mad. As in a nightmare she saw the stolid faces of the soldiers and 
servants, beast-faces, the faces of oxen, reflecting neither pity nor sympathy. 
Zarono’s faintly sneering face was part of the nightmare. Nothing in that 
crimson haze was real except Tina’s naked white body, criss-crossed with red 
welts from shoulders to knees; no sound real except the child’s sharp cries of 
agony, and the panting gasps of Valenso as he lashed away with the staring eyes 
of a madman, shrieking: ‘You lie! You lie! Curse you, you lie! Admit your guilt, 
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or I will flay your stubborn body! He could not have followed me here—’ 

‘Oh, have mercy, my Lord!’ screamed the child, writhing vainly on the brawny 
servant’s back, too frantic with fear and pain to have the wit to save herself by a 
lie. Blood trickled in crimson beads down her quivering thighs. ‘I saw him! I do 
not lie! Mercy! Please! Ahhhh!’ 

“You fool! You fool!’ screamed Belesa, almost beside herself. ‘Do you not see 
She is telling the truth? Oh, you beast! Beast! Beast!’ 

Suddenly some shred of sanity seemed to return to the brain of Count Valenso 
Korzetta. Dropping the whip he reeled back and fell up against the table, 
clutching blindly at its edge. He shook as with an ague. His hair was plastered 
across his brow in dank strands, and sweat dripped from his livid countenance 
which was like a carven mask of Fear. Tina, released by Gebbrelo, slipped to the 
floor in a whimpering heap. Belesa tore free from Galbro, rushed to her, 
sobbing, and fell on her knees, gathering the pitiful waif into her arms. She lifted 
a terrible face to her uncle, to pour upon him the full vials of her wrath — but he 
was not looking at her. He seemed to have forgotten both her and his victim. In a 
daze of incredulity, she heard him say to the buccaneer: ‘I accept your offer, 
Zarono; in Mitra’s name, let us find this accursed treasure and begone from this 
damned coast!’ 

At this the fire of her fury sank to sick ashes. In stunned silence she lifted the 
sobbing child in her arms and carried her up the stair. A glance backward 
showed Valenso crouching rather than sitting at the table, gulping wine from a 
huge goblet he gripped in both shaking hands, while Zarono towered over him 
like a somber predatory bird — puzzled at the turn of events, but quick to take 
advantage of the shocking change that had come over the Count. He was talking 
in a low, decisive voice, and Valenso nodded mute agreement, like one who 
scarcely heeds what is being said. Galbro stood back in the shadows, chin 
pinched between forefinger and thumb, and the attendants along the walls 
glanced furtively at each other, bewildered by their lord’s collapse. 

Up in her chamber Belesa laid the half-fainting girl on the bed and set herself 
to wash and apply soothing ointments to the weals and cuts on her tender skin. 
Tina gave herself up in complete submission to her mistress’s hands, moaning 
faintly. Belesa felt as if her world had fallen about her ears. She was sick and 
bewildered, overwrought, her nerves quivering from the brutal shock of what she 
had witnessed. Fear of and hatred for her uncle grew in her soul. She had never 
loved him; he was harsh and apparently without natural affection, grasping and 
avid. But she had considered him just, and fearless. Revulsion shook her at the 
memory of his staring eyes and bloodless face. It was some terrible fear which 
had roused this frenzy; and because of this fear Valenso had brutalized the only 
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creature she had to love and cherish; because of that fear he was selling her, his 
niece, to an infamous outlaw. What was behind this madness? Who was the 
black man Tina had seen? 

The child muttered in semi-delirium. 

‘I did not lie, my Lady! Indeed I did not! It was a black man, in a black boat 
that burned like blue fire on the water! A tall man, black as a negro, and wrapped 
in a black cloak! I was afraid when I saw him, and my blood ran cold. He left his 
boat on the sands and went into the forest. Why did the Count whip me for 
seeing him?’ 

‘Hush, Tina,’ soothed Belesa. ‘Lie quiet. The smarting will soon pass.’ 

The door opened behind her and she whirled, snatching up a jeweled dagger. 
The Count stood in the door, and her flesh crawled at the sight. He looked years 
older; his face was grey and drawn, and his eyes stared in a way that roused fear 
in her bosom. She had never been close to him; now she felt as though a gulf 
separated them. He was not her uncle who stood there, but a stranger come to 
menace her. 

She lifted the dagger. 

‘If you touch her again,’ she whispered from dry lips, ‘I swear before Mitra I 
will sink this blade in your breast.’ 

He did not heed her. 

‘I have posted a strong guard about the manor,’ he said. ‘Zarono brings his 
men into the stockade tomorrow. He will not sail until he has found the treasure. 
When he finds it we shall sail at once for some port not yet decided upon.’ 

‘And you will sell me to him?’ she whispered. ‘In Mitra’s name—’ 

He fixed upon her a gloomy gaze in which all considerations but his own self- 
interest had been crowded out. She shrank before it, seeing in it the frantic 
cruelty that possessed the man in his mysterious fear. 

“You will do as I command,’ he said presently, with no more human feeling in 
his voice than there is in the ring of flint on steel. And turing, he left the 
chamber. Blinded by a sudden rush of horror, Belesa fell fainting beside the 
couch where Tina lay. 


4 A Black Drum Droning 


Belesa never knew how long she lay crushed and senseless. She was first aware 
of Tina’s arms about her and the sobbing of the child in her ear. Mechanically 
she straightened herself and drew the girl into her arms; and she sat there, dry- 
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eyed, staring unseeingly at the flickering candle. There was no sound in the 
castle. The singing of the buccaneers on the strand had ceased. Dully, almost 
impersonally she reviewed her problem. 

Valenso was mad, driven frantic by the story of the mysterious black man. It 
was to escape this stranger that he wished to abandon the settlement and flee 
with Zarono. That much was obvious. Equally obvious was the fact that he was 
ready to sacrifice her in exchange for that opportunity to escape. In the blackness 
of spirit which surrounded her she saw no glint of light. The serving men were 
dull or callous brutes, their women stupid and apathetic. They would neither dare 
nor care to help her. She was utterly helpless. 

Tina lifted her tear-stained face as if she were listening to the prompting of 
some inner voice. The child’s understanding of Belesa’s inmost thoughts was 
almost uncanny, as was her recognition of the inexorable drive of Fate and the 
only alternative left to the weak. 

“We must go, my Lady!’ she whispered. ‘Zarono shall not have you. Let us go 
far away into the forest. We shall go until we can go no further, and then we 
shall lie down and die together.’ 

The tragic strength that is the last refuge of the weak entered Belesa’s soul. It 
was the only escape from the shadows that had been closing in upon her since 
that day when they fled from Zingara. 

‘We shall go, child.’ 

She rose and was fumbling for a cloak, when an exclamation from Tina 
brought her about. The girl was on her feet, a finger pressed to her lips, her eyes 
wide and bright with terror. 

‘What is it, Tina?’ The child’s expression of fright induced Belesa to pitch her 
voice to a whisper, and a nameless apprehension crawled over her. 

‘Someone outside in the hall,’ whispered Tina, clutching her arm convulsively. 
‘He stopped at our door, and then went on, toward the Count’s chamber at the 
other end.’ 

“Your ears are keener than mine,’ murmured Belesa. ‘But there is nothing 
strange in that. It was the Count himself, perchance, or Galbro.’ She moved to 
open the door, but Tina threw her arms frantically about her neck, and Belesa 
felt the wild beating of her heart. 

‘No, no, my Lady! Do not open the door! I am afraid! I do not know why, but I 
feel that some evil thing is skulking near us!’ 

Impressed, Belesa patted her reassuringly, and reached a hand toward the gold 
disk that masked the tiny peep-hole in the center of the door. 

‘He is coming back!’ shivered the girl. ‘I hear him!’ 

Belesa heard something too — a curious stealthy pad which she knew, with a 
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chill of nameless fear, was not the step of anyone she knew. Nor was it the step 
of Zarono, or any booted man. Could it be the buccaneer gliding along the 
hallway on bare, stealthy feet, to slay his host while he slept? She remembered 
the soldiers who would be on guard below. If the buccaneer had remained in the 
manor for the night, a man-at-arms would be posted before his chamber door. 
But who was that sneaking along the corridor? None slept upstairs besides 
herself, Tina and the Count, except Galbro. 

With a quick motion she extinguished the candle so it would not shine through 
the hole in the door, and pushed aside the gold disk. All the lights were out in the 
hall, which was ordinarily lighted by candles. Someone was moving along the 
darkened corridor. She sensed rather than saw a dim bulk moving past her 
doorway, but she could make nothing of its shape except that it was man-like. 
But a chill wave of terror swept over her; so she crouched dumb, incapable of 
the scream that froze behind her lips. It was not such terror as her uncle now 
inspired in her, or fear like her fear of Zarono, or even of the brooding forest. It 
was blind unreasoning terror that laid an icy hand on her soul and froze her 
tongue to her palate. 

The figure passed on to the stairhead, where it was limned momentarily against 
the faint glow that came up from below, and at the glimpse of that vague black 
image against the red, she almost fainted. 

She crouched there in the darkness, awaiting the outcry that would announce 
that the soldiers in the great hall had seen the intruder. But the manor remained 
silent; somewhere a wind wailed shrilly. That was all. 

Belesa’s hands were moist with perspiration as she groped to relight the 
candle. She was still shaken with horror, though she could not decide just what 
there had been about that black figure etched against the red glow that had 
roused this frantic loathing in her soul. It was man-like in shape, but the outline 
was strangely alien — abnormal — though she could not clearly define that 
abnormality. But she knew that it was no human being that she had seen, and she 
knew that the sight had robbed her of all her new-found resolution. She was 
demoralized, incapable of action. 

The candle flared up, limning Tina’s white face in the yellow glow. 

‘It was the black man!’ whispered Tina. ‘I know! My blood turned cold, just as 
it did when I saw him on the beach. There are soldiers downstairs; why did they 
not see him? Shall we go and inform the Count?’ 

Belesa shook her head. She did not care to repeat the scene that had ensued 
upon Tina’s first mention of the black man. At any event, she dared not venture 
out into that darkened hallway. 

“We dare not go into the forest!’ shuddered Tina. ‘He will be lurking there—’ 
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Belesa did not ask the girl how she knew the black man would be in the forest; 
it was the logical hiding-place for any evil thing, man or devil. And she knew 
Tina was right; they dared not leave the fort now. Her determination, which had 
not faltered at the prospect of certain death, gave way at the thought of 
traversing those gloomy woods with that black shambling creature at large 
among them. Helplessly she sat down and sank her face in her hands. 

Tina slept, presently, on the couch, whimpering occasionally in her sleep. 
Tears sparkled on her long lashes. She moved her smarting body uneasily in her 
restless slumber. Toward dawn Belesa was aware of a stifling quality in the 
atmosphere. She heard a low rumble of thunder somewhere off to sea-ward. 
Extinguishing the candle, which had burned to its socket, she went to a window 
whence she could see both the ocean and a belt of the forest behind the fort. 

The fog had disappeared, but out to sea a dusky mass was rising from the 
horizon. From it lightning flickered and the low thunder growled. An answering 
rumble came from the black woods. Startled, she turned and stared at the forest, 
a brooding black rampart. A strange rhythmic pulsing came to her ears — a 
droning reverberation that was not the roll of a Pictish drum. 

‘The drum!’ sobbed Tina, spasmodically opening and closing her fingers in her 
sleep. ‘The black man — beating on a black drum — in the black woods! Oh, save 
us—!’ 

Belesa shuddered. Along the eastern horizon ran a thin white line that presaged 
dawn. But that black cloud on the western rim writhed and billowed, swelling 
and expanding. She stared in amazement, for storms were practically unknown 
on that coast at that time of the year, and she had never seen a cloud like that 
one. 

It came pouring up over the world-rim in great boiling masses of blackness, 
veined with fire. It rolled and billowed with the wind in its belly. Its thundering 
made the air vibrate. And another sound mingled awesomely with the 
reverberations of the thunder — the voice of the wind, that raced before its 
coming. The inky horizon was torn and convulsed in the lightning flashes; afar 
to sea she saw the white-capped waves racing before the wind. She heard its 
droning roar, increasing in volume as it swept shoreward. But as yet no wind 
stirred on the land. The air was hot, breathless. There was a sensation of 
unreality about the contrast: out there wind and thunder and chaos sweeping 
inland; but here stifling stillness. Somewhere below her a shutter slammed, 
startling in the tense silence, and a woman’s voice was lifted, shrill with alarm. 
But most of the people of the fort seemed sleeping, unaware of the oncoming 
hurricane. 

She realized that she still heard that mysterious droning drum-beat and she 
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stared toward the black forest, her flesh crawling. She could see nothing, but 
some obscure instinct or intuition prompted her to visualize a black hideous 
figure squatting under black branches and enacting a nameless incantation on 
something that sounded like a drum— 

Desperately she shook off the ghoulish conviction, and looked seaward, as a 
blaze of lightning fairly split the sky. Outlined against its glare she saw the masts 
of Zarono’s ship; she saw the tents of the buccaneers on the beach, the sandy 
ridges of the south point and the rock cliffs of the north point as plainly as by 
midday sun. Louder and louder rose the roar of the wind, and now the manor 
was awake. Feet came pounding up the stair, and Zarono’s voice yelled, edged 
with fright. 

Doors slammed and Valenso answered him, shouting to be heard above the 
roar of the elements. 

“Why didn’t you warn me of a storm from the west?’ howled the buccaneer. ‘If 
the anchors don’t hold—’ 

‘A storm never came from the west before, at this time of year!’ shrieked 
Valenso, rushing from his chamber in his night-shirt, his face livid and his hair 
standing stiffly on end. “This is the work of—’ His words were drowned as he 
raced madly up the ladder that led to the lookout tower, followed by the 
swearing buccaneer. 

Belesa crouched at her window, awed and deafened. Louder and louder rose 
the wind, until it drowned all other sound — all except that maddening droning 
that now rose like an inhuman chant of triumph. It roared inshore, driving before 
it a foaming league-long crest of white — and then all hell and destruction was 
loosed on that coast. Rain fell in driving torrents, sweeping the beaches with 
blind frenzy. The wind hit like a thunder-clap, making the timbers of the fort 
quiver. The surf roared over the sands, drowning the coals of the fires the 
seamen had built. In the glare of lightning Belesa saw, through the curtain of the 
slashing rain, the tents of the buccaneers whipped to ribbons and washed away, 
saw the men themselves staggering toward the fort, beaten almost to the sands 
by the fury of torrent and blast. 

And limned against the blue glare she saw Zarono’s ship, ripped loose from her 
moorings, driven headlong against the jagged cliffs that jutted up to receive her 


5 A Man from the Wilderness 
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The storm had spent its fury. Full dawn rose in a clear blue rain-washed sky. As 
the sun rose in a blaze of fresh gold, bright-hued birds lifted a swelling chorus 
from the trees on whose broad leaves beads of water sparkled like diamonds, 
quivering in the gentle morning breeze. 

At a small stream which wound over the sands to join the sea, hidden beyond a 
fringe of trees and bushes, a man bent to lave his hands and face. He performed 
his ablutions after the manner of his race, grunting lustily and splashing like a 
buffalo. But in the midst of these splashing he lifted his head suddenly, his 
tawny hair dripping and water running in rivulets over his brawny shoulders. He 
crouched in a listening attitude for a split second, then was on his feet and facing 
inland, sword in hand, all in one motion. And there he froze, glaring wide- 
mouthed. 

A man as big as himself was striding toward him over the sands, making no 
attempt at stealth; and the pirate’s eyes widened as he stared at the close-fitting 
silk breeches, high flaring-topped boots, wide-skirted coat and head-gear of a 
hundred years ago. There was a broad cutlass in the stranger’s hand and 
unmistakable purpose in his approach. 

The pirate went pale, as recognition blazed in his eyes. 

“You!’ he ejaculated unbelievingly. ‘By Mitra! You!’ 

Oaths streamed from his lips as he heaved up his cutlass. The birds rose in 
flaming showers from the trees as the clang of steel interrupted their song. Blue 
sparks flew from the hacking blades, and the sand grated and ground under the 
stamping boot heels. Then the clash of steel ended in a chopping crunch, and one 
man went to his knees with a choking gasp. The hilt escaped his nerveless hand 
and he slid full-length on the sand which reddened with his blood. With a dying 
effort he fumbled at his girdle and drew something from it, tried to lift it to his 
mouth, and then stiffened convulsively and went limp. 

The conqueror bent and ruthlessly tore the stiffening fingers from the object 
they crumpled in their desperate grasp. 


Zarono and Valenso stood on the beach, staring at the driftwood their men were 
gathering — spars, pieces of masts, broken timbers. So savagely had the storm 
hammered Zarono’s ship against the low cliffs that most of the salvage was 
match-wood. A short distance behind them stood Belesa, listening to their 
conversation, one arm about Tina. The girl was pale and listless, apathetic to 
whatever Fate held in store for her. She heard what the men said, but with little 
interest. She was crushed by the realization that she was but a pawn in the game, 
however it was to be played out — whether it was to be a wretched life dragged 
out on that desolate coast, or a return, effected somehow, to some civilized land. 
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Zarono cursed venomously, but Valenso seemed dazed. 

‘This is not the time of year for storms from the west,’ he muttered, staring 
with haggard eyes at the men dragging the wreckage up on the beach. ‘It was not 
chance that brought that storm out of the deep to splinter the ship in which I 
meant to escape. Escape? I am caught like a rat in a trap, as it was meant. Nay, 
we are all trapped rats—’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ snarled Zarono, giving a vicious 
yank at his mustache. ‘I’ve been unable to get any sense out of you since that 
flaxen-haired slut upset you last night with her wild tale of black men coming 
out of the sea. But I do know that I’m not going to spend my life on this cursed 
coast. Ten of my men went to hell in the ship, but I’ve got a hundred and sixty 
more. You’ve got a hundred. There are tools in your fort, and plenty of trees in 
yonder forest. We’ll build a ship. I’ll set men to cutting down trees as soon as 
they get this drift dragged up out of the reach of the waves.’ 

‘It will take months,’ muttered Valenso. 

‘Well, is there any better way in which we could employ our time? We’re here 
— and unless we build a ship we’ll never get away. We’ll have to rig up some 
kind of a sawmill, but I’ve never encountered anything yet that balked me long. I 
hope that storm smashed Strom to bits — the Argossean dog! While we’re 
building the ship we’ll hunt for old Tranicos’ loot.’ 

‘We will never complete your ship,’ said Valenso somberly. 

“You fear the Picts? We have enough men to defy them.’ 

‘I do not speak of the Picts. I speak of a black man.’ 

Zarono turned on him angrily. ‘Will you talk sense? Who is this accursed black 
man?’ 

‘Accursed indeed,’ said Valenso, staring sea-ward. ‘A shadow of mine own 
red-stained past risen up to hound me to hell. Because of him I fled Zingara, 
hoping to lose my trail in the great ocean. But I should have known he would 
smell me out at last.’ 

‘If such a man came ashore he must be hiding in the woods,’ growled Zarono. 
‘We'll rake the forest and hunt him out.’ 

Valenso laughed harshly. 

‘Seek for a shadow that drifts before a cloud that hides the moon; grope in the 
dark for a cobra; follow a mist that steals out the swamp at midnight.’ 

Zarono cast him an uncertain look, obviously doubting his sanity. 

‘Who is this man? Have done with ambiguity.’ 

“The shadow of my own mad cruelty and ambition; a horror came out of the 
lost ages; no man of mortal flesh and blood, but—’ 

‘Sail ho!’ bawled the lookout on the north point. 
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Zarono wheeled and his voice slashed the wind. 

‘Do you know her?’ 

‘Aye!’ the reply came back faintly. ‘It’s the Red Hand!’ 

Zarono cursed like a wild man. 

‘Strom! The devil takes care of his own! How could he ride out that blow?’ 
The buccaneer’s voice rose to a yell that carried up and down the strand. ‘Back 
to the fort, you dogs!’ 

Before the Red Hand, somewhat battered in appearance, nosed around the 
point, the beach was bare of human life, the palisade bristling with helmets and 
scarf-bound heads. The buccaneers accepted the alliance with the easy 
adaptability of adventurers, the henchmen with the apathy of serfs. 

Zarono ground his teeth as a longboat swung leisurely in to the beach, and he 
sighted the tawny head of his rival in the bow. The boat grounded, and Strom 
strode toward the fort alone. 

Some distance away he halted and shouted in a bull’s bellow that carried 
clearly in the still morning. ‘Ahoy, the fort! I want to parley!’ 

‘Well, why in hell don’t you?’ snarled Zarono. 

‘The last time I approached under a flag of truce an arrow broke on my 
brisket!’ roared the pirate. ‘I want a promise it won’t happen again!’ 

“You have my promise!’ called Zarono sardonically. 

‘Damn your promise, you Zingaran dog! I want Valenso’s word.’ 

A measure of dignity remained to the Count. There was an edge of authority to 
his voice as he answered: ‘Advance, but keep your men back. You will not be 
fired upon.’ 

“That’s enough for me,’ said Strom instantly. ‘Whatever a Korzetta’s sins, once 
his word is given, you can trust him.’ 

He strode forward and halted under the gate, laughing at the hate-darkened 
visage Zarono thrust over at him. 

‘Well, Zarono,’ he taunted, ‘you are a ship shorter than you were when I last I 
saw you! But you Zingarans never were sailors.’ 

‘How did you save your ship, you Messantian gutter-scum?’ snarled the 
buccaneer. 

“There’s a cove some miles to the north protected by a high-ridged arm of land 
that broke the force of the gale,’ answered Strom. ‘I was anchored behind it. My 
anchors dragged, but they held me off the shore.’ 

Zarono scowled blackly. Valenso said nothing. He had not known of that cove. 
He had done scant exploring of his domain. Fear of the Picts and lack of 
curiosity had kept him and his men near the fort. The Zingarans were by nature 
neither explorers nor colonists. 
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‘I come to make a trade,’ said Strom, easily. 

‘We’ ve naught to trade with you save sword-strokes,’ growled Zarono. 

‘I think otherwise,’ grinned Strom, thin-lipped. “You tipped your hand when 
you murdered Galacus, my first mate, and robbed him. Until this morning I 
supposed that Valenso had Tranicos’ treasure. But if either of you had it, you 
wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of following me and killing my mate to get the 
map.’ 

“The map?’ Zarono ejaculated, stiffening. 

‘Oh, don’t dissemble!’ laughed Strom, but anger blazed blue in his eyes. ‘I 
know you have it. Picts don’t wear boots!’ 

‘But—’ began the Count, nonplussed, but fell silent as Zarono nudged him. 

‘And if we have the map,’ said Zarono, ‘what have you to trade that we might 
require?’ 

‘Let me come into the fort,’ suggested Strom. ‘There we can talk.’ 

He was not so obvious as to glance at the men peering at them from along the 
wall, but his two listeners understood. And so did the men. Strom had a ship. 
That fact would figure in any bargaining, or battle. But it would carry just so 
many, regardless of who commanded; whoever sailed away in it, there would be 
some left behind. A wave of tense speculation ran along the silent throng at the 
palisade. 

“Your men will stay where they are,’ warned Zarono, indicating both the boat 
drawn up on the beach, and the ship anchored out in the bay. 

‘Aye. But don’t get the idea that you can seize me and hold me for a hostage!’ 
He laughed grimly. ‘I want Valenso’s word that I’ll be allowed to leave the fort 
alive and unhurt within the hour, whether we come to terms or not.’ 

“You have my pledge,’ answered the Count. 

‘All right, then. Open that gate and let’s talk plainly.’ 

The gate opened and closed, the leaders vanished from sight, and the common 
men of both parties resumed their silent surveillance of each other: the men on 
the palisade, and the men squatting beside their boat, with a broad stretch of sand 
between; and beyond a strip of blue water, the carack, with steel caps glinting all 
along her rail. 

On the broad stair, above the great hall, Belesa and Tina crouched, ignored by 
the men below. These sat about the broad table: Valenso, Galbro, Zarono and 
Strom. But for them the hall was empty. 

Strom gulped wine and set the empty goblet on the table. The frankness 
suggested by his bluff countenance was belied by the dancing lights of cruelty 
and treachery in his wide eyes. But he spoke bluntly enough. 

‘We all want the treasure old Tranicos hid somewhere near this bay,’ he said 
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abruptly. ‘Each has something the others need. Valenso has laborers, supplies, 
and a stockade to shelter us from the Picts. You, Zarono, have my map. I have a 
ship.’ 

“What I’d like to know,’ remarked Zarono, ‘is this: if you’ve had that map all 
these years, why haven’t you come after the loot sooner?’ 

‘I didn’t have it. It was that dog, Zingelito, who knifed the old miser in the 
dark and stole the map. But he had neither ship nor crew, and it took him more 
than a year to get them. When he did come after the treasure, the Picts prevented 
his landing, and his men mutinied and made him sail back to Zingara. One of 
them stole the map from him, and recently sold it to me.’ 

‘That was why Zingelito recognized the bay,’ muttered Valenso. 

‘Did that dog lead you here, Count? I might have guessed it. Where is he?’ 

‘Doubtless in hell, since he was once a buccaneer. The Picts slew him, 
evidently while he was searching in the woods for the treasure.’ 

‘Good!’ approved Strom heartily. “Well, I don’t know how you knew my mate 
was carrying the map. I trusted him, and the men trusted him more than they did 
me, so I let him keep it. But this morning he wandered inland with some of the 
others, got separated from them, and we found him sworded to death near the 
beach, and the map gone. The men were ready to accuse me of killing him, but I 
showed the fools the tracks left by his slayer, and proved to them that my feet 
wouldn’t fit them. And I knew it wasn’t any one of the crew, because none of 
them wear boots that make that sort of track. And Picts don’t wear boots at all. 
So it had to be a Zingaran. 

‘Well, you’ve got the map, but you haven’t got the treasure. If you had it, you 
wouldn’t have let me inside the stockade. I’ve got you penned up in this fort. 
You can’t get out to look for the loot, and even if you did get it, you have no 
ship to get away in. 

‘Now here’s my proposal: Zarono, give me the map. And you, Valenso, give 
me fresh meat and other supplies. My men are nigh to scurvy after the long 
voyage. In return I’ll take you three men, the Lady Belesa and her girl, and set 
you ashore within reach of some Zingaran port — or I’ll put Zarono ashore near 
some buccaneer rendezvous if he prefers, since doubtless a noose awaits him in 
Zingara. And to clinch the bargain I’ll give each of you a handsome share in the 
treasure.’ 

The buccaneer tugged his mustache meditatively. He knew that Strom would 
not keep any such pact, if made. Nor did Zarono even consider agreeing to his 
proposal. But to refuse bluntly would be to force the issue into a clash of arms. 
He sought his agile brain for a plan to outwit the pirate. He wanted Strom’s ship 
as avidly as he desired the lost treasure. 


6402 XRN 


“‘What’s to prevent us from holding you captive and forcing your men to give 
us your ship in exchange for you?’ he asked. 

Strom laughed at him. 

‘Do you think I’m a fool? My men have orders to heave up the anchors and sail 
hence if I don’t reappear within the hour, or if they suspect treachery. They 
wouldn’t give you the ship, if you skinned me alive on the beach. Besides, I have 
the Count’s word.’ 

‘My pledge is not straw,’ said Valenso somberly. ‘Have done with threats, 
Zarono.’ 

Zarono did not reply, his mind wholly absorbed in the problem of getting 
possession of Strom’s ship; of continuing the parley without betraying the fact 
that he did not have the map. He wondered who in Mitra’s name did have the 
accursed map. 

‘Let me take my men away with me on your ship when we sail,’ he said. ‘I can 
not desert my faithful followers—’ 

Strom snorted. 

‘Why don’t you ask for my cutlass to slit my gullet with? Desert your faithful — 
bah! You’d desert your brother to the devil if you could gain anything by it. No! 
You’re not going to bring enough men aboard to give you a chance to mutiny 
and take my ship.’ 

‘Give us a day to think it over,’ urged Zarono, fighting for time. Strom’s heavy 
fist banged on the table, making the wine dance in the glasses. 

‘No, by Mitra! Give me my answer now!’ 

Zarono was on his feet, his black rage submerging his craftiness. 

“You Barachan dog! I'll give you your answer — in your guts—’ 

He tore aside his cloak, caught at his sword-hilt. Strom heaved up with a roar, 
his chair crashing backward to the floor. Valenso sprang up, spreading his arms 
between them as they faced one another across the board, jutting jaws close 
together, blades half drawn, faces convulsed. 

‘Gentlemen, have done! Zarono, he has my pledge—’ 

‘The foul fiends gnaw your pledge!’ snarled Zarono. 

‘Stand from between us, my Lord,’ growled the pirate, his voice thick with the 
killing lust. “Your word was that I should not be treacherously treated. It shall be 
considered no violation of your pledge for this dog and me to cross swords in 
equal play.’ 

‘Well spoken, Strom!’ It was a deep, powerful voice behind them, vibrant with 
grim amusement. All wheeled and glared, open-mouthed. Up on the stair Belesa 
Started up with an involuntary exclamation. 

A man strode out from the hangings that masked a chamber door, and 
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advanced toward the table without haste or hesitation. Instantly he dominated the 
group, and all felt the situation subtly charged with a new, dynamic atmosphere. 

The stranger was as tall as either of the freebooters, and more powerfully built 
than either, yet for all his size he moved with pantherish suppleness in his high, 
flaring-topped boots. His thighs were cased in close-fitting breeches of white 
silk, his wide-skirted sky-blue coat open to reveal an open-necked white silken 
shirt beneath, and the scarlet sash that girdled his waist. There were silver acorn- 
shaped buttons on the coat, and it was adorned with gilt-worked cuffs and 
pocket-flaps, and a satin collar. A lacquered hat completed a costume obsolete 
by nearly a hundred years. A heavy cutlass hung at the wearer’s hip. 

‘Conan!’ ejaculated both freebooters together, and Valenso and Galbro caught 
their breath at that name. 

‘Who else?’ The giant strode up to the table, laughing sardonically at their 
amazement. 

‘What — what do you here?’ stuttered the seneschal. ‘How come you here, 
uninvited and unannounced?’ 

‘I climbed the palisade on the east side while you fools were arguing at the 
gate,’ Conan answered. ‘Every man in the fort was craning his neck westward. I 
entered the manor while Strom was being let in at the gate. I’ve been in that 
chamber there ever since, eavesdropping.’ 

‘I thought you were dead,’ said Zarono slowly. ‘Three years ago the shattered 
hull of your ship was sighted off a reefy coast, and you were heard of on the 
Main no more.’ 

‘I didn’t drown with my crew,’ answered Conan. ‘It’ll take a bigger ocean than 
that one to drown me.’ 

Up on the stair Tina was clutching Belesa in her excitement and staring 
through the balustrades with all her eyes. 

‘Conan! My Lady, it is Conan! Look! Oh, look!’ 

Belesa was looking; it was like encountering a legendary character in the flesh. 
Who of all the sea-folk had not heard the wild, bloody tales told of Conan, the 
wild rover who had once been a captain of the Barachan pirates, and one of the 
greatest scourges of the sea? A score of ballads celebrated his ferocious and 
audacious exploits. The man could not be ignored; irresistibly he had stalked 
into the scene, to form another, dominant element in the tangled plot. And in the 
midst of her frightened fascination, Belesa’s feminine instinct prompted the 
speculation as to Conan’s attitude toward her — would it be like Strom’s brutal 
indifference, or Zarono’s violent desire? 

Valenso was recovering from the shock of finding a stranger within his very 
hall. He knew Conan was a Cimmerian, born and bred in the wastes of the far 
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north, and therefore not amenable to the physical limitations which controlled 
civilized men. It was not so strange that he had been able to enter the fort 
undetected, but Valenso flinched at the reflection that other barbarians might 
duplicate that feat — the dark, silent Picts, for instance. 

“What do you want here?’ he demanded. ‘Did you come from the sea?’ 

‘I came from the woods.’ The Cimmerian jerked his head toward the east. 

“You have been living with the Picts?’ Valenso asked coldly. 

A momentary anger flickered bluely in the giant’s eyes. 

‘Even a Zingaran ought to know there’s never been peace between Picts and 
Cimmerians, and never will be,’ he retorted with an oath. ‘Our feud with them is 
older than the world. If you’d said that to one of my wilder brothers, you’d have 
found yourself with a split head. But I’ve lived among you civilized men long 
enough to understand your ignorance and lack of common courtesy — the 
churlishness that demands his business of a man who appears at your door out of 
a thousand-mile wilderness. Never mind that.’ He turned to the two freebooters 
who stood staring glumly at him. 

‘From what I overheard,’ quoth he, ‘I gather there is some dissension over a 
map!’ 

‘That is none of your affair,’ growled Strom. 

‘Is this it?? Conan grinned wickedly and drew from his pocket a crumpled 
object — a square of parchment, marked with crimson lines. 

Strom stared violently, paling. 

‘My map!’ he ejaculated. ‘Where did you get it?’ 

‘From your mate, Galacus, when I killed him,’ answered Conan with grim 
enjoyment. 

“You dog!’ raved Strom, turning on Zarono. ‘You never had the map! You lied 

‘I didn’t say I had it,’ snarled Zarono. ‘You deceived yourself. Don’t be a fool. 
Conan is alone. If he had a crew he’d have already cut our throats. We’|l take the 
map from him—’ 

“You’ll never touch it!’ Conan laughed fiercely. 

Both men sprang at him, cursing. Stepping back he crumpled the parchment 
and cast it into the glowing coals of the fireplace. With an incoherent bellow 
Strom lunged past him, to be met with a buffet under the ear that stretched him 
half-senseless on the floor. Zarono whipped out his sword but before he could 
thrust, Conan’s cutlass beat it out of his hand. 

Zarono staggered against the table, with all hell in his eyes. Strom dragged 
himself erect, his eyes glazed, blood dripping from his bruised ear. Conan leaned 
slightly over the table, his outstretched cutlass just touched the breast of Count 
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Valenso. 

‘Don’t call for your soldiers, Count,’ said the Cimmerian softly. ‘Not a sound 
out of you — or from you, either, dog-face!’ His name for Galbro, who showed 
no intention of braving his wrath. ‘The map’s burned to ashes, and it’ll do no 
good to spill blood. Sit down, all of you.’ 

Strom hesitated, made an abortive gesture toward his hilt, then shrugged his 
shoulders and sank sullenly into a chair. The others followed suit. Conan 
remained standing, towering over the table, while his enemies watched him with 
bitter eyes of hate. 

“You were bargaining,’ he said. ‘That’s all I’ve come to do.’ 

‘And what have you to trade?’ sneered Zarono. 

‘The treasure of Tranicos!’ 

‘What?’ All four men were on their feet, leaning toward him. 

‘Sit down!’ he roared, banging his broad blade on the table. They sank back, 
tense and white with excitement. 

He grinned in huge enjoyment of the sensation his words had caused. 

“Yes! I found it before I got the map. That’s why I burned the map. I don’t 
need it. And now nobody will ever find it, unless I show him where it is.’ 

They stared at him with murder in their eyes. 

“You’re lying,’ said Zarono without conviction. ‘You’ve told us one lie 
already. You said you came from the woods, yet you say you haven’t been living 
with the Picts. All men know this country is a wilderness, inhabited only by 
savages. The nearest outposts of civilization are the Aquilonian settlements on 
Thunder River, hundreds of miles to eastward.’ 

“That’s where I came from,’ replied Conan imperturbably. ‘I believe I’m the 
first white man to cross the Pictish Wilderness. I crossed Thunder River to 
follow a raiding party that had been harrying the frontier. I followed them deep 
into the wilderness, and killed their chief, but was knocked senseless by a stone 
from a sling during the mélée, and the dogs captured me alive. They were 
Wolfmen, but they traded me to the Eagle clan in return for a chief of theirs the 
Eagles had captured. The Eagles carried me nearly a hundred miles westward to 
burn me in their chief village, but I killed their war-chief and three or four others 
one night, and broke away. 

‘T couldn’t turn back. They were behind me, and kept herding me westward. A 
few days ago I shook them off, and by Crom, the place where I took refuge 
turned out to be the treasure trove of old Tranicos! I found it all: chests of 
garments and weapons — that’s where I got these clothes and this blade — heaps 
of coins and gems and gold ornaments, and in the midst of all, the jewels of 
Tothmekri gleaming like frozen starlight! And old Tranicos and his eleven 
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captains sitting about an ebon table and staring at the board, as they’ve stared for 
a hundred years!’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Aye!’ he laughed. ‘Tranicos died in the midst of his treasure, and all with him! 
Their bodies have not rotted nor shriveled. They sit there in their high boots and 
skirted coats and lacquered hats, with their wineglasses in their stiff hands, just 
as they have sat for a century!’ 

‘That’s an unchancy thing!’ muttered Strom uneasily, but Zarono snarled: 
‘What boots it? It’s the treasure we want. Go on, Conan.’ 

Conan seated himself at the board, filled a goblet and quaffed it before he 
answered. 

‘The first wine I’ve drunk since I left Conawaga, by Crom! Those cursed 
Eagles hunted me so closely through the forest I had hardly time to munch the 
nuts and roots I found. Sometimes I caught frogs and ate them raw because I 
dared not light a fire.’ 

His impatient hearers informed him profanely that they were not interested in 
his adventures prior to finding the treasure. 

He grinned hardly and resumed: ‘Well, after I stumbled onto the trove I lay up 
and rested a few days, and made snares to catch rabbits, and let my wounds heal. 
I saw smoke against the western sky, but thought it some Pictish village on the 
beach. I lay close, but as it happens, the loot’s hidden in a place the Picts shun. If 
any spied on me, they didn’t show themselves. 

‘Last night I started westward, intending to strike the beach some miles north 
of the spot where I’d seen the smoke. I wasn’t far from the shore when that 
storm hit. I took shelter under the lee of a rock and waited until it had blown 
itself out. Then I climbed a tree to look for Picts, and from it I saw your carack at 
anchor, Strom, and your men coming in to shore. I was making my way toward 
your camp on the beach when I met Galacus. I shoved a sword through him 
because there was an old feud between us. I wouldn’t have known he had a map, 
if he hadn’t tried to eat it before he died. 

‘I recognized it for what it was, of course, and was considering what use I 
could make of it, when the rest of you dogs came up and found the body. I was 
lying in a thicket not a dozen yards from you while you were arguing with your 
men over the matter. I judged the time wasn’t ripe for me to show myself then!’ 

He laughed at the rage and chagrin displayed in Strom’s face. 

‘Well, while I lay there, listening to your talk, I got a drift of the situation, and 
learned, from the things you let fall, that Zarono and Valenso were a few miles 
south of the beach. So when I heard you say that Zarono must have done the 
killing and taken the map, and that you meant to go and parley with him, seeking 
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an opportunity to murder him and get it back—’ 

‘Dog!’ snarled Zarono. Strom was livid, but he laughed mirthlessly. 

‘Do you think I’d play fairly with a treacherous dog like you? — Go on, 
Conan.’ 

The Cimmerian grinned. It was evident that he was deliberately fanning the 
fires of hate between the two men. 

‘Nothing much, then. I came straight through the woods while you tacked 
along the coast, and raised the fort before you did. Your guess that the storm had 
destroyed Zarono’s ship was a good one — but then, you knew the configuration 
of this bay. 

‘Well, there’s the story. I have the treasure, Strom has a ship. Valenso has 
supplies. By Crom, Zarono, I don’t see where you fit into the scheme, but to 
avoid strife I’ll include you. My proposal is simple enough. 

‘We’ ll split the treasure four ways. Strom and I will sail away with our shares 
aboard the Red Hand. You and Valenso take yours and remain lords of the 
wilderness, or build a ship out of tree trunks, as you wish.’ 

Valenso blenched and Zarono swore, while Strom grinned quietly. 

‘Are you fool enough to go aboard the Red Hand alone with Strom?’ snarled 
Zarono. ‘He’|l cut your throat before you’re out of sight of land!’ 

Conan laughed with genuine enjoyment. 

‘This is like the problem of the sheep, the wolf and the cabbage,’ he admitted. 
‘How to get them across the river without their devouring each other!’ 

‘And that appeals to your Cimmerian sense of humor,’ complained Zarono. 

‘I will not stay here!’ cried Valenso, a wild gleam in his dark eyes. “Treasure 
or no treasure, I must go!’ 

Conan gave him a slit-eyed glance of speculation. 

‘Well, then,’ said he, ‘how about this plan: we divide the loot as I suggested. 
Then Strom sails away with Zarono, Valenso, and such members of the Count’s 
household as he may select, leaving me in command of the fort and the rest of 
Valenso’s men, and all of Zarono’s. I’ll build my own ship.’ 

Zarono looked slightly sick. 

‘I have the choice of remaining here in exile, or abandoning my crew and 
going alone on the Red Hand to have my throat cut?’ 

Conan’s laughter rang gustily through the hall, and he smote Zarono jovially 
on the back, ignoring the black murder in the buccaneer’s glare. 

‘That’s it, Zarono!’ quoth he. ‘Stay here while Strom and I sail away, or sail 
away with Strom, leaving your men with me.’ 

‘I’d rather have Zarono,’ said Strom frankly. ‘You’d turn my own men against 
me, Conan, and cut my throat before I raised the Barachans.’ 
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Sweat dripped from Zarono’s livid face. 

‘Neither I, the Count, nor his niece will ever reach the land alive if we ship 
with that devil,’ said he. ‘You are both in my power in this hall. My men 
surround it. What’s to prevent me cutting you both down?’ 

‘Not a thing,’ Conan admitted cheerfully. ‘Except the fact that if you do 
Strom’s men will sail away and leave you stranded on this coast where the Picts 
will presently cut all your throats; and the fact that with me dead you’ll never 
find the treasure; and the fact that I’ll split your skull down to your chin if you 
try to summon your men.’ 

Conan laughed as he spoke, as if at some whimsical situation, but even Belesa 
sensed that he meant what he said. His naked cutlass lay across his knees, and 
Zarono’s sword was under the table, out of the buccaneer’s reach. Galbro was 
not a fighting man, and Valenso seemed incapable of decision or action. 

‘Aye!’ said Strom with an oath. ‘You’d find the two of us no easy prey. I’m 
agreeable to Conan’s proposal. What do you say, Valenso?’ 

‘I must leave this coast!’ whispered Valenso, staring blankly. ‘I must hasten — I 
must go — go far — quickly!’ 

Strom frowned, puzzled at the Count’s stranger manner and turned to Zarono, 
grinning wickedly: ‘And you Zarono?’ 

‘What can I say?’ snarled Zarono. ‘Let me take my three officers and forty 
men aboard the Red Hand, and the bargain’s made.’ 

“The officers and thirty men!’ 

“Very well.’ 

‘Done!’ 

There was no shaking of hands, or ceremonial drinking of wine to seal the pact. 
The two captains glared at each other like hungry wolves. The Count plucked his 
mustache with a trembling hand, rapt in his own somber thoughts. Conan 
stretched like a great cat, drank wine, and grinned on the assemblage, but it was 
the sinister grin of a stalking tiger. Belesa sensed the murderous purposes that 
reigned there, the treacherous intent that dominated each man’s mind. Not one 
had any intention of keeping his part of the pact, Valenso possibly excluded. 
Each of the freebooters intended to possess both the ship and the entire treasure. 
Neither would be satisfied with less. But how? What was going on in each crafty 
mind? Belesa felt oppressed and stifled by the atmosphere of hatred and 
treachery. The Cimmerian, for all his ferocious frankness, was no less subtle 
than the others — and even fiercer. His domination of the situation was not 
physical alone, though his gigantic shoulders and massive limbs seemed too big 
even for the great hall. There was an iron vitality about the man that 
overshadowed even the hard vigor of the other freebooters. 
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‘Lead us to the treasure!’ Zarono demanded. 

‘Wait a bit,’ answered Conan. ‘We must keep our power evenly balanced, so 
one can’t take advantage of the others. We’ ll work it this way: Strom’s men will 
come ashore, all but half a dozen or so, and camp on the beach. Zarono’s men 
will come out of the fort, and likewise camp on the strand, within easy sight of 
them. Then each crew can keep a check on the other, to see that nobody slips 
after us who go after the treasure, to ambush any of us. Those left aboard the 
Red Hand will take her out into the bay out of reach of either party. Valenso’s 
men will stay in the fort, but will leave the gate open. Will you come with us, 
Count?’ 

‘Go into that forest?’ Valenso shuddered, and drew his cloak about his 
shoulders. ‘Not for all the gold of Tranicos!’ 

‘All right. It'll take about thirty men to carry the loot. We’ll take fifteen from 
each crew and start as soon as possible.’ 

Belesa, keenly alert to every angle of the drama being played out beneath her, 
saw Zarono and Strom shoot furtive glaces at one another, then lower their gaze 
quickly as they lifted their glasses to hide the murky intent in their eyes. Belesa 
saw the fatal weakness in Conan’s plan, and wondered how he could have 
overlooked it. Perhaps he was too arrogantly confident in his personal prowess. 
But she knew that he would never come out of that forest alive. Once the 
treasure was in their grasp, the others would form a rogues’ alliance long enough 
to rid themselves of the man both hated. She shuddered, staring morbidly at the 
man she knew was doomed; strange to see that powerful fighting man sitting 
there, laughing and swilling wine, in full prime and power, and to know that he 
was already doomed to a bloody death. 

The whole situation was pregnant with dark and bloody portents. Zarono 
would trick and kill Strom if he could, and she knew that Strom had already 
marked Zarono for death, and doubtless, also, her uncle and herself. If Zarono 
won the final battle of cruel wits, their lives were safe — but looking at the 
buccaneer as he sat there chewing his mustache, with all the stark evil of his 
nature showing naked in his dark face, she could not decide which was more 
abhorrent — death or Zarono. 

‘How far is it?’ demanded Strom. 

‘If we start within the hour we can be back before midnight,’ answered Conan. 
He emptied his glass, rose, adjusted his girdle, and glanced at the Count. 

‘Valenso,’ he said, ‘are you mad, to kill a Pict in his hunting paint?’ 

Valenso started. 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘Do you mean to say you don’t know that your men killed a Pict hunter in the 
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woods last night?’ 

The Count shook his head. 

‘None of my men was in the woods last night.’ 

‘Well, somebody was,’ grunted the Cimmerian, fumbling in a pocket. ‘I saw 
his head nailed to a tree near the edge of the forest. He wasn’t painted for war. I 
didn’t find any boot-tracks, from which I judged that it had been nailed up there 
before the storm. But there were plenty of other signs — moccasin tracks on the 
wet ground. Picts have been there and seen that head. They were men of some 
other clan, or they’d have taken it down. If they happen to be at peace with the 
clan the dead man belonged to, they’ make tracks to his village to tell his tribe.’ 

‘Perhaps they killed him,’ suggested Valenso. 

‘No, they didn’t. But they know who did, for the same reason that I know. This 
chain was knotted about the stump of the severed neck. You must have been 
utterly mad, to identify your handiwork like that.’ 

He drew forth something and tossed it on the table before the Count, who 
lurched up, choking, as his hand flew to his throat. It was the gold seal-chain he 
habitually wore about his neck. 

‘I recognized the Korzetta seal,’ said Conan. ‘The presence of that chain would 
tell any Pict it was the work of a foreigner.’ 

Valenso did not reply. He sat staring at the chain as if at a venomous serpent. 

Conan scowled at him, and glanced questioningly at the others. Zarono made a 
quick gesture to indicate the Count was not quite right in the head. 

Conan sheathed his cutlass and donned his lacquered hat. 

‘All right; let’s go.’ 

The captains gulped down their wine and rose, hitching at their sword-hilts. 
Zarono laid a hand on Valenso’s arm and shook him slightly. The Count started 
and stared about him, then followed the others out, like a man in a daze, the 
chain dangling from his fingers. But not all left the hall. 

Belesa and Tina, forgotten on the stair, peeping between the balusters, saw 
Galbro fall behind the others, loitering until the heavy door closed after them. 
Then he hurried to the fireplace and raked carefully at the smoldering coals. He 
sank to his knees and peered closely at something for a long space. Then he 
straightened, and with a furtive air stole out of the hall by another door. 

‘What did Galbro find in the fire?’ whispered Tina. Belesa shook her head, 
then, obeying the promptings of her curiosity, rose and went down to the empty 
hall. An instant later she was kneeling where the seneschal had knelt, and she 
saw what he had seen. 

It was the charred remnant of the map Conan had thrown into the fire. It was 
ready to crumble at a touch, but faint lines and bits of writing were still 


6411 XRN 


discernible upon it. She could not read the writing, but she could trace the 
outlines of what seemed to be the picture of a hill or crag, surrounded by marks 
evidently representing dense trees. She could make nothing of it, but from 
Galbro’s actions, she believed he recognized it as portraying some scene or 
topographical feature familiar to him. She knew the seneschal had penetrated 
inland further than any other man of the settlement. 


6 The Plunder of the Dead 


Belesa came down the stair and paused at the sight of Count Valenso seated at 
the table, turning the broken chain about in his hands. She looked at him without 
love, and with more than a little fear. The change that had come over him was 
appalling; he seemed to be locked up in a grim world all of his own, with a fear 
that flogged all human characteristics out of him. 

The fortress stood strangely quiet in the noonday heat that had followed the 
storm of the dawn. Voices of people within the stockade sounded subdued, 
muffled. The same drowsy stillness reigned on the beach outside where the rival 
crews lay in armed suspicion, separated by a few hundred yards of bare sand. Far 
out in the bay the Red Hand lay at anchor with a handful of men aboard her, 
ready to snatch her out of reach at the slightest indication of treachery. The 
carack was Strom’s trump card, his best guarantee against the trickery of his 
associates. 

Conan had plotted shrewdly to eliminate the chances of an ambush in the forest 
by either party. But as far as Belesa could see, he had failed utterly to safeguard 
himself against the treachery of his companions. He had disappeared into the 
woods, leading the two captains and their thirty men, and the Zingaran girl was 
positive that she would never see him alive again. 

Presently she spoke, and her voice was strained and harsh to her own ear. 

“The barbarian has led the captains into the forest. When they have the gold in 
their hands, they’!l kill him. But when they return with the treasure, what then? 
Are we to go aboard the ship? Can we trust Strom?’ 

Valenso shook his head absently. 

‘Strom would murder us all for our shares of the loot. But Zarono whispered 
his intentions to me secretly. We will not go aboard the Red Hand save as her 
masters. Zarono will see that night overtakes the treasure-party, so they are 
forced to camp in the forest. He will find a way to kill Strom and his men in their 
sleep. Then the buccaneers will come on stealthily to the beach. Just before 
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dawn I will send some of my fishermen secretly from the fort to swim out to the 
ship and seize her. Strom never thought of that, neither did Conan. Zarono and 
his men will come out of the forest and with the buccaneers encamped on the 
beach, fall upon the pirates in the dark, while I lead my men-at-arms from the 
fort to complete the rout. Without their captain they will be demoralized, and 
outnumbered, fall easy prey to Zarono and me. Then we will sail in Strom’s ship 
with all the treasure.’ 

‘And what of me?’ she asked with dry lips. 

‘I have promised you to Zarono,’ he answered harshly. ‘But for my promise he 
would not take us off.’ 

‘T will never marry him,’ she said helplessly. 

“You will,’ he responded gloomily, and without the slightest touch of 
sympathy. He lifted the chain so it caught the gleam of the sun, slanting through 
a window. ‘I must have dropped it on the sand,’ he muttered. ‘He has been that 
near — on the beach—’ 

“You did not drop it on the strand,’ said Belesa, in a voice as devoid of mercy 
as his own; her soul seemed turned to stone. ‘You tore it from your throat, by 
accident, last night in this hall, when you flogged Tina. I saw it gleaming on the 
floor before I left the hall.’ 

He looked up, his face grey with a terrible fear. 

She laughed bitterly, sensing the mute question in his dilated eyes. 

“Yes! the black man! He was here! In this hall! He must have found the chain 
on the floor. The guardsmen did not see him. But he was at your door last night. 
I saw him, padding along the upper hallway.’ 

For an instant she thought he would drop dead of sheer terror. He sank back in 
his chair, the chain slipping from his nerveless fingers and clinking on the table. 

‘In the manor!’ he whispered. ‘I thought bolts and bars and armed guards could 
keep him out, fool that I was! I can no more guard against him than I can escape 
him! At my door! At my door!’ The thought overwhelmed him with horror. 
‘Why did he not enter?’ he shrieked, tearing at the lace upon his collar as though 
it strangled him. ‘Why did he not end it? I have dreamed of waking in my 
darkened chamber to see him squatting above me and the blue hell-fire playing 
about his horned head! Why—’ 

The paroxysm passed, leaving him faint and trembling. 

‘I understand!’ he panted. ‘He is playing with me, as a cat with a mouse. To 
have slain me last night in my chamber were too easy, too merciful. So he 
destroyed the ship in which I might have escaped him, and he slew that wretched 
Pict and left my chain upon him, so that the savages might believe I had slain 
him — they have seen that chain upon my neck many a time. 
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‘But why? What subtle deviltry has he in mind, what devious purpose no 
human mind can grasp or understand?’ 

‘Who is this black man?’ asked Belesa, chill fear crawling along her spine. 

‘A demon loosed by my greed and lust to plague me throughout eternity!’ he 
whispered. He spread his long thin fingers on the table before him, and stared at 
her with hollow, weirdly luminous eyes that seemed to see her not at all, but to 
look through her and far beyond to some dim doom. 

‘In my youth I had an enemy at court,’ he said, as if speaking more to himself 
than to her. ‘A powerful man who stood between me and my ambition. In my 
lust for wealth and power I sought aid from the people of the black arts — a black 
magician, who, at my desire, raised up a fiend from the outer gulfs of existence 
and clothed it in the form of a man. It crushed and slew my enemy; I grew great 
and wealthy and none could stand before me. But I thought to cheat my fiend of 
the price a mortal must pay who calls the black folk to do his bidding. 

‘By his grim arts the magician tricked the soulless waif of darkness and bound 
him in hell where he howled in vain — I supposed for eternity. But because the 
sorcerer had given the fiend the form of a man, he could never break the link that 
bound it to the material world; never completely close the cosmic corridors by 
which it had gained access to this planet. 

‘A year ago in Kordava word came to me that the magician, now an ancient 
man, had been slain in his castle, with marks of demon fingers on his throat. 
Then I knew that the black one had escaped from the hell where the magician 
had bound him, and that he would seek vengeance upon me. One night I saw his 
demon face leering at me from the shadows in my castle hall— 

‘It was not his material body, but his spirit sent to plague me — his spirit which 
could not follow me over the windy waters. Before he could reach Kordava in 
the flesh, I sailed to put broad seas between me and him. He has his limitations. 
To follow me across the seas he must remain in his man-like body of flesh. But 
that flesh is not human flesh. He can be slain, I think, by fire, though the 
magician, having raised him up, was powerless to slay him — such are the limits 
set upon the powers of sorcerers. 

‘But the black one is too crafty to be trapped or slain. When he hides himself 
no man can find him. He steals like a shadow through the night, making naught 
of bolts and bars. He blinds the eyes of guardsmen with sleep. He can raise 
storms and command the serpents of the deep, and the fiends of the night. I 
hoped to drown my trail in the blue rolling wastes — but he has tracked me down 
to claim his grim forfeit.’ 

The weird eyes lit palely as he gazed beyond the tapestried walls to far, 
invisible horizons. 
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‘T’ll trick him yet,’ he whispered. ‘Let him delay to strike this night — dawn 
will find me with a ship under my heels and again I will cast an ocean between 
me and his vengeance.’ 


‘Hell’s fire!’ 

Conan stopped short, glaring upward. Behind him the seamen halted — two 
compact clumps of them, bows in their hands, and suspicion in their attitude. 
They were following an old path made by Pictish hunters which led due east, 
and though they had progressed only some thirty yards, the beach was no longer 
visible. 

“What is it?’ demanded Strom suspiciously. ‘What are you stopping for?’ 

‘Are you blind? Look there!’ 

From the thick limb of a tree that overhung the trail a head grinned down at 
them — a dark painted face, framed in thick black hair, in which a toucan feather 
drooped over the left ear. 

‘I took that head down and hid it in the bushes,’ growled Conan, scanning the 
woods about them narrowly. ‘What fool could have stuck it back up there? It 
looks as if somebody was trying his damnedest to bring the Picts down on the 
settlement.’ 

Men glanced at each other darkly, a new element of suspicion added to the 
already seething caldron. 

Conan climbed the tree, secured the head and carried it into the bushes, where 
he tossed it into a stream and saw it sink. 

‘The Picts whose tracks are about this tree weren’t Toucans,’ he growled, 
returning through the thicket. ‘I’ve sailed these coasts enough to know 
something about the sea-land tribes. If I read the prints of their moccasins right, 
they were Cormorants. I hope they’re having a war with the Toucans. If they’re 
at peace, they’Il head straight for the Toucan village, and there’!l be hell to pay. I 
don’t know how far away that village is — but as soon as they learn of this 
murder, they’ll come through the forest like starving wolves. That’s the worst 
insult possible to a Pict — kill a man not in war-paint and stick his head up in a 
tree for the vultures to eat. Damn peculiar things going on along this coast. But 
that’s always the way when civilized men come into the wilderness. They’re all 
crazy as hell. Come on.’ 

Men loosened blades in their scabbards and shafts in their quivers as they 
strode deeper into the forest. Men of the sea, accustomed to the rolling expanses 
of grey water, they were ill at ease with the green mysterious walls of trees and 
vines hemming them in. The path wound and twisted until most of them quickly 
lost their sense of direction, and did not even know in which direction the beach 
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lay. 

Conan was uneasy for another reason. He kept scanning the trail, and finally 
grunted: ‘Somebody’s passed along here recently — not more than an hour ahead 
of us. Somebody in boots, with no woods-craft. Was he the fool who found that 
Pict’s head and stuck it back up in that tree? No, it couldn’t have been him. I 
didn’t find his tracks under the tree. But who was it? I didn’t find any tracks 
there, except those of the Picts I’d seen already. And who’s this fellow hurrying 
ahead of us? Did either of you bastards send a man ahead of us for any reason?’ 

Both Strom and Zarono loudly disclaimed any such act, glaring at each other 
with mutual disbelief. Neither man could see the signs Conan pointed out; the 
faint prints which he saw on the grassless, hard-beaten trail were invisible to 
their untrained eyes. 

Conan quickened his pace and they hurried after him, fresh coals of suspicion 
added to the smoldering fire of distrust. Presently the path veered northward, and 
Conan left it, and began threading his way through the dense trees in a 
southeasterly direction. Strom stole an uneasy glance at Zarono. This might 
force a change in their plans. Within a few hundred feet from the trail both were 
hopelessly lost, and convinced of their inability to find their way back to the 
path. They were shaken by the fear that, after all, the Cimmerian had a force at 
his command, and was leading them into an ambush. 

This suspicion grew as they advanced, and had almost reached panic 
proportions when they emerged from the thick woods and saw just ahead of 
them a gaunt crag that jutted up from the forest floor. A dim path leading out of 
the woods from the east ran among a cluster of boulders and wound up the crag 
on a ladder of stony shelves to a flat ledge near the summit. 

Conan halted, a bizarre figure in his piratical finery. 

‘That trail is the one I followed, running from the Eagle-Picts,’ he said. ‘It 
leads up to a cave behind that ledge. In that cave are the bodies of Tranicos and 
his captains, and the treasure he plundered from Tothmekri. But a word before 
we go up after it: if you kill me here, you’! never find your way back to the trail 
we followed from the beach. I know you sea-faring men. You’re helpless in the 
deep woods. Of course the beach lies due west, but if you have to make your 
way through the tangled woods, burdened with the plunder, it’ll take you not 
hours, but days. And I don’t think these woods will be very safe for white men, 
when the Toucans learn about their hunter.’ He laughed at the ghastly, mirthless 
smiles with which they greeted his recognition of their intentions regarding him. 
And he also comprehended the thought that sprang in the mind of each: let the 
barbarian secure the loot for them, and lead them back to the beach-trail before 
they killed him. 
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‘All of you stay here except Strom and Zarono,’ said Conan. ‘We three are 
enough to pack the treasure down from the cave.’ 

Strom grinned mirthlessly. 

‘Go up there alone with you and Zarono? Do you take me for a fool? One man 
at least comes with me!’ And he designated his boatswain, a brawny, hard-faced 
giant, naked to his broad leather belt, with gold hoops in his ears, and a crimson 
scarf knotted about his head. 

‘And my executioner comes with me!’ growled Zarono. He beckoned to a lean 
sea-thief with a face like a parchment-covered skull, who carried a two-handed 
scimitar naked over his bony shoulder. 

Conan shrugged his shoulders. ‘Very well. Follow me.’ 

They were close on his heels as he strode up the winding path and mounted the 
ledge. They crowded him close as he passed through the cleft in the wall behind 
it, and their breath sucked greedily between their teeth as he called their attention 
to the iron-bound chests on either side of the short tunnel-like cavern. 

‘A rich cargo there,’ he said carelessly. ‘Silks, laces, garments, ornaments, 
weapons — the loot of the southern seas. But the real treasure lies beyond that 
door.’ 

The massive door stood partly open. Conan frowned. He remembered closing 
that door before he left the cavern. But he said nothing of the matter to his eager 
companions as he drew aside to let them look through. 

They looked into a wide cavern, lit by a strange blue glow that glimmered 
through a smoky mist-like haze. A great ebon table stood in the midst of the 
cavern, and in a carved chair with a high back and broad arms, that might once 
have stood in the castle of some Zingaran baron, sat a giant figure, fabulous and 
fantastic — there sat Bloody Tranicos, his great head sunk on his bosom, one 
brawny hand still gripping a jeweled goblet in which wine still sparkled; 
Tranicos, in his lacquered hat, his gilt-embroidered coat with jeweled buttons 
that winked in the blue flame, his flaring boots and gold-worked baldric that 
upheld a jewel-hilted sword in a golden sheath. 

And ranging the board, each with his chin resting on his lace-bedecked crest, 
sat the eleven captains. The blue fire played weirdly on them and on their giant 
admiral, as it flowed from the enormous jewel on the tiny ivory pedestal, striking 
glints of frozen fire from the heaps of fantastically cut gems which shone before 
the place of Tranicos — the plunder of Khemi, the jewels of Tothmekri! The 
stones whose value was greater than the value of all the rest of the known jewels 
in the world put together! 

The faces of Zarono and Strom showed pallid in the blue glow; over their 
shoulders their men gaped stupidly. 
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‘Go in and take them,’ invited Conan, drawing aside, and Zarono and Strom 
crowded avidly past him, jostling one another in their haste. Their followers 
were treading on their heels. Zarono kicked the door wide open — and halted 
with one foot on the threshold at the sight of a figure on the floor, previously 
hidden from view by the partly-closed door. It was a man, prone and contorted, 
head drawn back between his shoulders, white face twisted in a grin of mortal 
agony, gripping his own throat with clawed fingers. 

‘Galbro!’ ejaculated Zarono. ‘Dead! What—’ With sudden suspicion he thrust 
his head over the threshold, into the bluish mist that filled the inner cavern. And 
he screamed, chokingly: “There is death in the smoke!’ 

Even as he screamed, Conan hurled his weight against the four men bunched in 
the doorway, sending them staggering — but not headlong into the mist-filled 
cavern as he had planned. They were recoiling at the sight of the dead man and 
the realization of the trap, and his violent push, while it threw them off their feet, 
yet failed of the result he desired. Strom and Zarono sprawled half over the 
threshold on their knees, the boatswain tumbling over their legs, and the 
executioner caromed against the wall. Before Conan could follow up his ruthless 
intention of kicking the fallen men into the cavern and holding the door against 
them until the poisonous mist did its deadly work, he had to turn and defend 
himself against the frothing onslaught of the executioner who was the first to 
regain his balance and his wits. 

The buccaneer missed a tremendous swipe with his headsman’s sword as the 
Cimmerian ducked, and the great blade banged against the stone wall, spattering 
blue sparks. The next instant his skull-faced head rolled on the cavern-floor 
under the bite of Conan’s cutlass. 

In the split seconds this swift action consumed, the boatswain regained his feet 
and fell on the Cimmerian raining blows with a cutlass that would have 
overwhelmed a lesser man. Cutlass met cutlass with a ring of steel that was 
deafening in the narrow cavern. The two captains rolled back across the 
threshold, gagging and gasping, purple in the face and too near strangled to 
shout, and Conan redoubled his efforts, in an endeavor to dispose of his 
antagonist and cut down his rivals before they could recover from the effects of 
the poison. The boatswain dripped blood at each step, as he was driven back 
before the ferocious onslaught, and he began desperately to bellow for his 
companions. But before Conan could deal the finishing stroke the two chiefs, 
gasping but murderous, came at him with swords in their hands, croaking for 
their men. 

The Cimmerian bounded back and leaped out onto the ledge. He felt himself a 
match for all three men, though each was a famed swordsman, but he did not 
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wish to be trapped by the crews which would come charging up the path at the 
sound of the battle. 

These were not coming with as much celerity as he expected, however. They 
were bewildered at the sounds and muffled shouts issuing from the cavern above 
them but no man dared start up the path for fear of a sword in the back. Each 
band faced the other tensely, grasping their weapons but incapable of decision, 
and when they saw the Cimmerian bound out on the ledge, they still hesitated. 
While they stood with their arrows nocked he ran up the ladder of handholds 
niched in the rock near the cleft, and threw himself prone on the summit of the 
crag, out of their sight. 

The captains stormed out on the ledge, raving and brandishing their swords, 
and their men, seeing their leaders were not at sword-strokes, ceased menacing 
each other, and gaped bewilderedly. 

‘Dog!’ screamed Zarono. ‘You planned to poison us! Traitor!” Conan mocked 
them from above. 

‘Well, what did you expect? You two were planning to cut my throat as soon 
as I got the plunder for you. If it hadn’t been for that fool Galbro I’d have 
trapped the four of you, and explained to your men how you rushed in heedless 
to your doom.’ 

‘And with us both dead, you’d have taken my ship, and all the loot too!’ 
frothed Strom. 

‘Aye! And the pick of each crew! I’ve been wanting to get back on the Main 
for months, and this was a good opportunity! 

‘It was Galbro’s foot-prints I saw on the trail. I wonder how the fool learned of 
this cave, or how he expected to lug away the loot by himself.’ 

‘But for the sight of his body we’d have walked into that death-trap,’ muttered 
Zarono, his swarthy face still ashy. ‘That blue smoke was like unseen fingers 
crushing my throat.’ 

‘Well, what are you going to do?’ their unseen tormentor yelled sardonically. 

‘What are we to do?’ Zarono asked Strom. ‘The treasure-cavern is filled with 
that poisonous mist, though for some reason it does not flow across the 
threshold.’ 

“You can’t get the treasure,” Conan assured them with satisfaction from his 
aerie. “That smoke will strangle you. It nearly got me, when I stepped in there. 
Listen, and I’Il tell you a tale the Picts tell in their huts when the fires burn low! 
Once, long ago, twelve strange men came out of the sea, and found a cave and 
heaped it with gold and and jewels; but a Pictish shaman made magic and the 
earth shook, and smoke came out of the earth and strangled them where they sat 
at wine. The smoke, which was the smoke of hell’s fire, was confined within the 
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cavern by the magic of the wizard. The tale was told from tribe to tribe, and all 
the clans shun the accursed spot. 

‘When I crawled in there to escape the Eagle-Picts, I realized that the old 
legend was true, and referred to old Tranicos and his men. An earthquake 
cracked the rock floor of the cavern while he and his captains sat at wine, and let 
the mist out of the depths of the earth — doubtless out of hell, as the Picts say. 
Death guards old Tranicos’ treasure!’ 

‘Bring up the men!’ frothed Strom. ‘We’|l climb up and hew him down!’ 

‘Don’t be a fool,’ snarled Zarono. ‘Do you think any man on earth could climb 
those hand-holds in the teeth of his sword? We’ll have the men up here, right 
enough, to feather him with shafts if he dares show himself. But we’ll get those 
gems yet. He had some plan of obtaining the loot, or he wouldn’t have brought 
thirty men to bear it back. If he could get it, so can we. We’ll bend a cutlass- 
blade to make a hook, tie it to a rope and cast it about the leg of that table, then 
drag it to the door.’ 

“Well thought, Zarono!’ came down Conan’s mocking voice. ‘Exactly what I 
had in mind. But how will you find your way back to the beach-path? It’ll be 
dark long before you reach the beach, if you have to feel your way through the 
woods, and I’ Il follow you and kill you one by one in the dark.’ 

‘It’s no empty boast,’ muttered Strom. ‘He can move and strike in the dark as 
subtly and silently as a ghost. If he hunts us back through the forest, few of us 
will live to see the beach.’ 

“Then we’ll kill him here,’ gritted Zarono. ‘Some of us will shoot at him while 
the rest climb the crag. If he is not struck by arrows, some of us will reach him 
with our swords. Listen! Why does he laugh?’ 

“To hear dead men making plots,’ came Conan’s grimly amused voice. 

‘Heed him not,’ scowled Zarono, and lifting his voice, shouted for the men 
below to join him and Strom on the ledge. 

The sailors started up the slanting trail, and one started to shout a question. 
Simultaneously there sounded a hum like that of an angry bee, ending in a sharp 
thud. The buccaneer gasped and blood gushed from his open mouth. He sank to 
his knees, clutching the black shaft that quivered in his breast. A yell of alarm 
went up from his companions. 

“What’s the matter?’ shouted Strom. 

‘Picts!’ bawled a pirate, lifting his bow and loosing blindly. At his side a man 
moaned and went down with an arrow through his throat. 

“Take cover, you fools!’ shrieked Zarono. From his vantage-point he glimpsed 
painted figures moving in the bushes. One of the men on the winding path fell 
back dying. The rest scrambled hastily down among the rocks about the foot of 
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the crag. They took cover clumsily, not used to this kind of fighting. Arrows 
flickered from bushes, splintering on the boulders. The men on the ledge lay 
prone at full length. 

“We’re trapped!’ Strom’s face was pale. Bold enough with a deck under his 
feet, this silent, savage warfare shook his ruthless nerves. 

‘Conan said they feared this crag,’ said Zarono. ‘When night falls the men 
must climb up here. We’! hold the crag. The Picts won’t rush us.’ 

‘Aye!’ mocked Conan above them. ‘They won’t climb the crag to get at you, 
that’s true. They’ll merely surround it and keep you here until you all die of 
thirst and starvation.’ 

‘He speaks truth,’ said Zarono helplessly. ‘What shall we do?’ 

‘Make a truce with him,’ muttered Strom. ‘If any man can get us out of this 
jam, he can. Time enough to cut his throat later.’ Lifting his voice he called: 
‘Conan, let’s forget our feud for the time being. You’re in this fix as much as we 
are. Come down and help us out of it.’ 

‘How do you figure that?’ retorted the Cimmerian. ‘I have but to wait until 
dark, climb down the other side of this crag and melt into the forest. I can crawl 
through the line the Picts have thrown around this hill, and return to the fort to 
report you all slain by the savages — which will shortly be truth!’ 

Zarono and Strom stared at each other in pallid silence. 

‘But I’m not going to do that!’ Conan roared. ‘Not because I have any love for 
you dogs, but because a white man doesn’t leave white men, even his enemies, 
to be butchered by Picts.’ 

The Cimmerian’s tousled black head appeared over the crest of the crag. 

‘Now listen closely: that’s only a small band down there. I saw them sneaking 
through the brush when I laughed, a while ago. Anyway, if there had been many 
of them, every man at the foot of the crag would be dead already. I think that’s a 
band of fleet-footed young men sent ahead of the main war-party to cut us off 
from the beach. I’m certain a big war-band is heading in our direction from 
somewhere. 

“They’ve thrown a cordon around the west side of the crag, but I don’t think 
there are any on the east side. I’m going down on that side and get in the forest 
and work around behind them. Meanwhile, you crawl down the path and join 
your men among the rocks. Tell them to sling their bows and draw their swords. 
When you hear me yell, rush the trees on the west side of the clearing.’ 

“What of the treasure?’ 

“To hell with the treasure! We’ll be lucky if we get out of here with our heads 
on our shoulders.’ 

The black-maned head vanished. They listened for sounds to indicate that 
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Conan had crawled to the almost sheer eastern wall and was working his way 
down, but they heard nothing. Nor was there any sound in the forest. No more 
arrows broke against the rocks where the sailors were hidden. But all knew that 
fierce black eyes were watching with murderous patience. Gingerly Strom, 
Zarono and the boatswain started down the winding path. They were halfway 
down when the black shafts began to whisper around them. The boatswain 
groaned and toppled limply down the slope, shot through the heart. Arrows 
shivered on the helmets and breastplates of the chiefs as they tumbled in frantic 
haste down the steep trail. They reached the foot in a scrambling rush and lay 
panting among the boulders, swearing breathlessly. 

‘Is this more of Conan’s trickery?’ wondered Zarono profanely. 

‘We can trust him in this matter,’ asserted Strom. “These barbarians live by 
their own particular code of honor, and Conan would never desert men of his 
own complexion to be slaughtered by people of another race. He’ll help us 
against the Picts, even though he plans to murder us himself — hark!’ 

A blood-freezing yell knifed the silence. It came from the woods to the west, 
and simultaneously an object arched out of the trees, struck the ground and 
rolled bouncingly towards the rocks — a severed human head, the hideously 
painted face frozen in a snarl of death. 

‘Conan’s signal!’ roared Strom, and the desperate freebooters rose like a wave 
from the rocks and rushed headlong toward the woods. 

Arrows whirred out of the bushes, but their flight was hurried and erratic, only 
three men fell. Then the wild men of the sea plunged through the fringe of 
foliage and fell on the naked painted figures that rose out of the gloom before 
them. There was a murderous instant of panting, ferocious effort, hand-to-hand, 
cutlasses beating down war-axes, booted feet trampling naked bodies, and then 
bare feet were rattling through the bushes in headlong flight as the survivors of 
that brief carnage quit the fray, leaving seven still, painted figures stretched on 
the blood-stained leaves that littered the earth. Further back in the thickets 
sounded a thrashing and heaving, and then it ceased and Conan strode into view, 
his lacquered hat gone, his coat torn, his cutlass dripping in his hand. 

“What now?’ panted Zarono. He knew the charge had succeeded only because 
Conan’s unexpected attack on the rear of the Picts had demoralized the painted 
men, and prevented them from falling back before the rush. But he exploded into 
curses as Conan passed his cutlass through a buccaneer who writhed on the 
ground with a shattered hip. 

“We can’t carry him with us,’ grunted Conan. ‘It wouldn’t be any kindness to 
leave him to be taken alive by the Picts. Come on!’ 

They crowded close at his heels as he trotted through the trees. Alone they 
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would have sweated and blundered among the thickets for hours before they 
found the beach-trail — if they had ever found it. The Cimmerian led them as 
unerringly as if he had been following a blazed path, and the rovers shouted with 
hysterical relief as they burst suddenly upon the trail that ran westward. 

‘Fool!’ Conan clapped a hand on the shoulder of a pirate who started to break 
into a run, and hurled him back among his companions. ‘You’ll burst your heart 
and fall within a thousand yards. We’re miles from the beach. Take an easy gait. 
We may have to sprint the last mile. Save some of your wind for it. Come on, 
now.’ 

He set off down the trail at a steady jog-trot; the seamen followed him, suiting 
their pace to his. 


The sun was touching the waves of the western ocean. Tina stood at the window 
from which Belesa had watched the storm. 

‘The setting sun turns the ocean to blood,’ she said. ‘The carack’s sail is a 
white fleck on the crimson waters. The woods are already darkened with 
clustering shadows.’ 

“What of the seamen on the beach?’ asked Belesa languidly. She reclined on a 
couch, her eyes closed, her hands clasped behind her head. 

‘Both camps are preparing their supper,’ said Tina. “They gather driftwood and 
build fires. I can hear them shouting to one another — what is that?’ 

The sudden tenseness in the girl’s tone brought Belesa upright on the couch. 
Tina grasped the window-sill, her face white. 

‘Listen! A howling, far off, like many wolves!’ 

‘Wolves?’ Belesa sprang up, fear clutching her heart. ‘Wolves do not hunt in 
packs at this time of the year—’ 

‘Oh, look!’ shrilled the girl, pointing. ‘Men are running out of the forest!’ 

In an instant Belesa was beside her, staring wide-eyed at the figures, small in 
the distance, streaming out of the woods. 

“The sailors!’ she gasped. ‘Empty-handed! I see Zarono — Strom—’ 

“Where is Conan?’ whispered the girl. 

Belesa shook her head. 

‘Listen! Oh, listen!’ whimpered the child, clinging to her. ‘The Picts!’ 

All in the fort could hear it now — a vast ululation of mad exultation and blood- 
lust, from the depths of the dark forest. 

That sound spurred on the panting men reeling toward the palisade. ‘Hasten!’ 
gasped Strom, his face a drawn mask of exhausted effort. ‘They are almost at our 
heels. My ship—’ 

‘She is too far out for us to reach,’ panted Zarono. ‘Make for the stockade. See, 
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the men camped on the beach have seen us!’ He waved his arms in breathless 
pantomime, but the men on the strand understood, and they recognized the 
significance of that wild howling, rising to a triumphant crescendo. The sailors 
abandoned their fires and cooking-pots and fled for the stockade gate. They were 
pouring through it as the fugitives from the forest rounded the south angle and 
reeled into the gate, a heaving, frantic mob, half-dead from exhaustion. The gate 
was Slammed with frenzied haste, and sailors began to climb the firing-ledge, to 
join the men-at-arms already there. 

Belesa confronted Zarono. 

“Where is Conan?’ 

The buccaneer jerked a thumb toward the blackening woods; his chest heaved; 
sweat poured down his face. ‘Their scouts were at our heels before we gained 
the beach. He paused to slay a few and give us time to get away.’ 

He staggered away to take his place on the firing-ledge, whither Strom had 
already mounted. Valenso stood there, a somber, cloak-wrapped figure, 
Strangely silent and aloof. He was like a man bewitched. 

‘Look!’ yelped a pirate, above the deafening howling of the yet unseen horde. 

A man emerged from the forest and raced fleetly across the open belt. 

‘Conan!’ 

Zarono grinned wolfishly. 

“We’re safe in the stockade; we know where the treasure is. No reason why we 
shouldn’t feather him with arrows now.’ 

‘Nay!’ Strom caught his arm. ‘We’|l need his sword! Look!’ 

Behind the fleet-footed Cimmerian a wild horde burst from the forest, howling 
as they ran — naked Picts, hundreds and hundreds of them. Their arrows rained 
about the Cimmerian. A few strides more and Conan reached the eastern wall of 
the stockade, bounded high, seized the points of the logs and heaved himself up 
and over, his cutlass in his teeth. Arrows thudded venomously into the logs 
where his body had just been. His resplendent coat was gone, his white silk shirt 
torn and blood-stained. 

‘Stop them!’ he roared as his feet hit the ground inside. ‘If they get on the wall, 
we’re done for!’ 

Pirates, buccaneers and men-at-arms responded instantly, and a storm of 
arrows and quarrels tore into the oncoming horde. 

Conan saw Belesa, with Tina clinging to her hand, and his language was 
picturesque. 

‘Get into the manor,’ he commanded in conclusion. ‘Their shafts will arch over 
the wall — what did I tell you?’ As a black shaft cut into the earth at Belesa’s feet 
and quivered like a serpent-head, Conan caught up a longbow and leaped to the 
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firing-ledge. ‘Some of you fellows prepare torches!’ he roared, above the rising 
clamor of the battle. ‘We can’t fight them in the dark!’ 

The sun had sunk in a welter of blood; out in the bay the men aboard the 
carack had cut the anchor chain and the Red Hand was rapidly receding on the 
crimson horizon. 


7 Men of the Woods 


Night had fallen, but torches streamed across the strand, casting the mad scene 
into lurid revealment. Naked men in paint swarmed the beach; like waves they 
came against the palisade, bared teeth and blazing eyes gleaming in the glare of 
the torches thrust over the wall. Toucan feathers waved in black manes, and the 
feathers of the cormorant and the sea-falcon. A few warriors, the wildest and 
most barbaric of them all, wore shark’s teeth woven in their tangled locks. The 
sea-land tribes had gathered from up and down the coast in all directions to rid 
their country of the white-skinned invaders. 

They surged against the palisade, driving a storm of arrows before them, 
fighting into the teeth of the shafts and bolts that tore into their masses from the 
stockade. Sometimes they came so close to the wall they were hewing at the gate 
with their war-axes and thrusting their spears through the loop-holes. But each 
time the tide ebbed back without flowing over the palisade, leaving its drift of 
dead. At this kind of fighting the freebooters of the sea were at their stoutest; 
their arrows and bolts tore holes in the charging horde, their cutlasses hewed the 
wild men from the palisades they strove to scale. 

Yet again and again the men of the woods returned to the onslaught with all the 
stubborn ferocity that had been roused in their fierce hearts. 

“They are like mad dogs!’ gasped Zarono, hacking downward at the dark hands 
that grasped at the palisade points, the dark faces that snarled up at him. 

‘If we can hold the fort until dawn they’ll lose heart,’ grunted Conan, splitting 
a feathered skull with professional precision. “They won’t maintain a long siege. 
Look, they’re falling back.’ 

The charge rolled back and the men on the wall shook the sweat out of their 
eyes, counted their dead and took a fresh grasp on the blood-slippery hilts of 
their swords. Like blood-hungry wolves, grudgingly driven from a cornered 
prey, the Picts skulked back beyond the ring of torches. Only the bodies of the 
slain lay before the palisade. 

‘Have they gone?’ Strom shook back his wet, tawny locks. The cutlass in his 
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fist was notched and red, his brawny bare arm was splashed with blood. 

‘They’re still out there,’ Conan nodded toward the outer darkness which ringed 
the circle of torches, made more intense by their light. He glimpsed movements 
in the shadows; glitter of eyes and the dull sheen of steel. 

“They’ve drawn off for a bit, though,’ he said. ‘Put sentries on the wall, and let 
the rest drink and eat. It’s past midnight. We’ve been fighting for hours without 
much interval.’ 

The chiefs clambered down from the ledges, calling their men from the walls. 
A sentry was posted in the middle of each wall, east, west, north and south, and a 
clump of men-at-arms were left at the gate. The Picts, to reach the wall, would 
have to charge across a wide, torchlit space, and the defenders could resume 
their places long before the attackers could reach the palisade. 

“Where’s Valenso?’ demanded Conan, gnawing a huge beef-bone as he stood 
beside the fire the men had built in the center of the compound. Pirates, 
buccaneers and henchmen mingled with each other, wolfing the meat and ale the 
women brought them, and allowing their wounds to be bandaged. 

‘He disappeared an hour ago,’ grunted Strom. ‘He was fighting on the wall 
beside me, when suddenly he stopped short and glared out into the darkness as if 
he saw a ghost. “Look!” he croaked. “The black devil! I see him! Out there in 
the night!” Well, I could swear I saw a figure moving among the shadows that 
was too tall for a Pict. But it was just a glimpse and it was gone. But Valenso 
jumped down from the firing-ledge and staggered into the manor like a man with 
a mortal wound. I haven’t seen him since.’ 

‘He probably saw a forest-devil,’ said Conan tranquilly. “The Picts say this 
coast is lousy with them. What I’m more afraid of is fire-arrows. The Picts are 
likely to start shooting them at any time. What’s that? It sounded like a cry for 
help?’ 


When the lull came in the fighting, Belesa and Tina had crept to their window, 
from which they had been driven by the danger of flying arrows. Silently they 
watched the men gather about the fire. 

“There are not enough men on the stockade,’ said Tina. 

In spite of her nausea at the sight of the corpses sprawled about the palisade, 
Belesa was forced to laugh. 

‘Do you think you know more about wars and sieges than the freebooters?’ she 
chided gently. 

‘There should be more men on the walls,’ insisted the child, shivering. 
‘Suppose the black man came back?’ 

Belesa shuddered at the thought. 
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‘T am afraid,’ murmured Tina. ‘I hope Strom and Zarono are killed.’ 

‘And not Conan?’ asked Belesa curiously. 

‘Conan would not harm us,’ said the child, confidently. ‘He lives up to his 
barbaric code of honor, but they are men who have lost all honor.’ 

“You are wise beyond your years, Tina,’ said Belesa, with the vague 
uneasiness the precocity of the girl frequently roused in her. 

‘Look!’ Tina stiffened. “The sentry is gone from the south wall! I saw him on 
the ledge a moment ago; now he has vanished.’ 

From their window the palisade points of the south wall were just visible over 
the slanting roofs of a row of huts which paralleled that wall almost its entire 
length. A sort of open-topped corridor, three or four yards wide, was framed by 
the stockade and the back of the huts, which were built in a solid row. These huts 
were occupied by the serfs. 

“Where could the sentry have gone?’ whispered Tina uneasily. 

Belesa was watching one end of the hut-row which was not far from a side 
door of the manor. She could have sworn she saw a shadowy figure glide from 
behind the huts and disappear at the door. Was that the vanished sentry? Why 
had he left the wall, and why should he steal so subtly into the manor? She did 
not believe it was the sentry she had seen, and a nameless fear congealed her 
blood. 

‘Where is the Count, Tina?’ she asked. 

‘In the great hall, my Lady. He sits alone at the table, wrapped in his cloak and 
drinking wine, with a face gray as death.’ 

‘Go and tell him what we have seen. I will keep watch from this window, lest 
the Picts steal to the unguarded wall.’ 

Tina scampered away. Belesa heard her slippered feet pattering along the 
corridor, receding down the stair. Then abruptly, terribly, there rang out a scream 
of such poignant fear that Belesa’s heart almost stopped with the shock of it. She 
was out of the chamber and flying down the corridor before she was aware that 
her limbs were in motion. She ran down the stair — and halted as if turned to 
stone. 

She did not scream as Tina had screamed. She was incapable of sound or 
motion. She saw Tina, was aware of the reality of small hands grasping her 
frantically. But these were the only sane realities in a scene of black nightmare 
and lunacy and death, dominated by the monstrous, anthropomorphic shadow 
which spread awful arms against a lurid, hell-fire glare. 

Out in the stockade Strom shook his head at Conan’s question. 

‘T heard nothing.’ 

‘I did!’ Conan’s wild instincts were roused; he was tensed, his eyes blazing. ‘It 
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came from the south wall, behind those huts!’ 

Drawing his cutlass he strode toward the palisade. From the compound the 
wall on the south and the sentry posted there were not visible, being hidden 
behind the huts. Strom followed, impressed by the Cimmerian’s manner. 

At the mouth of the open space between the huts and wall Conan halted, 
warily. The space was dimly lighted by torches flaring at either corner of the 
stockade. And about mid-way of that natural corridor a crumpled shape sprawled 
on the ground. 

‘Bracus!’ swore Strom, running forward and dropping on one knee beside the 
figure. ‘By Mitra, his throat’s been cut from ear to ear!’ 

Conan swept the space with a quick glance, finding it empty save for himself, 
Strom and the dead man. He peered through a loop-hole. No living man moved 
within the ring of torch-light outside the fort. 

“Who could have done this?’ he wondered. 

‘Zarono!’ Strom sprang up, spitting fury like a wildcat, his hair bristling, his 
face convulsed. ‘He has set his thieves to stabbing my men in the back! He plans 
to wipe me out by treachery! Devils! I am leagued within and without!’ 

‘Wait!’ Conan reached a restraining hand. ‘I don’t believe Zarono—’ 

But the maddened pirate jerked away and rushed around the end of the hut- 
row, breathing blasphemies. Conan ran after him, swearing. Strom made straight 
toward the fire by which Zarono’s tall lean form was visible as the buccaneer 
chief quaffed a jack of ale. 

His amazement was supreme when the jack was dashed violently from his 
hand, spattering his breastplate with foam, and he was jerked around to confront 
the passion-distorted face of the pirate captain. 

“You murdering dog!’ roared Strom. ‘Will you slay my men behind my back 
while they fight for your filthy hide as well as for mine?’ 

Conan was hurrying toward them and on all sides men ceased eating and 
drinking to stare in amazement. 

‘What do you mean?’ sputtered Zarono. 

“You’ve set your men to stabbing mine at their posts!’ screamed the maddened 
Barachan. 

“You lie!’ Smoldering hate burst into sudden flame. 

With an incoherent howl Strom heaved up his cutlass and cut at the 
buccaneer’s head. Zarono caught the blow on his armored left arm and sparks 
flew as he staggered back, ripping out his own sword. 

In an instant the captains were fighting like madmen, their blades flaming and 
flashing in the firelight. Their crews reacted instantly and blindly. A deep roar 
went up as pirates and buccaneers drew their swords and fell upon each other. 
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The men left on the walls abandoned their posts and leaped down into the 
stockade, blades in hand. In an instant the compound was a battle-ground, where 
knotting, writhing groups of men smote and slew in a blind frenzy. Some of the 
men-at-arms and serfs were drawn into the mélée, and the soldiers at the gate 
turned and stared down in amazement, forgetting the enemy which lurked 
outside. 

It had all happened so quickly — smoldering passions exploding into sudden 
battle — that men were fighting all over the compound before Conan could reach 
the maddened chiefs. Ignoring their swords he tore them apart with such 
violence that they staggered backward, and Zarono tripped and fell headlong. 

“You cursed fools, will you throw away all our lives?’ 

Strom was frothing mad and Zarono was bawling for assistance. A buccaneer 
ran at Conan from behind and cut at his head. The Cimmerian half turned and 
caught his arm, checking the stroke in mid-air. 

‘Look, you fools!’ he roared, pointing with his sword. Something in his tone 
caught the attention of the battle-crazed mob; men froze in their places, with 
lifted swords, Zarono on one knee, and twisted their heads to stare. Conan was 
pointing at a soldier on the firing-ledge. The man was reeling, arms clawing the 
air, choking as he tried to shout. Suddenly he pitched headlong to the ground and 
all saw the black arrow standing up between his shoulders. 

A cry of alarm rose from the compound. On the heels of the shout came a 
clamor of blood-freezing screams, the shattering impact of axes on the gate. 
Flaming arrows arched over the wall and stuck in logs, and thin wisps of blue 
smoke curled upward. Then from behind the huts that ranged the south wall 
came swift and furtive figures racing across the compound. 

‘The Picts are in!’ roared Conan. 

Bedlam followed his shout. The freebooters ceased their feud, some turned to 
meet the savages, some to spring to the wall. Savages were pouring from behind 
the huts and they streamed over the compound; their axes flashed against the 
cutlasses of the sailors. 

Zarono was struggling to his feet when a painted savage rushed upon him from 
behind and brained him with a war-ax. 

Conan with a clump of sailors behind him was battling with the Picts inside the 
stockade, and Strom, with most of his men, was climbing up on the firing- 
ledges, slashing at the dark figures already swarming over the wall. The Picts, 
who had crept up unobserved and surrounded the fort while the defenders were 
fighting among themselves, were attacking from all sides. Valenso’s soldiers 
were clustered at the gate, trying to hold it against a howling swarm of exultant 
demons. 
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More and more savages streamed from behind the huts, having scaled the 
undefended south wall. Strom and his pirates were beaten back from the other 
sides of the palisade and in an instant the compound was swarming with naked 
watriors. They dragged down the defenders like wolves; the battle revolved into 
swirling whirlpools of painted figures surging about small groups of desperate 
white men. Picts, sailors and henchmen littered the earth, stamped underfoot by 
the heedless feet. Blood-smeared braves dived howling into huts and the shrieks 
that rose from the interiors where women and children died beneath the red axes 
rose above the din of the battle. The men-at-arms abandoned the gate when they 
heard those pitiful cries, and in an instant the Picts had burst it and were pouring 
into the palisade at that point also. Huts began to go up in flames. 

‘Make for the manor!’ roared Conan, and a dozen men surged in behind him as 
he hewed an inexorable way through the snarling pack. 

Strom was at his side, wielding his red cutlass like a flail. 

“We can’t hold the manor,’ grunted the pirate. 

‘Why not?’ Conan was too busy with his crimson work to spare a glance. 

‘Because—uh!’ A knife in a dark hand sank deep in the Barachan’s back. 
‘Devil eat you, bastard!’ Strom turned staggeringly and split the savage’s head to 
his teeth. The pirate reeled and fell to his knees, blood starting from his lips. 

“The manor’s burning!’ he croaked, and slumped over in the dust. 

Conan cast a swift look about him. The men who had followed him were all 
down in their blood. The Pict gasping out his life under the Cimmerian’s feet 
was the last of the group which had barred his way. All about him battle was 
swirling and surging, but for the moment he stood alone. He was not far from the 
south wall. A few strides and he could leap to the ledge, swing over and be gone 
through the night. But he remembered the helpless girls in the manor — from 
which, now, smoke was rolling in billowing masses. He ran toward the manor. 

A feathered chief wheeled from the door, lifting a war-ax, and behind the 
racing Cimmerian lines of fleet-footed braves were converging upon him. He did 
not check his stride. His downward sweeping cutlass met and deflected the ax 
and split the skull of the wielder. An instant later Conan was through the door 
and had slammed and bolted it against the axes that splintered into the wood. 

The great hall was full of drifting wisps of smoke through which he groped, 
half-blinded. Somewhere a woman was whimpering, little, catchy, hysterical 
sobs of nerve-shattering horror. He emerged from a whorl of smoke and stopped 
dead in his tracks, glaring down the hall. 

The hall was dim and shadowy with drifting smoke; the silver candelabrum 
was overturned, the candles extinguished; the only illumination was a lurid glow 
from the great fireplace and the wall in which it was set, where the flames licked 
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from burning floor to smoking roof-beams. And limned against that lurid glare 
Conan saw a human form swinging slowly at the end of a rope. The dead face 
turned toward him as the body swung, and it was distorted beyond recognition. 
But Conan knew it was Count Valenso, hanged to his own roof-beam. 

But there was something else in the hall. Conan saw it through the drifting 
smoke — a monstrous black figure, outlined against the hellfire glare. That 
outline was vaguely human; but the shadow thrown on the burning wall was not 
human at all. 

‘Crom!’ muttered Conan aghast, paralysed by the realization that he was 
confronted by a being against which his sword was helpless. He saw Belesa and 
Tina, clutched in each other’s arms, crouching at the bottom of the stair. 

The black monster reared up, looming gigantic against the flame, great arms 
spread wide; a dim face leered through the drifting smoke, semi-human, 
demonic, altogether terrible — Conan glimpsed the close-set horns, the gaping 
mouth, the peaked ears — it was lumbering toward him through the smoke, and 
an old memory woke with desperation. 

Near the Cimmerian stood a massive silver bench, ornately carven, once part of 
the splendor of Korzetta castle. Conan grasped it, heaved it high above his head. 

‘Silver and fire!’ he roared in a voice like a clap of wind, and hurled the bench 
with all the power of his iron muscles. Full on the great black breast it crashed, a 
hundred pounds of silver winged with terrific velocity. Not even the black one 
could stand before such a missile. He was carried off his feet — hurtled backward 
headlong into the open fireplace which was a roaring mouth of flame. A horrible 
scream shook the hall, the cry of an unearthly thing gripped suddenly by earthly 
death. The mantel cracked and stones fell from the great chimney; half-hiding 
the black writhing limbs at which the flames were eating in elemental fury. 
Burning beams crashed down from the roof and thundered on the stones, and the 
whole heap was enveloped by a roaring burst of fire. 

Flames were racing down the stair when Conan reached it. He caught up the 
fainting child under one arm and dragged Belesa to her feet. Through the crackle 
and snap of the fire sounded the splintering of the door under war-axes. 

He glared about, sighted a door opposite the stair-landing, and hurried through 
it, carrying Tina and half-dragging Belesa, who seemed dazed. As they came 
into the chamber beyond, a reverberation behind them announced that the roof 
was falling in the hall. Through a strangling wall of smoke Conan saw an open, 
outer door on the other side of the chamber. As he lugged his charges through it, 
he saw it sagged on broken hinges, lock and bolt snapped and splintered as if by 
some terrific force. 

“The black man came in by this door!’ Belesa sobbed hysterically. ‘I saw him — 
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but I did not know—’ 

They emerged into the fire-lit compound, a few feet from the hut-row that lined 
the south wall. A Pict was skulking toward the door, eyes red in the firelight, ax 
lifted. Turning the girl on his arm away from the blow, Conan drove his cutlass 
through the savage’s breast, and then, sweeping Belesa off her feet, ran toward 
the south wall, carrying both girls. 

The compound was full of billowing smoke clouds that hid half the red work 
going on there; but the fugitives had been seen. Naked figures, black against the 
dull glare, pranced out of the smoke, brandishing gleaming axes. They were still 
yards behind him when Conan ducked into the space between the huts and the 
wall. At the other end of the corridor he saw other howling shapes, running to 
cut him off. Halting short he tossed Belesa bodily to the fire-ledge and leaped 
after her. Swinging her over the palisade he dropped her into the sand outside, 
and dropped Tina after her. A thrown ax crashed into a log by his shoulder, and 
then he too was over the wall and gathering up his dazed and helpless charges. 
When the Picts reached the wall the space before the palisade was empty of all 
except the dead. 


8 A Pirate Returns to the Sea 


Dawn was tingeing the dim waters with an old rose hue. Far out across the tinted 
waters a fleck of white grew out of the mist — a sail that seemed to hang 
suspended in the pearly sky. On a bushy headland Conan the Cimmerian held a 
ragged cloak over a fire of green wood. As he manipulated the cloak, puffs of 
smoke rose upward, quivered against the dawn and vanished. 

Belesa crouched near him, one arm about Tina. 

‘Do you think they’I] see it and understand?’ 

‘They’ll see it, right enough,’ he assured her. ‘They’ve been hanging off and 
on this coast all night, hoping to sight some survivors. They’re scared stiff. 
There’s only half a dozen of them, and not one can navigate well enough to sail 
from here to the Barachan Isles. They’ll understand my signals; it’s the pirate 
code. I’m telling them that the captains are dead and all the sailors, and for them 
to come inshore and take us aboard. They know I can navigate, and they’Il be 
glad to ship under me; they’I!l have to. I’m the only captain left.’ 

‘But suppose the Picts see the smoke?’ She shuddered, glancing back over the 
misty sands and bushes to where, miles to the north, a column of smoke stood up 
in the still air. 
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“They’re not likely to see it. After I hid you in the woods I crept back and saw 
them dragging barrels of wine and ale out of the storehouses. Already most of 
them were reeling. They’ ll all be lying around too drunk to move by this time. If 
I had a hundred men I could wipe out the whole horde. Look! There goes a 
rocket from the Red Hand! That means they’re coming to take us off!’ 

Conan stamped out the fire, handed the cloak back to Belesa and stretched like 
a great lazy cat. Belesa watched him in wonder. His unperturbed manner was not 
assumed; the night of fire and blood and slaughter, and the flight through the 
black woods afterward, had left his nerves untouched. He was as calm as if he 
had spent the night in feast and revel. Belesa did not fear him; she felt safer than 
she had felt since she landed on that wild coast. He was not like the freebooters, 
civilized men who had repudiated all standards of honor, and lived without any. 
Conan, on the other hand, lived according to the code of his people, which was 
barbaric and bloody, but at least upheld its own peculiar standards of honor. 

‘Do you think he is dead?’ she asked, with seeming irrelevancy. 

He did not ask her to whom she referred. 

‘I believe so. Silver and fire are both deadly to evil spirits, and he got a belly- 
full of both.’ 

Neither spoke of that subject again; Belesa’s mind shrank from the task of 
conjuring up the scene when a black figure skulked into the great hall and a 
long-delayed vengeance was horribly consummated. 

“What will you do when you get back to Zingara?’ Conan asked. 

She shook her head helplessly. ‘I do not know. I have neither money nor 
friends. I am not trained to earn my living. Perhaps it would have been better had 
one of those arrows struck my heart.’ 

‘Do not say that, my Lady!’ begged Tina. ‘I will work for us both!’ 

Conan drew a small leather bag from inside his girdle. 

‘I didn’t get Tothmekri’s jewels,’ he rumbled. ‘But here are some baubles I 
found in the chest where I got the clothes I’m wearing.’ He spilled a handful of 
flaming rubies into his palm. “They’re worth a fortune, themselves.’ He dumped 
them back into the bag and handed it to her. 

‘But I can’t take these—’ she began. 

‘Of course you’ ll take them. I might as well leave you for the Picts to scalp as 
to take you back to Zingara to starve,’ said he. ‘I know what it is to be penniless 
in a Hyborian land. Now in my country sometimes there are famines; but people 
are hungry only when there’s no food in the land at all. But in civilized countries 
I’ve seen people sick of gluttony while others were starving. Aye, I’ve seen men 
fall and die of hunger against the walls of shops and storehouses crammed with 
food. 
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‘Sometimes I was hungry, too, but then I took what I wanted at sword’s-point. 
But you can’t do that. So you take these rubies. You can sell them and buy a 
castle, and slaves and fine clothes, and with them it won’t be hard to get a 
husband, because civilized men all desire wives with these possessions.’ 

‘But what of you?’ 

Conan grinned and indicated the Red Hand drawing swiftly inshore. 

‘A ship and a crew are all I want. As soon as I set foot on that deck, I’ll have a 
ship, and as soon as I can raise the Barachans I’ll have a crew. The lads of the 
Red Brotherhood are eager to ship with me, because I always lead them to rare 
loot. And as soon as I’ve set you and the girl ashore on the Zingaran coast, I'll 
show the dogs some looting! Nay, nay, no thanks! What are a handful of gems to 
me, when all the loot of the southern seas will be mine for the grasping?’ 
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THE FROST-GIANT’S DAUGHTER 


Tue ctancor or tse SWOrds had died away, the shouting of the slaughter was hushed; 
silence lay on the red-stained snow. The bleak pale sun that glittered so 
blindingly from the ice-fields and the snow-covered plains struck sheens of 
silver from rent corselet and broken blade, where the dead lay as they had fallen. 
The nerveless hand yet gripped the broken hilt; helmeted heads, back-drawn in 
the death throes, tilted red beards and golden beards grimly upward, as if in last 
invocation to Ymir the frost-giant, god of a warrior-race. 

Across the red drifts and mail-clad forms, two figures glared at each other. In 
that utter desolation only they moved. The frosty sky was over them, the white 
illimitable plain around them, the dead men at their feet. Slowly through the 
corpses they came, as ghosts might come to a tryst through the shambles of a 
dead world. In the brooding silence they stood face to face. 

Both were tall men, built like tigers. Their shields were gone, their corselets 
battered and dented. Blood dried on their mail; their swords were stained red. 
Their horned helmets showed the marks of fierce strokes. One was beardless and 
black-maned. The locks and beard of the other were red as the blood on the 
sunlit snow. 

‘Man,’ said he, ‘tell me your name, so that my brothers in Vanaheim may 
know who was the last of Wulfhere’s band to fall before the sword of Heimdul.’ 

‘Not in Vanaheim,’ growled the black-haired warrior, ‘but in Valhalla will you 
tell your brothers that you met Conan of Cimmeria.’ 

Heimdul roared and leaped, and his sword flashed in a deathly arc. Conan 
staggered and his vision was filled with red sparks as the singing blade crashed 
on his helmet, shivering into bits of blue fire. But as he reeled he thrust with all 
the power of his broad shoulders behind the humming blade. The sharp point 
tore through brass scales and bones and heart, and the red-haired warrior died at 
Conan’s feet. 

The Cimmerian stood upright, trailing his sword, a sudden sick weariness 
assailing him. The glare of the sun on the snow cut his eyes like a knife and the 
sky seemed shrunken and strangely apart. He turned away from the trampled 
expanses where yellow-bearded warriors lay locked with red-haired slayers in 
the embrace of death. A few steps he took, and the glare of the snow-fields was 
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suddenly dimmed. A rushing wave of blindness engulfed him and he sank down 
into the snow, supporting himself on one mailed arm, seeking to shake the 
blindness out of his eyes as a lion might shake his mane. 

A silvery laugh cut through his dizziness, and his sight cleared slowly. He 
looked up; there was a strangeness about all the landscape that he could not 
place or define — an unfamiliar tinge to earth and sky. But he did not think long 
of this. Before him, swaying like a sapling in the wind, stood a woman. Her 
body was like ivory to his dazed eyes, and save for a light veil of gossamer, she 
was naked as the day. Her slender bare feet were whiter than the snow they 
spurned. She laughed down at the bewildered warrior. Her laughter was sweeter 
than the rippling of silvery fountains, and poisonous with cruel mockery. 

“Who are you?’ asked the Cimmerian. ‘Whence come you?’ 

“What matter?’ Her voice was more musical than a silver-stringed harp, but it 
was edged with cruelty. 

‘Call up your men,’ said he, grasping his sword. ‘Yet though my strength fail 
me, they shall not take me alive. I see that you are of the Vanir.’ 

‘Have I said so?’ 

His gaze went again to her unruly locks, which at first glance he had thought to 
be red. Now he saw that they were neither red nor yellow, but a glorious 
compound of both colors. He gazed spellbound. Her hair was like elfin-gold; the 
sun struck it so dazzingly that he could scarcely bear to look upon it. Her eyes 
were likewise neither wholly blue nor wholly grey, but of shifting colors and 
dancing lights and clouds of colors he could not define. Her full red lips smiled, 
and from her slender feet to the blinding crown of her billowy hair, her ivory 
body was as perfect as the dream of a god. Conan’s pulse hammered in his 
temples. 

‘I cannot tell,’ said he, ‘whether you are of Vanaheim and mine enemy, or of 
Asgard and my friend. Far have I wandered, but a woman like you I have never 
seen. Your locks blind me with their brightness. Never have I seen such hair, not 
even among the fairest daughters of the Asir. By Ymir—’ 

“Who are you to swear by Ymir?’ she mocked. ‘What know you of the gods of 
ice and snow, you who have come up from the south to adventure among an 
alien people?’ 

“By the dark gods of my own race!’ he cried in anger. ‘Though I am not of the 
golden-haired A‘sir, none has been more forward in sword-play! This day I have 
seen four score men fall, and I alone have survived the field where Wulfhere’s 
reavers met the wolves of Bragi. Tell me, woman, have you seen the flash of 
mail out across the snow-plains, or seen armed men moving upon the ice?’ 

‘I have seen the hoar-frost glittering in the sun,’ she answered. ‘I have heard 
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the wind whispering across the everlasting snows.’ 

He shook his head with a sigh. 

‘Niord should have come up with us before the battle was joined. I fear he and 
his fighting-men have been ambushed. Wulfhere and his warriors lie dead. 

‘I had thought there was no village within many leagues of this spot, for the 
war carried us far, but you cannot have come a great distance over these snows, 
naked as you are. Lead me to your tribe, if you are of Asgard, for I am faint with 
blows and the weariness of strife.’ 

‘My village is further than you can walk, Conan of Cimmeria,’ she laughed. 
Spreading her arms wide, she swayed before him, her golden head lolling 
sensuously, her scintillant eyes half shadowed beneath their long silken lashes. 
‘Am I not beautiful, oh man?’ 

‘Like Dawn running naked on the snows,’ he muttered, his eyes burning like 
those of a wolf. 

‘Then why do you not rise and follow me? Who is the strong warrior who falls 
down before me?’ she chanted in maddening mockery. ‘Lie down and die in the 
snow with the other fools, Conan of the black hair. You cannot follow where I 
would lead.’ 

With an oath the Cimmerian heaved himself up on his feet, his blue eyes 
blazing, his dark scarred face contorted. Rage shook his soul, but desire for the 
taunting figure before him hammered at his temples and drove his wild blood 
fiercely through his veins. Passion fierce as physical agony flooded his whole 
being, so that earth and sky swam red to his dizzy gaze. In the madness that 
swept upon him, weariness and faintness were swept away. 

He spoke no word as he drove at her, fingers spread to grip her soft flesh. With 
a shriek of laughter she leaped back and ran, laughing at him over her white 
shoulder. With a low growl Conan followed. He had forgotten the fight, 
forgotten the mailed warriors who lay in their blood, forgotten Niord and the 
reavers who had failed to reach the fight. He had thought only for the slender 
white shape which seemed to float rather than run before him. 

Out across the white blinding plain the chase led. The trampled red field fell 
out of sight behind him, but still Conan kept on with the silent tenacity of his 
race. His mailed feet broke through the frozen crust; he sank deep in the drifts 
and forged through them by sheer strength. But the girl danced across the snow 
light as a feather floating across a pool; her naked feet barely left their imprint 
on the hoar-frost that overlaid the crust. In spite of the fire in his veins, the cold 
bit through the warrior’s mail and fur-lined tunic; but the girl in her gossamer 
veil ran as lightly and as gaily as if she danced through the palm and rose 
gardens of Poitain. 
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On and on she led, and Conan followed. Black curses drooled through the 
Cimmerian’s parched lips. The great veins in his temples swelled and throbbed 
and his teeth gnashed. 

“You cannot escape me!’ he roared. ‘Lead me into a trap and I’! pile the heads 
of your kinsmen at your feet! Hide from me and I’I] tear apart the mountains to 
find you! I’ll follow you to hell!’ 

Her maddening laughter floated back to him, and foam flew from the 
barbarian’s lips. Further and further into the wastes she led him. The land 
changed; the wide plains gave way to low hills, marching upward in broken 
ranges. Far to the north he caught a glimpse of towering mountains, blue with 
the distance, or white with the eternal snows. Above these mountains shone the 
flaring rays of the borealis. They spread fan-wise into the sky, frosty blades of 
cold flaming light, changing in color, growing and brightening. 

Above him the skies glowed and crackled with strange lights and gleams. The 
snow shone weirdly, now frosty blue, now icy crimson, now cold silver. 
Through a shimmering icy realm of enchantment Conan plunged doggedly 
onward, in a crystalline maze where the only reality was the white body dancing 
across the glittering snow beyond his reach — ever beyond his reach. 

He did not wonder at the strangeness of it all, not even when two gigantic 
figures rose up to bar his way. The scales of their mail were white with hoar- 
frost; their helmets and their axes were covered with ice. Snow sprinkled their 
locks; in their beards were spikes of icicles; their eyes were cold as the lights 
that streamed above them. 

‘Brothers!’ cried the girl, dancing between them. ‘Look who follows! I have 
brought you a man to slay! Take his heart that we may lay it smoking on our 
father’s board!’ 

The giants answered with roars like the grinding of icebergs on a frozen shore 
and heaved up their shining axes as the maddened Cimmerian hurled himself 
upon them. A frosty blade flashed before his eyes, blinding him with its 
brightness, and he gave back a terrible stroke that sheared through his foe’s 
thigh. With a groan the victim fell, and at the instant Conan was dashed into the 
snow, his left shoulder numb from the blow of the survivor, from which the 
Cimmerian’s mail had barely saved his life. Conan saw the remaining giant 
looming high above him like a colossus carved of ice, etched against the cold 
glowing sky. The axe fell, to sink through the snow and deep into the frozen 
earth as Conan hurled himself aside and leaped to his feet. The giant roared and 
wrenched his axe free, but even as he did, Conan’s sword sang down. The 
giant’s knees bent and he sank slowly into the snow, which turned crimson with 
the blood that gushed from his half-severed neck. 
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Conan wheeled, to see the girl standing a short distance away, staring at him in 
wide-eyed horror, all the mockery gone from her face. He cried out fiercely and 
the blood-drops flew from his sword as his hand shook in the intensity of his 
passion. 

‘Call the rest of your brothers!’ he cried. ‘I’ll give their hearts to the wolves! 
You cannot escape me—’ 

With a cry of fright she turned and ran fleetly. She did not laugh now, nor 
mock him over her white shoulder. She ran as for her life, and though he strained 
every nerve and thew until his temples were like to burst and the snow swam red 
to his gaze, she drew away from him, dwindling in the witch-fire of the skies, 
until she was a figure no bigger than a child, then a dancing white flame on the 
snow, then a dim blur in the distance. But grinding his teeth until the blood 
started from his gums, he reeled on, and he saw the blur grow to a dancing white 
flame, and the flame to a figure big as a child; and then she was running less 
than a hundred paces ahead of him, and slowly the space narrowed, foot by foot. 

She was running with effort now, her golden locks blowing free; he heard the 
quick panting of her breath, and saw a flash of fear in the look she cast over her 
white shoulder. The grim endurance of the barbarian had served him well. The 
speed ebbed from her flashing white legs; she reeled in her gait. In his untamed 
soul leaped up the fires of hell she had fanned so well. With an inhuman roar he 
closed in on her, just as she wheeled with a haunting cry and flung out her arms 
to fend him off. 

His sword fell into the snow as he crushed her to him. Her lithe body bent 
backward as she fought with desperate frenzy in his iron arms. Her golden hair 
blew about his face, blinding him with its sheen; the feel of her slender body 
twisting in his mailed arms drove him to blinder madness. His strong fingers 
sank deep into her smooth flesh; and that flesh was cold as ice. It was as if he 
embraced not a woman of human flesh and blood, but a woman of flaming ice. 
She writhed her golden head aside, striving to avoid the fierce kisses that bruised 
her red lips. 

“You are cold as the snows,’ he mumbled dazedly. ‘I will warm you with the 
fire in my own blood—’ 

With a scream and a desperate wrench she slipped from his arms, leaving her 
single gossamer garment in his grasp. She sprang back and faced him, her 
golden locks in wild disarray, her white bosom heaving, her beautiful eyes 
blazing with terror. For an instant he stood frozen, awed by her terrible beauty as 
she posed naked against the snows. 

And in that instant she flung her arms toward the lights that glowed in the skies 
above her and cried out in a voice that rang in Conan’s ears forever after: ‘Ymir! 
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Oh, my father, save me!’ 

Conan was leaping forward, arms spread to seize her, when with a crack like 
the breaking of an ice mountain, the whole sky leaped into icy fire. The girl’s 
ivory body was suddenly enveloped in a cold blue flame so blinding that the 
Cimmerian threw up his hands to shield his eyes from the intolerable blaze. For 
a fleeting instant, sky and snowy hills were bathed in crackling white flames, 
blue darts of icy light, and frozen crimson fires. Then Conan staggered and cried 
out. The girl was gone. The glowing snow lay empty and bare; high above his 
head the witch-lights flashed and played in a frosty sky gone mad, and among 
the distant blue mountains there sounded a rolling thunder as of a gigantic war- 
chariot rushing behind steeds whose frantic hoofs struck lightning from the 
snows and echoes from the skies. 

Then suddenly the borealis, the snow-clad hills and the blazing heavens reeled 
drunkenly to Conan’s sight; thousands of fire-balls burst with showers of sparks, 
and the sky itself became a titanic wheel which rained stars as it spun. Under his 
feet the snowy hills heaved up like a wave, and the Cimmerian crumpled into the 
snows to lie motionless. 

In a cold dark universe, whose sun was extinguished eons ago, Conan felt the 
movement of life, alien and unguessed. An earthquake had him in its grip and 
was shaking him to and fro, at the same time chafing his hands and feet until he 
yelled in pain and fury and groped for his sword. 

‘He’s coming to, Horsa,’ said a voice. ‘Haste — we must rub the frost out of his 
limbs if he’s ever to wield sword again.’ 

‘He won’t open his left hand,’ growled another. ‘He’s clutching something—’ 

Conan opened his eyes and stared into the bearded faces that bent over him. He 
was surrounded by tall golden-haired warriors in mail and furs. 

‘Conan! You live!’ 

‘By Crom, Niord,’ gasped the Cimmerian. ‘Am I alive, or are we all dead and 
in Valhalla?’ 

“We live,’ grunted the Aisir, busy over Conan’s half-frozen feet. ‘We had to 
fight our way through an ambush, or we had come up with you before the battle 
was joined. The corpses were scarce cold when we came upon the field. We did 
not find you among the dead, so we followed your spoor. In Ymir’s name, 
Conan, why did you wander off into the wastes of the north? We have followed 
your tracks in the snow for hours. Had a blizzard come up and hidden them, we 
had never found you, by Ymir!’ 

‘Swear not so often by Ymir,’ uneasily muttered a warrior, glancing at the 
distant mountains. ‘This is his land and the god bides among yonder mountains 
the legends say.’ 
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‘I saw a woman,’ Conan answered hazily. ‘We met Bragi’s men in the plains. I 
know not how long we fought. I alone lived. I was dizzy and faint. The land lay 
like a dream before me. Only now do all things seem natural and familiar. The 
woman came and taunted me. She was beautiful as a frozen flame from hell. A 
strange madness fell upon me when I looked at her, so I forgot all else in the 
world. I followed her. Did you not find her tracks? Or the giants in icy mail I 
slew?’ 

Niord shook his head. 

“We found only your tracks in the snow, Conan.’ 

“Then it may be I am mad,’ said Conan dazedly. ‘Yet you yourself are no more 
real to me than was the golden-locked witch who fled naked across the snows 
before me. Yet from under my very hands she vanished in icy flame.’ 

‘He is delirious,’ whispered a warrior. 

‘Not so!’ cried the older man, whose eyes were wild and weird. ‘It was Atali, 
the daughter of Ymir, the frost-giant! To fields of the dead she comes, and shows 
herself to the dying! Myself when a boy I saw her, when I lay half-slain on the 
bloody field of Wolraven. I saw her walk among the dead in the snows, her 
naked body gleaming like ivory and her golden hair unbearably bright in the 
moonlight. I lay and howled like a dying dog because I could not crawl after her. 
She lures men from stricken fields into the wastelands to be slain by her brothers 
the ice-giants, who lay men’s red hearts smoking on Ymir’s board. The 
Cimmerian has seen Atali, the frost-giant’s daughter.’ 

‘Bah!’ grunted Horsa. ‘Old Gorm’s mind was touched in his youth by a sword 
cut on the head. Conan was delirious from the fury of battle — look how his 
helmet is dented. Any of those blows might have addled his brain. It was an 
hallucination he followed into the wastes. He is from the south; what does he 
know of Atali?’ 

“You speak truth, perhaps,’ muttered Conan. ‘It was all strange and weird — by 
Crom!’ 

He broke off, glaring at the object that still dangled from his clenched left fist; 
the others gaped silently at the veil he held up — a wisp of gossamer that was 
never spun by human distaff. 
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DRUMS OF TOMBALKU 


(Draft) 


Tree men squarten nese the water hole, beneath the sunset sky that painted the desert 
umber and red. Two were Ghanatas, desert warriors, their tatters scarcely 
concealing their wiry dark frames. Men called them Gobir and Saidu; they 
looked like vultures as they crouched beside the water hole. The third was 
yellow-haired and gray-eyed; he was called Amalric. 

Nearby a camel ground its cud noisily, and a pair of weary horses vainly 
nuzzled the bare sand. The men munched dried dates cheerlessly, the desert men 
intent only on the working of their jaws, Amalric occasionally glancing at the 
dull red sky, or out across the level monotony where the shadows were gathering 
and deepening. He was first to see the horseman who rode up and drew rein with 
a jerk that set the steed rearing. 

The rider was a dark-skinned giant. His wide silk pantaloons were gathered in 
about his bare ankles. They were supported by a broad girdle wrapped 
repeatedly about his huge belly; that girdle also supported a flaring-tipped 
scimitar few men could wield with one hand. With that scimitar the man was 
famed wherever the sons of the desert rode. He was Tilutan, the pride of the 
Ghanata. 

Across his saddle bow a limp shape lay, or rather hung. Breath hissed through 
the teeth of the Ghanatas as they caught the gleam of smooth, white limbs. A girl 
hung across Tilutan’s saddle bow, face down, her loose hair flowing over his 
stirrup in a rippling black wave. The giant grinned with a glint of white teeth, 
and cast her casually onto the sand, where she lay laxly, unconscious. 
Instinctively Gobir and Saidu tumed toward Amalric, and Tilutan watched him 
from his saddle. Three Ghanatas and an outlander. The entrance of a woman into 
the scene wrought a subtle change in the atmosphere. 

Almaric was the only one who was apparently oblivious to the tenseness. He 
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raked back his rebellious yellow locks absently, and glanced indifferently at the 
girl’s limp figure. If there was a momentary gleam in his grey eyes, the others 
did not catch it. 

Tilutan swung down from his saddle, contemptuously tossing the rein to 
Amalric. 

‘Tend my horse,’ he said. ‘By Jhil, I did not find a desert antelope, but I found 
this little filly. She was reeling through the sands, and she fell just as I 
approached. I think she fainted from weariness and thirst. Get away from there, 
you jackals, and let me give her a drink.’ 

The big man stretched her out beside the water hole and began laving her face 
and wrists, trickling a few drops between her parched lips. She moaned presently 
and stirred vaguely. Gobir and Saidu crouched with their hands on their knees, 
staring at her over Tilutan’s burly shoulder. Amalric stood a little apart from 
them, his interest seeming only casual. 

‘She is coming to,’ announced Gobir. 

Saidu said nothing, but he licked his lips involuntarily, animal-like. 

Amalric’s gaze travelled impersonally over the prostrate form, from the torn 
sandals to the loose crown of glossy black hair. Her only garment was a silk 
kirtle, girdled at the waist. It left her arms, neck and part of her bosom bare, and 
the skirt ended several inches above her knees. On the parts revealed rested the 
gaze of the Ghanatas with devouring intensity, taking in the soft contours, 
childish in their white tenderness, yet rounded with budding womanhood. 

Amalric shrugged his shoulders. 

‘After Tilutan, who?’ he asked carelessly. 

A pair of lean heads turned toward him, bloodshot eyes rolled at the question, 
then the Ghanatas turned and mutually stared at one another. Sudden rivalry 
crackled electrically between them. 

‘Cast the dice,’ urged Amalric. ‘No need to fight.’ His hand came from under 
his worn tunic, and he threw down a pair of dice before them. A claw-like hand 
seized them. 

‘Aye!’ agreed Gobir. ‘We cast — after Tilutan, the winner!’ 

Amalric cast a glance toward the giant who still bent above his captive, 
bringing life back into her exhausted body. As he looked, her long-lashed lids 
parted. Deep violet eyes stared up into the leering face bewilderedly. An 
explosive exclamation of gratification escaped the thick lips of Tilutan. 
Wrenching a flask from his girdle, he put it to her mouth. She drank the wine 
mechanically. Amalric avoided her wandering gaze. He was one man and the 
three Ghanatas were all his match. 

Gobir and Saidu bent above the dice; Saidu cupped them in his palm, breathed 
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on them for luck, shook and threw. Two vulture-like heads bent over the 
spinning cubes in the dim light. And Amalric drew and struck with the same 
motion. The edge sliced through a thick neck, severing the windpipe, and Gobir 
fell across the dice, spurting blood, his head hanging by a shred. 

Simultaneously, Saidu, with the desperate quickness of a desert man, shot to 
his feet and hacked ferociously at the slayer’s head. Amalric barely had time to 
catch the stroke on his lifted sword. The whistling scimitar beat the straight 
blade down on Amalric’s head, staggering him. He released his sword and threw 
both arms about Saidu, dragging him into close quarters where his scimitar was 
useless. Under the desert man’s rags, the wiry frame was like steel cords. 

Tilutan, comprehending the matter instantly, had cast the girl down and risen 
with a roar. He rushed toward the struggling pair like a charging bull, his great 
scimitar flaming in his hand. Amalric saw him coming, and his flesh turned cold. 
Saidu was jerking and wrenching, handicapped by the scimitar he was still 
seeking futilely to turn against his antagonist. Their feet twisted and stamped in 
the sand, their bodies ground against one another. Amalric smashed his sandal 
heel down on the Ghanata’s bare instep, feeling bones give way. Saidu howled 
and plunged convulsively, and Amalric gave a desperate heave. The pair lurched 
drunkenly about, just as Tilutan struck with a rolling drive of his broad 
shoulders. Amalric felt the steel rasp the under part of his arm, and chug deep 
into Saidu’s body. The Ghanata gave an agonized scream, and his convulsive 
start tore himself free of Amalric’s grasp. Tilutan roared a ferocious oath and, 
wrenching his steel free, hurled the dying man aside. Before he could srike 
again, Amalric, his skin crawling with the fear of that great curved blade, had 
grappled with him. 

Despair swept over him as he felt the strength of the warrior. Tilutan was wiser 
than Saidu. He dropped the scimitar and with a bellow, caught Amalric’s throat 
with both hands. The great fingers locked like iron, and Amalric, striving vainly 
to break their grip, was borne down, with the Ghanata’s great weight pinning 
him to the earth. The smaller man was shaken like a rat in the jaws of a dog. His 
head was smashed savagely against the sandy earth. As in a red mist he saw the 
furious face of his opponent, lips writhed back in a bestial grin of hate, teeth 
glistening. An inhuman snarling slavered from his thick throat. 

“You want her, you dog!’ the Ghanata mouthed, insane with rage and lust. 
‘Arrrrghhh! I break your back! I tear out your throat! I — my scimitar! I cut off 
your head and make her kiss it!’ 

A final ferocious smash of Amalric’s head against the hardpacked sand, and 
Tilutan half-lifted him and hurled him down in an excess of bestial passion. 
Rising, the man ran, stooping like an ape, and caught up his scimitar where it lay 
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like a broad crescent of steel in the sand. Yelling in ferocious exultation, he 
turned and charged back, brandishing the blade on high. Amalric rose slowly to 
meet him, dazed, shaken, sick from the manhandling he had received. 

Tilutan’s girdle had become unwound in the fight, and now the end dangled 
about his feet. He tripped, stumbled, fell headlong, throwing out his arms to save 
himself. The scimitar flew from his hand. 

Amalric, galvanized, caught up the scimitar and took a reeling step forward. 
The desert swam darkly to his gaze. In the dusk before him he saw Tilutan’s face 
suddenly ashy. The wide mouth gaped, the whites of the eyeballs rolled up. The 
giant froze on one knee and a hand, as if incapable of further motion. Then the 
scimitar fell, cleaving the round, shaven head to the chin, where its downward 
course was checked with a sickening jerk. Amalric had a dim impression of a 
face divided by a widening red line, fading in the thickening shadows. Then 
darkness caught him with a rush. 

Something soft and cool was touching Amalric’s face with gentle persistence. 
He groped blindly and his hand closed on something warm, firm and resilient. 
Then his sight cleared and he looked into a soft oval face, framed in lustrous 
black hair. As in a trance he gazed unspeaking, hungrily dwelling on each detail 
of the full red lips, dark violet eyes, and alabaster throat. With a start he realized 
the vision was speaking in a soft musical voice. The words were strange, yet 
possessed an illusive familiarity. A small white hand holding a dripping bunch 
of silk was passed gently over his throbbing head and face. He sat up dizzily. 

It was night, under the star-splashed skies. The camel still munched its cud; a 
horse whinnied restlessly. Not far away lay a hulking dark figure with its cleft 
head in a horrible puddle of blood and brains. Amalric looked up at the girl who 
knelt beside him, talking in her gentle, unknown tongue. As the mists cleared 
from his brain, he began to understand her. Harking back into half-forgotten 
tongues he had learned and spoken in the past, he remembered a language used 
by a scholarly class in a southern province of Koth. 

‘Who are you, girl?’ he demanded, prisoning a small hand in his own hardened 
fingers. 

‘I am Lissa.’ The name was spoken with almost the suggestion of a lisp. It was 
like the rippling of a slender stream. 

‘I am glad you are conscious. I feared you were not alive.’ 

‘A little more and I wouldn’t have been,’ he muttered, glancing at the grisly 
sprawl that had been Tilutan. She paled, refusing to follow his gaze. Her hand 
trembled, and in their nearness, Amalric thought he could feel the quick throb of 
her heart. 

‘It was horrible,’ she faltered. ‘Like an awful dream. Anger — and blows — and 


6445 XRN 


blood—’ 

‘Tt might have been worse,’ he growled. 

She seemed sensitive to every changing inflection of his voice or mood. Her 
free hand stole timidly to his arm. 

‘I did not mean to offend you. It was very brave for you to risk your life for a 
stranger. You are noble as the knights about which I have read.’ 

He cast a quick glance at her. Her wide clear eyes met his, reflecting only the 
thought she had spoken. He started to speak, then changed his mind and said 
another thing. 

“What are you doing in the desert?’ 

‘I came from Gazal,’ she answered. ‘I — I was running away. I could not stand 
it any longer. But it was hot and lonely and weary, and I saw only sand, sand — 
and the blazing blue sky. The sands burned my feet, and my sandals were worn 
out quickly. I was so thirsty, my canteen was soon empty. And then I wished to 
return to Gazal, but one direction looked like another. I did not know which way 
to go. I was terribly afraid, and started running in the direction in which I 
thought Gazal to be. I do not remember much after that. I ran until I could run no 
further, and I must have lain in the burning sand for a while. I remember rising 
and staggering on, and toward the last I thought I heard someone shouting, and 
saw a huge man on a black horse riding toward me, and then I knew no more 
until I awoke and found myself lying with my head in that man’s lap, while he 
gave me wine to drink. Then there was shouting and fighting—’ She shuddered. 
‘When it was all over, I crept to where you lay like a dead man, and I tried to 
bring you to—’ 

‘Why?’ he demanded. 

She seemed at a loss. ‘Why,’ she floundered, ‘why, you were hurt — and — why, 
it is what anyone would do. Besides, I realized that you were fighting to protect 
me from these men. The people of Gazal have always said that the desert people 
were wicked and would harm the helpless.’ 

‘That’s no exclusive characteristic,’ muttered Amalric. ‘Where is this Gazal?’ 

‘Tt can not be far,’ she answered. ‘I walked a whole day — and then I do not 
know how far the warrior carried me after he found me. But he must have 
discovered me about sunset, so he could not have come far.’ 

‘In what direction?’ he demanded. 

‘I do not know. I travelled eastward when I left the city.’ 

‘City>?’ he muttered. ‘A day’s travel from this spot? I had thought there was 
only desert for a thousand miles.’ 

‘Gazal is in the desert,’ she answered. ‘It is built amidst the palms of an oasis.’ 

Putting her aside, he got to his feet, swearing softly as he fingered his throat, 
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the skin of which was bruised and lacerated. He examined the three Ghanatas in 
turn, finding no sign of life in them. Then, one by one, he dragged them a short 
distance out into the desert. Somewhere the jackals were yelping. Returning to 
the water hole where the girl squatted patiently, he cursed to find only the black 
stallion of Tilutan with the camel. The other horses had broken their tethers and 
bolted during the fight. 

Amalric went to the girl and proffered her a handful of dried dates. She nibbled 
at them eagerly, while the other sat and watched her, his chin on his fists, an 
increasing impatience throbbing in his veins. 

‘Why did you run away?’ he asked abruptly. ‘Are you a slave?’ 

“We have no slaves in Gazal,’ she answered. ‘Oh, I was weary — so weary of 
the eternal monotony. I wished to see something of the outer world. Tell me, 
from what land do you come?’ 

‘I was born in the western hills of Aquilonia,’ he answered. 

She clapped her hands like a delighted child. 

‘I know where it is! I have seen it on the maps. It is the western-most country 
of the Hyborians, and its king is Epeus the Sword-wielder!’ 

Amalric experienced a distinct shock. His head jerked up and he stared at his 
fair companion. 

‘Epeus? Why, Epeus has been dead for nine hundred years. The king’s name is 
Vilerus.’ 

‘Oh, of course,’ she said, rather embarrassedly. ‘I am foolish. Of course, Epeus 
was king nine centuries ago, as you say. But tell me — tell me all about the 
world!’ 

“Why, that is a big order,’ he answered nonplussed. ‘You have not travelled?’ 

‘This is the very first time that I have ever been out of sight of the walls of 
Gazal,’ she admitted to him. 

His gaze was fixed on the curve of her white bosom. He was not interested in 
her adventures at the moment, and Gazal might have been Hell for all he cared. 

He started to speak, then changing his mind caught her roughly in his arms, his 
muscles tensing for the struggle he expected. But he encountered no resistance. 
Her soft, yielding body lay across his knees, and she looked up at him somewhat 
in surprize, but without fear or embarrassment. She might have been a child 
submitting to a new kind of play. Something about her direct gaze confused him. 
If she had screamed, wept, fought, or smiled knowingly, he would have known 
how to deal with her. 

‘Who in Mitra’s name are you, girl?’ he asked roughly. ‘You are neither 
touched with the sun, nor playing a game with me. Your speech shows you to be 
no ignorant country lass, innocent in ignorance. Yet you seem to know nothing 
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of the world and its ways.’ 

‘I am a daughter of Gazal,’ she answered helplessly. ‘If you saw Gazal, 
perhaps you would understand.’ 

He lifted her and placed her on the sand. Rising, he brought a saddle blanket 
and set it out for her. 

‘Sleep, Lissa,’ he said, his voice harsh with conflicting emotions. “Tomorrow I 
mean to see Gazal.’ 

At dawn they started westward. Amalric had lifted Lissa onto the camel, 
showing her how to maintain her balance. She clung to the seat with both hands, 
showing no knowledge whatever of camels, which again surprized the young 
Aquilonian. A girl raised in the desert, she had never before been on a camel, 
nor, until the preceding night, had she ever ridden or been carried on a horse. 
Amalric had manufactured a sort of cloak for her, and she wore it without 
question, not asking whence it came, accepting it as she accepted all things he 
did for her, gratefully but blindly, without asking the reason. Amalric did not tell 
her that the silk that shielded her from the sun had once covered the skin of her 
abductor. 

As they rode she again begged him to tell her something of the world, like a 
child asking for a story. 

‘I know Aquilonia is far from this desert,’ she said. ‘Stygia lies between, and 
the Lands of Shem, and other countries. How is it that you are here, so far from 
your homeland?’ 

He rode for a space in silence, his hand on the camel’s guide-rope. 

‘Argos and Stygia were at war,’ he said abruptly. ‘Koth became embroiled. 
The Kothians urged a simultaneous invasion of Stygia. Argos raised an army of 
mercenaries, which went into ships and sailed southward along the coast. At the 
same time, a Kothic army was to invade Stygia by land. I was one of that 
mercenary army. We met the Stygian fleet and defeated it, driving it back into 
Khemi. We should have landed, looted the city, and advanced along the course 
of the Styx — but our admiral was cautious. Our leader was Prince Zapayo da 
Kova, a Zingaran. We cruised southward until we reached the jungle-clad coasts 
of Kush. There we landed, and the ships anchored, while the army pushed 
eastward along the Stygian frontier, burning and pillaging as we went. It was our 
intention to turn northward at a certain point and strike into the heart of Stygia to 
form a juncture with the Kothic host which was supposed to be pushing down 
from the north. Then word came that we were betrayed. Koth had concluded a 
separate peace with the Stygians. A Stygian army was pushing southward to 
intercept us, while another already had cut us off from the coast. 

‘Prince Zapayo, in desperation, conceived the mad idea of marching eastward, 
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hoping to skirt the Stygian border and eventually reach the eastern lands of 
Shem. But the army from the north overtook us. We turned and fought. All day 
we fought, and finally they gave before us, their retreat turning into rout. But the 
next day the pursuing army came up from the west, and crushed between the 
hosts, our army ceased to be. We were broken, annihilated, destroyed. There 
were few left to flee. But when night fell, I broke away with my companion, a 
Cimmerian named Conan, a brute of a man with the strength of a bull. 

‘We rode southward into the desert, because there was no other direction in 
which we might go. Conan had been in this part of the world before, and he 
believed we had a chance to survive. Far to the south we found an oasis, but 
Stygian riders harried us, and we fled again, from oasis to oasis, fleeing, 
starving, thirsting, until we found ourselves in a barren, unknown land of blazing 
and empty sand. We rode until our horses were reeling, and we were half 
delirious. Then one night we saw fires and rode up to them, taking a desperate 
chance that we might make friends. As soon as we came within range, a shower 
of arrows greeted us. Conan’s horse was hit and it reared, throwing its rider. His 
neck must have broken like a twig, for he never moved. I got away in the 
darkness, somehow, though my horse died under me. I had only a glance at the 
attackers. They were tall, lean brown men, wearing strange, barbaric garments. I 
wandered on foot through the desert, and fell in with those three vultures you 
saw yesterday. They were jackals — Ghanatas — members of a robber tribe of 
mixed blood. The only reason they didn’t murder me was because I had nothing 
they wished. For a month I have been wandering and thieving with them because 
there was nothing else I could do.’ 

‘T did not know it was like that,’ Lissa murmured faintly. ‘They said there were 
wars and cruelty out in the world, but it seemed like a dream and far away. 
Listening to you speak of treachery and battle seems almost like seeing it.’ 

‘Do no enemies ever come against Gazal?’ he demanded. 

She shook her head. ‘Men ride wide of Gazal. Sometimes I have seen black 
dots moving in lines along the horizon, and the old men said they were armies 
moving to war. But they never come near to Gazal.’ 

Amalric felt a dim stirring of uneasiness. This desert, seemingly empty of life, 
nevertheless contained some of the fiercest tribes on earth — the Ghanatas, who 
ranged far to the east; the masked Tibu, whom he believed dwelt further to the 
south; and somewhere off to the southwest lay the semi-mythical empire of 
Tombalku, ruled by a wild and barbaric race. It was strange that a city in the 
midst of this savage land should be left so completely alone that one of its 
inhabitants did not even know the meaning of war. 

When he turned his gaze elsewhere, strange thoughts assailed him. Was the girl 
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touched by the sun? Was she a demon in womanly form come out of the desert 
to lure him to some cryptic doom? A glance at her clinging childishly to the high 
peak of the camel saddle was sufficient to dispel these broodings. Then again 
doubt assailed him. Was he bewitched? Had she cast a spell on him? 

Westward they forged steadily, halting only to nibble dates and drink water at 
midday. Amalric fashioned a frail shelter out of his sword and sheath and the 
saddle blankets to shield her from the burning sun. Weary and stiff from the 
tossing, bucking gait of the camel, she had to be lifted down in his arms. As he 
felt again the voluptuous sweetness of her soft body, he felt a hot throb of 
passion sear through him, and he stood momentarily motionless, intoxicated with 
the nearness of her, before he laid her down in the shade of the makeshift tent. 

He felt a touch of almost anger at the clear gaze with which she met his, at the 
docility with which she yielded her young body to his hands. It was as if she 
were unaware of things which might harm her; her innocent trust shamed him 
and pent a helpless wrath within him. 

As they ate, he did not taste the dates he munched; his eyes burned on her, 
avidly drinking in every detail of her lithe young figure. She seemed as unaware 
of his intentness as a child. When he lifted her to place her again on the camel, 
and her arms went instinctively about his neck, he shuddered. But he lifted her 
up on her mount, and they took up the journey once more. 

It was just before sundown when Lissa pointed and cried out: ‘Look! The 
towers of Gazal!’ 

On the desert rim he saw them — spires and minarets, rising in a jade-green 
cluster against the blue sky. But for the girl, he would have thought it the 
phantom city of a mirage. He glanced at Lissa curiously. She showed no signs of 
eager joy at her homecoming. Instead, she sighed, and her slim shoulders 
seemed to droop. 

As they approached, the details swam more plainly into view. Sheer from the 
desert sands rose the wall which enclosed the towers. And Amalric saw that the 
wall was crumbling in many places. The towers, too, he saw, were much in 
disrepair. Roofs sagged, broken battlements gaped, spires leaned drunkenly. 
Panic assailed him; was it a city of the dead to which he rode, guided by a 
vampire? A quick glance at the girl reassured him. No demon could lurk in that 
divinely molded exterior. She glanced at him with a strange and wistful 
questioning in her deep eyes, turned resolutely toward the desert, then, with a 
deep sigh, set her face toward the city, as if gripped by a subtle and fatalistic 
despair. 

Now through the gaps of the jade-green wall, Amalric saw figures moving 
within the city. No one hailed them as they rode through a broad breach in the 
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wall, and came out into a broad street. Close at hand, limned in the sinking sun, 
the decay was more apparent. Grass grew rank in the streets, pushing through 
shattered paving; grass grew rank in the small plazas. Streets and courts likewise 
were littered with rubbish of masonry and fallen stones. 

Domes rose, cracked and discolored. Portals gaped, vacant of doors. 
Everywhere ruin had laid his hand. Then Amalric saw one spire untouched; a 
shining red cylindrical tower which rose in the extreme southeastern corner of 
the city. 

It shone among the ruins, and Amalric pointed to it. 

“Why is that tower less in ruins than the others?’ he asked. Lissa turned pale; 
she trembled and caught his hand convulsively. 

‘Do not speak of it!’ she whispered. ‘Do not look toward it — do not even think 
of it!’ 

Amalric scowled; the nameless implication of her words somehow changed the 
aspect of the mysterious tower. Now it seemed like a serpent’s head rearing 
among ruin and desolation. 

The young Aquilonian looked warily about him. After all, he had no assurance 
that the people of Gazal would receive him in a friendly manner. He saw people 
moving leisurely about the streets. They halted and stared at him, and for some 
reason his flesh crawled. They were men and women with kindly features, and 
their looks were mild. But their interest seemed so slight — so vague and 
impersonal. They made no movement to approach him or to speak to him. It 
might have been the most common thing in the world for an armed horseman to 
ride into their city from the desert; yet Amalric knew that was not the case, and 
the casual manner in which the people of Gazal received him caused a faint 
uneasiness in his bosom. 

Lissa spoke to them, indicating Amalric, whose hand she lifted like an 
affectionate child. ‘This is Amalric of Aquilonia, who rescued me from the 
desert people and has brought me home.’ 

A polite murmur of welcome rose from the people, and several of them 
approached to extend their hands. Amalric thought he had never seen such 
vague, kindly faces. Their eyes were soft and mild, without fear and without 
wonder. Yet they were not the eyes of stupid oxen; rather, they were the eyes of 
people wrapped in dreams. 

Their stare gave him a feeling of unreality; he hardly knew what was said to 
him. His mind was occupied by the strangeness of it all; these quiet, dreamy 
people in their silken tunics and soft sandals, moving with aimless vagueness 
among the discolored ruins. A lotus paradise of illusion? Somehow, the thought 
of that sinister red tower struck a discordant note. 
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One of the men, his face smooth and unlined, but his hair silver, was saying: 
‘Aquilonia? There was an invasion — we heard — King Bragorus of Nemedia — 
how went the war?’ 

‘He was driven back,’ answered Amalric briefly, resisting a shudder. Nine 
hundred years had passed since Bragorus led his spearmen across the marches of 
Aquilonia. 

His questioner did not press him further; the people drifted away, and Lissa 
tugged at his hand. He turned, feasted his eyes upon her; in a realm of illusion 
and dream, her soft firm body anchored his wandering conjectures. She was no 
dream; she was real; her body was sweet and tangible as cream and honey. 

‘Come, let us go to rest and eat.’ 

‘What of the people?’ he demurred. ‘Will you not tell them of your 
experiences?’ 

“They would not heed, except for a few minutes,’ she answered. ‘They would 
listen a little, and then drift away. They hardly know I have been gone. Come!’ 

Amalric led the horse and camel into an enclosed court where the grass grew 
high, and water seeped from a broken fountain into a marble trough. There he 
tethered them, and then turned to Lissa. Taking his hand, she led him across the 
court into an arched doorway. Night had fallen. In the open space above the 
court, the stars were clustering, etching the jagged pinnacles. Through a series of 
dark chambers Lissa went, moving with the sureness of long practice. Amalric 
groped after her, guided by her little hand in his. He found it no pleasant 
adventure. The scent of dust and decay hung in the thick darkness. At times, 
what felt like broken tiles underfoot caused him to move carefully. At other 
times there was the softness of worn carpets. His free hand touched the fretted 
arches of doorways. Then the stars gleamed through a broken roof, showing him 
a dim, winding hallway hung with rotting tapestries. They rustled in a faint wind, 
and their noise was like the whispering of witches, causing the hair to stir next 
his scalp. 

Then they came into a chamber dimly lighted by the starshine streaming 
through open windows. Lissa released his hand, fumbled an instant, and 
produced a faint light of some sort. It was a glassy knob which glowed with a 
golden radiance. She set it on a marble table and indicated that Amalric should 
recline on a couch thickly littered with silks. Groping into some mysterious 
recess, she produced a gold vessel of wine and others containing food unfamiliar 
to Amalric. There were dates, but the other food, which he did not recognize, 
was pallid and insipid to his taste. The wine was pleasant to the palate, but no 
more heady than dish water. 

Seated on a marble seat opposite him, Lissa nibbled daintily. 
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‘What sort of place is this?’ he demanded. ‘You are like these people — yet 
strangely unlike.’ 

“They say I am like our ancestors,’ answered Lissa. ‘Long ago they came into 
the desert and built this city over a great oasis which was in reality only a series 
of springs. The stone they took from the ruins of a much older city — only the red 
tower—’ her voice dropped and she glanced nervously at the star-framed 
windows — ‘only the red tower stood there. It was empty — then. 

‘Our ancestors, who were called Gazali, once dwelt in the southern part of 
Koth. They were noted for their scholarly wisdom. But they sought to revive the 
worship of Mitra which the Kothians had long ago abandoned, and the king 
drove them from his kingdom. They came southward, many of them, priests, 
scholars, teachers, scientists, along with their Shemitish slaves. 

“They reared Gazal in the desert; but the slaves revolted almost as soon as the 
city was built and, fleeing, mixed with the wild tribes of the desert. They were 
not treated badly, but word came to them in the night — a word which sent them 
fleeing madly from the city into the desert. 

‘My people dwelt here, learning to manufacture their food and drink from such 
material as was at hand. Their learning was a marvel. When the slaves fled, they 
took with them every camel, horse and donkey in the city. There was no 
communication with the outer world. There are whole chambers in Gazal that 
are filled with maps and books and chronicles. But they are all nine hundred 
years old, at the least, for it was nine hundred years ago that my people fled from 
Koth. Since then, no man of the outside world has set forth in Gazal. And the 
people are slowly vanishing. They have become so dreamy and introspective that 
they have neither human passions nor ambitions. The city falls into ruins and 
none moves hand to repair it. Horror—’ she choked, and shuddered, ‘when 
horror came upon them, they could neither flee nor fight.’ 

“What do you mean?’ he whispered, a cold wind blowing on his spine. The 
rustling of rotten hangings down nameless black corridors stirred dim fear in his 
soul. 

She shook her head, rose, and came around the marble table. She laid hands on 
his shoulders. Her eyes were wet and shone with horror and a desperate yearning 
that caught at his throat. Instinctively, his arm went around her lithe form, and he 
felt her tremble. 

‘Hold me!’ she begged. ‘I am afraid! Oh, I have dreamed of such a man as you. 
I am not like my people; they are dead men walking forgotten streets; but I am 
alive. I am warm and sentient. I hunger and thirst and yearn for life. I cannot 
abide the silent streets and ruined halls and dim people of Gazal, though I have 
never known anything else. That is why I ran away — I yearned for life—’ 
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She was sobbing uncontrollably in his arms. Her hair streamed over his face; 
her fragrance made him dizzy. Her firm body strained against him. She was 
lying across his knees, her arms locked about his neck. Straining her to his 
breast, he crushed her lips with his. Eyes, lips, cheeks, hair, throat, breasts, he 
showered with hot kisses, until her sobs changed to panting gasps. The passion 
that slumbered in her woke in one overpowering wave. The glowing gold ball, 
struck by his groping fingers, tumbled to the floor and was extinguished. Only 
the starshine gleamed through the windows. 


Lying in Amalric’s arms on the silk-heaped couch, Lissa opened her heart and 
whispered her dreams and hopes and aspirations, childish, pathetic, terrible. 

‘T’ll take you away,’ he muttered. “Tomorrow. You are right. Gazal is a city of 
the dead; we will seek life and the outer world. It is violent, rough, and cruel, but 
it is better than this living death—’ 

The night was broken by a shuddering cry of agony, horror and despair. Its 
timbre brought out cold sweat on Amalric’s skin. He started upright from the 
couch, but Lissa clung to him desperately. 

‘No, no!’ she begged in a frantic whisper. ‘Do not go! Stay!’ 

‘But murder is being done!’ he exclaimed, fumbling for his sword. The cries 
seemed to come from across an outer court. Mingled with them there was an 
indescribable tearing, rending sound. They rose higher and thinner, unbearable 
in their hopeless agony, then sank away in a long, shuddering sob. 

‘I have heard men dying on the rack cry out like that!’ muttered Amalric, 
shaking with horror. ‘What devil’s work is this?’ 

Lissa was trembling violently in a frenzy of terror. He felt the wild pounding of 
her heart. 

‘It is the Horror of which I spoke!’ she whispered. ‘The Horror which dwells in 
the red tower. Long ago it came — and some say it dwelt there in the lost years 
and returned after the building of Gazal. It devours human beings. What it is, no 
one knows, since none have seen it and lived to tell. It is a god or a devil. That is 
why the slaves fled; why the desert people shun Gazal. Many of us have gone 
into its awful belly. Eventually, all will have gone, and it will rule over an empty 
city, as men Say it ruled over the ruins from which Gazal was reared.’ 

“Why have the people stayed to be devoured?’ he demanded. 

‘I do not know,’ she whimpered; ‘they dream—’ 

‘Hypnosis,’ muttered Amalric; ‘hypnosis coupled with decay. I saw it in their 
eyes. This devil has them mesmerized. Mitra, what a foul secret!’ 

Lissa pressed her face against his bosom and clung to him. 

‘But what are we to do?’ he asked uneasily. 
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‘There is nothing to do,’ she whispered. ‘Your sword would be helpless. 
Perhaps it will not harm us. It has taken a victim tonight. We must wait like 
sheep for the butcher.’ 

‘T’ll be damned if I will!’ Amalric exclaimed, galvanized. ‘We will not wait for 
morning. We’ll go tonight. Make a bundle of food and drink. I’ll get the horse 
and camel and bring them to the court outside. Meet me there!’ 

Since the unknown monster had already struck, Amalric felt that he was safe in 
leaving the girl alone for a few minutes. But his flesh crawled as he groped his 
way down the winding corridor and through the black chambers where the 
swinging tapestries whispered. He found the beasts huddled nervously together 
in the court where he had left them. The stallion whinnied anxiously and nuzzled 
him, as if sensing peril in the breathless night. 

He saddled and bridled and hurriedly led them through the narrow opening 
onto the street. A few minutes later he was standing in the starlit court. And even 
as he reached it; he was electrified by an awful scream which rang shudderingly 
upon the air. It came from the chamber where he had left Lissa. 

He answered that piteous cry with a wild yell; drawing his sword, he rushed 
across the court and hurled himself through the window. The golden ball was 
glowing again, carving out black shadows in the shrinking corners. Silks lay 
scattered on the floor. The marble seat was upset. But the chamber was empty. 

A sick weakness overcame Amalric and he staggered against the marble table, 
the dim light waving dizzily to his sight. Then he was swept by a mad rage. The 
red tower! There the fiend would bear his victim! 

He darted across the court, found the streets and raced toward the tower which 
glowed with an unholy light under the stars. The streets did not run straight. He 
cut through silent black buildings and crossed courts whose rank grass waved in 
the night wind. 

Ahead of him, clustered about the crimson tower, rose a heap of ruins where 
decay had eaten more savagely than at the rest of the city. Apparently none 
dwelt among them. They reeled and tumbled, a crumbling mass of quaking 
masonry, with the red tower rearing up among them like a poisonous red flower 
from charnel-house ruin. 

To reach the tower he would be forced to traverse the ruins. Recklessly, he 
plunged into the black mass, groping for a door. He found one and entered, 
thrusting his sword ahead of him. Then he saw such a vista as men sometimes 
see in fantastic dreams. Far ahead of him stretched a long corridor, visible in a 
faint, unhallowed glow, its black walls hung with strange shuddersome 
tapestries. Far down it he saw a receding figure — a white, naked, stooped figure, 
lurching along, dragging something the sight of which filled him with sweating 


6455 XRN 


horror. Then the apparition vanished from his sight, and with it vanished the eery 
glow. Amalric stood in the soundless dark, seeing nothing, hearing nothing; 
thinking only of that stooped white figure that dragged a limp human being 
down a long, black corridor. 

As he groped onward, a vague memory stirred in his brain — the memory of a 
grisly tale mumbled to him over a dying fire in the skull-heaped, devil-devil hut 
of a black witchman — a tale of a god which dwelt in a crimson house in a ruined 
city and which was worshipped by darksome cults in dank jungles and along 
sullen dusky rivers. And there stirred, too, in his mind an incantation whispered 
in his ear in awed and shuddering tones, while the night had held its breath, the 
lions had ceased to roar along the river, and the very fronds had ceased their 
scraping one against the other. 

Ollam-onga, whispered a dark wind down the sightless corridor. Ollam-onga 
whispered the dust that ground beneath his stealthy feet. Sweat stood on his skin 
and the sword shook in his hand. He stole through the house of a god, and fear 
held him by its bony hand. The house of the god — the full horror of the phrase 
filled his mind. All the ancestral fears and the fears that reached beyond ancestry 
and primordial race-memory crowded upon him; horror cosmic and unhuman 
sickened him. His weak humanity crushed him in its realization as he went 
through the house of darkness that was the house of a god. 

About him shimmered a glow so faint that it was scarcely discernible; he knew 
that he was approaching the tower itself. Another instant and he groped his way 
through an arched door and stumbled upon strangely spaced steps. Up them he 
went and, as he climbed, that blind fury which is mankind’s last defence against 
diabolism and all the hostile forces of the universe, surged in him, and he forgot 
his fear. Burning with terrible eagerness, he climbed up and up through the thick, 
evil darkness until he came into a chamber lit by a weird glow. 

And before him stood a white, naked figure. Amalric halted, his tongue 
cleaving to his palate. It was a naked white man, to all appearance, who stood 
there, gazing at him with mighty arms folded on an alabaster breast. The features 
were classic, cleanly carven, with more than human beauty. But the eyes were 
balls of luminous fire, such as never looked from any human head. In those eyes, 
Amalric glimpsed the frozen fires of the ultimate hells, touched by awful 
shadows. 

Then before him the form began to grow dim in outline — to waver. With a 
terrible effort, the Aquilonian burst the bonds of silence and spoke a cryptic and 
awful incantation. And as the frightful words cut the silence, the white giant 
halted — froze — again his outlines stood out clear and bold against the golden 
background. 
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‘Now fall on, damn you!’ cried Amalric hysterically. ‘I have bound you into 
your human shape! The black wizard spoke truly! It was the master word he 
gave me! Fall on, Ollam-onga — till you break the spell by feasting on my heart, 
you are no more than a man like me!’ 

With a roar that was like the gust of a whirlwind, the creature charged. Amalric 
sprang aside from the clutch of those hands whose strength was more than that 
of a giant. A single taloned finger, spread wide and catching in his tunic, ripped 
the garment from him like a rotten rag as the monster plunged by. But Amalric, 
nerved to more than human quickness by the horror of the fight, wheeled and 
drove his sword through the thing’s back, so that the point stood out a foot from 
the broad breast. 

A fiendish howl of agony shook the tower; the monster whirled and rushed at 
Amalric, but the youth sprang aside and raced up the stairs to the dais. There he 
wheeled and, catching up a marble seat, hurled it down upon the horror that was 
lumbering up the stairs. Full in the face the massive missile struck, carrying the 
fiend back down the steps. He rose, an awful sight, streaming blood and again 
essayed the stairs. In desperation, Amalric lifted a jade bench whose weight 
wrenched a groan of effort from him, and hurled it. 

Beneath the impact of the hurtling bulk, Ollam-onga pitched back down the 
Stair and lay among the marble shards, which were flooded with his blood. With 
a last, desperate effort, he heaved himself up on his hands, eyes glazing, and 
throwing back his bloody head, voiced an awful cry. Amalric shuddered and 
recoiled from the abysmal horror of that scream. And it was answered. From 
somewhere in the air above the tower a faint medley of fiendish cries came back 
like an echo. Then the mangled white figure went limp among the blood-stained 
shards. And Amalric knew that one of the gods of Kush was no more. With the 
thought came blind, unreasoning horror. 

In a fog of terror he rushed down the stair, shrinking from the thing that lay 
staring on the floor. The night seemed to cry out against him, aghast at the 
sacrilege. Reason, exultant over his triumph, was submerged in a flood of 
cosmic fear. 

As he put foot on the head of the steps, he halted short. Up from the darkness 
Lissa came to him, her white arms outstretched, her eyes pools of horror and 
revulsion. 

‘Amalric!’ It was a haunting cry. He crushed her in his arms. 

‘I saw It,’ she whimpered — ‘dragging a dead man through the corridor. I 
screamed and fled; then when I returned, I heard you cry out and knew you had 
gone to search for me in the red tower—’ 

‘And you came to share my fate,’ his voice was almost inarticulate. Then, as 
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she tried to peer in trembling fascination past him, he covered her eyes with his 
hands and turned her about. Better that she should not see what lay on the 
crimson floor. As he half led, half carried her down the shadowed stairs, a glance 
over his shoulder showed him that a naked white figure lay no longer among the 
broken marble. The incantation had bound Ollam-onga into his human form in 
life, but not in death. Blindness momentarily assailed Amalric; then, galvanized 
into frantic haste, he hurried Lissa down the stairs and through the dark ruins. 

He did not slacken pace until they reached the street where the camel and 
stallion huddled against one another. Quickly he placed the girl on the camel and 
swung up on the stallion. Taking the lead-line, he headed straight for the broken 
wall. A few minutes later he breathed gustily. The open air of the desert cooled 
his blood; it was free of the scent of decay and hideous antiquity. 

There was a small water-pouch hanging from his saddle bow. They had no 
food, and his sword was in the chamber of the red tower. He had not dared touch 
it. Without food and unarmed, they faced the desert, but its peril seemed less 
grim than the horror of the city behind them. 

Without speaking they rode. Amalric headed south; somewhere in that 
direction there was a water hole. Just at dawn, as they mounted a crest of sand, 
he looked back toward Gazal, unreal in the pink light. And he stiffened as Lissa, 
sharing his vision, cried out. From a breach in the wall rode seven horsemen; 
their steeds were black, and the riders were cloaked in black from head to foot. 
Horror swept over Amalric as he realized there had been no horses in Gazal. 
Turning, he urged their mounts on. 

The sun rose, red, and then gold, and then a ball of white-beaten flame. On and 
on the fugitives pressed, reeling with heat and fatigue, blinded by the glare. They 
moistened their lips with water from time to time, and behind them, at an even 
pace, rode seven black dots. Evening began to fall, and the sun reddened and 
lurched toward the desert rim. And a cold hand clutched at Amalric’s heart. The 
riders were closing in. As darkness came on, so came the black riders. Amalric 
glanced at Lissa, and a groan burst from him. His stallion stumbled and fell. The 
sun had gone down, the moon was blotted out suddenly by a bat-shaped shadow. 
In the utter darkness the stars glowed red, and behind him Amalric heard a rising 
rush as of an approaching wind. A black, speeding clump bulked against the 
night, in which glinted sparks of awful light. 

‘Ride girl!’ he cried despairingly. ‘Go on — save yourself; it is me they want!’ 

For answer she slid down from the camel and threw her arms about him. 

‘T will die with you!’ 

Seven black shapes loomed against the stars, racing like the wind. Under the 
hoods shone balls of evil fire. Jaw bones seemed to clack together. Suddenly, a 
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horse swept past Amalric, a vague bulk in the unnatural darkness. There was the 
sound of an impact as the unknown steed caromed among the oncoming shapes. 
A horse screamed in frenzy, and a bull-like voice bellowed in a strange tongue. 
From somewhere in the night a clamor of yells answered. 

Some sort of violent action was taking place. Horse’s hoofs stamped and 
clattered. There was the impact of savage blows, and the same stentorian voice 
was cursing lustily. Then the moon abruptly came out and lit a fantastic scene. 

A man on a giant horse whirled, slashed and smote apparently at thin air, and 
from another direction swept a wild horde of riders, their curved swords flashing 
in the moonlight. Away over the crest of a rise, seven black figures were 
vanishing, their cloaks floating out like the wings of bats. 

Amalric was swamped by wild men who leaped from their horses and swarmed 
around him. Sinewy, naked arms pinioned him; fierce brown, hawk-like faces 
snarled at him. Lissa screamed. Then the attackers were thrust right and left as 
the man on the great horse reined through the crowd. He bent from his saddle 
and glared closely at Amalric. 

‘The devil!’ he roared. ‘Amalric the Aquilonian!’ 

‘Conan!’ Amalric exclaimed bewilderedly. ‘Conan! Alive!’ 

‘More alive than you seem to be,’ answered the other. ‘By Crom, man, you 
look as if all the devils in this desert had been hunting you through the night. 
What things were those pursuing you? I was riding around the camp my men had 
pitched to make sure no enemies were in hiding, when the moon went out like a 
candle, and then I heard sounds of flight. I rode towards the sounds and, by 
Crom, I was among those devils before I knew what was happening. I had my 
sword in my hand and I laid about me — by Crom, their eyes blazed like fire in 
the dark! I know my edge bit them, but when the moon came out, they were 
gone like a puff of wind. Were they men or fiends?’ 

‘Ghouls sent up from Hell,’ shuddered Amalric. ‘Ask me no more; there are 
some things that cannot be discussed.’ 

Conan did not press the matter, nor did he look incredulous. His beliefs 
included night fiends, ghosts, hobgoblins and dwarfs. 

“Trust you to find a woman, even in a desert,’ he said, glancing at Lissa, who 
had crept to Amalric and was clinging close to him, glancing fearfully at the 
wild figures which hemmed them in. 

‘Wine!’ roared Conan. ‘Bring flasks! Here!’ He seized a leather flask from 
those who thrust it out to him, and placed it in Amalric’s hand. ‘Give the girl a 
swig and drink some yourself,’ he advised. “Then we’ll put you on horses and 
take you to the camp. You need food, rest and sleep. I can see that.’ 

A richly caparisoned horse was brought, rearing and prancing, and willing 
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hands helped Amalric into the saddle. Then the girl was handed up to him, and 
they moved off southward, surrounded by the wiry brown riders in their 
picturesque semi-nakedness. Conan rode ahead, humming a riding song of the 
mercenaries. 

‘Who is he?’ whispered Lissa, her arms about her lover’s neck; he was holding 
her on the saddle in front of him. 

‘Conan, the Cimmerian,’ muttered Amalric. “The man I wandered with in the 
desert after the defeat of the mercenaries. These are the men who struck him 
down. I left him lying under their spears, apparently dead. Now we meet him 
obviously in command of, and respected by them.’ 

‘He is a terrible man,’ she whispered. 

He smiled. ‘You never saw a white-skinned barbarian before. He is a wanderer 
and a plunderer and a slayer, but he has his own code of morals. I don’t think we 
have anything to fear from him.’ 

In his heart he was not sure. In a way, it might be said that he had forfeited 
Conan’s comradeship when he had ridden away into the desert, leaving the 
Cimmerian senseless on the ground. But he had not known that Conan was alive. 
Doubt haunted Amalric. Savagely loyal to his companions, the Cimmerian’s 
wild nature saw no reason why the rest of the world should not be plundered. He 
lived by the sword. And Amalric suppressed a shudder as he thought of what 
might chance did Conan desire Lissa. 

Later on, having eaten and drunk in the camp of the riders, Amalric sat by a 
small fire in front of Conan’s tent; Lissa, covered with a silken cloak, slumbered 
with her curly head on his knees. And across from him the firelight played on 
Conan’s face, interchanging lights and shadows. 

“Who are these men?’ asked the young Aquilonian. 

‘The riders of Tombalku,’ answered the Cimmerian. 

“Tombalku!’ exclaimed Amalric. “Then it is no myth.’ 

‘Far from it!’ agreed Conan. ‘When my accursed steed fell with me, I was 
knocked senseless, and when I recovered consciousness the devils had me bound 
hand and foot. This angered me, so I snapped several of the cords they had tied 
me with, but they rebound them as fast as I could break them — never did I get a 
hand entirely free. But to them my strength seemed remarkable—’ 

Amalric gazed at Conan unspeaking. The man was tall and broad as Tilutan 
had been, without the dead man’s surplus flesh. He could have broken the 
Ghanata’s neck with his naked hands. 

“They decided to carry me to their city instead of killing me out of hand,’ 
Conan went on. “They thought a man like me should be a long time in dying by 
torture, and so give them sport. Well, they bound me on a horse without a 
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saddle, and we went to Tombalku. 

“There were two kings of Tombalku. They took me before them — one a lean, 
brown-skinned devil named Zehbeh, the other a big, hulking black who dozed on 
his ivory-tusk throne. They spoke a dialect I could understand a little, it being 
much like that of the western Mandingo who dwell on the coast. Zehbeh asked 
one of his priests what should be done with me, and the priest cast dice made of 
sheep bone, and said I should be flayed alive before the altar of Jhil. Everyone 
cheered and that woke the other king. 

‘I spat at the priest and cursed him roundly, and the kings as well, telling them 
that if I were to be skinned, by Crom, I wanted a good belly-full of wine before 
they began. Then I damned them for thieves and cowards and sons of harlots. 

‘At this the black king roused and sat up to stare at me. Then he rose and 
shouted: “Amra!” and I knew him — Sakumbe, a Suba from the Black Coast, a 
fat adventurer I had known well in the days when I was a corsair along the coast. 
He trafficked in ivory, gold dust and slaves, and would cheat the devil out of his 
eye-teeth. Well, he knew me and descended from his throne and embraced me 
for joy — the fat, smelly devil — and took my cords off with his own hands. Then 
he announced that I was Amra, the Lion, his friend, and that no harm should 
come to me. Then followed much discussion because Zehbeh and his priest, 
Daura, wanted my life. But Sakumbe yelled for his witch-finder, Askia, and he 
came, all feathers and bells and snake-skins — a wizard of the Black Coast, and a 
son of the devil if there ever was one. 

‘Askia pranced and made incantations, and announced that Sakumbe was the 
chosen of Ajujo, the Dark One, and all the black people of Tombalku shouted, 
and Zehbeh backed down. 

“The blacks in Tombalku are the real power. Several centuries ago, the Aphaki, 
a Shemitish race, pushed into the southern desert and established the kingdom of 
Tombalku. They mixed with the desert blacks and the result was a brown, 
straight-haired race. They are the dominant caste in Tombalku, but they are in 
the minority, and Sakumbe is the real ruler of Tombalku. The Aphaki worship 
Jhil, but the blacks worship Ajujo the Dark One, and his kin. Askia came to 
Tombalku with Sakumbe and revived the worship of Ajujo, which was 
crumbling because of the Aphaki priests. Askia made black magic which 
defeated the wizardry of the Aphaki, and the blacks hailed him as a prophet sent 
by the dark gods. Sakumbe and Askia wax as Zehbeh and Daura wane. 

“Well, as I am Sakumbe’s friend, and Askia spoke for me, the blacks received 
me with great applause. Sakumbe had Kordofo, the general of the horsemen, 
poisoned, and gave me his place, which delighted the blacks and exasperated the 
Aphaki. 
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“You will like Tombalku! It was made for men like us to loot! There are half a 
dozen powerful factions plotting and intriguing against each other — there are 
continual brawls in the taverns and streets, secret murders, mutilations and 
executions. And there are women, gold, wine — all that a mercenary wants! By 
Crom, Amalric, you could not have come at a better time! I am high in favor and 
power! Why, what’s the matter? You do not seem as enthusiastic as I remember 
you having once been in such matters.’ 

‘I crave your pardon, Conan,’ apologized Amalric. ‘I do not lack interest, but 
weariness and want of sleep overcomes me.’ 

But it was not of gold, women and intrigue that the Aquilonian was thinking, 
but of the girl who slumbered on his lap. There was no joy in the thought of 
taking her into such a welter of intrigue and blood as Conan had described. A 
subtle change had come over Amalric, almost without his knowledge. 


6462 XRN 


THE VALE OF LOST WOMEN 


The raunper or tse Crums and the great elephant-tusk horns was deafening, but in 
Livia’s ears the clamor seemed but a confused muttering dull and far away. As 
she lay on the angareb in the great hut, her state bordered between delirium and 
semi-unconsciousness. Outward sounds and movements scarcely impinged upon 
her senses. Her whole mental vision, though dazed and chaotic, was yet centered 
with hideous certitude on the naked, writhing figure of her brother, blood 
streaming down his quivering thighs. Against a dim nightmare background of 
dusky interweaving shapes and shadows, that white form was limned in 
merciless and awful clarity. The air seemed still to pulsate with an agonized 
screaming, mingled and interwoven obscenely with a rustle of fiendish laughter. 


She was not conscious of sensation as an individual, separate and distinct from 
the rest of the cosmos. She was drowned in a great gulf of pain — was herself but 
pain crystalized and manifested in flesh. So she lay without conscious thought or 
motion, while outside the drums bellowed, the horns clamored, and barbaric 
voices lifted hideous chants, keeping time to naked feet slapping the hard earth 
and open palms smiting one another softly. 

But through her frozen mentality individual consciousness at last began to 
seep. A dull wonder that she was still bodily unharmed first made itself manifest. 
She accepted the miracle without thanksgiving. The matter seemed meaningless. 
Acting mechanically, she sat up on the angareb and stared dully about her. Her 
extremities made feeble beginnings of motions, as if responding to blindly 
awakening nerve centers. Her naked feet scruffed nervously at the hard-beaten 
dirt floor. Her fingers twitched convulsively at the skirt of the scanty undertunic 
which constituted her only garment. Impersonally she remembered that once, it 
seemed long, long ago, rude hands had torn her other garments from her body, 
and she had wept with fright and shame. It seemed strange, now, that so small a 
wrong should have caused her so much woe. The magnitude of outrage and 
indignity was only relative, after all, like everything else. 
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The hut door opened, and a black woman entered — a lithe pantherish creature, 
whose supple body gleamed like polished ebony, adorned only by a wisp of silk 
twisted about her strutting loins. The white of her eyeballs reflected the firelight 
outside, as she rolled them with wicked meaning. 

She bore a bamboo dish of food — smoking meat, roasted yams, mealies, 
unwieldy ingots of native bread — and a vessel of hammered gold, filled with 
yarati beer. These she set down on the angareb, but Livia paid no heed; she sat 
staring dully at the opposite wall, hung with mats woven of bamboo shoots. The 
young black woman laughed evilly, with a flash of dark eyes and white teeth, 
and with a hiss of spiteful obscenity and a mocking caress that was more gross 
than her language, she turned and swaggered out of the hut, expressing more 
taunting insolence with the motions of her hips than any civilized woman could 
with spoken insults. 

Neither the wench’s words nor her actions had stirred the surface of Livia’s 
consciousness. All her sensations were still turned inward. Still the vividness of 
her mental pictures made the visible world seem like an unreal panorama of 
ghosts and shadows. Mechanically she ate the food and drank the liquor without 
tasting either. 

It was still mechanically that at last she rose and walked unsteadily across the 
hut, to peer out through a crack between the bamboos. It was an abrupt change in 
the timbre of the drums and horns that reacted upon some obscure part of her 
mind and made her seek the cause, without sensible volition. 


At first she could make out nothing of what she saw; all was chaotic and 
shadowy, shapes moving and mingling, writhing and twisting, black formless 
blocks hewed out starkly against a setting of blood-red that dulled and glowed. 
Then actions and objects assumed their proper proportions, and she made out 
men and women moving about the fires. The red light glinted on silver and ivory 
Oomaments; white plumes nodded against the glare; naked black figures strutted 
and posed, silhouettes carved out of darkness and limned in crimson. 

On an ivory stool, flanked by giants in plumed headpieces and leopardskin 
girdles, sat a fat, squat shape, abysmal, repulsive, a toad-like chunk of blackness, 
reeking of the dank rotting jungle and the nighted swamps. The creature’s pudgy 
hands rested on the sleek arch of his belly; his nape was a roll of sooty fat that 
seemed to thrust his bullet-head forward. His eyes gleamed in the firelight, like 
live coals in a dead black stump. Their appalling vitality belied the inert 
suggestion of the gross body. 
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As the girl’s gaze rested on that repellant figure her body stiffened and tensed 
as frantic life surged through her again. From a mindless automaton, she 
changed suddenly to a sentient mold of live, quivering flesh, stinging and 
buming. Pain was drowned in hate, so intense it in turn became pain; she felt 
hard and brittle, as if her body were turning to steel. She felt her hate flow 
almost tangibly out along the line of her vision; so it seemed to her that the 
object of her emotion should fall dead from his carven stool because of its force. 

But if Bajujh, king of Bakalah, felt any psychic discomfort because of the 
concentration of his captive, he did not show it. He continued to cram his frog- 
like mouth to capacity with handfuls of mealies scooped up from a vessel held 
up to him by a kneeling woman, and to stare down a broad lane which was being 
formed by the action of his subjects in pressing back on either hand. 
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Down this lane, walled with sweaty black humanity, Livia vaguely realized 
some important personage would come, judging from the strident clamor of 
drum and horn. And as she watched, one came. 

A column of fighting-men, marching three abreast, advanced toward the ivory 
stool, a thick line of waving plumes and glinting spears meandering through the 
motley crowd. At the head of the ebon spearmen strode a figure at the sight of 
which Livia started violently; her heart seemed to stop, then began to pound 
again, suffocatingly. Against that dusky background, this man stood out with 
vivid distinctness. He was clad like his followers in leopardskin loin-cloth and 
plumed headpiece, but he was a white man. 

It was not in the manner of a supplicant or a subordinate that he strode up to 
the ivory stool, and sudden silence fell over the throng as he halted before the 
squatting figure. Livia felt the tenseness, though she only dimly knew what it 
portended. For a moment Bajujh sat, craning his short neck upward, like a great 
frog; then, as if pulled against his will by the other’s steady glare, he shambled 
up off his stool, and stood grotesquely bobbing his shaven head. 

Instantly the tension was broken. A tremendous shout went up from the massed 
villagers, and at a gesture from the stranger, his warriors lifted their spears and 
boomed a salute royale for King Bajujh. Whoever he was, Livia knew the man 
must indeed be powerful in that wild land, if Bajujh of Bakalah rose to greet 
him. And power meant military prestige — violence was the only thing respected 
by those ferocious races. 


Thereafter Livia stood with her eyes glued to the crack in the hut wall, watching 
the white stranger. His warriors mingled with the Bakalas, dancing, feasting, 
swigging beer. He himself, with a few of his chiefs, sat with Bajujh and the 
headmen of Bakalah, cross-legged on mats, gorging and guzzling. She saw his 
hands dipped deep into the cooking-pots with the others, saw his muzzle thrust 
into the beer vessel out of which Bajujh also drank. But she noticed, 
nevertheless, that he was accorded the respect due to a king. Since he had no 
stool, Bajujh renounced his also, and sat on the mats with his guest. When a new 
pot of beer was brought, the king of Bakalah barely sipped it before he passed it 
to the white man. Power! All this ceremonial courtesy pointed to power — 
strength — prestige! Livia trembled in excitement as a breathless plan began to 
form in her mind. 


So she watched the white man with painful intensity, noting every detail of his 


appearance. He was tall; neither in height nor in massiveness was he exceeded 
by many of the giant blacks. He moved with the lithe suppleness of a great 
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panther. When the firelight caught his eyes, they burned like blue fire. High- 
strapped sandals guarded his feet, and from his broad girdle hung a sword in a 
leather scabbard. His appearance was alien and unfamiliar. Livia had never seen 
his like, but she made no effort to classify his position among the races of 
mankind. It was enough that his skin was white. 


The hours passed, and gradually the roar of revelry lessened, as men and women 
sank into drunken sleep. At last Bajujh rose tottering, and lifted his hands, less a 
sign to end the feast, than a token of surrender in the contest of gorging and 
guzzling, and stumbling, was caught by his warriors, who bore him to his hut. 
The white man rose, apparently none the worse for the incredible amount of beer 
he had quaffed, and was escorted to the guest hut by such of the Bakalah 
headmen as were able to reel along. He disappeared into the hut, and Livia 
noticed that a dozen of his own spearmen took their places about the structure, 
spears ready. Evidently the stranger was taking no chances on Bajujh’s 
friendship. 

Livia cast her glance about the village, which faintly resembled a dusky Night 
of Judgment, what with the straggling streets strewn with drunken shapes. She 
knew that men in full possession of their faculties guarded the outer boma, but 
the only wakeful men she saw inside the village were the spearmen about the 
white man’s hut — and some of these were beginning to nod and lean on their 
spears. 

With her heart beating hammer-like, she glided to the back of her prison hut 
and out the door, passing the snoring guard Bajujh had set over her. Like an 
ivory shadow she glided across the space between her hut and that occupied by 
the stranger. On her hands and knees she crawled up to the back of that hut. A 
black giant squatted here, his plumed head sunk on his knees. She wriggled past 
him to the wall of the hut. She had first been imprisoned in that hut, and a 
narrow aperture in the wall, hidden inside by a hanging mat, represented her 
weak and pathetic attempt at escape. She found the opening, turned sidewise and 
wriggled her lithe body through, thrusting the inner mat aside. 

Firelight from without faintly illumined the interior of the hut. Even as she 
thrust back the mat, she heard a muttered curse, felt a vise-like grasp in her hair, 
and was dragged bodily through the aperture and plumped down on her feet. 


Staggering with the suddenness of it, she gathered her scattered wits together, 
and raked her disordered tresses out of her eyes to stare up into the face of the 
white man who towered over her, amazement written on his dark scarred face. 
His sword was naked in his hand, and his eyes blazed like bale-fire, whether 
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with anger, suspicion or surprize she could not judge. He spoke in a language 
she could not understand — a tongue which was not a negro guttural, yet did not 
have a civilized sound. 

‘Oh, please!’ she begged. ‘Not so loud. They will hear ...’ 

“Who are you?’ he demanded, speaking Ophirean with a barbarous accent. ‘By 
Crom, I never thought to find a white girl in this hellish land!’ 

‘My name is Livia,’ she answered. ‘I am Bajujh’s captive. Oh, listen, please 
listen to me! I cannot stay here long. I must return before they miss me from my 
hut. 

‘My brother ...’ a sob choked her, then she continued: ‘My brother was 
Theteles, and we were of the house of Chelkus, scientists and noblemen of 
Ophir. By special permission of the king of Stygia, my brother was allowed to 
go to Kheshatta, the city of magicians, to study their arts, and I accompanied 
him. He was only a boy — younger than myself ...’ her voice faltered and broke. 
The stranger said nothing, but stood watching her with burning eyes, his face 
frowning and unreadable. There was something wild and untamable about him 
that frightened her and made her nervous and uncertain. 

‘The black Kushites raided Kheshatta,’ she continued hurriedly. ‘We were 
approaching the city in a camel caravan. Our guards fled and the raiders carried 
us away with them. But they did us no harm, and let us know that they would 
parley with the Stygians and accept a ransom for our return. But one of the 
chiefs desired all the ransom for himself, and he and his followers stole us out of 
the camp one night, and fled far to the southeast with us, to the very borders of 
Kush. There they were attacked and cut down by a band of Bakalah raiders. 
Theteles and I were dragged into this den of beasts ...” she sobbed convulsively. 
‘... This morning my brother was mutilated and butchered before me ...’ She 
gagged and went momentarily blind at the memory. ‘They fed his body to the 
jackals. How long I lay in a faint I do not know ...’ 

Words failing her, she lifted her eyes to the scowling face of the stranger. A 
mad fury swept over her; she lifted her fists and beat futilely on his mighty 
breast, which he heeded no more than the buzzing of a fly. 

‘How can you stand there like a dumb brute?’ she screamed in a ghastly 
whisper. ‘Are you but a beast like these others? Ah, Mitra, once I thought there 
was honor in men. Now I know each has his price. You — what do you know of 
honor — or of mercy or decency? You are a barbarian like these others — only 
your skin is white; your soul is black as theirs. You care naught that a man of 
your own colour has been foully done to death by these black dogs — that a white 
woman is their slave! Very well.’ 

She fell back from him, panting, transfigured by her passion. 
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‘I will give you a price,’ she raved, tearing away her tunic from her ivory 
breasts. ‘Am I not fair? Am I not more desirable than these soot-coloured 
wenches? Am I not a worthy reward for blood-letting? Is not a fair-skinned 
virgin a price worth slaying for? 

‘Kill that black dog Bajujh! Let me see his cursed head roll in the bloody dust! 
Kill him! Kill him!’ She beat her clenched fists together in the agony of her 
intensity. “Then take me and do as you wish with me. I will be your slave!’ 


He did not speak for an instant, but stood like a giant brooding figure of 
slaughter and destruction, fingering his hilt. 

“You speak as if you were free to give yourself at your pleasure,’ he said, ‘as if 
the gift of your body had power to swing kingdoms. Why should I kill Bajujh to 
obtain you? Women are cheap as plantains in this land, and their willingness or 
unwillingness matters as little. You value yourself too highly. If I wanted you, I 
wouldn’t have to fight Bajujh to take you. He would rather give you to me than 
to fight me.’ 

Livia gasped. All the fire went out of her, the hut reeled dizzily before her 
eyes. She staggered and sank in a crumpled heap on an angareb. Dazed 
bitterness crushed her soul as the realization of her utter helplessness was thrust 
brutally upon her. The human mind clings unconsciously to familiar values and 
ideas, even among surroundings and conditions alien and unrelated to those 
environs to which such values and ideas are adapted. In spite of all Livia had 
experienced, she had still instinctively supposed a woman’s consent the pivotal 
point of such a game as she proposed to play. She was stunned by the realization 
that nothing hinged upon her at all. She could not move men as pawns in a 
game; she herself was the helpless pawn. 

‘I see the absurdity of supposing that any man in this corner of the world 
would act according to rules and customs existent in another corner of the 
planet,’ she murmured weakly, scarcely conscious of what she was saying, 
which was indeed only the vocal framing of the thought which overcame her. 
Stunned by that newest twist of fate, she lay motionless, until the white 
barbarian’s iron fingers closed on her shoulder and lifted her again to her feet. 

“You said I was a barbarian,’ he said harshly, ‘and that is true, Crom be 
thanked. If you had had men of the outlands guarding you instead of soft gutted 
civilized weaklings, you would not be the slave of a black pig this night. I am 
Conan, a Cimmerian, and I live by the sword’s edge. But I am not such a dog as 
to leave a white woman in the clutches of a black man; and though your kind call 
me a robber, I never forced a woman against her consent. Customs differ in 
various countries, but if a man is strong enough, he can enforce a few of his 
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native customs anywhere. And no man ever called me a weakling! 

‘If you were old and ugly as the devil’s pet vulture, I’d take you away from 
Bajujh, simply because of the colour of your hide. But you are young and 
beautiful, and I have looked at black sluts until I am sick at the guts. I’ll play this 
game your way, simply because some of your instincts correspond with some of 
mine. Get back to your hut, Bajujh’s too drunk to come to you tonight, and I'll 
see that he’s occupied tomorrow. And tomorrow night it will be Conan’s bed 
you’ll warm, not Bajujh’s.’ 

‘How will it be accomplished?’ She was trembling with mingled emotions. 
‘Are these all your warriors?’ 

“They’re enough,’ he grunted. ‘Bamulas, every one of them, and suckled at the 
teats of war. I came here at Bajujh’s request. He wants me to join him in an 
attack on Jihiji. Tonight we feasted. Tomorrow we hold council. When I get 
through with him, he’!l be holding council in Hell.’ 

“You will break the truce?’ 

“Truces in this land are made to be broken,’ he answered grimly. ‘He would 
break his truce with Jihiji. And after we’d looted the town together, he’d wipe 
me out the first time he caught me off guard. What would be blackest treachery 
in another land, is wisdom here. I have not fought my way alone to the position 
of war-chief of the Bamulas without learning all the lessons the black country 
teaches. Now go back to your hut and sleep, knowing that it is not for Bajujh but 
for Conan that you preserve your beauty!’ 


Through the crack in the bamboo wall, Livia watched, her nerves taut and 
trembling. All day, since their late waking, bleary and sodden from their 
debauch of the night before, the black people had prepared the feast for the 
coming night. All day Conan the Cimmerian had sat in the hut of Bajujh, and 
what had passed between them, Livia could not know. She had fought to hide 
her excitement from the only person who entered her hut — the vindictive black 
girl who brought her food and drink. But that ribald wench had been too groggy 
from her libations of the previous night to notice the change in her captive’s 
demeanor. 

Now night had fallen again, fires lighted the village, and once more the chiefs 
left the king’s hut and squatted down in the open space between the huts to feast 
and hold a final, ceremonious council. This time there was not so much beer- 
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guzzling. Livia noticed the Bamulas casually converging toward the circle where 
sat the chief men. She saw Bajujh, and sitting opposite him across the eating 
pots, Conan, laughing and conversing with the giant Aja, Bajujh’s war-chief. 

The Cimmerian was gnawing a great beef-bone, and as she watched, she saw 
him cast a glance across his shoulder. As if it were a signal for which they had 
been waiting, the Bamulas all turned their gaze toward their chief. Conan rose, 
still smiling, as if to reach into a near-by cooking pot; then quick as a cat he 
struck Aja a terrible blow with the heavy bone. The Bakalah war-chief slumped 
over, his skull crushed in, and instantly a frightful yell rent the skies as the 
Bamulas went into action like blood-mad panthers. 

Cooking pots overturned, scalding the squatting women, bamboo walls 
buckled to the impact of plunging bodies, screams of agony ripped the night, and 
over all rose the exultant ‘Yee! yee! yee!’ of maddened Bamulas, the flame of 
spears that crimsoned in the lurid glow. 

Bakalah was a madhouse that reddened into a shambles. The action of the 
invaders paralyzed the luckless villagers by its unexpected suddenness. No 
thought of attack by their guests had ever entered their woolly pates. Most of the 
spears were stacked in the huts, many of the warriors already half drunk. The fall 
of Aja was a signal that plunged the gleaming blades of the Bamulas into a 
hundred unsuspecting bodies; after that it was massacre. 

At her peep-hole Livia stood frozen, white as a statue, her golden locks drawn 
back and grasped in a knotted cluster with both hands at her temples. Her eyes 
were dilated, her whole body rigid. The yells of pain and fury smote her tortured 
nerves like a physical impact, the writhing, slashing forms blurred before her, 
then sprang out again with horrifying distinctness. She saw spears sink into 
writhing black bodies, spilling red. She saw clubs swing and descend with brutal 
force on kinky heads. Brands were kicked out of the fires, scattering sparks; hut- 
thatches smoldered and blazed up. A fresh stridency of anguish cut through the 
cries, as living victims were hurled head-first into the blazing structures. The 
scent of scorched flesh began to sicken the air, already rank with reeking sweat 
and fresh blood. 

Livia’s overwrought nerves gave way. She cried out again and again, shrill 
screams of torment, lost in the roar of flames and slaughter. She beat her temples 
with her clenched fists. Her reason tottered, changing her cries to more awful 
peals of hysterical laughter. In vain she sought to keep before her the fact that it 
was her enemies who were dying thus horribly — that this was as she had madly 
hoped and plotted — that this ghastly sacrifice was a just repayment for the 
wrongs done her and hers. Frantic terror held her in its unreasoning grasp. 
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She was aware of no pity for the victims who were dying, wholesale under the 
dripping spears. Her only emotion was blind, stark, mad, unreasoning fear. She 
saw Conan, his white form contrasting with the blacks. She saw his sword flash, 
and men went down around him. Now a struggling knot swept around a fire, and 
she glimpsed a fat squat shape writhing in its midst. Conan ploughed through 
and was hidden from view by the twisting black figures. From the midst a thin 
squealing rose unbearably. The press split for an instant, and she had one awful 
glimpse of a reeling desperate squat figure, streaming blood. Then the throng 
crowded in again, and steel flashed in the mob like a beam of lightning through 
the dusk. 

A beast-like baying rose, terrifying in its primitive exultation. Through the 
mob Conan’s tall form pushed its way. He was striding toward the hut where the 
girl cowered, and in his hand he bore a ghastly relic — the firelight gleamed redly 
on King Bajujh’s severed head. The black eyes, glassy now instead of vital, 
rolled up, revealing only the whites; the jaw hung slack as if in a grin of idiocy; 
red drops showered thickly along the ground. 

Livia gave back with a moaning cry. Conan had paid the price and was coming 
to claim her, bearing the awful token of his payment. He would grasp her with 
his hot bloody fingers, crush her lips with mouth still panting from the slaughter. 
With the thought came delirium. 

With a scream Livia ran across the hut, threw herself against the door in the 
back wall. It fell open, and she darted across the open space, a flitting white 
ghost in a realm of black shadows and red flame. 

Some obscure instinct led her to the pen where the horses were kept. A warrior 
was just taking down the bars that separated the horse-pen from the main boma, 
and he yelled in amazement as she darted past him. A dusky hand clutched at 
her, closed on the neck of her tunic. With a frantic jerk she tore away leaving the 
garment in his hand. The horses snorted and stampeded past her, rolling the 
black warrior in the dust — lean, wiry steeds of the Kushite breed, already frantic 
with the fire and the scent of blood. 

Blindly she caught at a flying mane, was jerked off her feet, struck the ground 
again on her toes, sprang high, pulled and scrambled herself upon the horse’s 
straining back. Mad with fear the herd plunged through the fires, their small 
hoofs knocking sparks in a blinding shower. The startled black people had a wild 
glimpse of the girl clinging naked to the mane of a beast that raced like the wind 
that streamed out his rider’s loose yellow hair. Then straight for the boma the 
steed bolted, soared breathtakingly into the air, and was gone into the night. 
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Livia could make no attempt to guide her steed, nor did she feel any need of so 
doing. The yells and the glow of the fires were fading out behind her; the wind 
tossed her hair and caressed her naked limbs. She was aware only of a dazed 
need to hold to the flowing mane and ride, ride, ride over the rim of the world 
and away from all agony and grief and horror. 

And for hours the wiry steed raced, until, topping a starlit crest, he stumbled 
and hurled his rider headlong. 

She struck on soft cushioning sward, and lay for an instant half stunned, dimly 
hearing her mount trot away. When she staggered up, the first thing that 
impressed her was the silence. It was an almost tangible thing — soft, darkly 
velvet — after the incessant blare of barbaric horns and drums which had 
maddened her for days. She stared up at the great white stars clustered thickly in 
the dark blue sky. There was no moon, yet the starlight illuminated the land, 
though illusively, with unexpected clusterings of shadow. She stood on a 
swarded eminence from which the gently molded slopes ran away, soft as velvet 
under the starlight. Far away in one direction she discerned a dense dark line of 
trees which marked the distant forest. Here there was only night and trance-like 
stillness and a faint breeze blowing through the stars. 

The land seemed vast and slumbering. The warm caress of the breeze made her 
aware of her nakedness, and she wriggled uneasily, spreading her hands over her 
body. Then she felt the loneliness of the night, and the unbrokenness of the 
solitude. She was alone; she stood naked on the summit of the land and there 
was none to see; nothing but night and the whispering wind. 

She was suddenly glad of the night and the loneliness. There was none to 
threaten her, or to seize her with rude violent hands. She looked before her and 
saw the slope falling away into a broad valley; there fronds waved thickly and 
the starlight reflected whitely on many small objects scattered throughout the 
vale. She thought they were great white blossoms and the thought gave rise to 
vague memory; she thought of a valley of which the blacks had spoken with 
fear; a valley to which had fled the young women of a strange brown-skinned 
race which had inhabited the land before the coming of the ancestors of the 
Bakalahs. There, men said, they had turned into white flowers, had been 
transformed by the old gods to escape their ravishers. There no black man dared 
go. 

But into that valley Livia dared go. She would go down those grassy slopes 
which were like velvet under her tender feet; she would dwell there among the 
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nodding white blossoms and no man would ever come to lay hot, rude hands on 
her. Conan had said that pacts were made to be broken; she would break her pact 
with him. She would go into the vale of the lost women; she would lose herself 
in solitude and stillness ... even as these dreamy and disjointed thoughts floated 
through her consciousness, she was descending the gentle slopes, and the tiers of 
the valley walls were rising higher on each hand. 

But so gentle were their slopes that when she stood on the valley floor she did 
not have the feeling of being imprisoned by rugged walls. All about her floated 
seas of shadow, and great white blossoms nodded and whispered to her. She 
wandered at random, parting the fronds with her small hands, listening to the 
whisper of the wind through the leaves, finding a childish pleasure in the 
gurgling of an unseen stream. She moved as in a dream, in the grasp of a strange 
unreality. One thought reiterated itself continually: there she was safe from the 
brutality of men. She wept, but the tears were of joy. She lay full-length upon the 
sward and clutched the soft grass as if she would crush her new-found refuge to 
her breast and hold it there for ever. 


She plucked the petals of the blossoms and fashioned them into a chaplet for her 
golden hair. Their perfume was in keeping with all other things in the valley, 
dreamy, subtle, enchanting. 

So she came at last to a glade in the midst of the valley, and saw there a great 
stone, hewn as if by human hands, and adorned with ferns and blossoms and 
chains of flowers. She stood staring at it, and then there was movement and life 
about her. Turning, she saw figures stealing from the denser shadows — slender 
brown women, lithe, naked, with blossoms in their night-black hair. Like 
creatures of a dream they came about her, and they did not speak. But suddenly 
terror seized her as she looked into their eyes. Those eyes were luminous, radiant 
in the starshine, but they were not human eyes. The forms were human but in the 
souls a strange change had been wrought; a change reflected in their glowing 
eyes. Fear descended on Livia in a wave. The serpent reared its grisly head in 
her new-found Paradise. 

But she could not flee. The lithe brown women were all about her. One, 
lovelier than the rest, came silently up to the trembling girl, and enfolded her 
with supple brown arms. Her breath was scented with the same perfume that 
stole from the white blossoms that waved in the starshine. Her lips pressed 
Livia’s in a long terrible kiss. The Ophirean felt coldness, running through her 
veins; her limbs turned brittle; like a white statue of marble she lay in the arms 
of her captress, incapable of speech or movement. 

Quick soft hands lifted her and laid her on the altar-stone amidst a bed of 
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flowers. The brown women joined hands in a ring and moved supplely about the 
altar, dancing a strange dark measure. Never the sun or the moon looked on such 
a dance, and the great white stars grew whiter and glowed with a more luminous 
light as if its dark witchery struck response in things cosmic and elemental. 

And a low chant arose, that was less human than the gurgling of the distant 
stream; a rustle of voices like the whispering of the great white blossoms that 
waved beneath the stars. Livia lay, conscious but without power of movement. It 
did not occur to her to doubt her sanity. She sought not to reason or analyze; she 
was and these strange beings dancing about her were; a dumb realization of 
existence and recognition of the actuality of nightmare possessed her as she lay 
helplessly gazing up at the star-clustered sky, whence, she somehow knew with 
more than mortal knowledge, something would come to her, as it had come long 
ago to make these naked brown women the soulless beings they now were. 


First, high above her, she saw a black dot among the stars, which grew and 
expanded; it neared her; it swelled to a bat; and still it grew, though its shape did 
not alter further to any great extent. It hovered over her in the stars, dropping 
plummet-like earthward, its great wings spread over her; she lay in its tenebrous 
shadow. And all about her the chant rose higher, to a soft paean of soulless joy, a 
welcome to the god which came to claim a fresh sacrifice, fresh and rose-pink as 
a flower in the dew of dawn. 

Now it hung directly over her, and her soul shriveled and grew chill and small 
at the sight. Its wings were bat-like; but its body and the dim face that gazed 
down upon her were like nothing of sea or earth or air; she knew she looked 
upon ultimate horror, upon black cosmic foulness born in night-black gulfs 
beyond the reach of a madman’s wildest dreams. 

Breaking the unseen bonds that held her dumb, she screamed awfully. Her cry 
was answered by a deep menacing shout. She heard the pounding of rushing 
feet; all about her there was a swirl as of swift waters; the white blossoms tossed 
wildly, and the brown women were gone. Over her hovered the great black 
shadow, and she saw a tall white figure, with plumes nodding in the stars, 
rushing toward her. 

‘Conan!’ The cry broke involuntarily from her lips. With a fierce inarticulate 
yell, the barbarian sprang into the air, lashing upward with his sword that flamed 
in the starlight. 

The great black wings rose and fell. Livia, dumb with horror, saw the 
Cimmerian enveloped in the black shadow that hung over him. The man’s breath 
came pantingly; his feet stamped the beaten earth, crushing the white blossoms 
into the dirt. The rending impact of his blows echoed through the night. He was 
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hurled back and forth like a rat in the grip of a hound, blood splashed thickly on 
the sward, mingling with the white petals that lay strewn like a carpet. 

And then the girl, watching that devilish battle as in a nightmare, saw the 
black-winged thing waver and stagger in mid-air; there was a threshing beat of 
crippled wings and the monster had torn clear and was soaring upward to mingle 
and vanish among the stars. Its conqueror staggered dizzily, sword poised, legs 
wide-braced, staring upward stupidly amazed at victory, but ready to take up 
again the ghastly battle. 


An instant later, Conan approached the altar, panting, dripping blood at every 
step. His massive chest heaved, glistening with perspiration. Blood ran down his 
arms in streams from his neck and shoulders. As he touched her, the spell on the 
girl was broken and she scrambled up and slid from the altar, recoiling from his 
hand. He leaned against the stone, looking down at her, where she cowered at his 
feet. 

‘Men saw you ride out of the village,’ he said. ‘I followed as soon as I could, 
and picked up your track, though it was no easy task following it by torchlight. I 
tracked you to the place where your horse threw you, and though the torches 
were exhausted by then, and I could not find the prints of your bare feet on the 
sward, I felt sure you had descended into the valley. My men would not follow 
me, so I came alone on foot. What vale of devils is this? What was that thing?’ 

‘A god,’ she whispered. “The black people spoke of it — a god from far away 
and long ago!’ 

‘A devil from the Outer Dark,’ he grunted. ‘Oh, they’re nothing uncommon. 
They lurk as thick as fleas outside the belt of light which surrounds this world. 
I’ve heard the wise men of Zamora talk of them. Some find their way to Earth, 
but when they do they have to take on Earthly form and flesh of some sort. A 
man like myself, with a sword, is a match for any amount of fangs and talons, 
infernal or terrestrial. Come; my men await me beyond the ridge of the valley.’ 


She crouched motionless, unable to find words, while he frowned down at her. 
Then she spoke: ‘I ran away from you. I planned to dupe you. I was not going to 
keep my promise to you; I was yours by the bargain we made but I would have 
escaped from you if I could. Punish me as you will.’ 

He shook the sweat and blood from his locks, and sheathed his sword. 

‘Get up,’ he grunted. ‘It was a foul bargain I made. I do not regret that black 
dog Bajujh, but you are no wench to be bought and sold. The ways of men vary 
in different lands, but a man need not be a swine, wherever he is. After I thought 
awhile, I saw that to hold you to your bargain would be the same as if I had 
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forced you. Besides, you are not tough enough for this land. You are a child of 
cities and books and civilized ways — which isn’t your fault, but you’d die 
quickly following the life I thrive on. A dead woman would be no good to me. I 
will take you to the Stygian borders. The Stygians will send you home to Ophir.’ 

She stared up at him as if she had not heard aright. ‘Home?’ she repeated 
mechanically. ‘Home? Ophir? My people? Cities, towers, peace, my home?’ 
Suddenly tears welled into her eyes, and sinking to her knees, she embraced his 
knees in her arms. 

‘Crom, girl,’ grunted Conan, embarrassed. ‘Don’t do that; you’d think I was 
doing you a favor by kicking you out of this country; haven’t I explained that 
you’re not the proper woman for the war-chief of the Bamulas?’ 
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WOLVES BEYOND THE BORDER 


(Draft) 


1 


T+ waste wurrer Of a drum that awakened me. I lay still amidst the bushes where I had 
taken refuge, straining my ears to locate it, for such sounds are illusive in the 
deep forest. In the dense woods about me there was no sound. Above me the 
tangled vines and brambles bent close to form a massed roof, and above them 
there loomed the higher, gloomier arch of the branches of the great trees. Not a 
star shone through that leafy vault. Low-hanging clouds seemed to press down 
upon the very tree-tops. There was no moon. The night was dark as a witch’s 
hate. 

The better for me. If I could not see my enemies, neither could they see me. 
But the whisper of that ominous drum stole through the night: thrum! thrum! 
thrum!, a steady monotone that grunted and growled of nameless secrets. I could 
not mistake the sound. Only one drum in the world makes just that deep, 
menacing, sullen thunder: a Pictish war-drum, in the hands of those wild painted 
savages who haunted the Wilderness beyond the border of the Westermarck. 

And I was beyond that border, alone, and concealed in a brambly covert in the 
midst of the great forest where those naked fiends have reigned since Time’s 
earliest dawns. 

Now I located the sound; the drum was beating westward of my position and I 
believed at no great distance. Quickly I girt my belt more firmly, settled war-ax 
and knife in their beaded sheaths, strung my heavy bow and made sure that my 
quiver was in place at my left hip — groping with my fingers in the yutter 
darkness — and then I crawled from the thicket and went warily toward the sound 
of the drum. 

That it personally concerned me I did not believe. If the forest-men had 
discovered me, their discovery would have been announced by a sudden knife in 
my throat, not by a drum beating in the distance. But the throb of the war-drum 
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had a significance no forest-runner could ignore. It was a warming and a threat, a 
promise of doom for those white-skinned invaders whose lonely cabins and ax- 
marked clearings menaced the immemorial solitude of the wilderness. It meant 
fire and torture, flaming arrows dropping like falling stars through the darkness, 
and the red ax crunching through skulls of men and women and children. 

So through the blackness of the nighted forest I went, feeling my way 
delicately among the mighty boles, sometimes creeping on hands and knees, and 
now and then my heart in my throat when a creeper brushed across my face or 
groping hand. For there are huge serpents in that forest which sometimes hang 
by their tails from branches and so snare their prey. But the creatures I sought 
were more terrible than any serpent, and as the drum grew louder I went as 
cautiously as if I trod on naked swords. And presently I glimpsed a red gleam 
among the trees, and heard a mutter of barbaric voices mingling with the snarl of 
the drum. 

Whatever weird ceremony might be taking place yonder under the black trees, 
it was likely that they had outposts scattered about the place, and I knew how 
silent and motionless a Pict could stand, merging with the natural forest growth 
even in dim light, and unsuspected until his blade was through his victim’s heart. 
My flesh crawled at the thought of colliding with one such grim sentry in the 
darkness, and I drew my knife and held it extended before me. But I knew not 
even a Pict could see me in that blackness of tangled forest-roof and the cloud- 
massed sky. 

The light revealed itself as a fire before which black silhouettes moved like 
black devils against the red fires of hell, and presently I crouched close among 
the dense tamarack and looked into a black-walled glade and the figures that 
moved therein. 

There were forty or fifty Picts, naked but for loin-cloths, and hideously 
painted, who squatted in a wide semi-circle, facing the fire, with their backs to 
me. By the hawk feathers in their thick black manes, I knew them to be of the 
Hawk Clan, or Onayaga. In the midst of the glade there was a crude altar made 
of rough stones heaped together, and at the sight of this my flesh crawled anew. 
For I had seen these Pictish altars before, all charred with fire and stained with 
blood, in empty forest glades, and though I had never witnessed the rituals 
wherein these things were used, I had heard the tales told about them by men 
who had been captives among the Picts, or spied upon them even as I was 
spying. 

A feathered shaman was dancing between the fire and the altar, a slow, 
shuffling dance indescribably grotesque, which caused his plumes to swing and 
sway about him: his features were hidden by a grinning scarlet mask that looked 
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like a forest-devil’s face. 

In the midst of the semi-circle of warriors squatted one with the great drum 
between his knees and as he smote it with his clenched fist it gave forth that low, 
growling rumble which is like the mutter of distant thunder. 

Between the warriors and the dancing shaman stood one who was no Pict. For 
he was tall as I, and his skin was light in the play of the fire. But he was clad 
only in doeskin loin-clout and moccasins, and his body was painted, and there 
was a hawk-feather in his hair, so I knew he must be a Ligurean, one of those 
light-skinned savages who dwell in small clans in the great forest, generally at 
war with the Picts, but sometimes at peace and allied with them. Their skins are 
white as an Aquilonian’s. The Picts are a white race too, in that they are not 
black nor brown nor yellow, but they are black-eyed and black-haired and dark 
of skin, and neither they nor the Ligureans are spoken of as ‘white’ by the people 
of Westermarck, who only designate thus a man of Hyborian blood. 

Now as I watched I saw three warriors drag a man into the ring of the firelight 
— another Pict, naked and bloodstained, who still wore in his tangled mane a 
feather that identified him as a member of the Raven Clan, with whom the 
Hawkmen were ever at war. His captors cast him down upon the altar, bound 
hand and foot, and I saw his muscles swell and writhe in the firelight as he 
sought in vain to break the rawhide thongs which prisoned him. 

Then the shaman began dancing again, weaving intricate patterns about the 
altar, and the man upon it, and he who beat the drum wrought himself into a fine 
frenzy, thundering away like one possessed of a devil. And suddenly, down from 
an overhanging branch dropped one of those great serpents of which I have 
spoken. The firelight glistened on its scales as it writhed toward the altar, its 
beady eyes glittered, and its forked tongue darted in and out, but the warriors 
showed no fear, though it passed within a few feet of some of them. And that 
was strange, for ordinarily these serpents are the only living creatures a Pict 
fears. 

The monster reared its head up on arched neck above the altar, and it and the 
shaman faced one another across the prone body of the prisoner. The shaman 
danced with a writhing of body and arms, scarcely moving his feet, and as he 
danced, the great serpent danced with him, weaving and swaying as though 
mesmerized, and from the mask of the shaman rose a weird wailing that 
shuddered like the wind through the dry reeds along the sea-marshes. And 
slowly the great reptile reared higher and higher, and began looping itself about 
the altar and the man upon it, until his body was hidden by its shimmering folds, 
and only his head was visible with that other terrible head swaying close above 
it. 
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The shrilling of the shaman rose to a crescendo of infernal triumph, and he cast 
something into the fire. A great green cloud of smoke billowed up and rolled 
about the altar, so that it almost hid the pair upon it, making their outlines 
indistinct and illusive. But in the midst of that cloud I saw a hideous writhing 
and changing — those outlines melted and flowed together horribly, and for a 
moment I could not tell which was the serpent and which the man. A shuddering 
sigh swept over the assembled Picts like a wind moaning through nighted 
branches. 

Then the smoke cleared and man and snake lay limply on the altar, and I 
thought both were dead. But the shaman seized the neck and let the great reptile 
ooze to the ground, and he tumbled the body of the man from the stones to fall 
beside the monster, and cut the rawhide thongs that bound wrist and ankle. 

Then he began a weaving dance about them, chanting as he danced and 
swaying his arms in mad gestures. And presently the man moved. But he did not 
rise. His head swayed from side to side, and I saw his tongue dart out and in 
again. And Mitra, he began to wriggle away from the fire, squirming along on 
his belly, as a snake crawls! 

And the serpent was suddenly shaken with convulsions and arched its neck and 
reared up almost its full length, and then fell back, loop on loop and reared up 
again vainly, horribly like a man trying to rise and stand and walk upright after 
being deprived of his limbs. 

The wild howling of the Picts shook the night, and I was sick where I crouched 
among the bushes, and fought an urge to retch. I understood the meaning of this 
ghastly ceremony now. I had heard tales of it. By black, primordial sorcery that 
spawned and throve in the depths of this black primal forest, that painted shaman 
had transferred the soul of a captured enemy into the foul body of a serpent. It 
was the revenge of a fiend. And the screaming of the blood-mad Picts was like 
the yelling of all Hell’s demons. 

And the victims writhed and agonized side by side, the man and the serpent, 
until a sword flashed in the hand of the shaman and both heads fell together — 
and gods, it was the serpent’s trunk which but quivered and jerked a little and 
then lay still, and the man’s body which rolled and knotted and thrashed like a 
beheaded snake. A deathly faintness and weakness took hold of me, for what 
white man could watch such black diabolism unmoved? And these painted 
savages, smeared with war-paint howling and posturing and triumphing over the 
ghastly doom of a foe, seemed not humans at all to me, but foul fiends of the 
black world whom it was a duty and an obligation to slay. 

The shaman sprang up and faced the ring of warriors, and, ripping off his 
mask, threw up his head and howled like a wolf. And as the firelight fell full on 
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his face, I recognized him, and with that recognition all horror and revulsion 
gave place to red rage, and all thought of personal peril and the recollection of 
my mission, which was my first obligation, was swept away. For that shaman 
was old Teyanoga of the South Hawks, he who burnt alive my friend, Jon 
Galter’s son. 

In the lust of my hate I acted almost instinctively — whipped up my bow, 
notched an arrow and loosed, all in an instant. The firelight was uncertain, but 
the range was not great, and we of the Westermarck live by twang of bow. Old 
Teyanoga yowled like a cat and reeled back and his warriors howled with 
amazement to see a shaft quivering suddenly in his breast. The tall, light-skinned 
watrior wheeled, and for the first time I saw his face — and Mitra, he was a white 
man! 

The horrid shock of that surprise held me paralysed for a moment and had 
almost undone me. For the Picts instantly sprang up and rushed into the forest, 
like panthers, seeking the foe who fired that arrow. They had reached the first 
fringe of bushes when I jerked out of my spell of amaze and horror, and sprang 
up and raced away in the darkness, ducking and dodging among trees which I 
avoided more by instinct than otherwise, for it was dark as ever. But I knew the 
Picts could not strike my trail, but must hunt as blindly as I fled. And presently, 
as I ran northward, behind me I heard a hideous howling whose blood-mad fury 
was enough to freeze the blood even of a forest-runner. And I believed that they 
had plucked my arrow from the shaman’s breast and discovered it to be a white 
man’s shaft. That would bring them after me with fiercer blood-lust than ever. 

I fled on, my heart pounding from fear and excitement, and the horror of the 
nightmare I had witnessed. And that a white man, a Hyborian, should have stood 
there as a welcome and evidently honored guest — for he was armed — I had seen 
knife and hatchet at his belt — was so monstrous I wondered if, after all, the 
whole thing were a nightmare. For never before had a white man observed The 
Dance of the Changing Serpent save as a prisoner, or a spy, as I had. And what 
monstrous thing it portended I knew not, but I was shaken with foreboding and 
horror at the thought. 

And because of my horror I went more carelessly than is my wont, seeking 
haste at the expense of stealth, and occasionally blundering into a tree I could 
have avoided had I taken more care. And I doubt not it was the noise of this 
blundering progress which brought the Pict upon me, for he could not have seen 
me in that pitch-darkness. 

Behind me sounded no more yells, but I knew that the Picts were ranging like 
fire-eyed wolves through the forest, spreading in a vast semi-circle and combing 
it as they ran. That they had not picked up my trail was evidenced by their 


6482 XRN 


silence, for they never yell except when they believe only a short dash is ahead 
of them, and feel sure of their prey. 

The warrior who heard the sounds of my flight could not have been one of that 
party, for he was too far ahead of them. He must have been a scout ranging the 
forest to guard against his comrades being surprised from the north. 

At any rate he heard me running close to him, and came like a devil of the 
black night. I knew of him first only by the swift faint pad of his naked feet, and 
when I wheeled I could not even make out the dim bulk of him, but only heard 
the soft thudding of those inexorable feet coming to me unseen in the darkness. 

They see like cats in the dark, and I know he saw well enough to locate me, 
though doubtless I was only a dim blur in the darkness. But my blindly upswung 
hatchet met his falling knife and he impaled himself on my knife as he lunged in, 
his death-yell ringing like a peal of doom under the forest-roof. And it was 
answered by a ferocious clamor to the south, only a few hundred yards away, 
and then they were racing through the bushes giving tongue like wolves, certain 
of their quarry. 

I ran for it in good earnest now, abandoning stealth entirely for the sake of 
speed, and trusting to luck that I would not dash out my brains against a tree- 
stem in the darkness. 

But here the forest opened up somewhat; there was no underbrush, and 
something almost like light filtered in through the branches, for the clouds were 
clearing a little. And through this forest I fled like a damned soul pursued by 
demons, hearing the yells at first rising higher and higher in blood-thirsty 
triumph, then edged with anger and rage as they grew fainter and fell away 
behind me, for in a straight-away race no Pict can match the long legs of a white 
forest-runner. The desperate risk was that there were other scouts or war-parties 
ahead of me who could easily cut me off, hearing my flight; but it was a risk I 
had to take. But no painted figures started up like phantoms out of the shadows 
ahead of me, and presently, through the thickening growth that betokened the 
nearness of a creek, I saw a glimmer through the trees far ahead of me and knew 
it was the light of Fort Kwanyara, the southernmost outpost of Schohira. 


Perhaps, before continuing with this chronicle of the bloody years, it might be 
well were I to give an account of myself, and the reason why I traversed the 
Pictish Wilderness, by night and alone. 
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My name is Gault Hagar’s son. I was born in the province of Conajohara. But 
when I was ten years of age, the Picts broke over Black River and stormed Fort 
Tuscelan and slew all within save one man, and drove all the settlers of the 
province east of Thunder River. Conajohara became again part of the 
Wilderness, haunted only by wild beasts and wild men. The people of 
Conajohara scattered throughout the Westermarck, in Schohira, Conawaga, or 
Oriskawny, but many of them went southward and settled near Fort Thandara, an 
isolated outpost on the Warhorse River, my family among them. There they were 
later joined by other settlers for whom the older provinces were too thickly 
inhabited, and presently there grew up the district known as the Free Province of 
Thandara, because it was not like the other provinces, royal grants to great lords 
east of the marches and settled by them, but cut out of the wilderness by the 
pioneers themselves without aid of the Aquilonian nobility. We paid no taxes to 
any baron. Our governor was not appointed by any lord, but we elected him 
ourselves, from our own people, and he was responsible only to the king. We 
manned and built our forts ourselves, and sustained ourselves in war as in peace. 
And Mitra knows war was a constant state of affairs, for there was never peace 
between us and our savage neighbors, the wild Panther, Alligator and Otter 
tribes of Picts. 

But we throve, and seldom questioned what went on east of the marches in the 
kingdom whence our grandsires had come. But at last events in Aquilonia did 
touch upon us in the wilderness. Word came of civil war, and a fighting man 
risen to wrest the throne from the ancient dynasty. And sparks from that 
conflagration set the frontier ablaze, and turned neighbor against neighbor and 
brother against brother. And it was because knights in their gleaming steel were 
fighting and slaying on the plains of Aquilonia that I was hastening alone 
through the stretch of wilderness that separated Thandara from Schohira, with 
news that might well change the destiny of all the Westermarck. 

Fort Kwanyara was a small outpost, a square fortress of hewn logs with a 
palisade on the bank of Knife Creek. I saw its banner streaming against the pale 
rose of the morning sky, and noted that only the ensign of the province floated 
there. The royal standard that should have risen above it, flaunting the golden 
serpent, was not in evidence. That might mean much, or nothing. We of the 
frontier are careless about the delicate punctilios of custom and etiquette which 
mean so much to the knights beyond the marches. 

I crossed Knife Creek in the early dawn, wading through the shallows, and was 
challenged by a picket on the other bank, a tall man in the buckskins of a ranger. 
When he knew I was from Thandara: ‘By Mitra!’ quoth he, “your business must 
be urgent, that you cross the wilderness instead of taking the longer road.’ 
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For Thandara was separated from the other provinces, as I have said, and the 
Little Wilderness lay between it and the Bossonian marches; but a safe road ran 
through it into the marches and thence to the other provinces but it was a long 
and tedious road. 

Then he asked for news from Thandara, but I told him I knew little of the latest 
events, having just returned from a long scout into the country of the Ottermen, 
which was a lie, but I had no way of knowing Schohira’s political color, and was 
not inclined to betray my own until I knew. Then I asked him if Hakon Strom’s 
son was in Fort Kwanyara, and he told me that the man I sought was not in the 
fort, but was at the town of Schondara, which lay a few miles east of the fort. 

‘I hope Thandara declares for Conan,’ said he with an oath, ‘for I tell you 
plainly it is our political complexion. And it is my cursed luck which keeps me 
here with the handful of rangers who watch the border for raiding Picts. I would 
give my bow and hunting shirt to be with your army which lies even now at 
Thenitea on Ogaha Creek waiting the onslaught of Brocas of Torh with his 
damned renegades.’ 

I said naught but was astounded. This was news indeed. For the Baron of Torh 
was lord of Conawaga, not Schohira, whose patron was Lord Thasperas of 
Kormon. 

“Where is Thasperas?’ I asked, and the ranger answered, a thought shortly: 
‘Away in Aquilonia, fighting for Conan.’ And he looked at me narrowly as if he 
had begun to wonder if I were a spy. 

‘Is there a man in Schohira,’ I began, ‘who has such connections with the Picts 
that he dwells, naked and painted among them, and attends their ceremonies of 
blood-feast and—’ 

I checked myself at the fury that contorted the Schohiran’s features. 

‘Damn you,’ says he, choking with passion, ‘what is your purpose in coming 
here to insult us thus?’ 

And indeed, to call a man a renegade was the direst insult that could be offered 
along the Westermarck, though I had not meant it in that way. But I saw the man 
was ignorant of any knowledge concerning the renegade I had seen, and not 
wishing to give out information, I merely told him that he misunderstood my 
meaning. 

‘T understand it well enough,’ said he, shaking with passion. ‘But for your dark 
skin and southern accent I would deem you a spy from Conawaga. But spy or 
no, you cannot insult the men of Schohira in such manner. Were I not on 
military duty I would lay down my weapon-belt and show you what manner of 
men we breed in Schohira.’ 

‘I want no quarrel,’ said I. ‘But I am going to Schondara, where it will not be 
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hard for you to find me, if you so desire.’ 

‘I will be there anon,’ quoth he grimly. ‘I am Storm Grom’s son and they know 
me in Schohira.’ 

I left him striding his post along the bank, and fingering his knife hilt and 
hatchet as if he itched to try their edge on my head, and I swung wide of the 
small fort to avoid other scouts or pickets. For in these troublous times suspicion 
might fall on me as a spy very easily. Nay, this Storm Grom’s son was beginning 
to turn such thoughts in his thick noddle when they were swept away by his 
personal resentment at what he mistook for a slur. And having quarreled with 
me, his sense of personal honor would not allow him to arrest me on suspicion of 
being a spy — even had he thought of it. In ordinary times none would think of 
halting or questioning a white man crossing the border — but everything was in a 
mad whirl now — it must be, if the patroon of Conawaga was invading the 
domain of his neighbors. 

The forest had been cleared about the fort for a few hundred yards in each 
direction, forming a solid green wall. I kept within this wall as I skirted the 
clearing, and met no one, even when I crossed several paths leading from the 
fort. I avoided clearings and farms. I headed eastward and the sun was not high 
in the heavens when I sighted the roofs of Schondara. 

The forest ran to within less than half a mile of the town, which was a 
handsome one for a frontier village, with neat houses mostly of squared logs, 
some painted, but also some fine frame buildings which is something we have 
not in Thandara. But there was not so much as a ditch or a palisade about the 
village, which was strange to me. For we of Thandara build our dwelling places 
for defense as much as shelter, and while there is not a village in the width and 
breadth of the province, yet every cabin is like a tiny fort. 

Off to the right of the village stood a fort, in the midst of a meadow, with 
palisade and ditch, somewhat larger than Fort Kwanyara, but I saw few heads 
moving above the parapet, either helmeted or capped. And only the spreading 
winged hawk of Schohira flapped on the standard. And I wondered why, if 
Schohira were for Conan, they did not fly the banner he had chosen — the golden 
lion on a black field, the standard of the regiment he commanded as a mercenary 
general of Aquilonia. 

Away to the left, at the edge of the forest I saw a large house of stone set amid 
gardens and orchards, and knew it for the estate of Lord Valerian, the richest 
land-owner in western Schohira. I had never seen the man, but knew he was 
wealthy and powerful. But now the Hall, as it was called, seemed deserted. 

The town seemed curiously deserted, likewise; at least of men, though there 
were women and children in plenty, and it seemed to me that the men had 
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assembled their families here for safety. I saw few able-bodied men. As I went 
up the street many eyes followed me suspiciously, but none spoke except to 
reply briefly to my questions. 

At the tavern only a few old men and cripples huddled about the ale-stained 
tables and conversed in low tones, all conversation ceasing as I loomed in the 
doorway in my worn buck-skins, and all turned to stare at me silently. 

More significant silence when I asked for Hakon Strom’s son, and the host told 
me that Hakon was ridden to Thenitea shortly after sunup, where the militia- 
army lay encamped, but would return shortly. So being hungry and weary, I ate a 
meal in the taproom, aware of those questioning eyes fixed on me, and then lay 
down in a corner on a bear skin the host fetched for me, and slept. And was so 
slumbering when Hakon Strom’s son returned, close upon sunset. 

He was a tall man, rangy and broad-shouldered, like most Westlanders, and 
clad in buckskin hunting shirt and fringed leggins and moccasins like myself. 
Half a dozen rangers were with him, and they sat them down at a board close to 
the door and watched him and me over the rims of their ale jacks. 

When I named myself and told him I had word for him, he looked at me 
closely, and bade me sit with him at a table in the corner where mine host 
brought us ale foaming in leathern jacks. 

‘Has no word come through of the state of affairs in Thandara?’ I asked. 

‘No sure word; only rumors.’ 

‘Very well,’ I said. ‘I bring you word from Brant Drago’s son, governor of 
Thandara, and the council of captains, and by this sign you shall know me for a 
true man.’ And so saying I dipped my finger in the foamy ale and with it drew a 
symbol on the table, and instantly erased it. He nodded, his eyes blazing with 
interest. 

‘This is the word I bring you,’ quoth I; ‘Thandara has declared for Conan and 
stands ready to aid his friends and defy his enemies.’ 

At that he smiled joyfully and grasped my brown hand warmly with his own 
rugged fingers. 

‘Good!’ he exclaimed. ‘But it is no more than I expected.’ 

“What man of Thandara could forget Conan?’ said I. ‘Nay, I was but a child in 
Conajohara, but I remember him when he was a forest-runner and a scout there. 
When his rider came into Thandara telling us that Poitain was in revolt, with 
Conan striking for the throne, and asking our support — he asked no volunteers 
for his army, merely our loyalty — we sent him one word: “We have not 
forgotten Conajohara.” Then came the Baron Attelius over the marches against 
us, but we ambushed him in the Little Wilderness and cut his army to pieces. 
And now I think we need fear no invasion in Thandara.’ 
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‘I would I could say as much for Schohira,’ he said grimly. ‘Baron Thasperas 
sent us word that we could do as we chose — he has declared for Conan and 
joined the rebel army. But he did not demand western levies. Nay, both he and 
Conan know the Westermarck needs every man it has to guard the border. 

‘He removed his troops from the forts, however, and we manned them with our 
own foresters. There was some little skirmishing among ourselves, especially in 
the towns like Goyaga, where dwell the landholders, for some of them held to 
Namedides — well, these loyalists either fled away to Conawaga with their 
retainers, or else surrendered and gave their pledge to remain neutral in their 
castles, like Lord Valerian of Schondara. The loyalists who fled swore to return 
and cut all our throats. And presently Lord Brocas marched over the border. 

‘In Conawaga the land-owners and Brocas are for Namedides, and we have 
heard pitiful tales of their treatment of the common people who favor Conan.’ 

I nodded, not surprised. Conawaga was the largest, richest and most thickly 
settled province in all the Westermarck, and it had a comparatively large, and 
very powerful class of titled land-holders — which we have not in Thandara, and 
by the favor of Mitra, never shall. 

‘It is an open invasion for conquest,’ said Hakon. ‘Brocas commanded us to 
swear loyalty to Namedides — the dog. I think the black-jowled fool plots to 
subdue all the Westermarck and rule it as Namedides’ viceroy. With an army of 
Aquilonian men-at-arms, Bossonian archers, Conawaga loyalists, and Schohira 
renegades, he lies at Coyaga, ten miles beyond Ogaha Creek. Thenitea is full of 
refugees from the eastern country he has devastated. 

‘We do not fear him, though we are outnumbered. He must cross Ogaha Creek 
to strike us, and we have fortified the west bank and blocked the road against his 
cavalry.’ 

‘That touches upon my mission,’ I said. ‘I am authorized to offer the services 
of a hundred and fifty Thandaran rangers. We are all of one mind in Thandara 
and fight no internal wars; and we can spare that many men from our war with 
the Panther Picts.’ 

‘That will be good news for the commandant of Fort Kwanyara!’ 

‘What?’ quoth I. ‘Are you not the commandant?’ 

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘it is my brother Dirk Strom’s son.’ 

‘Had I known that I would have given my message to him,’ I said. ‘Brant 
Drago’s son thought you commanded Kwanyara. However, it does not matter.’ 

‘Another jack of ale,’ quoth Hakon, ‘and we’ll start for the fort so that Dirk 
shall hear your news first-hand. A plague on commanding a fort. A party of 
scouts is good enough for me.’ 

And in truth Hakon was not the man to command an outpost or any large body 
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of men, for he was too reckless and hasty, though a brave man and a gay rogue. 

‘You have but a skeleton force left to watch the border,’ I said. ‘What of the 
Picts?’ 

“They keep the peace to which they swore,’ answered he. ‘For some months 
there has been peace along the border, except for the usual skirmishing between 
individuals of both races.’ 

‘Valerian Hall seemed deserted.’ 

‘Lord Valerian dwells there alone except for a few servants. Where his fighting 
men have gone, none knows. But he has sent them off. If he had not given his 
pledge we would have felt it necessary to place him under guard, for he is one of 
the few white men to whom the Picts give heed. If it had entered his head to stir 
them up against our borders we might be hard put to it to defend ourselves 
against them on one side and Brocas on the other. 

“The Hawks, Wildcats and Turtles listen when Valerian speaks, and he has 
even visited the towns of the Wolf Picts and come away alive.’ 

If that were true that were strange indeed, for all men knew the ferocity of the 
great confederacy of allied clans known as the Wolf tribe which dwelt in the 
west beyond the hunting grounds of the three lesser tribes he had named. Mostly 
they held aloof from the frontier, but the threat of their hatred was ever a menace 
along the borders of Schohira. 

Hakon looked up as a tall man in trunk-hose, boots and scarlet cloak entered 
the taproom. 

‘There is Lord Valerian now,’ he said. 

I stared, started and was on my feet instantly. 

‘That man?’ I ejaculated. ‘I saw that man last night beyond the border, in a 
camp of the Hawks, watching the Dance of the Changing Snake!’ 

Valerian heard me and he whirled, going pale. His eyes blazed like those of a 
panther. 

Hakon sprang up too. 

“What are you saying?’ he cried. ‘Lord Valerian gave his pledge—’ 

‘I care not!’ I exclaimed fiercely, striding forward to confront the tall noble. ‘I 
saw him where I lay hidden among the tamarack. I could not mistake that hawk- 
like face. I tell you he was there, naked and painted like a Pict—’ 

“You lie, damn you!’ cried Valerian, and whipping aside his cloak he caught at 
the hilt of his sword. But before he could draw it I closed with him and bore him 
to the floor, where he caught at my throat with both hands, blaspheming like a 
madman. Then there was a swift stamp of feet, and men were dragging us apart, 
grasping my lord firmly, who stood white and panting with fury, still clutching 
my neckcloth which had been torn away from my throat in the struggle. 
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“Loose me, you dogs!’ he raved. ‘Take your peasant hands from me! I’ ll cleave 
this liar to the chin—’ 

‘Here is no lie,’ I said more calmly. ‘I lay in the tamarack last night and 
watched while old Teyanoga dragged a Raven chief’s soul from his body and 
forced it into that of a tree-serpent. It was my arrow which struck down the 
shaman. And I saw you there — you, a white man, naked and painted, accepted as 
one of the clan.’ 

‘If this be ttue—’ began Hakon. 

‘It is true, and there is your proof!’ I exclaimed. ‘Look there! On his bosom!’ 

His doublet and shirt had been torn open in the scuffle, and there, dim on his 
naked breast, showed the outline of the white skull which the Picts paint only 
when they mean war against the whites. He had sought to wash it off his skin, 
but Pictish paint stains strongly. 

‘Disarm him,’ said Hakon, white to the lips. 

‘Give me my neckcloth,’ I demanded, but his lordship spat at me, and thrust 
the cloth inside his shirt. 

“When it is returned to you it shall be knotted in a hangman’s noose about your 
rebel neck,’ he snarled. 

Hakon seemed undecided. 

‘Let us take him to the fort,’ I said. ‘Give him in custody of the commander. It 
was for no good purpose he took part in the Dance of the Snake. Those Picts 
were painted for battle. That symbol on his breast means he intended to take part 
in the war for which they danced.’ 

‘But great Mitra, this is incredible!’ exclaimed Hakon. ‘A white man, loosing 
those painted devils on his friends and neighbors?’ 

My lord said naught. He stood there between the men who grasped his arms, 
livid, his thin lips drawn back in a snarl that bared his teeth, but all hell burned 
like yellow fire in his eyes where I seemed to sense lights of madness. 

But Hakon was uncertain. He dared not release Valerian, and he feared what 
the effect might be on the people if they saw the lord being led a captive to the 
fort. 

“They will demand the reason,’ he argued, ‘and when they learn he has been 
dealing with the Picts in their war-paint, a panic might well ensue. Let us lock 
him into the gaol until we can bring Dirk here to question him.’ 

‘It is dangerous to compromise with a situation like this,’ I answered bluntly. 
‘But it is for you to decide. You are in command here.’ 

So we took his lordship out the back door, secretly, and it being dusk by that 
time, reached the gaol without being noticed by the people, who indeed stayed 
indoors mostly. The gaol was a small affair of logs, somewhat apart from the 
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town, with four cells, and one only occupied, that by a fat rogue who had been 
imprisoned overnight for drunkenness and fighting in the street. He stared to see 
our prisoner. Not a word said Lord Valerian as Hakon locked the grilled door 
upon him, and detailed one of the men to stand guard. But a demon fire burned 
in his dark eyes as if behind the mask of his pale face he were laughing at us 
with fiendish triumph. 

“You place only one man on guard?’ I asked Hakon. 

“Why more?’ said he. ‘Valerian cannot break out, and there is no one to rescue 
him.’ 

It seemed to me that Hakon was prone to take too much for granted, but after 
all, it was none of my affair, so I said no more. 

Then Hakon and I went to the fort, and there I talked with Dirk Strom’s son, 
the commander, who was in command of the town, in the absence of Jon 
Storm’s son, the governor appointed by Lord Thasperas, who was now in 
command of the militia-army which lay at Thenitea. He looked sober indeed 
when he heard my tale, and said he would come to the gaol and question Lord 
Valerian as soon as his duties permitted, though he had little belief that my lord 
would talk, for he came of a stubborn and haughty breed. He was glad to hear of 
the men Thandara offered him, and told me that he could find a man to return to 
Thandara accepting the offer, if I wished to remain in Schohira awhile, which I 
did. Then I returned to the tavern with Hakon, for it was our purpose to sleep 
there that night, and set out for Thenitea in the morning. Scouts kept the 
Schohirans posted on the movements of Brocas, and Hakon, who had been in 
their camp that day, said Brocas showed no signs of moving against us, which 
made me believe that he was waiting for Valerian to lead his Picts against the 
border. But Hakon still doubted, in spite of all I had told him, believing Valerian 
had but visited the Picts through friendliness as he often did. But I pointed out 
that no white man, however friendly to the Picts, was ever allowed to witness 
such a ceremony as the Dance of the Snake; he would have to be a blood- 
member of the clan. 


I awakened suddenly and sat up in bed. My window was open, both shutters and 
pane, for coolness, for it was an upstairs room, and there was no tree near by 
which a thief might gain access. But some noise had awakened me, and now as I 
stared at the window, I saw the star-lit sky blotted out by a bulky, misshapen 
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figure. I swung my legs around off the bed, demanding to know who it was, and 
groping for my hatchet, but the thing was on me with frightful speed and before I 
could even rise something was around my neck, choking and strangling me. 
Thrust almost against my face there was a dim frightful visage, but all I could 
make out in the darkness was a pair of flaming red eyes, and a peaked head. My 
nostrils were filled with a bestial reek. 

I caught one of the thing’s wrists and it was hairy as an ape’s, and thick with 
iron muscles. But then I had found the haft of my hatchet and I lifted it and split 
that misshapen skull with one blow. It fell clear of me and I sprang up, gagging 
and gasping, and quivering in every limb. I found flint, steel and tinder, and 
struck a light and lit a candle, and glared wildly at the creature lying on the floor. 

In form it was like a man, gnarled and misshapen, covered with thick hair. Its 
nails were long and black, like the talons of a beast, and its chinless, low-browed 
head was like that of an ape. The thing was a Chakan, one of those semi-human 
beings which dwell deep in the forests. 

There came a knocking on my door and Hakon’s voice called to know what the 
trouble was, so I bade him enter. He rushed in, ax in hand, his eyes widened at 
the sight of the thing on the floor. 

‘A Chakan!’ he whispered. ‘I have seen them, far to the west, smelling out 
trails through the forests — the damned bloodhounds! What is that in his fingers?’ 

A chill of horror crept along my spine as I saw the creature still clutched a 
neckcloth in his fingers — the cloth which he had tried to knot like a hangman’s 
noose about my neck. 

‘I have heard that Pictish shamans catch these creatures and tame them and use 
them to smell out their enemies,’ he said slowly. ‘But how could Lord Valerian 
so use one?’ 

‘I know not,’ I answered. ‘But that neck cloth was given to the beast, and 
according to its nature it smelled my trail out and sought to break my neck. Let 
us go to the gaol, and quickly.’ 

Hakon roused his rangers and we hurried there, and found the guard lying 
before the open door of Valerian’s empty cell with his throat cut. Hakon stood 
like one turned to stone, and then a faint call made us turn and we saw the white 
face of the drunkard peering at us from the next cell. 

‘He’s gone,’ quoth he; ‘Lord Valerian’s gone. Hark’ee; an hour agone while I 
lay on my bunk, I was awakened by a sound outside, and saw a strange dark 
woman come out of the shadows and walk up to the guard. He lifted his bow and 
bade her halt, but she laughed at him, staring into his eyes and he became as one 
in a trance. He stood staring stupidly — and Mitra, he took his own knife from his 
girdle and cut his throat, and he fell down and died. Then she took the keys from 
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his belt and opened the door, and Valerian came out, and laughed like a devil out 
of hell, and kissed the wench, and she laughed with him. And she was not alone, 
for something lurked in the shadows behind her — some vague, monstrous being 
that never came into the light of the lanthorn hanging over the door. 

‘IT heard her say best to kill the fat drunkard in the next cell, and by Mitra I was 
so nigh dead of fright I knew not if I were even alive. But Valerian said I was 
dead drunk, and I could have kissed him for that word. So they went away and as 
they went he said he would send her companion on a mission, and then they 
would go to a cabin on Lynx Creek, and there meet his retainers who had been 
hiding in the forest ever since he sent them from Valerian Hall. He said that 
Teyanoga would come to them there and they would cross the border and go 
among the Picts, and bring them back to cut all our throats.’ 

Hakon looked livid in the lanthorn light. 

“Who is this woman?’ I asked curiously. 

‘His half-breed Pictish mistress,’ he said. ‘Half Hawk-Pict and half-Ligurean. I 
have heard of her. They call her the witch of Skandaga. I have never seen her, 
never before credited the tales whispered of her and Lord Valerian. But it is the 
truth.’ 

‘T thought I had slain old Teyanoga,’ I muttered. ‘The old fiend must bear a 
charmed life — I saw my shaft quivering in his breast. What now?’ 

“We must go to the hut on Lynx Creek and slay them all,’ said Hakon. ‘If they 
loose the Picts on the border hell will be to pay. We can spare no men from the 
fort or the town. We are enough. I know not how many men there will be on 
Lynx Creek, and I do not care. We will take them by surprise.’ 

We set out at once through the starlight. The land lay silent, lights twinkling 
dimly in the houses. To the westward loomed the black forest, silent, primordial, 
a brooding threat to the people who dared it. 

We went in single file, bows strung and held in our left hands, hatchets 
swinging in our right hands. Our moccasins made no sound in the dew-wet 
grass. We melted into the woods and struck a trail that wound among oaks and 
alders. Here we strung out with some fifteen feet between each man, Hakon 
leading, and presently we dipped down into a grassy hollow and saw light 
streaming faintly from the cracks of shutters that covered a cabin’s windows. 

Hakon halted us and whispered for the men to wait, while we crept forward 
and spied upon them. We stole forward and surprised the sentry — a Schohiran 
renegade, who must have heard our stealthy approach but for the wine which 
staled his breath. I shall never forget the fierce hiss of satisfaction that breathed 
between Hakon’s clenched teeth as he drove his knife into the villain’s heart. We 
left the body hidden in the tall rank grass and stole up to the very wall of the 
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cabin and dared to peer in at a crack. There was Valerian, with his fierce eyes 
blazing, and a dark, wildly beautiful girl in doeskin loin-clout and beaded 
moccasins, and her blackly burnished hair bound back by a gold band, curiously 
wrought. And there were half a dozen Schohiran renegades, sullen rogues in the 
woollen breeches and jerkins of farmers, with cutlasses at their belts, three 
forest-runners in buckskins, wild-looking men, and half a dozen Gundermen 
guards, compactly-built men with yellow hair cut square and confined under 
steel caps, corselets of chain mail, and polished leg-pieces. They were girt with 
swords and daggers — yellow-haired men with fair complexions and steely eyes 
and an accent differing greatly from the natives of the Westermarck. They were 
sturdy fighters, ruthless and well-disciplined, and very popular as guardsmen 
among the land-owners of the frontier. 

Listening there we heard them all laughing and conversing, Valerian boastful 
of his escape and swearing that he had sent a visitor to that cursed Thandaran 
that should do his proper business for him; the renegades sullen and full of oaths 
and curses for their former friends; the forest-runners silent and attentive; the 
Gundermen careless and jovial, which joviality thinly masked their utterly 
ruthless natures. And the half-breed girl, whom they called Kwarada, laughed, 
and plagued Valerian, who seemed grimly amused. And Hakon trembled with 
fury as we listened to him boasting how he meant to rouse the Picts and lead 
them across the border to smite the Schohirans in the back while Brocas attacked 
from Coyaga. 

Then we heard a light patter of feet and hugged the wall close, and saw the 
door open, and seven painted Picts entered, horrific figures in paint and feathers. 
They were led by old Teyanoga, whose breast-muscles were bandaged, whereby 
I knew my shaft had but fleshed itself in those heavy muscles. And wondered if 
the old demon were really a werewolf which could not be killed by mortal 
weapons as he boasted and many believed. 

We lay close there, Hakon and I, and heard Teyanoga say that the Hawks, 
Wildcats and Turtles dared not strike across the border unless an alliance with 
the powerful Wolfmen could be struck up, for they feared that the Wolves might 
ravage their country while they fought the Schohirans. Teyonoga said that the 
three lesser tribes met the Wolves on the edge of Ghost Swamp for a council; 
and that the Wolves would abide by the counsel of the Wizard of the Swamp. 

So Valerian said they would go to the Ghost Swamp and see if they could not 
persuade the Wizard to induce the Wolves to join the others. At that Hakon told 
me to crawl back and get the others, and I saw it was in his mind that we should 
attack, outnumbered as we were, but so fired was I by the infamous plot to 
which we had listened that I was as eager as he. I stole back and brought the 
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others, and as soon as he heard us coming, he sprang up and ran at the door to 
beat it in with his war-ax. 

At the same instant others of us burst in the shutters and poured arrows into the 
room, striking down some and set the cabin on fire. 

They were thrown into confusion, and made no attempt to hold the cabin. The 
candles were upset and went out, but the fire lent a dim glow. They rushed the 
door and some were slain then, and others as we grappled with them. But 
presently all fled into the woods except those we slew, Gundermen, renegades 
and painted Picts, but Valerian and the girl were still in the cabin. Then they 
came forth and she laughed and hurled something on the ground that burst and 
blinded us with a foul smoke, through which they escaped. 

All but four of our men had been slain in the desperate fighting, but we started 
instantly in pursuit, sending back one of the wounded men to warn the town. 

The trail led into the wilderness. 


We followed, and in fights and skirmishes slew several others, and presently all 
our men were slain except Hakon and I. We trailed Valerian across the border 
and into a camp of the war-tribes near Ghost Swamp, where the chiefs were 
going to consult the Wizard, a pre-Pictish shaman. 

We trailed Valerian into the swamp, he going secretly to give the shamans 
instructions, and Hakon waited on the trail to slay Valerian while I stole into the 
swamp to slay the Wizard. But both of us were captured by the Wizard, who 
gave his consent to the war and gave them a ghastly magic to use against the 
white men, and the tribes went howling toward the border. But Hakon and I 
escaped and slew the Wizard and followed, in time to turn their magic against 
them, and rout them. 
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THE SNOUT IN THE DARK 


(Draft) 


1 


Avoora awaxenen stowry, uss Senses still sluggish from the wine he had guzzled the night 
before. For a muddled moment he could not remember where he was; the 
moonlight, streaming through the barred window, shone on_ unfamiliar 
surroundings. Then he remembered that he was lying in the upper cell of the 
prison where the anger of Tananda, sister to the king of Kush, had consigned 
him. It was no ordinary cell, for even Tananda had not dared to go too far in her 
punishment of the commander of the black spearmen which were the strength of 
Kush’s army. There were carpets and tapestries and silk-covered couches, and 
jugs of wine — he remembered that he had been awakened and wondered why. 

His gaze wandered to the square of barred moonlight that was the window, and 
he saw something that partially sobered him, and straightened his blurred gaze. 
The bars of that window were bent and buckled and twisted back. It must have 
been the noise of their rending that had awakened him. But what could have bent 
them? And where was whatever had so bent them? Suddenly he was completely 
sober, and an icy sensation wandered up his spine. Something had entered 
through that window, something was in the room with him. 

With a low cry he started up on his couch and stared about him; and he froze at 
the sight of the motionless figure that stood at the head of his couch. An icy hand 
clutched the heart of Amboola which had never known fear. That silent, greyish 
shape did not move nor speak; it stood there in the shadowy moonlight, 
misshapen, deformed, its outline outside the bounds of sanity. Staring wildly, 
Amboola made out a pig-like head, snouted, covered with coarse bristles — but 
the thing stood upright and its thick hair-covered arms ended in rudimentary 
hands — 

Amboola shrieked and sprang up — and then the motionless thing moved, with 
the paralyzing speed of a monster in a nightmare. The black man had one 
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frenzied vision of champing, foaming jaws, of great chisel-like tusks flashing in 
the moonlight ... presently the moonlight fell on a black shape sprawled amidst 
the dabbled coverings of the couch on the floor; a grayish, shambling form 
moved silently across the chamber toward the window whose broken bars leaned 
out against the stars. 


‘Tuthmes!’ The voice was urgent, urgent as the fist that hammered on the teak 
door of the chamber where slept Shumballa’s most ambitious nobleman. 
‘Tuthmes! Let me in! The devil is loose in Shumballa!’ 

The door was opened, and the speaker burst into the room — a lean, wiry man 
in a white djebbeh, dark-skinned, the whites of his eyes gleaming. He was met 
by Tuthmes, tall, slender, dusky, with the straight features of his caste. 

“What are you saying, Afari?’ 

Afari closed the door before he answered; he was panting as if from a long run. 
He was shorter than Tuthmes, and the negroid was more predominant in his 
features. 

‘Amboola! He is dead! In the Red Tower!’ 

‘What?’ exclaimed Tuthmes. ‘Tananda dared execute him?’ 

‘No! No, no! She would not be such a fool, surely. He was not executed, but 
murdered. Something broke through the bars of his cell and tore his throat out, 
and stamped in his ribs, and broke his skull — Set, I have seen many dead men, 
but never one less lovely in his death than Amboola! Tuthmes, it is the work of 
some demon! His throat was bitten out, and the prints of the teeth were not like 
those of a lion or an ape. It was as if they had been made by chisels, sharp as 
razors!’ 

“When was this done?’ 

‘Sometime about midnight. Guards in the lower part of the tower, watching the 
stair that leads up to the cell in which he was imprisoned, heard him cry out, and 
rushing up the stairs, burst into the cell and found him lying as I have said. I was 
sleeping in the lower part of the tower as you bade me, and having seen, I came 
straight here, bidding the guards say naught to anyone.’ 

Tuthmes smiled and his smile was not pleasant to see. 

‘Gods and demons work for a bold man,’ he said. ‘I do not think Tananda was 
fool enough to have Amboola murdered, however she desired it. The blacks have 
been sullen, ever since she cast him into prison. She could not have kept him 
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imprisoned much longer. 

‘But this matter puts a weapon into our hands. If the Gallahs think she did it, so 
much the better. Each resentment against the dynasty is a weapon for us. Go, 
now, and strike before the king can learn of it. First, take a detachment of black 
spearmen to the Red Tower and execute the guards for sleeping at their duty. Be 
sure you take care to do it by my orders. That will show the Gallahs that I have 
avenged their commander, and remove a weapon from Tananda’s hands. Kill 
them before she can have it done. 

‘Then go into Punt and find old Ageera, the witch-finder. Do not tell him flatly 
that Tananda had this deed done, but hint at it.’ 

Afari shuddered visibly. 

‘How can a common man lie to that black devil? His eyes are like coals of red 
fire that look into depths unnameable. I have seen him make corpses rise and 
walk, and skulls champ and grind their naked jaws.’ 

‘Don’t lie,’ answered Tuthmes. ‘Simply hint to him your own suspicions. After 
all, even if a demon did slay Amboola, some human summoned it out of the 
night. Perhaps Tananda is behind this, after all!’ 

When Afari had left, mulling intensely over what his patron had told him, 
Tuthmes drew a silken cloak about his otherwise naked limbs and mounting a 
short, wide staircase of polished mahogany, he came out upon the flat roof of his 
palace. 

Looking over the parapet, he saw below him the silent streets of the inner city 
of Shumballa, the palaces and gardens, and the great square, into which, at an 
instant’s notice, a thousand black horsemen could ride, from the courts of 
adjoining barracks. 

Looking further, he saw the great bronze gates, and beyond them, the outer city 
that men called Punt, to distinguish it from El Shebbeh, the inner city. Shumballa 
stood in the midst of a great plain, of rolling grass lands that stretched to the 
horizons, broken only by occasional low hills. A narrow, deep river, meandering 
across the grass lands, touched the straggling edges of the city. El Shebbeh was 
separated from Punt by a tall and massive wall, which enclosed the palaces of 
the ruling caste, descendants of those Stygians who centuries ago had come 
southward to hack out a black empire, and to mix their proud blood with the 
blood of their dusky subjects. El Shebbeh was well laid out, with regular streets 
and squares, stone buildings and gardens; Punt was a sprawling wilderness of 
mud huts; the streets straggled into squares that were squares in name only. The 
black people of Kush, the Gallahs, the original inhabitants of the country, lived 
in Punt; none but the ruling caste, the Chagas, dwelt in El] Shebbeh, except for 
their servants, and the black horsemen who served as their guardsmen. 
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Tuthmes glanced out over that vast expanse of huts. Fires glowed in the ragged 
squares, torches swayed to and fro in the wandering streets, and from time to 
time he caught a snatch of song, a barbaric chanting that thrummed with an 
undertone of wrath or bloodlust. Tuthmes drew his cloak closer about him and 
shivered. 

Advancing across the roof, he halted by a figure which slept in the shadow of a 
palm growing in the artifical garden. When stirred by Tuthmes’s toe, this man 
awoke and sprang up. 

“There is no need for speech,’ cautioned Tuthmes. ‘The deed is done. Amboola 
is dead, and before dawn, all Punt will know he was murdered by Tananda.’ 

‘And the — the devil?’ whispered the man, shivering. 

‘Shh! Gone back into the darkness whence it was invoked. Harken, Shubba, it 
is time you were gone. Search among the Shemites until you find a woman 
suitable — a white woman. Bring her here speedily. If you return within the 
moon, I will give you her weight in silver. If you fail, I will hang your head from 
that palm tree.’ 

Shubba prostrated himself and touched his head to the dust. Then rising, he 
hurried from the roof. Tuthmes glanced again into Punt. The fires seemed to 
glow more fiercely, somehow, and a drum had begun an ominous monotone. A 
sudden clamor of bestial yells welled up to his ears. 

“They have heard that Amboola is dead,’ he muttered, and again he was shaken 
by a strong shudder. 


Life flowed on its accustomed course in the filth-littered streets of Punt. Giant 
black men squatted in the doorways of their thatched huts, or lolled on the 
ground in their shade. Black women went up and down the streets with water- 
gourds or baskets of food on their heads. Children played or fought in the dust, 
laughing or squalling shrilly. In the squares the black folk chaffered and 
bargained over plantains, beer and hammered brass ornaments. Smiths crouched 
over tiny charcoal fires, laboriously beating out spear blades. The hot sun beat 
down on all, the sweat, mirth, anger, nakedness and squalor of the black people. 
Suddenly there came a change in the pattern, a new note in the timbre. With a 
clatter of hoofs a group of horsemen rode by, half a dozen men, and a woman. It 
was the woman who dominated the group. Her skin was dusky, her hair, a thick 
black mass, caught back and confined by a gold fillet. Her only garment, besides 
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the sandals on her feet, was a short silk skirt girdled at the waist. Gold plates, 
crusted with jewels, partially covered her dusky breasts. Her features were 
straight, her bold, scintillant eyes full of challenge and sureness. She rode and 
handled her steed with ease and certitude, the slim Kushite horse, with the 
jeweled bridle, the reins of scarlet leather, as broad as a man’s palm and worked 
with gilt, and her sandalled feet in the wide silver stirrups. 

As she rode by, work and chatter ceased suddenly. The black faces grew 
sullen, and the murky eyes burned redly. The blacks turned their heads to 
whisper in each other’s ears, and the whispers grew to a sullen, audible murmur. 

The youth who rode at the woman’s stirrup grew nervous. He glanced ahead, 
along the winding street, measured the distance to the bronze gates, not yet in 
view along the flat-topped houses, and whispered: ‘The people grow ugly, 
Tananda; it was foolish to ride in Punt.’ 

“All the black dogs in Kush shall not keep me from my hunting,’ answered the 
woman. ‘If any seem threatening, ride them down.’ 

‘Easier said than done,’ muttered the youth, scanning the silent throng. “They 
are coming from their houses and massing thick along the street — look there!’ 

They were entering a broad, ragged square, where the black folk swarmed. On 
one side of this square stood a house of mud and roughhewn beams, larger than 
its neighbors, with a cluster of skulls above the wide doorway. This was the 
temple of Jullah, which the black folk worshipped in opposition to Set, the 
Serpent-god worshipped by the Chagas in imitation of their Stygian ancestors. 
The black folk were thronged in this square, sullenly staring at the horsemen. 
There was a distinct menace in their attitude, and Tananda, for the first time 
feeling a slight nervousness, did not notice another rider approaching the square 
along another street. This rider would have attracted attention in ordinary times, 
for he was neither Chaga nor Gallah, but a white man, a powerful figure in 
chain-mail and helmet, with a scarlet cloak whipping its folds about him. 

‘These dogs mean mischief,’ muttered the youth at Tananda’s side, half 
drawing his curved sword. The others, guardsmen, black men like the folk about 
them, drew closer about her, but did not draw their blades. A low sullen 
muttering rose louder, though no movement was made. 

‘Push through them,’ ordered Tananda, reining her horse forward. The blacks 
gave back sullenly before her advance, and suddenly, from the devil-devil house 
came a lean black figure. It was old Ageera, clad only in a loin-cloth. Pointing 
his finger at Tananda, he yelled: ‘There she rides, she whose hands are dipped in 
blood! She who murdered Amboola!’ 

His yell was the spark that set off the explosion. A vast roar rose from the mob, 
and they surged forward, yelling: ‘Death to Tananda!’ In an instant a hundred 
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black hands were clawing at the legs of the riders. The youth reined between 
Tananda and the mob, but a stone, cast from a black hand, shattered his skull. 
The guardsmen, slashing and hacking, were torn from their steeds and beaten, 
stamped and stabbed to death. Tananda, beset at last with terror, screamed as her 
horse reared. A score of wild black figures, men and women, were clawing at 
her. 

A giant grasped her thigh and plucked her from her saddle, full into the eager 
and furious hands which awaited her. Her skirt was ripped from her body and 
waved in the air above her, while a bellow of primitive laughter went up from 
the surging mob. A woman spat in her face and tore off her breastplates, 
scratching her breasts with her fingernails. A stone hurled at her grazed her head. 
She screamed in frantic fear; a score of brutal hands were tearing at her, 
threatening to dismember her. She saw a stone clenched in a black hand, while 
the owner sought to reach her in the press and brain her. Daggers glinted. Only 
the hindering numbers of the jammed mass kept them from doing her to death 
instantly. “To the devil-devil house!’ went up a roar, followed by a responsive 
clamor, and Tananda felt herself half carried, half dragged along with the 
surging mob, grasped by her hair, arms, legs, wherever a black hand could grip. 
Blows aimed at her in the press were blocked or diverted by the mass; and then 
there came a shock under which the whole throng staggered as a horseman on a 
powerful steed crashed full into the press. 

Men went down screaming, to be crushed under the flailing hoofs; Tananda got 
a dizzy glimpse of a figure towering above the press, of a dark scarred face 
under a steel helmet, of a scarlet cloak unfurled from mighty mailed shoulders, 
and a great sword lashing up and down, spattering crimson splashes. But from 
somewhere in the press a spear licked upward, disembowelling the steed. It 
screamed, plunged and went down, but the rider landed on his feet, smiting right 
and left. Wildly driven spears and knives glanced from his helmet or the shield 
on his left arm, while his broadsword cleft flesh and bone, split skulls, scattered 
brains and spilled entrails into the bloody dust. 

Flesh and blood could not stand before it. Clearing a space he stooped, caught 
up the terrified girl and, covering her with his shield, fell back, cutting a ruthless 
way. He backed into the angle of a wall and, dropping her behind him, stood 
before her, beating back the frothing, screaming onslaught. 

Then there was a clatter of hoofs and a regiment of the guardsmen swept into 
the square, driving the rioters before them. The captain approached, a giant 
negro resplendent in crimson silk and gold-worked harmess. 

“You were long in coming,’ said Tananda, who had risen and regained much of 
her poise. The captain turned ashy, but before he could turn, Tananda had made 
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a sign that was caught by his men behind him. One of them grasped his spear 
with both hands and drove it between his captain’s shoulders with such force 
that the point started out from his breast. The captain sank to his knees, and 
thrusts from half a dozen more spears finished the task. 

Tananda shook back her long black disheveled hair and faced her rescuer. She 
was bleeding from a score of scratches on her breasts and thighs, her locks fell in 
confusion down her back, and she was as naked as the day she was born; but she 
stared at him without perturbation or uncertainty, and he gave back her stare, 
frank admiration in his expression of her cool bearing, and the ripeness of her 
brown limbs. 

“Who are you?’ she demanded. 

‘Conan, a Cimmerian,’ he answered. 

‘What are you doing in Shumballa?’ 

‘I came here to seek my fortune. I was formerly a corsair.’ 

‘Oh!’ New interest shone in her dark eyes; she gathered her hair back in her 
hands. ‘We have heard tales of you, whom men call Amra the Lion. But if you 
are no longer a corsair, what are you now?’ 

‘A penniless wanderer.’ 

She shook her head. ‘No, by Set! You are captain of the royal guard.’ 

He glanced casually at the sprawling figure in silk and steel, and the sight did 
not alter the zest of his sudden grin. 


Shubba returned to Shumballa, and coming to Tuthmes in his chamber where 
leopard skins carpeted the marble floor, he said: ‘I have found the woman you 
desired. A Nemedian girl, captured from a trading vessel of Argos. I paid the 
Shemitish slave-trader many broad gold pieces.’ 

‘Let me see her,’ commanded Tuthmes, and Shubba left the room, returning a 
moment later leading a girl by the wrist. She was supple, her white skin almost 
dazzling in contrast with the brown and black bodies to which Tuthmes was 
accustomed. Her hair fell in a curly rippling gold stream over her white 
shoulders. She was clad only in a tattered shift. This Shubba removed, leaving 
her shrinking in complete nudity. 

Tuthmes nodded, impersonally. 

‘She is a fine bit of merchandise. If I were not gambling for a throne, I might 
be tempted to keep her for myself. Have you taught her Kushite, as I 
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commanded?’ 

“Aye; in the city of the Shemites, and later daily on the caravan trail, I taught 
her, and impressed upon her the need of learning by means of a slipper, after the 
Shemite fashion. Her name is Diana.’ 

Tuthmes seated himself on a couch, and indicated that the girl should sit cross- 
legged on the floor at his feet, which she did. 

‘I am going to give you to the king of Kush as a present,’ he said. ‘You will 
nominally be his slave, but actually you will belong to me. You will receive your 
orders regularly, and you will not fail to carry them out. The king is degenerate, 
slothful, dissipated. It should not be hard for you to achieve complete dominance 
over him. But lest you might be tempted to disobey, when you fancy yourself out 
of my reach in the palace of the king, I will demonstrate my power to you.’ 

He took her hand and led her through a corridor, down a flight of stone stairs 
and into a long chamber, dimly lighted. The chamber was divided in equal 
halves by a wall of crystal, clear as water though some three feet in thickness 
and of such strength as to have resisted the lunge of a bull elephant. He led her to 
this wall and made her stand, facing it, while he stepped back. Abruptly the light 
went out. She stood there in darkness, her slender limbs trembling with an 
unreasoning panic, then light began to float in the darkness. She saw a hideous 
malformed head grow out of the blackness; she saw a bestial snout, chisel-like 
teeth, bristles — turned and ran, frantic with fear, and forgetful of the sheet of 
crystal that kept the brute from her. She ran full into the arms of Tuthmes in the 
darkness, and heard his hiss in her ear: ‘You have seen my servant; do not fail 
me, for if you do he will search you out wherever you may be, and you cannot 
hide from him.’ And when he hissed something else into the quivering ear of the 
Nemedian girl, she promptly fainted. 

Tuthmes carried her up the stairs and gave her into the hands of a black wench 
with instructions to revive her, to see that she had food and wine, and to bathe, 
comb, perfume and dress her for her presentation to the king. 
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THE HALL OF THE DEAD 


(Synopsis) 


A. squan or zamonan SOldiers, led by the officer Nestor, a Gunderman mercenary, were 
marching down a narrow gorge, in pursuit of a thief, Conan the Cimmerian, 
whose thefts from rich merchants and nobles had infuriated the government of 
the nearest Zamorian city. Conan had left the city and been followed into the 
mountains. The walls of the gorge were steep and the gorge floor grown thickly 
with high rich grass. Striding through this grass at the head of his men, Nestor 
tripped over something and fell heavily. It was a rawhide rope stretched there by 
Conan, and it tripped a spring-pole which started a sudden avalanche that 
overwhelmed all the soldiers except Nestor, who escaped, bruised, and with his 
armor scratched and dented. Enraged, he followed the trail alone, and emerging 
into an upland plateau, came into the deserted city of the ancients, where he met 
Conan. He instantly attacked the Cimmerian, who, after a desperate battle, 
knocked him senseless with a sword-stroke on his helmet, and went on into the 
deserted city, thinking him dead. Nestor recovered and followed the Cimmerian. 
Conan, meanwhile, had entered the city, clambering over the walls, the gates 
being locked, and had encountered the monstrous being which haunted the city. 
This he slew by casting great blocks of stone upon it from an elevation, and then 
descending and hacking it to pieces with his sword. He had made his way to the 
great palace which was hewn out of a single monstrous hill of stone in the center 
of the city. He was seeking an entrance, when Nestor came upon him again, 
sword in hand, having followed him over the wall. Conan disgustedly advised 
him to aid him in securing the vast fabulous treasure instead of fighting. After 
some argument the Gunderman agreed, and they made their way into the palace, 
eventually coming to the great treasure chamber, where warriors of a by-gone 
age lay about in life-like positions. The companions made up packages of gold 
and precious stones, and threw dice to decide which should take a set of 
perfectly matched uncanny gems which adored an altar, on which lay a jade 
serpent, apparently a god. Conan won the toss, and gave all the gold and the 
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other jewels to Nestor. He himself swept up the altar-gems and the jade serpent — 
but when he lifted it off the altar, the ancient warriors came terrifically to life, 
and a terrible battle ensued, in which the thieves barely managed to escape with 
their lives. Hewing their way out of the palace, they were followed by the giant 
watriors who, upon coming into the sunlight, crumpled into dust. A terrific 
earthquake shook down the deserted city, and the companions were separated. 
Conan made his way back to the city, and entering a tavern, where his light-of- 
love was guzzling wine, spilled the jewels out on the ale-splashed table, in the 
Maul. To his amazement, they had turned to green dust. He then prepared to 
examine the jade serpent, who was still in the leather sack. The girl lifted the 
sack and dropped it with a scream, swearing that something moved inside it. At 
this instant a magistrate entered with a number of soldiers and arrested Conan, 
who set his back to a wall, and drew his sword. Before the soldiers could close 
in, the magistrate thrust his hand into the sack. Nestor had regained the city, with 
the coins which had not crumpled, and drunk, had told of the exploit. They had 
sought to arrest him, but drunk though he was, he had cut his way through and 
escaped. Now as the magistrate thrust his fat hand into the sack, he shrieked and 
jerked it forth, a living serpent fast to his fingers. The turmoil which followed 
gave Conan and the girl an opportunity to escape. 
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THE HAND OF NERGAL 


(Fragment) 


1 


Tue sarrerecp sreetcuen sent, Crimson pools among the still sprawling figures seeming to 
reflect the lurid red-streamered sunset sky. Furtive figures slunk from the tall 
grass; birds of prey dropped down on mangled heaps with a rustle of dusky 
wings. Like harbingers of Fate a wavering line of herons flapped slowly away 
toward the reed-grown banks of the river. No rumble of chariot wheel or peal of 
trumpet disturbed the unseeing stillness. The silence of death followed the 
thundering of battle. 

Yet one figure moved through that wide-strewn field of ruin — pygmy-like 
against the vast dully crimson sky. The fellow was a Cimmerian, a giant with a 
black mane and smoldering blue eyes. His girdled loin-cloth and high-strapped 
sandals were splashed with blood. The great sword he trailed in his right hand 
was Stained to the cross-piece. There was a ghastly wound in his thigh, which 
caused him to limp as he walked. Carefully yet impatiently he moved among the 
dead, limping from corpse to corpse, and swearing wrathfully as he did so. 
Others had been before him; not a bracelet, gemmed dagger, or silver breastplate 
rewarded his search. He was a wolf who had lingered too long at the blood- 
letting while jackals stripped the prey. 

Glaring out across the littered plains, he saw no body unstripped or moving. 
The knives of the mercenaries and camp-followers had been at work. 
Straightening up from his fruitless quest, he glanced uncertainly afar off across 
the deepening plain, to where the towers of the city gleamed faintly in the sunset. 
Then he turned quickly as a low tortured cry reached his ears. That meant a 
wounded man, living, therefore presumably unlooted. He limped quickly toward 
the sound, and coming to the edge of the plain, parted the first straggling reeds 
and glared down at the figure which writhed feebly at his feet. 

It was a girl that lay there. She was naked, her white limbs cut and bruised. 
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Blood was clotted in her long dark hair. There was unseeing agony in her dark 
eyes and she moaned in delirium. 

The Cimmerian stood looking down at her, and his eyes were momentarily 
clouded by what would have been an expression of pity in another man. He 
lifted his sword to put the girl out of her misery, and as the blade hovered above 
her, she whimpered again like a child in pain. The great sword halted in midair, 
and the Cimmerian stood for an instant like a bronze statue. Then sheathing the 
blade with sudden decision, he bent and lifted the girl in his mighty arms. She 
struggled blindly but weakly. Carrying her carefully, he limped toward the reed- 
masked riverbank some distance away. 


In the city of Yaralet, when night came on, the people barred windows and 
bolted doors, and sat behind their barriers shuddering, with candles burning 
before their household gods until dawn etched the minarets. No watchmen 
walked the streets, no painted wenches beckoned from the shadows, no thieves 
stole nimbly through the winding alleys. Rogues, like honest people, shunned the 
shadowed ways, gathering in foul-smelling dens, or candle-lighted taverns. From 
dusk to dawn Yaralet was a city of silence, her streets empty and desolate. 

Exactly what they feared, the people did not know. But they had ample 
evidence that it was no empty dream they bolted their doors against. Men 
whispered of slinking shadows, glimpsed from barred windows — of hurrying 
shapes alien to humanity and sanity. They told of doorways splintering in the 
night, and the cries and shrieks of humans followed by significant silence; and 
they told of the rising sun etching broken doors that swung in empty houses, 
whose occupants were seen no more. 

Even stranger, they told of the swift rumble of phantom chariot wheels along 
the empty streets in the darkness before dawn, when those who heard dared not 
look forth. One child looked forth, once, but he was instantly stricken mad and 
died screaming and frothing, without telling what he saw when he peered from 
his darkened window. 

On a certain night, then, while the people of Yaralet shivered in their bolted 
houses, a strange conclave was taking place in the small velvet-hung taper- 
lighted chamber of Atalis, whom some called a philosopher and others a rogue. 
Atalis was a slender man of medium height, with a splendid head and the 
features of a shrewd merchant. He was clad in a plain robe of rich fabric, and his 
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head was shaven to denote devotion to study and the arts. As he talked he 
unconsciously gestured with his left hand. His right arm lay across his lap at an 
unnatural angle. From time to time a spasm of pain contorted his features, at 
which time his right foot, hidden under the long robe, would twist back 
excruciatingly upon his ankle. 

He was talking to one whom the city of Yaralet knew, and praised, as Prince 
Than. The prince was a tall lithe man, young and undeniably handsome. The 
firm outline of his limbs and the steely quality of his grey eyes belied the slightly 
effeminate suggestion of his curled black locks, and feathered velvet cap. 


6508 XRN 


‘Smothered in the midnight 
Draped in woe, sits dread itself, 
Meditating misfortunes unknown.’ 


— Anspracher, The Threads of Fate 
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CHAPTER I 


‘Art thou some darknid thing? 

Wielding accident and advantage from the 
shadows? 

Some spirit, some fiend, some godless fury from 
afar, that stays the dice and winds the thread of life 
about its claws, 

that turns blood to ice and shivers the spine, 

With dark providence and blessed tragedies? 

Tell me devil, what thou art. 


— Geisenberg, Destinations 


The village of Hargendorf 
Nordland Coast — The Empire 
Dunkelstag, IC 2390 


The north. The north. Always the north. Out of the north they came, riding the 
storm. The rough wool cloth of their sails knew it. The rotting timbers of their 
clinkered hulls knew it. The marauders knew it in their hot bones and salt- 
stained flesh. This was no natural tempest. A wretched squall that had slammed 
the northmen from their bloody course and swept them south before gales 
serrated like their weapons, and rain fell like pellets of frosted iron. A blessing 
from the north. From the Wastes. From the Powers allowed to be. 
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Vargs, far from home. Like fire on the water, they lived for the basest 
expression of their miserable existence. War — wherever it could be found; 
women and the favours that could be ripped from them, and the cruel laughter 
that could be drawn from their bellies in the face of calamities wrought. When 
not engaged in such mordant pursuits, the northmen might have remembered to 
eat or sleep or attend to their weapons, their vessels or the monstrous darkness to 
which they had pledged their lives. Their names were made up of consonants 
that cut the mouth and their hearts were hollow and black. Some bore the ghastly 
afflictions of their calling but most were ugly enough before — being grizzled of 
limb, scarred of flesh and ragged of beard. They cursed the elements and spat in 
the face of Manann, god of the seas for his free passage. They honoured their 
patron Powers with action. They honoured them with the wolfish howls they 
roared at the tumultuous skies, as their boats cut through the range of 
mountainous waves before them and revealed the glint of torches and lanterns. 
The coast of some victim nation. The darkened shore. 

As the storm smashed them on, lightning seethed through the sky. The world 
was fit to break. The furious flashes revealed a shale beach. On the shore sat a 
collection of beached fishing boats, rocking in the storm. Beyond lay a fishing 
village. Innocent. Provocative. Vulnerable. The barbarians stood in their 
dripping furs and spiked armour. They could already feel the spray of hot blood 
across their faces. The screams and the begging that aroused them so, soothing 
the mind and ear. The ache of omnipotence flooded their being. Hands stain- 
speckled with death reached for the tools of their trade — wicked blades, slender 
axes and spear shafts of saturated gore. They were the storm. The sudden and 
sickening eruption of forces unknown upon the helpless and afeared. The 
stinking and smoking ruin that their progress left in its path — the northmen’s 
advertisement to the world. They were there. They robbed. They ravaged. They 
murdered. And they lived. 


The hovel’s roof flashed white in the storm. Rain lashed the windows clean and 
the shrieking north wind battered the door with the insistence that it be admitted. 
As the oldest homestead in Hargendorf and one of the closest to the beach, the 
hovel bore the full fury of the coming storm. Within, a fish broth bubbled above 
the fire, both being attended by Viktoria Rothschild. It was cold for the time of 
year but storms didn’t bother Viktoria. She was a fisherman’s daughter and a 
fisherman’s wife. The north winds warranted nothing more than a shawl. She 
had nets to mend and three young boys to tend to. 
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Utto pretended to De asleep in nis DUNK. He Nad Never l1Ked the \Nordlana 
storms and his father feared for the kind of fisherman he would make. His 
brother Dietfried, on the other hand, pushed his face to the window, feeling the 
drum of droplets through the glass and his nose. As thunder shook the hovel and 
lightning bleached the young boy’s face, his mother called him away. Dietfried 
retreated. A little. Only Lutz seemed oblivious to the tempest, sitting with his 
mother by the fire. He had no intention of helping her. With a stomach like a 
grotto or sea cave, the boy merely waited for his broth and the salt bread that 
would go with it. 

Viktoria sighed. Lutz’s stomach was usually a good indicator of when her 
husband Roald was due to return. In weather like this she expected him even 
earlier but reasoned that the boats would need dragging further up the beach and 
securing in the storm. Between the claps of thunder she heard the sound of boots 
on shale. Roald was home. She handed bowls and wooden spoons to Lutz from 
the shelf. 

‘Set the table for your father,’ Viktoria told the boy. ‘Dietfried, help your 
brother.’ 

When Dietfried didn’t reply, the fishwife turned on him with a face like the 
squall. ‘Dietfried,’ she carped, heading to unbar the door, her hands busy with 
salt bread. The boy was staring out of the window. He looked back at her, his 
face cast in shadows of concern by the flashing outside. 

‘Mother...’ he began, turning back to the window. 

There was shouting. Course and guttural. With bread in hand, Viktoria 
approached the window. Shadows passed before it in quick succession. The 
shadows of men in the village, but instead of nets and boat hooks and buckets, 
their hands glinted with the metal of blades, spear tips and axes. 

Viktoria dropped the bread. 

She grabbed Dietfried and went to pull him away from the window. The horror 
held them there, however. There was screaming now. Hedda Molinger was dead. 
Viktoria heard it. She had probably gone out to greet her husband, Edsel. The 
Rodeckers’ dog was barking and then promptly stopped. Old Mother Irmgard 
was suddenly out in the street, the centre of a mob of kicking and stamping. 
Bertilda’s boys Gelbert and Jorgan were straight out into the unfolding havoc but 
within moments were on their knees and pleading for their lives. Their entreaties 
went unheeded and seconds later their blood splashed up against the 
Rothschilds’ window, streaming down the glass with the rain. 

Viktoria couldn’t quite catch her breath. She hauled Dietfried back and found 
both Lutz and Otto — awake and out of bed — clutching at her skirts. She looked 
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about the hovel. They were fisherfolk and had little coin to spend on weapons 
like swords. She wouldn’t know what to do with it even if she had one. The best 
they had was a wood axe but it was wedged in a log amongst the firewood piled 
outside the door. 

She felt her heart hammer in her chest. As the shadows continued to flash by 
the window and she could hear the crunch of boots up the beach and into the 
village, she felt the hammering accelerate to a lightheaded flutter. She went to 
say something to her children but the words wouldn’t come. A silhouette 
eclipsed the storm at the window. It was a man. Big in his furs and spiked 
armour. He wasn’t running into the havoc unfolding in the centre of Hargendorf 
like the others. He had stayed to finish Old Mother Irmgard, while his barbarian 
battle-kin had surged on to pillage and slaughter children and womenfolk. 

He stood still like a predator, the wind and rain whipping about him. The 
shape of a woman tore by shrieking the name ‘Brigette’. Through the glass, 
Viktoria saw it was Carla Vohssen. The marauder sprung like a trap, snatching 
the screaming woman by the hair and pulling her into the hovel wall. His 
shadow held hers there. She fought but the barbarian stood like a statue above 
her. Viktoria heard the slow sound of a blade escaping its scabbard. Carla 
Vohssen’s voice was a strangled whisper. She alternated between begging and 
praying but the marauder silenced her with a single ‘Sssshhhhhhh’ from behind 
his helmet. As the tip of his broad blade dimpled her flesh, Viktoria heard Carla 
fall once again to screaming and struggling. Her elbow crashed through the 
hovel window, allowing the storm to scream inside. Viktoria clutched her 
children to her and retreated further into the hovel as she heard Carla’s shriek 
turn to moan, moan to whimper and whimper to silence. 

Viktoria felt her children cling to her. In the distance the shrine bells were 
ringing. The temple. It somehow calmed Viktoria. She knew she had to act. 
Pushing Dietfried, Otto and Lutz to the corner of the hovel, she lifted the mound 
of fishing nets waiting for her attention there. There was no time for words, even 
ones of maternal comfort. They were all too scared. The boys instinctively 
understood what their mother wanted and crawled beneath, Dietfried’s hand 
lingering on Viktoria’s as she positioned the netting over them. An impact on the 
hovel door sent the child’s hand shooting back beneath the material. Viktoria 
stood bolt upright. 

The shadow was missing from the window. Poor Carla’s corpse had slipped 
down the wall and her elbow from the shattered glass. The marauder’s armoured 
boot slammed into the door but it was barred against the storm and held. 
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V1KtOrla Slipped tne knife she nad Deen using to gut tne Tisn OTT the taDle. 5ne 
backed towards the fire, the stinking blade behind her. She watched. She waited. 
The third impact splintered the bar in two and the smashed door was battered 
aside, allowing the maelstrom in. Framed in the doorway, in the flaring storm, in 
her nightmares, was the marauder. Rain cascaded from his furs and the urchin- 

like outline of his armour. Where leather, mail and plate failed to contain the 
northman’s brawn, his flesh was tattooed and scarred. Centred about his heart 
and crossing one great pectoral muscle, the warrior had a rough tattoo in the 
shape of an eight-pointed star. Viktoria felt both drawn to and despairing of the 
symbol but decided that it would be the best place to bury her knife when she 
had the chance. The warrior’s helm was horned and covered his face. Light was 
admitted by a number of rough puncture holes in the faceplate that, for all 
Viktoria knew, afflicted the marauder’s hidden face also. The tempest whipped 
Carla’s lifeblood and gore from the huge blade of the sword in the marauder’s 
mailed fist. 

He entered. Slowly. Like his knife had the girl outside. His sea-drenched boots 
carried him calmly across the hovel. There was no frenzied attack. Nothing like 
the butchery behind him as marauders moved through the village like a pack of 
wolves, slashing, tearing and sharing. Viktoria picked up a plate and threw it, 
and another, but they bounced uselessly off the marauder’s chest. He kept 
coming. Slow. Deliberate. His blade held in casual readiness. He reached out for 
her but she retreated, grabbing the pot of fish broth by one burning handle and 
flinging it awkwardly at the warrior. As the heavy pot clattered to the floor, the 
boiling broth steamed off the marauder’s scalded flesh and armour. If he felt 
pain, the warrior didn’t show it. 

Viktoria backed away. She felt a sob erupt from her. Futility and frustration. 
She was about to die and she knew it. At the sound the boys beneath the fishing 
net stifled their own terror, as the marauder’s helm drew around to the corner of 
the hovel. The action turned Viktoria’s stomach to stone. She reached into the 
fire for a partially burning log. She would torch the northerner. His mailed fist 
snapped around her wrist like vice. She strained but the warrior held her there. 
She felt his balance change. The tip of his sword was up and resting on her 
stomach. He intended to skewer her like he had Carla. 

And the marauder would have done, but Viktoria brought the knife from 
behind her back with her other hand and thrust the blade at the tattoo of the star 
across the monster’s heart. The tip of the knife punctured the skin and slipped 
partly into the warrior’s flesh. The marauder was no fish, however. Muscle, bone 
and whatever protection the unholy symbol offered barred the way to his heart. 
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As Viktoria stood there, frozen with horror, an instant of dark connection was 
made between their two souls, their two bodies. Shocked and sickened, she 
released her grip on the weapon, and tried to pull away. 

He looked down at the knife protruding from his flesh, then back at Viktoria. 
She thought she saw his eyes, the light of the fire penetrating the helmet and 
revealing the jaundiced, bloodshot peace of his gaze. He released her wrist but 
backhanded her away from the fire. The mailed palm took several of the 
fishwife’s teeth and she hit the wall with an ugly, head-gashing crack. The 
children squealed from beneath the netting. 

‘Stay where you are,’ Viktoria called to them. ‘Mummy’s all right.’ 

The knife clanged to the floor as the marauder swept his own weapon around, 
smashing the handle down and the blade tip from his flesh. He turned towards 
the mound of nets but Viktoria called, ‘No’. She spat blood. She sobbed. ‘Here. 
Here.’ 

She backed into the hovel’s only other room. The bedroom. She was crying. 
The marauder stopped. He considered. Finally he slid his sword slowly back its 
scabbard. The marauder advanced. Viktoria retreated. She cried out as the back 
of her legs hit the bed. She fell back into the blankets. The marauder entered. In 
his armour and helm he seemed to fill the tiny room. Thunder crashed. The wind 
moaned. The skies wept. 

Viktoria lifted her back from the covers. 

‘No,’ she wept. 

The marauder brought his mail fist up to the helm and extended a finger. 
‘Sssshhhhhhbh,’ he told her. 

Someone was behind him. The warrior went for his sword and turned. The 
boat hook smashed through the side of both his helm and skull. Roald Rothschild 
held him there for a moment, the fisherman’s weapon keeping the marauder in 
place as he began to tremble and shake. Rothschild had no warrior skill. He had 
been fortunate in both his approach and the hook’s destination. Fear had driven 
him on. A husband’s wrath had carried him through doubt. The ungainly 
wickedness of his improvised weapon had done the rest. Lowering the warrior to 
his armoured knees, Roald shook the hook loose from the twisted metal of the 
helm and allowed his victim to fall. The marauder crashed onto the floor and fell 
into a brief fit, the insides of his head leaking out of the side of the helmet, 
before finally falling silent and still. 

All Viktoria could see was her husband. His beard hid the grimness on his lips. 
Dietfried, Otto and Lutz were suddenly about his legs, crying. He put his finger 
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to his lips and bid them be quiet before extending a hand to his wife. Viktoria 
took it and the family fled the hovel, heading into the storm — Roald’s fishing 
boat waiting for them, a little way up the rain-lashed beach. 
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Legends are not made in this way... 

The Dark Master will not be thwarted thus. What 
is a prophecy if not a truth promised to be? The skill 
is knowing where to exert force. It is true that with 
so many competing forces in the world, so many 
invested entities and powers, with so many destinies 
at odds, it is nigh but impossible to change the great 
happenings of the age — any age — directly. There is 
balance, except when there is not. With a lever long 
enough, however, I could balance it across the great 
mountains of the Worlds Edge and prise mighty 
Morrslieb from the night sky. 

This world was once mine. A glorious ruin of ash 
and flame. It will be again. And so like the pages of 
a book, flicked back to read again that which was 
missed the first time, I bring forth my instrument of 
destruction. He, who is destined for Armageddon’s 
crown. He, whose anointed flesh is destined to be 
my own. Archaon... will be. 

Small changes can make a big difference — 
sometimes, all the difference. 

Which is why this time the shrine bells of 
Hargendorf never rang. 


6517 XRN 


t 
aig 
"4 y™ 


CHAPTER I 


‘Every new beginning comes from some other 
beginning’s end.’ 


— Senectra the Younger, Dialogues 


The village of Hargendorf 
Nordland Coast — The Empire 
Mitterfruhl, IC 2391 


The water was cold, as was her purpose. Viktoria Rothschild stood in the 
shallows. She had been crouching there for some time and her legs were numb. 
The waters splashed up against her knees and swollen belly and on up along the 
shale beach. She looked out across the bay. Beyond extended the Sea of Claws 
and beyond that, only the gods knew what. The sea had been good to her family. 
To her father. To her father’s father. To herself, Roald and the boys. It was a 
giver of life. Dietfried, Otto and Lutz had grown strong and healthy on whatever 
the sea had provided for them. Roald had his boat. She sold the fish he caught. 
The sea had been good to them. 

Manann’s realm could be fickle, however. As well as giver it was also the 
taker of life. Isolde Altoff’s boy Hanke had drowned off Stukker Nook. 
Viktoria’s cousin Gretel had been taken by a wyrm on the beaches of Lugren 
when Viktoria had been just a teenager. Three generations of the Lassowitz 
family had been lost in one night during a squall on the Hunderbank. The sea 
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would take another that morning. 

The slosh of the waves and the offshore breeze stole her grunts and exertions. 
She was a mother of three fine boys. She had done this before. About her the 
water was a murky crimson. She cried for the last few minutes. Above, dark 
clouds were gathering and the wind turned. 

‘Viktoria!’ 

It was Roald. He had been running up the beach calling her name. His boots 
took him into the shallows. ‘Gods woman, no,’ he said, swirling about the 
bloody waters with his big hands. ‘Viktoria, no.’ 

She turned to him and staggered. He caught her and held her for a moment. He 
looked out to sea while she peered back up the shale beach to the hovel. It was 
one of the last standing after the terrible night of slaughter nine months before. 
The hovel that had admitted the marauder and borne witness to the dark gift he 
had bestowed on Viktoria Rothschild. The gift of a child unwanted. Viktoria 
blinked the salt from her eyes. If only there had been a warning. If only the 
shrine bells had rung. If only Roald and the fishermen had returned earlier. But 
they hadn’t and Viktoria had bought herself and her children time with her 
miseries. 

‘We shall be punished for this,’ Roald told her. ‘The gods will punish us.’ 

Viktoria held him a little longer. 

“‘We’ve been punished enough,’ Viktoria said bleakly, before wading out of 
the shallows and back up the shale. Otto and Lutz were playing outside, while 
Dietfried watched them from up the beach, from where he had been helping his 
father with the catch. 

Roald Rothschild remained, the waves rising and falling about him. He looked 
but saw nothing. The sea had taken the child. It was one with the depths. He cast 
his gaze up at the haemorrhaging sky. There would be another storm. It was the 
season. The fisherman’s lips moved silently. Roald Rothschild prayed. He 
prayed to Manann. He prayed to Sigmar. He prayed to any and all that were 
listening. Little could he know that a force dark and powerful had indeed heard 
his fearful prayers. 
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You would consign fate, crafted in flesh and blood, 
to the depths? The gifts of Chaos are not to be 
refused. They are not demanded or earned, they are 
visited upon mortals at the pleasure of Dark Gods 
and the princes of ruin. 

This story cannot be untold. The will of daemons 
cannot be undone. It is decided. Doom lives on. 
Damnation endures. From the darkness of the 
depths to the darkness of the womb, the gift shall be 
returned. 

And so I petition the moons and turn back the tide. 
The black depths reject that which has been 
rejected. Once more the fruit is swollen with the 
seed of doom. This child shall live and in doing so 
bring about the death of all the world. Consider this 
already done. Done in the name of god-thwarted 
Be’lakor. 
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CHAPTER I 


Now it is the time of night, 
when fears surmount their mighty sum, 
and the grave gapes forth its welcome. 


— Nelkenthal, The Raven’s Call 


The village of Hargendorf 
Nordland 
Nacht der Kranken, IC 2391 


Viktoria sent Dietfried for the midwife from Shlaghugel. Gunda Schnass had 
brought all three of her sons successfully into the world and Viktoria would have 
no one else for the fourth. Although a lapsed follower of Shallya, Gunda made 
her offerings to the God-King at Dempster’s Rock. The temple was nearer and 
according to Dietfried — who she had also delivered — there was little time. 
Gunda didn’t even know Viktoria was expecting. It seemed strange after the 
tragedy that had befallen Hargendorf. There was so much work to do in 
rebuilding and managing the catch alone that another child — so soon — struck 
Gunda as an extra burden. Asking for Sigmar’s blessing on her work and strong 
sons for his Empire, the midwife made her way to Hargendorf with Dietfried 
Rothschild walking miserably behind. She tried to prise some conversation from 
the boy on their journey but he would not be drawn. He had turned into a serious 
child, hard of face and burdened by his thoughts. The midwife expected little 
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else from the youngling: he had been taken by the heel and dipped in tragedy 
head first. He had seen things no one was meant to see. 

Gunda had had no reason to visit the fishing village in the past few months. 
The marauder attack had been swift and brutal. Hovels and boats had been put to 
the flame while men, women and children had been put to the sword. Gunda 
waddled through the ash-drowned ruins, the slaughter and decimation evident 
everywhere: in the torched timbers, in the stains of old blood on the cobbles, in 
the absence of gossip and children’s laughter on the air. 

She found the Rothschilds’ hovel at the edge of the shale where she had left it 
four years before, after bringing the angel-faced Otto into the world. It was easy 
to find. It was one of the only buildings left standing. The Rothschilds had been 
fortunate that terrible night. Roald had got Viktoria and the children out and to 
his boat, the family taking refuge in the storm-mauled bay while the village 
burned on the shore. Few others had been so fortunate. Others who had survived 
had left, leaving the atrocities at Hargendorf behind — though as a survivor of 
life’s myriad misfortunes herself, Gunda knew that you could walk to the other 
side of the Empire and never quite escape the darkness of your past. It waited for 
you behind the closing of each eye, to be relived each night. 

She didn’t bother to knock. Viktoria’s suffering could be heard up the empty 
street. The hovel was dark and muggy. Roald stood by the fire. He was 
impassive, like one of the wooden statues lining the temple at Dempster’s Rock. 
He said nothing. A pot of water boiled over a spitting fire. The children were 
seated at the table, tearing material into the rags Gunda would need. There was 
no greeting from the younglings either. Dietfried joined them. Their eyes were 
directed through the bedroom door, on their mother and her pain. The last time 
they had heard their mother scream had been nine months before, on the night of 
the attack. The night the marauders arrived. The night the marauder crossed the 
doorstep and entered their lives. 

‘Well, let’s get started then,’ Gunda said, rolling up her sleeves. She thought 
she should say something. In reality, Viktoria was well on her way but it was 
proving to be a troublesome birth. The midwife washed her hands. She told 
Viktoria that everything would be all right. Roald and the children just stared, as 
though seeing something far off. Gunda wasn’t happy. Viktoria’s cries were 
unnaturally harsh for a mother already of three. The tide came in. The sun went 
down. The midwife pressed on with the difficult birth. Viktoria reached out for 
Roald but the fisherman stayed by the fire, sending the children across the room 
when Gunda needed something. Viktoria’s suffering went on into the night. She 
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her grasp. 

The baby was born to silence. It was a strong little thing, Gunda had to admit. 
A boy. Few children she had brought into the world had endured such a delivery. 
It had fought its way through the first trial of its life and emerged bloody, bonny 
and full of fight. Its screams seemed to produce a reaction in the family. The 
children too fell to sobbing but they were not tears of joy. No thanks were 
offered to the gods and so it fell to Gunda to mumble a prayer to Sigmar — as she 
had done in his temple some hours before — acknowledging that another son of 
the Empire had been born. 

With the child wrapped in swaddling and placed on the bed, Gunda turned her 
attentions back to Viktoria. She told her how brave she had been. How well she 
had fought to see her son into the world. That she had attended few births so 
difficult. She lifted water to her lips from a ladle but Viktoria would not take it. 
Her eyes fluttered and her head fell to one side. 

‘Don’t do this, lassie,’ Gunda said, but then the convulsions started. Viktoria 
was experiencing some kind of violent fit. Arms flew out and her legs kicked 
across the bed. “The baby!’ Gunda cried out. ‘Get the baby.’ Roald and the 
children just watched. Moving the child to the floor and away from the violence 
of his mother’s passing, Gunda attempted to hold Viktoria down. Bracing a 
wound rag across her mouth like a bridle, the midwife tried to stop her biting 
down on her own tongue. ‘Roald,’ the midwife called. ‘Get over here and help 
me.’ 

Putting one horrified foot in front of the other, Roald made it across the hovel 
and into the bedroom. The children, now descended into a sobbing mess, 
followed him. The four of them joined Gunda by the bed. Together they held 
their mother down. They felt the heat of her skin and the last of the fight within 
her, until finally she fell still. The children wept into the blankets. Roald bawled 
his grief at his wife’s silence. The baby cried for attention it would not get. 
Gunda felt her own tears come. She backed away from the bed feeling like an 
intruder, knowing that the family needed this moment alone. 

‘T’m so sorry,’ she murmured before making for the door. It seemed to take an 
eternity to reach it. 

‘Take it with you,’ Roald managed, snatching a breath. 

‘Roald, no,’ Gunda said. 

‘T beg you,’ the fisherman cried, his sorrow cutting through him like a sword. 
His face was a contorted mask of unbearable woe. 

‘He’s your son, man,’ Gunda implored. 
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‘He’s not my son,’ Roald barked, his anger driving his whimpers away. ‘He’s 
not my son.’ 

Gunda stared at them all. The inconsolable younglings. The fisherman, his 
shoulders broad and taut, as if under some fresh burden. Viktoria Rothschild, 
bloody and broken on the bed. She came to understand how tragedy might have 
intruded on the household that dreadful night nine months ago. How the 
Rothschilds might not have been as fortunate as gossip had supposed. “Take it,’ 
Roald hissed through his pain and gritted teeth. ‘Or I will see to it that the tide 
will.’ 

The midwife nodded, picked up the child and held the swaddling to her chest. 
She opened the door. It was the dead of night. The sky was open and a chill 
breeze felt its way through the layers of her clothing. 

‘T’m truly sorry,’ the midwife said, tears rolling down her rounded cheeks. 

Gunda settled into her hood and, pulling the babe close to the warmth of her 
body, set off into the Nordland night. 
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CHAPTER II 


‘Thus Gerreon’s blade found its way to Pendrag’s 
heart and love, 

and the winds took its wielder north to the realm of 
bear and wolf, 

Sigmar followed with a sword-brother’s rage — 
eager to avenge fair Pendrag’s blood, 

He searched for dark Gereon through mount and 
wood, 

But vengeance turned to calling with Sigmar 
crushing the Norsii beneath his boot.’ 


— Hollenstein, Chronicles 


The Schlaghugel Road 
Nordland 
Pendragstag, IC 2391 


The Schlaghugel Road was a ghoulish ribbon winding its way between the 
gurgling darkness that was the River Demst and the dread of Laurelorn Forest. 
Road was a charitable description for the channel-hugging pathway that couldn’t 
decide whether it was wagon-hardened earth, moss-threaded gravel or the 
occasional lonely cobblestone. It was the small hours of the night and there were 
no merchant wagons travelling the road. Not a messenger. Not a mail coach. Not 
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even a footpad or highwayman. Both Swift Nikolaus and ‘Six-Fingered’ Dirk 
were regular sights on the route. Killers both, Gunda Schnass would even have 
welcomed the company of such robbers on the Schlaghugel Road that night. The 
breeze hissed like a serpent through towering treetops, which drooped like 
closing jaws over the miserable path. 

Gunda would never ordinarily have left a birth. Traditionally a midwife would 
remain until morning. Both mother and baby needed care, comfort and advice. 
The passage was Safer during the day and with their wives resting, husbands 
were sometimes reticent about payment for the midwifery services rendered. The 
Rothschilds’ tragedy did not allow for such luxury, however, and Gunda found 
herself out on the open road, late into the night with a mewling child drawing the 
attention of every wretched thing that haunted the edge of the forest. Gunda saw 
shapes moving through the brush and the glint of eyes in moonlight. 

It was cold. The heavens were cloudless and the constellations hung above the 
forest like secret signs and indecipherable symbols. Gunda wasn’t much of a 
reader as it was and her talents certainly didn’t extend to interpreting the stars. 
The midwife peered up into the depths of the heavens with ignorance and 
suspicion. The sky didn’t look good, whatever it said. It wasn’t helped by the 
moons. Mannslieb’s great disk was settled amongst the treetops, staining them a 
sickly yellow. Morrslieb was in the ascendant, rising high overhead, throwing its 
dread radiance down upon all that might walk, crawl or creep through the 
Laurelorn Forest. 

Gunda hugged the child close to her. The boy was wet and hungry. His 
bawling left the midwife in no doubt of his displeasure. Although she had taken 
the child at Roald’s insistence, she had little idea what she was to do with him. 
She was too old to raise him herself. She was a midwife but her husband Ambros 
had long passed. Her daughter was a wet nurse in Beilen and there was an 
orphanage in distant Dieterschafen — but neither would take the boy if they knew 
the circumstances of his conception. The reavers and marauders of the north 
were known to be polluted from their compacts with dark forces and enjoyed 
visiting that pollution on others. 

Gunda found herself singing a low tune. Something her father had taught her 
as a child — The Knight’s Dalliance — about a knight’s encounter one night with 
a beautiful elfin stranger on the empty roads of the Laurelorn Forest. It was a 
deceptively cheerful tune but did not end well. Despite the comfort it gave her, 
Gunda allowed the song to trail off on the breeze, lest it attract the attentions of 
some lonely member of the elder races, whose villages were rumoured haunt the 
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depths of the forest hereabouts. 

She heard the growls first. Low, predacious rattles from the back of blood- 
slick throats. As she crunched her way along the Schlaghugel Road, Gunda 
couldn’t help looking behind her — hoping for a farmer on a cart of hay or a 
fellow traveller on foot. Instead she discovered dark shapes that dribbled from 
the shadowy treeline, like an ink blot running on parchment. Ulric’s children. 
Wolves drawn from the forest by Morrslieb’s boldness. They snapped and 
snarled. They skulked up behind her in a loose pack, waspish in their wasted 
want. Their eyes glinted with craven hunger. 

Even if the child’s mewling hadn’t drawn their ragged ears, the pack could 
probably smell the baby’s unwashed body. Holding the babe to her bust, Gunda 
snatched a rock from the road and tossed it at the beasts. The crack of the stone 
off the road shot through the night. The wolves kept their distance, hugging her 
scent along the river. Their numbers grew and the midwife’s heart sank with 
every step. The forest fiends would soon tire of their fearful game. Their number 
would overcome their feral caution with baying and the baring of teeth. They 
would attack. Before long all Gunda could think of was the sun rising over her 
bone-picked corpse. Darker thoughts still were prompted by the snapping of the 
emboldened monstrosities at her heels. She would not die for this child. This 
screeching orphan. This northman’s mongrel. 

Morrslieb, full and furious, leered over the treetops at her. With each of the 
midwife’s prayer-mumbling steps, however, a silhouette rose from the canopy. 
Framed in the moon’s lurid glare was Sigmar’s glorious form. Cut out of the 
moon’s surface like a shadow, the unmistakable outline of the Heldenhammer 
rose to greet her. It was the temple. It was Dempster’s Rock. Sigmar’s statue 
stood proud atop the tower-dome crowning the rugged brickwork of the temple. 
The pitch outline of the forest broke for the tree-sparse hillocks amongst which 
the temple nestled. Gunda Schnass had never been so pleased to see the God- 
King’s bronze form. As her waddling step and the roll of her ample hips took her 
towards the tall temple doors she felt the wolf pack fall away. She could hear the 
hackle and snap of their frustration. The God-King was an imposing sight, even 
for the mindless, savage beasts of the world. The fearful power of Sigmar’s 
image held sway even over them. 

Under the temple’s great archway, Gunda found the mighty doors closed and 
barred. Given the hour, this did not surprise the midwife. It was not unusual to 
find Father Dagobert late at study but it was the dead of night, when most god- 
fearing folk were wisely in their beds and not in need of a priest. Unlike Gunda. 
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Gunda’s tired, dread-addled mind came to a conclusion. She could not care for 
this child. She could not ask her daughter Ada or Mistress Buttenhauser in 
Dieterschafen to care for it either, not knowing where he came from. What if his 
father came for him one day? What if the child himself harboured an unknown 
darkness? He was safest there, Gunda realised, under Sigmar’s unflinching gaze. 
The God-King would see the child right. Gunda — a humble midwife — had seen 
him safely to Sigmar’s door. She had done her best. His fate was in the God- 
King’s hands now. 

Pulling the child away from the warmth of her breast and laying the swaddling 
package in the nook of the arch, Gunda laid a kiss on the boy’s forehead with her 
cracked lips. 

‘Gods forgive me,’ the midwife told him as the child’s screams intensified. 
Gunda did not want to be seen and with heavy heart and tears on her wrinkled 
cheek, she hurried away — the shame of her steps carrying her off towards 
Schlaghugel and the hovel she called a home. 


As night wore on and the child screamed, the fell radiance of the witchmoon 
probed the temple archway. The great disk of Morrslieb — like a great bauble in 
the sky — peered from behind the temple stonework and soothed the babe with its 
brilliance. The child stared up in infant wonder, its eyes wide and its cries 
stifled. Moonlight reached through the forest also, calling to its bestial acolytes. 
The ill-light of the moon eclipsed Sigmar’s statue, shielding the coward-hearts of 
forest savages from the reproach of the God-King’s gaze. The treeline bled its 
gathering darkness and soon the hillocks of Dempster’s Rock were swarming 
with their vicious kind, baying to the moon and drooling their intention to tear 
and shred. What the sordid effulgence did for their night eyes the unchanged 
swaddling did for their empty bellies. The forest was saturated with the baby’s 
smell. Its tender flesh called to them. 

As the most brazen and ravenous of the wolves ventured before the great doors 
and into the arch, they snarled and snapped their claim, streams of slobber 
tossing this way and that as each advancing beast attempted to secure the prize 
for itself. They nipped experimentally at the swaddling, dragging the babe from 
the archway and down the steps. Again the child’s screams shattered the night, 
as it became the object of a tug-of-war between two great black beasts. 

The first barely managed a half-yelp before its skull was smashed into the 
ground. The second was allowed a fleeting moment of wide-eyed panic as it 
released the child. The spiked metal ball that had demolished its competitor 
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came up on a chain. It accomplished a moon-scraping orbit before coming 
crashing down on the wolf with equal fervour. A second smash pulverised the 
beast and finished it. 

‘Get out of here!’ the weapon’s wielder roared. Father Hieronymous 
Dagobert’s vestments hung down about his waist; the hairy belly that wobbled 
generously with every swing of the twin-entwined chains was pale in the 
moonlight. He had been woken by the cries of a baby before his temple’s doors 
and had hurriedly donned his robes and his boots. The morning star clutched in 
his pudgy fists was in fact the temple censer, streaming incense from the heavy 
ball of its spiked thurible. 

‘Back, beast,’ Dagobert compelled the pack savages, his boots kicking teeth 
from the jaws of skulking scavengers and breaking the backs of the fleeing 
creatures. ‘Back, I say! In the name of Sigmar back, or you’ll get a taste of the 
Herald.’ 

Dagobert swung the spiked ball about his great body on its twin chain, the 
gust-fed incense within glowing like a comet through the sky. 

Within moments of the priest erupting from the doors of his temple, the 
ravenous pack recovered. Lurkers slinked in under the Herald’s arc to snap at the 
child, who once again had become transfixed — this time by the streaming 
afterglow of the priest’s Herald. Beasts left the ground and snapped for 
Dagobert’s own ample flesh. He pounded them back with bloodied fists and 
tight swings of the chain. A rumble built within the priest’s belly that became a 
growl of his own as he smashed the children of the night out of the air and into 
the ground. With his chest rising and falling, and the Herald burning bright at its 
chain-end, the pack broke off. Enough of the scavengers were dead to shake 
loose the moon-fuelled confederacy of their number. 

‘Back, you beasts,’ Dagobert said finally, spitting his derision down on the 
mashed carcasses of wolves that had incurred the wrath of Sigmar’s Herald. 
Beside him, the baby stared up in blood-speckled wonder. 

‘Now who are you?’ the priest put to the child, ‘abroad on such an evil night.’ 
He looked about for any sign of who had left the infant before shrugging. ‘You’d 
best come in with me then,’ he said, the kindness of his words labouring against 
the catching of his breath. 

With the babe in one hand, held against his rounded belly, and the Herald 
coiled in the other, Father Dagobert made his way back towards the temple. 
Beneath the bronze gaze of Sigmar he nodded silently, before stomping in under 
the archway and kicking the great temple doors closed behind him. 
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CHAPTER Ill 


‘The corn is cut and the crops are reap’d. 

Taal is praised and the gathering heap’d. 
Thanks are given for the kindly skies, 

And that fruit was not taken before it was ripe.’ 


— The Reaper’s Danse (Anon) 


Dempster’s Rock 
Nordland 
Vigil der Erntezeit, IC 2399 


Hieronymous Dagobert’s footfalls were heavy on the scullery steps. The kitchen 
fire was roaring but there was nothing cooking on it. The priest was silent as he 
reached the basement flags. 

‘Father,’ a voice came, just audible above the roar of the fire. It was tender 
with age. Young, fragile and broken. More of a devastated whisper than a voice. 
The word rattled off into a coughing fit, which prompted the priest to close his 
eyes. ‘Hieronymous, is that you?’ 

Dagobert stood with his broad back to the child. His hand had formed a fist. 
He bit at his knuckle absently. His eyes were rheumy and his cheeks flushed but 
Lady Magdalena of the Salzenmund Hospice had assured him that it wasn’t the 
pestilence and that he was merely overwrought in his tending to the child. She 
could not say the same of the boy, however. Worse, the priestess of Shallya told 
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him that the disease was not known to her or her order and the best she could do 
was make him comfortable for the coming end. 

‘Father?’ 

‘I’m here, my son,’ Dagobert assured the young boy. He opened his misery- 
clutched eyes and walked to the scullery side where a pot of medicinal tea had 
been cooling. Ravenswort and ground Staffroot, Magdalena had told him. 
Something to help the suffering. If taken in quantity, something to help the 
sufferer slip away. ‘You should take some more of your tea,’ Dagobert called 
over the fire. ‘As Lady Magdalena instructed.’ He picked up the fire-burnished 
pot and poured the foul-smelling infusion into a wooden mug. He stopped. His 
hand was shaking. The misty liquid sloshed about the cup. Dagobert slammed it 
back down on the tabletop. ‘No,’ he said to himself. ‘Sigmar forgive me. One 
more night.’ Leaving the concoction, Dagobert crossed the scullery to where he 
had positioned the boy’s bed before the fire. 

‘Oh, Little Diederick,’ Dagobert said. The youngling looked terrible. A 
veritable corpse. He was shaking — his frame continually wracked by shivers that 
even the most furious fire failed to combat. Dagobert had called the boy Little 
Diederick, but for eight he had been quite tall and brawny. The pestilence, 
however, had wasted him to a husk. A field mouse could have lifted him from 
the bed. His young flesh was threaded through with a canker that opened up 
splits and welts that would not heal and in turn gave breed to a pox that had 
tured his skin to scab and scale. His fine, blond hair had fallen away and his 
sockets were bruised brown with corruption. The eyes within had clouded over 
and consigned the boy to darkness. Worst of all, a bloody and black treacle 
continually leaked from the corner of the youngling’s mouth, proceeding from 
both his chest and his stomach, making it difficult for him to breathe and almost 
impossible for him to eat. 

Despite the boy’s myriad sufferings, the priest hardly ever heard him 
complain. He had a strength of body and mind that Dagobert both admired and 
dreaded. The more Little Diederick fought and the longer he endured the more 
he would suffer. Lady Magdalena told Dagobert that despite the boy’s 
undeniable spirit, he was finished. Dagobert had wept before the priestess. He 
had raised Little Diederick at the temple. They had not been apart for eight years 
and Dagobert — who had no children of his own — discovered that the boy had 
brought meaning to his life he had not expected. The act of charity in saving him 
that fateful, moonlit night and taking him in had turned into an act of love. He 
was both a spiritual and substitute father to the child. He had named him, for 


Ciamarc calka Tha trith wrac that tha taare Nadnhart chad wrara tindad writh raliof 


6531 XRN 


DIpIIUL 9 OUNRL. Lie LULL Wao LUGE LUE LeaLo WagUUELE OCU WELE Wg cu Wau bee 
as well as sorrow. It was almost over for the poor boy. A day at most, the 
priestess had given him. Then she had given Dagobert the tea to ease both the 
boy’s suffering and the way to Shallya’s bosom. 

‘Father,’ Little Diederick wheezed. ‘Am I dying?’ 

“Yes, my boy,’ Dagobert answered. The words came fast and easier than he 
expected. ‘Not long... Not long. Your trials will soon be at an end and you will 
be free. Do you suffer, Diederick?’ Dagobert asked. 

‘T don’t feel much,’ the boy said. Dagobert nodded. Lady Magdalena’s 
concoction had been successful in cushioning her patient from the worst of his 
agonies. ‘I’m frightened,’ the boy admitted. 

Dagobert took the small, silver hammer he wore about his fat neck in 
reverence to his God-King — the emblem of his holy office — and draped it about 
the child’s neck. The boy didn’t even feel it. 

‘Don’t be,’ Dagobert said. ‘I’m here. I’ll always be here — at your side.’ 

The boy was still shivering, despite the fire. Dagobert sidled around the bed 
and lay down behind Diederick. He put his arm about the child, trying to warm 
him further. The pair of them lay still awhile, staring into the raging kitchen fire. 
Minutes passed. The boy’s breathing grew increasingly laboured. Dagobert held 
him through a savage coughing fit that shook the delicate child until he was 
almost insensible. 

As he rescued his breath and returned to solemn silence, Dagobert spoke. 

‘Diederick?’ 

“Yes, Father.’ 

‘Do you think you might ever find it in yourself to forgive me?’ the priest 
asked, his voice strained with emotion. 

‘For what?’ Little Diederick hissed, his words reedy. 

‘This is my fault,’ Dagobert admitted. ‘I don’t think you caught this pestilence 
in the forest or from the river. I don’t think a visitor to the temple brought it to 
us. And neither does Lady Magdalena.’ 

“‘What’s wrong with me?’ the child asked with a chilling directness. Dagobert 
tured his eyes from the blinding flicker of the fire. 

‘T sent you for the books,’ he told the boy. ‘I was distracted. I left the vault 
door open. I never thought that...’ The priest caught himself. “These things are 
all my fault.’ 

‘T don’t understand,’ Diederick said, moving his head, causing more black 
ooze to roll from the corner of his mouth. 

‘The vault is a special place,’ Dagobert said. ‘A secure place, where I am 


6532 XRN 


required to keep special things.’ 

‘Special things?’ Little Diederick asked. 

“Tomes. Manuscripts. Works of great age.’ 

‘Books?’ 

“Yes, but not the ones I sent you for. Those would never be found in such a 
place. The vault contains tomes of dangerous knowledge and ideas,’ Dagobert 
said. ‘Knowledge that can hurt people. Understanding for which the world will 
never be ready. Each temple has a vault of such heresies stored securely beneath 
the holy ground of its flagstones.’ 

‘Why do you keep such things, Father?’ Diederick asked, devolving once 
more into a horrible coughing fit. Blood, fresh and raw from the lungs appeared 
on the boy’s lips, prompting Dagobert to wipe it away with the tails of his 
priestly robe. Little Diederick appeared to be in greater discomfort. Every breath 
was an effort. 

Dagobert thought on the question as the boy grew still once more. 

‘In order to better protect ourselves from the enemies of Sigmar,’ the priest 
said, ‘and the God-King has many, we must know what they know. We study 
and translate them to know how the servants and darkness might be stopped. 
Sigmar entrusts such a solemn and hazardous task to a chosen few.’ 

‘Who?’ Little Diederick rasped. 

‘His priests,’ Dagobert said. ‘His templar knights. You remember meeting 
Sieur Kastner, yes?’ 

VOSy3 

‘He came searching for such a tome,’ Dagobert told him. “That was why the 
vault was open. You have to know, Diederick, it was a mistake. I would never 
have exposed you to such dangers intentionally.’ 

‘T never found the books you asked for,’ Diederick said. 

‘But you found others,’ Dagobert pressed tautly. 

VOCS .5" 

‘Did you read them?’ 

‘T knocked over a pile,’ Diederick said, his face creasing with further pain and 
discomfort. ‘One lay open. I leant in to look. It was covered in strange symbols. 
I did not understand.’ 

‘Lady Magdalena and I found the toppled books in the vault,’ Dagobert said. 

‘Does Lady Magdalena think I got this for reading one of the dangerous 
books?’ 

‘No, my child.’ 
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his eyes. ‘For reading the book?’ 

‘No, Little Diederick,’ Dagobert told the boy, ‘he is not. The God-King could 
not be prouder of your hard work in the temple and in your studies. Lady 
Magdalena thinks that you might have breathed something in: some ancient 
pestilence or contamination. Something left there a long time ago by one of 
Sigmar’s enemies. The God-King is not angry with you. He is angry with me. I 
am the one to be punished.’ 

Diederick began to cough. This time it took several minutes to stop. Dagobert 
held him, lest the fragile boy shake himself to ruin. As they lay there, before the 
fury of the fire they both became still and silent. 

‘Father?’ Diederick said, his voice but a strangled sigh. 

“Yes, my dear child?’ Dagobert dared to answer. 

‘T forgive you,’ the boy mouthed. 

The priest read the words on his dry, blackening lips. Tears rolled down the 
priest’s fat cheeks. He laid the child on his back. It was time. 

‘The God-King waits for you,’ Dagobert told him. 

‘There is something there,’ Diederick hissed. ‘In the darkness.’ 

‘It is He,’ Dagobert said. ‘Don’t be frightened. Go to him.’ 

The boy’s face contorted with sudden horror and disgust. ‘It’s not the God- 
King...’ Diederick said. The words were still on his lips as his last breath 
escaped him. 
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The Lord of All enjoys the songs, the chanting of 
children at play, holding hands and dancing around. 
They sing of flowers, of his plagues that sweep 
through the land and the ashes of bodies burned. 
They celebrate this life of death, for he is both the 
cause of their suffering and he who would save them 
from it. He defines the times with the pain and fear 
he brings into mortal lives. Though they would not 
know it, they sing and dance to the tune of the Great 
Pestilence’s calling. 

He takes so many souls in this way. Like the 
harvest, they are weighed and measured. They are 
his tithe. His reward for the architecture of agony 
that is his contribution to their mortal failing. 

Like the scythe, the Lord of All does not choose 
between the one stalk and the other. With so many 
souls feeding his eternal appetite for affliction and 
end, he will not miss the one stalk. Does the mill 
miss the single grain? The bread bereft of flour that 
dusts the floor with its forgotten bounty? The mouth 
the crumb that falls from the lip? 

He will not miss the one soul unpromised to him. 
The one soul destined for more than his plague or 
pestilence. For this one grain re-planted will yield a 
reaper’s harvest. A celebration of death and 
suffering the like of which the world has never 
known. He will be a scourge, a disease all of his 
own. A plague from which the world will never 
recover. And so I release this soul from its suffering 
and send it back so that it might be a worm in the 
rotting carcass of the world. And not a carcass in 
itself. 


XRN 


t 
aig 
"4 y™ 


CHAPTER Ill 


‘The great and the good carry the same flaws as you 
and I. 

They are just buried deeper or concealed with 
greater skill. 

Accept this as truth. Though it is true also that such 
revelations are a fall from which we never truly 
recover.’ 


— Eugen Kufka, A History of the Empire v.XII 


Holzbeck 
Middenland 
Jhardrung’s Eve, IC 2404 


Oberon. 

Diederick had always liked the horse’s name. It rang of nobility. The kind of 
muscular majesty the monstrous, black stallion projected in its every step. 
Diederick would know. The page had one of the horse’s goliath hooves between 
his thighs. He held it still, placing a new shoe on the foot. He was overdue a 
change. As page to Sieur Kastner’s squire Nils, it had been Diederick’s honour 
to attend the templar’s horse. 

Placing the shoe — that Diederick had had specially made by Holzbeck’s only 
farrier to accommodate the stallion’s size — he positioned the first nail. The 
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shoeing hammer made easy work of the hoof, sending the nail out of the hoof 
topside, where Diederick expertly bent and twisted it secure. As he went about 
his work, his hammer pendant swung like a pendulum from the chain about his 
neck. It had been given to him by Father Dagobert upon being appointed as 
Sieur Kastner’s page, so that Sigmar watched over him. Grabbing the hammer he 
held it to stillness. The coolness of the Middenland night crept into the 
blacksmith’s stable. Diederick felt the chill through the wool of his hood and 
tabard. It was a patched cast-off that had formerly belonged to Nils. Diederick 
had inherited both the position and the ragged uniform. With both blacksmith 
and farrier enjoying the night’s festivities at the Three Ways Inn across the road, 
Diederick and Nils were alone and without the blaze of the forge to warm them. 

‘Nils,’ Diederick said. The squire ignored him. ‘You cold, Nils?’ 

‘Tam,’ Nils admitted, going to work with cloth and oil at the broad, heavy 
blade of Sieur Kastner’s greatsword Terminus. It was a magnificent weapon. As 
tall as the squire cradling it. The weapon was ostentatious only in the shameless 
craft of its blade and the death-dealing certainty of its cleaving edge — although 
you wouldn’t know it to watch Sieur Kastner hack at the unliving like a 
woodcutter or make a bludgeoned mess of forest-infesting goblinoids. The 
crusader blade had been in the Kastner family for generations — an heirloom 
passed from father to eldest son. The guard was inset with the bejewelled 
modesty of the Kastner family’s wealth. The blade itself was inscribed with the 
weapon’s honourable name — earned by Sieur Kastner’s great-great grandfather a 
hundred years before at the side of Magnus the Pious. Along its holy length it 
bore the crafted design of the twin-tailed comet that heralded the 
Heldenhammer’s coming. The pommel was a simple metal orb, into which the 
Imperial cross was crafted, honouring the Kastner family’s service in the name 
of Sigmar. The weapon gleamed in the lantern-light of the stable. Nils was 
careful not to leave the greasy marks of his fingertips on the blade. He rubbed 
the metal with a cloth, holding it up to the light — his study of the weapon 
fastidious to the point of obsession. Such imprints would lead to corrosive 
blemishes, the like of which the squire had suffered for previously at his 
master’s hand. ‘Just busy yourself with your work,’ Nils told the page. “The burn 
of honest labours will warm you to your bed tonight.’ 

The young Diederick raised an eyebrow. It sounded like something Sieur 
Kastner would say in one of his more knightly moments but coming from Nils 
sounded like a hustle. Since there were three more shoes to be fitted and only the 
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he walked up the beast’s silky, black flank. He patted it softly, noticing the 
animal flinch a little as he reached the whipping scars on his hindquarters. 

‘Good Oberon,’ Diederick said. ‘That’s it boy — just three more to go.’ 

The night air did little to bother Oberon. He was a Sollander. A pureblood 
charger from the Upper Soll Valley — although Diederick suspected that in 
reality he had more than a little Bretonnian Draught in him. As a knight’s 
destrier he was tall and strong. A wall of darkness and muscle standing next to 
the page. 

The inn door opened and the gaiety of fiddle, raucous song and empty steins 
slammed on tables briefly intruded on the muddy road. It was Jhardrung’s Eve, 
the turning of one year to another. The entirety of Holzbeck had crammed itself 
into the Three Ways — so called because the inn sat on a well-travelled junction 
between the City of the White Wolf, Grimminhagen and the Old Forest Road 
that took the unwary through the dark and dangerous Drakwald. Diederick found 
himself standing at the stable door as Nils went on with his oiling of the sword. 

Without his plate and shield — also waiting for Nils’s efforts with cloth and oil 
— Sieur Kastner cut an unimpressive figure. If it hadn’t have been for the worn 
finery of his garments or the dwindling weight of his purse, he could have been 
trader, cleric or blacksmith. The strength and skill of a warrior’s body was long 
hidden beneath a small mountain of fat. Chicken scraps from an earlier feast 
clung to grease-spots on the silk of his tent-like smock, while beer-froth sat in 
his greasy beard like the webs of busy spiders. 

The templar clutched his prize for the night to his massive frame. One of the 
innkeeper’s buxom daughters. The innkeeper of the Three Ways wasn’t about to 
argue with a Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb and might even have hoped that 
issue from such a union might bright him connections to the Kastner family and 
their estates in the Gruber Marches. The girl had plenty of fight in her, however. 
She pushed. She slapped. She bit at the templar’s fat, wandering fingers. 

Too drunk to restrain her as intended and with festive indifference evident on 
his broad face, Kastner meandered through the filth and water pooling in the 
wheel-mulched road — the girl’s wrist held in the grip of one meaty fist. She 
hauled at the man mountain and as he hauled back, drawing her to him, he let his 
pudgy palms travel across her. More slapping and scraping at the templar’s face 
this time took him from a beer-fuelled daze to thunderous realisation. The palm 
of his hairy hand produced a stifled squeal from the girl and put her down in the 
quagmire. He blinked at her and a fat finger came up in warning but the 
innkeeper’s daughter was already up. Filthy rainwater cascaded from her dress 
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as she slipped and skidded away from him. Her face was fearful but her eyes full 
of defiance. Diederick found a squalid inspiration in the girl’s determination. 
Pulling her drenched skirt-tails to her, she ran up the road, melting into the 
darkness. Kastner spat after the innkeeper’s daughter, shouting something 
unintelligible after her. As he shrugged his disappointment and disgust away he 
stumbled to one side, slipping down into a wagon-cut crevasse in the road. He 
floundered back the other way, his boot losing purchase and putting the templar 
down on one knee. Furious, the knight rumbled half-heard threats to himself 
before slapping the pooling waters in frustration. 

Diederick felt Nils standing behind him. Watching, like the page. 

‘Sieur Kastner is not what Sigmar intended,’ Diederick said. 

The squire didn’t disagree, but as the beer-blind templar rose from the small 
lake in the road, mumbling to himself in a black mood, Nils returned to the 
greatsword Terminus and his work. Sieur Kastner listed back towards the Three 
Ways Inn before seeming to forget where he was going and settled on a course 
for the open stable door. 

‘Get back to work,’ Nils instructed the page. Diederick nodded slowly and 
returned to Oberon’s side. 

Sieur Kastner stumbled into the stable. He tried to hold position for a moment 
as he glowered at Nils, furiously at work on the blade, and Diederick’s back as 
the page selected a further shoe for the steed. 

“What do you think you’re looking at?’ the knight slurred at them, despite the 
fact that no eyes had been raised in the templar’s presence. Kastner fell to more 
grumbling, holding some kind of conversation with himself. Diederick could 
only make out intermittent words and phrases: ‘cesspit’, “White Wolf’, ‘...where 
a man of the God-King can be appreciated’. 

He stomped through the straw at Oberon, who snorted his uncertainty. When 
the knight was in his cups, nothing was safe from his drunken wrath. The 
templar wasn’t above whipping the horse for some perceived fault. Snatching for 
the spooked animal’s noble head, it became apparent that Kastner intended on 
mounting the horse and riding north for Middenheim. 

‘My lord,’ Nils braved finally, amongst the commotion. ‘My lord, what are 
you doing?’ It was unwise to challenge the knight in such a state but if Kastner 
had ridden and fallen or if Oberon were lost, there would only be a greater price 
to pay the next morning. In his inebriated state, the squire could at least hope 
that the templar might tire easily or pass out. 

‘Are you telling me what to do?’ Kastner growled, turning on Nils. Diederick 
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from the knight eventually formed the words, ‘...little dung-shoveller like you 
tell a templar of the Tail-Twinned Orb when he can ride and when he cannot...’ 

Nils didn’t correct the knight but simply tried to convince him that the horse 
was without saddle, bridle and bereft of shoe. 

“You want to do this?’ Kastner asked with a fat snarl. His face moved between 
contortions of confusion and gall, falling away occasionally to the palsy of 
growing fatigue. Unconsciousness beckoned but the templar wouldn’t let it take 
him. ‘You want to do this, turd?’ 

‘No, my lord,’ Nils said, his voice rising with fear and his own face straining 
with the ordeal he knew was to come. ‘Please, sir. I beg of you. My concern is 
but for the safety of your hallowed person. In Sigmar’s name...’ 

Kastner’s eyes closed for a moment and the fat nobleman drifted to the left. 
For a second it looked as if he might crash to the stable floor in a drunken 
malaise. His eyes shot back open suddenly at the mention of his God-King. 

“You use his name to me?’ the templar slurred. He advanced on the squire. 

‘F-f-forgive me, my lord,’ Nils stammered, his eyes glassy and quivering. 
‘Diederick changed the shoes against my good counsel. It is he who is 
responsible for the unreadiness of your steed at this hour.’ 

Kastner turned his head towards Diederick, who stood trying to calm the 
snorting and disquieted Oberon. He stared at the page. 

“You?’ Sieur Kastner blurted. 

Diederick stared back, his teenage face hard and unreadable. There was 
nothing of hurt and betrayal to be found there. Nils couldn’t take another beating 
at the templar’s hand. Diederick knew that. Kastner glared at him. He gave him 
the darkness of his eyes. As usual, the knight found it difficult to hold the boy’s 
gaze. He always had — ever since he had reluctantly taken the young Diederick 
off Hieronymous Dagobert’s hands. The drunken Kastner turned back to Nils. 

‘No, no, no,’ the knight rumbled dangerously. ‘The page is responsible to the 
squire, the squire to his lord. Punish him as you will. You are my servant. Your 
correction is my burden.’ 

With difficulty, Kastner unbuckled his belt and tossed the coils of heavy 
leather down on the ground before the squire. Stumbling at the stable wall, 
Kastner rummaged through the squire’s saddlebags, hanging from a nearby stall. 

‘Please... sir,’ Nils pleaded. The flush-faced knight found what he was 
looking for. He tossed a tied bundle of birching twigs and a length of knotted 
rope down with the thick belt. Nils almost seemed to crumble before them. 
Diederick watched in stony silence. 
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‘Birch, braid or belt?’ the templar put to the demolished Nils, spittle rolling 
down through his beard. 

‘No,’ the squire moaned. 

‘What?’ Kastner roared. ‘I can’t hear you. Birch, braid or belt. Choose your 
correction.’ Nils just wheezed at his hulking master. ‘Sigmar compels you, boy. 
Tell me now.’ 

The shoeing hammer flew across the stable, head over handle, before striking 
the templar in his mountainous backflesh. It thudded and fell. Kastner staggered 
forward, his face a mixture of pain and surprise, his brow like a growing storm. 
He turned slowly to look down at the hammer on the straw-strewn floor. The 
knight seemed to sober. He looked up at the page. 

‘I choose the hammer, you sack of wine,’ Diederick told his master. The 
knight still couldn’t believe what had just happened. He kicked the other 
implements of punishment at Nils with his boot before leaning down to pick up 
the hammer. He must have been seeing several because it took him several 
attempts to acquire it. 

‘So be it, you little runt,’ Kastner told him, advancing with the hammer. ‘I 
knew you were more trouble than you were worth. Since your squire has clearly 
failed to beat such unruliness from you, it falls to me to take charge of your re- 
education. You want the hammer, boy, then you shall have it.’ 

Nils, bawling into the straw, went to crawl away. 

‘Don’t you move,’ Kastner seethed back at him. “You’re next.’ 

Diederick stepped fearlessly forward, drawing the templar’s eyes back to his 
dark-eyed defiance. “Tell me, boy,’ Kastner said, lifting the tool in readiness to 
strike. ‘Why the hammer?’ 

‘Because Sigmar compels me,’ Diederick told the templar. Kastner grunted his 
drunkard’s derision and went to bring the hammer down on the boy. 

Oberon snorted and whinnied. The stallion suddenly reared up on its hind legs, 
kicking out with its front hooves. Thinking that Kastner was coming for it, the 
horse had gone wild. Kastner stepped back from the flash of the hooves and the 
steam of the destrier’s breath. 

‘Calm, Oberon, calm,’ Diederick called, reaching out for the animal, but it 
bucked and turned, kicking out behind it and smashing the stall bar to splinters. 

‘Back you blasted thing,’ Kastner raged, swinging the hammer before him. As 
Nils scrabbled away through the straw, Diederick snatched up the stallion’s 
halter chains from the stable wall and moved in to calm the beast before it 
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The page’s body was knocked from his feet, smashing into the opposite stall 
like a child’s rag doll. Everything grew dark. Oberon’s hooves thundered about 
him and the heat of the steed’s snorts washed over his face. Then, within several 
hoof-falls it was gone, the horse having bolted from the stable. 

The lantern-light was dim. Diederick’s face felt wet. There was a dull ache 
where his head used to be. Something bad had happened, but the page’s thoughts 
couldn’t quite make their way to what. All he knew were the beams of the stable 
roof above him and the tools mounted there. Two heads moved slowly into view. 
Everything was blurred and the light was bleeding away, but Diederick could 
make out Nils and Sieur Kastner looking down at him — their faces wearing the 
same mask of dread stupefaction. The light withered and died. It was the last 
thing Diederick ever saw. 
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Accident. Chance. Providence. Doom. These are one 
and the same. How many heroes have been crafted 
of the misfortunes that befell them? But for the roll 
of a die, the flip of a coin or the turn of a card they 
would be happy nothings to the world. All gods — 
those of light and of darkness — operate in the 
enormity of these mere moments. They are in the 
quiver of the string that sends the arrow wide and 
the glance of the sword that fails to meet its mark. 

I have saved my pawn, my small piece in a larger 
game, from a hundred such deaths. What is life but 
the journey of hapless mortals through the myriad 
dangers of their miserable existence? It is the 
tedious curse of princes such as I to watch the 
tangled deathtraps of entwined lives form knots 
before me. Sometimes I cut the skein free, damning 
all to whom it is attached. To mortals these are the 
battles, massacres and disasters of the world. The 
labyrinthine circumstances into which the doomed 
have been inescapably placed. Sometimes, however, 
I take the time to unravel the threads of existence 
and free the living of their present doom. This I do 
when I have investment in the game. This I do for my 
pawn. I set him free knowing that he will similarly 
set me free of fate — bonds no less intricate or 
inescapable. And so my pawn, I release you from a 
death ordinary and unknown. You are meant for 
greater deeds. 
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CHAPTER Ill 


‘But man’s way 

Lies through the twists and turns of forests great 
and woodland dark, 

Where savage and borne of the earthen spite before 
fancy’s fearful eye, 

the grotesques of the underwald come, as they did 
before Sigmar.’ 


— Stoltz and Kramer 


Near Suderberg 
The Drakwald 
Black Aubentag, IC 2406 


Nils called but the thick darkness of the forest gave them nothing. They were 
alone. They were wet. Deep in the Drakwald and getting deeper. Nils held out 
Sieur Kastner’s dress sword before him. Kastner wore the short blade when not 
decked in his templar’s plate and required at temple or before Graf Todbringer. 
Nils cared little for etiquette and court protocol now. He needed to put cold steel 
between himself and the dank darkness through which he was advancing. 
Diederick — having through hard work and study, also attained the rank of squire 
— followed with the reins of Oberon in hand. A lantern bobbed from a saddle- 
mounted staff, throwing a feeble circle of light about the three of them. 
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It had been raining and although it had long stopped, the heavens’ issue had 
yet to work its way down through the Drakwald’s twisted canopy. The darkness 
was a wall of sound. A cacophony of dripping. Droplets gathering, rolling and 
falling from leaf to branch to muddy pools and saturated undergrowth beneath. It 
made for a miserable passage. 

Nils called out for the templar again. The action filled both squires with dread. 
“What else can we do?’ Nils had put to Diederick, but the boy didn’t have an 
answer for him. In a place so thick with trees, tangle and shadow that they might 
walk straight past their master and not even know it, hollering his name through 
the night-drenched forest was all they could do. It didn’t stop the fanciful 
imaginations of the pair conjuring images of beastmen, fang-faced lycanthropes 
and the wandering dead drawn down on them by their own foolish 
advertisements. 

‘Surely the barrow can’t be that much further,’ Diederick said. “‘We’ve been 
walking for an age.’ 

Nils crunched on through the sodden undergrowth. 

‘Perhaps it just seems that way,’ the squire mused. 

Sieur Kastner’s drunken boasts had once again drawn them into danger. 
Passing through the village of Suderberg, the knight had ventured into the 
Crooked Boar for a stein or four of spiced brew. When he hadn’t emerged, the 
pair of squires assumed as usual that he had forgotten about them and had taken 
a room at the tavern. As the next morning spent in the stables rolled into the 
afternoon, the boys entered the tavern to enquire as to their master’s 
whereabouts. They found that the templar had never made it to bed and had 
instead entertained them with a tale told by a grieving woodsman about his 
children, Franz and Frieda, who had disappeared about the Six Stones Barrow. 
Two trappers at the tavern told the squires that the old Teutogen burial ground 
was due west of the village and that was the direction the knight had set off in 
the previous night, after stein-clashing boasts in the tap room that he would find 
the children or destroy the evil that had. 

The squires stopped in their soggy tracks. There were sounds from beyond. 
Wood cracking. Branches splintering. The agony of trees with their trunks rent 
apart by something monstrous and unseen moving through the wet forest. Nils 
crouched down in the brush. Diederick did likewise, holding Oberon’s head 
down and praying to the God-King that the dense forest smothered their lantern- 
light. His other hand was preoccupied with holding the sacred hammer of 
Sigmar, the pendant that nestled coolly against his chest. The horse snuffled and 
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Listening to the departing crash of the unseen thing through the crowded forest, 
Nils and Diederick exchanged glances of fearful relief. 

‘What if we don’t find him?’ Diederick said as they resumed their trek through 
the bleak wood. 

“You mean Sieur Kastner?’ Nils said. 

“Yes.” 

‘We will.’ 

“What if we don’t?’ Diederick pressed. “This is the Drakwald. Entire 
companies of troops have disappeared here without a trace.’ 

Nils nodded. Diederick wasn’t exaggerating. 

‘Well you for one would return to your priest and temple on the Nordland 
coast,’ Nils said with confidence, cutting through the knotted undergrowth with 
the edge of Sieur Kastner’s short sword. 

‘Father Dagobert’s moved,’ Diederick said. ‘I mean, he was moved. The Arch 
Lector said he was needed in Hochland. His way temple is near Esk, at the foot 
of the Middle Mountains.’ 

‘Some bad country,’ Nils said. ‘So I’ve heard.’ 

“What about you?’ 

“You don’t have to worry about me,’ Nils assured the squire. 

‘Will you return to your parents?’ 

‘T’m an orphan,’ Nils told him. ‘Like you.’ 

Diederick stopped for a moment, bringing Oberon and the lantern to a stop. 
He’d never known that about Nils. The squire found that he was hacking ahead 
of the grim halo of light that the lantern was casting in the tight confines of the 
ancient forest. ‘Come on,’ Nils scowled, prompting Diederick to follow. 

Nils’s blade cut through the darkness. ‘Bring the lantern up,’ he instructed. As 
Diederick brought it forward, the squires realised that they had hit a clearing. 
Where there had been trees there was now a dripping, thorny tangle. Leading 
with Oberon’s mighty hooves, the horse trampled a way through for the boys. 
Through the squire-drowning foliage, they found that the lantern was not 
needed. Mannslieb was high in the sky — although Nils and Diederick wouldn’t 
have known it under the thick forest canopy — and blessed the clearing with its 
ghoulish light. The clearing was roughly circular in shape, rising in the middle 
and dominated by stubby stones, standing upright out of the ground in a circle. 
Diederick counted them. The two squires looked at one another. 

‘The Six Stones Barrow,’ Diederick said. The trappers had been right. 

Climbing up the moon-glossed hummock, the pair moved through the stones. 
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Nils swore. 

‘What?’ Diederick said. 

‘I’ve got bones over here,’ the squire said. ‘And here. They look human.’ 

‘Probably an animal kill,’ Diederick said, upon inspection. ‘See the gnawing? 
Besides — they look old.’ 

“You don’t know that,’ Nils told him. “This could be like Fassberg. Or last 
Geheimnisnacht.’ 

‘Dark ceremonies? Human sacrifice? Look at the moss on the stones,’ 
Diederick assured him. “Teutogen alright. Nothing’s happened here for a long 
time.’ 

‘So where is he?’ Nils put to the squire. 

‘Wish I knew.’ 

Nils kicked a rock at one of the standing stones. ‘Let’s go.’ 

‘We should wait,’ Diederick suggested. 

‘Are you out of your mind?’ 

“We’ve come all the way out here,’ Diederick said. “You want to just go 
back?’ 

‘He’s probably returned to the Crooked Boar and is snug in a bed with a 
farmer’s wife as we speak.’ 

Diederick shook his head. ‘Or passed out under a tree with an empty flask.’ 

Sieur Kastner kept several about his massive person, for when he was out of 
reach of an alehouse. ‘We should wait. We’ll probably hear him snore or fart or 
something.’ 

Diederick smiled his reassurance. Nils’s anxious mask broke and the squire 
joined him in the joke. 

‘Just look for the trees shaking...’ 

‘Or the ground...’ 

‘Enough to wake the dead,’ Nils’s chuckle died in his throat as he looked 
down at the bones littering the barrow. Tying Oberon to one of the stubby 
stones, Diederick and Nils sat down on two of the others. The cascade of 
droplets from the surrounding forest fell to a puddle-plopping trill. Moonlight 
bathed the clearing. Nils looked about him. 

‘Seriously,’ Diederick said, attempting to take the squire’s mind from the 
ghastly moon, the dark suggestion of the treeline and the sepulchre beneath his 
boots. ‘You have a plan?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘If we couldn’t find him,’ Diederick clarified, ‘you said not to worry about 
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Nils looked uncomfortable. 

‘T don’t want to talk about it,’ the squire said. Diederick nodded. Silence 
dominated the stone circle. It was eerie. Sounds reached out for them from the 
Drakwald beyond. Every scurry, every snapped twig and flutter through the 
foliage drew their eye-flitting gaze. ‘All right,’ Nils said suddenly. 

‘Tt’s fine...’ 

‘T’ve waited long enough,’ Nils said. ‘I’m going to Altdorf. To the cathedral. 
To the chapterhouse. I’m going to apply to be a knight. If the Knights of the 
Twin-Tailed Orb will have me. If Sigmar will have me.’ 

Diederick mulled over what the squire had said. ‘I’m sure Sigmar will accept 
you into the ranks as he has accepted you into his heart. That’s not the problem. 
Squire or not — only sons of noble birth can apply to the chapterhouse.’ 

‘It’s only a matter of time,’ Nils said, his thoughts wandering. ‘Even if we find 
him — sooner or later Kastner will end up with a sword in his gullet in one of his 
drunken duels or a pitchfork through his heart from some farmer, whose wife or 
daughter he wronged. That beastman in the Schadensumpf last month almost got 
the better of him. Or more likely, he will just fall to a tavern floor one night and 
not get back up.’ 

‘All true,’ Diederick admitted. ‘But that doesn’t help you.’ 

Nils leant in conspiratorially. 

‘For years, Sieur Kastner has been a menace to maidens all over the province. 
It was going on long before I joined him. It is said that his issue routinely arrive 
at his estates in the Gruber Marches — sent by their commoner mothers to find 
their father and seek their fortune.’ 

‘T have heard such things,’ Diederick agreed. 

‘Have you ever met Lady Kastner?’ Nils asked. 

‘No.’ 

‘Neither have I,’ Nils said, ‘which isn’t surprising considering how often 
Kastner returns to his estates. She keeps a townhouse in the city also. It is well 
known that Lady Kastner is of good heart: a giver of alms to the poor, a good 
mistress of the Marches and unlike her husband — a true Sigmarite.’ 

‘Good to hear but so what?’ 

‘What is less known,’ Nils told him, ‘is that partly out of good heart and partly 
out of resentment for her husband’s disgraceful antics, Lady Kastner sponsors 
his baseborn’s beginnings with wealth from the estate and allows them to carry 
his name.’ 

“You would present yourself as Sieur Kastner’s issue?’ Diederick asked. 
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Nils nodded slowly, looking down at his reflection in the short sword’s oiled 
blade. There was a self-satisfied grin on his face. ‘Would you tell her of his 
death?’ 

‘T would take some small proof,’ Nils said, thinking on it. ‘Dead or alive, Lady 
Kastner is mistress of the Gruber Marches. Does she not deserve to re-marry? 
Does she not deserve some small happiness of her own?’ 

Diederick never got opportunity to answer the squire’s question. ‘Did you hear 
that?’ Nils said, getting to his feet. Diederick had and even if he hadn’t, 
Oberon’s ears had pricked up. Through the curtain of dripping and nocturnal 
movements the forest had to offer, it sounded like a distant and angry wail: some 
agonising roar of fear and frustration. The two boys looked at each other, their 
faces pale in the moonlight. Nils took several steps towards the sound with 
sword in hand. Snatching up the lantern and Oberon’s reins, Diederick followed. 

‘Come on,’ Nils said grimly, cutting his way back into the blackness of the 
tangled forest. 

As they moved through the maze of midnight trunks and snarled foliage, they 
heard the dreadful call again. It was Sieur Kastner. They would know it 
anywhere. He sounded weak. Desperate. In pain. Nils went to call out to him but 
Diederick’s hand grabbed his shoulder. The pair stopped. Oberon snorted its 
anxiety. There were whisperings about them. Voices harsh and hushed, hidden in 
the forest night. The boys stared about in neck-craning disconcertion. Sieur 
Kastner called out again. This time it was more of a miserable howl of agony. 
Much closer. Almost an echo. 

Nils pushed on through the Drakwald but once again Diederick’s hand shot 
out for his shoulder. Nils hacked through the rampant shrubbery of the ancient 
forest, his blade slicing its way back through to the moon’s ailing glow. His boot 
found nothing before it and the squire slid down a collapsed bank of shredded 
roots and saturated earth. Diederick’s hand slipped down his shoulder and arm, 
the two squires grabbing for one another as they ran out of limb. Snapping his 
hand closed about Nils’s own, Diederick was almost pulled after the squire, as 
the pair of them hung off the edge of a forest sinkhole. With his other hand, 
Diederick held onto Oberon’s reins, the weight of the horse the only thing 
preventing the pair from plunging into the gaping hollow. 

The steed, also not wishing to fall, reared — which fortunately was what the 
squires needed it to do. With Nils back on solid ground and Diederick regaining 
the use of his arm, the pair clung to the trunks of rain-drenched trees and peered 
into the large sinkhole. It was lined with ancient trees and foliage fortunate 
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with stones but everything was greasy with moss and mud, as rainwater from the 
surrounding woodland dribbled down into the depression. Diederick went to 
grab the staff-lantern but discovered that he didn’t need it. Mannslieb gleamed 
down on the Drakwald, dusting the canopy with a sickly, silver light that 
penetrated and illuminated the sinkhole’s depths. The hollow reached into the 
forest’s black bowels. Its bottom was uneven. A landscape of root-strangled 
earth, mouldering logs and depressions, deep with collected rainwater. Then they 
saw him. 

‘Heldenhammer’s sweet blood,’ Nils said. 

It was Sieur Kastner. He was lying broken and delirious at the bottom of the 
sinkhole, where he had fallen the night before. The sight of people peering into 
the hollow drew urgent groans from the knight, who was beyond words. 

‘We’ve got to get him out,’ Diederick said. Nils said nothing. He just looked 
down on the fallen templar. ‘We’ve got to get him out,’ Diederick repeated. 

‘T’m thinking,’ Nils said. 

‘T’ll climb down,’ Diederick suggested. 

‘And how are we supposed to get the sack of wine back up here?’ the squire 
put to him. 

‘The man is suffering,’ Diederick told Nils. 

‘Perhaps he deserves to,’ Nils said, looking down on his master. 

‘He’s a Servant of Sigmar.’ 

‘Have you ever known him serve anyone but himself and his appetites?’ Nils 
put to the squire. 

“One of us could go back to Suderberg for help,’ Diederick suggested, looking 
back into the whisper-haunted darkness of the forest. 

‘Alone? Through the Drakwald? In the middle of the night?’ Nils said. ‘You 
think that a good idea? Look what happened to him.’ 

‘Exactly,’ Diederick pressed. ‘Look what happened to him. You can’t 
seriously be contemplating leaving him down there.’ 

“What can we do?’ 

‘Like I said,’ Diederick repeated, ‘I’ll climb down. You drop a rope to me. I’ll 
tie it around him and we’|l use Oberon to pull him out.’ 

Nils seemed to consider the plan. 

‘The rope is back at the stable,’ he said dourly. 

Diederick fixed the squire in a stony stare that gleamed in the moonlight. 

‘Nils,’ he said, ‘I know what you’re thinking but we’re not doing this. I’m 
going down into that hole. You are going to rig something up here with Oberon 
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— take apart the harness — vines, roots, anything.’ Diederick handed Nils the 
reins. “Yes?’ 

‘Yes,’ the squire said finally. 

With that, Diederick ventured into the sinkhole. Descent wasn’t a problem. 
Climbing down the wall of the hollow, the squire found that the earth came away 
in his hand in squelchy sods but that the root systems of surrounding trees gave 
him all the handholds he could wish for. As he climbed down, he could hear the 
templar’s ragged breathing and his agonised moans echo about the depths. 
Mannslieb looked down on them from above, like a great coin in the night sky, 
reflecting light from its blotched, silvery surface down into the sinkhole. Nearer 
the bottom of the hollow, where even the roots of the ancients above failed to 
reach, Diederick would be forced to drop the remainder of the distance. This 
would make climbing out all but impossible if Nils failed to rig something for 
their extraction. 

‘How’s it coming?’ Diederick called up. His voice assumed an empty 
desperation, as though the depth of the hollow sapped all of the strength and 
determination from his words. There was no reply from above but Diederick 
could see roots twitching at the hollow edge suggesting that the squire was 
hacking up material for an improvised rope of some kind. Clutching the hammer 
about his neck and offering a small prayer to his God-King, Diederick dropped. 

It felt further than it looked. Something leapt in the pit of his stomach. His 
boots hit the sodden ground and he slipped, falling to one side into a sunken 
depression of collected rainwater. Pulling his face from the water, Diederick 
found the stinking pool to be choked with bones. Extricating his hand from a 
ribcage, while staring at a skull — jawless and cracked — Diederick found himself 
swarmed by a plague of frogs that had made their home in the dank underpool. 
The disturbed colony hopped about in filthy panic, croaking their disconcertion. 

Scrabbling to his feet, Diederick made his way across the pit with difficulty. 
The bottom was a boot-clamping mire that threatened to drag the boy down 
further into its foetid depths. Clambering across a log that disintegrated in his 
hands, liberating infestations of lice and the segmented lengths of venomous 
centipedes, Diederick reached the templar. Sieur Kastner looked up at his squire 
with unseeing eyes. The knight was feverish and out of his mind with pain. His 
plate was bent and buckled, while beneath there were almost certainly bones 
broken. He clutched the length of the greatsword Terminus to him like a child he 
feared to let go of — a lethal, mud-splattered child, whose cleaving blade and 
inset jewellery glinted in Mannslieb’s pallid blaze. 
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‘Can you move?’ 

When the templar didn’t reply, Diederick went to inspect his legs for injury. 
With heart-sinking realisation, Diederick saw that Sieur Kastner’s legs were no 
longer there. The knight moaned miserably to himself. Diederick looked about 
the bottom of the pit. There were wretched holes — openings — in both sides of 
the hollow wall. The sinkhole had collapsed into a network of excavated misery 
running beneath the ancient forest. Something living both beneath the Drakwald 
and the ruined barrows of the Empire’s long-dead tribes had been liberated. 
Diederick stared into the darkness of the nearest opening. He strained to see 
what was within and was greeted by the suggestion of beady, blood-hungry eyes 
staring back. Diederick stumbled back through a water-logged crater, only to 
turn and find the tunnel entrance behind him similarly haunted. Needle-toothed 
monstrosities were swarming the dribbling crawlspace of the passage, eager to 
catch a glimpse of their next meal. 

‘God’s wounds,’ Diederick cursed. He looked back down at Sieur Kastner. 
Whatever infested the tunnels seemed to fear the light. Where the knight’s 
armoured body had fallen, in both presence of daylight filtering down through 
the Drakwald, or the fearful gleam of the moons during the horror of night, Sieur 
Kastner had remained untouched. Where his legs had lain in shadow, near the 
hollow’s edge, things had ventured from the tight, muddy openings to feast on 
the knight’s flesh. Opening his plate up, the monsters had begun to eat Sieur 
Kastner alive. Only the reach of Terminus, wildly swung, and the light of the sun 
and moons had kept the creatures at bay. 

Diederick retched into the frog-writhing pool. Wiping his mouth, the squire 
suddenly felt something slither across his shoulder. Spinning around, the squire 
found a root-twined rope had fallen across him. 

‘Thank Sigmar,’ Diederick murmured, grabbing at the improvised rope. The 
squire looked down at Sieur Kastner. There would be no saving him now. As his 
squire and a servant of the God-King, it was still Diederick’s responsibility to 
see his master’s body to a funeral pyre. He had to try. Father Dagobert would 
never have forgiven him otherwise. 

Diederick pulled the length of entwined root. Something was wrong. Its length 
ran and it ran until finally the coils of its hasty construction fell down into the 
pit. 

‘Nils...’ Diederick growled, his eyes drawn back up towards the forest above. 

Something was happening. The squire could hear the sound of Oberon 
crashing about the trees. He listened to the fearful whinnying of the stallion and 
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the thud of panicked hooves into the woodland earth. 

‘Nils!’ Diederick called. There was something up there with them. The squire 
could make out the break of branch and the snapping of foliage as Oberon 
turned, bucked and kicked out at creatures of darkness emerging to claim him. 
Of Nils he heard nothing. No friendly face appeared at the sinkhole edge and no 
further root-twined rope dropped down to extricate him. All he could hear was 
the crunching of bones, the scissor-slice of needle teeth and the horrible passing 
of flesh down goblinoid gullets. Diederick felt a dank dread creep through him. 
Nils could not save him; Oberon would follow; the squire would be left in the pit 
with his dying master, to face a slow death by starvation or be flesh-stripped by 
swarms of subterranean fiends, the instant clouds covered the guardian moon. 

The boy’s lips tightened to a dogged snarl. He would not die here, in some 
arsehole of the Drakwald, as a full belly for an underclan of shadow-suckling 
goblinoids. This was not the death the God-King had planned for him. 

Diederick turned back to Sieur Kastner. The knight still clung to Terminus 
with an almost religious fervour. Diederick looked about the grim pit for an exit. 
He made a decision. He needed that sword. 

‘My lord,’ Diederick said, kneeling down in the mire beside the fallen templar. 
Kastner’s eyes writhed about their sockets in delirium. ‘Master, trust that I will 
see Terminus back to your family’s lands.’ The squire took hold of the great 
blade but Kastner would not let it go. ‘Your great grandfather, your grandfather 
and your father saw its honoured blade — a blade that shed blood at the side of 
Magnus the Pious — back to the Gruber Marches. There, Sigmar-willing, it will 
one day find service with one of your issue. A warrior, like yourself, pledged to 
the God-King’s cause. Let me do this last service for you, master. Allow its 
example to live on. Let me see Terminus home.’ 

Diederick couldn’t tell if the knight had heard him but the metal-cased digits 
of his gauntlets suddenly released the blade. Diederick nodded but the templar’s 
eyes trembled shut. He fell to moaning away the last of his life — a life long with 
sin and regret. Despite the knight’s failings, Diederick hoped he could find his 
way to peace. 

Drawing the greatsword to him, Diederick gauged the weight. It was far too 
heavy for him to hurl from the pit like an anchor or grapnel. Above, a sliver of 
cloud was drifting before Mannslieb’s full form. Diederick didn’t have much 
time. Grabbing the rope Nils had thrown down to him, he climbed through the 
loop intended to haul Sieur Kastner back up the side of the hollow. The end Nils 
had failed to secure Diederick triple-knotted about the hilt and guard of the 
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greatsword. Attached to Terminus by a line of entwined roots, Diederick held the 
heavy sword over his shoulder in the fashion of a pikeman or halberdier. 
Splashing through the bone-littered shallows, the squire launched the tip of the 
weapon at the sinkhole wall like a javelin. The broad blade passed into the damp 
earth, its weight and the keenness of its edge taking it with ease into the side of 
the pit. 

Backing along the wall, with the horrid whispers of tunnel crawlers in his ears, 
Diederick prepared to save himself. He breathed in. He breathed out. With water 
erupting about his footfalls, the boy launched himself at the protruding hilt of the 
two-handed sword. Swinging about it like a tumbler or acrobat, the squire’s legs 
came about and his boot tips reached the flat of the blade. Without waiting to 
lose his balance, Diederick bent his knees and pushed off from the embedded 
blade, leaping desperately for the wall-snaking roots of the trees. Like grapnels, 
his hands clawed through the strata of black soil, grasping for anything that 
might provide purchase. And there the squire hung, by the tips of the index and 
middle finger of his left hand, ensnared in a willowy root. 

As the mire-smeared squire made his ascent through the under-tangle of the 
ancient forest, he could hear Oberon stamp and snort, whinny and haw. The 
steed was being attacked by the dark denizens of the below and beyond. 

‘T’m coming!’ Diederick hollered up the sinkhole wall. He was terrified that 
the horse would bolt and abandon him. ‘Nearly there, boy...’ Diederick was 
exhausted, but managed to haul his mud-sleek form over the edge of the pit. 
There was no time to catch his breath. He could hear the steed stomping and 
skidding to a halt, hemmed in by the dense forest. The Drakwald darkness was 
sibilant with the hissing of shadow-hidden forms. Things that crawled from the 
earth to feast. 

Diederick skidded about the edge of the pit, bathed in the silver safety of the 
dying moonlight. He slipped out of the roots looped about him like a harness. 
Upon reaching the far side of the hollow, he began to gather the rope in his arms. 
With the slack taken up, he hauled at the hairy roughness of the root line. His 
palms burned and his heels sank as he fought the sinkhole wall for possession of 
the embedded greatsword. Inch by inch it slipped out, until finally Terminus 
slurped free of its earthen prison, sending Diederick tumbling back into the 
blackness of the forest. 

On his back, and with the weald about him alive with the sounds of famished 
evil, Diederick gathered the rope hand over hand like a sailor. Finally hauling 
the greatsword through the forest tangle and to him, the squire scrambled back to 
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his feet. Terminus was far too heavy for the boy to wield. Grunting, Diederick 
laid its length across his shoulders. As he felt something come at him in the 
murk he used his body to lunge the blade tip at the threat, sometimes spinning on 
his heel to cut at his tormenters with the cleaving edge of the weapon. 

The effort was back-breaking work, but through a snarl of exertion, Diederick 
found his way to a grim smile. He couldn’t see them but he could feel the 
wariness of the goblinoids beyond. Even wielded in such a fashion, Terminus 
could take off a spindly limb or impale a wizened ribcage. Guided by the staff- 
lantern mounted on Oberon’s saddle and the stallion’s snorting alarm, Diederick 
found his way to the steed. The wildly swinging lantern had saved the animal’s 
life under the sky-blanketing darkness of the forest canopy. Their fear no less of 
such artificial light than Mannslieb’s gleam or the blinding fury of the sun, the 
night goblins had been wary of the beast. Instead of the shredded mound of 
horseflesh Oberon should have been, the steed had only suffered belly-bites and 
scratches along its muscular flanks. Allowing Terminus to tumble from his 
shoulders and stab upright in the forest soil, the mud-splattered squire held his 
arms up to calm the stallion. 

‘It’s all right,’ Diederick soothed. ‘It’s all right, boy.’ 

As the horse lowered its head and approached, it revealed the butchered body 
of Nils. The squire’s ragged corpse was being dragged down a hole between the 
great roots of a twisted oak. The corpse twitched as the thing below attempted to 
wedge Nils through an opening too small to admit him. 

‘No!’ Diederick yelled, skidding down beside the squire’s corpse. As he 
grabbed for his body, something gave and Nils slipped suddenly below. 
Grabbing for his trailing hands, Diederick and the underdweller fought for the 
squire’s body, until finally it was wrenched from the boy’s grip. ‘No!’ Diederick 
roared down the hole, but something shot back out at him. A sneering mask of 
pallid underdweller gnarlflesh, stretched over a sordid skull and crowded with 
teeth like broken glass. Only its eyes sported any kind of colour — a murky 
crimson, like the blood its clan guzzled from the fresh corpses like piglets. 

The night goblin dared not press its advantage further into the lanternlight and 
swiftly withdrew. Diederick kicked away from the hole and pulled Terminus 
from where it was speared in the ground. Slipping the muddy length of the 
templar sword down into the stallion’s saddle-scabbard, the squire mounted his 
master’s warsteed. Diederick could only imagine the hissing hordes of goblinoid 
hatred stalking him between the tree trunks, just out of sight. Holding the staff- 
lantern high, Diederick kept the monstrosities back as he guided Oberon to the 
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sinkhole’s edge. 

Looking down into the hollow and with Mannslieb’s waning light dying about 
them, Diederick found that Sieur Kastner, lying smashed and insensible on the 
pit bottom, was almost impossible to make out. He heard the crunching of small 
jaws through bone and gristle, and realised that in the twilight he was being 
watched. Scores of beady, red eyes peered up out of the pit at the squire. Drawn 
out by the dwindling glare of the moon, the night goblins had ventured out from 
their tunnels. They were swarming the snug shadow of the forest and were now 
creeping out into the open night and feasting on the Knight of the Twin-Tailed 
Orb. It was an ignoble end for a servant of Sigmar. Even Sieur Kastner. His body 
would never see the funeral pyre. His spirit would never rise to meet the God- 
King. 

Diederick thought on the knight. His squireship was over. He thought on poor 
Nils and considered his daring plan. There, above the pit, Diederick came to a 
decision. He would not be returning to the temple. To Father Dagobert and his 
sermons. Diederick lifted the staff-lantern high before tossing it down into the 
sinkhole. The lantern smashed down on the pit bottom, splashing oil across the 
shallows. The flames raged, turning the pit into an inferno. Goblinoids screeched 
in blind agony, unable to find their way to mother-darkness. The underdwellers 
bumed and the darkness of the surrounding forest was lit up by the blaze. The 
shadow creepers withdrew, spitting their simultaneous hunger and hatred of the 
pink flesh. 

The squire felt the heat rise from the pit. With it, he hoped that Sieur Kastner’s 
soul might reach for the skies — if only to atone to Sigmar himself for being such 
a despicable human being. Diederick turned the great Oberon about. He had 
never ridden the beast and the steed was huge. The squire gave the horse a little 
encouragement with his heels but Oberon didn’t need it. The horse was happy to 
weave through the thick trunks and leave the goblin-haunted site of flame and 
slaughter. 

Their path lay east. East of Suderberg. East of Middenland. East to the Gruber 
Marches — where, God-King willing — Diederick would return the sword 
Terminus to its ancestral home and lay false claim to a new one of his own. 
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CHAPTER IV 


“pon my soul, I could a mighty tale unfold, 
and upon the shoulders of our hero bestow 
times of trial, transformation and woe.’ 


— Kaufmann, The Saga of Faramond (Chorus) 


Flaschgang River Road 
Hochland 
Schlachtentide, IC 2420 


It was the first warm day of the Sommerzeit and Diederick Kastner felt the sun 
on the metal of his plate. He rolled in the saddle to the idle rhythm of Oberon’s 
ambling gait. The Flaschgang buzzed with darting dragonflies and gurgled its 
meandering journey south, on its way to join the mighty Talabec. 

‘And the precepts that guide us?’ Kastner put to his squire. 

Emil Eckhardt rode beside his master, the young squire’s horse in turn trailing 
a third pack animal. Over the beast of burden, hands and feet bound beneath the 
horse’s belly, was a blanket-bundled corpse. 

‘To strengthen,’ Emil said. 

‘And why?’ 

‘The servants of Sigmar must be as strong—’ Emil said. 

‘“-in both mind and body,’ Kastner added. 

‘,..as the bonds that bind them, one Imperial to another.’ 
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‘Sigmar was unifier of the warring tribes that settled these ancient lands,’ 
Kastner said. ‘He gathered their strength so that they might face trials past, and 
those yet to come, as one. It is our sacred duty to maintain what he created. No 
one man can call himself an army, a nation, a people. It was Sigmar’s wish that 
we be part of something greater than himself. He is both a generous and modest 
God-King. We love him for that. Go on.’ 

‘To honour,’ Emil told his master. 

‘How?’ 

‘Leading by the Heldenhammer’s example,’ Emil said. ‘By bringing his 
teachings to the people through action.’ 

‘Sigmar was no teacher,’ Kastner corrected, ‘no mentor in a conventional 
sense. There are no writings of his to study. No body of works left to follow. His 
instruction lay in his deeds. His ways in his character. He trusts us to keep his 
spirit alive in our aspiration to his example. Brave in battle and loving of his 
land. And the third of the precepts that guide our order?’ 

“To protect.’ 

‘Go on.’ 

‘We are the blazing omen,’ Emil said with confidence, ‘throwing fear into 
those who would bring fear to the Empire. We are the griffon’s talon, tearing the 
heart from the darkness within our own borders. We are the hammer in Sigmar’s 
hands, to be swung through the ages at enemies out of his reach. The innocent 
are our charge, the weak our burden and those who would war in the God-King’s 
name, we call brother. Does that satisfy you, master?’ 

‘Tt will serve,’ Kastner said, the merest curl of pride in his otherwise grim lips. 

Content that he had pleased his lord, Emil fell to self-satisfied silence. 

‘Tell me, squire,’ Kastner said. ‘Why do we drag the maggot-ridden corpse of 
Yulian Spartak back to Flaschfurt?’ 

‘To burn him, master.’ 

‘But what does that serve?’ 

‘We burn him before the people,’ Emil said, ‘so that they may always 
remember it. So they know him as but a man and not as some dark legend of 
their past.’ 

“You can’t kill a legend,’ Kastner said. ‘Yulian Spartak needs to be dead in the 
hearts of the people. Only the certainty of his end should endure on tongues and 
be carried far on the wings of idle gossip. They must see the monster burn, for 
then they will not fear him. They will not fear what he has become. They will be 
better prepared to stand against such evil, should they encounter it again.’ 
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‘Explain yourself.’ 

‘Are we not simply exposing the innocent to a corruption that they would 
rather forget or have never seen at all?’ 

Kastner frowned. 

‘Do you not understand?’ Kastner said, his voice grave. 

‘T have doubts...’ the squire admitted. 

‘A spider crawls across your arm,’ the templar hypothesised. 

“Yes?” 

“You brush it away,’ Kastner continued. ‘Moments later, you brush your arm 
off again — but there was no spider there.’ 

‘Is that not a good thing?’ Emil asked. 

‘Tt is your fear returned,’ Kastner told him. ‘A dread that now lives on inside 
you, giving function and form to your nightmares. It draws you to it and makes 
you part of that which you abhor. In your heart you would know that there was 
nothing to brush away, if the spider still sat crushed in your fist. We guard the 
borders of Sigmar’s empire. We patrol the roads and forests of his ancient land. 
We cannot, however, stand sentinel over the souls of each and every one of his 
people. Actions will speak in our absence.’ 

“Yes, my lord,’ Emil said obediently. 

‘How many womenfolk wake to infant screams of horrors relived? How many 
sons of Flaschfurt would have set off after Yurian Spartak and his Ruinous 
band? How many would have wanted to but for the chill of cowardice in their 
bones? Victimhood eats its way through the victim, leaving a darkness that the 
Ruinous Powers of this world can exploit. Sigmar did not give rise to a nation of 
victims. The people must be allowed their peace. There is a reason we burn and 
bury our dead. We must be able to move on in good conscience. To live our lives 
without wonder of what was and what might have been.’ 

“Yes, master.’ 

Kastner was not convinced that the squire truly understood. He pulled gently 
on the reins, prompting Oberon to fall back. He leant across Emil’s trailing 
packhorse and, pulling at the rope that bound the body to it, Kastner liberated the 
blanket-bundle. The body fell to the road with a thud and a spray of rotten mulch 
and maggots. The filthy blanket fell open to reveal Yulian Spartak. Spartak of 
the Iron River. Spartak of Chernigov. Spartak of the Horde of Change. Spartak 
of the Flesh Capricious. The Kislevite had taken more names than forms, which 
would have made him difficult to track down were it not for the series of 
sorcery-slaughters committed by his warband in villages and homesteads along 
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the Drakwasser. It had begun in Flaschfurt, however, and that was where 
Kastner was determined it would finally end. Emil stared at the hideous 
champion of Chaos before instinctively looking away. 

‘Look at it,’ Kastner instructed harshly. Emil obeyed with disgust. ‘Look at 
this evil. Not the manflesh it has riddled its way through, but the darkness still 
there in its Ruinous form. Even in death it wishes to take you from your thoughts 
— to a place of dread and doubt, where it reigns supreme. In death it does this as 
it did in its disgusting half-life, putting you from your shot.’ 

Emil looked down at the misshapen warrior. Its crossbow bolt still sat in the 
hunch of one shoulder where a second horned head had grown, yearning to be 
flesh-separate from the first. Hideous arachnoid limbs of some fresh 
transformation hung uselessly from the bear furs of its armoured back, while the 
warrior’s legs and feet were those of a terrible bird: scaly, taloned and powerful. 
Beyond that there was little to make out in the butchery and the rot. Kastner’s 
sword Terminus had gouged, hewn and hacked pieces off the thing with cold 
efficiency. With its sickle-staff cleaved in two and the crowning emblem of its 
Ruinous patron smashed, the Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb had spun around. 
His broad templar blade was like the cyclonic fleshstorm Yulion Spartak had 
cast through Flaschfurt, Garssen and Ahresdorf and had attempted to visit upon 
the Sigmarite templar. As Terminus had chopped through the armour and chitin 
of the damned warrior’s back, severing the champion’s spine and almost cutting 
the thing in half, Spartak of the Capricious Flesh had erupted in a vomit- 
inducing blossom of final transformations, until finally the changes slowed and 
grew Still like solidifying wax about a candle. 

“You can know your enemy,’ Kastner said as the squire stared down at the 
ungodly corpse, ‘without becoming him. That is the burden Sigmar left us to 
bear. It is a heavy one and it forces us to be strong for our own good. Do you 
understand?’ 

‘I do,’ Emil said, his eyes burning into the butchered corpse. He looked up at 
the knight and Kastner knew that he did. 

‘Shall we see this monster back to Flaschfurt?’ Kastner asked. 

‘And watch him burn for his atrocities,’ Emil said. The knight and the squire 
climbed down from their steeds and together bagged and replaced the miserable 
cadaver on the packhorse’s back. 

Kastner heard the scrape of sandals on the road. Meandering up the river road 
was Gorst. The flagellant seemed lost in his thoughts of impending doom and 
catastrophe to come. His head was hairless with obsession and worry — giving it 
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ragged robes hung off the sharp bones of his emaciated form. His lips mumbled 
a constant stream of madness — warnings and portents of little meaning or 
consequence. About his whippet-frame the flagellant had wrapped slender chains 
and the heavy locks that bound them to his purpose. 

Kastner had found him sitting on the steps of Sigmar’s mighty cathedral in 
Altdorf. Such doom-laden fanatics often gathered before the temple, watching 
for signs of some impending apocalypse or great war in the comings and goings 
of the God-King’s priests and templars. When he left the cathedral two years 
before, Gorst had stood and started following the knight without explanation. 
The two men had never spoken of Gorst’s reasons and, although seeming to 
understand what few instructions Kastner had given him over that time, he had 
never made any kind of sense in return. Kastner had come to think of the 
flagellant like a hound in this way. He was always following in his tracks, 
hanging his head for the favour of a word or scrap of food. Emil couldn’t find it 
in his heart to take pity on the madman — taking him for at best a parasite or 
beggar and at worse a potential thief or slitter of throats. Kastner often joked that 
the squire would go before the flagellant — having given as reason the greater 
number of years of service. 

“What was that?’ Emil asked. There was a sound that if not carried on the 
wind, gurgled along on the lazy Flaschgang. It wasn’t the rattle of Kastner’s 
plate, nor the muffled jangle of Gorst’s chains. ‘Is that a child?’ 

Kastner bit at his bottom lip but held his tongue. Emil wandered from the 
packhorse to the river’s edge. Kastner waited. The squire’s call came. ‘Master,’ 
he said, ‘it’s an infant — a baby — on the water.’ 

Indeed, the sluggish channel carried a root-riddled sod of reeds and twigs 
downstream. In the nest lay a bundle of swaddling. From the swaddling came the 
cries of a newborn. ‘My lord?’ 

‘Go,’ Kastner told him. ‘If you think you need to.’ 

Emil trudged down the weed-strangled bank, his footfalls tearing through the 
foliage. Down in the water, where mud and silt attempted to claim his boots, the 
squire reached out for the sod and pulled it to him. The baby’s cries subsided at 
the appearance of another face above it. With the swaddling clasped to him, 
Emil made the difficult ascent, careful that the infant did not fall or himself with 
it. 

‘Who could do such a thing?’ Emil said as he approached his master with the 
rescued child. ‘In Sigmar’s name, have these people no shame, no decency?’ 

Kastner gave the squire the hardness of his eyes. 
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‘Probably not,’ he agreed. Waiting. 

Emil pulled back the swaddling to inspect the child for injuries. He found 
none. He found something else entirely. The infant suddenly fell to the ground. 
The squire’s arms were open. He had dropped the bundle of swaddling, the 
monstrous infant, the horror that the babe had been. His steps took him back 
towards the river. The baby screamed once more from the tall grass of the 
roadside. Emil looked up at Kastner and then back down at the uncovered altered 
form. 

“You knew?’ 

‘T suspected,’ the templar said. ‘It is not uncommon. The product of some 
deviant liaison. After carrying such a horror, a mother might not be able to bring 
herself to end her own issue. It is still her child, after all — despite bearing the 
hideous marks of dark favouring.’ Emil said nothing. He just stared at the 
misshapen infant, screaming its misfortune to the sky. ‘Perhaps she thinks her 
babe might find its way to someone with greater strength and stouter heart.’ 

Emil looked from the child to the crossbow hanging from his saddle. 

‘T couldn’t,’ the squire said. 

‘The servants of the Ruinous Powers will not always present themselves as 
Yulian Spartak, dripping with the blood of his innocent victims. You must end 
this thing of darkness,’ the Sigmarite templar told his squire, ‘as your calling 
dictates.’ 

‘T can’t,’ Emil said miserably. 

‘Have you not read your Rendsberger? What would Von Bildhofen’s 
Daemonologie say on the matter?’ 

Emil shook his head. The squire heard the sigh of Terminus clearing its saddle- 
scabbard. His head continued to shake. 

“My lord, no.’ 

“You would defend such evil from Sigmar’s steel?’ 

‘Surely this child is not our enemy,’ Emil said. 

Holding the greatsword in two gauntlets, its heavy blade dangling above the 
screeching infant, Kastner prepared himself. 

‘We find our enemies on the dark path. Would you join them on it?’ 

‘No, master.’ 

‘Then you know what is necessary. What is needed. This thing presents with 
the blessings of the Ruinous Powers,’ Kastner insisted grimly. 

‘Cannot the gods decide if it should live or die?’ 

‘We are their instrument,’ Kastner said, lifting the blade. ‘It is decided.’ 
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‘T cannot watch,’ the squire told him. 

Kastner’s gauntlets creaked about the sword’s hilt. He paused. 

“You have much to learn, squire,’ the templar said finally, before removing his 
blade from above the infant’s horrific form. ‘Your education is my burden. I will 
not fail you as you fail yourself. Pick up the child.’ 

‘My lord?’ Emil said with a face contorted by mixed emotions: shame, 
concern and disgust. Kneeling, Emil wrapped the creature back up in its 
swaddling. 

‘Place it back on the water,’ Kastner commanded. ‘You will come to see the 
mistake in your mercy.’ 

Emil made his way back down to the water and set the screaming child back 
down on the sod of woven weeds before pushing it back off into the torpid 
current. By the time he returned, Kastner was in the saddle, his glare full of 
reproachful sadness. Knowing that he had disappointed his master, the squire 
remained silent. 

The knight prompted Oberon on with his heels, Emil and his packhorse 
trailing behind with the troubled Gorst mumbling incessantly to himself in their 
hoof steps. Kastner kept his distance from the shrieking child, the sod carried 
ahead of them on the sloshing waters, bouncing along the reed banks on the 
opposite side of the river. The templar and his squire had little to say to one 
another for the next hour. Emil knew better than to disturb Sieur Kastner in such 
a black mood. 

The infant cried. The waters lapped at the muddy banks and the horses 
crunched through the grit of the road. Emil watched his master who in turn was 
looking downstream, watching the far bank. Kastner suddenly sat up in his 
saddle, craning his head for a better view. Drawing Oberon to a stop, the templar 
slid down from the steed and led the horse to the roadside. Emil followed suit 
and knelt down beside his crouching master. Kastner had but one word for his 
squire. 

‘Watch.’ 

Peering through the long grasses lining the river road, Emil saw that the sod of 
reeds had become tangled in a broken branch that lay off the bank. The infant 
screeched — its suffering rising with the heat of the dying day. Emil watched. He 
waited. 

The squire’s heart thudded in his chest as a figure darted from the tree line and 
down the riverbank. Its body was covered in piebald fur and its legs were long 
and cloven. Looking up and down the river, the beast — with a long face and 
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stubby horns of a nanny goat — snatched the child from the reeds and clutched it 
to itself. Within moments, the creature had become one with the forest again. 

‘The gods decided,’ Kastner said. ‘Just not the ones you were counting on.’ 
Emil felt the biting reproach of his master’s words. ‘Now the infant is our 
enemy.’ 

“My lord...’ 

‘Now it suckles gall from a mother borne of hate,’ Kastner continued, ‘to take 
its place in a tribe of beastmen. To spread the canker of the Ruinous Powers 
through the ancient forests and hunt us through the darkness. To maim. To 
defile. To kill. To sire more of its monstrous kind for us to destroy.’ 

‘I’m sorry, my master,’ Emil told him, his eyes on the grit at his boots. 

‘Fortunately,’ Kastner said, getting to his feet. ‘Calamity is not without virtues 
of its own. There is a crossing not too far downstream. We shall pick up the trail 
at the riverbank and you will track the beast — as I have taught you — back to its 
foetid herd. There Sigmar’s holy work will be done. Have no doubt. We shall 
end the beasts that walk like men, with all their foul get.’ 

“Yes, my lord,’ Emil said. He was having difficulty finding his way to the 
same fervent enthusiasm for the fight ahead as his master. The feeling followed 
him across the Flaschgang and into the depths of the Drakwald. Light left them 
and the squire was forced to light a lantern. Reading tracks by lantern light was 
not ideal and several times the squire lost the trail, only to have the templar find 
a hoof print here or the broken pieces of a snapped twig there. 

‘Such foundlings,’ Kastner told the squire, ‘are considered by the beastmen to 
be gifts from their Dark Gods. Their ears are always open to the cries of the 
afflicted and abandoned.’ 

The tracks led the pair to the suggestion of a trail, a dark path winding its way 
through the broad trunks of the ancient forest. The haunting sound of creaking 
bark and hollowed bone-chimes hanging from the branches drifted on the dank 
air. Moss-ravaged stone markers started to signal the beginnings of a dark and 
shrouded route through the forest’s ancient tangle. Once upon the winding trail, 
Kastner and Emil could hear the distant cries of the child. They were gaining on 
the beastwoman. Every step into the Drakwald depths took them into the 
creatures’ accursed and ancient hunting grounds. Stinking water sat in leaf- 
choked puddles. Fungus ran rampant across dying trees while a miasma infected 
the very air they breathed. The stench of rot — of disease and of slow death — 
coated them with its rancid musk. Through it, bloated flies buzzed. Things that 
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Emil to douse the lantern. Again the pair crouched to watch the beastwoman, 
foundling cradled in her filthy claws, approach some kind of concealed camp. 
The smothering forest broke ahead. Cankered leaves carpeted the floor — rustling 
with snakes, vermin and the large beetles they preyed upon — leaving the 
surrounding branches bare. Black birthing pools writhed with knots of foul 
worms. The fat trunks of dead trees seemed to thin, making way for a circle of 
rough menhirs and standing stones. At the centre raged a fire, threading the 
forest with a muggy smoke, and casting the beastwoman in silhouette. 

There were others. Many others. Black outlines of muscle, hoof and horn. 
Some swigged blood and ale, while others roared a bestial laughter at one 
another. Several creatures butted thick skulls in drunken dispute as about them 
beasts were snarling, bleating and jostling each other in the shadows. Beyond the 
fire, Kastner could see a crude altar improvised atop a fallen stone, where some 
kind of bestial shaman was shaking a staff crowned with a star of bloodied 
antlers over a sacrificial offering. The creature was dressed in rags, its fur settled 
with moss and its flesh harvested by blooms of fungus. A single horn curled its 
way out of the creature’s skull. Behind the monster, the herdstone it was 
honouring with innocent blood ached with unnatural energies. 

‘Sigmar has blessed us,’ Kastner hissed. Emil couldn’t find it in himself to 
agree. ‘It’s a warherd. Take courage, boy. You could not kill the child — the 
God-King has seen fit to pave the way to enemies you can. These beasts are the 
very children of Chaos. We shall take their hides in Sigmar’s name and bring 
light once more to this benighted part of his Empire.’ 

Carefully and quietly, Kastner drew Terminus from his saddle-scabbard and 
climbed down from Oberon. Taking his crusader shield from its saddle- 
mounting on the steed’s flank, Kastner slid his arm through the thick leather 
restraints. Even in the gloom, the Imperial cross was clear on the shield’s 
battered surface — a symbol of unity across Sigmar’s lands, with the God-King 
bringing tribes from the north, east and west of the Empire together with the 
under-dwelling dwarfs under one banner. Emil climbed down also, taking his 
crossbow and drawing the string back to its latch. Kastner shook his head. ‘Must 
you? I don’t mind you hunting our evening meal with that wretched thing but 
must it be used to slay the God-King’s enemies?’ 

‘Is this not a hunt of a kind, my lord?’ Emil replied, placing a bolt in the 
groove. Kastner disapproved of the crossbow. It was not a knightly weapon. On 
the other hand, it would take little for it to slam a bolt straight through the thick 
plate of his armour. Or the thick hide of a beastman, for that matter. He looked 
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back at the raucous celebration about the standing stones. The templar stared at 
the wizened shaman with suspicion as it conducted its primitive ritual above the 
butchery on the altar. Such primitives called on otherworldly powers against 
which a knight’s armour offered as little protection as against a crossbow bolt. 

‘Then your first quarry can be that horned thing at the centre of the stones,’ 
Kastner told the squire. 

“You think it leads this herd?’ Emil asked. 

‘Hopefully not for much longer,’ Kastner said. 

‘T’ll need to get closer.’ 

Kastner looked down at Terminus, the greatsword’s blade shadowed by the 
darkness about it. ‘You and me both.’ 

Emil thought on the deer and boar he hunted through the woods. 

“Won’t they smell us coming?’ 

Kastner nodded at the squire’s packhorse. At the stinking corpse of Yurian 
Spartak draped over it. 

“We are masked by the stench of corruption,’ the templar said. He took his 
crusader’s helm from the pommel-horn of Oberon’s saddle. ‘Fight well,’ he said 
to Emil. ‘Know that the God-King is with us in this desperate place. That he 
fights at our side in the bloodshed to come. On my signal.’ 

Emil nodded. 

‘Good luck, my lord.’ 

‘When your sword is guided by Sigmar, good fortune is not a factor,’ Kastner 
said. ‘Remember that.’ Kastner’s face disappeared behind his helm. Taking slow 
steps through the mud and mire, leading Oberon by the reins, Kastner advanced 
on the warherd. As he got nearer he could see that the gors’ fighting, drinking 
and dancing was masking their approach. With Spartak’s rotten stench hiding the 
sweet smell of their uncorrupted flesh from the host and their warhounds, the 
knight and his squire made it to the outlying circle of standing stones. Roughly 
carved runes and daemon-honouring symbols, splashed in old blood, covered the 
ancient obelisks. From the leafless branches of the canopy above swung gibbet 
cages of petrified wood. Each contained a miserable specimen. Prisoners — men, 
women and children — had been gathered by bestial hunting parties to provide 
fresh sacrifice for their unholy gods and flesh for their grumbling bellies. The 
warhounds that had hunted them had been chain-staked into the ground below 
the prisoners. They routinely leapt and snapped at the cages, snarls and feverish 
drool dribbling from their jaws. 

The sound of an ugly death — wet and shrill — cut through the bombast of the 
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shaman, arms outstretched, holding his staff and a gore-oozing heart in his 
disgusting claws. He bleated something to the stars as a disturbed cloud of flies 
swarmed about his filthy robes. The shaman jabbed his staff at the cages, 
summoning another victim to his dark altar. 

Moving his helm around, Kastner peered around the other side of his stone. A 
hulking beastman, a wall of muscle and wiry black hair emerged from behind the 
swollen trunk of a diseased oak. Upon its globed, shaggy shoulders sat a squat 
bovine skull. The mighty horns of a bull dominated the monstrous head, while 
its long face bore the curse of a thing sired by daemon on livestock. Steam 
smoked from its nostrils as it parted the braying and bestial merry-making. 
Several urn-swilling beastmen failed to move swiftly enough and produced from 
the monster’s chest a rumble of thunder. A skull-crushing fist came down on the 
first goatly head, sending the beastman crashing into the mud. The second was 
grabbed by its furry shoulders and butted into savage unconsciousness by the 
oxen-headed beast. It too went down to the celebratory braying and bleating of 
the herd. The creatures parted for the beastman, leaving only the warhounds in 
its way. The bull broke one of the hunting dogs across its hoof with a furious 
kick. The carcass flew into the air before being torn back down to the ground on 
its staked chain. Within moments the gnashing mongrels were flat to the forest 
floor, whining their submission. 

Kastner watched the bull take instruction badly from its bleating shaman. 
Barging through the gibbet cages and setting them to creak and swing, the 
monster’s search produced sobs and doom-laden shrieks from the prisoners 
within. The people were broken. They had watched as their number had 
dwindled, one by one succumbing to the butchery on the altar and a bone- 
splintering feast for the hideous herd. Only one seemed to have any fight left in 
her. A mere girl by the look of her. Kastner watched as her legs flailed out at the 
monster from the gibbet cage. The girl gagged. 

‘Get away from me! You stink,’ the girl called. The bull reached out for her 
but she pulled her legs within the cage. ‘Are you deaf as well as lame of brain, 
you abomination? Go find a spit.’ 

Kastner was impressed with the girl’s spirit — and she was a girl, seeming no 
older than Emil. She was dressed in rags that might once have been robes, made 
from material that might once have been white. The girl had the reckless 
abandon and wicked tongue of youth. Her eyes were dark and defiant while her 
hair was boyishly short and looked as if it had been scissored about a bowl. 
Kastner had seen such haircuts before — on the novice-sisters and vestals of 
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religious orders. Standing in her gibbet, she clutched a package to her stomach: a 
pile of tomes, bound in a pile with twine. As the beastman grasped the wooden 
bars of the cage, the girl kicked at them with her sandals. ‘Get off, you reeking 
freak.’ 

The girl certainly didn’t sound like a sister. Ire dribbled from the bull’s 
steaming snout. Its ears rang with the bleatings of its shaman and the girl’s 
effrontery. With an effortless flex of its muscle-bound arms and shoulders, the 
monster tore the cage apart, causing the novice-sister to drop into the den of 
dogs below. A fang-faced hound brought up its head to snap at the girl. 
Swinging the books around on their length of twine, the girl smacked its snout 
aside. A great hoof came down beside her, crunching the dog into the ground for 
its impudence. The girl screamed as the bull snatched her up by the legs and 
dragged her through the mire towards the altar. Clawing at the muddy ground, 
the girl discovered that she had lost her pile of books. She reached out for the 
length of twine but the bull’s monstrous stride swiftly took her out of reach. As 
the beastman stomped away, the warhounds rose from their subservience and 
closed about the package of tomes like the gates of a snarling enclosure. 

Kastner moved back around the standing stone, Terminus seeming to burn in 
his grasp. The bull laid its colossal, blood-stained hands on the girl, producing 
another shriek of surprise, but the monster simply grabbed her like a sack of 
grain and slammed her down on the altar. Lying in the butchered remains of the 
previous sacrifice, the novice-sister thrashed out with her feet and small fists, 
knocking the heads of toadstools and settled fungus from the shaman’s flesh. 
The bull glowered at the victim, its stench overpowering and its hot breath 
billowing about them. The goat-headed shaman seemed amused by the girl’s 
resistance, its yellow teeth bared and its foetid form wracked by a sickly 
laughter. 

‘T hear your shepherd calling, whey-face,’ the novice said, hitting out at the 
ancient. She was simple and coarse of tongue but her spirit was indomitable. The 
shaman reached out for her with mildewed hands. ‘Don’t you touch me,’ she 
said, spitting at the beast. The girl tried to get up out of the gore but the 
shaman’s staff suddenly came down across her throat. It both held her to the 
altar and restricted her breathing. She clawed at it but dark energies were 
flowing through the monster and it was as immovable as a tree. The goatly grin 
was gone from the ancient’s furry lips. It moved in with a claw still wet with 
blood. The girl tried to cover herself as its hand explored her shredded robes, 
pulling from them a small silver hammer on a chain. It dawned on the shaman, 
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religious order. With the last of her breath and the staff across her throat, the girl 
hissed: ‘My... God-King... will... smite... thee...’ 

The shaman erupted with bleating laughter. It was infectious. The creatures of 
the warherd joined the celebration in savage mirth. As the concubine of an 
enemy god, the girl’s sacrifice would bring many blessings from their dark 
patrons. Selecting a flint knife from the altar, its razored blade stained red by the 
many lives it had taken, the shaman held it above the torso of the thrashing girl. 
The shaman’s eyes closed and its lips fell to daemon-honouring bleats and 
incantations. 

Kastner stood, the smooth metal of his plate gliding up the moss-threaded 
stone. The templar was tensed. His mind and body were ready for the slaughter 
to come. He had been watching and waiting. Enemies had been counted. Every 
brute silhouette had been allowed to reveal itself, the measure of its reach and its 
likely intention. The knight knew by horn and frame which beasts would fight 
and which would scatter. He knew which creatures were far from their brute 
weapons and which were out of their mind on ale. He knew the things that had to 
die first. The ones that would test him with their gifts and savagery. The gors. 
The bull. The wizened shaman. He looked to Emil. The squire’s crossbow was 
already up, resting against an opposing stone. 

‘Now,’ Kastner told him, his helm coming down and tapping against his 
breastplate. 

The shaman’s ragged ears pricked. His eyes opened and rotated in their 
sockets. Interlopers. Intruders on unholy ground. Fresh sacrifices for the 
herdstone. His thick tongue wrapped itself around curses and ancient 
bewitchments. 

Emil’s horse reared with sudden savagery. The squire instinctively moved, 
sending his bolt wide. The quarrel tugged at the shaman’s rags and shattered off 
the herdstone behind. The squire’s steed was not itself. The creature was glazed 
of eye and flashing out with its hooves. Emil ducked and backed from out of the 
cover of the obelisk as his horse’s shoe sparked off the stone. The packhorse was 
similarly affected, hawing and bucking the corpse of Yurian Spartak from its 
back. This had nothing to do with the dead warrior of Chaos, Kastner decided. 
This was the shaman asserting its control over the wild natures of its beast-kin. 

Kastner watched as Oberon’s eyes glazed over like a northern lake. The 
stallion’s lips curled back from the long pegs of its teeth. The knight had to act 
fast. Kastner ran at the steed, his mail and plated fist bringing his crusader shield 
up, smashing the horse’s skull aside. The animal stumbled backwards, both the 
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sense and spell’s influence knocked from it. Legs faltered and the stallion 
crumbled and crashed to the ground unconscious. The Sigmarite templar’s 
gauntlet creaked about the greatsword Terminus. He was less sentimental about 
his squire’s steed and packhorse, which they had recently picked up in 
Bergsburg. The crusader blade went up between the savage hooves of the reared 
steed and into its chest. Pulling the broad blade from the punctured ruin of the 
horse’s heart, Kastner spun around. Terminus passed through the packhorse’s 
throat before Emil’s steed hit the ground. 

‘Again,’ the knight bawled through his helm at the squire who was reloading 
his crossbow. 

The fire raged. The warherd remembered themselves. Ale-jars were flung into 
the standing stones of the circle. Muscle-bound silhouettes came at the templar. 
The longhorns first. Savages already tested in battle with greenskins and ratmen. 
Monsters who had killed enough and had lived long enough to enjoy the 
appreciations of their herd. They had never met a Knight of the Twin-Tailed 
Orb, however. They had never met Diederick Kastner. Their beastflesh was 
tough and wiry, shot through with sinew and strong bone. Terminus cleaved 
through it like clotted cream. Kastner became a silhouette amongst many — the 
fire framing both the clean, confident movements of his training and the 
invention he introduced in between. 

The beastmen, in contrast, were bludgeoners, favouring scavenged axes and 
stone hammers. Their weapons were rude and rusted but the strength with which 
they swung them was hate-fuelled and barbaric. There was no organisation or 
consideration of tactics, only an animal cunning and a pecking order, with 
monsters of greater size and length of horn engaging first. It was easy for a 
watrior — even a templar knight moving within the exhausting constraints of 
metal plate — to lose himself in battle. To become such an animal. 

The lost were in the thrall of the Blood God — their rage a mindless offering. 
Such men were no better than the beasts Kastner was taking apart with the 
disciplined strokes and thrusts of his templar blade. Kastner had reasoned that 
the best warriors thought their way through battle. They knew where their blade 
would be the moment before it landed. They knew where the service of their 
shield would be required before the fatal landing of the axe. A man that fought 
by instinct alone — like even the most capable savage — could not know such 
things. He could not predict the lethal preferences of his enemy and he could not 
learn from them mid-engagement. Battle was a serious game of strategy and 
skill, like those played with boards and fancy pieces. Able players could rely on 
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as they were revealed before them. 

Terminus hacked limbs from muscular torsos. Shoulder-cleaving swings took 
heads almost from shoulders. Streams of hot beast-blood sailed about the knight 
as the herd’s best gors carpeted the ground within the circle. Kastner’s shield 
soaked up the frustration and desperation of axe-wielding monsters that roared at 
him as if it meant something. The onslaught continued as Kastner plunged his 
blade through the carcasses of their fellow savages. In between such surgical 
thrusts, the templar found a moment to slam back at the creatures at his rear, 
smashing jaws from goat-skulls with the cross guard of his sword and kicking 
monstrosities back into the flames of the furious fire. 

As the carnage unfolded and the warherd began to get over the drunken shock 
of the intrusion, the shaman slashed his flint knife through the air, motioning the 
hordes of lesser gors and brays on into the slaughter. As the herd’s best 
butcherers were cleaved apart by the fearless knight, there were few beastmen 
that relished such a proposition. With the ale souring in their bellies and their 
spears and cudgels loose in their claws, they hesitated. 

During a raid or the murderous slaughter of a village, the cogs of barbaric 
carnage were usually oiled by the blood spilled by beastlords and longhorns — 
the very creatures the plate-clad knight was hewing his way through. With lesser 
creatures and beastlings fleeing into the darkness of the forest, many of the 
herd’s savages thought of doing the same. Several hoofsteps back, however, they 
were stopped in their tracks by the thunderous roar of the bull. The beast 
snatched a broad woodcutter’s blade from a nearby creature and took its head 
clean off with a bellow-driven sweep. Both the sound and the violence drove the 
warherd on, like a storm at their backs, across the stone circle at the templar 
knight. 

The shaman bleated its alarm at the bull, fearful of offending its gods and 
intent on completing the sacrifice. Spinning the axe in its colossal fist, the beast 
caught it and launched the weapon haft over blade at the tree supporting the 
gibbet cages of the prisoners. Embedding itself in the diseased trunk, the axe cut 
through the lines supporting them. The cages crashed to the ground amongst and 
on top of the herd’s warhounds. Like the horses, the dogs had been driven to 
mindless savagery by the shaman’s incantations. The prisoners shrieked their 
terror as their cages shattered and the diseased maws of the dogs set upon them, 
tearing the flesh from their bones. 

The last of the beastlords was a four-homed monstrosity that Kastner thought 
he had put down in the first few kills. The monstrous thing, driven on by some 
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bestial refusal to die, swung a mace made up of the embedded fangs of some 
sabre-toothed conquest. Twice the weapon had punctured Kastner’s shield and 
had even plunged through his plate pauldron and into his shoulder. 

As Kastner cut pieces off the beastman with his greatsword and the creature 
mauled him in return with its thagomizer, Emil found it difficult to take the shot. 
He had held the crossbow to his eye for some time. Each time he prepared to 
take the shot, Kastner’s armoured form or the flailing body of one of his brute 
victims moved before the target. As Emil had moved to get a better shot, 
beastmen had joined the fray — some bound for the squire and intercepted by 
Kastner. 

The shaman, eyes closed and lips mouthing ritual incantations in some dark 
tongue, held his flint blade over the girl’s chest. The novice’s bosom rose and 
fell rapidly in alarm, the creature’s staff holding her down on the altar. She 
pushed up against the staff but it would not move. The mumbling ended. The 
knife came up. Emil’s target would not wait. The squire let the bolt fly. It 
whistled between Diederick Kastner and the four-homed beast he was 
exchanging blows with — the pair barely noticing. 

The shaman did notice. The quarrel — which had flown straight and true — had 
found its way between the creature’s unsettling eyes. It stumbled against the 
mighty herdstone at its back as the flint knife clattered to the altar. The macabre 
staff followed. Sliding back down the herdstone, the shaman was dead by the 
time it reached the cankered earth. The novice-sister sat upright, clutching at her 
throat. She was coughing, cursing and trying to get her breath. 

There was snarling. There was barking. And it was getting closer. Emil turned 
to see that the hulking bull had stomped through the flesh-stripped prisoners and 
released the warhounds. The beast towered over the chain-trailing creatures, 
snorting its hate at the squire before thundering its way back towards the 
Sigmarite knight and the horde of bestial kin it had unleashed at him. Emil 
hooked the stirrup over his boot and feverishly reloaded the crossbow. 

‘My lord,’ he said, the words leaving his lips like a last regret. Bringing the 
crossbow up, he slammed the bolt into the lead creature, pinning it to the ground. 
He reloaded. The pack scrambled on. 

Kastner looked to the squire and then back at the four-horned beast before him 
which refused to die. Behind the creature was a horde of bull-spooked beastmen, 
charging with spears and gnarled clubs. Another hound went down. ‘Master,’ 
Emil called, hammering a third mongrel into a tree trunk. 

Kastner threw Terminus down at the ground, the blade quivering in the soft 
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earth, and allowed the beastman’s fanged mace to bury itself in his shield. 
Shrugging the weapon aside and with his gauntlets free, the knight seized the 
creature by the horns and butted it in the snout with his crusader helm. And 
again. And again. With the beastman’s ruined face splattered across the helm, 
Kastner released it, allowing the creature to fall backwards. 

‘Present your blade,’ Kastner roared across the stone circle, retrieving his own 
weapon. 

The pack was almost upon the squire. Emil lined up his next shot but realised 
the futility of the action. Allowing the crossbow to drop, he tore his short blade 
from his scabbard, slashing the first of the hounds to one side. Another came at 
him and received the same treatment. Somehow, in the unfolding havoc, Emil 
found his way to his training. The disciplined cuts and slashes that Kastner had 
taught him. Moves that suited a short blade and an inexperienced swordsman. 
But there were too many. Too many sets of jaws. Too many blood-crazed 
hounds, savaging his legs, clamping onto his arms, leaping at the squire and 
dragging him down. Emil became a mound of emaciated bodies, whippet tails 
and diseased maws, tearing his body in different directions. 

Kastner saw the occasional flash of the blade and the isolated yelps of animals 
unfortunate enough to find themselves skewered by it. The squire was down, 
however, and needed help. The templar took several determined steps towards 
the screaming squire, but the dogs were dragging his fang-slashed body into the 
trees. The templar’s steps became an awkward run, exhaustion and the weight of 
his plate dragging him down. He felt the warherd slam into his shield like a team 
of charging stallions at the head of a runaway coach. Kastner fell to one side, 
almost tripping over his own armoured boots. He almost went over, which 
Kastner knew would have been the end of him. Down on the ground in full plate 
armour, he would have been an easy sitting target for crooked spears. 

Self-reproach sizzled in his chest. He could not save the squire without saving 
himself. He was no use to the God-King dead. Kastner dug his boots into the 
sloppy earth. The horde pushed. With a roar the knight heaved back. 

‘Sigmar,’ he hissed within his crusader helm. ‘My god... my king...’ 

Kastner heaved. He heaved again. Blows began to rain down on his armour 
from the flanks. He gasped as a spear slipped in between his plates and cut, hot 
and wicked, into his side. Cutting through the shaft with Terminus, he pushed on 
into the centre of the mob. Every mongrel and half-breed wanted to own his 
death. The yellowness of their hearts was gone. Their bare chests beating with 
the confidence of their number, the success of their savage blows and the 
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knight’s impending death. Diederick Kastner had no intention of meeting such 
an expectation. 

‘Sigmar, grant me the strength to cleanse this land of your foes...’ the knight 
snarled through his efforts. He heaved at the mob before him. His teeth gritted 
beneath his helmet and his boots stamped footholds in the ground. He hurled 
himself at the shield and the shield at the warherd. ‘...as the light cleanses the 
darkness.’ 

One final gargantuan push had driven the monstrosities before him into the 
embrace of their own fire. Kastner screwed his eyes shut against the brightness 
that flooded his helm. He felt heat pass rapidly through the metal of his plate. In 
driving the throng before him, the templar had half-stepped into the fire himself. 
The silhouettes of his enemies, thrashing at the knight with their weapons 
moments before, were now thrashing at themselves — bleating and screeching — 
as the beastmen attempted to extinguish the flames licking their way through 
their shaggy fur. 

Kastner turned, the heat scorching its way through his plate searing the skin. 
With part of the horde aflame and the rest unwilling to follow them, the knight 
found himself alone. The hammer of blows raining down on his buckled plate 
had ceased. Spears failed to lance his flesh. Muscular bodies no longer clashed 
with his own. The beastmen huddled together. They were a wall of spear-points 
and the crude presenting of weaponry. Kastner had reminded them why they 
should fear him. 

The templar’s steaming plate rattled as his shook himself back to composure. 
He stretched his tension-knotted neck from side to side. Terminus ached in his 
gauntlet and he clashed it three times against his mangled shield. 

‘Come on!’ the knight roared at them. ‘Come on! I have the God-King’s 
absolution in my hand. Come and get it...’ 

One exhausted step followed another, taking the templar into the bestial ranks. 
A ram-headed beast came at him with a stone hammer. It died. An antlered 
monstrosity tried to impale him on a pitch-forked spear. It died. A stubby-horned 
fiend threw itself and its serrated hatchets at him. It died. Cut. Thrust. Shield- 
smash. Repeat. As his plate cooled, righteous hatred for the darkbreeds burned. 
He would kill them all. Holding back a pair of dead-eyed goat monsters, Kastner 
swung Terminus about him, severing head after bleating head. Pushing the 
beastmen back he pulled the shield aside and slammed the length of the 
greatsword blade through the pair of carcasses. He would kill them all. The stone 
circle stank of death like never before. Kastner found himself striding through 
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mounds of corpses. The beastmen stumbled through their dead. Terminus sang 
through them — its blade an instrument upon which a ballad was played. A story 
of drama and death. Mostly death. Even as the herd thinned and the cowardly 
creatures went to flee, the knight cut them down, opening their shaggy beastflesh 
from their broad shoulders to their buttocks. He. Would. Kill. Them. All. 

But he wouldn’t. The bull — a ferocious tower of bovine fury — denied him. 
The colossus stomped forward, shaking its mighty horns and smashing 
remaining beastmen aside with its huge fists. As the broken bodies of its kindred 
hit trees and the standing stones of the circle, the bull grabbed the herd’s final 
gor. The goat-faced wretch bleated in terror before the bull tore it in two. With 
gore and intestines dribbling through its huge fingers, the monster snorted pure 
hate at the knight standing before him. 

‘Come on,’ Kastner said, beckoning it on with a gesture of his shield. ‘In the 
God-King’s name, let’s finish it...’ 

The bull stormed at him, its hooves shaking the ground like thunder. Its head 
came down. Its horn-points came at the templar, dark with dried blood. Kastner 
assumed a fighting stance. He was ready to side-step the beast and use its own 
momentum to take it past him. There he would deliver a strike to fell the creature 
— or at least slow it down. The bull was fast for something so huge and at the last 
moment Kastner decided that he would not be able to evade the avalanche of 
muscle and rage coming at him. Bracing himself behind the shield, Kastner 
found himself driven backwards before the impact. 

Corralled between the monster’s two great horns, Kastner was slammed back 
into the rough stone of a primitive obelisk behind. The hulking beast grabbed the 
standing stone with its huge hands, and trapping Kastner between the 
unforgiving obelisk and its thick skull proceeded to pound the knight to oblivion. 
Kastner felt his shield buckle and his plate crumple about him. His head bounced 
back and forth within his helm as the bull smashed him into the standing stone. 

The assault stopped and Kastner attempted to recover his breath. The beast’s 
huge skull moved away, once again allowing the knight to see the light of the 
fire, the stone circle and the shadows that lay beyond. The only other living thing 
within the circle was the girl, who, benefitting from the bull’s distraction, had 
picked her way back through what was left of the hound-mauled prisoners to 
find her precious pile of books. 

Kastner pushed himself away from the obelisk, his plate having moulded itself 
to the stone’s imperfections. Like a prize-fighter trapped in a corner by his 
opponent, Kastner was pushed back. His shield battered him into the rough 
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Suddenly the shield was gone, torn away by the bull — the creature eager to 
pulverise the knight’s armoured form and the soft flesh that lay within. A fist 
came at Kastner. He ducked. Barely in time. The woolly knuckles of the beast 
smashed stone from the monolith. Another almost took the knight’s head off — 
settling instead for shattering away a section of the obelisk. 

Kastner launched himself at the colossal creature’s chest. It was like the side 
of a building, muscles bulging like bricks — it had its own brutal architecture. 
Kastner slammed it again with his battered pauldron — enough to make room for 
Terminus, and the chest-opening sweep of the blade that gashed the beast from 
naval to nipple. The monster bellowed its pain, smacking the broad blade from 
the knight’s exhausted grip. As the sword clanged off the standing stone and 
onto the wet earth, the beast back-fisted Kastner across the circle. 

For moments following, the knight had little idea where he was. The 
brightness of the fire eclipsed all else. Its crackle was a mind-aching torment. 
The ground seemed to move with a sickening motion. Suddenly Kastner was up. 
The bull was upon him once more. It lifted the armoured templar and flung him 
like a sack of grain back across the circle. He hit another of the standing stones. 
There was a sharp pain in the back of his skull. When he opened his eyes he 
found that his helm had gone. He was sitting at the base of an obelisk. All he 
could hear was the fury spilling out of the beastman. It charged. 

Kastner toppled himself to one side, his plate rattling like a wagon on a rough 
road. He felt himself drifting in and out of consciousness. The brute’s hoof 
smashed down into the base of the stone where the knight had been. Kastner 
crawled miserably away, plated arm over buckled arm. The creature raged above 
him like a storm. The knight dashed his face in the muddy pool he was crawling 
through, bringing him briefly back to clarity. The standing stone gave an 
excruciating moan as the bull tore at it, toppling it across the knight’s scrabbling 
form. Trapping Kastner briefly, the irregularity of the obelisk and the marshiness 
of the ground beneath its fallen length allowed the knight to scrape his armoured 
legs free. Before Kastner knew it, the beast was bringing another stone down on 
him. The knight rolled to one side through the mud, the mire squelching in 
through the rents in his plate. The bull grasped a broken chunk of stone, bigger 
than the monster’s own head, and held it above its horns. Mounting the fallen 
stones, the creature stood above the knight’s prone form, snorting its clouded 
exertions into the night air. Its arms trembled. Kastner stopped crawling. He 
rolled back over to present himself to the bovine colossus... the squire’s 
recovered crossbow in his muddy gauntlets. It was not a knightly weapon — but it 
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would serve. Kastner fired. 

The bolt stabbed up through the muscle of the bull’s chest. The close range 
had buried the bolt right up to its feathered flight. The beastman snorted with 
sudden surprise. Its bludgeoning stone crashed to the ground, bouncing off the 
toppled obelisk from which it came. The bull staggered back across the slaughter 
of the circle. Gasping. Snorting. Moaning like a herd of frightened cattle. 

Kastner pushed himself to his knees. His arms were shaking. His head felt 
light and the wound in his side bummed with every excruciating movement. He 
got unsteadily to his feet, his plate rattling with exhaustion. Putting one foot in 
front of the other, the knight walked about the stone circle and recovered 
Terminus from where it lay, splattered with both mud and blood before the base 
of a rough obelisk. The sword felt heavy in his hands and the knight needed both 
to drag the blade across the stone circle. The bull had made it to the gore- 
dripping altar, bent over double, its great chest heaving with the difficulty of 
breathing. 

With more effort than he could bear, Kastner heaved Terminus above his head, 
roaring his side-splitting agony. The greatsword crashed down on the altar 
surface, sending a crack through the ancient stone. The bull had pushed itself 
away through the slick blood on its surface and crashed down beside its shaman 
at the foot of the herdstone. It groaned, one hoofed slab of a leg shaking 
uncontrollably. It spread the fingers of one huge hand across its chest and around 
the bolt through its thunderous heart. Its other arm waved the Sigmarite knight 
away in silent pleading. With difficulty, Kastner moved around the broken altar 
and swayed above the bull in his own torment. The templar shook his head as 
clouds of the beastman’s hot breath enveloped them both. The herdstone ached 
with the unnatural energies of its making and construction. Its wyrdstone 
gleamed like shadow, charged with the offering of so many souls slaughtered in 
the circle before it. The bull nestled its mighty horned skull against it, like an 
infant at its mother’s bosom. Still it thought its Ruinous patrons would deliver it. 

‘No,’ Kastner said, his lips bloodied and bruised. The beast closed eyes wet 
with fear and frustration. Its arm came down in monstrous acceptance. Kastner 
lifted Terminus once more and brought the blade down on the creature’s thick 
skull with all the fury he could summon from his pain-wracked body. Blood 
sprayed the knight’s ruined armour as he hacked down through horn and bone. 
The blade came down again and again, its cleaving movements becoming wilder 
and wilder. Although the fire in his arms succumbed to the effort, the fire in his 
heart did not. He. Would. Kill. Them. All. 
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The heavy blade went wide, missing the beastman’s demolished skull and 
clashing through the irregularity of the herdstone. The metal of the blade rang 
strangely against the material and Kastner felt a sudden agony burn through his 
mind like the tip of a fire-stoked poker. The hurt and surprise was such that the 
Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb dropped Terminus in the gore of his ruined foe 
and stumbled at the altar, his gauntlet clasped across his right eye. A groan of 
delicate anguish escaped his lips. Blood, hot and thick, spilled through the metal 
digits and down his face. He tried to see but he could not. Blinking his left eye 
open through the blood and the pain he found that he could not do so with the 
right. His heart became a whisper. He roared his fears and fell to his armoured 
knees. All he could see with the right was the deep darkness of the world now 
gone. A throbbing woe. A feverish affliction. A white-hot absence. Doom in all 
its pure honesty. 

Snatching his gauntlet from his hand he traced the tip of a finger through the 
bloody socket and across the ruined eye. He felt the prick of an object within and 
the simultaneous agony of a pain the like of he which he had never experienced. 
It was like a crash of lightning through the mind, throwing everything within 
into the dread, darkness and disorder that followed. Kastner tried to think. To 
focus his way through the constant torment. Terminus must have struck a flinty 
shard from the wyrdstone and sent it like an arrow head into his eye. Clutching 
his other hand, the knight smashed the metal fist into the herdstone in frustration 
and anger. He had been stupid. Rash. Irrational. And he had paid for it. He had 
lost something that he couldn’t possibly get back. The realisation burned him. 

The templar remained before the stone for a while, kneeling in the end of his 
enemies. The shame of tears rolled quietly down one blood-speckled cheek. 
Gore steamed from the ground. The fire began to die. The raw redness of the 
dawn reached through the open sky. 

Kastner felt something nudge his arm. It was Oberon. The stallion pushed at 
him gently with its nose, as though unsure whether its master was dead or alive. 
The knight was so still. The steed was not the only one interested. Kastner 
looked up. The novice-sister was kneeling before him, her bound books in her 
lap, her lips parted as she stared at his eye. It was a botched mess. A spider- 
shaped puncture wound revealing the darkness within. Blood ran like tears from 
its ruination. The girl tore a strip of clean material from her chemise and 
proceeded to wrap it about Kastner’s head, covering his blind eye. She had been 
talking but Kastner hadn’t noticed. 

‘So you’re a knight,’ the girl said. 
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“You’re a knight?’ she repeated. Her voice was annoyingly up-beat. Sing-song 
and provincial. She moved the pile of books closer, as though she were 
protecting them. Kastner grunted. From the sound of her voice, the templar 
found it difficult to believe that the girl had ever looked between the covers of 
one. ‘I’ve never seen a knight close up. There were some that visited the 
Reverend Mother, you know, with important persons and such...’ 

‘A knight is an important person,’ Kastner grizzled. He needed something to 
concentrate on other than the agony in his head. The girl didn’t seem to have 
noticed that Kastner had spoken. She rambled on. 

‘The one I saw up closest, well he wore the same kind of armour as you. 
Different symbol, though. Some kind of animal, I think. One of the girls in the 
scullery said it was a griffon, whatever that is...’ 

“You’re a sister?’ Kastner put to her. 

“Yes, well, no — I’m a novice,’ the girl admitted. ‘I work in the scullery...’ 

‘T got that,’ Kastner said. The blinding agony of his eye was making him short 
and sarcastic. ‘A Sigmarite?’ 

‘Why, yes, sieur,’ the girl said. “The Reverend Mother said that one day I’d 
make a very fine Sister of the Imperial Cross.’ Kastner had heard of the order. 
Like his own knightly order, the Sisters of the Imperial Cross answered 
ultimately to the Grand Theogonist in Altdorf. The order maintained priories and 
convents of dutiful sisters throughout the Empire and took as their symbol the 
Imperial cross — the same cross that adorned the pommel of Terminus. North, 
south, east and west — the Sisters of the Imperial Cross honoured Sigmar as their 
patron and took as their solemn duty the spiritual unity of the God-King’s 
Empire. ‘She gave me this...’ the girl told him. She pulled a silver hammer from 
her robes from where it was hanging on a chain. 

‘Where’s your priory, girl?’ Kastner demanded, pushing himself to his feet. He 
wobbled and the novice went to steady him. 

‘The Hammerfall,’ the girl told him. ‘In the Middle Mountains. Going on three 
years now.’ 

Kastner turned and put his head to Oberon’s. 

‘Good boy,’ the templar told him. Then to the novice, ‘Girl — get my sword 
and my steed.’ 

‘T have a name, you know,’ the girl scowled. 

Kastner nodded to himself. The girl really wasn’t bright. She clearly knew no 
better than to answer back to a knight. If Kastner had truly been of noble birth he 
might have had her answer for it. It was the same pluck he had seen in the cage, 
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before the bull. Three years at the Hammerfall — and still a novice. Little 
wonder, given the mouth on her. Little wonder that she had found her services 
indispensable in the scullery, the knight reasoned. He tured. 

‘What’s your name, girl?’ 

‘Giselle,’ she said. 

Kastner nodded slowly. 

‘Girl,’ he said, ‘get my sword and steed.’ 

‘Don’t you have...?’ Giselle began. 

The knight turned his head, brought up his hand and slapped it down into his 
gauntlet. 

‘All right, all right,’ the girl said, heaving Terminus out of the gore. ‘I just 
thought you’d have a squire for this sort of thing.’ 

‘T do,’ Kastner said, finding his footing and striding for the woods. As he 
passed Emil’s crossbow on the ground — the unknightly weapon that had saved 
the knight’s life — he scooped it up. 

With Terminus’s bloody blade over one shoulder, Oberon’s reins in the other 
hand and her pile of books under an arm, Giselle followed the templar out of the 
stone circle. Kastner stepped over the two warhounds Emil had shot. Even in the 
sliver of morning sun, the tracks were easy to follow. The pads of the savage 
dogs were everywhere. Emil’s body had been dragged through the trees. There 
were scraps of clothing. Blood. Even a couple of the boy’s fingers. There were 
also bodies. The bodies of emaciated hounds that the squire had managed to gut 
with his short sword or skinning knife. One by one the knight stepped over the 
carcasses of dead dogs. There were so many that it was hard to believe any of 
the herd’s hunting pack had been left alive. They hadn’t. Kastner found the last 
of the beasts, its tainted jaws still wrapped around Emil’s neck. 

Kastner trudged down into the bloody mire about the boy’s body, pulling the 
warhound off him. A crossbow bolt, planted there by hand, was buried in the 
dog’s stab-thrashed belly. Emil was a mess. Kastner felt cold emotion wash 
through his pain-wracked chest. Giselle came up behind with Oberon. She 
allowed the greatsword to fall and spear the ground and looked at the templar. 
The girl saw the grief — the responsibility — pass across Kastner’s face. 

‘Is he alive?’ she asked. Kastner didn’t answer. ‘Saw a man fed to the Graf’s 
wolves once,’ the girl said absently. ‘He looked much like that.’ 

The boy’s limbs were savaged, his ragged torso was a fang-punctured mess, 
his handsome features all but gone. Kastner brought his ear to the squire’s 
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ribcage. Kastner closed his eye. 

‘Hang on, Emil,’ the knight said. 

Hauling the moaning Emil out of the puddle of his own blood, Kastner laid 
him across Oberon’s saddle. 

‘Get up,’ Kastner told the girl. She shook her head. 

‘T don’t ride.’ 

“You do today,’ Kastner said. ‘Give me your foot.’ 

‘I’ve never ridden a horse in my life, sir. My family couldn’t even afford a 
broken mule...’ 

‘Girl — I need you to do this,’ Kastner said. ‘He needs you to do this. There is a 
small temple in the foothills of the Middle Mountains, near the village of Esk.’ 

‘A temple to Sigmar?’ the girl asked, suddenly interested. 

“Yes, a way temple,’ the templar replied. 

‘Tneed a temple,’ she said and Kastner found the girl’s delicate foot in his 
gauntlet. He pushed her up onto the mighty Oberon. There she uncertainly took 
the reins with Emil laid before her. She hugged her books to her. 

‘There you will find a priest named Dagobert. Tell him Sieur Kastner sent you. 
He will recognise my steed and my squire. This is Oberon.’ 

‘This priest,’ Giselle asked, ‘he is a wise man?’ 

‘Yes,’ Kastner said. ‘He will know what to do.’ 

‘I mean,’ Giselle said, ‘is he a learned man? My Reverend Mother bade me 
promise, on the blood of the Founder, that I deliver these tomes to a learned 
man, a priest — a true servant of Sigmar.’ 

“Your books be damned, girl,’ Kastner said, his agonies making him sharp and 
impatient. ‘A man’s life hangs in the balance.’ 

‘My lady was very specific,’ the girl said moodily. ‘A learned man, she said. A 
true servant of Sigmar.’ 

“You’ll find none truer,’ Kastner said irritably. He pulled Oberon to a stop. He 
rubbed his blood-splattered forehead with his fingers. He needed the girl more 
than he cared to admit to her. His trials — his agonies — were making him 
discourteous. ‘You were taken by the beasts of the forest on your way to deliver 
these tomes?’ 

‘I was.’ 

‘The Drakwald is not to be travelled lightly,’ Kastner told her. “Take my 
squire to Father Dagobert. He is a good man. A learned man. He will see to your 
tomes and answer any questions your Reverend Mother has. But please, take my 
man to him first.’ 
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‘My Lady seeks no answers from the books, sir,’ Giselle said. ‘She said take 
them. Take them far from the Hammerfall. To safety.’ 

Kastner frowned, but he did not have time for further questions. He handed her 
Emil’s crossbow. ‘If any bar your path, you tell them you are on the temple’s 
business and put this in their face. They will think twice — I assure you.’ 

Giselle took the weapon. 

‘How might I find this temple?’ 

‘Oberon knows the way,’ Kastner told her. 

“You would entrust this man’s life to a horse?’ 

‘No, I entrust him to you,’ the templar told her. ‘Gorst!’ Kastner called to the 
forest. ‘Gorst — get yourself out here, you mangy beggar.’ 

Giselle looked about. The fingertips of red morning radiance probed the dank 
forest. Then she saw him, emerging like a skittish animal from behind a tree. A 
wretched figure. A flagellant draped in chains — his head trapped within a small 
cage. Giselle’s lip curled with obvious disgust. ‘Girl, meet Gorst. Gorst — I want 
you to lead Oberon to Father Dagobert. You remember the temple at Esk?’ 

The flagellant nodded slowly. ‘Gorst — the God-King asks this of you. Do you 
understand? You will not fail him. You will not fail me.’ The flagellant nodded. 
Kastner slapped Oberon’s hindquarters, prompting the stallion on. As the horse 
reached Gorst, the flagellant broke into a run, leading it into the forest at a trot. 
As Emil moaned at the movement and Giselle rolled in the saddle, the novice 
turned back to look at Kastner. 

‘What are you going to do?’ the girl called over her shoulder. 

‘The God-King’s work,’ Kastner told her. “There is stone to smash and bodies 
to burn. I shall ensure that this dark path leads nowhere. The Empire is no place 
for the children of Chaos. The next warherd to pass through here will know that.’ 

As the Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb became lost to her in the halo of 
morning sun breaking through the trees, Giselle nodded and turned back to her 
path. She thought on the slaughter of the stone circle. ‘I think they will,’ she said 
to herself. 
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CHAPTER V 


‘Why did chance its steps betray, 
Far from friend and home — 
On trails left by the hands of fate 
Where only shadows roam.’ 


— The Brothers Ziegler 


The Drakwald 
Hochland 
Sonstill, IC 2420 


Diederick Kastner was lost. 

North had not taken him north. It had taken him to another place. Somewhere 
the sun rarely shone — and when it did, it bled across the sky like a wound, 
keeping impossible consort with the moons. Diederick wandered, his mindless 
steps and stumbles plunging him through forest he had never known. He dragged 
Terminus behind him in one trembling, white fist. The tip of the sword’s broad 
blade left a furrow behind the templar, cutting through the tangle of the forest 
earth. 

Kastner’s battered armour felt like a fireplace, reflecting the feverish heat of 
his body inwards. Droplets fell from his brow and cheeks, pitter-patting against 
his breastplate. He moaned his exhaustion, madness dripping from his lips like 
Gorst or the madmen he’d seen in hospice cages. He tried to stem its flow but 
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even the attempt to do so became a senseless rant. 

Day and night danced about him, like lovers at a féte, swinging each other 
around — each revolution getting faster and faster. The sensation was sickening. 
The land moved beneath his feet and his stomach shifted, causing the knight to 
heave and vomit down the trunks of trees. He tumbled. He fell — his plate 
clattering like a tray of tankards to a tavern floor. His sweat dropped to the black 
forest earth. Buds on the trees erupted and buried the knight in blossom. Leaves 
glowed glorious green before bronzing, withering and raining down to the 
ground about him. Frost crept both through the naked woodland and the templar, 
harbinger of snowfall which dusted everything a dirty white. Within moments it 
was gone, leaving puddles in its wake that were guzzled by the thirsty earth and 
once again the twigs and branches of the canopy were dotted with shoots of 
green. 

Kastner crawled. He pushed himself from tree to trunk. He stabbed the toe of 
his boots into the dirt for purchase, like the climber of a slope or mountain. 
Roots slithered about his footfalls while foliage seemed to reach out for him. 
Insects stung, bit and ate the templar alive. Birds and bats flew at him. Forest 
vermin raced before his unsteady feet. All were blurred and indistinct. 
Afterthoughts of their own noxious existence. 

A snake shot out and snapped at his foot. Kastner blundered back into a tree, 
disturbing an owl which flapped its great wings at him. His next footfall wasn’t 
there and neither was the one after that. The knight tumbled. He fell for what 
seemed like an eternity before hitting the ground. It was a steep slope, littered 
with logs and boulders pushing up out of the ground. Kastner hit one before 
bouncing and falling against another. Some were plate-scuffing glances while 
others knocked him briefly from what little sense he had left. Pieces of plate 
were torn from his suit and the sword Terminus was lost to him. 

A short plummet later and the templar felt his body snap straight through the 
rotten branches of a dead pine. While his mind struggled with the impossibility 
of what he was experiencing, his body cleaved straight through dry wood. His 
armour crumpled as he slammed stomach first into a thicker, more resilient 
branchlet lower down the giant. Something like a rib broke inside the knight but 
before he could claw himself to safety, the weight of his plate dragged him down 
through the living boughs and branches. They beat him and smashed him to near 
unconsciousness before depositing the knight in a twisted pile at the foot of its 
trunk, his face in the dirt. 

Kastner roared like a wild animal. Fire lanced through his left thigh, cutting 
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through the malaise of other agonies squirming through him. Something had 
speared down through his leg, pinning him and his plate to the forest floor. 
Arching his back and tearing the wound in his side, Kastner saw that the sword 
Terminus had fallen after him, the broad blade stabbing down through the 
knight’s plate, searing through his flesh and grazing the bone. The templar 
smacked his head into the ground and fisted the soil with his remaining gauntlet. 
Bellowing once more, Kastner reached back and took the blade in hand. Hauling 
it upwards, the metal made an excruciating sound against the plate through 
which it had punctured. The pain was unbearable, but Kastner found himself 
willing it on — the agony cauterising its way through his dismal torments. At last 
the blade came free and fell heavily to one side, sticky with the templar’s blood. 

Dragging the greatsword like a penitent burden and limping like an animal that 
had ripped itself from a trap, Kastner pushed miserably on through the changing 
forest. Hours passed. It could have been days or weeks, for all the knight knew. 
His body felt as if it were aflame. The fever brought the knight’s heartbeat 
thundering to his ears. He was everywhere, yet felt nowhere. Each twist and turn 
about the trees was a dark discovery. Every decision, left or right, cost the knight 
a little shred of his soul, yet moment by moment he felt he was becoming 
something more. 

He was shaking. The templar willed himself to stillness but felt even his 
resolution tremble. The hairs on his body stood up on end with the chill of fear 
and excitement. In the impossible forest about him, roots snaked through the 
earth beneath his feet as if bifurcating networks of midnight blue threaded his 
pallid flesh. Like a God-King distant and lost to him, the land was Kastner and 
Kastner was the land. A nation of competing afflictions. A living, breathing 
empire to master and control. 

Thunder ripped the heavens apart above the dark canopy. A storm was 
descending — unseen and irresistible. What feeble light from the dying sun and 
shine-stealing moons found its way down to the clearing floor withered to 
twilight. The weald became an impenetrable labyrinth of gloom and dread. 
Kastner drew his miserable hobble to a stop, dragging his skewered leg in line 
with the other. All ways looked equally foreboding. Ahead was a fat log — a 
toppled trunk, bulbous with growths, nests and holes. Kastner could see the glint 
of eyes within. The bug-riddled timber was infested with vermin and the 
crawling, creeping, slithering things of the world. Beyond the woodland was a 
chorus of sickly creaking. From within the gaping darkness of the log, Kastner 
heard a dreadful, booming laughter. Its jovial invitation was infectious and ripe 
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Turning from the log, which seemingly blocked the path ahead, the knight saw 
to his left a colossal oak — gnarled and broad. The kind of timber from which the 
great cannon-carrying vessels and siege machines of the Empire were crafted. Its 
branches were straight like a gallows. Its bark was rough and full of furious 
character, giving the knots and gnarled bumps the appearance of a rising column 
of leering skulls that barred his path, flashed white by the lightning that opened 
the sky up above them. As the thunder tore the very air apart around the knight, 
lightning struck the branches above. With an ear-splitting crack, the bolt split the 
great oak in two. Flame spread rapidly through its crooks and boughs, devouring 
the wood with hateful abandon. Kastner drank in the power of the scene. The 
spectacle of wanton destruction. 

The templar hobbled back from the intense heat, turning his plated back to the 
furious inferno. Opposite, the pathway was no more certain. Trees seemed to 
meld one into another, as though they were one. The bark was uniformly scarred 
and stripped by the wicked claws of some animal, the rents dribbling sap down 
the wood. The more Kastner looked at the gliding curves, the rounded beauty, 
the arches, the twists and bends of the trunks and branches about one another, 
the more he was drawn to it. It reminded him not of inanimate trees but of 
people, men and women, embracing one another. In the opposing flames, 
Kastner found his face on every one of the male figures, while the girls were 
every woman he had ever yearned for. 

‘No...’ he half-gasped, and forced his gaze from the perversity. To his right he 
found the log — which was impossible, since that was behind him. Except it 
wasn’t. The flaming oak now occupied that space. Kastner stared about, 
searching for the way he had entered the clearing, but it wasn’t there. The 
bodies. The flames. The laughter. The flames. The laughter. The bodies. The 
knight was lost in every way a man could be. 

Kastner roared at the spuming heavens above. He had never seen such a storm. 
Rolling banks of clouds swallowing one another — spreading, surging and raging 
with lightning of pinks and blues. His chin fell and his gaze reached the clearing 
floor. He found tracks — the trench the greatsword had been carving behind him 
cross-crossed itself many times in a pattern of madness. Lines and circles. The 
black earth of the clearing was churned up in the impression of a star. An eight- 
pointed star. 

Kastner reached for the name of his God-King but found that it wasn’t there. 
The hallowed name that had sat on his lips for decades. His patron. His god and 
his king. The deity to whom the templar had pledged his life and service. His 
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name... was gone. Kastner crumbled to his armoured knees. 

‘My lord,’ he called up into the storm. ‘Why have you forsaken me!’ 

“You are not forsaken...’ 

The voice was everywhere. It was the roar of the flame. The laughter in the 
darkness. The doom-laden rapture. The impossible storm. Kastner turned, 
dragging his injured leg after him. He spun around, the forest blurring to 
smeared darkness. Then he saw it. For an instant. In the clearing. Right next to 
him. Horror incarnate, leering at mortal insignificance. Stumbling to a stop, 
Kastner got the impression of some hideous thing of the beyond. Fiend. 
Gargoyle. Daemon. Black as night, with the horns and wings of infernal favour. 

‘Do not see meeeee...’ the being said in voice that seemed to burst the heart. 

Pain. Incredible. 

Kastner clutched his head and let slip a scream of honest agony. He covered 
his eye, but the searing torment proceeded in the socket of the one that was no 
longer there. He could see lightning inside his mind. Shards of colour that defied 
name or description. Ghostly impressions of a world beyond that of sense and 
sight. He could feel with his heart. Listen with his mind. He could taste a world 
ripe for destruction. It was too much. It was all too much. Make it stop. 
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CHAPTER VI 


‘With a world of pleas to hark and heed, 
Miracles begged and forgiveness received, 
Recoveries to foster and babes to feed 
How can fair Shallya offer aught but tears? 


— Fliessbach, The Daughter of Death 


Way Temple — the Sudenpass 
Hochland 
Niedrigstag, IC 2420 


‘Get him up, get him up.’ 

Being the hulking fellow that he was, Dagobert’s attendant, Berndt, picked 
Kastner’s body up from the hay cart, plate and all. ‘Bring him inside,’ the priest 
said, his voice like the gravel on the road running beside the way temple. He ran 
stubby fingers through his greyish hair. Berndt didn’t reply. The attendant was a 
mute. 

‘Also had this,’ the gruff farmer said, lifting with difficulty the deadweight of 
the gore-smeared Terminus. Dagobert ducked inside and snatched a pudgy fistful 
of coin from the donations box and put it in the hand of the bemused farmer who 
had found the Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb unconscious on the side of the 
Sudenpass. He took the greatsword Terminus. ‘Put him in the robing room,’ 
Dagobert instructed, ‘with his squire.’ 
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As Berndt stomped through the temple with the knight in his arms, guttering 
candles as he went, the clatter of Kastner’s ruined plate attracted the attention of 
the congregation. It was mostly travellers — skinners, pedlars, merchants and the 
like — taking the Sudenpass from Wolfenburg to Middenheim, with a few 
regulars from the goat farms up in the foothills. Disturbed from their devotions, 
the attendees’ eyes were drawn from the God-King’s sculpted form to the 
dreadful state of the templar. 

‘Apologies,’ Dagobert said, waddling after Berndt and the templar. ‘Pray 
return to your thoughts, brothers and sisters.’ 

Moving through the way temple, Berndt pushed through the curtains of the 
robing room. Emil was already there — like a preserved body in an ancient tomb, 
the hideousness of his injuries hidden in bandages and moist salves. A portly 
priestess of Shallya sat beside the squire in her white robes, giving motherly 
instruction to Giselle who was moving back and forth with fresh dressings. 

‘By the Dove,’ the priestess said, ‘what have we here now?’ 

‘Another servant of Sigmar, Sister Arabella,’ Dagobert said. ‘Deserving, I 
fear, of your attentions.’ 

‘Set him down on the other bunk,’ the priestess directed. Berndt obeyed. ‘I am 
going to need assistance with his armour.’ Dagobert nodded, laying Terminus 
aside and moving across to help Berndt with the smashed plate. 

‘His wounds are grievous,’ the priestess concluded as she unwound Giselle’s 
handiwork about the templar’s eye. ‘An object. It still seems to be in there,’ the 
priestess said. ‘Hand me my satchel, child.’ Giselle passed the priestess her bag 
of instruments and potions with no little petulance. ‘It’s going to have to come 
out. It’ll get infected.’ 

“Whatever you think is best,’ Dagobert said. 

‘Shallya knows,’ the priestess said, ‘this is dangerous. He could lose more than 
his sight — and he has lost that already. You’! take responsibility.’ 

‘Aye,’ Dagobert said slowly. ‘Aye, I will at that.’ 

Selecting a pair of tongs that wouldn’t have been out of place on a 
blacksmith’s rack, the priestess dipped them into the ruin of the socket and tried 
to grasp the shard protruding from it. As the metal of the tong scraped the stone, 
Kastner’s hand shot up, snatching Arabella’s wrist and the tongs away from his 
eye. 

‘What are you doing?’ the templar snarled, his other eye writhing about its 
socket, his gaze roaming the room like a frightened animal. 

‘Diederick,’ Dagobert soothed. ‘Diederick, it’s me. You were brought to the 
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As the templar lifted his head and looked about him, he fixed Arabella and 
Giselle in a withering stare. He let go of Arabella’s wrist. 

‘T don’t know you.’ 

‘This is Lady Arabella, new to Shallya’s shelter from Hovelhof,’ Dagobert 
said. ‘And this is Giselle — from the Hammerfall. She brought Emil to us, thank 
the Founder. She said you sent her.’ 

Kastner burned into Giselle with his gaze, making the novice-sister bridle 
under the intensity of his attentions. 

‘Yes,’ he said finally. ‘You were there.’ 

‘We’ ve been expecting you,’ Dagobert said. ‘It’s been a few days.’ 

Kastner laid back down, then turned his head towards the bandage-smothered 
Emil. 

‘Will he make it?’ 

‘Lady Arabella doesn’t like his chances, out here in the provinces,’ Dagobert 
said. 

‘He needs the care of the hospice in Altdorf,’ the priestess said. ‘As might 
you.’ 

‘T’m not going to Altdorf,’ Kastner told her. 

‘The injury to your eye requires extraction of the offending object,’ Arabella 
told him. ‘I cannot lie to you. There will be pain.’ 

‘T have known pain.’ 

‘A great deal of pain,’ the priestess said. 

‘Then leave it alone.’ 

‘Tt will become infected and it will kill you. You will be slain from within, 
good templar. Would you have that? Taken in your bed during fever and 
delirium. Not the end a knight of Sigmar would pray for.’ 

‘Do what you must,’ Kastner said grimly. 

‘Before you were insensible,’ Arabella told him. ‘You must be rendered so 
again. Father Dagobert, please bring us a bottle of your strongest spirits.’ 

‘Well, I...’ 

‘Come, Father. The God-King praises alcohol as a gift — if enjoyed in health, 
peace and moderation. This purpose is medicinal, after all.’ 

‘Save it,’ Kastner spat. He looked hard at the priestess. ‘Just get it out. If it’s 
going to be as painful as you say I’1l be out soon enough.’ 

‘As you wish, my son,’ Arabella said to him. ‘Hold him down.’ 

With Berndt’s great form holding the knight’s broken body down and 
Dagobert holding his skull against the bunk, Giselle hovered over them. 
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‘What can I do?’ the girl said. 

“Take these,’ Lady Arabella said, thrusting a handful of clean rags at her. 
‘There will be blood.’ 

Moving in once more with the tongs, Arabella felt the knight suddenly strain 
against them. His body spasmed and a grim moan erupted from his pursed lips. 
‘Hold him,’ the priestess commanded. She took the tip of the shard — which still 
protruded a little way out from the ruined eye — and attempted to extract it. 
Moans became roars and roars shrieks as the priestess used all of her strength 
and skill to take the stone from his skull. Dagobert held Kastner down, his face a 
grave mask of care and determination. Blood streamed down the side of the 
templar’s face, where Giselle tried her best to stem the flow. Soon the gathering 
were covered in the knight’s blood, their hands slimy with his gore. 

‘Hold him,’ Arabella carped, her frustration getting the best of her. 

‘I’m trying,’ Dagobert shot back. ‘He’s so strong. Girl, help me here,’ the 
priest of Sigmar said to Giselle. The bunk was already awash with blood. 

‘Why isn’t he out?’ Giselle asked, the templar’s screams passing straight 
through her. ‘My brother had my father pull a rusty nail from his foot once. The 
pain. He went out like a candle.’ 

‘He has a strong will,’ Arabella mumbled, no less rattled by the knight’s 
grating agonies. ‘I’ll give him that.’ 

Even with both Dagobert and the novice-sister holding his head still, the 
priestess could not extract the shard’s infectious presence. The stone seemed 
wedged in the bone of the socket, as well as lancing deep into the skull. Even her 
bodily attempts to twist the splinter of stone free — producing from Kastner the 
most dismal howls she had ever heard from a patient — failed to move it. 

When the knight’s screams finally subsided — to the relief of everyone — the 
priestess thought she might be able to exert more pressure but regardless of her 
efforts, the stone shard was there to stay. She finally sat back, letting the tension 
in her shoulders go. She seemed in shock. 

“You’re giving up?’ Dagobert asked. 

‘The goddess forbids harm done in her name,’ Arabella said, her face almost 
as white as her patient’s. 

“You said he would get an infection if it was left in,’ Dagobert protested. ‘You 
said he would die.’ 

Arabella looked from Dagobert, to Giselle to Berndt. 

‘He’s already dead,’ the priestess of Shallya said, withdrawing her hand from 
his chest. Dagobert moved around and put his ear to Kastner’s heart. There was 
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make amends.’ She got up from the bunk. ‘I’m sorry, Hieronymous — I must 
leave you now.’ 

Dagobert lifted his ear from Kastner’s blood-smeared chest. 

‘What of Emil?’ the priest said miserably, his mind elsewhere. 

‘T will take my ponies back to Hovelhof,’ she said, ‘and leave you the hospice 
wagon. I can do no more for him. Take the boy to the Shallya’s temple in 
Altdorf. If he survives the journey, the high priestess will care for him there.’ 

As Arabella left them, Dagobert turned back to Kastner’s lifeless form. He 
leant up and kissed the knight on the forehead. Even now, in the blood-battered 
corpse of the warrior before him, the priest could see the boy he had raised. 

‘Girl,’ Dagobert said, getting to his feet. 

“Yes, Father,’ Giselle said, the tautness of teenage ill-humour and irritability 
gone from her face. 

‘Strip and bathe the body for last rites,’ the priest said with difficulty, as 
though he were forcing every word. Giselle nodded slowly. She drew Sigmar’s 
hammer up out of her robes on its chain — the simple token of her simple faith — 
and kissed the silver of its form. ‘I must send word to Grand Theogonist 
Lutzenschlager and Grand Master Schroeder of the Knights of the Twin-Tailed 
Orb.’ Dagobert continued. ‘Berndt, you will go ahead to the temple and the 
chapter house with my missives. They shall learn that one of their very best, a 
scholar and a warrior born — a true son of Sigmar — this day is lost to us.’ 
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There are many who would mean you harm, 
shadow-of-mine. Many wretched gods and their 
misguided servants. The weakling God-King of the 
Empire. Ulric of Wolves and Winter. Even the 
merciful maiden Shallya, who would harm as much 
as she heals with her potions and instruments. They 
will cut you with their steel. They will burn you with 
their faith. 

You are claimed, shadow-of-mine. You were begot 
of havoc. Orphaned in a world you will destroy. 
Baptised in the susceptibilities of your enemies. You 
have the attention of the Dark Gods. They look down 
on you as I do. With dread. With hope. With 
possibility. You cannot deny what you are. My gift to 
the world. Flesh, bone and the spirit that drives it 
on. A living doom. 

In order to realise your terrible purpose, however, 
you must live, my creation. Live, shadow-of-mine. 
The Dark Gods know you now. Show them what you 
can do. Give them a glimpse of the calamity to 
come. 
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CHAPTER VI 


‘Methinks the road to damnation cuts 
unfairly through lands of fair intention. ’ 


— Frederik III (ascribed — the Great Crusade against 
Araby) 


The Drakwasser Road 
Middenland 
Klein Frederikstag, IC 2420 


Day and night. Day and night. Kastner’s eyes were dry, for he could not close 
them. In the hours of day he endured the tedium of the world, viewed through 
the narrow opening between the curtains of the hospice wagon. At night he 
dreamt dark visions projected on the darkness beyond. He felt a living death. 
Every moment was so acutely experienced that it hurt to think and feel. He 
sensed his body healing. It was becoming stronger. More powerful. Assuming a 
formidability that even he, as a knight trained in the arts of death, had never 
enjoyed. He was becoming... something else. Something more. The flesh of his 
side and his leg itched as it knit itself back together. Breaks and fractures were 
now but dull aches and the dread fever a distant memory. 

Only his eye still burned. The storm was still there, raging in the darkness of 
his mind. A constant torment, shredding at his nerves and his sanity. He could 
feel the shard of stone in his head. It was heavy and aching with wretched 
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purpose. It was part of him now and wanted him to be part of it. The realisation 
of his desires and impulses might have distracted the templar from the ever- 
present agony that shot through his skull. A goal upon which to focus and 
channel the raw anguish that proceeded from the mind-splitting torture. Instead 
he was forced to simply lie and endure every single second of a torment without 
end. If a man knows his labours end as the sun goes down, then he can push on 
through to dusk. If a man knows his journey’s destination, even though that 
destination might be far away, he can walk on — putting one boot ahead of the 
other, until finally he reaches journey’s end. The agony ripping through one side 
of his face, his head, his mind, was a journey without destination and a day 
without end. At first Kastner didn’t know if he could take it. Then he discovered 
that he didn’t have a choice. He finally found that he could, but that it might 
have cost him his sanity. 

He had awoken to horror. When he was but a small boy he would wake in the 
middle of the night. The temple dormitory was without windows and black with 
darkness. Down the corridor he could hear Dagobert snoring. It had been a 
reassuring noise to a boy all alone in the world. Some nights he would wake to 
silence, however. No sound. No light. Most dreadful of all was the feeling that 
there was something there in the darkness with him. Something stalking him. 
Watching him. He knew that to set eyes on it would be the end of him — but he 
had no choice because he could not move. The horror of vulnerability. It didn’t 
matter how strong, how fast or lethal you were, if you couldn’t move a muscle to 
defend yourself. Bumping about the cot in the back of the hospice wagon, that 
was what Kastner had woken to. Paralysis. Immobility. The insensitivity of the 
flesh. 

He could not lift an arm, kick out with a leg, blink his eye or lick his lips. A fly 
crawling in between them could choke him. An insect could end him. It was the 
most dreadful feeling he had ever experienced. No bed wetting nightmare or 
courage-leeching doubt before combat could compare. He would rather feel the 
steel of his enemy’s skewer through him than live the soullessness of utter 
vulnerability. As he was wont to do — as it was the only thing to do — Kastner 
tried to reach out. He tried to sit up. He tried to move just one toe. But there was 
nothing. In his mind his body responded with force and enthusiasm for the task. 
He throbbed with possibility. The power of the things he wanted to do. The 
magnitude of coming accomplishment intoxicated him. His body was just 
waiting to catch up with such grand achievements. It was a useless study in 
flesh. A forgotten vessel housing a furious force. A living trap within which was 
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Perhaps, when he had been able to walk, his every step had driven the shard of 
wyrdstone deeper into his brain. He could even have fallen and driven the sliver 
further into his skull. He thought on his surroundings. Perhaps some attempt to 
remove the object had done him more ill than good. Conversely, the thing might 
just have petrified its way into him and claimed him for its own. It didn’t matter. 
What danger was he to the Empire, to others or himself laying in a cot like a 
cadaver? Whatever had happened, the shard had pierced into or pressed against 
something that had crippled him. His life as he knew it was over. 

Kastner heard a moan. There was someone in the cot lining the other wall of 
the hospice wagon. The templar had never been able to turn his head to see who 
he shared the wagon with. He assumed it was Emil, his squire — although it 
didn’t sound very much like him. Like Kastner, his injuries had warranted the 
long, uncomfortable journey to Altdorf, in search of healing hands at the Temple 
of Shallya. The boy groaned beneath his bandages and blankets — something 
between agony and ecstasy. Kastner hoped he was having a nice dream. The 
wretch would have little to look forward to upon waking. 

The knight peered hard at the darkness between the doorway curtains. There 
used to be just darkness and light. The longer he stared at the only view he was 
allowed, the one constantly visited upon him, the more he came to appreciate the 
degrees of difference. With the rising of the sun, day was just the absence of 
darkness. With the setting of the sun, both the night and the knight were a canvas 
upon which darkness daubed its dread. Like a painter working colours on his 
palette, Kastner had observed darkness mixed in many shades — and found 
himself lost to them. They were to be his masterpiece. And he theirs. 

For what seemed like forever, Kastner had watched their journey drop behind 
the wagon. That was how he knew for sure that they were heading for the 
Reikland. He had felt the winding path of the Sudenpass, the bump and crunch 
back up the Flaschgang Road and the rattle as they crossed the well-travelled 
crossways of the Old Forest. He had watched the trees change and even 
disappear for a spell as they trundled past the brigand-haunted Weiss Hills. 
Occasionally, he would spy one of the many individual homesteads and hamlets 
on the route. In some, peasants peered in with ghoulish curiosity. Not too close — 
in case the hospice wagon was carrying somebody infectious — but close enough 
to see the freakishness of the horrifically injured, the almost dead and the dying. 
Kastner watched the same disappointment cross their faces. He was the kind of 
freak they could not see. The kind of abomination that hid its true form and 
denied the morbidly inquisitive a sickening thrill. 
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It was with ghoulish curiosity, however, that Kastner found himself staring 
through the curtains as the wagon passed through the larger villages. He knew 
three through which they passed well: Bergendorf, Heedenhof and Gerzen-by- 
the-River. He knew the sounds of village life, the sing-song Hochlanden lilt and 
the bustle of passage on the crossroads — heavy goods moving north and south, 
regiments marching east-west along the Old Forest Road, both to and from Fort 
Schippel. The knight would not have recognised the villages through which the 
wagon had passed on its way south. The thoroughfares were dead but for the 
congress of ravens. Woodsmoke stung his nostrils and on his dry tongue he 
tasted the copper-tang of fresh death. He knew destruction without seeing it. Not 
the terror of beastmen or greenskins from the woods. Their needs were their 
own. Kastner sensed carnage absolute. A message in the massacre. Buildings 
had burned. The earth had drunk deep of innocent blood. Mutilated bodies were 
spread and hung as totems of annihilation. Advertisements to all who would now 
fear to tread where the archenemy had left its unholy works. Only the slaves to 
darkness worked in such ways. Ruinous doom from the north. The warriors of 
Chaos. 

Night intruded on the hospice wagon. A kind of a moonless darkness reigned. 
He could hear the trees beyond, hissing in gentle movement, but he could not see 
them because the rear of the wagon was facing the other way. The Drakwasser 
sloshed and slurped not far in the distance. Kastner could hear its broadening 
banks and the unimpeded breeze coming off the lonely hills that the sunset 
positioned to the west. All of this and the smoothness of the wagon’s passage 
through the well-worn ruts in the road told the templar that they were 
somewhere between Flaschfurt and Fort Denkh where the track broadened to 
allow camp to be made off the tree line. The knight’s hearing — growing with his 
other senses — drew the world beyond to him. He could hear a fire — which the 
low-tinged blackness outside seemed to confirm. He could hear the sizzle of a 
spit, and the smell of scorched meat pulled at a powerful hunger in his belly like 
the strings of an instrument. He was ravenous as little had passed his lips in the 
preceding days but liquids — water and a little broth — for fear of choking. Horses 
loitered somewhere nearby. Kastner could hear the soft rumble of their hearts 
and the gush of hot blood through their veins. They snorted and kicked gently at 
the earth, their tails swishing about them in agitation. Something was bothering 
them. 

It was probably Emil. The squire’s withered moans had become more 
insistent. Despite being unconscious, the poor boy had become increasingly 
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had seen the wreckage the pack of dogs had left behind. The wagon was thick 
with the squire’s sickly stench — which with the constant groans and lack of 
conversation had made Emil a poor travelling companion. At least he could 
move — if the rippling covers, the periods of violent shuddering and the 
occasional thrash of a bandage-trailing limb were anything to go by. Kastner felt 
for the boy and felt responsibility for him. He might have felt more if it weren’t 
for his own dismal prospects. The warherd and whatever Ruinous abominations 
to which they were making sacrifices had all but finished them both. Kastner 
was fairly certain that they were spending their last hours together in the back of 
the hospice wagon. 

Sounds, both within and about the wagon fell away. The knight’s 
concentration intensified. It hurt — as if his ears were bleeding — but the tiny 
details beyond became his. The nibbling of mice in the grass. Grubs boring 
through the wood of nearby trees. The imperceptible creak of stones expanding 
about the fire. Like the forest-shattering felling of a mighty larch or elm, Kastner 
could hear the turning of the pages of a book. The desiccated leather of the 
tome’s covers soaked up the clamminess of the hands holding them. The pages — 
crisp with age and rough like southern parchments — rubbed against one another 
with an ancient sibilance. The knight could hear the ink — hundreds of years old 
— still drying in the dread formations of letters on the page. 

There were voices. Mind-cleaving in the volume and clarity with which they 
came to Kastner. Gorst mumbled booming insanities some way off — enjoying 
the campfire from a distance. As his face-cage and chains rattled and the 
flagellations quietly bled and soaked into the filthy rags at his back, the fanatic 
spoke of one Kastner had thought lost to him. The man who became a king. The 
king who became a god. Sigmar... Kastner’s mind burned to hear the 
Heldenhammer’s name but it was an old pain — remembered and welcome. 

‘T don’t understand any of this...’ 

‘,..any of this...’ 

‘,..any of this...’ 

New words intruded on the scene and echoed through the cavernous emptiness 
of Kastner’s thoughts. A girl’s voice: sing-song, coarse of cant, tender with 
teenage years. Unbroken. Unseasoned. Untouched. The grating insolence of 
youth to be tamed. The knight remembered. The prisoner. The novice-sister. 
Giselle — the Sister of the Imperial Cross. The girl from the Hammerfall. Kastner 
drank in the fear and uncertainty of her words. 

‘I’m not so sure anyone was ever meant to...’ 
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Kastner detected a voice from his childhood. The warm rumble of Father 
Dagobert. He heard the gravelly rasp of the priest’s chins and the weight he 
carried about his belly — in turn carrying the weight of his words with authority. 
Despite this, the knight sensed a sweet edge of doubt to the priest’s declaration. 
It was like the stain of harvested fruit on a knife. It was meant to be an answer. A 
comfort — but it was anything but. 

Kastner heard the priest select another tome from a stack warming near the 
fire. The creak of an opening spine. The whisper of pages. The priest was 
consulting. Comparing. Cross-referencing. The world died away. Only the 
conversation mattered. The frank exchange of hushed words across the crackle 
of the food and fire, heard by Kastner as though he were sitting there also. 

‘Well I don’t,’ the girl said honestly. ‘All this brainworking — it’s not for 
someone like me. I work in the scullery. I’m not even a sister.’ 

‘Tell me again,’ Dagobert said. ‘It’s important.’ 

‘The Reverend Mother summoned us to the Repository,’ Giselle said. ‘Below 
even the undercloisters. Deep in the mountain. My mistress told us that it was 
where the most dangerous tomes, papers and artefacts collected by the Sisters of 
the Imperial Cross were stored. Things a novice was never meant to see, I can 
tell you that.’ 

‘T know of it, child,’ Dagobert informed her. ‘Though I have never been 
honoured with an invitation.’ 

‘Well I didn’t know of it,’ Giselle said. ‘Sister Elissa told me she thought it 
was a myth. I was terrified.’ 

‘As you should be, my child,’ Dagobert said. ‘For the Hammerfall’s vault 
holds centuries of recovered deviancy, the life’s work of madmen and 
knowledge of the damned once employed — or intended as such — against the 
God-King’s subjects. Even the Arch Lectors require the Grand Theogonist’s 
own permission to conduct their studies there — so secure a repository for 
darkness it is. Only Sigmar’s own cathedral in Altdorf could boast better 
protection for such damned things than that mountain. Pray continue.’ 

‘My mistress was acting oddly.’ 

“How so?’ 

‘Out of sorts. Like she was afeared. I’d never seen her that way,’ Giselle told 
him. ‘There was this time, Sister Elissa and I—’ 

‘Please, my child. To the bones of the matter.’ 

The girl paused. A demonstration of her childish hurt. 

‘The Reverend Mother’s patience was thin and her instruction urgent,’ Giselle 
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artefacts and burning the tomes of the Repository. Elissa, me and the other girls 
from the scullery, we were scared. It felt wrong, to destroy all that the sisterhood 
had worked hard to protect.’ 

‘Then?’ 

‘She had selected a number of items that she claimed were — well, as she put it, 
too dark, too rich in potential or too essential to the Empire’s continued 
existence to be put to the hammer or flame. Grand boasts, from my Reverend 
Mother’s lips, I can tell you.’ 

‘This scared you even more, I suspect.’ 

“Yes, Father,’ Giselle acknowledged. ‘It terrifies me to know that such dark 
treasures exist in the world.’ 

‘They do,’ the priest assured her. ‘Such tomes — studied with care and 
precaution — are a great boon to our crusade against the Ruinous Powers. If they 
were to fall into the wrong hands, however, they could spell the end of the 
world. I exaggerate not, child. You carried such tomes to me from the 
indomitable Hammerfall.’ 

The pair were quiet for a moment. 

““Giselle Dantziger”, my Reverend Mother said, “you came into the world a 
rude and inconstant thing, with a mouth more at home in the gutter than the 
cloister”,’ the novice told Dagobert. ‘““You may have lacked the study and 
serenity required to achieve the rank of Sister so far but the one thing you do not 
lack is courage, girl.”’ 

“You were not originally intended for the sisterhood?’ Dagobert said. It was 
not really a question. 

‘T call the City of the White Wolf home, sir. My father thought some time at 
the isolated Hammerfall would tame my wilfulness and wild ways,’ Giselle said. 

‘Not Ulric’s own wolf priests?’ 

‘The Al-Ulric and his holy men would not have me,’ Giselle said. ‘The God- 
King took me to him and for that I am thankful.’ 

“You have served him well, child.’ 

‘She gave me the collection of tomes, grimoires and papers I presented to 
you,’ Giselle continued, ‘and sent me down the mountainside with orders to 
deliver them to a priest — a learned man — a true servant of Sigmar. She sent 
some of the other novice-sisters down the mountain in other directions. All ways 
were treacherous. I cannot tell you the number of times I nearly lost my life on 
those frozen heights.’ 

‘She sent the novices? What of the older sisters?’ 
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‘The Reverend Mother said that since they were closer in age to meeting the 
God-King, they deserved to face him at the Hammerfall. I still don’t understand 
what she meant. Myself. Amalie. Karletta. Marlene. Several more of the scullery 
girls. Each with a bundle of books or sack of artefacts. Karletta was but four and 
ten. I don’t know how many of them made it off the Hammerfall alive. I heard 
screams across the valleys, but they could have been anyone’s.’ 

“You were brave,’ Dagobert commended. “To climb down out of the Middle 
Mountains would have tested the most fearless of the God-King’s subjects. Your 
Reverend Mother sent you south?’ 

‘South-west, sir, yes. “Don’t you stop girl”, she said. “Not for man nor beast, 
until you pass your burden on to another.” Well, I would’nt’ve — but for the 
beasts that walk like men. They didn’t seem interested in the tomes in my care 
but it was good fortune that your man came by when he did.’ 

‘Fortune of a sort,’ Dagobert conceded darkly. 

“You think it was the God-King’s doing?’ 

‘Perhaps,’ Dagobert said. ‘My child, the letter sent with the bundle of books. 
Did you not read it?’ 

‘I did not, Father,’ Giselle said. ‘I cannot. I cannot read.’ 

Dagobert gave a grave chuckle. ‘I think it not amusing, sir. The Reverend 
Mother was teaching me, but I fought her in my studies.’ 

‘T do not laugh at you child but with the world,’ the priest assured her. ‘The 
Reverend Mother sent you with some of the most dangerous texts I have had the 
dubious privilege to lay eyes upon. Your ignorance protected you child, for if 
you had been tempted by even the titles of some of these tomes, it would have 
been your end.’ 

‘My mistress sent a letter?’ 

‘Between the books in the bundle, bearing the wax sigil of her Order,’ 
Dagobert said. “You would like me to read it to you?’ 

‘If you would, sir.’ 

‘To whom this letter finds,’ Dagobert read. ‘I pray to the God-King that the 
works with which I have burdened this poor child find their way to a keeper of 
the faith — a true servant of the Heldenhammer. My name is Ottoline Hentshel, 
Reverend Mother of the Hammerfall Priory and proud Sister of the Imperial 
Cross. It had been, with my sisterhood, the highest honour to stand sentry over 
such damned volumes as now find themselves in your possession. Two nights 
past, however, I was blessed with what I believe to be a vision of the God-King. 
He came to me. He told me that three days hence, the Hammerfall would receive 
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not recover. The Hammerfall — which has stood for centuries unmolested, atop 
the highest of peaks in the Middle Mountains — looking down on the God-King’s 
Empire and watching over his people. If I hadn’t heard it from the 
Heldenhammer’s own lips, I would not have believed it. It has been my duty to 
destroy what I can of the dark hoard the Hammerfall has kept safe these 
generations past. There are some pieces, some texts and the dread knowledge 
they carry that even I am not permitted to erase from history. My sisters and I 
will greet our visitors in the way Sigmar intended before preparing to receive his 
own. Please welcome the child who carries these burdens with hospitality and 
care. She is a daughter of the Empire and emissary of the God-King’s word. I 
beg you: see these dangerous works to safety — to the site of our patron’s 
crowning — the Cathedral of Sigmar in Altdorf — where they may once more find 
sanctuary with the priests, scholars and holy knights of his church. The blessings 
of Sigmar upon you.’ 

Again, silence settled on the scene, with only the spitting of the fire filling the 
void. 

“You think my mistress received the God-King?’ 

‘T do not know,’ Dagobert said. ‘But the rider I stopped and had confidence 
with earlier today told me that Bergendorf, Gerzen and Heedenhof were not the 
only villages to suffer destruction. There is a storm sweeping through our lands, 
burning and butchering its way south with dread purpose. It has put others to the 
sword in our blessed ignorance. The township Esk — dear to my own heart — has 
similarly fallen to these fearless marauders. Perhaps Sigmar did warn your 
mistress. Warned her that a doom from the north was coming. A warband or host 
intent on destruction. Men and monsters, who move through our lands 
unchecked, like vengeful ghosts, who slaughter with impunity in search of god 
knows what. Report is, my child, that the Hammerfall too smokes like the fiery 
anger of the mountain and that your sisters already sleep in Sigmar’s delicate 
care. For all we know, you might be the last of your Order...’ 

‘This cannot be,’ the girl sobbed. 

‘And yet it is,’ Dagobert said. ‘It is happening. Right now. Events move 
swiftly about us.’ 

“What do these marauders want?’ 

‘No one can tell what truly drives such mockeries of men,’ Dagobert said. 
‘The favour of some dark god? Immortality? Daemonhood?’ 

‘But you think not?’ 

‘This carnage is not the random path of some northern barbarian,’ Dagobert 
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said. ‘The path has purpose. I believe that this host — whoever or whatever they 
might be — slaughtered the Sisters of the Imperial Cross at the Hammerfall in 
search of one of the godforsaken works you brought to me. I think that they 
followed it to Esk because the tomes were taken to the way temple nearby, and 
that they know it travels south on this road — accounting for the butchered 
villages and hamlets on our route.’ 

‘Then they are already ahead of us,’ Giselle said, her words rising with panic. 
‘How will we reach the city with these beasts between us and safety?’ 

‘Calm yourself, girl,” Dagobert said. ‘Don’t forget that Sigmar watches over 
us.” 

‘Sigmar watches over us!’ 

‘,..or that I sent Berndt on ahead with my missives to the Grand Theogonist. 
There are soldiers stationed at Fort Denkh. We shall appeal to the company 
captain for sanctuary behind his walls. It is also where I requested Lord 
Lutzenschlager have a contingent of his finest knights meet us to escort us back 
to the Altdorf.’ 

‘How do you know that he will answer such a call?’ Giselle put to the priest. 
‘Are you and the Grand Theogonist friends from temple?’ 

‘Far from it, child,’ Dagobert said coldly. ‘But I included in my letter 
assertions that even the Grand Theogonist would dare not ignore.’ 

‘Excuse me, sir. Assertions?’ 

Dagobert didn’t answer at first, as though considering his words carefully. 

‘Some of the tomes you brought to me were undoubtedly dangerous and 
belonged in the secure vaults of the Hammerfall,’ the priest said. ‘But only one 
of the diabolic works could truly justify such a bold invasion of our lands. One 
worth risking so much for.’ 

“Which one?’ 

‘This one, child. The Celestine Book of Divination,’ the priest said. ‘Or The 
Liber Caelestior. It was composed by a Tilean scryer or madman — depending 
upon whose version of history you trust — called Battista Gaspar Necrodomo. He 
used the stars, their relative positions and the patterns they cast across the night 
sky to make predictions about times that were to come to pass.’ 

‘He knew of the future?’ 

‘So say some,’ Dagobert admitted. ‘The Liber Caelestior, however, is 
considered especially dangerous since it prophesises the coming of the End 
Times.’ 
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“You have read of these End Times?’ Giselle asked. 

‘The Liber Caelestior is on a list of prohibited texts that the Grand Theogonist 
forbids even his Sigmarite priests to read. The contents are considered too 
perilous to become common knowledge. As far as I know, the Grand Theogonist 
and his predecessors are the only ones to have read it in its entirety.’ 

“You have read this tome,’ Giselle said. ‘I can tell.’ 

Dagobert said nothing for a few moments. Then— 

‘Given the murderous circumstances surrounding the tome’s acquisition,’ 
Dagobert explained, ‘and what presently is at stake, I thought it prudent to 
examine it for myself. The bundle you brought from the Hammerfall contained a 
primer — a text used to translate, at least in part — some of the other works. Our 
journey has afforded me time to translate the early sections.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘Though he seems to talk in dark riddles, some of what the madman says has 
already come to pass,’ Dagobert admitted grimly. 

‘And what of the End Times?’ 

‘The End Times are heralded by a coming of a warrior from the north, at the 
head of the greatest army in the history of man. He will be the Everchosen of the 
Ruinous Powers...’ 

‘T don’t know much,’ Giselle said, ‘but I know that does not sound good.’ 

‘The Everchosen is a warlord bearing the favour of the Dark Gods and their 
blessings in equal measure. There have been few who have enjoyed such a title 
and unrivalled command of damnation’s forces. Only a warrior worthy of the 
Powers’ dread unity, through the completion of a series of unholy quests, can 
present himself to be crowned Everchosen of Chaos. Several such men have 
plagued the Empire and our God-King fought them even before that. As we have 
had our mighty champions like Magnus the Pious, so the Dark Gods have their 
own. To be Everchosen is to receive the gods’ ultimate blessing: sole command 
of the legions of darkness and the honour of ushering in the End Times — the end 
of the world as we know it.’ 

‘Then...’ Giselle began. She seemed to be thinking. ‘Who is this Lord of the 
End Times to be?’ 

‘All I’ve learned so far is a single name,’ Dagobert said. ‘A name I have 
mercifully never heard before. The herald of the apocalypse is a man called 
Archaon. A southern name for a northern threat — with the Empire caught in 
between.’ 

‘A name? Surely this Necrodomo must have said more of him than that?’ 
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Giselle argued, her tender years lending themselves to impatience. ‘On account 
of these strange powers, and all.’ 

‘He did,’ Dagobert admitted, ‘but the page bearing the burden of that secret 
had been torn from the tome. Perhaps someone — at some time — thought that 
such knowledge should be kept separate from the text. Or that it was better 
destroyed. Even Necrodomo himself could have removed the dangerous details 
of Archaon’s identity upon truly considering the danger that they posed.’ 

‘Do you think that the leader of the marauders is Archaon?’ Giselle asked. 
‘Desiring confirmation and the secrets of his future?’ the priest said. ‘I think 
that such an idea is equally dreadful and possible, my child — and if true — makes 

getting this volume to Altdorf all the more necessary.’ 

‘T can’t believe this to be happening.’ 

‘Do not fear, child,’ Dagobert assured her, ‘the Grand Theogonist will send his 
Templars for The Liber Caelestior, if not for us personally. Trust that they are on 
their way to us.’ 

‘Did you hear that?’ 

Kastner’s searing attentions were suddenly brought back to the hospice wagon. 
Beyond the incredible stench that now dominated the space, the knight could 
hear noises from the opposite bunk. Emil’s moans had ceased. The knight could 
see the bottom of the squire’s bunk. There were still movements beneath his 
bandages and blankets but they had assumed a horrid undulation, like a snake 
sloughing off its skin. The sounds from beneath were grisly. It was like the 
splinter of crackling on a roast pig and the collapse of liquefied flesh. Kastner 
wondered if Dagobert or the girl had checked the squire’s dressings recently. 

Then he heard it. Something new. In the tedium of wagon, new was usually 
good. The knight did not think this to be the case when he heard the slow, wet 
growl of what Kastner could only assume was some kind of dog. Outside, 
Kastner heard the horses bridle. The stink of predation was in the air. 

The knight fought his body for control of his neck muscles. If he could just loll 
his head over to one side, he could see the thing with which he was trapped in 
the hospice wagon. Pleading fed the knight’s frustration which in turn stoked his 
anger — but it was no good. He could not even form a face of fury let alone act 
upon it. The cot opposite creaked as the thing that was no longer Emil shifted its 
weight. 

‘I’m sure I heard something,’ Kastner thought he heard Giselle say. 

‘It’s probably that malingering oaf, Gorst,’ Dagobert said, putting the girl’s 
fears to rest. ‘Here. Eat something. You will need your strength.’ 
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unknown death in the back of a wagon — slowly devoured by and horribly 
becoming one with some Chaotic spawn of corruption. Kastner willed his body 
to movement. He yearned for his arms to thrash out, or his legs to kick, his head 
to lift from the cot or his torso to buck. His mind burned with the effort but his 
body betrayed him. There was no life there. Not even a promising numbness. 
Just a terrifying absence. 

The growling grew louder. A savage announcement of territorial assertion. 
Except the horror cared not for forest or hills. Its claim was the templar’s own 
precious flesh. Although he could not see it, Kastner felt the wagon lean, ever so 
slightly, as Emil’s unmade form pushed out from the blankets in its glistening 
stink and moved towards Kastner — led on by a new snout and a new sense of 
smell. 

Kastner had started to entertain his blackest fears, when suddenly something 
wonderful happened. The patient passed water. He hadn’t realised it at first but 
the templar had been soaking the blankets and the cot — urine passing down 
through the boards of the hospice wagon. Kastner could hear the pitter-patter of 
his waters beneath the wagon. He heard Giselle grunt as she realised what had 
happened. 

‘T think our patients may need us,’ the knight heard Dagobert say. 

‘T’ll go,’ Giselle said. “There are fresh blankets in the driver seat.’ 

Kastner felt feeling return to the tip of his little finger and the knight waggled 
it for all he was worth. A celebration in miniature. This led to a twitch of the 
shoulder and the slight drift of his head to one side. There his sore eyes beheld 
the thing that was now Emil. Still a festering patchwork of mauled flesh, a 
hairless, eyeless dog snout had pushed free of the terrible changes that had 
overtaken the squire’s wretched form. The grotesque head snarled at the templar 
as it sniffed his vulnerability. Lips curled back like an opening bud and the 
snaggle-toothed jaw — a twisted parody of the mongrels that had infected the boy 
with their corruption-frothing maws — yawned open with predacious intention. 

A roar built within Kastner’s chest — at first a miserable rasp — building to 
bombast and the raw announcement that the templar wanted to live. He reached 
out with soul-draining effort, bringing his hand up in defence. The fresh 
obedience of action to thought was sweet relief. It was instinct. The spawn 
moved in to assume the templar’s flesh. Kastner’s hand came up between them 
but suddenly stopped. For a heart-stricken moment, the knight thought his body 
had once again failed him. As he heard the jangle of chains through the cot side, 
Kastner came to realise that this was not paralysis. It was captivity. There were 
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manacles about his wrists and thick chains between them. As the spawn moved 
in to feed on him, similar restraints thunked to the wagon floor, slipping from the 
squire’s changing form. 

As threaded slime dribbled from the spawn-jaws in expectation of its first 
meal, Kastner tore at the chains. Passed through the cot as they were, the 
restraints accomplished precisely what they were designed to do. Keep the 
templar in place. 

‘God’s wounds,’ Kastner heard Dagobert swear. He could see the priest 
through the curtain opening, where Giselle stood also — the girl struggling with 
what she was seeing. Kastner’s mouth was moving but returning from 
insensibility, his throat couldn’t manage anything as articulate as speech. The 
urgency of the bellow that escaped his lungs was enough to shake the priest from 
the spectacle. 

‘The crossbow,’ Dagobert rumbled. “The crossbow.’ 

The spawn’s own hackle-roar erupted from the nest of teeth and tongues which 
had once been a head. Its transformations still underway beneath the blood- 
soaked mound of blankets, the abomination leant in for the kill. 

Kastner punched for the wagon bonnet, dragging the length of chain between 
his manacles up against the cot rail. Once, twice, thrice. The rail gave and 
clattered free — just in time for the knight to land a punch on the dog-spawn’s 
snout. He hit it again and again with his left fist, his right forced to follow, but 
the ravenous monstrosity would not surrender its first conquest. Within the 
spawn, bones snapped and flesh rearranged itself in its aching desire to feed and 
make Kastner part of its metamorphosis. 

Allowing it an opening, Kastner felt his own lips retract with disgust. The 
blind snout slipped through the opportunity the templar had allowed it, bringing 
its stinking maw right up to his face. A growl like buried thunder issued from the 
beast’s transformations. Kastner bellowed back at it — coiling the length of chain 
between his manacles about the spawn’s alteration-slick neck. Kastner heaved 
the beast to him, holding its horrid, squirming flesh against his own — cutting 
across its throat with his restraints. 

‘Damnable contraption,’ Dagobert said, having been handed the retrieved 
crossbow and a bolt from Giselle, but struggling to load the weapon. 

Kastner heaved. His muscles enjoyed the ecstasy of movement. He willed the 
corrupted spawn dead and his body answered the call. His biceps bulged and the 
metal of the chain cut into the thing. The thrashings of primordial panic replaced 
the undulations of transformation on the opposite cot. The monstrous nest of 
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doing to its mongrel head. It might have been some nightmare aberration of 
nature but it still needed to breathe. 

The spawn bucked and flailed. A foul fluid bubbled, foamed and leaked from 
its hissing jaws. Kastner could feel it dying in his embrace. Somewhere, in the 
horror of it all, the templar’s arms trembled to give his squire peace. With a final 
roar, Kastner strangled the loathsome aberration. A crunch and wet rattle left the 
grotesque’s throat before the beast - moments before in the flesh-euphoria of 
new life — convulsed its way to a messy death. 

Kastner heard the crossbow relieve itself of its bolt. With the priest awkwardly 
behind the weapon, the quarrel cleared the creature’s horrific malformation and 
thudded into the wooden sideboards beside it. 

Kastner released the spawn’s blind, skinless muzzle and allowed the fang- 
heavy skull to hit the wagon floor. The sweet smell of corruption lingered. 
Giselle turned away, the food she had just eaten returning with a retch of disgust. 
Dagobert allowed the crossbow to dangle at his side, the priest’s face hollow and 
sheepish. Kastner brought up his wrists, the manacles and chains rattling 
together. Finally, the word came. When it did, it was cold and imperious. 

‘Keys...’ 
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CHAPTER VII 


‘If history has taught us anything, 

it’s that one man fighting for his belief — 

no matter how mistaken and misguided his faith, 
is measured to the worth of ten faithless knights.’ 


— Frederik III (ascribed — the Great Crusade against 
Araby) 


Fort Denkh 
Middenland 
Nachfrederikstag IC 2420 


It was a dismal day and had started badly. 

They had built a basic pyre and burned what remained of Emil Eckhardt on the 
mist-shrouded hills along the Drakwasser. Father Dagobert had deemed it the 
safest course of action, considering the extent of the boy’s corruptions. The 
priest had reasoned that he must have been infected in some fashion from the 
bites he received from the beastmen’s pack of hounds. He claimed that he had 
heard of herds hammering extra fangs into the jaws of their beasts, made from 
curse-carved bone and wyrdstone flints for just such a purpose. 

Dagobert, Giselle and Kastner stood in attendance about the smoking pyre, 
with Gorst ghosting the impromptu funeral a little way off. The fire struggled to 
take in the early morning drizzle and Kastner brooded in his blood-stained 
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arming doublet and leggings, with a blanket about his shoulders. Dagobert 
conducted the swift service, saying some nice things about the squire and his 
family. When asked if he had anything to add, Kastner said nothing, limping 
back to the camp and wagon. 

The knight spent the morning and part of the dreary afternoon the same way, 
sitting morosely in the saddle, guiding Oberon ahead of the wagon on the 
Drakwasser Road. Dagobert had tried several times to engage the templar in 
conversation but Kastner had been deaf to the priest’s entreaties. 

Erupting like a pair of fat spear-points from the forest, the towers of Fort 
Denkh were a welcome sight. The sight of the towers drew a smile of relief from 
the priest, directed at Giselle sitting beside him on the wagon. 

‘T will ask to speak with the company captain,’ Dagobert called to Kastner, but 
the templar rode on in silence. The priest’s syllables grew sour and accusatory. 
“You can be very surly sometimes.’ 

Kastner drew Oberon slowly to a stop. As the wagon caught up with him, the 
priest did the same. The templar gave him the grim gaze of his single eye, fresh 
bandages tied about his head, hiding the other. Giselle had offered him the 
dressings from the hospice wagon supplies but the knight had taken them from 
her in silence and changed the dressing himself. The material masked the 
darkness of the ruined socket and the dull glint of the protruding shard point. 
What it couldn’t hide was the septic star of bruising that threaded outwards from 
the wound, reaching through the pale flesh surrounding the injury. 

“You want to do this now?’ Kastner said. 

“You’re right I do,’ Dagobert said. ‘We had no choice with the chains.’ 

“What does a paralysed patient need with chains?’ 

‘Lady Arabella lent us the wagon,’ the priest informed him, ‘for your 
transportation and comfort. She indicated the restraints as a precaution. We 
knew little of the nature of Emil’s injuries, or your own — and by Sigmar we 
were right to do so.’ 

“You served me up like some kind of sacrifice.’ 

‘T can only say sorry so many times,’ the priest said. ‘I did what I thought was 
best. These are testing times, Diederick — but know that I am truly sorry my boy, 
for your suffering.’ 

‘What know you of my suffering?’ Kastner accused. 

‘T know the pain of change unsought,’ Dagobert said. ‘I had raised you like my 
own. I had hoped you might want to serve with me at the temple. You wished to 
travel with Sieur Kastner, however — I could see that. There was a deep yearning 
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but not in their hearts, from before an altar. Sigmar had other plans for you and I 
accepted that. Loved and encouraged you. Arranged for your squireship. Your 
path from there you made yourself. Think not that it did not wound — it hurt me 
deeper than a sword can cut or a spear can pierce.’ 

The templar saw the priest’s eyes glisten and allowed the harshness of his own 
features to soften. ‘I cared for you then,’ Dagobert said, ‘as I care for you now. 
Which is why I want you to let me inspect your injuries.’ 

‘They heal,’ Kastner said. 

‘The priestess said they could become infected,’ Dagobert said. ‘Your fever, 
your malaise. They could all be part of—’ 

‘T am returned to health,’ Kastner said. ‘With the sun, Sigmar gave me back 
my strength and my senses. I am his again as I am yours. My infirmity, Emil’s 
fate — these are all tests to be endured as part of the God-King’s work. It is 
dangerous but necessary. If I heard you right in the back of this wretched wagon 
— you carry burdens that deserve your attention far more, Father.’ 

“You seem at the centre of those also,’ Dagobert admitted. He nodded to 
Giselle beside him. ‘If you hadn’t delivered this child and the dark treasures she 
carried from the forest and its dangers — paying dearly for it yourself — then we 
would be living the doom of the Empire. Nay, the world, if that damned volume 
is to be believed.’ 

‘Our concern with these dread, otherworldly matters will soon be at an end,’ 
Kastner told him as the towers of Fort Denkh reached into the sky above them. 
‘Other servants of Sigmar will carry the weight of responsibility on their 
shoulders. Let ancient prophecies and Ruinous lunacy be Lutzenschlager’s 
concern. Let the people be yours and the bold advance of this invading warband 
mine. We shall all be the God-King’s hand in this — in our different ways, 
according to the gifts he has given us.’ 

‘Tt fills me with joy to hear you speak in such ways,’ Dagobert said with a 
bleak smile. ‘I thought I had lost you, boy.’ 

When Kastner didn’t reply, the priest looked to him and followed the 
templar’s glare. It was directed up at the towers and the smoke trails that wound 
about their rounded elevations and stained the sky. 

‘Crossbow,’ Kastner said. Dagobert nodded, his chins wobbling with the 
sudden effort of passing the reins to Giselle. Stuffing the bulk of The Liber 
Caelestior and its primer — wrapped in soft cloth — into his robes, Dagobert 
climbed into the back of the wagon. 

‘What is it?’ Giselle asked, but neither of the men answered the girl. 
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Changing places with the novice, Dagobert returned with the loaded crossbow 
and Emil’s quiver of bolts, standing about the driver seat like a coachman with a 
blunderbuss. 

‘This cannot be,’ the priest said to himself. “This cannot be.’ 

Giselle heard Terminus clear its saddle-scabbard. Kastner held the sword 
upright, balancing the weight of the heavy blade. Without his plate, the templar 
wore only his doublet, leggings, boots and a blanket. He craned his head around 
and peered back at the sight of Gorst in his rags, chains and cage, tramping up 
the road some distance behind. The Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb could see no 
one else on the road. 

‘Eyes open, girl,’ Kastner said to Giselle at the wagon’s reins, digging his 
heels into Oberon’s side and prompting the horse ahead. 

As Oberon and the hospice wagon rounded the corner approach and the fort 
crept out from behind the trees, the three of them saw bodies in the road. Some 
were merchants and farmers, cut down on the road with their packhorses and 
oxen where they had been waiting for admittance. The tall fort gates were open, 
however, with soldier sentries missing from the portly, conical-roofed half- 
towers of the gatehouse. Archers were also missing from the curtain wall of the 
fort. As they approached, Kastner cast a suspicious eye across the river but 
found only the fort’s lonely reflection in the slow, glassy waters. 

As Oberon’s hooves and the wheels of the wagon hit the cobbles, the 
cacophony of their entrance bounced about the stone barbican and the courtyard 
beyond. It was eerily quiet. The buildings within the fort walls were black and 
burnt out, trailing a breeze-blown smoke of cinders. The stables, outhouses and 
market exchange were gone and the gallows toppled. Only the stone of the 
petitioners’ hall and barracks remained and the captain’s quarters and company 
chapel still quietly smouldered. The dead carpeted the courtyard, their bodies lay 
broken and butchered across the blood-splattered cobbles or dumped in mounds 
that buzzed with feasting flies. Crowds of crows launched themselves from the 
slaughter at the visitors’ approach, cawing about the courtyard before settling on 
the fort wall. 

Kastner guided Oberon through the bodies, the steed’s mighty hooves stepping 
through travellers and traders. The horse passed over the blue and white of 
Middenland soldiers. State troops, garrison sentries, archers and halberdiers. All 
had been slaughtered where they stood. The bodies were not defiled or tainted 
with sorcery, neither did they bear corruptions or display the hallmarks of 
butchery for butchery’s sake. Despite the absence of these things, Kastner was 
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something that betrayed itself to the eye or would bear explanation. The 
destruction had a taste to it. A murderous economy. The elegant butchery of an 
unsuspecting, unprepared and outclassed force, torn through by their martial 
superiors. Veteran dealers in death. It was a massacre — but a purposeful one, by 
watriors who enjoyed their work but to whom the swift and circumspect 
execution of their enemies was the only thing on their minds. Kastner had sensed 
the self-same purity of purpose as they had passed through Gerzen and 
Bergendorf. 

‘Take care, child,’ Dagobert said to Giselle as the wagon bumped through the 
bodies, before calling across the carnage, ‘Diederick?’ 

‘It’s them,’ the templar confirmed. ‘Expert bladework — one man, one mortal 
wound. No casualties. Some improvisation, with the fires. A distraction, maybe. 
Had to be something. The gates are open — bearing no damage of an assault. 
They were in without a fight.” Kastner moved Oberon around a toppled artillery 
piece. ‘Cannon. Unfired.’ 

“What do we do? What do we do?’ Dagobert said. 

‘We can’t stay here,’ Kastner said. ‘That’s for sure. You say that they’re 
looking for that book. If they hit a provincial fort to find it, then your precious 
tome will only find security in the Altdorf, where the walls are thicker and their 
opponents more than just a borrowed weapon and a bright uniform.’ 

Kastner turned towards the far gate. 

‘Do you hear that?’ 

‘Hear what?’ Dagobert said. Giselle’s confusion confirmed to the knight that 
he was the only one to hear the approach: the developing acuteness of his senses 
warning him of danger. Horses. Heavy — like his own. Plate and barding, rattling 
to the rhythm of a gallop. The deep breathing of both steed and rider. Eighteen. 
Kastner listened to the hoof falls. No. Twenty horses and riders. The knight 
turned to Dagobert and Giselle. 

‘Riders approaching,’ Kastner said, turning his own steed. ‘Conceal 
yourselves.’ 

Dagobert cursed, getting down from the wagon with difficulty carrying the 
crossbow. Giselle jumped down lightly behind him. 

‘Where?’ the priest called, already flustered. 

‘Anywhere,’ Kastner said, sidling Oberon up against the inside of the fort wall 
beside the southern gatehouse. The portcullis was open and it was through the 
entrance that the horses thundered in — like a battlefield charge. Kastner cast a 
glance across the courtyard and found that Dagobert and the girl had disappeared 
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into the charred remains of a domed chapel. 

Destriers flashed by the templar. White, wearing red barding. In the saddle, 
Kastner saw armoured figures in gleaming silver plate. The lead rider carried a 
standard advertising the host as Knights of the Fiery Heart. Templars out of 
Altdorf and personal guardians of the Grand Theogonist and the Cathedral of 
Sigmar. In their plated fists the knights carried the long hafts of silver 
warhammers. Their tabards bore the striking red of Imperial crosses, the arrow- 
points of each end terminating in the shape of a heart. The visor sights of their 
crowned crusader helms were cut to accommodate a similar pattern. 

Despite being a vision to behold in their armour and on their magnificent 
steeds, the templars drew from Kastner the wrinkle of his lip. This was not a new 
feeling. Many of the Sigmarite Orders felt that both the Knights of the Fiery 
Heart and the Knights Griffon — responsible for safeguarding the God-King’s 
temples in Altdorf and Nuln, capital city of the Empire — were glorious to 
behold. That they were expertly drilled and fearsome warriors. They also felt 
that they were far from the real work of the God-Emperor. Temples and 
personages needed protection but it was in the deep dark forests and provincial 
mountain ranges of the Empire that Sigmar’s will was prosecuted — slaying 
greenskins, beastmen and the servants of the Dark Gods in His name. It was 
dirty, desperate work and the duty of Orders like the Knights of the Twin-Tailed 
Orb, while the magnificent temples and cathedrals of the land, already situated in 
some of the most fortified areas of the Empire, were guarded by the Knights 
Griffon and the Knights of the Fiery Heart. 

A preceptor riding behind the standard bearer raised the haft of his hammer, 
bringing the corpse-mulching entrance of the knights to a halt. As the horses 
slowed and stopped, the riders looked about the carnage — the smouldering of 
buildings and the sea of bodies. The preceptor raised his visor — a Reiklander, 
noble of face, black of hair and sporting the trimmed moustache and beard 
thought fashionable in the cities. 

‘Brotherhood!’ the preceptor called crisply. ‘Dismount.’ 

The templars stepped down from their steeds with hammers in hand. As 
Kastner motioned Oberon on in front of the open south gate, he heard Dagobert 
bawl from the ruined chapel. 

‘By Sigmar’s blood, it’s good to see you, sirs.’ 

As Dagobert and Giselle emerged — the priest resting the crossbow on a 
demolished wall — the preceptor ordered six of his knights forward. The templars 
were quite an intimidating sight, running forward in formation, glinting 
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warhammers held in two gauntlets, their faces hidden in their crowned helms. As 
the Knights of the Fiery Heart surrounded them, Dagobert and Giselle slowed. 
Kastner felt his hand tighten about Terminus. Feeling the urgency of an 
explanation, Dagobert addressed the preceptor. 

‘My name is Hieronymous Dagobert of Nordland,’ he said, his words fast and 
uncertain, “priest of Sigmar’s way temple on the Sudenpass near Esk.’ 

“You are the priest?’ the preceptor asked. 

‘Tam, good sir,’ Dagobert replied, ‘last time I checked. This is Giselle 
Dantziger — Sister of the Imperial Cross, late of the Hammerfall, in the Middle 
Mountains.’ The priest looked to Giselle, not only to check that he had 
announced her name correctly but also to see the glow of pride on her face at 
hearing that she was now to be known as a Sister of the Imperial Cross. 
Dagobert didn’t think that there would be anyone left alive at the Hammerfall to 
dispute the fact. Besides — the priest believed that the girl had earned it. 

‘Preceptor Riesenweiler of the Knights of the Fiery Heart,’ the warrior told 
him. ‘My orders come directly from the Grand Theogonist himself, Hedrich 
Lutzenschlager — though for the purposes of this conversation, sir, you may take 
them as coming from Sigmar himself.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know about tha—’ 

“You still have the tome?’ Riesenweiler asked. 

‘T do, sir — by the God-King’s good grace,’ Dagobert said, uncomfortable 
being within a cordon of hammer-wielding knights. ‘Though you can see from 
the massacre about us that you are not the only interested party.’ 

‘I sincerely hope that you are not attempting to bargain with me you foolish 
old man,’ Riesenweiler warned. 

‘No, sir,’ Dagobert went on uncertainly, and with Giselle looking about them 
at the slowly closing templars. 

‘We have ridden far, at the Grand Theogonist’s behest,’ Riesenweiler 
continued. ‘Be clear. Hedrich Lutzenschlager demands the whole truth of your 
heart, priest, and we nothing less.’ 

‘IT only meant to say that there has already been a great deal of blood spilt over 
these heretical works.’ 

‘I swear, priest,’ Riesenweiler spat with the impatience of nobility, ‘that your 
man on the rack made more sense.’ 

‘What?’ Dagobert said. ‘You mean Berndt? You racked him?’ 

‘Speak up!’ the knight bellowed imperiously. 

‘Why?’ 
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‘But... he... he’s a mute...’ 

‘And yet on my master’s rack, the words fell right out of him,’ Riesenweiler 
said. ‘One last time, priest. Or I shall have my man here open your skull with his 
hammer and search for the answers in there.’ 

Dagobert looked to a terrified Giselle — and then back to the preceptor with a 
face of stone. 

‘These poor fools died at the hand of marauders,’ Dagobert said, nodding at 
the slaughter around them. ‘Who, I suspect, would do as much as your master 
has empowered you to do — and more — to acquire the contents of the tome in our 
possession.’ 

‘At last, we understand one another,’ Riesenweiler said with a wolfish smile. 
‘The Grand Theogonist was also told that you had with you a pair of invalids. 
Men in need of Shallya’s mercy.’ 

Dagobert’s eyes narrowed. 

‘T should wonder that you did not send one of her priestesses to ease their 
suffering, sir,’ Dagobert said, ‘rather than a company of heavily armed knights. 
Men better equipped to inflict suffering than alleviate it.’ 

‘I see you know us well, sir,’ the preceptor said. ‘Now, these men...’ 

“What does the Grand Theogonist want with them? Surely not to enquire as to 
their wellbeing?’ 

Riesenweiler nodded to one of the knights, who slammed the haft of his 
warhammer into Dagobert’s ample gut, drawing a savage grunt from the priest 
and putting him down on his knees. 

‘Blackguards!’ Giselle screeched at the knights. 

‘Do not make me ask again, you idiot provincials,’ Riesenweiler said. 

‘The boy, Emil Eckhardt, passed,’ Dagobert managed, attempting to get back 
his wind. ‘Sieur Diederick Kastner—’ 

‘“—is right behind you.’ 

The courtyard echoed with the clatter of plate, as Preceptor Riesenweiler and 
his Knights of the Fiery Heart turned around in unison. There Kastner sat, 
blocking the south gate, on Oberon. He was armourless, bloodied, bandaged and 
holding the greatsword Terminus out before him. ‘What would you have with 
him? And don’t make me ask again, you bloody genteels.’ 

Something about Kastner amused the preceptor. Perhaps it was the knight’s 
grim jest or his filthy attire, bereft of plate. It could simply have been the 
appalling odds. Nodding, Riesenweiler ordered his remaining templars to 
similarly surround Kastner and his steed. Oberon snorted and stamped as the 
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Knights of the Fiery Heart formed a circle about him. 

‘Sieur Kastner — Diederick Kastner of the Gruber Marches,’ Riesenweiler 
announced. ‘By the order of the Hedrich Lutzenschlager — Grand Theogonist and 
Sigmar’s Will in this world — you are charged with perfidy, wanton bloodshed, 
bringing terror to this land, the breach of your holy faith, consort with heretics 
and the worship of outlawed gods. 

‘Outrageous!’ Dagobert said getting to his feet, but the knight standing over 
him put him back down with another haft-slug to the gut. 

“Your crimes have been weighed and measured,’ Riesenweiler said, ‘and your 
punishment devised. That punishment is death, sir. I have taken the liberty of 
informing your chapter master and claiming your ancestral lands.’ 

‘Kind of you,’ Kastner called, ‘but you are mistaken — as the God-King is my 
witness.’ 

‘And yet Sigmar stands as witness against you,’ the preceptor replied, 
‘speaking through my master of your renouncement of his following and your 
service to the Ruinous Powers.’ 

‘T don’t suppose it matters that I have done none of those things.’ 

“You will,’ Riesenweiler told him coldly. Kastner’s lip curled into a snarl. It 
did not matter. This was no mistake. Some great betrayal had been fabricated 
and his life and work offered as a solution to some unknown problem. If the 
God-King had a failing, it was that he entrusted his Empire to sycophants and 
parasites that would pervert his cult for their own ends. Most who served in the 
ranks of his priesthood or martial orders knew this — believing that they might 
still do some small good in his name despite their suspicion that the leaders of 
his faith had lost their way. This was no mistake. The Grand Theogonist would 
not have sent twenty of his best templars out into the provinces with such 
specific accusations and orders as part of a misunderstanding. This was real and 
it was happening now. Kastner felt the careful life of advancement and devotion 
unravel about him. He had fooled himself into thinking that his next action 
would have great meaning and would change the direction of his life. The truth 
he admitted to himself was that his life had already turned a corner. There was 
nothing left to do but accept his fate. 

‘T will...’ 

“You will,’ Riesenweiler repeated. Kastner lowered Terminus and pointed the 
tip of the broad blade at the Knight of the Fiery Heart. 

‘Wanton bloodshed I might grant you, preceptor,’ Kastner growled. 

‘No,’ Dagobert bawled from the ground. ‘Diederick, don’t. This is madness — 
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‘Diederick Kastner is no servant of Sigmar,’ Riesenweiler seethed. 
‘Brotherhood! Do your duty.’ 

‘No,’ Dagobert roared. ‘Desist in this insanity. We demand audience with the 
Grand Theogonist. We demand to hear this from him. We demand to hear his 
reasons.’ 

But the preceptor had done with the priest. He had heard the order from 
Lutzenschlager’s own lips. ‘The man Diederick Kastner must die...’ 

When Riesenweiler had proposed taking five knights, Lutzenschlager had said, 
“Take twenty and see that it is done.” When Riesenweiler protested the number, 
the Grand Theogonist had told him, “This man is cursed by the Dark Gods with a 
future of doom and damnation. A future that must be denied, for our sake as well 
as his own. Sigmar has granted us the opportunity to do that. He has entrusted 
me with this task and now I entrust you. Take twenty of your knights and end 
this enemy of the Empire. No life your holy weapons have taken has ever been 
more deserving.’ 

‘Do your duty!’ Riesenweiler commanded. 

The knights moved in with their hammers, the dismal daylight reflecting off 
their immaculate plate. Kastner felt the pain in his eye intensify. The crackling 
torment felt its way through his mind like lightning searing between a 
thunderhead and the ground. With every snap of pain, the templar’s face 
contorted. In the blinding after-agony of each mind-cleaving crack, he saw the 
bodies of brother templars cut down in the courtyard. The blood-splashed silver 
of their plate. Crowned helms, rolling about the cobbles with the decapitated 
heads of knights within. The blessed soldiers of Sigmar laid low. 

‘T will not be a slave to the perversity of these events any longer,’ the templar 
told all. ‘Servants of the Dark Gods or the servants of Sigmar — you all seem lost 
to me. I will not offer up my life in the name of such madness.’ 

‘Diederick, no!’ 

But it was already done. The decision was made. With it came peace. With it 
came — for that moment at least — a mind free from soul-crippling pain. Oberon 
reared. Kastner lifted Terminus for a killing stroke. His first victim came in, his 
hammer swing drilled and predictable. Kastner would make him pay for the 
insult of such a routine manoeuvre. To think that Diederick Kastner could be 
felled by such lack of imagination. At least the forest creatures and the 
marauders of the north hit you with everything they had. All their skill, their 
passion, their blood-thirsty invention. Sigmar’s knight would die for his 
presumption. 
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Suddenly there was movement. 

It caught Kastner’s attention, as it did his opponent — as it did his templar 
brothers. A nearby mound of bodies rose from the cobbles. Dead Middenlanders 
rained to the ground. Butchered torsos. Cleaved limbs. Spilled guts. Beneath 
were winged forms. Warriors in mail and plate of their own — the metal dark 
with age and stain. Their wings appeared to be extensions of their armour, 
infernal appendages of beetle-black. The warriors’ helms were the colour of 
bronzed bone — almost seeming to be skull grown over the metal plate. They 
rose to their knees, their gauntlets empty, while they shook the blood and 
leakage of the mound from the surface of the wings they had used to protect 
themselves. 

‘My god...’ Preceptor Riesenweiler said, lifting his warhammer. He looked 
from Kastner to the eight marauder knights who had just revealed themselves. 
Oberon’s hooves hit the ground once more. The templar’s hammer hovered. 
Kastner held Terminus high above his head. 

‘The marauders!’ Dagobert called out, retreating within the ruined chapel. 

‘Enemies of Sigmar in our midst,’ Riesenweiler called to his knights. He 
jabbed an accusatory metal digit at Kastner. “The forsaken reveals his dark 
servants. Destroy them!’ 

Knights of the Fiery Heart charged through the carpet of bodies at the Chaos 
watriors. The armoured figures walked calmly towards the templars, bringing 
the thumb-protrusions of their wings over their shoulders. Reaching up, the 
Chaos knights grabbed the protrusions with their gauntlets and withdrew from 
the hollow bone fingers between the wing membranes a pair of curved, bone 
swords. Like gnarled sabres of razored rachidian, the knights readied themselves 
for the charge. 

It was just the kind of carnage Kastner had imagined in the courtyard. The 
marauder knights were cold and purposeful in their execution of their assault. 
While Riesenweiler’s templars lifted and swung their warhammers with a 
confidence borne of drill and prayer, the Chaos warriors were lopping, slashing 
and stabbing their way through their element — the blood and body parts of their 
victims. The Ruinous knights moved with the reactive fluidity not of one born to 
wear plate, like the highborn of the Empire, but of one who had become part of 
it. Drawing wings before them like shields, the warriors allowed silver hammers 
to bounce uselessly from the armoured membranes before erupting forth from 
behind them and scything down through gaps and between plates in the 
templar’s silvered armour. 
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Kastner watched with simultaneous horror and exhilaration as the templars of 
Sigmar and the Ruinous knights fought for his soul. Oberon trotted about the 
bloodshed, with Kastner lifting Terminus to strike. Knights of the Fiery Heart, 
batted back by the wings of their silent foes, tripped through cadavers into the 
greatsword’s reach. The rage in Kastner’s belly caused Terminus to tremble in 
his grip, but he couldn’t bring himself to strike Sigmar’s servants down. As three 
silver knights smashed one of the damned warriors back through the carnage, its 
wings and bone blades turning the irresistible force of the warhammers aside, 
Kastner found himself above the knight. 

Righteous fury washed through him like ice-water. The Ruinous warrior had to 
die. Every part of Kastner’s being needed to end him. Almost every part. The 
wyrdstone within his skull grew warm. It was a strange sensation and the 
templar brought his hand up to the ruin of his punctured eye. The stone was hot 
to the touch. Every time Kastner brought his greatsword up, it pulsed a savage 
heat that he felt throughout his head. Kastner growled at himself in frustration. 
Within moments the Chaos warrior would turn or move out of reach. Terminus 
came up. Kastner’s head came down with the searing thunder that peeled 
through his skull. Gritting his teeth through the agony, the templar unleashed the 
broad blade of his weapon. Hacking down between the warrior’s wings, the 
sword cleaved through his neck and shoulder. Tearing Terminus skyward, 
Kastner brought the sword down through the flesh and armour fusion of the 
other shoulder. 

Kastner didn’t see the Chaos warrior crash to its armoured knees, its helm- 
heavy head lolling forward and falling from its gore-spuming torso. He was 
down on the cobbles, Terminus clattering to the ground beside him. Clutching 
his head with his hands, the templar looked up just in time to see a Knight of the 
Fiery Heart hammer aside the body of the winged warrior and bring his 
warhammer over his decorative helm. Kastner rolled across the blood-spattered 
courtyard, snatching for the hilt of his greatsword as he did. The warhammer 
came down, sparking off the cobbles. Kastner kicked back to his feet and put 
Terminus between him and the Sigmarite. 

Two other knights, drawn down on the dismounted templar, charged from the 
right and for a moment it appeared as if Kastner would need to take the three of 
them. With the agony in his head subsiding, he brought his hand down and 
clutched his greatsword. The first of the charging knights suddenly went down, a 
Chaos warrior who had been matching him step for step, hacking his leg from 
his knee with the sweep of his heavy bone sabre. The second was knocked from 
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Tackling the Sigmarite to the ground in a pile of bodies, the Ruinous warrior 
encapsulated them both in its wings before rearing and stabbing one of its great 
sabres down through the knight’s silver chest. 

Kastner felt the God-King’s wrath come down with the warhammer of the 
knight facing him. Holding the heavy blade of Terminus against the assault, the 
templar fought the desire to kill his opposite. 

‘T’m a Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb,’ Kastner roared at him. ‘A templar of 
Sigmar. Like you.’ 

Kastner’s protests didn’t give the hammer-wielding knight a moment’s pause. 
The weight of the weapon came down once, twice and a third time — each swing 
carrying more fervent force than the last. 

“You are nothing like me,’ the knight bellowed through his visor, his clipped 
and cultured voice that of a Reiklander. Kastner felt rage build within him. As 
the hammer’s haft came down, the templar pushed it aside with his greatsword. 
Reaching for the knight’s ornate helm with his other hand, Kastner flipped up 
the visor and found himself looking at a young nobleman. His couth features 
were screwed up with effort and righteous hatred for his enemy, the kind of 
righteous hatred that had once disfigured Kastner’s face. Hooking his fingertips 
inside the crowned helm, Kastner pulled the knight violently to him. Bringing 
Terminus back with the other, he buried the cross-guard of the sword in the 
young knight’s face. Allowing the dead Sigmarite to rattle to the courtyard 
cobbles, Kastner spat after him. 

“You’re right,’ he said. ‘We are nothing alike.’ 

He turned from the Knight of the Fiery Heart to the two marauder knights that 
had saved him. The templar expected vengeance. Instead he found cold 
acceptance. Kastner heard Riesenweiler direct his knights on with imperious 
disappointment, sending eager warriors his way. Kastner shook his head, raising 
Terminus before him. 

‘Fight me!’ he bawled at the Chaos warriors. He ran at the first but it simply 
backed away, not even offering a bone sword or wing in defence. ‘What’s wrong 
with you? I’m your enemy.’ Turning savagely at the second, Kastner brought his 
greatsword around with such frustration and force that it cut the Chaos knight’s 
bone sword in two. As the marauder backed away, its skull-helm bowed in some 
kind of wretched deference to the templar, it reached for the gristle of a third 
protruding hilt and cleared a shorter bone blade from another winged finger- 
scabbard. 

As Riesenweiler’s company stormed at Kastner, the marauder knights stepped 
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into their path, bone swords flashing in both hands — putting the holy Sigmarites 
from their prize. The templar felt his heart twist inside his chest. He had a cold 
loathing for everything in the courtyard but couldn’t bring himself to butcher his 
damned saviours from behind with a sword in their backs. Looking about him, 
Kastner came to realise that the marauder knights had formed a skirmish line — a 
cordon of their own, facing outwards and keeping the devout Knights of the 
Fiery Heart from him. Sick to his soul, Kastner knew that without them he would 
have been bludgeoned mercilessly into the cobbles by the Grand Theogonist’s 
armoured assassins. He knew that he wanted to live and had the marauders’ 
intervention to thank for the possibility. 

Looking beyond, Kastner saw Father Dagobert making an awkward run for the 
hospice wagon, his damned volume clutched to his chest. Giselle still sought the 
cover of the chapel ruins, while Riesenweiler put himself between the two of 
them. Clutching the haft of his hammer high in his hand, the preceptor rattled up 
behind the priest at a jog. 

Grabbing Oberon’s reins in his hand, Kastner mounted the horse and jabbed 
his heels into the animal’s flanks. Urging the steed into a corpse-stomping 
gallop, Kastner rode for the preceptor. Pushing Dagobert against the wagon, 
Riesenweiler spun the priest around. The Liber Caelestior was buried in his 
chubby arms. 

‘Give it to me!’ Riesenweiler shouted into the priest’s face. As Dagobert 
struggled against the far stronger knight, Riesenweiler smashed the wood of the 
forward wagon bow to splinters with his hammer. He swung the weapon at 
Dagobert with murderous force. The second swing destroyed the wagon’s 
handbrake, while the third put a hole through the sideboard. Between the weight 
of the weapon in one hand and the priest’s struggles, the preceptor couldn’t 
guarantee the hammer’s destination. Riesenweiler roared. Dagobert roared back. 

‘Deviants all,’ the Knight of the Fiery Heart accused the priest, the silver head 
of the hammer against his cheek, pinning him against the wagon. ‘That tome 
belongs to my master now!’ 

With Kastner still riding through Riesenweiler’s scattered company — evading 
the arcs of hammers and knocking the knights down with Oberon’s flanks and 
turns — Giselle found herself grabbing at the back of the preceptor’s plate. 

‘Leave him,’ she called, but Riesenweiler shrugged her off and turned, 
grabbing the girl’s short hair in his gauntlet. Hauling her into the wagon bed, the 
novice-sister hit the wood with a crack. Tearing her around, the knight found 
that it was the stock of the crossbow she had recovered from the derelict chapel 
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at her hip, Giselle pulled on the trigger. The weapon gave a buck and a sigh, 
sending the bolt the short distance into Riesenweiler’s groin. The knight 
stumbled back, clutching at the mail skirt covering his lower abdomen. The 
chainmail had done nothing to halt the quarrel, which had slammed some depth 
into the preceptor’s flesh. 

Riesenweiler started to say something but he was distracted by the shaft of 
wood through his body and the blood splashing down the cuisse plates on his 
thighs. He went down with a cacophonous crash, looking between his gauntlet 
around the bolt at both Giselle and the priest. 

‘This is...” Riesenweiler began, ‘this is not what Sigmar had planned for me.’ 

‘Not for any of us,’ Dagobert agreed, stepping forward. Black horseflesh 
suddenly flashed by, its passage rippling the priest’s robes. Kastner rode Oberon 
straight through the Knight of the Fiery Heart, Riesenweiler ending up a 
trampled mess, some distance away — brained and broken beneath the stallion’s 
colossal hooves. 

As Kastner pulled the horse around, he discovered Father Dagobert and 
Giselle staring dumbfounded at him. 

‘Get in,’ he shouted, bringing the pair back to their senses. Turning the 
greatsword about in his wrist, Kastner slapped the flat of the blade against 
Oberon’s side, urging the horse on ahead of the wagon. 

‘On,’ the priest yelled, sending ripples down the reins at the wagon horses. 
‘On, my beauties.’ 

Weaving Oberon through the silver knights, Kastner leant low and to one side, 
cutting down the desperate Sigmarites as he rode, creating a path for the wagon 
to bump across the courtyard bodies for the south gate. Turning aside 
warhammers and cleaving through the finest quality plate with well-aimed hacks 
and chops, Kastner discovered that the few knights who had made it back to 
their glorious white steeds had been set upon by the winged marauders. 

Leaping the corpses of a Chaos warrior and the four knights whose lives it had 
cost to bring him down, Kastner and Oberon thundered up to the gate. Reloading 
the crossbow, Giselle had little skill at range, but the threat of the weapon and 
the glancing whoosh of crossbow bolts off stone and cobble enabled Dagobert to 
whip the wagon horses through the stone gateway. Slashing the ropes of the 
barbican winch with Terminus, Kastner brought his head down low and nudged 
Oberon swiftly through the gate with the portcullis shuddering down behind him. 
Hammering his horse up the road away from the decimated Fort Denkh, Kastner 
could hear the slaughter of the leaderless knights by the warband of winged 
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warriors — the same warband that was massacring its way south through the 
Empire. As he rode past the wagon, urging Dagobert to keep up the pace, the 
templar couldn’t help feeling that he was trying to outrun both his past and his 
future in leaving the Sigmarites and marauder knights behind. 

‘Where are we going?’ the priest shouted at the passing warrior. 

Kastner considered. They needed a place to rest and collect themselves. 
Somewhere he could think and devise a more decisive course of action. He 
turned to look at the red-faced Dagobert and Giselle, who was still clutching 
Emil’s crossbow. The templar made a decision. 

‘Home,’ Kastner told him. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


“...on aery lips, that whisper dead men’s names 
Through forests ancient and ruins new. 

He, like a traveller 

In cursed lands of rack and ruin, bore an aspect 
of misgiving, worn to habitude.’ 


— Tanhauser’s Ode to Fear 


Kastner Estates 
Gruber Marches 
Blutig Wellentag/Ersten Aubentag im Erntzeit, IC 2420 


The trees creaked with the ropes of the innocents hanging from them. Oberon 
took the beech-lined path up to the mansion at a grim trot, his rider rolling in the 
saddle in stunned disbelief. With each crunch of gravel, it became clear that 
Riesenweiler and his Sigmarites had come to Fort Denkh by way of the Marches. 
The beautiful manor house still stood — the knights having had little time to torch 
it on their way to intercept Kastner and the damned tome he was escorting to 
safety in Altdorf. 

Kastner saw Kiefer the groom, swinging in the breeze, the boy’s face frozen 
with the horror of the moment he realised he was going to die. Old Wendal — the 
Lady’s bailiff — had taken a monstrous beating. Even Fitchling, purser of the 
estate, swung for the bad fortune of attending the manor house the day of the 
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knights’ arrival. The housekeeper Frau Valda and her serving girls — all still in 
their aprons and strung from the branches above the Great Lawn. 

Dagobert and Giselle were silent on the front of the wagon. Even Gorst, who 
had somehow found them again after their flight from Fort Denkh, held back his 
ramblings. Kastner brought Oberon along the length of the Kastner mansion, 
halting the steed before the large oak doors of the entrance. There was paint 
splashed across the worm-eaten wood — the words scrawled with passion: 
HERETIC. Before the accusation, Lady Kastner — Lady Angelika to those who 
knew her — hung like a canting scarecrow from the stone porchway. Lady 
Angelika, whom Kastner had come to love, not like a mother, but like a 
beneficent goddess or patron. Cruelly neglected by her husband, her heart was 
kind and her mind sharp — steering the Kastner estates through the financial ruin 
of her husband’s foolishness and drunken abandon. Such hardships had not 
cooled her compassion for others, and upon arriving in the Gruber Marches with 
a templar’s steed, an ancestral blade and a dubious story, Diederick had found 
not only a home but a name of his own and the opportunities that went with it. 
He owed Angelika Kastner his life. The life falling apart around him. 

Before the templar knew it, night had fallen. His torso — healing with almost 
supernatural speed and determination — glistened with sweat and glinted with the 
reflection of stars in dark sky above. Even his limp was fading. The shovel bit 
into the rich brown earth of the estate. He had been digging graves all day. His 
bones ached and his mind was numb. Gorst had helped him with the bodies and 
was now sitting behind a finely trimmed hedge, unusually quiet. As the last few 
shovels of earth hit the mound, Kastner patted them down. On the simple marker 
he had painted the name ‘Trudi’. He had never known the serving girl’s family 
name. 

A lantern approached from the manor house. It was Giselle, with a stein and a 
jug of milk. She hung the lantern off the handle of a pick buried in the ground. It 
rested with Kastner’s hammer swinging from its chain — the silver hammer 
Father Dagobert had given him before the young Diederick had left to be a 
knight’s page. The novice poured the milk in silence and handed it to the 
templar. Despite all they had been through, Kastner detected fear in a face 
unaccustomed to such an emotion. 

‘What is it, girl?’ Kastner demanded. 

‘Father Dagobert said you should keep up your strength. You’re still healing,’ 
Giselle told him. Kastner drank deep. The milk was cool from the cellars. He 
thrust the stein forward for more. The sister obliged him. ‘My cousin Johan 
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‘Tell Dagobert that I need him,’ Kastner cut her off. ‘Someone should say 
something for these people.’ 

‘Then why don’t you?’ Dagobert’s voice carried through the darkness. The 
priest walked up behind Giselle — the heretical tome both the Knights of the 
Fiery Heart and the winged marauders were searching for under one arm. ‘You 
know the words.’ 

‘They stick in the throat,’ Kastner told him grimly. 

‘As a servant of Sigmar, you’ve presided over many funerals,’ Dagobert said, 
walking into the lantern-light. 

‘I knew these people...’ 

‘All the more reason you would want to honour them.’ 

“You think after today, it wise to lecture me on funeral etiquette?’ Kastner 
said, his anger rising. ‘Conduct the bloody lamentations — would you, please?’ 

‘Humour me, Diederick,’ Dagobert pressed. ‘Help me with first rites.’ 

Kastner glared at the priest. His lips parted but nothing proceeded from them. 
He tried again and again he failed. Kastner clenched his teeth and stabbed the 
shovel into the ground. 

“You know the words won’t come,’ he said finally. 

‘And what of this,’ Dagobert said, indicating the silver hammer he had given 
to the templar. The hammer he had worn around his own neck. He moved 
forward. Kastner flinched. Not afraid of Dagobert but himself. The priest took 
the lantern from the pick handle and held it up to the knight’s chest. There, in the 
flesh, masquerading as a wound or injury, was a hammer-shaped mark. Like a 
burn, the silhouette was red, agitated and covered in scratches where it had 
irritated the templar’s skin. 

“You cannot speak His words, nor tolerate His sigil against your flesh,’ 
Dagobert said. 

Kastner looked down at the mark on his chest. His head rose slowly and 
thoughtfully. His pain and anger was spent. He felt tired. Looking up at the 
priest, he stared deep into Dagobert’s eyes. 

‘What is happening to me?’ Kastner asked, his voice barely a whisper on the 
night air. 

“You are marked,’ Giselle said. ‘Any fool can see that. Marked by the Dark 
Gods...’ 

‘Silence woman,’ Kastner snapped. ‘Don’t speak such things.’ 

‘Someone must,’ Dagobert said. 

‘Why didn’t they kill us?’ Giselle asked. ‘In the fort, the marauders could have 
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killed us with all those other people. Why didn’t they? The Hammerfall. The 
villages. The fort — but not us. Are we marked with you?’ 

‘I’m warning you...’ 

‘They could have taken the book from our corpses,’ Dagobert said, pulling the 
damned tome from beneath his arm. 

‘T don’t know,’ Kastner told them, his gaze on the ground. 

‘T think I do,’ Dagobert said. ‘In the manor house, in view of what has come to 
pass, I thought it worth the risk to consult this Ruinous volume further. While 
you were out digging graves for those whose blood is on your hands...’ 
Kastner’s head came up sharply, but the harsh words the templar had for Father 
Dagobert died on his lips. ‘I have been using the primer to translate this 
wretched thing. It has answers for us, Diederick, but answers you are not going 
to want to hear.’ 

‘But I think that we need to hear them,’ Giselle said, her arms folded before 
her. She looked from Kastner to the priest. 

“You accuse me of being marked by Ruinous Powers,’ Kastner said, kicking at 
the earth, ‘but it is the two of you with your noses in the pages of outlawed 
texts.’ 

“We seem to be at the heart of events of some significance. The marauders. 
The Knights of the Fiery Heart. The Grand Theogonist of the Empire. Sigmar 
himself, for all we know. I have been sitting for hours, trying to conceive of why 
Hedrich Lutzenschlager would have ordered his knights to destroy us. You know 
that I have few good words to say about that man. Court politics and cult 
conspiracy put a toad like Lutzenschlager on the Grand Theogonist’s throne, not 
the God-King’s will. Men who opposed him were banished to the way temples 
of the northern coast and the wilds of Hochland. He’s deluded. He’s devout. His 
soul is a bottomless well of ambition, tapped falsely in the name of the God- 
King. But a murderer of convenience?’ 

‘He’s a walking corpse,’ Kastner hissed through his teeth. “That’s all we need 
to know.’ 

“You’re going to march into one of the most fortified cities in the land?’ 
Dagobert challenged. ‘You are already a hunted man. You mean to execute the 
most well-protected man in the Empire — bar the Emperor himself — in his own 
cathedral? I wish you a miracle in such an endeavour, my son, because you are 
going to need one.’ 

‘No,’ Kastner said in words of flint, ‘just a blade and powerful will.’ 

‘And a heart full of vengeance?’ Dagobert said. ‘Would you not know what 
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Kastner’s expression soured, ‘Pray continue.’ 

Dagobert held the tome up before Giselle and the templar. 

‘Despite its macabre appearance,’ he said, ‘it seems free from any kind of 
physical corruption. Leather cover, iron clasps, ink and vellum. If evil resides in 
its pages, it hides itself well. The reason, it seems, for the tome’s heretical status 
and inclusion in the vaults of the mighty Hammerfall, is the knowledge it has 
faithfully carried to us through the ages. It is called The Liber Caelestior or The 
Celestine Book of Divination. You have helped me catalogue such books brought 
to us at the temple, Diederick, false prophecies that preach the God-King’s 
absence in the world, foretellings derived from celestial congress...’ 

‘Horsecrap,’ Kastner said. 

‘Agreed,’ Dagobert said, ‘the ramblings of madmen, hardly worthy of notice, 
hardly worthy of cataloguing and securing. These writings are nearly a thousand 
years old and belong to a professed Tilean seer called Battista Gaspar 
Necrodomo. He was an astromancer who prophesied what he called the End 
Times — the end of the world, my friend.’ 

‘Doesn’t mean it’s not horsecrap.’ 

‘The Reman priests and inquisitors of Law and Light didn’t seem to think so,’ 
Dagobert said, ‘and neither did Sigmar’s devout servants. When it found its way 
to the Empire, it was buried in the Hammerfall.’ 

‘Even learned men can be wrong,’ Kastner assured him. 

‘Necrodomo tells that the End Times will be heralded by the coming of a great 
warrior from the north — a man who would be favoured through his deeds by all 
of the Ruinous Powers in unison. A man who would be their chosen — their 
Everchosen, as the Tilean terms it.’ 

‘And how might one man alone bring about the end of the world,’ Kastner said 
darkly. 

‘He wouldn’t,’ Dagobert replied. ‘Warriors flock to stand beside great men for 
the promise of battle, glory and victory. Harnessing their strength, Necrodomo 
claims he would overcome the trials set for him by the Dark Gods and earn their 
sponsorship. With their armies — their unified power — his advance would be 
irresistible. He would destroy the Empire — nay the world. Without people to 
pray to them, gods like our own would be lost to history and the existence of 
man, with all other races, would be plunged into an eternal darkness.’ 

‘Does this doom-monger have a name?’ 

‘His name is Archaon.’ 

‘Then perhaps this Archaon leads the marauders we saw yesterday,’ Kastner 
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said. 

‘Perhaps...’ 

‘A dread tale indeed.’ 

‘Not a tale, Diederick,’ Dagobert said. “Tales do not come true in the telling.’ 
Kastner shook his head. 

‘Tt tells of truths?’ 

‘That have already come to pass, my boy. How the tome itself came to be in 
our possession. The death and destruction in its wake. The doom to follow. 
Interpretations, true — as is the case with the translation of any ancient text. Even 
allowing for that, the predictions are uncanny ‘ 

Kastner burned into Dagobert with his gaze. 

“You think I am this Archaon?’ 

‘From where I stand, it seems possible,’ Dagobert said slowly. 

Kastner roared, snatching up the shovel. Swinging it about him, he let the tool 
sail into the canopy of the surrounding trees. 

‘No!’ Kastner bawled at the priest, as the shovel clanged its way through the 
branches and down into the earth below. He stabbed a finger at Dagobert. “That 
cannot be so.’ 

“You are marked, good templar,’ Giselle said. 

‘T should end you both for suggesting such a thing,’ Kastner seethed. ‘And 
burn that tome for the lies it tells.’ 

‘Burning the book would not stop the prophecies coming to fruition,’ 
Dagobert said. ‘We would simply be blind to them.’ 

‘How can you know?’ Kastner said, his chest rising and falling — his face 
contorted and his eye filling. ‘How can you know?’ 

‘I don’t,’ Dagobert admitted, shamed by the pain of Kastner’s reaction. 

‘What is your proof?’ 

‘The north and the south meet in Archaon’s blood.’ 

‘What does that mean?’ Kastner bawled. 

“You were undoubtedly born here,’ Dagobert said. ‘You were brought to me a 
newborn. But look at your skin, your hair. You are a northerner from head to 
toe.’ 

‘Proof of nothing...’ 

‘Before serving the Ruinous Powers, Archaon found service in Sigmar’s 
name.’ 

‘So have many,’ Kastner said. “The Dark Gods delight in the corruption of 
virtue. Some of the God-King’s boldest and best have fallen to that path.’ 
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pledged in earnest to his cause. Men who were already chosen to stand as our 
protection against such darkness.’ 

‘A templar?’ 

‘The agreement of events and the people at the heart of them is compelling,’ 
Dagobert said. “The tome tells of this all, the unfolding tragedy of these times.’ 

‘No,’ Kastner spat. ‘This is not true. You are wrong. You are deceived.’ 

‘And sometimes we deceive ourselves,’ Dagobert warned. 

‘Tam a changed man,’ Kastner admitted wretchedly. ‘And events would seem 
to have conspired against me, certainly since this girl brought the calamitous 
thing into our lives. How can we know she is not a dark servant herself?’ 

Giselle took several steps back. 

“You have already damned us all by your wretched company,’ Giselle spat. ‘I 
cannot return to the Hammerfall. This good Father here will never see the inside 
of a temple as its priest. You wallow like a sow in its sorrow but cannot see the 
ruin you visit upon others.’ 

Giselle ran forward with her hand outstretched to slap him, but the templar’s 
own came up, locking around her wrist. He pushed her back with a snarl, 
causing the novice-sister to fall across Trudi’s fresh grave. 

Dagobert helped her up as Kastner glowered at them both. 

‘My child, even if Archaon stands before us,’ the priest said to Giselle, ‘as far 
as I can glean from the early sections of the volume, the Dark Gods complot 
against him. He is no more to blame than the animal in the hunter’s trap. He did 
not choose but was chosen. It is the reason I stand with him — why we should 
stand with him — in hope that he might be extricated from the snare he finds 
himself in.’ 

‘Is there no hope?’ Kastner said, crumbling slowly to his knees. 

‘Always, my child.’ 

‘Should I not just select a noose from the many that hang in these trees?’ 

‘T doubt fate would allow such an ending,’ Dagobert mused. 

“What does that even mean?’ 

‘I knew a young man once,’ Dagobert said. ‘A man the plague had left bereft 
of wife and child. He tried to follow them through the noose of a rope...’ 
Dagobert seemed to stall — the story difficult to tell. Giselle and Kastner watched 
the priest struggle. “The timbers of his cottage had been as rotten as his fortune, 
however, and they broke under the weight of the attempt.’ 

“What happened to him?’ Giselle asked. 

‘He pledged the life that had been granted him, to helping others through their 
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difficulties, rather than sinking into his own.’ 

The girl nodded, still not quite understanding, and attempted a weak smile. 

‘I never knew that,’ Kastner said, still on his knees. 

‘Well here’s something that you should know,’ Dagobert said. ‘There is a page 
missing from The Liber Caelestior. An important one. Torn straight from the 
tome itself. The page, it seemed, was going to reveal the identity of the warrior 
who was to become this Archaon. Without it, we cannot be certain of anything. 
We need that page.’ 

“Where is it?’ Giselle asked. 

‘Tt must reside — for safety — with the only man with authority in the land to 
have your matriarch grant him access to the tome in the first place.’ 

‘The Grand Theogonist?’ 

‘Well that is it then,’ Kastner said after a pause. ‘Lutzenschlager sent the 
knights. The page has told him who he is looking for.’ 

‘Even learned men can be wrong,’ Dagobert said, attempting a smile of his 
own. ‘Diederick, I can continue with my translations, but you will not know any 
kind of peace until you know for sure. We need that page. It’s time to start 
praying for a miracle.’ 

Kastner looked down at the freshly turned grave earth. He didn’t think he was 
capable of such prayers. Not to the God-King, at any rate. The devotions would 
close up his throat. He pushed himself to his feet, nodding slowly in agreement. 
He would know what business destiny had with him. Besides, there were 
marvels and miracles in the world for which the God-King was not responsible. 
Miracles that required neither prayer nor devotions. 

Picking up his arming doublet from where it lay across a hedge, disturbing 
Gorst from his quiet mumblings, Kastner slipped into the blood-stained garment 
and made his way to the manor house. The new sensitivity of his hearing — one 
of many changes to the way the templar was beginning to experience his 
doomed world — picked up the sighs of relief that fell out of Dagobert and the 
girl. At what should have been well out of earshot, he heard them exchange 
words. 

‘The very Cathedral of Sigmar?’ Giselle said. 

‘The lion’s den, child.’ 

‘Will he return?’ 

‘No,’ Dagobert said. ‘I seriously doubt it.’ 

‘Then why send your friend to his death?’ Giselle asked. 

‘T sent him because he is my friend,’ Dagobert said. ‘I hope for his sake — and 
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our own — that he does not return. That he finds peace in the God-King’s holy 
temple. Knight of Sigmar or not, Diederick is polluted. Dread forces twist his 
soul in the same way they twisted the flesh of poor Emil Eckhardt.’ Dagobert’s 
manner became grim and brooding. ‘If he does indeed return, with dark answers 
to dark questions... well then — we shall all be doomed.’ 

Kastner crossed the pitch-black lawn, heading for the untruth of his ancestral 
home. He nodded slowly to himself, his head burning with unanswerable 
questions. His past was a lie. He knew that. But would his future be similarly 
false? 


‘Kastner,’ Giselle called. 

Her voice echoed about the empty gardens of the manor house. It was morning 
and even the birds seemed to be paying their respects to the dead. The air 
smelled of freshly turned earth. ‘Sieur Kastner!’ Giselle hollered across the 
graves. 

‘He’s not in the house?’ Father Dagobert called back. He had just completed 
his lamentations for the dead. With the number of bodies buried, it had taken 
some time. 

‘No, Father. Last I saw him,’ Giselle said, ‘he was looking over the suits in the 
hall.’ 

‘Sieur Kastner’s ancestral suits of armour,’ Dagobert said. Giselle frowned as 
he approached her. ‘The former Sieur Kastner,’ the priest clarified. ‘His great- 
great grandfather fought alongside Magnus the Pious, you know, during the 
Great War against Chaos.’ 

‘Perhaps he just left for the city early this morning,’ Giselle said. 

‘Without talking to me first — I wouldn’t have thought so.’ 

‘Perhaps he just wanted to be alone.’ 

‘Understandable, I suppose,’ Dagobert said. ‘It’s not every day you discover 
you might be the herald of the apocalypse.’ 

‘He’!l return when he’s ready, yes?’ 

‘Yes,’ Dagobert considered. If the priest was right about The Celestine Book of 
Divination, then Kastner’s whole life was in there. He was going to want to 
come back for it. Dagobert nodded, his chins wobbling. ‘The tome, yes, indeed. 
If we wish to know where he is, I should get back to my translations.’ 

‘1’1l make us some breakfast,’ Giselle said. 

“Yes, my child. You do that.’ 

As Giselle arrived at the well for fresh water, she discovered that the bucket 
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nad already Deen lowered. Heaving on the nandle crank, she round tnat It 
wouldn’t budge. 

‘The bucket is stuck,’ Giselle called. While she tried her best to lever the 
handle round with her slight form, Dagobert walked back over to assist. 

‘It’s probably the windlass,’ the priest told her. As the pair of them heaved, the 
rope slowly wound its way around the spindle. ‘What by gods?’ Dagobert said. 
The weight on the rope was incredible. 

‘Perhaps it’s caught or something.’ As Giselle leant over to see the bucket rise 
from the darkness, leaving Dagobert on the crank, the rope almost ran. The 
commotion drew Gorst, who sniffed at the well like a curious hound. 

“Get back on the handle, child — or all our efforts with be for naught,’ the 
priest said, thick beads of sweat forming on his brow. ‘It’s caught on a root or 
something that’s broken through the shaft wall. We’re probably hauling up half a 
tree here.’ 

As the bucket rose above the stone rim of the well, Giselle and Father 
Dagobert could see that they were dragging no tree root. The bucket hung next 
to a body, the rope of which had been formed into a noose. Diederick Kastner 
hung from the well crank. His head settled awkwardly in the noose, as though 
his neck had been snapped by the long drop. His arms and legs dangled 
uselessly, his boots dripping from where they had dipped into the water. The 
templar’s face was a livid white — the black tracks of corruption clear to see, 
radiating through his flesh, away from his injured eye, like a star. 

‘Sigmar’s blood...’ Dagobert said. ‘Sigmar’s precious blood.’ 

‘What does this mean?’ Giselle said, her face still stricken with shock. 

‘It means I was wrong,’ Dagobert said. ‘It means that destiny cannot be 
compressed like a dead flower between the pages of a heavy tome. It lives. It is 
untamed and ever changing.’ Giselle saw tears roll down the priest’s rounded 
cheek. It was a tear of grim happiness, rather than grief. ‘It means,’ Dagobert 
said finally, ‘that fate is what you make of it.’ 
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But fate is not what you make it, shadow-of-mine. 
Fate is as inescapable as I choose to make it. Your 
fate is tied to my own and I will not let us fail. You 
cannot give away what isn’t yours. Your soul may 
flee this mortal vessel at my command. When I am 
ready to assume the Everchosen’s anointed flesh. 
When I am once again ready to rule a world ripe for 
ruin. No coward’s noose will deny me my eternity. 

You think it took an indomitable will to deny me? 
To flee your mortality and consign your flesh to 
corruption? No, shadow-of-mine. It takes an 
indomitable will to bend, nay break, the very laws of 
existence. It takes an indomitable will to wrestle the 
reins of runaway fate and yoke destiny — that 
tramples even gods — like a beast of my burdens. It 
takes an indomitable will to send you back to 
redress your failures and begin again. To live in 
ignorance and do my daemon bidding. My 
indomitable will. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


‘They called it the ‘Miracle of Altdorf’. For years 
the River Reik had served as the city’s latrine, with 
outpourings and effusions dumped straight into 
broad waters. It is from this time that Emperor 
Siegfried declared the city “The Great Reek” — the 
first recorded use of the term — and transferred his 
court to Nuln. Plagues of the Bloody Flux and 
Muddied Waters decimated the population. It is a 
little appreciated fact that the dwarf engineers 
tasked with constructing the Cathedral of Sigmar 
also established the beginnings of the first brick 
sewer system under the Domplatz District, on the 
river’s southern shore. 

With the diffusion of waste spread along the 
river’s length, both the stench and the plagues 
abated. The network and culverts would be greatly 
extended during the princedom of Wilhelm III. At 
the time, however, the sewer system was hailed the 
“Miracle of Altdorf” and the dwarf engineers 
responsible were given freedom of the city. Many 
decided to stay, establishing the city’s first Dwarf 
Quarter.’ 


— Emmerich Siessl, The Great Reek 
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The Sewers 
The City of Altdorf 
Tag von den leered Thron, IC 2420 


Kastner had stowed away on a riverboat called the Mutter’s Melken at Ahlenhof. 
Narrow barges were a common sight on the mighty Talabec. The waters were 
slow but powerful there and heavily laden with the black earth of the mountains 
upriver. Still, the journey was swifter than that back upstream to Talabheim, 
where the use of horses and well-worn towpaths were required. From what 
Kastner could tell from the hold in which he was hiding and overheard 
conversations from above, the Mutter’s Melken was transporting grain to 
Marienburg, with little intention of stopping off at Altdorf. The captain was 
capable and the small crew busy, making it easy for the templar to maintain his 
concealment amongst the cargo. It also gave him time to think. To feel. To 
decide. 

Diederick Kastner would not be a puppet of fate. He would not be hunted for 
being what he was not. The champions of the Dark Gods were mistaken and the 
God-King’s servants fools. This insanity would end. Diederick Kastner would 
end it. 

For a large part of the journey downriver, Kastner dozed amongst the grain 
sacks. He had left the Kastner estates before daybreak, enjoying little in the way 
of sleep, and took back-forest trails through the Marches to Ahlenhof. He hadn’t 
woken Giselle or Dagobert, leaving them to enjoy the lonely luxuries of the 
manor house, its many rooms and soft sheets. He imagined that they would be 
relieved upon finding him gone. They were safer without him. Kastner was 
confident that the priest would know why he had left them and where he was 
going. On a table nearby, Kastner had seen The Liber Caelestior and the primer 
Dagobert was using to translate it. The knight had glowered at the pages with 
their meaningless words and symbols. The tome had been open at an early 
section, where — Kastner could see — a page had been torn out. He had studied 
the tattered edge of the vellum and the pattern of the tear, hoping to recognise it 
again. As he stood there, he fancied his life laid out in the macabre volume and 
imagined himself tearing all of the pages from its wicked spine and feeding them 
to the fire. His hand had hovered over the tome for a moment before he snatched 
his fist back. 

Down in the Great Hall, Diederick had found Sieur Kastner’s collection of 
suits. Armour belonging to the knight as a younger man. Plate worn by his 
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Diederick Kastner had never had. With his own plate ruined and lost, the templar 
had selected a suit belonging to Sieur Kastner’s great-great-grandfather. Sieur 
Adalbrecht Kastner — of the Gruberswald Kastners — who had fought in the 
Great War against Chaos beside Magnus the Pious. The irony was not lost on the 
knight. It wasn’t an attractive suit — having suffered extensive repairs upon its 
return from service in Kislev. The work was of fine craftsmanship, however. It 
was a functional piece of mail and plate, lacking in the fashionable flourishes of 
the others, which were more demonstrations of status and calling. A boxy 
crusader helm with a protruding head-spike completed the armour, and Kastner 
had selected a single-handed battlehammer and round shield combination from a 
display in the hall that seemed to match the suit in style and brute function. 

In the stables, Kastner had fed Oberon. Intending to stay off the roads and 
taking the river downstream, the knight had decided to let Oberon sit the certain 
slaughter out. Patting the stallion, he had wandered to the gate where the saddle 
rested and unbelted the saddle-scabbard containing the greatsword Terminus. 
Belting the scabbard about his plate, Kastner settled the weapon across his back. 
Terminus had been earned at Magnus the Pious’s side and complemented the 
style of the armour well. With that, Kastner had walked from the estates, 
morning breaking over the surrounding treetops. 

Kastner smelled Altdorf before the calls on deck told him of the boat’s 
approach. It was not called the Great Reek for nothing. Sieur Kastner had an 
untended townhouse in the Oberhausen District and Diederick had visited the 
capital on numerous occasions as part of his duties, the chapter house of his 
Order and the Cathedral of Sigmar both residing in the Domplatz, south of the 
river. Altdorf was an abomination. A cancerous growth on the hide of the 
Empire. The city reached out with its slums into the Great Forest and the 
Reikwald, its boundary walls routinely extended and rebuilt about the more 
permanent developments. Towering above the surrounding tree tops, Altdorf had 
the power to steal the breath — which given the stench coming off the river and 
rising from the narrow streets, was a welcome consequence. Its ramshackle 
buildings appeared like children’s toys, built precariously about and on top of 
one another. Towers trembled and steeples leaned about constructions of finer 
worksmanship — the palaces, colleges and temples — with the Cathedral of 
Sigmar shaming them all. 

It was beautiful. The exquisite brickwork. The spired towers. The glorious 
windows of stained-glass and lead. The colossal temple-dome marking the spot 
where Sigmar was crowned the first Emperor. Visits to the cathedral — on cult 
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business or private reflection at the side altars — were the only thing about the 
city that had brought Kastner any pleasure. The templar suspected that his 
present visit would be less enjoyable. His route to the cathedral would also be 
very different. No clatter of horseshoes on cobble. No citizens paying subdued 
respects to a Sigmarite Knight of the Twin-Tailed Orb. 

Kastner felt the difference as the Mutter’s Melken crossed the confluence of 
the Talabec and the River Reik. The narrowboat rocked as it hadn’t done before 
on the journey, producing angry calls from the captain and liveliness from his 
small crew. He could hear the bustling business of the docks nearby, with boats 
offloaded or loaded with cargo bound for Marienburg and the considerably 
slower treks upriver to Talabheim and Nuln. 

Kastner pushed the fore hatch open. The boatmen were all busy with 
negotiating the meeting of two rivers and the arches of a towering crossing. It 
was Called the Three Tolls Bridge — or as Kastner knew it, the Ostlander Bridge. 
Dank weed hung from the underside of the arch like the hulls of galleons in 
drydock. Skeletal smugglers sat in gibbet cages that in turn were set into the 
stone of the bridge exterior, waiting for their deaths while riverside ravens 
circled. Along the shoreline Kastner saw a muddy embankment of collapsed 
stone blocks, where beggars had erected a small colony tents and shanties. He 
watched. He waited. 

‘Oi, you!’ one of the crew called. The templar had been spotted. ‘Stowaway, 
captain.’ 

The captain came forward as the narrow boat cut through the current and 
angled itself for an approach to the bridge archway nearest the southern shore. 

‘Bring ’im ’ere,’ the captain bawled above the heavy slop of the river against 
the flat-bottomed hull. ‘Any man that travels on my boat, has to pay for his 
passage. You gets to save your legs. What do I gets, ay?’ 

As several boatmen closed in on Kastner, the templar rose from a crouch and 
exited the fore hatch. As the boatmen saw he was clad in mail, plate and helmet, 
they slowed. They knew a warrior when they saw one. 

‘For my passage,’ Kastner called at them, “you get to keep your lives. It’s a 
bargain, believe me.’ 

Kastner saw what he was looking for. He filled his lungs with as much air as 
his breastplate would allow, took several heavy steps to the side of the boat and 
dived into the murky waters. 

‘Well, would you look at that,’ the captain said, as Kastner’s fully armoured 
form disappeared below the stinking surface. 
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Water gushed in through his helmet, but Kastner’s eyes were already closed. 
You couldn’t see through the waters of either the Talabec or the Reik and 
certainly not where they met in confluence. Using his shield as a crude paddle, 
Kastner pushed himself through the weight of the water — all the while the bulk 
of his armour dragging him to a watery grave. Suddenly his boots hit stone: 
angular and slimy with algae and effluence. It wasn’t the river bottom. The Reik 
was much deeper near the harbour dock. He had sunk to the collapsed blocks of 
the embankment. Pushing the weight of his plate forward and clawing at the 
architecture of the sunken collapse with the mail on his other hand, Kastner 
made for the shore. 

The air in his lungs burned to be free. His underwater exertions had plunged 
him into dizziness and disorientation. He felt his way with more than his hands 
now. He was developing senses he had scarcely imagined a man could possess. 
Despite the fact that one eye was closed and the other gone, the templar felt that 
he could still see. Despite the darkness of his world and the cold, wet embrace of 
the river water smothering him, Kastner’s goal drew him like a wolf to a bleating 
lamb. He could hear it. He could smell it. He could feel its resistance. He could 
taste its possibility. He could do all of these things and none of them. They were 
all part of the way he was changing. It repulsed and excited him. He felt the 
vulnerability of its power. The promise of doom. The objective in the blinding 
darkness. Or perhaps he was simply addled and drowning. 

Kastner’s helmet spike clanged against a stone block above his head. He had 
found it. The overhang he was looking for. With the spent air stabbing its way 
out of his chest and oblivion beckoning, the templar stomped on through the 
depths. Beneath the overhang in the ancient collapse, Kastner had found a pocket 
of foetid air. As the helmet broke the surface, the templar hauled it off his head 
and breathed deep in the funk beyond. It was disgusting. He almost wretched but 
there was nothing in his stomach to bring up. All he knew was that he could 
breathe in the darkness. 

He blinked river water and filth from his eye. Kastner stared into the darkness. 
He had rarely been in a place so absolutely bereft of light. The forest was never 
this lightless. Whether it was the glint of the stars or the pervasive gloom of the 
clouds, there was always something to see by. Impossibly, in the blackness of 
the embankment hollow — where light had not ventured for possibly centuries — 
Kastner found he could see. Not well. Perhaps only as well as the things that 
crept, crawled and slithered through the feculence about him, but he could see. 
He was not even sure that his remaining eye was responsible for the strange 
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sensation. It was as if Kastner himself was giving off some kind of ghostly 
darkness, imperceptible to others, which cast everything about him in a 
contrasting and ominous light. 

Kastner stared about him. Every crook and irregularity of the collapsed 
passage that the hollow fed into caught Kastner’s darkness, throwing shadows of 
light beyond them. It was as if this sunless and forgotten place had been dusted 
with the feeblest shimmer. It was fainter than faint, but it was there. 

Moving his armoured form up the incline of shattered stone and sludge, he 
came to the thick metal bars of a subterranean entrance. Kastner put his mailed 
fingers about the bars. Rust came away in his hands. It was in fact an exit. 
Kastner had been confident in the location of the passage even if the same 
confidence hadn’t extended to reaching it. Few people knew of its existence, 
since few had ever taken an interest. As a templar of Sigmar, he knew of the 
Grand Theogonist’s security arrangements and on occasion had been part of 
them — even though that wasn’t the primary role of the Knights of the Twin- 
Tailed Orb. It was more likely that Kastner’s love of the Cathedral of Sigmar as 
a squire and young templar had brought the existence of the passage to his 
attention. He adored the architecture of the temple and had familiarised himself 
with the history of its construction as well as its cult significance. The dwarf 
engineers responsible for the architectural wonder had built many functional 
features into the cathedral as well as flourishes of spiritual grandeur. Kastner 
knew of the secret staircases that wound through the colossal pillars of the Great 
Sanctuary. He knew of the ossuary below the catacombs that connected the Sun 
Chapel and the chapter house of the Knights of the Fiery Heart to the cathedral. 
He knew of the priest passage — a hidden subterranean route constructed by the 
engineers as a means of escape and for the evacuation of relics, should the 
cathedral ever be besieged. The priest passage — connecting the cathedral to the 
river and providing escape by means of the miracle of the city’s first functional 
sewer system. The sewer system in which Kastner was standing. 

Slipping his battlehammer from his belt, the templar smashed at the cage door 
set in the bars. There was a brief and blinding spray of sparks. Kastner hit it 
again. This time the door fell off its rust-eaten hinges in a shower of flakes. The 
passage beyond was round and buckled, as though weight from above had 
contorted its structure and foundations. Dwarf-crafted bricks sat uneasily against 
one another, some protruding, some angled awkwardly and others pulverised 
under the pressure. As Altdorf had grown in importance and Sigmar’s ruling 
priesthood in their overconfidence, the priest passage had been largely forgotten. 
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but Kastner naan’‘t torgotten It. 

Kastner’s armoured form sank down into the swamp that percolated in the 
passage. The stench was horrendous. The collective feculence of the Domplatz 
District — gathering, stewing and creeping slowly downhill towards the river. 
Each step was a putrescent struggle. Each breath was a gag-stifling ordeal. 

The waste soaked through his mail and smeared his plate. With his lip set in a 
permanent snarl of determination, Diederick Kastner pushed on through the 
endless length of the tunnel. 

He encountered side-passages and turn-offs, ladders, hatches, and cage-ways 
but he would not be put from his purpose. Kastner thought of the sweet city air — 
high above, through the crumbling stone and the newer Imperial sewer networks, 
up through the gratings and hatch-covers. Rank in its own way but like a 
noblewoman’s perfume compared to the muck he had been breathing down in 
the tunnel. 

Besides, Kastner had a very good reason for taking the excruciating route that 
he had. If the Grand Theogonist had sent twenty of his finest templars out into 
the provinces to destroy the man Necrodomo’s words had identified as Archaon, 
Herald of the End Times, then Kastner could expect heightened security about 
the city. Kastner tried to imagine the ordeal that would be waiting for him. 
Altdorf’s mighty gates fortified with extra sentries and soldiers. The watch 
doubled. Reiklanders, armed with bills and shields, swarming the Templeplatz 
about the prince’s palace, forming with engineers and their cannons a veritable 
gauntlet along the Templestrasse. Templars — perhaps even of Kastner’s own 
Order — Knights of the Fiery Heart and the temple’s men-at-arms, all placed on 
high alert and ready to respond, should a threat manifest itself. Should a 
champion of Chaos called Archaon and his Ruinous allies make an attempt to 
push into the city. It made for a vision of hopeless futility. A vision that had 
driven the templar to find another way into the cathedral. 

In the face of any such threat, it was unthinkable to all that the Grand 
Theogonist was in any actual danger. That the city walls could be breached by a 
single man and so small a force. That the Imperial Army would not be a match 
for any single threat. Those people could afford to be confident. None of those 
people had read The Liber Caelestior. None but the Grand Theogonist himself, 
and it was no doubt on Hedrich Lutzenschlager’s unquestioned orders that the 
city be elevated to such a state of vigilance and security. 

As his every doomed step took Kastner closer to the cathedral, the waste got 
deeper, the rats swimming through it bigger and the corpses more frequent. 
Every so often, something rotting in the sludge would groan and reach out for 
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him, prompting Kastner to smash in its skull with a merciful swing of his 
hammer. Just as he allowed himself to believe that his trek through the city’s 
bowels was almost over, the knight encountered an obstacle. A colossal stone 
ball, as tall, broad and round as the tunnel itself. Kastner leaned against the 
immovable object and tried to catch his breath but he couldn’t take the foul air of 
the sewer down far enough to make a difference without retching. The thick 
river of excrement was being slowly fed by a side tunnel but the ball blocked 
Kastner’s route to the cathedral. It was one of the technological wonders the 
dwarfs had built into the system. Such colossal balls were employed to prevent 
blockages. Rolling slowly and gently downhill, they pushed the swamp before 
them, out into the river at different times and intervals along the shoreline — 
before being winched back on hook-points inset in the ball’s surface. This one 
had been jammed in the collapsing dimensions of the tunnel. 

Kastner smashed at the ball with his hammer but time had not had the same 
effect on the ball as on the passage. It was a solid, if slime covered, ball of solid 
rock. The templar might as well have been pummelling a boulder on some 
mountainside. Resting the battlehammer by his side, the templar tried to clear his 
head of the rancid stench of the sewer. The side tunnel didn’t take him to where 
he needed to go. Climbing out of the sewers in the middle of the Templestrasse 
was exactly the kind of suspicious activity that would bring a company of 
Altdorf’s finest down on him. He stared about the rancid darkness. At the ball 
and the irregularity of the brickwork in the surrounding wall. Kastner grunted. 

Moving around the side of the ball, he smashed at the wall where the ball had 
become wedged. The bricks — even dwarf-crafted bricks — came apart under the 
hammer’s insistence with a great deal more forgiveness than the ball. It was hard 
work, but before long the knight had decimated the side of the tunnel about the 
huge ball. As the impacts echoed about him, up and down the passage, it dawned 
on Kastner that hammering might attract unwanted attention. Holding the 
hammer silent he listened through the blackness and fug. Even with the weapon 
doing its worst and shards of brick flying, the templar’s keen senses had not 
abandoned him. Something had shuffled up through the sludge behind him. It 
was broken and awkward; it groaned at the thing it sensed in the darkness but 
could not see. 

Kastner allowed the thing to bathe in his darkness. In the rich effluvium of the 
sewer, the templar couldn’t smell it but suspected that the shambler was dead. 
From what he could make out, half the thing’s head was missing. He began to 
wonder if this was one of the bodies he had already encountered in the sewer 
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morass. It reacned Out for nim. batting the cadaver Dack against tne tunnel wall, 
Kastner brought up his shield and sliced its rounded edge through the rotten 
meat of the corpse’s neck. Shearing its head off against the brick, Kastner 
allowed the thing to die once and for all. The body dropped and sank below the 
effluence. 

Reinvigorated by the kill, Kastner slid his own body around the slimy 
circumference of the ball. With his armour plates catching on the broken brick at 
his back, it was difficult to edge around the object. With a final push, Kastner 
tore through a section of wall. The muck that had collected beyond oozed forth, 
dribbling around the ball and almost swamping the knight. Once again, Kastner 
found himself up to his neck in the mire. The Reik had been a bath of rose petals 
compared to the faecal deluge beyond and the templar found it difficult to keep 
his footing below the surface. Every slip, slide and step was a gagging agony. 
There simply wasn’t enough air left in the tunnel-space above the slurp and 
fester. 

Then he felt it. Where his hand expected to find the rounded wall of the tunnel, 
he discovered a sludge-filled alcove. Wading into it, Kastner could make out the 
barest impression of rungs on a rusted ladder, which his mail digits confirmed 
moments later. Hauling himself from the suction of the muck, Kastner climbed 
the short distance to a metal hatch. Feeling about its edges, he found it to be 
unmistakably octagonal. It was the shape of the cathedral’s Great Sanctuary and 
the shape of the dwarf-crafted bricks used to build it. Kastner rested his crusader 
helm against the hatch and risked a smile. Bringing up his shield and putting his 
shoulder against it, the templar smashed at the metal until the long-rusted bolt 
locks on the other side gave way and the hatch bucked. Hooking his fingertips 
about the hatch, he slid its weight to one side and climbed out of the sewer. 

Effluence streamed from his armour, pooling about his boots. Within the plate 
his doublet and leggings were soaked through. Kastner could only imagine how 
he appeared — covered from helm to toe in the waste of ancients, freshly crawled 
from the sewer like a rat or roach. The priest passage was roughly hewn and led 
to a dead end, with only a crack of light giving the suggestion of a false door. 
After the darkness of the sewer, the sliver of golden light was almost blinding. 
Taking several heavy steps, Kastner smashed his boot down on stone, which 
promptly gave with a creak and toppled. Kastner blinked his way into the next 
chamber, his shield held up against the harshness of the light, but found only a 
single stubby candle, alight but almost spent. 

As his boots crossed the uneven stone floor, the templar felt suddenly weaker, 
as though the raw determination that had got him through the sewers had 
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abandoned him. He stumbled to one side, reaching out for a surface, and found a 
skull. A human skull, amongst many. Skulls set in stone. In fact, the chamber 
was filled with rough stone shelves stacked high with the browning bone of skull 
collections and presented skeletal remains. At intervals through the chamber, full 
skeletons were displayed in sarcophagi — some standing upright like the one 
Kastner had just smashed to the ground, others on horizontal slabs. Kastner felt 
dizzy. It was an effort even to walk. It was as though the very stone were 
sapping his strength. 

The templar shook his head within his helm. He was in the ossuary — the 
charnel chambers below the catacombs — housing the remains of men and 
women who thousands of years before had pledged themselves to the cult of the 
God-King and the building of his holy Empire. Kastner bit at his lip. He was 
standing on holy ground. The stone beneath the soles of his boots — that had once 
filled him with such passion and devotion — now leeched his strength and 
plunged his heart into a deep well of dread. 

He stumbled on through the ossuary, afflicted by the consecration of his 
surroundings. Rough steps took him up into the labyrinthine catacombs that 
riddled the foundations of the cathedral and the Templeplatz beyond. Here the 
subterranean tombs of distinguished priests, templars and even past Grand 
Theogonists were to be found. The catacombs marked the passing of more recent 
paragons and martyrs to the Sigmarite cause. Rather than be returned to a family 
estate to which he didn’t belong, Kastner had hoped one day to earn his own 
place in the catacombs and be honoured as one of Sigmar’s worthiest servants. 
Now he couldn’t stand to be in the presence of such worthies. The templar 
slipped down to one knee at the foot of a flight of stone steps leading down into 
the catacombs. 

The door creaked open and Kastner was forced to retreat noisily into the 
shadows. The door boomed shut and he heard the scuff of sandals on the steps. 
A priest was descending. Kastner felt his limbs tremble, as though he suffered a 
fever without the symptoms. Before, the Ruinous taint had fought the devotion 
in the templar’s soul and the love, pure and true, that he held for his god and his 
calling. Something had prevailed, though for the life of him Kastner knew not 
what. Here in the catacombs, in the presence of a future not to be and surrounded 
on all sides by the holy ground of Sigmar’s cathedral, the templar felt the 
corruption within him fight for its existence. Kastner clenched his mail fist. 
Shakes turned to quakes. Quakes to a cacophony of rattling plate. 

‘Is there someone there?’ the priest asked with an imperious sneer. ‘Present 
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yoursell. | don’t nave all day.” 

Kastner heard the priest sniff the air. ‘What is that god-awful smell? What is 
going on down here?’ he demanded as he descended. Two steps from him, 
Kastner stepped out. Colour fell from the priest’s harsh features. He had 
expected to find a novice or a sentry to be scolded, not a hammer-wielding 
warrior, dressed in faecal-splattered plate. Kastner fed off the fear in the priest’s 
eyes. The shaking ceased. He brought up the hammer to strike the priest down. 
The hammer hovered above the terrified Sigmarite. But something in Kastner 
wouldn’t let him do it. To murder an unarmed cleric, cowering on the cathedral 
steps. He turned away. ‘It’s you,’ the priest said behind him. ‘The extra men-at- 
arms — the templars. You’re the one they’re looking for.’ 

‘And much more,’ Kastner said, whipping around with his shield and dashing 
the priest into the stone wall of the stairwell. He bounced and fell back onto the 
stairs, tumbling head over shoulders down the harsh steps. Kastner looked down 
on his still form. He stared for what seemed like an eternity, his face a blank 
mask. There was blood. There was injury but the priest breathed still. ‘Forgive 
me my sins, Father,’ Kastner said to the unconscious cleric, ‘but I need to 
compound them. I’1l be requiring your robes.’ 
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CHAPTER IX 


‘And Friar Helstrum told of Sigmar — a vision to 
behold. 

Through the land his power, his virtues and memory 
extolled. 

Sigmar knelt amongst the divines and before the 
Winter God. 

A gold crown of immortality our Emperor did don. 
Sigmar comes to us timely, almighty and reigning 


supreme — 
This, the friar did attest, the God-King revealed in 
his sleep.’ 
— Gottfried Hachenbacher, 
the Ascended Sigmar 
The Cathedral of Sigmar 
The City of Altdorf 


Tag von den leered Thron, IC 2420 


Kastner went down on his knees. This was a relief. He felt weak and unsteady. 
The knight certainly didn’t want to attract any attention by falling over in his 
plate in the all but silent sanctuary. The floor hurt to walk upon. The stained- 
glass shards stung his eye. The very walls of the cathedral ached devotion. 
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Somewhere deep inside the templar, the God-King’s divinity was leeching his 
soul like a vampire. 

His newly liberated robes barely fit about his armour but he wasn’t the only 
visitor to the sanctuary bedecked as such. The colossal chamber — feeling ever 
more so below the vaulted dome above him — was playing host to a number of 
priests, Sigmarite sisters and templars of different Orders — some also dressed in 
armour. Sigmar was a martial god. The wearing of armour in his place of 
worship did not offend him. It was a form of worship and respect. While wearing 
plate before the God-King was not considered disrespectful, disturbing another 
man’s devotions was. This worked very much in Kastner’s favour. Priests at 
prayer kept their distance from one another, spreading out about the chamber. 
Some favoured the side altars, others the spectacle of the magnificent stained- 
glass window. Some the colossus of Sigmar himself, wrought in gold and 
dominating the head of the chamber. Kastner suffered quietly before the mighty 
statue, the God-King looking down on him in silent, aureate reproach. 

The priest’s thick robes were doing their best to soak up the filth that covered 
his plate and leaked from his mail. He still reeked but there was little he could do 
about that and he hoped to pass for an afflicted begging Sigmar for relief. It 
seemed to be working. Many of those at prayer were too polite to comment on 
the smell or unwilling to engage such an unfortunate in conversation and simply 
moved away. Holding his crusader helm to his chest and pulling up his hood, the 
templar waited. Rather than blunder past sentries in an attempt to get in to cross 
to the heavily guarded Sun Chapel — the Grand Theogonist’s private temple — 
Kastner had reckoned on waiting in the main sanctuary, confident that the Grand 
Theogonist would come to him. Before Kastner was the Grand Theogonist’s 
golden, octagonal throne — the throne from the comfort of which Hedrich 
Lutzenschlager would enjoy morning observances. 

The templar rocked slightly on his armoured knees. It was just him and the 
God-King, in the holiest place in all the Empire. 

“You have forsaken me,’ Kastner hissed to himself, his dry lips pronouncing 
each word slowly within the confines of the hood. The templar looked up at the 
statue’s proud features. The statue gleamed its goldenness and from the low 
angle, Sigmar looked like a haughty and disdainful god. ‘I have lived a devout 
existence. Bettered myself with study, for your good grace. Trained to my limits 
and served you through the sword. I have honoured you. I have loved you. I have 
given you everything I have. Yet you have left me lost on a path to I know not 
where.’ 
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window and felt his harsh whispers rise on the heat of the morning sun. 

‘Tam no longer an instrument of your design,’ Kastner said. ‘A yardstick to 
measure the purity of others, a weapon for you to wield in punishment and a 
shield to protect your Empire from foes near and far. I am changing. I am 
changed. I know it. Circumstance has turned me from my purpose, in service of 
others unknown. Like the warped arrow, I fly untrue, yet hit the mark. I will not 
be a nothing in your eyes. A dog to be put down in the street. I am not an error. 
An aberration. I am not history to be re-written. I am not a mistake to be 
corrected. Speak to me, my lord. My Emperor-of-all. My God-King. Show my 
heart the way. Lead me back to your light and love. I did all in service of you. 
Like the arrow shaft, I can be softened and straightened. Like the imperfect 
blade, I can be re-forged. I beg of you, my lord. Find use for me again.’ 

About Kastner, priests had started to gather for the morning observance. They 
stood in clusters, the daily business of cult politics dominating the conversation. 
The templar even heard several speak of the Grand Theogonist’s mysterious 
orders and the extra security around the cathedral. Clusters became crowds as 
the numbers grew and the domed sanctuary filled with clerics standing before 
the colossal figure of their god. Still they gave the stinking templar a wide berth. 
Kastner rose to his feet. He felt sick to his stomach. His knees felt weak. 

‘Don’t leave me,’ Kastner pleaded with his lord, ‘the plaything of fate. Show 
me a sign — in this place of all places. Anything, curse you.’ But nothing came. 
Kastner’s lifetime of devotion and service was rewarded with the kind of 
monumental silence only a towering statue could deliver. As the priestly 
gathering hushed and parted, Hedrich Lutzenschlager entered the Great 
Sanctuary. In robes of glorious white and golden thread, which trailed behind the 
Grand Theogonist for half the hall, the High Sigmarite made his way towards the 
throne. Lutzenschlager was known as an ardent but cold servant of the God- 
King. A puritanical and inflexible executor of his faith, his displeasure was 
easily earned. He wasn’t a physically imposing man. He didn’t need to be. The 
six Knights of the Fiery Heart escorting him in were imposing enough, in the 
gilding of their gold and silver plate, carrying the lengths of hammer-crowning 
pole-axes in their glorious gauntlets. Lutzenschlager’s short steps took him with 
business-like speed through the masses. With him hurried a small group of 
attendants, bearing the Grand Theogonist’s own ceremonial hammer, staff- 
sceptre and rolled readings. Lutzenschlager’s head was shaved short, leaving a 
black shadow that almost gave the appearance of a skullcap, while his feathered 
brow framed hard eyes and a beaked nose. 
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As the Grand Theogonist made his long approach, Kastner glowered back up 
at the impassive mask of the golden god. Pulling back his hood, he slipped his 
crusader helm back over a snarl that threatened to split his face. 

“You speak not,’ Kastner mouthed within the darkness of his helmet, ‘but I 
hear everything. Silence will be met with silence, God-King. Nothing so 
singularly personifies the prayer unanswered as a god powerless to save his 
people. So be it. You will watch your worshippers suffer and die — as I drag 
down your Empire into the embers of Armageddon. You will hear me then, God- 
King. You will hear me in the pleading prayers of your people, held under my 
blade. You will hear me in the ravenous fires — that will eat all you have lived to 
build. You will hear me in the deafening silence of the End Times, where I will 
leave your petty Empire no world left to conquer. Though half-blind, I see you 
for the fraud you have always been. The appealing ramblings of a mad friar. I 
renounce your false majesty — and will forge a path of my own making. I will 
champion my undoing and accept allegiance of those that already answer the 
hatred in my heart. I do this out of hatred for you, my lord. Out of hatred for all 
the fickle Powers of this world, who play at destiny with men’s souls. With 
darkness lies a new beginning, as with me lies the end of man and all godkind.’ 

“Yessssss,’ something dark and deep within him said. With the word, Kastner 
felt his heart suddenly thud within his chest. Like the unfastening of a lock, the 
heavy chains and shackles of his infirmity fell away. A dread potential had 
bloomed within the knight, at once allowing him to access all he once had been 
and the fearful doom he would one day become. Kastner savoured the troubled 
birth of darkness within his soul. The feeling was new. It was exciting. And yet 
it had always been there, its mouldering seed forever planted in his heart. He 
knew nothing of birth. It was lost to the darkness of ignorance. He had been 
begotten by darkness and to darkness he would return. The templar allowed the 
cold rage to build within him, honing it like a blade on the eve of battle. It was 
time. 

As Hedrich Lutzenschlager passed Kastner, he heard furious mutterings from 
within the templar’s helm. He turned to one of his escorting knights before 
ascending the steps leading to the statue of Sigmar, to take his place on the 
throne. The Knight of the Fiery Heart came to a stop beside Kastner and laid a 
gleaming gauntlet on his pauldron. 

‘Silence, brother,’ the knight warned from within his own omate helmet. 

Kastner’s mail fist came up behind his helmet and reached down the back of 
his hood. As the knight turned to retake his place in the Grand Theogonist’s 
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honour guard, Terminus cleared the scabbard at Kastner’s back. The blade sang 
overhead, before the templar brought its cleaving edge down through the 
knight’s own armoured shoulder. With the force of the storm stirring within 
Kastner behind it, the greatsword cut through the ceremonial plate like ripe 
cheese. Blood fountained from the stump as the arm clattered to the ground, the 
knight falling swiftly after it. Like the sigh of a stirring volcano, shock passed 
through the congregation. But Kastner had barely begun. 

While Reikland reinforcements milled on the Templeplatz and horses dragged 
cannons across the Three Tolls Bridge, a gauntlet of knights in full plate sat tall 
in saddles. Sentries and men-at-arms stood in double their number at the 
cathedral’s archways and entrances. All waited without the great cathedral walls 
and doors for a threat that would never come. 

Kastner had already announced his arrival within in blood. He called to his 
enemies with the death of their own. The world flooded the templar with its new 
sensations. He could hear the echo of confusion in Sigmarite hearts. He could 
taste the questions on their lips and drank in deep the fear filling their bellies. 
The rear three knights attempted the clatter of an urgent turn. Kastner wished 
them dead. And it was so. 

The gold and silver of the knights’ ceremonial plate did not look as impressive 
with Kastner’s blade exploding from the chest plate or leaving the crimson of 
slashed throats cascading down its polished surface. There was running. And 
shouting. And screaming. The Great Sanctuary was emptying of Sigmar’s false 
prophets. They shrieked with unmanly abandon, tearing at each other’s 
vestments to get through the chamber doors and arches. 

As his attendants fled with the only weapons the Grand Theogonist had — and 
called for the cathedral’s men-at-arms — Hedrich Lutzenschlager fell back into 
his throne. He wore the shock of a man watching an accident unfold but feeling 
powerless to stop it. His face was a paralysed mask of horrified acceptance. Two 
Knights of the Fiery Heart crossed their pole-axes before the throne to prevent 
Kastner getting through, while the remaining warrior came for him with the kind 
of confidence and fervour the templar himself had once reserved for the enemies 
of Sigmar. He swung the pole-axe with the full length of its haft, expertly 
guiding the weight of the hammer at its far end towards Kastner with irresistible 
force. The templar brought up his shield and leaned into the impact. As it 
smashed into the shield surface, Kastner was sent skidding to the side. As tiles 
came up before the sliding side of his boot, Kastner threw himself straight back 
at the knight. Circling in a graceful arc, the pole-axe came at Kastner again — 
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from the other side. Again the hammer fell like a thunderbolt at the templar and 
again he got his shield before it. Crunching up through the shattered tiles and 
sliding Terminus between his arm and the shield, Kastner slipped the toe of his 
boot beneath the haft of a pole-axe lying across the body of one of his victims. 
Scooping the weapon up with his foot, the templar caught it in his mail fist 
before launching it at the knight. The armoured warrior caught the haft-spike of 
the axehead in his chestplate — the point rupturing the knight’s heart. 

“Your god has abandoned you, sieurs,’ Kastner told the two remaining honour 
guardsmen. ‘As he has done me.’ 

The knights were not interested in exchanging conversation with heretics and 
as the first grabbed his master below the arm and man-handled him from the 
throne, the second came forward to keep Kastner occupied. 

‘One at a time,’ Kastner questioned. ‘Really?’ 

The Sigmarite held his pole-axe in two gauntlets, jabbing and thrusting at the 
templar with well-practiced lunges. Kastner didn’t even move to take Terminus 
from where the weapon was resting behind the handles of his shield. He watched 
the spear-point on the head of the weapon come for him and merely leaned back 
out of the weapon’s path. To one side. Then the other. Having pushed the 
stunned Grand Theogonist in the direction of his escape, the second knight 
rattled up behind to aid his compatriot. 

Kastner slapped the haft of the first knight’s weapon aside with his shield 
before running straight at him. There was a clatter as the plate of the two knights 
clashed. Kastner had knocked the warrior back at the throne with his shield 
before turning to meet the oncoming head of the other knight’s pole-axe. The 
Grand Theogonist, meanwhile, was backing rapidly towards the hordes of 
exiting priests, unable to take his eyes from the blood being spilled in Sigmar’s 
Great Sanctuary. 

Kastner allowed the head of the pole-axe to glance from the rounded surface 
of the shield, turning with the force of the weapon and moving out to one side. 
His hand slapped down at his side to remove the battlehammer from his belt. 
The Grand Theogonist had not heeded the calls and entreaties of his priests to 
follow them, but upon spying Kastner move in on him with the hammer, 
Lutzenschlager turned and ran. Three more steps took Kastner to the trailing tails 
of Lutzenschlager’s extravagant robes. Stamping down on the material, Kastner 
stopped the Grand Theogonist in his tracks. As Lutzenschlager turned, gathering 
the robes in his hands to heave for his freedom, Kastner tossed his battlehammer 
with murderous force. Passing head over haft, the hammer struck Lutzenschlager 
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robe and limbs. 

The first mistake that Kastner’s opponent made was turning his helm to check 
on his master. The second was turning back. Pulling Terminus from where it 
nestled behind his shield, Kastner cleaved through the knight’s helmet. Dropping 
his pole-axe, the Knight of the Fiery Heart crashed onto his backside, struggling 
to push the rent visor up from his ruined face. Kastner could hear the footsteps of 
the knight behind him. The templar didn’t even turn to meet his attacker. The 
steps were not even, like those of a knight making a charge. They sounded 
irregular, like the kind you might make to throw a ball or the weight of a pole- 
axe around on the length of its haft. Kastner waited. He allowed the knight to 
line up his target. Kastner took a step closer to the knight on the floor, fighting to 
pull the mess of his face from the mess of his helmet. Then Kastner suddenly 
lowered his head and swooped to one side. The crowning hammer of the pole- 
axe came straight down on the head of the sitting knight, smashing what was left 
of his skull to mulch. The knight couldn’t believe what he had just done to his 
knightly comrade and his body remained frozen in stunned realisation. The 
Knight of the Fiery Heart had little time to contemplate the harrowing accident, 
as Terminus came down like the blade of an executioner’s axe and took off his 
stricken head and helm. 

Tearing the priest’s robes from his muck-smeared plate, Kastner slipped his 
greatsword back in its scabbard on his back. Walking with a brisk clatter, the 
templar stood over the Grand Theogonist. Lutzenschlager — his former spiritual 
master. He picked up his battlehammer in one hand and the leg of the robed 
Grand Theogonist in the other. A novice priest stood apart from the fleeing 
crowd of Sigmarite priests. He looked at Kastner in stunned amazement, his eyes 
needlepoints of searing naivety and accusation. 

‘Come on,’ another novice begged, pulling the boy but he resisted. 

‘That’s it, boy,’ Kastner mocked. ‘Run along.’ 

He dragged Lutzenschlager back through the gore on the floor and towards his 
throne. 

‘For Sigmar’s sake,’ the novice priest’s friend pleaded once more. ‘Let’s go. 
The Knights of the Fiery Heart will handle this.’ 

‘They will try,’ Kastner said to himself, as the novice was pulled away. 

“Wherever you go,’ the boy shouted, his voice tender with his years, ‘wherever 
you run, wherever you hide, the God-King will find you.’ 

‘He will not,’ Kastner barked back, his words echoing about the Great 
Sanctuary. ‘For I am already lost to him.’ 
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‘He will punish you,’ the novice’s voice faded as he was pulled back through 
the fearful confusion of priests exiting the chamber. ‘For the desecration of his 
temple and the dark path your soul has taken.’ 

‘A path my craven god put me on,’ Kastner roared. 

“You are deceived...’ 

‘About a great many things,’ Kastner said, turning and looking up at Sigmar’s 
golden face. With the words dying on his lips, he set about tying the Grand 
Theogonist’s wrists and ankles to arms and legs of his throne with belts from his 
ample robes. 

Kastner sensed them coming. He heard the rhythmic clack of plate: 
Reiksguard, Sigmarite knights and templars summoned and running across the 
Templeplatz. The flutter of confusion and fear to be found in the chests of 
common soldiery — fighting men forming a perimeter with their halberds and 
spears. The patience of cannons, loaded, primed and dragged into position across 
the cobbles. There was shouting and the clearing of swords from scabbards as 
armoured figures strode into the cathedral and began issuing orders. As the last 
of the priests fled the Great Sanctuary, a river of plate cut through their numbers. 
Knights of the Fiery Heart, full of imperious dread to learn that their defences 
had been breached, accompanied by Sigmarite warriors of other orders, at liberty 
in the Domplatz to aid their knightly brothers and highlight further their failure. 
Knights Griffon. The Hammers. The Knights of Sigmar’s Blood. Even a few of 
his own Order: the Knights of the Twin-Tailed Orb. Grand Master Schroeder 
was present but at the head of the deluge of devout fury was Grand Master 
Boschkowitz of the Fiery Heart. Helmless, immaculate in silver and temple gold 
and with his huge warhammer already in his hands, Boschkowitz’s great beard 
trembled with anger at the sight of the Grand Theogonist’s honour guard cut 
down before Sigmar. 

Using the head of his battlehammer, Kastner lifted Lutzenschlager’s chin and 
held the unconscious Grand Theogonist’s head against the back of the throne. 
The gesture slowed Boschkowitz and the advance of the knights. 

‘You’ll be Diederick Kastner,’ Boschkowitz bawled across the chamber, ‘out 
of the Gruber Marches. Late of the shadow of the Middle Mountains. The deep 
shadow.’ 

Kastner said nothing to confirm or deny the Grand Master’s accusation. He 
was not there to oblige Etzel Boschkowitz. 

‘If you take another step further,’ Kastner assured the Grand Master, ‘he dies.’ 

The serpentine certainty of Kastner’s words halted the furious Boschkowitz, 
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If you still grace my sight at the end of ten seconds — he dies.’ 

“You can’t expect us to leave the Grand Theogonist,’ Schroeder said, his eyes 
full of loathing for his own knight. 

‘One.’ 

“Would you?’ 

‘Two... Three...’ 

‘Out!’ Grand Master Boschkowitz commanded. 

‘Four...’ 

‘We can rush him,’ Schroeder said. 

‘Out, I say,’ Boschkowitz bawled, backing his knights out of the chamber and 
holding his warhammer out in front of the Master of the Twin-Tailed Orb. ‘Care 
for the Grand Theogonist’s person still falls to me and my knights. I have the 
Arch Lector’s confidence and you will do as you’re commanded.’ 

‘Six... Seven...’ 

As the knights withdrew, Boschkowitz gestured to Kastner with his 
warhammer. 

‘T’ll kill you, Kastner,’ the Grand Master told him. ‘In Sigmar’s name, your 
life is mine.’ 

‘Hedrich Lutzenschlager is Sigmar’s representative in this world, Master 
Boschkowitz,’ Kastner said. ‘Concern yourself with his life, for it is only your 
cooperation and my forbearance that keeps him breathing. Now get out of my 
sight, blind pawn of a false god.’ 

Etzel Boschkowitz bit back a righteous retort and stepped back out of the 
Great Sanctuary, closing the archway doors with a boom. When Kastner turned 
his dark attentions back on Lutzenschlager, he found the Grand Theogonist’s 
eyes open and staring at him up the haft of the battlehammer. 

‘What do you want?’ Lutzenschlager said. His words spoke of cold 
indifference but the beads of sweat forming at his temples said otherwise. 
Kastner removed the hammer, allowing the Grand Theogonist to support his own 
head. He slipped his head out of his crusader helm and placed it on the floor 
before the throne. He looked down on the Grand Theogonist. 

“What all men want,’ the templar told him. ‘Answers.’ 

‘The God-King has nothing for you,’ Lutzenschlager said. “You have spilt 
blood, the blood of his servants, in his great temple. Sigmar only has vengeance 
in his mighty heart for you.’ 

‘T’m not asking Sigmar,’ Kastner said. ‘I’m asking you.’ 

‘T have nothing for you either,’ Lutzenschlager said, ‘but the assurance that it 
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does not matter whether I live or die and the promise that you will fail. Every 
true son of Sigmar will stand against you. You will be a thing hunted. Your life 
will not be worth living. End yourself, dark pilgrim, here in this place — before 
the god you once loved, and receive his forgiveness.’ 

‘T’m not going to kill you, Lutzenschlager,’ Kastner told him — the words of 
comfort cold on the templar’s lips like a nonchalant threat. “You are weak. A 
weak man. A weak leader of the Sigmarite church. I like you just where you are. 
On the throne — divisive, inept — a slave to vanity. The God-King deserves you. 
As for killing myself, I already feel I’ve died a thousand times over. No more. 
No more. Death is easy. Death is quick. Only through the suffering and affliction 
that is a life long-lived can we expect to learn all of the answers to all of the 
questions that plague us. I’ll start with yours.’ 

Kastner brought the battlehammer down hard on the arm of the throne. The 
domed roof of the Great Sanctuary rang with the shrieking anguish that ripped 
its way out of Hedrich Lutzenschlager. 

‘The heretic text I was escorting from the Hammerfall, back to the safety of 
these hallowed halls,’ Kastner said, his patience wearing away with every 
moment. ‘The Liber Caelestior. It had a page missing. A page torn from the 
tome, bearing the identity of aman who would be end to the world. You have 
this page? From your visits to the Hammerfall.’ 

“You think... I would aid,’ Lutzenschlager half-sobbed through his agony, *... 
a chosen of the Dark Powers?’ An irrational guffaw burst forth from the man. 

‘T think you might save yourself further suffering,’ Kastner said, ‘knowing 
before your weakling god and in your coward’s heart that you had no choice. 
Because you do not.’ 

‘T will never...’ 

The battlehammer came down again. Hard. Blood sprayed Kastner’s plate. 
The scream was longer this time. It tailed off into a livid moan that haunted the 
chamber with its miserable insistence before dying further to a dread whimper. 
Lutzenschlager began to fade. 

“Wake up!’ Kastner roared, slapping the Grand Theogonist about his pale and 
stricken face. ‘The page...’ Kastner said, kneeling slowly before the throne. 
Lutzenschlager looked at him through pain-clouded eyes. ‘It contained details of 
this man — this chosen — this Archaon.’ 

When the Grand Theogonist didn’t respond, Kastner raised the battlehammer 
again. ‘Don’t make me destroy what’s left of you,’ he told him. Kastner tapped 
the hammer against the gilding of the seat, making Lutzenschlager jump at each 
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and conflict-contorted face. 

‘Names?’ 

Lutzenschlager shook his head. 

‘Places?’ 

‘No,’ Lutzenschlager answered, miserably. 

‘A description,’ Kastner demanded, pointing to his face. ‘Some defining scar 
or mark of birth?’ 

‘Sigmar forgive me,’ the Grand Theogonist blubbered. ‘No...’ 

‘What then!’ Kastner snapped. ‘There have been others — knights, templars, 
good men of Sigmar who have fallen to the Ruinous Powers. How can you know 
that I am this Archaon? Without such details, how can you be so certain that you 
would have me, one of the most loyal and devoted of Sigmar’s servants, hunted 
down by his brother templars and killed on sight?’ 

Kastner smashed the battlehammer back and forth between the sides of the 
throne, drawing wails of terror from the Grand Theogonist. 

‘Tell me! Tell me now — while some semblance of humanity yet remains 
within me.’ 

Lutzenschlager’s strangled howls found their way to the words Kastner 
demanded but did not expect. 

‘He is the only one...’ 

‘The only one?’ 

‘The only one prophesised to come in search of his name,’ Lutzenschlager 
wheezed. 

Kastner dropped the battlehammer down before the throne and rose slowly to 
his feet. He turned away, his mind wrestling with what he had just heard. ‘The 
page predicted its own accidental tearing from the tome.’ 

‘What?’ Kastner said, half-listening, half-thinking, half-feeling. ‘It what?’ 

‘The page contained a prediction of its own removal,’ Lutzenschlager said, his 
words punctuated by sobs of torment. ‘Discovered only after its first translation. 
The Liber Caelestior told of the living end — a man called Archaon who would 
kill the world. He was a man both of the Empire and not of it. And yes, one of 
the Sigmar’s most loyal and devoted servants. A knight of the God-King’s 
realm.’ 

“You suspected I was this Archaon...’ 

“Y our priest sent word that you were coming to the cathedral with The 
Celestine Book of Divination,’ Lutzenschlager said, his voice struggling under 
the weight of the words. ‘The tome, the attack on the Hammerfall and the 
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villages on your route — the fact that you were, even Master Schroeder admits 
you were, one of the finest knights of his Order.’ 

‘But when I arrived, you knew.’ 

‘Only Archaon himself is to come searching for confirmation of his true self — 
so the page claimed.’ 

Kastner stood in silence. He could hear the crowds aside on the Templeplatz. 
The orders being barked. The perimeter being established. 

‘Why not destroy both the page and the damned book,’ Kastner said. ‘Why 
didn’t you just wipe it from the face of the world?’ 

“You know better than anyone what we do,’ Lutzenschlager croaked his 
suffering. ‘Such texts have to be studied, despite their dangers. It was felt long 
ago, by one of my predecessors, that the knowledge in the tome itself could be 
used to combat the evil knowledge therein. That the best chance to destroy this 
harbinger of doom was to allow him to come. Grand Master Boschkowitz was 
uncomfortable with the risk and sent his men to intercept you — but I assume 
they failed, as they were destined to do.’ 

Kastner looked up at the golden face of Sigmar and then down at 
Lutzenschlager’s demolished form, bound to the throne. 

‘And the Grand Master is unlikely to fail twice,’ the templar said, looking 
about the sanctuary. ‘If you knew this was going to happen, what were your 
orders?’ 

‘Tt doesn’t matter.’ 

‘It matters to me,’ Kastner growled. 

‘Right at this moment,’ the Grand Theogonist said, the ghost of a wicked smile 
crossing his pain-strained face, ‘every fighting man in the city is being 
summoned to the Domplatz. Reinforcements have been called from Carroburg, 
Castle Reikguard and the surrounding weald. Any man of Sigmar has been 
promised eternity at the God-King’s side for your death. On top of that, the 
palace great cannons and batteries have been turned on the cathedral. My orders 
are to level Sigmar’s holy temple rather than allow one of his greatest foes to 
escape. I don’t care if they have to fish both of our bodies out of the rubble. You 
will not leave this place.’ 

Kastner wandered about the chamber, his gaze drifting from the incense 
bumers to the tapestries to the side altars to the Great Sanctuary doors. An army 
waited for him outside the cathedral. Sigmarites, drunk on their staunch 
devotions, baying for a heretic’s blood. Would Kastner be cut down? Would he 
be burned on the Templeplatz for all to see or hung, drawn and quartered in the 
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of his miserable days in some dank cell below a distant castle, buried in 
unbreakable chains with only daily tortures to look forward to? There was no 
end to the miseries the Empire could visit upon him. There was nothing left. 

The priests and templar knights he had served now wanted him dead. The 
nobility, whose duchies, baronies and marches he had purged of evil, would 
come to regard him as evil, the very same. Worst of all, the people — who had 
enjoyed the protection of his knightly deeds — would forget the name Diederick 
Kastner and revel in his downfall. His execution would be a form of 
entertainment to the blood-thirsty crowds and his story would become a 
wretched ballad, the cautionary tale of a monster and virtue fallen from grace. 

Kastner felt their future loathing and he hated them for it. He despised their 
double-dealing god and his Empire that sheltered them from the true darkness of 
the world. With the toe of his boot he pushed the stand of an incense burner 
forward, allowing the trailing material of a Sigmarite tapestry to dangle in the 
embers and catch light. The flame — simple flame — had the templar entranced. 
The flame became a flicker and the flicker a dance. Soon fire was raging up the 
ancient cloth, devouring the material, the ink and the history it depicted in image 
and the language of the long dead Unberogens. Sigmar’s comet-commemorating 
birth and his glorious deeds — the uniting of the tribes of men; his battle with 
Morkar, the first Everchosen of the Chaos gods; the Battle of Black Fire Pass 
and undeath from the south. Kastner watched the fires spread. Sigmar’s trek 
towards the Worlds Edge with its dark peaks and crowning sunset finally fell to 
the flame. It was the last Diederick Kastner saw of the God-King. Sigmar was 
facing adventures new in unknown lands and had his back to the Empire he had 
built. His back turned to Kastner. Within moments, the scene was lost, raining to 
the floor as soot — for even the God-King couldn’t outrun the ravenous fires of 
destruction, hungry for history and intent on turning all to ash and darkness. 

As the fires crackled up the tapestries and scorched stone sanctuary walls, 
feasting on the beams and staining the great domed ceiling with soot, Kastner 
felt a rage build within him. The injustice of it turned his blood to ice. His heart 
froze and shattered within his chest. He had come so far on the God-King’s path 
and yet had reached no destination. He had survived obscurity, sacrificed all in 
the God-King’s devoted name, worked his whole life in study and training and 
taken the fight to Sigmar’s enemies, defeating them with a scholar’s mind and a 
wairior’s nerve. All for naught. 

His hard work, his accomplishments, his pain and his sacrifice had brought 
him to betrayal. Of Sigmar and his servants. The promise of Kastner’s treachery, 
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as written in the stars. The bottomless doom Archaon intended to fulfil. Archaon 
would avenge him. Archaon would bring the Empire, nay the world, to its knees 
and punish the gods that plagued it for their falsehood. The lesser races of the 
world — like maggots infesting the lands in their ignorance and indifference — 
would be alleviated of the burden of their meaningless lives. Their existence 
would find new expression in servitude or an end to all suffering in death. He 
would drown the sun and smash the moons. He would tear down the sky and 
turn the world inside out — a world of darkness and flame, worthy only of the 
blackest souls and the evil that they may commit upon one other. A doom 
perpetual. The End Times would be his for the earning. 

Kastner turned towards the golden statue of his accursed god. 

‘This I pledge,’ Kastner spat. ‘I renounce your worship and the doubt 
ensconced in my heart. I curse you in word and deed, my craven-king. Your 
servants will be mine to slaughter. Your lands mine to burn. My body and soul I 
give to the darkness. This is my oath. Here — in this place — on the very spot 
where your Empire began, I pronounce myself as its living end...’ 

Kastner felt the warmth of Sigmar’s hammer on its chain about his neck. A 
gift from Father Dagobert. The hammer began to melt, scaring the templar’s 
flesh beneath his plate and dribbling molten metal down his chest. 

Taking several armoured steps towards the statue, Kastner tossed his 
battlehammer with all his terrible might. The hammer cut through the smoke 
gathering in the chamber, head over haft, until it smashed into Sigmar’s aureate 
face. The soft gold of the sculpture crumpled about the heavy hammer-head, 
turning one half of the God-King’s impassive face to unsightly ruin, leaving the 
haft of the weapon protruding from Sigmar’s right eye. 

‘The Darkness is not without a sense of humour,’ Kastner said, satisfied. 
‘Unlike you.’ 

Suddenly the flames about the chamber roared and jumped domeward, as 
though extra fuel had been poured upon them from above. Kastner drew 
Terminus from the scabbard at his back, at first suspecting that the forces outside 
had grown desperate enough to employ battle wizards from the colleges. Kastner 
felt a warmth pass through his body. The metal of his plate and the rings of his 
mail were growing hot to the touch. The knight felt his hair singe and his skin 
roast where it was in contact with the crusader armour. Before the Grand 
Theogonist’s throne, Kastner watched his helm smoulder. Like his armour, its 
surface charred. Unlike Kastner, now pledged to the Ruinous Powers of the 
world and enjoying their protection, such instruments in service of darkness 
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were scalded by their presence on the cathedral’s holy ground. Kastner’s helm 
and plate were scorched to a burnished black. Even the greatsword Terminus — 
which had done so much in Sigmar’s service — suddenly erupted in strange 
flame, its blade a nexus of twisting and turning tongues, the colours of all 
damnation. 

‘This won’t save your pig-priest,’ Kastner said, marching up the steps towards 
Hedrich Lutzenschlager, still tied to his throne. Shouldering his shield on its 
straps, the templar scooped up the hot metal of his helm and slammed it down on 
his head in defiance, the scorched smell stinging his nostrils. He lifted the 
buming Terminus above his head. The Grand Theogonist’s eyes, weak and 
barely open suddenly came to fear-stung life. He tore at his bindings, his brave 
words to Kastner fleeing from his craven heart. ‘You want to be a martyr, 
Lutzenschlager?’ Kastner put to the Grand Theogonist. ‘Let’s go together — you 
to your doomed gods and me to mine...’ 

Thunder. Everywhere. An ear-splitting flash. A dazzling boom. The sanctuary 
dome rang like a bell. A great force passed furiously through the chamber. The 
smoke cleared. And Kastner with it. 

The templar was no longer on the steps. He was back on the sanctuary floor, 
bathed in grit and surrounded by chunks of crafted stone — some of which had 
struck his shielded shoulder and armoured body. This wasn’t battle wizards or 
the wrath of a vengeful deity. This was Big Bathilda. The greatest of the palace 
great cannons — crafted at the Imperial Gunnery School in Nuln. It was famous 
more for the circumstances surrounding its crafting than the power of its broad 
barrel and gaping muzzle. It had been intended as a gift from the Emperor Dieter 
to his cousin Prince Wilhelm but had been insensitively named after the city 
prince’s mother, Lady Bathilda. As a consequence, it had never been fired. Until 
now. 

Kastner blinked brick-dust from his eye. It was everywhere. On the floor. In 
his helmet. Swirling about the chamber like a thick mist. Disorientated, and with 
Big Bathilda’s boom still between his ears, Kastner squinted about him. The 
blast — if not the cannonball — had blown him across the slippery stone floor of 
the chamber. He could make out the infernal blush of flames about him and the 
glow of daylight, presumably streaming in through a Bathilda-blasted hole in the 
cathedral wall. The glow flickered and it took Kastner a few moments to find his 
way back to his thoughts and the danger he was in. The flicker was the single- 
file entrance of knights and soldiers through the freshly created entrance. 

Kastner slapped his gauntlet about the floor for his Terminus. Fortunately, the 
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blade was still aflame with the purity of the place and Kastner found it just in 
time. Murky silhouettes closed in on the templar as he pushed himself to his feet. 
He could hear Lutzenschlager screeching for help and Kastner assumed that the 
Grand Theogonist was still bound to the throne where he had left him. He could 
also hear Grand Master Boschkowitz’s Reikwald drawl through the dust, giving 
orders to his Knights of the Fiery Heart. There were shapes and shadows 
everywhere. The knights were cautious. In the chalky gloom, and in the heart of 
their sacred temple, they didn’t want to injure or kill one of their own. Kastner 
didn’t have to worry about that. 

Rising into a swing, the templar took down an armoured unfortunate with his 
blade. The warrior’s death cry drew knights down on Kastner, as well as barking 
orders from Boschkowitz. Terminus clashed with a warhammer, lopping its ugly 
head from its haft before doing the same to its wielder. Another hammer glanced 
off Kastner’s pauldron as the templar worked his way around. With knights 
coming down on him faster and in building numbers, he couldn’t afford drawn- 
out textbook engagements. He didn’t need to fight these men. There were no 
accolades to win for technique or tournamentship. The Dark Gods only 
demanded deaths: so that’s what Kastner gave them. 

He buried his blade through a breastplate. Withdrew it. Turned a broadsword 
aside, one hand on his hilt, while grabbing a hammer haft to stop it coming down 
on him. Kastner smashed Boschkowitz’s man back with the cross-guard of 
Terminus, before dropping to his knees and sweeping the blade straight through 
the legs of the other knight. As he went down, Kastner saw that he was one of 
his own Order. The warhammer was back. The templar turned it away with a 
swipe of his sword, allowing the swung weight of the weapon to take it off 
target. The silhouettes spliced. They doubled and took form. Soon there were 
knights all about him, all hungry for victory in the presence of their God-King. 
Kastner made them pay for their overconfidence. Regardless of the teeth- 
clenching effort behind their visors, the knights still fought in the way they had 
been trained. Their movements were restricted and measured for economy, trust 
being placed firmly in their plate’s ability to resist the impact of enemy weapons. 
Kastner knew their manoeuvres. Their combinations of attack and defence. He 
was an expert in such pedestrian combat. He knew the weak spots of their plate, 
for so long he had been forced to guard them for his own survival. 

With each death — with each limb-lopping, head-cleaving, heart-stabbing death 
— Kastner felt the favour of darkness flow through him. Plate clattered about 
him, forming a mound of metal bodies that Kastner ascended. The dust thinned. 
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of Sigmar’s Blood, the Knights Griffon and the God-King’s champions — the 
Knights of the Fiery Heart. Amongst their number were a selection from other 
Orders, including Kastner’s own, as well as temple men-at-arms and city state 
troops — though no common soldier would come between an honour-bound 
knight and his quarry. Like a sea of polished plate, catching the tinted sunlight of 
the great stained-glass window, the knights were like waves crashing up against 
the shore of their demolished dead. 

Like the captain of a ship reading the weather, Kastner guided the stroke of his 
sword through the parting plate and spuming surf of his enemies’ end. The island 
of the fallen at the centre of the sanctuary became his to defend and step by step, 
death by death, he reclaimed lost territory from the silver seas. Terminus trailed 
unnatural flame like a banner, flapping from the blade. It cleaved lesser blades in 
half, struck the ponderous heads from warhammers and sliced shields in two. 
The broad blade clutched in his gauntlets was everywhere it needed to be. 
Turning aside the practiced clash of knightly sweeps and the thrusted points of 
halberds and tapering blades. Cleaving through helms. Smashing down through 
armoured torsos. Opening up silver bellies and trailing the guts that spilled from 
his brother templars. 

An otherworldly exaltation had Kastner’s heart in its grip. Something hidden 
in the shearing of armour, the crunch of bones and ugly parting of flesh was 
pleased. He could almost see its horrific form in the spectacular spraying of 
blood from lopped limbs and severed heads. He could smell its ambitions for 
him on the copper-tinged air. He could hear its encouragement ring in the 
ghastly peel of screams echoing about the helmets of his victims. He felt the 
presence of darkness in this death he dealt. 

Like two farmer’s sons fighting for the reins of a cart on its way to market, 
Kastner felt a fight within him for the murderous path and the plunge of the 
crusader blade. At moments, the vengeful thrust of the weapon’s broad tip into a 
crunching helm or the unyielding, stone cold parry of a halberd blade that should 
have hewn him apart were his own. He was a knight. A templar. A battle- 
tempered warrior at the peak of his training and physical fitness. He still was, of 
a different following. At other moments, lives were taken before he had 
conceived of their ending. Feats of incredible strength or unknowable skill were 
performed by his hand. His body raged in fires of exhaustion and the weight of 
the greatsword was an agony in his arms but this didn’t stop Kastner smashing 
knight after Sigmarite knight into the sanctuary floor, punching visors and jaws 
from his mailed fist and cutting clean through Gotz Schroeder — the Master of 
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his own Order — Terminus finding a path through every chink, hinge and 
weakness in the knight’s finely crafted plate. 

As the horror followed the blade everywhere it went and the torso and legs of 
Grand Master Schroeder fell to one side, Kastner suddenly realised that his eye 
was firmly shut. He was a raging bonfire, blinding in the darkness he threw 
across the stinging purity of the temple sanctuary. Blotted out by the brightness 
of the cathedral walls and the holy ground upon which they charged, the knights 
of Sigmar caught the full glare of Kastner’s burgeoning malevolence and cast 
shadows of light — some blazing with the pious nobility of their hearts, some 
long and sallow with the doubt and dark secrets they hid deep within themselves. 
Kastner saw through their plate and the armour of their souls. He read them like 
heretical texts: their hopes, their needs, their flaws and their fears. He knew what 
they were going to do to him before they did and he killed them for it. 

Kastner’s darkness was only eclipsed by the deep inscrutability falling from 
the great, round stained-glass window in the cathedral wall. A great black sun, it 
looked down on him like a lens and Kastner felt the dread ancients of existence 
take turns to peer down on his miserable mortality in simultaneous celebration 
and judgement. As he hacked and skewered the God-King’s warriors on 
Terminus’s blazing length, Kastner both grew and withered under their infernal 
gaze. Stronger. Faster. More adamant and savage in mind and form. Hope 
shrivelled and crumbled within him like leaves during the Great Fall. His love of 
life, the architecture of his beliefs and the nobility of a man never to be, all 
turned to dust within him. It rained like loss through his soul, leaving a terrible 
emptiness for the darkness to fill. Perhaps it was this last moment of doubt — this 
scintilla of shattered honour — that allowed Etzel Boschkowitz through. 

Kastner felt the Grand Master’s warhammer smash into his back, pulverising 
his shield and the pauldron beneath it. Kastner was spun off balance by the 
weapon’s brute force and was tossed off his mound of bodies and into a forest of 
halberd spikes and blades. Caught offguard, the weapons clattered against the 
templar’s armour rather than through it, but as Kastner became swamped by 
knights eager for the kill, he rediscovered the hot sensation of steel passing 
through his plate and flesh. Pushing himself back and forth in the metallic 
throng, with knights finding it difficult to bring their weapons to bear on an 
enemy so close, Kastner gave back to his brothers. Messily grabbing knights 
from behind their helms, Kastner plunged the searing blade of Terminus blindly 
at guts, groins and thighs, feeling his enemies go down before him. 

Suddenly the sound of clashing metal subsided and the knights pulled back. 
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Kastner attempted a tight turn in his armour. It was difficult. Terminus was 
employed in swiping away the thrustings of spear-points and angled blades and 
the templar was off balance. He turned to see Boschkowitz before him, his beard 
shaking with righteous rage. He felt a mind-splitting smash as the Grand Master 
battered his helm aside with a swing of his hammer. The world suddenly spun. It 
felt as though the Grand Master had taken his head clean off. He hadn’t. He had 
just sent the templar tumbling back into the wall of knights and blades. Steel 
squealed once again through his armour. Pain lanced through his back and thigh. 

Shaking sense back into his concussed skull, Kastner turned Terminus about 
and thrust the anguished blade straight back into the knight behind. He pulled it 
out and thrust it straight back into the armoured warrior unfortunate enough to 
take his place. Once again, the disorderly throng withdrew. Like Sigmar’s fist, 
Boschkowitz’s warhammer came down on the templar. Kastner went down on 
one knee to receive the God-King’s blessing before bringing the flaming 
Terminus up, his gauntlet on both the hilt and blade like a staff to intercept the 
incredible force of the weapon. The warhammer’s haft hit the blade, Kastner 
holding his sword above his head and keeping the weapon from smashing him 
into the flagstones of the sanctuary. A combination of the Grand Master’s own 
strength and the cleaving edge of Kastner’s crusader blade took the head of the 
hammer from it haft. Kastner stood to press his advantage but Boschkowitz 
kicked him straight in the breastplate, knocking him back into his knights. 

‘Hold him,’ the Grand Master roared like a lion through his beard. ‘Hold the 
Ruinous slave.’ 

A Knight Griffon took Kastner about the throat with his arm, while a gauntlet 
grabbed out for his plate, holding him fast. He felt his helmet crumple as 
Boschkowitz slammed into his helm with his great mail fists. One-two. One-two. 

‘Kill him!’ Kastner heard the Grand Theogonist screech. ‘Kill him now, 
Boschkowitz!’ 

Grand Master Boschkowitz held his mighty fists out to receive a pair of 
warhammers, tossed to him by Knights of the Fiery Heart on either side of the 
parting. He clenched his teeth and smashed the pair of hammers at each other, 
causing them to spark. 

‘Now you die,’ Boschkowitz spat, bringing one of the warhammers up to 
strike the templar’s battered helm from his armoured shoulders. Kastner had no 
doubt that this time the Grand Master would send his head flying across the 
Great Sanctuary. Pulling on every ounce of strength he had left, Kastner dived. 
Lowering his head like a bull, he lurched forward, dragging the pce holding 
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pulverised its way through skull after knightly skull — several belonging to 
knights of his own Order — the gauntlets released their grip on Kastner. The 
templar surged on, his battered helm lowered and its head-spike aimed at the 
exposed chest of the Grand Master. As his helm hammered into Boschkowitz’s 
chestplate, the knight gave a grunt. The spike had slammed straight into his 
heart. Drawing on the strength of the God-King himself, still the knight fought 
on, holding Kastner to him and smashing down on the templar’s back with his 
other hammer. 

Kastner pulled his head from his helm, leaving the head-spike buried in the 
Grand Master’s chest, and stumbled into a fighting stance. Boschkowitz stared 
down at the spike and then back at Kastner, bringing both warhammers at him 
with as much force as the knight could muster. This time Kastner was ready for 
him, turning aside one warhammer, then the other, before sweeping Terminus 
back across the Grand Master’s throat. All fell silent for a moment in the Great 
Sanctuary. Boschkowitz started to say something, but his final words were lost 
in the awful sound his neck made as his head lolled backwards to hang down 
between his shoulders. The chamber echoed with the clatter of his knees on the 
flagstones and the crash of his armoured body to the ground. 

Silence reigned for a few moments more as the ring of the Grand Master’s 
metal plate endured. It was broken by the imperious shrieks of Grand Theogonist 
Lutzenschlager as he was removed to safety from the chamber, throne and all. 

‘The cannon,’ he called in a panic driven by the fact that only he of all 
Sigmar’s servants in the sanctuary knew the extreme importance of Kastner’s 
death. ‘Fire the cannon. Destroy the interloper. Somebody end this now!’ 

As Lutzenschlager was removed through the brick-ragged hole in the cathedral 
wall, Kastner saw the monstrous muzzle of Big Bathilda wheeled awkwardly up 
to the opening. It didn’t matter, the response from the knights was instantaneous. 
At the Grand Theogonist’s order, they fell on Kastner like an unstoppable silver 
wave. Terminus smacked away the first hammers and halberds, but Kastner was 
soon clamped between the armoured bodies of knights. Some were driven by 
simple glory. Others by the grief of fallen brothers. Others still by the blessings 
of their God-King. Within seconds it became a plate-pulverising crush, with 
those most ardent in their attempts to end Kastner pushed against the templar by 
knights further away, eager to play their part in the downfall of a dangerous foe. 

Kastner tore his body this way and that, attempting to create some room about 
him — at least enough to bring Terminus up from where it was trapped between 
the vice-like bodies of two Sigmarite knights. It was no use. There were too 
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many knights, with a never-ending stream of armoured warriors filing into the 
Great Sanctuary from the blasted opening and the main doors. Beyond that, Big 
Bathilda was being loaded and primed. Kastner had no doubt that the Grand 
Theogonist would order the great cannon fired as soon as possible and wouldn’t 
let a consideration like the lives of his knights get in the way of such a decision. 
Not to kill a man who would become the Everchosen of Chaos and the Lord of 
the End Times. 

Kastner felt the axe blade of a halberd bite into him. The wicked point of a 
spear slid into his shoulder, cutting its hot way through meat and bone. Sword 
tips waggled their way between joints and split chainmail rings to knife at his 
flesh. These hot agonies and more, Kastner felt through his trapped form. He 
heaved. He pushed. He tried to extract the broad blade of Terminus where it sat 
extinguished between the backs of two equally immobile knights, but the 
greatsword would not budge. The tip of a crusader sword stabbed wildly at his 
face, opening up gashes across Kastner’s forehead and cheek, but the templar 
couldn’t even crane his neck out of the way. It suddenly became difficult to 
breathe as the spear-tip of a halberd that had been burrowing into his torso 
breached his plate and sank into his side. 

Kastner reached up at the multi-coloured light coming in through the stained 
glass. His fingertips scraped at dust-defined beams. In his last moments, even a 
monster like Kastner could appreciate its beauty. He watched as he waited. 
Waited for the killing strike through the clash of bodies. Waited for the thunder 
of the great cannon turned on the mad throng of knights. Waited for a death 
well-earned. 

It was raining. Inside the temple. Glass fell across the bloody scene, glinting as 
it caught sunlight that had blasted its way into the cathedral. The stained-glass 
window was no more. Dark shapes, like fallen angels, rocketed down towards 
the mob of Sigmarites. They landed in a circle about Kastner, crushing 
surrounding knights into the floor of the Great Sanctuary beneath their boots, 
producing fountains of gore that rained about them. The figures rose. Their dark 
armour was unmistakable. Their skull-helms of bronzed bone. Their armoured 
wings, now extended about them like the lengths of shields. They drew their 
bone swords from the finger-sheathes of the wings — one in each hand. The 
marauders. The Ruinous Warriors. The Swords of Chaos that Kastner had left 
behind at Fort Denkh to finish Riesenweiler’s knights. It seemed that they had 
not left him. 

The slaughter began almost immediately. The razored rachidian edge of the 
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stabbed. They sliced. They cleaved. The air was thick with a bloody haze and the 
death that accompanied it. Like a closing star, the Swords of Chaos moved in on 
Kastner. The throng loosened in the knights’ panicked attempt to turn their 
weapons outward to defend against the new threat. The winged marauders were 
like an elemental force. Overwhelming. Unstoppable. 

As the bodies parted, Kastner fell to his knees. His armour was slick with gore 
and he was knelt in a pool of blood — much of it his own. He swung Terminus 
wildly at passing knights, hamstringing several with the remaining strength he 
had left. Mostly he just drove knights into the armour-opening slashes of bone 
swords as the Chaos warriors closed in. They were suddenly about him. One 
winged marauder either side of Kastner. They were cold and deathly to the touch 
and promptly re-sheathed their weapons in their leathery wings. The other 
marauders had turned, forming a ring of bone swords about Kastner as the dark 
warriors supported him. Knights of the Fiery Heart stared in disbelief at the 
slaughter of fellow Sigmarites. Butchery in the temple of the God-King. There 
would be bellows of righteous revenge and a renewed call to charge the hated 
foe, but the knights were weary and their numbers decimated. Even knights and 
men-at-arms fresh to the death and destruction were given cause to pause. 

The knights of Sigmar stared at their enemy, swaying in their armour and 
exhaustion. The winged marauders stared back before sheathing their bone 
swords, bending their knees and surging for the domed ceiling of the Great 
Sanctuary. Still clutching Terminus loosely in one hand, Kastner was held 
between two of them, who dragged him up horribly up into the heavens. With 
powerful beats of their wings the warriors were soon high off the holy ground. 
There was a colossal crash. Big Bathilda had once again visited her fury on the 
scene of slaughter, the fat cannonball blasting through the bodies — both dead 
and dying — and out through the other wall. Knights still on their feet were 
knocked to the ground and slid through the gore of their brothers while a cloud 
of brick-dust erupted from the far wall, obscuring the horror below. 

Kastner fell in and out of consciousness. The blood loss had made him faint. 
He felt pity for the birds and the bats. Flight was not a pleasant sensation. 

He was high above the Cathedral of Sigmar. It was a sight not even the dwarf 
engineers had enjoyed during its construction. The wretched city of Altdorf fell 
away, its reek and rooftops melting into the tangled woodland of the Reikwald 
and the Great Forest. Roads cut sharply through the canopy while rivers snaked 
their lazy meandering way into the distance. His tense limbs slackened and his 
head slumped. As consciousness left him and obscurity crept in from the edges 
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of his sight like the ash of a ravaged wasteland claiming everything he could see, 
Kastner saw his homeland and Sigmar’s Empire darken. 

It was a vision he promised himself he would realise... upon his doomed 
return. 
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‘Doom hath drowned more men than the sea.’ 


— Ignatz van Offen, Offered Truths 
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‘So the doom of man travelled north — 
north through forests and shadows cold, 
Through lands of iron, spice and ice — 
through man-eating ogres and trolls. 
‘Bitter like winter’s bite he was, 

with the God-King’s lands at his back. 
His darkened heart beat to vengeance, 
echoing with questions unasked. 

‘A new path lay before the knight, 

a way of blood and butchery: 

On which no sacred life was spared 
and his dark patrons were appeased. 
‘Northern Wastes and warrior met, 
where men’s forlorn hopes go to die. 
Accepting he was damned and lost, 

to his gods he made sacrifice. 
‘Warrior of the Empire dead, 

subject of the God-King deceived. 
Great warlord of the Shadowlands, 

of Ruinous treasures received.’ 


— Necrodomo the Insane, The Liber Caelestior 
(The Celestine Book of Divination) 
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CHAPTER X 


‘There are many ways north, for the path is well- 
trodden, 

There are none from the south, for the route is 
forgotten. ’ 


— Ungol proverb 


The Worlds Edge Mountains 
The Northlands 
Poslekogot/Month of the After-Claw (Gospodarin Calendar) 


Hieronymous Dagobert had found the bloodied and broken knight in the stable, 
saddling Oberon. He looked like suffering itself. The priest had tensed as he 
discovered that they were not alone. The armoured marauders, the winged 
knights that had slaughtered the soldiers and templars at Fort Denkh, were 
leading some of Lady Kastner’s finest horses from stalls deeper within. Dagobert 
looked to the templar, to the Ruinous knights and then back to his friend. 

‘So it has come to pass,’ Dagobert said gravely. 

The templar grunted. He sounded different, Dagobert decided. 

‘I’m in no mood for riddles, old man.’ 

It was still his voice, but there was something... more. Potent. Powerful. A 
slight echo — like that created when speaking in some great hall or chamber. A 
dark authority — even at a grunt or a whisper. 
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“You are Archaon.’ 

‘Tam... Archaon.’ 

‘To be the Everchosen of the Dark Gods and Herald of the End Times.’ 

‘In the flesh.’ 

The Chaos knights, deathly things with their dark armour, skull-helms and 
wings, led their steeds outside leaving the two men alone. 

‘Well, you will always be Diederick Kastner to me,’ Dagobert said. 

The knight tightened Oberon’s harness and took Terminus from where it hung 
off the stalls on its cross-guard. The blade sizzled to afflicted flame at the 
templar’s touch; a ghostly torment seething about the weapon’s honourable 
history and service to the God-King. The knight slammed the greatsword down 
in the scabbard attached to Oberon’s saddle. 

“One of those names I stole,’ the templar said. ‘The other was given to me as 
an act of pitiable charity. You’ll forgive me if I choose not to hear either of them 
ever again.’ 

“You expect me to call you... by that name?’ 

‘It is the only one that is truly mine,’ Archaon told him. ‘Where’s Gorst?’ 

‘T think you frightened him off.’ 

‘And the girl?’ 

‘In the hall, with the crossbow,’ Dagobert said. 

‘Whereas you opted for one of Sieur Kastner’s duelling pistols from the 
mounting on the hall wall,’ Archaon said. He could hear the weapon rattling in 
the priest’s nervous grip. The warrior turned. ‘Have you ever fired one of those 
things before?’ 

Dagobert shook his head and looked down. As he did he felt the razor tip of a 
bone sword dimple his double-chin. One of the Chaos knights was beside him, 
arm and weapon outstretched. 

‘The weapon of a coward,’ Archaon said, ‘in the hands of a man who is 
anything but. Do not fear me, Father.’ 

‘Fear you?’ 

‘T mean you no harm,’ Archaon told him. ‘You. Gorst. The girl. This horse. 
You’re the only kindly souls I know in the entire world.’ 

‘T don’t fear you,’ Dagobert said. ‘I fear what you will become.’ 

“What I have already become,’ Archaon said. ‘Destiny has made its play. Fate 
has chosen a side. Now it’s my turn. The gods of light and darkness have created 
this doom between them. Well, they will get more than they bargained for with 
my miserable soul. If I am to be end to all then all will end. Man and god will 
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lengthening horizon — wretched covenants with deathless damnation. Nothing 
will stop me. Do you hear?’ 

‘I’m trying to save you, child,’ Dagobert said desperately. 

‘And I you, Father,’ Archaon said. ‘Lutzenschlager and his Sigmarites are out 
in force. They will scour their miserable Empire for me and any associated with 
me. They will capture you. They will torture you. They will kill you. I would 
save you from that. For the kindnesses you have done me, priest.’ 

“You would have me come with you?’ Dagobert said incredulously. ‘Betray 
my god? An entire lifetime’s worth of prayer and devotion?’ 

“Your god is liar,’ Archaon hissed. ‘A trader in souls who would betray those 
most in love with him. Those who, for him, have fought the hardest.’ 

‘T cannot follow you into damnation.’ 

‘Then come to save my soul, Dagobert,’ Archaon said, lightening a little. ‘I 
don’t care for your reason. I care that you are by my side. With me or not, I 
would have the counsel of a man of the world — a wise man — in these 
tumultuous times.’ 

‘So that we may all become the playthings of Dark Powers?’ 

‘Dagobert,’ Archaon said. ‘We have a book of tomorrows and the means to 
translate and interpret its riddles. I mean not to be the pawn of the infernal 
powers any more than your pig of a God-King. Help me forge my own path — 
and save your life into the bargain.’ 

The tip of the bone sword tapped the priest on the chin. ‘You’ll have to excuse 
them,’ Archaon said. ‘They seem tediously intent on my continued existence.’ 

After a moment’s reflection, the priest dropped the pistol to the stable floor 
with a thud. Archaon nodded. The tip of the bone sword drifted from the priest’s 
chins. 

‘Just as well,’ Archaon said. ‘Wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself. Balls, 
barrels, black powder. I don’t trust them. The thing is just as likely to blow up in 
your hand as put its shot through me.’ 

But Dagobert couldn’t find it in himself to derive any humour from the 
situation. He turned and the winged Chaos knight stood to one side. As he 
walked away, the lines of his face cutting deep with the gravest concern, 
Archaon stopped him at the stable door. 

‘Father.’ 

Dagobert looked down to one side at the straw on the floor in grim 
acknowledgement. ‘Pack up the wagon with the tools and provisions for a 
considerable journey,’ Archaon said. ‘If you please. Have the girl and Gorst, if 
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you can find him, assist you. Take anything from the manor house for your 
comfort. The rest will be put to the flame. Do you understand?’ 

Hieronymous Dagobert did understand. He understood that he was damning 
himself to Ruinous confederacy. He understood that he was doing it for the love 
he still bore both the man and the boy he had known. 

‘T understand,’ the priest said, and left the stable. 

And so Archaon went north. North through the dark woods of Hochland. 
Across the Middle Mountains, where the Hammerfall still smoked among the 
peaks, and through the wilds of Ostland and the Forest of Shadows. Riding at the 
head of the wagon, the white bonnet of which soon became a blood-splattered 
brown, Archaon watched the world of men unfold before him. His good eye took 
it all in. The life of the place was intoxicating. He had never really appreciated it 
before. The trees. The buzzing insects. The birds calling through the canopy. The 
people, everywhere, a plague on the land — living out their selfish existence in 
ignorance and obedience to lesser gods. Archaon had never appreciated the 
complex vitality of the world until he had wanted to destroy it. Though his 
ruined socket was covered by a leather eye-patch, the dark templar could still 
see. He saw ash. He saw smoke. He saw bodies burning beneath benighted skies. 
He saw the doom of the north clawing its way south and he the herald of its 
annihilation. 

Behind him the wagon was flanked by four of his winged warriors on 
horseback. Archaon’s Swords, as he came to call them, were five in number. 
There was little to tell the silent warriors apart and they were not much interested 
in conversation, so it was difficult for Archaon to set them apart in terms of 
character: they didn’t seem to have any. Archaon let his imagination fill in the 
details, assuming that at some time — perhaps long before they were lost to 
Chaos, they had been men with hopes, dreams and fears, like everyone else. In 
the end, the dark templar simply took Terminus and cut numerals into the black 
of their pauldrons, naming the warrior who seemed to shadow him most closely 
‘Eins’. The other Swords became ‘Zwei’ and ‘Drei’ — who seemed to Archaon 
closer than the others, and Archaon fancied them brothers in a former existence. 
‘Vier’ and ‘Fiinf’ appeared to hold each other at a distance and the templar 
imagined that perhaps they harboured some secret dislike for one another, in the 
days before their dreadful damnation. 

Archaon had two Swords travel on either side of the wagon at an ambling gait, 
while Eins drifted at the rear to ensure no one was following them. Gorst was 
always following them, but Archaon had informed the Swords that the flagellant 
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wasn’t a threat, and on occasion even had his uses. 

Father Dagobert, sullen and silent since leaving the inferno of the Kastner 
estates, thought of the Swords as a prisoner escort. He couldn’t so much as pass 
water in the trees without one of their number loitering nearby. There was little 
need for such precautions. He had decided to stay with Archaon — and as the 
warrior had put it, attempt to ‘Save his soul’. 

The girl Giselle had been another case entirely. The sister had no relationship 
with Archaon. She had not known him... before. She owed him her life, and that 
was about it. Being not especially bright, for Giselle the choice was simple. 
Travel with Archaon and Dagobert north into the terrifying unknown and 
damnation, or remain in the Empire. With the simple honesty of a girl innocent 
in the ways of the world, she had confessed to Dagobert that she intended to 
quietly leave the party and present herself to a temple or convent. It was not 
Archaon or his Swords that prevented the sister from leaving. Echoing 
Archaon’s own words, Father Dagobert found himself warning her to stay. He 
told her that she would be turned over to the Grand Theogonist’s men by any of 
Sigmar’s servants. That she would be tortured for what she knew, imprisoned 
and executed as a heretic. He told her that he was protecting her — as Archaon 
had done Dagobert. 

In reality, she became Dagobert’s prisoner — the priest watching her as the 
Swords watched him. In truth, Dagobert saw his salvation in her. The girl was so 
stubborn and her simple faith so enduring that Dagobert found the fight in her 
something of an inspiration. In the insanity of such dark times, he found her to 
be a compass to guide him back to the light. He could trust in her unbreakable 
will. In order to save Archaon’s soul, he needed to preserve his own: which 
meant he needed Sister Dantziger. This meant that on several occasions he was 
forced to betray her confidences. Sometimes the girl would just slip away. On 
other occasions, she simply ran for her life, appealing to those they encountered 
on the dismal roads of the Empire for assistance. Dagobert brought her back. 
Sometimes forcefully. When she slipped into the hamlet of Smallhof, begging 
the villagers to be hidden, the priest had been forced to tell Archaon, for their 
own Safety, as well as the girl’s. Archaon set his Swords on the hamlet, with 
instructions to find her. The search soon descended into a bloodbath, with 
Archaon and Dagobert looking on, as the Swords tore the village apart searching 
for the girl. They slaughtered all who would hide her: all who would inform on 
them and send word to the soldiers, templars and witch hunters on their tail. 
After Smallhof, Archaon had Father Dagobert chain one of the sister’s wrists to 
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the driver seat of the wagon. It was better than breaking her leg, which had been 
Archaon’s other suggestion. 

As time went on, the forests of the Empire gave way to the grim cold of 
Kislev. The sun was lower in the sickly sky, its light struggling to reach through 
the northern haze. The dreadful days and nightmares in between seemed to 
stretch into weeks uncounted and months that were marked by whether and how 
hard the snows came. The companies of soldiers and lone Sigmarite knights that 
had hunted them through the Imperial provinces were a mercifully rare 
experience in the lands of the Gospodar. Step by step, the warband’s progress 
became less of an escape and more of a dark pilgrimage. They were no longer 
hunted, it seemed — bar the occasional and wretched attempt of lone witch 
hunters to bring them to Sigmar’s justice. The dawn, feeble as it was, began to 
promise more to the warband than just an opportunity to put more distance 
between them and their persecutors. 

The Kislevites themselves were as welcoming as their ice-threaded hovels. 
They were a backward and superstitious people, bleak and hard as iron. Unlike 
villagers in the Empire, they didn’t run for their homes or send for their lord or 
baron at the sight of Archaon and his warband. They did nothing but work their 
farmsteads and watch with ghoulish, hollow expressions as another madman 
rode north to his destiny. Their only luxury seemed to be in the greasy 
extravagance of their facial hair and the impregnation of their womenfolk, who 
went about their backbreaking chores with swollen bellies and small armies of 
bedraggled urchins. Some said it was the cold that drove Kislevite men to their 
beds, since they were not known to be especially accomplished lovers. Some 
said that they spent much of their time this way with their wives out of necessity. 
It was part of their culture. To be ready — for the next incursion, the next 
invasion, the next war against Chaos. As Archaon rode along frost-shattered 
roads and through the smoky homesteads of the northern division he understood 
that the wastrels clinging to their mothers’ dirty skirts were simply the hardened 
savages and horsemen he would have to fight on his way back through Kislev on 
his return to the Empire. The idea amused Archaon and on one occasion he even 
drank to Kislevite courage, toasting the northerners with their own potato swill, 
in an all but empty watering hole. 

The crows gave way to vultures; the spice on the air to the cold, copper tang of 
old blood. The warband started to lose the little light they had across the Troll 
Country. There were no friendly faces to be found there. Even Ungol nomads 
and archers on horseback, despatched by the Tsarina to cull the beasts of the 
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the howling hills, Archaon encountered all manner of winter savagery. Prides of 
white sabretusks that slashed the wagon bonnet and leapt at Archaon in the 
saddle. Hordes of gnoblar cannibals, driven insensible with hunger and feasting 
on each other as well as themselves. Herds of northern rhinox and great 
mammoths, stampeding across the icy plain: hormone-fuelled and aggressive, 
charging anything in sight. Savage tribes of albino orcs, mounted on blind boars 
of war, observing the warband’s passing from a distance. A pack of direwolves, 
struck down by some monstrous and unnatural mange, howling their torment 
through the blackened stakes of a dead forest. All manner of blood-crazed 
creatures, eking out an existence on the shadowy frontier of the Chaos realm. 
Monsters that would have long died out, were it not for the game trails leading 
north out of the Tsarina’s lands, carrying lone maniacs and defectors. Men of 
death and destiny. 

The savage lands tested Archaon and his Swords — more than their escape 
from the Empire or the harsh indifference of the Gospodars. Beyond the 
torchings of the God-King’s way temples en route and the bloodshed necessary 
to secure passage, the warband had tasted little of the murder required to honour 
new and Dark Gods. Crossing the borderlands, Archaon had traded a 
magnificent bear skin for the life of the Ungol chieftain that wore it. With the 
cloak, Archaon received the blessing of the Ursun, father of the Bears and patron 
god of Kislev, from the nomad chief. It could have been custom, fearful courtesy 
or even an insult. Archaon didn’t know. He did know that blessings from any 
power other than the dark, primordial entities he now served scorched his soul 
and within moments the Chaos warrior had reneged upon his deal and ended the 
chieftain as an offering to the Star of Universal Ruin. With the shaggy hide 
about his shoulders, keeping the worst of the chill from his bones, Archaon 
wiped the innocent blood of the Ungol from the searing blade of Terminus and 
bade his Swords slaughter the Ursun-worshipping nomads for the same purpose. 

In the Troll Country the warband made scabbards of the low beasts — things of 
horn and fang, some that walked on four legs and some that walked on two. 
Though the monstrosities had all the advantage of number and brute nature, they 
had only been lightly bathed in the darkness of the north. Though hard won, the 
warband’s victories were ones of survival against packs and predators, and as 
such, were squalid offerings to the dread pantheon. Oddly for a place with such a 
name, the warband never encountered such a thing as a troll. 

All through their journey, with the ancient forests of the Empire behind them 
and the cruel Kislevite winter a recent memory, Dagobert continued his 
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translations. Having the miserable Giselle take the wagon’s reins and with the 
wind and the beast-things howling through the tears in the bonnet, Dagobert 
tried to unlock the secrets of their destination and destiny. Like everything The 
Liber Caelestior had delivered, all but the most significant of details were vague 
and open to interpretation. Deliberately so, the priest thought. Necrodomo the 
Insane had a dark gift, but he was no less a charlatan than other prophets of his 
ilk. Sometimes, Necrodomo hedged his bets. For such a prognosticator the 
unfolding moments in an hour, a day, a year or a lifetime were like drops of 
water in a river, flowing by. Sometimes the waters were crystal clear. At other 
times, the waters were white with the violent churning of their passage or murky 
with the silty burden of past meanderings. 

Archaon would routinely interrogate the priest as to the tome and its secrets. 
Whereas before, Dagobert’s interest ran to Archaon’s salvation and opportunities 
the volume might provide. Now, reading Necrodomo’s revelations had become a 
duty. As the warband’s steeds climbed and the wagon struggled through the 
heavy snow of Black Blood Pass, Dagobert read of the northmen’s ambush. The 
avalanche of ice and rock that tumbled down before the warband, blocking its 
path and the riders that rode up behind them. The greasy marauders of Edric 
Ulfensbane seated on their shaggy mounts, cutting silhouettes of horn, fur and 
axe into the blinding glare of the Worlds Edge Mountains. The northman was 
known as Red Edric in the Jottenheim and it was said that he and his Norscans 
charged a heavy toll for those travelling the Pass. One traveller — one life. The 
horsemeat of accompanying steeds was considered an added bonus for a job well 
done — and Red Edric’s men had grown fat on a diet of horsemeat and death. 

Archaon and his Swords were outnumbered four to one by the marauders, but 
it made little difference. Ulfensbane’s murderers were no match for the dark 
templar and his knights of Chaos. Archaon decorated the snow with their lopped 
limbs and livid gushings. With their winter steeds slain and axe-brothers 
butchered, the last of the northmen abandoned their leader to the Chaos warriors, 
choosing to leap from the crag upon which Archaon had cornered them. Taking 
their chances with gravity, rather than the certainty of a horrible and immediate 
death at Archaon’s hand, the northmen might have made the terrible drop if the 
snows below had been deep enough. They weren’t, and the marauders became 
bloody smears on the rock and ice of the slope below. Edric Ulfensbane 
wouldn’t take such a cowardly course and presented his icicle-encrusted axes to 
Archaon. Sliding the steaming blade of Terminus in the drift, the Chaos warrior 
crunched along the crag towards him. Reading the northman like a hunter might 
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the tracks of a wild animal, Archaon reared back and to the side, out of reach of 
Red Edric’s wild and murderous swings. 

‘Drown me in snow, would you northman?’ Archaon seethed, before ducking 
beneath the arc of the Norscan’s weapons and grabbing him by his furs. 
Throwing him down into the drift, Archaon proceeded to bury the man alive, 
drowning him as he might in a stream or river. Red Edric’s arms and legs flailed 
as he choked on the snow — held there in Archaon’s feverish grip. Leaving the 
northman’s body to freeze, Archaon recovered Terminus and trudged past 
Dagobert and Giselle, who had watched from the wagon. 

‘That wretched book earned the trouble of its keeping today,’ Archaon told 
him, pointing his crusader blade back up at the Pass blocked with a small sea of 
settling snow. Dagobert nodded, shivering to think what it might have been like 
for them buried in the avalanche. ‘Keep reading,’ Archaon said. ‘I wish to know 
more of the misfortunes that are to befall us... before they actually do, of 
course.’ 

‘It doesn’t work like that,’ Dagobert said, a little harshly. Archaon turned on 
the priest. Dagobert’s frost-rosy cheeks paled, while Giselle — chained to the 
wagon — wouldn’t even look at the Chaos warrior. ‘I mean, my lord,’ Dagobert 
said, ‘that much of the translation is educated guesswork and interpretation.’ 

‘Then guess well, priest,’ Archaon told him, walking on through the snow, 
‘lest we all die for the sake of secrets already in our possession.’ Calling through 
the crystal cold air, Archaon ordered Zwei and Drei to find them an alternative 
route through the Pass. On the way back down the mountainside, the warband 
and wagon encountered a frost-bitten Gorst, the flagellant, weighed down with 
his chains, only just having caught up to them. 

Hieronymous Dagobert did as he was bade by his master. As the warband 
passed over the very spine of the world, the damned tome told Dagobert of death 
from the skies in the form of a flock of harpies, nesting in the north-eastern 
slopes, and the manflesh they intended to regurgitate for their screeching, cliff- 
bound young. It did not tell of the Skewered Skull hobgoblin clan that bounded 
out of the foothills of the Dark Lands at them on long-legged war mongrels. The 
foothills formed part of their slave grounds. Attempting to catch and imprison 
Archaon was more foolish than trying to kill him, however, as the hobgoblin 
half-khan and his clan discovered too late. The warband decimated the clan to 
the very last rider and gangling, lupine steed, wiping the Skewered Skull clan 
and its ruling khanate from the face of the Dark Lands forever. 

Leaving the slave grounds for some other foetid breed of greenskin to assume, 
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Dagobert steered Archaon from the different types of doom to be found at the 
fortress of Uzkulak with Hashut, Father of Darkness, and the contested dwarf 
stronghold of Karak Dum. The Liber Caelestior also suggested that the infamous 
Road of Skulls held nothing but foes unworthy of Archaon’s blade and led out 
onto the Eastern Steppes, where men went mad for want of landmarks on the 
endless expanse of the horizon. So at Dagobert’s word the warband braved the 
treacheries of the Shattered Shore, where land and ice were indistinguishable and 
the world looked as though it had been smashed by the fist of an angry god. 

It was here, in the howling desolation of a desert of ice that Archaon began to 
truly feel as though he were drawing nearer to his goal. Here on the edge of 
doom, where the gloomy heavens were like no other and where the seas sat 
frozen and unnatural, he found a kind of peace. He discovered that the buzz of 
insanity on the air soothed the ever-present pain in his ruined eye. That the petty 
concerns of the Empire and its bordering nations were long behind him and that 
the world was opening up before him. The scale of the place was heart-stopping. 
On one side, a range of frost-shattered peaks reached into the heavens as though 
they owned them, with the frost-shattered cragginess of splintered obsidian. On 
the other, searing depths plummeted below a covering of broken bergs in a 
darkness that threatened to swallow the world. Between them, Archaon had only 
a sky in mourning and the ice-riven shore. He could feel the black heart of the 
lands beating beneath his boots, calling him on with every distant quake. Despite 
standing in a land barren and lifeless, the Chaos warrior had never felt such life. 
Such will. Such possibility. It lifted the darkness of his spirit and put him in a 
murder-happy mood. 

‘Tell me again, priest,’ Archaon called through the freeze. The air almost 
shattered about his words. Dagobert was seated up front in the wagon, buried in 
a nest of thick, lice-infested furs. Giselle drove the wagon. She would rather 
have spat on Archaon or Dagobert than accept a kindness from either of them, 
but with the air around able to freeze the blood in her veins, the Sister of the 
Imperial Cross had no option but to take the offer of furs for her own trembling 
body. ‘Tell me how I might achieve an end to eternity,’ Archaon said with a 
laugh that echoed about the face-scalding wasteland of white. ‘How might a 
mortal man end a world?’ 

Dagobert cleared his throat. Calling through the frost-threaded air was an 
effort. 

‘With a nature indomitable,’ the priest said, ‘like the land, at one with its 
savage calling. With a heart’s desire deeper than the ocean depths. With steel, 


cnalda and trina NNT lard ’ VATith OANTOAKIT naiccina datz Di aranitwmaiic Naanhart rand 


6681 XRN 


LU1U daliu LLUCT, ily LULU. VV ILL cvely Paosolly uay, LLITLULy WtuuUoS Vap_yVVTLe i1cau 
more of Necrodomo the Insane’s twisted prophecies and with every day the 
priest sounded more like him. ‘To earn the honour of ender of worlds, Lord 
Archaon, you must offer yourself as a weapon to be wielded by the very powers 
that would test you. You must become the Everchosen of the great gods of 
darkness. You must become an acolyte of the Waste’s insanities, a disciple of 
the Ruinous Star like there has never been and doom to all who cross your path.’ 

Archaon thought on the warriors he was to meet. The warbands who had made 
the trek north like his own. The madmen who deceived themselves into the 
belief that they were worthy of ancient evil and its infernal sponsorship. The 
Chaos warrior smiled to himself. It almost cracked his frozen face. He felt a kind 
of savage pity for such victims of fate. Their journeys, their trials, their lives had 
all been in vain — for they were yet to meet their end. Their end had a name — 
and it was Archaon. 

‘They will join me or die,’ Archaon spat, his words misting on the razored air. 
‘Tell me more, priest. For I long to hear of my saga again.’ 

‘Words,’ Dagobert said. ‘Just words. Any fool can tell a story.’ 

‘Then there is no better choice for my own,’ Archaon replied harshly, ‘than 
you.’ 

‘Words are nothing without action,’ Dagobert said. ‘Words are but fantasy to 
the reality of the blade plunged through the heart or passed across the throat. 
You will have to kill more men alone than entire armies leave behind them on 
the battlefield, than the lives taken by sea and storm and the victims claimed by 
pox and plague. And that, just to get the attention of the dread pantheon.’ 

‘T have their attention already,’ the dark templar proclaimed. ‘I am Archaon. 
Past and future ring with my name. I have been selected by fate and will soon be 
Everchosen of the Ruinous Powers. They want sacrifices. They shall have them. 
I’m no blood-blind barbarian. This is no madness or malaise. I’m no pawn to be 
played and I enjoy not what I do. Men will die because they have to. Because 
they stand between me and my destiny. These monstrous powers shall have the 
souls they demand...’ The wind rose to howl about the warband and the wagon, 
dusting them with ice. ‘Yes, you hear me you calamitous monsters. I will be 
your weapon — but no more than the sword or spear issued to the soldier of state 
in prosecution of his duties. Iam no more your instrument in the great unknown 
workings of the world than you are mine. You desire the doom of men, which 
with your assistance, I can deliver. The gods need a champion no less than the 
champion needs their blessing. I will be the Everchosen of Chaos not because I 
beg for it. I will not utter a word in entreaty — I will be chosen as the champion 
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of the Ruinous Star, bearing the favour of all darkness, because darkness will not 
have a choice in my choosing. Only I will succeed where others have failed. 
Only I will bring an end to all and plunge the world of men into a futureless 
abyss.’ 

‘Master, please,’ Dagobert pleaded, as a screeching ice storm whipped up 
about them. ‘You offend your patrons. The entities of the Wastes.’ 

‘Soil your robes alone, priest,’ Archaon said. “Your fear proceeds from a 
cowardly soul — as it does in all men. Well, I am more than man. I am mine 
enemy’s failure incarnate. I am the morrow. I am the world’s end to come. Hear 
me, Dark Gods: warn your warriors, your doomed champions, corpses-in- 
waiting. You tell them Archaon is coming and the inevitability of their death is 
coming with me.’ 

The ice storm died. Crystals rained slowly to the shore as Dagobert peered 
fearfully up into the heavens. Beyond the storm-stored miasma of white, the 
warband could hear the grumble of thunder, distant and fading. 

‘Dagobert,’ Archaon called. ‘What must I do beyond the ease of killing, to get 
the attention of these daemon deities? These dogs of damnation.’ Again, 
Dagobert peered through the ice-blind for some thunderbolt of displeasure or 
daemonic punishment. 

‘Speak, curse it!’ Archaon roared in jubilant fury. ‘I would know what that 
monstrous tome has to say.’ 

‘The translations are difficult, master,’ Dagobert told him. ‘Some sections 
require primers, references and keystone texts we don’t have.’ 

‘Then we shall find them,’ Archaon said. 

‘Even the sections we can translate are vague and open to interpretation.’ 

‘Then interpret...’ 

‘The Everchosen of Chaos will be known by the six treasures of dread 
antiquity he carries,’ the priest called. ‘Six trials to be passed — six gifts of the 
Ruinous gods, my lord, to be earned and recovered from the Wastes and the 
servants of darkness.’ 

‘They shall be mine,’ Archaon said. 

‘They are spread to the perversity of the northern winds, my lord,’ Dagobert 
said as Giselle crunched the wagon along the ice of the shore. ‘Hidden. Lost. 
Claimed by others.’ 

‘Others that aspire to be Everchosen?’ 

‘Others who believe they are,’ the priest said. 
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“These treasures, lord, are separated by great distance and watched over by 
guardians of the gods — powerful and unknown.’ 

‘Then what do we know?’ 

“Two must be earned and two must be stolen,’ Dagobert told him. ‘One must 
be found...’ 

‘And the other?’ 

‘Will find you.’ 

Archaon laughed, hard and harsh. 

‘The Ruinous Powers wish to play. We shall indulge them, for now. Where 
does this perverse game of the gods begin?’ the dark templar demanded. 

‘As yet I have discovered the location of only one of the treasures, master,’ 
Dagobert said. 

‘What is this gift of Chaos?’ Archaon asked. 

‘I know not,’ Dagobert said, ‘but whatever dark thing it is, it resides in the 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness.’ 

Archaon nodded. ‘Where does fate take us?’ 

‘To the New World, my lord,’ the priest told him. ‘The land of the murder. 
Where the Witch King rules in the name of gods with bloody hands.’ 

“You speak of one of the elder races,’ Archaon said. The dark templar had had 
occasion to kill a number of the secretive forest folk in the Laurelorn — wood 
elves, as frightened villagers would call them. He had never seen their cousins 
from across the sea but knew, as many did, of the aid they had offered Magnus 
the Pious during the Great War against Chaos. Of those who lived further still 
across the icy oceans, Archaon had heard little. He certainly had not enjoyed an 
encounter with a member of their weakling race. 

‘T do, my lord,’ Dagobert said. 

“Speak on.’ 

‘T know little more than you, my lord. Rumour and dread legend from across 
the seas.’ 

‘Speak on, priest,’ Archaon commanded. 

‘An outcast species, master,’ Dagobert told him, reaching for details from the 
heretical texts it had been his duty to keep from the world. ‘Turned from the 
light and long separated from their kin — ousted after civil war.’ 

‘Turned from the light,’ Archaon echoed, ‘to darkness. Do these dark elves 
worship our gods?’ 

‘They do not, master. They venerate the deathless embodiment of murder 
itself.’ 
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‘A race of assassins, perhaps,’ Archaon acknowledged, ‘but one blessed with 
losing wars and fleeing from them.’ 

‘From what I have read they are not to be underestimated, lord,’ Dagobert 
warned. ‘Their kind infests the New World. They have held their kingdom of 
Naggaroth safe from the clutches of Chaos for thousands of years. Their 
watchtowers line the border where the Wastes meet the lands of murder. They 
benefit from the God of Murder’s blessing and sorcerous servants, who will 
know of our approach before we make it.’ 

The icy haze about Archaon cleared, revealing once more the black and white 
immensity of the landscape about them. They were still on the Shattered Shore, 
with great bergs of ice creaking against one another in the frozen sea to the west 
and the colossal range of midnight mountains to the east. Archaon knew that 
there was no east and west where he was heading. No maps or guides that could 
show the way. Only the whim of the Wastes and the will of his Ruinous patrons. 

‘Tt seems we shall need an army,’ Archaon announced. ‘Fortunately for us, our 
gods have seen fit to furnish us with one — for it has long been in the ramblings 
of heretics and madmen that the greatest concentration of fighting men in the 
world can be found in the dread lands that are our path. We shall cross the 
Wastes. We shall kill the weak, conquer the strong and build an army of our own 
from the very best our enemies have to offer. Our banner shall bear the Ruinous 
Star of Chaos in all its glory. We shall best, commandeer and welcome warriors 
of all Dark Gods and creeds beneath the folds of its foetid fabric. It will be an 
army without equal. The Wastes will never know its like again, unless the gods 
of Chaos themselves decree so. I shall lead this army into the land of murder, 
where these ancient watchtowers will fall. The secrets of this Altar of Ultimate 
Darkness shall be mine and my host shall be sacrificed to the Ruinous Powers in 
its taking. This I pledge to my daemon gods — as always — with the blackness of 
my lost soul.’ 
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CHAPTER XI 


‘It is known by many different names. The Wastes. 
The northlands. The Top of the World. The Realm of 
Chaos. The last madman I met simply called it 
Inevitability. I like that. Anyway. It is known by 
many different names. The Wastes. The northlands. 
The Top of the World. The Realm of Chaos. The last 
madman I met simply called it Inevitability. I like 
that. Anyway. It is known by many names...’ 


— Lanfranc the Unchanging (the wall of his cell, in 
an unnamed prison of his own making) 


Inevitability 
The Northern Wastes 
Date unknown 


The Wastes were nothing like Archaon expected — and the Chaos warrior had 
few expectations — but it was everything that he had desired. To Dagobert and 
Giselle — miserable in their different ways — the months and possibly years were 
passed in the gale-battered confines of the wagon, trying not to die of the cold, 
contaminated food or from some misshapen maniac coming out of the storm 
with an axe. Archaon’s Swords were as stoic and uncommunicative as ever. For 
them, already very much part of the havoc of the north, they had simply come 
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home. Unlike his winged warriors who were indifferent to the forlorn horror of 
the landscape or the woebegone priest and sister, who regarded their 
surroundings with dread, Archaon experienced the Wastes in all of their unseen 
glory. Where the warband saw the simple darkness of the skies, Archaon could 
stare back defiantly with a darkness of his own. His ruined eye and the shard of 
wyrdstone that still lay trapped within its socket was no longer a loss or 
disability. He saw with it what others could, in a way that others could not. He 
saw the winds of Chaos, impossible to detect on the rawness of the face or 
goosebumps of the skin, streaming about them in indescribable colour and 
shadow. He saw the way it had dusted and stained the pole-facing surfaces of 
hillsides, mountains and valleys. The way that it howled in silence through the 
sparse structures of the Wastes and damned souls that wandered its wilderness. 
The way its essence collected in the hearts of the daemons that stalked them 
unseen by all else in the shadows. 

As they rode north, the temperature dropped. Mere existence became a numb 
ache. Madmen and mongrel beasts fell to their knees before Archaon and the 
wagon, pledging their souls to his service in exchange for a scrap of food from 
their stores or a moment by their fire. At first, the Chaos champion tolerated 
such squabbling vermin. They were a distraction from the cold. Only the 
strongest survived the Wastes and the miserable wretches Archaon met on his 
way north were untested. Their tongues knew not trust and their savage instinct 
for survival led them to butcher each other in their sleep and feast on the 
remains. They were not worthy of Archaon and so he ended them. 

Even to the eye untrained in evil, the Wastes were a time and place at war with 
itself. A land of mournful madness. The bizarre weather; the sunless, starless 
skies; the rise and drop in temperature; the strange behaviour of water; the land 
itself — the rock, the earth and ice, almost a living thing, alien and aggressive. 
Features of apparent claw and tooth, landscapes of suggestive undulation and 
meagre thorn forests of twisted trunk and withered branch. Unforgiving ranges 
of mountains, freshly erupted from the ground. Volcanic peaks that glowered in 
the distance. Quakes and flash floods. Waterfalls that were anything but. Rivers 
that flowed uphill and backwards. Lakes and inland seas that just seemed to 
bleed up from the depths of the earth. Polar deserts of frosted grit and glacial 
wastes. The only things to eat slithered and crawled, while strange lights danced 
and poisonous gases brumed like glowing streams through the terrain. Storms 
were common. Wind. Rain. Sleet. Hail. Snow. Dust storms. Ice storms. Storms 
of energies strange and unnatural. The heavens would churn. The Dark Gods 
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the land, of every colour and intensity. 

All these things Archaon took in his stride. The one quality of the Wastes that 
even the Chaos warrior found difficult to manage was the way in which time and 
distance seemed to have no meaning. With light of different oppressive hues 
finding its desperate way down through the tumultuous heavens, it was almost 
impossible to tell what time of day it was. On the occasions that the clouds did 
clear, the sky above was black and empty — like the dead, glassy inside of a 
shark’s eye. The warband could ride for days and get nowhere. At other times, 
they were barely out of sight of their last camp before entering a landscape new 
and markedly different from the one they had just left. 

Archaon turned to what he had brought to the Wastes, rather than the insanity 
he found there, for some kind of measurement. It would be easy to lose himself 
in a labyrinth of distractions. In the absence of sun, map or fixed mark on the 
ever-changing horizon, he needed a way to judge his progress. Something more 
than guesswork or the timeless ramblings of The Liber Caelestior. To know how 
far he had come and judge how far he might have to go. The answers to these 
questions were invariably ‘too far’ and ‘as far as is needed’, but it helped to have 
a system. Something concrete and not at the whim of change. 

Ultimately he had to use Giselle and Dagobert as some kind of marker. 
Archaon could not trust the enhancements of his own form. As a dark templar of 
the Chaos Powers, his impossible existence leeching from their potency, he was 
faster, stronger and more resilient in body, mind and soul than he had ever been 
as a knight of the weakling God-King. Regardless of where the sun had gone to 
die in the sky, a day’s worth of travel exhausted the pair. They were hungry. 
They were thirsty. They were tired. It was in these physical necessities that 
Archaon put his faith. Still, time was difficult to trust in the Wastes. 

As Oberon’s hooves kicked up the ice and dust and the rickety wagon 
meandered its way north, Archaon passed the false-witnessing hours in brooding 
silence. When he wasn’t lost in some dark thought, some deep fury at his fate or 
a scorching recrimination of the soul, then he was killing the miserable wretches 
that crossed their path. Beastmen. Lunatics. Half-starved warriors looking for 
answers at the top of the world. They found their answers in the reflection of 
Archaon’s blade, moments before its cleaving edge passed through their 
unworthy bodies. Occasional wretches would impress Archaon with their pluck 
— usually their insistence on not dying immediately — or the usefulness of their 
servitude. They fell into line behind the wagon, trudging after Archaon like the 
wounded soldiers of some massacre or battlefield defeat, following in the 
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footsteps of an indefatigable general who would not let them die. 

They were watched by Archaon’s warrior-henchmen. His Swords of Chaos. 
They rode silently in their blank bone helms. Occasionally stretching their 
wings, they rolled uneasily in the saddle, flanking both Archaon and the 
wandering mongrels he chose to add to the number of their growing warband. 
Ever mindful of their master. Ever watchful of the traitorous dogs that fell into 
line behind the warrior of Chaos. Marauders, beastmen and armoured warriors, 
eager to share in the spoils of Archaon’s growing celebrity, like a pack of 
scavengers on the murderous scent of a lone predator, stripping the butchered 
remains left in its wake for scraps. 

Casting his gaze behind, at the tainted path taking him north into destiny, 
Archaon found the others he had enslaved on the road to damnation. The Swords 
and the rag-tag cavalcade of recruited savagery that were already very much part 
of the damnation about them. Gorst, always a stumbling silhouette in the dust, 
dragging his chains and back-lashed carcass after Archaon as he had done after 
the distant memory that was Diederick Kastner. Giselle, who just stared back at 
Archaon from the wagon. Her face wore the weariness of horror and disgust. At 
first such horror had been laced with pity at what Archaon had become. She, 
better than most, knew that the darkness of the templar’s future had not been of 
his choosing. Such sentiment was soon lost in the hatred of the hostage, but even 
that had faded. Gone was the childish futility of a foul mouth and violent 
outbursts. She was as unbreakable as she had ever been. Her strength lay now in 
the tautness of her lips, the censure of her eyes and the burning silence that met 
any words Archaon had for her. When Archaon looked to the girl, he found only 
fear and abhorrence. He was a thing to her now. A force of unnatural nature that 
could be denied no more than the howling wind or raging sea. 

When not punishing himself or other warriors of the Wastes, Archaon would 
demand of Father Dagobert answers to dangerous questions. 

‘For years we were the caretakers of damned tomes and the tales of men who 
searched for evil of their own making. Did you ever think that it would be like 
this?’ 

Dagobert sent ripples of encouragement through the reins, prompting the 
beasts whose burden it was to drag the wagon on through the bleakness of the 
Shadowlands. The priest was still the kind-hearted scholar that Archaon had 
known and loved. Such a heart and the affection the priest bore for the boy who 
had been Little Diederick, the man who had been Sieur Kastner the Sigmarite 


Knight, now weighed him down like a millstone. Dagobert had decided to follow 
tha haw that had haan hic charaa and tha man wzhna had haan hic friand inta 


6689 XRN 


We BUY LU aU UO Ho CHG Be GU Le LU WHI aU UC 19 Bee LLU 
damnation’s embrace. Perhaps he could have saved him once. With every step 
that took them north, such a hope became a fading possibility. A good intention 
that had become a bitter hope — that had become a lunatic’s fantasy. He 
answered his master’s questions as best he could, calling upon a lifetime’s study 
of combated darkness and the recorded untruths of Ruination. 

‘T suspect,’ Dagobert said, ‘that it’s an intense, personal and inconstant state. 
As a punishment might match the crime for which it was devised. Reading of 
such things, by so many in so many different kinds of spiritual torment, I 
imagine that we share common miseries as we share common joys. The searing 
reality of any one man’s damnation seems specific to him, my master. You and I 
are both here as far as the chill in my bones and our words clouding on the air 
can tell me, but we live very different definitions of dread and darkness.’ 

Archaon nodded in the saddle. For years he had hunted men whose desire it 
had been to find this bleak and unforgiving place. Others who had returned from 
it, their souls and desires twisted by the horror of what they had found in both 
the Wastes and within themselves as they traversed such lands of torment and 
blood. 

Ruins dotted the landscape — mostly the smashed and burnt-out remnants of 
fortifications, built from the dark stone of the region. Towers. Keeps. Forts. 
Bastions. Even the isolated derelicts of half-built castles and buried citadels. The 
only other buildings the warband happened upon were the tents of hastily 
abandoned camps and rough temples honouring one dire god or another. The 
structures also appeared not to obey the passage of time. Despite their state of 
ruination, the stone of some seemed freshly carved, while the walls of others 
were weathered and cracked — infested with stunted mosses, lichens and 
withered roots. 

Beyond that, there were the bodies. The dead and the dying. Corpses. 
Everywhere. The Wastes were a warzone. Some of the unfortunate warriors and 
champions had clearly died in battle. The butchered torsos. The headless. The 
limbless. The unrecognisable. The ground soaked with blood and decorated with 
trailing gut. Others had been the victims of ritual sacrifice, impaled on stakes, 
cut to pieces or burned as part of daemon-appeasing ceremonies. Like the 
derelict structures, the cadavers appeared to defy the days, months and years. 
Some were waxy and cold to the touch, slow to rot in the climate, while others 
became infested with fat maggots and spoiled to puddle and bone within days, 
for little obvious reason. The strangest sensation for Archaon was accidentally 
happening upon the same smouldering ruin days later, only to find the bodies 
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carpeting the grit and ice to be in a better state than when he had initially left 
them. Bodies he may have put on the ground himself. Freshly butchered corpses, 
rather than the clouds of flies, stripped skulls and mounds of spoilage the dark 
templar had left days before. 

Archaon never truly got used to the perversities of the Wastes. The strangeness 
of the land and the weather. Its unpredictable effects on things both living and 
dead. The Chaos warrior understood that this was very much the point of the 
Wastes’ existence — if the land had such a thing as a point. Its very nature 
resisted definition and defied expectation. Its inhabitants could be anywhere, at 
any time. They could be alive. They could be dead. The Wastes could be a 
promised land — a paradise — or it could be some kind of eternal punishment. It 
was everything and it was nothing. To Archaon it was a means to an end. The 
dark templar’s intentions extended beyond its borders — he ruled his ambitions, 
they did not rule him. He brought death to his enemies but was not there to feed 
his blood lust. His black heart sought satisfaction from the goal upon which it 
was set, but he didn’t lose himself to indulgence — a prisoner in gratification’s 
loose embrace. Neither did he become lost in the infectious malaise of the place. 
He would not forget himself and remain. He was there with purpose. His 
movement was ever forward. Even if the path he was on led to nowhere. 

‘And what of the gods of Ruination that call the top of the world their home, 
trading in dark deeds and the souls of lost men? I have fought their servants for 
what already seems like a lifetime. I have stood sentry over those they would 
claim with their myriad and wicked ways. I have frustrated their desires with 
word, deed and blade. Though they curse me with gifts unasked for and invite 
me to their realm with prophecies and deceit, I hate them with all my heart. As I 
hate the God-King and the feeble powers of this broken and decrepit world. I 
hate them, yet I feel that I know them not. How can a man hate nothingness?’ 

‘The Ruinous Powers are all things to all men,’ Dagobert said cryptically, 
drawing upon his careful studies of dark arts and the pledges men have made — 
their very souls for desires they thought denied to them. ‘This land is not their 
home. They are the land and the land is an expression of them. They dwell in the 
dark corners of men’s hearts. A place warm and ripe for corruption. They prey 
on the fickleness of fancy and the inescapability of need. We hide behind the 
stone walls of temples and the false hope of daily rituals, half-remembered 
history and symbols that jangle about our necks, but the truth is that we are 
defenceless against their predations.’ 

Men were feeble things, Archaon knew. Mostly spoiling meat and the selfish 
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such beings. Desires of the flesh. The blood of one’s enemy. The promise of 
alleviated suffering. The granting of paltry ambitions. It cost nothing for the dark 
powers of the world to build temples in the blackest reaches of such hearts. 
Nothing for such beings to draw the twilight from men’s souls. Like the leech 
within, they infected their host with a little of their own filth, to keep the 
darkness flowing. Most men harboured such a covenant — many unknown to 
themselves, masked by ignorance and denial. For few could tolerate the 
knowledge that they are truly evil without the comfort of a path or purpose. For 
those men, the path always led north. Through the Wastes and the Shadowlands. 
To the insanity beyond. To darkness, pure and true. 

Like the lodestone, the desires of those who would kill in the name of ancient 
evil took them to the top of the world. Archaon was set on a course not of 
murderous malice or self-glorification. He travelled not for unknown pleasures 
or the alleviation of torments past. He was at the top of the world simply because 
the route to Armaggedon led through the Ruinous Wastes. If that was where he 
would find the means to end a world, then so be it. Nothing could quell his 
appetite for annihilation. Oblivion beckoned. 

And so, the Chaos Wastes. There mindless marauders, who had ravaged, 
robbed and butchered their way north, gathered. They knew not why. The road 
to damnation was a lonely one and perhaps, Archaon considered, it gave the 
doomed comfort. To know that there were those who shared their madness. In 
truth, they were there to fight the foes of their dread patrons, each other and 
themselves — since there was only so much pain and bloodshed a single man, 
even a man devoted to Chaos, could achieve. Marauders found each other on the 
path and gathered about the suggestions of greatness in their ranks. Warbands 
formed. Warbands joined together to create hordes and hosts about emerging 
wairiors and sorcerers, whose worthiness was tested before the growing number 
of the damned. 

Like hungry wolves they fought each other for the wretched right to lead 
others of their ill-breed. Some became dark beacons in the cold havoc of the 
north, attracting hordes of their battle-kin to their banner — bringing the souls of 
hundreds under the yoke of their dark celebrity. Such men might even earn the 
loyalty of beastmen and greenskins or even the fallen of the elder races. Such 
dark light in the world might then snare the service of monsters and daemons. 
From such a melting pot of savagery, the champions of Chaos are crafted. Some 
received the kind of infernal gifts and sponsorship required to exalt them to 
infamy. Dark heroes to those in their service. They became names known by 
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others; known by the names of other great warriors whose heads they had 
claimed and followers they had taken for their own. Some became Chaos lords 
and generals, commanding armies that would threaten to conquer the very 
Wastes themselves. Such was the dark path to damnation and greatness. The 
path that the man who had never been Diederick Kastner found himself upon. 
The path of the Ruinous Powers. 

“What are these gods of havoc and darkness?’ Archaon had put to Father 
Dagobert. ‘What do they want with me?’ 

“There are as many creatures of dread haunting the Wastes and the corruption 
of men’s souls as there are evil desires in the world, master,’ the priest had told 
him. ‘Of the Ruinous pantheon, most find themselves afflicted by the dark will 
of four. Four ancient afflictions of existence. Like the four walls of a prison cell, 
holding the conflicting hopes and fears in men’s hearts hostage. He who would 
war with all else — the spiller of blood, the flame that heats the ire in men’s souls 
— causing it to bubble over into the world.’ 

‘T have felt this affliction...’ 

‘As all men have,’ Dagobert said, ‘since the first fist or the first stone was 
lifted in violence. 

‘Go on, priest.’ 

‘He whose dark desires are the very nature of desire itself,’ Dagobert said. ‘He 
who lusts. He who thirsts. He who both tempts and is temptation.’ 

“You said there were four,’ Archaon pushed. 

‘He who is the end of all,’ the priest continued. “The constancy of suffering 
and desperation — whose sign is seen the world over in the diseased and the 
gasping hopes of the dying.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘He who is the very storm of change,’ Dagobert said. ‘The volatility and 
vitality of a world ever in motion. The embodiment of men’s appetite for... 
more.’ 

Archaon nodded. 

‘T have known all of these afflictions,’ the dark templar said. 

‘And they have known you, my lord,’ Dagobert told him. ‘As they know all 
men.’ 

‘How can one man serve such opposites?’ Archaon asked, the desires as 
described to him seeming at odds with one another. ‘How can a man be both 
desire and death that would end it? Constancy yet the drive of change.’ 

Dagobert considered. He thought back to fearful texts read by candle-light in 
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‘He must not be the pots that keep the paint separate,’ Dagobert said. ‘He must 
be the ever-darkening canvas, burdened with colour upon colour until he 
becomes a shade of ruin pleasing to all the Chaos Powers to look upon.’ 

Once again Archaon nodded, for once again the priest’s words had cut through 
the confusion that burned in his mind. Digging his heels into Oberon’s flanks, 
the Chaos warrior urged the steed onwards. 

The daemon-haunted north was ever calling. There damnation exerted its great 
influence and the gifts of Ruination were showered on the fearless, the accepting 
and the doomed. The endless darkness of the unstable region about the pole was 
more dream than reality. It was where gateways to unearthly realms stood tall 
and the raw promise of Chaos bubbled up through the appearance of reality. It 
was where lie became truth, a never-beginning eternity where men could lose 
and find themselves a thousand times over. Where fantasy and nightmare bred 
realities anew and mortals could stand like mirrors in the soul-shattering 
presence of gods. It was not Archaon’s destination, however. He was no pilgrim 
of darkness. He was not there to prostrate himself at the feet of his daemon 
overlords. He had not travelled across continents to jostle and squeal like a piglet 
before the bounty of a sow’s belly, begging for blessings, with a bottomless 
appetite for attention and favour. That was a path to greatness unworthy of one 
who might call himself the Everchosen of Chaos. A calling beneath the Lord of 
the End Times. Archaon would not seek damnation. It would find him. He would 
not curry favour with his infernal patrons. They would come to him when the 
time was right. When he was needed. When he had earned their power. 

Instead, Archaon went west. In reality, there was no such thing in the Wastes. 
There was only the instinct of west. A direction that most of the time was 
signified by a general trend in the warband’s wanderings. Without open sky or 
elevation to believe in, there were only two seeming constants in the Wastes — 
and even they, on occasion, were playful in their perversity. Archaon trusted 
that, if he kept the berg-shattered coast on his left and the daemon darkness of 
the pole on his right, his progress should generally be west. Taking care that 
their exploration of the Wastes had not taken them too far into the twilight 
insanity of the polar interior, Archaon routinely meandered away from its 
agonising attraction and every few weeks would reach the frozen, storm-battered 
shore, before turning inland once more. In the gloomy hinterlands between, the 
ring of shadow that encompassed the continent’s dark heart, Archaon used the 
winds of Chaos to guide his path. 

Thus, the saga of Archaon — warrior of Chaos and champion of the Dark Gods 
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— began. He was no northern marauder or tribal chieftain, leading his brothers in 
the perpetual darkness of murderous territoriality. He was no blood-baptised 
champion, looking for the way to become lost. He was no fool sorcerer, 
searching for secrets, only to become one. He was Archaon. He would achieve 
the horror of the entire world. He was a living legend. Great things were his to 
achieve — and to achieve them he would need great men. 

The first of these great men, Archaon slayed. They were new arrivals, like the 
dark templar himself. Untried and untested, leading small bands that were 
equally so. Men of the Empire, haughty Bretons, grim Ungols and Gospodars, 
even the occasional southerner. Some bore Ruinous favour for the terrible evil 
already wrought in their homelands: claws, spines, venomous fangs, horns or 
some other type of deformative horror — acid-dribbling maws, an overpowering 
stench or scaly, armoured skin. A hundred different aberrations of the mind or 
body, received as blessings for terrors rendered. Their conception of their 
pantheon or patron powers was simple and savage. They had carved symbols 
into their faces and flesh, indulged affliction, wrath, vice or dread powers they 
did not understand. They honoured their gods with insanity and the weakness of 
wild abandon. They did not know what they had become or the part they had to 
play in the circus of delirium and death that was the Wastes. They thought of 
themselves as victors when in actual fact they were victims. Of folly. Of fate. Of 
Archaon’s irresistible path. Souls caught in the slipstream of the dark templar’s 
supremacy. 

So many died. Some even of note. Fastred the Bold, veteran of the Field of 
Green; Baba Kosch — witch of the Grovod Wood; Herrick von Raukov, the 
sickly seventh son of Ostland; the Knight of Brass — who Archaon had always 
assumed was just the subject of ballads and tales; Hjalmar Deathstrider — the 
famed axe man of Vidarheim and some hulking, corpulent thing calling itself the 
Gutwrencher, which had dragged itself north from the Mountains of Mourn. Few 
had been worthy of Archaon’s blade — despite their infamy. Even fewer were 
chosen to join his warband’s number. 

As Archaon worked his bloody way west, he cut a swathe through the tribal 
lands of the dark continent. Northerners who truly called the Wastes their home 
and whose clans and castes observed the will of their gods with breeding, 
bleeding their last and the vile existence in between. They knew nothing of the 
fine lands of the south, but the unworthies that travelled from there in pilgrimage 
and spilt their sweet civilised blood in tribal territory. What the marauding 
nomads, savage hordes and horsemen called existence was life in its lowliest 
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of victimhood or the brotherhood of darkness in your heart. Between being 
butchered as a weakling or fighting strong. Between living a life of murderous 
survival or not living at all. The tribes had no true lands to call their own. The 
Wastes were ever changing, ever moving beneath their feet and the hooves of 
their hardy steeds. There was only the way of their wanderings and wars on the 
move. Tribes would routinely clash over the ugly Shadowlands, daubing the clan 
symbols of their kind in blood on smouldering ruins, erecting totems to their 
favoured gods and leaving skinned victims on stakes as a warning to others. 
Sometimes hours later, two different hosts would gut and bludgeon each other to 
extinction for the same miserable valley, derelict temple or storm-racked plain. 
The insanity was unending but such existence bred harsh peoples, worthy of the 
dark lands about them. 

Archaon came to know them across the blade, with their ragged corpses under 
his boot. The Norse: fur-clad raiders of hairy brawn, they were pale of flesh but 
dark of soul, dragging the dragon-prows of their clinker longships up the frozen 
shore to unleash the fury of their number on the Southern Wastes. The Hung — 
squat orientals born in the saddle, as swift and savage as the spear thrown and 
the shattered-glass winds at their backs. The Kurgan — swarthy-skinned warriors 
of the Eastern Steppes; most at home under the shadow of Chaos. Indomitable. 
Innumerable. A melting pot of competing cruelty, the tribe had the greatest 
presence amongst the armies of the Ruinous Powers and produced some of their 
hardiest heroes and enduring leaders. 

Archaon fought his way through them all. The Kurgan Kul — the sons and 
grandsons of Asavar the Everchosen. Archaon taunted them with the failure of 
their Father in Darkness, savagely cutting them down in favour of his own 
worthy claim to the title. The Dolgans, whose gypsy queen used her sorceries to 
curse her tribe’s enemies with foul fortune and the misstep of luck. Any who 
fought the Dolgans had to battle with the terrain and weather against them, as 
well as the witch’s inbred army of lover-marauders roaring for their blood. 
Archaon did not require luck to win his battles. For the dark templar, belief, skill 
and cold steel won the day, and he broke the Dolgans like a spine across his own 
indomitable will. 

The Hastlings and the Tahmaks, who Archaon and his Swords met as they 
battled each other at the leaning citadel of Karda Fell. The Hastlings, with their 
flowing raven hair and beards almost forming manes about the savagery of their 
dark faces, and the Tahmaks who armoured themselves with the inset bone and 
skulls of their fallen enemies, had both spawned mighty warrior chieftains — 
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Drach-Mal the Black and Radzseekl of the Burning Plain. After Archaon had 
killed enough of their tribesmen and the Fell was flooded with blood, the dark 
templar fought them together, forcing the warring pair to join forces against him. 
Both died badly and it fell to Drach-Mal’s brothers and Radzseekl of the 
Burning Plain to hastily agree a slash-palmed truce and pull their tribesmen out 
from under Archaon’s gore-splashed sword while there were still warriors to 
withdraw. 

The Gharhars of the Upper Shroudlands received Archaon with submission 
and reverence at first. Having lost their warlord to a flesh-melding pestilence 
that had claimed a full quarter of the tribe, however, the skin-sloughers resorted 
to treachery, attempting to sacrifice Archaon as a daemon offering to reverse the 
Gharhars’ fortunes. Many Shroudlanders died for their underestimation of the 
knight and his Swords of Chaos. The far Kurganites, known as the Dark 
Arghols, conversely were openly hostile from the outset. The Arghol women 
fought alongside their men in battle, all famine-thin, body-painted and criss- 
crossed in strips of cured flesh-leather. They seemed not to notice the scalding 
cold of the climate or the losses Archaon and his knights inflicted on their tribe. 
Again and again they attacked the warband. They attacked at that nest of 
debauchery, the Maidenhead, on the killing fields of the Red Decimation and 
during a blizzard of ash and ice that reached inside the vast ruins of Caer Targul. 
On one occasion warrior women, she-devils of the Dark Arghol, attempted to 
drag a screaming Giselle off into the gloom and would have done so if it weren’t 
for the chain connecting her to the wagon. 

While the degenerate Kurgans plagued the Shadowlands through which 
Archaon’s warband fought, the dark templar sought worthiness both poleward 
and out on the continent’s blasted shore. Horn-helmed Vargs from the Kraken 
Coast, in the Norscan north, had been yoked under the brutal leadership of King 
Ingvar the Ravager. The Ravager’s marauder fleet rode the berg-storms of the 
shattered coast, burning and slaughtering their way inland like a river of lava. 
After halting Ingvar’s invasions the Ravager King personally led an incursion 
north into the Ruinous gloom with the oath-answering Baldrgrim of the Bloody 
Beard and the Norse dwarfs of the Hel Peaks. Ingvar had but one intention — to 
end the mysterious Chaos warrior known as Archaon. Ingvar and his marauder 
army found the dark templar and his Swords of Chaos between the unscalable 
heights of the Vagassa Pass. There Archaon and his Chaos knights held them 
with sword, shield and armoured wing — butchering the bearded Norscans, their 
dwarf allies and their battleaxe-wielding king, in mounds of their fallen. 
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upon Archaon’s warband. For weeks the lycanthropes dogged their progress, 
tracking the rank scent of Gorst as the flagellant followed the dark templar and 
his warband this way and that across the insanity of the Shadowlands. 

In the stunted pines of a withering wood, the Werekin of Fjirgard came for 
them through the mist, their howls echoing ominously about the contorted 
landscape beyond. Archaon and his Swords fought their combined savagery 
amongst the wasted trees. They would have dined on priestflesh, however, if it 
hadn’t have been for Dagobert prising the rusty chain of a spiked flail from the 
skeletal hand of a long-dead warrior of Chaos and beating back the pack of 
shapeshifters — very much as he had done to their wolf-kin above Archaon’s 
infant form years before. 

Further into the frozen continent’s interior, Archaon’s warband found the 
misshapen Tong — easterners with hunched backs, sharp teeth and a talent for the 
dark arts. Their warlocks were all whiskers and squinting hatred, withstanding 
the deep cold of the Wastes with the warmth of their mammoth-hair coats, their 
charmed fires and hulking Kurgan slaves — unfortunates snatched from the lands 
of the Tokmar and Yusak and worked to death. When Archaon had sliced and 
stabbed through enough of their slave-stock, the warlocks came at the warband 
with enchanted incendiaries — urns that unleashed firestorms of green flame. As 
Archaon butchered Yusak bodyguards, whose bodies had been warped and 
mutilated enough by their Tong slave masters, working his way to the warlocks, 
the templar was surprised to find larger urns raining from the sky. 

With the frosted wilderness and the obscene shapes of standing stones erupting 
with unnatural infernos, Archaon realised that he had been led into a trap. The 
warlocks thrashed in the green flame, apparently having been sacrificed by their 
own witchbreed brethren. With little choice, Archaon crunched through the ice 
and grit at arun. His Swords were pinned down and at any moment the wagon — 
with Giselle and Father Dagobert within it — could turn into a fiery, green wreck. 
His heavy footsteps took him through the sky-striving blossoms of green fire, as 
the larger urns dropped and hit the ground. As he saw the lobbed urns fall before 
him, the templar was forced to skid and scramble in the opposite direction to 
evade a fiery death. Charging through the dying blaze of a short fallen urn, 
Archaon arrived before a pair of ramshackle mangonels, manned and 
manoeuvred by Tokmar slaves. Tong warlocks were overseeing the trajectory 
and loading of the weapon from a rhinox-hauled cart of prepared urns, protecting 
the fur tents of an encampment beyond. Archaon made short work of the 
brutalised mangonel crews and their vicious warlock overseers, thundering on 
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through the cold and into the camp. Slashing his way through the hide shelters, 
the dark templar conducted the massacre alone, hacking his way through the 
privacy of each tent in turn and slaying without ceremony the wicked old men, 
their hags and chained slaves within. 

Upon returning to his own warband, drenched in the blood of the easterners, 
Archaon found that one of the Tong’s projectile urns had indeed come close to 
destroying the wagon, torching the horse that dragged it instead. Ordering Vier 
and Funf to retrieve the two-headed rhinox from the cart of urns and yoke it to 
the wagon, Archaon moved around to find Hieronymous Dagobert clutching The 
Celestine Book of Divination to his chest, ready to save the tome from the fires. 

Meanwhile, Giselle hid stoic and silent in the wagon itself, giving Archaon the 
enmity of her eyes — knowing that if the enchanted fireball had hit the wagon 
there would have been no escape for her. Archaon thought on the Kurgan slaves 
that had attacked him in the encampment and the way he had found them chain- 
staked to the tent floor. Bringing up Terminus, the blade of the Sigmarite 
weapon still aflame with ghostly torment, the dark templar chopped down 
through the freezing chain, freeing the girl. The Sister of the Imperial Cross was 
shocked — as was Dagobert — but both said nothing. 

That night Archaon had expected the girl Giselle to leave, but in reality, there 
was nowhere she could go. She was hundreds — possibly thousands of miles 
away from the nearest civilised land, where the sweet flesh of a Sister of the 
Imperial Cross would not be cooked and cannibalised as an offering to a dark 
god. Even if she could make it out of the Wastes alive — which was unthinkable 
— where could she go? Naggaroth? Norsca? The Troll Country? The Darklands? 
How would she navigate? How could she even get there? The perversity of the 
situation started to amuse the Chaos warrior as he scoured the Tong encampment 
with Zwei and Drei for useful supplies. Even without her chains, the sister was 
still a prisoner and it was with some dark satisfaction that he saw her still sitting 
at the reins of the wagon upon his return. 

As Archaon rode on, leading the Swords and the wagon up the snaking valley, 
he began to think on the reasons he had brought the girl with them. The Swords 
were soulless, expert and unquestioning warriors — a valuable luxury in the 
Wastes. Father Dagobert — although priest of the God-King no more and almost 
feverish in the madness that was his devotion to The Liber Caelestior and his 
translations of its futures — was eminently useful. Like mighty Oberon and the 
stalwart blade Terminus, he was the only part of Archaon’s past that the Chaos 
watrior was willing to keep around. Such reminders helped keep the dark 
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templar in the present rather than becoming a slave to the Wastes’ myriad 
distractions, like losing himself in wrath, obsession, temptation or hopelessness. 
Giselle Dantziger was something else. She was not really part of his past and 
although he searched for a reason to include her in his future he could not find 
one. As he rolled in the saddle, with ungainly scavengers screeching and 
flapping overhead, it started to bother the Chaos warrior. 

At first, Archaon thought it was some dark manifestation of his new existence. 
The sadistic streak that was working its way through his very being. As a devout 
Sister of the Imperial Cross, who unlike the rest of the warband, had not lost her 
faith in the face of the Wastes’ insanity, he considered that he might enjoy her 
suffering. Something pure and resilient burned inside her no less than the 
Sigmarite blade Terminus did in the dark templar’s hands. Perhaps, Archaon 
considered, it was not a sadistic streak but a masochism that had wormed its way 
into his soul. It physically hurt to be near the sister. Her simple faith, the light 
she kept alive for the God-King within her, was like an inferno for the Chaos 
warrior. A soul-roasting agony to endure. Yet endure it he had. He had kept her 
alive. Despite her obvious hatred for everything he had become, Archaon had 
retained her as an unlikely member of the warband. 

The dark templar’s thoughts took refuge in the idea that his actions might have 
a more straightforward explanation. The effect she had on him was the same 
effect she had on every other wretched thing of the Wastes. Like Terminus, the 
girl was a useful weapon against the evil of the world — the evil that even as a 
warrior of the Ruinous Powers, Archaon spent much of his time battling. Then 
he thought that it might be lust, pure and simple. Archaon had never thought of 
the girl as particularly attractive. Now that her hair had grown out of the harsh 
style required by the temple, however, it framed a comely face — like that of a 
farmer’s wife or innkeeper’s daughter. The kind of young women Sieur Kastner 
had spent a lifetime visiting unintentional heirs upon. Plain. Pretty even, when 
not screwed up in perpetual disgust and detestation. 

Such thoughts were not without peril for the Chaos warrior. They bordered 
dangerously close to mercy — a notion that ordinarily would have prompted the 
dark templar to turn Oberon around and execute the girl in the wilderness. A 
man like Archaon — a living embodiment of the end of the world — could afford 
no such sentimentality. He could spare lives because it served his needs or even 
for perversity’s sake but not simply because his heart told him to. As a Sigmarite 
templar Archaon had long understood that good and evil were not absolutes. A 
man’s actions in service to the devotion of his cause — whatever that might be — 
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devout or corrupt. He had known thoroughly despicable men who claimed to be 
ardent Sigmarites. He had also known the fallen find their way to damnation 
through the virtues of their faith. Archaon knew that himself, only too well. He 
knew also that there was a small part of him, a scintilla of light in the darkness of 
his soul, which still yearned to end every evil thing in the world — including 
himself. A sliver of regret, like the beaten child that runs away from home but 
still wishes to return and feel the embrace of the parent that beat him. 

Archaon knew this truth about himself. He knew that it was the lost love he 
had for his God-King that poisoned him as much as the shard of wyrdstone 
embedded in his skull, leaking its corruption into his mind. Rather than return 
home to the arms of a loving parent, Archaon wanted to burn down the house. 
The God-King and his servants would pay for his neglect and abuses. The tiny 
glimmer of stale hope that afflicted Archaon scared him. It scared him that it 
might be the reason he was keeping Giselle Dantziger alive. She represented a 
way back from the darkness. Escape from the shadow. Though it was a spiritual 
agony to be in her presence, perhaps she was keeping some part of Diederick 
Kastner alive. 

Such dread concerns accompanied Archaon and his warband west. West 
through miserable moorlands and out into open country. A mountain-framed 
tundra that was home to the horse tribes of the mighty Mung. The Mung were 
known among the Wastes to possess the finest steeds of any tribe on account of 
the way their witch-doctors unlocked the simple animal souls of their horses to 
devils and evil spirits. The eyes of Mung mounts burned with the spectral fury of 
beasts possessed. They could run faster and for longer than any equivalent 
mount in the Wastes and with herds of the black beasts, the Mung’s territories 
were wide and ever expanding. Unbeknownst to Archaon at the time, his 
warband had ridden into the territory of a brutal chieftain calling himself the Hu- 
Mung-us, a chariot-riding giant of a marauder — nearly twice as tall as his 
stunted Mung tribesman. Considering Archaon and his warband to be 
mercenaries brought in by the centigor herd of a nearby territory, which had 
defiled Mung steeds and fathered filth filthy offspring upon them, the Hu-Mung- 
us sent his fastest spirit-steeds and horseback-mounted archers to run them off. 
He sent them in their hundreds. 

Caught out in the open, Archaon and the warband were at the mercy of the 
colossal war party. Mung horsemen swept down on them like a flock of birds, 
wheeling and swerving, attempting to cut them down with their wyrdstone edged 
blades. The rhinox-hauled wagon was never going to outrun the Mung horses 
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and Archaon feared that Oberon and the steeds of the Swords would fare little 
better against the marauders’ possessed mounts. With the tundra swarming with 
the Mung, Archaon ordered his warband to head for the mountains where speed 
counted for less and they could thin the horsemen’s numbers. The escape turned 
into a running battle, however, with the Mung war party moving almost as one, 
slicing through Archaon’s band at blazing speed before routinely withdrawing 
and turning the sky black with launched arrows. Shooting in unison from the 
saddle, the Mung appeared to be expert archers as well as riders and it became 
apparent to Archaon that they might all be skewered alive on the wyrdstone 
flint-tips of the arrows. 

Pushing Oberon to his flesh-steaming limits and with his Swords riding 
alongside, their wings outstretched like shields to the sky, the warband just got 
out of range of the tundra-stabbing shafts. The Chaos warrior turned to find that 
the wagon had fared less well. The material of the bonnet had been punctured to 
ribbons. Dagobert and Giselle were hiding between the wheels, the wagon bed 
soaking up the swarm of arrows like a wooden target. The two-headed rhinox 
had gone down beneath the barrage, appearing more like some kind of giant 
porcupine with so many shafts buried in its shaggy flesh. The creature was not 
dead, however. It was too stupid and its hide too thick to succumb. At the site of 
each arrow-inflicted injury, the beast suffered the horror of a rapid 
transformation. It swiftly became a moaning mound of hairy mutation, spawning 
new appendages, tentacles and growths. With these new gifts it dragged its spiny 
form across the tundra towards the wagon and the pair taking refuge beneath it. 

Archaon turned Oberon about and started to ride for the wagon. 

‘Target the horses,’ the dark templar ordered, as the Swords followed on their 
own steeds. The Mung swept in again, like a shoal of fish darting in and out on 
its prey. Instead of turning aside their flint-edged blades of corruption, Archaon 
swung Terminus about him, turning the flaming blade in his wrist and cleaving 
down either side of him as the swarm of marauder steeds passed by either side. 
The horses were bedevilled and fast but they were also light and lacking in 
armour. The plain became a cacophony of equine shrieks as Archaon cut through 
legs, opened up throats and chopped entire heads from oncoming beasts. With 
the Swords of Chaos following suit with their own bone blades, the warband cut 
a bloody, screeching path through the stampede. Encouraged by the progress 
Archaon was making against their enemies, a herd of centigor rode down out of 
the mountains, spearing the unsaddled Mung with the long shafts of their wicked 
weapons. 
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splintering off his plate, Archaon leaned from one side of Oberon to the other, 
cleaving through the Mung mounts until finally he heard the sound of a chariot, 
rattling at tundra-tearing speed towards him, blades whooshing through the air as 
they spun with the turn of the wheel. The Hu-Mung-us drove on a pair of 
demented steeds, with archers either side of him, bows at the ready. Archaon 
roared Oberon into a charge. The Hu-Mung-us whipped at his horses with spiked 
reins and Archaon and the Mung chieftain blazed across the bloody field towards 
one another. 

Holding Terminus out in front of him, Archaon angled the blade to turn aside 
the arrows flying from the chariot. With the blades swishing either side of it 
there was no way the Chaos warrior was going to get near enough to take the 
chieftain’s head off his shoulders. Hauling at the reins, Archaon brought Oberon 
to a sudden stop, using the momentum to slip down out of the saddle and onto 
the frozen earth. The field was littered with the bodies of horses. Slapping 
Oberon away, Archaon advanced on foot as the Mung chieftain’s chariot 
thundered down on him. The Hu-Mung-us clenched his teeth in rage as he drove 
the horses hauling the vehicle, who frothed at the mouth, directly at Archaon. 
Sliding down onto his side in the frozen mud, the dark templar slipped between 
the ferocious horses as their hooves pounded the earth either side of him. As 
Archaon heard the swooshing scythe pass, he struck out with his own blade, 
cleaving through the right wheel, smashing one side of it to pieces. Clambering 
awkwardly to his feet, Archaon watched as the broken wheel stabbed into the 
hard ground, anchoring one side of the chariot to the earth. The vehicle bucked 
and was thrown suddenly in confusion, the horses knocked senseless by the 
sudden stop and the archers thrown forward onto their hindquarters. Only the 
Hu-Mung-us seemed to have held himself in place, although the towering 
marauder was bleeding from a gash on his head. 

‘Come on!’ Archaon bellowed, running at a slight crouch towards the ruined 
chariot, Terminus held out to one side in both of the Chaos warrior’s gauntlets. 
The huge chieftain slid a colossal scimitar, serrated with wyrdstone flints, from 
the vehicle before abandoning it and moving to meet the dark templar. Archaon 
readied himself for the impact of the giant’s mighty blows and the satisfaction of 
his crusader blade punching through the marauder’s body. It was a satisfaction 
that never came, however. A centigor bounded up behind the Hu-Mung-us and 
launched its spear, slamming it straight into the Mung chieftain’s back, straight 
down between the shoulder blades. The Hu-Mung-us took two more unsteady 
steps before letting his scimitar fall from his grasp and crash down onto his 
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knees. 

‘No!’ Archaon roared, denied of his victory. The centigor heard his furious 
challenge and a savage smile formed on its bestial face. Moments later it was 
gone. Along with the hybrid’s head, which had been sliced clean off its muscular 
torso by a bone sword wielded by Eins who had ridden up behind it to defend his 
master. As the blood steamed off the tundra and both horse tribe and beasts 
scattered, Archaon had to content himself with the howls of the dying and the 
unearthly shrieks of the rhinox spawn, put out of its misery by two more of the 
knight’s Swords. 

When Archaon wasn’t slaying the subjects of the Ruinous Powers, he was 
actively attempting to recruit them. As Dagobert translated more of The Liber 
Caelestior and unlocked the secrets of Archaon’s further damnation, it became 
obvious that an excursion into the chill lands of Naggaroth to access the so- 
called Altar of Ultimate Darkness would be impossible without a full incursion 
from the Wastes as a distraction. 

‘The Witch King’s mother is a sorceress of great power,’ Dagobert told his 
master. 

‘The Witch King’s mother?’ 

“Yes, my lord,’ Dagobert said. ‘The head of a coven of sorcerous hags. They 
will see us coming, master. They will know our dark intent.’ 

‘Then we shall hide it within an even darker intent,’ Archaon had told the 
priest. ‘We shall invade the kingdom of Naggaroth from the north at the head of 
an immense army.’ 

“Where shall we find such a force, my lord?’ Dagobert said. “Warriors worthy 
of your leadership.’ 

‘Finding men willing to die for greatness is not the problem,’ Archaon told 
him. ‘Certainly not here in the Wastes, where nearly every marauder, warrior 
and fiend is determined to bring glory to his daemon patron in blood. Finding 
men to lead such slaves to darkness in my name... much more difficult.’ 

And it was. 

On his journey north, Archaon had met men like him. The damned. The 
doomed. Men who thought themselves bound for legend. Men who thought they 
could catch the fleeting eye of an uncaring god. The dark templar had travelled 
their path, he had fought and he had killed such men. He became to such 
accursed hopefuls as much a part of the Wastes as the perversity of the land and 
the howling ruination that swept across it. He became the test the aspirant 
flotsam and jetsam that washed up along insanity’s coast had to pass. The 
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irrepressible. A question of faith. The longer he spent in the Wastes, the more of 
a test Archaon became. As he travelled and slaughtered his way poleward, the 
knight found warriors more worthy of his blade and the time spent slaying them. 
These were men who had been to the darkness and back. Who had fought their 
way to the heart of it and returned. They had survived. They had survived others 
like themselves. This was a credit to them and Archaon began to think that they 
could be a credit to him also. 

Those unfortunate souls that had returned from the lands of midnight delirium 
in the continent core were different. They were changed. Like Archaon, their 
bodies and minds had acclimatised to the abnormality and lethality of their 
environment. The mind-bending rulelessness of the place, its stomach-churning 
grotesquery, the constant demands of defence and slaughter. In the Wastes, you 
were only safe if you were dead, and there was no guarantee even of that. Those 
that had returned from the Gatelands at the centre of the Wastes and had not 
completely lost their minds were physically altered. They were not just stronger 
in mind, will and body — not just faster in thought and reflex — like Archaon had 
become. The world had confused them with something else. Their skin was no 
longer their own. They were gifted with extra limbs, some of use and some 
anatomical studies in uselessness. They returned unmade, malformed and 
inconstant of flesh. Their minds also seemed similarly fragmented. Their sanity 
had been smashed by what they had seen and even been subjected to. They had 
picked up the shattered pieces and reassembled them as best they could. They 
had not just returned themselves. They had returned at the head of sometimes 
hundreds of others, attracted to their possibility like a dwarf to a vein of gold. 
Archaon would use these champions of the Chaos gods. They would be the 
battering ram he would use to smash his way into the realm of Naggaroth. 

Archaon’s Swords of Chaos were a beginning — but only that. The winged 
warriors had proved themselves over and again. They were his personal 
bodyguard, however — their bone swords and shielding wings were always where 
he needed them to be. Their first concern always seemed to be Archaon’s 
person. They were not an army. They were the honour guard of a dark hero. An 
armed escort into eternity. 

Despite their silent obedience and life-saving interventions, Archaon was still 
wary of his knights of Chaos. He found himself studying their fighting style, in 
case one day they turned assassin and he was forced to fight them himself. He 
still didn’t know where they had come from or how they knew where to find 
him. They said nothing of their origins — although the wings on their armoured 
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backs and the weapons of bone drawn from their own bodies testified to time 
spent in the Wastes and the damned interior of the dark continent. They said 
absolutely nothing. Nothing about their lives before their fall to Chaos. Nothing 
about their time in the Wastes. Nothing about who had sent them or their reasons 
for seeking out the dark templar as their master. In turn, The Liber Caelestior 
had little to say about them, apart from the fact that they were Archaon’s 
constant companions. His Swords. His Swords of Chaos. Only the markings of 
their plate said anything about their past. The eight points of the Ruinous Star 
suggested that they honoured all gods of Chaos with equal reverence and 
disdain. Glyphs and designs woven into the black of their armour and even the 
bone of their skull-helms, told of their subservience to former warrior overlords 
and daemon masters: Hordrak the Prodigal, Khardunn the Gloried, Engra 
Deathsword. 

Archaon needed more than guardians and henchmen. It was time for him to do 
more than wage war. He had to become a warlord. Not just a warrior, but a 
general. He needed to show the gods that he could harness their dogs of differing 
allegiance and sworn enmity to one sled. The one that would carry Archaon to a 
greatness impossible to ignore. For that he needed loyal lieutenants, whose 
talents, warbands, tribes and hosts would combine to create the army of lost 
souls Archaon would need. 

Some — despite their warped minds and bodily blessings — were deemed 
undeserving of such honour. Haarlax Shrike — despite his death-dealing prowess, 
would not leave the tower of skulls he was constructing to honour his Blood God 
to join Archaon’s band. He had to die with his followers and his tower had to 
fall. Lord Mortriss and his Knights of Ruin had been wandering the Wastes so 
long in the service of Nurgle that they literally fell apart — rusted plate and bone 
—at the swing of Archaon’s sword and the smash of his shield. The spindly 
sorcerer Zartas Uthezarn had impressed Archaon with his mastery of pink and 
blue flame that poured from horrific holes in his palms. Only days after Archaon 
recruited the Changer’s servant to his cause, the sorcerer had been showered 
with infernal gifts and degenerated into a sickly spawn. Archaon might still have 
found use for the malformed horror but for the fact that Uthezarn, on some level 
truly knowing what he had become, set himself alight in a purple blaze. 

There were others who travelled as part of Archaon’s growing warband but did 
not prove to be up to the task. Slaug of the Twin-Axes went mad in the 
Shimmering Hills. One day his drool turned to froth and the Khornate warrior 
cut through Wernher Ichelheimer, Gismund the Mad, Durgrim Trollcleaver and 
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his Longshanks before Archaon and his Swords could put him down. Archaon 
lost Nikitia Vang and her warriors of the Annointed to the decimation that was 
Ogvaldr the Aesling and his fiend-tempered sword Snaga. The dark templar lost 
his Bronze Company to the last man in his attempt to bring Ogvaldr to battle 
again in the great depression known as the Odea-Ossis or ‘Arena of Bones’. By 
the time he met the Aeslinger’s warband again it was a shadow of its former self. 
Many of his best had been immortalised in stone with a single glance of the 
cockatrice that haunted the Inconsolable Mountain. With some regret, Archaon 
ended Ogvaldr the Aesling on the Arga Floe and with even more watched the 
daemon blade Snaga lost to a bottomless crevasse in the ice. Archaon executed 
much of the dross that surrendered to him from the Ogvaldr’s warband but took 
the scampering plague that was the giant rat-thing Stenomys. Even the monster 
proved more trouble than it was worth, the infestations making their home in its 
fur afflicting Archaon’s Kvellig cult warriors. The hairless tribesmen and their 
shamans suffered a pox that turned them into a herd of shambling corpses that 
couldn’t be shepherded and ultimately ended up walking into the Wastes in all 
directions. 

The witch Grastlana le Faux had her uses. In unleashing her dark illusions to 
make Archaon’s warband appear larger than it was at the time, she assisted the 
Chaos warrior in dissuading some of the Wastes’ larger monstrosities from 
attacking them. Her spectral additions had also impressed the disdainful Prince 
Aleghast and his warrior-entourage enough to join the warband rather than fight 
Archaon for the blood-right to cross the Burning Bridge — the only crossing for 
hundreds of miles across the glowing channel of molten rock known as the River 
Sunder. Aleghast proved incapable of taking orders, and not long after Archaon 
allowed the prince and his entourage to be eaten by the Ravening — a nomadic 
band of barbaric Kurgans that worshipped, as an incarnation of Khorne, a huge 
ogre in Archaon’s ranks called the Great Spleen. Grastlana le Faux herself had to 
be ended after Archaon discovered that she had been assuming the illusion of his 
form and issuing orders to his men that furthered the witch’s own Tzeentchian 
undertakings. 

The last of Archaon’s failures to recruit able warriors to his growing host was 
Bhorg] the Obscene. Bhorg] — like his Prince of Pleasure worshipping warherd — 
was a beastman. He was a bald, fleshy thing of shaved fur, muscle, piercings, 
tattoos and looted jewellery. He came to Archaon willingly, professing with his 
thick goat’s tongue that Slaanesh admired the beacon of pride and self-adulation 
that was the Chaos warrior Archaon. Archaon didn’t believe the beast’s praise 
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Bhorg] proved popular in the warband. His brute warriors brought with them the 
secret of brewing fungus ale from the black mushrooms to be found about ruined 
buildings. A number of his warriors were also crude musicians, with their 
suggestive horn arrangements and rough voices. Their songs were coarse and 
invariably about relations with livestock. 

While away with his Swords, reconnoitring a distant temple to some renegade 
god of the Chaos pantheon, an unnatural storm swept in that seemed to turn the 
world about, losing the dark templar and his warriors in the maelstrom. Archaon 
was unconcerned. He had left the warband with Iskavar Gan. Iskavar was a pale 
and capable Kurgan warrior, whose warband had been slain by Archaon’s own. 
The Kurgan’s spear arm had been something to behold, several of Archaon’s 
watriors ending up with javelins through them from impossible distances away. 
Always dressed in the filth of furs and the spikes of his black armour and shield, 
the Kurgan had accepted a place at Archaon’s side as a lieutenant. He was easy 
to like and used to show off his aim by launching javelins into the sky and 
spearing vultures as they circled. In the spirit of the evening, with the fire 
roaring, vermin crackling on the spit and drink being passed around, Iskavar Gan 
took of the potent ale. 

As the storm intensified and the warband huddled about the fire, Bhorgl’s 
musicians played. Meanwhile, their muscle-bound beastlord and two of his 
Slaaneshi gors found their way through the material of the wagon bonnet and 
inside, looking for what treasures of the Wastes and supplies Archaon secreted 
there. To his pleasure, Bhorgl the Obscene found Sister Giselle trying to sleep. 
His hoof falls on the wooden floor of the wagon had disturbed her. In truth, like 
everyone else in the Wastes, the girl barely slept at all and when she did it was 
with one eye open. Hieronymous Dagobert had been sheltering in the wagon 
also, studying The Liber Caelestior in the meagre light of a candle. Bhorgl the 
Obscene wasn’t interested in ancient tomes. The beastman couldn’t read 
anything beyond the fear in his victims’ faces. Licking his thin lips with his thick 
tongue, Bhorgl instructed his gors to restrain the pair. 

“What do you think you are doing?’ the priest demanded, the gor manhandling 
him around. ‘Gan!’ Dagobert roared. ‘Gan!’ But Iskavar Gan wasn’t coming. 
Any members of the wider warband that might have cared that an atrocity was 
about to take place in the wagon — and there were few — had their ears occupied 
with the roar of the fire, the storm and the cacophony of bestial pipehorns. 
Iskavar Gan, a canvas water satchel of ale lying empty beside him, was 
unconscious, like a wrestler out for the count. 
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Dagobert blustered his anger at the intrusion and hollow threats, while Giselle 
fought — her screams punctuated with vulgar insults. Bhorgl let slip a wet 
chuckle. There was the sudden glint of a thin, curved blade amongst the 
thrashing covers. Giselle always kept a surgical shiv — long stolen from the 
hospice wagon’s depleted supplies — beneath her pillow. The girl hit out, passing 
the blade across the gor’s pink throat. It split open like a ripe fruit. Giselle 
kicked the beast from the bunk. Clutching its gushing neck, it fell back out of the 
wagon. Giselle scrambled back against the wagon sideboards. 

‘Are we having fun yet?’ the Sister of the Imperial Cross asked with a snarl, 
holding the razor-sharp shiv blade out before her. Bhorgl drew a bulbous billy 
club from his studded belt. It was the beast lord’s weapon of choice for subduing 
his victims or rendering them unconscious. 

‘I’ve changed my mind,’ Bhorg] told her. ‘I won’t touch your flesh.’ 

“You’d better believe it, milksop,’ Giselle taunted, waving the scalpel. 

“Your flesh shall touch the inside of my gullet as it goes down my throat,’ 
Bhorg] promised. ‘You’|l still be alive, of course. Raw flesh tastes better off the 
bone. Warm and with screams.’ 

An armoured shape stepped up through the bonnet canvas behind Bhorg] the 
Obscene. 

‘T’ll ask the Great Spleen and his Ravening horde,’ Archaon said, snatching 
the billy club out of the Slaangor’s fist and knocking him to the ground senseless 
with a single smash to the beastlord’s horny skull. A bone sword slipped 
effortlessly through the wagon material and round in an arc, stopping just before 
the hairless throat of the gor pinning Father Dagobert to the bunk. The beastman 
glared its salacious hatred of Archaon. Eins came up behind his master. They 
were both frosted with the ash and ice of the tumultuous storm. ‘Get their beast- 
compatriots. Take these reprobates out to whatever cave the Great Spleen has 
crawled into and feed them to Khorne’s chosen. He’ lI like that.’ 

Archaon had the monster sleep away from their camp. The ogre was too 
dangerous to keep nearby. He might wake like a furious bear from hibernation 
and kill them all. His pilgrim-barbarians — the Kurgan degenerates that 
worshipped the Spleen as some representative of their god — slept like dogs 
nearby. Like the Great Spleen, it paid to keep the cannibals’ bellies full. 

As the Swords dragged the Slaangor away, it licked at Archaon with its fat 
tongue. 

‘Timely,’ Father Dagobert said. 

‘We have you to thank for that,’ Archaon told him. ‘We were lost in the 
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‘And?’ 

“You scream louder than she does, old man,’ Archaon said. The priest raised 
his eyebrows and shrugged. When Archaon looked at Giselle, she still had the 
curved shiv pointed at them. Her eyes glistened with confusion and loathing. 
Eins moved in to take it from her. ‘Leave it,’ Archaon commanded. ‘She’s not a 
prisoner.’ 

‘We’re all prisoners in this place,’ Giselle said. 

It shocked Archaon. He hadn’t heard her speak to him in a long time — and 
only then in hisses of hatred. Beneath the rags of her old Order and the grime on 
her skin and in her tangled hair, she had grown up. Her voice had lost the 
annoying insistence of youth and ignorance. She was older and wiser. Her dread 
existence in the dark corners of the world had gifted her that at least. He found 
himself transfixed. She hurt to look upon. She had, impossibly, retained some 
essence of simple purity in the Wastes. Hiding in the wagon. Hiding beneath the 
blankets of her bunk. Exposing herself only to Dagobert’s obsessions and 
growing insanity. It was an impressive achievement. She was something to be 
admired. Or destroyed. When she spoke again, the words, uttered with a savage 
belief, cut through him. ‘A prison without walls. Serving a sentence without end. 
Shackled to your doom.’ 

‘Leave...’ Archaon said. His voice was but a whisper. 

‘T leave, I die,’ Giselle said. ‘Here, in the shadow of your great darkness — a 
warning to the terrible things of this place — my light at least shines on.’ 

“Y our light...’ 

‘My burning hatred for you, my lord,’ Giselle said through clenched teeth. 
‘And I would not have it extinguished for all the world, you abomination. If 
here, in this enforced exile, this prison, this cell of shadow about you — if here is 
the only place I can abhor you then here I will be. Sigmar hears all prayers — 
even in this cursed place.’ 

Archaon nodded slowly. The God-King’s name, said with such bitter 
reverence, stung his soul. 

‘But he does not answer them,’ the Chaos warrior told her. Slipping the wavy 
blade of a kris dagger he had taken from the butchered body of a Khazag horse- 
chieftain from its sheath of petrified wood, Archaon tossed the blade onto 
Giselle’s bunk. ‘You need to defend yourself,’ Archaon said. ‘I can see that. I 
keep company with the damned and I won’t always be there to protect you from 
them. Put your faith not in prayers to weakling gods. Put it — as I do — in cold 
steel. Put it in a will of the same, and have the courage to put the blade where it 
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is most needed.’ Archaon looked about the miserable interior of the wagon. ‘Get 
some sleep.’ With that the dark templar left. 

But Giselle Dantziger couldn’t sleep. She felt like she never slept. From the 
secluded cloisters of the Hammerfall, her life had now become a living 
nightmare. A nightmare from which she wanted to wake up. She saw The Liber 
Caelestior in Father Dagobert’s sleeping embrace. She wondered if the tome 
held the secrets of what she planned to do next. Such a notion took her out onto 
the freezing grit. The chill wind felt its way through her tattered robes like the 
hands of death. Above, the sky was dark and heavy — although it was impossible 
to tell if it were truly night or not. Archaon’s men were sleeping around the 
flames of the dying fire. Grunting through their own bad dreams. Snoring. 
Farting. She found one that was not. Iskavar Gan’s hand reached out for her 
filthy skirt-tails. The Kurgan had been skewered into the ground on his own 
willowy javelins. Demotion, to be sure. Punishment for his lack of leadership, in 
the face of Bhorgl’s little insurrection. Death with the coming dawn. Archaon 
liked the warrior, but as his lieutenant Iskavar Gan had failed him and an 
example had had to be made. 

‘Forgive...’ the Chaos warrior said as the Sister of the Imperial Cross pulled 
her skirts from his bloody fingers. 

Giselle tip-toed through the limbs of sleeping warriors and tribesmen, the cold 
and horror of the gloom beyond the fire’s light requiring her to stay close. Who 
knew what daemon things lurked in the shadows beyond the fire, waiting to rend 
flesh and swallow souls. Beyond she could hear the Great Spleen, as the 
warband often did, disturbed from its hulking slumber by such a twilight fiend. 
She could imagine the bald, fat-bellied ogre snatching the devil from the 
shadows and smashing it with the Blood God’s own wrath into the rocky 
landscape thereabouts — for the Great Spleen did not deign to use weapons 
beyond the huge hands that its god had gifted it with. The cannibal barbarians of 
the Ravening would eat well tonight — with both beastmen and daemonflesh in 
the offering. 

Beyond the fire, Giselle found the mammoth-skin tent the Swords regularly 
had the warband’s lesser servants erect for their master. Oberon stood nearby, 
nibbling at stunted black lichen and grasses that were trying to force their way 
up through the frozen soil. The stallion’s flesh was matted with scars and fresh 
wounds. It should have died long ago but some infernal force kept it alive, 
serving its master. Archaon regularly had Dagobert stitch the horse’s flesh, as he 
had the priest do with his own. Dagobert was a fumble-fingered seamstress but 
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the ragged repairs were enough to close both the steed and its master up and 
allow their bodies to unnaturally heal. 

At the entrance, the heavy hide of the malformed mammoth keeping the worst 
of the wind and cold out, the sister found Eins. The winged knight of Chaos 
stood impassive in its armour and skull helmet. It had its arms folded and 
regarded her with the silent menace of a vampire. Its bone swords were sheathed 
and its wings creaked as it spread them — blocking the girl’s passage. The girl 
and the killer regarded one another. 

“You are here for your master’s protection,’ Giselle told him. ‘And you think 
he needs protecting from me?’ The scorn of the girl’s forced laughter had little 
effect on the Chaos knight. ‘I think he might consider it an insult to suggest that 
the chosen of the Ruinous Powers would need such protection.’ Giselle put up 
her hair, winding it into a messy bun, to demonstrate her true intentions to the 
deathly henchman. She steeled herself and reached out to touch the thing’s black 
wing. Her intention was to move it aside, but Eins slowly retracted it from her 
reach, unwilling to let the Sister of the Imperial Cross scald it with her 
unpolluted touch. With that, Giselle pushed her way inside. 

It was warm. There was a small fire, providing both heat and low light. 
Archaon’s armour decorated a rack made from the skeletal frame of a withered 
and twisted shrub. His shield and the crusader sword Terminus sat there also, the 
Sigmarite blade shimmering in its afflicted agony. Spectral flame no longer 
danced across its comet-carved surface as it did when the dark templar held the 
weapon in his God-King hating hands. Archaon was wrapped in a mound of furs 
by the fire. Giselle approached. She felt not quite in charge of her own 
movements. She knelt. She drew the Khazag kris from its petrified scabbard and 
held it over the mound. The blade glimmered in the light from the fire, trembling 
in the girl’s grip. The sister held her breath. Time and again she tried to force it 
down. Again and again the serpentine blade stopped at dimpling the furs. She 
exhaled with the effort and slammed the knife down beside the sleeping Chaos 
warrior. 

‘What am I doing?’ Giselle hissed to herself. ‘What am I becoming? Blessed 
Sigmar forgive. I don’t know what is happening to me.’ 

Leaving the blade warming by the fire, she pulled the layers of furs aside to 
join Archaon beneath them. She found only more furs. 

‘Have you come to return that to me?’ 

Archaon’s voice was everywhere. Giselle turned. She squinted. He was 
kneeling in the shadows of the tent, beyond the fire, where Giselle’s eyes 
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Giselle turned, fearful. Her fingers slid down the furs and back towards the 
kris. Archaon reared to his full height in the murk of the tent. He was all doom- 
laden melancholy and physical prowess. He wore only his eye-patch. The dark 
templar’s flesh was both ugly and impressive. Horrific bruising. Patchworks of 
old scars. Fresh wounds — some stitched, some cauterised, some yet to be 
dressed. A black web of corruption reaching out from his ruined eye in the eight- 
pointed star of his Dark Gods, running beneath the flesh of his face like some 
savage’s tattoo. ‘Why are you here, girl?’ Archaon asked. “To kiss me, or kill 
me?’ 

Giselle’s anger and disgust returned to her in a cold rush. Archaon was so 
ghoulishly confident. Like everything else — she hated him for it. 

‘I’ve come to save you,’ the Sister of the Imperial Cross said. 

‘T thought that was Father Dagobert’s hope.’ 

‘It is a shared honour, my lord.’ 

‘My lord?’ Archaon marvelled. ‘Not Ruinous dog? Son of the Dark Gods? 
Scum of all the world?’ 

‘Can a man not be more than one thing at once, master?’ Giselle said. 

The knight allowed himself a cruel chuckle. 

‘Pray what have you come to save me from?’ 

‘Why yourself, of course,’ the girl told him. ‘And the world from the plague 
that is both of you.’ 

Archaon smiled. ‘Go ahead, girl... Save me.’ 

The taunt was too much for the sister. The Khazag knife was in her hand. She 
pushed herself up at him, the slight weight of her malnourished body behind the 
tip of the blade. Archaon was predictably fast. Killers of all breeds of darkness 
tried to destroy him every day. His reflexes came from some unearthly place and 
the strength in his hands and arms was like cold iron. He brought around his 
hand and snatched the girl’s wrist from between them. The blazing manoeuvre 
was shocking enough but Giselle let out a half-scream as Archaon came at her. 
He followed with some kind of combat roll — a choreographed tumble that took 
him over her and then she over him — the kris held between them. Giselle ended 
up in the furs, Archaon on top of her, both her wrist and the knife pinned above 
her head. 

“Save me!’ Archaon roared. The rawness of the command echoed about 
Giselle’s heart. It was daring, barbed and bombastic in delivery — but behind the 
volume was a desperation. A pleading behind the words. An inviting 
vulnerability in the trailing last syllable. She felt Archaon’s grip tighten about 
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her wrist. Giselle got her fingers to the messy bun she had tied in her hair outside 
the tent. There she had secreted the surgical shiv she had used to slice the 
beastmen open. Within moments it was out and clutched in her white-knuckled 
fist. 

She stabbed at Archaon’s snarling face. The razor tip of the blade shot for the 
knight’s good eye. For that second, the darkness of Archaon’s eye became her 
world. The play of pupil and the beautiful colours about it — tinged to an 
unnatural hue. She saw the momentary surprise — the fear even. Then a terrifying 
acceptance. He said nothing. The searing intensity of his gaze did all the talking. 
He invited her into the darkness. The shiv lurched forward. Giselle Dantziger 
would change the world in the God-King’s name. She would slay the chosen of 
the Dark Gods. And he would let her. 

But she faltered. The strength died in her arms. Like a fire doused, the struggle 
left her. With his hand about her wrist, the dark templar slowly moved the blade 
aside and pinned her to the furs. He burned into her with his gaze. The fight 
suddenly returned but she was only half there. She spat at the Chaos warrior and 
bit at his face like some wild animal. He kissed her back. The bloodshed of the 
Wastes, the laughter of the Dark Gods and the appetite for apocalypse were 
washed away. The immaculate fire that burned on his lips and in his chest could 
not be ignored. Archaon’s heart felt as if it was broiling in his own blood. It 
thumped against the inside of his ribcage, slowing. Slowing. Searing to a stop. 

He pulled his lips from Giselle’s. The dark templar’s face was strained with a 
panic he had not known for a long time. A bugle horn that drowned out his 
racing thoughts and sounded the end of Archaon. The blood settled in his veins. 
His lips stung. His heart felt fit to burst. 

Giselle squealed as Archaon’s fists squeezed about her wrists, threatening to 
pulverise the bones in each. The kris knife and shiv tumbled from her grip and 
fell down the side of the furs. Archaon released her, grabbing at her ragged robes 
and tearing them. There, around her neck, Archaon found it. On a tarnished 
chain, he found Sigmar’s hammer. It was only half there, the silver bearing the 
harsh marks of a file — probably taken, like the surgical shank, from the hospice 
wagon’s supplies. In the light and with the girl already covered in the grime of 
the Wastes, Archaon hadn’t noticed. He stared down at her in disbelief. She had 
smeared the sacred silver on her lips. The sister just looked back through him, 
watching the warrior of Chaos die. There were no taunting words to be had. No 
death-bed threats. No recriminations. A silence racked Archaon’s body. 


The dark templar’s face contorted about a snarl. He would not be purified. He 
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world to go on without him. He was the end of existence; not the other way 
around. 

Giselle watched the agonising battle rage on in the knight. To be. To not be. 
The dark templar’s forehead glistened with cold sweat. The muscles in his face 
were taut to the point where the sister thought they might break it. He suddenly 
thrust his left shoulder at her — as though popping back in a dislocated arm. They 
both heard it. The distant thunder of Archaon’s heart — willed back to beating. It 
thumped rhythmically and insistently between them. 

A chill terror crept through Giselle. She had tried to kill Archaon — chosen of 
the Chaos gods — and failed. She had tried to save him but instead had damned 
herself. She could not quite imagine what horrors awaited her. She lay there 
then, in the furs, expecting vengeance to come... but it did not. Archaon faltered. 
The presence of the God-King within him had weakened the Chaos warrior. He 
lowered himself slowly and lay his head against her chest. The pair lay there for 
a long time, the fire crackling beside them and the winds of the Wastes battering 
the heavy hide of the tent. Archaon held her. To the sister’s surprise, she held 
him back. She felt his breathing slow. Archaon was asleep. As she drifted into 
oblivion herself — for the first time in a long time — Giselle Dantziger’s thoughts 
were not on murder. She dreamed not of death, but of life. Of hope in the 
darkness. Of a fool’s paradise in the hearts of doomed men. A place where the 
dying fire of noble gods might be stoked once again. 
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CHAPTER XII 


‘Khaela Mensha Khaine, for hate’s sake, hear our 
petition — as blood answers the throat slit. Keep the 
hearts of the druchii cold and bitter, wherein the 
murderous will of our survivor-civilisation be 
preserved for all eternity. Bring death, just and 
swift, to the weak. Daub the revenger’s blade with 
the blood of enemies old. Watch over the inconstant 
north. Grant the wild men and their wilderness your 
darkness. Let blade and bolt bring sacrifice to your 
altar. Bless the druchii, ever your acolytes and 
assassins, with murder in your name and victories 
as certain as spite.’ 


— Hellebron, the Hag Queen of Har Ganeth, 
The Pact of the Pitiless 


Eisarnagga Glacier 
The Watchlands of Naggaroth 
The Soul Harvest — First Blood (Druchii Remembrance) 


The will of the Dark Gods took Archaon west. It did not matter that west was the 
direction the dark templar had chosen for himself — he was the chosen of the 
Ruinous Gods in all but name and a regular doom would not do for him. While 
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other warriors and chieftains stumbled onwards into their doom, the 
incomprehension and darkness of the continent interior waiting for them, 
Archaon was reserved a greater fate. He would not be showered with gifts that 
ushered others through greatness and on into spawndom because he asked for 
none. He would not be a simple pleasure. A mind lost. A bloody fate. A soul to 
be played with. He would not be a pawn moving through a perpetual war or a 
player in a never-ending round of gladiatorial games. Not even for the gods’ 
entertainment. Archaon’s will burned bright in the maelstrom and like a 
gratification denied or a tasty morsel on the plate left for last, his journey would 
be savoured. 

By the time he passed over the Anvil of the Gods, where dark heroes were 
forged and the mountainous ridges of Damnation’s Teeth and the Arkhang Peaks 
fought for supremacy of the skies, Archaon commanded a considerable force. 
With a mighty army made up of champions of the Chaos gods, glory-hungry 
warriors, amalgamated warbands and tribesmen of the infernal north, Archaon 
crossed the impossibilities of the Abyssal Plain. He tested the mettle of his men 
at the great gathering known only as the Wars of Omission — fought between and 
within the colossal black walls of star-shaped ziggurats that pervaded the land 
and towered over the blood-soaked earth of the Wastes. His host was nearly 
bumed alive in the deep freeze of the Kankgari Basin before facing the Golden 
Horde of the savage Chi-An, the Serpent Cults of the Tu-Kara and the fleshless 
warlords of the marauder Yin. 

All Archaon did was give battle to the lesser existences of the world — either as 
general or blade to bloodied blade — or sleep. He gave his everything to fighting 
his way across the warping landscape of the Wastes. When you knew not where 
you were, when you knew not the time of day — let alone the week, month or 
year — progress was everything. Archaon fought on. The madness of the 
Shadowlands was his mentor; the murderous intentions of his myriad enemies 
his teachers. He learned much of combat and of death. As the knight of a 
weakling god, decked in protective plate, he was an expert with broadsword and 
shield; on horseback or face to faceplate. In the Wastes he had come to 
understand the limitations of such strength, such technique and practice. He 
learned more than he could have imagined in the Wastes — because he had to. He 
had learned to be deadly with bow and crossbow, and a confident thrower of 
javelin and spear. He made it his goal to become proficient with every exotic 
weapon used in failed attempts to end him and acquired the speed and agility 
necessary to evade attacks rather than trust their failure to his plate and shield. 
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Terminus was his constant and tortured companion, but Archaon learned new 
ways to wield the weapon — unthinkable techniques and handling learned from 
the barbarian Kurgan, the warrior Hung and damned companions of the elder 
races. Archaon even learned how to kill and defend himself without weapons — 
with the hand and mind, learning both eastern secrets of empty-handed death and 
manipulation of the strange energies of the Wastes about him in the form of 
basic wards and protections. He learned how to slay with effortless proficiency — 
not just the vulgarities of decapitation, the removal of limbs or the stabbing 
butchery he had acquired in the knightly orders. He came to know the precise 
vulnerabilities of man, his bestial aberration, the warriors of other races, the 
monster and the daemon. 

When exhaustion or injury finally sent him to his bed his sleep was fitful and 
feverish. His flesh would roast or it would cool to ice. He would sometimes be 
out for days or on other occasions wake with a terrified roar, disturbing Giselle 
as she nestled next to him or others form their own nightmares about the camp. It 
was not unusual. In the Wastes — so close to the infernal darkness of the world — 
all dreamt of the dread things trying to find their way into their consciousness 
and feast on their souls. 

For Archaon the nightmare was even more intense and had become 
increasingly so as they worked their way west. It wasn’t a dream or some 
fanciful notion of vulnerability. It wasn’t the work of a sorcerer or infernal 
servant of the Chaos Powers. It wasn’t even the darkness that he had always 
carried, bubbling below the surface of his understanding. It wasn’t subtle. It 
wasn’t the exploratory thoughts of a dark intelligence. It was powerful. 
Overwhelming. It was something else. Something predatory was stalking his 
soul. Something unimaginably ancient. A thing of bottomless evil. Dead of 
colossal heart. Thunderous in the world-trembling rumble of an infernal throat. 
A thing of savage nature, at war with itself. Churning with change, yet always 
the same. Both sensing and insensible. Its presence seemed to press up against 
his own. Horribly, Archaon found himself within the monstrosity’s 
consciousness as much as it had crashed through his own. It was always the 
same. He was trapped in something dangerous and alien. A womb-like darkness, 
like an abyss. The infernal fug that made him gag. The sensation of inhabiting a 
mind savage and primordial, warped to bestial distraction. The hiss of lethal 
things unseen, hunting him like murderous thoughts through the darkness. 
Sometimes they would find him and Archaon would roar himself conscious. At 
other times they would stalk him for days, through a clammy feverishness from 
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malformed men, of monsters and daemons held little dread for Archaon 
compared with the thing waiting for him behind the patch and closing lid of his 
eyes. 

Archaon woke. He breathed in sharply. He blinked the darkness from his eyes. 
The thud of a monstrous heartbeat faded to nothing and the rasp and rattle of his 
dark prison bled away. He was cool and clammy, despite the warmth of the fire 
in the tent. Dogs were barking. 

“You were dreaming,’ Giselle said. The girl was sitting at a makeshift table 
beyond the fire, wrapped in a fur. As usual, she couldn’t look at him. The Sister 
of the Imperial Cross wore a mask of disgust and self-reproach. ‘Making strange 
noises.’ 

‘How long was I asleep?’ Archaon asked. 

‘About a day,’ Giselle said. ‘Who can say out here?’ 

Archaon felt his neck. It was wet. There was blood from a tiny nick across his 
throat. He stood and walked about the fire. 

“You tried again,’ Archaon said. Giselle still had her kris in her hand. She was 
picking a symbol into the rough wood of the table. A twin-tailed comet. The 
comet heralding Sigmar’s birth. Archaon bridled. The engraving sent a ghastly 
shiver through him. 

‘Tried,’ the Sister of the Imperial Cross said. ‘Failed.’ 

He reached for Giselle’s chin, moving it up with his finger. She looked at him 
for a moment and then away. Lust — love even — drained from her face. Archaon 
was the doom of the entire world. His gaze seared with dark destinies to come. 
He would raze ancient lands. His hands would drip with the blood of entire 
races. He would drive gods to extinction. He was entrancing... and abhorrent. 
Giselle couldn’t look at him. Archaon pushed her chin up. What remained of her 
hammer of Sigmar dangled about her neck. Archaon found himself forming a 
snarl at the sacred object. Above the chain, however — just like those across his 
own throat — the Chaos warrior found the nicks and slices of a blade danced 
lightly across the flesh. 

“You tried again,’ Archaon said, almost to himself. It was a little routine the 
pair had grown accustomed to. Now and then the girl would try to end the man 
whose fate it was to end everything else. Predictably, she failed and failure drove 
her to consider taking her own life. The fire and obstinacy of her youth had not 
quite abandoned her, however, and at the last moment — the moment before the 
kris did its worst — Giselle found the crestfallen strength to draw the blade from 
where it had sliced at her soft skin. Archaon knelt before her. 
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“Your God-King does this to you,’ the dark templar said. ‘You feel the 
hopelessness of his failure. Abandon him as he has abandoned you.’ 

‘And pray to your dread gods?’ Giselle said, glassy-eyed. 

‘No,’ Archaon said. ‘For I have none. Let the powers of darkness favour me if 
they will. Let them lend me their strength and draw strength from my victories, 
if that is their want. You will not see me kneel to them even as I kneel before 
you now. All gods are fickle. Don’t trust in them. I don’t. Believe as much as 
you need to or not at all. Ultimately, the only thing you can really believe in is 
yourself.’ 

“You serve the Chaos gods...’ 

‘They serve themselves,’ Archaon said. ‘As do I. This world is not fit for man 
or god. The Empire and nations of old, the exotic lands beyond and even here — 
the cruel Wastes. All will fall and all will burn for me. I will be the Lord of the 
End Times. The harbinger of doom for all — man and god — for in a world of the 
slain, with no men, no savages, no ancients of the elder races to pray to them and 
erect their temples, what will become of these gods, their heroes and their 
daemons?’ 

Archaon saw Giselle nod, even if it was just a little. Archaon stood, grabbing 
the furs about the girl and drawing her to him. They kissed. It was gentle. Tender 
even. Then he pushed her, spinning her naked form out of the furs and back onto 
the bed. The playful movement drew from Giselle a laugh. It was stifled and 
forlorn but it was the first time he had heard honest joy from the girl’s lips. Ina 
world of vile threats, screams and thunder, it was pleasing to the ear. For a 
moment the pair of them could have been young lovers, a servant girl and a farm 
hand kissing in a barn or a woodcutter and his wife, enjoying a simple life of 
contentment. As Archaon gathered the furs about him, Giselle’s laughter died 
and her smile faded. They were not young lovers or enjoyers of a simple life. 
They were the unimaginable horror such people feared. They were the end to 
such life. They were death to warmth, affection and love — the very things other 
people lived for. 

Giselle’s blood ran cold. Her heart felt like stone. She started to say something 
to Archaon, but the dark templar was gone. 

Outside, it was brighter than usual. Archaon’s army had been making their 
way south for weeks and the Chaos warrior had started to feel the intensity of the 
continent’s dark interior ebb away. It took a moment for Archaon’s eyes to 
adjust to the dazzle off the ice. The army was camped out on the Eisarnagga 
Glacier — an ice floe meandering out of the twisted landscape of the Wastes, 
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— or dark elves, as those who lived through the misfortune of meeting their kind 
had described them — defended their malicious lands with a continent-spanning 
line of sky-piercing watchtowers. A day did not pass without a madman, 
warband or marauder tribe testing the unbreakable resolve of the elves. The 
druchii lived for murder, however. They were organised, fortified and 
unimpressed by the horrors that came out of the north. Not even the most 
determined of Chaos incursions — with the mountains of iron and spite awash 
with Ruinous degenerates — had succeeded in any lasting invasion of the Land of 
Chill. The curdled spirit of the dark elves and their twisted witch-masters would 
not allow it. Fortunately for Archaon, he did not need to conquer Naggaroth — at 
least not yet, nor with the army under his present command. The dark elves’ time 
would come. With half the world aflame and with Archaon commanding the 
legions of evil, the druchii lands would fall as all were destined to do. But not 
today. Today an excursion into their frosted realm was required rather than an 
incursion to conquer it. 

Archaon’s tents — shelters of shaggy mammoth tusk and hide — were mobile 
and set on a wooden platform. The platform sat on a set of carved wooden 
blades, like a sled or sleigh that cut through the ice and was dragged by a team of 
black woolly rhinox. The tents incorporated a number of chambers, including the 
general’s own quarters, those belonging to Giselle and Father Dagobert 
respectively, a tusk-arched stable for Archaon’s steed Oberon and a tabernacle 
for the gathering of his warlords. The tabernacle also included a small shrine to 
the Ruinous Star, though the dark templar didn’t care for it, preferring to appease 
the daemon deities of the Wastes only when he had to and through the spilling of 
enemy blood. 

The dogs were barking. Nearby Escoffier was feeding his hounds. The mad 
Bretonnian had a sack full of bones — the carcass of some beast he had murdered 
in the night. Escoffier kept the swarming pack of warhounds ravenous on 
purpose. He had no idea when Archaon would call on him and his emaciated 
monsters. He kept them ever hungry. Ever ready to tear Archaon’s enemies — 
and sometimes his wayward allies — apart, at the warlord’s command. Buried in 
a shaggy mound of flea-infested dog skins, which kept the cold from the 
Bretonnian’s own bones, Escoffier moved through the pack. The skinny beasts 
were all claw, drawn lips and dribbling jaws and the packmaster had to beat 
them back with the bones with which he was feeding them. The dogs were noisy 
but Archaon had instructed Escoffier to stake them out close to his tent. More 
than once the hackle and snap of the voracious hounds had warned the Chaos 
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warlord of uninvited visitors approaching the tent. 

Archaon already had protection, however. Turning he saw Zwei and Drei, 
perched up amongst the tusk-tips of the shaggy hide tents like a pair of black 
raptors, stretching their wings and keeping watch over their master while he had 
slept. Fitch, a hunchbacked thing, spindled of limb, served both as skinner for 
the rhinox-train and ostler for beasts of burden, including Oberon. Having just 
milked the shaggy beast-cows and returning with a bucket of suspect-smelling 
produce, Fitch splashed the liquid into a wooden cup for Archaon. 

‘Master,’ Fitch said, his eyes averted and head low. He extended his long arm 
and offered the cup to the Chaos warrior. Archaon took the drink, allowing Fitch 
to withdraw from his presence and go about his business with the wretched, 
whip-mauled animals. Archaon went to drink the milk but his nose told him that 
there was something wrong with it and he tossed it out onto the ice and slush. 
His army was camped about the shelter. As a pair of warriors in fur and spike 
walked by, they noticed their warlord standing at the bone rail that ran around 
the tabernacle platform. 

They lowered their horned helms before walking on. This was more out of 
animal subservience than military etiquette. Archaon was a warlord of the north: 
a leader amongst leaders — a general of a sizeable Chaos host. He did not waste 
his time with drills or formalised expectations. His army was not a state troop of 
the Empire or even a free company of irregular militia. They were savages, 
maniacs and madmen. The vast majority of them amounted to little more than 
rabid dogs. You did not harness such strength with uniforms and codes of 
conduct. You put them on chains and released them when you needed to. Since 
chains themselves were impractical, warbands and tribesmen were kept in line 
by their own chosen and chieftains — some of whom Archaon controlled by 
adopting them as his lieutenants. Others served the Chaos warrior purely out of 
fearful respect. They were drawn to his singularity of purpose and the 
ruthlessness with which he prosecuted his will. He claimed to be the chosen of 
the Dark Gods and acted like it. The damned were lost and always looking for 
powerful forces to guide and orient themselves to in the insanity of the Wastes — 
and Archaon was indeed a powerful force. He had confidence and direction and 
these were all lesser men who needed to make the leap of faith necessary to join 
Archaon in his doomed quest. 

There were, of course, some of Archaon’s warriors that actually did require 
chains. The dark templar could see the Great Spleen like a small mountain of 
flesh, out on the floe, a little way distant of the camp. The gore-drenched ogre 
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breaking destruction. He was staked out on four colossal chains that he barely 
noticed on account of the crushed flowers that were rubbed into the links and 
which acted as a soporific. Archaon’s army had fallen foul of the strange flowers 
in an otherwise bleak, bone-filled basin that nearly claimed them. Many of 
Archaon’s men had settled to sleep there amongst the skeletons of other 
unfortunates who had never woken. Before they had stumbled out of the 
depression, Archaon had ordered some of the flowers gathered, which then had 
been rubbed on the Great Spleen’s restraints, in an effort to keep the frenzied 
brute from smashing through the camp. As it slept on the ice, the barbarous 
marauders known as the Ravening that followed in its huge footsteps and 
honoured the Great Spleen as a manifestation of the Blood God, conducted some 
primitive cannibal ceremony before the statuesque corpulence of the thing. 

Corsair-Captain Vayne also favoured chains. Archaon had been searching for 
a champion from the south — a warrior that knew Naggaroth and could advise 
him on the enemy he would face. Vayne — as Archaon knew him — was a druchii 
slaver. A reaver, who while transporting a mysterious cargo for Morathi the Hag 
Queen across the Sea of Chaos, had lost both his floating fortress the Citadel of 
Spite and the cargo to an unnatural tempest. Washed up on the icy shore of the 
Wastes and guided by his witch-lover Sularii — Vayne had taken the remainder 
of his corsair crew inland. His lover’s visions of the mighty Citadel of Spite 
beached in the Shadowlands prompted Vayne to gather a small army of slaves. 
The Chaos god Slaanesh was merely toying with the sorceress, however, and the 
corsairs’ wandering led them into the Prince of Pleasure’s embrace. 

Polluted, bereft of vessel, having lost the Hag Queen’s mysterious prize and 
unable to return to their homelands, the druchii lovers had wandered the Wastes 
for the better part of two hundred years before Archaon found them and put the 
corsair-captain’s Slaaneshi slave army and knowledge of Naggaroth to good use. 
Archaon could see Vayne’s reaver-officers in their scale cloaks, walking up and 
down the lines of their slaves — desperate wretches, caught in the Wastes and 
shackled to the corsairs’ colossal chain gang army. The Slaaneshi slaves were 
surprisingly little trouble under the expert thraldom of the druchii. What little 
food was allowed them was drugged to keep the dire creatures in a perverse state 
of shared delirium. With their irons loose and scavenged weapons handed out 
moments before battle, the slaves had little choice but to maintain formation and 
fight for their lives against the enemies of the corsair-captain and his witch- 
lover. 

Archaon’s compact with the druchii pair was simple. Once the dark templar 
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had done with the gathered depravity that made up his army, he had promised 
them as prisoners to Vayne and Sularii. Archaon didn’t tell them that he 
expected the challenges with which he would present his host to fully decimate 
their number. The agreement was rendered further pointless by the fact that 
those necessary losses might very well include the dark elves themselves. Still, it 
was easier for both Vayne and Archaon to agree to such arrangement rather than 
have the inconvenience of killing one another in advance — and following the 
death of Iskavar Gan and the doomed attempts to replace him with Balduin the 
Blooded, the Chevalier Malraux, Xandressa Headtaker and Tangrul-Targ as the 
army’s second-in-command — Vayne had made a capable and entertaining 
subordinate. 

Archaon could not see Vayne and the sorceress Sularii amongst the druchii 
number. The dark templar finally spotted the dangerous pair approaching his 
tent, accompanied by an animated Father Dagobert, who was fingering through 
the pages of The Liber Caelestior. The three of them were matched in number by 
the Chaos knight Eins and his accompanying pair of winged Swords. Like a 
delegation they were making their way through the Tusker herd of the beastlord 
Gorghas Hornsqualor. Muscular and shaggy, Hornsqualor’s beastmen were 
covered with fur of dour white, almost matching the ice of the glacier about 
them. Like the beastlord, the beastmen had each been blessed with a single horn, 
like a narwhal, making the herd appear like grizzled, rearing unicorns. 

From the slavers and beasts, Archaon’s army spread out across the ice, 
enjoying the meagre comfort of small fires and the less-oppressive heavens. The 
largest contingent to have joined Archaon’s army of Chaos was the celestial 
Hundun. Under their eastern warlord, Fengshen Ku, the Hundun marauder clan 
belonged to the Dreaded Wo tribe and were made up of mounted members of the 
respected sword clans and their retainers that formed hordes of pike-wielding 
supporters. With their black, lacquered armour, pairs of curved long swords and 
iron masks — forged in expressions of horror and dismay — Fengshen Ku and the 
sword clan of the Dreaded Wo were a dark and determined force. Archaon had 
been told by Vayne that the Hundun very much resembled the celestial warriors 
of the Dragon Kingdom, manning the empire-spanning wall of the Great 
Bastian, which kept the marauders of Chaos at bay. 

Both Fengshen Ku and Gorghas Hornsqualor — in the latter’s own primitive 
way — honoured the Chaos Powers equally, as Archaon professed to do. The 
army was infested with lone aspirants and Chaos warriors — claiming various 
infernal patrons — and eager to prove themselves in the army of a Chaos general 
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like Archaon. The daemonsmith Zorn and the dawi-zharr, called ‘the 
Mechanicals’, paid homage to their bull-headed Father in Darkness and the 
infernal entities by possessing the hellcannons Tauriax and Wrath of Hashut. 
The daemon Shzmodeous, who most of the time took the form of a living 
darkness, revered only itself. Beyond the Great Spleen, whose followers in the 
barbarian Ravening thought him the living embodiment of the Blood God and 
Dravik Vayne, who was firmly in the barbed clutches of the Prince of Pleasure, 
there were two others who had brought the worshippers of individual Ruinous 
Powers in any number under Archaon’s leadership — in their own individual and 
disturbing ways. 

The dark templar had found Mother Fecundus in the thawing mires of Al- 
Quagoon. The witch had given herself body and soul to the Plague Lord — or as 
she called her patron, Father Nurgle. Mother Fecundus was carried by her 
followers on a palanquin. She could not walk. She was too massive — a bloated 
breeder of men. Her palanquin was more of a birthing throne than a litter and 
from it her obscene, malformed body, dropped large, writhing pupae. Mother 
Fecundus’s army was made up of warriors birthed in this way, for like an insect 
queen, she only sired males — a plague upon the world. Emerging from their 
disgusting cocoons, the fully-grown warriors had already received the blessings 
of their father in the form of chitinous plates that grew out of their bodies like 
armour. Many came forth too twisted for use but the vast majority of Mother 
Fecundus’s plague of men took their place amongst the ranks of their dour 
brothers. Old souls taken by Father Nurgle and placed in rank new bodies. 

No less disgusting were the Brothers Spasskov. Vladimir and Vladislav 
Spasskov had been aspiring ice mages in the court of Kattarin the Bloody. Eager 
to impress their Tsarina — the competitive desire of one brother to outdo the 
other took them further and further north, where the temperatures plummeted 
and the winds of Chaos that fuelled their enchantments were most powerful. 
Their rivalry took them into the Wastes, where finally the two brothers fought a 
terrible battle of hail and storm, cutting each other to shreds in a shard storm of 
ice. Attracted by the terrible war of enchantments, the Changer of Ways had the 
bloody blizzard reform and freeze. With a change in the weather, the patron- 
pleasing sculpture thawed and melted, to reveal that Tzeentch had cursed the 
rivals with a single body. The dark god had given Vladimir and Vladislav a leg 
each and both of their spell-casting arms, but their torsos and skulls had been 
fused back to back, to form a fraternal fusion of flesh, with twice the skill and 
power of a single sorcerer. This did not prevent the brothers trying to 
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bodies of their enemies into god-pleasing spawn of ever-increasing horror and 
invention. Their macabre army of victims were called the Fleshstorm, an ever- 
changing scourge of spawn that could divide or join together like a single 
monstrosity. 

Archaon cast his gaze across his Ruinous army of Chaos. They were battle- 
hardened by the butchery of the Wastes. They were harnessed in a single 
purpose and fearful of Archaon’s wrath. They were assured that the dark templar 
was indeed chosen of the gods, needing to believe that their own path to 
immortality lay in his shadow. They were ready to be unleashed on the Land of 
Chill — as Archaon was ready — damnation-blessed by a bloody passage through 
the Wastes and the deaths of all foes that had put themselves between him and 
his objective. He had achieved the impossible in earning favour from the 
capricious Powers of the accursed north. It was time to demand their joint 
sponsorship. To yoke the dark pantheon to the unstoppable wagon train that was 
his destiny. Only the Everchosen of Chaos was granted the right to lead the 
infernal armies in their collective daemon glory across the burning surface of the 
world. Archaon had pledged on the blood in his veins and his empty soul that the 
title would be his. It was time to honour his gods in the passing of their perverse 
trials and tests. To collect the great treasures and artefacts of power that had 
marked his predecessors as Chaos-favoured of all. His search for such hidden 
treasures had driven Archaon, by force of will alone, to gather an army of the 
depraved and despoiling — and mount an invasion of dread Naggaroth and the 
druchii lands of conquest. 

‘My lord,’ Dagobert began, as the approaching group crunched up through the 
ice. ‘I have great news. The Swords have located the resting place of the Altar of 
Ultimate Darkness. It was exactly where The Liber Caelestior said it would be.’ 

‘And this surprised you, priest?’ Archaon said with withering impatience. 
Dagobert was long used to such treatment from his Chaos overlord. 

‘Tt resides in a great war shrine to the south,’ Dagobert said. ‘A dark citadel of 
black stone, towers tall and twisted architecture.’ 

‘T will see the doom of our destination for myself,’ the dark templar said, 
stepping down from the shelter and barefoot onto the ice. Pulling the furs of an 
all-encompassing cloak of shaggy mammoth hide about him, Archaon set off 
through the encampment. As he passed between the miserable fires his 
marauders, Chaos warriors and champions were warming themselves before, the 
considerable length of the furs trailed through the snow behind him. Many 
servants of evil rose in respect. Other warriors bowed. Some hammered fists into 
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the Ruinous Star to be found in the madness of their tattoos, scarring or the 
inscriptions on their armour. Even the lowliest beastmen, slave or spawn 
acknowledged their general. The man in whose soul-crushing fist their fate 
resided. They snatched at the furs winding their way through the camp at his 
back and kissed them, they lowered their heads in primitive deference or simply 
withdrew before his glower like the beaten dogs they ultimately were. 

‘Master,’ Dagobert continued behind him, ‘the Dark Gods have truly favoured 
this venture.’ 

‘Again,’ Archaon growled, ‘this surprises you?’ 

‘This citadel is a blessing for both yourself and Corsair-Captain Vayne,’ 
Dagobert informed him. Archaon slowed suspiciously. He turned to find Dravik 
Vayne smiling behind him. As usual the druchii was intoxicated on his favoured 
blood-mixed wine, some infusion, or a depraved and recent union. The sorceress 
Sularii was working her magic on him as Vayne and Archaon beheld one 
another, her tongue and a stream of indecent enchantments in his pointed ear. 

‘Service to the Dark Gods and their chosen should be blessing enough for the 
captain,’ Archaon said dangerously. Dravik Vayne was easy to like. He was an 
incredibly useful lieutenant, the dark templar had to admit, and with his slick 
wit, intelligence and the convivial abandon of his leadership, always managed to 
keep the myriad factions of Archaon’s army as one in the warlord’s absence. He 
couldn’t trust the druchii as far as he could spit, however. 

‘Why, Archaon,’ Vayne slurred away blithely, ‘whatever do you mean?’ 
Sularii laughed at her lover’s joke. Archaon gave his own savage smile. A 
warning before he turned and marched on through the encampment and across 
the open ice. ‘Priest, an explanation — before I gut and bone this cur like a fish 
and feed him to his own slaves.’ 

‘The citadel, my lord...’ 

‘It’s the Citadel of Spite,’ Dravik Vayne interrupted. Archaon frowned. 

“Your vessel?’ the dark templar asked. 

‘The same,’ Vayne insisted. ‘The Prince of Excess has had his fill and has seen 
fit to return my Spite to me. Archaon, you must help me get it back.’ 

Archaon ignored the druchii and stomped on through the ice. The sorcerous 
twins, the Brothers Spasskov, were standing on the precipice of the ice. Each 
Tzeentchian brother held an identical staff of warped crystal, one tinged blue, the 
other pink. Beneath their feet, and under their elemental control, the Eisarnagga 
Glacier was growing. Like a moving wall of ice, it cracked, it reached and it 
froze its way south out of the Wastes. It shattered forests and pulverised rock 
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and evergreen expanse of Naggaroth. Using the sorcerer’s ice magic had meant 
that Archaon’s army had only needed to camp on the ice floe and allow a frozen 
tendril of the glacier to take them into enemy territory. 

Archaon said nothing to the Chaos sorcerer. Both brothers had their eyes 
closed in concentration. Vayne shrugged Sularii off, allowing the sorceress to 
playfully hang her arms around the Brothers Spasskov with a mock pout instead. 
Vayne pointed the long nail of a slender finger. Some way distant, above the 
pinetops, between the crooked mountain peaks and through the winding valleys, 
Archaon could see a collection of jagged towers, lithe and leaning. 

‘There,’ Vayne said. ‘The Spite. My Citadel of Spite. I’d know those mast 
towers anywhere.’ 

‘All right,’ Archaon said. ‘It’s the Spite. What in the eight points is it doing 
here?’ 

‘It was lost in a storm,’ Vayne told him. ‘Vast and unnatural, coming out of 
the north and across the Sea of Chaos. A storm that took my vessel.’ 

‘And deposited it... here?’ 

The corsair-captain gave a pained smile: ‘Come now, Archaon. The Chaos 
Powers are not without a sense of humour. You should know that better than 
anyone. Their nature is the very definition of irony.’ 

‘While you wandered the timeless Wastes, looking for your floating fortress,’ 
Archaon said, ‘the Dark Gods had placed it here. In your ancestral homelands. In 
Naggaroth, where you were returning with your slaves and cargo.’ 

Vayne nodded. ‘So it seems.’ 

‘These beings we serve,’ Archaon said, ‘are truly twisted in their treatment of 
their subjects.’ 

‘To Mathlann my course belonged, to Atharti my heart and to Khaine my 
soul,’ Vayne admitted, taking a dusky bottle offered to him by Sularii and 
drinking deep. ‘The Prince of Pleasure did not enjoy me until after I lost the 
Spite. Slaanesh saw me and like some trinket or bauble for sale, decided I must 
be his.’ 

“We may take more from them yet,’ Archaon said, thinking of the End Times 
to come and the unforeseen consequences for all of the soul-trading gods of the 
world. 

“What we should do is take the Citadel of Spite back,’ Dravik Vayne said. 
‘Archaon, you must help me.’ 

‘Must is not a word used to the chosen of the Ruinous Powers,’ Archaon 
warned the dark elf. 
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‘It is because you are the chosen, my lord,’ Vayne said, such pleading an ill fit 
for his thin lips, ‘that this is possible. Think, Archaon, my ship — but your 
flagship. Think what a glorious command she would make, bringing the wrath of 
the Dark Gods to the wine-dark seas. You have an army, chosen one — why not a 
floating fortress from which to plan and launch your reign of terror?‘ 

Archaon considered. It was an appealing prospect but all too often the 
champions of Chaos lost their way to true greatness on side paths of distracting 
endeavours, calling to them like sirens on the breeze. 

“You may lust for such glories, sybarite,’ Archaon told him, ‘but I live only for 
the treasure contained within your abominate vessel and the glory it may bring 
my cause. What was the nature of the cargo you were transporting for your Hag 
Queen?’ Archaon looked from Vayne to his sorceress. The corsair-captain 
nodded. 

‘An archaeological find from the Wastes,’ Sularii said. ‘Recovered stone and 
architecture. A temple of some kind with a centrepiece.’ 

‘A temple?’ Archaon questioned her. She nodded. 

‘An altar?’ Again the dark elf sorceress nodded. 

‘The gods are to be praised and cursed in equal measure. So it truly is here,’ 
the dark templar said to himself. 

‘This is magnificent news, my lord,’ Dagobert said. ‘But I’m afraid that the 
Ruinous Powers have seen fit to set other obstacles before us for their 
entertainment.’ 

‘Speak, priest.’ 

‘The Swords report an engagement before the citadel of which you talk. A 
druchii warhost...’ 

‘Likely the garrison of a local dreadlord or sorceress securing the polluted 
place,’ Vayne offered. 

“Or the Hag Queen’s own spears, having claimed it for herself,’ Sularii said. 

‘Some resistance was to be expected,’ 

‘The Swords claim the druchii warhost to number in the thousands, lord,’ 
Dagobert interjected. Archaon looked to Vayne, who shrugged. 

‘Either the Hag really wants your Ruinous treasure,’ the dark elf said, ‘or she 
wants to prevent others from claiming it.” Archaon’s withering gaze didn’t 
change. ‘Really wants.’ Vayne added with a smile. ‘Plus, we have no idea how 
long it’s been here. Time flows unnaturally in the Wastes.’ 

‘That’s not all, my lord,’ Dagobert said. ‘And you’re not going to like it.’ 

‘T already don’t like what I’m hearing.’ 
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‘The Swords have sighted another force,’ the priest said, ‘coming out of the 
north-east. A force that currently lays siege to the druchii, the Spite war shrine 
and its contents.’ 

‘Not...’ 

‘Servants of the Gorequeen, my lord — and her monstrous consort, the Blood 
God himself.’ 

‘Gorath...’ 

‘And his Bloodsworn, master,’ Dagobert said. A snarl crept across Archaon’s 
face. 

‘Curse the gods for their childish games,’ the dark templar said, ‘their 
confluences and coincidences.’ 

Even Dravik Vayne didn’t offer some blithe joke or doom-laden 
encouragement. The druchii out in force was understandable, expected even. 
Dark elves would have been assigned to cordon off and isolate the tainted 
fortress. Shields and spears in even greater number would have been sent from 
watchtowers to the east, west and those residing in the country. The Hag 
Queen’s witch covens would certainly have seen the coming of Gorath’s 
incursion into the Lands of Chill. Gorath the Ravager. Gorath the Decimate. 
Gorath the Slayer-Son of Valkia, daemon princess of Khorne. Gorath of the 
Skull Mountain. A knight like Archaon, of some foreign land and forgotten god. 
His star would have bummed bright on the horizon. A warrior of Khorne without 
equal. A killer of legendary prowess in the Wastes. A lord of cold fury. 

‘His head shall be yours,’ Vayne pledged solemnly. 

‘Or ours his,’ Dagobert replied. ‘More skulls for his mountain.’ 

The priest and the Champion of the Prince of Pleasure began to argue but 
Archaon silenced them with a hand. Dagobert was right. Archaon had faced 
Gorath and his army of Bloodsworn knights several times in the Shadowlands. 
The knight was an imposing sight in the red of his bronze, baroque armour. Not 
that Archaon would have known it was the Ravager. His knights were all armed 
and armoured the same. In their murderous wake, the Bloodsworn attracted all 
manner of gore-praising deviancy. Berserker Norscans. Shadowland savages. 
Bestial dog soldiers and their flesh-rending hounds. Daemon slayers. Each time 
the dark templar’s warband had met the Bloodsworn in battle, Archaon’s 
warriors had been forced to withdraw, savaged and broken by the Ravager and 
the implacable advance of his knights. Some claimed that they were not men at 
all, but things of infernal construction. That they were built of daemon-brass in 
the Blood God’s forge. An army of clockwork knights — bronze warriors of cog 
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all night in Gorath’s name — as Gorath did in turn for his Blood God. 

Archaon was silent for a moment. There had been others. Other champions of 
Chaos. Other chosen. Morbius the Unliving at the head of a thousand corpse- 
watriors that Nurgle had blessed with a diseased kind of life. Goldemar the 
Great. Theoderic Rageblade. The Newfangled. Kudren Drax — warlord of the 
north. Chosen of the gods. Favoured of the Ruinous Star. Those who would be 
Everchosen of Chaos. All had fallen before Archaon’s blade. Gorath was 
different. Archaon was a legendary warrior. A strategist. A leader of dark and 
depraved men. He was admired by the dread pantheon for his ingenuity, his 
singularity of purpose and his many gifts. Gorath had but one gift. The ending of 
life. He was the blood-blessed chosen of Khorne. Archaon had barely escaped 
with his life and the remnants of a warband the last time they met. And the time 
before that. If their clashes had taught Archaon anything, it was that of all the 
dread warriors of the Wastes, it was the Gorequeen’s champion that would 
probably end up standing over his corpse. 

‘T can’t beat him... can I?’ Archaon said. Vayne and Dagobert left the question 
hanging in the chill air. No one would dare tell Archaon what he could and could 
not do. Neither did the pair rush to foolish affirmations of a doomed battle with 
the Bloodsworn. Archaon hadn’t been the only one to barely escape with his life. 
‘Dagobert?’ 

‘My lord,’ the priest said. ‘The Ravager is of the Gorequeen’s daemon blood. 
Khorne’s chosen in these mighty affairs. Gorath and his Bloodsworn are here in 
the Land of Chill for one reason. They have been guided here by destiny — or 
some ill force — as we have. He means to claim the terrible treasure contained 
within the Altar of Ultimate Darkness. He means to usurp your fate, master. He 
means to become the Everchosen of the Chaos Powers.’ 

Sularii moved round behind Archaon and draped herself across his muscular 
shoulders. She nibbled at his ear and allowed her thin fingers to drift down 
across his chest. 

‘Archaon is the greatest champion the Wastes have ever produced,’ the 
sorceress said playfully. ‘That Gorath could kill us all in his sleep, doesn’t 
change that fact. If the Blood God’s followers were truly unbeatable then the 
lands would already be theirs. Killing is undeniably Gorath’s strength but that 
doesn’t mean that he is without weaknesses. We have to find them and exploit 
them. What say you, my lord?’ 

Archaon looked out across the peaks and the twisted treetops to the crooked 
towers of the black citadel, Vayne’s Spite. He thought of the death waiting for 
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them in the valleys below. The armies of the Hag Queen securing their prize. 
The Gorequeen-favoured Gorath and his mechanical slayers. The horrors and 
trials of darkness waiting for him in the citadel itself. He thought on his own 
small army. His rising star about to be extinguished in an ocean of blood. That 
would not happen. He wouldn’t allow it. 

Sularii’s hand dipped down through the furs, trailing down the scars on 
Archaon’s chest. He grabbed the slender hand in his crushing grip and removed 
it from his flesh. He heard Sularii moan slightly. Archaon looked at the 
Slaaneshi’s sorcerous hand. He stared down at the glacier ice that burned 
beneath his bare feet. And it came to him. A chuckle built deep within him, 
finding expression in a mirth that seemed to ill fit the certain death they were 
facing. 

‘My lord?’ Dagobert asked. Vayne allowed himself a smirk of contagious 
madness. The Brothers Spasskov continued their mumbling incantations. The 
Swords — as usual — said nothing. Archaon shrugged Sularii from his shoulders 
and turned, marching back up through the ice and towards the camp. 

‘Ready our forces,’ Archaon said. ‘Get the army off the glacier and into the 
mountains. We shall attack both the druchii and the Bloodsworn from the forests 
on the higher ground.’ 

As the warlord walked away, Vayne looked to Dagobert. 

‘The Hag Queen’s warriors will mount a determined defence,’ the dark elf 
said. ‘The Bloodsworn won’t stop until they have their mountain of skulls. I 
hope he has more of a plan than attack from the high ground.’ 

Dagobert looked thoughtfully after his master. 

“You cannot command the legions through bloodlust alone,’ the priest said. 
‘That is why Gorath the Ravager will never become the Everchosen of Chaos. 
Such a title belongs to a man who is a living contradiction of both the strengths 
and weaknesses of the Ruinous Powers. Our master is such a man. Trust in that, 
druchii savage. You shall have your dread vessel and Archaon shall have his 
prize.’ 

‘How can you know?’ Dravik Vayne said. ‘What does your tome say, priest?’ 

Dagobert hugged The Celestine Book of Divination to his belly. Dravik could 
see the insanity in the priest’s eyes. 

‘It says that sometimes you just have to have faith.’ With that, Hieronymous 
Dagobert turned in the slush and followed his master. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


‘All praise to the screaming darkness of the world 
Receive these untimely ends as dread offering 

May their blood-glory bring you calamitous concord 
May their screams carry your names into forever 
May their spirits lend you terrible strength 

Bestow on this reaper of souls your dark blessings 
Let him bear the Mark that burns eternal 

And in him see the Ruinous wonder of the world’ 


— Inscription, ‘Ara Ultimesh Noxa’ 
(The Altar of Ultimate Darkness) 


The Iron Mountains 
The Watchlands of Naggaroth 
The Soul Harvest — First Blood (Druchii Remembrance) 


The battle was difficult to watch. Bringing his army down through the rust- 
tinged peaks of the Iron Mountains and the dark forests of twisted fir and pine, 
Archaon had his men observe the slaughter from the highlands. Over the jagged 
treetops, Archaon and his horsemen, his marauders, his monsters and slaves to 
darkness, waited in silence. Their warlord was in the saddle and silent. His 
Swords, his chieftains and champions remained the same, drawing from the 
army a dark calmness. Among their ranks there was dread, there was envy, there 
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was mindless need. Archaon and his army watched as blood was spilt and man, 
elf and infernal machine died. 

The druchii were savage warriors indeed. They were ice and they were fire. 
Their ranks were cold, determined and disciplined in the execution of their 
duties, while murderous glee danced across their faces as they licked their thin 
lips in the delicious taking of life. Stunted watchtowers — nowhere near the size 
of the skygrazers on the northern borders — had been constructed about the 
tainted citadel. They bore bulbous keeps in their tower-tops that glowed with a 
ghastly light like spectral lighthouses. The elegant parapets swarmed with 
rotations of druchii crossbows and bristled with bolt throwers that peeped over 
the jagged crenellations. Between the tower perimeters, formations of dark elves 
held their ground with beautiful choreography, locking their longshields for the 
enemy’s impact before sliding their serrated spears over the top and into the 
opposing lines. Up to their boots in northern savages and berserker blood, the 
Hag Queen’s murderers clearly took pleasure in their work but never did they 
lose themselves in the bloody moment, break formation or push on into the 
valley to build on their success. When their dreadlords called them back to their 
lines, the dark elves retreated, the plates of their slender armour rattling 
rhythmically with their return. 

Archaon watched as black clouds of bolts drifted across the battlefield, cutting 
through Gorath’s red-skinned beasts and dog soldiers. Small groups of 
swordsmen ran through the carnage with the grace of acrobats, finishing 
tribesmen and Khornate marauders with economical butchery. They then 
withdrew before the streaking death of tower-shot spears and the dark energies 
unleashed by the druchii witches. The flanks of the Ravager’s army were 
savaged by dark elf riders, slashing through tribal horsemen with their serrated 
blades. Their cold-blooded, scaly steeds bounded up the lines on powerful legs, 
their tails stiff like rudders, guiding their fore-talons and jaws through the 
delicious horseflesh of the Khornate cavalry. 

All the while the Citadel of Spite towered above the battlefield like a bad 
dream. Beyond the citadel towers of black stone and metal from which Dravik 
Vayne’s corsair colours still flew like shredded rags, willowy mast-towers bore 
yards and furled black, leathery sails in great lateen configurations. Like much of 
druchii architectural deviancy, the fortress was both imposing and elegant — a 
midnight study in svelte stone fortification, storm-harnessing sailcraft and the 
macabre. Its stern was a mighty portcullis, while its prow was the tapering black 
skull of some twisted, abyssal behemoth. Like a talon, the Spite’s cluster of 
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towers seemed to reach out of a cragged berg of obsidian that was buried in the 
valley floor like a keel or colossal flint spear-tip. The rock was dangling with 
dead weed and riddled with caves, hollows and grottos. 

The druchii were defending well. The dark garrison was drilled to perfection 
and their safeguarding of the Ruinous citadel, warped and tainted by its time 
spent in the stormy Wastes and on the Chaos seas, looked likely to hold. It 
seemed likely the Spite would remain in the Hag Queen’s possession. As well as 
the willowy field pieces mounted on the sentry towers, the druchii had 
positioned deadly bolt throwers in the treelines. Gorath’s approach had been 
direct, bold and merciless — as befitting a champion of the Blood God. His forces 
had ripped up the valley like an elemental force and had crashed straight into the 
dark elf defences. The druchii had positioned bolt throwers in the evergreen 
woodland growing out of the steep valley sides, and they were slamming spears 
into the marauder host’s withering flanks. Archaon couldn’t see them but druchii 
scouts were also amongst the trees, giving the thrower crews cover and cutting 
down axemen, enraged beasts and both Bloodsworn riders and their gore- 
splattered mounts as they attempted to rush the ballistas. 

Leading his horde from the west, down the valley side and through the bleak 
woodland, Archaon knew that he too would have to face the same druchii 
defences. He had little desire to aid Gorath’s assault but it would take nothing 
for the bolt throwers to turn back into the forest and skewer Archaon’s men. 
Similarly, the dark elf scouts would cut his advancing forces to shreds with 
repeaters fired from their hiding places. This, Archaon could not allow. 
Signalling Escoffier, the mad Bretonnian, Archaon ordered his warhounds 
released. The mangy pack of whippets tore away from their chains, their skeletal 
frames and hunger carrying their throat-tearing maws through the forest at a 
scrabbling weave. Archaon waited. The warlord listened. Then he heard it. The 
shrill screams of elves being savaged and torn on the treeline below. He heard 
the carnage of the bolt throwers slow as their crews fought off the mindless 
beasts. For the druchii scouts there would be no hiding from the blood-hungry 
hounds. They would be torn from their crooks and hollows and ripped apart by 
the frenzied pack. 

Fengshen Ku trotted forward on his steed. Archaon nodded to the marauder 
lord. Digging his leather boots into the horse’s sides, the Hundun warlord led his 
mounted sword clansmen down the valleyside after the hounds. Retainers and 
pikemen of the Dreaded Wo followed on foot. It was the easterner’s honour to 
finish what the hounds had begun. The throats of surviving druchii scouts and 
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Undoubtedly the relief offered to the Bloodsworn’s western flank would 
provide them with an advantage. Gorath wouldn’t need it. Archaon had seen the 
Ravager at work before. He had suffered it before. Gorath the Ravager was a 
merciless servant of the Blood God. He thought little of the souls he sacrificed in 
the name of achieving his deity’s dark will. Blood-blessed beastmen, 
Shadowland savages and Norscan berserkers were nothing to him. He granted 
them the mindless end they deserved. They slaughtered and were slaughtered in 
Khorne’s booming name. Their skulls joined those of their victims on Gorath’s 
growing mountain. 

The dark elves enjoyed the distraction of marauder incursions. They broke up 
the weeks and months of miserable guard duty in the wintry watchlands. They 
had not, however, faced a champion of Chaos like Gorath the Ravager. A 
warlord of hate, who saw all — his enemies, his own warriors and the innocents 
often caught in between — as sacks of flesh to be butchered and blood to be 
spilled. He allowed the druchii their overconfidence. He sacrificed his front lines 
of barbarians and gors to their storms of bolt and spear, the serrated steel of their 
swordsmen and the cool discipline of their ranks. 

Archaon watched and his warhost watched. The hope. The belief. Victory, 
certain in druchii minds and the sibilant orders of their captains and dreadlords. 
Then it came. The unleashing of Gorath’s brazen Bloodsworn. His baroque army 
of clockwork knights, some on armoured clockwork steeds, punching up through 
their own ranks and advancing through the bloody haze with the unbreakable 
certitude of infernal machines. Hidden in their number was the Ravager himself 
—no less infernal in his slaughterous rampage. All died before his blood-hungry 
blade: beastmen; berserkers; reptilian monsters; dark warriors of the elder race. 
Horned daemons — red like the depths of that which had spawned them — moved 
through stomping ranks of knights like howling slipstreams of gore, leaving the 
drizzle of death in their wake. Archaon watched the tide turn. He watched the 
Khorne-worshipping warriors of doom sacrifice their own ranks in open 
celebration of the slaughter to come. Then, the thunder. The Ravager’s 
irresistible advance. The unfolding storm of the Bloodsworn smashed their way 
through the blizzards of bolts and shield walls that so far had held the illusion of 
being unbreakable. With a stomach-turning realisation, the druchii began to die 
in horrible number. 

Archaon could imagine his own army decimated before the unstoppable 
onslaught of the Ravager’s ranks. All that he had fought for. All that he had 
created. Gone in mere moments of mindless rage. The glory of the Ruinous Star 
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— followers of disparate gods fighting under one banner, one warlord, one cause 
— unified in the even greater glory of a single apocalyptic goal: all sacrificed to 
appease alone the Blood God’s wrath. He could not allow such waste. The Dark 
Gods stood for more than just momentary spectacle — the soul-shattering scream 
or the fountain of blood. Their very best champions — their chosen — their 
Everchosen should be more than just slayers, regardless of their infamy and 
considerable skill. Such warriors and chieftains had their uses but they were both 
solution and problem. The wide world would not be conquered by such 
goremongers. The legions of darkness would be led by a man of darkness, not of 
blood. A warlord who saw victory through the twilight of black skies, devoid of 
hope and sun — through the gloom of the End Times to come — not a rage-red 
haze of blood. 

‘Will you be leading the attack, master?’ Dravik Vayne put to Archaon. 

‘I will,’ the Chaos warlord told his Slaaneshi lieutenant. 

‘Would you like my forces to secure the Citadel?’ Vayne volunteered, eager to 
be both on board his vessel-fortress and out from under Gorath the Ravager’s 
blade. Archaon allowed himself a smile. 

“You will sound the retreat,’ Archaon told him. 

“My lord?’ 

‘Have your forces hold position in the trees — above the snowline,’ the dark 
templar said. 

‘Hold, sir?’ Vayne asked, confused. 

‘T will take the horde down after the Hundun,’ Archaon told him. ‘I’! punch 
through the Ravager’s flank with the witch’s maggot-men and Hornsqualor’s 
beastmen.’ Archaon nodded to himself. He would need the staying power of the 
Plague Lord’s afflicted and the gors to carry him through the Blood God’s 
marauder madmen and on to the Ravager himself. 

‘My lord, you will need—’ 

‘you to do as you are ordered, druchii-swine,’ Archaon barked back at him. 
‘Remain here and sound the retreat, Corsair-Captain Vayne.’ 

For a moment, words failed the slaver. He had never known Archaon to order 
a retreat — and certainly not before a battle had begun. ‘Do you hear me, corsair- 
captain? Hold position here... I shall bring your floating fortress to you.’ 

Archaon dug his heels into Oberon’s black, scaly flanks. The stallion moved 
on down the incline and through the snow-dusted forest. 

‘Now, my lord?’ Dagobert said, the fat priest buried in the folds of robes and 
shaggy furs. 
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Dagobert signalled to a Hundun archer the priest had requested of Fengshen Ku 
from the ranks of the Dreaded Wo. The celestial dipped his signal arrow in pitch 
and had another marauder set it aflame. Aiming up high through the treeline, 
north, in the direction of the Eisarnagga Glacier and the Wastes, the Hundun 
archer pulled back on his ivory bow as far as the taut weapon would allow 
before releasing the flaming arrow into the Naggaroth sky. 

As Archaon rolled in the saddle, Oberon stomping and skidding his way down 
through the woodland scree and snow, he could hear the sound of battle beyond. 
Druchii screeching their last. The whoosh of spears and bolts through the air. 
The rattle of armour and the march of Bloodsworn knights. The hack and slash 
of decapitation. The steam of hot blood on the glass-cut breeze. 

Turning the stallion to one side, Archaon rode out onto the bare mountainside, 
where the pines were thin and roots could not cling. Though high above them, 
Archaon had broken the cover of the forest and was now in full view of bolt 
thrower crews on the dark elf tower keeps and the clash of druchii and Chaos 
warriors on the valley floor. About him his Swords of Chaos rode. The maggot- 
warriors of Mother Fecundus stormed down the slope in their thick, chitinous 
armour. Shaggy beastmen crushed grit beneath their hooves as they raged their 
way down towards the Ravager’s forces. With his horde roaring down the 
mountainside after him and Fengshen Ku’s sword clansmen standing aside amid 
the slaughter of druchii scouts, Archaon rode out across the blood-soaked dirt of 
the valley floor. 

Within moments the cool air and the serenity of Oberon at full gallop was 
gone. It was like hitting a wall. Archaon didn’t have to worry about spears and 
arrows from Gorath’s horde. It was not the Khornate champion’s style. His 
Bloodsworn lived for the judder of their blades through enemy torsos and the 
spray of hot gore across their furs and armour. As Oberon smashed through 
beasts and marauders, horribly trampling unfortunates under hoof, Archaon 
swung Terminus about him. The Blood God’s rabid servants came at him. 
Cleaving through helm, horn and bone, Archaon hacked his way in through the 
ranks. Norscans. Khorngors. Skull-draped savages. All died as the Chaos warrior 
cut a path into the side of the Ravager’s horde, his own marauders following in 
his bloody path. If Archaon was the spear-tip of the assault — deadly and 
irresistible — his Swords were the wedge that opened the foe-host’s side open 
like a grievous wound. Hacking and slashing from the saddle with their bone 
swords, the winged warriors followed Archaon into the chaos and confusion of 
the battle, leading Archaon’s marauders into the bloody fight. 
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Archaon had only just got used to the brighter skies of the southern lands. 
When they disappeared, the warlord looked up into the sky to find a haze of 
repeater bolts blotting out the heavens. 

‘Shields!’ Archaon roared back at his horde. Bringing his own body shield up 
and holding it to the sky, the Chaos warrior covered himself and his steed as best 
he could. The willowy shafts of crossbow bolts rained down on the valley. The 
druchii were hiding behind the distance created by their cowardly weapons. As 
the shield drummed with the pitter-patter of slender bolts, Archaon growled. 
About him the Swords of Chaos took cover behind the open expanse of their 
gargoylesque wings. Maggot-men hid behind their chitinous shields, while 
Hornsqualor’s warriors did their best to weather the slaughter. Fengshen Ku’s 
clansmen shielded themselves with the bodies of their enemies while Escoffier’s 
warhounds were pinned to the valley floor like crucified mongrels. 

The Ravager’s horde was cut to ribbons but it didn’t seem to bother the 
maniacs. Bloodshot of eye and foaming at the mouth, Gorath’s marauders 
seemed not to care about the bone-grazing bolts embedded in their flesh. They 
fought on in their excruciating pain, intent on butchering their way to the craven 
druchii that had fired upon them. Oberon half-whinnied, half-growled as bolts 
found their way from the sky, past Archaon’s shield and into the steed’s flesh. 
As the shower of death died away, Archaon urged the beast on into the 
murderous fray. 

Archaon stabbed and slashed down through Gorath’s slayers with his templar 
blade. He caved in skulls with its gore-stained pommel. He punched berserkers 
away with its cross-guard. A northman’s spear found its way under his pauldron 
and into the white-hotness of his skewered flesh. A warrior’s axe cut at his side, 
exploiting the damage created in the wake of a previous injury and hacking at his 
scarred flesh. His shield was an arm-numbing nexus of furious blows. Every 
blood-thirsty lunatic in the Ravager’s army wanted his steel through the Chaos 
warrior and it was only Archaon’s desperate bladework and the positioning of 
his shield between him and such furious intent that kept both the dark templar 
and his steed alive in the sea of murder. If the Khornate horde’s attentions had 
not been split between his attacking force and the wall of locked druchii shields 
barring their path to victory, Archaon was in such a position that he would have 
gone down under the deluge of wrath that perpetually threatened to crash over 
him. 

The air was thick with the haze of blood. Archaon was there. In the chaos, in 
the havoc. Amongst the pushing and pulling. The crimson flash of blades. The 


hat aaanyy af ininrine cuctiinad Tha alaryz af inaladant winlanan wicitad wnAn 


6739 XRN 


411UL apully UL Ally ULITO OUOLAGILLITU. LIT BIVLy UL ALITITHEALIL VIVITIILG VISOILCUu upull 
others. There were shouts. Challenges. Screaming. There was death everywhere. 
The sky darkened to a doom-laden red. Black lightning stained the sky. 
Moments seemed to grind to a halt. 

The horned head of the red-skinned beastmen Archaon was about to end 
suddenly exploded. Skull fragments and what passed for the mindless brute’s 
brain were spread across Archaon’s breastplate. As the creature’s muscle-bound 
body dropped, the brazen flash of an axe betrayed another warrior of Chaos. One 
of Gorath’s Bloodsworn. One of the Ravager’s infernal contraptions. The thing 
moved with clockwork assuredness, its plate barely containing the daemon-force 
that drove the mechanical nightmare. Its steed was the thick-set parody of a 
horse. A brimstone-snorting beast of cog, mail and clinkered plate. 

Archaon should have been impressed. He wasn’t. He had faced the Ravager’s 
clockwork knights before. Flinging his battered shield around, Archaon smashed 
the knight’s head from its shoulders in a shower of metal intricacies and ichor. 
The blood-cursed thing that possessed the suit of armour howled from its 
confinement with a forge-spitting fury. The knights were there, about him. They 
had hacked through their own to get to the Chaos warrior. Their steam-snorting 
steeds were suddenly everywhere, as were their axes. Archaon’s Swords rode at 
the knights, smashing them aside with their own midnight steeds, engaging the 
warriors and preventing them from burying their master in blades. 

Gorath the Ravager had decided that his prize could wait, however. He would 
honour both his Blood God and his Gorequeen with the death of a warrior equal. 
Smacking aside the brazen fury of the knights’ colossal axes, Archaon stabbed 
his greatsword straight through the breastplate of one — only to find that no heart 
resided behind it — and rent open the back of another as it passed on its daemon- 
fuelled mount. 

Gorath the Ravager was ready for him. Smashing aside two more of his 
daemon knights, the champion of Khorne rode forth. Archaon knew this was his 
foe. Decked in gore-bathed brass and mounted on an infernal metal steed, Gorath 
was all but indistinguishable from his Bloodsworn knights. His armour did not 
glow with the same daemon radiance, however. His suit was more than just a 
prison for some daemon machine. Beneath his breastplate hammered something 
far more dangerous than cog or piston. Beneath it beat the heart of a thrice- 
cursed warrior. A man who had pledged his soul to the Lord of All Hate. A man 
who had promised his god a world drowning in blood. Like Archaon he was 
committed to a singular doom. His axeblades had never known defeat. His name 
threatened to burn itself into eternity. 
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Archaon got his shield between the first of the weapons and an axe-cleaved 
torso — but only just. The force took him from the saddle and into the bloody 
mire below. As Gorath turned his infernal steed into a slowing turn, he ran down 
on Archaon again, smashing the shield and Archaon with it back into the ground. 
The Chaos warrior was barely back on his feet when he found the steed standing 
over him, the brazen fury of its hooves smashing at the shield. Archaon backed 
from the onslaught, only to find that Gorath was no longer in the saddle. The 
Bloodsworn’s serrated axes opened Archaon up, both his plate and the flesh 
beneath ragged with gouges and gashes. The dark templar’s shield and 
greatsword rang with the pneumatic impact of the blows as they rained down 
one after another on the warrior of Chaos. 

For a moment, Archaon came to believe the Blood God’s champion 
unconquerable. Every time he rallied, every time he pushed back the rhythmic 
storm of axeblows and managed to plunge the tip of his blade into the monstrous 
warrior, he found little to suggest a man. Something that could be killed. 
Stabbing blows to the thigh, to the shoulder and Gorath’s back only revealed the 
arcane working of infernal machinery. The Gorequeen’s chosen did not slow. 
Did not stumble. Did not stop. It was all Archaon could do to withdraw 
Terminus from the screeching metal embrace of the damaged bronze to smash 
aside the Ravager’s furious whirlwind of axeblows. Archaon’s world became the 
seconds he snatched from death as the Khornate champion pushed him to his 
limits. Axe. Axe. Axe. Axe. Axe. Occasionally the Ravager would butt him with 
his extravagant helm or bury the chisel-tip of an armoured boot into Archaon’s 
stomach. Mostly Archaon was just a moment’s doom away from being hacked 
apart by the Ravager’s relentless axes. Their barbed edges ripped through his 
plate where they managed to make contact, while the flat of the blade 
bludgeoned Archaon from side to side, sending the Chaos warrior tumbling into 
brawny marauders and druchii shields, necessitating swift kills before he was 
forced to face the flashing storm of the Ravager’s blades once more. 

As Archaon fell through the druchii shield wall again, he turned — battle-drunk 
— and took the head from a dark elf warrior. As he did, the bloody glower of the 
sky blinked darkness. Archaon readied himself for the Ravager’s axes but 
suddenly they weren’t there. Archaon looked to the Khornate champion to find 
that he too had noticed the brief darkness and was staring up into the sky. 
Concemed at the progress the combined marauder hosts were making through 
their bolt throwers, their hail of repeater bolts and ranks of spearmen, the druchii 
had despatched one of their great beasts to destroy them. 
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reptilian nightmare, it was a thing of sinuous, serpentine beauty. Seated on its 
midnight shoulders, between its beating black wings sat a druchii sorceress. 
Guiding the young beast left and right with her thighs, the dragon witch 
screeched her intention to own the field of battle. Her skin was the white of ice, 
while behind her an impossible length of sable hair twisted and turned with the 
drake’s sky-slithering manoeuvres. 

Gorath the Ravager roared at both the battered Archaon and the dragon witch. 
The champion’s voice seemed to proceed from deep within his infernal armour. 
It was the sound of roaring forge-fires and contorted steel. He would take them 
both for the glory of his Blood God. 

As the sorceress directed her beast down at him, the drake spewed forth a 
stream of corrosive gas that turned a column of his Bloodsworm marauders to 
molten flesh and steaming bones. As both Gorath and Archaon had to roll away 
from one another and out of the drake’s stream of corrosive horror, the dragon 
witch hauled the beast skyward and turned it around for another pass. Holding 
her willowy black staff high, the witch visited upon the battlefield a howling 
gale of phantom blades that cut those enveloped in its swirling course to strips of 
flesh. Again and again Archaon and the Ravager managed to evade the sorcerous 
storm, with their warriors dying about them. With every pass, the Blood God’s 
champion roared his challenge to the witch but the only way the screeching 
druchii hag would oblige him was by bathing him in the blood of his mulched 
marauders. 

With the valley floor a red mire about him, swallowing armour and bone that 
steamed as it sank, Archaon felt a quake beneath his slipping boots. A rumble 
that proceeded from the very ground itself. The herald of a doom he had 
arranged for all of them. It was time. 

Looking up he saw Dravik Vayne on the valley side. Horns were being 
sounded. Several of his Swords looked up from the butchery they were 
committing in his name. They seemed loath to leave the field of battle as he had 
ordered. 

‘Go!’ he roared. ‘Get the host to high ground.’ 

With hesitation the winged warriors rode for the western slope, waving 
Archaon’s army on with their bone blades. The marauder host were retreating 
back to the treeline at the corsair-captain’s insistence, leaving their warlord alone 
amongst the enemy. There wasn’t much time. Cleaving a nearby druchii warrior 
in two, Archaon watched the dragon witch bring her midnight drake down low 
across the carnage. Gorath was waiting for her, directing her on with his axes. 
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Archaon had to act now. It had to be now. Slipping his gore-smeared blade into 
his back-scabbard and shouldering his mauled shield, the Chaos warrior ran at 
the Ravager. Stamping through sizzling bones and with pools of blood erupting 
about his footfalls, Archaon came at his enemy, his hands empty of weapons. 

Looking from the foul drake as it swooped down on them to Archaon’s 
madness, Gorath’s mindless certainty abandoned him for a moment. Turning, the 
Ravager went to hack the defenceless Archaon in two but the dark templar 
dropped into a roll at the last moment. He rose as the champion’s axe passed 
overhead, sinking his armoured digits into the baroque armour’s busy design. 
Hauling the Ravager to him, Archaon threw Gorath’s armoured form over his 
own and rolled the two of them through the slaughter-swamp. With Archaon 
sinking into the gore and Gorath the Ravager held on top of him, the Chaos 
warrior waited. The drake was coming straight at the pair. The dragon witch held 
her staff high and unleashed her bladestorm. The razor-gale sliced up the mire 
about them and tore up through the Ravager’s back. Gorath roared with infernal 
insistence and hauled himself away from Archaon but the dark templar held his 
foe to him, using the brazen-armoured warrior as a shield against the dragon 
witch’s stream of phantom blades. Archaon felt the druchii magic tear through 
Gorath. Through his ornate plate. Through his brass workings and the workings 
of his infernal enhancements. Then finally through what remained of the 
Ravager’s hate-blessed flesh. As the remains of the Blood God’s champion were 
torn from his grip by the bladestorm, Archaon felt the drake pass overhead. 

Archaon laid there for a moment. Drenched in blood. His soul fired by 
murderous desire. He felt the Blood God’s favour in his heart. His own blood 
boiled within his veins. The moment was mindlessly intoxicating. 

‘Get up...’ Archaon told himself. Scrabbling out of the gore, the warrior of 
Chaos watched the dragon witch take her monster up into the sky. Staring about 
the havoc of the battlefield, Archaon found himself surrounded by the carnage of 
the decimated Bloodsworn. In the face of his own host’s retreat back up the 
valley side, rallying druchii forces were rushing down on him with their slender 
spears and jagged blades. With the bolts of repeaters plucking at the marshy 
slaughter, Archaon ran for Oberon. The stallion was rearing and kicking out with 
its hooves at a pair of dark elf spearmen. Archaon came up behind and twisted 
one of the druchii’s head from its shoulders. The second he grabbed from the 
back, drawing the spearman’s own weapon across his face. Hauling the shaft of 
the spear towards him, Archaon felt the warrior’s jaw break before he worked 
the weapon most of the way through his shearing skull. Tossing the body of the 
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valley. Like the west, through which Archaon had brought his host, it was 
sparsely wooded. Bolt throwers blasted spears down at him and scouts fired their 
repeaters from their hiding places. Weaving through the fired spears and with 
Oberon soaking up a number of wicked-tip bolts in his stallion-flesh, Archaon 
rode into the trees. He didn’t wait to engage the ballista crews he passed, or 
scouts appearing from behind the rusty-brown trunks of evergreen giants with 
slender swords. Archaon knew what was coming. Knew what he had unleashed 
on the valley. He knew he had to get as far up the valley side as possible. 

Behind him he heard the battlefield slaughter die away. Dreadlords would 
have ordered their weapons turned on the fleeing champion. Riders and their 
reptilian mounts would have clawed their way up the incline to engage him and 
Gorath’s daemons would have hunted him through the trees. None of these 
things happened. Chaotic and druchii alike were transfixed by a spectacle so 
horrifying that they had even stopped slaying one another. 

The tendrils of mountain mist feeling their way through the trees fled like 
scared spirits. A serpentine hiss descended upon the valley and the pines shook 
with a sudden gust of icy wind. Archaon’s hair whipped about him. Everything 
felt cold. Then the valley echoed with the cataclysmic boom of the terrible things 
about to happen. 

The freezing water crashed around the valley’s meandering course, spuming 
and foaming up the slopes and mountainsides that guided its scalding wrath. It 
shattered the lower reaches of the highland forest, rending fir and splintering 
pine, leaving naught but smashed stumps as the waters cascaded back down into 
the raging advance of the thunderous flood. The deluge tore up the black soil of 
the valley floor and carried with it the collected debris of its destructive path and 
mighty bergs of ice. 

Archaon patted his steed. The show was about to begin. An offering to the 
dark pantheon. Ruin. Havoc. Fear. Death. A gift worthy of a true champion of 
Chaos. Catastrophe. He was no butcher. No expert in the bloody arts like Gorath. 
He was a living expression of the apocalypse to come. He was Archaon. Herald 
of the End Times. He rode fate like a ship slicing through the waves. He would 
not be driven from his course. He would not sacrifice his destiny for blood, not 
for pleasures unimaginable or limitless power. He would not exchange it for 
immortality. It was his name that would echo through the ages, until there was 
no one left to hear it, to utter it, to fear it. Archaon looked down into the valley at 
his sacrifice. He saw the ice-waters smash into the Bloodsworn’s rearguard. 
Furious bodies went everywhere. Backs were broken and brains bludgeoned 
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from warrior skulls by huge chunks of ice. Weapons glinted uselessly in the 
coursing depths. The raging flood was an enemy even the chosen of Khorne 
could not fight. Archaon watched. Enjoyed. Like toy soldiers his enemies had 
their legs washed out from under them. They rose on the seething froth before 
disappearing into frozen waters. Their rag doll bodies were mangled in the 
tumbling logs, rocks and debris rolling across the valley floor and became part of 
the elemental force that smashed into their compatriots. 

‘Run, you bladeslaves,’ Archaon said, his words hot on the breeze. ‘Run.’ 

The Chaos warriors could not outrun their doom, however. Beastmen 
hammered into the ranks of Shadowland barbarians. Berserkers cannoned 
through Gorath’s clockwork knights. Even the unearthly band of bloodletting 
daemons and mounted Bloodsworn riding at full speed couldn’t evade the wrath 
of the valley-swallowing flood. A smile split the frozen mask that was 
Archaon’s face as the Bloodsworn host — the infamous butcherers of Gorath the 
Ravager, the Rage-blessed of Khorne — were snatched, mechanical steeds and 
all, by the rising waters and dragged into the glacial maelstrom. 

Archaon did not fool himself into thinking that the wall of furious water would 
be enough to kill all of the Blood God’s champions. Gorath might be gone but 
the infernal Bloodsworn knights and the slayer daemons that haunted his 
warhost might stand a chance of surviving the watery doom. Being tossed about 
in the thrashing currents, buried in an ice-stabbing havoc of water, berg and 
black earth, might have given Gorath pause for thought. He might come to 
understand that there were others who coveted the treasures of Chaos. Others 
who might be Everchosen of the Dark Gods. Archaon’s army was small but 
tempered in the relentless battle of the Wastes. They were not the Bloodswom, 
however, and a champion — even a champion of such Ruinous patrons — needed 
to think of victories beyond the blade. 

When Archaon had thought of his army at Gorath’s boots, chunks of hacked 
flesh and puddles of gore, it was more than he could bear. It wasn’t sentiment. It 
wasn’t ownership. It wasn’t pride. Every useless death represented a backward 
step on his dark path. He would sacrifice them all in a heartbeat if it advanced 
his interests — taking the world but one moment closer to Armageddon. The very 
blackness of his soul yearned for the doom of all the world. He was the 
instrument of the Dark Gods. Their key to dark and shackled futures. Hang 
mercy, loyalty and rank presumption. His appetite for the end was the irresistible 
force that kept him moving forwards. Fatewards. Determined to see the 
destruction of all. Blade, flame, flood or famine. Archaon didn’t care — as long 
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before. 

That had been the reason Archaon had instructed a retreat and saved his army 
from death. A swift and bloody death at the hands of Gorath the Ravager and his 
Bloodsworn. It had been the reason he’d had the Hundun archer signal the 
Brothers Spasskov. It had been the reason he had left orders with the 
Tzeentchian sorcerer to halt the creaking advance of the Eisarnagga Glacier and 
unleash the howling energies of change on the colossal ice floe. Like an 
unbroken stallion, free of chain and halter, the glacier had charged away. A 
seething wasteland of ice had crumbled to a thick, berg-clashing slush that in 
turn had given way to the scalding torrent that had swamped, flooded and 
crashed its inescapable way south through the gorges and valleys of the Iron 
Mountains. 

Within several heart-stopping seconds, the tsunami of ice and dark water had 
smashed through both Gorath’s army of hate and the druchii formations that 
were standing their ground against him. Thrashing dark elves and Bloodsworn 
warriors were carried away by the thunderous current. The Hag Queen’s minion- 
soldiers at first thought to make for their stubby garrison towers but it swiftly 
became apparent that the fortifications — including the thorny crown of their 
keeps — were going to be under water. Some desperate druchii even 
contemplated climbing the tainted berg of dread rock upon which the Citadel of 
Spite sat. They were not given the chance to seal their doom in such a fashion, 
however, as the crashing meltwaters of the Eisarnagga snatched them from their 
purchase. 

Archaon nodded. That was better. The battlefield was much transformed. It 
was no longer a field, for a start. It was a rising, coursing body of black water as 
wide as the wooded mountains either side would permit. Even above the waters 
sloshing and creeping up the mountainside, Archaon could feel the freeze 
coming off the crystal cold river of ice. Amongst the tessellation of smashed 
bergs and slush, Archaon watched druchii and Chaos marauders drowning. They 
were dragged to the depths by their armour. They were smashed senseless into 
ice, rock and each other. They swam past one another — oblivious now to the 
threat each other presented. Archaon had poured cold water on both the dark 
elves’ murderous glee and the fiery rage that burned within the warrior-acolytes 
of the Blood God. Archaon allowed the water to do its worst. Druchii and 
marauder began to grasp for one another, pulling each other down below the 
surface of the black water. It wasn’t murder or battle — it was survival. Too far 
from anything that might be described as a shore, those dark elves and Chaos 
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warriors not bouncing along the valley bottom or smashed by the tumbling logs 
and debris were claimed by the cold. 

Archaon slowed Oberon. The steed’s flesh was steaming with the exertion of 
galloping up the mountainside. As the berg-crashing waters slushed rapidly up 
the slope, Archaon urged the horse on a little further at a slow trot, the Chaos 
watrior enjoying the carnage he had caused on the field of battle. He did not hear 
the druchii run up behind him. The silent assassin had trailed through the trees, 
up the mountainside, moments ahead of the rising waters. Archaon turned to find 
the athletic dark elf already behind him. He drew Terminus but by the time he 
had the druchii had cast his cloak aside and revealed the twisted blades of two 
longknives in his gloved hands. Leaping up onto Oberon’s rump, the assassin 
was Sitting behind the dark templar as he drove the knives down through 
Archaon’s armour. With the twisted blades skewered down through his flesh, 
Archaon roared his pain and anger. Both Terminus and his shield fell from his 
grasp. With the assassin turning the cruel blades inside him, Archaon too was 
tumbled from the saddle. 

Getting to his feet, Archaon could still feel the assassin on his back. Working 
his blades deeper into him. The druchii had no intention of letting go until the 
Chaos warrior had been well and truly skewered. Stumbling at a tree, Archaon 
ran at the trunk. Turning and smashing the assassin between him and the 
unforgiving wood, the dark templar bellowed his pain. He felt something crunch 
in the druchii, however and the assassin allowed a gasp of his own agony to 
escape his slight frame. Again and again Archaon smashed the assassin into the 
ice-threaded bark until finally he felt the murderous dark elf slacken his hold. 
Reaching back, Archaon grasped for the assassin’s wrist and wrenched it around 
in his gauntlet’s grip. Bones splintered in the wrist. Turning the assassin’s 
broken arm around he forced the druchii from his back and slammed him back 
against the tree. The assassin hissed his pain and intention to kill the Chaos 
warrior. Holding him against the tree by his throat, Archaon reached for one of 
the knives in his back. It was excruciating to withdraw the twisted blade. Once 
he had done so, he stabbed the longknife straight through the chest of its owner. 
The druchii gasped as the blade twisted straight through him and pinned him to 
the trunk. Extricating the second, Archaon stared into the assassin’s eyes as he 
used it to cut the druchii’s heart out and held the still-beating organ before him. 
Both warrior and assassin shared a moment of horrific understanding before the 
dark elf’s head fell forward. Stumbling away from the dead assassin, Archaon 
roared as he held the heart up to the sky and crushed it in his fist. As gore 
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When he turned to find Oberon he found that the horse was still and stricken 
with fear. Hovering above the tree tops was the midnight drake and the druchii 
witch. She had destroyed Gorath the Ravager. Now she would kill Archaon. The 
dark templar looked back down the slope to where he had dropped Terminus and 
his shield. 

Archaon looked from his bloody fist back up to the heavens, where the clouds 
had been rent asunder. From the swirling maelstrom above dropped a fireball 
that left a blood-murky trail of smoke. The witch lifted her staff. The drake’s 
slender maw opened wide. Archaon instinctively lifted his arms in front of his 
face. Instead of corrosive breath or a bladestorm of dark magic, the fiery heat of 
daemon hate washed over him. The fireball struck the dragon and its rider, 
slamming them into the mountainside with explosive fury. An inferno roared 
about witch and her monster. Peering through the gaps between the digits of his 
gauntlet, Archaon watched as some furious infernal entity fought through the 
flames. A daemon princess, of a terrible martial beauty, had descended. In 
crimson armour forged in Khorne’s own hate and bearing two great horns from 
her head, Archaon recognised the horrific creature as Valkia the Bloody — the 
Gorequeen sponsor of Gorath’s atrocities. The daemon had descended in 
celebration of the slaughter wrought in the valley below and in honour of her 
champion’s blood. Swinging a monstrous spear about her armoured form, she 
took the dragon witch’s head off, allowing the shock of its pale face and its 
lustrous length of hair to bounce down the wooded slope past Archaon. 

As the Gorequeen batted the drake’s jaws aside with a daemonshield bearing 
the teeth of its own horrific maw, Archaon took Oberon’s reins. Skidding down 
the slope, Archaon recovered Terminus and his shield. He left the doomed drake 
to the Gorequeen’s wrath, knowing that the daemon princess would need no 
assistance in despatching even such a beast. Shouldering the shield and sliding 
his greatsword into its scabbard, Archaon mounted his steed. As he rode back 
down towards the rising shoreline, he cast a glance back at Khorne’s dread 
consort. It was agony with the knife wounds in his shoulders but worth it to 
watch the monstrous daemon slice through the drake’s throat and bury her spear 
in the beast. Watching her, Archaon wondered if he too might one day earn the 
infernal patronage of a daemon sponsor. Some dark thing from the beyond to 
further his interests in the apocalyptic times to come. Riding for the waters, 
Archaon found himself snarling. Unlike Gorath the Ravager, he did not need 
such Ruinous favour. He would fulfil his destiny and become the Everchosen of 
Chaos with or without the help of the gods and their wretched servants. 
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Still Archaon urged Oberon on. He did not want to be around when the 
Gorequeen looked for other challenges with which to slake her bottomless thirst 
for blood and battle. 

As Archaon reached the rising fury of the frozen waters, he smiled to himself. 
The Ruinous Powers had never known a victory so devastating and complete. 
The dark templar promised them many more. At the water’s edge Archaon found 
several Bloodsworn knights clawing their way out of the coursing glacial flood. 
They were bereft of their smashed, mechanical mounts. Their joints of infernal 
workings were frozen and riven with ice. The appearance of their Gorequeen on 
the field of battle had driven them on but there they stood, like statues, waiting 
for an end. Archaon granted their wish. Splashing down into the freezing 
shallows, he drew Terminus and cleaved helmets from Chaotic constructs. A 
rusty ichor that passed for blood, dribbled down their breastplates and into the 
water, staining the shore brown. 

Archaon slapped his stallion’s scaly flanks with the flat of his smouldering 
sword, urging the beast on into the frozen waters. Clamping the saddle between 
his armoured thighs and taking the reins harshly with one gauntlet he swung 
Terminus about him with the other. Guiding the horse, who was now swimming 
through the black meltwater with his big, broad hooves, Archaon went with the 
current. As he headed for the rocky foundations of the Citadel of Spite — the 
Chaos war shrine now baptised in the rising waters that battered their way 
through the valley — the Chaos warrior slapped the water with scything sweeps 
of his blade. Each cut and thrust put flailing marauders and drowning druchii out 
of their ice-rimed misery. 

Archaon dug his heels into Oberon, forcing the steed to swim for their lives 
towards the horrific outline of the Spite. The dark templar could feel the horse 
struggling with the temperature. Archaon’s plate also had frosted and burned 
with cold through his leggings, numbing his limbs. Death kept them both busy. 
Screeching elves and current-fighting northmen swirled past them — an invitation 
to Archaon’s smoking blade. He hacked the slender appendages from freezing 
dark elves and through the Norscan plaits and wild facial hair of hoar-frosted 
skulls. A biped reptilian steed, which had long thrown its druchii rider into the 
chaos of the crashing spume, suddenly reared out of the white waters churning 
along the Spite’s glistening bedrock. It snapped at Oberon, eager that Archaon 
and his steed not supplant the beast’s precarious claw-tip purchase on the 
Citadel’s rocky hull. Oberon reared — whinnying his surprise and dipping 
Archaon waist-deep into the freeze. The dark templar smashed the reptile’s jaws 


6749 XRN 


aside with the pommel of his greatsword but the thing’s jaws snapped again with 
almost elastic insistence. Oberon instinctively leant away, nearly toppling 
Archaon into the rising waters that were racing away down the valley. Throwing 
himself back at the beast, Archaon sliced the reptile’s scabby throat clean open. 
Working its jaw in gushing disbelief, the reptile scraped free of its purchase and 
was dragged down the valley by the coursing waters. 

Sheathing Terminus, Archaon slapped the reins either side at Oberon’s thick 
neck, urging the stallion on up the same outcrop of rock to which the reptilian 
beast had been clinging. The dark templar needed to get them both out of the 
water. Skidding and sliding up the wet rock, the steed managed to mount the 
outcrop and Archaon urged them into the dry hollow into which the rock shelf 
led. Climbing down, Archaon turned back and watched the glacial waters climb 
up the slopes of the valley side, swirling up through the pines and firs, bouncing 
mangled clusters of corpses along the forested shore. Looking up, Archaon could 
see the dark stone of the Spite’s walls and the towers grasping for the sky 
beyond. Had the Chaos warrior not spent what seemed like an immeasurable 
eternity in the impossibility of the Wastes, the vessel might seem strange. A 
citadel that floated on a bedrock-berg of cavern-riddled stone. A floating fortress 
that harnessed the wind in its colossal, tower-spanning sails and drifted across 
the oceans, guided by dark magics. Vayne had been right. The Spite would make 
him a mighty flagship. First he must make the corrupted shrine to Chaos his 
own. He must discover her secrets and claim the treasures she had held onto for 
so long. Treasures denied even to the inquisitive Hag Queen of Naggaroth. 

Leading Oberon into the hollow, Archaon found his progress blocked by the 
rusty bars of a portcullis. Vayne had warned him about this. He had told the 
Chaos warrior that the dark elves enslaved all manner of deep-ocean beasts in 
the system of caves running through the fortress bedrock. Exterior gates allowed 
water in but imprisoned the creatures until they were unleashed on the druchii’s 
enemies on the high seas. Archaon knew that all manner of aquatic horror lay 
between him and his prize. Horrors that were all the more so for being exposed 
to the corruptibility of the Wastes. Stepping down from his steed, the dark 
templar took Terminus in hand and advanced on the portcullis. The darkness 
beyond was thick and stank of the deep. There was no way to open the gate from 
the hollow. All the gates were controlled by capstans in the floating fortress. 
Resting his back against the bars, Archaon took one in each hand and heaved 
skyward. After an extended grunt of exertion, the dark templar forced the 
portcullis back up into rocky ceiling. 
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There was a hiss. Something beyond was stirring. Archaon turned to find it 
slithering down the tunnel towards him. The thing was horrible to behold. A 
colossal black eel, with huge glazed eyes and an extendible jaw of curved glass 
fangs, each the length of Terminus. Despite its large disc-like eyes, the creature 
snapped blindly at the portcullis that Archaon had raised a handspan from the 
floor. Its fangs clashed against the rusty metal as the famished monster battered 
its head against the gate in a frenzy. Archaon watched the horrid thing for a 
moment, feeling the simplicity of its dark purpose. He stepped forward to let it 
sense the satisfaction of the meal he would make. The beast went wild, smashing 
its head bloody against the portcullis. Archaon leaned back and then thrust 
Terminus forward. The blade passed through the bars and straight into the 
rubbery flesh of the sea monster’s head. He held it there — the metal of the 
crusader sword sat in the thing’s brain as death throes rippled repulsively down 
its length. When he withdrew the weapon, the monster fell still. 

Forcing the portcullis up through its rusty workings, Archaon advanced up the 
creature’s slimy length, leading Oberon into the darkness. The knight wouldn’t 
ordinarily bring his horse into such a confined space, but with the waters rising 
up the bedrock of the Citadel of Spite and threatening to flood its labyrinth of 
caves and tunnels, Archaon had little choice but to allow the steed freedom to 
follow him. 

As the daylight diminished behind him, Archaon’s eyesight adjusted to his 
surroundings. It was a primordial blackness. The darkness of the deep. The 
druchii had imprisoned beasts of the ocean abyss. Then the warping powers of 
Chaos had crept in through the rock and shadow to re-craft the creatures into 
new horror. Archaon could imagine few places more damning and desperate. 
Somewhere in this dread place he was to find the first treasures of his Ruinous 
masters. The Chaos warrior cursed them for their twisted games. 

Desiccated weed hung from the rocky ceiling and the broad passage opened 
into a cavern. Archaon found himself smiling in the darkness. He could imagine 
how such a labyrinth might eat away at the nerve of those attempting to 
penetrate the depths of the lightless place. Even a lantern or torch would provide 
little illumination in such an environment. The rock was black. It soaked up the 
light, leaving nothing for the eye. At best a light source would simply show a 
foolhardy wanderer in the tunnels where next to place his boot. Tunnels would 
only be obvious to a traveller already within their craggy confines, while vast 
caverns and cave systems might pass totally unnoticed in the blanket of gloom. 

That most natural of fears — the dread of that you could not see — had little 
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Chaos warrior was part of that dread. Unlike many of his brothers of the 
damned, fighting their way through the insanity of the north, Archaon did not 
need to trust in light alone. He had been blessed with other ways of seeing. His 
soul was a blazing inferno of dark intent that cast all about him in the dreadlight 
of stinging shadow. Archaon’s time in the northern murk of the Wastes had only 
enhanced his talent further. This place — that would rob the worthy of their 
senses and feel its way into their chest with the chill talon of fear — was nothing 
to the Chaos warrior. He crunched through the twisting tunnels of the caves, 
across vaulted caverns and through the foetid shallows of groundwater lakes. 
Monsters waited for him there. Ravenous. Feasting upon one another in the 
absence of their ocean feeding grounds until only the most deadly of creatures 
remained. 

Taking Terminus — which struggled to summon even an anguished glow ina 
place of such of degenerate evil — and the shield upon which he carried the 
Ruinous Star of his calling, Archaon slapped Oberon on the hindquarters with 
the flat of his blade. The horse whinnied and clopped off into the darkness. The 
steed did not need much persuading to leave the warlord. Its skittish sense told it 
what Archaon already knew. That starved beasts from throughout the 
subterranean realm had been drawn down on him - led to their doom by his 
fresh stench. Archaon made it easy for them. Clashing Terminus against his 
shield, he roared his dares into the darkness. Then he saw them. Crawling. 
Slithering. Skittering their way towards him. Monstrosities of the deep of every 
shape and size. The only similarity they shared was the growl of their bellies. 

‘Come on, you wretched things,’ Archaon hissed through the gloom. ‘Hungry? 
Come get some.’ 

The killing began. Chitinous nightmares migrated across the cavern roofs, 
withdrawing into their shells before dropping like cannonballs against the Chaos 
warrior’s upheld shield. Twitching shrimp swarms clicked about him in the 
darkness, trying to get through his armour and burrow into his flesh. Giant, 
malformed crustaceans erupted from tight grottos — all spine and pincer — aiming 
to cut the dark templar in two. Lakes disappeared to reveal tentacular behemoths 
that glissaded across the cavern floor on their own slime, coming at the knight 
with glutinous feelers and blasting him with jets of stinking water streaming 
from blowholes in their octopod flesh. Coiled serpents launched at him, their 
trapjaw maws a pit of teeth framed with leathery frills that opened as they struck. 
Beasts that seemed all gulping mouth and stomach attempted to swallow him 
whole. Things that draped feathery tendrils about him from above burned both 
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armour and flesh. Scaly monsters with shovel-shaped heads and clamping jaws 
that attempted to drag the Chaos warrior into their cave lairs. 

Suddenly Archaon heard the shriek of his horse through the darkness. Taking 
the heads from humanoid things with snapping jaws and shells, Archaon 
scrambled across the slippery rock. Clipping tentacles and grasping appendages 
reaching from crevasses and grottos as he passed, Archaon slammed Terminus 
through the slimy skulls of serpents that slithered into his path. He saw the 
ghostly outline of his steed pinned to the cavern floor by some crustacean horror. 
The crab-beast was an armoured monstrosity of shell, chitinous legs and 
webbing between for the unholy creature’s propulsion through the water. A nest 
of pearlescent eyes danced about on thick stalks while the beast went to work 
with the crushing pincers of its four muscular claws. Oberon shrieked its animal 
horror. The crab-beast had the horse clamped between the rocky floor and the 
bottom of its clickety body. The thing opened its chunk-claw above the terrified 
horse. 

‘No!’ Archaon bawled, his announcement echoing about the caves. 

Batting away one opportunistic claw with Terminus, Archaon ran at the beast, 
chopping the top half of a second pincer away with a savage flash of the broad 
blade. The thing reared horribly, allowing Oberon a hoof-scrabbling moment of 
hope, but the horse was still firmly held against the ground by the crab’s shifting 
weight. A thick claw, as big as the Chaos warrior himself, swept in from behind, 
snatching his armoured form up in its crushing embrace. Archaon felt his plate 
buckle and mail split under the cleaving pressure. It was a second crab-beast, 
bigger than the first and intent on stealing the colossal crustacean’s prize. 
Turning Terminus about in his gauntlets, Archaon smashed the blade down 
through the chitinous crux of the claw in which he was clamped. Twisting the 
blade through the meat and sinew of the claw’s inner workings, the dark templar 
felt the beast release him. Dropping between the creatures, Archaon found his 
shrieking steed beside him. It was straining its neck to be free and Archaon laid a 
gauntlet on the horse’s nose before turning his attentions back to the 
monstrosities battling pincer and claw above them. 

Plunging his crusader blade into the second creature’s exposed belly, Archaon 
sawed through the softer shell, opening the creature up from below. It was slow 
to react but when the beast realised that half of its innards were trailing across 
the craggy floor, it withdrew behind its snapping claws. As the tips of crushing 
pincers glanced off the dark templar’s sword, Archaon worked his way within 
the beast’s feverish grasp. With a sweep of the blade Archaon took the monster’s 
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eyes from their twitchy stalks, blinding the thing. Terminus crashed down 
through the chitin, breaching the shell. Another cleaving swing over the Chaos 
warrior’s head broke through the thing’s armour and mulched what passed for its 
primitive brain. Taking a moment to catch his breath, Archaon dragged the tip of 
his messy blade along the rocky floor of the cave. Oberon had stopped shrieking. 
The horse was dead. Its thick, muscular neck was now just a bloody stump. The 
stallion’s magnificent head lay a little distance away. The crab-beast had sheared 
through its neck with one chunk-claw and discarded the animal’s head. 

Archaon felt the searing heat of fury run through his veins like lava. He 
charged the monster who had already started picking flesh from the carcass. 
Smashing two claws aside with his great sword he chopped an insistent third 
from an armoured appendage. Leaping up off the stallion’s body and from one of 
the monstrosity’s scuttling legs, Archaon heaved down on Terminus, his 
gauntlets hanging from the crossbars and his weight driving the broad blade 
down through the crab-beast’s shell like a spear. The blade slid straight through 
the creature and Archaon hung there for a moment as the clicking stopped and 
the creature’s limbs dropped and fell still. 

Tearing Terminus from the butchered crustacean, Archaon settled down on 
one armoured knee beside the dead steed. His steed. Oberon had been there 
through it all. His training as a knight. His life as a templar. He had followed the 
Chaos warrior north to his doom and had survived the insanity of the Wastes. He 
laid a gauntlet on the horse’s scarred flesh. Archaon felt a strange warmth wash 
through his chest. It was an alien sensation, feeling like some kind of illness or 
infirmity. A remembered weakness. He had killed so much and cared so little for 
so long that he had forgotten his affection for the stallion. It was hard to believe 
that the pair of them would never ride again. 

Archaon moved his hand across the beast’s still warm hide and through part of 
its midnight mane. 

‘Thanks for always being there,’ Archaon managed. He looked up. He sensed 
hunger in the darkness. Creatures were closing in. They smelled carrion. Hot 
blood, freshly spilled and horseflesh. They would pay for their curiosity. The 
dark templar pushed himself to his feet. Oberon was dead but he was still alive. 
The killing had to continue. 

Archaon cut, hacked, stabbed, sliced and smashed his way through the 
relentless onslaught of nightmares. Dripping with ichor and crunching through 
shattered shell and bone, Archaon fought them. He saw them slither and crawl at 
him, thinking he was blind to their advance; that he was easy prey. The 


6754 XRN 


emaciated creatures of the deep paid for their cruel instincts. Archaon cast their 
ugliness in the darklight of his being. He turned with speed and bloody 
assurance, cleaving claws, tentacles and wicked appendages from beasts who in 
turn were defenceless without them. The dark templar buried Terminus in the 
grim, fishy flesh of the sea monstrosities about him, opening the beasts up and 
filling the dank air with the foul odour of the depths. Soon Archaon was taking 
the fight to the beasts, slaying the warped, the scaly and the spined as they fed on 
the banquet of dead monstrosities about the Chaos warrior. Ravenous creatures 
feasting on each other’s foetid flesh, allowing Archaon to move through them, 
indiscriminately ending beasts lost in their own gluttony. 

Standing in the thick murk, his chestplate rising and falling with the efforts of 
dealing death, Archaon stopped. Salty gore dripped from his plate and chunks of 
gloopy flesh dribbled from Terminus. The shallows gathered about him as 
freezing glacial waters climbed the bedrock foundations of the floating fortress 
and flooded the cave systems that riddled its buoyant architecture. With the 
slaughter sinking into the freezing waters, the monstrosities retreated. Their 
element called to them — as did freedom — and they could smell the scent of 
easier prey flailing and bleeding in the waters outside the caverns. Washing the 
ichor from his armour and shield, Archaon sheathed and shouldered his 
weaponry and started to climb. He was certain his prize lay in the dark citadel 
above. Every crag, handhold and cutting purchase took him closer to it. 

The agonising ascent took him up the rocky sides of midnight chambers, 
through the abandoned grottos of fled monsters and up an abyssal dropshaft that 
weaved its crooked way through other cave systems and the inky vastness of 
open caverns. The climb was murderous. The rock was like climbing obsidian. 
All edges were sharp and surfaces greasy. The drops were dizzying — even in 
darkness — and the Chaos warrior had to risk heavy leaps of faith across razor- 
sharp chasms he could barely see. 

As his body burned with the unending exertion of the climb, Archaon’s hands 
felt the crumbling architecture of crafted stone. It was ancient and came apart in 
his fingers. It lacked the twisted angularity of the cave rock below and before 
long the dark templar found himself in the pulverised foundations of the druchii 
citadel. Staring about the lightless environs and heaving himself onto a 
precarious ledge, Archaon found he was in a dungeon, out of which the bottom 
had fallen. The stones about the dungeon walls — the ones the knight was 
perched exhausted upon — were the only ones to remain. Something attracted 
Archaon’s attention immediately. A door of black metal set in the opposite wall. 
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that held the Chaos warrior’s gaze. Between the dungeon door and the floor, 
Archaon could see a darklight that was not his own. A powerful evil lay in the 
passageways and chambers beyond. One so potent and pervasive that its 
darkness reflected off the walls and about the corners of the labyrinth in which it 
sat like the light and heat of a blinding inferno. 

Standing and edging carefully around the loose flagstones about the edge of 
the chamber, Archaon found himself before the entrance. He could feel the dark 
radiance through the metal of the door, even though the metal of the door itself 
was cool. Levelling his armoured shoulder against the ancient metal, Archaon 
heaved at the door. He would not be denied. Not this close to his prize. Not this 
close to the Altar of Ultimate Darkness. With some surprise, the dark templar 
went straight through the door. The dungeon door did not open. Its locks were 
firmer in their resolve than the door’s constitution and the black metal 
disintegrated about the warrior. 

Shrugging off the splintered shards of withered metal, Archaon brought up his 
gauntlet to shield his eyes. Even in a corridor of simple, black stone — like many 
that made up the dungeon vaults of the Citadel of Spite — Archaon found the 
brilliance of the darkness blinding. The walls were saturated with the sheer 
malevolence of the treasure the labyrinth contained. Its darklight shone off the 
floor, the stone and the walls. It burned to stare upon. He closed his eye but it 
made no difference. There was no blinding glare to block with a squinting lid. 
The socket of his other eye, covered in its black leather patch and within his 
helmet, could not be closed to such wonder. It saw the darkness of all the world. 
A truth that could not be seen to be believed. The shard of stone within his skull 
bled its warping potential throughout the Chaos warrior’s mind. A growl erupted 
from the dark templar’s chest. Something savage and animalistic. Like food, 
drink, physical gratification or to breathe, Archaon needed the evil beyond. It 
sang to him, blazing into his being with its scarring potency. He hungered for it. 
He lusted for it. He began to realise that he would simply die without it. 

Blinded though he was, Archaon sensed movement in the oblivion. He grunted 
the barbaric acknowledgement of an enemy. Many enemies. The labyrinth was 
swarming with the hunchbacked, the flesh-smeared, the shambling, the fang- 
faced and formed that were impaled on their own bones. Here were the druchii. 
The slaves. The unfortunates taken with the Spite by the unnatural storm. The 
miserable army of wretches that Dravik Vayne had left behind. The soul-ravaged 
remnants of dark elf corsairs and the Citadel’s legion of slaves. They only knew 
allegiance to the altar now. The Altar of Ultimate Darkness that Vayne had 


6756 XRN 


recovered and transported across the ocean for his power-hungry Hag Queen. Its 
corrupting influence had spread throughout the dungeon decks, the caverns 
below and the crew towers above. It had drawn them all to it. It had made 
mindless acolytes of them, twisting their minds beyond depravity and into the 
unknowing savagery of oblivion. Naked in their barbarity, their skin bleached to 
transparency by the darkness, they knew only that an interloper had entered the 
labyrinth. That the interloper was a threat to their mind-scalding shrine. That the 
interloper had to be torn apart. Groaning where mouths would still allow, the 
troglodytes lurched and shambled into one another, choking the passageways 
with their malformed number. 

Not unlike the army of unfortunates swarming about him, Archaon grunted 
with brute intention. He needed to kill. They needed to die. It was agony to hold 
the simple sense it made in his head. Archaon drew Terminus. Any remaining 
essence of the God-King’s intentions for the blade were gone. It had been 
forever polluted. Like Archaon, it was being re-forged in the fiery darklight. 
Like a furnace, the labyrinthine sanctum that housed the Altar of Ultimate 
Darkness — blazing with the abyssal radiance of immaculate evil — was remaking 
them both. The crusader blade burned no longer with torment of its godly 
service. The sword was swathed in a bloody flame. It seethed in silence. It gave 
itself — its cleaving edge, the profanity of its pommel and the upturned smile of 
its cross-guard over to the darkness it had once fought. The blade had turned. 
Archaon smiled with his weapon. It spread to the insanity of a death-drunk grin. 

The troglodytes chattered with their needle teeth. They drooled in the 
darkness. Bones broke as withered, claw-like limbs were brought to readiness. 
Archaon ran at them, his steps shattering the black stone beneath his boots. His 
roar sent great cracks and splits through the sanctum walls. He slammed into the 
freakish horde with his shield. No one troglodyte was his equal. Their twisted 
frames were lank and light. The passage was wall to wall with groaning bodies 
and the first few ranks of wretches were just smashed into oblivion by the sheer 
force. Skeletons shattered. Heads and malformed organs burst like ripe fruit. 
Archaon pushed at the mess. The floor became slick with blood and the dark 
templar skidded. There were simply too many troglodytes. Their obscene 
carcasses were crammed into the corridor and flesh and bone would give no 
more. Like a wave of misshapen flesh they rolled up behind the Chaos warrior. 
Within moments they were everywhere. Clawing, tearing finger-talons. Biting 
needle-jaws. Bludgeoning limbs that ended in bone growths. Emaciated arms 
and legs that stamped and strangled with a madman’s strength. They were before 
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legs, eager to find flesh through the plate and mail. Others hooked their way up 
his back and tore at his face and helm. The dark templar became lost in the 
blinding evil, adrift in a sea of corrupted flesh. 

He punched his blade through the horrid creatures and smashed them into the 
walls and floor with the unrelenting force of his shield. He smashed through 
skulls with the pommel of the greatsword and butted druchii malforms into a 
brain-splattered mess with his helmet. The dark templar pushed on through the 
labyrinth, feeling his way not only through the carnage but along the walls. 
Every junction was an agony. A wrong turn would mean minutes more of 
meaningless slaughter. The knight’s darksight didn’t abandon him, though. 
Although it was soul-razing to look upon, Archaon forced himself to stare into 
the blinding glare of doom reflected off the walls. Where the mind-scalding 
radiance was brightest, Archaon made his bloody path. 

The sea of bodies kept rolling in like a tide. Archaon was unyielding but step 
by step, death by merciless death, the gibbering droves wore him down. The 
thrust of his arm wouldn’t falter. His legs would stomp on through the meat at 
his feet. He would never surrender to the horde — even in their combined 
strength, tearing at him like a single creature of innumerable arms, claws and 
jaws. The troglodytes tore at the dark templar, their sharp nails like hooks in his 
armour and flesh. They wrenched pieces of plate from his body. They ripped his 
mail to shreds. The padding of his doublet became rags in their clutching, filthy 
claws. Archaon’s shield — bearing the Ruinous Star of the Chaos pantheon united 
— was torn from his arm and Terminus was taken from his blood-slick grip by the 
unrelenting throng. 

This did not stop the Chaos warrior. Fumble-fighting his way through the 
darkness, he was shrine-blind. He was without weapons, without armour, naked 
as a newborn and sliced to ribbons. But Archaon fought on. Dripping with blood 
— his own and everyone else’s — he used his fists, his feet, his knees, his elbows 
and his head to beat the monstrosities about him to death. He wrestled the 
troglodytes for their lives, breaking necks and spines, tearing withered limbs 
from their sockets and wrenching deformed skulls from torsos. He screamed his 
sacrifice to the sanctum ceiling and punched through ribcages to rip feeble hearts 
from malformed chests. He didn’t know where he was. Darkness had become his 
world and the blinding darklight of the altar was everywhere. Bodies carpeted 
the floor beneath his bare feet. The walls and surrounding architecture were wet 
with blood. Archaon became an infernal instrument of decimation. Some of the 
creatures he just broke to hear the chorus of their suffering. Others he killed 
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quickly. Mindlessly. A number he played with — allowing them hope before 
cruelly finishing them. He savoured the rest — enjoying their victimhood and the 
last gasps of their worthless lives. His guiding star — his star of Ruination — was 
always the end of all. His limbs felt like lead. His mind was overcome with his 
dark purpose. His heart thundered beneath the sliced flesh of his chest. 

Suddenly there were no more. There was nothing left to kill. It was a shock. 
Archaon grabbed out at the darkness — to make sure that there was nothing left 
hiding or cowering in the shadows. Archaon stumbled through the butchered 
bodies and fell against a stone column. The column was slick with spilled blood. 
On it Archaon’s bruised fingertips traced a symbol carved into the stone. He 
stared at the column as hard as he could but blinded by the absolute blackness in 
which he sat and the darklight all about him he could make out nothing. All he 
had was what he could feel. The bloody steam rising from his aching body. The 
air thick with the stench of fresh death. The stone beneath his gore-stained 
fingers. He knew the symbol instantly. It had been worn with dark pride by those 
he had fought and killed in the Wastes and those that had joined him in the 
killing. 

He stumbled across from the column and fell, almost braining himself on 
another. It bore the horror of another symbol. Another expression of another 
dark god, commanding followers in the Wastes and beyond. Archaon crawled 
through the bodies, eager to confirm the terrible picture he held in his mind. He 
found more columns and more symbols. Four larger pillars, each bearing the 
dread symbols of the gods of Chaos. The four Ruinous Powers of Chaos. The 
four horrific forces in the world to which the lost and damned pledged their souls 
— each holding the others in delicate balance. The obelisks formed the four 
points of a star, the four tips of a cross, the four corners of a square. Between 
each one Archaon found other columns, further out from the original four, which 
bore a multitude of other symbols — some the dark templar recognised and some 
he did not. Renegade entities, daemon princes of Chaos, Dark Gods 
masquerading as the barbarian deities of other races. Archaon had found it. One 
of the dark treasures of Chaos. The Altar of Ultimate Darkness. Holding one of 
the obelisks in his filthy hands, Archaon lowered his head in exhaustion and 
subservience. The darkness denied him the horror and beauty of the shrine. The 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness was not meant to be seen. It was meant to be 
experienced. It was a means by which a mortal might achieve communion with 
the gods. Its medium was darkness. And blood. About him Archaon heard the 
ooze and thick drip of blood from the bodies he had butchered. He had 
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Archaon got unsteadily to his feet. He glowered into the blackness. He saw 
only darkness. He heard only blood. He waited but nothing happened. His 
glower dropped to a smile of madness that swiftly became a snarl. 

‘This unholy quest is complete,’ Archaon announced to oblivion. ‘Now give 
me what you owe me, you abominable wretches...’ 

Archaon was suddenly struck from all sides by powerful bolts of dark energy 
that seared from the tips of the columns. The experience was beyond pain. 
Beyond feeling. Archaon roared and thrust his fists at the ceiling. The energies 
crackled across his flesh, burning the hair from his head and his body. The 
darkness sizzled over his skin, cauterising gashes and open wounds. The bolts of 
energy lanced through his mind and met in the dark templar. He felt the shard of 
wyrdstone rattle horribly in his skull. He felt his scalp burn where the energies 
seared into him, creating an eight-point crown of pain and black-scarring around 
his hairless head. Archaon felt the presence of darkness within him. His soul 
howled at the centre of damnation’s storm — being torn this way and that, but 
never straying from the serenity within the swirling havoc of dark voices, 
dreams and feelings that enveloped his being. He felt the darkness change him, 
as the height of the sun in the sky transformed the day into dusk and the dead of 
night into the dawn. 

Then as quickly as it had begun, the magnificent ordeal was over. Archaon 
was on his knees surrounded by corpses. His flesh was the bronze of dried blood. 
His body ached with the agony of battle. He trembled with power and potential 
undreamt of. The gods of Chaos were with him. They had blessed the venture 
that was his life of death. They had scarred their union into him: eight black, 
ever-smouldering marks, charred around his head like a Ruinous crown. 

Archaon pushed himself up and stumbled through the bodies. He fell from the 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness and clawed his way through the carnage to the wall. 
With his back to the overpowering evil of the blinding darklight of the shrine, he 
walked away with all the strength he could muster. He walked through the 
ruined sanctums, through the labyrinthine slave pits and the citadel 
underbarbicans. He felt his way along sharp passageways and through chambers 
of black stone. He met no opposition. He had killed all who had haunted the 
Citadel of Spite’s corrupted architecture. 

Grasping the slender bars of a warped and wicked portcullis, Archaon flung it 
up into the stone of the gate it barred. He strode through the archway, feeling the 
bite of the cold night air on his naked flesh. At first the gloom coming off the 
surrounding mountains and the searing stars in the open sky dazzled him. As his 
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eye adjusted from the absolute darkness of the floating fortress’s inner sanctums 
to the twilight outside, he wandered across the stone deck. Towers reared above 
him, colossal and crooked, challenging the mountain peaks for supremacy. 
Beyond, Archaon could hear the slosh of water and the clash of ice. Beneath the 
soles of his feet he could feel the gentle sway of the floating fortress — ever so 
slightly. As the glacier had melted and rampaged through the valleys, building in 
strength and volume, the Spite had started to rise on its freezing waters. Between 
the natural buoyancy of the cavern-riddled foundations of the floating fortress 
and the dark magics re-awoken by its baptism in the calamitous body of water 
forming about it, the jagged keel-ridge of the floating fortress had almost cleared 
the valley floor. 

Reaching the black stone battlements of the Citadel, Archaon looked down at 
the glossy, berg-choked waters that crashed along the druchii vessel. He then 
looked up the mountain slopes. The valley floor was gone. As were the bodies of 
the Hag Queen’s druchii army and Gorath’s Bloodsworn marauders. They had 
long been washed through the mountains and out towards the nearby western 
coast of Naggaroth. In the valley’s place was the broad, flowing course of a 
meltwater river. It was black with depth and white with shattered ice. On the 
mountainside nearby, the forest was ablaze. Archaon could see his army camped 
out on the water’s edge, above the snowline. Dravik Vayne had ordered the great 
pines and firs of the mountainside cut for huge bonfires. Even from the towering 
deck of the Spite, Archaon could see that victory over the druchii and the 
Bloodsworn had resulted in a celebratory mood. There was drinking, eating and 
the enjoyment of the fires. There was a union among Archaon’s army of the 
apocalypse that the dark templar had never known. 

He stood and watched for a minute before spotting Vayne, his sorceress and 
his corsairs down by the new shoreline. By the raging meltwater, Sularii and the 
Brothers Spasskov inspected the Tzeentchian’s sorcerous handiwork. Further 
along the shore, Archaon could see a line of armoured figures, kneeling and 
frozen in the snow. The battered remnants of Gorath the Ravager’s Bloodsworn 
knights — infernal warrior contraptions that had sunk in the glacial waters and 
slowly marched their way to shore to find their leader dead and their allegiance 
transferred. Archaon could see that Vayne was taking no chances with the 
clockwork knights and had them under his Slaaneshi guard. The corsair-captain 
himself paced the snowy shore, not taking his eyes off his beloved Spite. When 
he finally saw his warlord and master standing at the battlements and looking 
down upon the encampment, the dark elf’s laughter echoed up and down the 
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mountainsides. He clapped his hands in grinning approval before picking up 
Sularii and savagely kissing the sorceress. 

‘T told you he would do it,’ Dravik Vayne laughed. He called up at Archaon. 
‘Permission to come aboard!’ 

As Vayne’s carrying jubilation drew the eyes of the celebrating army to the 
Spite’s towering battlements, as marauders, beastmen and Chaos warriors saw 
their general’s blood-drenched form, horns were sounded, swords and shields 
were clashed and a roar of supremacy rose to meet him. 

‘Permission granted,’ the Chaos warlord told them. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


‘Always know that you know nothing...’ 

‘The Way of the Kyu-Shinobi is the way of death 
unseen, proceeding from every darkness and 
shadow...’ 

‘Even monkeys sometimes fall from the trees...’ 
‘The arts of death did not fail you — know that it was 
not the art that failed — it was you...’ 

‘Victory is ever in your grasp — even if you fail to 
achieve it...’ 


— Dark Empress Shotoko of the Invisible Army, 
from The Nine Disciplines of the Kyu-Shinobi 
(Trans: The Bloody Pool of 

Myriad Rivers Merging) 


The Saturnine Sea 
The Great Eastern Ocean 
Vermintide 


And so Archaon headed out across the expanse known as the Great Eastern 
Ocean. It rivalled the Wastes or the Steppes beyond the Worlds Edge Mountains 
for its mind-breaking endlessness. Dark, choppy seas gave way to glassy waters. 
Land was a rare treat. 
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The Spite kept no log. No records of where the floating fortress and its 
growing corsair flotilla had been or where it was going. The weather changed so 
regularly that there was little point in following its fickle nature in ink. The 
floating fortress crashed through intruding ice, struggled through furious squalls 
and cut across the crystal calm of sun-scorched seas. With the ocean so vast and 
open and the heavens so changeable, it was became difficult to keep track of 
time. The sun did rise and set but the days ran into one another like paint on 
canvas. 

Like Father Dagobert with his torturous translations of The Liber Caelestior, 
the floating fortress and its flotilla of captured vessels pushed on into the 
unknown. Brooding in his throne, atop the Spite’s tallest tower, scope in hand, 
Archaon would have the priest read the insanity to him. It didn’t make much 
sense to the Chaos warrior. Dagobert — the portly priest wrapped up in his moth- 
eaten furs — was never without the damned tome. His wild, grey hair draped both 
his fat face and the book over which he was perpetually hunched, creating a 
private booth for his distractions. The mind-twisting translations had driven him 
to madness and back — at some times convincing the priest that he knew 
everything and at other times that he knew nothing. When Archaon’s anger got 
the better of him — threatening to pitch both the tome that toyed with his 
existence and the priest translating it over the tower battlements — it took 
Giselle’s entreaties and distractions to calm him. In less dangerous moods, 
Dagobert tried to placate the dark templar with analogies and comparisons. He 
told Archaon The Celestine Book of Divination was very much like the telescope 
through which he scanned oceans and his future the horizon. He insisted that the 
same spot in the distance might appear very different from different approaches 
or through the perversities of changing light and weather. This did not please the 
Chaos warlord any more. 

Archaon’s destiny ate away at him. He had achieved the first treasure of the 
Chaos gods and had been blessed with their Mark. As the years passed and he 
made the ocean his own, Archaon noticed the changes such a blessing had 
brought him. Like an animal, his senses had grown keen. He smelled the fear in 
those about him. His teeth had grown sharp and his tongue tasted his impending 
victories on the air. He could hear the blood gush through his enemies’ veins. 
Staring hard enough, he could see through the very flesh of his opponents. He 
could see the horror of their innards and the exposed vulnerabilities their 
weakling bodies presented. He could see the cracks of former breakages in bone; 
the positions of organs hiding within cages of rib; hearts that beat like entrancing 
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his attacks savage, blistering in speed and frenzied in execution. 

Within, Archaon was like cold stone. His own doubts and fears were 
afterthoughts. Every action had the full commitment of body, mind and soul. 
Every stab and sweep of his sword was blessed with boldness. He believed he 
had overcome every failing, every challenge, every enemy and like wings that 
belief took him far. Between his blade and their secret doubts, his enemies undid 
themselves before him. Archaon would entertain no fantasies of death — no 
delusions of grand failure. He walked, thought and killed with the assurance of a 
god — though unlike many of his calling, he had no aspirations to be one. Such 
figments of fancy were a weakness — and Archaon believed he had none. 

Other changes were more physically obvious. Networks of blue veins 
appeared through his pallid flesh, forming insane patterns across the surface of 
his body. Showing Dagobert, the priest did not seem to know the dialect but the 
Brothers Spasskov recognised it instantly, telling Archaon that he was bleeding 
the incantations of ancient magical wards through his skin like a tattoo that 
covered his body. The warlord was suspicious but the sorcerers told him that it 
was a blessing from the gods — the veins and letters forming an enchantment, 
like a suit of ringmail beneath the surface of his skin. 

When Archaon had his sword, shield and crusader armour recovered by 
Vayne’s corsairs from the caves below the Citadel, they were all a mess. His 
battered shield was covered in sucker marks from a great squid beast he had 
fought and the greatsword Terminus was stained with gore. His plate was 
scratched and his chainmail in shreds. Upon reassembling the mess, he 
discovered that the suit of armour had an infestation. A cloud of tiny black flies 
— so tiny, they were all but impossible to make out individually. All attempts to 
rid the rank plate of the infestation failed. When still, the flies settled and 
accumulated on the armour, making Archaon one with the darkness in poor light. 
When the Chaos warrior moved, the disturbed flies formed a haze drifting about 
him like a miasma or black mist. In combat Archaon found that the mist 
distracted his enemies and masked some of his movements and evasions. Over 
time, the dark templar’s intentions to rid himself of the infestation faded, 
adapting his ducks and weaves to the mist’s movements. 

Such gifts and adaptations made Archaon only hunger more for the treasures 
and blessings of Chaos. He was the chosen of the Dark Gods but not the 
Everchosen. Not general of the daemonic legions, not herald of the End Times 
and the coming apocalypse. Unlike the Altar of Ultimate Darkness that the 
Citadel of Spite carried within its depths, Father Dagobert’s heretical volume 
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said little about the location of his next treasure. All the priest could tell him 
from the twisted translations was that it was an ancient relic of infernal 
significance. The priest gleaned that the artefact was to be found in a tomb, in an 
undiscovered land, somewhere in the Great Eastern Ocean. It had been the 
torment of such details that had driven Archaon to adopt the life of a buccaneer. 
For years he had had warriors and captains chasing every clue and scrap of 
information regarding the treasure’s nature, location and existence. Many failed 
to return, while others returned to the Spite with little more than their lives. In 
some of the warlord’s most desperate moments he deprived them even of those, 
but most he simply sent off again in pursuit of some new intelligence or 
possibility. 

Archaon had sent his marauders to their deaths in the jungles of Pahaulaxa, to 
the south sea islands of cannibal giants, the Hinterlands of Khuresh and the 
Witch seas of Naggaroth. His warbands plundered lost cities, put entire islands 
and their primitive civilisations to the flame and fought savage southerners of 
similar ilk and madness from the bottom of the world. Those that did return 
carried with them innumerable tales of lost treasures, cursed artefacts and lands 
of the lost. There was little to narrow Archaon’s miserable search. Poring over 
maps recovered with enemy ships, ancient scraps, charts and improvised 
scribblings, Archaon discovered nothing that would tell him of the treasure’s 
location. The Chaos warrior thought he might go mad. 

For a year or two, insanity did indeed prevail and the ocean ran red with the 
blood the warlord spilled in the mortification. Every sign of civilisation sighted 
through the warlord’s scope was destroyed. Coastlines were ravaged. Forests 
were torched. Ancient city-ports were turned to sunken rubble. Lone vessels, 
convoys and fleets were attacked on sight. Crews were butchered and ships 
blasted from the waves. Archaon’s armada left thousands of bone-littered wrecks 
in its wandering wake. Portly merchantmen and greatships from the west; 
slavers, pirates, raiders and marauders; flotillas of oriental and druchii 
designation. 

Archaon became the terror of the Eastern Ocean. The Dragon Emperor 
despatched fleets of mighty war junks to destroy Archaon’s armada after Heyang 
was sacked and burned. The druchii corsair kings of the Broken Lands called 
him the Red Death. The Hobgobbla Khan slavehulks avoided the Chaos armada 
like a plague, while the actual plaguefleet of Papa Feste failed to bring the guns 
of his bloated galleons on Archaon on several occasions. Both the maritime 
empires of the Man-Chu marauders and the Nipponese pirates of the Kironshima 
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island chains in their skull-adorned catamarans and outriggers prayed to their 
fire gods for aid against Archaon’s dread fleet while the lizard men of Hexoatl 
and the Emerald Empire sacrificed each other to Tzunki and their Old Ones to 
rid them of the raiding warlord. 

Dravik Vayne and the armada’s Chaos lieutenants knew they had lost their 
master to madness the day he left aboard a flotilla of recently recruited junk- 
raiders with their defecting Man-Chu crews for company. The Spite had sighted 
a Clanfleet bearing the markings of the Eshin. Vayne had told Archaon it was a 
trap and that the skaven assassins of the Ind and the Lords of Decay had long 
plotted his downfall. This did not sway the mindless warrior, who sailed straight 
into the brown, stinking filth that was the Saturnine Sea and the fleet of fat, 
filthy dhows waiting there. The verminships were armed with cannons that 
projected unnatural flame that set many of Archaon’s black junk-raiders ablaze. 
The dhows were also swarming with skaven decked in the black headdress and 
rag robes of warrior-assassins. Bare-pawed and armed with an assortment of 
curved sabres, cleaver falchions and kris-blades — each glazed with all manner of 
exotic poisons — the creatures were nimble and trained in the low arts of death. 
The clanships vomited forth skaven in such number — swimming, swinging and 
leaping from their fat vessels — that Archaon’s flotilla of marauder junk-raiders 
were swiftly swamped with Eshin vermin. 

Vayne knew better than to disobey his master’s orders but when the flotilla 
didn’t return, the corsair-captain set a course for the brown miasma that was the 
Saturnine Sea on the horizon. The effluent waters bobbed with the corpses of 
Man-Chu raiders and ratmen alike, many bearing the trademark butchery of the 
warlord, both enemy and ally. Vayne considered it unlikely that despite being 
new additions to the armada, the piratical raiders of the Man-Chu would turn on 
Archaon. Vayne had every flaming wreck and piece of wreckage searched. They 
found him in the belly of a verminship. The vessel was listing badly and still 
aflame. Within they discovered their lord amongst a tangled nest of dead 
assassins. The ratmen had been broken, smashed and gutted. Some of their 
death-smeared weapons had found their mark, however. Archaon had been cut 
and stabbed by the assassins but had fought his way to bloody victory. Vayne 
found him still smashing what remained of a skaven’s skull into the hull of the 
verminship with groaning insistence — the victim of some murderous delirium. 

‘Secure the ship,’ Vayne told Archaon’s Swords as the grim sentinels stood 
over their crazed master. When Eins and Zwei didn’t move, Vayne pushed, “The 
master will want the wonder of the ratmen’s cannons at his command. This hulk 
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is going down. Have the vessel jury-rigged for return to the Spite’s drydocks in 
accordance with your overlord’s wishes as well as his wellbeing.’ 

Taking a moment to demonstrate their displeasure, the silent Swords left the 
site of degenerate massacre and attended to the skaven ship. The sorceress 
Sularii watched them go, flanked by a pair of Vayne’s druchii corsairs. As the 
winged warriors left, excitement cut through the mask of dour concern that sat 
on her sharp features. 

‘Are we going to do it?’ the sorceress asked. 

Vayne allowed himself a wolfish smile. 

‘There’|l never be a better time,’ the dark elf captain told her, stepping daintily 
through the carnage, limbs and dismembered bodies. He turned to the corsairs. 
‘Go. Watch the Swords. Ensure they are distracted with the doom of this vessel.’ 

The druchii nodded. The corsairs nodded and left to attend to their duties of 
subversion and sabotage. Archaon moaned as what remained of the skaven’s 
skull disintegrated in his hands. He looked up at Vayne and his sorceress with an 
unseeing eye. He wasn’t blood-drunk. This was no blessing or affliction of the 
Blood God. Quite the opposite. He was lost in a storm of sensual savagery. A 
storm of the corsair-captain’s arrangement. The experience was more than a gift 
from the lieutenant and his Prince of Pleasure. It was a dreamy distraction. The 
air was muggy with death and the passion that had brought about such endings. 

Vayne soaked up his master’s ecstatic sufferings. He knelt down behind the 
warlord, laying his slender hands on the Chaos warrior’s shoulders. He leant in 
to Archaon’s ear. The chosen of Chaos seemed not to know he was there. His 
neck spasmed and his head twitched in some private heaven of his murderous 
making. Vayne kissed the brawn of Archaon’s blood-speckled neck and nibbled 
at his master’s ear. 

‘T wish I could be in there with you,’ he hissed lasciviously. Turning his head, 
for a moment, it seemed that the warlord had understood him. 

‘Dravik...’ Sularii warned, coming up behind the corsair-captain and needling 
the druchii’s shoulders with her own dagger-sharp nails. The realisation that 
Archaon might not be as lost in his never-ending moment of bliss as first thought 
sent a thrill of horror through the dark elves. The Chaos warrior could snatch for 
his heretical blade — buried in the muscle-bound body of some rat monster half- 
breed — and end them for their treacheries. ‘Dravik...’ Sularii groaned, sensing 
the imminence of her end. Even the prospect of her death excited the dark elf 
sorceress. Archaon seemed to be fighting the deviancies he was experiencing. A 
snarl wrinkled its way through his lip. The warlord had been locked in the 
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Taking his face in the digits of his willowy fingers, the druchii leant in and 
kissed the chosen of darkness, the chosen of the Ruinous Powers and now the 
sole chosen of Slaanesh. 

‘Dravik...’ Sularii moaned once more. The sorceress ached for her captain. It 
was his genius that had led them to this. To the darkness below the Citadel and a 
shrine of Chaos unseen. Blind to both the dangers of treason and the blood- 
drenched altar before which he kneeled, Dravik Vayne — champion-subject of 
Slaanesh — had run his fingers over the symbols and sigils crafted into the erotic 
suggestion of the shrine’s stone. The Prince of Pleasure had promised him such 
raptures. Such satisfactions. Such sorrows. Gone were notions of fearful 
allegiance. The Ruinous Powers unified in one goal and behind one champion. 
The god-serpent that had him in the snaking, crushing coils of euphoria had 
whispered secrets to the dark elf’s soul. That Archaon the Chosen was a false 
prophet of darkness. That Slaanesh did not share glory. Slaanesh the Selfish. 
Slaanesh the Craving. That the Hag Queen of all Naggaroth was but the Prince 
of Pleasure’s concubine. That she would be Dravik Vayne’s also and see him to 
the Witch King’s throne. 

‘Dravik...’ 

The serpent promised him such wondrous things. Arousing within him 
appetites unknown. The depths of bottomless greed. Lust for absolute power. 
The serpent wounded him with taunts and accusations. It laughed through the 
echo of his excuses and passed water on his pride. The Prince of Chaos told him 
that above this Altar of Ultimate Darkness lay a vessel that was his to command 
alone and an army that awaited enslavement. Above lay a legend to be claimed; 
that Archaon’s great accomplishments could become his own. That in a death 
claimed, the Chaos warlord and his infamy would become Vayne’s own. Dravik 
Vayne — corsair, captain and champion of Slaanesh. Slayer of slayers. Averter of 
the World’s End. The times would not be Archaon’s to end — for without the 
endless pleasures of the world and time to enjoy them, there would be no need 
for a prince to champion them. 

‘Dravik...’ 

The bright rising star that was Archaon’s soul would belong to Slaanesh. He 
would not be fought or brought to battle. Such delusions were suicide. Rather 
than face the certain slaughter of Archaon’s sword, Vayne had used the blade 
against him. The corsair-captain had his sorceress — who was not without skill in 
outlandish potions and poisons — concoct an intoxicant of power and potency. 

Without wanting to risk discovery in the poisoning of his overlord’s meat or 


6769 XRN 


wine, or the swift death that would come of spilling even a single drop of his 
master’s unholy blood with bane-smeared needle-knife or stiletto blade, Vayne 
decided on Terminus as the mode of deathly transmission. At opportunity and in 
secret, Vayne massaged the metal of the weapon with Sularii’s intoxicant. A 
poison of the soul, it moved quickly through the blood. With every foe that fell 
beneath the blade, the intoxicant spread — entering the unfortunate victim on the 
sword and infecting their blood with an unthinking ecstasy. Each soul in such 
taking became the Prince of Pleasure’s own. As Archaon finished his infected 
foes with skill and economic butchery, he breathed the blood of the fallen that 
hung on the air like a red mist in the warlord’s murderous wake. Speck by speck, 
droplet by airborne droplet, Vayne found a way through the Chaos warrior’s 
considerable defences without even having to lift a blade of his own. Day by day 
and death by death, Archaon fell into the Prince of Pleasure’s embrace. He 
became a degenerate. A wanton savage. Moaning the incomprehension of what 
was happening to him. Insensible to everything but the murderlust of his flesh’s 
own fire, Archaon fell from the certitude of his apocalyptic path and into an 
exultant bliss. 

Dravik Vayne had been an adoring follower of both Khaine and the Prince of 
Chaos. He was a lover rather than a fighter. He was not some bludgeoning 
champion of the Blood God or the Ruinous Star, mindlessly swinging his 
weapon like a woodcutter at the trunks of trees in a forest without end. His 
talents lay in the glories of murder. In the taking of a life before his foes knew 
that it had even been lost to them. So it was with his master Archaon. 

‘Dravik...’ 

And it was done. The corsair’s wicked dagger had passed through Archaon’s 
throat as though it were rancid butter. Blood gushed between them, splashing 
Vayne’s neck and scale armour with the heat of his master’s blood. The druchii 
pulled his lips from those of the warlord. The snarl was gone. Archaon didn’t 
grab for the grievous wound or rise and stumble for help. He sat there in the gore 
of others, in gore of his own pooling about him. Allowing. Accepting. Enjoying. 
He grinned like a lust-drunk idiot. The Prince of Pleasure’s glorious torments 
waited for him beyond a necessary death. Archaon willed it on. Waiting. 
Wanting. As Archaon died before them, Vayne and the sorceress became lost in 
their own pleasures. The Chaos warrior was barely aware of the pair as they 
rolled through the blood and carnage about him. He was lost in death-raptures of 
his own. The end was coming. 
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Perhaps I chose unwisely? There is time. There is 
time, before the end. To start again. To twist the 
destinies of men unborn and create calamities of my 
own making. Perhaps the failure is in my blood, 
forever to repeat itself. Ambition that is blind unto 
itself. Treachery. Murder. The service of the 
Ruinous Powers accomplished through the service 
of the self? The dark nectar of the gods. But in 
whose service is my pawn? My gods? My daemon 
need? Doom, plain and simple it seems. His own. 
And the doom of all else. What kind of corruption is 
this? What kind of perversity? Nothing I slipped into 
the ripe fruit of his soul. No blessing he was given 
by my abyssal overlords. Not my patrons. Not my 
princely foes. It is a kind of mortal madness. What 
kind of man lives not for the gifts of greed — for 
power, for supremacy and eternity? What kind of 
man exists only to end all other forms of existence? 
Cannot a man’s future be corralled? Must it buck 
the saddle, the chains and halters of fate? This soul 
must be tamed. But not by me. As we all come to 
learn, the best lessons are those taught to us by our 
enemies. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


‘To be the hammer or the anvil. Destiny affords only 
these choices.’ 


— Khureshi proverb 


The Hellespont 
The Great Eastern Ocean 
The Festival of Ghosts — Year of the Jackal 


“You’re awake.’ 

Archaon was. It was a statement, but in the accent sounded like a question. 
Through the haze of a befuddled mind, the Chaos warrior thought it sounded like 
a celestial or easterner. Archaon began to fade. A slap across the face brought 
him back to consciousness. He grabbed at the wrist to which the hand belonged 
and found it to be spindly and ancient, but possessing great strength for such a 
withered limb. He tore the wrist back from the Chaos warrior’s grasp. “You have 
slept enough,’ the ancient told him. 

Rubbing the crusty confusion from his eye, all Archaon could see was a 
ghoulish blue light. It faded. Then there was movement. Bodies. Rippling skin. 
Writhing bodies. Archaon kicked back across the rocky floor and found that but 
for his eye-patch, he too was naked. His mind raced to catch up. He didn’t know 
where he was or what was happening. Then, in the eerie blue light that 
illuminated the cave, he recognised the horrific mass. It was the Fleshstorm — the 


6772 XRN 


spawn that fought for the Brothers Spasskov, and by extension himself, when 
their disgusting talents were needed. Unfortunates of the Great Lord of Change, 
the Fleshstorm was a single morphing entity, made up of thousands of 
assimilated bodies. Bone creaked, snapped and fused into monstrous frames 
while the naked flesh of the spawn writhed and stretched, seamlessly melting 
into one another. Arms reached out for him, while faces pushed through the 
horror in silent screams. Some individual spawn managed to break free and 
slowly, painfully tried to crawl away. They were all mangled limb and insanity, 
however, and rarely got far before the Fleshstorm reclaimed and reabsorbed 
them. 

Archaon’s palms were suddenly wet. He had backed through something warm 
and slick on the cave floor. He turned and found his face splattered with the 
same disgusting residue. Archaon had been a slayer of men long enough to know 
the temperature and copper-tang of blood. Tearing flaps of dribbling flesh from 
his face and back, Archaon flung them back at the mound of flesh and innards he 
had backed through. In the blue light the pool of blood and butchery appeared 
purple and seemed to be dripping from the rocky ceiling above the mound. It 
appeared as though someone had exploded or been turned inside out. 

“What in the Netherhell do you think you’re doing?’ the cracked, ancient voice 
complained. ‘So surprised to see these monstrosities that fight in your name? 
Eh? These things of darkness you gather about you?’ 

Archaon grunted. He was not used to seeing their insides on display. He felt 
the bile rise up the back of his throat. The voice was intensely annoying — like a 
distant scream that would not end or a mosquito buzzing continuously beside the 
ear. 

‘Who are you?’ Archaon demanded to know. ‘Where are we? How did I get 
down here?’ 

‘Questions,’ the voice bounced about the cave. ‘So many questions, Archaon — 
chosen of the Infernals — the Daemon-Emperors of the north — the greater 
darkness beyond the Great Bastion. Perhaps they gave their blessing too easily? 
Eh? Perhaps you were judged worthy before your time?’ 

‘Show yourself!’ Archaon roared, smearing blood from his eyes. He squinted 
into the intensity of the blue light. It seemed to be moving about the rocky 
chamber with an ungainly motion. Archaon walked straight into the blinding 
blueness and found the wizened silhouette of a hunchbacked old man. He 
grabbed the ancient by the neck, despite the intensity of the blue light emanating 
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back and forth. The old man shrieked like a strangled hawk as his body bounced 
about like a bag of bones. 

‘Who are you?’ Archaon demanded. 

Suddenly the blinding blue light was gone, glowing and growing in another 
part of the cave. In his murderous grip Archaon held a thing of knotted bone, 
flesh stretched to transparency and multiple limbs like some kind of human 
spider. Of the ancient there was no sign. Archaon cursed. The ancient was some 
kind of sorcerer or magician. Tossing the useless spawn back into the mountain 
of morphing bodies, Archaon ran at the blue light. It was emanating from the 
wasted ancient, who was getting to his feet with difficulty after assuming the 
form of some misshapen thing that was crawling away from the Fleshstorm. 

The multiple limbed horror shrivelled to the wizened torso and willowy arms 
and legs of the ancient. It was as though he had morphed into the unfortunate 
thing and assumed its flesh for his own form. He squawked in terror as Archaon 
kicked at him. Taking a second head clean off the spawn, the Chaos warrior 
snatched up a small boulder of black stone from the cave floor and heaved it 
above his head. The transformation now complete, Archaon beheld a shrivelled 
old man, squinting at him in fear from the floor. Like Archaon he was naked but 
for a brilliant blue jewel — an oval sapphire — that was embedded in the flesh of 
his forehead. Like a third eye, the jewel was shot through with a sliver of 
darkness at the heart of its blinding brilliance that made it appear like the eye of 
some great reptile or dragon. The sliver widened and the ghoulish glow from the 
gem dimmed while the ancient’s wasted limbs waved out in front of him in 
panic. The old man was stuck — unable to roll away because of his hunched 
back. 

‘Who are you?’ Archaon bellowed, the bludgeoning rock towering 
dangerously over the frail form of the old man. Disorientated and agitated like 
some tormented beast, Archaon was in no mood for games. He wanted answers 
or people would die. 

‘All right, all right, all right,’ the ancient bleated. What was left of his long, 
grey hair and the lustrous strands of his moustache plastered his age-mottled 
skull. ‘Help me.’ 

Archaon tossed the rock aside and took the old man by one gnarled and bony 
hand. The ancient dusted himself off, untangling his wrinkled head from his hair. 

“Your name,’ Archaon demanded. 

‘That is no way to treat your saviour,’ the ancient told him, prompting 
Archaon to bring up his hand to strike the old man. ‘All right, all right, all right.’ 
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The ancient bent down with difficulty to pick up a bone — a femur — from the 
floor. He scooped up some scraps of shredded clothing. Filthy rags littered the 
cave where the Fleshstorm had assimilated fresh unfortunates fed to it by the 
Brothers Spasskov. As he pulled the shredded Man-Chu robes over his 
mountainous hunch and his sharp bones, the femur grew in his hand to the length 
of a warped staff. Without effort, the blue sapphire simply popped from the 
ancient’s forehead, without leaving a cavity or as much as a dimple in his flesh. 
Catching the glorious gem, he slotted the eye-gem into the crowning joint-crook 
of the bone. Archaon found the new dullness of its glow entrancing. The potent 
energy the jewel seemed to give off made him lightheaded. 

“You are Sheerian...’ Archaon said. 

‘Tam Khezula Sheerian,’ the ancient repeated. 

Except he wasn’t repeating anything. Archaon had the information moments 
before the sorcerer uttered it in his outlandish accent. The old man emphasised 
every syllable. 

‘Sheeriang,’ Archaon said, but the ancient shook his head with swift anger and 
annoyance. 

‘Tam Khezula Sheerian...’ the sorcerer said. ‘Not Sheeriang you simpleton 
with your sharp teeth and bullock’s tongue.’ 

“You are a daemon sorcerer...’ 

‘I am daemon sorcerer of the Great Changer of Ways.’ 

The ancient’s ugly squint proved even ghastlier with his attempt at a smile. 
‘Do not mind the Eye,’ he said, shaking the glorious blue jewel in the head of the 
staff. ‘It sometimes has that effect on the weak of mind. Like the spyglass, it sees 
far. Farther than you can possibly imagine. Like the spyglass up close, however, 
things can become distorted and disorientated.’ Archaon was bewitched by the 
gem. Drawn to its unnatural power like a man to the spectral hopes and dreams 
for his future. Under Sheerian’s control the gem dimmed further and the sorcerer 
knocked the tip of the staff — nestled jewel and all — against the Chaos warrior’s 
head. Archaon blinked. 

‘Who are you?’ Archaon demanded savagely. Sheerian shook his head and 
began mumbling curses in a language the dark templar did not understand. He 
walked away, leaning on the staff and dragging his bird’s leg through the grit on 
the ground. He picked up some rags from the floor of the cave and threw them at 
the Chaos warrior. 

‘Cover yourself,’ the ancient said, ‘for the Great Changer’s sake and the sake 
of his servants.’ 


6775 XRN 


‘IT mean,’ Archaon said, anger at himself growing behind his fumbled words. 
‘Who are you? What are you doing here? What am I doing here? What is 
happening?’ 

Sheerian silenced the dark templar’s questions with a scowl and a flap of his 
bony fingers. 

‘T have watched you, chosen one,’ Sheerian said. ‘From afar. The Eye showed 
me both your victories and your failures. You would be Everchosen — champion 
of the Daemon Lords of the Great Northern Darkness. You would be herald of 
the apocalypse. Master of the End Times of both man and god.’ 

Archaon stared at the ancient as he hobbled about the cave. He tied the rags 
about his waist like some Darklands barbarian. 

‘I am he,’ Archaon said. 

‘Did you not think you would face others who would covet such a prize?’ 
Sheerian put to him. 

‘T have put a bloody end to many who harboured such false hopes,’ the Chaos 
warrior uttered with pride. 

‘On the battlefield, yes?’ the ancient sorcerer said. “You are a mighty warrior — 
the Infernals would not doubt it, Archaon of the Western Empire, but there are 
many mighty warriors from which the Dark Gods of the world may choose their 
champion. You think that they were all going to come at you head on? Head on, 
the way you would face them in return. On the field of battle, you look for 
weaknesses to explore in your enemies’ approach, no? Unprotected flanks? 
Breaks in formation? Overconfidence in the attack? Did you ever think that the 
most dangerous of your foes — your competitors for the Ruinous blessings of 
eternity — might come at you sideways, eh? That they might drop on you from 
the sky? That they might rise from the deeps?’ 

‘Speak plainly,’ Archaon warned. ‘My patience wears thin with your 
convolutions.’ 

‘Always rushing on ahead,’ Sheerian said. ‘Eager to be part of a future you are 
creating for yourself. Never spending the time to take stock. To consolidate your 
position before pushing on into the dangers ahead. It is why you have not seen 
this coming. It is why you are betrayed by those you would trust to prosecute 
your will. Why the army you have worked so hard to build will tear itself apart 
above us.’ 

“You speak lunacy, sorcerer,’ Archaon said, but his voice lacked its usual 
booming assuredness. 

Sheerian squinted at the gem, moving the headpiece of the staff about him and 
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‘The Eye shows only the truth as it comes to pass,’ the sorcerer said. ‘If its 
distant reach shows lunacy then the world must be afflicted with such.’ 

‘Enough of this,’ Archaon spat and turned to walk away. 

‘There you go again,’ said Sheerian. ‘Into an unknown that will end you and 
bury your path to greatness. Wait!’ As the ancient’s screeching syllables 
bounced about the environs of the cave, Archaon slowed to a stop. ‘This feverish 
need of yours to forge on has its uses but sometimes we need to be calm. We 
need to be patient. Even the servants of the Dark Gods can achieve a kind of 
peace. It is a peace you have never known, Archaon. It is why,’ Sheerian went 
on, ‘your treasures elude you.’ 

Archaon turned. 

‘What know you of the treasures of Chaos?’ he said. He walked back towards 
the sorcerer. ‘Have you seen them? Can this Eye of yours show the way?’ 

The Chaos warrior went to grab the bone staff but the sorcerer clutched it 
back. ‘Do you see a land undiscovered?’ Archaon demanded. 

‘An island, yes,’ the Chaos sorcerer said. ‘A great island of daemon savagery, 
reaching out across the blood-dark seas for you, chosen one.’ 

Archaon fell to his knees, blooding them on the cave floor. ‘I have searched. 
In the name of the Dark Gods I have searched. Tell me...’ he begged. He had 
searched so hard and for so long that it hurt to know that another possessed 
information perversely denied to him. ‘Tell me, Sheerian, tell me.’ 

The sorcerer scowled at him. ‘Like your enemies, this land you seek is 
everywhere and nowhere. Like your enemies, you will find this island where you 
least expect to.’ 

‘Where?’ Archaon boomed. 

‘Beneath...’ 

‘Beneath what?’ Archaon asked, his mind both murk and maelstrom. ‘The 
water?’ 

‘It has been beneath the water but also beneath the land,’ the Tzeentchian 
sorcerer told him. ‘Now it sits only beneath the heavens.’ 

‘Curse your riddles, daemon’ Archaon growled. ‘I must know. No more 
searching. Give me a course.’ 

Sheerian considered the warlord’s request. 

“You will discover this realm on a Black Meridian,’ the daemon sorcerer told 
him. ‘That is your course. My lord will grant you no more at this time. He is of 
most help to those who help themselves. Besides, you do not stop to ask the way 
as an earthquake steals the ground from beneath your feet,’ Sheerian told him. 


6777 XRN 


“Your enemies have moved and continue to move against you.’ 

‘What know you of my enemies?’ Archaon said, getting off his knees. ‘All the 
world is my enemy.’ 

“You are more right than you know, Archaon the Chosen,’ Sheerian said. 

‘I swear, sorcerer,’ Archaon told the ancient, ‘that if you afflict me with one 
more riddle, you shall pay for it with your miserable existence.’ 

“You have been betrayed, Chaos warrior.’ 

‘By whom?’ 

‘By friends old and new,’ Sheerian told him. ‘By your dark lieutenants, 
Archaon. By those closest to your damned pursuits, who in turn pursue 
damnation for their own ends. By those who would have you fail so that their 
own prospects be furthered in the eyes of the Dark Gods.’ 

‘I am favoured,’ Archaon told the ancient. ‘I bear the Mark of the Ruinous 
Powers that burns like a star eternal in my flesh. I earned the allegiance of the 
dark god’s servants. Does their betrayal not anger their daemon patrons?’ 

‘Allegiance... betrayal,’ the sorcerer said. ‘These terms don’t apply to the 
Infernals and their wretched servants. How often have you given some miserable 
minion your word that you would spare him before striking him down at your 
second thought?’ 

Archaon gave Sheerian a glower. 

‘Have you not — Archaon, Chosen of the Chaos gods — plotted the end of such 
Powers and those they would sponsor? Is your quest not the destruction of us all 
and the end of the entire world? Mortals? Daemons? Gods?’ Sheerian cackled 
his excitement. Archaon burned into the sorcerer with his gaze. For a moment 
the Chaos warrior considered ending Sheerian right where the ancient stood. 

‘If you know I have,’ Archaon said, ‘then why ask me, you game-playing 
fool?’ 

‘My Lord Tzeentch revels in such games,’ Sheerian told him. ‘He is their 
patron. Even of yours, ender of worlds.’ 

“You talk of friends and enemies, sorcerer,’ Archaon said, tiring of the games 
Sheerian spoke of and those of his lord. ‘What are you? How do you come to be 
here? I have never admitted you into the ranks of my host.’ 

‘Are you sure, Chaos warrior?’ the ancient cackled. ‘You have not been 
yourself of late.’ 

‘T think I’d remember you, Sheerian.’ 

‘Iam memorable,’ Sheerian admitted. ‘Those already shackled to your 
doomed quest have freed themselves. The shrine that showed you favour now 
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citadels and towers under which it sits. Your champions have made their 
pilgrimage to the darkness and the Ruinous masters of that darkness have shown 
them their own ways — their own paths to greatness.’ 

‘T fight for these false gods, these inconstant things of shadow...’ 

‘Then you fight for false gods,’ Sheerian agreed, ‘and inconstant things of 
shadow. Accept that such Powers cannot be trusted — anymore than you or I.’ 

‘How many of my men have betrayed me?’ 

‘Many.’ 

‘Who amongst my champions and warlords?’ Archaon demanded, ‘must now 
die for their lack of vision?’ 

‘At this very moment,’ the sorcerer told him, squinting horribly through his 
sorcerous Eye, ‘your army is at war with itself.’ Sheerian gestured to the bloody 
mound of flesh that Archaon had crawled through earlier, the gore and scraps of 
flesh still dripping from the rocky ceiling. ‘Your arch sorcerers petitioned their 
lord and mine for ways to destroy you.’ 

‘The Brothers Spasskov...’ 

“You harnessed their sorcerous rivalry, Archaon,’ Sheerian said, ‘but then 
claimed their victories for your own. Gorath the Ravager. The warrior titans of 
the Red Mountain. The island of the enchantress Thusula and her daemon 
daughters. Was it your blade that secured such achievements or the talents of 
your slave sorcerers? You think in the face of both your ignorance and success 
that the pair would not set aside their rivalries and remember their shared blood? 
The blood of brothers? Being of my lord’s following, they were amongst the 
most capable of your lieutenants and you equipped them with the tools they 
required to overthrow you — wounded pride and the selfish ambition that infects 
such a wound. You gave them that. The rest was potential they already had.’ 

‘Vladimir... Vladislav,’ Archaon murmured, looking at the pile of ruined 
flesh. Then to the ancient, Archaon said, ‘I have not been all that I could be.’ 

‘No,’ Sheerian agreed. ‘You have not. You are a warrior — as brave and untrue 
as any that have already held the title Everchosen of the gods. But you are not 
ready to command the legions of darkness.’ The sorcerer shook his brown- 
spotted head. ‘No. Those daemons, those fiends would tear your soul to shreds.’ 

Archaon nodded slowly. The Chaos sorcerer’s cackling accusations were an 
annoyance but a true one. The dark templar had fallen far and was paying for his 
shortcomings as a leader of darkness in the world. 

‘But I will be ready. One day. One day soon, sorcerer. These pretenders to my 
title will pay for their betrayal,’ Archaon growled. ‘As will the Dark Gods that 
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sponsored them.’ 

Sheerian gibbered to himself. ‘Yes, yes...’ 

‘How were the brothers to usurp me?’ Archaon asked, looking back to the 
mound of shredded flesh that was Vladimir and Vladislav Spasskov. 

‘Rituals and summonings,’ the sorcerer said. “They called upon my Lord 
Tzeentch to reveal to them the secrets of releasing the serpent spirit of the Yien- 
Ya-Long — a mighty beast of antiquity that once laid waste to Grand Cathay — 
riding the winds of change and visiting the fires of transfiguration on the simple 
people of the provinces. They asked my lord for the incantations to give such a 
monster form.’ 

‘The Yien-Ya...’ 

‘Don’t hurt yourself, boy,’ the sorcerer told him. ‘The Yien-Ya-Long or 
“Flamefang” in your bullock-tongue.’ 

‘Flamefang,’ Archaon repeated, ‘is a dragon?’ 

‘Oh yes,’ Sheerian confirmed. ‘And not some young drake or winged serpent. 
Flamefang is a monstrous creature. Warped and ancient. Your sorcerer-twins 
were to summon the beast back from the beyond.’ 

‘They failed?’ Archaon put to the sorcerer. 

‘They succeeded in their petition,’ Sheerian admitted. ‘My Lord Tzeentch sent 
me with the incantations but my summoning... was not without difficulty.’ The 
daemon sorcerer jabbed his staff at the remains of the Brothers Spasskov and the 
mountain of fused and writhing bodies that was their conjoined army of spawn. 
“Your sorcerers had prepared one of these wretches for my flesh transference. 
Alas, my Lord is fickle — and the summoners’ own form was chosen for my 
emergence.’ 

‘Then I have your Lord Tzeentch to thank,’ Archaon said, ‘or right now I 
would be facing the spirit of some great beast.’ 

‘My patron Power has taken a great interest in you, Archaon the Chosen,’ 
Sheerian said. ‘There are not many who would use the gifts of the Dark Gods to 
destroy them. Such bottomless aspiration is to be admired. Rewarded, even. As 
the pantheon turns its back to you Archaon, my Lord would take pity on your 
plight. He would see you survive your present doom, overthrow your enemies 
and find new friends amongst the ranks of his daemon followers.’ The ancient 
gave him a horrid smile that almost cracked his face. 

“Your Lord Tzeentch empowers a pair of his sorcerous acolytes to kill me,’ 
Archaon marvelled, ‘while sending another one to save me?’ 

‘He is the Changer of the Ways,’ Sheerian said. ‘Only he knows the truth of all 
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“You spoke of reward,’ Archaon pushed. 

‘For my Lord Tzeentch,’ the ancient went on, ‘the greatest weapon he can 
bequeath is knowledge. He sent me here not for your paltry sorcerers but for 
you. There are great beasts to be unleashed, Archaon, and you are one of them. 
Unleashed on your true path. But, like you, I digress and there isn’t much time. 
First, your enemies.’ 

‘Tell me.’ 

‘While the Brothers Spasskov visited the Altar of Ultimate Darkness and 
prayed to my master for the means to destroy you,’ the sorcerer Sheerian told 
him, ‘others were in attendance. You know the shrine. In such darkness it can be 
many things to many people. That barbarian hulk you dangerously keep in the 
dungeons...’ 

‘The Great Spleen?’ 

‘Did you and the druchii really think that you could control such a creature,’ 
Sheerian continued, ‘a monstrous manifestation of the Blood God’s own wrath — 
and hold it captive in slumber? It visits the Altar of Ultimate Darkness in its 
savage dreams. Your friend Vayne...’ 

Archaon’s hand went instinctively to his throat. He could still feel the slice of 
the corsair-captain’s dagger through his flesh. But there was no gaping wound or 
even the suggestion of a scar to be found. 

‘Dravik Vayne is no friend of mine,’ Archaon snarled. 

‘He and his druchii witch,’ the ancient said, ‘while trading in the potions, 
poisons and concoctions that laid you low, have been negligent in their 
attentions to other matters. With the fires of its rage stoked from within and 
without the soporifics that would keep the drugged creature so, the Blood God’s 
monster wakes, hungry and furious.’ 

‘What of Vayne?’ Archaon said, his words searing with hatred. 

‘He serves the Hag Queen of Naggaroth and the Prince of Pleasure,’ Sheerian 
said. ‘He and his sorceress always have. A course has already been set for the 
Land of Chill where they will deliver to their queen the Altar of Ultimate 
Darkness as they were originally charged to do. They have their orders from the 
altar. Take back the Spite. Have the corsair crew enslave your mighty army. Kill 
the chosen of the Dark Gods, the bearer of the Mark eternal — Archaon of the 
Western Empire.’ The dark templar reached once more for his throat. 

‘Was I lost to a dream also?’ 

“Yes,’ the sorcerer hissed. ‘You chose well in Dravik Vayne. He is as devious 
and deceiving a druchii as any that have existed. You chose perhaps too well. He 
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had his witch poison your own blade, which then you used to infect those you 
butchered — breathing back in the poison originally intended for you — little by 
little. Ingenious really. Almost worthy of my own lord. With every life you took, 
you were in fact taking your own. Your mind enslaved. Your throat vulnerable 
to the druchii’s own blade. The Spite is back under Vayne’s captaincy. The quiet 
and steady enslavement of your crew has been going on for months, with many 
of your loyalists imprisoned in the sanctum dungeons. And...’ 

‘T was slain by Dravik Vayne,’ Archaon said. 

“You were,’ Sheerian confirmed. The sorcerer bit at his gnarled lip. ‘A soul as 
old as yours has known death many times.’ 

‘I’m not interested in your celestial philosophies, sorcerer.’ 

‘But not like this,’ Sheerian said. ‘Emboldened by the infernal influence of the 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness — with the lies and whispers of their patron Powers in 
their ears — your enemies moved against you. All at once. Unknown to you and 
unknown to each other. You were slain. This is true. By the Prince of Pleasure’s 
druchii servants. But you were not you at the time of your slaying.’ 

“More riddles?’ Archaon snarled. 

“You have been replaced, warlord,’ Sheerian told him. ‘Many times. The Lord 
of Flies — sworn god-foe of my own daemon lord — blessed the womb of his 
witch with a plague of men.’ 

‘Mother Fecundus?’ 

‘While you put the witch’s army of maggot-men to your own uses, she had 
uses for you. Sapping your soul like a disease or some thing that lays its eggs 
beneath the skin, she birthed mindless monstrosities in your semblance. Into one 
she implanted what she had drained of your being. It is this thing that has 
commanded your army for past months, was subject to the druchii’s treacheries 
and had its throat slit by Dravik Vayne.’ 

‘Then how did I come to be down here, in the lair of the Brothers Spasskov 
and their monstrosities?’ 

‘The body is but a sack of flesh without the soul. What remained of you was 
secreted down here, under the Citadel, where the Brothers Spasskov kept their 
spawn. While the witch’s maggot took your place in degenerate impersonation — 
your body was here — amongst this abomination of bodies. The witch is devious 
but I suspect that my Lord Tzeentch had a hand in it. There is something of his 
tangled elegance in the idea that his sorcerers toiled here — right here — in the arts 
of your destruction, mere footsteps from where your body lay defenceless.’ 
Sheerian gestured to the Fleshstorm with his bone staff. ‘Here, in this spawn, 
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like the rockpool fish that sits in the anemone unstung.’ 

Archaon’s fists were clenched at his side. His face was a mask of stone cold 
fury. His army was riddled with dissemblers, assassins and usurpers. The scale 
and beauty of the betrayal was breathtaking. His warmongering lieutenants had 
used him and cast him aside. His gods had abandoned him. Failure ran like lead 
through his veins. His heart thumped for vengeance, hammering inside his chest 
as though it were fit to burst. 

‘Tam whole again?’ the Chaos warrior asked, his words like the clearing of 
steel from the scabbard. 

‘As much as you ever were,’ the sorcerer said. A smile began to spread across 
the ancient’s shrivelled face. 

‘T will be the end of the gods,’ Archaon told Sheerian. ‘I will be the death of 
all the world. I will slay everything that walks or crawls — but it starts here with 
those that have failed me and tricked me into failing myself. They shall all die 
for this.’ 

“Yes, yes...’ Sheerian hissed. 

Archaon turned away, the blue light of the Eye washing across his scarred 
back as he strode into the shadows. The dark templar’s bones ached for blood. 
He stretched his neck from side to side and crunched the knuckles of both fists. 
There was killing to be done. It was time to go to war with his own army. He had 
made them. The scourge of the Shadowlands. Warlords of the Northern Wastes. 
They had ridden disaster through the chill lands of Naggaroth. They had brought 
destruction to the shores of the Great Eastern Ocean, encapsulating the lands, 
waters and tempests in a ring of Ruinous fire. Indeed, Archaon had made them. 
Now he would break them. 

“You are Archaon,’ Sheerian announced to the gloom. ‘Warlord of darkness, 
risen out of the west like the Ruinous Star. You have gathered about you the 
watriors and champions of doom. Men and beasts who themselves receive the 
blessings of their patrons for dark service in your name. How will you, one man 
— one great man — but one man alone, destroy an army of destroyers? Men and 
beasts who have already laid you low with steel and cunning? Do not dive head 
first into the waters of your doom. Think. Consider. Be at dark peace. How 
might such decimation be achieved?’ 

Archaon closed his eye. He breathed. His heart slowed to the stabbing rhythm 
of hate. He became one with the darkness. Then it came to him. The warlord 
smiled. 

“Your master offers reward?’ Archaon asked. He did not bother to turn to 
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‘Perhaps,’ Sheerian said. Then thoughtfully, ‘Archaon — give him something 
worthy of a reward. Some offering or suggestion that his interest in your fate is 
justified.’ 

“You were sent with secrets, sorcerer,’ Archaon said, his voice bouncing 
ominously about the cave. ‘Incantations. This Flamefang...’ 

‘The savage spirit of a serpent ancient and long passed,’ the sorcerer told him. 
‘A monster of fang and flame that no wall or great bastion would resist. The 
terror of Grand Cathay has afflicted the eastern empires for the best part of a 
thousand years. Know what you ask, Chaos warrior. You would have me visit 
Lord Tzeentch’s storm of change upon the world once more?’ 

‘T would,’ Archaon told him with serene certainty before striding into the 
shadows. 

‘Yes,’ Khezula Sheerian — Daemon sorcerer of Tzeentch — hissed, both to the 
departing Archaon and himself. ‘Yesssss...’ 
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CHAPTER XV 


‘The spawn of the north, ancient, from the clouds 
impending, 

A thunderbolt in flesh from angry skies, like death 
descending, 

Detested of claw, of jaw, of scale, of flame — it is 
nature’s bane, 

Hunting the lesser races, across ocean and waste, 
ever at change, 

It is the very form of our darkest fears — 

And like a nightmarish vision in the heavens — it 
appears...’ 


— Khezula Sheerian, Visions of the Fifth Tier, 
Scaling the Impossible Fortress 
and Netherhell Bound 


The Black Meridian 
The Great Eastern Ocean 
The Festival of Ghosts — Year of the Jackal 


Archaon could hear cannon fire. It had started. News of his apparent death had 
spread like a disease, infecting the minds of champions and madmen with 
fantasies of brief bloodshed and taking Archaon’s place at the head of the 
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Ruinous horde. Cut off from the influence of other champions, the warrior- 
captains of vessels making up Archaon’s raiding flotilla were first to declare 
their explosive intentions for their patrons and for themselves. Months of uneasy 
peace and fearful unity went up like a barrel of gunpowder. War junks, 
marauders, pirate xebecs and slaveships were all firing upon one another in pre- 
emptive strikes, boarding and slaughtering crews that fought for enemy gods. 

For Archaon, standing in Dravik Vayne’s cabin, aboard the corsair-captain’s 
elegant raider, nothing said coup d’état better than looking down on his own 
corpse. The maggot-man that Nurgle’s witch had replaced him with was a 
ghoulish match. It filled the dark templar with disgust to know that there were 
others aboard the Spite that enjoyed muscle and reflexes tempered by decades of 
battle and their warlord’s fearful features. The doppelganger wore a death mask 
now: a face from which the worries of command had been removed, from which 
the horror of an unexpected end had fallen. Vayne had opened his throat from 
ear to ear with his wicked blade and allowed gore to cascade down his victim’s 
breastplate. The warrior’s face was calm and untroubled. In death, Archaon 
seemed to know a peace he had never known in life. Even before renouncing his 
weakling God-King and accepting as his masters the capricious Chaos Powers. 

He looted his own corpse. His infested plate and mail. His helmet. His boots 
and gauntlets. His shield. The polluted blade, Terminus. Tearing the 
Fleshstorm’s shredded cast-offs from his hips, he slipped into his gore-stained 
arming doublet and armour sticky with blood. He shouldered the shield with a 
grunt. With darkness writhing and weaving about him and the weight of plate 
once more on his body, the Chaos warrior felt complete. Sliding his greatsword 
into a scabbard across his back, Archaon snatched druchii lanterns from the 
cabin and smashed them down on his deathly semblance. Within moments the 
maggot-man was a raging inferno of oil-fed flame that rapidly began spreading 
through the cabin. 

He stared at his own funeral pyre. It was an end but also a beginning. He 
would start again. He would learn from his mistakes and be the herald the 
apocalypse truly deserved. The lieutenants, the beastmen and marauders that had 
betrayed him would pay with their lives. The wretches that had failed him did 
not deserve to live. There were only two of the hundreds and hundreds on board 
the floating fortress that he needed. That he wanted. That he cared to take on 
with him. The girl Giselle, who had once tried to save him from himself, and 
Father Dagobert — whose knowledge of both his past and unfolding prospect of 
his future made the priest indispensable. Besides, The Liber Caelestior was with 
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them. Archaon would need the secret of his tomorrows, contained within the 
damned tome. 

Taking a pair of crossed corsair cutlasses from where Vayne had them 
displayed on his wall, Archaon kicked open the door. He dispensed with the 
stealth he had used when entering the raider’s cabin from the gothic maw of the 
rear window. 

The sun had set on the Great Eastern Ocean. Morrslieb was yet to rise but 
great Mannslieb was low and heavy on the horizon, casting its bloody double on 
the dark waters that rolled beneath it. Archaon’s breath clouded before him. It 
was cold. His search for the treasures of Chaos had taken the Spite to the farthest 
reaches of the southern seas. Beyond the Lost Isles. Beyond the continental 
capes of Lustria and Khuresh. Beyond the shipping lanes of the elder races and 
the reach of map and chart. The skies were crystal clear and the waters stabbing 
cold. 

The druchii raider’s sails were furled on their lateen gaffs. Above, dwarfing 
the tiny ship, was the mountainous silhouette of the Citadel of Spite, its crooked 
towers like a midnight claw reaching greedily for the heavens. The confusion of 
the corsairs on the raider’s deck was mercilessly exploited by the Chaos warrior, 
who put the spiked knuckle guards of his cutlasses through the gaunt faces of the 
first two dark elves he met. The face-smashing cries of anguish drew corsairs 
and slave-crew to Archaon, who opened them up with brutal sweeps of his 
curved blades. One of Dravik Vayne’s corsair-commanders got a cutlass straight 
through him and then became a shield of scale and black leather as Archaon ran 
at an assembling line of druchii dreadshards that punched a hail of willowy bolts 
from their repeater crossbows into the officer’s cadaver. Throwing the bolt- 
mangled body at them, the dark templar slipped through their number, clipping 
off limbs, skewering helmed heads and carving through druchii flesh. 

Leaving his cutlasses through a pair of staggering dreadshards, Archaon took 
their repeating crossbows from their agony-open fingers, one in each arm. As 
hastily armed slaves poured from their forecastle enclosures, screamed on by 
druchii officers, Archaon unleashed the crossbows at them. As bolts buried 
themselves in faces, throats and bare chests, the stream of slaves started to form 
a shrieking mound over which following thralls had to climb — straight into the 
path of Archaon’s final quarrels. With both crossbows spent, the Chaos warrior 
allowed them to crash to the deck and snatched his cutlasses from the impaled 
dark elves staggering behind him. As their guts rained down on their boots, the 
druchii collapsed and Archaon continued his wolfish advance up the length of 
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As he sliced through slaves and gutted their dark elf overlords, the Chaos 
warrior fired off loaded bolt throwers as he passed. Criss-crossing the raider’s 
black deck as well as oncoming corsairs with his wicked blades, Archaon 
released the ballistas as he went. The corsairs called them reapers and their 
name was well-earned. As their ratchet-claws released the taut sinew of the 
bowstrings, the heavy trident-headed bolts shot away, smashing through the hull, 
rigging and druchii crew of a vessel sailing alongside Vayne’s docked raider. 
Slamming individual reapers facing the Spite to maximum elevation before 
releasing their stone-spearing bolts, Archaon fooled the Chaos warriors crewing 
the floating fortress’s mighty bolt throwers into thinking that they were under 
attack. As the dark templar took heads from Vayne’s Slaaneshi elves and 
butchered the raider’s slave-stock, he heard the buck of the colossal war 
machines in furious reply. Bolt shafts the size of tree trunks smashed down 
through the deck and screaming slaves. Archaon felt a quake pass through the 
ship as a third colossal bolt followed the second down through the ruin of the top 
decks and slammed through the bottom of the raider’s hull. Skewered and in the 
throes of a savage fire sweeping up the ship, the druchii vessel began to take on 
water. Without the support of the surrounding deck, the foremast began to 
topple, taking the rigging, wreckage and topsails over the side with it. 

Deciding that his work aboard the raider was done, Archaon ran at a throng of 
screeching corsairs. Skidding down onto the deck and between their boots, 
Archaon cleaved through the backs of their knees. A druchii officer was 
suddenly upon the prone templar with a pair of curved knives, but placing the 
soles of his boots against the leather of the corsair’s chest, Archaon launched the 
officer back across the deck. Throwing one of his cutlasses at an oncoming 
druchii, the blade slamming into the middle of the dark elf’s chest, Archaon 
plunged his other weapon into the gut of another corsair before the officer — with 
cat-like reflexes — was back on him. Archaon slapped the corsair back before 
smashing one knife from his enemy’s hand with an armoured gauntlet. Again the 
officer came at him with the single knife. Allowing its tip to pass under his arm, 
Archaon grasped the druchii’s slender hand in both of his own. Holding the knife 
in an iron grip, Archaon tore back the fingers of the corsair officer, breaking 
bones and ripping digits from their sockets. The Chaos warrior heard the dark elf 
squeal but silenced him with an armoured elbow to the face. Both knife and 
officer hit the deck. 

Archaon heard agonised lines give and felt rigging whip over his head as the 
foremast started to drag the mainmast down. Scooping up the dark elf’s knives 
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from the ruined deck on their finger rings, Archaon ran at the officer, who buried 
both his helm and head beneath cowering arms. Springing off the corsair’s back, 
Archaon’s other boot found the ship’s rail, from which he launched himself at 
the rope dragged upwards by the excruciating descent of the mainmast. Riding 
the momentum of the rope, Archaon allowed himself to be propelled upwards at 
the Citadel’s side. When the rope had nothing left to give him, the Chaos warrior 
stabbed out with the talon-tips of his knives, the wicked tips of the blades 
scoring down through the salt-dusted stone of the floating fortress’s side. 
Scrabbling with his boots and hooking into the crooks and ridges of the black 
druchii stonework, Archaon’s slide down the side of the floating fortress slowed 
to a gruelling stop. With the raider flooding and aflame in equal measure below, 
the dark templar had little intention of clinging to the wall like a bat above the 
devastation. Sticking the stone of the wall with alternate blade tips, Archaon 
made the muscle-roasting climb required to reach the lowest of the Citadel of 
Spite’s contorted battlements. Hauling himself over the serrated crenellations, 
Archaon took a moment to catch his breath before climbing on board his twisted 
flagship. 

Beneath his boots Archaon felt the great vessel rock. Over the side he could 
hear furious agitation in the icy waters — an eruption of bubbles and turbulence 
that thrashed the surface of the sea to a white maelstrom. Peering over the 
fanged bulwark of the Spite and down its stone side, the dark templar could see 
light in the depths; pinks, blues and purples. Beneath the black waters Archaon 
fancied that he could see impossible flame and the crash of titanic bodies. Beasts 
were rising from the ocean. As they broke the surface, Archaon could see some 
of the floating fortress’s monstrosities — creatures that the warlord had ordered 
set upon enemy hulks and flotillas — wrapped around some greater beast. 
Something Archaon hadn’t seen before. Sea serpents and the tentacles of a giant- 
beaked kraken were coiled about the monster’s form. The great beast rolled like 
a crocodile, tangling itself further in lengths of tendril and serpentine body. 
Archaon saw huge claws rend huge chunks of blubber and scale from its 
attackers. Jaws flashed and crunched serpents in two, while wings struggled to 
unfurl and beat through the water like monstrous fins. The kraken wanted to drag 
the beast down into the depths and drown it, but as the creature turned its 
colossal maw on the squid and its flesh-shearing beak, the kraken released it. 
Streams of purpurescent flame followed it into the darkness before the beast 
wriggled free of the last of the strangling serpents and beat its wings for the 
surface. Breaking through the bubbling foam rising from its own fiery breath, the 
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gargantuan creature latched onto the side of the floating fortress with its massive 
claws. Once again, Archaon felt the Spite list to one side as the floating fortress 
took the extra weight of the beast on its starboard side. 

There was something spellbinding about the thing. It was huge. It was 
obscenely ugly. It was climbing up the Citadel of Spite towards Archaon. The 
dark templar looked down on the beast. Flamefang. The curse Archaon had 
ordered Sheerian to unleash upon the Spite, upon his mutinous Chaos host, upon 
the world once more. All to be caught in the degenerate god Tzeentch’s 
unfolding storm of change. The terror of Grand Cathay was flesh and doom once 
again — and what a horror it had become. It was a dragon — that was for sure. Its 
lithe body was long and serpentine, like some colossal serpent of the sky, 
simultaneously sinewy and powerful. Its spindly limbs supported scythe-like 
claws that could cut through the trunks of trees, while the beast’s wings were 
colossal, sun-blacking shelters of gnarled bone and stretched flesh. The thick, 
whipping coils of its tail, which seemed simply a continuation of its snaking 
body, balanced the length of a slithering neck, in turn supporting a gargantuan 
head: an armoured skull of twisted horn, gavial jaws and twisted teeth. 

The Chaos warrior had encountered nothing like it before, even in his 
wanderings through the Wastes. He had only seen its kind in pictorial form. 
Oriental dragons stitched into the flags of Cathayan vessels or carved into the 
lacquered breastplates of the Dreaded Wo. Its predacious size and presence was 
heart-stopping enough but as Archaon stared down at the ascending monstrosity 
he had unleashed, it somehow managed to exude a dread that was more than the 
threat of its savage power. At his command, Khezula Sheerian had brought into 
existence an otherworldly thing. A slinking beast of world-eating spirit, encased 
in the devastating form of its ancient terror. The creature’s flesh was not its own, 
however. Like the daemon sorcerer who had summoned it, Flamefang had been 
forced to make do with the materials available. The dragon’s ancient scale and 
primordial flesh was long gone. The small mountain of bodies that had been the 
Fleshstorm had found new form and purpose, stretched horrifically about the 
dragon’s monstrous spirit. Archaon could see eyes, mouths and faces staring out 
from the melded beastflesh. Its skin was pale and flesh-pink, thick with muscle 
and tendon, threaded with rib and bone. It was a creature crafted of the living. A 
howling, screaming, begging nightmare of borrowed flesh and suffering — 
stomach-churning to behold. 

As he became entranced with the dragon, the dragon in turn became entranced 
with its prey. The marauders and beastmen on board the Spite and the 
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surrounding flotilla were all damnation’s children. They all had the whiff of 
destined greatness about them. The Dark Gods were fickle in the choosing of 
their champions. To the Chaos dragon, Archaon was a blinding light amongst a 
constellation of lesser stars. His power and potential burned to behold and the 
beast knew it must have him. Like a wild thing of impulse and darkness it would 
swallow the swarms of souls about it like an ocean behemoth might clouds of 
shrimp. It knew that Archaon was special — even if it couldn’t possibly conceive 
how or why. It had his stink in its ghastly nostrils — the stench of destiny — and 
knew it must have him. 

It saw him with the hundreds of eyes peering in horror from its form. Its 
twisted cage of dagger-teeth parted and from the bottomless blackness of its 
throat a glorious fountain of purple flame vomited forth. Throwing himself back 
behind the knife-edge of the bulwark, Archaon dived for the deck, allowing the 
unnatural inferno to roar past and reach for the skies. Scrabbling to his feet, 
Archaon lurched for the nearest cover. Flamefang was suddenly there, its 
serpentine neck carrying the Chaos dragon’s monstrous head up to the stone 
deck. Again the jaws parted. The dark templar clambered awkwardly over a 
balustrade and dropped down onto the stone steps of a stairwell leading down 
onto a mezzanine deck. The sky disappeared beneath a blanket of flame. 
Archaon expected to hit the black stone of the steps. His fall was broken, 
however, by Gorghas Hornsqualor and a throng of his shaggy white warriors. 
The beastmen roared their fury at the Chaos warrior as they tumbled together 
down the stairs. In a brute rage the beastmen grabbed the warrior with their 
brawny arms and proceeded to kick dents into his plate with their hooves. 

Archaon wasn’t worried about Hornsqualor’s troops. He felt the deck shift as 
Flamefang pulled its monstrous length up onto the Citadel’s deck. The beastmen 
were so involved in defeating the Chaos warrior that had fallen on them that they 
hadn’t noticed the colossal beast that was now snaking its way through the 
Spite’s towers and architecture. In between the hairy, white fists and the bloody 
hooves, Archaon caught glimpses of Flamefang’s horrific body passing 
overhead. He could hear shrieks and screams as the monster cut marauders in 
half with the mindless snap of its jaws and buried entire warbands, crowded tents 
and warriors of the Ruinous Powers in flame. Archaon got his gauntlet to his 
brawny restrainer’s single horn. With his arm around the beastman, he twisted 
and snapped the creature’s neck with a horrible, bleating screech. He didn’t have 
time to deal with Gorghas Hornsqualor and his bully gors and found himself 
crawling away. The beastmen chuckled their harsh derision, watching the Chaos 
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warrior scramble behind the corner. 

Their mirth was lost in the purple firestorm that enveloped the stone stairwell 
as the dragon slipped its long neck and open, elongated jaws down through the 
cruel druchii architecture and blasted them to fiery oblivion. Some monstrous, 
primordial urge to serve its Dark Master drove it on. It wanted forms to change 
and the souls that fled such abomination. It wanted Archaon. The blazing light of 
his significance drove the monster mad, flashing briefly and temptingly before 
becoming lost once more in the miasma of dark souls that lit up the floating 
fortress. 

After the heat washed away and Archaon heard Flamefang slither monstrously 
away to create havoc towards the stern, Archaon turned to see what remained of 
the beastmen. Instead of a huddle of cremated beastmen, the Chaos warrior 
found that the dragon’s breath had actually turned the brutes into small, fleshy 
mounds that were erupting in change. Like anemones turning themselves inside 
out, the creatures had been transformed into blossoming spawn by the form- 
altering power of the Tzeentchian monster’s fire. Instead of a fiery death, 
Flamefang visited upon its victims the blessings of its infernal master — Lord 
Tzeentch. 

‘What you think?’ came a voice. Archaon turned to find the sorcerer Sheerian 
hobbling around the comer, his bone staff tapping its way along the black stone. 
The ancient leant on the staff and Archaon was bathed in the azure glow of its 
gem headpiece. The jewel seemed to blink. ‘What you think of Lord Tzeentch’s 
gift?’ Archaon didn’t give an answer and Sheerian didn’t wait for one. ‘Change 
is coming, Archaon. For you, for me, for the poor mongrels hereabouts,’ the 
sorcerer said, gesturing to the chaos and confusion that swarmed the Citadel’s 
decks. ‘For the world.’ The ancient smacked the base of the staff down on the 
stone. ‘Go then, chosen one. Ring the changes with your blade, with your 
vengeance. Bring my lord the souls of your enemies, Archaon. Sacrifice them on 
the altar of your ambition.’ 

Archaon got to his feet. He found the sorcerer intensely annoying and didn’t 
relish the opportunity to serve his warped god as some kind of puppet 
executioner. 

‘That means you too, sorcerer,’ Archaon told him with dark certainty. Khezula 
Sheerian smiled his ghastly smile. He rattled the jewel of the Eye in the setting 
of its bone staff. 

‘T die,’ the daemon sorcerer told him, ‘but not by your hand, you insatiable 
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Archaon grunted and turned. The great flesh-smeared belly of the Chaos 
dragon snaked its way above them. It was getting bigger. With every swallowed 
victim, the monstrosity grew in size and horror. Its victims became part of its 
slithering bulk. In its warped form Archaon could see faces staring down on him. 
He recognised them as members of his own army. Their mouths open and 
screaming. Flamefang was claiming his army for its own. It was harnessing the 
power of their flesh. The Chaos warrior wondered if he had done the right thing 
in having Sheerian unleash the creature once again on the world. Indeed, it was 
an exquisite punishment for his enemies and the followers that had failed him. It 
thwarted the designs of men and gods but Archaon had to wonder whether he too 
would be its victim. Whether he would find himself in the colossal creature’s 
belly and swiftly assimilated into its dreadful form or bathed in its 
transformative flame. Archaon knew that he possessed no blade, no shield and 
no armour that would turn such a weapon aside. 

He had no intention of fighting the beast, however. Like all of the servants of 
the Dark Gods, the dragon itself was a weapon to be wielded. A punishment to 
be delivered. That was all that mattered. The daemons, the princes and the Dark 
Gods would know that he was not their plaything — a slave to infernal destiny. 
His choices were his own, no matter how insane they seemed to others and 
indeed himself. He would feed Tzeentch’s monstrous pet his unworthy army. In 
horrible death, the warriors and marauders that had failed to unify under his 
banner would be joined in their shared failure. There were a few amongst their 
number who deserved his special attention and walking away from the cackling 
sorcerer Sheerian, Archaon made good on the distracting carnage that Flamefang 
was Creating at his flagship’s stern and returned to the Citadel’s main deck. 

Even before the arrival of the horrific dragon, the Spite had been in chaos. 
News of Archaon’s death, brought by Dravik Vayne and his sorceress, had 
initiated a full-blown mutiny. Chaos warriors who coveted command of the army 
for themselves went on murderous rampages, assassinating champions they 
considered to be their greatest competition. Weak-minded marauders and beasts 
flocked to the banners of such mad men, spreading the carnage, mindlessly 
changing allegiances as the dark warriors behind which they had thrown their 
brutal support were brained and butchered. Petty rivalries and long-standing 
hatreds — formerly kept in check by Archaon and his lieutenants through the 
threat of retribution — exploded in wanton murder and massacre. The case for 
every Chaos god was argued with the blade. Each champion and marauder 
fought for the prospects of his own patron or power in the bloody belief that the 
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Blood God, the Lord of All, the Changer of Ways or the Prince of Chaos was 
worthy of the host’s destructive potential. 

Archaon drank deep in the havoc of it all. His hands trembled in expectation. 
His gauntlets rattled about them. He walked through the death and the 
destruction. Bolt throwers had been turned inwards and their spear-storms 
unleashed on the crowds of marauders fighting for control of the stone expanse 
of the Citadel’s blood-slick decks and wards. Punching through the bodies of 
five, six, sometime seven Chaos wairiors at a time, the wicked shafts tore men 
from their death-dealing and skewered them like meat on a giant’s spit. Other 
artillery pieces had been man-handled around in the chaos and fired into the 
riotous carnage. Druchii bolt throwers adored the razor crenellations of the 
Citadel of Spite’s port and starboard sides at intervals, ready to slash through the 
sails of escaping enemy vessels or ensnaring them in barbed line-trailing 
grapnels. As well as these nightmares being turned on the Chaos host, the 
fevered hordes had to contend with the motley collection of other artillery pieces 
that the army had pilfered from captured vessels before scuttling or re- 
appropriating them — great cannons, mortars and carronades. Archaon blinked as 
the Hung marauders fighting amongst themselves before him turned to a 
thunderous drizzle of red. His armour was showered in their gore as the great 
muzzle of an ancient bronze carronade belched canister shot into the crowds, 
cutting a murderous swathe through the madness. A cannonball trailing some 
kind of enchanted fire whizzed over the warlord’s head, while a corsair’s 
crossbow bolt twanged, snapped and glanced off his armoured shoulder. 

The stone deck was awash with blood and body parts, while barbarians, 
buccaneers and slave-warriors slaughtered each other before him. It was pure 
insanity. There was little room for manoeuvres amongst the throngs on the 
slippery deck, just grabbing and killing. The hands of the fallen grasped for 
Archaon’s boots as he walked through the sweet butchery. Druchii corsairs, 
spike-furred Norsemen, clansmen and retainers of the Dreaded Wo. None of 
them recognised Archaon as he moved through the confusion and horror they 
had brought on themselves. Shaggy beastmen roared challenges at him as he 
moved through the mutinous massacre before being axed down by bearded 
berserkers of the dawi-zharr. Some madman had opened the stables and released 
rhinoxen and horses out onto the confusion of the deck. The animals ran about in 
panic, slipping in the blood and scrabbling their way through the carnage. 
Marauders were trampled and gored, while others saw the animals no differently 
to the other murderous shapes coming at them out of the pandemonium, slashing 
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pikes and spears. 

Archaon saw several warriors of Chaos attempt to mount passing horses: 
Hrodgar Deathchosen and Orchan Varg, one of the Bloodsworn clockwork 
knights. They rose above the rabble and the death to ride and kill but their 
ascendency was short lived. The horses could not keep their footing on the 
rolling, blood-greased deck and swiftly both the steeds and the warriors were 
dragged back down into the butchery. Hands and claws grasped for them. Spear- 
points jabbed. Axes flashed. Within moments the mounted warriors were part of 
the mess on the deck. 

Archaon came to a stop. He could smell the coppery sting of death on the air. 
He licked his lips. He could taste annihilation. He had spent so long attracting 
dark souls to his destiny like moths to a flame. So many years of his life building 
a horde of Chaos warriors, slayers and madmen. An army of such skill and 
number that could end a world and be worthy of the Ruinous Star. He had failed. 
Even as they hacked each other to pieces about him, he could not see in them the 
warriors, beastmen and daemons of his doom. They were a wretched 
assemblage. A rag-tag union of the lost and the damned. Slaves to darkness, 
blundering through their existence, savagely striking out like blinded animals. 
They had not been worthy of his apocalyptic fate but worse, he had not been 
worthy of them. The loyalties of maniacs, marauder tribesmen and altereds were 
held together with little more than the skein of a spider’s web. They were a liars’ 
alliance — lying to each other and themselves about their intentions. They were a 
monster of the deep, horribly devouring itself. 

Standing on the stone deck, with the crooked mast-towers and sinister citadels 
stretching for the skies about him, Archaon took some comfort in the likelihood 
that this was the way it was meant to be. He was being tested. How could he lead 
these legions if he couldn’t hold together an army of beastmen and Shadowland 
marauders? Archaon nodded to himself. His worthiness was to be found in the 
way he had achieved so much with so little. With a malingering horde of spawn, 
savages and back-stabbing lieutenants he had achieved much. A place in history, 
at least. He had swept across the Northern Wastes, besting with sword, stratagem 
or number all challengers who had stood in his irresistible path. He had smashed 
his way through icy Naggaroth before making the Great Eastern Ocean his own. 
They would not be the ones to accompany him into eternity. At his side they had 
indeed earned their squalid place in history — but Archaon was destined to 
destroy the world — a world without a future and in no need of a history. 

The gods were cruel. They persecuted even those that realised their prophecies 
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and prosecuted their will. The Altar of Ultimate Darkness had been their gift. It 
had bequeathed on Archaon their Mark. The eight points of the Chaos Star — a 
Ruinous union of blood and treachery. The Chaos gods were monsters. Their 
gifts were invariably curses also. Like the spawn whose horrific form bequeaths 
strength and murderous abilities that the trapped soul within could barely have 
dreamed of in its former existence. Every favour of the Dark Gods was also a 
test or some sly part of a greater doom. Archaon only needed to look upon his 
flagship to know that. The Spite — whose banner-trailing, cloudscraping towers 
was a Sight to strike distant captains and port governors stone dead with dread, 
whose flotilla trailing darkness had been the terror of an entire ocean — had been 
a lens through which the darklight of evil had been concentrated. The conflicting 
influence of the Ruinous Powers, reaching out from the Altar of Ultimate 
Darkness and into the souls of every great warrior, every witch and every 
wretched thing that fought in Archaon’s name. It had promised them their 
heart’s desire — whatever that had been — and perversely destroyed the beautiful 
confederacy that had united behind their chosen champion. 

Dravik Vayne’s Citadel of Spite had already been a devastating study in dark 
genius. The enchantments of its black stone, the lines of its serrations and 
crenellations, the crooked cruelty of his towering architecture. The Spite had 
indeed been a wonder. The Altar of Ultimate Darkness had sat within its depths, 
corrupting the simple evil of its black heart. It had brought it to the floating 
fortress from which Archaon terrorised the high seas. Spreading its corruption 
like veins and arteries through the dark stone, it pumped its poison into the souls 
that called the Spite home. It almost became a living thing. Its catacombs were 
haunted by much more than nesting sea monsters. Its archways became toothed 
gateways to whispering oblivion. The tents and camps that sprawled across its 
stone decks and plazas sat upon glyphs and symbols that had wormed their way 
through the stone to demand sacrifice. The towers and citadels became secret 
temples to individual Powers, channelling the altar’s dread influence. He could 
see that now. The warping stone and midnight metal of the Citadel’s architecture 
was not twisting into agonising new forms to honour the warlord Archaon and 
his victories. It was contorting with its hate for his endeavours. It was laughing 
at him. It was spitting in the face of his failures. 

No more. No more. 

Archaon looked up at the Citadel tower. The warlord knew where Dravik 
Vayne and his witch would be. Father Dagobert and Giselle would be with them, 
up in what had been Archaon’s cabin chambers. He could feel the floating 
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fortress turning in the water beneath his feet. The corsair would take the Spite 
back to Naggaroth. He would be changing course without delay. He would be 
setting that course atop the bulbous keep, crowning the main mast-tower, the 
tallest of the Spite’s towers. That was where Archaon would find him. Between 
him and the tower, however, was a horde of his Dreaded Wo, arch-marauders 
that had terrorised Northern Cathay for as long as anyone could remember. 
Archaon passed through throngs of Dreaded Wo like shadow. In their lacquered 
armoured and horned helmets they came at their attacker. Archaon slipped their 
curved blades from their scabbards and drew their single edges across marauder 
throats. Turning his wrist and bringing the oriental blade back for the strike, the 
Chaos warlord cut through the Hundun sword clans with their own cursed 
weapons, burying steel in one warrior only to snatch a pike from another’s 
retainer and hurl it into the chest of another. As they came at him with blade, 
boot and back of hand — their movements dark and graceful, Archaon broke 
them. He ducked beneath the discipline of their fists, scooped aside their dancing 
blades and killed with a messy efficiency the Hung marauders did not have 
within them. He turned and spun. He broke necks and twirled the vicious attacks 
of lesser warriors into one another — impaling tribal princes and their peasant 
servants on each other’s weapons. Archaon stabbed and cut with the superior 
blades of the Dreaded Wo, slicing limbs and heads from marauder bodies, 
working his way across the madness of the stone deck. 

The easterners became an archway of steel. Archaon worked his marauder 
sword, the dull glint of the wretched skies flashing off its arcs and crescents. 
Blood sprayed his way as throats were opened and wrists were slit. The grating 
hiss of razor-edges clashing filled the air, punctuated by the plunging of 
Archaon’s blade through marauder torsos. Stabbing the weapon through the side 
of one unfortunate sword clansman’s helm, the sword went straight through the 
skull and out the other side. Snatching a retainer’s pike from his trembling 
hands, Archaon rested his boot on the marauder’s lacquered breast plate and 
kicked the warrior away. Swinging the pike around by the tip of its shaft, the 
Chaos warrior opened up a throng of closing Dreaded Wo, the point of the pike 
blade tearing through the arms and chests of the marauders. 

As the black-armoured warriors crumbled to the deck about him, Archaon 
heard it. The unmistakable roar of one of the Blood God’s foetid servants. An 
unreasoning bellow of rage that shook the stone of the deck and made the 
littering corpses jig and dance. The Great Spleen had awoken. Dazed. Furious. 
Eager to appease its dread deity with sacrifices, the ogre was enraged. Like a 
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gore-dipped statue it rose above the Hundun warriors, each bare footfall a stone- 
pulverising quake. Archaon saw its beady eyes — black with rage — peering over 
the tusk-snarled mess of its maw. He heard the rumble of the great metal links of 
an anchor and realised that the Great Spleen had one of the Spite’s colossal 
anchors in its possession. Throwing the cruel weight of the black, barbed thing 
into the air, the Great Spleen turned on its blood-slimy heel, swinging the anchor 
around on its length of chain. There was little Archaon could do to defend 
against such a weapon. Unlike the Dreaded Wo attempting to skewer him on 
their beautiful, curved blades, he could see the weapon coming. Dipping down 
into the gore, helmet pressed to the deck, the Chaos warrior heard the dreadful 
path of the anchor as it ploughed through the armoured bodies of the Hung 
marauders, dragging their smashed corpses along with it. 

Archaon was up, pike ready in hand like a javelin, but the ogre heaved and the 
anchor hummed through the air, orbiting the corpulent mass of the Great Spleen 
and searing around for another pass. The anchor bounced and sparked off the 
deck, showering Archaon with shattered stone. Archaon went down again, 
allowing the deadly weight of the thing to pass over his helmet. Kneeling, 
Archaon launched the pike at the ogre, burying it between the slabs of pectoral 
fat that wobbled from its chest. The anchor came crashing down to the deck, 
smashing through the legs of Hung marauders and some of the Great Spleen’s 
own blood-barbarians. The ogre snorted two streams of snot from its flat nose in 
fury before snatching the pike from its steaming flesh. Archaon was already up 
and on the run, stepping swiftly through the demolished corpses the Great 
Spleen’s anchor had left behind, scooping up the pikes of retainers and the 
curved blades of Hundun sword clansmen. These came at the Blood God’s 
champion like a shower of steel. Pikes sailed through the air, swords whirled hilt 
over blade at the monster. The Great Spleen roared as it feverishly removed the 
weapons from its belly. With all of his might, Archaon launched a pike at the 
ogre’s head. The monster turned, just in time, allowing the pike to sink into its 
globed shoulder — the Great Spleen’s muscle and fat soaking up the entire head 
of the weapon. The creature bawled its pain. Archaon had not killed the ogre — 
as he had hoped to — but he had reminded the Blood God’s champion how to 
bleed and how to feel the agony of the flesh. 

Archaon closed on the beast. Snatching a pair of bone axes from the deck, the 
Chaos warrior took the Great Spleen barbarians to task. The savages were beside 
themselves. They had never seen their god-monster bleed. It was impossible. It 
was blasphemy. Like Archaon’s own, their weapons were roughly hewn from 
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cultist barbarians, turning aside the savagery of their mindless attacks while 
ripping open bellies and the backs of skulls. While surrounded by the painted 
wildmen, Archaon heard the sound of hooves on the deck behind him. He 
expected to find beastmen attacking from the rear. Instead he found a recently 
recruited Chaos warrior called Horakrux Hearteater, mounted on a steed 
liberated from the deck-stables and riding down on his new master. Archaon 
could feel the champion’s hunger for his end. Tearing a bone axe from a blood 
barbarian, Archaon hurled it at the rider but it glanced off the warrior’s shield. 
The warlord need not have bothered. The Great Spleen’s anchor passed straight 
through its own barbaric acolytes and smashed both horse and rider aside. 

Before Archaon knew what was happening, the anchor had come around 
again. He jumped and the horrific inevitability of the thing passed beneath his 
boots. Again the Great Spleen swung the anchor around. Archaon tried to jump 
again but the anchor hooked the dark templar by the heel and sent him tumbling 
across the deck. Archaon felt his plate buckle and crack as he bounced off the 
stone deck and through the flesh-canvas tents adorning it. He hammered through 
a warherd of beastmen like a cannonball before smashing into the horde of foetid 
warriors the beasts were fighting. He came to a sudden stop. 

Archaon’s landing was cushioned by the throng of warriors about him. He 
tried to shake the confusion from his head. He slipped his helmet off and to his 
surprise found a hand offered to him. Not an axe coming for his head or a dagger 
in the gut but a hand. He took it and found himself pulled to his feet amongst a 
group of armoured warriors. As he blinked the daze from his eye, Archaon came 
to realise that they looked very much like him. Their armour was rough and 
chitinous but similar in style and colouring. It was not unusual for warriors to 
honour champions and warlords so, but the figures were eerie in their similarity, 
to each other and to Archaon. As several turned he saw their cold and clammy 
faces. A face he had seen before. And not just in a looking glass or mirror. He 
was amongst Mother Fecundus’s maggot-men. Her birthed horrors. Her brood. 
The fruits of her sorcerous reproduction. 

Archaon stood amongst the brood as they huddled, soaking up the bleating 
threats and abuse of the beastmen. Above him, on a stinking palanquin, raised 
upon the shoulders of ten mock-Archaons, the Chaos warrior saw Mother 
Fecundus, ordering her creations on. Drawing Terminus slowly from his 
scabbard and shrugging his shield from his shoulder, Archaon prepared himself. 
He was ready to face himself. Plunging the greatsword straight through the back 
of one of his doppelgangers, Archaon pulled the blade free to take the heads 
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from two more. Mother Fecundus shrieked in maternal horror, directing her 
progeny to destroy the betraying son. Within moments the maggot-men had 
turned on Archaon. They didn’t just look like him. They moved like him. They 
fought like him. After his initial element of surprise, the warlord suddenly found 
himself hard pushed, desperately trying to predict his own movements as great 
swords and shields clashed. 

Suddenly the Great Spleen was there. The anchor came around on its colossal 
chain, smashing through maggot-men and the beasts fighting them. Archaon 
watched his own face crumple in horror as the anchor punched through bodies 
and dragged them away in a swirl of red. There would be little stopping the 
Blood God’s maniac. Of that, Archaon was sure. The best the Chaos warrior 
could do was make the monster work for him. Stabbing the maggot-man behind 
him through the neck, Archaon ran up the mound of building corpses before the 
palanquin. He discovered Mother Fecundus in her birthing throne. Nurgle’s 
witch gurgled her horror at Archaon. The Chaos warrior snarled up at the 
mountain of putrid flesh. 

“You’ll get no mercy from me, hag,’ Archaon told her. He turned to show the 
Great Spleen that it was him but found the monster confused at the appearance 
of so many similar faces. ‘Here!’ Archaon called at the thing, immediately 
drawing the champion’s attention. Archaon leapt. The anchor sailed around on 
its chain, the furious force of the improvised weapon smashing straight through 
the palanquin and birthing throne, turning Mother Fecundus into an amniotic 
explosion of rancid gore and fluids. 

Landing and rolling across his shield, Archaon regained his footing. There was 
death and violence everywhere. The air was thick with the howls of vengeance 
and the stench of lives lost. The dragon’s flames ran rampant across the decks 
and through the dark sanctums of the floating fortress’s interior. The dragon 
itself had launched its slithering bulk from the Citadel and into the heavens. 
Rippling like a serpent of the skies, Flamefang weaved and banked on its great 
fleshy wings trying to acquire several winged warriors in flight. Nodding with 
admiration and approval, Archaon watched his Swords go head to head with the 
beast, on their own infernal wings. Diving and spinning, the Swords slashed at 
the monster’s sides as they passed, but the creature would not be denied. 
Opening its narrow jaws wide, the dragon turned sharply and swallowed two of 
Archaon’s bodyguards whole. Another landed on its back and proceeded to open 
the dragon up at the spine with one of his bone swords. The monster brought its 
wings in close and turned into a dizzying roll that threw the Sword from its flesh 
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and sent him into a tumbling descent of his own. Before the Chaos warrior could 
regain control, the Chaos dragon had whipped its serpentine body around and 
blasted the falling warrior out of the sky with a stream of purple flame. Archaon 
watched the flailing spawn tumble from the heavens before thudding horribly 
against the stone deck of the Spite. It looked like it might have been Vier. 

With a growing snarl on his face and his head held low, Archaon made for the 
main mast-tower. He could feel the pounding steps of the ogre behind him, 
crushing beasts and maggot-men underfoot. Cutting through Kurgan warriors on 
the deck as he ran, he smashed their weapons aside with Terminus. He left the 
marauders to the Great Spleen’s wrath that unfolded about the monster like an 
unholy storm. Shouldering his shield and slipping the greatsword into his back- 
scabbard, Archaon weaved through the mutinous crowds. He ducked, weaved 
and slid out of the path of marauder blades, Norse axes and druchii crossbow 
bolts. As the Blood God’s monster closed on him, dragging the chain and anchor 
across the stone deck behind him, the hordes parted ahead of Archaon. The ogre 
snatched up the champions of enemy gods with a colossal fist and chewed their 
heads clean off before tossing the armoured bodies aside and sweeping the deck 
for another victim. 

On the final approach to the Citadel tower, Archaon had to rely on his bare 
hands alone. He turned blades around in the hands of others, popping shoulders, 
tearing tendons and breaking bones. He wrenched at limbs, prompting the most 
excruciating crunches from his passing enemies. Enemies who had been former 
allies. Marauders and warriors screamed as he hurt them with impunity. Several 
were swept by Archaon’s leg but such movements were restricted by the dark 
templar’s armour. He dallied long enough to kill two. One received a gauntleted 
fist in the throat while another had his neck broken in an elegant twisting motion 
that the warlord risked as he passed. 

Leaping up at the mast-tower’s willowy architecture, Archaon climbed for his 
life. Every wicked spur and toothed ledge was a blessing. Hauling his armoured 
form up the black stone of the Citadel, the Chaos warrior heard the Great Spleen 
thunder up behind. As his armoured digits clawed their way to handholds and 
Archaon began to climb the tower foundations he heard the whoosh of air 
through the thick chain and the sound of the wicked anchor cutting through the 
air. Archaon found that his face split with a smirk as the thing smashed through 
the stone beneath his dangling boot. The anchor came around. This time the 
Chaos warrior had to lift his knees to escape the Great Spleen’s whirlwind 
attack. He felt the mast-tower shudder as the anchor went to work on the black 
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stone foundations like a massive pick axe. Again and again the ogre swung its 
huge chain around, smashing through the stone, each time narrowly missing the 
dark templar. 

‘Come on, you beast!’ Archaon called, enraging the monster further. ‘Can’t 
you hit me?’ The warlord felt the Citadel tower foundations crumble under the 
ogre’s relentless assault. Nor would Archaon want him to. The stone gave an 
ear-splitting crack from within. Like a lumberjack, the Great Spleen was felling 
the tower — with the temptation of Archaon’s anchor-skewered body directing 
every swing. ‘Harder you mindless thing,’ Archaon roared as he climbed. ‘For 
the hate in your veins and your abominable god...’ 

Suddenly the anchor appeared beside him. The black metal of the thing was 
buried in the stone like a grapnel and the Great Spleen was attempting to heave 
its colossal blood-stained bulk up the tower after him. Archaon felt the Citadel 
quake. As the ogre hauled on the chain with its savage strength, something 
shattered in the stone foundations. Scrambling across the side of the tower, 
desperate for handholds, Archaon felt the tower go. The sound was excruciating. 
At first the mast-tower rocked. Then it started to lean and waver. Then it fell. 
Like an ancient tree it toppled, its foundations pulverising under its own weight. 
Rigging and the Citadel’s colossal sails began to fall. 

Archaon dropped to the deck and scrabbled away. There was an almighty 
splash as the bulbous towertop struck the water. The air was thick with black 
dust and a teeth-grinding sound. Through the deck Archaon felt the Spite begin 
to lean to one side. Pushing himself to his feet and with the silhouettes of 
battling marauders all about him, Archaon climbed up onto the side of the tower. 
Beneath his feet he could feel the floating fortress listing. The colossal weight of 
the Citadel tower was dragging the Spite over onto her side, flooding her upper 
catacombs and lower decks. Archaon’s flagship was going down. Beneath the 
tower base, the Chaos warrior saw what was left of the Great Spleen. The blood- 
mad ogre had heaved the tower over onto itself in its blind rage. The monster- 
champion bulk had been crushed by the weight of the stone, so that now only a 
brawny arm and gore-stained fist was visible. The beast’s barbarians stood 
before their fallen god, weeping tears of blood. 

Archaon squinted through the dust along the length of the tower. The bulbous 
keep that crowned it was already in the water and flooding but the druchii and 
the degenerates that had made the tower their home were crawling out from 
windows and loop holes. Sliding Terminus from his back-scabbard and his shield 
from his shoulder, Archaon began to jog along the wall of the tower. As he met 
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Chaos warriors and champions extricating themselves from the flooding tower 
he ended them. He briefly fought Kallidon the Dark before opening up the 
Kurgan warrior from the navel to the jaw. He butchered without a thought men 
and monsters who would formerly have given their miserable lives in his 
service. Archaon pushed on behind his shield as the bolts of corsair crossbows 
hammered into its surface. As he met them they drew their wicked cutlasses. He 
slammed them back, turning and cutting them down with blade-shattering 
sweeps of his own sword. 

Beyond the corsair’s cleaved corpses, Archaon found the druchii who led 
them: Sularii — Dravik Vayne’s witch-lover. Terminus came up to claim her but 
there was something in the dark elf’s eyes... a gaze Archaon felt difficult to 
break. As she made her alluring way up the tower towards him, her dark eyes 
and coquettish smile becoming his world, Archaon found that he had sheathed 
his sword and shouldered his shield. The witch reached out for him and touched 
his face. She licked her lips with a forked tongue. A new blessing. Archaon 
found that it both aroused and disgusted him. As her willowy fingers and sharp 
nails touched his flesh, he felt a warmth in his chest and loins. 

‘Sularii!’ Archaon heard the stabbing words of Dravik Vayne. ‘Stop playing. 
Just kill him.’ 

The dark templar blinked the sorceress’s bewitchments away. She was there, 
in front of him, but it was a curved dagger of black metal that caressed his cheek 
rather than the druchii’s fingertips. Archaon looked down its length. The blade 
glistened with the witch’s poisons. Further up the toppled tower Archaon could 
see Dravik Vayne, the corsair commander, seething with hatred. His pair of 
cutlasses dripped with deadliness also and their tapering points sat nestled in the 
back of his prisoners’ skulls. Gorst and Fitch clutched each other nearby while 
before his blades, the servant of Slaanesh was walking Father Dagobert and 
Giselle down towards him. 

‘I’m sorry, master,’ Dagobert said through his curtains of long, grey hair. The 
priest held the precious Liber Caelestior in his clawed grasp. Vayne not only had 
the priest prisoner but the ancient tome also. Giselle said nothing. She simply 
gave the Chaos warrior a stabbing glare. He watched as she slipped a stiletto 
knife from her sleeve — a knife she had used in attempts on his own life. Now 
she intended to use it on Vayne. Archaon gave the slightest shake of his head. 
He grabbed Sularii’s wrist and brutally twisted it in his grasp, turning the 
poisonous blade between them and spinning the witch into his embrace. Holding 
the dark elf to him, Archaon put the blade in her hand to her own throat. Dravik 
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Vayne’s contorted face slackened to a smile. 

“You’re dead,’ the druchii said, staring at the warlord. 

‘T’m many things,’ Archaon said, ‘but dead isn’t one of them. You will not be 
able to say the same soon, you treacherous worm.’ 

“You have no army...’ 

‘Tt wasn’t worthy of my name,’ Archaon told him. ‘And its lieutenants were 
not worthy of it.” Dravik Vayne gave him a snide smile. Out of the comer of his 
eye, Archaon noticed movement. 

‘And you were not worthy of us,’ the champion of Slaanesh told him. 

‘Perhaps,’ Archaon agreed. 

“You are not worthy of your gods,’ Vayne continued. ‘You are not worthy of 
your destiny.’ 

Like a dark thunderbolt, Eins dropped down beside him, the black stone of the 
tower pulverising beneath its boots. Funf landed beyond the dark elf corsair, on 
the sinking tower keep. The pair drew their bone swords from their wings and 
prepared to engage the druchii, prompting Vayne to turn and point his poisonous 
blades both ways. The Slaaneshi’s face screwed up with hate. 

‘Back,’ he warned Archaon’s remaining Swords. 

‘Tam worthy of a destiny of my own,’ Archaon told him. The weaving 
movements drew closer. ‘A fate of my choosing. Not some snaking, labyrinthine 
path that gods, daemons and traitors choose for me.’ 

‘Then go,’ Vayne seethed, moving his poisonous blade tips between 
Archaon’s people. ‘Seek out such a fate, if it exists. Leave me to my god and his 
desires. Leave me to my Spite.’ 

“Your floating fortress no longer floats, druchii,’ Archaon told him. ‘It’s going 
to the depths. And it’s taking you with it, you treacherous scum. The captain 
goes down with his vessel.’ 

‘Kill her,’ came a voice from behind. It was Khezula Sheerian. The ancient 
was hobbling up the tower behind the Chaos warrior, his bone staff tapping its 
way up the black stone. “The priest, the girl,’ Sheerian said, ‘they’re dead. Kill 
the witch.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ Archaon demanded of the sorcerer. 

‘Do it,’ Sheerian said. ‘Do what you do best, Archaon. End her.’ 

“You’ll doom us all,’ the corsair-captain snarled. 

Archaon nodded slowly to himself. ‘I’m known for that.’ 

And it was decided. Sularii managed a half-scream as he cut the witch’s head 
from her shoulders with her own blade. Tossing the dark elf’s head into the 
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ocean, Archaon felt the stone beneath his boots suddenly judder. The charms and 
incantations that kept the Citadel afloat were losing their battle with the depths. 
Water about the colossal vessel began to thrash and foam as the black stone and 
rocky foundations of the vessel started taking it down below the waves. Vayne 
watched with a lover’s horror as Archaon allowed Sularii’s body to fall into the 
white water. It was all there in the druchii’s screwed-up face: his love for Sularii; 
his love for the Spite. 

“You idiot,’ Vayne spat, his dark charm and venomous smile gone. ‘You’|l put 
the Altar of Ultimate Darkness on the bottom of the ocean.’ 

‘Where it belongs,’ Archaon told him. 

‘It was a gift from the gods,’ Vayne said, considering his own anger at his 
failure to reclaim the altar for his witch-queen. 

‘They give,’ Archaon said, ‘and they take away.’ 

‘They do...’ Vayne seethed. The corsair-commander turned and rolled back up 
the tower at the two Swords blocking his escape. He passed under the bone 
blades of Funf and slashed the Chaos warrior with the poisoned metal of his own 
cutlass. The Sword shrieked as Archaon had never heard and fell to his armoured 
knees. The warlord couldn’t tell whether it was a cry of pain or pleasure, 
enslavement or release. The poison’s effects were swift and devastating. Funf 
simply withered to nothing before Archaon’s eyes. 

‘He’s mine,’ Archaon called as Eins went in to attack. Vayne turned and 
assumed a druchii fighting stance. Something dark, exotic and designed to catch 
Archaon off-guard. He only need nick or slice the Chaos warrior with his blades. 
He sneered his madness at Archaon who advanced without drawing his blade. 
The black stone of the tower cracked and shattered underneath them. Water 
foamed and fountained about as the Spite began its torturous descent into the 
depths. Beyond, Archaon’s army of darkness tore itself to pieces, the gods 
delighting in the butchery and spectacle. 

‘Master!’ Giselle screamed. 

‘We’ ve got to get off this ship,’ Father Dagobert called. 

Archaon didn’t have time to dance with Dravik Vayne. Dagobert was right. 
The Spite was going down fast. Without druchii magic to keep it afloat, the 
unimaginable weight of the black stone fortress and the bedrock it sat upon was 
pulling it swiftly down. Archaon had seconds before they would all be in the 
freezing water being dragged down with the Citadel of Spite. As Dravik Vayne 
closed on him, his blades oozing their deadly poison, Archaon stopped and tore a 
piece of shattered black stone from the crumbling tower wall. Vayne ran at the 
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Chaos warrior, eager for the advantage. Archaon hefted the small, jagged 
boulder up onto his armoured chest and then above his head. Throwing it down 
on his enemy with all his hate-fuelled might, Archaon’s rock smashed through 
Vayne’s offered blades and put the corsair’s skull in. Dropping the cutlasses, the 
Slaaneshi’s largely headless corpse stumbled about for a moment before 
dropping to its knees and slipping down into the foaming waters. Archaon spat 
after the corsair-captain and traitor. 

He turned to Dagobert and Giselle, with Eins standing with them. 

‘Now we go-’ 

Sickening shock stole the words from the end of his sentence. The beast was 
there. Flamefang. The Chaos dragon, tearing up the water as it swooped in low 
and fast. It was flying for the toppled tower, intent on claiming the winged 
warrior that had evaded its sky-snapping pursuit. 

‘Down!’ Archaon roared. But it was too late. It was natural for them to turn. 
To set their own eyes on the danger before they tried to evade it. Such split- 
second curiosity cost them, however. The length of the beast’s fang-filled jaws 
were open. Its neck, its tail and its body were straight. Carried on a gargantuan 
flap of its wings, the horror came at them like a bolt from one of the druchii 
throwers. Gorst pushed Father Dagobert down through a tower window and into 
the flooded chamber within. Eins grabbed Giselle and tried to take off from the 
tower. Fitch stood in honest horror and soiled himself. 

‘No!’ Archaon bawled as Giselle and Eins disappeared into the gaping trap of 
the dragon’s maw, swiftly followed by Gorst and Fitch. ‘No!’ he roared again, 
but there was nothing to be done but save himself. He turned and ran back up the 
length of the tower. He found Khezula Sheerian standing there. The daemon 
sorcerer was clutching his bone staff, leaning against it with his misty eyes 
closed. The sorcerous gemstone that crowned the staff blazed blue. Sheerian had 
seen with his Eye his Lord Tzeentch’s perversity. He had seen that as he had 
claimed the Brothers Spasskov in his summoning that the Chaos dragon would 
claim him as part of its own. Archaon leapt from the sinking, black stone of the 
tower. The great jaws of Flamefang missed him but took the daemon sorcerer a 
moment later. 

Archaon felt it immediately. His armour and mail burned his skin with the 
deep cold of the water. The shock almost knocked the wind out of the dark 
templar. Within moments he had something else to worry about — the weight of 
his plate was dragging him down like an anchor. He clawed at the foaming 
water. Bubbles raged about him as the colossal Spite started its descent below 
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the waves. The evacuating air and thrashing waters were about the only thing 
keeping the Chaos warrior from sinking. As his head broke the surface he heard 
the shouts and screams, the drowning boom of the sinking fortress. He saw 
Father Dagobert. The priest was still clutching The Liber Caelestior to his belly 
to protect it from the water. He was on his knees, precariously reaching out his 
pudgy hand for the struggling Archaon. The Chaos warrior went under again. 
Bubbles rushed past his sinking form and it took a clawing, thrashing effort to 
reach the surface again. 

Dagobert was still there. He was shouting something to Archaon, his long, 
grey hair framing a face lined deeply with his concerns and fears. Dagobert 
never saw the Chaos dragon return for a second pass. This time flying up the 
length of the sinking tower, Flamefang streamed purple flame before it. Archaon 
looked at Dagobert. The priest looked back at him. He didn’t even turn around. 
He knew what was coming. Archaon watched Dagobert disappear in a wall of 
unnatural flame. Archaon would have called out but he was already half- 
drowning. All he could do was stare up through the shallows as Hieronymous 
Dagobert — his priest, his father, his friend and his conscience, was lost to the 
transformative horror of the dragon flame. In that one moment Archaon lost both 
his past and his future. 

The Celestine Book of Divination — Necrodomo’s predictions and the destined 
path he had seen for Archaon the Everchosen of Chaos was now gone. Burnt. 
Warped to oblivion with its faithful translator. Mulched ink and parchment, 
sinking slowly to the bottom of the Great Eastern Ocean. 

At the realisation, Archaon stopped struggling. The deadweight of his armour 
dragged him down towards the depths. He cared nothing for the men, beasts and 
daemons that had joined his ranks. To them in turn he personally was nothing. 
Merely a path to greatness. Hieronymous Dagobert had raised him like a son. 
Giselle had been ardent in both her love and hate for him. Like the girl and the 
priest, even Gorst had been with him at the beginning of his dark journey. In 
turn, the damned tome whose secrets had become both Dagobert’s life and his 
own future was now lost. Forever. Like the Altar of Ultimate Darkness, it was on 
its way to the darkest depths where no champion of Chaos, no Everchosen of the 
Dark Gods might acquire them. He was lost and everything was lost to him. The 
Ruinous Powers had played their sick game. They had tricked him into thinking, 
feeling and believing that he was the one. They had tricked others into following 
such a doomed pursuit. They had done this for their own infernal entertainment. 
They had made Archaon a beacon of darkness. A living deathtrap — so that he 
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Gods’ names. 

The Citadel thundered through the stormy depths. Archaon felt the weight of 
his armour and the irresistible pull of the sinking fortress take him down. Above, 
the light of the world was fading. Below there was only the cold invitation of 
darkness. Archaon allowed it to drag him down. He was done. He was finished 
with the world of men and gods. They had finished him. The remaining air in his 
lungs scorched his way through his chest. He wanted to let it go. He wanted the 
ice-stabbing cold of the blackness below to take him. 

Then he saw it. Death from above. Framed in the dwindling twilight of the 
sea’s surface, he saw the thing he had unleashed on the world. The serpentine 
outline of the monstrous Flamefang. The Chaos dragon had plunged below the 
waves, drawn down on the sinking doom that was Archaon. Its spindly claws 
and massive wings pushed it down through the raging bubbles, down through the 
crumbling masonry of the Citadel and down through a sea of bodies. Down to 
feast on the blinding darklight of the Chaos warrior’s soul. 

Archaon felt his body tense. The desire to breathe, to live and to fight shot 
through his frozen body like a lightning strike through a mountain top. Terminus 
came up in his grasp, the water and the deep cold a sluggish drag on his 
movements. He watched the growing silhouette slither through the water like a 
snake, its colossal jaws moving from side to side, the horror of its long serpent 
body cutting through the depths with an undulating ripple. Archaon tensed the 
remaining warmth in his body through his right arm, preparing for the strike. 
The Chaos warrior was ready. Terminus was ready. 

Then he heard a single word echo about the addled, air-deprived rawness of 
his mind. That word was ‘No...’ 

A ‘No’ of defiance? A ‘No’ of defeat? 

The Chaos dragon’s narrow jaws opened. The dagger-trap of its maw and the 
bottomless reaches of its throat beckoned. Archaon would never know. As 
Terminus slipped from his grasp and dropped quietly into the depths, Flamefang 
snapped its colossal jaws closed and plunged Archaon into a darkness he had 
never known. 

‘No...’ was all he could hear. 
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‘No...’ said Archaon, though his lips spoke not. His tortured spirit ached for 
release. 

‘No,’ said the Dark Master, his words echoing though eternity. ‘You are a 
slave to shadow. You are the prince of calamity. You are the future, my son. You 
are my future.’ 

‘Tam an end to all futures,’ Archaon roared at the reasoning darkness. 

‘Yes you are...’ 

‘All futures, thing of dread that stalks my soul,’ Archaon told it. ‘My will is 
my own. My destiny cannot be held in the pages of a damned tome. My soul will 
not be crushed in the claw of some daemon or dark god.’ 

‘Whatever you need to tell yourself...’ 

‘This flesh will never be yours,’ Archaon told the darkness. ‘This soul will rail 
against your bidding. You will come to regret the day you chose me, horror.’ 

‘You were not chosen, Archaon,’ the Dark Master raged, scorching him with 
every word. ‘You were never chosen. You were sired on the world so that I might 
end it. And end it I shall, Archaon. End it I shall. Return to embrace your 
destiny.’ 


6809 XRN 


t 
aig 
"4 y™ 


CHAPTER XV 


‘Iam settled, and throw all that I am, 
Every corporeal desire and spiritual agent at this 
hopeless feat.’ 


— Dantalion Altieri, From the Abyss 


The Black Meridian — The Cliff of Beasts 
The Southern Wastes 
The Blazes — Dies Irae dies Illa 


‘No...’ 

Just a word. 

Archaon felt the scolding touch of plate against his skin. The weight of 
Terminus in his frozen fist. The darkness all about him. From the shimmering 
twilight above he saw the black shape of dread itself descending. The Chaos 
dragon — its narrow jaws stretched wide, its great talons and wings carrying its 
serpentine bulk down through the waters. ‘No...’ Archaon said, bubbles raging 
from his blue lips. 

Instead of kicking away through the water or clawing himself to the side and 
out of the path of the dagger-trap maw, Archaon surged straight at it. He felt the 
colossal jaw envelop him like a cave, with rows of twisted stalactites and 
stalagmites ready to stab straight through him. The dragon’s mouth began to 
close but the Chaos warrior had some stabbing left to do of his own. Kicking up 
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and away from the beast’s eye-pimpled tongue and its mangled lower jaw, 
Archaon thrust upwards with his greatsword. Up at the grotesque roof of the 
dragon’s mouth. Up through faces that stared back down at him from the soft, 
wet flesh in unspeakable horror. Terminus slipped straight through the 
assimilated patchwork of victims. Archaon put everything he had behind the 
blade — despite resistance from the icy water. The crusader blade passed through 
flesh, gristle and slammed through the bone of the monster’s malformed skull. 
Archaon slammed the weapon all the way up to its jewelled crossguard, in the 
hope that the blade would pierce the abomination’s warped brain and once again 
end Flamefang’s reign of transformative terror. 

The jaws suddenly spasmed open. The tongue assumed a choked rigidity and 
the water about Archaon clouded with regurgitated blood. The jaws closed and 
then jerked opened again. Archaon’s gauntlet slipped from the sword’s grip and 
the Chaos warrior found himself tumbling through the dark water as the 
creature’s neck retracted the colossal set of jaws. Terminus had not sliced deep 
enough to kill the monstrous thing. With the length of crafted steel embedded in 
the back of its throat, the monster was finding it difficult to swallow. Archaon 
watched the snaking shape of the monstrosity beat its wings for the surface. 
Fading... fading until finally it broke the ocean surface and disappeared. 

Archaon yearned for the weight of Terminus in his grip but the greatsword had 
gone with the dragon. The Chaos warrior had bigger problems. The air trapped 
in his lungs was roasting him from the inside out. The pressure was unbearable. 
It threatened to rip its way out of him. He instinctively tried to breathe deeper 
but there was nothing left of the desperate gasp he had taken on the surface and 
only the murk of salt water about him. He was deep. Deeper than he had thought 
possible and between the dragging force of the descending Spite and the 
deadweight of his own plate he was sinking further. With feverish hands he 
began to tear the mangled plate and shredded mail from his body. Armour sank 
from his thrashing form and with every piece the dark templar felt the grip the 
depths had on him loosen. As he tore the final few pieces away from his blood- 
sticky body he kicked for the surface. The Chaos dragon was gone from his 
thoughts. As was the loss of his blade. Armies and the destinies that went with 
them were unreachable in his thoughts. He had only one feeling. One desire. A 
need so overwhelming that all else fizzled to oblivion. Air. Archaon needed air. 
He felt his limbs weaken. He felt his mind slip. The Old World had not claimed 
him and neither had the New. He had survived the insanity of the Northern 
Wastes. He would be thrice-damned before he allowed the Great Eastern Ocean 
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to claim him. He kicked. He clawed. He roared himself free of the freezing 
water’s seductive grasp. 

The sound echoed through the clear, chill skies above. There was splashing. 
There was coughing and spluttering. There was the sweet ecstasy of lungs filled 
to bursting with urgent air. Archaon kicked in the water to keep his head above 
the surface. For a moment he just breathed. He blinked the stinging salt water 
from his eye. He was there — in the frozen seas of the south. The unexplored seas 
near the bottom of the world — which no northerner had known — skirted even by 
the traders of the elder races. Into waters only the damned would dare to venture. 
Archaon was not alone, however. The Citadel of Spite had gone down, taking the 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness with it to the bottom of the cursed ocean. Wreckage 
floated about the site of the Spite’s sinking; canvas and cordage mostly. Vessels 
from Archaon’s flotilla that had not blown each other to pieces had been flame- 
savaged by the Chaos dragon and were now making their escape. The water was 
crowded with bodies. Some had been dead before they hit the water, victims of 
the mutinous insanity that had swept through the Spite. Others had succumbed to 
the deep cold, as Archaon would if he couldn’t find a way to get out of the 
water. 

Marauders and Chaos warriors were screaming for help. With their last frosted 
breaths they called for compatriots and enemies to return in the fleeing vessels, 
but the ships were leaving. Archaon could tell by the angle of their masts that 
many were listing and wouldn’t make it far anyway. Those that could make their 
escape did, on a northerly heading. They weren’t coming back. Not for the scum 
of the world or the Chaos warrior that had led them. They were wise to do so. If 
they had returned, Archaon would have butchered them for their betrayal. 

Archaon swam. It was the only thing he could do to retain what little warmth 
remained in his body. He felt the icy tendrils of doom creep through his body 
and stab through his mind. It was becoming difficult to think. Men and beasts 
died about him in the water; their fur frosting; their armour dragging them down. 
The dark templar sensed creatures in the water — monstrosities newly liberated 
from the caverns beneath the Citadel had surfaced to feed on the calamitous 
bounty. Warriors screamed for their lives as serpents and great-gulleted beasts 
took them. As an undulating monstrosity closed on Archaon, the Chaos warrior 
smacked his fist at the freezing waters. Sensing that the dark templar might be 
more trouble than he was worth, the sea monster followed its instincts and 
slithered at a nearby Hundun tribesman who let loose a gargling scream before 
being chomped below the waves. 
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Archaon knew he had little time. As he rolled with the motion of the waves he 
stared up at the empty sky. If the cold or sea creatures didn’t get him then the 
returning Flamefang would. He could only hope that it had sought out havoc 
elsewhere. Spotting a tangled piece of floating wreckage, Archaon swam arm 
over exhausted arm across to it. It appeared to be some mangled spars and 
cordage from a sunken war-junk. Upon reaching the debris, Archaon discovered 
that the wreckage had already been claimed by three Kurgan warriors, huddled 
together and shivering. Archaon hauled himself up onto the bobbing spars, 
drawing from the marauders a storm of curses and warnings in their tribal 
tongue. Archaon — bare-chested and white with rime — climbed out of the water. 
The Kurgans drew their cruel weapons. Archaon gave them the slit of one eye. 
His mouth curled to a frozen snarl. For the first time the marauders saw the patch 
on his eye and the eternally burning Mark of Chaos that smouldered like a crown 
about his bare head. 

‘Leave,’ Archaon growled. The Kurgan looked to one another for reassurance 
but there wasn’t any. They looked to their weapons. ‘Go on, get out of here,’ the 
unarmed templar snapped as he moved towards them, prompting the marauders 
to jump into the deadly waters. 

After the Spite, the collection of ropes and spars was a miserable command. 
That didn’t stop rabid Chaos warriors from trying to climb aboard — like 
Archaon attempting to save themselves from the frozen waters. Taking a length 
of spar, the dark templar bludgeoned his former allies, caving in their helmets 
and heads before lashing their bodies to the wreckage for extra buoyancy. 
Stripped bodies of wet floating debris and mounds of corpses floated about him. 
What full-bellied sea monsters could not swallow, Archaon claimed for his raft. 
Some were almost frozen solid by the time he got to them, while others — in 
death — had started to rot and balloon with unnatural speed. As he rolled corpses 
in the water to get them into position, Archaon discovered that one of the ragged 
cadavers was a winged warrior of Chaos. It was one of his Swords. Vier. There 
was movement beneath the Sword’s armour that Archaon took for breathing and 
the dark templar hauled the warrior up onto the raft. 

Incredibly, Vier was alive. He had not only survived the dragon’s flame but 
also the fall and brutal landing. Archaon swiftly discovered, however, that the 
movement wasn’t breathing. Vier was suffering under the influence of the Chaos 
dragon’s breath. His form was undergoing grotesque changes that simply 
through force of will alone Vier was attempting to resist. 

Archaon dragged Vier’s mangled body into an upright position. Beyond 
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and an arm had been horribly fused to his body. Things writhed about within 
him wanting to be free, wanting to blossom into new forms, but the Chaos 
watrior groaned his way through them. The two of them sat and they shivered as 
the raft bobbed away from the floating collection of bodies and debris. 

Without means to steer the raft, Archaon was at the perverse mercy of the 
currents that seemed to be dragging his macabre jury-rigged vessel further south 
into the darkness and temperatures that plunged further than Archaon could 
imagine. 

Frosted in his scraps of armour and decorated in a motley collection of 
mismatched weaponry, Archaon appeared more like one of his miserable 
marauders or tribesmen than the warlord who had led them. Survival was his 
prime concern. Water. Food. Warmth. He licked the frost and rime routinely 
formed on the wood of the spars. He cut frozen meat from the mound of corpses 
that made up the raft. He established a small fire in a cooking pot, burning scalps 
and the fat cut from the better-fed of the cadavers. Enough to dry his furs and 
armour — scrap by painstaking scrap — and warm hands that felt as if they had 
already fallen off. Vier took nothing. The Sword just sat and suffered through his 
attempted transformations. Archaon found himself watching the Chaos warrior 
for signs of treachery, signs that he might have become something else. He was 
loath to dump his Sword of Chaos, however and secretly welcomed the 
distraction. 

It was a miserable existence but as the days turned to weeks, it was an 
existence — and to Archaon that was all that mattered. He spent his time 
searching both the seas and sky. Flamefang would make short work of the raft 
with its narrow jaws and streams of warping flame. He saw nothing of the 
dragon, however, and assumed that it had headed inland in search of more 
populous prey. The bleak horizon was equally empty. The waters were dark, the 
air cutting and the seas empty of sail. Mainly Archaon slept. Boredom, 
exhaustion and futility combined to drag him into wretched dreams. In some he 
was still a warlord, commanding champions and the legions of Chaos. In others 
he was haunted by a daemon darkness. The thing that watched him from the 
shadows and even now, in the stark emptiness of the polar seas, seemed to be 
with him. Murmuring the insanities of fevered sleep, Archaon wished it gone. 
Sometimes it stayed. Sometimes it seemed to leave. Sometimes it left others in 
its stead. Corpses that rose from the lashed cadavers to point, to accuse and 
berate with droning insistence. Father Dagobert, Giselle, Sheerian. Giselle in 
particular would scream at him, spit at him, slap him. Her furious strikes were 
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too feeble to leave an impression on the Chaos warrior but were sometimes 
enough to snap him from his nightmares. 

Shuddering to wakefulness, Archaon found that he was shaking. It was cold. 
Colder than before. The fire in the pot was out. Vier was groaning his agonies. 
The raft was rocking and the dark templar could hear a slushy creak. He had 
been asleep for some time. Rubbing some life back into the frozen mask of his 
face, Archaon got to his feet. The horizon had changed. It was not the mind- 
bending flat line stretching into eternity that it had been. It was angular and 
shattered. He had reached the seasonal ice of some southern land. Great bergs 
bobbed about him. The dark waters were gone. Ice lay before the raft and the 
skies were the broiling black of pitch. Far beyond, in the distance, Archaon 
could see the distant pinnacle glow of eruptions, betraying the presence of 
volcanoes dotted about the horizon. 

It seemed that the raft had been drifting for some time through the outer extent 
of the ice. Its passage was demonstrated in the narrow channel of black water 
and slush it had cut south as it had drifted. Before the raft the ice had also 
cracked. The fracture extended south, as far as Archaon could see, funnelling the 
ramshackle raft on. It was like a long, black line extending into the distance. 

Archaon’s mind ached back through the slaughter, the devastation and the 
cold. Back to what Sheerian had told him. That the next treasure of Chaos to be 
discovered lay on a Black Meridian. The Chaos warrior’s eyes followed the 
fracture south. A black line of water through the whiteness of the ice. A Black 
Meridian. A nasty chuckle escaped the dark templar’s burning lips. 

As the raft bounced and slushed its way through the fracture, the blackening 
skies plunged the frozen wildemess into darkness. With the volcanic brume 
churning above, lanced by strange lightning it became clear that these southern 
lands had never seen sun, moon or the blessing of a clear sky. There was 
something supernatural and potent about the place. The freezing air could not 
only graze the skin and stop the heart, it burned with the presence of the Dark 
Gods and their daemons. Far, far across the great oceans — at the bottom of the 
world — Archaon had discovered the Southern Wastes. A frozen hell like the one 
he had traversed in the north. As the cursed heavens raged and the darkness 
became absolute, drowning the meridian and turning the ice to a frosted 
obsidian, Archaon came to realise that these Southern Wastes were much, much 
worse. 

The land seemed as if it was surrounded by the chill seas. It shared no border 
with the realms of men. There was no eternal battle to fight. No champions 
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and purpose. It was primordial. A land of chaos and havoc. A place of 
degenerate malevolence. As he drifted further into the savage lands, the 
temperature plummeted and the winds picked up. The darkness beyond the raft 
became a blurred stream of snow and howling elemental ferocity. The mountains 
of fire and fury drew closer. They stormed the explosive brilliance of magma 
into the inky skies above, raining ash into the maelstrom and trailing bifurcating 
rivers of lava that cut through the unnatural ice, giving the land what little light it 
enjoyed — the infernal glow of a dungeon or underworld. 

In the light of the lava, the denizens of this desperate land were revealed to 
Archaon. Even in the blackness of the storm, Archaon could make out shapes in 
the darkness. The movement of beings. Hundreds of them. Thousands. He was in 
an undiscovered realm, swarming with savages. The darklight of his own doom 
didn’t extend very far in such a place, however. In the radiance of the crawling 
rivers of magma, however, Archaon saw that the bleak realm was overrun with 
monsters. In the depths of the darkness, in the shrieking swirl and the infernal 
cold, Archaon saw beastmen without number. These were not the weakling 
corruptions of man and beast he had encountered in the forests of the Empire, 
nor the savage tribes of animal fury he had yoked to his warmongering in the 
Shadowlands. These were daemonbreeds. Diabolical fusions of fiend, beast and 
god knows what else. These shaggy beasts were sculptures in midnight muscle, 
cloven of hoof and crowned with extravagant tangles of daemon horn. In the 
ember twilight, their gore-smeared snouts and bestial fang-faces were contorted 
with the base desires that ruled their monstrous kingdom. On those faces 
Archaon found his Dark Gods — rage and the barbaric tribal ambitions it served; 
the hang-dog suffering of such a wretched existence and the animal indulgences 
that served to alleviate the afflictions of both mind and the flesh. The ruinous 
drives of all living things were to be found in the swarming hordes of beasts that 
plagued the storm-scathed wilderness. 

When a throng of monstrosities were drawn in on the thawing flesh of his 
corpse-raft, Archaon and Vier were forced to abandon the craft. Sinking into his 
scraps of fur and leather and tightening a belt heavy with recovered weapons, the 
dark templar set off on foot with the horribly transformed Vier limping behind. 
Despite a broken leg, hunched back and malformed limbs, the Sword of Chaos 
simply would not give up and die. Drawing a bone sword from his remaining 
wing he hobbled behind his master like a wretched sentinel, moaning his 
exertions. 

The beastfiends about the raft had no weapons of their own — no blades to cut 
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flesh or hack bone. Instead they just set upon the dead marauders with their 
clawed hands, tearing flesh and organs out of the cadavers with animal abandon. 
Archaon left them to sink their muzzles into the spoiling meat but as he crept 
away he could hear the creatures’ fangs tearing and the pegs of their chisel-teeth 
working their way through the carcasses. Nothing would be wasted — of that 
Archaon was sure. The Chaos warrior didn’t plan on being there when the meat 
ran out. 

His footsteps in borrowed boots took him through the howling storm. For six 
days and six nights Archaon stumbled along the benighted path — although 
without sun or moon to tell one from the other it was almost impossible to tell. 
All Archaon knew was that his belly burned with hunger and his lips cracked for 
want of water. His legs fell to numbness with the torment of steps never-ending 
and his senses ached with the demands of constant vigilance. Beyond, Archaon 
could hear the infernal roaring of beastmen at war. Tribes of fiendbreeds fought 
for the miserable featureless territory about the meltwater darkness of their 
birthing pools on the obsidian ice. They snorted, wrangled and butchered each 
other without end, burdening the icy gales with the perpetual bellows of death 
and savage celebration. Those closest sniffed with suspicion at the advancing 
Chaos warrior. Their milky eyes saw little but opportunity and death but their 
sense of smell was daemonically acute. If Archaon had been anyone else, he was 
sure that he would have been torn to pieces in moments. He wasn’t just anyone 
else. He was Archaon. Chosen of the Ruinous Powers and Herald of the End 
Times. None of the creatures would know his name or have heard of his deeds 
but the Chaos warrior had the stink of dark destiny on him. He was an evil they 
had never known and they were cautious of it. Occasionally beasts would charge 
from the darkness and rage at Archaon, prompting the dark templar’s frost- 
scolded hands to slip down to the jangling nest of blades and axes that sat snug 
in his belt. They would not attack him and as soon as he had trudged out of the 
barren slush of their territory, they left him alone to pursue aggressions 
elsewhere. 

As the black fissure in the ice turned to a river of inky meltwater and the 
channel in turn became a road of solidifying volcanic stone, Archaon saw other 
things in the storm-flashed hordes. The landscape was a colossal graveyard. The 
bleak, howling wilderness was littered with the monstrous bones and skeletons 
of legendary creatures. Things giant, warped and long dead. Like outposts or 
tribal hubs, the great bones and vaulted ribcages of these beasts formed shelters 
for the swarming beastfiends of the wilderness. There were daemons here — in 
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the momentary blindness of lightning strikes and billowing blizzards of ice and 
ash. The creatures of nightmare stalked Archaon and each other through the 
crowded forest of shaggy beastmen. Their outlandish forms and the horror of 
their fiendflesh and faces were pure terror to behold. They were the diabolical 
servants of the Dark Gods, crafted in their image and just about everything else. 
They knew Archaon not by his scent but the potency of his presence. The Chaos 
warrior burned with the darklight of fate. It drew them down on him and 
Archaon had to be constantly alert to their predations. 

Every time a horror leapt from the storm or tore through a roaring sea of beasts 
at him, another suddenly emerged from its hiding place in the infernal gloom and 
horribly destroyed its devilkin. The daemons and fiend-princes of different 
Chaos gods played at the game of death and destruction about the dark templar’s 
implacable advance, ripping each other apart in contestation for the Chaos 
warrior’s soul. With the maelstrom swirling above his head, Archaon could 
almost imagine the Ruinous Powers looking down on him. Their eyes could be 
hungry for glory or full of disappointment and disapproval. Archaon could not 
know and he did not care. He had found the undiscovered realm and was on the 
Black Meridian. A mighty treasure of Chaos waited for him and nothing would 
put the warrior from his path. 

Then he heard it. Not the roar of a beastmen or a daemon shriek. It was the 
heaven-shattering thunder of dragoncall. Tzeentch’s monstrous calamity. The 
Yien-Ya-Long. Flamefang. The terror of Grand Cathay and now the terror of the 
Southern Wastes. Denied its prize and still hungry for the warlord’s soul, the 
creature was hunting him through the maelstrom. Archaon peered into the raging 
tempest about him and up into the spewing murk above. For a moment he 
thought he saw the winged monstrosity, beating its wings through the raging 
turmoil of the skies — but he couldn’t be sure. The purple inferno that erupted 
some way distant into the hordes was unmistakable, however. Bathed in the 
violaceous glow of its own transformative flame, Archaon saw the thing. He 
dropped into a crouch, desperate not to be spotted by one of the many eyes that 
writhed in the smeared flesh of its supernatural hide. It was huge. Much bigger 
than when Sheerian had given the monster’s spirit form on board the Citadel of 
Spite or when Archaon had fought it below the waves. As the Chaos dragon 
carpeted the bestial hordes with Lord Tzeentch’s blessing, turning the beastfiend 
and the daemon, the torched and thrashing to spawn, Archaon could see why. 
Turning its head to one side and opening the colossal length of its narrow jaws 
wide, Flamefang funnelled the changelings down its gaping throat — their 
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precious flesh to be assimilated into its own. With such an appetite, the Chaos 
dragon had decimated the east. Now, fuelled by fiendflesh and daemon souls, the 
gargantuan beast intended to make the Southern Wastes its own. 

Archaon pushed on. Flamefang had been unleashed at his command. It had 
feasted on his failure but it would not claim him. The Chaos warrior nodded to 
himself. Greater things waited for him than a dragon’s gullet. Keeping low, 
Archaon hurried on along his damned path. His Black Meridian. As the endless 
road of black volcanic rock approached one of the many black peaks that 
blighted the swarming ice, the Chaos warrior felt the soles of his boots warm. 
The stone was shot through with glowing cracks, betraying the melted rock 
beneath. The road was leading him right up to the volcano and had in fact been 
created by a channel of magma that had cascaded down the mountainside and 
slowly slurped its way impossibly straight and impossibly north towards the 
coast. Unusually, the volcano’s summit was dark and dormant but for the 
slightest suggestion of a cooling glow. A crown of lesser cones reached out of 
the black scree-side of the central tor, each summit a furious pinnacle of 
dribbling ash and sky-scorching lava. 

Stepping from the burning stone, Archaon trekked alongside the road — his 
path turning from black crust to the murky red of bubbling magma to the furious 
splashing yellow of liquid rock. The sputtering lava glowed with the diabolical 
heat of a daemon furnace and Archaon was forced further and further from its 
flaming shores as the channel grew wider. As he neared the volcano, with Vier 
hobbling behind, it became clear that a series of structures had been carved into 
the igneous rock. A small, craggy city of black stone, dusted with ash. The 
architecture was colossal and ancient. Massive pillars. Standing stone archways. 
Dark temples. Rough amphitheatres. 

As Archaon and Vier moved through the damned structures on the rising slope 
of the volcano, it became clear that the city had been long abandoned. 
Beastfiends swarmed the ruins, assuming structures for themselves with 
territorial ferocity. They fought between themselves. They gorged themselves. 
They cannibalised their own. They slept. All the while, hunted through the 
ancient derelicts by predacious daemons. 

Archaon and Vier moved up through the city-slope as quietly as they could. 
Progress was agonisingly slow, moving from building to shattered building. 
They hid behind fallen pillars and crumbling ruins. They moved through the 
darkness of collapsed temples and across the ash of forgotten arenas. They 
waited while hordes of beasts fought each other in the streets. They held still and 
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when the hordes passed on. Still, the Chaos warriors were forced to butcher 
many of the beastfiends. Grabbing the monsters. Strangling. Slitting throats. 
Stabbing through muscle and into hearts. Their murderous progress through the 
city was silent and bloody. They could not afford to bring a city of bestial 
monstrosities down on them. 

As the ruins began to thin on the lower slopes of the volcano peak and the 
ascent became harsh, Archaon picked out standing stones at intervals about the 
mountainside. The stones bore a selection of runes and symbols, obviously 
infernal in nature but many the Chaos warrior didn’t recognise. Even the storm 
seemed to grow to a respectful stillness about the mountain. Assuming the dark 
peak to have some corrupt spiritual significance, like a shrine or burial ground, 
the Chaos warrior strode on unmolested. Beastfiends and daemons seemed not to 
congregate in the craggy upper reaches, where the lava channels raged and the 
standing stones communicated silent significance. 

Step by step Archaon began to loosen the rags, furs and shreds of armour that 
had provided feeble protection from the murderous cold and freezing 
temperatures of the Southern Wastes. As the rigid rags began to thaw, Archaon 
felt drenched to the marrow but a few minutes walking alongside the roasting 
river of molten stone dried and warmed the warrior’s frozen bones. Holding a 
hand out against the glare and the intense heat, Archaon ascended the slope, 
jumping from burning boulder to igneous crag. The climb was harsh but 
welcome after the monotonous road leading to it through the dark wilderness and 
the slow progress through the ruined city. Above, Archaon could see that the 
channel was oozing its way from a ragged cave entrance in the side of the main 
tor. An entrance shaped like an eight-pointed star. The realisation put a crooked 
smile on the dark templar’s lips and a surge in his step. He was close. 

The first indication that there was anything wrong was the coolness on the 
back of his head. For a while now, Archaon had been baked in the unrelenting 
heat of the lava channel. Beads of sweat had rolled from his brow and down his 
bare head. The sensation of the breeze dancing across his skin was immediately 
pleasant and horrifying. Spinning around, Archaon caught the final moments of 
Flamefang’s descent. Spotting him alone on the scree slope, the Chaos dragon 
had thundered from the black, billowing heavens, flapping its wings at the last 
moment to effect a landing on the volcano’s side. Smashing into the 
mountainside, its talons sinking into the hot rock like anchors, the sheer size of 
the beast shook the ground beneath Archaon’s boots. 

Behind the creature, stone archways toppled and columns crumbled to the 
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ground. The dragon’s mighty arrival had sent a quake through the ruined city, 
sending the fragility of its structures into a succession of collapses that 
swallowed the city in a cloud of black dust. From below Archaon could hear the 
furious bellow of disturbed beastfiends and the howl of daemons. As Flamefang 
clawed its thunderous way up the side of the volcano, its tail whipped this way 
and that, cleaving through the structures behind it and laying fiend-swarming 
temples to waste. With every colossal movement, the Chaos dragon shook the 
ground. 

Archaon lost his footing and began to skid down towards the monster. 
Boulders bounced down the slope, dislodged from above, and tumbled down at 
both Archaon and the dragon. Moving from side to side, the dark templar 
allowed the larger pieces of rock to plunge past him and shatter on the 
assimilated bulk of the Chaos dragon. 

Flamefang too was struggling with its footing, its great claws tearing through 
the loose rock and scree of the slope. Sweeping its neck around the monster 
reached up, snapping at Archaon with its gargantuan jaws. Archaon leapt from 
his purchase, sending the boulder he was standing on down towards the beast 
where it was pulverised in the trapjaw tip of the dragon’s maw instead of the 
Chaos warrior. 

Flame washed up the mountainside, forcing Archaon to take cover behind a 
rocky outcrop, where he found the Sword Vier similarly taking cover. Looking 
back up at the cave entrance, Archaon snarled. He would never make the climb 
up there with the Chaos dragon at his back. 

Vier seemed to know exactly what his master was thinking. What his master 
needed. Painfully drawing his bone sword from one warped wing, the warrior 
bumped his mangled fist off Archaon’s shoulder before moving out from the 
outcrop. Archaon nodded, peering out after the Sword of Chaos. He skidded 
down the scree-side at Flamefang, who was simultaneously distracted by the 
beastfiends swarming at it from the demolished section of ruinscape. As it 
snapped and streamed purple flame at the gathering hordes, Vier made his 
wretched approach — his vengeance intended to buy his master the time he 
needed to reach his prize. 

Clawing with bloody fingers at the shattered rock, Archaon pulled himself up 
towards the cave entrance. His only chance was to get inside and put the 
mountainside between himself and the dragon. As the agony of the climb took 
hold, Archaon could hear the screeches of daemons and the savage futility of 
beastfiends snapped up in Flamefang’s monstrous jaws. Soon Vier was lost to 
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structures sent great clouds of ash and black dust skyward. The volcanic miasma 
was lit up by the purple flash of flame, as the Chaos dragon visited the 
transformative wrath of Tzeentch on the Infernals. 

It was a gruelling climb. The ledges and handholds cut like glass and most of 
what Archaon placed his boots on came away from the cliff face. Below, the 
carnage had ended. Flamefang erupted out of the cloud of dust and destruction 
the undisputed victor, clawing its colossal way up the steep incline after 
Archaon. The beast of Tzeentch surged up the slope, several beats of its wings 
carrying its prey — the blazing soulfire of the Chaos warrior’s irrepressible spirit 
leading it on. Once more the jaws opened. With nowhere to jump to, the dark 
templar was forced to allow his boot to skid down the slope. The dragon 
chomped at the side of the mountain, its twisted teeth dislodging chunks of black 
rock and a shower of gravel. 

Climbing around the side of the volcano, Archaon attempted to take shelter 
behind one of the razor-sharp ridges running down the side of the mountain. He 
heard a horrible thunder build up within the creature’s gigantic form and knew it 
was about to breathe its purple flame. The inferno torched the mountainside, 
blasting grit and loose rock from the volcano. Archaon managed to haul himself 
around the razor-sharp ridge in time, the black rock soaking up the worst of 
Flamefang’s warpflame. With horror the dark templar realised that the purple 
flame had washed across the furs covering the back of his shoulder and two 
fingers of his left hand. The little finger and ring finger seared, as if they had 
been dipped in boiling oil. Archaon snarled through a cry of pain and tried to 
secure his purchase. 

Suddenly he felt the burning furs draping one of his shoulders move. The 
warpflame had given them a new and horrible life. Feeling a morphing set of 
jaws sink into his shoulder, Archaon tore the rippling fur from his flesh and cast 
the mutating thing down the mountainside. Through the scalding sensation of his 
two fingers, Archaon felt his flesh rebel. Skin stretched. Flesh changed. Bone 
began to grow. Disgust washed through him. He thought of the unfortunate Vier 
and the horror he had both resisted and become. The fingers began to change and 
Archaon didn’t want to know what they were to become. He certainly didn’t 
want the flesh-warping effect to spread. Slipping a marauder’s axe from his belt 
and placing his left hand against the warm rock of the mountainside, the Chaos 
warrior cleaved down with the axe and struck them off. As the two digits fell 
with the sparks from the stone, Archaon clutched the injured hand to him. He felt 
his own blood soak through the material to his chest. 


6822 XRN 


Again, Flamefang’s great gavial jaws came at him and with pain-fuelled fury, 
Archaon flung the axe at the beast. The weapon’s rough blade buried itself in the 
creature’s nostril-flaring snout, doing little to persuade the beast to leave him 
alone. With one bloody fist clutched to his chest, Archaon climbed for his life. 
With the monster’s jaws chewing through the scenery behind him, the Chaos 
warrior scrabbled his way up the scree slope, punching handholds into the 
igneous rubble. With the dragon’s jaws just torso-sheering moments behind him, 
Archaon hauled himself up through the ragged star-shaped opening to the cave. 
The light. The heat. The radiance of the river of lava slowly coursing through the 
rough, black passage beyond was almost unbearable. Everything was bathed in a 
blinding infernal glow and flame danced from the shreds of clothing and armour 
that Archaon was wearing, just by being close to the channel of bubbling 
magma. Slapping out the flames and dragging himself along the course with one 
arm, the Chaos warrior kicked back through the gravel to safety. 

Or so the dark templar thought. Suddenly the Chaos dragon’s jaws were there. 
It had hauled itself up to the cave entrance and pushed the colossal length of its 
narrow jaws down into its depths. Archaon heard the tortured screams of the 
assimilated unfortunates whose stolen flesh charred and burned at such 
proximity to the molten rock. 

‘Burn, you monstrosity,’ Archaon hissed back at the creature as the mournful 
roar of Flamefang itself joined the flesh-stolen of its form. The thing struggled 
with its purchase, the dragon tearing its claw-holds away and dashing itself with 
spatters of hide-scorching lava. Its jaws suddenly plunged down the length of the 
cave, the writhing dimensions of its head turning the star-shaped opening to 
rubble. Archaon kicked back through the grit. The blaze of the liquid rock 
roasted him from one side while Flamefang’s mangled fangs attempted to snap 
up a scrabbling foot or leg and drag its soul-prey back into the open. 

Archaon watched as the dragon’s jaws opened. Bathed in the effulgence of the 
passage, the horror of the monster’s maw was revealed. Within its depths 
Archaon saw another head — a blind, obscene set of jaws set within the first. The 
huge head shot out at the Chaos warrior, all malformed flesh and twisted fang. 
Archaon kicked back from the thing that seemed to extend on a horrid neck of its 
own. The jaws parted to reveal a third set of jaws within the second. Like a 
telescope the horrid appendage extended, snapping at Archaon with a savage, 
rhythmic abandon. The beast wanted his flesh and his soul so badly that Archaon 
could feel it in the feverish snap of the inset jaw. Archaon kicked back at the 
monster’s reach, his right boot snagging on the monstrous fang-trap. The jaws 
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retracted and dragged the dark templar a little way back through the grit before 
his boot came free. With nothing but a scavenged marauder boot for its agony 
and trouble, the furious Flamefang withdrew its narrow jaws from the cave 
entrance and took its lava-scorched screeches into the sky. 

Archaon tried to spit after the beast but the chamber was too hot and his mouth 
was too dry. He had to get away from the infernal intensity of the lava flow. 
Limping with one boot through the razor-sharp volcanic shale, Archaon made 
his way up the searing passage. As it snaked through the blackness of the 
mountain’s interior, the molten glow lighting his way, Archaon looked down to 
his bloodied hand, to his missing fingers. He had to do something about the 
injury. Crouching and reaching for the bubbling lava as close as he dared, he felt 
the searing agony flare up once again as the heat cauterised the wound. 
Retracting the hand and working his remaining fingers and thumb, he found 
them to be burnt but serviceable. Tearing a scrap of clothing from his body he 
fashioned and tied off a swift bandage before lurching on through the brilliance 
of the cave. 

The draining potency seemed to go on forever. The passage wormed its way 
through the roasting mountain, with Archaon stumbling along it, the half of his 
face and head turned towards the molten river scorched to redness. The Chaos 
warrior finally found some brief relief as the passage opened out and the channel 
widened. He rested for a moment against a crag of jagged black rock, cowering 
before the intense heat before drawing his gaze upwards. Only then did he 
realise that he had reached the end of the cursed Black Meridian. The journey 
was over. He had arrived. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


‘Unconquered...’ 


— Epitaph — The tomb of Morkar ‘The Uniter’, 
First Everchosen of Chaos 


Mount Ceno 
The Southern Wastes 
Horns Harrowing: The Season of Fire 


Pulling his rags across his mouth, Archaon found it difficult to breathe. The 
opening chamber was a pit of heat and noxious gases. He found himself within 
the colossal cone of the volcano tor. The interior seemed dormant but for the 
bubbling lake of lava that dominated the chamber floor and lit the walls of the 
cone with a dungeon glow. Limping towards it, Archaon discovered that a series 
of stones — like stepping stones — led from the seething shore to an island of 
black rock that occupied the middle of the lake. Looking about him, Archaon 
found that the walls all about the cone interior were decorated with stone 
caskets. Resting on crags and spurs, equidistant from one another and reaching 
up the dormant volcano interior, Archaon beheld thousands of sarcophagi, rough 
and carved of igneous rock. Hobbling over to the nearest, resting on jagged spurs 
in the rockface nearby, the dark templar saw that it bore the Ruinous Star of the 
Chaos Powers united. Putting his ear to the casket top, the Chaos warrior heard 
the strangest sound. Archaon would recognise it anywhere. It was the sound of 
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battle. It was the sound of blades clashing, bawling war cries and men dying. 
The sound was distant. Like an echo of eternity. Archaon drew one of several 
short blades he was carrying — a Kurgan falchion. Using the flared tip of the poor 
blade, Archaon prised the lid off the sarcophagus and pushed it aside. Within the 
sound of battle eternal died. The coffin was bare of bones. It contained only the 
rusted remnants of a Chaos blade. Listening through the lids of the next and the 
next, Archaon found the same. The distant cacophony of war. Different battles. 
Different voices calling out in triumph or death. In each Archaon found a 
mouldering weapon — some still bearing the stains of ancient slaughter. 

The dark templar nodded to himself. He was standing in a tomb. Here, in the 
wickedness of the Southern Wastes, the exalted warriors of Chaos had been laid 
to rest — their bones recovered to wither in the noxious heart of this mountain; 
their souls to fight on for the glory of their deranged gods. 

Tearing a rag from his torso, Archaon tied the material about his foot and 
strode on towards the molten lake. Once again the intense heat threatened to 
overwhelm him. Stepping out onto the first stone, Archaon felt assailed from all 
sides by the blinding fury of the lake. As he stepped from one stone to another, 
his will weakening and his knees faltering, the poisonous gases of the chamber 
filled his lungs and the heat scorched his skin. Everything sizzled, slurped and 
crackled. As he reached the final stone, the craggy footfall cracked and sheared 
away into the lava. Falling to a crouch, his hands clutching the small rock and 
his foot held over the searing surface of the lake, Archaon jumped. He landed on 
the island’s shale shore and rolled through the shattered rock, cutting his back to 
ribbons. Pulling shards of stone from his flesh, the dark templar walked up the 
shore. Above him, the volcano opened out onto the broiling blackness of a 
doom-laden sky. 

The island seemed to support a roughly hewn architecture. It was scorch- 
shattered and dusted with ash. The structure lay in ruins but Archaon recognised 
certain elements of its construction. There seemed to be a hearth and a firepot of 
molten rock. Hollows contained the solidified dregs of molten metal. Shapes and 
moulds that had been carved into the stone. Archaon even saw what was left of a 
hammer, buried in the dust. The Chaos warrior was fairly sure that he was 
standing in some infernal smithy or daemon forge. As he passed through the 
crumbling ruins and reached the heart of the forge tomb, his suspicions were 
confirmed. 

Archaon fell down to his knees in the volcanic grit. He lowered his head in 
reverence and relief. Before him stood a stone dais bearing the assembled pieces 
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a simple monstrosity to it. The work of the insane genius of some daemon 
craftsman. Both the metal plates and the mail upon which they were set were 
fashioned of some outlandish metal. The suit’s brazen cuirass and pauldrons 
suggested both fortitude and elegance, while the plates that covered both arms 
and legs appeared to overlap for extra protection, like the hull planks of a 
clinker-built vessel. Sturdy armoured boots and the intricate workings of plate 
gauntlets sat abandoned in the dust, while the reinforced expanse of a body 
shield bearing the riveted glory of an eight-pointed star and a central spike rested 
nearby. Bronzed skulls had been crafted seamlessly into the suit’s fearful 
breastplate. They appeared to complement the leering, brazen skull that was the 
suit’s fearful helmet. Extravagant eruptions of daemon horn adorned the sides of 
the helm while the sculpted eye sockets allowed the infernal light of the forge to 
probe its inner darkness. 

Archaon rose before the ancient armour. He approached daemon design with 
the flutter of excitement and expectation in his chest. This was truly a treasure of 
Chaos. He took the skull-crafted breastplate from the stone dais and held it up 
for inspection. The metal was thick but unexpectedly light. Unlike the weapons 
within the caskets, the unusual metal of the suit’s forging seemed untouched by 
the ravages of time or the decimating attentions of the environment. Turning the 
breastplate around, Archaon noticed that there was a bronze plate on the gorget 
interior bearing an inscription. It was an epitaph, like one might find on an 
ancient tomb. It simply said ‘Unconquered...’ and bore the name Morkar 
beneath. 

Morkar. Morkar. Archaon knew the name. How could he not? It echoed about 
the Northern Wastes, carried on the curses of champions and the boasts of 
murderous marauders. Morkar was legend. Morkar — the Uniter. The beacon of 
Chaos whose dark light eclipsed the dawn of civilisation. The First Everchosen 
of the Ruinous Powers. Morkar — Ravager of the fledgling Empire of man. Slain 
by a false god two and a half thousand years before Archaon had been born. 
Archaon stared about the volcano interior at the thousands of sarcophagi lining 
the black walls. Morkar’s United. The honoured warriors of Chaos who had 
fought at Morkar’s side. Archaon nodded to himself with dark glee. The fabled 
armour of Morkar was his. How it came to be here so long after the 
Everchosen’s defeat, Archaon could not tell. All he knew was that the Dark 
Gods had tested him. They had sent Archaon by way of insanity, betrayal and 
death but finally the path to damnation had led him to victory — to this infernal 
mountain and a Ruinous treasure of the Chaos Powers. The armour of Morkar 
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was his reward. The second treasure by which the Everchosen and Lord of the 
End Times would be known. 

A smile bled through the dark templar’s cracked lips. He began tearing the 
rags and scraps of leather from his body. The armour was his and plate by 
damned plate, Archaon dressed his bruised and broken body with both its 
physical and infernal protections. Despite the heat of the surroundings, the 
armour felt cool on the Chaos warrior’s skin. Volcanic dust showered from the 
ancient plate revealing the strange lustre of the metal beneath. Hefting the body 
shield onto his left arm, he snatched up the skull-helm by one great horn. He 
went to slip the helmet over his bare head — to plunge face first into the darkness 
within — but something caught his eye. Turning the helmet around and staring 
down at the leering skull Archaon noticed that between the horns and set in the 
brow between the crafted eye sockets, he found a depression. This the Chaos 
warrior found odd since the armour bore no other examples of damage. Scraping 
the depression with the finger of one gauntlet, the dust that caked it fell away, 
revealing its true shape and dimension. A shape and dimension that the dark 
templar had seen before and instantly recognised. 

Crafted in the forehead of the helm was a distinctive socket — an eye-shaped 
socket — set to receive a decorative jewel of some kind. And Archaon knew 
which jewel. It was just the right size and shape to ensconce the Eye of Sheerian. 
The prophetic gem of Khezula Sheerian — the daemon sorcerer of Tzeentch. 

Archaon looked up from the helm. Up the black rock of the mountain interior 
and up out of the caldera top. He stared up at the tumultuous black skies with 
wretched scorn and a face full of hate. 

“You faithless gods,’ he roared up at them. ‘You monsters of the perverse. You 
givers and takers... Why?’ 

Archaon angled the helmet to see inside. The helm had been crafted to allow 
its owner to wear a band or crown. Morkar’s armour was that of Ruinous 
royalty. The front of both the missing crown and the helm allowed the setting of 
the sorcerous jewel which had to be a further treasure of the Chaos Powers. A 
treasure both Archaon and the Dark Gods had conspired to put in the belly of the 
monstrous dragon, Flamefang. Both cold fury and futility flooded the Chaos 
warrior. Then, as he thought on such a treasure being so close to his feverish 
grasp, Archaon’s god-cursing snarl dropped to a savage smile. As the Dark Gods 
had set Ruinous champion against Ruinous champion, Archaon would do the 
same with their hallowed treasures. With the enchanted armour of Morkar, 
perhaps Archaon could defeat the colossal Chaos dragon that hunted him like 
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soul-prey across ocean and Southern Wastes. His fate decided, Archaon slipped 
the helm over his head and became one with the darkness within. 

Staring about the inside of the helmet, Archaon knew only the deepest 
darkness. The slits of the skull-helm eye sockets admitted none of the evil glare 
of the lava lake. Holding his gauntlets out in front of him, Archaon could not see 
them. When he tried to take the helmet off, he discovered that it refused to be 
separated from the gorget and cuirass upon which it sat. 

Then he heard a noise in the darkness. Distant. An ancient echo of slaughter 
long past. Building to a cacophonous crescendo. In the blackness of the helm he 
heard the sounds of battle. Blades. Shouts. Screams. Just like he had heard 
within the sarcophagi of Morkar’s long dead warriors of Chaos. 

‘Worm...’ a blistering voice ventured from the black oblivion. It sounded as 
old as time itself, like an antique blade honed on the events of a dark history to 
come. ‘Scavenger... Robber of graves. This is blasphemy. That the pantheon 
would send such a miserable beggar to fall before their warlord, their prince. To 
fail so completely and to have his screams echo for always about the darkness of 
my tomb.’ 

As the potent presence spoke, Archaon felt the darkness within the armour 
wash over his skin. Like a man drowning in a lightless void, Archaon felt the 
darkness enter his ears, his nose and his roaring mouth. It gushed down his throat 
and soaked through his skin. It granted him oblivion. He was completely alone. 
Not even he was there. There was only the voice. 

“You thought you could steal from me, worm?’ the words proceeded, powerful 
and primordial. ‘I wore this armour on the precipice of dark providence. It was 
baptised in the blood of a king who would become a god. It carried me to my 
doom. My doom — as it carries you to your own — pretender to the crown. This 
armour is mine.’ 

Morkar... 

The impact was like nothing Archaon had ever felt. The Chaos warrior was not 
accustomed to being hit but occasionally it happened. When it did it felt nothing 
like the colossal blow that had just knocked him from his feet. He felt himself 
skid through the volcanic dust before coming to a stop. He was blind. He was 
trapped on an island of black stone at the heart of a molten lake. He was being 
attacked. Archaon tried to get up. The dreadful force had hammered him from 
the right. He instinctively brought up his shield. The same force suddenly 
smashed into him from the left. The Chaos warrior flew to the side, smashing 
straight through the igneous rock of the forge before rolling to a stop in the dust 
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the thought. The impact had smashed his mind into a stunned ache. 

Pushing up out of the grit, another blow found him beneath the chin of his 
helm. Archaon flew backwards through the air before coming back down with a 
heart-stopping crash. Archaon clawed at the shale beneath his armoured 
fingertips. Volcanic shale. The Chaos warrior tried to find his way to a single 
thought. Shale. The shore. Archaon was locked in an abyssal darkness. The 
blows smashing him about the island were daemonic in their intensity, 
supernatural in their precisely applied force. Incredibly, these were not his 
biggest problem. His biggest problem was the likelihood that the next blow 
would send him flying off the shale shoreline and into the lake of molten rock. 
When the impact came, it was soul-shattering. 

Suddenly, light. The blinding radiance of the day. A sun Archaon had not seen 
in what seemed like forever. Colours. Shapes. Trees. He was there. Back in the 
forests of the Empire. Smoke stung his nostrils. The smoke of destruction, utter 
and merciless. He could taste blood on his lips. His own and that of barbarian 
tribesmen whose slaughter hung on the air like a bloody mist. There was a 
barbarian before him. A Reiklander. A small mountain of muscle, decked in 
forest furs, trailing the long, unkempt mane of a savage. He was not alone. He 
introduced Archaon to his companion. A dwarf hammer. A warhammer of haft, 
rune and gold. A warhammer whose enchanted and unstoppable head trailed 
blood and destiny. Ghal Maraz. Skull-splitter. And then Sigmar hit him. 

Something broke deep within Archaon. His body smashed through the trees 
before bouncing off and around the thick trunks of Empire oaks and Reikland 
heartwoods. His armoured form spun like a discarded doll before coming to a 
stop in the leaves and the dirt. Archaon brought up his weapon, a sword that 
smoked with daemonic fury... but again Sigmar was there. The Unberogen had 
stormed through the forest at Archaon like a force of nature. Ghal Maraz 
smashed though the blade and it shattered like silver glass. The barbarian turned 
on his heel and brought the terrible weapon around and down. 

When it hit Archaon it felt like an earthquake. The Chaos warrior was smashed 
down through the black forest earth, the stone and roots and into a hollow of his 
own making. Sigmar leapt into the pit, landing like a great cat. Like a wild lion, 
his face was contorted with noble savagery. Eyes narrow and teeth bared. He had 
confronted a thing of evil and now he was to destroy it. It was the end for 
Archaon. His God-King would destroy him. 

His God-King. Archaon reached back. Back through the blood and treachery — 
back to a time of simple falsehoods. A God-King and the tales that were told 
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about him. Tales that false priests and templars promoted as belief, venerated 
and worshipped. Archaon knew this tale. He knew how it ended. 

Morkar the Uniter. Favoured of darkness. Everchosen of the Chaos gods — 
smashed and defeated — pushed his helm up off his head and looked up at 
Sigmar Heldenhammer. The man who would be a god. Ghal Maraz came up, for 
it was his destiny to end the evil that had ridden out of the north on a deluge of 
Ruinous warrior-savages. 

‘Brinnan utva lioht,’ Sigmar spat — a curse of his barbarian ancestors. An 
Unberogen curse Archaon had come to know in his former calling. Not only as 
his God-King’s holy words but also a Sigmarite templar’s way of life. Brinnan 
utva lioht. Burn by the light. 

‘Brinnan utva lioht,’ Archaon spat and brought the great hammer down on 
Morkar’s head with such righteous force that rather than split the Everchosen’s 
skull, he obliterated it — hammering blood and bone into the forest bedrock. 

Archaon rose from the molten rock of the lake. Lava spilled down his glowing 
plate. Magma dribbled from his backplate and pauldrons. Through the socket- 
slits of his skull-helm and the haze of heat, Archaon could see. Liquid rock 
bubbled and spat about him like an infernal sea. He had been knocked into the 
lake of lava but the daemon runes and dark enchantments of Morkar’s armour 
had saved him. Striding out of the magma and up the shale shore, Archaon shook 
the igneous globs of cooling stone from his shield. Within the plate it was as 
dark, cool and empty of vengeance as Archaon could wish it. Outside, the 
outlandish metal of the armour steamed and cooled. 

Snatching up furs for his shoulders and the ragged cloak that had failed 
miserably to keep him warm out in the frozen wilderness of the Southern 
Wastes, Archaon moved with power and purpose across the stepping stones of 
the raging lake. Like the twin-tailed comet that heralded the Heldenhammer’s 
coming — he would not be stopped. Like the world’s wretched end — he would 
not be stopped. When he reached the wall of rugged, black stone that was the 
hollow interior of the volcano, Archaon started to climb. He hauled himself up 
the stone sarcophagi of Morkar’s marauders and the razor-sharp jags and ledges. 
He climbed. Like a rising star of the Ruinous Powers he ascended. The 
mountain’s height was nothing. The weight of his armour was nothing. The dark 
templar hauled himself up over the lip of the caldera, the lake of lava raging 
beneath him. 

Hubris had put him from his path. It had made him blind to treachery. It had 
sent the army with which he was going to conquer the world to the bottom of the 
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And another would be also, if he could only find a way into the belly of the 
daemon-dragon that had swallowed it. 

He did not have to wait long. 
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CHAPTER XVII 


‘So two titans of darkness met, 

In sight of daemonlands undreamt. 

One shook the world with titan’s deeds, 
The other to death was condemn...’ 


— Necrodomo the Insane, ‘The Liber Caelestior’ 


The Hinterdark — The Obliviate Plain 
The Southern Wastes 
Horns Harrowing: Season of Fire 


Out of the storm-swirling skies it came. The Yien-Ya-Long. Flamefang. Chaos 
dragon and terror of Grand Cathay. A thing crafted of stolen flesh. A great 
serpent slithering through the heavens, the beast beat its stretched skin and 
clawed its way into a banking turn. Mouths screamed in its sides, eyeballs 
writhed in the sockets set in its warped form — ever on the lookout for soul-prey. 
Within moments of emerging from the cavernous crater, Archaon knew it had 
him. It wheeled. It turned. It surged. It cut down through the howling gales and 
swooped in on the lone figure standing atop the glowering summit of the 
volcano. In the maelstrom, in the darkness, against the black rock of the 
mountain, Archaon would have been all but invisible — but to Tzeentch’s 
monster, he was a beacon of soulfire calling the beast down on him. 

‘Come on,’ Archaon grizzled, his boots crunching through the grit. ‘Come on 
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you ugly brute.’ 

And then it was there, a plume of purple flame raging before its mangled jaws. 
Archaon’s instinct was to run, to take cover behind the boulders and crags of the 
mountaintop. The disgusting sensation of the warpflame’s effects still remained 
with him. Through the searing agony that was his left hand, he fancied he could 
still feel his missing digits and their rebellion in flesh. The inferno washed across 
the peak, feeling its way about the rocks and ridges before it found its victim. 
Archaon stood like a statue, with the purple blaze raging about him. It filled his 
socket-slits with its blaze of change that danced across the surface of his plate. 
As the firestream abated, Archaon felt no scorching warmth through the armour. 
He felt no rebellion of the flesh as spawndom claimed him. Morkar’s armour 
was impervious to the dragon’s wrath. Slipping an axe from his belt the Chaos 
watrior threw the weapon at the passing beast, burying the blade in its morphing 
flesh. 

Again the dragon came at him. And again. Each time its warped jaws were 
preceded by the fury of its transformative flame but again and again the dark 
templar emerged from the inferno unscathed and ready with a sword or axe to 
toss at the beast. Then suddenly the colossal creature was gone. It had vanished 
into the broiling, black heavens. 

‘No!’ Archaon roared. ‘I’m here you aberration. I’m here!’ 

He glared up at the firmament as it boiled like molten pitch above him. He 
peered through the swirling maelstrom that howled across the Southern Wastes. 
He stared at the darkness beyond the infernal glow of the volcano, at the savage 
hordes of beastfiends and daemons that were tearing each other to pieces in the 
madness of the storm. 

He heard Flamefang before he saw it. He never actually saw it at all. As he 
turned, the great jaws of the Chaos dragon were already there, beckoning like the 
entrance of a cave. Archaon was knocked from his feet by the snapping force of 
the maw as it snatched him from the mountaintop. Then the dragon’s mangled 
mouth clamped shut, trapping the Chaos warrior in a prison of fang and twisted 
tooth. 

Archaon had seen Flamefang claim its victims before. Like a hungry hound it 
gorged itself, wolfing down its prey, sometimes using the length of its jaws like 
a trough to scoop screaming crowds of unfortunates into its gullet in eagerness to 
assimilate their flesh and forms. And with each victim the beast had grown. Not 
Archaon. The Chaos dragon reserved extra suffering for him. Crunching down 
on the dark templar, the monster intended to masticate him first. Crush him 
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within its mangled maw. The armour of Morkar would not allow such 
desecration. Ordinarily the victim would be blind to the gnashing horror within 
the beast’s mouth but Lord Tzeentch’s beast flooded its mouth with warping 
flame that lit up its maw and bathed Archaon in a purple blaze. To the dragon, 
Archaon mused, his armoured form must have felt like chewing on a musket 
ball. 

Then, through the fires of change he saw it. The Imperial cross of the pommel. 
The modest twinkle of gems set in the crossguard. Terminus. The greatsword 
still sat in its scabbard of morphing flesh, buried in an outbreak of faces that 
peered down from the roof of the Chaos dragon’s mouth like blisters. Archaon 
reached for the blade, but as he did the mouth was suddenly awash with a 
burning liquid that exuded from his monstrous surroundings. The stinking 
deluge preceded a swallowing action, and the telescopic jaws of its inner mouth 
and the one within that shot forward to snap shut about the Chaos warrior like a 
toothed cage of smeared flesh and bone. Pressing himself against the inside of 
the inner maw and reaching between the bars of its stabbing fangs, Archaon 
stretched. He reached. He snatched at the sword with his armoured fingertips. As 
he reached it, clamping the pommel between two fingers, the Chaos dragon 
ingurgitated. Dragging the sword free of its fleshy prison, Archaon held on to the 
blade as his armoured form was hauled to the back of the dragon’s throat where 
he was swallowed again and began a horrible journey down through the beast’s 
undulating gullet. 

Archaon was filled with pure disgust. His plate was awash with the creature’s 
assimilating slime. The stench inside the monster was an overwhelming, 
oblivion-inviting fug the dark templar was forced to breathe. The creature was 
living horror. Archaon could feel the morphing, muscular movements in the 
flesh about him, taking him down the beast’s snaking throat and down into the 
cavernous lairs of its monstrous body. Spat and slinked through a series of gullet 
sphincters, Archaon found himself sliding down through a slurping passage in 
which the mouths of victims set in the walls bit at his armour and hands tore at 
the difficult to digest plate. The assimilated unfortunates did not succeed and 
within several horrid moments Archaon slid down into a larger chamber — some 
kind of pre-stomach or gizzard — and came to a stop in the digestive shallows of 
a small lake. 

Clawing his way back up through the slime and the fleshly shoreline, Archaon 
tured to take in his surroundings. The walls had a flesh-smeared architecture — a 
horror all of their own. Within their trembling, ooze-exuding structure were 
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bones, ribs and scraps of armour. It was here, in the prison of its own flesh that it 
kept its captured treasure. In amongst the gristle and sinew Archaon could see 
coin, precious stones and Ruinous artefacts. Assimilated victims reached out for 
him with arms that extended from the walls. Others screamed in perpetual 
agony, all merged mouths and torment. The pool from which he had hauled 
himself was alight with isolated tongues of transformative flame. The waters 
shifted from side to side, splashing up one side of the chamber and then the other 
as the great dragon banked and flew. The pool itself was drowning in part- 
assimilated bodies. From there, it seemed, the poor wretches would find 
themselves part of Flamefang. One with its flesh. Trapped in gibbets of twisted 
bone. Draped behind the stretching transparency of its skin. Doomed — until 
finally their horror would be complete as limbs and organs parted ways to serve 
the Chaos dragon’s warped form. Archaon had never known such rancid disgust. 
He knew only that the colossal beast had to die. 

Stomping through moaning shallows, with Terminus clamped in the vice-like 
grip of his gauntlet, Archaon advanced through the beast. Pushing through fleshy 
slits and serrated valves, Archaon traversed bloody, rippling chambers lined with 
shredding teeth. He pushed through forests of embedded limbs that clawed for 
his mercy. He marched through masticating orifices that threatened to smother 
and absorb him. Everywhere he searched for the sapphire glow of the daemon 
sorcerer’s gem. The prophetic Eye of Sheerian. A Tzeentchian treasure that had 
blessed the endeavours of Morkar the Uniter and belonged in the setting of his 
mighty helm. As it had fostered the decimations of the first Everchosen of 
Chaos, it would do the same for the last. It did not deserve to furnish the 
fantasies of a senile sorcerer or slosh around the digestive pool of a damned 
abomination like Flamefang. It was destined for greater service. Without The 
Celestine Book of Divination, Archaon would need the enchanted jewel to show 
him the path ahead. To show him the Ruinous treasures that once reclaimed 
would mark him as the herald of Armageddon and Lord of the End Times. 

As the Eye beheld Archaon, Archaon beheld the eye. Through the womb-like 
darkness of the dragon’s warped innards, the Chaos warrior saw the slightest 
suggestion of the gemstone’s ethereal glow. Hefting Terminus, the dark templar 
stabbed his way through the writhing flesh of the stomach wall and sawed his 
way through to systems new. As he cut his way through to an adjacent set of 
chambers, Archaon felt the dragon twist and contort about him. He was up to his 
knees in blood as the beast bled internally. It could feel the agonies its last meal 
was inflicting on it from within and was forced to land on the black ice of a 
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midnight plain. Even from within, Archaon could hear the war cries of 
beastfiends attacking in number. He heard daemons leaping from the storm to 
sink their brazen talons into dragon flesh. They would tear it apart, Archaon 
knew, but as the stomach walls stiffened and bucked, Archaon knew that 
Flamefang was visiting the wrath of its transformative flame on the dark 
monstrosities of the Southern Wastes. Small lakes of assimilate slime erupted in 
purple flame as the Chaos dragon scorched the hordes about it to spawn. 

Archaon stepped back. Swinging Terminus about him, Archaon hacked at the 
tendon and sinew that blocked his progress. It was butcher’s work but as mouths 
in the flesh about him screamed and the Chaos dragon coughed and spluttered its 
torment, a mad grin spread across Archaon’s face. 

‘Hurt, you abominable thing,’ Archaon roared. ‘I want you to feel this,’ he 
spat, doused in blood and hacking through the thick flesh. ‘I want you to feel it 
all.’ 

Tearing his way through its last sinewy resistance, Archaon stepped through 
into a different chamber. It was tighter. Darker. It even smelled differently. 
There were riches here. As well as the horror of flesh-smeared unfortunates 
embedded in the walls of the chamber there was coin, jewels and objects of 
precious metal. Archaon had entered some kind of inner lair, within the Chaos 
dragon itself, encrusted with swallowed wealth. The dark templar felt suddenly 
on edge. Something wasn’t right. Moving around the twisting corners of a fleshy 
canal, Archaon saw it. A bright blue radiance that seemed to call out to him. His 
armoured boots slapped through the chamber’s blood-threaded slime and he 
quickened his step. 

There was a sudden cracking sound. Something the Chaos warrior hadn’t 
heard before. He froze. The glowing gemstone shone. It twinkled. It blinked at 
the dark templar. Archaon almost had it in his grasp. But he was not alone in the 
canal chamber. He was being stalked by something from within the Chaos 
dragon’s warped body. Archaon turned his head. He could hear more cracking. 
Peering through the gloom he saw movement. There were other riches here. The 
most precious of the lair’s treasures. There were eggs set within the fleshy walls 
of the chamber. The lair was some kind of birthing canal. Archaon had no idea 
whether the Chaos dragon was male or female — some combination of the two or 
neither, but deep within its grotesque carcass it was harbouring the next 
generation of monstrous calamity, ready to inflict on the world. 

Archaon’s lip formed a snarl. He watched the shell of the egg before him 
fracture and crack. The internal agonies he had visited upon Flamefang had 
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awoken the infant dragons. The stink of Archaon’s fresh flesh and the prospect 
of a first meal now drew them from their shells. Archaon revolved his armoured 
wrist, turning Terminus around in the grip of his gauntlet. 

‘All right,’ the dark templar announced to the chamber. ‘Let’s go.’ 

The dragon exploded from its shell. A sinewy gargoyle of half-formed flesh 
and fang. Flapping its slime-coated wings and tearing its way from one wall of 
the birthing canal to the other, the infant monstrosity came at him. Before the 
beast even leapt for the Chaos warrior, a second was on his back and a third 
hammered into his shield from the side. Archaon fell through the fleshy curtains 
of chamber, his ears full of the metal-scraping cacophony of dragonclaw. The 
monsters were supernaturally strong. They were ravenous and prised at his 
infernal armour for the succulent flesh within. They snaggled his armoured limbs 
and one had the back of his skull-helm in the flesh-stripping fangs of its maw. 
Archaon rolled and the infant dragons rolled with him — grotesque sculptures 
crafted of misbegotten flesh. They tumbled and ploughed through the shell of a 
fourth egg, liberating another beast — the commotion drawing a fifth — some kind 
of malformed runt — from the sphincter of some side chamber. 

Archaon was buried in dragonflesh, the beasts slithering about him like a nest 
of strangling serpents. With the chamber moving about him with Flamefang’s 
own movements, it was difficult for the Chaos warrior to find his bearings. He 
felt their plate-wrenching claws, the lengths of their gnashing jaws and the 
muscular constriction of their bodies test his armour. He had no idea how long it 
would take the supernatural spawn of the Chaos dragon to find a weakness and 
exploit it, burrowing into his torso with their twisted, narrow jaws. As their 
tumble came to a stop at the canal wall, the Chaos warrior found himself on top 
of one of the monsters. Bucking and landing on his shield with the full weight of 
his armour and all the force he could muster, Archaon slammed the shield’s 
spike straight through the trapped beast, bursting what passed for its malformed 
heart. Pressing his advantage, Archaon worked his arm free and smashed the 
infant dragon that had it clamped in its maw across the snout with his 
greatsword’s crossguard. Drawing Terminus back immediately, Archaon sliced 
the head of the dazed dragon from its warped shoulders. 

As the infant dragons died, the faces set in the wall of the birthing canal 
screeched Flamefang’s horror. The beasts’ siblings hissed and hackled with 
reptilian hate. Two retreated momentarily to the walls, the monster that had 
come straight at him and its sibling runt, leaping from fleshy surface to surface, 
their savage senses driving them to find a weakness and exploit an opportunity. 
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Archaon tried to get to his feet again but the dragon snaggling the back of his 
helm, his neck and his furs was anchored to his back. Tripping across an 
embedded ribcage and the grasping attentions of limbs snatching at his from the 
chamber floor, Terminus tumbled from Archaon’s grasp and the Chaos warrior 
once more fell to the floor. With the birthling snapping and clawing at him, the 
dark templar took the ragged length of his slime-drenched cloak and wrapped it 
about the monster. It had him but now he had it. He felt the muscles in his arms 
burn as he heaved at the cloak-fashioned noose, watching it tighten about the 
creature’s sinewy neck. Its larger sibling hissed at the Chaos warrior and leapt 
for his back but Archaon gave its surging snout an answer with his armoured 
elbow, batting the thing aside. With a roar, Archaon returned to the beast before 
him, heaving and strangling until finally he heard the bones within the 
monstrosity’s neck break and a final breath rattle from its choking maw. 

Shaking the impact from its warped skull, the larger sibling came back at 
Archaon but the Chaos warrior was done with the abomination. As he rolled 
over to meet it, he hammered the creature in the face with the unrelenting force 
of one armoured fist, sending it coiling and hissing back at the wall. As he got to 
his feet, picking up his shield, the runt leapt at Archaon through a leathery 
curtain of flesh. Smashing the creature aside with the shield, Archaon batted it 
back, again and again until it lay senseless before him. Holding the edge of the 
shield above the trembling monstrosity’s head, Archaon watched it experience 
some kind of brain-dazed fit before bringing the shield down on the beast’s skull 
and ending the horror. 

Turning, Archaon beheld the final monster before him, holding itself low to 
the fleshy floor, snaking this way and that. Snatching Terminus up from where it 
had tumbled from his hand and buried its tip in the chamber floor, Archaon came 
for the creature. The beast retreated, no longer feeling the advantage. No longer 
on the attack. When he had backed it up to the wall, with nowhere left to go and 
no option other than to attack, Archaon waited. He waited for the beast to give 
him everything it had. It did not disappoint. With the savagery of its parent 
abomination, the dragon sprang forth. With wings held close and neck extended, 
the monster shot forward with its fang-filled maw. Side-stepping and lifting his 
shield, Archaon allowed it in under his arm. Grabbing the back of its ferocious 
skull with one gauntlet he swept Terminus down with the other. The gore- 
smeared blade cleaved the dragon’s head from its shoulders, like a woodcutter’s 
axe to a branch. 

With the dark metal of his chestplate and pauldrons rising and falling with the 
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birthing canal, towards the searing glow of the Eye of Sheerian. Around the next 
fleshy corner he found his treasure. The sorcerous jewel was embedded in the 
chamber wall, the burning inner darkness of its eye inviting Archaon to prise the 
artefact free. Bathed in its sapphire radiance, Archaon could feel the prophetic 
power of the artefact. He saw himself dig the gem from the wall of flesh and 
clean it with his cloak. Before the Chaos warrior knew what was happening, it 
was done. He saw himself slot the Ruinous treasure into the socket of his helm, 
feeling the potency of its predictive power close to his mind. And it was so. The 
Eye of Sheerian flooded him with possibility. He lived in the searing immediacy 
of the moment but also in the moments of others. As the dark eye of the jewel 
blinked, Archaon had other sights, other perspectives flash through his mind. 
With the eyes of so many victims embedded throughout the Chaos dragon’s 
body, the experience was a sickening whirl of disorientation. Like the fear of a 
fall from tree or cliff, the visions that preceded each blink of the jewel filled 
Archaon with a heart-sinking rush. He was privy to the darkest recesses of the 
daemon-dragon’s form: the suffering of half-assimilated unfortunates, the rage- 
tinged sights of slaughter-fuelled beastfiends and the preysight of daemons 
hunting Flamefang’s wounded progress through the bestial hordes of the ice- 
wept plain. He even saw through the Chaos dragon’s own eyes as it snapped up 
the monstrosities of the Southern Wastes in its mighty jaws and blasted the Dark 
God’s predacious daemonkin to oblivion with terrible streams of its warpflame. 

Finally his wandering gaze came to settle on himself. Archaon, dressed in the 
dark armour of the Everchosen of Chaos, the Ruinous Star of Chaos on his 
shield and the greatsword Terminus in his hand. The Eye of Sheerian blazing 
back at him from its resting place in the leering skull of his horned helm. Willing 
the potent jewel closed, the sapphire radiance that lit up the chamber with its 
ghoulish glow died, returning the birthing canal to a womb-like gloom. Stepping 
forward, the Chaos warrior saw the eyes through which he had seen himself. A 
face in the flesh-sculpted wall of the chamber that he recognised. The naked 
suggestion of limb and curve that he had known. That he had touched and felt 
for. 

‘Archaon...’ 

It stung to hear his name spoken by Giselle. Giselle Dantziger, the Sister of the 
Imperial Cross. Giselle Dantziger, who had shared his bed; had tried to save his 
soul; had failed. Archaon moved to her and knelt before her assimilated form. 
‘Archaon,’ she begged. The Chaos warrior laid his gauntlet against the soft skin 
of her cheek. She begged him to perform the service she had failed to perform 
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for him. She begged him to do what he did best. ‘Archaon... Kill me.’ 

Archaon stared at Giselle. The wretched hordes of Chaos, the beastmen, the 
murderous marauders, the treacherous champions of the Dark Gods. All who had 
betrayed him — as was their nature. They had deserved no fate better than the 
monstrous Flamefang had offered. The Swords. Hieronymous Dagobert. Gorst. 
Giselle. They had just been victims of the calamity Archaon had ordered the 
daemon sorcerer Sheerian to inflict on the world once more. He shook his head. 
Feelings, raw and unpleasant exploded in the Chaos warrior’s chest. He didn’t 
want to kill Giselle. He didn’t want her to live like this either. All he really knew 
was that he wanted the Chaos dragon dead. Archaon quaked in the Everchosen’s 
damned plate. He wanted to send its monstrous spirit howling back to its twisted 
master. He brought up Terminus. He would kill the beast of Tzeentch. He would 
kill it from the inside. Archaon plunged the greatsword into the ceiling of the 
fleshy lair. Tendons contorted and a ripple of agony passed down the length of 
the canal. 

“Yes...” the warrior of Chaos hissed. He pulled the blade free and stabbed it 
through a nearby wall and into the organs beyond. He went mad, like a frenzied 
animal, skewering, gutting and stabbing any horrific thing inside the beast that 
looked important. Blood flooded the chamber and those beyond like a tide 
washing into a coastal cave. He buried Terminus in the assimilated wretches of 
lair walls and organs, releasing those that had betrayed him from their suffering. 
He sliced the dragon open, rending gashes in the beast’s belly and sides, cutting 
his way through from the inside out. As the great Flamefang flew, it roared its 
torment, funnelling flame through the labyrinthine butchery of its insides. The 
Chaos dragon was attempting to repair itself as fast as Archaon was taking it 
apart. About him the great caverns of the monster’s innards shook, as though the 
wounded beast had landed. 

‘No,’ Archaon roared above the dragon’s furies. He plunged Terminus as deep 
as the blade would go into the creature. Then he forced it further and further, 
piercing his way through the monster. The greatsword sliced through organs and 
sinewy flesh. Archaon climbed in after the weapon — almost swimming through 
the dragon’s insides. He squirmed the blade onwards. About him he could hear 
the thunder of Flamefang’s heart and the rhythmic pulse of its beating in the raw 
horror about him. ‘You... Have... To...’ Archaon snarled as his exertions 
pushed the blade on. He suddenly felt it hit the tough resistance of muscle. He 
could feel the dragon’s lifeforce quaking through the length of the blade. ‘Die...’ 

Archaon thrust the templar blade ahead of him. He felt it pierce deep into the 
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thunder of muscle. He felt the great organ burst and shred itself in the futility of 
beating. He felt the Chaos dragon spasm about the failing organ in the serpentine 
death throes of a legendary beast. The Yien-Ya-Long — Flamefang — the terror of 
Grand Cathay, had been felled by the Chaos warrior. As he waded through the 
blood and back to Giselle, he felt its flesh quiver horribly about him as the 
monster began to die. Mouths in the walls and muffled deep within the flesh 
began to scream. Giselle was out of her mind. Flamefang was dying and as part 
of the horrific fusion, she too felt the approaching end. 

‘T’ll get you out of here,’ he promised her. He meant it. But she was no 
sorcerer’s jewel. She would not be plucked from the dragon’s flesh. It was 
impossible to tell where her flesh began and that of other unfortunates emerged. 
He brought the gore-dripping Terminus up, producing from the girl a miserable 
sob. The sword dropped. He would kill her just trying to cut her out. The Chaos 
warrior looked about the chamber, powerless to act. Taking a life was simple. 
Saving one — one already taken by the Dark Gods for their entertainment and the 
feasting of souls — altogether impossible. Archaon thought on Father Dagobert, 
who had saved him more times than he cared to remember. Father Dagobert — 
who Archaon had been powerless to save. Archaon quaked with frustration. 
With rage. Then it came to him. A name. 

‘Sheerian!’ Archaon roared, his fury echoing through the cavernous confines 
of the daemon-dragon. In the silence that followed, Archaon heard a grunt from 
the other side of the chamber. Cutting a leathery curtain out of his path, the dark 
templar found the sorcerer embedded in the flesh of the opposite wall. His age- 
mottled skull protruded from the slime-streaming wall of sinew, as well as the 
hobbling bird’s foot blessing of his master Lord Tzeentch. His withered arms 
and bone staff were lost to the dragon’s flesh and his mouth was covered by a 
film of stretched skin across his yellowing teeth. The daemon sorcerer watched 
him with his milky eyes. He couldn’t take his gaze from the Eye that sat in 
Archaon’s helm. The prophetic jewel that had been his. 

‘Sheerian,’ Archaon said. ‘You snake. You devil. Save me from the dagger in 
my back, would you? While having me sharpening one of your own.’ Archaon 
gestured about him. ‘Only a sorcerer of the Lord Tzeentch would make the 
instrument of my salvation the very instrument of my destruction. It seems that 
your thrice-duplicitous lord had a surprise for you also, daemon. Didn’t expect to 
find yourself in the belly of the beast you unleashed, eh?’ Archaon rested the 
blade tip of Terminus under the ancient’s squirming chin. “You work for me 
now, do you understand daemon? I am Archaon, Everchosen of Chaos and Lord 
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of the End Times. Your soul — like all others — belongs to me.’ 

Archaon watched the sorcerer blink his milky eyes slowly in acceptance. 
“Your treacherous god gave you the incantations to give this monstrosity life 
and form,’ Archaon spat. ‘Can you take away what you have given it, sorcerer?’ 

From behind his sinewy mask, Khezula Sheerian — sorcerer of Tzeentch — 
nodded from his prison of flesh. Drawing the blade tip of Terminus through the 
skin stretched across his mouth, Archaon tore away the obstruction. The sorcerer 
worked his ancient jaw and licked his cracked lips. 

‘Archaon...’ 

The dark templar was in no mood for the daemon sorcerer’s cackling lies and 
entreaties. 

‘Incantations,’ the Chaos warrior ordered. ‘Now!’ 

Sheerian went to work mumbling the enchantments, invocations and bindings 
that had harnessed the raging soul of the mighty Yien-Ya-Long in the flesh of 
men. As the powerful magic, learned from the lips of Lord Tzeentch himself, 
began to take hold, Archaon waded back over to Giselle. He sheathed the mighty 
Terminus and shouldered his shield. The dark templar took hold of two fingers 
of one hand that protruded from the wall of smeared flesh. ‘Hold on,’ he told his 
lover. His saviour. ‘Just hold on.’ 

The dying Flamefang instantly knew something was wrong. An agony that 
could not be felt nor described began to tear at its soul. It was a torment not 
known by man nor beast. It wasn’t like the freezing maelstrom of the Southern 
Wastes or the scorching embrace of molten rock. It was nothing like the raging 
of beastfiend hordes or the sinking of daemonclaw into its inconstant flesh. It 
wasn’t even the hot torture of armoured and indomitable souls upon which it had 
feasted, felt deep within. It was deeper even than that. Tzeentch was calling back 
its abomination. Archaon heard the Chaos dragon rage against its master. It 
roared across the icy plains, through the maelstrom and up into the black, boiling 
skies. The dragon’s flesh began to melt. To fall away. To disintegrate. The 
thousands of unfortunates that made up the great beast’s horrific form fell upon 
the creature, tearing it to pieces. Archaon looked about the chamber. The walls 
were alive, thrashing in their traumatic fury. Flesh dribbled from the ceiling and 
down the walls. Limbs emerged. Naked bodies. Howling victims, bereft of 
sanity. Men, women and beasts that had been through misery and back. 

The floor of the birthing chamber began to give way. Archaon held onto 
Giselle, pulling the girl free of the shredding sinew and to him. As the dragon 
returned all that it had eaten, all it had consumed, Archaon stood atop a writhing 
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mountain of bodies. There were screams of joy. Of pain. Of minds lost and never 
to return. Wrapping Giselle in the ragged length of his cloak, Archaon carried 
the girl in his arms. He stepped down through the bodies, out onto the icy 
expanse of the bestial swarming plain. As beastfiends set upon the victim 
mound, sinking their muzzles into fresh flesh, Archaon became aware of a 
commotion behind him. Turning to face the threat he discovered that throngs of 
beastmen were being slaughtered. The Chaos warrior saw the flash of bone 
swords and fountains of black blood erupt from the decapitated and limbless. 
From the brief butchery, Archaon watched his knights — his Ruinous honour 
guard — his Swords of Chaos emerge. Bereft of their armour, Eins, Zwei and 
Drei were a trio of dark angels. They were ashen of flesh, with gargoyle’s wings. 
Limping up behind them was the misshapen Vier. Archaon was glad to see him, 
despite the horrors the dragon’s flame had wrought on his form. Archaon nodded 
to himself as he came to realise that the bronzed bone that had grown about the 
heads of the Swords like helms matched his own helmet. Morkar’s helmet. The 
helm of the Everchosen. As he moved on, the winged warriors cut down the few 
beastfiends drawn to members of Archaon’s departing party rather than the 
feast-mound of defenceless victims before them. In silent subservience and with 
their wings enclosed about them against the bitter cold of the Southern Wastes, 
the Swords of Chaos followed their master. 

As he passed Sheerian, the sorcerer was recovering his bone staff and rolling 
the corpse of a butchered beastfiend chieftain out of furs that had been skinned 
from its tribal foes. As the ancient hobbled with his bird’s foot and staff towards 
Archaon, his cloak of furs trailing through the ice and gore behind him, his 
milky eyes were downcast. He was no longer the daemon emissary of Lord 
Tzeentch. No longer the guardian of the Eye and surveyor of a thousand glorious 
sights. Like Archaon he had been betrayed by his gods. He was now slave- 
sorcerer to the Everchosen of Chaos, Lord of the End Times. The sorcerer 
usually had a lot to say for himself. But not today. He gestured to the mountain 
of tumbling bodies with his bone staff, the living, screaming corpse of the Chaos 
dragon. 

‘Master...’ 

‘Tt will serve, sorcerer,’ Archaon said simply and walked on. The warlord 
would no longer play at politics. Lieutenants were not to be flattered and 
promoted to positions of trust and authority. Archaon would rather be feared 
than respected for his powers of leadership. Those that followed the herald of the 
apocalypse would please him with their service or they would die — it was as 
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As he led the Swords and his slave-sorcerer out into the stormy maelstrom of 
the Southern Wastes with the girl Giselle in his arms, Archaon found his 
progress unimpeded. The savage beastfiends through which he would have had 
to hack were swarming the bounty the warrior had left behind. He heard the 
crunch of bone on the wind, the slurp and flesh tearing of muzzles buried in 
bodies. He heard the screams of men and beasts being eaten alive. Archaon 
could think of no fate better for the champions of Chaos and marauder tribesmen 
that had failed him. In the swirling havoc ahead, Archaon sensed the predacious 
stalking of daemons in the furious darkness. He slowed to a stop. 

‘Don’t,’ he warned them, calling into the storm. ‘Just don’t.’ 

As Archaon walked on he could not know it, but the daemons of the Southern 
Wastes were parting. Parting to clear the Chaos warlord’s dark path. 
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Revelation 1:1 1012 Revelation 2:7 


Revelation 


1 A revelation of Jesus Christ that God gave to Him to show to His servants what things 
must quickly come to pass; and He signified [it], having sent through His messenger to 
His servant John, 2 who testified [to] the word of God, and the testimony of Jesus Christ, 
as many things as he also saw. 3 Blessed is he who is reading, and those hearing the words 
of the prophecy, and keeping the things written in it, for the time is near! 4 John, to the 
seven assemblies that [are] in Asia: Grace to you, and peace, from Him who is, and who 
was, and who is coming, and from the Seven Spirits that are before His throne, > and 
from Jesus Christ, the faithful witness, the firstborn out of the dead, and the ruler of the 
kings of the earth; to Him loving us and having released us from our sins in His blood, 
6 [He] has also made us kings and priests to His God and Father, to Him—the glory and 
the power through the ages of the ages! Amen. 7 Behold, He comes with the clouds, and 
every eye will see Him, even those who pierced Him, and all the tribes of the land will 
wail because of Him. Yes! Amen! 8 “I am the Alpha and the Omega, beginning and end, 
says the LORD, who is, and who was, and who is coming—the Almighty.” 91, John, who 
[am] also your brother, and fellow-partner in the tribulation, and in the kingdom and 
endurance of Jesus Christ, was in the island that is called Patmos, because of the word 
of God, and because of the testimony of Jesus Christ; 1°I was in the Spirit on the LORD’s 
Day, and I heard a great voice behind me, as of a trumpet, saying, !!“I am the Alpha and 
the Omega, the First and the Last,” and, “Write what you see in a scroll, and send [it] to 
the seven assemblies that [are] in Asia: to Ephesus, and to Smyrna, and to Pergamos, and 
to Thyatira, and to Sardis, and to Philadelphia, and to Laodicea.” 12 And I turned to see 
the voice that spoke with me, and having turned, I saw seven golden lampstands, 13 and 
in the midst of the seven lampstands, [One] like a Son of Man, clothed to the foot, and 
having been girded around at the breasts with a golden girdle, 14 and His head and hairs 
[were] white, as if white wool—as snow, and His eyes as a flame of fire; 15 and His feet 
like to frankincense-colored brass, as having been fired in a furnace, and His voice as a 
sound of many waters; 16 and having seven stars in His right hand, and out of His mouth 
a sharp two-edged sword is proceeding, and His countenance—as the sun shining in its 
might. 17 And when I saw Him, I fell at His feet as dead, and He placed His right hand on 
me, saying to me, “Do not be afraid; I am the First and the Last, 18 and He who is living, 
and I became dead, and behold, I am living through the ages of the ages. Amen! And 
I have the keys of Hades and of death. 19 Write the things that you have seen, and the 
things that are, and the things that are about to come after these things; 2° the secret of 
the seven stars that you have seen on My right hand, and the seven golden lampstands: 
the seven stars are messengers of the seven assemblies, and the seven lampstands that 
you have seen are seven assemblies.” 


1 “To the messenger of the Ephesian assembly write: These things says He who is 
holding the seven stars in His right hand, who is walking in the midst of the seven golden 
lampstands: 2 I have known your works, and your labor, and your endurance, and that 
you are not able to bear evil ones, and that you have tried those saying themselves to 
be apostles and are not, and have found them liars, 3 and you bore, and have endurance, 
and have toiled because of My Name, and have not been weary. 4 But I have against you 
that you left your first love! 5 Remember, then, from where you have fallen, and convert, 
and do the first works; and if not, I come to you quickly, and will remove your lampstand 
from its place—if you may not convert; ° but this you have, that you hate the works of the 
Nicolaitans, that I also hate. 7 He who is having an ear—let him hear what the Spirit says 


6846 XRN 


Revelation 2:8 1013 Revelation 3:5 


to the assemblies: To him who is overcoming—I will give to him to eat of the Tree of Life 
that is in the midst of the paradise of God. 8 And to the messenger of the assembly of the 
Smyrneans write: These things says the First and the Last, who became dead and lived: 91 
have known your works, and tribulation, and poverty—yet you are rich—and the slander 
of those saying themselves to be Jews, and are not, but [are] a synagogue of Satan. 1°Do 
not be afraid of the things that you are about to suffer; behold, the Devil is about to cast 
[some] of you into prison, that you may be tried, and you will have tribulation ten days; 
become faithful to death, and I will give to you the garland of life. !! He who is having an 
ear—let him hear what the Spirit says to the assemblies: He who is overcoming may not 
be injured of the second death. !2 And to the messenger of the assembly in Pergamos 
write: These things says He who is having the sharp two-edged sword: 131 have known 
your works, and where you dwell—where the throne of Satan [is]—and you hold fast 
My Name, and you did not deny My faith, even in the days in which Antipas [was] My 
faithful witness, who was put to death beside you, where Satan dwells. 14 But I have a 
few things against you: that you have there those holding the teaching of Balaam, who 
taught Balak to cast a stumbling-block before the sons of Israel, to eat idol-sacrifices, 
and to commit whoredom; } so have you, even you, those holding the teaching of the 
Nicolaitans—which thing I hate. 1° Convert! And if not, I come to you quickly, and will 
fight against them with the sword of My mouth. 1” He who is having an ear—let him 
hear what the Spirit says to the assemblies: To him who is overcoming, I will give to 
him to eat from the hidden manna, and will give to him a white stone, and on the stone 
a new name written, that no one knew except him who is receiving [it]. 18 And to the 
messenger of the assembly of Thyatira write: These things says the Son of God, who 
is having His eyes as a flame of fire, and His feet like to frankincense-colored brass: 191 
have known your works, and love, and ministry, and faith, and your endurance, and your 
works—and the last [are] more than the first. 2° But I have a few things against you: that 
you allow the woman Jezebel, who is calling herself a prophetess, to teach, and to lead 
astray, My servants to commit whoredom, and to eat idol-sacrifices; 2! and I gave to her 
a time that she might convert from her whoredom, and she did not convert; 2? behold, 
I will cast her into a bed, and those committing adultery with her into great tribulation 
—if they may not convert from her works, 73 and I will kill her children in death, and all 
the assemblies will know that I am He who is searching affections and hearts; and I will 
give to you—to each—according to your works. #4 And to you I say, and to the rest who 
are in Thyatira, as many as do not have this teaching, and who did not know the depths 
of Satan, as they say—I will not put on you another burden, 25 but hold that which you 
have, until I may come; 2° and he who is overcoming, and who is keeping My works to 
the end, I will give to him authority over the nations, 2” and he will rule them with a rod 
of iron—they will be broken as the vessels of the potter—as I have also received from My 
Father; 28 and I will give to him the morning star. 2? He who is having an ear—let him 
hear what the Spirit says to the assemblies.” 


1 “And to the messenger of the assembly in Sardis write: These things says He who is 
having the Seven Spirits of God, and the seven stars: I have known your works, and that 
you have the name that you live, and you are dead; 2 be watching, and strengthen the 
rest of the things that are about to die, for I have not found your works fulfilled before 
God. 3 Remember, then, what you have received and heard, and keep [it] and convert: 
if, then, you may not watch, I will come on you as a thief, and you may not know what 
hour I will come on you. 4 You have a few names even in Sardis who did not defile their 
garments, and they will walk with Me in white, because they are worthy. 5 The [one] thus 
overcoming will be clothed in white garments, and I will not blot out his name from the 
Scroll of Life, and I will confess his name before My Father, and before His messengers. 
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6 He who is having an ear—let him hear what the Spirit says to the assemblies. 7 And to 
the messenger of the assembly in Philadelphia write: These things says the Holy [One], 
the True [One], having the key of David, the [One] opening and no one will shut, and 
shutting and no one opens: ®I have known your works; behold, I have set before you a 
door having been opened, which no one is able to shut it, because you have little power, 
and yet have kept My word, and have not denied My Name; ° behold, I give from the 
synagogue of Satan—those saying themselves to be Jews, and are not, but lie—behold, I 
will make them that they may come and prostrate before your feet, and may know that 
I loved you. 1° Because you kept the word of My endurance, I also will keep you from the 
hour of the trial that is about to come on all the world, to try those dwelling on the earth. 
11 Behold, I come quickly, be holding fast that which you have, that no one may receive 
your garland. !2 He who is overcoming—I will make him a pillar in the temple of My God, 
and he may not go outside anymore, and I will write on him the Name of My God, and the 
name of the city of My God, the New Jerusalem, that comes down out of Heaven from My 
God—also My new Name. ! He who is having an ear—let him hear what the Spirit says to 
the assemblies. !4 And to the messenger of the assembly of the Laodiceans write: These 
things says the Amen, the Witness—the Faithful and True—the Chief of the creation of 
God: 151 have known your works, that you are neither cold nor hot; I wish you were cold 
or hot. 16 So—because you are lukewarm, and neither cold nor hot, I am about to vomit 
you out of My mouth; !” because you say—I am rich, and have grown rich, and have need 
of nothing, and have not known that you are the wretched, and miserable, and poor, and 
blind, and naked; 181 counsel you to buy from Me gold fired by fire, that you may be rich, 
and white garments that you may be clothed, and the shame of your nakedness may 
not be revealed, and with eye-salve anoint your eyes, that you may see. !9 As many as I 
cherish, I convict and discipline; be zealous, then, and convert; 2° behold, I have stood at 
the door, and I knock; if anyone may hear My voice, and may open the door, I will come 
in to him, and will dine with him, and he with Me. 21 He who is overcoming—I will give to 
him to sit with Me in My throne, as I also overcame and sat down with My Father in His 
throne. 2 He who is having an ear—let him hear what the Spirit says to the assemblies.” 


1 After these things I saw, and behold, a door opened in the sky, and the first voice 
that I heard—as of a trumpet speaking with me, saying, “Come up here, and I will show 
you what must come to pass after these things”; 2 and immediately I was in [the] Spirit, 
and behold, a throne was set in Heaven, and on the throne is [One] sitting, 3 and He who 
is sitting was in appearance like a stone, jasper and sardine: and a rainbow was around 
the throne in appearance like an emerald. 4 And around the throne [are] twenty-four 
thrones, and sitting on the thrones I saw twenty-four elders, having been clothed in 
white garments, and on their heads golden garlands; > and out of the throne proceed 
lightnings, and thunders, and voices; and seven lamps of fire are burning before the 
throne, which are the Seven Spirits of God, ° and before the throne—a sea of glass like 
to crystal, and in the midst of the throne, and around the throne—four living creatures, 
full of eyes before and behind; 7 and the first living creature—like a lion; and the second 
living creature—like a calf; and the third living creature has the face as a man; and the 
fourth living creature—like an eagle flying. ® And the four living creatures, one by one of 
them had six wings respectively, around and within [are] full of eyes, and they have no 
rest day and night, saying, “HOLY, HOLY, HOLY, the LORD God, the Almighty, who was, and 
who is, and who is coming”; 9 and when the living creatures give glory, and honor, and 
thanksgiving, to the [One] sitting on the throne, the [One] living through the ages of the 
ages, !°the twenty-four elders will fall down before the [One] sitting on the throne, and 
worship the [One] living through the ages of the ages, and they will cast their garlands 
before the throne, saying, 11 “Worthy are You, our Lord and God, to receive the glory, 
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and the honor, and the power, because You created all things, and because of Your will 
they existed and were created.” 


1 And I saw a scroll on the right hand of Him who is sitting on the throne, written 
within and on the back, sealed with seven seals; 2 and I saw a strong messenger crying 
with a great voice, “Who is worthy to open the scroll and to loose its seals?” 3 And no 
one was able in Heaven, nor on the earth, nor under the earth, to open the scroll, nor to 
behold it. 4 And I was weeping much, because no one was found worthy to open and to 
read the scroll, nor to behold it, > and one of the elders says to me, “Do not weep; behold, 
the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the root of David, has overcome to open the scroll, and to 


loose its seven seals”; © and I saw, and behold, in the midst of the throne, and of the four 
living creatures, and in the midst of the elders, a Lamb standing as having been slain, 


having seven horns and seven eyes, which are the Seven Spirits of God, which are sent 
to all the earth, 7 and He came and took the scroll out of the right hand of Him who is 
sitting on the throne. 8 And when He took the scroll, the four living creatures and the 
twenty-four elders fell before the Lamb, each one having harps and golden bowls full 
of incenses, which are the prayers of the holy ones, ° and they sing a new song, saying, 
“Worthy are You to take the scroll, and to open its seals, because You were slain, and 
You purchased us to God in Your blood, out of every tribe, and tongue, and people, and 
nation, 1° and made them [to be] to our God kings and priests, and they will reign on the 
earth.” 11 And I saw, and I heard the voice of many messengers around the throne, and 
the living creatures, and the elders—and the number of them was myriads of myriads, 
and thousands of thousands— !” saying with a great voice, “Worthy is the Lamb that was 
slain to receive the power, and riches, and wisdom, and strength, and honor, and glory, 
and blessing!” 13 And every creature that is in Heaven, and on the earth, and under the 
earth, and the things that are on the sea, and all things in them, I heard saying, “To 
Him who is sitting on the throne and to the Lamb—the blessing, and the honor, and the 
glory, and the might—through the ages of the ages!” 14 And the four living creatures 
said, “Amen!” And the twenty-four elders fell down and they worship Him who is living 
through the ages of the ages. 


1 And I saw when the Lamb opened one of the seals, and I heard one of the four living 
creatures saying, as it were a voice of thunder, “Come and behold!” 2 And I saw, and 
behold, a white horse, and he who is sitting on it is having a bow, and there was given to 
him a garland, and he went forth overcoming, and that he may overcome. ? And when He 
opened the second seal, I heard the second living creature saying, “Come and behold!” 
4 And there went forth another horse—fire-colored, and to him who is sitting on it, there 
was given to him to take peace from the earth, and that they may slay one another, and 
there was given to him a great sword. 5 And when He opened the third seal, I heard the 
third living creature saying, “Come and behold!” And I saw, and behold, a black horse, 
and he who is sitting on it is having a balance in his hand, © and I heard a voice in the 
midst of the four living creatures saying, “A measure of wheat for a denarius, and three 
measures of barley for a denarius, and you may not injure the oil and the wine.” 7 And 
when He opened the fourth seal, I heard the voice of the fourth living creature saying, 
“Come and behold!” 8 And I saw, and behold, a pale horse, and he who is sitting on him 
—his name is Death, and Hades follows with him, and there was given to them authority 
to kill over the fourth part of the earth with sword, and with hunger, and with death, and 
by the beasts of the earth. 9 And when He opened the fifth seal, I saw under the altar the 
souls of those slain because of the word of God, and because of the testimony that they 
held, 1° and they were crying with a great voice, saying, “Until when, O Master, the Holy 
and the True, do You not judge and take vengeance of our blood from those dwelling on 
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the earth?” "4 And there was given to each one a white robe, and it was said to them 
that they may rest themselves yet a short time, until may also be fulfilled their fellow- 
servants and their brothers, who are about to be killed—even as they. 12 And 1 saw when 
He opened the sixth seal, and behold, a great earthquake came, and the sun became 
black as sackcloth of hair, and the moon became as blood, 13 and the stars of Heaven fell 
to the earth—as a fig tree casts her unripe figs, being shaken by a great wind— "4 and 
the sky departed as a scroll rolled up, and every mountain and island were moved out of 
their places; 15 and the kings of the earth, and the great men, and the rich, and the chiefs 
of thousands, and the mighty, and every servant, and every freeman, hid themselves in 
the dens, and in the rocks of the mountains, 16 and they say to the mountains and to the 
rocks, “Fall on us, and hide us from the face of Him who is sitting on the throne, and 
from the anger of the Lamb,” 1” because the great day of His anger has come, and who is 
able to stand? 


7 

1 And after these things I saw four messengers, standing on the four corners of the 
earth, holding the four winds of the earth, that the wind may not blow on the earth, 
nor on the sea, nor on any tree; 2 and I saw another messenger going up from the rising 
of the sun, having a seal of the living God, and he cried with a great voice to the four 
messengers, to whom it was given to injure the land and the sea, saying, 3 “Do not injure 
the land, nor the sea, nor the trees, until we may seal the servants of our God on their 
foreheads.” 4 And I heard the number of those sealed—one hundred forty-four thousand, 
having been sealed out of every tribe of the sons of Israel: 5 of the tribe of Judah twelve 


thousand were sealed; of the tribe of Reuben twelve thousand were sealed; of the tribe 
of Gad twelve thousand were sealed; § of the tribe of Asher twelve thousand were sealed; 
of the tribe of Naphtali twelve thousand were sealed; of the tribe of Manasseh twelve 


thousand were sealed; 7 of the tribe of Simeon twelve thousand were sealed; of the tribe 
of Levi twelve thousand were sealed; of the tribe of Issachar twelve thousand were sealed; 
8 of the tribe of Zebulun twelve thousand were sealed; of the tribe of Joseph twelve 
thousand were sealed; of the tribe of Benjamin twelve thousand were sealed. 9 After 
these things I saw, and behold, a great multitude, which no one was able to number, 
out of all nations, and tribes, and peoples, and tongues, standing before the throne, and 
before the Lamb, having been clothed [in] white robes, and palms in their hands, !° and 
crying with a great voice, saying, “Salvation to our God, the [One] sitting on the throne, 
and to the Lamb!” ! And all the messengers stood around the throne, and the elders 
and the four living creatures, and they fell on their faces and worshiped God, !” saying, 
“Amen! The blessing, and the glory, and the wisdom, and the thanksgiving, and the 
honor, and the power, and the strength, [are] to our God through the ages of the ages! 
Amen!” 13 And one of the elders answered, saying to me, “These having been clothed 
with the white robes, who are they, and from where have they come?” 14 And I have said 
to him, “Lord, you have known”; and he said to me, “These are those who are coming 
out of the Great Tribulation, and they washed their robes, and they made their robes 
white in the blood of the Lamb; 15 because of this they are before the throne of God, and 
they do service to Him day and night in His temple, and He who is sitting on the throne 
will dwell over them; !¢they will not hunger anymore, nor may the sun fall on them, nor 
any heat, 17 because the Lamb that [is] in the midst of the throne will feed them, and will 
lead them to living fountains of waters, and God will wipe away every tear from their 
eyes. 


8 


1 And when He opens the seventh seal, there came silence in Heaven about half an 
hour, 2 and I saw the seven messengers who have stood before God, and there were given 
to them seven trumpets, 3 and another messenger came, and he stood at the altar, having 
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a golden censer, and there was given to him much incense, that he may give [it] to the 
prayers of all the holy ones on the golden altar that [is] before the throne, 4 and the 
smoke of the incenses, with the prayers of the holy ones, went up before God out of 
the hand of the messenger; 5 and the messenger took the censer, and filled it out of 
the fire of the altar, and cast [it] to the earth, and there came voices, and thunders, 
and lightnings, and an earthquake. © And the seven messengers who are having the 
seven trumpets prepared themselves that they may sound the trumpets; ” and the first 
messenger sounded the trumpet, and there came hail and fire, mingled with blood, and 
it was cast to the earth, and the third of the trees were burned up, and all the green grass 
was burned up. ® And the second messenger sounded the trumpet, and [something] like 
a great mountain burning with fire was cast into the sea, and the third of the sea became 
blood, ° and the third of the creatures that [are] in the sea died, those having life, and 
the third of the ships were destroyed. 1° And the third messenger sounded the trumpet, 
and there fell out of the sky a great star, burning as a lamp, and it fell on the third of the 
rivers, and on the fountains of waters, 11 and the name of the star is called Wormwood, 
and the third of the waters become wormwood, and many of the men died [because] of 
the waters, because they were made bitter. !2 And the fourth messenger sounded the 
trumpet, and the third of the sun was struck, and the third of the moon, and the third of 
the stars, that the third of them may be darkened, and that the day may not shine—the 
third of it, and the night in like manner. 13 And I saw, and I heard one messenger, flying 
in midair, saying with a great voice, “Woe, woe, woe, to those dwelling on the earth 
because of the rest of the voices of the trumpet of the three messengers being about to 
sound trumpets.” 


9 


1 And the fifth messenger sounded the trumpet, and I saw a star having fallen to the 
earth out of Heaven, and there was given to him the key of the pit of the abyss, 2 and [he] 
opened the pit of the abyss, and there came up a smoke out of the pit as smoke of a great 
furnace, and the sun and the air were darkened from the smoke of the pit. 3 And out 
of the smoke came forth locusts to the earth, and there was given to them authority, as 
scorpions of the earth have authority, 4 and it was said to them that they may not injure 
the grass of the earth, nor any green thing, nor any tree, but only the men who do not 
have the seal of God on their foreheads, * and it was given to them that they may not kill 
them, but that they may be tormented five months, and their torment—as the torment 
of a scorpion—when it may strike a man; © and in those days men will seek death and 
they will not find it, and they will desire to die, and death will flee from them. 7 And 
the likenesses of the locusts—like to horses made ready to battle, and on their heads 
[something] as garlands like gold, and their faces as faces of men, 8 and they had hair 
as hair of women, and their teeth were as [those] of lions, 9? and they had breastplates 
as breastplates of iron, and the noise of their wings—as the noise of chariots of many 
horses running to battle; 1° and they have tails like to scorpions, and stings were in their 
tails; and their authority [is] to injure men five months; 1! and they have over them a 
king—the messenger of the abyss—a name [is] to him in Hebrew, Abaddon, and in the 
Greek he has a name, Apollyon. !* The first woe went forth, behold, there yet come two 
woes after these things. !° And the sixth messenger sounded the trumpet, and I heard a 
voice out of the four horns of the altar of gold that is before God, !4 saying to the sixth 
messenger who had the trumpet, “Loose the four messengers who are bound at the great 
river Euphrates”; 15 and the four messengers were loosed, who have been made ready 
for the hour, and day, and month, and year, that they may kill the third of mankind; 


16 and the number of the forces of the horsemen—twice ten thousand ten thousands, 
and I heard the number of them. !7 And thus I saw the horses in the vision, and those 
sitting on them, having breastplates of fire, and jacinth, and brimstone; and the heads 
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of the horses [are] as heads of lions, and out of their mouths proceed fire, and smoke, 
and brimstone; !8 by these three plagues the third of mankind was killed, from the fire, 
and from the smoke, and from the brimstone, that is proceeding out of their mouths, 
19 for the power of the horses are in their mouth, and in their tails, for their tails [are] 
like serpents, having heads, and they injure with them. 2° And the rest of mankind, who 
were not killed in these plagues, neither converted from the works of their hands, that 
they may not worship the demons, and idols, those of gold, and those of silver, and those 


of brass, and those of stone, and those of wood, that are neither able to see, nor to hear, 
nor to walk, 2! and they did not convert from their murders, nor from their sorceries, 


nor from their whoredoms, nor from their thefts. 


10 


1 And I saw another strong messenger coming down out of Heaven, clothed with a 
cloud, and a rainbow on the head, and his face as the sun, and his feet as pillars of fire, 
2 and he had in his hand a little scroll opened, and he placed his right foot on the sea, 
and the left on the land, 3 and he cried with a great voice, as a lion roars, and when he 
cried, the seven thunders spoke out their voices; 4and when the seven thunders spoke 
their voices, I was about to write, and I heard a voice out of Heaven saying to me, “Seal 
the things that the seven thunders spoke,” and, “You may not write these things.” 5 And 
the messenger whom I saw standing on the sea, and on the land, lifted up his hand to 
the sky, ©and swore by Him who lives through the ages of the ages, who created the sky 
and the things in it, and the land and the things in it, and the sea and the things in it 
—that time will not be yet, ’ but in the days of the voice of the seventh messenger, when 
he may be about to sound the trumpet, and the secret of God may be accomplished, as 
He declared to His own servants, to the prophets. ® And the voice that I heard out of 
Heaven is again speaking with me, and saying, “Go, take the little scroll that is open in 
the hand of the messenger who has been standing on the sea, and on the land”: 9 and 
I went away to the messenger, saying to him, “Give me the little scroll”; and he says to 
me, “Take, and eat it up, and it will make your belly bitter, but in your mouth it will be 
sweet as honey.” 1° And I took the little scroll out of the hand of the messenger, and ate 
it up, and it was in my mouth sweet as honey, and when | ate it my belly was made bitter; 
11 and he says to me, “You must again prophesy about many peoples, and nations, and 
tongues, and kings.” 


1 And there was given to me a reed like to a rod, [[and the messenger stood,]] saying, 
“Rise, and measure the temple of God, and the altar, and those worshiping in it; 2 and 
leave out the court that is outside the temple, and you may not measure it, because it was 
given to the nations, and they will tread down the holy city forty-two months; 3 and I will 
give to My two witnesses, and they will prophesy one thousand, two hundred, sixty days, 
clothed with sackcloth”; 4 these are the two olive [trees], and the two lampstands that 
stand before the God of the earth; 5 and if anyone may will to injure them, fire proceeds 
out of their mouth, and devours their enemies, and if anyone may will to injure them, 
thus it is required of him to be killed. © These have authority to shut the sky, that rain 
may not rain in the days of their prophecy, and they have authority over the waters 
to turn them to blood, and to strike the land with every plague, as often as they may 
will. 7 And when they may finish their testimony, the beast that is coming up out of 
the abyss will make war with them, and overcome them, and kill them, ® and their body 
[is] on the street of the great city that is called spiritually Sodom and Egypt, where also 
their Lord was crucified, 9 and they gaze—[those] of the peoples, and tribes, and tongues, 
and nations—on their dead bodies three and a half days, and they will not allow their 
dead bodies to be put into tombs, 1° and those dwelling on the earth will rejoice over 
them, and will make merry, and they will send gifts to one another, because these—the 
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two prophets—tormented those dwelling on the earth. 11 And after the three and a half 
days, [the] Spirit of life from God entered into them, and they stood on their feet, and 
great fear fell on those beholding them, 12 and they heard a great voice out of Heaven 
saying to them, “Come up here”; and they went up to Heaven in the cloud, and their 
enemies beheld them; 13 and in that hour a great earthquake came, and the tenth of the 
city fell, and seven thousand names of men were killed in the earthquake, and the rest 
became frightened, and they gave glory to the God of Heaven. !4The second woe went 
forth, behold, the third woe comes quickly. 1° And the seventh messenger sounded the 
trumpet, and there came great voices in Heaven, saying, “The kingdoms of the world 
became [those] of our Lord and of His Christ, and He will reign through the ages of the 
ages!” 16 And the twenty-four elders, who are sitting on their thrones before God, fell 
on their faces and worshiped God, !’ saying, “We give thanks to You, O LORD God, the 
Almighty, who is, and who was, and who is coming, because You have taken Your great 
power and reigned; !8 and the nations were angry, and Your anger came, and the time 
of the dead to be judged, and to give the reward to Your servants, to the prophets, and 
to the holy ones, and to those fearing Your Name, to the small and to the great, and to 
destroy those who are destroying the earth.” 19 And the temple of God was opened in 
Heaven, and the Ark of His Covenant was seen in His temple, and there came lightnings, 
and voices, and thunders, and an earthquake, and great hail. 


12 


1 And a great sign was seen in the sky: a woman clothed with the sun, and the moon 
under her feet, and on her head a garland of twelve stars, 2 and having [a child] in [her] 
womb she cries out, travailing and being in pain to bring forth. 3 And there was seen 
another sign in the sky, and behold, a great fire-colored dragon, having seven heads and 


ten horns, and seven crowns on his heads, 4 and his tail draws the third of the stars of 
the sky, and he cast them to the earth; and the dragon stood before the woman who 


is about to bring forth, that when she may bring forth, he may devour her child; > and 
she brought forth a male son, who is about to rule all the nations with a rod of iron, 
and her child was snatched up to God and to His throne, ® and the woman fled into the 
wilderness, where she has a place made ready from God, that there they may nourish her 
—one thousand, two hundred, sixty days. 7 And there came war in Heaven: Michael and 
his messengers warred against the dragon, and the dragon and his messengers warred, 
8 and they did not prevail, nor was their place found anymore in Heaven; ? and the great 
dragon was cast forth—the old serpent, who is called “Devil,” and “Satan,” who is leading 
the whole world astray—he was cast forth to the earth, and his messengers were cast 
forth with him. 1° And I heard a great voice saying in Heaven, “Now came the salvation, 
and the power, and the kingdom, of our God, and the authority of His Christ, because 
the accuser of our brothers was cast down, who is accusing them before our God day 
and night; 1! and they overcame him because of the blood of the Lamb, and because of 
the word of their testimony, and they did not love their life—to death; 12 because of this 
be glad, you heavens, and those who dwell in them; woe to those inhabiting the earth 
and the sea, because the Devil went down to you, having great wrath, having known 
that he has [a] short time.” 13 And when the dragon saw that he was cast forth to the 
earth, he pursued the woman who brought forth the male, 14 and there were given to the 
woman two wings of the great eagle, that she may fly into the wilderness, to her place, 
where she is nourished a time, and times, and half a time, from the face of the serpent; 
15 and the serpent cast forth out of his mouth water as a river after the woman, that he 
may cause her to be carried away by the river, 1° and the earth helped the woman, and 
the earth opened its mouth and swallowed up the river that the dragon cast forth out of 
his mouth; 17 and the dragon was angry against the woman, and went away to make war 
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with the rest of her seed, those keeping the commands of God, and having the testimony 
of Jesus. 18 - 


1 And I stood on the sand of the sea, and I saw a beast coming up out of the sea, having 


seven heads and ten horns, and ten crowns on its horns, and on its heads names of 
slander, 2 and the beast that I saw was like to a leopard, and its feet as of a bear, and 


its mouth as the mouth of a lion, and the dragon gave to it his power, and his throne, 
and great authority. 3 And I saw one of its heads as slain to death, and its deadly wound 
was healed, and all the earth wondered after the beast, 4and they worshiped the dragon 
who gave authority to the beast, and they worshiped the beast, saying, “Who [is] like to 
the beast? Who is able to war with it?” 5 And there was given to it a mouth speaking 
great things, and slanders, and there was given to it authority to make war forty-two 
months, © and it opened its mouth for slander toward God, to slander His Name, and of 
His dwelling place, and of those who dwell in Heaven, ’ and there was given to it to make 
war with the holy ones, and to overcome them, and there was given to it authority over 
every tribe, and tongue, and nation. 8 And all who are dwelling on the earth will worship 
him, whose names have not been written in the Scroll of Life of the Lamb slain from the 
foundation of the world; ? if anyone has an ear—let him hear: 1° if anyone [goes] into 
captivity, into captivity he goes; if anyone is to be killed with sword, it is necessary of 
him by sword to be killed; here is the endurance and the faith of the holy ones. 11 And 
I saw another beast coming up out of the earth, and it had two horns like a lamb, and 
it was speaking as a dragon, 12 and all the authority of the first beast does it do before 
it, and it makes the earth and those dwelling in it that they will worship the first beast, 
whose deadly wound was healed, !3 and it does great signs, that fire also it may make to 
come down from the sky to the earth before men, !4 and it leads astray those dwelling on 
the earth, because of the signs that were given it to do before the beast, saying to those 
dwelling on the earth to make an image to the beast that has the wound of the sword and 
lived, 15 and there was given to it to give a spirit to the image of the beast, that also the 
image of the beast may speak, and it may cause as many as will not worship the image of 
the beast, that they may be killed. 1° And it makes all, the small, and the great, and the 
rich, and the poor, and the freemen, and the servants, that it may give to them a mark on 
their right hand or on their foreheads, !” and that no one may be able to buy, or to sell, 
except he who is having the mark, or the name of the beast, or the number of his name. 
18 Here is the wisdom! He who is having the understanding, let him count the number 
of the beast, for it is the number of a man, and its number: six hundred sixty-six. 


14 

1 And I saw, and behold, a Lamb was standing on Mount Zion, and with Him one 
hundred forty-four thousand, having the Name of His Father written on their foreheads; 
2 and I heard a voice out of Heaven, as a voice of many waters, and as a voice of great 
thunder, and I heard a voice of harpists harping with their harps, 3 and they sing, as it 
were, a new song before the throne, and before the four living creatures, and the elders, 
and no one was able to learn the song except the one hundred forty-four thousand who 
have been bought from the earth; 4 these are they who were not defiled with women, 
for they are virgin; these are they who are following the Lamb wherever He may go; 
these were bought from among men—a first-fruit to God and to the Lamb— ° and in 
their mouth there was not found guile, for they are unblemished before the throne of 
God. © And I saw another messenger flying in midair, having continuous good news to 
proclaim to those dwelling on the earth, and to every nation, and tribe, and tongue, 
and people, 7 saying in a great voice, “Fear God, and give to Him glory, because the 
hour of His judgment came, and worship Him who made the sky, and the land, and sea, 
and fountains of waters.” 8 And another messenger followed, saying, “Fallen, fallen is 
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Babylon the great, because of the wine of the wrath of her whoredom she has given to 
all nations to drink.” 9 And a third messenger followed them, saying in a great voice, “If 
anyone worships the beast and his image, and receives a mark on his forehead or on his 
hand, !° he also will drink of the wine of the wrath of God that has been mingled unmixed 
in the cup of His anger, and he will be tormented in fire and brimstone before the holy 
messengers, and before the Lamb, !! and the smoke of their torment goes up through 
ages of ages; and they have no rest day and night, who are worshiping the beast and his 
image, also if any receive the mark of his name. !2 Here is endurance of the holy ones; 
here [are] those keeping the commands of God, and the faith of Jesus.” 13 And I heard 
a voice out of Heaven saying to me, “Write: Blessed are the dead who are dying in the 
LORD from this time!” “Yes,” says the Spirit, “That they may rest from their labors—and 
their works follow them!” 14 And I saw, and behold, a white cloud, and on the cloud [One] 
sitting like [a] Son of Man, having on His head a golden garland, and in His hand a sharp 
sickle; 15 and another messenger came forth out of the temple crying in a great voice to 
Him who is sitting on the cloud, “Send forth Your sickle and reap, because the hour of 
reaping has come to You, because the harvest of the earth has been ripe”; 1© and He who 
is sitting on the cloud put forth His sickle on the earth, and the earth was reaped. 17 And 
another messenger came forth out of the temple that [is] in Heaven, having—he also—a 
sharp sickle, 18 and another messenger came forth out from the altar, having authority 
over the fire, and he called with a great cry to him having the sharp sickle, saying, “Send 
forth your sharp sickle, and gather the clusters of the vine of the earth, because her 
grapes have come to perfection”; 19 and the messenger put forth his sickle to the earth, 
and gathered the vine of the earth, and cast [it] into the great winepress of the wrath of 
God; 2° and the winepress was trodden outside of the city, and blood came forth out of 
the winepress—to the bridles of the horses, one thousand six hundred stadia. 


1 And I saw another sign in the sky, great and wonderful: seven messengers having 
the seven last plagues, because in these the wrath of God was completed, ? and I saw as 
a sea of glass mingled with fire, and those who gain the victory over the beast, and his 
image, and his mark, [and] the number of his name, standing by the sea of the glass, 
having harps of God, 3 and they sing the song of Moses, servant of God, and the song 
of the Lamb, saying, “Great and wonderful [are] Your works, O LORD God, the Almighty, 
righteous and true [are] Your ways, O King of holy ones! 4 Who may not fear You, O 
LORD, and glorify Your Name? Because You alone [are] holy, because all the nations 
will come and worship before You, because Your righteous acts were revealed.” 5 And 
after these things I saw, and behold, the temple of the Dwelling Place of the Testimony 
was opened in Heaven; © and the seven messengers having the seven plagues came forth 
out of the temple, clothed in linen, pure and radiant, and girded around the breasts with 
golden girdles: 7 and one of the four living creatures gave to the seven messengers seven 
golden bowls, full of the wrath of God, who is living through the ages of the ages; § and 
the temple was filled with smoke from the glory of God, and from His power, and no one 
was able to enter into the temple until the seven plagues of the seven messengers may 
be completed. 


16 
1 AndI hearda great voice out of the temple saying to the seven messengers, “Go away, 
and pour out the bowls of the wrath of God into the earth”; 2 and the first went away, and 
poured out his bowl into the earth, and there came a sore—bad and grievous—to men, 
those having the mark of the beast, and those worshiping his image. 3? And the second 
messenger poured out his bowl into the sea, and it became blood as of [one] dead, and 
every living soul in the sea died. 4 And the third messenger poured out his bowl into 
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the rivers, and into the fountains of the waters, and there came blood, 5 and I heard the 
messenger of the waters, saying, “Righteous, O LORD, are You, who is, and who was, [[and 
who will be,]] the Holy [One], because You judged these things, ® because they poured 
out [the] blood of holy ones and prophets, and You gave to them blood to drink, for they 
are worthy”; 7 and I heard another out of the altar, saying, “Yes, LORD God, the Almighty, 
true and righteous [are] Your judgments.” 8 And the fourth messenger poured out his 
bowl on the sun, and there was given to him to scorch men with fire, 9 and men were 
scorched with great heat, and they slandered the Name of God, who has authority over 
these plagues, and they did not convert—to give to Him glory. 1° And the fifth messenger 
poured out his bowl on the throne of the beast, and his kingdom became darkened, and 
they were gnawing their tongues from the pain, ! and they slandered the God of Heaven, 
from their pains, and from their sores, and they did not convert from their works. 12 And 
the sixth messenger poured out his bowl on the great river, the Euphrates, and its water 
was dried up, that the way of the kings who are from the rising of the sun may be made 
ready; 13 and I saw [come] out of the mouth of the dragon, and out of the mouth of the 
beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet, three unclean spirits like frogs— 14 for 
they are spirits of demons, doing signs—which go forth to the kings of the earth, and 
of the whole world, to bring them together to the battle of that great day of God the 
Almighty. 15 (“Behold, I come as a thief; blessed [is] he who is watching, and keeping 
his garments, that he may not walk naked, and they may see his unseemliness.”) 16 And 
they brought them together to the place that is called in Hebrew Armageddon. 17 And 
the seventh messenger poured out his bowl on the air, and there came forth a great 
voice from the temple of Heaven, from the throne, saying, “It is done!” 18 And there 
came voices, and thunders, and lightnings; and a great earthquake came, such as has 
not come since men came on the earth, so mighty an earthquake—so great! 19 And it 
came—the great city—into three parts, and the cities of the nations fell, and Babylon 
the great was remembered before God, to give to her the cup of the wine of the wrath of 
His anger, 2° and every island fled away, and mountains were not found, 21 and great hail 
(as of talent weight) comes down out of the sky on men, and men slandered God because 
of the plague of the hail, because its plague is very great. 


17 


1 And there came one of the seven messengers, who were having the seven bowls, 
and he spoke with me, saying to me, “Come, I will show to you the judgment of the great 
whore, whois sitting on the many waters, 2 with whom the kings of the earth committed 
whoredom; and those inhabiting the earth were made drunk from the wine of her 
whoredom”; 3 and he carried me away to a wilderness in the Spirit, and I saw a woman 
sitting on a scarlet-colored beast, full of names of slander, having seven heads and ten 
horns, 4 and the woman was clothed with purple and scarlet-color, and gilded with gold, 
and precious stone, and pearls, having a golden cup in her hand full of abominations 


and uncleanness of her whoredom, *and on her forehead was a name written: “SECRET, 
BABYLON THE GREAT, THE MOTHER OF THE WHORES, AND THE ABOMINATIONS OF THE 
EARTH.” © And I saw the woman drunken from the blood of the holy ones, and from the 


blood of the witnesses of Jesus, and I wondered—having seen her—with great wonder; 
7 and the messenger said to me, “For this reason did you wonder? I will tell you the 
secret of the woman and of the beast that [is] carrying her, which has the seven heads 
and the ten horns. ® The beast that you saw: it was, and it is not, and it is about to come 
up out of the abyss, and to go away to destruction, and those dwelling on the earth will 
wonder, whose names have not been written on the Scroll of Life from the foundation 
of the world, beholding the beast that was, and is not, although it is. 9 Here [is] the mind 
that is having wisdom: the seven heads are seven mountains on which the woman sits, 
10 and there are seven kings, the five fell, and the one is, the other did not yet come, 
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and when he may come, it is necessary for him to remain a short time; 11 and the beast 
that was, and is not, he also is eighth, and he is out of the seven, and he goes away to 
destruction. 12 And the ten horns that you saw are ten kings who did not yet receive a 
kingdom, but receive authority as kings one hour with the beast; 13 these have one mind, 
and they will give over their own power and authority to the beast; 14 these will make 


war with the Lamb, and the Lamb will overcome them, because He is Lord of lords, and 
King of kings, and those with Him are called, and chosen, and steadfast.” 15 And he says 


to me, “The waters that you saw, where the whore sits, are peoples, and multitudes, and 
nations, and tongues; 1¢ and the ten horns that you saw, and the beast, these will hate 
the whore, and will make her desolate and naked, and will eat her flesh, and will burn 
her in fire, 1” for God gave into their hearts to do His purpose, and to make one purpose, 
and to give their kingdom to the beast until the sayings of God may be fulfilled, 18 and 
the woman that you saw is the great city that is having reign over the kings of the earth.” 


18 
1 And after these things I saw another messenger coming down out of Heaven, having 
great authority, and the earth was lightened from his glory, 2 and he cried in might [with] 
a great voice, saying, “Fallen, fallen is Babylon the great! And she became a habitation 
of demons, and a hold of every unclean spirit, and a hold of every unclean and hateful 


bird, 3 because all the nations have drunk of the wine of the wrath of her whoredom, 
and the kings of the earth committed whoredom with her, and merchants of the earth 


were made rich from the power of her indulgence.” 4 And I heard another voice out of 
Heaven, saying, “Come forth out of her, My people, that you may not partake with her 
sins, and that you may not receive of her plagues, > because her sins have reached up to 
Heaven, and God remembered her unrighteousness. © Render to her as she also rendered 
to you, and double to her twofold according to her works; in the cup that she mingled 
mingle to her double. 7 As much as she glorified herself and indulged, so much torment 
and sorrow give to her, because in her heart she says, I sit [as] queen, and I am not a 
widow, and I will not see sorrow; ® because of this, in one day, will come her plagues: 
death, and sorrow, and famine; and she will be utterly burned in fire, because strong [is] 
the LORD God who is judging her; 9 and the kings of the earth will weep over her and 
strike themselves for her, who committed whoredom and indulged with her, when they 
may see the smoke of her burning, 1° having stood from afar because of the fear of her 
torment, saying, Woe, woe, the great city! Babylon, the strong city! Because in one hour 
your judgment came. 1 And the merchants of the earth will weep and mourn over her, 
because no one buys their cargo anymore; !2 cargo of gold, and silver, and precious stone, 
and pearls, and fine linen, and purple, and silk, and scarlet, and all fragrant wood, and 
every vessel of ivory, and every vessel of most precious wood, and brass, and iron, and 


marble, 13 and cinnamon, and amomum, and incense, and ointment, and frankincense, 
and wine, and oil, and fine flour, and wheat, and cattle, and sheep, and of horses, and of 


chariots, and of bodies and souls of men. 14 And the fruits of the desire of your soul went 
away from you, and all things—the sumptuous and the radiant—went away from you, 
and no more at all may you find them. 1° The merchants of these things, who were made 
rich by her, will stand far off because of the fear of her torment, weeping, and mourning, 
16 and saying, Woe, woe, the great city, that was clothed with fine linen, and purple, and 
scarlet, and gilded in gold, and precious stone, and pearls— 1” because in one hour so 
much riches were made desolate! And every shipmaster, and all the company on the 
ships, and sailors, and as many as work the sea, stood far off, 18 and were crying, seeing 
the smoke of her burning, saying, What [city is] like to the great city? 19 And they cast 
dust on their heads, and were crying out, weeping and mourning, saying, Woe, woe, the 
great city! In which were made rich all having ships in the sea, out of her costliness—for 
in one hour was she made desolate. 2° Be glad over her, O Heaven, and you holy apostles 
and prophets, because God judged your judgment of her!” 21 And one strong messenger 
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took up a stone as a great millstone, and cast [it] into the sea, saying, “Thus with violence 
will Babylon be cast, the great city, and may not be found anymore at all; 22 and voice 
of harpists, and musicians, and pipers, and trumpeters, may not be heard at all in you 
anymore; and any craftsman of any craft may not be found at all in you anymore; and 
noise of a millstone may not be heard at all in you anymore; 23 and light of a lamp may 
not shine at all in you anymore; and voice of bridegroom and of bride may not be heard 
at all in you anymore; because your merchants were the great ones of the earth, because 
all the nations were led astray in your sorcery, 24 and in her blood of prophets and of 
holy ones was found, and of all those who have been slain on the earth.” 


19 

1 And after these things I heard a great voice of a great multitude in Heaven, saying, 
“Hallelujah! The salvation, and the glory, and the power [belong] to the LORD our God; 
2 because true and righteous [are] His judgments, because He judged the great whore 
who corrupted the earth in her whoredom, and He avenged the blood of His servants at 
her hand”; 3 and a second time they said, “Hallelujah”; and her smoke comes up through 
the ages of the ages! 4 And the twenty-four elders and the four living creatures fell down 
and they worshiped God who is sitting on the throne, saying, “Amen! Hallelujah!” > And 
a voice out of the throne came forth, saying, “Praise our God, all you His servants, and 
those fearing Him, both the small and the great”; © and I heard as the voice of a great 
multitude, and as the voice of many waters, and as the voice of mighty thunderings, 
saying, “Hallelujah! Because our Lord, the God, the Almighty, has reigned! 7 May we 
rejoice and exult, and give the glory to Him, because the marriage of the Lamb has come, 
and His wife has made herself ready; 8 and there was given to her that she may be clothed 
with fine linen, pure and radiant, for the fine linen is the righteous acts of the holy ones.” 
9 And he says to me, “Write: Blessed [are] they who have been called to the banquet of 
the marriage of the Lamb”; and he says to me, “These [are] the true words of God”; 1° and 
I fell before his feet to worship him, and he says to me, “Behold—No! I am your fellow 
servant, and of your brothers, those having the testimony of Jesus; worship God, for 
the testimony of Jesus is the spirit of the prophecy.” 11 And I saw Heaven having been 
opened, and behold, a white horse, and He who is sitting on it is called Faithful and True, 
and in righteousness He judges and makes war, !2 and His eyes [are] as a flame of fire, 
and on His head [are] many crowns—having a Name written that no one has known, 
except Himself, !3 and He is clothed with a garment covered with blood, and His Name 
is called, The Word of God. !4 And the armies in Heaven were following Him on white 
horses, clothed in fine linen—white and pure; 15 and out of His mouth proceeds a sharp 
sword, that with it He may strike the nations, and He will rule them with a rod of iron, 
and He treads the press of the wine of the wrath and the anger of God the Almighty, 
16 and He has on the garment and on His thigh the name written: “KING OF KINGS, AND 
LORD OF LORDS.” 17 And I saw one messenger standing in the sun, and he cried [with] 
a great voice, saying to all the birds that are flying in midair, “Come and be gathered 
together to the banquet of the great God [[or the great banquet of God]], 18 that you may 
eat flesh of kings, and flesh of chiefs of thousands, and flesh of strong men, and flesh of 
horses, and of those sitting on them, and the flesh of all—freemen and servants—both 
small and great.” 19 And I saw the beast, and the kings of the earth, and their armies, 
having been gathered together to make war with Him who is sitting on the horse, and 
with His army; 2° and the beast was taken, and with him the false prophet who did the 
signs before him, in which he led astray those who received the mark of the beast, and 
those who worshiped his image; the two were cast living into the lake of the fire that is 
burning with brimstone; 2! and the rest were killed with the sword of Him who is sitting 
on the horse, which is proceeding out of His mouth, and all the birds were filled with 


their flesh. 
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1 AndI saw a messenger coming down out of Heaven, having the key of the abyss, and 
a great chain over his hand, 2 and he laid hold on the dragon, the ancient serpent, who 
is [the] Devil and Satan, and bound him one thousand years, 3 and he cast him into the 
abyss, and shut him up, and put a seal on him, that he may no longer lead the nations 
astray, until the one thousand years may be completed; and after these it is necessary 
for him to be loosed a short time. 4 And I saw thrones, and they [that] sat on them, and 
judgment was given to them, and the souls of those who have been beheaded because 
of the testimony of Jesus, and because of the word of God, and who did not worship 
the beast, nor his image, and did not receive the mark on their forehead and on their 
hand, and they lived and reigned with the Christ one thousand years; > and the rest of 
the dead did not live again until the one thousand years may be completed; this [is] the 
first resurrection. © Blessed and holy—he who is having part in the first resurrection; 
the second death has no authority over these, but they will be priests of God and of the 
Christ, and will reign with Him one thousand years. 7 And when the one thousand years 
may be completed, Satan will be loosed out of his prison, ®and he will go forth to lead the 
nations astray, that are in the four corners of the earth—Gog and Magog—to gather them 
together to war, of whom the number—as the sand of the sea; ° and they went up over 
the breadth of the land, and surrounded the camp of the holy ones, and the beloved city, 


and there came down fire from God out of Heaven, and devoured them; !° and the Devil, 
who is leading them astray, was cast into the lake of fire and brimstone where the beast 


and the false prophet [are], and they will be tormented day and night through the ages 
of the ages. 11 And I saw a great white throne, and Him who is sitting on it, from whose 
face the earth and the sky fled away, and no place was found for them; 12 and I saw the 
dead, small and great, standing before God, and scrolls were opened, and another scroll 
was opened, which is that of the life, and the dead were judged out of the things written 
in the scrolls—according to their works; !3 and the sea gave up those dead in it, and death 
and Hades gave up the dead in them, and they were judged, each one according to their 
works; 14 and death and Hades were cast into the lake of the fire—this [is] the second 
death; 15 and if anyone was not found written in the Scroll of Life, he was cast into the 


lake of the fire. 
21 


1 And I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for the first heaven and the first earth 
passed away, and the sea is no more; 2 and I saw the holy city, New Jerusalem, coming 


down from God out of Heaven, made ready as a bride adorned for her husband; 3 and I 
heard a great voice out of Heaven, saying, “Behold, the dwelling place of God [is] with 
men, and He will dwell with them, and they will be His peoples, and God Himself will 
be with them [as] their God, 4 and God will wipe away every tear from their eyes, and 
there will be no more death, nor sorrow, nor crying, nor will there be anymore pain, 
because the first things passed away.” > And He who is sitting on the throne said, “Behold, 
I make all things new”; and He says to me, “Write, because these words are true and 
steadfast”; ©and He said to me, “It is done! Iam the Alpha and the Omega, the Beginning 
and the End. To him who is thirsting, I will give of the fountain of the water of life 
freely. 7 The [one] who is overcoming will inherit all things, and I will be his God, and he 
will be My son. 8 But to fearful, and unsteadfast, and abominable, and murderers, and 
whoremongers, and sorcerers, and idolaters, and all the liars, their part [is] in the lake 
that is burning with fire and brimstone, which is the second death.” 9 And one of the 
seven messengers, having the seven bowls that are full of the seven last plagues, came 
and spoke with me, saying, “Come, I will show you the bride, the wife of the Lamb,” 1°and 
he carried me away in the Spirit to a mountain great and high, and showed me the great 
city, the holy Jerusalem, coming down out of Heaven from God, !! having the glory of 
God, and her light—like a most precious stone, as a jasper stone clear as crystal, 12 also 
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having a great and high wall, having twelve gates, and at the gates twelve messengers, 
and names written thereon, which are [those] of the twelve tribes of the sons of Israel— 
13 at the east three gates, at the north three gates, at the south three gates, at the west 
three gates; 14 and the wall of the city had twelve foundations, and on them names of the 
twelve apostles of the Lamb. 15 And he who is speaking with me had a golden reed, that 
he may measure the city, and its gates, and its wall; 1° and the city lies square, and the 
length of it is as great as the breadth; and he measured the city with the reed—twelve 
thousand stadia; the length, and the breadth, and the height of it are equal. !”7 And he 
measured its wall—one hundred forty-four cubits, the measure of a man, that is, of the 
messenger; 18 and the building of its wall was jasper, and the city [is] pure gold—like to 
pure glass. 19 And the foundations of the wall of the city have been adorned with every 
precious stone: the first foundation jasper, the second sapphire, the third chalcedony, 
the fourth emerald, 2° the fifth sardonyx, the sixth sardius, the seventh chrysolite, the 
eighth beryl, the ninth topaz, the tenth chrysoprase, the eleventh jacinth, the twelfth 
amethyst. 21 And the twelve gates [are] twelve pearls, each one of the gates respectively 
was of one pearl; and the street of the city [is] pure gold—as transparent glass. 22 And I 
did not see a temple in it, for the LORD God, the Almighty, and the Lamb, are its temple. 
23 And the city has no need of the sun, nor of the moon, that they may shine in it; for the 
glory of God lightens it, and the lamp of it—the Lamb; 24 and the nations will walk by its 
light, and the kings of the earth bring their glory and honor into it, 25 and its gates will 
never be shut by day, for night will not be there; 26 and they will bring the glory and the 
honor of the nations into it; 2” and there may never enter into it anything defiling and 
doing abomination, and a lie, if not those written in the Lamb’s Scroll of Life. 


1 And he showed me [the] river of [the] water of life, radiant as crystal, going forth 
out of the throne of God and of the Lamb 2 in the midst of its street, and of the river 
on this side and on that—[the] Tree of Life, producing twelve fruits, yielding its fruit 
according to each month, and the leaves of the tree [are] for the healing of the nations; 
3 and there will no longer be any curse, and the throne of God and of the Lamb will be 
in it, and His servants will serve Him, 4 and they will see His face, and His Name [is] on 
their foreheads, ° and there will be no night there, and they have no need of [the] light 
of a lamp and of [the] light of [the] sun, because the LORD God gives them light, and 
they will reign through the ages of the ages. © And he said to me, “These words [are] 
steadfast and true, and the LORD God of the holy prophets sent His messenger to show 
to His servants the things that must come quickly. 7 Behold, I come quickly; blessed [is] 
he who is keeping the words of the prophecy of this scroll.” 8 And I, John, am he who 
is seeing these things and hearing, and when I heard and beheld, I fell down to worship 
before the feet of the messenger who is showing me these things; 9 and he says to me, 
“Behold—No! For I am your fellow servant, and of your brothers the prophets, and of 
those keeping the words of this scroll; worship God.” 1° And He says to me, “You may 
not seal the words of the prophecy of this scroll, because the time is near. 1! The [one] 
being unrighteous—let him be unrighteous still; and the filthy—let him be filthy still; 
and the righteous—let him do righteousness still; and the holy—let him be holy still. 
12 Behold, I come quickly, and My reward [is] with Me, to render to each as his work will 
be; I am the Alpha and the Omega—the Beginning and End—the First and the Last. 
14 Blessed are those washing their robes that the authority will be theirs to the Tree of 
Life, and they may enter into the city by the gates; 15 and outside [are] the dogs, and the 
sorcerers, and the whoremongers, and the murderers, and the idolaters, and everyone 
cherishing and doing falsehood. 161, Jesus, sent My messenger to testify to you these 
things concerning the assemblies; I am the root and the offspring of David, the radiant 
morning star! !7 And the Spirit and the bride say, Come! And he who is hearing—let him 
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say, Come! And he who is thirsting—let him come; and he who is willing—let him take 
the water of life freely. 18 For I testify to everyone hearing the words of the prophecy of 
this scroll, if anyone may add to these, God will add to him the plagues that have been 
written in this scroll, 19 and if anyone may take away from the words of the scroll of this 
prophecy, God will take away his part from the Scroll of Life, and out of the holy city, 
and the things that have been written in this scroll.” 2° The [One] testifying [to] these 
things says, “Yes, I come quickly!” Amen. Come, Lord Jesus! 2! The grace of our Lord 
Jesus Christ [is] with all [[the holy ones. Amen.]] 
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EPILOGUE 
Land of the Dead 


Nagashizzar, in the 110th year of Djaf the Terrible 
(-1151 Imperial Reckoning) 


Alcadizzar haunted the halls of Nagashizzar for days, calling plaintively for 
a woman that only he could see. His mind shattered by guilt and the 
torments he’d suffered at the hands of Nagash, he eventually found his way 
through the fortress gates and onto the shores of the Sour Sea. Still 
clutching Nagash’s crown, the last king of Khemri disappeared into the 
wastelands in search of redemption. There are those who believe he 
wanders there still. 


They searched the fortress for the largest furnace they could find and filled 
it with charcoal from the enormous bins that stood outside the forges. 
Eshreegar and Eekrit took turns working the bellows, until the fire breathed 
like a living thing and the heat scorched their whiskers. Then they went and 
raided the nearest mine shaft for all the sky-stone they could carry. 


“Are you sure this is necessary?” the Master of Treacheries said. 
“Without doubt,” Eekrit said, tossing a hunk of sky-stone into the furnace. 


Eshreegar winced. “Think of the wealth you’re throwing away! Enough to 
buy your way back into good graces with the Under-Empire three times 
over! Enough to make yourself a Grey Lord if you wish!” 


Another chunk of stone flew into the furnace’s roaring maw. “The mountain 
is mine now, Eshreegar,” the former warlord growled. “All mine. At this 
point, I’m richer than the Horned God himself.” 


The Master of Treacheries eyed the flames dubiously. “What if Velsquee 
goes back on his word and forgets he ever agreed to give you the 
mountain?” 


Eekrit sniffed. “He can either have the mountain or the fell blade. Not 
both.” They had recovered the sword and tossed it back into its lead 
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container with as little physical contact as possible. Now it was hidden deep 
within the bowels of the mountain, where only the two of them would ever 
find it. “If he’s smart, he’ll take the blade back and call it even, and 
Velsquee is nothing if not very, very smart.” He threw another two pieces of 
stone into the furnace, then gestured at the bellows. “Stoke the furnace 
while I get the cart.” 


Eshreegar sighed and went to the long, wooden lever. With a grunt, he leapt 
up and grabbed it, then pulled down with all his weight. Air flowed into the 
furnace, causing it to roar. Within minutes, the sky-stone turned molten and 
the heat within changed from orange-white to a bright, baleful green. 


Eekrit returned a moment later, dragging a small wooden cart. Piled within 
was every piece of Nagash’s armour and bone they could find. The former 
warlord stared down at the remains and shook his head. “I still don’t see 
how we missed his right hand. It couldn’t have just crawled off on its own.” 


Eshreegar shook his head. “We searched every inch of that dais. If it were 
there, we would have found it. Nagash’s prisoner must have taken it with 
him, along with the crown. Nothing else makes sense.” 


Eekrit sighed irritably. “Perhaps.” He reached in and rummaged through the 
pile. 

“Do you really think this will destroy him for good?” Eshreegar asked, 
eyeing the roaring furnace. 

“T have no idea,” Eekrit replied. “This is for my own personal pleasure.” 


He grunted in satisfaction, and pulled Nagash’s grinning skull from the pile. 
Eekrit stared at it for a long moment, peering into the depths of its empty 
eye sockets. 


“T’ve been wanting to do this for a very long time,” he said, and tossed the 
skull into the flames. 


High above the ancient mountain, a plume of faintly glowing smoke rose 
from one of the fortress’ many chimneys. Ashes from the seething fire 
below rose into the air and were scattered on the high winds, spreading 
across the bleak and blasted land. 
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Riding high on the swift-moving wind, the ashes travelled for miles before 
falling back to earth. One mote in particular rode the currents westwards, 
tumbling through the updraughts over the Brittle Peaks and then gliding 
lazily downwards again in a long, surprisingly straight path along the 
bloody line of the dead River Vitae. 


Over the silent land of Nehekhara, the tiny mote of ash drifted, until it came 
to the vast city of the dead that lay beside the river just east of Khemri. 
There it began to settle, waving this way and that like a leaf on the breeze, 
until at last it alighted upon the tip of a towering black pyramid, whose matt 
black sides seemed to swallow the light of the sun. 


By some curious trick of the air currents, the mote of ash was drawn inside 
the pyramid, slipping through narrow airshafts until it reached the very 
heart of the giant crypt. There, in an octagonal chamber whose walls were 
carved with hundreds of complex runes, sat an open sarcophagus of black 
stone. 


Silent, unobserved, the mote of ash settled within the sarcophagus of 
Nagash, the Undying King. 


And there it waited. 
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EPILOGUE 


Thousands had been slain by the catastrophe. Whether slain during the brief 
but deadly daemonic incursion, drowned by the tidal wave or crushed by 
the earthquakes, all of Ulthuan had suffered the wrath of the vortex’s 
detonation. Caledor made his way immediately to the Isle of the Flame, 
knowing that it was to the Shrine of Asuryan that the princes would come. 


Over time they did, each bringing tales of woe and loss from their 
kingdoms. Thyriol did not arrive though, and Caledor sent an expedition to 
seek him. They returned from the Isle of the Dead with the grim news that 
they had found the Sapherian prince, locked in stasis surrounded by Caledor 
Dragontamer and the other mages of old. 


Of the druchii there was no sign. 


Word was sent to Alith Anar, who despatched Carathril back with a bitter 
message full of grief and hatred. Western Nagarythe was destroyed and the 
east ravaged by the vengeful wave. It was a dead land now, laid to waste by 
the hubris of Malekith. Tor Anroc and the surrounding countryside was now 
a chain of islands, surrounded by treacherous waters that still spumed and 
boiled. The druchii sorcerers who had managed to escape had steered their 
towers north, towards the ocean. 


‘And of Malekith and Morathi, the Shadow King believes that they still 
live,’ concluded Carathril. ‘Anlec is a ruin, but there is no sign of 
Aenarion’s palace. What do you think that means?’ 


Caledor’s reply was simple 


“The war is not over. We shall never know peace.’ 


The storm-wracked seas crashed against a harsh shore of rock pinnacles, 
foaming madly. The skies were in turmoil, blackened by dark magic. 
Through the spume and rain dark, massive shapes surged across the seas; 
towering edifices of battlement and wall. 


The castles of Nagarythe followed in the wake of the largest floating 
citadel, upon the highest tower of which stood Malekith. The lashing rain 
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steamed from his armour as he turned at the sound of Morathi’s voice from 
the archway behind him. 


“This is where we flee to?’ she said, anger flashing in her eyes. ‘This cold, 
bleak land?’ 


‘They will not follow us here,’ replied the Witch King. ‘We are the 
Naggarothi, we were born in the north and in the north we will be born 
again. This land, bleak as it is, shall be ours. Naggaroth.’ 


“To build a new kingdom?’ sneered Morathi. “To accept your defeat and 
start afresh as if Nagarythe had never existed?’ 


‘No,’ replied Malekith, flames leaping from his iron body. ‘We will never 
forget that which has been taken from us. Ulthuan belongs to me. If it takes 
a thousand years, ten thousand years, I will claim my rightful place as king. 
I am the son of Aenarion. It is my destiny.’ 
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EPILOGUE 


‘Who-e’er thou art these lines now reading, 
Think not this world your gaze receding 

I wander on, my doom to lead 

Through daemontide and deserts drear 
With dry eye and heart bereft of bleeding 

I commit myself to damnation’s deeds 

For them alone hath brought us here.’ 


— Fliessbach, Tales Untold 


The Obliviate Plain — Skelter Delta 
The Southern Wastes 
Horns Harrowing: Season of Fire 


Archaon lay Giselle down on the warm volcanic rock. The Chaos warrior had 
made for an infernal glow on the horizon. It was the only light in the benighted 
place and drew Archaon and his miserable band of followers on like moths to a 
lonely candle. Skies of broiling pitch and storm-smeared gales of ash and ice 
closed in on them. The temperature plummeted to a brutal freeze and the depths 
of darkness hid things that lived fantasies of killing them. The light turned out to 
be a delta of crackling lava, a creeping channel of molten rock from a distant 
volcano denied to them by the storm. The river of glowing, red death had 
bifurcated into a delta on the approach to an abyssal escarpment. The separated 
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lava flows dribbled down the cliff face, into a chasm the depths of which 
allowed no light to escape. 

It was as good a place as any to make their miserable camp, Archaon had 
decided. With the bottomless chasm at their backs and the channels of slurping 
magma on all other sides of their position within the delta, they were unlikely to 
be rushed by the hordes of beastfiends they could hear beyond, in perpetual 
preoccupation of tribal slaughter. The glow of the molten rock would also show 
the daemons stalking them through the wilderness before they got too close. 
Most importantly, the delta had what they needed more than shelter, food or 
water. Warmth. The Southern Wastes didn’t need its daemon denizens to kill 
them. The murderous drop in temperature alone would see to that. 

Posting the silent Swords on the three corners of their wretched triangle of 
land to ensure nothing tried to leap the lava channels or climb up the abyssal 
cliff face at their backs, Archaon cut a length of Sheerian’s foetid fur cloak and 
covered Giselle with it. He had the misshapen Vier stand over the girl as a 
personal sentry. Despite the improvised blanket and the lava-warmed rock upon 
which she lay, the girl was still shivering. Archaon suspected that it would take 
time to recover from the dreadful experience of being one with the daemon- 
dragon. Perhaps she never would. The Swords, the sorcerer Sheerian: they were 
already part of the infernal insanity that was the raw power of Chaos. The girl 
had no such expectations or defences. She had been dragged into damnation 
kicking and screaming. For that the warlord knew he would have to answer. The 
servants of Dark Gods volunteered for their sufferings. The pig-subjects of 
Sigmar and the worshippers of weakling gods everywhere had it coming. There 
were few who were truly innocent and undeserving of their doom but Archaon 
suspected that Giselle might be such a soul. It was what had compelled him to 
save her. He was simultaneously drawn to and repelled by her. No doubt, the 
Chaos warrior decided, this was some other perversity of the Dark Gods. They 
enjoyed their games and for now Archaon was saddled with his conflicted 
feelings for the girl. It was about the only other thing he felt beyond seething 
hatred for the Ruinous Powers he served and the bottomless need he had to bring 
an end to the world of their enemies. 

Archaon joined Khezula Sheerian by the searing radiance of the lava channel, 
where the ancient was warming his bones. Sheerian leant against his staff and 
peered into the swirling storm beyond. 

“One of yours?’ the sorcerer asked, gesturing towards a figure working his 
way towards them. Archaon’s gauntlet strayed for his greatsword but narrowing 
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chains pulled about him and his head trapped in a cage, Archaon recognised 
Gorst. Somehow the flagellant had tracked them from the site of his soul- 
scarring liberation and followed them through the storm. Archaon grunted. Yet 
again, the flagellant had followed his master. Even here in the impossible 
lethality of the Wastes, Gorst had found them. It was like old times with the 
madman following him across all creation. 

‘One of mine,’ Archaon admitted, indicating to the winged Eins that he should 
bring Gorst across the scorching channel. There were few to truly call 
themselves such and Gorst had more than earned it. Archaon had led and Gorst 
had and continued to follow. To where the warlord did not know. 

“Where are we?’ Archaon asked the daemon sorcerer. 

‘A dark realm of nowheres,’ Sheerian told him. 

‘No riddles,’ Archaon warned. 

‘There are no riddles to be had here, master,’ the ancient said. ‘We are in the 
Southern Wastes, a place of primordial evil. Where the Dark Gods are free to 
craft their servants from the storm. Where daemons rule and no men exist to 
bring sense to the dread pantheon’s insanities. We are about as far from salvation 
as any mortal man has been, my lord. Where are we? All frequented have names 
but I have no idea what this blasted place is called. I cannot tell you where we 
have been or where we are — and only the Eye can show you where we are 
going.’ 

The sorcerer licked his thin lips. The skeletal fingers about his staff began to 
shake. He stared up at the jewel set in Archaon’s skull-helm in the hope that the 
warlord might use the potent artefact before him so that the sorcerer might once 
again experience some suggestion of its power and radiance. The Eye opened. It 
blazed to life, blinking as Archaon cast his gaze across the horizon — its inner 
darkness seeing all. 

Archaon stared into the Southern Wastes. The glorious, byzantine brutality of 
its all. The thunder of beastfiend herds clashing in the darkness. Soul-starved 
daemons feasting on the wretched existence of such creatures. The abyssal cold. 
The deep darkness. The raging mountaintops that banished both in their volcanic 
brilliance. The god-furious approach of some decimating superstorm. Sheerian 
waited. Archaon said nothing for what seemed like an eternity. The wandering 
gaze of the Eye moved between the dread perspectives of the Waste’s wicked 
denizens. Then, ‘I see an infernal palace, distant and huge,’ Archaon told the 
sorcerer. ‘No. Many palaces. All colossal. Ever changing. Indescribable.’ 

‘And, and?’ the sorcerer feverishly prompted. 
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‘Beyond them, the dark heart of the entire world,’ Archaon told him. 

“Yes?” 

‘Like the fallen sun,’ Archaon said, ‘as black as it was bright. Impossible. 
Irresistible. Blazing its darkness but drawing all into the depths of its brilliance.’ 
‘As it draws your gaze, Archaon,’ the sorcerer told him, ‘and that of the all- 

powerful Eye.’ 

“What draws it?’ Archaon demanded. ‘I must know.’ 

“You fought your way across the Shadowlands of the north, yes?’ 

‘Yes,’ the Chaos warlord confirmed. 

‘But never the pole,’ Sheerian pushed. ‘Never the very top of the world. The 
Realm of Chaos itself.’ 

‘No...’ 

‘Where reality gives way and men may walk the path of the gods,’ the sorcerer 
cackled in excitement. 

‘Then what is this oblivion into which I stare?’ Archaon put to him. 

‘No man can guess,’ Sheerian said. It was not the answer Archaon was looking 
for. 

‘But if aman,’ Archaon said, ‘in fear for his very existence had to guess?’ 

The daemonic glee on the sorcerer’s face died a little. 

‘Some say the darkness at the top of the world is a gateway through which the 
dread of destiny pours. A broken gateway, ever open to an unknowable realm 
beyond. It infects all with its rank possibility.’ 

‘And of this southern darkness?’ 

‘A polar gateway the same, my lord,’ Sheerian said. ‘Bleeding the unknown 
into the world we know.’ 

‘And a man who would walk the path of the gods would need to pass through 
such a gateway,’ Archaon said. He was no longer asking. The daemon sorcerer 
nodded his agreement. ‘And might enter one gateway only to leave through 
another...’ 

“Yes, master, yes!’ the ancient cackled. 

“Yes... Yes...” Archaon heard. The words burned to hear and echoed about 
the confines of his mortal mind. A voice. From the storm. 

‘Did you hear that?’ Archaon asked. 

‘Hear what, my lord?’ the venerable sorcerer asked, still living their previous 
glee. 

There was something out there with them. Of that Archaon was sure. Unlike 
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such burning obscurity. Using the searing power of the Eye, Archaon searched 
the blackness of the furious oblivion. His gaze settled on a monstrous form, 
hidden in the approaching tempest. An ancient evil. Dreadful... Potent... 

‘Do not see meeee...’ 

Gone. 

‘It will not be seen,’ Archaon said. The ancient stared out into the maelstrom. 

“The Eye sees all, master.’ 

‘Well it does not see this,’ Archaon rumbled. 

“What was it, my lord?’ 

Archaon struggled for the words. 

‘Some daemon,’ Archaon said. ‘Some dark prince of oblivion. A beast eternal 
that wishes to stay in the shadows — as it always has. It stalks us. It stalks me and 
the doom that is my fate. What being could do such a thing? Hide itself from the 
Eye’s gaze? Shield itself from a gift of the gods?’ 

It was the ancient’s turn to struggle for words. 

‘Well...’ 

‘Speak, sorcerer!’ Archaon boomed. He drew the blade Terminus with sudden 
savagery. “You counsel me in such matters of the damned. Without counsel, 
what use are you to me, daemon?’ 

Sheerian searched for an answer to please the Chaos lord. 

‘There is one,’ the sorcerer croaked as Archaon’s blade came up. ‘A beast that 
led the legions at the dawn of time.’ 

‘Speak on,’ Archaon hissed, bringing Terminus down. 

‘He plunged the world into darkness but lit the abyss with his daemon 
arrogance,’ Sheerian told the Chaos warrior. ‘For that my master, the dark god 
Tzeentch — the Great Changer of Ways — punished him.’ 

‘How?’ Archaon demanded. 

‘He cursed the prince of daemons,’ the sorcerer said, ‘forcing him into infernal 
subservience, stripping him of absolute power and denying him of permanent 
form.’ 

Archaon nodded slowly. ‘He might escape the Eye’s almighty gaze,’ Sheerian 
assured him, ‘for if set on his daemon form there would be nothing for the Eye 
to see.’ 

Archaon stared at the nearing tempest, as it raged its unfolding darkness 
through the maelstrom towards them. 

‘T feel it near.’ 

‘The daemon dooms of men are rarely far away,’ Sheerian told him. “They like 
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to remain close. Observing first hand the havoc they have wrought. This thing 
has no form, which means he is free to assume any.’ 

Archaon looked hard at Sheerian and then cast his gaze across to the sleeping 
Giselle, his Swords of Chaos and finally Gorst, the miserable wretch who had 
followed him across the face of the world, without doubt and without question. 

‘This beast hides both in the shadows and plain sight. If this daemon prince is 
invested in you, my master,’ Sheerian said, ‘he could be any of us... at any 
time.’ 

‘Does this thing of the abyss have a name?’ Archaon asked. 

‘He has many names,’ the daemon sorcerer told him, seeming not to want to 
call the daemon by its given name. ‘The Harbinger, the Herald, the Bearer. In the 
frozen north, he is the Shadowlord. In the east and the west, the Dark Master.’ 

‘And to your master?’ Archaon snarled. 

‘To my Lord Tzeentch and the dread pantheon he is... Be’lakor..’ 

‘Be’ lakor.’ 

It was as though Archaon had known the name his whole life. Always on the 
tongue’s tip or just beyond the reaches of recollection. No more. Archaon would 
drag this monstrous force of darkness into the light. He would know its dealings 
in his destiny. The daemon prince Be’ lakor would answer to the Lord of the End 
Times or would share in the world’s fate. Archaon would extinguish the 
darklight of this Be’lakor’s existence and claim its dark dominion as his own. 

For a while, the Chaos lord and the sorcerer said nothing. Sheerian settled into 
his furs. Even without the Eye, he could see the furious tempest sweeping in. 

‘There is a storm approaching.’ 

Archaon thought on all that had come to pass and the doom he had pledged on 
his very soul to the waiting world. 

‘T am already here.’ 
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The Song of Solomon 


1 The song of songs, which is Solomon's. 2Oh that he might kiss me with the kisses of 
his mouth; for thy caresses are more pleasant than wine. 3 To the smell are thy fragrant 
oils pleasant, [like] precious oil poured forth is thy name [famous afar]: therefore do 
maidens love thee. 4 Oh draw me, after thee will we run: the king hath brought me 
into his chambers; we will be glad and rejoice in thee; we will recall thy caresses, 
more [pleasant] than wine; without deceit [all] love thee.— 5 Black am I, yet comely, O 
daughters of Jerusalem, like the tents of Kedar, like the curtains of Solomon. © Look not 
so at me, because I am somewhat black, because the sun hath looked fiercely at me: my 
mother's children were angry with me; they appointed me to be keeper of the vineyards; 
but my vineyard, which is my own, have I not kept.— 7 Tell me, O thou whom my soul 
loveth, where thou feedest? where lettest thou thy flock rest at noon? for why should I 
appear like a veiled mourner by the flocks of thy companions?— 8 If thou knowest this 
not, O thou fairest of women, go but forth in the footsteps of the flock, and feed thy kids 
around the shepherds' dwellings.— 9 Unto the horse in Pharaoh's chariot do I compare 
thee, my beloved. 1° Comely are thy cheeks between strings [of pearls], thy neck with 
rows [of jewels]. 1! Chains of gold will we make for thee with studs of silver.— 12 While 
the king sitteth at his table, my spikenard sendeth forth its [pleasant] smell. 13 A bundle 
of myrrh is my friend unto me, that resteth on my bosom. ! A copher-cluster is my 
friend unto me in the vineyards of 'En-gedi.— 15 Lo, thou art beautiful, my beloved: lo, 
thou art beautiful: thy eyes are those of a dove.— !©Lo, thou art beautiful, my friend, 
also pleasant: also our couch is [made in the] green [wood]. 17 The beams of our houses 
are cedars and our wainscoting of cypress-trees. 


2 


1 am the rose of Sharon, the lily of the valleys.— 2 Like the lily among the thorns, 
so is my beloved among the young maidens.— 3 Like the apple-tree among the trees of 
the forest, so is my friend among the young men: under his shadow do I ardently wish 
to sit, and his fruit is sweet to my palate. 4He brought me to the banqueting-house, 
and his banner over me was love. > Strengthen me with flagons of wine, refresh me 
with apples; for sick of love am I. ¢ Oh that his left hand might be under my head, and 
that his right might embrace me. 71 adjure you, O daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, 
and by the hinds of the field, that ye awaken not, nor excite my love, till it please [to 
come of itself].— 8 The voice of my friend! behold, there he cometh, leaping over the 
mountains, skipping over the hills. 9 My friend is like a roebuck or the fawn of the hinds: 
behold, there he standeth behind our wall, looking in at the windows, seeing through 
the lattice. 1° My friend commenced, and said unto me, Rise thee up, my beloved, my 
fair one, and come along. !! For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone its way. 
12 The flowers are seen in the land; the time of the [birds'] singing is come, and the voice 
of the turtle-dove is heard in our land; !3 The fig-tree perfumeth its green figs, and the 
vines with young grapes give forth a [pleasant] smell. Arise thee, my beloved, my fair 
one, and come along. 140 my dove, who art in the clefts of the rock, in the recesses 
of the cliffs, let me see thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; for thy voice is sweet, 
and thy countenance is comely.— 15 Seize for us the foxes, the little foxes, that injure 
the vineyards; for our vineyards have young grapes. 16 My friend is mine, and I am his 
—that feedeth among the lilies. 17 Until the day become cool, and the shadows flee away, 
turn about, my friend, and be thou like the roebuck or the fawn of the hinds upon the 
mountains of separation. 


6873 XRN 


Song of Solomon 3:1 680 Song of Solomon 5:2 


3 

1 On my couch during the nights I sought him whom my soul loveth: I sought him, 
but I found him not. 20h, I must rise now, and go about in the city in the streets, and in 
the open places; I will seek him whom my soul loveth: I sought him, but I found him not. 
3 Then found me the watchmen that walked about the city. “Have ye seen him whom 
my soul loveth?” 4 Scarcely had I passed away from them, when I found him whom my 
soul loveth: I laid fast hold of him, and would not let him go, until I had brought him 
into my mother's house, and into the chamber of her that had born me. °I adjure you, 
ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, and by the hinds of the field, that ye awaken 
not, nor excite my love, till it please [to come of itself].— © Who is this that cometh up 
from the wilderness, like pillars of smoke, perfumed with myrrh and frankincense, with 
all spicy powders of the merchant? 7 Behold, it is the bed, which is Solomon's, sixty 
valiant men are round about it, of the valiant ones of Israel. 8 All of them are girded with 
the sword, are expert in war; every one hath his sword upon his thigh, because of the 
terror in the nights. 9 A palanquin did king Solomon make for himself out of the wood of 
Lebanon. !° The pillars thereof he made of silver, its coverlid of gold, its seat of purple: 
its inner part is arranged lovely, by the daughters of Jerusalem. 1 Go forth, and look, 
O ye daughters of Zion, on king Solomon, with the crown wherewith his mother hath 
crowned him on the day of his espousals, and on the day of the joy in his heart. 


4 

1 Behold, thou art beautiful, my beloved, behold, thou art beautiful: thy dovelike eyes 
[look forth] from behind thy vail; thy hair is like a flock of goats, that come quietly down 
from Mount Gil'ad. 2 Thy teeth are like a flock of well-selected sheep, which are come 
up from the washing, all of which bear twins, and there is not one among them that is 
deprived of her young. 3 Like a thread of scarlet are thy lips, and thy mouth is comely: 
like the half of a pomegranate is the upper part of thy cheek behind thy vail. 4Thy neck is 
like the tower of David built on terraces, a thousand shields hang-thereon, all the quivers 
of the mighty men. 5 Thy two breasts are like two fawns, the twins of the roe, that feed 
among the lilies. © Until the day became cool, and the shadows flee away, will I get me to 
the mountain of myrrh, and to the hill of frankincense. 7 Thou art altogether beautiful, 
my beloved, and there is no blemish on thee.— 8 Come with me from Lebanon, 0 bride, 
with me from Lebanon: look about from the top of Amanah, from the top of Senir and 
Chermon, from the lions' dens, from the leopards' mountains. ° Thou hast ravished my 
heart, O my sister, [my] bride; thou hast ravished my heart with one of thy eyes, with one 
chain of thy neck. !° How beautiful are thy caresses, O my sister, [my] bride! how much 
more pleasant are thy caresses than wine! and the smell of thy fragrant oils more than 
all spices. 11 Of sweet honey drop thy lips, O bride: honey and milk are under thy tongue; 
and the scent of thy garments is like the scent of Lebanon. 12 A locked-up garden is my 
sister, [my] bride; a locked-up spring, a sealed fountain. 13 Thy sprouts are an orchard 
of pomegranates, with precious fruits, copher and spikenard; 14 Spikenard and saffron; 
calamus and cinnamon, with all the trees of frankincense; myrrh and aloes, with all 
the chief of spices; 5 A garden-spring, a well of living waters, and flowing down from 
Lebanon.— 16 Awake, O north wind; and come thou, O south; blow over my garden, that 
its spices may flow out. Let my friend come into his garden, and eat its precious fruits.— 


1T am come into my garden, my sister, [my] bride; I have plucked my myrrh with my 
spice; I have eaten my sugar-cane with my honey; I have drunk my wine with my milk: 
eat, ye companions; drink, yea, drink abundantly, ye friends.— 21 slept, but my heart was 
awake: [there was] the voice of my beloved that knocked, “Open for me, my sister, my 
beloved, my dove, my guiltless one; for my head is filled with dew, and my locks with 
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the drops of the night.” 31 have put off my coat: how shall I put it on? I have washed my 
feet: how shall I defile them? 4 My friend stretched forth his hand through the opening, 
and my inmost parts were moved for him. >I rose up myself to open for my friend; and 
my hands dropped with myrrh, and my fingers with fluid myrrh, upon the handles of 
the lock. I indeed opened for my beloved; but my beloved had vanished, and was gone: 
my soul had failed me while he was speaking; I sought him, but I could not find him; I 


called him, but he answered me not. 7 Then found me the watchmen that walked about 
the city; they smote me, they wounded me: they took away my vail from me, they that 


watched the walls. 81 adjure you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my beloved, what 
will ye tell him? that I am sick of love.— 9 What is thy friend more than another's friend, 
O thou fairest of women? what is thy friend more than another's friend, that thus thou 
adjurest us?— 10 My friend is white and ruddy, distinguished among ten thousand. 11 His 
head is bright as the finest gold, his locks are like waving foliage, and black as a raven. 
12 His eyes are like [those of] doves by streamlets of waters, bathed in milk, well fitted 
in their setting. 1° His cheeks are as a bed of spices, as turrets of sweet perfumes: his 
lips, like lilies, dropping with fluid myrrh. 4 His hands are like wheels of gold beset 
with the chrysolite: his body, an image made of ivory overlaid with sapphires. 15 His 
legs are like pillars of marble, resting upon sockets of fine gold: his countenance is as 
Lebanon, excellent like the cedars. !° His palate is full of sweets, and every thing in him 
is agreeable. This is my friend, and this is my beloved, 0 daughters of Jerusalem.— 


1 whither is thy friend gone, O fairest of women? whither hath thy friend turned 
himself? that we may seek him with thee?— 2 My beloved is gone down to his garden, to 
the beds of spices, to feed in the gardens, and to gather lilies. 3] am my friend's, and my 
friend is mine: he that feedeth among the lilies.— 4 Thou art beautiful, O my beloved, 
like Thirzah, comely like Jerusalem, terrible as armies encamped round their banners. 
5 Turn away thy eyes from me, for they have excited me: thy hair is like a flock of goats 
that come quietly down from mount Gil'ad. © Thy teeth are like a flock of ewes which are 
come up from the washing, all of which bear twins, and there is not one among them 
that is deprived of her young. 7 Like the half of the pomegranate is the upper part of thy 
cheek behind thy vail. 8 Sixty are the queens, and eighty the concubines, and the young 
women without number; ? But one alone is my dove, my guiltless one; she is the only 


one of her mother, she is the chosen of her that bore her: maidens see her, and call her 
happy; yea, queens and concubines, and praise her. 1° Who is this that shineth forth like 


the morning-dawn, beautiful as the moon, bright as the sun, terrible as armies encamped 
round their banners? 11 Into the nut-garden was I gone down, to look about among the 
plants of the valley, to see whether the vine had blossomed, whether the pomegranates 
had budded. !?1 knew not [how it was], my soul made me [like] the chariots of my noble 
people. 13 (7:1) Return, return, O Shulammith; return, return, that we may look upon 


thee. “What will ye see in the Shulammith?” As though it were the dance of a double 
company. 


7 

1 (7:2) How beautiful are thy steps in sandals, O prince's daughter! the roundings of 
thy thighs are like jewelled ornaments, the work of the hands of the artificer. 2 (7:3) Thy 
navel is like a round goblet which lacketh not the mixed wine: thy body is like a heap of 
wheat fenced about with lilies. 3 (7:4) Thy two breasts are like two fawns, the twins of 
the roe. 4(7:5) Thy neck is like a tower of ivory; thy eyes are like the pools in Cheshbon, 
by the gate of Bath-rabbim; thy nose is like the tower of Lebanon which looketh toward 
Damascus. 5(7:6) Thy head upon thee is like Carmel, and the hair of thy head like purple: 
a king is held bound in the tresses. © (7:7) How beautiful and how pleasant art thou, O 
love, in thy attractions! 7 (7:8) This thy stature is like a palm-tree, and thy breasts are like 
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clusters of grapes. 8 (7:9) I thought, I wish to climb up the palm-tree, I wish to take hold 
of its boughs; and, oh, that thy breasts might be like clusters of the vine, and the smell 
of thy nose like apples; ° (7:10) And thy palate like the best wine, that glideth down for 
my friend gently, exciting the lips of those that are asleep.— 1° (7:11) Iam my friend's, 
and toward me is his desire. !1(7:12) Come, my friend, let us go forth into the field; let us 
spend the night in the villages; 12 (7:13) Let us get up early to the vineyards; let us see if 
the vine have blossomed, whether the young grape have opened [to the view], whether 
the pomegranates have budded: there will I give my caresses unto thee. 13 (7:14) The 
mandrakes give forth [their] smell, and at our doors are all manner of precious fruits, 
new and also old: O my friend, these have I laid up for thee. 


1 Oh that some one would make thee as my brother that hath sucked my mother's 
breasts! should I then find thee without, I would kiss thee; and yet, people would 
not despise me. 21 would lead thee, I would bring thee into my mother's house, thou 
shouldst teach me: I would cause thee to drink of spiced wine, of the sweet juice of my 
pomegranate. 3 Oh that his left hand might be under my head, and that his right hand 
might embrace me. 41 adjure you, O daughters of Jerusalem, why will ye awaken, and 
why will ye excite my love, until it please [to come of itself]?— 5 Who is this that cometh 
up from the wilderness, leaning upon her friend?—Under the apple-tree have I waked 
thee up; there thy mother brought thee forth; there brought thee forth she that bore 
thee. © Set me as a seal upon thy heart, as a seal upon thy arm; for strong as death is 
love; violent like the nether world is jealousy; its heat is the heat of fire, a flame of God. 
7 Many waters are not able to quench love, nor can the rivers flood it away: if a man were 
to give all the wealth of his house for love, men would utterly despise him.— 8 We have a 
little sister, and she hath yet no breasts: what shall we do for our sister on the day when 
she shall be spoken for? ? If she be a wall, we will build upon her a palace of silver: and if 
she be a door, we will enclose her with boards of cedar.— 1°I am a wall, and my breasts 
are like towers: then was I in his eyes as one that found favor. 11 Solomon had a vineyard 
at Ba'al-hamon; he had given up the vineyard unto the keepers; every one was to bring 
for its fruit a thousand pieces of silver. 12 My vineyard, which was mine, was before me: 
thine, O Solomon, be the thousand, and let two hundred be for those that keep its fruit. 
— 13“Thou that dwellest in the gardens, the companions listen for thy voice: oh let me 
hear it.” 14Flee away, my friend, and be thou like the roebuck, or the fawn of the hinds, 
upon the mountain of spices. 
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